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(SAMPLE #1: "NOMHERE NMAN')

FADE | N:
EXT. WASHI NGTON D. C. SUBURB - NI GHT

One of the pristine blocks of brownstones where even the
garbage seens gift wapped. W nove in on a particular

bui | di ng where a DOORMAN i s hol ding open the door for a

dowager and her bite-sized poodle.

TI TLE CARD OVER: WASHI NGTON D. C. -- 1993
I NT. BROWNSTONE - NI GHT

A mniature Las Vegas, conplete with nusic, drinks, tuxedoed
deal ers and croupiers -- roulette wheel, crap table, black
jack. WVall to wall people.

The fact that casino ganbling happens to be illegal in the
nation’s capitol doesn't stop these Georgetown slunmers,
hol I ow- cheek nightlifers and junior w seguys from having a
good ti ne.

AT A CARD TABLE

JOHN PATRICK (JACK) O NEILL is trying to pull a w nning hand
M d-twenties, he has the sort of quiet good | ooks which
generally takes an extra gl ance to appreciate.

Hs suit is winkled, his shirt is open at the collar and
O Neill could care less. He' s been |osing.

Two ot her players are still in the game. One of themis a
l'ithe, sly-looking, obviously rich YOUNG WOVAN. She's
surrounded by an entourage of giggling girl friends and
handsome, vapid nen.

The pot is considerable. O Neill tosses his last hundred
dollar chip into the pile.
O NEI LL
One on the top
DEALER
House sees.
2ND PLAYER
I’ mhistory.

Flips his cards. It’'s down to O Neill and the Young Wnan.
She gives O Neill a |ook you could pour syrup over



YOUNG WOVAN
I"min.
(hol ds up a chip)
And one to chase it hone...

O Neill shakes his head.

O NEI LL
You're trying to buy the gane.
YOUNG WOVAN
It’ll cost you a hundred to find
out .
O Neill reaches into his wallet, pulls out a carefully

fol ded, paper-clipped Cnote. Throws it in.

O NEI LL
Okay Barbie...Ken calls.

The young woman slowy turns over three-of-a-kind - all aces.

YOUNG WOVAN
(deliberate smle)
The Holy Trinity...are you a
religious man?

O NEI LL
(throws his cards)
Not any nore.

He had two pair; nines and Jacks. Not even close. Heads to
the bar. Bartender |ays down a Bourbon, neat. O Neill just
gets the glass to his |ips when --

THE DOCOR

splinters! The bouncer steps back as four hel meted energency
service officers - the first nmenbers of the police sting
operation - rush in.

Pandenmoni um People scurry for the exit -- any exit. An
OLDER COP, a grizzled DC veteran, *‘harrunphs’ over to
O Neill.

OLDER COP
Hey Jack
O Neill doesn’t even | ook up from his bourbon
O NEI LL

Sam



The cops are taking everybody into custody. The Young Wman
is pulled by, along with her friends. The noney she’s just
won, confiscated. Looks at O Neill:

YOUNG WOVAN
You got friends downtown, huh?

OLDER COP
Not any nore.
(1 ooks around)
This is a very bad place for
someone on probation to be Jack...

He reaches inside O Neill’s jacket, pulls out a BADGE
Tosses it on the table. O Neill’s a detective on the
Washi ngton D.C. Police force.

He hol ds out his hand and Jack reaches back, produces a d ock
pi stol and holster. Drops it on the table as well. The
O der Cop smiles at the Young Woran.

OLDER COP (Cont'd) (CONT' D)
Jack's our golden boy. Aren’t you

Jack?
(cheesy smile)
O course, | think that’s about to
change. Ch, by the way, did you
hear ?
O Neill | ooks at him sideways.
O NEI LL
What ?
OLDER COP
The college girl -- she's dead.
O Neill now | ooks stunned.
O NEI LL
What ?
OLDER COP

Sui cide. Left a note.
(slow smle)
Menti oned you.
(pulls O Neill wup)
You' re going to be fanous Jack. ..

He cuffs O Neill, whose face suddenly | ooks ten years ol der.
As we slowy...

DI SSOLVE TO



EXT. LAS VEGAS, NEVADA - N CGHT ( ESTABLI SH NG

The neon wasteland that is the Anerican Dream Palmtrees in
sil houette against a cherry sky. City lights twinkle. The
pl ace where anything is possible. A place where fantasies
cone true.

TI TLE CARD OVER: LAS VEGAS -- THE PRESENT

As the sky darkens, search lights begin to sweep back and
forth in front of --

THE BELAG O CASI NO

A SIGNin the EXH BI TION HALL reads: "The Inpressionists”
Limted engagenent. Exhibit open daily...

MOVI NG | NSI DE

some of the world s greatest paintings. The nmasters, the

pai ntings staring back fromthe walls of the casino’'s
permanent gallery. Each is an inpressionist chef d' oeuvre, a
one-of -a-kind original: Degas, Mnet, Pizzaro, Renoir.

A FLASHLI GHT BEAM suddenly pl ays across the paintings, noving
with them Such beauty and grace. Priceless art -- tineless
mast er wor ks.

Suddenly, red paint slams agai nst the canvas of a Monet.
Bl ack paint across the Renoir. Foot steps w thdraw, getting
softer as the unseen attacker | eaves.

The eyes of the Monet subject staring out into the void -
almost as if they were going to cry. The red paint, like
tears, slowy runs down..

EXT. LAS VEGAS BOULEVARD - DAY

The junbl ed cacophony of sounds. The Strip at ten in the
norning: Treasure Island, The Mrage, Ceasar’s Pal ace, New
Yor k New York, Excalibur.

Ni eman Mar cus shoppers, tourists snake around each other on
the crowded sidewal k. Ganblers, famlies, teenagers, bikers
all one noving mass of humanity.

A bl ack man curses his bookie on a cell phone.

Honel ess man panhandl es the neophyte ganbl ers di sgorging from
t he Luxor in the hot Nevada desert w nd.

A cab nearly nails some guy wal king against the light. Angry
wor ds exchanged.



EXT. LAS VEGAS BOULEVARD ART GALLERY - DAY

Hustl e and bustle as feet, dozens of them pass by. A pair of
ol d shoes, worn Florsheins circa the 1960's, wal k toward the
entrance of the gallery. Lettering on the wi ndow reads: "Le
Gallerie - Las Vegas"

I NT. GALLERY - DAY

A very chic gallery. A few well heeled patrons browse.
M1 1lion dollar furnishings.

The shoes belong to a man -- an old man, (EML LUTZ) |late
70's, with snowy tufts of hair peeking out fromunder a faded
snap brimhat. H's face is deeply lined. Carries a |long
round cardboard cont ai ner

He stops by a post-nodern inpressionist painting. Looks at
it: eyes crying blood tears over a black background.
Di sturbi ng i mage.

Fromthe office, CHRI STI AN BAXTER, early 30's with dark good
| ooks. Sincere eyes, the kind you trust. Sizes up the old
man, sml|es genuinely.

BAXTER

Good norning. My | help you?
LUTZ

Per haps.
BAXTER

Yes?

Lutz takes the container, lays it ever so gently on the
gl ass.

LUTZ
I would l|ike your opinion of this.

Baxter takes the container, pops the top. Pulls out a
canvas. Carefully he unrolls it, holds it up. H's eyes
wi den to about twice their original size. Reaches over,
touches a button under the counter.

In a moment a worman steps out of the office: Met MAGE E
MURDOCK. Late 20's, red hair, figure to die for. Wars a
sinmpl e but el egant designer original. Effortlessly beautiful
wonan.

MAGGE E
Christian...?



BAXTER
Look at this.

It's a painting of a young worman and a snall girl com ng
through tall grass. Maggie's eyes widen as well.

MAGA E
"Path Through Long Grass.”

BAXTER
It can't be.

MAGA E
Look.

She touches the bottom edge, it reads: Auguste Renoir. Both
turn to Lutz. The old man smiles faintly.

LUTZ
I was wondering what it mght be
wor t h?

BAXTER
If it were genuine -- five mllion
at the | east.

LUTZ
It is genuine.

BAXTER
I mpossible. 1t's on display at

Musee' de Orsay in Paris.
The ol d nman | ooks at them shakes his head.

LUTZ
No. The Musee' has the fake.

Of his smle...
| NT. GALLERY OFFI CE - LATER

It is an expansive, tastefully decorated office. The
dom nant fixture is a six-foot safe in the corner.

Lutz sits quietly sipping tea. Baxter, in shirt sleeves,
pores over the painting with a magni fying glass. Finishes
hi s exam nation. Maggie continues to | ook at it.

BAXTER
It is a good forgery. A very good

forgery.
( MORE)



BAXTER( CONT' D)
The canvas, everything but |'ve

seen the original in Paris. |I'd be
willing to give you $5000 for it

t hough. [It's a perfect salon

pi ece.

