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VWE OPEN ON A CTY LIMT SIGN

VELCOVE TO FI ASCO HEI GHTS
Popul ati on: 733, 966

And what makes this sign so unique are the successive BULLET
HOLES t hroughout it -as well as- the fact that 733,966 has
been crossed out repeatedly and replaced with | ower nunbers.

NOW - THE CAMERA ROCKETS | NTO THE SKY, WHERE WE GET A FULL
FRONTAL VI EW CF. .. ( _ ] \ EN.
Lurid skyscrapers. Gothic architecture. You won't find this
pl ace on a map

) ~LUCKY (V.0)
Fi asco Heights. You drive to hel
and back, you just mght find the
pl ace.

Camera pushes in closer now, gliding aerially above an arched
bridge stretching across a cloud of mst. The only entrance
into Fiasco Heights. And so, we converge into a sea of neon

LUCKY (V.Q).
It’s a dead end turn with only one
end in sight...

We sweep left, |ooping past a GARBAGE TRUCK dunpin% an entire
| oad of hadybags into the bay. Swoopi ng right, we hover
through a city Park -whil e- two nobsters shovel fresh dirt
onto a nmakeshift grave site.

] LUCKY (V. O.P

Right and wong are afterthoughts
here. Everyone™s decked in the sane
dark shade of gray...

A stroke of |ightning streaks across the sky. It outlines the
city inrawillum nation -as- we track through the rooftops.
@Gunshots, sirens... echoing all around us like static noi se.
_ LUCKY (V.Q)
Al'l sins forgiven, never forgotten.
No |l aws. No saving grace. Morality

I
s a fallen angel in this town.

Cue the rain. Heavy rain. Atorrential downpour.

LUCKY (V.Q?
And here, the angels fall faster
t han the rai ndrops.

Qur sky tour draws to
BUI LDI standi ng tal

LUCKY (V.0Q0) o
The cycle is as endless as it is
vicious. It begins here.

( lVOREiE)

a close as we cone to THE WATER TOVER
| within the city’s axis.



LUCKY(cont ' d)

It ends here. And a whole lot’a
peopl e die in between.

SMASH TI TLE: EL ASCO HE| GHTS :ROLL TITLE

EXT. ROOFTOP - CONTI NUOUS

Canera cranes onto the roof, where we’ll find sone sorry sa

dangl i ng over ?e starrlng straight into 47 stories o
ure ravity Looks ke he’s spent his evenlng getting his
ac i st- fucked into ground beef. And..

Three anonynous thugs watch with a smle. One of them holds a
it match beneath the clothesline that’s keepi ng hi maround.

LUCKY DOYLE screans bl oody nurder -as- the cl ot hesl i ne begi ns
to drop. W zoominto his face, then.

LUCKY (V. Q)
STOR.
SCENE FREEZES: RAI NDROPS PAUSING IN M D AR
_ LUCKY (V. Q) _
I mght need to explain this.

beat _
The guy about to take a swan dive
into rush hour traffic...

SLAM SUB: “ LUCKY DOYLE”
LUCKY (V. Q)
That’s nme. Lucky Doyle. The
unlucklest bastard you'll ever
catch narratin’ stories, See, |'ve

got what you’'d call a w nning
problem In that it never happens.

INSERT A SERIES OF FIASH CUTS W TH SUBS:

“MONDAY” - Lucky losing his chips at a POKER TABLE.
“TUESDAY” - CRAPS TABLE. The dice go snake eyes.
“WEDNESDAY” - HORSE RACES. Hi s horse cones in dead |ast.

“THURSDAY” - Back to losing his ass at the POKER TABLE.
“FRI DAY’ - Despondent as nore chips are sw ped away.
LUCKY (V.Q)
Wasn’t always like this though. Got
start as'a PlI. Independent firm

That’'s before | got hung on thlngs
i ke bl ackj ack and horse #5.

FLASH | NSERT: A CARTON COF G UE



LUCKY (V.0)
God rest ‘im

BACK ON:  LUCKY SWAYI NG FROM THE CLOTHESLI NE

LUCKY (V.Q)
So here | am stuck in first gear &

dpuble_overtlne._Losin? streaks

like mne only hit in fatal doses,

and I’mcomn’ down with a fever
beat) _ _

It all started this nornin’. That’s

when things hit the shitter. So

let’s just start from the begi nning.

SMASH CUT TGO

EXT. ST. CHARLES CATHOLI C CHURCH - MORNI NG
SMASH SUB: “THE BEG NNI NG’

LUCKY DOYLE stands outside the biggest church you ve ever
seen. More gold crucifixes than heaven itself. Rubys. Jewels.
Rel i gi on i s obviously big business here.

Lucky steps up to TWO BOUNCERS, arns crossed.

LUCKY
Holy Mary. Holy Mary. Holy Mary.

The bouncers step aside. One of them opens the door.

I NT. CONFESSI ONAL BOOTH - CONTI NUOUS
Lucky shuts hinmself inside an el egant confessional.

_ LUCKY _
Forgive nme father, |’ve sinned.
It’s been three days since ny | ast
conf essi on.

The wi ndow opens to reveal FATHER PI SARRO, an elderly priest
with graying hair and a noustache to match.

~ FATHER Pl SARRO
(thick Irish accent)
Three days? You were just in here
yest erday, Doyl e.

_ LUCKY
| sinned again... and... | need to
put fifty grand on tonight’s fight.

FATHER Pl SARRO
Are you screwin’ with nme? book
has you a quarter in the hole. You
need to pay up, Doyle... collection
box is next to the holy water.



LUCKY _
See, that’s part of ny confession.
| ain’t got the noney. Was hopi ng
to get by on that whole “forgive ny
debt's” thing.

_ FATHER Pl SARRO
(with a chuckl e)
That”s just a linp clause. You want
your debts erased, better find
anot her church. This one’s
Cat hol i c.

LUCKY _
Well, actually, I was hoplng You’d
et nme play ny debt. Spot ne the
npne¥ and ride it on tonight’s
fight. | hear there’s a patsy in
the ring.

Fat her Pisarro shakes his head in disgust.

FATHER Pl SARRO
Look, I'Il forgive your sins, say a
little prayer... 1'l] even throwin
a bl essing free of chargg. But your
bets are no good here, yle.

Lucky gets desperate.

- LUCKY )
Fat her Pisarro, this fight is a no
brainer. I win, you win - blessings
all around. | need this! Call it
amazing grace in tens and twenties
Fat her Pisarro slams the window in his face. Lucky sits back
a beaten man. UNTIL -- THE DOOR TO THE BOOTH SW NGS OPEN

Now - A HUGE, MISCULAR GOON IN A PRIFST'S CO | AR GRABS LUCKY
BY THE SHI RT. He RIPS himfromthe confessional and SLAMS hi m
agai nst the wall .

FATHER PI SARRO
Lucky -- neet THE POPE

The Pope pushes his forearminto Lucky's throat.
THE POPE
Hear You got a tithing problem
punk!
Lucky replies with, “Ugghhh.”

FATHER Pl SARRO

Now, listen up. I'mfeeling a
little religious today, so let’'s
PUt faith in notion. "Il spot you
he noney on tonight’s fight.
( MORE)



FATHER Pl SARRO( cont ' d)

But know this, if you ain’t
grinning by the 12th round, Pope’s
gonna give you a Judas nec
nmassage.

The Pope drops Lucky -- he falls like a tw sted cenent bag.

LUCKY
Alright Father. | get it.
Pope grabs Lucky and begi ns dragging himto the door.

FATHER Pl SARRO
Good. Now go with God. And get the
fuck outta here, ny son

ANGLE ON: Lucky bei ng drag?ed across the purple carpet. Past
a HOLY WATER TUB at full capacity. Past the rehearsing
boy’s choir at full hum And past a row of roulette tables.

LUCKY (V. Q) .
Every bet in Fiasco goes down in
t he "good book”. And if you don’t
ay out, Your page i s erased.
er manent [ y. _
passed nore ganbling)
How s that for exconmunication?

And just as Lucky is tossed out the front door:

LUCKY (V.Cl%

But enough about ne. Every story has
two sides... and here’'s the heavy
one. Lenmme acquaint you with our
hero... well, 'hero m ght be )
stretchin it a bit, but without him
I’d be sledge-fucked into oblivion.

beat) _
He’s a real fuckin heartbreaker
and the breaks are pernmanent.

SMASH CUT TGO

INT. MEN S ROOM - LAST CHANCE DI NER - DAY
WE' RE CLOSE ON THE TEAR FI LLED EYES OF A DYI NG MAN.
_ FLASK
Danmmit! | told ya once and a
t housand fuckin® tinmes before that,
| haven’t seen your gal
SLAM Flask’s face is smashed against the inside of a urinal.

back, we find the hot point of a .357 GLOCK 31
his tenple. He’s drowning in a pool of sweat.

And as he rears
pressed firmto



~ FLASK
(choki ng on bl ood)
Dear Father, who art in heaven,
hear ny final prayer..

SLAM

VO CE (O S.)
Focus on ne for a second.

mteLébfgtlhe girl?

Fl ask’s ASSASSIN readies his gun with a firmgrip. H's
identity is hidden beneath a weathered Fedora and the lifted
collar of an overcoat. W’'ll be introduced soon enough.

FLASK
| don’t know nothing about _that
broad’ s di sappearin”™ act! Zi ppo!!
So | ain't got shit to spill on ya.
(changi ng gears%
CGod, if youre up there... I'll do
anyt hing. ..

SLAM Fl ask spits a few chips of porcelain fromhis nouth.

FLASK
(relentlng) _

Okay - okay. Fiasco Heights.

brot her Sweats has seen her there.

Says she’s got sonething val uabl e

that he’d love to get hi's paws on.

Everyone would for that mater. So

I’d start |ookin for another prom
gatg... chances are she’ s al ready

ead.

VO CE (O S.)
You been talkin’ to your brother
agai n, aye Flask? Tell nme, who el se
ya been chattin’ to? You tip the
outfit | was headed back this way?
~ (silence)
D d you! ?!

FLASK
You’ re dam right | did!

KI LLER PULLS THE HAMMER BACK NOW

Fl ask | oses his nerve. He tears up like a school girl just
cut fromcheerleading try outs.

FLASK

I’mgonna mss ny fam|y. | got two
little boys. Awfe. This is gonna
be hard on them Please, Cod..



: VA CE (QS.)

EU|t playin’ like a famly man,
| ask. You're just another one of

t he bad guys.

Killer stays calm professional. And we can tell he’'s one
cool notherfucker just by the suave in his voice.

o VOCE (O S.)
You fi ni shed?

FLASK
Yeah. |’ m fini shed.

Killer slowy lifts his face to the florescent light. He's a
striking presence, crisp and clean cut. Chiseled jaw i ne.
Lean buirld. Dirty blonde hair - with a hint of charm and
menace in his eye. This is Nick Prine (aka

NI CK THE SAI NT
Say the word.

Fl ask hesitates. He takes a deep breath - his | ast deep
breath - then cl oses his eyes.

FLASK
Anen.

And suddenly, Flask reaches back for A SW TCHBLADE strapPed
to his ankle. He quickly pops the blade, but N ck doesn
give hima chance to do nuch el se.

BAM !'!

A SPRAY COF BLOODY PULP FRECKLES THE ATMOSPHERE LI KE A B-
PCSI TI VE RAI N SHOAER, AS..

SCENE FREEZES: on Nick’s sem -vicious glare.
SLAM SUB: “NI CK THE SAI NT”

_ LUCKY (V. O'I2|e
Meet Nick the Saint. 's what we
call a professional “trigger”.
That’s a gun for hire for all you
tourists who don’t speak the
| anguage.

AND SCENE FLI PS COUNTERCLOCKW SE LI KE THE CHAMBER OF A
REVOLVER, transitioning us into A MONTAGE OF Nl CK FI R NG FROM
VARI QUS ANGLES. .

LUCKY (V.Q) _
He’s one of the best -- resune is
not hin” but gold stars.
THEN SCENE REVOLVES BACK TO

The bathroom N ck signs the cross over Flask’s corpse, then
kneel s down and begins frisking it over...



LUCKY (V.Q)
Try not to let the blood n’ guts
turn ya sideways. N cky believes in
things |ike final prayers - |ast
rites. He’s one of the good guys.

...And Nick renmoves Flask’s wallet and steals a twenty.

LUCKY (V.Q) _ _
Well, as good as it gets in this
story anyway.

Nick cleans up in the mrror, w pes sone blood fromhis chin.

I NT. THE LAST CHANCE DI NER - CONTI NUOUS

The patrons sit notionless as a bl ood-splattered Nick
approaches the counter. He slides the twenty to the waitress,
and takes one long sip fromhis pre-ordered ROOT BEER FLOAT.
Maybe even |icks sone whi pped cream of f the spoon

Then, he winks at a little girl starring nearby... turns...
sl aps the skipping jukebox... and exits the diner.

EXT. THE LAST CHANCE DI NER - CONTI NUOUS

S raining again. Wnd ri
we can nake out is a fl

i ng across the open road. And
ner.

t i
| gghing NEON SIGN as Nick exits the
[

I
a
d

“THE LAST CHANCE’

It’s an old g e-p
lic

reas tucked within the trees of the hi ghway
shoul der. A net al

t
glimrer fading to rust.

Streaks of blue neon outline N ck’'s face in_sharP fl ashes as
he adjusts the fit of his Fedora. He steps into the pouring
rain, waiting. Until..

HEADLI GHTS. A TAXI CAB screeches into the parking | ot and
slans to a stop beside Nick. He gets in.

INT. TAXI CAB - N GHT

Leat her seats riP ed fromyears of wear. Floor sprinkled with
trash and cigarette ash. This ride has stories.

CABBI E
VWhere to fella?

] NI CK THE SAI NT o
Fi asco Heights. Hotel Florencia in
the Sicilian Quarter.



CABBI E

Ch, that don’t exist anynore. See,
“bout a year back Tony Fingers got
waxed, and his crew was taken over
by that Jewi sh gang on the East

Si de. Now, they got the whole dam
bl ock in yarmul kes. You ever seen
an ltalian in a yarnul ke? It’s
worth full fuckin® adm ssion

(beat)
It’s called the Synagogue | nn now.
NI CK THE SAI NT

Just take me to the cheapest place
you know. | ain’t stayin |ong.

~ CABBI E
(turning back) _
You sure you wanna go this road?
They don’t call this the Last
Chance for nothing.

Nick jars the rain fromhis overcoat, and gives Cabbie a nod
that says “Just drive”. And so our driver pops the clutch.

CABBI E
Well. Consider it a fare's warning.

FOOT H TS THE GAS - ENG NE REVS - TIRES SQUEAL - RUBBER BURNS

The cab speeds into the night Ieaving the “Last Chance” in a
cl oud of snoke. Neon fades into the background.

CABBI E _
More damm rain - haPpens_tmnce a
p

daY NOW. FrigPin’ ace is a flood
with traffic ['ights.
beat)
In for business or pleasure?
Ni ck whips out A LIGHTER and fires up a fresh snoke.

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Busi ness.

_ CABBI E
VWhat ki nd of busi ness?

Nl CK THE SAl NT
M ne.

Cabbi e takes this as his cue to ease up on the questions.
Passi ng a sign now.
5 MLES TO FI ASCO HEI GHTS - WHERE I T''S ALWAYS SUNNY!

Cabbi e grips the wheel tight and rounds a slick curve. N ck
gl ides across the back seat.



10.

hugs anot her curve, brakes ridin% heavy this tinme.
| eans forward as we enter THE FI ASCO BAY BRI DGE

NI CK THE SAI NT ( CONT’ D)
Ya know what, driver? | mght use
you after all. See, t hat busi ness
ou asked me about... just happens
0 be the unfinished kind.

~ CABBIE (DELI)

if it mtters, the nane’s
contessi. But you can call ne
for cuts.

Then
Del i
Del i

) ~NICK THE SAI NT

Fine, Deli, I"'mhere to find a

mssin’ danme... and kill anyone

whose | aid a goddamm hand on her

bet ween now and t hen.
~ (i nhal e-exhal e)

Point is, I'dlike to re

services while I'’min town.

Deli offers his card over the seat.

DELI )
Call that nunber anytine, )
anywhere... |I'Il only be a mnute.
How do we find this mssin gal?

NI CK THE SAI NT
She’s the one with the | ong green
heart. Can’t m ss her.

Cab passes along FIASCO S TONI C REEF. (dd piers and wharfs
l[itter our view. The snell of saltwater & rotting corpses.

DELI _
So what do they call you, friend?

~ NICK THE SAI NT
(heS|tant& )
I"'m N ck. N ck the Saint.

Driver imrediately angles the rear view into the back seat.

DELI
Jesus H. Washi ngton! You can’t be
serious. Wrd on the street is that
The|S?|nt was a pale horse. Dead as
nail s!

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Yeah, well, | guess the street’s
full of shit.

And the cab slans to a stop in front of THE FI ASCO HOTEL.
Type of place where scunbags get nightly di scounts and
termtes are rent free.



11.

SFX OVER SCENE: DING DING DING.
SLAM CUT TGO

I NT. BOXI NG ARENA - “LATER THAT NI GHT”

Two fighters goin% at it in flashes of flesh and bl ood. Jabs
echoi ng through the arena |ike thunder.

In the 5th row, Lucky screans with clenched fists. He's
cheering for his life, yelling for his flghter (RED SHORTS)
wi t h bl ow by-bl ow accuracy. And in 5, 4, 3, 2...

BAM I'l RED SHORTS TAKES AN UPPERCUT THAT PUTS HI S LI GHTS QUT.
And Lucky’s not so cheery anynore.
SUPER: $- 50, 000

We stay on Lucky’s bl ank expression as the above nunbe
qui ckly BEA NS TO RISE UNTIL HI TTI NG - $100, 000. “DING’.

ANGLE ON: THE LOSI NG BOXER S EYES ROLL BACK in his head
seconds before he drops |ike a wet noodl e.

Lucky swallows his soul when the ref calls the fight. It's
wall “to wall cheers as the wi nner celebrates his victory. And
across the arena, we notice A GROUP OF PRI ESTS all staring at
Lucky froman exit tunnel. Shit... Shit...

_ LUCKY (V.Cl? .
Shit! That’'s the word for straight
fucked. Snells nice n' deep too.

In an act of last resort, Lucky rockets out of his seat and
haul s ass down the aisle. He topples a few popcorn vendors in
his haste for the exit. And..

The riests_innediately_Push t hrough the cel ebrating
spectators in hot pursui

I NT. BOXI NG ARENA - ATRI UM - CONTI NUOUS

Lucky skids around a corner, and straight into the nost

gorgeous blonde we’ll see for the next 90 mnutes. Her purse
I's knocked across the floor as he plows into her.
. LUCKY (V.0) _
But this is when | really ran into
trouble. ..

EREEZE ON: HOPE CAUFI ELD. She's beautiful. Flow ng bl onde
hai r, heavy shine. Fair skin, Thick red Iips. Curves right
out of a magazine. Here’'s a feme fatale to the fucking nmax.
And... she’s wearing a |locket with A SAPPH RE HEART on it.

SLAM SUB: “ TROUBLE"



12.

_ ~ LUCKY (V.0O)
| just didn’'t know it yet.

UNFREEZE: Lucky quickly reaches down to collect a few of her
spill ed belongings. Lipstick. Virginia Slinms. Etc.

LUCKY
Real ly sorry, |ady.

HOPE
Just watch it, will ya? You could
really hurt a gal with all that
hust | e.

LUCKY

Sorry again. But what are the odds
of you and ne...

HOPE
None to never.

LUCKY
...Okay -- gotta run.

And he returns to a dead sprint.

EXT. BOXI NG ARENA - ALLEY - CONTI NUOUS

THREE PRI ESTS sl am t hrough the side exit into a pissed up
alley. But it’s all clear, no signs of washed up ganbl ers.
The priests go back inside.

Sl ow y, Lucky steps out from behind an overturned port
o’ potty -which- just happens to have a honel ess guy currently
residing init. Seconds pass, until...

A SLEEK, BLACK CADI LLAC PULLS | NTO THE ALLEY.

Lucky ducks back down just as A MYSTERI OUS FI GURE | eaves t he
arena with an armaround our girl Hope. But she isn’t happy.

They get in the Cadillac. It pu
for air, reading the license pl
car di sappears conpletely...

Ils away. And Luckg conmes up
ate nunbers al oud before the

LUCKY
10K QJ1.
(now V. Q)
And there was the royal flush.
Suddenl y:

PI NSTRI PES (O S.)

(a tad British) '
Tough | oss, aye Lucky? Bet it feels
like all you can sevens at the craps
buffet. Wn none, lose ‘emall.

Fuck! He knows this voice. Cautiously, Lucky turns to face..



13.

LUCKY (V.Q)
The God Squad.

WE ZOOM AROUND TO FI ND THREE MEN - CAMERA ROTATES, FREEZI NG
ON EACH GANGSTER - BRANDI NG THEM AS #1, #2, and #3.

LUCKY
They cal | entthat Partly because
they’'re the | oan out bruisers for
the Catholic Syndicate. The other
reason |1l mention in a second.
Point is, they been lookin" to give

nme a | ead shower ever since ny
checks turned to rubber and | tried
to bounce the big fight.

Zoomi ng slowy, we cone face to face with #1. A slick greaser
in a custompinstripe suit. EVEN H S HAT HAS S Rl PES. en he
turns his head down, they neet perfectly with those on his
suit. Meet Pl NSTRI PES.

LUCKY (V.Q)
Quy on the left is Prnstrlpes He’ s
as queer as a glass sli Per But
don’t take himfor a do
he’ || bend ya harder than sunset
in boys town.

ON #2. A BLACK MAN, |ate twenties, cleft chin. Miscul ar.
Eongg. Eb wears a zipped up sweatshirt and a matching
eadband.

That | ooks I|ke énockout Jones.
Three time undi sput ed chanplon -

revious belt hol der. ut Juan

Pompi in a box after the title
bout a year back | was in the
fifth row
(squi nting)

At least | think that’s Knockout
Jones.

#3. THE POPE smi | es VICIOUSlY Agai n, probably one of the
honel i est thugs you’ ever [ay eyes on.

LUCKYé
And you’ ve al ready net this ugly
son of a bitch

Lucky pans the alley, trying to cone up with a quick strategy.

LUCKY (V. C)%

CGod squad reason #2 ven i f you
don t believe in God, you'd better
Erayln to soneone hat these
fuc s ain't pinnin your tai

Trying to stall
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LUCKY )
Look, fellas, ny nerves are gettin
nunb now, but Il have a roll a
ni ckel's for ya by nornin’ ...

Pl NSTRI PES
We don’t want nickels, Lucky.

AND, in a blink, Lucky tries to nmake a break for it! HeEjives
-then- spins straight into direct range of KNOCKOUT JONES.

LUCKY' S POV: A RIGHT HOOK UNCO LS IN H S FACE. BAM._
SIVASH TO BLACK:

LUCKY (V.03
Yep. That’s Knockout Jones.

FADE | N:

I NT. ROOF TOP - FI ASCO HElI GHTS - NI GHT

SLAM SUB: “ NOW
Luck¥ i s dangling anmong the skyscrapers of Fiasco Heights.
THE THREE GUNMEN di spersed around him.. as we know.
LUCKY (V.Q). _
And that about covers it. Consider
yourself filled in.
Pinstripes takes a seat in front of us. A fashionable man. He
has a European accent... snokes cloves... and, yes, very gay.
Pl NSTRI PES

(very refined)
Cheers Lucky, welcone to the | ast
ni ght of your life.

LUCKY

Look, Pinstripes, | swear |'|] get
ya t he noney. ..
Pl NSTRI PES

Time to settle up. No nore scans.

No nore deals. And no nore of that
or phan paper you’ ve been throw ng
at us for the past nonth.

) LUCKY
Just ginme five days.
EREEZE FRANE
) LUCKY (V.Q)
Eive. My favorite nunber. | do
everything in fives. In fact, it’'s
the only stable recurring factor in
my life. Superstition, ya know.
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UNFREEZE: Pinstr

ZE: I pes takes a puff fromhis clove. He stares
at a visible tatto

0 on Lucky's forearm It says: Let It Ride

Pl NSTRI PES _
What’ s your gane, Luckx? Gotta fix
on the Queen a Hearts? C non,
what’ s the one you “Let It Ride” on?

Lucky bites his lip. No sense dying a humliated man.

PI NSTRI PES (CONT’ D)
| have a gane as well. | call it
“CGet Lucky”. *‘Course, you haven’t
got anything to play wwth, so |
guess we’' |l ‘wager on your life.

LUCKY
I got the money! SHIT! DON T DROP
MET Just ginmme” “til...

Pinstripes cuts himoff. Pulls a silver coin fromhis pocket.

 PINSTRI PES
In the ngrlt of ganes, and the fact
we both |ike playlng ‘en} [’ m gonna
flip quid to see if you free-fall.

And now, Pope strikes a match under Lucky’ s rope.

LUCKY (CONT' D)
PLEASE -- 1’1l do anyt hi ng!

_ Pl NSTRI PES
Anyt hi ng? Gee, | suppose that’'s the
magi ¢ word. Put it out, Pope.

(Pope puts out the match)
Ever hear of a “Spades’ Bribe”,
Luck%? It’s an old gesture offered
to shamus shitbags [i ke you before
they’'re done in. A “one l[ast try”
job in exchange for your debt, since
we all know you aren’t good for the
noney. Here’'s the pigeon...

