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     ‘MILO’
     By
     Mike Jones
Mgjones72@hotmail.com
FADE IN
EXT   CONEY ISLAND - PIER – NIGHT
The skyline flickers and flashes, ignited by the bright, spinning lights of the carnival rides.  

Along the boardwalk the hordes pile by.  Even at this late hour the streets bustle.  
Further below, at gutter level,
A RAT 

scurries past moving feet and disappears into a tiny opening underneath the foundation of an anciently decrepit theater building.
A faint source of light glows from within...
INT   THEATER - NIGHT
Rowdy and raucous.  Drinks are spilled as the odd skirmish breaks out.  A crowding of scavenger critters, mostly rats, pack the theater. 
Everything here is naturally critter-sized, a secret underground world hidden away from human eyes.  

ON STAGE
a female millipede juggler performs for the crowd, tossing batons into the air.  Boos and jeers erupt from the impatient crowd.  
Quickly she becomes flustered, dropping a baton.  She does her best to conceal this miscue and continues with her act.

More boos erupt.  They begin pelting her with debris.

INT   BACKSTAGE - NIGHT
An assortment of performer critters are going through their routine as they rehearse their act, working out any last minute jitters.
Included in this group is a tiny mouse off in a corner by himself.  He gently strums a few practice chords on his guitar as he fine-tunes his instrument.  This is MILO.
A badger STAGE MANAGER peers out on stage from behind the curtain.  He munches nervously on a ridiculously large cigar that hangs from the corner of his mouth.  A fellow stagehand, a LEMUR, dotes by his side.
STAGE MANAGER
Eeesh.  We’re dyin’ out there.  
LEMUR
Them rats are a tough crowd alright.

The juggler scrambles backstage as she takes for cover.  The stage manager gives her a consolatory slap on the shoulder.
STAGE MANAGER
Better luck next time kid.
JUGGLER

That’s it – I quit.  I can’t take this anymore.

She collapses down onto a sofa, utterly deflated. 
STAGE MANAGER 
We need to shake things up quick before we lose’em for good.  Who’s up next?

LEMUR
Got some kid off the street as a last minute replacement - a mouse.  Says he plays the guitar.
STAGE MANAGER
A what?  When?  Why wasn’t I informed?
The lemur can only shrug.

STAGE MANAGER

 (Sighs, rubs forehead)

Aye, this is gonna be a long night.

EXT   THEATER – NIGHT

At the entranceway a rat BOUNCER is turning away a pair of roaches.

BOUNCER

No bugs allowed.  Beat it.

Just then a shadow falls upon him and he looks up to behold a large, pimpish-looking brute of a rat standing before him.  This is KINGPIN.

KINGPIN

Exclusive, huh?  My kind of place.  Think maybe I’ll check it out.
He brushes past him as he strides right on in.

INT   THEATER – NIGHT

The crowd is getting impatient.  Suddenly there is a stir from the back of the room as Kingpin appears.  
The OWNER of this establishment, a rat, spots him entering and nervously approaches him. 

OWNER
Kingpin?  What a rare surprise.  It certainly has been a long time coming.
(Dispensing with pleasantries)

Ahem... Right this way.

He leads him over to a table in front of the stage.  Several other rat servants are already scrambling to have it set for his arrival.
OWNER
You’re table sir.

He bows his reverence and then backs off.

INT   BACKSTAGE - NIGHT
There’s commotion, uncertainty.  The lemur is peering out on stage.  A ferret contortionist looks up in mid-stretch.
FERRET

What’s going on?

LEMUR
Kingpin’s here.
An opossum showgirl jumps to her feet.

SHOWGIRL
Kingpin?!  Here?!  Now?!
Oh, this is it!  This is my big break!

She begins jittering about in nervous anticipation.  Milo, off in his corner, raises an eyebrow.

FERRET
Get a hold of yourself woman.
SHOWGIRL
But he’s only the biggest talent promoter around.  He can make anyone a star...

(Gasps longingly)

Even me.

She clasps her hands to her heart in a wishful embrace.  
STAGE MANAGER
C’mon people, we’ve got a show to run here.

(Glances about)

Alright.  Where is he?  

LEMUR
Who?

STAGE MANAGER
You know - that mouse kid off the street... Em, what’s his face?  The one with the guitar!
Looks of bewilderment are exchanged throughout the room.  The manager glances about.  Finally he spots Milo over at his spot in the corner.
STAGE MANAGER
Him.

Milo looks up and responds with a ‘who – me?’ look.   
STAGE MANAGER
Yes – you.  You’re up next.
Quickly Milo shoulders his guitar strap and takes to his feet.
STAGE MANAGER
C’mon.  Let’s go.  This is your big break kid – don’t spoil it.
INT   THEATER - NIGHT
The emcee, a fellow rat, steps on stage to deal with the crowd.  He kicks a few debris fragments off the floor.
EMCEE
Er, that was Millie Pede and her amazing gravity defying act... Now, for your listening pleasure may I present to you...
(Reads from cue-card)

Milo Mouse!

He gestures Milo out on stage.    

STAGE MANAGER
Go knock’em dead kid.

The manager blows a puff of smoke that Milo walk right into.  He stumbles his way out, hacking and coughing to a smattering of applause.  Whispers and grumblings circulate throughout the crowd:
RAT #1
Who’s this? 
RAT #2
Beats me.  I’ve never seen him before.  Must be new.
RAT #1

He better be good.  I’m about ready to leave this joint.

Undaunted, Milo takes his seat on a thread spool, center stage.
MILO
Uh, this is a song I wrote a while back about a girl I once knew...
RAT #3
(Hollering, impatient)

Get on with it!

MILO
Anyway... 

Promptly Milo begins playing, strumming a gentle rhythm on his guitar.  He quickly looses himself in the melody, tapping his foot as he works his way through the composition.
He draws softly to a conclusion and then pauses.  Finally he glances up: 

The room is silent.  Melancholy looks are plastered across the faces in the audience.

RAT #2
What is this?  Is this some sort of joke?  
RAT #3

Eh, I’ve heard better.  Not really my thing.
RAT #1

That’s it – I’m outta here.

Others follow his lead as they make for the exit.  Milo, meanwhile, is left stupefied.
MILO
Wait!  I uh, have other songs I wrote... Perhaps something a little more upbeat?

RAT #3

Bring back the juggler!

Boos and jeers erupt from the crowd.  Milo takes a defiant stand.
MILO
What’s the matter with you people?  You don’t appreciate art.  That’s your problem.  
They start pelting him with debris but Milo is steadfastly defiant.  
MILO
This came from the heart.  Doesn’t that mean anything to you?

INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT

The stage manager and lemur observe from behind the curtain.  The grimace on their faces mirrors the dire situation unfolding on stage.

LEMUR
We gotta do something quick.  Should I give him the hook?
Just then a few projectiles are launched their way.  They dive for cover.

STAGE MANAGER

Call it a wrap!  Bring down the curtain!  We’re shutting down!
INT   THEATER – NIGHT

Chaos has erupted out on the floor.  Kingpin gets up from his seat and heads for the exit.  The owner races over to intercept him.

OWNER
Leaving so soon?  
KINGPIN

I thought this joint had some class.  I don’t know why bothered coming here.  It’s just a waste of my time.  
OWNER
The first few acts are always a little slow.  We’ve got a real show stopper lined up for our finale.  Wait ‘till you see him...

Kingpin brushes him off.  The owner watches resolutely now as Kingpin marches his way out the door.  
Quickly the owner’s disillusionment gives way to anger and he glares over towards Milo, still on stage.  He snaps his fingers.

EXT   THEATER – NIGHT

Milo is tossed out from inside, tumbling hard onto the pavement.   
BOUNCER
Face it kid – you don’t have what it takes to make it out here. 

With that the bouncer disappears back inside.

MILO
What about my...guitar?

Right then his instrument comes flying out after him, knocking him square upside the head.  

He grumbles an epithet under his breath and then grabs his guitar as he picks himself up off the ground.  
He wanders off down the street, head down, in full mope-mode.

EXT   BOARDWALK – DAY

Milo ambles aimlessly down the walkway, dragging his instrument behind him.

Up ahead a blind street musician BEETLE is playing a soulful tune on his sax.  Milo pauses at the edge of the pier and stares out at the full moon reflecting in the surf.  He sighs.
The beetle finishes his little number and then, as if sensing the mouse’s presence, looks over to him.

BEETLE
What’s the matter kid?  Why so glum?

Milo shrugs.

MILO
You wouldn’t understand.

BEETLE
Wouldn’t I?  Hey - whatever it is brother, I’ve been there.
Milo doesn’t dignify this with a response.  He stares back out at the moon.  
BEETLE

Whenever life gets me down I just play me a little song and soon all my troubles are washed away.  
MILO
(Draws a skeptical look)

Really?  Does it work?

BEETLE

I’m smiling, ain’t I?  How’s about I play you a little something.
He starts playing a little riff, just a simple melody but one from the heart.  Milo patiently waits him out, clearly unaffected by this little performance.
BEETLE

There... Feelin’ better yet?

MILO
Thanks but it’s gonna take more than a song to cure me tonight.  
BEETLE

Do tell.

Milo quickly finds himself doing a little soul searching.
MILO
I don’t know... It just, it just seems like I don’t have a place in this world.  
(Shoulders sink)

I don’t know what I’m doing here.  I thought I knew what it is I wanted out of life but... I’m afraid I’ve lost my soul.  

BEETLE
Well then brother, you’ve got to find it.  

MILO
Yeah, sure...but where?
BEETLE

Just follow your heart.  It’ll guide the way.

Milo considers this for a brief moment.
MILO
That’s it, huh?
He tosses the beetle a coin and then wanders off.

BEETLE
Much obliged.

The Beetle continues with his ballad.  

EXT   BOARDWALK - NIGHT
Milo continues down the long, narrow walkway, dodging a few pedestrian feet as he goes.  The beetle’s parting words still ring in his mind.
MILO
Follow my heart... Geesh.  That’s what got me into this mess.
Just then he pauses and holds out the palm of his hand as he looks to the sky – it’s starting to rain.  
MILO
Great.  Just great... Boy, this really tops it all off.
Soon raindrops begin pelting the ground.  Milo glances about, seeking shelter.  Up ahead he spies a Japanese teahouse across the street and starts towards it.

The instant he hops off the curb a vehicle tire suddenly careens by, drenching him as it skids through a puddle.

He shakes himself dry and then continues towards his refuge.

INT   TEAHOUSE – NIGHT
Incense candles burn next to a bonsai tree.  The interior is spiritual, serene.  
A kimono draped figure lightly shuffles by and sets down a tray on the floor before disappearing out onto the alcove.
At floor level a mouse darts unnoticed past her and up to a post.  This is ANGEL.  
She takes a few covert glances over her shoulder and then angles towards the tray.
Suddenly a sound!  Angel freezes and whirls.
ANGEL
Who’s there?!

She withdraws a wooden club in her possession and carefully approaches a sliding paper-wall partition.  Soon a shady silhouette with large mouse ears appears, along with an hour–glass shaped instrument at its side, inching ever closer.
ANGEL
Hold it right there!  Don’t move an inch! 
The form halts.  She assumes an attacking stance as finally Milo steps into view.  Carefully she sizes him up.  

ANGEL
Alright – listen you.  I’ve got myself dibs on this joint so you can just forget about it.

MILO
Relax.  I just came here to get out of the rain.
He finishes brushing himself off.  Finally she lowers her weapon; he’s no threat.

ANGEL
You know, you should watch it.  I could have knocked your block off back there.

Just then she takes notice of the guitar in his hand.

ANGEL
Nice weapon. 
MILO
It’s not a weapon, it’s a guitar.

ANGEL
Guitar, huh?  What are you – some street musician then?

MILO
Yeah... I mean, I was.  That’s all behind me now.  

This seems to arouse her interest.

ANGEL
Hm.
(Then, real casual-like)

So, you got a name?

MILO
Yeah, it’s Milo.  
ANGEL
Well Milo, I’m Angel.

Just then Angel pauses and lifts her chin as she begins sniffing her nose into the air.  

MILO
What is it?

ANGEL
Over here.

She chases the scent into a tiny crevasse. 
MILO
(After her)

Wait!  Be careful!
INT   CREVASSE – NIGHT
The interior is dark and dingy.  Upon entering Angel freezes in her tracks.  Milo stumbles to a stop behind her.  He sees it now too:
Up ahead a solitary shard of light beams down upon a decent-sized morsel of cheese.  It sits atop a mouse trap, loaded and ready to spring.
ANGEL
Food!

She savors the aroma and then races towards it.

MILO
No – wait!  Don’t!  It’s a trap!

Angel freezes, only inches from her prize.  She looks back on him, puzzled.
MILO
I’ve seen this before.  The humans use it to catch mice... Here – look.

He carefully gestures her aside and then reaches for a discarded matchstick.  She watches uncertainly now as he draws the tip of the stick gently down onto the contraption.  The instant it makes contact...

THE TRAP SPRINGS!
Angel jumps as a glisten of steel flashes before her eyes. 
MILO
See?  You need to be careful around here.  Not all is what it seems.
ANGEL
(Recovering)

You’re telling me. 
She backs herself away, still recovering and seats herself down on a ledge.  Milo lingers where he is. 
ANGEL
(Impressed)

You’re pretty smart, aren’t you?
MILO
Huh – I am?  I mean, really?

ANGEL
Yeah.  Well, I mean, I wouldn’t say you’re a genius or anything.  Don’t let it go to your head.

Milo deflates upon hearing this but then notices that she has an amused grin on her face that she can’t contain; she was only foolin’ with him.  He shrugs it off.
ANGEL
So, how’d you find your way past the cat then?

MILO
C-cat?

ANGEL
Yeah.  Didn’t you know?  There’s a cat prowlin’ out front.  
(Off his look)

You mean you didn’t see him?

MILO
No.  Why?

ANGEL
(With mounting concern)

Oh god!  If he’s not still outside...then that must mean...
Just then a deep growling sound becomes perceptible and they both slowly turn in unison towards the narrow opening from which they entered.
ANGEL

(Finishing thought)

...he’s here!

Sure enough the whiskered, snarling face of a cat appears, prying in on them from outside the crevasse.
Both Angel and Milo retreat further back inside.  A paw reaches in and swipes for the two of them.
ANGEL

You seem like a nice guy.  I wish I could’ve gotten to know you better.

They’re up against the wall.  The cat continues to claw for them.  Milo takes his guitar and hammers down on the cat’s paw.
MILO
Let’s go!

Now’s their chance.  He takes her hand as they b-line it out from hiding. 

INT   TEAHOUSE – NIGHT

Angel and Milo high-tail it past the cat, down a narrow corridor as they make for the open doorway leading out onto the alcove.
The cat pounces after them, skidding along a straw mat that folds and bunches under his scrambling feet.  The ensuing ripples lift both mice off their feet and draw them back towards the awaiting feline.
The cat chomps down.  They dive for cover.  Milo rolls to his feet while Angel tumbles along the floor.  She looks up to behold the cat leering overtop of her.
ANGEL

Oh Angel, how do you get yourself into these things?
Quickly Milo grabs an incense candle and pokes the cat in the butt, singeing him.  The cat roars and spins around.  He lunges for Milo. 

Milo ducks and the cat crashes right through the paper wall, tearing a gaping hole.  They take off again.
MILO
C’mon!

EXT   TEAHOUSE – NIGHT

They race down a narrow path and pause atop an arching bridge spanning a narrow waterway.  They look back:
The cat appears in the doorway, glaring after them.  He sticks a paw out into the rain and then quickly withdraws it.  
Milo and Angel wait with bated breath.  Finally the cat turns and retreats back inside, growling his displeasure; he’s had enough. 
Finally they can exhale.

EXT   BOARDWALK – NIGHT
Milo and Angel make their way down the walkway.  The crowds have dispersed now and the various vendor booths are closing up for the night.

ANGEL
Nice work back there.  I thought I was a goner for sure.
Milo shrugs; he’s all humility.

ANGEL

You’d do good to steer yourself clear of me.  Trouble has a way of finding me... So what’s your deal then?

MILO
Deal?

ANGEL
Yeah – you hitched yet? 

MILO
Me?  No. 

(Then)
What about you?  Are you...hitched?

ANGEL
(Defiant)

Are you kidding?  Not me, man.  Never.  No way.  I’m my own woman.
She punctuates this with a few sharp hand gestures.
MILO
Don’t you ever want to meet someone and settle down someday?

ANGEL
(Shrugs)

What for?  I don’t need anyone.  Besides, they’ll only break your heart... Trust me – the only person you can count on is yourself. 
MILO
Yeah, I guess but it can get lonely sometimes.
They continue along.  Water spills down from an awning above their heads.  
MILO
Here.

He grabs a discarded cocktail umbrella and shields her from the rain with it.  They walk shoulder to shoulder now.
ANGEL

So, how come you don’t play no more?
MILO
You mean this thing?

(Holds up guitar)

I just don’t have it in me anymore.  There’s no future in it.  It’s time I cut my losses and moved on.
EXT   BOARDWALK – A LITTLE LATER
They’re still walking.  Finally they pause next to a booth and then look to one another, sensing that this is goodbye. 

ANGEL
Well, this is my stop. 
MILO
Yeah...

ANGEL
Hey – if you ever decide to play again, maybe I’ll check you out.
She turns to head off.  Milo hedges a moment as he watches her leave, hesitating.  Finally he blurts out:
MILO
Wait!

She stops.  Milo remains tongue-tied.
ANGEL

Yes?  What is it?

MILO
(Hands her umbrella)

Uh, here.  You take it.

ANGEL

Are you sure?

He shrugs it off.

ANGEL

Hey, thanks man.  You’re alright... See yuh.
She disappears around the corner.  Milo lingers on her sight.  
MILO
(Repeating silently, as an echo)

See yuh.

Once gone he hunkers himself under the overhang to keep dry. 

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   BACK LOT – DAY

An overturned bumper car lies abandoned behind a maintenance shed, rusting quietly away.
A modest scavenger burrow has been carefully excavated from within this twisted metal pile.  

INT   BURROW – DAY
Milo stands over by the entranceway, packing all of his earthly belongings into a sack.  An elderly paternal mouse-figure (LOU) stands nearby, watching over him with a heavy heart.
LOU
So this is it - you’re really leaving?
MILO
I’m really leaving... Thanks for letting me crash here all those nights.  
LOU
I guess this showbiz thing ain’t for everyone.  Tough way to make a living, that’s for sure... I’m gonna miss you kid.  You know I was always pulling for you?
MILO
Yeah, I know...and I’m gonna miss you too.  
Milo finishes stuffing his sack and then closes it up, knotting it onto a stick.

LOU
So, have you got a place to stay then?  Where will you go?
MILO
(Shrugs)

Beats me.  Wherever the wind takes me, I guess.

LOU
Hey, for what it’s worth – I think you’ve got real talent.  

Milo manages a meager grin.

MILO
Thanks Lou.  You always were my number one fan.
He slings his hobo stick over his shoulder and then reaches for his guitar as he lurches himself heedlessly out the door.  Lou can only lower his head and sigh.
EXT   PIER – DAY
Milo strolls up to the edge of the pier.  He pauses a moment and looks back, taking in his surroundings for one last time.
MILO
Well Milo, I guess this is it... So long Coney Island.  It’s been a blast.  Next up – the great unknown.
He sucks in a deep breath.  Just then a street band consisting of a trio of rats nudges their way in on him.
ACCORDION PLAYER 
Hey mousey boy – beat it.  We’re workin’ this corner.

Milo shuffles over a step; he’s not looking for trouble.  He observes them a moment, fumbling with their instruments; clearly they’re amateurs.
MILO
You know, you’re better off working the north side, over by Steeplechase.  If you wanna get yourselves noticed, that’s were the real action is.  

BASS PLAYER

(Snide)

Oh really?  And what makes you think we need any advice from you, mouse?  Haven’t you heard – we’re the biggest thing to hit Coney Island since the advent of the hotdog.
SAX PLAYER

Yeah, just wait.  Once the buzz hits the streets we’ll have groupies pawing after us left, right and center.

Neither three can contain their excitement.  Milo can only shrug his shoulders and grin at their naivety. 
MILO
Just offering you a little free advice.  Take it or leave it.

They ignore him and quickly strike it up.

ACCORDIAN PLAYER

Okay boys – hit it...

The sound is wrenching.  Milo is instantly off-put and continues on his way, shaking his head.
EXT   CARNIVAL MIDWAY – DAY

A moving van is parked behind a carnival tent.  Splashed across the side of the vehicle are the words ‘Professor Gilroy’s Magic Act’.

