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NMote: This opening section should be impressionistic and
slightly exaggerated, seen as it is through the eyes of a
toddler. Bince & kid this age understands vibes better than
words, we will often see adults talking but hear no voices,
rather, music will be used to characterize the mood of what’s
being =said.

1 EXT. MEADOW, COUNTRYSIDE - MORMING

The camera is lew in the dewy grass. Butterflies flicker about,
we see enormous redwoods in the background. We're in the FPacific
Northwest, anywhere from northern California up to Vancouver.
Springtime. Maybe one of thos2 northern black squirrels scampers
across the frame. Then, on the breeze, we HEAR a whisper of ROCK
AND ROLL. Somsthing hippy~-dippy and light, John Sebastian or
Donovan—-like, as the camera LIFTS and FANS slightly to reveal we
are at the side of a COUNTRY ROAD, a VW VAN making its way
through the redwoods towards ws with its radio blasting. The
van, a late-30"s model with a fanciful peace—and-love hippie
muwral painted on both sides, firally reaches us and whizzes by,
sending up & cloud of dust on which we SUFERIMFOSE the TITLE-

1969

2 INT. VAN

Radio blasting the S0NG. In the front seat are a pair of real
country-dweller hippies, HUD and LAURIE, and their little boy,
FREE. Hud and Laurie are not much more than kids, a little past
twenty, and Free is only three, able to stand up on his own
without support. He ‘rocks”™ a little to the music as his father,
driving, mouths the lyrics along with the song. We ZOOM IN tight
onto Free, and from then on assume his point-of-view in the van.
He looks to his father-

= FREE"S FOVY — HUD
Smiling, mouthing the werds- -
4 FREE

A hapoy, much-loved kid. He turns to look

m
rt

Fis mother—

b FREE"S FOY — LAURIE

Smiling, wind riffling through her long hair. We FAN with Free’s
gaze to look ahead through the windshield and see & hitchhiker on
the side of the road. His T—shirt announces that he is WIZ, a
dark, skinny, Charles Manson lockalike wearing wire—-rim glasses
and carrying & big leathsr satchel with Indian beadwork on it.
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& FREE
Watching—
7 INT. VAN - FREE"S FOV

We FAN with Free’ s gaze, watching Wiz as the van passes him, then
slows down to a stop. Wiz, left back twenty vards, begins to run
toward the van. We FAN up to Laurie, not happy about picking a
stranger up, then WHIF FAM over to Hud, shrugging and telling her
it’s too late now, then FAN back across Laurie, sulking, to the
rear side door as Wiz climbs in, grimning and giving thanks.
There is no seat in back, just open van floor with a pile of
quilts at the rear. Wiz sits on the floor and the car starts

up again-—

8 FREE

Staring at the newcomer-

? FREE™S POV - WIZ

Smiling back and giving the boy a little rub on the head-—

10 ECU FREE

Locking down, fascinated-

11 FREE"S FOV - SATCHEL

The object of his irnterest, a thunderbird inlaid in beautiful
beadwork on its side-—

1z IMT. Vah

Fresz reaches to touch the satchel and Wiz nervously shifts it out
cf his reach-

= CU FREE

Loses interest and turns to the front again. Lauries puts her arm
around him protectivel y-

14 FREE™S POV - ECU DRUMMER®S3 HANDS

Whacking out an Afro-Cuban jungle rhythm on the head of a conga-—

3
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13 CU FREE

Watching, his face pressed against the window of thes slow-
cruising van-—

146 FREE"S FOV - STREET BAND

A multi-racial STREET GROUF along the lines of early Santana
entertain & gaggle of STREET FEOFLE om a corner. We are deep in
an inner city, surrounded by tall, decayving buildings and loads
of urban funk. No butterflies flicker here. The music, driving,
hard-edged, complete with Latine parrot-shrieks, is powered by &
jungle—-rhythm percussion section-—

17 INT. YanN

We look at this scene over Free's shoulder for a moment as the
van cruises through the neighborhood. Then Free turns to leook to
his parents—

13 INT. VAN - FREE"S FOV

We START on Laurie, ogling, a little freaked to be in the belly
of the beast, then FAN toc Wiz, distant and vaguely nervous in the
back, then FAN to Hud, rubbernecking at the tall buildings

as he drives. It"s clear the city is as much of a mind-blower for
Free's parent™s as it is for him—

19 FREE

He turns again to look out the window-—

20 FREE"S FOV - BAG LADY

AN clder woman wearing many lavers of clothes and dragging a
mailman’s sack full of posessions wanders past. We will later
know her azs LEAH-

21 FREE
Eves wids as he watches her. He vawns— nap time for a three
vaar old. Laurie’s arm appears arocund him-

22 INT. VYA

We FOLLOW, tight, as Lawrie carries Free back past Wiz to a pile
of home-made gquilts in the rear and tucks him under-



g' 27 CU FREE

Smiling up at his mother from the mass of auilts as the wwban
jungle MUSIC begins to FADE-

24 FREE"S FOV - LAURIE

Smiling as she leans down to kiss her baby-

25  FREE

Nestling even deeper under the guilts, he is clearly a burrower-—

26 FREE"S POV - INT. VAN

Free's last, wide—angle glimpse of his mother joining his father
in the front of the van, then he pulls the gquilt over his head
and we go BLACE, the MUSIC GONE now.

A moment of silence in the darkness.

27 INT. VAN - FREE
A bit later, his head appearing, sleepy eyed, from under the
quilts. He raises up to see out the back window-

238 FREE"S FOV — BACK WINDOW

A BLAST of HEAVY METAL as a Satanic, bearded RIKER s face presses
against the glass looking past him-

{(Heavy metal music will continue to punctuate till the end of the
seguencea’

29  FREE

Ducks back under the quilt before the biker can see him, scared.
He buwrrows till only one eye is visible, peering out, and loaks up
front-

30 FREE"Z FOV - INT./EXT. “YaN

We FOLLOW Free's low-angle gaze up at the various EBIEERS who have
surrounded the van, looking bad and ominous, then COMTINUE up to
@'\. see Hud and Laurie sitting, scared, in the front seat-



=1 ECU FREE"S EYE

Eve wide with dread-

32 FREE"S FOV -~ HUD AND LAURIE

We START on Hud, then FAN to Laurie, both scared, then FAN and
RACE FOCUS to see through the front windshield. Wiz is being
slammed against the window by CHOFFPER, the big, evil—-looking
lmader of the bikers. Heyond them we see a desolate, burnt-out

section of town. HEAVY METAL FEEDBEACE on the TRACK expresses the
building viclence of the scene-

33 ECU FREE®S EVYE

Watching-

34 FREE®S POV — INT. VaN
iz is pushed intoc the back and therm followed by Chopper,

grinning through his Fu Manchu. Laurie turns to protest, but
Chopper reaches under his leather vest and pulls out-

35 ECU FREE™S EYE

Eve widening-

= ECU GUM

A big black mother pushed menacingly against Laurie’s cheek-—

37 CU WIZ

Trying to explain they have nothing to do with him-

=8 U HUD

Hands pleading, trying to keep things peaceful-

39 ECU BUNM, HAND

Fulling away from Lauwrie’s face slightly, we FOLLOW it with
Free's gaze. There is a vivid tattoo of a skull with a snake
slithering through the eve sockets on the back of Chopper’s hand-



40 CU FREE'S EYE

Watching-

41 CU HUD"5 HAND

Shifting the stick into drive. We TILT UF to see his stricken
face as the van pulls slowly away from the other bikers—

42 EXT. FPIER - AERIAL VIEW

We look down onto & rickety wooden pier at the deserted adge of
a run—down waterfront. The van pulls to the certer of it. Stops.

3 INT. VAN - CU FREE"S EYE

His eye still the only thing visible, watching-

44 FREE"S FOV - INT. VAN

Chopper waves his gun at Wiz. Wiz opens the satchel and pours
out a pile of multi-colored speed capsules-

45 ECU SFEED CAFSULES

Gleaming like candy as they spill onto the floor of the van-

46 FREE™S FOV - INT. VAN
Chopper says something to Wiz, who shakes his head violently.
Chopper sticks the gun in his face, then grabs up a handful of

the pills and stuffs them into Wiz s mouth, mashing them in with
the heel of his hand-

47 CU FREE®S EYE

Watching-

48 FREE®S POV - CU HUD

Watching, terrifisd-

43 FREE™S FOV — INT. VAN

Chopper holding his hand over Wiz's mouth and nose so he has to
swallow the massive dose of pills. We FPAN with Free’s gaze to a-

-~



49 cont.

CU of Laurie. She watches Chopper, scared stiff, then slowly
sneaks her eyes around to look at Free in the back-

=0 FREE

Even his eye is in shadow under the guilts as he watches-—

ol FREE"S POV - WIZ

Wiz starts to convulse, eyes rolling, tongue pushing out, dry-
heaving. We FAN with Free’s gaze to Chopper, laughing it up.
then FAN back to Wiz as he bucks spastically across the van floor
toward the camera. He writhes in agony., eves rolling up into his
head- then stops, dead. We FAN and RACK with Free's gare over

his body to the front as Choppsr, Laurie and Hud all look to the
passenger side window-—

92 Cl FREE"S EYE

Looking to the window-—

53 FREE"S FOV — WINDOW

From his low—angle we can only see the chest of a uniformed
policeman standing cutside the van-

oS4 FREE"S FOV - ECU GUN

Chopper®s gun levelling, finger tense on the trigger—

59 FREE®"S FOY — WINDOW

The cop, TRASK, leans his face in and loaks right at Chopper-—

S6 FREE*S FOV - CU SUN

The gun lowsars, We TILT to a CU of Chopper, smniling at the cop-

a7 CU FREE®"S EYE

Confused-



=8 FREE*S FOV - INT. van

Wider now. Trask reappears at the side door, stepping in beside
Chopper. He glances at the pills scattered on the floor, at Wiz’s
bady, and has a harsh word with Chopper as Hud and Laurie look on
incredulously. Chopper waves the gun and says something and

Trask backs down. He is young and greerm-locking. Chopper hands
him the gun and moves back toward the rear of the van-

=57 ClJ FREE'S EYE

Registering fear as the biker comes within inches-

&0 FREE"S POV - CUU CHOFFER

He grabs the top quilt off the pile. As his free hand rests by

Wiz's head we get a close leook at the skull tattoo on the back of

it, the camera ZOOMS IN on it as Free focusses on it. He pulls

the quilt away, sliding it, and there is a brief moment of BLACKNESS-
&1 INT. VAN — QUILTS

As Chopper moves away we see that Free is still concealed under

the second quilt. We FAN with Chopper as he returns to the

fraont, takes his gun back from Trask, folds the quilt over and

has Hud hold it against the far side of his head. He puts the

gurn up to Hud's temple-

b2 CU FREE®"S EYE

Still watching-

&2 C HUD

Hizs eves go to Laurie—

a4 CU LAURIE

Her eyves mest his, catatonic with fear-—

&5 CU FREE'S EYE

Watching~-

bé ECU GUN

Chopper®s finger pulls the trigger back, millimeter by millimeter-—



&7 CU FREE"S EYE

We JUMF ZOOM IN as BLAM! ws HEAR the SHOT, muffled by the
quilt—

&8 FREE"S FOV - INT. vaN

Laurie is hysterical, trying to claw her way aut of the vam as
Trask holds her back, screaming at Chopper. Chopper grabs Laurie
by the hair, yanks her head down onta Hud's lap. Trask winces
and turns away-—

&2 CU FREE"B EYE

BlL.AM! We HEAR the muffled SHOT as Free’s eyelid flinches shut-—

71  FREE'S FOV - INT. VAN

Chopper is smiling, Trask pale and trembling. Chopper sSCoops a
few pills from the floor, pops them in his mouth, then Trask
opens the sliding side door and he and Chopper struggle to drag
Laurie out. Trask gets blood on his hands, looks back to the
ramaining quilt, reaches towards us-—

72 INT. VaN

WHOOSH! Free leaps up, panicked, and shoots past the startled
men out onto the pier-

73 EXT. FIER

Trask and Chopper exchange a look in the foreground as Free
sprints away on his little legs, then they cut ocut after him-—

74 EXT. FIER - FREE, MEN

A LONG LENS =shot as Free runs straight toward us, the men gaining
in pursuit, then- ZIF! he disappears out of the bottom of the
frame, falling through & gap in the old boards—

73 TRASE AMD CHOFFER

We FOLLOW them as they kneel to look down through the boards,
then FAN down with their FOV. A twenty-foot drop between
splintered old pilings ends in black scummy water. Nothing comes
to the swface— the kid i=s gone. We ZOOM DOWMN into the black
water till it fills the frame. Cut to BLACK with the title
SUFERIMFDOSED-



“d

= cont.
WILD THING

The Troggs® version of "Wild Thing® BLASTS onto the TRACK.
OFENING CREDITS flash on. When they are over, we FADE UF ON-

78 LONG SHOT — FIER AREA - EVEMING

Shooting from out on the water, we watch the sun setting over
loading cranee and rusting freighters-

77 EXT. WATERLIME -~ EVENING -~ LEAH

The ald bag lady we saw wander by the van before, LEAH, trundles
along dragging her possessions at the base of & slope leading to
the harbor waterline. We see the rotting piers beyond her. We

HEAR the YOWL of an alleycat. She stops, spooked, and we move
CLOSE as she looks around, uneasy. She whispers to hersel+-

LEAH
Creep time.

