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. 
FADE IN: 

Dazzling sunshine. 'Ihe heat is on. Steel  and granite lean hard on 
bl is tered streets. mtor City's wide  awake and w i n g  hard - 
belching and far t ing s!mg a t  a leaden sky. 

at in the river, betwen Detroit and Canada, the a k e m m t  park 
on Boblo Island is crcwdd with LAUGHIN; CHILDREN. Further 
inland: 

A tkll BRICK BUIIDIX presiding over the slaughtered senses and 
STEXl'DR?ZW CLAMOR of big c i t y  KOl. A half a bl& away, a 
BUSTED l i l m m M N .  .* 

'ISW STREET KIDS by a PADLOCKED GWGE W R .  A GAME OF 
STICK-EU farther up Monroe. The St ree t  Kids are: 

HECfOR, 17, ell-muscled, thick neck, the brain of a chicken, and 
LOUIS, 18, Skinny as a rail, d a s  a whip and shifty-eyed. 

Across the street, on the 16th f loor  of 7641, WXX MJSIC tlrmbles 
through an open winded in: 

Standard issue, middle-class bachelor pad, equipped with steam 
.: heat, rusted sink and broken p i p s .  In  a rrodest l iving rcan, 

s m u n d e d  by cracked linolewn and DFUVlNG 1.USIC: 

FXEL FOLEY, energetic, intense and quick to smile, is preparing to 
met his day, undergoing a shvlning transformtian. . . 

Dimissing Levi's and sneakers, he opens a grungy closet,  rermves a 
starched, pin-strip IGEPIEW, s l i p p b g  into it. In a battered 
chest, he finds color-coordinated DIOR, handknit, SILK SOCXS. 

Returning to  the closet, he puts on a grey NINO CEUIUTlT Nit. 
Exquisitely tailored. H e  s l i p s  a razor-thin, snakeskin b e l t  w i t h  
m:rand-polished buckle md his waist. 
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He dons a pair of cushy W T E R  bEW&EEU kid leather loafers. 
They got td~sles on 'em. Getting &, he checks himself in the 
mirror. N o t  bad. I 

I 

F r m  his dresser he picks up a & m C  w i t h  iwry  
grips and drops it in a kid glwe hblster. Clipping it to his belt,  
SIAPS on a hit of IXDWXD COLG?EI 

I 

Aromd his neck, he knots a s i lk  ~h Japanese t ie .  The thing's 
m to shine differently, dependihg on the light. Dropping a 
d e s k i n  wallet into his pocket, hk straps on a PATM PHILIP 
w. Once nure to the mirror. Hk l ikes w h a t  he sees. 

I 
MUSIC LEAVES THE WJm. I 

I 

Axel picks up a B O m  FmORA of men beaver, setting it 
his head, adjusting it to just the Light angle. Jesus, he's -1. 
Turning, he heads for: 

I 

Leaving the building, Axel zcans a+ss the street l ike a diamond, 
all flags flying, appmching Louis; and H e c t o r .  They're glad to see 
him. He's their  hero. 

I 

Problems? 
-~ 

! 

ms' 
You kidding, man. A&- mess with th i s  

garage - I 

(re:~ector)~ 
Hebored set his g& hair on fire.  

I 

Hector nods. Yeah, he'd do that. I Axel hands a WAD OF BILLS 
to Louis. Louis grins. He and Hedtor spli t .  Using a zillion keys, 
Axel gces to wrk  on the garage dodr. dragging it open. Inside: 

A FIRE-ENGINE RED TFSTA K S A  d 

Top of the goddam Line. Radial v, cast alloy rims ad special 
hidden spare h l .  Untccklng the car, he slides into: 

5 RJP.FERRARI-DAY I 

Je t  black interior. A hundred toothless Italian chicks chewed on the 
leatner ror amut a wseK to  get it Just sof t  mugn. It's yuc air 

: ax-ditiakq ad electrically F C W ~ I ' ~  e-g. 

Axel turns the ENGINE a. It PU"RIIS. DROPS a TAPE in the 
R e m c c d  999. GLITrEUEX; WSIC. S W M I X  his ride into gear, 
he FOPS the (IIIPP(31. R E K i T I N G  out $f the garage, he hangs a 
right on tb-. I 

1 
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EXT. FSx' GRAM) - D A Y  

D e t r o i t  River on his right.  To his l e f t ,  blocks of 
rubble, all that remains of the Old Unima1 Plant. 
SYNCOPKEO CN TEE W E .  

7 EXT. FISHER E'RE!3W - DAY 

passing mEt3JED BUIIDI3C-S. A MAZY FLLkJ of LC6T SOLXS and 
BIiaKEN DRE-NS. Old MYKWJ BUILDINS st i l l  stands l ike  a verger 
a t  the doors to the past. 

8 EXT. MCfiIGAN CEXIm DEPOT - DAY 

Smoting by, -ED PEOPLE trying to figure o u t  whether they're 
caning or going. MUSIC PEAKS. 

(END CREDITS) 

9 EXT. BEVERLY HILLS - DAY 

Bright sunlight. Windows blaze in the shallow carryons of E l  Camino, 
Beverly, and Rodeo Drive. A WlLL.5 ROYCE parks k h h d  a gun-mtal 
CAOILIAC. A (XIRNICfiE jockeys fo r  psition in the street 
direct ly opposite: 

10 EKC. ADRIANO'S - DAY 

White cotton facade. Huge glass daors. You don't just wander in 
to Adriano's to simp. You goeta rake an appjintrent. Standing by 
the front dmr h a white jacket: 

RWL, mid-201s, dark. 1 r the wll-muscled g u ~ d i a n  of 
Adriano's inner Sandsandun. It's his job to rake sure tha t  Adriano's 
shoppers a ren ' t  hmassed !y +he great unwashed. 

h BL'.Zi.m s q , s  a t  the c ~ b .  D:A- pi les  out and races t~ 
+k rL---t -ide. reer b r ,  haslling S t  open;. A d a r k - c a n p l d  
B m  s l ides  out. She's w i n g  reflector glasses and has an 
at t rac t ive  beauty m k  on her left cheek. She is: 

! TRISH -, 22, in clinging s i l k  w i t h  tapering legs and perfect 
breasts. A vuluptwus virago, she radiates &g h t  phlre 

lickerish heat. Her s%e.lling breasts and clean white die are better 
than any kind of ice  cream. 
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Paul can't take his eyes off her. He's used to good looking bnwn 
but this twist is evely rm's fantasy. She drops her bag on the 
sidewalk. Kneeling, Paul helps her w i t h  the scattered contents of 
her purse. Suddenly: 

H e ' s  loaking down the barrel of a SNUB-NDSED .38. It's the biggest, 
blackest, £ucking hale he 's  ever seen. Trish 's  VOICE, seductive as 
t h e  grave. 

TRTSH 
m exactly as I say, honey. Understand? 

(he does) 
Good boy. Stand up s lmly .  Walk ahead 
of me and open the door, 

Spinning, Raul gets to his feet ,  In front of him, CH?iTlTIU% 
PEDESTRIANS, oblivious to the unfolding d r a .  He heads for  the 
door. 

Concealing the gun in  her purse, h i s h  follmis. The dr ive r  of tke 
line piles  back in and takes o f f ,  leavirq SIX FEET of SKI% tehind 
him. 

Paul gets a key into the lodr and drags open the door. Wish 
follaws him into: 

C 11 INP. ADFXAW3'S, BEVERLY HILLS, VAAIOUS U3CFLPIok.Is - DAY 11 

THE SHOW RCCM 

A cool, &- and glass tanb. Not a sound frun the outside. A 

STAIRCFSE ascends to a spacious MEZUNJXE. Above, a leviathan 
(3WS'PAL CmmEaER. 

MLNCY, mid-201s, blond, a tail& hostess, seated a t  a desk, 
glances a t  Raul and a sexy brunette bf the door. Unexpectedly, 
the brunette lays the barrel of a -39 against mul's &I, TFKJMEIG 
back the HMWER. E Q S  of IRON COLLIDE in STILLNESS. 

m S H  

~ ~ s p e r i n g ,  
to Raul) 

Lock the door and step away fm it, baby. 

. NANCY 
(standing up) 

#at are you - 
TRTSH 

Shut your muth. 
(to Raul) 

Lo=k the door. 
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Raul's got the shakes. KEYS RATPLE in his paw. M a t i n g ,  he 
STABS a t  the lock. SLIDING the BOLT into place. 

TRISH 
(continuing) 

You're a good boy. Monmie loves you. 

Iloughly, she grabs his collar,  dragging him across a Persian carpet 
to the dumbfounded N a n c y .  

TRIM 
(continuing, 
to N m q )  

Came here. 

Terrified,  Nancy inches £ o m .  

TRISH 
(continuing) 

Eat the f l m r .  20th of you. 
(beat) 

D3 it! 

Raul and Nancy go dam. A SCOtJLING FACE appears over the 
mezzan&e Mcony.  It kelongs to: 

FRANCESCO, fey, mid-lo's, c a s h r e  s w a t e r  and designer jeans. 
G l a r i n g  d m  a t  Trish, he WINES: 

F R A N m  
What do you think you're doing? 

Trish raises the -38, laying the s ight  on Francesco's nose, 
WHISPERMG: 

TRIM 
Get your ass d m  here, squirrel-bait. 

Francesco doesn't m. Trish' s REVOLVER EXPLCDES. FLAME 
leaps f r a  the barrel. A CWNK of the gold bannister, inches frcm 
Francescp, is B W  TO SHIT. m i s h ' s  VOICE, through the acriai c j u n  

=Ice - ruby l i p s  on razor white teeth: 

Francesco stmbles down the stairway. Impatient, hish grabs a 
f i s t f u l  of his sweater, hauling him into: 
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Past windows displaying back-lit jhelry. France- is scared 
shitless. Burying the gun in his nleck, Trish rds a t  a large back 
door. 

Cpm it. 4 
He UMM(S the door, DRPGGl2-G I T  OPh. Eyes 
stares a t  it: 

!IWJ HUGE MEN in JUMPSUITS. They're wearing knee-high 
nylons over their faces. Super unfkiendly. 

h e  is carrying s m m s  STEEL .A4 - Mpc mnverted to f u l l  
autumtic.  He's got it iq a holsker tied to his shoulder with a 
leather strap. Francesco nvves haw, to the d l .  

I 

d c o  
Jesus. Mary. 

Wte a ca t ,  Wish s teps forward aid 1 HITS France- dead in the 
MOPS. Lady *s not just  sexy. she'& strong. Francesco's l igh ts  go 
out. He's a l l  done for  today. 

12A MT. SHaWROm ALLEY 

at in the alley, behind Mask #2 and #3, ( M A Y ) ,  A BR%N VAN, 
rear aooIs thrm open, ramp r is ing to  its tail. A GUY IN BLUE a OVERWS a t  the t o p o f  the ramp. , ish,  Masks #2 and #3 
d i s a m  dam the hall .  i 

Legs wide, n i s h  stands over Nancy &d Raul, still lying face dam 
on the floor. She PUNCHES a button a S'QP WATCX. 

TRTSH 
mx3 minutes. 

Galvanized, Mask #2 races up G e  stzkrs to  the mezzanine, Mask $3, 
still carrying the .44 auto rag, q h s  a r x k  of furs ,  *eeling 
it dam tfie hallway. 

Mask #2 m e s  down nxus of encased j k ,  S W H S X  one CASE 
a f t e r  BUEER with a BASEBW PAT $Id d q h g  S P W E S  into 
his gunny sack. skips the cheap hit. 

I 

mSH (O.S.) 
One minute. 
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Mask 12 DESTROYS another DISPIAY. SHARDS of GLASS SP- 
the WALLS. Downstairs: 

I 

Mask #3 delivers a rack of furs to the guy in blue overalls who drags 
them towrd the m i t i n g  van. That done, he races back tmard: 

Trish's still on the clock, mtching the second hand. Jesus, she's 
-1. 

TRISH 
Thirty semnds. 

U p  on the mezzanine, mre GLASS is MUFDERED. Mask #3  reappears 
nabbing for  another rack of furs. F la t  on the floor,  Nancy starts 
to CW. 

TRISH 
(continuing) 

Fifteen seconds. 

Nancy's thread's cnning unraveled. F a d  reaches for her. Trish 
smps him. 

TRISH 
(continuing) 

me twitch and you're a W i e ,  pal. 

Raul freezes. H e r e  ares Mask #3 again. . H e ' s  got another rack 
of furs. Trish stares at  her watch, SHOLPPING. 

TRISH 
(continuing) 

The! 

EVERYTHING STOPS.  Mask # 3  l e a v e s  t h e  furs  and pulls  the 
.44 auto mag. G m y  sack over his shoulder, Mask #2 'IHUNDERS down 
the stairs and races for  the back. h i s h  doesn't mve. 

Out back, an m1M: F I S .  'men things get  very froggy. h i s i l  
n>cls at  Mask #2. He turns h i s  .44 auto mag L006~ on m f f i  
in sight. G-JKNE EXPLCDES. 

The glass CWCEELLER is BL%SED FREE of its rimring and 
CRXXES into a ZILLJON PI- on*= floor. It's a terrible 

lzAmr4z. Nancy SCREAMS. 
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Mask #3's relentless. He keeps PUMPING LEAD i n t o  the WALLS, 
the &ILnGS, the FI)CRIRFS. CLSIUZS FALL to the floor a t  his 
feet. Finally, he stops. It's DEXEiLY STIU. 

Ieaning down, stockinged face inches fran Raul, Mask #3 lays a 
white envelope on the floor. Printed on the front, a large block 
l e t t e r  "A." A bizarre CKNKING f i l l s  the a i r .  It 's Mask #3. 
He's W I N G :  

MASK #3: 
When the oops get here, give 
'em this. 

CACKZ;ING, he backs down the hall and disappeacs. Trish leaves 
with him. 

OverNancy'slrRlFFLEDSCES, aC03RSZAMS. TIRESSHRIEK. A 
t iny PI= of GIASS, hanging precariously £ran the balcony, fa l l s  
to the carpet in the awe- stillness. 

CVP m: 

17 IN?. THE B.H.P.D., SWAD RXM - W 17 

Like no other ~ o l i c e  departmnt in the wrld .  BHPD don't deal with 
the dregs of civilazatim. It's antiseptic. hi-tech and squeaky clean. 
Seated a t  his desk: 

DEECTNE BIUY m n m ,  thin, concerned, interviews Raul. 
A t  other desks, DETE- question Nancy and Francesw. Raul 

shoves a stick of gun in his muth, tbd that i t 's  all over, 
he's high as a kite. 

RWL 
No. You got it wrong. The brunette 
was on the clock. It was the 
who gave m the let ter .  

~t the back of the squad rom: 

D- SEW;EANP T-, FnsemA's partner, chunky, 
m f u l ,  mrches in. H e ' s  got a plastic evidence baa. Passing 
I c o d ' s  desk, he ImlTEs: 

TAEGARP 
Crrrr? on, Billy. 

Leaving Raul a t  the desk, msewood and Taggart cross the squad 
ruan,  disappearing into: 
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A crz'pd cubicle overlooking the squad m. Spartan desk and 
mtal chairs. I n  shirt sleeves behind his desk: 

CAPPAIN A N D m  EvXCNIL. 40'5, intelligent, lean, hy-thebmk, 
hangs up the ohme. Taggart drops the evidence bag on the 
desk. R o s d  leans on a wall. 

TivGART 
(re: envelop) 

The g l ~  is grade school staff .  You 
can buy it in any nickel and din-e. 

Mask C3's envelope with the large "A on the front is in the 
contains a single sheet of paper f i l led with a crazy-quilt collage of 
mix and mtch printing E m  various magazines. 

m m  
(helpful) 

L.A. T i r e s  got a l e t t e r  just like 
that about tv.o hours ago. 

TPGGRHP 
(re: Bogmil) 

He knm that, Billy. 

Fa- m s .  He's still the sane Rosmccd, but changed 
scanehow - looser, mre  prone tn take chances. Bogmil 
stares a t  the single sheet of paper. It reads: 

r n z m 0 3 ~ ~ 1 ~ m m z y m z . s  
ADRIANO'S I S  JUST THE BEGINNING. NEXT WILL 
BE A " B . "  THEN A "C."  ALL. THE WAY TO " 2 . "  

I F  YOU WEREN1'T SO DUMB YOU COULD CATCH ME 
I T ' S  AS SIMPLE AS A B C .  

MY NAME I S  -- 

Rubbing h i s  cyes,.Scgomil drops t h e  l e t t e r  on h i s  desk,  
purs ing h i s  l i p s .  

TxGARl' 
(mntinuing , 
re: le t ter)  

Is this guy serious? 

== Script Fly.com ==



18 CONTINUED: 

BOGOMIL 
He was s e r i o u s  a b o u t  t h e  way h e  
p u l l e d  t h e  job. 

- . ( b e a t )  
He knew e x a c t l y  how much t i m e  t o  
spend i n s i d e  and what  t o  t a k e .  

( t h i n k s )  
Anything from t h e  w i t n e s s e s ?  

ROSEWOOD 
L i s t e n ,  C a p t a i n ,  I g o t  a hunch abou t  
t h i s  Alphabet  t h i n g .  

BOGOMIL 
( f o r e c e f u l )  

I d o n ' t  want  t o  h e a r  abou t  it, 
Rosewood, I ' v e  a l r e a d y  a s s i g n e d  
you and T a g g a r t  t o  t h e  P e t e r s o n  
E x t o r t i o n  case .  

Rosewood s h r u g s .  From beh ing  h i s  d e s k ,  th rough a  g l a s s  
p a r t i t i o n ,  Bogimil sees t w o  men a r g u i n g .  They are: 

4 0 1 s ,  l i k e a b l e ,  t h e  w e l l - d r e s s e d  ~ a ~ o r  of  Beve r ly  H i l l s ,  
and HAROLD LUTZ, e a r l y  5 0 ' s .  d y s p e p t i c ,  s t o c k y  and 
red- faced .  Lutz  i s  Bever ly  H i l l s '  new Chief  o f  P o l i c e .  

. . 
Egan's  r e a l l y  p i s s e d .  H e  s t a b s  Lutz  i n  t h e  c h e s t  w i t h  h i s  
f i n g e r  a b o u t  a hundred t i m e s  and STOMPS OFF. B o i l i n g ,  Lutz  
t u r n s  i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of  Bogomi lks  o f f i c e ,  BAWLING: 

LUTZ 
Bogomil! 

- d e p c s i t s  t h e  Alphabet  l e t t e r  i n  a f o l d e r ,  p u t t i n g  
on  h i s  j a c k e t .  

TAGGART 
(niumbling) 

C a n ' t  k e e p  God w a i t i n g .  

BOGOMIL 
7 don't want to hear that kind 

o f  t a l k ,  S e r g e a n t -  

(CONTINUED) 
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TiG€am 
Core on, Captain. H e ' s  fired every cop 

mrked for  the old ol ief .  The three 
of u s  are all t ha t ' s  l e f t .  

BocXlMIL 
H e ' s  the head of th i s  departrent, Sergeant. 
And as long as he is, keep your bellyaching 
to yourself. 

Taggart nods. Bogmil 

TAGART 
What's the  nntter with you? Talking to him 
about your hunches. Are you crazy? 

m m D  
Hunches are a very hqmltant part of police 
work. Vastly underrated. I've had my eye 
on a shaky operation that could be 
involved in t h i s  caper. I f  mine is r ight ,  
he can break this Alphabet case w i d e  open 
in just  a couple of hours. 

T m  
But we're not even supposed to be mrking on it. 

m s d  lays his hand gently on Taggart's shoulder. 

R3EWCOD 
Cam on, Sergeant. Guiet h your 
busy mind. k l l m  out  a bit. 

(beat) 
Trust me. . . 

F & s d  sp l i t s .  Taggart -1s. N D t  a happy mpper. * '  

CZPP 'ID: 

THREE BALLS signify pawnshop o w  the front &or. Hymie ' s got a 
sign on the front w i r d w :  

WE BUY SELL AETl TRADE ANYlnIN; 
N o R E A S ~ Z D r n T U R N E D D a W N  

A BIAIX -&- WHITE SCIiEECHES to a stop in front. R o s d  and 
Taggart get out. Taggart's mrried. H e  fo l l am F & d  to the 
front of Hymie's. 

W s d  checks his .38 .  It's loaded. Watching him, Taggart's 
eyes are suddenly on stalks. 
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k r 
19 CONTINUED : 

- 

-12- Rev. * * 

TAGGART 
What're you doing? 

ROSEWOOD 
Better safe than sorry. 

That's it. Taggart's had it. Folding his arms acrosnhis 
chest, stone-faced: 

TAGGART 
Billy, I'm not going in there with 
you. 

ROSEWOOD 
It's cool, Sarge. I can handle it 
myself. 

Dragging his badge from his pocket, Rosewood barges into 
Hymie's. Taggart leans on the wall, watching a SEXY 
CHICK in a MERCEDES lick an ice cream cone to death. 

Seconds later, Rosewood comes CRASHING out of HYMIE'S 
FRONT WINDOW landing on his ass. Sitting on his chest: 

HYMIE, mid-301s, bearded, arms like telephone poles, eyes 
like bullet holes. He's got a -357 Magnum and he's trying 
to clean Rosewood's ear with it. 

Taggart tries to pull Hymie off Rosewood. It's like 
trying to move a tank. Taggart gets PUNCHED in the eye 

CUT TO: 

20 INT. FERRARI, DETROIT - DAY . .. 2 0 

Axel's on the Jeffries freeway. Moving through traffic, 
he follows signs to 96 South, taking the Bagley off-ramp. 
Hanging a right, he zips into a parking lot at: 

21 EXT. D'ALESSIOIS SEAFOOD GRILL, CETROIT - DAY 2 1 

A southwest eatery dedicated to "Fanily Ties. " Parking the 
Ferrari, Axel piles out and walks into: 

3.2 INT. D'ALEESIO'Z S L . Y P - 2  ;RILL - DAY 2 2 

A dark and cool Neopolitan monument to red naugahyde. 
In flourescent tanks, built right into the walls, tropical 
fish float in silence. In a large corner booth: 

JOSEPH D'ALESSIO. owner of the grill, mid-20's, fat flounder 
face and pomaded hair, waves his diamond pinkie ring in the 
air, trying like hell to seduce: 
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22 CONTINUED : 2 2 

J U D Y ,  a b i g - t i t t e d  a i r -head  i n  t i g h t  s l a c k s .  They ' re  bo th  
a l i t t l e  s o z z l e d ,  s u c k i n g  on s t r a w s  a t t a c h e d  t o  a communal 
bowl w i t h  a t e e n y  umbre l l a  on t o p .  

D'ALESSIO 
I t e l l  y a  what ,  Judy .  L e t  m e  j u s t  
s t i c k  it  i n  -- 

( h o l d s  up f i n g e r s )  
Th i s  f a r ,  and i f  you d o n ' t  l i k e  it, 
I ' l l  t a k e  it r i g h t  o u t .  

Judy GIGGLES. D 'Ales s io  leers. He'd  t r y ' n  screw any th ing  
i f  it wiggled .  H e  s p o t s  Alex by t h e  door .  

D ' ALESSIO 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Hey, A c e .  

