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FADE IN:

EXT. MOUNTAINOUS TROPICAL COAST - DAY 

SUPER: RINCON, PUERTO RICO - MAY, 1975.

A green hill above the sea. The white-walled, red-roofed town 
off to the north glows pink, as do the clouds, the mountains, 
the line of surf, the palm trees on the beach. Not a breath 
of wind. Crickets sound.

A new Oldsmobile Cutlass winds up the hill. Parks beneath a 
secluded villa perched on a cliff above the sea. 

RAY PAGANO (36), a beefy bearded Italian-American in a 
leisure suit and disco boots, gets out, sweats his way up the 
driveway. 

EXT. VILLA - DAY

He skirts a garage, a big new Jaguar XJ5 parked outside. 
Circles the house. Heads for an arched gateway in a stone 
wall. Cocks his head when he hears voices on the other side.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL ABOVE THE SEA - DAY

Sipping tall green drinks, sniffing at lines of cocaine, 
chatting and giggling, a handsome young man and two beautiful 
topless women in the super-glam grooming of the era lounge by 
a pool side table. 

GALINA (23), a petite Russian blond, cuddles up to ROBERTO 
“BOBBY O” ORTIZ (28), a dark, buff Puerto Rican. 

TOWANDA (25), a six-foot Jamaican woman with a wild, bushy, 
golden ‘fro, smiles in approval.

Bobby O says something funny. The women laugh, raise their 
drinks to him in a toast.

EXT. POOL SIDE - DAY

The three turn as one and gasp when they see Ray step out 
from under the gateway. 

Sauntering up like he owns the place, he smiles, shakes his 
head, clicks his tongue, almost sad. 



RAY
(Brooklyn accent)

Sorry guys, but you know the drill, 
right? Blood in, blood out.

And BAP-BAP, BAP-BAP, just like that, two for each of the 
lovers. 

They drop their drinks, slide to the tiles, and lie in a pool 
of spreading blood, green alcohol, and broken glass. 

Towanda leaps to her feet, knocks her chair over, holds her 
fists to her ears, shrieks.

TOWANDA
(Jamaican accent)

Why you do dat, Ray? You bloody 
bumboclot! 

Ray steps up to the table, rolls a dollar bill, noses into a 
line of cocaine, snorts. 

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
Why? Why? 

Ray rises, turns to face her, a dusting of white on his nose.

RAY
I was afraid.

TOWANDA
‘Fraid of what, fo’ fuck sake?

RAY
Afraid! Like maybe you gettin’ a 
little too homey here. You know?

He flings the pistol over the cliff. 

Wailing, Towanda charges around the table, beats at him with 
her fists. 

TOWANDA
You dutty dog. You ticky butt-
fuckin’ hound. Dey jus’ about to 
give it up!

He flicks her off like a fly and she falls to the tile.

RAY
They ain’t got shit. They blew it. 
Now get up off your ass and help me 
throw ‘em over the side. 
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EXT. SAN JUAN AIRPORT - NIGHT

Long-haired, sloe-eyed and sexy, SHELLEY BERNE (35) steps out 
of a Ford Granada taxi, heads for the swinging doors of the 
terminal, dragging a large wheeled suitcase on a leash. 

Though she wears a flowery, sleeveless, bell-bottom jumpsuit, 
she looks glum and preoccupied.

INT. BOEING 737 - NIGHT

Shelley sits in the rear of an airliner full of tourists clad 
in the Mod vacation finery of the mid-Seventies. 

After a brief, angry-sounding confrontation just before take-
off, the air hostess allows Ray and Towanda to board at the 
front of the plane and seat themselves in First Class. 

Lost in a sea of faces at the rear of the plane, Shelley 
seems not to attract Ray’s attention. But she gasps in fear 
at the sight of him, and hides her face behind a magazine. 

FLASHBACK - INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Grainy BLACK & WHITE

Stripped naked, Shelley (22), Ray (24) and another tough-
looking young stud named AL RAKOZI (24) engage in hot, rough, 
loud threesome sex on a king-size motel bed. A big love bite 
shows on Shelley’s long, beautiful white neck. 

END FLASHBACK

INT. LA GUARDIA AIRPORT - NIGHT

Shelley pulls her wheeled suitcase through throngs of 
travelers in the funky old airport. When she spots Ray and 
Towanda ahead of her, she freaks and walks into the ladies’ 
rest room.

EXT. AIRPORT TAXI STAND - NIGHT

Stepping out to the taxi stand, Shelley laughs to herself 
when she spots a huge hand-scrawled sign on a parking garage 
wall: 

NYC SURVIVAL TIPS:(1) NEVER TAKE THE SUBWAY, (2) DO NOT WALK 
ANYWHERE AFTER DARK. She whips out her camera and snaps a 
photo of it. 
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I/E. CAB AND NEW YORK STREETS - NIGHT

To a cacophonous sound track of 1970s Punk Rock, Shelley 
rides a battered old Checker Cab through the squalid streets 
of New York at its 20th century nadir, snapping pictures with 
her camera.

MONTAGE - black & white STILL PHOTOS.

- A gigantic hooded skeleton with “WELCOME TO FEAR CITY” 
painted on the side of an abandoned factory.

- Wrecked and overturned cars lying in brick rubble, 
surrounded by gutted buildings.

- Junkies nodding off on the stoops of boarded up 
brownstones. 

- Gangstas and their “ho’s” lolling on ill-lit street 
corners, warming their hands over fiery garbage cans. 

- Long-haired cops laying back, smoking and chatting in their 
battered old squad cars, uninterested in the chaos around 
them. 

EXT. MURRAY HILL, MANHATTAN - NIGHT

The taxi pulls up at a shabby hotel. Shelley drags her 
suitcase inside with no help from the sullen driver. 

A newsstand by the door displays a copy of the New York Daily 
News with a news photo of President Ford and the headline: 
FORD TO CITY: DROP DEAD - VOWS HE’LL VETO ANY BAIL-OUT.

EXT. SOUTH BROOKLYN MARINE TERMINAL - NIGHT

Sea-bag flung over his shoulder, a narrow musical instrument 
case in his hand, a handsome, mixed-blood African-American  
named DELMAR “DEL” JONES (30) descends the ladder of a 
container ship. 

Tall, short-haired, robust, he strides across the pier, exits 
at the front gate, waves at the security man, crosses 2nd 
Avenue, and turns into ill-lit 36th Street. 

Crossing the dark alleyway between two abandoned warehouses, 
he jumps when a pair of skinny, jittery boys with amphetamine 
eyes rise out of the darkness. 

The black boy, LABRON (17) wields a gun, the pimpled Puerto 
Rican kid, IGGY (18) a long knife. 
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LABRON
Just got paid off, sailor man? 

IGGY
(laughing and dancing)

Give it up, give it up, give it up!

Del drops his sea-bag and raises his hands.

DEL
(calmly)

Okay, listen. I give you what I 
got. 

He waves the musical instrument case at them.

DEL (CONT’D)
I keep my ax.

Slipping the case between his legs, Del takes out his wallet, 
extracts some cash, and hands it over. LaBron stuffs it in 
his pants, grabs the sea-bag, drags it off around the corner. 

Del takes his instrument case by the handle, turns, and 
starts to walk away. But Iggy follows after him, laughing and 
dancing again, waving his long knife. 

IGGY
Give it up, sailor man, give it up, 
give it up.

Del whips around to face his attacker. 

DEL
I’m warning you, man. Stay back. 

IGGY
What you got in there?

DEL
I told you.

IGGY
Then why you keep it so... 

Iggy imitates the gesture of a mother holding a baby.

DEL
You wouldn’t understand.

IGGY
Try me. Try me. 
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DEL
It’s the one thing I value most.

IGGY
I dig what you say, man.

Iggy snarls and comes at Del with his knife, faking it to the 
left and right, switching it from hand to hand.

IGGY (CONT’D)
And that’s just why I want it.

Del slams the instrument case down on the boy’s wrist, 
breaking it with an audible SNAP. 

Iggy screams in pain. Drops the knife. Stares at his wrist, 
hanging at an odd angle, limp.

In a swift, smooth, practiced move, Del karate chops the kid, 
fells him with a neck blow. 

Supine in the gutter, mouth open, Iggy seems incapable of 
doing anything but blink up at his assailant. 

Del scoops the knife off the pavement, pulls Iggy’s head back 
by the hair, presses the blade to his throat, drawing blood. 

About to slice it through, he shakes his head, takes a deep 
breath, rises to his feet, and knocks the boy out with a kick 
to the head. 

Sticking the knife in his pants, he opens his instrument case 
on the pavement. Inspects his flute. Smiles to himself when 
he finds no damage. Shuts it. Picks it up and strides off 
down the dark street, making for the light.

INT. SHELLEY’S SQUALID HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Hair bound up in a towel, Shelley steps out of her bathroom 
in a robe. Flicking on a battered TV on an old dresser, she 
sits on the bed, knees folded, to watch the end of a news 
program.

TV ANNOUNCER
Run by a former gang member and 
drug addict named AL RAKOZI, 
Streetlight is the most successful 
drug rehabilitation facility in New 
York.  

A photo of Al’s distinctive Hungarian-American face appears 
on the screen, an older version of the unknown guy in 
Shelley’s airplane flashback. 
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She gasps, her eyes go wide in fear at the sight.

TV ANNOUNCER (CONT’D)
Charismatic and well-connected, 
Rakozi has supporters in law, 
banking, industry and government. 
At a time when New York is drug-
infested, crime-ridden and 
bankrupt, Streetlight is one of its 
few bright lights. 

The news program cuts to a clip of Rakozi, about to address a 
loud raucous young crowd in Washington Square Park. Dressed 
like a Rock Star, he leaps across the stage and reaches for 
the microphone to thunderous applause. 

CROWD
Al! Al! Al!

Shelley leaps to her feet, shakes her head in fury, and 
switches off the TV. 

SHELLEY
No, no fucking way!

EXT. CHELSEA, MANHATTAN - MORNING

Still carrying his instrument case, Del walks up West 21st 
Street past tall brownstones. Steps down a flight of worn 
brick stairs to a basement apartment. Punches the buzzer. 
Someone rattles the window shades, peeks out at him. 

TOWANDA
Who dat?

DEL
Del Jones. 

TOWANDA
Who?

DEL
Del!

TOWANDA
You da sailor man? 

DEL
Yup.

TOWANDA
Save me nigga arse in Grand Cayman? 
Coupla years back? 
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Del laughs and nods. The door flies open and there she is, 
bigger than life in a colorful dressing gown, long hoop 
earrings. 

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
Widdout you, Bashy Man? I be sweet 
potato puddin’ fo’ dem rude boys.

Towanda laughs, wraps him in her arms, kisses him on the 
lips. 

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
So wha’ you up to, Del?

DEL
Just hit port. Thought I’d stop in 
and say hello. 

TOWANDA
(crinkling her nose)

Why you talk so fuckin’ white?

DEL
I told you before.

TOWANDA
Remind me.

DEL
Mama’s white.

TOWANDA
You good?

DEL
(nodding)

Good. 

He raises his hands, tilts his head.

DEL (CONT’D)
Well, aside from gettin’ mugged, 
soon as I stepped off the ship. 

TOWANDA
Oy, mon. After all dat boderation? 
Least I can offer? Some female 
commiseration.
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INT. BASEMENT APARTMENT - MORNING

A long, narrow railroad flat, it runs all the way through to 
the other end of the building, with access through a french 
window to a little back garden. 

Towanda lights some incense, seats Del on a futon, puts some 
Reggae music on. Retiring to the kitchen for a moment, she 
brings out plates of bread pudding, cups of tea. Sets them 
down on her low cable spool coffee table. 

DEL
(sighing)

Wow, this can’t be real.

TOWANDA
You right, mon. Minute or two? 
I gotta cut. Meet some ginny-gog 
uptown. 

DEL
Mind if I stick around?

TOWANDA
Nuh. I be back later on. God 
willin’.

EXT. STREETLIGHT REHAB CENTER - MORNING

AERIAL SHOT of a vast, brick, fortress-like facility at 103rd 
Street and West End Avenue that appears to have once been a 
National Guard arsenal. ‘STREETLIGHT’ says a huge sign, aimed 
at air traffic, on the flat roof. 

ZOOM to a basement window. 

INT. STREETLIGHT - MORNING

An alarm clock rings in a tacky little basement room. Ray, 
puffy from a hangover, rolls out of bed naked. Pulls on his 
pants and a t-shirt with ‘BLOOD BROS’ written on it. Does a 
line of cocaine. 

He shuffles out the door, threads his way through the 
labyrinthine corridors of the building, up some stairs. 

INT. AL’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Stepping into a luxurious furnished room in one of the 
arsenal’s old brick turrets, he finds Al sprawled across an 
enormous circular bed.
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A pretty, bruised young Latina girl with a shaved head lies 
conked out by his side, a puffy red love bite on her neck.

RAY
Hey, Boss! 

AL
Wha? Wha?

RAY
Come on, Al. You got an inspection 
tour at nine, and a Board meeting 
at eleven.

INT. STREETLIGHT CORRIDORS - MORNING

Leaving the girl asleep on the bed, Ray accompanies Al 
through the corridors of Streetlight. 

A pair of bodyguards joins them: an enormous, black man named 
JAZEEL (28), and a huge tattooed white man named MORTIE (34), 
both bald and wearing BLOOD BROS t-shirts like Ray’s. 

Dressed as a secretary in a neat skirt and blouse, a large 
pad and pencil in hand, Towanda falls in line behind them. 

Inspirational slogans plaster the walls of the facility. The 
same slogans - in the rhythmic, rapping voice of Al Rakozi - 
sound out over the omnipresent intercom system.

AL
(over intercom)

Think you got a drug problem? 
Wrong! You got a thinkin’ problem. 
Thinkin’ got you in here. Stop your 
stinkin’ thinkin’! Utilize, don’t 
analyze!

Al sweeps into a dining room full of white, black and Latino 
junkies of both sexes, ages eighteen to fifty, all with 
shaven heads. 

Joyful, worshipful, the whole CROWD of them turns from their 
breakfast trays to greet the guru-in-chief, while behind him 
Towanda takes notes on the proceedings. 

CROWD
The Boss, the Boss, the Boss!

AL
That’s what I like to hear, Street-
lighters. Energy. Spirit. 
Motivation!

10.



INT. THE NEW YORK STAR - DAY

Long hair tamed, all business now in a dark Biba business 
suit, Shelley high-heels it through a busy newsroom. Stops 
outside a glassed-in office with a sign above the door: 
‘BENJAMIN STEINBERG, Managing Editor.’  

She peers in at a slight, balding, thin-lipped man (50) bent 
over a printout on his desk, and raps at his window. 

Raising his eyes from behind his reading glasses, annoyed, he 
starts and leaps to his feet. Shelley steps through the door, 
a belabored smile on her face. Benjamin, or “BEN,” shakes his 
head, smiles back.

BEN
(Deep South accent)

Well I'll be good goddamned. How 
y'all doin', honeybunch?

Shelley tries a laugh and gives him a hug.

BEN (CONT’D)
In town for long?

SHELLEY
Let’s put it this way. I’m looking 
for an apartment, and I’m out on 
the job market again.

An understanding nod.

BEN
(glancing at his watch)

Hey, you know what, Shell? 

He grabs his coat, takes her by the arm, heads for the door. 

BEN (CONT’D)
Let’s do lunch. 

INT. BRIDGE CAFE, DOWNTOWN NEW YORK - DAY

They step inside an old cafe full of loud, gesticulating 
newspaper people who all seem to know Ben. He smiles, waves, 
shakes hands all the way to the back where a smiling waiter, 
NICASIO (50) awaits them. 

BEN 
Hey there, Nicasio. Listen here. 
Can you gimme one of them Fettucini 
Alfredos? A Wild Turkey on the 
rocks?  Thanks, buddy.
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SHELLEY
Uh, I think I’ll just have a 
Perrier and a Salade Niçoise.  

Shelley shrugs as Nicasio departs with their order.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
I just quit smoking. And already 
I'm starting to worry about my 
weight.

BEN
Oh, I wouldn't fret about that 
none. You look like Sunday mornin', 
hon. 

SHELLEY
Ben? I just got fired.   

BEN
Again? From that funky little 
English Language rag down in San 
Juan, Puerto Rico? Jesus H. Christ. 
I mean--

SHELLEY
I’m not bad at what I do. 

BEN
You’re the best photo-journalist in 
the biz. No one can touch you. 
But... you break all the rules, 
girl. 

Ben reaches across and takes her hand. 

BEN (CONT’D)
Listen, hon. Lemme tell you this 
right up front... Case you ain’t 
noticed yet...

She wipes away a tear.

BEN (CONT’D)
The old Apple? She’s gone belly up. 
Advertisin’ revenues? Zilch. Hell, 
we're firin' people. Not hirin' 
‘em. 
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INT. TOWANDA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Curled up on the futon, Del wakes when Towanda comes in the 
door. She slips out of her clothes and into her exotic 
kimono. Puts some Jimmy Cliff on her CD player.

