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CHARACTERS

LAWSON ADAMERE’ AGE 17-26                  

WAITRESS

RICHIE VANDANGE                                       
STREET PEOPLE

ELIJAH  JEFFRIES  AGE 15-16                      

ELIJAH JEFFRIES    AGE   20’S                     

YOUNG MAN IN CAR

CHAD                                                                    
LAWSON ADAMERE’ AGE  10-11

LAWSON ADAMERE’ AGE 13-15                                                                       

DINER CUSTOMERS

MIKE                                                             

TAXI DRIVERS

CARLOS                                                                   

HUSTLER BOYS, @ LAWSON’S APT. and on 16mm FILM (4-6)

ANTONIO                                                       

BAR PATRONS (Pegasus)

STAVROS                                                      

CLUB PATRONS (Club Velvet)

PACO                                                                                                                         

DANCERS 

DOUG                                                          

CLUB DANCERS (Club Velvet)

OLDER GENTLEMAN                                

MAN @ FARM HOUSE

TRICK                                                   

LAUNDRY CUSTOMERS

BAR KEEP                                              

LIQUOR STORE CLERK

OLD WOMAN IN LAUNDRY                      

LIQUOR STORE CUSTOMERS

TRICK 2                                                    

VARIOUS EXTRAS EXT./ INT.

DYKE 1 @ HOTEL ROOM                                          

DEAD TOWNCAR DRIVER

DYKE 2 @  HOTEL ROOM                                        

OLD CLAPPING MAN
OLDER MAN ON BOAT (YACHT)

TRICK 3 

TRICK 4

TRICK 5

BOY IN STALL W/ LAWSON                             

CHARACTERS Cont.

WAITER

DANCERS @ HUSTLER BAR NO. 3

OLDER MAN IN CAR   

POKER PLAYERS

DEAD BOY (RANDY)

FILM STUDENTS

BAR FIGHTERS

BAR KEEP 2

YOUNG COUPLE

BAR COUPLE FIGHTING

COUPLE NECKING @ BAR

COUPLE ARGUING @ BAR

SLEEPING MAN @ BAR

MAN 1

HUSTLERS

DRAG QUEENS (VARIOUS)

HOOKERS/ JOHNS (VARIOUS)

OLDER S&M MAN

BOUNCERS

TOWNCAR DRIVERS

YOUNG MAN IN CAR (John)

YOUNGMAN ON TRAIN PLATFORM

YOUNGMAN PANHANDLING

DRINK THIEF @ BAR  

KID DRINKING FROM BEER TAP @ BAR NO. 3

ELIJAH’S PARENTS

RANDY 

INTERIORS:

John’s Car 

Smoke filled tiny apartment

Park Gazebo

Cheap motel room

Fancy apartment

Pegasus bar

Bar no.3

Bar no.3 Men’s room

Bar no.3 Men’s room stall

Farmhouse Bedroom

Taxi

Taxi

Dark hallway (LAWSON’S Apartment)

LAWSON’S living room

LAWSON’S kitchen

LAWSON’S dining room

Laundry mat

Liquor store

Club

TOWNCAR

TOWNCAR

Plaza hotel suite

Glass elevator

Hotel corridor

Club velvet

Yacht

Bar

Elevator

Hotel corridor

Hotel room 4507

Hotel lobby (Various)

Hotel corridors (Various)

LIMO

Restaurant, Sidewalk cafe patio

LAWSON’S bedroom

LAWSON’S bathroom

LAWSON’S shower

Doctors office

Hotel room (Plush)

Diner 

Diner pay phone
Train platform, Baltimore Transit
Wrecked TOWNCAR

Hospital room, Baltimore shock trauma 

ELIJAHS TOWNCAR

LAWSON’S childhood home

Adult bookstore

SETS

All sets (TBA)

EXTERIORS:                           

Park Gazebo And Park Grounds

Black Mercedes

Cheap Motel room

Baltimore City night/day, Sunshine/ Clouds

Baltimore City night/day, Rain/Snow

Baltimore boardwalk

Basement bar

Baltimore City sex shops (Various)

Nice Apartment building (Young Couple)

Various Baltimore City shots

Bar stairs

Pegasus bar

Bar no.3

Winding country road

Taxi

Taxi

LAWSON’S Apartment Bldg. and Grounds

Mansion with great lawn

Public Laundromat

Liquor store

TOWNCAR

TOWNCAR

WESTIN plaza hotel

Glass elevator

Yacht

Club velvet
Various hotels 

Hearse

LIMO

Sidewalk cafe

Diner

Wrecked TOWNCAR

Baltimore shock trauma Hospital

Hospital drop off area

ELIJAH’S TOWNCAR

LAWSON’S front lawn (grassy knoll)

Train platform

John’s car

Adult book store

LAWSON’S Neighborhood

Harbor

Water front (Red light district)

Speeding Taxi 

MUSIC SOUND SCORE (SUGGESTED) ALL SONGS- ASCAP/BMI (Used with permission)

FOREVER YOUNG                                                                              ROD STEWART

ORIGINAL SCORE               



(TBA)

CRAZY FOR YOU                                                                                MADONNA

SUSPICIOUS MINDS          



ELVIS PRESLEY

STEPPIN’ OUT                                                                                     JOE JACKSON

ORIGINAL SCORE /CLASSICAL        


(TBA)

LET’S DANCE                                                                                      DAVID BOWIE

I’M ON FIRE               




BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN

DO YOU WANT TO FUNK                                                               SILVERSTER

BLUE MONDAY                                                                                 NEW ORDER

YOU’RE THE FIRST, THE LAST, MY EVERYTHING                   BERRY WHITE

LET THE MUSIC PLAY              



SHANNON

DO YOU REALLY WANT TO HURT ME                                       CULTURE CLUB

ANGEL                         




SARA MC LACHLAN

MC ARTHUR’S PARK                                                                       DONNA SUMMER

LETS GO OUT TONIGHT        



WANG CHUNG
THINK YOU’RE A MAN                                                                    DEVINE

THE BOSS                                                                                             DIANA ROSS

LUCKY STAR                




MADONNA

COMING OUT OF HIDING                                                                PAMELA STANLEY
ORIGINAL SCORE  /CLASSICAL              

               (TBA)

HURT                    




JOHNNY CASH  (RE-MAKE)

PULL UP TO THE BUMPER                                                              GRACE JONES

SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME       

                THE DRIFTERS
NOTORIOUS                                                                                        DURAN DURAN
I’M COMING OUT              


                DIANA ROSS

THE DANCE                                                                                        GARTH BROOKS

INFATUATION                  



ROD STEWART

SLEDGE HAMMER                                                                             PETER GABRIEL

WANDERING SOULS                



MARS LASAR

SIMPLY IRRESISTIBLE                                                                      ROBERT PALMER

DON’T CRY                       



SEAL

TIME FOR ME TO FLY                                                                       REO SPEEDWAGON
HURT                             




NINE-INCH NAILS

BROKEN WINGS                                                                                 MR. MISTER

ANOTHER ONE BITES THE DUST


QUEEN

THIS MASQUERADE                                                                        GEORGE BENSON

IN DREAMING





DOUCHET & MIREZ

BROTHERS IN ARMS                                                                        DIRE STRAITS

THE FIRST TIME EVER I SAW YOUR FACE

ROBERTA FLACK

DIM ALL THE LIGHTS                                                                      DONNA SUMMER       

THE HUSTLE





VAN MACOY & SOUL CITY 








SYMPHONY

HEART ATTACK AND VINE                                                           TOM WAITS

WARNING: THIS FILM CONTAINS:

GRAPHIC ADULT LANGUAGE, BRIEF NUDITY, ADULT SITUATIONS, STRONG SEXUAL CONTENT AND MILD VIOLENCE.

ALSO OF NOTE: 
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THE UNDERGROUNDS AND INDEPENDENTS FILM GROUP, LTD.

Based upon the play “PAIDSEX” by Deron Turner

A Life, before the Curve.


A Film 

Written and Directed by 

Deron Turner

SHOOTING SCRIPT

BLACK SCREEN:

THE SOUND NOW: SFX. VOICES AND MUSIC. A PARTY.

MUSIC: “THE HUSTLE” BY VAN MACOY & SOUL CITY SYMPHONY. 

THROUGHOUT THE FOLLOWING SCENE.

WORDS ON SCREEN NOW, A CAPTION:  NEW YEARS EVE 1977.

FADE IN:

-FLASHBACK-

INT. LAWSON’S CHILDHOOD HOME. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

A LIVELY PARTY. DRINKING, DRUGS.  ANGLE ON LAWSON AGE 9-10.

AS WE PULL FOCUS, WE SEE THAT HE IS BEING LED BY A MALE HAND INTO ANOTHER PART OF THE HOUSE, AWAY FROM THE PARTY. ON FIRST GLANCE ALL WOULD SEEM NORMAL, BUT AS THE VIEW LOOSENS, IT BECOMES A VERY DISTURBING IMAGE INDEED. 

INT. LAWSON’S CHILDHOOD HOME. A DARK CLOSET. 

ANGLE ON YOUNG LAWSON AND THE MAN, THEY ENTER THE CLOSET, AND THE DOOR SHUTS ON OUR VIEW. BLACK.

INT. THE DARKENED CLOSET.

ECU: ON LAWSON’S EYES, MOUTH.  A HOT TERROR SEIZES HIM, THE MAN, ON TOP IS HOLDING HIM DOWN, HE FUMBLES IN THE DARK WITH HIS ZIPPER. LAWSON GRUNTS A YELP AT PENETRATION. BLACK.

IN THE DISTANCE, THE SOUNDS OF REVELRY AND GOOD CHEER GROW LOUDER AND LOUDER, THE COUNTDOWN TO 1978 HAS STARTED. 

ANGLE UNDER THE CLOSET DOOR, CU: LAWSON’S EYES. BLANK, REMOVED.

HE IS LIT ONLY, BY THE LIGHT WHICH STREAMS IN FROM UNDER 

THE DOOR. THE MAN, ROLLS OFF OF HIM. BLACK.

DISSOLVE.

-BACK TO PRESENT-









               FADE INTO:

THE PRODUCTION COMPANY LOGO, IS PRESENTED AUSTERELY OVER A BLACK BACKGROUND.

THERE IS A MOMENTS HESITATION AND THEN THE WORDS:

ON SCREEN: A CAPTION.

1990 BALTIMORE, MARYLAND. WINTER.

IT DISSOLVES.
FADE IN.

EXT. RAILWAY STATION. BALTIMORE TRANSIT. DAY.

ELIJAH STANDS ON THE PLATFORM, ARMS LOADED WITH GROCERS BAGS. THE STATION IS CROWDED WITH COMMUTERS, AS THE CAMERA DISCOVERS, AND BEGINS TO EXAMINE, ONE REMARKABLY HANDSOME SIXTEEN-YEAR-OLD BOY. ELIJAH’S P.OV., CLOSE NOW, THE BOYS BLUE EYES ARE PIERCING, THEIR EXPRESSION, MERCILESS. AND NOW, THE TRAIN BEARS DOWN ON THE STATION FAST, AS THE BOY MOVES FORWARD TOWARDS THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM. ELIJAH WATCHES, IMMOBILE, TENSE- DISTURBED, STRANGE, JOLTING, TRACKING P.O.V. SHOTS- AS THE TRAIN GAINS ON THE STATION PLATFORM, A PIECE OF GRAY CANVAS FLAPS INCONGRUOUSLY IN AND OUT OF SHOT.

ANGLE NOW, ON THE BOY, SEEN FROM BELOW, FRAMED ON THE EDGE OF THE PLATFORM, SUDDENLY, HE STEPS FORWARD CLOSER, ARMS OUTSTRETCHED, AS THE MONORAIL’S HORN SCREAMS, THE BOYS CLOTHES FLYING IN THE STRONG CROSS WINDS, ELIJAH, CLOSES HIS EYES NOW, THE TRAIN SCREECHES TO ITS SCHEDULED STOP, DOORS OPEN, PASSENGERS DEPART AND OTHERS EMBARK, THE BOY DISAPPEARS INTO THE MASS OF COMMUTERS ONTO THE TRAIN. ELIJAH CAUTIOUSLY OPENS HIS EYES AGAIN, CATCHES HIS BREATH, AND REGAINS HIMSELF, BUT IT IS TOO LATE, AND THE DOORS CLOSE, AND NOW, THE TRAIN PULLS OUT OF THE STATION AS FAST AS IT ENTERED.

THE TRACKING SHOT, ZOOMS IN, ON ELIJAH NOW, BUT CONTINUES BEYOND HIM, THROUGH THE EDGE OF THE TRAIN PLATFORM, UNTIL IT SETTLES ON THE VIEW OF BALTIMORE, AN UNBELIEVABLE, FORBIDDING BRUTALITY OF CONCRETE JUNGLE, FULL OF LIFE, POVERTY, AND GLASS TOWERS OF WEALTH, AND FINALLY, A STUNNING HARBOR THAT SEEMS TO RACE UP AND MEET THE EYES.

EXT. ELEVATED TRAIN PLATFORM. DAY.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE LOOKS OUT NOW, TOWARDS THE CITY TERRAIN. HIS FACE BLANK, REMOVED. INTENSE.

PRESENTLY; WE HEAR THE VOICE OF ELIJAH, QUIET, REFLECTIVE.

ELIJAH VOICE OVER

Sometimes I still hear him speak, his words ring so clearly. He speaks, of his heart rendering departure from this life. He speaks, of the curve in the road. He speaks, of the Life he had, a life before the curve.  He speaks, of how different things were, back in those days, but mostly, he speaks to me, of journeys never traveled, and dreams unfulfilled. Sometimes, I even still see him, as impossible as that must sound. I still see him. On some days, I see him more, than I care to admit, I guess, it’ll be that way, for as long as I live. To have known him, was to have loved him, to have loved him, sometimes, was to be a work, without equal in all the world. But certainly, one I would gladly do, again and again. With the deepest, and most secret gropings of my soul, I only hope now, to meet him, on the other side of this place, and there, I will crush him in my loving arms once again. 

FADE IN NOW: WORDS ON SCREEN. CREDITS:  (PRINCIPAL’S ONLY). AS THESE REMAIN-

WE HEAR, THE SOUND NOW: STREETS IN FULL MOTION, RAIN AND THUNDER IN THE DISTANCE:  SFX.

A QUOTATION, ON SCREEN NOW.  A CAPTION:

“As long as there are boys, who don’t appreciate their youth, and men who do, there will always be drama”.

                                                                                                          -Unknown

DISSOLVE CAPTION.

EXT. STREET. TRAIN PLATFORM IN B.G. LATER, SAME DAY. 

ELIJAH WALKING HOME, DOWN THE RAIN SOAKED SIDEWALKS, GROCERY BAGS, SECONDS FROM SPLITTING. HE STOPS TO NOTICE, A YOUNGMAN WHO STANDS ON THE STREET CORNER, FLIRTING WITH THE CARS AS THEY PASS. ELIJAH CONTEMPLATES THIS FOR A MOMENT. THE YOUNGMAN NOTICES THIS ACTION, AND SMILES BROADLY FOR ELIJAH, CROSSING THE STREET TOWARDS HIM. HE APPROACHES ELIJAH, FIRST SEXUALLY, AND THEN FIGURING THIS WILL GO NOWHERE, HE MUMBLES, ASKING FOR SPARE CHANGE, ELIJAH STOPS, HIS HAND GOES TO HIS POCKET, AND HE PRODUCES A FEW DOLLARS, HE CONSIDERS FOR A FEW SECONDS, AND THEN IMPULSIVELY, GIVES THE YOUNGMAN THE INTIRE WAD. THE YOUNGMAN, VERY GRATEFUL, STRIDES ON DOWN THE SIDEWALK, COUNTING THE BILLS, ABOUT THIRTY DOLLARS IN ALL. ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE WATCHES THE YOUNGMAN WALK AWAY, TRANSFIXED BY THIS, THE BOY; STILL UNSURE, MOTIONS ONCE AGAIN FOR ELIJAH, SEXUALLY, PROVOCATIVELY, BUT ELIJAH, STARES INTO NOTHINGNESS NOW.  

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

I can still remember, how he’d move, how he stood. His wide posture, he moved, with the grace, of a deposed King. If I could just, have one of those days again, I’d sit, before fact, as a little child. And I’d save him this time, I’d save us both, I’d find a way.

EXT.  RAIN SOAKED STREET. DAY.
ELIJAH STARES OUT AT THE CITY TERRAIN, A SMILE ON HIS FACE, CLOSE ON ELIJAH, GOATEE, SMALL, FRAIL, DWARFED BY THE IMMENSE LANDSCAPE WHICH SURROUNDS HIM, HIS EYES, MISTY WITH TEARS.

SEGUE INTO:

EXT. RAIN SOAKED STREET. DAY.

AS ELIJAH, CONTINUES STARING BLANKLY OUT AT THE TERRAIN,  THE BOY, IN THE B.G., STILL FLIRTING WITH THE PASSING CARS.

ANOTHER ANGLE NOW: AND THE TERRAIN IS METAMORPHOSED, FROM PRESENT DAY, - BACK TO, THE BUSTLING EARLY NINETEEN EIGHTIES. ELIJAH’S P.O.V. NIGHT.
ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

We were so happy. Always, I remember it, as if it were just, yesterday. Before this hot terror, seized upon me. When I didn’t dare, dream, shrink from a sacrifice, however great, or small.

THE SOUND NOW: PRESENTLY WE HEAR THE VOICE, OF LAWSON ADAMERE’, AND THE STREETS OF BALTIMORE IN MOTION. 

V.O. LAWSON
The first time I did this? ... Let’s see... The first time I did this?

FADE IN: 

ECU: ON THE MOUTH OF A (MALE HUSTLER), LAWSON. THE VIEW, IS IN POOR QUALITY AND THE PICTURE, JUMPY AND UN-STEADY.

LAWSON Cont.

I was about thirteen and a half I guess, I didn’t really know what the fuck I was doin’. Some guy, just pulled up one night, when I was hangin’ out, by the piers. He offered me a ride. One thing led to another I guess, asked how much, if I just, let him touch me, down there. I didn’t really know what to say, but hey, I was broke, tired, hungry.  I smoked a righteous joint, and made twenty bucks that day.  Easy money, easy as sin.

-FLASHBACK-

EXT. BALTIMORE, WATERFRONT. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON (LAWSON) AGE 13-14, HE LOOKS UNCERTAIN AS HE GETS INTO A CAR, WITH AN ADULT MALE. A CREEPY LOOKING PEDERAST. C.U. ON HIS FACE AS THE CAR PULLS AWAY.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ECU: LAWSON’S MOUTH. EYES, HANDS. HOW HE FIDGETS ABOUT.

LAWSON Cont.

I didn’t really know what the fuck he was talking about at first, and then it snapped. I didn’t know shit back then, I guess, If I did, I probably wouldn’t have done anything, that first time, ya’ know, at least, not like that. I would’ve been, more in control. Hindsight’s like the biggest fucking joke, ever done to man, hindsight and free will. Such bullshit, It’s like when, people say shit like, God have mercy on his soul, yet, these very same people, show no mercy themselves, It’s a fucking joke.

EXT. SIDEWALK.  NIGHT. ESTABLISHING.

THE CAMERA PULLS FOCUS ON THE YOUNGMAN BEING INTERVIEWED THROUGH A HAND HELD 16mm CAMERA AND BOOM MIKE. OR (VIDEO CAM).  MED. SHOT. LAWSON. HE STANDS NOW IN THE EXACT SAME SPOT AS THE PAN HANDLER OF 1990 STOOD AS EVIDENCED FROM THE STORE BEHIND HIM.

LAWSON Cont.

Been molested since I was like, nine years old.

My mom, I can’t say anything bad about my mom, I mean, I can’t say she didn’t love me, I know that she did. It’s just something that you know, I mean, it’s not like she didn’t believe us when I first started telling her about the stuff that was going on, It’s just that, lets just say she had her own problems at the time, I mean, we all got problems right, who doesn’t, what’s not to understand about that?

In fact, her problem was my problem too, one in the same, it was my little brother’s problem too. And every other night or so, we had our little problem. I loved my mom, she died, when I was eleven and a half. I was actually, kind of glad for her, ya’ know, I mean, not happy, but glad, because she didn’t have no more worries, ya’ know. She died on a Friday night, I still remember it, like it was yesterday. They said it was a... Massive heart attack, brought on, by smoking crack cocaine. My dad used to sell it back then. That’s also the little problem we had, dad... EDDIE. But, I don’t really want to talk about him, he and his friends, used to come over, and they’d molest us. My little brother and me. My mom too. They’d some times, make my mom do all kinds of disgusting stuff. Before she died. And it was like, it was just, normal shit to them. Seemed normal to me at the time, that’s for sure, and then, they’d pay my old man, before they left. I still remember that, and not always in cash, sometimes a TV, or a case of beer, a hand gun once.  

-FLASHBACK-

INT. LAWSON’S CHILDHOOD APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

(LAWSON) ABOUT 12- 13 YEARS OLD

ANGLE ON: THE SMOKE FILLED TINY APARTMENT, IT READS LIKE A WHO’S WHO OF CREEPS, VILLAINS AND AMERICA’S MOST WANTED. MEN PLAYING POKER, DRINKING, DOING DRUGS. LOUD MUSIC BLARING. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND AN ADULT MALE IN THE B.G., INAPPROPRIATE.

HE TAKES LAWSON BY THE HAND, OVER TO THE SOFA AND LAYS HIM DOWN. 

HIS FATHER, AT THE TABLE PLAYING POKER. WATCHES THIS FOR A SECOND AND THEN SIMPLY LOOKS AWAY. HE CALLS FOR A NEW POKER DEALER.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

EXT. SIDEWALK. NIGHT.

CLOSER ON LAWSON - HIS BLUE EYES, FOCUSED ON THE TERRAIN. 

THIS IS TO BECOME ONE OF OUR MOST MEMORABLE IMAGES OF HIM: INTENSE, RESTLESS, SCANNING THE FACES, ALWAYS DRIVING HIMSELF ONWARD, SUDDENLY HOWEVER, HE IS DISTRACTED BY SOMETHING IN THE DISTANCE.

ANGLE ON A YOUNG-BOY, GETTING INTO A CAR ACROSS THE STREET. LAWSON,  WATCHES WITH VISIBLE CONCERN ON HIS FACE. THE BOY, ABOUT 10-11 YEARS OLD, IS ONLY BEING PICKED UP BY HIS FATHER.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE WATCHES THE BOY ENTER THE CAR, AND DRIVE OFF, THE BOY, HAPPY TO SEE HIS DAD SMILES AND GIGGLES.

V.O. LAWSON Cont.

My brother RANDY, committed suicide, last July. July fourth. 

I’d rather not talk about that. I think, he was just unhappy with everything, ya’ know. He’d go, into these moods, he wouldn’t say a word for days. Not one word, to anyone. Not even me. Never understood him... Why he was, so unhappy, all the time. I protected him, I tried, I always offered myself up, instead of him, always. He barely ever got touched, I made sure of it. 

-FLASHBACK-

INT. LAWSON’S CHILDHOOD APARTMENT. BATHROOM. DAY. 

ANGLE ON (LAWSON) AGE 15, AS HE FINDS HIS DEAD BROTHER, IN A POOL OF BLOOD. LAWSON HOLDS HIS DEAD HAND. NO TEARS.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE LOOKS AWAY WITH RAGE IN HIS EYES, BREAKS OFF. A LONG SILENCE.

LAWSON Cont.

You guys said you’d pay me for this, right... If I just, talked to you, 

like normal, Just to talk?... 

MUMBLES OF “YES” ARE HEARD.

AS THE VIEW FROM THE 16MM CAMERA OR (VIDEO CAMERA)-

BEGINS TO LOOSEN NOW. 

A CROWDED AND DIRTY STREET CORNER COMES INTO FOCUS, HUSTLERS AND NIGHT WALKERS IN THE B.G. PRESENT THEMSELVES IN AND OUT OF THE SHOT FOR OUR P.O.V. ESTB.

EXT. CITY SHOTS. BALTIMORE. NIGHT. RAIN.  

VARIOUS SHOTS OF URBAN DECAY, A FAST ROLLING MONTAGE, AND SOON THE VIEW LOOSENS EVEN MORE, TO REVEAL, IN DETAIL NOW, (LAWSON) THE YOUNGMAN, BEING INTERVIEWED BY A COLLEGE FILM CREW, MAKING THEIR DOCUMENTARY FILM. HE IS AN EXCEPTIONALLY GOOD-LOOKING, TEEN-AGED BOY, HIS HAIR FLAWLESS, HIS JEANS AND SHIRT CLEAN. A TALL, SLENDER  DRINK OF WATER, HE STANDS, LIKE SIX O’CLOCK. SMOKES

CIGARETTES, LIKE A CHIMNEY, AND SWIGS FROM A BOTTLE OF WILD TURKEY WHISKEY, WHICH HE KEEPS IN A DOORWAY, OUT OF SIGHT OF THE POLICE. ALWAYS SCANNING THE TERRAIN FOR DANGER, AND OR, ANY OPPORTUNITIES WHICH MAY PRESENT ITSELF. HIS EYES, TELL THE STORY OF URBAN, AND DOMESTIC WARFARE, THEY TELL, OF THE BATTLES HE’S ALREADY FOUGHT, AND THE BATTLES HE’S STILL PREPARED TO FIGHT, AND IT IS CLEAR TO US, THAT THIS IN NO ORDINARY HUSTLER. IN FACT, THIS, IS A SCARED CHILD- YEARS OLDER THAN HE SHOULD BE, YEARS YOUNGER THAN HE NEEDS TO BE.

EXT. (LAWSON’S CORNER). SIDEWALK. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE FILM CREW, ON THE CORNER.

DOCUMENTARY FILM CREW (A VOICE)

It’s for my class project, I have to interview twelve street kids, just keep talking to us. Are you getting this, DOUG? Come on, I’ll give you Ten buck’s, If you sign the release, just act natural, just, tell your story.

LAWSON 

I don’t know what you want me to tell you. My life story or what, you said, it’s a film about homeless kids, but none of you, ever asked me, if I was homeless. Because, if you had, you’d know, that I’m not. Not tonight anyway, look, just because I sell my body, that doesn’t make me homeless. Now, if you’d like to talk to me, about selling my body, and give me my regular fee, I’ll clear my calendar for you. Otherwise, I invite you all, to fuck off, you’re fucking up my action.

And don’t follow me, please? 

LAWSON TURNS AND WALKS AWAY, NOT LOOKING BACK.

DOUG

Shit! Listen, I think your story, is much more important, than, some homeless story any day of the week, and I am prepared to pay you, for your time. Serious, no strings, I’d love to hear you’re story man.

LAWSON STOPS IN HIS TRACKS, RETURNS, HE RAISES HIS HEAD TO LOOK AT THEM NOW, BEFORE SPEAKING, ICY AND ALMOST VENOMOUS. HE MAKES EYE CONTACT, SWIGGING FROM THE BOTTLE, GAGGING EACH TIME. 

LAWSON

There is to be no talk about my Brother, It’s off limits, unless I bring 

It up. My mom too, I get thirty dollars an hour, one-hour minimum.   Time is money. Do they have to get so close, to me?

