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3LACK SCREEN: WIND BUFFETS 0S. A rumble of incipient THUNDER
we Z0CM out of:

THE EYE of a large, sleek, black CROW perched atop a decayed
monument, observing:

Gothic, abandoned church in obvious disrepair. PULL BACK TO:
LOW ANGLE TRACKING SHOT - PAST GRAVES

MOVING alongside canvas-sided combat boots, as the wearer
STCOPS to collect flowers from the few graves that have them.

TIGHT ANGLE - CROW ON MONUMENT WATCHING

Ruffles its feathers as rain begins toc SPRINKLE. A WORKER
(ALEXEI) mounts a white sign across the huge, arched double
doors of the churzsh with an electric drill, BG.

ANGLE - ALEXEXI

Looking up as a raindrop hits his face.

ALEXEI
Shit. It can't rain all the time

ANGLE - ELLY - RESUMING HER MOTION

A dirty-blondish czenement kid of 11, clad in her versicen of
streetr punk chic (hand-me-downs and castoffs), toting a
skateboard. She transfers her impromptu bouguet sc she may
uanzip a flap and hike up a ragged hood against the rain. She
LOOKS DOWN 0S toward:

ANGLE - SHELLY WEBSTER'S GRAVE

Elly places her flowers there. Childlike/reverent. She plucks
a single white rose from the bouquet.

RESUME ANGLE - CROW WATCHES ELLY

As we BACK OUT to show Elly standing between two identical
headstones. Elly places the rose on the adjacent grave and
lends it a beat of silence beifore she leaves.

ZELLY
Later.

TZLT Zxom the rose to the name on the stone: ERIC DRAVEN.
Rain spatters the granite, darkening it.

EXTREME CLOSE-UP - CROW'S EYE

I BLINKS in its alien way, recording all this.

{ CONTZNUED)
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CONTINUED:
WITH TEHE CROW
25 it WINGS ACROSS to perch on Eric's gravestone,
ANGLE - ELLY NEAR THE GRAVE
She hasn't gotten toc far before she notices the pirxd.
ELLY
What are you, ..ike, the night
wacchman?

another blink f£frem El Birxdo.
CAMFRA WITH ELLY - BOOM BACK HIGH

As she exitcs the ircn gatas of the cemetery without looking
back. Brutal building facades, like dead eves, and sinistcer
alleywavs, like hungry mouths, are gradually revealed as we
continue PULLING BACK to show that the cemetery is smack in the
middle of the worst part of a bad citcy. When she gets to the
sidewalkx she SKATES AWAY.

CLCo8E-UP of a foct-long not dog bheing drowned in mustard.

MICKEY (05}
What this place needs is a good
natural catastrophe. Earthguake.,
Tornade ...

ANGLE - MICKEY AND ALBRECHT

MIZKXEY .s the grease-aproned entrepreneur of Maxi-Dogs, a
steamy cpen-frxrcnt fast fcodery. His customer, ALBRECHT, is a
ourly klack beat cop, 38, wearing a rain slicker. A regular.

ALBRECHT
You gotta put the mustard
underneath, fixrst.

MICKEY
Mavbe a flood, Zike in the Bible.
ALBRECHT
Here, -ust let e do ic.
Albrecht grabs the dog Ircm Mickey, spreading a napkin to
perizrm surgery, methodically drowning the bun in mustard, then
T2..ing tThe dog 1o the zun. Mizkey puifs a cigar.

{CCNTINUED,



l 1]
[
w
la}
[T}

CCNTINUEDR:

ALBRECHT
C'mon, onions. Don't cheap out
on me. Lots of onions.

MC'SING ANGLE - AS ELLY SKATES TOWARD MAXI-20GS
MICKEY
Heyvy ... it's the Elly Monster.
ALBRECHT i
How do you steer that thing on a
waet street?

ELLY
Pure talent. Hi.
ALBRECHT
Elly's a genuine hot dogger.
ELLY
You buying?
ALBRECHT
I'm buying.

Zlly zakes a stocl next to Albrecht. They've done this before.

ELLY
No onions, though, okay?
ALBRECET
{horrified)
No ocnions?

SLLY
They make you fart, bigtime.

Mickey LAUGEHS and spots Elly a Coke.

' MICKEY
S'up, Elly?

ELLY
{casual, as she eats)
I went o see scme friends of
mine.

ALBRECHT
So now are your friends?

mizrachz and Mickev trade a3 rueful look.

[ 38



Thundex KABOOMS CS The crow PECKS the stone - a chip ¢f grani:ce
flies 0f£, bang!

EXTREME CLOEZ -~ THE HEADSTONE

as the crow pecks again and draws blood from the rock.

LOW ANGLE - HEALSTONE

A thin trickle of blood wanders from the top of the stone
toward the earth. Rain does not interfere. Lightining in zhe
cloud cover , BG.

MONUMENTS with Biblically aggrieved expressions -~ the church
doors blow open to darkness, knocking the sign askew.

CLOS=Z-YP - SIGN AS IT H

STRICTURE S TREIDA

ITS GROUND. It reads: CONDEMNED

R=ZEUME THE CROW

It TAKES OFF from the gravestone, heedless of the rain.

CLOSE-UP - THE ZBLOOD
It slowlv £ills cthe name Exic Drayen carved on the stone.
CLOSE-UP - COWBOY BOOTS

Bu:ned. Aancienct. TAPPING at the entrance -o the church.

WIDER - THE FOCT TAPPER

as lightning STRIKZES. Just enoggh for us to see a weirzd
appariticn 1n a long cerement-like duster. We glimpse the
deathsnead beneath the brim of a cowboy hat: This is the SKULL
COWBOY.

RESUME THEZ CROW IN FLIGHT

As it alights on the outstretched axm of the Cowboy.

RESUME ERIC'S GRAVE

as blood trickles into the turf at the base of the grave.

ic Zraven -- Jjust Ris eves in EXTREME CU -- snap
tented ganic, spattereg Ln dirs.
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The light shifts and the shadows of skeletal TREES worm up the
side of the church. Blowing leaves. Bleak, forlorn.

INTL GRAVE - TTQET QIOSE-UP O TRIC'S HANDS

Pale, clawing at the earth. Horrible GASPING noises of affort.

™ v_ --—...:m- v gy ' ‘n

As the turf HEAVES and we FOLLOW THE ROSE as it ROLLS AWAY.
Rain pounding down in force. Eazrth flows away £from the mound
as Eric SHOVES iZrom beneath.

ANOTHER ANGLE - NEAR THE HEADSTONE

Eric's pale white nands FORCE the l1id of the casket upward
lengthwise (as though it is hinged at his feet). Globs of mud
spill away. Another PUSH. MOVE IN on the crown of the
headstone as Eric's hand GRASPS IT like a life preserver.

ANGLEZ FROM BEHIND GRAVESTONE

As Eric PULLS himseif up. Rain sluices mud from his upturned
face. He is clad in a cheap black burial suit (slit up the
pack). White shirt. A nothing tie. No shoes. LIGHTNING.

ERIC'S POV - THE SKULL COWBOY

Water-blurred, indistinct, standing some fifty feet away. The
Cowboy releases the crow like a hunting falcon and it flies ro
a tree. Eric wires mud from his eyes. Sguints at the crow,
then back to the Jlowpoy.

ERIC
{dry, hoarse)
What the hell aze you?

SKULL COWBOY
Intexested? Follow the crow.

The Cowboy points to the bird. (NB: Ihe Cowbov speaks ia a
hn“ - - n M

1+ ~al

Zaising., The.cxrow takes off into the storm. Eric watches its
f£lignt. When ne looks back, derailed., the Skull Cowboy is
GONE.

LONG SEEP ANGLE - THE CROW

lying against the night sky, showing the way.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ANGLE - ERIC

Alone in the land of the dead. After a beat, he lurches
crying to follow the crow, as instructead.

A cancdy-flaked muscle T-Bird parked curbside.

T-BIRD (VQ)
You know, Lake Exie actually
caught on fire once, f£from all the
crap floating arcund in it. Wish
I coulda seen that.

T™NT. A F CAMRS QFSTCS - 37

MOVING past dead video and pinball games, a desk vacated just
moments earlier, a closed Haliburton case. INTERCUT shotcs of
video and pinball games being SMASHED by crowbars and ballbats
with reactions from a WOMAN (ALLISON), being RESTRAINED zoughly
by strong arms. Hot fear in her darting eyes.

GENERAL ANGLE -~ OFriCE

And the MEN surrounding Allison, our Fab Four: TIN-TIN, a
black, muscle gypsy with a bandolero of throwing knives beneath
his black leather trenchcoat. He's immobilizing Allison.
FUNBOY: An 2rvan surfer gone rotten. SKANK: An overloud,
blade-thin dust puppy, pattern-bald razor cut. MOVE OFF Funboy
and Skank trashing the piace, to the owner of the T-Bird, T-
2IRD, & dreadlocked, iron-pumper.

T-BIRD
Uncle T-Bird's 100-pzroot
accelerator. I squirt you with
this, you could jump in the
Detroit River and burn all the
way to the bottom.

He exnhibits a squeeze bottle of arson cocktail to his cohorts.
Gives Allison a SQUIRT and she SQUIRMS.

T~BIRD
Essence of 3urnout. Having a
gocod time?

SKANK
She's hot! She's ready!

-
-
-

unboy CRACKS an ampulie under Allison's nose.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

FUNBOY
Tell me you love me.

Funboy KISSES Allison and she SQUIRMS HARDER. T-Bird £l:ips
open the Haliburcon case, which houses a nast ty-looking
INCENDIARY. Tin-Tin chucks Allison into a swivel chair and
puts a knife to her cheek. T-Bird clicks a switch - PEEPF - and
an LED countdown begins to klur past.

TIN-TIN
Hey! Hey! What about Working
Girl?

T-Bird tosses a roll of gaffer*'s tape to Funboy.
T-3IRD

Leave her. She can listen to her
haizr kurning.

-t lands to perch on the edge cf a dumpster next to a pair of
discarded fatigue boots jutting cut of the rubbish. Rain mist
diffuses the streetlamps.

ANGLE - ERIC

As he comes flounder*ng into the alley, he TEARS AWAY the rags
of his burial shirt, leaving his tie absurdly intactc. Wipes
nis Zace with the shirt Discards it. and STOPS, transfixed
by a new discovery. His fingers explore a near- perfect circlet
s FIVE PUCKERED 2ULLET PUNCTURES in his chest. Comically, he
Zaeis his back for exit wounds.

ANGLE - THE CROW
—nscrxutable.

ZET

I'll

ANGLE -~ ERIC'S

Bare, muddied, £frozen. TILT to Eric. He spots the ktoots. As
ne grabs them, the pird CIRCLES him, then swoocps OFF.
.o ERIC
Follow the crow." Terrific.

19
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T-Bird eyes his digital watch as he drives. Skank, in the
suicide seac, SPOTS --

SKANK

Cop car.

The T-Bird SLOWS to a legal CRAWL as it passes.
ANGLE - ALBRECHT - AT MaXI-DOGS

Reacting, with a mouthful. He knows the car, and WATCHES it
untili it is out of sight.

ALBRECHT
8ad people out on the streets
cenignt ...

1)

-

S TND

Dead end. Garbacge. Eric now wears the boots.
ANGLE - THE CROW IN FLIGHT

Circling, then lighting on the fire escape above Eric.

h

CLOSZ-UP ©f the timer. Last few seconds.
ANGLE - ALLISON

Z00M IN on her, secured to the chair and gagged with tape.

EXT, ALIEY BEHIND ARCADE GAMES - ON ERIC

The rear windows EXPLODE outward in a spray of napalm and
depris, The whole joint 1is instantly a three-alarm nightmare of
fire. The concussion PROPELS Eric into a trasheap.

Albrecht s off and running pellmell to the corner already.
ALBRECHT
{to Elly)
Stay rignt there!

{CONTINUEL)
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CONTINUED: 17
HOLD on Mickey. He hoists Albrecht's hot dog. Yeccah.

MICKEY

You want I should save this for
you?

=XT ALLEY 3EHIND ARCADE GaMES - NIGHT 18
Eric RISES, his palm speared by a wedge of glass. He plucks it

out and sees his hand gashed from index finger ©o wrist. VISES
his fist shut. Blood runs.

CLOSE-UP -~ ERIC'S HAND

OPENS as the hlood snakes its wavy BACK INTO the wound. The
wound SEALS ITSELF seamliessly.

ANGLE - ALLISON IN DOORWAY OF ARCADE GAMES

As she collides with the skewed and flaming door. Smoldering
ribbons of tape CLING where she was bound.

WITH ERIC - AS HE MOVES TO THE DOOR

He reaches the deoor as Allison COLLAPSES straight into his
arms, burned and bloodied.

CLOSE TWO-SHOT - ERIC AND ALLISON

Their eyes lock. Eric stiffens with the impact of his first
TLASH.

(NB: Exic*'s FLASHES of past memory are keyved by physical
contact. They are hints and fragments in fierce, supexr-
saturactaed COLOR. Puzzle pieces he must assemble, each
accermpanied by a 3LOWBACK NOISE and a degree of PAIN. -t hurcs
to remember.)

or c“ . - - z - — g o — - N— 'T

(FLASH ENDS.)
(CONTINUELD)
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CONTINUED:
NEW ANGLE - RESUMING =ZRIC AND ALLISON

Eric is confused by this weird shock of clairvoyance but
there's no time to poander it. Allison FADES in his arms.
Horrified, he lets her drop. Staggers back inco the alley witch
her blood on his hands.

ANGLE - ALBRECHT RUNNING TOWARD MOUTH OF ALLEY
Skidding in. He spots Allison. Kneels to her.
ALBRECHT
Here now! You're gonna be okay!
Can you underscand me? I'm a
police officer, everything's
gonna --
Hexr eyes roll back and she DIES in Albrecht's arms.
ALBRECHT (CON'T)

Oh, no, no ... don‘t go, darlin',
you stay with me, now ... shig?

A police unit SCREECHES up te assist, too dammed late.

He has just witnessed all this. He fixes on an ancient band
poster lit by the fire, for a group called HANGMAN'S JOKE. The
plavdate is for Club Trash, over a year ago.

‘ . ERIC .
ire., Fire i1n the rain

n,

X7 T 1TOFT BLDG - NICGHT

Exic, clambers onto the roof. The bird SKIMS LOW and lighcs
nearxpy. Eric VISES a railing and stares out over the cityscape
from on high, then speaks to the night, as though channeling
someone else's mantra:

ERIC
"My .kitten walks on velvet feet
/ And makes no sound at all. 7/
And in the doeczrway nightly sits
/ To watcn the dazrkness £all. /

I think he loves the lady, Night

(to the crow)
Tell me, am I alive? am I dead?
Something eise? Something in
between?

{CONTINUZD!
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CONTINUED:
CLOSE-UP - THE CROW
No answezrs here.
ERIC
Where're you taking me next,
partner? The sewer?
Eric vanks open the rusty rooftop door from outside and swesps
down the steps.
INT. ARANDONED STAIRWELL -~ NIGHT
Misc SWIRLS. Like disturbing an ancient tomb.
ANGLE - FOOT OF STAIRS

Trash and detritus all around. The crow lights on a scarred
hannister knob. Eric's footsteps come down INTO FRAME,

ERIC'S POV - LOFT DOOR

2 year ago this door was sealed with police barricade tape ...
which now sags, faded. This is -~ was -- a griime scene. The
crow wafts ahnead of Erxic, arriving at the door first.

CLOSE-UP - ERIC'S HAND ON BANNISTER

sliding along until it hicts 2 gicarette burn in the wood.

PUSH IN TIGHET ON EZRIC

ening as he suffers his secend FLASH

141

a2v14

v B n m 1 b 3 £ 3 4= ~ - d

forenss LE. (MORE)
CLOSE-UP - ERIC IN REAL TIME

ERIC
Shelly ...
("LASd CON INUESJ ; S : ctd T £S)
ALBRECHT
N el i - v
ciuas nar

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
TORRES
- - - 3 = e
Rayement?
ALBRECHT
EQV-F-#J' nnd T d:dn': Know b'im_

CreCan G o4 \2 28 ] )
£to read the name, {(FLASH ENDS.)
RESUME =ZRIC ON THE STAIRS
He sics down hard, hurting. He completes Albrecht's LINE:

ERIC
"Bri¢ Draven."

As Eric shoves the door open from outside. The zrotten lock
POPS and spins on the wecoden floor. Dust STIRS. The crow
£lies in, through the same basic tableau we just saw in the
TLASH. PULL BACK to frame SHOT through the window.

ANGLE - AS ERIC ENTERS LOFT

He scans the room. Sees reflecting golden eves near the floor.
ERIC'S PCV - FLOOR NEAR WINDOW

A white longhaired CAT walks into a pool of night light. Eric
KNEELS. Extends his hand. The cat nears. Not afraid.