TOWANDA
Now, where we at?

Del sits up.

DEL
I was about to catch you up on my 
latest adventures.

Folding her long, long brown legs, Towanda flops down beside 
him.

TOWANDA
(laughing)

Go ‘head den, Stinga Man. Show me 
yo’ baaaad self. But first--

She pulls out a hundred dollar bill and a vial of cocaine. 
Pours out a couple of lines.

DEL
Hey, last I heard from you? Said 
you were in rehab.

She rolls the bill, covers one nostril, takes a long snort 
with the other. 

TOWANDA
Dunno.

Dips down for a snort up the other nostril, hands Del the 
rolled up hundred.

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
(laughing, sniffing)

Musta had some kinda relapse, nuh?

Del grins, snorts, points at a big red hickey on her neck. 

DEL
Boyfriend?

TOWANDA
Bossman. 

She shrugs.
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TOWANDA (CONT’D)
What you gon’ do, eh? 

Del laughs and raises his hands. 

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
So tell me dis, mon. Dere you is. 
Last night? Street bound. Broke 
pocket. Long mile from home. How 
you feel?

DEL
You’re not gonna believe this, 
Towanda. But I felt... breathless 
with excitement.

TOWANDA
Coo-yah!

DEL
No, I swear. Every time I find 
myself in another big city, you 
know? Alone, dead-ass broke, not a 
clue what I’m gonna do next. It’s 
like... being born all over again! 

TOWANDA
Liar! Cannot flimflam dis daughta 
of Jamaica, mon.

DEL
(grinning)

Well, I do have a little insurance.

TOWANDA
(a wry nod)

Uh-huh. 

DEL
Got another berth. Container ship. 
Sails out of Brooklyn in a couple 
of weeks. 

TOWANDA
Where to dis time?

DEL
Capetown, South Africa. Then on to 
Christchurch, New Zealand. 

TOWANDA
‘Bout as far as you can get, nuh?
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DEL
Just the way I like it.

TOWANDA
MPs still after yo’ AWOL arse?

DEL
Anyone come askin’ for me?

Towanda laughs and shakes her head.

DEL (CONT’D)
Hey. Few months ago? I had to jump 
ship in Panama.

TOWANDA
Coo-yah!

DEL
No shit. Right on the fuckin’ 
Canal. US Navy came aboard. Caught 
me with my pants down. Hit the 
water buck-naked, not a penny to my 
name. 

Towanda
Blow wow! How you get away, den?  

DEL
(grinning)

Long story.

TOWANDA
(laughing)

Well, come here den, Mista 
Swaggerific.  

She grabs him, shoves him down, fumbles with his belt.

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
Mama Towanda? She go soothe yo pain 
and tribulation.

She pulls his jeans down. Throws a leg across. Hikes her 
kimono over her hips. Settles with a sigh.

FADE TO

Del sits on the futon, playing his antique wooden flute, a 
beautiful rendition of Ravel’s “Pavane for a Dead Princess." 
Spectacular in her nakedness, Towanda lies with her head on 
his lap, eyes closed. 

FADE TO
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They make love again, to the tune of Bob Marley's "No Woman, 
No cry” on her record player. When the song ends, Del shakes 
his head in sadness, sniffles.

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
(annoyed)

Now, why you eye-water fo’, Boo 
Boo?

DEL
(shaking his head)

Oh, I... I don't know. For... For 
all the shit I...

She goes stiff beside him on the bed.

TOWANDA
You go lay dat mashy ole Vietnam 
shite on me plate again? No way, 
mon. No fuckin’ way.

She pats his hand, shakes her head.

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
I mean, you can kip here till yo’ 
ship sail, but... 

I/E. MANHATTAN - MONTAGE - DAY

MONTAGE - MOS.

Shelley walks into the lobby of the New York Times. Takes an 
elevator. Sits waiting in an outer room with other 
prospective employees. Walks into a glassed-in office, talks 
with an editor, who shows her the door.

Same soundless MONTAGE at the New York Daily News, The New 
York Post, a mid-town ad firm, a public relations firm.

INT. SOUTH VILLAGE APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Clothes wrinkled, face drawn with fatigue, Shelley drags into 
her shabby apartment building on Charlton Street, stops at 
her mail box, extracts a large envelope.

INT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Opening the envelope, she pulls out a folded copy of the SAN 
JUAN POST, sits on a stool by her kitchen counter to read it, 
and a gory news photo pops out at her:
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“BODIES WASH UP AT RINCON BEACH. A couple that police have 
identified as Galina Bukov and Roberto Ortiz of New York City 
were found yesterday in...”

SHELLEY
What?

Shocked and excited, she leaps to her feet.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
What?

INT. RECEPTION ROOM, STREETLIGHT - MORNING 

Al gives a signal to the receptionist. A buzzer sounds. 
Mortie and Jazeel push a heavy steel door open. Al, Ray and 
Towanda follow them in. 

Seated on a long wooden bench, nine ragged, dejected looking  
junkies wait as Al bounces across the room at them, grinning.  

AL
Hi guys. I’m Al Rakozi, this is my 
secretary Towanda, my blood bros 
Ray, Mortie and Jazeel, and we’re 
here to welcome you to Streetlight. 

INT. FISH TANK, STREETLIGHT - MORNING

Al leads his draggedy-ass newcomers into a large fluorescent- 
lit, gym-like room with an enormous sign on the wall: 
‘FISHTANK.’ No windows. No furniture. Except for:

A corner full of medical accoutrements, including a 
phlebotomy chair, a medical lab fridge, a table with a neat 
array needles, syringes, blood collection tubes, antiseptics, 
bandages, long razors and hair clippers. 

A plump smiling old Filipino nurse stands before the table at 
attention.  

Several huge signs hang on the walls. One of them says: 
UNDERSTAND RATHER THAN BE UNDERSTOOD. Another says: LOVE, 
RATHER THAN BE LOVED.

Al motions the newcomers inside while Mortie and Jazeel stand 
guard by the door and Towanda heads for the nurse’s table.

Al and Ray lead the GROUP of newbies to the center of the 
room. Motions for them to sit around him and Ray, cross-
legged.
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AL
Welcome to the Fishtank, gang. This 
is where you’re gonna spend your 
first week. We call it 'Hell Week.' 
And it’s gonna be tough. You know? 
But if you pull together, Fish, 
you’ll make it. You understand what 
I’m sayin’?

The newcomers just stare at him. Al stares daggers at them. 

AL (CONT’D)
Do you understand what I am saying?

Only the one bedraggled WHITE WOMAN (40) in the group 
replies.

WHITE WOMAN
Uh, yeah. I guess.

Ray growls, points a finger in her face, makes her jump.

RAY
Listen up! When the Boss asks a 
question? You answer him in a loud 
and clear voice. Together. Awright? 

AL
Now, lemme ask you again. Do you 
understand what I’m sayin’?

GROUP
(in unison)

Yes. Yes. Yes.

RAY
Can’t hear you!

GROUP
Yes! Yes! Yes!

RAY
‘Yes Boss!’

GROUP
Yes Boss, yes Boss, yes Boss!

AL
Better. Now lemme tell you what I’m 
doin’ here, Fish. Just passin’ on 
what I learned from my own hard-ass 
experience. Awright? And what I 
learned is this. The road to 
wellness?
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Al pauses and points a finger at them. 

AL (CONT’D)
It does not begin with the ego, 
with ‘Me, Myself and I.’ 

Both Al and Ray shake their heads, vehement.

AL (CONT’D)
No way. It starts here...

Al spreads his arms, as if to embrace the group as a whole, 
and smiles, beatific.

AL (CONT’D)
...Here in our Streetlight family. 
And how do we reach our goal? We 
give ourselves up. Abandon all that 
ego shit that got us in here, and 
yield to the will of the clan. 
Awright?

GROUP
Yes Boss, yes Boss, yes Boss!

Al motions toward Towanda and the nurse in the corner.

AL
(professional tone)

Now, we start with the drawing of 
your blood. This is for medical 
reasons, so we can assess your 
health needs, but it’s also 
symbolic. In fact, over the years 
it’s become an almost religious 
rite for us, an act of contrition, 
the draining of the bad blood that 
got us in here. Next, we shave you 
bald, both men and women, so you 
can start fresh, clean and new.

INT. NEW YORK STAR - MORNING

Shelley rushes across the newsroom, barges into Ben’s office 
without shutting the door.

SHELLEY
Ever heard of a guy named Ray 
Pagano?

BEN
No, I ain't, Shelley. And I'm real 
busy right now. 
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He waves a dismissive hand at her, but she ignores it. Leans 
forward on his desk. Looks him straight in the eye. 

SHELLEY
What about Al Rakozi? That ring a 
bell?

He makes a big production out of heaving a weary, put-upon 
breath and blowing it out with pursed lips.

BEN
Yeah... Runs a drug rehab outfit. 
Streetlight. Darlin’ of the 
media.... For the next fifteen 
minutes.

SHELLEY
Anything on the downside?

BEN
Well...

Another indignant sigh. 

BEN (CONT’D)
...Most of his rehabs, they swear 
by him. But some say he runs the 
place like a cult. Others accuse 
him of pocketing funds he gets from 
the government.

SHELLEY
Okay Ben. What would you say if I 
told you I used to know your...

She flicks her fingers.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...‘Cult leader,’ Al Rakozi, and 
his old pal, Ray Pagano...

She leans closer across his desk. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...And I got something on ‘em. 
Something that’s gonna be really 
...really big news.

Ben gets up, walks across the room, shuts the door to the 
newsroom, returns to his desk. 
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BEN
Okay. I’ll bite. But I’m warnin’ 
you, girl. Do not fuckin’ waste my 
time.

She reaches into her bag, pulls out the SAN JUAN POST, slaps 
it down on the desk in front of him.

BEN (CONT’D)
The hell is this?

SHELLEY
A friend sent it. My last news 
story’s in it. But I was more 
interested in...

She points to the front page: “BODIES WASH UP IN RINCON 
COVE.”

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
This.

He scans the story twice, then waves the paper at her. 

BEN
So what we got here, anyway?

SHELLEY
Okay, the female victim, Galina 
Bukov? Guess who she is.

He shrugs, raises his hands.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Al Rakozi’s wife.

BEN
No way.

SHELLEY
Look at this.

She hands him a photocopy of an old edition of the New York 
Star. Headline: STREETLIGHT WEDDING. Black & white photo: Al 
and Galina standing before a grey-bearded Indian guru on the 
roof of Streetlight.

BEN
So Al’s wife, she got herself 
killed down in Puerto Rico.

Ben sniffs and raises his hands, still playing hard-to-get.
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BEN (CONT’D)
So what?

SHELLEY
You ready for this? 

Ben rolls a hand at her, as if to say, ‘Get on with it!’

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Ray Pagano, Al’s best and oldest 
friend, was on the plane with me 
from San Juan. On the night of the 
murder. 

BEN 
No way.

She nods at him, vehement.

SHELLEY
He was with a beautiful, six-foot, 
black woman... And get this: a 
neighbor saw the suspects leave the 
crime scene, and they fit the 
descriptions.

BEN
Any news service picked up on it? 

For the first time, he sounds interested, excited.

SHELLEY
Galina goes by her maiden name. No 
one’s made the connection yet.

BEN
So tell me this. What’s the famous 
Al Rakozi’s wife doin’ down there 
in Puerto Fuckin’ Rico with some 
greaser, a gram of cocaine in her 
veins?

SHELLEY
And why is she dead?

BEN
(nodding)

Now tell me this. How you know this 
Al? And his pal, Ray?

SHELLEY
Okay. We’re talking about... eleven 
years ago. 

(MORE)
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I’d just finished my internship at 
the San Francisco Chronicle. So I 
took out an ad. ‘Share driving and 
expenses to New York City.’ And 
they answered it.

BEN
What they doin’ out there, anyhow?

SHELLEY
Working in drug rehab at Synanon.

BEN
Ain’t that some kind of cult, too?

SHELLEY
Some people say so.

Ben takes in his breath, seems to be getting more excited. 

BEN
Now, out there on the road? Guess 
you got to know them boys pretty 
good, huh?

Ignoring his sardonic, insinuating tone, Shelley attempts to 
convey, without much success, a sincere, straightforward 
manner.

SHELLEY
Yes, I did, Ben... And the more I 
learned, the less I liked. They 
grew up as petty criminals in 
Brooklyn. And they hadn’t risen 
very far, from what I--

BEN
Reason I asked?

He dips his head, waggles a finger at her.

SHELLEY
Ben, it was a four... five day road 
trip, years ago. 

A culpable look crosses her face. She takes a deep breath. 

BEN
Come on now, Shell. ‘Fess up. 
Cain’t be takin’ any chances of 
conflict of interest here. 

SHELLEY (CONT'D)
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SHELLEY
No. Really. I’d... I’d forgotten 
their existence till I saw Ray on 
that plane.

BEN
Any photos of you with them?

SHELLEY
They don’t have any. I had some, 
but I destroyed them.

BEN
Witnesses?

SHELLEY
Gas station attendants. Motel 
clerks. The ninety-year-old lady 
across the hall from Al’s apartment 
in the East Village...

BEN
I thought you said...?

SHELLEY
No one who would remember.

Ben aims a doubtful look her way, then sniffs, shakes his 
head and gives her obvious subterfuge a pass, perhaps because 
he sniffs a big story in the offing. 

BEN
Then we’re good to go, Shell. 
Anyone raises a fuss? It’s just, 
‘He said, she said.’ Right? And....

Ben’s voice fades into the distance. 

Shelley zones out. 

BLACK SCREEN

The sound of grunts and moans, bodies banging on a tile 
floor.

FLASHBACK - INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

In hazy BLACK & WHITE, beautiful, naked young Shelley and 
squat hairy Al have rough sex on a wet, dirty bathroom floor. 

Al slaps her hips, the back of her head, hard. Rides her butt 
like a bucking, fucking mare. 
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Covered with bruises, Shelley writhes beneath him, shrieking 
in pleasure and pain. 

Al hollers like a cowpoke when he comes. 

AL
Eeeeehaw!

Then he leans forward, kisses her long white neck, bites into 
it, and begins to suck.

She moans in orgasm.

END FLASHBACK

INT. BEN’S OFFICE 

Ben’s voice fades back in.

BEN
You listenin’ to me, Shell?

SHELLEY
Uh... yeah.

BEN
Okay. So here’s what we do. Come in 
the back door at ‘em. Your first 
piece? Straight bio. ‘EARLY LIFE OF 
DRUG REHAB CZAR AL RAKOZI.‘ Then we 
nail the sonbitch when he ain’t 
lookin’. When he’s hot.

SHELLEY
When’s he gonna be hot?

BEN
Couple of weeks? Mayor’s gonna give 
him a special award. For service to 
the City of New York? 

She hoots and claps her hands.

BEN (CONT’D)
And you, dear? You gonna hit ‘em 
with your killer piece in that 
mornin’s paper.

She leaps to her feet.

SHELLEY
Yes!
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Ben rises up as well.

BEN
And oh my but the blood will fly!

INT. STREETLIGHT, THE ZOO - DAY

‘THE ZOO,’ says a sign over the door of a huge room full of 
bald, cheerful ex-junkies in shorts and BLOOD BROS tank-tops, 
all busy playing volleyball, jogging around the perimeter, 
doing punk rock aerobic routines to The Ramones. 

Several of them, male and female, have what looks like love 
bites on their necks. 

A bandstand extends from the bleachers, and when Al clambers 
up to the microphone all activity comes to a halt, the music 
stops, and his AUDIENCE looks up at him in awe.

Then Al points up at the messages that hang from the walls, 
starts chanting them out loud, and they shout back the 
refrains.

AL
In losing yourself! 

AUDIENCE
You find yourself!

AL
Don’t agitate! 

AUDIENCE
Cooperate!

When the chants come to an end, everyone claps and yells. 

CROWD
The Boss, the Boss, the Boss!

EXT. HOUSING PROJECT, BRIGHTON BEACH - DAY

Passing a group of teenage boys sitting on a wrecked car 
smoking dope, Shelley approaches the project from Coney 
Island Avenue.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

Shelley steps inside the filthy, littered, graffiti covered 
lobby, rings the BUKOV residence.
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SHELLEY
Hi, Mrs. Bukov? I'm Shelley, an old 
friend of Galina's.

Someone buzzes her in.

INT. CORRIDOR

Shelley rings the doorbell of an apartment. When she hears 
the door unlock, she reaches into her purse and clicks on 
something... 

A small haggard woman (56) with stringy mouse-colored hair 
and dark circles under her eyes, Mrs. Bukov seems distraught 
when she appears in the doorway.

MRS. BUKOV
(Russian accent)

What... what you say your name is?

SHELLEY
Shelley Berne.

MRS. BUKOV
Jewish name?

SHELLEY
Uh-huh.