LAWSON, HOLDS HIS HAND OUT FOR THE CASH, DOUG COUNTS OUT A WAD AND HANDS IT OVER. HE SCANS THE TERRAIN, BEFORE HE POCKETS IT.

DOUG

So, what about school, I mean, did you go, do you miss it, miss you’re friends?...

A BEAT, AND LAWSON TAKES A BREATH - LIKE SOMEONE ABOUT TO TAKE A DIVE UNDERWATER, FIRST, A SMALL MUMBLED PEP TALK TO HIMSELF, AND THEN: 

EXT. STREETS. BALTIMORE. NIGHT. MOVING. 

LAWSON, WALKING AND WORKING THE STREETS. THROUGHOUT,

THE FOLLOWING VOICE OVERS CONTINUE.

V.O. LAWSON 

I quit school when I was thirteen, the year I started hustling full time, I guess, I just figured, I could do better. You could say, I thought I knew it all, truth is, I didn’t know shit. I’ve been on the streets, doing this now, for almost all of my life. Off and on, I’ve been, stabbed, cut up. Robbed. Gang raped once. I shouldn’t have even been there, I worked this leather party once, and that’s what they did to me, gang raped me, it was eight of them. Stupid mistake on my part, momentary lapse in judgment and good reason.

-FLASHBACK-

INT.  A SEEDY BASEMENT CLUB. DARKENED BACK ROOM. NIGHT.

THE CLUB MUSIC SHATTERS THE SENSES, AS THE ACTION, COMES INTO FOCUS ALL AT ONCE.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AGE 15-16, AND ABOUT 8-10 OLDER MEN IN LEATHER, AS THEY GATHER AROUND HIM IN A CIRCLE. HE IS NOT IN CONTROL HERE AS THEY RIP AND PAW HIS CLOTHES AWAY, GROWING BOLDER BY THE SECOND, UNTIL, IT BECOMES A FEEDING FRENZY OF LUST AND CONTROL.  

-BACK TO PRESENT-  

LAWSON VO. Cont.

You name it, I’ve done it at least once, or, seen it twice. I’ve been arrested, shot at, queer-bashed, you just name it. I’ve had some good times too, I’ve lived in Mansions, and I’ve been homeless. Sometimes, all in the span of a week, if you can believe that. That’s the way it goes, I’ve lived in penthouses, and gone on the best vacations money can buy, you know, with tricks, always some older guy who thinks, he wants to take care of you. Treat you like some, trophy, that he can parade around town, for his friends, live with you and shit for the rest of his life, until the reality of it all, sets in.

And it does, always set in, usually in about, a month or two. I’ve had my own apartments too, about four times. Ate good, and starved, all in the course of hours sometimes. The highest highs, and the lowest lows. I‘m a player, what can I tell you, that’s what they call this life style, well, I’m a player and this is my world, right here, what you see, in all of it’s splendor and glory.

THE SOUND NOW:

MUSIC: “HEARTATTACK AND VINE” TOM WAITS

(OMITTED SCENE)

V.O. LAWSON Cont.

On a good night, I can make, two hundred, some times, three hundred bucks a night. More, if all of my regulars come out to play on the same night, some times it works out like that, one after the other, boom, boom, boom, cha- ching!  

(OMITTED SCENE)

THE MUSIC CONTINUES, AS WE CONTINUE TO TRACK ALONG WITH LAWSON.   

ESTABLISHING FULL SHOT LAWSON ADAMERE’, A MASCULINE YOUNGMAN BEYOND HIS YEARS, BOTH MENTALLY AND PHYSICALLY. FULL OF LIFE AND ENERGY. HIS SMILE, IS BREATH TAKING AND CONTAGIOUS. ALTHOUGH  HE WAS BORN AND RAISED WITH GOTHIC ABUSE AND HORROR’S- BEYOND COMPREHENSION, IT ALMOST SEEMS STRANGE THAT, THAT STEW OF TRAUMA, INFLICTED ON ONE SO YOUNG, HAS PRODUCED ONE, SO CARING, GIFTED AND EVEN DECENT. HE HAS ALSO MASTERED THE ART, AND THE STREET SMARTS, TO SURVIVE, AND TO PRESERVER ON THESE STREETS.

                                                                                                                           END TEASER.

                                                                                                                                  FADE TO:

WORDS ON SCREEN: MAIN TITLES- THROUGHOUT THE FOLLOWING.

FADE IN:

EXT.  SIDEWALK. NIGHT. BALTIMORE IN THE B.G. (MOVING SHOTS).

THE RIVER FRONT AND PIERS. IN THE B.G. PEOPLE WALK AND LURK, IN THE DARKNESS OF NIGHT.

EXT. PEGASUS BASEMENT. BAR. NIGHT.

OUR HUSTLER,  (LAWSON) SOON ENTERS, THE PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR.

THE SOUND NOW; MUSIC: “LUCKY STAR” MADONNA.

CONTINUED ON THE JUKEBOX, MID SONG.

OVER THIS, WORDS ON SCREEN NOW:  A CAPTION.
1983 BALTIMORE, MARYLAND.  THE FALL.

EXT. PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR. @ THE DOOR. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AS HE ENTERS.

INT. PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR.

A SPECTACULARLY DINGY LITTLE BAR, MIXED CROWD OF LOCAL REJECTS. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON AT THE BAR.

LAWSON, STANDS AT THE BAR, TALKING WITH AN OLDER GENTLEMAN. NO PARTICULAR AUDIBLE CONVERSATION IS HEARD, JUST MUFFLED MUSIC AND BAR CHATTER, IN B.G. THE CAMERA TRACKS ALONG THE FACES OF THE BAR

ARC SHOTS, ECU’S, LS, MED. SHOTS:

LOTS OF SECOND UNIT ACTION HERE: 

A: ACROSS THE ROOM, A SMALL BAR FIGHT ERUPTS. 

B: TWO MEN, NECK IN A CORNER.

C: A COUPLE, ARGUE BACK AND FORTH IN A DARK CORNER.

D: A PATRON, SWIPES A SLEEPING MANS DRINK, FROM OFF THE BAR.           

AND WE PAN BACK TO: OUR HUSTLER, AND THE OLDER GENTLEMAN, AT THE BAR, AS THE CAMERA MOVES TOWARDS THEM.  ANGLE ON LAWSON.

INT. PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR. AT THE BAR.  NIGHT.

(OVER THE MUSIC)

LAWSON

My name’s LAWSON...

MAN

Well, nice to meet you, LAWSON...

But, I don’t have any place we can go tonight, my wife’s home. 

LAWSON

I know a place we can go, but, you have to watch out for the cop’s. It’s cool there.

THE MAN, SCANS THE FACES IN THE BAR, THE DRUNKEN DICK DANCER’S, THE COUPLE ARGUING, THE ROACH, WHICH CRAWLS ACROSS THE BAR- INCHES FROM HIS DRINK.
MAN

What are we waiting for, this place stinks. 

(OMITTED SCENES)

AND WITH THAT THEY EXIT THE BAR. 

(OMITTED SCENES)

EXT. PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR. NIGHT. PUBLIC PARK IN THE B.G. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AND THE MAN,  CROSSING THE STREET AND WALKING TOWARD THE PARK.

HUSTLERS WORK THE AREA, AS THE CARS CRUISE IN CIRCLES LOOKING FOR SEX. NIGHT. LIGHT RAIN.

EXT. A DARK PUBLIC PARK. NIGHT AND RAIN.  PEGASUS BASEMENT BAR IN B.G. 

ANGLE  ON LAWSON AND THE MAN,  UNDER A GAZEBO. AN AWKWARD 

MOMENT OF SILENCE, AND THEN:

MUSIC: “McARTHUR’S PARK” DONNA SUMMER.  IT BLARES OUT, FROM THE PEGASUS BAR ACROSS THE STREET, AND FILLS THE NIGHT AIR

EXT. PARK GAZEBO. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE MAN, SHADOWS OF MOVEMENT UNDER THE GAZEBO. VAGUE SHAPES AND PATTERNS, AS LAWSON PERFORMS ORAL SEX ON THE MAN, THIS CONTINUES UNTIL THE SONG ENDS.

AS THE MUSIC ENDS, SO TO, DOES THE SEX ACT. LAWSON SPITS, THEY ZIP UP, THE MAN PAYS HIM, AND THE TWO LEAVE IN SEPARATE DIRECTIONS ON FOOT, RATHER QUICKLY.

(OMITTED SCENE)

DISSOLVE. 

MAIN TITLES END.

FADE IN.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY. SIDE WALK. NIGHT. (MOVING).

ANGLE ON LAWSON, WALKING THE STREETS. LOTS OF ACTION ALL AROUND. HUSTLERS, HOOKERS, DRAG QUEENS- AND- JOHNS ALIKE. ESTAB. 

LOTS OF SEX SHOPS AND CLUBS, IN THE BACK DROP.

LAWSON V.O. 

Rich young guys, in their twenties and early thirties are the worse, they’re either, always trying to bend you over something in- 
LAWSON V.O. Cont.

-some totally inappropriate place, or they want to humiliate you, or they want you to do some totally fucked up thing, just for a few bucks. Always trying to humiliate you in some fucked up way, or another. It’s like, yeah they want you, but at the same time, they think they’re above you, especially, the so-called straight one’s that are really BI. They get you in bed, and then they try and hurt you. Physically, emotionally, spiritually, sucks too.

-FLASHBACK-

INT. FRONT SEAT OF A PARKED CAR.  NIGHT. 

LAWSON, AGE 15-16 AND A YOUNGMAN, AGE 25-27 HAVING SEX IN THE CAR. 

THE YOUNGMAN, IS TOO ROUGH WITH LAWSON. A SEMI- VIOLENT DATE RAPE, IS STARTING TO TAKE SHAPE HERE.  UNTIL LAWSON, WRENCHES HIMSELF FREE AND ESCAPES THE CAR. ONCE OUT, HE SHOUTS A LITANY OF PROFANITIES.  

-BACK TO PRESENT-

EXT. STREETS. NIGHT.  (MOVING).

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE CONTINUES WALKING THE WET STREETS AND SIDEWALKS OF BALTIMORE.

BUT NOW, HE IS STRIKING BLATANTLY SEXUAL POSES, AS EACH CAR PASSES, BUT THE CARS KEEP GOING INSTEAD.  HE PULLS OUT A WAD OF CASH NOW, AND COUNTS IT, PLEASANTLY PLEASED WITH THE AMOUNT HE’S MADE SO FAR, HE CONTINUES HIS JOURNEY, A SMILE ON HIS FACE.

LAWSON

So much for love.

HIS SLACK- JAWED EXPRESSION CHANGES NOW, AS A CAR SLOWS TO  EXCHANGE, LEWD- AND FLIRTATIOUS SEXUAL ADVANCES ON HIM.

THERE IS ALMOST A JOY IN HIM, AT THIS MOMENT- A BIT OF PURITY, THAT SHINES THROUGH. HE JUST MADE 30 DOLLARS, IN LESS THAN TWENTY MINUTES AFTER ALL, THE CAR MOVES ON, AFTER ONLY A FEW SECONDS, UNABLE TO GET A RISE OUT OF HIM.

HE CONTINUES WALKING, DOWN THE WET SIDEWALK STREETS, UNDAUNTED BY THE CARS THAT CONTINUE, WITHOUT STOPPING OR SLOWING. 

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

The old guys, are no better. Well, actually, that one’s a catch twenty-two, they like to get real weird with you, piss on you, and shit like that, fucked up shit.   

ANGLE NOW, ON A CAR, IT PULLS UP BESIDE HIM. LAWSON PEERS IN, BUT THE CAR, CONTINUES ON, THIS GUY WAS LOOKING FOR SOMEONE ELSE.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

I have this one older guy, married, pay’s me fifty bucks, just to take my shoes and socks off, and walk all over him, while he jerks off. And he can only cum, if I let him, do it on my feet.  

But, on the other hand, they definitely pay the most, and they do drive the best cars. They also, always have a place, usually, they like to take too many pictures of everything though, I mean, I don’t want a bunch of pictures, just floating around out here. So, I charge a ridiculous amount of money, for my Robert Maplethorpe wanna be’s. Discourages them, some of the older guy’s, are really freaky too, I mean, scary freaky too. The stories I could tell.

-FLASHBACK-

INT. CHEAP MOTEL ROOM.  NIGHT.

LAWSON, AGE 15-16 AND AN OLDER MAN, AGE 48-53. SEMI- S&M ACT. WEIRD STUFF, HUMOROUS, LAWSON’S EXPRESSION, SHOCKED. HE HAS TO MASK HIS LAUGHTER, IN FACT, WE ALL DO.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

LAWSON V.O.

I think, it’s because, their tight assed wives stopped being impressed with their four inch cocks, year’s ago. It’s like, the only thing that’ll get them off, is a young boy, who’ll get freaky with them. I mean, these guys are always, so-called, straight, married men. What-

bullshit! It’s like their wives, have no clue, or something. Or, they just don’t want to know, what their sick assed husbands are up to, is what I figure, but these day’s, now that I’m older, I just, let everyone know up front, I don’t do shit like that, for anybody. I mean, I’ll do some extras, but it cost more, up front.  And if it’s too weird, fuck- 
LAWSON V.O. Cont.

-them. Like, the guy who wanted to slit my fucking wrist, and drink my blood, like some kind of, Goddamn vampire fuck. The younger couples, that you meet in the bars, are the best. You know, the one’s that are just, looking for a little spice up for their relationship?   Looking for a third in the hay, those are the best dates ever.   Everything’s always worked out, up front, before you leave the bar.   Who does what, and to who, it’s all, already worked out. They invite you back, feed you, wine you, and dine you, It’s always cool, and they’re always nice to you, because, it’s like, they don’t want the other one to see, just how twisted they really are. And always, nine times out of ten, when it’s over, they always try and slip, a phone- 

ANOTHER CAR SLOWS TO CHECK LAWSON OUT. BUT CONTINUES.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

-number into my pocket, for a little, one on one, at a later time. 

I always laugh at that, some secret thing that, neither, wants the other to know about. Some times, I’ll call one, some times I’ll call both, at separate times, of course. If I wanted to be a black mailer, I’d be set in this business, wouldn’t I? Cheating couples, married men, straight college boys, teachers, doctors, lawyers. Even cops. You name it, every kind of person you can imagine, and never who you’d suspect.

-FLASHBACK-

INT. NICE APARTMENT. DAWN.

LAWSON AGE 14-15 WITH A YOUNGER COUPLE, AT THE DOOR TO EXIT. THEY SLIP PHONE NUMBERS, INTO HIS POCKETS, EACH HIDING THIS ACTION FROM THE OTHER LOVER, AS THEY HUG HIM GOODBYE, AT THE END OF THE DATE.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

Now tourist, that’s a whole different story. They’re a strange breed indeed. There’s just, something about a guy, on vacation. The chances they’ll take, with their wives, just feet away. Sometimes, it’s good, and sometimes, it’s pretty fucked up, I’ve even actually, had tourist, try and rip me off, after the deed, if you can believe that. 

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

I guess, they just figure, what the hell, they’re not going to ever see you again, I mean, they know, your not going to call the cops or anything. But, most of the time, I try and just work, strictly out of the bars. I think it’s a little safer, I mean, I work the streets too, but it’s much worse than the bars. Trust me on that one, years of experience.

Some of the clubs, will let the better-looking hustlers in, for free, on weekends. Never mind the age. Because, if their customers get laid, it keeps them coming back. Plus, the owners, always like to see pretty boys, in their clubs, the prettier and younger the boys, the busier the club will be. Simple math, older guys, like them young, and stupid. It’s fucked up too, but I know how to play, all of my angles. With me, you get what you want, within reason. That’s my motto.

I’m like, the ultimate fantasy for some of these guys, you think I don’t know that, why not give them, what they pay for? Of course, some of these guys are just, twisted fucks when it comes to boy’s. I’m living proof of that, I’ve had guy’s, try and pick me up, since I was like, nine or ten years old. Maybe those are the fucker’s you should be trying to talk too, not me, see what makes them tick, before we round them up, and shoot em’ all in the head.

EXT. NUMEROUS BALTIMORE CITY SHOTS. NIGHT. (MOVING).

PEOPLE, BUILDINGS, STORE FRONTS ETC. NIGHT.

LAWSON WALKING ON DOWN THE STREETS AND SIDEWALKS, HEAD HELD HIGH.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

Since I’ve been out here, I’ve known about, seven murder victims, all under eighteen years old. Maybe, twenty-five over-doses, and I don’t know how many MIA’s, I mean, just fucking missing in action, never seen, or heard from them again, no fucking clue. Here today, gone tomorrow. Who knows where they go, one day, they’re out here hustling right next to you, the next day, they’re gone. Maybe some of them, just go home, maybe they’re chopped up someplace in the woods, who the fuck knows, who ever knows? When they go to jail, everyone knows, that’s the kind of info, gets shared with everyone. But these guys, just disappear. I don’t trust anybody out here, and what’s better is, I fear everyone. But, I guess when your numbers up,
LAWSON V.O. Cont.
-its up. I have a few regulars that I trust, for better or worse. Most of them don’t pay much, but, when things get really fucked up out here, I know a few guys I can call. My regulars, the guys who’ll let me crash at their place, feed me and shit. All I have to do, is keep them warm, and keep em’ happy. They’re pretty cool like that, most of them, we call them, the bar hags. They don’t really buy hustlers, but they would, if they could. They’re just, always good for a few drinks and little shit, like, cigarettes and food. Pocket change, when you need it. I trust them at least, most of the time anyway, they’re the only ones you can halfway trust. Usually. They’ll look out for you, but out here, you can never let your guard down. Ever. Not even for a regular, or, for real sex or love, whatever that is? Love? Never fall in love with anyone out here, what’s the fucking point of a rent boy, falling in love? I used to, have this one friend, would always fall in love with these guys. I tried to tell him, but he just, didn’t get it. Until one day, when he caught the new love of his life, paying another rent boy, after the deed was done, he took the medicine cabinet straight to heaven, an hour later. I tried to tell him, that the only thing, that’s ever really loved about a hustler, is his youth, his Dick, his ass, or his hairless little body. And I know that, all too well, why, some people just can’t seem to grasp that concept, is just, beyond me. I mean, love and sex, have nothing to do with the other. Shit, on a normal night, I get laid about, six or seven times, and out of those times, I can’t even tell you, how many of those were, you know, where I was really just, in the mood to have sex with that person, because we care for each other, and we wanted to express that, you know, love? Probably none, sometimes it happens, but not often enough to count for shit, Nope, I’m not in love or lust with, any of these, freaks out here. You see, out here, love is a trap and faith is an illusion. Trust me. 

(OMITTED SCENES)

EXT. A GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

LAWSON’S WALK HAS LED US HERE. THIS CLUB IS A FLASHY UPPER CLASS RESTAURANT AND BAR, LOCATED ON THE RIVER FRONT. A FAVORITE OF THE WELL TO DO LOCAL’S AS WELL AS THE TOURIST AND WHEN POSSIBLE, THE HUSTLERS TOO. 

MUSIC INSIDE: JUKEBOX: ELVIS PRESLEY “SUSPICIOUS MINDS”

EXT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE DESCENDS THE STEPS TO THE ENTRANCE.

SLIPPING IN, UNNOTICED BY THE DOOR STAFF AND QUICKLY LOSING HIMSELF IN A LARGE CROWD, THAT JUST RECENTLY ENTERED AS WELL.

INT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

LAWSON, ENTERS THE CLUB AND GOES UP TO THE BAR. ANGLE ON LAWSON,  HE ORDERS A DRINK. A COKE. HE SCOPES THE CROWD, SCANNING THE FACES.

LAWSON’S P.O.V. OF A YOUNG MAN ACROSS THE BAR.

TWENTIES, HANDSOME. THERE IS A MOMENT OF MUTUAL ACKNOWLEDGMENT, FLIRTATIOUS SMILES AND NODS.

ARC SHOT: LAWSON, AND THE YOUNGMAN.

EYE CONTACT IS MADE BRIEFLY BUT LAWSON CONTINUES TO WORK THE ROOM, AND WITH A GLANCE NOW, HIS ATTENTION  TURNS TO AN OLDER MAN (MONEY).

THE OLDER GENTLEMAN APPROACHES LAWSON AFTER A BRIEF MOMENT.

INT. GAY CLUB. 

AT THE BAR.  MED. SHOT 

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE OLDER MAN, TALKING. NOTHING IN PARTICULAR AUDIBLE OVER THE MUSIC.

LAWSON, SOON GLANCES  ANOTHER  YOUNG MAN SITTING AT A FAR TABLE, A WAITER PRESENTS HIM A BOTTLE OF EXPENSIVE WINE, ONE GLASS ON THE TABLE, A HUSTLERS CUE.

HE’S A HANDSOME YOUNGMAN OF ABOUT 26-27. SUIT AND TIE.

RICH KID. BALTIMORE BLUE BLOOD.  

AS LAWSON AND THE HANDSOME STRANGER EXCHANGE KNOWING GLANCES BACK AND FORTH,  HE AND THE OLDER GENTLEMAN, SHARE  CONVERSATION AND A DRINK,  LAWSON, NOW DRINKING WILD TURKEY, COMPLIMENTS OF HIS OLDER COMPANION.

NO CONVERSATION IS AUDIBLE IN PARTICULAR HERE,

JUST BITS AND PIECES OF VARIOUS BAR CHATTER, FLIRTATIOUS PICK UP LINES ETC.

MUSIC NOW: “THE FIRST TIME EVER I SAW YOUR FACE” ROBERTA FLACK.

INT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON THE YOUNGMAN’S TABLE, THE YOUNGMAN NOW OBSESSED WITH LAWSON. HE STARES WITHOUT A BREAK, OPENLY FLIRTING ACROSS THE OPEN BAR ROOM FLOOR.

ANGLE NOW ON LAWSON, HE TRIES TO OVERLOOK THIS, AN IMPOSSIBLE TASK, HE CONTINUES TO CONVERSE WITH HIS OLDER COMPANION, IN THE B.G. THE HANDSOME YOUNGMAN GROWING EVER MORE BOLD NOW.

INT. GAY CLUB.  

ANGLE ON THE BAR,  LAWSON AND THE OLDER GENTLEMAN. 

IN B.G., THE YOUNGMAN, GETS UP FROM THE TABLE AND APPROACHES LAWSON, THROWS HIS ARMS AROUND HIM, DIPS HIM, AND KISSES HIM FULL ON THE MOUTH IN AN INSTANT, A LONG WET KISS.

YOUNGMAN

Darling, did you get lost... I’ve been looking all over the place for you. Glad you could make it tonight. 

YOUNGMAN Cont.

(To the OLDER GENTLEMAN, as he tosses him a twenty dollar bill)

Get lost troll, he’s with someone tonight.

YOUNGMAN Cont.

(To LAWSON)

Our tables over here honey, he’s so, forgetful.

ANGLE ON THE YOUNG MAN, LEADING LAWSON TO THE TABLE BY THE ARM, ORDERING ANOTHER BOTTLE OF WINE BEFORE THEY SIT,  PULLING OUT HIS CHAIR, AN AWKWARD PAUSE  ENSUES, AND THEN.

YOUNGMAN 

Hi. My names CHAD. I saw you, from across the room, I couldn’t help myself. You looked like, a distressed angel. Plus, I thought it was pretty pathetic, the way you let that old guy, fawn all over you. I thought, you maybe, might need a little rescuing tonight, I know I certainly do.

LAWSON

Oh really ? 

CHAD

Yes, really. So, what’s your name good-looking?

LAWSON

LAWSON. So, you wanna’ rescue me huh, CHAD ?

And just, what makes you think I need to be rescued again, you see, I think I missed the first part of that little number you just performed, through all of the bullshit that was coming at me.

CHAD

Oh.. Bullshit? Very good LAWSON, what, I can’t just like what I see, and decide not to wait on line for my turn? I hate to wait, really I do, and I don’t share, and I don’t play well with others. But, I’ll make an exception in your case. Can we maybe, play together?

LAWSON
You must have a very complicated life CHAD. A very, complicated life. For all you know, I may have been here with that guy, did you ever think of that? And, you just ordered at least, a hundred dollar bottle of wine, and your all alone, seems pretty complicated to me.

CHAD
But you see, I’m not alone, not anymore, I’m I? This is the part, where you say, “Why no CHAD, you’re not alone anymore.”

LAWSON
That’s still to be decided.

CHAD
What... Not cute enough for you? You like ‘em, old and dried up do you? I can go back over and get, that crusty old man for again, if you’d like, maybe get my twenty bucks back, that you’ve, already cost me.  

LAWSON
So, are you here to complicate my life too now? It’s obvious yours is, very complicated, just judging by the attitude, and the wine you choose. Or are you, trying to compensate for some other short coming, do you wanna’ tell me now, or later, when you fail to rise to the occasion? 

THE WAITER BRINGS ANOTHER GLASS, CHAD POURS LAWSON A GLASS.

CHAD
Oh, someone’s having flashbacks of sleeping with the already near dead, I’m young, and very full of cum, and I’ve never failed, to rise to any occasion yet. Look... I just, saw you over there, and I come here alot, and I’ve never seen you in here before, was all, I’d remember you. Now, is that a crime, LAWSON? Tell you what, let’s start over. 

Is this, your first time in here, because the place brightens up only for you, it seems?

LAWSON
No, but I don’t come in here very often. It’s a little, uptown for me. It’s not in my budget. Just a change of scene, thanks for the drink, the wine... It’s good. Pricey I’m sure. Probably the first and last time I’ll have this again, in a while.

CHAD
Don’t stress money when your with me, it belittles you, besides, I have plenty. Enough for you, and me in fact. You know what, we should play a game, you and me, it’ll be fun. It’s called, what will you do for a dollar. You see, when I saw you, let’s just say, I knew you were looking for some company, so, what do you say, you don’t mind being my company do you, I mean, you are a working boy  right, a rent boy? So, be my company for the night? And we can play a game, you’ll love it, they all do. It’s called, what will a boy like you, do for a dollar, and the only rule is, you have to do everything I say, or you loose the game, and then, you don’t get paid when I’m through with you. It’s not a hard game though, but I will tell you, it can be very sexual. Very sexual. It can also be, very rewarding. Sexually and Financially. What do you say?

A PAUSE. ON LAWSON, STUNNED. AS IT HITS HIM, THAT SOME NUT HAS SLIPPED UNDER HIS PERFECT GUARD ONCE AGAIN.

LAWSON
Look CHAD, I don’t want to play that game, I don’t, really want to play any games tonight. It’s early, and I’m already tired. I really shouldn’t have even come in here, to tell you the truth. 

LAWSON Cont.

So, why don’t you give me a break tonight, okay? I mean, if you want to fuck around, okay, That’s cool with me, I am a rent boy tonight, I get thirty an hour, for regular, that’s you do me, or I do you, blow job’s or fucking only, extra’s cost more. No pain, bondage or humiliation, and don’t cum in my mouth because, I hate the taste, unless, you’re prepared to give me at least thirty bucks extra, and then, I guess its okay, and that’s on top of the thirty an hour, and, it’s a one hour minimum. But that’s all, no games. If you don’t want to fuck around, that’s cool too, If you just, want to sit here and maybe talk, that’s cool too, we don’t have to even, have sex, I sit with alot of guys, and talk, or I can just, model for you, if you want, or, just touch myself, if that’s what you’re into, you want me to, jack off or something, while you watch? 

(A Pause)

Or, I can just leave, maybe I should just go- 

CHAD
No, don’t leave, C’mon, you’re a working boy. You’re here already, I’m here, I have money, you need money. So, I’m buying you, top dollar too, so, work for me tonight? Come on, what do you say ? We could have, some serious fun here. I got an eight-ball in the car, I got a hotel for the night, right on the water, lot’s more where that came from too, what do you say? But, you gotta’ play the game, all night, “What will you do, for a buck?”, and every time you do something, that I demand, you get an extra ten dollars when it’s all over, but the trick is, you have to do it. Like truth or dare, even if I said, go down on me, under this table right now, you’d have to do it. 

The beauty of the game is, there are no limits to the fun that can be 

had, by all. What do you say? Come on, it’s the best deal going tonight, and you know it, or, are you just afraid to play the game?

LAWSON

Look, CHAD, I was actually looking for someone else, when I came in here. He’s not in here, so, maybe some other time, for you and me, what do you say? I mean, you’re just not hearing me, I don’t like to play games like that. Its too hard to get paid at quitting time, no offense to you. I’ve been screwed over like that, too many times before, sorry, those are the rules for this boy. I have to go now.

MUSIC NOW: “DIM ALL THE LIGHTS” DONNA SUMMER.

CHAD

Oh come on, it’s just a stupid little game, don’t go, you just got here. Don’t you know, a lot can happen in one crazy night? 

LAWSON

A lot can happen in ten minutes too, but, it rarely it does. 

CHAD

You make it sound as if, I’m asking you to eat my ass before we run off and, conquer the world. Well, I’m not you know, it’s only a fucking game. I mean, don’t get me wrong, you can eat my ass anytime, but I’ll never ask you to come along, while I, conquer the world. Trust me. You’re just, not smart enough for that, rent boy. All I’m asking for, from you, is a little head, a little fucking, maybe a little fisting, you know, nothing your not used too, I’m sure. By the way, I’m the top, okay? I’m always the top. So, lets just Finnish our wine, and we can go back to the room.

CHAD HAS INSTINCTIVELY PUT LAWSON ON THE DEFENSIVE,  HE STANDS AND TAKES A STEP BACK FROM THE TABLE.

CHAD

I didn’t say you could stand up, or leave, did I? You’re not playing the game right, deduct ten points already. Now, sit back down, sit down, sit down and play the game the right way. Come on, sit back down, you’re not playing it right, you stupid ass hole!  What, all looks and no brain? Why don’t you, just sit back down, and play the game right!?

LAWSON

Because, I don’t want to play your stupid game all right! Look,

I should just go, later CHAD.

CHAD

Then, just get the fuck on then! You should be bared from civilized society, fucking hustler boy! I can’t even believe they let a tease like you in here, ANGEL and JEFF should watch the front door better.

ANGLE ON CHAD, HE GRABS LAWSON BY THE ARM,  TOSSING HIS DRINK IN HIS FACE.

LOUD AND ANGRY, HE CONTINUES TO UNLEASH HIS DRUNKEN FURRY.

CHAD Cont.
And fuck you, if you don’t know how to play the game. 

Just for that, I’m not even gonna’ fist fuck you, when were through!

CHAD PUSHES LAWSON, HARD.

LAWSON

Why don’t you take your ass back to suburbia, fist fuck your little brother some more, or, don’t you think It’ll still fit?! You prick!

AND WITH THAT, THE BOUNCERS ARE ON LAWSON IN AN INSTANT.

PUNCHING HIM ONCE IN THE GUT AND DRAGGING HIM OUTSIDE  AND UP THE STAIRS BY THE COLLAR, TOSSING HIM TO THE CURB LIKE A LIMP NOODLE.

EXT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

FRONT OF THE BAR. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE LANDS IN THE STREET HARD, SMASHING HIS RIB CAGE AGAINST THE CONCRETE STREET CURB, A YELP ESCAPES HIM UPON IMPACT. 

INT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT.

BACK IN THE BAR, CHAD’S TABLE. 

ANGLE ON THE WAITER, KISSING CHAD’S ASS AND APOLOGIZING FOR THE HUSTLERS BAD ATTITUDE, HE COMPS THE BOTTLE OF WINE.

EXT. GAY CLUB. NIGHT. 

OUTSIDE THE CLUB. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, CAREFULLY PICKING HIMSELF UP NOW, HE GIMPS OFF, DOWN THE STREET, NOW GUARDING HIS RIB CAGE, WITH A HAND AND HIS FOREARM.

EXT. SIDEWALK. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON GIMPING DOWN THE STREET.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

Hustlers rarely do very well, in the classier bars, uptown.

But, let a total prick, throw on a suit and tie, and even if he’s got the manors of a three year old, jacked up on crack, they’ll kiss his ass every time, and say fuck you, to the guy in the jeans and a tee shirt. They can always spot the hustlers. It’s cool though, six bucks a drink in those bars these days, the place is hardly worth it anyway.

(OMITTED SCENE)

EXT.  SIDEWALK. NIGHT. (MOVING).

ANGLE ON LAWSON WALKING DOWN 

THE LONG WET STREET. LOT’S OF ACTION B.G. EVERYWHERE.

MUSIC NOW: IT COMES FROM A SLOWER MOVING VEHICLE’S, RADIO.

“ON FIRE” BRUCE SPRINSTEEN, AS THE CAR PASSES WITHIN CAMERA’S VIEW THE SOUND GROWS LOUDER.

LAWSON STOPS BRIEFLY TO CHAT WITH 

FRIENDS ETC. BUT MOVES ON AFTER A BRIEF MOMENT.

NO AUDIBLE CONVERSATIONS IN PARTICULAR, THE MUSIC STAYS WITH US.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, STOPPING AGAIN AT A SEX BOOK STORE.

LOTS OF YOUNGMEN TRYING TO WORK THE PLACE.

HE LOOKS IN BRIEFLY BUT CONTINUES ON HIS WAY.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

Most of the guys out here, my age or younger, are so hooked on speed and shit, they don’t remember who, or where, or even half of the tricks that they sleep with, they don’t remember shit. 

It’s fucked up really. It’s just, an escape I guess, at least, thats the way it starts off. Everybody needs a little escape, right? That’s what we all say, at first, and then, you start to notice, that after a while, every waking hour is just, one big fucking pursuit of escape, in one way or another. Always drunk. Always something. Sex, drugs. Fucked up and drunk. That, is the way of the world. It’s sad too, going through day after day, no clue, no self respect. Sometimes, we just, fuck, to get fucked up some more. And then, there are the one’s, who rip off their tricks, just as soon as they get one, when they do get one. Bigger habit’s call for harsher means, I guess. Shit, around here, it’s nothing to visit- 

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

-you’re  friends in the hospital, get a first hand look, at, just what the pursuit of all of this, escapism can lead too. I mean, to visit guys who, you know out here, in the hospital, with all kinds of tubes, and wires hooked up to them.

And I’m really not talking about, normal- illness here in particular,  

I’m talking, overdosing on stupidity, over dosing on self hatred, I’m talking about, going to see a thirteen or fifteen year old kid, one of you’re friends, laying up in critical condition, I’m talking, every other week, about, hearing news of a death. It’s a real casual grape vine out here, on these the streets, but bad news always travels casually, doesn’t it? It’s always like, “Did you hear about so and so, he got his head bashed in last night, because, he ripped off some trick, and the guy stomped the shit out of him”. What’s worse is, I’ve seen it done just because, the guy didn’t want to pay up, when it was over. Yep, got his rocks off, and then, beat the kid to death in an alley with a radiator pipe, beat him, with a rage, I’ve never seen before, and I hope, I never do again. All over, fifteen bucks. That kid, was a friend of mine, a couple of months ago. Shit, the usual drug over doses everyone expects to see, pale in comparison, to the things I’ve seen out here, for no real reason. I try, to look out for some of the younger ones, but it’s tough enough out here, as it is. So now, I just look out for the okay ones, not the glue freaks or the crack heads, the needle freaks, or rip off artist. I figure, they’ll get whats coming soon enough, I stay clear of them. But, when I can, I try and watch out for the other’s. I figure, if someone had done that for me, maybe I wouldn’t be, so fucked up now, know what I mean? Not that I’m totally screwed up, or anything, but, things could be better, I know that now.

THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC. “I’M ON FIRE” BRUCE SPRINGSTEEN CONTINUES ON THE JUKE BOX @ BAR NO. 3, IT BELTS OUT OF THE BAR, INTO THE NIGHT AIR.

EXT. BAR NO. 3.  NIGHT. 

AS LAWSON APPROACHES BAR NO. 3, THE FIRST THING TO GRAB US HERE, WILL BE, THE AMOUNT OF PEOPLE OUTSIDE LOITERING ABOUT. THE SECOND THING TO GRAB US, IS THAT  EVERYONE KNOWS EVERYONE AND THE AVERAGE AGE, SEEMS TO BE SOMEWHERE BETWEEN THE  LATE TEENS TO EARLY TWENTIES. 

THE THIRD THING THAT GRABS US HERE, ARE  THE AMOUNT OF OVER WEIGHT- OLDER MEN, THEY SEEM TO FLOCK TO THE JOINT, BASKING IN THE COMPANY OF THE SLENDER YOUNG RENT BOYS. 

AND FINALLY, THAT THIS IS A DIVE BAR, BURIED DEEP IN THE UNDERBELLY OF CITY CODE COMPLIANCE’S WORST NIGHTMARES. 

PRACTICALLY WINDOWLESS AND ALWAYS DAMP, THIS IS THE KIND OF BAR, WHERE ONE WOULD EASILY EXPECT TO BE KNIFED, AT ANY MOMENT, IF IT WERE A STRAIGHT ESTABLISHMENT. EXCEPT, THIS IS ACTUALLY THE  HUSTLER’S HOME BAR, A HARMLESS AND QUITE FRIENDLY PLACE, WHERE HUSTLER’S AND JOHN’S ALIKE CAN RELAX AND BE TREATED WITH DIGNITY AND RESPECT, THERE ARE NO JUDGMENTS CAST HERE,  JUST AN EASY GOING LAID-BACK ATMOSPHERE, AND ONE OF THOSE JUKEBOXES RARELY FOUND IN ANY PUBLIC PLACE, HIDDEN FROM THE REST OF BALTIMORE, THIS IS ONE OF THOSE BAR’S, THAT YOU ALWAYS RETURN TO, NO MATTER WHAT.

EXT. BAR NO.3. NIGHT.

LAWSON, CHATS BRIEFLY WITH A COUPLE OF BOYS AND THEN, DESCENDS THE STEPS INTO:

INT. BAR NO.3 NIGHT.

NO LARGE CROWD. ABOUT THIRTY PEOPLE TOTAL. 

LAWSON IS GREETED WARMLY HERE.

NO NEED TO ORDER, HIS DRINK IN FRONT OF HIM INSTANTLY. DRAFT BEER AND A SHOT OF WILD TURKEY.

LAWSON

(To bartender)

Hey MIKE, where is everyone tonight?

MIKE

At home broke, or out trying to make some, you starting early, or still going from last night ?

LAWSON
A little early.

MIKE
TONY TEE went to jail last night. Fourth time hustling, he’s terrified. He says, it’s a mandatory two months for him this time.

LAWSON
So maybe he’ll gain a couple of pounds.

MIKE
I don’t know, I told his little drunk ass not to go out last night. You sat right there, in that chair, when I told him not to go out again. He went out earlier, and he had already made forty five bucks, hell, I was buying his cocktails, stupid. I told him, to just stay right there, and wait for me, until I got off. Now, I got him calling’ every twenty minutes, like I got some bail money. And he knows, my rent’s due on Thursdays.

LAWSON
You still seeing him? The way you two fight, I thought you were just breaking his balls last night.

MIKE
I don’t know why I am, he’s the dumbest son of a bitch I ever got with, and I mean, he’s even dumber than Charles, and you know that son of a bitch was dumber than a sack of wet hammers, how do you proposition a cop, who is sitting, in his goddamn patrol car?!

LAWSON
Yeah, but as I recall it, didn’t you spend two hundred and forty bucks to get him out? 

MIKE

Well, he was hung like a fucking horse, I’m not stupid LAWSON,

this time is different anyway, TONY TEE’S not hung like a horse, and dammit my rent’s due.

LAWSON

Have you seen ELIJAH ?

MIKE

Now there’s one I don’t figure, what the hell do you see in that rotten assed kid anyway? Comes in here, the other night, drunk off his ass already, and I got a full house, and you know, I only let him in here, because of you- and all of a sudden, I look up, and that crooked-

MIKE Cont.
-dicked little shit’s, pissing in my trash can. The one right next to the dance floor! Middle of the fuckin’ bar, and he’s pissing in the trash can, now I’m telling you, he’s under-aged anyway, and I 

don’t even have to let him in the joint, and the only reason I do, is because he came in, with you first, and you vouched for him that day. But, if he can’t respect me, and my other customers...

I mean, who the fuck does he think, he is?!

And who the fuck, do you think, has to clean up a mess like that, at the end of the night?! You go to take out the garbage, shit’s leaking out, all over your legs and shoes, and it’s piss! I ain’t into that kind of shit, LAWSON, not even with Charles, he tried to do some fucked up water games with me one night, I cursed his ass out, and made him sleep on the sofa, that’s just twisted!

LAWSON
Mike, what’s with the riot act? I was just, asking if you’d seen him, that’s all. I’ll talk to the kid, all right? You’re about to, blow something, back there, veins popping out, all over your forehead. Relax. You seen him today, or what?

MIKE
What?... Jez... I’ll never get him out of here now, say it ain’t so...  

You fuckin’ the kid now, cause, you could do better?

LAWSON
What’s it to you ? Look, he just, didn’t come home last night, is all. That’s all, leave it, at that.

MIKE
Didn’t know you put him up, that’s all, no sweat off of my nose.

(Pause)

So, how’s that working out for you?... 

(After a beat)

He, using the toilet at your place?

LAWSON

Very funny. Actually, it’s okay, reminds me of RANDY, a little.

He’s all right. Had my eye out, for him, all day... No sign of him. 

Kid’s, hard headed MIKE, you know, I hate to worry.

MIKE

Ahhh... He’s all right, he’ll be around later, here, here’s a couple of bucks, go and put something on the jukebox for me will  ya’, It’s too quiet in here, and no country, not tonight. I’m depressed enough already.

LAWSON GOES OVER TO THE JUKEBOX FEEDING IT MONEY AND

PUNCHING IN NUMBERS LONG SINCE KNOWN BY HEART.

MIKE Cont.

(Calling out, across the bar to LAWSON)

Hey, are you going to dance later tonight?... I’m short two bodies, all of a sudden, TONY TEE’S out for the count, and that kid, RUSTY, broke his leg, skateboarding over by the park, I dunno’, he broke it skateboarding, or, getting his dick sucked one, I can’t remember which one he said, it was a bad connection. 

(OMITTED SCENE)

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE  RETURNS TO THE BAR NOW,  BUT WITHOUT WARNING, HIS NOSE BEGINS TO BLEED.

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                   CUT TO:

INT.  BAR NO.3. RESTROOM. STALL.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE SITS ON THE TOILET, LID DOWN, HEAD BACK, HOLDING TOILET PAPER ON HIS BLOODY NOSE.

INT. BAR NO.3. REST ROOM.

ANGLE ON MIKE, HE LOITERS OUTSIDE THE STALL, NERVOUSLY. CHECKING ON HIM AFTER A BEAT.

MIKE

You sure, you’re all right kid? You gotta’ take better care of  yourself, I’m always telling you kids, to take better care of yourselves, do you ever listen?

LAWSON

I’m all right MIKE, I’m fine, it’s just a little nose bleed, that’s all. Thanks.

MIKE

Yeah, don’t mention it kid, third little nose bleed this week. And that’s just, in here. Look, why don’t you just, call it a night, I hate seeing you like this.

LAWSON

What, and miss all of that dancing loot? Nah... I’ll be fine, I’m okay, besides, I don’t want to work the street tonight, my fucking ribs are killing me, it’s a long story, just, let me dance tonight.  

MIKE

All right, sure, LAWSON. Listen, I gotta’ get back to the bar, you just, call out, if you need anything.

LAWSON

Thanks MIKE, I’ll be okay in a minute.

(OMITTED SCENES)

MIKE EXIT’S THE RESTROOM. A BEAT AND THEN:

INT. BAR NO.3. 

ANGLE ON MIKE, AS HE EXITS THE RESTROOM TO SEE A YOUNGMAN DRINKING FROM THE BEER TAPS, MOUTH ON METAL. HE YELLS AN EXPLETIVE AND CHASES THE YOUNGMAN OUT OF THE BAR WITH A CHAIR.

INT. BAR NO. 3. RESTROOM. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE EXIT’S THE STALL NOW. 

HE GOES TO THE SINK TO WASH HIS FACE, STOPPING.

HE STARES INTO THE MIRROR FOR A LONG MOMENT, AND WE SEE THE FEAR NOW, AN ACTUAL SOB IS CHOKED BACK, HE IS CONDUCTING A SMALL, BUT HIGH -STAKES FIGHT FOR HIS EMOTIONAL, MENTAL AND PHYSICAL SURVIVAL- RIGHT HERE IN THIS MIRROR, AT THIS MOMENT. MOMENTARILY A SCARED, BEATEN LITTLE KID, HE  RACES OUT OF THE REST ROOM IN A FLASH.

                                                                                                                         CUT TO:

INT. BAR NO. 3.  LATER.  NIGHT.

AN ANIMATED CROWD, FILLS THE ROOM, THE DANCER’S, DICK DANCE ON THE STAGE WEARING ONLY THEIR (JOCKSTRAPS- TIDY WHITTIES ETC.).

AMONG THE DANCER’S, LAWSON IS FEATURED PROMINENTLY OUT FRONT. 

MUSIC NOW: “LET THE MUSIC PLAY” SHANNON - “BLUE MONDAY” NEW ORDER - “DO YOU REALLY WANT TO HURT ME” CULTURE CLUB.

THE CROWD, SHALL BE A LIVELY, ASSORTED MIX OF HIGH ENERGY CLUB KIDS, HUSTLER’S, DRAG QUEENS AND OLDER JOHNS. THE DRINKS FLOW FREELY, MONEY CHANGES HANDS, DANCER’S JOCK’S ARE FULL OF BILLS, AS THE HUSTLER’S WORK THE OLD MEN IN THE CROWD, FOR DRINKS AND MONEY.

THE CAMERA, TRACKS ALONG THE FACES AND BODIES-

AND WE SEE, EVERYTHING ONE WOULD EXPECT TO SEE, IN THIS

TYPE OF ESTABLISHMENT. 

OPEN DRUG USE, PEOPLE SNORTING POPPERS,

DRAG QUEENS BEING DRAG QUEENS, KISSING, GAMES OF POOL, ORAL SEX IN DARK CORNERS, LOTS OF INDISTINGUISHABLE CONVERSATIONS, DICK DANCER’S, SHAKING IT UP, AMONG THE CROWD.

INT. SPORTS CAR. LATER. NIGHT. MOVING.

LAWSON AND A TRICK FROM THE BAR (MID 30’S, HANDSOME).

A LONELY, WINDING TREE LINED ROAD.

IT’S A LONG DESOLATE STRIP OF ROAD AND EVERYTHING

IS QUIET NOW, WHICH REFLECTS THE TIME OF NIGHT /MORNING, IT ACTUALLY IS, ABOUT FOUR A.M.

EXT. A FARM HOUSE, ON THE OUT SKIRTS OF BALTIMORE. PRE- DAWN.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND HIS COMPANION, AS THEY PULL INTO THE DRIVE.

INT. FARM HOUSE. BED ROOM. PRE- DAWN.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE TRICK (GENTLEMAN). AS THE TRICK, RISES FROM THE MATTRESS AND STRETCHES OUT A HAND TO LAWSON, PULLING HIM DOWN ONTO THE BED, SLOWLY, METHODICALLY AND TENDERLY. 

O.H. SHOT; AS THE CAMERA, RISES SLOWLY UP AND AWAY, IT CONTINUES OUT, THROUGH THE LARGE BAY WINDOW, THE MOON LIGHT SHINNING BIG AND HIGH IN THE NIGHT SKY.

DISSOLVE.

INT. FARM HOUSE, BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON THE MOON LIGHT, AS THE VIEW, SLOWLY ZOOMS IN ON, AND THEN INTO THE BEDROOM WINDOW. THE MOON LIGHT FILTERS THROUGH THE CURTAINS, LIGHTING THE FACES ON THE BED, AND, THE SHADOWS OF BODIES, IN STRANGE PATTERNS AND SHAPES ON THE WALLS. AS THE VIEW LOOSENS, WE CAN SEE LAWSON, AND HIS COMPANION, AS THEY MAKE LOVE ON THE OVERSIZED BED. A MIXTURE, OF IMAGES AND VISUALS, EROTIC AND PASSIONATE. SOME NUDITY.

INT. FARM HOUSE BEDROOM. DAWN.

LAWSON, SITTING ON THE SIDE OF THE BED NOW.

A POST SEX AFTER GLOW SURROUNDS THE ROOM, AND FILLS THE AIR.

BY ALL APPEARANCES, ONE COULD EASILY THINK THAT LAWSON, HAS A SOFT SPOT FOR THIS MAN, AND PERHAPS HE DOES.

MAN

(Short of breath)

That was fucking fantastic, I needed that all week.

I still say, you were the cutest dancer tonight, hell, your always the cutest dancer. Thanks, for coming back here, with me. I didn’t think you would, after last time, I really, wasn’t, trying to lead you on, like it must have appeared. That last time, we were together, I’ll shut up now, anyway, thanks.

THE MAN, JUMPS UP, KISSES HIM ON THE LIPS, AND GOES TO THE SHOWER, CALLING OUT TO LAWSON.

MAN Cont.

Do you, think, that you could, take a taxi back, I have a really early day, just, add it to what I owe you? 

I hope, I can see you, again, next weekend... After the bar. 

Oh, your moneys on the dresser sweet heart, in that envelope, I added a little, tip this time.

LAWSON

(LAWSON’S Shoulders fall, he looks hurt all at once)

No problem.

(A Pause and then)

(OMITTED SCENES)

LAWSON PICKS UP THE ENVELOPE. 

TERMINALLY NON-CONFRONTATIONAL, ITS FULL OF TWENTIES, ABOUT TWO HUNDRED DOLLARS, BUT SOMEHOW, WE GET THE FEELING HE WANTED SOMETHING ELSE TONIGHT.

EXT. THE FARM HOUSE. DAWN. 

ANGLE ON THE HOUSE, AS A TAXI PULLS UP. DAWN.

INT. TAXI. DAYBREAK. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON IN THE BACKSEAT. THE LONG RIDE HOME .

THE METER READS 36.50 AND COUNTING.

THE SUN LIGHT RISES BEHIND THEM, AND NOW, WITHOUT WARNING, LAWSON’S NOSE BEGINS TO BLEED, AT FIRST, A SLOW TRICKLE, AND THEN A RIVER.

EXT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT BUILDING. MORNING.

AS THE TAXI PULLS IN FRONT OF THE BUILDING, ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE EXITS.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. THE DARK HALLWAY. MORNING.

LAWSON FUMBLES WITH A GROCERY BAG, AND HIS KEYS, FINDING HIS WAY INSIDE, TURNING ON A LIGHT AND LOCKING THE DOOR SHUT BEHIND HIMSELF. HIS SHIRT, BLOOD STAINED ALONG THE FRONT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, INSIDE ASLEEP ON THE LIVING ROOM SOFA.

HE WAKES WITH LAWSON, TURNING ON THE LAMP. 

LAWSON MAKES HIS WAY TO THE KITCHEN QUIETLY.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. KITCHEN. MORNING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE PUTS THE GROCERIES AWAY.

ELIJAH ENTERS THE KITCHEN , HE WEARS UNDERWEAR ONLY. 

ANGLE ON ELIJAH AGE 13-14, IN THE DOORWAY.

ESTABLISHING SHOT, ELIJAH.

HE’S A RADIANT YOUNGMAN, LATE TO MID TEENS AT BEST, PRINCELY, BOYISH GOOD LOOKS, A GLITTERING SMILE AND AN AMBIGUOUS SEXUAL ENERGY THAT FILLS THE ROOM WHOLE. 

HIS FEATURES ARE FINE, AND DELICATE, HIS LIPS AND CHEEKS ROSY RED, EYES, SPARKLING BLUE, HIS HAIR, A MESS OF DARK CURLS.

HE TAKES A SEAT AT THE TABLE, SLEEPY EYED.

THERE IS A STRANGE PAUSE AND THEN:

LAWSON

Did you eat? I went looking for you last night.

ELIJAH
No. Fucked up night. I got ripped off, got a hold of some bad acid.  Lost my phone book, with every important phone number I had in the world in it, almost got hit by a car, just, a fucked up night. Almost got shot, by a cop, it’s a long story.

LAWSON
Happens like that sometimes, but, you still have to take the time to eat something, that’s not good for you. 
INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. KITCHEN. MORNING.

C.U. EGG’S COOKING IN A FRYING PAN.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH, LAWSON COOKS  BREAKFAST, ELIJAH SITS AT THE TABLE.

PRESENTLY, WE HEAR THE VOICE OF LAWSON;

LAWSON V.O.

In order to understand, a guy like ELIJAH, and I guess, why I like him so much, I need only look at myself, or my kid brother, before the suicide. But truth is, it’s hard to really understand a guy like Eli.  He’s not really like me at all, or RANDY for that matter, he’s different, truth is, I just admire him, for who, he’s not. He’s not a fake. He’s not, pretentious, or a wanna’ be, anything. The thing about, Eli is, he’s not, some stuck in the mud little runaway shit, from the Midwest at all, nor is he, some, frail assed little white boy, running away from one kind of, fucked up, evil abuse and tragic horror story after another. No, Eli’s not running away from anything, or anyone. I actually think, that he’s running head long into- 

LAWSON Cont.

-everything, and everyone. He’s actually, a rich kid from the city, with great parents, and nannies, and tutors, and people who loved the shit out of him. Everything anyone could want, horse’s and shit, a swimming pool. But sometimes, everything, is not nearly enough, sometimes, the only thing you really need, is the freedom to be yourself. So, I guess you could say, he chose, to be hated for what he is, rather than loved, for who he’s not. 

(OMITTED SCENE)

-FLASH BACK---

EXT.  BALTIMORE GREAT ESTATES. DAY

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AGE 12-13, FIGHTING WITH HIS PARENTS ON THE 

GREAT LAWN OF A MANSION. HIS CLOTHES, AND GAY PORNO MAGAZINES, BEING TOSSED ONTO THE GROUNDS BELOW, FROM AN UPSTAIRS WINDOW.

-BACK TO PRESENT---

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

Eli’s, just a gay kid, with no shame to his game, and here he is, out here, slumming it with us, trying to swallow it all down. All in one, great big, gulp. He’s got balls, maybe that’s why, I, look out for him.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. KITCHEN, DINING TABLE. MORNING. 

LAWSON AND ELIJAH EATING BREAKFAST.

SILENCE AND THEN:

SOUND NOW: ALL AT HYPER SPEED, TRUTH AS FARCE.
WE SEGUE, INTO: PUBLIC LAUNDROMAT.

ELIJAH /SFX.
So anyway, I got him all tied up now, and he’s in the great dane position, and I’m fucking the shit out of him, I mean, a good deep 
dickin’, is taking place here... And, I’m on coke too, I mean, we both are, so, I’m thinking, this is gonna’ be an all night fuck, right?

INT. PUBLIC LAUNDROMAT. MORNING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH DOING LAUNDRY.

ABOUT TEN OTHER CUSTOMERS IN THE PLACE, THEIR FACES TELL THE STORY WELL.

INT. / EXT.  NIGHT / DAY. VARIOUS FLASHBACKS OF THESE EVENTS THROUGHOUT, THE FOLLOWING. T.B.A.  I’VE DECIDED, THESE SHOULD BE FILMED, NON- SCRIPTED, FOR COLLABORATIVE REASONS.

ELIJAH Cont.

Ya’ know what I’m saying, so, anyway, he’s screaming like a goddamn, monkey crack whore, and all of a sudden, in walks his fuckin’, wife! Only, the bitch, is in this cop’s uniform! 

So, naturally, I’m thinking, the hell you say cowboy, this shit’s gonna’ cost you extra, you taught me that one, only, she starts freaking the fuck out on us, instead of joining us, so now, he’s freaking out, she’s freaking out, and I just wanna’ get paid by this time and go... Now remember, I still got him tied up now, and all of a sudden, he starts acting like a goddamned trapped gibbon, trying to get free! So then, it hits me! She’s a real fucking cop, and she ain’t planing to join in, in- fact, she wasn’t expecting to come home and find her old man, doggy style, taking one for the home team, ya’ know what I mean, and then it really hits me, this bitch is still behind me, and I know, this can’t be good, especially, with my record for breaking up happy homes, and with the cops in general, you know what I’m saying?

And right at about that moment, he brakes loose, and I just, jump the fuck up, and I’m searching for my jeans now, and I remember, we got a trail of clothes an’ shit, all over this fucking house, I mean, from the front door, to the bed room, we got clothes everywhere! The next thing I know, they’re fighting, I mean, they’re fighting like two men would fight! It was fucking surreal! It was a fist fight, two feet to my left, and I mean, they’re beating the shit out of each other. But hey, I got my jeans now, in one hand, underwear and boots in the other, I see my tee shirt, and it’s on my way, and I’m collecting my shit as I go down the hall, I mean, I’m not sticking around for this shit, fuck the money, fuck the drugs on the coffee table, fuck this whole scene is what I’m thinking... I mean, sometimes, it’s just time to clear out, you know, let a couple have a moment, to themselves. But now, I’m-

ELIJAH Cont.

-trapped in the fucking place, they got those double dead bolt locks, on the doors. I swear, I couldn’t get the fuck out of the place. I had to climb out, through the doggie door! Goddamn snoopy dog, followed me half of the way to the bus stop, I’m telling you, he didn’t even want to stick around for that scene, and he lived there! I’m telling you LAWSON, I’m never going back to that bar again, I always pick up the weirdest guys there, and six bucks now for a cocktail?

That place, is just bad vibes these days, bad vibes, full of snobs, rich married men, guys with, cop wives and over priced drinks. Bad vibes, and that’s just the kind of place, that can get my fake I.D. snatched, ya’ know! And for what, bad vibes.

LAWSON

Yeah, I was there for a minute myself last night, It’s definitely not healthy.

(OMITTED SCENE)

LAWSON SURVEYS THE LAUNDROMAT CUSTOMERS NOW.

ANGLE ON THE FACES.

ELIJAH HAS CLEARED HALF OF THEM OUT, WITH THIS FRANK CONVERSATION.  

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. PUBLIC LAUNDROMAT. MORNING.

ANGLE ON AN OLD WOMAN, AS SHE COLLECTS THE LAST OF HER CLOTHES, LEAVING SHE MUMBLES...

OLD WOMAN

Shamefulness... Young people today! If I wasn’t a Christian woman, I’d put the blood of Jesus Christ on you, but he might just strike you down dead, right where you stand!

ANGLE ON THE OLD WOMAN, ON HER WAY-TO THE FRONT DOOR, AND SHE EXITS DISGUSTED, LEAVING A TRAIL OF DROPPED SOCKS AND UNDERWEAR BEHIND HER.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH NOW, HE CONTINUES WITHOUT REGARD UNDAUNTED.

ELIJAH

So, do you think you could get me some of that vodka, this morning?

(Omitted Scenes)

LAWSON SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY STREETS. MORNING. (MOVING).

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH, WALKING DOWN THE 

STREETS WITH LAUNDRY, GROCERY BAGS, AND SMOKES DANGLING FROM THEIR LIPS.

IN THE B.G., PEOPLE OUT AND ABOUT, STORES OPENING UP,

ETC.

ELIJAH Cont.

So, this crazy fucking guy, is so waked out of his mind, that he starts going off on this guy, he said he knew, back in Atlanta. The one who’s dying. So, this guy’s dying right, only he doesn’t want it to be of the big C, you know what I mean? It’s like, anything but Cancer is what he’s saying. So, this guy at the bar tells me, the guy went out and hired this hustler, now this guy, was supposedly some kind of doctor, only now, he doesn’t practice anymore, he’s too sick or something now, anyway, so he can still get all of this shit, you know, drugs for the pain, a scalpel a rib spreader, shit like that, all the stuff they would need to do this thing with. And he’s like, schooling this hustler on how to use all of this shit. On him, when the time comes-

LAWSON

The hustlers, a doctor?

ELIJAH

No, no, no... The guy, who’s dying of the big C, is the doctor, 

keep up LAWSON, anyway, all of his life, he was some kind of weird, neurotic nymphomaniac, some weird shit, I don’t know what you call it, couldn’t control himself, the guy was like, always fucking-

ELIJAH Cont.

-everything that moved. Like a rabbit or something, he couldn’t help it though. But anyway, he knew those kinds of low life hustler’s because of it, you know? I mean, he had to search for weeks before he found the right hustler, to perform, that particular service, you know? So anyway, he finds this guy, and explains it all to him, about how he’s dying of the big C, and all of that, and he tells the guy, that- 
-he’s not going out like that, it’s not operable, what are you going to do? So he goes out, and, with the help of the first hustler guy, they- 

hire a second hustler, because it’s going to take, atleast two, to do this thing, and it was a friend, of the guy, I was telling you about, at the bar, that’s how he knows all of this, it’s first hand shit. So, anyway, the plan is, he’ll pay these guy’s, each, five thousand large, plus all the coke they can do, and all they have to do, is fuck him, drug him up, with the special medical drugs, which he provides, cut open his chest, take the rib spreader, open him up, and fuck him in his heart, until, he’s completely fuckin’ dead. Now, I ask you, is that not, the sickest shit you’ve heard all day, or what?! But, think about it... For five grand... I don’t know? 

I mean, It’s not my heart that’s heavy with cream of, some young guy, plus, you know, it’s a memory that’ll last, a life time, and the stupid fuck was dying anyway.

LAWSON

Okay, now tell me how you meet these insane fucking people, again? I mean, to even sit around a bar, and tell that story, a person, has to be lacking some sort of brain chemical, they’d have to be. Jesus, I feel dirty just talking to you, Eli. I feel like, I need another shower, just, walking on the same side of this, sidewalk with you! Go, walk on that side for a while.

ELIJAH

Hey, five grand... Like, you wouldn’t at least think about it, if it were offered to you, I know I would, hey, let’s get some of those cigars too, the fat ones.

LAWSON, JUST SHOOTS HIM A LOOK. 

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

(Omitted Scene)

EXT. LIQUOR STORE. MORNING. 

ANGLE ON ELIJAH WAITING OUTSIDE.

AS THE VIEW LOOSENS, WE SEE, THAT EARLY IN THE MORNING IT MAYBE-

MEN ARE CRUISING ELIJAH, AND HE LOVES IT.

INT. LIQUOR STORE. MORNING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AT THE COUNTER. 

HE PEERS OUT, O.S., THROUGH THE GLASS, TO SEE  ELIJAH.

EXT. LIQUOR STORE. MORNING.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE CHATS WITH A COUPLE OF POTENTIAL JOHNS.

NOTHING AUDIBLE NEEDED-

ELIJAH, HAS THAT CHARM, AND THOSE LOOKS.

IN THE B.G. INSIDE THE STORE, LAWSON SIMPLY SHAKES HIS HEAD IN DISBELIEF AT THIS.

INT. LIQUOR STORE. MORNING.

LAWSON, PAY’S THE CLERK AND EXITS THE STORE.

                                                                                                                 CUT TO: 

EXT. SIDEWALK.  LAWSON’S NEIGHBORHOOD. TWENTY MINUTES LATER. (MOVING).

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH, WALKING DOWN THE STREET. 

LAWSON

I just don’t know Eli, I mean, I really need to get some sleep before tonight. It’s Friday night, you know, busy, busy, busy. Lot’s of money tonight, I thought, I might go down by the pier tonight, a change of scene, I think, maybe you should go down there too, with me. We could do, the two way thing, with the tourist, that’s like eighty bucks a pop, straight kink. We barely even have to work for it, when we do it like that, you know that, we’ll do like, three tricks and call it a night, two hundred and forty bucks, right there, easy money. What do you say, and I can keep an eye out for you? 

ELIJAH

Just, let me do this thing first, you’ll, hardly even know were there, trust me, LAWSON.

LAWSON
Bullshit, look, you wanted my opinion, so there it is. 

I just think, it’s a stupid idea, it’s the same thing as, having a pimp. What do I  look like, some crack whore, who needs some guy to- 

-protect me by taking all of my money, save me, from myself, and my cash? That’s for bitches Eli, come on, were better than that shit.

ELIJAH
But that’s not what it’s about, at all, listen again, only this time, hear me, on call, exclusive parties, out calls only. It’s a totally better class of people too, my kind of people. Rich guy’s!

LAWSON
Just tell me again, in English, why you need my apartment?

ELIJAH
You know, for a youngman, you don’t listen too good. Because, you have to have an address to get on with these guys, I told you that, three times already. Otherwise, they may as well, just go right out on to the streets and get any, skank assed punk, that’s not what they’re 
about, look, they come over, they meet us, sort of, check us out, and then, if they like what they see, and why not, we’re a class act, and then, we’re in. In like flin.

-FLASHBACK---

INT. A NIGHTCLUB. NIGHT.

ELIJAH IN A CLUB, NOTHING AUDIBLE OVER THE CLUB MUSIC.

TALKING TO: RICHIE, ANTONIO, AND CAROLS. A DANGEROUS LOOKING MOTLEY CREW, RICHIE HANDS ELIJAH A PHONE NUMBER.

-BACK TO PRESENT---

ELIJAH Cont.

You get a pager and everything, and when it goes off, you just call in, get the instructions, and a driver comes and picks you up. Simple as that, it’s better than an escort agency, but the best part is, they send a car for you, can you believe that shit?! You get a fucking driver! No more working the streets, or those, skank assed clubs, like the 101 room, I mean, that place is really bad vibes.

LAWSON

I just think, it all sounds too good to be true, like there’s a catch. And that mean’s, there usually is, unlike you, my young friend, I may have been born last night, but I’ve been up, all day.

ELIJAH

Goddamn your cynical, do you have any idea, how cynical you sound right now, who the hell pissed in your corn flakes, because it wasn’t me, okay? Okay, what’s the catch you say, okay, as I understand it, what ever the guy gives you, for payment, you can only keep like, twenty-five percent, I think that’s what he said, the guy at the club, RICHIE, I think is his name. I got the number right here though, the rest, you give to the driver. But still, it’s like a guaranteed two or three hundred bucks in your pocket, that’s per trick, LAWSON. And the room, everything else, is paid for. It’s all, paid for, can you believe it?

LAWSON

And you, don’t think there’s something, just a

little bit wrong with all of that, do you? You don’t think that, maybe, that sounds just a little, too easy for all of that cash, this all just, sounds, perfectly normal to you, doesn’t it? These guy’s sound like the Mob Eli, regular gangster’s. You’re crazy if you get mixed up with all of this, but, just leave me out of it, if you do.

ELIJAH
They are gangster’s LAWSON, I never said they weren’t gangster’s.

They’re the new gangster’s. Come on, just meet them with me, come on, Please, I promise,  if you don’t like them, then, I won’t do it either. But I’m telling you, these guys are the real deal, I should have called them last weekend, when I first met them at the club. After last- 

ELIJAH Cont.

-night, man, I need a change, and so do you. We’re going to make a lot of money LAWSON, a lot of money! 

Trust somebody for once, will you?

(OMITTED SCENE)

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. AFTERNOON.

ANGLE ON THE FRONT DOOR. 

AS ELIJAH ANSWERS IT, ELIJAH’S POV

ENTER: RICHIE, ANTONIO, AND CARLOS. ARC SHOTS OF THE GROUP.

MID- TWENTIES THROUGH THE EARLY TO MID THIRTIES, WITH THE OLDEST BEING RICHIE.

THEY SHOW AN IMMEDIATE INDICATION OF DANGER, MYSTICISM,

AND INTRIGUE, BUT OVER ALL, THESE MEN ARE VERY PLEASANT TO THE EYES.

ELIJAH

RICHIE, so good to see you again man. Hey, sorry 

I waited so long, but I told you I’d call right?

LAWSON NODS HELLO.

ELIJAH Cont.

Oh yeah, this is my friend, that I was telling you about, LAWSON. He want’s to hear all about what you guy’s got goin’ too, we think it sounds like a good idea.

LAWSON

Well, Eli was telling me a little bit, not much though-

ELIJAH
Can I get you guy’s something to drink?

I got some of that vodka, that you guy’s were drinking at the club, that Russian stuff. Stoli. Cause I remembered, that’s what you were drinking, and it was good. Come on in, make yourselves comfortable, have a seat, I figured we could talk in here.

THEY MAKE THEIR WAY INSIDE, SITTING DOWN AT THE TABLE NOW.

RICHIE

I’ll have a shot of that, It’s good shit right?

ELIJAH

Oh yea, the best...

RICHIE
Oh, let me introduce everybody here, this is ANTONIO, and that’s CARLOS. That’s everybody, were like a family.

ELIJAH
Shot’s for the family then?










CUT TO:

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. DINNING ROOM.  LATER, SAME AFTERNOON. 

SUDDENLY, THE TRIO SEEM AS HARMLESS AS THE FURNITURE IN THE ROOM. WHILE THE AIR REMAINS A LITTLE THICK WITH CIGAR SMOKE,  GENERAL UNCERTAINTIES AND THE EVER UNEASY CLOUDS OF SUSPICIONS, MINGLED WITH THE HINT OF DANGER. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ELIJAH, RICHIE, ANTONIO AND CARLOS AT THE TABLE,

THE BOTTLE OF VODKA ALMOST EMPTY. THE ATMOSPHERE SEMI- RELAXED.

ANTONIO

The problem, with most of that shit was, there was no real money in it, but this, is a sure fucking thing. With RICHIES contacts, shit, it’s perfect, no need to ask- “where’s the beef”, here, that’s for sure. And, we’ve worked all of the kink’s out already, hell, we even got some straight boy’s interested, for that kind of money.

RICHIE
But that shit won’t fly, the key here, is professionalism.

I mean, I don’t give a bugs dick, who people like to kiss,

but, if I’m in on this thing, I need the pro’s, because, that’s what my clientele demand. And no straight guy, just looking to get paid, one night, is going be able to do this, the right way. I mean, you can’t go from MS. PACMAN, down at SHELLIES arcade, to sucking cock,-

RICHIE Cont.

-just because the moneys good, I need pro’s, and that means fag’s, no offense to you guy’s. I mean, I got clients lined up out the ass, and let’s face it, I’m certainly not going to sleep with them, but that’s where you two come in, I mean, you’re already doing it anyway, so, why not get paid what your worth for it, why not, we all get paid for it?

CARLOS 

Hell yeah, we’ll set everything up for you, everything’s safe, nobody fuck’s with you, trust me on that, or they’ll end up, seriously missing from the planet. And all the hotel’s that you’ll frequent, we already own the security guards, in fact, most of the time, they will be your eye’s and ears for the real trouble out there. You can trust them.

They’ll be looking out for you, RICHIES got them in pocket. I told you boy’s, we’ve got all of the kinks worked out already, we’ve been doing this with the ladies for sometime. Shit, over a year and a half in BALTIMORE, and NEW YORK too. 

LAWSON
So, what’s our take, what’s this twenty five percent I heard about?

CARLOS
Twenty-five percent, who told you that? Dream on Nancy boy, twenty percent is what you get. Which is more than great, on average, that’s about three hundred and fifty dollars per client, that you’ll see. Plus, all of the clients are instructed to tip well, for services rendered, and they do, these guy’s are our regulars. Professionals.

You’re going to average, about five to seven bills a date. Time’s that, by about, two to three dates a night, each. You do the math, but I know, it’s worth it. Right now, you’re turning what, a hundred thirty, one fifty a night, working your ass off, taking all kinds of unnecessary risks, sucking Dick’s in cars, behind bars? 

LAWSON
Then I don’t get it, how much are you making, if we’re just getting twenty percent? It seems to me, we’re doing all of the work, I’m not trying to be rude or anything, but think about it, and how many- 

LAWSON Cont.

-more, of us, are there out there, besides just me and Eli? I mean, you guy’s are making a killing, off of us, on our back’s.

RICHIE
I like this guy, first of all, I don’t think that was rude at all, I think it was a very good question, and it shows that you pay attention. I hate stupid people, that don’t pay attention, your very smart. Okay, first of all, you’re really not doing all of the work, you see, our clients like a- 
-little recreation with their ideal sex. I try to deliver both, get it, the  boy, the girl and the blow. Or what ever else it is, that floats their boat. You name it, I sell it. You deliver it, and deliver yourself. Total-

-package, one pre-set, brokered price, and I’ve been doing this very successfully with the ladies, for over a year and a half now. And, not one arrest, and then it hit me, half of my clients are well to do gay men with lot’s of disposable income. They love to party, maybe, they don’t want to party alone no more. Now, I’ll Admit, that this part is a little new to me, and you’ll be the first. But, I’ve been talking to some of my best, gay customers, and they seem, all up for the idea, no pun intended. We’re just, like your agents, and you’re ours, free lance, sort of, really, you’re keeping almost all of you sex money, you’re just, delivering my packages for me, and collecting my cash for it. I mean, I get some of it, but I think the tips, off shoot that, I have expenses- 

CARLOS

-And we are not pimps, that just, sounds so bad. We’re drug dealers, with shit on the side. That sounds so much better to me, I mean, pimps beat up on people, intimidate people, hurt people, we don’t beat up on ladies, or fags, if thats what you were worried about.

ANTONIO
Just don’t fuck with the product. Once you deliver it into his hands, and he gives you the money, then, you can get as freaky, and high with him as you want to, you can do as much of it, as you, and him want to for the rest of the night. 

It’s paid for, the moment it leaves your hands, into his hands. At the end of the run, minus the tip, turn everything over to the driver. RICHIE finds, and unless you don’t want it like this, that a giant- 
ANTONIO Cont.

-check every three or four days, seems to help you guys out more than just, daily money at the end of the shift. That’s the way most of the girls do it, they get like, two or three grand every three or four days. They just live on the tips mostly, put the rest in the bank, which ain’t bad, and RICHIE won’t fuck you on money, he won’t fuck you, even when one of the girls had a problem once, she thought, she was due more than she was, I’ve personally seen RICHIE, come out of his own pocket, and give that to her. And then- 

-later, when she figured it out, did he ask for that nine hundred dollars back? No! Because that’s the kind of guy he is.

RICHIE
These guy’s, range from, some of my hornier bankers, to doctors and lawyers. I even have an ambassador from New York City. You name it, they all buy from me. We have a Spanish consulate, a Mexican General who has a taste for the cocaine, and an even bigger tastes for the young boy’s. You name it, you’d meet them, these guy’s come into Baltimore, out of NEW YORK, and DC, and party here, with me, because it’s all about privacy, and that’s what we want to continue with this new service.

LAWSON
And just what is it, that we do?

RICHIE

Do what you do best, and count your money.

These are not your blue velvet, run of the mill freaks here.

And your not minute boy’s anymore, nor are you, choir boy’s.
Sometimes you’ll be paid for whole nights with one person, even whole weekends sometimes. The hourly fee’s are a thing of the past, and the tip’s alone, will make it all seem like, taking candy from a baby, a sleeping baby. I set, a set fee, depending on what they want.

You’re date ends, when the client wants it to end, the longer the date, the better. 

ELIJAH

Did I not tell you LAWSON, this is a fuckin’ sweet deal 

man?!

LAWSON

And when, would all of this come together?

RICHIE

My shit’s in place, for the most part, a couple of phone calls to my big spenders, let them know, I got a couple of boy toy’s now too. Maybe as early as midnight, but remember, you’re it, I only have- 
-you two, so, you might be a little busy for a while, that is, if you’re in?

LAWSON

Why so few, I mean, there’s tons of other boy’s out there?

RICHIE

I’m really not in the habit to advertise, such services and job openings. I just saw your man Eli, dancing at the club the other night, and I thought, he’d be perfect, something about his attitude, the way he had all of these guy’s, and girls, just eating out of his hands. Kid must have turned, four tricks in two and a half hours at that club the other night, I was impressed, and he never broke a sweat or even had a hair out of place. I just kept watching him, and then, I gave him my number and told him to give me a call. And I said to CARLOS, that kid is a gold mine, that’s who we need right there. You know, most of these fag’s out here, that I’ve seen so far, are homeless skanks. But now you, and your boy Eli here, apples and oranges.

I think I can work with that, youth, there’s something about youth and older men. They seem to love it, eat the shit up, I wish I could bottle it like Pepsi, I’d be rich as fuck. But now that maybe, you’re interested, maybe I don’t need to bottle it. Maybe you two, can be my eye’s and ears for some more fresh blood too. New talent, no fucking speed freaks, nothing worst than a gay speed freak. I figure, we need about five or six more to really make some money. Too many, and that’s no good, too few, and you guys never get a break, and I want you guy’s to be happy too.That’s why we need about four to six, clean cut, good-looking, tall, slim boy’s. And what ever else it is, that you do, I don’t wanna’ know. And the younger the better, for some reason everybody’s a chicken hawk these day’s, or is it called twinkie chaser now? What ever it is, I want a Black one, a Hispanic one and an Asian one too. And a couple- 
RICHIE Cont.

-more of those white ones, just like yourselves. Just for good measure, people love that vanilla shit. I, personally, need a little color in my world, but we’ll make some serious money if we give the people what they want. First rule of busy- ness, do you have a product that the people want, or need? Oh, I think so, I think so. 

Next rule, is there a market? I think so, I think so. Next rule, can you meet the demands of that market? I don’t know, I don’t know. Do I have you boy’s onboard, or not?

ELIJAH

I want in-

RICHIE

Good, let’s make this happen, but the one, who impresses me most now, still needs to think about it huh? Antonio, give me your pager.

ANTONIO HANDS RICHIE HIS PAGER.

RICHIE GIVES IT TO ELIJAH.

LAWSON

And what if things just don’t work out?

RICHIE

Than find me a replacement, as good or better than you, that’s all, and walk away.

A PAUSE AND THEN:

LAWSON

Okay, I’m in. I’ll try it.

MUSIC NOW: ORIGINAL SCORE.

RICHIE

All right, you had me worried for a second there, because after meeting you today, I really don’t think I could launch this now, without you. You’re smart, and you have street smarts I can tell. 

And I want you to take charge, of the guy’s, as they come onboard. CARLOS, pager ! 

CARLOS HANDS RICHIE HIS PAGER.

RICHIE GIVES IT TO LAWSON.

RICHIE Cont.

Gentleman, welcome to the wonderful world of better living, through sex and drugs. 

RICHIE COUNTS OUT A WAD OF BILLS.

HE PUTS THEM ON THE TABLE.

SWIGS FROM THE VODKA BOTTLE AND STANDS 

TO EXIT. 

RICHIE Cont.

A little sign on, to seal the deal, buy yourselves something pretty. 

Remember, there are no poor people in this organization, dress the part. We gotta’, get going, lot of phone calls need to take place before tonight, to make all of this happen, answer those pagers.
CARLOS, you got that, and call STAVROS too. I’ll page you guy’s, with more info. There is a lot of money to be made, and we are going to make it all, so, make me rich!

(OMITTED SCENES)

(OMITTED SCENES)

AND WITH THAT, RICHIE, ANTONIO AND CARLOS SAY THEIR GOOD-BYES, AND EXIT OUT THE FRONT DOOR.

SFX: THE SOUND OF PAGERS GOING OFF.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. RESTROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH IN THE MIRROR.

LAWSON AND ELIJAH, GETTING DRESSED.

SUITS AND TIES, THEY SPARKLE TONIGHT.

THE MUSIC NOW: AS IT TURNS TO:

“LET’S GO OUT TONIGHT”  WANG CHUNG

THROUGHOUT WHAT FOLLOWS.

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY SKY LINE. NIGHT.

EXT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. RAIN. MOVING.

INT. TOWNCAR. BACK SEAT. NIGHT. RAIN. MOVING. 

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, BEING CHAUFFEURED THROUGH THE DOWNTOWN

DISTRICT’S WET STREETS.

EXT. ANOTHER TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

INT. ANOTHER TOWNCAR. BACK SEAT. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, BEING CHAUFFEURED THROUGH THE WET RIVER FRONT DISTRICT STREETS.

MUSIC CONTINUES.

EXT. WESTIN PLAZA HOTEL. NIGHT. RAIN.

EXT. WESTIN PLAZA HOTEL. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON THE  TOWNCAR, AS IT PULLS INTO THE HOTEL.  

LAWSON EXITS THE VEHICLE  AND DISAPPEARS INTO THE TALL GLASS STRUCTURE.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. ELEVATOR. GOING UP.  WESTIN HOTEL. NIGHT.

INT. ELEVATOR. WESTIN PLAZA HOTEL. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON IN THE GLASS ELEVATOR.

INT. ELEVATOR. PLAZA HOTEL. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE STEPS OFF OF THE ELEVATOR AND WALKS DOWN THE LONG CORRIDOR TO ROOM 6708.

THE MUSIC FADES NOW, WITH THE KNOCK AT THE DOOR.

EXT.  SUITE 6708.  PLAZA HOTEL.  NIGHT.

AND THE DOOR OPENS, TO REVEAL; STAVROS. AN ELEGANT CAVALIER OF ABOUT 50-55, TALL, FIT, TONED AND WELL TANNED. HE SPEAKS WITH AN ACCENT. 

STAVROS

Hello, I’m STAVROS. And you, you must be LAWSON?

Mr.Vandange did not do you justice over the telephone.

You are quite handsome indeed. Please, won’t you come, in please?

INT. STAVRO’S HOTEL SUITE. #6708. NIGHT.

LAWSON ENTERS THE HOTEL SUITE, APPREHENSIVE AT FIRST.

STAVROS CLOSES AND LOCKS THE DOOR.
STAVROS Cont.

Do you have something for me?

LAWSON

Oh, yes. Yes, I do.

(OMITTED SCENE)

LAWSON HANDS OVER A NEAT LITTLE PACKAGE 

WRAPPED IN RED VELVET CLOTH.

ANGLE ON STAVROS, HE OPENS IT AT ONCE, POURING IT OUT ONTO

THE COFFEE TABLE.

