FILM SEGMENTS TO BE SHOT IN 16MM B&W.  VIDEO SEGMENTS [SO DESIGNATED] TO BE SHOT ON TWO DIFFERENT VIDEO FORMATS: CONSUMER AND INDUSTRIAL [SO DESIGNATED].  DURING VIDEO SEGMENTS, PRINCIPAL AUDIO IS TO BE FROM CAMCORDER MICROPHONE.
SCREEN IS BLACK.

FADE IN:

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

Camera FOCUSES uncertainly on - VICTIM #1 - MAN IN 30'S.  

CHARLIE (O.S.)

Any last words, Mr. Soon-To-Be-Dead?

#1 stares INTO CAMERA.

VICTIM #1

This is like...my final scene?

CHARLIE (O.S.)

You could say that...

VICTIM #1

(mulling it over)

What's my motivation here?

CHARLIE (O.S.)

Your what?

VICTIM #1

My motivation!  What's my motivation?

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY (characters introduced later).  A VIDEO CAMERA is being operated by Pauley, pointing at #1, O.S.  TALLEY LIGHT is ON.

PAULEY

Charley, my good man?  Would you please motivate this...uh, gentleman?

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

#1 gets shot - BLAM!  BLAM!  Blood sprays; he staggers and veers wildly around the room yelling, screaming, knocking over everything in his path.  Really overacting.  Camera TRIES to FOLLOW.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Pauley is having trouble keeping up with #1.  Charlie watches.

PAULEY

What'd this asshole do for a livin'?

CHARLIE

(checks handful of papers)

...uh, stage actor...

(looks up)

...bad stage actor...

PAULEY

Son-of-a-bitch sure knows how to milk a death scene...

VICTIM #1(O.S.)

I HEARD that!

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

PREVIOUS SHOT. 

VICTIM #1

You try doing DINNER THEATER all the GODDAMN time!

PAULEY (O.S.)

(impatiently)

Come on, come on!  You gonna die or what?  

(beat)

You know, life is highly overrated, pal...

#1 continues to tear up the place.

INT. WAREHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Pauley and Charlie are watching, their heads going back and forth.

PAULEY

Charlie, you wanna motivate 'im some more? .

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

PREVIOUS SHOT. 

#1 gets SHOT several more times - BLAM!  BLAM!  Blood and body parts hit the WALL behind him.  Finally, he goes down, OUT OF FRAME.  All you can SEE now is the bloody, back wall.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Jesus!  I thought he'd never leave!  

CHARLIE (O.S.)

I put enough lead in that sonofabitch to go bass fishing!

PAULEY (O.S.)

No shit, I...

Before Pauley can say anymore, a hand reaches up INTO FRAME and motions for the CAMERA to TILT DOWN.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

ANGLE FROM GROUND LEVEL UP.  #1's HAND waves IN FRAME.

VICTIM #1

Have you seen my "Richard The Third"?

Charlie and Pauley stare at each other, amazed at #1's ability to take a bullet.  Beat.  Finally Charlie aims his gun at #1.

VICTIM #1 (Cont'd)

More motivation?

BLAM!  BLAM!  He gets shot.  Again.  Blood SPLASHES ON the CAMERA LENS.  #1'S hand drops OUT OF FRAME.  

PAULEY

God, I hate method actors!

CUT TO: 

MAIN TITLES

DISSOLVE TO:

FLASH FORWARD - (but you don't know that yet). 

EXT. SHOT - HOUSE (GINO'S) - HAND HELD - EVENING

CHARLIE is in his LATE 40's, med.  Build, nervous, edgy.  CAMERA FOLLOWS as he moves cautiously up towards front door.  He stops, pulls out his GUN, cocks it, tucks it in his waistband.  He walks up to front door, looks around, rings doorbell.  Waits - nothing.  Rings again - nothing.  

He looks at the front door; something catches his eye - BLOODY FINGERPRINTS!  Charlie dabs at the prints to see if it's really blood, smells it, tastes it, wipes off his hand.  

He pushes on the front door, it's WEDGED; not even SHUT.  He puts a shoulder against it, pushes it open and ENTERS - CAMERA FOLLOWS.

BLOOD IS EVERYWHERE.  Charlie looks around quickly - his gaze falls on something - he looks down.  CAMERA TILTS DOWN, SEES what he does - a TRAIL OF BLOOD leading down the HALLWAY.  CAMERA swings BACK UP TO Charlie, he pulls out his gun.

He moves down the HALLWAY, quietly, looking for the source of the blood, he rounds a corner and STOPS - you SEE a LEG sticking out of a doorway.  Charlie slips up, peeks into room -

ANOTHER SHOT 

Charlie turns around and leaves room, CAMERA trailing behind - he goes into LIVING ROOM.  Charlie stops and stares into CAMERA, his eyes open wide -

CHARLIE’S P.O.V.

CAMERA SEES - FOUR DEAD BODIES.  Hard to make out who they are.  ALL are SHOT TO PIECES, BLOOD everywhere.  The room looks like ABATTOIR.  

ANOTHER SHOT 

Charlie is spooked, takes a deep breath and leans back against the wall.

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

FIRST TITLE: "I'M ME, WHO ARE YOU?” - HOLD 5 SECONDS.  

FADE OUT:

EXT. SHOT - APARTMENT COMPLEX — EVENING

ANGLE ON STAIRS

The stairs SHAKE as someone or something BIG approaches.

DOOR’S P.O.V. - FISHEYE LENS - EVENING

It's DEWEY and HUEY.  They are two ROUGH-LOOKING HOODS, dark, scowling - QUEER.  Dewey is HUGE, Huey is 5' nothing - the brains of the two.  

They are GINO BONADUCHE’S BODYGUARDS, they’re well dressed and they’re on a mission.  

Dewey and Huey walk up in FRONT of the CAMERA, stop and primp.  Huey adjusts Dewey's tie, gives him a peck on the cheek.

HUEY

Who’s your Daddy?

Dewey turns and smiles at Huey.  They back up and run at CAMERA.

OPPOSING SHOT

Dewey and Huey charge IN through APARTMENT DOOR.  Once inside you can HEAR muffled SHOUTS, CURSES, CRASHES and BANGS as somebody is obviously getting the crap beaten out of them.  CAMERA LINGERS for several beats.

EXT. SHOT - GINO’S HOUSE — LATER

The house is big, beautiful, severe.  Very modern looking.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE — MOMENTS  LATER

HAND HELD SHOT

The CAMERA FOLLOWS Dewey and Huey as they drag the object of their attention through the house - CHARLIE.  Charlie looks pretty much the worse for the wear.

ANGLE ON DOORWAY 

Huey walks through with Dewey right behind, carrying Charlie by the scruff of the neck.  But, Dewey is SO BIG he only fits through by himself and Charlie SMACKS into the WALL with a CRASH.  PICTURES and VASES on the other side of the wall HIT THE FLOOR with a CRASH.  

Dewey picks him up and drags him through by his leg.  

SHOT OF WINDOW - ANGLE FROM FLOOR UP

A MAN is standing, FRAMED in the window.  It’s GINO BONADUCHE.  Gino is in his 40's, a muscular hood, hair pulled back in a ponytail, smoking a cigar, nicely dressed.  He is looking OUT the window, seemingly lost in thought.  

You can HEAR Dewey, Huey and Charlie approaching.  A groan - Charlie LANDS right BEHIND Gino in FOREGROUND OF FRAME.  Gino doesn’t even bother to turn around, just continues to smoke.

Gino snaps his fingers, gives a wave and Dewey ENTERS FRAME, steps right ONTO Charlie's STOMACH.  Charlie flops in pain, gasping for air.  

Long beat.  Gino snaps his fingers again - Dewey steps off, EXITS FRAME.  Charlie rolls over in obvious pain.

GINO

Do you have my 40 LARGE, Charlie?

(checks watch)

Whoops, just went up to 40-5!

Charlie doesn’t answer, he just groans.  Gino snaps his fingers and waves.  Dewey ENTERS FRAME, stands on Charlie’s BACK this time.  Charlie flops some more.  

Gino puffs way - snaps his fingers - Dewey stands off Charlie and EXITS FRAME.  Gino snaps again.  Huey rushes INTO FRAME with an ashtray and holds it reverently under Gino’s cigar.  Gino arrogantly taps off some ashes in it, waves off Huey - Huey EXITS FRAME.  

Gino turns around and glares DOWN at Charlie.

GINO (Cont'd)

And I know you ain’t got it, you cocksucker!  You’re the same as when we last spoke.  BROKE!

(beat)

DEAD broke.  Heavy emphasis on the DEAD...

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #2 - A METER MAID, IN HER 40S. 

VICTIM #2

I'm afraid you’re parked in a RED ZONE out front.

She starts filling out a ticket. .  BLOOD SPRAYS.  She keeps right on writing the ticket.  BLAM!  Charlie SHOOTS her again.  She keeps on writing.  Several more SHOTS.  BLAM!  BLAM!.  #2 finishes writing the ticket, walks over and gives it to Charlie, O.S.  She turns to walk away and is shot two more times in the back - BLAM!  BLAM!  She HITS the FLOOR.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Hey Charlie, you validate parking? 

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — LATER

WAIST LEVEL SHOT - EMPTY FRAME - WALL IN BACKGROUND

Huey, O.S., sets up a CHAIR - STAGE RIGHT, dusts it off, pulls Charlie INTO FRAME and sets him down.  O.S., he sets up a CHAIR across from Charlie, STAGE LEFT.  They fill up the FRAME on each side.  Gino ENTERS FRAME.

GINO

Ain’t you gonna dust mine off?

HUEY (O.S.)

(suggestively)

All you have to do is ask...

GINO

(sets down; turns looks at Huey, O.S.)

Huh...?

Charlie, stunned, leans forward, Gino pushes him back upright, wipes dirt off of his hand on Charlie's shirt, checks out the material.

GINO (Cont'd)

(to Dewey and Huey, O.S.)

I am continually amazed with what K-Mart can do with polyester these days!  

(beat)

Charlie, how did I ever let you get into my shorts for so MUCH money?

CHARLIE

I swear to GOD, Gino, I didn’t know...

GINO

(interrupting)

Bullshit!  You're lyin' is nearly as bad as your gamblin', which makes it pretty fuckin' pathetic!  So, please do not insult my bookkeeping by trying to tell me you just sorta lost track of your nut.  

CHARLIE

(caught, hangs his head)

Why didn’t Limey Bob cut me off?

GINO

(points at Charlie with cigar)

Now that was a sore point - Bobby not being straight with me about how much you was on the books for.  He was puttin’ so much shit up his nose, he wasn’t takin’ care of business.

CHARLIE

It's his fault, too!  

GINO

You're right, it is.  With that in mind, I sent Huey and Dewey over to chastise Mr. Bob.  Cut him off, so to speak...

Gino snaps his fingers.  O.S., Dewey hands him a LARGE DUFFEL BAG.  He sets it down between himself and Charlie, opens it up and pulls out - LIMEY BOB’S HEAD!  Nothing else, just the head.  

The neck wound looks as if it has been crudely hacked off.  Bob looks 50, hair slicked back in a ponytail and a goatee.

SHOT OF CHARLIE -

He is in SHOCK, this is too surreal.

CHARLIE

Oh...Jesus...

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO

I know, kinda gross – but hey, spare the rod and spoil the Bob!

Gino SEES Charlie’s reaction.  He holds the head by the ponytail, grabs the goatee and makes like a puppeteer.

GINO (Cont'd)

(in high-pitched Cockney accent)

Hey Charlie!  Can’t take anymore of your bloody awful bets, wot say!

SHOT OF CHARLIE -

He’s weaving, looking like he's going to throw up.

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO (Cont'd)

I forgot!  He ain't dressed!

Gino reaches into duffel bag, pulls out a BOWLER HAT.  He mashes it down on Bob’s head - goes back to puppeteer routine -

GINO (Cont'd)

There we go, mate!  Proper attire and all!  

(to head)

Hey, Bobby, who ya got in the fifth?

Charlie passes out, out of his chair, OUT OF FRAME.

GINO (Cont'd)

Awww!

(beat; to head)

Bob, I’d be right insulted if I was youse!

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY

HUEY

(hands on hips)

And, no wonder!  Nobody wears bowlers anymore!

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #3 - POWER and GAS METER READER - 30's.

VICTIM #3

I don't make out the BILLS, I just read the GODDAMN METERS!

BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!  He's hit, BLOOD SPRAYS, he falls.

INT. GINO'S DEN — MOMENTS  LATER

ANGLE ON LARGE FISH TANK 

Dewey sticks Charlie’s HEAD in the tank.

ANOTHER SHOT 

Charlie's eyes pop open.  He starts flailing, blowing bubbles.  Dewey holds him UNDER until the very last-second then pulls him out.  Gino ENTERS FRAME, still carrying Bob's head.

GINO

Awake now, Charlie?

Charlie gasps for air - dripping water.  

GINO (Cont'd)

Not yet, huh?  OK, back into the tank.

CHARLIE

I'm awake!  I'm awake!

Back goes Charlie into the fish tank.  Water flies everywhere.

GINO

(observing)

Hey!  Hey!  Careful!  I don’t want him hocking up one 'a my guppies!

Dewey pulls Charlie out.  He gasps.

GINO (Cont'd)

OK - dry ‘im off.

Dewey stands Charlie up and WHACK (!) knocks him OUT OF FRAME.

ANGLE ON WALL

Charlie crashes into the wall and slides down, OUT OF FRAME. 

SHOT OF DEWEY, GINO

GINO (Cont'd)

I thought you queers were supposed to be so fuckin’ neat and petite.

DEWEY

(shrugs)

We’re Teamsters...

GINO

Oh... 

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE -NIGHT

VICTIM #4 - USED CAR SALESMAN, in his mid '20s, dressed like he should be playing golf at a country club somewhere.  Doing his last sale.

VICTIM #4

The motor blew up, the transmission went out and the rear tire fell off?  Sorry, buddy!  If you'll check your contract, the small print says you bought it as is.  Hey.  It was in perfect condition when we sold it!  All of our cars are in perfect condition!  Perfect!  We're the honest used car dealers!

BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!  #4 hits the floor.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — MOMENTS  LATER

KNEE-LEVEL SHOT

Gino ENTERS FRAME, kneels down, still with Bob's head.  You can HEAR Charlie’s labored breathing, below him, OUT OF FRAME.  Gino looks down, puffs his cigar, and taps the ash on Charlie’s head.

GINO

OK, asshole – you owe me a SHITLOAD of money!  

(to HUEY, O.S.)

This constitutes a shitload, right?

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

HUEY

Anything over $25,000 is a official shitload.

BACK TO SCENE

Gino pulls Charlie INTO FRAME by his hair.  His face is battered, bleeding.

GINO

Charlie, this is usually the part of the proceedings where I usually nail your privates to a plank and then set it on fire.

Charlie winces.

GINO (Cont'd)

But, this, this is your lucky day, Chucky.  I got a way for you to square what you owe me.

CHARLIE

Yeah?

GINO

Plus, the last time we did the plank thing, somebody called the fire department on us.

Gino drops Charlie OUT OF FRAME; puffs on cigar – reaches down and pulls Charlie BACK UP.

GINO (Cont'd)

Whaddya think?  You can do me a favor?

(beat)

If not, we'll just have to kill you then. 

CHARLIE

Sure...my pleasure. 

Gino drops him again, OUT OF FRAME.

GINO

Wotta guy!  Wotta guy!

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY

Bob’s HEAD hits Huey in the CHEST.  He holds on, studies Bob.

HUEY

Oh, GREAT!  What do I do with this?  He doesn’t go with a thing in the house.

DEWEY

We could put him up in the trophy case with the Hoffa stuff.

HUEY

You are so incredibly bourgeoisie!

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #5 (to be determined)

WALTZ music plays — Pauley and Charlie waltz INTO FRAME, hand in hand, gun in hand.  They dance up to #5 and SHOOT him to the music.  BLOOD FLIES.  He collapses OUT OF FRAME.  Charlie and Pauley waltz OUT OF FRAME.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

O.T.S. SHOT - CHARLIE IN FOREGROUND, FOCUS ON GINO IN BACKGROUND.

GINO

(sighs)

You know a guy around town named Jimmy Rags?

CHARLIE

Every dope-head in town does.  Wasn’t he one of your guys?

GINO

(offended)

One of my guys?  He was like a brother to me.  I was his kid's Godfather!

OPPOSITE O.T.S. SHOT 

Gino in FOREGROUND, FOCUS on Charlie in BACKGROUND.  SHOTS alternate during this SCENE, dependent upon who is speaking.

CHARLIE

What about him?

GINO

(serious; big pull on cigar)

I want you to whack him for me.

(exhales smoke, nods)

CHARLIE

Jimmy?  Me?  Why me?  Why don't you have one of your "fairy-brigade" -

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

DEWEY, HUEY

(together)

“Sticks and stones...”