MRS. BUKOV
Don't remember her tellin' me 
about... about no Jewish girls. 

SHELLEY
I was more like a friend of a 
friend. 

MRS. BUKOV
Tina Tyler’s?

Shelley glances down at her purse.

SHELLEY 
Uh, yeah, Tina Tyler.  

Still sniffling, Mrs. Bukov steps out in the hallway with 
Shelley, letting the door close behind her.

MRS. BUKOV
(tearful)

How’d you hear... that Galina 
was...? 
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SHELLEY
(low-voiced)

I happened to be in Puerto Rico 
and...

MRS. BUKOV
She usually goes to the Cayman 
Islands.

SHELLEY
What for?

MRS. BUKOV
What you think?

SHELLEY
Off shore money? For Al?

MRS. BUKOV
Why you bringin' him into it?

SHELLEY
I don’t know. I just--

MRS.BUKOV 
Don’t get me started on him. 

SHELLEY
You don’t like him?

MRS. BUKOV
I hate the son of a bitch.

SHELLEY
You... you have suspicions about 
him?

MRS. BUKOV
Can’t prove it, but... 

Mrs. Bukov shakes her head, tearful. Seems unable to go on.

Shelley reaches out a hand to comfort her. 

SHELLEY
Don’t like to bother you at a time 
like this, Mrs. Bukov. Is there 
anyone I could talk to? Someone who 
might be able to tell me more about 
this?

MRS. BUKOV
(sniffling)

Well... there’s Tina, and...
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Shelley nods in encouragement.

MRS. BUKOV (CONT’D)
...Another friend. Negro girl. 
Towanda Miller. But why you so 
interested? You the police?

Shelley shakes her head.

MRS. BUKOV (CONT’D)
Reporter?

Shelley puts a finger to her lips. Mrs. Bukov swallows her 
tears and nods back. 

Then Shelley removes a camera from her bag.

SHELLEY
You mind?

Mrs. Bukov looks about to say no, but 

CLICK

STILL PHOTO in black & white: Mrs. Bukov, the distraught old 
Russian beauty gone to seed. 

EXT. TOWANDA’S BACK YARD - DAY

Del sits alone on a lounge chair, shirtless, playing his 
flute - Erik Satie’s “Les Trois Gymnopedies” - when someone 
rings at the front door. 

INT. TOWANDA’S APARTMENT - DAY

Del steps inside through the open french window, creeps into 
the kitchen and peeks out through the curtain. Spots Shelley 
out on Towanda’s front steps. Checks her out, opens the door.

DEL 
Hi. Sorry. I was out in the garden. 

SHELLEY
Towanda in?

DEL
Said she’d be in tonight, kind of 
late.

SHELLEY
You her husband?
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DEL
Naw, just a friend.

SHELLEY
Listen, here’s my card.  Can you 
have her call me?

Del regards her again, a bit wary.

DEL
Uh... what’s this about?

SHELLEY
Streetlight. 

DEL
What’s that?

SHELLEY
You never heard of it?

DEL
I been at sea for the last-- 

SHELLEY
You’re a sailor?

She looks him over, seems to like what she sees, and his 
expression turns to one of relief.

DEL
A merchant seaman, yeah. 

He glances at her card.

DEL (CONT’D)
Wow, the New York Star? I thought 
for a second you might be some kind 
of cop.

SHELLEY
No, I’m a reporter. Honest. 

She points at the flute in his hand.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Was that you I heard playing the 
flute?

He nods.

30.



SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Really cool. I mean, like, I stood 
here listening, it must’ve been 
five minutes, before I rang the 
bell.

DEL
(smiling)

That good, huh?

SHELLEY
Oh yeah. 

Flitting an appreciative glance at his toned brown six-pack, 
she whips out her camera and aims it at him.

DEL
(holding up a hand)

No! Please.

SHELLEY
Why not?

DEL
Long story.

SHELLEY
Long story? That’s my trade, man. 
I’m a journalist.

She laughs and replaces her camera.

He laughs back.

DEL
Maybe some other time.

They look each over again. 

BOING

Instant attraction.

DEL (CONT’D)
(nodding)

Yeah.

INT. ONE POLICE PLAZA, CIVIC CENTER, MANHATTAN - DAY

Shelley walks into One Police Plaza, flashes her press tags, 
takes the elevator up to HOMICIDE on the 11th floor, stops at 
one of the cubicles. 
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Inside, hunched over a pile of arrest files, sits MICKEY 
RODRIGUEZ, a sallow, wiry, goateed Puerto Rican chewing at an 
unlit cheroot. 

MICKEY 
Well, goddamn, look who the cat 
drug in!  

Shelley gestures to the empty room.

SHELLEY
Where is everyone?

MICKEY
Out to lunch... What you doin' back 
in the World, girl?

SHELLEY
Out on the beat again, Mickey.

MICKEY
Where you been all this time? 

SHELLEY
Everywhere. 

MICKEY
Nice to have you back. 

He motions for her to step into his cubicle and sit beside 
his desk.

SHELLEY
Listen, do me a favor?

He nods. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
The name Ray Pagano ring any bells?

MICKEY
Might.

SHELLEY
Can you...?

Mickey dials his phone, speaks into it.

Mickey
Gimme what you got on a Ray or 
Raymond Pagano. How long? 

He hangs up, turns to Shelley.

32.



MICKEY.
Couple of hours, he says.

SHELLEY
How about lunch? 

He smiles and nods. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
It’ll have to be on you, though. 
Haven’t got paid yet, and I’m flat-
ass broke. 

Mickey gets up, regards her curvaceous bottom as she rises.

MICKEY
You may be broke, babe, but you 
sure as hell ain’t--

SHELLEY
Hey, cut the shit, Mick. You’re a 
married man now. Proud papa.

MICKEY
How you find that out?

SHELLEY
I still got my sources. And a 
reporter is--

MICKEY
I know, Shell. You told me a 
hundred times. ‘A reporter is her 
sources.’

Shelley waves him off and heads for the door, but half way 
there she wheels and pulls out her camera.

CLICK

Black & white STILL PHOTO of Mickey stepping toward her, 
grinning with happiness, his teeth white against his dark 
skin. 

LATER

INT. HOMICIDE OFFICE - DAY

Shelley and Mickey step back in the door.

SHELLEY
Never heard of that place before. 
God, that pasta was great. 
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MICKEY
Us pigs, we try to keep it among 
ourselves.

SHELLEY
Think you’ll get in trouble for 
leading me in there?

Mickey gestures at the room now full of detectives, gawking 
at her.

MICKEY
In your case, I think they’ll give 
it a pass.

Shelley smiles, sways her hips and waves at her laughing 
admirers as she follows Mickey toward his cubicle. But before 
she gets there she pauses to 

CLICK

SUPER: Black & white STILL PHOTO of the whole gaping, 
rubbernecking crew of long-haired, long-sideburned 
detectives.  

INT. MICKEY’S CUBICLE - DAY

When they reach Mickey’s cubicle, a report lies waiting on 
his desk. He scans it while Shelley pretends to consult her 
notes.

MICKEY
Okay. Ray Pagano? Convicted on a 
drug trafficking charge in 1972. 
Did a deuce at Sing-Sing. Paroled 
to a rehab facility called 
Streetlight last year. 

SHELLEY
(self-satisfied)

Uh-huh.

MICKEY
So what’s up?

SHELLEY
Okay, Ray Pagano is Al Rakozi’s 
best and oldest friend. Al Rakozi? 
Of Streetlight? 

Mickey starts to look nervous.
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SHELLEY (CONT’D)
And Al’s wife got murdered in San 
Juan, Puerto Rico, just when Ray 
happened to be in town. So-- 

Mickey raises a hand at her.

MICKEY
Hold it. Hold it right there.

SHELLEY
What? You don’t believe me?

Mickey shakes his head. Puts a finger to his mouth. 

MICKEY 
(whispering)

Ain’t sayin’ that. All I'm sayin’? 
This Rakozi dude? He’s wired right 
to the...

He points upstairs.

SHELLEY
That’s what everyone keeps telling 
me. 

Mickey shrugs and lifts his chin. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Okay, Mickey. So why don't we just  
prove it, one way or the other?

MICKEY
How we gonna do that?

SHELLEY 
Hey, I have to do your job for you? 
It’s simple. 

MICKEY
Lemme tell you, Shell. I think 
you’re gonna find? Nothin’ is 
simple in this case.

SHELLEY
Just call the police in San Juan, 
okay? You speak Spanish. Ask ‘em to 
send any prints they got on the 
killers of Galina Bukov and her 
boyfriend, Roberto ‘Bobby O’ Ortiz. 

Mickey seems about to protest, but Shelley silences him with 
a waving finger.
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SHELLEY (CONT’D)
When you get ‘em? Compare them with  
the prints you got on Ray Pagano 
and call me a liar.

INT. STREETLIGHT BOARD ROOM - MORNING

Ray, Towanda, Mortie and Jazeel accompany Al to the Board 
Room, located in a turret at the top of a clanging metal 
stairway. 

The Board: ten well-dressed white professional men, along 
with a token black and a token woman, sit around a huge 
circular table with folded name tags resting before them. 

One of them, a middle-aged man named Chief Inspector RON 
FELDMAN NYPD, according to his name tag, has a Band Aid on 
his neck, as if from a shaving accident. 

All wait in expectation as the top dog, trailed by his 
faithful companions, comes swaggering into the room. 

While Mortie and Jazeel stand guard at the door, Al, Ray and 
Towanda take seats on either side of the Boss. 

Al fiddles with the gavel before him. Raises it up like he’s 
about to bang the meeting to order, then lets it fall into 
his open palm. 

Finally, when his silence and hesitation seem to have become 
intolerable to his audience, he slams the gavel down on the 
table, making everyone jump. 

AL
Awright awready. Let's bring this 
fuckin’ meeting to order. 

The Board members smile at each other, as if relieved of 
suspense. 

AL (CONT’D)
Towanda, what’s on our agenda 
today?

TOWANDA
East Flatbush.

AL
Oh, right. The mayor? He wants me 
to open up another Streetlight 
facility in East Flatbush. And so, 
hey, that’s where you come in, 
Board Members...
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INT. AL’S OFFICE, STREETLIGHT - DAY

PAN around Al’s empty office, located in another of 
Streetlight’s turrets: Photos of Al with celebs and 
politicians, a large circular desk, filing cabinets, a 
medical lab refrigerator. 

Al steps in the door, walks to the fridge, pulls out a blood 
collection tube, opens it, gulps it down, tosses it in a 
trash bin, wipes his lips with the back of his hand, smiles.

A knock at his door. 

AL
Come in.

Towanda steps inside.

Al’s mood turns sour.

TOWANDA
What’s up, Al? Another Cayman run?

AL
Hear you got some black dude 
crashin’ your crib. 

TOWANDA
(nervous)

Say wha?

AL
My crib. The one I pay for. 

TOWANDA
(her accent thickens)

Who... who tell you dat?

AL
I got ears, you know? All over 
town.

TOWANDA
Oy, he jus’ a friend. Sailor man. 
Need... need like a place to kip 
till his ship sail. You know? 

She sniffs in terror as Al scowls at her.

TOWANDA (CONT’D)
I owe dat mon, you know. Save me 
nigga arse from perdition, one 
time. Widdout him? I no be talkin’ 
to you now, Boss. 
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AL
(not listening)

And this fucker, you know? He could 
be anyone. A cop, reporter, paid 
informer...  

TOWANDA
Now, hol’ on, Boss. He-- 

AL
He could threaten your ass. You 
know? Get you to turn state’s 
evidence. 

Towanda seems about to protest, but Al stops her with a 
raised hand and a snarl. 

AL (CONT’D)
Now get the fuck outta here. 

EXT. BENSONHURST, BROOKLYN - DAY

To the sound of sirens in the background, Shelley walks down 
a littered street in an Italian neighborhood. Stops before a 
group of four old mustached Sicilians inside a burnt-out 
cafe.

Seated on barrels, chomping on stogies, they play poker on an 
overturned, fire damaged shipping crate. 

SHELLEY  
Know anything about a guy named Al 
Rakozi, grew up in this 
neighborhood? 

They grimace and shake their heads. Shelley points across the 
street at the Pagano Pizza Parlor. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
How about the name Ray Pagano?  
That ring a bell?

They all look to one tall, pot-bellied OLD MAN with an evil 
gleam in his eye.

OLD MAN 
(Brooklyn accent)

Who’s askin’?

SHELLEY
I’m a reporter for the New York 
Star. 
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OLD MAN
What you say that name was?

SHELLEY
Ray--

OLD MAN
Never heard of him. Awright?

SHELLEY
Really?

OLD MAN
Yeah. And you know? If I was you...

He gestures in a unique Italian manner that suggests she 
ought to make herself scarce. 

She turns as if to comply, then pulls out her camera, whips 
around, and 

CLICK

SUPER: black & white STILL PHOTO of the fierce old Sicilian 
standing up, shaking a fist, cursing her, his paisani 
glowering behind him in the burnt-out cafe. 

EXT. NEW UTRECHT AVENUE, BENSONHURST - DAY  

Shelley approaches a small, thin old priest named  FATHER 
O’MALLEY (75) on the filthy, gum-splattered sidewalk outside 
St. Frances Cabrini Church. 

She smiles. They exchange a few words MOS. Then they climb 
the stairs and step inside the church.

INT. RECTORY OFFICE - DAY

Father O'Malley slips into a chair behind his cluttered desk. 
Shelley seats herself across from him, with a tape recorder 
resting on the desk in front of her. 

Father O'Malley hands Shelley a cigarette, pulls out one of 
his own, lights them both up. 

FATHER O'MALLEY 
(Irish accent)

I baptized them both. But I 
remember Al Rakozi much better than 
Ray Pagano. Al was the only 
Romanian lad in this Italian 
neighborhood. 
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SHELLEY
I thought he was Hungarian.

FATHER O’MALLEY 
Well, that depends on how you look 
at it. His family is Hungarian, but 
from Romania. 

When Shelley looks puzzled, he aims a sardonic grin at her.

FATHER O’MALLEY (CONT’D)
There are millions of Hungarians in 
Romania. They’ve even got their own 
province.

SHELLEY
Really? What’s it called?

Father O’Malley bares his teeth, all drama.

FATHER O’MALLEY
(fake Romanian accent)

Tran-syl-vania.

Shelley looks astonished.

FATHER O’MALLEY (CONT’D)
(laughing)

Anyhow, he went to our parish 
school. And he was one of my...

He shakes his shoulders, purses his lips. His green, long-
lashed eyes seem wily, furtive.

FATHER O’MALLEY (CONT’D)
...My altar boys for several years. 
There was even talk of him going 
into the seminary. But there was 
trouble in his family...  

Shelley smiles, nods, encouraging him to continue.

FATHER O'MALLEY 
His father was a great bloody brute 
of a man. Had a taste for drink, 
and an abusive streak. Beat his mum 
black and blue. Bit her like a 
rabid dog. The police hauled him in 
on it several times. She cut her 
wrists in the bath when Al was only 
seven. And the poor little feller, 
he was so distraught, they say, he 
dipped a cup in the tub and drank 
of her blood.
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Shelley gasps in horror. 

FATHER O’MALLEY
Amazing what the lad has managed to 
achieve, though, isn’t it? After 
such a start in life. Can’t tell 
you how proud we are of him. 

She rises to her feet, struggling to regain control of 
herself.

SHELLEY
Thanks so much, Father. Mind if 
I...

CLICK

SUPER: black & white STILL PHOTO that captures Father 
O’Malley in all his sleazy faux-charm. 

EXT. BEN’S OFFICE, NEW YORK STAR - MORNING

Shelley and Ben sit at his desk talking. Their voices fade 
in. 

SHELLEY
...So old Father O’Malley, with all 
that blood talk, he gave me an 
idea. Went to the medical school at 
NYU and did some research. 

BEN
Uh-huh.

SHELLEY
And like, everybody thinks it’s all 
kind of Bela Lugosi, Transylvania, 
right? But what I found, all the 
myths about vampires are based on a 
real medical condition.

BEN
(scoffing)

What?

SHELLEY
I know. You’re gonna laugh. But 
it’s called ‘Clinical Vampirism 
Disorder.’

BEN
You’re shuckin’ me!
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SHELLEY
(shaking her head)

What I found, it’s a male thing. 

BEN
(laughing)

Now, why ain’t I surprised about 
that?

Shelley tries to smile back at him, but it comes out as more 
of a grimace.

SHELLEY
Starts when a certain type of 
little boy swallows blood for the 
first time and finds it exciting. 

BEN
Now, that is dis-gus-tin’!

SHELLEY
When they’re teenagers, they start 
getting a sexual thrill out of 
sucking on their own scratched arm 
or hand. When they grow up, they 
look perfectly normal... They don’t 
have long fangs. They can see their 
reflection in the mirror. They 
sleep eight hours every night in a 
real bed, not a coffin. But they 
get off on a feeling of power and 
control. So they start sucking 
blood from other people, either by 
force or consent. 