Milo sneaks his way up to the van and hides out behind the back tire.  Two workers are loading various props into the back carriage.  

Quickly Milo chucks his guitar and hobo stick onboard and then scurries unnoticed up the ramp inside.
WORKER #1
Okay.  That’s it.  Let’s get this show on the road.
They raise the ramp back up.  Milo shuffles his way towards the back.  He finds a tiny nook to hide out in behind some crates when suddenly a plastic funnel comes down on him. 

WORKER #2
Hey - I caught one.
The worker lifts a corner of the funnel and grabs Milo by the tail, holding him up in front of his face.  
WORKER #2
I wonder where they all come from?  It’s like they must have there own secret colony around here or something.

WORKER #1
Don’t let it get away.  They’ll breed... Here – put it in here.  
He reaches for an empty birdcage amongst the paraphernalia.
WORKER #1
We’ll feed it to the cat when we get back.
INT   MOVING VAN – BACK CARRIAGE - DAY
Milo sits miserably in his birdcage, bouncing around with the rest of the cargo as they hit a few potholes.  
He reaches out between the bars, groping for his hobo stick lying discarded on the ground nearby.
MILO

(Straining)

C’mon.

Just then another bump.  The cage jumps forward a fraction.  Finally he’s able to grab onto it and uses the stick end to unhook the latch.  
He steps out of his cage and retrieves his guitar just as they hit another pothole.  He’s knocked off his feet as the back door unlatches and slides open. 
Milo clings to the doorframe as the various contents spill out from the back of the van.  He holds his grip but only for a split second...
EXT   STREET – DAY
Milo tumbles down onto the pavement and rolls into a stream of water-runoff flowing curbside.  He boogey-boards his guitar now down the side of the road.  

Up ahead the water spills into a sewer grate.  He takes a deep breath and hangs on as both he and his guitar are sucked into the void.
INT   SEWER – DAY

Milo lands with a splash in the murky waters.  He resurfaces only to become caught in the pull of a stiff current.
Up ahead the water funnels into a narrow opening.  He fights against the current. Faster, faster it becomes until finally he’s drawn under.

EXT   OCEAN – DAY
Milo resurfaces in the open water, gasping for breath as he flails helplessly about.  His guitar springs up next to him and he clings desperately to it.
A wall of water sweeps Milo up and carries him towards the shoreline where he’s deposited, face-first, into the sand beneath the pier, his guitar lying half-buried next to him.
He lifts his face up off the ground, groggy-eyed and quickly orients himself; he’s back where he started.

He sighs and then coughs some seawater out of his lungs.
INT   SCAVENGER BAR – DAY
From beneath the foundation of another ancient building a gathering of rodents mingle in dingy surroundings.

Up at the bar a spider bartender dispenses drinks with his many arms while, off in a corner, a roach toils leisurely on the piano keys.  

Milo drags himself inside, still a little worn-beaten and slouches himself down on a bar stool.
SPIDER
Long time, no see kid.  What’ll it be?
MILO
I never thought I’d find myself back here... Ah well, one more for the road - what could it hurt.  Give me a...
Suddenly cheers break out as a dramatically attired, guitar-wielding rodent with a devilish sneer (JOHNNY RAT) enters to rousing applause.  

Throngs of admirers converge upon Johnny, pawing shamelessly after him.  Johnny, of course, laps this up.
JOHNNY RAT

People – thank you... Ladies – you’re too kind.
Milo scoffs at the sight of him.

MILO
Johnny rat – is that ol’ hack still playing the scene?

SPIDER
Didn’t you hear?  We just signed him as our headline act.  The word is out.  He’s it now.
The throngs are still groveling over Johnny.
FAN

Come on Johnny.  Play something for us, wouldn’t yuh?

Apparently Johnny harbors a little apprehension.  Others cheer him on though.  Finally he relents.

JOHNNY RAT

Alright.  Very well.  Johnny rat never disappoints his fans.

Johnny takes his guitar and teases everyone with a few quick strums.  They all swoon in blind admiration to his every move.

JOHNNY RAT

There, now you’ve had a little taste of Johnny rat.  Savor it up for when I take the stage later tonight.
Milo continues to watch with deep cynicism.
MILO
Glad to see it hasn’t gone to his head.

SPIDER
Better get used to it.  The rats have taken over now.  Good for business, I guess.
Between you and me, I could do without them.  They creep me out.

Just then a commotion off to one side.  Milo turns a shoulder:
Over at a table a prospective rat suitor is putting the moves on a female mouse.  

FEMALE MOUSE
Beat it creep!  I don’t go for rats!
The rat persists, receiving a slap across the face for his troubles.  

SPIDER
See what I mean?

Milo continues to observe.  Suddenly he does a double-take; now he sees her:
MILO
Angel?

Angel looks up. 
ANGEL

(Noticing)

Milo...uh, darling?  There you are.

She gets up from her seat and quickly shuffles on over to him.

RAT SUITOR
You two are together?
ANGEL

That’s right.  

(Nudging up close)

Aren’t we darling?

Quickly the rat sizes him up.

RAT SUITOR
What are you wastin’ your time with a nothing like him for?
Milo gets up from his seat.  A mole waitress steps between them.
WAITRESS
Easy boys.  We don’t want any trouble now.

It seems that a confrontation is about to break out when suddenly Johnny rat intercedes, looming before them.  He glares peculiarly at Milo.

JOHNNY RAT
I know you.  You’re that mouse I’ve seen playing out on the street.  

MILO

The name’s Milo.

JOHNNY RAT

Milo, huh?  Doesn’t ring a bell.
 (Eyes Milo’s guitar)

Suppose you think you play a pretty mean guitar ‘Milo’?
Milo feels a surge of pride swelling within him.  He stands up tall to the rat but then thinks better of it.  

MILO
(Relenting)

I used to play.  Not anymore.
JOHNNY RAT
No?  What’s the matter – couldn’t cut it out here?  Well, don’t feel bad.  Most people don’t have it in ’em.
Johnny rat grins that arrogant sneer of his as he steps back over to rejoin his rat cronies.
ANGEL

You’re not just gonna stand there and take it from him, are you?

MILO
Just forget about it.

ANGEL
Yeah but... C’mon.
MILO
I said forget about it, would you?!  I told you, I don’t have it in me anymore.

He gathers up his guitar.
MILO
I don’t know why I bothered getting myself mixed up in this.  It’s not my fight.
He glances back over at Johnny, still reveling it up with his fellow rat admirers.

MILO
Yeah, this is his crowd alright.  No wonder he acts like such a big shot in here.

SPIDER
Don’t let him get you down kid.  He’s all flash and dash.  Take that away and there’s nothing there.
WAITRESS
Still, someone ought to show that bottom-feeding varmint up.  Knock him down a few pegs.  It would do us all some good around here.

A long silence ensues.  The waitress glances knowingly towards the others; it seems they’re all thinking the same thing too.  Finally they all turn to Milo.
ROACH
(From his seat)

How’s about it Milo?  What do yuh say – just like old times?

Milo quickly finds himself on the spot.  He remains non-committal.  Others cheer him on:

SPIDER
Yeah – how ‘bout it?  One more for the road!  Show ’em what you’ve got!
A crowd forms around Milo.  Johnny and the other rats have taken notice of this scene now as well.

As Milo stands there, cradling the guitar in his hands, a stir so primal and inborn swells within him that it simply cannot be contained.  This is his moment and he knows it.  He nods to the roach.
MILO
Hit it.

The roach instantly spins around in his seat and sets his fingers to ivory.
Milo quickly picks up on the beat and joins in with the twang of his guitar. 
He works it, allowing the rhythm to guide him as he switches effortlessly between chords.  

People start swaying in their seats.  Others cheer and clap – all, that is, except for Johnny and his cohorts who watch on sedately from the sidelines.  
Milo finishes it off with one final riff.  They all burst into cheers.
The excited crowd all gather around him now.  Once the pandemonium subsides Angel approaches Milo, observing him for the first time with a sense of wonder in her eyes.

ANGEL

(Overcome)

Wow, man.  That was something.  I had no idea.

MILO

(Coming back down to earth)

I better go.

He nudges past her, looking to slip away quietly.  Angel stays with him.
ANGEL
Wait.  What’s your hurry?  Stay a while.
MILO

I can’t.  There’s too many memories here.

Suddenly they freeze as they find themselves surrounded.  Johnny and the rest of his rat cronies have all converged over by the doorway, eyeing them coldly.
ANGEL
Okay – this is starting to creep me out.

They hold their ground.  A large, ornery-looking rat in the group cracks his knuckles.

ANGEL

That better be a fan of yours.
MILO
I don’t know but unless he’s getting set to play the piano, I don’t particularly want to find out. 
(Grabs arm)

C’mon darling – let’s get out of here.

They make for a hasty exit when suddenly Johnny rat steps in their way, blocking them.
JOHNNY RAT

Not so fast.
He steps up close to him.
JOHNNY RAT.

Not bad for a mouse.  I’ll give you that...but this is my scene, got it?  
He twitches his whiskered muzzle in Milo’s face.

JOHNNY RAT

(Voice exuberant)

What - haven’t you heard?  This is the year of the rat!  This is my time to shine!
The other rats revel this up with him.

JOHNNY RAT

I suggest you walk away.  Don’t go getting any ideas in that mouse-sized brain of yours. 
MILO
Lucky for you I was just on my way out of town.

JOHNNY RAT

(Grins)

That’s good.  A rodent who knows his place – I like it... I think you and I will get along just fine.
Milo brushes past him with Angel in tow.  The rat suitor reaches out and grabs her by the arm.
RAT SUITOR
You can go...but the lady here stays.  

Angel resists.

ANGEL

Eat rat poisoning creep! 
Chaos erupts as she breaks herself free.  She grabs Milos’ guitar from him and smashes the rat over the head with it.  
MILO

Now can we go?

He grabs back his guitar as they take off out the door.
EXT   SCAVENGER BAR – DAY

They’re on the run.

ANGEL

Oh, nice to see you again by the way... I told you trouble has a way of finding me.

MILO
Me too apparently. 

Behind them the gang of rats, led by Johnny, barrel out after them.
JOHNNY RAT
He’s mine!  Don’t let‘em get away!

