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PODCAST RADIO EDIT NOTES

All scene headings, scene description, and action are meant 
to be read as narration.

Parentheticals -- in dialogue or elsewhere -- are not meant 
to be narrated.



The early Twentieth Century witnessed an 
explosion in technology designed to make 
people's lives better and easier, including 
the Automobile, the Radio, the Telephone...

...and the Robot.

CHAPTER ONE

No Rust For The Wicked

EXT. CITY SIDEWALK - NIGHT

1938.

It's RAINING.

Rows of PEDESTRIANS marching through the downpour. Faces 
peering out from beneath the dripping brims of rain-soaked 
hats -- some of them human, some not.

Those that aren't are robots.

Darkly glowing glass eyes set into metal faces. Footsteps 
splashing heavily as they trudge along.

ACROSS THE SIDEWALK

A tall, thin ROBOT stands alone holding an umbrella. Brown 
rain coat and hat. In the corner of a restaurant window 
behind him a sign flickers "No Mechanicals".

This is GUS. He looks out impassively from beneath the 
umbrella. Waiting for something. Watching.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Ten or so art-deco stories. Not too shabby a place to live, 
other than the fact that it's also an obvious CRIME SCENE.

Police cruisers, uniformed cops, and rubbernecking onlookers 
crowd the front sidewalk.

MILO RAWLEY -- 30s, a couple days overdue for a shave and a 
big GRAFLEX SPEED GRAPHIC CAMERA tucked inside his coat -- 
hands a couple of CRUMPLED BILLS to one of the cops and 
slips past the barricade.

(CONTINUED)



Charm and looks carried him a long way, but that was ten 
years ago.

Rawley makes his way over to where DETECTIVE BERT DIXON, 
40s, plainclothes with a friendly face and an umbrella, 
stands with several uniformed cops around what looks like...
well, what looks like a body.

Dixon barely glances up.

DIXON
Rawley.

RAWLEY
Evening, Bert. What're you fellas up 
to tonight?

DIXON
Me, I'm thinking how I shoulda been 
an accountant. And last I checked the 
cop gets to ask the questions -- like 
how'd you hear about this?

RAWLEY
I got a tip.

DIXON
From one of our boys?

Rawley shrugs.

RAWLEY
I got friends. What can I say? People 
like me.

DIXON
Uh-huh. Well, you always make sure to 
show up for the peculiar ones, don't 
you...

RAWLEY
Guess that depends. This one a 
peculiar one?

DIXON
What'd you hear?

RAWLEY
I heard someone had a permanent kind 
of bad night. What've you got?

(CONTINUED)
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DIXON
muttering( )

What have I got...

He takes a deep breath. Points his chin up at the building.

DIXON (cont'd)
I've got a ninth story window...

beat( )
...and a clank.

RAWLEY
And a...?

DIXON
Clank.

This time he points his chin at the ground.

Rawley leans around for a better look and sees --

-- a BIG ROBOT. In an overcoat, the ground around it 
pulverized from a nine-story fall. It's out of commission. 
Dead.

RAWLEY
Huh.

DIXON
Yeah, huh...

Rawley raises his camera. The FLASHBULB POPS.

DIXON (cont'd)
to Rawley( )

All right, you got what you came for, 
you can vamoose. Everyone with a 
badge's got real work to do --

Rawley lowers his camera and, still staring at the 
mechanical body, hands another CRUMPLED BILL to Dixon, who 
takes it and pockets it.

DIXON (cont'd)
All right. Let's go upstairs.

INT. NINTH FLOOR HALLWAY - NIGHT

The elevator doors open, and Rawley follows Dixon out, past 
MORE COPS and a BODY BAG, full, being taken out on a gurney.

Rawley's head turns to watch the gurney roll by. He raises 
his camera. POP.

CONTINUED:
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INT. NINTH FLOOR APARTMENT - NIGHT

The door's been smashed in off its hinges. Everything else 
is broken, too: every time one of the COPS inside takes a 
step, something crunches underfoot.

Rawley takes a photograph of a big, empty window frame where 
a big window used to be. He leans over, peers out. Nine 
stories down to the robot on the ground.

Dixon comes up beside him.

DIXON
You like the view, I bet you can get 
this place cheap.

RAWLEY
I'm not much on heights. Or falling 
robots.

DIXON
No, you're right -- on what you make 
you couldn't afford it.

RAWLEY
So I take it you're going with it not 
being an accident?

DIXON
You pretending to be a real reporter?

RAWLEY
I just take pictures, Bert.

DIXON
Who you selling these to? Daily News?

RAWLEY
Or the Herald. The Herald loves a 
good crime scene.

DIXON
Yeah, all right, well that...

He discreetly points across the room at a medium-sized tough 
guy, late 20s, sitting slumped and shell-shocked. Goes by 
the name of CATCH RANSOM.

DIXON (cont'd)
...is Catch Ransom, occupant. Also 
small-time middleweight. Gets a knock 
at his door -- actually more like 
right through his door. 

(MORE)
(CONTINUED)
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He ends up tussling with the clank...
DIXON (cont'd)

currently down there. The lunkhead 
gets lucky, something, I don't know, 
the thing goes out the window. Nine 
stories later, they call us.

RAWLEY
Who was that in the body bag?

DIXON
The neighbor...old guy...retired 
chimney sweep. Innocent bystander, 
now deceased. Quiet, kept to himself, 
of course. Couldn't have stepped out 
into the hallway at a wronger time. 
Anyway, look -- you might want to 
finish up.

Rawley frames up a shot looking down.

RAWLEY
Why, the city's finest have someplace 
better to be?

DIXON
No, but I'm thinking you might want 
to just skedaddle before --

He glances back over his shoulder.

DIXON (cont'd)
-- Klasko. Forget it.

ACROSS THE ROOM

Another PLAINCLOTHES DETECTIVE has come in the door -- WALT 
KLASKO, 50, looks like it's been at least that long since he 
smiled. He's a little guy, but he'll punch you in the mouth 
for pointing that out.

He walks toward the broken window, taking in the scene as he 
goes. He reaches Dixon, looks at Rawley.

KLASKO
What's he doing here?

Dixon gives a half-hearted mea culpa shrug.

DIXON
He doesn't need to be here.

to Rawley( )
You don't need to be here. How'd you 
get up here anyway?

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
Speaking of mysteries...

KLASKO
to Dixon( )

So lemme guess, the clank down there: 
serial number filed off, and we get a 
call a week from now from down at the 
wharf reporting one of them gone 
missing. Yet again.

Dixon's expression says yeah, probably. Klasko tips his head 
in the direction of Catch Ransom.

KLASKO (cont'd)
tiredly( )

What about this tomato can?

DIXON
My theory? Sure he's a fourth-rate 
punching bag -- but people still 
gamble with real money, even on 
fourth-rate punching bags. Maybe 
somebody wanted him out of the ring, 
maybe for a while, maybe for good. 
Having a giant robot pound his liver 
out his ear would be a good start.

KLASKO
And the neighbor, what're we gonna 
call that?

Dixon gives him a knowingly impotent look.

KLASKO (cont'd)
Yeah, I'm sure we'll get right on 
that. I think we can pack it up. 
We're not gonna get anything here.

DIXON
surprised( )

Well...I thought I'd do a little 
police work before we left.

Rawley raises his camera to try to sneak in a quick picture 
of the two detectives. Klasko doesn't even look at him.

KLASKO
That camera goes out the window with 
you still holding it -- you can take 
pictures all the way down.

(CONTINUED)
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DIXON
pointedly( )

Rawley, I can tell you're in a hurry 
to go...

KLASKO
I know enough to know when I'm 
wasting my time. And you, Dixon...you 
know what's good for you, don't you?

Dixon and Rawley watch Klasko trudge straight for the door. 
Then Dixon waves his hand.

DIXON
Hey! Hey, Catch, you wanna get your 
picture taken?

Catch gets slowly to his feet.

CATCH
How do you want me? You want me to...?

He strikes a pose, fists up.

Rawley shrugs. Sure, whatever. Pop.

EXT. CITY SIDEWALK - NIGHT

Rawley ducks out of the rain into a waiting CAR.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

Rawley gets settled in the back seat, putting his camera away.

RAWLEY
Want to see what a mechanical looks 
like after nine stories? No? I'll 
give you the short version: flat. One 
busted into this guy's place. I mean 
a big one. Guy's a boxer, they fight, 
somehow the mechanical goes out the 
window. Nine stories.

Sitting in the front seat --

-- is Gus: the tall, thin robot from the street earlier.

Gus doesn't say anything for a second. Then, slowly, in a 
measured, dry tone:

GUS
That is...unusual.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
And you, Gus...are a master of 
understatement. How much time I have 
left? Time to go by the Herald?

Gus starts the car and puts it into gear.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

The side of the car as it pulls away reads: "AUTO-MOTIVE CAR 
SERVICE".

CHAPTER TWO

The Tin Man

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

A STONE MONOLITH flood-lit from below against the night sky.

TWO CARS pull up right in front, and SIX MEN get out. Six 
men in overcoats and hats and I'll bet you a hundred bucks 
every one of them is armed.

INT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

It's a hell of a building: a big, stone cavern that tells 
the citizenry where they stand. Namely outside.

The six men cross the empty lobby.

The old SECURITY GUARD whose job it should probably be to do 
something to stop them doesn't do anything to stop them.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - FOYER - NIGHT

The mayor's secretary, MRS. HILDEBRAND, sits at her desk, 
behind which are double wooden doors: big and closed.

She looks up, almost like a shadow has fallen over her, as 
the six men come in.

The MAN IN FRONT steps forward and smiles. When he speaks 
it's with a tight-lipped smile that is way more threatening 
than polite.

MAN IN FRONT
The mayor in?

(CONTINUED)
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Mrs. Hildebrand draws herself up. She's as used to this as 
can be expected.

MRS. HILDEBRAND
Can I tell him --

MAN IN FRONT
Mr. Bones. Just tell him it's Mr. 
Bones.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The inner office. It's an ostentatiously large one, with an 
ostentatiously large desk. A big desk for the big man behind 
it named MAYOR "SPATS" LASSITER. Round face, perpetually 
decorated with pink cheeks and a few stray drops of 
perspiration.

In a chair across from him sits his brother CUBBY, who cuts 
a very similar figure.

A KNOCK at the door.

SPATS
Come in!

The double doors open, and Mrs. Hildebrand steps in, barely 
ahead of the six men.

MRS. HILDEBRAND
Mr. Mayor, Mr...Bones to see you.

Spats practically jumps out of his chair. Guess he wasn't 
expecting this. Cubby stands, too, a little more slowly and 
clumsily.

The six men stride in like they own the place.

SPATS
rattled( )

Come in, come in. Mrs. Hildebrand, 
that's fine -- you can just...leave 
the door open.

MAN IN FRONT
Closed.

SPATS
Or closed.

Mrs. Hildebrand goes out and closes the doors.

(CONTINUED)
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SPATS (cont'd)
Mr. Bones. How are you?

The man in front -- whose name is actually FALKS -- moves 
aside, and a gaunt-looking robot steps forward. Now this is 
MR. BONES.

MR. BONES
Mr. Mayor. Mr. Mayor's brother.

Without looking at Cubby, who takes an involuntary step back 
out of the way.

Spats motions to the chairs across from his desk.

SPATS
Please, have a seat.

As he moves to sit --

MR. BONES
I don't need to sit.

Spats freezes mid-sit. Glances at Cubby -- the brothers now 
in the awkward position of having to continue standing. 
Which they do.

SPATS
Am I in trouble?

MR. BONES
Why would you ask that?

Spats tries to laugh it off, like he's joking, but he isn't.

SPATS
Well...your boss hasn't come to see 
me in a while.

MR. BONES
He is very busy.

SPATS
Oh, sure, busy, sure. Unlike me. I'm 
just the mayor --

catching himself( )
Of course, not that I mind...a visit 
from you...

MR. BONES
Everything else is the same. Which I 
trust you don't mind, either.

(CONTINUED)
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Falks produces a small black leather SATCHEL. Puts it on the 
desk in front of Spats, who greedily goes to open it with a 
Christmas-morning grin.

SPATS
Oh, a little something for me...?

MR. BONES
Although you'll find the amount to be 
slightly more than the usual.

Spats freezes. Doesn't quite look up. Doesn't quite want to 
know.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
There is a particularly uncooperative 
club owner and bookmaker who has 
exhausted our efforts to deal 
reasonably with him.

SPATS
What...uh, which...bookmaker?

MR. BONES
Guillermo Pompadoro.

Spats looks like he just bit into something sour.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
I know you have business with Mr. 
Pompadoro that will...end abruptly. 
For your trouble.

Mr. Bones nods at the satchel.

SPATS
Your boss doesn't see any other way 
to handle it?

He shoots a quick glance at Cubby, who meets his eyes.

MR. BONES
He would really prefer you think of 
him as your boss, too.

SPATS
Yeah, he made that...pretty clear.

He smiles weakly.

MATCH CUT TO:

CONTINUED:
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FLASHBACK: INT. GRAND BALLROOM - NIGHT

Spats Lassiter is here. His smile is a lot fuller tonight. 
So is his brother's.

Behind the two of them, surrounded by red, white, and blue 
streamers, is a banner proclaiming "Lassiter For Mayor - A 
Voice For Progress!" Another: "Congratulations 'Spats'!"

The room is full of people, mostly men, mostly men in suits. 
All celebrating. Lots of hand-shaking and congratulating and 
"Mr. Mayor"-ing.

MORTY SAUL -- 50, soft and harmless -- approaches Spats.

MORTY
Hey, Spats -- uh, Mr. Mayor, can I have 
a word with you for just a second?

Spats turns to him, puts an arm on his shoulder, all full of 
just-got-elected-mayor magnanimity.

SPATS
Sure, Morty, what's up?

MORTY
I'm just...I'm a little confused. I had 
painters stop by my office today --

Spats doesn't quite follow.

SPATS
Painters, right...

MORTY
See, I'm not planning to paint --

Cubby interrupts, speaking quickly under his breath --

CUBBY
Eddie-Victor-Eddie-Victor-Eddie-
Victor...

-- warning him that EDDIE VICTOR and his ENTOURAGE are 
approaching.

Eddie Victor is well-dressed and equal parts charisma and 
threat. Played by Jack Nicholson circa 1992. His entourage 
is a half-dozen men in hats weighing 1,200 lbs. The men, not 
the hats.

Spats reaches out to shake Eddie Victor's extended hand.

(CONTINUED)
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EDDIE VICTOR
Mr. Mayor. Congratulations.

SPATS
Mr. Victor. Thank you. I owe it all 
to you.

EDDIE VICTOR
Well, let's not tell the voting public.

SPATS
playing the host( )

Oh, do you know Morty Saul, the City 
Planner?

EDDIE VICTOR
Morty Saul...

Morty nervously puffs himself up for an introduction.

MORTY
Mr...

But he's immediately grabbed by two of Eddie Victor's men. 
They outsize him enough that there's barely any commotion as 
they drag him off through the boisterous crowd.

EDDIE VICTOR
Close your mouth, Mr. Mayor.

Spats does.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
You'll be getting a new City Planner.

Spats nods, shaken.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
Now, have a drink. Celebrate. It's 
important to enjoy life's little 
pleasures while they last. And trust 
me, that? That was nothing.

INT. MILDRED'S DINER - MORNING

Standard American Diner Layout #1: A row of stools by the 
counter; a row of booths by the window on which, stenciled 
backwards, is "Mildred's".

Rawley is sitting at one of the booths across from a big, 
blue-collar guy named EMMETT. His name is stitched on his 
shirt. There's a plate of UNTOUCHED EGGS in front of him.

(CONTINUED)
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Emmett has an uncomfortable, pained expression on his face, 
like he's passing a kidney stone.

That's because he's looking at an envelope of 8x10 PHOTOS, 
most of which depict, through motel curtains, his wife 
having sex with another man.

Emmett squints at a photo, wondering if that's -- yep, 
that's exactly what he thought it was.

EMMETT
How long were they...?

RAWLEY
Two hours. No more than two hours.

Rawley realizes that isn't making Emmett feel better.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Or...probably not even that long. An 
hour, maybe. Not even.

EMMETT
You watched? The whole time? That 
don't make you feel like a creep?

That's maybe a little too close to home for Rawley.

RAWLEY
No, not the whole time. I...

changing the subject( )
Listen, my advice? You start thinking 
you've been done wrong, start 
thinking revenge, you're going be 
obsessing over it, constantly, 
every...single day -- it's going to 
eat you up inside. You've got to 
figure out some way to put it behind 
you. That's what I'd do. I mean if...
if I ever felt like getting back at 
someone. For some reason.

beat( )
Hey, you're not eating your eggs.

Emmett nods slowly, resolutely. Takes a deep breath, getting 
his composure.

He stands up. Then he winds up and socks Rawley in the jaw.