D ' A l e s s i o  waves Axel o v e r .  Grabbing h e r  bag, Judy moves 
t o  t h e  b a r .  

D ' ALESSIO 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

What ' s  t h e  m a t t e r ,  Ace? Talk  t o  
your  Uncle J o e .  

AXEL 
The guys from Chicago.  They j u s t  dropped 
a t o n  and h a l f  o f  money on m e .  They 
want more. They want c a s e s  of  b l a n k s  
t h i s  t i m e .  And t h e y  want a c o u p l e  o f  
p r e s s e s .  I c a n ' t  g e t  t h a t  k i n d  of  
s t u f f .  I t o l d  them I c a n ' t  h a n d l e  it. 
Not p o s s i b l e .  

D'ALESSIO 
Any th ing ' s  p o s s i b l e ,  A c e ,  i f  you know 
t h e  r i g h t  peop le .  May t a k e  m e  a c o u p l e  
of  h o u r s  t o  set it up. G o t  a number 
where I can  r each  you? 

Nodding, .Axel s c r i b b l e s  on  a napk in ,  handing it t r  D'Aless io .  

CUT TO: 

23 INT. CHIEF LUTZ'S OFFICE, BEVERLY HILLS - DAY 2 3 

Charged w i t h  t e n s i o n .  S e a t e d  beh ind  an oversize d e s k ,  
a b o u t  t o  b u s t  a g u t ,  Chief  Lutz  waves a n  u n l i t  s t o g i e  and 
res t les  w i t h  h i s  b lood  p r e s s u r e .  

(CONTINUED) 
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23 CONTINUED: 

Hymie, who chucked Rosewood o u t  the  window of t h e  pawnshop, 
s t a n d s  by the  door. Some d i s t a n c e  away, spo r t i ng  a hyge 
s h i n e r ,  Taggart  tries t o  s t r a n g l e  Hymie with h i s  eyes., 

Rosewood, hand bandaged from h i s  e x i t  through Hymie's 
window, s t a r e s  a t  h i s  shoes and wishes t o  C h r i s t  he were 
somewhere e l s e .  Seated i n  a cha i r :  

WALTER BIDDLE,  mid-30's, a  dew-lapped paean t o  t h e  miracle  
of p o l y e s t e r ,  about an inch deep, Lutz ' s  obsequious factotum 
sits on a couch. Ashen, Bogomil l i s t e n s  t o  Lutz r i p  
Rosewood's ass:  

LUTZ 
You barge i n t o  an undercover fencing 
opera t ion  i t ' s  taken t h e  U S  Government 
thousands of d o l l a r s  and months of work 
t o  s e t  up and t r y  t o  a r r e s t  -- 

( r e :  Hymie) 
a Federal  Agent because you had a 
hunch. A r e  you n u t s  o r  what? - 

ROSEWOOD 
Actual ly ,  I r e s e n t  t h a t .  Hunches -- 

. LUTZ 
Shut up, Roseweed. 

Picking up a copy of t h e  Alphabet l e t t e r ,  Lutz waves it 
under Bogomil's nose, RAGING: 

LUTZ 
(cont inuing)  

And you. Without even'checking with 
me, you c a l l  a  superv is ing  agent of  t h e  
goddam FBI t o  .help break t h e s e  Alphabet 
codes. 

(eyes  l i k e  sl i ts)  
You've been a negat ive  element i n  t h i s  
department f o r  a long t ime,  Andrew. 
NOW you ' re  superseded t h e  chain of 
command. 

. . 
Ro;ew~,d thilrks maybe he can help .  Not a good jzea .  

ROSEWOOD 
S i r ,  Captain Bogomil d i d n ' t  c a l l  t h e  
FBI. I d i d ,  and my name's no t  Roseweed. 
It's -- 

(CONTINUED) 
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LUTZ 
( t o  Rosewood) 

You what?  You are n u t s !  YOU snd  T a g g a r t  
are supposed t o  be  working on an e x t o r t i o n  
case. 

( p o i n t i n g )  
I ' v e  p l a c e d  C a p t a i n  B i d d l e  j.n cha rge  o f  
t h e  Alphabet  i n v e s t i g a t i o n .  

On t h e  couch B i d d l e  beams. Lutz  t u r n s  t o  Bogomil. 

LUT Z 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Did you o r d e r  Roseweed t o  -- 
ROSEWOOD 

(wrong a g a i n )  
No, sir. C a p t a i n  Bogomil d i d n ' t  
know a n y t h i n g  a b o u t  it. 

LUTZ 
( t o  Rosewood) 

I s a i d ,  s h u t  up. 
( t o  Bogomil) 

Tha t  c u t s  it. How c a n  you c o n s i d e r  * 
y o u r s e l f  a  commanding o f f i c e r  when 
you c a n ' t  even  m a i n t a i n  a  s u p e r v i s o r y  
r e l a t i o n s h i p  w i t h  your  own p e r s o n n e l ?  
A s  o f  t h i s  moment, you a r e  suspended ,  
Andrew. 

Caverns  o f  s i l e n c e .  Lutz  r e l i s h e s  h i s  t r iumph.  * 
Bogomil ' s  b l i t z e d .  . . 

BOGOMIL 
On what  g rounds?  

LUTZ 
F a i l u r e  t o  t s v e  .any kncv ledge  or  
c o n t r o l  o f  y o u r - t r o o p ' s  a c t i v i t i e s .  

BOGOMI L  
:hct :  

G ~ + - " - i t .  H a r o l d ,  I -- 
LUTZ 

( s h o u t i n g )  
S t o p  s h o u t i n g !  And i t ' s  Chief  Lutz 
t o  you, Capta in .  

(CONTINUED) 
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Bogomil s t a r e s  ou t  t he  window. Far t o  t h e  west an angry 
sun does b r i l l i a n t  p a s t e l  murder on t h e  b e l l y  of a cloud. 
Bogomil can f e e l  everything s l i p p i n g  away from him. 

LUTZ 
(cont inu ing)  

Pol icy  r e q u i r e s  us t o  allow you a Board 
of Fieview wi th in  t w o  working days,  bu t  
I c a n ' t  t h ink  of anybody i n  t h i s  
department who w i l l  speak f o r  you. 

(re: Rosewood and Taggart)  
Except t he se  goofba l l s .  But maybe they 'd  
l i k e  to keep t h e i r  jobs f o r  a l i t t l e  
while longer.  

On the  couch, Biddle enjoys  h imse l f ;  Everyone else f e e l s  
l i k e  warmed over crap.  Even Hymie. H e ' s  s t i l l  a cop. 

ROSEWOOD 
Two days i s n ' t  enough-- 

LUTZ 
G e t  ou t .  A l l  of you. 

( t o  Hymie) 
And my s i n c e r e s t  apo log ies  t o  your 
agency, o f f i c e r .  

Hymie shrugs.  Everybody l e a v e s .  Except Biddle. The p e r f e c t  
toady,  he g e t s  up and l i g h t s  Lutz '  c i g a r .  

CUT TO: 

24 OMITTED 24 

24A INT.  MORT CHARLES' OFFICE - DAY " 24A 

Ear ly  SF Spade. Grimy Venetian b l inds .  Bu t t  sprung couch. 
Hunched over h i s  desk: 

MORT CHARLES, l a t e  50 ' s .  care-worn, d isheveled,  t a l k i n g  on 
the phone. Bogornil's personnel  f i l e  is l a i d  o u t  on t h e  
desk iri :rant of  him. 

Ratching Mort, I a s g a r t  and Rosewood. Tagga r t ' s  wearing dark 
gLasses t c  cover h i s  s h i n e r  Rosewoofi's han? is  s t i l l  - 
bandaged. They a r e  both t i r e d  and concerned. 

MORT 
(re: i n t o  phone) 

I know 2 4  hours i s n ' t  very much n o t i c e ,  
bu t  can w e  count  on you t o  b e  here?  

(CONTINUED) 
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24A CONTINUED: 24A 

MORT (CONTINUED) 
If somebody doesn't appear as a 
witness for Bogomil, he's going to 
lose his pension, everything. 

Mort listens for a minute, then hangs up the phone, 
glancing at ~osewood: 

MORT 
(continuing) 

He's gonna try, but frankly guys I 
don't know how much good it will do 
even if he shows up. He was only a 
sergeant and he and Bogomil never 
worked together, really. 

ROSEWOOD 
We gotta do something. 

TAGGART 
We already did, Billy. That's what 
got Bogomil jammed up in the first place. 

MORT 
I don't know what to tell you guys. We've 
been over this a hundred times. 

Gloom and gui1.t hang heavy in Mort's office. SIGHING, he 
thumbs through Bogomil's file one more time. Something 
catches his eye. The official report and some newspaper 
clippings on the Maitland affair two years ago. 

MORT 
(continuing) 

Wait a minute. What about this guy? 

Rosewood and Taggart lean over the desk examining the report 
and clippings. 

TAGGART 
Axel Foley? 

MORT 
(reading the report) 

Says,here he worked witn Bogomll and 
he's a dynamite cop. 

TAGGART 
NO way. 

(CONTINUED) 
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2 4 A  CONTINUED ( 2 ) :  

ROSEWOOD 
Why not? 

MORT 
He'd be a perfect character witness, 
if he'd do it. Lutz doesn't have any 
power over him like he does everybody 
else in the department. 

TAGGART 
The guy has a criminal mind. Getting 
involved with him is trouble. Believe me. 

ROSEWOOD 
(remembering) 

He gave me a robe from the Beverly Palms. 

TAGGART 
He stole that robe, Billy. 

KORT 
Well, I don't know what to tell you 
guys. We've been working our asses off 
and all we got is a possible commitment 
from an old sergeant. who's half senile 
and two guys Lutz fired for incompetence. 
That's just not enough and we're running 
out of time. 

TAGGART 
I'm not gonna call him. 

ROSEWOOD 
I will. 

Rosewood reaches for the phone. 

C3T TO: 

LOCKER ROOM 

Rows of battered lockers. In a mini-gym, COPS push weights. 
Axel wanders in, wearcng his multi-million dollar outfit, 
looking very out of place in the bowels of the Detroit PD. 

Striding past a SEA of COPS, he heads Eor a stairway. Seeing 
Axel, STEINER. a fat cop with mutton chops: 

STEINER 
Hey, Foley, only real cops can come 
in here. 

(CONTINUED) 
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AXEL 
(gr inn ing)  

Yeah? And they a l s o  go t  b a l l s  
t h a t  c lank when they walk, S te iner .  
Not s h r i v e l l e d  up l i t t l e  acorns. 

Another cop, WILLARD, s tanding by a bench p r e s s ,  says: 

WILLARD 
Hey, Foley. Can I touch you? I 
never touched nothing t h a t  c o s t  
more than two hundred d o l l a r s  before .  

AXEL 
Jeez,  Willard,  I heard your mother 
c o s t  t h r e e .  

JEERS and CAT CALLS i n  h i s  wake, Axel disappears up 
the  s t a i r s .  

26. INT. SQUAD ROOM 

Far c r y  fromBeverly H i l l s .  Mug s h o t s  and g r a f f i t i  
l i t t e r  t h e  wal l s .  Di r ty  desks. R I N G I N G  PHONES. SHOUTING 
DETECTIVES. A t  one desk: 

JEFFREY FRIEDMAN, 2 8 ,  a c l a s s i c  nudge with a motor mouth, 
in te rv iews  a GUY with a LIMP WRIST and BUCK TEETH. Limp 
w r i s t  is WHIMPERING on t h e  phone. 

LIMP WRIST 
( l i s p i n g )  

Hey, Man, you g o t  t o  come down here  
and t e l l  t h e s e  people,  I d i d n ' t  s t e a l  
your motherfucking c a r .  You gave i t  
t o  nie, sweethear t .  You know you d id .  
You promised m e  it was mine. 

On a b a t t e r e d  desk, bes ide  a water cooler :  

A BRIGHT RED TELEPHONE 

I t ' s  a s a f e  phone. Sometimes c a l l e d  a cold phone. A 
s i g n . t a c k e d  to  t h e  wa l l  above t h e  phone: 

, 
SAFE PHONE 

ANSWER ONLY "HELLO" 
DO NOT IDENTIFY YOURSELF AS A POLICE OFFICER 
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26  CONTINUED 

Listening to LIMP WRIST run his tear-job, Friedman spots 
Axel entering the squad room in sartorial glory. 
Friedman races across the room buttonholing Axel. 
Axel is not glad to see him coming. 

AXEL 
Jeffrey, I already asked Beverley if I 
could give you her phone number. She 
doesn't want to hear from you anymore. 
Ever! 

JEFFREY 
Never mind that, Axel. Tood is looking 
everywhere for you. I just wanted to 
warn you so he couldn't catch you 
unaware. What do you mean, she doesn't 
want to talk to me? 

AXEL 
You know, Jeffrey, when I get really 
messed up, I try to imagine what it 
must be like to be inside your head. 

Jeffrey frowns. Across the squad room, a FAT COP on a 
wall phone HOLLERS: 

FAT COP 
Phone call for Axel Foley. 

AXEL 
(turning) 

Who is it? 

FAT COP 
' ' 

What am I, a fuckin' social secretary? 

Fat Cop don't know balls about Emily Post. Unceremoniously, 
he drops the phone. It dangles on the cord. Pissed.~xel 
walks over to the phone, Jeffrey sticks to him like glue. 

JEFFREY 
Whenever Todd asks me about you, I 
always tell him that you're *orklnr 
twenty-four hours G day. Jesus, is ' .  

that a Patek Philip watch? Listen, 
if there's ever any way I can help 
you out with your undercover work -- 

AXEL 

Jeffrey, don't speak to me. Will you - 

please stop speaking to me. 

(CONTINUED) 
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JEFFREY 
Look, Axe1,if Beverley doesn't want 
you to give me her number, maybe I 
can give you mine, and you can pass 
it on to her. 

Turning his back on jeffrey, Axel picks up the dangling 
receiver. Jeffrey does his best to eavesdrop. The 
BEDLAM in the squad room makes it difficult. 

27 OMITTED 27 

27A INTERCUT CONVERSATION - ROSEWOOD AND AXEL 27A 

Rosewood and Taggart are in Mort's office. Foley 
is on a wall phone in the middle of the Third World 
War. He can barely hear who's on the other end of the 
line. 

PXEL 
(shouting) 

What? 

ROSEWOOD 
Axel Foley? 

AXEL 
Who the hell is this? 

ROSEWOOD 
Billy Rosewood. 

Glowering at Jeffrey, Axel jams a .finger in his ear 
to hear better. 

AXEL 
Who? 

ROSEWOOD 
You remember. From Beverly Hills. 
I'm still vearin~ your robe from the 
Palm Hotel. 

The'tenslon drains from Axel's face. Remembering, he snLlles. 

AXEL 
Billy? 

ROSEWOOD 
It's me, Axel. 

(CONTINUED) 
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27A CONTINUED: 

AXEL 
Far  o u t .  Where a r e  you? 

ROSEWOOD 
Beverly H i l l s .  

AXEL 
What ' re  you doing  t h e r e ?  

ROSEWOOD 
A c t u a l l y ,  I l i v e  h e r e .  

AXEL 
Why would you want t o  do a c r a z y  
t h i n g  l i k e  t h a t ?  

I n  M o r t ' s  o f f i c e ,  Rosewood smiles. A x e l ' s  s t i l l  t h e  same. 
I n  D e t r o i t ,  J e f f r e y  keeps  t r y i n g  t o  eavesdrop .  

ROSEWOOD 
I need your  h e l p ,  Axel .  

AXEL 
Name it. 

ROSEWOOD 
Bogomil 's  i n  t r o u b l e .  

AXEL 
What k i n d  o f  t r o u b l e ?  I t hough t  he  
d i d  e v e r y t h i n g  by t h e  book. 

ROSEWOOD 
( g u i l t i l y )  . . 

He does.  H e  d i d n ' t  r e a l l y  do 
any th ing .  

( b e a t )  
Could you come o u t  h e r e ?  

AXEL 
Sure .  When? 

ROSEWOOD 
( t e n t a t i v e )  

~omorf'ow? 

AXEL 
J e e z ,  B i l l y  t h a t ' s  p r e t t y  s h o r t  n o t i c e  

( s i l e n c e  on t h e  l i n e )  
What k i n d  o f  t r o u b l e  is Bogomil i n ?  
Can it w a i t  f o r  a week? 

(CONTINUED) 
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27A CONTINUED (2) : 

ROSEWOOD 
(glancing at 
Taggart) 

I guess so ... See Axel ... It was 
all my fault. 

AXEL 
Look, Billy, I'm doing undercover work 
and I'm real close to zooming the 
bastards. I'm waiting for a call right 
now. But even if I dropped the iron 
on them today, I 'd be a week getting 
them arraigned and indicted. 

The COLD PHONE starts RINGING. It's a WEIRD RING. It 
doesn't sound like any other phone. NOISE in the squad 
room QUIETS DOWN. A POLICE WOMAN moves to the cold 
phone, picks it up and ANSWERS: 

POLICEWOMAN 
Hello. 

(beat) 
Axel Foley? Yeah, he's here. Hang 
on a minute. 

She waves at Foley. Still on the wall phone, Axel says 
into the receiver: 

AXEL 
Billy, I gotta go now. Call me later, 
will you? 

(no answer) 
And don't worry, I'll be out there 
next week. Bogornil's gonna be okay. 

END INTERCUT CONVERSATION 

Hanging up, Axel races to the cold phone and picks it up. 
Jeffrey follows him. 

AXEL 
(into receiver) 

Yeah 
(beat ) 

Hey, Uncle Joe. 
(listening) 

Yeah, I know it. I'll meet 
there in twenty minutes. 

Hanging up, Axel takes off across the squad room. The 
ever-present Jeffrey at his side. 
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27A CONTINUED ( 3 )  : 

ZEFFREY 
Was t h a t  a  c a l l  on your  undercover  
t h i n g ?  Is t h e r e  a n y t h i n g  I can  do 
t o  h e l p ?  

( b e a t )  
L i s t e n ,  Axel, i f  t h e r e  i s  something 
a b o u t  m e  t h a t  Bever ley  d i d n ' t  l i k e ,  I 
t hough t  h e r  mother  was k i n d  o f  c u t e .  

Axel s t o p s .  Turning on J e f f r e y ,  he  VENTS SPLEEN: 

JEFFREY 
J e f f r e y ,  have I e v e r  communicated 
d i r e c t l y  t o  you what an a s s h o l e  I 
t h i n k  you a r e ?  

JEFFREY 
Huh? 

AXEL 
N o ,  I t a k e  t h a t  back. You a r e  n o t  an 
a s s h o l e ,  J e f f r e y .  A n  a s s h o l e  i s  a ve ry  
e f f i c i e n t  t h i n g .  

( l o u d e r )  
I t  does  p r e c i s e l y  what it i s  des igned  
t o  do. To c a l l  you an  a s s h o l e  i s  an 
i n s u l t  to  e v e r y  a s s h o l e  on t h e  p l a n e t .  

S c a t t e r e d  APPLAUSE from D e t e c t i v e s  and c r i m i n a l s .  

CUT TO: 
. . 

28 EXT. SUNSET 6 BEVERLY, BEVERLY HILLS - DAY 2 8 

A GREEN CUTLASS g l i d e s  th rough  t h e  i n t e r s e c t i o n ,  heading  
s o u t h  on Canon. A RED MUSTANG f o l l o w s  t w o  c a r s  beh ind .  

29 INT. CUTLASS - DAY 29  

Behind t h e  wheel ,  Bogomil 1 i s t e n s . t ~  r h e  NEWS. I t ' s  a l l  
abou t  Rever ly  H i l l s '  new nemesis ,  t h e  v i l l a i n  r e p o r t e r s  
a r e  c a l l i n g  t n e  Alphabet  Band i t .  D e t e c t i v e  Blddle  i s  
f o l l o w i n g  numerous l e d u s .  . 
Two b l o c k s  s o u t h  of  S u n s e t ,  t h e  Mustang p a s s e s  Bogomil 
and p u l l s  t o  t h e  cu rb .  An a b s o l u t e l y  s t u n n i n g  l a d y  g e t s  
o u t .  Bogomil s l o w s  dowr. .. 
Tt.e l a d y ' s  t r y i n g  t o  g e t  t h e  hood on t h e  Mustang up. S h e ' s  
a v e r y  sexy b r u n e t t e .  She waves a t  Bogomil. P u l l i n g  t o  t h e  
c u r b  behind  h e r ,  he c l imbs  o u t  to :  

(CONTINUED) 
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EXT. 791 CANON DRIVE - DAY 

Sumptuous r e s i d e n t i a l  area t h r e e  b l o c k s  s o u t h  o f  S u n s e t .  
B r i g h t  morning sunsh ine .  COLOSSAL HOMES p r e s i d e  o v e r :  
ROLLING GREEN SWARDS. A canopy of  e l m s  s o a r  above t h e  
s u p e r  wide d r i v e .  

The b r u n e t t e  b e s i d e  t h e  s t a l l e d  Mustang h a s  t h e  most 
vo lup tuous  f i g u r e  Bogomil h a s  e v e r  seen .  S h e ' s  wearing 
DARK GLASSES and s h e  h a s  a beau ty  mark on h e r  cheek. 

IT 'S TRISH 

Afternoon s u n l i g h t  d a p p l e s  t h e  Mustang w i t h  dancing f i r e  
dogs.  I n  t h e  trees above, a B I R D  CHIRPS. 

BOGOMIL 
( t o  T r i s h )  

Trouble?  

TRISH 
~t j u s t  s topped.  

Opening t h e  hood. h e  p e e r s  a t  t h e  eng ine .  Wires a l l  i n  p l a c e .  

Blocks  away, SQUEALING TIRES. Bogomil looks  up. The 
b r u n e t t e  seems e x c i t e d .  B r e a t h i n g  h a r d ,  s h e  hands Bogomil 
an  envelope .  It's g o t  a b i g  "B" p r i n t e d  on  t h e  f r o n t .  

TRISH 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

For  you, d a r l i n g .  
. . 

H e  g l a n c e s  a t  it. C h r i s t ,  i t ' s  a n  Alphabet  l e t t e r ,  Before  
he c a n  r e a c t :  

A BLACK TRANS AM t a k e s  a c o r n e r  o n t o  Canon on mi0 WHEELS, 
SCREEHING t o  a STOP. DOOR FLIES OPEN. The DRIVER'S g o t  a 
ny lon  s t o c k i n g  on  h i s  f a c e  and  a .357 Magnum i n  a g loved  hand. 

DRIVER (MAY) 
Goodbye, Andrew. 

BOON! WINDOWS hTTLE f o r  u l o c k s .  

Bogomil 's  HIT i n  t h e  SHOULDER. H e  tumbles  t o  h i s  knees .  
D r i v e r  FIRES a n o t h e r  ROUND. Mustang's  WINDSHIELD 
DISINTEGRATES, SHOWERING Bogomil w i t h  GLASS. 

(CONTINUED) 
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E a r s  r i n g i n g ,  Bogomil s p r i n g s  t o  h i s  f e e t ,  g rabb ing  t h e  
b r u n e t t e  by t h e h a i r .  I t  comes l o o s e  i n  h i s  hand. H e r  
DARK GLASSES SHATTER i n  t h e  STREET. 