Pinstripes renoves A POLARO D picture fromhis jacket. And as
he shows it to Lucky, we recognize it as the beautiful blonde
fromthe boxing match... HOPE CAUFI ELD

I NSERT POLARO D HOPE | FAVI NG THE SAVI NGS & | QAN BANK

LUCKY
| seen that broad before.

Pl NSTRI PES
Wel |l now you nust find her. She has
somet hi ng  t hat our dear Catholic
friends want badly. And if you can
turn her up by m dni ght tonodrrow,
your debt 1s all squares.

(i nhal e- exhal e)
( MORE)
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Pl NSTRI PES( cont ' d)

We don’t bloody wish to kill %a,
Luck. You're anh investnent. That
woul d be bad business. But if you
don’t have the girl in 24 ticks,
our little game goes sudden deat h.

He sl aps Lucky, driving the point hone.

Pl NSTRI PES
You catch the drift?
LUCKY
Yeah.
. Pl NSTRI PES
Spl endid. And don't take nme for a
Lucy. |’ m doubl e cream - double

sugar, but that don’t nake up for
nmean streaks.

Pinstripes flicks the clove at Lucky, then nods to Jones.

] . PI NSTRI PES
G ve himthe sleeping pill, Chanp.

“DING DING” Luck¥ grits his teeth as Jones wi nds up the
right hook. Here it cones |ike a speeding...

SVASH TO

EXT. CTY STREET - N GAT

A CAR JFTS PAST SCREEN IN A Bl UR -as- Lucky does a trip
axel fromit at 40 mles per hour. He hits the ground

series of barrel rolls and a nout hful of concrete.

l e
n a

In a hal f-conscious daze, Lucky sits up to catch his breath.
The blinking neon of “ANNE’S SODA SHOP” flaring vibrantly
across the street. Attention turns to it. And off that we:

INSERT MONTAGE COF FLASHI NG NEON:
FI ASCO. NUDE. FI ASCO. XXX. GUNS. FIASCO $$$. DRUGS. XXX. ...
“THE FI ASCO HOTEL”

I NT. BEDROOM - FI ASCO HOTEL - NI GHT

Nick sits on the edge of a bed, buckling his pants. His
tenporar¥ conpani on cradl es himfrom behi nd. w, he pl aces
H S OAN PHOTOGRAPH at op t he ni ght - st and.

I NSERT PI CTURE: NILCK AND HOPE SM LING IN EACH OTHER' S ARNVS.

NIl CK THE SAI NT )
Harl ey, | need the word out on this
dame. Just see if any of the other
gal s know t he face.
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HARLEY strokes her hand across his bare back. He has a

clearly visible scar. A BULLET WOUND

_ HARLEY
Who i s she?

NI CK THE SAI NT

Just a gal I'’mlookin for.
Ni ck grabs his shirt. He continues dressing as
into the light. The body, the lips... she’d be
on doubl e overtine.

_ HARLEY
So did ya cone here to punp ne for
i nformati on, or notch up another
free lay? Because | take it ya
didn’t conme back to see ne.

_ ~NICK THE SAINT
Like | said, it’s about a girl.
Unfortunately, you re not it.

Harl ey noves
perfect if not

Harl ey grabs THE PICTURE and RIPS it in front of N ck’s face.

i HARLEY
I liked you once, ya know.

NI CK THE SAI NT _
That’ s the problem doll. Cupi
shoots to kill here. And appar
so do you if the noney’s right

(insensitive)

You used to be a classy hustl e,
Harl ey. Then | |eave town and you
spread like butter. What’s with it?

d
ently

Harl ey shoves Ni ck off of the bed.

HARLEY _
| thought you were gone, N ck!
(angry now)

You’ve known ne for a liftetime.
Don't treat ne |ike sone cheap
trick on 9 to 5 chunp change.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You are cheaP Harl ey. But those

tricks are all I"ve got .
Harl ey slunps into the sheets, where Nick’'s
ri ght under his pillow She takes it, hides

HARLEY .
Just %et outta here, will ya.
(beat

And knom42hat Doughboy al r eady
caught wind you' re in Fiasco. He's
put The Ice Cream Man on your heel

gun i
It

is ne
behi nd
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NI CK THE SAI NT
The who?

~ HARLEY _
The craziest cat on The Franchi se
payrol|l. Set a new body count high
according to C|t¥ records -- goes
by the name M. Frosty. And that
fuckity fox adds a new flavor to
his nenu every tinme he lays a vic
on ice. Wrd 1s you re next.

NI CK THE SAI NT
It’s all peaches n' creamto ne.

Ni ck slides into his overcoat and goes for the door.

_ ~ HARLEY
Wait! Nicky... no matter how many
men | fool with, you're still the
only guy | kiss for free.
He pauses nmonentarily... thinks a beat... then renoves his

wal let. THE ENTIRE THING I S EMPTY. He smiles at Harley.

] NIl CK THE SAI NT
Ri ght. Keep the change.

She gives hima playful but guilty smrk as he exits.

EXT. FI ASCO AVENUE - DAWN

A few drops of rain split against the asphalt, signaling a
brief interm ssion in the hovering storm above. As...

An anxi ous NEWSBOY runs to the corner with the norning’ s
freshest headline. He lifts the paper over his head.

NEWSBOY
Extra, extral!! Underdog takes “Cold
Mtts” in upset match. Extra! Third
bank stripped cl ean by nefarious
road show -- vault goes bare in 60
seconds. Hot news here!! Mornon
gets rel eased on good behavi or. .

Ni ck stops dead qun hearing the nane “MORMON’'. He grabs a
paper and flips the kid a quarter. Browses the front page.

~ NEWSBOY
Thanks m ster.

NI CK THE SAI NT
No sweat, Kkid.

Ni ck takes the last drag fromhis cigarette and wedges the
paper inside his overcoat. Here cones the rain again.
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I NT. ANNE' S SODA SHOP - DAWN

LUCKY,_Iookinﬂ nmore unkenpt than ever, shuffles a deck of
cards in his hand. He only | ooks up as NICK enters the shop.

He flips the POLAROD OF HOPE to the top of his deck...

LUCKY (V. Q)
Here I am shufflin fo
a’ Hearts, when in wal
wi ldcard, And this is
ri de begins, so buckle

CLOSE ON: A STREAM OF AMBER LI QUID f
fresh layer of foamcrests the rim

t he Queen

ng t he

r

ks

wher
t he fuck up.

ANNE
Wl |, |look who's back? Alive. And
soaked to the bone I m ght add.

NI CK THE SAI NT
It’s okay. | needed a shower.

ANNE sl anms the nug on the counter and plops in a scoop of ice
cream

ANNE
One root beer float. Your usual.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Thanks Anne.

Ni ck has a seat and sets down the danp paper

ANNE

Runors sa a went and got yourself
kiIIed...ym%ere ya real?y bgen?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Re I n peace. But |’ m back now

sting ce. .
| ooking for a mssin person.

_ ANNE
But ain’t you the reason they go
mssin inthe first place?

Ni ck tosses the paper aside and takes a |ong slug off the
float. He loves It - pops the cherry in his nmouth. Now. ..

Lucky ponies up to the counter and slides H 'S POLARO D of
Hope  across the counter.

LUCKY _
Anne, gou seen a gal cone in here?
About 5’ 9. Blue eyes. Reads |ike
trouble if ya | ook past the bl onde.

Ni ck suddenly perks up on his stool -- he begins to listen.
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ANNE
. phot 0)
s a catch. She yours?

LUCKY )
Once or twi ce. Likes it rough.

_ NI CK THE SAINT (O S.)
Wait a second, Cassanova.. .
égrabblng t he pol ar oi d)

How do you know this girl?

LUCKY
VWat’s it to you, chief?

- NICK THE SAI NT
Everything. I'’mhere to find her.
She has sonething that belongs to
someone who wants it sonetine soon

LUCKY
So you know this dane?

NI CK THE SAI NT
And she never likes it rough.

L UCKY : :
Look pal, finding this broad is n¥
case. And | got alot ridin’ on i
Li ke my beatin’ heart for starters.
So don’t try bullyin’ ne around
‘cause | ain’'t doin’ your honeworKk.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You say another word and |11
your beatin’ heart out of its

m sery.
(%ard/cold)
What do you know about Hope?

LUCKY
Say, you got a nane pal ?

NI CK THE SAI NT
No. But | |ove killin people who
got ‘em What’'s yours?

put

AND SUDDENLY - a
j ukebox dies. It
mute. Every ear

AN | CE CREAM TRUCK

| the diner patrons go dead silent. Even the
s like the entire place was just put on

I
's |
listening to the distant sounds of...

A playful jingle that would seem harm ess if not heralding
the presence of a killer. Each high-pitched note nore deadly
than the last. This is a cruel calling card.

ANNE
It’s that lunatic ice cream
asshol e. Loves free press.
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Anne/ Ni ck/ Lucky turn to the w ndow sinultaneously.

LUCKY
He’s 31 flavors of trouble. That
chocol at e- chi pped fuck

ONE MOTHER in a corner booth grabs her children, holding them
tight. Another WOVAN at the pire rack brings her OVERWE
CH'LD i n cl ose.

Lucky pockets his deck and |lowers into a nearby booth. O her
Batrons_foIIOM/h!s | ead and drop out of sight, holding their
reath in pure silence. That is, everyone but Nick...

He calmy sits at the bar finishing his root beer float -as-
THE | CE CREAM TRUCK CREEPS PAST THE FRONT W NDOWS.

Anne slowWy rises as the malicious tune trails off.

ANNE
He here for you, Nick?.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Thi nk so.
Ni ck finishes the |ast drog of his float. He slides the nug
across the bar -just as- the obese kid breaks fromhis
not her’ s grasp and haul s ass out of the shop.

MOTHER
Oh ny God - Tommy NO'!

Nick turns to the_ w ndow and wat ches the kid chase down the
ice creamtruck. The vehicle screeches to a stop

MOTHER
HELP! Ny baby! Sonebody pl ease hel p
ny baby!
Anne gives Nick a | ook that says sonmething like... “Get the
fuck off your ass and help the kid”.
Ni ck shakes his head in regret, Prabs the crucifix dangling
fromhis neck, and says the Ciff’s Notes version of a
prayer. He reaches for his gun -- but it’s not there:
NI CK THE SAI NT
(to self -- realizing)

Harl ey. Damm she’ s good.
Now, Ni ck stands and turns to the counter

NI CK THE SAI NT )
Anne. You still servin the special?

Anne smiles. She reaches under the counter and WHI PS OUT A
POLI SHED S&W .38 SPECI AL. Sl eek. Custom “J” frane. Sol
steel grips. She flips open the revol ving cylinder.
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_ ANNE _ )
Trigger’'s been taken in. Quicker
than a jackrabbit on roller skates.
Ea?ltplng is... | only got one

ul l et.

She stands a si

_ ngl e HOLLOW PO NT on the counter. Nick
hesitates for the f

racti on of a second.

. NI CK THE SAI NT
Add it to ny bill

Ni ck takes the bullet and flips the chanber. He watches it
spinin his grip, then slings the chanber back into socket.
_ NI CK THE SAI NT ( CONT' D)

Fuckin® fat kid and his ice cream
As he exits, Lucky slides over to the wi ndow and rips the
blinds apart in anticipation of this showdown.

I NT. 1 CE CREAM TRUCK - CONTI NUQUS

The w ndow sl oWy opens as fat kid approaches. He bluntly
demands hi s order.

FAT KI D
Rocky Road. Doubl e scoop

FROSTY eyes the child sal aciously. White apron. Black bowti e.
Paper vendor hat angled on his forehead. IT it wasn't for the
enor mous scar down his cheek, he' d actually | ook the part.
ANGLE ON: THE FREEZER. A HALF- FROZEN CORPSE crammed in ami dst
the tubs of ice cream Frosty brushes a |linb aside and digs
his scoop into the carton of Rocky Road.

He passes the ice creamthrough the wi ndow, just as...

NI CK THE SAINT (O S.)
HEY KID -- SCRAM !

Frosty cones to attention. H s chapped lips curl into a
devilish smle. Here's the challenge he’'s been waiting for.

ANGLE ON: A SECOND FREEZER opens to reveal a styrofoam case
housi ng the di ssenbled parts of a TOMW GUN.

EXT. FI ASCO AVENUE - CONTI NUOUS

A DROP OF SVEEAT BREAKS ACRCSS NI CK'S TEMPLE

WND BLOAS - CLOUDS ROLL - THE TUNES OF AN | CE CREAM TRUCK

AND SUDDENLY, WE ZOOM | NTO THE REAR DOORS OF THE TRUCK AS
THEY BURST OPEN I N FULL FUCKI NG FORCE! !'!
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RAT- TAT- TAT... M. Frosty conmes out in a blaze. The TOMW GUN
spitting hot shells across the pavenent. Mizzle flashing |like
[1ghting in the pal mof his hand.

ind a battered CONTI NENTAL -as- |ead
ets everywhere! POP -- the tires
ing into the autonobile’s frane.

Ni ck runs for cover beh
dances around him Bul
expl ode! Hot anmo drill

Now, a pause... a nonentary pause. The killer’s weapon
di spell1ng snoke into the atnosphere. He admires his work.

Ni ck staggers to his knee. Engi ne snoking over his |eft
shoul der. dass still trickling fromabove. This is gonna get
worse and he damm well knows it.

ANGLE ON: THE FAT KID. Dazed. Startled by the comotion. Hs
ice creamnelting to the asphalt at his feet.

' NI CK THE SAI NT
~ (signaling)
Kid!' Mve! Get outta the street!

M. Frosty grits his teeth and lets it rip. The nei ghborhood
goes to hell! Bullets whizzing in every direction. Fragnments
of brick and nortar cone together in md-air chaos.

Frosty laughs... chime of the ice creamtruck still ringing,
tauntlnP, as all other noise falls away. Store fronts being
dismantl'ed by the utensil of a hardened lunatic. The sinister
jingle bringing a sense of art to his destructive handi worKk.

Fat kid starts ?

_ ying as the piercing noise of each bullet
strikes cl oser

r
han the last. He's paralyzed with fear. ..

But, NICK MAKES H'S MOVE. He sprints across the intersection
and grabs the boy by the collar. Lifting him he swi ngs the
kid under his arm and dives behind a black ‘37 FORD... a
trail of ammop sparking at his heels.

Anot her pause. The ice creamman is ready to rel oad - but-
Ni ck doesn’t hesitate for one fuckin' second. He junps from
the steam ng car, ains the .38 special, AND...

BAM

THE SHOT ECHCES. ..

A PAPER | CE CREAM HAT FLOATS IN THE W ND. ..

THE GLEE JI NGLE CONTI NUES TO CHI ME as. .

THE | CE CREAM MAN DROPS TO HI'S KNEES. Hi s head sinks - a
fresh wound snoking within it. Blood begins trickling down
his white apron as he falls. HARD.

Local kids pour onto the street -- it’s utter shock. Al

Wi tnesses to the death of a chil dhood | andmark, the ice cream
man face down in a puddle of bl ood.
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The frantic nother bolts out of the coffee shop and enbraces
her child.
MOTHER

Oh, baby! You're safe!l My baby!
Nick slips the “special” into his waistline. Barrel stil
SIZZ|IE% - _snoke surging in his face. He strikes a stoic pose
and SIGNS THE CRCSS, overcoat flowing in the w nd.
A SI NGLE CAMERA BULB FLASHES.

He makes his way through the commtion unperturbed. An
undaunted kil ler, unassum ng savi or.

THEN - A SERIES OF BULBS FLASHI NG. This is tonorrow s
headl i ne... but N ck doesn’t care. He just presses forward,
out of sight.
BACK | NSI DE THE SODA SHOP
Lucky turns to Anne with astoni shnment on his face.

LUCKY

Un- be-fuckin -lieveable. That’s raw
talent in the flesh!!

Lucky instantly rushes out of the diner in pursuit of N ck.

I NT. FI ASCO AVENUE - CONTI NUOUS

Ni ck angles his Fedora, flips his collar. Hands are shakin%.
Here’s where we can see the shaken nerves after his gunfight.

And wi t hout anticipation...

LUCKY (O S.)
I can help ya find the girl.

Nick rips “the special” fromhis belt and spins to find...
LUCKY DOYLE hol ding up THE POLARO D from the di ner

LUCKY
Spotted her at a bare knuckl e braw
coupl e ni ghts back

Ni ck steadi es the gun.

] Nl CK THE SAI NT
You again! Who the hell are you!?!

LUCKY
The name’ s Doyl e. Lucky Doyl e.

NI CK THE SAI NT
I"ve heard of ya. You're that Pl who
never closed a case, right?
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~ LUCcKY
You kiddin® nme? One nore solved gig
and | get ny own stationary.

In a flash, Nick grabs Lucky b¥ the collar and throws himface
firs t agai nst a window -- gun firmto the back of his head.

NI CK THE SAI NT _
I hope you ain’t prone to bullshit.

~ LUCKY
It’s no fib! | seen her at that
fight - she was armn’” armw th
sonme nysterious figure.

] NI CK THE SAI NT
Did you get a face?

LUCKY ) )
No. Hence the “nysterious” figure.
(beat _ _
Look. If [ saw himagain, |1'd be
able to slip the tags on. | never
forget a heal thy physique.

Nick | ets Lucky go, but still keeps the “enpty” gun trained.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Let’s not chit-chat out here. These
streets like to spill secrets.
Fol | ow ne.

I NT. FI ASCO HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER

Ni ck enters his dishevel ed room ChoPpy bits of neon spilling
t hrough the blinds, as the slowtwirl of a ceiling fan cuts
t he shadows perfectly Taking a pull froma bottle of whiskey:

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Who sent you?

LUCKY
Nobody sent ne. Just thought we
coul d hel p each other since we're
bot h bobbin” for the sanme broad. W
could swap 411... teamup

NI CK THE SAI NT
Team up? So there’s a deal at the
bottom of your gl ass?

LUCKY
O course. That’s why | always keep
it half enpty
(beat
I can cone up with the girl
guaranteed. |’'|1 just stra

gunshoes, twirl a feM/nDusPac hes;
and whalla... luck be a Iady.
( MORE)
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LUCKY(cont ' d)
See, mssin danes are ny bread and
butter. And the fact | got her
digits, her license plate digits
that is, don’'t hurt the case. She
rides in a “royal flush”. 10-King-
Queen- Jack-Ace. It’s pie.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Wiy do | feel like you re selling
used | enronade?
beat)

What do you want?

Lucky smles -- pearly whites in full glow

LUCKY _
| owe The Catholics fives stacks of
hlgh SOCIet¥, but if I find the
babe ny debt’s a kosher sandw ch.
They gave nme 24 ticks to come up
shinin", so |l need to finger this
gal ... no pun intended. You keep ne
alive until 1 can say "payback”,
"1l be your private dick to brush
the streets wth. W both win here.

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Catholics put out a trinity yet?

LUCKY
That’s the pickle. | got a )
t hreesone | ookin’ to baptize nme in
t he bay. The God Squad.

] NIl CK THE SAI NT .
So, remnd nme why | need you agai n?

LUCKY

Well. | hear ya been gone for a
while, and | know this place like
t he back of ny balls. Wth n%
connections, we'|l bag this broad
by bedtine. But if you keep goin’
around knockin’ heads |ike ya do
we won't get nine yards from ack

shit over easy. YOU NEED ME. know
who’ s who and where’s where. That's
the what’s what of it.

ébeat) _
What daya say? You in?

Ni ck thinks for a second. Another swi g. Mre thought. Then:
NI CK THE SAI NT

You |l need to sign a CT-17.

(of f bl ank stare? _
A contract. Just so ["mnot |iable
if... ya know... you die. I'Il stiff
armthe wath of God as |ong as your
shufflin’ the right cards. ce we
find the girl we'l| tal k agenda.
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Now, Ni ck notices Lucky’'s bruised face. A speck of blood runs
of f of his cheek and trickles onto the carpet.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Vbugd you m nd not bl eeding on the
rug”

LUCKY
Oh yeah. Sure.
“(steps aside) ) )
It is anicerug. Is it Persian?

NI CK THE SAI NT

Yes. | won it at the canel races
right after I fucked my genie on a
magi c carpet. No you idiot, it’'s
not Persian! There' s a securlty
deposit on the room That’'s all.

beat) _
Don’t be a nunbnuts, or I'1l dial
411 on ny own.

Ni ck grabs a towel fromthe bat hroom door

NI CK THE SAI NT
Here. Freshen up, tinkerbell.

Ni ck tosses it over. Lucky dabs his wound, hands trenbling.

| can’t believe you were gonna
shoot nme back there. That was
traumati c.

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
I kill people for a living. \Were
you expectln?ha handshake and a

war m pat on e ass?
~(a beat) )
Besides, | didn't do it.
LUCKY

You're a real sweetheart.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Yet .
Ni ck opens a sock drawer that’s fully stocked with ammb. He
renoves a DESSERT EAGLE, tucking it under the pillow of his
bed. Then he reloads “The Special” and holsters it along with
his G ock 31. Finally, he opens the snack bar anﬂ etrieves
S :

TWDO SVALL DETONATOR devices -- hi-tech | ooking
Lucky just wat ches.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Now t hat we’ ve had our neet-cute,
there are just a fewthings |11
need to go over.

I’m fam shed. Do you |ike Thai?



I NT. ELEVATOR - DAY - CONTI NUQUS

Ni ck and Lucky enter the elevator as the doors open.

pushes the ground floor button..

NI CK THE SAI NT _
You have 24 hours to come up with
the girl... right?

LUCKY
Ri ght .

NI CK THE SAI NT
VVong. You have 21 hours. | break
for breakfast, |unch and dinner.
During those tines, we’'re off the
case.

The doors shut.

EXT.
Ni ck

| NT.
Ni ck

I NT.

Ni ck
They

HOTEL PARKI NG - DAY - CONTI NUOUS
and Lucky wal ki ng out of the hotel...

NICK THE SAINT
| don’t like too nuch attention, s
ou || have to be invisible while
"m here. Translation: just keep
your ugly mug off the streets until
we’' re done solving this puzzle.
(he stops at valet)
| don’t drive. Get us a cab.

(0]

RANDOM CAB - DAY - CONTI NUOUS
and Lucky in the back seat...

NIl CK THE SAI NT
For the nost part, you are an

amateur. |’ mthe professional. That
neans |’l1 be the only one dealing
wi th guns, knives and other things
that kill people. Turn here.

RESTAURANT LOBBY - DAY - CONTI NUOUS

28.

Ni ck

and Lucky enter the | obby of a busy Thai restaurant.

approach” the hostess...

NI CK THE SAI NT
Never, and b{ that | nean never,
tell anyone that our hips are
joined. It’s called trust. And if
you break that trust, our deal goes
null and | wal k.
MORE)
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NI CK THE SAI NT(cont' d)

%to host ess)
abl e for tmo pl ease.

| NT. RESTAURANT BOOTH - DAY - CONTI NUOUS
Ni ck slurps up a noodle fromhis Pad Thai platter..

NI CK THE SAI NT

If | take a bullet for you, which
[’ d rather not do under our current
agreenent 'l have to charge a
smal |l fe Pain & grievances.

Lucky forces a smle and srgs some green tea. Hi s expression
says ever%thrng . " THE FUCK” just hired Tony Montana to

NI CK THE SAI NT
So. Are you good with the terns?

) LUCKY
|l can live with the terns.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Good. Then our “stakes” are on the
sane plate until we find the gal

Y
kay. So. Isn't here a contract |
needed to sign? Cri7... or
what ever ?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Nah. It’s all verbal. W’ re good.
(beat)
IXou gonna finish your spring

Lucky | ooks a little perplexed as N ck scoops the | ast
remai ning spring roll fromhis plate.

L
Just wonderi ng. % do they cal
ou “The Saint”? There' re runors
hat you're trained by thieves,
protected by God. ..

NI CK THE SAI NT
And on Sundays, | wal k on water
bet ween the hours of 2 and 4
(now deadpan)
Don’t believe everything You hear .
Maybe for soneone who kills people
I"mjust a really nice fuckin guy.

LUCKY

Y But you ain’'t some chunp
h an itchy finger. That | know.
And fol ks say ya' ve never killed
ng

anyone who didn’t have it com
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NI CK THE SAI NT
Stop. You' re nmaking nme bl ush.

(to assing_maltress)

Can you bring t he check pl ease?

Lucky reaches for his wallet as Nick Iights up a fresh snoke.

LUCKY
So. Ya got any |eads?

NI CK THE SAI NT
A very dead source told ne that
Sweats Polino can point fingers.

You know where we can find "inf

LUCKY
That ?reasy fuck, sure. He works
out c(>b at awn shop on G and.
ea
Say, what”s with all the heat on
this piece a patch anyhow?

~NICK THE SAI NT
Her nane is Hope. And she has
somet hi ng consi derably val uabl e
with her. Something everyone is
gonna want to get their mtts on.

VWH P PAN TO

EXT. I NDI AN G VER PAWN SHOP - MOMENTS LATER

Lucky is standing outside the front door of a small pawn
shop. He smles at passersby, trying to distract them from
t he mass pandenoni um echoi ng from i nsi de.

I NT. 1 NDI AN G VER PAWN SHOP - CONTI NUQUS

WHACK! NI CK bitch-slaps a repul sive pawn shop broker across
the face with a violin. Three strings pop on inpact.

