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EXT. H GH SCHOOL STADI UM -- BROOKLYN, NY -- N GHT

Capacity Crowd. Stands Swarm ng. Wnter breeze whipping
frostbite. Playing field frozen solid...Good Add Fashi oned
Anerican Football.

Fourth Quarter. Cock Ticking. Title Gane. 14-10. NYPD vs.
DETRO T METRO Twenty-two cops in helmets and pads, slugging
it out for gridiron suprenacy.

ON THE FI ELD

New Yor ks Finest, breaking huddle, B com ng under center
barking signals, ball snapped, corner blitz-- busted play.
The stands groan. The chains get run. Third and nine.

S| DELI NES
Coach M LT KOMLSKI 50's, blasts his OFFENSI VE COORDI NATOR.

KOWAL SKI

LARRY! THEY' RE FI RI NG THAT CORNER
NOBODY' S PI CKI NG H M UP!

(to player on the field)
CGENE! GENE! PUT A HAT ON THAT GUY!

(to coordinator)
Let’s go thirty-two flash draw,
sell the fake, he’'s gotta sell that
corner the fake.

The of fensive coordinator throws signals in. NYPD huddl es up.
I N THE STANDS

FRANCI S FARRELL JR, late 30’s, career clinber non pareil,
precinct CO His kids are with him bundl ed up under

bl ankets, two girls and a boy, BAILEY, CAITLIN and FRANC S
11, ranging in age from5 to 9, cheering right along.

FRANCI S JR
LET"S GO “Q," LET"S GO

ON THE FI ELD

B under center. Ball snapped-- play action fake, corner
biting, hand-off, delayed draw, HALFBACK splitting the seam
shaki ng tackles, getting dragged down a yard short.

ON THE SI DELI NE

Kowal ski sl ans his headset.



KOWAL SKI
Goddam it! Alright, get it outta
there! Punt teaml Punt team

The O fense files off the field. SPECI AL TEAMS takes over.

JI MW EAGAN, 30’s, eyes framed by bl ackout grease, steely,
ol d school Irish throwback. He pulls on his helnet, crushes a
cigarette on his cleat and hustles out.

I N THE STANDS

MEGAN FARRELL EGAN, late 20’s, Jimmy’'s wife, with her two
ki ds, SHANNON, 6 and MATTHEW 4.

MEGAN
COMVE ON BABY! LET'S GO JI Mw!

ON THE FI ELD

Long snap. The PUNTER hits a beauty, high and tight. The
RETURN MAN fields it at the fifteen, catching bl ocks-- he
jukes sideline, crossing md-field.

Egan cl oses, angles, cones in high, headhunting, forearm
shiver, a flagrant cheapshot-- The return man gets knocked
into the water coolers. Flags fly. Fifteen yards. Egan cones
uncor ked. The benches nearly clear.

JI MW
WHAT! ? WHAT THE FUCK! ? C MON
STRI PES! LET US PLAY HERE

The Zebras march it off. Ball at the NY Thirty-five. Twenty-
two ticks left.

I N THE HUDDLE

JI MW ( CONT’ D)
MY BAD, MY BAD, ALRI GHT, FUCK IT,
*CUZ WE' RE GONNA BURY THESE
COCKSUCKERS! THEY’ VE BEEN RUNNI NG
SCARED FOUR QUARTERS, CUZ THEY
AINT SHT NOWLET S GO FOUR-
THREE M KE FI RE, FOUR- THREE M KE
FIRE! KEEP ‘EM | N BOUNDS! THEY GOT
NO TI MEOUTS! READY- READY- -

TEAM (I N UNI SON)
BREAK!



They break huddle. Detroit comes to scrimuage. The QB
i medi ately audi bl es. Egan at LB, eagle-eyed, directing the
Def ense. The ball is snapped. The B drops back.

EGAN
PASS! PASS!

The QB rolls, fires, hits the WDE-QUT near the sidelines.
Twenty yard pick-up. First Down. C ock Stopped.

I N THE STANDS

NY Fans, edge of their seats. RAY FARRELL, md-30's, Francis’
younger brother. Detective Sargent, Manhattan North Hom ci de.
Hardcore, cut and shaped by the street. A bullet scar in his
cheek, 9mm round, says it all

He hurries up the bleachers, greeting famly, finding a seat
next to Francis--

FRANCI S JR
Wiere the hell y been? W re down
to the wire--

RAY
--Intell bullshit. Detail roster.

FRANCI S JR
Fucki n’ house nouse...

RAY
Don't all want stars on our
shoul ders Franny.

ON THE FI ELD

Bal | snapped. Egan blitzes. The B scranbles. Tight coverage,
| ooki ng, | ooking-- the HALFBACK rel eases, dunp pass over the
m ddl e-- tackled at the goal line. Cock ticking...10-9-8...

Hurry up “O. B, quick snap, spikes ball, kills clock. Two
seconds remain

I N THE STANDS

Everybody tense. Wund tight.

ON THE SI DELI NE

Coaches. Players. Pins and Needl es.

I N THE HUDDLE



Egan, wired, ready to take on Cod.

EGAN
HERE WE GO, BABY! VWHERE WOULD YQU
RATHER BE THAN RI GHAT HERE, RI GHT
NOW ONE SNAP! WEI GHT OF THE
FUCKI NG WORLD! HERE WE
MOTHERFUCKI NG GO 6-2 STACK MADDOG
LI KE FUCKI NG CHAMPI ONS!

NY breaks. Detroit breaks. They neet. Helnmet to helnet at the
hash mark...The air stiffens...Nobody Mwves A Miscle..

The B crouches under center...signals...SNAP.

Li neman col I ide. The FULLBACK; bruising brawn, taking the
handof f, hitting the hole. Egan neets himhead on. Nerve-
Shattering Hit. Goalline stop. Ball jarred | oose. Defense
swarmng, falling on it. The clock expires.

Gane Over.

The bl eachers erupt. NYPD fans flood the field. Players and
coaches rejoice. Raised helnets. War cries. Jimy Egan is
nobbed. His wife and kids find him enbracing him

I N THE STANDS

Earsplitting. Near pandenonium Francis and Ray swept up in
cel ebration. A cellphone rings. Francis answers...his face
falls. Ray | ooks at him

RAY
VWhat...? Fran what - -

Francis. Cold shock. Speechl ess.

EXT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG -- WASHI NGTON HElI GATS -- N GHT

Chaos. Patrol cares doubl e-parked. EMS and ESU rigs crammed
curbside. Sirens strobing. Mre vehicles, marked and

unmar ked, arriving by the dozen. Emergency personnel stream
in and out of the building. NYPD Heavies; gold stars and
shi el ds, gather on the sidewal k.

Noi sy onl ookers crowd the police cordon, reporters and news
crews push past the rope. Francis Jr. arrives, junps fromhis
car. A LIEUTENANT is waiting for him

FRANCI S JR
Who?



LI EUTENANT
Three caught, headshots, D.O A --
another two, |ikely.

FRANCI S JR
--fuck--

LI EUTENANT
--they traded big, shot the place
to shit. My hand to God Francis.
|’ ve never seen anything like it.

