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FADE IN:
1l EXT: HOTEL - TRUCKING = NIGOT 1

2 light rain hints of winter. The hour is around 5 p.m.,
and traffic is brisk. BERUNO hurries up the avenue. He
is 30. His hair is cut not by a karber but by a hair-
stylist-to~man, and he wears a double-brezated blazer
and wide necktie under an Itzlian raincoat. In ﬂis left
hand he carriecs a black leather bag of the sort often
used by doctors. '

2 WIDER ANGLE : 2

The Hotel Cecmmodora in midtown Manhattan is a large,
cormmarcial hotel. A liveried Doorman shepherds a couple
to a taxl und=sr an enoarmous umbrella. Behind, Bruno
enters the hotel with an assurance born of familiarity.

24 INT: LOBEY -~ BRUNO CROSS5ES ILOBEY TO ELEVATORS 24
2B INT: ELEVATOR BANK ~ BRUNO ENTERS ELEVATOR ‘ 2B
2C . INT: HOTEL CORRIDOR - BRUNO COES TO ROOM - . 2C

FNOCKS ON DOOR ARD ENTERS
3 INT: MAX KALISH'S HOTEL SUITE -~ CLOSE -~ NIGHT 3

On the black bag, cpzn on the top of a steel office
desk. Loosely stacked money beside it. Tens,
twenties, fifties. Sceverzl hundreds. Brune's

hand dips into the kbag and takes out more bills.

BRUNO'S VOICE (0.S5.)
Eleven hundred and fifty, Mister
Kalish. All accounted for ...

4 ANGLE ON MAX 4

At 60, he is pink and sleek. Impeccably tailored. &
man whose mouth laugiis easily znd his eyes never. Soft
spoken. He checks his watch, steps to a closet by the
door, takes out a dark, gabardine topcoat.

The ANGLE WIDENS. The suite is used as an office.
Conventional hotel furnishings augmented by the desk.
On the desk, an old style adding machine and a pair
of telephones. Bruno smiles as he deftly stacks the
bills. "

BRUNO
(showing typed list)
Here's the check list ...

Max gets into his coat. Bruno MOVES IN, the closged
bag in one hand, the money in the other. He hands
the bills to Max, wrapped in the check list. -
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Max smiles with his mouth and pats Bruno on the cheek.

MAX
Good boy. Anybedy complain ...?

BRITNC
O'Brian, as usual. And Holland.
But I told them to try doing
business with the banks and see
how much syvmpathy they'd get —=-
not to mention the I.R.S.!

MAX
That's right ...

Max turns to an open attache case on a chair. Other
stacks of.meoney in it, some bound by rubber bands,
mozt with slips of paper attached to them. Max adds
Bruno's monaey to the others, clozes and latches the
case, picks it un, opens the door and lets Bruno out
first, checks the room, then switches off the light
and foliows.

cutT TO:
EXT+: THE HOTEL - NIGHT
Max and Bruno come through the revolving door. Bruno
exits with a wave. Max waits as the doorman hurries
forward and signals urgently.
ANOTHER ANGLE
from the

3
head to the
»ill as Max

A Lincoln stands by a hydrant a dozen yard
door. Its headlights come on. It pulls 2
doorman who opens the front doox, palms a
gets in beside the driver.

MAX

(to driver)
The house, Bobby ...

BOBBY the driver, a large fleshy man with vacant eyes
nods, as the door is closed. He drives away.

WESTSIDE HIGHWAY TO RIVERDALE

CUT TO:
EXT: MAX KALISH'S RESIDENCE - RIVERDALE - NIGHT
MO0 and BO are parked acress the street from the
detached nouveau riche house of Kalish in Riverdale.

Moon is hard and lithe, Bo hulking, fair, with steel
rimmed glasses. Both watch alertly.

oA
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ANGLE ON STREET g

Max Ralish's Lincoln approaches and pulls up by his
house, Max gets out, Pools of shadow alternate with
pools of light from the overhead street lamps.

ANGLE FROM BEHIND MOON AND BO 9

They exchange a glance, Bo starts to open his door,
but Moon, plainly the leader of the two, keeps his
eyes on the Linceln in the b.g. and indicates caution,
Max has paused to lean down and have a word through
the window with Bobby,

ANGLE ON STREET ‘ 10

Max finishes his instructions, turns and goes up the
drive to his house, as Bobby guns the Lincoln and
drives ocut. Max does not have the attache case with
him, In b.g., Moon and Bo come out of their car,
guietly, and walk calmly towards tlie Kalish house.

MOVING SHOT - MOON AND BO 11

They cross the street, Moon shows just a hint of
anxiety.

EXT: FRONT DOOR = KALISH RESIDENCE - RIVERDALE = 12
NIGHT

As Max opens his front door, his wife SARA greets him
-- a rounded fleshy, still attractive version of a
once guite stunning creature,

SARA
Hi Honey. The usual .., ?

MAX
(kissing her cheek)
Make it a big one tonight,

He steps inside the house, closing the front door.
NEW ANGLE - FEATURING MOON

Moon and Bo approach the front door. Bo pushes its
bell, Chimes are heard inside, Moon's eyes are

alert, covering everything, every possible contingency.
Kalish opens the door, The hall behind him is circular,
with a bedroom balcony at its back.

BO
Mr. Kalish ... 7
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ANGLE ON THE FRONT DOOR 14

Kalish looks out at them with mild interest, His wife
can be seen standing in the hall behind.

WIDE ANGLE : 15

Bo pulls aside his dark raincoat to draw a thinL gold
chain from his pants pocket. At the end of the chain
is a leather case. Bo flips it open to show a shield.,

BO
Police.
ANGLE FAVORING MAX 16
He affects disgust.
MAX

Come on boys., NoOw? ...
FAVORING MQOON AND BO 15A
They shrugg noncommittedly,
ANGLE ON MAX l6B
He resigns himself as he turns to face the hall,

MAX
(to wife)
Call Goldfarb ... Tell him to
get on this right away ...
CuT TO:

INT: CAR = MOVING - NIGHT 17

Bo drives. Max in back with Moon, Max looks out
the window in sullen silence.

ANGLE OUT THE WINDOW 18

The wet city streets with their burden of taxis slide
past.

ANGLE ON MAX 19

He has been through this before, his manner reveals
mild irritation but no alarm,

MAX
What's so important it can't
wait till tomorrow?
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ANGLE ON MOON 20
Stoic,

ANGLE ON BO ' : 21
The same.

SERIES OF SHOTS 22

THROUGH the windsheild and run-bys. The city thins
out,

INT: CAR 23

Max leans forward now. Tense, The pattern is no
longer familiar.,

MAX
Where the f., .! Who the hell
wants me up here?!

MOON
Be cool.

CUT TO:
EXT: STREET IN NCRTH BRONX - NIGHT 24

The car's headlights approach. In f.g., an isolated
construction site, A plank is against the curb. The
car turns suddenly, mounts the curb over the plank,
lurches intc the darkness of the site,

EXT: THE CONSTRUCTION SITE ~ NIGHT 25

Cleared, Puddled with rainwater. The car SLAMS to a
stop, and Bo is out at the same instant and swinging
open the car door, Max and Moon are lost in the dark
interior, but we HEAR them,

MOON'S VOICE (0.5.)
Get out.

MAX'S VOICE (0.5.)
What's this? Where are we?

ANGLE FROM IN THE CAR 26

The dim shapes of Moon and Max in f.g., leap into
sharp relief as through the open door the headlights
of a car come on, aimed directly at camera., Max is
highly agitated.
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CONTINUED 26

MAX
Jesus Christ! What the hell
is this?!
i
He tries to hang back, terror leaping into his eyes,
as Bo reaches in and pulls him out of the car. |

ANGLE ON MAX 27

Blinded by the light, wild with his fear, Max is led
by Bo toward the other car. Moon is a step behind
them. Max tries without much success to resist being

led,

MAX
{to Bo == pleading)
Come on, will you? What do you ...

CLOSE ON MOON 28
as he steps in front of Max.

MAX'S VOICE (0.5.)
I'm telling you ... will you for
chrissakes listen! ... you're
making a ...

The words are cut off as, with explosive guickness,
Moon smashes a fist to Max's face. The SCREEN GOES
BLACK. The SOUND of car engines starting, gunning.

CUT TO:
EXT: ANTIQUE SHOP AREA -~ DAY ‘ 29

Sounds of a busy city accompany hUDDY as he seemingly
windowshops along the main street of a good East Side
neighbourhood offering guality merchandise.

A trim, elegant, near-dandified figure, BUDDY fits
into his surroundings perfectly as he continues to
watch a smart antique shop across the street from him
whose sign, in gilt letters, reads: PARTEN & PARTEN,

Using the shop windows as mirrors occasionally, Buddy
moves slowly, ostensibly browsing, a man of leisure
filling time, Only a close observation would reveal
the intensity of temperment and energy in the sharply
angular face, and dark, watchful eyes keneath the well
well-dressed veneer. He checks his watch regularly.

BUDDY stands before a window, turns casually, and
covertly observes THE COURIER crossing the street
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CONTINUED 29

towards PARTEN & PARTEN, carrying a well-wrapped
package, the size of a shoce-bhox under one arm.

BUDDY immediately parallels THE COURIER's progress,
taking care not to appear hurried, though covermng

the distance in long strides.

|

As he begins to do so, he nods at a large delivEry
truck carrying bottled water which stands opposite

him on the corner of a side street nearby. It immedi-
ately trundles into a parking space Lefore the antigue

ShOP .

BUDDY and THE COURIER reach the far sidewalk simul-
taneously and move towards PARTEN & PARTEN as though
from the base points of a triangle.

In passing the truck, BUDDY exchanges almost imper-
ceptible nods with the driver and his mate == BARILLI,
an ex-Green Beret with hard eyes in a flat granite
face, and MINGO, a black tank on a huge chassis,

BUDDY pauses by the window of the antique shop, letting
THE COURIER enter first,

Pretending to check the shop's sign, BUDDY lcoks
higher and checks that ANSEL is busily enacting a

telephone lineman at work on the adjacent roof,

The two men exchange a look that could only be con-
strued as faint curiosity by any observer,

As BUDDY disappears inside, ANSEL moves from the
telephone pole with swift =ase onto the low roof of
PARTEN & PARTEN, heading for its rear.

At the same time, MINGO climbs lazily from the
truck and begins heaving down a damp, heavy bottle
full of water, BARILLI climbs out too, and leans
against a fender, smoking, his eyes hooded but
observing everything.

INT: ANTIQUE SHOP = DAY 30

BUDDY browses through the shelves and floor displays
of furniture, china and porcelain, always keeping
within distance of THE COURIER, who is waiting for
HENRY PARTEN to finish with an INDECISIVE CUSTOMER,

From a small workroom=office at the far end of the
showroom, MICKEY PARTEN, the older of the two partners,
escorts a HAPPY MATRON clutching her purchase, out of
the shop.
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MICKEY PARTEN
(to HAPPY MATRON;
unctuously)
Have a good day, nNOow ... 1
|
Closing the front door, he turns to the waiting'
COURIER and indicates he should go to the rear with
the package. THE COURIER does so.

MICKEY PARTEN
(to BUDDY; smoothly)
Be with vou in a moment sir ...

BUDDY
Take your time ...

With a nod of thanks, MICKEY PARTEN crosses to the
rear, drawing a curtain behind him there, cutting off
the workroom=office, At forty years of age, he is
too old for the mod figure he tries to cut. '

EXT: ROOF ANTIQUE SHOF - DAY 31

ANSEL kneels by the skylight at the rear of the shop,
looking down intoc the workroom-office, unseen, as

MICKEY PARTEN takes the package from THE COURIER and
begins opening it on an old-fashioned roll-top desk.

Lying beside ANSEL's hard hat is his belt of heavy
lineman's tools ...

INT: ANTIQUE SHOP -~ DAY 32

BUDDY and HENRY PARTEN, now alone, stand before an
ornately framed mirror,

BUDDY
What are you asking for this ... ?
(indicating mirror)

HENRY PARTEN
That one is ...

He checks a price list on the back of the mirror.

As he does so, MINGO enters, a water bottle resting
on one broad shoulder. HENRY PARTEN gives him a bare
glance -=- water carriers can wait.

HENRY PARTEN
three hundred and thirty dollars.,

L

BUDDY draws down the corners of his mouth.
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BUDDY
Too steep for what I need ...

He moves over to a large and grotesgue lamp.

HENRY PARTEN
(chuckling warmly)
Oh ho ... you've gone to one of
my favourites,

He is in his middle thirties, fashionably grcomed,
affecting almost a gigolo appearance which so delights
his aging female customers.

MINGO
{impatiently)
Hey man, where's the cooler ... ?

HENRY PARTEN gives him a look of distaste.

HENRY PARTEN
There .e.

He indicates a charming, old-fashioned cooler halfway
along a wall of the showroom, obviously for the con-
venience of the customers. It's bottle is emptv.

As MINGO nears the two men, BUDDY drops a glove, In
picking it up, he jolts into the passing MINGO,
apparently accidently,

Feigning a struggle to keep upright, MINGO stumbles
into a shelf, smashing a vase to the floor.

HENRY PARTEN
(to MINGO)
You idiot!

ANGLE ON MICHEY PARTEN a3

As he anxiousliy appears around the drawn curtain of
the office.

HENRY PARTEN assures his brother with a gesture, who
disappears behind the curtain again,

NEW ANGLE 34

BUDDY, MINGO and HENRY PARTEN lock down at the
shattered vase, PARTEN is incredulous,
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HENRY PARTEN
Look what you didl

MINGO
Take it easy, man, !

HEMRY PARTEN
Take it e ... You're going to
pay for that! And I'm going to
have you fired! What's your name?

Mingo rumbles a laugh,

MINGO
You soundin' me, man? Shee-it,
He done it,
(indicating to Buddy)

BUDDY
{outraged)
Me? You stupid jig! Learn how
to walk ,.. !

MINGO
(to Buddy -- anused)
You fuckin® faggots got more
ball than brains, I swear,

HENRY PARTEN
(to Mingo)
Are you drunk?
(to Buddy)
He's drunk!

Buddy is paving no attention. Instead, he shows mock
rage as he shoves Parten aside to confront Mingo,
Parten lurches into a tall, iron candle holder,
toppling it into a glass showcase,

BUDDY
You son of a bitch! I'll beat
the shit out of voul

Their confrontation, in size alone is laughable., Even
Parten looks anxious for Buddy.

Mingo steps back in the face of Buddy's charge, and
the water bottle wipes out a covey of porcelain birds.

HENRY PARTEN
(aghast)
Stop it! Get out of here!
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EXT: ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY -35

Barilli stands by the truck., The SCGUNDS of the fake
altercation are plainly heard, One or two passersby
stop to look in or hurry past., Barilli winces with
mock-pain, rubs his forshead, stays right where he

is, looking directly up the street at an inters#ction.

INT: WORKROOM-OFFICE = ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY ‘ 36

As the almost comic¢ fighting and shoving continues to

demolish more of the antiques, Mickey Parten checks on
the fracas once more, then darts back behind the cur-

tain and confronts the Courier.

MICKEY PARTEN
(to the Courier)
Get the hell out of here ... !

The Courier needs no persuasion and hurries into the
showroom. Mickey Parten takes the unwrapped package
from the roll=-top desk and locks it inside an enormous
glass=fronted bookcase standing by the wall. As an
added precaution, he covers it with a dust sheet. The
SOUNDS of shouts and destruction 0.S. as he heads
towards the showroom,

INT: THE ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY 37

Several pieces of furniture have been overturned and
lots of crockery smashed, most of it by Henry Parten
as he swings a leaded walking cane viciously at Mingo,
barely missing him and smashing a lamp. Mingo isn't
eager to use his strength, remaining content to make
sure he has room to maneuver and create more damage as
he keeps his eyes on Henry. This time when the cane
is swung, Mingo thrusts the water bottle out, letting
it absorb the force of the cane. Bottle and cane
shatter simultaneously, drenching Mingo and Henry
Parten., Buddy is merely an amused watcher now, out
of breath. Mickey Parten tries to intervene but only
gets further involved between his brother and Mingo

in the melee of smashing and destruction.

MICKEY PARTEN
(frantically)
Stop it! Stop it!

EXT: THE ANTIQUE SHOP - DAY 38

Roof light flashing, a police radio car slams to a
stop in front of the shop. A handful of passersby
have gathered to gape in at the battle, First out
of the car is HANES. He wears the gold bars of a
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lieutenant and an expression of acid distaste. Three
patrolmen follow him through the knot of onlookers
towards the shop.

|
|
i

INT: THE ANTIQUE SHOP = DAY 39

The fight is over. Uithout his weapon, Henry Parten
lets his rage cool., Still acting affronted, Buddy
straightens his cuffs and necktie as he surveys the
carnage. Mingo tosses the short neck of the bottle
aside, flecks water off his clothes aggrievedly,
Hanes and his troops ENTER.

HANES
Ckay, let's everybody just hold
it right where you are, What's
going on?

HENRY PARTEN
(indicating Mingo)
He came in here drunk and attacked
me!l

Mickey Parten hurries forward from the back.

MICKEY PARTEN
That's right! That's right!
I saw itl
Buddy shows no interest at all in the proceedings,
standing apart and giving his attention to dusting off
his clothes.

MINGO
{with disdain) .
Shee-it. Ain't no way I attacked
him and he still standing up.

HENRY PARTEN
L.ook what he did! I want him
arrested!

MINGO
Me? How about him?
{indicating Henry Parten)

The SOUND of a tremendous crash and shattering of
glass from the back room 0.S5S. Arguement stops as all
turn, startled, to stare at the curtained partition.
The SCOUND of footsteps over broken glass. Then the
curtain is pushed roughly aside, and Ansel COMES QUT
of the back room. The look of satisfaction on his
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CONTINUED 39

face is underlined by the merest hint of a smile. He
carries the unwrapped package, It is tossed to Buddy.

TRUCKING SHOT i 40
‘ ‘ !

WITH Buddy. He flips the package to a sour-looking

Hanes as he passes him, nods as if in acknowledgement

of soundless applause. He makes his way toward the
front door of the shop.

By the front door a grinning Barilli shoves the de-

jected Courier into the arms of a policeman and
returns to the cab of the truck. .

REACTION SHOT - MICKEY PARTEN 41

He stares, confused and unbelieving, at the departing
Buddy.

REACTION SHOT - HENRY PARTEN 42
He too stares, but with fast building fury.
ANOTHER ANGLE 43

As he passes Henry, Buddy throws him a curt nod, and
his contempt is plain, Henry's rage erupts and he
lunges for Buddy.

Two of the cops grab Henry and restrain him.

HANES
Hey, hey -~ take it easy ...

HEMNRY PARTEN
(screaming wildly}
You bastard! Bastard!

He struggles to get at Buddy but the cops hold him.
TRUCKING SHOT 44

Buddy doesn't turn, keeps going, keeps his orin to
himself,

EXT: ANTIQUES SHOP ~ DAY 45

WITH Buddy, Mingo, and Ansel as they push through the
small crowd teo the truck.

ANOTHER ANGLE 46

Barilli looks from the cab and grins and STARTS the
MOTOR. Buddy and Ansel get in the cab, Mingo steps



REVISED 12/29/72 14

46 CONTINUED L6

cnte the short running board under the doors, and holds
on as the truck pulls away.

pUT TO:
47  INT: STATION COMMANDER!'S OFFICE - STATION HOUSE - DAY 47
|

OPEN CLOSE on the shece-box size package. It 1s uﬁwrapped
now on the commanding officer's desk, revealing tidy
stacks of counterfeit twenty-dollar bills.

GILSON'S VOICE
Right, I'1l certainly tell
them ...

The ANGLE WIDENS., Assistant Chief Inspector GILSON
swivels in -his chair behind the desk, talking on the
telephone. Halr trimly cut and slicked down, uniform
as immaculate as his desk. His name plate gleams in
bronze.

GILSON
Yes sir - a good team. First
rate,

LIEUTENANT HANES enters. Whenh he sees Gilson 1is on the
phone, he hesltates. Gilson waves him 1in, and Hanes moves
to stand across the desk while Gilson listens to his caller.

GILSON
Well, we're sure going to try ...
Yes sir, we'll keep in touch.

He replaces the receiver, looks up to Hanes with
satisfaction.

GILSON
(he slaps the package
of banlknotes.)
I couldn't tell this stuff from
the real thing, could you? We
really got 'em this time.

Gilson glances up, notes the lieutenant's sour expression.

GILSON
"What's the matter with you?

HANES
I don't like it. I don't like
that way of doing business.
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b7 CONTINUED 47
‘ GILSON
[ You're not golng to start
S that stuff again, Hanes.

Hanes draws a breath, gets a grip on his anger.

HANES
Chief, can I ask you a gquestion?
\

GILSON
You can ask all the guestions
you want but I don't want to hear
any more talk sbout Manucci's
methods.

HANES

Except they're not correct! That's
not what cops are supposed to...
I mean you start that crap, where
do you go?

(very agitated now)
Do you forget about warrants? Do
you ... do you start flaking guys®?
Do you ...

Gllscn Jjabs the package of money with a thick finger.

LR . GILSCHN

Is that or isn't it the first
good collar we made on that pair
of mutts in all the time we been
looking to drop them? Yes or no.

HANES
... DO you start dragging guys in
the back room and kicking the ...

GILSCN
Yes or no!

HANES
(not ylelding)
Sure it is, but I ...

GILSON

But nothing! No buts.

