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BLACK MOMENTUM, descending,

TOWARD SPRAWLING GRID OF CITY LIGHTS «- becomzng RUNWAY LIGHTS,

hurctling up at us ~- becoming JOHNNY'S POV as he walks rapidly
along an echozng CORRIDOR.

This is the approach to U.S. CUSTOMS Pull tile floor. scabby
walls with posters warning us of DRUGS WE’'VE NEVER EVEN HEARD

. OF, warning us of the DEATH PENALTY for POSSESSION OF UNLICENSED

FIREARMS. Backs of other business-travellers march ahead of
Jehnny . :

CUSTOMS is a row of forvified booths, like a drive~in bank. As
Johnny pauses, choosing & booth, we see him for the first time:
young. sharply groomed, conservative in his dark suit, white
shire. Something just a bit too cool here, too perfectly
controlled. He takes his PASSPORT from his breast pocket and
strolls confidently into a booth. A heavy siab of worn lucite
slides firmly down behind him. ‘

INT. CUSTOMS BOOTH
Johnny takes a seat in the lone chair.

CUsSTOMS
{(female, v.o., £ilter)
- Passporc, please.

CU JOHNNY'S PASSPOR? looks llke & Nenvendo game cartridge, navy
blue plastic with gold-stamped American eagle, “PASSPORT”,
“UNITED STATES OF AMERICA". He leans forward, inserts passport
in provided socket. 8Sits back in chair, arms carefully aligned
with chair‘s arms; he knows what's comzng «~ as monitor-studded
RESTRAINTS snap into place over his forearms. A RETINAL CAMERA
pops from the headrest. clamps ztself smocthly over his right

eye.

INSERT: JOHNNY, FROM POV OF CUSTOMS COMPUTER, as it
_«s;multanecusly scans his body and the data in his passport. We
~gee-his body in CATscan, a-cascade of personal stats for
. “LAWRENCE ALLEN HAYNES®, fingerprints, retinal photo, DNA print.

CU JOHNNY'S HAND as he presses his finger-tips down on a
sensitized plate on the chair-arm.

INSERT: POV OF CUSTOHS COMPUTER as it MATCHES hls fingerprines
and retinal images with those in his passport.

JOHNNY'S POV, peering through multiplé layers of armored glass.
Is that a live human Customs agent back there?

CUSTOMS
- And the purpose of your trip to
Singapore, Mr. Haynes? Were yvou
there on business?
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CONTINUED:
_<:> Johnny grins.

JOHNNY
Pleasure.

No response, sllénce lengthens. Johnny glances to the lefc,
where we see a wall-slot, a shelf with paper tumblers, and a
sign: 'URINALYSIS'

INSERT: CUSTOMS COMPUTER'S POV: CATScan homes in on brxght pomnt
in JOHNNY'S BRAIN. We Z00M toward it: it's rectangular, tiny, a
dense maze of czrcu;try A surgically-implanted silicon chip.

, _ CQSTOMS
This implant in your corpus
callosgum, Mr. Haynes. .. “What

exactly is it?

pe
i€ Beat.
_ JOHNNY
: (v.o.}
A prosthesis.
s CUSTOMS
Obviously, Mr., Haynes. But what
specific purpose does it serve?
CU: JOHNNY'S EYES. '
wOHNNY '
Dyslexia. I'm dyslexic. I mean
I would be. Without it,
INSERT: CUSTOMS COMPUTER’S POV: the glxcnerlng pachs of the
_ chmp. _ -
**rzmpresszve stcrage capacxty.~
 JOHNNY
: {V.O-)
Thank you.
1y o CUSTOMS _
! When were you last screened for
- sexually transmicted diseases,
i] _ Mr. Hayes?

CU: JOHNNY'S MOUTH., Hint of a smirk.
| _ JOHNNY
- You do that here?

l} | . | - - (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:. (2)

CUSTOMS
{primly)
U.8. Customs & Immigracion
strongly advises zll returning
residents to reassess STD status
at their earliest opportunity,
Mr. Haynes.

- JOHNNY -
111 remember that.

Beat.

CUSTOM :
Have you been tested for Nerve
- Artentuation Syndrome, Mr,
Haynes?

Beat, CLOSE ON JOHNNY'S EYES, as the unexpected question finds a
ehink in his armor of c¢ool. The arm-resgraints and retinal-
camera retract, but he doesn't get up.

' JOHNNY
‘Why? Why 4id you ask me ;hat?

. CUSTOMS ]
‘Anyone with an implant like yours
should be tested on & regular
basis, Mr. Haynes...

- JORNNY
Yeah. That's right...

Johnny rises, plucking his passport from the slot.

CUSTOMS
Welcome home, Mr. Haynes,

" A door ‘slides open in the far wall. 'thnnyssﬁéps :hfﬁugh;~i:

whines shut behind_him.

INT. AIRPORT

Crowded bustle, creepy hasso mutter of loudspeakers., Johnny
walking fast. Shadowy lighting, brownish and dim. Like a 19th-
century railroad station. Sense of buried fear, anxiety. Johnny
passes a group of BEGGARS arrayed along a wall. One of them is
SHIVERING, teeth clicking; he helds a hand-lettered cardboard:
*HAD A GOOD JORB, GOT THE SHAKES BAD". Another is endlessly
executing a pointless little robotic shuffle. Johnny looks
right through them, brushing past, out the door. HOLD on the

‘second beggar’'s shoes, in thsir machine-like shuffle.

 DISSOLVE TO:

. bid .
<




EXT. STREETS - MNIGHT | o | 3

(:} ROLL TITLE over battered, heavxly -armored CAB gr;ndzng through
mean streets, with glittering corporate monoliths towering away
in b.g. This place has been hit with the long-term economic

equivalent of the neutron bomb; sparse traffic, few
streetlights, fewer pedestrians.

INT. CAB _ 4

Jonnny alone in dark passenger compartment, his face reflected
in one-way mirror that screens the driver. Below the mirror, a
pay cel-phone with credit card slot. Johnny takes GIZMO from

nis pocket: a tiny key-pad attached to a card-sized shim of - o~
metal. He taps a code into the pad, glances at the mirror,
slips the shim into the slot, and dials -- using the keys of the
phone. We hear it ring once, then RALFI picks up.
- i - . RALFI |
ga | - {v.o., £ilter)
: Yeah?_
o JOHNNY
I'm back.
) RALFT
b Got it?
JOHNNY

E Got it. Be there.

INT.. RALFI'S APARTMENT 5

- Penthouse pad furnished in the glitziest bad taste the 21st
Century has to offer. Ralfi, overdressed and overweight, hears
the click as Johnny hangs up. He looks at the phone.

] ' RALFI :
v iRey. ‘No fucking problen, Johnny-
boy. same as always...

i; : Ralfz dzals a number.

i  FRANZETTI
it {v.o., filter)
J _Yeah? '
'{] Ralfi consults data on & screen.
RALFI

Ralfi, Angelo. He's in. Off the
Singapore shuttle., Passport name
~of Larxy Haynes.

(CONT INUED)
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CONTINUED:

. FRANZETTI

The goods., Ralfi? He got the

goods? _
RALFI .

vYeah. Just called me,
FRANZETTI

You get the message I left?
RALFI _

Your guys’ll meet him, ‘stead of

me., X . '
FRANZETTI

Yeah. We’ll meet him alright.
You just sit tight, Ralfi,
Understand? -

o RALFI |
Hey, fine, Angelo, no problem. I
already sent out for some Thai.

Ralfi‘s POV: THE THAI lolls on the couch in high heels and 2
rubber skirt. CLICK as Parker hangs up. '

EXT. RUIN -~ NIGHT ' _ ' . L 4

LONG on ruins of a factory or large warehouse. It stands near a
RIVER, partially in the shadow of a BRIDGE. It burnt a long
time ago: the roof remains as & maze of blackened girders. We
MOVE IN, across an uneven plain of rubble, into the ruin,
Inside, a wrecked TRAILER-HOME, its tires flat for twenty years,
windows blacked with paint. Beside it, a gleaming black LIMO.

- Light escapes from chinks in the trailer's battered siding.

ﬂw:ﬁTﬂﬁiﬁﬁiﬁzﬁ-*q'Q’},f_ L -;'_ ' o .;:  T 5

Looks like it smells of urine. Masses of tangled filthy
bedding, a broken table. Light-source is a fancy new electric
lantern. A pair of heavy-duty killers are setting up to conduct
a litcle business. LASLO sweeps garbage from the tabletop with
the back of his gloved hand, puts down a cardboard box. SPENCER
looks around with intense distaste. _

$PENCER
Shitty fuckin‘ place. Jesus.

Laslo removing things from the box: a butcher-knife, scalpels,
shears, pliers, a SURGICAL SAW.

_ LASLO o
Quiet. A quiet place... . ' .

2 LB beenne 1o e
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CONTINUED:

He raises the saw, admiring its razor-sharp edge.

. SPENCER
I don’'t get it.
| LASLO
Wwhae? '
SPENCER

Angelo just wants the head...

LASLO looks at him, amused.

LASLO .
Cause it's all he fuckxn’
needs. ..

'He puts down the saw and raises a gayly -colored BOWLING-BALL BAG

into frame.

LASLO
...a8n' it’'s easier to fuckxn'
LaXinvy.

Spencer neods abszraczedly, scill considering the awfulness of
the rank trailer.

SPENCER
wWhat kinda people live like this,
huh? Animals., Jesus...

EXT. GIRDERS OVERLOORING RUIN ~ NIGHT 6
Squinting down through a monocular, J-BONE, leader of the LO-

TEKS, straddles a length of girder. He's young, black, with a
distinctive hairstyle and a slightly more elaborate version of

the standard Lo-tek costume: torn and layvered jackets, ragged
“leggings, ‘neck-thongs strung with salvaged gadgets, and rubber-
'goled climbing-boots. From what we can see of his arms, he's

heavily TATTOOED. No hearts or anchors, though: these are
strange neo-primitive patterns that suggest printed circuits,

~machine-parts, etc., very striking.

INSERT: The House-trailer, through J-Bone's spyglass.,

TOAD strolls out onto the girder, one foot in front of the
other, arms out for balance. Utterly casual but we’re thirty
feet up, here, above jagged rubble, He's younger than J-Bone,
oriental. o _

TOAD

Yo. J-Bone. Maximum leader.
Sir. whatcha clockin’?
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CONTINUED: | | | | - 8
J-8one lowers the monocular on its neck-thong.

: o ~BONE
Suits. Coupla big ones, Toad.

Toad peers down.

TCOAD
Yeah. I make the light. Sloppy.
‘ J~BONE
Why suits ocut here now, huh,

Toad?
Toad sﬁrugs. then grins.
TOAD

Dope? Sex! Wanna dirty-ass set,
see, grind ‘em hot maleness...

‘With this Toad executes a snake-like sequence of pelvic thrustg,

his croceh level with the seated J-Bone’'s face. Giggling, he
dances backward before J-Bone can swat him,

o~ BONE '

- Get serious. These people

. énrirely too close to Heaven.
Suits don’t wander ratlands in
the dark..

J-Bone's worried; he’'s a man of respcnsxbzllzy Toad picks up
on this.

TOAD :
Beg to differ, boss. Suits been
dumpin’ bodybags out here since
forever. Dogs eat ‘em. Ugly but
_;she s nature..rzght’ ' '

J~-Bone razses the monocular agazn

S 3-BONE
Too ¢lose to Heaven...

" EXT. NEAR RUIN - NIGHT - vi ¢

Johnny climbs from the cab. Stands watching as it pulls away.
Then he's alone. Sea of rubble. Frequent puddles. He starts
walking. Pulls the passport from his pocket, :

JOHNNY
Don t forget that check~up .o

He tosses ;he_passpor: into a puddle and walks on.

*




-y

INT. TRAILER - | - | 8

Spencer assembles and cocks a crossbow-pistel, fitting it with a
vicicus-looking bolt: it's eguipped with a telescopic sight,
Laslo checks the wire garrote-rig he now wears -- a spring-
loaded reel strapped on ezther wr;sc

LASLO
Turn down the light.

Spencer clicks a button on the lantern: dimmest setting.

- LASLO
I de ahe talkzng

Spencer ncds

EXT. HOUSE-TRAILER - NIGHT

Johnny skirts the llmo Not happy to see it there.- He rounds
the trailer, faces the closed door. -

JOHNNY -
Ralfiz?

No reply.

' JOENNY
Ralfi? :

Laslo opens the door.

LASLD
In here...

- JOHNNY
- Who the fuck are you? - ' _ L.

e < LASLO . _ o ;
CLaslol ‘Ralfi’s in here ge:tang N
set up.  Got his hands full. '

-Johnny sm:les. stepping fcrwarﬁ
| o JOHNNY
No shit. Laslo.

Laslo lunges, arms spread, whipping the steel wire down, behind
Johnny's head. But Johnny's ready, dropping to his knees as
Laslo tries to whip his wrists together. Johnny rolls back,
kicking Lasleo in the balls with BOTH FEET. Laslo grunts, but

 _doesn ‘¢t fall.

(CONTINUED)
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-Johnny SPRINTS across the rubble-field, shallow puddles throw;ng

forward, toward tumbled slabs of rubble. We PAN UP: directly

~with interest. Laslo rounds a tilted slab of concrete. Johnny
‘snags his feet with a twisted. hook-shaped length of rusty rebar.

CONTINUED: | . | | 11

LASLO
Pon't make this fuckin’
difficulc, asshole. Not like
it’'s personal.

Johnny looks up, sprawled on his back in nhe mud.

JOHNNY
- Keviar cup?
 LASLO
ghit yes., We're nxga.

AS Jchnny gets to his feet, Laslo snaps :he k;llzng—wzre raut
bertween gloved hands.

. JOHNNY
Laslo?
- LASLO
Huh?
JOHNNY
lBya

up wings of water, Lasla blznks

v e

. LASLO
Shit!

Laslo takes off after Johnny as Spencer appears in the doorway.

Laslo, running. Where’'s Johnny? Laslo spins, frantic, furious,
the steel wire guivering between his fists., Laslo moves

overhead, J-Bone and Toad, safe in the shadows, are watchxng

Laslo goes over; as he takes the weight of his £all on his
hands, Johnny stabs the rebar into the MUD. Laslo starts to go
for him, but -CAN’'T; the steel bar is in the way of the GARROTE-
WIRE. Johnny slams a hunk of concrete against Laslo’s head.

SPENCER
{c.5.)
Freeze, motherfucker!

Johnny sees Spencer aiming the crossbow two~handed. Johnny
drops the concrete. _

SJOHNNY
Easy... Listen, man, you gonna
tell me what’s going on here?

o
h g

k2
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CONTINUED: {2)
Overhead, Toad grlns with excxcement

?OAQ
Man! Serious action!

' C.U. TOAD'S FOOT as it shifts on the girder, accidently

displacing a rusty six-inch bolt balanced there.

?he bolt clangs into the rubble near Spencer, who whlps the
crossbow up reflexively and fires -- TW&AAANG

Ooverhead, Toad, as before, except that the bolt now protrudes
from under his chin., He whimpers, reaching up for ic; the
movement offbalances him and he FALLS.

J~BONE
{angumsh}
Towi 4 I.

Toad crashes into the rubble. J-Bone -- very gquick ~- whips a
light line around the girder and ZIPS down, his palms protected
by ragged fingerless gloves.

: J=BONE
Toad, man!

He runs to dead Toad ~~ and incidently toward Spencer, who's
struggling to re-cock and load his crossbow. J-Bone kneels over
Toad. Touches Toad's hair. Blood. He looks up at Spencer.
Spencer razses the crossbow, taking aim.

TNSERT: SPENCER’S PGV through SCOPE, J-Bome's EYE in CROSS-
HAIRS.

. - JOHNNY
I said, you gonna tell my wha: s
hannsnmsz"

into a puddle.

_ JOHNNY
Who sent you? Where’s Ralfi?

Spencer‘s lost his crossbow; he‘s on his knees in a puddle.
Johnny towers over him, threatening him with the two~by-four. J-
Bone out of frame.

JOHNNY
I said who gent youtl!

(CONTINUED)

- 'Einto 5pencer wzth a. fonr*foot lengnh of wacerlogged;
-twb*by~£cur. ‘The crossbow fires. its bolt splashzng harmlessly

11
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CONTINUED: (3) | | | | AEEETY

SPENCER make a strange little GARGLING sound and topples

- forward, face-down in muddy water, the handle of a KNIFE

protruding from his back. It's an old filet-knife, handle
wrapped with tape, beads, feathers. We COME UP on J-Bone, his
face grim, : S

JOHNNY

wWhy the fuck you do ghat?!
J~BONE A
Toad’'s not comin’ back to

Heaven. . .
J-Bone stares at Johnny. .
- J=BONE

He was gonna ice me too. Now we
owe you one. . :

.- SOHNNY
. Owe me? Who the hell are you?
T J»BONE- -
I'm J-Bone. I run Heaven., Up

chere.

He gestures in the ézrectien of the bridge. Johnny‘s baffled.
J-Bone puts his foot on Spencer's back and tugs the knife free;
it isn‘'t easy. Then he turns, walks over to Toad, kneels, and
cuts a handful of charms from arcund the dead boy's neck. He
stows these carefully in a pouch at his waist.

J~BONE
We owe you one.

Then he walks away, in that same direction.

_' ' JOHNNY
Wb “" .

Johnny looks down at his trashed suit, torn and muddy . ﬁe flips_

-out, starts kicking Spencer’'s corpse in the ribs,

JOHNNY

You stupid MOOK! Look at my
CLOTHES!! '
INT. TRAILER | | 10 12

Wwith the lantern turned up brzght. Johnny laoks at the SAW and
the BOWLING ~-BALL BAG.
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INT. LIMO | | . - 13

By dashlight, Johnny takes a flat rubbery DIGITAL VOICE-CHANGER
from his pocket and smooths it over the MOUTHPIECE of the car's
cel-phone. Presses a button on the phone, clears his throat,
and speaks. ) :

JOHNNY
Hello, Ralfi...

Simultaneously. ANOTHER VOICE says “Hello, Ralfi* from phone'‘s

speaker: deep and booming. He fiddles with the gadget, tries

again.

o JOHNNY '
Hello, Ralfi. You 1y1ng sack of
‘shit. -

This tmme the voice from the speaker ig squeaky, grotesguely
effeminate.

JOHNNY
. Fuck...

Speaker: “Fuck...” Another adjustment.

- JOHNNY
{languidly,
murderously)
‘Ralfi, habv, I'm going to kill
your ass, you don‘t straighten
this shit out ngg..

‘The GIRL~-VOICE purring smmultaneously from the speaker is

gorgeocus, Very sexy Johnny dials.

INT RALFI’S . APARTMENT, BEQROOM R | 14

: '“f?fﬂalfx snores: mo;stly. The Thai prostitute zs flxaned on

.
1

miniature television on bedside table. She wears wireless
headphones so the au&;o won‘t disturb his beauty sleep, but we

can. hear it.

INSERT: TV, badly colorized version of (?) bsw show from early
*60g, suggesting endless recycling of product. Suddenly the

. word LO-TEK, like a skater‘'s tag, is scrawled across the screen,

over the ancient show. Crude but magical as the Lo-tek guerilla
tv operation kicks in. Throbbing fu:uro~punk~ska:e-whatever.
over funky hypervkenetmc dance of subversive images .. Glinmpses
of Lo-teks themselves, in their improvised station; one of them
moons the camera. This is not the hooker‘’s speed at all; she
swats atr the set, trying to get her show back as the phone

rings. She nuéges Ralf;

o RALFI
Huh? {(Picks up phone.{ Yeah?




CONTINUED: | 14

JOHNNY GIRL-VOICE
(v.o., filter)

Baby?

RALFI
wWho the fuck? Buh?

_ JOHNNY GIRL-VOICE
Samantha, Ralfi...

Ralfi frowns, tryving to remember.

g 'RALFI E | =
sa-mt!.?

' - JOHNNY GIRL-VOICE
That night in Sydney South--
Central Five., Ralfi, when you
were down under? Don’'t you
remember me, Ralfi?