IT’S ABOUT THREE EIGHT BALLS OF COCAINE.

SOME PILLS AND SOME ROCK COCAINE AS WELL, GLASS PIPE INCLUDED.

STAVROS

Please, my handsome guest, have a seat, make yourself comfortable. Let me take your jacket, and get you a drink.
Me, I’m having brandy myself, what would you like?

LAWSON

I’ll have the same, please. Thank you.

STAVROS

Excellent.

STAVROS TAKES LAWSON’S COAT AND POURS 

HIM A BRANDY, JOINING HIM AT THE  SOFA.

STAVROS Cont.

Please have a seat, we are early yet and dinner is still, one and a half hours away. I made us reservations, at the continental room, I hope you don’t mind.

(OMITTED SCENES)

LAWSON SITS DOWN ON THE PLUSH SOFA.

STAVROS JOINS HIM AND BEGINS TO CUT THE COKE WITH A RAZOR BLADE. HE MAKES LARGE LINES AND THEN, SNORTS ONE. A PAUSE AND THEN HE OFFERS LAWSON, WHO SNORTS A LARGE LINE AS WELL.

SOON STAVROS  MOVES IN CLOSER, REACHING OUT FOR HIS HAND. 

LAWSON COMPLIES EXTENDING IT OUTWARD. STAVROS KISSES 

IT AND THEN DUMPS ENOUGH COKE ON HIS ARM TO 

DROP AN ELEPHANT. HE QUICKLY SNORTS IT ALL OFF.

THE SOUND NOW: CLUB MUSIC. CLUB VOLUME. “CRAZY FOR YOU” MADONNA.

(OMITTED SCENES)

INT. CONTINENTAL ROOM. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON THE VIP TABLE, STAVROS AND LAWSON HIGH AS 

A KITE, THEIR DINNER ,COLD ON THE TABLE AND UNTOUCHED.

THEY ARE ENJOYING EACH OTHER’S COMPANY, MORE THAN THE FOOD ON THE TABLE.

EXT. BALTIMORE SKY LINE. NIGHT.

SEGUE INTO-

EXT. BALTIMORE BOAT HARBOR. A 255 FT. YACHT. NIGHT. BALTIMORE IN THE B.G.            

INT. YACHT CABIN. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH AND AN OLDER GENTLEMAN

HAVING SEX.  JUST SHAPES AND SHADOWS WITH THE 

MOON LIGHT. GLASSES OF WINE AND DRUGS, LEFT OUT IN THE OPEN, EVERYTHING SWAYING WITH THE HIGH TIDE.

CLUB MUSIC CONTINUES.

(OMITTED SCENES)

INT. CONTINENTAL ROOM. LATER. NIGHT.

MUSIC: “YOU’RE THE FIRST, THE LAST, MY EVERYTHING” BARRY WHITE.

LAWSON’S DANCE. A CHOREOGRAPHED EVENT.

LAWSON AND STAVROS ON THE DANCE FLOOR, THEY SEEM TO BE A LITTLE EXCITED, PERHAPS TOO EXCITED.

LAWSON HAS TRANSFORMED THE DANCE, INTO SOMETHING MUCH MORE INTIMATE THAN JUST MERE FLIRTATION. STAVROS, IS RIVETED BY THIS.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. STAVROS’ HOTEL SUITE.  #6708. AT THE DOOR.

AS LAWSON AND STAVROS STRUGGLE TO GET 

INTO THE ROOM, THEY’RE ALL OVER EACH 

OTHER.

INT. STAVRO’S HOTEL SUITE. #6708. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE DANCES FOR STAVROS, HIS EYES BURNING INTO HIM AS THEY UNDRESS EACH OTHER.

EXT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

INT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, BEING CHAUFFEURED HOME.

(OMITTED SCENE)

THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC. “TIME FOR ME TO FLY” REO SPEEDWAGON.

INT. STAVROS HOTEL SUITE. #6708. DAWN RISING FAST IN THE B.G.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, GETTING DRESSED IN THE BIG MIRROR.

STAVROS, BEHIND HIM, KISSES HIS NECK AS HE DRESSES.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. TOWNCAR. MORNING. MOVING.

INT. THE BACK SEAT OF THE TOWNCAR. MORNING. MOVING.

LAWSON’S LONG RIDE HOME.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. HALLWAY. MORNING.

LAWSON TURNS THE KEY AND ENTERS THE APARTMENT. CURTAINS DRAWN TIGHT. ELIJAH, SITS ON THE SOFA IN UNDERWEAR.

ELIJAH

And how was your night, sunshine ?

LAWSON

Fantastic,  I just realized something...

ELIJAH

Me too, but you first.

LAWSON

I’ve been doin this all wrong, for way too long, and I made a four hundred dollar tip, and he was so nice to me, and so handsome. Sexy, he was even sexy, and romantic. 

ELIJAH

I did heroin, for the first time in my life tonight.

A  PAUSE.

LAWSON FLOPS DOWN NEXT TO ELIJAH.

LAWSON

And how was that?

ELIJAH

See for yourself.

MUSIC NOW: “HURT” JOHNNY CASH- RE MAKE.

INT. LAWSON’S LIVING ROOM. MORNING.

ANGLE CLOSE ON, COFFEE TABLE. ON IT, ABOUT A QUARTER OF A GRAM OF CHINA WHITE.

ANGLE ON LAWSON’S FACE.

INT. LAWSON’S LIVING ROOM. CURTAINS DRAWN TIGHT. LATER.

LAWSON AND ELIJAH ON THE SOFA. ELIJAH INSERTS THE NEEDLE INTO LAWSON’S ARM AND HE QUICKLY TURNS OFF.

FADE OUT.

 (OMITTED SCENE)

FADE IN:

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. SAME AS BEFORE. DUSK.

SUN FADING  IN B.G. THROUGH THE CURTAINS, LAWSON AND ELIJAH STILL ON THE SOFA. UNCHANGED. 

MUSIC CONTINUES.

ELIJAH

Let’s go out, we’ve been sitting on this sofa for the last nine hours. We’re rich, and the night is opon us, again. We’re young, we should go out, don’t you think?

LAWSON

What the hell, but bring the drugs.

                                                                                                                           CUT TO:

EXT. BAR NO. 3. AS A TAXI PULLS UP. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH, AS THEY EXIT THE TAXI, ON CLOUD NINE- FROM JUPITER.

EXT. BAR NO.3. NIGHT. 

FX: THE LSD LENS, AND ALL OF ITS SPLENDID COLORS.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE LOOKS UP AT THE NIGHT SKY, BALTIMORE TOWERS IN THE B.G. AND THE CLOUDS RACE ACROSS THE SKY AT BREAKNECK SPEEDS. HE SLAPS HIMSELF ON THE FACE, IN AN ATTEMPT TO SOBER UP, TAKES A SECOND LOOK UP AT THE NIGHT CLOUDS NOW, AND THEY RETURN TO SOMEWHAT NORMAL SHAPES, COLORS AND SPEEDS NOW, BUT EVERYTHING ELSE AROUND HIM SEEMS TO BE DISTORTED. HE SHAKES IT OFF AND CONTINUES ANYWAY.

LAWSON Cont.

Listen to me, when we get inside, I think you should make a gesture to MIKE. You know, something nice, you peed in his trash can.

ELIJAH

Fuck MIKE, he hates me.

LAWSON

He doesn’t hate you, you pissed in his trash can, just do it for me then.

INT. BAR NO. 3. NIGHT.

LAWSON AND ELIJAH ENTER AND MAKE THEIR

WAY TO THE BAR.

AT THE BAR: ANGLE ON MIKE.

MIKE

Mutt and fuckin’ Jeff, how’s tricks?

(To LAWSON)

Missed you last night.

LAWSON

Long story, remind me to tell you about it when I’m not so fucked up.

MIKE

When’s that suppose to be? 

(To ELIJAH)

Hey kid...

LAWSON

Say hello Eli.

MIKE

Has your boyfriend got you potty trained tonight?

ELIJAH

Yeah, sorry about that trash can thing, I was a little fucked up that night, it won’t happen again.

MIKE

Your a good kid, now, what can I get you? The usual LAWSON ?

ELIJAH

Not tonight, and I’m buying, so, how about a top shelf round, the good stuff, and don’t forget to pour yourself one too, thanks much.

MIKE

Yeah, right, I like mine neat, neat and exorbitant in price.

ELIJAH

Well lets do that for everyone then, top shelf please.

ELIJAH HANDS MIKE A FIFTY DOLLAR BILL.

THE BAR IS NOT BUSY YET, MAYBE SEVEN OR EIGHT PEOPLE

ANGLE ON MIKE,  AS HE HOLDS THE BILL UP TO THE LIGHT TO CHECK IT.

ELIJAH Cont.

You like that, looks pretty good right?

Careful with that one, I just made it, might still be a little 

wet around the picture. If you’d like, I can make you some too,

for a small fee of course, it’s all in the paper that you use.

MIKE SHOOTS ELIJAH A LOOK.

THEN HE GOES AROUND THE BAR TAKING ORDERS.

MIKE

Top shelf, place your orders while the going’s good, It’s on the gentleman at the end of the bar, Eli. Eli!  Twenty-six fifty, out of fifty, and it better be real.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:
(OMITTED SCENE)

INT. BAR NO. 3. LATER.  NIGHT.

THE PLACE RESEMBLES A NICE PRIVATE PARTY.

LAWSON AND ELIJAH, BUYING THE NIGHT AWAY.

MUSIC NOW: JUKEBOX. “I’M COMING OUT” DIANA ROSS - “SLEDGE HAMMER” PETER GABRIEL.

INT. BAR NO. 3. LATER.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND A YOUNG MAN, AS THEY SLIP AWAY FROM THE TABLE AND HEAD FOR THE RESTROOM.

ELIJAH, IN THE MIDDLE OF ONE OF HIS  LONG WINDED STORIES, CONTINUES WITHOUT NOTICE.  ELIJAH SEMI-AUDIBLE, HIS AUDIENCE CAPTIVE, HE’S TELLING THE STORY OF THE DOCTOR AND THE HUSTLER AGAIN, ONLY THIS TIME, IT’S MUCH BIGGER AND ANIMATED.

INT. BAR NO.3. RESTROOM. STALL.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE YOUNGMAN, DOING DRUGS IN THE LOCKED STALL. 

INT. BAR NO.3 LATER.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, HE HAS HIS AUDIENCE BY THE EDGE OF THEIR SEATS, THEY SIT FOCUSED ON HIS EVERY WORD. ARC SHOT. THEIR FACE’S.

INT. BAR NO.3. RESTROOM. STALL.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, WHILE THE YOUNGMAN, GOES DOWN ON

HIM IN THE TINY RESTROOM STALL. HE CONTINUES DOING DRUGS, 

UNTIL HE CLIMAXES IN THE YOUNGMAN’S MOUTH, CAUSING HIM TO CHOKE AND GAG.

INT. BAR NO.3. LATER.

ANGLE ON THE FACES GATHERED AROUND ELIJAH, AS HE REACHES THE PUNCH LINE OF HIS STORY, THEY ARE INDEED, DISTURBED FOR A MOMENT.

INT. BAR NO.3. RESTROOM. STALL.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND THE YOUNG MAN, AS THE YOUNGMAN BEGINS TO VOMIT NOW. 

LAWSON, EXITS THE STALL HIGH AS A LAWN DART -LAUGHING, HE ZIPS HIS PANTS UP, AS HE STOPS AT THE MIRROR TO CHECK HIS CLOTHES AND HAIR, HE NOTICES HIS NOSE BLEEDING AGAIN, IT FLOWS LIKE A RIVER.

MUSIC NOW: JUKEBOX.

“SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME” THE DRIFTERS.

ANGLE CLOSE ON LAWSON, IN THE MIRROR. A PANIC ATTACK BUILDING SLOWLY.

THE SOUNDS NOW: SFX. (LAWSON’S P.O.V.) OF VARIOUS CONVERSATIONS IN THE B.G. AND THE SOUNDS OF THE YOUNGMAN IN THE STALL PUKING HIS GUTS OUT. EVERYTHING AMPLIFIED NOW. STACCATO.

INT. BAR NO.3. RESTROOM. MIRROR.

LAWSON STARES TRANSFIXED WITH THIS IMAGE IN THE MIRROR, BLOOD RUNNING DOWN HIS CHIN TO HIS CHEST, A GHASTLY VISION INDEED. IN THE B.G. PEOPLE ENTER AND EXIT THE RESTROOM AROUND HIM, NO ONE SPEAKS A WORD TO HIM, ONLY HARD STARES AND CONCERNED SMILES.

DISSOLVE.

SFX: A PAGER GOING OFF.

THE MUSIC CONTINUES SOFTLY INTO:

EXT. BALTIMORE CITY SKY LINE. NIGHT. MOVING.

EXT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

INT. BACK SEAT OF THE TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON BEING CHAUFFEURED. HE’S CLEAN NOW, WEARING A SUIT AND TIE.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. NIGHT.

SFX: ELIJAH’S PAGER GOES OFF.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, ASLEEP ON THE SOFA UNTIL-

HE  STARTLES AWAKE AT THE SOUND, OF THE LOUD PAGER, HE FALLS OFF OF THE SOFA WITH A THUD, IN A DRUNKEN, NOT YET HUNG OVER, STATE OF SLOTH AND MISERY, TIME TO MAKE THE DONUTS.

INT.  HOTEL ELEVATOR. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, GOING UP. HE SNORTS A LINE OF COCAINE OFF OF HIS HAND BEFORE STEPPING OUT OF THE ELEVATOR. FISHES AROUND IN HIS POCKET FOR THE SLIP OF PAPER WITH THE ROOM NUMBER OF HIS NEXT APPOINTMENT, DROPS THE DOPE BAG, JUST AS THE ELEVATOR DOORS OPEN, SNATCHES THE BAGGY UP IN ONE SCOOP, FINDS THE SLIP OF PAPER, EXITS THE ELEVATOR, READS THE ROOM NUMBER OFF THE PAPER AND CONTINUES ON DOWN THE LONG CORRIDOR IN A HAZE. 

INT. HOTEL CORRIDOR.  AT THE DOOR TO ROOM #4507.

THE MUSIC ENDS AS LAWSON KNOCKS ON THE DOOR,

IT OPENS TO:

INT. HOTEL SUITE #4507. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON TWO VERY BUTCH WOMEN, ONE FORTIES WHITE,

THE OTHER, THIRTIES BLACK.  IN THE B.G. IN PLAIN VIEW, AN ASSORTMENT OF DILDO’S AND VARIOUS OTHER SEX TOYS LAID OUT ON THE COFFEE TABLE, SOME ARE STRANGE, OTHER’S SIMPLY LOOK PAINFUL AND DANGEROUS.

LAWSON ENTERS THE SUITE, AND THE DOOR SLAMS SHUT BEHIND HIM.

ANGLE ON LAWSON’S REACTION, TO THE COFFEE TABLE.

HE HANDS OVER THE PACKAGE. 

TURNS TO EXIT AND THEN;

BLONDE (GERMAN ACCENT)

I think, you get undressed now. Go, get undressed. Under ze’ light.

(SCENE OMITTED)
ANGLE ON HIS REACTION, AND THEN, LIKE AN  APPREHENSIVE PUPPY DOG, HE SLOWLY STRIPS NUDE UNDER THE LIGHT, AFTER WHICH, HE STANDS WAITING FOR THE NEXT COMMAND, SILENTLY, FOR OVER A TWO MINUTES, WHILE THE LADIES, CHECK OUT THE DRUG PACKAGE AND TALK AMONGST THEMSELVES. HIS DISCOMFORT CONTINUES TO BUILD, AND THEN:

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. ROOM #4507. LATER.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, FLAT ON HIS BACK, NAKED IN BED. WE ARE WITNESSING A DRUG INDUCED THREE-WAY EXCEPT-

THESE LADIES ARE COMPLETELY IN CHARGE HERE, THEY-

-BARK THEIR ORDERS TO LAWSON, AND HE ATTEMPTS TO COMPLY, HE IS MOMENTARILY DEVASTATED BY THESE GOING’S ON, BUT SUBMITS, AS ORDERED, HE IS DEFTLY AFRAID OF THESE LESBIANS.

THEY FEED HIM COCAINE LIKE CANDY, AS THEY, PRIMARILY SEX THEMSELVES UP, USING LAWSON, AS A HUMAN DILDO, ANOTHER TOY AT THEIR DISPOSAL.

INT.  HOTEL ROOM. (ELIJAH). NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE  DANCES ATOP A NIGHT STAND, IN UNDERWEAR AND COWBOY BOOT’S AND HAT, FOR AN OLDER MAN. 

MUSIC: “ANOTHER ONE BITES THE DUST” QUEEN. IT BLARES FROM A BOOM BOX IN ELIJAH’S HOTEL ROOM. 

EXT. TOWNCAR.  BALTIMORE IN THE B.G. SUN COMING UP. MOVING.

INT. BACK OF THE TOWNCAR. MORNING. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS THINGS SEEM TO MOVE A BIT SLOWLY NOW.

HE FREELY SNORTS COCAINE OFF OF THE BACK OF HIS HAND, HIS EYE’S BLOODSHOT, HAIR STANDING AT ATTENTION, THE BOY, LOOKS LIKE HE WAS RODE HARD, AND PUT AWAY WET.

EXT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT BUILDING. MORNING.

ANGLE ON THE TOWNCAR, AS IT PULLS UP OUTSIDE.

LAWSON EXIT’S AND DISAPPEARS INTO THE DARK HALLWAY., BARELY ABLE TO WALK STRAIGHT, CAREENING INTO THE WALLS ALONG THE WAY.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. MORNING.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, STILL DRESSED, SITTING ON THE SOFA

SMOKING FROM A CRACK PIPE IN THE DARKENED ROOM. CURTAINS DRAWN TIGHT.

LAWSON ENTER’S THE APARTMENT NOW. HE TAKES A SEAT  BESIDE HIM, NOTHING TO BE SAID. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE JOINS HIM AT THE PIPE. ANGLE NOW, ON LAWSON AND ELIJAH, THEY SIT IN THE DARK,  SMOKING ROCK. 

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. BATHROOM. AFTERNOON.

C.U. LAWSON’S ARM, TIED OFF WITH A BELT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE PLUNGES THE NEEDLE INTO HIS VEIN.

ANGLE E.C.U. ON HIS PUPILS, AS THEY CONSTRICT, AND THEN DILATE FULL, LEAVING A BLANK EXPRESSIONLESS GAZE BEHIND. 

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. AFTERNOON.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, ASLEEP ON THE SOFA. UNAWARE.

                                                                                                                                FADE OUT.

WORDS ON SCREEN: A CAPTION. 1984 SUMMER.

MUSIC NOW: THROUGH WHAT FOLLOWS.

‘ANGEL’  BY SARA MC LACHLAN.

FADE IN:

MONTAGE:

INT. MANY DIFFERENT TOWNCAR’S, NIGHTS AND MORNINGS.

LAWSON AND ELIJAH IN THE BACK SEAT.

MANY DIFFERENT NIGHT’S ARE REPRESENTED HERE, THROUGH WARDROBE CHANGES, CAR CHANGES, DRIVER CHANGES ETC.

                          THE MONTAGE REPRESENTS SIX MONTHS OR MORE                       

INT. / EXT. VARIOUS BALTIMORE CITY SHOTS. DAYS/ NIGHTS.

INT. / EXT. VARIOUS HOTEL CORRIDORS AND LOBBIES.

INT.  LAWSON’S APARTMENT- 

VARIOUS NIGHTS OF LAWSON ALONE IN THE DARK APARTMENT.

VARIOUS NIGHTS OF LAWSON AND ELIJAH TOGETHER IN THE APARTMENT.

VARIOUS NIGHTS AND MORNINGS OF LAWSON AND ELIJAH DOING DRUGS.  VARIOUS SHOTS OF LAWSON DRUGGING ALONE IN THE BATHROOM. VARIOUS NIGHTS OF ELIJAH ASLEEP ON THE SOFA.

VARIOUS HOTEL ROOMS WITH VARIOUS CLIENTS OF LAWSON AND ELIJAH’S.

SOME STRANGE, SOME PRETTY COOL, SOME VERY EROTIC. SOME A BIT CREEPY.

THROUGH THIS, THE SOUND, OF LAWSON.

LAWSON V.O.

Sometimes, the only thing that’s really

unbearable, is that nothing is really so fucking unbearable. 

INT. A HOTEL HALLWAY. OPEN ATRIUM TYPE. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ENTERING THE  ROOM.

MUSIC CONTINUES.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

But on this side of the bridge, you understand nothing.

And as you step lightly across it, to madness, you are upheld by a timelessness.

EXT. HOTEL ROOM. AT THE DOOR. LATER. NIGHT.

LAWSON EXITS THE ROOM.

EXT. HOTEL CORRIDOR. OPEN ATRIUM. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE STOPS, NOW LEANING AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE BUILDING AND SNORTS A LINE. SUDDENLY BLOOD DROPLETS APPEAR ON HIS SHIRT SLEEVE, AND THEN IT FLOWS FREELY IN A TORRENT OF RED CONFUSION.

HE FALL’S BACK AGAINST THE BUILDING, USING IT TO STEADY HIMSELF-

SOBBING DESOLATELY AND WITHOUT CONTROL, A BROKEN CHILD IN AN ADULT WORLD.

AS STRANGERS PASS AND OFFER ONLY STARES AND GLANCES, HE IS LIT NOW, ONLY BY THE SECONDARY LIGHT OF THE STREET LAMP. HIS CALM SHATTERED. HE SITS ON THE GROUND, HIS BACK AGAINST THE WALL, ONE KNEE DRAWN UP, HIS FACE, A BLOODY MASK OF DISPAIR.

OVER THIS, LAWSON’S VOICE, ALMOST CHILDLIKE IN APPEAL, CONTINUES;

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

And there, you are directed straight into the belly of the demon.

Here, you are complete forever, there is no road to travel, and no time to travel through. All you have to do, is let go. 

Let go, I should just, let go.

INT. TOWNCAR. LATER. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON IN THE BACK SEAT, EYE’S SWOLLEN FROM THE TEARS.

BEING CHAUFFEURED HOME.

-FLASHBACK--

INT. LIMO. A WINTRY DAY. MOVING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AGE 11-12, AND HIS BROTHER RANDY AGE 8-9 IN THE BACK OF THE LIMO, ENROUTE TO THEIR MOTHERS FUNERAL. RANDY SOBS WITHOUT CONTROL, BUT LAWSON, IS STONE FACED. HE LEANS INTO HIS BROTHER, AND TIES HIS TIE FOR HIM. AHEAD OF THEM, THE HEARSE. LAWSON WATCHES IT CLOSELY, METHODICALLY. HIS EMOTIONS HARD TO READ.

-BACK TO PRESENT---

(OMITTED SCENE)

INT. TOWNCAR. LATER. NIGHT. 

LAWSON’S NOSE  A RIVER OF BLOOD. THE DRIVER PULLS OVER. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE JUMPS FROM THE CAR AND RUNS DOWN THE STREETS, CLEARLY IN A PANIC.

EXT. STREETS. NIGHT.

LAWSON, STREAMING WITH SWEAT, CANNONING INTO UNWARY PASSERS-BY, MOVING AS FAST AS HE CAN, UNTIL HE CAN’T RUN ANYMORE.

HE BURIES HIS FACE IN HIS HANDS, AND SOBS.

EXT. BALTIMORE STREETS. NIGHT.

LAWSON WALKING THE STREETS ALONE.  HIS SUIT, BLOOD- STAINED AS IF A TERRIBLE  FIGHT HAD TAKEN PLACE,  HE SWIGS FROM A BOTTLE  OF WILD TURKEY WALKING AIMLESSLY THROUGH THE OLD CRUISING GROUNDS.  SPORADICALLY HE STOPS TO GIVE MONEY AWAY, TO THE HOMELESS STREET KIDS AND THE HUSTLERS, JUST FOR THE ASKING.

INT. A  HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, DANCING ATOP A CHEST OF DRAWERS IN A JOCK STRAP FOR AN OLDER GENTLEMAN. HE WEARS A COWBOY HAT AND BOOTS AS THE OLDER MAN CLAPS ALONG TO THE BEAT, EUPHORIC AND GIDDY.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. A TRENDY SIDE WALK CAFE. AFTERNOON. 

LAWSON AND ELIJAH HAVING LUNCH. THEY LOOK RADIANT SOME HOW THIS AFTERNOON. CLEAN, WELL DRESSED. THEY VERY MUCH MATCH THE CROWD HERE, TRENDY AND PRETTY.

ELIJAH

I don’t even have to say it, because, I already know what your thinking about it. You feel the same way about it as I do, I just think, that if you talk to RICHIE again, maybe he might say yes to BRIAN, and JOSH, since he fucking hated DEVON and J.C., are you even listening to me?
LAWSON

(To Waiter)

Can I have another bloody Mary please?
(To ELIJAH)

My nose bleeds have been getting worse. Everyday, worse and worse. If it wasn’t for the drugs, I don’t think I’d have the strength to get out of bed anymore. 

ELIJAH

We need a break, what do you think I’ve been talking about over here, for the last twenty minutes, the weather?

LAWSON

Yeah, from snorting up all of Baltimore, we need a fucking break. I think, my monthly drug bill alone, could heat this place for a year.

ELIJAH

I’m just saying, at least, if we found some more people, we could take a little break. Maybe a whole week or two, come back, and work a little less, a little lighter, smarter, as you would say.

LAWSON

RICHIES never going to let that happen, too much money now. “Busy- ness”, is too fucking good, you really should look at some of the numbers sometime, get a little more involved with you’re work.

I need to see a fucking doctor, not to mention a shrink.

Headaches,  panic attacks, I’m fucking exhausted all the time.

ELIJAH

Well, I’m the one who gets stuck with all of the weird, geriatric ones. The fucking burn out’s, with the limp Dick’s, and the sickest fucking sex fantasies, ever conceived out of the recesses of a human mind, my God-

LAWSON

-Oh, you have got to be shitting me?! Weird one’s, weird? I’ve been spanked, bottle fed in a diaper, handcuffed to a hot radiator, and I was raped, by two dykes, twice! They took complete advantage of me, for four and a half hours, they wouldn’t even let me talk. They used sex toys on me too. Sex toy my ass, torture devices, I’m not even sure if they were clean, don’t even know what the hell that other thing was that they used, to violate me with. It certainly couldn’t be called a toy, more like a small, shinny cylindrical mini- bike, she kick started it. 

ELIJAH SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

ELIJAH

That’s going to scar you for life you know, so, what else did they make you do?

LAWSON SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

ELIJAH Cont.

You know what I meant, this is an example, of exactly why we need to find, atleast two or three more people, yesterday.

THE WAITER RETURNS WITH DRINKS, AND AS HE LEANS IN, TO SERVE THEM, ELIJAH, SEIZES THE MOMENT TO SIZE HIM UP FOR EMPLOYMENT. HE LOOKS AT HIS ASS FIRST, AND THEN, BOLDLY LIFTS THE APRON SLIGHTLY, GAWKING AT THE YOUNGMANS PACKAGE- UNTIL LAWSON SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

THE WAITER, PERPLEXED AND DUMBFOUNDED, EXITS QUICKLY INTO THE KITCHEN, NEVER LOOKING BACK.
LAWSON

I can’t even think straight right now, let’s plan on sometime next week, we’ll go out, and find a couple of people okay, not like this. Poor bastard ‘s, probably back there quitting, even as we speak.

