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I NT. UNCLE BCB' S PANCAKE HOUSE - MORNI NG

Ei ght men dressed in BLACK SU TS, sit around a table at a
breakfast cafe. They are MR VH TE, MR PINK, MR BLUE, MR
BLONDE, MR ORANGE, MR BROMWN, NI CE GUY EDDI E CABOT, and the
bi g boss, JOE CABOT. Most are finished eating and are enjoying
cof fee and conversation. Joe flips through a snall address
book. M. Pink is telling a long and involved story about
Madonna.

MR BROMN
"Like a Virgin" is all about a girl
who digs a guy with a big dick. The
whol e song is a netaphor for big
di cks.

MR. BLONDE
No it's not. It's about a girl who
is very vul nerabl e and she's been
fucked over a few tines. Then she
neets sone guy who's really sensitive -

MR BROMN
Whoa... whoa... tinme out G eenbay.
Tell that bullshit to the tourists

JCE
(1 ooki ng through his
addr ess book)
Toby... who the fuck is Toby? Toby...
Toby... think... think... think..

MR BROMN
It's not about a nice girl who neets
a sensitive boy. Now granted that's
what "True Blue" is about, no argunent
about that.

MR ORANGE
Whi ch one is "True Bl ue?"

NI CE GUY EDDI E
You don't renenber "True Bl ue?" That
was a big ass hit for Madonna. Shit,
| don't even follow this Tops In
Pops shit, and |'ve at |east heard
of "True Blue."

MR ORANGE
Look, asshole, | didn't say | ain't
heard of it. Al | asked was how

does it go? Excuse ne for not being
the worl d's biggest Madonna fan.



MR VWH TE
| hate NMadonna.

MR BLUE
I like her early stuff. You know,
"Lucky Star," "Borderline" - but
once she got into her "Papa Don't
Preach" phase, | don't know, | tuned
out .

MR BROMN
Hey, fuck all that, |I'mnaking a

poi nt here. You're gonna nmake me
lose nmy train of thought.

JCE
Oh fuck, Toby's that little china

girl.

MR VH TE
What ' s that ?

JCE
| found this old address book in a
jacket | ain't worn in a coon's age.
Toby what? What the fuck was her
| ast nane?

MR, BROWN
Where was | ?

MR PI NK
You said "True Blue" was about a
nice girl who finds a sensitive fella.
But "Like a Virgin" was a netaphor
for big dicks.

MR BROMN
Let ne tell ya what "Like a Virgin"'s
about. It's about some cooze who's a
regul ar fuck machine. | nean all the
tinme, norning, day, night, afternoon
di ck, dick, dick, dick, dick, dick
di ck, dick, dick, dick, dick

MR BLUE
How many di cks was that?

MR VH TE
A lot.



MR BROMN
Then one day she neets a John Hol nmes
not herfucker, and it's |ike, whoa
baby. This nother fucker's like
Charles Bronson in "The (eat Escape."
He's diggin' tunnels. Now she's
gettin' this serious dick action,
she's feelin' sonmething she ain't
felt since forever. Pain.

JCE
Chew? Toby Chew? No.

MR BROMN

It hurts. It hurts her. It shouldn't
hurt. Her pussy should be Bubbl e- Yum
by now. But when this cat fucks her,
it hurts. It hurts like the first
tine. The pain is remnding a fuck
nmachi ne what is was like to be a
virgin. Hence, "Like a Virgin."

The fellas crack up.

JCE
Wong?

MR BROMN
Fuck you, wong. |I'mright! Wat the
fuck do you know about it anyway?
You're still listening to Jerry-
fucki ng- Val e.

JCE
Not wrong, dunmb ass, Wong! You know,
i ke the Chinese nane?

M. Wite snatches the address book from Joe's hand. They
fight, but they're not really nmad at each other.

MR VWH TE
G ve nme this fucking thing.

JCE
What the fuck do you think you're
doin'? Gve nme ny book back!

MR VWH TE
I'msick of fuckin' hearin' it Joe;
"Il give it back when we | eave.

JCE
Whaddaya nean, give it to me when we
| eave, give it back now.



MR WH TE
For the past fifteen m nutes now,
you' ve just been droning on with
nanes. "Toby... Toby... Toby... Toby
Wbng. .. Toby Wbng... Toby Chung. .
fuckin' Charlie Chan." | got Madonna's
big dick outta ny right ear, and
Toby Jap |-don't-know what, outta ny
left.

JCE
What do you care?

MR VWH TE
When you' re annoying as hell, | care
alot.

JCE

G ve nme ny book.

MR VWH TE
You gonna put it away?

JCE
' m gonna do whatever | wanna do
withit.

MR VWH TE
Well, then, I"'mafraid |'m gonna
have to keep it.

MR BLONDE
Joe, you want ne to shoot himfor
you?

MR VWH TE
Shit, you shoot nme in a dream you
better wake up and apol ogi ze.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Have you guys been listening to K-
BI LLY' s super sounds of the seventies
weekend?

MR PI NK
Yeah, it's fuckin' great isn't it?

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Can you believe the songs they been
pl ayi n' ?



MR Pl NK
No, | can't. You know what | heard
the other day? "Heartbeat-It's
Lovebeat," by little Tony DeFranco
and the DeFranco Family. | haven't
heard that since | was in fifth
fuckin' grade.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
When | was comi ng down here, | was
playin' it. And "The N ght the Lights
Went Qut in Georgia" came on. Now |
ain't heard that song since it was
bi g, but when it was big, | heard it
amllion-trillion tinmes. |'m
listening to it this norning, and
this was the first tine | ever
realized that the lady singing the
song, was the one who killed Andy.

MR, BROWN
You didn't know Vi cki Law ence killed
t he guy?

NI CE GUY EDDI E
| thought the cheatin w fe shot Andy.

MR, BLONDE
They say it in the song.

Nl CE GQUY EDD E
| know, | heard it. | nusta zoned
out whenever that part canme on before.
| thought when she said that little
sister stuff, she was tal kin' about
her sister-in-law, the cheatin' wife.

JOE
No, she did it. She killed the
cheatin' wife, too.

MR VWH TE
Who gives a dam?

The tabl e | aughs. The WAI TRESS cones over to the table. She
has the check, and a pot of coffee.

WAl TRESS
Can | get anybody nore coffee.

JOE

No, we're gonna be hittin'" it. I"]l
t ake care of the check.

She hands the bill to him



WAl TRESS
Here ya go. Please pay at the
register, if you wouldn't mnd

JCE
Sure thing.

WAl TRESS
You guys have a wonderful day.

They all nutter equivalents. She exits and Joe stands up.

JCE
"Il take care of this, you guys
| eave the tip.
(to M. Wite)
And when | cone back, | want ny book

back.
MR VWH TE
Sorry, it's my book now.
JCE
Bl onde, shoot this piece of shit,

will ya?

M. Bl onde shoots M. Wiite with his finger. M. Wite acts
shot. Joe exits.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Okay, everybody cough up green for
the little |ady.

Everybody whi ps out a buck, and throws it on the table.
Everybody, that is, except M. Pink.

Nl CE GUY EDDI E
C non, throw in a buck

MR PI NK
Unh-uh. | don't tip.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Whaddaya nean you don't tip?

MR Pl NK
| don't believe init.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
You don't believe in tipping?

MR BROMN
(1 aughi ng)
| love this guy, he's a nadman, this
guy.



Ever ybody

They al |

MR BLONDE
Do you have any idea what these |adies
make? They make shit.

MR PI NK
Don't give ne that. She don't nake
enough noney, she can quit.

| aughs.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
| don't even know a Jew who'd have
the balls to say that. So let's get
this straight. You never ever tip?

MR PI NK
| don't tip because society says
gotta. | tip when sonmebody deserves

a tip. Wen sonebody really puts

forth an effort, they deserve a little
sonet hing extra. But this tipping
automatically, that shit's for the
birds. As far as |'m concerned,
they're just doin' their job

MR BLUE
Qur girl was nice.

MR PI NK
Qur girl was okay. She didn't do
anyt hi ng speci al .

MR BLUE
What's sonet hing special, take ya in
t he kitchen and suck your dick?

augh.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
I'd go over twelve percent for that.

MR PI NK
Look, | ordered coffee. Now we've
been here a long fuckin' time, and
she's only filled ny cup three tines.
When | order coffee, | want it filled
si X tines.

MR, BLONDE
What if she's too busy?

MR PINK
The words "too busy" shouldn't be in
a waitress's vocabul ary.



They al |

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Excuse ne, M. Wite, but the |ast
thing you need i s another cup of
cof f ee.

augh.

MR PI NK
These | adies aren't starvin' to death.
They make m ni nrum wage. Wien | wor ked
for mnimumwage, | wasn't |ucky
enough to have a job that society
deened ti pwort hy.

NI CE GUY EDDI E
Ahh, now we're getting down to it
It's not just that he's a cheap
bastard -

MR, ORANGE
It is that too -

NI CE GUY EDDI E
It is that too. But it's also he
couldn't get a waiter job. You talk
i ke a pissed of f dishwasher: "Fuck
those cunts and their fucking tips."

MR, BLONDE
So you don't care that they're
counting on your tip to live?

M. Pink rubs two of his fingers together

MR PI NK
Do you know what this is? It's the
world's snallest violin, playing
just for the waitresses.

MR VWH TE
You don't have any idea what you're
tal ki ng about. These peopl e bust
their ass. This is a hard job.

MR PI NK
So's working at McDonal d's, but you
don't feel the need to tip them
They're servin' ya food, you should
tip em But no, society says tip
t hese guys over here, but not those
guys over there. That's bullshit.

MR BLUE
They work harder than the kids at
McDonal d' s.



They al |

Ever ybody

MR Pl NK
Ch yeah, | don't see them cl eani ng
fryers.

MR BLUE
These people are taxed on the tips
t hey make. Wen you stiff 'em you
cost them noney.

MR VWH TE
Waitressing is the nunber one
occupation for fenal e non-college
graduates in this country. It's the
one job basically any wonman can get,
and make a living on. The reason is
because of tips.

MR Pl NK
Fuck all that.

augh.

MR PI NK
Hey, |'mvery sorry that the
governnent taxes their tips. That's
fucked up. But that ain't ny fault.
it would appear that waitresses are
just one of the nmany groups the
governnent fucks in the ass on a
regul ar basis. You show ne a paper
says the government shoul dn't do
that, 1'lIl signit. Put it to a vote,
['I'l vote for it. But what | don't
do is play ball. And this non-college
bull shit you're telling ne, | got
two words for that: "Learn to fuckin'
type." Cause if you're expecting ne
to help out with the rent, you're in
for a big fuckin' surprise

MR, ORANGE
He's convinced ne. Gve ne ny dollar
back.

| aughs. Joe's cones back to the table.
JCE

Okay ranblers, let's get to ranbling.

Wait a minute, who didn't throw in?

MR ORANGE
M. Pink



The ei ght

F.G As he buttons his coat,

JCE
(to M. O ange)
M. Pink?
(to M. Pink)
Wy ?

MR, ORANGE
He don't tip.

JCE
(to M. Orange)
He don't tip?
(to M. Pink)
You don't tip? Wy?

MR, ORANGE
He don't believe in it.

JOE
(to M. O ange)
He don't believe in it?
(to M. Pink)
You don't believe init?

MR ORANGE
Nope.
JCE
(to M. Oange)
Shut up!

(to M. Pink)
Cough up the buck, ya cheap bastard,
| paid for your goddamm breakf ast.

MR PI NK
Because you paid for the breakfast,
I"mgonna tip. Normally | wouldn't.

JCE
What ever. Just throw in your dollar,
and | et's nove.
(to M. Wite)
See what |'mdealing with here.
Infants. I'mfuckin' dealin wth
i nfants.

nen get up to leave. M. Wite's wai st
for a second we see he's carrying

is in the

a gun. They exit Uncle Bob's Pancake House, tal ki ng anongst
t hensel ves.

EXT. UNCLE BOB' S PANCAKE HOUSE - DAY



CREDI T SEQUENCE
VWhen the credit sequence is finished, we FADE TO BLACK:

Over the BLACK we hear the sound of SQOVEONE SCREAM NG i n
agony.

Under the screamnming, we hear the sound of a car HAULI NG ASS,
through traffic.

Over the screans and the traffic noise, we hear SOVEBODY
ELSE SAY:

SOVEBODY ELSE (O S.)
Just hol d on buddy boy.

Sonebody stops scream ng | ong enough to say:

SOVEBODY (O. S.)

I"msorry. | can't believe she killed
nme. Who woul d' ve fuckin' thought
t hat ?

CUr TO
I NT. GETAVWAY CAR (MOVI NG - DAY

The Sonebody screaming is M. Orange. He lies in the backseat.
He's been SHOT in the stomach. BLOOD covers both himand the
backseat .

M. Wiite is the Sonebody El se. He's behind the wheel of the
getaway car. He's easily doing 80 nph, dodging in and out of
traffic. Though he's driving for his life, he keeps talking
to his wounded passenger in the backseat.

