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FADE | N:

| NT. RUN DOWN APARTMENT- BATHROOM - NI GHT

OVNEN REEVES (early 30's) scrawny, rat faced, studies his
reflection in the bathroommrror.

He’'s deathly pale. As he applies the last of the cosnetic
powder to his face we realize why.

He turns his head left, then right, inspecting his
handi wor k.

Satisfied, he picks up a set of false teeth fromthe side
of the wash basin. He fits themover his owmn teeth. He curls
a lip back, checking the overly large incisors.

REEVES
Ckay.

He opens a cabi net and takes out a bottle of pills. The
| abel reads BETA-BLOCKERS. He taps a couple out and swal |l ows
t hem

REEVES ( CONT’ D)
Let's do this.

CUT TO

| NT. PENTHOUSE APARTMENT - NI GHT
Two figures face each from opposite ends of a table.

The first of these is DUKE VI NCENZO SALI BRI (to judge by
appearances early 40's). Salibri is a perfectly grooned,
aristocratic figure with slicked back hair, sonmeone who
oozes privilege and the self-entitled arrogance that goes
with it.

The second is his conplete opposite. ARTUR DUBEK (Ili ke
Salibri, seeming to be sonewhere in his 40’s). Dubek is a
stocky, thick set individual with a brutish face and is
carel essly dressed. He seens like a man with no interest in
the finer things in life.

It’s clear we’'re in the mddle of sonething, although we're
not quite sure what.

Seated close by are sone special guests, VIPs. There’'s six
of themin all, each one carries their own air of authority.
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CONTI NUED: 2.

None though are particularly inportant to us, apart from one
figure we’ve net before, Omen Reeves. Reeves has an anti que
styl e notebook in hand. Concealed next to it is a snart
phone. He’s film ng the whol e thing.

Salibri picks up a glass of ruby red liquid and places it to
his lips. He takes a delicate sip.

He runs a tongue over his teeth, stopping at an enl arged
cani ne.

SALI BRI
East Eur opean.

He places his glass down on the table.

SALI BRI ( CONT’ D)
Sl avi c.

He | ooks at his opponent.

SALI BRI ( CONT’ D)
Definitely peasant stock. | would
say the west bank of the VWl atava.

He sits back, satisfied with his procl amation

He | ooks over at a third figure, sonmeone we’ ve not been
aware of until now.

MORTARUS is a dark suited, polished and well spoke Master of
Cerenoni es. He claps his hands together, inpressed.

MORTARUS
Duke Salibri has an excel |l ent
pal at e.

The Duke bows his head a fraction, accepting the conplenent.
MORTARUS( CONT’ D)
For the bonus mark, would you care
to guess the year?
Salibri steeples his fingers thoughtfully.
SALI BRI
| would say sonetine just after the
G eat War. Let’s say 1922.
MORTARUS
Excel l ent. Bottled over New Year
1922 and 1923.

The VIP guests murmur their amazenent.
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CONTI NUED: 3.

Reeves makes a big show of scribbling on the notepad.
Mortarus turns to Dubek.

MORTARUS( CONT’ D)
And now M Dubek, for your
challenge if you' Il be so kind.

The brutish figure snatches up his glass. In contrast to
Salibri he gulps half of his drink down. It’s alnbst as if
he’s making a point to challenge the decorum of the

occasi on.

DUBEK
Spani sh.

He hol ds up a hand.

DUBEK ( CONT’ D)
No, wait.

MORTARUS
Take your tine, sir.

The Duke gives a condescending smle.

SALI BRI
Pl ease do.

Dubek takes anot her gul p.

DUBEK
Sout h Aneri can.

He sl ans the gl ass down.

DUBEK
Chi | ean.

MORTARUS
Excel | ent.

Agai n, inpressed nurnurs pass through the VIP s.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
Now, for....

DUBEK
My God damm bonus point? There's a
hint of Mayan in there too.

He takes a deep breath. H's chest swelling with confidence.
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MORTARUS
Exactly right.

Mortarus turns to the guests.

MORTARUS

Ladi es and gentleman. It seens that
despite reaching our final round we
find ourselves with a tie.

Sonet hi ng not seen here for over a
century and a half. Yet as we all
know, there can be only one Jupan,
one head of the famlies.

The two conpetitors regard each other with ill conceal ed
di slike.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
The high chair seats only one.

The VIP's repeat the phrase like a mantra.
Reeves wites it down in his book.
MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)

So now therefore we nmust proceed to

a tie break.
He snaps his fingers.
A DULL EYED BRUTE shanbles in carrying a tray. On it are two
silver goblets. The Brute places one each before Salibri and
Dubek.
Mortarus waves hi m away.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
The rule is sinple.

He raises a finger theatrically.
MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
The first one to guess correctly
will be the new Jupan.
He turns to Salibri and Dubek.

MORTARUS ( CONT’' D)
Gentlenmen, if you' re ready.

SALI BRI
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DUBEK
Yeah.

MORTARUS
Then, in your own tine.

Salibri picks up his goblet as if plucking a flower.
Dubek grabs his and gul ps the whol e thing down.

The Duke swirls the liquid neditatively then dips in a
finger, tasting the contents.

Reeves’ eyes flit fromone to the other as if he’s watching
a tennis match.