LAWSON, LOOKS AROUND AT THE FACES IN THE RESTAURANT. 

LAWSON Cont.

Can’t you tell a straight man when you see one Eli? Now, all I’m going to say is, when he comes back out here, you had better hope he doesn’t throw your ass out of the place, and if he doesn’t, you should apologize for starring at his box. And, as for the other thing, I’m not going to introduce RICHIE to JOSH under any circumstances, and he’s already said, no, to BRIAN and you were there. And, It’s going to be too busy this weekend, to do much of anything, about any of this. There’s that doctor’s convention, at the stadium, RICHIE says, expect a lot of business from that, he’s got CARLOS, flying out all over the place, they’re working it hard, like it’s the fucking democratic national convention, and they’re lobbyist or something. I never knew there were so many horny, drugged-out doctor’s in life, but he’s got us, back to back to back appointments, for the whole fucking weekend. So let’s just hold off. And then, we’ll go out clubbing, and looking. We’ll get through this weekend just fine, we’we’ve gotten through all these months haven’t we? So, smile, It’s the next best thing you can do with your lips, or so I hear, and leave the straight help alone, ten thousand restaurants in Baltimore, and you pick the one, with the only straight waiter in the city, and then, you practically grope him at the table.

LAWSON STANDS TO EXIT, THROWING DOWN A FIFTY DOLLAR BILL. HE DOWNS HIS DRINK IN A GULP.

LAWSON Cont.

I have to get out of here, before you get us kicked out again, in yet, another public scene. Drama queen. I’m going back to the apartment now, to get some sleep, what ever you do, don’t wake me when you come in, not even for a fire, okay? Just let me burn up, or, die from the smoke.

(OMITTED SCENE)

LAWSON KISSES ELIJAH ON THE TOP OF THE HEAD, THEY SAY THEIR GOOD-BYE’S, ETC. AND LAWSON EXITS, ANGLE ON THE REACTIONS IN THE RESTAURANT. 

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. BEDROOM.  NIGHT.   

ANGLE ON LAWSON, IN BED ASLEEP.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

ELIJAH AND ABOUT TEN YOUNG MEN, MOST OF THEM NUDE OR IN UNDERWEAR. 

THE SOUND NOW: YOUNG MALE VOICES ALL AT ONCE.

SFX: LOTS OF CHATTER.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AS HE WAKES NOW, TO THE NOISE, HE PEERS OUT OF THE BEDROOM, INTO THE LIVING ROOM.

A SUPER 8 CAMERA, SIT UP IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM, ELIJAH, TRYING TO OPERATE IT, BUT HE CAN’T SEEM TO TURN IT ON. (OR VIDEO CAMERA).

ANGLE ON LAWSON,  AND THEN ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE LOOKS UP NOW TO SEE LAWSON, LOOKING AT HIM, WITH RAGE.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON BEDROOM DOOR, LAWSON, PEERING DOWN AT ELIJAH AND THESE BOYS, RUNNING AROUND NAKED OR HALF NAKED.

ELIJAH

LAWSON, your up! Bout time too, hope we didn’t wake you too early.

LAWSON

What the hell is this?

ELIJAH

Auditions, I could really use a hand here too, let me introduce you to everyone-

LAWSON

Um, can I see in the bedroom, for just a second, young Eli? Why don’t you go ahead and put the camera down, this’ll only be a minute.

ELIJAH

(To the Boys)

Excuse me, for a second.

ELIJAH, EXITS TO THE BEDROOM, CLOSING THE  DOOR.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ELIJAH Cont.

(To LAWSON)

You know, some of these guys are really talented, I mean, there are some good prospects out there. 

(Indicates twelve inch penis size)

You should see some of these boy’s.

LAWSON

Have you lost your fucking mind, get those fucking children out of my living room, and for godsake, make them put their clothes back on Eli!

ELIJAH

Okay, first of all, they’re not all children, not all of them. Second of all, have you forgotten how much we really need this? Do you realize, that for each one of these, so called, children, as you choose to call them, not my words, your words, we get time off? Time to breathe again, and go out, and shop, spend some of this, money, that we seem to have so much of these days. Time to live once again, isn’t that the whole purpose of working so hard, day in and day out? Plus, there’s a two hundred dollar bonus, for each one that we pick, and that goes in to our pockets, RICHIE said that. Don’t you see, this is the only way, come on, just meet them, It’s not so bad, really, it’s not. And some of them, actually have great potential. The rest, can go. We’ll give them, twenty bucks and send them on their way, simple as that, even swap, no swindle. Come on out here, and see for yourself.

(Pause)

Trust me, It’s all good, no more worries JEDI knight, the force is strong with you.

LAWSON

You’re insane, why didn’t I see that before now? Insane. I’m going back to bed, this is not how to do this, we were going to go out to the clubs and scope it out, remember, this afternoon? Well, we just talked about it, so, this is on you now. Good night ELIJAH, hide your wallet and jewelry, I’m locking my room door, bye- bye.

ELIJAH

The problem with that, is, RICHIE thinks, these are your recruits. Yeah, see, he called earlier, and, he must have thought I was you, over the phone. He’s coming by, around seven, to take a look at them.

LAWSON

Are you crazy, or just stupid ELIJAH?

You can’t do this like this, you can’t just, invite a bus load of fresh runaway meat up here, to my apartment. You don’t know anything about these people, they could be fucking police recruits on their way to the fucking academy, for all you know! 

LAWSON Cont.

Do you think, that what you do, what we do, is legal in the great state of Maryland, do you?!

LAWSON PEERS OUT INTO THE LIVING ROOM BRIEFLY, ANGLE ON THE FRESH YOUNG FACES. HE CLOSES THE DOOR BACK, QUIETLY.

LAWSON Cont. 

Jesus, what did you do, stake out the fucking

Greyhound bus station?! Did you write a sign too, that read, all runaways, form a single file line here?

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AS HE  PEERS OUT INTO THE LIVING ROOM AGAIN.  THEN CLOSES THE DOOR BACK.

LAWSON Cont.

Jesus, there must be at least four felony’s out there, and two of them are naked, not to mention the drugs in this place. You didn’t give them drugs did you, tell me you didn’t?! Did you give them drugs, to make them strip nude, ELIJAH?

ELIJAH

No! I just smoked a little rock with them, some of them, only the cute one. One’s. What was the question again, I mean, in what context do you mean, give them drugs? I just don’t understand the question. 

LAWSON

Jesus Christ! Your nuts, insane.

ELIJAH

Oh, I’m nuts, you see felony’s, and I see a day off, think about that, the next time you’re ass is hand cuffed to a hot radiator, and a lesbian is fucking you up the ass, with a shiny mini-bike, okay!

LAWSON

This is not good ELIJAH, there’s too many of them, at the most, were only going to get one or two out of that crowd, at the most.

ELIJAH

Well, then, all the more reason for you to come out here and help me. We need to choose them, before RICHIE comes over, don’t you think? Since they are here now, just think, a day off, think of how we could start, delegating the really weird runs, onto the new guys.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, HE OPENS THE DOOR A LITTLE AND POINTS, AND THEN CLOSES IT BACK.

ELIJAH Cont.

That kid with the mole, is all cute, but he’s got fucked up balls.

That’s just my opinion though, maybe you should look for yourself, and tell me what you think of him.

LAWSON SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

LAWSON

You’re examining their balls too? Okay, I’ll play along, this is nuts, what’s wrong with his balls Eli, what could possibly be wrong with that guy’s balls?!

ELIJAH

Well, he doesn’t have any, and I think that’s gross, he should go right? Definitely, he should go. It’s just, tight skin down there, damn weird to look at and touch.

LAWSON, STANDS LOOKING AT ELIJAH, DUMB FOUNDED AND PERPLEXED.

ELIJAH Cont.

I mean, you ever make it with a guy, with no balls, or no nipples, or no pee hole? It’s just, gross right, It’s fucked up right?

Takes your mind totally off of sex, nobody wants to see that. 
Hey, or maybe they would, maybe we should pick him, just for the novelty of it, imagine that?

A BEAT, ON LAWSON, AND THEN:

LAWSON

Do nothing, until I get out there, okay?

ELIJAH

I’ll work the camera then?

LAWSON

Sure, get everything on film, why not make it easier for them to convict us later? Less money the tax payers have to shell out, collecting evidence, if we put it all on film, open and shut case, maybe they’ll show us mercy for our extreme stupidity. 

LAWSON, SEARCHES THE ROOM FOR CLOTHES TO WEAR.

LAWSON Cont.

After all, we’ll make it so easy for them, they could convict us, with a twenty five dollar gift certificate, with the evidence we’ll provide. RICHIE, might not even kill us, he’ll be tickled so funny.

(OMITTED SCENE)

LAWSON STRUGGLES ON A PAIR OF JEANS.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM.  NIGHT.  

ANGLE ON A ROOM FULL OF YOUNG MEAT NOW.

SEGUE INTO-

INT. LAWSON’S LIVING ROOM. NIGHT. LATER.

ANGLE ON C.U. OF THE SUPER 8 IMAGE ON THE WALL. (OR THE VIDEO IMAGE ON A TV SCREEN).

IN VIEW NOW, A MONTAGE OF BOYS: BEING INTERVIEWED-

ON CAMERA.  AS LAWSON, TALKS TO THEM, ELIJAH WORKS THE CAMERA. THE SHOTS, UNSTEADY AND JERKY AT TIMES.

OUR POV, AS WE WATCH THIS ON THE WALL OR A T.V. SET.

ANGLE ON THE IMAGE.

AS EACH BOY, TALKS A LITTLE ABOUT THEMSELVES ETC.

THEN THEY MODEL FOR THE CAMERA, IN THEIR UNDERWEAR-

-OR NUDE. EXPLICIT SEXUAL CONVERSATIONS AND PERSONAL QUESTIONS, MAKE UP THE DIALOG HERE.

SEGUE INTO.

INT. LAWSON’S LIVING ROOM. NIGHT. LATER.

AS THE CAMERA BEGINS TO LOOSEN. 

ESTB. SHOT: IT REVEALS LAWSON, ELIJAH, RICHIE, ANTONIO AND CARLOS AS THEY WATCH THE  END OF THE FILM. (T.V.).

ELIJAH, TURNS OFF THE PROJECTOR (T.V.) WITH THE LAST BOY’S INTERVIEW COMPLETE.

THE LIGHTS FLICK ON.

ELIJAH

So, what do you think?

RICHIE

I think, they look like a bunch of, fourteen year old runaway’s from east Kansas, except, what’s his name, number four.

LAWSON

PACO, his names, PACO, he’s actually eighteen, nineteen, I think.

ELIJAH

That one, sucks a mean cock too, really enjoys it too, lot’s of spit and suction-  

THE ROOM, SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

ELIJAH Cont.

(On their reaction)

-Okay, no needle marks either, tough crowd tonight, I was just telling the truth, the guy enjoyed doing it, he told me so-

LAWSON

-Anymore?

RICHIE

(Trying to get this image of ELIJAH and PACO out of his mind)

Nah, they all remind me, of my little brother, and I just can’t see my little brother, snorting coke, off of somebody’s dick, bad visuals, 

like that image, you just left my with, Eli, wished you hadn’t have mentioned that, out loud. LAWSON, is he clean, is he on the streets, what? 

LAWSON

I don’t know, I’ll find out. 

CARLOS

I don’t know RICHIE, kid, doesn’t look right for this.

Looks like, he could be the poster child for just say no in bed, if you ask me. There’s something, kind of, squeaky clean about him.

RICHIE

Why am I even about to have this conversation with you, 

do you suck dick, CARLOS? Do you let men, suck your dick, don’t answer that dummy, when I’m paging your ass, for hours some times and you don’t answer, but do you suck dick?!

CARLOS

Oh hell no, I don’t do none of that shit RICHIE! But, it’s about the gut.

RICHIE

If you don’t suck dick, then shut the fuck up! All day with you, and this negative shit! You been on the rag all day, what’s wrong 

with you? Why don’t you try learning how to work that damn 
pager a little bit more, see if you can call me back, when I call you the first five or ten times.

TO LAWSON.

RICHIE Cont.

What do you think, I mean, what do you really think of him, you’ve seen the tight schedule I got you under, can he handle it? You need to be sure, and, I need to know that you’re sure, because if it doesn’t work out, it’s all on you. Be sure, take him out, get to know him a- 

RICHIE Cont.

-little. I just need one more, just like you, dickboy, and fuck the rest of them, you’re the shit. My new name for you, is dickboy, I saw those numbers last Saturday, the hoe’s, don’t pull it down like that, You are dickboy! Now, can he handle it dickboy?

LAWSON

I think, maybe, I don’t know RICHIE, I just like, talked to him for like, twenty minutes is all, we had very limited time constraints. 

I don’t know him, that well, he seems smart enough.

RICHIE

Well, get to know him, and then, let me know if his pager’s on or off. Show him all the rope, explain all the rules, that’s you’re job. Call me when you got it all figured out, don’t just talk to him, and keep it a secret, he’s either in, or he’s not. When you decide, which one it’s going be, you call me and let me know, one way or the other, and that way, I too, can get excited about it, do you see what I’m saying? Good.

RICHIE GIVES LAWSON  A PAGER.

RICHIE Cont.

Eli, I need you to make a run, you got a repeat customer.

Asked for you by name, guy’s crazy about you, rambling on, and on and on, said you made his week, or some shit like that.

Something about, your dancing, plus, he’s down to the last of his little stash, so, ten o’clock, be out front.

ELIJAH IS PLAYING WITH A RUBICS CUBE.

ELIJAH

I live, to serve old Mr.Vanwinkle.

He makes me dance all night, because he can’t get it up anymore, 
he shoots his dope, and I dance, mostly to country music, because he loves country music.

RICHIE

Much more information than I needed.

ELIJAH

What, he does.

RICHIE AND HIS GROUP STAND TO EXIT.

RICHIE

(To LAWSON)

Make my phone ring, dickboy.

(To CARLOS)

You hungry, Is that why your in this mood, you want to eat something, how about pizza? Let’s go back over to Gino’s again.

CARLOS

We had Gino’s for lunch three day’s in a row, RICHIE.

RICHIE

He owes me money, were going to go everyday until he pays me! Every morning he opens for lunch and dinner, I want him to see my big fat face, eating and drinking all of his shit up, for free, what are you complaining about anyway, it’s free food, it’s free beer. And why you gotta’ be, so, negative all day?!  Pizza’s fuckin’ great food, see you guy’s later, Eli, ten o’clock, be out front, because, moron number two, is in a bad mood and we’d hate to make him wait.

CARLOS, SHOOTS RICHIE A LOOK.

(OMITTED SCENE)

(OMITTED SCENE)

AND WITH THAT, THEY EXIT THE APARTMENT.

INT. CLUB VELVET. V.I.P. ROOM. NIGHT. LATER.

MUSIC NOW: CLUB VOLUME. “INFATUATION “ ROD STEWART - “PULL UP TO THE BUMPER” GRACE JONES.

ANGLE ON LAWSON AND PACO, ON A SOFA AT THE CLUB. THIS CLUB IS 80’S DECADENCE AT IT’S FINEST:

A MIXED CROWD OF STRAIGHT AND GAY, OCCUPY THE DANCE FLOOR.

LAWSON AND PACO, SIT IN THE PREFERRED SEATING AREA (V.I.P. LOUNGE) THE DRINKS OVER FLOW THEIR TABLE, OPEN DRUGS IN PLAIN VIEW, THE ROOM IS SPARSE OF PEOPLE, BUT OVER LOOKS THE MADNESS OF THE DANCE FLOOR BELOW. (A CELEBRITY CAMEO TO SHARE THE V.I.P. ROOM?).

INT. A HOTEL ROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, DANCING FOR THE OLD MAN, HE WILDLY SNORTS POPPERS DURING THIS, CLAD ONLY IN A JOCK STRAP, COWBOY HAT AND BOOTS.

THE OLD MAN, CLAPPING WITH THE MUSIC, A SLICE OF HEAVEN ON HIS FACE.

INT. CLUB VELVET. V.I.P. ROOM. NIGHT.  

LAWSON AND PACO.  

ANGLE ON LAWSON AT THE TABLE VOMITING. (CELEB- CAMEO, EXITS DISGUSTED)

MUSIC NOW: “THINK YOUR A MAN” DEVINE.  WHICH CONTINUE THROUGH THE FOLLOWING SCENES.

INT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON PACO, BEING CHAUFFEURED THROUGH THE STREETS OF BALTIMORE. 

EXT. CLUB VELVET. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE LEANS AGAINST THE SIDE OF THE CLUB,

HIS NOSE AND SHIRT BLOOD SOAKED.

HE IS GATHERING HIMSELF FROM A SURREAL CASE OF THE SPINS PRESENTLY, AND CAN’T BE BOTHERED BY THE GROWING CROWD, GAWKING AND STARRING AT HIM, IN HIS CONDITION.

-FLASH BACK--

INT. DOCTORS OFFICE.  DAY.

LAWSON AGE 13-14.

SITTING ON A DOCTORS TABLE, HIS NOSE BLOODSTAINED.

-BACK TO PRESENT-










          CUT TO:

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. BATH ROOM. SHOWER. LATER. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, IN THE SHOWER, HE IS SCRUBBING HIMSELF RAW.

INT. LAWSON’S BATH ROOM. LATER. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, STARRING AT HIS IMAGE IN THE MIRROR, EMOTIONLESS, BLANK.

INT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

LAWSON BEING CHAUFFEURED, HE WEARS A SUIT NOW, HIS FACE, RED AND RAW.

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT. BALTIMORE IN THE B.G.

ANGLE CLOSE, ON A HUGE WALL WINDOW, AND PULL IN SLOWLY-

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

AS THE VIEW LOOSENS, TO INCLUDE THE ROOM-

ANGLE ON PACO, HE STANDS IN FRONT OF THE WALL WINDOW WITH AN OLDER GENTLEMAN, FACE TO FACE, HE TAKES THE DRUG SACK FROM PACO’S HANDS, CLOSER NOW, AS HE REACHES OUT AND SOFTLY CARESSES PACOS HAIRLESS FACE.  PACO, TENSE, NERVOUS, DOESN’T MOVE A HAIR. 

AND NOW THE CAMERA PULLS FOCUS ON THE BEAUTIFUL NIGHT VIEW OF BALTIMORE AGAIN, AS SEEN THROUGH THE WALL WINDOW BEHIND THEM.

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON THE BED, WE ARE CLOSE ON TWO SWEAT COVERED HANDS NOW, AS THEY HOLD TIGHT TO THE DESIGNER HEADBOARD. AS THE SHOT LOOSENS EVEN MORE, WE CAN NOW SEE THE OLDER GENTLEMAN ON THE BED, FACE DOWN IN THE PILLOWS, AS PACO’S FACE, SUDDENLY LUNGES FULL INTO FRAME-

-AND THE MAN, CRIES OUT, AS HE IS PENETRATED BY PACO.

     FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

INT. A WELL LIT DINER. BOOTH TABLE.  DAWN.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ELIJAH AND PACO. EATING BREAKFAST.

A HALF FULL BOTTLE OF WILD TURKEY ON THE TABLE, MIRROR WITH A RAZOR AND A STRAW, BEHIND A BOTTLE OF CATSUP, BREAKFAST DISHES STREWN ACROSS THE BOOTH TABLE.

PACO

I don’t really think I had an opinion of him, one way or the other, I knew what I was there to do, and I did it. It was really structured,

all business, just the way I like it, no small talk. Oh yeah, he smelled like Aramis, I remember that, and then I fucked him, because that’s what he wanted. And then, he fucked me, that’s the way he wanted it. I swear, he must have taken a bath in that Aramis, it was really strong.

ELIJAH

That’s better than shit, Mr.Vanwinkle, smells like shit, really, he does. It’s not his fault though, he’s an addict, made all of his money suing Revlon, and now, he smells like shit, and can’t even get it up.

And, he’s not that old, fifties I figure. I dance for him, three times a week now, and then, I jack off on him, he loves it. He’s very generous too, he gives me jewelry now, did I tell you that? Last week, I got a Cartier watch, and I danced for him, in nothing, but the watch.

LAWSON

I’ve been having these headaches, lately, real bad, and then, when I look down, my nose is bleeding, like a fucking river. When I was a kid, I had this infection once, and the doctor said, I might have gotten’ it, through sexual contact, I don’t remember what it was called, but, it would make my nose bleed too. Mono, I think it was, I remember that. Now, I know what it is though, these goddamn drugs every night.
Too much drugs. 

(To ELIJAH)

Do you, think I’m an addict?

PAUSE.

ELIJAH

Were all addicts for something, but, I think you just, have a lot on your mind right now. Your so deep, dickboy. What are you an addict for, PACO?

PACO

(Pause)

Sex, but not sex with intimacy, just sex. Just like sex, all kinds of sex. Straight, gay, old, young, toys. Cock, tits and ass, everyone was so straight laced back in Texas. Fuckin’, Catholics and Mormon’s, sad, repressed people. This place, is different though, better, sex is everywhere here. And I figure, the more the merrier, because I’ve got a lot of lost time to make up for.  

LAWSON AND ELIJAH GAPE AT PACO, COMPLETELY BEWILDERED AND AT A LOSS, AND THEN, LAUGHTER AS THE DISCOMFORT LOOSENS NOW.

ELIJAH

Well, let the ninety-eight wounds of our savior burst and bleed, you’re much more fucked up than I am, okay, let’s see if I got this right, I’m an addict for the attention of desperate old men who need me, LAWSON’S, got some strange, childhood sexual disease and is strung out on drugs, and PACO, just want’s sex, but no intimacy, just sex mind you? How very fucked up, do you draw the line at farm animals, or domesticated? Wait, don’t answer that, I don’t think I want to know. What a needy bunch we are, now, we just need the perfect rich man, to try all of this wicked shit on, we’ll have him in shifts, but I’ll need him the most, if he’s really fucked up in the head, I can’t help it, I’ve just always had this need to be needed. Not like you though, PACO, your just a slut it seems.

PACO

I just want his cock, tits and ass, cock, tits and ass and then, go the hell away, men are still good for a few things my mom always said, seems, she was right, who knew? So, what is the cock, and ass story around here anyway, who’s sucking, RICHIES cock?

ELIJAH

I would think, Mrs.RICHIE, is sucking, Mr.RICHIES, cock. He’s totally straight, and married. I think your gaydar’s broken too, too much pussy, that’s why you should stick to one kind of sex, and master it, you, you’re all over the race track. So tell me, are you really just a horny straight boy It’s okay, you can tell me, we have lots of straight boys, here, in the arm pit of Baltimore.  

PACO

I’m straight to bed, and there’s hardly such a thing, as a straight man in Baltimore, that’s for sure. Come on, look around this place, there are ten drag queens in this diner alone, look at this place. Big hair and jeans, four sizes too small, It’s 1984, and the world is my oyster, don’t get me wrong, I love straight people and dykes! Straight black men, and tall dark, dangerous girls that work on cars all day, the ones that never smile, flat chested, always wear Army pants and combat boots. Black lipstick.  

ELIJAH

You’re scaring me, make him stop, LAWSON. Just remember the basic rules, they’ll be no schlepping the boss, but if you 

do, invite me along, I promise I’ll behave, I’ll even dance, if you’d like. People, rave about my dancing you know, and don’t ever, bring any straight women near me, they’re always trying to fuck me standing up, because they find me adorable. That’s all, how about you, LAWSON, any rules for the new boy?  Just don’t touch LAWSON’S, drug stash and you’ll do just fine, he needs those drugs, the boy’s got headaches, you insensitive fucker.

LAWSON’S PAGER GOES OFF.

ELIJAH Cont.

Oh, just do a big fat line or two, and don’t you worry about that headache, for the rest of the night. You’ll notice, how dickboy’s pager, goes off ten times more than ours, PACO. I’m really starting to wonder, what’s really going on, have you got some, thirteen inch cock, that you’re hiding from the rest us? Come on, you can tell us, that’s not possible, I’ve seen it, It’s a pretty normal cock. So, there’s something else, going on with you, he’s just way too popular for us- 

ELIJAH Cont.

-PACO,  you can tell us dickboy, what is it, you got a little somthin, somthin, somthin on the side, a little somthin, that you can’t get at home? 

LAWSON, SHOOTS HIM A LOOK, GOES TO STAND UP, BUT SPILLS A CUP OF COFFEE ON ELIJAH.  HE MAKES A CLUMSY ATTEMPT TO CLEAN ELIJAHS GARMENT, BUT ONLY MAKES IT WORSE NOW.

ELIJAH

Go, make your phone call, go! And never, darken my Dior again!

LAWSON, GOES OVER TO THE PAY PHONES

AND CALLS IN, IN THE B.G. PACO AND ELIJAH, PLAY A DRINKING GAME WITH WILD TURKEY AND QUARTER’S.

MUSIC NOW: “BROKEN WINGS” MR. MISTER.

INT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING. BALTIMORE IN B.G.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, BEING CHAUFFEURED.

UNTIL:

EXT. TOWNCAR. DAWN. MOVING.

ANGLE ON THE TOWNCAR, AS IT TAKES A CURVE IN THE ROAD, SUDDENLY IT IS HIT, T- BONE, AT AN INTERSECTION, DRIVER’S SIDE. IT’S BAD, REAL BAD.  

SOUND NOW: SFX. TWO CAR HORNS, DIFFERENT NOTES, TONES.

-FLASH BACK-

INT. LAWSON’S CHILD HOOD APARTMENT. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ABOUT 10-11 YEARS OLD.

ANGLE ON HIS FATHER, OVER HIM, AS HE YELLS AND PUNCHES HIM IN THE HEAD, SHOUTING PROFANITIES AT HIM BECAUSE HE LOST AT POKER. LAWSON, CURLED UP IN THE FETAL POSITION, PROTECTING HIS HEAD.  HIS BROTHER RANDY, COWERS IN THE CORNER IN TEARS, HIS MOTHER, BLACK AND BLUE, HIDES OUT IN THE KITCHEN IN TEARS.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

(OMITTED SCENE)

EXT. THE WRECKED TOWNCAR. MORNING. 

WRECKED SECOND VEHICLE B.G. EVERYTHING A MANGLED TWISTED MASS OF METAL AND GLASS. VEHICLE FLUIDS DRAINING ON TO THE STREETS AND DOWN THE STREET DRAIN.

INT. THE WRECKED TOWNCAR. MORNING.

AS LAWSON COMES TO, HE PANICS AND BEGINS TO EAT THE DRUGS IN THE CAR. WHAT HE CAN’T EAT, HE STUFFS IN THE MOUTH OF THE DRIVER WHO IS UNCONSCIOUS AND BLEEDING FROM THE MOUTH, NOSE AND EARS-

WHEN THIS PROVES HOPELESS, HE TRIES TO EXIT, BUT THE DOORS ARE STUCK, HE CONTINUES TO INGEST MORE DRUGS AND WHEN HE CAN’T EAT ANYMORE, HE STRUGGLES WITH ALL OF HIS MIGHT TO EXIT AGAIN,

PANICKED AND DESPERATE-

-FINALLY, HE CLIMBS OUT THROUGH THE WINDOW, AND RUNS OVER TO THE CURB, DUMPING THE REMAINING DRUGS INTO THE STREET DRAIN. IN HIS ATTEMPT TO REACH THE DRAIN, WE SEE HIS INJURIES ARE INDEED SEVERE.