(indicating money)
Those two wise guys are golng
away. And not for any sixty days.
Years! Seven or up!

{he subsides a little)
Menucci's guys ... Manuccl's methods ...

k‘ ‘ I don't want to know about them. I
- : don't want to hear it.

(points to telephone)
He's happy, I'm happy. He wants more
results, so do I, Okay? Clear?
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L CONTINUED - 47
Hanes is grim as he accepts the inevitable.

HANES
Clear,

GILSCN
Ag far as Manucci goes, I want i
him to keep dolng what he's
doing. Getting results. !

Hanes nods without enthusiasm as he starts out. Gilson
hasn’t arrived where he 1is witnout learning something
about how to manipulate subordinates. His tone is
suddenly confidential, placating.

GILSCON
Jerry, work with him. Go along.

HANES
(the martyr)
sure.

He EXITS by the main door.
Gilson's eyes flick to the side door.

GILSON
Manucei ... ?

Buddy enters through the side door, carrying two paper
cups of coffee, his face as black as the liquid. He
wears a t-shirt and casual slacks in sharp contrast to
the dandy who trapped the Partens.

BUDDY
(very controlled)
Your coifee, boss ...

Gilson, seeing Buddy's tension, gets up and takes the cup
from him, still enjoying slightly his exercise of power
over both his men.

GILSCN
Hey, relax. You heard what I
said,

BUDDY

(rapidly)
I1f he doesn't like what's going
on, let him dig up the =hit on
the streets! I'll stay 1n the
station house, I'll come to the
scene when it's all over, and 1'1l1
take them to court ...
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GILSON
Forget 1t. Hanes has his job,
like you have yours ... What
else is happening?

Buddy cannot forget, and he shows it as he placeg his
coffee on the desk and draws from a hip pocket a 'tfolder
not much larger than a passport wallet., It is his bible;
his record of known and suspected felons who have eluded
arrest. Photos are carefully pasted to pages. Opposite
each 1is an arrest record and other vital information

in Buddy's neat, careful hand. Buddy turns through the
pages.

GILSON
You don't leave that thing
laying arcund, do you?

BUDDY
This? This is my life.
(pauses at an entry)
The numbers guy ... How
about I tie a ribbon on him
and give him to you like a
present?
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GILSON
{nodding)
What about the bail bondsman, Festa?

BUDDY |
(shaking head)
Still digging into him ...

He stands, obviously wanting to go. Gilson under-
stands, a little contrite that his baiting of Hanes
has so disturbed Buddy.

GILSON
Good ,,.,. Well, look ... You
know where I am ...

Buddy nods reflectively, picks up his empty cup and
leaves by the side door.

INT: ANNEX STATION COMMANDER'S OFFICE - STATION 48
HOUSE = DAY

Buddy crosses the small annex beside Gilson's office,
expertly tossing his empty paper cup into the garbage
bin beneath a coffee machine. Some filing cabinets
and cupboards line the walls,

INT: BACK STAIRCASE - STATION HOUSE - DAY 49

Buddy takes the empty stairs two at a time, his face
still taut from Hanes attack.

INT: SEVEN-UPS ROOM = STATION HOUSE - DAY

A dugout on the front line of a battlefield would
have more comfort and facilities than the room where
the Seven-Ups gather in the station house,

4 couple of greasy mattresses rest on the floor, one
of them supporting Barilli. Mingo sits on a broken-
backed chair, reading a newspaper. Ansel sits on
another, drinking coffee. All three are comfortably
dressed now, after their disguises for the Partens.

A chipped table has an aged typewriter on it, and
beside it, stands a battered filing cabinet. Flaking
institutional paint completes the impoverished im-
pression.

As Buddy ENTERS, Ansel immediately sees his tension.

AMNSEL
What'd the Chief say +¢. ?
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BUDDY
(vehemently)
That friggin', gutless, no halls
freehole Hanes .,, He's bothering
the shit out of him about us ... !

The other three let Buddy rage, watching him care=-
fully as he paces the small room restlessly.

ANSEL
(persistantly)
No beef though ... ?

His sympathetic tone calms Buddy, who realizes with
a quick look at his partners, that he is telling
them nothing new,

BUDDY
(shaking head)
Uh=-huh, We carry on ...

The other three show wvisible satisfaction at the out-
come of the argument.

BARILLI
TOMOYYOW o440 2

BULDY
We'll take tomorrow off ...

Mingo rises and stretches his huge frame,

MINGO
My skin's getting tight ...

He rubs his huge hands.

MINGO
ese I'Mm going uptown and have
me some fun ...

The others grin ruefully.
BUDDY

(to Mingo)
Don't get vourself locked up ... !

He looks at the tean,

BUDDY
How's noon sound ... ?
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ANSEL
Make it one o'clock ... I'm taking
my oldest boy to the dentist ==
naw braces ,..

BUDDY
Great, That's it then ...

His partners file out.

Alone, Buddy looks around the room, which in many

ways is the core of his life, He picks up his folder,
which he had slapped down in anger, from the table and
pPlaces it in the inside pocket of his jacket. He
empties an overflowing ashtray, and clears a mess of
take=-out food and wrappings into the garbage, Then
he closes the steel door of a cupboard with a tele-
vision set on its one shelf and locks it with a
massive padlock, which he tests before leaving.

A notice on the door reads PRIVATE PROPERTY,
INT: CORRIDOR -~ STATION HOQOUSE - DAY 51

Buddy locks the door to the Seven~Ups room with the
same thoroughness that he secured their locker,

A battered and abused notice on the door reads: KEEP
ouT!

INT: RESTAURANT = CLOSE - DAY

On a plate. A hand holding a thick wedge of bread
mops the last traces of marinara sauce, Over scene,
the SQUND of an Italian radio station,

FULL SHOT 53

BUDDY sits alone at a large, round tahle set promi=-
nately in the front window looking out on the street.,
It is late morning, too early for lunch, and he is

the only diner. Apart from replenishing his energy,
Buddy is also clearly surveying the street and waiting
to be seen. He moves his chair even more into the o
open space of the window. Between finishing his

meal, his eyes flicker constantly over the pedes-
trians and cruising cars outside, He checks the time
regularly though surreptitously on his watch and the
one in the restaurant, as though waiting for someone
who is late for their date. The restaurant is PATSY's
on upper First Avenue, a cavernous, revered, no frills
emporium dating back to a time before the projects
changed the neighborhood.
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54

55

56

57

57A

IN b.g., the CHEF looks out from the kitchen,
spots Buddy, starts toward him,

Buddy lifts a tea bag out of his cup. Face un-

lined despite the grey in his hair. Not big, but

the muscular energv 50 compacted in him that he
looks constructed. He wears a pullover shirt outside
his slacks. The Chef's speech is heavily accented.

|

|

\

CHE

I'_rJ

Ckay?
Buddy puches away his empty plate.
BUDDY

{deadran)
No. I didn't like it.

He locks at his watch, rises The Chef wipes a finger

21
54

acrozs the dry pl=zate, as Zuddy's eyes cover the window.

CHER
That's what I s=2e. No friggin'
good at all, right? You ...

He gestures his pretended ccntempt, starts back

toward the kitchen. Buddy grins.

EBUDDY
Hey, vou got a license for this
place?

The Chef waves him away as he EXITS into the
kitchen.

Buddy drops three bills on the check, swallows a
gulp of tea, turns and renches for a jacket hanging
on a hook as the ANGLE TICITENS. ‘The actien 1lifts
his shirt, exposing a holstored revolver protruding
from the top of his pants cver his hiop, The CANERA
POLLCWS him as he crosses to the rostaurant exit,
pulling on his jacket as he goes.

EXT: T[RUIT STAND = DAY

MRS. PUGLIESE is selecting fruit. Thick glasses.
Ample body drapmed in yards of cloth. She sees
BUDDY exit restaurant and calls out to him.

MRS. PUGLIESE
Buddy.

RUDDY
Hey, Mrs. Pugliese!l

MRS. PUGLIESE
{with =zest)
2h ... Buddy.

56

57
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CONTINUED 57

She clutches his face in bothhands and kisses him
resoundingly on the lips, Buddy wipes his mouth on
the back of his hand and grins bravely, still trying
to keep one eye on the activity outside, and hide a
simmering impatience, |

|

BUDDY
You look beautiful,

MRS, PUGLIESE
How's Papa?

BUDDY
He's good ... he's all right.
{(he escapes out
the door)
Hey, tell Grace I said to say
hello,

He EXITS hastily with a wave. HOLD Mrs. Puglieée who
calls after him.

MRS, PUGLIESE
When you going to come to see her?

CUT TO:

" EXT: CITY STREET = TRUCKING WITH BUDDY ~ DAY 58

As he walks the street, carefully keeping to the edge
of the sidewalk, as he continues an unobtrusive search,
It is clearly "his" neighborhood, one he knows and is
known in,

BARBER'S VOICE (0.S.)

{low, urgent)
Hey, Buddy ...

Buddy loocks over his shoulder,
NEW AMNGLE - THE BARBER 59

A small, grey man, He stands in the doorway of a two=-
chair shop., He wears a ravon barber's half-smock, un-
buttoned at the throat. His manner is furtive as he
beckons, then steps back inside. '

ANGLE THROUGH SHOP DOOR 60

Buddy grins =asily as he approaches, and ENTERS the
shop. '
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23
60A INT, BARBER SHOP- DAY : E0A

BUDDY
Hey, how's it going?

The Barber indicates the barker chair,

{vthisper
In the chair,

get in the chair,

He's overplaving it, enjoving the conspiracy. Buddy
cutifulliy clirbs onto ths barber chair. From it he
can still keep the street under surviellance.

RUDDY
You look good, ‘hat's going on?

The Barber whivs a sheet around 3uddy,

BUDDY
I'm running a littls late, vou
know, S0 ...

: BARBE

You remember thiz quvy vou was |
asking about ... ? Wnen's the
last tims I seen him?

—
4

He speaks into Buddv's ear as he runs a comb through
his hair,

3

(o)

&=

Ugh
h

Oh +., oh vea

‘\-:1'!'\
izt

o

I

5AR

[t

He moved to Bath Beach. That's

where he's at.
Buddy pretends to find the report deeply significant,

BULDY
No kiddlng ss s

He starts to »ull the sheet off and get down from the
chair. The Barber restrazins him with a hand on his
shoulder, leans close to Buddy's ear,

BARBER
He=y, scmething’s going on,

3UDDY
Yeah? Like what?
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606  CONTINUED 60 A

If anything, the Barber is even more jumpy ncwv. His
Adam'’s anple worls upn and down, Buddv's eyes stray
constantly to the wipndow. i
BARBER |

211 I Inow is5 I seen more guns

and more jumpv guvs in the last

couple of wesks than in the last

ten vears., Sometihing's going on,

o watch yeur step,

Buddy nods

a ens from the chair, <igs in his
¢ ’ g
poclket, cuiec! 2

1f in the wall mirror.

BUDDY
Okay, Verv good.

He peels two singles from a thin wad, offers them.

BUDDY
Thanks a lot,

The Barker checks guickly to see if anvbody's looking,
pushes the money away with a frown of protest.

BARBLER

Buddy grins his appreciation, feints a jab.

BUDDY

es out the door., The Barber miliis his mem2nt in 606
the sun, iz strolls to the door, claborately casual,
glances cauticusiv cut. Bevond, Buddy gets in his car,
which has been parked a little distance zhead.

CUT TO:
6l INT/ZxT: EBUDDY'S CAR - CITY STREETS - DAY 61

Buddy cruises the streets, his face and manner
showing faini, though contrclled impatience as what-
ever he is seeking remains stubbornly hidden.

Swearing under his breath, he comes to a decision angd
turns into a main street, He stiffens on seeing Vito
leaving a large, old-ifashioned Funeral Emporium some
distance ahead.
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CONTINUED 61

Relaxed and satisfied, Buddy winds down his window,
hangs an elbow in the space and drifts past Vito, No
more than a flicker of secret recognition comes from
either as they establish contact.

Buddy parks ahead of Vito and waits patiently. |
Within moments, Vito passes Buddy's car and clinbs
into his own on the opposite side of the street}and
drives off. ‘

Waiting a few seconds, Buddy starts after Vito,
picking him up within a block or two, and following
him for a couple more hefore deliberately tuining
off at an intersection and continuing in another
direction,

EXT: BUDDY¥'S CAR - MOVING - DAY 62

Buddy turns off Third Avenue and drives west on 128
Street, He turns intoe the no man's land under the

soaring ramps to the Triboro Bridge.
CUT TO:
EXT:; UNDER TRIBORO BRIDGE - LOW ANGLE =~ DAY 63

To emphasize the steel and concrete desolation., 2An
enormous, girdered tower thrusts out of the river near
the embankment, lightly bearing its burden of one of
the approaches to the bridge. The SOUND of traffic
overhead is oddly ominous.

ANGLE AT BENCH 64

Vito sits reading a racing form. Buddy's age. Dark
good looks, Business suit, Buddy ENTERS silently,
behind Vito, and spies the racing form, His lips
tighten a trifle, He stands at the rail looking
across the river to the police launches on the landing.
He looks down into the water.

DOWN ANGLE 65
The folling, flotsam-filled water of the river.

BUDDY'S VOICE (0.S.)
I can'"t believe we used to swim in
that shit ... People just don't
care anymore ...

FULL SHOT - BUDDY AND VITO 66

Buddy looks up and off across the river as Vito
guiltily lays aside the racing form.
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67

68

69

26
-LONG SHOT ‘ 67
The lower reaches of Randall's Island. Ward's Island
beyond it.
ANGLE PAST VITO TO BUDDY 63

|
!
|
Vito looks to make sure they are alone, although
knowing Buddy would not have spoken if they had company.

VITO
The Shyleck's expanding ...

Buddy turns to the bkerich.

BUDDY
I told you that.

He moves to the bench, laughs without humor.

BUDDY
Hey, Vito ...

VITO
{(defensive)
I thought you told me to ...

BUDDY
What I asked you is to find out
what kind of muscle he's using.
And who.

ANGLE ON VITO 69
He lowers the paper cautiously,

VITO
What've you heard?

The ANGLE EASES to include Buddy. He checks his
irritation.

. BUDDY
.++ You've got to give me something
more, 1f my guys are going to believe
in you. Something special. Under-
stand what I'm saying?? We've got
to lock good. We've got to have
results cos <o oo

VITO
(placating)
Okay ... I know ... It's just that
I got to watch my step. Like T
know you saild about nchody can
(MORE)
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69

CONTINUED

VITO (contd)
get my name, you know, about
me and you, but ... I mean
they tell me for a few bucks 1t
ain't so ...

BUDDY
Will vou relax, I teold you
like a tnousani times already.
Nobedy's golng to find out. The
only way anybody's going to know
about cur arrangement is if you
drop it. You not me, If it was
up to me, 1'd have cut you loose
a long time ago. I mean, you
know that ...

He looks calculatingly at Vitec, and sees that the
ploy worked.

vITO
(hastily)
Oh sure ... Don't think that -~

BUDDY
(flatly)
So what about the shylock.

VITO
(sulky)
Do you know his nephew ... 7

BUDDY
What about him?

VITO
He's the collector.

BUDDY
Fuckin! weasel,

He takes his folder out of his pocket, opens it,
the appropriate page. Vito glances at it.

BUDDY
These fucks. They don't
know it, but they're finished.
They're going away, Vito.

VITO
S50 what difference will that
make?

last

finds

27
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69 CONTINUED | 69

Buddy pauses to look at Vito. The question is not one
he's prepared to deal with. He smiles a 1little as if
in contempt for Vito's foolishness.

\
BUDDY
You ...

He slips a folded twenty from the back of the folder,
hands it to Vito.

BUDDY
Souvenir for you. You want
to hear bells ring? Take
it to the bank and ask for

change.

Vito takes the bill, examines 1t with interest. Buddy
returns to the notation he was making, completes it.
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CONTINUED 69

VITO
Hey, How'd it go?

BUDDY
Good, Xt went good.

VITO
I didn't steer you so bad, huh?

BUDDY
Hey, what do you want, a medal?

Vito is stung by Buddy's tone. He looks morosely at
the ground.

vITO
Who said anything about a madal?

BUDDY
{with irritation to cover
his pang of conscience)
Come on ...

VITO ‘
Put it in the books though, huh?
For the next time you're reminding
me what I owe you.

Buddy looks away, controls his annoyance, Now he
looks bhack,

BUDDY
(acidly)
Who came to me =--

VITO
{uncomfortably)
Okay, okay ...

- BUDDY
(remorselessly)
ttho wanted a way out after burying
a guy with bullet holes and no
death certificate? And who got
it == from me ... ?

Having successfully muzzled Vito, and cut the ground
from under him, Buddy lets him relax.

BUDDY
{(mildly)
How's Rose ...
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CONTINUED €9

VITO
(with aggravation)
I don't know. Now tihey say it's TV.

BUDDY !
Aw no, Jesus, 1 thought they was ’
supposed to have licked that. \

VIiTo
So did I.

EUDDY
Does that mean you and the kids ...
I mean is she ... like contagious?

VITO
That's what I'm waiting to f£ind out.

ANGLE ON BUDDY 70

He 1s struck by a sense of injustice. It makes him
angry.

BUDDY
Shit ...
He glances to vito, then away. The anger drains.
BUDDY

You hear anything about wise guys
carrying sxtra artillery?

The ANGLE EASES to INCLUDE Vito. He frowns, exaggerating
his 1lmnocence and bewilde:ment.

VITO
Whad va' mean?

BUDDY
I don't know. I hear something
might be going on.
VITY
{elaborately casual)
Yean? Like what?
Buddy looks at him, annoyed again by the gquestions.

BUDDY
See what you can pick up.

He looks off.
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CONTINUED . 70

VITO
Sure,

ANGLE PAST BENCH ‘ 71

Buddy paces to the rail, stands for a moment witL his

back to the camera, then returns.

BUDDY
Tell Rose ... you xnow, if{ there's
anything ...

He wants to say more, but doesn't, ~cannot in fact,
controlling his deep emotions as always.

Vito nods glumly before shambling away furtively.

Buddy watches him depart enigmatically. He had played
Vito ruthlessly, like a musician practising scale
exercises, like a puppeteer, manipulating him, using
him, praising and pressuring him to one end -- subnis-

. sion. And he had won =-- as always. It is another. side

of Buddy, one not seen hefore, one very different from
the determined poseur in the antique shop, the dedicated,
impassioned professional lawman before Gilson.

Buddy remains by the bench. He picks up the racing
form, crumples it into a ball with sudden anger, and
pitches it into the river. Then he starts away in
the opposite direction from Vito, not hurrying.

EXT: PARKING LOT ~ MIDTOWN - DAY 72/75

Bruno leads Bokby the driver and two other gunmen
towards the parked Lincoeln of Max Kalish.

50BBY
{lagiriously)
Tell me again why we got to
gat the car washad. I didn't,
you know, really get that part
of it.

He opens the trunk of the Lincoln for Bruno who deposits
a black suitcase inside. Brunc sighs resignedly.

BRUNO
What do you want me to tell
you, Bobby? All I know is what
the guy said on the phone --
one hundred G's in the trunk
and get the car washed at the
place they told us ...
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72/75 CONTINUED 72/75

76

77

78

79

He points to the suitcase, thsn slams the trunlk closed.
Signalling for the other two gunmen to get into a
sedan beside the Lincoln, he walks with Bokby to the
front passenger seat. i
|
HOBBY ‘
I wonder where we take the
money .

He opens the door for Hruno,

BRUNC
Don't worry about it. They'll
tell us
{bitterly)
like everything else this far ...

He climbs into the Lincoln. Bobby cleoses the door and
gets into the driver's seat.

Thhe car moves off, the sedan following.
EXT: CAR WASH - WIDE ANGEL - DAY 76
The Lincoln pulls into the driveway. Bobby at the

wheel, Bruno heside him. The sedan swings in right
behind with Bruno's two enforcers. PAN T0 the entrance

of the low building which houses the laundrv mechanism.

IT IS a narrow shed which traverses the block and, once
entered, deposits car and occupants on the next street.
An ATTENDANT sits on a folding chair, his feet up, a
scft-core porno magazine open in his lap.

ANGLE FEATURING BRUNO ‘ 77

-

Alert, Ready for anything.
HIS P.C.V. - THROUGH THE WINDSHIELD 78

Tbe Attendant gets to his feet. Bored., With hand
signals, he directs Bobby to the point where he can
lateh the Lincoln to the chain belt.

ANGLE ON THE APTTLNDANT 79

Past him, we see Bruno dig for the car-wash money. The
Attendant reaches acrocss Bobby for it. Bruno, expecting
the Attendant to say sometining, doesn't release the
money, and for an instant hoth he and the Attendant

have a grip on it.
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REVERSE ANGLE 80

The Attendant locks in at Bruno to see what's wrong.

ANGLE ON THE ATTENDANT 81

He withdraws his hand with the money. TILT Duwﬂ as he
bends and attaches the c¢hain. The Lincoln starts
ahead, drawn by the chain. 1

ANGLE FEATURING BOBBY - MOVING SHOT ! 82
He raises his kyes to the rearview mirror.
ANGLE IN THE MIRROR - HMOVING 83

The Attendant is quiding the sedan into position. The
image washes out as water cascades over the Lincoln.

ANGLE PAST BRUNO AND BOBBY 84

The windows are opague with soapy water. A huge rotary
brush descends on the hood. The SQUND of drive motors.

ANGLE OUTSIDE THE LINCOLN 85

The chain nas towed the car to a position between two
rotary brushes. They massage the car at either end.
The noise of their motors overwhelms all octher sound.