CLOSE-UP -~ ERIC'S HAND

As it makes contact with the cat. Sudden jolt of white -- a
TLASH. -

g. Recovering quicker. He purposefully gathers the cat
s arms and braces for more - harder - faster - stronger
<

{CONTINUED,
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CONTINUED:

FLASH:
ki

(FLASH ENDS.

'D'

NGLE FROM BEDROOM DOOR - ERIC

Eric drops the cat. Vises his head, teary-eyed.

Eric’ t. (FLASH ENDS.)
ANGLE ~ THE CROW
erched in a dead light fixture, monitoring Eric.
HIGH ANGLE - ERIC

As he looks DOWN and sees the dark stain of old bloed
{Shelly's) on the floor. He is standing on it.

£

FUNBOY (VO)
NQ Mg &5 7-5‘-!

(FLASH ENDPS.)
ANGLE - ERIC
Staring at the floor with dead eyes. He approaches the crow.

He reaches to the broken windowirame. TOUCHES the jags of
glass.

TLASH: =z k mox I D-3ix4d
ang Tin-Tin corap nis arxms and FURL Eric -n*ouch _he window in
5 S 1Y mF serus o - (FLASH ENDS.)

RESUME ERIC
e whirls and unexpectedly PUNCHES the wall.

ERIC
Don't lcocok. No more. No more,

ANGLE - ERIC

Reeling back, overioaded. His eyes xroll up and he SLUMPS the
length of the doorframe iike a drowning non-swimmer.

ERIC
No more! Steop in!

(CONTINUED)

22
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CONTINUED: (2}
ANGLE - THE CAT

Y i)

wacching as Eric hits the deck with an 0S5 THUD.

NTAR

Right now the BG S0OUND i1s cur biggest clue that we are deep in
the nzon PCP technc-depths of CLUB TRASH. We are:

TRACKING ALONG A WaLL OF FRAMED BAND 8X1l0s

As fingers (GRANGE'S) trace parallel lines through the dust on
the picture glass. 0S8 WHISTLING. HOLD as the fingers cxross
the 8x1i0 of HANGMAN'S JOKE and CLEAR the eyes of Eric Draven in
the ghoto.

LONG SHOT - CLUB CORRIDOR - ON GRANGE

A doer, an ex-merc with assassin eyes and steel-rimmed glasses,
whistling as he walks toward the club end of the corrider.
Beyond, Cabaret 3litzkrieg: A doom-laden Radio Werewolf kand
rales amidst savagely industrial deccr thronged with patreons
who are chromed/leachered, nipple-pierced and primal screamang.
T-Bird SHOVES & pair of them out of his way enroute to meet
3range at the club end of the ccrridor.

T-BIRD
Qutta my way., you meoks.
GRANGE

(re: T-Bird)
We got a cdress code, y'know.

T-3IRD
Arcade Games fell down and went
boom.
GRANGE
How tragic.
T-BIRD
So -- is the man in?
GRANCGE

He's in a meeting.

ibeat; relents)
Don‘'t sweat it. If this cleans
up the mess you made iast
Hallowe'en, consider yourself on
for tomorrew night.

1zd happily fires up a smoke with his Zicpo.

{CONTINUED!
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T~-3IRD
Is that a fact.

GRANGE
{ze: T-Bird's smoke)
Use the ashtray.

TN TAD IIARS BO - NIZHT
CLOSE-UP on a shaking snow-globe. Little gravestones.

TOP DOLLAR contemplating the globe. Top is the A#l puppet
master of the street scene, a congenital zen psycho who exudes
power and cruel charm, mid-30s. From Top's post in the living
gquarters we can see Grange and T-Bird on a bank of TV monitors
that oversees the club frcm the central chamber of the HQ.

WIZDEN ANGLE TO REVERL an UNMOVING WOMAN prone on the bed next
-0 Tepr. Naked. Unconscious.

ANCTHER ANGLE - AT BATHRCOM

Zne of those klack tilesglass bhrick jobs with an enozrmous
shcwer. Top is watching MYCA bathing as much as the snow
glche. Myca i1s Top's mysterioso half-sister, an Eurasian
exotic, mid-20s. Myca notices Tep noticing, EMERGES in a
steamcloud, strolls over to him, takes the globe.

TOP DLOLLAR
You're all wet.
Myc2 SQUIZEZES a fist and Top CATCHES the water droplet that
Z3.ls into the palm of his nand.

MYCA
(re: snow globe)
This 1s sweet.
(re: monitors)
You ‘going to see him?

TOP DCLLAR
What fSorxr? 1 can smell buildings
burning.

Tcp WIPZS his hand down nher body and uses this co WIPE OFF his
Zace. Refreshing. There is no relationship quite as weird as
e 2ne zthese Two snhare.

MYCA
You ought to ke very excited by
tomorrow night, then.

23
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CONTINUED:

“OP DOLLAR
I love traditions.

MYCA
You're more fun when you're
worked up.

Myca shakes the globe. Likes it.

MYCA
As long as you don't agitate it,
the little graves all stay
buried.
(she looks to the prone
girl)
Is she asleep?

TOP
Maype we broke her.

Tcp ROLLS the insensate woman over.

MYCA2
Pretty.

TOP DQLLAR
I love her eves.

Top heclds one of the woman's eyes open with his fingers.
Nopody nome. He raises an ornate dagger into frame.

PUSH N on the globe in Myca's hand. The snow swirls.

N men D IDTEDOCM - NISHT

PPN

IN THE TUB - An UNDERWATER view of Eric DUNKING his face. He
RISES, dripping, cleansed of mud and grave filth, wiping nis
face, to SEE an enormous cockroach trundling along the lip of
the tub. fiurry of dark motion as the crow CROSSES FRAME.

ANGLE - THE CROW ON TRE TUB EDGE
Having just snatched the bug in its keak. Crunch.

ANGLE - ERIC IN BEDROOM DOORWAY

Staring at the dead maw cf his old fireplace in the main zroom.

Paﬁier mache masques cf Comedy and Tragedy still hang there,
askew.

SKULL COWBOY (0S)
Enjoy your Iap?

(CONTINUED)
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The Cowbov emerges from the shadows next to the fireglace.

ERIC _ ‘
You're an hallucination.

SKULL COWBOY
And you're dead. Big deal. So
why am I wasting my time here?
Z'11 give you a hint. Remember
whatsername?

ERIC
Shelly. She --

SKULL COWBOY
{overrides)
Whoever. Miss hexr?

The answer is obvious.

SKULL COWBOY
Here's how it goes: Kill the men
who killed vou both and you win
vourself a reunion on your...
anniversary.

Zxic is now very interested in this "hallucination.”

ERIC
How?

SKULL COWRBOY
Jo I have to drag a blackboard
and a pointer in here? You're
dead. That gives you ¢ertain
advantcages.

He indicates the crow. As Eric looks, the Cowboy
prestigiidictates & throwing knife and FLINGS it.

CROWVISION: THE INCOMING KNITE

Weirdly discorted, black and white, Eric "sharing®" what the
pird sees.

ANGLE - ERIC
Autcrasically DUCKING the knife and ROLLING.
ANGLE - THE CROW

It hers out
Er:2's ROLL

TN
ot

ot
-a

shes him up IN FRAME with the crow.

{CONTINUED)

ne way as cthe knife IMBEDS in the wall near i:z.
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CONTINUED: (2)

ERIC
Goddammit.

SKULL COWBOY
Trust in what vou zee. Let the
crow lead you.

ERIC
Leave me alone.

ANGLE - ERIC AND COWBQOY
ERIC vises his head in emoticonal pain.

SKULL COWBOY
Sorry. Not part of the deal.

Exic f£alls to his knees.
SKULL COWBOY
Hurts, don't 1t? DO something
about ic.

ERIC
Go away.

SKULL COWBQY (CON'T}

Guess she didn't mean sc much to

vou. You let them beat you, you

let her die, now you can let her

rot. Much easier,.
Zhis changes Eric‘'s channel back to slow-burning rage. He
GRABS Zor the knife in the wall ... which s GONE. Then Zric,
snariingly pissed ciI, runs full tilt across the rocm t2 TACKLE
The Ccowboy.
ANGLE - SKULL COWBQY
As close to surprise as he gets. He WHIRLS, duster £lying.
ANGLE ON WINDOW - EZRIC
As Eric realizes he's headed for the window and can't stop.
CLOSE-TP - BRICKWORK ABOVE WINDOWERAME

ic's Zingers SMASH :intc the tiny mortared gaps!

N
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= TOFT R - P ANG™® STREST 26

Eric's feet shoct out from the window. Dislodged bits of glass
fall TOWARD FRAME. He swings up like a gymnast, heclding
nimself rigid against the building, head down, by his quarcar-
nch finger grip.

CLOSE-UP - ERIC
Shock and surprise that he is NOT tumbling earthward. Every

muscle hums with tension. Hold. Wow, what else can I do?
Then he relaxes, reverses, swings back inside.

27
He arches, flipping back to land on his feet. The Skull Cowboy
is gone. Only the crow remains, watching.
ERIC
{to the crow)
Don't aprpliaud or anything.
INT, THE 2T - NIGHT 28

THE PIT 1s a grungy sawdust-floored shot-and-beer Joint packed
with urban BURNOUTS. Hammering MUSIC and rude whnorehcuse
sighting; each predactor straining to be badder than the next.
CLOSE-UP on a gloved hand as it thumbs bullets from an auto
clip and sets them up next te four shots of teguila.

ANGLE - TUNBQY'S TABLE - FUNBOY, SKANK, T-BIRD, TIN-TIN
FUNBQY

slug like a Contac capsule and washes it down.
follcws suit.
T-BIRD
Here's to Devii's Night. My new
favorite holiday.

TIN-TIN
You ocutta your fucking mind.
- tgulp! to Skank:)
Pussies lasct.

Skank riles zn cue,

1n Tin-Tin's Zace. A
mag:ic,

(CONTINUEL:
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FUNBOY
It ain't loaded.

Just as lightning-fast, T-Bird jams his own gun under Skank's
sawbone and makes a kissy face.

T-BIRD
I love vou toe, vou lunatic.

They all crack up, laughing like ax murderers. DARLA, a career
barmaid, delivers refills. Obvicus drug mileage.

TIN-TIN
We gonna set the whole town on
fire again, Tee?

T-Bird exhikics the {lame of his Zippo to Tin-Tin, grinning.

DARLA
Hera's your shcoters -- hey you
guys, put the guns away, "‘huh?

T-2ird fires up a fresh smoke. Tin-Tin reslots his knife.
Skank owlisnhly checks to see if his gun is loaded. Funbcy
feels Darla's ass.

TUNBOY
Hi, pussycat.

DARLA
Please.

TIN-TIN
Eﬁﬂﬂ SO .

She sets the new shots down, 1-2-3 ...

FUNBOY
Not for Skank. He's just not
ready tO commnit yet.

Clearly everyone gets off on baiting Skank, the loser of ~he
group. As he speaks the others all chime in:

. SKANK / OTHERS
Tunboy has his gun up before Skank can even repeat his fastc-

draw. Big yocks. Skank toughs it up. Drinks his bullet
shooter. Tin-Tin rises to split.

TIN-TIN
I'11 fuck you later. 1I'm gone.

28
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The mirror is cracked. ON ERIC in the bifurcated reflection as
he lights a candle stub; uses that to lignht another to place on
the vanicy. He is clad in a long-sleeved, skintight black
shizrt. He TOUCHES the mirror.

FTLASE |

ERIC (0S8}

(FLASH ENDS.)

ANGLE - ERIC AT VANITY

_ ERIC
does ig?
The room now glowing with other candles BG. Eric considers old

cesmetics. Everything he touches might hurt him. He picks up
an old lipstick.

FLASH: Sheilvy at the wanity, Rich, full mouth.
SEELLY
- +hin > ‘=2 ~ Ko
vou?
(FLASH ENDS.)

CLOSE-UP - PANCAKE TIN

A kig, stcre-bought container of clown white, for Hallowe'en.
Zric's fingers dig into it.

FLASH: Zric in the mizxox, half made up as a sort of mime.
. SHELLY
You're coing as a ngg;gﬂbj?iég'
v-a'g‘n:‘i
M3y EEas e - ~ ar =n rd - e, (FLASH
INC3

(CONTINUED)
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RESUME ERIC AT VANITY

Having just smeared long streaks of white down his £face, shaky.
Ffrustraced, he PUNCHES the mirrcr and it spiderwebs.

SKULL COWBOY (0S)
Agger. Glad to see you're
finally with the program.

Eric looks down. The Cowboy is visible in one tiny facet of
the fractured glass.

ERIC
Bugger off to the graveyard,
skull-face. I'm busy.

SKULL COWBOY
You're busy wallowing. Get to
work. Time's a-wasting.

Eric smears pancake over the Cowboy's image ... Hands down on
the vanity, he closes his eves. Concentrates.

MORE FLASHES

RESUME ERIC AT VANITY

As he wipes his hand down his face in fatigue, spreading the
white more uniformiy. He reaches to pick up the ilipstick he
drozcad.
ERIC
She always said red was her
color.

EXTREME CLQOSE - THE MIRROR

Only a reflected cornexr of Eric's mouth as nhe duplicates the
clocd trail in red lipstick, making half of the Crow harleguin
smile. QS "meow..”

ANCGLE - ERIC IN SILHOUETTE

We can't see his face. He looks down to che cat.

ERIC (CON'T)

The .ast -ime we saw each cther,
- gign't do sc well, 4id I,
Sacr.al?

EEaTab N 1anhat Rt o ml o WY
UNTINJUED!
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He stxokes the cat, wary of FLASHES which 4d¢ not zome.

ERIC (0OS}
I bet you'd like some cat focd
right?

TIGHT on the cat, watching Eric.

EXT. IOFT BLDG - NIGHT 210

The latest assault of the storm brews blackly. ?PUSH SLOWLY IN
on Eric, framed in the window as the breeze buffets. Clad in
black, firm-wrapped, tightly wired, his shadowy visage framed
by punkisin and spiky hair. CLOSER as the crow lights on his
shoulder.

EXTREME CLOSE-UP ~ ERIC'S MOUTH

Painted into the tragic Crow "smile." It whispers.

ERIC
Ready or nct. Here I come.

ANGLE - THE CROW

As 1t flies out into the storm.

Lo}
-

A Junkyvard of loot and dusty discards. Junkie thievings and
other pecple's stereos. Behind a wire-meshed cage GIDEON is in
mid-transaction with Tin-Tin. Gideon is stubbled and unkempt,
ratlike, fcecd on his shirt. Tin-Tin passes items through the
screen sict and Gideon lends eacn a disdainful inspecticn.

TIN-TIN
Coupla more rings ... 24K.

GIDEON
18K. Crap. Probably fake.

- TIN-TIN
Purse 1s _eather.

GIDEON
Never mind the bloodstain. Fifcy
bucks. and I hate charities.
{cheesy)
Homemade napalm? Disposakle
lighters? FfFire insurance?

{CONTINUED)
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TIN-TIN
I'll pass.

GIDEON
Just a fucking joke, hard-on.

TIN-TIN
Just be glad nobody's gonna touch
a match to this shithole tomorrow
night.

GIDEON
Thanks for your support. Slide
the gate for me, willya?

TIN-TIN
(saluting)
Sir, ves, sir.

Sliding the security gate shut outside the door, giving Zideon
the Iinger, then the horns, and strolling off.

ZXT . [COFTOP - NICET - ON SRIC

As he LANDS down IN FRAME. Glaring up toward the crow.
ERIZ'S POV - THE CROW

It SKIMS the rocf again and sails across the gulf separating
w0 nDuirldings.

ERIC
Ch, no. I don't think so.
He exhales. Shrugs. Feels mocked by the bird.

ERIC
Fine. Make an asshole out of me.

Eric TAKES OFF at a run. Clumsy at first. He STUMBLES, FALLS
but cthe £all becomes a tumbling ROLL that lands him back
on nhis feern, almest instinctively.

As he squints toward the crow and does his damndes: ©o keep up.

He JUMPS a negligible gap to the next lower roof. He keeps
moving. The next jump is one story down: Eric CLEARS it with
a woct of air, landing catlike on all fours.

_ ERIC
Time Sut.

{CONTINUEL,
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CCNTINUED: 33
3EAT as he locks around, always upward. No crow.
CROWVISION: TIN-TIN =ZNTERS ALLEYWAY

The 20V veers away. Buildings tilt. Lights strobe.

As his closed eyes OPEN with what he has just seen.

ERIC
Where.

ANGLE - ANOTHER ROOFTCP

As EZric LANDS, bkang, more athletically, in a hurry now.
FAST MOVING ANGLE - THE CROW

Keaping ahead, keeping airhorne.