THERE HE GOES BLACK.

THE SOUND NOW: SFX. SIRENS IN THE B.G.

EXT. BALTIMORE STREET CORNER. SUNRISE.

THE ACCIDENT SCENE, OVER HEAD SHOT. CRANE.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HAVING A SEIZURE ON THE SIDEWALK, FOAMING AT THE MOUTH, BLOOD OOZING FROM HIS NOSE AND EARS.

FOR OBVIOUS PURPOSES SOME EMERGENCY

ROOM SCENES SHOULD BE FILMED, BUT FOR THIS FINAL DRAFT, 

I DECIDED NOT TO WRITE THEM IN, AND THEY WILL BE FILMED,

NON SCRIPTED, FOR COLLABORATIVE REASONS.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. TWO-TO-THREE WEEKS LATER.

LAWSON’S ICU ROOM. TUBES, MONITORS EVERYWHERE.

RICHIE AT HIS SIDE, AS HE BEGINS TO STIR NOW.

RICHIE

Wake up, sleeping beauty. I won’t even ask, how you’re feeling, dickboy. And I know, what you did for me, and don’t think, for a second, that I don’t appreciate it. I always said, you were one classy fuck. But, the problem now, is, something they call permanent and irreversible brain damage, to what degree they don’t know. You idiot, you didn’t have to do that, you could have died, and for what, they say your systems all fucked up now. I, almost, want to tell you, that you got off lite, because, it’s like the fucking Spanish inquisition around here lately, but, between you and me, we both know, that’s not the case, you got it the worse. But, not to worry, they don’t have shit anyway, thanks to you. What I don’t understand, is, how all of those drugs, ended up in a dead man’s mouth and stomach. I understand the drugs you swallowed, but DANNY, that guy was in heaven ten minutes before the devil even knew he was gone. And the coroner knows it too, nice try though, and, thanks. No one else, would have thought, to do that, for me. Jesus, they can’t even medicate you, for the pain, because of what you did, I hate that. What were you thinking, dickboy? What are you thinking, right now, I wonder.

LAWSON MAKES AN ATTEMPT TO SPEAK.

RICHIE Cont.
No, don’t try to talk just yet, unless, you just really feel up to it. Save your strength, would you look at the time, well, I’ve got alot to do, today, and you have some friends, out here, want to talk to you, they’ve been here everyday, for three weeks, so, I guess I’d better send them in, before they start making a scene again. I’m going to send them in, and when they leave, I’ll tell them, to make it quick, you get some rest. Because, I need for you to get well soon. And, I’ll be sending a car for you, next Friday, they say you can go home Friday, maybe, maybe. Again, thanks, and remember, don’t tell them shit. They don’t know shit, and they don’t need to know shit, they have nothing, and they know it. So, you just get better, and don’t- 

RICHIE Cont.

-worry about anything, because, I’m taking care of it. I’m never going to forget, what you’ve done here for me, you’re going to be all right, dickboy, you’re going to be just fucking fine.

RICHIE, WAVES ELIJAH AND PACO IN,  HE EXITS THE ROOM NOW. 

INT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. LAWSON’S ROOM.  DAY.

ELIJAH AND PACO, ENTER THE ROOM NOW.

LAWSON SLOWLY COMES AROUND  TO SEE THEM ABOVE HIM. 

ELIJAH

I always cry in hospital rooms.

PACO

We need to stop meeting like this, it’s depressing.

On the upside though, they say, you ingested enough drugs to get
the INTIRE lower half of Baltimore, stoned for a week and a day, so you probably don’t feel shit, for pain. 

They also said, RICHIE, should be in jail right now, for this. Funny thing about evidence, seems you ate it all, and poor, DANNY, was just so strung out, he ran right into that, very drunk guy, just a case of, two fucked up people on the road, at the same time, what the fuck are the odds. They say, that other guy, was pretty fucking drunk, the one who hit you guy’s, but then again, so were you, and your narcotic intake, was off the fucking chart they said. A fucking case history for the books, medical students the world over, will be studying your toxicology reports, in hopes, of figuring out, why the fuck your still here.  

PACO PUTS FLOWERS ON THE TABLE.

PACO Cont.

I told them, they must be mistaken, because you’re our lead alter boy. And then, they told me to pee in this cup, for the third time. If they keep doing this, I’m going to have to stop, coming to see you.

PACO, HOLDS UP A SPECIMEN CUP.

ELIJAH, KISSES LAWSON ON THE HEAD.

PACO Cont.

So, how’s the food, did you see any bright white lights, did you talk to Jesus, why can’t I put metal in a microwave, these are the questions we want answers to, Is it true, everyone in heaven’s naked?

LAWSON

What happened?

ELIJAH

Drunk driver. You’ve been here, for fourteen days, sixteen, really. But, you’re doing much better now, they had you, under something to keep you asleep, until, the drugs ran their course and wore off. You’ve been awake, all morning. You look, better, rested. And, all of your customers, are asking after you, that STAVROS guy, is really cute, I’m surprised, he hasn’t come by yet, I told him what happened to you, last week, when he called and requested you, hope you don’t mind.

PACO

Not to worry about him though, I’ll keep him occupied for you, him and those filthy fucking dykes! Those chicks are wild and nasty, just the way I like em’. Love it, love it, love it, love it! Sorry, didn’t mean to say that, out loud, what?...

ELIJAH, SHOOTS HIM A LOOK.

LAWSON

I can’t remember anything, Eli, just blank, everything’s blank. My mouth’s so dry-

ELIJAH

Well, that’s to be expected honey, it was a fucked up crash. And then, you took, all of those drugs on top of it, you’re very lucky to be alive. You died once, you know, DANNY died, for good, not to bring you down, or anything. They said, it was instant. The cops, are trying to fuck with RICHIE, about the drugs, you, everything. I didn’t even know, you were only seventeen, I always, thought that, you were older, so much older- 

ELIJAH Cont.

-the way, you always, just take care of everything. I guess, age is just a number, but, I’d have said you were thirty, if someone had asked me, to, take a guess, not that you look thirty. 

PACO IS TRYING TO GET OXYGEN FROM THE OXYGEN PORT OVER THE EMPTY BED BESIDE LAWSON’S.

PACO

Hell, I’m older than you dickboy, lot’s older. 

Imagine that, slut like me, are you even legal? 

LAWSON

I’m so thirsty. 

ELIJAH

You want some water, I don’t mind? You know, how I like to be needed, and, you do need me, Jesus, look at you. I’m just going to have to get you shaved, tomorrow, and cleaned up. Some real clothes on you. 

ELIJAH STARTS TO CRY NOW.

ELIJAH Cont.

They say, you might have seizures for the rest of your life, now, because of this, and black outs, and vertigo, a whole different personality. All kind’s of problems, and you shattered your poor hip. So, one leg, might be shorter now, too. They took your spleen out, too, and one of you’re kidneys, because, it was ruptured. But mainly, it’s those drugs, that you ate, and that, strange new disease, they think you might have it, they don’t know anything yet, nothings certain, they said, it might just be a virus. 

They always say that, my grandmother, always said, a virus, was just a Latin word doctors used, to say, it could be anything, we don’t have a damn clue what’s really wrong, with you.

ANGLE CLOSE ON LAWSON, AS THE TEARS BEGIN TO WELL UP IN HIS EYES.

BUT HE WONT SHED THEM.

ELIJAH

What are you going to do, what are you going to do?

LAWSON

Don’t cry for me, I’ve been doin’ this, for too long, everything, and now, I’m tired. I feel two hundred years old.  

It’s hard, It’s so hard, who would have ever thought, it would be so hard. I used to think, that one day, I’d create a new color, or see, something new, create a new language. Something. But now, it’s as if- 

A PAUSE AS LAWSON, STOPS, HIS EXPRESSION SERENE, HIS VOICE GENTILE.  HIS FACE COVERED IN A COLD SWEAT.

LAWSON Cont.

-I’m just, tired, I just want some rest now.
I’m, okay with this, don’t cry ELI, please don’t! Don’t cry for me.

ELIJAH, JOINS LAWSON, IN THE BED NOW, HOLDING HIM TIGHTLY. 

HE OPENS AND DRINKS FROM A FLASK, HE SOON PASSES IT TO LAWSON. 

HE HELPS HIM TO DRINK IT DOWN, LAWSON CLOSES HIS EYES, AND HE WILL LET HIS TEARS FALL NOW, IN THE COMFORT OF ELIJAHS ARMS.

PACO, B.G. STARES OUT THE WINDOW, SILENTLY, HE KNOWS THIS IS A MOMENT BETWEEN LAWSON AND ELIJAH, THAT NEEDS NO WORDS.

ELIJAH

I’m here, I’m here for you, and I’m going to be, here for you, and I won’t ever leave you. I promise, you’ll never be alone again. 

ELIJAH, REACHES OUT A HAND TO TOUCH HIS CHEEK AND WIPE AWAY THE HAIR IN HIS FACE, THE TEARS IN HIS EYES.

ELIJAH Cont.

We’ll walk through the fire, and dare it to touch us. Nothing can  touch us, not this, or anything. Because were invincible, do you hear that, in-fucking-vincible, and don’t you forget it.

DISSOLVE.

FADE IN.

EXT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. DAY. 

THE CITY TOWERS IN THE B.G. AS THE LEAVES OF FALL, PLUNGE DOWN TO EARTH, IN A SPLENDOR OF DIFFERENT SHAPES, SIZES AND COLORS. 

ITS BEAUTIFUL TO SEE. 

PRESENTLY WE HEAR THE VOICE, OF LAWSON.

LAWSON V.O.

No stranger’s wing shielded me, and no souls protected me. 

I stand, as witness, to the common lot, a survivor. Everyone gets used up, so, I drink to my ruined house, and to the dolor of my life, and to lying lips that have betrayed me, and I drink, to dead cold pitiless eyes, my eyes, my lips, my house, my life. 

And I drink, to the hard reality, that the world is brutal and course. And that God, in fact, has not saved me.

INT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. LAWSON’S ROOM.  

        A SNOWY AFTERNOON. WEEK’S LATER.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, SITTING IN A WHEEL CHAIR, LOOKING OUT THE WINDOW AT THE SNOW. 

ENTER ELIJAH, WITH A BACK PACK AND A PLANT.

THOUGH SUBTLE; 

IT SHOULD BE NOTED, THAT LAWSON, HAS SUFFERED A MINOR STROKE WHILE IN THE CARE OF THIS HOSPITAL, HE SPEAKS WITH SOME DEGREE OF LABOR NOW, AND HIS FACE AND BODY SEEM SLIGHTLY OFF ON THE LEFT SIDE.  

ELIJAH

Sorry I’m late, I’ve been on the phone half of the morning, I had to get through to that, fucking, weatherman- on channel eight, because, I just think, people, need to be held a little more accountable, for the shit they say and promise, do you know, that I spent, two and a half fucking hours, shoveling, a foot and a half, of partly cloudy, away from the apartment, just, so I could get to the car! Can you believe that shit, partly cloudy my ass- 

ELIJAH Cont.

-I’m sorry, listen to me, I heard you had a rough night, an even worse morning, what happened, they didn’t go into details over the phone? 

LAWSON

It wasn’t a rough morning, It was a rough night.

It was just, three fucking seizures back to back. They started at six

And went on until four this morning, I’m so, fucking full of thorazine, I could be shiting myself, right now, and I wouldn’t even know it. I want to go home, before they kill me, did they tell you, that the test came back, did they tell you, that I did have a Stroke, I’ll bet they didn’t. Told me, it was because of a blood clot, can you believe that, a blood clot is making me talk, and look like this?

ELIJAH

They, mentioned it, said you’d be fine now, it was a very little one. Minor, is what they called it, they say, they’re reversing it, so they say. They also said, everything should go back to normal, on it’s own, in a couple of days, they don’t seem very concerned, that it’s major. But, it could put your release date back, again.   

Look, If they don’t say yes, for this weekend, I really am going to kidnap you, I promise this time, I really am going to do it. Everything’s ready for you now anyway, at home, finally. You now have, you’re very own, access ramp, kind of.

LAWSON

You keep saying that, and it’s been how many fucking months?!

ELIJAH

Well, maybe I’ll just, surprise you one day, sunshine. 

How’re the nosebleeds doing?

ELIJAH, LOCKS THE DOOR WITH A CHAIR, PULLING OUT A BOTTLE OF WILD TURKEY NOW. 

LAWSON

Still bleeding, what kind of fucked up question is that, it’s still bleeding ELI, especially when I’m stressed, which is everyday. Between the cops, and their stupid questions, and these, goddamn

doctors of death and gloom. And then, this gay cancer, can you believe that, that’s what I heard one of the nurse’s, right outside of my room, whisper last night. Bitch! They don’t even know, if I got it for sure, hell, they don’t even know, what it, is. All they really know, is some shit, about, platelets being too low and I have, like, no white blood cells and my doctors freaking out. He can barely face me.

Screwing me without lube, the whole wide world and everyone in it.

I guess, there is some good news though, finally. 

I think, they’re dropping the charges against me. That should make RICHIE, happy. The D.A. talked to my doctor, and he say’s, I’ve suffered enough. I thought, I might, send him some drugs, a little smack, maybe some crack, as a thank you. And then, all I’ll have to do, is have, a well-timed fit on his doorstep, and he’ll forgive me again. Kind of like, a get out of jail free card, I guess, fuck I’m ready to get out of here!

LAWSON SEES THE BOTTLE OF WILD TURKEY NOW. 

LAWSON Cont.

I feel like shit for snapping at you, now, you always know how to brighten my days. Thank you, I’d love one.

ELIJAH, HAS FOUND CUPS AND POURED ONE FOR EACH.

HE PUTS THE BOTTLE, UNDER LAWSON’S PILLOW. 

LAWSON Cont.

Did you talk to RICHIE, yet?

ELIJAH

He said, you should just, take it easy for a while, LAWSON, you know, get your strength back and all. It’s the seizures, he’s worried about them. 

ELIJAH, GOES OVER TO THE WINDOW NOW, LOOKING OUT AT THE SNOW. LAWSON, WATCHES HIM CAREFULLY, NOTICING HIS DEMEANOR NOW, HOW- -HE AVOIDS LOOKING AT HIM, HOW UNCOMFORTABLE HE HAS BECOME. HOW HE AVOIDS LAWSON’S EYES NOW.

ELIJAH Cont.

Plus, you had that little stroke, he’s just worried about you, is all. 

This disease thing, isn’t helping either, did you know, now they say, it might be a sexual disease? I doubt that though. 
PACO, would have it long ago, if that were true, he’s trying to beat your perfect record, he’s good, but he’s not even close. He’s such a slut, if it’s at all possible to be a man slut, then he’s it. He’s even sucking guy’s off, in men’s rooms now, on his off days, for free. 

I’ll talk to RICHIE, again, tonight if you want. But if you want my opinion, you should write him off, and take him off of your hospital list. I think, you should, just put me on it, make me the contact person.

LAWSON

I can’t put you on it for that, you’re only sixteen, it has to be an adult, someone over twenty-one, you know that. It has to be RICHIE. 

ELIJAH 

Then make it PACO, the only way I get any information, is if, I beg RICHIE for it, And he’s being a Dick head about it, everyday, less and less information about what’s really going on with you.

LAWSON 

PACO? Like I said, it has to be an adult, not a walking cock. Besides, he doesn’t even visit me anymore. No one beside you, visit’s me any more, it’s like, I just don’t matter anymore.

ELIJAH

Well, RICHIES distancing himself, from all of this, I can tell.

I knew, they dropped the charges, because, I heard RICHIE, talking to CARLOS, and he’s not going to take you back. Not unless you, stop having seizures, LAWSON, and you and I, both know, that’s not going to happen. And RICHIE, knows it too. He’s going to give you, you’re last, little bit of money, and cut you free, when you leave here, I think, it’s about two grand, and that’s all. 

LAWSON

Fuck him, fuck him. One day I’m dickboy, and the next 

day, I’m a fucking paraplegic in his eyes, what is he worried, I’m going to have a fit, while sucking somebody’s dick?! Does he think, I’m going to bite it off?! It should be his, fuck him!

ELIJAH

Ouch! Don’t worry, I’m not going anywhere, you’ll be fine.

THERE IS A SILENCE, AND THEN:

LAWSON

Thank you for the plant.

ELIJAH

It’s called, a weeping willow. I thought, it might, brighten the place up. Make you feel a little better.

LAWSON

What are you, trying to tell me something now too?

ELIJAH

Nah, you just want to go home and get back to work, I can understand that, and It’ll happen too, soon.

LAWSON, HOLDS HIS CUP OUT FOR A REFILL. ELIJAH, REFILLS IT AND REPLACES THE BOTTLE UNDER THE PILLOW AGAIN.

LAWSON

I gotta’ get out of here, you’re probably turning tricks in my bed on the side. Plus, I think, they’re trying to kill me.

There’s this nurse, she keeps trying to put a tube in my penis, the thing is, I pee just fine, why’s she keep trying to do that, well, I wouldn’t let her do it, so, she tried to shoot me up, full of this blue stuff. The really strange thing is, I started screaming, and she ran away, what nurse run’s away? Strange I tell you.

LAWSON WHISPERS THIS TO ELIJAH.

LAWSON Cont.

I’m not even sure, if she really works here, she keeps showing up at the oddest hours. Don’t mention it to them, though, retribution is swift around here. Last week, they didn’t feed me for two day’s, because, I called one of them fat, but it was only a joke. Well, she is fat, but I didn’t mean it in a bad way. And get this, I didn’t even say it to the fat one, I said it to the other one, and she went back and told her friend on me. They’re vicious like that. It’s like a pact that they have, or something.

ELIJAH, TOSSES LAWSON’S CLOTHES ONTO 

THE BED.

ELIJAH

Surprise, I can’t take it any more. Get dressed, it’s time for you to go, if this is how you’ve been spending your day’s, it’s definitely, time to say goodbye, I’m breaking out, you win, hurry up before I come to my senses.

LAWSON

I love you!  

ELIJAH

Let’s just do it, before they figure the

bill, hurry up.
LAWSON, DRESSES AS FAST AS HE CAN.

RIGHT DOWN TO THE SUNGLASSES, AS ELIJAH, PACKS HIS THINGS, TAKING CARE TO PACK THE BOTTLE OF WILD TURKEY CAREFULLY. THEY LOOK LIKE THIEVES IN THE NIGHT.

EXT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. DAY. SNOW.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, SITTING IN A WHEElCHAIR UNDER THE CAR PORT OF THE MAIN ENTRANCE, SMOKE DANGLING FROM HIS LIPS, TRYING TO LOOK INNOCENT AND BLEND IN.  

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, PULLING UP IN FRONT OF THE MAIN ENTRANCE NOW DRIVING A BORROWED TOWNCAR.

EXT. BALTIMORE SHOCK TRAUMA HOSPITAL. DAY. SNOW.

ANGLE ON THE TOWNCAR, ELIJAH, HELPING LAWSON INTO THE CAR, HE TRUNKS THE WHEELCHAIR, TAKING CARE TO LOOK AROUND BEFORE HE STEALS IT.  HE JUMPS IN AND THEY’RE OFF, BURNING RUBBER AS THEY LEAVE THE HOSPITAL GROUNDS.

SOUND NOW: MUSIC: ON JUKEBOX.

“SAVE THE LAST DANCE FOR ME” THE DRIFTERS

INT. BAR NO. 3. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AT THE BAR HAVING A DRINK. NICE SIZED CROWD.

LAWSON

I feel free for the first time, in months, these last few days. 

Just like old times, and that’s saying a lot, being in this dump. 

MIKE, let me do it again, please, another double and a chase. 

(OMITTED SCENE)

                                                                                                                                   CUT TO:

INT. TOWNCAR. NIGHT. MOVING.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, BEING CHAUFFEURED.

INT. BAR NO. 3. NIGHT. LATER.

ANGLE  ON LAWSON, HAVING A VIOLENT SEIZURE AT THE BAR.

EXT. BAR NO. 3. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON THE TOWNCAR, AS IT PULLS UP, ELIJAH, AND THE DRIVER EXIT IMMEDIATELY, AND RUN DOWNSTAIRS INTO THE BAR.

EXT. BAR NO. 3. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH AND THE DRIVER, HELPING LAWSON, INTO THE TOWNCAR.

MUSIC CONTINUES.

INT. TOWNCAR. BACKSEAT. MOVING

LAWSON’S HEAD ACROSS ELIJAHS LAP, THE LONG QUIET RIDE HOME.

BALTIMORE IN THE B.G. LAWSON, PRETTY MUCH IN AND OUT OF IT RIGHT NOW.

ELIJAH

It’s okay, you’re going home now. 

It’s going to be okay now, just relax, go back to sleep.

(OMITTED SCENE)

LAWSON,  IS DAZED AND CONFUSED, BUT SOMEHOW COMFORTED BY THIS VOICE, THIS TOUCH.

EXT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT BUILDING. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON THE TOWNCAR PULLING UP, AND THEN ANGLE ON

ELIJAH, HELPING LAWSON, OUT OF THE CAR. HE’S ALERT NOW.

LAWSON

I’m okay now, I’m okay! I’m not your ward you know?!

ELIJAH

Let’s go inside, I’ll run you a hot bath, that always makes you feel better, I got you some new pajama’s too. 

LAWSON

No, I just want to sit here, for a second, you can’t fix everything with a damn, tub full of hot water you know, Christ.

LAWSON, SITS ON THE GRASS, APARTMENT BUILDING BEHIND THEM, IN THE B.G.

LAWSON Cont.

I did it, didn’t I, I had a fit in that bar, fuck! Shit! Fuck!

I can never go back in there, that’s that, I’m running out of bars Eli. 

ELIJAH SITS IN THE GRASS BESIDE HIM.

ELIJAH

It’s not a fit, It’s a seizure, LAWSON.

LAWSON

Seizure by your definition, a fit, if your standing by watching it, or, having it. It’s a fucking fit, why does everything have to be a contradiction with you, all the time?!

ELIJAH’S PAGER GOES OFF NOW.

LAWSON Cont.

Go, I’m okay now, I’m two feet from the door, what’s the worst that could happen, don’t answer that, go already, I’m fine. 

Go back to work. 

ELIJAH, STANDS.

LAWSON Cont.

Thanks, for coming to get me, so quickly, saved me a ton of extra embarrassment, and I’m grateful, thanks.

ELIJAH, KISSES HIM ON THE TOP OF THE HEAD 

AND THEN, EXITS INTO THE TOWNCAR.

IT SPEEDS AWAY.

(OMITTED SCENE)

EXT.  LAWSON’S APARTMENT BUILDING. FRONT LAWN. O.H. SHOT.

LAWSON, FALLS BACK ON THE GRASS NOW, AND LOOKS OUT TO THE STARS.

THE MUSIC ENDS.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM.  DUSK.  

WORDS ON SCREEN; A CAPTION. 1985 BALTIMORE.
LAWSON’S, APPEARANCE HAS CHANGED DRAMATICALLY NOW.

HE IS IN NEED OF A SHAVE, HE SWAYS BACK AND FORTH, HIS EYES HEAVY WITH DRINK AND MEDICATION, HIS EXPRESSION MELANCHOLY AND EXHAUSTED, HE LOOKS YEARS OLDER THAN HIS YOUNG AGE OF TWENTY SOMETHING.

IN THE B.G. RADIO MUSIC.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ON THE SOFA, THE COFFEE TABLE IS LITTERED WITH PILL BOTTLES AND BEER AND BOOZE BOTTLES.

ELIJAH, FRESH OUT OF THE SHOWER AND STILL WEARING A TOWEL ENTER’S NOW AND TAKES A SEAT BESIDE HIM.

ELIJAH

Just checking, to make sure your still breathing.

LAWSON,  PLAYING WITH A HANDFUL OF PILLS.

LAWSON

I have a system, if I take, just enough of these red ones, and just enough of these blue one’s, and only two of these white ones, I find, that I can function pretty well.

But, if I’m going to be drinking, and when am I not, I have to take six of these black one’s, to counter the white one’s. Of course, then I have to take a yellow one too, and a half of one of these, blue ones with the black band around it.

Normally, the yellow one’s, would make me sleepy, but I find, that taking them, with the black one’s, seem to have an opposite effect. 

It’s funny really, I’m not sure what these, purple one’s do yet, 

they don’t give you a buzz, that’s for sure. What do you think?

ELIJAH

I think, it’s sad, to tell you the truth, this thing, that you’ve become.

LAWSON

Of course you do, you think, I’m pathetic.

But the truth is, I’m just, trying to control the 

fits, so I can go out, and get a date, and be more like you.

ELIJAH

What for, look at you, you’d scare them away before, it even got around to price, or where to go, let alone what to do, and who does what. Have you, looked at yourself in a mirror lately, why don’t you, shower and shave tonight, while I’m at work? 

LAWSON

Well, we can’t all be as vibrant, and lovely as you, my dear, can we?  

Or maybe, we can, I’m not dead yet, you know, there’s still time.

LAWSON POPS ANOTHER PILL.

ELIJAH, TAKES THE BOTTLE OF PILLS FROM LAWSON, AND THEN, HE TAKES THEM ALL UP FROM THE TABLE IN A MOMENT OF DISGUST.

ELIJAH

Don’t kill yourself in front of me, okay! 

LAWSON

Kill myself, who the hell wants to die, not me. 

I just want a date, do you realize, that, I haven’t been laid in seven months? Seven months! Seven months, could be a life time, for a boy like me. Men love me, they love me, seven months, no sex, no passion, no intimacy, none. No special attention, no anything, it’s enough to drive a boy to drink, or atleast insane. 

Did you, know all of that, do you even care?

ELIJAH

Sorry, I don’t do charity.

LAWSON

I don’t suppose you do.

That’s okay, you were never my type anyway, I hate pretty people. 

It’s a fact, I like, manly men, tall, manly men. Not short, pretty boys who swish, when they walk into a room, because they’ve been fucked too many times, by the brotha’s, you really should work on that, pretty, swishy boy.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, LAUGHING, HE GOES OVER TO THE RADIO NOW, AND FIDGETS WITH THE TUNING KNOB, TUNING IN-

THE SOUND NOW: MUSIC. “THIS MASQUERADE” GEORGE BENSON.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH NOW.

ELIJAH

You were pretty, you were pretty just a few months ago.  

And I always, had a huge crush on you, but now, look at you. Are you really so shallow, and dependent, and sick, inside and out, that you feel this unstoppable need, to bite the hand that feeds you, every fucking day?! Is the attention, that you’re not getting, from some- 
ELIJAH Cont.

-sleazy old man, really that important to you?! Do you really, need that, just to feel, halfway good about yourself, is that what you need- 

just to stop, heaping it all on me, every day? Well, how sad you really are, then, it’s no wonder, you look like you’ve already lost, like you’re, just, waiting on the funeral. Oh, but that scares you too, doesn’t it, empty seats at the church, well, not to worry. You just, go ahead and die, and I’ll come, and I’ll bring a date, so, that’s at least two people. Who knows, maybe your abusive father will come too, and maybe he’ll bring a date also. Wow, four people, you really did leave your mark on this great big world, didn’t you, and what a mark it is, bloody tee shirts and dozens of bar stools that you’ve fallen off of. You just, really, let yourself go didn’t you, well done, aid’s boy! Well done!