Ralfi glances at the whore, who's searching the channels but
finding the Lo-tek broadcast everywhere:

: RALFI
-Uh, well shit., .I mean, you think
I could forget that? :

JOMNNY GIRL-VOICE
You said I gave the best head 1n
‘the southern hemisphere.

Ralfi grins, pleased with this evidence of his own eloguence.

"~ RALFI
Well, unh, where are ya, kitten?
You. down in that Australia?

N JOHNNY GIRL-VGICE

. No, Ralf;. I'm right here in
towni. On business. And I really
have to see you, Ralfi. I mean,
1 want to see you, and there's
this business thing...

! RALFI
‘ Business thing?

The Thai gives up, slapping the OFF switch on the television.

L)
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INT. LIMO

JOMNNY
It's not for the phone, baby.
But you did sorta imply you dealt
in, well, intsresting
informacion, hmm? '

well... It depends...

: JOHNNY
Thxs is big, Ralfi. Right up
your, uh, alzey

As he saYa this, Johnny makes a fist.

INT. RALFI‘S APARTMENT, BEDROOM
Ralf; ccnszders
- RALFI
So where are you?

JOHRNNY GIRL-VOICE
You know the pDrome?

RALFZI
Yeah,.
INT., LIMO
JOHNNY
Meet me there in an hour.
Beat.
oL . RALFY . . '
- Unh... Lzssen. kitten, you all
alone?
~ Beat.
- JOHNNY

Totally, Ralfx. And I just wanna
see ya so bad.. . :

RALFI

Okay. Yeah. Well, I wanna see
you too, hic...

Johnny hangs up.

13,

15
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INT. RALFI'S APARTMENT., BEDROOM : _ ig

1£i looks at the phone in his hand. Hangs up. The Thai looks
at him, L '

_ " RALFI _
whathefuck yqu starin’ ac?

she shrugs. Agitated, Ralfi throws the cover aside and gets out
of bed. S '

INT. LIMO o 19

Johnny starts the car, slams it into gear. Pulls away with a
-3erk through guddles and reflected lights, leaving the Brldge'

in b.g.
' FADE TO

EXT. STRIP MALL - NIGHT | o | 20

Display windows. Johnny pérks in front of a.clothing store.

. mrakes out his wallet, from which he extracts a deck of credit

cards; he shuffles them adroitly, selects one. Replaces wallet.
From anocher pocket he takes the GIZMO, presses card against

‘ghim, ECU on-scarlet numeric readout. Johnny taps miniature

buttons. The numbers change. Gizmo emits a bleep. Johnny
extracts the doctored credit card, blows on it, pretending it‘s
hot. _

INT. CLOTHING STORE ' | 21
Johnny models new jacket in mirror. Identical to the last one.
The SHOPGIRL . nakes mcre than a professional interest in Johnny

L SHOPGIRL
©oodgoreally suits you...

- - JOENNY
Tie, '
She shows him something with black and white diagonals.
- JOHNNY
8p0l1id black. Hundred-percent
silk, max two and a half inches
acrogs the wide end, Milano if
you got it.
She quickly pfoduces the specified tie.

JOHNNY -°
Done deal.

L
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CONTINUED: o | | | s

SHOPGIRL
Your dress-sense is really
honed... WwWe don’'t get many
customers with your kind of--

- JoRNNY |

strunk.
_ SHOPGIRL
wWhat?

He hands her the creditr card.

JOENNY -
D. Hxli;s Strunk.

SHOPGIRL :
Certainly, Mr., Strunk: On your
: ConExMexAmeprank Triple~Platinum
Plus

She runs the card through a termxnal and beams at hi&."He
smiles back

TERMINAL
Cleared, for amount of purchase!
ConExMexAmeribank Triple-Platinum
Plus is honored to facilitate yet
another tvasteful purchase on
behalf of D, Hillis Strunk of
Fargo., North Dakota! You’'re more
than just a number at
ConExMexAmeribank, Mr. Strunk!
_ SHOPGIRL
Dakota? .

- JOHNNY
.Yep. o

Knotting his new tie, Johnny exits. Through the window, the

Shopgirl watches him climb into the limo. What a cute guy.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS Ny - . 22

Tall windows overlook the towers of the city. Smooth bland hi-

corporate furniture. A long conference-table. At it head sits
ANGELO FRANZETTI, the local capo: encrmous, melancholy.
beautifully groomed. in a pin-stripe suit that cost as much as a
small car. He is perhaps the last representative of a vanxshxng
culture. He knows it; it saddens him., He’'s a deeply
tyaditional man, ill at ease with the hl@h“ﬁ&ﬁh marvels and
monsters that surround him.




CONTINUED: | | | | 22

@,

Such as YOMOMMA and PRETTY, an extracrd_ﬁarzly striking pair of
female COMBAT ARTISTS, seated side by side toward the oppositce
end of the table. Yomamma is black, Pretty white and blonde;
otherwise they could‘ve been built from the same kit: Super-
deluxe Professional Ballcrusher. Aside from race, they're
nearly identical, and in Yomamma's case perhaps even gender has
peen submerged beneath stercids and the surgeon's knife. They
are exotically lethal muscle. They work for Franzetti. As does
STREET PREACHER, the black-clad man who sits opposite them,
studying an open Bible. The Street Preacher, AKA Reverend
struthers, is tall, gaunt, unsmiling, roped with muscle, his
merciless gaze radioactive with contained psychotic fervor. He
is very. .verv scary. He’'s a fool-killer, a born-again bogey»
man, big bad daddy death-angel punisher of all that is :
frivolous, fun, or indeed even human -- so thoroughly does such
state disgust him. He wears a long black topcoat. Franzetti
{d hag always regarded hzm with a speczal horror.

"In the chair nearesz Franzetti is a peculiar-looking rectangular
CONSOLE, approximately the size of a headless human torso. We
don’‘t yet know what it is, but we will. Smooth, black and

- expensive~looking, very Sharper Image.

Franzetti, staring gloomily into space, holds a phone to his
ear. We can’'t hear the other half of the conversarion.

: , | - FRANZETTI
o : No shit. Yeah? So call me.

franzetti flips the phone closed. 8ighs.

YOMOMMA o
I tol’ you don‘'t use Laslo nt
Spencer, Angelo

PRETTY
.:Laslo couldn’t £ind his own
'Rmasshole with both nhumbs '

Yomamma grzns.
YOMOMMA

Pon’t say nothin’ bad ‘bout the
dead, Pretty. '

FRANZETTI
. That was Ralfi. Someone’'s set up
~ a meet with him, at the Drome.
He thinks maybe Johnny.

Street Preacher c¢loses his Bible.

. (CONTINUED)
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STREET PREACHER
Let me bring him in far you, Mr,
Franzetti.

YOMOMMA :
gh-uh, Street Preacher. You
sorta stick out in a bar, know
what I mean?

STREET PREACHER
I like bars. They're full of
sinners, awaiting the Lordr's
word.,

YOMOMMA
Exactly what I mean,

FRANZETTI
She’s right. You two handle it,
Get over there and make sure
Ralfi doesn’'t lose him again.

YOMOMMA
Pleasure, Angelo.

- With an arch glance for Street Preacher, Yomomma and Pretty get
. up tp'leave.

INT. THE DROME

This is one cooking joint, and about as weird as it gets --
weirder, even. Some very very heavy customers, rough trade of
every conceivable persuasion. plus & healthy leavening of latex-
clad jailbait to die for. Some of the customers, though, are
vzc:zms of Nerve Attenzuatzon Syndzome They jive and jitter.

_ _'Black 'BERNIE THE AGENT dis at his usual table. A b;g man, too
T sold{andssmarty ito hire himself out: as: muscle. Bernie finds work

for combat-artists, takes his percentage. Opposite him sits

JANE. Young, unprosperous, inexperienced, local talent. She's_

taut and edgy, in skintite jeans and a leather jacket with the
sleeves ripped out. She leans forward, hungry and intense., She
wants to be a pro {like Yomomma and Pretty). There's a black

-strap across her forehead; like she‘'s wearing an eyepatch, but

the patch itself, light-weight hi-tech hardware., is flipped UP,

s$0 we see both her eyes.

~ JANE

Hey, come gn., Bernie! You gaid
yvou could find me some work!
How'm I gonna build a rep if I
can‘'t get work? You agent for
the best combat artists in
LLOWn. ..

Cot
t.J
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.<:> sarnie looks at her.

BERNIE
Got no work for you, Jane.

JANE _
Hey, lissen, I'm sorry, it’s just
I‘m... You know I peed the gig.
Not even the money so much, but I
gotta tussle, man, kick some
butt, show ‘em what I can do!
I‘m fast, Bernie! I'm faster'n
shic, now Spider’s 3acked my
system up~- .

He gives her a long look contempt mlngled with a certain plny

4{;?; ' BERNIE
! You fast, huh?
Jane nods.
BERNIE _
Hold up your hand., Like this.
_ He puts out his hand, flat, palm down, held six inches above the
' table. Jane, thinking her speed is about ¢o be tested, does the
: same,
JANE
Okay?
- BERNIE
That’s fine.
Silence. He watches Jane's hand. We wait for something to ;
happen. =~ o AR : | ]
so? ' o ' : ' _ DR
i - His face is a mask.
1 . _ JANE
| : _ 507 :
BERNIE
} _ Just hold it there.

A flash of fear in Jane‘'s face,

BERNIE -
You can hold it there, can t you?

J _ ) ' ._ ' - {CONTINUED)
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JANE
- Sure!

£.U. their hands; Jane’'s exhibit’'s a TREMOR. Before it can
increase, she GRABS BERNIE'S WRIST, quick as LIGHTNING.

JANE
(desperately)
See°

He 3usu snares at har. unnxi she 1ets go.

_ . BERNIE
You re damaged goods, girl.

- Spider‘'s jacked you up, alright -
- grraight into the black shakes,
Another mannh, you be like -
them,

‘He points to a pair of qu;verzng shakes«vxctims atc the bar,

liquor slopping f£rom one’s glass as he tries to drink.

BERNIE ,
Go home, honey. I can‘t give you
no referral., You‘re sick an’
gettin’ sicker. I got a rep to
procect. '

Jane’'s frustration looks as though it’'s about Lo go ball;sclc.
but she gets on top of it. S$he stands up. .

JANE
I'll get a gig, Bernie., You’'ll
see,

She walks into the crowd. Bernie shakes his huge head, sadly.

: BERNIE .
- You just a kid. Aand szck
‘Gettin’ ‘sicker...

CUT TO Ralfi entering the club, going through mecal-deétectors,
under neon signs declaring the club’s strict NO WEAPONS POLICY.
He's all spiffed up in duds as loud and ugly as the decor in his
apartment. We see a couple of TOUGCE CHARACTERS checking their
{non-firearm) weapons at the door; rack covered with assorted
lzthilbhardware, Looking for his date, Ralfi moves toward rear
of clu ' -

cuT T0 Jane az bar, payzng for a beer

'CUT TO Ralfi taking a rear table, lookmng around stra;ghtenzng

his tie, szctlng down

{CONTINUED)
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JOHNNY'S ARM comes out of nowhere, grabblng Ralfi by the neck,
slamm,ﬁa nim face-down onto the table.

. JOHNNY
Best head in the southern
hemisphere, right?

- RALFI
Johnny! My man! Jesus! You
scazed me! '

HOLD on Ralfi’'s eager, feral, cowardly, double- deal;ng grin,

~sgquashed agaxns: the table.

JOHNNY
You weren‘t at the meet, Ralfi.
Just a coupla mooks with a *
hacksaw, I jet halfway around.
the fucking planet. I meet your.
concact in Singapore. I upload--

.RALFI
But lissen Johnny-~

: JOHNNY '
I get pagk on the plane. I make
it through Customs Clean,
Ralfi. Immaculace procedure I
~call you. Got a meet to download.
But you don‘t make the meet,
Ralfi~~

RALFI
_Hey, man, hey, you kggn I~~

- Ralfi winces. h;s cheek squashed_agaznst the table.

: ' RALFI -
_*Lemme explaxn that, There ‘s been
a gCcrew-up, see, and--

JOHNNY
{to Ralfi)
I know your fat ass is dead, yvou
don’t get this batch of product
outa my head!: I don‘t think

you‘re taking me seriousiv,

Ralfi 3R R ]
RALFL
Man, we're takin’ you serious as

cancer..

-

HUGE HANDS clamp vise-like around Johnny's forearms. LEWIS,

- Ralfirg titanic muscle-orafted meathead bodveuard. lifts-Johnnv
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Lewis hasn’t let go; he's strong enough to reduce Johnny’s _
piceps to pulp if he wants to. He does want to, in fact, but he

‘has to wait for Ralfi to tell him ro. Ralfi coughs, straightens

up, rubbing his cheek.

RALFI
I never heen to south central
Sydney, wise-ass, let alone got a
knob-job there.

'Mops hisg swaacy face with a handkerchief. Sits down opposite

Johany.

RALFI
Know what you are, Johnny?

Lewis gives Johnny a squeeze. Johnny winces,

RALFI _
You‘re & mule, No difference
between you and some other sucker
with a pound of cocaine tamped up
his ass. You smuggle data. You
walk it through customs for us.,
You got this artitude you think
Cyou're & plaver. ‘You ain’'t no
player. You’‘re a mule with chips
in your head. Yocu're something
to move product around in.

Beat. We see this is exactly what Johnny does NOT want to hear.
Johnny suddenly KICKS RALFI IN THE BALLS, under the table. Ralfi
SCREAMS, flailing forward, as Johnny attempts a sudden twist to

. escape Lewis; Lewis packs him and slams his ass down on the

chair again, Ralfi groaning in agony.

_ LEWIS
a_ﬁmgy;it,agg;n,, I lake xt
 JOmMNNY -
No shit? I think Ralfi likes it

too.

Lewis BACKHANDS Johnny, cutting his lip. Doubled over, tears
in his eyes, Ralfi glares at Johnny with pure hatred.
RALFI
vyou're fucked, smart-ass. That
hot shit you picked up for us in
Singapore, turns out it was so -
hot, the people it gotten stolen

from, they already. bougha it back
from usg!

{CONTINUED)
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JOHNNY
g0?

PALFI
S0 they don’'t wanna take zpv
fuckin’ chances, is all.

ANOTHER ANGLE, LONG: MYSTERY POV and it's a weird one. Jchnny,
tewis, and Ralfi, but half the frame is filled with slamming Lo-
tek guerilla video (but content much more VIOLENT than what we
caw at Ralfi’'s) framed in a lens-shaped lozenge; the watcher is
wearing 2 headset VCR-monocle, a video Walkman. Intense music.

ZOOM on Ralfi.

RALFL
Your fuckin’ head's on its way
back to Singapore! In a Goddanm
box, with a kilo of dry ice!

STRANGER’S POV STROLLS toward table; we catch looks on various
faces as customers get the hell out ¢of the way. Right up to the
table as Lewis indulges in a little gratuitous b;cep-kneadzng
Lewis looks up; his eyes harden in reaction.

: - ANE {0.8.)
How’s it hangin’, big guy?

LEWIS'S POV: Jane. thewing gqum. = The eyepatchwthing is DOWN.

JANE'S POV asg SOMEONE DIES MESBSILY on Lo-tek :v, on the beat,
she flips the screen up, out of frame.

LEWLIS
Fuck ©ff, bitch.

o Ldghten up. Look, I 11 show you
a trzck... '

Jane shifts the wad of from sxde to side in her moa:h Opens
her mouth, sticking out her tongue. ECU on the tmny metal
triangle there, a #5 X-acto blade, slick with spit. All in one
smooth, matter-of-fact movement, she plucks the smuggled razor
and bends, slitrving the inside of Lewis' right wrist. Lewis
lers out a single shrill scream as blood spurts. Clamps the
fingers of his left hand over the wound, blood dripping; now
he‘s totally helpless. His face has gone dead whxze. Moaning,
he blunders away from the table,

JANE
{over her shoulder)
Get a tendon-stapler, you ever
wanna play guitar.

O A - . 4.
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O

ralii hasn’'t moved at all. He watches Jane. Johnny tries to
rub some circulation back inte his numb arms. :

' JOHNNY
How much? _

. JANE
How much what?

) JOHNNY |
I mean you're hired. Two grand
do it for the night?

JANE
what for?

JOHNNY o
I gotta get him out of here.

 RALFI
Fuck that. I'll give you five.

_ JANE
r_ ' Five thou?

RALFI
Decent rate, baby, and you know
itl

| JOHNNY g
w&nty Ll . ’ . - +

JANE
Twenty thou?

Jane grins at Johnny, Sudden fear in Ralfi’s eyes.

-Hey! My kinda man... : -_ e I o

y ‘ RALFI |
' Okay! Fifty!

- [‘ Beat *
: JANE
Twenty's okay,
RALFI .
Twenty's gkav?! You fuckin’
crazy?! I outhid him...

Beat.

] _ ‘ o  (CONTINUED)
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- JANE
Yeah. I know. But I don‘'t
Eucking lixa you.

Jane and Johnny drag Ralfi up out of his seat.

INT. DROME, WEAPON-CHECK/CORRIDOR/STAIRS

Jane, claiming a shabby canvas SHOULDER-BAG from the hardware-
rack.

Johnny and Jane frog-march Ralfi along the corridor and up

‘stairs leading to street-level, Ralf; whining ever more

desperately
RALFZ :
You got no idea the depths of
shit you are getting into.... You

should lissen to me, Johnny...

'Johnny SHOVES Ralfi, hard. Ralfi nearly falls down the stairs,

but Jane grabs him.

JANE
{to Johnny}
Hey! wWatch itd

~ RALFI
Lissen to me~-
EXT. THE DROME «~ NIGHT
It's been raining. Pretty and Yomomma round.a corner. Mznc;ng

around a puddle, Pretty places a narrow custom-made p;nk
crocodile case on the fender of a parked car and ‘snaps it open:

: ,blade—segmenzs glitter agazns: pink velour, but what.is it? She
-assembles the ‘thing smoothly.  The ‘segmented blade clicks

eiiortlessly together as though it were magnetzzed A hi-tech
samurai sword. She thumbs a button on the grip, testing it:

miniature blue lightning sizzles br;eily down the length of the
blade. Yomomma smiles.

YOMOMMA
Ycu wait here, Pretty honey.
I'1ll bring him out for you.

. PRETTY

Just don‘t hit him upside the
head. Angelo needs the head,.

(CONTINUED)
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As Jane and Johnny thrust Ralfi out the door-- Ralfi's still
trying to bullshit his way out of the situation with Johnny, but
he‘s cut off by the sight of Pretty and Yomomma. '

"RALFZ

--the scale of this thing, man!
Iv's megabuck, some kinda
research program the Yakuza stole
frome-

{sees Pretty and

Yomomma)
CET HIM‘ GET HIM~~

As Pretry éancas tcward Johnny with her blade crackling -- and

Jane, all reflexes, twists Ralfi into its path. Prerty's blade
ACCIDENTLY slips into Ralfi's gut like 2 hot wire into butter --
as Jane STRIKES, snake-fast, past Ralfi, whipping her shoulder-

‘bag against Pretty’s head with startlzngly s0lid CLONK. Pretty's

eves bulge in pain and sheer surprise ~~- she’s fast, but Jane's
really fast -- as Jane grabs Pretty's hair, and yanks her skull

‘against Ralfi's. Ralfi and Pretty topple, the sword still

buried in Ralfi‘'s stomach. Yomomma emits a shrill HISS of
horror and disbelief. ' '

YOMOMMA
You hurt Pretty...

Jane GRINS.

JANE
What I'm paid for,

Yomomma draws a pair of stainless-steel NUNCHUKS from beneath
her jacket, whips them around in a blurring display of martial
artistry that climaxes with the ‘chuks clanging off a steel
lamp-post. ?he xmpact DENTS the pole. leav;ng a scar of bright

metal.

' YGMOMMA

I'‘m gonna £ix it so vou be
‘shirtin’ out a plast;c bag,
bmtch.

But Jane has both hands inside her canvas bag. As Yomomma steps
forward, the bag falls to the ground. Jane‘s holding a small
high-pressure PROPANE TANK, & home-made nozzle taped to it,
IGNITION provided by a standard BIC. Jane's THUMB is poised.
Yomomma‘'s EYES WIDEN, She hesitates. Johnny’s kneeling

- frantically over Ralfi,

_ JOHNNY
The load, man!: You said it was
megabuck, vou said the Yakuza -~
c'mon, Ralfitt Ralfjti

PP - - . - - .
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S ' RALFI
Best head in the
hemi...hemisphere...

JOHNNY
I need the CODE, man! The code
to get it OUT! _

_ RALFI
Megabuck...

YOMOMMA | |
-~ {to Jane) >
You click that Bi¢, it gonna

light the first cime?

- JOHNNY
T | " {to Ralfi)
' What IS it?!!

JANE

(to Yomomma)
Wanna £ind out?

: RALFI
' : {fading} :
1 -~ Neural regen... R&D, baby...
: - tRKuza took ‘em off Kuroma
' _ Biologicals... Osaka... Johnny?

, . JOHNNY
. | WHAT”"

- Yomomma has & ‘chuk in either hand, the chain drawn taut; she
~ can strike like lightning with either. Her eyes are narrowed.
Jane’'s HAND$ START TO SHAKE

L 3AL?I

As Ralfi‘'s eyes go out, Yomomma SWINGS, Jane’'s Bic LIGHTS ON THE
FIRST TRY. Yomomma screams, engulfed in a FIREBALL, as Johnny

shakes Ralfi’s corpse.

JOHNNY
GODDAMN IT!i!

| N | S—— &m_;..

He looks up tO.see Yomomma howilng, clawing at her face and
eyes. Yomomma ROARS with pain and fury, lashes out blindly with

the ‘chuks.

' JANE
OUTA HERE, BOSS!!L.

{CONTINUED)
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JOHNNY
HE'S DEAD! HE'S FUCKING DEAD!
HOW'M I GONNA GET THE DOWNLOAD!?

Jane grabs him, drags him to his feet, spins him around, shoves

‘him. She’s thrown down the home-made flame-thrower.

JANE
MOVE IT!!!

He rakes one last helpless look at Ralfi and runs for iv: Jane
right behind him. Her LEFT ARM is SEUDDERING: she grabs her
lefr wrist, clamps down grimly, and keeps moving. Yomomma
sereams, pounding the glass from a parked car in impotent rage.
Johnny and Jane are gone,

FADE TO:

EXT. AUTOMATIC TELLER MACHINE - NIGHT | 28

ATM's have gotten pretty scary, in the éarly 2lst Century: this
one definitely looks like it knows how to take care of itself.

It squats in an entranceway, like an armored taﬁk-:rap,
bristling with lenses, sensors, MACE-nozzles., Johnny and Jane
approach, Johnny deeply pissed-off. '

JANE
Twenty thou.

|  JOHNNY - |

I don't believe it. You kill the
only guy knows my download code,
you wang twenty grand,

JANE
Those bitches woulda dzced you
”-;nna ‘catfood. :
S “{taps him on- the chest)
_.Now you access me twenty, client.

JOHNNY S
Be worth it to get rid of you...

‘Johnny takes out his gizmo, repeats the drill we saw earlier,

re-programmning his card. Jane follows the process with

Cinterest. Johany turns to the ATM,

TELLER MACHINE
HALT! Display a valid flnanczal
S instrument!

(CONTINUED)
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Johnny holds up che freshly az:ered credit card. Lenses on the
ATM swzvel _ _

TELLER MACHINE
Approach the c¢ash-poinc...

Johnny does, a little too quickly.

| TELLER MACHINE
MOVE IN A CALM AND DELIBERATE
MANNER !

Johnny complies. o | -

TELLER MACHINE
Insert your card. Hologram
first. Magnetic strip uppermost
and to the left,

fl; L. ! : .' :
LT Done. Johnny waits. Jane watches from the sidelines.
Thig is taking a while... The machine périodically emits loud
¢lanks, whirrings... Tension builds. The lenses swivel and
click; they can‘t get enough of Johnny. He's starting to sweat,
_ JOHNNY
Is there 'a problem of some kind?
TELLER MACHINE
A...problen, sir?
_ JORNNY
- Well this is precty slow ser--
- TELLER MACHINE
AAAAAAA&AA&ARRRRROOOOOOOOOOGAHEl!
- JORINNY L
_SOn of a b;g;h
Deafenxng imxtatzon of a submar;ne s d;ve-claxon, as stun-
inducing STROBES flash and a huge pair of waist-grabbing PINCERS
pop out of the machine’s armor to GRAB Johnny ~- who's only
marginally too fast for it, because it‘'s firmly GOT his jacket -
! - as Jane yanks him free -- just as the Mace-nozzles open up,
j - drenching them both. -
'] EXT. SNACK-ROOKEY - NIGHT - 27

Side-street. Bright row of Japanese~szyle vendzng~machlnes,
multi-lingual signs, models of food displayed behind plastic. On

a nearby bench, & victim of Nerve Attenuation Syndrome rocks
back and forth; he‘s ragged, faint from hunger.

i | - SN
b
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Jane and Johnny. Mace soaked and red-eyed, gaze hungrzly at the
soodies offered by the machines.

JANE
Got any cash money on you, boss
man?

JOHNNY

Never touch the stuff. But I
don’'t think I wanna try another
credit card, just now. :

' JANE
Yeah? Well, I'm a little shore,
- myself... :
C JOENNY

Come gn! Feed it some ghgngg
for fuck’'s sake, nuke us a coupla

soya bars, anvihing!
He glances with angry revulsion at the rocking man.

JOHNNY .
Jesus fucking Christ can't they
keep those people off the street?
Enough to make you puke...

JANE: REACTION SHOT, sudden hard ANGER, and SOMETHING ELSE.

JANE
It's not his faulr., asshole! It
isn’'t even fucking contagious!

Johnny's jolted from his peevish mood by the intensity of her
reaction (which, of course, he can‘t understand). This girl is
not someone you want to have serxously pxssed-off at yon

'. ' - JOHNNY )
Okay. okay. No problem - Get us
some food. 1I'll pay you back. .

Jane digs sullenly in the pockete of her jeans, but is
zn:errupced by~~ N

" COPPERTOP {C.8.)
I wouldn’t put any money in this
thing, not if I were you..
COPPERTOP, an orange-haired Lo- -tek, squats like a monkey atop

the machine. Jane steps back, quick, as Lo-teks RASCHID (black,
very 23113 and CONNIE (female, Asian) appear around cormer.

(CONTINUED)
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. JOHNNY
Who says?

Coppertop hops down, agile as a cat.

COPPERTOP
Coppertop’'s the handle. ‘Low
technigque, high technology’, our
motto, no?

| JANE -
Coppertop cause of the hair? R
' . COPPERTOP
- Cause I §just keep on goin’,
' razorgirl.
f o He leers at Jane. Connie steps up to the machine,'takes a .
h siender NOZZLE from beneath her poncho. We glimpse a flexible
tube and a2 small pressure-tank. :
CONNIE
Doncha hate these suckers take
your coinage, give ya jack shitc?
! : ~ RASCHID
; ' . Best we test it first, yeah.
She slips the nozzle into a LOCK on the face of.the machine.
. - Higs of escaping GAS. The nozzle and the metal around the lock
. FROST OVER instantly. She yanks the nozzle out. Raschid produces
- a short-handled sledge and glves the lock a whack. It shatters
like glass
_ COPPERTOP.
See? :Qlﬂ ycu zt was brcken -
He swzngs the panei open. exposzag c;rcuitry, trlps a series of
micro-switches., Jackpot. The machine flashes and clangs,
disgerging eggrolls, sandwiches, erc., Connie and Raschid catch
the stuff in their upheld ponches. Jane helps herself,
. Coppertop hands Johnny a sandwich.
j | COPPERTOP '
: - Eat up. You havin' a long nighv.
J . : JOENNY
: What‘s that supposed to mean?
: COPPERTOP
Aquietly)
J-Bone met you out’'n razlands.
1 recall? Tell us watch out for
: - vou. An’' give you this,
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?rcducés"a small grubby ﬁlastic bag from beneath his rags and

rands it £o Johnny, who gingerly parvs the plastic and peers in:

malf a dozen moldy old SHOTGUN SHELLS.

JOENNY
What are they?

COPPERTOP
Double-ought buck. Twelve-gauge.

Johnny looks up from the bag

: JOHNNY
‘T don T gec ic.

S COPPERTOP
Look it up. Not my problem,

"Jane's gone over to the bench; she's feeding pare of a sandwich

to the rocking man. Looks back at the shells, hesitates, then
pockets the bag abruptly.

© - JOHENNY
Well., Thanks. I guess.

Coppertop bows, mockingly.

COPPERTOP
Hey, believe me, wasn‘t o ldea
Neither is this: your night gets
too long, this or any other, come
f£ind us up in Heaven. J-~Bone
tol’ me tell you thag.

with a shrug of farewell for Johnny, CoppertOp gescureé te
Connie and Raschid to follow him; their ponctho-skirts.laden with
steaming snacks, :hey vanxsh around the corner of the looted

 lmacthe.

, ao‘m '
Hey. - "

He steps quickly around the machine; his POV: they‘re gone. We
hear Coppertop’s LAUGH, somewhere above us. Johnny’'s POV as he

- scans rooftops and fire-escapes. Nothing.

JANE
{around her own
sandwich) _
You hang much with Lo-teks,
Johnny-san? Me, I scope their
cutput regular.

She taps her video-rig to indicate what she means.

o e A —————
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JOHNNY
Don t talk with your mouth full.

~ She wipes her mouth on the back of her arm,

JANE
How yOu gonnz pay me now?

JOHNNY
That's the least of my worries...

_ JANE i _
No shit? I'm a working girl. L _ -
Gotta earn my dough. -

) JOHENNY
. Earn itc, then I got somewhere I
L : need to get into. You can watch
my back for me. :

JANE
Yeah. Where's that?

JOHNNY
Ralfi‘s place,

INT. THE DROME | - 28

Srreel Preacher enters through bar crowﬁ as though they aren’'t
there. He moves, as always, as though he’'s on a mission from
God. A mission of vengeance. Bernie the Agent is still at his
usual table; frowns as he sees the man in black approaching.

~ STREET PREACHER
I understand you spoke with the
- woman who lefe wzth Ralfi.

Bernze looks up at Street Preacher Clearly hates him. Beat. -

BERNIE ,
Sheeee~it. Nothin' t’tell.
vittle girl too fast for :hem big
bivches.

T

STREET PREACHER
who was she?

 S——

Bernie grins up slyly at Street Preacher.

BERNIE . '
who knows, baby? She just too
vad fasr for them-big-ass she-
males, is all,

3
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STREET PREACHER leans over the table, snags his FINGER through
the BIS GOLD RING in Bernie's earlobe. From beneath his coat he
produces a sort of ecclesiastical Bowie knife, its glittering
lengeth engraved with the Last Supper. The handle is a gold-and-
ivory crucifix, Chrisc’s outstretched arms spread on the brass
cross-hilts. CLOSE as he raises it to his lips for a reverent
kiss. He lowers it smoochly down on top of Bernie's ear, ready
ve slice. Bernie's eyves slide sideways; he‘s looking at the
knife. ' :

, BERNIE
How you get that past the metal-
detector?

STREET PREACHER
The Lord moves in mysterious
ways. Now are you going to make
me'ask you Lwice, sinner?

Bernze has & lot of balls, but this isn’'t worth losing an ear
over, -

BERNIE
This wanna-be, always in here
hustling for work, she's the one.

STREET PREACHER
Name, - : :

. BERNIE
Janey, they call her.

STREET PREACHER
Janey what?

BERNIE
These kids don’t have last names.
0ff the street, follow me? -

STREET PREACHER
More.

BERNIE
She s one of Spider’s jobs.

_ STREET PREACHER
gpider?

. BERNIE
Flesh-mechanic. Jacks ‘em up,

cheap ‘n‘ nasty. Bootleg
implants and shit.

(CONTINUED)
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STREET PREACHER
wWhere? '

4

BERNIE
Halyvard Street somewhere, Toward
the river: By Landfill 5. All I
know. You‘ll find him...

STREET PREACHER nods. Beat

: STREET PREACHER
ves, I‘1l find them. And I'll
bring :ham home, to Jesus..

He sheathes his knife, lets go of Bernie s ear. Bernie reaches

up to touch his ear. Brings it down: a drop of blood. He
watches as Streez Preacher walks out of the Drome.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS | | 29

Franzetti looks more melancheoly than ever. The table in front
of him is covered with empty cups ¢f take-out coffee and a large
ashtray, spotless and unused., In the chair nearest him, where
we last saw the mysterious CONSOLE, sits the HOLOGRAPHIC IMACE

of a beautiful young woman, ‘her eyes blank and wonderfully

bright -~ this is Harriman‘'s SECRETARY, an ARTIFICTIAL
INTELLIGENCE, a computer-generated simulacrum. Her voice is
husky, caressing.

FRANZETTY
. The Preacher check in?

_ SECRETARY
No, Mr. Franzetti, he hasn't.

FRANZETTI-
That sxck fuck

Franzetti takes an elabora:e gold cxgare:newcase from hzs

suitcoat, opens it, selects a cigarette. Franzetti starts to
light up with a £at mugger-£finish gold Dupont.
SECRETARY
I'm sorry, Mr. Franzetti, but

you’ve programmed me to remind
you not to do that.

Franzetti sighs. Puts cigarette and lighter away.

FRANZETTZI
Fuck. .. '

- {CONTINUED)
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- SECRETARY
I'm sorry, Mr. Franzetti,

FRANZETTI
How *bout Pretty and Yomomma?
The clinic call?

SECRETARY
Precty has mild concussion.
Yomomma will requ;re facial

grafrs...
 FRANZETTI
- Jesus. What'll ghat cost us?
_ SECRETARY
I-1]l obtain a quote from~~ ~
| FRANZETTI
Forget it. Fucking monsters. ..
All fucking monsters... If this
little motherfucker gmves me the
slip...
SECRETARY

Qur people atr ConExMexameriBank
have his plastic lot¢ked down
tight, Mr. Franzetti. He can't
draw an inch of c¢redit anywhere
on the planet, no matter how hard
he ctwists ip.

Her smile and voice are beautiful and banal as ever, but she’s
acquired Mob syntax:; a creepy effect.

: FRANZETTI :
- Who we got wazching Ralfi's
place° o
. SECRETARY
Bolt and Dakin.
FRANZETTI
They any good?
SECRETARY
Mr., Bolt’'s resume--
FRANZETTI
Resume? Christ., Forget I

~asked...

The Secretary demurely lowers her eyes. She's very slightly
TRANSLUCENT and seems to be LIT FROM WITHIN. Franzetti rubs his
eyes and stares off into space. o : ' _

23
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<j> . FRANZETTI

Hey...
She looks up.

SECRETARY
Yeg, Mr. Franzensi?

FRANZETTI |
You know those books, the ones
the pictures move in?

SECRETARY
Ne sir. S

FRANZETTI
. My kids. They want these
ﬁr- Japanese books. Costa fortune.
e "You open them, see, the animals
move, like falk to you...

SRECRETARY
artificial intelligence, Mr,
Franzetri. Like myself.

FRANZETTI _
Nah, I c¢an talk to you. These
rabbits gimme the fuckihg creeps.
This picture of & bunny, it's
talking to my kids... Sick. The
world is sick..

b ; : EECRETARY

; You’ve seldom been comfortable
with new technologies. Mr.
Franzett;.

' - FRANZETTI

4Calls you by your name.
'Angelo.’ ic sez, “come inna th'
magic forest...’

He wipes his brow with a silk handkerchief.

n _ FRANZETTI

. Sick. This Street Preacher

- . character, he's gick. How come I
J - got use these kinda sickfucks?

' SECRETARY |
_ Because he’s very good at what he
does, Mr., Franzetci?

{(CONTINUED}
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‘ | FRANZETTI | .
Good? My cousin Julie, he was
good. ..
| SECRETARY

Your cousin died eight vears ago,
Mr. Franzetti, of a coronary-~

Franzecti doesn’t want to hear it. Picking up a REMOTE, he

- ¢licks his_Secretary OFF. She VANISHES instantly, revealing the

console in the chair. He takes out a cigarette. Lights it with
the fat gold lighter., He sighs. This modern world is fucked;
nothing’ s what it used to be. -

EXT. STREET, NEAR RALFi'S - NIGHT | 30

A pair of Mob heavies, BOLT and DAKIN, are parked ;n a CAR
across the street from Ralfi‘s building. o _

INT. MOB CAR - | 31

BOLYT
That Street Preacher, he’'s too
weird... .
DAKIN
No shit. :
BOLT
Always askin' if you been
saved. .

DAXIN
Me, I'm Car‘lic...

- BOLT

-.:NO'Shitoy&

EXT. STREET, NEAR RALFI'S - NIGHT - - 32
Johnny and Jane with the wind behind them, moving in the

direction of Ralfi's place. They keep close to the wall. Bolt

and Dakin start their car and drive away as Johnny and Jane get
close. Johnny looks after them.

JANE
whate?

JOHNNY
Punno. Feeling. Come on.

(CONTINUED)
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(i} They duck into the foyer of Ralfi’'s building. It's in shitty
shape, the street~door permanently unlocked, banging in the
wing. ' '
INT. FOYER

JANE } o
He lived here? Thought he was
such a high-roller.

Johnny slips the gizmo from his pocket and uses it on a card-
iock on. the elevator~panel £iddling wzth ths buttons. Scomething
chimes.. An elevator is descendzng

L _ It's a gtealnh condo. Penthouse.
n - And with Ralfi’s Mob connections,
- the locals weren't too liable to

~ B&E him., . :

Elevator opens, they get in, Ralfi pushes a button; CH button
*PENTHOUSE”. Next one up is “ROQOF”,

&

INT. ELEVATOR

_ JANE.
Ralfi's Mob connections? How
‘bout yours? '

- o JOHENNY
N : Got a2 hunch mine are worn kinda
thin, right now.

_ JANE
What we:e you doing for them?
X Jomwy
'*Movzng things around.
_ JANE
_ Dope?
J | ~ JOHNNY
. : Data.
J | o o gane

Yeah? Got lt on you?

JOHNNY
~Got it in me. That‘s my problem.

The door opens. They step out intolthe corridor.

#-’8
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INT. CORRIDCR. _ ' : 3

(91

Jane watches the corridor as Johnny uses the gizmo to unlock
Ralfi’'s door. 1It‘s a tense little process but he knows what
he‘'s doing.

JOMNNY
C'mon...

INT. mn S, HALLWAY | | 36

park. A futuristic KITCHEN opens off to the side, gleaming
white., They move on, into

INT. RALFI’S, LIVING ROOM | | 37

roofed with frésted~g1ass skylight.’-Tacky and sepulchral, like
a miniature Graceland; dim light. :

JANE
Wow. This some kinda whorehouse
or something?

JOHNNY
No, but he woulda been
flattered...

- JANE
What is it you're after?

JOHNNY '
The downloader. I need Ralfi‘s
code to get this shit out of my
head. And anything else we can
find that’'ll clue me into what's
go;ng on. .

Johnny begins to search the place, in a hurry Jane‘s on edge,

 j,reaéy for. arouble she spets a- red LED bl;nk;ng, across :he
- room. _ _ .

CJANE
i.ook. He gotta message.

Ralfi crosses to the machine and pushes a button. Answering-
machine noises, then we hear Angelo’'s voice.

FRANZETTI .
{v.o., filter)
Hey. Shithead. That guy you got
coming in tonight, the Singapore
thing, that’s all changed.
. {more)

(CONTINUED)
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FRANZETTI (Cont'd}
Company. they took the goods from
‘has already paid up. They don‘'t
wanna take any chances with this
one, so you sit tight. I'll have
a coupla my boys meet :he guy.
unnerstand? .