MOVING ANGLE WITH ERIC

“ves toward the sky as he suddenly realizes the next jump is
cc muen. Traes tH stop. Momentum. He COMMITS --

UP ANGLE FROM ALLEY - BUILDINGS

Eric LEAPS acress a gap at least three stories up where there

1S oG zomnect-ng building.
CLCSE ANGLE - TARGET BUILDING LEDGE
Sric SMASHES into it, just missing, hinging, grabbing a rusty
bracker Zcr purchase As gravx;y tr_es to kill him he slowliy
axesutas a -nande that will save his ass.

Getzha.

He completes the pull-up, bringing his chin level with the
-edge. The Acme bracket SHEARS away and Eric PLUMMETS.

UP ANGLEZ TROM ‘STREET - ERIC FALLING

~T's a looooocng way cdown. INTERCUT WIiTH:

J0WN ANGLZ TROM ROCF

S 3LACYX OUT FRAME. No sound =f :mpacr.
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EXO. ALLEY - MIGET - TIN-TIN APPRO2CETS

LIT by trashcan Zire in FG. He pauses tc light a smcke kv
leaning his £face into the fire. A bottla 2BREAKS 0S.

ERIC (0S)
Cut up anvone interestcing

-

lately?

Tin-Tin STARTLES and looks up THROUGH THE FLAMES to see Eric
walking toward him, 5Lzli_hgld‘ng_nhg_b:agkg; He SPITS ouc

the cigarette. In an eyeblink a KNIFE i1s ready in his hand.

TIN-TIN
Whe the fuck are you?

ERIC
I know you. I Know vour
trademark.

Tin-Tin gets a gcod look at Eric and doesn‘'t like what he sees.

TIN-TIN _
Trick 2z treat ain't till manana,
speedball. You wanna put that

thing Zdocwn, and I won't mess you

up.
tsocto voce)
Much.
ERIC
Murderer,

TIN-TIN )
Guess vou got that goddamn right.

Tin-Tin SHRUGS; ccnverts :the shrug iate a launch of the knife.
TIGHT ANGLE -~ MCVING WITH ERIC AS HE ADVANCES

nls black-gloved hand SLAPPING down the incoming knife an inch
YOm [Lis nose.

ERIC
Try hardar,

VARIOQUS ANGLES - ERIC CLOSES IN ON TIN-TIN

Tin-Tin throws another knife. Eric CLAPS his hands together,
capturing the kn:iie and letting it drop. Tin-Tin pitches a
third knife. Erxic SNAGS it midair and THEROWS it back. Tin-Tin
CATCHES the knife high in the right shouider as Eric is UPON
hiﬂ smashing him back to the alley wall with a foreazrm to the
chroat.

{(CONTINUED)
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ERIC
I want you to tell me a story.
A year ago. Hallowe'en. A man
and a woman. In a loft. You and
your f£riends murdered them.
TIN-TIN
Yeah! Right! Hallowe'en! I
remember, sure! I fucked her
too, I think.
ERIC
{growing rage)
You cut her. You raped her. You
TIN-TIN
Got my rocks off, so fuck you in
the ass! I don't even know who
the fuck you are, man!
_ ERIC
Think. Z'm sure vou'll remember
me.
As Zric bears down cn Tin-Tin, Tin begins to show fear. One
hand clasping Tin-Tin's throat, Eric draws another knife, holds
it wickedly te the lignt.
ERIC
Victims. Aren't we all.
36
TIGHT on the spinning wheels of Elly's skateboard, gobbling
sidewalk and JUMEING a curb.
ANGLE - MOVING WITE ELLY
Pllcting her beoard like a hot-dogger, targeting the next
corner.
S, o7 - NIGHT 37

mounting her skateboard, boots walking down

LQW ANGLE Elly di
- e F.IZ. Music POUNDS UP —oward ner.

nwm
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TRACKING at Z1ly's eye-level through the maze of drinkers in
this luridly-iit grownup's place. A burly BARKEEP (Roscoe)
appraises her, his tone jokey. He knows and likes Elly.

ROSCOE
Hey, kid. Lemme see some ID.

ELLY

Very funny, Roscoe. Ha. Ea.

Oh, my sides. Got any guarters?
Roscce NODS. From her vantage, Elly can see Funboy's hand
squeezing Darla's butt. WITH ELLY as she approaches a pinball
machine, always keeping cone eye on Funbov's table.
ANGLE - ON DARLA
Seeing Elly. Goddamn kid.
RESUME ELLY

She fires up the pinball machine as Darla cuts across the room
=2 intercept her. Darla's inflamed.

DARLA
I £2ld vou to stay outta here.

. ELLY
I already put my quarter in
{snide)
o)1

Sre PLAYS, txying to shut Darla out. BG, Funboy YELLS:

FUNBCY _
Ceme on, Darla, before we die cf
cld age -- how about it?

FLATHANDS the machine. It goes t¢e "TILT."

L)
m
a1
=
1)

DARLA
Our. Now. I gotta work.

<carla EXITS. Elly slots another quarter, mad, disappointed.

AT, ALLEY - WHERD TIN-TIN GOT IT - NIGHT

L)
\o

ccp lights bounce, competing with the trash fires. Several
odther UNIFORMS are present as Tin-Tin is hoisted onto a guerney
petween Albrecht and Torres. All of ™ip-Tin's knives are

g--&—-is-“g nng— -~ 'Hé-n

(CONTINUEDR!
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ALBRECHT
Couldn't have happened to a
sweeter guy.

TORRES
You know this sack of shit?

ALBRECHT
This sack of shit's called Tin-
Tin. Part of T-Bird's little
entourage.

Torraes scribbles in a leatherbound notepad.

TORRES
Who the fuck is "T-Bird?"

ALBRECHT
{fed up with Torres)
Nothing. A car.

TORRES

Don't any of your so-caliled
street demons have real, grown-up
names?

(co cops)
Bag him.

(hack to Albrecht)
You don't get to play detective
anymore, officer. That's my
business, and I don't like your
snout sticking into it. Word to
the wise. Watch your mouth.

Torres PCINTS. Albrecht folleows his gaze.

TORRES
So what the hell do you call
this?

Qau@ed in bloed, a crow silhouette on the wall where Tin-Tin
died. Albrecht doesn't want to talk to Torres anvmore.

_ ALBRECHT
= call it blood, Retective. You
can call it grafitti if you want

<0O.

40

F of Gideon's fingers shuffling grimy currency. Sudden
Z the security gate being pushed back. cutside.

(CONTINUED)
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GIDEON
Piss off, we're closed.

BANG-BANG-BANG on the door. Siihouette 2f somscne outside.

GIDEON (CON'T)
Slesp scomewhere else, dusthead,
unless vou wanta get mutilated.

BANG-BANG-BANG. GCGideon approaches the door with a big-bore
revolver., Cocks it.

GIDEON (CON'T)
Fuckun creatures of the night;
they never goddamn lear:.

As he speaks the crow ROCKETS through the frosted glass, right
&t Gideon's face. Gideon recolls, sprawi-assing backward and
dropping the gun.

ANGLE - DOOR

Zric's FACE visikle through the hole made by the crow.
ANGLE - PAWNSHOP

Gideon vawping in rage: dir:y-fuckun-bas:ard-shit-SOB!
ANGLE - RISUME DCOR

As E:ic w@lks through it (now WEARING Tin-Tin's trenchcoat),
causing the fractured safety glass to disintegrace around him.
He brushes cubes of it ¢ff his shculders like lint.

ERIC
{declaiming; thespian)
"Suddeniy I heard a tapping, as
of someone gently rapping,
rapping at mv chamber door."
- {pause)
You heard me zapping, right?

GIDEON

I'm blind, vou fuck! You're

trespassing and breaking and

entering and vou just bought me

a fuckun Zoor!
Exic's ktcots ENTER TRAME over Gideon. REVERSE to a LOW ANGLE
of CGideon locking UP at Eric. Eric LOOKS 2ACK as though the
door was Lncidentcal.

{CCNTINUED)
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ERIC
I'm locking for
(shrugs)

someching in an éngagement

éiﬁg. Goid,

GIDEON
You're looklpg for a Ccoroner,
shit-fer-bralns!

Gideon erings the gun around and SHOOTS Eric in the chest, The

CLOSE-UP - GIDEON WATCHING ERIC'S CHEST
=~ As the €ntry hole recollects blood and closes.

GIDEON
Shit ... on ... pe.

CUT SHaRrp TO:
ANGLE - COUNTER CAGE - GIDEON aND ERIC
As Gideon Comes ZIlying face-firse inte the cage.

ERIC (08) _
The customer is &lways right.

Gideon SpINg Lo SWING a bling roundhousge . Nobogy there.

Nobody behind him. CHANGE ANGLE to reveal RBrie CLINGING to the
Ccage mesh above 3i1decn. Eric DROPS O the floor and PUNCHES
thrzsugh Sounter gliass SO capture an immense COMBAT KNIFE. The
Whnole move ;s & single smooth arc that ends with Gideon's hand
being NAILEZD toe the countertop by the knife.

TIGHTER ON GIDEON AND ERIC

Gideon curs loose a HOWL. His eyes g8t very white and he
breathes ip shallow, whiny Gasps’

ERIC
Pay &ttention, now. I repeac: a
geld engagement ring. It was
Pawned hers a Year ago by g
cuscomer 37 Yours named Tin-Tin.

GIDEON

(hang;ng onl
Don'=z know him:

(CONTINUED)
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ERIC

He confideg in me
Out of breath.

All's 1

GIDEON
got is in

Under the countcer

ANGLE - BEHIND COUNTER CAGE - ERIC

As Gideon tries w

of hig hand. Eric scans th
A big SPAS-
rios. And a

Kerosine tins.
knuckle-dus:er cu

eakly to 1

~LOSE-UP - THE RING BOX 1N

~czens of geld rings,

TIGHTER ON ERIC

28 he Brings each

before he ran

a4 metal box!

2.

AND GIDEON

ever the deeply-embedded knife our
€ shelves: Rows of boxed ammo

12 riot gun.

ERIC'S HanDs

Eric's fingers Sife

ring to his face.

ERIC

No ... noe ... no

- tosses each rejectred ring over h

Qo .,

CLOSE-UP - TEgp RING IN ERIC'sS HAND

=biizerated kv a stab of &rj

TLASH: Shelly:'s

=C8ns 3 rinag zox,

FESUMING ERIC

ANGLE - GIDEZON

Pulling the knife

wounded hand tightl
Ti0T gun ang shucks

You have one ¢

Please

is fise closes aroung

i Survival knives énd
fireproof box of rings.

them.

Lace. = Rexfecr gisign. She smiles aS she
~CCKS % (FLASH ENDS.)

the ring. Eyes shu

free atr last -- SHHLORK!

ERIC

GIDEON

¥ TO nis chest. WIDEN
it onte-handed.

Rance to live,

€. Decision time.

He pregsges his
&S Eric grabs the

take anything You want

(CONTINUED)
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ERIC
Thank you. Now t
Tin's party pals,

GIDEON
At the pPig! The

[PV ]
Ls)

eil me about Tin-

where you'll fing the rest of -
Bird's potato-heads! The Pit!
Hell, Funboy Aives there!

Upstairs!

ERIC
Funboy. T-Birdg.
Pirates, with jel
nicknames.,

A whole club of
ly pirate

< seems to go berserk, kicking and Puncturing the cans of

rables and powder while Gideon CCWERS,
GIDEON
Stop! Stop! Ch, .Jesus H.
Christ in a fuckun taxicab, man,
Stop! Don't kill me!

- STEPS OVER Gideon. Gideon FLINCHES. Eric unhooks a white

iar irat hanging above

ERIC
You'‘re a parasite
the dead. I'm no
you. VYour job wi
the rest thac Dea
w2y TO them i

Gideon.

- You feed off
€ going to kill
1l be to tell
th is on it'g

~UMPS a handfull of rings down the shotgun barrei.

ERIC
Tell them Eric Dr
regards.
. - GIDEON

‘ering his e€yes to see

aven sends his

Eric BACKING out the frone door,

r Dowslung, riot gun leveled at the counter. @Gideeon
28 3 surge of phony bravado{ Standing up, YELLING.

GIDEON
You walk outta he
S&L348¢ your ass!
grease, you fyck!

re, they'll
You're Street

{CONTINUED)
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ANGLE ~ EZRIC FRAMED IN DOORWAY

ERIC
One chance to live. Take it.

ANGLE - GIDEON BEHIND COUNTER

He STOPS. Looks DOWN. Leaking cans. His shoes are saturated
1n gascline and gunpowder. Gideon HAULS ASS towards the
pawnshoep's rear door with a bleat of terror.

ANGLE - RESUMING ERIC

Now outside the door as he CUTS LOOSE with the riet gun.

41
as seen {rom across the street. Eric silhouetted, UNMOVED as
the wnole storefront BLOWS OUT hellacicusly around him, raining
giass and debris. Stirring his hair. Eric is the black eve of
a firebalil. An ALARM goes off instantly.
=¥ T LE = =T TOE i - 2T 42
As the concussion FLINGS Gideon through the door and into the
trash, his pants on fire.

43

LOW ANGLE - ERIC, LIT by flames and residual explosions,
FITCHES the shotgun into the inferno. Brushes flaming/smoking
shards fZrom nhis clething. <Calm.

) ALBRECHT (08)
Don't move! I said don't move!

NEW ANGLE - ERIC ON SIDEWALK

He turns, slowly. Sees Albraecht, out of reach, gun drawn.
Eric's attitude iightens; Albrecht is not the threat here.
- ERIC
I thought the police always said
"freeze."

Alkrecnt divides his attention and aim between the odd sight of
ric, guitar and all, and the burning store. Jumpy.

-NTERCUT locals serking thelr kids away Zrom windows, snapping
drapes shut, oOr ust staring at Gideon's.

{CONTINUED!
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ALBRECHT
I 2p the.police, and I say don‘t
move, Snow White! You move and
vou're Jdead!

Eric has begun to pace toward Albrecht. Palms up, a gesture of
submission. Albrecht's battle cool wavers.

ERIC
And I say i'mdead ... and I
move.

ALBRECHT

Not one more step. 1I'm serious.
BEric BOWS, bringing his forehead to the gun's muzzle.
ERIC _
Then shoot, if you will ...
officer.
TIGET ANGLE - ALZRECHT
He gives it up. This is too weird for him. Jumps back.
ALBRECET
Are you puts, walking into a gun?

Are you high? Are you shot?
Man, vou got blood all over you.

NEW ANGLE - LESS THREATENING -~ ERIC AND ALBRECHT

Eric sits cressiegged on the sidewalk.

=ZRIC
It's nct mane. You must listen
carefully. There is an injured

man in the alley who will need
assistance. I nmust --

ALBRECHT
You must nothing. You and me, we
are goang to sit here real nice
and wait foxr backup.

Distant OS5 SIRENS. BG, LOCALS and SCAVENGERS hump out to scarf
up the smecking Gidecn freebies lictering the streec,

ERIC
hgvg to go £ind someone named
Biréd. His friends shouldn't

I
T N . -
play with xnives.

14

wikrecht s lateresta2sd but holds steady with che gun.

..

{CONTINUED)
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ALBRECHT _
You're the guy that cancelled Tin-
Tin. You're under arrest, man.

M

ric*'s return glance says, "oh, really?" Albrecht wavers.

ERIC .
ie and the others like him have

turned your streets into their
Hell.

ALBRECHT
Fucking A.

ERIC
I may need your help to £ind
them. Do you remember Shelly
Webster? She needs ycour help,
too.

ALBRECHT
You must be high. Shelly Webster
is dead, my f£riend.

The SCAVENGERS, BG, are getting rowdy. Albrecht SEOUTS.

ALBRECHT
Hey! Yo! Put cthat shit down!
Get back f£rom that place! This
is5 a police contzrol zone!

Sric SMILES, amused by Albrecht's predicament. PULL BACK TO
Albrecht as he TURNS to find Eric GONE. Albrecht does a quick
28C. No Exic. Flasnbar lights bounce off Albrecht's face.

ALBRECHT (CON'T)

Oh, fine. Perfect. Good night.
Guy shows up looking like a mime
from Hell and vou lose him right
out  in the open.

{beat; sigh)
Least he didn't do that "walking
against the wind" shit; I hate

that.

TRACK DCWN Top's empty ceonference table, to Top, completing
hand-rolling a coca paste cigarette. A flame BURNS brightly in
a tooled copper dish nearby. Top stares into the flame,
abstractedly, and CROPS something into the &ish, casually.

(CONTINUED)
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CLOSE-UP - COPPER ZI
wherein a BLACKENED EYEBALL ccllapses and FRIES as the eye T

«UH
sust dr pned in rolls so the PUPIL 1s aimed AT CAMERA.
o0, begins to STEAM and BURN.

WIDER ANGLE - TOP AT TABLE

Lighting his smoke with an entire book of club matches. He
REPLACES the dagger previcusly seen inside an obvzously
cherished display of fighting knives and swords. Myca moves up
benind him.