The broker falls backward holding his face. He's a greasy
slinebag, ratty hair. Face scarred fromyears of acne. And he
is al nost | DENTI CAL TO FLASK. Meet twin grother... SVEEATS
POLINO. Definitely the uglier of the two.

_ SVEEATS _
(with a slight ]ISF%_
Doughboy’ s gonna thit i nder

bl ocks when he hearth about thith!
You're as dead as the screws in
your coffin, Nick

or _ 1 of f when you
ed to junp town wi thout thayin
dbye. That was jush fuckin’ rude.
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NI CK THE SAI NT
VWhere's the qgirl, Sweats? | know
she’'s here. Your brother told nme
you’ ve seen her.

SWEATS .

Theen her? Who do ya think took
that picture everyone' s pathing
around? .

(changi ng tone)
Doughboy ith the nost powerful
bossth in Fiasco now. The top dog.
And he’ s gonna gut ya w de open!

NI CK THE SAI NT
Tell the fat |ady he sings too | oud
and too often.
#hard beat ) _
| left because | wanted out. Plain.
Si mpl e. And non- negot i abl e.

Sweats struggles to a knee and wi pes his greasy forehead.

SVEATS '
That’ s what you think, W ain’t
some gang bang operation pushin’ 8
bal | s at rethess anynore. It’s big
time now W' re turning over nore
coke, nore heroine, and nore thmles
than a fuckin’ haPﬁy meal . So, you
have no idea the ower of thit
you' re dancing in by_mhack!n’_on a
made guK with an antique violin. I'm
a bigshot inthith town!!
VWHAM Nick splinters the violin across Sweats’ face.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
And | bet you can nmake pussy wet
just by winkin at it.
(fpcusedg
Wiere is she? Wiere’' s Hope?

SVEEATS
Iaughlng?
Hope? You rea IX care about that
| ossed up dame? YQU RE. )
| . <cou?h><cough> And your
little valentine’ s gonna get fucked
ri ght al ongthide ya.
(cough- cough) ) _
She’s playing ya, Saint. Like a
puppet on chain-link wires.

Bl ood begi ns Pouring down Sweats’ nose. Nick tosses hima
handkerchi ef from a gl ass counter nearby.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Here... you're leakin , Sweats. |
think I busted a pipe or two.
(beat)
( MORE)
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NI CK THE SAI NT(cont' d)
And while |I’ve got your attention,
| have a nmessage for Doughboy.

SVEEATS
Yeah, what’'s that?

Ni ck removes a SILENCED SI G SAUER and ai ns smack between the
eyes.... SPHIT! SPHI T! SPHI T! Blood peppers the nmirrors.

Hearing the noi se, Luckgmgokes his head inside to find N ck
S|gn|n? t he cross over ats’ dead corpse. And... he quickly
shuts the door. Acts like he didn’'t see a thing.

I NT. LIP LOUNGE KARACKE CLUB - MOMENTS LATER

The nightclub is dimy lit. An Italian joint lined with red
| eat her boot hs and nusical nmotifs. Rich C|8ar snoke actuates
the air softening the nood to a snooth shade of gray.

On the stage, your typical “broad in a night club” sings and
tosses a few winks to her cromd. She wears a white gown, fits
like a glove -but- nore glitter than gl anmour.

Now, we slowy pull back to reveal the singer reading her
words froma cue. Vacant piano - no nusicians on stage. And
we realize, she’s singing karaoke... with a splash of noir.

She delivers an entici
row (guy’s wfe probﬁb
nks

( y has dinner wrapped in the fridge by
now) then turns, w

Pg smle to sone poor sap in the front
, and blows a kiss right to the canera.
CAVERA HURLS BACK TO THE BAR where N ck and Lucky chip at
their cocktails |Iike programmed al coholics. They're
surrounded by Italian greasers in yarnulkes. This is

obvi ously wi seguy territory.

LUCKY _
| bet she’s lip syncing.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wiy are you trying to bet ne? Wre
you rai sed under a power |ine?

LUCKY
Definitely Iipping.

NICK THE SAINT
Just stop tal king, stop thinking,
and stop fucking existing until |
finish ny drink. Please.

Ni ck turns his gaze to the lustrous | ounge singer. He stares,
and it only takes her a second to notice.

_ TENDER SAL (O S.)
Bl i nk your headlights, N ck. That
vi xen has a | eash on her
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TENDER SAL BARTENDER[ nods to a corner booth, where we find
PAT McBANI STER - _ - glVlng Ni ck sone
attention of his own. He’'s flashy. Stylish. Acelebrity as
far as gangsters go. And PS... he's a bonafide prick.

He wi nks at N ck and makes a punping notion with his fist. As
in... “Yeah. |I'mfuckin her”.

Nick smles vehenently and signals for two drinks.

TENDER SAL _

| seen that | ook before, and it
usual ly neans | gotta nmop ny floors
in the norning.

(pouri ng) .
Just play nice mouldyya, Ni ck? He's
a heavy roller now You don’t wanna
reputation for puttin out the
wrong stars.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Stars are neant for shooting, Sal.
That’s how ya wi sh on ‘em

Ni ck grabs the drinks and turns to Lucky.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You. Stay.

AT McBANI STER' S BOOTH
Ni ck drops in opposite MBanister. W can tell there’'s a
rivalry here. Question is whether it’'s friendly or not.

MCBANI STER .
Wl cone back, Nick. Mnd if you
join me?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Not yet anyway.

Nick slides the fresh cocktail across the table.

_ MCBANI STER
I quit.

NI CK THE SAI NT
So we’ll drink to old habits. O
was it onl¥ the hard stuff that set
your gun off?

~ MCBANI STER
You' re just jealous because | had
all the good gigs. |I'"mon contract
with The Catholics now, see. Part
time. Great benefits. A 401k

Nick lights up a fresh snoke.



NIl CK THE SAI NT
Sorry to hear that. Thought they
had enough choi rboys to fondle.

MCBANI STER
Cute. Very cute

McBani ster laughs it off and nods to the girl on stage.

MCBANI STER
So whatdaya think of ny new
squeeze? They just don’t make
trophies |ike that anynore, eh? Too
many curves.

Ni ck puts on a generic smle.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Yeah. I'mlookin’ for a girl
nysel f. Seen her?

Ni ck slides Lucky’'s polaroid of Hope across the table.

MCBANI STER
Way you askin’ about this dane?

o NI CK THE SAI NT
Curiosity. | hear it killed a cat
once.

_ MCBANI STER
And it’Il kill you too if ya keep
on with the questions.

(beat)
There’s too many gals to shake at
inthis cumdu city. Tr¥ t he | ost
n" found... maybe she’ |l turn up.

McBani ster starts to get ede as his lady waps her set.
easy to see he’s hiding sonething.

MCBANI STER ( CONT’ D)
Wy ya really here, N ck? Wat for?

NI CK THE SAI NT

Good reason. Bad intention. Mybe a
m x of the two?

(beat)
Her nane’ s Hope. Just a gal who ﬂot
tossed in the wong drink with the
wrong fol ks. Now she’s thin air
with no tracks to foll ow Faded out
wi th sonet hing of high value --
somet hi ng ny current enpl oyers want
back.

(beat) : :
You and nme got history... it’s the
only reason |’ m asking.
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MCBANI STER
(cold).
| said | ain’t seen her
(col der _
But while there’s history on the
table, | should probly et ya know
that “The Mornon” was rel eased.

NI CK THE SAI NT
He' s out ?

MCBANI STER
Good behavior. Turned his | ast
Parole hearing into some PSA for
hat latter day bullshit. Not to
mention, he had a wfe on the
committee. Those bitches are
ever ywher e.

Curtains fall as the stage crew resets for the next act.

~ MCBANI STER _
He’ s workin' for Doughboy again.
(cheshire grin)
See, |'d stiff ya nyself -- but I'm
ivin' ya the night off. Only since
know he’ || be [ookin for old
scores to polish up on.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Thanks for the clenency, it plays
real genuine. Must be all the
clergy they got ya humm n’ on.

McBani ster opens his jacket enough to reveal the P.08 LUGER
hol stered inside. He shakes his head.

_ MCBANI STER
Speakin’ of all that, | stopped to
see your old gal Har [ ey while you
were out. She"s good conpany. Still
artin’ those legs |like the Red
uckin’ Sea.

Ni ck LUNGES across the table -BUT- MBanister already has the
Lugor trained in his face. He's clearly touched a nerve.

MCBANI STER _

| know. It’s not nice to point. And
I’n1usua|!¥ one for manners, but
oure still crazy |ike a gypsy

uck, man.

(beat) .

Now. Are we done catchin’ up on
times of ole?

Nick tries to make a nove -BUT NOW every Italian in the bar
whi ps out a gun and points in his direction.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Looks that way. For now.



36.

MCBANI STER
Then scram before | cause a
ruckus.
(noddi ng to Lucky)
And take your pet loser with ya.

Ni ck holsters t he gun he had poi sed under the table --
McBani st er s down his Luger as mell It could have been a
tie, but me I never know. hen.

Two doornen roughly escort N ck/Lucky fromthe club.
LUCKY
(to N ck)

Wien you get sick of the four star
treatnent, let’s try things ny way.

LNSFRT | NVESTI GATI ON MONTAGE

SHOT: Ni ck/Lucky show the pic to a garbage man. It’s a “No”.
SHOT: Lucky talks to an al bino gang at a pool hall. “No”.
SHOT: At a pharmacy. The tattooed pharmaci st shakes “No”
SHOT: Flashing the pic to a biker gang at a dive bar. “No”.

SHOT: Interrogating sone poor junkie at an AA neeting. “No”.

EXT. BLACK MARKETPLACE - DUSK - “1 HOUR LATER’

Wl cone to the black market. A street bazaar so big it nakes
K-mart | ook |ike a garage sal e. Anyt hi ng can be purchased
here for a price: Arnms, drugs, illegal rmmgrants. Anything.

We PAN t hrough the nmasses to find our UY Lucky is shaklnﬁ
hands with the PERSI AN OANER of a smal | over kIOSk But the
slant is... there are no flowers here. Just a snorgasbord of
illegal horticulture.

g W a plants, nushroons, and

n i . VVnter Konlng VWite

% ht All a bel ed aEBJoprlat ely in a
at coul d nake the shit bricks.

Lucky shows the owner HOPE' S PHOTO, but Persian shakes a

negative and takes another hit of the Chef’s special. Now,
Lucky changes angles and |eads us to a small newsstand near by.

This boutique is brinmn
all the marijuana you a
Wdow. B-52."  Northern Li
nom & pop organi zation t

FRONTPAGE SAM quietly sits reading an issue of LIFE MAGAZI NE

LUCKY
Front page Sam Wat’'s the news?

FRONTPAGE SAM
Lucky! 1t’s been a few days. You
cone’ | ookin’ for the scores again?



_ LUCKY _
Not this tine, Sam |’ mgettin’
outta the number business. Direct
orders from CGod.

FRONTPAGE SAM
Yeah, | heard he had an eye on you.
So t hat being the case --"1'Il keep
the news to nyself.
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Sam flips over the SPORTS SECTI ON of the nobst recent paper.

LUCKY
Thanks. | actually canme for
sonethin’ else...
Lucky whips out a tattered napkin with digits s
across it. N ck watches curiously over his shou
LUCKY _
... These digits belong to a |icense
plate, | need to _know whose. Can ya
play it for ne, Sanf
FRONTPAGE SAM
Yeah, | can play it. I'Il flip Ka
the fresh headline in fifty ticks
to an hour.
LUCKY _
You're a gem A dianond in the
rough wi t hout the dianond.
~ FRONTPAGE SAM
(sn1|es%
Let’s just hope you're outta that
sl unp_ next tinme see ya. Get ya
swingin for the fences again.
LUCKY
And that’s what got ne in the slunp
to begin wth.
Lucky winks to his old friend and turns away w
as they walk, we’'ll pass through a small constr
about 10 PUERTO RI CANS paving a sidewal k with f
- LUCKY
(to N ck) _ _
See. Easy as watchin’ tits shake.
NI CK THE SAI NT _
Wll. If you re conmparing the mracle
of shaking tits to spending tinme with
you, |I’d nuch prefer the tits 10 to 1.
Althpugh, a case can be nade that you
are in fact an enornous boob. Wth™ an

ast oundi ngly profane vocabul ary.

More |ike vulgarly el oguent.
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NI CK THE SAI NT
You woul dn’t know el oquent if they
fed you pages froma dictionary.

_ LUCKY
Wait. So, you're just a rotten son
of a bitch; aren’t you?

SUDDENLY, Nick has a gun to his head. AND NOW Lucky does
too. Al 10 “ ARVED TRUCTI ON WORKERS surroundi ng them
NI CK THE SAI NT LUCKY

Fuck. Fuck.

Ni ck PUTS A HAND ON THE CEMENT TRUCK as the Puerto Ri cans
force himover the wet concrete, |eading himfurther down the
alley. And what we’'ll notice... is that he has_casuallﬁ | eft
one of his SMALL BLI NKI NG DEVI CES on t he churning truck.

PUERTO RI CAN
Ust ed dado que coge, gatito!

NI CK THE SAI NT
Sorry, | don’t speak French

THE MORMON (O S.)
(very articul ate)
| believe that he said you re about
to die. Wth lots of profanities
sprinkled in for good neasure.

Ni ck | ooks up to see M CK THE MORMON aPproachin out of the
darkness. And we can see the neaning of the word “NEVESI S
just by the hatred sparkling in his glare.

THE MORMON
Wl come back, partner. O, | guess ex-
artner is nore Polltlcaliy correct.
was never really one for details.

_ ~NICK THE SAINT _
Details like stabbing a friend in
t he back. You nmean “actual” details
like that, right Mornon?

_ LUCKY
(whi psers)
Mor non? That’'s M ck The Mrnon?

Mormon steps into Nick’s personal space, poBs a stick of
bubbl egum i n his nmouth and bl ows a HUGE bubbl e.

THE MORMON .
You’ ve got a sack of brass com ng
back here,_NlckY. But that big
swingin dick always draws a crowd.

Mormon lifts up an issue of the FI ASCO Tl MES evening edition -
- a picture of NICK S SHONDOMN AT THE DI NER covers page one.
HEADLI NE READS: ZTHE SECOND COM NG SAI NT RFTURNS'.



Nick tries to nake a nove

t hei r hammer s.
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THE MORMON ( CONT’ D)
But 1’m not here for reunions, so
"1l make this short and painful.
You don’t get out of Fiasco
Hei ghts, Nick. You die here, and
your soul dies here with you.

THE MORMON _
Careful nowi We got a real life
Mexi can stand-of t here, aye N ck?
(off Nick’s reserve)
C nmon. Were’s your sense of hunor?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Never heard of him

The Mornon begins screwing a silencer onto his pistol.

BEEP. . ..

_ _ THE MORMON
Thing is, you can’t quit “The
Franchi se” " whenever ya want. It’'s a
syndi cate, not a fuckin tenp agency.
Ain’t no paid vacations in our [ine
of work, Saint N ck.

beat) _

You know what a “mandate” is?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Q her than a noun, it’s the |ast
thing you |l say before | kil
everyone here hol ding a gun.

THE MORMON
Don’t be silly - look around. You don’t
have a spic’s chance. therally. And
they’ ve got hedges to trimin the
norning, so let™s expedite this thing.

NI CK THE SAI NT
10 seconds.

THE MORMON
Mandate. “An authoritative command
handed down fromthe nost suprene...

BEEP. .. BEEP. ..

And, The Mornon turns to the cenent truck just as...

KA-BLOOOM_ = A WAVE OF WET CEMENT BLOWS ACROSS THE SCENE

Ni ck grabs Lucky and ducks behind a

ile-on as cenent eructs

overhead with tsunam force. dass shatters... netal debris
flies overhead... car alarnms sounding off everywhere.

Drops of cenent rain down |ike snow flurries as the chaos

set

| es.

And that’s exactly when. ..

but the Puerto Rican Whrkers click
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NickNgrabs the gun fromhis belt and rises to find 10 PUERTO
Rl CANS nol ded into place by a ton of wet concrete. NONE OF
THEM CAN DODCGE FAST E , nmoving in slow notion.

BAM BAM BAM N ck goes around the scene, putting a fresh
bullet in each man wth a gun. It’s the easiest round of
target practice anyone's ever taken aimto.

He stops. Each victimslunped in a coat of drying cenent,
like sglt pillars streakegpin bl ood. But THE %CRECN i S gone.

_ LUCKY
Tickle ny ass - that was gravy!!

NI CK THE SAI NT

Shut-uE and follow nme. These are
only the early birds...

Ni ck takes off his “wet” overcoat - it clanks to the ground
th a THUD. He grabs Lucky’ s armand pulls him al ong.

NI CK THE SAI NT ( CONT' D)
They al ways travel in packs.

And on the period of that sentence - MACH NE GUNS ECHO !'!

LUCKY
Sounds about right!
Ni ck and Lucky race back into THE BLACK MARKETPLACE, a poker
tabl e goes over as they begin tunbling through a series of
boot hs to nmake their escape. A _HOARD EE GUNN%N BEH ND THEM
BOOTH > AFTER BOOTH > AFTER BOOTH > AFTER BOOTH > AFTER BOOTH

Finally, they PIOM/through an assenblage_of Arabs adm ring
the newest dirty-bonb prototypes... and into safe passage.

EXT. FI ASCO BOULEVARD - CONTI NUOUS
Once on the street, Lucky hunches over to catch his breath.

LUCKY
| swear, |I’mcom ng. One sec.

Nick turns to his pathetic partner.

~ NICK THE SAI NT
No st oppi ng!

AND LUCKY VOM TS. Everywhere. The pink kind of vomt that
says your lungs haven't seen exercise in years.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Tell me you're fucking joking.
(re:” puking)
Just | enmre know when we can get
back to RUNNI NG FOR OUR LI VES!!
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Lucky | ooks up with tear filled eyes, takes a deep breath.
Then” pukes up anot her batch. Round two.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Ch Jesus. | don't believe this.
LUCKY
Ckay - | think I’ m good.

Ni ck and Lucky bolt across the street free and clear. Well,
for at | east a second or two -- or however long it took for
t hose THREE FORD MODEL A TUDORS TO SCREAM AROUND THE CORNER!

Lucky junps forward as rapid fire clicks at his heel. In the
nearlglstance, Ni ck finds our getaway. It’'s comng right for
us. "S. ..

THE FI ASCO HF| GHTS EXPRESS

But it’s not your average metro. No. This public
transportati on nethod should come with a warning |abel. It’s
built on an elevated train rail -however- the passenger car

hangs vertically fromthe track, suspending over the ground.

Ni ck hops onto the panel and |ifts Lucky into this trolley-
esque rail car. A supped up TUDOR only a few yards behi nd.

Luck%E&gns the car... ENTIRE THING | S PACKED W TH SENI OR

Cl Tl Qobvious tourists on |leave fromthe retirenent hone.
Cameras begin clicking, each tourist wears a sweatshirt that
says, “I SURVIVED FI ASCO HEI GHTS".

LUCKY

Yes. Let’s think positive.
Their TOUR GUI DE drops his mc and ducks for cover as...

RAT- TAT- TAT- TAT- TAT. Fresh ammuni ti on dances across the
exterior sending the tourists into a frenzy.

“VROOOM' - ALL THREE TUDORS ARE CLOSI NG | N FROM BEHI ND.

Ni ck grabs a hand bar and | eans off the open rail, unloading
hell Into the first vehicle. No luck. Tinme to focus. He
steadies -- finger taught on the trigger -- and fires...

CRACK! Direct hit! The bullet pierces the w ndshield, sending
the driver’s head off |ike a pinata. Tudor spins out of
control - tires giving way - and flips into pure bedl am

Nick smles as the tudor conti nues to nash across the
asphalt. THE HOOD BLOAS. ENG NE | GNI TES. B

ONE TOURI ST SNAPS A PI CTURE. He wears hearing aids -- thinks
it’s all part of the tour. Next...

TUDCR #2 speeds up on the right, getting even with th
assengers, while TUDCOR #3 speeds up on the |left. WE RE_
ELANKE%! But Nick steps into the mddle of the car, aimng
his guns in opposite directions... and goes to wor k.
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One round in, TUDOR #2 peels fromits |ane and SLAMS HEAD- ON
| NTO AN ONCOM NG FOURTEEN WHEELER. The col | i sion sending a
fireball the size of a boulder into the rear of our ride.

The force alone rips us fromthe raised line and jars our
smal| car right off its rails. Live electricity spews from an
over head conduit as the express slans to the ground, free-
wheel ing down the hilly streets of central Fiasco.

BAM GUNFI RE CONTI NUES RAG NG FROM THE ROGUE METRO. BAM

JUDOR #3 pul I's back and fal F in behind us. A MARKSMAN

I
stepping_onto the exterior floor panel with a readi ed TOMW
GUN In his grasp. HELETSIT RIP
Ni ck holds firmas bullets graze his head. He isn’t dodgi ng
them nerely being thrown fromtheir path as the rail car
veers right, then left, then right again
No nore ganes. Saint edges around the front of the vehicle
takln% a “hail mary” shot that blows the Marksman’s hat off.
Just happens nost of his head is still init.

JUDOR #3 swerves violently, then regains control

TOUR GUI DE (0. S.)
END OF THE ROAD!

Ni ck turns to discover the runaway express speedi ng towards...
HANGVAN' S PARK
HE SI GNS THE CROCSS..

EXT. HANGVAN S PARK - CONTI NUQUS

A quiet setting. Cobblestone bridge stretching across a steep
decline filled wth pine and cedar. White-capped noss swayi ng
within the rock of a sarconic arch.

W pan up to a wooden sign - HANGVAN S PARK - which instantly
ES as our netro expl odes over the
cobbl est one breaki ng 100.

RAI L CAR NCSEDI VES THROUGH THE TREES AS WE VWHI P DOANHI LL. And
you can bet your ass there’'s been a heart attack by now.

SMASH' The vehicl e pi ng-pongs between two oak trees and sl ans
t hrough a gazebo. Inertia hits like a crushing stab in the
back as the car lifts into the air, sailing forward..

...And drives back into the earth. N ck holds his conposure
and fires at the pursuing Tudor. Screans from every angle.

NICK'S POV ON: A REAR BREAK LI NE HANGI NG FROM THE EXI T PANEL.
Ni ck pushes to the back, velocity working agai nst himas the
trolley goes red on the speedoneter.
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AND WE' RE COM NG TO A BODY OF WATER. HANGVAN' S POND. It’s
growing on us like we're free falling through the trees.

Pl CKI NG UP MORE SPEED NOW 110. 112. 114.

Nick pulls hinself to the rear cabin - inpact _no nore than 40
ards away. He reaches for the break line... TH N EMERGENCY
RE DANGLI NG FROM THE EXI T PANEL. Al npbst got it.

WE' RE PLOW NG OVER SMALL PI NES. FASTER. FASTER FASTER. ..

Suddenly, TUDOR #3 slans into the rear of the car, knocking
Nick over the rail and onto the Tudor’s hood. He [atches onto
the front grill, tilting his gun over the hood. And N ck puts
a FULL CLI P THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD -- brain matter splashing
t he wi ndows. But then...

Saint immediately drops fromthe grill, lands on his back
and puts his chin to the dirt just as the Tudor whips ri ght
over top him He safely rolls out fromunder it, as...

BOOOOOM A ferocious explosion as the Tudor goes head on into
an oak tree. d ass, wod and netal shards fill the air.

BACK ON LUCKY I N “THE EXPRESS”

Gitting his teeth as the we apEroach t he pond. TH S BUNDLE
'Ot: RUNAVWAY NOSTALGA A |'S HEADED FOR A COLLI SION. And here. ..
it... cones...

ANGLE ON:

A FULL FRONTAL OF RAIL CAR -- seconds before it slans into the
enbankment FI RI NG LUCKY THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD | i ke
regurgitated food. He hits the water in a trenendous barrel
roll, like a rock skipping across its glassy surface.

After a beat, a few of the passengers begin stunbling off the
cat astrophe. M nor cuts and brui ses.

FAT OLD WOVAN
| want five not herfuckin’
dol | ars Dback!

Vihat 2 HEARI NG Al D GUY
at -

Ni ck brushes sone dirt fromhis jacket, turning to find Luck
UP TO H'S WAI ST |'N HANGVAN S POND. Lucky spits out a mouthfu
of water and begins to shiver. As he sloshes onto the shore:

LUCKY
éteeth chattering)
D-d-don’t shay a w w w word.

And Lucky linps off through the park, agitated. N ck follows.
SLOW DI SSOLVE TO
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I NT. LUCKY' S OFFI CE - NI GHT

_SanlsPade had a | ow rent storaﬂe space with one w ndow,
is would be it. Lucky sits in the corner with his feet In a
b of warmwater, stacks of smut magazi nes surround him

bookshel f beside him Mybe a few
s, a few pictures of CHL LUCKY
then- a Pl CTURE OF LUCKY WTH A RACE
a CARTON OF GLUE. Nick picks it up

LUCKY (O S.)
Don’t touch that!

NI CK THE SAI NT

| f
th
tu

Nick wal ks to a
cl assi ¢ Chandl er
with his famly -
HORSE. Next to it i

What ? Why?

LUCKY
That’ s Li ghtning SuckerEgnch.
Aka... lucky horse #5. 's the

only famly | have.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Don’t you nean had? And did you
ever think that betting on anything
in connection with the word
“sucker punch” was a bad idea?