They are the only two in the car.

MR VWH TE
Hey, just cancel that shit right
now You're hurt. You're hurt really
fucki ng bad, but you ain't dying.

MR, ORANGE
(crying)

Al this blood is scaring the shit
outta nme. I'mgonna die, | knowit.
MR VWH TE
Oh excuse ne, | didn't realize you

had a degree in nedicine. Are you a
doctor? Are you a doctor? Answer e
pl ease, are you a doctor?

MR ORANGE
No, |'m not!



MR VWRITE

Ahhhh, so you adnmit you don't know
what you're tal king about. So if

you're t
opi ni on,
news. |'

hrough gi ving nme your anateur
lie back and listen to the
m t aki ng you back to the

rendezvous, Joe's gonna get you a

doct or,
up, and
say it:
it: You'

M. Orange doesn't

st eeri ng wheel

Say-t he-
be okay!

the doctor's gonna fix you
you' re gonna be okay. Now
You' re gonna be okay. Say
re gonna be okay!

respond. M. Wiite starts pounding on the

MR VWH TE
goddam-words: You're gonna

MR ORANGE

' m okay.

MR VH TE

(softly)

Correct.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The CAMERA does a
door swi ngs open,
M. Orange inside.

M. Orange still i

360 around an enpty warehouse. Then the
and M. Wiite carries the bloody body of

s MOANING loudly fromhis bullet hit.

M. Wiite lays himdown upon a mattress on the floor

Just hol
wait for
for you,

MR VWH TE
d on buddy boy. Hold on, and
Joe. | can't do anything

but when Joe gets here,

whi ch shoul d be anytime now, he'l

be able to hel p you. We're just gonna
sit here, and wait for Joe. Wo are
we waiting for?

MR ORANGE
Joe.

MR VH TE
Bet your sweet ass we are.

M. Wiite gets up fromover M. Orange and starts to prow
around the warehouse.



MR ORANGE

(yel l'ing)
Don't | eave ne!

M White bends back over himand takes his hand.

MR VWH TE
| ain't going anywhere. |'mright
here. I'mnot gonna | eave ya.
MR, ORANGE
Larry, I'mso scared, would you pl ease
hol d me.
M. Wiite very gently enbraces the bloody M. Oange. Cradling
the young nman, M. Wite whispers to him
MR VWH TE
(whi spering)
Go ahead and be scared, you've been
brave enough for one day. | want you
to just relax now. You're not gonna
die, you're gonna be fine. Wen Joe
gets here, he'll make ya a hundred
per cent again.
M. Wiite lays M. Orange back down on the mattress. He's
still holding his hand. M. Oange | ooks up at his friend.
MR, ORANGE
Look, | don't wanna be a fly in the
ointment, but if help doesn't conme
soon, | gotta see a doctor. | don't
give a fuck about jail, | just don't
wanna di e.
MR VWH TE
You' re not gonna fucking die, al
right?
MR, ORANGE
| wasn't born yesterday. |'mhurt,

and |''m hurt bad.

MR VWH TE
It's not good..

MR, ORANGE
Hey, bl ess your heart for what you're
trying to do. | was panicking for a
nonent, but |'ve got ny senses back
now. The situation is, I'mshot in
the belly. And w thout nedica
attention, |I'mgonna die.



MR WH TE
| can' take you to a hospital

MR ORANGE
Fuck jail! | don't give a shit about
jail. But | can't die. You don't

have to take nme in. Just drive ne up
to the front, drop me on the sidewal k

"Il take care of nyself. | won't
tell themanything. | swear to fucking
god, | won't tell 'em anything. Look

in ny eyes, look right in nmy eyes.
(M. Wite does)
l-won't-tell-themanything. You'l

be safe.
MR VWH TE
Li e back down, and try to -
MR, ORANGE
I'"mgoing to die! | need a doctor

' m beggi ng you, take me to a doctor

M. Orange |ays his head back on the mattress. Spent from
his outburst, he quietly mutters to hinself:

MR ORANGE
Take ne to a doctor, take ne to a
doctor, please.

Suddenl y, the warehouse door BURSTS open and M. Pink steps
i nsi de.

MR PI NK
Was that a fucking set-up or what?

M. Pink sees M. Oange on the floor, shot and bl oody.

MR PI NK
Onh fuck, Orange got tagged.

Throughout this scene, we hear M. O ange npaning.

MR WH TE
Gun shot .
MR Pl NK
Oh that's just fucking great! Were's
Br own?
MR VH TE
Dead.
MR Pl NK

Goddam, goddam! How did he die?



MR WH TE
How t he fuck do you think? The cops
shot him

MR PI NK
Oh this is bad, this is so bad.
(referring to M.
O ange)
Is it bad?

MR VWH TE
As opposed to good?

MR PI NK
This is so fucked up. Sonebody fucked
us big tine.

MR VH TE
You really think we were set up?
MR Pl NK
You even doubt it? | don't think we
got set up, | know we got set up! |

nean really, seriously, where did
all those cops cone from huh? One
m nute they're not there, the next
mnute they're there. | didn't hear
any sirens. The alarmwent off, okay.
Okay, when an al arm goes of f, you
got an average of four mnutes
response tine. Unless a patrol car
is cruising that street, at that
particul ar noment, you got four
m nutes before they can realistically
respond. In one mnute there were
sevent een bl ue boys out there. A
| oaded for bear, all know ng exactly
what the fuck they were doing, and
they were all just there! Renenber
that second wave that showed up in
the cars? Those were the ones
responding to the alarm But those
ot her not herfuckers were already
there, they were waiting for us.
(pause)
You haven't thought about this?

MR VWH TE
| haven't had a chance to think
First | was just trying to get the
fuck outta there. And after we got
away, |'ve just been dealin' wth
hi m



MR Pl NK
Wel |, you better start thinking about

it. Cause |, sure as fuck, amthinking
about it. In fact, that's all I'm
t hi nking about. | came this close to

just driving off. Wioever set us up
knows about this place. There coul d' ve
been cops sitting here waiting for

ne. For all we know, there's cops,
driving fast, on their way here now.

MR VWH TE
Let's go in the other room..

The canera creeps along a wall, comng to a corner. W& nove
past it, and see down a hall

I NT. BATHROOM HALLWAY - DAY

At the end of the hall is a bathroom The bathroom door is
partially closed, restricting our view M. Pink is obscured
but M. Wiite is in view

MR PINK (O S.)
What the fuck am | doing here?
felt funny about this job right off.
As soon as | felt it | should said
"No thank you", and wal ked. But |
never fucking listen. Every tinme |
ever got burned buying weed, | always
knew the guy wasn't right. | just
felt it. But | wanted to believe
him If he's not lyin' to nme, and it
really is Thai stick, then whoa baby.
But it's never Thai stick. And
always said if | felt that way about
ajob, 1'd walk. And | did, and
didn't, because of fuckin' noney!

MR VWH TE
What's done is done, | need you cool
Are you cool ?

MR PI NK
' m cool

MR VWH TE
Spl ash sonme water on your face. Take
a breat her.

We hear the sink running, and M. Pink splashing water on
his face.

MR VWH TE
' m gonna get nme ny snokes.



M. VWhite opens the bat hroom door, wal ks down the hall, and
QUT OF FRAME. W see M. Pink, his back turned towards us,
bent over the sink. Then he grabs a towels, and dries his
face. M. Wiite ENTERS FRAME with a pack of Chesterfields in
hi s hand.

MR VWH TE
Wwant a snoke?
MR PI NK
Why not ?
The two nmen |ight up.
MR VWH TE

Okay, let's go through what happened.
W're in the place, everything's
going fine. Then the alarm gets
tripped. | turn around and all these
cops are outside. You're right, it
was |ike, baml | blink nmy eyes are
they're there. Everybody starts going
apeshit. Then M. Blonde starts
shootin' all the -

MR Pl NK
That's not correct.

MR VWH TE
What's wong with it?

MR PI NK
The cops didn't show up after the
alarmwent off. They didn't show

till after M. Blonde started shooting
everyone.
MR VH TE
As soon as | heard the alarm | saw
t he cops.
MR PI NK

I"'mtelling ya, it wasn't that soon
They didn't let their presence be
known until after M. Blonde went

off. I"'mnot sayin' they weren't
there, I'msayin' they were there.
But they didn't nove in till M.

Bl onde becane a madnman. That's how
know we were set up. You can see
that, can't you, M. Wite?

MR VWH TE
Look, enough of this "M Wite" shit -



MR Pl NK
Don't tell me your name, | don't
want to know | sure as hell ain't
gonna tell ya mne.

MR VWH TE
You're right, this is bad.
(pause)
How di d you get out?

MR PI NK
Shot nmy way out. Everybody was
shooting, so | just blasted nmy way

outta there.
CUT TO
EXT. CRONDED CI TY STREET - DAY

M. Pink is hauling ass down a busy city sidewal k. He has a
canvas bag with a shoul der strap in one hand, and a . 357
MAGNUM i n the other. |If any BYSTANDERS get in his way, he
just knocks them down. W DOLLY at the same speed, right

al ong side of him

FOUR PCLI CEMEN are running after M. Pink. We DOLLY with
t hem

We DOLLY with a young wonman on roller skates. ROLLERARL is

pl ugged into a wal kman. W hear the song she's listening to
LOUD over the SOUNDTRACK. She's twirling and skating backwards
to the beat of the song.

Rollergirl turns a corner and COLLIDES with M. Pink. The
man and wormman CRASH to the ground.

M. Pink rolls into the street, in front of a nmoving car
that SCREECHES to a stop, narrowy avoi ding running over
hi m

INT. CAR (STOPPED) - DAY

The CAMERA is in the backseat. A SHOCKED WOVAN is the car's
driver. M. Pink pulls himself up fromthe hood, shakes it
of f, and points his magnum at the driver.

MR PI NK
Get outta the car! Get the fuck outta
t he car!
The Shocked Wonan starts screan ng.

M. Pink tries to open the driver's side door, but it's
| ocked.



MR Pl NK
Open the fucking door!

EXTREME CLOSEUP - DRI VER S SI DE W NDOW

M. Pink SMASHES it in our face.

EXT. STREET - DAY

DOLLY with Cops conming up fast.

M. Pink DRAGS the Shocked Worman out of the car.
The Cops reach the corner, guns ained.

Using the car as a shield, M. Pink FIRES three shots at the
Cops.

Everybody H TS the ground, or scatters.
M. Pink HOPS in the car.

Cops FI RE.

INT. CAR (MOVING - DAY

CAMERA in the backseat, M. Pink FLOORS it. SPEEDI NG down
the street, with the Cops FIRING after him

EXT. STREET - DAY

The young cop takes off running and firing after the getaway
car. It's no use. M. Pink leaves himin the dust.

BACK TO
| NT. BATHROOM - DAY
M. Pink and M. Wite still talking in the bathroom
MR PI NK
Tagged a couple of cops. D d you
kill anybody?

MR WH TE
A few cops.

MR PI NK
No real people?

MR VWH TE
Uh-uh, just cops.

MR PI NK
Coul d you believe M. Blonde?



MR WH TE
That was one of the nost insane
fucking things |I've ever seen. Wy
the fuck woul d Joe hire sonebody
like that?

MR PI NK
| don't wanna kill anybody. But if |
gotta get out that door, and you're
standing in nmy way, one way of the
other, you're gettin' outta nmy way.

MR VWH TE
That's the way | look at it. A choice
bet ween doin' ten years, and takin'
out sone stupid notherfucker, ain't
no choice at all. But | ain't no
madman either. What the fuck was Joe
thinkin'? You can't work with a guy
i ke that. That notherfucker's
unst abl e. What do you think? Do you
t hi nk he pani cked, or ya think he's
just trigger-happy?

MR PI NK

| think he's a sick fuckin' maniac!
W' re awful goddamm | ucky he didn't
tag us, when he shot up the place. |
cane this fucking close -

(hold up two fingers

and nmakes a tiny

space between them
to taking his ass out nyself.
Everybody pani cs. Wen things get
tense, everybody panics. Everybody.
| don't care what your nanme is, you
can't help it. It's human nature.
But ya panic on the inside. Ya panic
in your head. Ya give yourself a
coupl e a seconds of panic, then you
get a grip and deal with the
situation. What you don't do, is
shoot up the place and kill everybody.

MR WH TE
What you're supposed to do is act
like a fuckin' professional. A
psychopath is not a professional
You can't work with a psychopath,
'cause ya don't know what those sick
asshol es are gonna do next. | nean,
Jesus Christ, how old do you think
that black girl was? Twenty, naybe
twenty-one?



MR Pl NK
Did ya see what happened to anybody
el se?

MR VH TE
Me and M. Orange junped in the car
and M. Brown floored it. After that,
| don't know what went down.

MR PI NK
At that point it becane every man
for hinself. As far as M. Bl onde or

M. Blue are concerned, | ain't got
the foggiest. Once | got out, | never
| ooked back.

MR VWH TE

What do you think?

MR PI NK
What do | think? | think the cops
caught them or killed 'em

MR VWH TE
Not even a chance they punched
t hrough? You found a hol e.