Rawley's head whips around and lands, cheek down, on the 
table.

(CONTINUED)

CONTINUED:
14.



Emmett takes an OPEN ENVELOPE with MONEY in it out of his 
pocket and drops it on the table beside Rawley's head.

EMMETT
Sorry about that, Rawley. Guess 
you're just too good at your job.

He hesitates for a second, then he tosses the photographs on 
top of the money.

EMMETT (cont'd)
Burn those. Sorry again. I owe you one.

Then he leaves.

Rawley pulls his head painfully up off the table as MILDRED, 
an apple-pie-baking woman in her 50s, stops by.

MILDRED
Finish those eggs?

RAWLEY
No...no, just --

MILDRED
Black coffee and bacon, coming right 
up.

She takes the plate of eggs and gives Rawley's shoulder a 
reassuring pat as she moves away.

MILDRED (cont'd)
Just means today can only get better...

RAWLEY
You obviously don't know what kind of 
day I'm capable of.

EXT. SAM LEE LAUNDRY - DAY

Rawley walks past the unimpressive little storefront of the 
Chinese laundry to the inset walk-up door beside it.

He has a nicely swelling cheek, thanks to Emmett's haymaker.

INT. NARROW STAIRWELL - DAY

Rawley trudges up the steps to the landing. There's a door 
with worn lettering that reads:

MILO T. RAWLEY & ASSOCIATES PHOTOGRAPHY

(CONTINUED)
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below which has been added:

(Professional and Confidential)

and below that, most recently:

We do weddings

INT. OUTER OFFICE - DAY

There's basically a narrow not-even-a-hallway in between the 
stairs and the inner door to Rawley's office, which is on 
the other side of a frosted-glass window. There's a bench 
here for visitors, and that's about it.

Rawley comes in from the stairs. He stops.

The inner door is ajar. The office is dark.

RAWLEY
Hello?

Rawley starts looking around for something to clobber with; 
the only thing he can find is an old umbrella. Good enough.

Then a noise from inside: a shoe scuffing, a floorboard 
creaking. Rawley's hands tighten on the umbrella. And 
appearing in the darkened doorway is --

-- Gus, the robot driver.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
surprised( )

Gus.

Gus doesn't say anything. He motions just slightly with his 
head inside the office. Rawley realizes, raises his eyebrows 
and follows Gus's gesture.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
mouthing( )

Oh...?

He opens the door a little wider and slips inside.

INT. RAWLEY'S OFFICE - DAY

The only light is coming through grimy windows that are 
several years overdue for a cleaning. The office is larger 
inside than one might expect, but a good half of the room is 
given over to boxes and piles hidden in the shadows and dust.

(CONTINUED)
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A WOMAN is standing by the desk, backlit by the window, in a 
modest coat and hat. She begins to turn as Rawley comes in --

GUS
There is one thing...

-- and that is, well, she's a robot, too. A robot named VELMA.

RAWLEY
Uh...

GUS
Rawley, this is Velma.

RAWLEY
Gus...?

VELMA
Hello, Mr. Rawley.

GUS
Velma worked for Hugo Krönig.

RAWLEY
Do I know who that is?

GUS
He was killed two nights ago. You 
were at his neighbor's apartment. On 
the ninth floor.

beat( )
What happened to your face?

INT. RAWLEY'S OFFICE - LATER

Velma is sitting across from him. Gus stands over to one side.

Velma's hands are in her lap. She looks like a lady at tea, 
aside of being mostly stainless steel.

Rawley is behind his desk, still standing, looking like he's 
just been thrown by whatever he just heard and is trying to 
think of what to say.

He absently puts the money and the photographs from the 
diner on the desk.

RAWLEY
And...what do you mean by "not an 
accident"?

(CONTINUED)
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VELMA
He hinted, on a number of occasions, 
that he might be in danger.

RAWLEY
He hinted. Did he...did he happen to 
helpfully say who from?

VELMA
No. I don't know.

RAWLEY
And I don't want you to take this the 
wrong way, but...what does this have 
to do with you?

VELMA
Mr. Krönig was very good to me. Which 
is not something we are...used to. I 
cleaned his apartment, every week, 
for almost five years. He treated me 
very well. Very...fairly. And he did 
not deserve this. It is the least I 
can do for him, now.

RAWLEY
Well, that's...very sad. But I don't 
know if you saw what happened next 
door -- the cops are pretty sure what 
happened to your...to the neighbor 
was an accident. Now maybe if you 
asked them, you...

Velma glances over at Gus, who says nothing. She turns back 
to Rawley.

VELMA
We don't go to the police.

RAWLEY
Yeah, right, I guess not. But I'm 
just a photographer --

VELMA
Gus said that you sometimes found 
things out, about people, in the 
course of...taking photographs.

As she looks down at his desk where a couple pictures of 
Emmett's wife are sticking out from under an envelope. 
Rawley grabs them, embarrassed.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
Oh, did he. Yeah, I'm sure there are 
better ways to make a living. Anyway, 
more importantly, you can't hire me --

As he picks the METAL GARBAGE CAN up off the floor, sets it 
on the WINDOW LEDGE behind him, and uses his shoulder to 
force open a long-closed WINDOW.

VELMA
I have money --

Surprising desperation in her voice as she moves to open her 
handbag.

RAWLEY
No, don't...don't. I'm not even going 
to ask where you got that. 

Velma closes her handbag.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
You can't hire me. It's completely 
illegal. You know that. And Gus, as 
helpful as he is...knows that.

Velma draws herself up and stands. Rawley drops the photos 
in the garbage can.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
I'm sorry. I don't mean to be rude...

He strikes a MATCH and drops it in the garbage can.

VELMA
You weren't rude. Gus said you would 
say no. But he also said you wouldn't 
be rude.

She walks to the door. Gus follows her. But just before she 
leaves, she turns briefly back to Rawley.

VELMA (cont'd)
They said he was a chimney sweep. He 
wasn't a chimney sweep.

Almost like she's defending his good name.

Then she goes out. Rawley shoots a what-the-hell shrug at 
Gus departing after her, leaving Rawley standing there 
alone, a small fire in the garbage can behind him.

CONTINUED:
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EXT. DAILY NEWS BUILDING - DAY

A couple of stone-facade stories -- if there are two newspaper 
buildings in town, this is the less impressive one.

INT. DAILY NEWS - PHOTO DESK - DAY

There's a cluttered COUNTER with a number of untidy desks 
behind it. Behind the counter stands CONSTANCE, early 20s, 
in cute librarian glasses.

She looks up as Rawley comes in.

CONSTANCE
Oh, hello Rawley.

Either flirtatious or standoffish. Hard to tell yet.

RAWLEY
Hello, Constance.

CONSTANCE
You've been in a fight.

RAWLEY
I bumped my face on a table. But you 
look lovely, as always. Do you have 
something for me?

Constance aloofly -- she wants him to notice how aloof she's 
being -- hunts around before coming back with a several 
PHOTOS paper-clipped together.

CONSTANCE
The ones we didn't use.

Rawley takes the pictures.

Constance also unlocks a SMALL STEEL BOX and takes out 
several bills.

CONSTANCE (cont'd)
And eleven dollars.

beat( )
You should put some ice on that.

Rawley takes the money.

RAWLEY
It's always so nice we have these 
little talks, Constance. We should do 
it more often. 

(MORE)

(CONTINUED)
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So if you mentioned it to your boss, 
RAWLEY (cont'd)

if I got a little more work sent my 
way --

From behind him:

LILLIAN (O.S.)
She's not allowed to talk to you.

CONSTANCE
to Rawley( )

I'm not allowed to talk to you.

And she moves away. Rawley turns to see LILLIAN -- 50s, bad 
hip, doesn't take baloney from anyone -- coming in. 

CONSTANCE (cont'd)
to Lillian( )

Rawley got in a fight.

RAWLEY
Lillian.

Lillian goes right to the desk, looks at him but doesn't say 
anything. She sorts through a pile of photographs and papers 
with Constance.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Okay, well, it's been my pleasure, 
ladies --

Lillian holds up a finger to (a) silence him and (b) tell 
him to hang on...

LILLIAN
That one...that one...actually all of 
them except those two.

...leaving Rawley standing there, twiddling his thumbs until 
she's done and finally turns to him.

LILLIAN (cont'd)
Nice work, Rawley. We got compliments.

RAWLEY
You got compliments. Did you put my 
name on them?

LILLIAN
Well, you know I can't do that.

RAWLEY
Lot of good that does me, then.

(CONTINUED)
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LILLIAN
Oh, Rawley, you were a lot more fun 
before you ruined your career.

RAWLEY
Which ones did you use?

LILLIAN
The boxer, the thing lying on the 
ground, and the chimney sweep on 
the -- wait, you didn't even look at 
it?

RAWLEY
I'll buy copies for everybody. Don't 
get me wrong: I'm thrilled with my 
eleven dollars.

LILLIAN
The nice thing about you, Rawley, is 
we'll always be able to afford you.

beat( )
And as long as you didn't go there 
hoping to get something on Eddie 
Victor.

That gets Rawley's attention.

RAWLEY
Why? You think Eddie Victor had 
something to do with it? You hear 
something? That what the cops think?

LILLIAN
Oh, more than likely. And you know as 
well as I do if someone goes out a 
window in this town, Eddie Victor 
probably had something to do with it.

beat( )
But I'm just smart enough to keep it 
to myself. Night, Rawley.

EXT. THE CLAREWOOD ARMS HOTEL - EVENING

Four stories. It was well past needing a paint job five 
years ago. The sign outside reads "ROOMS AVAILABLE", but 
anyone checking in is here for the long haul.

INT. THE CLAREWOOD ARMS HOTEL - EVENING

The dimly lit lobby sports a couple of low-wattage table 
lamps and another at the front desk, behind which is a 
small, squat robot named SID reading a newspaper.

(CONTINUED)
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Rawley comes in the front doors, makes his way to the 
elevator beside the stairs. As he passes:

RAWLEY
Night, Sid.

Sid replies without looking up.

SID
Night, Rawley.

INT. RAWLEY'S ROOM - NIGHT

Rawley is lying on the bed, the wrappings from some kind of 
takeout on the bedspread beside him.

He's looking at the PHOTOGRAPHS from the Daily News.

CLOSE ON

Rawley's eyes. Including the mark on his cheek where Emmett 
walloped him in the diner.

CLOSE ON

THE PHOTOGRAPH of Catch Ransom. Fists up. His cheek doesn't 
have a mark on it.

CLOSE ON

Catch Ransom's KNUCKLES. Not a scratch.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - NIGHT

The owner, OSCAR GORMAN, 40s, is behind the desk, enveloped 
in a haze of stale cheap cigar smoke. Looking at him, you 
know he pays himself directly out of the cash box.

The RADIO is on. His PORK CHOP DINNER sits on the desk 
beside --

-- the RINGING TELEPHONE. Oscar answers.

OSCAR
Auto-Motive. Yeah. Okay.

He grabs a TICKET and pen.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - DRIVERS' ROOM - NIGHT

The room is full of ROBOT DRIVERS, seated in a row of chairs 
along the wall. 

(CONTINUED)
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They're murmuring quietly amongst themselves and stop 
abruptly when Oscar appears. Through a mouthful of pork 
chop:

OSCAR
All right, next up.

He hands the ticket to the FIRST DRIVER and leaves.

The First Driver looks at the ticket, waits to be sure Oscar 
is gone, then hands it down a couple of chairs, and that 
driver hands it to --

-- Gus, who takes it and stands.

All the drivers to his left shuffle over a seat, filling the 
gap.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - NIGHT

Oscar is back behind his desk as Gus comes out, takes his 
key off the board, and leaves. Oscar is back in front of his 
dinner, doesn't even notice who it is.

EXT. THE CLAREWOOD ARMS HOTEL - NIGHT

An Auto-Motive car rolls to a stop in front of where Rawley 
is standing, coat and hat, waiting for it.

INT. GUS'S CAR - NIGHT

Rawley gets into the backseat. And just sits there. Gus, 
behind the wheel, just sits there, too. The car just idles.

After a moment:

RAWLEY
What do you think would happen if I 
hit you as hard as I could? You think 
I'd break all my knuckles or just 
some of them?

Gus doesn't answer.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
That guy's about as much a boxer as I 
am. That mechanical was twice as big 
as you.

beat( )
You think she's right?

The slightest, maybe, tilt to the side of Gus's head, 
shrugging.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY (cont'd)
I could use the money. Obviously. I 
get punched way too much for how 
little I get paid.

He sits stewing for a moment, then:

RAWLEY (cont'd)
You know how to get a hold of her?

GUS
I believe I know where to find her.

beat( )
Although when you told her no, that...
may have been the right answer.

RAWLEY
All right, well, let's go.

EXT. DOWNTOWN ALLEY - NIGHT

A couple cars pass by out on the street. Garbage and shadows.

Rawley follows Gus in from the street, a little unnerved.

They stop at a STEEL DOOR with a single light bulb overhead. 
Gus KNOCKS twice. Rawley draws himself up.

RAWLEY
Okay, I better do the talking.

The dark slit in the door opens. Closes almost immediately.

The door stays closed. Rawley raises his eyebrows.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Maybe they're closed?

Then the sound of a heavy lock unlocking, and the door opens.

Behind it is a BIG MECHANICAL DOORMAN. Not huge, but bigger 
and broader than Gus. The Doorman shifts his gaze -- just 
slightly -- to Rawley, then back to Gus.

GUS
We need to come in.

Some sort of silent sizing-up occurs between them, and the 
Doorman steps aside. Gus goes in, and Rawley -- along with 
his newly acquired second thoughts -- follows.

CONTINUED:
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INT. STAINLESS JOE'S - NIGHT

It's a mechanical nightclub. Barely light enough to see, but 
it's full. Conversation from TABLES OF ROBOTS hums steadily 
alongside music being played by a MECHANICAL PIANO AND BASS 
COMBO.

Rawley and Gus are at the door. Rawley is...surprised.

RAWLEY
Gus...

GUS
simply( )

Well we don't sleep.
beat( )

Wait here.

Gus leaves Rawley standing there alone, out of place, and 
disappears into the crowd.

AT A NEARBY TABLE

TWO ROBOTS are playing cards. There's money on the table. 
Rawley watches. Then he realizes they've stopped and are 
looking at him. One robot slides the money out of view. Both 
keeping their eyes on him. Rawley quickly looks away.

That's when Rawley realizes more and more tables are 
noticing him, stopping their conversations, turning to look.

Luckily Rawley is saved from further scrutiny as:

ONSTAGE

A singer comes out for her performance with the piano and 
bass combo. She's a robot, too; her name is BETTY BLUE.

Betty Blue begins to sing. It's haunting, ethereal, with the 
steady echoing tap of metallic fingers snapping beneath it. 
Decades from now, every retro wannabe torch singer is going 
to be stealing her act big-time.

All eyes in the place are on her, including Rawley's.

The MUSIC continues over:

EXT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

A little out-of-the way building on a little out-of-the way 
street. There's no sign -- if you don't know this is 
Pompadoro's, you probably have no business being here.
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INT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

A well-appointed private club. A BOISTEROUS CROWD is busy 
drinking the hell out of its alcohol.

IN THE MIDDLE OF IT ALL

Sits GUILLERMO POMPADORO, 40, trying too hard to look the 
part of success, surrounded by LACKEYS wanting to curry 
favor with him, the center of his own little sycophantic 
solar system.

POMPADORO
I told him he needs anything else, he 
comes to me. Guillermo Pompadoro's 
gonna take care of it. But if I do, 
he's gonna owe Guillermo Pompadoro 
two favors.

The lackeys all laugh, ha ha, boy what a cut-up this guy is.

BY THE FRONT DOOR

Are a BIG BOUNCER and a SMALLER BOUNCER, sitting on stools. 
The Smaller Bouncer can only be called smaller when he's 
beside the Big Bouncer. The Big Bouncer has fists like two 
baked hams. The Smaller Bouncer has fists like...two smaller 
baked hams.

A sign prominently reads: "Private Club - 'Members' Only"

Below that: "No Guns. No Mechanicals."

EXT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

A BLACK CAR rolls quietly to a stop. Then two more BLACK CARS.

INT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

MOVING IN ON the locked front door.

EXT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

FOUR PAIRS OF BLACK SHOES get out from the first car. At 
least twice that many get out from the other cars.

They walk toward the building, heading just wide of the 
front door. DYNAMITE in one of their hands.

INT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

Noise, glasses clinking, drinking, laughter. Guillermo 
Pompadoro entertaining his audience.

(CONTINUED)
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STILL MOVING IN ON

The locked front door.

INTERCUTTING:

INT. STAINLESS JOE'S - NIGHT

Rawley and every robot in the place watching Betty Blue 
sing, transfixed.

BACK TO:

INT. POMPADORO'S - NIGHT

AND STILL MOVING IN ON the locked front door.