Quickly Angel and Milo disappear into the crowd of feet.  
EXT   CARNIVAL MIDWAY – DAY

A confusion of sight and sound.  Carnival barkers spiel out words of enticement to the passing throngs.  
The rats converge upon the scene and carefully stake out the crowded corridor.  They pause next to a ring-toss game.

JOHNNY RAT

Keep your eyes peeled.  He couldn’t have gone far.

Unbeknownst to them...
Angel and Milo are inching their way precariously along a telephone wire suspended high above.  

Suddenly Milo looses his footing and slips.  He clings desperately to the wire. 
MILO

Help...

Angel rushes back over to him.  The guitar strap begins to slip from his shoulder blade.  
ANGEL

Hang on.

MILO

My guitar.  It’s slipping.

He flails helplessly.  Directly below, Johnny and the other rats are still oblivious to the situation.  

Suddenly the guitar slides off and Milo catches it with the tip of his hind leg.  Now it dangles by the narrowest of margins.
Angel reaches to unhook his instrument.  

MILO

Hurry.

ANGEL

(Straining)

I...almost...
Suddenly it fumbles from her fingertips...but she swipes it out of mid-air.

ANGEL

Got it!

She hoists Milo back up.  They continue along.  Suddenly Johnny spots them climbing their way down the pole.  
JOHNNY RAT

There they are!  This way boys!

They commence chase.  Quickly Angel and Milo leap down from the pole and onto the roof of a vendor booth.  

They pounce now from rooftop to rooftop when suddenly they stumble to a halt:

Johnny and the other rats appear up ahead, crawling up from the side of a booth.

JOHNNY RAT

Well, music boy.  It was a nice ride but it seems that your fifteen minutes of fame are up.

Both Angel and Milo remain frozen as the rats advance.

JOHNNY RAT

Show’s over.  Now it’s time you got the hook.

ANGEL
Don’t drop the curtain just yet Johnny.  Why not stick around for the encore?
JOHNNY RAT
There’ll be no encore this time.  I’m the only star of this show.
ANGEL

Yeah, well you better start workin’ on a new routine then because it ain’t your name they were screamin’ back there.
Johnny bristles.  Angel swipes back Milo’s guitar.

ANGEL
And in the meantime, why not practice on this...

She chucks the guitar at Johnny, knocking him from his perch.
ANGEL

Let’s go!

Angel grabs Milo by the hand as they both take a leap and slide down the awning, dropping into the booth.  
The remaining rats follow suit.  Quickly both mice bound along the counter, into the next booth where...

They find themselves caught in the crossfire of a shooting gallery!  
Bullets whiz by, knocking down targets on a moving conveyor belt.  They ride the belt and leap into the next booth just as...
a roulette wheel is given a spin.  
They catch a grip onto the wheel as it propels them back in the other direction.  
They use this momentum as it hurls them up onto the counter and, in one motion, leap back down into the midway corridor.

Meanwhile the rats skid straight on by, past the stunned faces of the onlookers as they tumble unceremoniously off the table.
EXT   CARNIVAL MIDWAY - DAY

Milo and Angel are on the run.  Milo pauses as he spots his guitar lying discarded on the ground next to a dazed Johnny rat.   

A brief moment of indecision and then he quickly rushes back over to retrieve it.

INT   CARNIVAL TENT - DAY
Angel is peering outside through a seam.  Milo fiddles away next to her, attempting to repair his busted guitar.  
ANGEL
Still clear.  Looks like we lost ‘em.
She steps back inside and closes up the flap.  Milo keeps working away.
ANGEL

Sorry man about your guitar.

It was the closest thing I could find... But man, that rat had it comin’ to him anyway.  The nerve – layin’ his creepy digits on me like that.

He continues to struggle, fighting to reattach a busted chord.  

ANGEL
Hey - I thought you’d given all that up anyway?

Just then the chord snaps off in his hand.  
MILO
(Exasperated)

Well, I haven’t decided yet!

ANGEL

Sor-ry.  If I had known you would be so touchy about it...

MILO

Well, it’s just... 
(Then, an insight)

It’s just I never realized it would be so hard to let go.

Milo pauses now.  He remains contemplative, subdued.  Angel lends him a sympathetic ear.

ANGEL

Have you been carrying around that thing for long?

MILO

Since I first came here.  It was given to me by my mentor. Ever since it’s never left my side.
(Sighs)

I can’t help feeling that I let him down.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   PIER – NIGHT

It’s a crystal-clear night.  Crowds, the human variety, are forming along the edge of the pier.  Excitement and anticipation is in the air.

A banner displayed over the archway to the pier exclaims in brilliant red, white and blue lettering:

‘Coney Island Forth of July Spectacular!’

EXT   HOTDOG STAND - NIGHT
A large sign erected above the stand reads:

‘Original Nathan’s Hotdogs’

Closer on the sign:

Around back Angel and Milo climb themselves up onto the scaffolding.  He offers her his hand as he hoists her up on top of the sign with him.  This vantage point affords them an unobstructed view of the pier and the harbor beyond.   
MILO
We should be safe up here... At least for tonight.
ANGEL

So, were you still planning on leaving in the morning?

MILO
Yeah.  

ANGEL

(Lowers head)

Oh?  Well, I guess it’s for the best.  I mean, we should probably go our separate ways.  I’d only weigh you down.
Milo looks to her; she’s keeping it pretty close to the vest.

MILO
Where will you go?

ANGEL

Oh, don’t worry about me.  It’s a big place.  I’m sure I’ll latch on somewhere.  
She shrugs it off.  Up above explosions begin to pound as fireworks ignite the sky over the harbor.  
They both look out and take in the revelry.  Below them the masses gape in awe as each burst of light showers down upon them.
MILO

At least they all seem to be having a good time.  I wonder what they could be celebrating about?

ANGEL
Does it really matter?  Just for the moment let’s pretend that all is right with the world.
She seats herself down on the ledge.  Milo seems inclined to go along with her on this and settles himself in next to her.  They sit together now, watching the spectacle unfold before their eyes.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT   PIER - UNDERNEATH – DAY
Hidden in the shadows, large rocks pile up where waves crash against the shore.  Angel and Milo make their way along the edge of the rock pile.
MILO

Most of the boats are tied up along the shore here.  I should be able to stow away onboard one of them.

ANGEL

But how do you know where it will wind up taking you?

MILO

I don’t.  As long as it gets me away from here.
Up ahead a rough-looking juvenile thug mouse sporting a black eye and with an ivy-cap slumped forward on his head eyes them callously.  
They continue along.  The mouse taps on ominous beat against his palm with a baton.
MILO
I think we may have just crossed over onto the wrong side of the tracks.

ANGEL

I thought we already were on the wrong side.
Soon other thug mice appear and begin following them from behind, marching in perfect sync to the beat.  Finally they both freeze as they find themselves surrounded.
ANGEL

Alright - just stay cool and leave everything to me.  I know how to handle these types.
The mouse with the baton steps forward.  
MOUSE

Goin’ somewhere?  Or didn’t you know – this is our turf you’re walkin’ on?  
(Gestures)

You see these rocks here?  They’re ours – they belong to us.

MILO

Sorry.  I didn’t know.  We’ll just be on our way.
Milo goes to leave but the mouse shoves the butt-end of his baton into his chest, halting him.

MOUSE

Yeah, you better.

(Eyes Angel)

But perhaps your lady-friend would like to stick around and join me for a while?

He takes her hand and performs a chivalrous bow.  Angel shoots him a condescending look.
MOUSE
How’s about it doll-face?  
What’s say you ditch music boy here so you and I can get better acquainted—

(Then, a double take)

Hey, wait a second.
Suddenly he freezes on Milo.  He stares squarely at him now.
MOUSE

I know you – you’re that mouse that plays the guitar.  I heard about you.  You’re Milo, aren’t you?

ANGEL

That depends.  Who wants to know?

MOUSE

It is you... I heard about what you did to Johnny last night.  Way to show him up.

Milo is left stupefied.

MILO

Uh, thanks... You know about that?

MOUSE

Of course.  Everyone does.
(To the others)

Hey everyone – it’s Milo.

The other mice all step forward, conveying their admiration.

MICE

· Way to go, man.

· Yeah.  Yeah to stick it to those rats.

MILO

(Modest)

It was nothing.

MOUSE

Nothing?  I hear you schooled him pretty good. Lately the rats have been struttin’ around here like they own this place.  None more so than Johnny. 

(Eyes guitar)

Word on the street is you play a pretty mean guitar?
ANGEL

Are you kidding?  There’s none better.

Angel gleams towards her man.
MOUSE
So, you’re gonna play again, aren’t you?  When can we hear you?
MILO
Actually, I hadn’t planned on it...

Just then a rat appears from atop the rock pile, leering down upon them.  
RAT

Milo mouse, huh?  I’ve heard about you.  
Everyone scrambles to attention, holding their ground.
MOUSE

Someone get that rat out of here.

RAT
What’s say we settle this thing once and for all - you and Johnny for all the marbles?  Or haven’t you got the guts?
Milo holds back but Angel steps forward, standing tall right alongside him.

ANGEL

He’s got it and then some.

RAT
Then it’s set.  You two square off tomorrow night at the Scavenger Club.  Try not to be late.
(Grins, turns to leave)

Oh, and Johnny sends his regards.  He looks forward to meeting you again.

Finally the rat scrams as the mice chase him from the rock pile.  Milo looks uncertainly to Angel.
MILO

I hope you know what you’re doing. 

ANGEL

Somebody’s gotta stick up to those rats.  Besides, I thought this is what you wanted – a chance to show your stuff?
MILO

It is.  I just never thought I’d make so many enemies along the way.

Slowly the mice congregate back down from the pile.

MOUSE

Don’t worry – we’ve got your back... I just hope you’re as good with that thing as people say you are?
ANGEL

He’s good enough.  I’ll bet ol’ Johnny’s quakin’ in his boots this very minute.
MOUSE

Well, he better be good because if I know anything, it’s that Johnny’s not gonna let this thing go.
EXT   SCAVENGER BAR – DAY

A bulletin is displayed outside the entranceway with a headline that screams:
“Appearing live - Johnny Rat and Milo Mouse
Together on stage
One Night Only”
Right then the boney, clawed hand of a rat reaches out and tears the bulletin from the wall. 
INT   SCAVENGER BAR - DAY

Johnny rat has his feet up on one of the tables in front of the empty stage as he lazily plucks off a few chords on his guitar.  
VOICE (O.S.)