73 EXT. EVENING - UNDER FIER
Leah is peoking around under the pier, cccaisionally fishing

something from the water and examining it for possible use. She
hears a SOUEAKING SOUND, freezes-

77 LEAH"S FOV - RATS
A pair of scabby water rats sit on & piling stump eating
somathing. They look up at her-

She points a knobby fingsr at them-

LEAH

Get thes behind me, Satan!

m

She HISSES like a snalke-—

81 RATS

Bourrying away, scared. We FAN with their movement, then HOLD as
we see & big lump of something alive half-hidden under what®s
left of & wet, greasy cardboard bou-—

10



82 CU LEAH

She moves forward, looking at something om the ground, wary at
+ t, then softening-

83 FREE - LEAH"S FOV

He lies, coverad in muck, hugging his knees in a fetal positian,
shaking with hunger and exposure. His eyes burn up at Leah, full
of fear and suspicion- :

84 WIDER - LEAH AND FREE

Lz2ah takes a step toward Free and he tenses, getting his feet
wnder him, ready to run. She moves back away and sits a few
feet away. hey stare at each othsr a long moment-

LEAH

And whose little boy are you?

Moving very slowly so as not to startle him, she reaches into her
sack and pulls out a wad of paper. She unwraps it to reveal a
hal f-eaten Whopper with cheese. She leans forward cautiously,
holding out the burger-—

(= bl FREE
He looks te the burger, then to Leah, then teo the burger. He is

starving. He loocks at Leak again, and without taking his eves
off her, snatches up the burger and tears into it-

84 LEAH AND FREE

ishes eating. He stares at Leah, scared still but
t samsbody. .=ah speaks softly-

(=N
i
In
T

Mamma

Mamma

ve youw, honsy?

e
i
il
1]
t
-y
1}
i
I

Gis head slightly-—

LEAM
They leave you hers? Mamma and Daddy?

Free considers, then decides to communicate. He lifts his hand,
moves his fingers—

[
[y



87 CU FREE*S HAND
Clumsily making a gun with his thumb and forefinger, he jerks the
hand twice to signify the two shots. We FAN to his face, lips
trembling, looking to Leah to see if she understands-—
a8 CU LEAH
She nods solemnly-—-
LEAH
Users musta got em. Users rum the Company,
Users got the pistols. You come-—
She stretches her hand out to him-—
LEAH
Leah keep you safe from Users. You
came with Leah, honey, where nobody
can™t get you-

8% Ct) WILD THING

Trembling, he hesitates, then stretches his hand out too-

0 HANMDS

The rough, calloused hand of the old woman envelopes the little
boy™ s smooth hand-

l

21 EXT. STREET ~ WIDE SHOT NIGHT

[H]

A police cruiser glides like shark down a shabby, deserted street-

e INT. DOORWAY

Lezah holds Wild Thing behind her, hiding in the doarway as the
cruiser glides past them. We TILT to a tight CU of her face.
She is =scared-

3 CU WILD THING

Looking up at his protector, not quite sure what the danger is-
74 FOLICE CRUISER

It stops and a wuniformed COF gets out to check a lock on a

storefront just down from the doorway where Leah and WT hide—

12



& Cu CoF"8 CHEST

The uniform and badge too familiawr—

97 WILD THING

We ZC0OM IN to an ECU then—

78 FLASH CUT - INT. VAN — TRASE (FREE™S FOV)

A backflash to Trask appearing at the window of the van-

Eacd WILD THING

Clutching tightly to Leah®s leg. We TILT UF to her, watching
reaction to the cop-

100  CaF

The lock is fine. He gets back in the cruiser and they glide

101 DOORWAY

Leah bends down to talk to WT, who is still frightened-—

LEAH
Bluecoats. Bluecoats work for the
Company. Blusroats get hold of vou,
they smack youwr face, then they bring you
to the Whitecoats. {she points to her
templas) Whitecoats scramble your
2E05. Whitscoats zap your power station.
They done mine twenty years ago. You stay
back firom them Bluscoats.

WT nads solemnly, understanding the lesson-
102 EXT. ARANDONED RBUILDING — NIGHT

A three-story apartment building, windows covered with boards,
stands alone between two rubble-strewn empty lots-

i

pry

his

away-—



1063 SIDE WINDGW

We TRACK IM toward a boarded-up ground floor window on the side
of the building till we see through a crack in the board. A bit
of light is coming from inside-

104  INT. BUILDING - LEAH"S ROOM

Wa FAN around to see Lesh™s bizarrely furnished and decorated
livng guarters. Tacked and taped to the walls are dozens of
pictures torn from magarines or picture calendars. A strange
mix=- bearded Karl Marx might be next to 8t. Thereza next to Judy
Garland next to Fidel next to the Blesding Heart of Jesus next to
James Dean. There are shelves made of fruit crates all around
with strange found items displayed- plastic lemons, colored
medicine bottles (empty); beautiful old brass doorknobs, pigeon
skulls. We linger on a collection of old beat-up dolls, real old
plastic and rubber squish—-heads that are all missing eyes, noses,
limbs, patches of hair— they look like the aftermath of a
nuclear holocaust. We FAN to a kind of jerry—-rigged Hibachi
grill in the corner, on which a battered pot sits, water boiling
inside. We TILT UF with the smoke that rises off the stove and
se2e that it escapes through a hole cut in the ceiling to the rest
of the building-

135 LEAH ANMD WILD THING
Sitting by the stove. Leah is rubbing her legs, which are
swollen and discelored. She sighs, then pulls a pair of dead
pigeons from her sachk-

LEAH

Lunch tomorrow.

She plunges the birds into the boiling water to ssar the feathers
off. WT is staring at one the pictures, a photograpgh mounted on
a little fruit-crate altar-

106 WILD THIMGB™S FOY — PHOTO

l.lr l

A smiling little boy, hair sl
clder than WT when it was tak

T p=ie

1]

0

cked down for his picture, not much
I

107 LEAH, WILD THING

She looks over his shoulder at the picturs-
LEA

That"s Bernny. Benny was ming. He was
& little wild thing, just like you.

14



g 108 CU LEAH

We can sense the loss in her volics as she remembers—

LEAH
Whitecoats got him and they never
give him back. He was mine.

109  CL WILD THING

Exhausted, he yawns, puts his head down in Leah’s lap, closes his
eyes. We FULL BACE to see the two of them. Leah strokes his hair
and begins to sing him a lullabye, looking at her little boy's photo-

LEAH
Hushabye— don™t you cry-
Go to sleep—-a-little baby
When vou wake- you will have-
Coach and six—-a-little horsies

@ 110 LEAH"S POV - FHOTO

We ZOOM IN slowly to an ECU of the little boy's face-

111 CcU LEAH
Tears in her esyes as she sings-—
LEAH
In a meadow— far away-
Lies a sleepy little lambie~
112 CU WILD THING
Sound asleep, his face angelic as Lzah’s hand strokes his hair-—
LEAT {off)

Bugs and flies— bite his eyes-
While he's crvin for his Mammy

We FADE TO BLACK

FACE UF ON
@\‘ 2

113 EXT. FARE — SFRING MORNING

Wi TRACK past a park bench as we HEAR the COOING of a pigeon.

-
]
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113 cont.

There is dew in the grass, sparkling in the sun. We come to a
trail of bread crumbs and FOLLOW it, the COOING getting louder as
we approach its souwrce. We come to a human foot, covered by a
torn, weathered tennis shoe, then its mate, covered by a newer
tennis shoe of a different color. We TILT UP to see WILD THING,
now nine or ten (new actor), crouching in the grass, cooling

out a wonderful imitation of a pigeon. We SUFER the title-—

WT is clothed in a mismatched set of castaways— a large man’s
sleeveless t-shirt, shorts held up by a string belt, the odd
sneakers with ne socks. He is a dirty, scrawny kid with the
geyes of a hunter-

114 FIGEON

Gobbling the bread crumbs, waddling closer, closer-

115 CU WILD THING

WHAF! He swings a loosely-strung tennis racket down hard- there
is & puff of pigeon feathers and a huge, winning grin crosses
his face-

116 EXT. PARK - MORNING -~ QLD MAN

An OLD ASIAN MAN in everyday clothes is doing Tai Chi on a large
flat section of grass. We FAN away from him to see WT several
yards away, half behind some shrubbery, soclemnly mirroring the
old man’s every move, a string of dead pigeocns on the ground
beside him. He moves as gracefully as the old man-—

117  EXT. SKID ROW STREET ~ MORMIMG — WILD THING

We TRACK FOLLOWING Wild Thing through the morning clustering of
alkies and bums, sitting on stoops and l=zaning against buildings.
He lingsrs by BRAINDRAIM, a bearded, acid—-buwrnout who looks a

bit like John the Baptist in the wilderness, who is up on his feet
exharting the crowd. SHAFES, a skinny black junkie, is trying to
restrain him—

-

Isr

BRAIMNDRAIN
Elessed are the enzymes, for they shall
metasticize the phosphates of the earth!



117 cont.
SHARES
C'mony Brain, don’t mobody want to hear
vour shit this early-

ERAINDRAIN
Blessed are the cyclamates, for they
listh down in green chlorophyl-—-

SHAFES
Fealax

2

2 man-—

118 CU WILD THING

Watching, fascinated. He looks cut anto the street to see

El. BORRACHO, a tall, thin Mexican wino playing toreador with

the oncoming traffic, stamping his foot and waving a torn hunk of
tabklecloth at the cars which swerve to avoid them—

EL BORRACHO
Aha, torc! VYenga, toreo, venga!

119 EL BORRACHO

Executing a beautiful pass close to his body as a car nearly
sideswipes him-—

120 CU BRAINDRAIN
_ BRAINDRAIN
{(shouting) OLE!

121 WILD THING

He smiles and continues down the strest. We FOLLOW till he
brings us to Lsah and SCOCTER, an clider ex-con whose bottom half
nas been cut away and replaced by a skateboard platform. He
pushes the wheels to locomote and is pretty quick on the thing,
He is trving to put ths moockh on Leah, who sits rubbing her legs-

SCOOTER
C’mon, Leah, just a couple bucks.
EverviEody knows vou got thousands sewed

up in youwr mattress,

LESH
Scram.
SCOOTER

I"11 pay vou back-

17



% 121 cont.