FRANCI S JR
Who?

The Li eutenant checks his steno.

LI EUTENANT
Stanley, Gllick, Mudrice, Mercer--

Francis breaks off, into the building--

I NT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG -- SECOND FLOOR -- SAME

Cops everywhere. C ouded disbelief. The walls and ceiling are
bl asted apart, bullet-pocked. Plaster chucks salt a bl ood-
soaked floor. Shell casings, piles, spill down the steps.

Francis Jr. charges up the stairs, as EMI's struggle with a
gurney down the steps past him A COP, hit bad, oxygen bag,
dangling I-V' s. Fran stops, watches the gurney rattle down

the stairs out of sight, then turns and shoul ders his way

i nto:

I NT. APARTMENT -- SAME
Drug Lab. Cranped shithole. Seven Bodies. Three Dead

Dom ni cans. Three Dead Cops. One nore clings to life. EMI's
wor k fever pitch.

Cops. Silent Vigil, heads hung, grieving. Francis,
shel | shocked speechl ess.

EXT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG -- STREET -- SAME

Ray’s car, knifing traffic, he and Jimy junp out, headi ng
toward the tenenent. Jimy, badge around his neck, still in
cleats and football pants, bounding up into the building.



Ray spots the gurney. He rushes over, getting a | ook at:
LONNI E MERCER, | awbone bl own apart, punctured w ndpi pe
wheezi ng bl ood.

RAY
LONNI E!

Lonni e | ooks up, eyes flittering, pupils pulsing erratic--

EMT
You know this guy?

RAY
I know him yeah, yes--

EMI
Stay with us then-- talk to him-
he’s going fast--

Ray, adrenaline spiked, clutches Lonnie’s |inp hand, in
cl ose, soothing words--

They grapple with the gurney, hoisting it up into the
anbul ance. Ray piles in and the doors pull closed behind him
The anmbul ance, lanps lit, peels away.

I NT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG -- APARTMENT -- SAME

A sea of white shirts; Inspectors and Chiefs, calling the
shots. Burnt anonia, overcooked crystal neth. Pungent,
over powering. Back wi ndow gets smashed with gun butts.

Francis, glazed over, is talking to the Detective Bureau DUTY
CAPTAIN - -

DUTY CAPTAI N
This is all fucked up, Fran.

FRANCI S JR.
What do you know, Tim right now,
what do you know?

DUTY CAPTAI N
Next to nothing. Neighbor made the
call, said he heard gunfire,
sounded |ike the building was
com ng down. Uniformarrived on
scene, this is what they found...

Jimy, charging in, cleats crunching dowed Christmas |ights.
He stops cold, stunned...Dead Cops. Brothers In Blue.



JI MW
No, no, no, no, fuck ne, no...

Francis, arm around Ji my, | eading himout.

FRANCI S JR
Cnon, let’s get out of here--

Ji my, incensed, shoving Francis back.

JI MW
CGet the-- Don’t fuckin'--
(beat, recovers)
I"msorry, Franny, I'm- it’s--
shhhhhhhhhhi t. ..

Jimy, reeling, stunbling for the bathroom slanmng the
door.

I NT. BATHROOM - - SAME

Ji my sl unps agai nst the door, banging his head, choking back
sobs, bl ackout grease tear-sneared under his eyes, wet,
tribal, streaking...He gasps the air, clutches his head, and
folds into hinself, everything pouring out.

I NT. COLUMBI A PRESBYTERI AN HOSPI TAL - - NI GHT

Servi ce doors pulled open, power confab in notion: The Mayor,
ARTHUR CAFFEY, 60’ s. Police Conm ssioner, BlILL ARMSTRONG mi d-
50"s and Chief of Detectives, JACK AVERY, m d-50"s, w nding
their way through the bowels of the buil ding.

ARVSTRONG
--They entered a tenenent at one-
hundred and ei ghti eth and Audubon.

MAYOR CAFFEY
For the purpose of ?

Avery, Arnstrong, sweated...

ARVSTRONG
W’ ve haven’t ascertained that yet.

AVERY
Three were killed at the scene,
anot her one D.O A en route.
(reads not epad)
The | ast one, this kid, Cavanaugh,
he’s in surgery now.



MAYOR CAFFEY
Task force formation?

ARMSTRONG
Bei ng assenbl ed.

MAYOR CAFFEY
The best n avail abl e- -

ARVSTRONG
--W t hout question--

MAYOR CAFFEY
--the severity of the situation is
such. | want cops we can trust.

A two-way radi o beeps-- DONALD DRABECK, the mayor’s ai de,
interrupts them

DRABECK
Sir, they' re waiting.

MAYOR CAFFEY

(noddi ng, back to Avery &

Ar st r ong)
What | require here gentlenen is
conpl ete and thorough contai nnent .
Not one piece of information made
public unl ess personally issued by
my office. No one, other than those
i ndi vi dual s gi ven consent by ny
office, will be permtted to
conment on this case or the ongoing
investigation. Is this absolutely
crystal --

ARMSTRONG
--yes sir.

Mar chi ng orders conveyed, the Mayor departs, conferring with
Drabeck as he’s led to an inpronptu press conference.

MAYOR CAFFEY
If officer Cavanaugh clears
surgery, let’s get me bedside.

Mayor Caffey wal ks outside the ER A Mass of Press awaits.
M cs feedback, flashbul bs pop furious.



I NT. HOSPI TAL WAI TI NG ROOM -- NI GHT

Jimy, conforting Ray, blood slathered over his shirt front,
sl unped m serable. Cops Commiserate, nmulling, nuttering,
shaki ng their heads...why.

JI Mwy
You alright?

Ray, punchy, out of it, no response.

JI MW ( CONT' D)
I’mso fucking sorry, Ray, | know
how deep you guys ran...

Francis Jr. wal ks in, nmoving toward his younger brother,
covering himw th his jacket, concealing the bl ood.

FRANCI S JR
Let’s find a bathroom get you
cl eaned up.

They start toward the bat hroom SHRIEKS sound down the hall,
screanming. Lonnie’'s wife, TRISH, craddling her tw n BOYS,
sobbi ng, hysterical.

FRANCI S JR
(to Ray)
Go, don’t let her see you like

this.
Ray slips away. Francis rushes over to Trish, wapping his
arns around her. She breaks down. Francis hugs her tight.
EXT. COLUMBI A PRESBYTERI AN HOSPI TAL - - NI GHT
A Crown Vic conmes to a hard stop at the curb. FRANCI S FARRELL

SR arrives, 60, Famly Patriarch, NYPD Chief of Mnhattan
Detectives. Forty years on the job. The A d Man Bl eeds Bl ue.

H s driver acconpanies him He passes by Avery and Arnstrong
conferring with a group of cops.

FRANCI S SR
Jack, you get a chance, | need to
speak to you--

I NT. WAI TING ROOM - - NI GHT

Francis Jr. sits down next to Jimmy, barely |ooks at him



10.

FRANCI S JR.
...\W’re gonna talk. ..