S h e ' s  n o t  a b r u n e t t e  a t  a l l .  I t ' s  a wig. S h e ' s  g o t  BLOND 
H A I R  and c o b a l t  b l u e  e y e s  -- s w e e t  enough t o  be anybody's 
homecoming queen. 

D r i v e r  SHOOTS a g a i n .  The CONCUSSION is DEAFENING. Th i s  
t i m e ,  Bogomil 's  H I T  i n  t h e  CHEST and KNOCKED back i n t o  t h e  
FENDER. . A l l  around him, t h e  world i s  ups ide  down and 
s p i n n i n g .  

y e t r i e v i n g  h e r  wig and g l a s s e s ,  T r i s h  r a c e s  f o r  t h e  Trans  Am 
and p i l e s  i n .  DUMPING h a l f  a  ya rd  o f  TIRES on t h e  PAVEMENT, 
it FISHTAILS away i n  CLOUDS o f  BURNING RUBBER. 

CUT TO: 

30 INT. CHUCK'S STEAK HOUSE AND BAR, DETROIT - DAY 30 

One o f  t h e  D e t r o i t ' s  most famous wa te r ing  h o l e s  d e d i c a t e d  
t o  Motor C i t y ' s  l o v e  a f f a i r  o f  t h e  automobile .  The e n t i r e  
p l a c e  is c o n s t r u c t e d  from automobile  p a r t s .  

A BARTENDER p o l i s h e s  g l a s s e s ,  watching t h e  NEWS on a LARGE 
TELEVISION suspended f r o m a e  c e i l i n g  by hubcaps. 

Alone i n  a  boo th ,  made from t h e  back seat of a  C a d i l l a c  
E ldorado ,  Axel s i p s  a d r i n k  and w a i t s .  Suddenly ,  he  p u t s  
h i s  d r i n k  down. Something on TV c a t c h e s  h i s  eye .  

ON TELEVISION: 
. .. 

A PHOTO OF BOGOMIL. REPORTER'S VOICE i n  t h e  middle o f  a n  
e x p l a n a t i o n :  

REPORTER ( V  . 0 . ) 
An e i g h t e e n  y e a r  p o l i c e  v e t e r a n ,  Bogornil, 
w a s  gunned down today on a r e s i d e n t i a l  
street ,  H e ' s  i n  c r i t i c a l  c o n d i t i o n  a t  
Bever ly  H i l l s  H o s p i t a l .  P o l i c e  s o u r c e s  say  
t h a t  t h e  a t t empted  murder is  p a r t  o f  a n  
on-going crime wave be ing  v i s i t e d  on t n e  
c i t y  by someone who c a i l s  h i m s e l t  t h e  
Alphabet  Bandi t .  A n o t e  was l e f t  a t  t h e  
scene  of  t h e  s h o o t i n g .  s i m i l a r  t o  t h e  one 
l e f t  y e s t e r d a y  by r o b b e r s  o f  a f a s h i o n a b l e  
Bever ly  H i l l s  bou t ique .  

R e p o r t e r  moves on t o  a  d e s c r i p t i o n  o f  t h e  c u r r e n t  s i t u a t i o n  
i n  t h e  Middle E a s t .  

(CONTINUED) 
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30 CONTINUED: 

I N  THE BAR: 

Axel is f labbergasted.  Emotions f l y  a t  the  speed of l i g h t  
i n  t h r e e  t r i l l i o n  d i r e c t i o n s .  The dr ink i n  h i s  hand s t a r t s  
t o  shake. Remembering Rosewood's telephone c a l l ,  he c l o s e s  
h i s  eyes ,  s t rugg l ing  t o  con t ro l  h i s  f ee l ings .  

D'Alessio appears. What a sense of timing. He's go t  another 
one of h i s  BROADS with him and is i n  an e b u l l i e n t  mood. Seeing 
Axel, he drags h i s  j i gg l ing  t r i m  t o  t h e  booth. 

D' ALESSIO 
Hey, Ace. Sorry I ' m  l a t e  b u t  I ran  
i n t o  L i l a  here .  

( l e e r i n g )  
She can suck a go l f  b a l l  through 
twenty f e e t  of  garden hose. 

Axel c a n ' t  g e t  t h e  newscaster ' s  r e p o r t  ou t  of h i s  mind. From 
someplace deep i n s i d e ,  he f i n d s  t h e  power t o  maintain. Only 
l i t t l e  pockets of rage remain. Turning t o  D 1 A l e S S i 0 ,  he 
r e l e a s e s  a TINY HURRICANE: 

AXEL 
Where t h e  h e l l  have you been, Joe? 
We're t ry ing  t o  do some business here .  
I ' m  a business  man. You understand? 
You want t o  g e t  l a i d ?  Do i t  on your 
own time. I g o t t a  do some business  and 
I d o n ' t  l i k e  t o  be hanging around here a l l  
day long wai t ing f o r  you. So g e t  r i d  of 
t he  broad and w e  can do some business.  
I ' m  a businessman. 

Red-faced, D'Alessio t u r n s  t o  L i l a ,  p a t t i n g  h e r  a s s ,  
nodding a t  t h e  bar .  A s s  pumping l i k e  a steam d r i l l ,  L i l a  
fades.  D'Alessio t u r n s  t o  Foley. 

D'PLESSIO 
L i s t en ,  Ace. Don't you e v e r  t a l k  t o  me 
l i k e  t h a t  i n  f r o n t  of a chick.  Ever! 

AXEL 
T'.- h-?n wai t ing here  f o r  an hollr. I 
thought we had an appointment i n  
twenty minutes. 

D'ALESSIO 
You got the money? 

AXEL 
Sure I g o t  t he  money. I had the  money 
an hour ago. 

(CONTINUED) 
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30 CONTINUED ( 2 )  : 
3 0 

Removing a c a r d  from h i s  p o c k e t ,  D 'Aless io  p l a c e s  it on t h e  
t a b l e  i n  f r o n t  o f  Axel. 

D 'ALESSIO 
I ' l l  t a k e  L i l a  home. You b r i n g  
t h e  money t o  t h i s  a d d r e s s  i n  h a l f  
an hour .  

Axel watches  ~ ' A l e s s i o  waddle o v e r  t o  t h e  b a r  and j o i n  L i l a .  
Bogomil 's  s h o o t i n g  h a s  h i t  him l i k e  T h o r e s  hammer. What 's  
he gonna do? Pocke t ing  D ' A l e s s i o ' s  c a r d ,  h e  heads  f o r  t h e  door .  

CUT TO: 

3 1  EXT. YUM-YUM PUPPY CHOW - DAY 

A ramshackle  bunker  on A t w a t e r  S t r e e t  sur rounded by 
ABANDONED BUILDINGS and broken windows. The D e t r o i t  R ive r ,  
o l d ,  t i r e d  and muddy, LAPS FORLORNLY a t  t h e  f o u n d a t i o n s  o f  
a n  a n c i e n t  l o a d i n g  dock. 

The F e r r a r i  CAREENS t o  a STOP a t  t h e  curb .  Lugging a  BLACK 
DUFFEL BAG, Foley  p i l e s  o u t ,  checks  h i s  watch and 
dashes  i n t o :  

32 INT. YUM-YUM PUPPY CHOW, WAREHOUSE - DAY 

DOG FOOD s t a c k e d  on p a l l e t s  and a l o n g  c r a c k e d  c o n c r e t e  
w a l l s .  Bes ide  a  g l a s s  e n c l o s e d  o f f i c e ,  D ' A l e s s i o ,  d r i n k  i n  
hand,  s t a n d s  w i t h  A x e l ,  l i s t e n i n g  t o :  

R I C O  BANDIN1,'mid-40's l e a n ,  red-webbed e y e s ,  knife-mouth. 
No roman t i c  Gcdfa the r  t h i s  one .  Bandin i  i s  s a d i s t i c ,  hard-  
edged and dangerous .  H i s  VOICE, powder on moth ' s  wings: 

B A N D I N I  
( t o  Axel) 

So e v e r y  t i m e  t h e  son-of-a-bi tch t r ies 
t o  s t r a i g h t e n  o u t  h i s  l e g s ,  he  chokes 

? 

h i m s e l f .  

Anxious ly ,  Axel s h i f t s  h i s  w e i g h t  from one f o o t  t o  t h e  o t h e r  
D '  Alessio CHORTLES, watching:  

PAULY, a block-faced  s l o b  w i t h  a n  e i g h t e e n  i n c h  neck ,  c l i m b  
beh ind  t h e  wheel of  a  f o r k l i f t  and FIRE IT UP. Over t h e  
ENGINE'S ROAR, Bandini  DRONES: 

(CONTINUED) 
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32 CONTINUED: 

BANDINI 
(continuing) 

Then he starts to cry. And he says, 
'But Rico, I'm your son-in-law'. And 
he's choking hisself more and more 
until finally he shits his pants. 

(guffaw) 
Can you believe it? He shits his pants! 

AXEL 
Well, Mr. Bandini. some guys'll do anything 
for a little attention. 

Bandini scowls. He's not a million miles deep. Then, 
somewhere in his reptillian brain, a neuron fires. It must 
be a joke. 

BANDINI 
Ha ha! That's funny. 

(to C'Alessio) , 

He's funny, ain't he? 

Pauly drives the forklift to the wall, picks up a pallet of 
dog food and moves it to the side, revealing a concealed 
FIRE DOOR. Bandini ambles to the door. D'Alessio and Axel 
follow. Unlocking the door, Bandini turns to Axel, leering 
like a gargoyle: 

-BANDIN1 
Show me the money. 

AXEL 
Screw you. You show me .the stuff. 
Then I'll show you the money. 

Axel and Bandini glower at each other. Unexpectedly, 
Bandini HOWLS: 

BANDINI 
Ha! Ha!. You're fucking funny. 

(to D'Alessio) 
He's fucking funny, this kid, ain't he? 

He drags open the door. -el, D'Alessio ant Pauly &allow 
him into: 

33 INT. HIDDEN VAULT - DAY 3 3 

Bandini's stash. He's got TELEVISIONS, RUGS, COMPUTERS. 
Picking up a case of dog food, Pauly drops it at Axel's 
feet, opening it with a switch blade. Inside: 
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33  CONTINUED: 3  3 

AMERICAN EXPRESS GOLD CARDS 

Picking one up, Axel examines it. No name. No number. 
It's a blank. CHUCKLING, Bandini pops it into a machine 
resembling a typewriter. He punches a button. Machine 
lights up. 

BANDINI 
All these cards are good for thirty 
days. Let's make one especially for 
you. How do you spell your name? 

(before Axel can speak) 
Never mind. Let's just say your name 
is Dead Man. 

Pauly GIGGLES. BELLS and WHISTLES go off in Axel's head. 
Right on cue, he can feel the adrenalin coursing. D'Alessio 
grins hideously. Amused, Bandini types on the machine's 
keyboard. Within seconds, Dead Man has a brand new American 
Express Gold Card. Bandini presents it to Axel. 

BANDINI 
(continuing) 

Here's your card, Dead Man. Now 
show me the fucking money. 

The air in the vault sparkles with death. Axel's right 
where he likes it. On the edge. Pumped and alive. 

AXEL 
(to ~'Alessio) 

Hey, Uncle Joe. talk to me. What's 
happening here? 

D'ALESSIO 
You stupid cocksucking donkey. You 
think we're gonna give you mything? 
We don't give. We take. You're dead 
meat, Ace. 

Pulling a - 4 5 ,  Pauly jams it into Axel's neck. Carefully, 
he takes the duffel bag, tossing it to Bandini. Axel 
raises t.is h,..:s -28 ?ad; sta-t? frisking him. 

. , .  

Bandini rips open the bag. It's FULL OF NEWSPAPER. 
Before he can say anything, Pauly stops frisking Axel. 
Freezing, eyes like door knobs, Pauly WHISPERS: 

PAULY 
Holy shit! 

(CONTINUED) 

== Script Fly.com ==



3 3  CONTINUED ( 2 7  : 3  3  

T e r r i f i e d ,  Pauly l e a p s  away from Axel. Band in i  BELLOWS: 

BANDINI  
Pau ly ,  w h a t ' r e  you do ing?  

AXEL 
Hey, P a u l y ,  l e t  m e  show him. 

BANDINI 
Show me what? 

S lowly ,  Axel lowers  h i s  hands ,  u n b u t t o n s  h i s  j a c k e t  and 
opens  it. I n s i d e ,  wrapped t o  h i s  t o r s o :  

A HUNDRED THOUSAND DYNAMITE STICKS 

Axel shows everybody how many t e e t h  h e ' s  g o t .  D ' A l e s s i o ' s  
d r i n k  CRASHES t o  t h e  FLOOR. S t a r i n g  a t  t h e  dynamite ,  
B a n d i n i ' s  eyebrows c rawl  a l l  ove r  h i s  f a c e .  H i s  bottom 
l i p  t r ies  t o  f l y  away. 

AXEL 
What do you t h i n k ,  Band in i?  Think 
I ' m  sti l l  funny? .  You a i n ' t  l augh ing .  

H e  p o i n t s  a t  a  s t r i n g  a t t a c h e d  t o  t h e  dyn$mite. 

AXEL 
[ c o n t i n u i n g )  

A l l  I g o t t a  d o  is  p u l l  t h i s  co rd  and 
e v e r y t h i n g  f o r  m i l e s  and m i l e s  g e t s  
b l a s t e d  t o  s h i t .  

( i n t e n s e )  
I ' m  c a r r y i n g  s o  much dynamite ,  h a l f  
o f  D e t r o i t  w i l l  d i s a p p e a r .  Nothing 
l e f t ,  b u t  a  goddam h o l e .  Years from 
now, p e o p l e  w i l l  s a y  it was some monster  
meteor  from o u t e r  s p a c e  done it. A i n ' t  
t h a t  funny , Bandin i?  

( s t u n n e d  s i l e n c e )  
Come on ,  you guys.  Say something.  I 
f e e l  a  s n e e z e  coming on.  

A x e l ' s  s toi ied o u t  o f  h i s  gorr:d on a d r e n a l i n .  Grabbir.9 h i s  
r ip -co rd , ;  he  YELLS: 

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Give m e  t h e  gun,  Pau ly .  
(more s i l e n c e )  

Give m e  t h e  gun,  dick-wipe. I'm 
gonna s n e e z e  ! 

P a u l y ' s  p e t r i f i e d .  D ' A l e s s i o  SHRIEKS: 

(CONTINUED) 
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33 CONTINUED ( 3 )  : 

D'ALESSIO 
Give him the  gun, for God's sake! 

Pauly hands over the  .45. Clutching his rip-cxrrd, Axel points the  
gun a t  Bandini and D'Alessio: 

AXEL 
(to Pauly) 

Get over there w i t h  them. 

Pauly don't have to be tald t w i c e .  Cailed, ready to spzing, Axel 
backs to the door. D'Alessio CROAKS: 

D'ALESSIO 
You ain't going to leave us  here? 

AXEL 
What are you worried about? You got plenty 
Of dog food to eat. 

B A N  D I N I  
'There ain't no dog f a d  in these boxes. 
They're full of credit cards. 

AXEL 
Then; charge it! 

(to D'Rlessio) 
Goodbye, Ace.  

pulling a stick of dynamite mm the mass tied to his chest, Axel 
UGHTS the FUSE. It SIZZLES. Sparks fall to the fkOr of the 
vault. Grinning, Axel twses it across t h e  r w m .  Pi lands on the 
m r  by Bandini. 

DtAlessio tries to burrow under a TV. Pauly drags crates over his 
head. Bandini shuts his eyes, crosses himself and MUMBLES 
FURIOUSLY . Unexpectedly : 

THE ROOM IS FLOODED WITH BRIGHT LIGHT 

~ a n d i n i  opens his eyes. How come there wasn't no explosion? 
Slowly, the truth dawns. 

. . 

I. 
BAN D I N I  . 

That ain't dynamite. R's a motherfuckhg 
road Date! 

AXEL 
Hey, Bandini. Shit your pants yet? 

~ x e l  SLAMS the DOOR on the  vault, leaping outside. 

CUT TO: 

== Script Fly.com ==



34 INT. DETROIT PD, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - D A Y  34 

SQUAD ROOM 

BEEHIVE of ACTIVITY. J e m y ' s  a t  his desk, perusing a g%%e 
magazine. Unexpectedly, A x e l  appears. Je tkey  hides the magazine 
and starts his mouth running: 

JEFFREY 
Jesus, Axe l ,  where you been? Todd's been 
gaing nuts t cyhg  to find you. 

AXEL 
(conspiratcridlly) 

Never mind about that  now, J o y .  Listen. 
I need your help on my undermver job. 

Axel places t he  keys tD the F e d  on the desk. 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

I need you to drive the Ferrari for a while. 
So I can create a ta&ml diversion. . 

(Je£&ey I s  speechless) 
In that  car, Jeffrey, you could get any g i f ~  
in the  woad you want. Maybe even Bev-y. - 
It's all part of my super-undermver thing. 
I can't tell you any more than that. Until 
later - when the mmmendatiDns are forthwming. 

(Jeffery blink) 
But un l3  then, you can't tell a single soul 
that you're driving t h e  Ferrari. Nut even Todd. 
And there's one more thing you gotta do. 
You know, as my new partner. 

Removing D'A3essi~'s card for the Yum-Yum Doggie Warehouse, Axel 
hands it to Jef32ey. 

AXEL 
(con+inuing) 

Once a day, I uant  you to go to this dog food 
warehouse and drop s o m e  really cheap dog food 

. . and some Spaz'XetLes water down che coal chute 
in C.C ba~:. of the buildhg. 

(JeErey ~ w n s )  
I'm training some really vicious attack dogs. 
I ' m  keeping them chained up down there so they11 
get raal mean. Can you do that? 

JEFFREY 
Sure, Axel. 
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3 4  CONTINUED: 3 4  

AXEL 
(turning) 

Okay. And you be careful with the 
car, now. It's parked at Ed's garage 
around the corner. 

Jeffrey pockets the keys. Eyes narrowing, he scans the 
squad room for potential squealers. Axel heads for: 

35 INT. CAPTAIN TODD'S OFFICE 35 

Big city cop's place. Wife and kids in a frame on the 
desk, overflowing waste basket, grimy Venetian blinds and 
monkey-puke walls. Leaning over a filing cabinet, rummaging 
for a file: 

CAPTAIN TODD, careworn, harried and impatient, glances up 
as Axel appears at the door. Todd's less than thrilled to 
see his visitor. Axel's got a slip of paper in his hand. 

TODD 
Where the goddam hell you been, Foley? 

(noticing paper) 
~hat'the hell is that? 

AXEL 
A blue slip. 

SLAMMING the file cabinet, Todd RIPS the PAPER from Axel's 
grasp, trying to kill it with his eyes. 

TODD 
(reading) 

What do you need a thousand 
dollars, for? 

AXEL 
Flash money. It's right there on 
the 51ip. 

Todd attacks his desk, DRAGGING OPEN a drawer. Inside, 
'PILES of E W E  S5IPS. Picking them up, he reads one after 
another, tossin3 them in front of Axel: 

TODD 
Two thousand to buy a new suit. Two 
hundred for a fucking tie. A requisition 
order for a Ferrari. 

(bellowing) 
I don't want any'more of these blue 
slips. I got plenty of 'em. When 
am I going to get some booking slips? 
Where's the bad guys with the credit 
cards? 

(CONTINUED) 
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35 CONTINUED: 

AXEL 
Cap ta in ,  i f  you d o n ' t  f e e l  I ' m  
doing  my job  a d e q u a t e l y ,  I ' l l  go 
back t o  Robbery-Homicide . 

TODD 
I t e l l  you where t o  g o ,  Foley .  You 
d o n ' t  t e l l  m e ;  

AXEL 
I j u s t  t h o u g h t  -- 

TODD 
Don't  t h i n k ,  Foley .  I t  makes my 
a s s h o l e  t w i t c h .  

( b e a t )  
The d e p a r t m e n t ' s  f r o n t e d  you a goddam 
f o r t u n e .  My a s s  i s  on  t h e  l i n e .  I 
okay 'd  a l l  t h i s  s h i t .  

(re: b l u e  s l i p s )  
I c a n ' t  p u l l  o u t  'ti1 I g e t  some k i n d  
o f  a b u s t  o r  my fuck ing  c a r e e r  i s  
f i n i s h e d .  But  I promise you, I won' t  
go down a l o n e .  . I ' l l  g i v e  you one  
week. I f  I d o n ' t  see r e s u l t s  by t h e n ,  
I ' m  gonna cover  my own a s s .  I ' m  going  
t o  p u l l  t h e  p i n  and y o u l I 1  t a k e  t h e  
h e a t .  Do you under s t and?  

AXEL 
P e r f e c t l y  . 

( b e a t )  
If you would j u s t  s i g n  t h i s  so I cou ld  
g e t  my f l a s h  money. . .. 

Toddld  k i l l  Axel i f  h e  cou ld .  Grabbing t h e  s l i p ,  he  s i g n s  

it ,  r e t u r n i n g  t o  h i s  f i l e  c a b i n e t .  A f t e r  a second,  
he  l o o k s  up. 

TODD 
Now what? 

AXEL 
One o t h e r  thi1.g; ~r.lcr; you 've  u n l y  
g i v e a  m e  a week t o  wraL t h l s  :'.i:.g 
up, I ' l l  have t o  go  r e a l l y  deep  
undercover .  

( b e a t )  
You won ' t  be a b l e  t o  r each  m e  or  page 
me or a n y t h i n g .  And p.rohably I won' t  
be able t o  c a l l  i n .  

( s m i l i n g )  
I know how you worry abou t  your  
men, C a p t a i n .  So I j u s t  wanted t o  
l e t  you know now. 

(CONTINUED) 
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TODD 
you got one week. ~f you don't have a bust 
by then, I shear to God, Axel - you'l l  wish 
you =re never hm.  

PXEL 
D m ' t  mrry, Captain. As of one hour ago, I got 
the credi t  C K ~  guys r igh t  mere I want them. 

m TO: 

 AGE: P X E L G C ~ F S  m BEVERLY HILLS 

E X T . L P X ~ -  DAY 36 

a 747 f a l l s  earthward through layers of sweating q. GRABBING A 
HUNK of FaJWA!t a t  L.A.X. 

m. mGsa W A R E A  

In  Levi's and tennis shoes, crushed i n  a C R 3 D  of BUBBLE-RMEIG, 
'XWXSTS and WEIFDXS, Axel hauls a battered b m  suitcase f r m  
a carousel i n  Baggage Claim. 

EXT.CARF6mAL9AGENCI - W  38 

H e  ge t s  a good deal on a rental car. Turns out  to bs a battered, 
RED (HFN -1BLE. S d e  POURS out  of its ASS when he STARTS IT. 

EXT. BEVFXY HILLS STTEEIS - DA!i 39 

Suitcase behind him, Axel drives the convertible through Beverly H i l l s ,  
eyeballing -1 MANSIONS, rmantic PAlM TREES, sun-tanned JCGGERS 
and EXDTIC AlJrmc%IIES. 