MYCA
eal better?

)

TOP DOLLAR
I always Zeel stronger after a
iittle ... visual diversion.

They share a snicker &t this. Myca kneads his shoulders.

MYCA
I feel ... something unsettling,
gathering around you. You're the
center ci some xind of impending
catascrophe

TOP DOLLAR
Scunds serisus. Good.

MYCA
Sust watch vour ass.

TCP DOLLAR
Ycu can watch my ass for me.
Grange and T-Bird enter from the far end of the room. Top
targets T-31

v
-

oA

TOP DOLLAR
Mister Grange informs me Gideon's
Pawnshop just burned down to the
foundation. And nobody hothered
to clear it with me.

T-Bird Iires up 2 smoke with his Zippo. Agitated.
T-BIRD
I didn't have nothing to do with
t-ba.- .
TOP DOLLAR
ané cthat gisses you Qff?

fCONTINUED!
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CONTINUED: (2)

T-BIRD
Tin-Tin got himself whacked.

TOP DOLLAR
Who got what?

T~BIRD
One of mine. Somehody stuck alla
his blades into his organs in
alphabetical order!?

TOP DOLLAR
I'm sure this is nothing ocutside
your capacity to deal with. You
need new personnel, £ind a
recruit.
(beat)
So -~ problem?

T-BIRD
Whatever you say, 1 can do.

TOP DOLLAR

I guess we should have a moment
of silence for Tin-Tin.

{sanctimonious 1l/4

second beat)
I don't usually permit a second
chance following a f£irst mistake
... but you've had a whole year
now to improve your act, and I
can use your talent for light
tomorrow night.

T-83IRD
You've got my personal guarantee
on the -Hob.

TOP DOLLAR
That's reassuring. Qut.

T-2ird EXITS. Top moves to the blade display.
sword. Toys with it.

- MYCA .
There aze forces aligning against
vou. This could all be
significanc.

TOP DOLLAR
& conneccion?

MYCA
Call it a feeling.

Selects a
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FOLLOW ALBRECHT inside. Musty. CLOSE ON desktop as he clicks
on a light. Grabs an old styro cup to use as an ashtray.
Begins t¢ sort through an old FILE FOLDER.

CLOSE-UP: 8x10: The loft wipeout. 8x10: A document pinned to
the loft wall by one of Tin~Tin's knives.

ANGLE - 8x10 IN ALBRECHT'S HAND

Subject: Eric, dead on the street, blood trickling from hig
mouth.

As Albrecht's hands shuffle the file we glimpse the HANGMAN'S
JOKE 8x10 -- other promo shots of the kand.

ANGLE FROM ABOVE ALBRECHT

As a DOUGHNUT on & paper plate suddenly touches down in the
middle of all this deep research, STARTLING albhrecht.

ANGLE - ANNABELLA AND ALBRECHT

ANNABELLA, a comfortably large uniformed oificer, POPS her gum,
announcing herself.

ANNABELLA
Don't thank me. Are we fighting
the goed fight?

ALBRECHT
Double homicide, a year ago, no
conviction. Look at this, Annie.

He nholds up the document seen in the 8x10. Knife hole in it.

ANNABELLA
(r2ading)
"We, the undersigned tenants of
1829 Caldercne Court Apartments
." Wwhat is this, a petition?

ALBRECHT
It's a big KICK ME sign for a
very nice white girl who found
herself az cause, and the cause
got her killed.

‘ANNABELLA
She was fighting tenant ewviction.
In zhat neighkorhood? Shit.

{CONTINUED)

45



1/4/83 40.

CONTINUER: 45

ALBRECHT
Yep. Miss Shelly Webster, and
her nice white rock ‘n roll
boyiriend, Eric Draven.

Albrecht shows Annabella photos of Shelly and Eric.

ANNABELLA
¥Y'know your last little wild
goose hunt is what got you busted
back to bheat patrol.

ALBRECHT
Torres keeps reminding me.

Albrecht begins sketching on Eric in the Hangman's Joke photo.
Cartoon outlines. Adds a Crow smile. Spiky hair.

ALBRECHT
This £feels right.

ANNABELLA
You're gonna wind up working a
school crosswalk.

ALBRECHT
I'm cool.

ANNABELLA
That doughnut's chocolate, you
know.

PUSH IN on the doctored photo. It's Eric. It's the Crow.

ALBRECHT
Hello ... chocolate?

ANNABELLA
You didn't get that file from me.
And don't tell me you owe me one.

Albrecht blows her a kiss. Annabella rolls her eyes.

EXT. ROOFTOR - NIGHT - ON ERIC 46

Climbing. The crow perxched on his shoulder, the guitar
bowsiung. Not in a nurry.

ERIC
It's a Raymond Chandler evening
/ And the pavements are all wet
And I'm lurking in the shadows
For i1t hasn't happened

~~
RO

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
CLCSE-UP - ERIC
Impish now. The clown killer.

ERIC (CON'T)
... vern.

He unleashes the crow, which soars up into the night.

CROANVISION: Swooping down to target the neon of the Pit.
Below, we £ix on ELLY, dogging along on her skatehoard.

~OW CLOSE ANGLE of taxi roaring toward intersection. INTERCUT

Zlly skating. She sees taxi. Cabbie LAYS ON the horn but

doesrn't slow down. Elly is roughly WHISKED BACKWARD off her
poard, feet £lying into the air. Board ROLLS BETWEEN the front

angd back wheels of the moving cab.
ANGLT - ELLY AND ERIC ON CORNER
Zric has just grabbed/saved Elly. The cab speeds off.

ELLY
Hey! Lemme go, you creep! HELP!

Eric releases her. Elly SITS DOWN hard on the sidewalk.

FLASH: Shel coving with up at =he wvanisy . WITH SLLY.
. HELLY
Slcw down. Not_s0 much.

{FLASH ENDS.!

Eripo =

ri¢ touches nis temple. Just a wince. Elly's voice FADES UP

as she YELLS after the cab.

. ELLY
You didn‘t even slow down, you
dickhead!

Zlly £inally SEES wnat her savior looks like for the first
Time. -

ZRIC
He couldn't have scorped.

zLlY
He was a butt. 1 coulda made it.
ipeerxs at Zric)
Wwhat are vou supposed to be? A
rock star? A clown?

46

47
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CONTINUEL: . 47
CLOSzZ-U? - ERIC
He smi_ss for the first time. Genuine.
ERZC
Sometimes both.
ANGLE - ZRIC AND ELLY WITHIN VIEW OF THE PIT

ELLY
So, I sav thanks and vou leave me

alone, right?

Eric's smile fades. He closes his eyes. Turns his back on
Elly and walks away ... a cdeliberate, regretful efforc.

ELLY
Hey, wait! I gpow you! Come
back!
Eric stiffens, almost stops. Keeps on walking. Doesn'zt look
back. e is halfway co the Pit £rom Elly's position.
ELLY (CON'T)
Jesus ... sorry I hothered you.
T™NT. FUVROY'S R ETT) - NTGHT 48

TIGHT ¢ 2 RISING hypcdermic as a fingerna:rl taps bubbles Ifrom
the syringe. FOLLCW NEEDLE and BROADEN ANGLE as Funbov tars a
vein in Jarla's arm and shoots her up. Both are naked in a
shabzy zed. A BOCM BOX blasts music.

CARLA
Ogch baby, gimme gimme gimme all

-
cL 1T0.

&s the slunger depresses.
ANGLEZI - TUNBOY AND DARLA
fe xnocks a quick hic cff a freebase pipe.
FUNBOY
TOmMOXrow night, we can get high

and watch the whole fucking city
burn from that window.

- ZARLA
'L bring the popcern.

-
|
-

(CONTINUELD!
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CONTINUED:
ANGLE -~ ON THE WINDOW

As the crow lights on the open windowsill, scaring the pcop cu:t
of our two dopey Iriends. Funboy pulls an auto pistol. Mcock-
aims.
_ DARLA _
£t's a big fucking bird ...

CRCWVISION - Darla stares, falls back against the pillow, eyes
dreamizly deiocus:ing. Frunboy beckons the bird.

FUNBOY
It's a squab. Hey, bird.
C'mere, bird. Here birdie ...

NEW ANGLE - ZARLA AND FUNBOY

unkcy and Carla's attention is focused in the opposice
1rect.on as Eric, guitar and all, ENTERS via the window.

Q.'7

ERIC

—

Hera, Funboy.
FUNBOY
wWhat the fuck ~-?
Funboy struggles o maintain against his high. Eric calmly
unsliings the Strac, leans it againstc the wall.

FUNBOY
Wwow, oh wow, don't do that, man,
I nearly nad a fuckin hearc

accack.
DARLA
ook at that guy, Fun.
_ FUNBOY ’
It's just the dope; don't sweat
it.
DARLA

~t's pgeg the dope, Fun, he's pot
goinyg away ...

Tunpoy levels the gun, cocks it, totally in focus.
FUNBOY (CON'T)

for you to take your bird
and leave, freako.

()
b

irs open his shirctfront zo reveal the circlet of scars.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

ERIC
Take your shot, Funboy. You've
got me, dead bang.

Eric PATS his chest, indicating whezre to shoot.

FUNEOY
You are seriously fucked up, man.
Look in a mirzor. You need
professional help.

In a blur, he sights and SHOOTS through Ezic's upraised hand.

FUNBOY (CON'T)
BINGQ! He shoots, he scores!

His expression SAGS as Eric strides toward them.
ERIC

Bull's eye. Good shot.
Professional.

Eric lifts his hand. Pears at Funboy THROUGE THE BULLET HOLE.
Blood slithers back into the wound. Darla LIGHTS OUT for the
bachroom, the only route gwavy f£rom Exic.

ON ERIC AND FUNBOY

FUNBOY
C'mon, man either die or play me
a solo!

BANG! Eric aver:ts his shoulders and the bullet whizzes past.
INTERCUTS - DARLA IN BATHROOM

Locking the door, trying to BARRICADE IT. Flinching with each
successive GUNSHOT, terrified.

RESUME EZRIC AND TUNBOY

BANG! Eric advances. BANG! Funboy is a good shot. BANG!
Funboy'‘s auto JAMS and he furiously clears the acticn. Before
he can shoot again Eric GRABS his gun hand, twisting it full
around, BREAKING Funboy's arm as the gun GOES OFF and blows a
ragged HOLE in Funboy's THIGH.

TUNBO
jesus Chriiist!

Eri¢c TOSSES the esmpty gun, action back.

ZRIC
Ycu‘re cut. Does that hure?

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3)

FUNBOY
Fuck ves it fucking hurts, you
dead-ass, clovn-faced fuck!
Aaaaah, god! Look what you did
to my sheets!

Funboy's eves roll up in his head and he's OUT, clunk.
IN THE BATHROOM - ON DARLA

Cowering in the gap between the toilet and wall as Eric KICKS
DOWN the door and barricades, dragging Funboy by the leg.

DARLA
Stay away from me!

She holds & strxaight razor in f£ront of her like a crucifix.
Eric SLINGS Funbkoy into the tub and cranks the shower Sull-en
cold. Extends a2 hand to help Darla up. Darla JABS with the
razor and misses. =ric GRABS her wrist and WRESTS HER upright
82 she can see herself in the mirror.

CLOSE-UP - DARLA'S FOREARM
where we may clearly see the needle tracks.
UP ANGLE - ERIC AND DARLA
ERIC
Mother is the name for God on the
lips and in the hearts of all
children. Do you understand?

fie holds her arm captive. PUSH IN to see the dope EVACUATING
from the punctures (a reverse on Eric's blood trick).

ERIC
Morphine is bad for you.

ON DARLA

As she watches. Drug rage. Terrxor. A fast-mo ccld turkey
withdrawal. She SLAMS into lucidity, reallv confused.

- DARLA
What did you ... how ... did you
do that?
ERIC

Magic. Your daughter is out
- there on the streets, waiting for
you.

{(CONTINUED!
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CONTINUED: (4)

Eric releases Darla. Darla EXITS. Eric watches after her,
then holds a FULL SYRINGE of morxphine to the light. He is
suddeniy BLINDSIDED by Funboy, dripping, wild-eved, who SLASHES
Eric broadly across the back with the razor! Eric WHIRLS,
catches Funboy by the throat and PITCHES him out into the room.
CRASH.

- TTm - e — e

Burn bandages visible inside his shirt and covering half his

face. Still shaky. He DRAINS his glass and pitches the ice
cubes over the bar, scowling at Roscoe.

GIDEON
If I'd'a wanted ice I woulda
asked for ice. Do I look like a
faggot to you? Fill it up.

Roscoe wiggles a lcose hand. Whew, tough guy. Leaves Gideon
a boctle.

ROSCOE
Fill it yourself, macho man.

Roscoe PQCKETS all the cash Gidecn has on the bar as Gideon
fills his glass to the rim. Grange moves up BEHIND Gideon.

GRANGE
Burn vourself playing with
matches?

Fuck cff. GIDEON

Gideon turns, SEES it is Grange and clams up.

GRANGE
You have an appointment. Drink
up. -
This prospect unsettles Gideon. He hangs tough, sips.
GIDEON

Well, shit on me. This is a

fizrst. Do I bow Or curtsy?
{to Roscoe)

Bring him a glass of blood.

ANGLE ON GRANGE AND GIDEON AT BAR

As Darla BANGS helter-skelter out of the stairwell, still
pulling on her clothes, and EXITS through the crowd.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTZINUED:

. ROSCOE
Hev, ¢g'night, Daria.

Most evervone laughs. Grangse to Gideon:

GRANGE
Stay put right there.

Gideon SHERUGS. range makes for the stairs, gquickly.

Eric ROLLS, gets an arm SLASHED as he shields his face.
HUMPS around him, favering his blasted leg.

runNnBsloY
Close that hole, fuckface!

Exric is not healing. He's on one knee, fighting to rise
avoid the razor.

FUNBOY
Just die! Just die! Just die,
you fuck!

In a fast two-handed move, Eric SLAPS away the razor and
recovers the syringe, DRIVING 1t into Ffunboy's chest.

CLOSE-UP - AS ERIC RAMS THE NEERLE INTO FUNBQY
Slamming home the £ull knock of morphine.

NEW ANGLZ -~ ERIC /S, TUNRBOY

Tunboy gawps at the needle nanging out of nis tit.

ERIC
You‘first. I insist.

Funboy angrily SLAPS the needle out of his chest. Weaves

FUNBOCY
Oh, no ... Stop. Go back.
Rewznd.

rfunbcy and Eric Zace off, stunned, hurc, punch-drunk. Er
WOUNDS begin to CLCSE, too slowly. Funboy is GASPING and
clutching at nis neart. Eric FILLS znother syringe.

FUNBQY
No, nc, that's way too much, man,
you're wasiing it. Jesus this

hurecs!

:CONTINUED!
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CONTINUED: 50
ERIC
Your pain ends very soon. But
firsc...
Eric SQUATS on Funboy and poises the needle oa his EYELID.
ERIC

Your £riends. Skank and T-Bird.
Where?

INT. STAIRWELL * CORRIDOR - NIGHT - ON GRANGE 51

Edging up on Funboy's room. Sees the door ajar. Gun cut. He
RICKS the door wide.

INSIDE FUNBOY'S ROOM - REVERSE POV -~ ON GRANGE IN DOORWAY

As Funboy's hand SLUMPS and TWITCHES large in FG. Grange 3G,
sweeping the room at gunpoint and SEEING --

ANGLE - TBE WINDOW

Eric perched on the sill, guitar on his back, a finger to his
lips. Shbhh. A wink for Grange. Then Eric DROPS ocut of
signt.

ANGLEZ - GRANGE

Rushing to the window. No Exic. WITH HIM back to Funboy.
ANGLE -~ GRANGE AND rUNBQOY

A Crow doodle in blood on Funboy's naked chest amidst several

protruding needlas. One £rom the heart. Funboy SUCKS a last
breath. He sees Grange. GUITAR OVER TO:

I r}"T’! v QEI - NT G'n"'f‘ 52

Gabriel the cat laps from an open tin of cat food, as seen
through the window. CRANE UP TO:

53

Strumming the purloined Strat, which is jerrv-wired into a
Pignose amp. Sitting cross-legged. Healing.

ANGLE ~ ERIC FROM BEHIND
Being observed.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
TIGHT ON ERIC

He hits a really SOUR note, distracted. Angrily SLAMS the
strings as he turns to see the Skull Cowboy, behind nim.

SKULL COWBOY
What is this, some kind of coffee
break?

Exric, ixritated, wipes his face. Stares at white makeup on his
nand. Speaks without looking at the Cowbov.

ERIC
My own personal Greek chorus. Go
away .

SKULL COWBOY
You look a mess. Like an ole
cocoter dog. That nasty incisicn
you got on youxr back fell you
anything? )

ERIC
Enlighten me.

: SKULL COWBOY
You're getting a little
exgracurriculsr. Don't. It
ain't your job to save people.