MR PI NK
Yeah, and that was a fucking mracle.
But if they did get away, where the
fuck are they?

MR VWH TE
You don't think it's possible, one
of themgot a hold of the dianonds
and pulled a -

MR Pl NK
Nope.

MR WH TE
How can you be so sure?

MR Pl NK
| got the di anbnds.

MR VH TE
Wher e?

MR Pl NK

| got "em all right?

MR VWH TE
Where? Are they out in the car?



MR Pl NK
No, they're not in the car. No, |
don't have themon nme. Ya wanna go
with ne and get 'enf Yes, we can go
right now But first [isten to what
I"'mtelling you. W were fuckin' set
up! Sonebody is in |eague with the
cops. W got a Judas in our mdst.
And I'mthinkin" we should have our
fuckin' heads exam ned for waiting
around here.

MR VWH TE
That was the plan, we neet here.

MR PI NK
Then where is everybody? |I say the
pl an becane null and void once we
found out we got a rat in the house.
W ain't got the slightest fuckin'
i dea what happened to M. Bl onde or
M. Blue. They could both be dead or
arrested. They could be sweatin'
"em down at the station house right
now. Yeah they don't know the nanes,
but they can sing about this place.
| mean, that coul d be happening right
now. As we speak, the cops could be
in their cars, drivin' here this
m nut e.

MR VWH TE

| swear to god |I'mfuckin' jinxed.
MR PI NK

What ?
MR VH TE

Two j obs back, it was a four man
job, we discovered one of the team
was an undercover cop.

MR PI NK
No shit?

MR VWH TE
Thank god, we discovered in tine. W
hadda forget the whol e fuckin' thing.
Just wal ked away fromit.

MR Pl NK
So who's the rat this tinme? M. Blue?
M. Blonde? Joe? It's Joe's show, he
set this whole thing up. Maybe he
set it up to set it up.



MR WH TE
| don't buy it. Me and Joe go back a
long tine. | can tell ya straight
up, Joe definitely didn't have
anything to do with this bullshit.

MR PI NK
Oh, you and Joe go back a long tine.
| known Joe since | was a kid. But
ne saying Joe definitely couldn't
have done it is ridiculous. | can
say | definitely didn't do it, cause
| know what | did or didn't do. But
| can't definitely say that about
anybody el se, 'cause | don't
definitely know For all | know,
you're the rat.

MR VWH TE
For all | know, you're the rat.

MR PI NK
Now you' re using your head. For al
we know, he's the rat.

MR VWH TE
That kid in there is dying froma
fuckin' bullet that | saw himtake.
So don't be calling hima rat.

MR PI NK
Look, asshole, I'mright! Sonebody's
a fuckin' rat. How nmany tinmes do
hafta say it before it sinks in your
skul 1 ?

The tal king stops. The two nmen just stare at each other. M.
Pi nk breaks the silence.

MR PI NK
| gotta take a squirt, where's the
comode in this dungeon?
MR VWH TE
Go down the hall, turn left, up those
stairs, then turn right.
M. Pink exits frame, leaving M. Wiite al one.

CUr TO



TI TLE CARD:
"MR VH TE"
EMPTY FRANME
In the background we see what | ooks |ike an office set

VA CE
How s Al abama?

MR VH TE
Al abama? | haven't seen Al abama over
a year and a half.

VA CE
| thought you two were a team

MR VWH TE
W were for alittle while. Did about
four jobs together. Then decided to
call it quits. You push it long enough
that woman man thing gets in your
way after a while.

We now cut to see Joe behind his desk.

JOE
What ' s she doin' now?

MR VWH TE
She hooked up with Fed McGar, they've
done a couple a jobs together. Good
little thief. So, explain the
t el egram

JOE
Five-man job. Bustin' in and bustin'
out of a di anond whol esal er's.

MR VWH TE
Can you nove the ice afterwards?
don't know nobody who can nove ice.

JCE
Not a problem got guys waitin' for
it. But what happened to Marsell us
Spivey? Didn't he always nove your
ice?

MR VWH TE
He's doin' twenty years in Susanville.

JOE
What for?



MR WH TE
Bad | uck. What's the exposure |ike?

JCE
Two minutes, tops. It's a tough two
mnutes. It's daylight, during
busi ness hours, dealing with a crowd.
But you'll have the guys to dea
with the crowd.

MR VWH TE
How nmany enpl oyees?

JCE
Around twenty. Security pretty |ax.
They al nost al ways just deal in boxes.
Rough uncut stones they get fromthe
syndicate. On a certain day this
whol esal er's gettin' a big shiprment
of polished stones from | srael
They're like a way station. They are
gonna get picked up the next day and
sent to Vernont.

MR VWH TE
No, they're not.

The nmen share a | augh.

MR VWH TE
What's the cut, poppa?

JCE
Juicy, junior, real juicy.

FADE TO BLACK:
BACK TO THE GARAGE
I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

We follow M. Pink, HANDHELD, back through the roons and
hal | ways to the garage. W follow behind himup to M. Wite,
who's standi ng over M. Orange.

MR PI NK
So, | don't know about you, but nme -
I"mgonna split, check into a note
and lay |low for a few days.

As he gets closer he sees M. Orange is out. He runs over to
t hem

MR Pl NK
So, is he dead or what?



MR VWH TE
He ain't dead.

MR PI NK
So what is it?

MR VWH TE
I think he's just passed out.

MR PI NK
He scared the fuckin' shit outta ne.
| thought he was dead fer sure.

M. Wiite stands up and wal ks over to a table.

MR VH TE
He will be dead fer sure, if we don't
get himto a hospital

MR PI NK
W can't take himto a hospital

MR VWH TE
Wt hout medical attention, this man
won't live through the night. That
bullet in his belly is ny fault. Now
while that mght not nean jack shit
to you, it nmeans a helluva lot to
ne. And |I'mnot gonna just sit around
and wat ch himdie.

MR PI NK
Well, first things first, staying
here's goofy. W gotta book up

MR VWH TE
So what do you suggest, we go to a
hotel ? W got a guy who's shot in
the belly, he can't wal k, he bl eeds
like a stuck pig, and when he's awake,
he screans in pain.

MR PI NK
You gotta idea, spit it out.

MR VWH TE
Joe could help him If we can get in
touch with Joe, Joe could get himto
a doctor, Joe could get a doctor to
conme and see him

During M. Pink's dialog, we slowly ZOOMin to a CLOSEUP of
M. Wite.



MR VH TE

CLOSEUP -

MR PINK (O S.)
Assum ng we can trust Joe, how we
gonna get in touch with hinf? He's
supposed to be here, but he ain't,
whi ch i s maki ng ne nervous about
being here. Even if Joe is on the up
and up, he's probably not gonna be
t hat happy with us. Joe planned a
robbery, but he's got a blood bath
on hi s hands now. Dead cops, dead
robbers, dead civilians... Jesus
Christ! | tend to doubt he's gonna
have a | ot of synpathy for our plight.
If I was him 1'd try and put as
nmuch di stance between nme and this
ness an humanly possi bl e.

MR VH TE
Bef ore you got here, M. Oange was
askin' ne to take himto a hospital
Now | don't like turning himover to
the cops, but if we don't, he's dead.
He begged nme to do it. | told himto
hold off till Joe got here.

MR PINK (O S.)
Well Joe ain't gettin' here. W're

on our own. Now, | don't know a
goddam body who can help him so if
you know sonebody, call 'em

MR VWH TE

| don't know anybody.

MR PINK (OS.)

Well, | guess we drop himoff at the
hospital . Since he don't know nothin'
about us, | say it's his decision
S POV:
MR PI NK

MR WHTE (O S.)
Well, he knows a little about ne.

MR Pl NK
You didn't tell himyour nanme, did
ya?

MR WHTE (O S.)
| told himny first name, and where
["mfrom

There is a long silence and a bl ank | ook from M. Pink
he SCREAMS

t hen



M.

Pi nk |

MR PI NK
Vhy!

MR WHTE (O S.)
| told himwhere | was froma few
days ago. It was just a casua
conver sati on.

MR PI NK
And what was tellin himyour nane
when you weren't supposed to?

MR WHTE (OS.)
He asked.

ooks at M. White |like he's retarded.

MR WHTE (O S.)
We had just gotten away fromthe
cops. He just got shot. It was ny
fuckin' fault he got shot. He's a
fuckin' bl oody mess - he's screaning
| swear to god, | thought we was
gonna die right then and there. |I'm
tryin' to confort him telling him
not to worry, he's gonna be okay,
' mgonna take care of him And he
asked ne what ny nane was. | nean,
the man was dyin' in ny arns. \Wat
the fuck was | supposed to tell him
"Sorry, | can't give out that
information, it's against the rules.
| don't trust you enough."? Mybe
shoul da, but | couldn't.

MR PI NK
Oh, | don't doubt is was quite
beautiful -

MR WHTE (O S.)
Don't fuckin' patronize ne.

MR Pl NK
One question: Do they have a sheet
on you, where you told himyou're
fronf

MR WHTE (O S.)
O course.



MR Pl NK
Wll that's that, then. | nean,
was worried about nmug shot
possibilities already. But now he
knows: (a) what you |look like, (b)
what your first nanme is, (c) where
you're fromand (d) what your
specialty is. They ain't gonna hafta
show hima helluva | ot of pictures
for himto pick you out. That's it
right, you didn't tell him anything
el se that could narrow down the
sel ection?

MR WHTE (O S.)
If | have to tell you again to back
off, me an you are gonna go round
and round.

M. Pink wal ks out of the CLOSEUP and turns his back on M.
Wite. M. Wiite's POV PANS over to him

MR PI NK
W ain't taking himto a hospital

MR WHTE (OS.)
If we don't, he'll die.

MR PI NK
And |'mvery sad about that. But
sone fellas are lucky, and sone ain't.

MR WHTE (OS.)
That fuckin did it!

M. Wite's POV CHARGES toward M. Pink.

M. Pink turns toward himin tine to get PUNCHED hard in the
nout h.

END OF POV

M. Wiite and M. Pink have a very ungraceful and realistic
fight. They go at each other like a couple of alley cats.

As M. Wiite SWNGS and PUNCHES, he SCREANMS

MR VH TE
You little notherfucker

M. Pink YELLS as he H TS:
MR PI NK

Ya wanna fuck with me?! ['ll show
you who you're fuckin wth!



The two nmen end up on the floor KICKING and SCRATCHI NG M.
VWite gets M. Pink in a HEADLOCK.

M. Pink reaches in his jacket for his gun, and pulls it
out. M. Wiite sees this, imediately lets go of M. Pink
and goes for his own weapon.

The two nen are on the floor, on their knees, with their
guns outstretched, aimng at one anot her

MR VWH TE
You wanna shoot nme, you little piece
of shit? Take a shot!

MR PI NK
Fuck you, Wiite! | didn't create
this situation, I'mjust dealin'
with it. You're acting like a first-
year fuckin' thief. I"'mactin like a
prof essional. They get him they can
get you, they get you, they get closer
to me, and that can't happen. And
you, you not herfucker, are | ooking
at ne likeit's nmy fault. | didn't
tell himny nane. | didn't tell him
where | was from | didn't tell him
what | knew better than to tell him
Fuck, fifteen m nutes ago, you al nobst
told ne your nanme. You, buddy, are
stuck in a situation you created. So
i f you wanna throw bad | ooks
somewhere, throw 'emat a mrror.

M. Pink |Iowers his gun and wal ks towards Wiite.

MR PI NK
So if you wanna shoot sonebody, put
that gun in your nouth and shoot
yoursel f.

Then from OFF SCREEN we hear:
VO CE (O S.)
You kids don't play so rough
Sonebody' s gonna start crying.
I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY - MEDI UM CLOSEUP ON MR. BLONDE

The Voice belongs to the infamous M. Bl onde.

M. Blonde sits on a counter, drinking a fast food coke and
eating a hot dog.

MR PI NK
M. Bl onde! You okay? W thought you
m ght' ve gotten caught. Wat happened?



M. Blonde doesn't answer, he just hops off the counter and
starts wal ki ng around t he warehouse, checking the place out.

He doesn't |l ook at either M. Pink or M. Wite, he just
eats his hot dog and sips his coke.

This is maki ng Pink and Wiite nervous as hell. But M. Pink
tries to talk through it.

We HANDHOLD foll ow M. Bl onde around the warehouse

MR PI NK
Real | y, how did you get away?

M. Blonde wal ks the loft. Silent.

MR PI NK
You saw what happened to nme, | found
a hol e and booked.

Si | ence.

MR Pl NK
Where's M. Bl ue?

Bl onde | ooks in the bat hroom

MR PI NK
We were hopin' you two woul d be
t oget her.

Bl onde | ooks out the w ndow.

MR PI NK
That was the big question we had,
what happened to M. Blue and you?

Bl onde wal ks away from the wi ndow.

MR PI NK
W were worried the cops got ya.

Bl onde bends down over M. Orange.

MR PI NK
He got it in the belly. He's stil
alive, but won't be for |ong.

MR VWH TE
Enough! You better start talkin' to
us, asshol e, cause we got shit we
need to tal k about. W're already
freaked out, we need you actin freaky
li ke we need a fuckin' bag on our
hi p.



M. Blonde | ooks at his two partners in crime, then noves
towards them

MR BLONDE
So, talk.

MR VWH TE
We think we got a rat in the house.

MR PI NK
| guarantee we got a rat in the house.

MR, BLONDE
What woul d ever nake you think that?

MR VWH TE
I's that supposed to be funny?

MR PI NK
We don't think this place is safe.

MR VWH TE
This place just ain't secure anynore.
W' re | eaving, and you should go
with us.

MR, BLONDE
Nobody' s goi ng anywher e.

Sil ence takes over the room M. Blonde stops noving.
After a few beats the silence is broken.
MR VH TE
(to M. Pink)
Piss on this turd, we're outta here.

M. Wite turns to | eave.

MR, BLONDE
Don't take another step, M. Wite.

M. Wite explodes, raising his gun and charging towards M.
Bl onde.

MR VH TE
Fuck you, maniac! It's your fuckin'
fault we're in so nuch trouble.

M. Blonde calmy sits dowmn. He |ooks to M. Pink

MR, BLONDE
(referring to M.
Wi t e)
What's this guy's problenf



MR WH TE
VWat's ny probl en? Yeah, | gotta
problem | gotta big problemwth
any trigger-happy madman who al nost
gets me shot!

MR. BLONDE
What're you tal kin' about?

MR VWH TE
That fuckin' shooting spree in the
store.

MR, BLONDE
Fuck 'em they set off the alarm
t hey deserve what they got.

MR VWH TE
You al most killed me, asshole! If |
had any idea what type of guy you
were, | never would ve agreed to
work with you.

MR, BLONDE
You gonna bark all day, little doggie,
or are you gonna bite?

MR VWH TE
What was that? |'msorry, | didn't
catch it. Wuld you repeat it?

MR, BLONDE
(sl owy)
| said: "Are you gonna bark all day,
dog, or are you gonna bhite."

MR PI NK
Both of you two asshol es knock it
the fuck off and cal m down!

MR VWH TE
(to M. Bl onde)
So you wanna git bit, huh?

MR PI NK

Cut the bullshit, we ain't on a
fuckin' playground!

(pause)
| don't believe this shit, both of
you got ten years on ne, and |I'mthe
only one actin |like a professional
You guys act |ike a bunch of fuckin'
ni ggers. You ever work a job with a
bunch of niggers? They're just like
you two, always fightin', always
sayin' they're gonna kill one another



MR WH TE
(to M. Pink)
You said yourself, you thought about
takin' himout.

MR PI NK
Then. That tine has passed. Right
now, M. Blonde is the only one
conpletely trust. He's too fuckin'
hom cidal to be workin' with the
cops.

MR VH TE
You takin' his side?

MR PI NK
Fuck sides! What we need is a little
solidarity here. Sonmebody's stickin'
a red hot poker up our asses and we
gotta find out whose hand's on the
handl e. Now | know |I'm no piece of

shit...

(referring to M.

Wi t e)
And |'mpretty sure you're a good
boy.

(referring to M.

Bl onde)

And |'m fuckin positive you're on
the level. So let's figure out who's
t he bad guy.

M. Wiite cal ns down and puts his gun away.

M. Blonde returns to the persona we saw at the beginning,
tal ki ng about Madonna.

MR, BLONDE

Wel |, that was sure exciting.

(to M. Wite)
You're a big Lee Marvin fan, aren't
you? Me too. | don't know about the
rest of you fellas, but ny heart's
beatin' fast.

(pause for a beat)
Okay you guys, follow ne.

M. Bl onde hops out of his chair and heads for the door
The other two nen just follow himw th their eyes.

MR VWH TE
Fol | ow you where?

VR. BLONDE
Down to ny car.



MR VWH TE
Wy ?

MR BLONDE
It's a surprise.

M. Bl onde wal ks out.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Three cars are parked out front. M. Blonde is wal king towards
the car he drove. M. Wiite and M. Pink are wal ki ng behi nd.
The Canera is HANDHELD fol | owi ng behi nd them

MR PI NK
We still gotta get out of here.

MR. BLONDE
We're gonna sit here and wait.

MR VWH TE
For what, the cops?

MR, BLONDE
Ni ce Guy Eddi e.

MR PI NK
Ni ce GQuy Eddi e? What nmakes you think
Ni ce GQuy's anywhere but on a plane
half way to Costa R ca?

MR, BLONDE
Cause | just talked to him He's on
hi s way down here, and nobody's going
anywhere till be gets here.

MR VWH TE

You talked to Nice Guy Eddie? Wy
the fuck didn't you say that in the
first place?

MR. BLONDE
You didn't ask.

MR VWH TE
Har dy- f ucki n-har. Wat did he say?

MR, BLONDE
Stay put. Okay, fellas, take a | ook
at the little surprise | brought
you.

M. Bl onde opens up the truck of his car. A handcuffed,
uni formed POLI CEMAN is curled up inside the trunk



MR BLONDE
Since we got to wait for N ce Quy
Eddi e anyway, let's talk to our boy
in blue here and see if he knows
anyt hi ng about this rat business.

The three crooks share a frightening | augh. W slowy ZOOM
I NTO a CLOSEUP of the cop.

CUr TO
TI TLE CARD:
"MR BLONDE"
I NT. JOE CABOT' S OFFI CE - DAY

We're inside the office of Joe Cabot. Joe's on the phone,
sitting behind his desk.

JCE
(i nto phone)
Sid, I'mtellin" you don't worry

about it. You had a bad coupl e of
nont hs, it happens.

(pause)
Sid, Sid, Sid... Stop, you're
enbarrassing nme. | don't need to be

told what | already know. Wen you
have bad nonths, you do what every
busi ness man in the worlds does, |
don't care if he's Donald Trunp or
Irving the tailor. Ya ride it out.

There's a KNOCK on Cabot's office door.

JOE
Cone in.

One of Cabot's goons, TEDDY, opens the door and steps inside.
Cabot covers the receiver with his hand and | ooks towards
t he man.

TEDDY
Vic Vega's outside.

JOE
Tell himto cone in.

Teddy | eaves.



JCE
(into phone)
Sid, a friend of mine's here. | gotta
go.
(pause)
Good enough, bye.

He hangs up the phone, stands, and wal ks around to the front
of the desk.

Teddy opens the office door, and TOOTHPI CK VI C VEGA wal ks

in.

Toot hpi ck Vic Vega i s none other than our very own M. Bl onde.
Vic is dressed in a |long black | eather seventies style jacket.

Joe stands in front of his desk with his arns open

The two nmen enbrace each other. Teddy | eaves, closing the
door behi nd him

JCE
How s freedomkid, pretty fuckin'
good, ain't it?

ViC
It's a change.
JCE
Ain't that a sad truth. Renmy Martin?
ViC
Sur e.
JCE

Take a seat.

Joe goes over to his liquor cabinet. Vic sits in a chair set
in front of Joe's desk.

JCE
(whil e he pours the
dri nk)
Who' s your parole officer?
Vi C
A guy naned Scagnetti. Seynour
Scagnetti .
JCE
How i s he?
Vi C

Fucki n' asshole, won't let ne | eave
t he hal fway house.



JCE
Never ceases to amaze ne. Fuckin'
jungl e bunny goes out there, slits
some old wonman's throat for twenty-
five cents. Fuckin' nigger gets Doris
Day as a parole officer. But a good
fella Iike you gets stuck with a
bal | -bustin' prick

Joe wal ks back around his desk and sits in his chair. Vic
swal | ows sonme Reny.

Vi C
| just want you to know, Joe, how
much | appreciate your care packages
on the inside.

JCE
What the hell did you expect ne to
do? Just forget about you?

VI C
| just wanted you to know, they neant
alot.

JCE

It's the least | could do Vic.
wi sh | coul da done nore
(Joe flashes a side
grin at Vic)
Vic. Toothpick Vic. Tell ne a story?
What ' re your plans?

Vi C
Well, what | wanna do is go back to
work. But | got this Scagnetti prick
deep up ny ass. He won't let ne | eave
the hal fway house till | get some
pi ece of shit job. My plans have
al ways been to be part of the team
agai n.

There's a KNOCK at the door.

JOE
Cone in.

The door opens and in wal ks Joe's son, Nice Guy Eddie. Vic
turns around in his seat and sees him

EDDI E
(to Vic)
| see ya sittin here, but | don't
believe it.

Vic gets out of his seat and hugs Eddie.



EDDI E
How ya doin', Toot hpi ck?

ViC
Fi ne, now.

EDDI E
I"msorry man, | shoul da pi cked you
up personally at the pen. This whole
week's just been crazy. |'ve had ny

head up ny ass the entire tine.

Vi C
Funny you should nmention it. That's
what your father and | been tal kin'

about .
EDDI E
That | shoul d' ve picked you up?
Vi C
No. That your head's been up your
ass. | wal k through the door and Joe

says "Vic, you're back, thank god.

Fi nal |y sonmebody who knows what the
fuck he's doing. Vic, Vic, Vic, Eddie,
ny son, is a fuck up." And | say
"Well, Joe, | coulda told you that."
“I"'mruined He's ruining me! My

son, | love him but he's taking ny
busi ness and flushing it down the
fuckin' toilet!

(to Joe)
I"'mnot tellin' tales out of school
You tell '"imJoe. Tell "imyourself.
JOE

Eddie, | hate like hell for you to
hear it this way. But when Vic asked
ne how s business, well, you don't
lie to a man who's just done four
years in the slamer for ya

Eddi e bobs his head up and down.

EDDI E
Oh really, is that a fact?

Eddi e JUWPS Vic and they fall to the floor

The two friends, |aughing and cussing at each other
on the floor of Joe's office.

Joe's on his feet yelling at them

wrestle



JCE
(yel l'ing)
kay, okay, enough, enough! Playtine's
over! You wanna roll around on the
floor, do it in Eddie's office, not
m ne!

The two nmen break it up. They are conpl etely dishevel ed,
hair a ness, shirttails out. As they get thensel ves together,
they continue to taunt one anot her

EDDI E
Daddy, did ya see that?
JCE
What ?
EDDI E
GQuy got me on the ground, tried to
fuck me.
VI C

You fuckin' w sh

EDDI E
You tried to fuck ne in nmy father's
of fice, you sick bastard. Look, Vic,
what ever you wanna do in the privacy
of your own hone, go do it. But don't
try to fuck me. | don't think of you

that way. | mean, | like you a lot -
Vi C
Eddie, if | was a pirate, | wouldn't

throw you to the crew.

EDDI E
No, you'd keep ne for yourself. Four
years fuckin' punks in the ass nmde
you appreciate prinme rib when you
get it.

Vi C
I mght break you, Nice Quy, but 1'd
nmake you ny dog's bitch. You'd be
suckin' the dick and goi ng down on a
mangy T-bone hound.

EDDI E
Now ain't that a sad sight, daddy,
wal ks into jail a white man, wal ks
out talkin' like a nigger. It's al
that bl ack senen been shootin' up
his butt. It's backed up into his
brain and conmes out of his nouth.



JCE
Are you two finished? W were tal kin'
about sone serious shit when you
cane in Eddie. We got a big problem
we're tryin' to solve. Now Eddi e,
woul d you like to sit down and hel p
us solve it, or do you two wanna
pi ss fart around?

Playtime is over and Vic and Eddie know it. So they both
take seats in front of Joe's desk.

JCE
Now Vic was tellin' ne, he's got a
parol e probl em

EDDI E
Real | y? Who's your P.O ?
Vi C
Seynour Scagnetti .
EDDI E
Scagnetti ? Ch shit, | hear he's a
not her f ucker.
VI C

He is a notherfucker. He won't |et
ne | eave the hal fway house till |
get sone piece of shit job

EDDI E
You' re conming back to work for us,
right?

Vi C

I wanna. But | gotta show this asshole
| got an honest-to-goodness job before
he'll let me nove out on ny own. |
can't work for you guys and be worried
about gettin' back before ten o' clock
cur f ew.

JOE
(to Eddie)
We can work this out, can't we?

EDDI E
This isn't all that bad. W can give
you a lot of legitimte jobs. Put
you on the rotation at Long Beach as
a dock worker.

VI C
| don't wanna lift crates.



EDDI E
You don't hafta lift shit. You don't
really work there. But as far as the
records are concerned, you do.
call up Matthews, the foreman, tel
himhe's got a new guy. You're on
t he schedule. You got a tinecard
it's clocked in and out for you
everyday, and you get a pay check at
the end of the week. And ya know
dock workers don't do too bad. So
you can nove into a hal fway decent
pl ace without Scagnetti thinkin "what
the fuck." And if Scagnetti ever
wants to nake a surprise visit, you're
gone that day. That day we sent you
to Tustin. We gotta bunch of shit
you needed to unload there. You're
at the Taft airstrip pickin' up a
bunch of shit and bringing it back.
Part of your job is goin' different
pl aces - and we got places all over
t he pl ace.