A figure -- Bo -- in a slicker and sou'wester hat
crouches in a recess beside the beltway. He reaches

up and snape handcuffs to the back-to-bacl door handles
of the Lincoln.

ANOTHER ANGLE ‘ 86

The opposite side of the Lincoln. A second figure =--
TCLEDANC ~~ similarly clad, handcuffs the second pair
of doors. Keeping low, ignoring the spray of water, he
movas around benind the car where he is joined by Bo,
who carries a crowbar.

ANGLE FROM INSIDE SEDAN 87

The goons strain to see through the water pouring over
their car. One cranks down his window, tries to stick
his head out, quickly withdraws it, eyes clamped shut
against the sting of water and soap.

ANGLE AT KEAR OF LINCOLN 88

Moving with precision, the slickered figures jam down
on the crowbar wedged under the latch. The trunk 1lid
flies open. Bo reaches in and lifts out the suitcase
just as the Lincoln is jerked ahead.
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ANGLE Ox THE REAR RCOTARY BRUSH 83

Whining, its work done, it rises. TILT UP TO a powerful
blower. It activates with the SOUND of rushing air.

TWO SHOT - BRUMNO aAND RBRORBEY - MOVING i

Bruno twists to look belind to the men in the seban.

His expression is startled. He starts to say something,
but the words are covered by the noise of the bhlower.
RACK FOCUS. The water blowing off ths rear window
reveals the raised trunk lid. RESUME FOCUS.

BRUNO
(screaming)
Gat out! Get them!

da grabs his door handle as Bobby, confused, looks back.
INSERT -~ HANDCUFTS 31

Bruno's door op2ns an inch or two and is stopped by
the cuffs.

ANGLE IN PASSAGEWAY 32

It parallels the belftway and is joined to it by an open
archway. Bo and Tclendano peel off slickers and hats.
Thelir faces are wet. The zuitcase is on the ground.
Wet.

ANGLE FAVORING BOBRY =~ MOVING 93

This is what he does, what he's yood at. Action. While
Brunn vells and jams his door in frustration against the
handcuffs, Bobby runs down his window, assesses the
situation with a glance, starts to climb through the
window, grimacing against the blast of airx. It's a
tight sguzeze.

ANGLE FROM INSIDE SEDAN - MOVING 94

The rotary brush churns up the windshield. The goons
Ery to peer past it. Wnhen it clears esnough to see, they
react, ¥reach for their door handles.

EXT: CAR WASH - TRUCKING SHOT 85

WITH Bo and Toledano as they emerge from the carwash.
Walking. Not attracting attention. B¢ has the suit-
case. ANGLE WIDENS to include a car. limon at the
wheel. He pulls away fast as Bo and Toledano get in.
In b.g., the goons run out of the carwash. Wet. They
stop and watch ag the car EXITS.
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ANGLE FROM INSIDE LINCOLN - MOVING 96

As it emerges into daylight. Bobby struggles ocut
through his window. Two wipers wait on either side
of the car.

: |
BRUNO 1
Son of a bitch!

Bobby drops to the ground, shoves past a wiper and runs
out. The wipers loock from him tc the handcuffed doors.
One jiggles a handcuif with a look of miid adwmiration,
Otherwise, no expression. The other bends to look at
Bruno.

EROUMNO
What are you looking at?

CUT TO:

EXT: SHEA STADIUM PARKING LOT - ANGLE INSIDE CAR - 897
MOVING - LATE DAY

Bo drives. Max sits in back with Moon, Max's eyss
arz taped. He hasn't been out of his clothe=. He
needs a shave, .

. MOON
This'll do.

ANGLE FAVORING MOON 58

As the car stops, Hoon reaches across Max and opens the
door. He draws a .45 out of his belt, digs the muzzle
into Max's side. Max shows his fear.

MOON
So long, big man,

MAX
What're vou going to ... ?
It's a rewarding moment for Mocn, an opportunity for
totally gratuitous terror. His eyes light crazily as
he pokes !Max hard with the barrel of the gun.

MOOH
Last stop, baby,.

Max receoils in horror, and loon takes advantage of
the impetus to shove Max out the door.

ANGLE OUTSIDE CAR ~ CLOSE ON MAX 99

as he sprawls on the ground; screaming his fear.



REVISED 12/19/72

83 C

100

101

102

103

ONTINUED
MAX
Don't do it, don't do it,
don't kill me!

The car drives away fast. Max huddle
his head. He gets to his kne
-

blink deubtfully.

EIS P.O.V.
A kid brings hisg chopper bike to a stop, stares.

REVERSE AWCLE

Max on his knees. Peeled tape hanging from his face.

MAXK
Hey ... Hey, c'mere ...

'ANGLE PAST IMAX

The kid, horrifisd, fleaes on the bike. Max stands
stiffly, walks azwvay a few sieps, stops, turns un-

certazinly. A weird figure. PULL BACHK to reveal the

stadium looming behind acres of empity parking lot.
CUT TO:
INT: DBOTAMNICALL GAEBDENS - DAY

lMoon moves through the greanhouse, carrvving a
thickly~folded newspaper.

Moving towards him is Vito.

The two men maxe a casual rendezvous,

They keep on the move constantly, their eves alert for

the lesast suspicious sign.

VITO
Did you gat it?

3, arms shielding
e@s. He claws at the tane,
pulls cna strip painfully cff. Behind it, his eyes

35
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CONTINUED 103

Vito is a necessary evil to ioon, an affliction to be
tolerated but despised, Hoon hands Vito a thick
envelope, from the cover of the newspaper.

|
MOON |
Pet your fuckin' ass.

Their meeting place, and the reason for their rendezvous
forms a paradox, as they begin talkirg about noney
against a kackground of some of the greatest art
treasures in the world.

CLOEE ON VITO 104
His eyes mirror the excitement that courses through him
as he removes a quantity of $100 kills from the
envelope and begins to count them guickly.
CLOSE ON [iCON | 105
watching. His contempt plain.
MOCN
You'd hawve to cut up a shitpot
full of stiffs for that, under~

taker ...

ANGLE TO INCLUDE VITO 106

Vito finishes counting, returns tine bills to the

anvelope.

MOOH
¥ou're getting a line on the next
one, right?

VITO
Exvcept I was thinking. tlaybe we
cught to lay off a while, VYou

know ...
MOON
(challenging)
You're kidding ...
VITO
{protesting)

No, I mean, you kXnow ... LI'm in
and everything ...

MOON
Bet your ass you are,
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VITO
Only the word's gett ‘
Like ... my guy's starsing %o 1
3

guvs ... I m2an they're really
getting hot.

it

Moon's response to this news is a thin, malevolent

emile.

OO
Hot, huh? They're going to get

o

fueckin' hotter:d

He laughs foolishlv, The more he thinks about it,
the more Vito's ravort gratifies him. Then the
laugh subksides inte a giggle, and finally a grunt

as nhis mooed alters aibruptly.

Ha levels a finger ot Vito @nd makes no effort toc hid
his contenpt. Vito backs off uncomfortzbly, anxious
to get away.

MoOoN .
Ain't that zight ...?7!

Vito, turning to g0, tries to laugh gosd-naturedly,
but it cecmes off badly.

VITO
Sounds good to ma,

;2 hesltates awkwardly, trying *o

Ca e

o
ut the cold threat is too ruch Jor hin

FOON
Bet your ass it does.

37
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106 CONTINUED 106
Vito EXITS without dignity or grace.
CUT TO:

|
107 INT: UNMARKED POLICE CAR - CITY STREET - MOVING SEOT - DAY
Buddy hurriss from the chadow of a doorway and into the
back seal of the drawling car. It speeds away im%ediately.

Ansel drives, with Hingo beside him,

BUDLDY
The stool say he seen Fitz?
Seen him himself?

ANSEL
Way I understand 1it.

BUDDY
Maybe we're getting lucky.

MINGO
(to Ansel)
Who 1s this dude?

ANSEL
Jimmy Fiftz. He's the guy's supposed
to've shotl up that garage in Yonkers.
I understand that was some mess.
Guys all cver the walls.

MINGO
Oh yeah. That hijzck thing.
{(to Buddy)
What's ne do, work for Festa?

BUDDY

That's what I want {o find out.

(pointedly)
And that's why we need him in
onhe piece,

(a sudden thought)
Hey, Tight-ass Hanes don't know
nothing about this, right?

ANSEL
No, Wrong. He was blowing in my
ear when the tip come through.

Buddy registers his anncyance.

BUDDY
Did you tell him where?
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CONTINUED 107

ANSEL
(defensive)
Vhat was I going to do‘j
say "Sorry, Lieutenant"?- |
BUDDY |
Shit.

EXT, HEALTH CIUB - DAY 108

A men-only establishment that caters to flab and hangovers.
The sign says AL ROON'S mZALTH CLUB FOR MEN. 'The
attracticns are enumberated in smaller letters: SWIMMING
POOL, GYIMASTIUM, MAZSAGED, SAUNA & STEAM BATHS, PRIVATE
ROCHS, The car approaches, passes and stops in f.g.

Buddy gets out,

ANGLE ON BROWNSTCONE 109

It is across the street from the club. Barilll is there
with a FAT MAN who looks uncomfertable. They stand in
the small service yard under the steps. Buddy enters to
them, nods to Barilli,

CBARILLT
He says he seen him go in, and
he aln't come out.

Buddy pulls the folder from his pocket.

BUDDY
Who? Who'!d you see?

FAT MAN
(a shrug - surly)
Jimmy Fitz.

Buddy shows the man a photo in the folder.

BUDDY
This him?

FAT MAN
(defensive)
Yeah.

Buddy snaps the folder closed, nods to Barilli.

Barilli puts an arm around the Fat Man's shoulders, leads
him to the steps up to the sidewalk, gives him a friendly

pat.
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109  CONTINUED 109

; BARILILT
S Okay. Nice rmoing. Be
talking to you.

|
The Fat Man hurries away, head down and tucked idto his
shoulders as though trying to reduce his visibility.

110  ANOTHER ANGLE ‘ 110

The car 1s parked by a hydrant. Buddy and Barilli move
to 1t. Ansel and Mingo get out to meet them, Eyes on
the club.

BUDDY
- (to Barilii)
What happens in back?

BARILLI
Nothing.
(points to entrance)
That's the only way in or out.

Buddy 1is thoughtful a moment. He opens the car door,
pulls a shotgun from under the seat. The others casually
close in to shield the weapon. Buddy hands the gun to
Mingo whe slips it deftly under his coat.

,,,,,,

BUDDY
Okay. .

He leads the way across the street.

111 OMIT OMIT 111

112  ANGLE AT CLUE ENTRANCE _ 112
Buddy is the first through the door, The others right behint
113 INT: BUILDING LOBBY - DAY 113

Without hesiltating, the four officers turn inside the door
and head for the health club entrance which is marked by

signs.
114 SHOT . 114

Buddy leads the way along a narrow passage and down a

flight of stairs. They arrive at a landing. A door on

the right 1s elosed. Ahead, the ctairs are blocked by

a gate. To the Jeft, an open docrway gilves onto a small

\ : reception area. A curtained recess in the back wall., A

e short counter. Back of it is a telephone switchboard --
and a crew cut MAN in a T-shirt tight enough to show his
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114 CONTIITUED 114

nuscles. Photos and greeting cards adorn the wall along
with 2 sign limiting the proprietor's responsibility
for loss of valuables.

|
The four cops wmove into the area, filling itv. Mﬂngo
withdraws tie sheotgun from under his coat and imjedi&tely
checks behind tne curiain revealing a cloak room., The
Man in the T-shirt locls startled,

MAN IN T-SHIRT
Hey, what th...

BUDDY
Police.

MAN IN T-SHIRT
{pugnacicus)
What do ycocu want?

EUDDY
Jimmy Fitz. UWhere is he?

Barilli starts to move behind the counter.

MAN IN T-SHIRT
Who?
(moves to block Barilli)
Wait a second, you can't ...

BARTLLI
(as if indignant)
I can't what!

He jems the heels of his honds hord cgainst the man's
shoulders, shoving him back.

115 ANGLE DOWN THE STAIRS 115
A man enters at the bottom as though to start up the stairs.

It's FITZ. GOUND of a chair overturning in the reception
area at the top of the stairs o©.s5.

ANSLL'S VQICE
Didn't you hear what he said?
He said where is he?
Alerted by the sounds, Fitz quickly pulls back out of view.
116  SHOT - RECEPTION AREA 116

The man in the T-shirt is trying to kesp up a good front,
but he's clearly felling the pinch. Buddy grabs the
register.



REVISED 12/29/72 Lo

116

117

118

CONTIIUED 116

MAN I T-SHIET
How should I know? What the
hellls going on?

HSE

~
ol
)
puy

o P

~Ar
ey

e wouldn't use his

L
ud
I8
bk

Hets hot.

Buddy flips the registar closed.

BUDDY
{to Barilii)
Stay here,

He moves out., Ansel and idingo follcw.

MAYN TII T=-SHIRT
What the hellls ...

BARITLT
Whatl's going on? Iothing.
Welre lcoking for a guy.
5it down.

SHOT 117

Buddy, lilngo and £Ansel ccme down the stalrs., On the
right ot the bottem is a door. lHMingo covers it with
his shotgun. Duddy tries the deor. Lecked. They turn,
start the other wayv.

SHOT - POOL AREA 118

A man, rnaked, dives into th= pnool o5 the cops enter. Duddy
indicates the far end of the pool, and fnsel heads oif
alongz the narrow walkvay.

Buddy ond Mingo move foruard, checliing curtained stalls on t
left, Mingo keeps the shotsun cloze ©o his body. Buddy
holds his handgun, uses the barrsl to poke curiains aside.
Both move quickly, but their search is thorouszh and expert.
They crcss to choanging rocms off the end of the pool, glance
into them. A short, sharp whistle irom o.s. Duddy turns
fast to see,.

At the far end of the ncool, Ansel points, presumably to
a door concealed behind an abutment.

Buddy ond Mingo start rapidly the length of the pool. The
lone swimmer bobs, pink-cheeked and oblivious,
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119

120

121

SHOT -~ LOCKZR ROOM VESTIBULE 119

Fitz passes quickly wthreugh the vestibule toward the
lockers. He is arzed., Ile enters the locker room,
unscrews overnead bulbs as n2 nmoves down an alsle., 0One
is too hot te twist snd remains 1lit.

SHOT - PCOL AREA 120

Buddy and Mingo join Ansel at the end of the pool, turn as
to pass through a door.

SHOT ~ LOCKLR ROGCH ViaTIBULE 121

The thrcece cops enter Cmr fullv. They move in. No one

in “lL“u. Sulddy pauces at the tep of a svadrway to look
doun., uac; seatures, and Ansel starts dovwn, IMingo moves
as 1f to heod for the locker rocm (in his head he nas

cast hi ge¢r as Duddyts nrotecior and prefers to stay close
to him), but Euddy cotehkes his sleeve and Steers him to

the stairs, ond dMingo starts obediently down.

uddy moves wiith caution into the locker room. He pushes
open the top half of a Dutch door. Behind it are shelves
with haskeits of gvm clothas. A row of steel lockers
divides the room inteo two alsles, The first aisle is
eripty. Buddy noves with care past the row of lockers to
peer into the second olsle,. Iio cne. He starts down
p"uuus to look into c“anging stalls ¢n his left. The

CAMEIRA SLIDES DACK the first aisie, Fitz appears from
beh¢na the last stcel ioeker and starts forward, not certair
where Buddy is, gun ready.
Buddy arrives at the end of the aisle, starts to squeeze
past the last locker in order to cress to the other aisle --
Just as Fitz did.

Buddy emerges from behind the locker., Ve gould be seeing
him from Fitz's p.o.v.e If 50, Duddy's & dead mon.

The aisle as Buddy sees it, Imupty.

The vestibule., itz sllDS cut by the deor threough which
the cops entered.

Buddy moves up the ulul@, again pgloneing into the changing
stalls that line the wall. In cone, and ELDERLY LIAW in hat,
shirt and shces, fumbles with his pants. IHe's confuced.

MAN
Huh?

(sees the gun)
Oh.
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123

CONTINUED : 121
BUDDY
a finger to his lips)
We'lre playing a ganme,
He pulls the door closed, moves on. !

In the vestibule, Mingo snd Ansel come up the stairs.,
Buddy enters to them.

- ANSEL
Nothmgo

Buddy heads for the door, the others with him.
SHOT - THE MAIN STAIRJAY 122
The trio comes up to the landing.

In the reception area, Barilli sits at the switchboard,
eyes on the sullen T=-shirv Mdan. DBuddy looks in,

- BUDDY
Is this the only way out?

MAN IN T-SHIRT
That!s. it.

Buddy pulls back onto the lending. He steps to the
closed doors across the landing, tries the handle, opens
the door,

SHOT - BALCONY OVERLOOKING GYM 123
Buddy moves onto the balcony. It is littered with
exercise eqgulpment. Ansel and Mingo do not enter. DBuddy
steps to the rail.

The gym is brightly lighted, cipty.

Buddy goes out the door.

Buddy returns to the landing where Ansel and Mingo wait.
Buddy'!s thought is to go down and Yook around the gZym, and
he takes a step or two down the sitairs, paucses, turns to
others.

BUDDY
Cover me from in there.

He points to the doors to the balcony.
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124

125

126

127

GYi - 124
Fitz enters through the deor, slaps a switch which kills

the overhead lighting, plunging the gym into near darlness.
He starts acrozss the length ¢f the gym.

BALCONY OVERLOOXILG GYI 125

Mingo and Ansel open the deoor from the landing and move
ontoc the balcony.

ARGLE AT BCTTOM OF STAIRWAY 126
Buddy ccmes guickly down the stairs.,
The door to the gym. Buddy enters, pulls open the door.
e registers his surnrise at finding the gym in darkness.
Tine lizght from the entranceway picks out the wall switch.
Duddy hefts iis revolver, reaches for the switch, pushes
it., The lights ccme on. The gym . is empty.

pici . 127

Buddy steps into the gym. He signals to Ansel and .Mingo,
waving them along the balcony. Buddy c¢rosses the gym.

On the balcony, Mingo rmoves to a door leading to a back
stairway to the gym. L2 opens the door cautiously.

Buddy arrives at the far end of the gym, carefully opens
the door, steps in.

In the dimly~lit stairwell. DIuddy steps in,-hears & noise
above. He quickly trains his gun up the stairs.

MINGO'S VOICE
It's me, man,.

In a murky recess open to the stairwell, Fitz héas pressed
hinmself eagainst the wall, his gun on Buddy o.s. only steps
away.

BUDDY'S VOICE
Go on back., I'll meet you around.

Fitz can!t shoot Buddy because he can't see Mingo. So
he waits.

Buddy goes back out the door into the gym.
Mingo mounts the stairs.

Mingo emerges onto the balcony from where he sees Buddy
go out of the gym at the far end.
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128

129

CONTINUZD 127

The door to the stairwell ovszns just encuzh to let Fiig
look out, lNow he steps inito the mm, stoovs, still under
the overhang of the balcony. He lmows {ingo is above him,
and indeed we see them both. Staying under the overhang,
Fitz crosses the gym while Mingo moves across f|the
balcony directly cver him, Itz exits through aldoor in
the corner. Ansel follcus Mingo out.

BOILER BOCHM 128

The rpar of fleming o1l in the giant furnaces. Fitz
guickly traverses ine length of the boiler rocn.

RUBBILG ROOM 129

A puy gots a massage cn a rubbing table. Mtz enters.
He shields the gun, moves tarough without attracting
agttention.

Iltz moves into the area adjacent to the massage room.
Harble floor. Urinals. Cunicles along one well for
changing, relaxing, Sheets over the entrances affeord a
modicun of DflJuy,. A cedar-walled sauna. 15z 1looks
momentarily uncervain. He checks one of the uuDlClep-
Clothing in it. He poes o a cublcle near the back of
the ro¢m past the sauna, looks In around the sheet, goes
in.

Buddy, lMingo and fnsel enter the rubbing rcom. They begl
their searcn, Duddy as usual moving ~head, lezving ths
othe rs to check every place ol possible c¢oncealment,

Buddy enters the adjacent aresa, He pokes a sheet out of
the wey to lock into a cubicle.

In his cubicle, TFitz suana nressed ¢
tion, revolver ainmed est~high at ui

Buddy approaches Fitz's cubicle.

From inside the cubicle, Buddy's feet shcw under the
sheet, Fitz tightens his finger on the trigger.

Buddy pokes aslde the sheet. itz saqueezces the trigger.
The gun misfires. DJuddy utiers a ery of surprise even as,
operating from instincet and reflex, he lurges ana swings
his pun hand sidewavs, slamning Fitz's gun arm cszainst

the partiticn. 41 the same time, he lets his w01gnt carry
him into Fitz and drives his knee to IFitz's groin, TFitz
screans with pain aad pent-up tension.

Ansel and Mingo react.
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130A

CONTINUED ' 129

ANSEL
(to h¢rself)
Hot dsrn.

He and Mingo rush forward. Startled reactions b%hind then,

In the cubicle, Puddy has explcdad with rage and%i
battering I{tp amainst the marble wall, unmindful, in

his brush “rith cu“Jg. o: his aun admonition abcout keeping
itz in c&c p_ace. ingo and Ansel choarge into the
scene, and Hngo ar;pu 2uddy and strumsgles to pull him
away, wo hold im bacKe.

HMINGO :
Easy, easy Man ... c00l out <.