Lutz carefully sets the teacup aside, stands.

LUTZ
No. Thank you for taking the tinmne.

Maggi e has rolled the canvas carefully, reinserts it into the
tube. Baxter dons his suit coat again. He smles at the old
man.

BAXTER
It is extraordinary. Thank you for
coming in. If you'll excuse ne.

Lutz nods, Baxter exits. Maggi e hands himthe tube.

MAGA E
Wiy are you so certain?

LUTZ
There are reasons.

MAGA E
I could spend sone tine and truly
authenticate it. |If you really
want to know the truth.

LUTZ
| already know the truth.

He hands her a card.

LUTZ (Cont'd) (CONT' D)
Per haps we coul d speak of this
| ater?

MAGGE E
O course.

He bows, |eaves. Maggie's face a m xture of disbelief and
wonder .

EXT. WEST SI DE STREET - N GHT

Em| Lutz walks slowly toward a rundown notel. The neon
[ight blinks “...olden Slipper Mdtel” The “G is burned out.



He gets to the parking |ot when a car suddenly pulls out from
across the street, lights off! Engine guns as it roars down
on the old man.

Lutz has only enough tinme to |l ook up -- his eyeballs the size
of hubcaps. Car barrels into himand his body is a rag doll
"Thuds"™ with a sickening crunch on the pavenent. H s face
cut, bleeding. The eyes lifeless...

EXT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG DOANTOMNN VEGAS - DAY

Hot. Wndy. dd buildings are the predom nant feature. One
is avery drab four-story affair, erected about the tine that
Her bert Hoover was building the big damw th his name.

INT. O NEILL'S OFFI CE - DAY

Dingy. Rundown. Large desk, file cabinet. A calendar from
1998 on the wall, still on March. Drop all your bel ongi ngs
out of a plane -- they'll land like this.

In one corner of the roomis a beat up CD player and a stack
of dusty disks. An equally beat-up PCis on the sane table.

Next to themis the desk. Actually it’'s a "secretary's desk"”
- two facing full-sized desks - occupying the center of the
room

PLAYI NG CARDS

snap into position. Ganme of solitaire. Black ten on the red
ni ne.

THE DOOR
opens and a gaunt, snmallish accountant-type walks in. Wars

an expensive three piece suit. Coke-bottle glasses and a
recedi ng hairline. H s nane i s DELAVEGA

DELAVEGA
Are you M. O Neill?
Jack O Neill looks up fromhis solitaire gane. In his md-
30's now. Winkles set a little deeper, the eyes a little
harder...like chips of stone with an odoneter attached. More
m | eage.
O NEI LL
Yeah.

Del avega sits in front of him Pulls out a manila envel ope.
Drops it on top of the cards.



O NEILL (Cont'd)
I was w nni ng.

DELAVEGA
| have noney.

O NEI LL
I’ m happy for you.

He gi ves Del avega anot her once-over, picks up the envel ope
and pulls out a single --

B&W PHOTO
of a young worman. Dark hair. Attractive. Early twenties.
DELAVEGA

My nanme is Norbert Del avega. |
need to find this young woman.

O NEI LL
kay.
DELAVEGA
As qui ckly as possible.
O NEI LL
kay.
The unctuous little man reaches into his Armani coat and
retrieves a smaller, wder envelope. Opens it -- cash. Mre
green than the PGA tour. O Neill |ooks at the noney, then to
Del avega.
O NEILL (Cont'd) (CONT' D)
What ?
DELAVEGA
Excuse ne?
O NEI LL
What’'s the story?
(not hi ng)
The girl?
DELAVEGA

Oh, of course. Her nane is M ckey
Tal bot. She’s a cocktail waitress
at the Belagio. O was. She

di sappeared without a trace three
days ago.



O NEI LL
That's it?

DELAVEGA
Yes.

O NEI LL

Not nmuch to go on. You been to the
cops?

DELAVEGA
No.
O NEI LL
Way not ?
DELAVEGA
Do you want this job or not?
O NEI LL
The police have a way of finding
out things too. | don't want to

end up on their bad side.

DELAVEGA
As | understand it, that's the only
side of the police you' ve ever
"ended up on" M. O Neill.

O NEI LL
A series of unfortunate
m sunder st andi ngs.

DELAVEGA
No doubt .

O NEI LL
| need to know the score M.
...Delavega is it?

DELAVEGA
The score, as you put it, is very
si mpl e:
(nods)
There's five thousand doll ars.

10.



11.

(SAMPLE #2 "ACT OF GOD')

FADE | N:
EXT. MOUNTAIN VALLEY - DAY (PRE-H STCRY)
TI TLE CARD: VALLEY OF THE HUNTERS - 10, 000 B.C.

We are above a | ong Mountain valley. Mited colors. Forested
on either side as far as the eye can see.

Thick, rolling, snow | aden clouds over the nountains on the
hori zon. Very col d.

ON THE VALLEY FLOOR

Movement. Dark shapes making their way, single-file, across
sparse tundra-like green growth. Mniscule growh, but there
nonet hel ess.

The shapes are HUNTERS. They carry various crude weapons.
Ani mal skin coverings pulled around themlike cloaks. Hard
to distinguish who or what they are.

EXT. VILLACGE - DAY

Stone age. Ten thousand years ago. Surrounded by a crude
“wal | 7 of odd-sized |inbs and branches.

Peopl e dressed in all manner of animal skins. Breath
clouding the crisp air.

Huts, perhaps a dozen. Skin coverings, crude wood franes.
We see a mingling throng, shapes really. About 100 of them
m | 1ing around.

The Hunters appear at the gates. Enter. Everyone noves
toward t hem

REVEAL: The entire popul ace, including the Hunters, is made
up of only wonmen! All shapes, sizes, descriptions.

Waiting for something. Expectation in their eyes.

One of the Hunters is a tall, |arge-boned woman, nmaybe 30.
She is LEADER WOVAN and is clearly in charge. She strides up
to one of the huts, peers inside.

I NT. HUT - DAY

On a pile of soft skins, a young woman, no nore than 14, is

giving birth. Around her four other women. dder in varying
degr ees.
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One, a KRONE about 50, acts as md-wife. @ ances up at the
Leader Woman in the opening, shrugs.

A screamfromthe girl giving birth. The Krone works her way
in closer, starts to pull out the fetus.

The Grl’'s face is contorted in pain. Sweat glistening on
t he forehead.

The BABY is energing... The head...the shoul ders...

The Leader Whman watches intently. Staring with the rest as
t he baby is born

...An unbilical cord and we see it’'s a BOY.

Huge gasp fromthe assenbl age. Various reactions fromthe
mul titude of women. Leader Woman bl anches, but conposes
hersel f qui ckly.

The ol d Krone slaps the baby smartly on the back. First gasp
of air for the newborn. The baby boy’s nouth yaws open --
expl odes with a piercing scream

EXT. HUT - DAY

Leader Wnman strides with great purpose to the other side of
the village to a hut which occupies a position next to a
enor mous rough-cut stone, half buried in the ground.

EXT. 2ND HUT - DAY

Leader Wonman stops, |ooks at two O der Wnen at the entrance
to the small hovel. They shake their heads.

She gl ances over at the stone. On it, a very crude
pi ctograph. Two figures, a man and a woman. At the top
another female. At the bottom - strange characters.

Leader Woman nods. Enters.

I NT. 2ND HUT - SAME

In the corner, an ancient body lies fetal-position, back to
us. Leader Wbman bends down, touches the body ever so
softly.

The head turns around, it’s a wonan. A very, very old wonan.

H's eyes flutter in recognition. Struggles to speak. The
| anguage is guttural, strange-sounding.



13.

SUBTI TLES OVER:

OLD WOVAN
It has happened?

LEADER WOVAN
A mal e.

The old woman’ s eyes water a bit. Nods. She |lies back,
staring up. Looks at Leader Wnman, sniles.

OLD WOVAN
It has cone.
(touches her)
I will mss you.

She nods, touches her softly, gently. She |ooks at the
Leader Woman- for a long nonent -- then stops breathing.
Just like that. Dead. Eyes gape straight ahead.

The Leader Woman stifles a barking sob. Then gently closes
the eyes. Geat |love and respect for this old wonman.

EXT. 2ND HUT - DAY

Al'l the wonen have gathered around, expectantly. Wit in
silence for the Leader Wnman to speak

LEADER WOVAN
The revered one is gone.

The crowd reacts as a single tear finds its way down her
cheek. No nore. Just that one, rolling down...

EXT. BRAZI LI AN AVAZON - DAY ( THE PRESENT)
TI TLE CARD: PRESENT DAY BRAZI L

A LAND ROVER sl ans down a non-existent road. Through thick
green foliage, bouncing |like a rodeo bull. In the distance,
a small village. National Geographic stuff. Exotic sounds
echo over. ..