LUCKY
It was nmy father’s horse. | swore
I’d | ook after himwhen he died.
After all, Lightning was part of
the famly. But then | ran into.
trouble, the kind with dollar signs
attached. So, | took Lightning to
t he straights and won a few bucks.
Did good for a blink or two... but
then he hit a 13 race | oosing
streak, broke his Ie? and now he
hol ds furniture to?e her .
(enotional beat)
As silly as it is... those are the
ma

ins of a dear friend. So
ease, hands off the glue.

' NI CK THE SAI NT
Right. So it’s official.

LUCKY
What ?

NI CK THE SAI NT
You have down syndrone.

Nick sits in a wooden rocking chair. Of Lucky s sorrow.
NI CK THE SAI NT ( CONT’ D)

kay, I'msorry, that was
conpl etely inseénsitive.
( MORE)
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NI CK THE SAI NT(cont' d)

(taps the wooden chair)
He’ s one tough fella.

Lucky gets up and pockets the gl ue.

- LUCKY _ )
And sonetinmes | carry himwth
nme... just for |uck.

OFF SCREEN: A KNOCK AT THE DOOR. Lucky answers to find a
“famliar” newsboy standing outside wth a fresh paper.

_ NEWSBOY
Speci al delivery for M. Doyle.

LUCKY
That’' s ne.

ucky opens the paper to reveal an insert with the |icense
late information printed on it.

LUCKY
W’ ve got the plates!
(readi ng) _
SaYs they’'re registered to your
pal,

L
p

McBani st er.

Shock falls over Nick’s face... just for a second. Then it’s
repl aced by 100% pi ssed-off rage & fury.

NI CK THE SAI NT
C nmon, let’s novel

Nick pulls DELL'S CARD from his pocket, and..
“DING -- A “TAXI” SIGN FLI CKERS TO LI FE
SMASH CUT TGO

I NT. TAXI CAB - “APPROXI MATELY 1 M NUTE LATER’
SCREEEECH! THE TAXI CAB RIPS AROUND A CORNER GO NG 75nph.

DELI
VWhere to, friend?

NI CK THE SAI NT
The Subur bs.

DELI
The burbs? That’s a dangerous slice
of nei ghborhood. Why are we junpi ng
the tracks?

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
I think we found ny girl.
(re: traffic)
Red neans go.
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CAB BLOWS THROUGH A RED LI GHT AS CARS SWERVE TO AVO D IT.

Lucky fastens his seatbelt...

LUCKY )
Ckay, so who's tryin to kill ya?
Because now, and this is just ny
assunPtlon here, but I"'mpretty
sure they' Il wanna kill ne too.

NI CK THE SAI NT
It’s the outfit | used to work for
“The Franchise”.

CAB HUGS A SHARP RI GHT AND JETS ACROSS 8TH & SPEI GHT.

LUCKY _
Doughboy, M ck the fuckin’ Mornon..
Christ! We're in the big | eagues of
hurt and |’ mjust a mnor player.
beat )
What''d you do to piss ‘emoff?
CAB ROCKETS OVER A HILLY I NCLI NE - SPARKS FLY UPON TOUCHDOWN.

Nl CK THE SAI NT
| refused an offer | couldn't
refuse. Alifetinme contract.

Nick | eans forward to Deliconte...

N CK THE SAI NT
Faster Delil

CAB CUTS ACROSS LANES - POPS A CURB - AND RACES THROUGH A
SMALL PLAYGROUND VWHERE CHI LDREN HANG FROM A JUNGLE GYM

VROOOOM CAB RIPS OFF THE OPPOSI TE CURB AND DI VES ONTO AN
| NTERSECTI NG STREET.

Ni ck | ooks nervous for a second - buckles his seat belt too.

NI CK THE SAI NT _
Don’t worry about The Franchi se.
That’ s ny problem

DELI (O S.)
Hang on!

CAB TEARS ACROSS THE MEDI AN AND CUTS THROUGH ONE- WAY TRAFFI C
LUCKY )
Your problen? One thing s for )
cherries, | got the raw end of this
shake.

Nick |l eans forward for a second tine...

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Deli, there’'s a shortcut off 6th.
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CAB VEERS RI GAT AND WHI PS | NTO A 60 DEGREE TURN. I T JUMPS
THE TRACKS... AND WE' RE ALL SI DE STREETS FROM HERE.

Nl CK THE SAl NT
That's the street - turn herel!l!

AND NOW .. THE CAB SCREAMS TO A HAULT IN A HUGE CUL- DE- SAC

EXT. MCBANI STER' S PLACE - THE SUBURBS - CONTI NUOUS

I't’s the al nost perfect neighborhood. Lenpbnade stands.
Tri nmed hedges. Picket fences on every corner. Just ignore
the fact that it’s all covered in graifiti. Gang turf.

Ni ck sprints toward MBanister’s hone. The gate is open -
front door ajar. He pulls his gun and enters with caution.
I NT. MCBANI STER S PLACE - CONTI NUOUS

The insides have been turned over. Every drawer, every shelf,
every room has been ransacked.

Nl CK THE SAl NT
Fuck ne!

ANGLE ON: MCBANI STER' S BODY LYI NG ON THE 11VI NG ROOM FI OOR.

Ni ck kneels down in a pool of blood, lifts MBanister’s head.

Soon, Lucky enters to discover A BODY GUARD hanging froma
ceiling fan... corpse circling the roomon a E.

LUCKY
Wl conme to casa de “what the fuck's
goin’ on here”?!?

McBani st er coughs up sone bl ood. He's been stabbed a few
times in the chest, shredded |ike a bow of coleslaw

. NI CK THE SAI NT
Where is she, Pat? Tell ne!

McBani ster can barely nove his |ips. He points to a bookshel f
in the living room

NI CK THE SAI NT
VWhat? What is it...?

Nick tries to pinpoint what MBanister is aimng for.

NI CK THE SAI NT
| don't see... was the girl here,

Pat ? _
) Iead|n92
Did she have the case? Was she her?

McBani ster nods his head, YES.
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NI CK THE SAI NT
Were do | find her? Cone on,
McBani ster! \Where?!?

McBani ster starts to talk, but all we can hear is the
gurgling of blood in his throat....
MCBANI STER

Find...the... safe.

NI CK THE SAI NT
VWhat safe?

McBani st er struggles.

~ NICK THE SAINT
What’s inside it?

And on the few remai ning breathes he has left:

MCBANI STER
Sa.. sa... sal...va...tion.

Bl ood trickles from McBanister’s nouth for the last tine.

) ~ LUCKY .
Did he just say “salvation”?
Ni ck nods his head, then checks MBani ster’s pul se:

NI CK THE SAI NT
He' s dead.

LUCKY
~ (re: churning guard)
Join the club. There’'s dead folks
decked all over the joint. This
one’s a great centerpiece.

Ni ck signs the cross over MBanister’s body. Final Respects
and all that jazz. Then he cl oses MBanister’s eyes, begins
reciting a prayer.

LUCKY _
What ever they' re | ookin’ for nust
be val uabl e enough to kill that sap
and dig for gol d spots.

Now, Lucky wal ks over to the bookshelf noticing a book out of
place. A G DEON BIBILE. He opens it to a bookmarked chapter,
where we see the outline of a key cut right into pages.

_ NI CK THE SAINT (O.S.)
Sal vati on.

LUCKY
And | presune we’'d need a keY to
find it. This “n133|nP” key to be
re

specific -- soneone already took it.
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through it. Then he
rest. THE WORD “ CLUE”
e

Nick grabs the small Bible, fli pin?
[ a VH 1 bubbl e.

stoops down to find sonething of int
pops over AN EMPTY KETCHUP EgCKEII
Ni ck | ooks it over. Touches it to his tongue. Pockets it.

NI CK THE SAI NT

e
k

Ket chup.

(to Lucky?
Mystery’'s still the word, but as far
as clues go, this one’'s a keeper.

LUCKY
It enough to play a | ead?

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
McBani ster used to be a freel ance
trlg?er i n Doughboy’ s pocket.
Lately, he’s been clockin® in for
The Catholics. Total switch-hitter
(t hi nki ng) )
Bet ween the two syndicates, there’s
ei ther a power Play in the works, or
they're both after the sane thing.

LUCKY
Your gal and her goody bag?

_ HCPE(§CIS.)
O just the goody bag.

Ni cky/ Lucky turn in unison to find HOPE CAUFIELD standing in
t he bedroom doorway. She’s bruised, beaten, faint. N ck runs

over to her just as she collapses Into his arns.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Hope! ?!

_ HOPE _ _
Ri ght out of the past, isn't it?

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Jesus, Hope, what happened?

HOPE _
Got smacked around a bit. |I'm
usual ly one for free makeovers, but

I don’t think the black and bl ue
mat ches ny shoes.

Hope props hersel f against the wall.

NI CK THE SAI NT
VWat are you doi ng here?

. HOPE _
| was paying McBanister to help ne
find the case. “Salvation”.
(serious)
( MORE)



50.
HOPE( cont ' d)
But they got it, N ck. They took
t he key.

LUCKY _ _
Who? Sane folks that killed this
McBani st er chunf

HOPE
Yes. The sane bunch of brutes that
stornmed t hrough here and put ne out
sur
Y the

col d. Boy, th%

totreat a la
LUCKY NIl CK THE SAI NT
Who' s they?!? Who' s they?!?

e don’ know how

Cc
e
u
hese days.

_ HOPE
| ain"t sure for sure. But who's
t he tag-a-long, N ck?

LUCKY
Doyl e. Lucky Doyl e.

NI CK THE SAI NT
He’' s a sidekick slash Pl slash
wi tness. Sl ash idiot.

HOPE
CGotcha. Face | ooks fam i ar.
SUDDENLY -- PQOLI CE SI RENS SCREAM FROM THE DI STANCE!

Lucky rushes to the wi ndow as AN ENTI RE SQUAD OF POLI CE CARS
SURROUND THE HOME. Each car has #52 painted on the hood.

LUCKY
W' re patsy pot pie.

Ni ck pulls his pistol and peers out the w ndow.

NI CK THE SAI NT
The 52nd. It’s a set up.
(1 owering bllnds% _ _
I"d back away fromthe wi ndow if I
were you. They're “crimnal” with a
Capitol One -- entire precinct is
bankrol | ed by The Franchi se.

LUCKY _
So that neans there’s dirty bacon
on the nenu?

CRACK. A WARNI NG SHOT RI PS THROUGH THE GLASS, PAST LUCKY.

. NI CK THE SAI NT
Right. SO GET AWAY FROM THE W NDOW
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EXT. MCBANI STER S CUL- DE- SAC - CONTI NUOUS

Deli raises his arms as a few standard i ssue Berettas are
thrown in his face.

DELI _
Don’t count nme in. Al I did was
| eave the neter running.

I NT. MCBANI STER S PLACE - CONTI NUQUS
Ni ck adjusts his Fedora and takes the safety off his gun

NI CK THE SAI NT o
Way | pitch it, we're all swimn’
in the same hot water. Let’s stick
together and find that case.

CRASH -as- a GAS CANNI STER projects through the w ndow,
hoveri ng between our |eads I1n SLONMOTI ON -- SKULL AND
CROSSBONES spi nning at it passes.

LUCKY
Ckay. W’ ve got gas!

BOOM .. SPHI SSS! The canni ster destructs on inpact.
Lucky/ Ni ck/ Hope cover their nouths and stay bel ow t he snoke.

NOW - FOOTSTEPS ON THE ROOF. Hope grabs Nick’s SB%re un_and
fires into the ceiling. WE HEAR A BODY THUD, SLIDE, AND DROP
PAST THE W NDOW Bot h N ck and Lucky stare at her in awe.

HOPE
What ? | had three brothers.
(rmoving to back door)
Not sure about you boys, but |
don’t | ook good in franes. Let’s
escort nme out of here.

Ni ck tears open a breaker box on the wall and flips a fuse,
killing the lights. Well, all of them except for THE 2ND
BLI NKI PLASTIC DEVICE that he’ll nold to the front door.

t he back of the house and peeks out the
ly estimating the distance to an open
ance... his guess is about fifty feet.

NI CK THE_SAI NT
My guess i s about 50 feet.
(to Lucky)
You ever wire a car?

Now, N ck goes to
rear wi ndow. Qui et
garage in the dist

I NT. MCBANI STER' S GARAGE - CONTI NUOUS

Lucky fiddles with the wires of A BLACK CADILIAC, and he’s
been doing it for about five m nutes too | ong.
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Finally, Hope pushes him aside and ignites the engi ne
herself. She hops into the driver’s seat. N ck and Lucky
stare... again.

HOPE

(matter of fact) _
My three brothers were nechanics.

~ LUCKY
(to Nick) _
There’s nore to this broad than
lipstick and panty hose.

HOPE
get in! And buckle up, ‘cause

Quys -
I's “broad” hugs a mean curve.

h

—+

EXT. MCBANI STER' S PLACE - CONTI NUQUS

O TOCOLE - RED HEAD COP- KICKS IN THE FRONT DOOR, ordering a

pl at oon of blues into theCEad. And what they’ || never notice,
|sdthat t he BLI NKI NG DEVI HAS STOPPED BLI NKING 3, 2, 1,

and. . .

BOOOOOM THE_HOUSE GOES UP I N A BLAST OF BRI CK AND SHI NGLE.
RED HEAD | S THROMWN TO THE STREET, fire singeing his hair.
Remant s of second hand furniture dropping fromthe sky like
a used rain sale... one torn sofa snmashes atop a patrol car.

And... CRASH MCBANI STER S CADI LLAC shatters the garage door
and reverses through the debris. Hope grits her teeth behind
t he wheel and pl ows over every picket fence in the

nei ghborhood at full throttle, making for an amazi ng escape.

O Toole junps to his feet and signals to a deputy.

O TOOLE
Get The Mornmon -- tell himwe have
a situation on the brew.

EXT. CEMETERY - FI ASCO HElI GATS - N GHT

Camera whi ps _across a cenetery the size of an airport tarnac.
Mausol euns rising ten stories in the air, fresh graves al
over the place. And Rast the crunbling statue of an archangel
riddled wth bullet holes, we’'ll see...

The Cadillac comng to a stop beside an enornous sanctuary.

EXT. OUR SHEPHERD OF PEACE - CONTI NUOUS

Bats flutter through a broken stained-glass wi ndow as N ck
pounds on the door.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Sanct uary!
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_ LUCKY _
Seriously, what are we doin’ here?
| don’t do religion past supper.

. E :
He's right, Nick. This place really
puts a chill in ny curls.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Sanctuary! Sanctuary!

And the door slowy opens revealing a short, bald nonk in a
vel vet ni ght gown.

, ~ MONSEI GNEUR
Ni ck? Nick... is that you?

NI CK THE SAI NT
I " m back, Mbonseigneur. And |
brought a vendetta back with ne.
turns to Hope)
She needs sanctuary. And | need to
borrow sone equi pnent.

I NT. OUR SHEPHERD OF PEACE - CONTI NUOUS

CLICK. The Monseigneur tw sts a SMALL CRUC| FI X besi de the
organ, lifting the BAPTI SMAL WALL to reveal a floor-to-
ceiling arnory. If it kills people, you'll find it here.

MONSEI GNEUR .

Take what you need, for there is

?IM? ? {avor in the hands of the
ai ul .

NI CK THE SAI NT
Thank you, Mbnsei gneur.

Lucky’s in awe as Nick straEs uP. He SMAH%S a silenced AK-47
over his shoul der while Lucky plays with TWO LARGE SHOTGUNS
Both are tricked up, barrels sawed down to 77 with R1.P
engraved across each si de.

LUCKY
How about tw ns?

' NI CK THE SAI NT
G me those. This isn't a toy store.

Ni ck grabs the guns from Lucky.

~ LUCKY
So what is this place?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Home sweet hone. | was raised here.

. MONSEIGNEUR (O. S.).
I’ve rai sed many of God’'s children.
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LUCKY
Stop the press. You grew up here?
At a nonastery called “Qur Shepherd
of Peace”? You're shittin ne?

, MONSEI GNEUR

Ni ck was an orphan, and |ike many
of our pupils, he was taken in here
with open arns. Quite the student --
not ably excelled in his training.

Nl CK THE SAI NT
Top of ny cl ass.

LUCKY
Now that’'s a report card | wanna
see. Stralght A's in Kickin Ass
101, right? (laughs to hinself)

hands Nick a fresh change of clothes. N ck

ei gneur _ R
qui ckly throws on a crisp shirt and a cl ean overcoat.

I NT. BELL

The spiral

hei ght of the cathedral. Creaking wood floors, |ayers of

dust, and

Lucky enters to find Hope snoking a Virginia Slim |egs

NI CK THE SAI NT
Bl ess you, Monsei gneur.

MONSEI GNEUR '
O course. The girl is upstairs.
You should tend to her.

NI CK THE SAI NT
. (to Lucky&
W1l you check on Hope? |
something to discuss with
Monsei gneur.

LUCKY
Alnt a daisy if I don't.

have
t he

TONER - OUR SHEPHERD COF PEACE - CONTI NUOUS

54.

staircase leads into a nusty old chanber at the

1/3 of the roof has broken away.

crossed. The bell tolls just above them

Lucky is obviouslxbpeerin?tup her skirt through
r

cigarette

HOPE
Hey there, M. Doyle. O should I
just call ya Lucky?

L Y
Lady, you can call ne Dick
“fuckin’” Tracey if it keeps your
| egs crossed.

th
snoke. pe shifts her |egs. Unconfortably.

F heavy
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HOPE
Pl ease don’'t m stake ne for an easy
gal, M. Doyle. | only play nice
and sweet.

LUCKY
Oh, | love sugar. By the spoon full.

HOPE _
Bet you |ove a | ot of things.
That”s what nmakes you such a
“lucky” fella... aml right?

Lucky renoves a SMALL FLASK frominside his overcoat. He
takes a swig, then offers it to Hope...

LUCKY
Drink? You |ook |ike a broad who
takes her lunch fromthe bottle.

HOPE _
| %ake my | unch any which way but
wet .

NI CK THE SAINT (O S.)
Good nun. Bad Catholi c.

We turn to find Nick standing in the doorway now. Lucky | ooks
bet ween Ni ck and Hope.

_ LUCKY
VWit... you're a nun?

HOPE
~ (nods yes)
Hope Caufi el d.

LUCKY
So... you're a virgin?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wul d you get |ost?

Lucky takes another swig fromhis flask and exits the
chanber. And...

NI CK THE SAINT (TO HOPE)
Been a whil e, Hope.

Hope runs into his arns, kisses him Exposed nDonIiPht
fl owi ng across the scene creating an anbi ent bl ue gl ow

| HOPE .
| mssed ya, Nick. \Was holdlnP_ny
breath for days hoping you d find
me. Now you’' re here, and ny heart’s
ski ppi ng” beat s agai n.

(eye to eye)
You happy to See ne?
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NIl CK THE SAI NT
Wl |, you know what they say,
absence nakes the heart” grow. ..
suspect .

HOPE :
Cnon, say it |ike you nean it.

A beat. Then Nick kisses her. Forcefully. Al nost savage.

HOPE
That’'s nore like it.

Anot her kiss. Lust lingering in the air, until Hope turns

away -- changi ng noods on a di ne.
HOPE )
I’mscared half to death, N ck. The
sisters wll kill me if | don't
find that case. And | don't | ook
good in bullet holes.

NIl CK THE SAI NT .
What happened? Tell me everyt hi ng.

HOPE )
| don’t know everything. The only
fault 1 made was pl ayi ng Mot her
Theresa, and now... it’'s gone.

NI CK THE SAI NT .
You swore to hide it. Protect it.

Hope tries to take his hand -but- N ck pulls away.

HOPE _
ght 1 could use it to

sy |
el p, Nick. 0SS re [
heaPt. It just masgytprighY, t he
si sters keepi ng sonething so
preci ous hidden away fromthe rest
of the world.

(beat% )
So | stashed it at that bank --
t hought it’d be safe there until |

figured out what to do next.

NIl CK THE SAI NT )
Well, now we’'re gonna need to find
it. Before anyone el se does.

It begins to rain. Neither noving fromunder the open roof.
They’' re getting soaked, both |ocking gazes in the downpour.
Their pre-existing chemstry rising fromtheir cores.

HOPE _
VWere do we pick-up, N ck? Wiat’s
your take on romance?
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NI CK THE SAI NT
It’s bad for business.

HOPE _
Don't be silly. I"ve still got a
crush and | don’t want to crush it.
W fell for each other once.

NI CK THE SAI NT
| fall for a lot a things. But
that’s all over now. Love is an
enotion that just don't stick.

HOPE
Depends how hard ya throw it.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
And you throw like a girl.

HOPE _
Oh, drop the nmuscle, N cky. | know
You l'i ke playin’ hearts with ne,
t’s why you canme here in the first
pl ace. Just couldn't let the one
who got away get away... could ya?

NI CK THE SAI NT _
| came here because |I was Egld to
find that case. Trust ne, Hope,
Fi asco Heights is not ny idea of a
honeynoon tour.

Now, Hope goes in for another kiss. Deep. Passion igniting -
whi |l e- rain cascades around them

HOPE
What are you hidin, N ck?

Nl CK THE SAl NT
Skel etons. Closets of ‘em

HOPE )
Fromthe first dax | met you | said
to nyself, “Nowthere’'s a fella |
wanna know inside out”. But you're
never the guy behind the gun, N ck.
You're always in front of it.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Ei t her way, that guy’'s just a sinner
in saint’s clothing.

HOPE
Vell, 1'd like to know hi m agai n.
Sins and all.
SUDDENLY - Lucky pokes his face back inside the door.

LUCKY )
Yeah, | wanna know hi mt oo.
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Ni ck and Hope both turn with a scow, conplete irritation

LUCKY _
Yes. was eavesdroppin’

t out5|de t he door. Overheard
aI t hat sapPy shit... sorri But
I"ma part of this too, need
to know whatever we need to know.

HOPE
You pay this schnmuck by the hour?

NI CK THE SAI NT
No. He's an asshole for free.

in a broken mirror, the eyes of

Ni ck stares at his reflection it [
|ler starring right back. He yields.

a consci ence heavy ki S

NIl CK THE SAINT
Al right. Listen up cause |I'm
not fond of flashbacks.
(beat)
| was on a standard [ iquor run
about a year back.

SUPER: “A YEAR BACK”

And suddenly, SNOW FLAKES begin falling all around them -
right there in the bell tower. The stars di mabove N ck,
| eaving only a streak of noonlight to SPOTLI GHT hi m

AND CAMERA SPINS G OCKW SE, CHANG NG THE SCENE TO

EXT. FI ASCO BAY BRI DGE - N GHT - FLASHBACK - BLACK & VWH TE

SI X TUDOR TRUCKS wait in the mddle of the bridge. It’s
foggy, snowing, wind so fierce it could take your face off.
And now, we find Nick filling a flask froma eakln% LIQUOR
BARREL st r apped down in the truck bed. Looks Iike ther

about 10 barrels in all being transferred on this run.

NI CK THE SAINT (V.Q.)
n ba

W were noving te rrels _of hard
stuff up the city limts. That's
when DouPhboy deci ded to downsi ze
He knew I was | ookin’ to nove on

Nick turns to find a | oaded pistol in his face -and- M CK THE
MORMON is the one holding it.

NI CK THE SAI NT (% ?
u

He ordered ny Eartner to p e
lead in ny bac ust for spl ash
of irony. remenbper exactly what
he said rlght bef ore nudgi ng t he

trigger.
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_ THE MORMON _
I wsh | could say the devil nade
nme do it, but he’s not the one
signin’ ny checks.

BAM N ck goes down, snow turning red as he bl eeds out.

NI CK THE SAI NT
And he woul da’ shot ne tw ce for
giggles, if the cops didn't show
up. The good guys - 31st division.

RED & BLUE LI GHTS BEG N FLARI NG THROUGHOUT THE BELL TOWER.

NI CK THE SAI NT ( CONT’ D)
Seens the Haitians we were selling
to ratted our score to the FHPD
They wanted to take over our
outfit, see. Mergers, _ _
acquisitions... every syndicate in
town was trying to gain turf and
maxi m ze power.

beat .

Mor mon was taken in, but the rest
of Doughboy’s crew were ducks.

GUNSHOTS ECHO AROUND THE BELL TOWER.
INSERT FI ASHBACK MONTAGE

EXT. CATY LIMTS - NGHT - BLACK & VWHI TE

- Nick_staﬂgers t hrough some trees, past the city limt sign,
where in the distance we cone to A CONVENT. A neon sign
bl i nks above the roof like a drive-in notel:

SI STERHOOD OF M NURVA CONVENT GETAWAY
“VACANCY -- FREE HBO'

NI CK THE SAINT (V.Q)
| sucked up sone |eftover strength
and carried nyself across the
bri dge. Found refuge beyond the
city limts. At an unusual convent.

. HOPE (V.0)
Good thing we had a vacancy.

- TWD NUNS rush fromthe convent as Nick faints at the door

- Nick is lying in bed while a few nuns care for him One is
prayi ng beside him another nending his wounds.

. NI CK THE SAINT (V.Q.)
The sisters nursed nme back into
fair condition.
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_ HOPE (V. Q)
One in particul ar.

HOPE renoves the | ead slug fromhis back with sone rusted
tweezers. She soaks a towel in a bow of hot water.

NI CK THE SAINT (V.OQ.)
She was good nedi ci ne.

