Laws of the city
      A SMALL ROOM – CLOUDY DINGY DAY CHRONOLOGICALLY AT VERY END OF FILM
Blank screen.  ONE CLICK (safety catch).  The scene opens on two men wearing suits standing a few paces apart with guns pointed at each others heads.  There is about a metre’s space between their guns.  There is a large window behind them showing the sky, which is overcast.  TONY, the man on the left, is breathing heavily.  JOE, the man on the right is shaking slightly and looking at Tony with a lot of hate

ANGLE - close up shot of his hand which is cut and dripping with blood.  He clenches his fist and the blood drips between his fingers.  

ANGLE - back to original shot.

       TONY


(Breathing heavily) Don’t do it.  

Don’t do it, man.

       JOE


(Quietly) Shut up.

       TONY

Let’s just put down our guns, man.  

We can solve this peacefully

       JOE

(Louder but still quiet) Shut up

       TONY

(Sounding quite desperate now) 

I was doing what I had to, man.  

It was nothing personal.

       JOE

(Grits teeth. Slightly louder) Shut 

up.

       TONY

(Louder. More desperate) I was 

just doing what I fucking had to.  

Neither of us has to die, man.

       JOE

(Shouts) Shut the fuck up!

Both men start shouting at each other simultaneously.  Camera begins to zoom in

       JOE

Shut up!  Shut up!  Shut the fuck 

up!  Do you fucking understand 

what I’m fucking saying! 

Motherfucker! Shut the fuck up! (etc.)

       TONY

Lets just put down our fucking 

guns!  We can fucking sort this out.  

Killing me will not solve anything!  

Put it down! Put your fucking gun down!

ANGLE - zooms in to a point where you cannot see the two arms or guns.  ONE SHOT is heard.  Cut to title credits.  

INT. ALTADORE MANSION - DAY

Blank screen.  SOUND OF A CAR PULLING UP, A KNOCK ON THE DOOR, THE CLICK OF A LOCK AND THE SOUND OF A DOOR OPENING

ANGLE – Shot of a card table where two gangsters are playing cards and smoking.  

ANGLE - Close up shot of the pile of cards on the table and cards being thrown on.  

ANGLE - Shot of an ashtray.  A hand comes in and stubs out a cigarette.  

ANGLE - Close up shot of someone’s highly polished black shoes walking in.  

ANGLE - Shot of Tony walking towards a large bodyguard standing in front of a door.  Tony looks pretty cool and confident even though the guard (MATTEO) is threateningly large and/or ugly

       MATTEO

Good.  You’re on time.

       TONY

(Smirks at him) I always am.

Matteo unfolds his arms and puts a hand out.  Tony takes out a pistol from his jacket and hands it to him.  He then takes out a switchblade, flicks it open, and hands it to him.  Matteo draws in his hand.  There is a pause and Tony takes out another pistol from an ankle holster and hands it to him.  And then another knife from a sheath in his belt.  The guard knocks on the door and enters.  Tony is about to step in but the door slams in his face.  Matteo steps back out

       MATTEO

You can go in now.  But 

be polite.  He’s in a pissy mood.

Tony enters and Matteo closes the door behind him, turns around and folds his arms again.  

INT. DON’S OFFICE - DAY

ANGLE - Shot of Tony standing in the don’s office from behind the don’s desk where he is sitting so that the don’s face cannot be seen

Tony is standing there looking pretty calm.  The don (NATALIO) motions and a guard approaches him.

       NATALIO

(Quietly and effortlessly to the guard 

who leans in to listen) What the 

fuck does this piece o’ shit want?

       TONY

Senor Altadore.  I have come to – 

       NATALIO

(Cuts him off) I don’t remember 

asking you.

       TONY

I apologize, senor.  (Bows)

       NATALIO

Aint got no spunk either, huh?

       TONY

Respect is due…in some cases.

       NATALIO

(Chuckles dryly) So who are you?

       TONY

My name is Tony Vittorio.

       NATALIO

No relation to the Chicago Vittorio’s 

I hope.  (Smiles)

       TONY

(Quickly) No.  Well…I may have a 

second cousin who’s in the family.  

But I don’t think I‘ve ever met any 

of them.  

       NATALIO

Ah.  I remember now.  You’ve met 

my son.  He said you’re a good man.  

Saved his life from some assassins.  

       TONY

Damn straight.

       NATALIO

(Pause) Very well.  Can you 

take care of yourself?

       TONY

Fuck, yeah.

       NATALIO

We’ll see.  (Motions top a guard 

in the corner who comes over 

carrying a briefcase) Take this briefcase 

down to Jesus’ place.  (The guard 

hands the briefcase to Tony)

       TONY

What’s in –

       NATALIO

(Cuts through) Matteo will tell 

you the rest.  We will see whether

you are accepted or not.

Tony bows to the don and walks out.  

INT. ALTADORE MANSION - DAY

ANGLE - Shot of Tony walking out of the room.  

       TONY

Christ.  How do you put up 

with that all day?

       MATTEO

(Looks at him coldly) Jesus’ 

place is a little house in the suburbs.  

34 Beaumont Boulevard.  Now 

listen here.  This is a nice place.  

Perfectly inconspicuous, so don’t 

you be taking no shit there, ya 

understand?  The residents see you 

spaced out from a fucking high, 

covered in blood or packing any 

kind o heat, they call the police, 

bust our cover and the don won’t 

be happy. 

Matteo takes Tony’s weapons out of a drawer and hands them back to him

       TONY

Hey, don’t worry.  I’m a 

professional.  (Turns to leave 

but is stopped by Matteo)

       MATTEO

The don tells you to take the 

briefcase there.  This means 

you do not look in the briefcase.  

You do not even open it.  

       TONY

(Looking a little annoyed) 

Okay, man.  I got it.  

(Turns to leave again and is 

stopped again)

       MATTEO

One more thing.  You ever 

even think about double crossing 

us, especially anything concerning 

the don, you’d better leave the 

fucking country.  Cos you don’t 

wanna know what kind o sick shit 

I’m gonna do to you.  Capische?

       TONY

(Leans close and whispers in his 

ear) Oh.  I see.  You think you’re 

tough, huh.  I’d like to see you try 

something, bitch.  I’ll fuckin bury you.  

Tony walks off abruptly muttering something just about recognizable as “Family of wankers”.  

ANGLE - Shot of the door from the street outside.  

Tony comes out, kneels on the pavement on one knee as if doing up his shoelaces and puts a gun in his ankle holster.

SUBURBAN STREET - DAY

ANGLE - Shot of a car parking in a quiet looking suburban street.  Camera pans over to the car window which is rolled down.  

Tony is sitting inside smoking a cigarette.  He takes one long inhalation and drops the butt out of the window.  

ANGLE - Close up shot of the pavement where the glowing cigarette is dropped.  

Tony’s foot comes down on it and stubs it out.  

ANGLE - Shot of interior of car through the window opening

Tony is putting his pistol in the glove compartment and taking a briefcase.  

ANGLE - The camera zooms out and then follows Tony as he gets out of the car and walks across the road to a house.  

He pulls a piece of paper out of his jacket pocket and looks at it.  It has the words 34 Beaumont Boulevard written on it.  Tony looks up and walks toward the front door.  He knocks.  There is a pause of a few seconds.  There is a CREAKING NOISE (the post slot opening).  

ANGLE - Shot of Tony from the perspective of the post slot.  

Tony looks down at the camera.

       TONY

Er…hello?

There is another CREAKING NOISE as the post slot shuts.  

ANGLE - Level shot of Tony.  

The door opens and JESUS beckons him inside.  The door shuts. 

INT. SUBURBAN HOUSE - DAY

ANGLE - Shot of the landing of the house from inside

       JESUS

(Slightly whiny annoying voice)

You Tony?

       TONY

Yeah, that’s me

       JESUS

(Smiles) Don Altadore told 

me to expect you.  Joe’s told me 

you’d be the new addition to the 

family

Another man (DIEGO) appears and stands there expectantly

       JESUS

Oh yes.  I’d forgotten.  My name is Jesus and this is Ronald.  

       TONY

Jesus and Ronald

       DIEGO

You can call me Diego.

       JESUS

Yes.  Ronald Dwain Diego

       DIEGO

(Turns to Jesus) Shut the fuck 

up.  You’re such a prick, 

you know that?

       TONY

(Face stays relatively un-emotive 

but you can tell he is trying not 

to smile.  He turns to Diego) Hi.  

I’m Tony

       DIEGO

Great.  How you doing.  (Puts 

out his hand and shakes Tony’s).  

Come inside

Diego turns and walks into a room to the side.  Cut to shot of the messy but clean living room.  

       JESUS

So what you got for me, man?

       TONY

The don sent me over with this briefcase.  

       JESUS

Finally.  I’ve been waiting for-

       DIEGO

Shut up.  

Jesus beckons to Tony and they walk into a different room.  

ANGLE - Shot of a room with chemical apparatus on a table and a few bags of white powder littered about the place.  

Jesus puts the briefcase on the table and opens it.  The camera angle is placed so the contents are not visible.  Jesus starts fiddling with the contents.  