Finally the Big Bouncer perks up, like he heard something 
outside. He glances at the Smaller Bouncer. The two of them 
get up off their stools and move closer to the door.

And closer.

When -- from beside them -- A LITTLE SIDE DOOR, a storage 
room or basement, explodes outward with a bang.

That gets everybody's attention.

So does the GUNFIRE that almost immediately follows, coming 
through the smoke and debris.

The Big Bouncer and the Smaller Bouncer hit the ground as 
THREE MEN WITH TOMMY GUNS come through the side door, firing 
in bursts.

People are screaming, yelling, scattering.

The three men quickly unlock the front door, letting in MORE 
TOMMY GUNS and --

-- Mr. Bones, bringing up the rear. He has a Tommy gun, too.

IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM

Pompadoro's couple of BODYGUARDS barely have time to wrestle 
pistols out of their coats before they're dispatched --

-- leaving Pompadoro scrambling madly to grab ONE OF THOSE 
PISTOLS --

-- and wheeling around, wild-eyed, shooting blindly across 
the room, into the crowd --

(CONTINUED)
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-- only to be cut down by a hail of gunfire from Mr. Bones's 
Tommy gun.

INT. STAINLESS JOE'S - NIGHT

Betty Blue is finishing her song as Gus comes up behind 
Rawley.

INT. STAINLESS JOE'S - BACK TABLE - NIGHT

Quieter here, but that doesn't mean there aren't still a few 
suspicious robot eyes watching from the shadows as Gus and 
Rawley sit down with Velma.

Once again Velma looks out of place, her hands folded in her 
lap like she should be sitting in a church pew instead.

VELMA
I have this.

She opens her hand. She's holding a KEY.

VELMA (cont'd)
The key to Mr. Krönig's apartment. I 
made a copy.

RAWLEY
Let's just...let's just put that 
away...for a minute. I didn't say I'd 
do anything. Yet.

She puts it away.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
You said he wasn't a chimney sweep. 
So what was he?

VELMA
In Germany before he came here he was 
a film director.

RAWLEY
A film director.

VELMA
Yes. He was successful there. But after 
he came to America...he struggled, 
recently, like many people.

RAWLEY
Yeah, well, that happens to the best 
of folks.

(MORE)
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beat( )
RAWLEY (cont'd)

You said he thought maybe he was in 
danger, but you don't know who.

VELMA
I can't imagine anyone ever wanting 
to hurt him.

RAWLEY
He have any family?

VELMA
His wife died in Germany.

RAWLEY
Girlfriend? Maybe somebody else's wife? 
Mistress? Because the one thing I know 
is there's always a --

VELMA
sternly( )

No.

RAWLEY
No, no, of course...I'm sure he was a 
saint. What man would ever.

beat( )
So they got his occupation wrong. 
Still doesn't mean it wasn't an 
accident.

VELMA
And yet you're here.

Fair question. Rawley plays it close to the chest.

RAWLEY
I have a couple of reasons.

VELMA
I suspect I know one of them.

She takes out a HANDFUL OF MONEY from her handbag. If a 
robot can be slightly nervous, well, she seems slightly 
nervous.

Velma leaves half on the table, the key on top. Puts the 
rest back in her handbag.

Rawley quickly puts his hat on the money. The three of them 
looking around to see if anyone noticed; no one did.

(CONTINUED)
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VELMA (cont'd)
The rest of it when you find out what 
happened to Mr. Krönig.

RAWLEY
That's it? Just find out what happened?

VELMA
If you think it will be easy, then 
this is a very good deal for you.

Rawley reaches for the hat --

-- when TWO HUGE METAL HANDS grab him by the shoulders and 
yank him out of his chair.

BEHIND HIM

Is the Big Mechanical Doorman from the front door, flanked 
by his partner, the equally BIG MECHANICAL DOORMAN #2, and a 
smaller robot in a dinner jacket named STAINLESS JOE.

RAWLEY
Gus...?

Gus is still looking up at Rawley when Doorman #2 grabs him 
and hoists him roughly out of his chair.

GUS
Rawley, this is Stainless Joe.

The two of them -- Rawley and Gus -- half-standing, half-
dangling.

RAWLEY
Nice place. Until just recently.

STAINLESS JOE
Is there a problem here?

RAWLEY
I'm going to guess...yes?

Velma is the only one still sitting, small and quiet.

STAINLESS JOE
Were these two disturbing you?

VELMA
No.
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STAINLESS JOE
Gus, you want to tell me what's going 
on?

GUS
Under the circumstances, 
unfortunately I have to decline.

STAINLESS JOE
You don't want to tell me who this is 
and what he's doing in my place.

Rawley realizes his hat with the money under it is still on 
the table.

RAWLEY
We really don't want any trouble...

STAINLESS JOE
I find that hard to believe. Because 
one of you should know better.

He's looking at Gus. The Doormen put them down enough so that 
at least their feet are on the ground. Gus makes a move to go.

GUS
Rawley.

But Rawley doesn't move. Not daring to look at the money, 
not daring to leave it.

STAINLESS JOE
What are you waiting for? That was as 
friendly as it's going to get.

Finally Rawley gives up.

RAWLEY
Yeah, okay. Let's go.

Stainless Joe looks down.

STAINLESS JOE
Hey pal.

Rawley and Gus stop in their tracks.

STAINLESS JOE (cont'd)
Don't forget your hat.

Stainless Joe reaches down and picks up the hat.

There's nothing underneath.
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Almost unnoticed, Velma stands.

VELMA
Excuse me.

Stainless Joe gives the hat to Rawley who takes it, confused.

BEHIND HIM

Velma pushes past, bumping into Rawley and dropping the 
money into his pocket. No one sees.

STAINLESS JOE
Now the two of you better find the 
door. Right now. Or we'll make two 
new ones.

BANG --

EXT. DOWNTOWN ALLEY - NIGHT

-- as the door slams shut on Rawley and Gus.

GUS
Congratulations. I believe you're 
hired. ...Rawley?

Rawley isn't listening. He's holding the key.

THUNDER RUMBLES.

CHAPTER THREE

The Dead Man

INT. HUGO KRÖNIG'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

RAIN SPLATTERS against the outside of the window of the dark 
apartment.

Click. The key in the lock. The door opens.

Rawley and Gus slip in from the hallway. Rawley closes the 
door. But Gus locks it.

Sure feels like the apartment of a dead guy. Everything is 
still where he left it. Dead guy's shoes by the door. Dead 
guy's half-full cup of cold tea.
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They walk slowly into the apartment, looking around. Rawley 
is half talking to Gus, half thinking out loud.

RAWLEY
She said he thought he was in danger. 
So what does that look like? 
Threatening letters. Keeping a pistol 
in the icebox.

beat( )
Anything to do with...you know, 
somebody like Eddie Victor.

GUS
Are you hoping for that?

RAWLEY
For what?

GUS
Eddie Victor.

Rawley hesitates -- just slightly -- before answering.

RAWLEY
No, I'm not hoping. What, do you 
think I'm nuts?

GUS
Just ruling out that possibility.

Gus looks through the open coat closet. Rawley shuffles 
through the mail on the dining room table.

GUS (cont'd)
What do you suppose really happened?

RAWLEY
Well, Dixon thought maybe somebody 
wanted to fix a fight, put a scare 
into the boxer, or worse.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Gus comes in, looking around. Checks in the icebox. No pistol.

GUS
That seems...somewhat excessive.

RAWLEY (O.S.)
But otherwise, what, the boxer's just 
a decoy? 

(MORE)
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Get everyone looking the wrong way, 
RAWLEY (O.S.) (cont'd)

because the one they really want to 
kill is some old guy in his slippers, 
then send the only evidence out the 
window?

GUS
It does sound even more far-fetched.

Then something catches Gus's mechanical eye: Most of the 
cupboards and drawers are ajar.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Old movie posters on the wall with titles like Letztes Jahr 
in Berlin and Der Soldat Besessenheit.

RAWLEY
Far-fetched, yeah.

on the other hand( )
No witnesses. Except one washed-up 
boxer. Nobody asking questions...

Rawley looks at the "Ein Film Von Hugo Krönig" credit at the 
bottom.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Huh.

There's a pile of OLD NEWSPAPERS on the small wooden hutch 
along the wall under the poster. Rawley leafs through the 
headlines: "Eddie Victor's Political Influence", 
"Businessman 'Spats' Lassiter to Run for Mayor", "Mayoral 
Candidate Spats Lassiter's Mob Ties?"...

At the bottom of the pile he finds several envelopes: a 
WESTERN UNION RECEIPT for $200 sent to "Hanna King", plus a 
SHIPPING BILL and a TRAIN TICKET RECEIPT with a date 
circled -- both "Hanna King".

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Gus stands at the door. The dresser drawers are ajar. A box 
has been pulled out from under the bed.

GUS
Rawley?

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

RAWLEY
Yeah?
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INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

GUS
Someone may have already been here.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Rawley looks around as Gus comes in from the bedroom hallway.

Little signs. Bureau drawers have been opened. A dish of 
pens and paperclips knocked onto the carpet.

Then they both freeze as they hear --

-- VOICES in the hall, right outside the door.

LANDLADY'S VOICE (O.S.)
I know I heard someone. I came and 
listened at the door. 

PATROL COP'S VOICE (O.S.)
That's okay, ma'am. We'll take a 
look. If you could unlock the door 
for us.

The SOUND OF THE KEY fumbling in the lock. The door opens --

-- revealing the LANDLADY in her fifties and two clean-cut 
PATROL COPS with shiny badges.

The First Patrol Cop clicks on a FLASHLIGHT. Sweeps the 
empty living room.

The Landlady hangs back by the door, insistently rambling.

LANDLADY
I was in the vacant apartment right 
next door. The one where that...that 
boxer, he lived there all of three 
weeks before that ruckus. And I heard 
them, voices, in here. I listened 
through the door --

FIRST PATROL COP
The station radioed the car as soon 
as you called, ma'am.

LANDLADY
Just now, I heard them -- they were 
talking about a pistol in the icebox.

FIRST PATROL COP
Sure, pistol in the icebox...

36.



INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

The Second Patrol Cop looks into the empty bedroom.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

The First Patrol Cop peers in. No one there.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

The Second Patrol Cop comes in from the bedroom hallway. 
Shakes his head at the first. Nope, nothing.

The two cops step toward the door.

LANDLADY
Wait, where are you going? Aren't you 
going to do something?

SECOND PATROL COP
There's no one here, ma'am.

LANDLADY
But there was. I heard them. I was 
listening --

SECOND PATROL COP
-- through the door, yes. Whatever it 
was, there's nobody here.

As he ushers her out the door.

The First Patrol Cop is only a few steps behind when he stops.

In front of the closed coat closet.

He looks at it for a second. Then reaches out and opens it.

Inside, in the shadows, are Rawley and Gus.

Gus is standing closer; his head tilted down so that his hat 
hides his face.

The First Patrol Cop doesn't even have time to react before 
GUS'S METAL FIST shoots out, punching the cop square in the 
face and knocking him backward, flat on his back, out cold.

Rawley jumps out of the closet and slams the apartment door 
shut. Locks it. Puts the security chain on.

LANDLADY (O.S.)
through the door( )

I told you! I told you! I told you!

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
Great now --

BANG. A GUNSHOT blows a splintered little hole in the door 
beside him.

Rawley drops to his knees and covers his head.

Outside in the hall, the Landlady is SHRIEKING.

Rawley and Gus both look at the unconscious First Patrol Cop 
lying on the floor.

INT. LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

As the Second Patrol Cop tries to open the door --

-- but can't, because the First Patrol Cop has been propped 
up against it.

EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - NIGHT

Rawley and Gus clamber down the metal stairs -- nine 
slippery stories down in the dark and the POURING RAIN.

Rawley looks into the darkness below, into the NARROW 
ALLEYWAY between this building and the shorter NEIGHBORING 
BUILDING.

GUS
There's someone down there.

They stop. Both of them look down --

AT THE GROUND BELOW

-- where a MAN stands wearing a dark hat and dark coat. He 
looks up at Rawley and Gus. We'll call him EVIL OTTO, like 
everyone else does, not necessarily because he's evil, but --

RAWLEY
Is it a cop?

Just as Evil Otto pulls a LONG-BARRELED REVOLVER out from 
under his coat and squeezes off a SHOT up at them.

Okay, so maybe it is because he's evil.

Rawley throws himself down against the wall. Gus crouches 
beside him.

Rawley is genuinely confused.
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RAWLEY (cont'd)
Okay, so yes it's a cop? Or no?

Below them, Evil Otto leans to the side to see if he can get 
a better angle through the fire escape grating. LIGHTS get 
turned on in windows along the fire escape.

Gus looks down again. Rawley looks up. Trying to choose -- 
and deciding that getting arrested no doubt beats getting 
shot.

But then Rawley isn't looking up anymore. Gus follows his 
gaze --

ACROSS THE GAP

-- to the NEXT BUILDING, five stories tall, eight feet away 
and four feet down.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
We could...probably make that? Right?

Gus doesn't look so sure.

BELOW THEM

A SECOND THUG rounds the corner, pistol drawn, joining Evil 
Otto.

ABOVE THEM

The Second Patrol Cop emerges onto the fire escape.

SECOND PATROL COP
Freeze, pol --

He's cut off by MORE BULLETS from Evil Otto and the second 
thug ricocheting off the fire escape. He dives back inside.

Approaching POLICE SIRENS HOWL.

The Second Patrol Cop sticks his gun out and fires blindly 
downward, driving back the two gunmen below.

BACK TO RAWLEY AND GUS

ducking away from the railing as bullets from above clang 
off it. That helps make up Rawley's mind.

RAWLEY
You go first?

(MORE)
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beat( )
RAWLEY (cont'd)

If we don't make it, I don't want you 
landing on me.

Gus moves to the railing.

GUS
If we don't make it, I don't think it 
will matter.

FROM FAR BELOW

Looking up as Gus leaps across the gap, clearing it with 
relative ease.

RAWLEY

gets up on the railing, pumps both his arms and jumps --

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

-- making it --

-- except Rawley's foot skids on the rain-slick edge of the 
roof, and he loses his balance, falling backward.

Gus's hand shoots out and grabs Rawley by the front of his 
coat, yanking him to safety. Rawley can barely catch his 
breath:

RAWLEY
See? Good idea you going first.

EXT. ALLEYWAY - NIGHT

Evil Otto aims up at the edge of the rooftop where Rawley's 
head is just disappearing --

-- just as TWO POLICE CARS screech to a halt at the other 
end of the alleyway.

Evil Otto recognizes his losing odds and, with a last look 
up at the rooftop, shoves the second thug ahead of him out 
of the alleyway.

EXT. ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Flashing red and blue light up the walls of the alleyway 
through the drizzle. From below:
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POLICE SHOUTING (O.S.)
Two of them!... On the ground! They're 
on the street!... Armed and 
dangerous!... Officer down upstairs!...

RAWLEY AND GUS

don't dare move from where they're crouched, hiding behind a 
low wall. Rain-soaked hats droop down over their eyes.

Rawley is breathing hard, wide-eyed, wondering what the hell 
they just ended up in the middle of.

Gus checks his watch.

INT. MILDRED'S DINER - NIGHT

Rawley and Gus are sitting at a booth, soaked through. Gus 
is looking at a menu. A couple of the other tables are 
occupied.

Mildred stops by the booth.

MILDRED
Look at you two. You know it's 
raining out? How are you, Gus?

GUS
Hello, Mildred. Fine, thank you.

MILDRED
Bacon and black coffee. Anything for 
you?

Gus looks at Rawley. Rawley relents.

RAWLEY
Yeah, all right, I'm buying.

MILDRED
Two coffees, black, coming right up.

She takes Gus's menu and leaves.

Rawley reaches inside his overcoat and pulls out a couple of 
envelopes and the train schedule and receipt he took from 
the apartment.

GUS
Oh. I see you took the dead guy's mail.

Rawley gives Gus a look. Then he shows him the "Hanna King" 
receipt.
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RAWLEY
Here. What does that look like to you?

beat( )
It's a woman's name.

GUS
It is a woman's name.

RAWLEY
Now, she didn't want to hear it. But 
this is what I know about, and 
there's always a mistress. And if it 
isn't his --

They're interrupted by Mildred bringing two cups of black 
coffee.

MILDRED
Here you go.

GUS
Thank you, Mildred.

MILDRED
My pleasure. Bacon will be just a few.

Rawley waits until she leaves, then lowers his voice and 
continues:

RAWLEY
And maybe it's not his mistress -- no 
wife, okay -- so maybe it's somebody 
else's. Somebody who wouldn't be 
happy to find out. Look -- he wired 
her two hundred dollars.

GUS
That's not illegal.

RAWLEY
No, it's not illegal. It's suspicious.

GUS
It...isn't.