BEN
Consent? What kinda crazy sonbitch 
would ever consent to that?

SHELLEY
That’s a whole other issue, Ben, 
but some people, believe it or 
not...

Shelley pauses to draw in a deep breath. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...Actually get off from having 
their blood sucked.
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INT. AL’S OFFICE, STREETLIGHT - NIGHT

Ray steps inside the door. Al rises from his desk and walks 
across the room to meet him, ignoring his questioning look. 

AL
You know, Ray? Sometimes I’m like, 
‘Hey, I had it up to here with  
these fuckin’ junkies.’ Right? 

RAY 
Uh-huh.

AL
But the bottom line is. This place? 
My work here? It's my life blood. 
Anybody fucks with it, I go for the 
jugular. You know what I mean?

Trying to hide a grin, Ray nods.

AL (CONT’D)
So lemme tell you somethin’, man. 
Somethin’ you will not fuckin’ 
believe.  

RAY
What?

AL
That fuckin’ cunt... 

Al takes a deep angry breath. 

AL (CONT’D)
She got some sailor on the side.

RAY
Who? 

AL
And that black motherfucker, he-- 

RAY
Wait, who we talkin’ about here?

Al points toward the Board Room. 

AL
I want her gone. 

RAY
(incredulous)

Towanda?
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Al stares out the window, fails to reply.

Ray sniffs and shakes his head.

RAY (CONT’D)
Hey. Some spook rackin’ her ass? 
Big fuckin’ deal. Talk to her, 
maybe. Slap her around. Suck some 
blood. But--

Ray makes like a pistol with his hand.

RAY (CONT’D)
Boom? Just like that?

Ray shakes his head. Waits for Al’s reply, to no avail. 

RAY (CONT’D)
I ain't as stupid as I look, Al. 
You know?

Al turns from the window laughing.

AL
You sure about that?

The sarcasm goes right past Ray.

RAY 
One less witness, right? After all 
she done for you. So who's next on 
your list?

Al grabs Ray by the chops, shoves him up against the window, 
hard, pins him with his hypnotic eyes.

AL
I ever let you down, Goombah?

RAY
Jesus. A bod like that? It’s a 
fuckin’ shame, man.

AL
And do that fuckin’ sambo while 
you’re at it. 

RAY
Get outta here!

AL
Nobody fucks my bitch. 
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RAY
Hey, Al! You startin’ to go off the 
fuckin’ deep end or somethin’?

AL
See? You and me, Ray. We go back. 
You know? We’re famiglia. Right? 

Al steps close to Ray, stares into his eyes, which go turgid 
and dull. Then he slips his arms around his immense, 
hypnotized body, nuzzles up to his neck, kisses, bites, and 
begins to suck.

INT. TOWANDA’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Sitting on the floor, trying to read a magazine, Del wipes 
the sweat off his brow, shakes his head, waves a hand before 
his face, goes WHEW and grabs his flute, steps out the french 
window into the back garden.

LATER

EXT. GARDEN - NIGHT

Asleep on an old deck chair, crickets sounding around him, 
Del wakes to the sound of muffled voices inside the 
apartment:   

RAY
...This note here...

TOWANDA 
...Off the bitch...

RAY
...Never fuck with the pigs or the 
press...

The voices fade out. When they become semi-audible again, 
Towanda’s voice has a frightened, pleading tone.

TOWANDA
...Al throwin’ stones...

RAY
...Sailor man...  

TOWANDA
...Dunno...

RAY
...Lie to me, cunt...  
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Smothered cries. Furniture falls over. Glass breaks. 
Footsteps.

Del slips behind the bushes and vaults over the garden wall.

Ray steps out the doorway, breathing hard, a silencer-
equipped automatic pistol in his hand.

RAY (CONT’D)
You out there, sailor man? You out 
there?

Towanda appears behind him, her blood-stained dress ripped at 
the bodice. Eyes big and bright, she slips past Ray, scans 
the garden.

TOWANDA
Where you at, nigga man? He only 
wanna chat, you know?

Ray crosses the garden. Checks behind the bushes. Peers over 
the garden wall. Turns back to Towanda.

RAY
Hullo? What’re you fuckin’ talkin’ 
about? There’s nobody out here.

He shoves Towanda inside and shuts the french window.

Del crawls over the wall, creeps up beside the window, where 
the voices of the two become faintly audible again.  

TOWANDA
...You and me, baby, we... 

RAY
...Wag your tail at me... 

TOWANDA
...Want me to beg... 

RAY
...You think I like...  

The radio comes on, very loud: Elton John’s “Island Girl.” 
Then a muffled sound, like a couple of ladyfingers going off. 
BAP-BAP. The music stops. 

RAY (CONT’D)
(sad)

Ciao, bella, ciao. 

The front door clicks shut. 
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Del squints, shakes his head. Starts to enter the house, then 
wheels around, hurdles the wall again, and disappears.

INT. NEW YORK STAR NEWSROOM - DAY

Shelley sits at the desk in her cubicle, tapping at her Smith 
Corona, when her desk phone rings. 

SHELLEY
Hello. Uh-huh. Sure, send him up.

Del appears in the newsroom. Shelley motions for him to step 
into her cubicle and sit beside her desk.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
I heard what happened. 

DEL
I came to you because-- 

SHELLEY
You can’t go to the cops.

She looks him in the eye. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Were you involved?

Del looks right back at her, shakes his head.

DEL
No.

SHELLEY
(accusatory)

Hey, they got your prints, man. 
Your name isn’t Del Jones, they 
say...

She glances down at a print-out on her desk.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
You’re Petty Officer First Class 
Ethridge McGee, US Navy SEALS. Last 
duty assignment: Vinh Chao, Mekong 
Delta... In July, 1971, while you 
were on R & R in Honolulu, it says 
here, you went AWOL. 

She looks up at him, sharp-eyed, requiring an honest answer.
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DEL
Okay, in Vietnam I was involved in 
some...

Del shakes his head. 

DEL (CONT’D)
...Heavy shit.

Del crooks his arms to imitate the firing of an automatic 
weapon.

DEL (CONT’D)
Women and children. Old people. 

Shelley cringes and frowns.

DEL (CONT’D)
My buddies, they... 

He flicks his fingers to quote them.

DEL (CONT’D)
‘Don’t mean nuthin’’

Sucks in his breath.

DEL (CONT’D)
But me, I... started having... 
nightmares. So I went to the 
chaplain. Told him I couldn’t live 
with it anymore. And I don’t know 
how, but it got around the base.

He shakes his head.

DEL (CONT’D)
If I’d gone back?

Shelley nods again. 

DEL (CONT’D)
Wouldn't have lasted a week.

SHELLEY
I understand, Del, and I feel your 
pain. I do. But...

She reaches over to clasp his wrist.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Right now... you’ve got more 
immediate worries. 

(MORE)
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I mean, the cops are calling you ‘a 
person of interest’ in Towanda’s 
murder. 

DEL
I don’t care what they call me. I 
didn’t do it.

SHELLEY
You know who did?

DEL
Name’s Ray. Works for a guy named 
Al. 

Her eyes go big with excitement.

SHELLEY
Is that just your belief? Or were 
you actually a witness to the 
crime?

DEL
I heard it all go down.

SHELLEY
I don’t know why, but...

She takes a big breath, grins at him, shakes her head, sexy.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
I believe you.

Del beams back at her, full of gratitude, and masculine 
charm.

DEL
Thanks.

She sets a recording device on the top of her desk.

SHELLEY
Mind if I record your voice?

DEL
Hey, wait a second.

SHELLEY
I’m a reporter, Del. What my 
informants give me? Totally  
secret. Okay? Besides...

She looks him over again, letting him know that she digs his 
act.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
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Del takes a moment to reflect, then smiles back at her in the 
same unmistakable manner, and nods his assent.

DEL
Okay, Towanda? She let me crash at 
her pad, and....

LATER

INT. NEW YORK STAR NEWSROOM - DAY

Shelley and Del still talking, but Del seems to be winding 
down.

DEL
I mean, if only I’d had the guts 
to...

SHELLEY
(turning off the recorder)

Oh, stop it, Del. Ray had a gun.  

DEL
Still...

SHELLEY
Where you staying now?

DEL
I’m on the street. You think I 
should just turn myself in?

SHELLEY
Are you fucking kidding me? With 
Streetlight’s grease? And the 
military after your ass? They’ll 
just lock you up and throw away the 
key. I’m gonna have a word with a 
friend of mine. Mickey. Get him to 
talk to an old pal of his... An 
Assistant DA...

She smiles, puts on a cheerful face.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
But what we gotta do right now is  
figure out how we’re gonna get you  
off the street... Hmm. 

They smile at each other and laugh. 

CLICK
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INT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shelley and Del lie together on her bed, kissing.  

SHELLEY
What... what do you wanna do to me 
first? 

DEL
This.

Slipping her blouse down over her beautiful white shoulder, 
he draws her breast into his mouth and sucks.

FADE TO

Shelley asleep. The sound of a jazz flute interrupts her 
dreams: Herbie Man’s “Don’t Say I Didn’t Tell You So.”

When the performance winds to a close, she reaches up and 
pulls him down to her.

SHELLEY 
Mmm. You’re so... so sweet.

DEL
Boring?

SHELLEY
I might’ve said so once. I was into 
some... rough trade, back when.

DEL
So that’s why you go for me now? 
I’m nice and safe?

SHELLEY
Well, you’re nice, but I wouldn’t 
say you’re altogether safe. 

Laughing, he lays his flute down and rolls on top of her.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Maybe that’s why I think you’re so 
hot. 

She opens her arms and legs to him, and they make delicious 
love.

INT. ONE POLICE PLAZA, HOMICIDE - DAY

Shelley walks in, turns heads as usual, and winds up at 
Mickey’s desk. 
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SHELLEY
So what’s up, Mick?

He leans in close, looks around to make sure no one listens.

MICKEY
(whispering)

Okay, there’s good news, bad news, 
and the very worst. 

SHELLEY
Gimme the good news first. 

MICKEY
I got some more hits on Ray Pagano, 
and also on that Towanda Miller you 
mentioned. 

SHELLEY
Who just turned up conveniently 
dead.

MICKEY
(nodding)

Turns out she was associated with 
Streetlight, too. 

SHELLEY
As if we hadn’t guessed.

MICKEY
Now, the bad news is, this Tina 
Tyler lady? Galina Bukov’s friend?  

SHELLEY
Yeah?

MICKEY
She’s disappeared off the face of 
the planet. No one’s seen her in 
weeks. Word on the street is 
there’s a hit out on her.

SHELLEY
Now gimme the worst.

MICKEY
Okay, this ‘Del Jones’ dude? No one 
in the NYPD or the DA’s office is 
interested in hearin’ his story. As 
a matter of fact, he’s still their 
prime suspect in the Towanda Miller 
case. 
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SHELLEY
(frightened tone)

Oh, shit! You mean to tell me that 
no one in Homicide except you has 
put two and two together?

Mickey shakes his head.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Streetlight, right? The juice is 
working. 

MICKEY
No doubt about it. But tell me 
somethin’, Shell. I never seen you 
follow a story so hard. You got 
some kind of axe to grind with this 
Rakozi cat, or what?

SHELLEY
Hey, my brief in this case... and 
my job as a reporter... is to find 
the truth. Nothing more, nothing 
less.

Her edgy little speech comes across as something less than 
convincing, and Mickey picks up on it. 

MICKEY
Yeah, but you know? I think you're 
gonna find... I mean, this is what 
we find in police work, Shell. 
Sometimes the truth, it ain't 
black, it ain't white. It just kind 
of blends into different shades of 
grey.

SHELLEY
Where you going with this, Mickey?

MICKEY
(disdainful)

That black dude you got stayin’ at 
your place...

SHELLEY
(shocked, angry)

What? You following me?

MICKEY
For your own good. Listen. That 
AWOL motherfucker? He’s got no kind 
of honor. He’s fuckin’ with you, 
Shell. Using you. Kick him out.
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SHELLEY
Bullshit. He’s innocent. 

They must interrupt their conversation now because Chief 
Inspector Ron Feldman appears above them, leans over the 
cubicle walls, looks Shelley over, and tries a smile.

RON FELDMAN
(insincere)

Don’t believe I’ve had the 
pleasure.

MICKEY
Shelley, this is our Chief 
Inspector, Ron Feldman. 

SHELLEY
Nice to meet you.

RON FELDMAN
You wouldn’t be Shelley Berne, 
would you?

She nods. 

RON FELDMAN (CONT’D)
Wow, I used to follow your column  
at the Star. And now I see you’re 
back working for them again.

SHELLEY
Yes.

RON FELDMAN
Caught that story you wrote on the 
early life of that Streetlight guy, 
Al Rakozi? Well done.

SHELLEY
(a nervous grin)

Thanks. 

Ron’s smile turns to a grimace. 

RON FELDMAN
But just for your information, Miss 
Berne. It’s expressly forbidden for 
members of the press to enter this 
room and cage information from 
detectives. 

He turns to glare at Mickey.
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RON FELDMAN (CONT’D)
And you, Detective Rodriguez, 
should know better. 

MICKEY
Now, just a--

RON FELDMAN
After you escort Miss Berne from 
the building, I’d like to see you 
in my office.

He turns to Shelley and assumes a smile again.

RON FELDMAN (CONT’D)
I look forward to reading your next 
installment on the Streetlight 
story, Miss Berne, and I trust it 
will be as positive as the first. 

As Ron walks away, he stops at a cubicle to talk to one of 
his other detectives. Shelley whips her camera out and 

CLICK

SUPER: STILL PHOTO of Ron Feldman in profile, looking smart, 
confident, yet somehow... phony. 

EXT. ONE POLICE PLAZA, CIVIC CENTER, MANHATTAN - DAY

Shelley leaves One Police Plaza with Mickey and they huddle 
together on its gum-splattered, paper-strewn steps. 

MICKEY
Looks like I may be out of a job.

SHELLEY
All my fault. 

MICKEY
Naw. 

SHELLEY
You kidding me? But don’t sweat it. 

MICKEY
Huh?

SHELLEY
I already talked to Ben. You got a 
job with the Star. Any time you 
want.
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MICKEY
No shit. What doin’?

SHELLEY
Private Investigator.

MICKEY
What’s the pay?

SHELLEY
Hell of a lot more than you make 
here. 

MICKEY
I’ll take it. 

SHELLEY
You kidding me?

MICKEY
No way. Just what I been lookin’ 
for.

SHELLEY
Really?

MICKEY
Hey, I already done my twenty here. 
So on top of my pension? That gig 
of yours at the paper? Just gonna 
be cream on the cake.

SHELLEY
Got it all figured out, huh?

MICKEY
Oh, yeah. Can’t wait to see the 
look... 

He points to the upper floors of police headquarters.

MICKEY (CONT’D)
...On that fucker’s face!

They have a laugh together, and then their attention turns to 
the sound of a protest rally in nearby City Hall Park. 
Shelley cocks an ear, seems drawn toward the noise by 
instinct.

MICKEY (CONT’D)
Still got that old nose for news, 
huh?
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Shrugging, nodding in the affirmative, Shelley waves bye, 
heads toward the noise, while Mickey turns to head inside. 

EXT. CITY HALL PARK - DAY

A CROWD of several hundred people cluster about the steps of 
the Mayor's Office, shouting and waving signs in front of a 
couple of network TV cameras and a dozen bored-looking cops.

CROWD
Gay rights! Gay rights! Free 
Christopher Street from fear!

At the top of the steps, facing the crowd, stand several left 
wing looking personalities, Al Rakozi one of them. 

From the edge of the crowd, Shelley looks on with a scowl, a 
clinched jaw. She reaches into her purse, pulls out her 
camera, zooms in.

CLICK

SUPER: black & white STILL PHOTO of Al as he leaps for the 
microphone, acknowledging the wild cheering of the crowd with 
a wide grin and two raised fists.  

AL
Hey, you know what, gang?  

Shelley pulls out her tape recorder and turns it on. 

AL (CONT’D)
I hate prejudice. I hate black-
baiting, Jew-baiting, queer-
baiting, woman-hating. Yeah, I hate 
prejudice. I've known it all my 
life, one way or another. Right? 
And I been its victim, too.  But 
I'd be a liar if I didn't tell 
you... I mean, I used to be as bad 
as anyone else.

Unlike anyone else in the crowd, Shelley looks on with 
disdain as Al continues, exaggerating his Brooklyn accent for 
effect. 

AL (CONT’D)
See? When I grew up in this city, 
everybody had his own turf. Anyone 
who didn't belong, he stuck out 
like a sore thumb. You know?  

(MORE)
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Well, it was my bad luck to grow up 
Hunky in a neighborhood full of 
Wops, so you can imagine what 
happened to me when I started 
hangin’ on the street.  But, you 
know, my reaction was... I tried 
with all my heart to out-Wop the 
Wops.  And after a while, believe 
it or not, they let me hang with 
‘em. So when we'd spot some new kid 
on the block, someone who maybe 
didn't look like us, you know what 
we did?  We chased  him. We beat 
him. Hit him over the head with 
baseball bats.