JCE
(to Vic)
Didn't | tell ya not to worry?
(to Eddie)
Vic was worri ed.
EDDI E
Me and you'll drive down to Long
Beach tonorrow. 1'll introduce you

to Matthews, tell himwhat's going
on.

Vi C
That's great, guy, thanks a bunch
(pause)
When do you think you'll need me for
real work?
JCE
Well, it's kinda a strange tine right

now. Things are kinda -

EDDI E
Nuts. W got a big neeting in Vegas
coming up. And we're kinda just gettin
ready for that right now

JCE
Let Nice GQuy set you up at Long Beach
G ve ya sone cash, get that Scagnetti
fuck of f your back, and we'll be
talking to ya



EDDI E
Daddy, | got an idea. Now just hear
it out. I know you don't like to use
any of the boys on these jobs, but
technically, Vic ain't one of the
boys. He's been gone for four years.
He ain't on no one's list. Ya know
he can handl e hinsel f, ya know you
can trust him

Joe | ooks at Vic.
Vic has no idea what they're tal king about.
JCE
How woul d you feel about pullin' a
hei st with about five other guys?
FADE TO BLACK:
INT. NICE QUY EDDIE S CAR (MOVING - DAY
Nice GQuy Eddie is driving to the rendezvous tal king on his
portabl e car phone. The sounds of the seventies are comning
out of his car radio in the formof "LOVE GOES WHERE MY
ROSEMARY GCES" by Edi son Li ght house.
EDDI E

(i nto phone)
Hey Dov, we got a mmjor situation

her e.

(pause)
| know you know that. | gotta talk
with daddy and find out what he wants
done.

FLASH ON

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The Cop is standing in the warehouse with his hands cuffed
behi nd his back. M. Wite, M. Pink and M. Blonde surround
hi m and proceed to beat the shit out of him "LOVE GROMAS..."
PLAYS over the soundtrack.

BACK TO NI CE GUY EDDI E

EDDI E
(i nto phone)
All | knowis what Vic told ne. He

said the place turned into a fuckin'
bullet festival. He took a cop as
host age, just to get the fuck out of
t here.



FLASH ON

WAREHOUSE

The three nmen are stonping the cop into the ground.
BACK TO EDDI E

EDDI E

(i nto phone)
Do | sound like I"'mjokin'? He's
fuckin' driving around with the cop
in his trunk

(pause)
| don't know who did that. | don't
know who has the loot, if anybody
has the loot. Wo's dead, who's alive,

who's caught, who's not... | wll

know, |'mpractically there. But

what do | tell these guys about daddy?
(pause)

You sure that's what he said?
(pause)

Okay, that's what I'Il tell em

CUr TO
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Three cars belonging to the other guys are parked outside
t he war ehouse.

Eddi e drives his car up to the warehouse. He gets out of the
car, |ooks at the other cars parked outside.

EDDI E
(to hinself)
Fucki ng asshol es.

Eddi e makes a beeline for the front door, BANGS it open, and
steps inside the warehouse.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The robbers have the cop tied to a chair and are still WAILING
on him

Ni ce Guy Eddie wal ks in and everybody junps.

EDDI E
What in SamH Il is goin' on?

M. Pink and M. Wite speak together



MR Pl NK
Hey, Nice Guy, we got
a -

MR WH TE
You askin' what's goin'
on? Wiere the fuck is Joe?

Ni ce GQuy sees M. Orange.

EDDI E
Holy shit, this guy's all fucked up!

MR VWH TE
No shit, he's gonna fuckin' die on
us if we don't get himtaken care

of .
MR Pl NK
W were set up, the cops were waiting
for us.
EDDI E
What ? Nobody set anybody up
MR Pl NK
The cops were there waitin' for us!
EDDI E
Bul I shit.
MR Pl NK

Hey, fuck you man, you weren't there
we were. And I'mtellin' ya, the
cops had that store staked out.

EDDI E
Okay, M. Detective, who did it?

MR PI NK
What the fuck d' you think we've been
askin' each other?

EDDI E
And what are your answers? Was it
ne? You think | set you up?

MR PI NK
| don't know, but sonebody did.

EDDI E
Nobody did. You assholes turn the
jewelry store into a wild west show,
and you wonder why cops show up.



MR BLONDE
VWere's Joseph?

EDDI E
| ain't talked to him | talked to
Dov. Dov said he's conmn' out here,
and he's fucking pissed.

MR PI NK
(to M. Wite)
| told ya he'd be pissed.

MR VWH TE
(pointing to M. O ange)
What are you gonna do about hinf®?

EDDI E
Jesus Christ, give me a fuckin' chance
to breathe. | got a few questions of

ny own, ya know.

MR VWH TE
You ain't dying, he is.
EDDI E
"1l call sonebody.
MR VWH TE
Who?
EDDI E
A snake charner, what the fuck d' you
think. 1'lIl call a doctor, take care

of him fix "mright up. No, where's
M. Brown and M. Blue?

MR Pl NK
Brown' s dead, we don't know about
Bl ue.

EDDI E
Nobody saw what happened to M. Bl ue?

MR, BLONDE
Well, he's either dead or he's alive
or the cops got himor they don't.

DOLLY to MEDI UM on the cop.

EDD E (O S.)
| take it this is the bastard you
told nme about.
(referring to the cop)
Why the hell are you beating on hin®



MR PI NK
So he'll tell us who the fuck set us

up.

EDDI E

Wuld you stop it with that shit!
You beat on this prick enough, he'll
tell ya he started the Chicago fire.
That don't necessarily make it so.
Okay, first things fucking |ast,
where's the shit? Please tell ne
sonebody brought something with them

MR PI NK
| got a bag. | stashed it till |
could be sure this place wasn't a
police station.

EDDI E

Well, let's go get it. W also gotta
get rid of all those cars. It |ooks
i ke Samis hot car |ot outside.

(pointing to M. Bl onde)
You stay here and babysit Orange and
t he cop.

(referring to M.

Pink and M. Wite)

You two take a car each, |I'll foll ow
ya. You ditch it, I'll pick you up,
then we'll pick up the stones. And
while I"'mfollowing you, I'll arrange
for sone sort of a doctor for our
friend.

MR VWH TE

We can't | eave these guys with him
Meani ng M. Bl onde.

EDDI E
Why not ?

M. Wite crosses to M. Bl onde.

MR VWH TE
Because this guy's a fucking psycho.
And i f you think Joe's pissed at us,
that ain't nothing conpared to how
pi ssed off | amat him for puttin'
nme in the same roomas this bastard.



MR BLONDE
(to Eddie)

You see what | been puttin' up with?
As soon as | wal k through the door
["mhit with this shit. | tell 'm
what you told nme about us stayin'

put and M. Wite whips out his gun,
sticks it in ny face, and starts

scream ng "You not herfucker, ['m
gonna bl ow you away, bl ah, blah
bl ah. "

MR VWH TE

He's the reason the place turned
into a shooting gallery.

(to M. Pink)
What are you, a silent partner?
Fuckin' tell him

MR PI NK
He seens all right now, but he went
crazy in the store.

MR VH TE
This is what he was doin'.

M. Wiite acts out M. Blonde shooting everybody in the store.

MR, BLONDE
| told "emnot to touch the alarm
They touched it. |I blew "emfull of
holes. If they hadn't done what |
told "emnot it, they'd still be
alive.

MR VWH TE
That's your excuse for going on a
kill crazy ranpage?

MR, BLONDE

I don't like alarms.

EDDI E
What does it matter who stays with
the cop? W ain't lettin' himgo.
Not after he's seen everybody. You
shoul d' ve never took himoutta your
trunk in the first place.

MR PI NK
W were trying to find out what he
knew about the set up.



EDDI E

There is no fuckin' set up

(Eddi e takes charge)
Look, this is the news. Blondie, you
stay here and take care of themtwo.
Wiite and Pink cone with ne, 'cuz if
Joe gets here and sees all those
fucking cars parked out front, he's
going to be as nad at ne as he is at
you.

Eddie, M. Wiite and M. Pink wal k out of the warehouse
tal ki ng anongst thensel ves.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY - MR BLONDE AND COP

M. Bl onde closes the door after them He then slowly turns
hi s head towards the cop

MR. BLONDE
Al one at | ast.

CLOSEUP - COP' S FACE

MR BLONDE (O . S.)
Now where were we?

copP
| told you | don't know anyt hi ng
about any fucking set up. |'ve only
been on the force eight nonths, nobody
tells ne anything! | don't know
anyt hing! You can torture ne if you
want -

MR. BLONDE (O . S.)
Thanks, don't mind if | do.

COoP
Your boss even said there wasn't a
set up.

MR. BLONDE (O . S.)
First off, | don't have a boss. Are
you cl ear about that?

He SLAPS the cop's face.
MR. BLONDE (O S.)
| asked you a question. Are you clear
about that?

COoP
Yes.



MR BLONDE (O S.)
Now |'m not gonna bullshit you. I
don't really care about what you
know or don't know. |I'm gonna torture
you for awhile regardless. Not to
get information, but because torturing
a cop anuses nme. There's nothing you
can say, |'ve heard it all before.
There's nothing you can do. Except
pray for a quick death, which you
ain't gonna get.

He puts a piece of tape over the cop's nouth.
CoOP' S POV
M. Bl onde wal ks away fromthe cop.
MR, BLONDE
Let's see what's on K-BILLY'S "super

sounds of the seventies" weekend.

He turns on the radio.

Stealer's Weel's hit "STUCK IN THE M DDLE W TH YOU' PLAYS

over the speaker.

NOTE: This entire sequence is tined to the nusic.

M. Blonde slowy wal ks toward the cop. He opens a razor.

M. Blonde just stares into the cop's / our face, holding

the razor, singing along with the song.
Then, |ike a cobra, he LASHES out.
A SLASH across the face.

The cop / canera noves around wildly.

M. Blonde just stares into the cop's / our face, singing

along with the seventies hit.

Then he reaches out and CUTS OFF the cop's / our ear.
The cop / canera noves around wildly.

M. Bl onde holds the ear up to the cop / us to see.

INT. / EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY - HANDHELD SHOT

We follow M. Blonde as he wal ks out of the warehouse...

his car. He opens the trunk, pulls out a |large can of
gasol i ne.

He wal ks back inside the warehouse. ..

to



I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY
...carrying the can of gas.

M. Blonde POURS the gasoline all over the cop, who's BEGE NG
hi mnot to do this.

M. Blonde just sings along with Steal er's Weel.
M. Bl onde LIGHTS up a match and, whil e nouthing:
MR, BLONDE
"Clowns to the left of ne, Jokers to
the right. Here | am stuck in the
mddle with you."
He noves the match up to the cop...

...when a bullet EXPLODES in M. Blonde's chest.

The HANDHELD canmera WHIPS to the right and we see the bl oody
M. Orange FIRI NG his gun.

We cut back and forth between M. Blonde taking BULLET H TS
and M. Orange enptying his weapon.

M. Bl onde FALLS down dead.

M. Orange crawls to where the cop is, leaving a bloody trail
behi nd him

When he reaches the cop's feet he | ooks up at him

MR, ORANGE
(feebly)

What's your nane?

CcoP
Mar vi n.

MR ORANGE
Mar vi n what ?

CcoP
Mar vi n Nash.

MR, ORANGE
Listen to ne, Marvin Nash. I'ma
cop.

MARVI N
I know.

MR, ORANGE

(surprised)
You do?



MARVI N
Your name's Freddy sonet hi ng.

MR ORANGE
Freddy Newendyke.

MARVI N
Franki e Ferchetti introduced us once,
about five nonths ago.

MR, ORANGE
Shit. | don't renenber that at all
MARVI N
| do.
(pause)
How do | | ook?

The gun-shot M. Orange | ooks at the kid's GASHED face and
the hole in the side of his head where his ear used to be.

MR, ORANGE
| don't know what to tell you Marvin

Marvin starts to weep.

MARVI N
That fucking bastard! That fucking
si ck fucking bastard!

MR, ORANGE
Marvin, | need you to hold on. There's
of ficers positioned and waiting to
nove in a bl ock away.

MARVI N
(scream ng)
What the fuck are they waiting for?
That not herfucker cut off ny ear! He
sl ashed nmy face! |'m deforned!

MR ORANGE

And |' mdying. They don't know that.
Al they know is they're not to nake
a nove until Joe Cabot shows up. |
was sent undercover to get Cabot.
You heard 'em they said he's on his
way. Don't pussy out on me now,
Marvin. W're just gonna sit here
and bl eed until Joe Cabot sticks his
fuckin' head through that door

CUr TO



TI TLE CARD:
"MR ORANGE"
I NT. DENNY'S - N GHT

A tough-1 ooki ng bl ack man naned HOLDAWAY, who sports a Mal com
X beard, a green Chairnman Mao cap with a red star onit, and
amlitary flack jacket, digs into a Denny bacon, cheese and
avocado burger. He sits in a booth all alone. He's waiting

for sonebody. As he waits, he practically enpties an entire
bottle of ketchup on his french fries, not by mstake either -
that's just how he likes it.