ENDM(XSPAC;E 

am m: 
CMI'ITED 40 

MT. SOVIIISEASM7PEL-DA!i 40A 

Sleaze bag. Purple facade. Catering to rodt-and-roll trade, on a 
run-down street i n  West Hollywood. PdLm trees and stanring greenery 
beside a garishly painted entrance. Axel pul l s  up in h i s  convertible, 
nabs h i s  bag and w a l k s  into: 

CMITIZI) 41 

1 N T . S O V R 1 : S E A s m - w  4 1A 

In a lounge, a very strange assortment of UNDERNOURISHED WE1RM)FS. 
Iong hair, painted faces and dark ylassrs ,  everywhere. kder 
n A t  +& rsceptinn desk: 

RW LADY, early 30';. starched hair, purple mscara, T-shir t ,  at  
a battered reception desk. 011 the phone behind, THE WWGES, 

dishevelled, l a i d  back. Way, way back. 
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4 1 A  CONTINUED 

Axel a p p e a r s ,  eye ing  t h e  s t r a n g e  d e n i z e n s  i n  t h e  lounge.  
H e  approaches  Rat  Lady. S h e ' s  g o t  c o c k t a i l  e y e s ,  h a i r  i n  
h e r  v o i c e .  

RAT LADY 
Yeah? 

AXEL 
I want a  room. 

RAT LADY 
Got a  r e s e r v a t i o n ?  

AXEL 
( g l a n c i n g  around)  

What are you t a l k i n g  abou t?  

RAT LADY 
G o t t a  have a  r e s e r v a t i o n .  man. 

Axel g l a n c e s  a t  t h e  rundown su r round ings .  A pound o f  
HEAVY METAL grooves  th rough  t h e  lobby,  Unblinking,  Rat 
Lady stares a t  Axel. Her mind ' s  on permanent ho ld .  
Manager f i n i s h e s  h i s  c o n v e r s a t i o n .  

MANAGER 
( i n t o  phone) 

Don't  sweat  it. J u s t  t e l l  J a g g e r  
t h a t  t h e  rooms w i l l  b e  r eady  when 
he  g e t s  h e r e .  

Hanging up, t h e  manager moves t o  R a t  Lady ' s  s i d e .  
Axel g r i n s :  

. .. 
AXEL 

J a g g e r ?  Was t h a t  Mick you w e r e  
t a l k i n  t o ?  

MANAGER 
Who a r e  you, man? 

check ing  o u t  t h e  Rockers i n  t h e  lounge ,  Axel f i n a l l y  g e t s  
t h e  i d e a .  . C a l i f o r n i a  i s  wei rd .  Shoot ing  f romthe  h i p :  

AXEL 
Who a m  I ?  Is t h a t  what y o u ' r e  ask ing?  
Who am I ?  Who t h e  h e l l  a r e  you? You 
mean t o  t e l l  m e  you n e v e r  h e a r d  o f  Axel 
Foley  and t h e  Broken Zippers?  I'm Axel 
Fo ley  from London. Two s i n g l e s  i n  t h e  
t o p  t e n .  When w a s  t h e  l a s t  t i m e  you 
looked a t  t h e  c h a r t s ?  Axel F o l e y  and t h e  
Broken Zippers .  

(CONTINUED) 
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4 CONTINUED ( 2 )  : 4 1 A  
\. r . 

< AXEL (CONTINUED) 
A k i l l e r  i n  the t o p  4 0  w i t h  a b u l l e t .  
Every A 6 R e x e c u t i v e  i n  t h i s  town i s  
t r y i n g  t o  s i g n  m e .  I ' m  making a g u e s t  
appearance  on MTV and I c a n ' t  g e t  a 
room h e r e ?  

MANAGER 
MTV? 

AXEL 
Yeah; M T V .  You know what t h a t  i s ,  
d o n ' t  you? 

RAT LADY 
I t h i n k  I h e a r d  o f  t h o s e  Broken Zippers .  

MANAGER 
I ' m  s o r r y ,  M r .  Foley .  I d i d n ' t  
r e c o g n i z e  you. 

AXEL 
T h a t ' s  okay.  I l i k e  t o  keep  a low 
p r o f i l e .  Fans b o t h e r i n g  m e  a l l  t h e  
t i m e .  Try ing  t o  p u l l  my h a i r  o u t  
and s t u f f .  Record company was suppose 
t o  , c a l l  and l e t  you know I w a s  coming. 
Somebody i s  go ing  t o  t a k e  some heavy 
s h i t  f o r  t h i s .  

MANAGER 
Hey, man. B e  c o o l .  W e ' l l  f i n d  some- 
t h i n g  f o r  you. 

Manager f i n d s  a k e y ,  g i v i n g  it to .Axe1.  Axel goes t o  work 
on  a r e g i s t r a t i o n  c a r d .  Manager p o i n t s  a t  a grungy hal lway:  

MANAGER 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Room 202 ,  down t h e  h a l l ,  man. 

AXEL 
How much i s  t h a t  gonna be?  

MANAGER 
W e l l ,  man. I f  y o u ' l l  ment ion  on 
MTV that  y o u ' r e  s t a y i n g  a t  t h e  South  
S e a s ,  we'd be  g l a d  t o  g i v e  you t h e  
room on a complimentary b a s i s .  
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4 1 A  CONTINUED ( 3 )  : 

AXEL 
Free? 

MANAGER 
I f  you mention you ' r e  s t a y i n g  here .  

Axel s t a r e s  a t  t h e  manager, Rat Lady b l i n k s .  Couple of 
c e n t u r i e s  crawl by. 

AXEL 
I ' l l  be s u r e  and do t h a t .  

Grabbing h i s  bag, Axel heads f o r  h i s  room. Ca l i fo rn i a  
i s  d e f i n i t e l y  weird. 

CUT TO: 

4 2  EXT. BEVERLY HILLS HOSPITAL - DAY 4  2  

Verdant grounds. Towering t r e e s .  Even r i c h  people g e t  
s i c k .  I n  h i s  c lunker  c o n v e r t i b l e ,  Axel p u l l s  i n t o  a 
l a r g e  parking l o t ,  f i n d s  a space ,  p i l e s  o u t  and heads 
f o r  the  en t rance .  

4 3  INT. SURGICAL INTENSIVE CARE, HALLWAY - DAY 4  3  

Sharp c o n t r a s t  wi th  t h e  r e s t  of t he  h o s p i t a l .  PALPABLE 
SILENCE. The only SOUND, the  s teady  BEEP of EKG MACHINES. 
I t ' s  creepy.  Outside a door ,  two UNIFORMED COPS s i t  i n  
c h a i r s  reading magazines. 

Taggart  1,eans on a wa l l  by a co f f ee  machine, sti l l  wearing 
dark g l a s s e s  t o  conceal  h i s  sh ine r .  Hand bandaged, Rosewood 
s t a r e s  o u t  t h e  window a t  t h e  grounds below. . .. 

Eleva tor  DOOR OPENS. ~ x e l  appears.  Nodding a t  t h e  guards ,  
he approaches Rosewood and Taggar t ,  super-grim, usual  
l i g h t n e s s  replaced by blood-hot i n t e n s i t y .  

TAGSART 
, ( t u r n i n g )  

What a r e  you d o i n g  here?  I thought , 

you were undercover i n  De t ro i t .  

AXES 
Bogomil's shoot ing  made t h e  na t iona l  
news. How bad was he  h i t ?  

ROSEWOOG 
Don't know y e t ,  Axel. .  
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43 CONTINUED: L 

AXEL 
Christ, Billy. You said he was in 
trouble and it could wait a week. 

Why didn't you tell me somebody was 
trying to waste him? 

ROSEWOOD 
That wasn't why I called. It was 
about something else. Bogomil's 
shooting was a complete surprise. 

Silence. MACHINES BEEP. Axel stares out the window at a 
million miles of green. 

AXEL 
Who shot him? 

ROSEWOOD 
This Alphabet Bandit. He left a 
letter. 

AXEL 
What kind of bandit hits a cop? 
Where's the profit? Was he robbed? 

ROSEWOOD 
(glancing at 
Taggart) 

No. Wallet and everything was 
still on him. 

A DOCTOR comes out of the intensive care ward, starched and 
white . 

. . 
DOCTOR 

(to Taggart) 
Okay. Here's the story. The entrance 
wound is to the left peritracheal 
area. The left cartoid artery was 
severed and -- 

AXEL 
What's the bottom line. Is he gonna 
make it or not? 

DOCTOR 
(to Axel) 

We've repaired the artery. He's got 
a good chance. He's strong as a bull. 
And for a man his age, he's in great 
shape. 
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4 3  CONTINUED ( 2 )  : 

AXEL 
Can he t a l k ?  

DOCTOR 
No. He's o u t  f o r  a good week 
anyway. You guys might a s  w e l l  
go. There 's  nothing you can do 
he re ,  except burn ho le s  i n  your 
stomach. 

Doctor fades .  Glancing a t  t h e  Uniforms guarding Bogornil's 
door,  Axel makes a dec i s ion .  

AXEL 
Can I look a t  t h e  l e t t e r s  t he  guy 
l e f t ?  

ROSEWOOD 
They're a t  t h e  s t a t i o n .  

AXEL 
Okay. 

TAGGART 
We c a n ' t  t a k e  you t h e r e .  We're no t  
even supposed t o  be working on t h e  
Alphabet case .  

AXEL 
Look, Taggart ,  where I come from, some 
fender-head t r i e s  t o  rack a cop, h e ' s  
go t  t o  pay. There a r e n ' t  any o t h e r  
cases .  

. .. 

ROSEWOOD 
[ t o  Taggart)  

It wouldn't  h u r t  j u s t  t o  l e t  him see  
t h e  l e t t e r s .  

TAGGART 
( r e l u c t a n t l y )  

Okay. But you d o n ' t  have any j u r i s d i c t i o n  
heze,  Axel. And Luiz L. f -.,t 1ook;r~g 
f o r  a chance t o  b u s t  our  azsec.  

They e n t e r  t h e  e l e v a t o r .  I n s i d e ,  Axel t u r n s  t o  Taggart.  

AXEL 
Who's Lutz? 

Eleva tor  door c lo ses .  

CUT TO: 
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. 
45 INT. BHPD, VARIOUS LOCATSONS - DAY 

SQUAD ROOM 

Most DETECTIVES a r e  o u t .  A t  a d e s k ,  Axel s t u d i e s  two 
Alphabe t  let ters .  

TAGGART 
F B I ' s  gonna s e n d  somebody o v e r  h e r e  
t o  c r a c k  t h o s e  codes .  

The second le t ter  r e a d s :  

B I S  FOR BOGOMIL 
C & D WILL COME TOGETHER 

I T ' S  AS SIMPLE AS A B C 
MY NAME I S  -- 

13-23-05-25-13-19-17-12-13-03-03-01-02 

P i c k i n g  up a  p e n c i l ,  Axel l a y s  t h e  Alphabet  letters s i d e -  
by - s ide  and d o e s  some r a p i d  c a l c u l a t i o n s ,  comparing t h e  
r e s u l t s  w i t h  t h e  coded messages a t  t h e  bottom. 

ROSEWOOD 
What a r e  you do ing?  

AXEL 
Giving  number v a l u e s  t o  a l p h a b e t  
letters.  I t ' s  a n  o l d  t r i c k  numbers 
r u n n e r s  u s e .  You know, l i k e  0 1  f o r  . ,a 02 f o r  "B" -- 1 3  f o r  "M.'? But 

n o t  t h a t  s imple .  T h i s  guy changed 
t h e  combina t ions  a l i t t l e .  

TAGGART 
How do you know t h a t ?  

AXEL 
( c a l c u l a t i n g )  

Hey, T a g g a r t .  I w a s n ' t  born  a  Cop 
you know. Wheh I was your~ge r ,  I 
f r a c t u r e d  an  o c c a s i o n a l  law. 

ROSEWOOD 
.You r a n  numbers? 

AXEL 
Righ t .  But  I neve r  w r o t e  a n y t h i n g  
down. Too s c a r e d  of  g e t t i n g  caugh t .  
Kept it a l l  i n  my head.  Spen t  a l o t  
o f  t i m e  i n v e n t i n g  d i f f e r e n t  codes  t o  
keep  t r a c k  o f  b e t t o r ' s  names and amounts. 
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4 5  CONTINUED: 4 5  

F i n i s h i n g  h i s  c a l c u l a t i o n s ,  he  d r o p s  t h e  p e n c i l  on t h e  
Alphabe t  let ters .  H e ' s  decoded them. On l e t t e r  A,  t h e  
codes  r ead :  

SCREW YOU COPS -- CARLOS 

On l e t t e r  B ,  t h e  codes  r ead :  

UP YOURS FUZZ -- CARLOS 

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

T h a t ' s  a l l  t h e  FBI ' s  gonna f i n d .  
Some ice-head  named C a r l o s  h a t e s  
cops .  

ROSEWOOD 
How'd you do t h a t  so f a s t ?  

AXEL 
I t  was easy .  Ding-a-ling s h i t .  And 
t h a t  b o t h e r s  m e .  T h i s  i s  a  r e a l l y  
s imple  code.. Almost l i k e  C a r l o s  
wanted it t o  b e  broken.  Why w r i t e  a 
code,  s i g n  your  name t o  it, t h e n  make 
it e a s y  t o  b reak?  Don ' t  make sense .  

N o t i c i n g  t h e  . 4 4  a u t o  mag s h e l l  c a s i n g s  i n  an  ev idence  
bag ,  h e  p i c k s  one  up, examining i t ?  

ROSEWOOD 
( h e l p f u l )  

S h e l l  c a s i n g s  l e f t  o v e r  from t h e  
f i r s t  robbery  a t  Adr iano ' s .  

AXEL 
- 4 4  a u t o  mag. They d o n ' t  even make 
- 4 4  a u t o  mags anymore. Too expens ive .  

(re: c a s i n g )  

See ,  t h i s  i s  a ,308 r i f l e  s h e l l  
c a s i n a  t h a t ' s  been c u t  t o  f i t  t h e  
. 4 4 .  Whoever p u t  t h i s  gun t o g e t h e r  
knew what he  w a s  doing.  

ROSEWOOD 
T h e r e ' s  a guy o v e r  a t  t h e  Bever ly  H i l l s  
Shoo t ing  Club named P e t e  F i e l d i n g .  He's 
t h e  b e s t  gunsmith i n  Bever ly  H i l l s .  H e  
knows everybody. Maybe w e  s h o u l d  t a l k  t o  
him. 

AXEL 
L e t ' s  go. 

(CONTINUED) 
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45  CONTINUED ( 2 ) :  

TAGGART . 
J e s u s  C h r i s t ,  B i l l y .  W e  c a n ' t  go  o v e r  
t h e r e .  T h a t  p l a c e  i s  l o a d e d  w i t h  
c e l e b r i t i e s .  L u t z  is  a member. You wan t  
t o  g e t  f i r e d ?  

Axel d r o p s  t h e  s h e l l  c a s i n g  i n  h i s  p o c k e t .  L u t z  a p p e a r s .  
H e ' s  g o t  B i d d l e  w i t h  him. S p o t t i n g  Axel  w i t h  Rosewood and 
T a g g a r t ,  h e  BELLOWS: 

LUTZ 
What are you d o i n g ?  

ROSEWOOD 
(re: A l e x )  

C h i e f  t h i s  is-- 

LUTZ 
S h u t  u p ,  Roseweed! 

AXEL t 

( q u i c k l y )  
You must  b e  C h i e f  Lutz .  Q u i t e  a n  o p e r a t i o n  
you g o t  h e r e .  A l l  t h e  l a t e s t  equ ipment - -  

LUTZ 
Who t h e  h e l l  a r e  you? 

AXEL 
Axel F o l e y  w i t h  t h e  U.S. M a r s h a l l ' s  o f f i c e .  
Came o v e r  t o  p i c k  u p  a  p r i s o n e r  a t  t h e  
County  j a i l  and t r a n s p o r t  h im t o  T e r m i n a l  
I s l a n d .  Always w a n t e d  t o . b e  a real cop.  
Bu t  I wound up moving b o d i e s .  S h i t  d e t a i l .  
Anyway, I j u s t  s t o p p e d  b y  t o  s a y  h e l l o .  

L u t z  f r o w n s .  Axel t u r n s  t o  Rosewood a n d  T a g g a r t :  

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Nice m e e t i n g  you g u y s .  
( c h e c k s  w a t c h )  

G o t t a  g o  now. P r i s o n e r ' s  r e a d y  f o r  
t r a n s p o r t .  S e e  you.  

Axel f a d e s .  T a g g a r t  a v o i d s  Rosewood 's  g a z e .  S u s p i c i o u s l y ,  
L u t z  t u r n s  t o  B i d d l e :  

(CONTINUED) 
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L 45 CONTINUED (3): 

LUTZ 
Call the Federal Marshall's office and run a 
check on that guy. 

(to: Rosewood 
and Taggart) 

I want you two to tail him. There's 
something fishy about him. 

TAGGART 
But we're working on the Peterson extortion 
case. 

LUTZ 
Listen, Sergeant, you two are living on 
borrowed time here. Now are you going to 
follow my goddam orders, or turn in your 
badges? 

(no answer) 
That's what I thought. Now, get on that 
guy's tail and stay there. If he picks up a 
prisoner at County, okay. If not, I want to 
know about it. 

Taggart frowns. Rosewood blinks. Territory is becoming 
frighteningly familiar. 

CUT TO: 

BEVERLY HILLS, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - 
45A EXT. CAMDEN DRIVE - DAY 

Engine RATTLING, the convertible CHUG.-A-LUGS through an 
intersection, Axel at the wheel, two cars behind, a GREEN 

- PLYMOUTH FURY. 

45B EXT. WILSHIRE AND SANTA MONICA 

Axel waits for the lights to change. Beside him, a peachy 
CHICK, in a short skirt, lays out behind the wheel of a red 
MERCEDES CONVERTIBLE. She eyeballs the Chevy. 

Oily srnoke rises from the convertible's underbelly. Axel 
grins. Winding her head, the chick FLOORS the MERCEDES. 

45C EXT. OLYMPIC AND ROXBURY 45C 

The convertible CREAKS through the intersection, hanging a 
right on Roxbury. Five cars behind: 
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L 45D INT. GREEN PLYMOUTH FURY - DAY 

Rosewood's behind the wheel. Taggart's about to bust a gut. 

TAGGART 
Dammit Billy! You're gonna lose him. 

Light changes. The broken-down convertible disappears in 
traffic. Frazzled, Taggart POUNDS the DASH. 

ROSEWOOD 
Calm down. You'll have a stroke. 

TAGGART 
We've lost him. 

Seconds later, the light goes green. Anxiously, Rosewood 
turns onto Roxbury. Half a block ahead, he spots something 
through the windshield, pointing: 

ROSEWOOD 
Look! 

Taggart squints. Through the dusty glass. 

c 45E AXEL ON THE TRUNK OF HIS CONVERTIBLE 45E 

+. 

Arms folded, waiting patiently. To his right, CHILDREN LAUGH 
and FROLIC in Roxbury Park. Rosewood pulls to the curb and 
rolls down the window. Axel strolls back, leaning on the 
roof: 

AXEL 
Listen, I can't keep looking in my rearview 
mirror for you guys. I could have an 
accident. Get out of the car, will you? We 
have to talk. 

Rosewood and Taggart get out, joining Axel at: 

45F EXT. ROXBURY PARK - DAY 45F 

Dying sun far to the west. As they talk, they move through 
the park. 

AXEL 
I only have a couple of days before I have 
to be back in Detroit. I got a suggestion. 
Instead of playing cat and mouse with each 
other, let's put our heads together. Pool 

our resources. See if we-can crack this 
Alphabet case. Lutz and Biddle aren't going 
to bring down anybody. They're idiots. 

(CONTIUNUED) 
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45F CONTINUED: 

TAGGART 
Are you c r a z y ?  H e ' l l  f i r e  o u r  a s s e s .  I g o t  
a w i fe  and two k i d s  t o  f e e d .  

AXEL 
Hey, Taggart .  Q u i t  f o o l i n g  y o u r s e l f .  I saw 
t h e  way he t r e a t e d  you guys. Lutz  is going  
t o  f i r e  you anyway. Whenever h e  p l e a s e s .  

They s t o p  t o  w a t c h  a h a n d f u l  o f  OLD MEN i n  WHITE p l a y  Boccie 
i n  t h e  growing shadows, t hen  move on. 

ROSEWOOD 
He's r i g h t ,  Sarge.  Remember what Lutz s a i d .  
We're on borrowed time. 

TAGGART 
Dammit Axel. 

ROSEWOOD 
Come on Sarge.  Maybe w e  can. Axel knew 
abou t  t h e  s h e l l  c a s i n g s ,  d i d n ' t  he? And t h e  
code.  

AXEL 
( t o  Taggar t )  

L e t ' s  j u s t  t a l k  a b o u t  Bogomil. 

They s t o p  by t h e  swings.  A x e l ' s  e y e s  a r e  on f i re .  

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Two y e a r s  ago  h e  b roke  a l 1 , k i n d s  of r u l e s .  
P r o b a b l y  f o r t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  i n  h i s  l i f e  and 
saved  my job. Now he 's  i n  a h o s p i t a l  a b o u t  
t o  l o s e  h i s  p e n s i o n  o r  maybe e v e n  g e t  h i s  
t i c k e t  c a n c e l l e d .  The re ' s  no way I ' m  going  
t o  g o  b a c k  t o  D e t r o i t  w i t h o u t  t r y i n g  t o  h e l p  
him. 

( t o  T a g g a r t )  
Come on t i gh t - j aw.  You g o t  w h i s k e r s  o r  what? 

Tagga r t  and Axel lock  eyes.  Down. clrep, *he re  t h e  gods p l a y ,  
cops  a r e  a l l  t h e  same. 

TAGGART 
Okay. But I want t o  keep a low p r o f i l e ,  
dammit. I t ' s  g o t  t o  be c o v e r t .  And what 

a r e  w e  gonna t e l l  Lu tz?  We're supposed t o  
r e p o r t  b a c k  i f  y o u w e n t t o C o u n t y  and  p i c k e d  
up a p r i s o n e r ?  

(CONTINUED)  
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k 45F CONTINUED ( 2 ) :  

AXEL 
I'll think of something. Trust me. 

Taggart's not so sure. Rosewood is pumped. 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

And we are gonna have to work fast because 
if I'm not back in Detroit in four days we 
might all three be pounding sand. 

They head back for the cars. 

CUT TO: 

46 EXT. BEVERLY HILLS SHOOTING CLUB - DAY 

Sun has set. It's getting dark. No ordinary gun club. A 
gated, thirty-acre estate. Glittering gardens on parade. 
Tennis courts. Swimming pool and an outdoor range to the 
rear. 

A large parking area is crowded with CADILLACS, BENTLEYS, 
CORNICHES, etc. On the open gates, a sign: 

BEVERLY HILLS SHOOTING CLUB 
PRIVATE 

TAPPETS RATTLING, Axel's convertible CHUG-A-LUGS through the * 
gates. Finding a parking space, he piles out. 

In the Plymouth, Rosewood and Taggart find a space to the 
rear of the lot. Glancing at them, Axel walks into: 

- 4 7  INT. SHOOTING CLUB VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY 
THE LOBBY 

It's posh. To the left of the main entrance, in a sunken 
lounge, RICH PEOPLE talk STOCKS, INTEREST RATES and MONEY. 