       JESUS

Your money’s here, Ronald.

       DIEGO

Two hundred?

       JESUS

Looks like it

       DIEGO

Looks like it?  Count it

you idiot

       TONY

(Walks around and touches some 

of the equipment) What the 

fuck is all this shit?

       DIEGO

(Walks in) What’s it look like?

       TONY

Fuck me!  This is a fucking drug 

Lab!

       JESUS

Well done, genius.  

       DIEGO

(Turns to Jesus) Shut the fuck 

up.  You’re such a prick, 

you know that? (To Tony) You see, 

us two run – well, no not really.  

We deal with most of the don’s drug empire 

for him.  All the transactions, the 

transport, refining.  All done by us.  

       TONY

What kinda stuff do you deal?

       DIEGO


Oh, man.  (Smiles)We got all the 

shit you’ll ever need.  Coke, 

weed, coke, smack, poppers.  

We got shit that’ll make you high, 

make you hard, shit that’ll make 

fucking weird ass rainbow shit 

come out, motherfucker.  

       JESUS

Yeah.  Us two know everything 

there is to know about drugs.

       TONY

(Picks up a bag of powder) No 

doubt from experience, eh.  

(Mutters under breath) Ya 

stupid coke headed junkie piece 

o’ shit muthafucka son of a bitch

       DIEGO

Hell, yeah.  (Grins) Hey, man.  

Why don’t you crash here for a 

bit?  Chill.  The don’ll call when 

he wants ya back.  

       TONY

Sure

       DIEGO

Great.  You sit in the front room, 

turn on the radio or the television 

and I’ll get some shit from my 

private stash.  This is some 

seriously good muthafuckin shit, 

I tell ya.

QUIET SUBURBAN STREET – LATE DAY

ANGLE - Shot of the front door.  

Tony stumbles out, turns around to say bye and walks down the path erratically.  

       TONY

(Slurred) I’ll see you guys.  

He walks down the path and is about to cross the road when a car comes past and nearly hits him.  It beeps its horn as it drives past.

       TONY

Fuck, man.  (Still slurred.  

Puts middle finger up at the 

now leaving car).  You nearly 

fucking ran me over, bitch! 

(He takes out some keys and 

stares drunkenly at them 

for a few seconds)

SCENES FROM HERE IN BLACK AND WHITE

WAREHOUSE – CLOUDY DAY CHRONOLOGICALLY AT BEGINNING

ANGLE – Shot of Don Altadore standing in a warehouse with several of his gangsters around and behind him.  

Matteo is recognizable and he is standing by the don’s side.  Most of them are whispering or talking quietly but the don and Matteo are silent.  

ANGLE – Close up shot of the gangsters chests with their faces out of shot.  The camera pans across showing their shirts and ties.  The last man’s tie has a distinctive emblem on it.  Possibly a dragon curled around a sword

ANGLE - Shot of the street outside the warehouse where it is raining.  

A limousine with dark windows pulls up and parks roughly somewhere roundabout the outside of the warehouse.  A driver gets out and opens the door.  Don Vittorio gets out and walks without looking at the chauffeur.  His men follow behind him to the warehouse door.  

ANGLE - Shot of the warehouse door from the inside.  

It rolls up suddenly and DON VITTORIO walks in followed by his men who have rolled the door up for him.  He takes his fedora off as he approaches the Altadores and hands it to a man behind him without looking at him.  The same man takes off his coat and holds it.  

       VITTORIO

(Opens his arms) Ah, Natalio, 

my dear friend.  It is always 

good to see you.  

       NATALIO

(Expressionless) And always 

you.  

       VITTORIO

(Smile fades) Have you then, 

Natalio, come to make the 

right decision?

       NATALIO

(Shakes his head lightly) Even 

you should know me as 

well as that.

       VITTORIO

Then you have not reconsidered 

my proposal.

       NATALIO

You ask me to reconsider your 

proposal.  I ask you to consider 

this. (Slowly walks forward 

towards Don Vittorio) The family 

Altadore have lived here since 

my great grandfather arrived 

on these shores a hundred years 

ago.  And you come and ask us, 

again and again as if I could 

be swayed by mere words and 

money, to give up this city that 

I love, to give up my pride and 

the pride of my family, to give 

up the respect of my citizens 

when I have fought so hard.  

When I have conquered this 

city over every family that lived 

here before us.  The Salvatores, 

the Mordinos, the Vincenzos, 

the Bishops.  You ask me to give 

up the power I hold to ensure 

that my children and my grandchildren 

grow up safely in a city that bows 

to me.  For money.  What need 

have I of money?  I have more money 

than I could use in a lifetime.  And 

yet you return and pester me again 

and again after so many polite refusals.  

I will say once and finally: I will 

not sell out to you.  (He has 

now walked to within a foot of  

Don Vittorio and turns his head 

down to spit on his shoes)

       VITTORIO

(Looking angry.  Now speaking 

in a barely controlled voice shaking 

slightly from anger) You disappoint 

me, Natalio.  I thought you were 

a sensible man.  I say to you once 

and finally: I will have this city.  

And the time will come when 

I will make you lick the filth 

from my shoes as you beg 

for mercy (He turns and 

walks quickly out snatching 

his fedora and coat irritably 

as he walks)

INT. VITTORIO MANSION – SOON AFTER WAREHOUSE MEETING

ANGLE – Shot of Don Vittorio at his desk.  The shot is similar to the scene 2 shot but done in black and white.  

He is drumming his fingers impatiently on the desktop.  Two men enter the room.

       VITTORIO


Ah, welcome gentlemen.  Please 

take a seat.  

HITMAN ONE takes a seat and sits there relaxed with his legs and arms folded.  HITMAN TWO looks around nervously and stands behind a chair, leaning on it.  

       VITTORIO

(Looks at hitman two) Very well.  

As you may know, I have a job for you.  

       HITMAN 1

That’s what we’re here for.  

Who needs to be (pause) gotten

rid of?

       VITTORIO


(Smiles) Excellent.  Straight down 

to business.  I wish to have Joseph 

Altadore in my hands.  

       HITMAN 1

(Looks incredulous) Joseph Altadore.  

As in Natalio’s son, Joseph Altadore?

       HITMAN 2

(As Don Vittorio nods) No way, 

man.  No fucking way.  We aint 

doing that job.  

       VITTORIO

And why, may I ask, not?

       HITMAN 2

Are you fucking insane?! 

The Altadores would have 

our heads for fucks sake!

       VITTORIO

You were aware, were you not, 

when you became cleaners, that 

the job would involve certain 

risks.  And for a reasonable 

sum of money, those risks would 

be taken.  (Pause as hitman 2 

and the don stare at each other) 

In this case, it would be a very 

reasonable sum.  Very reasonable, 

even for the job in hand.  Two 

million dollars.  Should the job 

be completed correctly of course.  

       HITMAN

Is there any way you want him killed?

       HITMAN 2

(To hitman 1) Are you a nutter 

or just thick?  This is Natalio 

Altadores son.  We wont be able to spend 

the money when we’re fucking 

corpses you idiot!

       VITTORIO

(Cuts in) Of course, I’d offer 

you a place in the family.  An 

honourary place.  For your services.  

And the protection that comes 

with being in it.  (He takes 

out a bag) This bag contains 

$20,000 so you can purchase 

any equipment or 

other…material…you need.  

The rest will be given when 

the task is completed.  

Hitman 1 turns his head and looks coolly at Hitman 2.  Hitman 2 paces a little and runs a hand through his hair.  He finally stares back at Hitman 1

       HITMAN 2

What the fuck are you staring at?

       HITMAN 1

(Pause) Well?

       HITMAN 2

(Starts pacing again) Fine! 

(Storms out of the room)

       HITMAN 1


(He takes the bag and stands 

as if to leave)

VITTORIO

Now that we have settled, 

I need you to listen to my 

instructions.  Joseph Altadore is 

not to be killed or harmed in 

any serious or permanent way.  

I want him brought to me alive.  

Capische?

       HITMAN

Alive?  How?

       VITTORIO

I was under the impression 

that you were the mercenary.

       HITMAN

This may require some closer 

observation.  (Gets up to leave) 

We will contact you when the 

job is completed.  (Pause) It has 

been a pleasure doing business 

with you, Fat Tony.

Don Vittorio smiles at him.  The hitman leaves.  Don Vittorio drops the smile and motions to a GOON.  

       VITTORIO

Go get slim.  

       GOON

Yes boss

The goon leaves.  There is a pause and the goon’s voice is heard faintly: “Hey, Tony! Ya pa wants you”.  The goon comes back into the shot holding open the door for “Slim” Tony as he enters.  

       VITTORIO

(Gets up and hugs Tony) My 

son.  How are you?  I feel like 

I barely see you any more.  

       TONY

(Fairly emotionless) I’m great, pa

       VITTORIO

(Face gets graver looking) My boy.  

I have something for you to do.  

Something very dangerous.  

But I don’t trust any of the 

idiots I know apart from you to do it.  