At last, ZBuddy sub:zl
by Mingo. Fitz s51id

les, breaching hard, eyes wild, held
LAS
locks at him writh sa

off the wall onto the bench. Ansel

isfaction,
ANSEL
Hello FitZ .ae
cuT TO:
THE STAIRWAY . 130

A short time later. Lie uten 21t Hones leads two uniformed
patrolmen down the stair

ARFA ADJACENT TO RUDBIIG RCOOM -

Fitz is con the floo

Or. Ife shows the effects of his inter-
cgaticn., Zarilli is ex

nere. Cnlooizers have been removed
and doors closed. 11:0 vreps sitz vn oo Darilli slops
water on him Srox a buc eT. YATT Lupuwiers and groans,
IIis words are thilci ‘tnrough ovolilen lips,
TITZ )

What do you want .. 7

BUDDY
Who you hijacking the trucks for?

Fitz stares at him and Buddy slaps hia hard.

?UDDY
Is it iesta?

Hanes and the two patrolmen enter the rubbing room. Througd
the door, a snall crowd has gathered., The door 1s closed
iIn their foces by one of the cops,
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130A CONTINUED 130A

131

131A

BUDDY!S VOICE
Is it Festa?l

Hanes sees the situation at once.

HANES 1
(calling sharply across

. the roon) i
Manucc;.

Ansel, Mingo and Farilli turn to look off to Hanes., Buddy
continues to press his. attack on Fitz. ,

»UnDY
Is it Festaf?!

Hanes moves in.
HANES
g'lth guiet authorlty)
That's enoughn

Aware now of Hanes' arrival, Buddy raises his eyes.
Bitterness and frustration in them.

BUDDY
(hoarsely)
He's going to give me Festa.
cuT TO:

EXT: BAIL BONDS OFFICE -~ DAY 131
Letters on the door read: "FTSTA & CCLTELLO" - DAIL BCID3
INT: BALL BONDS OFFICE - DAY 1314
FESTA, a2 man of middle years in a ruapled suit 1s goathering

a sheaf of papers frcm his desk. His secretary, FAYE ==
fat and fifty and myopic -~ waits for his instruction.
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CONTILTUED
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e

ad

On the plate glass door to the office hehin
and on the windows behind her boss is lette
FESTA & CASTALDI -~ EAIL BCNDS.

HoDa

FAYE

You be gone long, Mr. Festa e.. 7

Festa checks the pavers in his hand. ©n the
little finger of cne of them he sperts a large

MAasSonis ring.

Hah ... Just a minute ...
He bustles from the office.
INT: RECEPTIOH AREA - BATIL BONDS OFFICE - DAY
Festa strides out of his office, papers in

hand, and indicates for a ycung neatly-dressed
man waiting thsre, to follow him. iHe does so.

o )

T,

a7

131

132
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136

48
EXT: STREET - BAIL BOJDS OFFICE -~ DAY 133

Festa and the young man emerge from the office and
pegin to cross the wide street to the Courthouse
Building opposite. Festa's sharp eyes and active
gait belies the indulgent belly he carries before him.

Ten vards from the cffice, and on the same side,
iioon and Bo wait in their car, !

|
25 they see Festa and his companion cross to tie
Courthouse Building, arm-~in-arm in typical Italian
fashion, with the Londsman talking animatedly, Bo
leaves the car and follows them leisurely.

EXT: STEPS ~ COURTHOUSE BUILDING -- DAY 134

Festa and the young man climb the wide stone steps
leading up to the Courthouse 3uilding.

Behind them, Bo can be seen keeping a discreet
distance.

EXT: EJTRANCE - COURTHQUSE BUILDING - DAY 135

At the top of the steps, a UNIFORIMED COURT OFFICIAL
greets Fasta, and they engage in animated conversation.

To one side of the trio, watching tinem very
unobtrusively is suddy, under the pretense of studying
the vast court directory affixed to the main doors

of the building.

Festa ends his brief conversation with the Uniformed
Court Official, hands him the papers, gives the young
man a reassuring pat on the shoulder and begins
descending the steps again.

Waiting until tie young man and the Uniformed Court
Official enter tne Courthouse, Buddy lets Festa reach
the bottom of the steps before moving after him.

EXT: STEPS = COURTHOUSE BUILDING =~ DAY 136

From half-way down the steps, Buddy uses their height
to watch Festa cross the wide street in the direction
of his office -~ which can be seen clearly despite
the steady trarffic.

As Festa moves along the sidewalk towards his office,
Buddy sees iioon and Bo leave their car and accost
the surprised bondsman like plainclothes policemen.
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Curious and watchful, Buddy moves down the steps
slowly, never taking his eyes off the scene on the
far side of the street.

137 E{T: GSTREET - BAIL BOWD OFFICE =- DAY 137

iloon and Ro, arms firmly under Festa's alpows, are
walking him towards their car. Passersby turn to
see what's going on.

FESTA
{angrily)
Yhy in the hell can't it
wait till --

tioon shoves him nearer the car.

FLSTA
Hey, stop shoving me ... !

A UNIFORIED PATROLiIIAN hearing the commotion moves
towards it as iloon and Bo clear their way through
the small gathering crowd, Iiocon opens the rear
doox of the car,

Festa tries to pull awayvy from them.

FESTA
Ho. I ain't going no place ...

lioun sees the approaching Patrolman before Bo, who
1s too preoccupizd with the sguirming Festa.

PLTROLLIAN
(to iioon)
You on the job ... ?

2100w
(indicating Testa)
Yeah. He got a little
excited ...

fhe Patrolman immediately grabs Festa with a lot of
determinaticn.

PATROLIIAN
Go on, get in there, you ~=

He halps bundle the daflated Festa into the back
seat of the car.
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COHTINUED 137
LIOON
{to Fatrolman}
Hey, thanks mnan ... .
1
PATROLIIAL i
All right, let's go .. |
He steps into the road, stops an oncoming car,
aliowing lioon to shoot away smartly in the car.
EXT: STREET - COURTHOUSE BUILLING - DAY 138

Buddy, seeing the Patrolman help
started hurrying down the steps,
hinders him in racing across the
arrives too late to stop the car

ELT: STREET ~ BAIL RBONDS OFFICE

with Festa, had
But the traffic
road, so he
carrying Festa off.

- DAY 139/

144
As the car is swallowed up in the other traffic,
Buddy shows the Patrolman his identification card.

BUDDY
What was going on thers ...

He thumbs in the direction of the vanished car.

PLATROLLIAN
{complacently)
Two guys wanted to guestion him
downtown, so I helped them
along ... !

Buddy turns from him Erustratedly.

BUDDY
3hit ... !

He hurries to the end of the block, and turns a
corner where Ansel waits for him in the Chevelle.

Buddy's angry face speaks volumes ... He slams
inside the car.

BUDDY
Co-ordination in this city
is a fucking shambles ... !

Ansel wisely drives off without gquestions ...

CUT TO:
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145 EXT: SCHCOL PLAYGROUND - HED,. LONG SHOT - DAY 145

A nun rides herd on a group of kids, forming them
up to march them intoe the darkly bleak and ancient

school.

|
VITC'S VOICE (0.S.) |
Reinenber her? She give me such '
a hit I can still feel it whan
I think about it.

BUDDY 'S VOICE (0.5.)
You had it coming.

ZOOM BACK to reveal Vito joining Buddy at a rendezvous,
and locking tiiroughh the fence into the playground.

VITO

slel? You was the one playing

grabass with the girls!

146 TRUCKING SHOT lag
Buddy and Vito begin walking, taking their time.
BULDY
{urgently) ‘
Well ... "That did you find out ...

Vito deliberately misunderstands the guestioan.

VITGO
You mean the guy in Bath Beach ... ?
- BUEDY
{gloweringly)
Forget bath Beach! I'm talking
about Festa ... ! Any smell
of him ... ?
VITO
{uneasiliy)

I'm still trying. It's kind
of risky, iz all. Those guys
are starting to look at me funny.

Buddy stops and looks at hiin hard.

BUDDY
I'm going to start leooking at
you funny unless yvou remember
oW to help wme with Festa ... !

He starts walking again. Vito, unsettled by Buddy's
words, feigns helplessness.
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CONTINUED 146

VITO
What'd I say? I'm going to
find ocut for you, okay?
I mean ...

Buddy looks at him aggrievedly. Clearly the mleting
has been a waste of time.

BUDDY
So why aren't you telling me
about the Castaldi funeral ..., ?

Vito reacts gquickly, thrown by the unexpectedness of
the guestion, and defensive about its implications.
He tries to bluster his way out of the fact he had
forgotten or withheld the knowledge.

VITCG
I-I was going to tell you
about that. Didn't I tell
you akout that yesterday ... ?

BUDDY
(icily)
o, you didn't tell me you were
burying a relative of Fes+ta's
partner, tomorrow!

Vito runs for cover by seeking pity.

vVIiTo
Hey Buddy ... Don't *hink ...
what with Rose, and the business,
and covering my ass in case
those guys wise up ...

BUDDY
Just worry about me kicking
your ass, okay ... ?

‘They have reached Vito's car. Buddy relents slightly
in the face of Vito's abject pleading.

BUDDY

Look, get this sztraight, get
this in your nead. Understand
how important it is to me. I
want Festa. '"hatever you dig
up about him I want to know.
He left his office yesterday
and hasn't been seen nowhere
since then. Why? ©Okay ... ?
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CONTINUED 146

Vito nods miserably, seeking to apologize and be
forgiven.

VITO
I forgot about putting down
Castaldi's brother-in-law ...

BUDDY
(grudgingly)
I hope so ... You hear any
more about that shakedown thing?
Your pals been talking ... ?

Vito is preparing to enter his car.
ANGLE ON VITO 147

He reacts quickly, at once unsettled by the question
and defensive about the implication that he is
friendly with hoodlums.

VITO
What? Oh, no ... no, I didn't
hear nothing,
{surly)
'Pals.' Real comedian, ain't
you?

Buddy extends both forefingers, brings them together
alongside each other in a gesture of relationship.

BUDDY
Ch, I'm sorry.

Vito gets into his car.
Buddy gives the merest suspicion of a smile,

BUDDY
That'd the brother-in-law die of?

VITO
{serious)
Uh ... I understand it was liver.

BUDDY
Okay.

Vito taps the car roof twice, looks furtive as though
ne just exposed himself, then drives rapidly away.

CUT TO:
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ZXT: VITO'S FUNERAL HOME - DAY 148

A funeral cortege is gathering outside the undertaking
emporium owned by Vito -~ the one Buddy had passed
when searching for him earlier. ‘

While a stream of mourners enter to pay their last
respects to the dead and the bereaved family, others
mingle with the curious around the beflowered hearse
and the six long black limousines parked behind it,

A steady variety of cars constantly bring new
arrivals. Double parking is the order of the day.

The weather is cold, damp, dreary as the neighborhoed.
The waiting throng stamp their feet and slap their
arms to keep warm, its breath rising white and sharp
against the dark clothes. Some wear black arm-bands.

The voices of Buddy and Berilli are heard over the
busy scene, accompanied by the chatter of the waiting
crowd on the sidewalk =-- much of it very distinct
snatches of conversations, with names, places, and
events, interspersed with og¢casional lapses of
static, indicating it is being transmitted.

BUDDY 'S VOICE {0.5.)
«+» A burial really brings then
out ... !

BERILLI'S VQICE (O.S.)
Respect for the dead is considered
very important, you know that ... !

BUDDY 'S VOICE (0.5.)
Yeah ... They should show as much
for the living ... !

Berilli's chuckle floats over a dark Lincoln
depositing two well-dressed men, who stride from the
car, receiving nods and greetings from the sidewalk.

BUDDY 'S VOICE (0.5.)
There goes Castaldi ... In a
hurry ...

Cas;aldi, tall, spare and silver, leads his companion,

BUDDY'S VOICE (0.,5.)
.++» and Festa's son ...

FPesta's son, a younger version of his kidnapped
father, vanishes after Castaldi, inside the Funeral
Home.
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INT: APARTHENT - FUNERAL STREET ~ DAY : 149
3uddy and Berilli sit concealed by a window of an
apartment which loocks down on the funeral from

across the street,

BEUDDY
Wwhere's his 21ld man ...

BERILLI
(shrugging)
Late mavbe -~ from springing
some creep as usuwal ... ?

Buddy shows his irritation and impatience,

BUDLDY
If that weasel decesn't show up ...

SERILLT
_ {piiilosophically)
There's one thing for sure. If
he can walk, he will be down
at that funeral parlour pronto ...

3UDDY
You check him out like I said ... ?

Berilli gives him an old-fashioned looik.

BERILLI
Yeah, 1 checked like you said.
I checked the E.C.I. I checked
the First Precinct, and Manhattan
South. I even chzcked my friend
at the courts. No Festa. No
charges, no nothing.

30DLY
Tor chrissakest! Where in the
hell could e be ... ?

3ERILLI
Did those guys look familiar
to you at all ...

Buddy shakes his hzad abstractedly.

BULDY
Let's keep looking.

Buddy is using binoculars to scan the growd, while
Berilli takes notes and checks the short-wave receiver
before him, which is spewing out the animated
conversation from the =zidewalk below -- the background
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chatter which has accompanied their dialogue. The
receiver is a pocket-sized example of technological
skill, |

. s l
Take~out food and drink, half consumed, indicate they
have been watching for some time. A steam radiator
bangs and gurgles beneath the window.

BUDDY
(intently)
Hey ... Get this ...

He adjusts the binoculars slightly for sharper focus.

BUDDY
... Caddy ... Rhode Island
plates ... eight-geven-six,
two, nine; one=-six ... Two
GUYS ...

Through the window, over Buddy's shoulder, two men are
seen leaving a flashy Cadillac and going into the
funeral home.

BULDY .
... One of them's that enforcer
from Pittskhurgh ... What's his
name ... ?

Berilli is writing busily. Buddy remains glued to
the glasses.

- BERILLI
Vascelli ... ?

3UDDY
Yeah ... Good ...

Suddenly the background talk from the sidewalk starts
to fade.

Berilli turns up the sound, but the voices below them
remain an indistinct murmur,

Buddy lowers the glasses impatiently, looking at the
receiver.

BUDDY
Shit ... I told him to stay
close ... The gadget isn't
that good!
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BERILLI
It ain't easy down there ...

He points down at Vito's place, two stories below
them. Buddy shrugs, apologizing. i

BUDDY !
See what ilingo's picking up ... !

Berilli picks up a walkie-talkie ...
INT: CHEVELLE = FUNERAL STREET - DAY 150

Mingo sits inside the Chevelle, which is parked a
little distance from the cortege, and facing it on
the same side of the street. He holds a walkie-
talkie,

The same low murmur of conversation from the sidewalk
comes thnrough the radio under the dashboard.

HINGO
{into the walkie-=-talkie)
I heard better from the moon ...

He takes a great bite from a monster, triple-decker
sandwich, and saturates it in a gulp of whiskey
from a hip~bottle.

INT: . APARTMENT ~ FUNERAL STREET -~ DAY 151
The noise of the street crowd rises in volume again.

Berilli is using the glasses now, with Buddy taking
notes at the receiver.

BUDDY
{(approvingly)
That's our boy ...

BERILLI
laybe some interference ... He
was walking between the limo's ...

Over his shoulder, amidst the gathering below, an
unidentifiable uniformed driver can be seen moving
from between the cars and standing close to a couple
of men talking slightly apart from the rest.

CROWD VOICkK CIE (0.5.)
Heard anything vet ... ?
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CROWD VOICE TWO (0.S.)
A couple of months ...

Berilli looks at Buddy, who gestures for him to
watch the speaking couple.

CRCYD VOICE ONE (0.5.)
Wwhere from this time ...

CROWD VQICE TJ0 (0.5.) f
Canada ...

From the window, the two men can be seen below
conversing with elaborate casualness. The unknown
driver remains close. Berilli describes the couple
as he watches through the binoculars.

BERILLI
Fatso ,.. two hundred pounds,
most of it over his balls.
Black hair, losing it in front.

Buddy writes rapidly.

BERILLI
Gimpy ... left leg. A stick.
FPive-four, or 3ix. Grey hair.
About a hundred and forty.
Aint' seen either before ...

CROWD VOICE ONE (0.5.}
Shall I tip off Henshaw ... ?

CRCIVD VOICE TI0 (0.5.)
Yeah, but make it personal --
just in case ...

EXT: VITO'S FUNERAL HOME - DAY 152

Fatso and Gimpy part, and the unidentifiable driver
turns away. He 1s Ansel, who moves slowly towards
the other five drivers, standing in a group by one
of the limousines, trying to keep warm from its
running engine.

BERILLIE'S VOICE (0.S5.}
(exultantly)
Man, that gadget is making life a
little easier each day ...
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BUDDY 'S VQOICE (0.5.)
(sagely)
Uh=uh ... it'l) only cut down the
leg-work ... Ho Festa yet?

SERILLI

Nope ...

Vito appears by the door of his place,; looks over the
walting cars and the flower-d=zcked hearse, checking
last minute details. Satisfiad, he disappears inside
again.

INT: COJFERENCE ROQM - FUMERAL HOIE - DAY 153

The room is small, airless, dense with tobacco smoke,
and the atmosphere is explosive.

Max Xalish wheels away from Castaldi angrily, who
sits in one of the plain-ill-matched chairs in the
room =-- the only furniture.

MAX
{indicating Castaldi:
heatedly)
'Do nothing' he says. 'Don't
make trouble.' They're snaking

us down ... one by one! We
got trouble ... 1

CASTALDI
{sharply)
Who do we beef to ... ? The D.A.?
We gotta go along.

Festa's son starnds beside Castaldi. Opposite them
sit two other men. All look disturbed, nervous
and =2dgy.

MAX
{viciocusly)
Who's talking about complaining?
i want to break balls!t

FESTA'S SON
(vehemently)
Like whose? My father's? It's
easy for you to talk! You're
safe., You paid. #hy shouldn't
we ... 2!

Max turns on him, apoplectic. The smooth, complacent
receiver of the money from Bruno earlier, is revealing
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L the ruthless drive which made him successful.
N
CASTALDI
{to Festa's Son;
restrainingly)

Hey, cool it. We understand
your concern ...
l
His look to Max is one of apology for Festa's Son
and the words: Iax commands respect.

FESTA'S SON
(tc Castaldi; subsiding)
Well what's to stop them from
knocking off my father before
we get to them ... ?

He still glowers at iHax, who doesn't deign to respond.

FIRST MAN
{placatingly)
The kids' not wrong, Max. These
guys are cops. Blowing them is
bad for everybody. Bad for
business ... 2nd who are they
anyway? Whare are they?

His words calm matters a little.

Max looks at the quartet before him, the organizer
in him deciding upon another tack.

MAX
(more reasonably)
How much for your brother ... ?
(indicating the
Second HMan)

SECOND LIAN
A hundred thousand.

MaX
A hundred thousand. Another
hundred for me. 2s mucii for
names I can't even mention.
And now one hundred and fifty
for FPesta --

Castaldi stirs uncomfortably at the words.
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CASTALDI
{(uneasily)
Those sons of bitches. It's
a lot of money ... : ‘

He avoids looking at Festa's Son. Ilax takes quck
advantage of Castaldi's diffidence at parting With
the money.

¥iaX
They've got greedy and will stay
that way. Where're they going
to stop? If it's not one of us,
it's going to be cur families.

FESTA'S SON
(reluctantly}
ilaybe they'll be satisfied now ...

MAX
{(contemptuously)

Why should they? It's easy money.

We'd do the same ... !

The sound of'somebody turning the doorkncb outside
startles them.

The First lan immediately reaches for an inside pocket
and reveals the handle of a gun. Idax stays his hand
and looks knowingly at Castaldi.

MAX
(to Castaldi)
See what I mean? ie're going
crazy, like a bunch of kids doing
their first job!

FIRST HMAN
{(irritatedly)
Hey ... knock, in future, huh ... ?

Vito is apologetic in the doorway.

VITGO
SOrry ...
(to Castaldi}
It is time ...

Castaldi nods to Vite, then shrugs helplessly at Hax,
indicating the funeral must come first. He moves
towards the door. Festa's Son locks triumphant,

and follows him.
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INT: APARTHMENT - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 154
Buddy is using the binoculars.

BUDDY
They 're breaking up ... J
Through the window, the mourners can be seen trooping
out ont the sidewalk and making for the limousines
and cars, !

Berilli stretches gratefully, rubbing his buttocks
after sitting for so long.

BERILLI
About time. I figured we'd
all be dead before they carriad
him out!

BUDDY
Maybe they're being paid by the
hour to show respect!

Berilli guffaws.
EXT: VITO'S FUNERAL HOME - DAY 185

As the stream of people mill outside on the sidewalk
waiting for cars, Ansel moves amongst them, hoping to
pick up further tidbits for his partners.

A WOMAN drops her umbrella as Ansel is about to move
behind her. 1In bending for it, she causes him to
stumble over her.

UMBRELLA WOMAN
{apologetically)
Scusi ...

Ansel nods as he straightens from aveiding a fall, then

turns away quickly as a faint playback bleep comes

from he buckle of his trouser belt under the skirt

of his uniform jacket.

The sound is almost inaudible abowve the noise of the
crowd, but it is heard by another DRIVER near Ansel.

His long, faintly puzzled, enigmatic look, bores into
the detective's hack.

INT: APARTHENT - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 156

The bleep shrills inside the room despite Berilli's
turning of the tuner on the receiver.
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He shrugs at Buddy and reaches for the walkie-talkie.
INT: CHEVELLE - FUNERAL STREET - DAY | 157

The bleep has gone. Ieception from Ansel is c$ming
through loud and clear on the radio under the |
dashboard.