Message'ends. Johnny and Jane exthange glances.

message: Angelo again, irritated and impatient:

FRANZETTI
_ {v.o., filver)
Shithead. Where the fuck are
you? You supposed to brlng hzm up
here. What gzves°

-

Jane looks at Johnny,
. JANE _ _
Yeah. What gdoess give, cowboy?

1.

37

Second

sound of Angele slamming down the phone. Johnny throws hxmself

bark into the search, ransack;ng the place.

EXT. STREET, NEAR RALFI'S

38

Bolt and Pakin pull up in their car. They get out, Bolt
carrying a large nylon sports-eguipment bag. They're bigger
than Laslo and Spencer. Smarter. They enter Ralfi's building.

INT. RALFI’'S, FOYER

Dakin has the card-key to the elevator.

39
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pakin punches *ROOF". Bolt opens the bag, zakas out motorcycle

helmets and nastxly flexible truncheons.

zuw, RALFI'S, LIVING ROOM

Johnny's tearing the place apart, but with a certain degree of

41

professionalism. Jane watches f£rom beside the couch, poking
curiously at a repulszvewlookxng pile of sex~toys on the glass

coffes~-table,

JANE
‘Looks like you know what you're
doing. _
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: .~ JOHNNY
Yeah? How's that?

JANE
sze you know what net to give a
shit abou: .

Johnny grins.

JOHNNY
Had & summer job once.

_ . JANE
Doing what?

| JOHNNY

Breaking and entering... SHIT!!!
WHERE’'D YOU BUT IT, YOﬁ DEAD
KOTHERFUCKER"

Jane picks up a shocking-pink vaginoid suck-a-matic thxngxe and
pulls it apart. A lictle black box falls out, trailing wires
and a miniature trode~set, - Johnny’'s jaw 4drops.

| JOHNNY
THAT'S IT!! You're BEAUTIFUL!!!

He grabs her and gives her a kiss, a big wet smack.

JOHNNY '
Goddamn! Why‘'d you think to look
in there?

Beat, The unexpected-kiss. nonsexual as it was, has spocked
her; we get just a glimpse of the girl inside the tough act,
then she recovers. She shrugs, dropping the halves of the sex-
:ay, unconscxously wzpmng hez fmngers on her jeans

._ JANE . BRI
Seemed 11ka Ralfi's style
" What is it, a shaver or what°

He's turning the downloader over in his fingers, grinning.

_ JOHNNY -
It's beautiful. It unlocks my
hﬁ.ﬁﬂ: baby. Ig=-~ -

Bolt drops a ragged hunk of concrete through the skylighc,'

barely missing_aane,';otalling the coffee-table.

JOHNNY
YAAAGH!

(CONTINUVED)
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solt (wearing helmet) leaps through the hole in the skylighe,

lands on the couch, swinging his truncheon at Jane, and gives
her & good solid whack in the head, smashing/knocking off her
video-headset, sending her bouncing off Ralfi‘'s wall of fake
books, which pops open, revealing a barogue-framed liguid-
crystal six-footr television that flashes into crazed quick-cut
PORNO, complete with massively amplified PRE-ORGASMIC BREATHING.
Jane down, Bolt goes for Johnny. They MIX IT in front of the
tv, to the heavy-breathing soundurack., 1It's close, but Johnny
has his own style of in-fighting, calculated to produce maximum
damage with minimum effcrt :

Shoving the downloader 1nno his pocket, Johnny turns to go --
then suddenly remembers Jane. Tries to get her up. Slaps her.
Her eves open. ORGASM~SQUNDS from tv. She looks totally
confused. Grins. Passes out again. .

: JOHNNY
Hey! HEY!! Shit..

Staggering, he manages to get her up over his shoulder in a

~ half-assed fireman's carry.

INT. RALFI'S, HALLWAY ' : 42

Johnny, struggling to ‘keep her from slzdmng o the £loor. His
POV as we pass the KITCHEN DAKIN, grlnnlng, holds & gleaming
CLEAVER.

INT. RALFI’'S, KITCHEN - 43

DAKIN
You lzke to cook, Johnny?

Dak;n rounds the table with the cleaver. Johnny dzops Jane like
a sack of laundry as the cleaver flashes ocut. Close on cleaver
chopping a ragged hunk from expensive white cabxnetry. Johnny

" pashes Dakin in the helmet with a futuristic Cuisinart, but it

doesn't help. Dakin recovers his balance.

DAXIN
bon‘t make it hard on yourself.

Johnny eyes on the cleaver, tries to maneuver, but it’s no

good. As Dakin moves in for the kill, Johnny DIVES between the

big man’'s legs, into the kitchen. CLOSE on tleaver going into

tiled floor. As Jane's eyes open ~- and Johnny rolls, under the
table, up, overturnxng it, bowls ete. flying.

But now Johnny's trapped, back to a wall of fridge docrs, as
Dakin tests the edge of the knzfe. advanczng

{CONTINUED)
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Jane, on her back, claws something from her pocket a homemade
felding wrist«brace slingshot. As Dakin moves in on Johnny, she
fumbles a fatr steel NUT inte the pouch, draws surgical tubing
taut, and cuts loose -- all of this VERY FAST.

WHAP! It IMPACTS just below the back ¢f the helmer. 'Dakin
stumbles, Jane scrabbling up the wall.

JANE .
Cuca here! There's gotna-mare of
‘em - B
Johnny ducks past as Dakin sinks shakxly to his knees, hoid;ng
his helmet, Johnny and Jane run for it.
INT. RALFI’S, CORRIDOR - : | 44

Jane furiously thumping elevator-buttons.,

INT. RALFI' g, KITCHEN ' 45

Dakin remains on higs knees, hands clasped to hzs helmet. Cn the
floor nearby, something begins to SING, an eerie little
electronic SIREN-CALL, full of sweet yearning.

INT. RALFI'S, FOYER | 45

As the elevator opens. Johnny roots through his pockets,
digcovering he's lost the DOWNLOADER.

JOHNNY .
wWaic: I left it up there! wWe .
gotta go back-~ :

Fcrget 1:‘- _ _
As Jane drags him out, toward the street - and starts to
SHIVER
JANE

C-come on, mant _
Ir1l...azasaaah...b~be all r-r-r-

SOHNNY .
Hey! What--

It‘s pouring down rain outside.
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INT. RALFI'S, KITCHEN - | 47

pakin’'s gotten up. The DOWNLOADER lies on the floor at his
teer, singing «- until he CRUSHES ir, grinding it beneath his
heel. In the living room, the phone starcs to ring.

INT. RALFI'S, LIVING ROOM | a8

Dakin picks up rhe phone.

DAKIN
Yeah?
FRANZETTI
{(v.o.. filter)
Well?

* pakin surveys the wreckage. Rain's pouring in through the
. shattered skylight. Belt is stirring. Dakin dreads giving .

Franzetti bad news,

' DAKIN
It didn’tc go so good, Angelo.
They’'re gone. :

FRANZETTI
The gizmo.  You take care of
that? _

DAKIN
Yeah,

_FRANZETTI

Where’'s Bolt?

_ PAXIN

The guy dropped him. He‘'s Jjust
comin’ round... :

‘peat.

. FRANZETTI

Kill him. '

_ - DAKIN
What?
. FRANZETTI
Kill him, Now.

| DAKIN
ml . - why ?

(CONTINUED)
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s : FRANZETTI
: You askin' me ‘why'?

Bolg graans. trymnq to get up.

EAKIN
Angelo...

FRANZETTI
I'm tellin’' you why. You and
Bolc, you both fucked up. But

you I‘m givin' you another
chance.

Franzetti hangs up. Dakin puts the phone down and looks at
Bolt. Takes a knife from his pocket. Opens it. Walks toward
Bolc, _ - : -

- EXT. BUS-STOR o 49

Illuminated multi- lzngual posters, scribbled with spray- paznt

. Big grim-looking public-transport vehicle creaks £o halt. Door
opens, Johnny and Jane descend. He has to help her. ‘They
shelter out of the rain in the bus-stop, beside an ancient BAG
LADY whose bundles are crammed wzth vellowing computer manuals
and pr;nt»out '

. JORNNY
Man, you're gick! You strung out
or what? '

Jane shakes her head. Shudders, trying to pull herself together
phys;cally by pure force of will.

JANE
G~gocta get to Spider’s.

Johnnxe -5 scarzng at her. The dime’'s snarzxng to- drOp ‘He
takes an unconscious step back. Fear of contagion.

JOHNNY
Jesus.  You got the black shakes.
Y ' - You got that syndrcme..

: JANE
NO!

l The Bag Lady notices them.

(CONTINUED)
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BAG LADY
wWhatever it is, dear, don't go to
the hospital., They suck ocut all
your memories... They suc¢k them
put through a long gray tube..

Johnny can‘t handle this additional layer of weirdness.

JOHNNY
SHUT THE FUCK UP!

BAG LADY
Then they give you someone else 8
‘memories, an gld person’s.

Jane grabs Johnny's arm.

JANE
Leave her alone...

Johnny's irn some very uneasy personal territory here: completely
unused to having to care for another person ~-- and he HATES AND
FEARS the idea of the shakes, whzch he could eas;ly come down
w;zh himself.

' GOHNNY .
Jesus. Look at you, What, I
mean, whaddya do, this-nappens°
I mean~~

Jane‘’s shivering, like she's desperately cold.

JANE
Spider. We used to~- T mean, he
¢-did my inplants. He Knows
about it. I'1l g-go there... S-
scrry about the g- gigw-

: JORNNY
What_gig°

JANE
The job! I can't do che JOB!

Tears of shame and frustration start. Trying to hide them from
him, she staggers away. Into the path of oncoming headlights.
SCREECH of brakes on wet asphalt.  She stumbles, falls. The
vehicle is a huge waste-hauler, z monster garbage truck, ancient
and crusted with toxic filth. High up on the cab, a door slams
violently open.. Jane, twitching like a gaffed fish, lies on the
pavement, the rain steaming of£f her leather jacket.

(CONTINUED)
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DRIVER _
YOU CRAZY BITCH! I OQUGHTA STOMP
YOUR STUPID ASS! '

. wmhe DRIVER whips off his workaday gas—mask.' He's VAST, stubble-

headed, mean pig-like eyes embedded in a face the color of raw
dough. ' :

Beat. Johnny steps out of the shelter of the bus-stop, into the
rain. Walks toward Jane. Stops, looking up at nhe dark wall of
the cab-side, the loomzng Driver. Beau

JOHNNY
Go away.

| DRIVER
‘Go away’'? Who the fuck you
think you are, buddy?

Beat,

: JOHNNY

I’'m your worst-ever nzghtmare
I'm what yvou don‘t like to think
about whan you're falling asleep.

This delivered with a chxllzng affectless intensity, totally out

- of character. The rain plasters Johnny's hair across his
- forehead; his face is slick and white. The Driver peers down,

trying to process.
DRIVER
You must be fuckin’ crazy..

_ JOHNNY
That's right,

. Beat. AS the calculated wezrdness of Johnny 8 act undermznes
“ghe Drzver -3 attitude _

-  PRIVER
You're full of shit,

Johﬁny just stands there, grinning like Charlie Manson. Fear
- seeping into the Driver,

_ . DRIVER
Hey, FUCK YOU!

Driver jumps back into cab of truck, slamming door, 3amm1ng ic
into gear, squealing giant tires around prone Jane, Johnny
darts over to her, kneels. She looks up at him through her
illness and GRINS, L ' _ : ' :

{CONTINUED)
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JANE
You l-lying sack of shit...

He's helping her teo her feet.

JOHNNY
Spider. Where's Spider?

JANE _
Eighteen-fifteen Halyard, n-
number ten... F-four blocks
west. ..

He gets her arm over hig shoulder. They hobble away, inte the
rain. Behind them. the Bag Lady smiles vacantly.
' FADE TO:

INT. SPIDER'S - - 50

whirewashed industrial loft space, divided with funky
translucent tarps that billow and rustle. SLOW PAN over the
tools of Spider‘'s trade: a scary SURGICAL TABLE, scophisticated
MEDICAL EQUIPMENT, and equally sophisticated MECHANIC'S GEAR,
arranged as if for a single purpose -~ like a c¢ross between an .
abortion ¢linic and a transmission shop. PAN ENDS on SPIDER at

a workbench, bent over a delicate task. He's a startling blend

of COMPUTER GEEK and SURFER/MUSCLE-BUILDER, obsessive/esoreric
brains and pumped physigque (suggesting that he's not above doing
the odd litrle job on himself, if business is slow). Ordinarily
he wears very plain geeky eyeglasses, but at the moment they‘ve
been replaced with a monstrous pair of SURGICAL MAGNIFIERS:
peering down through them, he works on a minute circuic.

£XP. STREET, SPIDER'S - NIGHT - o 51

Hard rain. - Crazy facade of grafficci-ed sheet-metal. towers

- above Johnny and Jane. Jane can barely walk now; Johnny holds

hexr-up;i-her left leg makes weird robotic movements, out of
synch. _ . _

INT. SPIDER'E : ' 52

INSERT: MAGNIFIED VIEW of szder s tools, probing the circuitry.
0.5., a BUZZER sounds.

He looks up from his work, eyes still hidden by the magnifiers.
Pushes a butzon on speaker-phone!intercom.

. SPIDER
If you aren’t expected, you
aren‘t welccme
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ZXT. S?:wcp‘s. SMTEANCE-WAY - MIGHT S 53

Johnny's promped sane against the wall, beside a crudely-
imsrallesd incercoms/videocam unit; drool-like scrings of silicone

X TE

_ JOKNNY
Name’'s Spider. righu?

SPIDER
{(v.0.., filter)
sShop's closed.

A red LED winks on,'ﬁeside the video lens.
SPIDER

: And I don’'t know your ass from
shit in the gutter.

Beat.

_ | JOHNNY |
Well, she says you know hers.

Johnny drags Jane into pesition in front of the camera: she’'s in
even worse shape now, shaking like a leaf, teeth chattering.
INT. SPIDER’S S - 54

Spider‘s POV: CLOSE, Jane on miniature liquid crysnal monitor,
distorted by the magnifiers. _

JANE

{v.o.., filter)
~H~hey... Spider, babe... 1I...

r. S?IDER'S,'ENTRANCE-WAY - NIGHT - " 55

' Jane - snaps upr;ght. rigid, quiverzng._locked in a neurolagzc -
‘vise, her eyes filled with pain and terror:; she emits a terrible

high-pitched keening scund, as though someone were torturing a
kitten at the back of her throat. Johnny falls back
instincgively. Her limbs begin to jerk mechanically, speeding
up." N

INT. SPIDER’S o S ' - | 56
SPIDER | |
Her mouth! Get something in her
mouth! '
{CONTINUED)
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" Y4e hops 0%f his stool, running, stumbles, rips the magnifiers

~f¢é and zosses them aside. Puns zo the surgical table and grabs

someching: it looks like an automacic pistol made ©0f transiucent

milky plastic. Inte ramshackle homemade elevator.

INT. ELEVATOR : 55

The control panel is missing. Alligator-clipped wires dangle
from exposed relays. Frantic to get downstairs, Spider makes a

‘wrong connection; blue sparks fly. Then he gets it righc,

though sparks are stcill spitting.

-

INT. SPIDER'S, NEW ANGLE | . ss

The cagewlike'elevatcr, descending.

EXT. SPIDER’S, ENTRANCE-WAY ' . .1

Johnny straddles Jane in a filthy puddle. She flops like a
spastic puppet, her head hammering concrete. Blood at the
corners of her mouth, Johnny pulls out his waller, his deck of
bogus credit cards £iying, and wedges it bertween her teeth.

: JOHNNY
Te-suuuus !

Spider throws the iron door open with a clang. Runs out with

~the pistol-thing in his hands. Johnny's eyes pop at the sight.

Spider rips Jane’s t-shirt up, exposing bare skin, and pulls the
trigger. Muffled HISS. Two more fast shots; he moves the
barrel to a £resh patch of skin each time. Each ghot ejects a
spent drug-cartridge, leaves a round pink mark., It's a HYPO-
GUN., '

AU SPIDER
- Upstairs!

Jane groans, relaxing into the drug. Spider and Johnny hedve

Jane up, into the elevator.

INT. SPIDER'S - | S 60

Johnny and Spider carry Jane out_oﬁ the elevator.

SPIDER
Over here...

They'put her on the surgical table.

{CONTINUED)
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JOHINY
she s31d4-~

SPIDER
shut up, okay?

Jane's condition has his total attention; it‘'s critical. He's
moving FAST. '

Pulls a pair of shears from a paramedic holster on his belr and
zips through the front of her t-shirt, waistband and one leg of
jeans. The sight of her body affects him scrangely a weird
blend of LUST and PRIDE IN CRAFTSMANSHIP.

EPIDER
Jesus. Look at her..
Johnny looks at Spider instead; doesn’'t like what he sees,
Johnny pulls a SKREET up over Jane. Sharp flash of NEGATIVE
RECOGNITION between the two men. Then Spider slips a band of
electrodes down over her forehead. He consults a monitor.

§PIDER
Concussed., Triggered the whole
shit~load...

- JOHNNY
It's the shakes, right?

EPIDER
The shakes, asshole. The black
fucking shakes, just like half
the people get themselves amped
Up: .. .

" Spider’'s gone from disgnosgtic to zreatment mode now, iaymng out

probes and znstruments But suédenly he stops.

S?IﬁER _
You just understand one thzng.
okay°
Beat,
- JOHNNY

What g that?

SPIDER
I wasn t oy work got her this

way. My work is glean.
He's so intense, we immediately doubt it.

JOHNNY
She, uh, gonna be okay?
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SPIDER
.ecasvefa ed)
‘Yeah. teah. You lamme dc my “ob
‘here, maybe she’'ll be okay!

Johnny shrugs. Turns away as Spider picks up a sharp ugly

Jimstrument. Johnny moves away from the table: we go with his

POV as he looks around Spider’s. 0.5., nasty machine noises;
Johnny glances in that direction, winces. Then he spots
Spider’'s COMPUTER set-up: a futuristic PC attached to fancy
per;pherals for manufacturing small pieces of metal hardware,
the rig covers ahe length of a twenry-foor table.

Johnny sits down in front of the terminal. Takes the bag
Coppercop gave him from his pocket. fTakes out a shotgun shell

- and studies it: he’'s never actually seen one of these bhefore.
‘Sets ic carefully atop the monitor and starcs tapping keys. The

screen windows through to & logo: *STERLING'S STANDARD
INTERNATZONAL'ENCYCLOPEDIA OF TECHNOLOGY". Tap~-

(FADE TO}

Another angle, screen rippling through CAD-CAM wire-drawings
that describe the evolution of firearms f£rom the hand-cannon up.
Johnny overshoots, arriving at some kind of super-Glock laser-
sighted machine-pistel; reverses at speed, pinning what he

wants: the antigue blueprint of a very simple SEARS ROEBUCK 1910

SHOTGUN rotates through 3D courtesy of a CADCAM engineering
program, the various parts of its mechanism moving smoothly to
demonstrate exactly how they work. Screen fills with a cut-away

diagram of & shotgun shell

Johnny freezes screen. P;cks up the shell on the manitor.

SPIDER {(0.8. )
She's asleep.. :

' ﬁJchnny spxns ‘around in-the chazr.-“casually brzngzng his elbow

down on the keybaard the enqyclopedza program vanzshes..~

_ SOHNNY
She’'s okay? You fixed itc?

Spider’s tired. There’'s blood (but not much) on his clothes. He
peels off surgzcal gloves '

SPZDER :
You kidding? There’s no fixing
what she’'s got, miscer...
Mister., Mister what?

-~ JOENNY
Johnny. She okay, or what?

R e A S ——
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O - SPILER
~ _ Mr. Johnny?
GOHNNY

Just Johnny.

SPIDER
What were you deing with my
coemputer, Just Johnny?

JOHNNY
Jusc...looking.

Jahnny s still seated:; Spider towers over him. Tense moment.
Then Spider relaxes.