Johnny?  Johnny my boy – where are you?  Has anyone seen Johnny?
His manager, a rather stout rat, has just entered with the bulletin clutched in his fist.  He confers with a nearby stagehand who points Johnny out to him.

Johnny continues to pluck away as his manager marches over to him.

MANAGER

Johnny?  There you are.  
JOHNNY RAT
I thought I wasn’t to be disturbed?  Can’t you see I’m practicin’ here?

MANAGER

But this is urgent.  What’s the meaning of this?  
JOHNNY RAT

Meaning of what?

MANAGER

This.

He flashes the bulletin in Johnny’s face.  Johnny grabs it from him and gives it the once over.

JOHNNY RAT

Oh – that?  
(Chuckles)

It’s nothin’.  Just a little something I cooked up between gigs – a friendly showdown between rivals.  Give that mouse something to sweat about.  Thought you’d like it.
Johnny chuckle again however the humor seems lost on his manager.
MANAGER
Well, as your manager I must strenuously advise against this.

JOHNNY RAT

Oh?  And why’s that?

Johnny pulls his feet off from the table and sits up in his seat.  He leers at him now.  Suddenly the manager begins to cower.

MANAGER

Well, it’s just... It’s just...

JOHNNY RAT

(Rises to feet)

Just what?

MANAGER

It’s just that I don’t feel it’s in your best interest to be giving equal time to the competition, that’s all.
JOHNNY RAT

I see.  So what are you sayin’ then – that I can’t beat him – is that it?

MANAGER

(Shakes head)

No, no.  Certainly not.

JOHNNY RAT

I thought you said that I was the greatest there ever was.  

(Glares)

Or was that just some line you were pullin’ on me?

MANAGER

Of course not Johnny.  You are the greatest.

(Then, delicately again)

But, well... you know - it should be a packed house tonight from what I hear and...
JOHNNY RAT

And?

MANAGER

And, well...

(At a loss, finally comes clean)

Well, you gotta admit – the kid sure is generatin’ some buzz. 
The manager cowers back again, expecting to really get it this time but Johnny seems to have his mind averted elsewhere for the moment.

JOHNNY RAT
(Wheels turning)

Yes, he is...and it’s high time somebody put a stop to it.

MANAGER

What are you gettin’ at?

JOHNNY RAT

(Grins)

Very well then.  Let’s nip this thing in the butt once and for all.  The kid’s generatin’ some buzz you say?  Then we better give the people what they want.  Let them see that mouse Milo for what he really is.

EXT   BOARDWALK - DAY
A vendor is busy setting up shop for the day.  He swats his broom at a rat, shooing it off.  A garbage can spills over, exposing a few more rats.

VENDOR

Beat it!  
He shakes his broom at them and then turns towards a fellow vendor next to him.
VENDOR

I’m telling you - something’s gotta be done about all these damn vermin.  They’re takin’ over. 
EXT   BACK LOT - BURROW – DAY
Lou is busy sweeping out his bumper car dwelling when suddenly his ear catches a hint of something lurking outside.  He peers from the doorway - movement is visible from within the surrounding weeds.

He maintains his guard until finally Angel and Milo appear.  He smiles warmly as he greets them in the doorway.
MILO

I never did make it very far, I’m afraid.

LOU

I know.  I’ve heard the neighborhood kids talking.  It seems you’ve become quite the legend around here.

Just then Lou takes notices of Angel doting patiently by Milo’s side.

MILO

This is Angel – a friend of mine.  We could use a place to crash for one more night if that’s alright.

LOU

Of course... Come in.  Come in.

He gestures them in.

LOU
I knew you’d come back.  You weren’t meant to leave this place.
DISSOLVE TO:

EXT   PIER – DUSK

Night falls on Coney Island.  The setting sun tinges the structures and monuments in a strangely surreal orange hue.
INT   BURROW – ROOM - DUSK

Milo sits at a piano in the corner of a small room, procrastinating over some sheet music he’s composing.  A pile of crumpled up paper-wads litter the ground at his feet.

He scribbles down a few notes, leans back a moment and then shakes his head.  Finally he scrunches up the sheet and tosses it against the wall just as Angel peers in on him.

ANGEL
How’s it...going?

MILO

(Sighs)

Great.  Just putting the finishing touches on my masterpiece here... Ah, who am I kidding – I’m never gonna be ready on time.

Milo gets up from his seat and brushes past her on his way out of the room.

Angel stares after him, feeling for him.  After a moment she casually steps over to the piano.  She fingers a few of the keys and then eyes the paper-wad at her feet. 
She picks it up.  Carefully now she uncrumples the sheet and studies it keenly in her hand.  Just then:
LOU

He’ll be alright.

Angel looks up as Lou enters the room and comes over to her side.

LOU

It’s the curse of every artist that they must suffer for their craft.

He glances out a window on Milo, roaming tragically out in the yard.  Angel looks as well.
ANGEL

Was he always like this?  You know – so determined?

LOU

Actually when we first meet he was one cocky sun of a gun.  Not half bad but all too full of himself.

ANGEL

Really?

LOU

Believe it.  Of course, back then I was just some washed up, old musician whose time had come and gone and he was this cocky, young upstart you thought the world owed him a favor.  He annoyed the heck out of me, hounding me ever chance he could get, always wanting me to tell him about the good ol’ days as he called it.
(Sighs, reflective)

I’m not sure if it was that I saw something of myself in him at the time but I finally decided to take him under my wing.

He stares back out on Milo again.

LOU

Eventually he came around though.  And man, did he persevere.  Never saw anyone so determined... I always knew he was gonna find a way to make it.  Somehow I always knew.

Lou retreats from the room.  Once gone, Angel draws her attention back on the sheet of music, still in her hand.
She seats herself down with it at the piano.  She grabs a pen and starts making a few corrections, crossing out this, adding that.  She keeps at it.

INT   BURROW – DUSK

Lou is seated on a chair with his spectacles pushed down to the edge of his nose as he diligently works to reattach the chord on Milo’s guitar.

Behind him Milo drags himself back inside.  He steps quietly past Lou and over to his room.

INT   BURROW – ROOM – DUSK

Angel is still hard at it, jotting down a few final corrections.  Just then Milo appears in the doorway.  
MILO

Angel?

A startled Angel stumbles up from her seat.  Milo takes a step inside.
ANGEL

Uh, Milo?  I didn’t hear you come in.

MILO

What are you doing?

ANGEL

(Defensive, coy)

Nothin’.

MILO

Well, do you mind?  I have a lot of work to do here.

He brushes past her as he impatiently takes back his seat.  Indignant now, Angel retreats from his room.

ANGEL

Fine.  Knock yourself out.  See if I care... Jeeze, what’s with the third degree around here?

Milo impatiently shuffles his papers back into a pile.  Suddenly he pauses on a particular sheet.

He glances back at Angel and then stares back at the sheet, dumbfounded.
MILO

What the...

INT   SCAVENGER BAR - NIGHT
Johnny rat paces back and forth across from the stage, clearly on edge about something.  His manager skulks about nearby.

JOHNNY RAT
Huh?  What did you say?

He stops and glares deliberately at him.

MANAGER

Nothing.  Not a word. 

JOHNNY RAT

Where are they?  They should’ve been here by now.
MANAGER

Relax Johnny.  Everything’s taken care of.  I saw to it myself.  After tonight there will be only one reigning rodent-king of Coney Island – you can count on it.
JOHNNY RAT

I sincerely hope so...for your sake.  I’m getting sick of all these low-class joints you keep bookin’ me into night after night.
MANAGER

In due time, my boy.  All in due time. 
The manager then steers Johnny’s attention over towards a wall-shrine displayed next to them, showcasing the signed portraits of various musician rodents, the crooners and rock-stars from years past. 
MANAGER

It’s all falling into place, just as I said.  This evening will go down as the night of your greatest triumph and once the dust settles you’ll finally take your rightful place amongst the greatest rodent performers of all time.

Johnny gazes over the photos as his ego begins to soar.

EXT   BACK LOT - BURROW – NIGHT

Lou escorts Milo and Angel out the doorway.
LOU

Good luck... And be careful out there.  You know those rats aren’t to be trusted.
MILO

I know.  Don’t worry – I’ll be careful.  Besides, I’ve got Angel to watch my back.
Lou hands Milo back his guitar as they depart on their way.

They continue across the lot grounds.  Nearby a pair of rats lurk unnoticed from within a cinderblock.  The first one (SNITCH) nudges the other (SNATCH) and nods discreetly.
SNITCH
There they are.

He peers out from the opening and spies Angel and Milo as they disappear under a loose fence panel.  

SNATCH
That’s him, huh?  He’s just a scrawny, little thing.  This is gonna be easier than I thought.
SNITCH
Careful - I hear that doll-face of his is a real firecracker.  
He snickers lightly under his breath as they crawl out from hiding and follow after them.
EXT   BOARDWALK – GROUND LEVEL - NIGHT

Milo and Angel make their way along the edge of the curb, his guitar propped over his shoulder.  
A few street mice take notice of him passing by and shout out their support from an alleyway:

MICE

· Go get ‘em Milo!

· Yeah, stick it to that rat-face, will yuh?!

They continue along.  Suddenly Milo stops and glances behind him.
ANGEL

What is it?

MILO

Did you hear something back there?

Angel looks but sees nothing.  All is quiet.  Nothing but the buzzing hum of the lamp standard fills the night air.

ANGEL
(Grins)

Probably just some of your groupies.  Can’t get enough of you.
She gives him a nudge but Milo doesn’t seem convinced.  

MILO

Yeah.  Probably...
They keep going.  Behind them the pair of rats emerge from a gutter and scurry after them.
EXT   STREET CORNER – NIGHT

A sign at the intersection reads: ‘Surf Ave’.  The entire city block is all lit up and streaming with banners.

Angel and Milo emerge from an alleyway and approach the facade of a towering pavilion structure.

They make their way along the base of its foundation, arriving at a tiny crevasse when suddenly the pulsing red eyes of an upside down RAT-FACE drops down in front of them.

SNITCH
Going somewhere?

Both Angel and Milo jump back as the rat drops down from his hanging position.  
The other rat leers from behind and they both jump again.
SNATCH
Yeah.  What’s your hurry? 
ANGEL

I knew I smelt a rat.