(He glares at the goon who looks

intimidated and leaves).  Or at 

least to do it well.  

       TONY

Pa.  You know I don’t do this mafia 

shit

       VITTORIO

Exactly.  Let me explain.  As 

you know, the other day, I 

held a meeting with Senor Altadore 

and he not only refused my offer 

but insulted me.  I will have that city, 

my son if it costs me everything I 

have (Getting quite worked up). 

(Pause as he returns to reality) 

I need you to go and infiltrate the 

family and take it out from the inside.  

Once you have started, it will be 

easy.  We outnumber them so we 

need only a small taskforce 

of my best men.  

       TONY

How the hell am I gonna infiltrate 

them?  They don’t just accept – 

       VITTORIO

Calm down.  I have a plan devised 

already.  I have sent two hitmen to 

bring Joseph Altadore to me 

without killing him.  All you have 

to do is go there and save him.  I think 

I can safely say that the don will 

be grateful enough to you for saving 

his most beloved possession to 

make you a made man

       TONY

How will I know when they’re gonna 

take him out without stalking him.  

       VITTORIO

Joseph is guarded all day long by 

his bodyguard, Vinnie.  At night, 

he sleeps in the Altadore mansion 

where he is safe.  The only time 

he is by himself is when he goes 

to a bar every Friday night.  

He leaves down a dark alleyway 

just off ninth around 2 in the 

morning.  Unless those two I 

hired are really as moronic as 

they look, that’s when they’ll 

strike.  If not, they’ll die.  

       TONY

Isn’t this a bit risky?  I’m your 

son.  A lot of people know who 

I am.  What if they find me out?

       VITTORIO

They won’t.  You’ve never 

come with me on my business trips.  

As you so rightly said, “you don’t 

do this mafia shit”.  You keep to 

yourself.  And so what if they do?  

And Joe is hardy going to kill you 

if you’ve just supposedly saved his life.  

       TONY

(Pauses) Yeah.  I guess so.  

I’ll see you later pa.  

ALLEYWAY – EVENING

ANGLE – Shot straight down the alleyway.  

Joe comes stumbling round the corner, drunk.  The alleyway is still quite bright but it is obvious it is quite late.  The alleyway is completely empty except for him.  Its pretty run down and there are boxes and trash as well as a burned out car.  A CAR ENGINE is heard.  

ANGLE – Shot stays with Joe for a few seconds and then swings round to the other end of the alley where a car is driving down.  

The car stops and the two hitmen step out.  They start walking quickly down towards the other end of the alleyway, supposedly past Joe.  The camera stays on the hitmen and Joe comes stumbling into the shot.  Hitman one grabs him and puts a knife to his throat.  The other pulls out his gun

       HITMAN 2

(Shouts) Move and I’ll blow 

ya fucking head off! Ya understand?

       JOE

(Gritted teeth) When my pa 

finds out about this you two 

are gonna wish you’d never 

been fucking born, muthafucka.

       HITMAN 1

You’re gonna come with us.  

Quietly.  We’re gonna take a little 

ride.  A little trip.  Know what 

I mean? 

Tony walks into the shot

       TONY

Hey! What’s going on?!

       HITMAN 2

What the fuck? (Pause) 

Ton – (Tony pulls out a gun 

and shoots them both quickly.  

Hitman 2 is propelled backwards 

and Hitman 1 drops to his knees 

and falls to the ground slowly)

       JOE

Shit!  Thank you, stranger.

       TONY

Don’t worry about it.  (Turns 

to leave)

       JOE

Hey!  No, no, no man (Runs 

and grabs him) That was 

some good ass shooting.  

Nice aim.  Two shots.

       TONY

Well.  I do anything I can do.  

I just don’t like them kind o’ 

low life punks.

       JOE

Do you know who I am?

       TONY

Of course.  Everybody knows 

you in this city

       JOE

Good.  You go see my pa.  

He’ll sort you out.  Deeds like 

this deserve rewards

       TONY

Thank you.  Thank you very 

much.  But I’m not sure.  I have

…ties

       JOE
Hey, come on.  We could use 

some new blood.  Especially 

someone like you.  (Smiles 

and then walks off) See ya around.

Joe walks down the alleyway and turns a corner.  

ANGLE - Camera pans round to Tony.  Close up shot of his face.  

He smiles

INT. ALTADORE MANSION – AFTER DRUG LAB SCENE

ANGLE – Shot of a door (the front door of the don’s mansion).  

Tony walks up and knocks.  He is swaying slightly.  The door opens.  Matteo is standing there.  Cut to side shot.  

       TONY

Heeey! (Sounds a little smashed 

but better than in scene 3) How’s 

it hanging, man?

       MATTEO

(Stern) The don wants to see 

you straightaway

       TONY

(A little pause as Tony stares 

at Matteo) Good

       MATTEO

(Looks at him) What you been 

taking?

       TONY

(Turns angry) Nothing! How 

dare you call me a fucking 

junkie, man.  I oughta…oh, wait.  

(Stops and smiles vacantly) Cos 

yeah, but no.  I was down at … 

yeah, and like Diego gave me 

some shit from his (leans in, pauses

and suddenly says to Matteo loudly) 

private stash.  Good shit, man.  

You know what I’m talking about?

Matteo looks at him raises an eyebrow.  He pulls Tony inside and shuts the door.  Cut to a shot of Matteo dragging Tony to the bathroom.  He drags Tony to a sink and fills it up.  Tony starts talking to himself in the mirror

       TONY

Heeeey! Don Altadore! 

Looking good, man! (Matteo 

splashes his head in the 

water) Cos you know.  I was 

just down at (Suddenly realises 

he’s wet) Fuck man!  What the 

fuck did you do that for?!

       MATTEO

(Throws him a towel as he walks 

out) Go in and see the don.

       TONY

One little thing, man.

       MATTEO

(Frowns) What?

       TONY

I need to take a leak.

Matteo sighs exasperatedly and angrily and leaves slamming the damn door behind him.  Cut to shot of the don’s office where Natalio is sitting at his desk like in scene 3.

       TONY

(Seems okay but looks a little 

hung over) Senor.

       NATALIO

(Gets up and goes to Tony.  

He puts his hands on Tony’s 

shoulders) My son.  Welcome 

to the family Altadore.  You 

have proved yourself trustworthy 

with the life of my son.  

Will you accept my offer?

       TONY

Of course, senor.  (He starts 

to bow)

       NATALIO

(Stops him) You are part of 

the family now.  Some simple 

respect will suffice.  Have you 

chosen a mob name?

       TONY

(Pauses) Slim.  I been called 

that before.  

       NATALIO

(Looking rather unimpressed) 

Hmm… Slim.  It has its merits.  

Excellent.  Now that you’re 

part of the family, you will 

have many privileges in this 

city.  And a few duties.  

The name Altadore holds some 

significant power here.  

You go down to Frankie’s 

pawn shop.  He’ll fit you 

up with some firepower.  

You see Alberto he’ll get 

you some fine threads.  Any 

time you need some hooch, 

you go down to the old train 

station.  And you know about 

the labs if you need some good 

shit, huh? (Smiles at him)

       TONY

(Puts out his hand and Natalio 

takes it in both his) Thank 

you … sir

ALBERTO’S STREET – LATER THAT DAY

ANGLE - Shot of dingy shop front with an old looking sign saying “Frankie’s pawn shop”.  Tony comes out tucking something into his jacket with one hand and carrying a violin case with the other

Tony walks down the empty street with a violin case.  He looks round to see if there’s anybody around and then takes out a pistol and admires it from a few angles muttering “Not bad. Not fucking bad.” and grinning.  He turns to face a door and hesitates.  Then walks up and knocks on it.  An old man opens it.

       ALBERTO

Can I help you?

       TONY

Hi.  Are you Alberto?

       ALBERTO

Yes.  I’m afraid the shop’s 

not open and I can’t do any 

repair work at home.

       TONY

(Pause) Alberto?

       ALBERTO

Um…yes?

       TONY

Uncle Alberto?

       ALBERTO

(Pause as he looks closely at 

Tony) Little Tony? (Tony nods) 

My god.  I haven’t seen you since-

       TONY

Since you left the business?

       ALBERTO

(Suddenly looks shocked and 

afraid) You’d better come inside.  

This is Altadore territory

He drags Tony inside.  

ANGLE - Shot of a living room where Tony is sitting in a worn sofa 

Alberto enters with a tray with two mugs on it.  

       ALBERTO

So.  Slim.  What are you 

doing here?

       TONY

Pa’s sent me on a little mission

       ALBERTO

(Pauses and swallows) In Altadore’s 

city.  That can only mean…

       TONY

(Pauses and nods) Yep.

       ALBERTO

(Shakes his head) I just…I just don’t 

agree with…(Turns to Tony)Your 

father changed.  It were your mother.  

Poor woman lived just long enough 

to name you after your father.  

Fat Tony and little slim.  (Pauses 

and smiles ruefully) When she 

died, he changed.  Power hungry 

fool.  Just didn’t want to face 

his grief I suppose.  I wouldn’t 

do it any more.  That’s why I left, 

slim.  I never got a chance to 

explain it.  