BACK TO SCENE

CHARLIE

- do the job?

Gino stands up out of chair, MOVES as he speaks, CAMERA FOLLOWS to keep him in FRAME.  Gino walks over to Charlie. 

GINO

Now that, my friend, would not be good business...

(pacing)

Sending your associates to whack one of your associates is not good business - You can become guilty by association.

(beat; to Dewey, Huey, O.S.)

I ain't bein' too ANAL about this, am I?

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY

HUEY

Not for us.

BACK TO SCENE

CHARLIE

What did Jimmy do?

GINO

What Jimmy did not your concern.  Your concern is introducing his brains to a sidewalk, understand?  

WAIST-LEVEL SHOT.  

Charlie's face is on one SIDE OF FRAME, all you can see of Gino is his STOMACH and CHEST.  As they speak, Gino’s FACE is IN and OUT OF FRAME.  His CIGAR SMOKE wafts through SHOT.  Charlie is still obviously stunned.

GINO (Cont'd)

So, we got a deal.  Right?  

CHARLIE

I can’t go and KILL somebody just because you say so!

GINO leans DOWN -

GINO

Yeah?  Why not?  We'll make sure you got all the permits and such.

CHARLIE

(adamant)

I'm not an KILLER!  I haven't shot anybody since the war!

GINO

It's like ridin' a bike.  You was a bad-ass over in 'Nam.  2 silver stars and a bronze.  You totaled out a lot of SLOPES over there.  

CHARLIE

That was a long time ago.

GINO

It'll come back to ya.  If you're outta practice with a gun, we can go find a couple 'a winos for ya to warm up on.

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

HUEY

Or Mormons.

BACK TO SCENE 

CHARLIE

Do I have a choice?

GINO

Mmmm...no...

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE:

FADE IN:

SECOND TITLE: "WE ONLY COME OUT AT NIGHT!" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

EXT. - GINO’S HOUSE — EVENING

Charlie walks up to FRONT DOOR, rings bell, waits – ENTERS.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — MOMENTS  LATER

Charlie, Huey, Gino.  CAMERA PUSHES IN on them.  

GINO

This - is the motel where Jimmy is stashed at.  

Hands a slip of paper to Charlie then pulls it back -

GINO (Cont'd)

Now, the officers on duty will leave Jimmy alone for one-half hour, from 8:00 to 8:30.  That cost me 10-LARGE.  That means this whole thing is costin’ me...uh...uh –

(trying to add up the totals)

HUEY (O.S.)

(exasperated)

Fifty grand!  For Gawd’s sakes, get a calculator!

GINO

Thank you.  Now, how much time does that give you?

CHARLIE

30 minutes?

GINO

Correct!  Get in - shoot the livin’ SHIT outta him and get out.  Stay off the vibratin’ bed.  DEWEY!  

Dewey ENTERS FRAME holding a large SUITCASE which he opens to reveal - 

ANGLE ON SUITCASE

It's FULL of all kinds of PISTOLS.  The LID has a N.Y. METS sticker on the inside of it.

BACK TO SCENE 

Gino starts pulling out one after another, looking to Dewey for approval.  Dewey shakes his head over several models until Gino pulls out a semi-automatic equipped with a silencer.  Dewey nods OK.

GINO (Cont'd)

God I love these!  So neat, so clean, so...so...

HUEY (O.S.)

So phallic...

GINO

Yeah!...No!...What?

ANOTHER SHOT 

Gino cocks the hammer on the pistol puts it right between Charlie’s eyes.  His eyes cross as Gino bears down on the gun.

GINO (Cont'd)

I’m counting on you, Charlie.  You ain’t gonna let me down, are you?

CHARLIE

(wincing)

Absolutely not!

Gino pulls back the gun, lets the hammer back into safe position, hands it to Charlie.

GINO

Good!  

SHOT OF PAULEY 

Pauley is Gino's cousin - late 30's, hair slicked back, horribly dressed.  He’s sitting on a table, eating a sandwich and trying to get a small camcorder to work.  He peers through the eyepiece, shakes it violently, BANGS it on the table several times  - peers through eyepiece again.

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO (Cont'd)

I want ya to meet somebody...

(looks O.S.; in singsong voice)

Oh Pauley, dear Pauley, come over here now!

SHOT OF PAULEY 

Still fooling with camcorder.  He ignores Gino.  He looks up, up, up into the camcorder eyepiece and slowly FALLS BACKWARDS, OUT OF FRAME.  

GINO (O.S.) (Cont'd)

HEY, PAULEY!

PAULEY (O.S.)

Gino?  Is that you?

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO

Yeah, it’s me, you DUMBASS!  Who else?

PAULEY (O.S.)

Toots Shore?

GINO

(pissed)

Get over here, right NOW!

Pauley ENTERS FRAME, sans CAMERA.

PAULEY

Yeah, Gino?

GINO

(sarcastically)

How’s the camera workin’, Speilberg?

PAULEY

(holds sandwich up to his eye by mistake)

All I can see is pastrami!  I must be pickin’ up the Food Network!

Gino has seen enough.  He SLAPS the sandwich out of Pauley’s hand - it FLIES O.S.

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

The SANDWICH HITS Dewey in the chest.  Food flies everywhere.  Dewey and Huey look at each other like this kind of stuff is pretty common.

SHOT OF GINO, PAULEY

Gino has Pauley in a HEADLOCK, throttling him while Pauley has a hold of Gino’s leg and is punching him in the STOMACH.

GINO

How many times I told ya stay outta my fuckin' pastrami?

Dewey and Huey ENTER FRAME.

HUEY

Can we beat each other up when we don’t have company, hmmm?

GINO

Huh?

HUEY

Aren’t we going to in-tro-duce somebody to somebody?

Gino and Pauley stop.  Gradually they let go of each other like two guilty children. 

GINO

Oh yeah...yeah!

(to Pauley)

Figa... 

PAULEY

Stu gatz!

GINO

Stu gatz?  Leccacazzi!  ​

PAULEY

Cazzone! 

GINO

Facha buta.

PAULEY

Topa!

GINO

Coglione!

PAULEY

Putana! 

GINO

Ba fon gool!

(grabs crotch)

PAULEY

Republican! 

GINO

Liberal!

Gino and Pauley start making obscene hand gestures at each other. 

HUEY

DEWEY!

Dewey grabs Gino and Pauley and SLAMS them together.  They stagger around.  Dewey EXITS FRAME.

HUEY (Cont'd)

I’m sorry, but we’re forgetting to take care of business, and, we’re speaking Italian in front of a guest!

PAULEY/GINO

We were rude.  We're sorry.

Dewey, O.S. shoves Charlie INTO FRAME, nudges Gino to do introductions. 

GINO

(to Pauley)

I got somebody for ya to meet.

PAULEY

Who?

GINO

(points toward Charlie)

Him.

PAULEY

Who?

GINO

(points toward Charlie)

Him.

PAULEY

(points toward Charlie)

Him?

GINO

(points toward Charlie)

Him.

PAULEY

(points toward Charlie)

Him?

GINO

Who?

PAULEY

(points toward Charlie)

Him.

GINO

(towards Charlie)

Him?

PAULEY

(towards Charlie)

Him.

GINO

Who?

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

HUEY

Gawd!  The banality of evil!

(beat; to Dewey)

Go ahead or we’ll be here till next week!

BACK TO SCENE 

Dewey ENTERS FRAME, PUNCHES Gino and Pauley at the same time.  They fall OUT OF FRAME.  Charlie watches, shocked.

INT. GINO’S LIVING ROOM — MOMENTS  LATER

Gino is showing Charlie to the door, CAMERA FOLLOWS.

GINO

I forgot to tell ya, Pauley's goin' with ya to videotape the job. 

CHARLIE

VIDEOTAPE?!?  You gotta be kidding me!

SHOT OF CHARLIE, HUEY

Huey is fussing with Pauley’s clothes.  O.S., you can HEAR Gino and Charlie arguing.  Charlie wants to work alone.

PAULEY

You gotta do that in front ’a people?

HUEY

It’s not every day we get to go kill somebody.

PAULEY

Ain’t my fault I’m management.

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO

Let me show ya how shit really works around here - Dewey!  Kill this cocksucker!  Now!

Dewey ENTERS FRAME, draws his GUN, COCKS IT, holds it to Charlie’s HEAD.

CHARLIE

WAIT!  WAIT!  

SHOT OF CHARLIE, HUEY 

PAULEY

I thought I gotta be boss once and a while.

HUEY

Arbor Day and Leap Year.

BACK TO SCENE 

GINO

Charlie, you do what you're told.  Have I made myself clear?

CHARLIE

You want that Super or regular VHS?

INT. GINO’S FRONT DOOR — MOMENTS  LATER

Charlie and Pauley are walking towards front door.  Pauley has a tripod and a sack lunch but no camera.

GINO (O.S.)

HEY!

They turn.

SHOT OF GINO 

GINO (Cont'd)

(sarcastically)

Ain’t you forgettin’ something?

BACK TO SCENE 

PAULEY

(thinking)

Nope, I got my lunch.

(holds it up)

SHOT OF GINO 

He waves the CAMCORDER -

GINO

I MEAN this, you fuckin' shit-for-brains!

TOSSES camcorder to Pauley, O.S.

BACK TO SCENE 

Pauley, surprised, drops his sack lunch to catch the incoming CAMCORDER.  YOU can HEAR his LUNCH hit the FLOOR with a CRASH.

HUEY (O.S.)

My soufflé!

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

THIRD TITLE: "HIT ME WITH YOUR BEST SHOT" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

EXT. CHARLIE’S CAR — NIGHT

HAND HELD SHOTS - TRAVELING 

CAMERA FOLLOWS DIALOGUE.  Charlie is driving a big, thrashed 70’s Detroit land-yacht.

CHARLIE

(glances down at camcorder)

You learn how to use that yet?

Pauley holds up camcorder to his eye, pans the car - CAMERA HOLDS ON PAULEY.

PAULEY

I think it's broke.

CHARLIE (O.S.)

Maybe this’ll help...

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. CAR — CONTINUOUS

Charlie’s HAND reaches INTO FRAME, pulls OFF the LENS CAP that is STILL ON THE CAMCORDER.  Pauley swings the CAMCORDER around the car testing it out.  Charlie rolls his eyes.

PAULEY (O.S.)

(shocked)

Well, I'll be dipped in dog-shit!

(turns camcorder around, stares into it)

Can you look at my 8-track later?

EXT. MOTEL — NIGHT

The place is a sleazy-looking dump.  The sign says "No Vacancy".

ANGLE ON CHARLIE'S CAR, PASSENGER DOOR

Charlie and Pauley are watching the motel.  Charlie checks his watch.  Pauley is drinking out of a paper sack.

CHARLIE

What did Jimmy do?

PAULEY

I ain't supposed to tell you nothin'.  

CHARLIE

I heard Jimmy got caught cranking a guy out with a pipe.

PAULEY

Nah, it was a BIG Monkey-Wards pipe wrench.  

(beat; takes a drink)

Too bad about Wards.  I think Jimmy still had a few more guys left on the warranty.

INT. - MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

JIMMY RAGS is setting on the bed.  Jimmy is a scumbag, 40's, badly dressed, tweaking.  On either side of him sets COPS: #1 and #2 - both in their 30s.  

All three are intensely WATCHING a PORNO MOVIE on the motel's pay-per-view channel.  You can't SEE it but you can HEAR what is going on.  Someone has put a bunch of quarters in the vibrating bed.  It hums and vibrates as the three stare at the TV.

Jimmy is chopping up some CRANK on a small MIRROR.  He hands it to both of the COPS and they snort their lines up.  #2 hands it back to Jimmy and he snort his lines.  All the time this is going on, nobody has taken their eyes off the TV.

JIMMY

This stuff’ll get from your nose to your toes in 2 seconds flat!

JIMMY (O.S.) (Cont'd)

Is that fuckin' good shit or what?

COP #2

That's better than the stuff my brother-in-law makes.

EXT. CHARLIE’S CAR — CONTINUOUS

CHARLIE

How'd they get Jimmy to turn so easy?

PAULEY

The D.A. told 'im they was gonna make 'im bunkies with the legendary "Cornhole Collins".  That dude's put more guys in “Depends” than a stroke.

INT. - MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Cop #1 checks his watch.  He nudges Cop #2 and gives him the signal that it's time to go.  Still, nobody is hardly taking their eyes off of the TV.

COP #1

We’re gonna go get some dinner.  You want something, Jimmy?

JIMMY

(jumps up)

Dinner?

COP #2

Huh...?  Dinner?

(beat)

Oh yeah, dinner.

JIMMY

You fuckers can’t just take off and leave me here alone!

COP #1

You’re as safe as in your mother’s arms.  Besides, who knows you’re here?

EXT. CHARLIE’S CAR — CONTINUOUS

Pauley’s finishing up the saga of Jimmy Rags.

PAULEY

(drinks from a paper sack)

Gino can't go back east for a shooter 'cause they'd know he fucked up by hirin' Jimmy.  That’s where you came in.

CHARLIE

Gino just pulled my name out of a hat?

PAULEY

You owed him money.  Gino had you checked out.  You was a killin' machine in the war.

CHARLIE

(looks down)

That was life or death over there!

PAULEY

(turns back, looks through binoculars)

So’s this.  We just dress better.

INT. - MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

COP #1

We'll be back in a while.

Both Cops stand up to leave.  They both have hard-on's.  #2's hat is hanging on his lap.

COP #2

Whoops...

EXT. CHARLIE’S CAR — CONTINUOUS

Pauley is watching the motel.

CHARLIE

I still don't get it why Gino wants this videotaped.

PAULEY

Beats the shit outta me, too.

CHARLIE

How come the cops got Jimmy here?

PAULEY

The Chief of Police runs a whorehouse here.  Maybe he gave the DA a weekly rate.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

CAMERA FOLLOWS the Cops to the DOOR.  They open the door and Cop #1 makes a big deal out of locking it as they EXIT FRAME.

COP #2

Now, don’t run off...

EXT. - MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

ANGLE ON  DOORKNOB

COPS #1 and #2 EXIT FRAME, shut the DOOR.  When they do you can SEE they left the ROOM KEY in the DOOR.  It swings back and forth after the door slams shut.

EXT. CHARLIE’S CAR — CONTINUOUS

PAULEY

(sees cops leaving)

Hold on...It’s SHOW TIME!

EXT. MOTEL ROOM DOOR — MOMENTS  LATER

Charlie has his ear to the door, adjusting his pair of gloves.  Pauley ENTERS FRAME with camcorder, tripod and his sack.  He takes a drink out of the stack and offers it to Charlie.  Charlie takes a drink hands it back.  Charlie bends down to the door, CAMERA ZOOMS IN - carefully opens it a crack - nods "Let's go!"

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

HIGH ANGLE SHOT - FISHEYE LENS - UNDERCRANKED

The TV is still blaring.  Beat.  BOOM!  In through the DOOR and INTO FRAME burst Charlie and Pauley.  Jimmy SCREAMS, bails off the bed and takes off with Charlie and Pauley in hot pursuit.  

The GROUP makes several laps around the room - over the bed, into the furniture, etc. Pauley STOPS to look at the TV and stands there staring at it.  After a couple more laps Charlie STOPS to look at the TV, too.  

Jimmy, however, is wired up enough for several more laps by himself.  Finally, he gets tired, forgets what is going on and stops to watch the TV, too.

CHARLIE

Wow!

PAULEY

I wonder where she lives?

JIMMY

Yeah, no shit... 

ANOTHER ANGLE - NORMAL SPEED

All of a sudden, Jimmy comes to his senses and starts to run - Charlie sticks the gun in his ear - Pauley stuffs a rag in his mouth.

ANGLE ON BED - HANDHELD CAMERA

Pauley and Charlie have tied Jimmy up with duct tape.  Pauley tapes the rag in Jimmy’s mouth.  They toss him up against the headboard.  He’s pleading, begging, thrashing about.

PAULEY

(in admonishing tone)

Gino is really mad at you, Jimmy.  You been a very naughty boy!

Jimmy shakes his head NO!  He tries to talk with the gag in his mouth.  Pauley imitates him.

JIMMY

Huh uh!

PAULEY

Uh huh!

JIMMY

Huh uh!

PAULEY

Uh huh!  Oh, yes you have!  

(snaps out of it; in regular voice)

Oh yes you have!  And you know what happens to bad boys!

(spots Jimmy's dope)

...they, uh...

SHOT OF DOPE ON MIRROR

Several inviting LINES left.

BACK TO SCENE 

CAMERA FOLLOWS Pauley.  He leans over and snorts up some of the dope.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

(helium voice)

Ooohhh baby!

DISSOLVE TO:

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — MOMENTS  LATER

CAMERA comes INTO FOCUS on a SHOT of Jimmy Rags on the bed. 