SNATCH
(Eyes guitar)

Hey music boy - why don’t you play something for us?  
SNITCH
Yeah.  C’mon - Let’s see what you’ve got.
MILO

Some other time.
The rats persist.  Snitch then grabs the guitar away from Milo.

SNITCH
So what do you think – do I got what it takes?
He strikes a pose with it and then rattles off a few harsh strums.

SNITCH
Hey, look at me – I’m a rock star!

He gyrates about, strumming away when Angel promptly cuts short his performance as she grabs a handful of whiskers and draws the rat up close to her.
ANGEL
He said some other time rat-face.  Now why don’t you two go back to whatever gutter it was you crawled up from and give my friend here back his guitar?
From behind his back Snitch discreetly hands off the guitar, unnoticed, to Snatch.

SNITCH
Anything you say, my dear.

Snatch then takes it and replaces it with another duplicate instrument.  Finally Angel releases her grip as the rat hands back over this ‘new’ guitar.  
SNITCH
There you are.  Good as knew.

They retreat now on their way.

SNATCH
Please forgive my associate here.  No disrespect intended.  We’ll just be on our way.

They disappear into the shadows, snickers and chortles escaping from the corners of their mouth. 

Right then the gang of thug mice arrive on the scene in full force, fists clenched, ready for any kind of action.
MOUSE

Is everything alright here?

ANGEL

We’re fine.  Just a bunch of rats, that’s all. 
With full escort now Angel and Milo make their way inside.
INT   SCAVENGER BAR – BACKSTAGE – NIGHT

Angel and Milo find their way backstage.  Up ahead Johnny rat signs his autograph to a few of his adoring rat-fans.  
He glances up and catches sight of them slipping quietly by.
JOHNNY RAT

Well, Milo.  I see you made it here after all.  Good luck out there tonight.  No hard feelings, I’m sure.  May the best rat...uh, rodent win.

ANGEL

Luck has nothin’ to do with it Johnny.

They brush past him and head over to a corner, ever leery.  Johnny glares back at them with a mischievous grin.

JOHNNY RAT
No truer words were ever spoken.

INT   SCAVENGER BAR – NIGHT

It’s a packed house.  A few latecomers are still filing their way inside.
RAT #1

I hear this Milo kid’s supposed to be somethin’ else.

RAT #2

Surely he’s got nothin’ on Johnny.  He is a mouse after all.

RAT #3

Are you kiddin’?  Johnny’s gonna hang him out to dry.  Just you wait and see.

The gang of mice force their way in on the scene and quickly sound off:

MOUSE

Milo’s gonna kick Johnny’s butt into next week. 

RAT #3
Oh yeah?  Says who?

Shoving starts as the animosity begins to escalate.

OVER AT THE BAR:
The mole waitress observes from the sidelines.  She conveys a worrying glance at the spider bartender.
WAITRESS

Brace yourself.  We should be in for a real doozy tonight.

INT   SCAVENGER BAR - BACKSTAGE - NIGHT
Chants of ‘Milo’, ‘Milo’ reverberate from behind the curtain.  Milo anxiously paces about, readying himself to hit the stage.  Angel is at his side, holding his guitar for him.
ANGEL

How yuh feelin’?
MILO

Fine, I think. 
ANGEL

You’ll be alright.  Just do your thing...and remember to breathe.
Milo exhales another deep breath. 

ANGEL

Okay – this is it.  You’re up first.

She steers him towards the stage when...

BURLY VOICE (O.S.)

Well, well...
Both freeze as none other than Kingpin himself appears backstage.  He straddles on over to the two of them.
KINGPIN
So it is you.  I had to come down here and see for myself if it really was true.  Hard to believe the same mouse I saw getting kicked out on the seat of his pants is now the hottest ticket in town.  Let’s just hope things work out a little better for you this time.  
He chuckles a belly laugh.
ANGEL

Hey, whatever your name is – I don’t know what sort of game you’re tryin’ to pull here but my friend here’s a true artist.  He doesn’t compromise his music for no one.  
MILO

It’s alright Angel.

Kingpin seems amused by her display.

KINGPIN

I like you – you’ve got spunk.

(Then, back to Milo)
Perhaps this is your lucky day after all.  Most people don’t get a second chance with me.  And who knows, if you’re half as good as people say you are then I just might be willing to discuss business with yuh.  
He reaches for a folded up contractual form protruding from his breast pocket but then, as if to entice him, stops just short or removing it completely.

KINGPIN

Of course, you’ve gotta impress me first...and I don’t impress easy.

He saunters on his way, leaving Milo to ponder on his words as he gently nudges the form back into his pocket.
ANGEL

Forget him.
(Looks to stage)

Okay – this is it.
MILO

(Uncertain, glancing about)

Am I forgetting anything?  I feel like I’m forgetting something.

ANGEL

You’re fine.  Let’s go.

Angel pushes him out onto the stage floor.  

MILO

Have you seen the roach?  He was supposed to play backup for me tonight.

ANGEL

He’s probably already out there waiting for you... C’mon.

Just as Milo’s about to set foot on stage...
ANGEL

(Suddenly)

Wait!
MILO

(Stops)

What?
ANGEL

Your guitar?
MILO

Oh?  Uh, right.

He quickly snatches it from her.

INT   SCAVENGER BAR – NIGHT
The crowd is getting impatient.  Snitch and Snatch have cornered the roach up at the bar.  They keep shoving a drink in his face.  
ROACH
I really shouldn’t.  You know - house policy.  I could get into a lot of trouble... Besides, I gotta be sharp for my performance tonight.  You know, me and Milo – we go back a ways.
SNITCH

Say, speaking of which – I hear that Milo kid’s something else.

ROACH

Are you kiddin?  He’s the best there is.  And I’ve been around the block a few times – let me tell you.  I’ve seen them all come and go and he’s the genuine article.
SNATCH

Better than Johnny even?

ROACH

Johnny’s got nothin’ on this kid.  
SNITCH

You don’t say... Here, have another one – one the house.
ROACH

Gee, thanks.  You know you rats aren’t half-bad.  Used to be, I thought you guys were nothin’ but trouble.  Maybe I was wrong about you.

SNATCH

We just like to have a good time occasionally.  Why should we let our petty misgivings get in the way?

SNITCH

I’ll drink to that.

They shove another drink in his face but the roach keeps glancing towards the stage.

ROACH

No.  I mean, I shouldn’t.

SNATCH

Awe – c’mon.  One more for the road.  It’ll help yuh loosen up.

ROACH
Well, alright.  If you insist.

(Looks to the stage)

Oh, this is it.  They’re givin’ me the signal.  
SNITCH
Here, take it with you.

He stumbles his way over to the stage, spilling his drink along the way.  
BACK ON STAGE:

The emcee, a rat, steps onstage to deal with the crowd.
EMCEE

Alright people, the moment you’ve been waiting for is here.  Two of Coney Island’s very best are set to battle it out on this very stage here tonight.

A cheer erupts.

EMCEE

First up, our challenger - and boy is this kid sure makin’ a name for himself in a real hurry.  In fact, as of yesterday, I ain’t never heard of him before.
(With a flourish)

Without further a due Ladies and gentlemen.  Here he is – Milo Mouse!

The crowd erupts into an ovation of both jeers and cheers as Milo strolls modestly out on stage.  He calmly settles himself before addressing the crowd.
MILO

Uh, I’d just like to say that music has always been very close to my heart.  My hope is that I can convey to you all tonight a little bit of this feeling I have inside of me.
He allows a brief moment for this to sink in, not entirely certain if his words made any sort of impression.
MILO
Alright, before we begin I would like to introduce you to an old friend of mine who will be joining us tonight.

He directs his attention off the stage, over towards the piano.
MILO

The roach here and I have been through a lot together, haven’t we Roachy?  Roachy?
The roach teeters in his seat.  Finally he wobbles around and then slumps forward as he passes out, pounding face-first onto the keys. 
Milo is left stun-faced.

MILO

Uh, I guess it’ll just be me then.

BACKSTAGE:

Angel observes anxiously from behind the curtain.  Right then a familiar snickering sound catches her ear and she turns a shoulder.
ON STAGE: 

Milo holds his composure.

MILO

 (Cradles guitar)
Alright then.  I’m gonna start off with an old favorite of mine.  
The crowd is on edge.  He starts strumming off a few chords but...the notes ring flat.  Milo instantly pauses and glances down at his instrument, perplexed.  

MILO

Uh, let me try that again.

He rattles off another few chords but this time...a wire snaps off.  

Faces in the crowd instantly contort and cringe to the piercing vibration.
Milo stands frozen now as the rats start booing.

RATS
· There’s your mouse for you!

· Is that all you’ve got?!
INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT

Over in their corner Snitch and Snatch snicker gleefully amongst themselves.
SNATCH
The deed is done.  Now all we have to do is sit back and watch the carnage unfold.
SNITCH
We did good, didn’t we?
SNATCH
C’mon.  Let’s go tell Johnny the good news.

They head off together.

SNITCH
Do you think he’ll be pleased?
SNATCH
Are you kidding?  Johnny’s gotta take notice of us now.

SNITCH
Finally a little recognition around here.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Johnny, huh?
Right then both rats come to a halt and freeze on the sight of Angel glaring down upon them.
ANGEL

As in Johnny ‘rat’, I presume?  I should’a known you two were up to something.  Did he put you up to this?
Quickly both rats cower.

SNITCH
Please don’t be mad at us Miss.  It wasn’t our idea - it was Johnny’s.  He’s the one you should go after. 
SNATCH
Yeah.  We just wanted a chance to ride Johnny’s coattails for a while.  Get a taste of what fame might be like.
Right now Angel has them both backed into a corner.

ANGEL
Alright, listen here – you’re gonna tell me what you did with Milo’s guitar or else, got it?

Slowly both rats nod their compliance.

INT   SCAVENGER BAR - NIGHT
Milo remains frozen.  The impasse finally breaks as Johnny rat leaps onstage with the twang of his guitar.  The crowd gapes in awe at the sight of him.  

JOHNNY RAT

Never fear all – Johnny rat is here.
 (To Milo)

Step aside boy.  Let me show you how it’s done.

Johnny rat takes over center stage. 
RATS
· You show ‘em Johnny!

· Yeah!  Show ‘em what you’ve got!