I NT. VILLAGE - DAY

The Land Rover pulls in. A Man and Wnman get out.

He’ s m ddl e- aged, slender. She’s younger. Pl ain-|ooking,
absorbed. Scientists fromthe | ook of their equi pnent. They
survey the vill age.

MAN
This is the fifth one.
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WOVAN
Yeah. .

The indigenous tribal culture. To one side, two very old
MEN. In their late 80's.

The rest of the village is nostly conprised of wonen. All
ages. Sone holding nursing infants. No nmale children. Only
femal e.

The Scientists head toward one of the small huts. As they
get to the entrance a | arge boned woman bolts out hol di ng up
a newborn - a baby girl.

Crowd reacts to this. Wnmen chatter to one anot her.
The nmen are silent.

The Scientists take out caneras, notebooks, etc. Start
maki ng notes, talking with the Large Boned Wman, | ooking at
t he newborn.

As we slowy --
DI SSOLVE TO
| MAGES

flickering on a screen. Scratchy, black and white 16mm fil m
froma tinme |long gone by - the 30's maybe. A pith-hel neted
Man digs in a grotto of the Dead Sea.

W know it’s the Dead Sea because the sub-titles tell us. No
sound. Only the rhythm c “ka-chunk” of the film going
t hrough ol d, | oose sprockets.

We see the Man dredge up about two gallons of “gunk” fromthe
bottomof this inland salt-laden sea. He is very excited
about sonething, points to the nuddy m xture, gesticul ates.

Wat ching the scratchy film..in the darkness...are eyes.
Absorbed by the flickering images. Fem nine eyes. Troubl ed.
Intense on the hypnotic pictures.

The screen changes fromthe Scientist at the Dead Sea to a
woman on her hands and knees by a stream bed. Sub-titles
read: New Zeal and - 1953.

The Worman is hol ding sonething. Snails. A handful. Her
face perpl exed as she speaks to an unseen conpanion. W hold
on the snails until...
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The projector suddenly stops, goes dark. No sound. A
single lanp is flicked on. [Illum nates the woman who was
wat chi ng t he newsreel s.

She is dark, attractive, slender. A shock of blue-black hair
frames her intelligent features. NORA WEBSTER fiddles with a
newspaper clipping fromthe Seattle Post-Intelligencer.

W can’t read it but there' s picture at the top of the
clipping; a young girl, about 17, with doe-eyes and beauti ful
pal e skin. Her hair a blonde cloud. Plays tennis.

The caption reads: *“Inmmacul ate conception?”

Nora re-reads the article, then | ooks at the projector. Her
eyes clouding again. Searching...

I NT. HOSPI TAL DELI VERY ROOM - DAY

Anot her baby is being born. C-section. Mther is sedated,
unconsci ous. Doctor holds the baby up -- a girl.

Bl ood sanple is taken inmmediately. A drop is placed in a
culture. The culture turns a cloudy blue col or.

Doctor | ooks at the result. Eyes concerned above the mask he
wears. Turns to a couple of MEN wearing suits under hospita
gowns.

Their rough, rubber-gloved hands take the still wiggling
infant fromthe Doctor. Of the Doctor’s | ook..

EXT. SEATTLE, WASHI NGTON - DAY ( ESTABLI SH NG

Fall. October. Low clouds obscure Elliot Bay. Seagulls caw
at one another. The skyline literally rises, waithlike,
above the clouds rolling through.

It’s cold. People are bundl ed up as they nake their way.

EXT. RESI DENTI AL STREET - DAY

Smal |, well kept. O der two-story Victorian hones. Mostly
with postcard sized |lawns. There is a song playing. A slow
bal | ad.

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY

On the vanity is a small CDunit. The roomis neat, with the

menorabilia of a high school girl on the walls. One wall is
not hi ng but tennis awards. Dozens of them
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One of the pictures, shows a girl - the same girl fromthe
news clipping - playing tennis. Very good player it’s
obvi ous.

, MATTY STEVENS, sitting on the bed, crying.
y. In a nonment she stands and is
e wi ndow. Her final days of pregnancy.

W find that girl
Softly. Painfull
sil houetted in th
She dabs her eyes with a tissue, tosses it. It flutters into
t he wast ebasket with about a thousand ot hers.

The door opens, an attractive wonan, LAURA STEVENS, 40’'s
peeks in. Matty’'s nom Her face soft and conpassi onate.

LAURA
Ready?

MATTY
(al nost i naudi bl e)
Yes.

LAURA
Daddy’s pulling the car out. Get
your suitcase.

Matty stands, picks up a small valise, |ooks around her room
once nore, follows her nother out.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ADM TTI NG - DAY
Matty and Laura sit on the couch, waiting.

At the front desk, the father, DOUG STEVENS, |ate 40's, pear
shaped, finishes with the admtting nurse. Walks back to the
wonen.

DOUG
It’ll be a few m nutes.
LAURA
Wen will we know?
DOUG
Si xty seconds after the baby’s

del i ver ed.

They | ook at each other. This has been tough. Doug takes
her hand, squeezes it reassuringly. Laura may lose it.
Sucks in air to stop the sob that’s comng...

Matty, sits nmute at the other end of the couch. Eyes,
swol I en fromcrying, holding a thousand yard stare.
Sonet hi ng makes her | ook up.
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A Priest -- Father JACK MCGU RE, 30's, slender, handsone.
Vell built. A sharpness about himthat you feel right off.
Confi dent but edgy. Wars a sport coat, priests’ collar and
Levi s.

MCCGUI RE
You guys alright?

Both Matty and her nother stand and enbrace him Heartfelt.

LAURA

Thanks for com ng Fat her Jack.
MCGUI RE

It’1l be fine.

(gl ance upward)
The fix is in.

Laura and Doug smile. MGQiire |ooks at Mtty.

MCGUI RE ( CONT’ D)
How are you doi ng?

MATTY
kay.

She doesn’t really ook at him Too enbarrassed. Deep
br eat h.

MATTY (CONT’ D)

I’ m scar ed.
MCGUI RE
Me too.
MATTY
Huh?
MCGUI RE
Synpat hy pai ns.
MATTY
Synpat hy pai ns?
MCGUI RE
| get “em \Wen | see people in
pain -- | feel the exact sane

t hi ng. Synpat hy pai ns.

(sees her | o00k)
I"’mnot making this up. That's
what they call it.
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MATTY
It’s a Csection. 1”1l be under.

MCGUI RE
| won't.

She | ooks at him surprised.

MATTY
You' re com ng in?

McCuire | ooks at Doug and Laura. They nod to Matty.

MATTY ( CONT' D)
Now I"’mreally enbarrassed.

MCCGUI RE
Way? 1’1l probably faint.

She smiles. Takes his hand, squeezes it.

MATTY
Thank you.
(searches his eyes)
Did you ever believe ne?

He chews on his response a nonment before answering.

MCGUI RE
Yes. Because | know you believe
it.

A DOCTOR strides in. Tall man, gunnetal gray hair. Md
50"s. AMA poster boy. Very nuch in charge.

DOCTOR
W' re ready.

Matty, Doug and Laura all file past himtoward the Delivery
room Matty gives McCQuire one | ast |ook, goes. The Doctor
apprai ses McCGuire...

DOCTOR ( CONT’ D)
Don’t usually see Priests in the
delivery room

McCGuire looks at him This guy’'s a hard ass. He smles.

MCGUI RE
New policy. The Church wants us to
grab their souls in the beginning,
instead of the end.



19.

Doctor isn’'t anused. Nods toward the...

DOCTOR
...Nurses’ station. Tell them
you're going in for a delivery.

MCGUI RE
There isn’t a lot of blood is
t her e?
Doct or stops, |ooks back. Shakes his head “no.” Leaves.

MCGUI RE ( CONT’ D)
Good. That’s good. .

He heads out down the other hall.
| NT. DELI VERY ROOM - DAY

Delivery well underway. Doctor is carefully extracting the
fetus. MGQuire' s eyes are saucers over the hospital nask.

The BABY' S head appears first, then the rest. Unbilical
chord attached. It's a girl. Perfect little thing.

McCGuire smles so broadly you can see it under the mask. The
surrogate proud father.

A tap or two and the baby sputters to life. Screans her head
of f.

A NURSE, gowned and masked, cones up with an instrunent tray.
Sane setup we’'ve seen before. Blood testing paraphernalia.

McCGuire watches, fascinated. Never w tnessed anything |like
this before.

A sanple is dropped into the vial. Nothing. No color
change.

Doctor nods and the delivery teamjunp-start back to their
work. Baby is cleaned, w apped, ready.