CROWD
No!  No!  No!

AL
Yeah, yeah, we did.  And I wanna 
say to you now, gang, I’m sorry for 
what I did, for bein’ part of that 
mob, that beast of the city, takin’  
pleasure in hurting his fellow 
human beings just cuz they look or 
talk or act or make love a little 
bit different. You know what I 
mean?

CROWD
Yes! Yes! Yes!

Al’s voice gets low, breathy, intimate.

AL
And so I come here today, 
sincerely, to join hands with 
yours, and support our gay friends 
and neighbors in their quest for 
equal protection under the law.  

Al’s voice now rises and regains its former power.

AL (CONT’D)
And I come here today in anger, to 
ask why the poor ones, the weak 
ones, the different ones, how come 
they’re still the victims, two 
hundred years after the birth of 
this great rich nation, just like 
they always been?

AL (CONT’D)
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Cheering like mad, the crowd surges up to the platform when 
Al’s speech ends, and his bodyguards must use force to 
restrain them from carrying him away on their shoulders. 

Al struggles down through the throng, escorted by Jazeel and 
Mortie. Then he spots Shelley, and walks up to her.

AL  (CONT’D)
Hey. Long time no see, girl. 

SHELLEY
(nervously)

Yeah.

AL
Liked your story in the Star. 

SHELLEY
Thanks. 

AL
‘Cept for the bullshit that old 
faggot priest laid on you. 

SHELLEY
I don’t know. When he told me what 
you went through as a kid, it kind 
of...

Al grabs her by the arm, pulls her up close.

AL
Put things in perspective?

SHELLEY
(evading his eyes)

Maybe.

Still holding her by the arm, he guides her toward his 
waiting Streetlight van. She resists at first, but seems no 
match for his strength.

AL
So what’s the next installment?

SHELLEY
Haven’t written it yet. 

AL
How ‘bout an exclusive interview? 

SHELLEY
That’s what this is all about?
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AL
You still scared of me, Shell? 
After all this time?

SHELLEY
You damn right I am.

AL
Hey, we were just kids.

Shelley shakes her head in denial. 

AL (CONT’D)
Acting out. 

Al swings the van’s door open and drags her in after him. 

EXT. STREETLIGHT HEADQUARTERS - DAY

The van pulls up in front of Streetlight. Unlike most of the 
rest of New York, the sidewalks and gutters outside seem 
squeaky clean.

Al and Jazeel get out and guide Shelley toward the front 
gate. She looks as if she might jump out of her skin. 

INT. STREETLIGHT - DAY

They pass through a security check. A large hanging slogan 
above them says: ‘YOU ARE EITHER MOVING IN OR MOVING OUT - 
YOU CAN’T HAVE IT BOTH WAYS!’  

INT. AL’S OFFICE - DAY

Shelley and Al enter Al's office. He sits behind his desk, 
motions for her to sit across from him. She looks at him for 
permission, and when he nods she reaches into her bag to pull 
out her tape recorder and camera. 

AL
Okay, lemme see. Why don't we just 
start with me? Here, at 
Streetlight. 

SHELLEY
Uh... mind if I take a photo first?

AL
Hey, be my guest.

CLICK
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SUPER: black & white STILL PHOTO of Al with an incandescent 
grin, a photo that captures his warped yet powerful essence.

AL (CONT’D)
So it’s ten years ago. Coupla 
months after you run out on me. 

He motions for Shelley to switch on her tape recorder.

AL (CONT’D)
And old Siggy Schuller, the founder 
of Streetlight, he calls me in. ‘I 
got cancer,’ he says. ‘I’m on my 
way out. So here’s what I want you 
to do, Al. Inject some fresh blood 
into this place.’ 

Al winks at her.

AL (CONT’D)
So I comb the boroughs, find 
junkies no one else wants. The 
dregs of the earth. I lock ‘em in. 
Cold turkey. No phone calls. No 
visits. Shave their heads. Strip 
‘em of their identity, the root 
cause of their problem. Run 
constant attack therapy sessions on 
‘em. Root out their bad blood. And 
pretty soon we start to see some 
results... 

LATER

INT. AL’S OFFICE - EVENING

They still sit across from each other. Shelley - who seems to 
have regained her self-confidence - writes in her notebook.

SHELLEY
Now, there have been some... 
allegations recently. And I wonder 
if you'd like to respond to them, 
Al. People have come out of 
Streetlight accusing you of...

She consults her notes.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...’Repressive methods,' 'lock-step 
discipline,' 'mental torture.'
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She raises her head from her notes, but still avoids his 
eyes. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
And lately, they say, you seem to 
be getting worse. ‘Manifesting cult-
like behavior.’

Al laughs, slaps his desk with the flat of his hand.

AL
Guilty on all counts! Just what it 
takes to whip these fuckin’ junkies 
into shape. Believe me, I've tried 
everything else, and it's the only 
thing that works. They're animals 
when they come in here, Shell. You 
pussyfoot around with 'em, they're 
out on the street in a week, 
stickin’ dirty needles in their 
arms, whackin’ people to feed their 
habit.

Shelley lets her hand hover over the tape recorder, as if 
she’s about to turn it off. 

SHELLEY
Oh, one last thing, Al. 

Far more strength in her voice now, and a hint of sarcasm.  

AL
Sure.

SHELLEY
What do you think about the murder 
of your wife, Galina?

Al shakes his head as if he’s just been slapped across the 
face. Leaps up from behind his desk, knocking over the chair 
behind him

AL
Huh? What did you say?

Shelley takes a deep breath, as if preparing herself for a 
danger that she must face head-on. 

SHELLEY
The police in Puerto Rico found 
prints of your old friend Ray 
Pagano, and your secretary, Towanda 
Miller, at the crime scene. Then 
Towanda turned up dead. 

(MORE)
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There's also a 'Tina Tyler.’ An old 
friend of Galina's. She's 
disappeared as well. Got any 
theories? 

Bug-eyed, breathing hard, furious, Al leaps around his desk, 
jerks her out of her chair. 

AL
The fuck is this, bitch? Somethin’ 
personal?

SHELLEY
I'm a reporter, Al, and you're 
news. I'm only interested in the 
facts.

Al leans in closer to her, but she darts her eyes about to 
avoid his hypnotic gaze.

AL
Facts. Oh yeah. They’re important. 
I mean, you and me, we were really 
somethin’ once. 

He lowers his voice to a menacing whisper.

AL (CONT’D)
Old Ray? He joined in too, 
sometimes. Remember?

He snickers. 

AL (CONT’D)
Understand what I’m sayin’?

He picks up Shelley’s tape recorder, slams it to the floor, 
BAM, and it breaks into pieces.

AL (CONT’D)
Whoops. Sorry about that.

INT. BRIDGE CAFE, DOWNTOWN NEW YORK - DAY

Served by Nicasio, Ben and Shelley sit at their regular 
table, engrossed in conversation. 

SHELLEY
How about letting me interview 
Richard Burton? I did once before. 
And I hear he’s in town. 

SHELLEY (CONT'D)
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BEN
The fuck are you talkin’ about? 
This Streetlight story’s got legs. 
Oomph. And you wanna interview that 
old has-been?

SHELLEY
Ben, I’m having second thoughts.

His mouth hangs open, his nose crinkles up.

BEN
Huh? 

SHELLEY
You don’t know how... how 
manipulative, controlling, how evil 
that man Al Rakozi can be.

BEN
Thought you said he was nothin’ to 
you.

SHELLEY
I was desperate for a job. Just 
didn’t think it through.

BEN
So ‘fess the fuck up.

Shelley zones out, an expression of fear and revulsion on her 
face.

FLASHBACK - IN/EX. AL’S APARTMENT - MORNING

Young Shelley lies stoned beside sleeping Al on his filthy, 
sopping bathroom floor. 

Scratched and bleeding, covered with love bites, she rises 
like a ghost from his body, peers into his cracked medicine 
cabinet mirror.

Big-eyed, shocked by her battered image in the mirror, she 
picks up his can of shaving cream and sprays these words into 
the mirror: “BEYOND ECSTASY? ONLY DEATH.”

In the living room, she grabs a male jacket off a peg, wraps 
it around her naked body, opens the front door, and staggers 
out barefoot.

The old lady across the hall stands in her doorway, a trash 
pail in her hand, big-eyed in shock at Shelley’s appearance. 
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Head tilted, eyes half-shut, Shelley beams a stoney grin at 
her, and stumbles down the hall toward the stairs.

END FLASHBACK

INT. BRIDGE CAFE, DOWNTOWN NEW YORK - DAY

Ben and Shelley still sit across from each other. Ben’s voice 
fades in.

BEN
Hey Shelley.

He snaps a finger in her face.

BEN (CONT’D)
Shell! Are you with me?

She shakes her head, hard, comes to.

SHELLEY
So lucky.

He aims a puzzled look at her.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
To get away... when I did. 
Otherwise...

BEN
The fuck that guy do to you?

She shrugs, distraught.

BEN (CONT’D)
Come on!

SHELLEY
He took...

BEN
What? What?

SHELLEY
He took my mind, Ben. 

He reaches across the desk, grabs her hands.

BEN
Stop it! Stop it now.
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SHELLEY
(shuddering)

He took my body... My blood... My 
soul! 

BEN
Listen!

He shakes her hands in his, bangs them on his desk, stares 
into her eyes, fierce.

BEN (CONT’D)
All the more reason to bring the 
bastard down. Down!

She shakes her head. Then takes a long, deep breath, as if to 
buck herself up. Shuts her eyes, and nods in resolution.

SHELLEY
He bashed my tape recorder on the 
floor. Lucky I always have--

She smiles, pulls a tiny tape recorder from her skirt’s waist 
band.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...Backup.

Ben laughs, slams the table. 

BEN
That’s my girl!

INT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shelley sits at the kitchen counter. Del stands by a window, 
looking down into the street.

DEL
Come here a second.

She approaches and stands beside him at the window.

DEL (CONT’D)
See that guy? 

He points down into the street where a large, buff, bald 
white man stands alone. 

DEL (CONT’D)
Been out there for hours. You know 
him?
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Shelley cranes her neck to look.

SHELLEY
Oh! That’s Mortie, I think.

DEL
Mortie?

SHELLEY
One of Al’s bodyguards.

DEL
The fuck’s he doing out there? 

SHELLEY
Figure it out.

DEL
So why don’t I run down there... 
tell him to buzz off?

SHELLEY
Hey, you don’t have to play that 
game with me, Del.

DEL
What game?

SHELLEY
You know. The macho, Special Ops 
dude? And you’re already in enough 
trouble as it is. 

DEL
Naw, listen. Lemme just try this, 
okay?

Del heads for the door. 

SHELLEY
Stop, wait!

She runs after him, grabs him by the arm.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Listen. It’s only a matter of time 
before we have to face this kind of 
crap again. So why don’t I put an 
end to it, right this minute?

DEL
(sarcastic)

Sounds good. How you gonna do that?
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SHELLEY 
Just watch me.

Shelley picks up the phone and dials. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Ben, me and my witness? We’re in a 
world of shit here. Huh? Yeah. Al 
and his gang. Listen. You still got 
that place in the Bronx? Where you 
used to park informants? Great. And 
can you send Mickey over to pick us 
up? 

She slams the phone down and dials again while Del looks on,  
mystified. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Western Union? Yes, I’d like to 
send a telegram. The address is Al 
Rakozi, Streetlight Foundation, 433 
West 94th Street, New York, New 
York...

EXT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Shelley and Del exit her apartment building with her bags and 
jump into the back seat of a Pontiac Trans Am with Mickey 
behind the wheel. 

INT. MICKEY’S CAR

Mickey burns rubber around the corner onto 6th Avenue with 
Mortie right on his tail in a white Streetlight van. 

SHELLEY
Thanks Mickey. 

Mickey thumbs at Del.

MICKEY
(jealous)

Who’s your friend?

SHELLEY
Uh, this is Bob Smith. Works with 
me at the Star.

Mickey screeches onto Houston Street, heading east.

MICKEY
You sure about that?
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SHELLEY
What do you mean?

MICKEY
You think I didn’t see his fuckin’ 
mug shot?

Mickey turns back to look at her. His tires squeal and he 
almost loses control when he turns left onto 1st Avenue. 

DEL
Hi, I’m Del Jones. 

MICKEY
You may be innocent of the murder 
charge, man, but you’re still a 
fuckin’ deserter in my book.

Mickey skids right onto East 34th Street with Mortie still on 
his tail. 

DEL
So what’re gonna do? Arrest me?

MICKEY
I’d have your ass... if I was still 
on the Job. 

He turns back to glare at Del and almost loses control again 
when he swings out onto FDR Drive. 

MICKEY (CONT’D)
But now I work for her. 

DEL
( belligerent)

Don’t let that stop you. 

SHELLEY
Hey machos, can we leave this for 
later? I mean...

She casts a significant glance at Mortie, who’s beside them 
now on the four lane highway, grinning like a maniac.

Mickey flips him the finger. Mortie flips him one back.

Mickey swings over and bangs into Mortie’s van from the left, 
forcing him to continue ahead on FDR Drive.

Meanwhile Mickey peels off onto the off-ramp leading to East 
42nd Street, makes a quick right at the United Nations 
Building, and wails through the 1st Avenue tunnel at 90 per.
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MICKEY
Lost the motherfucker. 

DEL
Sure about that?

Mickey checks his mirror and sees Mortie swing in behind him 
off 49th Street.

MICKEY
Shit!

Left on East 59th Street. Right on 2nd Avenue. Up the 
Queensboro Bridge on-ramp.

Mortie pulls up alongside them, smacks them in the side, and 
forces them into the left lane full of incoming traffic.

After two near misses, a sideswipe, and a near tip-over, 
Mickey manages to skid the car around and head the other way, 
losing Mortie in traffic. 

EXT. THE BRONX - NIGHT

Mickey drives through the funky streets of the Bronx. 

Shelley points her camera out the window, snapping photos. 

MONTAGE - BLACK & WHITE PHOTOS

Old white man sits atop a wrecked car in a beach chair, 
smoking a pipe. 

Decrepit church with signs outside. "Dope is Death." "Only 
Jesus Saves." 

A fat black man, half naked, peers out of the second story 
window of a burnt-out brownstone into a street cluttered with 
huge piles of uncollected garbage.

EXT. SHELLEY’S SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Mickey pulls up at an unkept old apartment building at the 
corner of Willis Avenue and 138th Street in the Mott Haven 
neighborhood of the South Bronx.  

Shelley and Del get out of the car.

While Del removes the luggage from the trunk, Shelley steps 
up to Mickey’s window. 

70.



SHELLEY
Thanks Mickey.

MICKEY
(resentful)

All part of the job. 

SHELLEY
(low voiced)

You’re not gonna hold anything 
against me, are you? I mean, hey. 
You and me? It was only once. We 
were totally wasted. And how many 
years ago? Come on. You with me on 
this or not?

MICKEY
(shaking his head)

What other choice I got?

He slips the car into gear and drives away, leaving her 
standing on the sidewalk, with Del looking down on her from 
the stoop beside a pile of luggage.

INT. STREETLIGHT BOARD ROOM - DAY

Another board meeting. All twelve members present. 

A sexy Puerto Rican executive assistant named MIA (23) has 
replaced Towanda Miller. As a sign of her loyalty, she 
displays a love bite on her neck. 

Al sits at the round table with Mia and Ray. 

Mortie stands by the door with Jazeel. 

AL
Awright, Mia, what’s first on the 
agenda?

MIA
Okay, your ceremony with the mayor 
is in only four days, so we have to 
start...

Chief Inspector Ron Feldman raises his hand, stopping Mia in 
mid-sentence. Al points at him and nods his okay.

INSPECTOR FELDMAN
I don't like to start off the day 
with bad news, Boss. 

(MORE)
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But we haven’t been able to trace 
the whereabouts of that reporter, 
Shelley Berne, or her negro 
boyfriend, the fugitive Navy man 
yet. 

Al looks pissed now. His eyes dart about the room from one 
Board member to the other, as if one of them may be at fault. 
Which sets them all to fidgeting in their chairs. 

AL
Nothin’? No leads at all?

INSPECTOR FELDMAN
We’ve got it narrowed down to the 
Mott Haven neighborhood in the 
South Bronx, but--

AL
Ron? No more excuses. Okay? 

He turns his attention to the rest of the Board members.

AL (CONT’D)
Meanwhile, the rest of you. Hullo? 
Who's got juice with the STAR? 
Let's put this shit to rest. 

INT. AL’S OFFICE - DAY

Al sits at his desk. Ray and Mia stand before him.

MIA
Anything else, Boss?

AL 
No, thanks. Can you leave us alone 
now, sweetheart? 

He winks at her.