He begins to gyrate a la Elvis.  Milo, meanwhile, withdraws off to the side, head down and shoulders limp as he disappears quietly back stage.
INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT
Kingpin watches resolutely from behind the curtain.  Johnny’s manager dotes patiently by his side, alert to his every whim.  
MANAGER

Ain’t he something?
He glances proudly out on stage, conveying the same admiration a mother would have if that were her own child out there performing.

KINGPIN

Not bad, I suppose... Isn’t this the same routine you had him perform the last time I was here?  Doesn’t he have any new tricks to show me?
MANAGER

(Fumbling)

Er, was it?

Kingpin draws this out a little longer.  Finally:

KINGPIN

Ah, what the hell – it’s been a slow week.  Let’s talk, shall we?

Quickly the manager’s eyes light up.

MANAGER

Yes – why don’t we do that.

INT   BACK STAGE – NIGHT

Angel searches out the backstage area with Milo’s ‘real’ guitar in hand.

ANGEL

Milo?  Milo?

Finally she spots him sulking by himself in a corner.  She approaches him carefully.
ANGEL

Milo?  I found it - your guitar?  Milo?
She holds it up to show him but Milo registers no reaction, remaining motionless.  
MILO

(Despondent)

It’s too late now.  The damage is done.  I can’t show my face back out there, not now.  
He sinks back in his corner.  Angel deflates now too, the guitar dropping down by her side. 

MILO

Besides, I don’t have anyone to play backup for me.  Not unless you happen to know someone who can play the piano?
Angel remains non-committal on this.  Milo keeps a shoulder turned from her.  He forces himself a look back out on stage.
MILO

I remember when I first arrived here.  Man, was I a big-shot, so full of myself.  I thought I was gonna ride destiny straight to fame... Too bad I couldn’t see the freight train heading my way.
ANGEL

Don’t do this to yourself.  This place is littered with broken dreams.  If it wasn’t meant to be then just accept it and move on.  

MILO

I can’t.  Music is all I have.   Without it I’m nothing.  

ANGEL

(Focused, intent)

It only hurts for a while.  Then you begin to feel numb until eventually all you feel is this empty void inside of you, but at least it doesn’t hurt anymore.  
As she speaks Milo slowly turns to face her.  She seems to have spoken from a place deep within herself.

ANGEL
I know how you feel.  I wanted to be a musician too.  That’s why I came here.  I’m just another washed up artist who had her dreams trampled on.
MILO

(Stunned)

I never knew.

ANGEL
Yeah, well... it was just some silly childhood fantasy anyway. 
MILO

It’s not silly.  Dreams are all we have.
He looks back out on stage, eyeing Johnny gyrating shamelessly about.  As he does a stir begins to swell within him.  He looks to Angel now.
MILO

(A thought)

Maybe it’s not too late.
ANGEL

What do you mean?

A flicker of hope has ignited now in Milo’s eyes.

MILO

Maybe there’s still a chance...

INT   SCAVENGER BAR – DAY

Johnny rat is still working the crowd, strumming the occasional chord between gyrations when suddenly...the strum of a different beat catches him off guard.  
He freezes, perplexed.  Others in the audience glance about.  Finally they spot him:

Milo is back!  He stands, guitar in hand, at the edge of the stage.
JOHNNY RAT
(Grimacing)

Milo!

In retaliation Johnny takes his instrument and rattles off a few chords.  Milo throws it back at him with an exact refrain of the one he just delivered.  
They continue this back and forth duel, each turn more complex and frenzied than the next but Milo is game.  

JOHNNY RAT

Steal my thunder, eh.  Try this on for size.

Johnny grits his teeth; he knows he’s done for.  He blasts off a few more chords.  Milo keeps pace.  In fact he does him one better, adding a few new twists of his own.
Finally Johnny concedes; he’s out of tricks.
Now the stage is Milo’s.  He takes over, segueing into a solo riff.  
INT   BACK STAGE – NIGHT

Kingpin lays out the contract on a table for the manager to sign.  

KINGPIN

Right on the dotted line, if you please.

Just then he pauses as an energetic beat of some sort catches his ear.  He snatches back the contract and shuffles on over to the edge of the stage to listen in.  
INT   SCAVENGER BAR – STAGE - NIGHT
Milo performs for the crowd.  They roar right along with him.  He works through a little ditty when...a piano beat joins the refrain. 
Accompanying him now is Angel.  She pounds away on the keys, doing her thing right along with him.
Milo steps aside, allows Angel to take over.

Finally they finish it off together and then bow to the frenzied crowd.  
INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT
Angel and Milo retreat backstage, full of exhilaration as they turn to one another and embrace.  
MILO

You were great out there.

ANGEL

Wow man.  What a rush.  I almost forgot what that was like.

He spins her around in his arms and then freezes on the sight Kingpin appearing before them.  Angel sees him now too.
KINGPIN
You really know how to work a crowd.  I like that.  Maybe I was wrong about you... And that doll-face of yours ain’t half-bad either.

He leers suggestively at her.

KINGPIN

Let’s talk, shall we?
He wraps a hulking arm around Milo as they walk off together.

KINGPIN

That modesty thing you have going is a nice touch.  Keep it up.  We’ll need to do something about your opening bit though.  Don’t worry – we’ll work on it...  

Angel finds herself alone now.  She quietly savors this moment when a faint disturbance of some sort catches her attention.  She looks off into the bowels of the structure.
ANGEL

Hello?  Is someone there?

Curious, she heads over to investigate.
INT   PAVILION - BUILDING FOUNDATION – NIGHT
Angel creeps her way through the dingy underground.  Above her head is a patchwork of ceiling joists and support beams.

Banging noises emanate from up ahead. The vibrations rattle down dust and debris from the ceiling. 

She creeps around a corner and then freezes on a sight that causes her to turn stone cold:

A CYANIDE CANISTER SITS ON A LEDGE, LEAKING FUMES!
ANGEL

Dear god!

She lets out a gasp as she slaps the open palm of her hand over her mouth.

She turns to flee.  Up ahead is a narrow crevasse – a doorway to the outside...and freedom!  She bounds straight for it.

The opening is but a step away when suddenly it closes up on her.  She stumbles to an abrupt halt.
EXT   PAVILION - NIGHT
Outside, a pair of exterminators dressed in white contamination suits hammer planks of wood, covering over the various seams and openings at the base of the foundation.
EXTERMINATOR

There – that ought to seal them in.  Now all we have to do is let the cyanide take effect.

INT   PAVILION - BUILDING FOUNDATION - NIGHT
Angel stares up at the impenetrable wall looming before her.  She turns and flees. 

Behind her the fumes expand and disperse, reaching out like long tentacle arms.
INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT

Milo stands over by a desk, mulling over the contract Kingpin has laid out for him.  

KINGPIN

I trust everything’s to your liking?  
MILO

It seems all in order.

KINGPIN

It’s a standard contract.  On the dotted line if you please.

He withdraws a thick, shiny ballpoint from his breast pocket and hands it to him.  

MILO

Right... 
Very deliberately now Milo leans forward and draws the tip of the pen down onto the dotted line.  Suddenly he withdraws.
MILO

What about Angel?

KINGPIN

Don’t mind her.  For now let’s just deal with you.  This is your moment boy.
Milo leans forward again and presses down with the pen, creating a blotch at the point of indentation when suddenly the screaming voice of Angel catches him.  

Instinctively he draws back his hand, leaving behind only the faintest traces of a marking.
ANGEL

Milo?!  Milo?!
She comes racing up to him.  Her face is white and she can hardly speak.

MILO

What is it?

ANGEL

The fumes!  They’re everywhere!  The humans have set traps!  We’ve got to get out of here!

Milo instantly recoils.  His face goes slack.

INT   SCAVENGER BAR – NIGHT

Hammering and pounding shake the foundation as the front entranceway is boarded over.  Gasps race through the congregation.  

VARIOUS RODENTS

· It’s the humans!  We’ve been found out!

· They know we’re here! 
· Quick everyone – run!
There’s a mass exodus towards the backstage area.  Angel emerges and quickly finds herself caught in the stampede.

ANGEL

Don’t go back there!  

It’s too late - she’s knocked over as the frenzied mob charges past her.  Milo races over and helps her to her feet.
ANGEL
It’s no use.  They’ve sealed us in.  We’ve got to find another way.

EXT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT
Pandemonium has erupted.  The rodents flee this a-way and that a-way, crashing over chairs, bumping into one another.

Johnny rat, off in a corner, is still being consoled by his manager.  Finally they take notice of the raucous.

JOHNNY RAT

(Grumbles)

Now what? 

Kingpin pushes his way through to them.

KINGPIN
What’s the meaning of this?  I come down here out of the goodness of my heart and this is how I’m treated.  

He’s nearly bowled from his stance as he finds himself in the path of a few fleeing rodents. 

KINGPIN

I don’t deserve this.  I suggest you do something and quick.
MANAGER

Alright, alright. 
(Draws him aside)

Am I to assume your offer to my client is still on the table then? 
KINGPIN
Tell you what - find me a way out of here and I’ll make your client here so famous that every rodent in every alleyway in Brooklyn will know his name.
INT   SCAVENGER BAR – NIGHT
Angel and Milo find themselves alone on the floor.  All others have vacated.
ANGEL
Look! 

She nods up ahead – the fumes are escaping out from the back stage area.

A rodent then staggers out from behind the curtain, a desperate moan dying in his throat before finally collapsing to the stage floor.
MILO

C’mon.

They seek higher ground atop one of the tables.  The fumes begin to circulate throughout the room, hovering for the moment at ground level.  
ANGEL
We can’t stay here.
MILO

(Glancing about)
There must be a way out.
They inch themselves up on the tips of their feet.  Swirling plumes swell and rise, entwining them like a closed fist.  
Angel looks tragically towards Milo, as if for the last time.

ANGEL

I told you I was trouble.  You never should have got mixed up with me.

Milo grabs hold of her hand. 
MILO

I don’t regret a thing.  I followed my heart.  That’s all that matters.

ANGEL

I was never much good at that ‘follow your heart’ stuff.  I was thinking maybe I ought to try it sometime... By the way, what’s your heart sayin’ now?

They take one last gasp and then...
MILO

It’s saying - run!

ANGEL

Mine too.

They both leap from the table and take flight.

INT   BACKSTAGE – NIGHT
Smoke and fumes seek their way through the various nooks and corridors.  Angel and Milo race blindly, stirring up a pathway through the fumes.
Right then a baited mouse trap appears before them and they stumble to a halt.  With a gasp Angel catches herself at the last instant.  
She teeters momentarily and then regains her balance as they continue on.