Jimy stares at the floor, silent.
FRANCI S JR. (CONT’ D)
You and nme are gonna fucking
tal k...
At that nmonment, Francis Sr. walks into the waiting room

FRANCI S SR
...Boys. ..

Francis Jr., weak snile.

FRANCI S JR
Pop. . .

Francis Sr., putting a hand on Jimy’s shoul der.

FRANCI S SR
Ji nbo.
(beat, shakes head)
Bad Day. . .

(to Francis Jr.)
Don’t beat yourself up, there’s no
blame in this...

FRANCI S JR
My cops. My comand.
FRANCI S SR
--W lose nen inthe line...It’s

not your fault.
Jimy, in close, consoling--

JI MW
Fran, there’s not a goddam thing
any one of us could ve done.

FRANCI S SR
Forty years wadi ng through shit
like this, watching our guys die.
You keep the rage son...and you cut
the rest of it |oose.

EXT. BLOOD BANK -- WASHI NGTON HEI GHTS - - N GHT

Streets quiet. BLACK LEXUS, snoked wi ndows, idling at the
curb.
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I NT. LEXUS - SAME

TWO DOM NI CANS. Ski masks pul |l ed on. Sawed-offs. Loaded.
Cocked.

EXT. BLOOD BANK -- WASHI NGTON HEI GHTS - SAME

The Dom nicans step out. Point--Pull-- plate glass expl odes.
They storm i nsi de.

I NT. BLOOD BANK -- SAME

The Domi ni cans hop the counter. A LAB TECHNI Cl AN appears-- A
shot gun bl ast cuts hi m down dead.

They chatter Spanglish, hitting the cooler, rifling the
contents; bagged bl ood, stocking up, arm oads, stunbling back
toward the exit, stepping through the shattered w ndow.

A CUSTODI AN-- unseen, creeping out, watching the Lexus as it
pul | s away, eyeballing the plates-- getting a partial read.

I NT. HOSPI TAL -- N GHT

Ray, m graine pounding, jackhamer, slanms a fistful of
Excedrine, hunches over the sink, cups the tap, drinks...He
stands, splotchy undershirt, speckled red, thousand-yard
stare into the mrror: fighting tunnel vision. Big bullet-
scar staring back.

The door opens. The old nman enters.

FRANCI S SR
How y’ handling it kiddo?

RAY
... hangin’ in Pop.

FRANCI S SR
| heard about Lonnie...I'’mtruly
sorry...Wat did you do, but
everything you could do right?

Ray, no reply, grabbing a paper towel, w ping off.
FRANCI S SR ( CONT’ D)

...Jack Avery cane to see ne. | sat
down wi th himand Arnstrong.



RAY
Yeah, where they at?
FRANCI S SR
They’' re gearing up task force.
RAY
Everybody’ s gonna want in on that.
FRANCI S SR
How ‘ bout you? Throw your hat in
the ring, I make a phone call,
you're in.
RAY

...Not interested.

FRANCI S SR
Y think maybe it’s tinme you get
back on the street? Three years of
this shit. Stop feeling sorry for
your sel f.

RAY
Not sorry for ne.

FRANCI S SR
How about Lonnie? Sorry for hinf
Hs wife, kids? You guys cane up
t oget her-- and now what, you turn
your back on hin? If that was you,
he’d be the first one signing up.

RAY

They' Il have the best detectives on
the job workin’ this one Pop, they

don’'t need ne.

FRANCI S SR
‘“Fuck they don’t. You' re wastin’

your talents behind a desk Raynond.

You' || make a difference.
(beat)
Look...l know you're a little raw

right now ..Y get back up to speed,

get your step back...
The old man’s words start to sink in...Ray,

RAY
And Crown Hei ghts? Wat about - -

Spi nni ng.

12.
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FRANCI S SR

It’s history. Let’s keep it that
way.

(beat)

Now I know this is a helluva thing
to break back in on, but you’ ve
wor ked those streets, y’ know those
nei ghbor hoods up and down, yes?

(beat)

Cops got killed, Raynond. Let’s get
this guy and cl ose the case.

A beat. Francis Sr., stern.

FRANCI S SR ( CONT’ D)
Don’t sit on your hands here kid...

Ray, confused, unsure, struggling with this...H s expression
says it slowy...the old man nods.

FRANCI S SR (CONT' D)
Good nman.

I NT. APARTMENT -- HUNT' S PO NT, BRONX -- NI GHT

Crunbl i ng. Peel ed paint. Cockroaches roam kitchen cabi nets.
ANGEL TEZO, md 20's, feral, vicious, stenciled head to toe
in prison ink. He's bored stiff. Flat on his back, Mirphy
bed, tossing a potato back and forth, |eg nmed-w apped.

Needl e-nose pliers, extracted bullets, smashed flat, sitting
in a Tupperware bow . An |-V tube connects Tezo to:

DR. KHOVAR, Pakastani street surgeon, practicing sans
i cense. The good doctor scarfs Snickers bars, keeping his
sugar up, feeding fresh blood to Tezo, who rants non-stop.

LI SETTE MADERA, early 20's, purple lipstick, panties,
topl ess, doing key bunps of Crystal, clinbing into bed with
Tezo, Spani sh whispers, tough to transl ate.

A hectic KNOCK on the door. Tezo slides a MAC-11 off the
ni ghtstand, clicking off safety, fram ng the entry, nodding
t o Khonar.

The surgeon stands, wobbles the |-V tube stretches taut,
slowy cracks the door, the two DOM NI CANS burst through
tossi ng Bl ood Bags onto the table.

TEZO ( CONT’ D)
M erda, merda! Mtherfucker’s
takin’ all day with this shit!
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Khomar cinches the |-V tube, plucking the needl e clean,
Wi pi ng, rigging another syringe, prepping for transfusion,
readi es a bag, scans the |abel; O positive.

TEZO ( CONT’ D)
This ain’t no queer shit, right? |
can’t be punpin’ no fuckin® faggot
bl ood and shit...

KHOVAR
(broken English)
W take what we got..

Tezo wat ches as Khomar readies the needle. Lisette, kissing
Tezo' s neck...Khomar, tapping the |-V tube, tripping the
flow Lisette straddles Tezo, bare | eg brushing Komar.

KHOVAR ( CONT’ D)
...Hold still please.

Bl ood bank premumhits Tezo’s veins. Lisette slips him
inside of her. H's eyes roll back euphoric. Khomar stands.

KHOVAR
Keep arm | evel . Somet hi ng happen,
you cal |

Komar pockets his payoff, turning, grabbing his coat,
starting for the door. He stops at the table, picking up the
extra bags of bl ood.

KHOVAR ( CONT’ D)
| take? You no need.

Tezo notions himal ong. Khomar tosses the bags over his
shoul der like Santa. Tezo pulls a .38 snub from under the
pillow, screwing the potato onto the nuzzle. Khomar, hand on
t he knob, twi sting. Tezo, gun up, hamrer back, Dead ai m

Lisette grinds, eyes closed, head back. BOOM BOOM Tater
chunks splatter-- Khomar drops cold...tw to the done.