Pauley has drawn a BULLSEYE on Jimmy’s FOREHEAD with LIPSTICK.  Charlie ENTERS FRAME, looks at Jimmy.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Hit the bull's-eye and win a prize!

CHARLIE

That’s a nice touch...

CAMERA ZOOMS IN and OUT while Pauley fiddles with it.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Hey Jimmy!  How ya like that gag?  Them are Gino's shorts.

Jimmy's eyes roll down, shocked.

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

FADE IN:

INT. MOTEL ROOM — MOMENTS  LATER

CLOSE SHOT - ANGLE ON END OF GUN.  RACK INTO FOCUS ON END OF SILENCER.  

Charlie has the GUN in a DEATH GRIP, psyching himself up to shoot, now OUT OF FOCUS, wavering slightly as he grips it so hard.  CAMERA ZOOMS BACK.  BEHIND him, Pauley has the CAMCORDER mounted on the tripod.

Charlie cocks the hammer back on the gun CAMERA FOCUSES on Pauley.

He CLOSES his EYES, puts his fingers in his EARS.

CHARLIE

(turning, looking over his shoulder)

What are you doing?

SHOT OF JIMMY

SLOW ZOOM IN TO EXTREME CLOSE-UP

Jimmy’s sweating, struggling against his bonds - but at the same time watching Charlie and Pauley argue back and forth, his head turning like he’s watching a tennis match.

PAULEY (O.S.)

I find killin' distasteful, not to mention pretty fuckin' messy. 

CHARLIE (O.S.)

What the hell are you doing this business?

PAULEY (O.S.)

It was this or politics...

BACK TO SCENE 

Charlie takes a deep breath, draws a bead on Jimmy, braces himself to shoot.

CHARLIE

(to himself)

OK...

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF JIMMY 

He’s sweating, struggling, thrashing his head back and forth as he realizes he’s breathed his last.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Pauley peers through the eyepiece.  Charlie aims the gun at Jimmy, O.S.

CHARLIE

Die, you motherfucker!!!

Charlie pulls the trigger - CLINK!  The silencer falls off and lands at his feet.  

ANGLE ON CHARLIE'S FEET

The silencer is right between them.  Charlie reaches down INTO FRAME and picks it up.

BACK TO SCENE

Charlie frantically tries to screw the silencer back onto the gun.

PAULEY

I told Gino not to buy shit at yard sales.

CHARLIE

Aw, fuck! 

Charlie sticks the silencer in his pocket.  He points the gun at Jimmy, O.S. and starts pulling the trigger.

CLICK!  CLICK!  CLICK!  NOTHING happens.  The gun is not only a piece of junk, it's also UNLOADED!

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF JIMMY 

His body twitches and bucks as he prepares to be shot - his eyes POP as he realizes he's unhurt.  He lets a loud FART.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Charlie frantically re-cocks the gun, pulls the trigger over and over.  

PAULEY

I ain't a professional killer and all, but shouldn't bullets or sumptin' be comin' outta the end of your gun?

He checks for the clip - nobody has remembered to LOAD the GUN!  He whirls and points the gun at Pauley - wildly pulls the trigger.  

All he gets is a click, click, click.  He stops, pulls back the bolt and tries again. 

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Charlie, you got a really weird sense of humor.

Charlie doesn’t answer, he just keeps pulling back the bolt on the pistol and trying to shoot Pauley.  Finally the effort exhausts him and he stops, breathing heavily.

CHARLIE

You stupid, fucking dagos never checked the gun?  

PAULEY

Hey!  We wops are sensitive to personal abuse!

CHARLIE

Where's the clip?

PAULEY

(thinking)

Clip?  What's a clip?

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - KITCHEN — NIGHT

Gino ENTERS FRAME with a box of cereal and a carton of milk.  He's wearing a hairnet, a gorgeous silk robe and big pink and fuzzy bunny slippers.  He sits down at the table and starts to pour himself a bowlful.  He pours - out into the bowl falls the missing CLIP with a CLUNK!  

ANGLE ON BOWL OF CEREAL

The clip is right in the middle of Gino's cornflakes.

BACK TO SCENE 

He picks it up and studies it, shrugs, tosses it back into the bowl and pours milk all over everything.

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Charlie is slowly losing control.  Pauley walks INTO FRAME from behind the camera.

CHARLIE

We’re FUCKED!

PAULEY

I just love a positive attitude in the face of adversity.

CHARLIE

We’re FUCKED!  We need a gun!

PAULEY

Well, we could always use this one -

Pauley bends over and reaches under the bed.  He pulls out one of the Cop's holsters that they have accidentally left there.

CHARLIE

Sonofabitch!  What's that doing there?

PAULEY

Your tax dollars at work.

CHARLIE

Gimme that!

Charlie pulls a large service revolver out of the holster, checks to see if it's loaded.  Pauley puts the holster on.

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

We're in business.  Get back behind the camera.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Before either one of them can move, IN THROUGH the motel's door barges the CHIEF OF POLICE - complete with a HOOKER.  Both DRUNK.  She has his fly open and her hand shoved inside his pants.

CHIEF

Sorry, I didn't know this room was rented.  I...

He takes in the situation.

CHIEF'S P.O.V.

The CAMERA swings around the room area from Charlie to Pauley to Jimmy, etc. Jimmy struggles and kicks on the bed.

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

CHIEF (Cont'd)

Jimmy!  What are you doing here?

The Hooker realizes what is going on and tries frantically to get her hand out of the Chief's fly.  She can't.  Her bracelets are caught.  

CHIEF (Cont'd)

Hey, wait a minute.  You guys are up to something!  I can tell!

HOOKER

They're gonna kill us, you fucking idiot!

CHIEF'S P.O.V.

Charlie puts his hands up and starts backing up to the bed as Pauley watches the scene unfold.  Behind them, Jimmy is still thrashing around on the bed. 

CHARLIE

Now let's not do anything stupid!

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Chief tries for his gun.  The Hooker kneels down, one hand still stuck in the Chief's fly and dumps her clutch out on the floor.  She starts wildly going through it with her free hand.

ANGLE ON CLUTCH

Out comes a vibrator, rubbers, a pair of handcuffs, a can of Mace, a knife, some makeup and a small handgun.  She grabs the handgun.

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Hooker grabs her gun and fires a shot in Charlie's direction.

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

A lamp on the end table behind Charlie EXPLODES.  He flinches.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Chief finally gets his gun out.

CHIEF'S P.O.V.

Charlie dives over the beds to the floor behind it.

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Hooker and the Chief starts firing off some wild shots in Charlie's direction - BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

The SHOTS don't hit Charlie, but they manages to HIT JIMMY.  BLOOD FLIES.

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

CHIEF, HOOKER

AW SHIT!

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Charlie pops UP from behind the bed in fires off two rounds - BLAM!  BLAM!

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Chief gets HIT in the STOMACH.  The Hooker takes a direct HIT in the chest.  BLOOD FLIES.  She screams and fires one shot.  It hits the Chief in the THROAT.  

He staggers backwards and fires a round - BLAM!  It gets the Hooker right between the eyes.  BLOOD and BRAINS fly everywhere.  She falls over and rips the Chief's PANTS OFF.

When she falls, she has the Chief's DICK in a death grip.  It STRETCHES OUT until it looks like it's 3' LONG!  He screams.  She lets go and SNAP!  ​it snaps back like a rubber band inside his shorts.

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Charlie fires another round - BLAM!

INT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHIEF, HOOKER

The Chief gets hit in the HEART.  BLOOD SPLATTERS the WALL behind him.  He goes DOWN in sections.

ANOTHER SHOT

The air is thick with gun smoke.  Charlie stands up from behind the bed and surveys the scene - Jimmy, the Chief and the Hooker are all dead.  Pauley steps up to Charlie holding the camera on the tripod.

PAULEY

Well, that was certainly different.

Charlie looks stunned at everything that has gone on.  For Pauley, it's like another day at the office.

CHARLIE

I...I... 

PAULEY

Shall we go?

Charlie just turns and looks at Pauley, questioningly.  Pauley takes him by the arm and leads him OUT UP FRAME.

EXT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Charlie and Pauley step out the door.  A shout, O.S.  They jump and TURN.

[VIDEO - CONSUMER FORMAT] - EXT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

INTO FRAME comes running - the MAYOR (although we don't know this yet) - late 60's, in a suit.

MAYOR

HEY!  HOLD IT, YOU TWO!

With no time to think, Charlie pumps the remaining 3 rounds into the Mayor.  BLOOD FLIES.  He twists and pitches BACKWARDS like he’s been hit with a sledgehammer.

EXT. MOTEL ROOM — CONTINUOUS

PAULEY

Not bad.  Jimmy, the Chief of Police, the Mayor and a Hooker!  Boy, when you get back into this killin' shit, you jump in with both feet!

Pauley EXITS FRAME.  Beat.  He steps BACK INTO FRAME and GRABS the still stunned Charlie by the arm and leads him OUT OF FRAME. 

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

FOURTH TITLE: “IT'S ALL FOREIGN TO ME” - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. GINO’S LIVING ROOM — LATER

With Gino is MR. ZIT.  Mr. Zit is a portly JAPANESE gentleman.  CAMERA TRACKS around from BACK of CHAIRS where Zit and Gino are sitting to FRONT.  They are watching TV.  It glows and reflects on their FACES.  

The ROOM is BARELY LIT, so they move in and out of the shadows.  They are WATCHING Pauley's tape of the killings - you can barely HEAR IT.  Each has a drink in his hand.  

GINO

Check it out!  This is where the Mayor gets his!  Ooh!  Pow!  Pow!  Pow!  TAKE THAT!

(points finger at TV)

You can HEAR the shots from the TV.  Gino and Mr. Zit smile at what they are seeing.  Gino picks up the remote control and shuts the TV off.

GINO (Cont'd)

I told you this dude was good at whackin' people.

MR. ZIT

I wonder how they will explain all this at the next City Council meeting.

GINO

Now I gotta bribe all new people. 

They both chortle heartily, elbow each other like school kids.

MR. ZIT

Your men have done well.  Now time to up ante.

GINO

Auntie who?

CAMERA CIRCLES during conversation.  Gino leans in to Mr. Zit.

MR. ZIT

You and I have both been forced to live in exile by our crime families.  But no longer.  Now comes your big test.

GINO

You should 'a told me, I didn't even study.

MR. ZIT

(does a double take at Gino)

This was first step to get us back in game.  

GINO

Well, no shit.  So what does that got to do with all this videotapin' crap?  

MR. ZIT

Part 1 of Mr. Zit's master plan!

GINO

We got a master plan now?  

(beat)

Boy, you fuckers are inscrutable!

MR. ZIT

(nods)

Yes ... yes we are.

GINO

So, talk to me Zitty...

MR. ZIT

We about to become MOVIE PRODUCERS!

GINO

Well, no shit.

(beat)

What kinda movies?

MR. ZIT

Gino, have you ever heard of a "snuff" film?

GINO

A who?

MR. ZIT

A snuff film is a movie where somebody is killed, for real.  On camera.

GINO

Ain't that sorta overdoin' this reality TV stuff just a little, tiny bit?

MR. ZIT

The authorities will tell you that no such thing exists, but they do.

(leans into Gino)

I've seen them.  In Orient, they are very much in demand.  People, rich people will pay great amounts to possess one!  They would pay even more to see a movie where many people are killed! 

GINO

(now interested)

Oh yeah?  So how much would these, uh, “rich” people pay to possess one of these here snuff films where many people are killed?

MR. ZIT

I hear the asking price these days is in excess of 100 MILLION yen for 1 copy!

GINO

(leans back)

Let me get this straight - these people will pay 100 MILLION yen for a movie where people get whacked for real?  Am I following you?

MR. ZIT

Yes ... yes you are.

GINO

(whistles through his teeth)

Boy!  You fucking gooks are a bunch of real blood-thirsty pricks!

MR. ZIT

To know us, is to love us!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — LATER

Pauley is JERKING OFF behind the bar as Dewey and Huey watch.  He’s giving it all he’s got, going at it like a man possessed while the other two observe intently as if they’re students watching a great experiment.

Huey makes several suggestions with his hands.

HUEY

Er...uh... 

Pauley stops.

PAULEY

Hey!  You two paid 50 bucks to watch, not to kibitz!

Pauley feels in control, he gives them a sneer.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

So there!

(he looks down at what must be a rapidly deflating penis)

Aw, shit!

DEWEY, HUEY

(together; looking down)

Awww . . .

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — LATER

Gino and Mr. Zit, now wearing a hat, is behind the bar, mixing Gino a drink.  Both are getting DRUNK.

GINO

You really think we can sell this movie shit overseas for big bucks?

MR. ZIT

Here is Mr. Zit's surprise package of week!  I have already SOLD movie rights to extremely rich Hong Kong crime syndicate in exchange for 50 kilos of uncut #1-grade Chinese HEROIN!

(leans in to Gino; excited)

We about to become major distribution point for smack on west coast, then east coast, then whole world!  

(beat)

We about to become...players!

(eyes pop)

GINO

Hold it, hold it.  You "presold" the rights to a movie that we ain't got, that we ain't got started, that we ain't even got planned yet?

MR. ZIT

That how they do it in Hollywood, sweetie-darling.  We keep DVD and merchandising rights!  We be two happening dudes!  Stick that in your mama's spaghetti sauce, boy-san!

Mr.Zit pinches Gino's cheek.  Gino turns, looks INTO CAMERA.

All of a sudden, Mr. Zit looks down at his hand.

MR. ZIT (Cont'd)

Yuk!  What this shit all over bar? 

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #6 - A LESBIAN IN HER MID 30'S.

VICTIM #6

It’s not my fault she left her husband for me!

BLAM!  BLAM!  Two rounds slam into her.  BLOOD FLIES.  You can HEAR the GUN being COCKED.

PAULEY (O.S.)

I like pussy, Charlie, does that mean like I'm a lesbian?

#6 staggers, stares into CAMERA

VICTIM #6

I hate all you WEASEL-DICKS!  I've eaten more PUSSY than all you FUCKING MEN put together!  FUCK YOU!

Down she goes, OUT OF FRAME.

PAULEY (O.S.)

So, would you take her home to meet your mama?

INT. GINO’S FRONT DOOR — LATER

Gino, Mr. Zit.  

MR. ZIT

What about your shooter, this ... Charlie?  Will he do what we want? 

GINO

Don't worry, I got Charlie's pecker in my pocket.  Especially now.  He'll do what I tell 'em.

MR. ZIT

Can we trust him?

GINO

Trust don’t enter into the equation.  Just think of Charlie as a "disposable" resource.  

ANOTHER SHOT - GINO, MR. ZIT

GINO (Cont'd)

And to think, just last week I was just a humble crime lord and you were just a regular 'ole garden-variety pimp.

MR. ZIT

(bows)

Ah, yes, but behind every successful pimp lurks a movie producer just waiting to get out.

GINO

No shit?

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

FIFTH TITLE: "BROTHER, CAN YOU SPARE A MURDER?" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. GINO’S LIVING ROOM — LATER

Gino is staring RIGHT INTO THE CAMERA -

GINO

Charlie, I “asked” you here tonight because I need another personal favor!

SHOT OF CHARLIE

His FACE is battered, bleeding - Dewey's hand Holds a GUN to his temple

CHARLIE

(pants)

I figured...

ANOTHER SHOT - WAIST LEVEL

Gino and Charlie are sitting in chairs.  Gino hands Charlie a drink.

GINO

Charlie, after much thought and consideration, I have decided to throw some more work your way.

CHARLIE

You mean you want me to kill somebody else.

GINO

Kill is such, YUK, awful word.  Just consider it work.  And such good work should and will be rewarded!  You ‘an Pauley do a couple ’a more videotaped hits and I will pay you the princely sum of $500,000.

SHOT OF CHARLIE 

CHARLIE

(suspicious)

$500,000?  Half a million?  This doesn’t make any sense, Gino.  It’s...crazy.  

(beat)

Not to mention that I’m gonna burn in hell for all this.

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

(sighs, hangs his head)

Well, I wasn't going to go into this, Charlie, but you see, it's my old man, Fat Tony.  You see, he had this, uh...stroke...

(eyes up, looks at Charlie)

SHOT OF CHARLIE 

He's listening to Gino.

SHOT OF GINO

GINO (Cont'd)

It really wasn't a really, real kinda stroke.  See, my old man, he was having this little dispute in this here hospital, so he fires a couple of rounds into the ceiling for emphasis, you understand?  Well, I guess he goes and hits this gas pipe in the floor above him and the joint sort of blew up, and one of them big, Murphy beds, it falls through the ceiling and lands on top of him and busts up his spine.

(beat)

So now, he's this sorta helpless cripple and all he can do it just sit around and slobber and moan and piss himself in the front room.

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He's watching, not knowing whether to believe or not

SHOT OF GINO

GINO (Cont'd)

Ma needed to have all the furniture plastic- coated anyway, but...