_SPIDER -
She'd be dead, man, she didn'tc
P g _ get up here in time... But she
E won‘t be in too bad shape when
o she wakes up. Not for a while,
i . anyway. You wanna coffee, Just

i Johnny?
T - JOHNNY
3 Sure...
INT. SPIDER'S, KITCHEN AREA : _ o _ 61

Funky futuro-batchelor lofr-living here. Johnny leans back
against makeshift counter as Spider shovels 1nstanz into dirty
cups. waiting for for kettle to boil.

e | © JOHNNY
' The shakes. Like, you can t
:as_s:h ic? .
”uszder thinks this is an . xncredzbly snupzd quast;on..: -

: SPIDER
You can’'t catch it from nggnlg
‘You could say it’'s
enviranmennal...

[

' JOHNNY
Envxronmental’

[ S |

SPIDER
Your hodv’'s your environment,
these days. Everything we put in
it: chemicals, synthetic food,
performance drugs, implangse-

j

f] S : I (CONTINUED)
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Yy : : JOHNNY
Sl - fmplancs?

Johnny’s hand goes unconscicusly to his head.

SPIDER :
Janey, she’'s got implants jack
. her reflex-speed up. She's
guicker than a couple of
rattlesnakes on crystal meth.

He pours water into the cups.

SPIDER
On a good night, anyway. But
there's a good thirvy million
people with atcentuation
o : syndrome. .. And jack shit
{—: anybody can 4o about it.

Johnny picks up his coffee, blows steam from it.

+OHNNY
: That's what you do up here,
t o implants?

SPIDER
That and muscle-grafts. But it‘s
& full-service shop. Cosmetic
‘stuff oo, you wanna look
betcter.
(consxders Johnny)
Wouldn’t hure.

JOHNNY
I'm more znterested in
-xmplants .o

S+, ... SPIDER |
“Yeah? 'That why you hookeﬁ up
- with Jane?

Johnny picks up on the edge of 3ealousy in Spider.

JOHNNY
Not the way you mean.

A—

J | . SPIDER
_ No?
JOHNNY
Lzszen -~ you got a lot of gear
up here... I maybe got an

implant I wan:ed looked at? You
do that?

werovm
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Spider lcocoks av him with new interest.

EPINER
.Bear shit in the woods?

Johnny puts down his coffee.

JOHNNY \
I'd be conscicus while you did
ie?

SPIDER

You conscious now? Maybe you

“betrer drink some more coffee.
Come on, Just Johnny Let’'s have
a look.. '

-

EXT. SPIDER'S - NIGHT

POURING RAIN. UNKNOWN walking POV, Heasﬁred and ominous.
STREET PREACHER has arrived. Looks at Spider‘s video-camera,
then down at small bright rectangular object -- Johnny's

- CONEXMEXAMERIBANK card., His BIG HAND picks it up. ECU on cardg-

owner's name: D. HILLIS STRUNK,

INT. SPIDER’'S

The surgical table, uncccupied, in BG. Johnny'smﬁs on a stool.
Spider rolls a device like a 1940‘s salon hairdryer into
pesivion behind him.

| JOHNNY
wWhat’'s that?

-

Spider adjusts the machine; ;n splxts open vert;cally. like a

 clamshell.

SPIBER
Hol& scill.

He rolls the thing forward, half of it on ezther side of
Johnny's head.

: JOHNNY
Hey, I dunno=--

SPIDER
Hold still:

Johnny daesn T llke this ar all.

‘ SPIDER {0.5.) |
" Huh. Well suck me raw with a

62
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INOTHER ANGLE: Spider views a video-wall. the CaATscanned
sontants of Johnny's skull described in garish color. He's
Slicking & remote, zercing in on the implanted memerv-chiyp.

SPIDER
I take it all back, man. How the
hell much this baby cost, anyway?
And where'd you get it done? '

: JOBENNY {0.8.)
tast Taipei. Don’'t know what the
- price-tag was: somebody else got
the bill.

Spider whistles, mapping the chip's intricacies.

SPIDER -
Umpteen zillion megabytes...
‘what do you keep in there,

anyway?
He walks around to face Johnny.

- JOHNNY :
If I knew, I wouldn't be here.

Beat.

SPIDER
You government, Just Johnny’

Jehnny shakes his head. Behind him. the wall-display goes
crazy. _ '

. SPIDER -

Mob? You movin' data for the
mob?

T JOHNNY

You got it, pal Can I get up
now?

Spider nods, bffhandedly pushing the scénner away from Johnny’s
head. _ :

SPIDER
That's one sexy, infense littcle
piece of hardware you got in your
head.

JOHNNY
No download code.

Spider doés_an exaggera;ed.déubié«cake;

b33
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(ﬁ) ' : : SPIDER
N ‘No...down. .._aac .:cde°
o, ..ani*° ¥ow'd you, wh, manage

ghar one?

~ JOHNNY
It's a long story...Spider.

szaer considers Johnny.

S?IDER :
Yeah. I'll bet it is.

JOHNNY
But what occurs to me, meeting
you, seeing as how you got all
this gear and evident expertise--

il _ _ SPIDER
s NOQ
_ JOHNNY
: Whaddya mean, ‘no’? Just like
4 that, 'ne’?
- SPIDER

_ Guys put that in your head did a
= mean job. Know what happens you
: hire somebody go in there to try
and take it oput? -

JOHNNY
What ? '

SPIDER
A massive STROKE, is what.

Johnny reactzon shon.
o - SPIDER

Now.'you want me to just try to
 hack in, get the data out--

- o | JOHNNY

! Now you‘re talking--
. . SPIDER

1 ' Can’'t be done.

Not what Johnny wants to hear.

SPIDER .
Not here, anyway. No place on
. the street, right? ‘Cause you
need a SQUID... : .
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JOEMNY

J

C

5 whan?

SPIDER
A SQUID. A Semzconduczmng
Quantum Interference Detector.
Aand the military doesn‘t exactly
leave ‘em lying around...

JOHNNY
you saying I find this SQUxD
thing, I can download?

SPIDER
veah. But I'm also saying you
can’'t find one... .
- JANE {O S.)
: o SQUID like they used Lo hunn subs
N in the war?

SPIDER .
Get back in bed! You're--

_ JANE
{with a degree of
affecrion)

CPut a sock in ig, Spider, okay?

she pushes him aside and limps to a table: settles herself on it
edge. Very pale, with a couple of oddly-placed bandages,

- | SPIDER
- ‘ If you don‘t rest now, you'll--

JANE
_ {to Johnny)
I know where your SQUID is, boss-
‘man. s T

Beat.

SPIDER
Bulishit...

i _ JANE _ -

. ' ~ Walks. Money...talks. Double
: C what you owe me, Johnny-san, I'll
{J get you your SQUID,

SPIDER
Nobody on the street‘s got a
SQUID...

{CONTINUED)

[ —
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: GANE
wWell.,. Jones, ha's not exactly
on the streer. Used o be in the
Navy... You still got your van,
Spider?
SPIDER .
What for?
INT. SPIDER'S, GARAGE : 64

park. Sound of heavy rain from outside. Light angles in from

elsewhere in building as Spider opens a door, revealing the
weird bulbous lines of his antique Econoline, a patchwork

primer-gray vehicle topped with a large blimp-like gas-bag. A

crazy sjumble of gas-lines feed down tHe rear of the vehicle to

the recrofitted engine. The garage is large «- large enough for
the action requzred in this scene.

: JOHNNY
what is this thing?

SPIDER ' _
Fulla methane, Slick. Swamp gas.
Beats shit outa waitin’ in line
for Esso...

Spider unlocks a heavy chain that secures a huge, rusty, roll-up
door to the street. He climbs into :he van. Starts flipping a
complicated sequence of switches. -

SPIDER
Get the door up, okay?

Johnny and Jane grab the door. Heave up.' Nothing. Spiéér*s-
still running through the ignicion-drill.

- _ "Jom

- IANE
_ - Put some back into it.

Johnny'bends again and they both pull,-hafd. The door gives,
rises a few inches.

JANE-
C'm’on! PULL!

Johnny heaves furiously; the door goes clattering up like it‘s.

mounted on springs, Johnny’'s grin of triumph changing to a
grimace of horror at the sight of the Street Preacher. Street

. Preacher holds a very NASTY-LOOKING WEAPON in his hand: A TASER.

W o ————————
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CONTINUED:
Twe ugly lictle BARBS protruds from itg snout.

: STREET PREACHER
Redjoice...

" Street Preacher fires the taser point-blank into Johnny's
midsection.. The taser is gas-propelled; the twin barbs are

ELECTRODES, connected to the device in preacher’s hand by fine
strong COPPER WIRES. The barbs, no more than half-an-inch long,
penenrate Johnny's shirt and flesh. Street Preacher thumbs the

. weapon's ON button. VOLTAGE pours through the wires.

Spectacular effect as Johnny’'s hair FLIES OUT STRAIGHT and he

.GOES RIGID, lifted straight off his feet by the SHOCK., He

crashes t¢ the concrete flocr, pole-axed by ELECTRICITY.

' The van‘s HEADLIGHTS catch the scene as Spider GETS IGNITION and

Jane pulls something from her jacket.™ About the size of a
flashlight. wWith a sharp SNAP, the thing TELESCOPES violently
into Street Preacher’s rib. It's become a four-foot KENDO -
STICK, super-rigid. SPLIT-SECOND FLASE on Jane poised in

~classic Kendo stance. ‘Then she MOVES, living up Spider’s
-egarlier crack about rattlesnakes on speed. She strikes five ,
times; any of the first four blows would probably have taken out
an average oppoenent, but not sStreet Preacher. The f£ifch one is.

girecred at the ELECTRODE-UNIT barbed into Johnny'’'s BELLY; iv's
like a GOLF STROKE. Johnny YELPS as the barbs tear free; the
uniz, trailing the unreeling copper wires, c¢rasheg against the
wall, twenty feet away, in a shower of sparks. Street Preacher,
apparently more starcled than hure, draws his KNIFE with a2 FERAL

GRIN.

STREET PREACHER
Come here, child.. -

The VAN'S engine ROARS as Spider REVERSES double down~shm£ts,
FLOORS IT, TIRES SCREAMING, straight at Street Preacher. Who's

: fcrced Lo flxng h;mself aszde.

SPIDER
GRT THE FUCK AN

Jane grabs Johnny by the collar of his Jacket, half throws him
into the van’s open passenger . door, 3ump1ng in after him, losing
her stick in the process, as szder swings the wheel, aiming for
the open door and the wall of rain.

Street Preacher, knife in hand, jumps on the rear of the van.

EXT. STREET « NIGHT

The van. from behind, Szreet Preacher hanging on, stretching,

ready to hack zhrcugh the gas- l;nes with his knife.

€4
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INT. VAN o o . - | 56

Spidery sees what's happening through the windows in zhe rear

 dbors. Cuvs sharp lefr, up on sidewalk--

CEXT. STREET < NIGHT | | - 67

The van misses a glass-sided phonebooth by inches -« but Streetv
Preacher DOESN'T. He slams into the shatter-proof glass,
partially THROUGH it, and HANGS THERE -~ bleeding, unconsczous,
perhaps dead.

' Spider swerves back onto the pavement.

INT. VAN | 68
Jane’'s impressed.

- JANE
Not bad...
 SPIDER
{grins}
Where to, baby?
Johnny GROANS between them, clutching his stomach.

JANE
Left at che second l;ght .;

DISSOLVE TO:

| EXT. FUNLAND ENTRANCE - NIGHT S 69

Gatewﬁy te a decaying:theme_park. Deserted Coney Island
melanchely. Stripped and gutted cars lie abandoned in.the

- parking lot. Spider’s‘'s van pulls in, the methane-bag par:zaliy
~ﬂl,de£lazed now. he cranes out the wzndow to check i, o

_ SPIDER
Gonna need gas..

Jane géts out. followed by Johnny, a little blood fleckxng the
front of his once~wh1te shirt. He moves as though his stomach
hurts ' ' '

~ JANE
(o Johnny) :
Knownt Jones since I was little,
Used to come down here, sneak in
'see '1m ‘e

(CONTINUED)




R the far wall of whxch zs made of d;xty glass, running with
: \condensatzon.

-Johnny s eyes dart to the darkened corners. Nothing. He's
- spooked now. ' .

¥
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:mdnwﬂn ' I | | 59 -

ider <“oins them. They follow her toward a doorway. Johnny

‘limping. Spider kicking at the ankle-~deep litter.

INT. FUNLAND, MIDWAY | . - 70

Timeless dead carnival vibe, spooky and sad. Their footsteps
echo in the gloom. Jane leads them past a faded billboard:
*CYBERNETIC WHALES OF WORLD WAR III”, lurid paintings of whales.
and dolphins ficted out with missile-launching weapon-harnesses,
fighting with enemy frogmen. Down a damp £light of stairs.

Johnny looks at Spider. _ o ~

JOENNY
You know this guy?
; ' SPIDER
‘Never heard of him.

- JImNE
~ Shhhh.

Puddles of water, rusting ducts, a labyrinth of pipe. They
tiptoe past an open door. Johnny's POV as he glances inside: an,
old man in £ilthy military coveralls (THE ADMIRAL) is passed out
on a cot, an emp:y'be:tle in his hand. He snores loudly. His
makeshift room is crammed with Navy memorabilia: posters of
ships and planes, parts of un;forms. signal flags, etc. Jane
speaks in a whisper. _ .

- JANE :
Tha:‘s the Admzral

They round a corner, into a fazzly large, apparehtly empty room,

: JANE };&'_T“ydmjf_..-
Psssst.  Jones° Héy;:*PSQSt*-

. JANE'
Jones. ..

Pram beyond the glass wall, a splash.

' JOHNNY
Un, I don‘t lzke th;s pl--

Drowned out by crackle of statxc from a speaker overhead. CU on
speaker . : _ _

# Ty . —— - b
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JONES -(V.O. Y

- Hiya, Janey-g:irl. Long time no
see.. ' S

This extraordinary voice is like a ¢ross between Mickey Mouse

and wWilliam Burrcughs, cynical W.C. Fields delivery piped

through a cutesy-poo speech-simulator circuit. The effect
snould be scarey, comical, and sericusly alien.

JONES (V. 0 )
L.emme seeya.

Jane takes Johnny's hand and leads him to the wall of glass. His

' eyes are wide with something like supernatural dread.

She raises her arm, uses her sleeve to smear aside the grime and
condensaction -~ and suddenly an EYE I¥ there, beyond the glass,
scopzng them .o _

. JOHNNY
what the fuck~~

PIRATE
ghit, man, he‘s a dolph;n' One-a
them Navy augment jobs from the
war. Got more silicon in his
head than youido. Slick...

S _ JA&E
Shhhh. Don t wake up the .
Admiral..

-amwS{vo.)

None too likely, honey. He's
enjoying his evenzng
medicacion...

Jommy |
_-I don t beimeve thzs ie

_ JONES {V 0 )
-And I surely do wish I was
- enjoying mxna...

_ And the eye is gone

: JOHNNY
'what s he mean, en:cy;ng his?

SPIDER
Those augment jobs, they re all
junkies, man. Navy scrung 'em _
out on designer smack o

'(commﬁzn) -
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w OHNNY .
sStrung them out? what rhe hell
for?

SPIDER

Otherw;se they’'re kinda hard to
motivate. Y'know, dolphins, like
they aren’t much naturally into
war an’ stuff.

INT. FUNLAND, ADMIRAL'S ROOM ' : o ' 7

The Admiral snores., Jare steps in silentcly, looks around,
Crosses to a bureau, starts quietly searching through drawers.
Locates a flar military-style case, opens it, Inside are a
HYPO-GUN like Spider‘s and and DRUG- CARTRIDGES. She takes the
;ngac:ar and one cf :he cartr;dges

INT. FUNLAND, POOL 72

One level above where we met Jones. The pool is large, lit by
bulbs high overhead. Jones arcs out of the water at the far
end; we catch enough of 2 glimpse to be aware of his Nawvy
modifications, some sort of form-fitting, surgically-attached

armor-cum-electronics package. He isn‘'t smooth and gray; he‘'s

shopworn -- scarred, studded with barnacles, maybe even a tattoo
or two. Jane’'s shoving the drug-cartridge into the handle of
the injector; Johnny eyes it uneasily.

N - JOImNNY
what's that?

JANE
His stuff. wWon't tell us
‘anything unless he gens his
sﬁuff... : _

- SPIDER .
Yol Szckbay open for buszness'

Jane shoves Spider in the ches:, angry. She loves Jones; hates
the fact of his addiction. : ' S

. IANE
Shut up!
Jone's breaks the surface right beside them, grinning his
permanent goofy dolphin grin. Water pours from a small speaker-

- grid on hzs harness.

: JONES
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JOHNNY
This is, I dunno., gisgusting...

Jane kneels, puts the muzzle of the injector against Jones'sg
skin, and pulls the trigger. Hiss of injection.

- JONES
000000000C000000000000000h!

The water churnsg white as Jones's tail thrashes orgasmically. He
does a slow, sensuous roll-over and vanishes. The three watch

the surface Qf_the pool.

SPIDER
Hope he doesn‘'t drown...
JOHNNY -
Fish can’'t drown...
i JANE
He‘s not a fish., Mammal.
~ SPIDER
{(to Johnny}

Fish don't get off on that bad
‘tweaked smack, either. What they
call 'Devil Flower' in Mongclia.

Janes resurfaces beside them, splashxng them all. He bobs

there., his black eye. narrowed slzghtiy Beat.

SONES
God made anything better, boys,
musta kept it for himself... Now
what was that question°

Jane kneels and rubs Jone s nose.

' JANE . '
chu oughta get ciean. Jones.

| - JONES -
Next week, honey... Now you
gotta question or c¢an I just
- enjoy my medication?

SPIDER _
We gotta question. -

. JONES
I was afra;d of thaz...

(CONTINUED)
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/*) : SPIDER

. . Jusc Jo“nny here, he‘s got some
silicen in his hezd needs a.
download code to get it out.

Jone's'eye swivels to Johnny.

JONES
No shit. Thav right, Slick?

' - JOHNNY
Pen't call me Slick..

Staric pops and crackles from Jone's harness-speaker. A tiny
HATCH opens in the harness; a SENSOR-DISK protrudes, retracts,
and the harch closes. Beat.

: JANE

. Well? :
.  JONES
Gor it.
Johnny gring in amazement.

_ JORNNY
You did? What is ig?

JONES
What‘s it worth to you, slzck°

Johnnyfé grin fades.

‘ﬁ? - 10 |
Whaddya mean?
. JONES _
Janey. where’'d you get thxs guy?
‘He 3usc fall off a tree or whac°
Johnny 1ocks at Jane

JOHNNY

|  Your dolphin--
? | JANE
) Wait a sec. Jones, what is it

_} . you wanf? '

| | JONES '

‘Outa here, honey. I wanna blow

‘ this shit-hole... Do it now,
' while the Admiral’s on the nod.

S . - | S  (CONTINUED)
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'._cranks Ropas creak as Jones rises. |
lﬁtANGTHER ANGLE- Janes is cranked up 1nte posztzon. the slzng

"his head and the tip of his tail. Johnny and Spider push the

EXT. FUNLAND, PARKING - NIGHT | 74

~1
1.

_ JANE
Bur where'll we take you? Where
can ysu go?

JONES
The river, baby. Leads down to
the sea, right? :

" JORNNY
‘And you’ll gimme the code°
o JGNE$ ' _ '
‘?u;kin' A, Slick. - L o - :
o goRaY
Deal.

. JANE _ _

wait a minute.,.. We can’t just
dump hzm in the river... :

JONES '
Peal’s a deal. Right, Slick?

DISSOLVE T0:
INT. FUNLAND, POOL | | B 73

we're in the shallow end with Johnny and Spider. . They're up to
their thighs in water, struggling to position Jones in a
complicated canvas si;ng It's not easy. The sling is mounted
in a framework of pzpes We can make out wheels, under water.
Jane watches.