I NT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG -- WASHI NGTON HElI GATS -- N GHT

Crinme Scene. Masking tape, criss-crossing the roomat odd
angles, wall to wall, ceiling to floor...A Crine Scene Unit
recreates the shootout: Bullet Trajectories, Angles O Fire.

Bul | et - punched pl aster, pencil-marked, circled, point of
i npact. DETECTI VES use pen-knives to dig rounds out of the
wal | . They use | adders to reach the ones in the ceiling.
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Casings, caked in dry blood, litter the room Police
phot ogr aphers snap pix, shutters whirl--

A strange silence perneates the scene...nobody wants to ask
t oo nuch...nobody wants to know too nuch. Ray, rubber gl oved,
| eads a TASK FORCE DETECTI VE t hrough the crime scene--

RAY

--our guys did a breach.

(points to door)
Took the door down with a ram
Came through, two and two, Standard
Tact Formation. Got hit al nost
i medi ately.

(points to wall)
There’s a concentration of slugs in
that wall, carbide tungsten
j ackets, teflon-tipped, high
velocity, fired by an assault
rifle, nost likely a AK-47 or a
Col t 223.

(holds up a fired bullet,

i ntact)
Arnor pi ercing rounds. Rhino | oad.
Went through those vests like
fucki ng cotton candy.

(points to kitchen)
We got MP-5"s, 9mm wad-cutters
burst fired, all over the dinette
there: Wall, cabinets, kitchen
base board...That was our guys.

(points to ceiling)
Two got cut down right away ‘cuz
we’' ve got strays in the ceiling --
they're falling, trigger depressed.
The rest went down within five to
ten seconds and never had tine to
r el oad.

Ray gl anci ng around, eyes roving, deducing; tipped tables,
built up like a barricade, extra ammp mags laid out...a
realization hits.

RAY
They knew they were comi ng through
t he door.

(processing this; then--)
Cordite residue all over the bodies
so they had to be close quarters
when the shooting started...no nore
than five feet away.
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Ray steps over the remmants of a ruined neth |ab. Shattered
bottl es of Borox and Lye, Red Phosphorus, snuggled jugs of
Ephedrine: a noxi ous brew of hydrogen chloride, highly

vol ati |l e.

Large lasagna tins litter the floor, encrusted with white
crystalline powder.

RAY
How many Meth spots does Tezo have
in the Heights?

TASK FORCE DETECTI VE
From what we can tell he had the
entire market cornered. This lab
al one was turning out close to two-
hundred pounds a week.

Ray notices a trail of blood and tracks it down the
hal  way. .. The detective follows Ray...

TASK FORCE DETECTI VE
VWat is it?

Ray enters a BEDROOM and follows the blood trail to an open
wi ndow. He pulls out a small mag-lite and shines it down the
fire escape..

EXT. TENEMENT BU LDI NG -- BACK ALLEY -- MOMENTS LATER

Ray and the Task Force Detective, street-side, garbage-
strewn, strafing the fire escape with flashlights...crinson
dri ps under the grating, com ng down the | adder.

Ray tracks it to the bottom light in close; grip snears,
bl ood trail trickling off...At his feet, randomdrops, tire
tracks, foot scuffs, frantic--

RAY

He got picked up

(points to the ground)
Footprints here...if sonebody was
admtted with a gunshot wound, we’d
know about it, but do a canvas of
the area EER s anyway. He spilled
a shitload a blood, so he’s in no
shape to be wal ki ng around.

A pair of BEAT COPS rush over.
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BEAT COP #1
Detective Farrell-- 1 think we got
sonet hin’ .

RAY ( CONT’ D)
What ' s up?

BEAT COP #2
Got this kid--
(points across street)
Parents run that bodega across the
way. We got a little out of him
says he heard shots, some guy
carrying anot her guy--

RAY
Was it Tezo?

BEAT COP #1
We don’t know, his old man cane out
yelling and scream ng, pulled him
inside, won't let us near him

I NT. BODEGA -- N GAT

Strung with shitty threadbare garland and plastic m stl et oe.
A plug-in Santa, Kris Kringle as a Mex, dark conpl ect ed.
Tito Puente crackles froma countertop stereo.

The OMNNER chai nsnokes Pall-Malls, sitting six inches from B&W
t.v., tinfoil-wapped Rabbit-ears, static reception, watching
“I't’s A Wbnderful Life”...Jimry Stewart babbl es badly dubbed
Spani sh. Ray enters, flanked by the beat cops. Pops rears up
rattling espanol, rapid-fire.

BODEGA OMNNER
No! No! Los Policias son unos
mentiroses! Cabrones!

The beat cops culture clash with Pops, trying to calmhim
down. A WOMAN wal ks out of the stock room Ray nakes her for
a nuch softer touch

Pops comes around the counter, ripping off epithet-fuel ed
tirades in his native tongue. Ray, pissed, turning on the
owner and in pitch-perfect, unaffected Spanish saying:

RAY
Puedo entender todo |lo que tu estas
di ci endo, as es que callete |la voca
y dej anme habl ar gue tu esposa--
(of f Pop’s reaction)
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RAY(cont ' d)
That’s right guy-- nowif | gotta
put an armon you, it’s not gonna
be nice. Gonna be spending
Christrmas Day in Central Booking.

Pops wi ses up, sits back down, seething. Ray, back to the
wonan. . .

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Seni ora, tengo sabe policias
muertos y creo que tu hijo o que
paso. No qui ero que te preocupes,
nada |l e va a pasar. Sol anente le
t engo que hacer unas preguntas.

The woman, eyes darting over to her husband. Ray signals the
beat cops. They give Pops an escort outside.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Seni ora, por favor.

The woman nods, turns, wal ks back into the stock room Ray
foll ows.

I NT. BODEGA -- BACK ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Sparse. Cramped. A snmall BOY, 5, sleeps on a paper thin
mattress propped on a wooden board and two ci nder bl ocks.
The nother sets down a crate next to him brushing his hair
back, gently rousing him

Ray watches...the little boy slowy opens his eyes. Hi s
not her whi spers to him Kkissing himon the forehand. She
steps aside. The boy sits up.

RAY
...Como se Ilama to hijo?

MOTHER
Manny.

Ray nods, kneeling down next to the cot, smling at the boy.

RAY
Hol a Manny. M |l ama es Ray.
BOY
Hel | o.
Ray surprised.
RAY

You speak English?
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BOY
Uh- huh.

RAY
How ol d are you?

He holds up five fingers.

RAY ( CONT' D)
Fi ve huh?

The boy nods, |ooks Ray over sleepily.

BOY
Are you a police guy?
RAY
Mm hm ..one of ‘em
BOY
Did I get in trouble?
RAY
No, no, Manny, you're not in

t roubl e.

The boy struggles to keep his eyes open.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
You don’t have to sit up bud, you
can |ay back down. | know you’'re

sl eepy.
He | ays back on the pillow

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Were you dream ng?

The boy nods.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
About what ?

BOY
.1 don’t renmenber.

RAY
It’s sort of hard to renenmber all
t hat stuff huh? Wen you're
asl eep. .