CAMERA PUSHES IN. 

GINO (Cont'd)

...but the joy of my father's life, Charlie, was whackin' people out.  And he can't do that shit no more.  Not unless he slobbers 'em to death.  

(beat)

So this video, you see, it's for my old man.  Something to help him while away what little time he's got left here on God's green earth.

(starting to sob)

Reliving his youth through the kind and caring efforts of others - that's you, Charlie.

(peeks up to see if Charlie's buying it)

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

They exchange "Can you believe this shit" looks.

SHOT OF CHARLIE

CHARLIE

(raises an eyebrow)

And you'll pay a half a million dollars for me to do this?

SHOT OF GINO

He dabs at his eyes. 

GINO

Cash-money!  That's 5 million pesos in Tijuana!

(beat)

It is a bit more than I expected to spend for his birthday, but hey, nothings’s too good for my dear-old dad.

HUEY (O.S.)

Oh, Gawd...

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He listens, starting to buy it - CAMERA SLOWLY ZOOMS IN

GINO (O.S.)

So what you got against killing a few more people?  In for a penny, in for a pound.  Besides, we’ll make sure that they’re FUCKERS what really deserve to get popped!

SHOT OF GINO

He’s believing his own spiel.  He gets down on his knees.

GINO (O.S.) (Cont'd)

The best BOOZE, Charlie!  All the fuckin' DOPE you can shovel up your nose.  Tropical isles.  Watchin' the bangtails run.  More PUSSY than Joe Conforte!

(lowers his voice)

Say yes, Charlie, make this happen.  Say yes and make me the happiest man in the whole fuckin’ UNIVERSE!

(beat; leans in, lowers voice even more)

You had a dad, Charles.  Can I call you Charles?  I bet your dad called you Charles.  Bet he used to take you fishin’ and to ball games and out for Sunday drives and helped you with your homework.

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY 

They look like they ​both are going to throw up.

SHOT OF CHARLEY, GINO 

CHARLIE

My dad was a no-good drunk who beat the living shit outta me every damn night.

Gino is hurriedly thinking of a new tact or a better lie

GINO

Mine did too, Charles.  Just like your dad.  

(beat)

Show ya what a stand-up guy I am, you tell me where he is and we'll go over and whack him out for ya.  That's how much I think 'a you.

CHARLIE

He's already dead.  He drank himself to death.

GINO

Bummer, dude.

(beat)

Look at it this way then - every guy you put the zotz on, it'll be like doin' your old man...only it's better 'cause there'll be more of 'em!

(beat; to Dewey and Huey, O.S.)

At least that's what my therapist tells me.  

CHARLIE

Jesus, Gino, you're still talking cold-blooded murder!

GINO

No it’s not murder!  It’s JUST business!  For you, it'll be the pursuit of happiness!  God don’t count murder if it’s business or happiness.

CHARLIE

Who told you that?

GINO

It’s in the constitution!  It’s the –

(stands up – CAMERA FOLLOWS; hand on heart)

- American way!

(beat; salutes)

Gob bless America, Charles!

(beat; leans down - very seriously)

You ain't a commie, are you?

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #7 - MUSLIM, middle-aged, dressed in robes and wearing a turban.

He glares INTO THE CAMERA.

VICTIM #7

Death to America!  Death to the JEWS!  You are all infidels!  You will all perish in the fires of righteous hell!  We will triumph and dance on your graves!  Allah is great!

BLAM!  BLAM!  He’s HIT, BLOOD SQUIRTS.  He grabs his wound.

VICTIM #7 (Cont'd)

What?  You can't take a little joke?

BLAM!  BLAM!  Hit again.  

VICTIM #7 (Cont'd)

Ooowww!  I hope all that shit about the virgins is true! 

He collapses, OUT OF FRAME. 

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — EVENING

Gino is pouring Charlie one drink after another out of a bottle between them as Dewey and Huey watch.  

Charlie is thinking, trying to cut through the booze.  Gino wraps an arm around Charlie’s shoulder.

GINO

How 'bout it, Charlie?  Be a stand up guy.

Charlie finishes his drink.  He stiffens up, looks at Gino. 

CHARLIE

OK Gino, you got yourself a deal.  $500,000.  Cash.

He and Gino shake hands, Gino pours themselves more drinks, adds ice, pinches Charlie’s cheek.

GINO

You’re doin’ the right thing, my man.

CHARLIE

How many hits are we talking about?

GINO

Oh, not many...

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — LATER

Gino is on the phone, talking to Mr. Zit.

GINO

Zitty?  Yeah, it’s me.  We’re set.  He bought it, hook, line and sinker.  It was beautiful.

(beat)

All we do now is put word on the streets.  There ain't a man or a women in town what don't got a bitch or a hard-on against somebody else.  If we do this right, we'll have more work than a whorehouse during fleet week!

(beat)

Anything else? 

MR. ZIT (O.S.; ON PHONE)

Your men need professional equipment!  Not dime store shit! 

GINO

OK.  Any suggestions as to where we might go to find some, “professional” – type equipment?

EXT. TV STATION — NIGHT

HANDHELD CAMERA.  

As Gino and Mr. Zit talk, Dewey and Huey make their way to the employee’s entrance of the local TV station.

MR. ZIT (O.S.; ON PHONE)

Go to TV station in town and "borrow" some.

ANGLE ON STATION BACK DOOR

It says “KZZZ” CH.  8, “YOUR LOCAL NEWS LEADER’ and below that “EMPLOYEES ENTRANCE".  They straighten their ties, flex their muscles and check their weapons.  Dewey pounds on the door.

GINO (O.S.; ON PHONE)

Just out of curiosity, how much is 100 million yen in real money?

MR. ZIT (O.S.; ON PHONE)

How the fuck I know?  Call exchange. 

Dewey pounds away again on the door.  Finally, it opens to reveal - NIGHT TECH.  He's small, nerdy, wearing a thick glasses.

NIGHT TECH

Yes?

Dewey sticks a GUN right BETWEEN the Tech’s EYES.

NIGHT TECH (Cont'd)

The LIQUOR STORE is down the STREET!

Dewey pushes the Tech back.  He and Huey go inside, OUT OF FRAME.  

CUT TO: 

SCREEN IS BLACK 

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

SIXTH TITLE: "IT PAYS TO ADVERTISE!" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — EVENING

Gino is on the phone, spreading the word.  Dewey,  Huey and Pauley watch.

GINO

That’s right!  You tell ’em we’ll hit anybody -men, women, kids, young, old, niggers, greasers, cripples, even regular people.  

(beat; listens, hand over receiver - to the group)

How about priests?

HUEY

We're atheists, what do we care?                                     

GINO

(thinks)

OK.  But, tell 'em we got a special on Protestants till Easter.  Ya got that?

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #8 - TV EVANGELIST - MID 50's.  He’s in his religious robes.

VICTIM #8

... and so I say unto you, my children, do you know where you’re going to spend your eternity?

BLAM!  He's hit.  Blood flies. 

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

Hallelujah!

BLAM!  Another hit.

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

Praise the lord!

BLAM!  Shot again.

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

I say amen, brothers and sisters!

BLAM!  Shot yet again.

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

Jesus loves you!

BLAM!  Shot once more. 

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

I love you!

BLAM!  Shot again.  You can HEAR the GUN SNAP, SNAP, SNAP - Charlie’s out of shells.  #8 looks at the CAMERA, sticks out his TONGUE.

VICTIM #8 (Cont'd)

NAAAHHH!

He falls OUT OF FRAME.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — NIGHT

Dewey, Huey and Pauley are standing in a line.  Gino walks up to a TABLE OF PHONES all in a row.

GINO

Are we ready to ROCK 'N ROLL!

HUEY

Ready, oh great commander! 

GINO

This setup can't be traced?

HUEY

No.  It's what's called a "digital stealth" line.  The signal is scrambled and encrypted and the whole thing is shielded.  It can't be tapped or traced or listened in on!  And, it handles multiple lines.

GINO

I'm impressed.  Where’d you guys get somethin' that fancy?

DEWEY

On a cable shopping channel.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE — LATER

Table with phones.  Gino, Pauley, Dewey and Huey are manning the lines.

MONTAGE OF QUICK, CUT AWAY SHOTS - EACH MEMBER of the GROUP as they answer phones and take orders.

In BACKGROUND, PHONES are RINGING off their hooks.

HUEY

Of course this is tax-deductible.  Put it under business expenses, or entertainment.  Whichever you prefer.

PAULEY

(hand over receiver)

I find all this violence in society absolutely deplorable!

(hand off receiver)

Thank you for waiting - now, did you want him cut up into BIG pieces or LITTLE ones...?

DEWEY

It's 500 per hit, or 300 dollars senior discount... 

HUEY

Ooh!  "Centurions of Rome", the Director's cut?  I'll take one!  Is that in surround sound?

GINO

Do I got a refrigerator?  Course I got a refrigerator!

(beat)

Is it WHAT??

(beat)

Running???  Running what?

PAULEY

Hey!  Hey!  Hey!  I got a breather here.

DEWEY

Anchovies and garlic.  Family size.  Make it two.  

(beat)

Now, who you need whacked?

HUEY

SHOW ME THE MONEY!  SHOW ME THE MONEY!

GINO

FUCK YOU!  I like my long distance plan!

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. GINO’S FRONT DOOR — AFTERNOON

Doorbell rings.  Dewey ENTERS FRAME, opens up door.  It's Mr. Zit.  He starts to enter, he STOPS.  His eyes POP.

MR. ZIT'S P.O.V.

Dewey is wearing a huge, flowered MUUMUU.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF MURDER BOARD

Gino is studying his murder board.  Mr. Zit ENTERS FRAME, pauses in wonder to look at the board.  The board has index cards stuck all over it.

GINO

Hey Zitty!  Didn’t know hatred and murder was so profitable, huh?

MR. ZIT

Only since dawn of time!  

(points at board)

How much?

GINO

Eh, 25 - 30 THOUSAND.  We’re doin’ better these days than the Stock Exchange!

MR. ZIT

I love dealing with crooks!  Make Mr. Zit’s nipples hard!

GINO

(eye-balling Zit's nipples)

Yeah, well it does sorta put the romance back into crime.

SHOT OF GINO, MR. ZIT

Gino pins one last index card on the murder board.  Mr. Zit leans in -

MR. ZIT

(in low voice)

Can I ask you something?

GINO

(looking around like he’s going to hear a state secret)

Sure...

MR. ZIT

Did you know your bodyguard is wearing a dress?

GINO

It ain’t a dress.

MR. ZIT

It’s not?

GINO

It’s a muumuu.

MR. ZIT

(beat; thinks for a second - seriously)

Do you know your bodyguard is wearing a muumuu?

GINO

Yeah, but,

(starts to exit)

​he's got the legs for it.

Gino EXITS FRAME.  Mr. Zit thinks about the answer, then nods "OK".

CUT TO: 

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

SEVENTH TITLE: "JUST KILLING TIME..." - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NICE HOUSE — EVENING

INTO FRAME come Pauley and Charlie - open for business - CAMERA TRACKS AROUND BEHIND THEM so you can SEE the FRONT DOOR.  

Charlie rings the doorbell ... nothing.  Rings again ... nothing.  Pauley hits RECORD on the CAMERA.

PAULEY

Is this guy home?

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - EXT. FRONT PORCH - NICE HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Pauley's too close, he ZOOMS BACK.  Charlie POUNDS on the door.  Finally you can HEAR somebody coming.  An OLD, HEAVY-SET MAN answers the DOOR, stares out at the CAMERA.

CHARLIE

Mr. Dingle?

DELBERT

Who?

CHARLIE

Are you Delbert Dingle?

DELBERT

What? 

CHARLIE

(loud)

Are-you-Delbert-Dingle? 

DELBERT

No thanks, I already take the paper.

CHARLIE

(loud)

Not the paper, we're here to KILL YOU!

DELBERT

Yeah, yeah, must be a thrill being on TV!

(points at CAMERA)

CHARLIE

(louder)

Not thrill!  Kill! 

DELBERT

I'm fine.  I don't feel ill.

Charlie turns in exasperation to the CAMERA.  Charlie pulls out his gun.  Delbert sees it and waves him away. 

DELBERT (Cont'd)

No thanks, I never buy door-to-door.

CHARLIE

I'm not selling anything!

DELBERT

Good luck in college, boys.

Delbert steps back inside and closes the door.  Charlie turns and STARES at CAMERA, again.

CHARLIE

I don't believe this.

PAULEY (O.S.)

That old fucker's deaf as a post or he's a genius.  Let's burn his house down.

Charlie rings again.  Beat.  Delbert opens the door.  Charlie lets him have it - BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!  BLOOD FLIES.  

He staggers TOWARDS the CAMERA, but at the last second, veers off towards Charlie - CAMERA FOLLOWS.  He COLLAPSES on TOP of him, dead.  Charlie is outweighed by 100 lbs.  He flaps and struggles under the large body.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - NICE HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

CHARLIE

FUCK!  Get him OFF ME!

Pauley, meanwhile, packs up the EQUIPMENT; ready to leave.  

He reaches down, steals Delbert's WALLET, looks down at Charlie.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Will you quit foolin' around?  I got an 8 o’clock to get my nails done.

Pauley gets smacked on his big toe with the gun butt for his trouble.  He hops in pain, flings the wallet into the air.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Ow,ow,ow! 

INT. EXPENSIVE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — EVENING

You can HEAR a STRUGGLE, O.S. - INTO FRAME burst Charlie and Pauley dragging a beat up and bleeding VICTIM-TO-BE: a DOCTOR - early 40's, nicely dressed.  CAMERA FOLLOWS.  They dump him on the floor.

Charlie and Pauley proceed to throw a couple of kicks into the cowering Victim.  He rolls and moans for mercy.

PAULEY

This is the guy we're supposed to kick?

CHARLIE

Yep.  They paid extra for that.

They kick him some more.  He cowers and yelps in pain. 

DOCTOR

Wait-a-minute!  Wait-a-minute!

(hands up)

Tell me what you want!  

(beat)

If it’s MONEY you want...

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. EXPENSIVE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — EVENING

He starts crawling backwards from Charlie, hands up, trying to buy time.  CAMERA ZOOMS IN and OUT on Doc.

DOCTOR

Look, whatever they paid you, I’ve got money, I’ll PAY YOU DOUBLE!

CHARLIE

Sorry, we already cashed the check.

INT. EXPENSIVE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM

Charlie pulls out his GUN - COCKS the HAMMER.  Pauley works the camera.

DOCTOR

There's something I should tell you!  Wait!  WAIT!

Charlie lets Doc have it BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. EXPENSIVE HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Doc's body twitches as he’s HIT.  BLOOD SPRAYS.  BEAT.  Doc raises his head, looks at Charlie, O.S.

DOCTOR

I can do penis enlargements...!  

PAULEY lets out a yell, rushes INTO FRAME.  Charlie joins him.  They both grab Doc and start trying to shake him back to life.

CHARLIE

Come on Doc, come on Doc! 

PAULEY

Why didn’t he say something earlier!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — NIGHT

Gino is with Dewey and Huey. 

GINO

I picked up that package for you guys today.

(reads packing slip)

"Richard's Gerr-Bells" 

(to Dewey and Huey)

What the fuck's a gerr-bell?

HUEY

It’s gerbil, not gerr-bell!

GINO

(mulling it over)

OK...what the fuck is a “gerbil”!

HUEY

Sort of a hamster.

GINO

What you gonna do with them?

DEWEY

We’re going to, uh —

(shoots look at Dewey)

- raise them. 

GINO

Well, let me tell you something, Mister Gerbil- Raiser!  You start with a couple 'a them things and the next thing you know...you got hundreds of ‘em!

HUEY

We hope...

GINO

You know what you got, then?  Do-you-know?

HUEY

What?

GINO

What you got then is one major pain in the ass!

Dewey and Huey exchange knowing glances.

HUEY

(bats his eyes)

Really...? 

EXT. SHOT - FRONT OF “TRACT” HOUSE — AFTERNOON

Charlie and Pauley bop up to the front door carrying the equipment.  They drop the equipment and Charlie starts to ring the doorbell.  Just as he does - 

SHOT OF FRONT DOOR

It suddenly OPENS to reveal - one large, very surly-looking CLOWN.  Dressed like BOZO - a red wig, floppy shoes, fake nose, colorful outfit and wearing a large, fake boutonniere.  He looks very surprised to see Charlie and Pauley.  He’s holding a large suitcase of props.

CLOWNS P.O.V.

Charlie and Pauley are shocked.  They take a step backwards.

SHOT OF FRONT DOOR - CLOWN

The Clown looks at Charlie and Pauley, O.S.

CLOWN (BONZO)

What-in-the-FUCK do you two CLOWNS want? 

CLOWN’S P.O.V.

Charlie pulls out his GUN - points it AT THE CAMERA.

PAULEY

Can he say that? 