) Fay
LEAH
How would you ever pay me back, Scooter?

SCOOTER
They ' re puttin together an all-white
Forgy and Bess. Imonna sing the
lead-

LEAH
I don"t play with the Company®s filthy
greenpaper. I live off the land.

WT vyanks at her arm, then stuffs some dead birds into her sack-—

LEAH-
That* s my boy-—

SCOOTER

Mot gonna bg any more damn pigeons,
you don’t put a leash on this kid.

Leah pets WT s head and he smiles at her. Scooter snorts—

SCOOTER

He deaf too, or just a dummy?
LEAH

Wild Thing don®t choose to talk.
SCOQTER

Yeah, just like I don"t choose to

tapdance-
Wild Thing runs off happily, Leah calling after him-—

LEAH
See what you carn do for dessert!

122 EXT. ALLEY

The back docor of a little restaurant opens and DOOQWOF comes out
to dump the garbage, singing in an old doo-wop falsetto-

@“ DCOWOF

You don’t remember me— but I remember you
Was not so long ago- vyou broke my heart in two-

18



@ : 122 cont.

Doowop sees WT sguatting several yards away. He doesn’t break

cut of his song, but very deliberately fishes a box from one bag of
garbage, opens it to reveal the remains of a decorated cake, and
leaves it on the lid of one of the garbage cans-

DOOWQF
Tears orn my pillow— pain in my heart-
Caused by yvou——
(speaks) Take it light, little Wild
Thing=—

He goes inside and shuts the door. WT comes to get the cake-

127 INT. LEAH"S RDOM - NIGHT - CU CAKE

We start om the cake a&as a knife cuts into it, thern FULL BACK to
see lLeah and WT sitting by the stove finishing dinner. The decor
hasn®t changed much over the years- just a few more pigeon
skulls decorating the shelves. Leah rubs her legs and tells a
story as WT eats cake with a knife-

LEAH
Once upon & time, a long, long time
ago, lived a woman and her little
bBay. The woeman loved the little boy
very, very much. The only problem
was that the Company was out to get
the woman, because her power station
was too strong and they wesre afraid
of her voltage.

124 CU WILD THING

A

=z heard a thousand times-—

1]

Eating cake and listening tc a tale h

LEAH
(cormt.) S0 the Company sent their
Whitecoats to take the little hoy
away, saying there was something
wrang with his systems that their
machines could fix-

@'\ 125 EXT. NIGHT -~ FIRE ESCAFE - MOON

We see the full moon through the railing of a fire escape. WT
appears, climbing up the iron railing like a young monkey-

12



126 ROOQFTOR

WT crouches on the edge of a rooftop several storys above the
strest, able to look down on several neighboring rooftops. We
HEAR a distant YOWLING of an alleycat. WT lifts his head and
perfectly mimics the YOWL. A FOLICE SIREM sounds in the
distance. Again, WT does an uncanny imitation of it with his
voice. A dog BARKS nearby. WT answers it with his own,
identical BARE-

127 ROGFTOF

Another section. WT hops down into the frame and we FOLLOW him
as he moves stealthily to the edge, then CONTINUE past him to see
onto the rooftop below. A young COUFLE of teenagers writhe
against a wall, making out hot and heavy-—

128 CU WILD THING

Watching, fascinated—

129 WILD THING"S FOV - CLOSER

The couple brealk apart and the guy leads the qgirl by the hand
over to a stinky-loocking bare mattress laid out by the TV
antennas. They lie down and really start to get into it-

130 CU WILD THING

Slightly troubled, trying to figure out exactly what’s going on-

131 LOW-ANGLE, DESBERTED STREET - LATE NIGHT

Mothing happening on this street at this hour. A dark figure,
silhoustted by & streetlight, STEFS INTO THE FRAME. We FOLLOW

and TILT WP, seeing when he hits & patch of light that it is

Wiid Thning, still wary but more comfortable walking down the center
of this street at this hour. We FOLLOW as he passes a few

bundl=d bums sleeping on the sidewall. He approaches one
astorefront, which we Can zze is a tattoo parlor-

122 TATTRO DIZFLAY
We scan the variocus designs under glass out front, them TIGHTEN
orn a skull design very =similar to the one on the back of

Chopper’™s hand. WT's finger appears, draws a snaky thing coming
through the eye sockets in the dust on the glass-

20



133 CU WILD THING

Face hardening as he remembers. He steps out of frame—

134 WINDOW - AFFLIANCE STORE

A battery of color and black-and-white TV s stare out onto the
street, all tuned to the same channel, showing a swords—-and-—
castles movie. WT's reflection appears in the glass. We FAN
with it as he focusses on one set. No scund comes through the
glasgs, only picture, #z the king’'s scldiers shoot crosshows at
their attackers-

1325 WILD THING

Watching solemnly, absorbing every detail-

136 SCREEN

A commercial comes on, with an all-American family lauvghing and
picnicking in the park-

137 WILD THING

Frowns at a world he can®t quite remember, and moves away-

178 MOOMN - JUNEYARD FENCE

The full moon shining over the junkyard fence. WT appears and
scrrambles over it in a flash-

139 VAN

Among the twisted hulks of smashed cars and other machinery sits
the hippie van that belonged to WT s parents, rusted and missing
its tires and front doors. We TRACK closer till ws join with WT,
who approaches and kneels befara it like at an altar. We FAN

with his gaze to study the wvan helow the smashed windows, on

the passenger side, is a .i%t—pmfiu! painting of a beautiful Eden-
like jungle full of smiling animals that are hal f-Rousseau, hal f-
Grandma Moses. In the midst of all this stand three naked figures,
arms ouwt straight holding hands with zach other, smiling. A
tfather, a mother and a little boy toddler in the middle, the
idealized hippie nuclear family. W7 s hand appears in the shot,
touching the figures, and we TILT up te his face. He looks at
he painting, Lr ‘ing to fathom what haz happened-—

21
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af the Mommy, the Daddy-

141 WILD THING

He takes his hand away, sighs. Hg hears a NDISE from inside the
R

142 INT. VanM

WT crawls in and looks around. KWa FAN &3 he moves toward the
rear and discovers, sitting in a shatt of moonlight, an
abandoned KITTEN. WT holds his hands out—- the kitten licks it,
meows. WT picks the kitten up and strokes it-

14% EXT. FRODUCE DEFOT ~ NIGHT

A WIDE 8HOT of a big uwrban produce descot by the waterfront.
Dozens of trucks, loaded with crates of fruit and vegetables,
back into bays of the central hanger to unload-

144 WORKER

A LOADER chops into a crate with a grappling hook and he=aves it
firom the rear of a truck-

145 CU WILD THING

Watching, hidden behind an inactive forklift. He scans the open
and partially—-opened cratez that line the mouth of the dock. He
takes a deep breath, then darts out of frame, Leah®s sack in hand-
146 LOADINMNG DOCH — WILD THINMG

We FOLLOW HANDHELD as WT makes a brilliant opesn—field run across
the front of the lsoading dock, zigginmg and zagging, faking the

startled workers out and zipping past their clumsy attempts to

stop him, grabbing a bunch of bananas here, a head of lettuce there,
spples, potatoes- he is almaost cornered at one point but grabs a
hook impaled in a grate and WHOOSH! clzars a path through the
YELLIMNG CROWE of LOSDERE and escapes, running away from the
camera as fast as his littles legs can scampeir. We are left
looking over the shouwlder of a LCADER, who shakes his head and
tuwrns back to his buddies, puzzliesed-

LOADRER



148 EXT. REANDONED BUILDING - MORNING

WT sreaks back to the mouth of ths alley alongside Leah’™s
building. He locks arcund, ducks in. We FOLLOW into the alley
till he comes to Shakes, sguatting on the ground, coocking a fix
with a match and a spoon. Shakess zsmiles at WT. He takes his
hype and sgqueeszes up the liguid from the spoon-—

SHAKES
Wouldn®t think vou zould sgueeze a
an®s scouwl through such a tiny littlse
mang,., would you?

3
T

147 CU NEEDLE

Guivering in the junkie’s unsteady hand, it looks dirty and evil-

1530 SBHAKES, WILD THING
The boy scared but fascinated-
SHAKES
EBut then I aint got but & little bit

of one le+t.

WT edges around, leaving him to shoot up-

131 INT. ARANDOMED EBUILDING - MORNING

WT hurrying in from the street, carrying his sack full of stolen
food. He stops and we FAN to Leah, who is sitting upright,
sweating, terrifised as she logks at something near her on the
flooar-

LEAH
Devils! You can®t have me, devils!
1532 RATS
A half-dozen rats are oresping forward on the floor, noses
gquivering as they sniff the gangiren2 in Leah™s legs-

133 CU KITTEN

The kitten peeping around WT s l=2gs, scared of the rats-

e



154 WILD THING

He pulls out a primitive zip-gurn— & hunk of wood with a strip of
inner—-tube rubber attached to it, pulls back the rubber and sets

a ballbearing in it-

j]

1533 RAT

{1}

Zaf!l One of them SAUEALS as it is hit and flipped by the
bearing, the others scatts: t-
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1536 WILD THING AND LEAH

WT kneels by Leah. He lifts the blanket that covers her legs—
his face twists into a grimace as the smell hits him-

LEAH
(scared) I can™t move em noc more.

157 EXT. STREET - DAY

We FOLLGCW Scooter as he rolls along carrying a cardboard
container of hot soup. He brings us to Wild Thing, pale and
shaky with worry. He gives him the soup-—

SCOOTER
Here. You make sure she keeps on wigglin
her toes. UWhen she can™t do that no
more it"s time to bring in a Doc. At's
how it went with me-

WT rods and moves away-—

138 INT. ABAMDONED RBUILDING

Leah is in bad shape, sweating., tessing and turning, muttering
her delirium-

LEAH
2in away befors
she’s even dead. Her systems’ve gone

kaputt. Sciraphea

it
k]
it

Wild Thing appears beside her. She clutches his arm—

LEAH
Is that my Wild Thing? I ot scared-
thought you'd left me to die.

inm



158 cont.
WT offers her the soup. She shakes her head, then pulls him
close so she can whisper conspiratorially in his ear—
LEAH
Boy— wher I go- don’t let the Whitecocats
have me. They open yvou up on a table
so the little Whitecoats can eveball
inzide at yow private business. Fin
vou back like a butterfly on a board.
{she looks deep into his eves) I want
vou to burn me.
1Z2%  Cl WILD THING
Listening, grim-
LEAH  {of+)
When I goo, vou burn me. Don’t lesave

nothing for the goddamn Company.

160 EXT. TENTAMENT -~ NIGHT - MOON

We ses the moon rising over the abandon=sd building-

INT. BUILDING - MNIZHT - RAT

isl

Eating a banana—

162 CU WILD THING

The little kitten is asleesp by his head. WT twitches
slepp, drEaming-

153 FLASH CUT — CHGFFERTS HAMD

Tha skull and snaks on the back of the hand in an ECU-

144 CLOZER, WILD THING
Wa see his eyves twitch, deep in REM slesp-

Looking down at him as she tucked him into the quilts-

in his



188 FLA&BACUT -
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slowly, slowly-

167 WILD THING
He sits bolt up
on the TRACH.

shot. She is v
waves WY closer

Dented =z r
the caontentzs a
ol =

e &1

1a%  WILD THING
He is haz a sac
He takes & last
anto the ground
the sack and th
170 INT. LEART
Akl aze. Lz

Il i Y=

curling

FTAacEs m=lhing-—

of the gun in th=2 van,

& finger pulling
- 9
Baim

the DREAM GUNSHOT still ECHOIMC
He turns to Leah— we SHIFT to include her in the
gry near death—- dry-lipped and glassy—eyed. Sha
whisper to him-

ight, startled,

So Bhie Can

LEAH :
Don"t let the Company
Live free.