ANOTHER ANGLE: ‘Jones is in the harness, Johnny and spider turn

holds him in a waterproof canvas trough; all we see of him is

cumbersome rxg up a ramp and out of the pool.

Spider's van, between carcasses of scavenged vehicles: rear
doors are open, loading-ramp extended. Johnny and Spider are

‘heaving at Jones’s trolley, trying to get it up the ramp and

into che truck. water sloshes out.

- JONES
watch it, huh?

(CONTINUED)
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_fj) . SPIDER
S Wigewass figh,,.

They get Jones inside, raise the ramp, close doors. They get
into the van; Spider fires it up.

]
0
-

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. STREETS NEAR RIVER - NIGHT ' - o 75

Back streets,'desefced Factories, ¢hainlink wilderness.
szder s van drives past, the largely deflaved gas bag flepping
in the wind. 1In BG, nhe Brmdge

They park on a desoclate wharf, unload Jone’s trolley.
JOENNY '
. Okay, friend, how abouz my
download code?

£y

JONES
Keep your pants on...

Jones’ eyes close. Something in his armor starts to make a
grinding sound. They watch as a long strip of plastzc £ilm,
printed -with a BAR-CODE pattern, emerges from a siof in the
armor. Jones opens hxs eves. :

JONES :
riece of cake ¥nock yourself
out. :

- Johnny tears off the_zape'and iooks at it.

JOHNNY
what am. I supposed to do with
this? Ralfi had a downloader. I
gotta hear jusz the" rzght Tone-
‘sequence.

© JONES | |
Put it under your pillow. Jesus.

Spider smirks at Johnny.

) S SPIDER

iJ Gotta scan it optically, convert
: . ir to audio, you're home £free.

Johnny locks dub;ous, daesn t trust Jones, but what else can he
daon? .

(coNTzNUtn)
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_ JONES
~kay, ~saney! One for the road!

¥e rolls his eye., ready for a dose. Jane pulls the hypo-gun
from her jacket. And tosses it over the side of the wharf.

JONES
HEY!!

Jane grabs the back of the trolley and starts pushing. Jones
rolls nose-forward toward the brink.

JONES o
Stop! Wait! I need my shot!
You can‘t do this to me! I need
my MEDIC-AAAABAARARARATION- -

As the trolley TIPS OVER, launching Jones ocut in an arc, his
veice cut off by the SPLASH as he hits the water.

JANE :
CLEAN UP, stupid! Swim around
stoned out there and you‘ll
DROWN!?
Johnny and Spider look at her.

JOHNNY -
Why’'d you do that, anyway?

Beat. Jane stands with hands on hips.

JANE
‘Cause I give a shit., Come on.

She turns and goes back to the truck. Johnny looks after her.

' | 'DISSOLVE TO: .
EXT. SPIDER’S, GARAGE - NIGHT
The door is still open. The van is PUSHED into frame by Spider
and Johnny, Jane at the wheel, coasting in neutral, the methane-
bag sagging, empty. Jane points to the smashed phonebooth as
they pass, calls back. _ : .

JANE
Where'd he go?

Street Preacher’s gone.
JOHNNY

{to spider)
Good question.

EH
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SPIDER
. If he wasn’t moving. chances are
she ‘ocai wil -Lie-;o: nim
TNT. SPIDER'S, GARAGE : : : =7

sp;de* pulls the door down. makxng a huge racket; turns on a
light.

JORNNY
Anybody waiting for us, I guess.
you don‘t want ‘em to know we're
back.

Spider picks up a tire-iren from a bench, hefts it. Gives
Johnny a funny little LOCK. ' _

SPIDER
. Guess not.

_ REACTION SHQT as Jane catches this and wonders what Spider might

be up to. But dll this exertion has started to bring her shakes

"back; she winces at the first shudder. Spider notices.

SPIDER
It’'s coming back. I gotta put
you under again.

JANE
vh-0h., I don' Wanna.

SPIDER
There's nothin’ else I can do
You need a coupla hours sedation;
either that or you’'re back into .
the full-blown whammies...

They look around.  Tense, but :hey find'naching. _Johnny

doesn‘t like it.

JOHNNY
So maybe the nexghbors ate him
after all,

JANE
Hope $0.

(CONT INUED)
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SOMNTIMNUED:

~OHTY
{te Spider:
How leng will it zake you to
downlicad me?

He holds udp the tape from Jones.

_ SPIDER
Depends how big a load. Byt %
gotta get sweetheart here down
for her bheauty sleep first--

Jane's shakes have subsxaed slightly. She still hates the idea

of sedatxon
' JANE |
Lemme use the girls’ room ™
first...

She.walks 0S. Johnny hands Spider the tape.

_  JOHNNY
ser the thing up for me, okay? I
just wanna check something in
that tech-£file on your
computer...

REACTION SHOT: SPIDER. So all of a sudden I‘m a flunky? But he
rakes the tape, mock-cheerful.

| SPIDER |
Any way you want it, Just Johnny.

INT. SPIDER'S, COMPUTER

~Johnny, keying something from memory.  The Techn;cal

Encycloped;a flashes past, locking onto the BARREL of the

Cshotgun., Johnny presses another button. The word *FABRICATE®
- flashes on the screen, starts to blink on and off. Johnny
- selects a length of rusty, unpromising steel rod from an

assortment of junk.'feeds it to the fabricator.

Jane leans into frame from behxnd KISSES him, her hands on his
shoulders.
3
Thanks for getting me up here the

first time. I might not of made
itot . °

Beat,

(CONTINUED)
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JOEJW?

JANE

Spider’'s g-gotta put me under.
If I don't let him, I‘'ll get real
bad again. Downer’'s the only way

to slow it down...

JOHNNY
- ¥Y'gotta, y'gotta.

JANE

I wish T cculd...stay up. Do my

30b...
Sne touches his hair; almost a caress.

JANE

' Anyway see what you got stashed.

up here,

It looks as though they're about to kzss for real, but szde*

interrupts.

SPIDER

Janey babes! Time for sleepy-by!

He shakes a drug vial at her. We see he's PISSED OFF now: his

JEALOUSY. seethes beneanh che surface.

JOHNNY
Go on.

JANE
Okay...

JOHNNY

i And dcn : worry about your money

I'm good for it. And you're
worth it...

She SMILES. .

SPIDER
C’'mon, Janey! Gotta get you

down, get the goodies outa Just

Johnny’s head.

She SQUEKZES Johnny‘s shoulder, follows Spider.




2 3877128 bacx on bed in a MNARROW, CURTAINED ALCOVE. Spider
35 =e convents of the vial *nnc a hypo-gun. '

- JANE
Just a coupla hours, max, okay?

Spider ¢ urns, smiling, hypo-gun ready.

SPIDER
Jusc & 1itcie nap. .

Spider shoves the hypo-gun against her bare forearm and pulls

-the trigger.  HSSSSSSSSSS55S85588888888 - her eyes widening in

surprise at chg STRENGTH/LENGTH of the injection.

SPIDER
You'’ ll be cut for 2 fuckin™

His tone is mean, POSSESSIVE. Janes eyes GLAZE, FLUTTER, CLOSE.
Spider traces the line of her cheekbone with his fingertip. Then
cups one of her breasts, rubbing his thumb across the nipple.
SPIDER '
and when you wake up, Just
Johnny’ll be...all gone.

Héltakes a phone from his pocket, flips it open, dials.

INT. MOB HEADOQUARTERS

Franzetti and the hologram Secretary. A phone rings. Secretary

ranswers” it; she doesn‘t have to pick anything up, the phone is |

part of her, 1It's a speaker-phone:; Franzetti can hear the
caller. S AU ' o -

ks 'SECRETARY e
'-Paramns MiniMzcroTel How may I
help you?

SEPIDER
{v.o., filver) :
. The guy wz:h the chip in hie
head...

SECRETARY
I beg your pardon’

Franzent; cranes icrward fascznated gestnrmng to nhe Secretary
te keep talkzng

- SECRETARY
Who’'s calling, please?

30
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COINT., SPIDER'S

.{2) - SPIDER
-~ © Guy With the chip in his head.
Johnny .

(1]
t

SECRETARY
{(v.o., £ilter)
Johnny who?

_ SPIDER _
Just Johnny. Listen up. You
. want him, you got him, but you
better get over Lo eighteen~ C
fifreen Halyard, number ten. Top : ' : N
_ floor. He’'s right here. Right ' '
- _ now.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS . . _ 83

SECRETARY
Who's speaking, please?

SPIDER
3 (v.o., filter)
» Bye.

. | FRANZETTI
; _ You trace it?

' SECRETARY
Yes. It came from eighteen-.
fifteen Halyard Street, apartment
ten. A warehouse near Landfill
Five., :

ANGLE on Yomomma and Pretty, rising in unison. Yomomma wears a
custom-made GRAFT-MASK, a rigid transparent MOLD intended to R
" hold her HEALING FACIAL SKIN in place. Visible behind plastic: )
' ‘stitches, ‘dried blood. It covers everything except her chin. and S g
" lefr cheekbone, which weren‘t burnt. It loaks hzdeously S
uncomfortable. _

YOMOMMA,
- _ . His ass is grass...

_ FRANZETTI :
The head. That's all I give a
shit about, his head.

PRETTY
we’ll ger it, Mr. Franze:tz.
Don‘c WOTTY.

il | S | | ' (CONTINUED)
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O : ZOMOMMA L
Yean, we’'ll get i, airight. The
regr of Nim, that :

FRANZETTI '
You see the Preacher, tell him
he's fired. Don‘t wanna see his
freak face. One less sickfuck
around. :

PrecLy gring.

PRETTY :
Our pleasure, Mr. Franzetti.

Exit Yomomma and Pretty.

Z INT. VIETNAMESE CANDY STORE, BACK ROOM

street Preacher‘s having his wounds tended co. And he has a
few, from his encounter with the phone-booth. He’'s sitting on a
stool, stripped to a moldering jockstrap and the moOst monstrous
collecrtion of Born Again bio-mech horror tattoogs imaginable.
These are in some hideous genre that couples H.R, Giger with
: demented extremes ©of fundamentalist Christian kitsch, plus they
y manage to look as though they’'ve been done in jail. Both his
i ‘nipples are pierced with stainless steel rings (2 small crucifix
' dangling from the left one) and he has nearly as many scars, big
ones, as he does tattoes. A pair of utterly silent VIETNAMESE
blandly minister to him. One ¢f them is SUTURING a gash in the
™, back ©f his hand;cthe other binds an elastic bandage around a
- - dressing that covers the Preacher’'s leg from ankle to knee.
_Either the Preacher’s had a shot already or he simply relishes
pain. The score for this scene is soaring orchestral RELIGIO-
MUSAX. Street Preacher's EXPRESSION tells us the extremity of
‘his RAGE., =~ = T . ' o

. 'DISSOLVE T0:

. INT. SPIDER’'S

: Johnny sits in an antique dentist’s chair, a band of electrodes

J acrose his forehead. Spider stands by with Jones’ tape and a
" bar-code reader. Johnny faces a large VIDEO-WALL, multiple _
. monitors, display LO-TEK VIDEO. Spider pulls the tape through
!J the reader, Pushes buttons; the Lo-tek video vanishes; blank

screens hiss, waiting.

: 'SPIDER
Here’'s your code, cowboy...

! J | o : ~ {CONTINUED)
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parument.

fha

JOHNNY
Jesus. ..

Cn the video-wall, & dizzving cascade of computer-generaced
imagery, a graphic represencatcion of the data rushing out of the
¢chip in his brain. Spider, who has some idea of what the *hard
stuffs should look like, is momentarily awestruck.

EPIDER
SQmebody's gumping gore..

The data-flood eventually resolves itself into an intricate

representation of a complex MOLECULE. The molecule, £illing the
video wall, continues to rotate majestically.

JOHNNY
. {baffled)
That’s ic? What Jg ic?

_ SPIDER _
Whatever, there‘s a whole lot pf
it L I

- JOI-IN‘NY

ghit... I-thought it would be
somenhxng Ié at lease
‘recognize...

But no such luck. Dejected, Jchnny pulls the ‘trodes cff,
climbs from the chair.

. JOHNNY
Give it to me on disk.

Spider. punches buttons._ A disk emerges from 2 slot. - He hands

,1: Lo Johnny

- SPIDER
What now?

JORNNY
Time Lo go.

 As Johnny crosses to Spider’'s FABRICATOR, Spider clicks the LO-

TEK VIDEO back on. At the Fabricator, we see that something's

progressing through the final stages of manufacrure: little

robot arms swing, trimming the thing with a laser. {(All-laser
operation here; almost completely silent.) _ '

(CONTINUED)
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It ralls out, into Johnn/ $ wa.ting palm. The rusty plece of
unk ha2s pecome & rten-inch section of bright steel tube, one end.

CwLthn s.aghrtly thicker walls.

SPIDER
what's chat?

ECU: Johnhy zesuing the fit, shotgun shell in fréshly~zooled
breech,

C JOHNNY
They do that every night, right?
Broadcast that stuff?

- Spider glances at the Lo-tek show.

: " SPIDER -
Sure.

_ JOHNNY
How? How do they get 1t out’

SPIDER
(ever the technical
auchcrity}
They beam it up. Hack into
African comm-gats on the flyover,
then bounce it back down.

| JOHNNY
No shit...

Carryving the unfinished shotgun, he walks toward the elevator.
Pauses by a table littered with med-lab junk and picks out a
tangle of rubber SURGICAL TUBING, a roll of heavy-duty TAPE, and
part of a MGTORCYCLE-HANQGRzP. He looks back at Spider.

: JOHNNY
And they 1xve under nhe brxdge.
SPIDER

Yeah. So?

JOHNNY
- Be seein’ ya.
Spider wasn’'t expecting this: now that he‘s called in the Mob,

he doesn‘’t want Johnny to go before they can get there and grab
hxm.

 (CONTINUED)
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_ : SPIDER
{f\ - You goin’ up to Heaven? Listen,
- " man. they don’'tc like thaz.

They’'re twisty little fuckers. I
seriously don’'t advise it.

JOHNNY
You got any better ideas?

EPIDER
Yeah. Stay here. It’'s cool.

Johnny looks ac szder, the ;nvz:azmcn makes him suspicious.

_ JOHNNY .
Thanks. But no thanks.

_ . SPIDER
Hey. Sericusly. It's okay. 1
‘mean, Janey,. she'd want you to.

3

'?hat does it for Johnny; he smells a2 rat. He steps into the
elevator. Spider, agitared, jumps in with him. He looks at
Spider, then glances at the ravaged control-box.

4 : SPIDER
Man, I just gon’t wanna see you
get fucked over!

Johnny selects an alligator-clip. It works on the first try, no
sparks. The cage starts to descend.

SPIDER

Just hang here & while, Juss
Johnny

INT. SPIDER'S - ENTRANCE - - L 86

-1Johnny sneps out of the eleva:or, Spider on his heels Johnny
rurns, bringing the newly-minted shotgun-barrel up under
Spider’s chin. It isn‘t a gun yet, but it‘s becoming one.

JOHNNY
T - : You take care of her. Maybe I‘ll
J . ' be back. I come back, she better
be okay .

E] | Spider, FURIOUS, but he has to hide it. Then Johnny’s out the
door and gone. szder stands in the open door, face twisted

with rage.

SPIDER . o
Hope they kill you, motherfucker.

B - —————
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3 HAND, srkeacthed in sharkskin and blacr boncaaewvu ber,
o by the collar.,

=
-

YOMOMMA
You the boy dialed 911 ?

;pzdor gapes up into the mask oﬁ plastic and unhealed, grafred
flesh.

EXT. ANOTHER BUS-8TOP - NIGET. . -

Johnny. seated, alone, the shozgun cradled in hms lap. He's *
merhodically binding it together with tape. It's starcing to

~look vaguely like a gun.

. INT. SPIDER'S - | | _ | 88

CU Jane's unconscious face as a CRASE and Spider’ $ SCREAM
penetrate; her EYES open. Then they CLOSE.

- -
-

CUT to Yomomma and Pretty THROWING Spider into a stack of lab
equipment; he hasn‘t got & chance against these Two.

EPIDER
No! Waif-- o~
Pretty grabs him, shoves him into %omomma, she backhands'him _ .

through a2 wall of shelves, books and scftware flyzng Basically _
Yomomma and Pretty are doing this for fun,

CUT to Jane, awake but fuzzy with the seéanmve She tries to
sit up

o JANE
Huh? Spider? _ T

More CRASKING.

cur :o szder. Yomcmma holdxng hzm while Pre:ty cuffs th“headi
: PRETTY
They re not here? You call us
an’ they‘re not here?
Spider‘s face is bleeding, his glasses broken.

SPIDER _
He's gone. I triedew

PRETTY
The BITCH! where’s tghe BITCH°

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINMUED
PEACTION, FPIDER: he hasn‘t known anvbedy was parcicularly
interested in Jane. To-his Sredit, he tries to ¢conceal it, bur
FreTTy catches C“ Bhe GRINS rasuily
PRETTY
Yomomma, hcney, maybe the bltCh

is here..

Yomomma grunts, passes Spider to Precty. Flexing her shoulders,
Yomomma looks around the loft. Flips ocut the long thin finger
of a butterfly-knife. ‘

 ‘Yomomma moves through the loft, the tip of her blade dipping and

swinging like a dowser’'s wand. Hide and seek. She licks her
lips. She's enjoying this,

Getting WARMER. She whips aside the curtain that screens the

ALCOVE where Spider put Jane to bed. But the bed is EMPTY.

YOMOMMA's POV on SHADOW under edge of bed. She FLIPS the steel-
frame and mattress over with one hand. No Jane. ' Beat. Yomomma
trying to SENSE her prey. She backs ocut., ANGLE UP to Jane,
face WHITE with strain, arms and legs SHAXKING, where she’s
BRACED HERSELYF, face down., horizontal between walls of the
alcove., She DROPS, lands in a crouch, sweat of physical effort
pouring down her face. )

CUT to Yomomma, still HUNTING through the loft. Intercut with
Precty., as Spider hast;ly spills everything he knows about
Johnny

SPIDER
He said he was heading £mr
.Heaven] Where the Lo-teks hang...
The girl was here, but I dunno
where she went..., I dunno--

_Pretty hxts hzm agazn._

CUT to Jane, CRAWLING on hands and knees into ELEVATOR. The

partial sides of the cage hide her. Yomomma approaches.
Building tension. Yomomma looks into elevator. EMPTY. Just
the battered floor-panels, chewing-gum, squashed filter-tips.

CUT to Jane, in NEAR DARKNESS, some TINY CRAMPED SPACE.
Yomomma walks back to Pretty and Spider.

PRETTY
He says he don‘t know ‘bout the
bitch, but Johnny's gone to Lo«
tek Heaven...

SCREECH of metal as the elevator comes to life, DESCENDING. .
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INT. UNDER FLOOR OF ELEVATCR )

Jane clings in terror to WIRING, beneath floor- ~panels of
glevator. She hasn’t CAUSED this descent. HER POV as the FLOOR
OF THI SHAFT whirrs UP at her, a tangle of old metal, lit by a
dim glow through cracks in shaft-wall. VERTIGO: she’'ll be

‘scquashed like a roache-

INT. SPIDER'S | | | ' 90
CLANG of elevator reaching BOTTOM. Beat.

PRETTY
Expecting somebody?

| SPIDER
NOtoa ’

preccy and Yomomma, ready for anything, move toward the elevator
85 we hear it ASCENDING, Precty draggzng Spider with her.

Bootheels scrape on floor-panels. Hasszve frame of the Street
Preacher looms out of elevator. Then CLOSE on his eves. Sees
Pretty and Yomomma. Pretty LAUGHS. :

YOMOMMA :
where you been, Preacher? Angelo
waiting to hear from you. o

Street Preacher glares at Spider.
STREET PREACHER
Satan’s got his claws deep in
those~~

S YOMOMMA,
Yo' ass fired. -

.Street Preacher s-brow creases._

: - STREET PREACHBR
_The Lord*s willw=-

. PRETTY
Nobody talking religion. Talking
your ass on the street.