BOY
Uh- huh.



Ray sits closer,

The boy nods.

RAY
What about when you’ re awake? Are
you good at renenbering stuff then?

The boy nods sl eepily.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Yeah? You are. Alright...well do
you renenber earlier tonight, there
were sone | oud noi ses--

BOY
--guns.

RAY
... That’s right. So you know what
guns sound |ike?

BOY
Uh- huh. | heard ‘em before. Lots of
tines--

RAY

You have huh...Well do you renenber
after you heard the guns, a man
com ng out of the building over
there...got into a car...he was
hurt. ..

BOY
...In the leg. He had bl ood.

RAY
H s | eg was bl eedi ng?

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Is this the man you saw?

The boy nods agai n.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
kay...now, the car that he got
into. Can you renenber what it
| ooked |ike?

BOY
Umm..it was white.

refusing to rush his questi ons,

Ray shows himthe nug shot of Angel

20.

taking his

Tezo.
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RAY
White. Thatsa boy. Now did it have
two doors or four doors?

BOY
.Uh...four.

RAY
Four? Quatro? Show ne four?

The boy hold up four fingers.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
So a white car with four doors?

The boy nods.
RAY ( CONT’ D)

Anyt hi ng el se? You get a | ook at
the |license plate maybe?

BOY
Um ..l don’'t think so.
Ray smles at this.
RAY

Alright... Al right Manny. | gotta
tell you, you re a good nan,
hel ping ne out |ike this.

(beat)
You sure there’s nothing el se you
remenber ? Maybe what the other nman
| ooked |i ke? The one driving?

The boy thinks, his eyes saggi ng back to sleep, he yawns,
shaki ng his head “no.”

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Well that’s okay, you go back to
sl eep buddy. ..

The boy is already nodding off. Ray holds a nonment, watching
himdrift back to sl eep, peaceful, serene--

EXT. MARSHLAND/ HUDSON RI VER - WASHNGTON HEI GHTS - SUNRI SE

Wiite Ltd. Livery Cab. Four Doors. Abandoned. A DEAD BODY
spraw ed across the front seat. A bullet in the back of the
head; base of the skull, close range.
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A hand reaches in, grabbing a fistful of shirt, pulling the
body up, propping it against the seat.

Jimy Egan, in Uniform staring at the dead man.
JI MwY

-(beat, | ooki ng over)
It’s Anp...Tezo you are really
i npressing the shit out of nme now.

KENNY DUGAN, 30’s, Jimmy’'s partner, a wal king pension fraud,
canped out on the hood of their radio car.

DUGAN
He’s a fucken Que Paso Ji my,
little street corner spic, caught a
string--

As Jimy speaks he begi ns searching the body, shirt, pockets,
wai st band, he digs down the front of Anp’s pants, bingo,
crotch cache; a flashroll of 20's, two-hundred and change.

JI MW
He knew Anp was on the craw,
wor ki ng with Casado. Anp springs
him Tezo gets | oose, Boom Boom
bye- bye.

A patrol car pull up. Two Cops in uniform EDDI E CARBONE

| ate 30’ s, coked-out insane, hops out of the car. Hi s partner
LU S SANTI AGO, late 20’s, remains in the car. Badges. GQuns. A
street gang in blue.

CARBONE
We put this on a chal kboard, it’s a
straight forward hit. Break down a
door, kill this prick...Those guys
were, Jesus they were--

JI MW

--Eddie, do ne a big favor alright,
all of you-- don't say anything
about this | don't already know
S waste of words, they re dead, our
noney’ s m ssing and there’s only
one of those things we can get
back...Yeah, we all |oved those
guys, and it was a shitty way to
punch out, so pray they died quick
and | eave it al one.

(beat)
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JI MWY(cont ' d)
Now, first things first, just so
you know, we got handed up, by who,
we’'re gonna find out real fuckin’
qui ck.

Santiago gets out of the car.

SANTI AGO
What ? Y’ t hi nk sonebody gave Tezo a
heads up?

Jimy starts spot-searching the car, stripping back the
seats, digging under the dash, going through the gl ove box.

JI Mwy
They had tabl es overturned. They
were firing froma crouch. Penci
in the rest.

Santi ago doesn’t respond.

JI MW (CONT’ D)
Every day he’s on the street, is
nore of our noney burned- -

CARBONE
How do we know he hasn’t lit the
fuck outta town?

JI MW
‘“Cuz his juice is here, he goes
sonewhere el se, speaking next to no
Engli sh, he’s washi ng di shes or
picking fruit for a Iiving.

SANTI AGO
VWhat about Casado?

JI MW
VWhat about him He wants Tezo taken
out. Not hing s changed.

CARBONE
We gotta pull the pin on this fuck
| AB gets an angle---

JI MW
--they will blow our shit, sky high-
(finishes with car)
G mme t he gas.

Dugan, popping the trunk, pulling out a gas can, giving it to
Ji mmy.
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JI MW (CONT’ D)
You got a gun, you got a shield, so
you got passport to wherever that
prick is holed up...W toss every
bl ock in the five boroughs, till we
find this piece a shit.

Ji my douses Anp, douses the LTD, drops a match...FLOOOSH
The car goes up |ike Gonorrabh.

EXT. SOUTH BRONX STREET - - DAY

A Radio Car. Slow crawl down the street. Kids playing
stickball, scattering. The car passes a Black Lexus. Stops.
Li ngers.

I NT. RADIO CAR - - SAME

Both COPS, staring at the Lexus.

COP #2

--that bl ood bank thing |ast night--
COP #1

--yeah- -
COP #2

--what do you think?
A beat. Cop #1 takes up his radio.

COP #1
(into radio)
Central, this is five-three eddie,
can | get a ten-fifteen on a New
York plate, Adam Mary- Robert - Three-
Ei ght-Three. K

Cop #2 gets out of the car, holster unclipped, peering into
t he Lexus.

DI SPATCH
(over radio)
Three- Eddi e, that plate cones back
to a 1998 Mtsubishi Galant, red
f our - door sedan- -

COP #1
Three outta six, this could be our

guy.
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COP #2
Swapped pl ates. ..

COP #1 (CONT' D)
(into radio)
Central, can | get a patro
supervi sor to respond to the corner
of Randall and Barretto--

I NT. APARTMENT -- THI RD FLOOR -- SAME

Through the wi ndow, one of Tezo’ s bl ood bank thugs, gawks the
patrol car parked down on the street...

POP!I POP! POP! Triple burst frominside the apartnment. Thug
shot dead. Screanms. Third Story.

EXT. RADI O CAR - SAME

The cops | ook up, blood splattered wi ndow. Mre SHOTS. Cop #2
reacts, bolting for the building.

COoP #1
(into radio)
SHOTS FI REDI SHOTS FI RED!I TEN-
THI RTEEN! TEN- THI RTEEN, 246
RANDALL!

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG -- FI RST FLOOR

Cop #2, through the door, gun drawn, taking steps three at a
time. Screans, shrill, uncontrollable, descending the stairs.

Li sette, stunbling down the |anding, naked, wailing banshee.
She cl aws her way past Cop #2. He struggles to restrain her.