On the far side of the delivery room- a two-way glass. W
see the delivery team- backwards. |In the b.g. near the top
corner of the mrrored image...partially hidden EYES.

McCGuire is handed the baby. Takes the infant, holds her as
if she were gl ass.

Of his beam ng | ook..
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I NT. HOSPI TAL ADM TTI NG - DAY

Nora Webster is at the desk. Been there awhile. Getting
nowhere with the DAY NURSE i n charge of admtting:

A bl ocky, m ddl e-aged woman, her hair cinched in a tight bun.
Ganite-like resolve in the eyes...

NORA
Then, can you tell me if she's
still a patient?

DAY NURSE
No.

NORA

“No” she’s not a patient or “no”
you won't tell ne.

DAY NURSE
“No” as in “no comment.”

NORA
Who was the attendi ng physician?

DAY NURSE
No conment.

NORA
What was the condition of the baby?

DAY NURSE
No conment.

NORA
Boy? Grl?

DAY NURSE
No conment.

NORA
Alien? Mtant? Denon fromhell?

DAY NURSE
No conment.

Nora starts away, stops. Pulls out her notebook.

NORA
May | quote you on that?

DAY NURSE
VWhat ?



21.

(SAMPLE #3: "PI RATE HUNTER")

FADE | N:

From t he BLACKNESS - before the first inmages - we hear a
young worman's tortured SCREAM nmuffled by her owmn will.

W see a cloud of honey-blonde hair, her nouth open in agony;
her face beaded with sweat. Her nane is JENNI FER GOCDE and
she lies in --

A CABI N BUNK

where her hands are bound to the head board. She is dressed
in splendid brocades and silk. On the floor a bouquet of

wi | df l oners wrapped in a | ace napkin. Like these bl ossons,
she herself is young and fresh and innocent.

Besi de her is a man (STRANG tall, angular, with the dianond
hard | ook of a murderer. His eyes are dead, shark eyes. In
his hand is a white-hot iron. He pushes it towards her face.

STRANG
"Ave to mark ye, don't we now?

H's breath is foul, the cockney-laced words hot on her face.
She gasps, turns her cheek away as far as she can.

It's no use, the restraint nakes it inpossible to avoid the
glowi ng netal as the heat waves shimrer in the darkened
cabin. The firebrand is alnost to her skin when --

A HAND

snakes out, snaps the iron from Strang's grasp. It clatters
to the deck.

MCCALLI STER (Q.C.)
Get bel ow

Strang whi ps around, confronts his Captain JOHN "BLACK JACK"
McCALLI STER, a handsone, inposing man. Ramrod straight with
jet black hair. In his right hand a rapier dangles
carelessly, ready to snap into action..

MCCALLI STER (Cont' d) (CONT' D)
Don't nmake ne tell you again.

Strang scuttles back toward the cabin door.

STRANG
I wasn't going to hurt 'er
Cap'n...jes' a little show...
( MORE)
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STRANG( CONT' D)
(toot hl ess crooked sm | e)
You know, keep 'er in 'er place, so
to speak?

He slinks out his grin never fading. MCallister picks up

the hot iron, douses it in a bucket, |ooks at the woman: she

is beautiful, effortlessly so.

MCCALLI STER
Qur ransom has not yet been
answered. If the Crown would only
pay, | could free you.

JENNI FER
They won't pay a farthing. This
ransomw || do you no good.

MCCALLI STER

On the contrary, that much gold

woul d do ne a great deal of good...
(smles)

... M ss Goode.

The pun anuses himbut his ook is deadly...

MCCALLI STER (Cont' d) (CONT' D)
One day is all that remains. Make
no mstake, I will hang you from
t he yardarm as an exanpl e.

JENNI FER
(her eyes bl aze)
May you burn in hell

MCCALLI STER
I've no doubt your wish will be
granted gentle |ady...
(a hunorless smle)
But not before you.

He bows slightly, |leaves. She strains at the henp. No use.
She is very near tears.

EXT. LAGOON - DAYBREAK ( ESTABLI SHI NG

The m st rises slowy fromthe water. The sun just nmaking
its way into the norning sky.

EXT. JUNGLE UNDERBRUSH - EARLY MORNI NG
On an enerald patch of noss in the shade beneath the

spreading |inbs of the pal ns, nunbers of small aninmals
ganbol . The sun is alnost to the sea Iine on the horizon
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A FI GURE nmakes his way through the underbrush. W can't see
a face but he noves with grace and ease of a jungle cat. He
stops, sees...

A Pl RATE ENCAVPNMENT

with about 20 or so sea-faring freebooters...drinking,
ganbl i ng, swearing and puking. There are nmake-shift tents,
| ean to's scattered about.

The Figure slides soundlessly through the underbrush.
Closer. Closer... One of the MEN on the perineter is
keeping guard. He drinks froma flask of rum getting
smashed in the process.

H s bl oodshot eyes focus on nothing in particular when a
BLADE whi ps across his neck! [It's so sudden, it's hard to
believe it even happened until --

BLOOD

sprays out of the carotid artery! H's hand grabs at the
wound as if he could staunch the flow. He can't...he gags
and a di scordant "squawki ng" noise rattles in his throat. He
sinks out of sight...

EXT. BEACH - DAY

A few nore pirates are just dragging a dinghy onshore. Six
hard, dangerous nen. They finish, head into the undergrowh
two by two.

EXT. JUNGLE FOLI AGE - DAY

The nen are followng a well-worn trail through the dense
undergrowth. The rear-nost pirate is suddenly yanked off the
trail, as though a giant invisible hand just snatched him

No one noti ces.

ON THE GROUND

the Man | ooks up just in time to see a huge dagger being
plunged into his chest! His eyes fly open, a deep groan
escapes his lips.

Bl ood seeps out of the wound and onto his filthy white bl ouse
like the Nile at flood stage. He' s dead before his eyes can
cl ose. .

EXT. LAGOON - LATE AFTERNOON

The Figure swi ns al ongside the ship rocking at anchor. On
his back, a saber. The assassin clinb up the anchor rope...
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EXT. PI RATE ENCAMPMENT - DAY

The arnmed frigate rides at anchor. Atop the main nast
flutters the SKULL AND CROSSBONES pennant .

I NT. FRI GATE - DAY

Jennifer is standing at the portal. Alone. Beautiful in the
light, her face al nost ashen, the blush of youth and beauty
gone.

The cabin door opens abruptly. Strang is there, flashes a
| ascivious, toothless grin. It covers his winkled visage.
Two ot her Men, big and brutish, flank him

STRANG
Mornin' Mss 'igh-and-m ghty.
(spits)

Be that tine...the appointed 'our.

Jenni fer Goode straightens, erect. She is frightened to
death but will not allow this vermn to see it.

EXT. MAIN DECK - DAY

The yard arm Stark against the agate blue of the tropica
norning. Fromit dangles a rope, a hangman's NOOSE careful |y
knotted and tied at the end. The place of execution...

McCal i ster acconpanies Jennifer to the bridge deck, directly
under the swaying rope.

MCCALLI STER
I'd hoped to avoid this.

She can say nothing. Her full attention is focused on the
swayi ng rope -- |ike a nongoose on a cobra. Fear fixed in
her eyes. ..

EXT. AFT DECK - DAY

Tucked out of sight under a tarp, the unseen intruder has an
unobstructed view of the proceedings. |Illumnated by the
norning light his eyes are so blue they' re al nost black...a
raw, fierce determ nation burns in them

EXT. MAIN DECK - DAY
McCal lister stands in front of his rag-tag cutthroats.

MCCALLI STER
I want all to make known what
happens here today.

( MORE)
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MCCALLI STER( CONT' D)

Let it be said that we will carry
out our intentions to the letter
when they are not conplied wth.

He nods to one of the nmen, a hairy specinen who is acting as
the executioner. He is called BURGOYNE. He takes Jennifer
roughly, pulls her under the noose.

MOCALLI STER (Cont' d) ( CONT' D)
Gently.

Bur goyne | ooks sheepi sh, beconmes nore gentle with her as he
wr aps henp bands around her wists and pins themto her back.
He pulls the noose down, places it |oosely around her neck.

Burgoyne lifts the blonde hair, places the thick knot under
the left ear, then steps back. He takes her arm proceeds to
pul | her up on a cargo crate. A precarious perch at best.

EXT. SH P - DAY

The Figure is nowhere to be seen until...we catch a brief
gli npse of the MAN scurrying across the bridge...

EXT. DECK - DAY

McCallister and the others | ook at the woman. She i s al npst
regal . Her head erect, back and shoul ders straight. The
| eeward wi nd brushes her hair outward in bl onde waves. ..

HER FEET

wobbl e, teeter back and forth working to keep their bal ance
on the crate.

McCal li ster takes a deep breath.

MCCALLI STER
Any | ast words Lady Goode?