INT   PAVILION - BUILDING FOUNDATION – NIGHT
The surviving rodents have set up a system of ropes attached onto a sewer pipe and suspended over a beam for leverage.  They heave a few tugs on the line.
JOHNNY RAT
I told you it was useless.  It’ll never come apart.  It’s welded on.

MOUSE

(Straining)

It’ll...come...apart.  Put your back into it boys.
Suddenly the pipe begins to shift and creak as a section breaks apart, exposing a hollow opening.
MOUSE
Quickly, everyone in.  Form a single line.
The rodents quickly pile inside.  Johnny’s manager pauses before entering as he spies Angel and Milo approaching.  He holds back Johnny a moment.
MANAGER

(Discreet)

I sense an opportunity is upon us to wipe out the competition.

Johnny glances over and quickly picks up on his vibe.  He nods in agreement.

JOHNNY RAT

You go ahead.  I’ll catch up with you later.
Angel and Milo arrive on the scene just as the last few rodents escape inside.  Now only Johnny remains, standing before the opening.
After a brief standoff...

ANGEL

Outta my way Jack.

JOHNNY RAT

It’s Johnny, not Jack.

(With a shove)

...and don’t you forget it.

Angel falls back and tumbles to the ground, her face mere inches from another bated trap.  She lifts herself up and withdraws carefully away.

INT   PAVILION - LAVATORY – NIGHT
At a sink the drain cover jostles loose and then bursts open as a rodent head pops out, followed by another and another...  
Quickly they crawl out in a steady stream and bound down from the counter as they scurry across the tile floor.
EXT   PAVILION - MAIN ENTRANCEWAY - NIGHT

As a group patrons enters the building they’re abruptly greeted by a flood of rodents at their feet, pouring past them as they spill out onto the street.  

INT   PAVILION - BUILDING FOUNDATION – NIGHT
Johnny has Milo up against a wall, guitar poised, ready to strike.  Behind them the fumes slowly converge.
MILO

Johnny rat - conniving right to the end, I see.
JOHNNY RAT

I can’t help it – I’m a rat.

MILO

And you’ll die one too.

JOHNNY RAT

But at least I’ll die famous.

Johnny takes a swing at him.  He misses, pounding his guitar into a wooden column.  A support beam above his head loosens, begins to buckle...
Milo tumbles back and falls to the ground.  Johnny raises his guitar over his head.
ANGEL

Milo - look out!

Quickly Milo performs a roll as Johnny pounds his instrument into the dirt.  Johnny advances on Milo once again.

JOHNNY RAT

I can see the headline now...
Johnny raises his guitar, poised to swing.  Above him the weakened beam buckles, creaking under the strain.

JOHNNY RAT
...musician Milo mouse’s career was cut tragically short today.
Just as he’s about to swing down...the beam collapses, knocking him on the head.
Johnny falls to the ground and does a tumble, brushing up against the trap.  
He regains his faculties and then instantly freezes.  Next to him the steel mechanism wobbles, ready to spring.  
Both Milo and Angel remain frozen, waiting in nervous anticipation.  Carefully Johnny lifts himself off when...the trap springs!  

He dives for cover.  The arm snaps down, missing him by inches.
Meanwhile the fumes converge.  Milo looks to Angel.

MILO

Go!

Angel hesitates but Milo persists.

MILO

Hurry!  
He hustles her along as Angel disappears into the steel pipe. Milo pauses with one foot inside and looks back on Johnny.
Johnny lifts himself to his feet but is held back - his cape has been snagged by the trap.  He fights to break free, yanking and pulling.  

Finally he relents, conceding his fate.  He looks to Milo now.
JOHNNY RAT

You haven’t won.  Once I’m gone my legend will only grow, then you’ll never get out from under my shadow.  It will hound you like a curse for the rest of your days.  
Johnny breaks into laughter as Milo finally disappears into the circular opening.  A misty haze then settles upon the scene, filling up the void in a cloud of white.
EXT   PAVILION – MAIN ENTRANCEWAY – NIGHT

As a patron enters the building Milo quickly slips past him and out the door.

He holds up at the edge of the curb, glancing about.

MILO
Angel?  Angel?

He looks up and down the street corner, waits a lingering moment and then continues on.

An instant later Angel appears, coming from the opposite direction.
ANGEL

Milo?  Milo?

She too glances up and down the street corner.  

ANGEL

(Limply now)

Milo?

EXT   STREET CORNER - NIGHT

The mice have herded the surviving rodents over towards the mouth of a narrow alleyway.  
MOUSE

I want a count of heads.  Is everyone here?

Angel pushes her way over to him.
ANGEL

Has anyone seen Milo?

MOUSE

Wasn’t he with you?

ANGEL

No.  We got separated on the way out. 
He glances back towards the entranceway of the pavilion as the others crowd in on them.
MOUSE

I’m sure he made it out alright.

(Then, to the others)

Step back people.  Give us some room.

Angel continues to stare towards the pavilion, her heart quickly sinking in her chest.
DISSOLVE TO:
EXT   CONEY ISLAND – DAWN

Day breaks over Coney Island.  The streets lay bare.  Over at the midway the carnival rides remain still, creaking in the wind. 
Down by a street corner a garbage can is spilled over and a few stray rats scavenge about its contents.  

Right next door is the pavilion.  Yellow tape cordons off the front entranceway.

INT   PAVILION - LAVATORY – DAY
A section of the wall and floor beneath the sink has been torn apart, exposing the foundation.

A contractor is crouched down inside with a flashlight as he inspects the damage.  The building manager observes from up above.

BUILDING MANAGER

It’s not just the foundation that’s falling apart.  We have a rat problem as well now too.  They’ve chewed through all the wires, making a havoc of all of our electrical systems.
CONTRACTOR
(Peering in)

Looks like rats aren’t your only problem - you’ve got a broken pipe down here as well.  That’ll need to be fixed.
BUILDING MANAGER
A broken pipe?  What could’ve caused this?
CONTRACTOR
Not a rat, I can tell you that... This is an old building, things break down.
(Then, a double-take)

Hey, wait a minute.

He peers further in and retrieves a small mousetrap.  He holds it close to his eye. 
He examines the contraption curiously – a tiny piece of torn fabric is snagged onto the steel arm. 
CONTRACTOR
What the...

EXT   PIER – DAY

The street musician beetle is at his usual spot, crooning away on his sax.  
Milo strolls forlornly up to him and lets out a whimper of self-pity.  
BEETLE

Uh-oh.  I’d recognize that sour face anywhere.

Milo plays coy for the moment but the beetle is on to him. 
BEETLE

What’s the matter kid - still haven’t found your soul yet?

MILO
No.  I’ve found my soul and then some.  Actually, I’ve just achieved everything I could ever possibly hope for.
BEETLE
Some people have the worst luck, don’t they?
Milo manages a shrug.

MILO

I know I should be happy right now but I’m not.  

(Sighs)
I don’t know what’s wrong with me.  I feel like... like something’s missing.
BEETLE

Gee kid, I wish I could help you but I ain’t never had any of those kind of problems before.
Milo continues to toil, staring out at the surf.

BEETLE

Don’t fret.  I’m sure you’ll find what you’re looking for... Just keep the faith and it’ll all work out in the end.  Always does.
Milo smiles lightly and moves on, pondering on those words.  Suddenly he pauses and looks back on him.

MILO

Hey – you didn’t happen to see a female mouse...

(Voice trails off)

...passing by here recently, did you?
But the beetle resumes his little number, right where he left off.  
MILO

No, of course you didn’t.
Milo continues on his way.

EXT   PIER – DAY
Milo strolls down the long, empty walkway, kicking a stone as he goes.

MILO

Well heart, this is it.  So where are you going to lead me to this time?
He gives the stone a swift kick that tumbles off the edge of the curb and lands in the direction of a small crevasse.  
He pauses and looks towards the opening.  A pair of drunken roaches sit slumped together outside.  From within, a soft piano beat resonates - a simple, somber melody.
Milo quickly finds drawn to its rhythm.
INT   CREVASSE – DAY

A smoky lounge setting.  Off in a corner Angel sits slouched at the piano, toiling listlessly on the keys as her fingers repeat this same simple verse over and over.  
Just then an echo of Milo’s guitar reverberates through the rafters. 
She spins around in her seat.  Milo stands in the open doorway, guitar at his side.  He seems more singularly intent now than ever.
The two remain silent, just staring into one another’s eyes.

MILO

You come here often?

ANGEL

Only when I’m feelin’ down.
Her fingers continue to perform a melancholy dance across the keys. 
MILO

Oh?  And why’s that?

ANGEL

Funny you should ask.  You see, there was this mouse once that came to this place, hoping to be this big star.  All her life she dreamt of coming here.  She never told no one though – not a soul.  But times where tough and then just when she was about ready to quit she meets this guy – a fellow musician.  He inspired her to keep going.
MILO

Really?  What happened?

ANGEL

He becomes this great big, huge star and then... 
(Shoulders sink)

And then he has no use for her anymore.

MILO

That’s quite a sad story...but maybe what she doesn’t realize is that she was the one who inspired him.
Milo perks up, hopeful.  He moves in a little closer.
MILO
And that he couldn’t imagine continuing on without her.

He strums a few chords on his guitar.  
MILO

I know a good thing when I see it...and you and I make good music together.

Her expression brightens as she plays off of this.  They play as one now - a duet. 
EXT   CREVASSE – DAY

Outside the two roaches remain slouched together, basking in their sorrows as the melody escapes from inside.  

EXT   BOARDWALK - DAY
Milo and Angel make their way arm-in-arm down the walkway, towards a distant, watery horizon.  

ANGEL
So, have you decided yet whether or not you’re gonna sign with Kingpin?

MILO
I’ve given it careful consideration and...I think I’ll give it a pass.

ANGEL

You sure?  It’s an awfully big opportunity you’re passin’ up.

MILO

Nah – he doesn’t own me.  Besides, I’d say we’ve got a pretty good thing going ourselves, wouldn’t you? 
ANGEL

Well, I feel I gotta lay it to you straight.  Now that we’re an item, don’t think I’m gonna go all soft on you or anything.  Settling down just ain’t my thing.
MILO
Hey, I wouldn’t have it any other way.
FADE OUT

THE END

