FADE | N:

| NT. BANQUET ROOM - NI GHT

Men and wonen, young and ol d, dressed in tuxedos and eveni ng
gowns, crowd a | uxurious banquet room Ml |l ow JAZZ nusic
fills the air.

M CHAEL HOGAN, 30s, youthful good |ooks giving way to a ruddy,
weat hered conpl exion, stands in the front of a long |ine of
peopl e at a portable bar.

The bartender hands M chael a martini.

M CHAEL
Gme two... save ne a trip
M chael hands the bartender a ten dollar bill in exchange

for two martinis.

M chael guzzles the first drink, sets the enpty glass on a
tray, and drifts into the crowd of people.

PCDI UM
The EMCEE speaks into the m crophone.

EMCEE
Man OF The Year for the third straight
year. It is ny honor tonight to
i ntroduce the greatest police chief
this city's ever had... and cone
Novenber, the next Mayor of QGakl and..
Chi ef Harry Hogan

HEAD TABLE

HARRY HOGAN, i npeccably groomed and fit for a man in his
60s, stands to a THUNDEROUS OVATI ON. KATE HOGAN, | ate 50s,
el egant and classy, rises with him giving hima tender kiss
on the cheek.

M chael reaches across the table to shake hands with his
fat her and knocks over a bottle of wine. H's nother gives
hima glare that cuts to the bone.

He quickly uprights the bottle, tosses a napkin on the spill.
He again reaches for his father, but Harry has left the table
for the stage.



PCDI UM

Harry hunmbly gestures for the crowd to quiet. The room erupts
in a chorus of CHEERS as everyone stands in unison.

HARRY
Thank you. Thank you all so much.

The CLAPPI NG AND CHEERI NG i ntensi fi es.
TABLE

STEVE DELANEY, 50s, circa 1970 haircut, ill-fitting tuxedo,
stands at the table next to Mchael's, punps his fists in
the air and shouts:

DELANEY
YOU GOI' MY VOTE!

HEAD TABLE

M chael remains seated. He slunps in the chair, grabs a
stray glass of wne and gulps it down.

| NT. HOTEL LOBBY

Banquet guests en masse nmake their way through the marbl ed
foyer. Harry and Kate mngle with folks on their way out.
Harry shakes a few hands then ducks into a door nmarked GENTS.

| NT. HOTEL BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Harry hits the urinal with a happy SIGH After a nonent,
SOUNDS OF VOM TI NG di sturb the quiet.

Harry gl ances toward the stalls, noticing a pair of |egs on
the floor in one of them He flushes the urinal just as the
per son RETCHES agai n.

Harry steps to the stall and finds Mchael on his knees, dry
heaving into the toilet. Harry shakes his head, hurries to
t he sink, washes and dries his hands, straightens his bow
tie, and di sappears out the door.

Wiile chatting with a few people, Delaney's pager BEEPS. He
gl ances at the nessage, hurries off.



EXT. CTY STREET - N GHT

An anbul ance, SI RENS screanmi ng, races down a seedy urban
street lined with liquor stores, dive bars, nail salons, and
several scantily dressed wonen.

The anbul ance comes to a SCREECH NG halt, next to two parked
police cars. As two MEDICS hop out, an unmarked police car
arrives.

UNVARKED CAR

Still in his tuxedo, Del aney throws a FLASH NG SI REN onto
t he dash, steps out.

He pushes his way through a small group of onl ookers to find
the MEDICS attending to an ELDERLY WOMAN, |ying notionl ess
on the sidewal k. One of the nedics stops CPR and shakes his
head to the other.

VEDI C #1
Looks li ke a heart attack. Load her

up.

Cl NNAMON, 30s, stands next to the nedics. She shivers in a
mniskirt, torn fishnet stockings, and flinsy tube top. She
bl i nks back tears, doing her best to renmai n conposed.

Del aney, still wearing his tuxedo, confronts C nnanon. He
approaches her with a big grin on his face.
DELANEY
Vell if it isn"t Cnnanmon, ny favorite

little spice girl.
Del aney points to the old | ady.

DELANEY
VWhat happened?