STREET PREACHER
His will be done...

YOMOMMA
Fuck this shit, Pretty. we're
out of here. - '

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 5
?re::y shoves Spide:: he £alls. The two big combat queens swish
pas: the glowering Preacher, into the elevator,
INT. UNDER FLOOR OF ELEVATOR | | Y
Jane, grease-smudged and desperate, is still there. Voices from
above panels.
- YOMOMMA {0.8.)
...Back to Angelo and get us a
posse together. If he's gone up
to Heaven, good encugh. Kick
‘some Lo-tek bute, ;hgn we get his
head. ..
CPRETTY (0.8.)
{as elevator stares
DOWNY
You see the look on that Jesus«
freak's face?
Jane CRINGES; her POV SHOOTS DOWN the shaft.
INT. SPIDER‘S | | ' 92

CLOSE on Spider’s upturned wrist on the workbench, It has the.
shaft of a SCREWDRIVER driven through it, into the bench, the
start of a2 livcle impromprtu grucifixion. Spider SCREAMS as
Srreet Preacher goes to work on the other arm. ’

STREET PREACHER
poes He hear you now, boy’

Spider‘s thtchmng. snartlng to go into shock., Trying to fornm

words.

' ‘SPIDER. L
H.‘ he..'h...h".he - Ohe..’

STREET PREACHER
The one with the chip in his
head. Where is he?

Street Preacher grabs the handle of the screwdriver and rocks it
back and forth. Spider’s scream ascends the scale into a weird
dry silent whiscle of bone agony. _

STREET PREACHER
- Where? '

(CONTINUED)
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CUNTINUED:

SPIDER
He-n-heaven. Under the bridge.
“Lo-teks. .. : _

. $rreet Preacher spits.

. _STREET PREACHER
HEAVEN? Satan’s children,
fornicating the dark!

INT. UNDER FLOOR OF ELEVATOR

‘GROUND FLOOR. Jane REAVES up a flioor-plate. Struggles up and

out.

EXT. RATLANDS - NIGHT
Rubble-strewn_piain._BRZDGE'in.background. Familiar from Scene
#4. Johnny comes slogging through scummy puddles, shotgun in
INT. SPIDER'S

Spider bent back over the bench, crucified, twitehing. Biloodily

S ICONIC, gorgeously framed, the light golden and rich as honey,

like a martyr by an Italian master. S$treet Preacher produces
his KNIFE. Tests the edge. Raises it two-handed above Spider,
like Isaac before ;he altar. t

STREET PREACHER
Call cut to Him,

~ Spider’s eyes bug with terror.

L - STREET PREACHER
CALL QUT Tﬂ HIM"‘ B

The knife PLUNGES~-

EXT. BELOW anmgz - NIGHT

OHNNY
YO! MOTHERFUCKER! YQU UP THERE
OR WHAT?! '

Johnny up to his ankles in a glamn of muck. Something creaks
in the wind off the river. _

JOHHNY
Y0!: HEY! '

93
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IXT. HIAVEN - NIGHT

<:> FNGLE frcm below, establishing Heaven, the outlaw territory the
Lo~t2ks have constructed among the girders beneath the Bridge.
Hegaven's bulging patchwork £lank suggests the world‘s largest
tree-house, built by several generations of hardcore wWild Boys.
It*'s the look of ACCRETION: no architect could have dreamed this
up. Rain-silvered plywood, segments of faded billboard-
graphics, rusting sheet-meral, peeling tarpaper -~ like the
skyline of some crazed barrio, slung upside down against the
disvant backdrop of sharp-edged business towers. Light escapes
from various openings, but only faintly -- a strange combinacion
of candle-glow and the reflected flicker from screens and
monitors. SOUND is faint steady PULSE of amplified backbeat.

‘We MOVE IN., Like approaching a spaceship made of garbage.

High above the river, in the lowest level of Heaven, RASCHID and
STICK, & skinny black kid, huddle in a tent~like nest of old
sleeping bags.

<" They have a little wax-spattered plywood table; they‘re playing
cards by the light of a candle, passing the time and shooting
the shit. They are supposed to be on sentry duty.

STICK '
Next chxng, she tellin’ me ivrs
mine. -
RASCHID

They allus say that

_ STICK
_ She tellin' me life ain‘'g dus’
" some wet penis contest..i
) The wind brings an eerie howl from belcw, Johnny g call, faint
and distorted, Raschid folds his cards _

. 'RASCHID
Hear that” . :
_ 8TICK
Wind... |
" RASCHID
NO-«- :

Raschid cranes over the black void, listening. Faintly, on the
wind: *Motherfucker...” Raschid grins wickedly. '

l RASCHID
' Let’'s grop one, Stick.

{CONTINUED)
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o STICK

Fuck that. J-Bone‘ll kill us.
Take ‘em all week., haul another
one up, get it gassed..

RASCHID
- Hey, it's what they for!

Raschld is scramblzng cut ¢f the nest, excxted

STICK
Your decision, 6kay° Nothin' do
Wlth me...

Ragchid grabs a machece and runs up an incline, a wooden ramp.
To & humped rusty shape. A Volkswagen bug, or what's left of
it; mostly rust. It's stuffed with rags, paint-cans. He pulls
an ozi soaked torch from a bucket, applies 1ighter.

STICK
Don‘t d¢ -it, man!

Raschid raises the machete in one hand, applies the torch ro a
rag dangling where the gas-cap should be, hacks through a THICK

ROPE, and shoves the torch into the Volkswagen as it SHOOTS DOWN

THE RAMP AND OFF INTO SPACE.
: RASCHID
Yee-HAH!
EXT BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT _ 88
JOHNNY'S POV, UP, as the FLAMING VOLKSW&GEN plummets toward him.

JOHNNY
. Yaaaaghis : :

It IxPACTS ﬁhﬁ mud-plamn, gas EXPLODES Jahnny bounces up, solid

mud from head to toe, shaking his fist.

JOHNNY
IT'S ME, GODDAMIT!

He rams a shell into his gun, aims stralght up, yanks the tubing
back, lets go. The SOUND is amazing:; BLUE FLASH, the RECOIL '
leaves him on his ass in the mud.

 EXT. HEAVEN, GUARD POST - SR | 99

Buckshot whzzzes past Stick’ s nese, goes ciangxng and

- rzcoche:u;ng away into the sub- br;dge girders.

{CONTINUED)
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STICK _
Hey! Raschid, man, I think they
got'f'a*~ . .

 COPPERTOP slides down & taut cable from somewhere above, freaked

that one of the VW's has been released; the car-bombs are a big,
labor-intensive deal. He wears a pair of Israeli n;ght»vxszon
goggles, currently flipped up.

| COPPERTOP
Who's idea was it drop that bug?

Just what Stick was dreading. Ragchid hops down from the ramp,

-unperturpeﬁ.

RASCHID
somebody slippin’ arcund down
there, Coppertop..

- - COPPERTOP
- Somebody? You blow our first
line of defense on thar?

STICK
Gotta qun or somethin’,
Coppertop!

This gets Coppertop’s attention. He.steps to the edge, flipping

his goggles down into position. INSERT COPPERTOP'S POV, NIGHT-
VISION MODE: weird down nhere, antlzke JOMNNY between fwisted
wrecks of hot metal.

JOHNNY
{faint but furious).
.total dickhead
_ motherfuckers...

- CDppertcp turns to Raschzd and Stzck flxppmng up the goggles

' COPPERTOF
J-Bane s gcnna have your asses
for breakfast. Figures that
man’s some kinda friend of his!
Says he owes him a favor!

Raschid and Stick exchange worried looks.

RASCHID |
Hey, CT, man, how'm I s'posed to
know that?

Coppertop’s snapping an ancient window-washer'’'s harness onto the
end of a cable.

-

(CONTINUED)
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COPPERTOP
Get the line down to him. Haul
his &s$ up here quick: Do v

INT. EXPRESSO BAR ' : N o 100
A tiny curbside place, walls made of cardboard. Jane, propped

up against the counter, yawnzng violently, pushes her cup at the
COUNTERMAN.

JANE

‘Make it a rriple, thxs time,
COUNTERMAN

You got it.

CABLE BELOW HEAVEN -« NIGHT
SOUND of winch. As mud~-covered Johnny, in the window-washer’s

harness, clutching his gun, is drawn up. The only clean things
about him are his teeth and the whites of his eyes.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS _ - | ' _ - 101

' Franzét:i, the Secretary at his elbow, locks glumly up at

Yomomma and Precty. standing. Yomomma has a long, heavy
MILZTARY STYLE CASE under her arm.

FRANZETTI
‘When I was a kid, you‘d’a had a
three-£ifry-seven. Fuckin’
Magnum.,

Yomomma shoots him a’mean_grin.

. YOMOMMA
Law against that, Angelo.
'Sides, we got this.
{hefrs the case).

SECRETARY
Mr. Franzetti, a jet full of
senior Yakuza executives are on
their way here. Currently
they'ye over Hawaii. They’'re
demanding to know the status of
the situation.

| {(CONTINUED)}
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CONTINUED: - o _ 101

O | | FRANZETTI

- I thank God. I thank God my
father never livea to see this:
the Mafia a franchise operation
for a buncha Japs with tattooed
asses.

Long beat. When Yomomma speaks, she’s only :elllng Franzegti
the hard truth.

_ YOMOMMA
They own.us, Angelo.

Long beat. Franzecti leoks as though he’s either about to start
screaming or have a stroke. He doesn’t do either.

: FRANZETTI
: Go on. Get him. 7This Johnny
fit - Bring him back before your Japs
u get here. Me, I could give a
shiv... : :

Immense weary resignation. Pretty’s as'chirpy~bright as ever.

FRETTY
 Don‘t worry, Mr. Franzetti!
W¢'ll get him!

-Yomcmma and Pretty exit.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS, OFFICE FOYER B : 102

-t ~ A waiting~area where twen:y~some MOB HEAVIES (male) are sprawled
on couches. A very mean and colorful crew, all races, all
colors. They get to their feer at the sight of Yomomma and
Pretty, ccnceaied weapons clankxng like a hardware store in

~-mo:;on. o . .

YCMD&&A
Where s my driver?

- INT. HEAVEN, THE NODE | 103

g THE NODE is the heart of the Lo~tek’s guerilla television

: operation, the nerve-center of their pirate video system. Its.

i look defines their collective character: it‘'s obviously

J POWERFUL, but held together with SILVER DUCT TAPE. A crazy-
quilt concave wall of MONITORS presses in on an elaborate
COMPUTER/MIXING- -BOARD where four LO-TEKS sit; one of them is J-
BONE. He 1is in charge. They are all inctensely focused, the. '
mood like a shuttleﬂlaunch in spite of thexr outrageous rebel
look. :
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T-2ane and ENTRA =l wear earphones and mikes; EIWTRAS £2 and 43
wear TCIRTUAL REALITY HELMETS, cbscuring their eves, and DATA-
it '55 )

The MONITORS are ALIVE, crawling with a delirious random flood
of 21lst-century global video imagery:; every screen shows
something CRAZY, but they keep changing. zapping, 200 fast to.
follow., The Lo-teks are pulling stuff in from all over the
worid, mutating it, mixmastering into their own subversive
video~virus, all to a thumping backbeat.

: EXTRA %3
Comsat M’'Tongi 18, twelve degrees
ecliptic and closing..

EXT. ORBITAL SPACE _ D - E 104

Green-blue hazy arc of Earth. A COMMUNICATIONS SATELLITE swings
toward us. (This could be done with tweaked, slightly solarized
standard footage, NASA or other hi-grade computer-graphics.)
SOUND is the LO-TEXK BEAT, shot zhroagh wzth scatic-sizzles and
solar radiation pops.

J~BONE
{(v.c., filter)
Lock on M Tongli 18...

_INT. THE NODE . 105

EXTRA #3
ock and Jlgagd...

The blank mask of the VR helmet swings as #3 reaches up,
carefully grasping empty air with the DATA-GLOVES,

;_INSEBT ‘#3's POV in. HEA9~MOUNTED DISPLAY, hi¢. iconic CARTOON~
CUHANDS grabbzng a CARTOON VERSION. of comsat M'Tongz 18 adaus:;ng -

one of irs £lat, wing-like ANTENNAS

EXT. ORBITAL SPACE - | 106
ANGLE on comsat as the corresponding antenna MOVES.  The HISS

and CRACKLE fades frcm the Lo-tek AUDIO; it’s crystal clear. And

INT. THE NODE | | 107

'Lo-teks CHEER as #2 and #3 pull off their helmets,

(CQNTINUED}
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EYTRA =3
oone deal. J-Bone!

EXTRA 82
Okay! Let’'s slam it back down to
those God-fearin' flyover people
need it special!

- J-BONE
Yo! Do it!

EXT. HIGHWAY., ROADHOUSE, KANSAS - NIGHT . . 108

- An isolated bar/roadhouse/gas-station. Middle pf nowhere. A

few nondescript vehicles.

INT. ROADHOUSE | | R _ 109

Dim. Big-screen TV above bar is tuned to a Shopping Channel,
FARMBOYS drinking beer, zombies in nylon caps. Nobody talks.

INSERT: Shopping Channel displays image of some generic Consumer
Obiject. We don’'t know what it is; maybe the farmboys don't
either. ' '

SEQPPING CHANNEL ANNOUNCER
{v.o., female)
You need one of these. It's lots
berter than the other ones.
You'd better buy it now,

The Farmboy5's:aré, blank as sheep.

INT. THE NODE . R S 30

:ExTRA #2 1eans over the central console, ‘extending index finger

in DATA-GLOVE:; with' gloved fingertip, he quickly WRITES
something in the axr above a dlmly glowing blue rectangle.

INT. ROADHOUSE | o o 111

Farmboys gape as ghostly fingertip, apparently INSIDE their 1TV,
serawls "LO-TEK*, like a skateboarder’s tag, across the
Shopping~Channel., Then, with ugly RIPPING/FARTING sound, the
shopping Channel is SHREDDED, revealing the hyper-manic
subversive image-barrage of LO-TEK TELEVISION.

FARMBOY
- Gaw gan. - '
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TNT. THE NODE

$¢eRA =1 slapping oJ-Bone on nhe back -- but Coppeftﬁp; iooking
werried, Ipens tihe Cocr benind tham. -

9

COPPERTOP
Maximum leader, baby., I think
that favor has just come home to
roost. ..

J~BONE .
Whae?

Johnny., a mud effigy., steps in behind Coppertop.

oo . EXTRA #3
Wha: the furk?

Johnny shows them his teeth more a ‘grimace than & grin. Then,
Lo J Bone

JOHNNY
‘You told me come see you, I evar
needed help.. S

J~Bone peers az the mud-man Johnny pulls the DISK containing
the data~- download from his pocker, holds it out to J- Bone.

o et

JORNNY
50 I need help.

J-BONE
What kind?

- |  JORENNY
slot this.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS, GARAGE - 113

. .Dimly lig, subterranean, loud with the revving engines of four o
300 “black limos. Trunk-lids slamias the mobsters stash their gear : |
_(includinngomomma's case) for the ride. The mood is one of
'E?- boyish excitement: they’'re going out to bust some freak butt,
and don‘t doubt they ve got :he muscle, the baseball bats, the
cattle prods to do itc.

?} _ Yomomma.and.Pretty climb into the lead limo.

|] EXT. MOB HEADQUARTERS - NIGHT o 114

An armored door rattles up. The convey emerges. Deserted
streets where newsprint blows :
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TNT. MOB HZADQUARTEERS

]

"

» sits alone at the table, smoXking a cigarette. He's
£{ nwhe Secretary. There’'s a book in front of him: a
sw.are glossy childrens »oox, in's sover ;:;nzu_ with a
e in Japanese and a carteon rabbit in bright eerie pastels.

.!2 f,i ¥t

Beside it a crumpled wad of expensive wrapping-paper. The cover

of the book is the only color in what orherwise might as well be
a black and white scene ~-- Franzetti’s pale face, rhis dark suit,
etc. Franzetti's eves are hooded: he watches che book. As-
though he expects it suddenly to move. _

INT. THE NCDE ﬂ ) "1186

J-Bone, Johnny'and Lo-teks stare up at the MOLECULE danciﬁg on
their central display. The rest of Johnny's DATA-STORM snaps
and crackles on peripheral screens,

wOHNNY
I gotta find out what it means,
Otherwise, I'm dead.

EXTRA #2 is already f£iddling wzth it, rentatively pok;ng h;s
dacta~gloves in the air.

EXTRA #2 o | , -
It's in some kinda techie '

Japanese. Maybe we can patch in
a uransla:or program...

Spider turns, about to say something zo Jchnny, but WRINKLES his
nose,

SPIDER - g
You smell like raclands...

zxw BELOW BRIDGE ~ NIGHT : ’ _ 117

-aJane, stumbling :hxough mud . Not in a good mood. 5copes :he

scene. Discovers a narrow ROPE LADDER. Starts climbing.

INT. HEAVEN, BATH COMPLEX" - ' : 118

Johnny in_midwgasp under a cataract of apparently icey wanér._xe
lets go of the chain he’'s holding. The counter-weighted length

- of six-inch hose above him retracts, stopping the flow.

: JOHNNY
GODDAMN, THAT'S COLD! I

A pair of Lo-tek GIRLS watch him from the steaming communal tub
they share.

{CONTINUED)
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FIRST GIRL LO-TEK
von' want you in here with that
~ghiv on vou.

Johnny's naked, shzve*zng, but the mud's off. J-Bone's fully
dressed. :

J~BONE
Ler the man in the tub. You wang
- him to catch his death?

| 2ND GIRL LO-TEK
Plenty of room,

She stands up, water cascad;ng from an extraordxnary full~ body
rartoo job that even stops poor freezing Johnny in his tracks.
Her thlghs and haunches are striped like a giraffe's. The other
girl rises, covered with neo-Celtic crosses, etc. They both
stare at Johnny, then grin wickedly and settle back into the
tub. Johnny wastes no time hopping in. J-Bone tosses him a
back brush.

o ~BONE
Those mooks who killed Toad..

JOENNY
Yeah?

Johnny grins at lst GIRL, hands her the brush.
o =BONE

They were Mob. Coppertop says
He says they want you dead.

~ lst GIRL scrubs Johnny's back.

JOHNNY
He's gaz that right.

J= Bone spots the shotgun besx&e Johnny s clothes..pmcks it up
and studies it. Grins.

J~BONE
This is good. I like this...
'Low technique, high
technology'... The Mob, they're
afrter you ‘cause we killed the

suins’?
- JOHNNY
No'
w~BONE
Tne disk?

S Sty N oy - b
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JOHNNY
You S0t it.

J~BONE
Where 4 you get zt’

JOHMMY
I brought it into the country for
them. From Singapore. If I
could f£ind out what it is, maybe
1 could cut some kind of deal...

: J-BONE
wirh the Mob?

Johnny shrugs. Brief COMMOTION outside door. Raschid
looking HASSLED. _

RASCHID
J~Bone, man, I dunno, she sayin’
she gotta see this guy, there’s
big trouble comin’..

. J=BONE
Trouble? Who~-?

And JANE’s in the doorway. She sees Johnny in the tub

Lo-tek girls. REACTION SHOT. Not-what she’'d expected.

all this way to warn the guy she's started secretly to

g
¥4

enters.,

with the
Came
care for;

here he is having a soak with these :an:coed cuties. J-Bone

goes ballistic on Raschid.

J~BONE
Man, how'd she get up here?
Who's on sentry duty?

s

-RASCEID.
Uh, said she found one of the
nladders~*;' T

J-BONE

You useless sack of shit!: You're
supposed to gheck that! I oughta
toss your worthless ass down for
the dogs to eat!

{etc., continues in

- b.g.)

‘Johnny's climbing out, grabbing a towel.

JOHNNY
{to Jane) o
what happened? Spider had you

under--
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" Spider’'s dead. He musta toll ‘sm
Yo WEere IImLng hars
| JOHNNY
Dead? '
JANE

veah. 5o I figured I’'d betrer
let you know., But, hey, I see
you‘re being taken care of.