       TONY

(Looking slightly impatient) I 

need some help, uncle.

       ALBERTO

(Buries his face in his hands for 

a few seconds) Tony.  I’m a tailor 

now.  I’m not in your business 

anymore.  I can’t help you.  I’ve 

left that all behi –

       TONY

No.  No, no, no.  I just need 

somewhere to stay while I’m here. 

And I need to use the phone.

       ALBERTO

Oh…Oh, okay.  In that case, you 

can stay in my room.  I’m going 

off to stay with my daughter for 

whatever time I have left.  In Florida.  

Lovely place.  

       TONY

(Looks concerned) Why?

       ALBERTO

I have epilepsy.  It’s not really safe 

for me to be on my own anymore.  

Mia can take care of me.  

       TONY

Jesus.  I didn’t even know you had 

a wife… or a kid…I’m sorry I couldn’t 

get to know you better.

       ALBERTO

Not your fault…Anyway.  I’ll be 

gone by Saturday.  Until then, you 

can stay in the hotel down the road 

(he reaches over to a drawer).  Here’s 

some money to tide you over.  

       TONY

Don’t worry.  I have plenty of cash 

on me.  (Uncomfortable pause) I … 

er … have to go soon.  But can I use 

the phone first?

       ALBERTO

Oh… of course.  It’s in the hallway.  

ANGLE - Camera pans to follow Tony as he leaves the room.  

There is a pause and then a shout of “It doesn’t work”.

       ALBERTO

(Mutters to himself) Dammit.  Of 

course. (To Tony as he gets up) 

You’ll have to use the one in my 

room upstairs.  I’ll show you up.

ANGLE - Shot of the room in scene 1.  Alberto shows Tony in and leaves.  

ANGLE – Close up of Tony’s face.  He picks up the receiver and puts it to his ear.  THREE DIALLING BEEPS are heard

       TONY

(Into phone.  Pauses) Police, please. 

(Pause) Hello, officer.  Yes.  I’d like 

to report a crime.  (Pause) Um…well, 

it’s an illegal … building, I suppose.  

A drugs lab.  Some people storing 

and selling drugs.  Possibly manufacture 

or refining (Pause) Yeah, I’ve 

seen it with my own eyes.  It’s 

on 34 Beaumont Boulevard 

(Pause) 34.  Yeah.  And, also there’s 

a distillery under the old train station 

on 4th.  (Pause) That’s registered is 

it? Oh, okay.  Then just the labs.  

(Pause and a slightly evil looking 

smile creeps onto Tony’s face) Only 

doing my duty officer.

ANGLE - Shot of the other end.  A CORRUPT COP is on the phone wearing a tie with an emblem recognizable as the one in scene 4.  A senior OFFICER comes by and stands behind him

       COP


Well, thank you anyway. (Puts 

down phone)

       OFFICER

What was that?

       COP


Fucking crank call.

I just pretend that I’m 

gonna do something and 

they’ll hang up.  

Goddamn punks

ANGLE - Shot of Tony coming down stairs.

       TONY


I’m off now, uncle.

       ALBERTO


(Comes out of the front room) Maybe 

I’ll see you again sometime.  

It was good to see you today, slim.  

I’ll leave the keys at the hotel 

reception for you.  You take care 

of yourself.

       TONY


And you, uncle.  Bye (He hesitates 

then turns and walks out)

ANGLE - Shot of Tony walking down the street with his violin case.  

A car pulls up on the side of the street and a door opens.  Joe gets out and calls to Tony.

       JOE


Hey tony!  Heard the good news.  

Welcome.

       TONY

Good to be in the family.

       JOE

Two things.  I want you to meet 

my brother, VINNIE.  (Vinnie gets 

out the other side and walks over.  

       VINNIE


(Coolly) How d’ya do?

       TONY


I’m Tony.  Nice to meet ya.  

I’m the new addition to the family.

       VINNIE


Nicely done.  You gotta come 

with us, man.

       TONY


(Looks worried.  Thinks his tip 

off has been found out already) 

What?

       JOE


Well, the Altadore’s, we look out 

for each other.  Work in groups.  

Used to be just me and Vinnie, 

but after that mugging episode, 

pa’s been looking for 24 hour 

protection.  And since you’ve 

already got the experience, you’re 

gonna come with us.  

       TONY


(Facial expression relaxes) Great.  

Where we going?

       VINNIE


We’re off to the drug labs.

       TONY


(Pause.  He struggles to keep a calm 

face) The drug labs?

       VINNIE


Yeah.

       TONY


Now?

       JOE


No.  (Smiles) Christmas fucking day.  

When the fuck do you think?

       TONY


How long’s it gonna take?

       VINNIE


An hour maybe?  We’re 

going down the docks first.  

That’ll take twenty minutes.  

Pick up some stuff.  Might 

have to wait there for the 

shipment to arrive.  Don’t 

never know when those damn 

Columbians gonna turn the fuck 

up.  Then twenty back to the labs.  

Why the fuck you need to know?

       TONY


(Cautiously) Doesn’t matter.  

Lets go.

The three get into the car.  

ANGLE - Close up of the bonnet

There is the SOUND OF A REVVING ENGINE as the bonnet shakes

INT. CAR – IMMEDIATELY AFTER

ANGLE – Shot of inside the car.  

Joe is driving.  Tony is in the passenger seat.  Vinnie is in the back, smoking.  

ANGLE - The camera switches between them continuously to focus on whoever is talking.  

       TONY


So.  Where we going?  

       JOE


Were down the docks.  We 

get a regular shipment in 

from some Columbians.  Ten 

thousand for 12 ounces o’ 

unrefined coke.  We get about 

9 or 10 ounces o useable stuff 

from that and you can get most a 

hundred 8-balls outta that.  More, 

if you can stretch it.  Line your 

measuring equipment and stuff.  

Sell each one for a hundred an 

fifty to the regulars.  Two to 

any strangers and make 

ourselves…Well.  It’s a hell 

of a lot anyway.  That comes 

to a Diego usually 

does this run but pa’s got 

him busy.  

       TONY


So what do you guys do most 

o’ the time?

       JOE


Well, me and Vinnie usually 

have the easier shifts.  What with 

me having the powerful mafia 

lord father an’ all.  I overlook 

most o’ pa’s business.  Check 

everything’s running smoothly.  

       TONY


What do you mean?

       JOE


Oh.  Well I wouldn’t know.  

Vinnie actually does most o’ 

the work.  (Tony looks to Vinnie)

       VINNIE


Well…(Breathes in and exhales 

Slowly.  He is about to start talking 

when Joe interrupts him)

       JOE


Will you put that shit out?  I’m 

driving here

       VINNIE


(Smiles) You ain’t driving 

very well.

       JOE

Well maybe that’s cos you’re 

stinking up this goddamn car 

with that shit and its getting into 

my fucking brain

       TONY


(Cuts in) So how much do you 

run in this city?

       VINNIE


Well, as I was saying.  The family’s 

main business used to be bootlegging.  

You got our stills down by 4th still 

pumping out moonshine.  But when 

prohibition went, so did the cash.  

There weren’t no business in it any 

more.  So we turned to doing drugs.  

Me and Joe’s main jobs are finding 

new deals, making sure shipments 

get in on time, getting it to be refined, 

distributing the shit and…(Smiles) 

negotiating.  

       TONY


Whoa.  You can actually be pissed to 

refine the shit?

       JOE


Hey.  Every fucking guy poisoned 

on the streets is one less fucking 

customer.  

       VINNIE


Yeah, man.  Seriously, you wouldn’t 

believe some o’ the shit that comes 

in now and again.  Flour, dust, powdered 

glass, fuckin’ beetle shit.  Man, 

I tell you, this one time, we’d got a 

deal from this guy, EDDIE Collins or Cai.  

Short for Snake Eyes.  Shifty looking 

muthafucka.  We’d bought this package 

off him.  He told us it were good shit.  

Half a mil.  Now. We take it back and 

pass it around.  A few days later, we 

get the word that a load of our people 

are dead.  Find out that the shit is actually 

fuckin rat poison.  The don weren’t happy, 

I tell ya.  So he sends us to track down

this bastard.  We find him and ask 

him where the money is.  With a little 

persuasion he tells us he spent it all.  

Spent it all?  Spent it all?!  What the 

fuck on?  Oh, man the don weren’t 

gonna be happy.  Turns out the guy’d 

blown the fucking money on a car 

and a house.  And the rest in a 

fucking whorehouse.  

       TONY


What happened to all the stuff?

       VINNIE


The house and car we put to good 

use.  The house is now our drug 

labs and the car, we’s driving in 

right this minute.  And as for Snake 

eyes.  We (pause) got rid of him.

       TONY


(Smiles) Pretty cruel son of a bitch 

aint ya?

       VINNIE


(Stares back) I can be when I’m told.  

The don trusts me.  (Slight emphasis 

on the word “me”)

       JOE
(Stops the car.  He turns 

to Vinnie and gives him a slightly 

warning glance) We’re here.  