There is utter and conplete silence, only the sighing of the
nmorning wi nd and | appi ng waves. ..

JENNI FER
(stanmers)
I go to God with a clear
consci ence. .

She is pale, quailing, as she's perched on the crate. |It's
as if she thought this noment woul d never actually cone.
McCal li ster sees her fear:
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MCCALLI STER
Vel | said. I will make it nercifu
and quick M1 ady.

He nods to Strang. He holds a | ong pol e which he now
positions against the crate - ready to push forward -
springing the nmakeshift "trap"” that will send her to her
death. ..

THE PI RATES

as each face turns up to witness the spectacle before them
They are quiet. Subdued. Waiting for the word.

McCal li ster | ooks at Goode, the fear in her is overwhel mng
now, her eyes flit back and forth as if praying sone unseen
force wll cone and save her. MCallister raises his arm
when - -

A SHOT

di scharges behind them

STRANG S CHEST

literally explodes in a fountain of blood. A one-ounce |ead
ball piercing it. He |ooks down dunbly, crunples.

For a second no one noves. Then pandenonium Everyone cl aws
for a cutlass or dirk or sonme other weapon. MCallister
pul I s a saber.

Jenni fer struggles mghtily to keep her footing. The crate
ti pping and yawi ng. Her eyes flutter about trying to see
what ' s happeni ng.

The pirates have recovered and rush to the aft deck. No one
is there. MCallister |ooks about...what manner of ghost is
t hi s?

AN EXPLOSI ON

rocks the ship. The nmain gunpowder nmagazi ne goes up.
Splinters and debris rain dowmn. Half the crew is bl own away.

The other half rush to put out the ensuing flanes.

McCal lister regains his footing in tine to see sonmeone

hol ding the crate. Goode | ooks down as best she can.

A HAND, hol ding a saber reaches up to cut the rope when --

MCCALLI STER
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is there, sword in hand. The two nen duel. Her savior is
forced to battle the pirate. MCallister is very good with a
bl ade but so is the Intruder.

Steel clangs against steel. The sound ringing out. The
fight is deadly and in earnest. The stranger is prevailing
when t he unt hi nkabl e happens --

A BOOT

ki cks the crate!

SLOW MOT| ON:

as Jennifer's FEET swi ng out and down...and cone to w enching
stop at the end of the rope. Her feet quiver and then sway
free.

The boot belongs to Strang! Bl ood burbles out of his nouth.
A |l ast, desperate gesture of hate and revenge as he dies...

THE EYES
of the unseen Man screamfirst silently -- then his voice:

MAN (O C.)
Nooooo!

A wail which echoes over the water..
EXT. SH P - DAY

Anot her EXPLOSION rips the bow of the ship. A charge, well-
pl aced before the fight. Men overboard, dying, sw mm ng.

A frantic scranble as the pirates try to save thensel ves.
The wounded crying out. The dead float in the water. As the
entire scene slowy fades into blackness...
TI ME DI SSOLVE:
EXT. SKY - DAY
W' re noving through a cloud, then the sky at a dizzying
pace. W start down to Earth, dipping, soaring, dropping
| ower as the...
MAIN TI TLES PLAY OVER

A VAST STRETCH OF OCEAN
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filling the screen. Unbroken, infinite, |um nous and
nmysterious it stretches away, neeting and blending with the
sky in pale ribbons of pearl and m sty light. As waves
ripple on to the white strand, which now gives way to --

A DENSE TROPI CAL FOREST

l ush and verdant, girdled by the bone-white sandy beach which
streaks away as an eneral d bl anket covers the i mense island.
The speed seens to increase as the deep green nelts into --

A SETTLEMENT
of cl apboard buil dings and i nnunerabl e crude dwel | i ngs.
A BAY

where a diverse assortment of ships and nerchant vessels on
| ay anchored. It is here we see the warship HMS. U ysses
rocki ng at anchor.

TI TLE CARD OVER: Two years later. Kingston Bay -- 1715
EXT. GOVERNOR S MANSI ON - DAY

At the top of a hill over-looking the bay, is an inposing
structure - a MANSION with perfectly mani cured | awns and
gar dens.

A whip cracks as a carriage rattles onto the fl agstones of
the courtyard entrance to the mansion. BOOTS step out, tall,
bl ack and shiny. ..

They bel ong to THOVAS DONOVAN, ruthlessly brilliant, |ean and
powerful he wears the uniformof a Captain in the Royal Navy.
Years of experience are engraved on his face.

A FOOTMAN expeditiously ushers himto the entrance as...LT.
SI MON VAUGHN st eps out of the carriage behind him He is
Donovan's first officer. Tall, gaunt, ice-eyed. Gazes at
t he surroundi ngs then follows his Captain inside.

I NT. MANSI ON - DAY

Gover nor PETER HANSON makes his way through the | anded gentry
and nmerchants of the crown colony. He's an effete little man
with a powdered wi g and pasty skin. He holds a gol d- knobbed
cane as he weaves past --

ATTRACTI VE YOUNG ADULTS



29.

strutting about in the extravagant attire, the nen like
peacocks, the ladies in gowns that seemto squeeze their
entire bodies up into their bosons. Hanson collars a hapl ess
Jamai can servant.

HANSON
W need nore brandy. ..

Before the servant can answer Hanson shoves hi m away.

HANSON ( Cont ' d)
Never mind. Bring the fruit and
pastries, then serve the brandy.
(the man doesn't nove)
Now nor on!

The servant scurries away. Hanson sees Donovan enter and
bustl es over to his guest of honor.

HANSON ( Cont ' d)
Capt ai n Donovan. Wl cone to
Jamai ca. W are so pleased at your
arrival.

He raps the cane smartly. Sounds |ike a pistol shot.

HANSON (Cont' d) ( CONT' D)
Ladi es and gentlenen may | present
Capt ai n Thomas Donovan of His
Maj esty's Royal Navy. Captain
Donovan has been sent to quell the
uprising of privateers attacking
our mer chant nen.

The room erupts in applause as Donovan bows slightly. Behind
hi m Vaughn' s eyes never stop searching, probing the room as
if there were unseen danger lurking in every crevice.

EXT. KINGSTON STREETS - DAY

Through the streets of Kingston gallops a dashing FIGURE, his
cloak flying behind him catching the waning afternoon |ight.
The horse's hooves clattering along the cobbl estones as the
ri der dodges the beggars living in the filthy shadows and

ot her passersby.

A group of NUNS hurries out of his way...

He's a magnetic sight, riding the horse as easily as if they
were racing across an open field. He guides the stallion as
t hough its grace and power canme, not fromthe aninmal, but
fromthe rider.



30.

Then we see his eyes - the sane eyes we've seen before: the
"Pirate Hunter", CHRI STOPHER COLLINS. Hi s epaul ets evidence
that he's a lieutenant in the Royal Marines. Handsome, erect
and unanbi guous in his courage, he wheels the magnificent

ani mal toward the Governor's nmansion.

EXT. MANSI ON - DAY

Collins disnmounts, throws the reins to the waiting Footman,
dashes i nsi de.

I NT. MANSI ON - DAY

Governor Hanson is | eading Donovan and Vaughn toward a | ong
table when Collins strides in. He goes straight to Donovan.

COLLI NS
I"msorry to be late Captain. MW
horse was not ready when | --

Donovan rai ses his hand, cuts himoff.

DONOVAN
Later.
(to Hanson)
You were saying?

HANSON
Yes, | was saying that Lady Stanton
is the largest plantation owner on
t he col ony.

DONOVAN
The wonan who | ost her father?

HANSON
Yes. Voyage to London three years
ago. She inherited his land...
(a hand to side of his
nout h)
...and his debts.

He turns, notions to ELI ZABETH STANTON. She is a tall,
willow beauty with sable hair and snapping eyes. Gves a
slight curtsy.

HANSON (Cont' d) ( CONT' D)
Lady Stanton you are | ooking
radi ant this afternoon as al ways.

ELI ZABETH
You are too kind.
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(SAMPLE #4: "DEAR JOHN")

FADE | N:
I NT. NEWSROOM - NI GHT

Huge day room of a netropolitan newspaper. Cubicles as far
as the eye can see. Deserted. Not a soul in sight, except
for GRACI E MAXWELL.

A striking woman. Early 30's. Eyes that snap with
intelligence and fire. Very attractive.

A qui ck gl ance over her small domain reveals: A conputer
printer, stacks of books, diploma from Vassar, a poster of

Al bert Einstein. And a solid oak desk with a framed picture
of an attractive ol der woman.

She | ooks at her computer screen. Tons of e-mail. Al
letters to be answered.