Cl NNAMON
This guy ran up and grabbed her purse.
Ht here a coupla tines, knocked her
on her ass.

Del aney makes a few qui ck notes.

DELANEY
Then what ?



Cl NNAMON
(poi nti ng)
He ran off that way. | canme right

over. She wasn't noving at all,
bl ess her heart.

DELANEY
You get a good | ook at hinf

Cl NNAMON
Ki nda short, five-eight or so. White
guy. Typical crackhead.

DELANEY
M ght be two or three guys in QGakl and
that fit that description

Del aney gl ances in the direction of a run-down |iquor store,
t hen back at G nnanon.

DELANEY
Don't go anywhere.
Cl NNAMON
(w nki ng)
If I get lucky I'll be over at the

Cak. Room 107.
Del aney nods, wal ks away.
I NT. LI QUOR STORE

Del aney fl ashes his badge to a jittery, cigarette snoking
CLERK

DELANEY
"1l need your surveillance tape for
the | ast hour.

CLERK
Yes sir, officer.

The cl erk hands Del aney the tape.
EXT. CTY STREET - N GHT

Del aney returns, nmoving swiftly toward G nnanon. She |ights
up a snoke



DELANEY
"' m gonna need to follow up with you
| ater.

Cl NNAMON

Just follow up huh? You're | ookin
pretty fine in that nonkey suit.

DELANEY
Busi ness before pl easure.
Cl NNAMON
Del aney, you know I'll show you a

good time. You're the only cop around
here that doesn't expect free pussy.

Del aney sm | es at G nnanon, hops into his car and drives
of f.

C nnanon wal ks over to a newly arrived car, sticks her head
in the wi ndow.

I NT. POLI CE STATI ON EVI DENCE ROOM - NI GHT

Del aney sits at a long table, pops a tape into a VCR A
bl ack man, REGA E GOODVAN, | ate 20s, wearing a |ab-coat and
rubber gl oves, | ooks over Del aney's shoul der.

TV SCREEN

The video image flickers on FAST FORMARD. Various patrons
zip in and out of the store. A WH TE MALE noves to the
count er.

DELANEY (O. S.)
Ckay, slow it down.

Reggi e pushes a button on a clicker. The tape slows to norma
speed.

The white man fidgets in front of the clerk. He pays for a
pack of snokes, then wanders off. Imediately after, a TALL
BLACK MAN with a shaved head, tosses a twel ve-pack of beer
on the counter.

DELANEY (O S.)
Freeze the tape.

The image freezes. A clear shot of the black man's face.



DELANEY
Vell, I'l'l be dammed. M favorite
nigger's at the scene of the crine.

Reggi e gri naces.

REGAE E
That | ooks like Elton Harris.

DELANEY
That is fucking Elton Harris. Onh
man, the Chief is gonna |ove this.
EXT. MOTEL

Del aney cups his ear against the door, marked "Room 107"
He knocks.

CI NNAMON (O. S.)
Who is it?

DELANEY
Del aney. .. open up.

The door opens. Ci nnanon stands, wearing only a skinpy tee-
shirt that doesn't quite cover her butt.

Cl NNAMON
| " m beat honey. Can we hook up
t onor r ow?

DELANEY
This'Il only take a m nute.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM

G nnanon notions for himto conme in. They both sit on the
bed.

DELANEY
You told ne the attacker was a SiXx-
foot two black man, with a shaved
head and a brown | eather jacket,
right?

Cl NNAMON
What are you tal king about? 1| told
you he was a--

Del aney violently shoves his hand between C nnanon's | egs.



DELANEY
I"'mtalkin'... you're listenin'.

Ci nnanon' s skinny body quivers as she nods.

DELANEY
Tonmorrow norning there's gonna be a
cop killin'" nigger in a |lineup, and

you' re gonna point at him and you're
gonna say, "That's the guy who did
it".

Ci nnanon's eyes water.

DELANEY
Any questions?

G nnanon hesitates, shakes her head.

Del aney reaches into his pocket, tosses a one hundred doll ar
bill to G nnanon.

DELANEY
Rough day.

Ci nnanon grabs the bill.