AL (CONT’D)
See you later. Ray and me, we gotta 
hash somethin’ out here.

Al waits till Mia shuts the door, and wheels on Ray.

AL (CONT’D)
Know what I got today?

Ray shakes his head.

INSPECTOR FELDMAN (CONT'D)
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AL (CONT’D)
A telegram.

RAY
Who from?

AL
Someone at One Police Plaza. And 
you know what he says?

RAY
Uh-uh.

AL
Says our man Mortie’s talking to 
the Feds. Tryin’ to cop a plea.

RAY
You don’t believe that shit, do 
you?

AL
I don’t know what to believe 
anymore. 

RAY
Come on, Boss. You got enemies 
comin’ outta the woodwork. 

AL
Hey. You know Mortie’s mouth. And 
it’s kinda suspicious, you know? 
The best driver we got? He loses 
that cunt and we ain’t found her 
yet? Now we got some more shit to 
clean up.

RAY
What?

AL
You know what.

RAY
Jesus, when is this shit gonna 
stop? You gettin’ paranoid or 
somethin’? I mean, Mortie’s been 
with us since we was...

AL
I don't give a fuck how long 
he’s... Now tell me where you got 
it.
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RAY
Got what?

AL
Come on, man, you know what. 

He shapes his hand as a pistol.

AL (CONT’D)
I want it.

RAY
The fuck for?

AL
Gonna waste that motherfucker 
myself.

At this point Ray smells a rat, and it shows on his face.

RAY
You never been into guns, Al. 
Always had someone else handle that 
end. Now all of a sudden you...

Al gets right up in Ray’s face. Grabs him by the shoulders. 
Glares at him with his hypnotizing orbs. Ray’s eyes go flat 
and blank.

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING, MOTT HAVEN, SOUTH BRONX - NIGHT

Shelley gets out of a taxi at Willis Avenue and 138th Street. 
Looks back and forth, up and down the street, searching for a 
tail. 

EXT. 138TH STREET

Far down the block, unbeknownst to Shelley, a pair of 
detectives in an unmarked car look on with binoculars, and 
give each other five when they recognize her. 

INT. SAFE HOUSE - NIGHT

Shelley steps in the front door, enters her new bedroom, 
discovers Del seated at her desk, poring over her journals 
and notes.  

SHELLEY 
Hey! The fuck you think you’re 
doing?
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Startled, he turns, leaps out of the swivel chair.

DEL
Oh! Shelley! I... I was just--

SHELLEY
Going through my things?

DEL 
Uh--

SHELLEY
How fucking dare you!

DEL
Sorry, I--

SHELLEY
So tell me.

DEL
What?

They begin to circle about each other like boxers in the 
ring. 

SHELLEY
Find anything interesting in my 
journals? 

Del moves to the window. Shelley steps up, turns him around 
him to face her.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Like what, for instance?

An expression of anguish crosses her face.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
The beating? The bondage? The blood-
sucking? The two and three at a 
time?

Shelley starts to sob. Del grabs her. Pushes her down on the 
bed. Leans his head against hers.

DEL
Hey, you think I haven’t been into 
some bad shit in my life? 

Shelley slaps his arms off her shoulders.
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SHELLEY
(sneering)

Listen, what do you want from me, 
Del? What? 

DEL
I want... everything.

SHELLEY
Sorry. I mean, if you're up for a 
few nights of fun and games, fine.  
Otherwise, really, let’s just say 
fuck it.

Del wheels and heads for the door.

DEL 
Okay, fuck it.

Shelley runs after him, presses herself against his back.

SHELLEY
Wait, wait.

DEL
What?

SHELLEY
I didn't mean it.

She takes him by the hand and leads him toward her bed. 

INT. SHELLEY’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Shelley and Del lie enfolded on the bed. A loud knock at the 
front door.

POLICE
Police, open up!

SHELLEY 
Hurry, Del. I'll try to stall ‘em. 

Del throws on his clothes, crawls through a window. 

Shelley puts on a robe, makes her way toward the front door. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Who is it?  

POLICE
Police, open up.
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SHELLEY
Just a moment!  I’m not dressed 
yet.

EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - MORNING

Banging down the metal stairway, Del glances up, sees a BLACK 
COP lean over the railing and aim a snub-nosed .38 at him. 

BLACK COP
Freeze, freeze!

INT. CORRIDOR - MORNING

Del dives back into the building through a window that opens 
onto a corridor. A bullet pings against the wall behind him 
and whines off into the distance. He sprints for the stairs.

INT. EXIT STAIRS AND BASEMENT - MORNING

Hurtling through an exit door, Del runs head first into a 
WHITE COP. Sends him head over heels down the stairs with his 
pistol hand banging off the wall.  

The gun goes off. A chip flies off the wall just above Del's 
head and a bullet ricochets up the stairwell. 

The cop ends up on the third floor landing, unconscious. Del 
leaps over him, bounds down the stairs to the basement.

EXT. BACKYARD - MORNING

He bursts out the rear door. Hits the garden wall running. 
Scampers up. About to leap over, he hears a noise above him 
on the fire escape.

LATINO COP
Stop, stop or I’ll shoot!

Del rolls over the wall. BANG. A bullet plows into the brick 
beneath his shoe. 

EXT. OTHER SIDE OF WALL - MORNING

Landing stiff-legged in the back garden of a three story 
townhouse, he confronts a little old WHITE LADY (75) in a 
straw hat and a gardening smock, poised on her knees over her 
flowers. 
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Petrified, she stares up at Del, her mouth like an “O”.  

Behind her, an open kitchen door.  

I/E. OLD LADY’S HOUSE - MORNING

Del rushes past her into the kitchen, through the dining room 
and living room, out the front door. 

IN/EX. STREETLIGHT VAN - NIGHT

Al, Ray and Mortie get into a Streetlight van and drive out 
of Manhattan, past the Bronx, onto the Saw Mill River 
Parkway, up the Taconic State Parkway.  

LATER

IN/EX. STREETLIGHT VAN - NIGHT

Al drives, keeps to the speed limit, but Mortie gets fidgety 
as the journey progresses. 

MORTIE
Where we goin', Boss? Where we 
headed? What's the deal?

AL
(soothing)

Hey, don’t worry, Mortie. You’ll 
find out when we get there.

Ray keeps his own counsel, but glances over at Al from time 
to time, wary.  

Al exits at a sign that says COLD SPRING and heads into a 
forested mountain area. Pulls off onto a rough dirt road in 
the woods. Drives way up to the end, his headlights bouncing 
off the trees. 

He switches off the lights and everything goes all eerie 
white, with the moon showing through wispy low clouds that 
cling to the tips of the tallest pines. 

MORTIE
What's goin' on, guys? What's the 
deal?

Al turns to face Mortie, beaming his most powerful, 
bedazzling gaze upon him. 
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AL
Come on, man. Come on, get out of 
the car now.

Sleepy-eyed, hypnotized, Mortie obeys without question. 

EXT. DEEP WOODS - NIGHT

Illuminated by the van’s headlights, Al motions for him to 
sit on a fallen log.

AL
Sit here, man. Got somethin’ to 
show you.

And then while the big, bald stupid-looking dude looks up at 
him, helpless as a kitten, Al pulls out Ray’s pistol. 

Mortie’s eyes go wide. BAP. His face lights up. A hole 
appears between his eyes. He falls off the log backward, and 
Al steps over to check his pulse.

AL (CONT’D)
Dead before he hit the ground. 
Lemme just give him a goodbye kiss.

Al kneels beside Mortie’s corpse, bites into his neck, and 
sucks. 

LATER

EXT. DEEP WOODS - NIGHT

They get a couple of shovels out of the back of the van and 
start digging, but Ray keeps flashing suspicious glances at 
Al, watching his every move. 

They roll Mortie into the shallow grave. 

Ray starts to fill it in.

Al pulls out the pistol and aims it at his old bro, shaking 
his head, regretful.

AL
Know what else that telegram said?

Ray looks up and shakes his head.

AL (CONT’D)
Said you been dealin’ with the 
devil, too. 
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RAY
(scoffing)

You believe that shit? You need to 
see a fuckin’ shrink, Al. 

Al sniffs, tears up. 

AL
And we been pals since...

Al fires the gun. 

BAP. Ray loses a big piece of his ear, but he pays it no 
mind, whirls on Al and swings the shovel with all his might. 

Al’s mouth and nose disappear in a spray of blood and he 
falls into the shallow grave atop Mortie. 

Ray stands over him, pauses to gather his breath. 

Then Al sits back up with the pistol in his hand, his face 
smashed in, teeth broken.

AL (CONT’D)
(spitting blood)

You... you’d do this to me? 

Al fires again at Ray but misses.

Straddling the grave, Ray grunts, brings the flat of the 
spade down on Al’s head with all his might, once, twice, 
three times. Till Al appears dead.

Ray drops the shovel, reaches down, grabs the gun from Al’s 
limp hand, aims it in his face, and seems about to give him a 
coup de grace when the sound of a pickup truck rumbling up 
the dirt road intrudes upon his attention.

He pockets the pistol, scoops up the shovel, and runs off 
into the woods.

A couple of FOREST RANGERS pull up beside the Streetlight van 
in a cloud of moon dust, turn a spotlight on the scene, and 
climb out with flashlights in their hands. 

FIRST RANGER
Told you somethin’ funny was goin’ 
on.

SECOND RANGER
Yup. You’re the man.

They search the area and find the grave. While Second Ranger 
lights the scene, First Ranger lowers himself into the grave. 
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FIRST RANGER
Got a pulse here. 

At the edge of the woods, Ray confirms that the rangers’ 
attention is fixed on Al. Then creeps over to the Streetlight 
van, cracks the door, slides the shovel in, and slips in 
after it.

The rangers look on in astonishment when the truck cranks up,  
speeds off down the road in reverse, and whips around in a 
cloud of dust.

INT. BEN’S OFFICE, NEW YORK STAR - DAY

Ben and Shelley talk across his desk.

BEN
Now listen, Shell. 

SHELLEY
What?

BEN
Don’t want you writin’ another word 
on this story till you got iron-
clad documentation, and our lawyers 
go over it with a fine tooth comb.

SHELLEY
You are fucking kidding me, Ben.

He shakes his head.

BEN
The publisher’s sister-in-law? 
Turns out she’s a Streetlight board 
member. 

The door flies open and Mickey bursts into the room. 

MICKEY
Awright, you ready for this?

They turn and look up in surprise at his excited face.

MICKEY (CONT’D)
Someone bashed Al Rakozi’s head in.

SHELLEY
No.
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MICKEY
He’s on life support at Cold Spring 
Hospital. Not expected to live. 

SHELLEY
Holy shit!

BEN
How you know all that, man?

MICKEY
Hey. I still got friends on the 
Job. You know?

SHELLEY
You told me the shit was gonna hit 
the fan, Mick, but-- 

She shakes her head. 

MICKEY
Maybe Ray fought back. You thought 
of that?

EXT. COLD SPRING HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Mickey lets Shelley off in the Cold Spring Hospital parking 
lot. Dressed in a nursing uniform, with a Red Cross bag over 
her shoulder, she scouts the premises. A small hospital, it 
seems to have but a few wards and rooms.

Security police stand at the front entrance and service 
entrance, and one of them regards her with suspicion, but 
loses him and jimmies a door open on the loading dock out 
back.

INT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT

Inside, Shelley notices that all staff members wear a plastic 
ID card. So she grabs up a clipboard that happens to be lying 
on a table and presses it to her breast.

With an intent expression on her face, as if preoccupied by 
some important duty, she strides down the corridor. Several 
of the staff do double-takes when they see her, but no one 
presumes to challenge her. 

Shelley finds Al Rakozi's name and health chart hanging on 
the door outside Room A-15. Grabbing the health chart, she 
slaps it on her clipboard and steps inside as if she has 
every reason to do so. 
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INT. AL’S HOSPITAL ROOM - NIGHT

Inside the room, she flattens herself against the wall, wide-
eyed, breathing hard, eyes darting. Then pulls her camera 
out, aims it at Al.

FLASH

Black & white STILL PHOTO: The patient, his head and much of 
his face swathed in bandages, his eyes blackened and puffed 
shut, lies on the room's only bed, his arm hooked up to an IV 
unit.  

The flash wakes Al from his sleep. He licks his battered 
mouth, opens one swollen eye just a crack.

Shelley slips the camera back in her bag, pulls out her tape 
recorder, tip-toes up to Al’s bed, touches his shoulder.

SHELLEY
Who did this to you, Al?  Who did 
it?

AL
Pa... Pa...

SHELLEY
Pagano? Ray? He fought back? Is 
that what happened?  

AL
...Fuckin' Ray...

SHELLEY
So he turned on you, huh?

AL
...Turned on me...

SHELLEY
Then what?

Al starts to cry.

AL 
Why, Galina, why?

SHELLEY
You loved her, right? But you had 
Ray kill her.

AL
...Killed her...
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SHELLEY
What for?

From just outside the door comes the sound of voices engaged 
in easy-going, laughing conversation.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
What for, Al?

Al focuses on Shelley, appears to recognize her. 

AL 
(sincere)

Hey, what you got against me, 
Shell? I mean... all I did was show 
you who you really are. You know?

SHELLEY 
(just as sincere)

We’re two of a kind, Al. I’m your 
worst nightmare. And you’re mine.

The door swings open, revealing a young East Indian doctor 
and an older white nurse with dyed blond hair.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Patient's looking much, much 
better. At this rate, he'll be out 
in no time.

Smiling, cheerful, Shelley sweeps past the astonished pair 
and out the door with her clipboard clasped to her breast. 

SUPER: BLACK & WHITE NEWS PHOTO of Al swathed in bandages, 
and a headline: ‘AL RAKOZI OF STREETLIGHT SURVIVES MURDER 
ATTEMPT. Exclusive story by Star reporter Shelley Berne.’

EXT. TOWANDA’S GARDEN - DAY

Dawn. Del lies asleep on the lounge chair in Towanda’s garden 
when someone wraps an electrical cord around his neck. His 
eyes pop open, and there above him stands Ray, with a bandage 
on what’s left of his ear.

RAY
Looked all over town for you, man. 
Then I thought, ‘Hey, where’s the 
last place the pigs’d look?’

Del tries to get up, but Ray tightens his grip.
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RAY (CONT’D)
Easy down, Sailor Man. Let’s call a 
truce here. Awright?

DEL
(choking)

Wha... what’re... you talkin’ 
about?

RAY
Mutual benefit.  

DEL
Fuck... Fuck off!

RAY
Hey, hey! What if I found a safe 
spot to stash your ass till all 
this shit blows over? What if I 
could do that? Huh?

INT. SHELLEY’S BEDROOM, SOUTH BRONX - NIGHT

In bed, Shelley hears footsteps on the fire escape outside, 
and looks up to find Del peering at her through the window. 

SHELLEY
Hey! 

She rolls out of bed, slips the latch, heaves the window up, 
lets him in.

INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE SHELLEY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

A SECURITY MAN knocks at her bedroom door.

SECURITY MAN
You alright in there, Ms. Berne?

SHELLEY
I’m fine. 

SECURITY MAN
You sure about that?

SHELLEY
Relax!

INT. SHELLEY’S BEDROOM

The security man’s footsteps recede down the hallway.
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DEL
(whispering)

Who’s that?

SHELLEY
I got twenty-four hour security 
now. The Star’s paying for it.

Del nods his approval.

DEL 
So listen. Guess who I just had a 
chat with.

SHELLEY
I give up.

DEL
Ray Pagano.

SHELLEY
No.

DEL
He wants to offer you exclusive 
rights to his confession. Only one 
thing you have to do in return.

Shelley sniffs, shakes her head, looks skeptical.

SHELLEY
Oh yeah?

DEL
Get the Star’s lawyers to talk to 
the Feds for him. Some kind of deal 
in return for his testimony.

She draws in her breath. Thinks for a second.

SHELLEY
Okay. I’ll work on it.

She looks him over.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
But what about you? What’re you 
gonna do?

DEL
Me?

He laughs, sardonic. 
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DEL (CONT’D)
I’m gonna turn myself into 
Streetlight.

SHELLEY
(shocked)

What? Are you fucking crazy? 

DEL
Hey, my ship’s already sailed. 
Where else am I gonna go? 

Shelley sniffs and shakes her head. 

DEL (CONT’D)
Think about it, babe. Nobody knows 
me there. The pigs never go near 
the place. 

She waves him off. 

DEL (CONT’D)
And what about this? You could use 
an inside source, right? 

Shelley reflects for a moment, then brightens up.

SHELLEY
All right, against all my better 
instincts. But I  have two 
conditions.

DEL
What?

SHELLEY
Put me down as next of kin, so I 
can phone you, check up on you in 
there.

DEL
Okay. And?

SHELLEY
(smiling)

Play your flute for me one last 
time before you go.

The screen goes dark to the haunting melody of Bach’s ‘Flute 
Sonata in A Minor.’