On the w~lla. OTL PAINTTNGS, POSTERS and PHOTOS of various 
MOVIE STARS: 'HAND GUNS, KNIVES, and arcane WEAPONRY from the 
past on display in elegant, hand-carved SHOW CASES. 
Stylishly dressed EMPLOYEES pamper each member's needs. 

A HALLWAY leads to offices, a fully equipped GYM and JACUZZI. 
A bizarre combination of Beverly Hills glitter and NRA 
weirdness. 
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- C . 4 7  CONTINUED: 

A UNIFORMED SECURITY GUARD a t  a  desk  by t h e  f r o n t  e n t r a n c e .  
E n t e r i n g ,  Axel approaches  him wearing h i s  grin-of-the-week: 

GUARD 
Help  you w i t h  something? 

AXEL 
Yeah. I ' d  l i k e  t o  t a l k  t o  P e t e  F i e l d i n g .  
I'm from o u t  of  town. He f i x e d  a  r i f l e  f o r  
a  f r i e n d  of  mine a coup le  of y e a r s  ago. My 
f r i e n d  s a i d  h e  was t h e  b e s t  g u n s m i t h  i n  t h e  
world.  

Shrugging,  t h e  guard p o i n t s  o u t  A GUY s t a n d i n g  by one of t h e  
d i s p l a y  c a s e s .  Axel wanders over ,  l e a n s  on t h e  d i s p l a y  c a s e ,  
making e y e  c o n t a c t  wi th :  

PETE FIELDING, mid-301s, paunchy, g r imy  f i n g e r n a i l s ,  p e e r i n g  
a t  Axel t h rough  s i x  i n c h e s  of eye  g l a s s e s .  Axel p l a c e s  t h e  
. 4 4  a u t o  mag c a s i n g  on t h e  c o u n t e r .  F i e l d i n g  scowls .  

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

Can you t o o l  some of t h e s e  c a s i n g s  f o r  me? 

FIELDING 
D i d n ' t  know t h e y  made t h e s e  t h i n g s  anymore. 

AXEL 
They d o n ' t .  Bu t  I  g o t  one.  I'm o u t  h e r e  
f rom Cleve land ,  see.  T r a v e l i n g  around t h e  
c o u n t r y  w i t h  t h e  w i f e  and k ids .  Never know 
what  k ind  of  t r o u b l e  y o u ' l l .  r u n  i n t o .  Have 
t o  p r o t e c t  myse l f .  

FIELDING 
( s u s p i c i o u s l y )  

With a  . 44  a u t o  mag? P r o t e c t  y o u r s e r l f  f rom 
what?  Fucking e l e p h a n t s ?  C a n ' t  h e l p  you, 
p a l .  

Axel s t a r e s  a t  F i e l d i n g .  H e  g e t s  h i s  motor running .  

AXEL 
C a n ' t  h e l p  me o r  w o n ' t  h e l p  me! You ' r e  a  
gunsmith,  a r e n ' t  you? 

F i e l d i n g  b l i n k s .  Axel SHOUTS: 

(CONTINUED) 
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L 47 CONTINUED ( 2 )  : 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

Is there some particular reason why you 
won't help me? 

(louder still) 
Is there a manager or someone in authority I 
can talk to about this? 

Fielding goes the color of paste. Members glance at Axel. A 
MAN appears in the hallway from the offices. He is: 

MAXWELL DENT, good looking, Valentino suit and Italian shoes, 
managing-owner of the Beverly Hills Shooting Club. There's a 
blond chick with blue eyes at his side. 

IT'S TRISH 

She looks like a Hefner wet-dream in open blouse and fawn 
suede skirt. She and Dent cross the lobby. Dent smiles at 
Axel. An affable, winning smile. 

DENT 
Anything wrong? 

AXEL 
(stoked) 

Yeah, there's something wrong. I asked this 
guy who calls himself a gunsmith if he'd 
make something for me. And he won't. What 
kind of a place is this, anyway? 

DENT 
(to Fielding) . ., 

Is that true, Peter? 

- 
No answer. Fielding studies his black fingernails. 

DENT 
(continuing, to 
Alex) 

I'm sorry if. you feel you've been mis- 
treated. Perhaps I can help? My name is 
Dent. Maxwell Dent. I own the Bhoo.cing 
Club. 

AXEL 
(shaking hands) 

Axel Foley. I'm from Clew land. Traveling 
across country with the wife and kids. 

(CONTINUED) 
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DENT 
How can I help you, Mr. Foley? 

Axel gives the shell casing to Dent. 

AXEL 
I need a couple of these made up. If I was 
home, I could do it myself. But this guy 
says he can't do it for me. 

DENT 
Unfortunately, Mr. Foley, I'm afraid Mr 
Fielding is right. We don't do that kind of 
precision work here. But I know a gunsmith 
who does. Where are you staying? 

AXEL 
South Seas Motel. But I'm in a hurry, see. 
I need casings, like, yesterday. 

DENT 
If you'd be kind enough to wait here for a 
few minutes, I'll make a call and make sure 
you're properly taken care of. 

AXEL 
Sure. Anything. I just want to get on 
about my business. I'll be in Oregon next 
week and without my gun, I can't protect 
myself. Know what I mean? ' 

DENT 
Perfectly. In the meantime, maybe you'd 
like to see our facilitiechere. We're 
quite proud of them. 

(turning) 
This is Trish Murray, Mr. Foley. 

Trish smiles, shaking Rxel's hand firmly. She's 'aiadem cool. 

DENT 
(continuing) 

Trish, would you mind shoding Mr. Foley 
dramti while I make a call? 

TRISH 
Not at all. 

Taking Axel by the ars, they move across the lobby. Dent 
disappears. 
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D e n t  leaves h i s  o f f i c e .  P a s s i n g  t h e  GYM and t h e  JACUZZI, h e  
s t o p s  a t  a  door.  S t e n c i l l e d  on f r o n t :  

CHIP KEELER 
ASSISTANT MANAGER 

Opening t h e  door ,  Dent s t e p s  i n t o :  

4 9  INT. KEELER'S OFFICE 

Bookshelves.  Sofa  and c h a i r s .  Sea ted  a t  a  desk ,  i n  f r o n t  of 
a mammoth window, ove r look ing  t h e  swimming pool:  

CHIP KEELER, c h e s t n u t  h a i r ,  b l u e  e y e s ,  s t r a i g h t  t e e t h .  Dent 
e n t e r s .  C l o s i n g  t h e  door behind  him,  he smiles a t  Keeler  and 
p l a c e s  h i s  palms on t h e  desk.  

DENT 
( s o f t l y )  

Did t h e  peop le  you h i r e d  u s e  one of  t h e  . 4 4  
a u t o  mags on t h e  A d r i a n o ' s  job?  

KEELER 
( f rowning)  

I  d o n ' t  know. Maybe. 

Dent r e a c h e s  a c r o s s  t h e  desk ;  GRABBING Kee le r  by t h e  SHIRT- 
FRONT. BUTTONS BREAK. Dent SLAMS him i n t o  one of t h e  
BOOKSHELVES. BOOKS TUMBLE t o  t h e  f l o o r .  Keeler t r i e s  t o  g e t  
up. Dent is  a l l  o v e r  him. 

H e  SLAMS KEELER SAVAGELY backwards i n t o  t h e  WALL. Dent i s  
one s c a r y  an imal .  D e s p i t e  t h e  v i o l e n c e ,  h i s  VOICE rema ins  . . 
SOFT, a l m o s t  p o l i t e :  

DENT 
There ' s  some ho t - sho t  o u t  f r o n t  a s k i n g  
q u e s t i o n s ,  He's g o t  a  . 4 4  s h e l l  c a s i n g .  I  
smell cop. 

~ e e i e l :  CHOKES. H e  t r i e s  t o  pry  Dent 's  hands loose .  They ' re  
l i k e  i ron .  D e n t  h u r l s  Keeler a c r o s s  t h e  room. A c o f f e e  
TABLE UPENDS. T e r r i f i e d ,  Keeler l a n d s  on t h e  so fa .  He Knows 
h e ' s  gonna a i e .  

DENT 
F i r s t  you  b low t h e  Bogomil  h i t  and  now t h i s .  
What hap?ens i f  Bogomil r e c o v e r s  and s t a r t s  
t a l k i n g ?  Have you though t  abou t  t h a t ?  

Kee le r  t r i e s  t o  s t a n d  up. H e ' s  beyond f r e a k e d .  

(CONTINUED) 
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KEELER 
Maybe w e  could-- 

DENT 
( s a v a g e l y )  

There 's  no goddam way we c a n  d o  anyth ing .  
They p u t  up a t w e n t y - f o u r  h o u r  g u a r d  o n  h i s  
h o s p i t a l  door .  

( e y e s  l i k e  c o a l s )  
I ' v e  gone t o  a  g r e a t  d e a l  of  t r o u b l e ,  Chip, 
t o  keep myself removed from t h e s e  Alphabet  
crimes. The on ly  person ,  b e s i d e s  T r i s h ,  who 
knows of  my involvement  i s  you. 

KEELER 
( t e r r i f i e d )  

A l l  you do i s  w r i t e  t h e  l e t t e r s .  Nobody knows 
you p l a n  t h e  - jobs .  I swear -- 

DENT 
And now, when we're r e a d y  t o  make t h e  
b i g g e s t  s c o r e  of our  l i v e s  -- you keep 
screwing it up. 

KEELER 
Maybe i t ' s  j u s t  a  c o i n c i d e n c e ?  

DENT 
What? 

KEELER 
The guy w i t h  t h e  s h e l l  c a s i n g ,  maybe i t ' s  a  
co inc idence .  Maybe h e  i s n ' t  a  cop.  . .. 

Kee le r ' s  scared .  A t  t h e  window, Dent looks  out .  I t ' s  - 
growing ve ry  DARK. H e  watches  T r i s h  and Foley  e n t e r  t h e  gun 
c l u b  from t h e  r e a r ,  i l l u m i n a t e d  by t h e  l i g h t s  on t h e  swimming 
poo l .  

DENT 
Maybe. But t h e r e ' s  t o o  much a t  s t a k e  and 
w e ' r e  runn ing  o u t  of  time. 

( ~ e a t 7  
K i l l  him. 

KEELER 
What? 

(CONTINUED) 
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DENT 
( t u r n i n g )  

G e t  one  o f  t h o s e  j a c k a l s  you h i r e  and  make 
him go away. Permanent ly .  

He t u r n s  t o  Keeler .  

DENT 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

H i s  name i s  Foley. He's s t a y i n g  a t  t h e  
South Seas  Motel. 

( f o r c e f u l )  
On ly  t h i s  t i m e ,  I w a n t  h im t o  wind  up i n  t h e  
morgue n o t  t h e  h o s p i t a l .  Do you unde r s t and?  

oh ,  yeah. Keeler  unde r s t ands .  

50 OMITTED 

5 0 A  INT. THE LOUNGE 

Axel and T r i s h  s t a n d  by a  b l a c k  marble  bar .  A BARTENDER 
b u i l d s  d r i n k s .  Greenery  hangs on t h e  w a l l s .  MEMBERS 
s i p  c o c k t a i l s ,  GOSSIP. T r i s h  s m i l e s  a t  Axel: 

TRISH 
Would you l i k e  something t o  d r i n k ?  

Axel shakes  h i s  head, s t u d y i n g  a  l a r g e  mul t i - co lo red  BOARD 
cove red  w i t h  NAMES and NUMBERS. 

TRISH 
( c o n t i n u i n g ,  re 
board )  . . 

Our f i g h t  l adde r .  Each member h a s  t h e  r i g h t  
t o  c h a l l e n g e  anyone above him t o  a s h o o t i n g  
c o n t e s t .  W e  b e l i e v e  t.liat c o m p e t i t i o n  i s  t h e  
c u t t i n g  edge t h a t  s e p a r a t e s  men from boys.  

AXEL 
R e a l l y ?  Where does  t h a t  l e a v e  you? 

TRISH 
Wildre I p l e a s e ,  M r .  Foley. Wherevcr I  
p l e a s e .  With whomever I  p l e a s e .  

She l e a n s  on t h e  bar .  The l ady ' s  g o t  c l e a v a g e  t h a t  goes on 
f o r  days.  Dent  wanders  i n ,  exchanging GREETINGS w i t h  
members, approaching  Axel: 

(CONTINUED)  
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DENT 
I found a gunsmith,. Mr. Foley. But he won't 
be able to get it until tonlorrow. 

AXEL 
Well, I was kind of hoping I'd get all this 
taken care of today. What's the guy's name? 
Maybe I can run over there right now. 

DENT 
I was lucky to catch him in. He was just 
closing. His name is Kevin Roach. I took 
the liberty of suggesting that he call you 
tomorrow morning at your hotel. I hope that 
wasn't too presumptuous. 

AXEL 
Well, I guess I'm stuck. I'll hang around 
another day. Maybe see some movie stars or 
something. 

CUT TO: 

E i l  OMITTED 

5 1 A  EXT. DARK STREET - NIGHT 

Deserted. A BLACK CAMARO, at the curb. A BLUE BUICK pulls 
up behind. Getting out of the Buick, Keeler walks to the 
Camaro-. Front passenger window rolls down revealing: 

JACK MAY, late ZO's, built like the missing link with 
comparable IQ. To his left, behind the wheel: . .. 
WILLIE, late 301s, skitterish and noodle-necked. Keeler - 
hands May a wad of bills. 

KEELER 
Axel Foley. He's at the South Seas. 

Pocketing the money, May shoves a cigarette in his mouth. 
Starts hunting for a match, leering at Keeler. 

MAY 
So what's the goodam hurry? 

KEELER 
The man says it has to be tonight. And no 
screw ups. 

(CONTINUED) 
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51A CONTINUED: 

* 
MAY 

( s u l l e n )  
Yeah, yeah. G o t  a match? 

Keeler  l i g h t s  May's c i g a r e t t e ,  handing  him t h e  matchbook. 

KEELER 
Keep ' e m .  And J a c k  d o n ' t  mess t h i s  up. 

I g n o r i n g  him, May ro l l s  up t h e  window. 

CUT TO: 

581B EXT. SOUTH SEAS MOTEL - NIGHT 

The g r e e n  Plymouth is  parked  a c r o s s  from t h e  motel .  
May l e a v e s  t h e  mote l ,  moving down t h e  s t r e e t ,  g e t t i n g  i n t o :  

5 2  OMITTED 5 2  * 

53 I N T .  CAMARO - N I G H T  53 

W i l l i e  i s  b e h i n d  t h e  w h e e l .  H e  t o s s e s  down a h a n d f u l  o f  
w h i t e s .  He's f r eaked .  

MAY 
I  made him. 

Opening t h e  g love  compar tment ,  May removes a n  MP 5K MACHINE 
PISTOL W I T H  SILENCER, check ing  t h e  magazine. Willie 's g o t  
t h e  shakes .  T h i s  a i n ' t  h i s  i d e a  of  good duty .  . 

WILLIE 
I s t i l l  d o n ' t  know what  I  g O t t a  d r i v e .  

MAY 
Because I c o u l d n ' t  f i n d  anyone else. And 
t h e  man wants  it done t o n i g h t .  So, you 
d r i v e  t h e  c a r .  

May c e l e b r a t e s  h i s  awesome command o f  Aristot le .  W i l l i e  5us.t 
swea t s  and squirms.  

+3A INT. GREEN PLYMOUTH - NIGHT 5 3A 

Rosewood's behind t h e  whee l ,  working t h e  m i n i  cmputer  under  
t h e  dashboard.  I n f o r m a t i o n  comes up on  Kevin Roach. T a g g a r t  
unwraps a  c i g a r .  

(CONTINUED) 
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TAGGART 
What's taking him so long? 

ROSEWOOD 
(reading computer) 

I don't know. 

ROSEWOOD 
What the hell is he staying in a place like 
this for anyway? South Seas? 

(lighting cigar) 
More like South Sleaze, if you ask me. 

Rosewood shuts down the computer, glancing at Taggart, 
disapprovingly. 

ROSEWOOD 
You know, Sergeant, every time you smoke one 
of those things, you take 2.6 years off your 
life. 

ROSEWOOD 
(puffing) 

I don't believe that. Who told you that? 

Rosewood rolls down his window. 

ROSEWOOD 
It's fully documented. I can get you the 
research, if you're interested. 

ROSEWOOD 
I'm not. 

. .. 

He puffs in silence. Down the street. 

53B INT. CAMARO - NIGHT 
May spots Axel leaving the Motel. 

MAY 
(pointing) 

  hat's him. 

Willie STARTS the ENGINE. 

CUT TO: 
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L 
Rosewood and Taggar t  a r e  s t i l l  a r g u i n g  t h e  r e l e v a n c e  of c i g a r  
smoking t o  l i f e  expectancy .  

ROSEWOOD 
I know a guy l i v e d  t o  b e  a h u n d r e d  y e a r s  
o ld .  H e  smoked a  dozen c i g a r s  a  day. I f  
each  one t o o k  2.6 y e a r s  o f f  h i s  l i f e ,  and h e  
never  smoked, h e  would've l i v e d  t o  be a b o u t  
t h r e e  hundred. How much s e n s e  d o e s  t h a t  
make? Got any research on t h a t ?  

Unexpectedly,  Axel OPENS t h e  DOOR and PILES i n t o  t h e  back 
s e a t .  He's g o t  a  banana. Taggar t  jumps o u t  of h i s  socks.  

AXEL 
( r e :  banana)  

H i ,  guys. Look what I found i n  your  t a i l  
p i p e .  

TAGGART 
Jesus ,  Axel. Why don ' t  you j u s t  walk up t o  
t h e  c a r  and g e t  i n  l i k e  a  normal person?  

AXEL 
( t o  Rosewood) 

Your gunsmi th  guy, P e t e  F i e l d i n g .  Did you 
r u n  a  make' on him? 

ROSEWOOD 
Yeah. He's c l e a n  a s  a w h i s t l e .  

AXEL 
What abou t  t h e  o t h e r  guy? 

. .. 

ROSEWOOD 
Kevin Roach? 

(Axel nods) 
He's j u s t  a  gunsmi th  i n  t h e  Valley.  N o  
p r i o r s .  

AXEL 
Well t h e r e ' s  n o t  t o o  much more we 'can  d o  
t o n i g h t .  L e t ' s  have a  b e e r .  I ' l l  buy. 

TAGGART 
NO.  

ROSEWOOD 
W e  can't d r i n k  on duty, Axel. 

(CONTINUED) 
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AXEL 
Have c l u b  soda.  J u s t  l i k e  l a s t  time. 

TAGGART 
Like  l a s t  time? W e  a lmos t  g o t  k i l l e d .  

Rosewood's l o o s e n i n g  up more and more s i n c e  A x e l ' s  a r r i v e d .  

ROSEWOOD 
Come on, Sarge. L e t ' s  f i n d  a l i t t l e  
b i r d b a t h  t o  p l a y  i n .  What 's  it gonna h u r t ?  

TAGGART 
B i r d b a t h  t o  p l a y  i n ?  What's t h e  m a t t e r  w i t h  
Y O U ,  B i l l y ?  

( R e :  Axel)  
Hanging around w i t h  Foley is  sc rewing  up 
your vocabulary .  

AXEL 
I ' m  t h i r s t y .  

ROSEWOOD 
Me too .  

TAGGART 
( g i v i n g  up) 

Okay. But n o t  s l e a z y  s t r i p - j o i n t s  l i k e  l a s t  
t i m e .  T h i s  t i m e ,  we go t o  a r e a l  c l a s s y  
j o i n t .  I  know j u s t  t h e  p l a c e .  

Rosewood STARTS t h e  ENGINE.  

55 OMITTED 
. .. 

55A EXT. SOUTH SEAS MOTEL - NIGHT 

Leaving t h e  cu rb ,  t h e  Plymouth moves i n t o  t h e  FLOW of 
TRAFFIC. The b l a c k  Camaro f o l l o w s ,  THREE CARS BEHIND. 

SERIES OF SHOTS - VARIOUS LOCATIONS 

56 INT. THE PLYMOUTH - NIGYT 

Rosewood t u r n s  l e f t .  T a g g a r t  b u t t s  h i s  c i g a r ,  t u r n i n g  t o  
Axel. 

TAGGART 
Homicide d i c k  t o l d  me a b o u t  t h i s  p lace .  
Supposed t o  have t o  t h e  most b e a u t i f u l  women 
i n  t h e  world.  

Leaning f o r w a r d ,  Axel e y e s  t h e  Camaron i n  t h e  r e a r  view mi r ro r .  
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< 

Willie's h y p e r v e n t i l a t i n g .  May's eyes  look  l i k e  p i s s  h o l e s  
i n  t h e  snow. Turning l e f t ,  t h e y  f o l l o w  t h e  Plymouth. 

513 SANTA MONICA AND LA CIENEGA 59 

The P l y m o u t h  s t o p s  a t  a r e d  l i g h t ,  t h e n  s w i n g s  r i g h t  on La 
Cienega.  Seconds l a t e r ,  t h e  Camaro f o l l o w s .  

5 9  I N  THE PLYMOUTH 5 9 

Axel a d j u s t s  t h e  r e a r  view s o  he can  see b e t t e r .  

-ROSEWOOD 
What a r e  you do ing?  

AXEL 
( s p o t t i n g  t h e  Camaro) 

Whenever you go anyplace ,  B i l l y ,  a lways look 
behind  you, c a u s e  t h a t ' s  what you ' r e  gonna 
see when y o u ' r e  coming back. 

Makes sense .  Rosewood nods. Axel  watches  t h e  Camaro's 
. h e a d l i g h t s  i n  t h e  r e a r  view. Taggar t  p o i n t s  out  a l a r g e  
PEACH BUILDING w i t h  a TANGERINE FACADE, on t h e  r i g h t .  

TAGGART 
There.  T h a t ' s  t h e  p l a c e .  

Rosewood p u l l s  i n t o  a CROWDED PARKING LOT. Craning  h i s  neck, 
Axel s t a r e s  through t h e  r e a r  window a s  t h e  b lack  Camaro moves 
o f f  down La Cienega.  

CUT TO: 
. .. 

60 EXT. BLOODY MARY'S - NIGHT 60 
- 

Andy Warhol-hip. Co lo red  l i g h t s  p l a y  p s y c h e d e l i c  madness. 
P a r k i n g  l o t ' s  peppered w i t h  MERCEDES, BMW'S, CADILLACS. 

RED JACKETED ATTENDANTS g r e e t  ARRIVING GUESTS and pa rk  t h e i r  
CARS. The Plymouth s t o p s  a t  t h e  e n t r a n c e .  Rosewood, Axel 
and T a g g a r t  g e t  out. A GUy'in a RED JACKET t a k e s  t h e i r  ca r .  
From i n s i d e ,  LOUD MUSIC. 

TAGGART 
See  what I mean? No s u b s t i t u t e  f o r  q u a l i t y .  

AXEL 
Right .  Homicide d i c k s  know a l l  t h e  good 
p l a c e s .  