Now we’ve just gotta wait.  

(Turns to Tony and puts on a 

slightly forced smile) So…Tony, 

what were you doing before 

you came to us?

       TONY


Well, I never really seemed to 

have any talent at anything.

       JOE

Yeah, but that’s what everyone says.

       TONY


That’s not true.

       JOE


It is.  Because, for most people, 

everything they have talent at, 

they dont do.  Or they hate doing.  

There’s always something 

wrong, something missing, 

something out of their control.  

When I was growing up, 

I had friends who wanted to 

be novelists or famous musicians.  

Where are they now?  They’re 

sitting at home, leeching 

offa their family, or working 

as a fucking shop assistant.  

Why?  Just cos they can’t get a 

fucking book off the ground 

or cant get a gig.  The only 

people who’ve ever gotten 

anywhere in life are the people 

doing jobs they hate or find 

boring and never really wanted 

to do.  

       TONY


That’s not true.  There are 

plenty of people who enjoy 

their jobs and get fucking rich.  

       VINNIE


No.  The man’s making sense.  

People are just kidding 

themselves when they say 

they’re happy.  They go 

out, work, make a shitload 

o’ money.  What the fuck 

can they do with money 

apart from pay the fucking 

bills.  They go out and buy 

a house.  A car.  A colour 

television.  A nicer car.  

A bigger house.  They put 

money in the bank.  In 

stocks and bonds and savings 

accounts so they can make 

more money.  And they 

think that makes them happy.  

But it doesn’t.  It’s the fact 

that they can then look down 

on someone else and say I’m 

better than you that gives 

them satisfaction.  

       TONY


Fucking hell.  If people were 

like that they’d all commit 

fucking suicide.  There are 

happy people out there.  

       JOE


Not all the time.  Because 

its human nature to be unhappy.  

You know the saying “What 

goes up must come down”.  

Not true.  Well not completely 

true.  It’s the feeling, man.  

You give an average Joe on 

the street a million dollars, 

he’ll be over the fuckin 

moon.  Within a month 

he’ll be back to normal.  

You give him another million, 

he’ll be very happy.  You 

give him a million a week, 

its more than the original 

million, but he’s gonna want more.  

       TONY


Yeah, but that’s just one example.  

You cant say the same about 

people in general.  

       JOE


But its true in general.  You 

do the same, but it feels less.  

Look at drugs.  An anyway, 

if we weren’t like that, we’d 

never change.  We’d never do 

anything except what we 

needed.  We’d never evolve.  

       TONY


(Grins)  Goddamn evolve.  

You sound like my old high 

school teacher

       JOE


Heh.  Me and Vinnie come 

up with it all the time when 

we’re bored

       VINNIE


Yeah.  But only when we 

got some o’ Diego’s special shit.

       JOE


You never said what you were 

doing anyway

       TONY


Who’s fucking fault is that?  

You going on about the 

inherent philosophy of human 

nature.  (Pause)I tried a lot 

of things.  Shop clerk.  

Salesman.  Cleaner.

       VINNIE


What kind?

       TONY


The normal kind.  No pistols, 

just mops.  Then it 

were drug peddling.  I even 

did a bit of cop work.  Worked 

down at the races as a – 

       JOE


(Cuts in) Oh, man.  Me and 

Vinnie was down at the tracks 

just yesterday.  Just chilling, 

hanging out, making a few bets.  

Nearly got into a fuckin deep 

pile o shit.  

       TONY


Yeah?  Why?

       JOE


(While Joe is talking the 

camera switches to a different 

scene showing exactly 

what happened)Well, you 

see, we’d got a little wager 

goin’ on - well actually, it 

was fuckin massive – so, 

we decide we’d tip the 

scales in our favour a little.  

Earlier on, we’d been down 

to Jesus’ and gotten some 

tranquilizers.  We get down 

to the stables an hour or so 

before the race and there’s 

nobody about so Vinnie 

whips out his case and opens 

it.  He hands the shit to 

me and I’m about to inject 

it an he stops me an says 

“man, wait, if you only give 

one hit, it aint gonna do jack 

shit”.  Why? I says.  “Cos its 

human shit man, you need like 

three fuckin doses if it’s a horse”.  

Are you sure Diego aint 

already thought o that? I ask.  

“No!  Do you think he gives a 

fuck about what we’re doing? 

We ask for some tranquilizer, 

he gives it to us.” this stupid 

fucker says.  So put in three 

times the dose and the horse 

stands there, whinnies and 

fuckin crumples on the floor.  

It turns out Diego had thought 

of it and I‘d just put ten fuckin 

doses in to this prize-winning 

fuckin horse.  Now, Vinnie 

here is panicking and walking 

round this OD’ing horse and 

swearin at the top of his fuckin 

lungs.  Now this jockey comes 

down to see what all the 

commotion is.  An this tiny 

short little muthafucka stands

there lookin at us beside this 

dead horse an his jaw drops.  

I, savin the situation, thinking 

on my fuckin feet say “Which 

of you called the vet’s?” An 

the guy stands there an goes 

“Wha…?”.  So I say quickly 

“It looks like a pretty serious 

case. We’ll need to go get surgical 

tools” and run the fuck outta there”

Anyway, they’re here.  Lets go.

Joe opens a glove compartment and takes out a pistol which he puts into his jacket.  Tony looks at him and clicks the safety catch on his own pistol in his jacket.  

ANGLE - Close up shot of the boot.  Vinnie walks in front of the camera, blocking the shot and opens the boot, then turns to face the camera with a briefcase held to his chest.  

STREET – NIGHTTIME AT THE TIME OF THE SIDE STORY

ANGLE – High up shot of two men (Eddie and JAMIE) walking down a street chatting, at night.  

       EDDIE


(Sound fades in until 

you can hear what he 

is saying) …and this 

stupid bitch just walks 

in on us.  Admittedly, 

she saved my life, but 

it was fuckin stupid 

anyway.  So, I’m 

sitting there opposite 

a bunch o gangsters 

about to do me in 

and she walks in, 

doesn’t take any fuckin 

notice o these five 

murderous looking

bastards with tommy’s 

and starts yellin’ at 

me cos I didn’t pay 

her or summin’.  

Little Richie tells her 

to shut up and get the 

fuck outta there.  An 

bless her, she musta 

had brass balls the 

size my fuckin head, 

cos she turns and starts 

yelling back at him.  

Now little fucking Richie, 

he don’t like being shouted 

at by no punk-ass ho, 

so he stands up and 

tells her to get the fuck 

outta there.  NOW! And 

Jesus m’fuckin Christ she 

just says (Eddie imitates 

a girls voice) “What you 

gonna do ‘bout it fat boy?”.  

Of course little Richie and 

his goons just stand up 

pull their shit out and 

start plastering her over 

the wall.  And as soon as 

those goddamn guns started 

going off I got up, grabbed 

my chair, ran out and 

jammed it under the door 

handle.  One o those 

bastards nearly shot me 

through the goddamn door  

       JAMIE


I thought you were a goner 

for sure.  I was talking to 

one of my customers and 

he mentions you.  And 

I said something like 

“Pity about Eddie wasn’t it?  

He was a good guy.  

Did a lot o work with him”.  

And the guy looks at me 

and asks me why.  I 

thought you were dead 

but the guy’d seen you 

at Julie’s just last week.  

       EDDIE


Great place.  Thank the 

lord for whorehouses. 

       JAMIE


Um…yeah.  Anyway, 

I thought this guy been 

taking a bit too much 

stuff.  But I checked it out.  

       EDDIE


So.  Down to business.  

What’s this deal you got 

going on?  

       JAMIE


Fuckin gold mine.  A 

client told me bout this 

guy bought a fuckload 

too much coke he can’t 

keep hold of.  

       EDDIE


How much?

       JAMIE


3 pounds.

       EDDIE


How much?

       JAMIE


I just said. 3 pounds.

       EDDIE


I meant how much 

does he want?

       JAMIE


Oh.  2 grand.

       EDDIE


(Stops and turns to him) 

5 grand.  5 fuckin grand?! 

For a years worth of coke? 

What’s the catch?

       JAMIE


(Smirks) Well. I managed 

to trick the guy.  He aint 

from around here.  He 

thinks it’s a good deal.  

       EDDIE


(Turns and continues 

walking) Holy son 

of a motherfucker.  

5 grand.

       JAMIE


So you’re in.  50 – 50 

as always?

       EDDIE


Damn straight.  (Shakes 

Jamie’s hand)  Good to be 

back in business

INT. DEALER’S HOME - THE EVENING AFTER

ANGLE - Shot of the DEALER in a dimly lit messy looking room.  

He opens a package wrapped in brown paper.  He takes a spoon and scrapes off a chunk of the block of white powder inside.  He then takes a little plastic bag with some more white powder in it and sprinkles it there to replace the bit he has scraped off.  There is a knock on the door.  

ANGLE – Shot of the dealer opening the door from the inside to show 

       DEALER


(He has a subtle Russian 

accent) I’m coming.  