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE HURLS A BEER BOTTLE AT ELIJAH, ELIJAH FLINCHES AND DUCKS JUST IN TIME. IT MISSES, SHATTERING AGAINST THE WALL BEHIND HIM INSTEAD.

LAWSON, STANDS AND COLLECTS HIS COAT AND SCARF NOW, THE TEARS WELLING UP IN HIS BLOODSHOT EYES.

ELIJAH

Where do you think you’re going?

AN EDGE OF ALARM IN HIS VOICE, BUT LAWSON, CONTINUES.

ELIJAH Cont.

Where are you going?

ELIJAH, CLEARS AWAY THE EMPTY BOTTLES AND BEGINS TO CLEAN UP SOME OF THE BROKEN GLASS, AS LAWSON, STRUGGLES ON HIS COAT AND HAT.

ELIJAH Cont.

Where are you going LAWSON? Where are you going, look at you, you’re in no shape.

BUT LAWSON DOESN’T TURN, HE EXITS.  

ELIJAH, ALL OF A SUDDEN FRIGHTENED AND VULNERABLE, HURRIES OUT THE DOOR BEHIND HIM, BUT HE’S ONLY WEARING A TOWEL.

ELIJAH Cont.

Don’t go, come back, I’m sorry, where are you going?! 

Don’t leave, don’t leave!

EXT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AT THE OPEN FRONT DOOR, BUT HIS TOWEL FALLS OFF AND HE QUICKLY RUN’S BACK INSIDE, USING THE DOOR FOR COVER.

ELIJAH Cont.

Don’t leave, come back! LAWSON! LAWSON! Come back, don’t leave me.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT.  KITCHEN. LATER. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, THROWING AWAY THE EMPTY BEER BOTTLES. TEARS IN HIS EYES.

DISSOLVE.

FADE IN.

EXT. BALTIMORE SIDE WALK. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, OUT WALKING THE STRIP.

HE’S TRYING TO HUSTLE, BUT HE’S WAY TOO FUCKED UP TO REALLY GET A DATE AND THE CARS PASS HIM BY, WITHOUT A SECOND GLANCE UNTIL:

ANGLE ON A CAR, AS IT PULLS ALONG SIDE  OF HIM, LAWSON’S P.O.V. AS THE WINDOW ROLLS DOWN TO REVEAL, A GENTLEMAN WITH A RATHER UNRULY SHOCK OF RED HAIR, MID THIRTIES, GLASSES, HARMLESS LOOKING. HE FLASHES A HORNY SMILE.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. PARKED CAR. NIGHT.

STEAM ON THE WINDOW’S AND ANGLE ON LAWSON, AND THE MAN, AS THEY EXCHANGE HAND JOBS TO CLIMAX. LAWSON, CLIMBS OUT SHORT OF BREATH AND PANTING.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, WALKING HOME.

EXT. BALTIMORE STREET. NIGHT. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, WALKING HOME. ANOTHER CAR PULLS ALONG SIDE HIM,  HE STOPS. THE WINDOW LOWERS TO REVEAL A MIDDLE AGED MAN, HE TOO FLASHES A HORNY SMILE.

                                                                                                                                    CUT TO:

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT. LATER.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, ON THE SOFA. TV ON: KNIGHT RIDER.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, ENTERING THE APARTMENT WITH DINNER, RESTAURANT FOOD AND A TWELVE PACK OF COORS BEER.

HE LAYS IT ALL OUT ON THE COFFEE TABLE FOR LAWSON, TAKES A SEAT BESIDE HIM.

LAWSON

You’ll never guess what I did tonight.

ELIJAH

I can’t believe you just left me like that, I should leave you the same way, and let you see how it feels. Maybe I will, maybe, I’ll just leave and be done with it, do you have any idea, how worried I’ve been-
-do you even care, half the fucking night?!
LAWSON

I had a date.

Well, sort of, but I came. And so did he, I, might add. Actually, technically, I had two dates.

ELIJAH

Very good, LAWSON, and next week, we’ll work on your name, 

do you have any idea how worried I’ve been, just sitting here, not knowing, if you were dead or alive?! I didn’t even go to work, because of you, I couldn’t careless, if you had a fucking date, you cunt!

LAWSON’S EYES, GO BLANK AT ONCE, WE SEE THE HURT IN HIS FACE, AND THE ANGER.  A PAUSE AND THEN:

LAWSON

Well, it was a big deal to me.

HE WALKS TO THE KITCHEN.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE OPENS A BEER AND SITS DOWN ON THE COLD FLOOR. HIS FACE DISTANT, REMOVED.

A PAUSE.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH,  HE PACES FOR A MOMENT, HE SEEMS INCREASINGLY DISTRAUGHT. HE GOES TO THE KITCHEN.

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT. KITCHEN. NIGHT.

REMORSEFUL, HE ENTERS THE KITCHEN.

A PAUSE.

LAWSON

I’m trying, so hard, to just function here.

And what may not seem, like shit to you, is a whole lot of shit to me.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, HE KNEELS DOWN BESIDE HIM, STRETCHES OUT A HAND TO DELICATELY WIPE HIS TEARS.

LAWSON

Don’t.

ELIJAH

I’m sorry, I’m so sorry.

LAWSON

I guess, you’re the new dickboy around here.

ELIJAH, JOINS LAWSON, ON THE FLOOR NOW.

ELIJAH

Not me, that’s still your title.

You’ll always hold that one, you’re a legend, in your own mind at least. You are a legend, LAWSON, ten guys, one night. Three thousand four hundred bucks, and rumor is, that was only in tip’s. 

I know, how you hate to hear his name, but, RICHIE still measures us, by your work. He does. It pisses PACO off, every time.

LAWSON

When you leave me, I’m going to be all alone, there’s no glory in that. I’m a, has been, in a world of right now, and I’m scared. 

I’m so scared.

ELIJAH

Where am I going, I’m not going anywhere sunshine. 

I just, hate seeing you like this, between, the seizures and the memory lapses, the black out drunks, the pills. These nose bleeds that just, go on and on forever, it just, scares me too. 

This disease, is just, too much some days, most day’s. 

You scare me, sometimes, but, you don’t scare me away, you got that, I know we’ll be okay. You’ll be okay too.

But, you have to do better than this, and that’s not a fucking request, that is the law of the land, it’s just, something that you have to do. 

I mean, you won’t take care of yourself, and then, when I try to take care of you, you won’t even let me, and if, no one’s going to do it, then, fuck!
And that, scares the shit out of me, LAWSON. 

It scares me, can you understand that, I’m scared as hell too.

And now, on top of it all, what, you’re out trying to be dickboy again? Don’t you know, you’ll always be dickboy to me.

You could never loose that, you never lost that with me, but, that’s all done now LAWSON. 
And, you can’t hustle anymore, sorry to tell you that, sunshine. But it’s true, and damn good thing, you’re a mess.

(A Pause)

If you need somebody, in the middle of the night, let it be me. 

It should be me, by all rights, I’m the one who puts up with all of your crap, I’ve carried the cross for you, through it all, me, and me- 

ELIJAH Cont.

-alone. So, if you just don’t give up, all of this, could be yours, if, the price is right. And no more, going off like that, again, I mean it.

LAWSON

I thought, you didn’t do charity, remember?

ELIJAH

I don’t, You’re not really a charity case. I have a little crush on you, I can’t seem to shake it, It’s more like, a bad habit really. I can’t even believe, you called me a fucking swish, I don’t swish. I sashay, maybe.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, NEAR TEARS, HE TURNS TO ELIJAH NOW, AND WIPES THE  HAIR AWAY FROM HIS FACE, AND KISSES HIM HIGH ON HIS FOREHEAD. 

LAWSON

Someone, once told me, that, we only hurt the one’s we love.

ELIJAH

Whole lot of love, then, now come on, the foods getting cold.

ELIJAH, STANDS NOW, HELPING LAWSON, TO HIS FEET.

LAWSON

Thank you, ELIJAH, for everything, you are my best friend. 

MUSIC NOW:ON JUKEBOX: “DON’T CRY” SEAL.

WHICH WILL CONTINUE THROUGHOUT:

WORDS ON SCREEN: A CAPTION.

1986 WINTER.

FADE IN:

INT. BAR NO. 3. AFTERNOON.

EST. SHOT.  A LIVELY CROWD. 

AS THE CAMERA SLOWLY FOLLOWS THE FACES OF THE SMOKE FILLED BAR ROOM,  IT FINDS ELIJAH, AT THE BAR HAVING A DRINK AND TALKING TO MIKE. ELIJAH, LOOKS GREAT, A LITTLE OLDER A MUSTACHE PERHAPS. 

ARC SHOT. UNTIL LAWSON, COMES INTO VIEW.

INT. BAR NO. 3. A CORNER TABLE IN THE BACK. AFTERNOON.

ANGLE CLOSE NOW ON LAWSON, AT A TABLE DRINKING. HIS HAND UNSTEADY AS HE LIFTS THE DRINK TO HIS LIP.  ELIJAH, IN B.G. AT THE BAR, WATCHES CAREFULLY.

LAWSON, LOOKS VISIBLY DIFFERENT HERE, MUCH OLDER AND  LESS IN CONTROL THAN EVER BEFORE, MUSTACHE AND GOATEE. GLASSES. 

VISIBLE SIGNS OF ALCOHOL ABUSE AND MEDICAL PROBLEMS, WHEN HE SPEAKS IT IS WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY NOW. HIS MOVEMENTS ARE WEAK AND SLUGGISH AND HE CARRIES AN OXYGEN BOTTLE WHEREVER HE GOES. KS LESIONS ARE VISIBLE ON HIS FOREHEAD AND NECK. HE MUMBLES TO HIMSELF AS HE TRIES DESPERATELY TO DRINK THE SHOT OF WILD TURKEY WITHOUT WEARING IT, AN IMPOSSIBLE TASK FOR HIM THESE DAYS.

ELIJAH, COMES OVER NOW AND TAKES THE GLASS OUT OF HIS HAND, HE PUTS IT TO HIS LIPS FOR HIM AND NOW, LAWSON, DRINKS IT DOWN, HE SMILES HIS THANK YOU FOR ELIJAH’S APPROVAL.

ELIJAH

You ready to go sunshine?

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE  HELPS HIM TO HIS FEET NOW. LAWSON, WAVES GOODBYE, AND THEY EXIT. THE INTIRE BAR, SAYS GOODBYE TO THEM NOW, IN STEREO.

EXT. BAR NO. 3. DAY.

ANGLE ON THE YOUNG HUSTLER’S, LOITERING ABOUT. 

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AS HE HELP’S LAWSON, UP THE STAIRS OF THE BAR AND TOWARDS THE CAR, BUT LAWSON STOPS TO STARE OUT AT THE TERRAIN.

EXT. BAR NO. 3. DAY.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE STARES OUT TO SEE A DESOLATE SWEEP OF CONCRETE JUNGLE,  JUST BEFORE DUSK. 

THE RAINY, GRAY- BLUE SKY, BLEEDS INTO THESE BALTIMORE CITY STREETS AND DISAPPEARS INTO AN ENDLESS STRETCH OF APARTMENTS, WAREHOUSE BUILDINGS, STORE FRONTS AND YOUNG FACES.

LAWSON, LOOKS OUT AT THE YOUNG HUSTLERS, AS THEY GO ABOUT THEIR BUSINESS, OTHERWISE UNAWARE. HE SMILES NOW, AND HUMS A BIT OF “SATISFACTION” WITH THIS, AS ELIJAH, SHOOTS HIM A LOOK. 

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AGAIN, AS HIS APPEARANCE RETURNS TO THAT OF YESTER YEAR, HIS EYES SWOLLEN WITH THE MEMORIES OF A TIME LONG GONE, BUT NOT FORGOTTEN.

PRESENTLY WE HEAR THE VOICE OF LAWSON, YOUTHFULL, STRONG AND FULL.

LAWSON V.O.

Youth, can never afford you, the bigger pictures

In life, the truth is, I’m not sure if it should.

Something’s, are just, better left unknown, or unsaid.

In the players’ world, perhaps, youth and vanity shouldn’t be the only things that matter, and everything else be damned, but, when I was sixteen the world was my oyster, one giant apple, for me to take a big bite out of, look at me world, look at me! Nice firm ass, good teeth, nice Cock, low hanging balls, hell, I was the cock of the walk, and then, I wasn’t anymore. No regrets, none.

ANGLE NOW ON A YOUNG LAWSON, AS HE LOOKS OUT TO SEE THE HUSTLER’S, WORKING THE CORNER. ELIJAH’S APPEARANCE, UN-CHANGED.

LAWSON V.O. Cont.

They say it’s a sin, I don’t know if it is, or it isn’t, sex with men, prostitution, vanity, all of it.

I look at the kids these days, and I just smile. And I remember it all, as if it were just- 

LAWSON Cont.

-yesterday, because it was, just yesterday. There’s just something about it, hustling, and vanity, in this business, is definitely a turn on.

I don’t know if it’s a sin, or if it isn’t a sin, but, what I do know, one hundred percent, and, I don’t care what anybody says, is, let’s face it, that when ever people want you, just because, your sexy and hot and young and handsome, and they want to pay you money, buy you things, lavish you with attention, and kind words, just, for spending a little time with them. Well, It gives a kid, the biggest feeling and a sense of power, makes you feel, ten feet on top of the world. Makes you think, that you can do it all, get away with it all, and why not, let’s face it; good-looking people can do almost anything they want.

And guess what, people, they know it, you can bet your sweet ass, they know it. And if, you’re not so good looking, for a price, you can surround yourself with the good looking, and then, you too, can get away with things too, and all you have to do, is pay a little money and the pretty people, will come to you, and let you worship the very air, they breathe, the ground that they walk on. And the only thing it’ll cost you, is a little money, a few drinks, a nice ride in your fancy car, and, didn’t for a while, that make you feel, special and pretty too? Sure it did. They know it did too, so, next time, tip for that.

Look at them, the boy’s of the night, they don’t miss a beat, trust me. 

But, what they don’t know, is that out here, on these streets, even peace itself, is war in masquerade. Everyday, every single day.

And they don’t yet know, that everyone gets used up.

They don’t know, that, when you’ve slept with all of the pretty people in the room, and borrowed money from all of the rest of them, there’s a silence, and it booms louder than a drum, and in that very loud silence, that’s where, you can hear the truth. Out here, we are the sheep, and they are the wolves, and it’s never the other way around. And that’s, the truth. But, then again, someone once told me, that most truths, were just, over rated expressions of youth, I don’t know if that’s the truth anymore either, or, just some bullshit wisdom that young people use, to escape the hard truths that slap 
you in the face on a cold night, when, the only choice you have, is to keep walking or freeze to death. 

It took me, years to figure that out, and now, I realize, that,

defeat, can serve as well as victory, to shake the very soul, and

let the glory out, in all of us. 

EXT. STREET. BAR NO. 3. IN B.G. DUSK, FALLING QUICKLY.

A PAUSE AND THEN.

LAWSON Cont.

Such miseries, to which, it is neither in your power to relieve for another, or prevent, the horrible, never ending oscillation between hope and fear, and yet, any discoveries made, however small they maybe, remain, acquired knowledge. The only problem is, it takes a lot of hard knocks to acquire any kind of, real knowledge out here on these fucked up streets. Look at them, already life worn, and they don’t even realize it yet, and by the time they do, it’s already too late. Such a pity.

EXT. STREET. BAR NO. 3. IN B.G. DUSK.

ANGLE ON A GROUP OF HUSTLERS, ABOUT FOUR YOUNG MEN BULLSHIT NEAR A CORNER STREET AND THE ENTRANCE TO A BACK ALLEY. THEY FOCUS ON A BLACK MERCEDES, AS IT SLOWS AND THEN STOPS IN FRONT OF THEM.

THE DRIVER CHECKS THEM OUT CAREFULLY THROUGH THE FRONT WINDOW, HIS WINDOW LOWERS AND WORDS ARE EXCHANGED AND THE MOST HANDSOME OF THIS GROUP HOPS INTO THE FRONT SEAT AND THE MERCEDES SPEEDS OFF DOWN THE STREET AND OUT OF SIGHT. LEAVING THE THREE HUSTLERS BEHIND TO CONTINUE WITH THEIR BULLSHIT SESSION.

A PAUSE AS LAWSON AND ELIJAH WITNESS THIS ACTION AND THEN:

LAWSON Cont.
Vanity, It’s such a turn on.

LAWSON LAUGHS V.O.

                                                                                                                               FADE OUT:

(OMITTED SCENE)

FADE IN:

EXT. LAWSON’S NEIGHBORHOOD. A STREET. BALTIMORE, MARYLAND. DAY.

THE STREETS IN MOTION, AND PRESENTLY, WE HEAR ELIJAH.

ELIJAH V.O.

How many days and hours I’ve sat, waiting for him to stroll by me, how many more times I’ve fallen asleep, and dreamt, that I heard his 

key in the door, or heard his laughter, in a bar and turned to glimpse the face, I don’t know, maybe hundreds. It has been some years now, since that very cold, fall morning, and still, I miss him, as if, he were a habit. 

-FLASHBACK-

INT. LAWSON’S APARTMENT.  BEDROOM. NIGHT.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, IN BED, ELIJAH, BY HIS SIDE.

THIS BEDROOM STANDS AS A MONUMENT TO MANY HORRIBLE SLEEPLESS NIGHTS.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, AND ELIJAH, AS THEY SIT UP TALKING AND LAUGHING THROUGH THE NIGHT.

A STRANGE CALM AND PEACE IN THE ROOM.  

PIZZA BOX AND A GAME OF ‘MONOPOLY’ SET UP, MID GAME, ON THE FOOT OF THE BED. IT IS CLEAR NOW, THAT LAWSON, IS IN DEED VERY ILL, HE BRINGS THE OXYGEN MASK TO HIS FACE EVERY SO OFTEN AND MAINTAINS AN UNCONTROLLABLE COUGH. HE’S TRYING TO MAINTAIN A BRAVE FACE HERE, BUT, THE BREVITY OF THE SITUATION IS SHOWN ON ELIJAH’S FACE AND IN HIS FRIGHTENED EYES.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

Years later, with AIDS a little more understood, I still, often wondered, how many would have had to die, if it were anything else,  if it were some other type of disease, not associated at all with, homosexuality, or drug abuse, or children in Africa, if instead, it only took, white males in suits, or rich people, how many would be dead? 

ELIJAH Cont.

I’ll never know the answers to such questions, of course, but at the hour of his death, I’ll tell you this; the least tender, would have been moved to tears, the most incredulous, to prayer.

-FLASH BACK-

INT. LAWSON’S BEDROOM. MORNING. SUNNY. LAWSON ON HIS DEATH BED. 

AN UNCONTROLLABLE COUGH.

ELIJAH, SQUEEZES LAWSON’S HAND TIGHT. 

LAWSON, IS PALE BEYOND BELIEF AND UNSHAVEN. 

AS THE SUNLIGHT FLOODS THE ROOM, HIS EYES GLITTER WITH FEVER. HIS LIPS AND GUMS WHITE. ELIJAH, COMFORTS HIM, LAWSON, STRUGGLES TO GET THE WORDS “I’M SORRY” OUT, BUT IT’S TOO DIFFICULT NOW, ELIJAH, UNDERSTANDS, THERE IS NO NEED TO APOLOGIZE, HE LOVE’S HIM.

HE MURMURS INAUDIBLY: ELIJAH, LEANS IN CLOSER TO HEAR

SQUEEZING HIS HAND TIGHTER, WIPING THE HAIR 

AWAY FROM HIS FOREHEAD. THE END IS NEAR, AND THEY BOTH KNOW IT.

BEFORE LONG, THE COUGHING STOPS. THE ROOM GROWS TERRIBLY QUIET.

ANGLE ON LAWSON, HE STARES OFF INTO SPACE NOW, EYE’S FIXED. EVENTUALLY, ELIJAH, CLOSES HIS EYES, AND BRUSHES HIS HAIR WITH TENDER STROKES, AS IF HE WERE A CHILD.

ELIJAH’S EYES, MISTY WITH TEARS, BREATH RISING TOWARDS

THE MORNING. CLOSE NOW, ON A PIECE OF GRAY CANVAS, FLAPPING AGAINST A CHAIR , CAUGHT IN A BREEZE, IN THE CORNER OF THE ROOM.

THE ROOM IS COLD. TOO COLD, AND NOW ELIJAH, GOES TO THE LIVING ROOM TO SEE WHY, SLOWLY AT FIRST, CAUTIOUSLY, AND THEN QUICKLY.

ANGLE ON THE FRONT DOOR, WIDE OPEN, HE CLOSES IT, SPOOKED. 

HE LOCKS IT NOW, HIS EYE’S FULL OF TEARS.

HE RETURNS TO LAWSON NOW, AND LIES DOWN BESIDE HIM. QUIET, SERENE, RELIEVED EVEN.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

I stood tall by his side, and squeezed the blood from his hand, just so he’d know; I indeed, had not abandoned him, and we waited the hour, of his public murder, with great composure of mind. And when that hour came, all of the greatest rewards, and all of the heaviest- 
-penalties, imposed on his existence, entered through the front door, and he looked them dead on, and he smiled. 

And that, was the end of that, I never caught which way they left, 
and now, we communicate, like the burrows of Foxes, in silence and darkness, underground. 

His words, my food, his breath, my wine. Until we meet, my sweet,

no fire, can ever warm me. 

WORDS ON SCREEN NOW: A CAPTION.

1990 WINTER.

DISSOLVE.

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

He’s everywhere now, everywhere but right here. Have you ever, missed someone, so much, that it tore your very soul and heart apart, turned your whole world, upside down, missed someone so much, you couldn’t even remember, what normal, was anymore? What is normal, anyway?

FADE IN:

EXT. LAWSON AND ELIJAH’S APARTMENT BUILDING. DAY.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, WALKING DOWN THE SIDE WALK.

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

Is normal, what we had, or just, what I wanted for us to have, this is not normal.

CLOSER NOW, ON ELIJAH.

ELIJAH Cont.

Yes, sometimes, I still see him, more than I care to admit. He speaks, to me of a life, before the curve. But mostly, he speaks to me, of journeys never traveled, and dreams unfulfilled, the words, ring so clearly now.

EXT. LAWSON AND ELIJAH’S APARTMENT BUILDING. DAY.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, AND THE  RAIN SOAKED STREETS.

SUDDENLY; WE ARE BACK AT THE BEGINNING OF THIS FILM. 

ELIJAH, WALKING HOME FROM THE TRAIN STATION. STANDING ON THE SIDE WALK WITH HIS GROCERY BAGS MELTING. 

HIS KEYS IN HAND.

ANGLE AS HE TURNS AGAIN, TO SEE THE HUSTLER WHO WAS (PANHANDLING), WALK ON DOWN THE STREET. THE YOUNGMAN TURNS ONCE AGAIN AND NODS A THANK YOU, TO ELIJAH, BUT THE BOYS FACE  IS TRANSFORMED INTO THE FACE, OF A YOUNG LAWSON, ELIJAH, DOES A DOUBLE TAKE AND BEGINS TO FOLLOW THE YOUNGMAN. BUT HE SPRINTS OFF NOW, TOWARDS THE EDGE OF THE CITY, ELIJAH, STRUGGLES TO FOLLOW AND CATCH UP WITH THE YOUNGMAN, HIS GROCERY BAGS NOW LEFT BEHIND IN THE STREETS. ELIJAH I, IN FULL SPRINT,  CONTINUES TO STRUGGLE AND CATCH UP TO HIM, BUT HE IS TOO QUICK. THE CAMERA FOLLOWS, BUT SOON OUTPACES THEM BOTH, SOARING ON AHEAD, AND FINALLY OVER THE EDGE, UNTIL IT RUNS OUT OF CITY AND HOVERS OUT AND ABOVE THE DAZZLING SEA. THIS IS THE VIEW OF ANGLES. 

                                                                                                                               FADE OUT:

FADE IN:

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

ANGLE ON A SPEEDING TAXI CAB, IN HEAVY TRAFFIC. MOVING.

FLASH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH, HIS CHASE OF THE YOUNGMAN HAS LED HIM HERE, INTO THE BELLY OF HARMSWAY. HERE, HE STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE STREET, IN TRAFFIC. THE CARS, WHIP AND ZOOM PAST AND AROUND HIM.

HE IS A DEER IN HEAD LIGHTS NOW.

SFX: HORN’S, IRATE MOTORIST.

FLASH CUT TO: 

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

ANGLE ON THE SPEEDING TAXI, AS IT VEERS AROUND A SLOWER MOVING VEHICLE.

ELIJAH AND THE TAXI, NOW LOCKED IN, ON A COLLISION COURSE OF FATE.

THE TAXI, SEES HIM NOW AND STRUGGLES TO COME FULL STOP, ALL AT ONCE, BUT IT’S TOO LATE, IT CAN’T.

FLASH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

ANGLE CLOSE ON ELIJAH, HIS P.O.V. OF THE SCREECHING TAXI.

CLOSE NOW, ON ELIJAH, NO TIME TO GET OUT OF THE WAY.

THE SOUNDS NOW: SFX. TIRES SCREECHING IN AN ATTEMPT TO STOP, HORN AND THEN, THE THUD OF FLESH AND BONE AGAINST METAL. CRASHING SOUNDS AT ONCE.

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

SLOWER MOTION PHOTOGRAPHY.

CLOSE ON ELIJAH’S IMPACT WITH THE TAXI, HIS BODY, THROWN INTO THE AIR, AND THEN IMPACT WITH THE PAVEMENT BELOW. HEAD FIRST. A GHASTLY SIGHT.

THE SOUND NOW, PRESENTLY WE HEAR LAWSON’S VOICE:

LAWSON V.O.

On that side of the bridge, you understand nothing.

But as you step, lightly across it, you are upheld by timelessness.

On your side, you are directed straight into the belly of the demon, 

but here, you are directed, straight to the heart of God. 

EXT. STREET. RAIN. DAY.

ANGLE ON ELIJAH NOW, HE LAYS DEAD, OR DYING ON THE COLD WET STREET. RAIN TURNING QUICKLY TO SNOW. IN THE B.G. THE YOUNGMAN (AS LAWSON)  LOOKS ON, THE CROWD BEGINS TO GATHER IN MASS NOW.

ELIJAH V.O.

And you are complete, forever, reunited, with all of the ones you loved, and complete, once again. Forever.
There are no more roads to travel, and no time, to travel through,

all you have to do is let go, let go. 

ELIJAH WHISPERS THIS.

ELIJAH V.O. Cont.

Let go.

                                                                                                                      FADE TO BLACK.

THE SOUND NOW, MUSIC: “BROTHER’S IN ARMS” DIRE STRAITS. 

WORDS ON SCREEN NOW: A CAPTION.

“ I tell you solemnly, Tax collectors

and Prostitutes are making their

way into the kingdom of God 

before you “

-Matthew 21:31

                                                                                                               THIS FADES AWAY. 

FADE IN:

THE WORDS: ON SCREEN NOW.

CLOSING CREDITS, IN THEIR ENTIRETY.

THE END.
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