Cop #1 bl ows past, reaching the third floor, tense, gun
trai ned-- door ajar, he kicks it in.

I NT. APARTMENT

Bodi es. Bl ood Bank Thugs. Khomar The Street Surgeon.
Facedown Dead. A Trio of Headshots: Tezo's Speciality. Back
wi ndow open. Raggedy curtains, streaked wi th bl ood,

billow ng...Tezo s | ong gone.
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I NT. APARTMENT - - LATER
Ray, entering, a DETECTIVE yamrering at him W pick up:

DETECTI VE #1
--wi th Brooklyn Sout h when that
whol e thing went down and |
remenber thinking at the tine,
“Shit, if | caught one like that,
flush in the face, 1'd wanna die--"

RAY
...t crossed ny mind at the tine.

Ray wal ks down the hall, surveying the scene:

Transfusi on bag drained dry, hooked to a coat rack, enpty
beer cases jammed with dirty bandages, fast food cartons
strung with used condons. A norgue teamtrucks casualties out
to the neat wagon

DETECTI VE #1 ( CONT’ D)
She’s i n back

I NT. APARTMENT -- BACK BEDROOM - - SAME

Lisette Madera sits in the corner, covered in a sheet,
shivering, sucking a cigarette to cinders, hair askew, sweat-
stuck to her face. A DETECTIVE tries to question her. Ray
enters.

DETECTI VE #2
Farrell ?

RAY
Yeah.

Ray trades handshakes- -

RAY ( CONT’ D)
She sayi ng anyt hi ng?

DETECTI VE #2
Not hi ng we can understand. You
speak this ghetto shit right?

Ray nods.
DETECTI VE #2 ( CONT’ D)

She’s pretty scattered. Nane’s
Li sette Mader a.
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DETECTI VE #2(cont' d)

We t ook hal f-a-gram of coke, sone
hypes and a bag’ a nmeth bunps out of
her purse. Wiy he didn't just waste
her on the way out--

Ray ignores him crossing over to Lisette, kneeling down.

RAY
Li sette, habla ingles?

She rocks slowy back and forth in her seat, no response.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Tezo estuvo aqui, Lisette? Mato a
esos honbres?

Still nothing, Lisette stares, snokes, shivers sone nore...

RAY
Li sette..Donde esta Tezo?

No acknow edgenent. Ray sees her handbag spl ayed out, drugs
bagged up. He switches gears, grabs her handbag, forages

t hrough, fishes zippered pockets, turning the handbag inside
out - -

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Habl a con m go Lisette! Habla con
m gol!

Rays rips a picture fromher wallet-- a baby girl, no nore
that six-nonths-old, smling-- Ray holds the photo up--

RAY
Quein es! Tu bebe?

Lisette attenpts to snatch the picture, Ray pulls it back

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Tu bebe!

Trenors shoot up track-scarred arms-- hands quake-- fake
nails rattle--she begins to break.

RAY
W' re gonna take her Lisette!
Bureau of Child Welfare's gonna
t ake this baby!

She | oses it-- unrestrained sobs-- tears com ng tidal

lipstick and eyeliner snearing, mascara comng off in clunps--
her hair falls away from her face...and that’s when Ray sees
it...
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A raised welt, skin seared purple, still raw...it’s in the
shape of a gun barrel...

RAY ( CONT’ D)
(back to Detectives)
Has she been | ooked at?

DETECTI VE #2
For what ?

Ray waves it off, back to Lisette, soft, gesturing to the
burn on her tenple.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Puso su revolver a tu cara?

Tears. Swal | owed sobs. She nods “yes,” begins to speak.

LI SETTE
Esteba vacio. El si apreto gatillo,
pro el revol ver estaba vacio.

Ray turns back to the remaining detective.

RAY
He put a gun to her head and pull ed
the trigger but it msfired, it was
enpty-- sonet hi ng- -

Ray returns to Lisette.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
Sabi as que | o estanps buscado po el
asensinato de seis officiales?
Sabes donde fue? Tienes al guna idea
de donde se habra fugado?

Lisette, slowy com ng around.

LI SETTE
Qui za se fue con Sandy. Sandy |o
ayudo a escapar se.

RAY
“ Sandy?”

DETECTI VE #1
What ' s she sayi ng?

RAY
Escaparse? Fuera de ese buil di ng?
Quei n es Sandy?
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Lisette, eyes darting fromthe detectives back to Ray.

LI SETTE
El am go de Angel. Un policia.

Ray, stagger ed.

RAY
Pol i ci a?

DETECTI VE #2
What is that? What’'s she saying
about us?

Ray, staring at Lisette...pure fear in those eyes.

RAY
...She’s not making sense.

Ray stands, backs away. ..

RAY ( CONT' D)
Take her to get | ooked at, |'1I
nmeet you back at the house-- no one
talks to her but ne.

EXT. 79TH ST. BOAT BASIN -- RIVERSI DE PARK -- NEW YORK CI TY -
EARLY MORNI NG

Cl oud break. Bl eached winter sky. An ol d overhaul ed FI SH NG
BOAT lolls back and forth in its slip.

I NT. RAY’S BOAT - - SAME

Ray, bangi ng away on an ol d Royal typewiter, naking manual

corrections, cellphone stuck to his ear. Hs fold-out table
is stacked with reans of casework.

RAY
(i nto phone)
--Yeah--no, he’s ny old C1I., I’ve

been off the street for awhile...lI
regi stered him used himon sone
ot her cases--

(reads slip of paper)
Nane’ s Tony Brackett. AKA Tooki e.
DOB 3/20/71. Social 831-22-
9871...thanks a lot man, 1’1l wait
for your call.
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Ray dunps the cell phone, yanks a page fromthe typewiter,
stuffs it in a manila envel ope and seals it...A sound catches
his ear.

He stoops down, peering into the hold...water seeps in
underneath a small pile of gift-wapped boxes.

RAY ( CONT’ D)
...goddami t..

He rushes down, scoops up the gifts, janms a sandbag agai nst
the leak in the hull’s housing, grabs a can of sealant and a
towel and starts in.

EXT. QUEENS NEI GHBORHOCD -- FLORAL PARK -- MORNI NG

Asmall, two-famly home, front |awn dusted with fallen snow
Ray anmbles quietly up the wal kway, a ribbon-w apped gift
tucked under his arm

He sets it down on the front porch, arranging the ribbon,
then turning and starting back down. The door opens behind
him He stops, |ooks back..

There, standing on the porch; TASHA PH LLIPS, early 30's,
ci nammon- ski nned, stunning to look at, even in 7am sunlight,
wr apped in a housecoat.

TASHA
You weren’t going to knock or
anyt hi ng?

He shifts nervously at the sight of her.

RAY
Nah, | didn't want to spoil your--
| didn’t have tinme or | would ve
dropped this off last night...

They’ re both obviously unconfortable...

TASHA
... How ve you been?

RAY
Not bad. Y know just-- staying
busy, trying to...What about you,
how you been?

TASHA
Good. . . busy.
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A beat, strained silence.