‘She shoots nhe Girle 2 look, then TURN ON HER HEEL and walks

out. J-Bone breaks- off his harangue.
J-BONE '
What’'s that about?
L Bear, .
JOHENNY
You got me...
1 INT. THE NODE 119

Ccppertop, Extras %1 and #2 studying the screens. Everything
displayed in JAPANESE. _

i . COPPER TOP
Some kinda research data...

- Extra #1 points to a particular screen.

v - o ' EXTRA #2

: ~This molecule thing. Repeats,
over and over... -

Sl "EXTRA #2°
HA; Check :hxs'

i .  He SNAPS his data-gloved fingers: the Japanase text becomes
: ENGLISH. Coppertop cranes forward, reading.

- - | COPPERTOP

'i ' *Kuroma Biologicals'...

- | ' EXTRA #2

(J ' - Leooks like prelim documentation
for a patent applicarion ... But

there’'s fucking miles of the
stuff... Gotta be a summary here

somewhere...
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*ane, angry. dejected, and sxhausted, slumps against tihe

| FANE'S POV, out across the iittered mudflats. Four pairs of

headlights come into view, approaching in a ragged line. A
savage din drifts up: Honklng c: car-horns, shouting, clash of
meral,

EXT. RATLANDS - NIGHT | 121

"~ The Mob limos growl through garbage in lcw gear. Their windows

are down and Mcb goons hang ocut, :hrashzng weapons against the

‘sides.
EXT. HEAVEN, OBSERVATION DECK - NIGHT | | 122
JANE
Damn. ..
INT. THE NODE . .' . | 123

Johnny and J-Bone have joined the others. Extra %2 is hopping
with excitement.
. EXTRA #2
- You know what this sucker is?

Stick slams the door open behznd them. They all rturn. Stick’s
eyes are popping. ' '

STICK
J«~Bone! Cpme'seez

COFPERTOP
Trouble° ’

 ?sz1ck nods fran:xcally, scrambles ‘back out’ the door. COppertcp
and J-Bone on his heels.

EXTRA #2
This is a cure for Nerve
Attenuation Syndrome! No shit!
You can ¢grow synapses back with
this! It's a cure for the black
~ shakes!

o JOHNNY
A cure?

(CONTINUED)
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Ny : INTRA 82

S Yeah, and it tests out fine!’
These RKurcma guys are jusc
heolding back til they ger a
patenc locked down--

JORENNY
and Franzecti and his Singapore
conneccion ripped i: Offw-

, EXTRA #2

Probably to sell it back to
"Kuroma. I mean, it’'s gotta be
:wor:h~~' : '

Coppertop szicks nis head in the door.

~ COPPERTOP
& _ BATTLE STATIONS!
EXT. HEAVEN, VARIOUS - NIGHT ' ‘ 124

Lo-teks scramble into combat-readiness. Glimpses of their weird
defensive machinery. . : .

EXT. HEAVEN, QBSERVATION DECK -~ NIGHT 125
Coppertop glares at Raschid,
COPPERTOP
We’'re gonna be missin’ that
s Volkswagen, dickhead...
BELOW, the black limos halt. Raschid grins, as the Maob boys

boil out of the limos, readying :hezr weapons (mostly croshbows
_ 'ngth laser szghts} _ _ _ _ _

: ," RASCHID -
Sorry, CT... But look whera they
just parked..

EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT | | 126
YOMOMMA, closely followed by Pretty, emerges from her limo.

; Carrying a BULLHORN, she strells out, front and center., Looks

i up at the bridge, the dark under-mass of Heaven like a monstrous
wasps-nest. She raises the horn.

{CONTINUED)
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{i}- TOMOMMA
~ lamp., filter) -
LIZSEN UP, ZRIDGE PATS. ='M MOT
GONNA BAY THIS TWICE., WE WANT
THAT ASSHOLE DOWN HERE IN A NEW
YORK MINUTE...
EXT. HEAVEN, OBSERVATION DECK - NIGHT _ | 127
J-BONE
- Sure... C(T?
: COPPERTOP
Yeah?
J~BONE
: Volkswagen.
L : _ . ' S
e Coppertop turns, raises his hand, brings it down. A signal for
Raschid, who CHOPS into a rope... ' '
EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT : 128
K : _ _ oo : :
YOMOMMA‘S POV as BURNING VOLKSWAGEN hurtles into space above
her. - _
T The Volkswagen CRASHES into Yomomma's limo. Both EXPLODE. Mob
men PANIC, ducking for cover.
| . YOMOMMA -
i : \ Get the cars back! OQuta range!
'EXT. HEAVEN, A BATTLE STATION | 1 129

Stick and a LO-TEK EXTRA lift an ugly object from the deck: a
““small ‘BOAT-ANCHOR, its twin arms SHARPENED LIKE KNIVES. Stick
tescs the edge with his thumb. Then they EEAVE it over the
side. (The line it’s attached to is fastened to a WINCH far out
; along Heaven, so it SWINGS DOWN SIDEWAYS, a lethal PENDULUM.)

> EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT 130

Pretty is at Yomomma’'s side as she gives orders; the remaining
limos are BACKING UP, out of Volkswagen range -« when the BOAT-
ANCHOR comes SWINGING down out of the dark, IMPALING PRETTY., who
SCREAMS, spitting BLOOD. _ ' '

“.
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- NIGHT | | 131

5 LO-TEY. EXTRA vanks a lever. The WINCH whines--

£XT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT | o | 132
The line goes TAUT, yanking Pretty Up INTO THE DARK like a

gigged frog. Yomomma HOWLS with loss and rage.

EXT. ‘HEAVEN, VARIOUS - NIGHT S L E

The Lo-teks cut loose with everything they‘ve got: slingshots,
crossbhbows, catapults hurling molatov cocktails. Yomomma and the

. Mob men scramble for cover behind the limos. We see Jane

grinning in the Lo-tek battlements, using her slingshot. The
Mob men rally, start shooting back; the laser sights give them
an advantage. A couple of Lo-teks topple from their posxt;cns
But basically it looks like a stand-off.

EXT. GIRDERS BELOW HEAVEN - NIGHT | 134

while the battle continues 0SS, we watch Pretiy’s corpse thrz
slowly on the end of the anchor-line. CLOSE as a small
GRAPPLING-HOOK flies out of the dark, snags in Pretty’s
¢lothing. _

CUT to Street Preacher, on a bridge-girder, hauling in the
grapple-line. He grabs the ANCHOR and JUMPS, swarming up the
line HAND OVER HAND. UP INTO THE DARKX and ©5, leaving the
corpse spinning below. .

EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT B | | S 135

Pinned down behind limo'by‘bowcek projecziles. Yomomma opens her
CASE, Something tubular inside. She lifts the thing out,

assembles it. A ROCKET-LAUNCHER, CLOSE on interior of case as
~gherpulls ‘out @ ROCKET, *MK-3 INCENDIARY - PHOSPHORUS™ stenczlied

on its side. Loads and raises the 1auncher and FIRES.

ANGLE on Heaven as the rocket punches through plywood and

EXPLODES.

INT. HEAVEN A o 136 136

Roar and burst of flame. Screams. 2ND GIRL LO-TEK with zebra-

striped thighs grabs an extznguzsher.
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f} YOMOMMA.
- noad me!
MOB ENTRA shoves another rocket inte the launcher.
INT. HEAVEN _ . 3 138
Flames continue to spread.
INT. THE NODE . j - 139 .
The fire is affecting the Lo-tek’'s wiring -- fat spaghetrti-loops
of power-cable and fiber-opric lines, Smoke drifts from frving
insulation. A couple of the monitors are jumping, flickering.
EXTRA #2 sees this, pulls off his gloves and helmet.
€? - EXTRA #2.
A N : Time o book!
Johnny'’'s staring at the Node’'s broadcast panel.
JOHNNY
'1 what do I push for broadcast?
EXTRA #2
1 Broadcast?
: JOHNNY
I gotsa ger it OUT! .
e : EXTRA #2
- . Out? All I want’'s my ass outa
' h.em: :
Extra #2 runs out. Johnny starts desperately, blindly pushing
~buttons S - U : . S
EXT. HEAVEN . = | 3 140
ANGLE on hurnzng section, geoing up like a ch;cken~coog on 2 dry
] night,
] ELSEWHERE, Coppertop and Raschid hack into wrist-thick HAWSERS
with AXES.
i -
. INT. HEAVEN, NEARBY - o 141

J-BONE'S POV down flaming core of dorm section. 2ND GIRL LO-TEX
sprints toward him through flames, leaps past, clear.

P . | - o (CONTINUED)
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D) B 2ND GIRL LO-TEK
N Do it

J-BONE
Everybody out?

2ND GIRL LO-TEXK
po 1T!H!

J-Bone swings his axe, through the last twist of a hawser.

EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT | 142

YGMOMMA $ POV as the blazing sectzon slides free, shoo:s toward
her. :

The Mob boys howl with fear. stumbling back nhrough the mud.

™ .
h £XT. HEAVEN - NIGHT R | 143
! _ . -
Lo-teks CHEER as the burning mass impacts the mud with a flare
- and a mighty HISS.
'"'1| .
EXT. BELOW BRIDGE : 144
‘} Yombmma; crazy with rage and grief, rises from the mud,
scruggling to lifr and aim the rocket launcher.
YOMOMMA
= 'LOAD!
- A rocker slides into place She pulls the trigger. WHOOSH.
| YOMOMMA
L o ' : {1aughzng hysterzcally)
Pt “'LOAD!
{*  EXT. HEAVEN - NIGHT | o - 145
: Jane and Raschid duck as a rocket explodes nearby. They're
17 ~ standing beside a WINCH; strange-looking loops of rubber and
i HARNESSES hang on a rack Jane notices these, points.
r JANE
f] Hey, what Ais this?
| | RASCHID

Bungie. For jumping... Hey!

As she grabs one of the harnesses.

i
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- 2-Bone, flames rising behind him., steps through the door, sees

sohnny at whe console,

. J-BONE
Time to go, friend.
_ JOHNNY _
J-Bone! Help me get it out!
_ J-BONE
Time to go!
: JOHNNY -
Ic's a cure for the shakes!
J-BONE |
~ The whole shithouse is burning!
C JomwNY
Broadband it!
: J «BONE
- What?
| JOHNNY - ]
FUCK them! Give it AWAY! Put it :
ouUre

J-Bone pauses. Beat. Looks at Johnny as if seeing him for the
first time, Then GRINS,

J~BONE
we‘re still locked on M’'Tongi
is... '
JOHNNY

}Pun:it_ou; on every fucking
~channel in the world. Now.

J-écné’a:‘the connrels,-hands flying.

EXT. HEAVEN - NIGHT | 147

Jane c¢limbs up on railing, & BUNGIE~SUMPING HARNESS around her
ankles. She pauses there, slender and upright, flames rising
around her, raises her_hands above her head-~

EXT. BELOW BRIDGE - NIGHT o | 148

Yomomma sees Jane. CLOSE on Yomomma‘s eyes in the GRAFT-MASK.
Yomomma hefts the launcher. '

{CONTINUED)
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EXT. HEAVEN - NIGHT ‘ | . Las

Jane JUMPS as Yomomma FIRES,

Jane hurtles down, a human arrow headed straight for Yomomma.

The rocket misses Jane but EXPLODES in Heaven.

' Jane reachés the END OF HER ROPE. The BUNGIE STRETCHES...

IN SLOW MOTION... STRETCHING. STRETCHING... dJane’s hands,
reaching., reach;ng _

ECU: Jane's £ingers, the bungie stretched to the very last
fraction, -HOOKING under the edge of Yomomma's GRAFT-MASK.

BUNGIE-RECOIL, out of slo-mo, Jane WHIPPED back up, into the
air, the mask in her hands.

Yomomma SCREAMS hideously. threemquarzers of her new face ripped
off. _
EXT. HEAVEN - NIGHT | 150

Raschid activates the WINCH, reéling Jane in.

INT. NODE _ | - - 151
J=-Bone punches a fina1 sequeﬁce. ‘

- J=BONE
CIt's going out...

Johnny ¢grins in TRIUM?H, the grin wiped from his face by a fresh
EXPLOSION, very close.

EXT. ROADHOUSE -~ NIGHT ' - 152

Establishing.
'INT. ROADHOUSE | 153

More Farmboys have gathered to watch the Lo-tek broadcast. The
mood is considerably livelier than before. There are FARMGIRLS
now, and dancing. Everything stops when the music does. The
image of the curing MOLECULE appears on the screen,
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rap data starts to cascade past. Cne of the Farmbovs looks from
=he ssreen to the BARTENDER. ' : -

_ - FARMBOY
Hey Ernie.
BARTENDER
Huh?
, FARMBOY
Tape that shit.
BARTENDER
Why? o
FARMEOY
I dunno...

The Bartender thumbs his VCR.

INT. (VARIOUS) | | - - 154

RAPID MONTAGE of 21ST-CENTURY VIEWERS the world over seeing the
broadcast data. A Japanese mother and her children, azrporz

-passengers gaping at huge wall-screen. etc.

INT. HEAVEN, VARIOUS o | o 153

Fire everywhere, but the Lo-teks are tough cookies. They do

have & bail-out plan, chough it isn‘t all that much good now,

not with the Mob waiting down on the mudflats. Still, they have -
no choice. Dozens of ROPES go whizzing over the edge.

INT. NODE L I o . 1%6
- J»Bone drags Johnny from the consoie. E

J-BONE
C'mon, baby! Time to sl;ﬁa

. EXT. HEAVEN, OBSERV%TION DECK ~ NIGHT - - 157

Lo-teks going over the side, wh;zz;ng down their escape ropes,
knlves in their :eenh

h
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v, BELOW a;zncz - MIGHT

158
“he Mob boys fall on the first Lo-teks down the ropes, beating
on onhem dlt? bags and pipes. Yomomma in AGONY, clawing at what
remiing =% her face.
Socund of a dozen POCKET PHONES ringing simultaneously. The Mob
bovs quit fighting, pull out their phones The Lo-teks blink,
- baffled.
MOB BOY #1
It's over.  Pull our!
His voice penécrates Yomomma‘'s pain. Her own phone’'s still
ringing. '
YOMOMMA
what the fuck are you dg;ng"
MOB BOY #1
It’'s over...
He heads for the nearest limo. The others follow, climb into
the limos, start up, pull away. Only Yomomma remains. Her
limo is a2 twisted wreck, the VW embadded in zt Yomomma pulls
pur her own phane .
FRANZETTI
(v.o., filter)
YOMOMMA
Over?
FRANZETTI
{v.o., filter)
They're here.
DIALTONE &s Franzetti hangé up. chomma & eyes, in her ruxnea
face. look dawn. meetzng STICK's. eyes. stick STkBS her
zxw.'xsavzx | o - ' | | 159

J~Bone, ﬁrepazing to go over the edge, turns to Johnny.

J-BONE
Hey, they’'re leaving! They’'re
pulling out! '

A moment of MUTUAL TRIUMPH. A large, bloody, VERY FAMILIAR HAND
comes up, over the edge. 1It's Street Preacher, breathing like a
locomotive, his knife in his other hand. J-Bone‘’s clearest line
of escape i$ the rope. He goes headfirst over the railing,
shooting down the rope to safety... Street Preacher's JESUS
BOWIE severs the taut lzne. '
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TONTINUED: B ' _ ' .
J-Bone PLUMMETS. into the wreckage of the VW and the limo.
JOonLny -oCKS uUp into the Scd»maddene' eyes o0f his nemesis.

STREET PREACHER
Jesus loves you, scumsucker.

Streer Preacher pulls himself up, over the'railing. Johnny
frozen in disbelief, staring at the glicter of the polished
blade. ' '

Streer Preacher stalks Johnny, back from the edge. Just the two
of them now -- and JANE, who's on her back nearby, struggling to
free herself from the BUNGIE-HARNESS around her ankles. 1It's
gotcen hopelessly STUCK' her hands are free but she can’ t walk,
can‘t get up. :

STREET PREACKER
Come to Jesus.,

Jane rolls:toward the axe that J-Bone used earlier. Grabs it.

Johnny raises the SHOTGUN, pulling back the rubber tubing.

JOHNNY
Sunday school’'s over,
motherfucker!

Johnny lets go of the rubber. It snaps into the back'éf the
shell. Nothing happens. '

Beat.
Street Preacher sucks his teeth. GIGGLES.

Johnny hurls the gun at his face. BAs Jane brings the axe down
HARD, between: her BOUND ANKLES. Street Preacher LEAPS, Johnny

TRIPS, feer’ tangled in an escape-line; Street Preacher is ON :
‘BIM, fingers tangled in his hair, CU the bzg blade whmppxng back

for the killing stroke.

As Jane lands on Street Preacher’s back like an alley-cat.
Street Preacher whirls, slashing at her. Brute strength and
crazed fanaticism versus her spirit, her drive to save Johnny.
Heaven is BURNING all around them. '

- ' JANE
Maybe He wants pe. shn.zface

ETREET PREACHER
NG* ‘Whore of BABYLON'*

He slams a PILEDRIVER FIST into Jane’s face, she flies back inte

a burning wall, like a broken doll.
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He advances on her with the bowie. breathing raggedly.

Jahnny'thrashes. tangied in the escape-line. On the burning
deck, Jane’'s SLINGSHOT. He grabs it up, digs in his pocket.

 Jane s$ags to her knees. The knife in front of her eyes -- as
- Jonnny £lips a SHOTGUN SHELL into the sl;ngshot, whaps it back,

lets £ly.

The back of Szfee: ?feacher‘s head EXPLODES. He arcs out into
the night. Vanishes.

“The burning deck collapses. Johnny grabs a rope ~- and Jane, as

she tumbles past. They slide down. He loses hig grip on the
rope. They’'re FALLING.

They strike the black water.

ANGLE UNDERWATER as they tumble, stunned and DROWNING.

JONES‘ POV, rising, beneath them.

He brings them to the surface. They'cough up water, clinging
weakly to the dolphin’s harness, amid the flaming fragments of
Heaven, as we edges in toward the shallows, .

A RAGGED CHEER goes up, from the surviving Lo-teks clustered
along the rxverbank.

INT. MOB HEADQUARTERS | o 160
CLOSE on ?ranzetnz and the Secre:ary, in the;r usual positions.

FRANZETTI
we iost the franchise...

: S SECRETARY
I m sorry. Mr. Franzetti.

PULL BACK, revealing the room FILLED with young, black#suited,
nearly identical YAKUZA MEN. One of them picks up Franzetti's
REMOTE; clicks the Secretary OFF. She vanishes. Beat,

Franzetti gets to his feet, flanked by watchful, businesslike
Japanese gangsters. With ponderous dignity, he walks from the
room, surrounded by the silent Yakuza men. _

The glossy children’s book Franzerti was loekxng at earl;ef‘has
fallen to the floor. Fallen open. CLOSE on it as a cute RABBIT
comes to lee, smzlzng and gesturing.

(CONTINUED)'
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) | . RABBIT |
b : Ccme bagsk, Angele: Come back to
' the magic forest!
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. RIVER - DAWN 161

Jones nudges Johnny and Jane to the riverbank. waiting Lo-teks
reach for them. Johnny stumbles up the bank, pulling her with’
him. Jones drenches everyone with a huge deliberatce SPLASH of

his rail.
JONES
See ya, Janey-baby!
| I
ﬁE‘ Jones! Where you going?
Jones WINKS hugely.
JONES
y Ig's BIG ou: there. Lots OF
¢ it.
He slides beneath the water, executing a tail-kick. Turns with
another joyous SPLASH and starts out to sea. _ |
| JANE | |
JONES ! | ce S
ii Johnny holds her.
JANE
_ But where’ll he GO?
'_-Johnny.pulls;herfglpsgg Kisses her.
JOHNNY )
; L;ke he says, it's big...
: She kisses him back.
L JANE
1 - But where’ll WE go?
1  Beat. |

JOHNNY
I dunno. But like he
says...there’'s lots of it...

They kiss again.
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