The t h r e e  of them e n t e r :  
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61 INT. BLOODY MARY'S - NIGHT 6 1 

, 

Torquoise and peach motif repeated mindlessly. COIFFED MEN 
and GLITTERING SNAKES in low-cut dresses sit at candlelit 
tables surrounding a parquet dance floor. 

SCANTILLY-CLAD WAITRESSES cart drinks. Axel, Rosewood and 
Taggart find a place down front. On stage, A STRIPPER 
finishes her act. She's got a peachy ass and shows it. 

WHISTLES and APPLAUSE. A WAITRESS appears at Rosewood's and 
in a short skirt and low-cut blouse. Her huge gowangas hang 
over shimmering candlelight. Rosewood's adam's apple goes 
nuts. 

WAITRESS 
What can I get you, gentlemen? 

She winks at Rosewood. His order is scribbled all over his 
face. Taggart CLEARS HIS THROAT. 

AXEL 
1'11 have a scotch and water. These guys 
are drinking club soda. 

ROSEWOOD 
(swallowing) 

With a twist. 

Winking again at Rosewood, the waitress wiggles off. 
Rosewood watches her go. Axel LAUGHS. On stage, an MC. 

MC 
And now, ladies and gentlemen, back by 
popular demand, your Wednesday Night 
surprise -- Wicked Wanda. " 

- 
APPLAUSE. Waitress deposits drinks on the table and splits. 
WICKED WANDA wiggles out on stage. She's gorgeous. Dressed 
like a SCHOOL TEACHER, hair done up in a bun, in conservartive 
skirt. She's got a LONG POINTER. Her VOICE, RED-HOT: 

WICKED WANDA 
Any naughty boys in school tonight? 

Taggart WHISTLES. He thinks Wicked Wanda's the cat's 
pajamas. GRINDING MUSIC. Wicked Wanda struts her stuff. 
She's got unstoppable curves, huge doorknobs and perfect 
gams. MUSIC CURDLES. 

She strips, slowly -- tossing off each piece of clothing with 
an OBSCENE JOKE about TEACHER'S PETS, NAUGHTY BABIES and APPLE 
BITING. Taggart breaks out in a sweat. He's really stoked. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 

TAGGART 
( t o  Axel) 

S h e ' s  someth ing ,  i s n ' t  s h e ?  

AXEL 
She 's  w e i r d ,  man. And t h o s e  j o k e s  a r e  r e a l l y  
s i c k .  

I n  no  t ime , .  Wicked Wanda's down t o  h e r  G-s t r ing  and bra .  
T a g g a r t ' s  s o  t u r n e d  on, he can  h a r d l y  c o n t r o l  h imse l f .  
WHISTLING, he d r a g s  o u t  a  TWENTY, waving i t  i n  t h e  a i r .  

Wicked Wanda bumps and g r i n d s .  Tagga r t  s l i p s  t h e  twen ty  i n t o  
h e r  G-s t r ing .  APPLAUSE. Wicked Wanda b lows  T a g g a r t  a  k i s s .  
H e  w a n t s  t o  c l i m b  o n  s t a g e  w i t h  h e r .  H e l l ,  h e  w a n t s  t o  c l i m b  
a  c l i m b  a  l o t  more t h a n  t h a t .  

Wicked Wanda's a c t  comes t o  a n  end .  She s l i n k s  t o  t h e  Sack o f  
t h e  s t a g e ,  s t i l l  i n  b r a  and G - s t r i n r ~ .  DRUM ROLL. I t ' s  t h e  
moment T a g g a r t ' s  becn w a i t i n 9  f o r .  Wicked Wanda removes a 
a wig and h e r  b r a .  

WICKED WANDA I S  A GUY 

T a g g a r t ' s  jaw f a l l s  o f f .  Rosewood's s tunned .  Axel LAUGHS. 

WICKED WANDA 
S u r p r i s e  ! 

AXEL 
Is t h e r e  someth ing  you've been ho ld ing  back 
from B i l l y  and m e ,  Taggar t ?  How c l o s e  a r e  
you t o  t h o s e  b i g  d i c k s  i n  homicide? 

. .. 
T a g g a r t ' s  bug-house. 

CUT TO: 

EXT. BLOODY MARY'S, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - NIGHT 

AT THE ENTRANCE 

A GAGGLE OF PEOPLE, a r r i v i n g  and d e p a r t i n g .  Rosewood, Axel 
and T a g g a r t  w a l k o u t .  i ' a s j a r t ' s  sacruth's go ing  a  mile a  
minute .  

ROSEWOOD 
Goddami t .  H o w  t h e  h e l l  w a s  I  s u p p o s e d  t o  
know? She -- it -- looked l i k e  a woman. 
D i d n ' t  s h e  -- it --look l i k e  a  woman? 

Both Axel and Rosewod are LAUGHING. 

(CONTINUED) 
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62 CONTINUED: 

< 

Suddenly, PEELING TIRES. ENGINE SCREAMING, the CAMARO races 
down a line of cars, SLAMMING to a STOP parallel to the 
entrance. Axel SCREAMS: 

AXEL 
GET DOWN! 

Charging into a GROUP OF PEOPLE, he KNOCKS them FLAT. 

IN THE CAMARO 

Through the open window, May TURNS LOOSE the MP 5K. It'll 
lay out about NINE ROUNDS a SECOND and he's got it WIDE OPEN. 

AT THE ENTRANCE 

LEAD flies EVERYWHERE. WOMEN SCREAM. PEOPLE dive for cover. 
CHUNKS of CONCRETE are RIPPED from THE GROUND. Bloody Mary's 
TANGERINE FACADE is DECIMATED. 

Axel DIVES behind a MERCEDES. A TRAIL of LEAD FOLLOWS HIM, 
missing him by inches. WINDSHIELDS CRASH. TIRES EXPLODE. 

' Abruptly, the FIRESTORM stops. 

IN THE CAMARO 

Willie's gone bananas. He's got one foot on the CLUTCH, the 
other on the ACCELERATOR. ENGINE SCREAMS. Working furiously, 
May yanks an EMPTY CLIP from the MP 5K -- SLAMMING in a NEW 
ONE. 

BEHIND THE MERCEDES 

On his feet. Axel leans across the hb'od, two-handing his 
Browning 9-mm. It ROARS. FLAME SPITS from the BARREL. 

< 

IN THE CAMARO 

WINDSHIELD SHATTERS. 9MH SLUGS TEAR into the DOOR PANELLING, 
SHREDDING LEATHER, TEARING IRON. Willie's losing it. 

May gets the MP 5K WORKING AGAIN, HURLING a couple of TONS OF 
' . LEAD'uack at Axel. Totally bcnkers, Willie POPS the CLUTCH. 

The :marc LEAPS FORWARD, SLAMMING May back into the seat. 
May SHOUTS: 

MAY 
Son-of-a-bitch! What're you doing? 

(CONTINUED) 
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BY THE MERCEDES 

Axel FIRES h i s  BROWNING a t  t h e  r e t r e a t i n g  Camaro. REAR 
W I N D O W  i s  BLASTED TO HELL. A TIRE EXPLODES. The Camaro 
SLAMS i n t o  a  BENTLEY, JUMPS THE CURB and CAREENS f r o m  t h e  
p a r k i n g  l o t .  

I t  d i s a p p e a r s  around t h e  co rne r .  Seconds l a t e r ,  a  TERRIBLE 
CRASH. 

IN THE PARKING LOT 

On h i s  f e e t ,  Axel SHOUTS: 

AXEL 
Taggar t !  G e t  a  goddamn ambulance! 

With a  g u t  t w i s t i n g  f o r  revenge ,  Axel t a k e s  o f f ,  r a c i n g  
a c r o s s  t h e  p a r k i n g  l o t  i n  t h e  d i r e c t i o n  of t h e  Camaro. 

CUT TO: 

6 3  EXT. STREET AROUND THE CORNER FROM BLOODY MARY'S - NIGHT 6 3 

Twenty minu tes  a f t e r  t h e  shoot ing .  The Camaro, d o o r s  open, 
i s  wrapped around a  power pole .  Nobody's i n s i d e .  Scenels  
i l u m i n a t e d  by a  squad of  BLACK -6- WHITES. 

Behind b a r r i c a d e s ,  BYSTANDERS GAWK. Rosewood and T a g g a r t  
TALK t o  TWO UNIFORMED OFFICERS. Axel watches  a  FORENSICS 
EXPERT d u s t  t h e  c a r  f o r  p r i n t s .  H e  is :  

PAUL ANDERSON, g l a s s e s ,  h a t c h e t - f a c e ,  s e l f  impor t an t .  H e  
d i s c o v e r s t h e  s p e n t  MP 5K m a g a z i n e  i n  t h e  b a c k  s e a t ,  
c a r e f u l l y  d ropp ing  it i n t o  an e v i d e n c e  bag. - 

Something c a t c h e s  Axel 's  eye. Wedged i n t o  t h e  s e a t  on t h e  
d r i v e r ' s  s i d e ,  a BOOK of  MATCHES. Removing i t ,  h e  o f f e r s  it 
t o  Anderson. 

AXEL 
Want t o  check t h i s  f o r  p r i n t s ?  

ANDERSON 
(condescending)  

Look, p a l ,  w i l l  you j u s t  b a c k  away f r o m  t h e  
c a r ?  You're i n t e r f e r i n g  w i t h  my job. Any 
i d i o t  knows you c a n ' t  g e t  p r i n t s  o f f  a 
matchbook. 

AXEL 
Whatever you s a y ,  P r o f e s s o r  Wizard. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Wrapping t h e  matchbook i n  a h a n d k e r c h i e f ,  Axel d rops  i t  
i n t o  h i s  p o c k e t ,  j o i n i n g  Rosewood and Taggar t  w i t h  t h e  . 
two uniformed o f f i c e r s  on t h e  s idewalk .  To one  of  t h e  cops: 

TAGGART 
When w e  g o t  h e r e ,  t h e  car w a s  empty. 
Whoever it was g o t  away c l e a n .  I t ' s  c r a z y .  
Nobody was h u r t .  They must have f i r e d  a 
hundred rounds .  One l a d y  g o t  c u t ,  b u t  t h a t  
was from f l y i n g  g l a s s .  

AN UNMARKED POLICE CAR SCREECHES t o  a STOP a t  t h e  
b a r r i c a d e s .  Lutz  p i l e s  o u t .  He's g o t  B i d d l e  w i t h  him. 
S p o t t i n g  Fo ley ,  Lutz SHOUTS: 

LUTZ 
You, Foley.  I checked w i t h  t h e  F e d e r a l  
M a r s h a l l ' s  O f f i c e  and t h e y  neve r  hea rd  
o f  you. I want  t o  know who t h e  h e l l  you 
a r e ,  and what  t h e  h e l l  i s  go ing  on. And 
I want t o  know now. 

Fo ley  g l a n c e s  a t  Rosewood and T a g g a r t ,  p u l l s  h i s  D e t r o i t  
badge and SIGHS: 

AXEL 
I ' m  a cop. I d i d n ' t  t e l l  you b e f o r e  
because  I knew it would u p s e t  you. 
And I d i d n ' t  want  t o  c a u s e  you any 
problems.  

LUT Z 
(examining badge) 

A cop? 
I . . 

Rosewood g l a n c e s  a t  Tagga r t .  A l l  h e l l  i s  going  t o  b r e a k  
l o o s e .  Axel p o c k e t s  h i s  badge. Anderson a p p e a r s ,  
i n t e r r u p t i n g  : 

ANDERSON 
( t o  Lu tz )  

No p r i n t s  i n  t h e  c a r .  R & I  r e p o r t e d  it 
s t o l e n  t w o  h o u r s  ago. Whoever was doing  
t h e  s h o o t i n g  meant b u s i n e s s .  lie was 
u s i n g  heavy a r t i l l e r y  a n a ' e m p t i e d  a t  
l e a s t  one  magazine.  

LUTZ. 
Never mind t h a t  Anderson. 

( t o  Axel) 
T h a t ' s  a D e t r o i t  badge; What a r e  you 
do ing  i n  Beve r ly  H i l l s ?  

(CONTINUED) 
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( q u i c k l y )  
I ' m  a t t a c h e d  t o  a m u l t i - j u r i s d i c t i o n a l  
F e d e r a l  t a s k  f o r c e  on o r g a n i z e d  crime. 

LUT Z 
Answer my q u e s t i o n ,  dammit! What a r e  
you doing  h e r e ?  

AXEL 
C a n ' t  t e l l  you t h a t .  

Rosewood and T a g g a r t  a r e  f r eaked .  Lu tz  does red .  

LUT Z 
I ' m  t h e  goddam Chief  o f  P o l i c e .  I f  
t h e r e ' s  some F e d e r a l  t a s k  f o r c e  h e r e ,  
I want t o  know abou t  it. 

AXEL 
I knew you would be u p s e t .  My 
ass ignment  i s  t o p  secret. I c a n ' t  
t a l k  t o  anybody abou t  it. 

( b e a t )  
Look, my commanding o f f i c e r  i n  D e t r o i t  
i s  C a p t a i n  Todd. You c a n  ca l l  t h e  
D e t r o i t  PD and h e ' l l  v e r i f y  t h e  
ass ignment .  H e ' l l  be i n  h i s  o f f i c e  
i n  t h e  morning between 9 : 0 0  and 10:OO 
A??, D e t r o i t  t i m e .  I ' m  s o r r y ,  t h a t ' s  
a l l  I can t e l l  you. 

LUTZ 
( s t eaming)  

You goddam r i g h t  I ' l l  c a l l  him. 

Axel walks away. Lutz  t u r n s  h i s  r a g e  on Rosewood and 
T a g g a r t .  

- 
LUTZ 

( c o n t i n u i n g )  
I d o n ' t  b e l i e v e  t h a t  guy. You s t a y  on 
h i s  a s s .  T h i s  i s  my goddam town. I 
want t o  know e v e r y t h i n g  he does .  
everyone  he t a l k s  to .  

( b e a t )  
Move ! 

Galvan ized ,  Rosewood and Taggar t  t a k e  o f f  a f t e r  Alex. 

CUT TO: 
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64 EXT. ROSEWOOD'S APARTMENT - NIGHT 

A Westwood apartment complex, surrounded by GURGLING 
WATERFALLS, man-made PONDS and COLORED LIGHTS. The 
Plymouth pulls into an underground garage and parks. 
Rosewood, Axel and Taggart get out. 

TAGGART 
(to Axel) 

You know, Foley, sometimes you live so 
close to the edge that it's scary. What 
are you going to do when Lutz calls your 
Captain? 

AXEL 
Let me worry about that. 

(to Rosewood) 
You sure you got super glue in your 
apartment? 

Rosewood's sure. The three of them head across the 
manicured grounds to Rosewood's apartment. They cross 
a little FOOT-BRIDGE. 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

Jesus, Billy, where do you live? In 
a miniature golf course? 

CUT TO: 

64A INT. ROSEWOOD'S'APARTMENT, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - NIGHT 
THE LIVING ROOM 

Modest furnishings. Most of the space is eaten up by EXOTIC 
PLANTS. There's a ZILLION of THEM. MOZART plays SOFTLY on 
the STEREO. On a desk, by a large picture window, a 
TERRARIUM. It's got a TURTLE in it and a hand painted sign: 

BIG AL 

Door opens. Rosewood, Axel and Taggart walk in. 

AXEL 
You live in a jungle. 

Enthusiastically, Rosewood moves from plant to plant, 
EXPLAINING: 

ROSEWOOD 
Not a jungle, Axel. These are my friends. 
This is Charlie. He's a Wandering Jew. 

(moving) 
Over here is Mona. She's a Shefflaria. 

(CONTINUED) 
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6 4 A  CONTINUED: 

ROSEWOOD (CONTINUED) 
And by t h e  window, h e r e ,  is E l a i n e .  
Bobby and l i t t l e  Max. The Bromeliads 

( b e a t )  
They a c t u a l l y  l i k e  d i f f e r e n t  k i n d s  o f  
music.  The Begonias t h r i v e  on Beatles. 
But i f  you p l a y  Beethoven, t h e y  w i t h e r .  
The f e r n s  a d o r e  Boston Pops. But 
everybody worships  Mozart .  

Rosewood TURNS DOWN t h e  STEREO. Axel moves t o  t h e  
terrarium s t a r i n g  i n  a t  Big A l .  Big A 1  stares back. 

AXEL ~.. 
Big Al? 

ROSEWOOD 
Yeah. I ' v e  had him a b o u t  s i x  y e a r s .  
I s n ' t  he  something? 

Unceremoniously,  Axel removes t h e  t o p  o f  Big A l ' s  
t e r r a r i u m .  Reaching i n ,  he p u l l s  Big A 1  o u t  o f  h i s  house 
and sets him down on t h e  f o o r .  Big A 1  starts c rawl ing  
around.  

ROSEWOOD 
What a r e  you doing?  

AXEL 
Giving Big A 1  a walk. Where 's  t h e  s u p e r  
g lue?  

P i c k i n g  up Big A l ,  Rosewood leaves:  Axel makes e y e  
c o n t a c t  w i t h  Taggar t .  Taggar t  nods a t  t h e  u b i q u i t o u s  
f o l i a g e .  

TAGGART 
Like l i v i n g  on a n o t h e r  p l a n e t ,  huh? 

Rosewood r e a p p e a r s  w i t h  s u p e r  g l u e .  Removing t h e  match- 
book from the handkerch ie f  i n  h i s  pocke t ,  Axel r i p s  t h e  
t o p  o f f  t h e  s u p e r  g l u e .  u l a c i n g  i t  i n  t h e  terrarium 
w i t h  t h e  matchbook. H e  p u t s  t h e  t e r r a r i u m ' s  l i d  back on. 
Turning  t o  Rosewood: 

AXEL 
Can I u s e  your  phone? 
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ROSEWOOD 
( p o i n t i n g  a t  a  
ha l lway)  

Sure .  I t ' s  i n  t h e  bedroom. 

Rosewood h o l d s  Big A l .  Axel d i s a p p e a r s  down t h e  h a l l ,  
wa lk ing  i n t o :  

THE BEDROOM 

 ore p l a n t s .  King s i z e  bed. POSTERS o f  DIRTY HARRY a l l  
o v e r  t h e  p l a c e .  D i r t y  Harry  s h o o t i n g .  D i r t y  Harry  b e a t i n g  up 
bad  guys.  D i r t y  Harry  be ing  d i r t y .  

By a  window, peaking  th rough  t h e  l e a v e s  of  a  huge 
f i c u s ,  a  g i a n t  s i z e d  STUFFED PINK P I G  i n  a pol iceman 's  
uniform.  Axel s t a r e s  a t  it. 

AXEL 
J e s u s ,  B i l l y .  

Moving t o  t h e  phone, h e  p i c k s  it up and d i a l s .  Seconds p a s s .  

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g :  
i n t o  phone) 

J e f f r e y ?  I t ' s  Axel. 
( b e a t )  

Yeah, I know what t i m e  it is. 

Axel s i t s  on t h e  bed. 

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  . . 

How do you l i k e  d r i v i n g  t h e  F e r r a r i ?  
( l i s t e n i n g )  

Beve r l ey  d i d  t h a t ?  With t h e  g e a r s h i f t ?  
I n  t h e  F e r r a r i ?  

( b e a t )  
J e f f r e y ,  s t o p  t a l k i n g  f o r  a minute.  
You've g o t  t o  do something f o r  me. 
You a r e n ' t  going. t o  want  t o ,  b u t  you 
g o t t a  d o  it. You have t h e  goddam c a r  
because  I gave  it t o  you. You g o t  
Beve r l ey .  And i f  you want  t o  keep them 
f o r  a  w h i l e  y o u ' r e  go ing  t o  have t o  do 
something f o r  m e  i n  r e t u r n .  Now, l i s t e n  
v e r y  c a r e f u l l y .  

C r a d l i n g  t h e  phone, Axel sits o n ' t h e  bed. Meanwhile i n :  

(CONTINUED) 
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THE FRONT ROOM 

Taggart  sits  uncomfortably between an enormous s p i d e r  
p l a n t . a n d  a  grape ivy.  Rosewood e n t e r s  e a t i n g  yogurt  from a  
ca r ton .  Noticing Taggar t ,  he marches t o  t h e  c h a i r  ad jus t -  
i n g  t h e  s p i d e r  p l a n t .  

ROSEWOOD 
You're hu r t i ng  her. 

TAGGART 
(confused) 

Who? 

ROSEWOOD 
( r e :  sp ide r  p l a n t )  

Marsha. You're s i t t i n g  on one of he r  
babies .  

S t a r t l e d ,  Taggart g e t s  up. He's been s i t t i n g  on a  small  
c l u s t e r  a t  t h e  end of a chute from t h e  sp ide r .  Rosewood 
p e t s  it. 

TAGGART 
P l a n t s  don ' t  have babies.  

ROSEWOOD 
Of course they do. 

TAGGART 
Yeah, su re .  I suppose you have a l l  
k inds  of research  on t h a t  too,  huh? 

Before Rosewood can answer, Axel..walks i n ,  moving t o  t h e  
te r ra r ium.  Rosewood and Taggart j o in  him. Transf ixed,  
they watch a  f i n g e r p r i n t  appear on t h e  cover of t he  
matchbook i n s i d e .  

AXEL 
See what happens is ,  t h e  fumes from t h e  
super g lue  a t t a c h  t o  t h e  a c i d  on the  f i r g e r  
p r i n t .  I t ' s  a n o l d  s t r e e t  cop t r i c k .  
Hasn' t  f i l t e r e d  down t o  pointie-headed 
i n t e l l e c t u a l s  l i k e  Professor  K i L a r C  y e t .  

I 

Opening the  roof of  Big A l ' s  home, he removes the  match- 
book and s t u d i e s  t h e  c l e a r l y  def ined  f i n g e r p r i n t .  

AXEL 
(cont inuing)  

Now, i f  w e  knew whose p r i n t  t h i s  i s ,  
we'd be i n  business .  
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64A CONTINUED (4) : 

ROSEWOOD 
We could use the computer. 

(checks watch) 
There wouldn't be anyone there 
at this hour. 

65 INT. BHPD, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - NIGHT 
CUT TO: 

PHOTO LAB 

Photographic equipment. Developing room. Chemicals. It's 
late. Place is deserted. Taggart and Axel watch Rosewood 
take a photograph of the finger print on the matchbook. 
Within minutes, the photo is developed. 

66 INT. COMPUTER ROOM 6 6 

A large room with a single machine. It's a LASER COMPUTER, 
fingerprint ID SYSTEM. Rosewood feeds the photograph into 
the machine then sits before a display module. Loading up 
the program, he types on a keyboard. On the display: 

FINGERPRINT MATCH AREA #5 

Computer PURRS. Rosewood explains: 

ROSEWOOD 
This machine has a laser beam which matches 
up our print with hundreds of thousands of 
arrested people in our area. It all happens 
in an instant. 

AXEL 
Jesus. It'd take a million cops sixty years 
to do that in Detroit. 

Within seconds, the machine's found a match. A rap sheet 
kicks out into a tray. Axel picks it up. 

It's got a Name. Description. Driver's License Number. 
Prior convictions. Present Address. Place of Employment. 
There's also a dot-matrix photo of the suspect. 

IT'S CHIP KEELEk 

He has a record of petty larceny. Axel notices that his last 
known place of employment is the Beverly Hills Shooting Club. 