MINGO
(into walkie=talliie)
Come through like a bell again,
man ...

He flicks off the walkie-talkie and attacks a large
wedge of apple pie. On the seat beside him are the
remnants of the hucge pile of food he has consumed
during the surveillance.

He startg his s=cond hip-flask of whiskey, but
remains as sober as a judge.

INT: APARTHENT - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 158

The reception from the funeral crowd is also sharp
and distinct again inside the small room.

Berilli lays down the walkie-talkie and shrugs at
Buddy, who returns the gesture. WNeither realizes
the implication of the bleep.

BERILLI
Nothing's periect.

BUDDY
That's why that gismo

(indicating receiver)
will always need us ...

BERILLI
You want that in writing ... ?

He ducks as Luddy throws the crust of a sandwich at
him.

BUDDY
Preehole ,.. !

He returns to the glasses, grinning.

EXT: VITO'S FUIIERAL HOIIE -~ DAY ' 159

Bruno, the collector for Max, hurries to thes door of
the funeral home and beckons for the six drivers to
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follow him inside.
Ansel brings up the rear cof the group as it threads
through the thinning bystanders.
BUDDY'S VOICIE (0.8.) !
They're going for the coffin ...
INT: APARTHENT - TUNERAL STREET -~ DAY 160

Wearily Buddy rubs his strained eyes as he puts down
the binocular

EARILLI
That 1t ...7?

BUDDY
Guess g0. We won't get much
from him inside...

In fact, the reception through the receiver is getting
fainter and fainter, and then fades altogether.

PARILLT
We following it too ..., ?

He has walked over to Buddy, and goints down through
the window at the funasral prcgeq"1on Dalow.

LBUDDY
(flexing)
Not now. We stay in cose that
freehole Festa shows,.

BARILLI
I'1l tell Hingo to Xeown close
tabs on it in:tead, mind let our
1

boy know he not alon2 ...
He has begun returning to the walkie-talkie beside the
now-silent receiver.

INT/EXT: CHEVELLE - FUNERAL STRECT -~ DAY 161

Mingo lays aside the walkie=talkie, starts up the
Chevelle and eases it away from the gutter, preparatory
to following the funeral. Its vehicles too are getting
ready to move,

INT: APARTHMENT -~ FUNERAL STREET - DAY 162
Buddy and Barilli relax at the window as the coffin is

shuffled out of the funeral home on the ﬁhoulders of
the gix drivers. Vito is supervising.
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Fron their viewing distance, without the binoculars,
the individual faces of the pali-bearers are almost
indistinguishable. Three of them in any case are
practically unseen as the coffin is turned broadside
to the straet for sliding onto the bier of the hearse.
ileither Castaldi, iax nor Festa's Son follow the
coffin.

For all intents and purposes, Ansel is one of the
drivers to Buddy and Berilli, who are moviug about
the room, glancing occasionally out of the window.

BERILLY
(indicating coffin)
One less to collar.

BUDDY
There's always another to take
his place ...

BERILLI
Above and pelow ground ...

They turn from the window and begin collecting their
gear, as the hearse drives off, with Vito in it,
followed by the first of the limousines.

INT: CONFERENCE ROOM - FUNERAL HCHME - DAY 1e3

Ansel is being held from behind by one attacker, who
has clamped a hand over his mouth to stop the
transmitter being used. '

A second attacker is rippiag open Bhis tunic and shirt
to reveal the tiny antenna and radio strapped across
his chest and under one arm.

The third is going through his pockets.
Max, Castaldi and Festa's Son watch impassively.

The microphone and the taped wires are torn from
Ansel's chest.

tAY
(explosively)
So that's how they know things
about me even ny wife don't know ...

INT: CHEVELLE - FUNERAL STREET = DAY 164

Mingo begins to move off, as through the windshield he
sees ths last of the limousines trundle in line after
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the hearse. He takes care not to be conspicuous as
he threads slowly through the confusion of cars.

INT: COWFERENCE ROOH - FUNERAL HOME - DAY | 165

A semi-consciocus, peaten-up, Ansel has been dqued into
one of the chairs in the room. The third attaéker of
Ansel is handing over his badge and gun to a savage
liax Kalish, who approaches the helpless detective.

AR
You stinking, son-of-a-bitch,
no-good €OpP ...

He begins to pistol-whip Ansel savagely.
INT/EXT: CHEVELLE - FUNERAL STREET ~ DAY 166

ilingo drifts past the last limousine in the line,
axpecting to ses Ansel driving.

Its driver, not Ansel, returns kHingo's look curiously,
forcing the big Seven-up to act out a mistake.

Slightly surprised by drawing a blank,' iMingo closes
on the next limousine in line. That too decesn't
contain Ansel. Again HMingo pretends a mistake. He
begins to get faintly irritated at not locating Ansel.

#ingo continues to drive just slightly faster than
the sedate pace of the procesgsion.

INT: APARTHMENT - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 167

Buddy and Berilli are packing up. Theilr receiver is
sutffed by Buddy into his trouser belt.

A vest pocket transister on the table is reporting
sports results.

INT: CONFERENCE ROOI4 - FURERAL HOHME ~ DAY 168

& buoyant Max stands behind the battered Ansel,
holding his hair as he lolls in the chair after
the pistol-whipping.

HAX
{forcefully)
... They want a ransom? We got
one. Him!!! ...

He thrusts Ansel's face up at them by the hair.
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Castaldi still looks indecisive. Even Festa's Son
shows signs of being on the horns of a dilemma.
HAX ‘
(to Festa's Son)
Your o0ld man could be hoine today
-=- for nothing. And we could
sleep nights!

He looks challengingly however at the evasive Castaldi.

There i1s a long, tense moment as Festa's partner
oscillates, before giving liax an almost imperceptible
nod.

LAY
(to Third Attacker)
Go get Bruno ...

As the Third Attacker moves away, Festa's Son, his
shoulders slumping, looks resigned; he knows his
position has been that merely of a stand-in for his
father, out of respect. Wothing more,

INT/EXT: CHEVELLE - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 169

Having checked the middle two limousines for Ansel,
and still drawing a blank, Mingo moves up on the
couple behind the hearse. A car blocks his view of
the next limousine. Not wanting to arouse suspicion,
he lets it pass before increasing speed again. Mingo
curses under his breath.

He passes one without sesing Ansel.

He creeps on the leader and with no ansel in it begins
to look puzzled.

Still maintaining a slightly faster speed than the

slow-moving procession, he checks the hearse, just in

case. Vhen Ansel isn't driving that either, Minge
looks exasperated. In the confusion of weaving
through the funeral procession ne must have missed
Ansel. He shakes his head bemusedly.

Through the windshield he watches the funeral creep
past,; looking for Ansel, impatient with himself as
much as with his comrade, He picks up the walkie-
talkie.

INT: BASEMENT GARAGE - REAR - FUNERAL HOME - DAY 170

Two of Ansel's attackers are dragging him to Castaldi's
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Lincoln, whcse trunk door is open, Ansel is bound and
gagged. Castaldi and ilax are behind him,

INT: APARTLENT - FUNERAIL STREET -~ DAY J 171
Buddy is at the walkie-talkie, while Berilli continues
to watch the funeral home from the window, ‘
BUDDY ?
(into walkie-talki;
irritatedly)
tThat do you mean, 'Ye all look
alike?' He's there somewhere ...
INT: CHREVELLE - CROSS STREET -~ DAY 172

Through the windshield the funeral procession can
still be seen, creeping past the cross street,

Sighing, iingo starts up his car again and moves
forward to rejoin the procession, laying down the
walkie-talkie.

INT: APARTHMENT - FUNERAL STREET - DAY 173

Berilli is looking down from the window, Buddy is
beginning to collect their gear and tidy up the room.

BERILLI
There's still some small time
honchos hanging around down
there. Muscle for Festa,
maybe ... ?

Buddy crosses to the window and looks down.

Three men stand in a small group outside a window of
the funeral home.

As Buddy and Berilli continue to watch, a Cadillac
pulls up, empty except for its driver. He gets out
and joins the trio on the sidewalk.

Buddy and Berilli exchange looks. Then, without a
word, they prepare for trcouble as they leave the
apartment, with their equipment; easing their guns
and making sure their clothes will not encumber a
guick draw.

INT: BASEMENT GARAGE ~ REAR - FUNERAL HOME - DAY 174

Ansel lies in the trunk, eyes open, conscious now of
what is happening.
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and :al}" Coltello to % 5° fron

Max slams éown the trunk 1id
ring am around his shoulders.
2

] ks o] +
of the cary, putting a roi
r

They are alcne in the ga
'u'

(amLﬁuﬂly)
Fow remesmuer. Act natural. Do
exactli ' vhas they bold you. 4And
leave the rest to us ...

An apprehensive Coltellc nods duubly as he climbs in behind
the steering wizel.

175 EXT: VITO'S IUIMERPAL HUME = DAY 175
Ansal ers leave thez funeral home. They are

Al +

5 threse att
=1
L\..t

ack
G2 on the sicewalk. All enter the Cad llac.
176 EXT: DOOFAY = APARTSICIT HOUSE - IFUNERAL STREET -~ DAY 176

From their hiding place, Buddy and Barilli recognize
Coltello in »his Lincoln, 28 1T ccmes out of the side alley
beslide the funeral nhcme. Barilli shows his confusion.

RARITAT
Coltello! How come he ain't .
going to the cemetary?

Buddy sloans his shoulder and ste Tts rvﬁn_lg for their Ford.
Barilli rmwms after hine. The Cadiilae swings in behind
the Lincoin.

AY 176A

=

176A INT: FORD - FUNIERAL STRELT -

Buddy starts the car and drives off. Barilli has the
walkie~talliie in action.

T‘,’!."') .|..|,L(..L
(1nuo wolkie-taliie)
Buddy sayvs to zget Locs fnd cover
the funeral home. e wents
averybody who ccmes and £025 ese

MILGO'S VOICE
protestingly)
What about ocur boy?

Barilll switches over to answer. DBefore he can, Buddy
beats nim to it.

BUDDY
(into walkie-talkie yelling)

Forget it! We need that coffin
factory covered +..
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INT/EXT: FORD -~ CITY STREETS ~ DAY 177

A tense game of shadowing begins hetwean the Ford
and the gangsters.

Buddy drives watchfully, skillfully using paraﬂlel
streets at times to avoid discovery.
|

Once or twice the Cadillac checks to see if thd
Lincoln is being followed by deliberately taking a
side street, before linking up again.

Buddy evades the traps.
BERILLI
(dryly)
Real c¢lever bastards, aren't
they ... ?

Buddy nods.grimly, too intent upon the shadowing to
relax at all ...

EXT: MAIN STREET ~ DAY : 178

The Lincoln parks some twe bleocks from a big car wash,
whose neon sign is bold and garish.

Castaldi gets out and goes to the Cadillac which has
drawn up behind his car.

He talks urgently to those inside, gesturing
occasionally in the direction of the car wash.

INT: FORD - IIAIN STREET - DAY 179
Through the windshield, a safe distance away, Buddy
watches Castaldi and the Cadillac through his
binoculars.

EXT: HAIN STREET - DAY 180

Castaldi c¢limbs back into his Lincoln and drives
towards the car wash.

The Cadillac waits a few minutes then turns off the
ifain streeat.

IWT: TFORD - MAIN STREET - DAY 18l
The Ford follows the Lincoln discreetly, with Berilli

checking that the Cadillaec is indeed moving away
down the side street.
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EXTs ' CAR {IASH - DAY 182

At the car wash, Castaldi geis in line behind two cars
waiting their turn te go through.

Nearby, the Cadillac deposits two of its men, then
drives past the car wash slowly. ‘

INT: FORD - CAR "JASH - DAY 183
Berilli is hiding in the back of the Ford as Buddy
drives it up bshind the Lincoln unobtrusively,

as though ancther customer.

He acts a little impatiently, fretting at the slow-
moving line as though benind schedule.

The two cars ahead of Castaldi go through the washing
machine.

It is obvious to Buddy that Castaldi intends to do
the same.

BUDDY
{softly: amazed)
That freehole is going through ...

BERILLI
Better check the exit, huh ... ?

Still putting on his act, Buddy swings out impatiently
from the Lincoln, and drives away £f£rom tihe car wasn.

EXT: EXIT = CAR TJASH - DAY 184

Driving around the block, Buddy brings the Ford to a
halt facing the exit to the car wasi.

Berilli is now beside him again.
INT/EXT: LINCOLR - CAR VIASIH -~ DAY 135

Castaldi moves his Lincoln intec the car wash proper.
He is tense, eyeing the scene ahead.

There is no Attendant.
Castaldi sounds his Lorn.

An ATTENDANT appears and motieons Castaldi ahead. The
Attendant has hard eyes,

A sense of Ominous foreboding begins to build.

Castaldi’s car is chained to the moving belt of the
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car-washing machinery, with a clang which startles him.
He remains constantly alert for an"tulng as water
pours over the Lincoln. |

l

INT: FORD - EXIT - CAR WASH - DAY | 186
Buddy and Berilli observe a couple of GAHNGSTZRS fraon
the Cadillac, one of them one of Ansel's attackers,
casually take up positions arcund the car wash,

INT/EXT: LINCOLN - CAR UASH - DAY 187

Gears, rotary brushes, water sprays en galf the Lincoln
as 1t moves through the processes of baing washed.

Castaldi’'s nerves are drawn tight by the entire
ordeal.

Water sprays off the 1lid of the trunk where Ansel
lies capturad.

EXT: EXIT ~ CAR WASH - DAY 188

As the Lingoln nears the end of the cleansing, it
moves into the davlight of the exit,

By it, one of lMax's gangsters waits.

Acrass the street from the exit is a garage. Another
man walilts there. Doth are watching for the
slightest sign of the kidnappers.

Both raise their hands in mute quesiion, then shake
their heads.

As Castaldi emerges frcm the washing through, they
both sihirug negativaly.

Through the glistening windows of his car, hz shrugs
back.

INT: FORD - ELIT - CAR VIASH - DAY 189

Sunk deep in their seats, Buddy and Berilli watch
the developing situation,

INT/EXT; LIWCOLW - CAR TJASH - DAY 130

A CLEAN-UP AN dries off the Lincoln's headlights.
His head is bent low, away from the car, the chemois
cloth busy. To Castaldi he could be the contact.
However, another figure moves around the car towards
Castaldi as it is released from the locking chains
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of the conveyor belt.

Castaldi starts up the motor, watching the CleaF—Up
I“’Ian L)

v L |
The Clean-Up llan moves to the wanels on the nassenger
side of the Lincoln. Castaldi locliis unaertain.

The flgure moves to the driver's door of the Lincoln,
and swings it ocoen.

MOQW'S VOICE
You want to get ocut? I'll get
the inside of the window ...

Castaldi pulls away to malie room for the figure to do
the job. It is ricon. He jams a heavy .45 intco
Castaldi's stomach.

HOON
{whispering harshly)
Nut city man, get out.

Castaldi, in a mixture of anger and shock at a
situation he had not :xnﬂcted, doasn it move,
misunderstanding iiocn's intentions.

ABTALDT
{ex uosL lating)
Hey ... Relax will yvou ...
It's in the trunk,

Ch

&n impatient car horn hoots from banind ac the delay
in the Lincoln moving cff :tha cor line, (jcon sees
one of the gangsters bagin te nove cloger from the

car exit.
Moon's face under a funky c¢an shows reckless fury.
te[eim)
(snariing)
I said move your ass ,.,. !
He slams Castzldi across the mouth with the .45,
thrusting him across thsa passenceor seat, jerks the
shift lever, and guns the car fcrward at a jolting
speed.
The Clean-Up lian's face is a study in astonishment.
EXT: EXIT - CAR VWASH =~ BAY 191

The Lincoln rockets from the car wash and heads
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straight forward to the garage entrange across the
street,

The gangbter supposed to e covering the garaze| is
halfi-way acress the streset to the car wash, curious
about the noldg-up there, wie }

past him.

1914 Imnediately the Lincoln is in the garage, the Latin, 1914
Toledano, lonnciang by the office at the entran
coclly presses a button which hegins closing t
garage dcors -=- wifz2 steel ones that meet tcgather
from Zop and bhottonm. Toledsno disappears inside after
acconpliching his task -- a cocol craftsian.

Castaldi's defendawrs run towards the garage but without
success. The maszslve doors ars closing like the jaws
of a bear-trzp, teceting scme twelve feet above the
sidewalk.

192  INT: PFORD - BXIT - CAR WASH - DAY 192
Watching the getawvay, Budjy and Berilli are toceo far
away to ston the Linceln, but Buddy has otner ideas
as he seges the doors clcse.

Reversing the Ford without recard +o traffic, he

backs anto a busv gitrsch, then charges forward against
the strzam of traffic in an attempt to get to the

reay of the garage,

RUDDY
They*ll go out Lhe bac

A crazy gams of dodgome angues as pudd
tovards a side-street behind the gara

193 INT: GARAGE ~ DAY 193

The Lincoln screeches to a halt behind a line of
parked cars in the far recesses of the caverncus
garaga.

Bo walts there for his partnar at {he wheel of their
car, its engine running, the door onen,

194 INT: TFORD - CITY STRUET - DAY 184
Sliding, skidding and accelerating., Buddy charges
broadside across the hooting, honking traific,
regardlzss of anybody's safety including his own,
Berilli hangs on for dear life. .
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199

75
IHT: GARARGE - DAY 1

g:"

Bo and tloon have bagked Castald t
i nnel 1s trving to communchte.\ Jow
ries a riot gun, and Bo the heavy .45.

\

\

rrified hands.

It

Tlie keyvs shake in Caztaldi's t
TUT/35Ty PLRD ~ RICTIAZR CITY STREDT - DAY 186
nal lane of the stres
'%t benind the garage.

12 3treet.

He shids to a helt, for he and Berilli to recover.

4T =LRaGD - DAY 197

fall f£ron Castaldi's nervous hands at the

P -
N'C ea. I=f ... Dlease ...

fioon lmmoclhs him aside, aims the rict gun at the lock
end blasts it, The eiplesion raeverkerates

I9D/EHT:  FORD = RUMAR «— (IARAGE - DAYV 198
Hazring ©he gunshoi, Duddy acocelaraitez Limmadiately.
charging acress tio screst and along one oi tho 9o
FaFarainlc N

IpT: - GARAGIE - DAY 199

The trunk 1id has snapped hacl, smash=z=d, and thes
bullet-sihattered bodvy of Ancel, nali-rvizen 1ln agyony,
slumps ouit of thes trunk ang at the f=2et of an
exultant .iocon.

Castaldi takes advantage of the momentzry shock and
starts to run towards the cover of th: parked cars,

As he dees so, Buddy and Berilli are heard approaching,

LIOON
(to Bo; roaring}
Cet him ...

Moon steps brutally over the hound and gagged and
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- blood-soaked Ansel, and checks guickly that the trunk
doesn't contain any money, before sprinting for the
car. \

\
Bo draws a bead on the pitiful Castaldi, and drbps
him with the first shot. ,
Both kidnappers slam into their car, as Buddy aﬁd
Berilli tear at them from the far end of the garage.

Turning in a wide, screaming circle, lioon drives
towards them, making for one of the two ramps leading
out of the garage at the rear, and keeping a line of

parked cars between him and the advancing Seven~ups,
for cover.

He runs over the fallen body of Castaldi, whose screams
echo even above the thundaring exhausts of the speeding
cars.

Skidding to a stop, Buddy and Berilli gaze in horror
for a split second at their mutilated comrade.

Berilli leaps.from the car, gun drawn, to see what
help he can give 2nsel, as Buddy zooms ‘away in
pursuit of Moon and Bo.

2090 EXT/INT: MOON'S CAR / BUDDY'S CAR - REAR =~ 200
GARAGE - DAY

Moon's car barrels out of the garage as though fired
from a gun. Tires screaming protestingly, he swerves
to the left, guns the engine afresh, makes another
left turn bringing him facing North, and an oncoming
stream of traffic on a one~way street.

201 EXT/INT: HOON'S CAR / BUDDY'S CAR - ONE-WAY 201
STREET - D&Y

Buddy too shoots from the garage and takes the same
route to the left as Moon. At the turning onto

the one~way strest, he hears the protesting horns
of the endangered traffic, realizes Moon has gone
that way, and enters against the stream of traffic
in an effort to find him.

Cursing and gesturing vioclently, iloon is zig=-zagging
across the lines of cars in an attempt to escape
head=-on collisions.

) _ Beside him, Bo is in a state which alternates bhetween
N petrified horror and total blue funk.
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Twizting and turning the ste=ring wheel, ioon mounis
the nearside yavement, scraznes a parhed cor, just
miszes sone stuseflsd pedesirians, aud manases tb
com?_btm Nis turn ofXf the cne-wey streoet, arnd into
the corparative gniet of & narrcrer sids road, !
vhich e realizes too late 15 & Play Sireet. A |
larce wooden olice barricr pars his way.