RAY
So, y’ ' going to your nons...for
Chri st mas?

TASHA
They’' re comi ng over here...ny
sister’s in towm with the kids...

Ray nods, uneasy, staring at his shoes...

TASHA ( CONT’ D)
You?

RAY
Going over to Franny's...famly’s
having the big holiday to-do at his
house this year...
Tasha, gets it...

TASHA
... How s Abby?

RAY
Y' know, brick and nortar...al ways.

Tasha sm | es, sad, hopeful. A beat.

TASHA

And Franny? How s he hol di ng up?
RAY

Ahhh. ..you know...cops don't cry

right?

Tasha gets it. She holds, |ooks Ray over.

TASHA
| heard about Lonnie...I’m
sorry...l was going to call, but...
Ray, not buying it...
RAY

Yeah, but you have to pick up a
phone to do that, so--

Tasha, her tone shifting, hardening...

TASHA
What do you want Ray?



Ray, no response.

TASHA ( CONT' D)
It’s Christmas norning...you' re
| eavi ng presents on ny stoop...why?

RAY
.1 wanted to see you while you
were still nmy wife--
TASHA
--Ray, don't start--
RAY
Cause after next nonth--
TASHA
Ray- -
RAY

--1f you neant what you said, to
have and to hold, all that shit, if
they weren’t just words--

TASHA
Oh, you’ ve got fucking nerve.

RAY
--You bailed on us Tash. | bottoned
out and you didn’t have the stomach
to--

TASHA
--don’t you dare accuse ne of not
being there! | did everything I
could for you! | stuck it out with
you to the very |l ast second!

Her words hit Ray hard, truthful, he knows it..

sof t eni ng. .
TASHA ( CONT’ D)
Sonet hi ng had to gi ve Raynond. .. You
made your choices...| made mne...

Ray, stands there...

RAY
Y’ know, the hardest thing about
this is hownmuch | still |ove

you. .

. Tasha,

32.
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She knows, feels the same way, Tasha noves to Ray, enbraces
him he hugs back, they hold each other...

TASHA
You have a nerry Christmas okay?

RAY
Yeah. .. you too.

Tasha bl i nks back tears, watching Ray as he shuffles back to
his car, getting in, driving away. ..

I NT. CORNER BODEGA -- WASHI NGTON HElI GHTS - - DAY

Egan’ s boys, Carbone and Santiago, entering the bodega, in
uni form Carbone noves to the counter, Santiago hits the

ai sl es, stocking up on bottles of beer and cartons of Lucky
Strikes, all gratis for the boys in blue.

The owner obedi ently hands over an envel ope. Carbone, spot
count, facile as a fucking bank teller...it’s all there.
Then, a shift, Carbone sours, eyes narrow.

CARBONE
(to owner)
Angel Tezo...? Huh? Y know hi m
right?

The owner, an adamant head shake, “no.” Carbone pulls a .38
snub, puts it to his head.

CARBONE (CONT’ D)
Yeah, you do, y’ cocksucker, try--

SANTI AGO
...He doesn’'t know hi m man.

CARBONE
No, he knows him He knows this
fuck. They're all hooked up, he's
novi ng drugs outta here, isn't he--
(janm ng gun in his face)
Isn’t he!

The owner, his head on a spring, “no, no.” Carbone, clowning,
forcing the man to his knees, barrel in his ear, thunbing the
hamer - -

SANTI AGO
- - Eddi e- -
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Cick--dry fire-- the owner cries out, cringing-- click,
click--

SANTI AGO ( CONT" D)
Eddi e! What the fuck!?

Carbone pulls the owner up fromhis prone position.

CARBONE
(to owner)
C non, just testin we're friends,
we're still friends--

Carbone, big grin, putting the gun under his own chin,
repeatedly pulling the trigger, wedging the gun in the
owner’s rigid fingers, sticking it into his own chest,
letting the man pull the trigger--

CARBONE ( CONT’ D)
Huh- - see?

Santi ago grabs Carbone, hauling himout of the store.

CARBONE ( CONT’ D)
Fel i z Navi dad. . .

EXT. FRANCIS JR’S HOVE -- VALLEY STREAM LONG | SLAND -- DAY

A mddle class split-level suburban hone. Two of the Farrel
kids, Caitlin and Francis, playing in the snow

INT. FRANCIS JR S HOVE -- VALLEY STREAM LONG | SLAND -- DAY

Christmas Day. A beautifully trimed Douglas Fir. MAUREEN
FARRELL, 50's, flies around the kitchen, pulling cassarole
di shes out of the oven, nmaking bow s of mashed pot at oes,
stewi ng candi ed yans, preparing a holiday ham etc.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - SAME
ON THE TELEVI SI ON

NEWSCASTER
--the murders of five New York City
police officers, brutally slain
after a raid on a Washi ngton
Hei ghts apartnent building resulted
in a shootout with armed suspects.
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NEWSCASTER( cont ' d)

This incident has sent shockwaves
ri ppling through the whole of the
NYPD. CQur WNark Dehaven has this
report...

Francis Sr. sips a drink, watching the broadcast, distant,
di stracted. Hi s granddaughter BAILEY, 5, sits in his |ap,
maki ng Christmas cards.

BAI LEY
See this one G andpa?

Francis Sr. com ng around slow, |ooking at her.

FRANCI S SR
Whatta we got here?

He | ooks at the card. Ray cones in, |eaning over them..

RAY
What cha doi n” sweet pea?
BAI LEY
Maki n® Chri stmas cards. ..
RAY
VWw, Christmas cards...those are

beauti ful .

Bail ey smles and keeps col oring. Maureen pops her head out
fromthe kitchen--

MAUREEN
Were is everyone? Food’ Il be ready
in about a hal f-hour.

FRANCI S SR
They’' || be here M..

MAUREEN
Bai | ey, honey, wanna hel p grandma
bake Chri st mas cooki es?

Bailey’s face brightens. She leaps to her feet and runs into
t he kitchen. Ray hands the old man a FOLDER

FRANCI S SR
So it’s going good?

RAY
It’s going Pop...read the Fives
tonight if you can, then we can
tal k.
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FRANCI S SR
We got anything on Tezo?
RAY
No, we’'re gettin blanked all the
way across. ..

Ray, troubled by sonething. The old nman senses it.

FRANCI S SR.
What is it? You alright?

RAY
It’s just...this investigation,
it’s--

FRANCI S SR.

--You just be sure to run
everything through ne-- tip on a
napki n, back of a matchbook-- |
want to see everything, you
under st and?

I NT. UPSTAI RS BEDROOM - SAME

Painting line the walls, nurals, collages, abstracts. Bare
canvases, stretched on frames, sit stacked in the corner.

ABBY FARRELL, early 30's, standing in front of a full-length

mrror, bath towel around her head and wai st, bare breasts
and ripe mdriff...Her features are gaunt, eyes and cheeks
drawn, sunken...Her beauty however, remains subline.

Francis Jr. lays out her holiday dress on the bed.

ABBY
My ribs are starting to stick out.

FRANCI S JR
Your ribs are not sticking out.