Just a few seconds. (He 

hurriedly re-wraps the 

package and goes to open 

the door)

       EDDIE


Hey.  How you doing.  

Cai Grace.  (Puts out a 

hand)

       JAMIE


Jamie.  At your service.  

       DEALER


The grace brothers, yes? 

(They nod)

       JAMIE


Shall we get down to business?

       DEALER


Please.  Come in.

ANGLE - Shot of a shabby looking dim living room as they walk in.

       EDDIE


(Sits down smiling 

randomly) So.  Where’d 

you get this shit?

       JAMIE


(Looks at him fairly 

emotionlessly) It doesn’t 

matter.  No questions asked.

       DEALER


(Looking slightly ill 

at ease) You…have 

the money?

       JAMIE


You got the stuff?

       DEALER


(Brings out the package) 

Here it is.  

       JAMIE


Can we…test it?

       DEALER


Please.  (He licks 

his lips and looks at 

them nervously) Be 

my guest.

       EDDIE


Shall I do it? (Jamie 

nods)

The dealer takes the package and opens it where he has been fiddling with it and offers it to him.  Eddie takes a little and sprinkles it on the back of his hand then snorts it and wipes his nose with the back of the same hand.  

       EDDIE


(Reels back slightly) 

Looking good.  (Blinks 

a few times and stares 

at Jamie)  Yep.  Seems 

alright

       JAMIE


Thank you very much.  

Nice doing business 

with you.  (Hands him 

the money)  Would you 

like to count it?

       DEALER


No.  There’s no need.  

I’m sure I can trust you. 

(Smiles nervously).  

If not, I can at least 

find you

       JAMIE


(Smiles back.  Takes 

the package and wraps it 

up) Good bye then.  

(Takes Eddie by the 

arm and leaves)

ANGLE - Shot of the two outside.  

Jamie grabs Eddie by the arm and turns him to look at him.  They suddenly start to cheer and laugh and shout “Yes!” .  Jamie gradually stops but Eddie gradually turns from cheering to random giggling and is giggling for about 30 seconds.  Then he stops suddenly, stares vacantly at Jamie and says “Whoa!  I’m rich.” And promptly starts giggling again.  Jamie says “This calls for a celebration”.  The screen blurs.  Cut to a shot of a messy bedroom where the two are sleeping.  Cut to close up of Jamie

       JAMIE


(Sits up looking hung over 

and puts a hand on his 

forehead) Shit.  (Falls back)

ANGLE - Shot of the living room where the two are drinking coffee.  

       EDDIE


So, man.  What's happening 

today?  

       JAMIE


Well, I’ve managed to get 

us another deal.  I’m gonna 

go off, taking half and sell 

it to our customers over the 

next couple o’ months.  

You’re gonna take the other 

half and do the deal.

       EDDIE


Who and how much?

       JAMIE


The Altadore’s.  Joe’s a 

good friend o mine.  Got 

me a good price.  Half a 

mil.

       EDDIE


(Eyes widen) Half a fucking million son of an American bitch dollars? Jesus m’fuckin Christ.  Finally.  I’ll be able to do all the stuff I’ve wanted.  Get me a swish car.  Some nice threads.  A house in the suburbs.  Maybe one o them mobile phones.  (Grins) And some women.

       JAMIE


(Smiles) Fuck, yeah.  No 

more waking up in this 

shit-hole with a hang over 

and a rat eating crumbs 

offa ya face.  

       EDDIE


Hey.  What did I tell you 

about mentioning that.  

(Shudders).  I had fucking 

nightmares for months.

       JAMIE


No balls.

       EDDIE


(Smiles and puts his middle 

finger up at him) You’re 

only okay cos you’re a filthy 

shit.  But me.  I’m class.  I’m 

something better.  Me?  I 

wanted to be a doctor.  Live 

in the suburbs with a beautiful 

wife and three kids.  A boy 

and twin girls.  This? This 

is just unfortunate circumstance.  

And this (picks up the package).  

This is one step closer to 

getting out of it all.

       JAMIE


(Raises an eyebrow and 

smirks) Yeah, whatever. 

(Drains the rest of his coffee)

EMPTY CAR PARK - DAYTIME

ANGLE - Shot of Eddie walking down a street.  The camera follows behind him.  

He turns a corner.  He stops

ANGLE - Camera pans round to Joe and Vinnie leaning against a wall.  

Vinnie has a briefcase next to him.  

       EDDIE


(Eyes the briefcase) 

Er…Are you…(Joe 

looks coolly at him) 

…er…are you Joe?

       JOE


(Stands up and walks 

toward him) And you 

must be Cai.  Good 

to meet ya.  I’ve known 

ya brother for some time.  

       EDDIE


(Smiles) He speaks very 

highly of ya.  

       JOE


Well.  We’ve done a lot 

of business together.  You 

know, I met him in secondary 

school.  

       EDDIE


Really?

       JOE


Well, I say in school.  I 

really mean while skiving 

out the back o the school.

       VINNIE


(Steps forward and cuts 

in) You got the stuff?

       EDDIE


Oh yeah.  It’s good shit.  I 

tested it myself.

       JOE


Great.  (Motions to Vinnie 

to give the briefcase to Eddie)

I put an extra five thousand 

in there.  I heard Jamie aint 

doing so well.  Just for old 

times sake.  You know?

       EDDIE


He’ll appreciate it.  Though 

after this deal, I don’t think 

he’ll need it.  Thanks anyway, man.

The two exchange the stuff.  

INT. ALTADORE MANSION

ANGLE - Shot of the dons office as in scene three except Joe and Vinnie are now standing there.  Joe is looking fidgety and angry.  Vinnie is standing looking down

       NATALIO


(Angry but controlled) 

23 people dead.  4 in 

hospital.  Do you know 

what that means?

       JOE


I thought – 

       NATALIO


That means 27 people 

who will never again 

trust the stuff that comes 

from us for fear that it 

is laced with rat poison. 

And probably another 

few hundred from rumours

       JOE


I thought it were good stuff

       NATALIO


What have I told you 

before?

       JOE


This is the Grace brothers, 

pa.  Their – 

       NATALIO


What did I tell you?

       JOE


(Getting angry) Never trust 

a fuckin crook.

       NATALIO


And what did you do?

       JOE


He said he tested it.

       NATALIO


Exactly my point.  Never 

trust a fuckin crook.  

Capische? Now, I want 

my money back.  Find the 

guy and listen to his 

explanation.  Then take 

appropriate action.

       VINNIE


(Lifts his head to explain) 

If I may say so, senor. 

(Natalio glares at him and 

he falters) …he’ll regret it

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM WITH NO WINDOWS – SOON AFTER

ANGLE - Shot of Eddie in a room lit by a single light bulb in a lampshade so that only a spotlight like area is visible.  

He is sitting tied to a chair quietly.  Joe walks through a door by the side of the shot wiping his hands with a cloth.  He walks towards Eddie and then throws the washcloth on Eddie’s face.  While Eddie is struggling and trying to flick it off, Joe steps up and hits him in the face causing the cloth to fall off.  Eddie starts cursing. Vinnie walks into the shot from the side.

       JOE


So. (Vinnie puts on some 

brass knuckledusters) Eddie.  

Eddie.  Eddie.  Where’s 

my money?

       EDDIE


What?

Vinnie turns and punches him.  

ANGLE - Camera pans to the floor 

A groan and a spitting sound is heard as some blood and teeth fall on the floor in front of him.  

ANGLE - Camera pans back up

       VINNIE


(Loudly) Lost your hearing 

have you? Let me help 

you out (He leans in close 

to Eddie’s ear and yells at 

the top of his voice) Where 

is the fuckin money, we gave to you in exchange for 10 pounds of rat poison?

       EDDIE


(Weakly and sounding 

scared) What are you 

talking about?

       VINNIE


(Takes out the brown 

package from his jacket, 

pulls Eddie’s hair back 

and starts sprinkling it 

on his face) This 10 kilos 

of rat poison you sold us, 

Eddie (Eddie is squirming 

and jerking violently to 

get of the way of the stuff 

with his eyes closed) 

Where is the money for it? 

(He lets go of his hair and 

Eddie, jerking around causes 

the chair to fall to the side).  

Losing ya balance, huh, 

Eddie? Maybe you should 

stay off the coke.  I know 

23 of our customers will 

be.  In fact.  I bet they’d 

like to show their gratitude 

for helping them out.  

One (Smacks him in the 

face).  Two (Smacks him 

in the belly).  Three-

       EDDIE


Stop! (Vinnie hits him) 

(Sobbing) Stop.  Okay.  

I’ll talk.  I didn’t know 

it was rat poison.  The 

guy tricked us.  I tested 

it.  I swear.  It must 

have been the guy 

who sold it to us.  

       JOE


Who?

       EDDIE


I dunno

       VINNIE


(Takes out a knife) 

Maybe I can jog your 

memory

       EDDIE


(Desperately) No! No. 

He didn’t tell us his 

name.  He was…foreign.  

Russian probably.  I 

think.

       JOE


Mysterious Russian 

fella who’s name 

you conveniently 

don’t know.  I think 

someone is telling fibs, 

Eddie.