RAWLEY
ignoring him( )

Lillian said maybe the police think 
Eddie Victor's involved.

GUS
What a remarkable coincidence.

(CONTINUED)
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Rawley takes a sip of his coffee. Gus slowly turns his hot 
cup on the table in front of him as steam rises.

GUS (cont'd)
We're over time.

Rawley looks at him. Then, fine, he fishes out a couple of 
bills from his pocket and pushes them across the table.

RAWLEY
I think it's time to talk to Bert 
Dixon. Maybe not the sharpest cop in 
the cop knife block, but I can trust 
him. We go back -- we know each other.

GUS
Detective Dixon? From the police, who 
were just shooting at us.

RAWLEY
They don't know it was us, or we 
wouldn't be sitting here right now 
while that coffee I bought gets cold. 
But more importantly, who else was 
there? At any rate, your friend Velma 
was right. Something's going on.

GUS
An acquaintance, I would call her.

RAWLEY
Dixon thinks the neighbor was an 
innocent bystander? Not after that. 
Not after tonight he won't.

GUS
You they'll arrest. Me they'll make 
into soup cans.

INT. FLOPHOUSE - NIGHT

Catch Ransom the boxer is asleep in an uncomfortable-looking 
bed in the corner of a tiny room.

SOMEONE BANGING AT THE DOOR wakes him up.

INT. FLOPHOUSE HALLWAY - NIGHT

Where Catch picks up the TELEPHONE left off the hook for him.

CATCH
Yeah? What, right now?
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EXT. FLOPHOUSE STREET - NIGHT

Catch Ransom comes out onto the dingy street, still groggy. 
There's no one else around.

A CAR HORN beeps twice.

Catch turns to look as the lights turn on. Lifts his head a 
bit, wondering if that's who he's looking for --

-- when, behind him, an ENGINE ROARS.

Catch turns just in time for his face to be illuminated by 
the second set of headlights speeding toward him.

THE SECOND CAR

squeals to a stop.

Catch Ransom's battered body drops to the ground behind it.

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

TELEPHONES RINGING and all the other very busy sounds of a 
very busy police precinct. Lots of people and uniforms.

Detective Dixon comes up the stairs to find Rawley waiting 
for him on a wooden bench. For about two seconds Dixon looks 
like he's going to turn around and go back down the stairs, 
but then Rawley sees him and stands up.

DIXON
warily( )

Rawley.

RAWLEY
Hi, Bert. You busy?

DIXON
No, just...police work. On account of 
all hell breaking loose.

RAWLEY
Can I talk to you? In private, 
probably?

DIXON
Sure, because how could that possibly 
not be good news for me? There.

Motioning reluctantly to an empty office off to one side.
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INT. EMPTY POLICE OFFICE - DAY

Boxes stacked on the small desk, probably never to be 
reclaimed. Open blinds on the window looking out on the 
hallway.

Rawley follows Dixon in.

RAWLEY
Should we close the...?

He points a thumb at the door. Dixon shakes his head.

DIXON
Let's at least try not to look 
completely suspicious.

beat( )
So?

Rawley gets ready to lay it on him. Deep breath.

RAWLEY
All right. What if what happened that 
night to the neighbor wasn't an 
accident?

Dixon reaches back without looking and shuts the door. He 
stares long and hard at Rawley, who starts to feel it.

DIXON
What?

RAWLEY
What if...it wasn't an accident. If 
the boxer wasn't who they were after?

DIXON
Yeah?

Rawley shrugs, a little more hesitant, a yeah-maybe shrug.

DIXON (cont'd)
That'd sure make the way somebody 
drove over him with a Chrysler last 
night quite a coincidence.

RAWLEY
The boxer?

DIXON
Officially we call him the dead boxer 
now.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
You don't know who did it.

DIXON
If I did, my job would be pretty 
easy, wouldn't it? So now I got 
another dead body, this one a murder 
for sure, still probably never 
getting solved.

RAWLEY
What about what happened at the 
neighbor's apartment last night?

Dixon stares at Rawley some more.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
I told you I've got...friends.

DIXON
Yeah, well, your friends have any 
tips they wanna pass along --

RAWLEY
He wasn't a chimney sweep --

DIXON
exasperated( )

What are you talking about?

RAWLEY
You think Eddie Victor's behind it?

Dixon doesn't answer right away, like he's contemplating the 
right angle to get into this.

DIXON
First piece of advice: careful with 
that name around here. More of this 
building's probably on his payroll 
than ain't. Or maybe you thought 
everybody just doesn't like you 
because you're you.

RAWLEY
What do you think the real story is?

DIXON
"The real story."

beat( )
You know, I used to be a pretty good 
baseball player. 

(MORE)
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But...turned out I had a bad shoulder 
DIXON (cont'd)

and that was the end of that. So for 
me it was my bad shoulder, for you it 
was your lousy judgment. Somebody 
like you doesn't go up against 
somebody like Eddie Victor. 
Especially not again. So second piece 
of advice? A man's got to look after 
his own neck. We're all on our own -- 
you more than most. But I've got 
faith, Rawley, in my heart, hope 
against hope that you're a changed 
man and you're actually smart enough 
now to listen.

shaking his head( )
Eddie Victor...

INT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Rawley comes out of the room first, looking properly 
chastened. Dixon follows him, glad that's over with, and 
heads the other way.

DOWN THE HALL

Detective Klasko is in conversation with a COUPLE OF OTHER 
COPS, but he's distracted.

His eyes are fixed on Rawley leaving the room.

BACK TO RAWLEY

walking along, slowing down, appearing to think something 
over for all of two seconds, then ducking into a STAIRWELL.

INT. POLICE BASEMENT ARCHIVE - DAY

No windows; nothing except boxes and papers piled high, 
waiting to be filed.

In comes Rawley, carefully peering around the stack on the 
DESK to see: a tiny, nearly petrified old lady who is a 
hundred if she's a day. This is AGNES.

RAWLEY
Hello, Agnes.

Agnes looks up, sees him, begins the slow process of 
recognizing him and smiling.

AGNES
Milo Rawley...

(CONTINUED)
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Delighted, like it's her grandson and she has candy.

RAWLEY
How are you? You look wonderful.

AGNES
Oh, thank you, Milo. They keep me 
around... And how are you? Everybody 
feels...so sorry for you.

RAWLEY
smiling weakly( )

Oh, that's...so nice to hear.

AGNES
It's so thoughtful of you to stop by.

RAWLEY
Yeah...

He waits about as long as he feels is necessary, then:

RAWLEY (cont'd)
You know...as long as I'm here, I was 
wondering if I could ask a favor of 
you...

AGNES
Oh, you know anything you ask me, I'm 
not allowed to do...but I'll do it 
anyway.

RAWLEY
Your file on Eddie Victor...

AGNES
That's a large file.

RAWLEY
I'm wondering about a name, if it 
shows up anywhere. Hugo Krönig. Is 
that the sort of thing you can check?

AGNES
It may not look like it, but I know 
what's in every one of these boxes.

She slowly pulls herself to her feet.

AGNES (cont'd)
Paper, mostly.

She laughs to herself as she turns toward the BACK DOOR.

(CONTINUED)
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AGNES (cont'd)
Krönig...

INT. ARCHIVE ROOM - DAY

Dark, filled to the rafters with filing boxes that will 
never again be looked at.

Agnes shuffles slowly along, passing shelf after shelf.

ON ONE SHELF

are the boxes labeled "EDDIE VICTOR" -- and there are a lot 
of them -- with various dates and subheadings: "The Russian 
Investigation", "Port Surveillance", "Index 1933-1934"...

But Agnes just continues on past --

-- to the TELEPHONE at the end of the aisle.

She picks it up and dials.

INT. POLICE BASEMENT ARCHIVE - DAY

Agnes settles back in behind her desk. Rawley is across from 
her.

AGNES
Sorry, Milo.

RAWLEY
Okay, well, thank you for looking.

He gets up to go.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
I'll stop by and say hello again soon.

AGNES
Take a butterscotch.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DAY

Rawley comes down the stairs to where the Auto-Motive car is 
waiting with Gus behind the wheel.

INT. GUS'S CAR - DAY

Rawley gets in. Gets comfortable. Quiet for a second.

GUS
I take it it went very well.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
He basically told me I'm right.

GUS
Did he tell you you're right?

RAWLEY
What are you doing tomorrow?

As he takes the train schedule out of his pocket and looks 
at the circled arrival time.

EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE - EVENING

All five stars are on display. Several thousand watts of 
chandelier hang over the brass-adorned doors. TWO DOORMAN in 
uniform and gloves.

OFF TO THE SIDE

is a second door, a PRIVATE ENTRANCE, this one manned by TWO 
BODYGUARDS in dark overcoats.

A BLACK CAR pulls to a stop. Mr. Bones gets out and goes 
straight in the private entrance.

INT. EDDIE VICTOR'S LOBBY - EVENING

Being the city's biggest crime boss apparently means you get 
an impressively luxurious private lobby.

Mr. Bones walks across it as the GANGSTERS hanging about 
smartly keep their distance.

Falks, the henchman who was with Mr. Bones at the mayor's 
office, comes up to him.

FALKS
I don't know if you want to bother 
the boss with this...

He nods toward the ornate, closed OFFICE DOOR.

FALKS (cont'd)
...but you remember that photographer 
from a while back, got a little too 
nosy, had to be put in his place?

He holds up a PHOTOGRAPH of Rawley being held upside down by 
a couple of thugs, his broken camera on the ground by his 
head.

(CONTINUED)
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MR. BONES
Did we kill him?

FALKS
Just his career and reputation. Rawley.

Mr. Bones looks at the photo, turns it to see Rawley's 
black-eyed face, and nods.

MR. BONES
Rawley. Right.

FALKS
He's been poking around the cops 
again. Asking about the boss again.

MR. BONES
The lesson seems to have thoroughly 
escaped him. Is he likely to be a 
problem?

FALKS
Honestly, guy's a turnip. But...

He shrugs a maybe.

MR. BONES
Put some men on him.

Mr. Bones starts for the door again.

FALKS
Are you going to tell...

Mr. Bones opens the office door and goes on in, closing it 
behind him without a word.

FALKS (cont'd)
Nope.

EXT. TRAIN STATION PLATFORM - DAY

The TRAIN -- a lean, mean, art-deco machine -- idles as 
DOZENS OF PASSENGERS disembark. Getting greeted by the 
people waiting for them. Lots of hugging and let-me-carry-
that and

RAWLEY AND GUS

in the middle of it.

GUS
We don't know what she looks like.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
No, but my guess is we look for the 
prettiest girl here with no one to 
meet her.

The crowd continues to clear.

GUS
How do we tell who the prettiest girl 
is?

RAWLEY
Well, that you ask an expert.

And there, left alone on the platform, single SUITCASE by 
her side, looking around for who she's supposed to meet --

-- is HANNA KING.

She's late twenties, Hitchcock blonde, perfectly made up and 
well-dressed in coat and gloves. A small SUITCASE beside her.

Rawley approaches her tentatively, still at a distance.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Miss King? Hanna King?

She turns involuntarily. Obviously doesn't know him.

Then she realizes she's pretty much alone with Rawley and 
Gus on the platform.

HANNA
I'm sorry, I have to go. Someone is 
meeting me.

RAWLEY
Hugo Krönig is dead.

Hanna stares at Rawley for moment. Her face gives away 
nothing.

Then, without another word, she turns and makes a beeline 
away from them down the platform.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Miss King --

HANNA
not stopping( )

I'm sorry, I don't know who you're 
talking about.

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
I was a friend of his.

She actually glances over her shoulder at this. At Rawley, 
and at Gus.

HANNA
That I doubt...very much.

She keeps walking. Rawley tries to catch up with her.

RAWLEY
There's more than a little reason to 
believe somebody killed him.

Still walking.

HANNA
You're not the police.

RAWLEY
No, not the police.

HANNA
I don't know who you're talking about.

Gus is trailing them. Glances slowly behind them as they walk.

GUS
Miss?

Hanna doesn't answer. Gus looks forward again.

GUS (cont'd)
Miss, you should come with us.

HANNA
And why would I want to do that?

GUS
Because I don't think you want to go 
with them.

AHEAD OF THEM

Stepping into view at the near end of the platform are THREE 
THUGS in long coats with God-knows-what under them.

Hanna involuntarily slows down.

HANNA
And who are these knuckleheads?

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
Not friends of yours, then --

The TOUGH BASTARD at the front steps forward.

TOUGH BASTARD
Miss?

Hanna stops. So do Rawley and Gus.

TOUGH BASTARD (cont'd)
You'll want to step away from him and 
the clank.

HANNA
So who are you now?

TOUGH BASTARD
We're cops.

HANNA
No one here is a cop.

TOUGH BASTARD
All right...the tough girl act is 
real cute...but I don't care too much 
for cute. So let's just everybody be 
smart and you can act tough...

motions toward himself( )
...away from them.

HANNA
I'm sure the company would be 
delightful but I'll have to take a 
rain check.

TOUGH BASTARD
Lady, I ain't asking.

Rawley shifts slightly toward Hanna, his hand outstretched.

RAWLEY
quietly( )

Hanna, stay where you are --

Hanna looks at Rawley, and at the Tough Bastard.

HANNA
Look, I don't know you, pal...and I 
don't know you. Whatever problem you 
have with each other -- I don't care. 
Go somewhere and wrestle. Now if 
everyone will just move aside...

(CONTINUED)
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The Tough Bastard doesn't move. He opens his mouth to say 
something, then says something else:

TOUGH BASTARD
Who the hell is that?

BEHIND THEM

The last of the passengers on the platform are disappearing 
inside the station, leaving --

-- two pretty obvious GANGSTERS walking slowly up the 
platform.

GUS
Rawley?

Gus turns back toward the Tough Bastard just in time to see 
him motion with his head to the two thugs behind him.

GUS (cont'd)
Get --

The two thugs pull out TOMMY GUNS from under their coats.

GUS (cont'd)
-- down.

Rawley sees, too, exactly at the same time he feels Gus yank 
him roughly by the collar. Gus's other hand is already 
grabbing Hanna by the shoulder.

DOWN THE PLATFORM

Both of the gangsters pull out PISTOLS. 

GUS

half-spins, half-throws Rawley and Hanna to the ground, 
shielding them.

The Tommy guns open fire. Kicking roughly in the hands of 
the thugs. The down-platform gangsters fire back. Bullets 
flying everywhere. A couple of them --

-- bouncing noisily off Gus's back, cutting ragged pockmarks 
in his coat.

The Tough Bastard and his two thug buddies dive for cover, 
still shooting.

That little distraction gives Rawley and Gus enough time to 
scramble, with Hanna in tow --

(CONTINUED)
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BEHIND A PILLAR

-- which gets immediately shot up along with the LUGGAGE 
stacked beside it, then behind --

-- a CART FULL OF SHIPPING CRATES with "Snow White Soap 
Flakes" colorfully emblazoned on the side. Bullets rip into 
them.

Soap flakes everywhere. A swirling cloud of white.

EXT. TRAIN STATION PARKING LOT - DAY

There's a SIDE DOOR, unattended near the end of the parking 
lot. Thump. Something hitting it, hard, from the other side. 
Then --

-- Rawley bursts through, shoulder first, followed by Hanna 
with her suitcase and Gus and a trail of soap flakes.

But almost immediately Rawley skids to a stop --

-- because not fifty feet away are three identical black 
cars, with a NERVOUS GUNMAN standing watch. The Nervous 
Gunman sees them and raises a PISTOL --

RAWLEY
Shit --

-- except instead of firing the Nervous Gunman turns his 
gaze toward --

-- another dark sedan pulling to a stop and the couple of 
tough-looking GANGSTERS in it.

The sedan gangster in the passenger seat gets out and 
produces a TOMMY GUN from under his coat.

The Nervous Gunman panics and fires.

And just like that all hell breaks loose in the parking lot.

The sedan gangster swings his gun up, zeroing in on the 
Nervous Gunman, returning fire --

-- as the Tough Bastard and his thugs from the platform come 
racing out --

-- followed by the gangsters from down the platform --

-- as bullets fly in all directions --

-- as REGULAR FOLKS scatter, shouting, running everywhere -- 
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-- as CARS pull out without looking, a couple of them 
smashing into each other.

The Nervous Gunman is the first to go down as a hail of Tommy 
gun bullets takes the air out of him and several tires.

It's all enough of a commotion that no one is too worried 
about --

EXT. LOADING DOCK - DAY

-- Rawley, Hanna, and Gus crouching behind a truck.

RAWLEY
Come on.

Hanna looks at him in disbelief.

HANNA
Come on?

RAWLEY
Or...stay here.

He doesn't wait for her to say anything. He grabs her hand 
with one hand and her suitcase with the other.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Gus, you go first.

Gus, behind them, looks up at Rawley, who shoots a look back.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
What? You've got the keys!