{whispers)
get you.

WILD THING

-

(guietly) Mama”?

ted, somsthing they must have found. We FOLLOW as
=

2 powed on Leah,
d clothing—

the bundles of rags that were

k full of the eguipment he®ll nesd to survive.
look &t the place, lights a match and tosses it
. Flames l=zap up, leading toward Lesah. WT l1ifts
g witten, axibts>
3 ROCHM
STRENS approaching as we FAN across the pictures
the walls, acr s the bizarrs doll collecticon,




Me TRACH IN close to his face, firelight plaviong on it. Tears

roii deown hig cheeks and for once he looks only like a lost eight-
year—ald bov. He throws his head back and YOUWLS, the not-guite-human
vowl of a mouwrnful alleveat. We FADE SLOWLY TO BLACK.

173 EXT. SKEID ROW STREET - EVENING

Funkiar than ever, we SUFER the title-

THE FRESENT

—and FAN to see four MEMBERS of the local black gamg, the Eloods,
gathered around a skinny little prospective member. RASHEED.

The oldest, Andrew, is tying Rasheed’s leg fast to a light pole
and taping over the knots-—

AMDREW

Rashesd, man, you wanrnt to be a Blo

(Wi

(w3
_____ dig?
Got to spend all night alorme in the
Zong, boy, and vyou aint up to

that shit.

RASHEED
I do that blind<olded. Mo

i
¥
T
i
b
u

.
ERIC

You gonna more than sweat i+ that Wild
Thing catch you out here. Nothin it
like bettsr"n little dark meat for a

Yo
them




173 {4 RASHEET

Marvous as ne lishtens. He iz handed a jack-knifs-—
AMDREW

It gets too much for vou ocut hers yvou
can cut and run, bov. But we find this
rope been messed with in the morning
you don®t get to be no Rlood.

RASHEED
Imornna do it tonight, man., no sweat
I aint afraid of no Wild Thlﬁg.

176 INT. CAER — EVENING -~ JANE

JANE, a pretty, blond woman in her early twenties ssttles her bags
in the backseat of a cab as it pulls away from the bus station.
She is cbviously from out of town. She leans forward to show the
driver a card-

177 CU CARD

The card is for something called "SAFE HOUSE", with a logo of a
pair of hanos sheltering a wounded bird. Below this it says "B37
Falmer Avenues’.,

J&aMNE (of+?
Hi. Youu know whers this is?

We TILT UF to the driver, a moody Russian, as he looks at it-

CRIVER
d o e - -~ - Ty e
ods) Falmsr Strit. Hesa domo.,
178 INT. CaAE
rutbbernecks out ivar carsens through tha
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7% ZHT. IONE STREET — WATERFROMT — MIGHT

The few, dim strezetlights have iust gorne on as the taxi pulls up
im front of a boarded—up building 2n a desaolats waterfironi
streaet. Jans gets cut, her bags tumbling onto the sidewall
around her. She fishes out the card and looks at the adress,
then at the building in front of her-

(»] HP‘JE
You know, I don™™t think this is-
oMt The taxi guns away, leaving her on the deserted,
street- ‘
JANE

(zoftly, to herself) —the right placse.

18¢ EXT. STREET - MIGHT

Jane wandsring, worried, lugging her bags. She brighte

g@es & phone booth. Shez hurries intoc it, closes the do

4lthaugh the windows have besn remcved, then discovers
ocmeone has torn the receiver from the end of the phons

ahe sighs, moves away—

IR=~R1 [V o)
R = A\

-~ MIBHT - RASHEED

Very scarzd, listsning to

dangerous

= various city NMDISES- dogs and cats

g he
HOWLING, distant SIRENS, babies CRYING esrily, BREASHING GLASS-

as he sfand; under the stres
slowly, listening till- EQMS

ight. We FPAN as he backs

up

he backs into Jane, coming arcund a corner backwards, who SCREAMS
and drops her bags. Rasheesd ZCREAME too, then sess who it is-—

FRASHEED
Yiouw done scarsd the piss outa me,
girli-—
JANE
. T 1 o -
Sorry— I- I'm lost, I gusss,
I"m not
FASHEZD
TEar iz Mo oshih,
TheEreE s om olaos SatE lhouna.

1
i



You im it now, girl. The Zone is whers
anything the cops don’t wanna know about
goes on night and day. The Zons is where
vyou ends up after noplace elsz wants

to have you. The Zone is where little
blondie whits girls don’f be unless thevy
shoppin they boodies foc the public.

JAME

Oh.
RASHEED
The Zone is where— (sees something)
Oh shit. Fun.
JANE
What?

He indicates with his eyes, starting to saw away at the rope with
fe. Jane locks down the street-

guys in their 30°s, BUGS and DINE,

Jane and Rasheed in the FS, the gang members approaching bevond
them--
RASHEED
That"s Chopper’s boyvs—
JANE

Who"s Chopper?




1873 cont.

The two lock at s=ach other as 1f this is the funni=st thing
they've ever hesard. Without speaking they begin to finger her
clothes, her hair, = C out like a paivr of slave dealsrs
at an auction-—

JANE
I want to go to a place called the Safe
House— could you- could yvou back away
a little™?

She is shaking with fesr, their invasion of her body all the mare

creepy because of their silence-—

JANE
You back off or 1711 scream—

Dink snorts a laugh and start to unbutton her blouse, locking her
straight in the eye, his face inches from hers. WHACK! She
gmacks nim hard on the side of thes head with the flat of hsr
hand- WHACK'! He smacks her back, blocodying her mouth and

szrnding her staggering back. She trizs to run but Dink catches

her by the waist, spins her around and heaves her up on the hood

of an abandoned car on the curb. He cliimbs up aftter her as we MOVE
M- she fights, scratching his cheek with her nails, but he grabs hear
nd presses a shiny, thin—-bladed knife against her cheshk,

g in her ear-—

Welcome to ths Zone, sweet thing-

Peeking bachk around the corner, he coss and ducks behlind some garbags
cans to watch-

135 CAR - JANE, SUYSE - RASHEED™S ROV

Dink rnas her by the halr and i3 shaking hsr hesad, talking mean-—

in
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Sugs helps hoid Jane’s arms back as Dink continues to unbutton
ner blouse, pinning her down against the windshiseld of the car,
crne hand clapped over her mouth—-—

188 EXT. ROCFTOF - CY CROSSEOW

A strange, homemade affair. The bow is a leaf from a car l=af-
spring, the string is the metal bass-string From a piamc. A
langth of copper pipe, split open lengthwise, serves as a

channel for the projectile. We watch a strong arm pull the
string back and cock it, we watch scarred hands set an old,
sliced-up golf ball in the pouch at the fulcrum of the bowstring-

189 EXT. CAR — STREET LEVEL

The cat we saw on the roof somehow appears on the hood of the
car, staring right intc Jane’s terrified svyes. Jane bites the
nand Dink is holding over her mouth. He YELLS in pain, raises
his arm up to hit her-—- CRASH!! The golfball whizzss in and
#plodes the windshield, shattering it into thousands of pisces.
Dink falls half in to the front of the car and Bugs leaps away,
slinging Jan2 out by the arm so that she sprawls and cracks her
head on the pavement-—

1?0 CU RASHEED
Eves widsning as he ssos-

T
b

.

e ol aut a gun and cresps forward, warv. We FOLLDW alongside
of him. He stops just next toc a NC FPARKING ANYTIME zicn, turns
hiz head to call to Dink- CLANGGEE! He jumps as a fingsr—thick
coupling bolt zings in and impales itsels in the metal =ign just
next to his head. He bugsves it, the sign 3%2ill guivering. We
hear & distant FOLICE SIREM. Bugs turns tail and runs, Dial
clambering out of the car to join Rim—

122 U RASHERED
Wakzohing kRitem go. Somanhing catches Riz =veE, he loors apo-—
1T OFREBRERZTR POV - TUTLIIMEG

o s




122 JANE
Lying unconcicus on the pavement, cheek scratched and bloady, her
louse torn. The feet appear beside her, the streetlight is cut

off as he stands over her. The SIREN sound cuts OFF suddenly-—-
we raalize it was a human voice-—

196 CU JANE™S HAMND

His hand appears to pry her clenched fist open~ the Safe House
card falls out. We TIGHTEN to see his finger tracing the lines
of the logo picture-

197 CU JANE

Her evyas twitch, then open, fuzzy and unfocussed-

198 JANE"S FOV - WILD THING

We RACK into FOCUS as she gazes up at the savage, beautiful facs
of WT, now in his early twentiss (new actor). His cheeks and
torzhead are marked by graffiti-like paint designs, but his eyes
aire kind and conocerned. The strestlight above him puts a kind of
glow around his hesd- can this be real? He S0OFTEN3I CQUT OF
FoCus—

Her eyes Tlicresr shut as= she goes under again-—
200 INT. FITCHEM — SAFE HOUSE - MNIGSHT
FAETHER GRUIMM, a teough-— riash iz s=ixties, stis resading
a Joseph Wambaugh nov ing cookiss at the little kitchen
tabli=. Baehind him is -ator th & long list of “House
Fulz2se’™ taped to it- i live hers. He sizhs t
is i * to 2 calzin: W =
iz an loo 1 =

= LimeE
=




201 EXT. SAFE HCUEBE - NIEBHT

We see the hamds—-and-bird

laga painted on the door as it opens.
Father EBuinn looks out, puzzled, then looks down. We LOWER as he
squats to examine Jane, l=ft lving on the docrstisp., the Safe Houss
card placed on her chest, still alive. Quinn looks out into the
night. Who could have lesft her?

202 EXT. ZONE STREET - MORNING - STOOF

Rasheed defensively tries to explain to the Blocds arcund him as
Andirew examines the seversd rope-

RASHEED
—and he come down that wall like
& cockarcach, man, just zip right
down and he’s all painted up all aover,
got more tsags spraved on his body
than the crosstown bus-—

203 EXT. STREET - CU JANE - DAY

We ztart on a CLOSE-UF as she sp=aks standing up, her hes
bandagad and scratches treatsd-

JANE
~or his fac=, vou know, sort of
like g|a+§iti? It reminded me of-
like—- Irndians or somsthing,
like warpsint-

We FaN away from her
FanM and WIDEMN to see
is taking not=zs by k!
might. Wirmsteon smit

voung black co uniform who
izld from las

i
— S oy T oma b . -
OE NEBAmE wang =

Cuinm, listening, then CONTINUE to
in

JANE  {(conbt.:
=it was kind of like a dr2am, »You
know, But it was so real- I
couwldn®t havse imsagined it. He must
have brougnt os hers,

TIIMN
dild Thing,

JaPE
Whan’e fbhan”
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Ltocal strest 1 I
creature that haunts the Zone.

The winos down hers swaar they’ve sesn
him, that sometimes he leaves food for
them. Cowrsese they see lgts of

things, you pour a little Night Train
Express into em.

iti

They begin to MOVE down the street together, away from the car-

QUINN 4
What happened is people down here are
sa scared of Chopper Rice and his people
they're afraid to help each other. So they
didn’t hang around for thank yous-

JAME
(thinks} Chopper? I°ve heard that name—
WINSTON
Our neighborhcod warlord. If it i=sm™t
legal and it happens in the Zore, Chopper’s
@?\ got his fingers in it-—

JAMNE
{sighs) I know I saw this guy, the W
Marm, whatever you call him-

1d

[N

WINSTON
(emiles) Look- some strest crazy could
slip under the radar for awhile-

We lest them walk cut of the shot as we HOLD, then TILT UR
along the front of a tall, bosrded-up brick apartment building-

WINSTOM (VYCo, cont.)
-stay off the welfares rolls, stav
warmn @nough and well-f=d encugh to

.

a8 Wp the sheltsrs and the socup
it rumor has been
I’ & i

1 =4

WL S
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204 INT. AFPARTHMENT

We TRACK through a dusty, open, spacious apartment. Theres is no
furniture as such, but somecone definitely lives hers. The walls
are covered with incredible paintings depicting a skewed vision

vis
of urban life- scary, blue-faced cops, rats as big as people
holy—locking pidgeons, shark-like cop cars, winos and bums,
pros*itutas. junkies with encrmous needles in their arms,
humanoid automebiles— painted in a ‘primitive’ but powerful
style somewhere between Rousseau and Grandma Messs-—

WINSTOM (VO, cont.)
Nobeody rcan stay alive that leng in
this jungle without coming in from the
cold. Somebody must have told you
about him— cabdriver maybe, somebody
on the bus—- and that put the idea
in youw mind so when you banged your
head— well- it makes a nice story.