ERIC
(bitter laugh)
Who have I saved?

SKULL CCOWBOY
That junkie, Number One. And the
junkie‘'s little girl.

ERIC
Z.ly. I knew her.

SKULL COWBQOY
She Rnows you, Too. Against the

rules.

_ ERIC _
Maybe yvou should just write me a
manual.

Zric goes back to playing guitar.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2} 83

SKULL COWBOY

You work for the dead. Never
lose sight of that. You work for
the living, you‘ll bleed. No
annivezrsary. No reunion.

{beat)
Don't make the mistakes I made.
It ain't worth 1it.

This turns Eric around ... but the Cowboy is gone.
ERIC
What are you talking about ...?
-RE f!"!QE QQ" '! ES LI~ -E-Q —_ DTT Garr 54

Gideon, berserk, béndaged and messed up, in mid-rant.

GIDEON
What am I talking about? Jesus
Christ in a go-cart!!
{re: his hand, burns)
Does this look like my Suckun

imagipation to you?!
ANGLE - THE ROOM

Top Dollar SNAPS around at Gideon’'s unintended insult. Grange
stands by Gideon, who goes sheepish as he looks toward Myca.
GIDEON

sorry.
ANCLZ - MYCA
START IN TIGHT on a drilled ebony cigarette holder as Myca
takes a puff. WIDEN to include Myca, who lifts a silver
pendant out of a pewter bowl of RED LIQUID. She dips her hand
into the liquid, tastes it with her tongue, and smears it down
her face. )
ANGLE - GIDEON REACTION

This shit is too off-planet for him. He looks around for
something else to do. Tense.

TOP DOLLAR
Stressful business day?

(CONTINUED)
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GIDEON
I shot this sonofabitch and
watched the bullet heole suck
itself shut! He crawled around
my shop like a monkey and then
everything blew up real good!
Other than that, my day sucked!

GRANGE
. (evenly)
He jumped out a fourth floor
windcw like he had wings. I saw
it. He was packing a guitar.
(beat; incredulous)
He winked at me firsct.

TOP DOLLAR
Mr Gideon, did you ever shoot
marbles as a child? Assuming you
ever were a child.

Gideon is abraded by this apparent non seguitur.

Top ROLLS AN EYEBALL the length of the table and Gideon nearly
ki1lls himself getting out of 1ts icky way.

GIDECN (CON'T)
Holy fuckun shatg!!

TOP DOLLAR
Say hello to the last fellow who
would not co-operate with me.
Dead, vet still with us. His
eves were more useful to me than
the man who bore them.

GIDEON
An eye?! Christ on skates, what
the nell is wrong with you?

TOP DOLLAR
In Vietnam soldiers used to
collect ears from their kills.
Sometimes their balls. They got
1t wreong. They wasted energy.

(beat)

All the power in this world
resides -.n the sgveas.

GIDEON _
You are one sick ticket, man,
eyes --

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2} ‘ 54

TOP DOLLAR
Quite likely. You saw this man.
Tell me what else you saw.

GIDEON
Had a big black fuckun bird with
him. Almost pecked my eyes out.

MYCA
A bird?

Everybody lcoks at everybody else. Is Myca auts?

GRANGE
{evenly)
Funboy said he saw a black bird.
Then he laughed. Then he choked
to death on his own bload.

Top Dollar looks at Gideon. Has he heard this correctly?

TOP DOLLAR
And he let vou live ..., ?

GIDEON
I'm supposed to tell T-Bird that
"death is on its way", whatever
the fuck that means -- Draven.
He said his name was Eric Draven.

He places the tip of the sword against Gidecn's Adam's apple.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
Nobody makes combat moves in vy
sectox, aspecizlly not now. You
wouldn't lie to me to save your
own ass ... would you?

GIDEON
(panic beat)
Shit on me, why would I make this
up?

TOP DOLLAR

Thar's what I like to hear.

Top RUNS the sword completely throuch Gideon'‘s neck. Gideon
THRASHES and gobbies. It takes too long.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
oh, come on, die, you asshcle.

)

[ysre;

-
e
Uti i

akes Grange's gun (a spiffy Calico 250} and SHOOTS Gideon
fle don't move no more. Hands back the smoking gun.

.CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3} 54
GRANGE
(re: Gideon) ’
You want him f£for anything elsea?

Top shakes his head slowly. Myca wrinkles her nose like she
smelled a fzrc.

GRANGE
I'11l have the janitor ccme up.
ANT. ALBRECHT S APARTMENT - NIGHT 55
CLOSE-UP - STEREQ
LEDs jumping as Etta James sings.
ANGLE - ALBRECET AT KITCHEEN TABLE

Smoking. Having a beer. Studyving the Draven file. His
uniform blouse i1s ORPEN and he still has his hat on.

ANGLE - WINDOW NEAR THE STEREO
The drapes are slightly stirred by wind.
ANGLE - AT BEDROOM DOOR, INCLUDE ALBRECHT

ERIC (0OS5)
rreeze.

Albrecht DROPS the beer in a spray of fcam. On his bare foot.
STANDS and tries to draw his gun., NoO gunbelt. His big floppy
S0ZER SHORTS, emblazoned with red HEARTS, are REVEALZD!

ALBRECHT
deazus! Don't ever do that, man!

Fuck!
Zric EMERGES f{rom the darkness of the bedroom, crosses to the
oSpposite side of the table and holds up the doctored photo
quizzically.

ERIC
Goed- Likeness.
Albrecht recovers pretty Zast, all things considered.
ALBRECHT
You, my friend, azre dead. I saw
your body. You got buried.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

ERIC
Yes. I did. You still have your
hat on.

Miffed, Albrecht spins his hat onto the sofa. Calms down.

ALBRECHT
I told you, cops don't say
"freeze." I gotta sit down.

Albrecht parks it in a nicely broken-in recliner. Eric leans
INTO FRAME and hands Albrecht a fresh beer, which he accepts

dumbly and sips. Eric drifts around the room, examining
Albrecht's knicknacks.

ALBRECHT
You died, man. I can't process
this shit. Last year. You and
vour girlfriend ...

ERIC
Shelly.

ALBRECHT
Are you some kinda ghost?

ERIC
I nead you to tell me what
happened to us.

ALBRECET
You took a six-story swan dive
out the window. She was beaten
and raped. That's all I know -
we never could find out any more.
She died in the hospital.

Eric didn't know this. Fixes Albrecht, intensely.

ALBRECHT (CON'T)

Hey, you asked, man. Read the
file. Shelly Webster held on for
thirty hours in Intensive Care.
Hemorrhage, trauma. Her hody
finally just gave it up.

{beat; regret)
I gsaw it. And I couldn't do jack
£or her.

Eric gently holds 2lbrecht's temples. Places his thumbs over
Albrecht's eyes. 3oth react to a brutal FLASH we do not see.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)
NEW ANGLE - POST-FLASH - ERIC AND ALSRECHT

Exric staggers back, now holding his own head, his
slack in realized horroxr. Albrecht disoriented..

ALBRECHT
wWhat the hell was fhat? Azre you
okay?

ERIC

The venom of bad memory. You
wexre there. You saw her. I saw

you seeing her. I felt your
pain. Your anger.

Crow face

Understandably nervous, Albrecht shakily lights another smoke.

ALBRECHT
You gotta understand ~~- I was
hoping she'd come out of it.
Give me a lead, a clue, something
to work with. But she only said
one thing to me bhefore she died.

Eric lowexs his head, penitent.

ERIC
My name.
ALBRECHT
I'm sorrxy as hell, man.
{beat)

Technically the case is still
open. No evidence. Nobody gave
a shit. ©No suspects. Sure.

(beat)
T-8ird and his gocon sguad, sure

&s taxes.

Erzc nods slewly, then plucks the cigarette from Albrecht's
lips. Takes a single comtemplative puff. Keeps his eye on the

glowing tip.

ERIC
And death. You shouldn't smoke
these.

Exic SNUFFS the butt between his fingertips.
ALBRECHT

You just gonna vanish into thin
air again?

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3} 55
ERIC
Z thought 1I'd use your £ront
door.

Sc saying, he crcsses to the door and OPENS it.

ALBRECHT

I should be txying to stop you.
ERIC )

Thank you. For giving a damm.
ALBRECHT

Don't mention it.
Eric EXITS. Then ?EEKS back in before he closes the door.

ERIC
I like the shorts.

The dcor SHUTS. Albrecht sits, discombobulated. Looks at them
big cle hearts.

ALBRECHT
Thanks.

CROWVISION - SEARCHING CITY STREETS

Einally fixating on T~-BIRD'S CAR, parked across the street
sYXom:

LA
(41

A LONG SHOT as T-Bird and Skank approach.
T-BIRD
I want the piece of shit that
made Tin-Tin into a fucking
voodoo doll. He's mine,
(looks at watch)
No Funbkoy.

SKANK
Probably still bangin' Darla.

ANGLE - ACROSS TEE STREET
A GRAFITTI ARTIST spray-paints a CROW SHAPE on a wall.
ANGLE - T-3IRD AND SKANK

Skank waxes macho, pulling his gun and AIMING at the Grafirti

Arcistc, :

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: ' 56

SKANK
Hey, you little fuckweed! That's
against the law!

3

1 =gl -qlick! No ammo in Skank's bigass gun. The
Grafitti Artist LAMS into the night. T-Birxd is disgusted.

T-BIRD
You're a waste of protein.

T-Bird points to the liquor storze.

T-BIRD (CON'T)
Smokes and road beers.
SKANK
I'mon it,
T-Bird crosses to the car. Our clueless, hopeless pal Skank

encters the store anead of two 12-year-old kids, AXEL and
CHOPPER.

o, LIOUOR STORE - NIGHT 57

The KIDS split between counter and magazine rack as Skank
"browses, ® grabbing odds and ends. Two ROYS fight videogame
wars. An East Indian CLERK jabbers on the phone.

ST STREET 7 “NT, ~AR - NIGHT

in
oo

T-3ird climbs in. Digs the last cigarette from his pack.
Flinks his Zipgoe. 1In crange light he SEES the rearview:

T-3IRD'S 2P0V - REARVIEW MIRROR

A SHADOW crosses guickly behind the car {TOWARD DRIVER'S SIDE)
ANGLE - T-BIRD

Turning, one hand reaching for his gqun. BEHIND him, Eric DROPS
silently INTO FRAME, leans in through the Open passenger window
and IMMOBILIZES T-Bird's hand before it can draw the gun, T-

a;rd‘;an_gnlx;ﬁgﬂ_zric in_the mirror right now -- and Eric is
shaking his head "ng."

. LIQUQR STORE - NTCE™

mn
0

skan.glances ocutside. Sees Eric as the car fires up, Pipes
ana c.asspacks grumbling. Skank BRISTLES.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

n
o

SKANK
What's all fhis happy horsesnic?
The car PEELS OUT maniacally! Skank MOVES ... but che two KIDS
unsling weapons and draw down on everyone in the store.
. AXEL
Alright, alrxight, alright --

everybody be cool and stay
exactly where you are.

Chopper APPEARS behind Skank with a sawed-off shotgun and
relieves Skank of his gigantic Autc Mag.

‘CEOPPER
Whoaaa, cowboy! Cool gun.

0f% gkank's LOOK of total outfcoxed disgust:

-\, T-RIRD - NIGET - TRAVELING FAST 60

Zric holds T-Bird's own gun on him.

. T-BIRD
What the fuck are you supposed to
be, man?!

ERIC

I'm your passenger. You'xe the
driver. Faster.

‘T-BIRD
You call it, blood -- you got the
gun. Jus:t tell me whers you want
to go.

ERIC

We're going someplace you've
never been hefore.

T-BIRD
No wa're got!

e S1.AMS the brakes full down and swerves, hitting a FiRE
HYDRANT. Eric is BLOWN throuch the windshield. The gun drops
=5 the car seat. Water SPOUTS UP in front of the car.

SNT =X, LIOUOR STORE - NIGHT 61

Skank BROADSIDES Chopper and flees out the door. Chopper
SHCCTS Skank through the shoulder with his own Auto Mag.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

Skank falters off the curb and into the path of a SHOEBCX
COMPACT car that lays on the brakes. Skank goes UP and OVER
the hood to sprawl in the street.

CHOPPER
Oh, what a classic!

ANGLE - SKANK AND CAR
As the DRIVER jumps out to assist him.
DRIVER
You dumb ass hair! You hit my
car!
Skank comes up with & forearm smash that lays the Driver down.

SKANK
Shut up!

Skank STEALS the car, buzzing ¢ff in pursuit of T-Bird.

fde spesd-reverses and BACKS UP as Eric emerges through the
sprav f£rom the hydrant.

ANGLE - 0TS ERIC

As the car 3ACKS OFF he cocks his head, moves to the center of
the street, then BECKONS the car forward with his fingerc:ips.

1

1IGH ANGLE - ERIC AND THE 7-3IRD

)

aced off like gunslingezrs, the car's engine GUNNING.

H

N THE T-BIRD
' T-BIRD
Welcome to the Wonderful World of
Roadkill!
Teeth grit, T-Bird PEELS OUT, very manly.
ANGLE - ERIC AND THE T-BIRD

s the T-8ird ROCKETS to mow Eric down, Exic executes a long,
road head-over-nesls FLIP over the moving car.

B
T-28ird decides. Tuck it. He's outta here.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ON THE STREET

Eric lands as the T-Bird picks up speed. He decides. And
SPRINGS to grab the back bumper as the T-Bird picks up speed.

L.ING

As Eric CLINGS onto the rear deck and T-Bird tries to SHOCT him
over the shoulder. The rear window EXPLODES. Erxic narrowly
misses HITS as he jumps to the roof. T-Bird SHQOTS through the
roof. GRIMACES as the cgun goes off next to his ear.

T ICE IISER - NIGHET

Parked in an alley £facing the street. Two cops (MJ and SPEEG)
woxrk on large styro cups of steaming coffze.

MJ
Smells like more rain.

SPEEG

Smells like a septic tank. You
got that cream stuff?

Speeg rummages inside a take-out bag.
SPEEG (CON'T}
- hate zhis. They can't even
call it cxezm, legally.

They SNAP TO as Lne T Bird BLAZES past, doing ninety with Tric

“HH~ c A = e.

MJ
What in the gran ...?

MJ FLOORS the pedal. Speeg is DRENCHED in hot coffee.

SPEEG
Ow! OWoWwOWwOWOWOWOWOWWNW,
goddammit !
EXT. STREET - Qﬁ ALLEYWAY -~ NIGHT

As the crulser ROARS out, wheel wells spitting steam.

63
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EXT, / INT, T-BIRD - TRAVELING TaST - NIGET 66

T-Bird runs out of bullets. Frantically looking around for
Zric, holding the road and trying to reload. Eric's face
APPEARS right in front of T-Bird -- -down .

ERIC
Keep your eyes on the road.

Ye SLAPS the gun away.

EXT. 7 INT. SKANK'S CAR - NICHT . 67

Skank sees the T-Bird FLASH past a block away and CUTS down an
alley to catch up with it.

RESUMING THEE T-BIRD

The police car fishtails into view blocks pehind it. All-out
Code Three. Eric has resumed his seat and once again has the
gun on a dizzy T-Bird.

ERIC
Congratuiations. You caught one.

T-BIRD
Great! So we're gonna die now
and I don't even know what you
want !

ERIC
I want yvou to drive faster,
wheelman. &nd stop talking.

Keeping the pistol leveled, Exic RIFLES the glovebox, tossing
items out the window: Clips for the gun. Sunglasses. A giant
dildo. INTERCUTS of these items BOUNCING on the street as the
cop car PASSES THEM.

INSERT - T-BIRD'S SPEEDOMETER

Climbing quickly toward the 100 mark.

ERIC (0O8)
Time for you to skip down Memozy
Lane.-

68
As Eric finds T-Bird'’s gaffer‘'s tape in the glovebox.

{(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

ANGLE - ALLEYWAY TO STREET

Skank's car bounces out of the alley and is BROADSIDED by the
golice car. The two cars SLIDE together in a vee, scattering
parcs. Airbags BLOW OUT to immobilize Speeg and MJ.

ANGLE - SKANK'S CAR CRUSHED INTO POLICE CAR

Skank TUMBLES out the passenger side door. Sees the cops

wrestling the airbags. Jogs after the T-Bird as it HANGS a
distant corner.

- T - -
The T-Bird careens through dockside quiet, alone, then
FISHETALILS to a lung-compressing STOP.

=

-3ird respirating like a jackhammer. Eric deadly-determined.

T-BIRD
Listen -~ whoever the hell you
want, you grabbed the wrong man,
motherfucker!

" ERIC
Time for your reward, T-Bird.
Pavback. With interest.