- Now, Nick and Sister FbBe_Iie tangl ed in each other’s arns.
Sun giean1ng t hrough the blinds. They kiss -- in rapid fire.

HOPE (V. Q.)
And fast recovery.

NI CK THE SAINT (V. Q)
Twel ve nonths of it. Spent the
entire year rehabilitatin’ nyself.

- A FEW ELDERLY NUNS hand Ni ck A PAYCHECK while he eats in
the dining hall. They speak, but we won’'t make out the words.

NI CK THE SAINT (V. Q)
But before bein rel|eased, the
sisters gave nme a charge. Said | was
the soldier of a worthy cause now.

The nuns step aside revealing THE “ SALVATI ON' CASE.

NI CK THE SAINT (V.O)
They wouldn't tell me what it was,
but "said the purest thing left in
this dammed world was inside it.
(beat)

They enpl oyed me to escort the case
to a buyer in the east. Soneone it
woul d be safe with. It’d been at

t he convent for decades, see...

HOPE (V. O )
... Word | eaked about “sal vation”,
and there were too many interested
arties. So | thought it’d be
etter | ocked away sonepl ace el se.
It was the devout thing to do.

- Sister Hope grabs the case while everyone sl eeps. She exits
t he convent wearing her nun’s uniform

HOPE (V. Q) o
...So | brought it here. Put it in
a deposit box at the Savings &
Loan. But |ots of good that did
seeing as how the Place was robbed
t he very next night.

NI CK THE SAINT (V.OQ.)
| owed the sisters ny life, so'l
accepted their offer. | vowed to
find Hope and return the case
unopened.
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BACK ON: Nick, Hope and Lucky in the bell-tower.

And Ni cky never breaks a proni se.

| aughs
Thatﬂs tﬁe zale, huh?

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Gettin’ taller by the m nute.

~ Lucky _
So this is what The Catholics are
Qrobably sniffin for. “Salvation”.

hat’s the reason they asked ne to

find our girl here.

(thin |nP)
| have a feelin’ all roads lead to
heaven. If The Catholics know what
“salvation” is, then at |east we’'ll
know what we’re up agai nst.

HOPE _
So let’s see where the straight and
narrow t akes us.
(grabs keys)
111 rive.

FADE TO BLACK
SUPER: “A FEW M NUTES LATER’

I NT. CONFESSI ONAL BOOTH - NI GHT

The confessi onal wi ndow slides open to reveal N ck pointing
the .38 Special right at us. Lucky is squeezed in beside him

_ NIl CK THE SAI NT
Forgive ne father, |’ mabout to
kil your ass.

FATHER Pl SARRO stops cold, a fr
trenbling so hard he’s a 10 on
t hrough the screen and pulls hi

t
~ NICK THE SAINT
| think it’s tine to fess_uP some
shit, preacher man. MBanister was
runnin’ with your crew, now he's a
pal e horse. at did he fall into?

_ LUCKY _
Besides a nystery with |ots of fun
clues and fol ks nanmed “Wodunnit”.

Ri chter. Now, Ni ck punches

ghtened expression. H s body
e
face into the square..

i
S

Father Pisarro starts to whinper like a little bitch
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_ FATHER PI SARRO
“Precious in the sight of the Lord,
is the death of H s saints.”

NI CK THE SAI NT

(to Lucky)
He makin’ sense to you?
LUCKY

Not a lick of it.
Ni ck cocks “The Special”.

FATHER PI SARRO
You have no idea what you're .
deallnﬁ with here... Kpu’re_n955|ng
é%hh e ticking, tocking will of

_ NI CK THE SAI NT o
Save it, father. W’'re not drinkin’
the Kool -Aid. Just tell us what's
goi n’ down.

_ FATHER Pl SARRO
McBani ster was |Just a part-tiner.
Did sone work wth the rest of our
| oan out muscle. Just blue collar
stuff - picking up our strays, |ike
Doyl e here. Whatever got himkilled
had nothing to do with the church.
He nmust of been swi nmng in high
tides on his own accord.

ééo Luck%) _
The Good Book still has you down as
a sinner, ny fuckin' son.

LUCKY
| found the girl. And I’ settle
uﬁ once we firnd her luggage. That’s
at you really want.

FATHER Pl SARRO
May be too late for miracles, Doyle.

Ni ck puts the gun to Pisarro’ s tenple.

NI CK THE SAI NT .
Wiy’ d you hire this spade to find
Hope?

FATHER Pl SARRO
There’s no hope in Fiasco Heights.
gou ?f all people should know t hat,

ai nt .

Nick fires a shot into the wood beside Pisarro’s face. Wi ch,
coincidentally, causes the ST. CHARLES BOYS CHO R to cease
their rehearsal outside.
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McBani ster nentioned “sal vati on”

before he fell asleep. Spill it
FATHER PI SARRO

It’s merely sonmething that we al

need, but hever ask for.
beat)

For years, we’ve been searching for

it ourselves. Never cone close.
Frankly, I'’mnot sure it even

exi sts. But in the chance that you

find it, we'd
you handsonely.

LUCKY
VWhat ki nd of reward?

) ) FATHER Pl SARRO
Ri ches i n heaven.

Lucky | ooks Pisarro in the eye...

LUCKY
I want a full ardon fromthe

church, and safe passage outta t

for ny friend here. What about

FATHER PI SARRO
That can be arranged.

LUCKY

be willing to reward

own
7

Then consi der that we’'l| consider

It.

Lucky turns to Nick with an optimst’s smle, but Nick

acrinoni ously shakes his head:
NI CK THE SAI NT
Not a chance.
LUCKY
(back to Pisarro)
Yeah, no, we can’t do it.

FATHER Pl SARRO

Wel I, while you' re considering
things, Doyle just consider this:
If you don’t have that dame by
m dni ght, we’re gonna go from
sl apprng your wists to slicing ‘em
wi de open. You still have a few
hours to nmake good n’ even.

(to Nick) . .
And Nick -- you're in this too now.

H s debts on you bot h.
Now, we hear footsteps outside the box...

I NT. ST. CHARLES CATHEDRAL - CONTI NUOUS

| ots of them

63.



64.

Ni ck steps out of the confessional and rips Pisarro fromthe
nei ghbori ng box. He throws the priest down on his knees and
puts the gun to his head.

CAMERA SPINS TO REVEAL THE ENTI RE ST. CHARLES BOYS CHO R HAS
SURROUNDED THE CONFESSI ONALS. Brass candl e snuffers in hand.

Ni ck presses hard against Pisarro’ s tenple.

NI CK THE SAI NT
}he choir boys to back off, or
a

Tel (
’ st rites on the fly.

Tel |
It's
FATHER Pl SARRO

I't’s okay boys, |let these nmen go.
They have our bl essing. For now

Ni ck i nches towards the door using Pisarro as a shield. Lucky
tries to intimdate the choir boys with a revolver -and it does-
seeing how it accidentally msfires into Pisarro’'s foot.

Lucky turns to Nick with a concerned | ook, “QOoops”.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Okay. RUN

And our heroes hall balls out of the church with about twenty
Plssed of f choirboys right behind them They rip out the
ront door to find HOPE WAI TING IN THE CAR ON THE STREET.

Hope kick-starts the engine i mediately, reversing onto the
sidewal k. Nick and Lucky junp in... and we're off.

I NT. MCBANI STER S CADI LLAC - MOVENTS LATER
Louis Arnstrong’s 1932 version of All of Me is on the radio.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You shoul d cone with a pernanent
fucking toe tag, you know that?

LUCKY _
Rel ax, we made it out alive. Barely.

. NI CK THE SAI NT . _
Barely doesn’t cone in smaller sizes.
That was as barely as it gets.

HOPE
Boys, boys, relax. Let’s cap the
testosterone for now. And fasten
t hose seatbelts..

Hope rips the wheel, rain gliding across the w ndshield.
_ LUCKY _
So, if The Catholics aren’t tied to

this, then who connects the dots
wi th your boy MBanister?
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Ni ck hol ds up the ketchup packet.

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Thi s has Doughboy’s scent all over
it. My gut says that’'s where the
| i nes cross.

Hope delivers a peripheral glare. Very nysterious.

LUCKY )
Wel |, speakin’ of guts, mne are
back on the endangered list. It’s
deadl i ne season, and with an injured
priest on ny conscience, |’'d say

nmercy is fresh outta stock

NI CK THE SAI NT
Lose the conscience, it only nakes
your shoul der heavy.
beat ) ]
Don’t worry about The Catholics.

LUCKY
Easy for you to sa%. " mthe one
whose headed to a bed n’ breakast
six feet under. Face the facts,

woul d ya?
NI CK THE SAI NT _
The only fact |I’mstarrin’ down, is
that you're a five star, blue
rlbb?g, ?agna cune | aude assf uck.
ea
We still %ave 3 hours to fill your
bar gai n.
Ni ck turns up the radio. Lucky reaches over and flips it back
down agai n. pe shakes her head. ..
_ HOPE
Children... please.

_ LUCKY ) _
| didn’t sign up to be no sidekick
| need to know nore about this
“sal vation”.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You know what | know.

) HOPE
Dtto.

_ LUCKY
So jack shit all around. Guess that
means | can start drinkin'.
(rermoves his flask)
Cheers.

HOPE
To what? Cel ebrating early?
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~ LUCKY
Never. This sw oes out to broken
hearts, and dol'ed up dames who
break ‘em It’'s a song I know wel | .
As in ny ex-wfe.

NICK THE SAI NT

(irritate
Keep ranbl nﬁ and 1’1l slap the
retarded t off your face.

Now, N ck renoves the G DEON BIBLE that he pocketed from
McBani ster’s house. He opens it to find an odd stagg acr oss
the front cover. |t reads: MOTHER GOOSE S BOOK DEP

Lucky grabs the Bible -- |ooks at the stanp.
_ LUCKY
Wait, | know this bookstore!
(to Hope) = .
My friends, think it’s time for a
trip to The Hanptons.

EXT. HAMPTON ALLEY - N GHT

A cobbl est one aIIey with an assenblage of Junkles huddl ed
over can fires and dirt ks. Vagabonds of the world unite
here, in what could be he nDst beautlful gNere i n Fi asco.
Very Victorian. A WOODEN SI GN SWAYS FROM AB

Camera pans through the derelicts to find our trio.

LUCKY
We're lookin' for a snitch naned
Mot her Goose. Used to hole up in the
| ocal Irbrar% if there’s word on
the street, he's read it.

At the end of Hanpton Square, we conme to a small USED BOOK
SHOP. A BLIND, BLACK MAN sits outside reading a brail edition
of The Inferno. H's eyes hidden behind a massive set of

avi ator glasses and thick dreads. And before Lucky can speak:

MOTHER GOOSE

(slight Janmi can accent)
If ya cone fa ah story, we cl osed
up. | don’t rhyme no nore, bredda.

Ni ck sl aps Goose across the face with his | eather glove.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wl | start rhym ng, or ny knuckl es
get anxi ous.

LUCKY
Excuse ne. Did You just slap ny
snitch with a glove?

Now, N ck slaps Lucky across the face with the gl ove.



NIl CK THE SAI NT
(back to Mot her Goose)
What have you heard about
“sal vation”?

MOTHER GOCSE
M ain’t heard nothin’, bwoy!

Ni ck sl aps Mot her Goose across the face. AGALN.

NI CK THE SAI NT
See. | can rhyne too.

(sl aps hi m again) _
And [’ 11 keeg_the smack on ‘til
you’ ve nade bitch of the nonth, so

start leakin the good stuff.

~ LUCKY
(trying to be hard)
What he neans is quit duck, duck,
duckin” the question, Goose!

Ni ck | ooks at Lucky, idiot. Slaps himin the face AGALN.

Hope has seen enough of this cl owshow. She steps in and
kneel s down. She takes Goose’s hand, gently stroking it.

HOPE )
~ (cute and charm ng)

Sir, please excuse the two buffoons
behind me -- their manners are non-
exi stent nost of the time. |’ mjust
a simple girl who asks for sinple
favors. And at the nmonment, |1’'m
caught up in tragedy of sorts.
It’s alittle matter of |ife and
death with s s tipping by the
mnute... th he tragic part of

n

u

t

a
e
cal e
I at’s _
it. See, the whole predicanent is
fault, and | d like two bits
about it. So if vy
pl ease tell us anhyth
It sure would nake a

of a sinple favor.

ould pretty
ng you know,
happy | ady out

t
e pr
on' t
ou ¢
yt hi
e

She | eans forward, whispering into his ear:

HOPE (CIRW’E?
And |’ m generous when I’ m happy.

_ MOTHER GOCSE
Aw ai ght. Just tell demtw to ease
up o?bthﬁ)hbther fuckin CGoose.
ea
Li sten cl ose, nah, here’s de story
| be hearin ... .

SEX QVER SCENF :  BOOOOOOOM
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EXT. FI ASCO SAVI NGS & LOAN BANK - ELASHBACK

Shards of glass and netal hit the air as an entire ARMORED
TRUCK goes up in a brune of fire. A shredded tire blows right
over us while the truck barrel rolls through the front w ndow
of the FI ASCO HElI GHTS SAVI NGS & LOAN BANK.

A tidal wave of snoke bl ankets the street while hot debris
rains down like hellfire confetti. And suddenly,

race through the w eckage.
Each of them dawns an el aborate noustache and a bl ack cape.

VI LLAI N #1 ( MASTERM ND)
(a tad British)
The package is inside, |ock-boxed
in the central vault.

Fresh hundreds litter the sky as the thieves enter the bank.

I NT. FI ASCO SAVI NGS & LOAN BANK - CONTI NUQUS

VI LLAIN #2 -decked in a cowboy hat - %Eits sone chaw and
SHOVES A S| X SHOOTER RI GHT | OUR FACE:

VI LLAI' N #2 ( COABOY)
Loot up that bag or 1’11 bl ow your
goddam head right off!

VI LLAI' N #1CLunps on top of a checking counter, renoves a
smal | PISTOL and begins firing into the ceiling.

_ VI LLAI N #1 ( MASTERM ND)
Ladi es and gentlenen, if you
haven’t noticed, this is a bank
r obbery of heterogeneous spl endor .
And we, are your dazzling
nei ghbor hood™ bank robbers. W’ d
like to wel come you to the show,
and declare that it’s our great
Bleasure to confiscate your

el ongings this evenlng. Now,
everyone stay quiet and remaln
seated during the performance, or
t hi ngs are gonna get aggravat ed.

ALARM STARTS SCREAM NG

In seconds, every custoner in the bank is kissing the floor.
And one of every six has pissed their pants by now. Then...

An el derly SECURI TY GUARD gets a rush of courage. He reaches
for his weapon... UNTIL ...the point of a Wnchester rifle
snuggles up to his tenple.

_ VI LLAI N #2 ( COABOY)
I"d think twice ‘bout that
muchacho. Wbul dn’t wanna get your
head in a tussle.
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TWO OTHER VI LLAINS pace the roomitching for someone to get
brave. They’'re a rough troupe -- bad news in the flesh.

ANGLE ON:  MONEY BEI NG SHOVED | NTO A DUFFLE BAG. .
ANGLE ON: THE BAG | S QUI CKLY PASSED OVER THE COUNTER. ..
AT THE VAULT

BAM BAM VI LLAIN #3 -visible SCORPION tattoo on his neck-
Pops the vault guard and snatches the keys. He steps inside
he cage and starts dunping security boxes.

D anonds. Pearl s. Jemelré. He keeps iapking i nvestnents until
con1nP to AN UNNUMBERED BOX. The villain unhinges it and
eagerly reaches inside, renoving..

A BLACK LEATHER CASE with a RED CRCSS inlaid across it. The
villain peels off his nustache, smles big. And renenber this
face? This flush, winkled face? You should, because it

bel ongs to our now deceased friend PATRI CK MCBANI STER

Now, the gang rushes for the exit. COMBOY slings his COLT
.45 s into their holsters while MBanister secures the stal en
case under his cape. MASTERM ND turns to his fear-crippled
crowd and takes a bow. ..

VI LLAI N #1 ( MASTERM ND)
They call us the VaudeVill ains.
(bows agai n)

End scene. t her f ucker s!
As he tips his hat, the fire R SES AROUND US.
AND END FI ASHBACK:

EXT. HAMPTON ALLEY - CONTI NUOUS
CGoose re-adjusts his shades.

MOTHER GOCSE
There's fuckery in the air fa sha’
Dat “salvation” wa lifted from da
Savin’s n’ Loan. Der’s yo sparrow -
ketched up by sone tiefs rentin’
cost unes da hour. Dey a bunch of
amat eur s o |love stealin’ da show
eff ya know. But “sal vation” ah
prolly just a bogus name for
sonetin’ big an badass, ya dig?

HOPE
W dig. Is that all?

MOTHER GOOSE
DA END. That's all The Goose knows.
An’ there ain’t no hapﬁlly eva
after on dis not herfucka.
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Nick puts a cigarette in Goose’s nmouth. He lights it.

NI CK THE SAI NT .
What el se ya got? Linmerick. Haiku
W' |l listen to anything.

MOTHER GOCSE
I nenba you, ‘fren. Da prodigal
’fuck n’ son an shit. He | eaves a

cold blood killer, returns a

regul ar fuckin’ Nhrlome ?one rogue
[ An de

other one is dat chatty-chatty

i nvestigator wit salted kharna.

Goose renoves a $100 dollar bill covered in BLUE DYE.

_ MOTHER GOOSE ( CONT' D
If m was you, |'d be |ookin’ for
villains. The kind that steal.

LUCKY
Who robbed that bank, Goose?

Goose offers the stained bill to Lucky. Smles big, gold
shi nmrering from his nouth.

MOTHER GOOSE
Vell, that's da hundred dol | ar
guestion... ain’'t it, Spade?

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. CADI LLAC - MOMENTS LATER

A stripper waits at the corner counting her tl? see a
fe BLBE_BLLLS m xed in with her wad of cash he Cad I'lac
sIomAy follows as she enters a neon covered nightcl ub.
~ HOPE
Real |y Ni cky? The Loaded Mbon?
NIl CK THE SAI NT

hol di ng up bl ue bill
Just(follomﬁngpthe trail. )

Lucky holds up the bill. Not only is it blue, but it’'s
covered in glitter as vel | . Stripper glitter.
] LUCKY
Tit for tat.
NI CK THE SAI NT
(to Fbpe?
You better stay in the car. ny ex

works this joint.
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I NT. LOADED MOON CLUB - CONTI NUOUS

A classy joint filled with live nusic and second hand snoke.
Type of place that serves |ung cancer as a side dish. N ck
and Lucky down their cocktails Iike pros -as- a jazz singer
ki cks oftf a nelancholy original. Then..

SMACK!' NI CK IS SLAPPED ACROSS THE BACK OF THE HEAD!

HARLEY (O S.)
That’s for wal king out on ne.

SMACK! HARLEY (decked like a cigarette girl) gets himon the
ot her cheek now.

HARLEY
And that’s for stickin’ me with the
hotel bill. You re no good, Ni ck!

Nl CK THE SAI NT
Easy on the backhand, tootse. You
t oo nY noney and ny_?un. We're
even. 1'd say sorry it | could, but
| can’t, ‘cause | don’t. Just ain't

nmy style.
SMACK! !'!

HARLEY
Then that’s for bad style. And
don’t call nme tootse. ain t your
dansel to distress.

~ LUCKY
She’s right... nobody says tootse
nowadays. Unless it’s rainin
mal tese fal cons in Chinatown.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
(to Lucky)
Shut up.
Harley lights a cigarette and gives Nick a death stare.
_ NI CK THE SAI NT _
All rlght. I’msorry. There, | said
it. And I w sh we could hamrer out
our old shit with a bit nore | ove and
affection, but I"m here on business.

Harl ey inhales and turns to Lucky.

HARLEY
Who's the side-dish?

LUCKY
Doyl e. Lucky Doyl e.
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_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Neverm nd him He's trouble, and
it’s contagious.

HARLEY _
So what'’s got ya on the heel this
time, N ck”

~ NICK_THE SAINT
Bad religion. Catholics got us down
with clocks ticking. And the plot
t hi ckens as | speak.
(holding up blue bill)
W need to see the girls.

Ni ck reaches into Harley's cigarette carton and hel ps
hinmself. He lights one up -as- Harley turns to Lucky.

~ HARLEY
Sounds |i ke a pinch. TheY got
sonmeone pinnin your tail?

LUCKY _
God Squad. W're martyrs in the
maki ng, and for bottom i nes
Pinstripes wants ne |inper than a
fag on sorority row

. HARLEY '
Well if it’s queer you' re speakin’,
he definitely knows™ the | anguage.
LUCKY
Oh, he's fluent init.

Harl ey hesitates for a second. G ves N ck another eye to eye.

' HARLEY

Fine. I'll take ya' s back to see

the gals, but don't think you're

off the hook. Me and you's il have

old shit to hamrer ou

(beat?

C nmon. Foll ow ne boys.
The two follow Harl ey behind the bar, through the kitchen, to
a masquer ade wal | . rley pounds on it a few tines.

LUCKY

What are we doi ng?
_ ~ NICK THE SAI NT
CGetting information.
I NT. STRIP CLUB - CONTI NUOUS

Loud music. Hal f-naked strippers. Pole dancing. This place
serves sin on the rocks.
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But don’t get anxious, the twist here is that all of these
strippers are insanely obese. It’s a XXL nude | ounge. Like a
whal e tank at the aquarium

Ni ck and Lucky are UP to their balls in strippers, so nuch
tit ‘nass in their tace it’s hard to breathe. And these are
the kind of |ap dances that | eave residue on your pants.

A sweaty stripper grinds her pelvis into Lucky s waist...

_ . LUCKY .
is is your idea of getting nore
formati on?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Yeah. Just renenber...

Th
in

Nick points to a large sign on the wall: HANDS OFF THE GALS!

~ NICK THE SAI NT
No t ouchi ng.

Now - Nick whispers into ONE FAT STRIPPER S ear. She takes a
seat on his |lap and | eans back into him Quch.

STRI PPER
(re: whisper)
Maybe.
Ni ck holds up a ten dollar bill. She nabs it.
STRI PPER

What do ya wanna know, handsone?

NI CK THE SAI NT _
A recent |ift. Sonething of high
val ue that’'s between transaction
and open ended. Savings & | oan
ki nda gig.

STRI PPER
I know that gig.

Ni ck hol ds up another ten - she snatches it quick.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Go ahead. Spin your web.

I NSERT FLASHBACK #1: * ”

I NT. CHEAP MOTEL - N GHT

Qur stripper starts to undo her skirt while facing the
VAUDEVI LLAIN I N THE COANBOY HAT. He sits on the bed, takes a
pull froma bottle of bourbon.

STRI PPER (V. Q)
I have a client, pays for.
everything on the nenu tw ce over.
Boots on - lights off kind ‘“a guy.
( IV[g?E)
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STRI PPER( cont ' d)

The ot her night, he goes brass nuts
over sone bank job he scored on.
The Savin’s & Loan job.

(she goes down on_ him
He’'s a real cowboy. Like a real
Mar | boro nmade steer-fuckin cowboy.
Goes by the name Billy Wlde. Said
hﬁ was part of some travelin road
show.

I NSERT FLASHBACK #2: * ’

THE ROBBFRY OF THE FI ASCO SAVINGS & | OAN. But this tine the
fl ashback plays out Iike an early century Vaudeville film
It’s a Chaplin-esque strobing picture, black & white early

Movie Cine. Let’'s begin:

- THE VAUDEVI LLI ANS STORM | NTO THE BANK
CAPTI ON: “ENTER THE VAUDEVI LLAI NS!”

- COABOY VILLAIN (WLDE) PUTS A GUN | N QUR FACE
CAPTI ON: “HANDS IN THE FUCKING AR I T'S A ROBBERY. "

- McBANI STER TURNS OVER THE VAULT. REMOVES THE BLACK CASE
CAPTI ON: “ SALVATI ON.”

| NSERT FLASHBACK #3: “THE GETAWAY CALAM TY”
STRI PPER (V. O.)
But post-robbery is when our coo

hand conpadre got the chicken
shits.

The SI X VILLAINS are Riling into a getamay M NI VAN. POLI CE
SI RENS SCREAM NG i n the background!T 31st” precinct.

) VI LLAI N #4 ( BLACK/ TONED)
Pigs are comn’!! Let’s go!!

VI LLAI' N #5 ( MASTERM ND)
Get the bl oody fuck in!

WIDE PANICS. He | ooks down at THE MONEY BAG IN H S HAND. A
BEAT. Then suddenly, WIDE HAULS ASS DOWN THE STREET.

VI LLAI N #1 ( HUGE/ MUSCULAR)
(to Driver) _
Fuckhol e’ s gonna get hinself
captured. Just gol!

FOOT H TS THE GAS - TI RES SQUEAL - AND THEY' RE GONE!!

LNT. BUS - DAY - CONTI NUQUS

W de boards a cit% bus and goes for the back seat. He sits,
takes a deep breath, and rips open the bag of noney...

SMASH CUT TGO
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EXT. SAME BUS - DAY - CONTI NUOUS

SPLAAAT! ! BLUF PAI NT COVFRS THE W NDOWS as an inserted dye
pack detonates in full bloom

END ALl FI ASHBACKS
BACK ON: NI CK HANDS THE FAT STRI PPER ANOTHER TEN.

NI CK THE SAI NT
A dye pack?