Unalila and uwnwilling o stos,; Licon erashas throucgh it
and sozeus down thie play street, with a bunoer
shearced off,

2d to evade the snarled=-
; srvicus to tihe honking
horns, nsules and, in =owe casss, the denris
thrpr Dy furicous drivers. A4 the exvense ol
fendar ne continue to ;cﬁﬁ "thln

{IoCW'8S CAR / ZULLDY'S CAR - PLAY 202

o own tha rlaY strest, 1t beconss
R ar thie police barrier was up to
giilcias s do; of culldlran ars playing
Loy OJA,r at its far end; undar the supervision cf

a nidn.

panic
smach
oring

T
one o
T T S
oft b

J.J.l <lis ..: D"‘._J.S .!_-‘\__i_Li..Lrj -

The sytzed and viclence of tile assault nhas shattered

the aun,

ar throuch i

] Iif
more sedately, but he teo maves 3fter ;oo“,

Hootincg hiz born furiocusly, but taling great care as
he passas the children, an”y losns valuale time.
The nun goints to hin 28 a patroiman rusics up to
her. The polliccwman orders him %o ztop, but Suddy

5 able to accalerate Ly him befcore tiie tniform=d
man ¢an get out his cun.

Takins a rizht turn, Buddy catches a flash of licon's
car créssing an intersection ahead. Immediately he
takes up thz chase once nore.
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Back in the play street, a patrol car, which has been
summoned, zooms away in pursuit of Buddy, its siren
whining. . |
\
|
203 EXT/INT: MOOWN'S CAR / BUDDY'S CAR - WASHINGTON! 203
BRIDGE AREA - DAY |

lioon and Bo have relaxed their pace, thinking tﬁey
have shaken off any pursuit, and unaware they are
still being sought.

Sea;ching for them feverishly, Buddy continues in
their general direction, with the police car now
closing on him.

Buddy is trying without success to contact the police
dispatcher on his walkie-talkie to get the patrol car
off his tail, but either the wave-lengths are all
being used, or the receiver acts up, thwarting him
every time. While he is still trying, shots are
fired at him from the patrol car.

Swearing and cursing, 3uddy increases speed to get
out of range.

In Moon's car, both he and Bo are relaxing into
relieved laughter. Noon, in particular, is almost
maniacal with exultation at what he has accomplished,
but curses too every time he thinks of the double-
cross by Castaldi. Bo merely sits tight, totally
grateful to be alive after the hair~raising events
of the last few minutes.

They move up the ramp onto the bridge itself.

Some distance back, Buddy sees them and accelerates
once more. He leads the patrol car in and out of
traffic, forcing its occupants tc concentrate more
upon staying upright than at shooting at him.

203A INT/EXT: MOON'S CAR / BUDDY'S CAR - GEODRGE 203a
WASHINGTON BRIDGE ~ DAY

Charging up the ramp of the bridge, Buddy darts between
two trucks, then swings to the outside again. The
patxel car tries to follow him, but too late. The
trucks close up, and to avoid a multiple crash, the
patrol car mounts the pavements, hits a speeding sign,
and comes to rest jammed between it and the balustrade
of the bridge.

Shouting and gesticulating, its two officers climb
from their ruined wvehicle.
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Suddenly aware taey are still being hunted, Moon guns
his car afresh and shoots onte the Palisades Parkway,

a three-lane highway.

EXT/INT: =5CON'S CAR / BUDDY'S CAR ~ PALISADES 204
PARKITAY -~ DAY

A high-speed chase begins along the Parkway between
the two cars.

Para1¢e¢1ng thelr race is *the background acress the
Hudson River of the skyline of Manhattan.

Moon spies a Greyhound bus ahead, travelling at 60
m.p.h. aleng the middle lane of the highway. He
zooms in front of it, keeping as close to it as
nossible. The bus driver honks and waves his fist
futilely. HMoon will not budge. And nor can the bus,
being nemmed in by egually fast-moving traffic all
around 1it.

Thus hidden from Buddy, and knowing he has to come
up on eitnher side of them, (lonn and Bo prepare a
surprise -- the riot gun, which Bo begins loading
afresh.

Bwerving from one side of the hus to the other, but
alvays keeping in the middle lane,; Hoon allows
Buddy to spot them.

As Buddy crawls along the inside lane, passengers of
the bus begin to panic as they rzalize he is after
the car at their nose. The bus=-driver tries
desperately tc move away from both cars, but is
locked in inexorably by the traffic.

Buddy's car nosas ahead on tine inside lane, draus
parallel to the speeding ifoon, and bhegins to increase
speed to get ahead of the kidnappers.

Bo winds down the window, takes careful aim, and
blasts awav.

The charge smashes into Buddy's front hood,; releasing
it so that it springs uprignt, totally blinding
Buddy's vision of the road ahead.

The passengers of the bus grow hysterical. The bus
driver terrifiedly struggles to keep his huge vehicle
head on and straight in the middle of the lane.

Steering more by instinct than anything else, Buddy
uses his side windows to keep parallel in his lane
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and slowly loses speed.

Ahead of the bus, iloon and Bo chortle at Buddy s
inevitable crasi.

But miraculously Buddy doesn't crash. At the s#eed
he i1s doing, the force of the wind-rssistance is so
great, that it rips off the engine cowling, allowing
him to see clearly again. The twisted and torn metal
bounces on the road and luckily onto the grass verge
of the Parkway. ile takes up the chase once more.

Buddy's car looks more like a stock-race entrant now —--
smashed fenders, scraped side panels, and a bumper
hanging on by the paint.

lMoon's car too shows all the signs of the brutal
treatment it has received.

Moon continues to use the bus as cover as Buddy
raturns to the attack once more.

Buddy's car inches ahead of the kus, and begins to
move over to Moon's lane, Locked like the bus into
its own lane, Mcoon's car nevertheless is much smaller.
As Buddy advances, Moon slides back along the length
of the bus on the outside lane, ignoring the warning

~honks of the cars behind.

As soon as Buddy moves into his own inside lane again,
Moon advances, constantly keeping the bus between
him and Buddy as cover and protection.

The cat-and-mouse game continues at high-speed along
the three~lane highway, with Buddy cautious
constantly of the riot qun.

Inside the bus, the horrified driver can do no more
than keep on a straight course. At the speed he is
going, any hasty move would have him inevitably
crashing into either loon or Buddy or both.
Hysterical confusion runs through the passengers.

The slipstream from the bus plays havoc with both the
cars on either side of it.

tMoon keeps bouncing off the guard-rail down the middle
of the Parkway. Aany attempt by him to forece the bus
over into Buddy's lane and g¢rush him, is thwarted by
the huge bulk of the passenger vehicle, and Buddy's
car.
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Realizing tie game can only end ones way, zuddy
gestures for the pop-ayed bus-drivar to go even
faster, tnus leaving .iocon exposed. |
\
Fearfully the bus driver does so, suddenly charglng
ahezad of the antagonists. His passengers are in
total shock, scresaming, fainting and shouting.

Buddy slowing slightly, allows the silver-grey machine
to move ovar into another lane, thus giving him
direct access to Hoon. The bus slows to a shuddering
halt on the side verge.

Taken by surprises, hioon attempts to repeat his
previous tactic with the bus and moves after it.
But 3uddy is now on his tail.

Like a battering ram, Buddy ciharges into the
kidnappers' car, trving *o force it off the road by
heading it off. Bo is reduced to an inext wreck
watching dazedly the madness around hin.

But Buddy“s car 1s far lighter than that of loon.
Instead of stepping the bigger automcpile, it becomes
inextricably lockad with it, by its torn fenders.

The front wheels are lifted off the ground, and the
entire machine carried forward on its rear wheels
only by livon's impetus.

Exhilarated by exciltement and revenge, lioon attempts
to smash Buddy clear of him by running him along the
guard-rail wiere there is one, or against trees of
the center divider. But the cars are as if welded.

The more lioon tries, the tighter the cars get. Insids
his car Duddy tries to¢ shoot rioon, but the riot gun
keeps him under cover,

Growing desperate iloon veers over to the nearside
lane, and runs up the soft shoulder there. The bump
of the different level and surface loosens the
enmneshed machinaxry.

Again and again, ¥oon tries, until finally, the two
cars separate. Moon charges off triumphantly, as
Buddy 's car grinds and clanks to a halt at the bottom
of a low embankment, a total write-off.

2uddy climbs fron it, shaken, shattered, and shitless
~= like his car.

CUT TO:
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INT: CORRIDOR - HOSPITAL - DAY 205

Berilli and :ingo stand wailting outside the swing
doors of some opzrating theatres situated at the end
of a long hospital corridor. Red-1lit signs read:
OPERATING 1 & 2. |

|
A few paces from them, Buddy waits too, leaning
against the wall like his partners, but obviously
alone, head bowed, withdrawn into introspection over
his part in what has happened to Ansel.

The red lights go off on the doors to the operating
theatres.

Castaldi is wheeled out, heavily=-bandaged but alive,
the oval of his face white and strained inside the
plaster cast covering his head. A nurse holds a
plasma bottle attached to his arm.

Buddy looks at the unconscious man expressicnlessly.

BUDDY
{to iiingo)
Stay with him ...

Mingo understands and follows Castaldi along the
corridor, disappearing witn him into a side-passage.

A nurse by a telephone desk nearby signals 3erilli to
take over tihe call she has just received. Berilli
hurries to her.

Buddy £folds his arms across his chest, tightly.

Berilli approaches Buddy diffidently, hating to give
him the telephone massage.

BERILLT
It's ... Janay Ansel ... I
thought it better ... if ...
you know ...

He gestures to Buddy, whose grey face tightens. He
half-indicates a refusal, then grimly realizes he has
to talk to her.

He leaves Berilli at the dooxrs and sits by the
telephone, hunched over the receiver,

The doors open by Berilli, and the dead body of Ansel

is wheeled out. The battered face is at peace at last.

Berilli's regret and anger at the waste and loss of a
comrade is barely repressed as the cot is wheeled by.
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He touches the rigid sheet in mute farewell, drawing
it over the cold face.

At the far end of the corridor, a small press |
conference is being held by the Police Chief, h#s gold
braid glinting under the hard white ceiling lights,.
Gilson and Hanes stand with him as a half-dozen|
reporters try to glean information. All are too far
away to be heard.

The body passes Buddy, still at the telephone. He
can hardly look at it.

Bevond Buddy, the press conference at the far end of
the corridor has broken up, leaving only the Police
Chief with Gilson and lianes. It is obvious they are
being dressed down vehemently. Buddy is too involved
to notice, or even try and catch what is being said.

To Berilli, the whole stance of Buddy's back is
eloguent testimony to the sympathy and understanding
Ansel's wife is receiving from her husband's friend.
Berilli looks relieved he doesn't have the task

or can hear the words.

Hanes and Gilson,:having been left by the Police Chief,
are half-way along the corridor, when their dead man
goes by them. They stand aside, heads bowed.

Gilson, not knowing to whom Buddy is talking, indicates
a quick end to the conversation. Buddy's face shows

an instant of savage anger, then he controls himself,
gesturing he is nearly finished.

Hanes finds a side room off the corridor, and
intimates to Gilson it is empty. As they step inside,
Gilson shows Buddy he wants him to follow.

Berilli moves up behind Buddy as the telephone call
to Janey Ansel is ended. Buddy's head bows for an
instant, before he stands.

BUDDY
Find the Monsignor and get
over there.
(indicating telephone)
She's all by herself.

He cresses to the side room as Berilli picks up the

telephone.

At the far end of the corridor, the body of Ansel
turns the corner and is lost from sight ...
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By macabre coincidence, the room Hanes has found is
where test specimens are kept -- urine and blood;
various organs in formaldehyde; the tools and jars
and equipment for such jobs; plus large glass-fronted
cases displaying apparatus necessary for major .
surgery, saws, drills, hammers, gouges, screwdrivers,
etc., all highly-chromed,

Diagrams, charts and drawings of the human body,
inside and out, decorate the walls.

Gilson is pacing the room when Buddy enters. Hanes
has propped himself against a table.

Buddy doesn't need to be told trouble is brewing.

GILSON
(testily)
There's something brewing that
those humps downtown never told
us apout ...

BUDDY
Congerning us .,. ?

GILSON
{hard)
Had you heard rumors of
shakedowns ... ?

BUDDY
(shrugging)
Some. Nothing you could grab
a hold of ... Hore artillery on
the streets .., stuff like
that ...

GILSON
{sharply)
"Thy in the hell didn't you
report it ... ?

He is clearly torn between his belief and trust in
Buddy and a duty to consider every possibility.

BUDDY
Because yvou only wanted facts
-=- and results ...

Hanes studies his shining shoes, then looks at Gilson,
who nods reluctantly, unable to bring himself to tell
Buddy personally.
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UANES
{(quietly)

A squad from the P.C.'s office !
has been investigating stories |
of under-cover police -- ‘'alleged }
police’® == going around

kidnapping wise guys for '
ransoms ...

Buddy 1s rigid with outrage.

BUDDY
You mean they think it's us?!
Thogse fuckin' freeholas ...

GILSON
Hey ... Come on Buddy. What
would you think ... ? ilhere was
Ansel's body found -~ rest his
soul? A lot of people never wanted
our outfit formed, you know that.
They were against us from the
very beginning. The way we
did things ...

Buddy looks hard at him,

BULDY
(tensely)
WWhat deo you think, chief ... ?
A long moment ...
GILSOW
(irritably)

I think we've got a whole punch
of unanswered questions hesre ...

Buddy relaxes somawhat: Gilson doesn’'t want to
believe the stories.

BUDDY
We'll find tha answers -- give
us time ...

GILSON
{sharply)
There is no time ~--

BUDDY

{pleadingly)
Chief ... Ansel and me ... e were

{LIORE)



REVISZED 12/29/72
85

206 CONTINUED 206

BUDDY (Contd)
together five yecars before
you formed the team. Him and
me ... You've got Lo see --

GIIZCY
{expostulating)
We're not to Funciion for the
time being ...

For 2 moment, Buddy cannot comprehend the mean ing of
the words, then realization dawns.

BULDDY
You mean, ve're under house
arrest, Us ... ?

HANE
(sympatietically)
Call it what you like. We're
all grounded until the investi-
gation starts next Monday ...

With Ansel's death, even Hones, thar stickler faor
the rules, feels for Buddy and his partners.

Buddy lcoks at Gilscn for confirmatioh.

GILSON
{gruffly)
It's going to be a full inguiry.
Internal Affairs are handling
it ...

BUDDY
{(raging)
Cne of our guys got killed, and
ve get investigeted ... !

Gllson shrugs a half-apology.

GILION
Yeah ... The friggin' roof's
going to fall on us now ...

Buddy, his mind racing, only half-hears him.

BULDY
(furiously)
Christ ... Monday ... That doesn't
glve us much time ... the creeps.
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Hanes has been watching him,

HANES
{challengingly) |
Well +than, don't waste it |
around here ... '

from Gilson to Hanes., Both facss
they staxe back at him blandly.

Buddy's eves
remain impass

Buddy doesn't neced Lo hove matters spe2llad out. le
stridas for the door eagerly, full of hattle.

CUT TO:
DHT:  ZHACK

The leanirf
CrL"AC--a. AR
.C-\.T.L. .1.1-1':‘

clearly con

FuL

I'.ﬂ [

loon lOOleG 0o,
T and

Cﬂ\..--.»t'J Ay .

want Lo conb aronad hsre ...

The axs separates ancther

CHelay
-+ Thought veou wanted to keep
your ‘'amateur ztanding'® ...

Again the axe chops cleanly.

Vito's anxiety is plain as he moves even closer to
Hoon frem the car.

VITO
It's all over, The guy in
the trunk was a cop ...

The axe qguivers ahove Moon's head for a moment, before
being driven home into a tree-stump and left there.
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1100w
You stupid ox something?

Vito shakes his head, pathetically eager, and relleved
that the murderous axe has heen rested momentarlly

VITO
No. I'm telling you ...
You kill ~-
MOQN
(contemptuously)

You know them dudes don't
holler copper ...

He lifts ocut the axe with one hand, as the other lines
up a piece of boarding. The axe cuts it, cleanly.

Vito leans impatiently over the sitting Moon, as the
axe severs another piece of timber,

VITO
{aggressively)
Hey, Hoon, do me a favor.
bon't tell me what I --

Embedding the axe in the stump, Moon's free hand grabs
Vito's lapels and drags his head down to him.

MOON
{lightly: maniacally)
You say my name one more time,
and I'll chop you ...

VITO
(rattled)
Okay ... Okay ... I'm sorry ...
I wasn't thinking ...

Moon releases him, eases the axe out of the stump and
begins sharpening its edge with a whetting stone.

The scrape of honing is ominous. Vito wishes he
would stop.

VITO
..+ Listen to what I'm saying.
The guy you iced was a ... Cop!

He shrugs helplessly, unable to bring himself to
reveal his knowledge that the dead man was Buddy's
partner.

lioon has not looked up once from sharpening the axe.
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The dezadly sound of the stone against stesl has not
ceased.

Moon wets his thumb and checks the edge of the plade.
ot satisfied, ha resumes honing.

MOON
{(unipressed)
Okay, 30 he was a cop. What
about my garage guy?

VITO
They grabbed him ...

lMoon stops sharpening in the middle of a stroke. He
betrays for the first time a hint of uneasiness. It
is not lost upon the alert Vito.

YVITO
What's he Xxnow ... ?

Moon considers the implications of the cuestion. What
does Toledano know. Too much. Will he tell? Good
guestion.

HMOOoW
(coniidently)
Ah ... Don't worry about him!

He resumes refining the edge of the axe.
Frustratedly, Vito paces up and down.

VITO
(urgently vpleading)
We gotta turn Festa loose ...
And you gotta ... get lost for
a wiiile ... get out of town ...

MOON
{soEtliy)
I got to do what ... 7

He doesn't look up, continuing to concentrate upon
sharpening the axe, thz sound sharp and clear in the
cold air.

Vito abhandons caution. He stands over the
imperturbable iioon.

vITO
{panic-stricken)
For crissakes, look at me! It's
over ... finito ... Believe me ...,
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N Moon satisfies himself the axe-=dge is right before
rising. He holds the stone and axe in one hand,
and still doesn't look at Vito. i

i
MOON 1
{sibilantly}

Thought you wanted money .... 2

He towers over Vito, fixing him with cold eyes.

Bo comes out of the shack, and on Moon's gesture,
begins collecting the chopped fire wood.

Vito backs off,; thoroughly agitated and frightened
now. ie tightens the scarf around his chilled neck.

VITO
Look, I mean you do what
vou want, Sure I want more
money, but there ain't going
to ke any on account of my guy
ain'‘t going to be giving me any
more information. There's no
way in the world. He'll want
info now, looking for who killed
his partner. Right? I mean I'm
only telling you. And when he
starts lookin' ...

He stops, defeated by the possibility of making them
know what he knows about Buddy, who has bested him
most of their lives. How can Vito make ldoon know
about the man they're up against ... ?

loon is not only unconvinced, he doesn't care.
Nothing is going to stop his scheme going on.

Bo shuffles back towards the shack with his arms
full of firewood.

[0O0N
So who is this guy?

VITG
Hey ... That wasn't part of
the deal ... !

HMOON
We may have to change that
deal ... 1f he comes after me ...

- He turns away to the shack, swinging the axe and
whetstone in one hand.
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The soft dry rustle of his last words ,ﬂng over Vito
like a shroud, wno realizes what he has done.
— - - Torre ‘

208 IlITT: SHACK - BARGE - DAY . 208

|
Bo dumgs his armful of fuel in a corner of tne small,
bare, dusty suacl: as licon clogses tthe door behind thenm.

Festa sits, hound and frightensd on the bare gprings
of a cot along a windowless wall.

ficon lochs a2t him dispassionately, in a way which
lzaves no douvst that this is a man who intends to take
a lifz. He slaps the ave against his paim ...

CuT TO:

209 HT: CIVIL JaIL - bBAY ) 209

Q rh o =

arilli waits anxiously on the stens of the venerable
acility on 37£h ﬂrrast. Its name and functicn zre
arved in begrimea stene above nis head.

Saning buddv approach, Bari
as thay meet on the bott
together.

tures a greeting,
eforae climbing them

EUDDY

E

Hingo got him ... 2

He indicatss the £ivil Jail.

210 IdT: IETERROGATION ROCH - CIVIL JiIL - DAY 210

The interrogotion room is like the gonference rcoom at
Vito's frneral home -~ small, airiess, and without
wvindows, (ne bare bulb sheds a harxsgh wiilte glazre
over the battered walls and woodlen floor.

The Latin, Toledano, from the garacga, stands in the
micddle of #he rcom as puddy and Berilli enter., liingo
sits in one oIl thz three chairs nearby.

Perilli lcecks the slkecl-covered door with an elaborate
care, which is not lost on Teledano. Javy and
1

2d:
"""" Arprenensive, there is, neverthelcss, an elusive
dignitv, a calimness avout the men from the garage.
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Nobody says a word. Buddy and Berilli walk round the
standing Latin, as though inspecting a side of beef
in a butcher's shop. A4 sense of foreboding begins to
mount in the small arena.

\
Mingo takes a chair to the middle of the room, behind
the Latin and thrusts him down into it. At the last
second he removes it, pushing Toledanoc down hard/ on the
unyielding floor, jolting the prisoner's spine.

In one easy movement, Mingo hoists him up again by
his collar and dumps him into the chair, properly this
time. The Latin sits rigidly.

Still none of the three policemen say a word,

Buddy takes off his jacket slowly, and with care,
handing it to Berilli. Then he loosens his tie with
the same slow anticipation. All the time they pace
slowly around the sitting man, like tigers about to
spring.

Buddy rolls up his sleeves, showing brawny arms. From
a hip pocket he takes out a blackjack and begins to

-slap it into his palm., The sound is terrifyingly

ominous.

The Latin's eyes flit from one man to the next. His
eyes are liguid, but the mouth remains a thin straight
line.