Sric RIPS a long strip of tape from the gaffer's roll.

iT - FAVOR T-pIRD

A SLOW TILT from T-Bird's foot, firmly taped to the pedal.
Hands taped to the wheel. Throat taped to the headrest.
Almost mummiiied Into his seat. Ezric continues TAPING.

T-BIRD
What -- you gonna Xape me, now?

ERIC
Do you know what you destroved
with that little housecall vou
engineexad a vear ago?

{CONTINUED!
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CONTINUED:

T-BIRD _
You want money, I got it, man.
Dope. I got that, tooc.

ERIC

. A very nice lady
circulated a petition. She gied.
On Devil's Night. Aanswer ves oOr

no.

T-3IRD
That's ancient history!

ERIC
It*'s yestezday! Do you know what
you destroyed?

T-3IFD

(=} £ ! I'ma

businessman. You gonna do me
then do me and shut your £face!

ERIC
You don't even remember.

T-BIRD
I never forget anything,
dickhead. That building was a
sweep-and~clear. That bitch was
a nuisance with her goddamned
petiticn! It was a bulldog job,
okay, anc the bulldogs got a
lictle rowdy! End of stoxv!

ERIC
Rowdy .

ric and T-Bird are face to face now. T-Bird begins to
ecogniza him, Feax. Sweat.

T-BIRD
fioly shit, man, we fucking killed
vou! You can't be here! We
: you!
Sric RIPS a long strip from the roll and T-Bird CLAMS UP.
ANGLE ~ ZRIC, FROM CAR WINDOW
ERIC )
I knew I could bring it all back
for vou.

{(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

Eric TAPES a flare into T-Bird's mouth like a gag. Eric
reaches inside and pulls UP on a bungie cord.

ERIC (CON'T)
Too bad you have to miss Devil's
Night. I know you in parhlcular
were looking forward to itc. I
want you to remember Shelly
Webster's name. Think it, over
and over. Think of how she
guxngg while you were inside of
er.

BEric exhibits a wad of T-Bird's C4, with timer.
ERIC {CON'T)
What's the lag on this? Twenty
seconds, bhallpark?
T-Bird tries Lo scream.
ERIC (CON'T)
I've comrades in Hell, T-Bird.
Hot place. Give them my best.

Zxric ACTIVATES the timer. Drops the bomb in T-3ird's lap.
YANKS upward on the cord.

INSERT - T-BIRD'S FOOTWELL
The cord PULLS T-Bird's foot all the way down on the pedal.
ANGLE - CN ERIC AND CAR, FROM DOCKSIDE

The car HURTLES Zor the dock edge, about the length of a
footbalil field. Eric extracts the clip from T-Bird's gun and

THUMBS BULLETS from it as the car speeds for the water's edge.

ANGLE - T-BIRD

Through half a windshield as his eyes bug out and he goes
MMMMMMHEHRE ! !

CLOSE-UP - THE CLIP IN ERIC'S HAND
‘Thumbing out the final bullet.

ERIC
All gone.

{CCNTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (3) ‘ 72
ANGLEZ - T-BIRD AT DOCKSIDE

The car LIFTS OFF and BLOWS ALL TO HELL, & billion smithereens

of phosphorescent fire pattering into the dark water. It

SPLASHES DOWN and SINKS. Weird flare glow as it submerges.

ANGLE - ERIC '

He heaves the gun into the water. Squirts a pool of T-Bird's
accelerator onto the ground. Ignites it with T-Bird's 2ippo.

HIGH LONG SHOT - ERIC

Walking away. The firepcol ccalesces into a BURNING CROW
SHAPE.

ANGLE - NEARBY CARGC WAREEOQUSE

Fire LIGHTS Skank's face. He witnessed T-BRird's checkout. He
flinches. Then FLEES, doublegquick.

ANOTHER ANGLE - THE 23URNING CROW SHAPE
Eric i1s gone. SIZZLING NOISE. MATCH WITH:

73
CLOSE-UP of a frying pan busy burning firekbombed eggs. Gross.
ANGLE - DARLA AT THE STOVE
Looking better. Not thrilled with her cookery.
CARLA
I never was too good at this
domestic Mommy shit.
ANGLE - ELLY AT LIVING ROOM WINDOW
ELLY
Don't say “shit.”
{beat)
You don't have t0 cook. Corn
f£lakes are ckay. Anything.
Elly hears a lilting, faraway GUITAR STRAIN from the city.
DARLA

What do you nave to do today? No
school.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 73

ELLY . .
I wanted to txy Visiting a
friend.

DARLA
Anybody I know?
(to herselsf)
No. of course not. Get real,
Darla.

Grange stands over the sunderag grave of Eric Draven, 2
ragged, mudgdy pit. He kneels, Feels a cled of earth.

INTLLQET - may - Ay ERIC ' 75
FLASH: Erj j n

a o 3 pei KISS in ;Qg_nmgnligh;. {(FLASH
ENDS

Ny
Ceming out of & FLASH, embracing a fagged gown of Shelly's.
ANGLE - ERIC IN LIVING ROOM

Barechested, clean of makeup angd blood, he arches and executeg
odd balletic Crow moves of increaSLng complexity, INTERCUT

: ] : ic.
£e uadoes he wispy S1es.  The gown crumﬁiga_;ng_;gaggz_pf
Shei g Redy =~ the ficor. {(MORE)

ANGLE - RESUMING ERIC

Executing an acrobatic ROLL that winds him up at the
windowsill, He claps his hands in front of his face and
breathes deeply.

FLASH: A _series of CLQSE SHOTS of Exic‘s and Shelly'g HANDS,
aa;n_mgxing_algng_;hg_contours of “be_other's hody. (FLASH

ENDS.)
ANGLE - ERIC AT WINDOW

Opening his ayes.

. ERIC
That 'g Detcar.

The crow ia Perched on the sill,

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 75

ERIC
What are YOou looking at?

“e wipes his torso down with a towel. Holds hig hand besfore

nls Zace ang FLEXES ir. Hls‘tendons Crackle like harness
Straps. He CLOSES his hand ince @ powerful fisg.

EXT., SHIPVARD - DAY _ ' 76

winched up oyt of the drink. The dessicateg HUSK of T-Bird ig
Still fused co the wheel . Albrecht moves up behind Torres,

ALBRECHT
They're genna have to Ip his
teech ... pur I'11 ber that's p-

Birg.

Name?
ALBRECET

I'm not a detective Detective
TORRES

You're holdlng out on me 've

right, and you've gor inﬁormation
vital to this 1nvest1gatlon£

ALBRECET
don't know any more than you

0.+

o

TORRES
Bull—fucking-shi:! ou were
burrowing éround in the case
files lase nighte !

Fire was hig thing. ge was g
righteous arsonisc, There wasg a
nighspeed Pursuic, Ha 2iggeg
when ha should have zagged.
Kaboom. Case closed.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: ' 76

TORRES

Okay, smartass. Your

disciplinary's been filed. After

today you're not a COop anymors.
ALBRECHT

Behind my back.
TORRES

Have a nice day.

Torres HUFFS off with better things to do, victorious.

ANT. LOFT - DAY -~ ERIC TN LIVING R00M - © TER ' 77

As Eric Cosses the gown into the fireplace, which 1s already
aclaze with other remnancs of his old existence.

WITE ERIC as his eyes move E0 an old photo in a broken frame.
Cracked glass. Subject: Eric and Shelly, goofing for the
camera. As he is about to pitch it into the fire --

ELLY (08)
Smells like my mom's cooking.

Exic TURNS. There's Elly, peeking in the doorway. No place
for him to retrear.

ANGLE - GABRIEL THE CAT
As 1t TURNS to notice Elly at the door.
ANGLE - ERIC, AS =LLY ENTERS

ERIC
Helle, Elly.

. ELLY
I knew it was you. I knew thac
I knew. Even with the makeup and
stuff,

Elly sesems delgghted. Conspiratorially SHUTS the loft door.

ELLY (CON'T)
You're EZric. You're back.
You're not dead!

. BERIC )
Elly, it's not a good idea for
you to be here. I shouldn't even
ne —-

‘CONTINUED!
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CONTINUED: 77
Zric is cut short by Elly hurrying across the room to HUG HIM.

ELLY
I missed you. I missed vou.

PUSH IN ON ERIC as he fights to make his speech, but cannot.
Slowly his arm comes up to embrace Elly right back. His ayes
are squeezed tightly shut.

TN Fd - - T - R 78

A blanket has been spread picnic-style before the fireplace.
Eric sits across from Elly.

CLOSE-UP - THE FRAMED PHOTO OF ERIC AND SHELLY
Curling and smoking in the grasp of the flames.

ELLY (0OS}
What happens when you die?

ERIC )
Everything gets very dark. You
stop feeling. There's no time.
Like sleep.

ELLY
No dreams, though, I het. Right?

ic doesn't say anything. He knows he shouldn‘t be doing

ELLY (CON'T)
wWhy do pecpie have to die?

ERIC
I don't kneow.

ELLY
Do you get to see her?

ERIC
If it all goes right.

ELLY
Will you tell her I said hi?
Tell her I miss her, and I'm
sorry she's dead.

on the verge of tears. This is ripping him up.

12)
H
b
n
l b4
]

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: : 78

ELLY
You're going to leave, aren't
you? Soon?

ERIC
Yes. Tonight. I have to go
back.
{rueful laugh)
Home.

Eric gives a little smile. Shakes his head.
ERIC '

Somebedy else here wants to say
hello. Gabriel?

Gabriel has joined them. Elly is smitten but hesitatres.
ELLY
Is he dead, toco? Is he still
your cat?

ERIC
I think he's your cat now.

The gift has effectively derailed Elly's relentless inguiry.
As she BEAMS we CUT TO:

CNT. TOP DOLIAR‘S HO - DAY 79

CLOSE-~UP: An intricate TATTOO against flesh. PAN OFF Myca's
dody to her hands WIELDING a needle, wiping droplets of blocd
away from a new component of a similar TATTOO on Top's back.

MYCA V0)
Protecticn. That's not like vou.

ANGLE - TOP AND MYCA ON THE BED
der tools scattered around. He echoes Myca's earlier line.

. TOP DOLLAR
Call it a feeling.
Myca indicates the other sections of the tattoo with the tip of
& knife blade.

MYCA
Power. Past lives. Skill. 1T
like the o¢ne for puricy.

TOP DOLLAR
Goes with the set.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 79

MYCA
You're forgetting one.

The knife TARGETS anotcher section of :nk.

TOP DOLLAR
Love. You. Me.

Myca WIPES the new section again. She‘'s done. She stands up.

MYCA
There. Protection.
{beat)
This was hanging in front of us
all the time.

She hands Top the HANGMAN'S JOKE 8x10 from the corridor.

TOP DOLLAR
The late Eric Draven. Wwho died.
How do vou do? What are you and
what 4o you want?

MYCA
He died on Devil's Night.

TOP DOLLAR
rd's little fuckup. Not so

=54
ttle.

i
MYCA

“he dead gap rise. Properly

motivated. Do you know of spiric

assassins?

TOP DOLLAR
A Fury, seeking ravenge.

On the MONITCR, Myca sees Grange hustling Skank along.
MYCA

Take a look at what your right
hand just dragged in.

ZNT. TOP DOOLLAR'S HO - DAY - LATER a0

Top exnlkits the 8x10 of Eric. Skank is battered and taped up.

~ SKANK
That's him.

GRANGE
Just add weird makeup.

+CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

SKANK
Sumbitch had his face pain

ted ail

white like some kinda kabuki

homo! He flash-fried T-Bi
his fucking car!

Skank unholsters a pew Auto Mag and
The magazine FALLS OUT and hits his

TOP DOLLAR
Too many poppers, Skank.
Heel.
{to Grange)

You saw the grave?

GRANGE
Yes sir. Empty.

SKANK
Fuck all this voodoo shict,

rd to

furiously jacks the action.
foot.

Relax.

man!

What abcut my fucking grave?!

This guy is supposed to ki
ass next!

GRANGE

11 my

Three cut of four. He's working

his way to this meatball r
here.

SKANK
We were kidding, alright!?
iittle texrxorism action, o
then Funboy wants to get h
wet and it all goes out of
ccntrel! This donkey dick

ight

A
kay,
18 knocb

waitzaes in and we had to waste

them toth! It*'s T-Bird's
man'

Top GRABS Skank's f£ace, pulls him cl

TOP DOLLAR

- =4 2 - T :

Tor fsrments & plan. Myca ENTERS.

MYCA
They have all arrived.

fault,

ose. Pigued.

Top has business. He hangs into Skank for his punchline:

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2)

TOP DOLLAR
Do you want to continue
breathing?
(beat; intense)
The next time you £lap your jaws,
it'll be to tell us everything
yvou did. Everything you saw.

Top PATS Skank's cheek, paternal. To Grange:

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
Watch him. I'm going te nead
him.

Dark clouds highlight the sunset. Eric plays the Shelly Theme,
LOUD, in a major kevy. Where before it was wandering and
wistful, now it's bold and definative; pain replaced by
strength and a sense of homecoming. At the climax Eric RIES
the guitar overhead and SMASHES it on the Pignose, which shorts
out and dies. Eric is finished here. He flings the guitar
into the night.

ANGLE - ROOr EDGE - FROM STREET LEVEL
As the £fractured guitar SAILS OUT.
RESUME ROOFTOP - SLOW CRANE BACK FROM LEDGE

Revealing deserted xoof. Eric is GONE. An aggressive.
steamrolling industrial SONG fires up 0S5 as a SEGUE TO:

An_around-the-bend biomechancid BAND tortures itself into
TRENZY and galvanizes the clubbers to do likewise.

INT. TOP DOLLAR'S EQO -~ MIGET - SLOW DAN OF CONSERENCE TABLE

Where sit ten nicely-turned-out BADASS CRIMINALS, all types,
colors and calibers, smoking, talking, drinking, toying witch
weapons. Behind each are BODYGUARDS who scan the room. END

PAN cn Top Dollar's entrance, with Myca, Grange and (a gunless)
Skank.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED : 83

TOP DOLLAR
A little more than ten years ago
I was what the media call a
"conmen criminal,” like this
SOrXry specimen you see quivering
beiore yocu.

(to Skank; pointedly)

Yoy sit in T-Bird's chair untcil
I tell you otherwise.

All heads turn as Grange hexds Skank {who doesn't like it one
bit) to the only chair and sits his ass down.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
Unfortunately, T-Bird is not
living any more. Pity. The man
was headstrong, but he had an
artist's hand for fire.

Skank fidgets, whipped-dog style.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
for those ¢f you joining us for
the first time tonight --

Top looks to Skank and several other BCs.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
-- the first fire I ever set in
this town made the papers. In
four vears mavericks were
imitating me. It is now a self-
perpetuating phenomenon. HWe help
perpetuate it. Now everybody
knows what "Devil's Night" means.

SANCHEZ (BC #2)
It means "Light My Fire" time for
the whole fucking city!

General agreement as Myca walks into the light. Stands by Top.
who takes her azm.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
OQurzx- father was a veteran of the
war in Vietnam. I grew up on our
City straets.

CROWVISION - Approaching Club Trash from the air at night.
TOP DOLLAR (CON'T /7 08)
My sister grew up on the streets
of Saigen.
{more)

{CONTINUED)
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CONTZINUED: (2) 83
TOP DOLLAR (Cont'd)
" She had to watch her homeland

change, one block at a time, one

building at a time.

AT, 20D DOLLAR'S HO - NIGHT -~ RESUMTNG TOP DOLLAR

84

TOP DOLLAR {(CON'T)
Whole lives erased. A whole way
of life, polluted. She helped me
to find myself. Everything I am
today I owe to her.

Behind Top‘s back, Myca runs a slim hand between his legs.

TOP BOLLAR (CON'T)
And cn her behalf, I decided
reciprocity was called for, in
all ways. Now, aside from the
obviocus payoffs reaped from our
festive little annual reign of

terrcr --
The Radass Criminals all enthusiastically pitch in:
SANCHEZ
Oh, you mean the insurance scams.

BRAEDEN (BC #1)
The property kickbacks.

JUGGER (BC #3)
Tha resale merchandise?

MYCA
Not o mention all the pretty
lights.

This gets a general LAUGH from the group.

85

Shadews. Eric is there, perched on the exterior ledge,
invisible until he OPENS HIS EYES (on Top's line "chaos"), two
dets of white in the twilignt blackness.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T / 0S)
I do this for my sister, because
I can. I do it for me, as a
demonstration of power. And
something more -- call it my
inner need for chaos.
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ANT. TOP DOLLAR'S HO - NIGHT - RESUMING .TOP DOLLAR 86

TOP DOLLAR {(CON'T)
I created it. It is mine. And
I love it. Aand it is the
spectacle that it is because you
all help me to make fire.

Glasses and bottles get raised in a general Loast.
ANGLE - TOP DOLLAR
As he strolls around to Skank's position.

TOP DOLLAR
Do you feel something in the air,
Skank? Do you feel a sense of
privilege?