SUPER: THREE MONTHS LATER.
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INT. NEW YORK STAR, NEWSROOM - DAY

Seated in her cubicle, Shelley dials her phone.

SHELLEY
Hello? Streetlight?  This is Mrs. 
Carla Lemoyne. My son, James 
Lemoyne, is one of your patients 
and I have to speak to him. It’s a 
family emergency. What? Yes, 
there’s been a death in the family. 
His father. Thank you.

Holding the phone, Shelley awaits a response.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Pardon me?  What do you mean he 
won’t talk to me? I’m his mother!

She shakes the phone in her hand, furious.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Hello?  Hello?

INT. BEN’S OFFICE - DAY

Shelley barges in without knocking.

SHELLEY
Del won't talk to me, Ben. You 
think he's under some kind of 
duress?  

He shrugs his shoulders.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Shouldn't we try to get a court 
order? Bring him out of there?

BEN
Court order's gonna take time, hon. 
And that’s just gonna make things 
worse for him.

Ben turns in his swivel chair to point out his picture 
window, into the teeming metropolis below.  

BEN (CONT’D)
Hey, you wanna help that boy? Get 
back on this story. You go at it 
hard enough, the walls gonna come 
tumblin’ down around him. 
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INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE BUKOV APARTMENT - DAY

Shelley finds Mrs. Bukov standing in the doorway to her 
apartment, dressed in a faded housecoat.  

SHELLEY
Sorry I took so long to check in on 
you, Mrs. Bukov, but--

MRS. BUKOV
I been readin’ your stories in the 
paper.

SHELLEY
If there's anything I can do--

MRS. BUKOV
Nail that Al Rakozi for me, and 
I’ll die happy.  

Shelley smiles, gives Mrs. Bukov’s hand a last squeeze, and 
starts for the elevator. Halfway there, she spins around. 

SHELLEY
Say, I wonder. You know, Galina's 
friend Tina Tyler? I've never been 
able to get in touch with her.

MRS. BUKOV
Yeah, I figured. Didn't read about 
her in the Star.

Mrs. Bukov touches her on the arm.

MRS. BUKOV (CONT’D)
Listen, Tina used to have this 
fiance, Vinnie Bondell?  Another 
damn junky. Died of an overdose a 
few years back. But she's stayed 
close to his mother in Queens. I do 
know that.

EXT. NEW YORK CITY - EVENING

Mickey’s car speeds over the Triboro Bridge and onto Grand 
Central Parkway. As they roll off onto Ditmars Boulevard, 
Mickey turns to Shelley.

MICKEY
Two cars back? There's a white Ford 
van. Like one of those they drive 
at Streetlight. Been on our tail 
for a while.  
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Shelley turns to look.

SHELLEY  
I don't know. Can't get a look at 
his side panel.

Just as they turn off Ditmars Boulevard onto 94th Street, the 
van pulls over to the curb and stops.  

MICKEY
I tell you what. Let's just go 
around and have another look.

They take a run around the block, but by then the van has 
disappeared. 

EXT. CAYUGA AVENUE - EVENING

They pull up in front of a bungalow on Cayuga Avenue, right 
under the flight pattern for La Guardia Airport. 

Shelley gets out of the car, goes up the steps and leans on 
the doorbell, but no one answers. She gets back in the car, 
and they settle in for a wait.  

LATER

EXT. CAYUGA AVENUE - NIGHT

As a huge, screaming airliner comes in for a landing 
overhead, Shelley points in the rearview mirror.

Mickey looks up to see big fat lady named MRS. BONDELL (67), 
in a pink pedal-pusher outfit, and a slight, pretty woman 
named TINA TYLER (23), in shorts and a tank-top, walking up 
the sidewalk carrying supermarket bags.

SHELLEY
I think that’s them.

EXT. BUNGALOW - NIGHT

When the two ladies turn in at the gate to MRS. BONDELL’s 
well-lit bungalow, Shelley steps out of the car.

SHELLEY
Tina!

Tina stops, whips her long neck around to fix upon her 
interlocutor, then whirls to bound away, but Shelley is on 
her in an instant. 
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SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Tina, Tina, I'm so glad to see you! 

Shelley pauses to take a breath.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
I was wondering if you’d mind 
talking about Galina Bukov. 

TINA
Who’re you?

SHELLEY
Shelley Berne.

TINA
Galina's dead.

Tina turns and heads for the house, but Shelley pursues her.

SHELLEY 
What I'm trying to do, I'm trying 
to get to the bottom of that. 

TINA
What for?

SHELLEY
Listen, I work for the New York 
Star. But I swear to keep your 
whereabouts an absolute secret.

TINA
Get away from me! 

SHELLEY
You could help me put that bastard 
Al Rakozi away for good.

MRS. BONDELL
(taking Tina’s hand)

She already got you, hon. Might as 
well...

Tina hesitates, then sighs and proceeds up the front steps.  

MRS. BONDELL (CONT’D)
I'm Rose. Come on in, honey. I read 
your stories in the Star.
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INT. MRS. BONDELL’S BUNGALOW - NIGHT

Shelley sits with Mrs. Bondell and Tina in the living room, 
sipping iced tea. Her tape recorder lies on the coffee table 
before them.

TINA
Galina was my best friend in high 
school. We got into drugs. And a 
couple of years later? We were both 
strung out, dancing topless, 
turning tricks on the side to feed 
our habits.

Mrs. Bondell groans and reaches out to stroke Tina's long, 
limp, bird-boned hand.  

TINA (CONT’D)
Ended up in Streetlight. Galina met 
Al there, and they got married. But 
he was into some really... really 
kinky shit, and...

Tina pauses, tightens up. 

TINA (CONT’D)
When it got to be too much? She 
raided his safe and skipped town 
with this hot Puerto Rican dude 
named Bobby O. Next thing I heard, 
they were dead. 

SHELLEY
You know how it happened?

TINA
Our friend Towanda came to see me. 
Said she had to get something off 
her chest. She saw Ray kill them, 
she said. 

She sniffles, starts to sob. 

TINA (CONT’D)
Then... a few days later... She was 
dead, too.

SHELLEY
Why was she there, in Puerto Rico, 
with Ray?
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TINA
She’s better with people than Ray. 
I guess Al figured if anyone could 
get his money back, it was her.

SHELLEY
Okay, one more thing, Tina. Why'd 
you decide to go into hiding?

TINA
I know the way Al thinks. Any 
friend of Galina’s? Dead meat. 

INT. BEN’S OFFICE - NEW YORK STAR - DAY

Shelley and Mickey sit across from Ben at his desk. A copy of 
today’s New York Star lies between them: 

‘STREETLIGHT, DYSTOPIA ON THE HUDSON. Fourth in a Series by 
Star reporter Shelley Berne.’ 

BEN
Wanna hear some more good news? 
Mayor just nixed that award for Al 
Rakozi. Called off the ceremony.

SHELLEY
Doesn’t that seem kind of anti-
climactic now? After everything 
that’s-- 

A young REPORTER bursts into the office without knocking. 

REPORTER
(excitedly)

Turn on your monitor, Boss. Turn it 
on now!

Ben switches on the monitor, and he and his two guests look 
up in horror as Tina Tyler, wrapped in a shroud of oily 
seaweed, gets fished out of Jamaica Bay. 

TELEVISION ANNOUNCER
The cause of Tina Tyler's death is 
still unknown. Ms. Tyler's 
landlady, Mrs. Rose Bondell, has 
disappeared as well, and the police 
suspect foul play.

Shelley raises her head, presses her curled fists to her 
temples, and shrieks so loud that she turns heads throughout 
the newsroom.
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SHELLEY 
How’d he do that?  How’d he do it?  
He’s in the hospital, for Christ’s 
sake! How’d he fucking do it?  

She rises to her feet, moves her eyes from Ben to Mickey and 
back again. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Nothing, nothing I ever do, will 
make up for what I did to those two 
poor innocent women. Nothing.

Mickey gets up, tries to pat her on the shoulder, but she 
flicks his hand away.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
What I have to do now... find some 
way to... not make up for it, I can 
never do that, never. 

She breaks down in tears.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
But the least I can do... Mickey, 
help me find a way to...

Shelley struggles to speak. 

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
...To get Del out of that place.

Mickey shakes his head, raises his hands to indicate a 
feeling of helplessness. 

Ben gets up, steps around his desk, huddles with them.

BEN
Listen. I got an idea. Mickey, you 
still got that pal in the FBI?

INT. RAY’S SUBURBAN SAFE HOUSE, PIERMONT, NY - DAY

Ray sits at a dining room table facing two FBI men, young 
AGENT FLYNN and middle-aged AGENT BRYAN. A large tape 
recorder lies on the table between them. 

Out the window behind them: a backyard with a lawn, a hedge, 
some elm trees. 

AGENT BRYAN
So Ray, tell me, why’d Al take you  
out to Synanon back in ‘61?
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Ray is about to answer when the phone rings. Agent Flynn 
turns off the tape recorder. Agent Smith rises, crosses the 
room and picks it up. 

AGENT BRYAN (CONT’D)
Yeah? You sure? Okay.

He steps over and hands the phone to Ray.

RAY
Hello? Yeah.

Ray listens for a moment.

RAY (CONT’D)
(resentful)

Okay, so I owe you one, Shelley. 
What name does he go by?

He listens again. 

RAY (CONT’D)
Awright, awright. I’ll think about 
it. But gettin’ someone outta that 
place? It ain’t easy, you know?

Ray hangs up, turns to Agent Bryan.

AGENT BRYAN
You gonna do it?

RAY
I doubt it.  

AGENT BRYAN 
Why should you?

AGENT FLYNN
I mean, what is he? A fuckin’ 
coward? A deserter?

AGENT BRYAN
Tell you what, Ray. How ‘bout this? 
Kill two birds with one stone. 

RAY
Huh?

AGENT BRYAN
Let out just enough, and that crazy 
sonbitch, Rakozi? He’ll tear the 
place down lookin’ for the 
apostate.
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RAY
‘Apostate?’ The fuck’s that mean?

INT. STREETLIGHT ARMORY - DAY

Del stands in a line of ten scalped and stripped black men on 
a stage set up at the far end of the armory gym.

Al, his head and parts of his body still swathed in bandages, 
limps up and down in front of them, waving his cane.  

The great Streetlight clan behind him fills the enormous 
space with their hissing voices. 

Then Al raises his hand for silence, which follows in an 
instant.

AL
People, we’ve examined nine of 
these sad sacks who fit the 
description now. And we got zilch. 
But maybe we saved the best for 
last. You know?

Al points at Del, motions him forward. 

AL (CONT’D)
Come up here to the microphone, 
man. 

Vacant-eyed, Del stumbles up to join Al on the stage. 

AL (CONT’D)
Anyone wanna testify?  

Al points to the Filipino nurse when she raises her hand.

NURSE
He didn't have any real withdrawal 
symptoms when he got here, Boss. I 
mean, he went through the motions, 
but it wasn't very convincing.  

She consults her notes.

NURSE (CONT’D)
‘Trace of heroin in blood. One 
recent skin perforation in lower 
left forearm. No sign of chronic 
addiction.'
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AL
This is gettin’ interesting.  
Anyone else willing to come 
forward?

BLACK STAFF MEMBER
Yo, Boss! He got a call from the 
outside not too long ago. Some 
woman. Said she was his mama. Said 
his daddy just died. But she 
sounded too young and white to be 
his mama. And when I called him 
out, the cat started doing this 
little shit-pants boogie. Couldn't 
jump one way or the other. Finally 
he refused to take the call.

AL
Thank you. 

Al points at Del.

AL (CONT’D)
Now, my friend, is there a chance 
that I'll recognize that voice?  
Because, you know, all incoming and 
outgoing calls are recorded.

Del bows his head in shame.

LATER

INT. ARMORY GYM - NIGHT

Del lies on the floor of the gym while the clan cries out for 
his blood and the Boss stands firm beside him, warding them 
off.

AL
Don't blame the victim, people.  
Don't blame the one who was used 
and abused. He confessed. He 
repents.  Now's the time for 
redemption.

EXT. DOWNTOWN MANHATTAN - NIGHT

Shelley and Al arrive in separate cars at a derelict place 
under the Brooklyn Bridge, near the Fulton Fish Market.  

Accompanied by armed bodyguards, Mickey and Jazeel, they get 
out of their vehicles and submit to a body search. 
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In casual attire, Shelley looks as beautiful as ever. But Al 
still suffers from the severe effects of Ray’s assault and 
walks with a cane. 

AL
Okay, Shell. Here’s the deal. Stop 
the trash and I'll let your 
boyfriend walk.

SHELLEY
Just for the sake of argument, I'd 
say he's not yours to keep, Al. We 
have laws about holding people 
against their will.

AL
What if he likes it where he's at, 
gets a kinky little thrill, 
suffering for all his crimes 
against the clan?

SHELLEY
Then he's got no reason to come 
out, has he?

AL
He might, if I brought him around 
to it. Let's put it this way. He's 
kind of leaning on my every word, 
these days. Just don't seem to have 
a mind of his own.

Shelley loses it, cries out.

SHELLEY 
What've you done to him?

Mickey shifts behind her, nervous. Jazeel frowns and pats the 
gun under his jacket.  

AL 
Woo, now we're hittin' close to 
home!

Al smites out with his cane at the fish market debris - soggy 
cardboard boxes, plastic wrappers, old newspapers.  

AL (CONT’D)
You're so fucking concerned, why 
not make a deal?
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SHELLEY
What deal is there to make, Al? The 
fifth installment of the story, the 
clincher, has already gone to 
press. The Feds have twenty-six 
hours of Ray’s testimony, not to 
mention the two hours I got from 
Tina Tyler. Before you had her 
snuffed. That’s enough to put you 
away for about--

AL 
Don't gloat, Shelley, don't gloat. 
It ain't over till it's over.

No animosity in his tone now, just a kind of wistful, world-
weary quality, with a touch of self-pity.  

He wheels around. Hobbles toward his van. Halfway there, he 
drops his cane, jerks forward and falls face down in the 
dirt. 

Jazeel whips out a gun, as if by design, and fires over Al's 
prone body.

Hit in the chest, Mickey throws Shelley in the dirt and lies 
on top of her, gun hand extended. He fires, and Jazeel 
stumbles backward, falls dead into the fish market debris. 

Meanwhile, Al takes the opportunity to rise up and limp off 
for his van.

SHELLEY
You... you all right, Mickey?

MICKEY
Not... not so good. I... I think we 
better get to a phone.

But Mickey makes no move to rise, and blood soaks through 
Shelley’s jacket and blouse, puddles up beneath her. 

SHELLEY
(distraught)

Mickey? Mickey? 

INT. STREETLIGHT - DAY

The camera PANS through the vast gloomy precincts of the 
Streetlight arsenal while weird, atonal New Age music plays 
in the background.  
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All activity has stopped in the “Zoo,” and the patients, 
including Del (wearing a “Blood Bro” t-shirt), look up in 
rapture, as if awaiting the voice of God. 

Then Al’s strong rapping voice sounds through all the high 
fluted chambers of the arsenal at once, shattering the 
darkness, spreading a brilliant light. 

AL
Utopia under siege! The forces of 
darkness gather. Batten down the 
hatches, babies, ‘cause this is the 
final fucking phase.

While Al’s rap fades into the background, and the wild 
cheering continues, the camera focuses on a gigantic sign 
that hangs over him: TO LIVE IS TO LIVE OUTSIDE YOURSELF.

Al points up at the sign, all drama, as if summoning the gods 
to listen. 

AL (CONT’D)
(shouting)

To live... is to live outside 
yourself!

CROWD
(including Del)

To live... is to live outside 
yourself!

EXT. PIERMONT, NEW YORK - NIGHT

Piloted by a Latino driver named TITO (30), a Streetlight van 
leaves Del - who sports a love bite on his neck and looks 
like a programmed automaton - on a dark, leafy residential 
street in suburban Piermont. 

TITO
Okay, I’ll be waitin’ for you right 
here, mano. Right here, remember?

DEL
Uh, yeah, Tito. Sure thing.

Wearing a backpack, Del sleepwalks across grassy yards, over 
fences and walls. 

Crawling over the back fence of Ray’s safe house, out of 
sight of the FBI men who gather in front, Del reels across 
the floodlit backyard. Then, head weaving like a drunk, he 
pulls himself up the rain-drain pipe.
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Up top, he ties a clumsy knot on a rope so he can rappel back 
down, and bellies across the roof to a top floor window 
abutment. 

Squatting outside the window in the dark, teetering over the 
twenty foot drop, Del hesitates, shakes his head, bats the 
air around him as if swatting off flies. 

Then he peeks inside. Spots Al snoring, open-mouthed, on a 
bed near the window. Slides it open. Slips through without a 
sound.  

INT. RAY’S SAFE HOUSE ROOM - NIGHT

Inside, Del pulls out a long saw-toothed military knife, 
jerks Ray’s head back by the hair, slits his throat before he 
can utter a word, and looks him in the eye, languid, 
unfeeling, as he shudders and dies.