Buddy approaches the chair, still slapping the black-
jack in a regular, inexorable rhythm,

BUDDY
{to Latin, hard)
e can do this the easy way or
the hard one ...

He stands over the Latin, the blackjack missing the
man's face by a hairsbreadth as it slaps into Buddy's
hand.

BUDDY
(to Latin)
-as Itfs up to you ...

He moves to one side of the prisoner, the blackjack
whistling past the Latin's ear.

BUDDY
(te Latin)
But understand this ...
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He moves to the front of the sitting man, putting his
face close, the blackjack still moving against his hand.

|
BUDDY |
(to Latin) |
... Before we leave this room,
you're going to tell us who the
other guys were in that garage ...

In the long silence which follows the measured cadence
of his words, only the blackjack can be heard working
against Buddy's hand.

Most men would have broken down by this point under
the psychological pressure being exerted, but Toledano
remains stubbornly silent.

Mingo suddenly grabs him by the hair, lifting the
head, and stretching the neck taut. A huge black hand
mashes the lower nalf of the Latin's face inte con-
torted folds like a rubber doll -- the nose, mouth,
cheeks and chin grotesguely squashed tcgether
relentlessly.

MINGO
(menacingly)
You dig what he's telling vou ...

The Latin locks into Mingo's glaring eyes, then nods.
Slowly iingoc releases him, the face regaining its
shape, crisscrossed with his finger-marks.

Berilli attempts another tack, winking at Buddy
covertly before stepping close to the Latin as Mingo
walks away.

BERILLT
(friendly)
Conspiracy ... aiding and abetting
a kidnapping ... failure to report
a crime ... murder of a policeman ...

He shakes his head ruefully ...

BERILLI
What hope you got, unless you
help us ...

He straightens and walks away. He looks at Buddy
hopefully, wondering if his ploy has worked.



210

94
CONTINUED 210

Toledano looks straight at Buddy then holds out his
hands, palms down, extending all ten fingers: nine of
them are gnarled and twisted at the joints, swollen,
nails split, broken and stunted. Only a little finger
is left unmarked.

Buddy stops slapping the blackjack. Perhaps the game
he and his pals have been playing will work. l

TOLIZDANO
{accented; bitterly)
I been picked up before ... I
didn't tell them nothin' then ...
and I ain't gonna tell you
nothin'® now ...

All three look at his hands before he drops them.

Buddy looks at his adversary and knows he is speaking

~the truth.

A glimmer of respect for the man shows on all three
faces of the detectives.

Slowly, Buddy, replaces his blackjack in the hip
pocket, rolls down his sleeves and rebuttons them.

He tightens his tie and takes his jacket from Berilli
as all three seven-ups congregate in a corner.

BERILILI
We got to turn Mingo loose on
him, Buddy ...

MINGO
Let's break that little fing=sr ...

Buddy gestures at the jail around them, as if to say
"Here? Now?". Berilli and Mingo retire in defeat as
they accept the implication of Buddy's guestion.

He slips on his jacket, looking thoughtfully at the
Latin all the time. His partners are puzzled by his
silence.

Buddy's face remains thoughtful, then his eyes glint
as an idea begins to formulate.

BULDY
Come on.

Toledano is left sitting in isolation as they are heard
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210 CONTIILID 210

— walking awar, unlocking the steel door, slamming it
closed penand them, acd releoikiing it once more ...
i
s
2V10A BT, HOZTDTTAT,  RTUT TTR TN 2104
T | cun
— g Ty T e . e |
211 17T CRRIDOR = HOSPITAL - MIGHT | 1211
lingo leadszs Suddy and Dzrillil along the hospital
gorridor wnerz they oad waited for Ansel.
They approach fron the oonosite end o tnm onerating
theatres, the end where toz press confererce had baz
held, Thzir walk and Zaoes are as ;bleu*lcss as thelr

determinaticn.

side passage where
e on the telephone
ivas them a smiling

212 NIGHT 212

passage, a young

He c¢olng to give usg

Hell no,

1 :
S PR
LOCHKEL o e

213 Tty DOOR - PRIVATE ROCH - SIDE PALSEAGD - 213
ROGRITAL = NIGHT
The three detectives approach the young patrolman,

L
ay feller. v

The younyg patrolman flushes,; pleasad at the cameraderie.
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CONTINUED 213

He 'nods disc {::tlv to Hingq to stay outside and cover
them before leading Berilli inio the room. i

|

|
INT: HOSPITAL ROQM - CTOET % 214

- : e

A Murse is Iussing around Castald:i, who lies in bad,
still heavily bhandaged, and adparently acTﬁeD. A
tube from & mlasma kottle, suspanded by thie bed, leads
into his arm. She checks the lazuia bottlie.

Buddy and Berilli wailt patiently for her to finish.

PERILLIT
He's pretty 111, hub ...

e I
L\U:l ﬁE

«++ This is the tenth tcday ...

Very
She indicatzs the plasma bottle ...

BERILLT
{ambiguously)
He's got a lot people worrying.
about him ...

He points to tha shelf by the bed. Cn it are get
well cards and a uift-wrapnpsd package. Buddy's eves
glint, knowing the other meaning of his colleague's
words.

(admonitory
Sure has ... ot too Long novw ...

She leaves thaom alene.

" (to f" as
You got compa ry -

Castaldi opens his eves azly,

presence dimly, but seys nothing.

BERILLI
v, he don't leok as bad as
thoucht. What's happening,
staldili ... ?

Le

Castaldi walzes up rapidly, full of apprehension.

CASTALDI
{hoarsely)
What do you want?

+
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Buddy pulls up a chalr to tie hed.

BUDDY
We got some questions for you ...

CASTALDI
I don't know anything. I already
told them --

Buddy leans close.

BUDDY
(confidentially)
-— New team.

EERILLI
Just us.

He sits on the edge of the bed, very close to Castaldi's
bandaged legs, which hump out of the blankets. Berilli
lays a light hand on them,

Castaldi p=ers down at his feet.

CASTALDI
(fearfully)
I'm hurt, Please leave ma
alone ...

BUDDY
Iike Ansel, weasel ... ?

Berilli riffles through the get well cards, checking
names. Then he takes the gift package off the shelf
and beqgins opening it,., Buddy watches,.

‘ BERILLI
{to Castaldi)
You feel good on account of
your girxl friend baked you a
bunch of cookies and that way
you answer a couple of questions
and everybedy's ...

He has lifted the lid, parted the soft tissue paper
packing and glanced inside, What he sees snaps his
head as if he has been slapped.

BERILLI
Holy ...



214

98
CONTINUED 214

He drops the box onto the bed, which rolls sideways.
out of it bounces a human right hand chopped off at
the wrist. ©On its little finger is Festa's Masoénic
ring., Jammed between the other fingers is a note.

Buddy Jjerks up from the chair, wincing.

The hand, still oozing a slight amount of blood, has
soaked the tissue paper supporting it, bright red.

BUDDY
Jesus ... !}

Berilli, who has stood too, meets Buddy's horrified
stare.

BERILLIT
Is it real ... ?

Castaldi is in shock from seeing his partner's hand.
He rolls in the bed, head threown back, his breath
rasping. His movements cause the hand to move as
though still alive. Its seeping stump smears the
bed-clothes with blood.

BUDDY
It's real ...

He bends over the hand, his revulsion plain.

BERILLI
vthat a fucking world, huh ... ?

He takes a closer look. Buddy turns away, repelled
by the grisley object. Castaldi's shock has subsided,
but he still emits a gagging sound. Buddy forces
himself to recover and look at the hand again.

BUDDY
Nick ... put it back in the box.
and easy don't smudge anything ...

He delicately withdraws the scrap of paper from between
the bent, rigid fingers of the severed hand and begins
reading it.

Berilli takes a knife and fork from a mal tray beside
Castaldi's bed, and begins lifting the hand back into

the box.

Buddy's anger on reading the note floods away the
remnants of his revulsion. He waves it at the near-
incoherent Castaldi.
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BUDDY
(tc Castaldi) i
Read it. Go anead. You going ,
to stop playing games now? See |
what it says? 'Festa wanted to |
shake your hand for what you
done to him' ...

Castaldi's eyes burn into the note thrust before him.

CASTALDI
Bastards ...

He turns his head away, lips tight in grief and fear.

Budcy leans over him, his face a mirror of the rage
inside.

BUDDY
You cock. You talk to me,
Huh? %Who killed Ansel? Who
dumped him in the trunk? You're
going to ride the bolt, vou
mother ... !

Castaldi doesn't move, his eves closed tight as if
that will somehow make the mounting horror of his
situation go away.

Buddy raises his fist as if to smash it into Castaldi's
face, and brushes the tube of the plasma bettle. He
stops in mid-action, and lowsrs his fist, his face
stern.

SUDDY
(to Berillii, guietly)
You step outside, huh ...

Bearilli who has finished putting the hand back in its
box, looks at Buddy enigmatically.

nIDbhY
(to Berilli)
... And take that thing with you ...

He indicates the bloody box. Without a word, Berilli
complies.

Castaldi watches him go in real terror now.
The door closes behind Berilli. Slowly, never taking

his eyes off Castaldi's face, Buddy puts his‘'hand on the
plasma tube.
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BUDDY
So long, Castaldi ... i
|
Stangulated cries come from Castaldi. He has troéuble
breathing again.

CASTALDI
Hey ... what are you ... I'm
dying ... Don't do ... You're
going to kill me ... For the
love of God ... Help me ...

Buddy pulls the plasma tube out of Castaldi's arm.

BUDDY
Help yourself, Talk. Other-
wise you ares going to die, Castaldi.
In a basement. On a slab. iho
killed Angel ... ?

Like the hand, the plasma tube in Buddy's fingers,
begins to drip its £1luid on the bed covers.

CASTALDI
(piteocusly)
Don't let me die ...

BUDDY
(relentlessly)
I'm going to flush your life
down the toilet, Castaldi ...
Just like my partner's ...

The plasma tube continues to drip away, staining the
bedclothes further.

CASTALDI
Leave me alone ... Please ...

He is close to tears ... Buddy waits, choosing exactly
the right moment to suggest a deal.

BUDDY
Tell me about him, and I'll
leave you alone ...

Castaldi's face shows a glimmer of hope, uncertain but
growing. Buddy watches him.

BUDDY
You're wasting time ...
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215

216

CONTIIUED o1k
He holds up the dripping plasma feed. Castaldl panics.

CASTAIDIT
MaX... It was his idea... !

BUDDY
Max who.oeo 7

CASTAILDI
(frantically)
Kalish ... Hax Kalish

He moans as Buddy replaces the plasma pipe under the

»

band aild ot his arm and into the veln once more ...
EXT: CAR - KALISH RESIDENCE - EIVERDALE - NIGHT . 215

The big black car parked outside Max Kalish's house
has its lignts off.

It appears empty under the discreet overhead lighting
of the expensive street.

Behind the car, Kalish's house is closeted in sleep,
like the other detached residences stretching each side
of 1t.

INT: CAR - KALISH RESIDENCE - RIVERDALE -~ NIGHT 216
Inside the car, two bodyguards are on watch, slumped

below the level of the dashboard, They are huddled

in heavy overcoats against the winter night. Both

are smoking; the air is heavy with fumes.

Bodyguard Two, in the passenger seat, stubs his
cigarette into an almost overflowing ash=tray.

(CONTINUED)
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CONTINUED 216

Bodyguard Cne flicks on the dashboard lights. The
clock shows 2 a.m. .

|
BODYGUARD ONE {
(wearily)
Jesus ... !

As he turns coff the lights, his partner slides out the
ash-tray, unlocks his door and empties the cigarette
butts into the gutter.

The muzzle of a big hand-gun slides over the tray, up
his arm and confronts both men, who look bitter.

BERILLI'S VOICE
(grating)
Do nothing ... huh ... ?

Both men do exactly what they are tolad.

Berilli opens the door wider, leans in, unlakcheé the
back one and slides onto the rear seat., The gun in
his hand doesn't waver.

BERILLI
(to Bodyguard Two)
Close it ... ‘
(indicating front door)

The passenger door is closed. Berilli does the same
at the rear.

BERILLI
(to Bodyguard One)
Now dip your lights =-- once ...

Bodyguard One does so ...

EXT: KALISH STREET - NIGHT 217
As the headlights of the black car flicker once,
Buddy and Mingo emerge from the cover of some shrubbery
across the street, and heads for Kalish's house.

EXT: KALISH RESIDENCE - NIGHT 218
Buddy and Mingo stride up the slope of the raised
lawn, across its carefully-tended surface and stop by

the front door. They pass the elaborate mail-box
with its name: KALISH,.
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iMingo sticks a small suction pad on the ornate stained
glass of the door by tiae lock and cuts out a c1r¢le of
it with a cuttLr, then easily bends away the leaged
frame cf the piece and slips his arm through to dis-
engage the chain on the inside and the lock itse%f.

In a second, both men slip silently inside, leaving
the front door slightly ajar.

INT: XALISH RESIDGENCE - NIGHT - 218

Tensely Buddy and Mingo survey the ground floor before
crossing to a flight of stairs leading up to an over-
hanging balcony. Nothing stirs in the house as they
climb the stairs.

INT: CAR - KALISH RESIDENCE -~ RIVERDALE - MIGHT 220

Berilli has forced the two bodyguards to lie prone
across the front seats of the car.

Bodyguard One is jammed under the steering wheel and
across the transmission housing, while Bodygurard Two
is spread the opposite way.

Beside Berilli, on the back seat, are their guns.

He smokes contentedly, his gun resting across his
knees and pointing directly through the front seatsg
at the two captives.

INT: BALCONY - KALISH RESIDENCE - NIGHIT 221

¥ingo and Buddy are quietly closlng one of the doors
leading off the balcony.

They move to a larger pair, at the end of the balus-
trade., Their figures are silhouettesd in the dim light.

Gold handles match the filigree gold leaf around the
locks and white-painted wooden panels.

Alert for the slightest move, Buddy and lilngo take a
handle sach and turn them. Only Buddy's gives, opening
inward to reveal a bedroom beyond.

They enter, once again lsaving the bedroom door ajar.

INT: BEEDROCII - KALISH RESIDENCE - WIGHT 222

Max Kalish and his wife Sara lie asleep in an ornate
bed, which faces windows locking out onto their garden.
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Faint meocnlight indicates the expensive ostentation of
the decor. The bed itself is a king-size in pink
satin, which is echoed in the bed board, and the|
occasional tables on either side of them. |

Making sure they are alone, Buddy and dingo appreoach
the sleeping couple.

Taking care not to wake the Kalish's, the two men tuck
the loose blankets firmly beneath the mattress, thus
imprisoning the couple under their bedclothes.

Finding an adjustable bedside lamp beside Kalish him-
self, Buddy aims it at the sleeping man's eyes. Sara
Kalish sleeps in grease and hairnet.

On Buddy's nod; Mingo raises a small vase of flowers
beside Sara Kalish, and holds it over her husband's
snoring face. His free hand, like Buddy's, grips one
of the pillows. ’

Buddy's other hand is poiszed over the light switch.

BUDDY
(tersely}
Now ... !

As the light beam strikes Kalish's face, ilingo pours
the flower water over him. Simultaneously, both
detectives pull out the pillows. The one under Kalish
hides a gun. The Kalish's drop backwards, and awake
into a nightmare, instead of from one. Their anguished
cries of terror are blocked in their mouths by the
hands of Buddy and Mingo,

Sara Kalish begins to shake uncontrellably beneath the
tightly stretched sheets as she gazes up into the
fearsome visage of iMingo. Equally, iMax realizes their
danger as Buddy's intense eyes burn into his own.

Kalish's gun is kicked under the bed by Buddy.

Beyond the beam of the light on Kalish's face, which is
still flecked with water, all is darkness.

Buddy tries to take instant advantage of the terror he
has deliberately created.

BUDDY
{hard)
Who else got the shakedown, Max
-- apart from Festa, Roszak ...
and YOU!?
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Kalish begins struggling vioclently under the imprisoning
blankets, his eyes bulginyg, the face above Buddy's hand
growing mottled and contorted.

liingo smashes the flower vase he is still holdidg against
the bedside *table beside him, and then holds the’jagged
base near Sara Xalish's face. Her husbhand quiets
immediately.

The nightmara for the Kalish's continues, Their evas
dart from Buddy to iMingo ceaselessly.

BUDDY
(relentlessly)
Bither of you sguawk -- the
other gets it ...

Very slowly, iHingo and Buddy take their hands from the
mouths of the Kalish's.

KALISH
{hocarsely)
You sons ¢f bitches ... ! You
leave my fawmily out of this ... !

Sara Kalish moans softly, still shuddering from shock.

ZUDTY
{to liingo)
Take her into the spare room ...

Hingo drops the smashed vase cnto the bed, sweeps back
tile bedclothes around Sara Kalish and with one arm
1ifts her out and onto her feet.

His bulk towers over har. She clutches the flimsy
nightgown tangled about her even closer, revealing a
meaty body which massage and the beauty shop has kept
in a voluptuous shaje.

She is still in a stats of total terror, almost un=-
comprehending what is happening to her.

BUDDY
(coldly)
Use this -- if you have to ...

He hands Hingo the blackjack from his hip pocket.
SARA

{(imploringly)
tHaxie ... Maxie ...
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Kalish slwntps into thsa bed acaln, suddenly aged, but
his lips are set tignt. He shakes water and swaat from
his facs. }

18 to mean again, almest in a sing—song‘ The
ins o rise viingo eclamps a hand over ﬁe-
iny and ha rlns o drag cout her inert body.

Sara be
gound b
mouth aga7

DLQ

BUDDY
{softly)
Onz of you is going to pav fo
Inms=2l, so we might as well st

with ‘.u_r . s

Ilax loolis at his pitiless face. There is no deoubt that
Buddy means every word ae said. lax is beaten, and
knows it.

MAK
{hrokenly)

with triumph, Dudldy rips, back the

o

he]
covers from Yaliizn, and is scarczly able te control
a start of surprise. '

In his first fricht., Xalish had urinaeted in hils costl

silk pviamas ...
At Buddy's discovery,; Kalish turns his head away in
shame.

CUT TO:
TiT: WHITE TOWER -~ NICAT 223

Buddy stards in a telesphone booth, the receiver to
his ear waiting for a ¢all to bha answered, The ringing
tone is the only sound, loud and clear and insistent.

Beyond him, by the curbside,; Berilli and Hingo wait in
the car.

Cn the shelf in front of Buddy lies hiz folder of
photcgrapas. Beside it, on a picce of Kalish's headed
notepapey is a hastily-scrawled ligt: It reads:
ROGGERO, ROUSZAX, KALISH, FESTA, etc.

As he waits, Buddy's fingers turn over the photographs
of the namad men.
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225

226

227
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CONTINUED 223
But he is staring unblinkingly throuch the windows of
the booth. In their reflection, his face is a minture
of pain and rage, inflam=d by the awful knowledge of

betrayal.

Almost instinctively, his fingers begin to crush the
liszt. Then he restrains himszif, loscks down at it
again, and b=2gina to =zmooth out its crenses wnile he
continues to walit for his call to be ansvered.

CHITTED OMITTED 224
OMITTED OMITTED 225
ExXT: THIRD AVZNUE TRAIN PLATFORM - NIGHT 226

Buddy sits con the sam2 bench as before. Vito hurries
forward and stands f£acing him, a foot on the bench.

ANGLE ON TIIE BENCH 227

As uzual in these situ=ztions, Vite is tight with
anxiety. Buddy is attentive to Vite's every nuance.
He keeps his mannher normal only with effort.

vVITo
{panting slightly)
I hustled guick as I could.
Everything cizy? You don't
usually czll me at home ...

BULDY
Everything's lousy.

VITO
You mean cn gceeosunt of the oop
getting killed? Yeazh, I read.
You ... uh ... you on that now?
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227

228

229

230

231

232

CONTD
Buddy doesn't answer.

VITO
Yeah, that's ... tcoco bad.

IIED SHOT - BUDDY

Watching Vito.

VITO
Probably a great guy, huh?

WO SHOT - BUWDY, VITO

BULDY
He was all rignt.

108

227

228

229

aAand

230

Vito reacts to the apparent absasnce of enthusiasm.

BUDDY
{(withoat emotion)
E2nd I'm ceing to blow away
the fuck who killed him.

OQMIT OMIT

BUDDY #AWD VITO

VITO
Does that mean you know who
' it is?
Buddy continues to watch Vite closelyv.
BUDDY

fhat do vou know- about a handit
naed Felix Toledano?

231

232

Vito's recacilon is a fraction too guick, axposes the

merest hint of relief.

VITO
Hever heard of him.
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232 CONTINUED 232

BUDDY
I thought you said you read
about it.

|
|
VITO | |
(hastening to |
recoup) ‘
T did read ab
didn't see nothing about ...
Hold it. Was he the ... H=
was the garcge guy, right?

out 1t, but I

BUDDY
It*d be good if you could find
out about him. Who he sees,
places he hangs, like that.
He'd done scme time, Find out
if he's still seeing anybody he
was in Jail with.

VITO

Yeah, sure ... I mean, you
know, I'1ll see what I can do.

Buddy pats Vito's leg.

BUDDY
That'll be good.

Vito takes a seat beside Buddy. Vito feels better now.

VITO
Toledanc, huh?