       VINNIE


You know it’s a sin to tell 

lies, Eddie. (Takes out his 

gun) Christ died for your 

sins, Eddie.  Had holes put 

in his hands and feet (He 

aims at his feet and fires 

twice)

       EDDIE


(Yells in pain) It’s 

the truth!  It’s the fuckin 

truth!

       JOE


(Mocking) Awww.  

I’m sorry Eddie.  Did 

we hurt you? You know, 

all you have to do is tell 

us where the money is.

       EDDIE


(Swallows) Oh, shit.  

You’re not gonna like 

this.

       JOE


(Suddenly serious) What?

       EDDIE


I’ve spent it all.  

       VINNIE


(Angry) You what!?

       JOE


(Also angry) What the 

fuck did you spend it on, 

you fuckin shit-for-brains?!

       EDDIE


A car.  And a house.

       JOE


(To Vinnie) Pa aint gonna 

like this.

       EDDIE


And I went down to Julia’s

       VINNIE


Take us to the house.

       EDDIE


I can’t walk like this.

I got holes in my fucking 

feet!

       VINNIE


(Angry again) Oh really!?  

Maybe we could fit you 

for some special shoes.  

Special fuckin’ concrete 

shoes.  You think that 

would help? Huh?!  Do 

ya Eddie?

       EDDIE


Okay.  I’ll take you there.

SUBURBAN STREET WITH DRUG LAB - LATER

ANGLE - Shot of Eddie hobbling along.  He stops and the camera pans to reveal the drug lab house with a For Sale  Sold sign in front of it.  

ANGLE - Shot of interior

       JOE


What the hell we gonna 

do with this?

       VINNIE


No idea

       EDDIE


(Comes into shot holding 

keys) Here.

They leave.  

ANGLE - Shot of a car park where they are standing next to the car that is being driven in scene 8

       JOE


Well, the motherfucker 

has good taste in cars.   

(Joe takes keys out of 

his pocket and into the 

car lock)

       EDDIE


Oh, shit!

Joe and Vinnie turn to see LITTLE RICHIE walking towards them with two large goons and Diego.

       JOE


Well, well, well.  

If it isn’t little Richie.  

Might wanna stay off 

the pies there, or it 

gonna turn into Big 

Richie.  And of course, 

your only two friends, 

tweedledee and 

tweedledum.  

       RICHIE


Hand him over.  We 

got dice with this bastard.

       JOE


(Smiles) Screw you 

(Pulls out two pistols 

and shoots them.  In the 

return fire, Eddie is 

shot by the Salvatores 

and crumples in front of 

Vinnie)

       VINNIE


(Looking down) Shit! 

       JOE


What?

       VINNIE


I just polished these shoes

       DIEGO


(Joe walks over where 

Diego is cowering on the 

floor) Don’t shoot me.  

I just work for them.

       JOE


You feel like working for 

us?

       DIEGO


(Looks up at him still a 

little unsure) Um…yeah.  

Sure

       JOE


What can you do?

       DIEGO


I know drugs.  Everything 

about ‘em.  I can refine 

‘em, make ‘em, check ‘em.  

Whatever you need.

       JOE


Hmm.  Might be useful.  

Especially after this whole 

episode.  You got yourself a 

deal.  Get in the car.  Take 

you to see pa.

       VINNIE


What the fuck?  You can’t 

just have him in like that.  

He might be a fuckin rat.

       JOE


Well that’s my loss. (Gets 

in the car and revs it up)

SUBURBAN STREET – BACK TO MAIN STORYLINE - DAYTIME
ANGLE – Shot of limo pulling up to the drug labs. 

ANGLE - Shot of the three walking to the door. 

Joe knocks and Diego opens the door.

       DIEGO


(Smiles) Hey! Joe! How’s 

it going? 
       JOE


Great. Apart from us having 

to do your damn run, ya lazy 

bastard.
       DIEGO


Ah, well. The don’s orders 

unfortunately. He wants us 

working up a batch of this 

new shit which I never 

made before. We don’t 

got it so we’re losing out. 

It’s weird shit.
       JOE


What’d ya mean?
       DIEGO


I tried some. Makes you 

feel like God for five minutes 

then you just feel paranoid 

for a few hours. Crystal 

Methamphetamine.
       JOE


Bless you.
       DIEGO


Ice, to you laymen. 

(Grins) Anyway, come 

in.

ANGLE - Shot of the living room as they enter. Jesus is there. Tony looks a little apprehensive

       JESUS


Ah, excellent. We 

can start on a fresh 

batch.
       DIEGO


Give us a fucking break. 

I been working six hours 

straight.
       JOE


We haven’t. But I think 

we’ll have a break anyway.
       JESUS


(Looking slightly annoyed)

Go on then. I’ll get started 

(Diego shakes his head) 

Hand it here Ronald.
       DIEGO


Fuck off (hands the briefcase 

to him. As Jesus leaves). 

Stupid knob. (Vinnie 

clears his throat). Ah, yes. 

I’ll get you some stuff.

       TONY


Er, not for me. (He 

sits on the edge of 

the couch)
       VINNIE


(Looks at him strangely.  

To Joe, whispered) Do 

you not think something’s 

going on here? Why is he 

acting so nervously?
       JOE


(Turns to Vinnie. Whispers 

furiously in his ear) Leave 

it out, OK? I’ve had enough 

of this. He’s a good guy. 

But he’s new to the business. 

That’s why he’s fucking 

nervous, okay?
       VINNIE


Maybe, but I still don’t 

trust-
       JOE


I’m not gonna hear it, Vinnie. 

You’ve been my loyal 

brother for years. You 

gonna have to trust my 

judgement one day. Look 

at Diego. And Tony saved 

my fucking life. Just like 

you. Us three should act 

like brothers.
ANGLE - Shot of the corrupt cop packing and leaving

       COP


See you tomorrow.

       OFFICER


(Acting unconcerned) Yeah.  

Bye

As soon as the cop’s left, the inspector goes to his desk and presses the rewind on the tape player on his desk.  He plays the calls and fast forwards through bits

Tape:
 (Gruff sounding perverted old man) Hi. Is this the over 60’s hot sex chat-line?  No, this is your local police station.  Holy shit! – *Fast forward* – (Old woman) Hello, police? – Yes. – There are some shifty looking teenagers standing in front of my house. – Are they breaking the law in any way? – No. – Then what do you want us to do? – Well, I don’t like them standing there in front of my house like that.  Can you come and arrest them or something? – Are you aware it’s a felony to waste police time, madam – Well I really think – *Fast forward* - (Random Guy) Yes, hello? I’d like to report that I’ve been robbed – When was this? – Er…It could have been any time in the last three weeks.  I’ve been on holiday you see. – What did they take? – Er…They took everything. – Right.  Is there anything specific you can name? – Well, they broke in the back, stole the keys, the deed to the house.  And according to my neighbour, they held an auction, sold off all of my stuff and the house for half its value.  I’m…Completely homeless. – Right.  Where do you – *Fast forward* – *Recording of Tony’s tip off*

       INSPECTOR


(To self) Goddamn! I 

knew there was something 

going on! (Picks up 

phone) Can you put 

me through to the narcotics 

department?  (Pause) 

Jonesy? This is Philips.  

Get a squad ready. We’re 

going on a raid.  

ANGLE - Shot of the drug lab living room.  They are listening to the radio.

Radio:
“And we’ve got a fine line up here today on the track.  Though today, we are missing a notably fine horse, Tornado, who was found dead with a large amount of narcotics in her blood.  No doubt her owner, Charlie Davidson is going to be crushed.  He has refused to comment on the matter but this is an important match for him.  Or rather, it was.  And of course this last minute line up change is going to alter the odds drastically.  Oh – and they’re off!  And it’s flying thunder off to a flying start and still going strong.  It’s butterfly coming in some way behind I second, third – (Heavy banging heard)

       JOE


What the fuck is that?

       JESUS


I’ll go check it out.  

He gets up and goes to the door.  The camera follows him and stops so that he goes into the landing and momentarily out of shot.  A crash is heard and Jesus steps back.  A shout of “Get down” is heard and Jesus pulls out two guns and aims them only for the clips to fall out.  Shots are heard and he reels back with blood pouring out.  

       SWAT COP:


(Shouts) Everybody down 

on the floor! Go! Go! Go! 

(The camera pans to reveal 

Diego getting on the floor 

and putting his hands on 

his head and the other three 

running out three back 

pulling guns out as they 

run).  Jonesy and Smith 

round the back!  Hostile 

persons! Live fire in effect! 

Clark and How do an upstairs 

sweep! The rest follow me!

ANGLE - Shot of the three in a back garden leading to an alleyway.  

Two cops come round the back out of nowhere and a gunfight ensues in which Vinnie gets shot in the arm and kneecap and the two cops die.  Vinnie is screaming in pain. 