GRACI E
I hate this job

She pushes her chair back, reaches under the desk and
retrieves a hidden Oreo stash. Minches on one as she reads:

GRACI E (CONT' D)
“Dear John: Sonetines ny boyfriend
and | go at it so hard that |’'m
afraid his “unit’” will snap right
off!  That would ruin everything
for ne.

Does a take. Eyebrows arch

GRACI E (CONT’ D)
Not to mention ny boyfriend, who
probably woul dn’t be all that happy
ei t her.

Fi ni shes t he cooki e.

GRACI E (CONT’ D)
We're desperate here. Wat should
we do?  Yours truly...Snap Crackle
and Pop!”

G acie stares for a nonent. Sighs.

GRACI E (CONT' D)
For this | got a Masters’...
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She turns to the conputer - types rapidly. Very rapidly
consi dering she only uses the index finger of each hand.

GRACI E (CONT' D)
“Dear Snap Crackle and Pop: If it
does snap off -- call Lorena
Bobbit. She'll know what to do.”

She stops. Shakes her head. Painstakingly del etes what she
just wote. Scratches her head with a pencil, flips it,
catches it. Starts again.

GRACI E (CONT' D)
“Honey, you're going to hurt
yourself if you keep this up. Tel
M. Blue Steel to slow down. Enjoy
the ride. Both of you. Just
because life's short - doesn’t nean
everything el se has to be.
Si gned. .. John.”

She whacks a coupl e of keys on the keyboard, which in turn
starts the printer.

Paper cones out, she snags it, shoots down the hall way.
I NT. EDITOR S OFFI CE - DAY
No knock - just Gracie slamm ng through the door. Throws the

paper at N CHOLAS SINCLAIR Early 30's. Well built. GQ
poster boy...not a hair out of place.

GRACI E
| can’t do it anynore Nick. Gve
me sonething. Anything. | don't

care.
(sits on his desk)
You owe nme Sinclair.

NI CK
Nice to see you too Gace.

GRACI E
C non. Anything. Wat do you say?

Ni ck smles, enjoying the show.

GRACI E (CONT' D)
You know |’ m better journalist than
any of those bozos you cal
reporters up front. Take Dear
John, shove a stick of dynamite up
his ass, and blow himto hell N ck.
( MORE)
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GRACI E( CONT' D)
I hate doing this. You know | hate
doing this...

NI CK
But you're so good at it.

GRACI E
Nick - which rhymes with “prick” -
get me out of there. Do sonething.

NI CK
Ckay, | will do sonething.

She can't believe it.

GRACI E
You will?

NI CK
15% rai se. Retroactive to August.

GRACI E
It’s not the noney and you know it!

She picks up his stapler, which he pronptly takes away from
her.

GRACI E (CONT' D)
| just want to wite a story about
sonet hi ng i nportant.

NI CK
No can do.

GRACI E
Bullshit. You can do. You “no
wanna' do.”

NI CK

Bl ame your success - not ne.

(pul I s | edger)
Look at this. Since you took over
“Dear John” we’ve quadrupled the
billing. Everybody wants to be on
t he society page with you.

(bl ows ki ss)
Sweet one...you are irreplaceable.

GRACI E
City Editor ny ass.

NI CK
What ? You think you can do ny job?
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GRACI E
(tosses his pencils)
A chi npanzee could do your job.

NI CK
Sticks and stones...

GRACI E
How di d you get through college?

Nick smles, puts his hands behind his head. Loves this
little game they play - nods to the diploma on the wall.

NI CK
Probably saw ne on ESPN. Al
Anerican. Notre Dane.

GRACI E
Oh that’s right. First string
hunchback.
NI CK
Anyt hi ng el se?
GRACI E
Yeah. | quit.
NI CK
Contract. | own you for one nore

year...ny dearest...John

(1 ooks at watch)
You’ ve got twenty minutes to finish
tonmorrow s col um.

She drops the paper she printed, on his desk.

GRACI E
May a weird holy man juggl e your
figs.

NI CK

I love the way you think

He reaches in his desk drawer. Holds a ring case. Tosses it
to her. She catches it - one handed.

NI CK ( CONT’ D)
I love you.

She | ooks at it for a tine.

GRACI E
Let me do a real story.
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He smles, stands up. Takes the ring fromher, slides the
t hree-carat beauty on her left hand.

NI CK
Fi ve hundred words about the
si ngl es scene.
(smle fades)
On ny desk tonorrow norning.

GRACI E
(adjusts the ring)
| don’t love you. |I’mjust stupid.

And she’s gone. Nick smles broadly to hinself. Exalts in
having this power over her.

I NT. CONDO - N GHT

A discrimnating but confortable place. Not unlike it’s
owner -- LEO TUCKER  30’s, good | ooking. Runpled. Not a
slave to fashion. And a romance noveli st.

Barry Waite runbles romantically in the background...

On the floor next to him a little terrier - Bernie. Dog
wat ches him qui zzically. Leo tal ks what he types:

LEO
...As he entered the room there
she was...the npst exquisite wonan
on the planet. Here, just to be
with him..

H s imagination he's actually seeing Gracie Maxwell. He
doesn’t know it yet.

Shoves his hand into a bow of popcorn, crans a fistful into
his nouth. Sways to the nusic. Has absolutely no rhythm
Zero. Starts typing again.

LEO ( CONT' D)
He caresses her name with a breathy
seduction and she is overpowered.
He can only gaze into the fire of
her agate eyes.

Leo stops, closes his eyes. Wits for the inspiration:

LEO ( CONT’ D)
Responsive to his touch, her own
hands and |ips eagerly sought out
and explored his being. H's soul
Hi s body. ..
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Leo gets up - dances around the room sl owy.
| NTERCUT/ DAYDREAM

In his mnd he sees his | ove - soneone who happens to | ook
exactly like Gacie.

The dog wat ches hi m benused.

Leo dances into the kitchen. Barry Wiite runbles on.
There’'s a crash. d ass breaks.

LEO (O S.)
Danmi t !
(nmore pieces clatter)
My new crockpot!

Berni e the dog cocks his head. Of his canine | ook..
EXT. M CH GAN AVE - DAY

The sky, lead gray and threatening. Now the rain. Sheets of
it. Leo runs across the sidewal k carrying Bernie. Both are
soaked.

On the wall is a listing of conpanies. One is Cole MKenzie
Publ i shi ng.

AT THE REVOLVI NG DOOR

Leo hustles through with Bernie - plows into Gacie. Ful
on. Down she goes. Leo tries to help her up..

LEO
I"’mreally sorry about. ..

Then he sees her face. Hits himlike a dunp truck. The
worman of his dreans!

LEO ( CONT’ D)
Thi s. ..

Stunned, he lets go of her hand. She goes down |ike a bad
habit. Second tine.

Leo stands dripping on her. Wen she does finally right
hersel f, there's fire in the eyes.

GRACI E
What the hell are you doi ng!

LEO
I know you.
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Exasperated, G acie brushes herself off.

GRACI E
No you don’t.

LEO
What ' s your name?

GRACI E
See?

She notices how he’s dressed: high top work boots. No belt.
Baggy Levis and plaid shirt. Mayberry RFD

GRACI E (CONT' D)
CGee, where are Barney and Aunt Bee?

LEO
Huh?

She’ s gone.

LEO ( CONT' D)
OCh, no his nane’s Bernie.
(hol ds dog up)
Bernie...
(to the dog)
That was her

Berni e gives himthe sane | ook G acie did.

I NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

Hot Latin nunber plays through the el evator speakers. Leo
taps his foot. Mssing the rhythm Doesn’t care. Now the
shoul der lifts. Sets the dog down.

Boogie city. He's cool. He's a dude. He's “Leo of no
Rhythni...as the door opens on:

Three executive assistants; young, hip wonmen. Everything the
‘dancing machine’ in front of them isn't.

When Leo finally notices his audience, it’'s thirty seconds
too late. Mude a total jackass of hinself. He bends down,
grabs Bernie, shoots past them

The young wormen | ook at each other -- crack up.

I NT. COLE MCKENZI E RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

Leo is staring again. This tinme at a beautiful young wonman,
VALENTI NA.  Maybe 25, with crinson, collagen injected |ips.
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Under the tight pink sweater, breasts roughly the size of
Vernont, swell in unison

LEO
Hey, Val enti na.

VALENTI NA
H, M. Tucker.

LEO
Leo.

VALENTI NA
Huh?

LEO
I’ m Leo.

VALENTI NA

(broad smle)

Yeah? |’'m a Pisces.

She bends over the desk so | ow he can see to her knees. She
giggles with delight. Pets the dog:

VALENTI NA ( CONT' D)
Hello little Bernie. How are you
snookuns?

The dog backs away. From his perspective this woman has
t hr ee heads.

VALENTI NA ( CONT' D)
He’ s so precious.