STRI PPER
Per manent ink. That sucka’s got
nore blues than Mles Davis after a
br eak- up.

Sai nt hands over a final ten.

NI CK THE SAI NT
| don't give a fuck if he glows in
t he dark. Where can | find hin®

She wites sonething across a napkin with her |ipstick.

o STRI PPER
This is the address he usually
calls from

ntence - NNCK IS
THE CHAI R

SLAM CUT TGO

And as she drops the period on that

n Se
GRABBED FROM BEH ND AND RI PPED OQUT OF

EXT. ALLEY - BEH ND THE LOADED MOON - CONTI NUQUS

NICK IS HURLED QUT THE DOOR, face decked in a new shade of
bl ack and bl ue. And we cone face-to-face with Lucky, who
dawns a BLACK EYE of his own.

Nl CK THE SAl NT
VWhat the hell ?

A BOUNCER stands at the door with a FRANTI C STRI PPER
~ FRANTI C STRI PPER
That’s him He grabbed titty! You
nol ester pervert! My titty is
covered in his pervert fingerprints!
The bouncer cal ns her down and shuts the door.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Unbel i evabl e. You touched her tit?



76.

LUCKY
VWhat was | supBosed‘to do? There’'s
a sl oppy boob bouncin’ in ny face,
pi erced ni pple by the way, and...

NI CK THE SAI NT
Hey!! Is there trouble stuck to
your shoe, or do they really make
peopl e in your shade of stupid!?!

LUCKY _
C non. You're not the only one with
a new bruise. It was all you can
eat knuckl e sandw ches out here.
That nonster-fuck hit nme so hard
had the sanme dreamtw ce.

NI CK THE SAI NT
That’ s a DAVN SHAME!

Now -- A LARGE FEMALE GOON exits the bar. She rolls up her
sl eaves and approaches N ck/Lucky. Buzz cut. Miscles.
Tattoos. Hairy arnms. She’s nore of a man then they are.

] NIl CK THE SAI NT
H ya But ch.

BUTCH
~ (deep voice) ] )
Ni ck. Welcone back. Wsh | didn't
have to pound your face in, but you
know the rul es. No touching.

] NI CK THE SAI NT
Right. No touching. My bad.
(to Lucky)
When this is all over, you' d better
di sappear |ike Houdini after a bad
lay. O herwise, | mght kill you

nysel f.

Ni ck punches Butch in the chin, but it doesn't faze her for a
second. She immedi ately grabs them both by the neck and lifts
theminto the air. Squeezing hard. Both guys turning red.

Suddenly ... WHAM .. BUTCH takes a 2x4 across the head. She
(or he or whatever) goes down with a “thud”, reveali ng HOPE
behi nd her hol di ng t he nakeshi ft weapon.

HOPE
Pl ease tell nme that’s not your ex.

Nl CK THE SAl NT
No, but | think he |likes ne.

~ HOPE ]
Well, this has certainly been an
affair to renenber.
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LUCKY
Wo wants to renenber?
(re: Butch) )
Damm, that nonmma puts the “ugly” in
fuckin ugly.

Ni ck begins to stubbornly wal ks away. Hope and Lucky foll ow

LUCKY _
Hey -- where are you goi ng?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wl l. You need to find the case to
stay alive, Wt need to just find the
case. So, in consideration of our
predi canment, | intend to find said
case pronto, so that | can be the
EUCK done wth you.

LUCKY _
Just so you know, |I'mputting a
conplaint in the cormment box. Your
attitude sucks.
HOPE
He has been pretty noody.
Nick gets to the street and whistles for a cab.
NIl CK THE SAI NT
Hope, | want you to get back to the
sanctuary -- tell The Mnsei gneur
not to wait up. It’s not safe out
her for a gal.
HOPE _
I can handl e nyself, N ck

~ NICK THE SAI NT
Just do it.

He ki sses her as the cab stops, opens her door.

NI CK THE SAI NT
It’s only because | care.

She ki sses hi m back

HOPE _
Just watch your back, Nick
Ni ck nods as she gets in. Cab pulling away as we...
SW PE CUT TO
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I NT. TRAILER - N GHT

CLOSE ON: BILLY WLDE -in his cowboy hat- sips a beer whi
matchlng a hunting program The BL PAI NT BLOTCHES on his
face nmake hi s appearance unusual, but 100% r ecogni zabl e.

e

SUDDENLY - THE TRAILER JOLTS FORWARD. LT BEG NS MOVI NG

W LDE
The damm?

Wlde runs into the kitchen and opens the wi ndow. From his
POV, we see his home speeding out of the trailer park.

_ NI CK THE SAINT (O S.)
Ni ce pl ace.

W de junps back agai nst the refrigerator

W LDE
SHI -YI T! Who the hell are you?
Jesus!

Nick lays a gun on the table.

NI CK THE SAI NT
No. |’mnot Jesus, but he’s a good
friend of mne. Unfortunately, he's
a bit nore forgiving than | am
Here, have a seat.

W de squeezes into the kitchen booth across from N ck.

NI CK THE SAI NT

I’"mhere to ask a pair of
gHestlons. 1) Wiere’'s the score?
d 2) where’'s the fucking score?

Wl de | ooks at the gun - then | ooks at N ck. He's serious.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
VWhat? Wuld it be easier in
mul ti pl e fucki ng choice?

W LDE _
Look. | was just recruited into
t hat Plg. El bow grease ki nda worKk.
Then pani cked... didn’t nean to
take that loot... but...

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wiy don’t you go get it.

Wth zero hesitation, WIlde goes to the closet and returns
with the DUFFLE BAG OF CASH. He sets it on the table and
opens it. Every bill inside is covered in BLUE PAI NT.
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-~ W LDE _
Here. | ain't spent much of it
seein’ how the cops been | ookin’
for stains.

(i poi \ C|t<hTHtI)E S)AI NT

zi ppin e ba

I's thergpangthing e?se? Anyt hi ng
top shel f?

W LDE
There was a satchel. A black |eather
one. Honbres in the posse nabbed it
quick -- said it was priceless. |
got the feeling they wasn’t gonna
cut me in, so that’s why | ran off
with this | oot here.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Who were the players?

W LDE
Everyone stayed masked and _
anonynous. Even to ne. But | did
overhear ‘em say sonmethin’ ‘bout a
drop point. Sone safe sonmewhere

NIl CK THE SAI NT
You don’t say.

WLDE :
Yeah, | believe I just did.
Anyhow s, if things went
unscripted, that was the fella's
termfor bad, we was to run and ron-
day-voo at this here place here..

Wlde slides a small MATCHBOOK across the table to Nick

| NSERT. BLACK MATCHBOOK W TH A G OSSY I I PSTICK KISS on it.
nane. No | ocation. He flips the matchbook open to find a
nunber witten on the inside flap:

13 21”

Nick studies it.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Bl ackj ack.

w o
Exactly. | don’t know where this is,
or where it ain't, but 1’'d bet a dead
dingo’s dong it’s where them honbres
is gonna flip that satchel. One of
‘“em even kept a key on him al ways.

NI CK THE SAI NT
(to self)
McBani st er.
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Now, the trailer cones to a stop. Nick gets up, grabs the
bag, and goes for the door..

NI CK THE SAI NT
Thanks. You're hospitality’s been
real Southern and all.
He exits -AND- al nbst i medi ately WLDE RUSHES | NTO H S
EE?ROOM-— GRABS A GUN - AND SPRI S QUT THE DOCR AFTER NI CK

HE STEPS OUT ONLY TO DI SCOVER THAT THE TRAI LER HAS BEEN
PARKED | N FRONT OF THE ELASCO SAVI NGS & | OAN CRI VESCENE,
The entire bank security detail has their weapons trained on
him N ck tosses the bag of DYED CASH to the bank nanager -
whi |l e- Lucky unties the Cadillac fromthe trailer’s hitch.

W LDE DROPS HI'S GUN upon the realization of being fucked.

I NT. MCBANI STER' S CADI LLAC - M NUTES LATER

Lucky huns along to the radio, as they pull into the cenetery
leading up to “Qur Shepherd of Peace”. But then..

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
Ane shit!

Lucky | ooks up to see a cloud of snmoke rising in the

di stance. Nick floors it -- driving between two nausol euns --
rapi dly approachi ng THE BURNI NG CAiHEDBN.

Ni ck slans the car to a stop, and runs into the bl aze.

I NT. OUR SHEPHERD OF PEACE - CONTI NUOUS

FIl ames everywhere. Ash. Tunbling tapestries. N ck sifts
ng THE MONSEI GNEUR

e
through the torched sanctuary until {lndi

pi nned beneath a burning pew. Too late... he's already dead.
NIl CK THE SAI NT
No. Fuck ne... nol
Now, he | ooks down to find A KETCHUP PACKET bubbling agai nst
the toe of his shoe. He picks it up -- identical to the one
he found at MBani ster’s pl ace.
LUCKY (V. Q)

And this is when it all got up
cl ose and personal .

Luckx trudges thro
u

rough and grabs Nick’s shoul der. He sees the
ket chup packet in hi

u
hi's hand.
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LUCKY o
Hey, | know that fast food joint.
It"s one of Doughboy’s franchised
burger cracks -- eat there all the
time. Conbo #9 conmes with a gram of
bl ow and nmedium fry. Geat val ue.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Doughboy - | should a seen it.
) LUCKY
C non Nick, | know better places

for BBQ W're both gettin' tans
just standi ng here. EEILS_GO
Ni ck signs the cross over The Monseigneur’s corpse, and says

anot her qui ck prayer.

I NT. MCBANI STER' S CADI LLAC - NI GHT

Cue radio, Rudy Vallee's 1931 Brother, Can You Spare A D ne.
NIl CK THE SAI NT

They took her. Doughboy and Mornon
have Hope. |I'msure of "it.

LUCKY
But the case is what they really
want, right?

NI CK THE SAINT
And they’ Il use her to find it.

LUCKY
Not if we find it first.

Ni ck nods.
NI CK THE SAI NT
The Catholics, the bank job, the
Franchi se... none of it adds.
Lucky stares at the matchbook -then- an aura of brilliance

ignites. If IiPht bul bs really went off overhead after strokes
of genius -well- we'd see about five of themright now O...

BING THE CAR LI GHT FLASHES TO LI FE ABOVE LUCKY

LUCKY
Then don’t add it. Snell it.
Lucky puts the matchbook to his nose and takes in the scent.
LUCKY

That, my shamus friend, is a scent
| coul d never forget.
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NI CK THE SAI NT
Cut to the Part where you tell ne.
And quit calling ne your friend.

Ni ck snags the matchbook back and sniffs for hinself.

. LUCKY : :
It’s Jasmine with a hint of white
sandal wood. Very distinct. Very
rare. Very Chinese.

_ Nl CK THE SAl NT
Chi nat own.
B-i-n-g-o0. That spells you're
goddan% right. P Y
AND LUCKY THROWS THE CADI LLAC | NTO A U TURN.

EXT. CHI NATOMWN - N GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG

CLOSE ON: An enornous BLACK BI LLBOARD WTH A GLOSSY KI SS MARK.
Canera cranes down, finding an old bus station bel ow the
bill board. And we’'re smack in the m ddl e of Chi nat own:

Neon characters fl ash |ntenseI¥ agai nst the orange gl ow of
shaded street lanps. Flaring “take-out” signs beat against a
swarm ng fish market. We're not lost in translation here...
we're fucking drowning init.

I NT. CHI NATOAN BUS STATI ON - CONTI NUOUS

RON WONG LEE, an Asian greaser in an Armani suit, enters the
station and wanders through a maze of |ockers. He stops at
LOCKER #21. Then, he renoves A KEY and pops the | ocker open.
And inside, we're starring right at...

THE BLACK CASE BEARI NG A RED CRGCSS. .. AKA “ SALVATI ON’

Wng Lee grabs the case, and cuffs it to his wist. Then
exits. Never once realizing that NICK & LUCKY are wat chi ng
every nove fromthe 2nd fl oor bal cony.

. NIl CK THE SAI NT
Bl ackj ack.

LUCKY
Jack-pot is nore like it. Wio's he?

NI CK_THE SAI NT

Ron Wong Lee. Ot herw se known as
Don Wng. He’'s a nunber cruncher
f or Doughboy. Looks |ike The
Franchi se fund out about our bank

uzzlin drama club, and sliced uR

Bani ster until he turned over the

key to their score.
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e it’s just rivate eye
blynkin’ he%e b3¥ Phat does%’t
feel rlght: I'f McBani ster was
i nvol ved with the acting troupe,

then why was he hel pin’ Hope? See,

unl ess

we’'re cookin' ntguffins

here, you don't steal a priceless
case just to steal a priceless
case. Those robbers knew what they
0
ht

e
were after, so they had
wor ki n’ r

Vell if

to be
for sonebody, right?
NI CK THE SAI NT
| knew who they were, |I'd

ask them that question personally.

Lucky renoves the deck of playing cards from his pocket.
begins to shuffle.

LUCKY )
My mentor, God rest his soul, once
told ne‘that if the investigation
feel s like a nmirage, just drink the
water. And if you're still thirsty,

then it wasn't really water to
begin with.

NI CK THE SAI NT

So. VWhat the hell does that nean?

LUCKY

I don’t know. | just thought it was

cool .

I di ot.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Lucky lifts a card fromhis deck. THE QUEEN OF HEARTS.

LUCKY
But maybe it means that our queen’s
just playin the board, eh?
(changi ng subj ects
The hell do you think is in that
t hi ng anyway? Sonet hi ng that goes
boon?? Ca-chi ng?

I don’'t

~NICK THE SAINT
give a dac”m what's in it,

as long as it keeps Hope alive.

LUCKY

Then |l et’s snag Don Wng before he
bags outta tea town.

EXT. CHI NATOMN -

NI GHT - CONTI NUOUS

83.

Lucky watches Wng Lee cross the street to THE RED PALACE.

ol d establi shnent

lit up like a cheap Chinese jerk joint.
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He turns to Nick as Wng Lee goes i nside.

_ LUCKY
Shit. The Red Pal ace. You ever hear
of the China Doll 7?

Nick lights a cigarette.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Nope. But |’m sure you’re gonna...

_ LUCKY
Best |ip nassage |’ ve ever had.
Turned ny head nunb for 5.7 seconds.
Even made ny asshole tingle like...

- NICK THE SAI NT
.1 get it.

_ LUCKY
Well, if you cross these sl ant
br oads the&’ll go CGenghi s- Khan on
your ass. Knock ya out with your
own stiff chubby:

beat ) _
Good pal “a mne went in there once
for a Sai gon sucky-sucky, and he
got blown alright... blown right
the fuck away. Police found hrs
nuts in different zip codes. Left
one still had lipstick onit.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Is there a point coning on?

FLASH | NSERT: SEVEN CHI NESE G RLS ENTER FRAME | N A SI NGLE
FILE LINE. AND WE' RE | NTRODUCED TO THE DEADLY CHINA DOl 7.

They stand shoul der to shoulder in a parlor, staring at us.
Their pale white make-up has them | ooki ng as dangerous as
they are beautiful.

LUCKY( V. Q) _
Yes. See, each of themgals is
tattooed with a nunbered dragon,
right on the back of the neck..

FLASH | NSERT: ONE OF THE G RL’S TATTOOS. A COLORED DRAGON
Cl RCLED AROGUND THE NUMBER *“27.

BACK TGO

~ LUCKY o
If ya ain"t got an invite, the on
way to stop themcrazies Is to kil
the madam M Dei. Except ya got a
one in seven chance of that, since
no one knows what nunber she is.
Now ain’t them sone sour odds?
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is, we're here for
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SAI NT
sweeter. Thin
Don Wng. | go

no beef with the hookers.

EXT. CADI LLAC -

Ni ck opens the trunk to reveal
t he Monsei gneur.

CONTI NUQUS

LUCKY
(starring @ Red
Though pessimsmis
expose reqularly, |

a wealth of guns stashed from

He reaches for THE TW NS

Pal ace)
Nt atrat |
have been known

to exhi bit concern under
unf avor abl e ci rcunst ance.

_ NI CK THE
You t hi
unf avor

nk t
abl e?
LUCKY
Wll, 1'd be lyin
just fuckin’

Ni ck hands over a snal
pat hetically,

peacﬂyl.f !

DERRI NGER. Lucky stares at
in the palmof his hand.

SAI NT

his circunstance is

said it was

it,

L Y
And | don’t nmean to be dramati c,
but can | have a bi gger gun?

NI CK THE SAI NT
You' re not belng dramatic. You're
bei ng a pussy. Just point and shoot
- they all do the sane thing.

| NT. RED PALACE - CONTI NUOUS
Ni ck kicks in the door

and interrupts Wng

AND VWE SVASH TO

Lee in m d- hunmer.

H s hooker frantically splits -just as- N ck rests the
shot gun barrel on Wng' s chin.
NI CK THE SAI NT _
You have a final prayer. Use it
religiously.
dead qui et)
Lucky, grab the case.
_ LUCKY
Wth pleasure.
DON VONG

Jush take it!
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NICK THE SAINT
| don’t renmenber asking perm ssion.

Lucky grabs the case -but- it’s still cuffed to Lee’s wist.

LUCKY _
Wul d you m nd asking himto renove
the cuffs?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Drop the cuffs, Don Wng, or L take
‘emoff... hands and all.

Wng starts to tear up

h cun’t. Do’ boy is kill nme if |
o...

Ni ck notices A FI RE AXE restin% in a glass emergency box
outside the room WE HOLD ON I'T FOR A SECOND.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Wong answer.

Ni ck signs the cross with his gun, then... KA-BOOOM

I NT. RED PALACE - NI GHT - CONTI NUQUS

Ni ck descends a spiral staircase carrying t he bl oodsoaked
BLACK CASE. Wng Lee’s armstill dangling fromit.

NI CK THE SAI NT
See, that was cake.

AND SUDDENLY. . .

A swift kick cones out of nowhere and puts Nick on his knees.
CHI NA DOLL #4 rushing himfromthe corner, scream ng. N ck
lifts the shotgun, and... BOOM !

h
noki ng carcass slides across the floor, slaming into a
f candl es and burning i ncense. WE SEE THE NUMBER FOUR
d to her neck as she slunps over. Dead.

Now, CHI NA DOLL #7 kicks the gun fromhis hand just as his
finger sets off a m squi ded shot. The nurderess screans and
KICKS AT HM AGAIN - TH' S TI ME DRI VI NG HER SHARPENED STI LETTO
HEEL | NTO H S SHOULDER

SNAP. His clavicle cracks like plastic, he
the wall - stiletto sliding farther inside
GRI TTI NG | N EXTREME PAI N.

s pushed agai nst
him TEETH

He grabs her ankle and slowy begins to push her Ie% back.
Wth only the tlﬂ_left in his flesh - HE GRABS HER BETWEEN
THE LEGS, using his |everage to throw her to the ground.
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NI CK GOES FOR HI S WEAPON - AS- DOLL #Z JUMPS TO HER FEET:

She lunges forward as he lifts the shotgun barrel driving
into her chest and stoEplng anK forward progress. Her jagged
nails claw at his chee but that’s where it ends.

BOOM SHE' S FLUNG ACROSS THE ROOM SMASHI NG | NTO A BUBBLI NG

FI SH TANK. d ass and water floods the room Fl opping fISh

struggllng to breath. No use. A whole |lot of dead fish. and
a

a de China Doll to match.
ANGLE ON: LUCKY. He’'s struggling - already on the ground with
TWO vicious girls atop hi He screans hlgh—nu rder as they

stuff a gag rn his nouth. And bad | uck strikes hot again.

n md-torture -

Ni ck cocks his weapon and rushes the gir in m
er. He reaches down

|
but- they scatter like flies under a swat
and rips the gag fromhis Lucky’ s nouth.

W0

L

BEHI ND YOU! !
Sai nt ducks JUST AS THE BLADE OF A SWORD sweeps his head
space. He rolls off of Lucky and takes a shot. An instant
mss - THHS BITCH i s playing the shadows to her advant age.
He stands and rel oads - probing the shadows all the while.
AND POW .. Nick takes a shot to the tenple. He stunbles back
POW .. another high kick to the jaw

FaI!ing a knee, he sees ALL OF THE FEMALE KI LLERS
encircling h|n1mnth|n t he shadows around the room Now. .

CHI NA DOLL #3 whips a wire around his neck. She tightens -
life being squeezed out of him- he struggles for a drag of
air.

JI GHTER NOW Choking. He reaches up and grips her hair.
Fugglng so hard we can hear the roots snap. But she hol ds
ir

m
Nick struggles to his feet with the killer on his back,
anki ng harder than ever. H s face | oosing color. And.
HERE. .. Nick sees it. A PLATE OF ROTTI NG CH NESE FOOD.

But there’ onethlng el se. Sonet hing that consunes his |ast
dyi ng ef{o goes for the plate, weakening faster.
0

s
res.
Fallln t he ground Ni ck reaches u hand di ggi ng t hrough
t he nD dy slop. THHS IS H S ONLY SHdi

S

Hand wandering for it... THERE... A CHOPSTICK. He grabs it,
AND W TH EVERY OUNCE OF ENERGY LEFT IN HM he thrusts it
over his shoulder... STRAIGHT INTO THE EYE OF CHI NA DOLL #3
THUWP. Her body hits the ground dead. A bl oody chopstick
protrudi ng from her socket. Nick rips the wire fromhis neck

and sucks in a lung-full of oxygen.

Now, CHI NA DOLL #2 strips a beret fromher hair - each toggle
razor sharp. She rears back and throws...
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VWH SP. The bl ades drive into Nick’s thigh. He slunps over in
pai n. Agony. This could be the end of the road.

At once, the renmaini F
[

I'ng
t hey’ ve got - pouncing

BAM A gunshot.

Ilers cone at himw th everything
ke a pack of wolves. THEN. ..

Ni ck jerks up as one of the girls drops to the floor. Bl ood
spemnn%_fron1her neck. She |ooks at himwith tear-filled eyes
-and- hits the ground face first.

The other girls junp back, pure panic. Each of them begins to
crY prof usel y. ani ng. They immediately kneel beside their
fall en conpani on, attention no |onger on N ck/Lucky.

The Saint | ooks througﬁ the torn RICE PAPER WALL to see,
LUCKY, hol di ng the DERRI NGER he gave him at the cab.

LUCKY
That’'s her. Mai Dei.

Saint turns to the nmourning China Dolls. They crowd Mai Dei’s
body like a swarm of bees around their fallen queen.

NI CK THE SAI NT
How d you know?

A smrk takes shape on Lucky’s face.
ANGLE ON: Mai Dei’s tattoo. LT S THE NUMBER FI VE

LUCKY
My | ucky nunber.

ELASH | NSERT: A SLOT MACHI NE. Dol lar signs CA-CH NG into al
three slots, sending .

Lucky’s smrk transforns int?
[

a f
hobbl es over to Nick, and | s t

t
DI SSOLVE TGO

I NT/ EXT. RED PALACE - N GHT - CONTI NUOUS

Ni ck/ Lucky (and the case? are exiting the Red Pal ace. Luck
reaching into a jar of RICE CANDY, stuffing his jacket wt
it. He offers sone to N ck

_ LUCKY
Ri ce candy?

] NI CK THE SAI NT
G mme t hat.

Ni ck takes al nbst all of Lucky’s boxes. Lucky scoffs
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LUCKY
| can’t believe you shot the rest
of them That was just mean, nan.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Vh{? You want them rem niscing our
tle visit over tea tine? Because
m sure there’'d be sone bad

rtune in those cooki es. Amrmay,
it’s not like those gals sel
t pPermare or drive carpool... they
wanted to kill wus.

~ LUCKY
Coul d’ ve just been PMB.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
If it was PM5, we’d be dead al ready.

Ni ck tosses the “SALVATION' into the back seat of the car.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
So, nme and you... we’re good,
right? Time'to fly sol 0?

_ LUCKY _
Wait -- what about The Catholics?
I"’min the ground if | cone up
enpty. And can already feel the
dirt"in nmy pockets.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Wll, it’s mdnight. Your deadline
is up, pal. That means our contract
becane past tense about an hour
ago.

LUCKY
Oh, you nean our BULLSHI T contract?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Yes. But a contract nonet hel ess.

Lucky sits down on the curb.

UCKY
Look, | know I’ma fuck up..

NI CK THE SAI NT
No. A fuck up is forgetting to
carry the one in |ong division.
You' re an absol ute fucking
cat astr ophe.

LUCKY _
Hey, for the record, all that pain
n’ ~grievance crap has been yours.

Lucky’s at a |l oss for words. He sighs. All he is to anyone is
a |l oser, and his expression does the thought justice.



Lucky shrugs.

Ni ck sl aps Lucky on the shoul der,

Ni ck hops into the Cadillac. The

NI CK THE SAI NT
Here. ..

Ni ck renmoves a wad of the BLUE BILLS fromhis _
hands it to Lucky. Then he pops a rice candy in his nouth.

Nl CK THE SAI NT C(,Oci/%\”—’ ,D)
oy' s

| snatched this fromthe
trailer. It should be enough to
settle your sins. Just drop it in
the offering and put Fiasco Heights
in your rear view. Like I’'m gonna
do when this is all over.

~(beat)
I finally have sone |everage, and |
need to go this alone, For her. If
Doughboy wants sal vati on, he’l
have to pony up the girl.

Forci ng a nod.