We CONTINUE to TRACK past buckets of discarded paint, an old
mattress on the floor, candles (some still in their colored-glass
holders, stolen from church), a bicycle chain, a °spear’ made
from a car antennae, a grappling hook and rope, a rusted crowbar,
the crossbow we saw last night, cans of food, & whole stolen
crate of oranges- fimally to the cat and feat we’ve seen before-—

JAME (VD)
it was =0 resal.

We TILT UP along WT s bare l=gs to his HANDS. He claws the lid

f a dented, salvagsd can of yellow enamel-finish paint, then
h1= fingsrs in and stirs. We CONTINUE +the TILT to his face.

ot light from a crack in the boarded window hits his

We FAN with his gaze to the wall, wherz his newest

tion to the gallery is in progrzss. The full lips and wide

en eves are m;rnqdy thers— his hand appears, fingers Sright

.11ow, and with & few quichk strokes she has hair-— Jane., We

AN back toc zse WT g face. He iz a man in love-
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2OE

20T cant.
QUINN
All we can really do is provide shelter
faor a short while, do a little
couns=ling. I"ve got the diocese
looking over cne shoulder and the
state people over the other-

JAME
Can you help them get home?

GUINN
If they wanted to be home they
wouldnt be here. We got abandoned
kids, beaten kids, some sexual abuse
cases, and of course, some kids who
just dan*t like their parents-

JANE
What made you want to become a prisst?
U INN
(shrugs) Must’ve been all thoss Fat 0'Brien
movies.,
Jane laughs. Quinn stops as he sees a couple of kids arguing on

a stoop. They stop when they see him., LISA is a pretty, sullen
girl holding & bundle full of possesions. FAUL is a skinny kid
with junkie pallor-

FauL
Hi Father-
LISA
Got a new sucker, Quinn?
FaUL
She says she’s leaving, Safs House,
Father-—
QUINN

Jarne, this is Faul and Liza. Jane's
my replacement from the Agency.

| el
e e e 1

a girlfrisend invited




205 cont.

FAUL
Ask her what her girlfriend does for a
living-—

LISA

Whatta you care? You got no hold cn me-
Faul clearly wishes he did have a hold on her-—
QUINM

What does this girlfriend do for
a living?

LISA
She strings rosary beads. What®s it
to you?

QUINN

You're not as tough as you think vyou
are, Lisa. There's people out hers=
who'11 eat youw for breakfast.

LISA
(enorts) Like who?
206 EXT. STREET -~ MCORNING - CU CHOFFER
A BLAST of MUSIC as we see who Paul is talking about- Chopper,
older and slicker, surveys thz street. We ssze the SHULL TATTOC as

he reaches up to adjust his tinted aviator glasses-— (Music should
be some modern, hard equivalent to "Goddam the Fusher Man®)

207 MEDIUM SHOT - STREET - (MUSIC COMTINUES:

Dimk and Bugs lock bohth ways, then Dink op=ns the back door of a
S:I H“—”’i) Mercedes and Chopper slides in. They get in the front
and the car glides away-—

208  EXT. PLAYGROUND - EBLOODS

(MUSIC CONTIMUES:?

fndireaw and the other oting hocp on a glass—-strawn patch
of asphalt. Tha Msro i im the FE oand fAndrsw trcts
over to it~

(g ol 1% oo

2 mamed



@ L 210 INT. SCRUFFYTE — BARTENMDER - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

We lcok over the BARTENDER =z shoulder as the two enter. Hes
sees them, opens the register and starts pulling twenties cut-

211 INT. MERCEDES

Chapper sits in the back engrossed in reading GO magazine. Dink
and Bugs return. Chopper opens the lid of a cigar box on the
szat next to him without looking up and Dink plunks a wad of
bills intc it-

212 EXT. STREET - STOOF - AZTECS - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

A half-dozen AITECS, the local Latino gang, lounge on the steps of
a brick apartment building. Their leader, LUIS, steps out from
inside and we FAN with him down the stairs and across the
sidewalk to where the Mercedes is pulling up-

L

213 CU MERCEDES WIMDOW -~ (MUSIC CONTINUES)

We ses Luis’®s REFLECTICM in the window glass as he apprcaches.
] The window rolls down automatically and Chopper®s hand comes out,
g palm up to receive his cut-—-

214 INT. GAY BRAR — (MUSIC COMTINMNUES)

We START on a pair of gay MEN, sitting together at the bar, then
FAM down the counter with their gazes to where Dink and Bugs are

receiving an envelope stuffed with cash from the MANAGER. Dink

gives him an insulting little pat on the face as they go-

215 EXT. BSTREET - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

We FOLLCOW Dink and Eugs ocut, Bugs counting bills, till they bring
us to Chopper, just stzpping down from his seat at Rashs=d's
shoeshine stand, flipping Rasheed a guarter and rubbing his head
as they exit frame. e HCGLD or Rasheed, glaring afttsr them—

- (MUSIC COMTINUES)

Y TR I -
LTTIRWE 2T S

VEMTD

Cilier &E

------
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Zi7 EXT. BTREET - HCOHER -

LY, arn attractive,
.
as it rolls to a stoep.

few words with Chopper,

sitting alone on a stoop,
locking lost-

red-hesaded hooker,
and strolls across the sidewallk,

(MUSIC CONTINUES:

leaves her post against a
bringing us to the Mercesdes

She leans inta the rzar window to have a
stepes back,
watches the car roll away down the street.
FOLLOW her back to where she started,

and we HOLD on her as she
The MUSIC EMDS. We
this time sesing Lisa

her bundle of posessions beside her,

KELLY

We got a date tonight. You up for it?
LISA

Well—-
KELLY

Haoney, you said you wanted in on the

big maney.
for one night.

{(=shiugs)

218 EXT. FENCE SHOF - DAY

Sure.

This is three bills apiece

LISA
Why not?

Jane and Buinn comz out of a little shop with a sign saying-—

"2nd Hand Goods/

You haller cop.
You play ball,

fppliances Fixed".

Jane has her luggsage back-

GUINN
vyour luggage disappears.

vou can buy it back cheap.

That"s how it works down here.

JAMNE

I hepe all my clothes are still in hers—
-~ é

Jang stops, ss2ing somsthing-

JANE

= JaMNETE OV

Dink stands by thse Mercedss, discussing something with Chopper-
JAME  (oFF
That's one of the men whio atthzchked me.



220 STREET - GQUINMN AND JANE

Guinn heads straight for the hoods, Jane following-

QUINN
{(glances) You surs?

JANE
Fesitive.

JANE

What are we going to do?

GUINN
You're going to waork in the Zone vou
might &s well meet the competition.

22 CHOPPER AND DINE
CHOFFER
~that"s the International Srrivals
Terminal, four oc'cleck. The slick one
speaks English. You drop em by the
hotel, le=t em clzan up-

He stops as he sess Guinn and Jane arrive. Dink recognizes Jane,
graows samber-

CHOFFER
Hey., Father, what’s up? Having another
bake sale?

GUINN
(indicates Jans=) Shke says vour boy hers
attacked her last night.

Chepper gives Dink a skarp logh The scratch Jane left en his
face sesms te blush red-
CHCGFFER
Aw, Dink wouldn™t do & thing Iike that,
wouldja, Dink?
D Ik
M.
ZZE G Jang

ohn e




223 CU CHCPFER™3 FALCE, HAND
The SEULL TATTOO revealed as he scratches his jaw—

CHOFFER
-were over to my apartment all last
night. I just got it redecorated
an I wanted to show it off-

STREET

Dink grinning cockily at Jane now-

QUINN
Semeday they’re gonna scrape you off
the pavement, Chopper. I hope I'm
around to see it. Stay away from my
kids!

We HOLD with Chopgper as Guinn takes Jane s arm and stalks
CHOFFER

That old man®s been & pain in my butt
for twenty years.

DINK
I be happy toc fix him for you.

CHOFFER

I"11 let you know when the time comes.

He suddenly whacks Dink on the back of the head-

CHOFFER

Cut vour face shaving, huh?

22T INT. ALLEY - EVENING

We se= the end of a scrawny RUNAWAY hanging out of a
dumpstar a ZAanE I sorounging for somesthing edibls.
comes ouh and we s2s ih's a boy of sl=ven or tw
disty arnd B e ground amd S=gins
with hungs - ocors and wWalkz acrosa
AL el bhe 5 STDSArRS abo s Sim, he
Sl S ¥ ) inm frame. ands dow
e Fa-Ue pinzEappls e bid is
H “imame and the =ves fol
| o pineapsla mid 2ats-—

away-—
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224 EXT. RBUILDINEG - MIGHT
We TRACK toward Chopper’s fortress— & rehabbed brick factory
with its rear right on the piers. The Mercedess is parkesd out

front. A& pair of GUARDS loaf by it. We hear SALSA blasting
from above, and TILT UF toc ses the lit second floor windows-

2327 INT. CHOFFER™S5 APARTMENT — NIGHT - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

Another scene plaved with only the MUSIC audible. We FOGLLOW
Chopper as he shows NINO, a Columbian dealer, through his
spacious loft apartment. It has been recently redecorated,
mostly white stuff with black and gold trimmings, a big-window
view af the harbor, all very Flayboy Mansion. The TRACK leads us
to the couch, where Lisa, decked out in a red silk dress, sits
witn FRAUL, the dealer’s bodyguard. Raul looks like he eats
babies for breakfast. He is giving Lisa Latin hardeves and
stroking her thigh. Nearby kelly and another young hcooker,
BAREARA, lounge waitng to bs the evening’s entertainment-

228 CU LIBA - (MUSIC CONTIMUES)

rying to lock like everything is under control-

229 CU RAUL -~ (MUSIC CONMTINUES)

T -

In a cartocn he’d be a slavering wolf-

230 ROOM - (MUSIC COMTINUES)

Chopper says something to Nino, kneels on the carpet and reaches
under the chrome coffee table in front of the couch. He pulls a

Ridden catch and the top of the table pops up slightly. He lifts
it—-

231 CY TaplE - {(MUSIC COMTIMNUES)

Az the teop is pushed up. Ingide we se= a compartmentsd well
stackad with <l=zar plastic bags oF coke and various drug
sarapienalia-—

2I2 CU LISA - (MUEIC COMTIMUES!

Staring wides-syed a% al!l The drugs-

IIT O ORCCM - IMUSIO DOpTIMUED
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235 conrnt.

~points toward the guest bedroom. Raul pulls Liza to her fest and
leads her away, Chopper whispering in her ear and giving her a
pat on thes butt as she gos

1

224 INT. BEDROOM - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

We HOLD on the guest bed a moment, then Lisa sits down into the
frame, nervously perching at the esdge of the bsd. She looks up
as Raul approaches, visible from the waist down. He takes her
face rcoughly in his hand-

233 INT. SAFE HOUSE - REC ROGM -~ NIGHT

We START on a CU of a TV SCREEN, a cop show playing, with hokey
bad guys threatening an innocent young girl. We FAN away, past
saveral runaway kids, male and female, sunken in their chairs
watching with glazed expressions, past a girl doing yoga on the-—
fleor, over a ping-pong table in use, finally joining with Jane
as she sits surrounded by a group of the kids, curious as to what
the new administrator is like but trying to maintain their tough
edge. Faul mopes nearby, looking at his watch-—

STACEY
8o are you a nun or what?