AXEL 
(Continuing) - 

I thought there was something weird about 
that Shooting Club. 
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66 CONTINUED: 

TAGGART 
W e ' l l  g e t  an  APB o u t  on him r i g h t  now. 

AXEL 
A r e  you c r a z y ?  A l l  we've g o t  i s  a goddam 
f i n g e r p r i n t  on a  matchbook. W e  c a n ' t  
even prove  he  was i n  t h e  c a r .  

ROSEWOOD 
W e l l ,  what a r e  w e  going t o  do? 

T h e r e ' s  a  s t r a n g e  l i g h t  i n  Axel ' s  eyes .  Taggar t  shudder s .  

CUT TO: 

67 EXT. BEVERLY HILLS SHOOTING CLUB - NIGHT 67 

P i t c h  b lack .  I t ' s  g o b l i n  t i m e .  The p l a c e  is  d e s e r t e d .  
Green Plymouth a p p e a r s  in+be d r i v e ,  l i g h t s  o u t .  S lowly ,  
i t  moves a c r o s s  t h e  p a r k i n g  l o t ,  s t o p p i n g  beneath  a  l a r g e  
tree. 

67A INT. PLYMOUTH - NIGHT 6 7A 

Rosewood i s  behind t h e  wheel .  Taggar t  shotgun.  Axel i s  
i n  t h e  back. R o l l i n g  down t h e  back window, he s t u d i e s  
t h e . S h o o t i n g  Club. H e  t a k e s  o u t  a  coup le  of  s t i c k s  o f  
chewing gum, pops them i n t o  h i s  mouth and f o l d s  t h e  
wrappers  t o g e t h e r .  T i n  f o i l  s i d e  o u t ,  he  p l a c e s  them 
i n t o  h i s  pocket .  

TAGGART 
Look, Fo ley ,  I ' v e  gone a l o n g  w i t h  
you up t o  now, b u t  1 , d o n ' t  c a r e  how 
you look a t  it. T h i s  is  b r e a k i n g  and 
e n t e r i n g .  

( t u r n i n g )  
I ' m  a policeman f o r  C h r i s s a k e s .  

AXEL 
S o ' s  Bogomil. 

TAGGART 
But t h i s  i s  b r e a k i n g  t h e  law. Once 
w e  c r o s s  .over t h a t  l i n e  t h e r e  a i n ' t  
no way back. 

ROSEWOOD 
I ' l l  go. 

Axel a n d  Rosewood open t h e i r  doors .  Taggar t  f e e l s  l i k e  
a  pussy .  

TAGGART 
H e l l  w i t h  it. W e ' l l  a l l .  go. 
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67A CONTINUED: 

AXEL 
Okay, b r i n g  your  f l a s h l i g h t s .  

The t h r e e  of  them s t e p  o u t  t o :  

67B EXT. SHOOTING CLUB - NIGHT 6 7B 

A x e l ,  Taggar t  and Rosewood approach t h e  f r o n t  of t h e  
c l u b .  Suddenly,  Axel s t o p s .  Something on t h e  r o o f  
a t t r a c t s  h i s  a t t e n t i o n .  I t ' s  a MICRO-ELECTRONIC DISH. 
H e  p o i n t s  o u t  t h e  d i s h  t o  Taggar t .  

TAGGART 
What 's  t h a t ?  

AXEL 
I f  it means what  I t h i n k  it means, 
Bever ly  H i l l s  Shoot ing  Club i s  a 
v e r y  s e c u r e  b u i l d i n g .  N o  need f o r  
gua rds .  You g o t  any o f  t h o s e  
c i g a r s  w i t h  you? 

TAGGART 
Yeah. One. 

AXEL 
come on.  

H e ,  Rosewood and T a g g a r t  move p a s t  t h e  f r o n t  o f  t h e  c l u b .  
rounding  a c o r n e r  t h e y  move t o  a s i d e  window. 

I t ' s  a double window w i t h  a n  i n s i d e  half-moon l o c k .  
E l e c t r o n i c  a l a rm t a p e  r u n s  around t h e  edges  of b o t h  t h e  
t o p  and t h e  bottom window. Axel - .opens a pocke t  k n i f e .  

C a r e f u l  t o  avo id  t h e  wi red  a la rm t a p e ,  he s l i d e s  t h e  
b l a d e  through t h e  space  between t h e  t o p  and bottom 
window, TAPPING the'HALF-MOON l o c k  i n t o  a n  open p o s i t i o n .  

TAGGART 
How'd you do t h a t ?  

AXEL 
Hey, Taggar t .  I w a s n ' t  bo rn  a cop. 
I f r a c t u r e d  a n  o c c a s i o n a l  law when 
I w a s  a k i d .  

Rosewood g r i n s .  T h i s  i s  fun .  Half-moon lock  open, 
Axel removes o n e  o f  t h e  chewing gum wrappers  from h i s  
p o c k e t ,  p l a c e s  it on t h e  end of the knife and starts 
wedging it i n t o  t h e  l e f t - h a n d  c o r n e r  o f  t h e  window. 
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AXEL 
(continuing) 

This alarm tape is connected inside 
by two magnets. If we were to open 
the window now, the magnetic connection 
would break and the alarm would go off. 

(working) 
So, what we gotta do is make another 
connection with this tinfoil and fool 
the magnets into thinking that they're 
still connected to each other. 

With his knife, he wedges the tinfoil in between the 
small magnets on each side of the window and, carefully, 
raises the window just far enough to reach inside. The 
chewing gum wrappers each hang from one of the magnets. 

Leaning, Axel secures them with some of his gum. That 
done, he pushes the window open all the way. Rosewood 
starts to crawl in. Axel stops him. 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

Not yet. 

Axel stares at the upper corner of the ceiling to his 
right, spotting a TINY RED DOT. Pointing it out: 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

Just what I thought. There's a whole 
grid of invisible laser beams bouncing 
back and forth off mirrors on the floor. 
Step on one and we trip an alarm. Get 
out your cigar. . .. 

Taggart pulls one from his pocket. Axel lights it for 
him. 

AXEL 
(continuing) 

Now start puffing. Blow as much smoke 
into that room as you can. 

Taggart puffs like a train, blowing smoke into the 
darkened room. 

Very slowly, the smoke settles to the floor, illuminating: 

A GRID OF LASEh BEAMS 
Z.' 

Dancing PINK in the SWIRLING cigar SMOKE. It's spooky. 

ROSEWOOD 
oh, my god. 
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67B CONTINUED ( 2 ) :  

AXEL 
Now w e  go i n .  But  d o n ' t  s t e p  on 
any o f  t h o s e  beams o r  w e ' l l  be  up 
o u r  t i t s  i n  t r o u b l e .  

C a r e f u l l y ,  t hey  c rawl  i n t o :  

68 INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Taggar t  p u f f s  smoke. C a u t i o u s l y ,  t h e  t h r e e  of  them 
make t h e i r  way down t h e  h a l l ,  s t e p p i n g  o v e r  t h e  
shimmering laser beams, t o  a door .  I t ' s  locked.  
I t ' s  g o t  Chip Keeler's name on it. Axel g e t s  it open 
w i t h  a c r e d i t  c a r d .  

69 INT. KEELER'S OFFICE NIGHT - 
Axel closes t h e  door .  Rosewood and T a g g a r t  s h i n e  t h e i r  
f l a s h l i g h t s  around.  

ROSEWOOD 
What e x a c t l y  a r e  w e  l o o k i n g  f o r ?  

TAGGART 
A n e e d l e  i n  a h a y s t a c k ,  B i l l y .  

They s e a r c h  t h e  room. Opening c a b i n e t s ,  bookshelves.  
Nobody comes up w i t h  a n y t h i n g .  S i t t i n g  a t  Keeler's 
d e s k ,  Axel f i n d s  a drawer  t h a t  i s  l ocked .  

AXEL 
Give m e  some l i g h t  o v e r  h e r e .  

Taggar t  s h i n e s  h i s  l i g h t  on t h e  locked  drawer.  Axel t r ies  
t o  p r y  it open. No good. 1 t ' s . l o c k e d  up t i g h t .  H e  tr ies 
t o  jimmy t h e  drawer  w i t h  h i s  k n i f e .  BLADE SNAPS. 

Digging i n t o  h i s  pocke t ,  Rosewood comes up w i t h  a HUGE 
SWITCHBLADE. SNAPPING it open, he  hands it t o  Axel. 

TAGGART 
(re: s w i t c h b l a d e )  

Where t h e  h e l l  d i d  you g e t  t h a t ?  

ROSEWOOD 
I g o t  it. I t ' s  m i n e .  I u s e  i f  
f o r  p r o t e c t i o n .  

Axel p r i e s  open t h e  drawer .  I n s i d e ,  cor respondence  and a 
vel low s h e e t  o f  p a p e r  which i s  s c r i b b l e d :  

LAT. l l8O 21 M I N .  510 WEST 
LONG. 34O 3 M I N .  
6-12 -- 10:30 h r s .  

1 A. CAR --  1 BRN. VAN 4 -- !,TIN. 

(CONTINUED) 
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6  9 CONTINUED : 69 

Rosewood s t a r e s  a t  t h e  pape r  i n  the l i g h t  o f  T a g g a r t ' s  
f l a s h .  

ROSEWOOD 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

What i s  t h a t ?  

AXEL 
Looks l i k e  a  n e e d l e  i n  a hay s t a c k .  

Pocke t ing  t h e  p i e c e  o f  pape r ,  he g l a n c e s  a t  Taggar t .  

AXEL 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

G e t  your  c i g a r  go ing  a g a i n  Taggar t .  

The t h r e e  o f  them head f o r  t h e  door.  

CUT TO: 

69A EXT. PHONE BOOTH, DETROIT STREE!: - DAY 6 9A 

7:00 AM. The r e d  F e r r a r i  SCREECHES t o  t h e  cu rb  by t h e  
phone booth .  Friedman p i l e s  o u t .  Eyes red-webbed. H e ' s  
g o t  TWO BLONDES i n  t h e  c a r  w i t h  him. H e ' s  been up a l l  
n i g h t .  

Walking t o  t h e  phone, he d r o p s  i n  some change and d i a l s  
a  number. Seconds l a t e r ,  he  g e t s  a n  answer.  DISGUISING 
h i s  VOICE: 

FRIEDMAN 
( i n t o  phone) 

Y e s ,  t h i s  i s  C a p t a i n  Todd o f  t h e  
Detroi t  P o l i c e  Department? 

( l i s t e n s )  
S o r r y  t o  b o t h e r  you a t  home, b u t  
t h i s  is L i o n e l  Hand w i t h  t h e  FBI 
enforcement  b u l l e t i n .  You ' re  
f a m i l i a r  w i t h  o u r  p u b l i c a t i o n ?  

( b e a t )  
W e l l  t hank  you C a p t a i n  Todd. We're 
proud of  it o u r s e l v e s .  Anyway t h e  
Director h a s  a sked  m e  t o  i n t e r v i e w  
a l o c a l  law enfo rcemen t  o f f i c e r .  
Your name came up o n  t h e  computer.  

Friedman winks a t  one o f  t h e  b londes  i n  t h e  c a r .  

(CONTINUED) 
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69A CONTINUED: 

FRIEDMAN 
( c o n t i n u i n g )  

I r e a l i z e  i t ' s  s h o r t  n o t i c e ,  b u t  I 
was wondering i f  you might  meet  m e  
t h i s  morning f o r  b r e a k f a s t  i n  my 
o f f i c e ,  s a y  9:00 a t  t h e  F e d e r a l  
B u i l d i n g .  You know i t ?  

( l i s t e n s )  
Good. I t  w i l l  o n l y  t a k e  a b o u t  an  
hour  o r  so. Of c o u r s e  t h e r e  w i l l  
be p h o t o g r a p h e r s .  You a r e n ' t  camera 
s h y  a r e  you? 

( b e a t )  
F i n e .  Y e s  Hand. L i o n e l  Hand. A t  
t h e  F e d e r a l  B u i l d i n g  s u i t e  202. 
Looking roward to  meet ing  you. 

J e f f r e y  hangs up t h e  phone.  

CUT TO: 

69B I N T .  DETROIT PD - VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY 

SQUAD ROOM 

Busy as e v e r .  I n  D e t r o i t ,  crime is a twenty-hour  
p r o p o s i t i o n .  S i t t i n g  a t  h i s  d e s k ,  J e f f r e y  checks  a  
w a l l  c l o c k .  I t ' s  f i v e  m i n u t e s  t o  n i n e .  G e t t i n g  up 
h e  s t r o l l s  i n t o :  

TODD'S OFFICE 

Friedman e m p t i e s  a s h t r a y s .  Moves p a p e r .  Try ing  t o  look  
l i k e  h e ' s  d o i n g  something o f f i c i a l .  

CUT TO: 

69C INT. LUTZ' OFFICE - DAY 

Lutz  sits a t  h i s  desk  w i t h  a p o t  o f  c o f f e e .  He's g o t  a  
ye l low l e g a l  pad w i t h  a  D e t r o i t  phone number w r i t t e n  on  
it. H e ' s  had t o  g e t  up r e a l  e a r l y  and h e ' s  c ranky.  

H e  checks  h i s  w a t c h .  I t ' s  f i v e  m i n u t e s  a f t e r  s i x  i n  t h e  
morning. P i c k i n g  up t h e  phone,  h e  d i a l s  t h e  numbers on 
t h e  pad. 

LUTZ 
(into phone) 

Yeah, Detroit  P o l i c e  Department? I 
want  t o  speak  t o  C a p t a i n  Todd. 

Lu tz  w a i t s .  
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70 INT. TODD'S OFFICE - DAY 

PHONE RINGS. Glancing out into the squad r w m ,  J m y  picks it 
UP - 
MTERCUT CONVERSAION FRIEDMAN A N D  LUTZ 

FRIEDMAN 
(disguising voice) 

This is Todd. 

LUTZ 
Captain Todd? 

FRIEDMAN 
That's what I said. Isn't it? 

LUTZ 
This is HardLd Lutz. Chief of 
Beverly Hills Palice Department. 

FRIEDMAN 
What can I do for you Hardld? 

LUTZ 
Do you have an waking in your 
mmmand by the name of Axel Fdley? 

FRIEDMAN 
Yeah, he's in my mmmand. B u t  he's assigned 
.to some goddam multi-jjurisdictional Federal task 
force on organized crime. I never know where 
the hell he is or  w h a t  the hell he's doing. 
It's a real pain in the ass for me, Harald. 
I can't wntml the s o n ~ f - a - b k h .  H e  reports 
direclly to the Feds. Why? 

LUTZ 
Well, he's out here in B e v d y  Kills. And 
I want to know w h a t  he's daing. 

FRIEDMAN 
In B e v d y  Hills? I tell you Hardld, that  
bastard is all over the placr. B u t  as far 
as what he's daing is concerned, I can't help 
you. And there's no way you can get any ' 

information out of him. R1s all Federal 
you see. Anything else I can do for you? 
What's the w e a t h e r  like out- there? 

Zapped, Lutz hangs up the phone. So does Friedman. Missbn 
accomplished. He leaves Todd's of6ce walking into: 
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'70A SQUAD ROOM 

A s  Friedman heads for his desk, Todd storms in. He's got a hard 
on for the whole world. Glaring a t  the detectives, he BELLOWS: 

TODD 
Alright, what ra t  hale son-of-a-bitch is 
pulling my leg. 

(silence) 
One of you motherless badards s e n t  me off to 
the Fed& Building to be interviewed by the 
goddam FBI magazine. Who w a s  it? 

Crooks and d e t e d v s  blink. Friedman busies himself a t  his desk. 

TODD 
(continuing) 

I'll find out goddamit. It ain't funny. 

Furious, He storms into his ofiics. 

CUT TO: 

. '7 1 EXT. BEVERLY H I L L S  I J B R A R Y  - DAY 7 1 

L Light morning TRAFFIC. The Plymouth pulls into the library 
parking lot. Rosewood, Axel and Taggart get  out, walking inside. 

7 2 INT. BEVERLY H I L L S  I J B R A R Y ,  READING ROOM - DAY 72  

Large b b l e  and chairs. Axel lays out a huge map on the table. 
Beside the map, the sheet of paper he t m k  from K e e l e r ' s  o f k e  w i t h  
it's longitudinal mcrdinates, nautical date and time. Rosewmd and 
Taggart h k  on. 

AXEL 
Now M's see if we can figure out where 
these coordinates intersect. 

ROSEWOOD 
What makes you think they mean anything? 

AXEL 
Lcok. The &st thing I do when I get to town is, I 
go out to the Shooting Club. I ask same questions 
about a shell casing used by the Alphabet Bandit in 
his first job. And the next thing that  happens is, 
somebody tries to blow my goddam head off. And 
Keeler's fingerprint matches one found in the car that  
tcied to blow m e  up. Then I find these mordinates 
locked up in his desk. 
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TAGGART 
You think X e e l e r ' s  the AZphaMt B a n e  

AXEL 
Maybe. AU the evidence paints to him. You 
notice on the  information w e  got off your 
computer his first name is Charles? 

TAGGART 
SO? 

ROSEWOOD 
Charles is Carlos in Spanish, Sarge. 

Finally, A x e l  locates the exact interse&bn of longitude and latitude. 

AXEL 
341 Gregory Way. 

ROSEWOOD 
That's Cal Deposit. 

AXEL 
C a l  D e p d ?  

TAGGART 
A Federal R-e Bank. Where banks take 
their money. 

AXEL 

(thinking) 
Didn't t he  second letter left when Bcgomil 
was shot say, the C and D Qime would be together? 
C and D. Cal  D e w .  Lay you 100 to 1 
it's the Alphabet Bandit's next hit. 

TAGGART 
Nobody can rob that  place. It's impregnable. 

A x e l  c h s k s  the nautical times and date, glancing a t  a c l a k  on the 
wal l .  

AXEL 
This is the 12tL, !snY it? 

(Rasewood 
nods) 

I€ there's going to be a robbery a t  Cal  Deposit, 
we've got five minutes to stop it. 
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7 3  EXT.  C A L  DEP OSIT  - DAY 7 3 
I 
I 

3 4 1  G r e g o r y  Way. A single-story, teinforced-xncrete building, 
strategically placed in the middle of a large parldng area. 
Impossible to approach w i t h o u t  being seen. I 
In front, a mammoth  double dmr. O p p o s i t e  the door, a 1 
dnder block wall.  I m p o s s i b l e  to gain entry by r a m m i n g .  A n  
ARMORED T R U C K  drives onto the concourse, approaching the h n t  
gate. 

7 4  I N T .  ARMORED T R U C K  - DAY 7 4  

R O C K  MUSIC on a P O R T A B L E  S T E R E O  in the passenger seat. 
Winldng, hi-tech dashboard. E v e r y t h i n g  inside is digital, 
c o m p u t e r i z e d  and s u p e r - a d .  B e h i n d  the wheel .  

MENDOZA, beafy, d y  20's ,  tattooed f o r e a r m s ,  punches n u m b e r s  
into a mini -computer  on the dash. T h r o u g h  the w i n d s h i e l d ,  he 
w a t c h e s  the DOUBLE DOORS SWING OPEN. S N A P P I N G  the truck 
into gear, he w h e e l s  into: 

75 I N T .  C A L  DEPOSIT ,  VARIOUS L O C A T I O N S  - DAY 7 5 

7S A PARKIN G A R E A  

A r m o r e d  T R U C K S  in numbered stdlls. B e y o n d  the parldng area, 
through a TWO-FOOT WALL of BULLET-PROOF GLASS,  a Large 
COUNTI NG ROOM. 

M e n d o z a  parks by the mnslucen t  wall. D o u b l e  doors chse silently. 
K I L I J N G  the ENGINE, he  pf!es out, w a l k i n g  to the rear of the 
truck. CLUBBING the back DOOR. 

BOBBY M O R G A N , - f u z z y  hland hair, feb& almond eyes, thin 
attenuated arms, r n w l s  out of the truck like an insect. 

M e n d o z a  strolls tn the bullet-proof wall ,  punches m o r e  n u m b e r s  into 
a digital lock. DOOR slides OPEN. M o r g a n  grabs a sack of m o n e y ,  
lugging it into: 

7 6  COUNTING R'OOM 7 6  

, ARMED G U A R D S  supervise CREWS sorting m o n e y .  O n  the concrete 
wal l s ,  huge BAYS stuffed w i t h  ovefiized P L A S T I C  BAGS. T h e  bags 
got m o n e y  in 'em. Lots of money.  E a c h  bay sports a name: 

S E C U R I T Y  P A C I F I C ,  1 S T  I N T E R S T A T E ,  BANK O F  AI-ERICA, WELLS 
F A R G O ,  etc. M o r g a n  d u m p s  his bag on a m e t a l  table. T w o  C H I C K S  
in leather aprons open it. Stacks of 20'5, 5 0 ' s  and 1 0 0 ' s  t u m b l e  out. 

C U T  TO:  
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77 EXT. CAL DEPOSIT - D A Y  7 7 

Another ARMORED TRUCK s b p s  parallel to C a l  Deposit% south wail. 
Two doors on the side of the wall,. hidden ~ r n  the sheet, open. 

Inside, i n  black jumpsuit, a .357 halstered on her hip, Trkh. She 
pulls a ski mask over her face and jumps to the ground between Cal 
Deposit's cinder blcck wal l  and the armored truck. 

A BIG GUY, also in black juidpsuit .and ski mask, climbs down beside 
her. Together, they carry a large- piece of m e t a l  shaped like a 
HULA HOOP to the Cinder blcck w*.' 

They're w e d  by a THIRD JUMPSUITED SKI MASK, who climbs out 
of the  cab of the  armored car. Together, the three of them tape 
the  hula hoop device to the cinder bkck wall. 

CUT TO: 

78 INT. PLYMOUTH FURY - DAY 

ENGINE SCREAMING, the Plymouth HURTLES up Whhire. Rffiewcod 
takes the  Doheny intersection a t  D l X Z Y I N G  SPEED. Axel SLAMS 
amund in the back seat. Riding shotgun, clutching the microphone, 
Taggart ROARS: 

TAGGART 
(into the  rmjie) 

U n k  21 handle. U n i t  22 assist. Possible 211. 
Silent. A t  C a l  Deposh. 341 Gregory! 

Rosewood POUNDS the H O R N ,  narrowiy avoiding a collision. 

. : "'CUT TO: 

79 EXT. CAL DEPOSIT - DAY 

Face hidden behind her ski mask, Trkh  runs detonating w i r e s  back 
to the  door of the armored truck. . -Working furiously, she attaches 
the w i r e s  to a charger-box. Mask.#2 and Mask #3 w a i t  beside her. 
To their light: 

A BROWN VAN @ides into pcsitbn behind the armored kuck. 
Another SKI MASK behind the wheel: W i t h  the brown van in 
p&n, the ent i re  corner of the south wal l  is hidaen mrn the 
sheet. 

80 INT. CAL DEPOSIT - DAY 

CUT TOa 

8 0 

GRUMBLXNG, Bobby Morgan lugs a third bag of money through the 
door in the bullet-proof wall. Waening him, Mendoza LAUGHS: 
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8 0  CONTINUED: 

MENDOZA 
You  better hurry up, m a n ,  or the Alphabet 
B a n d i t ' s  gonna getcha. 