INT. - INSIDE “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

HANDHELD SHOT

BONZO has his hands up, backing up.  Charlie and Pauley ENTER FRAME.  Charlie has the gun in Bonzo's face.  Pauley slides the equipment inside and SLAMS the door.  

Bonzo backs up to a counter top, sets down his SUITCASE.  It reads “BONZO THE CLOWN”.

Charlie pulls out his orders - scans them quickly.  Pauley pulls out the CAMERA, starts setting it up, as he does he moves IN and OUT OF FRAME. 

CAMERA FOLLOWS ACTION -

CHARLIE

You’re Bonzo the Clown?

BONZO

No, I'm Shirley-Fucking-Temple.  Read the flippin' suitcase, moron!

(thumbs at suitcase; scowling)

PAULEY

Whoa!  I ain't never had a ​clown talk dirty to me before! 

BONZO

If it’s money you fuckers want, you’ve got the wrong ​clown!  Go try Ronald McDonald!

CHARLIE

Who said anything about robbery?  

ANOTHER ANGLE - CHARLIE, BONZO

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

See, we’re here to kill ya, bud.

BONZO

Kill me?  Get the FUCK outta here!

CHARLIE

We are!

BONZO

Aw, bullshit!

CHARLIE

Really!

BONZO

Go on...

CHARLIE

I'm not lying.  

BONZO

No way!

CHARLIE

Way!

BONZO

Nah!

CHARLIE

Yeah!

BONZO

Take a fucking hike, slick! 

CHARLIE

(exasperated; to Pauley, O.S.)

Are we here to kill this prick or not?

PAULEY (O.S.)

We're here to kill the SHIT outta ya, dude.

BONZO

Really?

CHARLIE

Really! 

BONZO

Somebody sent you?  

CHARLIE

Yes!

BONZO

Well, no shit.

CHARLIE

No shit!

BONZO

They did?

CHARLIE

They did! 

BONZO

Who sent you?  

CHARLIE

I didn't ask for a name.

BONZO

Was it that family of hebes?  

CHARLIE

(interrupting)

Wasn’t them.

BONZO

(trying to think who set him up)

It WASN'T?  Hmmm...that little fat shit's parents?  

(beat)

He needed slapping around.  

CHARLIE

Nope.

BONZO

The little shit that stut-stut-stuttered?

CHARLIE

That was good, but no.

BONZO

(trying to think who set him up)

Uh...uh...the kid with the retarded brother?  How-the-HELL did I know that retards can’t tread water?

CHARLIE

Nope!

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

Charlie and Bonzo.

BONZO

Gimme a hint...

CHARLIE

Little girls?  Statutory rape?  

BONZO

Little girls?  Is that what this shit’s all about?

(beat, beat)

Uh, which one?

CHARLIE

The 12 year old...

BONZO

(still thinking)

Uh... 

(beat)

Which ONE?

CHARLIE

The blond.  The 12 year old blond girl.

BONZO

Did she have big tits or little ones?  Nipple rings?  Piercings?  Tattoos?  The one with the two trained Dobermans?

CHARLIE

(to Pauley, O.S.)

This guy must have rung up more cherries than a Vegas slot machine.

BONZO

It's an occupational hazard.  

Charlie waves his GUN.

CHARLIE

So's this!

BONZO

Hold on!  Hold on!  You're gonna shoot me because I banged some under-aged chick?  So what?  How do you even know I did it?

CHARLIE

They found this -

Charlie pulls out of his pocket - a red ​clown’s NOSE - holds it up in FRONT OF CAMERA.

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

- wedged in a place no self-respecting clowns nose should be wedged.

INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

Bonzo grabs back his nose and stuffs it in his pocket.

BONZO

So that's where that went!  

CHARLIE

Don't you feel any shame?  Or remorse?

BONZO

Only if I come too quick...  

Charlie aims his gun right between Bonzo's eye's, cocks the hammer.  

CHARLIE

Well, you're about to go just as quick!

BONZO

Wait!  Before you do that, there's something I ought 'a show you!

CHARLIE

What?

BONZO

(points to boutonniere)

My flower.

CHARLIE

Your flower?

BONZO

My flower... 

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

CLOSE SHOT - BONZO

Before Charlie can pull the trigger, he looks at Bonzo's flower.  Bonzo pulls his own trigger - he squeezes the bulb on his fake boutonniere and OUT shoots a STREAM of WATER TOWARDS CAMERA.

INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

CLOSE SHOT - CHARLIE

Charlie gets the stream of water right in his eyes, his gun hand drops as he tries to clear his eyes.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

CLOSE SHOT - BONZO

He draws back and PUNCHES TOWARDS the CAMERA.

INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

TWO SHOT - CHARLIE, PAULEY

Charlie gets HIT right on the chin.  He FLIES BACKWARDS, OUT OF FRAME.  Pauley watches him go, frozen, caught by surprise.

ANOTHER SHOT

Charlie falls backwards INTO FRAME onto the floor.  His guns slides out of his hand. 

SHOT OF FLOOR -

Gun slides THROUGH FRAME.  

SHOT OF COUNTER TOP - SUITCASE

Bonzo’s HANDS grab it, pull it OUT OF FRAME.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

He raises the SUITCASE over his head, charges TOWARDS CAMERA.

BONZO

YAAAHH!

PAULEY (O.S.)

(resigned)

Yep -

(beat)

- should ’a gone into politics...

INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF PAULEY

The SUITCASE comes crashing down on his head.

ANOTHER ANGLE - PAULEY

He falls BACK hits the WALL, dazed.  Slowly he slides down.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

He sets his suitcase back on the counter.  Now, he's on top.  He gloats and rants. 

BONZO

You two-bit hoods!  Nobody fucks with Bonzo!

SHOT OF CHARLIE - ON FLOOR

He’s shaking off the punch, trying to clear his head and his eyes.

SHOT OF BONZO

He glares down at Charlie. 

BONZO (Cont'd)

Get up, you piece-of-shit!

He STRUTS OVER to CHARLIE, CAMERA FOLLOWS.  

BONZO (Cont'd)

I said GET UP!

He throws some kicks into Charlie's ribs but the big floppy Clown shoes just bend up and don't do any damage it all.

BONZO (Cont'd)

Goddamit!  You're never wearing cleats when you need 'em.

He drags Charlie to his feet, slaps him a few times.  Charlie wakes up,   steps on the toes of Bonzo's huge ​clown shoes and starts hitting him repeatedly like a punching bag.  

ANGLE ON CLOWN'S SHOES

Charlie is standing on both toes.

BACK TO SCENE 

Bonzo can't get away.  His head snaps back and forth like an old comedy routine.

SHOT OF PAULEY - KNEE LEVEL

Pauley is DAZED.  He blinks.  As he does, a trickle of blood runs down his FACE.  In the BACKGROUND you HEAR Charlie and Bonzo’s struggle.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

Bonzo pushes Charlie off of his shoes.  He turns around and grabs his suitcase, opens it up and pulls out... a RUBBER CHICKEN.  He starts beating Charlie about the head and shoulders with it.  Charlie flinches and tries to cover up.  He pushes Bonzo away.

CHARLIE

(angrily)

You can't beat a man with a rubber chicken!

BONZO

Why not?  It wouldn't be the first time!

Before Bonzo can attack with a chicken again, Charlie catches him on the chin with a right cross.  Bonzo drops the rubber chicken.  

Charlie and Bonzo both start frantically going through the SUITCASE.  They discard various PROPS looking for a suitable weapon.  

They both pull out pistols.  They point them at each other and fire.  They both go "pop" and a flags flies out that says "BANG" on them.  They toss the pistols.  

Charlie pulls out a piece of bondage gear.  Bonzo looks embarrassed.

BONZO (Cont'd)

Heh, heh, forgot that was in there.

Charlie tosses it away.  

Bonzo pulls out a huge fake dagger and stabs Charlie with it.  Nothing happens.  He throws it down on the ground.

BONZO (Cont'd)

Goddamned props!

Bonzo pokes Charlie and the eyes.  He reaches into the suitcase and pulls out a balloon.  He blows it up quickly and starts choking Charlie with it.  

ANGLE ON COUNTER

Charlie's hand grabs a fork.

BACK TO SCENE 

Charlie pops the balloon with the fork.  He whirls and catches Bonzo on the chin with a punch.  Bonzo flies OUT OF FRAME. 

SHOT OF PAULEY - KNEE LEVEL

Bonzo flies backwards INTO FRAME and SITS right on the dazed Pauley's head.  

SHOT OF PAULEY - KNEE LEVEL 

Charlie steps INTO FRAME and starts throttling Bonzo.  

Poor Pauley, he has a clowns BUTT wedged on his head, he's injured and  Bonzo and Charlie are stepping all over him as they battle.  Pauley grimaces.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY, BONZO

Bonzo is sitting on Pauley's head.  Charlie pulls him up and slugs him OUT OF FRAME. 

SHOT OF PAULEY - KNEE LEVEL

He is dazed and confused, a smirk frozen on his face.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

Bonzo slams into the counter.  He opens a drawer, pulls out a LARGE BUTCHER KNIFE.

BONZO

This ain't no prop, asshole.

SHOT OF CHARLIE 

He’s bleeding from various contusions and abrasions.  He backs up.

CHARLIE

You sure? 

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

BONZO

Yeah, I'm sure!  If this was a prop, I couldn't do this -

He promptly STABS himself right in the STOMACH demonstrating that it's not a prop.  He looks down and gasps.  BLOOD pours out of the WOUND.

BONZO (Cont'd)

Well, I'll be a dirty motherfucker... 

Bonzo pulls out the knife and throws it down.  

He starts searching himself for something to stop the flow of blood.  He PULLS OUT - a fake BOUQUET.  He throws it away.  He next PULLS out a - deck of CARDS.  They spray everywhere.

BONZO (Cont'd)

Goddamned props!

Finally he finds what he wants up his SLEEVE - about 10 feet of HANDKERCHIEFS.  He starts frantically pulling them out.

BONZO (Cont'd)

There we go!

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He walks over and picks his GUN up off the floor.  He walks over to the  refrigerator, CAMERA FOLLOWS and pulls out a beer.  

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. “TRACT” HOUSE - KITCHEN — CONTINUOUS

Bonzo pulls out all the handkerchiefs, wads them up and applies them to his wound just as Charlie gulps down his beer.

BONZO

Hey!  Buy your own FUCKIN’ BEERS!

SHOT OF BONZO, CHARLIE

Charlie grabs Bonzo and sticks his head inside the refrigerator.  He slams the door against it several times as hard as he can.  Bonzo grabs his head and FALLS OUT OF FRAME.

BONZO (Cont'd)

(before he falls)

That was a new Frigidaire!

He LANDS with a THUD!  Charlie KICKS him a couple times, fires several rounds into him - BLAM!  BLAM!  BLOOD SPRAYS.

SHOT OF PAULEY

Charlie rushes INTO FRAME helps the dazed Pauley to his feet.  CAMERA FOLLOWS ACTION.  Charlie grabs the camera.

CHARLIE

(pants)

Come on!  Somebody’s probably called the cops by now!

Pauley looks at Charlie, reacts -

PAULEY

Ma!  What's for dinner?

CHARLIE

Try to walk.

PAULEY

Can we poison dad tonight?  

They struggle OUT OF FRAME.

INT. - GINO’S LIVING ROOM — LATER

Gino glares, hands on hips at Pauley, who is sitting in a chair trying to clean himself up with a white towel, which is turning pink from all his blood.  He moans and holds the towel on his wounds, trying to hide under it.

GINO

You let a fuckin’ circus clown kick your worthless ass?  

PAULEY

I didn’t let ’em Gino, he did it on his own!

GINO

You goddamn pussy!    

PAULEY

I think he set on my head, too. 

GINO

You let a CLOWN sit on your head?

ANOTHER ANGLE - DEWEY, GINO, HUEY, PAULEY

GINO (Cont'd)

OH JESUS!  Youse is outta the family!  Now!

HUEY

Sorry, you can't do that.

GINO

Oh yeah?  Why can't I?

HUEY

Because it's in the charter.

GINO

It is?  Oh...

(to Pauley)

OK, but youse can't wear no more 'a my hats!

SHOT OF GINO, PAULEY 

PAULEY

But Gino, he was a big and mean type of clown!

GINO

A big and mean type of CLOWN?!?

PAULEY

Yeah!  I swear!

Gino punctuates each WORD by SLAPPING the already suffering Pauley on the head.  Pauley flinches with each shot.

GINO

Nobody beats up a Bonaduche and gets away with it!  Nobody!  

(beat)

DEWEY! 

DEWEY ENTERS FRAME, walks up to Pauley.  Pauley gives Dewey the peace sign.  Dewey just shrugs in a “Sorry, but it’s my job” manner.  Pauley grimaces because he knows what's coming.  He covers the side of his head nearest Dewey with his towel and arms.

Dewey SLAPS Pauley out of the chair and OUT OF FRAME.  Beat.  PAULEY’S HAND and TOWEL comes into FRAME, he waves the towel like a SURRENDER SIGN.  

Gino starts yelling at Dewey and Huey.

GINO (Cont'd)

We gotta avenge the family's honor!  We gotta go kill this Clown!  

SHOT OF DEWEY, HUEY

They look at each other, than at Gino, O.S. 

DEWEY

But Boss, ain’t he sorta already dead?

SHOT OF GINO 

GINO

I didn't say it was gonna be easy!  Just you go get him!  

TWO SHOT - DEWEY, HUEY

They look at each other, again. 

HUEY

(whining)

But, tonight’s our bridge night!

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

EIGHTH TITLE: “NO CROWDING, WE HAVE ENOUGH MAYHEM FOR EVERYBODY!” - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE — EVENING

ANGLE ON MURDER BOARD 

Gino is flipping through a stack of INDEX CARDS.  It seems he has too many people to kill.

GINO

Look at all these fuckin’ jobs!  I love it!

Gino walks over to some chairs and sits down.  CAMERA FOLLOWS.  Mr. Zit is in one of the other chairs, drunk.  Gino flips the index cards into his lap, picks up his drink.

MR. ZIT

(going through cards)

Business is good!

GINO

(checks watch)

Hey!  The six o'clock news is on.  

Gino turns ON TV (O.S.) with remote.  You can HEAR the NEWSCAST -

FEMALE REPORTER (O.S.; ON TV)

...and the body count continues to grow in our city's worse crime spree in history... 

GINO

(raises glass)

That's US!  Go team!

FEMALE REPORTER/MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

...with the discovery of yet another gunshot victim late last night, bringing the number of dead so far to 15 including former Chief of Police Ben Dover and Mayor Phil McCracken.  

(beat)

One of those dead being our own Channel 8 employee, night technician, Floyd Felch.  Floyd, who was kidnapped and brutally murdered only one week ago and whose funeral we will be carrying live tomorrow at 1:00 in an exclusive broadcast. 

MR. ZIT

Must be "sweeps" week...  

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

With us now is our new Chief of Police, Ed Wilbur.  Chief, in a press release earlier this week, you stated that so far you have no suspects, no motives and no real evidence in any of these apparent murders.  Since then, do you have any new leads?

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

Uh...no.

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

Chief, is there any truth to the rumor that fliers promoting murder-for-hire have been found around town and that organized crime is really behind all the killings?

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

I think I heard something about that...

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

No kidding.  Will your men be checking into these rumors?

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

What rumors?

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

About organized crime being behind these murders.

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

I think I heard something about that...

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

Nevermind.  For Channel 8 Live Action News, this is Megan Muffley, back to you in the studio.

MR. ZIT

News-babe got nice TITS!  

Gino turns the TV OFF.  He and Mr. Zit clink glasses.

INT - WAREHOUSE - DAY

HANDHELD SHOT 

Charlie and Pauley poke around a warehouse as Mr. Zit and Gino's DIALOGUE CONTINUES.  CAMERA FOLLOWS -

GINO (V.O.)

I think we need to get this action off the streets for a while.  

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

There are several abandoned warehouses in town...

GINO (V.O.)

A warehouse?

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

Somewhere discrete, so bodies can be stored for a time.

Just as he says that, Pauley and Charlie open up a back room.  One that looks just perfect for body storage.  

GINO (V.O.)

Sort of production line shit, huh?

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

Correct.

GINO (V.O.)

Boy, you fuckin’ gooks are big on that production line shit.

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

Whip white-boy’s ass in marketplace every time!

They look at each other and nod.  Pauley leans on door and falls right into the room. 

GINO (V.O.)

Hey Zitty, can I ask you a personal question?

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

No...

GINO (V.O.)

(ignores answer)

Is it true what I hear about Japanese women?

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

(puzzled)

What do you hear about Japanese women?

DISSOLVE TO:

ANOTHER SHOT - WAREHOUSE

Pauley and Charlie start hauling equipment in. 

GINO (V.O.)

That their pussy runs east and west instead of north and south.  Is that true?

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

Yes, yes it is.