JANE
(zniles) You dont have to be a nun
to work for the agency-

kIM
You got a boyfriend?

Mo, net right now.

I lived with a
guy for a while in coll

Jegez, don't let Father Quinn hear vou
talkin like that-

hY
JCEY
H S ged " - 1 - -
They said vou saw the Wild Thing.
JAME
{shrugs Yeah. I thought I g1,
Tl e pem o apems —_ . 2o fm 4w T
SaANSe YD 2YeT BSEn 1T gLn;:
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235 cont.

FaUL

(scornful) Where’d they get you from?

JANE
Steven'e Point. It s-

FauL
It"s right in the center of Wisconsin.

JANE
(brightens) You®ve been theres?

FAUL
Christ, no. I grew up in Green Eay.

JANE
Green Ray? Really? How’d you get here?

FAUL
(shrugs) My old man wanted me tc play tackle
for the Fackers and I wanted to play
keyboards for the Circle Jerks. The rest
is histary.

236 EXT. CHOFFER™S BUILDING — NIGHT

The two guards look up as we hear wild LAUGHTER and more SALSA
coming from upstairs. They share a look of envy-—

237 IMT. BEDROOM - FLOOR - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

We hesar the party going on in the next room as Lisa crawls along
the carpest, lcoking for her blouss. She finds it, gits up to put
it on. We see Raul’s bare f=et, sprawling ocutward at the bottom
of the bed in the backgreound. Lisa’s makeup is smeared, there is
a bruise on her cheshk-

o 53

We 1 lides the bedrzonm
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239 cont.

A figure steps

rom behind the camera to watch her go, then turns

£
to lock up the stairs- it is Dink, very suspicious-

240 EXT. ZONE STREET - NIGHT

We FOLLOW Lisa along a deserted street
booth. She stops, consideres, then we
steps into the booth-

LISA
The bastard.

She drops a cein into the slot-

241 INT. BAFE HOUSE - KITCHEN - MIGHT

till she comes to a phone
TIGHTEN to a CU as she

Jane sits with Joey, helping him read a comic book-

JOEY
{(raading:
You have some-—

JANE
Sound it out-

JOEY

"Moot so fast,

Sador.

Xxp— exp~ "

"-aupluh- explay— explaivyi-

explaining— "

JANE
Good-

JOEY
"—gxuplaining to do."

"Taste the bites of my laser-—-wa—

laser—whip, Fish-Man- "

JANE

These are pretty viclent, aren’t they?

P
JOEY
. o T G T - sy dom
(ghrugs? it’s a tough wi
The front DCOOREZELL RINES-
e
JOEY
= o A - - 5. . - -
IT .:.J!.. = = b&g '?JL‘/ wWE AT
dorn’ kbt opsn the door-

i
i



242 FRONT HALL

looks through the peephaole, then

Jane steps into the shot,
ont door. Lisa steps in, loocking

hurriedly cpens the fro
miserable-

-
[

JANE
Lisa—-

LISA
(crying) They’re gonna know it was
me. I shouldn®t of done it-

Jane puts her arms around Lisa as she breaks down crying-

24%  INT. CHOFFER®S BREDROOM — NIGHT

All dark but for a little patch of light falling on the telephone
on the bedside table. We hear LOVEMAKING SCOUNDS. The telephone
RINGS— Chopper®s hand appears and pulls it out of sight-

HELLY (off)
Don®t answer now-

CHGFFER (of+)
YOuuawse Who called you?.... Okay,
when is it?... Gimme ten, I°11 havse
it clean. Later.

He hangs up-—
CHOFFER (of+f)
Get dressed and wake the spics up. We
got companvy.

-

244 EXT. STREET - NIGHT - BLUE FLASHER

£

l’_"l

The light spimning on top a police cruissr. "G away to
see threse other cop cars parbked in front of Chuprer'E building,
the two guards spread-eaglsd on the side bei frisked by a COF-

243 INT. BUILDING — STAIRWELL

W FOLLOW HAMDHELD as a half-dozen cops pound up the stairs,

lad by Winsteon, +inally SMABHIMNG through the hall docr and intos

Chopper®s plush living room.  We FPAE cars Lo Ses

Chopper and FHelly sittisag on ths £ e taizle,

dressed ard plaving a game =+ S« Soks up calaly—
TONoDE el JulvE




246  INT. 5/AFE HOUBE

Jane stands at the front window looking out. We can hear Father
Guinn trying to calm the hysterical Lisa in the next room. We
shi+t to see past Jane out the window— lots of blue flashers
visible down the block-

247 EXT. STREET - NIGHT - CROWD

Street people, members of the Bloods and the Aztecs, some litt
kide—- all watch the doings across the strest at Chopper’s plac
Jane comes up behind Rasheed-

1
El

JANE
What s going on?

RASHEED
You still alive white lady?

JANE
Oh— vy=ah—- hi-

RASHEED
They pretendin to put some heat con
the Chopper, do it once a yvear. It
aint nothin but a show. Chopper own
them cagps-

248 INT. AFARTMENT

Chopper runs on, watching as Winston kneels locking for the
secret catch under the coffee table-—

CHOFFER
—and he says from what he can tell about
my lifestyle—- they get very persoral,

these decorators, it"s like going ko a
shrink- he says I°m entering a new ghase
in my lite. ‘"Serenity", he says. "that’'s
t. S0 down come the centerfolds
rider magazine, down come the

—— . el e S 2 T Lo

ifi
‘_l'..
i

-1 = = 5 R I — —
2l= top clicks open

WINSTOM
Mow wiist have we goht her

e [R5



249 CHOFFER AND KELLY

They exchange & tense look. He mutters to her under his brsath-

CHOFFER
I"11 kill that little twitch when I
find her-
2530 CU TABLE TOP
Winston lifts it to reveal~- the hidden compartments are now

filled with board games— Monopoly, Yahtzee, Uncle Wiggly, etc.
We TILT UFP to Winston®s stricken face, then OVER to Chopper, who
grins and shrugs-

CHOFFER
We play a lot of games.

251 EXT. STREET - CROWD

We see past Jane and Rasheed as the cops start getting back in
their cars at cruising away-—

RASHEED
See? Aint nobody been busted.

252 CU JANE

Disappointed-
RASHEED (off, cont.)

233 EXT. S8TREET - TRASH

Trask is older, a plain-clothes lisutenant of detectives now. He
climbs out from his car and approaches the front stoop just as
Winston comes out with the others, frustrated and pissed-

TRASK
Anything?
wWineton shakes hisz head noc az Chopper app=ars at the top of ths

steps o crow-

Hey, Trask, long tis



23T cont.
TRASH
(nods) Chopper.

CHOFFER
Next time you send the Junior Birdmen
over have em wipe their feet before
they come up. (calls mockingly)
Night fellas!

WINSTON
(pissed) BSomebody tipped him, Chief-—

TRASK
Nobody tipped him unless I did.
Let”s get out of here-

254 EXT. STREET

Jane walking back to the Safe House, hugging herself against the
chill. Suddenly she stops as the cat we saw on the car the other
night stands directly in her path, staring at her-

JANE
Hello——— I know you, don®t I?

The cat MEQUWS and trots away slowly, looking back over its
shaoulder as if trving to get Jane to FOLLOW. She does-

255 EXT. STREET

The cat enters frame first, stopping to make swe Jane is still

with it, then trots up to sit on the top step of the stoop of an
abandoned apartment building. Jane appears, trying to ccax the

cat to come to her-—

JANE
C'mon, baby, c*mon over here-—

The cat MEOUWE again and disappesars inside the building. Jane
sighs, tuwns te go— there is the distant CRYING of a BABY from
inside the building. Jane turns back, spookad, and comes forward
to thes dogrwav. The CRYINE STOFS. We TIGHTEN con Jane, listening
mard. Thers is another YOWL oF a cat, this onz alacst human.
Janz takes a de=p Sreath, steps back and locks ug at the dark
buillding. 8he calls in a scarsd bub Ffrisndly voice-

e

JANE

I krmow yvou're2 watching ine.

el
quA



235 cont.
There is no response-—-

JANE
I want to thank you for helping me.
They say you're not real, but I know
you are.

She feels a little crazy talking to thin air-

JANE
If you ever— 1if you ever need tec talk
o just-—

The S0UND of the BABRY CRYING comes again from inside. Jane takes
ancther deep breath, then steps in-

236 INT. WT'S BUILDING - JANE

Jane steps into the ruined building cautiously. The interior is
half-gutted, falling in on itself- walls crumbled, stairs
collapsed. Shafts of moonlight from the outside slant across the
debris. Jane looks for the baby, then gasps in surprise.
Bquatting at the edge of a patch of light is Wild Thing, watching
her, the cat sitting in his lap. He stops making the baby cry.
Jane tries to b2 calm-

JANE
It’e vou.

WT watches her, uneasy but desperately wanting to make contact-—

JANE
Don"t make any fast moves, okay? It s-
it's pretty spooky in here—

He strokes the cat slowly, not taking his eves off her-

JAME
Is this where vou live?

WT nods, then gently puts the cat in a kind of pouch fastered around
his waist. He beckons Jane to follow him-—

JANE
You want me to follow yvou?

50 8



286 cont.
He steps into the darkness, turns and beckons again-
JANE

Oh Bod. This is really insane-—

She follows—

2837 INT. BUILDING

Deeper into the building, WT appears, then Jane following, stiff
and cautious. WT brings her to what used to be the slevator,

now an empty shatt, dark and scary. He pulls a pack of matches
and a candle from his pouch, lights it. He points up, then beckons
for Jamne to follow him-

238 INT. ELEVATOR SHAFT

We FOLLOW as Jane climbs a service ladder bolted to the side of
the shaft. The candle WT carries as he climbs just above her
provides the only light. She GASFS~ a bat flutters out from its
resting place, grazing her face. She looks up to WT- he motions
to keep climbing-

259 TOF FLOOR HALLWAY

WT steps out from the open shaft, lets the cat down, then reaches
back to help Jans out-

260 DOORWAY - WT, JANE

WT passes through the frame, followed by Jane. WE HOLD on Jane
as she sees the apartment, amazed-

261 JANETS POV - AFARTMENT

WT s incredible fow-wall mural is lit in patches by moonlight
slanting through windows incompletely boarded up-

282 JANE

Not at all what she expected. We FOLLOW her around the perimeter
of the room as she looks at the paintings., till firally she
brings us to WT, sitting by his bed watching her-—



You made thesa?

He nods-—-,

243  INT. CHOFFER™S AFARTMENT — NIGHT

Dink stands by the door, Kelly on the couch, Chopper paces up and
down angrily-—

DINK

I seen her skip out the back. She
must of dropped the dime on us-—

Chopper looks to kKelly-

CHOFFER
Your place?
KELLY

She doesn’t have the key. She prolly
went back with the priest.

Chopper locks to Dink again-
CHOFFER

You know what to do, then.
264 INT. WT"S AFARTMENT - NIGHT
WT has lit & bunch of candles placed around the room, giving it
a church-like atmosphere. Jansz stands studying one section of
the paintings-
2685 JAMETS FOV - FAINTINGS
A rough approdimation of the painting that we’ve seen on the side

of the van—- mother, father, little boy- only in this one the
little boy is frowning-

286 ROOM
JENE
Who are these pecple?

WT comes over to look-

JANE
Is this your family?

=
(.



266 cont.

WT is not sure of the word. He frowns. Jane points to the little
boy-—-

JANE
Is this vou?