She does little twist and twirls, exam ning her reflection.

ABBY
And ny shoul ders are all bony
Now. . .

Fran comes up behind her, kissing her shoul ders, noving down.
FRANCI S JR

Your shoul ders are beautiful --
(he ki sses them
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FRANCI S JR (cont' d)

Your ribs are beautiful--

(he ki sses them
The smal |l of your back here, the
little soup bow, that’ s beautiful

He ki sses her there, tugging at the towel around her wai st.
She grabs his hands.

ABBY
Hey now Wsat’'s all this?

FRANCI S JR
It’s the season of giving girl.
It’s Santa, cone to fill stockings.
Abby turns around and kisses himfull on the nouth, |aughing.
He stares at her, slowy noving his hand up and renoving the
towel from around her head...Her smle slowy dissolves.

The towel cones down...She’s al nost bald, a wi spy crown of
hair is all that remains...Abby Farrell is dying of
| eukem a. .. Fran kisses her on top of her head.

ABBY
"’ mnot wearing that stupid wig
anynore.

FRANCI S JR

You don’t have to.
(beat, nock serious)
I"Il wear it for the both of us.

Abby, radiant grin, a brilliant, throaty |augh. Fran | aughs
along with her.

ABBY
It itches and | feel |ike a nmuppet
when | have it on

FRANCI S JR
No expl anation necessary, I'mwth
you baby, you wanna go au natural e,

cue ball--
He rubs her snpot hed head. She rubs his shaved head.

ABBY
--chrone done- -

FRANCI S JR
--M. and Ms. dean...

They enbrace, ki ssing.
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FRANCI S JR
Wile we still have a nonent to
our sel ves. ..

Fran produces a SVALL BOX from behind his back. Abby takes
it, eyes instantly welling up.

FRANCI S JR. (CONT’ D)
You’ re such an easy lay. Look at
you, crying already, you don’t even
know what’ s in there.

Abby giggles, w ping her eyes. She renoves the lid...Inside,
a beautiful silver CLAUDAUGH RING. An old Irish fealty band.
Now the tears cone for real

ABBY
Oh ny god baby. ..

Fran’s eyes start to m st.

FRANCI S JR.
There’s an inscription there...

Abby reads the inside of the band.

ABBY
(readi ng)
“Mb C on Daonnan”
FRANCI S JR
It’s Gaelic.
(beat)

It’s means “My Love Eternal.”

Abby starts to cry and |laugh and kiss himw ldly...Fran
swal | ows her up in his arns.

I NT. FOYER - - SAME

The front door opens and in strides the EGAN CLAN. Ji my,
Megan and their two kids. Jimy is | oaded down with presents,
whi stling Christmas carols. Everyone comes around to greet

t hem

The Farrell kids swarmin, tearing at the presents, Jimy and
Megan di spense gifts, a flurry of wapping paper and ri bbon
and the kids are off again.

Jimy’s kids dash off to join the others. Megan hugs Ray and
her father before retiring to the kitchen to hel p Maureen.
Jimy gives the old man a hug.
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JI MwY
Merry Christmas Chief.

FRANCI S SR
Merry Christmas Ji my.

Jimy greets Ray, putting an arm around him

JI MW
Slim

RAY
Ji nbo.

JI MW

So | hear you re on? Good to have
you back out in the world again.

RAY
Good to be out...

JI MwY
(beat, at a whisper)
So | hear this Tezo, he hit a bl ood
bank. Cipped two of his own--

RAY
Three-- they found the getaway car
burned to the ground, body inside,
some banger naned Arvell Poines,
Tezo' s second cousin-- took one in
t he back of the head.

JI MW
...well, just get him huh? For
them for us-

RAY

--1 don’t, sonebody’s bound to...
JI Mwy

...Count on it.

At that nmonment Abby appears with Fran Jr., coming slowy down
the steps, alnost ethereal in appearance, donned in a red
dress and knit cap. Everyone greets her with great warnth and
af fecti on.

She noves through the famly, greeting everyone individually,
showi ng themthe ring Francis gave her, explaining the
i nscription, enbarrassing the hell out of him



Fran
back

Abby
ki ss

Abby

| NT.
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Jr. catches Jimy’s attention. He signals himtoward the

room The two of themslip away.

finally makes her way to Ray, hugging him planting a

on his cheek.

ABBY
Thi s handsonme nman here...

RAY
Hey sweetie...

| eans in.
ABBY
(whi speri ng)
... Have you spoken to Tasha?
RAY
Wiy did | know you were going to
ask me about that Abby?

ABBY
Because | know you Raynond.

FRAN S HOVE -- BACK BEDROOM -- SAME

Francis Jr., pulling Jimry in, shutting the door.

FRANCI S JR
Talk to ne.
JI MwY
Fran, nobody knows anyt hi ng- -
FRANCI S JR
--that’s fucking bullshit--
JI MwY
--c’ nmon, keep your voice down--
FRANCI S JR
--1 swear to God, I'll start
calling “emin on the carpet, one
at a tine.
JI Mwy

Before you-- gimme a few days, on
my own, t’'sort it out, will you
give nme that?
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FRANCI S JR
--swear to me, right here, right
now, you’'re conpletely free of this
thing. That you re not involved in
any way- -

JI MW
--Fran, Jack Madrice and | were out
at Rodman’s Neck | ast week, at the
range- -

FRANCI S JR
--and he never nentioned--

JI MWy
--not a word. Not a fucking word.
They were on their own Franny.

FRANCI S JR
Ji my, goddamm you gotta be
straight with ne here.

JI MwY
--Just gime a couple days, ask
around, we’'ll figure out what the
fuck happened.

I NT. DINING ROOM - - LATER

The famly, gathered for Christrmas Dinner. The old man carves
the ham side dishes get distributed back and fourth, the din
of clanging utensils and stemnvare mx with the chitchat.

MEGAN
...s0 the front door’s w de open,
whi ch | thought was weird, because,
lets face it, you know Franny, if
he wasn’t a cop he’d be a
| ocksmith. So I go in the house and
| can’t find anyone...|l go upstairs
into Abby’s room and she’ s not
there...but the place is a nmess--
all her drawers are open, clothes
everywhere...Then | go into
Bailey’'s room and it’s the sane
thing. Now |l mreally worried.



MEGAN( cont ' d)
Then all of a sudden | hear this
weird grunting sound from
outside...so | go to the wi ndow and
| see Abby and Bailey standing in
the m ddl e of the back yard,
surrounded by all their stuff--
| uggage, dolls, a lanmp-- and Abby’s
digging a hole. So | open the
wi ndow and | yell, “What on God’ s
earth are you two doi ng?” And Abby
| ooks up at ne and says, “Bailey
and | are going on a trip.” So |
say, “Atrip, really? Were you
guys goi ng?” And Bail ey says, “M
and nmommy are digging to China.
Wanna go wi th us, Aunt Megan?”

Everyone | aughs. Abby sm | es.

ABBY
| promised Bailey |1'd take her to
the Geat Vall.

BAI LEY
And we clinbed it! Al the way up
to the top!

MA