GINO (V.O.)

(angry)

DAMNIT!

MR. ZIT (V.O.)

What's wrong?

GINO (V.O.)

I owe Pauley 20 BUCKS!

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

NINTH TITLE: “WE'RE GONNA PUT YOU IN THE MOVIES!” - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. - WAREHOUSE - NIGHT

HANDHELD SHOT 

Part of the WAREHOUSE has been fixed up like a studio: LIGHTS, CAMERA EQUIPMENT, a MARK on the floor.  Charlie and Pauley are fussing around, fixing things up.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #9 - FLASHER – in his 50's.

He's scroungy-looking, wearing only a trenchcoat and boots. 

CHARLIE (O.S.)

Any last words, you cock-waving FUCK?

PAULEY'S P.O.V.

#9 Doesn't reply - he just FLASHES the CAMERA, wags his DICK at it.  CAMERA'S POSITION completely BLOCKS OUT his CROTCH, so you'll have to use your imagination.  Charlie lets him have it - BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM!

ANGLE ON GROUND

A bloody, badly mangled SET OF COCK and BALLS hits the ground.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Charlie turns to Pauley with a "How'd you like that shooting?"  Expression.  Pauley winces and grabs his crotch in sympathy pains.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #10 - INSURANCE SALESMAN - 30ish.

He’s on one knee, digging through his BRIEFCASE.

VICTIM #10

Got it right here, someplace...

(pulls out a handful of forms)

Here we are.  

(stands up)

Look, you two are in very dangerous occupation, right?  Right!  So, you can’t afford NOT to have the very policy I’m holding in my hand!  I bet neither one of you have insurance now, right?

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Pauley and Charley look at each other, then #10.

Charlie raises his GUN.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Charlie FIRES - BLAM!  BLAM!  BLAM! - right through his briefcase.  #10 reels backward, blood SPURTS.  BLAM!  He gets SHOT, again.  

VICTIM #10

I’ll leave my card!

He collapses, OUT OF FRAME.

[VIDEO] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

VICTIM #11 - RAPPER, BLACK, EARLY 20'S

HE'S HOLDING A GHETTO-BLASTER

CHARLIE (O.S.)

Any last words?

VICTIM #11

Yo!  Check out my action! 

He sets down the blaster and turns it on.  A RAP SONG BLASTS.  He starts to dance in place.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

They look at #11, each other.  Pauley holds his nose.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

#11 launches into his song.

VICTIM #11

(ad-lib lyrics)

"I ain't afraid, can't do me no harm".

After those lines, Charlie fires - BLAM!  #11 gets hit in the ARM, BLOOD FLIES. 

VICTIM #11 (Cont'd)

"Ow, motherfucker, you shot me in the arm!"

He continues to sing and dance and bleed.

VICTIM #11 (Cont'd)

"But I won't scream and I won't beg!"

BLAM!  Charlie SHOOTS #11 in the LEG.  More BLOOD FLIES. 

VICTIM #11 (Cont'd)

"Ow motherfucker!  You shot me in the leg!"

#11 hobbles and flails around trying to stand up.  He's in serious pain.

VICTIM #11 (Cont'd)

Get down!  Get down!

Charlie raises his GUN, O.S.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

Charlie fires, #11's head snaps back, he collapses.  Charlie shoots the guy's GHETTO BLASTER, too.  It explodes in pieces.

CHARLIE

I guess every film should have it's little musical interlude.

PAULEY

You think Dino would 'a sung that shit?

ANOTHER SHOT

Pauley is leaning on the camera.  THROUGH FRAME walks Charlie leading a big DOG on a leash.  Pauley watches them in disgust as they pass. 

PAULEY (Cont'd)

This is humiliatin' ...

CHARLIE

Bitch, bitch, bitch ...

INT. WAREHOUSE

ANGLE ON BODY STORAGE ROOM.  UNDERCRANKED SERIES of SHOTS.

Classical music for bed.  
Series resembles old silent film clips.  Undercrank.
Charlie and Pauley carry bodies to the BODY STORAGE ROOM. 

1.   BODY PARTS FALL OFF here and there.

2.   One BODY trails ENTRAILS.

3.   Another BODY'S HEAD falls OFF.  Without missing a beat, Pauley kicks it OUT OF FRAME.

4.   Pauley pauses to steal the occasional WALLET or WATCH, goes through victim's POCKETS.

5.  Pauley pulls up one FEMALE VICTIM'S DRESS, starts to unzip his pants.

Music off.
PAULEY

Yum, yum.

(beat)

Yum, yum, yum.

Charlie drags him OUT OF FRAME by the EAR like a bad little kid.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

CHARLIE

What’s with you?  Don’t you have ANY common DECENCY at ALL?

PAULEY

NO!

CHARLIE

That the only way you can get LAID?

PAULEY

This one's only been dead a few days... 

CHARLIE

Do you know how pathetic that is?

PAULEY

Ain't my fault the sheep run off. 

CHARLIE

What?

[VIDEO] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #12 - DRUNK - 50ish.  

Charlie is firing away at #12, who is so drunk he can barely stand up.  Charlie FIRES ONCE, TWICE.  All MISSES.  #12 weaves unsteadily through FRAME.  

Charlie steadies the gun with both hands, gets closer - FIRES AGAIN, and AGAIN - still no hits.

PAULEY (O.S.)

50 cents for another try, sir? 

Charlie turns, looks peevishly AT CAMERA.  He shoves the gun down his pants, charges out to #12 who is still oblivious to what is going on.

He grabs #12, SHAKES him, stands him on his mark.

#12 responds by PUKING ALL OVER the startled Charlie.  Charlie glares disgustedly at CAMERA.  #12 takes a big pull on his half empty bottle of cheap wine.

O.S., Pauley is dying laughing.

CHARLIE

You think that was FUNNY?  Huh?!?  Huh?!?

Charlie's eyes POP, he snaps, he turns his gun around like a club and charging AT THE CAMERA.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Charlie, I don't like that look in your eyes... 

Charlie runs OUT OF FRAME.  Beat.  Pauley runs THROUGH FRAME, Charlie hot on his trail - swinging the gun at his head.  #12 unsteadily watches them run to and fro.

After several laps Charlie stops, winded and shoves the gun back down his pants.

CHARLIE

Get back behind that FUCKIN' CAMERA!

(hands on hips)

I’ll be right back!

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

#12 staggers around, takes a drink - Charlie ENTERS FRAME with a SAWED-OFF SHOTGUN.  He aims and FIRES!  KABOOM!  #12 Is HIT in the CHEST, leaving a MASSIVE WOUND.  He drops his bottle, which breaks.

VICTIM #12

(staring down at bottle)

AW, SHIT!

He tries to hold in all of his guts as they spill out.  #12 throws his INTESTINES over his shoulder like so much rope, tosses away a few superfluous organs and tries to pick up his bottle.  He staggers and collapses.  Charlie pumps two more loads of buckshot into him for good measure.  BLOOD SPRAYS.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Charlie, I don’t think that was too sportin’...

CHARLIE

Fuck you, go get the push broom...

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

Charlie is throttling VICTIM #13 with a garrote.  A CELL PHONE RINGS, O.S.

Pauley walks INTO FRAME with phone and holds it up to Charlie’s ear as he works.  #13 drools and gasps as he’s choked.

PAULEY

Here - it’s Gino.

CHARLIE

(on phone)

What?!  When?  I can’t!  A 4:00?  I already got a 4:00!

(beat)

I don't know!  Hang on. 

Charlie grabs the phone from Pauley, hands him the garrote, EXITS FRAME.

Pauley looks very uncomfortable.  #13 chokes.  You can hear Charlie arguing over the phone in BACKGROUND, O.S.

Pauley takes a few twists on the garrote.  #13 chokes even more.  Bored, he takes out a CIGAR and starts lighting it.  He can't handle both so he hands the garrote to the #13. 

PAULEY

Hold this for a second, would ya?

#13 takes hold, forgetting he’s choking himself.  A quizzical looks comes over his face.  Pauley pats him on the head, offers him a hit on the cigar.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Wotta guy... 

#13 looks INTO CAMERA like he's being had.

INT. CHARLIE’S CAR - DAY

Charlie and Pauley.  Charlie is at the wheel. 

CHARLIE

How'd you end up out here with Gino?

PAULEY

My old man kept sending me out for cannoli and every time I came back, they'd moved.  Even I could get that hint.

CHARLIE

Really? 

PAULEY

He kept sayin’ I looked like the milkman, too.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM #14 - YOUNG WOMAN with BABY STROLLER. 

#14 is PLEADING for her BABY'S LIFE.  Charlie has a bead on her with the shotgun.

CHARLIE

You know, I'm really beginning to appreciate this sucker.  Don't even have to aim, just point and -

Charlie FIRES a ROUND - KABOOM!  The CARRIAGE literally EXPLODES (!) in a haze of BLOOD and BODY PARTS.  #14 SCREAMS in shock.

PAULEY (O.S.)

Whoa!  I ain’t cleanin’ that up.

#14 is in hysterics.  Charlie FIRES, KABOOM!  He shoots her.  BLOOD FLIES EVERYWHERE, she falls.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

PAULEY

You know - 

(beat)

- if I wasn't a low-life, piece-of-shit, I might be offended by something like that.

Charlie turns, stares at Pauley who's leaning on the camera.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

So, you wanna go grab a cheeseburger?

INT. CHARLIE’S CAR – DAY

Charlie and Pauley.  Charlie is at the wheel.  CAMERA FOLLOWS DIALOGUE -

CHARLIE

How long you guys been out here?

PAULEY

Eh, 6 - 7 years.

CHARLIE

What about Gino?  What's his story?

PAULEY

Too hot tempered.  Kept shootin’ people.  His old man was goin’ broke payin’ out bribes or killin' somebody to shut 'em up.  

(beat)

So, what about you, Charlie?

CHARLIE

Me?

PAULEY

I don't mean no disrespect, but how does a decorated military dude end up workin' for organized crime?  

CHARLIE

I don’t know.  Everything just sorta went to shit after I got home - 

(beat)

– marriage, job...you now the story...  

(beat)

You ever, you know, feel guilty about what we're doing?

PAULEY

You mean killin' people, or original sin Catholic-type shit?

CHARLIE

Killing.

PAULEY

Nah.

CHARLIE

None of this bothers you?

PAULEY

You mean, should I feel bad killin' people cause we don't work for the government?

CHARLIE

I guess...

PAULEY

Charlie, we are the embodiment of capitalism!

CHARLIE

How so?

PAULEY

Well, we provide a much needed service at a very fair price and we help preserve our natural resources by thinnin' out the surplus population.  

CHARLIE

I never thought of it that way.

PAULEY

Fuck yeah​!  You gotta listen to Ralph Nader more often.  

(beat; proud)

Maybe we should be out applying for grants!

INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

O.S. You hear a MIGHTY STRUGGLE ensuing.  INTO FRAME comes Charlie dragging VICTIM #15 - a man in a WHEELCHAIR - in his late '60s or early 70's.  He in turn pulls Pauley INTO FRAME by the HAIR.  CAMERA FOLLOWS ACTION.  

Both Pauley and Charlie's CLOTHES are ripped, torn, they themselves are battered and beaten by a VERY unwilling victim.  Pauley SCREAMS as a handful of his hair is PULLED OUT.  

CHARLIE

(dragging wheelchair)

Why can't you just DIE with DIGNITY?

VICTIM #15

That's what the Japs said in WW2!

He grabs Charlie in a HEADLOCK and rains punches on his head.  All the while, Pauley is pushing them backwards trying to hit their mark.

PAULEY

That's it, Charlie!  You got 'em now!

VICTIM #15

You tell me!  Who wants me DEAD?

PAULEY

We had numerous requests for you, pops!

VICTIM #15

Come an git it, you PUSSIES!

#15 let's go of Charlie and gives him a SHOT to the GROIN.  Charlie SPINS TO FACE CAMERA, his face contorted in pain.

CHARLIE

(high-pitched voice)

OOOWWW...!

Charlie falls, OUT OF FRAME.  Pauley grabs the wheelchair by its armrests, sticks his face right up in #15's face.

PAULEY

You know what?  Youse's takin' all the fun outta this and turning it into a job!

#15 grabs Pauley's nose, twists it hard.  Pauley screams in pain.  

VICTIM #15

Oh yeah?

PAULEY

(talking through his nose)

YEAH! 

Pauley gets popped on the CHIN with a short right.  He shakes his head.  #15 grabs Pauley by the lapels, FLIPS Pauley OVER his head and OVER the WHEELCHAIR.

SHOT OF PAULEY - FLOOR LEVEL

PAULEY crashes INTO FRAME, flat on his BACK.  He shakes his head, stunned.

BACK TO SCENE

#15 starts rolling himself BACKWARDS, OVER Pauley.  He rolls backwards until Pauley's TORSO is right UNDER his FEET.  Pauley's arms are pinned to his sides.

VICTIM #15

How you like that, sonny-boy? 

PAULEY

HEY!  HEY!  GET OFF ME!

ANOTHER SHOT

#15 reaches down and folds his footrests up, out of the way.  He picks up his useless left leg with his hands and begins to STOMP the CRAP out of Pauley, leaving footprints all over his chest. 

PAULEY (Cont'd)

OUCH!  OUCH!  HELP!  CHARLIE!

One leg gets "tired", so #15 uses the other, merrily stomping away.

CHARLIE rushes INTO SCENE, wrestles with #15 trying to push the wheelchair off of Pauley.

SHOT OF PAULEY - FLOOR LEVEL 

Charlie manages to push wheelchair off of Pauley, but he winds up walking all over Pauley in the process.  Charlie and #15 EXIT FRAME.  Pauley sets up, in a daze, pulls out his shirt and looks down at all the footprints on it.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

That was a new shirt... 

BACK TO SCENE 

They've dragged #15 over to the MARK.  Charlie frantically tries to set the WHEELCHAIR'S BRAKES as he's being pummeled.  He turns to Pauley.

CHARLIE

Go get that fucking STOOL!

Pauley EXITS FRAME, then right BACK carrying a tall wooden STOOL.

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

Set it down and help me pick this asshole up!

VICTIM #15

HELP!  MURDER!  MURDER!

PAULEY

Not yet!  Give us a minute!

Together, they hoist #15 out of his wheelchair, Charlie kicks it OUT OF FRAME.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Yuk, this guy smells like pee. 

CHARLIE

Put that stool under him.

Pauley does.  They set him down on the stool.  He curses and yells.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

VICTIM #15

GODDAMN you PRICKS!

PAULEY

How you like that, "sonny-boy"?

For this trouble, Pauley gets KICKED in the KNEE CAP in the same manner as he was stomped before.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

OOOWWW!  

VICTIM #15

Bet that left a mark!

Pauley hops around in pain.  Charlie drags Pauley towards CAMERA.  Pauley limps badly.

CHARLIE

Put some ice on it.

They walk up to CAMERA, their backs to #15.  Behind them #15 watches them go.  Wild-eyed he looks over his surroundings and starts to PRAY.

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

You seen my gun?  I gotta reload.

PAULEY

How about a SHOTGUN for this guy?  A shotgun would be nice.

CHARLIE

I put it down somewhere and I can't find it.

They AD-LIB while Charlie loads his gun.  #15 prays and prays.  

All of a SUDDEN he FEELS something in his LEGS.  He looks down; haltingly  he steps off the stool, wobbly as a new-born colt.  He can WALK!  

He looks up, gives THANKS that his PRAYERS have been ANSWERED.  He staggers OUT OF FRAME.

Beat.  Beat.  #15 comes BACK, INTO FRAME he comes with a large section of steel pipe.  He starts staggering slowly towards the CAMERA. 

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

OK.  Got it.  Get on the camera.

PAULEY

OK, Chief...

Pauley EXITS FRAME.  The FRAME JIGGLES as Pauley looks through the viewfinder and SEES #15 advancing them.

PAULEY (O.S.) (Cont'd)

Uh... Charlie?

CHARLIE

What?

PAULEY (O.S.)

How much ice we got?

CHARLIE

Huh?

Charlie TURNS and SEES #15. 

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

YAAAHH!

#15 raises the pipe over his head and comes swinging AT THE CAMERA.  Charlie falls back, OUT OF FRAME.  #15 goes by camera and OUT OF FRAME.  

O.S. you can hear assorted yells and screams then several gunshots - BLAM!  BLAM!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — EVENING

You can HEAR somebody coming - Pauley walks THROUGH FRAME.  Gino is enjoying a fine cognac in a snifter.  He SEES him, reacts in shock at Pauley’s beat up condition.  Pauley walks THROUGH FRAME.

GINO

Holy SHIT!  What the FUCK happened to you?

PAULEY

Car wreck...

GINO

Car wreck?!?

Pauley EXITS. 

PAULEY (O.S.)

Car wreck...