Del aney unzips his pants, pulls her face onto his |ap.

| NT. LAW OFFI CE - DAY

MARTY KAM NSKY 40s, Brooks Brother's suit, not a hair out of
pl ace, | ooks at his watch, stonps down the hall, |ooks into
an enpty office. He turns to no one in particular.

KAM NSKY
Anyone seen M chael ?

Just then M chael hurries in, wearing a runpled suit and
needi ng a shave. Kam nsky notions to M chael.

KAM NSKY
My office.

| NT. KAM NSKY' S COFFI CE
A wel | appointed office, decorated in wood, brass, and

| eather. Mchael, sits across the desk from Marty.
Kam nsky's tenper flares.



KAM NSKY
How many tinmes have we been over
this?

M CHAEL
You have all the answers... you tel
ne.

KAM NSKY

You get your drinking under control--

M CHAEL
(protesting)
| don't drink that nuch.

KAM NSKY
...0r you're gone.

M CHAEL
Everyone in this firmdrinks. Bunch
of hypocrites.

Kam nsky ignores the comment, hands M chael a file fol der.

KAM NSKY
Elton Harris. Manslaughter, robbery.
Sink or swmon this one.

M chael gl ances at the file.

M CHAEL
The cop killer?

KAM NSKY
The not-guilty cop killer.

I NT. BAR - EVEN NG

M chael sits alone at the bar, |ooking through the "Harris
File" and making notes on a yellow pad. He picks up a gl ass,
sucks down the | ast few drops.

The bartender, LEO notices the enpty gl ass, reaches for it.
M CHAEL
(slurs)
G nme a coke.

I mtating a news announcer, Leo covers one of his ears while
he holds a knife, |ike a m crophone.



LEO
This just in. Hell has officially
frozen over. M chael Hogan j ust
ordered a soft drink.

M chael | aughs.

M CHAEL
G mme anot her vodka... then | gotta

go.

M chael pulls his "PalmV' hand-held conmputer out of his
pocket, opens it, squints trying to read the screen. He
resunes reading the file.

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - LATER

M chael wobbl es up the steps, badly HUMM NG t he song
"W TCHCRAFT" .

| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG LOBBY

M chael, still HUWM NG tries in vain to unlock his nmil box,
funbling wth his keys.

ALLI SON CHAMBERS, m d 30s, stunning fromhead to toe, stops
at the row of nmail boxes.

ALLI SON
Need sone hel p?

M chael gazes up at Allison and sm |l es.

M CHAEL
"' m not drunk you know, you j ust
make nme all flustered inside.

ALLI SON
You're cute... you are drunk...
(gl ances at her watch)
and |'m | ate.

M CHAEL

| still owe you that dinner.
ALLI SON

You have ny nunber... use it.

She sm | es and sashays out the door, into the night.



10.
| NT. APARTMENT - LATER

M chael stunbles across the living room slides enpty beer
cans and pizza boxes off of the cushions, then flops down on
t he couch.

M chael takes out the "Harris File", starts to read it.
After a noment he puts it down, clicks on the TV, cracks
open a fresh pint of vodka, takes a long sw g and pronptly
passes out.

M chael SNORES and SNORTS |l oudly on the sofa. He bolts up
at the nmuffled sound of a FIGHT in the apartnent bel ow

M chael takes a swig of vodka. The YELLING bel ow magnifies,
m xed in with the THUMPI NG sounds of hard objects crashing
into walls.

M chael STOWPS his foot on the floor. The yelling stops.
Total silence.

He finishes off the pint, tosses it onto the floor as the
noi se pi cks up again.

| NT. HALLWAY
M chael knocks on an apartnment door. The door opens a crack
and Allison peeks out at Mchael. She opens the door a little
further.

M CHAEL

(very slurred)
You' re makin' an awful racket down
here. Everything alright?

ALLI SON
" msorry--

JERRY COSTELLO, 40s, black pony-tail, tattoos covering
muscul ar arns, yells fromacross the room

COSTELLO
Hurry up baby... | ain't got al
ni ght .
Al'lison glances toward Jerry, | ooks back at M chael.

ALLI SON
We'll keep it down.

Al lison flashes a nervous smle, quickly closes the door.
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