ANGLE - SKANK AND TOQP DOLLAR

SKANK
Oh, I‘'m priveleged, mant! I'm a
worm on & fucking hook!

TOP DOLLAR
A worm. I agree. What are you
doing in that chair? That chair
is for T-Bird.

SKANK
But you just told me to --

TOP DOLLAR
{overrides)
You have no right to sit in chat
chair. 1It's disrespectful.
Stand up.

Wwhen Skank complies Top lifts a full pitcher of icewater and
DRENCHEES him,

SKANK

* - N - ] !

TOP DOLLAR
Rejdice. You've been baptized.

Everyoody laugns AGAIN.

The CROW zips in to land in the center of the table. Surprise.
Half the BCs instinctively draw weapons.

ERIC (0S8)
Great party. We're all laughing.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ANGLE - ERIC NEAR WINDOW

Having entered, walking now into the light, facing down many,
many guns.

ERIC (CON'T)
All I want 1s him.

Eric points to Skank. Top loocks at Skank as though he suddenly
has value.

TOP DOLLAR
You take him and breeze off into
the nignt, bad manners and all?
No. 1've been waiting to meet
you. We've all been waiting to
meer vou,

{Lc group)

Gentlemen, savy hello.

Grange CPENS FIREZ with his Calico. All the BCs and their
bodvguards follcw sust, DRAW DOWN and COMMENCE FIRING.

ANGLE - ERIC AND THE BADASS CRIMINALS

Eric’'s ZJoot LASHES OUT to KICK a pistol drawn on him by the
nearest Badass Criominal.

INSERT - THE PISTOL

Spinning in mid-a.r to land in Eric's waiting hand!

ANGLE - ERIC ANDT 230ASS CRIMINAL

Tric SHEOCTS the 3 through the forehead. BOOM!

ARIZICUS ANGLES - 2IG MOBY SHOOTOUT

Cr "Death Cleans House": Eric JUMPS onto table, firing as he
SPINS - Skank scrambles beneath the table - BCs and Bodyguards
drop like mosquitcs - Eric LANDS and tears his way through four
or five guys that attack him bodily, punching, kicking, taking
weapons from his adversaries and using them against them uncil
the knives are seated in flesh and the guns run dry.

CLOSE ANGLE - THE CRCOW

Observing from the center of the table. Myca springs up from
cover and GRABS the bird, which PECKS her hand before Grange
YANKS her out of the Ziring line.

{CONTINUED)

86
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CONTINUED: (2) _ 86
ON GRANGE - BACKING TOP AND MYCA TOWARD ANOTHER -OOR

Grange has one behind each arm, his body always turned toward
the gunfire. Top keeps straining to look back, seeing Eric
take nics like paint pellets without slowing dowr..

SHOOTOUT CONTINUES

BCs and Bodyguards suck big hits and DROP -~ the battle
progresses toward the display case, from which Eric GRABS a
sword and begins SWINGING - INSERT of machinegun flying through
air with the shooter's hands still attached, severed at the
forearm - Eric fights with sword in one hand, gun in the other,.

INT. C: H - NIGH 87

A full dance floor of thrashers and trendazoids. A bullet-~
riddled BC EXPLODES through one of the mirrored observation
windows overlooking the club and smacks the flcor. The
dancers REACT - some in fright, some in amusement, some in
approval. The BAND onstage HAMMERS ONWARD.

ANGLE - LOOKOUT WINDOW (SAME AS PREVIQUS SHOT) - TO CLUBBERS

As another wounded BC is FLUNG to crash-land amii the ¢lubbers,
who all begin tc come unhinged as glass and blood rains on
them. 1It's pot part of the show. Now the band gives it up and
retreats backstage. Stampede Time at Club Trash.

As the last terminated BC DROPS from his death-grasp. Eerie
lighting. A low fog of drifting gunsmoke. Top s GONE.
ERIC
Guess it's not a good night to be
a bad guy. Right, Skank?

Zric reaches down and DRAGS Skank from beneath the table.

SKANK
Don‘'t kill me don't kill me shit
gon't kill me -- ! (ETC.)

ANGLZ - THE ENTRANCE DOORWAY
Starts to CAVE IN as police BATTER it from the cucside.
ANGLE - ERIC AND SKANX FROM FAR END OF ROOM

Eric wrests Skank around. Uses him as a shield. Here come the
cops xright behind their door-ram. All guns target Eric.

(CONTINUED!
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CONTINUED: 87

LEAD COP
That's all she wrote, Bozo! Let
him go! Do it now!

SKANK
(¢o Eric)
Pleeceese don't kill me
ERIC
Think ©of a snappier comeback on
your way down.

Without a beat Eric PITCHES Skank right out the window! Skank
HOWLS 2ll the way down.

=X2. CLUR TRAGH - STRESY LEVEL - NIGHT 88

A backup POLICE CAR screaches INTO FRAME with its front end
bashed in, occupied by our pals MJ and SPEEG. Speeg holds a
protective hand over his coffee to keep it in the go-cup. He
hasn't lost a drop.

SPEEG
Thank you, god.

MJ
Oh shig --

MJ is looking UPWARD as Skank FALLS DIRECTLY TOWARD THE
CRUZISER.

ANGLE - SKANK HITS THE COP CaAR

Skank DESTROYS the flashbar, IMPLODING the front windshield,
Speeg gets DRENCHED again in fresh hot coffee.

SPEEG
OwwwwAHHH son of a BITCH!

ANGLE - SIDEWALK ACROSS THE STREET - ON ALBRECHT

Who sees it happen. Marvel and horror.

- ALBRECHT
Jesus Chrise...
SNT, 70D A0TIAR'S =N - NIOHT - RESUMIMQ_;_EIDER_ANQLE 89

~ust Zric, corpses, bhald light and drifting gunsmoke. The cops
SOVANCE into the rocom, nyper-aggressive.

(CONTINUED)
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ANGLE - ERIC ESCAPES

B8y KICKING OFF from the Massive conference table, rr:rpprya inzs
the air angd arcing cleanly tarough the window as the cers CEEN

FIRZ ang tear the roon CO praces.

SXT._CLus - AT _TRONT OF BUIIDING - N7 BT

Ficking up Eric's €scape dive. Bullets chasge him, Cops BELOW
immediately OPEN FIRE. Bullets spark off bricks and ironwork .

ANGLE - CLUB ROOFTOP - opn ERIC
naing - Eric is immediately
NAILED from above by g bllndlng Spotlighe thrown by a Police

helicoprer SIRECTLY overhead.

CROWVISION - Eric Tunning rooftop to rooftop, Vaulting heighrg
and spaces. Cops on the Street rush paraliel g track Erice,

As he_VEERS £2 dodge the inccming Sniper fira and runs au- 0%
Busodin tO Jump to.

FRCM THE HELICOPTER

As Erie <IVESs without locking back.

L8 HITS a Qumps;er. He RISES ag the Chopper Spetligne

ANGLE - ZRIC'sS RUNNING POV - END OF ALLEY

His 2scare ig Cut off by g POLICE car that Scresches in e
ZiZZTK nis path, lighrs flasnlng.

ANGLE - ErTC

He backpedals, Searching for an alternate €scape rzoute.

ANOTHER ANGLE - ERIC AND POLICE CAR

=S we may SEE Albrechr, Eric oCIves iIN. The car takes off.
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T, POLICE CaR - IGHT - SRAVETLING - ALSRECHET AND ERIC

Albrecht harried and frantic, buc in conzrol.
turns the car, glancing rearward for pursuit.
ALBRECHT
I figured YOu might need a ride,
Reep your heag down !

Zric CROUCHES low in the adjacent seét.

ALBRECHET (CON'T)
You cap off all the bad guys?

ERIC
I'm done.
ALBRECHT
(ruefully)

You and me botnh, Hey, man --
You're hit. A lor.

ERIC
It's only a flesh wound.

ALBRECHT
Yeah, only about fifty or Sixty
flesh wounds. ’

Eric sits up as the car gains distance. Grabs the evar

cigarette from Albrechr.

ERIC
You shouldn't smoke these.

fHe twistsg ang

-prasent

Sxic PITCHES the smoke out the open window. Albrecht
immediately fires up another Cigarette,
ALBRECHT

You sure I can‘t just take you co
:hersmergency ward?

ERIC
No,

ALBRECHT

How 'bout the norgue? How abour
we at least Stop and get nus a
shitload eof Band-Aids?

(bheat )
I was kinda hoping You'd decide
O stick arocund a pit. This
place needs you.

ERIC
Sheily needs Me.

— (CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: 9o

ALBRECHT
Well, ain't love grand.

ERIC
You shouldn‘'t be doing this at
all. You'll get trouble.

ALBRECHT
I got trouble up to my eyebrows
already. Can't sink much deeper.
Eric CLASPS Albrecht's hand, brotherly.
ERIC (CON'T)

fou‘re a good man. Look after
Elly. And don't mourn me.

The car is CUT OFF at an intersection by a POLICE UNIT which
RUNS the red light enroute to Club Trash, code three. Alhrecht
SWERVES and SLAMS the wheel.

ALBRECHT
Shig!

Albrecht looks. The door is open and Eric is gone.

ALBRECHT (CON'T)
2 knew you were gonna do that.

WNT, TOP'S LIMO - NIGHT - MYCA AND 0P 03

Grange DRIVES. TIGHT on a glass of ligquor in Top‘s hand as his
grip SHATTERS it in seething rage.

TOP DOLLAR
This whole fucking block should
be going up in flames by now!
The sky should be red!  wHY aAM I
BERE? !

fie HAMMERS the door panels, the armrest,

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
2 want to wash my hands in his
blood. I want to zip off his
head and make him watch while I
dismember him.

MYCa
Too dangercus. He's not a man.
He's not alive,

(CONTINUED)
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TOP DOLLAR

No, he’'s a real live dead Fury
come to click off my entire
existence like =z dicht and I wila
not permit ig.

{beat)
It was my destiny to meet him.
I am the recipient of
unanticipacted good fortune.

MYCA
You want his eyes.

TOP DOLLAR
i can have that ... ang I can
take all the power that is his.
I feel iz - my bloed. He's
supernatural but noc Superhuman.
If he has a weakness, I want to
hurt him.

MYCa
The crow is his familiar. 1
touched it. It is his link
between the realm of the living
and the land of the dead.

TOP DOLLAR
Then it can be used to trap him,
exterminate him, and aextract from
him what is mine by zight.
{beat)
Will I be strong? Can I take him
ol and win?

MYCA
Yes, I think he could be hurt, if
he poses a threatr :o you. VYes,

TOP DOLLAR
Nobody threatens me. Alive or
dead.

Myca gets in Top's face, close, intimate.

MYCa
Xgs. But you have to find him
again.

TOP DOLLAR

If his little vendetta ig
complete, there is only one place
on this earth lefs for him to go.
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G4
Exric marches along in plain view since everyone arcund him
seams toS ke in cestume. The wind whips his coat.
Hallowe'eners busclg_around him with trick-or-treat bags. The
crcw is perched on his shoulder. He crosses the street -2
EXT . oEMETERY - NIGHT G5
waiting for him. The church stesple looms.
EXT, CZMETERY - SHELLY'S CGRAVE - NIGHT 96

Elly lies sleeping against the gravestone. She erupts from her
doze. Eric is standing in front of her.

ELLY
You're gonna tell me I shouldn't
be hanging around the graveyard
in the middle of the aight,
righe?

Exic looks around the churchyarxd. Sad. Even forgiving.

ERIC
Safest place in the world to he.
ELLY
‘Cos evervhody's dead.
(beat)

Z knew you'd come here last.
When you said "home," I knew
vou'd ceme here.

ERIC
Zt’'s very late, Elly.

ELLY
You didn‘'t say goodbye.

Exic hunkers down closer to her..

ELLY (CON*T)
Do vou get to see her now?

ERIC
Very soon. In a better place, I
hope.

ELLY

And vou'rye never gonna come pack.

{CONTINUED)
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(2]}

ERIC
don't know if I can. For vou,
'd try real hard.

ke

ELLY
Promise?
_ ERIC
Promise.

Elly gives Eric a fierce hug. White makeup on her face when
she comes away.

ELLY
I gotta go sneak back into the
house.
She releases Zric's hand and backs off toward the gate. Beat.
Zxzc zurns from Zily co tha grave. Elly dutifully turns away,
hits her board and skates out of the cemetery.

ANGLE - CEMETERY (GATE - AS ELLY SKATES THROUGH

She keeps glancing back and is SNATCHED off her board by
GRANGE., who clamps his hand over her face.

INT. CHURZH - NIGH 97

The main sanctuary, all columns and pews. Grange lugs Elly in
frem a rear encrance. Myca, next to Top at the altar, toys
with.a gxow Isatier she captured during the Big Moby .

GRANGE
He's -ust standing out there now.

TCP DCLLAR
Waiting. For what?

MyZa snakes ner head - no idea.

TOP DOLLAR
Hello, Elly. I have a supercool
liztle Job for you. You get to
be niy ktaic. :
ELLY
You're a creep and he'll kick
your ass! Ch..d molescer!

TOP DOLLAR
(te Mycal
She's cute as a chocolate torrce.

1 CONTINUED!
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GRANGE
So we grab the bird?

MYCaA
The crow will precede him.

he runs the feather over her lips.

MYCA (CON‘T)
Every part is a whole. Simple
enough to ceollect the rest.

yca SETS FIRE to the feather and drops it inteo a communion
ish to burn. As it does:

TOP DOLLAR
Elly? I'm going o fuck up vour
friend so badly he'll wish he'd
been cremated.

Cp remands Elly to Myca, and motions to Grange to prepare.

&2 TEMEZERY - NICET - ON ERIC AT SHELLY'S GRAVE

e RNEELS, touches the stone. Ready and waiting.

ERIC
"My kitten walks on velvet feet

2 JERKS his handé back abruptly, as though the stone has BURNED
.M. Momencary gain. Already gone. That's queer,

ELLY (0S)

1S snaps him out of his reverie. WITH HIM as he turns and
es Zlly held captive by Myca up in the beil tower.

MYCa
when was the last time Yyou went
to church, Mr Draven?

ca guickly WRESTS Elly out of sight. Eric takes off ac a zrun
r the church entrance.

GH ANGLE - ERIC CROSSING CEMETERY
ulting over monuments as the crow flies ahead of him.
GLE - TOP OF CHURCH STEPS

a

vaits the Skui: Cowboy, who extends a hand. STOP.

(CONTINUED)
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SKULL COWBOY :
Quit screwing arcund. Your job

is done. The problems of the
living are not your concern.

TIGHT ON ERIC
Angered and ready to do battle. - in = ?

_ ERIC
This one is. Get out of my way.

STAIR ANGLE - ERIC AND SKULL COWBOY
Zric below. Cowboy superior. The storm builds around them,
SKULL COWBROY

¥ou risk everything. I teook that
risk and lost.

ERIC
That's your story.

The crow flies back to perch on the Cowboy's waiting arm.

SKULL COWBQY
You'll go alone. As a mortal.

Eric ADVANCES a step closer, steely eyed.

ERIC
i'm already alone.

SKULL COWROY
Then choose. And he damned.

T2 wind kicks up around them. The storm distills into a weird
SUST DEVIL that begins to CISASSEMBLE the Cowboy. The fire in
tne Cowboy's eve sockets extinguishes. His garmencs
disintegrate and blow around, rotten cerements falling apart in
mid-air.

T 99

FULL BACK through the iron bars to reveal ALBRECHT, watching
ZXi¢ trying to grapple with a typhecon of dust and debris.
~a2aves from the turmoil blow against him. bt sess onl

Zzxic. not the Skuil Cowhav.
ALBRECHT
Dann .
(CONTINUED)



/4,93 _ 88.

CCNTINUED:
CLOSER ON SKULL COWBOY

10)
\0

Anclent bones crumbling and blowing away.

YT EURCH STTPS - NICGHT ~C0
ANGLE - ERIC ON STEPS

Bulling against the force of the supernatural storm, he STRIXES
at what is left of his mysterious, smartass mentor.

CLOSE-UP - ERIC'S HAND

Reaching to where the Cowboy's heart would have been. Grabbhing
only ancient dust.

RESUMING ERIC ON STEPS - INCLUDE CHURCH DOORS

He has a micro-beat to register the corruption in his palm
beicre it, too, evaporates. The church doors BLOW OPEN.

101
RESUMING ALBRECHT
it begins to RAIN. Albrecht glances skyward.
ALBRECHT ‘
Give it a rest, huh?
INT. CHURCE - NIGHMT - AS FRIC SNTERS 102

The high breeze blows in behind him, stirring dust in che
abandeoned Gotnic dark. Hollow cathedral ECHOES.

LONG SHCT - ERIC APPROACHES THE ALTAR
Leery of potential danger f£rom a thousand dark corners.
CROSSHAIR POV - ERIC

Blurxring, thefi focusing in nightscope GREEN.