And so --

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

-- out into the firefight goes Gus, hunched down, trying to 
keep out of sight, followed by Rawley and Hanna.

FROM OVERHEAD

As the three of them wind their way through a maze of 
crashed and parked cars, gunfire, and an increasing number 
of bodies.

One of the platform thugs gets taken out. Then the two 
gangsters from down the platform get caught up against the 
wall and go down, leaving only the Tough Bastard and one 
other platform thug standing.
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By the time the sedan gangster is hit, the driver is shooting 
out the window, too. The last remaining platform thug goes 
down, and the Tough Bastard is left standing alone.

INT. GUS'S CAR - DAY

Gus and Rawley and Hanna reach the car and climb in, staying 
low.

Gus jams the keys into the ignition and cranks the engine.

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

Gus's car starts to move.

The Tough Bastard sees and raises his Tommy gun, firing, 
poking a couple of BULLET HOLES in the side of the car --

-- then turning his attention to the dark sedan with the 
second gangster still behind the wheel as it drives past 
him, machine gun fire flashing from the window.

He stands his ground, keeps shooting. They keep shooting, 
too. Bullets rip into him, throwing him backward, his arms 
spread wide, his finger still on the trigger --

-- but inside the dark sedan, the gunfire has gone silent, 
the driver-gunman now slumped over the steering wheel as --

-- the dark sedan crashes into a parked car.

A couple of POLICE CARS pull into the parking lot, sirens 
and lights going, as cars rush out away from the carnage --

-- Gus's car among them.

EXT. RUSTBIN ALLEY - EVENING

A street, but not much of one. Mostly shuttered storefronts 
and peeling paint. A here and there, in doorways and 
shadows, a HALF-DOZEN FORGOTTEN ROBOTS, either missing 
parts -- an arm, an eye -- or just not working right. 

Gus's car rolls to a stop.

INT. GUS'S CAR - EVENING

Gus in the driver's seat. Rawley and Hanna in the back.

Hanna looks around out the window.

HANNA
Do I want to know where we are?
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GUS
No one will come looking here. For now.

HANNA
And I should trust your judgment 
on...anything? You have a lot of 
people trying to kill you?

RAWLEY
It's been happening more often 
recently.

beat( )
Like when we went to your boyfriend's 
apartment.

HANNA
When what?

RAWLEY
My guess, probably the same ones 
trying to kill us just now.

Hanna almost laughs in disbelief. She shakes her head, open-
mouthed, then:

HANNA
Wait, which ones? The ones in the 
train station, or the ones in the 
parking lot?

Rawley and Gus glance at each other.

RAWLEY
Either...maybe...

GUS
On the positive side, anyone who saw 
us there with you is dead.

HANNA
Your friend has a funny idea of 
positive.

beat( )
Well you're not police. Who are you? 
Private dick? Hired gun?

RAWLEY
I'm Milo Rawley. I'm a photographer. 
This is Gus. This is his car.

HANNA
Unbelievable. So you two are...
partners?

(CONTINUED)
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RAWLEY
Well, not...Gus works for me sometimes 
when I...

He looks at Gus, then gets back on track.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Now like I said, we weren't the only 
ones who went to your boyfriend's 
apartment --

HANNA
Okay, okay, wait -- you keep saying 
that. You keep saying boyfriend.

RAWLEY
You'd prefer a different word?

HANNA
Yes, I'd prefer a different word.

beat( )
Hanna Krönig.

Rawley stares blankly at her, not getting it.

GUS
Her father.

after a second( )
We're sorry for your --

HANNA
Save it. And what do you care, 
anyway? What's in it for you?

RAWLEY
Well, Miss King...or Miss Krönig...
Hanna...

HANNA
Sure, Hanna. We've been shot at 
together -- we're amigos.

RAWLEY
We know your father was a decent guy. 
A friend of his asked us to --

HANNA
A friend of his? My father didn't 
have any friends. He hated everybody. 
But everybody hated him, too, so 
really it worked out all around. And 
there was nothing decent about him. 
He was a sonofabitch. 

(MORE)
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If you cut him open, inside you'd 
HANNA (cont'd)

just find more sonofabitch. Somebody 
killed him? Probably someone who met 
him.

Rawley has no idea what to say to that. But Gus does.

GUS
Why did you come here?

HANNA
What do you mean?

Rawley realizes what Gus is on to.

RAWLEY
You came to see him. He knew you were 
coming.

HANNA
He asked me to. He said he was going 
to make everything up to me, finally. 
I don't know, maybe he knew his 
number was up and it was guilt for 
years of...

waves it off( )
Which I'd maybe believe if I didn't 
know him so well.

RAWLEY
He sent you something.

HANNA
A train ticket.

Rawley has run out of things to ask. He exhales.

RAWLEY
You'll need a place to stay.

HANNA
If you're offering, thanks, but you 
can go to hell. Get me to a hotel.

GUS
That won't be safe. Someone knew we 
were coming to meet you --

RAWLEY
He's right. If they were following 
us, they might be looking for you.
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HANNA
Oh, he's right, is he? Well you're out 
of luck, brother, because you're not 
getting a sleepover out of this...

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

An APARTMENT DOOR opens. Behind it is Lillian, from the 
Daily News.

In the hallway are Rawley, Gus, and Hanna.

RAWLEY
Can we come in?

INT. LILLIAN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Rawley and Lillian are by the door, finishing talking.

LILLIAN
quietly( )

That's all you're going to tell me? 
And yet somehow you arrive at coming 
here as the thing you should do next.

When she puts it like that, Rawley isn't too happy to admit 
it.

RAWLEY
Yes...?

Lillian stands there disapproving of him for several seconds.

LILLIAN
What is that all over you?

RAWLEY
Soap.

INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Hanna sits on the sofa, still wearing her coat and gloves. 
Not exactly comfortable. Gus stands nearby.

GUS
Can I get you anything?

HANNA
No...thank you.

beat( )
Hello.

(CONTINUED)
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Behind Gus is an adorable five-year-old girl in pajamas 
named GRACIE.

GRACIE
to Gus( )

You're Rawley's friend.

GUS
I'm Gus. You're Gracie.

GRACIE
Hello Gus.

She looks at Hanna, who seems a little less at ease around a 
little kid.

HANNA
I'm Hanna.

GRACIE
Hello Hanna.

Rawley and Lillian come into the living room.

RAWLEY
Hi, Gracie.

He tousles the kid's hair. Gracie pushes Rawley's hand away, 
smiling.

GRACIE
Rawley, stop it!

RAWLEY
What are you doing awake so late?

GRACIE
You were making a lot of noise.

RAWLEY
Sorry about that.

LILLIAN
Gracie, this is Hanna.

GRACIE
We met.

LILLIAN
She is going to be staying with us...
for a day or two.

(CONTINUED)
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GRACIE
Okay.

LILLIAN
But you are going to get back in bed 
where you belong. Say goodnight.

GRACIE
Goodnight!

Rawley and Gus and Hanna watch as Lillian trots her off in 
the direction of the hallway. After they're gone:

GUS
I have to return the car.

beat( )
It has bullet holes in it.

RAWLEY
Well that part I wouldn't point out 
to anyone.

He digs out several bills and gives them to Gus.

HANNA
Wait.

Rawley looks at her. She reaches for her suitcase, opens it, 
takes out a BROWN PAPER PACKAGE.

HANNA (cont'd)
This is what he sent me.

Rawley takes it.

HANNA (cont'd)
I didn't open it. Go ahead.

He opens it. Inside is a small 16MM FILM CANISTER, seven 
inches across.

HANNA (cont'd)
He sent it to me a couple months ago. 
For safekeeping. He said it was going 
to change everything. He said he had 
an angle. He told me to bring it with 
me.

Rawley opens the canister to reveal a 16MM FILM REEL.

RAWLEY
You didn't open it?
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Hanna relents.

HANNA
I didn't watch it. I didn't want to 
know. And if that's what got him 
killed, I figure someone'd have to be 
an idiot to want to have it.

beat( )
So it's all yours.

EXT. THE CLAREWOOD ARMS HOTEL - NIGHT

Gus's car pulls away as Rawley steps onto the sidewalk.

Rawley starts toward the front door -- but stops after a 
couple steps.

Footsteps clicking somewhere on the sidewalk behind him stop 
a second after he does.

Rawley turns around. No one there.

Then, from just up the street --

-- A CAR HORN beeps.

Rawley turns to look just as, behind him, a set of 
headlights drives up. It's a POLICE CAR.

A UNIFORMED COP gets out.

UNIFORMED COP
You Rawley? Let's go.

RAWLEY
Where am I going?

UNIFORMED COP
You're getting in the car.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - NIGHT

Gus comes in. Oscar the owner is at his desk, eating a 
sandwich.

Gus hangs his key on the board. Puts a handful of bills into 
the deposit box. Pauses to look at Oscar, who doesn't even 
notice.

Gus signs out of the log and goes into the drivers' room.
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INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lillian is sitting in a chair, drinking tea. Hanna comes in 
from the hall, wearing a dressing gown, hair damp from the 
bath.

All of the Hitchcock-blonde toughness has been scrubbed 
away. Now she just looks like a plainly pretty girl. A more 
vulnerable one.

LILLIAN
I made tea. Help yourself to the 
brandy -- I did.

HANNA
Thank you. You're sure I'm not 
imposing.

LILLIAN
Not at all.

HANNA
I am, I'm sure. But...thank you.

She picks up the cup. Takes a sip.

LILLIAN
Go ahead.

Hanna helps herself to a little BRANDY.

LILLIAN (cont'd)
This isn't wartime.

Hanna helps herself to a little more.

LILLIAN (cont'd)
Rawley told me about your father. I'm 
sorry.

HANNA
Well. Is that all he told you?

Lillian shrugs sympathetically.

LILLIAN
Sounds like there was little love 
lost between you.
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HANNA
Between him and everyone. Especially 
if you were a German director who came 
over here at the same time only you 
were far more successful than he ever 
was. Most girls probably don't grow up 
being told what an asshole Fritz Lang 
is. So other than hoarding resentment, 
the list of things I learned from my 
father is pretty short.

LILLIAN
My daughter...Gracie's mother...left 
after she was born. Gracie wasn't 
even a year old. She came back. Once. 
But we haven't...seen her since.

HANNA
I didn't mean to --

LILLIAN
No, she was a mixed up girl. And I 
blamed myself. And I still do, even 
though...well, I still do. She wasn't 
prepared to be a mother. I wasn't 
prepared to be a mother, so how could 
she...

HANNA
Gracie seems like a lovely little girl.

LILLIAN
Oh, she is. She's wonderful.

HANNA
Her father isn't around?

Lillian pauses, like she's trying to decide just what to say 
about that.

LILLIAN
No. The father is not. Which is best 
for everyone, believe me. It took me 
a long time not to be angry at him. 
My daughter has...poor taste in men.

changing the subject( )
You can stay here as long as you need 
to.

HANNA
Well, it was nice of Rawley to offer 
your hospitality in the first place.
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LILLIAN
I don't know just how...involved you 
are in whatever it is. But be 
careful. Rawley is quite capable of 
getting into trouble.

HANNA
It's pretty well the first thing you 
find out about him, isn't it?

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

A couple of police cars in front.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - FOYER - NIGHT

Rawley is escorted in by a couple of police officers. Mrs. 
Hildebrand is at her desk. Things are kind of hushed.

The door to the mayor's office is open -- inside are Spats 
Lassiter and his brother Cubby.

Detective Dixon hurries in behind Rawley, out of breath.

DIXON
Rawley.

Rawley looks at him, about to ask what the hell --

DIXON (cont'd)
practically mouthing it( )

I have no idea.

Through the door, from behind his desk, Spats catches sight 
of Rawley.

SPATS
This him? Come on.

Pointing. Waving him on in.

Rawley takes a nervous step forward. Dixon moves to follow --

MRS. HILDEBRAND
Detective Dixon, you can wait out here.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

The doors close behind Rawley, leaving him with Spats and 
Cubby, who are both seated at the mayor's desk.
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SPATS
Mr. Rawley, come on in. I'm Mayor 
Lassiter.

RAWLEY
Mr. Mayor, uh...yes, hello.

SPATS
Sit down, sit down.

He manages to half-get up and offer his hand to Rawley, who 
shakes it, still not sure what he's doing here.

SPATS (cont'd)
This is Cubby Lassiter, special 
administrator for the Mayor's office.

Cubby nods hello.

RAWLEY
Hi...

SPATS
So why you're here. Well, I'm a busy 
man -- obviously, right? -- so I'll 
get right down to it. This city has 
an Eddie Victor problem. 

RAWLEY
You want to talk to me about Eddie 
Victor?

SPATS
See, I know you got a history with 
him. I'm not saying that makes you an 
expert or nothing. Hell in this town 
it just means you got a pulse.

Spats leans forward.

SPATS (cont'd)
Listen. This city is dirty. You know 
it. I'm admitting it. Everybody knows 
it. I'm sick of it. Just sick of it. 
It's filthy. It's a cesspool and I'm 
the mayor...and it's because of Eddie 
Victor.

quickly( )
Not that I'm mayor -- I was elected 
fair and square -- but everything 
else, I...I just can't wash my hands 
enough.

(MORE)
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beat( )
SPATS (cont'd)

I can only imagine how you must feel.

RAWLEY
Really...

SPATS
You got to hate him as much as anybody.

RAWLEY
cautiously( )

Maybe not...anybody --

SPATS
Well, what are you going to do about 
it? You're nothing. You're nobody. 
Who cares. Who cares what you think?

RAWLEY
That sounds about right.

SPATS
But. If you had a powerful friend. 
Who also hated that lowlife bastard. 
Who if you found out anything, you 
told him. You and that powerful 
friend might finally be able to do 
something.

beat( )
I mean me.

RAWLEY
Yeah, I...

got it( )
Isn't that kind of a police job?

SPATS
Sure, if you can find enough of 'em 
that aren't in Eddie Victor's pocket. 
Best of luck.

RAWLEY
But...I'm just a photographer --

SPATS
Mr. Rawley, your business is your 
business...

CUBBY
But we know you're no saint.

Rawley half-turns, having forgotten Cubby was there. When he 
turns back, Spats is looking at him expectantly.
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SPATS
So...? You in?

RAWLEY
not very convincingly( )

Yeah, sure...

SPATS
Yeah?

RAWLEY
Yeah. Yeah, let's get that...low-life 
bastard...

Spats doesn't seem to get that Rawley isn't actually 
convinced. He smiles smugly.

SPATS
Now, don't it feel good to have 
friends?

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - FOYER - NIGHT

The doors open and Rawley comes out. Spats and Cubby stand 
in the office behind him, wearing big fake smiles.

SPATS
Thank you for your time, Mr. Rawley.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Spats and Cubby keep the big fake smiles on their faces 
until Rawley is gone, then:

CUBBY
Whaddya think?

SPATS
I think if he's gonna keep nosing 
around -- he finds anything out, I 
wanna know what.

EXT. HOTEL ENTRANCE - NIGHT

A black car pulls to a stop and Mr. Bones gets out. Goes 
inside.

INT. EDDIE VICTOR'S LOBBY - NIGHT

Mr. Bones strides with purposeful, mechanical steps across 
the lobby. All around him, MEN WITH GUNS stand at half-
attention, like they're getting assembled for something.
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A man in a fancy suit -- NAVARRA, 40s -- hurries up to him.

NAVARRA
Mr. Bones.

Mr. Bones doesn't slow down.

NAVARRA (cont'd)
Mr. Bones, I have to see Eddie.

MR. BONES
I'm afraid that is not possible.

NAVARRA
Am I out? Is that it?

MR. BONES
Out.

NAVARRA
Am I getting shut out? He won't talk to 
me. He won't see me face to face --

MR. BONES
Mr. Navarra. Look around, please. If 
it looks like we are preparing to go 
to war, that is only because we are 
preparing to go to war. If Mr. Victor 
does not have time or attention at 
this moment...please do not take it 
as a personal affront.

Navarra is sufficiently placated. And put in his place.

NAVARRA
Okay, can...can you just tell him I 
came to see him?

MR. BONES
Of course.

And with that he goes to the office doors, opens them, goes 
in. The doors close behind him.

INT. EDDIE VICTOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Makes the mayor's office look like a high-school vice-
principal's, by comparison. There's no bearskin rug or 
fireplace, but it looks like the kind of place that should 
have a bearskin rug and fireplace.

Mr. Bones stands in front of the closed doors.
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The big leather chair behind the giant mahogany desk is empty.

There's no one else in the room.

CHAPTER FOUR

Ein Film Von Hugo Krönig

EXT. PALAIS-ROYALE CINEMA - DAY

It's a seedy little building in a seedy part of town. The 
way the rickety marquee fails to do justice to the grand 
name just makes things worse.

INT. PALAIS-ROYALE LOBBY - DAY

Adorned with burlesque-ish girlie posters.