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK 

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

TENTH TITLE: "EXTRA!  EXTRA! EXTRA! READ ALL ABOUT IT" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

SCREEN IS BLACK

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM — EVENING

Dewey and Huey are sitting together on the couch watching TV.  You can HEAR the TV, see its REFLECTION as they listen to the NEWS -

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

This is a Megan Muffley, your Live Action News reporter on special assignment as the BODY COUNT continues to grow, in this, now officially, the worst serial killing spree he in our nation's history.  As of today, the number of murdered citizens stands at 75!

(beat)

With us, is Chief of Police Ed Wilbur.  Chief, as this killing spree reaches epidemic proportions, are there any new promising leads?  Are there any suspects as yet in custody?  Is there any evidence linking these killings to a single person or persons?  Is any chance you will have a job in six months?

DEWEY

(to TV)

Uh ... no!

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

Uh...no.

MEGAN MUFFLEY (O.S.; ON TV)

Thank you, Chief, you incompetent nincompoop.  This is Megan Muffley, Channel 8 News.  Back to you in the studio.

CHIEF WILBUR (O.S.; ON TV)

Hey, FUCK YOU, LADY!

DEWEY

We are such a hit!

HUEY

Gawd!  Who taught that woman how to dress?

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — NIGHT

VICTIM - NUN.  In her late 50's.  Charlie escorts her INTO FRAME.  She is resisting all the way.

CHARLIE

Come on, come on, we’re late.

NUN

Late for what?  Just what are you two ruffians up to?

PAULEY (O.S.)

Tell ’er what we're up to, Charlie.

CHARLIE

Me and Pauley here -

NUN

(interrupting)

“Pauley and I”!

CHARLIE

Uh, Pauley and I, we're the ones doing all the killings around town, and you're our next hit, Sister. 

NUN

Me?!!  Whatever for?

PAULEY (O.S.)

Cause everybody hates you fuckin’ nuns!

NUN

WHAT did you SAY?  Come HERE, young man.  Right NOW!

PAULEY (O.S.)

Say what?

NUN

RIGHT NOW!

Years of Catholic guilt kick in and Pauley comes slowly out from behind the camera and INTO FRAME, hanging his head.  He walks up to Nun. 

PAULEY

(little boys voice)

Yes ma'am?

NUN

Let me have your hand.  RIGHT NOW!

Pauley resists.  She grabs his hand, pulls out a large RULER and SMACKS his palm.  WHAP!  He jumps and yells.

NUN (CONT’D) (Cont'd)

Don’t you ever let me hear you use such LANGUAGE again!

WHAP!  Pauley gets hit again.  Pauley pulls back, blows on his stinging palm, backs away from her.

PAULEY

That hurt like SHIT!

NUN

(hands on hips)

What did you say?

PAULEY

I mean, uh...darn, that hurt somethin' awful!

Pauley and Charlie run OUT OF FRAME, Nun FOLLOWS.Beat.  You can HEAR a FRACAS, O.S.

Pauley and Charley RUN THROUGH FRAME, Nun FOLLOWS, carrying a 2x4 piece of LUMBER.  O.S., you can HEAR yells and crashes.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

They're crouched behind some boxes, hiding, bleeding from Nun's onslaught.

PAULEY

That there is one tough fuckin’ NUN!

NUN (O.S.)

(hears “f”- word)

WHAT?!?

CHARLIE

Here she comes!

PAULEY

It's US or HER, Charlie!  SHOOT ‘ER!  SHOOT ’ER!

Charlie pulls out his GUN.  FIRES 2 SHOTS, O.S. - BLAM!  BLAM!

SHOT OF NUN

She ducks for cover.  She looks down and REACTS.

NUN’S P.O.V.

There lays Charlie’s SHOTGUN.  She REACHES IN and PICKS IT UP.  Next to it is a HANDFUL OF SHELLS.  She grabs those too.

NUN (O.S.)

God will provide!

BACK TO SCENE 

Nun pops UP with SHOTGUN, cocks a round into place -

NUN (Cont'd)

EAT LEAD, MOTHERFUCKERS!

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

CAMERA ZOOMS IN to their FACES.  They react with SHOCK!

CHARLIE

We’re gonna DIE!

PAULEY

(doesn’t even hear Charlie)

I never heard a Nun say, “Motherfucker” before!

They duck down, OUT OF FRAME.

PAULEY (V.O.) (Cont'd)

“Cocksucker” – I heard ‘em say “Cocksucker”, but never “ Motherfucker”...

SHOT OF NUN

She's firing ROUND after ROUND with Charlie's SHOTGUN.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

Their HIDING PLACE gets pretty well SHOT UP.  WOOD and PARTS FLY EVERYWHERE!

SHOT OF NUN

She's reloading, furiously.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

Charlie, too, is reloading.  Pauley STARTS to crawl OUT OF FRAME -

CHARLIE

(looks up at Pauley)

Where in the hell are you going?

PAULEY

Gettin’ late, Charlie.  Gotta go...

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

WIDE SHOT - WAR ZONE

On STAGE LEFT are CHARLIE and the departing PAULEY.  On STAGE RIGHT our shotgun-toting NUN.  

At once, BOTH she and Charlie raise up and commence FIRING at each other.  BLASTS FILL THE AIR.

While they’re shooting, CRAWLING on his hands and knees into the MIDDLE OF FRAME comes Pauley, trying to get away.  He gets about halfway, loses his nerve and REVERSES his field.

Charlie and Nun run out of rounds, check themselves for wounds and duck back DOWN.

INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF NUN

She's frantically searching for more reload's.  She's OUT!

SHOT OF CHARLIE

Pauley crawls BACK INTO FRAME as Charlie is frantically reloading. 

PAULEY

JESUS CHRIST!  For a second there, I though I was back in JERSEY!

Suddenly they BOTH hear a SCREAM, O.S. They look up, REACT -

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. WAREHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

WIDE SHOT - WAR ZONE

The NUN has turned the shotgun around to use as a club and she comes charging across the distance between the 2 hiding places, screaming bloody murder.  Charlie and Pauley ​both flinch -

PAULEY

SHOOT CHARLIE, SHOOT! 

Charlie FIRES!  The Nun gets hit as she’s nearly on top of them.  She lurches BACKWARDS to the ground.

HOLD SHOT FOR 10 BEATS.  Pauley and Charlie stand up, try to assess the damage done, feel themselves looking for damage.  Beat.  Beat.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

I hope you know this certainly ruined my day!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — LATER

Gino's behind the bar having a drink.  PAULEY ENTERS FRAME - beat up from Nun, wiping off the blood with a towel

GINO

JESUS-FUCKIN’-CHRIST!  What do I gotta do?  Get ya suit ‘a armor every time ya go out?

SHOT OF PAULEY

He's dazed, having had a real bad night.  He's also had far too much of Gino.

PAULEY

HEY!  I got two words for you!  SUCK-MY DICK!

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

That’s three words.

SHOT OF PAULEY

PAULEY

No it ain’t!  It’s two words!

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

(counting)

"Suck-my-dick".  Three words!

SHOT OF PAULEY

He silently mouths the words, counting to himself. 

PAULEY

No-it-ain’t!  "Suck-my dick".  Two words!

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

"My-dick" is two words.  "Suck-my-dick" is 3 words.

SHOT OF PAULEY

PAULEY

"My dick" is one word.

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

"My-dick" is 2 words you ignorant fuckin' spaghetti-bender!

SHOT OF PAULEY

PAULEY

Hey, it’s my dick and I ought ’a know if it’s one word or not!

Turns and give Gino a “so there” look — wraps his towel around his head and WALKS OUT OF FRAME.

SHOT OF GINO

Dewey and Huey ENTER FRAME.  They all WATCH Pauley.  Beat.  You HEAR him hit a WALL. 

PAULEY (O.S.) (Cont'd)

GOD-DAMN!  Who put a fuckin’ wall there?!

(beat)

HUEY

(to Gino)

He is sooo dumb!

Gino holds up his hand - "STOP".

GINO

Only family can say that about the asshole, not you.

HUEY

More greaseball stuff?

GINO

Yep.  Union...

(to Dewey)

Would you go put the boy-wonder to bed? 

Dewey EXITS FRAME.  Gino turns to Huey.

GINO (Cont'd)

Hey, I been meanin’ to ask -

(beat)

— I seen this show on TV about you queers and this guy was sayin’ that youse recruit?

HUEY

Recruit?

GINO

Yeah, recruit.  You know, get other guys to be fruity, too.

HUEY

If we did, we’d have much better looking people then we do know...

GINO

Makes sense... 

Huey starts to exit but Gino stops him.  He takes a drink and points at Huey. 

GINO (Cont'd)

Another question...

HUEY

Yes?

GINO

How do youse faggots do it?

HUEY

(coyly)

I beg your pardon?

GINO

You know -

(makes obscene gesture with 2 hands)

Do it . . .

HUEY EXITS FRAME.  As he does -

HUEY

Magnificently, one would hope . . .

Gino watches him go.  Beat.  Beat.  Beat.  Gino thinks it over; realizes that he may have been had.

GINO

. . . what?

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

ELEVENTH TITLE: "THIS BUSINESS WILL BE THE DEATH OF ME, YET" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

EXT. MOTORCYCLE CLUBHOUSE FRONT PORCH — AFTERNOON

Pauley and Charlie ENTER FRAME, set down their EQUIPMENT.

CLOSE SHOT - SIGN ON DOOR

It says “HELL RAISERS CLUBHOUSE - FUCK YOU!”  Underneath it is another sign that says – “ALL DELIVERIES OF DRUGS, GUNS, PUSSY OR BEER, PLEASE USE BACK DOOR.  EXPLOSIVES - USE FRONT DOOR”.  HOLD FRAME for 5 BEATS.

CHARLIE (V.O.)

Gotta be the place.

PAULEY (V.O.)

This is for the guy what got burned in a drug deal?

CHARLIE (V.O.)

Him or the Chamber of Commerce.

SHOT OF CLUBHOUSE FRONT DOOR 

Pauley tries the door - it's open.

PAULEY

Ain’t even locked.  That's weird.

CHARLIE

We’ll sneak up on him.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - FRONT DOOR / FOYER

CHARLIE and PAULEY ENTER FRAME, sneak in EQUIPMENT, quietly shut the door.  Pauley sets up the gear.

Charlie pulls out 2 pistols out of his waistband, shows Pauley.

CHARLIE

(whispers)

Think this will look good?

PAULEY

I don't think I like the looks of this setup.  Maybe we should come back some other time.

They walk to MEETING ROOM DOOR, CAMERA FOLLOWS.  They kneel down.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

CHARLIE

(whispers, ignores Pauley)

Gino kept telling me over and over again how important this hit was and not to let anything fuck it up.

PAULEY

(whispering, looking around)

You sure he's here alone?  There was a shitload 'a bikes out back.

CHARLIE

(whispering back)

The orders said that he comes in to clean up every Wednesday.  By himself.

(beat)

Maybe there's a party across the street.  Come on...

Pauley looks at his watch then at Charlie.

PAULEY

(whispers)

Uh, Charlie... 

CHARLIE

(whispers)

Turn that thing on and let's go.

Pauley switches the CAMERA ON.  He looks anxious and reluctant.

PAULEY

(whispers, eyes Charlie)

But there's something I need to tell ya...

CHARLIE

(ignoring him)

On “three.”  One ... two ... THREE!

They KICK OPEN the DOOR, RUN THROUGH, OUT OF FRAME.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

PAULEY and CHARLIE BUST THROUGH, INTO FRAME.  Charlie points BOTH GUNS and SCREAMS -

CHARLIE

ALL RIGHT - DON'T MOVE!!!

He stops short in mid-threat, he REACTS, STUNNED.

CHARLIE’S P.O.V.

The MEETING ROOM is FULL.  FULL of BIKERS: BIG ones, LITTLE ones and several CHICKS – all ARMED.  They TURN as ONE and STARE at Charlie.  You can hear a pin drop.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

Charlie is in SHOCK, still holding his GUNS on everybody.  Pauley sets the camera down next to the Clubhouse's BAR.  SILENCE.  He taps Charlie on the shoulder.

PAULEY

Uh, Charlie...

CHARLIE

(whips around to Pauley)

WHAT?!?

PAULEY

I was trying to tell ya, Charlie - today's Thursday!

CHARLIE

(in shock)

THURSDAY?!?  You sure?

Pauley points to his watch.

PAULEY

See?  Next to Mickey's big hand - Thursday!  
CHARLIE

Aw shit... 

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Biker #1 pulls the bolt back on his pistol, gets up from his chair and faces CHARLIE, O.S.  He’s huge, bearded, filthy, ugly.  He shoves the gun in his belt, crosses his arms.

BIKER #1

Can I help you ladies?

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF BIKERS ON COUCH

As ONE, they adjust their GUNS, KNIVES and CLUBS.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

They're frozen, not moving.

SHOT OF BIKERS

They're frozen.  Nobody moves.

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

The ROOM is dead still.  Beat.  Beat.  Pauley stares for several seconds.

Then, out of the blue, he breaks into a wild SOFT SHOE.  A few spins then he falls to one knee, arms open wide in a big finish -

PAULEY

MAMMY!!!

SHOT OF BIKER #1

BIKER #1 pulls out his gun and screams.

BIKER #1

FUCK YOU!  We HATE Jolson!  Kill them COCKSUCKERS!!!

SHOT OF CHARLIE, PAULEY 

PAULEY

Hate Jolson? 

The bikers start FIRING AWAY.  Pauley ducks behind BAR, Charlie dives OUT OF FRAME.

SHOT OF BIKERS ON COUCH 

They're SHOOTING at EVERYTHING, trying to find cover.

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He's returning fire with ​both guns, hiding behind an old couch.

SHOT OF BIKERS

Several get hit.  Blood SPRAYS.  BODY PARTS FLY OFF.

SHOT OF PAULEY

He's down on the floor, PANNING the camera AROUND the room.  He flinches at all the gunshots.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

You SEE Pauley’s wild PAN around the Clubhouse: Bikers firing at Charlie, Charlie returning FIRE, PARTS of the Clubhouse EXPLODING as they’re HIT.

EXT. HOUSE NEXT TO CLUBHOUSE — AFTERNOON

AN OLD MAN walks out onto the porch, stops to LISTEN.

OLD MAN’S P.O.V.

You can SEE the CLUBHOUSE, the muzzle FLASHES and HEAR the SHOTS.

BACK TO SCENE

The Old Man hurriedly scampers back inside.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

HANDHELD SHOTS of shoot out.  Looks like old VIETNAM WAR FOOTAGE.

CAMERA PAN’S through Clubhouse, finds Charlie as BIKER #2 makes a mad dash at Charlie, they wrestle.

BOTH STAND UP, the Biker’s BACK to his club mates.

SHOT OF BIKER #2, CHARLIE 

Biker #2 gets shot in the BACK, OVER and OVER.  BLOOD FLIES everywhere.  He flaps and SCREAMS, BREAKS FREE from Charlie’s grasp, turns to his group

BIKER #2

SHOOT HIM, GODDAMIT!

Charlie GRABS him from BEHIND, again using him for a SHIELD and fires away.  Bikers return FIRE - Biker #2 gets HIT over and over AGAIN, he must be shot 25 times.  He clutches his chest, grimaces, looks at his gang, gives them the finger and collapses, Charlie lets him drop, OUT OF FRAME.  Charlie is covered with his BLOOD.  He ducks OUT OF FRAME.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

Shots of the wild shoot out. 

EXT. HOUSE NEXT TO CLUBHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

The OLD MAN REAPPEARS.  Helping his WIFE in her WALKER.  He sets her up, then sets up a chair for himself, sits down to watch.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF PAULEY

He crawls BEHIND the bar.

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He's reloading, then firing.

SHOT OF BIKERS

Several are HIT, BLOOD SPRAYS ALL OVER.  They fall.

SHOT OF BIKER #3

One of the Bikers with a shotgun gets SHOT and falls.  As he does, his SHOTGUN GOES OFF and HITS Biker #3.  #3's ARM, holding a gun, get shot off.  BLOOD GUSHES EVERYWHERE. 

SHOT OF PAULEY – BEHIND BAR

He rummages through their stuff.  He pulls out dynamite, brass knuckles, hand grenades, switchblades and assorted clubs.  Finally, a bottle of WINE.  You can HEAR the BATTLE RAGING.  

PAULEY

Whoa!

Starts digging around some more.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

HANDHELD SHOTS OF SHOOT OUT

SMOKE fills the air.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF BIKER CHICK -

She crawls along on her hands and knees towards Charlie.

SHOT OF BIKERS

Several get hit.

SHOT OF BAR

Pauley stands up from BEHIND the bar, waves a bottle at the crowd.

PAULEY

HEY!  HEY!  HEY!

BACK TO SCENE

The WHOLE PLACE STOPS.

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He looks at Pauley, incredulously.

SHOT OF PAULEY

PAULEY (Cont'd)

What kinda dump is this?  You don’t got no FUCKIN’ corkscrew or WHAT?