W see M. Orange, now known as FREDDY NEWENDYKE, wearing a
hi gh school letterman jacket, enter the coffee shop, spot

Hol daway, and head his way. Hol daway sees Freddy bop towards
himwith a wide-ass alligator grin plastered across his face.

CAMERA DOLLI ES FAST down Al SLE to MEDI UM SHOT of Hol daway.
We hear Freddy OFF SCREEN

FREDDY (O S.)
Say "hell 0" to a notherfucker who's
i nside. Cabot's doing a job and take
a big fat guess who he wants on the
t eanf?

HOL DAVAY
This better not be sone Freddy joke.

LOW ANGLE | ooki ng up at Freddy, who's standing at the table.
FREDDY
It ain't no joke, I'min there. I'm
up his ass.
CLCSEUP - HOLDAVWAY

Hol daway just | ooks at his pupil for a moment, then smles.

HOL DAVAY
Congr at ul ati ons.

EXT. DENNY'S - N GHT

We see through the wi ndow of the restaurant Freddy slide
into the booth across from Hol daway. Freddy's doing a | ot of
tal king, but we can't hear what they're saying.

INT. DENNY'S - NI GHT

FREEZE FRAME ON HOLDAWAY

We are frozen on a MEDI UM CLOSEUP of Hol daway |istening to
Freddy. W HEAR RESTAURANT NO SE and Freddy OFF SCREEN



FREDDY (O S.)
Nice Guy Eddie tells nme Joe wants to
nmeet ne. He says | should just hang
around ny apartnment and wait for a
phone call. Well after waiting three
goddamm days by the fuckin' phone,
he calls me last night and says Joe's
ready, and he'll pick me up in fifteen
m nut es.

The freeze frane ENDS. Hol daway cones suddenly up to speed
and says:

HOL DAVAY
Who al |l picked you up?

From here to end we cut back and forth.

FREDDY
Ni ce Guy. Wien we got to the bar..
HOL DAVAY
. What bar?
FREDDY
The Boots and Socks in Gardena. Wen
we got there, | net Joe and a guy

named M. Wite. It's a phony nane.
My name's M. O ange.

HOLDAVWAY
You ever seen this notherfucker
bef or e?
FREDDY
Wio, M. Wiite?
HOL DAVWAY
Yeah.
FREDDY

No, he ain't famliar. He ain't one
of Cabot's soldiers either. He's
gotta be fromoutta town. But Joe
knows himreal well.

HOL DAVAY
How can you tell?

FREDDY
The way they talk to each other. You
can tell they're buddi es.

HOL DAVAY
Did the two of you talk?



FREDDY
Me and M. Wite?

HOLDAVWAY
Yeah.

FREDDY
Alittle.

HOLDAVWAY
What about ?

FREDDY
The Brewers.

HOLDAVWAY
The M | waukee Brewers?

FREDDY
Yeah. They had just won the night
before, and he nade a killing off
‘em

HOLDAVWAY
Well, if this crook's a Brewers fan,
his ass has gotta be from W sconsin.
And I'Il bet you everything froma

di ddl e-eyed Joe to a damed-if-1-

know, that in MIwaukee they got a
sheet on this M. Wiite notherfucker's
ass. | want you to go through the

mugs of guys fromold MIwaukee with

a history of arned robbery, and put

a nanme to that face.

Hol daway takes a big bite out of his burger

HOL DAVAY
(with his nouth full)
What ki nds questions did Cabot ask?

FREDDY
Wiere | was from who | knew, how I
knew Nice GQuy, had | done tine, shit
li ke that.

Hol daway' s tal ked enough, he's eating his burger now. He
notions for Freddy to el aborate.

FREDDY
He asked nme if | ever done arned
robbery before. | read himny credits.

| robbed a few gas and sips, sold
sone weed, told himrecently |I held

t he shotgun while ne and anot her guy
pul | ed down a poker ganme in Portland.



CAMERA MOVES from a MEDI UM on Freddy to a CLOSEUP.

HOLDAWAY( O S.)
Didja use the commpde story?

FREDDY
Fuckin' A | tell it real good, too.

INT. MEN S ROOM - L.A. TRAIN STATION - N GHT

Freddy and Hol daway at one of their many rendezvous. Hol daway
wears an extra |large Lakers sweatshirt. Freddy sits on one

of the sinks, wearing his high school jacket, |ooking at

pi eces of paper stapl ed together

FREDDY
What's this?

HOLDAVWAY
It's a scene. Menorize it.

FREDDY
What ?

HOL DAVAY

A under cover cop has got to be Marlon
Brando. To do this job you got to be
a great actor. You got to be
naturalistic. You got to be
naturalistic as hell. If you ain't a
great actor you're a bad actor, and
bad acting is bullshit in this job

FREDDY
(referring to the
papers)
But what is this?
HOL DAVAY
It's a anusi ng anecdote about a drug
deal
FREDDY
What ?
HOL DAVAY

Sonet hing funny that happened to you
while you were doing a job

FREDDY
| gotta nenorize all this shit?



HOLDAVWAY
It's like a joke. You renenber what's
i nportant, and the rest you nake
your own. The only way to make it
your own is to keep sayin' it, and
sayin' it, and sayin' it, and sayin'
it, and sayin' it.

FREDDY
| can do that.

HOL DAVAY
The things you gotta remenber are
the details. It's the details that
sell your story. Now this story takes
place in this men's room So you
gotta know t he details about this
nen's room You gotta know they got
a blower instead of a towel to dry
your hands. You gotta know the stalls
ain't got no doors. You gotta know
whet her they got liquid or powdered
soap, whether they got hot water or
not, 'cause if you do your job when
you tell your story, everybody shoul d
believe it. And if you tell your
story to sonmebody who's actually
taken a piss in this nmen's room and
you get one detail they remenber
right, they'll swear by you.

I NT. FREDDY' S APARTMENT - DAY

Freddy paces back and forth, in and out of frame, rehearsing
the anecdote. He's reading it pretty good, but he's stil
reading it fromthe page, and every once in a while he
stunbl es over his words.



FREDDY
...this was during the Los Angel es
marij uana drought of "86. | stil
had a connection. Wich was insane,
'cause you couldn't get weed any
fuckin' where then. Anyway, | had a
connection with this hippie chick up
in Santa Cruz. Al and ny friends
knew it. And they'd give me a cal
and say, "Hey, Freddy, you buyin'
sone, you think you could buy ne
sone too?" They knew | snoked, so
they'd ask me to buy a little for
them when | was buyin'. But it got
to be every tine | bought sonme weed,
| was buyin' for four or five
different people. Finally | said,
"Fuck this shit." I'mnakin' this
bitch rich. She didn't have to do
jack shit, she never even had to
neet these people. | was fuckin'
doin' all the work. So | got together
with her and told her, "Hey, |I'm
sick of this shit. I'"mcomn' through
for everybody, and nobody's com n'
through for me. So, either |'m gonna
tell all ny friends to find their
own source, or you give me a bunch
of weed, I'Il sell it to them give
you the noney, mnus ten percent,
and | get ny pot for free." So,
didif for awhile..

FREDDY EXI TS FRAME
CUr TO
EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Anot her enpty franme, except obviously outside. Freddy enters
frame fromthe sane direction he exited in the previous scene,
finishing his sentence. Wen we nove to a wi der shot we see
Freddy perform ng his nmonol ogue to Hol daway in a parking

lot. Holdaway sits on the hood of his beat-up car. Freddy
paces back and forth as he perforns his story.



FREDDY
...but then that got to be a pain in
the ass. People called nme on the
phone all the fuckin' time. | couldn't
rent a fuckin' tape wi thout six phone
calls interrupting ne. "Hey, Freddy,
when's the next time you're gettin'
sone?" "Motherfucker, I'mtryin' to
wat ch ' Lost Boys' - when | have sone,
"Il et you know." And then these
ri nky-di nk pot heads cone by - there's
ny friends and everything, but still.
I got all my shit laid out in sixty
dol I ar bags. Well, they don't want
sixty dollars worth. They want ten
dollars worth. Breaking it up is a
maj or fuckin' pain in the ass. |
don't even know how rmuch ten dollars

worth is. "wWell, fuck, man, | don't
want that nmuch around. If | have
that much around 1'Il snoke it."

"Hey, if you guys can't control your
snmokin, that's not my problem You
not her f uckers been snokin' for five
years, be a adult about it." Finally
| just told ny connection, count ne
out. But as it turns out, |I'mthe
best guy she had, and she depended a
ot on ny business. But | was stil
sick to death of it. And she's trying
totalk me into not quitin'. Now
this was a very weird situation
‘cause | don't know if you remenber
back in '86, there was a mgj or fuckin'
dr ought. Nobody and anyt hi ng. Peopl e
were livin' on resin and snokin' the
wood in their pipes for nmonths. And
this chick had a bunch, and was
beggin' ne to sell it. So | told her
| wasn't gonna be Joe the Pot Man
anynore. But | would take a little
bit and sell it to ny close, close,
close friends. She agreed to that,
and said we'd keep the sane
arrangenent as before, ten percent
and free pot for nme, as long as |

hel ped her out that weekend. She had
a brick of weed she was sellin', and
she didn't want to go to the buy

al one. ..

CUr TO



I NT. BOOTS AND SOCKS BAR - N GHT

Freddy, Joe, Nice Guy Eddie and M. Wite all sit around a
table in a red-1ighted snokey bar. Freddy continues his story.
The crooks are enjoying the hell out of it.

FREDDY
...Her brother usually goes with
her, but he's in county unexpectedly.

MR VH TE
What for?

FREDDY
Traffic tickets gone to warrant.
They stopped himfor sonmething, found
the warrants on 'im took 'imto

jail. She doesn't want to wal k around
alone with all that weed. Well, |
don't wanna do this, | have a bad

feeling about it, but she keeps askin'
ne, keeps askin' nme, finally | said
okay 'cause |'msick of listening to
it. Wll, we're picking this guy up
at the train station.

JCE
You' re picking the buyer up at the
train station? You're carrying the
weed on you?

FREDDY

Yeah, the guy needed it right away.
Don't ask me why. So we get to the
train station, and we're waitin' for
the guy. Now |I'm carrying the weed
in one of those carry-on bags, and
gotta take a piss. So | tell the
connection I'lIl be right back, |I'm
goin' to the little boys room..

CUr TG
INT. MEN' S ROOM - TRAIN STATION - DAY
MEDI UM ON FREDDY
He wal ks through the door with a carry-on bag over his
shoul der. Once he's inside, he stops in his tracks. W& nove
into a CLOSEUP.
FREDDY (V.0Q.)

...S0 | walk into the nen's room
and who's standing there?



FREEZE FRAME on Freddy standing in front of six Los Angeles
County Sheriffs and one German Shepherd. All of their eyes
are on Freddy. Everyone is frozen

FREDDY (V.0Q.)
...Six Los Angel es County Sheriffs
and a German Shepherd.

NI CE GUY EDDIE (V.Q)
They were waiting for you?

FREDDY (V.0Q.)
No. They were just a bunch of cops
hangin' out in the men's room
talkin'. Wen | wal ked through the
door they all stopped what they were
tal ki ng about and | ooked at nme.

BACK TO BAR
EXTREME CLOSEUP ON MR WHI TE

MR VH TE
That's hard, man. That's a fuckin'
hard situation.

BACK TO MEN S ROOM
EXTREME CLOSEUP ON GERMVAN SHEPHERD
Bar ki ng his head off.

FREDDY (V.Q.)
The German Shepherd starts barkin'.
He's barkin' at ne. | nean it's
obvi ous he's barkin' at me.

We do a slow 360 around Freddy in the men's room W can
hear the dog barking.

FREDDY (V.0Q.)
Every nerve ending, all of ny senses,
the blood in ny veins, everything I
has was scream ng, "Take off, man
just take off, get the fuck outta
there! "Panic hit me like a bucket
of water. First there was the shock
of it - BAM right in the face! Then
I"mjust standin' there drenched in
panic. And all those sheriffs are
| ookin' at ne and they know. They
can snell it. As sure as that fuckin’
dog can, they can snell it on ne.



FREEZE FRAME

Freeze frane shot of Freddy standing in front of the sheriffs.
It suddenly jerks to life, and noves to speed. The dog is
bar ki ng. Freddy nmoves to his right, out of frane. W stay on
the sheriffs. One sheriff yells at the dog.

SHERI FF #1
Shut up!

The dog quiets down. Sheriff #2 continues with his story. A
coupl e of the sheriffs ook over at Freddy off screen, but
as Sheriff #2 talks, turn their attention to him

SHERI FF #2
So ny gun's drawn, right? | got it
ained right at him | tell 'em
"Freeze, don't fuckin' nove." And
the little idiot's lookin' at ne,
noddi ng his head "Yes," sayin' "I
know... | know... | know " Meanwhile
his right hand is creepin' towards
his gl ove box. So | screamat him
"Asshol e, you better fuckin' freeze
right now " And he's still |ookin'
right at me, saying "I know. .. |
know... | know." And his right hand's
still going for the gl ove box.