Rawley and Gus are here with IDA, the older, seen-everything 
owner, who's just finishing taking cash from Rawley.

IDA
You got one hour. You want me to 
stay, get it set up, keep an eye on 
things?

RAWLEY
No, just show Gus.

IDA
Customer's always right.

She gives the two of them a firm look before turning toward 
the projection booth stairs.

IDA (cont'd)
under her breath( )

I get nothing but weirdos here.

INT. PALAIS-ROYALE THEATER - DAY

The theater itself is small: only a few dozen dingy, maroon, 
squeaking seats.

Rawley sits in one of them. The PROJECTOR OVERHEAD begins to 
flicker, lighting up the screen in front. A second later, 
Gus sits down beside Rawley.
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ON RAWLEY AND GUS

as they watch.

Starting off with Rawley squinting, figuring out exactly 
what he's looking at.

Then for a little bit it seems like nothing is happening.

Then a moment of recognition.

And then --

-- the holy shit moment.

Rawley involuntarily straightens in his seat.

Gus doesn't move.

Rawley's eyes stay wide.

They finish watching in silence until the film runs out.

RAWLEY
after a beat( )

We'd better watch that again.

Gus gets up.

LOOKING AT THE SCREEN

As the film starts again. It's a wide angle of an office, a 
big one, looking in the big windows, maybe from across the 
street.

Looking closely one might realize it's Spats Lassiter's 
office, and we're looking at the back of Spats Lassiter's 
head as he paces --

FLASHBACK: INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - EVENING

-- behind his desk. The door is closed. His brother Cubby 
paces on the other side of the room.

SPATS
You'd think we woulda heard from him 
by now, right?

CUBBY
You'd think.
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SPATS
Right? 'Cause I can think of two 
explanations. One, the Russian got 
him. Two, he's decided to make peace 
with the Russian, and we can go to 
hell, and now we're just waiting for 
a --

-- KNOCK-KNOCK at the door, heavy and booming.

Spats and Cubby freeze. Don't even dare to breathe. Spats 
reaches inside his coat and pulls out a REVOLVER. Cubby puts 
a hand in his own coat.

SPATS (cont'd)
Who is it?

It's Eddie Victor's voice, impatiently, through the door:

EDDIE VICTOR (O.S.)
Open the door, Mr. Mayor.

SPATS
That him?

Cubby gives a seventy-percent-sure shrug. Spats gives him a 
go-ahead nod to open the door. Cubby unlocks it. Opens it.

In come Eddie Victor and TWO HENCHMEN, one of whom is 
carrying a long, thin WOODEN BOX.

Spats is relieved. At least a little. Lowers his revolver. 
Cubby takes his hand out of his coat.

EDDIE VICTOR
You look like a panicky schoolgirl 
with that thing.

Spats sheepishly puts the revolver on his desk.

SPATS
Well, I was...you know, all things 
considering...someone trying to kill 
me...the letters and telephone calls...

EDDIE VICTOR
doesn't get it( )

Letters? What are you...?
(MORE)
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carrying on( )
EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)

Now listen...you're all worked up 
some Russian and his roomful of hired 
guns, keeps saying he's gonna kill 
you, but I'm going to tell you this: 
it's how you maintain your composure 
that separates the men from the 
panicky schoolgirls. Now, the 
Russian...

He sits down in a visitor's chair opposite the desk, motions 
for Spats to take a seat --

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
Please.

-- which Spats happily does, behind his desk. Cubby sits 
down in a chair off to the side.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
The Russian won't cause you any more 
trouble.

Spats lets out a relieved breath that he's been holding for 
days.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
So I've come here in person to 
celebrate with you. I'm glad to be 
rid of him.

SPATS
Are you sure...?

Eddie Victor gives Spats a look and pats the coat pocket 
where his gun obviously is.

EDDIE VICTOR
I put the finishing touch in myself.

motioning( )
Let's open that up...

The first henchman puts the wooden box on the desk. Eddie 
Victor opens it, revealing a silver SWORD in its scabbard. 
He picks it up and draws the sword out.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
Know what this is? The Russian's 
prized possession. Had it hanging in 
his office. Thought it made him more 
intimidating. Or noble. I dunno. 
Nice...
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He puts down the sword. Turns to his henchmen.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
Bring that over here, too. Find us a 
couple glasses.

The second henchman brings over a bottle of COGNAC. Eddie 
Victor takes it and is about to put it on the desk when he 
sees the revolver still sitting there.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
Hey, put that pea-shooter away.

Spats looks embarrassed. Slides open his desk drawer.

EDDIE VICTOR (cont'd)
This is courtesy of the Russian, too. 
Turns out he's a lot more generous 
with a few bullets in him. So let's 
have a drink. Rest his --

Spats picks up the revolver to put it away.

Juggles it. It hits the desk.

The revolver goes off.

The bullet hits Eddie Victor square in the heart.

His eyes go wide. His mouth forms an O. But he's already dead.

The shattered remains of the cognac bottle slip out of his 
hand, hitting the floor.

Spats's mouth is open, too. A tiny gasp of air slips out. He 
picks up the gun, like maybe something's wrong with it, like 
maybe he can fix what just happened.

The two henchmen are stunned, too. As is Cubby. For a second 
nobody moves.

Then one of the henchmen takes a step toward the desk.

Spats looks up.

Eddie Victor's body starts to slump forward.

The henchman's footsteps quicken.

Spats realizes what he has to do.

He raises the revolver and shoots the henchman. He lets out 
a squeaky little shriek as he does it.
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By this point the second henchman is moving, too, reaching 
reflexively inside his coat, pulling out his gun but --

-- Cubby, behind him, shoots him.

And then it's just the two Lassiter brothers standing, wide-
mouthed and stunned. Two dead henchmen. One dead Eddie Victor.

INT. DARKROOM - AFTERNOON

The door is closed. Rawley is working in the dim red light.

QUICK CUTS

Opening up the film reel canister.

Holding up the film, looking for a frame.

Putting the frame in the printer.

Rinsing the newly made print in the developing bath.

INT. RAWLEY'S OFFICE - AFTERNOON

Rawley comes out of the darkroom, closing the door behind him.

He's halfway to his desk when he hears VOICES in the hall. 
He stops. Watches the door warily.

The voices are in the outer office right outside his door. 
He can see shadowy shapes against the frosted glass window.

Rawley doesn't dare move. Or breathe.

Then someone kicks in the door. Splintered wood and broken 
glass.

In strides Falks, along with two other GANGSTERS and Mr. 
Bones.

FALKS
You alone, pal?

Mr. Bones steps into the office. He's carrying a LARGE 
SATCHEL.

MR. BONES
Sit.

Rawley sits down behind the desk, almost involuntarily, like 
there's a heavy invisible hand on his shoulder. Mr. Bones 
stands in front.
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MR. BONES (cont'd)
Several men...including mine that 
were supposed to be following you...
were killed yesterday at the train 
station in an altercation that left 
no man standing, with gunmen we have 
yet to identify. Do you know who they 
were?

In what might have all been one breath, were Mr. Bones the 
breathing type.

Rawley looks around at Falks and the two other gangsters, 
all of whom are armed.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
Mr. Rawley, you would have to be an 
imbecile to lie to me right now.

And so Rawley lies.

RAWLEY
I...I have no idea. I haven't been to 
the train station in...months...I 
don't even remember. They were 
following me?

Mr. Bones stares at him. For a long moment. Then, apparently 
satisfied:

MR. BONES
As for you, Mr. Rawley...

He lifts the large satchel up and sets it down heavily on 
the desk. Unzips it.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
The last time you were caught 
invading Mr. Victor's privacy, you 
were given a generous second chance. 
There will be no more generosity from 
Mr. Victor this time. Nor from me.

He takes a Tommy gun out of the satchel and snaps in the clip.

Rawley's blood runs cold. His mouth is dry. But --

-- he's also thinking.

RAWLEY
Maybe you want to send your men out 
of the room for a minute.
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MR. BONES
Would I.

RAWLEY
There's something maybe you'd want to 
discuss before you...did that.

Mr. Bones doesn't say anything for a second. Then:

MR. BONES
Wait outside.

Falks and the two gangsters are surprised, but they go on 
out the door into the outer office.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
The customary desperate final plea.

RAWLEY
That wall is pretty thin.

Mr. Bones pauses again. Then:

MR. BONES
loudly( )

All the way out.

Falks and the two gangsters can be heard talking to each 
other as they go out into the stairwell.

Mr. Bones looks at Rawley expectantly.

RAWLEY
The way you're talking about Eddie 
Victor...it's like you're talking 
about him like he's still alive.

Nothing from Mr. Bones.

Rawley motions hesitantly toward a chair. Mr. Bones sits.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
realizing( )

You didn't know. If anybody knew you 
would. But obviously you know 
something happened to him.

MR. BONES
after a beat( )

And in your...scenario, how did this 
occur?
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RAWLEY
Spats Lassiter killed him.

MR. BONES
Spats Lassiter. The idiot mayor.

RAWLEY
At the mayor's office. Your boss, two 
other of your guys that aren't around 
anymore...and he had a sword.

Mr. Bones raises his head, slowly, every so slightly.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
So...

MR. BONES
I appreciate your candor, Mr. Rawley, 
but unfortunately for you --

His fingers grip the Tommy gun in his lap.

RAWLEY
I have evidence.

MR. BONES
beat( )

And what is this evidence?

RAWLEY
I'm not telling. But it's how I know.

MR. BONES
And where is this evidence?

RAWLEY
Somewhere very safe.

MR. BONES
And does anyone else know about this 
evidence?

RAWLEY
Yes.

Mr. Bones stares at him. Bit of a stalemate.

And Rawley realizes something else.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
If anyone finds out Eddie Victor's 
dead, it's over for you, too, isn't 
it...
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Another pause.

Then Mr. Bones lifts his Tommy gun --

-- and pops the clip out.

MR. BONES
Be very careful, Mr. Rawley.

He puts the gun back into the satchel and closes it. Stands 
and turns toward the door.

RAWLEY
Okay now, I just gave you a valuable 
piece of information --

MR. BONES
And I spared your life, for the 
moment. I would say you still owe me.

RAWLEY
Is there a cop named Klasko on your 
payroll?

Mr. Bones stops. Turns slowly back to him.

MR. BONES
Do you think I would tell you if 
there was?

beat( )
But I highly doubt Detective Klasko is 
on anyone's payroll. Some people just 
do not know what is good for them.

And he leaves.

INT. MILDRED'S DINER - NIGHT

The place is mostly empty. OFFICER BAKER, 20s, blonde and 
blue-eyed, sits at a booth behind a plate of meatloaf.

Rawley drops into the seat across from him. Officer Baker 
looks up, surprised, cheeks full.

OFFICER BAKER
Hey, Rawley.

RAWLEY
You got a second?

OFFICER BAKER
Sure. What's up?
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RAWLEY
lowers his voice( )

That night you called me, the 
mechanical who took a dive off the 
ninth floor...

OFFICER BAKER
Oh yeah...

RAWLEY
Who told you to call me?

OFFICER BAKER
What makes you think anyone told me 
to call you?

Chewing to buy a few seconds. He manages to meet Rawley's 
gaze briefly, then tries to hide an I've-been-caught look.

OFFICER BAKER (cont'd)
Come on, Rawley.

RAWLEY
Who?

OFFICER BAKER
relenting( )

Dixon.

RAWLEY
Dixon told you to call me?

OFFICER BAKER
He said not to tell you. I didn't ask 
why... What gives, Rawley?

Rawley is still letting that sink in.

RAWLEY
Nothing...Dixon's just...guess he 
didn't want me to know he was 
throwing some charity my way.

OFFICER BAKER
He's a good guy.

RAWLEY
Yeah...say, don't tell him you told 
me. I don't want him to feel 
embarrassed.

Rawley looks out the window. Rises to leave.
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RAWLEY (cont'd)
Enjoy the meatloaf.

INT. GUS'S CAR - NIGHT

In front of Mildred's. Rawley gets in. Gus starts the car. 
As they drive away:

RAWLEY
still slightly puzzled( )

Dixon had him call me.

GUS
Detective Dixon needed you in order 
to fabricate the truth. He knew you 
would believe whatever he told you, 
you'd take the photographs he wanted 
you to, and then it would be in the 
newspaper and it would be the 
accepted explanation. Other than that 
you probably weren't important.

RAWLEY
beat( )

Why do you got to be the only one who 
doesn't lie to me, Gus?

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Spats Lassiter is standing with his hands on his desk, 
leaning over it.

Cubby and Evil Otto -- the gunman from the alleyway 
shootout -- sit opposite. Two armed THUGS are inside the 
door, SEVERAL MORE just outside.

SPATS
So Eddie Victor's right-hand clank 
and three guys go see the 
photographer, have a nice, friendly 
sit-down, then they leave...

EVIL OTTO
Ten minutes later.

SPATS
...ten minutes later. All peaceful.

CUBBY
So you think he picked sides? If he 
told the clank anything...

Spats gives him a look. Then sinks slowly into his chair.
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SPATS
Let's just...calmly think this out. 
What do we think he knows?

CUBBY
He might know everything --

SPATS
That's not helping anybody be calm!

Everybody shuts up while Spats narrowly avoids a heart attack.

SPATS (cont'd)
And we don't know where he is.

EVIL OTTO
Not at his office, not his hotel --

SPATS
How many men we got? We're down how 
many after the train station?

Cubby makes a vague, slightly confused gesture at the thugs 
outside the office.

SPATS (cont'd)
I want more.

CUBBY
How many more?

SPATS
More. More. I want every dirty cop, 
every dirty cop's brother, and I want 
them all right here. And then we're 
going to make that clank sorry he 
ever got welded together.

CUBBY
What about the photographer?

SPATS
Maybe he's got something, maybe he 
don't...and maybe we don't know where 
he is...but we're going to make sure 
he doesn't do anything stupid.

He raises his head. Dead serious.

SPATS (cont'd)
He got any family?

Blank looks from Cubby and Evil Otto.
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DIXON (O.S.)
He might...

Detective Dixon is standing off to one side. Everybody else 
looks at him.

SPATS
How's that work? He might?

DIXON
There's a kid, the mother skipped 
town a while back, lives with the 
grandmother.

SPATS
Is it his kid?

DIXON
That's the "he might" part. He thinks 
it is.

CHAPTER FIVE

The Knock at the Door

INT. LILLIAN'S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Lillian, in her housecoat, answers the URGENT KNOCK at the 
door. It's Rawley and Gus.

INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Rawley, Gus, and Lillian are here with Hanna. Hanna looks 
like she was just woken up thirty seconds ago and threw on 
her clothes.

Which is probably what happened.

HANNA
I guess I probably knew that, right?

As she stuffs her things into her suitcase.

RAWLEY
That your father was a blackmailer?
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HANNA
Here, hold on to this...film. Keep it 
safe. I haven't talked to you in two 
years.

RAWLEY
Yeah, well, he probably thought he'd 
catch some late-night bribes. Ladies 
of the evening, maybe. Doubt he knew 
what he'd end up with.

HANNA
Can't believe I showed up. Thinking 
there might be something in it for me.

RAWLEY
It's not safe here. Dixon knows I 
know Lillian.

LILLIAN
Does he know how thrilled I am about 
that?

Gus has come up behind them.

GUS
Rawley?

Rawley takes a step toward him. Gus lowers his voice.

GUS (cont'd)
Detective Dixon knows about you and 
Lillian.

beat( )
And about you and Lillian's daughter. 
And her little girl.

Rawley realizes what he's saying. Shoots an involuntary 
glance down the hallway.

GUS (cont'd)
I'll stay here.

Rawley turns, nodding, back to Hanna and Lillian.

RAWLEY
Gus will stay here. From now on, new 
rule: everybody listens to Gus.

LILLIAN
warily( )

Rawley...?
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Gus takes out the car keys.

GUS
Do you need the car?

RAWLEY
No, just in case you do. What about 
another driver? You trust them?

GUS
Yes. But not without someone finding 
out...

RAWLEY
That's okay. I've got somebody owes 
me a favor.

EXT. APARTMENT ENTRANCE - NIGHT

A TOW TRUCK with "EMMETT'S TOWING" crudely painted on the 
side.

Rawley opens the door and ushers Hanna inside --

INT. TOW TRUCK - NIGHT

-- where Emmett, so far best known for punching Rawley in 
the diner, is behind the wheel.

RAWLEY
You know where you're going?

EMMETT
Yep.

Neither of them looking at each other.

HANNA
So...you guys are friends?

EXT. KLASKO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

A little house on a quiet little street, nestled closely in 
between other similar little houses. It's the middle of the 
night.

The "Emmett's Towing" truck pulls away behind Rawley and 
Hanna. Rawley RAPS on the front door.

HANNA
And what about this guy? He know you?
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RAWLEY
Yeah.

beat( )
He doesn't like me.

HANNA
You don't say.

The PORCH LIGHT comes on.

Klasko opens the door in his undershirt. Recognizes Rawley. 
Isn't happy about it.

KLASKO
This better be a nightmare.

RAWLEY
I think you're going to want to hear 
this.

The door swings open. Klasko has a PISTOL in his other hand.

KLASKO
That so?

INT. KLASKO'S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

Rawley and Hanna are in Klasko's front room. Klasko turns 
off the light at the front.

RAWLEY
...and I swear, on my --

KLASKO
Get your hand down. Get away from the 
window.

KLASKO'S WIFE appears in the hallway.

KLASKO'S WIFE
What's going on?

KLASKO
Go back to bed.

KLASKO'S WIFE
You're going to wake the children.

Klasko picks up the TELEPHONE and begins dialing.
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KLASKO
to his wife( )

Go back to bed. Get me some pants, 
then go back to bed.

on the telephone( )
It's Klasko. I'm bringing someone in --

INT. POLICE STATION - DUTY DESK - NIGHT

A young, fresh-faced cop named RENA is on the other end, 
listening carefully, her face serious.

RENA
Yes, sir...

She takes a pen and paper, and scribbles quickly.

INT. KLASKO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

KLASKO
on the telephone( )

Take that directly to Captain McAvoy. 
No one else. I'll be there in ten 
minutes.

He hangs up. Turns to Rawley and Hanna.

KLASKO (cont'd)
I can trust that kid, and I trust the 
Captain. That's two. That's a start.

INT. POLICE STATION - DUTY DESK - NIGHT

Rena hangs up. Grabs the paper she was scribbling on and 
swivels on her chair to stand --

-- only to find Dixon standing right behind her.

DIXON
That's for the Captain? Here, let me 
run that up for you.

RENA
Uh...

DIXON
It's all right. I know what's going 
on. He told you how important this 
is, right? Not a word to anyone.
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INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lillian has dozed off, upright in the corner of the sofa. 
Gus sits motionless in an armchair.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - NIGHT

The ELEVATOR at the end of the hall dings. The doors begin 
to open --

INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Gus hears it. Raises his head slowly.

Heavy footsteps approaching in the hall.

Gus gets up, steadily.

Lillian stirs. Opens her eyes.

Gus turns toward the door.

A second of silence.

Then the door explodes inward as the HULKING ROBOT behind it 
punches it off the hinges.

Lillian gives a startled cry and scrambles off the sofa.

Gus and the Hulking Robot face each other as it steps into 
the room. It's easily twice Gus's size, its huge trench coat 
barely fitting over its shoulders.

GRACIE (O.S.)
Grandma?

Both Gus and the Hulking Robot look over to see --

STANDING IN THE HALLWAY

-- little Gracie, in her pajamas.

LILLIAN
Gracie, get back in your room and 
close the door -- !

The Hulking Robot turns toward Gracie.

Gus moves quickly to cut him off --

-- only to be swatted aside near-effortlessly.
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Somehow, miraculously, Gus manages to keep his balance, 
teetering on one heel before throwing himself forward again 
and grabbing the Hulking Robot.

Enough of a distraction for Lillian to run down the hallway 
to Gracie's room.

What happens next is ugly.

What happens next is that the Hulking Robot grabs Gus with 
his free hand and pulls him off, then holds him and pounds 
him mercilessly.

It sounds like a machine-shop press. Hammering Gus 
repeatedly, denting him, cracking the glass in one eye.

Eventually Gus drops into a crumpled heap.

The Hulking Robot stands over him for a moment, making sure, 
then turns to move away --

-- only to have Gus swing his legs out, tripping the Hulking 
Robot, sending it pitching forward and destroying the chair 
it lands on.

Gus pulls himself unsteadily to his feet.

The Hulking Robot, on the other hand, seems hardly bothered 
as it gets back up, turning around to face Gus --

-- just in time for Gus to launch himself forward, grabbing 
onto the Hulking Robot again.

This time he holds on with everything he's got.

No matter how hard he gets pummeled -- and he gets pummeled 
punishingly hard -- he doesn't let go.

Gus kicks his feet at the Hulking Robot's legs, occasionally 
tripping him up, and the two of them spin around the living 
room that way, in a lurching, furniture-destroying waltz.

BEHIND THEM

Lillian comes out of the hallway, carrying Gracie, heading 
for the door --

-- as Gus and the Hulking Robot totter toward the BIG LIVING 
ROOM WINDOW --

-- and then right into it --
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EXT. APARTMENT WINDOW - NIGHT

-- and then right through it, glass shattering and torn 
curtains streaming out into the night air --

-- five stories up above the STREET below.

Gus and the Hulking Robot are face-to-face.

And then they're not, as the Hulking Robot falls away, 
nothing beneath him.

Gus, hanging onto a thin ledge, watches it plummet to the 
ground --

-- where it gets creamed by a MILK TRUCK screeching to a halt.

INT. LILLIAN'S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Lillian has stopped by the door, clutching Gracie in her 
arms, looking at the place where her living room window used 
to be.

And then Gus appears, pulling himself up, dragging himself 
in, the broken glass of the window shredding his coat.

INT. APARTMENT LOBBY - NIGHT

Gus in front, carrying Gracie, Lillian close behind.

EXT. APARTMENT ENTRANCE - NIGHT

As Gus peers around the corner onto the street. Onlookers 
are starting to gather around the accident; the driver is 
out of the truck, broken milk bottles spilled everywhere.

A gangster-type jumps onto the sideboard of a car as it 
pulls away, tires squealing, across the street.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - NIGHT

Oscar jerks awake as Gus bursts in with Gracie and Lillian. 
Gus is broken, dented, dirty, tattered -- Oscar can't 
believe what he's seeing.

OSCAR
What the...

Gus doesn't even look at him. Just goes straight on through 
to the drivers' room --

OSCAR (cont'd)
Hey!

(CONTINUED)

93.



-- emerging ten seconds later without Lillian or Gracie.

Again he doesn't look at Oscar as he goes straight on out.

OSCAR (cont'd)
Hey! You can't --

He turns toward the drivers' room --

OSCAR (cont'd)
What the hell's going on in there?

-- but when he tries to go in, there are TWO ROBOT DRIVERS 
standing at the door, shoulder-to-shoulder. He's not getting 
in there.

No one's getting in there.

INT. KLASKO'S CAR - NIGHT

Klasko is driving. Rawley in the passenger seat, Hanna in 
the back.

KLASKO
When we get there, don't stop. Don't 
talk to anyone.

RAWLEY
How many cops are on our side?

KLASKO
Out of everybody? My guess? Half. 
Maybe.

beat( )
Tonight, this shift, maybe not so many.

HANNA
I'm feeling much safer.

EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT - NIGHT

As Klasko's car rolls in. The parking lot is basically 
closed off by buildings on three sides.

The car stops. Klasko opens his door and gets out.

KLASKO
Okay, come on.

Rawley gets out, too, then opens Hanna's door for her to do 
the same.

Klasko turns to go and sees --
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-- MEN WITH GUNS coming out of the shadows. Not cops. Dixon 
is with them.

DIXON
Nobody has to get hurt.

Klasko puts his hands slowly in the air.

KLASKO
What a surpri --

Dixon raises his pistol and pulls the trigger.

Hits Klasko in the chest -- once. Fires again -- twice. 
Klasko slumps against the car and sinks to the ground.

Dixon points his pistol at Rawley and Hanna.

DIXON
I told you: every man looks after his 
own neck. Don't get all sad-eyed with 
me now you didn't look after yours.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

The front of City Hall has been fortified with cars, lots of 
dark-suited MEN WITH GUNS, and TWO BIG ROBOTS. It looks 
downright impregnable.

A PADDY WAGON arrives, and several of those men with guns -- 
cops or thugs or probably both -- manhandle Rawley and Hanna 
out of it.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Clunk.

The film canister lands on Spats Lassiter's desk, having been 
freshly frisked out of Rawley's possession by Evil Otto.

Cubby looks out over Spats's shoulder. Dixon has a gun on 
Hanna. SEVERAL THUGS stand guard at the entrance to the 
office.

Spats opens the canister. Takes out the film reel. A moment 
as he absorbs just what it means.

SPATS
So this...

looking up( )
Sorry about your dad. Your...dear 
old...blackmailing...dead dad.
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Looking for a reaction from Hanna. Not getting it. Turning 
to Rawley.

SPATS (cont'd)
And you, all those years, I bet, 
dreaming about getting revenge on 
Eddie Victor, guess you wasted your 
time, huh? You the only ones who know 
about this?

RAWLEY
No.

SPATS
Who else knows?

RAWLEY
You know, I forget --

Crack -- as a punch from Evil Otto snaps his head to the side.

Spats picks up a gun from his desk and points it at Rawley.

SPATS
This help you remember? The clank know?

HANNA
Maybe if you kill him he'll 
definitely tell you.

RAWLEY
Hey, just...

Spats swings the gun over to point it at Hanna.

SPATS
Yeah? Well maybe if I --

HANNA
Then you'll never get your money 
back. So maybe we can make a deal.

That hits Spats hard. He hesitates, still holding the gun 
but looking back and forth between Rawley and Hanna, 
perplexed.

SPATS
to Hanna( )

You have the money?

Hanna doesn't say anything. Just stares back at him.
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SPATS (cont'd)
to Rawley( )

You know where it is?

RAWLEY
Uh...

Evil Otto winds up and punches Rawley again, in the jaw.

Rawley gets a look on his face, then spits out a bloody 
tooth onto the carpet. Hanna quickly moves her shoe out of 
the way.

SPATS
Hey not in here! Take them somewhere 
where you can help them remember. 
Show them just what kind of deal I'll 
make.

Evil Otto and a SECOND THUG grab Rawley and Hanna, haul them 
up, and start to walk them out.

As Rawley gets shoved past, close to Dixon:

RAWLEY
Bert...I hope you die.

DIXON
You know, that makes me feel okay, 
Rawley. You never get what you want.

And they're roughly ushered out.

SPATS
Tell them to start getting ready to 
roll down there. That clank's not 
going to know what hit him.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

Among the THUGS the front of the building are MEN WITH 
BADGES, and some WITHOUT -- but all of them with guns.

MAN WITHOUT BADGE
Hey, if I'm an official police deputy 
does that mean I get a badge?

The other men without badges seem to think that's pretty 
funny. A scruffy-looking one with a badge does not.

MAN WITH BADGE
Shut up.
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He notices something. Turns to look down the street.

MAN WITH BADGE (cont'd)
Hey.

Reaches out to tap one of his badge-wearing buddies on the 
shoulder.

DOWN THE STREET

Racing toward them are two sets of headlights. Two big sets 
of big headlights. They belong to --

TWO BIG DELIVERY TRUCKS

-- and they're picking up speed, not slowing down. Heading 
straight for the front steps of City Hall.

The men realizes what's about to happen just in time to 
scatter and dive out of the way -- a couple of them firing 
off a few rounds --

-- as the two trucks crash into the fortifications.

The first truck squeals to a halt, its back end skidding 
around ninety degrees, smashing into a couple of parked cars.

The second truck keeps going, up the stone steps, piling 
right into -- and through -- one of the big robots, and on 
through the front doors.

Out of the first truck jump several GANGSTERS with Tommy 
guns and -- more importantly -- shotguns. The shotgun 
gangsters go to work on the second big robot, taking it out 
of commission.

INT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

The second truck rolls to a stop. Flames under the hood. 
Gasoline spilling everywhere. Catching fire. Spreading.

The door opens, and out steps the driver --

-- Mr. Bones.

Gun-toting gangsters stream in behind him.

The lights flicker.
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INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Evil Otto looks up at the flickering lights. He's following 
Rawley and Hanna down the hall, gun out. In front of them, 
leading the way, is the Second Thug.

Muffled rumbling from far below.

RAWLEY
under his breath( )

You know where the money is?

HANNA
Nope --

EVIL OTTO
Save it. You're gonna want to talk 
plenty in about ten seconds.

The Second Thug stops at a door and turns the knob to open it.

Rawley looks at the door with dread.

The lights flicker again, and then they go out completely -- 
for a good second, at least.

EVIL OTTO (cont'd)
The hell...?

Rawley launches himself backward while Evil Otto is still 
looking up at the lights.

Then the lights go out for good.

The sounds of struggle. Grunting. Yelling. Thumping.

A shot rings out. A flash of light in the dark. Then another.

After a second a LIGHTER flares in Hanna's hand, dimly 
illuminating --

-- the Second Thug lying on his back with a bleeding hole in 
his chest, and behind her --

-- Evil Otto lying on the ground, unconscious, with his gun 
still in his hand.

Rawley slowly picks himself up off Evil Otto, checking to 
see if he's been shot.

HANNA
Is he dead?
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RAWLEY
No...

Rawley picks up the gun and stands fully --

RAWLEY (cont'd)
But I sure hope it hurts when he 
wakes up.

-- and he kicks Evil Otto across the jaw.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

FROM HIGH ABOVE

A view of the street below, showing the battleground -- the 
mayor's thugs, Mr. Bones's gangsters, and the boys in 
blue -- the POLICE -- now coming down the street, lights a-
flashing and sirens a-wailing.

INT. MAYOR'S OFFICE - NIGHT

Dixon is looking out the window, down the side of the 
building. The look on his face says it all: this is bad.

DIXON
They're here.

Behind him Spats and Cubby and the thugs look on anxiously, 
in the dark, lit by the light coming in the windows.

SPATS
Who's here?

DIXON
Everybody.

SPATS
The clank?

DIXON
Guess he had the same idea.

Dixon moves decisively away from the window, crossing to the 
door.

SPATS
Where are you going?

DIXON
If there's one room in this city 
where they're going to come looking 
for us, we're in it.
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SPATS
I'm not going anywhere. I got guys...
I got guys down there -- I don't have 
enough guys down there?

DIXON
Not for this you don't. I got a car 
out back.

Spats, worried as hell, picks up his REVOLVER from the desk. 
Shoves another, TINIER GUN into his coat pocket.

SPATS
You got a car out back? This whole 
time?

DIXON
Always have a car out back.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

The police arrive, the boys in blue spilling out of their 
vehicles, taking cover, crouching behind open doors, their 
arrival giving everyone else a chance to take cover and 
reload and regroup.

The police are pointing their guns at Spats's thugs. And at 
Mr. Bones's gangsters.

Who both, in turn, are pointing their guns at the other two.

Everyone shouting. No one backing down.

It's the biggest Mexican standoff ever.

And then a shot goes off.

And then everybody starts shooting at everybody else.

And then a car explodes.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

Mostly in the dark, except for Hanna's lighter and the 
occasional flicker of light. Rawley and Hanna freeze at the 
muffled explosion and gunfire.

RAWLEY
Wait.

Without warning he pulls Hanna aside into the shadow of a 
doorway as a half-dozen thugs come rushing by.
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INT. TOP OF BACK STAIRS - NIGHT

Dixon sends a couple of the thugs away to stand guard at the 
end of the hallway, leaving a couple with him, Spats, and 
Cubby. Smoke rises from below.

SPATS
Gimme that.

He takes a MACHINE GUN from one of the remaining thugs, 
stuffing his pistol into the thug's hands.

DIXON
Wait here -- I'm going to see if we 
can get down the back way.

Spats has no problem with that plan. Dixon goes down the 
staircase.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

An Auto-Motive cab screeches to a halt amid the chaos. Stray 
bullets chew up the side facing City Hall.

Then the door opens and Gus gets out.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

No sign of any thugs as Rawley and Hanna emerge from the 
shadows.

INT. BACK STAIRCASE - NIGHT

Dixon carefully descends the narrow stairs.

INT. TOP OF BACK STAIRS - NIGHT

There's a noise in the dark around a corner in the hallway. 
Spats swings the machine gun around --

SPATS
Who's that?!

-- and fires, cutting down whoever it was. A guy with a gun 
and an overcoat. Pretty clearly not a cop.

CUBBY
Was that ours or theirs?

SPATS
no idea( )

Better safe than sorry.
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There's sudden GUNFIRE somewhere behind them and they panic, 
stumbling over each other as they run into the dark.

INT. BACK STAIRCASE - NIGHT

Dixon takes another slow step, crouching along the wall as 
he descends. The slightest sound of his footsteps.

MAN'S VOICE
Somebody there?

Dixon freezes.

MAN'S VOICE (cont'd)
This is the police. Come out, hands 
where we can see them.

Dixon mouths "Shit..." under his breath. Thinking fast. Then 
he steps forward.

INT. LOWER FLOOR - NIGHT

Dixon comes out slowly, hands up. Immediately he's caught in 
a FLASHLIGHT beam. His badge gleams. A HALF-DOZEN COPS are 
in the shadows.

When they recognize him, they lower their guns.

FLASHLIGHT COP
Detective Dixon!

INT. CITY HALL - LOBBY - NIGHT

GUNFIRE continues -- enough that no one notices Gus 
entering. And picking up a SHOTGUN from beside some hapless 
gunned-down thug.

INT. SMOKY HALLWAY - NIGHT

Spats stops. Cubby stops behind him. Spats motions the thugs 
to go ahead, to the corner.

The thugs do as they're told, stealthily, carefully --

-- and get almost immediately gunned down.

SPATS
Shit!

CUBBY
Shit shit --

They turn tail and run in yet another direction -- 
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-- but a bullet comes out of the darkness and catches Cubby 
in the leg, sending him sprawling to the floor.

He cries out. Spats stops.

CUBBY (cont'd)
I'm hit! They got me -- they got me! 
Ah! -- goddamn it hurts!

Spats crouches down, panicky, trying to keep Cubby quiet.

SPATS
Okay, okay...don't, just...it's, uh, 
it's gonna be okay --

CUBBY
Oh god it hurts!

SPATS
Shh! Shh...okay, I'm just...I'm going 
to go get help --

CUBBY
You what?! Don't leave me here!

SPATS
I'll be right back --

CUBBY
Spats, you bastard -- I'm your brother!

Spats calls over his shoulder as he scuttles into the 
darkness:

SPATS
I'm coming back for you, brother!

CUBBY
Spats, you baaastard!

INT. HALLWAY CORNER - NIGHT

Rawley and Hanna -- Rawley with Evil Otto's gun, looking 
about ninety percent confident which end to use, trailing 
behind Hanna.

RAWLEY
Wait...

He stops. She turns, sees the look on his face.

HANNA
What are you doing? This way's out. 
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RAWLEY
Yeah...

HANNA
unbelievable( )

What.

RAWLEY
You can wait here --

HANNA
I'm not waiting anywhere --

RAWLEY
Even if we get out of here, if it's 
not over, they're going to come after 
all of us --

HANNA
The important part being "we get out 
of here".

re: the gun( )
You even know how to use that?

Rawley holds up the gun and opens his mouth as if to say 
something --

-- when the gun goes off, taking out a light.

A second of frozen silence.

HANNA (cont'd)
All right. That's it. You're on your 
own. Out is this way -- you're 
welcome to come.

She turns on her heel and marches off.

RAWLEY
I'll come back for you --

Dismissively, over her shoulder:

HANNA
You'll be dead!

Rawley watches her go.
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INT. SMOKY MEZZANINE - NIGHT

A big, square opening in the middle with a railing around 
it, a big PILLAR on each corner, overlooking the floor 
below. A WIDE STAIRCASE in the center. Gunfire, occasional 
shouts, flames and smoke drift upward.

Spats Lassiter skulks along, turning this way and that, 
walking backwards, walking sideways, thinking every shadow 
is out to get him, when --

-- there's a noise, and Spats turns, lifting his machine 
gun --

DIXON
Hold it! It's me!

SPATS
Dixon?

DIXON
Careful -- you're going to shoot 
someone with that thing.

Dixon emerges from the shadows, pistol in hand. Spats lowers 
his gun.

DIXON (cont'd)
Okay, downstairs is full of cops you 
didn't pay for.

SPATS
So what are we --

BANG. BANG.

Dixon shoots Spats twice in the belly.

Spats slumps back against the railing, eyes wide, sinking to 
the floor, grabbing at his abdomen, hands wet with his own 
blood. 

SPATS (cont'd)
But I'm...I'm...

He reaches into Spats's coat pocket and takes out the film 
reel. Takes Spats's machine gun, too.

Spats just keeps dying.

DIXON
Sorry 'bout that, Spats. The winning 
team changed. And I've gotta be on it.
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He turns and stands, ready to put one more into him --

-- but freezes when he catches sight of Mr. Bones behind 
him. He's about to bring the gun up --

MR. BONES
Do not.

Making his point with his Tommy gun aimed at Dixon.

Dixon holds his hands out to the side.

DIXON
You don't got any beef with me.

Mr. Bones looks at Dixon. At Spats. Seconds pass. Then he 
slowly lowers his Tommy gun.

MR. BONES
I have no beef with you.

beat( )
Although he may.

Dixon turns, following Mr. Bones's gaze, and sees --

RAWLEY

coming out of the shadows, through the smoke, holding the 
pistol at his side, Bogart-style. Spotting Dixon --

DIXON
Shit...

loudly( )
Rawley!

Mr. Bones steps back, out of the light.

Rawley raises his gun. Dixon holds up an empty hand.

DIXON (cont'd)
Whoa whoa whoa! The mayor's dead! We 
can both get out of here. Nobody 
needs to get shot --

Rawley lowers his gun, uncertainly, just the tiniest bit --

-- and with that Dixon swings his gun up and opens fire, 
spraying bullets across the wide space between them.

Rawley ducks, squeezing off a shot in nowhere near Dixon's 
direction --
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-- but it's still enough to make Dixon take cover behind a 
pillar, just like Rawley.

Dixon reloads, snapping a FRESH, ROUND CLIP into place.

RAWLEY

sweats and hyperventilates. Never has a man been less 
equipped to be in a gunfight.

BACK TO DIXON

who pops out from behind the pillar for exactly one second 
to send a few more bullets Rawley's way.

RAWLEY

cowers as wood splinters around his head, then blindly 
reaches out and squeezes of a couple more shots --

-- BANG! BANG! Click.

Rawley freezes.

DIXON

smiles.

DIXON 
I heard that click. You get any more 
bullets where you found that gun?

RAWLEY

can barely swallow.

RAWLEY
Yes...?

DIXON

leans out from behind the pillar again, drawing a bead on 
where Rawley is hiding, when --

GUS
Detective Dixon --

-- Dixon spins to see Gus coming up the stairs, cradling the 
shotgun, not really aiming it.

RAWLEY

recognizes Gus's voice. He calls out:
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RAWLEY
Gus?

GUS
Yes --

DIXON

makes a decision, aims at Gus, and pulls the --

-- BOOM. Actually Gus shoots first, aiming improbably from 
hip-level, blowing a chunk out of the pillar right beside 
Dixon's head.

DIXON
rattled( )

You're firing on a police officer!

GUS
I'm aware.

RAWLEY
Where's Gracie?

Gus reaches the top of the stairs.

GUS
Somewhere safe...now.

Rawley realizes what that means --

RAWLEY
Dixon! You son of a --

DIXON

exhales resignedly. Here goes.

He opens fire on Gus, emptying the entire drum, dozens of 
bullets, some skipping off him in a shower of metallic 
sparks, but many tearing into him.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
Gus!

Gus falls to the floor.

Dixon turns back toward Rawley, but --

-- Rawley is already sprinting toward Dixon, and he's almost 
on top of him.

Dixon pulls the trigger and -- nothing. Empty.
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Rawley tackles him, awkwardly, and Dixon easily fends him 
off. Then, for the next ten seconds, Dixon shows that -- 
unlike Rawley -- he can actually fight.

Rawley swings and misses. Dixon swings and connects. Hard. 
Twice.

Then, across the mezzanine:

HANNA APPEARS

and is greeted by the sight of Rawley getting the crap 
beaten out of him.

HANNA
Oh god I knew it...

MR. BONES

sees Hanna arrive. He's watching the fight. Still holding 
his Tommy gun, contemplating.

BACK TO RAWLEY AND DIXON

While Rawley is reeling, Dixon brings the butt of the empty 
Tommy gun up under Rawley's jaw, lifting him a good four 
inches off the ground.

HANNA

looks to where Gus is lying and the shotgun beside him. She 
makes a decision she knows she's gonna regret and sprints 
toward him.

RAWLEY

meanwhile, is pinned against the railing by Dixon, fighting 
to keep from being thrown over it.

He's going to lose.

His feet leave the ground.

HANNA

reaches the shotgun.

DIXON

gives Rawley one last shove --

-- BANG.
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Rawley and Dixon freeze.

HANNA

picks up the shotgun and aims it unsurely at --

DIXON

who turns slowly. The side of his neck is bleeding from the 
bullet hole in it.

MR. BONES

Looking around, gun held low -- it wasn't him.

SPATS LASSITER

Still on the ground, as close to death as anyone gets, has 
the tiny gun from his pocket in his hand. Smoke coming from 
the little barrel.

Dixon can't talk. Because he's dead. He hits the floor.

RAWLEY

has dropped to the ground. He doesn't know what to do other 
than be scared shitless.

BESIDE GUS

steps a foot. It's Mr. Bones. Gus stirs and, shot-up though 
he may be, slowly lifts his head.

Mr. Bones doesn't pay any attention to Gus as he passes. Nor 
to Hanna, who is holding the shotgun like she might, just 
might, blast him.

Mr. Bones stops and crouches in front of Spats, who now 
definitely looks dead. Not breathing, eyes blank, the tiny 
gun in his lap, slipped from his fingers.

Then he walks over to

RAWLEY

who draws himself up slowly, very slowly, as he approaches.

Mr. Bones glances at Rawley. Doesn't care. Then he looks at 
Dixon's body. Leans down and picks up the film canister. He 
stands. Considers the canister for a moment.

Then he tosses it back down on Dixon's body, turns, and 
goes, passing
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RAWLEY

who gives him a wide berth as he heads toward Hanna and Gus.

RAWLEY
Gus! I thought you were...

catching himself( )
...shot.

GUS
Well, you were right about that.

EXT. CITY HALL - NIGHT

A small army of uniformed cops rounds up what thugs and 
gangsters they've managed to get their hands on.

Firefighters put out the last of the smoldering fires.

EXT. POLICE PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Klasko getting loaded into an AMBULANCE.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

Rawley getting grilled by the cops, while --

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM #2 - NIGHT

-- in an almost identical room, Hanna is getting grilled.

INT. POLICE STATION - NIGHT

Rawley comes in to where Lillian and Gracie are being kept 
waiting. Gracie runs toward him and throws her arms around 
his neck, catching him off guard. He hugs back, surprised.

INT. EDDIE VICTOR'S LOBBY - NIGHT

In comes Mr. Bones -- still striding, but just a little more 
slowly, a little worse for wear. Still carrying his Tommy gun.

Only a few gangsters are here, minding the store. A JUNIOR 
GANGSTER sees him and rushes forward.

JUNIOR GANGSTER
What happened? Where is everybody? Is 
the boss okay?

Mr. Bones stops at the door to Eddie Victor's office.

MR. BONES
Eddie Victor is dead.
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beat( )
MR. BONES (cont'd)

Tell anyone who has a problem with 
that...

He opens the doors and goes into the office.

MR. BONES (cont'd)
...they know where to find me.

INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - MORNING

Oscar springs up as Gus comes in. Gus looks like he's been hit 
by a truck. By two trucks. He hangs his key on the board.

OSCAR
Hey! What the hell...is going on?! 
The cops were here to get your 
friends...wouldn't tell me nothing. 
And you look like...wait. Wait-wait-
wait --

Realizing, he looks out the window at the wreck of a car Gus 
has brought back. He turns back to Gus in complete and utter 
disbelief.

OSCAR (cont'd)
No, no, no...you-you-you-you you're 
finished. You're scrap! By tomorrow, 
you're going to be a watering can! Do 
you understand? Are you listening to 
me?!

GUS
after a beat( )

I'm riveted.

EPILOGUE

The Night Ends in Mourning

INT. DOWNTOWN STREET - DAY

Across the street from City Hall, looking like a war just 
came through. POLICE and FIREMEN pay no attention to --

-- Rawley standing on the corner, looking around at the 
surrounding buildings. He has a PHOTOGRAPH in his hand -- 
the one made from the film reel.
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He squints as he tries to figure out the sight-line from the 
photograph.

INT. OFFICE BUILDING - DAY

Rawley slips a JANITOR a few BILLS.

INT. BROOM CLOSET OFFICE - DAY

Because that's about how big it is. Rawley stands at the 
open door.

Could probably fit a desk in here, but there isn't one 
currently. There's a chair and a stack of boxes in one 
corner and a lot of dust -- all probably left over from when 
the previous tenant moves out.

By the window there's a wooden TRIPOD.

Rawley goes to the window and looks out at --

THE VIEW

-- overlooking the big windows of the mayor's office across 
the street.

Rawley compares it to the photograph. This is the place.

He goes to the boxes and starts opening them. Nothing of 
value.

Then he notices the dust. And how it's all been disturbed 
and pushed around over by the other wall, underneath the 
chair.

He moves the chair. Steps on the floorboards. They shift 
underfoot.

Gets down on his knees, forces his fingers in along the 
baseboard, and lifts the floorboard.

And there's money under there.

Quite a bit of it. It's not a bank vault but there's...well, 
there's enough.

There are also a number of 16mm film canisters.

And then there's a noise behind him. Footsteps. And a click.

Rawley turns slowly to see --
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-- Velma, Hugo Krönig's robot maid, coming carefully in the 
door. She has a gun, pointed right at him.

VELMA
Don't move.

Rawley involuntarily raises his hands. He leans back slowly. 
He takes one last glance down at the money before leaning 
back, off his knees, and looking back at Velma just in time 
for her to --

RAWLEY
Listen --

-- punch him across the jaw with her free hand.

VELMA
I said don't move.

Rawley sits down hard against the wall. She motions with the 
gun, away from the money.

VELMA (cont'd)
Now you can move.

Rawley shuffles awkwardly, sitting, hands in the air, across 
the floorboards.

RAWLEY
You've been following me. You knew 
about the money.

VELMA
Of course I knew.

RAWLEY
You knew what he was up to?

Velma considers whether to answer.

VELMA
No. I knew he was up to something. 
And I knew there was money.

RAWLEY
But you didn't know where. You just 
wanted to know where. You didn't care 
who killed him.

VELMA
For almost five years I put up with 
him. And being a mechanical, Mr. 
Rawley, means I put up with a lot. 
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The daughter doesn't deserve any of 
VELMA (cont'd)

it -- she got out years ago. But me, 
five years of Hugo Krönig...

She practically spits his name out.

VELMA (cont'd)
...I have earned this.

RAWLEY
A mechanical with that much money --

VELMA
Even a mechanical will be able to think 
of some way to use it. Trust me.

RAWLEY
Because, well, you said half.

Her gun still on Rawley, Velma reaches into her purse, takes 
out some money. Drops it on the floor in front of him.

VELMA
I said the rest when you find out 
what happened to Hugo Krönig.

RAWLEY
What about...?

He tips his head toward the money under the floorboards.

VELMA
I wouldn't press your luck.

RAWLEY
Okay, fine, take it -- take almost 
all of it. But I know somebody who 
could...use some.

VELMA
And that somebody would be you?

RAWLEY
No, not me.

VELMA
A personal matter?

RAWLEY
Something like that.
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INT. AUTO-MOTIVE - DAY

Rawley is here, at the desk, Oscar behind it.

RAWLEY
I saw it sitting in your parking lot, 
I'm guessing you want to get rid of 
it, and I need a car, today, and I 
have cash...

OSCAR
incredulous( )

That one? You wanna buy that one?

RAWLEY
Well, honestly, I can't afford to be 
picky...

Rawley takes out CASH. Oscar's eyes widen predictably.

RAWLEY (cont'd)
It does run, right?

OSCAR
looking at the money( )

Oh, yeah, it runs. It runs. It's a 
little beat-up, but it purrs like a 
kitten.

Rawley counts through his handful of money. And then, almost 
as an afterthought:

RAWLEY
How about a driver?

OSCAR
A driver?

RAWLEY
Yeah, anything you're looking to get 
rid of? Just even some old piece of 
junk.

Oscar eyes the money again.

EXT. AUTO-MOTIVE - DAY

Rawley comes out with Gus. They head for Gus's car, which 
stands out from the others due to all the dents and bullet 
holes and broken glass.

Gus stops before getting in.
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GUS
Thank you, Rawley.

RAWLEY
I don't want to hear that again.

INT. GUS'S CAR - DAY

Gus gets in the driver's seat. Rawley gets in the passenger 
seat beside him.

RAWLEY
Could've used the money, for one thing.

beat( )
I got punched by a robot in a dress.

Gus starts the car. It sounds like hell. It sounds like it's 
going to either die or explode.

GUS
You did overpay for this car.

beat( )
Miss King is all right?

RAWLEY
She's at my place.

beat( )
I slept on the floor. Lillian and 
Gracie are at the Roosevelt. Gracie's 
all excited about the hotel pool.

Gus waits a moment, then:

GUS
The little girl, is she...?

RAWLEY
No...

beat( )
Everybody needs somebody to take care 
of them.

GUS
If I think of anyone, I'll let you 
know.

Gus puts the car in gear with a grinding crunch.

GUS (cont'd)
Where would you like to go?
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RAWLEY
sighs( )

I'm hungry. I'll buy you a coffee.

EXT. AUTO-MOTIVE - DAY

And off they go.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END
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