) LUCKY

(plssedz _

Underdog gets flushed again, eh?
Al'l because your agenda wei ghs nore
than mne. Well, fuck that noise!
|"ve killed bottom feedin’

not herfuckers for |ess...

(Nick pulls out his gun
Neverm nd. We're good. Deal s a
deal . But thanks for the adventure,
it was... real fair n all.

NI CK THE SAI NT

Well. Good | uck.
(al 5quY ly)
alrea one
Wth what ? y y

. NI CK THE SAI NT _
Staying alive. And all that shit.

90.

pocket, and

shruggi ng hi mof f.

forward as he starts the engine.

violently as he tries to accel erate.

drive stick.

Lucky watches as he coasts around the corner..

car imedi ately jerks |
And it continues’ |urching
Qur hero obviously can't

out of sight.

LUCKY (V. Q)
So here | am fresh fromthe
ringer. No clue. No case. And no
Hope. Been shot at, beaten to pul p,
and | only got three strikes to
show for it. I'mspilt chum and

the sharks are comn’

f ast.

TIME CUT TO
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I NT. DRY CLEANERS - NI GHT

BLUE BI LLS whi p through a noney counter -while- the dry
cl eaners | aunder Lucky’s payback noney behind a noving track.

~ LUCKY (V.0).
Maybe Nick was right, just pay ny
dues and ride outta town. Start
fresh. So | went to clean ny bills.
But there | am m ndin’ ny own
busi ness, when...

) PI NSTRI PES (O S.)
Dirty laundry, Luck?

And we turn to find THE ENTI RE GOD SQUAD st andi ng behi nd hi m
Pl NSTRI PES
Cheers mate. How about we all go
for a pleasure cruise? Distribute
his ticket, Chanp.
Knockout Jones rears back for the hook.

_ LUCKY _
Wait! The noney’s right here.

. Pl NSTRI PES
It isn’t about that anynore.

And suddenly, Pinstripes steps aside revealing SLSTER HOPE.

- HOPE
Where’s Nick? And where’s that
fucki ng case?

LuckY i s speechless., And will remmin speechl ess when Jones
!eye s him triggering the sw pe dissolve that takes us
into...

I NT. MEAT LOCKER - N GHT

Pounds of neat hanging fromrazor sharP hooks. And we dolly

t hrough vertical ranks of frozen beef to find, LUCKY, hanging
by his collar fromone of the neat hooks...

dangl i ng around hi m

Lucky breathes a heavy sigh. H' S BREATH SPELLS * FUCKED’
A S THE AlR

CUT TO

EXT. CORNER OF 55TH AND 5TH - NI GHT

The busiest corner in the city as far as whol esal e wonen go.
A one stop shop and go for any STD on the narket.
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h iff-raff and finds Harley hitting a

Ni ck pushes through the r
ak her by the arm

t
fresh joint. He takes

NI CK THE SAI NT
How ‘ bout a freebie?

Nick is a ness. Scrapes. Bruises. Flesh wounds of the I|ike.

HARLEY _
Jesus. \What happened, N cky?
Harl ey wi pes a streak of bl ood running froman open gash.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Cut nysel f shaving.

HARLEY
Wth what? A butcher knife? You' re
chopped up pretty good.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Just got banged around - thought
|’d see you about a fix-up. |1
even pay by the hour.

I NT. THE FI ASCO HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER

Nick is up to his neck in bubble bath while Fbrley stitches
himup. He grits his teeth as she dabs a wound wi th al cohol,
then seals I't with gauze.

HARLEY _
So what’s with the suitcase? You
packin’ for a bad trip?

NI CK THE SAI NT
Only kind | take.

He wi nces as she dabs anot her wound, his fingers digging into
t he porcelain of an antique four-1egged tub.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Thanks for the stitches, babe.

Harl ey swabs his |ip with some cotton. Nick stares her in the
eye, mght be sone enotion there if you | ook hard enough.

HARLEY

I’d nmend Your wounds any day, N ck.
It’s why |’ve never m nded ya
takin’ a beating.

The nonent |ingers. Then, N ck grabs Harley around the neck
and pulls her into the tub. She slides into himwllingly,
taki ng his head from behind. They kiss. BUT N CK STOPS.

NI CK THE SAI NT
... | can’'t, Harley.
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She | oves hi but it’s not reciprocated. And it shows.
Still, she holds himunder the bubbles. Caressing his back
as he leans for the bourbon bottle resting in the soap dish.
HARLEY _

I’msorry about who I am N ck. |

t hought you were gone for good. The

big sleep and all that jazz. | just

wish | could take it back.,. | used

to love bein” your only trick

NI CK THE SAI NT _
I’mover it. Besides, let’'s face it,
you’' | I never teach kindergarten.

Harl ey snuggl es cl oser.

HARLEY
Tell nme why you’'re here. You al ways
used to say that if ya ever left
this town, ya d never | ook back.
~ NICK THE SAI NT
And | didn't. But no matter where
you go, the |ife you left catches
up sonehow. | actually thought I
coul d make good for all the shit
I’ ve done. Redenption, ya know?
(lights a C|garette¥
But when you’ ve seen enough peopl e
di e, put enough people in the dirt,
there just ain’t enough of it to go
around. 1’ma condemmed fella, see.

HARLEY
And who’s this gal ya been chasin ?

NI CK THE SAI NT
She’s the only good person |’ve

ever conme across. That’s why | care
about her so damm nuch.

It hurts Harley to hear it, but she forces a smle and ki sses
hi s neck agai n.

OFF SCREEN: THE DOORBELL RI NGS.

Ni ck | ooks at Fﬁrle¥. She shrugs without a clue. N ck steps
out of the tub and throws on a bat hrobe.

I NT. FRONT DOOR - NI CK'S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The Saint opens the front door to greet...

PON! A HARD BLOWTO THE JAWthat literally lifts himoff his
feet and into the living room And THE POPE enters, charging
Nick like a juiced up bellhop with fresh headaches to deliver
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SLOWON. THE POPE S DI STORTED FACE, and we hear the SFX of a
BULL SNORTING. A steriod induced bull that’s coked out of its
fucking m nd of course.

Nick clinbs to his feet and reaches for a GUN on the coffee
table -but- he doesn't quite nmake it before POPE grabs hi m by
the robe and flings himinto the wall --

- - ExPIodin t hrough the other side in an eruption of
drywal I, and slammng into an arnoire in the bedroom

Ni ck qui ckl unps onto the bed and REACHES UNDER THE PI LLOW
HE MHﬂPS CU¥ &HEEDESEEI_EAGLE_and takes a few m sgui ded
shots. BLAM BLAM BLAM Not hi ng serious.

THE POPE enters the bedroomin a rabid charge. He grabs N ck
and lifts h|n1Py the robe, then ... SLAM .. puts him agai nst
na fi

the wall i erce choke hol d.

Ni ck struggles for air. He reaches for a full bottle of w ne
resting on a nearby dresser -- maybe this is a good idea.

CRACK! Not really. The bottle shatters over The Pope’s skul
with no result -"leaving us with nothing but 500 |bs. of
pi ssed of f bad guy.

THE POPE LAUNCHES NI CK ACROSS THE ROOM Hi s body hits the
ground, sliding across the hard wood fl oor into the next
room

THE POPE '
Honestly, | hoped you’ d be bigger.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Yeah. Me too.

SUDDENNLY - Saint grabs a HOT | RON of f of an ironing board
and slides across the floor on his knees. He rears back..

SMACK! Ni ck hooks The Pope square in the nuts with the iron,
Béeﬁn1h|35|ng as the thug' s sack gets branded by Bl ack &
cker.

Pope grabs Saint by the neck!!! Squeezing tight!!!
I N THE BATHROOM

Harl ey covers herself with suds as PINSTRI PES and JONES
enter. She gasps as Pinstripes saunters up close.

PI NSTRI PES
No need to be shy, just the postnen
ringing. We're here for a pick-up.

es grabs SALVATION and kneels to tub I evel. Then he
his hand into the water, grabbing her between the...
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Pl NSTRI PES _
You even think about screan1nﬂ, and
"1l knot your neck tighter than
t hese tied tubes you | et everyone
poke around at. )
(stops, reconsiders)
On second thought. ..

He pulls his gun, ains: Bang-Bang-Bang.

EXT. THE FI ASCO HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS

NIl CK | S LAUNCHED OQUT THE 15TH STORY W NDOW DEAD FREEFALL. In
descent, HE CRASHES THROUGH ELVE VERTI CAL NEON LETTERS

?PF}LINE FUA gIéSCO. Each letter shatters into sparks as he
alls. F-1-A-S-C. ..

...Saint hits the O which doesn’t shatter - nerely shifts

and partially breaks away fromthe wall. He hangs on for dear

life. Qur hero, hanging above the city froma neon letter in

hi s bat hrobe.

The Pope appears on the fire escape and nmakes his way down to

meet us. Nick is a sitting duck.
hi

NOW - Nick pulls the gun fro i s bat hr obe pocket and unl oads
hell. BLAM BLAM BLAM CLICK. CLICK. And we’'re enpty.

Pope sm | es and begins slidin%_on sonme | eather gloves. H's
shoddy | augh telling us that Nick hasn’'t | anded a shot.

Until, of course, we catch sight of the snmoke rising up fro
h|s_chest. The | aughi ng stops, smles fade, uy’s so j acked
up it probably took hima few seconds to fee he pain. He

begins to groan... slowy reaching for his own piece.

m

Ni ck has nothing left. No defense. He hangs in silence for a
nonent - THEN- in spontaneous desperation, HE THROAS THE EMPTY
DESERT EAGLE.

CLUNK. Pope’s head kicks back as the heavy weapon beans himin

the face. The Pope stunbles back in a tenporary daze, his arns

{Lallhng about as he collides into the railing and drops over
e edge.

The earth shakes as his body THUDS to the ground. A short
flight. Estimated tinme of arrival... 4 seconds.

Ni ck grabs a drain pipe and gl ances at The Pope’s lifel ess body
- shards of asphalt broken up all around it. The inpact of the
fall alone has set off every car alarmin a two bl ock radius.
Let’s just call this professional handiwork on the fly.

Nick smirks to hinself and begins to shinnE down the drain
pi pe. Upon reachln% t he ground, he checks Pope’s neck for
pul ses. Not hing. Then suddenly...
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HEADLI GHTS comi ng straight at us! N ck has a second to react,
but he wastes it wondering “what the fuck”! The car thwacks
hi mat the wai st and sends hi mover the hood.

And while Nick Iies unconscious on the pavenent, the driver’s
si de door opens -and- a PINK H GH HEFL EHOE steps into frane.
FADE TO BLACK

LUCKY (V.Q)
Hey. Pssst. Nick is that you?
(beat)
Hey Nick. It’s me... Lucky.

) (beat%
Ni ck. WAKE THE FUCK UP!

I NT. MEAT LOCKER - N GHT

Ni ck opens his eyes to find hinself hangin
hands bound, wt Luck¥frang|ng j ust acros

i m a neat hook,
0
i medi ately nmakes a nu ed cry through h

g fro
S the freezer. He
s duct-taped gag..

NI CK THE SAI NT
MM nmm o mmm? M nm

%subtitle:' '

“VWHAT THE FUCK? WHAT THE FUCK?”
LUCKY

Yeah. | hear ya.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Mmm mm mf?
&subtltle:)
“WHERE ARE WE?

LUCKY
We're at the Chop Shop

NI CK THE SAI NT
Mm mmm nmmm®? Mmm Mmm i nm
nmmm M nmmd m o ommmmm mme i
(subtltle:%
“THE CHOP SHOP? GREAT. JUST FUCKI N
GREAT. | CANT BELIEVE THIS SHI T!”

EREEZE FRAME:

AND SUDDENLY -- Lucky bursts into a very fast, very fluent
narration describing our surroundings.

LUCKY (V.Q)
The Chop- Shop. So called for the
hundreds of 1 mm grant children
|IIegaIIY gift wapping on the
bottom f [ oor

CAMERA SUDDENLY DROPS BELOW THE FLOOR, WHI RLI NG | NTO A 360
DEGREE ROTATI ON. AND WE FI ND OURSELVES | N THE CHOP- SHOP. . .
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Where groups of foreign children sit at |ong tables s|aving
away on BRI CKS OF | NE. Beads of sweat drip down their
faces -- you can’t buy this kind of |abor.

The kid to the right cuts - who then passes to the kid who
Packs - who then passes to the kid who waps. The brick is
hen dropped in a wheel barrow at the table' s end. It’'s a

solid procedure.

_ LUCKY (V. Q)
Damm kids are the best in the
busi ness. | know it sounds bad, but

it's better than punpin’ out
sweat ers or high end ki cks.

Anot her kid conmes by and lifts the FULL WHEELBARROW WE STAY

ON H Mas he wheels it down an enpty corridor and dunps the
| oad | NTO A LAUNDRY SHOOT.

WE DROP | NTO THE SHOOT ALONG W TH THE FRESH BRI CKS.

~ LUCKY (V.0)
Each shipnent is then dunped...

LUCKY (V.0Q)
...Loaded into a dozen snow pl ows,
and shi pped out to every slum and
pi ssed up alley in Fiasco.

NOW - A GARAGE DOOR OPENS AS A FLEET OF SNOW PLOWS EXIT THE
WAREHOUSE. Each one turning into a different route than the
last. And the | atest shipnent of drugs hits the city.

WE ZOOM IN O\ ONE OF THE BRI CKS. This particular brick then
ol ves into another that slides across the children’s

e. A visual effect that proves this process is an endl ess
e.

LUCKY (V.Q)
Pack. Drop. Rinse. Repeat. There’'s
al ways fresh powder in this
forecast. And that's life in the
Chop- Shop.

The kids laugh, all starring forward at a mni-television. On
it, A BARNEY-LIKE DI NOSAUR prances along to sonme dunbed-down
lyrical catastrophe.

DI NO THE DI NOSAUR
Come on kids - sing with ne.

Kl DS (ALLI)
THE- | TTSY- Bl TTSY- SPI DER- \ENT- UP- THE-
WATER- SPQUT. .

CAMERA RI PS BACK UP THROUGH THE CEI LI NG - TURNS ANOTHER 360 -
AND VW' RE BACK ON NI CK/ LUCKY I N THE MEAT LOCKER. ..
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Nick tries to shake hinself off the hook. No use.

NI CK THE SAI NT
MM nmmm nmm nmmmm nmm Mimmm nmm
mm nmmm Mamm nmm nmmi m nmm nm . .

ésubtitle:
“W\E TA CGET TA HERE. THEY GOT
THE CASE. THE GOD SQUAD s GOT I T..

The door cracks as KNOCKOUT JONES enters the | ocker. He
ushes aside sone neat and grabs N ck around the collar of
is robe. He lifts himoff the hook.

I NT. COMMUNI TY SHOWNER - CHOP SHOP - FEW MOMENTS LATER

VWHACK! Ni ck takes a crushing hook to the jaw. WHACK! Fresh
DNA sprays across the room Sl X BRUTI SH POLI CE OFFI CERS
(52nd) are punmeling him just |ike the scene from our open.

The cops back-off. The chair spinning dilatorily, allow ng us
to view Nick’s beaten face in glinpses of flickering |ight.

. DOUGHBOY (O S.)
Looks |ike you gotta knack for
nmusi cal chairs. Here you are, best
seat in the house.

As the chair spins back around, we reveal the nost

di sgusting, hideously FAT FUCK you’ ve ever laid eyes on.
This is. BOY, klnggln_of Fi asco Heights,

stands in the shadows behind him A loyal right hand.

He deep throats a fewtater tots,
ketchup right into his nouth. Noti
MATCHES ALL THE OTHERS that N ck h

DOUGHBOY
Want some tots?

NI CK THE SAI NT

then squeezes a packet of
ce that the ketchup packet
as found.

["mfull.

_ DOUGHBOY
Suit ya self.

Now, Doughboy unw aps a bean burrito -and- takes a huge bite.

DOUGHBOY _
| got sone bones with ya, and it’s
gonna be fun picking ‘em

proaches N ck and backhands himw th brass knuckl es.
gorges, violently, sending another stray tooth
across the tile.” Mrnon steps back.

MORMON ap
Bl ood dis
rattling
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~ DOUGHBOY
(chem4ng.totsP
You're grinnin’ all over the floor,
Ni ck. | guess | speak for the both
of us when | say we're all smles.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Don't talk with your nouth full,
fat lady -- you' Il never hit the

hi gh notes.
Mor non cl obbers Nick agai n.
DOUGHBOY
Ya know, | |ove watchin you

suffer. And | don't give a furry
{u&k in the summer tinme how | ong
akes.

it

Ni ck struggles for breath.

NIl CK THE SAI NT _
| shoul da known you were behind
this, the plot was drippin wth
gr ease.

_ bAuGHBOY _ )
I’ m behind everything in this town.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Touche.

Mor non backhands Nick AGAIN. .. nore flesh tears. Mire bl ood.

. DOUGHBOY
(npddln% to the case)
Sal vation. I00% unfiltered and
uncut. | hear the contents of this
case are bg%ond pricel ess. So,
hunor e, at’s in the thing? Tel
me, before | open it.

_ _ NI CK THE SAI NT _
Diet pills - not really your thing.

SMACK. This tine Doughbo¥ cracks himacross the jawwith his
CANE, then he calls off the 52nd officers.

] DOUGHBOY
W se ass.

The 52nd thugs | eave the room

NI CK THE SAI NT
Who pull ed off the bank score?

_ DOUGHBOY _
| did. | assenbled a crew right
outta The Catholics own back yard.
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SPLI CE FLASHBACK: THE GETAWAY M NI VAN. Qur 5 nyft ry robbers
|

renmove their dlng|ses reveal i ng PLNSTRI PES (Vv in #1),
WIDE (villain # ?V|Ilaln #3), KNOCKCUI_JCNES
(driver), (villain #5).

DOUGHBOY

The God Squad works for ne now. |
had those pu pets h|t five banks

“til they ot it 8 Let them

keep all e procee s t hough.
(mte of tots)

See, couldn’t have ny guys

get caught shoplifting frontthe

offering plate. No way. | ain’t

gonna start a war over thIS
(bite of burrito)

And that irl you been flossin’

Wt h. at a floozy.

SPLI CE FLASHBACK: HOPE | ocks THE CASE away in the safe
deposit box at The Fiasco Savings & Loan. MBani ster and
Pinstripes are staking out the bank, but don’t see her.

DOUGHBOY
But we couldn’t have done it
mnthout her. She was PUtt and
it’s gonna be crim nal when you.

BLAM Chunks of brain matter and burrito freckle Nick’s face,
blood¥ bone fra%nents splatterln% the walls. And we dolly
back to find TH TRIGGER -- gun clearly
vi si bl e through the giant hol e in Doughboy’s head.

THE MORMON
Call me inpatient, but | got sick
of waitin  on his nonol ogue.

Nick’s face is dripping with high chol esterol.

THE MORMON ( CONT’ D)
Don’t | ook so shocked, Nick. You
shou I be happy | gave that fat
fuck B posi |ve shoe shi ne.

Mormon grabs the case, and slides a chair in front of N ck

THE MORMON ( CONT” D)
Wt h Doughboy S|ng|n somewher e
over the rainbow, I’ onna run
t his show al one. Ahd t IS case is
gonna hel p get ne started.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Wiy? You' re | ow on notive, Mornon

THE MORMON
Don’t need notive when there’s
reed in the air. 1’ve already got
Yers lined up for this shit:
Cat hol i cs i ncl uded.
( MORE)
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THE MORMON( cont ' d)
They offered big bucks along with a
cut of their own turf. And that'’s
real power, Nick. Genuine fuckin
ower. So call this ny own private
ittle doubl e-cross.

Mormon |ights up a cigar

~ THE MORMON ( CONT’ D)
See, unlike you, | actually know
what sal vation is.
(i nhal e- exhal e)

It’s a new recipe your crazy nun

enpl oyers concocted. A drug so potent
t' Il make heroin | ook Iike cough
syrup. Every tweaker in the city wll
kill to put"this shit in their ar

and one fix will cost thousands. The

only thing standing in nmy way were the
sisters - trying to keeP it all for

t hensel ves. LUSt had to wait for the
right one of themto help nme... that’s
when | found Hope.

NI CK THE SAI NT
You're a liar.

THE MORMON _ )

No. I'’ma drug dealer. Salvation is
a high so pure you' d think God was
right there walkin’ you through it.
So clean it feels |ike redenption
runni ng through your veins. So warm
you' d swear you were kissed by
angels. You' Il wake up feeling like
a new man, with a fresh start. And
after you shoot up once, you'll
never have the urge to do it tw ce.

(1 nhal e- exhal e) _ _
That s what you want, right Nick? A
quick fix of redenption?

(now a vicious glare?
But let’s just tal k about how ny
boys two-hol ed your cunt-hooker.

WHAM NI CK HEAD- BUTTS THE MORMON, bl ood spills from his nout h!

Nl CK THE SAl NT
How t hose words taste?

p and grabs a MEAT HOCOK -then- swings it into
er. Nick flinches in pain as it pierces his

h
LE ON: A RUSTED CAN OF LI GHTER FLUI D. Mrnon grabs it,
ns dousing Nick. It’s soaking through his robe.

THE MORMON
Don’t get brave. Just because |
don’t drink Coke or watch R rated
flicks, doesn’'t nmean | won’t nake
this hurt.
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Mormon grabs the case, but before he goes, he'll nmake sure to
spark his lighter and strategically ace it over the central
drain of the shower room Fluid trickling towards it.

THE MORMON
"1l leave the lights on for ya,
partner. Sweet dreans.

Ni ck struggles to free hinself. It’s useless - the chair
swivels but it won't budge. He tries to blow out the flane.
He blows - and blows - and bl ows. But no dice.

Then... N ck sees sonething. Two eyes peeringbfron1an enpty
shaft in the wall. Sonmeone is watching him | ooks cl oser.

LTS ONE OF THE KI DS FROM THE CHOP- SHOP BELON

Ni ck stretches his hand into the bathrobe, reaching deeply
into the pocket...

NI CK THE SAI NT

Kid. Hey kid. | need your help.
(kid doesn’t budge)
Do you |ike candy? Rice candy?
...And he tosses a smal|l BOX CF RI CE CANDY onto the floor
JUWP CUT TO

I NT. STAI RAELL - CHOP/ SHOP - NI GHT

#1: A gangster clinbing the stairs. He’'s wheezing |ike
at kid who just ran a mle. Gangster stops for a break and

af

takes a puff froman inhaler. But...

As he opens his nmouth for a second puff, the raw end of A

F%CCE 1 FELECT | S STUFFED I NSIDE. Fatty’s |ips quiver around
e barrel.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Hey Weezy.

BAM The inhal er goes airborne. N ck signs the cross, then
checks Wheezy’ s coat_taE -- looks like a perfect fit. He
qui ckly renoves the jacket and begins to dress.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - CHOP SHOP - NI GHT

KNOCKOUT JONES carries a stiffer version of Lucky out of the
meat | ocker. He sets himin a chair as TWO PCLI CE THUGS begin
strappi ng himdown. Lucky’'s teeth are still chattering.

PINSTRI PES (Q. S.)
Cal m down now Eskinp, you're
SEeaklng so fast | can’t nake out
t he words.
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PINSTRI PES |ights a clove and exhales in Lucky' s face.

PI NSTRI PES ( CONT’ D
You’ ve been | eaking trouble from
the start, Doyle.

Pinstripes lays his hand on Lucky’s shoul der, massagi ng.

_ PI NSTRI PES ( CONT’ D)
Here it’s ny day off and I’ m about

to get ny suit all dirty. It’s not
worth the tine and a half.
LUCKY )
Don’ t ?et anxi ous on coppin feels.
| try to keep cock outta ny diet.
Pinstripes bitch slaps Lucky across the chin.
Pl NSTRI PES

[l assume that’s just the
frostbite tal ki ng.

CLICK... Pinstripes pops a SW TCHBLADE agai nst_ Lucky’'s cheek.
Razor sharp ed?e ﬂreSS|ng into the bone, piercing his skin
with the tip of the bl ade.

Pl NSTRI PES (SC(]\IT ' D)
Let’s call this your divine
intervention., You know, since you
won’t be |iving through it.

Pi nstripes nods to Knockout, who opens a burlap sack and
begins tilling it with SALT. He then slips the bag over
Lucky’s head and seals it at the neck with duct tape.

Knockout now renpves a GRENADE from his sweatsuit and balls
it upin his fist. PUNCH JAB. HOOK. JAB. JAB. UPPERCUT. He's
just pummeling Lucky’'s face |ike a punching bag.

LUCKY' S MJFFLED SCREAMS ECHO as the salt drives into each
fresh wound along with the Chanp’s knuckles. He swallows a
nmout hf ul of bl ood & salt, then screans again.

AND SUDDENLY -- BAM THE ECHO OF A GUNSHOT.

Al'l heads turn to PINSTRI PES. He gasps, clove falling from
his nouth. Slowy, EVERY WHI TE STRIPE IN H'S SU T BEG NS
TURNI NG RED, bl ood seeping into the fabric.

BAM ! Hi s chest opens in an eruption of blood, and Pinstripes
keels over in a lifeless pile. Behind him..

NI CK THE SAINT enters in a funme of rising snoke. TWD LOADED
GUNS in hand. He gives COP #1 a point blank introduction..
BAM BAM ... and sends hi mout nessy. Now. .