WT nods-

JANE
What happened to them?

He points to further drawings on the wall-

267 JANE'S POV - FPAINTINGS

We FAN across more paintings in line with the family unit,
forming a kind of pictograph— first a boxy picture of the van,
then a figure like Wiz, his glasses and satchel outsized, then a
man whose head is a skull with a snake crawling through the eve
sockets, then a big handgun, then a blue-faced, blue-coated
policeman-—-

JANE (off)
- Something bad happened?

WT nods, points to the picture of the gun-—

JANE
They were shot? Killed?

He nods, then points to the pictures of the skull-man and the
cop-—

JANE
They wer=s shot by somebody, then the
police caught them-

WT shakes his head no, frustrated, then points to the skull-man,
the cop and the gun in rapid succession-

JAME
parents?

WT holds up & single fingesr-

JANE
Just one- one cop helped kill them.



267 cont.
WT nods-—

JANE -
But how did you— who took care of
vou aftter that?

WT hesitates, not knowing how to grunt or sign his way out of
this one. He clears his throat with a cough, locks away, and
mutters in & very rusty speaking voice-

WT
Leah.

JANE
(blown away) You can talk-

268 EXT. SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

We look at it from across the street— everything peaceful. A
MATCH is STRUCK right in front of the lens, then Dink steps into
the FOREGROUND, lighting a cigarette. He looks at his watch,
then across at the Safe House. We TILT DOWN to ss= a can of
gasoline sitting on the pavement at his fest-

269 INT. WT™S AFARTMENT - NIGHT

WT has turned fully away from Jane, too shy to look at her and
speak at the same time—

JANE
Who is Leah? You camn trust me, you
know— I won®t tell anvbody that I
talked to vou, I won't tell where
youw live—-— who is Leah?

WT
(Lhinks) Maina?

JANE
Leah was yvour mother? She wa
mother? 8Bhe's gone now?

n
1=
-
l'v—
6]

Yo
WY
She went off the air.

JANE
What?



WT
HMer power station shut down.

He closes his eyes and feigns death-

JANE
Oh. She died. Did you~ did you
live in a house?

WT
(indicates the apt.) A house like
this. Not a Company house.

JANE
Company house? What company?

WT iz confused again— how could anvone not know? He goes to the
wall and points teo the pictures of traffic, of cops and firemen

and men in swits carrying briefcases-—

WT
Company. Leah didn*t work for
the Company. Nowavhozay. Bluscoats
worlk +or the Company.

JANE
EBluecoats~

WT goes to the picture of the cop, points-

JANE
Oh—- police.

Jane moves around to try to get him te look her in the

JAME
Sc vou've been living all by yourself
since Leah died?

JANE
Wy ?

5]
ai



g ‘ 269

cont.
WT
{(darkens) The Company gets vou, they
open you up. They give you to the

whitecoats and they leook at vour
private business-—-

JANE
But why did you come down to help me?
Why did you let me see you?

He is embarrassed and dossn’t have the word-—

WT
I was— by myself?

JANE
Lonely? Do yvou know that word?

He shakes his head. Jane thinks, then locks at the pictures on
the wall-

? : 270

We FAN across the busy mass of Company people and cars, across
som@ blank wall to a small figure sitting by itself, watching
them all with big eyes-

WALL PAINTINGS - JANME"S FOV

271 ROOM

Jane points to the sclitary figure-

JANE
Lonely.

WT nods solemnly, understanding-—

WT
I was lonelvy.
Suddenly his attention iz twned to the window. HMe moves to it
like a cat. He points and makes & SOUMD like a FIRE ENGINE
@ ‘ SIREN. We FOLILOW to s=e as Jane joinms him at the window-



272 THEIR FOV - SAFE HOUSE

Fire spurts out of the windows of the building a couple blocks
amway-—

Stunned-
JANE
"That"s the Safe House'! I°ve got to
get down there!

274 EXT. STREET - MNIGHT -~ FOLICE CRUISER

SIREN WAILING, it blasts past us-—

273 INT. POLICE CRUISER
Winston and his FPARTNER speed through the dark Zone streets-

WINSTON
Take a left here- oh God-

We see through the windshield to the Safe House, top two floors
engulfed in flame-—

274 EXT. HAUSE
Faul, fuinn and several of the runaways (inciuding the kid from

the dumpster) and neighbors in their sleep clothes stand in the
alleyway locking up at the burning third story of the house-—

F&UL
(calling) Don™t jump! It°s too high!

We TILT UF to see Liza standing at the third floor window, smoke
powring out from behind her, crying hysterically-

277 GROUND

Winston and his partner push through the gathering crowd to reach
Quinn-—

WINSTON
The engines are on their way! Who's still
in there?

n
~



277 cont.
CIUINM
(points) Lisa for sure, and I haven’™t
seen Jane-

JANE
(running up) I°m here Father!

Winston turns on his bullhorn and calls up to Lisa-

WINSTON
{calls up) Don’t jump! The ladders
are coming'

278 CU LISA

Totally out of control, her nightgown disintegrating orn her back
because of the heak-

279 GROUND

Winston and his partner moving the people back-

WINSTON
Everybody back! keep it clear for
the engines!

JANE

(screams) Where are they?!
STACEY

(points up) Look!

There is a sudden GASF from the enlockers, several of them
pointing up at the roof-

B0 GROUND FOV - TOF OF SAFE HOUSE

Semi~obscured by smoks, a half-naked figure is rapelling down
from the roof by a rope. He reaches thes window, swings in,

taking Lisa with him-—

281 GROUND

Everyone looking up-—

FARTNER
Whos that? Who's that up there?



281 cont.
WINSTON
Naw, it can”t be-

STACEY g
It’s the Wild Thing. I[t’s gotta be-

KIM
(calling) Wild Thing! Wild Thing!

The chant goes up from the people on the ground— “Wild Thing!
Wild Thing!'-—

282 GROUND FOV - WINDOW

WT reappears, the rope tied under Lisa’s arms. A huge CHEER goes
up as he starts to lower her deown, hand over hand-

28F DINKE

Standing in the shadow across the street, he flicks his cigarette
away angrily as he sees Lisa bundled into the arms of her waiting
friends—

284 WINSTON

Among the cheering spectators, amazed-

WINSTON
(to himself) Wild Thing. No shit.

2835 GROUND
Jane calls up to WT-
JEME
Come down! Tie the rope and coms down!
28L& WINDGCW - WILD THING
We see over his shoulder to the cheering throng below. Firatty
daunting for somebody who'e kept away from society for so Mm&ry
yRars. FIRE ENGINE SIRENS approach-—
287 CU WILD THING

Terror on his face as he loocks down at them-—

o9



288 CU JANE
JANE
Come down! Wild Thing, please,
come down!

289 GROUND FOV — WINDOW

WT hesitates, then steps back into the building, out of sight.
There is a huge billow of flame out the window, then a collective
GROAN from the crowd as the floor collapses, sending sparks
showering out-

2720 CU JANE

The FIRE ENGINE SIRENS right on top of us now. Jane looks into
the flames, near hysteria-

JANE
Mo ! Moooo!

STACEY (aff)
(hopetul) Wild Thing don®t burn.
Everybody knows that-

291 CU FIRE HOUSE

A powerful stream of water explodes out of the nozzle of a fire
hose. We FAN with the stream te see it blast into the burning
first floor of the house, smashing through one half of a double
window. CRASH! Wild Thing comes smashing through the other
half, rolling te put out the flames on his clothes as a huge
CHEER rises from the crowd-

292 CROWD, JANE
Whooping as they see he is safe-

FIM
He's alive! He's alive!

293F  WILD THING

He is surrounded by firemen and police, smothering the remaining
flames with blankets, mistaking his desperate attempts to Squirm
free for panic, subduing him. We TIGHTEN as he tfinally gives in,
panting, eyes wide like a trapped animal. He is lifted and
carried toward an ambulance, the bearers passing by Jane. We
HOLD on her and TILT up to her face. She is worried, knowing he
is more afraid of the people who surround him than the flames
that rage behind her- WE FADE TO BLACH:

&0



FADE UP ON-
294 EXT. - SMOLDERING REMAINS - MORNING

We FAN across the remains of the Safe House, gutted and charred,
as we hear the voice of TV newswaman HATY NAKEAMURA-

EATY  (off)
Tragedy, mystery and drama last night
in the area of the city known only as
*The Zone®, traditional home of the
down—and-out, the outlaws and outcasts
of society.

The PAN reaches Katy, who stares straight into the camera, mike
hand, smoldering building behind her-—

FATY (cont.)
In a spectacular blaze last night the
Zone lost one of its few bright spots
and may have seen the confirmation of
one of its oldest legends— +the legend
of the "Wild Thing’-

298 EXT, STREET -~ DAY - RASHEED
Running down the street calling out like Faul Revere-
RASHEED

They caught the Wild Thing! They
caught the Wild Thing!

We HOLD on the Aztecs”™ stocp as he flashes by them. A woman
calls down from above-

. WCMAN {of+)
(Que pasd?

LuIg
Han capturado &l Wile Thin!
2746 INT. RADIOQ EBOOTH -~ COUSIN LOUIE
A DJ in his fortiss, rattling out his spiel-
LQUIE

We"ve besn flooded with requests for
this one today, boys and girls, so-

&1
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294 cont.

LOUIE  (cont.)
~Cousin Louie s comin atcha right now
with a little dedication that's
goin out to the one, the only, the
legendairy—

297 CU GHETTO BLASTER
MUSIC BLASTS with the cut-

RADIO
WILD THING!

You make my heart sing!

We TRACKE with the box as it is carried down the street, blasting
the MUSIC till we cross a set of cables and TILT UP to see Katy
interviewing Braindrain on the sidewalk (MUSIC CONTINUES UNDER
the following scenes) -

EBRAINDRAIN
—the double and even triple helix of
human understanding, a phenomonon before
which we, as mere protoplasm, must
stand in awe as pond scum to the
eternal concavity of the frontal
lobe-

298 NEWSFAPER HEADLINME - (MUSIC CONTINUES)

The paper in someone’s hands— “WILD THING® SIGHTED! screams the
headline, and below that “No Body Found in Fire®. The papsr
moves and we see it is Doo-Wop, graying at the temples now, who
is reading it, shaking his head in wonder-

299 STORE WINDOW - TV SETS - (MUSIC CONTINMUES)

A dozen sets facing the window show a sclemn—faced newsman with
Wild Thing®? supered on the panel behind him. We FAN left to
Lisa and Paul watching outside the store, looking tired and
desperate. Wz FOLLOW &5 they move down the streset amd cut into
an alley, looking over thesir shoulders, scared-

FAUL
We showld go to the cops-

LISA
The cops visit Chopper and an howr later
the house gets torched-

o~
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g,, 299 cont.

FauUL
That doesn’t mean they were in on it.
LISA
Sure.
FAUL
Look, I"m just trying to take care of
you.
LIBA

You can barely get yowself up in the
morning, Faul, how vou gonna take
care of me?