ANGLE - Camera follows Joe and Tony as they half carry Vinnie to a different alleyway.  They stop and set Vinnie down.  Joe takes off his tie and bandages Vinnie’s arm with it

       TONY


Look.  It’s no use.  We 

can’t outrun them.  I’ll 

stay with Vinnie.  You go 

and get some help.

       JOE


You’re gonna be fine, 

man.  

       VINNIE


I’ve been hit in the arm. 

I’m bleeding to death.  

If I don’t, I’m gonna get 

put in jail after being 

treated in hospital.  

We don’t have no damn 

mob doctors, man.

       JOE


I’ll take care of it.  I’ll be 

back soon.

ANGLE - The camera follows Joe running down and alleyway to a street of houses.  

Joe runs up to the first and knocks on the front door.  The door opens a little way with the chain on.  An OLD WOMAN can be seen through the gap

       OLD WOMAN:


(Suspiciously) What is it?

       JOE


I need to use the phone.  

Need to call an ambulance.  

Quickly.  It’s an emergency

       OLD WOMAN:


(Frowns) I don’t think so. 

This is some sort of prank, 

isn’t it?  Or maybe you’re 

trying to mug me.  Get out 

of here.  (Mutters) Troublemaker 

(Starts to close door)

       JOE


(Turns angry and shouts) 

Don’t you close the fucking 

door on me bitch!  My 

brother is dying!

Joe kicks open the door and pulls a gun out to shoot the woman in the face.  He steps inside and picks up the phone.

       JOE


I need a fuckin ambulance.  

Quickly (Pause) The 

alleyway behind Woolaston 

avenue. (Pause) Does 

it fuckin matter?! Get a 

fuckin ambulance out here, 

now! (Puts down the 

phone and sinks down leaning 

against the wall with tears 

in his eyes) You gonna 

be okay, Vinnie.  (Gets up) 

It’s gonna be okay

ANGLE - Shot of Tony and Vinnie.  

Vinnie is lying on the floor in a slowly growing pool of blood.  He looks pale and weak.  Tony puts his hand inside Vinnie’s jacket

       TONY


(Draws out Vinnie’s pistol) 

Now, Vinnie.  You’re 

gonna give me some 

information.  

       VINNIE


What the fuck?

       TONY


Apart from the mansion, 

the labs, the train station 

and here, in this alleyway, 

where is the rest of your 

family hiding?

       VINNIE


You rat.  You fucking rat! 

You fuckin worthless double 

crossing weasely piece of 

shit.  You – 

       TONY


Now, now Vinnie. You 

knew it all along.  You 

knew.  But you let Joe trust 

me.  But he shouldn’t 

have.  Now are you 

going to tell me or am 

I going to have to cut 

your lips off?

       VINNIE


Go fuck your mother, 

you piece of shit.  (Takes 

out a knife) Fry in hell.  

(Tony takes Vinnie’s 

head in one hand and 

knocks him out with the 

other.  He then undoes the 

bandage.  Consequently 

blood starts pouring onto 

the floor beside Vinnie) 

       TONY


(Stands) Fine.  Then 

it’s the long way (He 

takes a piece of paper 

and scribbles something 

on it, throws it onto 

Vinnie’s body and walks 

off)

ANGLE - Shot of Joe walking back.  The camera pans as Joe walks.  

He turns into the alleyway and sees his brother unexpectedly alone in a pool of blood, stops, then runs to him.  He kneels next to him and picks up the note.  Sirens become apparent in the background.  Joe crumples up the note and throws it away.  He then kneels next to Vinnie and shuts his eyes.  He then takes crucifix from his neck and places it on Vinnie’s mouth.

INT. ALTADORE MANSION – SOON AFTER

ANGLE - Close up shot of a pool of blood on a floor.  

Footsteps are and a rough thump are heard.  Natalio’s head lands in the pool of blood suddenly in the shot.  Don Vittorio’s legs appear in the shot.

       VITTORIO


Surely, Natalio, you 

realised, it was only a 

matter of time.  That it 

was futile to resist.  In 

the long run.  

       NATALIO


If my family and my 

citizens do not, god 

will strike you down.  

Pride comes before the 

fall.  

       VITTORIO


Always the false hope.  

The pride.  The unwillingness 

to admit that you are defeated.  

It was that which made you 

refuse my offer, was it not.  

I told you that you would 

regret it.  That you would 

lick the filth from my shoes.  

       NATALIO


(Looks up) Fuck you. (A 

kick comes in from the 

side of the shot)

ANGLE - Shot of a car parking in front of the mansion.  

Joe parks the car pushed against the front door so that it can’t be opened.  Joe gets out and looks at the one dead guards lying there and the Vittorio car.  

ANGLE – Return to shot of Natalio being beaten on the floor.  

ANGLE – Shot of Joe breaking into the house through the cellar window with a  can of petrol in his hand.  

ANGLE - Cut back to Natalio 

ANGLE - Cut back to Joe spreading some petrol and starting a fire.  

Joe climbs out of the cellar and stands in front of the house.  He pulls out two pistols and stands with them aimed at the house.  As the Vittorios begin to notice the fire, they start yelling things, muffled, inside the house.  They bang against the front door only to find that it’s jammed by the car and start jumping out of the windows.  Joe stands there calmly shooting them as they jump out.  The house begins to visibly catch on fire.  Joe stays there for some while after they are all dead with the guns aimed at the house, then drops them on the floor and drives off.  

TELEPHONE BOX/COP’S APARTMENT - NIGHTTIME

Shot of Joe at a phone booth.  

He dials and holds it to his ear.  

ANGLE - Cut between shots of Joe and the cop 

       COP


Hello?

       JOE


It’s Joe

       COP


Joe! …I’m busted, man.  

I’m fuckin busted!

       JOE


(Monotone) Where did 

that raid come from?

       COP


A tip off came through.

       JOE


(Starts off inexpressive) 

I thought…(Gets angry) 

that’s what you were 

supposed to stop, you fuck 

witted shit for brains!

       COP


I didn’t tell anyone, man.  

I don’t know how the fuck 

they found out, but Philips 

set up a raid without my 

knowledge!  But, man, I‘m 

being fuckin investigated.  

I could get  five year term.  

And I aint gonna be popular 

if they find out I’m a mole!

       JOE


My fuckin family is dead! 

I couldn’t give a flying fuck 

whether you spend twenty 

years getting ass-raped in 

jail you worthless meat 

headed shitsack! Now where 

did this fuckin tip off come 

from?!

       COP


(Pause) They’re dead?

       JOE


Are you a fuckin retard?! 

I asked where the fuck-

       COP


It came from a fuckin tailors.  

Owned by Alberto Vittorio.  

Friend o my ma’s.  (The cops voice continues but Joe has a flashback to the warehouse negotiation where he catches a glimpse of Tony standing by the car, smoking) Now, calm down.  I can -

       JOE


Where?

       COP


You know the place.  

Ya pa goes…used to go 

there.  Radford and sons.

Joe drops the phone.  The faint sound of the cop still talking continues.  Joe takes a gun and leaves.  

ALBERTO’S APARTMENT – THE NEXT DAY

ANGLE - Shot of a car pulling up outside Alberto’s place.  

ANGLE – Shot of Tony’s nonsensical dream sequence(i.e. he is asleep). 

ANGLE – Shot of Joe walking up to the door and aiming his gun at the lock.  

ANGLE - Shot of Tony waking up suddenly.  He looks around him and sits on the sofa where he has been sleeping.  Then he gets up and walks slowly towards the window.  He looks out and sees the car.  The camera pans to his face as it dawns on him that its Joe’s car.  He turns.  

ANGLE – Shot of Joe running up the stairs. He bursts through the door, sees tony, pulls out his pistol and shoots.  Tony dives behind the sofa and Joe reloads after firing all his rounds.  Tony gets up, runs towards him and tries to knock Joe’s pistol out of his hand and Joe manages to fire one shot at the ground but then gets his pistol knocked onto the floor.  Joe then kicks Tony so he reels back, then pulls out a knife.  He starts slashing at Tony who dodges a few times and then as Joe comes close with a stab, instinctively grabs the blade and manages to wrench it out of Joe’s hands and onto the floor, though cutting his palms horribly.  Tony then knees Joe so he reels back, then dives for Joe’s dropped pistol, stands up and aims it at Joe.  Meanwhile, Joe takes a pistol from his ankle holster, clicks the safety catch and aims it at Tony so that you get the stand off in scene 1.  

ANGLE – Replay scene 1

After scene 1, you hear a thump of a body falling to the floor, another seven shots and a few clicks as the victor shoots the corpse a few more times.  Then a spitting noise is heard and the curtains are drawn.  

ANGLE - Cut to shot of the blood splattered on the wall behind the losers head, though you can’t tell which side it is as the curtains are closed.  -Blink effect- 

ANGLE – Shot of same wall much later, so the blood stain is now brown and the curtains open.  

A hand comes in and starts scrubbing off the blood.  Camera pans round to reveal a girl (Alberto’s daughter who now owns the place) with overalls on, scrubbing.  Camera pans to reveal the whole room which is bare and has boxes stacked there labelled “Mia Vittorio’s stuff” As this happens, the credits roll

THE END