LEO
Yeah.
VALENTI NA
M. Varrington will be with you in
a mnute.
(t hi nks)
Maybe nore than that. |’ m never

qui te sure.
The way she says it, Marilyn Monroe woul d be envious.

LEO
Sur e.

He gl ances up at the small video canera nounted on the wall
Waves. Sits down.
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Berni e pads over, a New Yorker magazine in his nmouth. Drops
it on Leo’ s |ap.

LEO ( CONT’ D)
I"ve read this one.

Dog | ooks at him

SAM WARRI NGTON bustles in. N ce suit. Late 50's, physique
i ke a sack full of doorknobs. Wole package is topped off
with Hair Clubs’ |atest glue-on

SAM
C non in Leo.
(to Val entina)
Hold my calls. And keep the dog
out here. Makes ne sneeze.

VALENTI NA
Yes sir.
(bends over agai n)
C nmon Bernie | wanna’ give you a
| ove.

Berni e cringes behind the sofa.

Leo and Samtake a nonent to admre the two | eviathan scoops
of a vanilla as she bends down to hug the dog...

LEO
Love to bury ny head in those.

SAM
She has to cut her toenails from
menory you know?

Sam | eads hi mi nsi de.
I NT. OFFI CE - SAME

The office reflects Sanuel’s noney. Marble and mahogany.
Jalousie glass. Distinctive and val uabl e objects d art.

SAM
I need the dammed book al ready Leo.

LEO
That’ s why you got nme down here?

SAM
I need the book Leo. Today.



LEO
Wiy didn’t you just call ne?

SAM
Because you say whatever | want to
hear and still don’'t deliver.

(1 eans over desk)

The friggin book Leo. Were is
it?

LEO
On ny desk.
SAM
Fi ni shed?
LEO
(pregnant pause)
Sort of.
SAM
Is it done or isn't it?
LEO
Yeah. Kind of...
SAM
I's the sonofabitch done or not!
LEO
It’s done.
SAM
Done, done?
LEO
Yeah.
(shrugs)
| don’t know if | |ike the ending.
SAM
Endi ng schnending. Were is it?
LEO
"1l messenger it over.
(shrugs)
Monday.
SAM

Don't screw with ne Leo.
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(SAMPLE #5: "SPARROW ON THE ROOF")

FADE | N:
ON | MAGES

flickering in the dark. No sound other than the rapid
“ticking” of 16mmfilmrunning through a projector.

The scratched bl ack and white i mages on a screen -- an old
Spani sh newsr eel .

A bul I fighter young, daring. Sweeps the cape over an enraged
bull. Spani sh | anguage sub-titles read: “Con El QGuerrero,
vencer anos!”

His every nove, fluid perfection. No wasted novenent. No
hi nt of hesitation.

The perfect killing machine.

We see dark, troubled eyes. Darting back and forth follow ng
every imge on the screen. Fem nine eyes. A slash of |ight
illum nates their intensity.

On screen this young bullfighter fromlong ago, stands poised
over his “nuleta” cape.

His long, wicked killing sword in hand waiting for the exact
nonent .

Waiting...

Then, a blinding thrust of the blade. Perfect. The bul
staggers back, nortally wounded.

The bul I fighter, tall, thin...alnost regal as the...LIGHT
fromthe projector suddenly cuts off --

MATCH CUT TO
EXT. FIELD - N GAT

An expl osion of lightning and thunder. The al abaster 1ight
pi ercing the night sky.

Rain - sheets of it - silhouetted in the brilliance.

Dark again. Shapes noving in that inky thickness. A sea of
undul ati ng horns! Hooves paw ng, gougi ng the nuddy ground.

A macabre dance with rolling thunder acconpani nent.



42.

Two BOYS, |ate teens, wearing soaked-to-the-skin shirts,
hol ding | anterns, try to keep the animals calm Frantic.
Shouting in Spani sh.
Losi ng proposition.

The deep guttural sounds of panicked animals - a chorus from
t he depths of hell.

NOW - HEADLI GHTS
illumnate the hill and valley below. A car in the storm

Anot her bl ast of thunder and lightning. The animls break
| oose fromtheir enclosure.

The beasts are a furrowed mass of nuscle and bone, backs wet
and shining in the eerie glow of the storm A single heaving
body of black and brown.

| NTERCUT AS NECESSARY

Inside the car - MAN and WOMAN. The man, about 40. Craggy
features. Thinning hair. Cranks the wheel hard right.

Looks at the woman. Damm near lost it that tinme. She is
late 30's, pretty in an “lowa-sort-of-way.” Eyes open w de.

A quick | ook over the back seat of the car -- a young child,
CHRI' S, maybe 10, asl eep.

Cl ose cropped dark hair. Fair features. A girl, but alnost
| ooks |i ke she could be a young boy. Her father's sport
pul | ed coat over her.

The worman pulls out a crinkled "Euro-Atlas" road map. Spain.
Searches. Not enough light. Pulls out a penlight. The
shaft cuts through the dark.

Her finger traces the page fromthe nountains of Sierra de
GQuadarrama, North. Segovi a.

The boys are overwhel med, waving their lanterns futilely in
t he downpour.

The bulls have conpletely breached the fence. The nassive
beasts charge off in all directions.

Chris raises up fromthe back seat. Looks.

In the headlights a beast fromhell! The horns upturned.
Fl ared nostrils.
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Chris screans. The Wnman | ooks up, screans too. The Man
reacts, over corrects the wheel!

The car careens over the enbanknment. Rolls wildly down the
steep hill side. The headlights making crazy searchlight
patterns, rolling over and over.

Slams into a tree.

Bulls are everywhere. Running madly toward the car
headl i ghts.

The car's fuel tank is ruptured. A gasoline river snaking
t hrough the dirt.

The ol der Boy, sees the car lights, notions to his conpanion.
They run over. Look in:

The man...dead? Can't tell. Blood on the dash. 1In the
back, Chris, unconscious. The boys pull at the driver’s
door. Jamred!

The back door. It opens. They try to help, but this guy is
gone.

Chris, unconscious, with the suit coat over her. Passport,
credit cards, noney spill out of the breast pocket.

The ol der Boy's eyes wi den. Reaches in, takes the coat. The
younger Boy drops his lantern - wants to see the noney.

O der boy brushes himback, a last |ook. Nothing nore they
can do -- they're gone.

The bulls com ng by the car now Myving at a good clip.

Chris is comng out of it. Shakes her head, |ooks, sees the
nonsters. Shrinks back.

A hoof knocks over the lantern - a flane flicks out like a
bur ni ng snake-tongue. Hits the gasoline, beconmes a river of
fire.

Chris scoots out of the car. Looks in the front sees her
father's head against the wheel. The eyes no |onger see.
Staring at nothing.

She turns and -- is face to face with the beast!

Its eyes wild. Fire shining in the pupils.

She screans, runs. The car explodes -- a ronman candl e.
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The explosion and resulting fireball bathe the entire scene
in a hellish glow punctuated by the rain.

Chris is knocked flat. Hts hard. Qut for a few seconds.
When she regains consciousness it’'s |ike she’s never seen
this place before!

Dream|i ke she sees a figure wearing her father's coat. Far
away. It scuttles away quickly. Lapels flapping. Sonething
conpel I i ng about the coat...

Chris tries to speak. Her nouth is noving - but no sound.
Touches her throat.

Li ght ning and thunder again. The behenothic expl osi on of
nat ure makes her junp up.

She runs after the apparition. The sound of the thunder
still nuted.

Still ringing.
Ri ngi ng. .
CRCSS CUT TO
I NT. SMALL GREENHOUSE - NI GHT
OVER the ringing - and then another crash of thunder

Through the wi ndow a frenzy of light and sound. 1It’s like a
phot ogr apher’s giant flash-bulb going off.

Now we see - the greenhouse is also an office of sorts.
Desk, conputer, fax, etc. On the wall degrees, pictures of
bri dges, buil di ngs.

Architectural designs. Od ones, md-17th Century. The rest
- a profusion of green PLANTS. Alnost three quarters of the
space.

A face raises up. DAVID JORDAN S face. Looks like it’s been
chi sel ed out of granite, but not quite finished. Eyes calm

Carefully he plants a snmall seedling, tanps it in gently with
| ong graceful fingers.

Stands back. Wpes the dirt on his shirt. Sets the seedling
on the shelf wi th about a dozen others.

He’ s raw boned and tall. Big shoulders and a grace as he
noves. Late 50's, maybe older. Stretches, hits the Iight.
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I NT. HOUSE - N GHT

Jordan wal ks through the kitchen, into his study. 1It’s not a
bi g house. Tidy. Masculine.

I NT. BEDROOM - SAME

The bed is manmmot h. Beautiful European |ace quilt covers it.
On the quilt a suitcase, neatly packed. A passport, airline
ticket, etc.