THE CAVERA PANS away fromthe sheriffs to Freddy, up against
the urinal, playing possum pretending to piss.

SHERI FF #2 (0O S.)
I tell "im "Buddy, |I'm gonna shoot
you in the face right nowif you
don't put your hands on the fuckin'
dash." And the guy's girlfriend, a
real sexy Oriental bitch, starts
screamin' at him "Chuck, are you
out of your m nd? Put your hands on
the dash like the officer said." And
then |ike nothing, the guy snaps out
of it and casually puts his hands on
t he dash.

Freddy finishes his playing possum piss, and wal ks past the
sheriffs over to the sink.

THE CAMERA PANS with him A sheriff is sitting on a sink. He
| ooks down and wat ches Freddy wash his hands.

SHERI FF #1
What was he goin' for?



SHERI FF #2
H's registration. Stupid fuckin'
citizen, doesn't have the slightest
i dea how cl ose he cane to gettin’
shot .

Freddy fini shes washing his hands. He goes to dry them but

there's only those hand dryi ng machi nes. Freddy turns on the
dryi ng machine. He can't hear anything the sheriffs say now.
The sound of the machine dom nates the sound track.

These foll owi ng shots are SLOW MOTI ON.

CLCSEUP - FREDDY

CLOSEUP - Hi s HANDS, rubbing each other getting blown dry.

SHOT of Sheriffs talking. W can't hear them because of the
machi ne.

CLOSEUP - FREDDY
CLOSEUP - FREDDY' S HANDS
CLOSEUP - GERVAN SHEPHERD

He barks. We can't hear hi m because of the nachi ne. Machi ne
turns off. Freddy turns and wal ks out of the room

BACK TO BAR
CLOSEUP - JCE

JCE
(1 aughi ng)
That's how you do it, kid. You knew
how to handl e that situation. You
shit your pants, and then you just
dive in and swim

IN SLOW MOTI ON Joe lights a cigar.

HOLDAWAY (O S.)
Tell nme nore about Cabot.

FREDDY (O S.)
He's a cool guy. A real nice, real
funny, real cool guy.
CUT TG
INT. DENNY'S - NI GHT

FREDDY
Do you renmenber "The Fantastic Four"?



HOLDAYWAY
Yeah.

FREDDY
The Thing. The not herfucker | ooks
just |ike The Thing.

I NT. FREDDY' S APARTMENT - DAY
CLOSEUP - TELEPHONE

It RINGS. Freddy answers it, we FOLLONthe receiver up to
his face.

FREDDY
Hel | o.

NI CE GUY EDD E (O S.)
(through phone)
It's time. Grab your jacket -

INT. NICE GQUY EDDIE S CAR (PARKED) - DAY
CLOSEUP - Nice Guy Eddie speaking into the car phone

EDDI E
W' re parked outside.

FREDDY (O S.)
(through phone)
"1l be right down.

We hear the CLICK of Freddy hangi ng up through the phone.
Ni ce GQuy places the receiver back in its cradle.

EDDI E
He'll be right down.

| NT. FREDDY' S APARTMENT - DAY

The CAMERA foll ows Freddy as he hops around the apartnent
getting everything he needs. He puts on his jacket and slips
on sone sneakers.

DOLLY fast toward the front door knob. Freddy's hand cones
into FRAVE, grabs the knob, then lets go. W MOVE UP to his
face.

Fear .



FREDDY

(to hinself)
Don't pussy out on nme now. They don't
know. They don't know shit.

(pause)
You're not gonna get hurt. You're
fucking Baretta and they believe
every word, cuz you're super cool

He exits FRAVE. W stay put and hear the door open and cl ose
OFF SCREEN.

EXT. FREDDY' S APARTMENT - DAY
CoPS POV

From i nside an unmarked car across the street, the TWD COPS
wat chi ng Freddy see himwal k out of his building and up to
Eddi e' s parked car.

CorP #1 (0. S.)
Ther e goes our boy.

CoP #2 (O S.)
| swear, a guy has to have rocks in
his head the size of Gbraltar to
wor k under cover.

CoP #1 (0. S.)
Do you want one of these?

CoP #2 (0. S.)
Yeah, gi me the bear claw.

Freddy gets into the car and it pulls into traffic.
Cop #1 starts the engine and foll ows.
INT. NICE QUY EDDIE S CAR (MOVING - DAY

Ni ce Guy Eddie is behind the wheel. M. Pink is in the
passenger seat. Freddy and M. White are in the backseat
t oget her.

MR Pl NK
...Hey, | know what |'mtalkin'" about,
bl ack wonen ain't the sane as white
wonen.

MR VWH TE
(sarcastically)
There's a slight difference.

The car | aughs.



MR Pl NK
Go ahead and | augh, you know what |
mean. What a while bitch will put up
with, a black bitch won't put up
with for a mnute. They got a line,
and if you cross it, they fuck you

up.

EDDI E
| gotta go along with M. Pink on
this. 1've seen it happen.

MR VWH TE

Okay, M. Expert. If this is such a
truism how cone every nigger | know
treats his wonan |ike a piece of
shit?

MR PI NK
"Il nake you a bet that those sane
dam ni ggers who were showin' their
ass in public, when their bitches
get 'em hone, they chill the fuck
out .

MR VWH TE
Not these guys.

MR PI NK
Yeah, those guys too.

EDDI E
Let ne tell you guys a story. In one
of daddy's clubs there was this black
cocktail waitress named El ois.

MR VH TE
El oi s?

EDDI E
Yeah, Elois. E and Lois. W called
her Lady E.

MR VWH TE
Where was she from Conpton?

EDDI E
No. She was from Ladora Hei ghts.

MR PI NK
The bl ack Beverly Hlls. | knew this
| ady from Ladora Hei ghts once.
(in a stuck up bl ack
femal e voice)
"H, I'mfrom Ladora Heights, it's
the black Beverly Hlls."



EDDI E
It's not the black Beverly Hills,
it's the black Pal os Verdes. Anyway,
this chick, Elois, was a man-eater-
upper. | bet every guy who's ever
net her has jacked off to her at
| east once. You know who she | ooked
like? Christie Love. 'Menber that TV
show "Get Christie Love"? She was a
bl ack femal e cop. She al ways used to
say "You're under arrest, sugar."

MR PI NK
I was in the sixth grade when that
show was on. | totally dug it. Wat

the fuck was the nanme of the chick
who pl ayed Christie Love?

EDDI E
Pam Gri er.

MR Pl NK
No, it wasn't PamGier, Pam Gi er
was the other one. Pam Gier nade
the nmovies. Christie Love was |ike a
Pam Grier TV show, w thout Pam Gri er.

MR Pl NK
What the fuck was that chick's nane?
Oh this is just great, I'mtotally
fuckin' tortured now.

EDDI E
Vel |, whoever she was, Elois | ooked

like her. So one night I walk into
the club, and no Elois. Now the
bartender was a wetback, he was a
friend of mine, his name was Carl os.
So | asked him"Hey, Carlos, where's
Lady E tonight?" Well apparently

Lady E was narried to this real piece
of dog shit. | nean a real aninal

And apparently he would so things to
her .

FREDDY
Do things? What woul d he do? You
nean |ike beat her up?



EDDI E
Nobody knows for sure what he did.
W just know he did something. Anyway,
Elois plays it real cool. And waits
for the next time this bag of shit
gets drunk. So one ni ght the guy
gets drunk and passes out on the
couch. So while the guy's inebriated,
she strips himnaked. Then she takes
sone crazy glue and glues his dick
to his belly.

The car reacts to how horrible that woul d be.

EDDI E
' mdead fuckin' serious. She put
some on his dick and sonme on his
belly, then stuck 'emtogether. The
paranedi cs had to cone and cut it
| oose.

The car reacts badly.

MR VH TE
Jesus Chri st!

FREDDY
You can do sone crazy things with
it.

EDDI E
| don't know what he did to her, but
she got even.

MR VWH TE
Was he all pissed off?

MR PI NK
How woul d you feel if you had to do
a handstand every tinme you took a
pi ss.

The car | aughs.
| NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

JCE
You guys like to tell jokes and giggle
and kid around, huh? Gggling like a
bunch of young broads in a schoo
yard. Vell, let ne tell a joke.

CAMERA TRACKS ACRGCSS nen's faces



JCE
Five guys sitting in a bull pen, San
Quentin. Whndering how the fuck they
got there. What'd we wong? \Wat
shoul d we've done? What didn't we
do? It's your fault, my fault, his
fault. Al that bullshit. Finally,
soneone cones up with the idea, wait
a mnute, while we were planning
this caper, all we did was sit around
and tell fuckin' jokes. Got the
nessage? When this caper's over, and
I"msure it's gonna be a successfu
one, hell, we'll go down to the
Hawaiian Island and |I'll roar and
laugh with all of you. You'll find
ne a different character down there
Right nowit's a matter of business.
Wth the exception of Eddie and
nysel f, who you al ready know, you'l
be using aliases. Under no
circunstances are you to tell one
anot her your real name or anything
el se about yourself. That includes
where you're from your wife's nane,
where you m ght've done tinme, about
a bank in St. Petersburg you mght've
robbed. You guys don't say shit about
who you are, where you been or what
you' ve done. Only thing you guys can
tal k about is what you're going to
do. This way the only ones who know
who the nmenbers of the team are Eddie
and nyself. And that's the way |
like it. Because in the unlikely
event of one of you getting
apprehended by the cops, not that |
expect that to happen - it nost
definitely should not happen - it
hasn't happened, you don't have
anything to deal with. You don't
know any nanes. You know ny nane,
you know Eddi e's nanme. That | don't
care about. You gotta prove it. |
ain't worried. Besides, this way you
gotta trust nme. | like that. | set
this up and picked the men | wanted
for it. None of you cane to ne, |

approached all of you. | know you.
know your work, | know your
reputation. | know you as nmen. Except
for this guy.

Joe points a finger at Freddy.

Freddy shits a brick.



Ever ybody

Ever ybody

JCE

But he's OK. If he wasn't OK he
woul dn't be here. Ckay, let ne
i ntroduce everybody to everybody.
But once again, at the risk of being
redundant, if | even think | hear
sonebody telling or referring to
sonebody by their Christian nane...

(Joe searches for the

ri ght words)
...you won't want to be you. Ckay,
qui ckl y.

(pointing at the nen

as he gives thema

namne)
M. Brown, M. Wiite, M. Blonde,
M. Blue, M. Oange, and M. Pink.

MR PI NK
Wy am| M. Pink?

JCE
Cause you're a faggot, alright?

| aughs.

MR PI NK
Way can't we pick out our own col ors?

JCE
| tried that once, it don't work.
You get four guys fighting over who's
gonna be M. Black. Since nobody
knows anybody el se, nobody wants to
back down. So forget it, | pick. Be
t hankful you're not M. Yell ow

MR, BROWN
Yeah, but M. Brown? That's too cl ose
to M. Shit.

| aughs.

MR PI NK
Yeah, M. Pink sounds |ike M. Pussy.
Tell you what, let nme be M. Purple.
That sounds good to nme, |'m M.
Pur pl e.

JCE
You're not M. Purple, sonebody from
another job's M. Purple. You're M.
Pi nk.



MR WH TE
VWho cares what your name is? Wo
cares if you're M. Pink, M. Purple,
M. Pussy, M. Piss...

MR PI NK
Oh that's really easy for you to
say, you're M. Wite. You gotta
cool -soundi ng nane. So tell me, M.
White, if you think "M. Pink" is no
bi g deal, you wanna trade?

JCE

Nobody's tradi ng wi th anybody! Look,
this ain't a goddamm fuckin' city
counsel neeting! Listen up M. Pink.
W got two ways here, nmy way or the
hi ghway. And you can go down either
of "em So what's it gonna be, M.
Pi nk?

MR Pl NK
Jesus Christ, Joe. Fuckin' forget
it. This is beneath me. I'm M. Pink,
let's nove on.

CAMERA | eaves the team and goes to the bl ackboard with the
| ayout of the jewelry store on it.

JCE
['I'l nmove on, when | feel like it.
Al'l you guys got the goddamm nessage?
I'mso goddam mad | can hardly talk.
Let's go to work.

CUrT TG
EXT. KARI NA'S FI NE JEVELRY - DAY
W see MOS SHOTS of the outside of the jewelry store.

CUSTOMVERS comi ng and goi ng. STORE CLERKS waiting on customners
t hrough t he wi ndows.

Wiile we ook at this we HEAR over the soundtrack M. Wite
and Freddy tal ki ng OFF SCREEN.

MR VWH TE (V.0)
Let's go over it. \Wiere are you?

FREDDY (V.0Q.)
| stand outside and guard the door.
| don't |et anybody conme in or go
out .



MR VHTE (V.Q)
M. Brown?

FREDDY (V.Q)
M. Brown stays in the car. He's
parked across the street till | give
himthe signal, then he pulls up in
front of the store.