EXT. PIERMONT - NIGHT

Del staggers and reels to the rendezvous point where he 
agreed to meet the van, but... no van to be found. 

As sirens sound and lights flash in the streets around him, 
he looks starry-eyed and bewildered.  

When a patrol car skids around the corner, siren blaring,  
colored lights flashing, Del appears to come to his senses. 
He blinks, jerks his head back and forth, as if waking from a 
long sleep. 

Then he whirls and races to hide himself in a stand of trees 
on a hill above some railroad tracks. 

LATER

EXT. PIERMONT - NIGHT

Peering out from behind his screen of trees, Del hears a 
freight train approach. Runs for it. Grabs for the ladder on 
a boxcar. Climbs on top. 

EXT. RAILROAD YARD, MANHATTAN - NIGHT

Del’s freight car rolls to a stop. He crawls down the ladder. 
Slinks across the busy, dim-lit yard. Finds a quiet spot in 
the weeds beside a rusted out old water tank. Buries the 
knife in the dirt and falls asleep.
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INT. BEN’S OFFICE, NEW YORK STAR - DAY

Shelley and Ben talk across his desk. Their voices fade in. 

SHELLEY
The DA refuses to indict. Calls it, 
quote, 'a face-off between two 
puffed-up bodyguards.'  

BEN
Now wait a goddamn minute here.  
What about Tina Tyler and Mrs. 
Bondell?  

SHELLEY
There were two witnesses, but 
neither one could identify the 
assailant.

BEN
Sudden amnesia, huh? And what about 
that goddamn FBI safe house?

Ben comes out from behind his desk and approaches Shelley, 
truculent, as if it might be her fault.  

BEN (CONT’D)
Guy comes in there, whacks their 
star witness right under their 
nose. It’s fuckin’ incredible.

He waves the air. 

BEN (CONT’D)
What's the U.S. Attorney say?  

SHELLEY
With no witness, he says, Al’s 
probably gonna get off.  

He glares at her, incredulous.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Juries are reluctant to accept the 
testimony of live murderers, he 
says. Leave alone dead ones.

Ben smacks the wall with his hand, setting all his framed 
boxing photos to rattling. 

BEN
That slippery sonbitch, Always two 
steps ahead of us. 

(MORE)
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What pisses me off, we ain't even 
figgered out what motivates his ass 
yet.

SHELLEY
Oh, I wouldn't bother with that, 
Ben. I doubt he even knows that 
himself. It’s like asking a 
crocodile, ‘How come you like raw 
meat?’

The phone rings on Ben’s desk. He picks it up, frowns, and 
passes it to Shelley.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
Del? Where are you?

INT. TERRACE BAR, GRAND CENTRAL STATION - DAY

In a tan trench coat, Shelley arrives at the bar, orders a 
dry martini, lights a cigarette, looks out over the milling 
horde of commuters.  

A few moments later, a homeless black man comes stooping and 
shuffling across the bar toward her. She fishes in her purse 
for a quarter, but when she realizes who it is, she pulls out 
her camera 

CLICK

SUPER: black & white STILL PHOTO of cadaverous Del Jones with 
a scabby, stubbled skull, haunted eyes, torn and filthy 
clothes. 

DEL
How... how you doin', Shell?

Del seems not to have noticed her snapshot, and looks at her 
with an almost beatific fondness, his lips trembling with the 
effort to smile.  

SHELLEY
It's you I'm worried about, Del. 
You look like you ought to see a 
doctor. 

DEL
I’m... alright.

She looks unconvinced. 

BEN (CONT'D)
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SHELLEY
Anyway, let’s get out of this 
place.

She takes him by the hand and leads him through crowds of 
pedestrians toward the door.

EXT. BRYANT PARK - DAY

They walk into Bryant Park and find a bench where they can 
sit alone. Once they’ve settled, she reaches into her purse 
to click on her tape recorder. 

SHELLEY
So tell me, Del, what happened?

DEL
Well the Boss, he had me to the 
point where I was like... totally 
spaced. 

Del starts to tremble, and Shelley grabs his hand.

SHELLEY
You don’t have to tell me, Del. 

She thumbs her chest.

SHELLEY (CONT’D)
I know. 

DEL
Like some kind of zombie. Like--

SHELLEY
I was beginning to think you'd be 
locked in there forever.

Del takes a deep breath.  

DEL
But finally he just let me go.

SHELLEY
What for?

DEL
To do a job.

SHELLEY
What kind of job?

Del winces and shakes his head.
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DEL
So anyway, I did the job and then 
this guy Tito was supposed to pick 
me up. But he didn’t. On purpose.  
And suddenly everything came clear 
to me... 

LATER

EXT. BRYANT PARK - DAY

Del and Shelley walk around a graffiti defaced fountain, 
heading for the edge of the park, still absorbed in 
conversation.

SHELLEY
Well, no one ever more richly 
deserved it than Ray Pagano. 
Although it's wreaked all kinds of 
havoc on our federal case.

DEL
Oh, don't think I've lost sight of 
my guilt. 

SHELLEY
Hey, stop it. 

DEL 
(murmuring)

The worst part of it is... I still 
can't imagine life without you. 

A CLOSE UP of her face reveals that her feelings for Del no 
longer consist of anything like romantic love, perhaps  
something closer to pity.

SHELLEY
Look, can we just stick to the 
issue here?

DEL
You know what I been thinking? 

Del takes a deep breath, looks her in the eye, registers her 
change in feelings for him. 

DEL (CONT’D)
I haven't got a fucking prayer.  
There's only one thing I can do to 
make things right.
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SHELLEY 
(holding her breath)

What? What's that?

DEL
Rid the world of Al Rakozi.

Expelling air in sudden relief, she takes him by the hand and 
leads him out onto 6th Avenue, making for the subway station 
on 42nd Street.

SHELLEY 
Look, I tell you what, Del. I got a 
better plan. We'll call up the 
Star’s lawyers. They'll go to the 
Feds and have a little talk. Then 
they’ll have a chat with the 
military. It'll be a lot less messy 
that way.

DEL
I can't go to prison. I can't.

SHELLEY
Who said anything about prison?  
They just lost their star witness.  
You tell them what you just told 
me, that Al ordered you to kill 
Ray, that he hypnotized you into 
doing it, and they'll cut you a 
deal.

INT. SHELLEY’S SAFE HOUSE - MORNING

A knock at the door. Shelley’s security guard looks through 
the peephole and opens it to Ben, who steps inside, smiling 
at Shelley and Del. 

BEN
Okay, pack your bags, Del. They're 
sendin' a car over at noon. 

DEL
Really?

BEN
Yup. And Shelley, I want you to 
ride shotgun with him. Keep that 
wire runnin'. I like them authentic 
de-tails.

DEL
They find the informer?
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BEN
Nah. Polygraphed One Police Plaza 
top to bottom, even janitors, and 
they all come up clean.

DEL
Oh yeah? Then how did Al get the 
address of that safe house?

Ben starts heading back out the door.

BEN 
Ain't got that figgered out yet.

DEL 
Well, I'm not leaving here till 
they do.

Ben closes the door without replying.

SHELLEY
Think of it this way, Del. The Feds 
just can't afford another public 
relations disaster like the last 
one.

DEL
So?

SHELLEY
So they're going to use all the 
resources of the U.S. Government to 
make sure that Al never gets near 
you again.

Del meets her eye to eye, shakes his head, disbelieving. 
Takes a long deep breath, and exhales slow and easy. 

EXT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT BUILDING - NOON 

Del and Shelley wait just inside her building’s vestibule 
with a security guard when a Plymouth Fury pulls up at the 
curb. 

Pushing through the door, Del pauses at the top of the stoop 
and spots a pair of battered NYPD squad cars up the block. 

He grabs Shelley by the hand, hustles her down the steps and 
across the sidewalk, followed by their security man. 

Jerking open the back door to the Fury, he shoves Shelley 
into the seat beside the US ATTORNEY (60), a plump grey-
haired man in a business suit. 
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Del starts to swing in beside her when a pair of muscular 
white cops run up behind him, shove his security man aside, 
drag him out, slam him down on the pavement, and clamp a pair 
of handcuffs on him. 

SHELLEY 
(emerging from car)

I'm sorry, officers. But that man 
is under federal protection. 

COP
Says who?

The US Attorney steps around the car, flashing his badge.

US ATTORNEY 
I do!

COP 
(dragging Del off)

This man is wanted for murder in 
New York, and we got a warrant for 
his arrest. You got a problem with 
that? Talk to Chief Inspector Ron 
Feldman at One Police Plaza.      

INT. FIRST PRECINCT LOCKUP, MANHATTAN - NIGHT

Del gets locked in a holding cell with twenty prisoners. Eyes 
flitting about in fear, he backs into a corner just as Tito 
emerges from the crowd, grinning.

TITO
Yo, waddup, Blood Bro?

DEL
Hey.

TITO
Bet you wonderin’ what I’m doin’, 
back in the Slam.

DEL
Did kinda cross my mind. But what I 
really want to know is why you 
never picked me up the other night.

TITO
Tell you, nigga. I got more 
important things to do right now 
than talk that shit.
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DEL
Like what?

TITO
This.

Tito whips out a jailhouse shiv, slashes Del across the ribs, 
and he falls to the floor. Tito looks about to finish him off 
when two prisoners pin his arms back, force him to drop the 
shiv.

FIRST PRISONER
Guard!  

SECOND PRISONER
Guard! 

The prisoners continue yelling, but no guard appears.  

IN/EX. BELLEVUE HOSPITAL DETENTION WARD - DAY

Shelley gets out of a cab, flashes her press tags at the 
front gate, rushes across the parking lot, heads upstairs to 
the 4th floor. 

INT. ROOM # 457 - DAY

Ten beds in the room, each inhabited by a patient in cheap 
blue pajamas with BELLEVUE HOSPITAL DETENTION WARD stenciled 
across the chest.  

She finds Del at the far end of the room, with a bunch of 
professional-looking people gathered around his bed:  

The tall, dignified old black lady standing at the foot of 
his bed: THE JUDGE (65). 

The old white man beside her: THE U.S. ATTORNEY. 

A frail, balding young fellow standing next to Del: THE 
DEFENSE ATTORNEY (35).  

A stubby, curly-haired Hispanic with a bandito mustache: THE 
PROSECUTOR (45), who keeps exchanging glances with Inspector 
Ron Feldman across the room.

JUDGE
Prosecutor, would you like to talk 
this over with Defense Counsel now?  
I don't see why you can't come to 
an agreement here.
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PROSECUTOR 
I'm sorry, but I really don't see 
the point, Your Honor.  

U.S. ATTORNEY
The prisoner is a valuable witness 
in a federal case, and I can assure 
the court that if he's released to 
our custody today he will remain 
under government protection and 
supervision for some time.

JUDGE
Does this set with you a little 
better, Prosecutor? 

PROSECUTOR
Absolutely not, Your Honor. The 
federal government is notorious for 
withholding the most vicious 
criminals from local justice, in 
return for their help in landing so-
called 'bigger fish' who are rarely 
convicted.   

JUDGE
To be frank, Prosecutor, the 
prisoner has not fared very well in 
local custody thus far, and the 
defense, not without good reason, 
has voiced some very strong 
concerns for his safety. Moreover,  
the defense has produced convincing 
evidence, including a signed 
confession, linking a Mr. Ray 
Pagano to the crime. It is my 
judgement, therefore, that there 
are insufficient grounds to hold 
the prisoner in city or state 
custody at this time. 

DEL 
(from his bed)

Does... does that mean I can go 
now?

U.S. ATTORNEY
You bet it does, son, just as soon 
as we can order an ambulance.

SHELLEY
I tell you what. If you feel up to 
it, Del, I really think we ought to 
get you out of here right now.  
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EXT. BELLEVUE HOSPITAL PARKING LOT - DAY

Shelley, the defense attorney, and the US attorney escort Del 
across the parking lot. But he balks when they approach the 
black, government-issue Plymouth Fury.

DEL 
Uh-uh, no way. Last time I was 
offered a ride in this thing, I 
wound up in jail. 

A sudden downpour pelts down upon them. Shelley opens an 
umbrella. Del and the two others all try to shelter under it 
with her. 

U.S. ATTORNEY
I'm afraid you have little choice 
in the matter, Del. 

A sudden commotion under the entrance portico. Police mill 
around, and Inspector Feldman gestures toward Del.

INSPECTOR FELDMAN
Stop that man, stop him! He’s 
wanted in another case!

Del shrugs, rolls his eyes at Shelley, and takes off running 
across the parking lot, slippers flying off his feet.

INSPECTOR FELDMAN (CONT’D)
Stop that man, stop him!

Hurtling past the startled security guard at the front gate, 
Del splashes barefoot through the overflowing gutter and out 
onto 1st Avenue with his bloody bathrobe flapping behind him.

He raises a hand at a couple of battered Checker cabs that 
happen to be passing by. 

Neither driver looks askance at his attire. In fact, they 
compete for his service, and the loser honks at the victor in 
anger.  

Del throws himself into the cab and disappears in traffic 
before Inspector Feldman and his retinue of men in blue get 
even halfway across the parking lot. 

Shelley, Del’s lawyer, and the U.S. Attorney just stand there 
shaking their heads.

SHELLEY 
Only in New York.
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U.S. ATTORNEY
Yep. Only in New York.

I/E. SUBWAY STATION - DAY

Del races into the station with the angry cab driver right 
behind him. He jumps the turnstile and loses himself in the 
crowd.  

EXT. SPANISH HARLEM - DAY

Del emerges from the subway, lifts a pair of jeans and a 
sweatshirt from a sidewalk sale rack on Third Avenue, outruns 
the irate proprietor, and changes in a vacant lot. 

He repeats the maneuver at a sidewalk second-hand shoe mart, 
and disappears into the subway again, still bleeding from his 
wound.

EXT. RAILROAD YARD - MANHATTAN - SUNSET

No more rain. Del sits in the soggy rail yard. Same place he 
hid out when he returned from Piermont. He digs up his knife 
from its burial place in the mud. Finds a long wooden stake 
and sits whittling it to a sharp point.

INT. SHELLEY’S APARTMENT - NIGHT

Shelley sees her swing shift security man out the front door, 
and lets in the graveyard shift man. 

She locks herself in her bedroom, lies in bed sipping vodka 
gimlets, smoking cigarettes and trying to work on her story. 

Then she hears her security guard slip out of the apartment, 
and all her alarm bells go off. 

She runs to re-lock the front door, picks up her phone and 
finds it dead, then races through the apartment, latching 
windows, searching rooms and closets. 

When she throws open the curtain of her bathroom shower, Al 
Rakozi looms above her, grinning, maniacal.

AL 
(camping it up)

Peek-a-Boo, I see you!
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Shelley starts to speak, but before she can he leaps out at 
her and back-hands her across the mouth, knocking her to the 
floor. 

AL (CONT’D)
(still grinning)

See, it’s not about you and me 
anymore, Shell. No. It’s about 
Streetlight and all my poor 
junkies. What would they do without 
me? Huh?

EXT. BEHIND SHELLEY’S APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

Del limps up to Shelley’s apartment building, bleeding from 
his wound, using his long sharp stave as a walking stick. He 
pulls out a key and enters.

Climbs the stairs of the building to the third floor. Tip-
toes up to Shelley’s door. Starts to open it with his key, 
but stops when he hears a loud voice within.

AL
Come on, say you like it. I know 
you like it, bitch!

INT. SHELLEY’S BATHROOM - NIGHT

Al whacks Shelley across her battered face, rips open her 
bathrobe, pulls her head back by the hair, sinks his teeth 
into her neck.

On her back, half-naked, shrieking in fear, with Al about to 
rape her, Shelley spots Del out of the corner of her eye, 
framed in her bathroom doorway, the sharp wooden stake poised 
in his hands, and she shrieks all the louder.

As Al rises to his knees to unzip his pants, Del lunges and, 
grunting with maximal effort, runs him through from back to 
front.

Al falls off Shelley. Hits the floor on his side. .

Shelley scrambles to her feet and into Del’s arms. He eases 
her out the bathroom door.

Meanwhile Al gapes wide-eyed, open-mouthed at the stake 
protruding from his gullet, and the blood dripping off its 
sharp point, as if he cannot believe his eyes.

AL
What? What?
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He grips the stake with both hands, groans as he strains to 
pull it out.

INT. SHELLEY’S LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Del holds Shelley in his arms as she weeps.

Al’s moans grow fainter and cease. 

Shelley talks into Del’s shoulder.

SHELLEY
He... He wasn’t a real vampire, 
Del. You... didn’t have to drive a 
stake into him.

He pulls her back to look her in the eye.

DEL
You sure about that?

FADE TO:

SUPER: Black & White STILL PHOTO of Shelley receiving an 
award onstage with a headline underneath: NEW YORK STAR 
REPORTER SHELLEY BERNE WINS PULITZER PRIZE.
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