Ni ck weaves as both Knockout and COP #2 reach for their guns.
They unl oad hell -but- N ck makes his way across the room
usi hg frozen body bags as cover.
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THE SAINT flips on KNOCKOQUT. One barrel |ocked and | oaded.

BOOM NI CK PUTS A HOLE I N JONES, his body thuds the wall and
drops clean. But renenber that grenade he was u5|nP as a
punching weight? Well, it slowy rolls across the Tl oor..
and the pin doesn’'t seemto be init.

Ni ck dives just as... BoooooooooM

he ground splinters at the force of
ng in an eruption of debris causing
0

Every wood Elanki
e. ti .
free-fall into the factory fl oor.

\ K n t
di scharg | oor bl as
all of our players to

Ni ck drops onto a cocai ne cunbered table, while Lucky smashes
to the ground in his chair. He's out cold.

NI CK STANDS COVERED | N POADER -- CHI LDREN ARE SCREAM NG,
RUNNI NG RAMPANT ALL ARCUND US... bolting for the exits.

BAM BAM BAM BAM BAM BAM BAM BAM BAM

COP #2 starts firing like a guerilla on overtinme -as- N ck
tosses one of the tables on end and kicks it toward him..
FI RIENG THROUGH THE WOOD AS | T SLI DES ACROSS THE FLOOR

THE DI NOSAUR MUSI C PLAYS QS - UNTIL- A BULLET SHATTERS THE TV.
COP #2 enpt

refill. Bri
crackers. |

ies his pistols and reaches back for a two-hand
cks of cocaine are going off around us like fire
t really is snowing in this fucking place.

Ni ck glissades the tabletops, escaping one bullet at a tine.
Debris creating a haze beneath the synphony of hissing amo.

A STRAY SHOT TRI GGERS SOME ELECTRI CAL W RES FROM A FUSE BOX -
AN ENORMOUS SPARK - FI RE SPREADS ALONG THE WALLS

Ni ck squints as specks of cocaine pelt his face. And he dives
behi nd 'a wooden colum for cover -KA-BLOOW just as a clunp

of it ro*ects into a fray of splinters. Now, Nick | owers and
turns to Tire... double-fisting this tinme. BANG BANG BANG

Cop #2 is flung to the ground when a table nushroons in his
face, gun sliding out of grasp. He scatters for the gun, as...

Ni ck quickl¥ grabs a sharp instrunent (sane one the children
were using to cut the drugs) and heaves it across the room

THUNK. The cl eaver-like tool |odges into the cop’ s forehead.
Bl ood torrents down his face |like the fl oodgates just opened.

Now, Ni ck stunbles to a sem -conscious Lucky, unties him

<BOOOW> Anot her circuit blows as N ck slaps Lucky awake. Fire
roaring across the walls - this place is 1gniting on high.

NI CK THE SAI NT
C nmon Doyl e -- wake up!
(Lucky stirs)
Let’s get "the hi-fuck outta here.
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Nick lifts Lucky onto his shoul der. Together they hobble for
t he drop-shoot, the ceiling com ng down all around us.

I NT. GARAGE - CHOP/ SHOP - CONTI NUOUS

LUCKY/ NI CK FALL FROM THE SHOOT and | and in a SNOW PLOW
brimm ng with coke. The two of them are bl anketed as they
break open every brick upon | andi ng.

CLOSE ON: Qur guys caked in white powder, freckled in drugs &
bl ood. The Chop Shop gO|n8 up in a blaze of fire above us.
So, Lucky scoops up sone blow and has a sniff. Re-energizing.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Real | y? You think this is the
appropriate tinme for that?

LUCKY
<snort> Huh? <snort> Wat ?

Ni ck/ Lucky clinmb out of the Eloma and run out of the snokin
ﬂarage. Down the street, Nick conveniently catches THE NCRN%N
el ping HOPE into a sleek town car. It begins to pull away.

NI CK THE SAI NT
(to Lucky)
Come on -- hurry!

And Nick steps into the street to front a | arge DELI VERY
ERUCK.tAs it stops, he ainms his gun at the DRI'VER, forcing
i mout.

SUDDENLY OS -- THE ROAR OF PAICE SIRENS. The 52ND back-up
unit is en route and gai ning.

Nick clinbs in the truck and pulls the clutch down. Lucky
casual ly stunbles into the passenger seat. AND WE' RE OFF..
WTH T ENTI RE 52ND PRECI NCT ON OUR ASS.

Ni ck whi ps a curve, follomjng the town car up an on-ranp that
spits us onto an insane autobahn-Ilike freeway. E 99 - a
road that’s never heard of speed limts.

MASSES OF TAI LI NG POLI CE CRU SERS RI GHT BEHI ND US. SI X SQUAD
CARS and 4 police MOTORBI KES to be specific.

BASH ONE CRU SER RAMS US FROM THE RI GHT!

Delivery truck swerves violently, then regains forward
nonentum Nick steers out of it and rans back, sending the
cruiser wide to prove Nick has the bigger pair.

BOOOOM Metal twi sts as the cruiser slans straight in
nmedi an. It goes up in two pieces. (3 ass scattering th
the air |ike soneone shook up a snow gl obe.

LUCKY
Speci al delivery, fuckhead.
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Now, THE FOUR Bl KERS weave to the front of the pursuing
caravan. Each unstrapping a TOMW GUN fromtheir bikes.

Ni ck shakes right as BI KER #1 EUtS a string of pearls in the
wi ndshield. He ains his .38 SPECI AL out the driver side and
goes for the fences...

BAM BAM BAM BIKER #1 skips the bullets just as Bl KER #2
poni es up next to the speeding truck.

Ni ck jerks the wheel and tries to put BIKER #2 agai nst the
wal I's. But the rider grabs onto the rear view mrror -- his
bi ke getting crushed as he lifts off.

Bi ker #2 punches through the gassenger w ndow and takes aim -
but- Nick dives over and KI CKS OPEN THE DOOR. Bi ker #2 hol ds
on for dear life as the door swings fully open... AND SMASHES
AGAINST A NO SPEFD IIMT SIGN

ON THE H GHWAY: A M NI VAN OF DELI NQUENT KIDS enters the m x.

Bl KER #1 opens another round fromhis To -just as- BIKER
#3 comes up from behi nd the truck. Nlckwge s a sudden rush of
true grit 1n his blood... AND... HE SLAM5S THE FUCKI NG BRAKE!

Snoke rockets fromthe wheels as the truck stops cold! AND
WHAM - Bi ker #3 slans into the rear bunper, jacking his body
forward and throwing himinto the truck past” Lucky...

BLKER #3 SLIDES ACROSS THE FLOOR until his shoul ders CRUNCH
between the two front seats. Nick instantly puts the .38 to
his tenple and pulls the trigger.

ANGLE ON: THE BOTTOM O THE TRUCK -AS- BAM A BULLET HCOLE
EXPLODES THROUGH FROM ABOVE. And a stream of bl ood foll ows.

Ni ck puts the gear back into 4th and accel erates hard. BIKER
#1 still taking shots fromthe cheap seats two | anes over.

So, let’s welcone BIKER #4 to the Earky. HE S COM NG Rl GHT AT
US AGAI NST TRAFFIC -- TOMW ON FULL. Nick treads the fire and
puts the pedal down. It’'s a hard-ass gane of chicken.

WHAAAAM And it couldn’t be possible, but BlIKER #4 just went
into the grill with a flesh snoldering slam N ck sml es.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Judges?

- LUCKY
I"d call it atie.

Now, RAPID GUN FIRE PEITS THE SIDE OF THE TRUCK as Bi ker #1
ponies up to N ck/Lucky - delivery truck getting shredded.

~ LUCKY
W' re losin our cover...

A FLATBED 16 WHEELER TRANSPORTI NG A ONE
STORY HQOME.
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Ni ck gets a crazy idea -and- goes right for it. Pedal Kkissing
t he ground as the speedoneter puts one in the record books.

SLAM!! The delivery truck plows into the honme! Pieces of |ow
class architecture crack to pieces as the truck charges

t hrough and hops the trailer, disappearing in the eye of
destructi on.

Then, out of nowhere, the side door of the honme sw ngs open
as NI CK LEANS FROM I T and FI RES RAPIDLY. He cleans his

barrel, putting five shots across | anes.

Ni ck di ves back inside when the final Biker #1 sprays another
round across the home. Mre spent ammo.
I NT. MOVI NG HOVE - CONTI NUOUS

A cozy little place. Flowered wall paper. Berber carpet.
Mat chi ng sofas. A nounted deer head... AND A HUNTI NG RI FLE
ABOVE THE FI REPLACE

Ni ck reaches for it. Checks the barrel.

I NT. MOVI NG HOMVE - CONTI NUOUS

Ni ck opens the bat hroom w ndow and steadies the rif
his shoul der. He takes a deep breath, ains careful

WE GO SILOW MOTL ON

AND FOLLOW THE BULLET AS IT TRAVELS ACROSS LANES - | NTO THE
M NI VAN - BETWEEN A ROW OF FI GHTI NG DEL| ENTS - OUT OF THE
M NI VAN - AND MAKES A FATAL “CRACK’ IN THE VI SOR OF Bl KER #1.

RESUME MOT] ON

| e agai nst
y... BAM

eat shot! N ck sml|les because he knows it. But he soon
rgets as THE TRAILER STRAPS BEG N SNAPPI NG Hone | eans,
oWy tipping off the 16 wheeler. Nick braces.

NOW ON FREEWAY: A FULLY LOADED GARBAGE TRUCK

G
fo
sl

I NT. TRANSPORTABLE HOVE - GARAGE - CONTI NUOUS

Luckx junﬁs into the driver’s seat of the delivery truck and
punches the clutch. Nick clinbs in too - AND WE- REVERSE OQUT
OF THE TI PPI NG HOVE BACK ONTO THE FREEWAY. Just as..

The house topples to the asphalt, rolling in direct path of
the TOAMN CAR. AND BOOOM .. the car plows right through the

corner of the hone, lifting off the ground, and..

Sparks fly as the town car flips, skiddng across three | anes
of traffic. Metal grinding as 1t barrel rolls with sheer
tenacity. Nick grits his teeth, know ng Hope is inside.
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Snoke HI SSES as the overturned town car settles on the FI ASCO
BAY BRI DGE.

Nl CK THE SAl NT L
HOLY SHI I T T! HOOOOLY SHI T!

Honk. Honk. Honk. Collisions ensue as every car on the road
stops on a dinme to avoid the weckage. Fender benders
chirping all around us |like a catastrophic |ullaby.

Ni ck stops the delivery truck and signs the cross. Luck
tries as well, fucklng up the rotation. But N ck doesn’
noti ce, because already racing across traffic to the
overturned town car. And suddenly...

CLICK - CLICK - CLICK - CLICK - CLICK - CLICK. An arsenal of
weaponry sounds off around Lucky as he al nost pisses hinself.

_ O TOOLE ( OFFI CER)
Hands in the air, shit-stain!

Lucky renoves the snmall DERRINGER from his pocket and raises
his arns. And... BAM.. it accidently msfires. Again.

LUCKY
Qops.

The bullet hits the GARBAGE TRUCK Tl RE sendi ng t he speeding
vehicle skidding right into the bridge rail at 65nph.

CRASH!'! All officers turn as the trucks slans on it’s side,
vaulting a night’s waste into the air |like a catapult. And..

Lucky watches as about 23 bodh—bags lift into the air,
hoovering. Then it begi ns RAI NI NG CORPSES al |l around us.
SPLAT. SPLAT. SPLAT. SPLAT. Literally dropping like flies.

The cops take cover after a corpse smashes onto a cruiser...
gi ving Lucky just enough response tinme to suck in his own
nerve and fire the derringer.

SCENE GOES COVPLETELY SILENT:
Al we'll get to hear is THE BEATING OF H S HFART.
BA- BUMP. BA- BUMP. BA- BUMP. BULLETS ZI P ACROSS THE SCREEN FROM

ALL ANGLES AS THE GUNFI GHT BEG NS. Everythin% in sync with
t he pace of Lucky’s heartbeat. BA- BUWMP. BA- BUVP. BA- BUWP.

as a BULLET GRAZES H' S CHEEK.  Hot anmo
e body-bags fall. Al cops going down
i's were choreographed by Bob Fosse.

He turns his head just
pi ngs across frane mh{

I
with elegance, as if th

SOUND RETURNS: As Luck% finds hinself standin?, m racul ously,
with about 5 HOLES IN H S OVERCOAT. Lucky smles, until...
BAM A “STRAY” SHOT TO THE CHEST TAKES H M DOWN.

I NT. FI ASCO BAY BRI DGE - CONTI NUOUS
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Nick gets to the town car and rips the door open, but there’'s
not hi ng but a DEAD CHAUFFEUR i nsi de.

THE MORMON (O S.)
Wat ch your back, Nick

BAM N ck takes A SHOT IN THE BACK -and- keels to the ground.
He groans and sl unps against the bridge rail, pressing a
thunmb to his shoul der to apply pressure.

Now, THE MORMON energes through the snoking debris. Fiasco
Bay glistening all around us.

THE MORMON _
I know, that’'s twce. |’'mchokin
on the bittersweet of it all.

beat ) o
But this is a fitting note to end
on. Can | get an Anmen?

Then, POP! Mornon screans |ike hell as his knee cap ?oes of f
like a firecracker. Snoke surging frombelow N ck’s Tace,
where he firmy has the .38 “SPECI AL” ained inside his jacket.

BAM Nick puts another shot in his chest, grpundin% Mor non
with gusto. He falls against the opposite rail... THE CASE
LYl NG DI RECTLY BETWEEN THEM BOTH.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Anen.

Nick smles. Until a third figure slowy steps into the
noonlight. And it’s none other than SI STER HOPE CAUFI ELD. She
[ i nps through the snoke, passing right between N ck & Mrnon.

AN UNSETTLI NG FEELI NG COMES OVER NI CK as she reaches down for
the case. Hi s expression consuned with heartache.

HOPE . .
Don’t act so surprised, N ck, |I’'m
no virgin when it cones to bein
naughty. You shoul d a seen that.

_ - NICK THE SAI NT
| just didn’t know you' d sell out
for 30 specks of silver, sister.

~ HOPE _
Try 15 mllion specks of silver and
we' Il share the same page.

THE MORMON
~ (through utter agony) _
Nick, I'd l'ike you to nmeet ny wfe.
O, one of them anyway. How s that
for twsts?

NI CK THE SAI NT
That true?
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HOPE
Quilt

(%]omﬁng Mor mon a ki ss).
Doesn’t nean we can’t be friends
t hough, N ck. Pen pals even.

- NICK THE SAI NT

I don't like friends.

~ (putting it together)
This play was rehearsed and | fell
ri ght between the lines. You
the case and stashed it for your
hubby here. Seein’ as how his
rel ease was only days out. ..

I NSERT FLASH. Hope stashing the case at the bank. Never once
notici ng that SMEAIS [AKES THE PQ ARQ D Pl CTURE as she exits.

NI CK THE SAI NT
But the tw ns had Ya pegged from
go... they nust’a tipped ya off to
every interested party in town.

| NSERT FLASHES: Sweats shows the Pol aroid to Doughboy. He
| ooks at HOPE' S PI CTURE and smi|es. Next, Sweats passes the
icture to Father Pisarro, who then passes it to Pinstripes.
o then passes it to Lucky. Wi gets it to Nick.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Then that drama club pulled a
mat i nee right under your nose.

| NSERT FLASH: The Vaudevill ai ns robbi ng t he bank. MBani ster
renoves his noustache upon retrieving the case. He smles.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Al the while, Mrnon just played
du until his crew got possession
‘a the ball again. So when The
Cat holics agreed to pay blg, ou
| ovebirds started playin’ dirty

| NSERT FLASHES: Hope stabs MBani ster. Renoves the keEEfrom
his G deon Bible. She tucks it into her bra, just as li’s
cab races up -and- Nick stornms through the front door.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
And covered your tracks.

| NSERT FI NAL FLASH: HOﬁe kills Monsei gneur at the sanctuary.
She then lights a match and tosses it onto a wooden pew. And
all the while... Mrnon is standing behind her. They ki ss.

NIl CK THE SAI NT
When Mornon got the case, you two
cl eaned out everyone invol ved. Even
Doughboy. .. and your own outfit.

HOPE _
Plan B - we just sit back and | et
you clean themall out for us.

( MORE



HOPE( cont ' d)
You roll ed a good gane, Nick. |
woul dn’t be here, with this,
wi t hout all your help. So bravo...
but ya don’t get the prize this
time around.

Hope wal ks over to her dying husband.
NIl CK THE SAI NT

|’ve already had the prize, Hope.
You’ve given it up a few tinmes now.

HOPE
Don't flatter yourself! | was
always in the driver’s seat.

NI CK THE SAI NT
And | was always in your rear.
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BAM Mornon fires above Nick’s head. A mss. H's final shot.

THE MORMON
Hey! You' re talkin about nmy wfel!

Ni ck | ooks at his wound, blood trickling down his sleeve now.

NI CK THE SAI NT
How coul d you do it, Hope?

HOPE _
Don’t you understand? There ain't
no Hope. Never was. | posed like a
school girl until the sisters
showed the goods. FrankIY, I
couldn’'t walt to get outta ther
It drove ne nuts - those bitches

need to get |aid.

THE MORMON (O . S.)
(coughs bl ood)
Baby... I may sone hel p here...

Hope i mredi ately turns her aim at Mornon.

HOPE _ _
Awe shucks honey, this case is only
packed for one.

BAM The bl ow catches Mdrnon right between the eyes. H s head

ki cks back in a gust of blood, arns flailing to
She turns back on N ck..
~ HOPE
Sorry Nick. It was sweet, really

sweet, but I love killing a good
romance.

She steps closer to him cocks her gun. Then..

he si de.
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BAM ANOTHER SHOT RINGS QUT. Hope stunbl es backwards, bl ood
runni ng down her neck. A look of extreme confusion takes face
as she slowy drops to the ground, spitting blood. And...

... Lucky Doyle is standing behind her. Derringer sur%ing. And
we see the wound on his chest... I T S COVERED I N WH TE .
Then LUCKY REMOVES THE TUBE OF GLUE FROM HI S JACKET POCKET - -
LT CAUGHT THE BULLET.

UCKY
To broken hearts.

Ni ck nods to Lucky -then- turns his gaze back to Hope.

HOPE
Sa-save ne, Ni-ck. Pl-ease save m
mne. Gve ne... what’s... in... th-
that ca-case... plea...

Her body begins conyulsing._Vio!ently. Saliva spilling down
her cheek, ftingernails digging into the asphalt.

Ni ck watches her for a nmonent, reaches for THE CASE. Then..

... HE OPENS IT.

And there it is... SALVATION. AN 8" SYRINGE |oaded with a
dense, crystal clear fluid. It alnpbst has a surreal glow
within the streaks of noonlight shining across the bridge.
Nick stares at the syringe. This drug... this sinple fucking
drug... is the cause of all this. The one thing he was sent
to retrieve is just a needle filled with untested product.
He reaches into the case, hands trenbling. Lifts the needle
over FbFe. She’s_begglng him crying, pleading that maybe it
will kill the pain. Sonmehow.
HOPE
Please. Nick.. it... it hurts.

We can read the conflict on his face. A tear formng, rolling
down his cheek. His first sign of enotion. O weakness. Maybe
he did |l ove this woman once. But only once.

Nl CK THE SAl NT
| can’t. It’s not for us.

Her convul sions turn extreme. Blood torrenting from her nose.
AND NI CK THI NKS TWCE. The guilt weighing on him..

AND SO, HE THRUSTS THE SYRI NGE | NTO HOPE'S ARM HE | NJECTS
HER And before her eyes roll back into her head, she smles
one last tinme. Utter peace taking face as she slips away.

More nmoonl i ght spreads across the brid%e as Nick places the
enpty syringe back in the case. Lucky hel ps hi m up.
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~ NICK THE SAI NT
éflnlshlng Lucky’s rant)
And dol | ed up danmes who break ‘em

In the distance, we see a platoon of squad cars arriving on
the scene. All their hoods say 31st... TIHE GOOD QJYS

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. FI ASCO HElI GATS - NEXT DAY - ESTABLI SHI NG

The city is bustling. Streets nore alive than ever. It isn't
rai ni ng” t oday.

And we track through the rooftops of Fiasco Heights, slowy
com ng to FI ASCO CENTRAL STATION. A gothic structure that
resenbles Grand Central if built during the Ronman Enpire.

EXT. CENTRAL STATI ON - CONTI NUCUS

DELI is loading Nick’s things into the taxi cab. N ck, armin
a fresh sling, takes “sal vation case” from Lucky -and- slowy
TEARS THE RED CROSS RI GHT OFF THE CASE... yes, Vvery unusual

LUCKY
How ya feelin’, pal?

] NI CK THE SAI NT
Li ke soneone shot ne in the back
You?

Lucky smles at the sarcasmfor the first tine. THEN. .

. FATHER Pl SARRO (Q. S.)
| think you got something that
bel ongs to us, fellas.

CLICK. CLICK CLICK. Not again. And N ck/Lucky turn to find a
hard boiled crew of choir boys hol di ng sem -autonatics.
Fat her Pisarro, on crutches, | eads the group.

_ NI CK THE SAI NT
(sn1|esz )
In fact, | hi nk we do, father.

Ni ck hands over the SALVATI ON CASE wi thout a fuss..

FATHER Pl SARRO

(to ot her clergyg
See Dbrothers, even e bl ackest of
sheep can still find their way.

éﬁo Ni ck/ Lucky)
The urch thinks it’'s best you two
hitch outta town. Pronto.
O herwi se, you'll be escorted to
the bay in time for 40 days and 40
ni ghts of high tide.
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NI CK THE SAI NT
You're absolutel¥ right, Father.
I’mactually just leaving now. This
pl ace ain’t ny scene anynore.

~ FATHER PI SARRO
Then go with God.

oly mob munbl es anongst thensel ves, then they turn

I
fade into a sea of pedestrians.

LUCKY
So what’'d you give ‘enP

NIl CK THE SAI NT
Can’t say, but I’mpretty sure that
this tine... it goes boom

And th
l o

e h
to slowy

Lucky chews on that for a second, then cracks a grin.

- NICK THE SAI NT (CONT' D)
Just alittle trick | learned in
pre-school. Let’s only hope they
don’t open it ‘til Christnas.

LUCKY
VWhat about the nuns?

NI CK THE SAI NT

Well, I’ve gotta tell themthe
truth about Hope. But | don’t think
they'|Il mnd, as long as | have

their recipe...

Ni ck reveals the RED CRCSS fromthe case -to which- the
entire back side is blocked with chem cal fornulas and
scri bbl ed nunbers. The reci pe has al ways been attached.

_ LUCKY
Shit on ne! That’'s what they really
want ed back all along... aint it?

Ni ck wi nks at Lucky. The kind of w nk that says “sequel”

NI CK THE SAI NT
Maybe there is redenption out
there, friend, iUSt doesn’t al ways
come 1 n shiny black cases.

DELI (O. S.)
Al nost rush hour, Nick

Nict renoves a BLACK CARD from his coat and hands it to
ucky.

NI CK THE SAI NT

| f you ever need to reach ne...
don't.

| NSERT CARD: INICK PRINE: GUN FOR HI RE" .
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_ NI CK THE SAI NT _
Neverm nd the gun for hire.., it’'s
an old card, but the name stil
works. Searchin’ for a new notto
now... one with a | ower body count.

(thinking tw ce)
But then again, ya can't turn a new
leaf if ya ve already burned ‘em
all. Right?

LUCKY
(faint smle)
So where do you go now?

NI CK THE SAI NT

| head east. Catch up on sone

readi ng. Maybe | ook 1nto rea

estate... I think I could nake a

killing.
Ni ck cringes as Lucky gives hima bear hug. He begrudgingly,
and painfully, returns with a pat or two.

LUCKY _
Who are you really, N ck?

- NICK THE SAINT
Me? I’mjust a bad ﬁuy trrln’ to
nmake sonme good of the world
(con5|der|n92
At |least | hope to soneday.

Ni ck painfully clinmbs into the cab.

LUCKY
This is the end | take it?

NI CK THE SAI NT
NOW.
(final nod)
Best w shes, pal. | Er?y ou’ |
0

S
find the right strea read on
until we neet again.

LUCKY
"1l damm well try.

For

Ni ck hesitates. He renoves a receipt fromhis pocket and
hands it over to Lucky. It reads: ESQ_QQQ.

NI CK THE SAI NT
Here’s your receipt.
~ (of T Lucky’s stare)
Pai n and gri evance.

And with that, N ck shuts the door

NI CK THE SAI NT
Let's roll, li.
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W stay on the cab as it departs, tracing aerially as it
races fromthe CIIK, across the Fiasco Bridge, and di sappears
into a msty fog that

ON LUCKY

carries it from sight.

He crunples the receipt -then- tosses Nick’s card to the w nd.

_ LUCKY _
I think ny streaks are already changin’

AND, IN A QUICK CUT

I NT. CASINO ‘69 - PRESENT NI GHT

Here we find DOYLE sitting at a ROULETTE TABLE with ELVE
ot her players seated al ongsi de him

LUCKY _
And that, ny degenerate fuckin’
friends, is how |l found sal vation.

ROULETTE PLAYER #1
So, what now Lucky?

On that note, Lucky pushes a stack of blue bills onto BLACK #5.

LUCKY
Now? Well now... | let it ride.
AND HE J VES US THAT LUCKY SMIE ONE | AST TI Me

the end. ..