Bobi i j r  dumps the money on the table. His VOICE,  thin, unp m,sajm: 
I 

BOBBY 
How's  he gonna do that, Mendoza?  

. . ( pa i r r t i ng )  
H e  gonna come through three fucldng feet 
of concrete wall? 

A m u s e d  by his own wit ,  Morgan ' s  ugly face puckers. ' 

8 1  E X T .  C A L  DEPOSIT  - DAY 

T&h;  M a s k s  #2 and #3 stuff plugs into their ears. T r i s h  T U R N S  a 
S W T C H  on the DETONATOR BOX. T h e  hula hoop shaped objectis 
a h i - - t e ch  entry device that can cut a hole through salil steel. It 
IM?I,ODES with a DULL THUD. 

8 2  I N T ;  C A L  DEPOSI T 'S  C OUNTING ROOM - DAY 

PEAIZNG THUNDER.  A w-h& hale is T O R N  f m m  the WALL. 
M o r g a n ' s  caught in the middle of his joke. PAN DEMONNM in the 
cn~n*g r a r m .  CHUNKS of CONCRETE,  P I E C E S  of DEBRIS,  
CHC1;;MG DUSK everywhere. 

C OTGGHIN G,  guards and m o n e y - c o u n t e r s  STUMBLE into each ather, 
S H O U T I N G  and YELLING. O n  the m r ,  M e n d o z a  stares through the 
dud. W h i t e  light pours thmugh the hole. T h u n d e r s t r u c k ,  he sees: 

T H R E E  FTGURES COMING THROUGH T H E  .HOLE I N  SKI MASKS. 
T h q  h k  like alien beings in the hlinding light. O n e  
of illem buds an M-180 CONCUSSION GRENADE into the r o o m .  
It 4pin.s on the b r  and EXPLODES.  EARDRUMS S P U T .  

Stunned, people drop like flies. G u y s  WEEP. Women WHIMPER a n d  
GAG in the choking dust. T r i s h  punches her stopwatch, 
H 0 LLERIN G : 

T R I S H  
Four minutes! 

M a + . $  #2 and #3 race for the bays on the w a l l  - grabbing plastic 
bags of money. 

C U T  TO:  

8 2 A  I N T .  PLYMOUTH FURY - DAY 

R o s r w m d  BLLTZES the corner onto G r e g o r y  on TWO WHEELS. 
S u c i d r n l y ,  he S T A N D S  on the BRAKES. R u b b e r  BURNS. A h e a d ,  

(CONTINUED) 
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there's a TRAFFIC JAM. CARS piled up for blocks. Rosewood 
cranes his neck. 

I 
ROSEWOOD 

Some kind of construction. 

AXEL 
How far is it? 

TAGGART 
Twenty or thirty blocks. 

Another CAR pulls in behind them. They're d c k .  Abandoning the 
mymouth, all three t h r c w  open their dm=, leaping out to: 

82B EXT. GREGORY STREET - DAY 

Charging up the street, Axel and Rosewood Eaon leave Taggart 
behind. H e  c a n t  keep up. 

CUT TO: 

82C INT. CAL DEPOSIT - DAY 

The concussion grenade has put everybody in Cloud cuckm land. 
Dazed, Mendoza tries to get to his feet. Tlish KICKS him 
VISCIOUSLY in the HEAD. Watching the deck: 

T R I S  K 
Three minuts. 

She drags AN ENVELOPE from her jumpsuit. Mask #2's got an 
andmd of bags stuffed w f i  money. Radng for the hdle in the 
wall, he steps through it to: 

83 EXT. CAL DEPOSIT - DAY 83 - 

Side dcor of the van's wide open. A s m a l l  mountain of money bags 
lie on the fhr. Mask #2 tosses his bag onto the pile, spins around 
and charges back inside. 

CUT TO: 

84 EXT. GREGORY STREET - D A Y  

Rosewmd and Axel are GETTING WINDED. Still, they RACE 
FORWARD. Pinally, glancing a t  his watch, Axel BELLOWS: 

LXEL 
(out of breath) - 

W e l l  never make ik. W e  need to find 
some goddam wheels. 
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ROSEWOOD 

(p-g) 
Y o u  go that w a y .  See w h a t  you can &?dm I9l 
m e e t  you in  the middle of the next bkck. 

~ c s e w c c d  peels off to the right. M o v i n g  d o w n  the M, A x e l  t&s 
one door afcer another on parked -. T h e y ' r e  all locked. 

C U T  TO: 

85 I N T .  BROWN V A N  - DAY 

D r u m m i n g  his fingers on the dash, Ski M a s k  behind the w h e e l  
watches the concourse for any sign of trouhle. B e h i n d  h i m ,  M a s k s  
#2 and #3 keep T O S S I N G  in B A G S  of MONEY. F r o m  $-side C a l  
Dep& 

T R I S H  
(O.S.) 

T w o  minutes. 

C U T  TO:  

86  E X T .  G R E G O R Y  S T R E E T  - DAY 

/ 

A x e l ' s  still trying to find an urilocked car. S u d d e r L y r  

< 

A G A R G A N T U A N  H O R N  H O N K S  

S-d, A x e l  stares into the sh-eet at an ENORMOUS CEMENT 
T R U C K .  T h e  d o m e  is &J.l turning. CEMENT L E A K S  aut the C H U T E  
in the back. R o s e w o o d ' s  behind the wheel. Like lightning, A x e l  
leaps into: . .. 

87 I N T .  CEMENT T R U C K  - DAY 8 7 

AU cracked green leather. N u d e  w o m e n  leer d o w n  fYom the visor. 

A X E L  
For Chrissakes, Billy. A cement W c k ?  

ROSEWOOD 
It's a l l  I could find. Don ' t  w o w .  N o b o d y  
s a w  m e  take it. . , 

G E A R S  G R I N D .  R o s e w o o d  finds F I R S T  and S T O M P S  on the GAS.  
Everest on w h e e l s ,  H O R N  B L A R I N G ,  the c e m e n t  W c k  LUMBERS 
FORWARD. 

C U T  T O :  
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88 I N T .  BROWN VAN - DAY 

I 

ski M a s k  behind the whee l  is still watching for .signs of tcouble. 
Suddenly, he spats the c e m e n t  truck round the mmer and head 
onto the mnwurse. Ski Mask  POUNDS his HORN. 

I ~ 
I 

8 9  I N T .  C A L  DEPOSIT  - DAY 8 9 

B o t h  M a s k s  #2 and #3 got their a r m s  full of m o n e y  bags. H e a d n g  
the HORN f m m  the VAN,  T r i s h  pockets her envelope, BAWLXNG: 

T RIS H 
Abor t !  

M a s k s  #3 and #2 drop w h a t  they t re  carrying and race for the e d .  
T r i s h  rabbits after t h e m ,  leaving people a n d  deb& sa tb red  o n  the 
m u n t i n g  m o m  mr. 

9 0  I N T .  BROWN VAN - DAY 

M a s k s  #2 and #3 pile HEADLONG into the van. T r i s h  is right 
behind. CURS ING ,  she SLAMS the DOOR. Ski M a s k  at  the w h e e l  

' G U N S  the ENGINE. 

T r i s h  sm the c e m e n t  truck ROARING acrcss the mnmurse, 
bearing d o w n  on t h e m .  D r i v e r  P O P S  the CLUTCH.  T I R E S  SCREAM. 
T h e  van surges f o r w a r d .  

C U T  TO: 

S E R I E S  O F  S H O T S  - VARIOUS L O C A T I O N S  - DAY 

91 T H E  CEMENT T R U C K  . .. 9 1 

R o s e w m d  spins the w h e e l  fdbwing the van. There's a -zed i w k  
in his eye. A x e l  hangs on. 

9 2  I N  T H E  BROWN VAN 9 2 

G E A R S  G R I N  DING, S E  Mask  races for the north end of the parldng 
lot, j u m p i n g  the curb to the sh'eet. Trishts head SLAMS into the 
C-G. Money  bags break.. There's big bucks e v e r y w h e r e .  

o a  IN T H E  CEMENT T R U C K  9 3 

E y e s  riveted on the van, R a s e w o o d  gees for second. A h e a d ,  the six 
inch curb. A x e l  SHOUT S:  

AXE L 
Watch out for the g o d d a m  durb, Billy! 

ROSEWOOD 
Iseeit. Iseeit. 

(CONTINUED) 
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CONTINUED: 9 3 

B a l l s  to the wind ,  R c s e w c o d  F L O O R S  IT.  i 

ON E L  CAMINO DRIVE 

ENGINE HOWLING, dk-t and m u d  FLYING f r o m  the CHUTE,  the ~ 
cement tmck leaves the curb and is airborne. Sailing over the 
concrete, it SLAMS into the S T R E E T .  

S P A R K S  pour miu the UNDER CARRIAGE.  Teebring on two 
w h e e l s ,  the tmck F I S H T A I L S  WILDLY and R O C K E T S  OFF.  

ON A S T R E E T  CORNER 9 5 

swerving to avaid the cement mixer, a CADILLAC CRASHES into a 
MASERATI.  A s  the cement tmck thunders past, the DRIVER of the 
M a s e r a t i  is BLASTED in the face w* a pile of foul smelling cement. 

I N  A S Q U A D  CAR 

Waiting at a light, TWO COPS  i n  UNIFORM watch the van take the 
intersedion a t  80. C o p  behind the w h e e l  STOMPS on the 
ACCELERATOR.  H I T T I N G  the S I R E N ,  the C o p  riding shotgun grabs 
the mike, SCREAMING: 

C O P  
92 Boy .  Adv i se .  W e  are in pursuit of a brown 
1984 Ford van. N o  plates. H e a d i n g  north on 
C d d w a t e r  mm C a n o n  at approximately 80 MPH. 

CRACKLZNG S T A T I C .  A soft FEMALE V O I C E  replies: 

FEMALE V O I C E  
( o n  radio) 

104. 92 Boy.  
. .. 

IN T H E  I N T E R S E C T I O N  

From nowhere, the cement m c k  BROADSIDES  the POLICE CAR,  
carrying it acrc6s Sunset and dep-g it in a r o w  of hedges. 
HORN BLASTING,  CEMENT FLYING EVERYWHERE, the m c k  
R O C K E T S  U p  C d d w a t e r .  

I N  T H E  SQUAD CAR 9 8 

T h e  cop behind the w h e e l  w i l l  never be the same. Kis mouth works. 
N a t h i n g  c o m e s  out. H e  stares shaight ahead. Kis partner watches 
the c e m e n t  bxck  disappear up Cci ldwa te r  a t  Mach  One.  

I N  T H E  CEMENT TRUCK 9 9  ' 

Wild-eyed, R c s e w c o d  w h i t e - k n u c l d e s  the wheel .  ENGINE S H R I E K S .  
The C A B  is S T A R T I N G  T O  SHAKE. The fucking mck c a n t  keep 
up w* the van. E's pulling away by the second. O v e r  the 
BLARING HORN, A x e l  SHOUTS:  

(CONTINUED) 

== Script Fly.com ==



- r 9 9  CONTINUED: 

< 

-8g-* REV, 9 /24 /86  
1 

9 9 

AXE L 
W e ' r e  Ifsing them, B a y .  W e l l  never catch 
'em in this thing. 

U p  ahead, parked a t  the curb; A x e l  sees TWO BRIGH TL Y COIFFED 
MEN in a R E D  MERCEDES CONVERTIBLE.  Turning to R m e w m d ,  he 
HOLLERS: 

AXEL 
stop ! 

ROSEWOOD 
What? 

AXEL  
Stop the g o d d a m  truck! 

R o s e w m d  S T A N D S  on the BRAKZS. A COUPL E  of HUNDRED T O N S  
of steel SLAM to a S T O P  in the middle of C a l d w a t e r .  O p e n i n g  the 
dmr, A x e l  turns to Rosewood.  

AXE L 
G e t  rid of this s c r e w - b a l l  truck. H i d e  it 
s o m e w h e r e  so n o l a y  can find it. A n d  don't 
M anyone see ~ G Q  do it o r  you won ' t  be a 
cop t o m o r r o w .  

R o s e w m d  nods. A x e l  piles out to: 

1 0 0  EXT.  COLDWATER CANYON BLVD. - DAY 

GEARS GRINDING the c e m e n t  truck LUMBERS AWAY. A x e l  races to 
the red M e r c e d e s .  Staring up at him are: 

CECIL ,  19, bright ORANGE HAIR ,  d i a m o n d  earring, in t a n k  top and - 
shorts. A n d  EDWARD, 23, wild iy-d i sheve3led  RED AND GREEN 
HAIR,  blue eyes, w h i t e  s w e a t e r  and designer jeans. 

E d w a r d ' s  w e a x i n g  pink lipstick. B o t h  C d  and E d w a r d  are very 
young, very gay, and very m u c h  in love. Without c e r e m o n y ,  A x e l  
opens the dmr of the M e r c e d e s ,  deposits C e d  onto E d w a r d ' s  lap 
and leaps in behind the ' w h e e l .  

C E C I L  3 

( t o  E d w w d )  
Tell m e  this i s n ' t  happening. Tell m e  this 
is not happening! 

FIRI NG up the ENGINE,  A x e l  takes off leaving a trail of ZXOXING 

R U B B E R  in his wake .  

- c 1 0 1  MONTAGE: T H E  MERCEDES C K Z S E S  T H E  VAN (SCENES 1 0 1 - 1 0 5 )  1 0  1 

A x e l  driving. C e d  and E d w a r d  hanging on. U p  and d o w n ,  over 
(CONTINUED) 
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105 CONTINUED: 

and around all the tw-g warren of roads, sheets and avenues in 
t h e  northern part of Beverly Kills. 

I 

A s  the chase continues, both C e c i l  and Edward intoduce themselvds 
and begin to enjoy the ride, offering Axel helpful tips and 
un sdLirjted advice. I 

Finally, they lcse the van completely on: 

105 E N D  MONTAGE 1 0  5 

106  EXT. TOWER R O A D  - D A Y  106  

Middle of fucking nowhere. The Mercedes SCREECHES to a STOP. 
Axel backs up, staring down a narrow tree lined road. Concealed in 
a copse of kees, the brown van. Axel gets out of the M-des. 
Cec i l  sides: 

% .- 
CECIL 

Listen, would you like to come to a party 
a t  our house tonight? 

i ' 
EDWARD 

Nothing big. Just  a s m a l l  group. Come any 
~ , .  . way you want. 

AXEL 

Some other time, maybe. You guys have fun. 
I g d a  go to work now. 

Pulling his Browning, A x e l  checks the magazine. spotting the gun, 
. C e c i l  leaps behind the wheel, hangs a U and the  Mercedes ROARS 

back down Tower. 
. . 

. 107' FXT. DIRT R O A D  - DAY 107 

Axel moves sbdthily b m  tree to ke. Arriving a t  the van, 
adrenalin surging, he two-hands the Browning, ready for anything. 

Van's empty. On the ground nearby, Axel spots a FTFTY DOLLAR 
BILL. Picking it up, he notices a m h  SET OF TIRE TRACKS and 
~ ~ t p ~ ; h t S .  CU%US, he fdlows the tire tracks back up the dirt 
road to: 

108 EXT. TOWER R O A D  - DAY 

Tire tracks turn to the right. Axel steps out onto the road. A 
hundred yards to the right, it dead-ends. Only one place the 
tracks lead. H e  stares at a large sign hanging over an open gate. 
It reads: 

. . 
BEVERLY HILLS POLO CLUB 

MEMBERS ONLY 
(CONTINUED) 
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108 EXT. HOTEL - DAY 

Standing by a r o w  of hedges, Axel drags a WALLET from 
his shirt. Rosewood stares a t  it. The driver's h n s e  in the w 
belongs to Maxwell Dent. 

TAGGART 
You picked his pocket? 

AXEL 
Hey, Taggart, I wasn't born a cop. 

TAGGART 
I know. I know you fractured an 
o%&onal l a w  when you w e r e  a kid. 

In the w a l l e t ,  there's MONEY. Gobs of i t .  C r e d i t  cards galore. 
Some business cards. Checking them, Axel finds one that reads: 

STANLEY BERKOWITZ 
ATTORNEY A T  LAW 

AXEL 
Bingo. Once in a while a b n g  shot 
pays off. 

H e  drops Berkowitz's card into his pocket. Removing the money, 
Axel tosses the w a l l e t  into the bushes. 

Axel heads for his car. Rosewood and Taggart tbllow. 
A t  the curb, Elroy's dll hard a t  work, eyes riveted on the Chevy . 

AXEL 
Anybody try and m e s s  with'my car? 

ELRO Y 

(&UP) 
N o t  yet. 

AXEL 
Okay. You keep watching it. I ' m  going to go 
for a lide w i t h  these guys. 

SLAMMING Dent's MONEY into Elmy's hand, Axel drags Rosewood 
and Taggart acnxs the street toward the Plymouth. 

ROSEWOOD 
Where are we going? 

Elroy studies his hand. It's got HUNDREDS of BUCKS in it. 
HOWLING,  he mlls hooded eyes skyward. Somewhere, crouched in 
that  sprawling, cobalt vastnw, there is a God, even for ELmy. 
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Sprawling green. White rail fence. Stahles. Spacious d u b  houss!, 
Patio peppered with umbrel3aed tam. Hdlstering his 9mm, Axel I 

takes off for: 

1 0 9  BEVERLY HILLS POLO CLUB, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - DAY 109 

G R A N D  BALLROOM 

Brightly lit. Along one wal l ,  windows open onto the  p d o  field where 
FOUR MEN on HORSE BACK practice W e r e n t  shots. Inside: 

A "coming out" party is going down. TWENTY-FIVE DEBUTANTES 
in b n g  gowns and white elbow gloves stand loosely in a &de, arm 
and arm with  their fathers. On a stage to the rear, a SOCIETY 
ORCHESTRA. 

To t h e  side, the  gkls ESCORTS and STAGS w& i n  w h i t e  gloves and * 
formal attire. Listening to THE GRAND MARSHAL, in mourning 
clothes present each debutante to the company. 

In the THRONG, dressed to the nines, Maxwell Dent stands w i t h  his 
daughter: 

PATTI JEAN, thin as a rail, blond hair, b n g  llrck and pouting 
mouth: To Dent's xight: 

NIXOS THOMOPOLE, mid thirties, Greek, powezfully built. t 

Thomopolis has in a a n d a n c e  HALF a DOZEN BODY GUARDS, 
uncomfortable in formal d r w .  D e n t  speaks to Thomopolis in hushed 
tones: 

DENT 
I 'm  afraid we've suffered a Slight 
delay w i t h  our plans. 

THOMOPOLJS 
I d o n t l i k e  delays, Max. It's bad 
business. I have other partne-s. They 
don't like to be kept waiting. 

DENT 
It's only a slight setback. 

THOMOPOrn 
I hope so. For your sake. When 
my other partners g e t  impatient, they  
l m k  fo r  other sources. It would be 
a shame if all your efforts w e r e  to 
amount to nothing. 

Tense, Dent waizhes a DEBUTANTE and FATHER move to the center * 
of the dance ~ r .  The Grand M a ~ h a l  presents: 

(CONTINUED) 
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GRAND MARSHAL 
Ladies and Gent3eman. I would like tn present 
Miss Xathezine S m  ythe. 

Katherine and her fither move to the center of the qroup. 
Katherine curtsies dl the way to the b r .  APPLAUSE. 

111 OUTER LOBBY 

A t  the entrance to the Grand Ballroom an UPTIGHT MANAGER in 
w h k e  tie WHISPERS on the phone. Behind him the Gland 
Marshal continues to present Debs. 

(CONTINUED) 
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Axel enters. Spotting hin in jeans and tennis shoes, the manager1 . 
hangs up the phone and steps in his path. I 

MANAGER 
May I hdp  you w i t h  something? 

AXEL 
Yeah, There's a brown van parked down the  
road. It was dumb of me, but I was riding 
my bike and I h i t  it. I'd like to talk to 
the owner- 

Breaking off, A x e l  sees: 

1 1 2  I N  THE G R A N D  BALLROOM 

The Grand Marshal intcoducing: 

GRAND MARSHAL 
ladies and GentlP.man I would like to 
present Miss Patti Jean D e n t .  

Arm and arm with his daughter, Dent moves to the center of the 
cirdle. Patti Jean curtsies to APPLAUSE. 

< ~ 1 2 A  I N  THE LOBBY 

MANAGER 
I'm afraid I have no idea who- 

Axel shoves the manager aside, walking into: 

1129 GRAND BALLROOM 

Escorting Patti Jean back to her place in line, Dent spots Faley 
moving through the  crowd, manager hot on his tail. People avcdd 
A x e l  like the plague. 

AXEL 
Hey Maxwell. How you doing? Jeez, you 
Imk great. 

Dent is stunned, Faley's supposed in be dead. 

AXEL 
(mntinuing) 

All dressed up and everything. Hey, you 
know what? - keep bumping into you everythe 
I 'm in t r o u b  dnd your always so help-. 
Hey, that  gunsmith never called me. Maybe 
you gave him the wrong number. 

== Script Fly.com ==



,-- t 
c ~ 1 2 B  CONTINUED 1128 

DENT 
I * 

You're the one with the  wrong number, Fdley, 
o r  whatever your name is. Take a look around 
you. You're way out of your league. 

I * Trish appears, h formal gown. N o t  a hair our of place. 
Surprised, Faley grins a t  her: 

AXEL 
I'll be dammed. H e r e  you -are again, too. 
Now this really is a min&ence. 

(Trjsh is 
stone) 

Did you just get here? So did I. Only I don't 
Mink Maxwell is all that thrilled to see me. 

(to Dent) 
Hey, I almost got killed the other night. A M 
of unsavory elements here i n  Beverly Kills. 
Don't you think? 

Unexpectantly, Fdey turns to a STARTLED LADY wi th  a corsage. 
* 

AXEL * 
Is that an orchid? 

(She blinks) 
Did you know the word orchid comes from the Greek 
word for testicle because of the shape of of their 
rwts? They got one erect stem and a petal they 
call lips. 

Angry, Dent turns to Thomopdlis. 

DENT 
G e t  rid of this trash. 

- 
Thomopolis nods to the bodyguards. They manhandle Axel to the 
door. Not an easy task. A x e l  dings a few b d s  on the way out. 

CUT TO: 

== Script Fly.com ==



< 

113 INT. BHPD, VARIOUS LOCATIONS - D A Y  

LUTZ' OFFICE 

Rosewwd and Axel by t h e  dmr.  Rosewood's got a wwden match 
dangling a t  t h e  corner of his mouth. Taggart's near the window. 
Biddle's on t h e  much. Mayor Egan facing Lutz, behind his desk. 

AXEL 

(to L&) 
I tald you who I was and you set- 

(re: Rosewood 
and Taggart) 

These blood hounds on me. You're 
M e r i n g  w i t h  a Federal Investigation. 
Everywhere I go, these guys fonDw m e .  I ' m  
standing on the corner and I c n n m n t  
them about it, and s o m e  little weirdo runs  up 
and gives Rosewmd a tip t h a t  the Alphabet 
Bandit is about t3 commit a robbery. 

(COMTINUED) 
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