SHOT OF BIKERS

They look at each other, not believing what they're hearing.  Biker #4 speaks up.

BIKER #4

Right side, third drawer down – in the back.

SHOT OF PAULEY – BEHIND BAR

He digs around and finds the corkscrew.  He starts opening the bottle.

SHOT OF BIKER #4

BIKER #4 (Cont'd)

Be sure to let it breathe.

FULL SHOT – MEETING ROOM

The remaining BIKERS turn as ONE, STARE at #4.  Beat.  All at once, they BLAST him, REPEATEDLY.  DOWN he goes.

SHOT OF PAULEY

He's poured himself a drink.

PAULEY

(takes a drink)

OK!  Go ahead!

He DUCKS BACK DOWN, OUT OF FRAME.  He leaves the bottle on the counter.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF BIKERS

FIRING AWAY, again.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

ANGLE ON BAR

Pauley's hand reaches UP, INTO FRAME and grabs the bottle. 

SHOT OF CHARLIE

He needs a loaded gun.  He drops his gun and picks up Biker #3's SHOT OFF ARM with the gun and fires away with it.  He crawls over to #3, CAMERA FOLLOWS.

TWO SHOT - #3, CHARLIE

CHARLIE

Thanks for the hand, bud.  

#3 frowns at the bad joke.  Charlie shoves a gun INTO #3's MOUTH, SPLATTERS HIS BRAINS ALL OVER THE WALL BEHIND HIM.

EXT. HOUSE NEXT TO CLUBHOUSE — CONTINUOUS

NEXT-DOOR NEIGHBOR’S P.O.V.

You can HEAR the raging battle going on.

SHOT OF NEIGHBORS

NEIGHBORS

(like watching fireworks)

OOOHHH...AAAWWWW!...OOOHHH!...AAAWWW!!

SHOT OF CLUBHOUSE

A Biker gets SHOT OUT right THROUGH the WINDOW.

SHOT OF NEIGHBORS

They ​both applaud.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF BIKERS

FIRING AWAY, again.

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF CHARLIE

Returning fire.

SHOT OF MEETING ROOM

Almost all are lying DEAD and BLOODY.  The last two are HIT and FALL.

INT. CLUBHOUSE - MEETING ROOM — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF BIKER CHICK

She gathers herself and LUNGES OUT OF FRAME.

ANOTHER SHOT

The Biker Chick makes a move towards him and he quickly sticks gun in her face. 

They BOTH stop, eye each other, the moment frozen in time.  Beat.

She slides her mouth slowly, sensuously over the gun BARREL and starts to simulate fellatio on it, hoping this will delay her death until she can.

ANGLE ON FLOOR - KNIFE

On the floor next to the Biker Chick is a KNIFE.  Her hands slides INTO FRAME towards it.

BACK TO SCENE 

THE Biker Chick continues sucking on the gun barrel while Charlie watches dumfounded.

SHOT OF CAMERA, PAULEY

He looks up, mouth agape, eyes popping at what he’s seeing.  Takes a drink.

PAULEY

Whoa! 

O.T.S. SHOT - CHARLIE IN FOREGROUND, BIKER CHICK IN BACKGROUND

She winks at Charlie. 

ANGLE ON FLOOR - KNIFE

Biker Chick’s HAND finally GRABS the knife.

SHOT OF BIKER CHICK, CHARLIE 

She gives the barrel one last suck, pulls BACK to STAB Charlie -

CLOSE SHOT - CHARLIE

He senses what is happening and FIRES - BLAM!  Point blank into the Biker Chick's face, O.S.

SHOT OF CAMERA, PAULEY

He gets SPRAYED with BLOOD and BRAINS.  He spits cranial matter out.  He takes a drink to wash his mouth out and looks down disgustedly  

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Whoa!

SHOT OF GLASS

In it is a BLOODY EYEBALL.  Pauley fishes it out.

BACK TO SCENE 

Charlie ENTERS FRAME, wiping BLOOD and GUTS off himself.  

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Well, that was delightful.

CHARLIE

Jesus, what a mess!

Pauley tosses the eyeball to Charlie.

PAULEY

Here!  I'll keep an eye out for ya!

CHARLIE

Thanks... 

INT. CHARLIE’S CAR - NIGHT

Charlie and Pauley are cleaned up.  CAMERA FOLLOWS DIALOGUE -

CHARLIE

You know, that was our last hit.

PAULEY

All good things must come to an end.

CHARLIE

Now I’m gonna get my $500,000! 

PAULEY

I been doin' a lot of thinkin' about that, Charlie. 

CHARLIE

And?

Beat.  Pauley turns in the seat of face Charlie.

PAULEY

Why don’t you just go away somewhere?  I got some addresses, I can front ya some money.

CHARLIE

Have you looked close?  I got nothing.  I’m fucked.  But, at least I’m gonna go out with some money in my pocket for a change. 

PAULEY

Goin' out's about right.  You think Gino was just gonna let you waltz in, collect your money and split?

CHARLIE

I didn’t think it was gonna be that easy.

PAULEY

You're a LIABILITY, dude.  In our business, we bury our liabilities.

CHARLIE

He'll pay me, it's a matter of honor.

PAULEY

We got no honor, Charlie, we're MEN.  

(beat)

Guys don't do that shit.  Listen to me, 

(grabs his arm, Charlie stops the car)

Don’t come over tonight, don’t go home, don’t call nobody, just GO.  Put some gas in the car and go.  

Charlie starts driving again.  Pauley studies him.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

You ain’t gonna leave, are ya?

CHARLIE

After I get my money.

PAULEY

Goddamit, I'm supposed to be the dummy here, not you.

Charlie shoots a quick look at Pauley.

CUT TO:

SCREEN IS BLACK

ACT TITLE -

FADE IN:

TWELFTH TITLE: "THEY LEFT IN MY BEST PARTS ALL OVER THE CUTTING ROOM FLOOR" - HOLD 5 SECONDS.

FADE OUT:

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — EVENING

Gino is talking on the PHONE to Mr. Zit.  On the BAR is a SUITCASE.  It's full of SMACK.

GINO

Zitty!  I am, as we speak, staring at a Chinese White Christmas!

(fondles, picks up and studies neatly wrapped packages of heroin)

Yeah, the Hong Kong boys showed up to get the tapes, all right. 

(beat)

Yep, we’re showin’ them a real good time.

(turns and looks at -)

ANOTHER SHOT

Dewey, Huey are DRAGGING 2 BODIES THRU FRAME.  It's the HONG KONG BOYS who delivered the junk - both DEAD, leaving TRAILS of BLOOD as they go.

SHOT OF GINO AT BAR

He turns back to stare at the suitcase, throws back a drink.

GINO (Cont'd)

Zitty - I been lookin’ at this stuff and I’m thinking that maybe I was a bit, uh, hasty when I set our terms earlier.

INT. MR. ZIT'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

He’s on the PHONE, in his easy chair -

MR. ZIT

(head tilted back, eyes closed)

Get to the point, Gino.  What do you want?

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

I think we need to renegotiate our deal.

INT. MR. ZIT'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF MR. ZIT

He bolts upright, pulls a GIRL'S HEAD out of his CROTCH, INTO FRAME, shoves her OUT OF FRAME.

MR. ZIT

What?

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

What I'm sayin' is that my men did all of the work.  We took all of the risks and I think we should get more of the take.  Say... a 90 - 10 split. 

Gino holds the phone away from his ear.  You can HEAR Mr. Zit SCREAMING -

GINO (Cont'd)

Calm down, Zitty you’re gonna blow a gasket 

(beat)

Remember you’re just distribution, we’re the creative end, here.

INT. MR. ZIT'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF MR. ZIT

MR. ZIT

(livid)

You can’t do this to me, Gino.  I set this up!  We got a deal!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF GINO

GINO

Now see!  Thinkin' more about MONEY than ART!  It’s accountants like you that are flat out ruinin’ the movie business.  90 percent or nothing.

INT. MR. ZIT'S HOUSE — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF MR. ZIT 

He stands UP, CAMERA FOLLOWS, ZOOMS IN - he screams into phone

MR. ZIT

You won’t get away with this, you fucking dago-prick!

(beat)

Nobody squeezes a zit!

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - BAR — CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF GINO

DEWEY and HUEY ENTER FRAME, wiping blood off their hands.  Huey wipes off Dewey’s suit as Gino talks.

GINO

(flinches at phone being slammed in his ear)

Zitty's on his way.

(hands phone to Dewey)

Charlie will be over later and we'll wrap all this up in one night.

HUEY

What about Hong Kong?

GINO

I'll tell Hong Kong that Zitty tried to double cross us and we had to ice the cocksucker.  That way we keep dealing with Asia in the future.  Pimps are a dime a dozen anyway.

(beat; shakes his head)

God, I love being such a treacherous, miserable, double dealing bastard!

HUEY

And you do it so well!  

GINO

You know, if it wasn't for crime, I just don't know what I'd do to keep myself occupied.

ANOTHER SHOT OF BAR - GINO, DEWEY, HUEY

Gino whirls around and holds his arms out like he has just won an award.

GINO (Cont'd)

Gentlemen.  You are now looking at the HEROIN KING of the WEST COAST!  We are now officially back in business!

Dewey and Huey both applaud.

GINO (Cont'd)

(sighs)

Thank you, thank you.

Gino EXITS FRAME like a departing champion.  Dewey and Huey continue to clap and bow as they watch him go.

INT. DARK ROOM

A pair of hands are nervously loading Charlie's shotgun.  You can't see who it is or where they are.

EXT. GINO’S HOUSE — LATER

HANDHELD SHOT

CAMERA FOLLOWS Charlie as he moves cautiously up towards the front door.  He stops, pulls out his GUN, cocks it, tucks it in his waistband.  He walks up to front door, looks around, rings doorbell.  Waits - nothing.

Rings again, waits - nothing.  He looks at the front door, something catches his eye - CAMERA LOOKS DOWN and BACK UP to Charlie.  It's BLOODY FINGERPRINTS!  Charlie dabs at the prints to see if it's really blood, smells it, tastes it, wipes off his hand.  

He pushes on the front door, it’s WEDGED, not even SHUT.  He puts a shoulder against it and ENTERS, CAMERA FOLLOWS.

Behind the door is HUEY'S BODY - BLOOD IS EVERYWHERE.  Charlie checks for a pulse - nothing. 

Charlie looks around quickly - his gaze falls on something - he looks down.  CAMERA TILTS DOWN, SEES what he does - a TRAIL OF BLOOD leading down the HALLWAY - CAMERA SWINGS BACK TO CHARLIE, he pulls out his gun.

He moves down the HALLWAY, quietly, looking for the source of the blood, he rounds a corner and STOPS - you SEE a LEG sticking out of a doorway.  Charlie slips up, peeks into room, so does CAMERA.

The BODY is DEWEY!  He nudges Dewey’s body with his foot looking for any response - nothing.  Charlie turns around and leaves room, CAMERA trailing behind - into LIVING ROOM.  Charlie stops and stares.

CAMERA SEES what has caught his attention - the HONG KONG BOYS, plus 2 NEW BODYGUARDS - ALL DEAD.  ALL SHOT TO PIECES, BLOOD everywhere.  The room looks like ABATTOIR.  Charlie is spooked now, he suspects Mr. Zit.  He moves into the HALLWAY, CAMERA trailing.  

SHOT OF SAWED-OFF SHOTGUN

Same one as before.  It's COVERED with BLOOD and BRAINS.  A pair of HANDS pops it open, ejects the SHELLS.  Fumblingly reloads.

BACK TO SCENE 

Further down the hallway he stops, kneels down.  CAMERA TILTS DOWN to SEE - Mr. ZIT - DEAD.  A MASSIVE SHOTGUN WOUND in his BACK.  Charlie checks for a pulse - nothing.

He stays in his crouch, looking both ways down the hallways.  He pats down Mr. Zit, finds his gun - sticks it in his belt.  

He gets up - makes his way towards the BAR.  At the entrance he stops, stares.  CAMERA MOVES AROUND him and INTO the BAR to find -

GINO - DEAD!  Hanging OVER the BAR, the BACK of his HEAD BLOWN OFF, BLOOD and BRAINS slowly DRIP, DRIP, DRIPPING onto the floor.

SHOT OF GINO'S HEAD - FOCUS ON CHARLIE IN BACKGROUND

The BLOOD slowly drips out of the gaping wound in Gino's head.  A PIECE of BRAINS drops out.

ANOTHER SHOT 

Charlie walks over to him and stares, looks around, moves to bar where he SEES -

ANGLE ON SUITCASE 

The SUITCASE of SMACK, covered with BLOOD.  Charlie pulls out a package, opens it up and tastes it.  He spits out the bitter powder, takes a swig of an open bottle to get the taste out of him mouth.

CHARLIE

So that's what all this shit was really about. 

LONG SHOT OF CHARLIE - AT BAR

He surveys the damage, the room’s only living soul.  He puts his gun back into his waistband.

HANDHELD SHOT - CHARLIE - AT BAR

He slaps shut the SUITCASE, locks it, picks it up and moves out of the BAR INTO THE HALLWAY.  Cautiously, he calls out -

CHARLIE (Cont'd)

PAULEY!  HEY PAULEY!

He moves down the hallway, suitcase in his hand, CAMERA FOLLOWS.  He takes a corner, peering around nervously.

LONG SHOT - DOWN HALLWAY, OBJECT IN FOREGROUND, CHARLIE IN FOCUS IN BACKGROUND.

He stops, OBJECT IN FOREGROUND COMES INTO FOCUS.  It's Pauley’s CAMERA, TALLEY LIGHT ON.  Charlie sees it, walks towards it.  Halfway he stops, stares...

CLOSE SHOT OF CHARLIE

He stares at the running camera (O.S.), frozen.  Suddenly his eyes pop!

CLOSE SHOT - SUITCASE - SLOW MOTION

Charlie drops the suitcase. 

SHOT OF DOORWAY - SLOW MOTION

A BLOOD-SPATTERED, DOUBLE-BARRELED SHOTGUN pokes OUT, INTO FRAME

[VIDEO - INDUSTRIAL FORMAT] - INT. GINO’S HOUSE - HALLWAY - SLOW MOTION — CONTINUOUS

He reacts - drops the suitcase, goes for his gun, but too late.  Before he can, the SHOTGUN BARREL POKES INTO FRAME, right at the SIDE of his HEAD.

INT. GINO’S HOUSE - HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

SHOT OF PAULEY IN DOORWAY - REGULAR SPEED

He’s BLOOD SPATTERED, holding the SHOTGUN.  He touches off BOTH BARRELS - KABOOM!  The recoil pushes him backwards.  Beat.  He stops, looks down, shakes his head.

PAULEY

Sorry, dude. 

DISSOLVE TO:

ANOTHER SHOT 

The blood-spattered Pauley looks down at Charlie’s body, O.S.  He reloads SHOTGUN, EXITS SCENE.  Beat.  

Pauley re-enters carrying 2 - 5 gallon cans of gas.  He starts pouring it all over the house and bodies.  He's obviously going to burn the whole place down.

PAULEY (V.O.) (Cont'd)

You should 'a left town when I give ya the chance, Charlie...but after I burned the house down, they never knew that you wasn't me...

EXT. YACHT — LATER

Pauley is kicked back aboard a large, beautiful yacht.  He's wearing a captain's hat and some very bad Hawaiian-looking clothes.  Obviously, he's enjoying the fruits of his crime.

A beautiful, half naked Cabin Girl ENTERS FRAME and brings him a drink.  

PAULEY

Thanks, toots.  Are you on the menu for tonight?

A girl giggles and EXITS FRAME.  Pauley watches her go and while doing so, he manages to spill to drink all over his lap.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Aw, shit...!

He hops up angrily at spilling the drink on himself and starts hopping around, enraged at his own clumsiness.  

He manages to FALL OVER the side of the boat and INTO the WATER.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

YAAAHH!

You can HEAR Pauley hit the water.

LONG SHOT OF YACHT

It steams merrily off, leaving Pauley thrashing away in the water.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

HEEEY! 

CUT TO:

BLACK SCREEN –-

MOTORHEAD SONG PLAYS.  PAULEY sticks his HEAD THROUGH SCRIM.

PAULEY

Hey!  Hey!  Come on!  Every indie film uses this “Motor-Hood” music.  How about something different, OK?

Music sounds like needle being dragged across record.  New song plays.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Hmmm...That’s better.

Pauley starts to EXIT but he’s stuck.  

He sticks both hands through, over and under his head and tries to push himself back through.  He’s still stuck – his ears are wedged in place.

PAULEY (Cont'd)

Whoa!  I’m havin’ birth flashbacks!

(beat)

Yep, birth flashbacks

He pushes himself back through the scrim.  You HEAR a CRASH, O.S. 

FADE OUT:

CREDITS ROLL / THE END