Closes the suitcase. Carefully puts it in the top of the
closet. Sits on the bed, picks up a nmagazi ne - “Aplausos.”
Spani sh | anguage bull fighting nagazi ne.

ON THE COVER: the headline: “Senorita La Fiesta Brava --
Al ternativa de Sal arosa”

He pulls out his wallet, takes a crinkled, battered

phot ograph and | ooks at it. W don’t see the inmage, but it
noves him After a nonment he carefully re-inserts it into
the wal | et.

He reaches over to a prescription bottle of nedication.
Opens the bottle, takes two small white pills w thout water.

LABEL READS: David Jordan. Take as needed for heart
arrythm a

He cl oses the bottle slowy...while outside the wi ndow a
small wind flute, rocks back and forth in the increasing
breeze of the thunderstorm

The ringing | ouder. ..

EXT. H LL ABOVE SEGOVI A - DAWN

The ringing continues as Chris touches her ear. 1It’s all she
hears as she stands | ooking at the city |aid out bel ow

Nestled in the valley. The sun is a crinson blade touching
each building in turn.

The city looks, for all the world |like a | and-Iocked ship --
Al acazar its prow the Cathedral of Santa Maria its mai nmast.

EXT. ROADSI DE NEAR SEGOVI A - DAWN

Chris stands by the side of the road, gazing at the city
bel ow. Looks around, sees -- w | dflowers.

W1 d poppies actually. Beautiful red petals. Sparkle with
t he norni ng dew.
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The little girl is absolutely captivated by them Picks a
handful, snells themas she wal ks dowmn toward the city.

EXT. CALLE JUAN BRAVO - MORNI NG

Early. The awnings of the street still rolled. No one about
this early.

Pi geons scattered around, rummging. The pillars of the
Church of San Martin behind her.

Chris runs up the cobbl estoned street. The sun cutting
across the buildings now People here and there pay her
scant noti ce.

Chris’ face as she watches - a nother scolding a child in the
street.

We hear what Chris hears - only the nuted ringing in her
ears. W see the words are nouthed by the wonan. Not
di sti ngui shable as words - just nuted sounds.

Chris touches her ear again, |ooks around, confused. Walks
on. ..

EXT. ALLEYWAY - DAY

Where a group of kids - gypsies - play and roughhouse. This
is a tough bunch. Chris watches, fascinated, fromthe
corner.

Now to a boy wal king up the street. Carries a |oaf of bread.
The gypsy children quickly go into a well organi zed routi ne.

The Boy comes to the alley, suddenly -- one of the gypsy
girls falls in front of him

Anot her, just as quickly - pushes the boy over her conrade
and “Whani - he crashes to the cobbl estones.

Chris stares w de-eyed.

The gypsy children snatch the | oaf, scare the now crying Boy
away. The children | augh, start tearing the booty apart.
Eati ng voraciously.

Chris has | earned sonething..

EXT. ALLEY - N GHT

Chris, asleep, curled up in fetal position in the corner of a
doorway on the dirty alley.
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A single street |anp casting shadows over the tiny figure as
we slowy. ..

DI SSCLVE TO:
TI TLE CARD: ONE WEEK LATER
EXT. CALLE DE LOS DESAMPARADCS - MORNI NG
Chris wal ks through the narrow confines of the street.
Mar ket day. She’'s dirtier now. Life on the street is
showi ng in her eyes...
A bit harder?
Peopl e, kids, vendors...everybody. Myving to and from nmarket
in the PLAZA. Chris is captivated by what she sees. And
hungry.

Al'l the produce, baked goods staring at her. She slides out
of FRAME, as peopl e continue by...

A vendor with | oaves of newy baked bread. Now a hand
snakes up and over the portable counter - takes a |oaf - zip!

Then slowy...a single wild poppy flower is pushed carefully
into its place.

Quy never even noti ces.
EXT. STREET - MORNI NG

Chris runs around the corner hol ding her precious cargo.
Looks around. Safe. No one saw. Sonething catches her eye.

A coat! Just like her father’'s. Lying in the gutter.

Chris runs down the street. Reaches out to pick up the coat.
Lifts it up very carefully.

It’s dirty, stained. But she puts it on as though she’s
wr appi ng her father around her.

EXT. CALLE DEL SOCORRO - DAY

A cat. Qick. Small. Dashes out, in front of Chris. She
pul I s the coat around her, clocks the street: The pal ace of
Al acazar in the distance. Magnificent structure. Beyond
that, the anci ent Roman aqueduct.

She starts wal ki ng. ..
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EXT. CALLE JUAN BRAVO - DAY

Two streets the other way, Plaza Mayor with it bustling
traffic and tourists.

The Cathedral of Santa Maria domnating |like an aged
matriarch. Chris noves on...

EXT. STREET - DAY

Smal | row apartnents. Iron grates on tiny terraces at each
| evel. And above, the ol dest rooftop apartnents.

She scans the roof. Her eyes light up - an idea.
EXT. BACK OF APARTMENTS - DAY

She is clinbing up the back stairs quickly. D sappears in a
Wi nk.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAY

It’s great up here. Snmall alcove with an overhang. On the
roof level below - an entrance for the top apartnent.

She wal ks to the al cove, |ooks around. I1t’'lIl do. Thinks, as
she gazes out toward the Plaza Mayor.

EXT. PLAZA NMAYCOR - DAY

Chris is wal king toward an outdoor cafe. Near the wall,
slips down, goes “underground” again.

THE OQUTDOOR CAFE - DAY
Bet ween and under each of the tables in turn.

Waits until the custoner |eaves, her hand is up and grabs the
| eft-overs before the waiter returns.

This tine -- two flowers in their place.
EXT. STREET CORNER MARKET - DAY

A quick, small hand “lifts” a wallet out of a pocket. One of
the gypsy children we’ ve seen earlier - a pickpocket.

Chris watches, fascinated. Studies the whole maneuver
careful ly.

A bustling overwei ght Tourist never has a clue. The young
gypsy hustles back to the alley.
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EXT. ALLEY - DAY

A small tattered blanket is laid out. Now - Wallets, credit
cards, jewelry, noney - pulled out of pockets, dropped onto
t he ol d bl anket.

The kids chatter, point, plan. The blanket is quickly rolled
up, a boy takes it, runs off.

The others head into the Plaza again.

EXT. PLAZA - DAY

Chris watches themfan out - falls in behind a G RL about her
own age. The Grl noves with practiced qui ckness. Bunps
into an ol der Woman with a purse. Startles her

The Grl jostles her “mark” with one hand while...the other
hand snakes to the purse, unclasps it, pulls out the wallet.

Chris is amazed at how quickly it happens. The Grl is gone
bef ore the Whnman real i zes anyt hi ng!

Chris stands there, nouth open. The young eyes a little
har der .

EXT. PLAZA MAYCR - LATER

Chris follows a MAN, a tourist. Skinny Anerican, 40's, with
a huge canera bag. Full of stuff.

Quy stops at the front of the Cathedral. Fiddles with
everything, pulls out 35nm canmera. Focuses.

Chris sees her chance. Scoots over, reaches in and pulls out
-- a sandwi ch! Tries again.

The Man is focusing, focusing, “click”...has the picture.
Feel s sonething. Spins around, sees Chris holding a
sandwi ch, an electric razor, and a small notebook.

She half-smles...

He half-smles back. Can’t help it. Then, goes ballistic!
Too |ate. She’'s gone through the crowd.

EXT. ENTRYWAY TO CATHEDRAL - DAY

Chris holds up, breathless. Her first robbery has made her
heart race. Calns, |ooks inside the Cathedral at a painting
of the Virgin Mary and Child. Santa Maria staring straight
at her.
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Chris swall ows hard. Touches her ear. Still ringing. She
| ooks the other way and sees...

Peopl e, not many, going into the side entrance of the great
cathedral. Sonething about this captures her attention.

To one side, they are putting noney into the “Poor Box.” Her
eyes widen. Goes in, right behind a matronly wonman.

I NT. CATHEDRAL - DAY

Moving with the flow Chris ains toward the [ittle wooden
box. Gets to it - a LOCK

A man reaches over her, deposits a couple of pesetas. One of
the bills catches on the corner of the drop-slot!

Sliding...sliding... She grabs at the dropping currency, when
a HAND stops her -- a young man LU S. About 14. Handsone,
aqui line features.

He shakes hi s head.

LU S
No.

Chris |l ooks at himstartl ed.

W see Luis talking, his nmouth noving...but we hear what she
hears - the nuted ringing sound. And it’s getting | ouder.

Chris hisses through clenched teeth. Both anger and fear in
her eyes now. Pulls mghtily. No avail.

LU S (CONT' D)
No enti endo?

She points to her ears. The ringing is getting LOUDER
Chris is getting nore desperate.