233 thru 236 omitted ' omitted 233 - 2
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|
237 ANGLE ON THE BERCH - BUDDY AND VITO ‘237
|
|
BUDDY ‘
e &id lcck him up, but the \
D.A.'s eutting him loose in the ‘
morning.
VITO
fle didn't know much, huh?
DULDY
Ha2 kinows it all ... including
what he don't have to tell the
D.A.
(a thin smile
takes shaps=)
How what he's going to have o
tell us ... that's a whole
different story.
Vito is nervons again, and he stands.
BUDDY
Hev, Vito, that's ... vou know,
just between you and I, right?
238 ANGLE QW VITO . 238
VITD
(a weak smile)
Coma on, will you,

Buddy grins, punches Vito lightly.

BUDDY
Tet's keep it in Manhattan, huh?

VITOo
{(with indignation)
Will you cut ... I mean who you
talking tc?!

BUDDY
Call me at the precinct as soon
as you got something.

VITO
(sulking)
Jesus ...
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239

240

111/1
ANGLE CN BULDY 239
There's a trace of derision in his smile and tone.
BUDDY j

Go ahead.

: {beat) _

Love home, hun?
ANGLE CN VITO 240

He turns away to lezve. His eyes are troubled. He
turns back, monifzstlv uneasy, searching for the
courage to say what he wants to say.

Hoey Bud ... ?
Buddy's laugh is short, scornful.
BUDDY
Vito, I told vecu. You got
nothing to worry about. Nobody's
going to find out, okay? Go on
home.

For Vito, the moment is gone. His resoclve has vanished.

VITO '
Okay. Thanks. Take it easy.

He turns and hurries away.

CMITTED 241 OMITTED

MED. LONG SHOT - BENCH olo
Buddy sits.

THROUGH 256 - OMITTED OMITTED - 243 THRCUGH 7256
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EXT: CIVIL JAIL - DAY 257
MED LONG SHOT

The decaying, clay-red building is a wvestigial reminder
of less turbulent times. A figure EMERGES. It lappears
to be Toledano. Same clething. Similar moustoche

and long zidseburns. Charzcteristic slouching gait.

He stands at the too of tita steps that lead to the
gidewalk, blinking uncertainly in the early morning sun.

I8T:s CAR 258
CLOSE ON A PISTOL

Held in a man's hand. 7The hand in a lamp. TILT UP,
The man is ilingo. H=2 sits slumped low behind the wheel
of the porked car. He pretends to nap, but his eyes
are on the juil across the street. The ANGLE ADJUSTS
s "Toladane.,” IHe2 comes down the steps.

LHGLE ON THEE STREET ‘ 259

0

A taxi turns into the street in b.g., and approaches.
"Poledano' flags it, and the cab stops. "Toledano"
gets in.

INT: TAXI ‘ 260
ANGLE ON THE BACK OF THE DRIVER'S HEAD

He turns. It is Barilli,

BARILLI
Hothing, huh?
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REVERSE ANGLE 261

The figure in back is Buddy dlsgulaed to look llke
Toledano. Tense,

BUDDY i
Not yet. Let's go.

He sinks bhack against the cushions, twists to look out
the rear window,

WIDE ANGLE ON THE TAXI 262

Berilli turns to the front and drives the cab away.
PAN TO the parking lot across the street from the jail.
Mingo comes to life, drives out of the lot fast,

the tires are leaving rubber on the pavement, The

car barrels away after the taxi.

CUT TO:
INT: PROJECT LOBBY ~ MOVING (SUBJECTIVE) - DAY 263

A uniformed security guard sits at a table. He is
reading El Diario. He glances up, nods. We move
past him, carefully skirting the action in the lobby.
A woman with a shopping cart. A couple of tough
youths. A black man who from the back could be Moon
but isn't., The CAMERA MOVES to a bank of mail boxes
built into a wall. Beside it, rows of black buttons
flanking slots with names and apartment numbers.
Buddy's finger flicks down the slots, stops at
TOLEDANO - 4G. WNow the CAMERA MOVES TO a brace of
elevators. Buddy's finger punches the "up" button.
TILT UP TO the indicator above an elevator docr. The
numbers are in seguence from B to 8. "B" is lighted.
Now "B" is axtinguished and "L" lights. TILT DOWN
TO the dcors. PUSH IN as they start to open. STOP
when a man is revealed inside the elevator. He eyes
the camera. Henacing. #o recognition. #HOVE IN TO
the elevator. The CAMERA SWINGS around, and Buddy's
finger pushes the control button marked "4". SLOWLY
PAN TO the man. 0.5., the SOUND of the doors sliding
closed.

CUT TO:
INT: PROJECT CORRIDOR = DAY 264

The elevator doors open. Buddy steps out, watched
sullenly by the man. The doors close. TRUCK as
Buddy starts along tite corridor. He stops outside
& door marked "4G." SOUND of Latin music from an
apartment. Loud. Buddy cautiocusly tries the door.
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CONTINUED 264

Locked. BHe draws his revolver, steps back, kicks
the door hard. It flies open, and Buddy quickly|steps
back out cf view., No one visible through the doorway.
Buddy looks in, pistol ready. |

\
INT: TOLEDANO'S APARTMENT - DAY } 265

Buddy COHMES IN, swings the door closed behind him,

He glances in the kitchenette, goes to the badroom,
looks in, then to the bath. Nothing. Buddy checks

the eyeline from the window, taking care not to present
a target. He steps to sagging card table, takes a
police two-way radic from under his shirt, places it

on the table, puts his gun beside it, takes a chair
facing the door, settlses down to wait.

CUT TO:
EXT: PROJECT ROOF - WIDE ANGLE - DAY .265
Mingo is there, pacing near the low wall at the edge
of the roof, collar turnedup, plainly feecling the
chill., A carbine leans against the wall.
INT: PROJECT STAIRWELL - DAY 257
Berilli stands on the stairs, eyes at the level of
the corridor from where he commands a view of the
door to Toledano's apartment.

EXT: STREET - DAY 268

The taxi is parked within sight of the vroiect entrance.
Berilli stands by the cab. Eyes alert. He's up, ready.

CUT TO:
INT: TOLEDANO'S APARTIEMNT - BATHROOL ~ DAY 269

Time has passed. Buddy stands over the sink, palming
cold water from the tap and wiping his face with his
hand. The radio is on the toilet tank.

BERILLI'S VOICE
{(filtered)
Couple cats just got off the
alevator. Checking doors.

Buddy turns off the tap, grabs the radio, moves gquickly
to the front room, CAMERA with him.
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- 269  CONTINUED 269

BUDDY
finto radio == low) |
Okay . |
|

Buddy picks up his gun, moves out of the way of the
door, watches the handle for any sign of movement.

QUICK CUTS

270 A. Berilli. Beside the cab. Looking off, 270
Now he looks to the roof.

271 B. Iliingo. <Carbine under his arm. Radio to 271
his ear. He looks over the side.

272 INT: TOLEDANO'S APARTHMENT - BUDDY - DAY 272

He slowly lets the tension ease, He goes to the
table, reaches for the radio but keeps his eyes on
the door. :

[MINGO'S VOICE
{ (filtered)
R Hey Buddy ...

BUDDY
(into radio)
What's happening?

LiINGO'S VOICE
{(filtered)
They gone.

Buddy shows his disappointment., e sinks onto the
chair.

BUDDY
Okay. Anything else ... ?

BERILLI'S VOICE
{(filtered =-- sour)
I‘I ah R

BUDDY
dingo ... ?

MNINGO'S VOICE
(filtered)
- Hothin' ...
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272 CONTINUED 272

Buddy pushes the radio aside. He wipes his face with
a handkerchief, settles his arms on the table, resumes
his wvigil. '

273 INT: PROJECT STAIRWELL -~ DAY 273

Berilli has moved back to the stairwell, staring
straight ahead as if willing Toledano's door knob to
turn. But it doesn't.

CUT TO:
274 EXT: PROJECT ROOF ~ DAY 274

i4ingo sits with his back to a wall, in shadow now.
He looks thoroughly chilled. The carbine is in his
lap. He speaks into his radio.

PIINGO
It ain't even liemphis up here,
man. How long we geoing to give
these dudes to get on the case?

275 INT: PROJECT STAIRWELL - DAY ) 275

Berilli reclines on the stairs,; ccllar buttoned to
the throat, one hand in his pocket. He puts the radio
to his mouth.

BERILLT
ey 3ud, what do you say? I
mean it's six hours already.
This ain't Miami down here.

276 INT: TOLEDANO'S APARTHENT - DAY 276
Buddy still sits facing the door, his weariness evident.

IMINGO'S VOICE
{(filtered)
They peeped our game, mMan ... ¢

BERILLI'’S VOICE
(filtered)
Either that, or they never got
the message. How about it, Buddy?

Buddy picks up his radio. He hesitates, resluctant to
acknowledge defeat even as he knows it is useless to
go on waiting.
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276 CONTINUED 276
BUDDY
Mingo. E
MINGO'S VOICE |
(filtered)
Yeah.
BUDDY

I'm going out, Cover me.

BERILLI'S VOICE
{filtered)
How about I give you five minutes,
then swing past the front?

BUDDY
I'll be there.

He rises, holsters his gun, tucks the radio under his
shirt. He stands staring, suddenly smashes the table
with his fist in an explosion of frustration.

CUT TO:

277 EXT: PROJECT - DAY 277
MED LONG SHOT

Buddy COMES OUT of the project, negotiates the walk
to the street. The ANGLE SLIGHTLY ADJUSTS, and now
Moon is in f.g., eyes on Buddy. He stands amidst
battered garbage cans under the stairs that lead up to
the front door of a ramshackle brownstone. Now he
takes careful aim at Buddy across the street. Buddy
steps QOUT into the street and looks ¢.s. in the
direction from which Berilli will appear.

278 INT: PARKED CAR 278
Bo sits in the car, watching Moon draw his bead on
Buddy o.s.

279 ANGLE ON TAXT 279

Berilli, only a half a block away, is trying to squeeze
the cab past a double-parked truck.

280 UP ANGLE - LONG 280

On the project roof, itlingo is aiming the carbine.
He FIRES.
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ANGLE ON MOON 281

!
Mingo's round WHINES as it rocochets off the wrought
iron rail in front of iloon. HMoon throws an arm up,
drops to his knees,

ANGLE CN BUDDY 282
Alerted by the SOUND of the shot, but still uncertain,
he draws his gun, falls back and kneels next to a
parked car, locking frantically for an indication of
where the danger lies. Pedestrians flee in confusion.
ANGLE PAST BOC 283

THROUGH the windshield TO Buddy. Bo jams the car in
ger and ROARS OQUT.

ANGLE ON BERILLI 284
He APPEARS from between parked cars only yards in
front of the on-rushing car. His revolver is out

and he is FIRING, FIRING.

ANGLE THROUGH WINDSHIELD 285
For a subliminal instant, Berilli is there; huge and

getting bigger. Then the windshield shatters, 3o
curses and hits the brakes.

ANGLE OW THE CAR 286
It serves, sideswipes a parked car, £lips onto its
roof and skids down the middle cf the street and
erupts in flames. 2o dives from it an instant
before hand.

ANGLE ON iOON 287

He scuttles out from hetween two parked cars, heading
for Buddy.

ANGLE ON BURNING CAR 288
Berilli, gun drawn, runs into f.g., stops.

BERILII
Heold it! Police!l

REVERSE ANGLE 289

Bo whirls to the sound, gun ready.
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ANGLE ON BUDDY 290
He FIRES.

ANGLE OW BERILLT | | 291
He FIRES. |
ANGLE ON BO | 292

He takes bullets'almost simultaneously from front and
back. He knifes into the air and sprawls dead in the
middle of the street.

AWGLE ON BUDDY 293
He straightens, reacts to what he sees.
HIS P.O.V. 294

Moon walks away from the scene across the street,
hurrying but trying not to draw attention to himself.

ANGLE ON BUDDY ' 295

BUDDY
(to Berilli)
The guy in the hat!

ANGLE OW BERILLI 296
He instinctively ducks as he whirls to see.
WIDE ANGLE 297

lioon starts to run, Berilli and Buddy give chase,
Berilli closer, Buddy not far behind. IHoon EXITS
around a corner.

ANGLE ONW THE ROQF - MINGO 298
He shouts into his radio.
MINGO
Ten-thirteen! A hundred and

twentieth and First Avenue!
That's a ten-thirteen!

TRAVELING SHOT -~ MOON - 299
Sprinting. He cuts suddenly between parked cars,

drops to his knees in the gutter, gets off two guick
SHOTS across the hood of the car,
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ANGLE ON BERILLI 300

One of the shots hits him and he stumbles and his leg
gives wayand he pitches to the pavement and clutches
his leg in pain. |

ANGLE ON BUDDY - 301

He ducks out of the line of fire, using parked cars
for cover. In deep b.g., Mingo turns the corner.

ANGLE OW MOON 302
He dashes across the sidewalk and EXITS into a bﬁilding.
INT: VESTIBULE - DAY 303

Moon uses his gun butt to SMASH a pane of glass over
the handle of the inner door. He reaches inside and
turns the handle and GOES IN. -

EXT: THE STREET - DAY *304

Buddy looks back, shouts to the approaching Mingo as
he points to Berilli who sits in the street clutching
his leg.

BUDDY
Take him!

PAN as he runs to the door of the building, stands
aside, pushes the door open, GOES IN.

INT: STAIRWELL OF BUILDING = DAY 305
DOWN ANGLE

Moon charges up the stairs of the walkup. In f.g.,

a door opens. A man STEPS OUT, prepared to leave.

He sees iloon, sees the gun, pulls back fast and shuts
the door. Moon rushes past. Buddy moves INTO shot
as he comes up.

ANGLE ON THE ROOF OF THE BUILDING 306

Moon BURSTS from the door that leads onto the roof.
He SLAMS the door shut, races to a low wall, vgults
it to the adjoining roof, DISAPPEARS behind a dovecote

filled with pigeons.
ANGLE O STAIRS 307

Buddy arrives at the door to the roof. He pushes it
open cautiously, gun ready.
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ANGLE PAST iOOW TO BUDDY 308

Using the dovecote for cover, :oon FIRES as Buddy steps
onto the roof. Buddy pulls back into the doorwag,
FIRES. His round rips through the doveccte, and the
pigeons erupt in a frenzy of feathers., Giioon whi%ls

and runs OUT past camera.
EXT: PROJECT - TRAVELING - DAY - 308

WITH a sector car as it SQUEALS around a turn into a
one-way street against traffic, SIREN SOUNDING.

ANOTHER ANGLE 310
An unmarked cruiser, flashing light magnetted pre-
cariously to its roof, converges on the scene. It
ROARS past camera. Another sector car approaches from
the b.g.

ANGLE ON THE RCOF 311

Moon runs, keeping low, taking a wall between buildings
without slowing, using chimneys for cover.

ANGLE ON BUDDY 312

‘He .leaps a wall in pursuit.

ANGLE ON LIOOi ' 313
He comes over a wall, drops to his knees, turns, FIRES.
AJGLE ON BUDDY 314

The tin smokestack back of which he has dived shatters
under the impact of ilioon's round. Buddy throws an arm
across his face as shards of rusted matal fly.

ANGLE ON BMOON 315

He arrives at the last roof in the row of houses. Mo
door onto it., Lioon runs to the edge,; looks down, drops
flat.

MED LONG SHOT 316

Two floors below the roof 1s a terrace. lioon swings
over the side, hangs an instant by his hands, drops.

He lands on the terrace; is up at once, turns to the
door to the terrace, freezes in dismay when he sees the
door and its adjacent window are covered with collap-
sible steel grills. In b.g., Buddy moves forward,



316

317

318

319

320

321

322

323

324

325

123
CONTINUED 316

peers over from behind a low wall. iloon shakes the
grill over the door in frustration. i
AWGLE ON iiQ0W -~ FULL SHOT ’ 317

He snaps off two quick SHOTS designed to keep hlS
pursuer occupied. |

ANGLE ON BUDDY 318

Moon's shots tear off chunks of mortar, and Buddy
ducks.

BACK TO HOON 319

He climbs a rail and drops eight feet to the lower roof
of the next building,

ANGLE PAST BUDDY TO MOON - 320
A network of black, corrugated metal sheets provides
shelter for stairways and walkways on the lower roof.
Buddy has stepped to the roof's edge. He gets off a
quick SHOT at the dodging lioon. The round glances off
a metal sheet and RESOUNDS. iioon whirls, pistol
raised. He FIRBES wildly.

MED SHOT -~ BUDDY 321
Anger etched deep into his features as he takes aim,
almost obliwvious now of Moon's fire. He sgueezes the
trigger.

FULL SHOT - HOON 322

He takes the bullet and is slammed back by the force
of it.

CLOSE SHOT - BUDDY 323

Revenge and fury and gratification vie for supremacy
as again he FIRES.

ANGLE O HMOOW 324

Staggered once more. He catches a railing to keep from
falling, spins, keeps moving toward a door.

EXTREME CLOSE UP = BUDDY 325

Flinching perceptibly as he FIRES still again.
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ANGLE ON I1OON 326

He takes the round and lurches two long strides and
reaches out for tine door handle and doesn't make it
and pitches forward and doesn't move. PUSH SLOWLY IN.
A sign in large letters on the door reads, EXIT.i

CUT TO:
EXT: UNDER TRIBORO BRIDGE - LATE DAY 327

The Xalish notepaper with its hastily-written list of

names, and Buddy's folder lie together under his hand

on the parapet of the stone balustrade overlooking the
river.

BUDDY'S VOICE
.+« Roggero ... Roszak, then Xalish,
Festa ... (etec. etc. etc.)

tJith each name Buddy flips over to the relevant
photograph,

Buddy and Vito stand together, poring over the papers.

Buddy watches him, his thin smile belying the hot anger
in his eyes.

BUDDY
All guys you and me was working
on, I mean like that's ... uh
..« You almost wouldn't believe
it.

AMOTHER AMNGLE 328

Vito whirls back to Buddy, panic plainly in his eyes
now.

BUDDY
The same guys. It's like they
almost knew the same things me
and you did. You know, like
about these guys making big
scores and being in a position
to pay plenty.

VITO
That are you looking at me for?!
Hey uh ... I mean, Buddy! It's
mel
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BUDDY
(a show of
bhemusement) [
Hey, Vito ... Did I say something?
What'd I ... ? {
|

VITO
(raging)
You don't have to say nothing!
I know you like a ... You think
I don't know what you're thinking?
That do you think, I'm some kind
of dummy?! Jesus ...

He is pacing rapidly, away and back, trapped, working
himself into a state of despair and desperation. Buddy
rises, no longer smiling, hands clenched, cold eyes
never leaving Vito. Vito turns and almost collides
with Buddy. It is enough to strike fear deep into him.

ViTO
(a cry out of
his agony)
I had to do it! I had to do it!

329 CLOSE UP - BUDDY 329

That's it. What he wanted. To hear the confession of
betrayal from Vito's own lips. His grin of victory is
twisted with his hurt.

VITO'S VOICE

{o.5.)
They was going ... You don't
understand! They was going
to kill me! And not only me!
Her and the kidsi{ I swear to
God, Buddy =-- they was going
to kill them! You don't under-
stand!

BRUDDY
You don't have to explain, Vito.
Take it easy.

330 ANGLE TO IWCLUDE VITO 330

VITO
(pleading, in tears)

I had to do it! Can't you under-

stand? I couldn't help it! I had

to! ‘%hat with Rose and her doctor's

bills ...
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BUnDY

(reasonably)
And all that dough you been |
dropping at the track ... |
Vito -- you made your choice. !

Vito hides his face in his hands, It is a long moment
before he trusts himself to speak.

VITO
What are you going to do?
You taking me in?

Buddy turns to Vito with a look of incredulity ~=- as
if he can’'t believe Vito would ask such a guestion,

BUDDY
Hey =-=- Me and you, we're old
friends, ain't we?

" Vito uncovers his eves to blink at Buddy, hardly daring
to believe he has just been offered his salvation.

VITO
You mean it?

331 CLOSE ON BUDDY 331
Hard. A hint of viciousness.

BUDDY
You shouldn't have double-
banged me. You fucked yourself.
You're a weasel, Vito.

332 ANGLE TO INCLUDE VITO 332

Trying to sort out his confusion, Vito takes a step
back as if contemplating flight should that prove
necessary.

VITO
I ... thought you just said
you wasn't going to take me in.

BUDDY
I'm not. You're dead, only
you don't know it.

Vito shakes his head, not certain he understands, yet
denying it.
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CONTINUED 332

BNOY
You're dowii. You lost.

VITOD
What do you mean ... ?

BUDDY
(vith contempt)
Come on. Are you serious?
Don't you remember? How you
was always worrving about
them finding out? The wise
guys you was working on for me?

VITO
NO ...

. BUDDY
Sure you do. You remember that.
And that's it. That's the way
it is. There ain‘t no place --
no place in this world they won't
find you. Them guys, they're
fucking relentless.

He turns as 1f to start away. Vito's terror is complete,

total, overwhelming.

VITO
No! Buddy! You got to help me!

ANGLE OM BUDDY 333

He turns to Vito o.s. He lifts his shoulders and regards
Vito with his characteristic annoyed impatience.

BUDDY
Hey, Vito ...

ANGLE ON VITO 334

Stunned, Stricken as suddenly he knows beyond doubt
that all the shared years and experience now count for
nothing., That the moment, finally, is 2ll that matters.
And that for him the moment is lost.

ANGLE ON BUDDY 335

He walks away, CAMERA WITH him. The fire banks in his

eyes, and he seems to subside, to drain as the pain works

deep and he tries to remember how you go about forgetting.
FADE OUT

THE_EWD