He looks hurt, she sighs, takes his arm and pulls him along-

IS4
Come on-
@ I00  WALL GRAFFITI - (MUSIC CONTINUES)
We FAN right to read big spray-painted letters on a brick wall-
WILD THING LIVES! getting to the ARTIST just as he's spraying
the exclamation point-
301 STREET - KATY AND SCOQOTER - (MUSIC CONTINUES)
katy bending over to present the mike to Scooter-—
SCO0TER
I seen him plenty of times, only till now
didn’t nobody belisve me. (zovers the
mike with his hand) Could I get vour
autograph?™
02 CU TV SCREENM

Various people flash on. First, a black SCHOOLGIRL-

Ohih—- like a go-ri
@ Then a SHOFFING LADY-
\ LADY

Like Rigfoot. You know— big feet,
hairy body-



202 cont.
Then a young gay MAN, a pair of friends laughing in the BG-
MANM
Siw-fouwr, blond, light blue eyss-
shoulders- vyouw know- built, but
not too beefy-
Finally a white TEEMNABE GIRL-
GIRL
You krnow Motley Crie? The rock group?
You know their lead singer?
20X EXT. FOLICE STATION - FRONT STEFS

Dozens of MEWE PHOTDGERAFHERS buzz around a single stone-faced
FOLICE SERGEANT, begging for pesrmission to come in and shoot-

FHOTOG
C'mon, Matty, just one shot-
MATTY
Save your breath, boys, he’s under

wraps-—

304  INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

WT is cuffed to a chair. They haven™t been able to put any more
clothes on him. He is almost catatonic with fear, staring
straight ahead as two detesctives, MAURY and WALT try tao follow
proceduwre with him, Walt with a2 form rollsd and ready in his
typewritar-—-

MAURY

Okay, let’s trv again. Mame?
WAL T

He deogsn™t falk, Mawry-

[ AN [ R Y
MAURY
o

Mayibe we just don’t know his language-—

WALT
Great. We'll get a chimparzes in hers
to tranmslate.

FOSLOW, the public defender, bursts in, briefcase in hand-
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J04 cont.
KOSLOW
What is this? What are these cuffs?
Criminal tresspass and you got him
in cuffs?

MAURY

We got possible arson now, too.
KOSLOW

Since when?
MAURY

Since Trask told me to put it on the
sheet. (to WT) Young man, this is
youwr court—-appointed legal counsel-

WALT
(gesturing wildly) Him heap big
mouthpiece. Him go court with you,
hFim fuck up case bevyond repair-—

K OSLOW
Very funny.

305  INT. POLICE STATION - MAIN FLOOR

Jane follows Trask through the maze of desks, cops boocking people
and doing paperwork left and right-

JANE
He couldn’t have set the fire,

he was with me—

TRASK
And where was that?

She doesn™t want to betray WT's hiding place-

JANE
Uhm— just— you know— on the strest-

TRASE
Loak, Miss, right now he’s ocur number
one susgect and he isn™t sayving a
thing in his own defense-—

JiENE
He's afraid of the unifaorms. When
he was little & policeman kille=d
his parents-

o
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J0% cont.

TRASE
(snorts)  He told vou this?
JANE
Yes. A cop and another man shot them-—
TRASE
Wherea?
JANE
I don™t know exactly— they were in &

truck or a van or something--
This information clicks in Trask’ s head. He looks around, calls-
TRASK
Winston!

WINSTON
(approaching) Yo!

TRASK
The young lady here says she’s bosom
buddies with our wildman. Take her
statement and send her home.

JANE
But-

Trask is already striding away. Jane turns to Winston-

JAME
Nize guy-—

WINSTON
Yeah, he always besen a moody sucker.
C*mon-

JANE

Can vou get me in to see him?
WINSTON
(sighs) I*11 do what I can-—
F06  INT. TRABK™S QFFICE
The Chief of detectives rates his cwn room— a desk and chair

with lots of cop pictures from his career on the wall. We START
on a photo of him in uniform, taken about the time he helped in-



IJ06 cont.

-the murders, then FAN to him, talking on the phone at his desk.
He is pale and shaky. 0On the wall behind him is a print of the

Norman Rockwell painting of a friendly cop leaning over a little
boy-—

TRASE
—it’s him, I just know it is—
I got this fe=sling~ Look, the kid
didn’t drown, we never found a body——
She says he can talk-—— No. No way,
Chopper..

We TILT DOWN from his face to see a file spread out on the desk
STARTING at the top where the form says MISSING FERSONS REFORT,
then FANNING down over some written descripticn to a snapshot
clipped to the sheet- Hud, Laurie and little Free, amiling at
the camera with the van and & rickety farmhouse in the
background-

TRASE,  (of+)
You've been bleeding me for years-
I"m not going to kill somebody for

YOt
J07 CU TRASK
Beads of sweat on his face- a man with a very guilty conscience-
TRASEK
No, I won’t. (he sighs, weaksr now)
No- please-

308 INT. CHOFFER™S LIVING ROOM

He hangs up the phone as Dinmk looks on. Chopper looks stricken-

DINEK
You lock like vou seen a ghost.
CHOFFER
Y=zah.
DIMK
Froblem?
CHOFFER

Mah. It's taken care of.



09 VISITING CELL

WT is plopped onto & chair in front of a metal grate. He looks
drugged and morose, like an animal that will soon die in

captivity. Jane appears on the other side of the grate. Jane
looks up at the wall-

310 WALL. CAMERA - JANE®S FOV

The red operation light on as it watches her-—

Z11 JANE AND WILD THING

JANE
We only have a minute-

WT
They gonna cut me open-—

JANE
Mo they won™t. FPolice aren®t all like
the one who killed your parents-—

WT
Bluecoats work for the Company-

JANE
You have to talk to them, tell them
vou didn"t set the fire-

WT
If you talk they can get inteo vour
Fower Station-

JANE
You have to trust somebody sometime-

-r
1

dossn®t know the word-

WT
Trust?

He jumps as a pair of COFS and a whita—coated DOCTCR come into
the rocom behind him-
DACTOR
What"s he doing in here? I°ve got
an examination to-
JANE

(lying) Detective Trask said-
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311 cont.
WT leaps away, terrified-
DOCTOR

(to cops) I thought you said he"d calmed
down? (calls) Orderly!

312 CU WT

Backed into the carner, staring in terror-

313 DOCTOR

His coat flashing white as an ORDERLY comes inm from outside—

DOCTOR
We re going to need some sedation here-

314 JANE
Fressing against her window, calling in to the room-
JANE
No, please, let me talk to him! He’s
afraid of-
315 INT. ROOM - WT, OTHERS
WT LEAPS, SNARLING, onto the doctor, knocking him to the floor

and biting at his arm as he tries to protect his face, the cops
behind to club him on the back of the neck-

DOCTOR
Get him off mz! Get him off me!

JFlé JANE
JANE
Ng ! Mo ! Don"t!

317 INT. ROOM

The cops have WT spread-eagled on his back, ®ach sitting on one
of his arms as the orderly comes down with the needle-—



318 CU WT

Eyes widening in horror as he sees the needle-—-

19 CU NEEDLE - WT'S POV

Coming right at us to +ill the frame-

{

320 CU JAME

L

Covering her ears as we hear the spine-tingling WAIL of a cat
from the next room-

321 INT. TRASK'S OFFICE - CU HAND

We FOLLOW Trask®s hand as it opens a desk drawer, pulls out

a .337, loads it, them lays it on top of the missing persons
report, the photo of the family still visible. We TILT UF ta his
tface as he sighs, making his decision-

22 EXT. LINCOLN HOTEL -~ EVENING

A seedy Zone hotel with some borderline characters hanging out
front-

323 INT. LOBBY - CU NOTE

We read as Jane writes-— "Faul and Lisa——— Meet tomorrow night,

8 pmy, Qur Lady of PH. Will have money to get you out of here-
Jane"

324 INT. LOEBRY

We see Scooter roll by in the background as Jane hands the note
to a grumpy DESE CLERK-

JAME

If I'm not in make sure they get this-
CLERE

(vawns) This is a flophouse, lady,

not the post office-

Jane scowls at him and plops a crumpled five-dollar bill on the
desk-

JANE
Just make sure they get it.
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32T EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

We TRACK down an alley between two abandoned buildings, then go
down the stairs descending to a basement door. Huddlead against
the door are Faul and Lisa, Lisa asleep with her head on his lap.
Faul holding her protectively, stroking her hair as he listens
for anything approaching, worried and tense-—

326 EXT. POLICE STATION - FROMT STERPS - NIGHT

Half the photographers there weres earlier, camped out sitting on
the steps waiting for permission to come in and shooct-

32 INT. BOLITARY CELL - WT

WT, hands still cuffed, the graffitti-marks wiped off his face,

paces back and forth in his tiny, windowless cell. He looks up

at the ceiling—

228 CEILING - WT'S POV

Maybe five feet across, with a bare bulb encased in a wire cage-

329 CU WT

He pulls off a shoe, jumps— knocks the LIGHT OUT-

330 INT. GUARD ROOM

Really just an oversized booth with a couple chairs and somes
video monitors with pictures of the hallways outside the variocus
holding cells in the station. A pair of older cops, WILL and
CHUCKIE hold down the fort, bored shitless. Chuckie is trying to
get Will to take his Folaroid camesra-

CHUCKIE
—you cpen ths door, yvou push the
buttomr, the flash goes off, and the
guy gives each of us a hundred bucks-—-

WILL
Why don’t vouw do 1t7

CHUCKIE
Whatta you, afraid?

WILL
They say he can turn into a cat.
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IF0  cont.
CHUCKIE
(sighs) Jesus, I°11 do it mysels.
Anybody comes down, I'm off takin a leak-

There is a cat-like YOWL from down the corridor. They exchange a
look-

CHUCKIE
Some wise guy in the drunk tank-—

331 IMT. SOLITARY CELL

Dark now. A key RATTLES in the door- it apens and Chuckie peeks
in-

CHUCK.IE
(singsong?) Wild Thing—— Chuckie
come to take youwr picture--

He lets the door swing open and steps in puszled-— we FAN with
his gaze— the cell is empty-

332 CU CHUCKIE

Spooked-
CHUCKIE
What the fuck?

We TILT UP to see Wild Thing above him, pushing with his arms and
legs ‘to wedge himself in suspension against the walls just under
the ceiling, his muscles trembling- he drops!

23 INT. GUARD ROOCM

Will sits up as he hears the CATERWAULING of a fighting cat. He

stands to look out the window of the booth just as WT appears on

one of the screens, shirtless and barefoot now, running down the

hallway. He disappears off screen just before Will sits back down
to look at the monitor-

Gimme the creeps—

T34 INT. STAIRWELL

Matal stairs, concrete walls color—coded forr sach flooe. WwT
tries and exit door- locked. We FOLLOW as he scrambles up a—



Z34 cont.

-flight—~ another exit door. We tightern as he pushes it open a
crack and see over his shoulder that it’s the main floor, cops
still busy at their desks. He climbs again-

I35 INT. HALLWAY

The stairwell door to the third floor opens and WT creeps out,
low and wary. He"s facing & dim hallway full ‘of closed office
doors and heavy bars on the windows on either end of the hall.
VDICES and FOOTSTEFS approach up the stairwell behind him.

He tries one of the office doors, locked, tries another, locked,
tries a third- it opens-

336 INT. TRASKE™S OFFICE

Trask gasps as WT steps into his room and shuts the door-

TE7 CU WT

Freezing as he sees the room is occupied-—

338 TRASBK

Orily his desk lamp on, he grabks his gun and levels it at WT-

339 CU WT

Frozen, watching—-

340 CU TRASH
He ha= been crying. He starts to shake-—

TRASK
It"s yvou, isnt it?

We FAN DOWN to and ECU of the gumn in his hand. His finger
tightens on the trigger, hesitates, then we FOLLOW the gun up
till it rests against Trask’ s temple. Tears are flowing down his

chegla—

341 CU WT

Eyes widening as he sees-
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342 PAINTING

Of the cop leaning over the little boy- LAM!! Blood splatters
against the picture-

34F MAIN FLLOOR
Cops looking up from their desks as they hear the shot-
WINSTON
That’s upstairs-—
344 DESKTOF - INT. TRASK™S OFFICE
We START on the snapshot of Free and his parents, a drop of blood
beside it. WT"s finger appears, touching the picture, then we
TILT UF to his face, trying to understand. He looks down at
Trask, then FOLLOW his gaze over to the picture of Trask as a
yvoung officer-—
343 CU WT
He understands-—
WT
Bluecoat-

346 INT. HALLWAY

We FOLLOW as<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>