T

ANGLE - GRANGE IN THE PULPIT SHELL

Targeting Eric with a laser-sighted sniper's zifle cthen T-_TINC
JP Zc target the crow in flight and SQUEEZING OFF two silenced
sSnots.

CROWVISION - A humungcus incoming BULLET, spinning in SLO-MO,
D&iateqd Ry the sighting BEAMS.

+CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ANGLE - EZRIC HALFWAY DOWN THE AISLE

Surprised at the vision, he DUCKS the bulletr meant for -he
Crow.

ANGLE - CROW AND STAINED GLASS WINDOW

AS the birxd VEERS and the first shot blows a hole in some
pastoral religicus representation. TINKLE of glass.

ANGLE - RESUMING ERIC
Lookirng around for the crow.

ERIC
You're still here.

CLISZ-UF - THE CROW

As the red laser light of the sight NAILS him and the Bullet
that follows perforates a WING in a dark blurt of feathers.

ANGLE - RESUMING ERIC
He grabs his shoulder in sympathetic PAIN and spins.
ANGLZ -~ GRANGE IN GALLERY

Victorious, dipping down and rising with a BULLPUP SHOTGUN with
an overs.ung TORCH that cuts a hard white light beam.

GRANGE
-ncoming!

nge spaces out nis shots, CHASING Eric with explosive
GES Zrom the bullpup.

=3
U
£
r%l.

ANGLE - CCNFESSIONAL

As Top Dollar bursts out with a pistol in each hand, FIRING
madly at Eric, following Grange's light. Top's ensemble
includes a twin shoulder holster rig with clips. One of his
prized SWORDS is strapped across his back.

TOP DOLLAR
Happy anniversary, fuckhead!
GENERAL ANGLE - INTERCUTS - THE SANCTUARY

As Top and Grange catch Eric in a vicicus crossfire. Eric
ZIVES madly f£rom pew to pew, twisting and dodging slugs as ~he
Juniire rips the inter:icr of the church te matchwood.
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X2, CHURCH / CEMETTRY - NIGHT - ON ALDRECET 103

He SE=2S8 the flashes of gunfire and breaks stuff out of che
txunk of his nearky COP CAR in a big hurxy.

ALBRECHT
Oh, geoddammit to hell!

104

Exric DOWN near the altar. Top ADVANCES, dropping and changing
magazines in both pistols, enjoving this.

TOP DOLLAR
Everybody's heard about the bird

{te Grange)
Is it down?
GRANGE
I see it.
TOP DOLLAR

Blow it away.
Top SPOTS Eric and holsters one of his shooting irons.
TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)

Hi. Me again. Sorzry we didn't
get a chance to chat earlier.

BOOM! He puts Eric down with a shot to the upper right chest.

TOP DOLLAR {(CON'T)
S0 you're the avenger. Killing

-

the killars.
de HOLSTERS his cther gun and KICKS Eric in the face.

- TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
You should mind your own

business.

{STRIKES)
\f T ~ o
m?z_#_m?gg%ng?haxegﬁgﬁﬁﬁgrnghgl

" (STRIKES again)

But hey -- it's ckay.
{STRIKES)

i appreciate your abilities as
few mortals can. That's why I
desire them. You intended to
finish this evening in the
cemetery -~ I am here to help vou
on vour way.

{COCNTINUED)
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Top grabs Eric by the hair and locks him up in a strangiehold,
waxing lyrically sadistic. Eric's injuries are BLEEDTNG.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
For a ghost, looks like you bleed
Jjust £ine.
ANGLZ - NEAR STAINED GLASS WINDOW

Grange arrives with his Calico, sees the crow FLUTTERING on the
floor near a large rack of dead votive candles.

108

catting through the dust, edging up on the doors, and
SVERHEARING Grange inside,

106
ANGLE ~ GRANGE AND CROW
Grange STOMPS on its wing and readies to blast ir.

GRANGE
Bye-bve birdie.

RACK to Albrecht at the entrance as he FIRES A FLARE PISTOL,
blinding Grange as the flare SIZZLES INTO FRAME.

ANGLE - GRANGE AND THE VOTIVE RACK BEHIND HIM

The flare EMBEDS in the wall, showering phosphor frags. He
WNLpES the sniper's rifle up to bear on Albrecht.

ANGLE - ALSRECHT AND GRANGE

Albrecht cross-draws his pistcol and EMPTIES it into Grange.
3uli.ets SPIT through him and PUNCH him backward into the candle
rack. Several of the candles have been IGNITED by sparks from
the {lare, which patter down on Grange.

L ALBRECHT
Bye-bye.

ANGLE - THE CROW FLIES FREE

TLaPPING past Albrecht close enough to make him DUCK. Albrecht
TCRNS and fires a flarxe int> the sanctuary.

(CONTINUED)
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ANGLE - TOP DOLLAR AND ERIC

Top has drawn his sword and is about to make Eric buy the coup
de ville when Grange's neoisy termination plus the INCOMING
FLARE tuzn his head.

CROWVISION - Swooping down directly at Top Dollar and Eric as
the flare EMBEDS in the pulpit shell.

ANGLE - RESUMING TOP DOLLAR AND ERIC

Eerily LIT by the flare as the crew lights on Top's face and
CLAWS QUT ONE OF HIS EYES in a welter of blood. Top SCREAMS
and is propelled backward over a pew. FEric SLUMPS. Clutching
his face, Top hightails it for the bell tower, FIRING back into
the church until his gun empties. The shots travel wild;
Albrecht takes cover.

ANGLE - ALBRECHT AND GRANGE

Albrecht reaches out to appropriate Grange's Calico. TRACK
WITH HIM through the disaster area of the sanctuary as he £inds
Eric and helps him to his feet. The flare SIZZLES.

ALBRECHT
~ came to pay my respects. You
sorta looked like you might need

& hand.

ERIC
Not your place ... not your
Zight.

ALBRECHET

cu’re welccme. You're messed up
bad, my £friend.

ERIC
They've taken Zlly.

Albrecht instantly goes on guard with the Calico.

ALBRECHT
How many?

ERIC
Twoe .

ALBRECHET

Then let's go.
Together they move Ior the doorway to the bell tower.

{CONTINUED)
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ERIC
I don't want you here.
ALBRECHT

The hell you say. This isn't
just about you any more, you
selfish sonofabitch.

<NT. BEIL _TOWER STERPS - NIGHT 107
A vast stone spiral staircase with a thick bellrope decending

down the center. Topside, Myca wraps Top's bloodied eye-hole

with her scarf. Top YANKS Elly savagely away from Myca. GRARS
Myca's face close for a damned-near-passionate RISS which

~eaves blood on her face. Gives her his remaining gqun.

TOP DOLLAR
Do what you can.

Myca looks DOWN the spiral 0S as --
ANGLE - BOTTOM OF STAIRCASE ~ ERIC AND ALBRECHT
ENTER cautiously, Albrecht covering the shadowy space above.
ALBRECHT
You‘re bhleeding like hell. You
sure you can make ir?

It's an effort, but Erxic LOPES up the steps two at a time,
guickly leaving Albrecht behind at the bottom.

ALBRECHT (CON'T)
Smartass.

ANGLE - MOVING WITH ERIC UP THE STEPS
The crow spirals up through the steep void.
ANGLE - MYCA IN BELL TOWER
Seeing the bizd and backing into the shadows as Exic ascends.
‘ANGLE - ALBRECHT ON STAIRS
Pledding upward, pausing to light a cigarette.
ALBRECHT
I ain‘'t cut out for this

superhezro shit.

{CONTINUED)
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ANGLE - RESUMING ERIC ON THE STEPS

He reaches the top and explores the recesses of the antechamber
jusct below the bell. Continues UP. Below him, we see Myes
peek out. She AIMS at Eric's back and is distracted by the
socund of Albrecht bringing up the rear.

ANGLE - ANTECHAMBER - PICKING UP ALBRECHT

Who looks ahead as Mvca steps out into his path. They both
DRAW on each other simultaneously. He moves forward, she moves
back along the L-shaped walkway.

MYCa
I can't abide by a man who
abducts children. All I want is
to leave here.

ALBRECHT
You'd best be on your way, then.

They stay gun-to-gun as she crosses, to the stairs.

| MYCA
fiow do I know you won't shoot?

ALBRECHT
How do I know vyou won't shoot
back?

Myca tilts her gun up, off Albrecht.

MYCA
Shoot if you will.

Albrecht zelaxes.

MYCA (CON'T)
They're on the roof. Use
caution.

Albrecht glances toward the rcof. Myca FIRES, backing toward
the steps. Albrecht responds with the Calico. Myca's throat
is chopped apart. She pirouettes on the stairs, still firing.
Albrecht takes slugs in the leg, the arm, the chest. He
REBOUNDS Zzrom the wall and FALLS out into space!

UP ANCLE - THE STAIRWAY

Albrecht GRABS THE BELLROPE, swinging as Myca ROLLS down the
steps, thud-thud-thud, her SCARF wisps down the void.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: {2) 107
TIGHTER ANGLE - ALBRECHT

His blocd greasing the rope. He SLIDES down. STOPS. Slides
more. Blood drops anticipate his fall.

EXT, CHURCH ROOF - NIGHT 108
CLOSE-UP: A rooftop gargoyle pukes rainwater. CRANE UP TO

Eric, emerging from the bell tower. Lightning STRIKES a

LIGHTNING ROD that crowns the front of the church BG, to

illuminate Top Dollar and Elly, backing away .

ERIC
It's me you want. Not her.

Eric moves TOWARD Top along the narrcw peak of the roof.
CLOSER ANGLE - TOP DOLLAR

Smiling. One eye gone.

TOP DOLLAR
Mister Predictable.
ELLY
Leqme go, you pervert!
TO? DOLLAR

Okay.

Top SHOVES Elly, who SLIDES/ROLLS down the steep roof slope,
and CHARGES at the oncoming Eric, drawing the sword from the
scabbard on his back.

ELLY'S FALL - INTERCUTS
As Top SWINGS the sword and Eric FLIPS over Top's head to land
behind him. Eric glances at Elly. Top TURNS and charges
again. Eric falcers, regains his footing by GRABRBING the
lightning rod. SIZZLE of flesh as Eric‘'s hands get scorched.
Eric RIPS the rod from its mount and PIVOTS to PARRY Top's next
STRIRE. SPARKS of metal clashing. Eric BHURLS the rod like a
lance to PIN Elly's hood to the roof before she plumrmets.

ON TOP DOLLAR AND ERIC

Elly SCREAMS (0S) as Top charges and RUNS ERIC THROUGH with the
sword. Top WITHDRAWS. Touche!

ON ERIC'S FALL DOWN THE ROOF SLOPE
fe CRASHLANDS onto the lower roof.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:
ANGLE - ELLY WITHIN SIGHT OF ERIC

Elly FREES herself of the lightning rod and DROPS to a safer
position atop a flying buttress, near a gargoyle.,

ANGLE - TOP DOLLAR ON PEAK OF ROOF

SLIDING down victorious to STRADDLE Eric. He WHANGS the blade

1n next to Eric's face.

TOP DOLLAR
I want you to go back to Hell
knowing that vou had yvour chance
at me -~- and you blew itg!

ANGLE - ERIC

ihe blade seated alongside his bleeding ear, a hank of his haiz
Sirmly IMPALEDR to the roof.

TOP DOLLAR {08)
But first I'm going to hear you
scream.

Tor SQUATS down on Exic's chgst.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
Scream the way Shelly screamed.
That dumb muffin was a pain in my
ass! ' That building was purged on
my order! T-Bird and his boys
gidn‘'t kKill you -- I killed vou!
SORR-EEEE! Nothing goes down
nere unless I make it happen!

Zric is hurting to the max, about to chomp the big one. Top
draws the ceremonial DAGGER and GRAZES Eric's lower eyelid,
then reverses it for a killing thrust.

TOP DOLLAR (CON'T)
Time for a sacrifice.

Eric feebly gets a hand up as Top LUNGES with the dagger.

CLCSE UP - THE DAGGER PIERCES ERIC'S HAND

Quch! Eric SLIDES his hand the length of the blade ... to
CLOSE AROUND Top's knife hand firmly, twisting ic!
ERIC

You talk too much.

RISES, catching Top's face in the clawlike grip of his
hand, strong. Top struggles. No gooad,

thd)

N
iD )*
b n

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) 108
FLASH:
(MORE)
ANGLE - TOP IN ERIC'S GRASP

Arching, seizing up in pain.

ERIC (CON'T)
All of her pain, Top. Thirty
hours of pain you caused. 2all at
once ...

Eric bores in. Top SCREAMS. Blood courses from his nose and
ears.

ERIC (CON'T)
all for you.

FLASH CONTINUES: Rapidfire - overload - a jagoed. compound
ol and ] awes 1 '

l_sunken - Her scoraped-raw hand
2. : =

{(FLASH ENDS).
RESUME ERIC AND TOP DOLLAR

Top SAGS, terror fixing his wide-staring eyes. Eric lets go.
Top does a laundry-bag zroll down the rcef and is IMPALED on a
gargoyle.

ERIC
I didn't think you could handle
iz, either.

CLOSE ON THE GARGOYLE

As the rainwater it vomits turns reg.

I EI = NIG 109

A HIGH ANGLE view of Albrecht, lying small and still at the
very bottom.

ANGLE - ERIC AND ELLY

Begin to make their way down the stairs, Elly helping Eric
crutch slowly from step to step.

ELLY
Will you get better if you get

back?
(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED:

[ B d
o
O

ERIC
{weak)
I don't know.

ELLY
See Shelly?

ERIC
I don't know. I think I broke
the rules.

ELLY
I think you did great.

AT THE BASE OF THE STEPS

Albrecht much larger in frame. Elly has tears on her faca.
She takes a closer look at Albrecht.

EBLLY
He's breathing!

Albrecht's eyes flicker open as Eric and Elly crouch near.

ALBRECHT (0S)
Medic ... goddammit ...

ELLY
Are you alive?

ALBRECHT
I slid all the way down that
goddamned rope. I hate churches.
I'll be dead scon if somebody
don't do something. Ged, I need
a cigarette.

Eric LIGHETS ONE for Albrecht. Puts it between his lips.
ALBRECHT (CON'T)
You shouldn‘'t smoke those.
Thanks. You two okay? Is
everybody else dead?
Eric indicates the SIRENS we can hear 0S. To Elly:

ERIC
Help them to f£ind him.

Elly and Albrecht lock UP OS as we HEAR the helicopter pass
overhead. No Eric.

ALBRECET
He does that all che time.

{CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED: (2) ' 109

Elly looks around - Eric is nowhere to be seen.

S HELLY' ~_NIGHT 110
Eric crawls to SLUMP against the stone. It has STOPPED

raining. His outstretched hand reaches toward the £lower near
the grave and:

A SERIES OF QUICK FLASHES: Some we bave seen. some not. all
: TR : ot han ] :
(FLASH ENDS)

TIGHT ON ERIC IN THE REAL WORLD

almost dead. Then Shelly leans in and kisses him. Exic looks
up at hezr. Wind and leaves start to stir.

ANGLE - WITH ELLY FROM CHURCH TO GRAVE

Elly DASHES toward the graves and into a surreal little dust -
devil of leaves. No Eric. The phenomenon dies out, leaving
her with only the flower and Eric's undisturbed grave.
Flashbars light her from a distance, harshly lighting the
cemetery. The helicopter SPOTLIGHT passes by.

ANGLE - ELLY HOLDING THE ROSE

Looking up to see the crow perched in the tree, as in the
beginning. Keeping an eye on her.

CLOSE-UP - THE CROW

Has SHELLY'S RING in its beak. It DROPS :t.

ANGLE - ELLY AND THE CROW

As Elly CATCHES the ring and inspects it. Realizes.

ELT. FRONT OF CHURCH - LATER 111

Cops and paramedics scurry around. Albrecht is stretchered out
past TORRES.

ALBRECHT
One of my so-called street demons
wztg a funny name is stuck on the
zoof.

TORRES
Whar?

{CONTINUED}
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CONTINUED:
ALBRECHT _
It's vital to your investigation,
Detective.
{laughs)

Have a nice day.
Albrecht POINTS toward the graveyard as he is ambulanced.
LONG SHOT - TORRES, PAST GRAVES
As he locks TOWARD CAMERA and hurries over.

TORRES
Hey, kid! FORR

ANGLE - ELLY AT GRAVESITE
As TORRES catches up to her.
TORRES
You okay? You see what happened?
What are you doing out here in
the zrain?

Elly turns her attention from the ring to Torres. Looks up .
Then locoks at the crow.

ELLY
It's not raining. It can't xain
all the time.

Torres follows her gaze to the crow. PUSH IN ON THE CROW until
we are ZOOMING RIGHT BACK INTO THE DEPTHS OF ITS EYE.

FADE TO DEAD BLACK. THBE

111