MR WH TE (V.0)
M. Blonde and M. Bl ue?

FREDDY (V.0Q.)
Crowd control. They handl e custoners
and enpl oyees in the display area.

INT. MR WH TE S CAR (PARKED) - DAY

M. Wiite and Freddy sit in a car parked across the street
fromthe jewelry store, staking it out.

MR VWH TE
Mysel f and M. Pink?

FREDDY
You two take the manager in the back
and make him gi ve you the dianonds.
We're there for those stones, period.
Since no display cases are being
fucked with, no alarnms should go
off. W're out of there in two
m nut es, not one second | onger. Wat
i f the manager won't give up the
di amonds?

MR VWH TE
When you're dealing with a store
like this, they're insured up the
ass. They're not supposed to give
you and resi stance whatsoever. |f
you get a customer or an enpl oyee
who thinks he's Charles Bronson,
take the butt of your gun and smash
their nose in. Drops 'emright to
the floor. Everyone junps, he falls
down, scream ng, blood squirts out
hi s nose. Freaks everybody out. Nobody
says fuckin' shit after that. You
m ght get sone bitch talk shit to
ya. But give her a look, like you're
gonna snmash her in the face next.

( MORE)



MR, VWH TE (cont’ d)
Wat ch her shut the fuck up. Now if
it's a manager, that's a different
story. The nmanagers know better than
to fuck around. So if one's givin'
you static, he probably thinks he's
a real cowboy. So what you gotta do
is break that son-of-a-bitch in two.
I f you wanna know sonet hing and he
won't tell you, cut off one of his
fingers. The little one. Then you

tell "imhis thunmb's next. After

that he'll tell ya if he wears |adies
underwear. |'mhungry, let's get a
taco.

CUr TG
EXT. ALLEY - DAY
It's the noment of the robbery. The alley is enpty.
In the distance we hear all hell breaking | oose. Guns FIRI NG
peopl e SHOUTI NG and SCREAM NG, sirens WAI LI NG gl ass
BREAKI NG . .
A car whips around the corner, into the alley.

The doors BURST open, Freddy and M. Wite hop out.

Freddy opens the driver's side door. A bloody SCREAM NG M.
Brown FALLS out.

MR BROMN
(scream ng)
My eyes! My eyes! I'mblind, I'm
fucki ng blind!

FREDDY
You're not blind, there's just blood
in your eyes.

M. Wiite loads his two .45 autonatics. He RUNS to the end
of the alley just as a police car comes into SIGHT.

FIRING both .45's, M. Wite massacres everyone in the patrol
car.

Freddy, holding the dying M. Brown, |ooks on at M. Wite's
ambush in shock.

M. Brown lifts his head up, blood in his eyes.
MR BROMN

M. Oange? You're M. Orange, aren't
you?



By the time Freddy turns his head back to him M. Brown is
dead.

M. White RUNS up to Freddy.

MR VH TE
Is he dead?

Freddy doesn't answer, he can't.

MR VH TE
Did he did or not?

Freddy, scared.

FREDDY
" msorry.

MR VWH TE
What ? Snap out of it!

M. Wiite GRABS Freddy by the coat and YANKS him al ong as he
RUNS

They EXIT the alley and FLEE down a street.
A car with a FEMALE DRI VER cones up on the two nen.

M. White JUWPS in her path, stopping the car. He points his
gun at her.

MR VH TE
Cet us outta herel

M. Wite clinbs into the backseat.
Freddy starts to clinb in.
The Fenal e driver conmes up with a gun fromunder her seat.

MR VWH TE
The bitch's got a gun!

She SHOOTS Freddy in the stonmach

On instinct Freddy brings up his gun and SHOOTS her in the
face.

CLOSEUP - FREDDY

As he FALLS to the ground he realizes what's happened to him
and what he's done. SLOW MOTI ON.

M. Wiite DRAGS the dead fenal e driver out of the car. He
SHOVES Freddy in the backseat and DRI VES away.



I NT. GETAVWAY CAR (MOVING - DAY
Freddy hol ding his stomach and doubl ed over in pain is CRYING

W replay the scene between Freddy and M. Wite in the
getaway car. Except this tinme, we never |eave Freddy.

MR WHTE (O S.)
Just hol d on buddy boy.

FREDDY
I"'msorry. | can't believe she killed
ne. ..

CUr TO

I NT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

VEDI UM SHOT on the door. Nice Guy Eddie, M. Wite and M.
Pink wal k through it. They stop in their tracks.

W see what they see. M. Blonde, |lying on the ground, shot
full of holes. The cop slunped over in his chair, a bloody
ness, M. Orange lying at the cop's feet, holding his wound.
Eddie, M. Wite and M. Pink walk into the shot.

EDDI E
What the fuck happened here?

Eddi e runs over to his friend M. Blonde / Toothpick Vic.

MR VWH TE
(to M. O ange)
What happened?

MR, ORANGE
(very weakly)
Bl onde went crazy. He slashed the
cop's face, cut off his ear and was
gonna burn himalive.

EDDI E
(yel I'i ng)
Who cares what he was gonna do to
this fuckin' pig?

Eddi e whi ps out his gun and SHOOTS the cop. The cop and the
chair tip over. Eddie stands over him and SHOOTS hi m once

nor e.

EDDI E
(to M. Orange)
You were saying he went crazy?
Sonething like that? Wrse or better?



MR ORANGE
Look, Eddie, he was pullin' a burn
He was gonna kill the cop and ne.
And when you guys wal ked t hrough the
door, he was gonna bl ow you to hel
and make off with the dianonds.

MR VWH TE
(to Eddie)
Uhuh, uhuh, what's | tell ya? That
sick piece of shit was a stone cold
psycho.

MR, ORANGE
(to Eddie)
You coul d've asked the cop, if you
didn't just kill him He tal ked about
what he was going to do when he was
slicing himup.

EDDI E
| don't buy it. It doesn't make sense.

MR VWH TE
It makes perfect fuckin' sense to
ne. Eddie, you didn't see how he
acted during the job, we did.

M. Pink wal ks over to the cop's body.

MR Pl NK
He's right about the ear, it's hacked
of f.

EDDI E

(to M. Orange)
Let ne say this out loud, just to
get it straight in ny mnd. According
to you, M. Blonde was gonna Kil
you. Then when we cane back, kil
us, grab the dianbnds, and scram
That's your story? |'mcorrect about
that, right?

MR, ORANGE
Eddi e, you can believe nme or not
believe ne, but it's the truth.
swear on ny nother's eternal sou
that's what happened.

The CAMERA noves into a CLOSEUP of N ce Guy Eddie.

There's a long pause while he rolls over what M. O ange has
said. Finally:



EDDI E
The man you killed was just rel eased
fromprison. He got caught at a
conpany war ehouse full of hot itens.
He coul d've wal ked away. Al he had
to do was say ny dad's nane. But
i nstead he shut his nmouth and did
his time. He did four years for us,
and he did "emlike a man. And we
were very grateful. So, M. O ange,
you're tellin' me this very good
friend of mne, who did four years
for my father, who in four years
never made a deal, no nmatter what
they dangled in front of him you're
telling me that now, that now this
man is free, and we're maki ng good
on our commitnment to him he's just
gonna deci de, right out of the fuckin'
blue, to rip us off?

Si | ence.

EDDI E
M. Orange, why don't you tell ne
what really happened?

VO CE (O S.)
Way? It' Il just be nore bullshit.

Eddi e steps out of his CLOSEUP and we see Joe Cabot standing
in the warehouse doorway. He wal ks into the room

JCE
(pointing to M. O ange)
This man set us up.

CAMVERA does a 360 around the nen.

EDDI E
Daddy, I'msorry, | don't know what's
happeni ng.
JCE
That's okay, Eddie, | do.
MR VWH TE
(to Joe)

What the fuck are you tal king about ?

JCE
(pointing to M. O ange)
That piece of shit. Wrkin' with the
cops.



MR VWH TE, MR PINK & EDD E
What ?

JCE
| said this lunmp of shit is workin'
with the LAPD.

MR ORANGE' S POV
Looking up fromthe floor at everybody.
Joe | ooks down at M. Orange.

JCE
Aren't you?

MR. ORANGE (O S.)
| don't have the slightest fuckin'
i dea what you're tal kin' about.

MR VWH TE
(very calmy to Joe)
Joe, | don't know what you think you
know, but you're w ong.

JOE
Li ke hell | am

MR VWH TE

(very calmy)
Joe, trust nme on this, you' ve nade a
m st ake. He's a good kid. | understand
you're hot, you're super-fuckin'
pi ssed. W're all real enotional.
But you're barking up the wong tree.
| know this man, and he woul dn't do
t hat .

JCE
You don't know jack shit. | do. This
rotten bastard tipped off the cops
and got M. Brown and M. Blue killed.

MR Pl NK
M. Blue's dead?

JCE
Dead as Dillinger.

EDDI E
The not herfucker killed Vic.

MR VWH TE
How do you know all this?



JCE
He was the only one | wasn't a hundred
percent on. | should have ny fucking
head exam ned for goin' forward when
I wasn't a hundred percent. But he
seenmed |ike a good kid, and | was
i mpati ent and greedy and all the
things that fuck you up.

MR VWH TE
(scream ng)
That's your proof?

JCE
You don't need proof when you got
instinct. | ignored it before, but

not no nore.
He WHIPS out a revolver and ainms it at M. O ange.
M. Wiite brings his .45 up at Joe.
Eddie and M. Pink are shook awake by the flash of firearns.
Eddi e raises his gun, pointing it at M. Wite.

EDDI E
Have you | ost your fucking m nd? Put
your gun down!

M. Pink fades into the b.g., wanting no part of this.

MR VWH TE
Joe, you're nmaking a terrible m stake
| can't |let you nake.

EDDI E
Stop pointing your fuckin' gun at
daddy!

Joe, never taking his eyes off M. Oange.

JCE
Don't worry, Eddie. Me and Larry
have been friends a long tine, he
ain't gonna shoot. W |ike each other
t oo nuch.

MR VWH TE
Joe, if you kill that man, you die
next. Repeat, if you kill that man
you di e next!

We get many different angles of the Mexican standoff.



MEDI UMS ON EVERYBODY
M. Orange holding his belly, looking fromleft to right.

Joe pointing dowmn on M. Orange. Not taking his eyes off
hi m

M. Wiite pointing at Joe, looking like he's ready to start
firing any mnute.

Eddi e scared shitless for his father, gun | ocked on M. Wite.
M. Pink wal ki ng backwards away fromthe action
Nobody says not hi ng.

FOUR SHOT of guys ready for violence. M. Pink in the
backgr ound.

MR PI NK
C non, guys, nobody wants this. W're
supposed to nme fuckin' professionals!

Joe raises his head to M. Wite

JCE
Larry, I'mgonna kill him
MR VWH TE
Goddam you, Joe, don't nmake nme do
t hi s!
JCE
Larry, I'"maskin' you to trust ne on
this.
MR VWH TE
Don't ask me that.
JCE
I'"mnot askin', |'mbetting.

Joe's eyes go back to M. O ange.

EDDI E
Daddy, don't!

Joe FIRES three tines, HTTING M. Oange with every one.

M. Wiite SHOOTS Joe twice in the face. Joe brings his hands
up to his face, screamng, and falls to the ground.

Eddie FIRES at M. Wiite, HITTING himthree tines in the
chest.



M. White brings his gun around on Eddi e and SHOOTS hi m
The two nmen FALL to their knees, FIRI NG at each other.
Eddi e COLLAPSES, dead.

Joe' s dead.

M. Oange lies perfectly still, except for his chest heaving.
The only SOUND we hear is his |oud breathing.

M. Wite is SHOT full of holes, but still on his knees, not
novi ng.

M. Pink is standing notionless. Finally he grabs the satchel
of di anonds and RUNS out the door.

We now hear SIRENS, the SOUNDS of nore CARS DRI VI NG UP, MEN
RUNNI NG t o t he war ehouse.

Wiile all this noise is going on, M. Wite tries to stand
but FALLS DOM. He sonehow nakes it to where M. Orange |ies.

He lifts M. Oange's head, cradling it in his lap and
stroking his brow.

MR VWH TE
(with much effort)
Sorry, kid. Looks like we're gonna
do a little tine.

M. Orange | ooks up at himand, with even nore of an effort:

VR ORANGE
I'"'ma cop.

M. Wiite doesn't say anything, he keeps stroking Orange's
br ow.

VR ORANGE
I"'msorry, |'mso sorry.

M. Wiite lifts his .45 and places the barrel between M.
Orange' s eyes.

The CAMERA MOVES into an EXTREME CLOSEUP of M. Wite.

The SOUNDS of outside STORMinside. W don't see anything,
but we HEAR a bunch of shot guns COCKI NG

POLI CE FORCE (0. S.)
Freeze, notherfucker! Drop your
fucki ng gun!



M. White | ooks up at them smles, PULLS the trigger.
BANG
We hear a BURST of SHOTGUN FI RE
M. Wiite is BLOMW out of frame, leaving it enpty.
FADE QUT:

THE END