We catch a glinpse of his book. As well as lots of comments
he’'s al so made a quick sketch of Dubek and Salibri,
sonmet hing we m ght see in a courtroom draw ng.

Final ly, Dubek raises his goblet above his head.

MORTARUS
Ladi es and gentl enen, M Dubek has
signaled he is ready to give an
answer .

DUBEK
Huguenot .

The master of cerenonies sucks air through his teeth.

MORTARUS
Not quite |I'm afraid.

Salibri gives a soft chuckle.

SALI BRI
An easy m stake to make, for one of
a certain class anyway. | think
you' Il find it’s actually South
African Boer, of Huguenot descent
only.

The master of cerenoni es nods.
MORTARUS
Ladi es and gentl enen, we have our
W nner.
Appl ause breaks out.

Reeves is watching Dubek closely. The man | ooks apopl ecti c.
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DUBEK
To hell with this.

He stands up, reaching into his jacket.

DUBEK ( CONT’ D)
No way |’ m bending ny knee to him

He pulls out a pistol.

MORTARUS
Pl ease, weapons are not all owed
her e.
Dubek fires.

It makes a hole through Salibri’s chest.

The Duke | ooks down, clanping a hand to the wound in
di sbel i ef.

DUBEK
That bullet was filled with garlic.

Salibri collapses forward.

DUBEK ( CONT’ D)
You're finished, Duke.

The dying figure glances up.

SALI BRI
As are you.

Suddenl y, Dubek doesn’t | ook so sure of hinself.

SALI BRI ( CONT’ D)
| had both drinks laced with holy
wat er, blessed at Jouarre Abbey. A
little can be tolerated but | knew
a savage |ike you would sinply gulp
his all down.

Dubek places a hand to his throat.
SALI BRI ( CONT' D)
You can feel its effects already, |
trust.

Dubek col | apses back into his chair.
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DUBEK
You ...

The weapon drops fromhis grip. H s head slunps forward.

Salibri is just able to enjoy the scene before his eyelids
flutter shut.

Reeves wat ches, open nout hed.

REEVES
(Softly, to hinself) Holy shit.

Mortarus remains as cool and conposed as ever.

MORTARUS
We find ourselves in unique
ci rcunst ances. Never before have
both chal l engers for the high chair
sinply "elimnated one another. It
seens we have only one recourse of
action. W nust wake Count Tepis
hi nsel f.

Mutters of consternation greet the announcenent.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
|’ maware his excellency’'s wi sh was
to be left to slunber for the
century, but the alternative is a
war between the old and new
fam lies. Who anongst us woul d want
t hat ?

Reeve scribbl es sonmething dowmm. W can read the first four
words, D-RA-C

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
Since the heads of the famlies are
here perhaps it would be best if we
hel d a neeting straight away. |
will act as chairman. Unless
there’ s sone objection, of course.

The reaction is favorable, with the elite turning to each
ot her and noddi ng.

Mortarus watches themeach in turn. H s eyes stop on Reeves.
MORTARUS
But before we do, 1'd like to
i ntroduce soneone.

He gestures towards the rat-like little man.
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MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
M Ownen Reeves, a hunman who bri bed
our official chronicler to trade
pl aces with him here today. He
wor ks for one of the | ower order
t abl oi ds.

Eyes all turns in Reeves direction, fangs bared w de.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
No doubt he expected it to be his
bi g scoop, exposing our world to
t he humans.

The crowd hiss. Any nonent Reeves could easily be torn to
pi eces.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
Hi s actions though have nmade ne
realize two inportant things. The
first is that our chronicler is an
untrustworthy, traitorous wetch
who deserves deat h.

He pauses as the VIP s nmurrmur their agreenent.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
We can decide on the nethod | ater.
The second is how antiquated the
very idea of a chronicler is in
this day and age. What we need is
our own publication. And here is
just the individual to run it for
us.

He smles at the reporter.

MORTARUS ( CONT’ D)
Isn’t that right, M Reeves?

Reeves gives a soft, nervous laugh. Al eyes are firmy on
hi m

CUT TO

I NT. EDI TOR S OFFI CE - EVEN NG

Reeves (now wearing sungl asses) sits across fromhis ED TOR
a graying, bespectacled man. On a stress scale of 1 to 10,
the Editor |l ooks to be in triple figures.

A paper filled desk stands between them
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EDI TOR
But you can’t quit.

REEVES
Sorry, Chief. | got an offer
couldn’t refuse.

EDI TOR
But you said you were onto
sonet hi ng huge.

Reeves shrugs.

REEVES
Things didn’t work out as |
pl anned.

EDI TOR
God dam it!

The reporter stands up.

REEVES ( CONT’ D)
| shoul d get going. Be seeing you.

He npbves over to the door.

EDI TOR
Wi t .

Reeves stops at the entrance way.

EDI TOR (CON T)
Let’s sleep on this, okay? Cone
back tonorrow norning and we’ ||
di scuss it, nmaybe see about a
rai se. What do you say?

A |l ook of distaste passes across the little man’s rat face.

REEVES
Sorry Chief, | don’t do nornings
any nore. | don’t do afternoons
either. In fact, fromnowon | only
wor k ni ghts.

Wth that, he disappears out the door.
FADE QUT:



