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The screen is BLACK
A few | ong nmonments of SILENCE.

Now we hear the voice of a YOUNG WOVAN (whose nane, we shall
soon cone to learn, is NORA):

NORA (VO
Fat her.

As she says the word, an ornate letter

F.

energes fromthe darkness, purple against black, as Nora
conti nues to speak:

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
Father in his dressing gown. Leafing through
an ol d book. Father, staring out the w ndow
in our nodern little house.

FADE TGO

EXT. HOLLYWOOD HI LLS - WELL AFTER M DNI GHT

It's a crisp February night. The house- and street-lights
glitter enchantingly. Everything is still. Everyone is asleep.

Al nost everyone. W PICK UP and FOLLOWa car, swiftly roundi ng
t he curves of N chols Canyon, up towards Ml hol | and.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO
That's-- Wwo ny father is, now Wol, and
| eat her, and shavi ng soap..

FEATURI NG THE CAR

A 1961 Lincoln convertible, in concours condition. Sixteen
coats of hand-rubbed ebony | acquer glisten in the noonlight.

ON THE DRI VER

A handsone nman of, perhaps, sixty years, driving with casua
assurance as the cool night air ruffles his hair.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
But what was he like-- Before?
(beat)
What was he like, before he was ny father?
What he-- Did. W he-- Was.



Li ke the car he drives, this man is a classic. H's nane is
CHARLES SWANN. There are lines in his face, marks of character,
of alife well 1ived.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
How can a girl know? How can a girl ever
know?

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - LATE NI GHT - THE CONVERTI BLE

rides the crest of the Hollywood Hills, its sleek nass
sil houetted against the lights of Los Angel es bel ow

NORA (cont'd) (VO
There's what he tells nme-- Wich is nothing.
(beat)
What he shows ne-- Vhich is nothing.

And we begin to be aware of ANOTHER CAR, a white Rolls Royce,
follow ng the Lincoln at a discreet distance.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
Then, every once in a while, there's-- A |look
on his face, when soneone, sonething, rem nds
hi m of the past...

CLOSER ON SWANN

as he distractedly toys with the buttons on the car radi o. Now
he finds an all-night college radio station playing |oud, fast
rock'n'roll. [It's not the kind of nusic you' d expect a man of
his age, his bearing, to |ike.

RADI O (VO
There are many ways to get what you want/ |
use the best/ | use the rest/ | want to
destroy all passersby...

He turns it up, loud. And, at the top of his lungs, SINGS
al ong:

SWANN
...and | wanna be. ..
(beat)
Anar chy!

EXT. NEUTRA HOUSE - NI GHT

A house by Richard Neutra: spare of |line, elegant of proportion.
In one of its curtain-glass wi ndows we see a

YOUNG WOVAN



| ooking out into the night. It's dark; her face is indistinct;
but even now we sense her beauty, and the intensity of her
focus. Though we've no real way of know ng, sonmething tells us
that this is the woman whose voi ce we've been hearing-- That
this i s NORA

We hear the SOUND of an approachi ng autonobil e.

EXT. MJULHOLLAND DRI VE - NEUTRA HOUSE - NI GHT

Swann's Lincoln pulls up the long driveway of the house, into
its space in the open carport. As pulls to a stop, we make note
of the license plate, which bears one sinple, centered letter:

F.

A hundred yards back, on Mil holland, the white Rolls Royce sl ows
down to observe Swann pulling into the driveway. Then stops,
turns around, and begins the trip back downhill. W HOLD on the
Rolls as it heads toward

THE CI TY BELOW

Pi npoints of light, by the thousands, articulating the grid of
streets, avenues, boulevards. And, here and there, the white
gl eam of headlights, the green of traffic lights, the red of
tail lights. In Century Cty, and in downtown LA, buildings
still aglow, gleamng with nocturnal activity.

EXT. FIRST STREET - LATE N GHT

Littl e Tokyo, on the edge of downtown LA's business district.
One- and two-story shops, bars, restaurant nestled anong the
skyscrapers. A nulticolored neon sign sputters and buzzes,
flashing out CAFE KARAOKE in English and Japanese.

The white Rolls Royce glides to a stop in front of the Café.
It's a 1967 Silver Shadow, the vanity plate of which reads:

ME IN MY

We hear--filtered, echoic, frominside the Caf é--the sounds of a
Japanese girl group singing Burt Bacharach

The DRIVER, liveried in black, quits the car. He holds in his
hand an oversi zed, cerenoni al ENVELOPE: addressed, in
copperpl ate script, to Mnsieur Juve...

...which he slides, under the Café door.



| NT. CAFE KARAOKE - EVENI NG

A smal | Japanese restaurant with a |large projection video screen
on the front wall. There's a

YOUNG MAN

in a Thrasher T-shirt is stacking chairs, upside down, on the
tables. H's nane is Edouard Jean-Paul Juve, but that's

m sl eadi ng, because by speech, by affect, he's just another
American kid naned EDDI E.

In the front of the room seated on the edge of the stage, is
the café s owner

THEOPHI LE JUVE

He's a man of about 65-- And though, twenty-odd years ago,
Eddi e sprang fromhis loins, the two could not be | ess alike.
Juve's toupee conmes | ow over the forehead and the |arge floppy
shirt collar is worn outside the jacket. He sports a thin black
noust ache of the type that nust have been quite the node.

He's polishing the barware, |ooks up, to see
THE ENVELOPE, WTH I TS RED SEAL
sliding under the door. And turns white.

JUVE
F-- F--
(beat)

EDDI E
You okay?

When Juve finally is able to speak, it's an accent so thickly
French it sounds al nost Yiddish. The voice is thickened by
years of absinthe and nicotine.

JUVE
Fant bmas. | chased hi m across three
continents. Make that four. Always one step
behind. 1'd arrive by carriage, intine to
find-- The | atest corpse.

He wal ks to the door, never taking his eyes off the white paper,
the red wax.

JUVE (cont'd)
Then | caught him red-handed, in Paris, the
rue de | ' Estrapade. Monsieur le Mnistre, his
hacked body in a steaner trunk. Headlines:

( MORE)



JUVE( cont ' d)

Juve apprehends Fantémas. My nanme first.
| nspector Juve. Big Pronotion. Deputy Chief
of the Departnent.

ON EDDI E

as his father drifts into an all-too-famliar revery. He
divides his attention between his work and a full-pint can of
Sapporo. The Sapporo i s w nning.

JUVE (cont'd)
Trial: quick. Jury: unaninous. A nonth
| ater, they put the hood over the head of this
fiend. March himto the guillotine. The
guil l oti ne bl ade cones down.

He illustrates: a quick, |loud CHOP of ashtray agai nst bar that
captures Eddie's attention.

JUVE (cont'd)
They take off the hood, and it's:
(beat)
Not him not himat all. It's the magistrate
who pronounced sentence. \Wose head, al as,
coul d not be re-attached.

As he touches the envel ope:

JUVE (cont'd)
Fant 6rmas: gone. The next day, he robs the

Galleries Lafayette-- | was there. | was--
Half a step behind. Al nost--

(beat)
Al nost - -

(beat)
The very next day he kills Lord Halifax. 1In a
room | ocked... Fromthe inside.

Eddi e takes another pull of beer and puts and gl ances up his
father. ..

...who TURNS his body adroitly to conceal the envel ope fromhis
son.

JUVE (cont'd)
I could never understand it. Fantonas,
Mabuse, Fu Manchu, the nen were fiends! Stil
the poets raised their glasses, in tribute!
Fant 6mas! And yet Picasso paints his
portrait, top hat, white tie, black mask.
Li ke some kind of -- Her o.

THE ENVELOPE

in Juve's small pudgy hands. The flap is sealed in nmagnificent
red wax, with the signet F stanped in intaglio.



JUVE (cont'd)
Hero, fuck! Pablo goddam Picasso was | ucky
and didn't even know it. Lucky Fant 6nmas
didn't kill him In his sleep!

His eyes drift off, to another land... And when he speaks, it's
the voice of revery, different in every respect fromthe
scream ng we've just heard: soft, dreany, alnost tender.

JUVE (CONT' D)
Fant 6rmas, could it be you?

Then:

JUVE (cont'd)
C nere.

Eddi e wal ks towards his father.

Juve stuffs the envel ope, still unopened, into his breast
pocket, before his son can see.
EDDI E
Pops- -
(beat)
You tired, pops?
(beat)
You want nme to | ock up?
JUVE
In the Event. 1In the Event that sonething.
Shoul d happen, you understand?
EDDI E
Not hi ng' s going to "happen.”
JUVE
I made sone introductions |ast week. A
business deal. I'mgoing to get a finder's
fee. So. In the Event--
EDDI E

Pops- -

Juve shoots his son a | ook which, despite everything, creates a
l ong nonment of silence.

JUVE

In the Event that something shoul d--

(beat)
Happen.

(beat)
I would like the proper burial. Wth
cerenmony. As befits a Chief Inspector,
retired.



H s head noves, an inch and a half, to the left, to the right.
JUVE ( CONT' D)

My only son. You, you son of a bitch

What ever's |l eft over, you can keep
EXT. HOLLYWOOD HI LLS - SUNSET
FOLLON NG a battered Citréen DS-19 up Qutpost toward Ml hol | and.
The driver is Theophile Juve, freshly barbered, dressed in his
best bl ue doubl e- breasted gabardi ne, a ribbon in the buttonhole.
You can al nost snell the aftershave.

Juve PULLS his car into the driveway of Swann's Neutra house.

I NT. SWANN' S HOUSE - LI BRARY - DUSK

Swann, as Nora depicted him in his Pierre Chareau reading
chair. Leafing through a | eatherbound, |etterpress book. He
HEARS t he sound of Juve's car in the driveway...

...finds, and inserts, a booknark.

EXT. SWANN S HOUSE - DUSK - JUVE

Wth as nmuch dignity as he can nuster, rings the bell

Swann opens the door. H's eyes dart quickly about, as if
checking for exits, possible weapons-- But that's the work of a
nonent, and when that nonment ends, quick as it begun, the two
just stare. Taking each other's neasure.

Then:

SVWANN
| nspector Juve?

Juve nods.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
Pl ease conme in.

Juve, speechless, follows Swann inside.

I NT. SWANN S HOUSE - DUSK - SWANN AND JUVE

The living room sparsely furnished in continental (Chareau,
Frankl) noderne, offers up a head-on view of the city and hills
bel ow.



SWANN
What may | offer you?

Juve shakes hi s head.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
(finally)
Have you cone to arrest ne?

Juve just laughs, bitterly.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
(softly)
What, then?

From hi s inside breast pocket, Juve extracts the envel ope,
it to Swann for his inspection.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
I"mhaving a whiskey. My | fix you one?

Juve says nothing, but accepts the offered drink.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
You are, Monsieur, a welcone guest in ny
house. But on ny fullest honor, | have never
seen this invitation before.

Swann raises a glass. The gesture is not reciprocated.

JUVE
(regai ning his speech)
F- Fat her i n heaven.

Swann sits slightly behind Juve, in the manner of a
psychoanal yst .

SWANN
Go on.

JUVE
F-- F-- For thirty years.

SVANN
You have seen nme eight tinmes since then. But
you did not know it.

hands

Juve drains his drink, gathering the courage to say the word he

al nost cannot speak.

JUVE
F- Fant 6nmas.

SWANN
Charles Swann. M friends call ne Charl ey.



Swann pours hima refill, which Juve downs in one gulp.

JUVE
This is not right.

SVWANN
You may recall ny late wife, Céline. But you
have not nmet ny daughter. She's outside now,
and should be done with her work in an hour or

so.
(beat)

I would be honored if you would stay for

di nner. Should you join us, | would ask one

courtesy, only one. M daughter. She knows
not hi ng of ny past.

JUVE

(flatly)
You ruined ny life.

SVWANN
You did your best to ruin mne, as | recall.

JUVE
(bri ght eni ng)
I can only hope so.

SVANN
Be that as it may. The invitation you
recei ved, ny dear Mbnsieur Juve, was not of ny
hand. Sonmeone wanted you to cone here.
Someone--is there any other reason?-- Wanted
one of us dead.

Juve takes this in.

SWANN (cont' d)
One of us, perhaps--

Swann of fers Juve a cigar, which Juve declines. Wth precise,
el egant notions, Swann picks up a sterling knife, and, with a
smal |l flourish, nips the very tip of the Mntecristo.

SWANN (cont' d)
--or both of us.

Swann lights up. Looks reflectively out the w ndow.

H S POV

There, in the garden: NORA, an apparition in white. Covered,
head-to-toe. Bent |low, as if gardening, or studying sonething

close to the earth. A floppy suit, a |oose white hel net: what
one mght wear, out for a stroll, on the noons of Saturn.
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SWANN

consuned in thought. He's contenplating the prospect of danger,
of death. Yet, behind his eyes, we can see sonething..

...conme to life.

EXT. DESERT PASS W ND FARM - DUSK

Some 20 mles outside of Palm Springs, a forest of high-tech

wi nd-driven generators, each on its own steel tower. There are
per haps two hundred of them The wind is quite gentle now, and
t he bl ades, as they turn lazily, emt a snooth, soothing whup
whup sound.

The white Rolls Silver Shadow pulls off the highway, drives
across an unpaved road to one of the nearer towers. The DRI VER
gets out of the car, gun in hand, followed by two CAPTIVES, both
Asi an businessnmen in suits and ties; one young, one sonmewhat
elderly. The captives have been blindfol ded, their hands are
bound wi th bl ack sil ken cord.

Next comes LEMJEL HARDT, a tough guy with a Harvard MBA. And
finally, the boss: VICTOR HOLLYWDOD, a vigorous man in his
sixties, tanned, fit, panpered, sporting a trimwhite beard. He
is wearing white shorts, a Lacoste shirt, and a Rolex as big as
the Ritz.

The Driver places the captives up agai nst the cross-braced steel
tower. The younger man, GONDO KEN, is visibly nervous; the
ol der, GONDO HI DEKI, a nodel of detachnent.

Lem addr esses the el der man.

LEM
(Japanese; subtitl ed)
Gondo-san. M. Hol |l ywood wi shes to give his
perm ssion for you to renove your blindfold.

HI DEKI
(i n English)
Only if we both may do so.

Lem | ooks at Hol | ywood, who nods.

LEM
(i n English)
Your pleasure is our desire.

The captives undo the blindfolds. Hollywod paces back and
forth in front of them Abruptly, he reaches into his pocket
and extracts a gl eam ng conpact disc. And begins to speak, his
casual Anerican accent betraying, in the W and Ts, just a touch
of the Continent.



11.

HOLL YWDCD
Do you know why a conpact di sc has sixty-five
m nutes of play tinme? Because M. Akio
Morita, of Sony, decided it must have the
capacity to hold Bach's cello suites, wthout
interruption.

He hands the disc to Lem who inserts it in the Rolls' player.
The cello suite, nunber 6, D mnor, Pierre Fournier's rendition:

haunti ng, poignant, el egiac.

HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
(over the nusic)
The technol ogy of the conpact disc was not
held in the tight fist of one Zaibatsu. It
was licensed. There is greater profit, by
many orders of magnitude. And glorious nusic
encircles the world.

Hol | ywood' s hands nove in time with the nusic, as if he were
conducti ng.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
No one owns the w nd.

We see, close the tall, eerily majestic nachines

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)

But these generators nmake electricity,
bri ngi ng power - -

(beat)
--at a profit--

(beat)
--to Palm Springs, to Rancho Mrage..
Jewel s in the desert.

A gesture from Hol | ywood, and the Driver, pointing with his gun,
bi nds Ken to the tower with silvered gaffer's tape.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
Now you, Gondo-san, are in possession of an
extraordi nary technol ogy. The Noviumchip is,
if I my be so bold, a device for which the
inventors are fully deserving of the Nobel.
And if our business had a Nobel, Ken and
yourself are fully deserving of it, for
spiriting the chip fromits inventors, and
offering it to us.

HI DEKI
Ofering it for sale

Ken's wist and ankles are fastened, one by one, each with its
own gl eam ng chronme handcuff. The Driver then slathers Ken's
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body with a gelatinous glop. [It's el ectroconductive, the stuff
they use for EKGs in hospitals.]

HOLL YWDCD
I do not want to own it; | want to borrowit.
Repr oduce it.
(beat)
I would like your chip to find a place in
every personal conputer, every web browser--
In every household in the devel oped worl d.

The Driver takes a sharp-bl aded shovel fromthe trunk of the
Rolls and begins to dig a ditch a few feet fromthe tower.

HI DEKI
If we mght talk price.

HOLL YWDCD
What | offer, Gondo-san, is an equitable
royalty structure, with a real back-end
participation. Wen we nmake noney, you nake
noney. All you have to tell ne...

The Driver does not have to dig long. He hits a |length of
cable, cuts it in tw, fastens the "live" end to the tower's
metal superstructure with nore tape, nore "glop."

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
...1s where you've hidden the chip.

H deki, watching the Driver, listening to Hollywood, keeps his
face inpassive.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)

In this season, the valley cools dramatically
just after sunset. The drop in tenperature
creates a | ow pressure zone; and the w nds
start to blow At thirty-five mles per hour
t hrough the pass. Enough for each of these
puppi es-- To generate sone ei ghteen thousand
volts of electricity.

(beat)
| mpressive-- Yes?

Hol | ywood extracts a business card fromhis jacket pocket.

In gorgeous raised-letter printing on crisp Bristol board, it
reads, quite sinply:

FANTOMAS
Hol | ywood stuffs the business card in Hideki's breast pocket.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
I'd |i ke an answer.
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Hi deki stands tall, notionless, radiating dignity.
HI DEKI
You need not wait for an answer.
(beat)

It is imuaterial to nme, whether you nmake the
worl d's |largest fortune, or whether you drop
it dowmn a sewerpipe. | don't want to be your
partner. | want-- Al | want-- 1Is for you
to meet ny price.

(beat)
And since you are unwilling to do this, | have
only one answer. VWich is...

(beat)
...that you may fuck yourself.

ON THE TONER - KEN
i mobi | i zed, beginning to shiver.
KEN S POV - THE W NDM LL FOREST

as the blades' lazy rotation begins, alnobst inperceptibly, to
qui cken. The rise in pitch of the fans can be heard now over
the plaintive solo cello.

TI GHTER ON KEN

as he feels the first trenbling effects of the electricity. W
hear a single piercing scream

KEN
Fat her !

H deki keeps his eyes strai ght ahead.

HOLL YWOOD
You' re a man of honor, Gondo-san. | wll not
insult you by asking you to change your m nd

Hol | ywood reaches into his jacket and cones out holding a .25
calibre Beretta. It is what's known, in professional circles,
as a "ladies' gun"; and it's what Janes Bond used, before he
traded up to a Walther.

Hol | ywood | ooks at Hideki inploringly. Hideki is conpletely
noti onl ess, al nost tranquil

Ken, twi tching uncontrollably, watches as Hol |l ywood takes ai m at
his father.

HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
I"msorry we couldn't do business.
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The Bach suite builds to a crescendo. The cello is truly
angelic. And over the nusic, the sound of a single SHOT.

H deki goes slack, falls to the ground. |Inmediately the desert
sand begins to lick at his nowlifel ess body.

The nusic is quieter now, and we can hear the whine of two
hundred wi nd-driven generators, the whistle of their Dbl ades.

HOLL YWOOD ( CONT' D)

(to Ken)
Last chance. \Where's the chip?

Ken stares defiantly, his face aglow with pre-sunset roseate
[ight. He says nothing.

Lem cones very cl ose.

LEM
Now or never.

Ken's facial nuscles are in spasm But he summons up enough
control to spit, hitting Lemsmack in the face.

Wth the calmbefitting a Harvard MBA, Lem wi pes hi nsel f cl ean.
As he tidies up Lembegins to whistle, with extraordi nary
derision, along with the nusic.

Lem wthout missing a note, gives Ken a snmall wave of farewell.
Then, as Lem hol ds the door, Hollywood clinbs into his Rolls.

FULL ON KEN, ON THE TOWER
as the Rolls glides away, back toward Los Angel es.
VARI QUS ANGLES - THE ROLLS

clinbing the notch between two barren hills. The wind, now, is
begi nning to how .

THE W ND- DRI VEN GENERATOR
spinning rapidly.
ON GONDO KEN

his hair standing on end, sparks flying fromhis wists,
perform ng some extraordinary acts of contortion, until he can
just about--but not quite--reach the power I|ine.

The sun, now, is alnost fully down, and against the anmazing

pi nks and magentas of the desert sunset, we can see the
generators spinning ever nore rapidly. And hear their whup whup
sound rising in pitch
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Amazi ngly, Ken manages to reach, with his feet, the power cable.
On the third try, he pulls it away fromthe tower, grounding it
safely away from hinsel f.

Hair on end, wists charred, extracts a yellow map pin fromthe
notch of his lapel--the insignia, if it matters, of nenbership
in Mensa--and goes to work picking the | ocks.

In the very last light, the |ocks spring, and a weakened Ken
crawl s across the desert floor to the body of his slain father.
He manages to extract fromhis father's breast pocket the

busi ness card whi ch Hol | ywood had pl aced there.

Racked by sobs, shock, exhaustion, Ken clutches the card as he
col | apses across the |lifel ess body of his father.

FANTOMAS

There is a neat .25 calibre bullet hole through the center of
the O And a red stain, spreading outward fromthe center.

The sun SETS. We watch an ANT.

Then another. Then a third. Then-- A colum of ants, craw ing
up the sticky trail of blood, up the back of the calling card...

...and OQUT the bl oody HOLE
From ANTS to. ..

EXT. SWANN HOUSE - DUSK

... SPI DERS.

A dense, thick swarm So many, in fact, that it takes quite a
few noments to realize that this withing palette is conposed of
hundreds of individually sentient creatures.

Peering over the horizon of arachnids we see a flap of WH TE.
Wi ch, as we PULL BACK, we now see as:

The floppy white suit, the | oose white helnet. Through the
woven nmesh, we see a pair of EYES. Belonging to NORA

VWhat Nora sees:

An excited WOLF SPIDER, making circles around the Queen in the
web's center. He crawls, first to the right, then to the left.
He raises his front legs in a small, trenul ous dance. Another
spider crawls up, interrupting. The first spider STINGS him
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NORA

makes notations on a pad of finely ruled graph paper. The pen
is a blue Waterman with nmedi um oblique nib. W see her wite,
and hear her voice in acconpani nent:

NORA (VO
The wol f spider lives alone, works alone. But
not really. Like nost arachnids, he has an
al arm pheronone. \When he stings his eneny, he
rel eases a scent, which tells other male wolf
spi ders- -

HER POV

The queen spider, in the center of her web. Watching, w thout
affect, as a tangled CLOT of spiders converge on the victim

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
--to join in the attack.

Fromthe QUEEN SPIDER to...

I NT. SWANN HOUSE - EVEN NG

...a QUEEN, anong a cluster of other pieces, at the center of a
chessboar d.

JUVE
This French man wal ks into a bar, says, "Ah
excuuuse mahsel f, but what ees zees seeng one
calls a polar bear, yes?" Bartender says,
"It's big, and white, and slides around, and
eats a lot of fish. Wy do you ask?"

SWANN AND JUVE

across the table. Swann is waiting for Juve to nove. Finally
Juve fingers his rook.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
Frenchman says, "Beecauze, soneone he ask ne
to be a polar bear at a funeral, but eef zees
is what he nean, | not do eet, you know?"

He | aughs at his own joke. Swann is not anused.

SWANN
You interpose the rook, | check, you retreat
to Knight Three, | check with the pawn, mate.

(beat)
A foolish mate.

The sound of a key in the door.
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WOMAN S VA CE (VO
Hel | 0?

It's NORA SWANN. Charl es's daughter, his only child. Still
dressed is the white entonol ogists' suit.

Juve stares at this pale apparition.

JUVE
(to himnself)
Pol ar bear?

SWANN
(ignoring them
What you could have done, back here, was

bi shop takes knight. | block with the pawn,
mate in three--
(beat)
A nore honorable nmate.
Nora renmoves her hel net, shakes out her hair. But still Swan
does not | ook up. Finally:
SWANN ( CONT' D)
May | present ny daughter, Doctor Nora Swann.
Nora, Monsieur Theophile Juve. Dinner was an
hour ago. I'mglad | did not wait.
NORA
|"msorry.
Juve stands, kisses her hand, doing his best to be courtly.

di screetly brushes the dandruff fromthe shoul ders of his
gabardi ne suit jacket.

JUVE
You are the image of your nother.

SVANN
(i nterrupting)
| saved you sone of the gigot. |If you want to
come hone late, that is your own business, but
tell nme first?

She | ooks at her father; then | ooks away.

NORA
O course.
(to Juve)
You knew ny not her?

n

And

Bef ore Juve can respond, Swann swiftly, adroitly, interposes his

body.



SVANN
Nora. Wiat ever kept you so occupied? You
| ost track of tine.

She responds, her eyes only on Juve.

NORA
I"ve been working on signal chains.

JUVE
Excuse me?

NORA
The round dance. The waggl e dance. The
synbol i sm of the web-- \Were to search for
food. How far. In what direction.
(beat)
The queen substance, and its fluctuation, as
t he seasons change.

Juve blinks.
NORA (cont' d)
Arachni ds.
(When he doesn't respond:)
Spi der s.
As Nora | eaves for the kitchen

JUVE
Ahh.

Swann noves in, close.

SWANN

(whi spering)
For the past twenty years, Mnsieur Juve--
since Céline' s accident--1 have devoted ny
life to doing exactly nothing. | like it that
way. | have known what it is to lose a wife.
I do not ever want to know what it is like to
| ose a daughter. [If you can accept that, we
will not have any problems. |If you bring
trouble to this house, I wll extinguish you

as certainly as the sun, each night, slips
into the Pacific. And with about as nuch
noi se.

Juve reflects. We hear, fromthe kitchen, the clatter
di shes.

Finally:

JUVE
Call me Theo.

of

18.
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As Nora returns, carrying a plate of |anb and vegetabl es, Swann
resunmes noving the chessnmen. Hi s speed is blinding.

SWANN
You had an even better option. Back here.
Decline the knight. Instead, pawn to bishop's
pawn t hree, opening up the diagonal.
NORA
(to Juve)
My nother. How- How did you know her?
JUVE
(guar ded)
Not as well as | would have w shed- -
NORA
(to Juve)
Here or in France?
JUVE
In France. Well before you were born.
NORA
What was she |ike?
JUVE
In a word, radiant. | knew your father--

t hr ough busi ness, rather than socially, so I
regret not having had the opportunity to nmake
your nother's fuller acquai ntance.

SWANN
(ignoring them
I bring ny other knight out, we exchange, you
depl oy the bi shop.

JUVE
He cherished her. And was very-- protective.
NORA
| don't doubt.
SWANN
(still noving the pieces)
Utimately, | still win of course. But your

| oss woul d not have been without its dignity.
| would termthat--

Casual Iy, Nora reaches for the envelope with the red wax seal
Wth his left hand, Swann grabs the envel ope before she can get
toit; and with his right, brings his queen down on the board
with a solid thunp.
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SWANN (cont' d)
--a tragic mate.

Swann's face is turned toward Juve; but his eyes are | ooking at
sonet hi ng--or soneone--far nore distant. W hold on

NORA

as she contenpl ates her father. W ndering--not for the first
time--just what her nother was |ike; and what she nust have
meant to him

EXT. MALI BU MANSI ON - DAY - TO ESTABLI SH

M. Hol Il ywood's honme and headquarters. A stately pleasure done,
conplete with large m naret and four flanking onion towers,

whi ch Hol | ywood picked up for a dine on the dollar froman heir
to the peacock throne who found hinself having to | eave the
country on short notice.

The security--fromfierce, coiled concertina wire to an
el aborate el ectronic surveillance system-is very serious.

EXT. REAR LAWN - DAY - VICTOR HOLLYWOOD AND LEMUEL HARDT

A huge, manicured | awn, the size of a couple of football fields.
Smack in the center, Vic Hollywod and Lem Hardt in adjacent
deck chairs. The mansion is a hundred yards behind them and the
ocean cliffs a hundred yards in front. The only other object in
viewis a large, curved piece of Cor-Ten steel--a Richard Serra
scul pture--off to one side.

Hol | ywood has white zinc sunbl ock on his nose and various ot her
spots on his face. Lemsips froma bottle of Vichy water
Hol | ywood is reading froma | eat herbound copy of Machiavelli's
The Prince. 1In the space between the two deck chairs are a pair
of cell phones, one for each.

In the distance, the seem ngly endl ess expanse of the Pacific
Ccean. W can hear the soothing crash of waves on the cliffs
bel ow, and the occasional cry of an ocean gull

Now Hol | ywood i s speaki ng on the phone.

HOLL YWOOD
(i nto phone)
--What do you nean she's not avail abl e?
Anber. \What's her nane. The one with the
hands. That's right.
(beat)
You forget who you're talking to. This is
Vi ctor.
( MORE)
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HOLLYWOOD( cont ' d)
(beat)

Make her avail abl e.

Wil e Hol | ywood is tal king, Lemis phone rings, and he picks it
up.

LEM
(i nto phone)
No problem Call nme when you hear sonething.
G ao.

He hangs up.
LEM ( CONT' D)

(to Hol I ywood)
That was Schmuckface. Desert, yes, generator

yes, but-- No dead father. No dead son.
(beat)
Vani shed. Shazam
HOLL YWOOD
Machi avel i speaks of the lion, and the fox.

The lion is the man of action, the fox the nman
of cunni ng.

LEM
He says to ne, "shall | call every hour, sir?"
Fucki ng sycophant.

HOLL YWDCD
When peopl e think of Machiavelli, they think
of the fox: cleverness, ganes, stratagens.
But to Machiavelli, the prince is a man of

virtue. The fox and the |ion.
Lem wai ts hi m out.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
The fox:
(beat)
Gondo Ken has just witnessed his father's
death, has cone close to dying hinself. Hs
next three noves:

Hol | ywood counts on his fingers.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
To find a woman. To avenge his father's
death. To make sure the chip--the famly
jewel, so to speak--is in a safe place.
Li bi do, phallic aggression, castration
anxiety, in that order.

An bottl e-blonde WOMAN in the Panel a Anderson node wal ks, with
smal | steps, towards them She is carrying a folding massage
table and a nesh sack full of various unguents.



22.

LEM
W keep watch on the woman, on Fantdmas. He
visits one, then the other. W follow He
| eads us straight to the chip.

HOLL YWOOD
Too nuch fox, not enough lion.

Hol | ywood pulls a face.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
I renenber reading once, in a novel. The
[ine, "What kind of country is this, where a
man becones your eneny only when his back is
turned.” WIIl you track that down for ne?

Lem makes a note.
LEM

W' re assum ng, yes, Ken takes his revenge
agai nst Fant 6nas, yes?

HOLL YWOOD
Exact .
LEM
Then what ?
HOLL YWOOD
Then, presum ng he survives, Fantdmas cones
after us.
LEM

VWhich i s what we want ?

HOLLYWOOD
VWhich i s what we want.

The MASSEUSE wal ks towards them taking tiny steps. Still fifty
yards away.

LEM
Does he know about his wfe?

ON HOLLYWOOD
his face a mask of brown skin and white ointnent.

HOLL YWOCD
Not vyet.

Hol | ywood coughs--a dry, hacking cough he can't seemto get rid
of . The Masseuse sets up her table. Hollywod stands up, slips
out of his shorts, and lies down upon it, belly up. The
Masseuse rubs oil into her palns, and starts to work.
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HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
(to the bl onde)
Alittle | ower, please.

The phone begins to ring again. And again, Hollywood ignores
it.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)

France. "What kind of country is this, where
a man becones your eneny only when his back is
turned.” | think they were tal ki ng about
France.

Once nore, he begins to cough, harshly.

EXT. MJULHOLLAND RESERVA R - DAY - FOUR PARKED CARS

Swann's Lincoln convertible. Juve's Citrden. Nora's brown
Vol vo station wagon. And Eddie's prinmer-gray vintage Pontiac
Trans- Am beat to shit, with a license plate which reads:

SXRXRNR

Swann, Juve, Nora, Eddie, poking about in the danp underbrush
whi ch borders the wal king path. Juve, a step behind Swann, is
carrying a wi cker basket under his arm Eddie and Nora bring up
the rear.

JUVE
Mal doror's nightclub. Fourteen February,
1967. The place surrounded by a dozen of ny
finest. And yet--

Swann says not hi ng.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
kay, okay.

Juve holds his tongue for a few nonents. And then cannot
restrain hinself.

JUVE (cont'd)
O all your deeds. There's one | could never--
Fi gure out.

Swann lifts one eyebrow

JUVE (CONT' D)
Lord Hali f ax.

SVANN
Surely, Monsieur Juve, you don't expect nme to--



24.

JUVE
The wi ndows, | ocked. The door: |ocked. From
t he i nside.

SVWANN
(teasingly)
It is a classic problem

Swann bends down, picks up a pair of nushroons.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
Amani ta nuscaria. Amanita
phal | oides. The one is instant death. The
other, sautéed in a little butter, is sex on a
pl at e.

TI GHT ON THE MJSHROOMVS
Al nost identical.
EDDI E AND NORA

some steps behind. They walk along in silence. On the face of
it, they're an unlikely match. Nora, in a Lacoste shirt,
chinos, and topsiders, hair pulled back. Eddie, in a Pizzicato
5 T-shirt.

The silence beconmes quite awkward. Finally:

EDDI E
Couches.

NORA
Excuse nme?

EDDI E
Couches. | bought couches. Fromthe
Sal vation Arny.
(beat)
Do you know what happens when you buy couches?

She says not hi ng.

EDDI E (cont' d)

It gives you a |icense.

(beat)
You put the couches, the older the better, in
an old storefront. Then you buy an espresso
machi ne. You need a cook to open a
restaurant, but anyone with a right arm can
make espresso. So the couches give you a
i cense.

(beat)
To charge a dollar fifty, for a thinble ful
of dirty water.
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A beat. Then:

NORA
Oh.

EDDI E
W were artists. Going into wild parts of
town. Living in factories that no one el se
wanted. We wanted pl aces, where people could
sit, and talk, and argue, and fall in |ove--
And never, never sl eep.

NORA
Dd it work.

EDDI E
No.

Hs smle is nore disarmng than she'd counted on

EDDI E (cont' d)
We t hought we were naking a revolution. Wat
we were doing was-- Making the world safe,
for Starbuck's.

She | ooks at him

EDDI E (cont' d)
You know what an artist is? An artist is just
t he person who goes there first. The person
who civilizes.

He takes a branch, uses it as a wal ki ng stick.
EDDI E (cont' d)
An artist is to a real estate devel oper--
(beat)
What a mssionary is, to a slave trader.
He fl ashes what he thinks of as his best smle.

EDDI E (cont' d)
That's why | don't make art anynore.

Now, w thout foreshadow ng, he slings his jacket over his
shoul der, and begi ns to dance, and sing:

EDDI E (cont' d)

Wen | fall inlove/ It will be forever..
(Then:)
" msorry.
NORA

No need to apol ogi ze.



A beat.

EDDI E
| can't really sing.
NORA
It's okay.
EDDI E
It's just that sonetinmes, | have enotions to

| arge for words to contain.
Then:

NORA
| see that.

They wal k for several steps. Then:

NORA ( CONT' D)
There was a man once. He was a journalist.
Doi ng a piece for one of the wonen's
magazi nes. "What W Can Learn fromthe Birds
and the Bees." Looking for an entonvol ogi st.
went to UCLA. Found nme-- Then the light bulb
went on over his head.

EDDI E
Li ght bul b?

NORA
Killer Bee Honey. He'd put up the noney, I'd
put up the expertise. A partnership. He
t hought it would be the next Pet Rock. The
next-- Tamagot chi .

EDDI E
What happened?
NORA
He got stung.
EDDI E
I wouldn't want to get stung. O --
(beat)
Bit.
(beat)
But I would like--
(beat)
To see you.
NORA

You are seeing ne.

EDDI E
No, no-- Like--

26.



Nora studies this strange young man.

NORA
Li ke you and nme and the spiders?

EDDI E
You and nme and your spiders and ny guitars and
maybe ny surfboard

NORA
And maybe ny bear.
EDDI E
And maybe your bear. Real bear?
NORA
Stuffed bear. [I'mstill a child, you know
EDDI E
Ah.
NORA
Tell you what. Wiy don't you ask ny father if
you can go out with ne. W'I|Il give himtwenty

four hours--
ON EDDI E
taking this in.

NORA (cont' d)
--and if you're still alive, we'll talk.

SWANN AND JUVE

pausi ng, now and then, to add mushroons to Swann's basket.

JUVE
When you--comment dit on?--"di sposed” of Lord
Hal i fax. The body was still warm You
couldn't have gotten out of the room And you
weren't still init. How, in God s good name--
SWANN

That life is over for ne. Wen Céline died.
When | had a daughter to raise. A daughter
i nnocent of ny evil.

JUVE
If you won't tell me how, at least tell ne
why. Dam it. | nmean, what did Lord Halifax
ever do to you?

27.

Swann, as if recalling a cherished nenory, permts hinself a

smle.
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SVWANN
Not hi ng.

I NT. HOTEL MONDRI AN - DUSK

Gondo Ken and a beautiful Asian worman, naned EMORETTA, on the

| arge bed in the very best suite in the trendiest hotel in town.
Qutside the window is the glittering cityscape which, on nights
like this, extends all the way to the sea.

Their thin, supple bodies, noist with exertion, gasp and withe,
beneath the huge Keith Haring print--encased in Plexiglas--which
| oons over their bed.

I NT. SWANN S HOUSE - KITCHEN - DUSK - SWANN AND JUVE

Swann i s sautéing a bunch of nmushroons in a copper pan. He's
humming to hinself. Juve, |ooking on, takes frequent gul ps from
a large glass of cabernet.

SWANN
(al nost i naudi bl y)
"...across Paris and across the world... Could
it be you..."
JUVE

It's the song. The Fantémas song.

SVANN
| forget the words.

Juve, proud of his nenory, swells his chest and sings, in a
strong baritone.

JUVE
"Stretching his i mense shadow, across Paris
and across the world, who is this grey-eyed
spectre, rising fromthe mst? Fantonas,
could it be you, lurking anong the rooftops?”

Swann, one hand on the frying pan, one hand on the shoul der of
his lifelong nenesis, joins in on the last line. Abruptly, Juve
freezes.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
(al nost to hinself)
At the prefecture. They used to humthat song

when ny back was turned. To nock ne. 1In ny
favorite bistro. The lyrics, scraped into the
pai nt, eye |level, above the pissoir. | told

| e Patron to do sonething about this wall.
His reply: "The work of Monsieur Picasso is
not for sale.”
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SWANN
A squeeze of |enon, a dash of cognac, and
never, never overcook.

JUVE
(suddenl y)
I like you.

Ast oni shed by what he's just heard hinself say, Juve stops.

JUVE (cont'd)
Wiy did you becone Fant 6mas?

SVWANN
Way did you becone a cop?

Swann continues to chop, to pour, to sauté.

SWANN (cont' d)
| was very young. Dien Bien Phu. Saw nore
killing than a seventeen-year-old knows what
to do with. And then a door opened in front
of me. 1 could go through it. O: hone,
col | ege, suburbs, wagon, ulcer, favorite chair
at the club, cigar ashes dribbling dowm the
vest of ny three-piece suit.

Juve, very quiet, not having expected the intinmacy.
SWANN (cont' d)
Right or wong. Mybe wong. But | went
t hrough that door and | never | ooked back.
Swann gestures toward the table.

SWANN (cont' d)
Sit. The first of us will await the other.

ON JUVE
Who's spent half his life tracking the man..

..with whom he's about to dine.

I NT. SWANN DI NI NG ROOM - DUSK

Eddi e and Nora are already seated at the table, nursing beer and
wi ne respectively. Juve sits cautiously. Then Swann enters,
bearing a pan full of the best sautéed nushroons anyone has ever
t ast ed.

As they eat:



NORA _
| always worry. Amanitas are so delicious.
But one error, one wong identification--

EDDI E
I"'min a discussion group? On the net? It's
called-- At dot urban dot disasters. And
sonmebody posted about this guy, he ate the
wr ong nushroons, okay? There goes the liver,
right? So they harvest a good liver. Slit
hi m open, out with bad, in with the good--
And the next norning he's fine. Alittle, you
know, yellow - But fine.

He takes a big swi g of beer.

EDDI E (cont' d)
No bi g deal.

olivious to her reaction, he goes on.

EDDI E (cont' d)
Went out, the very next night, to cel ebrate--
(beat)
By eating bl owfish.

Swann brings the pan to the table.

JUVE
(to Eddie)
Pops? Don't get too drunk. W have a bar to
open tonight.

SVWANN
May | propose a toast?

He | ooks directly at Juve.

SWANN (cont' d)
To those no | onger anobng us.

d asses clink.

NORA
Fat her ?
(beat)
Isn't that a little norbid?

SWANN
On the contrary.

30.

Eddi e consunes his portion in record tine, helps hinmself to

seconds.
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EDDI E
Anyway. M. Swann. May | have your
daughter's hand in marri age?

Juve breaks into peals of |aughter, followed by Nora, followed
by Eddi e- -

But not, of course, Swann-- To whomthe matter is not funny,
not funny at all.

EXT. SWANN S HOUSE - THE DRI VEWAY - DUSK

The duck-nose of Juve's Citrden DS-19. Lifting, as the
Citrden's pneumati c suspension kicks into gear.

NORA (VO
When the mal e of a web-building spider is
ready to mate, he begins to wander. |If he

runs into the web of a femal e, he can
recogni ze it as such by her odor.

The car pulls away.
EDDI E' S POV - THROUGH THE CAR W NDOW
as Swann, Nora, the Neutra house, recede in the distance.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
He then plucks at the threads with a speci al
"Morse code" signal. |If the female is not
ready to mate, her reaction is aggressive, and
the mal e | eaves.

NORA

wat ches the car depart, holding her gaze, for a bit |onger than
truly necessary. A fact which does not escape the notice of

HER FATHER
Tall, well-dressed, proper, in the manicured driveway.
NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
If she is ready, she is either passive--
I NT. HOTEL MONDRI AN - AS BEFORE

Ken and Enoretta, exhausted, collapsed in a heap on top of each
ot her.

NORA (VO
--or signals back
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Ken, his body bruised fromthe ordeal in the desert, coated with
sweat and funk, slips on an immuacul ate white shirt. And pl aces,
over it, a shoulder holster of perfect black |eather, containing
a 9mm Heckl er & Koch P-13. Squeezing the grip to feed the first
round into the chanber. The netal is, of course, matte bl ack
and mat ches his oversize suit jacket, by Comre des Garcons.

Enoretta stirs.

EMORETTA
You nustn't | eave.
KEN
I nust.
EMORETTA

Then you nust cone back
He ties his shoes.

EMORETTA (cont' d)
Where are you goi ng?

KEN
To visit a dead nman.

Enoretta | ooks at him

KEN (cont' d)
He's dead. He just doesn't know it yet.

EMORETTA
What will you do when you cone back?

Ken practices his fast draw, several tines, in front of the
mrror, pausing each tinme to brush the hair back fromhis
forehead, Al ain Delon-style.

KEN
Put ny head between your |legs until | can no
| onger see. The taste of you in ny nouth.
And just when we both think we can't bear any
nore, we go on. Qur sex obliterating the
world outside, all of it, until the dawn.

And he's out the door. Enoretta waits for his footsteps to
di sappear, and, her silk-robed body sil houetted agai nst the
outsized Haring print...

...reaches for the designer phone.
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD HI LLS - N GHT - SWANN

in his gleam ng black Lincoln, driving rapidly toward downt own.
Once again, there's a song on the radio; and once again, Swann
joins in. This tinme, though, the song is slow, alnost nmournful.

SVWANN
(singing al ong)
"...Here as | sit in this antique café
t hi nki ng of you... Notre Dane casts its |ong
| onely shadow... The world is nmy oyster but
I"'monly a shell full of nenories..."

EXT. CAFE KARAOKE - NI GHT - SWANN

pulls to a stop beneath the buzzing neon, which reflects its
harsh colors off the Lincoln's well-polished fenders.

| NT. CAFE KARACKE - NI GHT

The joint is hopping. In the audience: suit-and-tie Japanese
executives, a few grave teenage couples, a handful of Anglos.

At the front, on the giant projection video screen, is a soft-
core rock video, two teenagers gazing with great |anguor at each
ot her's sem -nude bodies. The words to the song appear,

bounci ng-ball style, on the bottom of the screen.

In front of the screen, a shy Asian BUSI NESSWOVAN sings into a
m crophone. To her right, Eddie plays with knobs and sliders.
He's m xing her live voice into the prerecorded rock video
backi ng track, adding reverb, adjusting EQ

The busi nessworman sings the final chorus in a sweet thin voice,
staring denurely downward into the nonitor/pronpter. The
teenage girl on the video screen, naked fromthe waist up, is
si ngi ng, too.

The audi ence listens politely. There is a figure in dark suit
and dark gl asses, head down, seated against the far wall.

I NT. KARAOKE BACK ROOM - NI GHT - SWANN AND JUVE

at a small table. Light is froman overhead bulb, swinging in
smal | arcs above the table. There is, above their heads, a
tel evision nobnitor on which can be seen a view of the main room

JUVE
Charles. | can't begin to tell you how glad I
am you coul d cone.
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SWANN
Then don't.

JUVE
Your presence honors ny establishment.

The flattery is out of character. Swann just stares at him

JUVE (cont'd)
| need your help.

SWANN
You said as nuch on the phone.

Juve begins to sweat. Calmy, Swann extracts a roll of |arge
bills fromhis pocket, begins peeling themoff, one by one. But
Juve waves hi m away.

ANGLE ON THE MONI TOR

A view of the main room The Asian busi nessworman fini shes her
song. The next singer is a man in a black suit-- \Wo | ooks
very famliar...

Juve and Swann, talking intently, pay no attention to the
screen.

JUVE
They're going to kill me, Charles. |--
(beat)
--1 know it.

I NT. KARAOKE MAI N ROOM - AS BEFORE

The man on stage is none other than Ken. Doing a version of
Heartbreak Hotel. A predictable nontage of urban streets at
ni ght playi ng behind himon the oversized projection screen.

I NT. BACK ROOM - AS BEFORE

JUVE
| wanted a little noney. To retire on. For
ny old age. Not that I'"'mnot old already. Do
you know what it is to be my age and not have
noney, and not know how you're going to live?

ON THE MONI TOR
Ken continues to sing.

SWANN
So you di d sonet hi ng.
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JUVE
So | did sonmething. | introduced a Japanese,
um busi nessman. Used to cone by the club.
To soneone whom |ike yourself, I'd been
pursuing for years. The Japanese man had
sonmet hing very small, very cold, which was

very hot. The "sonmeone" has a | ot of noney,
and woul d know what to do with such a thing.
Me, | was to get the finder's fee.

ON THE MONI TOR

Ken and an acconplice, a hard guy naned SHOElI: guns drawn. The
t hi ngs which Ken is saying into the m crophone are not song
lyrics, but instructions to the audience. They respond, burying
their heads on the counters, like nap tine in kindergarten. No
one peeks-- Especially not Eddie, who covers his entire head
with a | arge cl oth napkin.

Swann | ooks at Juve, gazes distractedly at the video nonitor.
And then, in one snmooth notion, no hesitation, smashes the
over head |ight and pushes Juve to the floor, covering the fat
man's body with his own, just as

THE DOOR

splinters, bullets ripping through the plywod, shafts of bright
neon club light thrusting into the darkened back room

I NT. CLUB MAIN ROOM - KEN

throws his shoul der at the door. Shoei hangs back.

I NT. BACK ROOM - ON SWANN
his faced pressed agai nst Juve's cheek.

SWANN
| amtoo old for this shit.

Ken breaks through. Covered by Shoei, he casts a quick | ook
around the room Not quick enough-- Because Swann's arm snakes
out, grabs his ankle, and down he goes.

Swann and Ken grapple on the floor. Swann is amazingly agile;
but Ken is 35 years younger, and does this sort of thing for a
[iving. Juve piles in.

Shoei, afraid to shoot into the tunble of bodies. Just behind

him the karaoke video continues to play, young |overs staring

into each others' eyes, ideograns bouncing al ong the bottom of

the screen to a supple pop backbeat. No vocal save the screans
of the audience, peeking at the action.
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Swann, Ken, Juve roll into the main room a flail of |inbs.
Shoei backs up, holding the roomat bay while keeping his eye on
Swann and Juve.

Swann rolls out toward the sushi counter, grabs the chef's
knife. Next thing we know, the knife SAILS through the air.

We see Shoei's gun hand, pinioned to the wall.
EDDI E

peeks briefly from beneath his napkin. Wat he sees |ooks to
make him sick, and he buries his head once nore.

Juve gives Ken a good knee to the groin, grabs the Heckler &
Koch, and runs to the stage. The insipid video continues behind
hi m

JUVE
(into the m crophone)
No problem no problem

H s voice, thickened with delay and reverb, echoes comcally.
Ken groans, doubled over on the floor. Shoei has fainted.
Swann makes for the door, pausing only to shoot contenptuous
gl ances at both Eddi e and Juve.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
(rmuch reverb)
Wi t !

Swann mnmes dialing a tel ephone, as in "call nme." Mich noise
and confusion as the shanbl ed restaurant cones back to life.
Eddi e | ooks around, and takes a long pull on a prem um beer.

EXT. KARAOKE BAR - NEAR DAVWN - SWANN

dusting hinself off, walking toward his car. Juve bursts out
t he door, running clunmsily. He grabs Swann's arm

SWANN
(counting on his fingers)
One, you set nme up. Two, you did it badly.

Thr ee- -
JUVE

Wen | got that note. Which you say you
didn't send. | could have turned it over to
the FBI-- Interpol--

(softly now)
| didn't.

(beat)

You owe me one.



SVANN
| just paid you.
A streetsweeper drifts lazily up Alaneda in the pre-dawn g
JUVE
Charles, | swear | didn't set you--

He stops, md-sentence. Because blood is pouring out of hi
nout h.

He | ooks down. And there, just to the left of his sternum
smal | bul | et hol e.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
(matter of fact)
Oh ny god. 1'magoing to die.

Swann puts an arm around Juve, gently cradling the man who
hunted himfor forty years.

JUVE ( CONT' D)
(softly)
Hal i fax-- How?

SWANN
I mailed hima note perfunmed with amaryllis.
The scent rubbed off on his hands. | |owered
a black wi dow spider, a fine silken cord, down
the chimmey. It went for the amaryllis, and
bit. | hauled it back up, gently--

Juve is smling.

SWANN (cont' d)
--S0 as not to break the thread.

Juve pulls Swann cl ose.

JUVE
Mon ennem -- NMon freéere--
(beat)
Mon senbl abl e. .

Swann puts a finger to Juve's |ips. Hushes hi m

SWANN
The first of us will await the other.

37.

OW.

S

And just over Swann's shoul der, Juve catches sight of the man

driving the streetsweeper. It's Ken. Juve
TUGS

Swann's arm
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Swann turns, to see the streetsweeper bearing down on them

Wth his last strength, Juve throws hinmself in the path of the
sweeper, giving Swann tine to escape. Wich he does, ninbly
turning the corner into a narrow alley.

Even as he runs, it registers on Swann's face that Juve has just
saved his life.

Swann runs down the alley. 1It's a cul-de-sac, nothing but a
hi gh bricked-up wall on the other end.

The sweeper turns the corner-- And just fits. Ken grins like a
mani ac.

Swann sees Juve, at the nouth of the alleyway, bl oodied,
staggering. And just behind him the streetsweeper.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
The buyer! H s nane!

Juve runs out of breath and falls, face down, into the nmuck and
cobbl estone ground. The streetsweeper, its engines echoing
loudly in the walled-off space, bears down on him slowy,

i mpl acabl y.

THE STREETSWEEPER - VARI OQUS ANGLES

The oversi zed wheels. The blade-1ike wire brushes--one rotating
cl ockwi se, the other counterclock--gobbling everything in their
path. Which, right now, neans Inspector Juve, retired.

Starting with his shoes.

Juve flashes Swann a desperate "V' with his outstretched right
arm- The last of himto go.

Ken stops the machine. Silence.

KEN S POV - THE ALLEYWAY

No Swann.

Ken noves, with cat-like grace, down the alleyway, inspecting
the trash-bins, the seal ed-up wi ndows, tapping the nortar on the
back-wal | bri cks.

Buil dings on two sides. A brick wall at the rear. And the
massi ve streetsweeper, sealing off the entrance. There is no
way that Swann coul d have escaped.

The streetsweeper backs out. Ken's deadpan nearly screens al

trace of his frustration. W FOLLOWNthe streetsweeper as it
heads west on First Street, away fromthe dawn.
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THE ALLEYWAY

No noi se, no novenent, no trace of life. A fewtrash bins, a
di scarded autonobile fender, a drainpipe which casts a slim
shadow. The shadow is perhaps three inches at its w dest, not
enough to hide an alleycat, |let alone a man.

It is fromthis shadow that Swann energes, treading softly
t oward daylight.

FEATURI NG THE CLUB - THE BACK DOCR
open, just a crack. \Were
EDDI E

hi dden, trenbling, peers out, watching this man, Charley Swann,
mat eri ali ze. .

...fromthin air. And wal k away.
Eddi e ventures into the alleyway. And only now sees
THE BODY

of Juve. In nane, in blood, in other ways Eddi e has spent his
life trying not to acknow edge-- Hi s father.

Eddi e bends down, low. Presses his head into Juve's chest.
Li stening for a heartbeat. Listening for sonething..

...that's not there.

EXT. TEMPLE STREET - DAWN - THE LI NCOLN CONVERTI BLE

heads hone. Swann passes the Western Exterm nating buil di ng,
neon rats blinking their way cl ockwi se around the facade. W
FOLLOW as Swann heads north, toward the hills.

This tine, there is no nusic on the radio, no singalong, just
silence, as Swann realizes that like it or not, his early
retirement has conme to an abrupt end. That he can no | onger
continue, as he has for the past 25 years, the life he's been
living.

O perhaps, he realizes now- The |ife he's been pretending to
live.
EXT. SWANN S HOUSE - DAWN

as Swann pulls into the driveway, lining his car up beside
Nora's Vol vo.
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I NT. NORA'S BEDROOM - DAWN

The roomis half a child' s, half an adult's. On the shel ves,
stuffed toys vie for space with hundreds of books, nost of them
on ent onol ogy.

Swann bends down, gently kisses her cheek. Nora smles alittle
in her sleep. Fussily, Swann adjusts the covers on her bed.
Then goes to the shelf, retrieving an ancient stuffed bear,

whi ch he places in the bed with his daughter.

I NT. SWANN S STUDY - DAWN

At the bookcase, Swann pulls out a vol ume--the hardcover of
Wlliamlrish's The Night Has a Thousand Eyes--and reaches into
the enpty space with his right hand. The entire bookcase begins
to rotate, 90 degrees, opening into a small room beyond.

I NT. H DDEN ROOM - N GHT - SWANN

turns on a di moverhead bul b, which casts nel odramati c shadows
on the bare walls. There's a chair, a sinple table, and a stand-
up steamer trunk. That's it.

Swann sits down, his head bowed, hands clasped as if in prayer.
And, after a few extraordinarily silent nonents, speaks in a
| ow, private tone.

SVWANN
Forgi ve nme, Ceéline.

And then, doubts resolved, he noves swiftly toward the steaner
trunk, blow ng years of accunul ated dust fromthe ol d-fashi oned
padl ock.

ON THE LOCK

as Swann inserts the key.

Swann's face is very solemn, very still. But his eyes betray
enotion: now fear, now the excitenment of a small child on
Chri st mas norni ng.

SVWANN' S POV - THE TRUNK

The |id swings open. One by one, Swann pulls the slide on the
trunk's interior drawers.

The top one contains an amazing array of jewels: dianonds,
enmeral ds, rubies, nost of themin art deco settings.
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The second one cont ai ns newspaper clippings, yellowed now, sone
in English, sone in French, all bearing headlines which contain
t he word FANTOVAS.

The third contains a variety of well-machined brass tools, sone
of which appear to be | ock picks, sone of which seemto be
grapples and pitons for clinbing. Sonme rope, sone pulleys, sone
optical devices with |lenses and mrrors, the purpose of which we
can only guess at.

The fourth--somewhat |arger--contains a dress suit: boiled white
shirtfront, cutaway tails, black trousers, silken top hat. And
a slim black, elegant mask, of silk noiré, covering the top of
the face, two perfectly placed slits for the wearer's eyes.

Awash wi th poi gnance, Swann fingers the mask he's not worn in
nearly a quarter-century. Re-folds it with care. And extracts
in one neat notion

THE RI NG

fromthe tailcoat's breast pocket. It's a |arge signet ring, of
the type one uses for stanping one's marque in sealing wax.

It's platinumsurface gone slightly dull now, the ring features
an ornate, rococo

engraved, right-to-left, dead-center.
SWANN' S LEFT HAND - FOURTH FI NGER

as he renoves his plain gold weddi ng band and replaces it with
the ring of Fantdnas.

I NT. EDDIE' S PLACE - DAY - TO ESTABLI SH

The converted garage which serves Eddie's honme. The place is
filled to the brimwith two of everything. There's a couple of
el ectric guitars (one Fender, one G bson Les Paul); an I BM PC
and a Maci ntosh; two surfboards, one long, one short. There's a
stretched canvas of |arge proportions on the easel. Everything
is piled on top of everything else and Eddie is on a mattress on
the floor, pillow pulled over his head. The television blares.
Once again, Eddie is sleeping with the TV on

ON THE TELEVI SI ON
t he anchorwoman is narrating a story.

ANCHORWOVAN
The sl ain cl ubowner, according to police, was
retired French police detective Theophile
Juve. An obscure figure, Juve was known in

( MORE)
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ANCHORWOMAN( cont ' d)

Eur ope, sources report, for his unsuccessfu
pursuit--

Someone i s pounding at the door.

ANCHORWOVAN (cont ' d)
--of such I egendary arch-crimnals as
Fant 6mas, Mabuse, the insidious Fu Manchu.
The three, who sonetines worked together in a
gang cal l ed The Spiders, were the scourge of
several continents in the years after Wrld
Var [|1.

He pads to the refrigerator, across the hundreds of sheets of
crunpl ed newspaper which cover the floor.

EDDI E
Cool it, I'"'mcomng, |I'mcom ng
ANCHORWOVAN

Mabuse, raised as a child within the Nazi

m nistry of propaganda, killed hinself in an
i nsane asylumin Germany in 1957. Doctor Fu
Manchu, who woul d now be one hundred twenty

years old, is believed dead. Fantomas, stil
officially at large, has not been heard from
since the seventies.

Eddi e pulls the handle on the corrugated netal garage door.
Standing there is Swann, backlit by daylight.

SVANN
Surf's up.

EDDI E
It's Sunday.

SVANN
Al'l day.

Swann takes a step to the side, allowing the sunlight to hit
Eddie full in the face.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
W need to tal k, young man.

Eddi e covers his eyes. Swann pushes hi m backwards, the
newspaper-lined floor crackling loudly with each step. Swann
puts one foot behind Eddie's ankle and, with the tip of one
finger, sends Eddi e spraw ing.

ANCHORWOVAN
Last night's killing at the Café Karaoke may
have cl osed the book on a colorful chapter in
the history of crine.
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Swann grabs the dropcloth which cover's Eddie's desk. Wth a
conjurer's deft flick of the wist, Swann YANKS the dropcloth
free. There is a great clatter-- But each and every one of the
obj ects on Eddie's desk | ands in place.

SVWANN
I could just as easily snap your neck

Eddi e, surveying the room is forced to agree.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
What happened | ast night?

EDDI E
You were there.

Swann takes a can of beer, pours it into the airvents on top of
t he Maci ntosh. Funes arise fromw thin as the thing shorts out.

SWANN
Don't nmake ne repeat nyself.

EDDI E
I don't know anything nore than you know.

SWANN
Ni ce stick

He picks up one of the surfboards, hurls it through the nearly
fini shed painting.

EDDI E
This kind of shit's supposed to nake me trust
you?
(beat)
Juve was doing fine-- Until you sent him
t hat note.
SWANN

I was doing quite well nyself. Until your M.
Juve showed up on ny doorstep

EDDI E
Al he wanted was a decent buri al.

SVANN
And where was he going to get the noney for
hi s decent burial ?

EDDI E
He' d made an i ntroducti on.

SWANN
I know t hat.
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EDDI E
Bet ween a Japanese guy with a hot piece of
silicon.
SVWANN
I know t hat.
EDDI E
And sone rich guy was going to buy it.
SVWANN
I know t hat.
EDDI E
That's all | know.
SVWANN

You think I am fucki ng around?

Al restraint |lost, Swann storns and hurls, turning the roons
into a conplete shanbles. His rage is terrifying. Wen nearly
everything in the roomis broken, he picks up the Fender,
preparing to smash it, Pete Townsend-style. Sonething makes him
stop. He puts the guitar down, and backs Eddi e up agai nst the
wal | .

The two, inches apart, breathe into each others' faces.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
| amsorry. But | could have been killed | ast

night. | need sone answers. And now sone--
Sl acker-- Can't renmenber what he ate for
br eakf ast .

Swann picks up the Fender tel ecaster once nore, examning it
carefully. It's a classic.

SWANN ( CONT' D)

What year?

EDDI E
Si xty-two.

SVANN
Ni ce.

Swann pl aces the guitar gently against the wall.

Eddi e | ooks at Swann: a man who threatens to break necks, but
who stops at danaging an old guitar.

He' s i npressed.

Finally: Eddie reaches into his pocket, cones up with a piece of
paper. It's a call slip fromthe karaoke bar.
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EDDI E
The first tine he cane 'round the club to talk
to Juve, he filled this out. Gondo Ken. The
song he requested was J-9.

SWANN
VWhat is that?

EDDI E
"Heartbreak Hotel."

Eddi e points to the newspapers on the floor. Smles. Attenpts
a bravado he can't quite carry off:

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
Burglar alarm Anyone tries to sneak up on ne
in ny sleep, | hear "em crunch crunch crunch.
Swann just. ..

...looks at him

INT. SWANN S HOUSE - DAY
Nora, ironing a shirt.

Swann, energing fromthe bathroom wapped in a thick Turkish
r obe.

SWANN
You didn't have to do that.

NORA
Soneone has to | ook after you.

SVANN
Are you forgetting?

She | ooks at him

SWANN (cont' d)
If you know how to iron a shirt--
(beat)
It's because | taught you.

He studi es her work.

SWANN (cont' d)
Pl acket first.

NORA
Wher e have you been?
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SVANN
Then the cuffs. The sleeves, inside out. The
col l ar--
NORA
How di d you get yourself so dirty? Wat have
you- -
(beat)

Done to yoursel f?

SWANN
--the front with the buttonhol es, the back,
the front with the buttons.

NORA
Where are you goi ng?

SVWANN
You did a good job, on the collar.

Now, only now. he smles.

SWANN (cont' d)
Thank you.

EXT. CHI NATOWN - DAY - SWANN S LI NCOLN

glides up Al aneda to the Chinatown gate.

EXT. THE DOCTOR S OFFI CE - DAY

Swann- - el egant once nore--enters an el aborately carved door done
up in Han Dynasty style.

I NT. THE DOCTOR S RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

The wai ting roomof a man known sinply as "The Doctor,"” a
specialist in herbal remedies and, fromtinme to time, other nore
violent cures. There are perhaps 15 Chinese--old and young, nen
and wonmen, nostly quite poor--waiting their turn.

RECEPTI ONI ST
Do you have an appoi nt nent ?

SVANN
Tell hima man calling hinself Mster Charles
Swann is here to see him Tell himthat man
said, "it is urgent."

Swann sits down, |eafs through an ancient copy of Argosy.
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RECEPTI ONI ST
M. Swann?

Swann stands up, enduring the stares of 15 pairs of eyes.

I NT. THE DOCTOR S OFFI CE - DAY

Three walls are lined with jars and boxes of herbs and

medi canents, |labeled in a variety of foreign | anguages. The
fourth wall | ooks out onto the Chinatown nall. There is a

| eat her exam nation table, and a desk.

In contrast to the general clutter, the nassive teak desk is
absolutely bare, with the sole exception of a clear glass
APOTHECARY JAR, in which what seens to be a PICKLE floats in
f or mal dehyde.

Behi nd the desk is a Chinese MAN with winkled skin and a w spy
white beard. It would scarcely be possible to i magi ne anyone
ol der.

SVWANN
I am | ooking for a Japanese gentl eman by the
nane of Gondo Ken

THE DOCTOR
Pati ence.

The Doctor | eans back in his chair.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
In ny office we observe certain formalities.
Begi nning with, "Hello."

SVANN
Forgive ne. Hello, Doctor. It gives ne great
pl easure to see you once nore, and | am
grateful that you could fit me in on such
short notice.

THE DOCTOR
The pl easure, M. Swann, is mne.

The Doctor reaches under his desk and pulls out two water
tunbl ers, and a brown gl ass bottle of sonething very old. He
pours.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
So. You are looking for the man who kil l ed
| nspector Juve.

SVANN
Word gets around.



THE DOCTOR
| suppose you want to thank himfor the favor?

Swann permits hinself a smle.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
The man di sposes of a particularly irksone
i nspector. Yet you act as if the inspector
were your friend; and his assailant your
eneny. Wiy, M. Swann? The world has so many
i nspectors.

He lifts his gl ass.

THE DOCTOR ( CONT' D)
And so few of us.

SVWANN
(toasting)
May there never be fewer.

Swann takes a sip of the pungent cordial, pulls a face.

Doct or gestures toward the w ndow.

THE DOCTOR
The Chi nese were brought here to build the
railroad. We were useful because we worked
hard, and were fungible. Do you know what
t hat neans, M. Swann? That one of us was the
sane as any other. \Wen there were obstacles
in the course of the railroad, nost often they
woul d | ower a basket with a Chinaman and

several sticks of dynamite. |If the dynamte
went off prematurely, well, the fine for
killing a Chinaman was fifty dollars.
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The

Swann realizes that The Doctor is |eading up to sonething.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
W settled in what is now downtown. But there
was great racial feeling against us. Mny
were killed on the street, for the sinple
crime of being who we were. We built
el aborate tunnels, under what is now downtown
LA, to hide from our pursuers.

The Doctor points out the w ndow.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
This part of town, this thenme park Chi natown,
was built after Wrld War Two by real estate
specul ators. Wite speculators. And yet we
noved here, into this travesty, because there
was no place else in town they would | et us
live in peace.
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Swann si ps his drink.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)

In the 1950s, when the whites of Los Angel es
began to realize how nuch they hated the
bl acks, and the Hi spanics, they forgot to pay
such cl ose attention to those with yell ow
skin. And so the Japanese, so recently our
enem es, were allowed to nove into downtown.
"Little Tokyo." Cccupying the very |and that
had been ours.

(with great and terrible

deri sion:)
“Infiniti." "Lexus." "Mata."

(beat)
Forgive nme, M. Swann, if | snort.

Swann seens to sense, with relief, where all this is |eading.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
Normal ly, M. Swann, the code would insist |
protect any soul brave enough to elimnate a
policeman. But | cannot bring nyself to care,
one way or another, what happens to this
Japanese gentleman, this Gondo Ken. Wwo is in
resi dence at the Hotel Mondrian, room 313.

SWANN
| do not know how to thank you.

THE DOCTOR
It seens, M. Swann, that | may |live forever
So there will be tine and time for you to
express your thanks. Provided, of course,
that you are around to express them \Wich
you mght be, if you avoid acts of stupidity.

SWANN
Is that a threat?

THE DOCTOR
To avenge the death of a policeman is an act
of stupidity.
(beat)
It is alnost the definition of stupidity.

Swann heads for the door, whose frame has been built somewhat
| ow.

SVANN
You woul d not happen to know who Gondo Ken has
been doi ng business with?

The Doctor stares at the apothecary jar. |Its contents: a |ong,
thin object, beyond recognition.
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THE DOCTOR
Pati ence, M. Swann. Patience and irony. For
a longer life.

EXT. HOTEL MONDRI AN - DAY

Several police cars, an anbul ance, sirens, blaring horns, nuch
commotion, in front of the hotel's (very hip) entrance.

In the center of the chaos: the silk-robed body of Enoretta,
Gondo Ken's paranour, splayed out at odd, broken-doll angles in
the m ddl e of the boul evard.

Police CRIM NALI STS are marking, with yellow paint, the position
of her lifeless body. The Coroner's MENI|ift her onto a
stretcher, leaving a famliar outline, white paint on black
asphalt, rem niscent of nothing so nuch as the Keith Haring
print which | oomed above the bed, where she and Ken nmade | ove.

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - DAY - SWANN S LI NCOLN

caught in traffic. As he turns the curve toward La Ci enega, the
traffic narrows into one |lane, and Swann is able to see why: the
bl ocked-of f area in front of the Mndrian.

SVANN
(to hinself)
I"mlike Juve now.
(beat)
Al ways one step behind.

Swann pulls his car to the curb, strides toward the hotel.

He contenpl ates the painted white outline. Watches as
Enoretta's body is lifted into the anbul ance. And overhears the
Duty O ficer speaking into his radio.

DUTY OFFI CER
APB for Ken Gondo. George Orange Nostril Dog
Orange. Japanese, five foot seven, slim
bl ack hair. Mist be considered armed and
danger ous.

I NT. HOTEL MONDRI AN - THI RD FLOOR HALLWAY

The entrance to the best roomin the house, now cordoned off
with yellow "crinme scene"” tape. @uarded by two buff COPS.

Swann, now sporting a thick noustache and horn-rinmed gl asses,
wal ks directly up to them w t hout breaking stride.
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SWANN
(with i Mmense authority)
Com ng t hrough.

COoP
Hold it. Crine scene.

Swann gives his best "don't-you-know who-I-an' stare.

COP ( CONT' D)
Coroner's orders.

In one seam ess gesture, Swann coughs, raising his left hand to
his nmouth. As his right hand darts behind himto extract the
wal | et of a cop striding down the corridor.

Swann flips open the wallet, presenting the gold badge, as if it
had been in his hand all al ong.

COP (CONT' D)
Sorry, sir. Didn't recognize you
I NT. HOTEL MONDRI AN SUI TE - DAY - SWANN
navi gates his way unobtrusively between various detectives and
forensics experts, busy dusting for prints, putting evidence

sanples in zip-loc bags, etc.

Swann heads straight for the closet and, covering with his back,
goes through the pockets of Ken's jackets and trousers.

VARI QUS ANGLES - CLOSE

Swann's haul. Sonme | oose change. A set of keys. And an

A ynpus 35nm aut of ocus pocket caner a.

| NT. ONE- HOUR FOTO - DAY

A photo shop in a pod mall on Sunset Boul evard. Swann is pacing
back and forth, the nowenpty O ynpus swinging fromhis left
hand.

ON THE PHOTOS

as they energe in a strip fromthe print machine:

* Ken and Hideki in front of the Ganble House in Pasadena.

* Ken and Hideki at Cifton's Cafeteria.

« Enoretta, in bed, wearing a diaphanous negli gee.
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EXT. LAUREL CANYON BLVD. - DAY - SWANN

in his Lincoln, paused at the |light as he heads steeply uphil
from Sunset. He shuffles through the deck of photographs.

» More cheesecake shots of Enoretta.

* Ken and Hideki in front of Mann's Chi nese Theater.

e Hideki in front of the Watts Towers.

e Hideki in front of the Watts Towers, another angle.

« Hideki, his arm w apped around one of the Towers.

FULL ON THE LI NCOLN

As Swann executes a serious high-speed U-turn, across three

| anes of traffic, pointing his car back downhill. As he floors

the accelerator, he steers with one hand, using the other to
renove the fal se noustache.

EXT. WATTS TOAERS - DUSK

Sam Rodi a' s magni ficent, honemade nonunent. dittering spires
fashi oned of smashed crockery, pot shards, bottlecaps, small
mrrors, all enbedded in cenent around an armature of rusted
structural steel.

Swann, sone di stance away, by the abandoned railroad tracks,
keeping a low profile. Using an old, confortable pair of

bi nocul ars, he scans the towers patiently, as if he's been
waiting a long tine, and is prepared to wait a | ot |onger.

A solitary guard | ocks the gate, |ocks the door to the shedlike
Towers Museum gets into an old, battered Canaro.

Now it's just past sundown.

Abruptly a black Honda Prelude SI with tinted wi ndows, black
bunpers, black wheel skirts, slides to a halt in front of the
entrance.

Gondo Ken, in a black karate outfit, gets out of the Honda,
scales the fence with a practiced ease, disappears over the top.
Wthin nonents, Ken is scaling Tower 2.

Swann gets out of his Lincoln, closes the door quietly.
Swann | ooks at the fence, deciding whether to duplicate Ken's

agile leap. Thinking the better of it, he extracts a thin piece
of nmetal fromhis breast pocket, and goes to work on the
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padl ock. As he works the | ock he glances up, fromnonent to
nonent, at the Tower.

SWANN' S POV: what seens to be Ken, still atop the Tower.

The | ock spans open. Swann carefully opens the gate-- Only to
find hinself staring at a barechested Gondo Ken. Staring, in

fact, down the barrel of the nmatte bl ack Heckl er & Koch.

Looki ng

up, to the top of the tower, he realizes that what he's
been | ooking at is Ken's karate shirt, flapping in the w nd.

Ken throws Swann a pair of handcuffs.

Car ef ul

KEN
A taste, if you will, of your own nedicine,
yes? Fasten yourself to the tower please.

y, Ken takes two steps forward, cuffs Swann's ot her
wist to the iron armature.

KEN ( CONT' D)
My apologies. | killed that smarny Frenchnman
when the person | should have killed is you.
| should have done it years ago. In fact, if

nmy father had killed your parents before you
were born, it would have spared the world a
great many tears.

SWANN
I think you are making a m stake.
KEN
Your men kill my father. They |eave ne for

dead. They throw ny |over out the w ndow.
There's a warrant out for ny arrest and ny
best Matsuda sport jacket is in a hotel rooml
can't go back to. Some kind of mstake? |
don't think so.

SVANN
I wish I had knowmn. | woul d have brought your
j acket .

KEN

In the old days, when a man behaved as you
had, we woul d show hi m phot ographs of an
arousing nature. And then, when his penis was
erect, jama thin glass rod down the slit. A
couple of blows with a hammer was sufficient
to shatter that glass rod into hundreds of
smal |, painful fragments. O which the man
woul d be aware, for the rest of his life,
every time he'd urinate. Unless, of course,
he chose to end the agony by cutting off his
own cock.
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Swann, |i stening.

KEN ( CONT' D)
These are not the old days. | wll content
nyself, quite sinply, with your death. And
with the pleasure that you will never get your
hands on the chip, M. Fantonas.

Wth his left hand, Ken holds up a small object, no larger than
atie pin.

SVWANN
My name is Charles Swann. The person you cal
Fant 6mas retired, twenty-five years ago. | am

sorry about your father, whom | never had the
pl easure of neeting, and about your woman
friend. But | had nothing to do with their
deaths, nothing at all.

Wth great contenpt, Ken flings, at his feet, the bl oodstained
FANTOVAS business card with the "0" shot through.

KEN
I had thought you were evil. Now | see what
you really are. Wiich is: a coward.

Squeezing the grips, he cocks the automatic, punping a round
into the chanber.

KEN ( CONT' D)
In the nane of ny father.

Ken takes steady aim Swann gazes inplacably into the face of
hi s assassin.

W hear soneone whistling: the syncopated triplets of the main
theme, Bach's Sixth Cello Suite. A shot rings out. A
ricochet's nasty whine, as a section of the Tower's fragile
nosai ¢ expl odes into dust.

Abruptly Ken falls to the ground, dead-- As Swann stares in
amazement .

Swann | ooks up to see Lem Hardt, snoke wafting upward fromthe
nmuzzle of a CZ-75. Lemwal ks over to the felled body of Gondo
Ken, and prizes fromthe lifeless left hand the snmall object
whi ch cost the lives of Gondo Hideki, Juve, Enobretta, now Ken

Taking his time, Lemturns his gun toward Swann. For the second
tine in less than a m nute, Swann faces the end of the |ine.

LEM
Look at it this way. |If I hadn't shown up
you' d al ready be dead.
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Lemtakes aim But before he can fire, a figure, backlit by the
headl i ghts of a white Rolls Royce, calls out to him

HOLL YWOOD
Hol d.

Hol | ywood wal ks over to the foot of the tower.

SWANN' S POV - A BEARDED FI GURE

his features half-seen in the harsh backlighting.

Swann, squinting, finds the face tantalizingly famliar.

HOLLYWOOD ( CONT' D)
Not vyet.

Hol | ywood chokes: a paroxysm of coughing. Covers his hand with
hi s nout h.

Swann wat ches them wal k away. Sonething in Hollywod' s voice--
and gesture--is frighteningly famliar.

FOLLOWN NG LEM AND HOLLYWOOD

LEM
W take it down to the |ab, have the guys
di ssect it, draw diagranms, put it into
producti on- -

HOLL YWOOD
Wth our own, um "inprovenents," of course.

LEM
O course.

They get into the white Rolls.
SVANN

wat ches as it turns away, north, |leaving the ghetto. And then
he gazes at his own manacl ed hands.

SVANN
(to hinself)
| should be dead. Wy am | not dead?

He gazes at the damage to the tower, where a section of the
crockery nosai c has been bl own away by Lenis hol | ow poi nt
bul | et.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
Vandal s.
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And then Swann, who's been holding his thin |ockpick in his
nmout h, goes to work on the handcuffs.

I NT. SWANN' S KI TCHEN - MORNI NG - SWANN

pouring water through a coffee filter full of freshly ground
beans. W hear the sound of water running somewhere else in the
house. Swann continues pouring with a gentle circular notion,
quite rapt.

Nora enters, hair wet. Swann takes a second bowl fromthe
shel f, heats up sone mlKk.

SWANN
These were your nother's bows. She and her
father used to drink out of them every
norni ng, on the Rue Mouffetard.

Nora begins to read the newspaper.

SWANN (cont' d)
It is a street with cobbl estones, a narket
street, very old, in the fifth arrondi ssenent.
You shoul d go there sone day, take a | ook.

NORA
It's Monday. You always said that the flanne
cakes at Musso's were at their best on
Mondays.

SWANN
| amlittle tired today. | think I will stay
in and read.

Swann pours the mlk and coffee, tw n-handed. And reaches for
t he paper.

SWANN (cont' d)
The young man Eddie. Mre spunk than M.
Killer Bee, but still, too young | think.
Throw hi m back. Here. Your nother's bow .

NORA
| amtwenty-four years old. | make ny own
living. | have a postdoctoral fellowship--
SWANN
--and you do not want nme running your soci al

life.

She | ooks at him
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SWANN (cont' d)
What you do not understand-- How fragile life
is. How vul nerable. Your nother, may she
rest in peace--

Nora flings her coffee bow across the room

NORA
You sit in that goddam chair and all | hear
about - -
(beat)
Mot her. Mot her.

She wal ks qui ckly about the room

NORA (cont' d)
This is Anerica! You can breathe! You can--
Wal k out si de!
(beat)
It's not Sarajevo! It's not--
(spat out:)
Di en Bi en Phu!

CalmMy, deliberately, without any fuss at all, Swann picks up

t he shards of the broken bow, places themon a sheet of
newspaper, trying to nmake themfit. He's good with his hands--
But the fragnents are just too small.

SVANN
If something were to happen to you. | would
never rest.

NORA
Onh, Jesus.

SVANN

A father's duty is to protect his famly.
Someday, you w |l understand this.

NORA
Soneday, when | have children of nmy own?

Swann's eye is caught by sonething in the newspaper.
SWANN' S POV - THE NEWSPAPER, BUSI NESS SECTI ON

A story about industrialist Victor Hollywod, congl onerateur
extraordinaire. Hollywod, the article says, has just tendered
an offer for another company, this one called Infotech, a

m crochi p manufacturing plant in Carson. The photo features
Hol | ywood smiling broadly, waving his raised right hand armin a
"V' of victory.

ON THE PHOTO - CLOSER
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The smiling, bearded face. You can alnost see it silhouetted by
the white Rolls headlights, uttering offhandedly the words that
spared--for that noment--Swann's life.

NORA (cont' d)
supposed have those children, if

And now am |
et ne | eave the house?

you won't
CLOSER ON THE PHOTO
of Victor Hollywod. His gesture: V for victory. V for Victor.

NORA ( CONT' D)
I have to get to work.

SVWANN
I can fix breakfast for myself, thank you

We wat ch Swann's face as he recalls where he | ast saw t hat
particul ar gesture. A few days back, in a downtown all eyway,
the final silent words of Theophile Juve.

On the television nmonitor, the anchorwoman is introducing a
story. Last night's nmurder, it seens. Wth |ive coverage from
the Watts Towers.
SWANN (cont' d)
Just worry about yourself.
I NT. HI DDEN ROOM - DAY - SWANN

Once again anong his Fantdmas objects. The opera cape. The
cane. The classic paraphernali a.

We wat ch himfinger the objects, one by one, as if each one held
its own special poignance.

And then, like a Sanurai preparing for battle, Swann takes up
the black moire silk mask. He waps it around his face, for the
first time in 25 years. It fits, exactly: the mask's slits

coinciding perfectly with his steely eyes, slightly noist now,
gazing into the m ddl e distance.

On a high shelf: the fragments of Céline's broken bow, not
quite fitted together-- Something from another tinmne.
EXT. VICTOR HOLLYWOCD S ESTATE - MALIBU - N GHT

The pl easure done, main entrance. The formal gate, of w ought
iron, has, dead-center, Hollywod' s nonogram a Bauhaus-style
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Fi

Behind a topiary hedge is a very serious electrified fence,
topped with concertina wire, surveilled by video caneras. W
see Swann's Lincoln convertible, top down, enpty, largely
conceal ed by the dense cliffside shrubbery. A little further
along: a snmall hole dug beneath the chain-link. And just
beyond, a bowi ng of the electrified wire, just w de enough
for person to squeeze through.

On the mansion, one wall of which is being scaled by a just
visible figure. Al in black, Fantdénas nmask wapped tightly
around his face, Swann noves from handhold to handhold, slowy
upward. His body is sixty-odd years old; but as if the ring and
the mask granted him a special grace he noves w t hout

hesi tati on.

We begin to hear the sound of VO CES frominside the nansion.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S BOARDROOM - NI GHT

The room from whi ch Hol | ywood conducts his business. One entire
wall is filled, floor to ceiling, with television nonitors. In
the mddle of the roomis a large circular desk of ebony and
rosewood, equipped with built-in phones and termnals. W begin
to get a sense of the reach of Hollywod s enpire.

Around the circunference: three of Hollywod' s nost trusted
associ ates, all eyes directed inward, to the circle's dead
center, in which is a large red leather chair. The dealer's
spot. At the nonent occupied by Victor Hollywod, in a nylon
jogging jacket, terrycloth sweatbands around his wists, |ike
any Beverly Hills nogul working from hone.

On his right hand, in the power spot and not by accident, is LEM
HARDT. To his left is a smarny yes-nman, ELLI Ol WEST. Across
t he tabl e: WARREN S| ROTA, chief wonk, technical division.

HOLL YWOCOD
It would be possible, in this situation, to
get sonething for nothing. To use the
weakness of others to our own clever
advantage. That woul d be the way of the fox.

West grins, perhaps a bit too snmugly, thinking he's won.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
The tines, however--

Lem triunphant.
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EXT. MANSION - N GHT - SWANN

hanging froma rope as he works his way up to a partly open
third-story window There is a light m st of sweat on his face,
as he starts to show exertion for the first tinme.

HOLLYWOCOD ( VO)
--call for the lion.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

S| ROTA
What we have in the vault upstairs is four
generations beyond current Intel product.
Let's call it an 80986: a Novi um

VEST
Forgive nme-- but we can't be the only people
who' I'l be manufacturing this thing.

HOLL YWOOD

Just the first. And the only ones to inplant,
within the CPU itself, sone rather speci al
features.

One of the video nonitors along the far wall is now displaying a
shot of the exterior of the mansion. There is a slight

di sturbance in the video picture, barely discernible, just at
the threshold of what we can perceive.

EXT. MANSI ON - N GHAT

A bl ack-cl ad figure against the black night, lifting hinself,
feet-first, through an upper-story w ndow.

I NT. BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

HOLL YWOOD
We can hide a gigabyte of ROM -our ROMW -
invisibly, wthin.

He begins to pace

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
It tells the CPU to use the sound card as a
m crophone. To nonitors the static deflection
caused by light falling on the CRT. 1In short:
this chip transmts. An eye and ear in every
of fice-- Some bedroons too, | would inmagine.

ol igatory |aughter
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HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
W have a pilot programin place. W' ve put
the ROMin sone five thousand tel evision sets,
nostly hotels. M. Sirota, if you will--
Coul d you access nunmber One one three one?

The nunber clearly was not picked at random Because on the
vi deo nonitors, we can see the picture (blurry) and hear the
sounds (quite clear) of a fat, m ddle-aged man, tied to a bed,
bei ng whi pped by a young wonman in a black | ace bustier.

HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
Each installation currently costs us eighteen
t housand dollars. Wth the chip, twenty-three
cents apiece. "At certain points, a change in
quantity becones a change in quality."
Unquote Karl Marx. O was it Scary Spice? |
get them confused.

oligatory laughter, led by West.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S MASTER BATHROOM - NI GHT

Somewhat snmaller than Dodger Stadium Clean white tile, floor
to ceiling, exercise machi nes, sauna, steam a sunken bathtub
you could do laps in. Swann treads the tiles with an
extraordinarily |light step, making no noi se what soever.

Along the ceiling, at various points, are sound sensors, part of
the al arm system - \Which, one by one, Swann plugs with silly

putty.

On the wall is a framed Sal vador Dali oil painting: nelting
wat ches in a surreal |andscape, encased in Plexiglas against
wat er damage.

Swann notices a video canera in the corner trained directly on
the painting. And turns on the shower, hot, full blast.

I NT. BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

The video display. One of the screens shows the Dali, which
BLURS TO GREY as the condensation fromthe shower m sts up the
| ens.

I NT. THE BATHROOM - AS BEFORE - SWANN

notices a thin beamof |aser-light, at eye level, crossing the
roominches in front of the Dali. Swann thinks for just a
nmonent, then picks up a hand-mirror fromthe sink, and a snal
conpact disc player fromthe bathtub's edge.
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Swann's el egant, capable fingers locate the laser arm bend it
upward. He places the CD player in front of the portrait,
positioning it with suprene care. Wth one confident flourish,
Swann pulls the hand-mirror down into the alarmbeam at a 45°
angl e.

The electric eye at the end of the tiled wall is now receiving
not the alarmbeam but the laser-light fromthe CD, bounced off
of the mrror.

The Dali now unprotected, Swann slides it upwards, to reveal the
dial of a sunken wall safe.

I NT. BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

HOLLYWOOD
There's another feature within the chip which
bears sonme nention. It's the one which

fl ashes sublim nal nmessages to anyone wat ching
tel evision, or working at a personal conputer
You know. EAT AT JOE'S. O maybe, VOTE FOR

VI CTOR

ASSI STANT #2
Contrai ndi cati ons?

Lem shrugs.

ASSI STANT #2 (CONT' D)
Downsi de?

HOLL YWOOD
Vll, this wouldn't exactly be the best tine
for the newspapers to be | ooking into ny past.

I NT. BATHROOM - AS BEFORE - SWANN

has attached an el ectromagnet to the outside of the safe door.
Now he reaches into his black coat for a vial of iron filings,
which he throws at the safe. The filings stick. Now, as
Swann's practiced hands work the conbination |ock, the filings
re-align in conplex noire patterns. Swann is all concentration,
gazing intently at the patterns as they tell himwhich way to
twi st the dial

ON SWANN - TI GHT

just his eyes, through the Fant bmas nask.
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I NT. BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

HOLL YWDCD
The only people who might talk about that, ah,
part of ny history are in this room Wth two
exceptions. The one, as you know, is the
Chancel l or, of, what's that country?

The | aughter cones nore easily now.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
The other is an old, old friend. And in a
manner of speaking--

On the video nonitors: as the bathroom condensati on evaporates
fromthe canera |l ens, we see, quite unm stakably, the figure of
Charl es Swann, bl ack cl othes and bl ack nmask, bent before the
wal | safe

I NT. SECURI TY ROOM - NI GHT

The alarmlights begin to flash. At the big desk PROCTOR
GEORGE, Hol |l ywood's white-haired head of security, whispers
orders into his phone handset.

George's security team-three GOONS in 3-piece pinstripes, with
gold "VH' nedallions pinned to their pockets--pick up their Uzis
and begin to fan out. (lIt's what the Secret Service would | ook
like, if Bijan were el ected President.)

I NT. BOARDROOM - AS BEFORE

HOLL YWOOD
--1"ve already sent for him

The progress of the security team as followed on four different
noni tors.

Hol | ywood i s standi ng now, speaking into a hand-held mke, in
front of the wall of video nonitors, like a rockstar, or a
kar aoke si nger.

HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
(into the m crophone)
Sil ence, gentlenen. Speed, order, silence.
No one shoots, no one gets hurt.
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EXT. CORRIDOR - JUST QUTSI DE THE BATHROOM DOOR

An Uzi, separated from Swann's head by six inches and a wooden
door. Two nore guns, cocked with a thin, nmetallic "click,"
trai ned on the door

I NT. BATHROOM - AS BEFORE - SWANN

wor ki ng the safe. W watch his fingers, and the al nost abstract
display of iron filings, shifting this way and that.

Swann is a nodel of conposure. He is staring at the safe, as if
he could open it by the force of his gaze al one.

Then, as if in response, the safe opens! Inside: A thick stack
of yellow ng envel opes (love letters?) bound in w ne-red ribbon.
An exqui site dianond and pl ati num necklace. And a snall bl ack
chi p--the Novium-the size and shape of a tie tack

Swann grabs the neckl ace.

And changes posture entirely, as if the air had been | et out of
him One nonent before, he was a man of pride and el egance; now
he seens old, and defeated. There is a trenble in his reach as
he takes the chip.

Wth what's left of his energy, Swann reaches up, pulls the
putty fromone of the "hidden" m crophones. Unties his silk
mask, uses it to wi pe the condensation fromthe nonitor canera.
And | ooks directly into the |ens.

I NT. BOARDROOM - THE MONI TORS

all of themnow carrying the same i mage. Swann, repeated and
repeated, 24 pairs of eyes staring balefully down.

SWANN
You son of a bitch

We see himturn his back on the canera in a gesture of utter
contenpt .

| NT. BATHROOM - AS BEFORE - SWANN

wal ks away fromthe camera. And then, in one swift, elegant

sweep, grabs the electromagnet fromthe safe and clanps it to
t he vi deocanera which has been nonitoring him
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I NT. BOARDROOM - THE MONI TORS

Compl ete pointillist static.
HOLL YWOOD
(into the m crophone)
Hol d hi m

I NT. UPSTAIRS CORRIDOR - NI GHT - THE SECURI TY SQUAD

br eaks t he bat hr oom door .

I NT. THE BATHROOM

No Swann. They rush to the open w ndow.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD S MANSI ON - NI GHT

Swann, slowy lowering hinmself by rope down to the lam. A
spotlight hits and hol ds.

Above him the three security guards, guns trained. Bel ow
Proctor Ceorge, his Uzi trained steadily on the descendi ng
figure.

Hol | ywood energes from the mansion.

PROCTOR GECRGE
"No violator lives to talk." Your rule, M.
Hol | ywood.

HOLLYWOOD
Don't be an ass.

George | ooks at Holl ywood. Lowers his gun, wal ks away. Signals
his nen to do the sane.

Swann takes his tine; then, with a flourish, drops the last six
or so feet to the ground, landing like a cat.

CLOSE ON SWANN AND HOLLYWOCD
It's just the two of them now.

HOLLYWOCOD ( CONT' D)
Fant 6nas.

SWANN
Mabuse.
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HOLLYWOOD
Friends call ne Victor.

Swann says not hi ng.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
Cinbing up the sides of buildings. At your
age.
(beat)
You coul d have gotten yourself--

Swann just stares. Hi s face has never been nore full of hatred
than it is at this nonent.

Finally:

SVANN
The neckl ace is the one | gave to Céline on
our anniversary. You have no right to it.

HOLL YWOOD
"Right"?

SWANN
She was wearing it the night she died.

Hol | ywood says not hi ng.

SWANN (cont' d)
When the police pulled her car. Fromthe
bottom of the lake. It was never found.

HOLL YWOOD
| guess | got there first.

SVANN
What could it possibly nean to you?

HOLL YWOOD
The neckl ace for the chip.

Swann holds the chip in his palm contenplates, then hands it
over. Hollywood gives himthe neckl ace.

SVWANN
| owe you not hi ng now.

They | ook at each ot her.

HOLLYWOOD
I mss her too.

The remark is too nuch for Swann to bear. All control gone, he
| eaps on Hol | ywood, hands around the other's neck.
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W have never seen Swann with so little restraint. It is truly
fri ght eni ng.

SWANN
How did she die? Dammt! How did she die?

Wthin nonents, the GUARDS have separated them

Hol | ywood stands there, slightly bruised, breathing heavily,
suppressing his cough. Swann's hair dishevel ed, and his
i npeccabl e starched white shirtfront is mssing a stud.

HOLLYWOOD
You tell ne.

Swann is frozen.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
You wouldn't let her go. You wouldn't |et her
live. She was dying inside and you didn't
even see. And when she nade her choice--

SWANN
| don't want to hear this!

HOLL YWOCOD
You never have.

The two nmen stare at each other for the |ongest while. Proctor
George wal ks slowly up to Hol | ywood.

PROCTOR CGEORGE
My turn?

HOLL YWOOD
No.

Hol | ywood brushes the grass and dirt off his shoulder. His face
is thin, drawn. He's been triunphant in presenting the news to
his associate, victorious against Swann-- But you woul dn't know
it fromhis face, which registers no joy.

Just a dry cough.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
Leave himhis dignity.

FOLLOW NG SWANN
as, courtesy of Hollywod, he wal ks back to his car. He's

[inmping slightly. And his shoul ders have a stoop we've not seen
before. As if, for the first tinme, he's been defeated.
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EXT. HOLLYWOOD MANSI ON - NI GHT - SWANN

@Quns the notor of the '61 Lincoln and zoons off, headi ng south,
down the Pacific Coast Hi ghway.

EXT. PACI FI C COAST H GHWAY - TOWARD DAWN
The Lincoln turns inland, up the w nding roads, toward

Mul hol | and.

I NT. SWANN S SECRET ROOM - DAWN

Swann, taking fromhis watch pocket the mcrochip-- The real
Novi um not the dress-shirt stud he handed to Hol | ywood. He
puts is in the drawer. And lets his fingers run, listlessly,

across the neckl ace. ..

His revery is interrupted by the high whistle--fromthe kitchen
upstairs--of a teakettle.

EXT. NORA'S BEDROOM - DAWN

Swann and Nora, having tea and pastry, eating off a breakfast-in-
bed tray that Swann has carried into his daughter's room He's
dressed; she's still in bed, in a long white flannel nightgown.
Qut si de the wi ndow the sky is blue, the clouds fluffy and white,
the air transparent. One of those days, you understand why
soneone mght want to live in Los Angeles.

She sips at her tea. Then:

NORA
How di d you neet?
SVANN
" How'" ?
NORA
Just-- Just, the "how. "
SVANN
Ahh. Wl .
(beat)

There are many ways of telling the story--

NORA
Tell this one.

SWANN
More tea?
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SWANN (cont' d)
It starts with a book. An extraordi nary book.
Twenty Thousand Leagques Under the Sea. The

first Hetzel edition

. Leather, and gold | eaf,

and each signature sewn by hand. You have
never seen such beautiful work. You | ook at
t he cover, and you know, that the world is

i nside, just waiting

Taking this all in.

to be opened up.

SWANN (cont' d)

| saw it at a bookstall, a bouquiniste, on the
| eft bank of the Seine. | would visit-- Many
times. It was priced fairly, for what it was,

but well beyond the neans of soneone such as

Nora takes a cube of sugar,
drops it carefully into her tea.

lifts it with delicate silver tongs,

SWANN (cont' d)
Then | could stand it no nore. | went back
one day, at closing tine to--

(Choosing his

word careful ly:)

Ohtain the book. And--

(beat)

It was gone. The book to the right, the book
to the left, and in between-- Air.

He | eans back, his eyes | ost

He puts
gesture:

in revery.

SWANN (cont' d)
Al'l the bookseller could tell nme, is that it
had been purchased, a scant hour previous, by
a beautiful, intelligent charm ng young woman.
The nost enchanting woman, he'd ever nmet in

his life.
(beat)

He knew not where she |ived, or what she did--
Nor her |ast nane. Just-- That she call ed

hersel f Céli ne.

his hand on that of his daughter. A small, fugitive
but it's the first tine we've seen them touch.

SWANN (cont' d)

Céline. Six letters.
(beat)

All 1 had to go on

I wandered the city of Paris, nmy mind on fire.

Cél i ne. Céline. At
( MORE)

dawn, scanning the |ines
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SWANN( cont ' d)

at the boul angeries. The nuseuns, the parks,

by day. Twilight, haunting every bohem an

café a woman who | oved Jul es Verne m ght go.
(beat)

Not hi ng.

A beat. Then:

NORA
You | ooked all your life. Circled the globe.
And never found her.
(beat)
"The end."

Swann actual |y | aughs.

SWANN
O course | found-- O course we found each

ot her.

(beat) R
Quai Henri 1V, onthe lle de la Cité. \Were
the Seine splits in two. You | ook up, and you
see the Pont Neuf. You |ook out, and you see--
The world. | was there, beneath the bridge on
nmy way from- An appointnent. It was July.
The skies, as they will, opened up. From
bright sun, to conflagration, in the blink of
an eye.

He | ooks out to the canyons, the city beyond.
SWANN (cont' d)
A young worman, about to get soaked. Me, with
a green unbrella, |arge enough for two. Just

t hat - -
(beat)
Si npl e.

As her father talks, Nora's eyes begin to gleam- To glisten.
Swann's gaze i s el sewhere:

SWANN (cont' d)

We wal ked. | introduced nyself. She
responded in kind. And when she said, just
like that, | still hear it, when she said--
(beat)
Moi, je mappelle Céline.
(beat)
Vell, | knew it was her.

He fusses with his cloth napkin. Wping, with great delicacy,
every last crunb from his nouth.

SWANN (cont' d)
And, of course, it was.
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He | ooks up. To discover that...
...in arestrained and utterly silent way...
... his daughter is crying.

SWANN (cont' d)
Nora. Nora.

She says not hi ng.
The tears fall, silently, down her face.

SWANN (cont' d)
More tea?

A beat. Then:

SWANN (cont' d)
I can-- Show you the book?

ON SVWANN

not realizing that of all the things he could have said...
...this offers, by far, the | east confort.

ON NORA

staring, at her father; and then, past him-

--as, head down, he wal ks out of the room

EXT. SAN JUAN BAUTI STA - DAY

A Catholic mssion in the old style. Fromthe adobe tower, a
bell tolls sonorously.

I NT. SAN JUAN BAUTI STA - DAY

An ol d-style Mssion interior, dark light streamng in through
stai ned-gl ass wi ndows. At the altar, an aged priest, FATHER
BARRAGAN, is reading froma typed nmanuscript.

In the audi ence--perhaps five people. Anobng them Eddie, in a
second- hand bl ack- on- bl ue sharkskin suit, Kennedy-era.

BARRAGAN
--to the rank of Chief Inspector. Not an
honorific given lightly. And what did
Theophil e Juve do with this lofty position?
Did he accept the quotidian graft which, in
( MORE)
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BARRAGAN( cont ' d)

t hat day, was the daily bread of the
inspector? Did he | ook the other way?

He shakes his head bal eful ly: no.

BARRAGAN (cont ' d)
Instead, he selflessly devoted his life to the
pursuit of those spidery crimnals too
dangerous, too evil for others to pursue. The
i nsidious Fu Manchu. The hei nous Mabuse. And
per haps bl ackest of all, Fantodnas.

Nora, dressed in black, enters the church tentatively. And
seats herself in the back row.

BARRAGAN (cont ' d)
Many times he canme near to neting out the
justice these archcrimnals so richly
deserved. In 1961, he did what no ot her
pol i ceman, before or since, has ever done: he
appr ehended Fant6mas. That villain's
subsequent escape--fromthe very neckrest of
the guillotine--in no way casts shadow upon
Theophi | e Juve's uni que achi evenent.

Barragan takes a hasty gulp froma glass of "water." Eddie
| ooks back to see Nora.

BARRAGAN (cont ' d)
After his retirement fromthe Sireteé
Nati onal e, Theophile Juve made his honme in Los
Angel es, where his generosity and sunny
di sposition brightened the day of all those
wi th whom he cane in contact. Never one to
dwel | on the past, this man, this father, this
citizen--

EXT. SAN JUAN BAUTI STA - DAY

As eight hired pall bearers carry the coffin containing the
remai ns of Theophile Juve down to the cenetery. Behind them
the nourners, all three of them Eddie, Nora, and Father
Bar r agan.

NORA
| cane because ny father wouldn't.

Eddi e says not hi ng.

One of the pallbearers, a frail old man, seens to stunble.
Eddi e taps himon the shoul der, takes his place. As he steps
aside, we see that the frail old man is, in fact, THE DOCTOR

NORA ( CONT' D)
These priests are always so-- Florid.
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Eddi e hands Barragan an envel ope full of noney. Barragan hands
Eddi e the typescript.

EDDI E
| wote it.
NORA
(genui ne:)
|"msorry--
EDDI E

The way | ook at he-- He should get the kind
of speech he woul d have want ed.

NORA
VWhat was all that arch-crimnal stuff? Al
that-- Mabuse? Fantoénas?

EDDI E

You don't know, do you?
Nor a shakes her head.
They wal k, three steps, in silence. Then:

NORA
Are you okay?

EDDI E
I"mfine.

NCRA
Are you- -

EDDI E
I'"mfine.
(beat)
You know how t hey say, he was like a father to
me? Well, ny father--
(beat)
He wasn't.

She | ooks at him Takes his hand. Presses it.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
Do you ever mniature golf?

As he tal ks, we notice the pallbearer directly in front of
Eddi e.

EDDI E (cont' d)
There's a really great course out at Oxnard.
One side is castles--
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An old man, with a fully white beard and a bl ack flat-brinmred
hat whi ch covers nost of his face.

EDDI E (cont' d)
--the other: windmlls.

We can see what Eddie can't: that the pallbearer is M. Charles
Swann.

EXT. GRAVESI TE - DAY

By the side of the grave is M. Victor Hollywood, thin and pal e.
He's surrounded by three bodyguards and a video crew. As the
funeral cortege approaches, Hollywood is nmaki ng good eye cont act
with the | ocal news reporter

HOLL YWDOCD
Wien | cane to this town, | did not know a
soul in California. And thanks to the
ki ndness of ordinary citizens, |ike Mster
Juve, may he rest in peace, | was able to

begin to do business. Wen there was no
reason to give nme the tinme of day, Mster Juve
paid attention. Today, it would be just as
easy to stay hone, gaze at the Pacific. But
he was there for nme, and nowit's my turn to
cone through for him..

The pal | bearers approach. As he catches sight of Holl ywood,
Swann's face, beneath the fal se beard, tightens with tension.

The Doctor whispers in Swann's ear.

THE DOCTOR
We have our rules about funerals. Al ways
have. You know t hat.

Swann says not hi ng.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
Besides, it would be suicide.

ON THE GRAVE

As they |l ower the casket into the ditch. Father Barragan takes
another gulp fromhis flask, recites his prayers in Latin.
Hol | ywood bows his head. Swann throws a small bouquet of red
roses on top of the casket, which is quickly covered up with a
spadeful of dirt. Soon nothing is visible of the remains of
Theophi | e Juve.

Hol | ywood lingers with the news reporters.
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HOLL YWDCD
Hey, Larry. Here's one. Frenchman wal ks into
a bar. He says, "What eez eet, ze polar
bear?" Bartender says--

Swann, hearing Hol |l ywood, m sses a step.

One by one, the nourners wal k off. Except for Eddie and Nora,
who wal k of f together.

EXT. PACI FI C COAST H GHWAY - DAY

Nora's Vol vo, headi ng south.

I NT. NORA'S VOLVO - DAY

Nora driving, Eddie, feet up on the dash, |ooking for a good
station on the radio. He finds one--loud rock'n'roll--but it's
clear, fromthe expression on Nora's face, that she doesn't I|ike
it. Eddie listens until the chorus, then turns it down.

EDDI E
You don't like it.
NORA
No.
Finally:
EDDI E

He chopped up everything in nmy goddam pl ace- -

NORA
That's f at her.

EDDI E
--except for the guitar

NORA
Good thing you both |ike nusic.

I NT. CLIFTON S CAFETERI A - DAY

A cavernous cafeteria in downtown LA, conplete with indoor
waterfall, a stuffed noose, and a fairy-tale cottage overl ooki ng
the imtation forest. The custoners have seen better days.
Swann and The Doctor fit right in.

SWANN
You call npe sentinental? What were you doi ng
t here?
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Payi ng respects. And protecting an old
friend.

SWANN
| can take care of nyself just fine, thank
you.

THE DOCTOR

Can you? Can you scale walls? Do you speak
Japanese? Wbuld you know what to do with a
Novi um chip were one to fall into you hands?

SWANN
| can scale a wall.

The Doctor stirs his tea.

SWANN (cont' d)

And if the Noviumwere to fall into ny hands,

I would know what to do with it.

THE DOCTOR
VWhich is?

SVWANN
I would enfold it within the petals of the

reddest rose | could find. And | would take

that rose and place, it, with others of its
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ki nd, on the grave of the only man | have ever

been able to trust.

THE DOCTOR
You nean pol i ce- man.

The Doctor rises with the help of a banboo cane. He wal ks

swiftly towards the door.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
In ny office. Wen you came to consult ne.

gave you a warni ng about stupidity. | give it
to you again. A third warning is sonething

woul d not give, not even to ny nother. Not
even to ny grandnother, who was the nost

talented, intelligent, graci ous woman who ever

wal ked the face of the earth.

EXT. SWANN S HOUSE - DAY

The garden, in bright sunlight. One of those days,
under st and why peopl e noved to Los Angel es.

NORA

when you
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in her white entonol ogical garb, watching a wolf spider spin a
web, segnment by segnent, around a dual octagonal arnature.

NORA (VO
Spiders may craw quite a distance, severa
mles, before finding food. The successful
forager returns, and spins a news kind of web,
very specific. It's a figure eight, a
di agonal run with a loop to either side.

She makes notations, in her notebook, captioning her drawings in
[ ucid, Palner-nethod script.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)

A web of-- Direction. Enabling his brothers
to locate the prey. Enabling them- To
survi ve.

(beat)

But how? How does the special web tell them
whi ch way, and how far to go?

NORA' S POV
The | argest WOLF SPIDER, in the center of the web.

NORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
I once said to ny father, | asked him "Wy

are you retired?" | said, "Mst nen, at
sixty, are still working." He |ooked at ne.
And he sai d:

The spider spins out his signal.

NORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
"Mbst men, at sixty, are dead. Have been.
Al their lives."

Nora. Watchi ng.

NORA (cont' d)
Then he stopped, as if he'd--
(beat)
Heard his own voi ce.

EXT. EDDIE'S ALLEYWAY - DAY

Eddie's car, the primer-gray Trans-Am is propped up on concrete
bl ocks: one very cool paperwei ght. RUBEN GONSALVES, 6'2", 270
pounds, has a friendly but authoritative arm around Eddie's
shoul ders.
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EXT. DELONGPRE STREET - DAY - RUBEN S PI CKUP TRUCK

cruises slowmy down a run-down residential street, just bel ow
Sunset, between Hi ghl and and Cahuenga, in the heart of

Hol | ywood' s random nurder district. Ruben is driving, Eddie's
riding shotgun. The back of the pickup is filled with wire-nesh
grocery carts. A bunper sticker reads:

HOW AM | DRI VI NG?
DI AL 1-800- EAT-SHI T

Ruben scans the sidewal ks for bounty. Seeing sonething, he
sl ams on the brakes.

RUBEN
Let's make noney.

Wth a great show of reluctance, Eddie drags his tired ass out
of the cab. He grabs a shopping cart that's sitting idly on the
sidewal k, hoists it up into the back of the pickup, gets back in
t he cab.

EDDI E
How cone you al ways drive?
RUBEN
Because it's ny truck. How conme you al ways so

| azy?

Ruben stops the truck again, waiting for Eddie to notice another
Ral ph's cart. It takes a while.

RUBEN ( CONT' D)
You sl ow today, dude.

Ruben extends his arm magi sterially to the cart Eddi e seens bent
on ignoring. Ruben stares himdown. Finally Eddie junps out of
the cab, and wangles the cart.

EDDI E
(shouti ng)
Ruben? Can | borrow the truck tonight, ny
car's a little out of tune you know- -

Ruben, in the cab of the pickup, has heard this before. Many
tinmes.

RUBEN
(to hinself)
Fucki ng white boys with their fucking nuscle
cars.

The truck turns left on Las Pal mas, past a bunch of run-down
Hol | ywood bungal ows. There are sone little kids playing in the
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street. They have captured a large spider, put it in a zip-loc
sandwi ch bag. Now they are perform ng a science experinent,
attenpting to fry the inprisoned spider with a magnifying gl ass.

EXT. EDDIE' S STREET - DAY
As the pickup turns down the alleyway.

EDDI E
And then we play mniature golf, right? She's
never even played before. Mist have been
begi nner's luck or sonething, because--

Eddi e sees sonething at the end of the alleyway. A black 1961
Li ncol n convertible, top down.

EDDI E (cont' d)
--Shit!

RUBEN
'S ' matter, dude?

EDDI E
Her f at her.

Eddie | eaps fromthe truck. Runs down the alley, away fromthe
car. And smack into the waiting M. Swann.

Ruben expertly backs the truck out toward the street.

RUBEN
(to hinself)
In all probability--
(beat)
--didn't even get laid.

I NT. EDDIE'S PLACE - DAY

A ness, as usual.

EDDI E
You remenber sonething you forgot to smash?

Swann shakes hi s head.

EDDI E (cont' d)
| didn't touch her! | swear!

SVANN
You under stand conput ers?

EDDI E
Yeah.
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Swann throws hima roll of silvered gaffers tape, fast. Eddie
catches it, one handed.

SWANN

Can you handle a roll of tape?
EDDI E

You bet .
SWANN

| got sonme work for you. Pays better than
wrangling grocery carts.

EDDI E
How nuch better?

EXT. SAN JUAN BAUTI STA - NI GHT - SWANN AND EDDI E

crouched behi nd an adobe buttress. Eddie is dressed in bl ack
denins and a black Nine Inch Nails T-shirt; Swann in his bl ack
evening tail coat.

Eddi e | ooks at hi s watch.

EDDI E
| feel |ike an asshol e.

SVANN
Pati ence. The nost difficult art, as ny
friend The Doctor keeps rem nding ne. But
he'll show. And when he does--

Swann hands Eddie a matte bl ack automatic pistol.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
You know how to use this?

EDDI E
O course.

SWANN
It's a Heckler & Koch. You squeeze the
handgrips to put the first round into the
chanber .

EDDI E
Absol utely.

SWANN
Its owner was the man | believe you net,
briefly, in the Café. The one who sang
"Heartbreak Hotel ."
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EDDI E
Did you kill hinP

A beat. Then:

SWANN
He |ived by the Yakuza code, and was not
wi t hout honor. Your obligation is to use his
handgun wi th respect.

The sound of an approaching car. Swann and Eddi e stare down the
roadway; and soon enough, the white Rolls Silver Shadow pulls up
in front of the m ssion col onnade.

The driver, as Swann expected, is LemHardt. He is alone. He
gets out of the car, a shovel in his right hand, and nmakes his
way to the cenetery.

Swann waits until Lemstarts to dig. Then he and Eddie
approach. Eddie trains the gun.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
The handgun that's pointed at you bel onged to
Gondo Ken. 1'msure that the bullet in the
chanber has your nane on it.

LEM
Let me get on the phone. |I'mvery |iquid.
One call to Geneva and you wal k out of here
with a truly astonishing fortune.

SWANN
Keep digging. A couple feet to your left.
LEM
You need an assistant? Ditch the kid. [|I'm
ten tines better than he'll ever be. | know

it and you know it.
(gesturing towards Eddie)
He knows it.

The | ook on Eddie's face as he realizes that Lemis right, on
all counts.

SWANN
Alittle deeper, please, and nore to the left.
Juve's grave is big enough for two. But it
woul d hardly be right to ask himto share it,
with you, for the rest of eternity. Hardly
right at all.

LEM
You want to kill me? Okay. Kill ne.
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SWANN
That cones | ater.

A cruel smle plays across Swann's face. And he begins to
whistle the theme, fromBach's Sixth Cello Suite.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
Let us wal k.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Victor Hollywood, in his dressing gown, propped up in an

adj ustabl e hospital -style bed. He presses the volune control on
the renote, and the roomis filled with sounds: Swann's
rendition of the cello suite. And three sets of footsteps.

LEM (VO
(filtered)
| die? | die. Fuck you
SWANN (VO
(filtered)

One foot in front of the other. That's al
you have to think about.
I NT. M SSI ON TONER STAI RCASE - N GHT

Lemi s hands are taped behind his back. Swann is holding the gun
now, and |leading Lemup to the top of the tower. Eddie foll ows.

They push open the hatch to the belltower craw space.

I NT. BELL TOWER - NI GHT

At Swann's direction, Eddie is behind Lem upside down, to the
cl apper of the large bell. Eddie, showing a giddy enthusiasm
crisscrosses Lemwith gaffer's tape, as if |acing a sneaker.

LEM S POV - THE TONER, THE CLEAR NI GHT SKY, UPSI DE- DOMN

And the massive wall of the bell, just feet in front of him
SWANN
(to Eddie)
I want you to go downstairs. And grab hold of
t he rope.

Eddi e, carried away by the nonent, bounds enthusiastically down
t he crawl space hatch. Swann and Lem are quite al one.
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SWANN ( CONT' D)
| have not bothered a soul for twenty-five
years. | want to know why you woul d not |et
me continue to live ny life in peace.

LEM
Victor's deci sion.

SWANN
Wy ?

LEM

W' re about to enbark on sonething anbitious.
The world in a bottle. The stopper in
Victor's right hand. You know Victor. Know
who he is. Could ruin it for us.

SVWANN
(yelling down to Eddie)
Pul I'!

Lem starts to sw ng.
SWANN ( CONT' D)

(to Lem
If that's all you' d wanted, |1'd be dead by

now. The truth, M. Hardt.
LEM S POV - THE BELL

com ng nearer, farther, nearer, |andscape stream ng dizzily in
t he background.

LEM
He wanted you to cone out and fight.
SWANN
(to Eddie)
Mor e!
LEM

He said to ne, "The trouble with Swann is, you
can't defeat a broken man."

SVANN
(to Eddie)
Hol d!

Lem conti nues swinging, in snaller arcs.

LEM
Let ne go and we'll talk.

Swann shakes hi s head: no.



LEM (cont' d)
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Victor wanted to nake you pay. For what you

did to Céline.

SVWANN
I don't understand.

LEM
For not letting go. 'Til she had no roomto
breathe. 'Til the only place she could drive

was off the edge of a cliff.

SWANN
What busi ness of fucking Victor's?

LEM

Are you blind? You were nmarried to the wonan
and you didn't know a thing about her, did

youl!
Wth a terrible, ferocious glee:

LEM (cont' d)
They were | overs!

SWANN
(to Eddie)
Pull dammit! Pull hard and don't stop
LEM
Kill me, but it will not change a thing.
SWANN
You are a liar and a dead nan.
(to Eddie)

Har der

The cl apper gazes the edge of the bell, which rings, somewhat

tentatively.

LEM
You saw the | etters!

The bell rings again, alittle nore |oudly.
seem once nore, to dimnish. Silence.

LEM ( CONT' D)
(intimately)

And then the arcs

You're lying. You're lying to yourself.

(beat)
And you know it.

SWANN
(to Eddie)
Pull, dammt! What's the matter.
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EDDI E

Unable to pull the rope.

SVANN

gi ves Lem one | ast contenptuous glance. And nakes his way down
t he staircase

| NT. BELLTOWER BASE - AS BEFORE

As Swann arrives.

EDDI E
He' || die.

SWANN
That is the idea.

EDDI E
I've never killed anyone.

Swann's rage--at Lem at Eddie, at hinself--cannot be contai ned.
He grabs Eddi e, shoves him aside, sending himbrutally across
the stone floor. Then grabs the rope, pulling up, and down,
with all his weight.

Swann is riding the rope now, gripping for life, face frozen in
a wld grinace.

The bell rings. A long wait. Then a rhythm c clang, |ouder
this tine. And then a dull, sickening thud.

And anot her.

SWANN' S SHI RTFRONT

gl eaming white, abruptly stained with the blood of Lem Hardt.
Anot her thud.

Swann tunbles to the floor, spent. Eddie, still w nded,
catching his breath a few feet to Swann's right.

EXT. SAN JUAN BAUTI STA - N GAT

The white Rolls Royce Silver Shadow, |icense plate ME I N M.
Covered now with a fine spray of red.

The bl ack 1961 Lincoln, two passengers, pulling out, heading
back toward LA.
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EXT. MJULHOLLAND DRI VE - N GHT - THE LI NCOLN

navigating the curves. Fromtine to tinme there is a break in
the road frontage, and they turn a curve to see, sudden and
unexpected, the nighttinme city laid out before them

Swann, driving. Eddie, in the passenger seat. Spattered with
dirt and blood. And nothing to say to each other.

On i mpul se, Swann punches the radio button. The nusic conmes up,
| oud, and a vocalist is howing.

VA CE
(on the radio)
When there's no future, how can there be sin?/
We're the flowers in your dustbin/ W're the
poi son in your human machine/ W're the
future: NO FUTURE!

Swann's bl ack nmood begins lift a bit, and he gently taps his
hand agai nst the steering wheel, keeping tinme. Eddie cannot
hel p but be charned.

ON EDDI E

wat ching this well-dressed ol der man, nouthing the words faintly
as he drives.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S BEDROOM - AS BEFORE - NI GHT

Hol | ywood, propped up in bed, playing with the renote to his
digitized sound sanpler. Shuttling backward and forward,
i solating a phrase here, a phrase there.

LEM (VO
(filtered)
Victor wanted to nake you pay. Make you pay.
For what you did to Céline. To Ceéline.
Cél i ne.

SWANN (VO
(filtered)
What busi ness of fucking Victor's? O fucking
Victor's? Fucking Victor's.

LEM ( VO)
(filtered)
Lying to yourself. Lying. Lying.

Strangely, a faint smle flickers across his face as he listens
to the last words of his right-hand man.
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Hol | ywood reaches for the phone. He lifts it up with great
effort, as if the receiver weighed several pounds.

HOLL YWOCOD
(into the phone)
Call West, call Sirota. Tell themthat Lenue
Hardt, |like a son to ne-- Tell them Lenuel
Hardt, his work is done.

Hol | ywood barely nanages to hang up before he is racked with a

paroxysm of dry, painful coughing. The light of day is just
beginning to filter through the w ndow.

I NT. SWANN S SECRET ROOM - DAWN

Swann in his silk dressing robe, Eddie still in T-shirt and
denims. Both inhaling Cal vados from huge crystal snifters.
SVWANN
You were born-- when?
EDDI E
May ' 77.
Swann grins.
SVWANN

Twenty-three years before you were born
Dien Bien Phu. You ve seen-- Nothing quite
like it.

(beat)
I was amazed, stunned, just to be alive. And
not the slightest fucking idea what to do with
t hat fact.

(beat)
Back in Paris, they sent ne to La Santé
prison, told me to prepare it for the arriving

prisoners. It was, in theory, deserted. But
down in the sub-basenent, in the very | ast
cell, was an old man. Name of Fant dnas.

Swann hands Eddie a cigar, which Eddie lights, and nmakes the
m st ake of inhaling. Wen the coughing subsides:

SWANN (cont' d)
Taught ne things. Quite a lot, really. How to
wal k. How to clinb.

(beat)
Di sgui se.
(beat)
How to get in and out. How to be seen, how

not to.

Swann lights up, drifts into reverie.
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SWANN (cont' d)
He showed ne another |ife that coul d be nine.

Swann | ooks into the m ddl e di stance.

SWANN (cont' d)
Died in ny arns. Gave ne his ring. Rest is

hi story.
EDDI E
(softly)
Wow.
SVWANN

Found nyself working, time to time, with an
outfit called The Spiders. M. The Doctor.

Vi kt or Mabuse. Calls hinself Victor Holl ywood
now. Appropriate. Sold everyone out, saved
his own skin. Doesn't really matter. Wen we
were together-- The brother | never had.

EDDI E
Mabuse. Is he going to kill us now?

SVWANN
Everyone dies, Eddie. And the fear of death--
It is aterrible thing. |If | teach you

not hing el se. Look what that fear did to your
father. To Viktor. Even--

Wth his eyes, Swann follows the cigar snoke. Up to the shelf,
to the fragnents of Céline's bow, not quite repaired.

SWANN (cont' d)
--to ne.

Eddi e says nothing. Finally:

EDDI E
Now we sit here and-- Wait? Tin ducks? Tin
fucki ng amusenent park ducks?

SVANN
I amclose to those things which confort ne.
Near my books. Anobng ny nenories. You are a
young man with your life, it seens, in front
of you.

Swann gestures toward the door.

SWANN (cont' d)
It's me he wants. You'll be safe.
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Eddi e just stares, not understanding why this sixty-year-old

man, who scales walls, who likes rock'n'roll, who kills peopl e,
has becone so sullen, so passive, so-- Defeated.
EDDI E

G eat. Nora cones hone. "Dad?" No dad.
Just a body, one the floor.

(beat)
That is how you show your |ove for your
daught er ?
SWANN

If she is ny daughter.

Eddi e al nost doesn't know what Swann is tal king about. He
stares at Swann, not getting through.

There is nothing he can do to break the nood. Finally:

SWANN ( CONT' D)
o.

Eddi e stands up.

SWANN (cont' d)
And take her with you.

Swann doesn't nobve. He stares off into space. It doesn't | ook
as if he will ever nove.
EDDI E

What the fuck is wong with you?

SWANN
Every once in a while, you see too nuch.
Cannot forget. Cannot go hone.
(beat)
It will do sonething to a man.

EXT. WOODROW W LSON DRI VE - DAY

Eddi e, driving Ruben's pick-up, forty Ralph's carts in the back.
Nora, in a flannel nightgown, still half asleep, still clutching
her stuffed bear, is in the passenger seat.

EDDI E
He's given up. He doesn't want to live
anynore.

NORA
He hasn't wanted to live for twenty years.

EDDI E
Maybe. But now- They're going to kill him
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NORA
They?

EDDI E
Hol | ywood.

NORA
Hol | ywood?

EDDI E

Vi kt or Hol | ywood.

NORA
W know t his?

EDDI E
W know t his.

He | ooks at her.
She stares straight ahead.

NORA
It's not one of those things, where we can--
(beat)
Call the police?

I NT. SECRET ROOM - DAY

As Swann stares off into space, sonething seens to brighten
behind his eyes. Slowy at first-- And then he smiles, as if
he's made a deci si on.

He gets up fromthe chair and, rummagi ng through his drawers,
gathers material .

Singing to hinself, an expression of weird contentnment on his
face, Swann pours gasoline on the floors, on the walls--

SWANN
(singing; to hinself)
"Stretching his i mense shadow, across Paris
and across the world, who is this grey-eyed
spectre, rising fromthe mst? Fantonas,
could it be you, lurking anong the rooftops?”

Pouring deftly, fromthe wist, as if sautéing nmushroons.

I NT. TRUCK - AS BEFORE

NORA
WIl you just tell nme what's going on?
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Eddi e puts his arm around her shoul ders, takes a deep breath.

EDDI E
Your father used to be a-- A jewel thief.
Nanmed Fant6mas. The one ny father never
caught .
NORA
Your father--
(beat)

Was chasing ny father

EDDI E
More than half his life.

NORA
But they were friends--

Eddi e just shakes his head.

NORA ( CONT' D)
Who' s Hol | ywood?

EDDI E
Hol | ywood used to be Mabuse and Charl ey used
to be Fantomas and Hol | ywood killed my father

and wants to kill your father and probably ne
too-- And your father seens to have j ust
gi ven up.

At once, Nora feels very far from hone.

NORA
We have to help him

Eddi e thinks about this for along tinme. Finally he seens to
have made up his mnd; and he swings the truck around in an
abrupt, screeching U-turn.

They are on Wodrow W I son, headi ng back toward the Swann house.
They head up a steep incline, the hill just before the house.

At once the sky seens a bright, an unnatural orange. A second
| ater, they hear the roar of flames.

Eddi e sl ans on the brakes.

He and Nora junp out of the truck, scranble up to the top of the
i ncline.

They see the house, afire, conpletely out of control.

An expl osion slans them back toward the truck
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The expl osi on rocks the ground, rocks the truck. Its rear gate
pops open. And, one by one, the forty Ralph's carts begin
maki ng their way downhill.

Eddi e grabs one, then another; Nora piles in; but there are just
two people, and so many carts--

They stare hel plessly at the explosion and reflexively--because
it's the only thing they can do--grab for the carts. As if it
woul d change anyt hi ng.

And then Eddi e and Nora grab each other, enbrace, hold.

And eventually turn away fromthe flanmes, still |icking the sky,
to the procession of carts, naking their noisy way down Lookout
Mount ain Pass, to the city bel ow

EDDI E
It's going to be all right.

He does not sound as if he believes what he is saying.

They cling to each other, and do not |let go. Both of Nora's
arns are tightly around Eddie. One hand grasps his shoul der;
t he other, her stuffed bear.

EXT. INFOTECH - NI GHT - TO ESTABLI SH

A formfollows-function manufacturing plant, all ducts and
pi ping, in Orange County. On the horizon: oil refineries,
pi pes, snokest acks.

I NT. I NFOTECH - NI GHT

Hol | ywood, Persol sungl asses on a string around his neck,

wal king with Elliot West. As they nmake their way along the

nautical-railing catwal k, they | ook down at the silicon chip
assenbly line. Sone fifty enployees, nostly Asian, nostly

wonen, working the |obster shift.

HOLL YWOOD
Get nme Nora Swann.

VEST
Do you think she knows where old Charley hid
t he chip?

HOLL YWOOD

I''m sure she doesn't.

WEST
| don't follow
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HOLL YWOCD
Bring ne the daughter, Elliot. If we have
her, Swann'l| do what we want. Put nobney on
it.

VEEST

What if he's dead, sir?
Hol | ywood shr ugs.

VEEST (cont' d)
| suppose we shoul d make arrangenents for Lem

HOLL YWOOD
Did Lem have any famly?
VEST
No he did not.
HOLL YWOOD
Call Forest Lawn, noney no object, but
tasteful, stress tasteful. And nake a

donation in ny name to the County nuseum
Substantial donation. Wat we want: The
Lenuel Hardt Collection. Let the nuseum make
t he announcenent. Also full-page obit in the
trades, name and dates, plain black border,

| ess-is-nore.

VEST
Yes, sir.
HOLL YWOOD
How many two-ways do we have online?
VEST
Fi ve thousand ten. Covering sone fifty
hot el s.
HOLL YWOOD
Scan themall. | want the daughter.
VEST
Yes, sir.
HOLL YWOOD
Forget "sir." Victor. You should call ne
Vi ctor.
VEST
Victor. Well. | wanted to express ny

personal condol ences. Lemwas al ways- -
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HOLL YWOOD
(cutting himoff)
It could happen to you.

I NT. THE DOCTOR S OFFI CE - DAY - THE DOCTOR

is wth a patient: a thin Chinese man who is sitting, shirt off,
on the crunchy white paper of The Doctor's old | eather

exam nation table. The Doctor holds a stethoscope to various
poi nts on his chest.

THE DOCTOR
(i n Chinese)
Deep breath. And out. And in. And out.

A man with a shaven head and a powerful build, wearing a striped
seaman's jersey, bursts through the door, followed closely by
The Doctor's Secretary.

SECRETARY
(i n Chinese)
I amsorry and ashaned. | could not restrain
hi m
THE DOCTOR
(i n Chinese)

In no sense is this your fault.

(to the patient)
My deepest apol ogies for the interruption of
your exam nation. If you would indul ge ne
while | attend to a matter of urgency, | would
be eternally in your debt.

The secretary and the patient | eave. The westler closes the
door behind him The Doctor sits behind his teak desk, again
i npressively bare, save the nysterious apothecary jar.

Though the disguise is a good one, we can tell, now that the
deckhand is none other than Charles Swann.

THE DOCTOR ( CONT' D)
The last tine you were in this room Dd I
not say sonething about patience? And when we
nmet in that cafeteria-- Wat did | say to you
t hen?

SVANN
About the chip. You, ny friend, you betrayed
a confidence.

THE DOCTOR
You neant ne to.
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Swann realizes that The Doctor is, once again, absolutely
correct.

SWANN
| have this problem doctor. |[|'ve been
wal ki ng around for twenty years with a
desperate need and | only just realized it
t hi s norning.

THE DOCTOR
| believe | warned you, repeatedly, about
stupidity. | was stupid once. It was in the

International Settlenment of Shanghai, when the
Japanese invaded, and ny stupidity caused ne
to be captured.

He |ights his pipe.
THE DOCTOR (cont' d)

They had way of dealing with enemes. It
involved a man's private parts, and a thin
gl ass rod- -

Swann | ooks at him

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
You are fam liar, then, with the choices
presented to man upon whomthis has been
practi ced.

Swann nods.

THE DOCTOR (CONT' D)
| have never been good about physical pain.
Even with the opium it was not sonething |
could bear. A week later, in a basenment in

t he French Concession, | surgically renoved ny
own peni s.
SWANN
I am genuinely sorry.
THE DOCTOR
I have not missed it. It is an anmazing thing

what one can acconplish, once one decides to
| eave one's pain behind.

He taps the apothecary jar. The object wthin noves
fractionally, floating within the formal dehyde.

THE DOCTOR (cont' d)
| keep this here, as a rem nder of what has
been taken fromne. And what has not. It has
becone, for me, quite a source of inspiration
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Swann tries not to stare at the jar.

SVANN
Still. Stupid or not. | need your help. And
your protection.

The Doctor relights his pipe.
THE DOCTOR
Anyt hi ng el se?
I NT. THE SAHARAN MOTEL - AFTERNOON - EDDI E AND NORA

fully dressed, on the bed of a tacky econony hotel roomon the
ass end of Sunset Strip, near La Brea.

There is a television set in the corner, its tube facing
directly toward the bed.

EDDI E
It's not fair. You have your stuffed bear. |
don't even have a guitar

NORA
Are you in a band?
EDDI E
Was.
(beat)
Went on tour once.
(beat)

Third on the bill to a power trio. dd guys,
in tights and eyeliner.

NORA
What made you stop?
EDDI E
| didn't want to nove up
NORA
What' d you do then?
EDDI E
Conputer stuff. Hacking.
NORA
Any good at it?
EDDI E
Enough.
NORA

Way' d you stop?
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Eddi e says not hi ng.

NORA ( CONT' D)
Then?

Eddi e gets up fromthe bed, and starts lining the floor with
sheets of crunpl ed newspaper.

EDDI E
Tell ne about your-- Spiders.

NORA
Signals. Wbs. Hieroglyphics, really. \Were
the food is. Were danger lurks. Near, far.
Wi ch direction.

Eddi e | eans back. They are al nost touching.

EDDI E
Anyway .

Nora says not hi ng.

EDDI E (cont' d)
Anyway what are you thinking?

NORA
I"mthinking that you' re just as pigheaded as
ny father.
Eddi e | eans over.

NORA (cont' d)

But - -
(beat)
- - maybe- -
They ki ss.
NORA (cont' d)
Cuter.

Slowy, they begin to nake | ove.

Wt hin nonents:

Nora's clothes are off and Eddie's clothes are off and they
slide against each other in a tangle of |inbs, bodies,
intuitions. Discovering each other-- Discovering parts of
t hensel ves | ong kept secret.

In their heat, Eddie and Nora are so fully absorbed that they do
not hear--as we do--the opening of the door..

...or the crunching of the newspaper.
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EDDI E TURNS H S HEAD

to see Elliot West and three of Hollywood' s security GOONS.
They're pointing their silenced Czech autonatics.

VEST
"Mster and Ms. Smth." Oiginal.

Nora pulls a sheet over her body. Eddie noves to protect her.
VEEST (cont' d)
I'd bet you could not produce a nmarriage
i cense.

The goons guffaw.

EDDI E
You touch her and you're dead.

More | aughter.
EDDI E (cont' d)

Leave her alone and I'Il tell you where you
can find the chip.

VEST
| don't do business with asshol es.
(to Nora)
Get dressed, lady. You' re comng home wth
us.
NORA

Coul d you-- turn your backs?

WEST
Not a chance.

Eddi e CHARGES him One goon gives hima clout with the butt-end
of the pistol. Like a naddened bull, Eddie rises, charges, head
first, at West. Two of the goons knock him back to the ground,
ki cking himviciously, in the kidneys, and in the head.

Nora | ooks on in horror.

NORA
You don't have to do that.
WEST
We don't have to. W want to.
(beat)

Put your clothes on.

Beneath the sheet, Nora wiggles into her clothes. Eddie, out
cold, lies on the floor, curled up into a ball. Hi s blood
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stains the carpet. One of the goons gives himanother kick for
good neasure...

... but Eddi e does not respond.

I NT. YEE MEE LOO RESTAURANT - NI GHT

A nondescri pt downtown Chi nese restaurant: Form ca tables,
fluorescent lights. A few diners, all Chinese, are eating rice
and si ppi ng soup when: BANG through the doors cone three goons,
West, Hol | ywood, three nore goons. All carrying Uzis.

The goons charge through the restaurant, through the kitchen,
down a flight of stairs, into the nmen's room The goons shove
agai nst one of the stalls, which opens, revealing another down
staircase.

W FOLLOWthem down three flights, along a dark, narrow
corridor. Down a steep spiral staircase. Down into:

I NT. UNDERGROUND CI TY - NI GHT - VAR QUS ANGLES

The subterranean city built by Chinese immgrants at the turn of
the century. Conplete with stores, restaurants, housing. Al
al ong the sides of four-foot w de tunnels.

Wth an abrupt snap, one of the goons finds hinself hanging
upsi de down froma henp ankl e noose. They |eave himthere.

There is a gunshot, and another goon drops to the ground. A
third goon fires at a dimy seen noving figure, who drops from
his niche carved into the tunnelside. 1t marks the begi nning of
a full-scale gun battle between Hol |l ywood's security goons and

t he young Chi nese who work for The Doctor.

When the snoke clears, The Doctor's troops have been out-gunned.
Hol | ywood, West, and the two remaining security goons stand
outsi de the | arge wooden door to the room where Swan is hol ed

up.

HOLL YWOOD
It's over, Charley. Cone on out.

No reply.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
|'"ve got sonmething I want to show you

Still no reply.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
A television show. Starring your daughter.
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I NT. SWANN' S HI DEQUT - N GHT

The door opens slowy. There's Charles Swann, still shaven-
headed, in a runpled white-tie formal suit, in a roomscarcely
| arger than a prison cell. There is a canvas cot, a snall

tabl e, one wooden chair, a bare light bulb. That's it.
Hol | ywood enters. West and the goons renain outside.

Hol | ywood pl aces on the table a battery-powered 8mm VCR, wred
to a color Watchman. He switches on the tape.

NORA
(on the videotape)
| don't want you to worry about ne. |'mall
right--
SVWANN

That's enough.
Hol | ywood turns it off.

HOLL YWOOD
Do | get the chip?

Swann reaches into the watch pocket of his white formal vest,
pulls out the chip. As he hands it over:

SWANN
You have gotten what you cane for. Wiy don't
you kill ne?

HOLL YWOOD
You' re better than me, Charles. Al ways were.
And | guess there's al ways been a hope-- The
Spi ders. You, nme, The Doctor. [It's not too
| at e.

SWANN

Fuck yourself.

HOLL YWOOD
What happened, Charles? You used to be a
pretty evil dude.

SWANN
Still am
HOLL YWOOD
Il faut plonger |e nonde dans un abine... "W

nmust plunge the world into an abyss of
terror.” Your words. Renenber, Charles?



Hol | ywood | aughs. The | aught er becones a spasm of coughs.

sense that Hollywod is quite ill.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)

When tinmes changed. | changed with them
You're still the anarchist, running across the
r oof t ops.

Swann says not hi ng.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
You' re sixty years old. This town has no

r oof t ops.
SVWANN
Viktor. Look at yourself. You're not evil.
You're just-- Corrupt.
HOLL YWOOD
Wiy don't we say, "well-networked."
SVWANN
You used to know better, Viktor.
HOLL YWOOD
Wiy are you so afraid of-- The big tine?
SVANN

That's not crime. That's organized crine.
(with great disgust:)

Wrk. Business. Civilization.
(beat)

You know what civilization is?
(beat)

War, without all the noise.

Hol | ywood just tosses the chip in his palm Up, and down.

HOLL YWOOD
"Il have Sirota check it out. If it's real,
not hing will happen to your daughter.

SWANN
| cannot believe that you would bring ny
daughter into this. Céline' s daughter.

HOLLYWOOD
It's the real world, Charles. You can't
protect people fromthe real world.

Hol | ywood st ands up.

SVWANN
I worked for nore than twenty years to keep
her away fromthis. Now you have shown her
( MORE)

101.
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SWANN( cont ' d)

t hi ngs she shoul d never have seen. For that
al one, you are dead.

Hol | ywood opens the door. He holds up the chip; and his gunmen
smle.

EXT. SUNSET BOULEVARD - MORNI NG - THE LI NCOLN

sweeping lazily around the curves of Sunset, out toward the

beach. It's a bright, sunny norning; and there's no other
traffic.
Swann, still dressed in his runpled cutaway, is singing along

with a Bob Dyl an song on the ol dies station.

VA CE
(on the radio)
"--Wien you ain't got nothin', you got nothin
to |l ose/ You're invisible now, you got no
secrets/ To conceal. How does it feel?"

In the back seat of the open-topped convertible are seventy
sticks of dynamite, taped up, fully wired.

Swann is smling.

EXT. PACI FI C COAST H GHWAY - DAY
Swann takes the turnoff for Hollywood' s estate.

Wth one hand, he pulls the black silk noire mask over his head,
aligning the slits with his eyes.

He FLOORS the accelerator. By the tinme he reaches the gate to
the estate, he's doing ninety.

He plows right into the gate, which smashes open. |mediately,
the sirens start to wail. Swann, heading straight for the
house, picking up speed, pokes away the shards of shattered

wi ndshield with his right hand.

From one of the onion towers, a security goon, fully Bijan'd
out, OPENS FI RE.

THE WH TE ROLLS

with Hol |l ywood at the wheel, pulls out of the garage. As the
bl ack Lincoln heads for the house, the white Rolls angles in,
aimng to intercept.

Swann realizes who's driving the Rolls, and veers away fromthe
house, directly towards his nenesis. The black and white cars
approach each other at frightening speed.
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Hol | ywood executes a swift, full-power U-turn, forcing Swann to
circle, comng once nore within range of the tower gunman. Just
when he seens directly in the line of fire, Swann swerves behi nd
t he massive scul pture; and we hear the bullets ricocheting off

t he thick, sinuous steel.

But as Swann energes from behind the Serra, slowi ng for the
turn, his side is presented directly to the Rolls. Hollywod
pulls out a pistol and takes careful aim

A SINGLE SHOT
from Hol | ywood; another from the onion tower.

W see Swann's head SNAP BACK. His hands fall fromthe steering
wheel .

The Lincoln, uncontrolled, accelerates md-turn, heading
strai ght for the Serra.

Col | i des.

There is a great explosion. The sky is bright white, then
orange, then full of dark, acrid snoke. Pieces of the
automobile drift lazily dowward, as if in SLOW MOTION.. .

...formng a new scul pture--Serra neets John Chanberl ain. .

...on the nmani cured | awn.

EXT. CREMATORI UM - FOREST LAWN - DAY
The sinple G eek Revival building which houses the crematorium

NORA (VO
Sonething he read to ne. Once. A long tine
ago. The end of a story. Edgar Allen Poe.

Par ked outside, in the |lot: Eddie's nuscle car.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
I was in the crook of his arm it was bedtine.
Usually | fell asleep there, in the crook of
his arm before the story's end; but this
night |1 stayed awake.

I NT. FI RE ROOM
Eddi e takes a piece of cloth, and places it near the head of a
pl ai n pine box. Just before he closes the lid, we catch a

glinpse: torn, frayed, black noire silk..

...the mask of FANTOVAS.
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NORA (cont'd) (VO
It was about a man who' d done sonethi ng bad,
somet hing very bad. Now he was in jail,
awai ti ng execution.

The box, on a conveyor belt, heads toward the oven, where two-
dozen butane flanes are waiting to consune it.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)

I still renmenber what he said, in nmy father's
vVoi ce:

(beat)
"Today | amin chains-- But here.”

Eddi e hol ds Nora very close. Eddie, Nora, Nora's stuffed bear,
sil houetted against the intense white |ight of the
crematorium. .

NORA (VO (CONT' D)
"Tonmorrow | shall be free--

...as the plain white pine box disappears.

I NT. CREMATORI UM - FOREST LAWN - DUSK

The harsh | ate-afternoon sun. A thin tendril of snoke, wafting,
straight up, in the still, windless air.

NORA (cont'd) (VO
"But-- \Where?"

Eddi e, Nora, holding each other, |ooking out:
The freeway, it's traffic, the valley, the nountains...

...the darkening world beyond.

I NT. EDDI E'S PLACE - DAY

Sunday norning sunlight stream ng in through the w ndows.

The pl ace | ooks neater, and cl eaner, than we've seen it. The

surfboards, the conputers, all in the back now In the front:

an easel, a stretched canvas. Nora is curled up in a |large

chair while Eddie prines the canvas, singing softly to hinself.
EDDI E

... The eensy weensy spider crawl s up the water spout..

Now Eddi e notices sonething out of the corner of his eye. An

envel ope: white, protruding, al nbst beckoni ng, just beneath the
door .
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A white envelope with a red wax seal

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
Oh ny god.

NORA
VWat is it?

Eddi e takes a few |light steps, carefully hiding the envel ope
fromvieww th his foot.

EDDI E
Not hi ng.

EXT. M LLI ON DOLLAR THEATER - DAY

Eddi e's battered nuscle car parked outside of a boarded-up
novi ehouse, downt own LA.

I NT. MLLION DOLLAR THEATER - DAY

A once-magni fi cent novi ehouse, now shut down. The ornate
ceilings and prosceni um surround an auditorium of worn, faded
vel vet seats.

We FOLLOW Eddy across the enpty stage, in front of the screen
At once he is silhouetted by a shaft of Iight fromthe
projectionist's booth.

VA CE
Up here!

Eddi e squints into the light. There is a netal cable dangling
fromthe booth.

He grabs the cable and starts upward. The cable is slippery,
he's not used to this kind of activity. For every three feet up
he slips back two.

I NT. PRQJECTI ONI ST' S BOOTH - DAY - SWANN

in black, reading an old almanac. |It's a bare room-one cot,
one chair--of the type Swann seens to favor. The roomis |ined
with 35mmfilmreels and spare projector parts.

Eddi e- - sweat i ng, breathl ess--clanbers through the rectangul ar
openi ng.

SWANN
(wi t hout | ooking up)
We have work to do.
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I NT. HOLLYWOCOD S OFFI CE - DAY

A fireplace. An oversized bureaucrat's desk fromthe British
Raj. A couple of confy chairs, done up in well-worn red

| eather. Nothing high-tech at all, in fact, nothing twentieth
century, except for a tel ephone, and a nodest tel evision nonitor
built into the rolltop taboret.

Hol | ywood, behind the desk, emaciated, just flesh and bones now.
Idly flicking the television renote.

I mmge after inmage of bedroons, living roonms. Mbstly blurry.
Mostly of famlies, zonmbied out, staring directly at the tube.

HUSBAND
(on the screen)
Honey, have you seen the orange juice?

Hol | ywood changes the channel. Two nen in a business
di scussion. dick. A couple fucking. dick. He flicks again,
and again, |ooking for something to hold his interest.

There is no intimacy which Holl ywood cannot access. More than
anyt hing, he seens painfully bored.

Hol | ywood clears his throat, punching up another bedroom And
tried, quite hard, to avoid another coughing fit.

I NT. M LLION DOLLAR THEATER PRQJECTI ONI ST' S BOOTH - NI GHT

There is a floor plan of Hollywod s mansion projected on the
screen. Swann gestures with his pointer, narrates.

SWANN
This is office. Locked door, |ocked w ndows.
According to The Doctor, nobody enters, nobody
| eaves. Once a day, West brings the nmail on a
tray. That's it.

EDDI E
So how to we get in?

SVANN
We don't.

EDDI E

Good. Let's go hone.

SWANN
Did | ever tell you...

He | eans back. As if about to settle in, for a bedtine story.
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SWANN (cont' d)

...about Lord Halifax?

I NT. UCLA ENTOMOLOGY LABS -

Nora is carrying a | arge cage,
and a netal thernos.
bl ack wonan,

GUARD
Dr. Swann

NCRA
Eveni ng.

GUARD

NI GHT

covered with a bl ack dropcloth,

She passes the SECURI TY GUARD, a young
with whom she is apparently on friendly terns.

|'ve got another six hours.
(pointing to the thernos)

Mnd if I
NORA

y it
e, d
| of

Act ual |
horri bl
sac ful

GUARD
t hen. ..
(beat)
...never m nd.

Vel |

I NT. M LLION DOLLAR THEATER -

Swann and Eddie, in the rear

"s not coffee.
i sgusting bl ack wi dow spi der
deadly venom

borrow sone cof f ee?

Actually it's a
its

NI GHT

of the orchestra section.

EDDI E
One nore tine.
SVANN
He gets the note. Opens it. Snells his
hands. Snells amaryllis. Screans.
(beat)
You, you're up here, you lower the spider. He

runs down the hall

around the corner,

t he

nearest place he can wash the scent off his

hands. The bat hroom .
(beat)
...where, of course,
EDDI E

VWhat
Hal i f ax?

be wai ting.

if he doesn't know the saga of Lord
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SWANN
He knows.
EXT. HOLLYWOOD ESTATE - N GHT

The dark, |oom ng castle behind the iron gate. Again, the

H

| ogo, dead-center. But now the gate has been repaired,

augnmented with wel ded steel cross-bracings; and a nmachi ne gun
nest, behind an enmbanknent of sandbags, |ies just beyond.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD MANSI ON - NI GHT

Security goons patrol the corridors. There are far nore of them
than we've seen before. A trio of themstand at dress attention
outsi de the door to Hollywood' s office.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Hol | ywood, propped up in his chair, behind the col onial desk.

Still flicking the television renote, but too |listless, now, to

pay attention. There is a knock on the door. Elliot West

arrives wwth a sterling tray of mail, places it on the desk.
VEST

Everyt hi ng okay, sir?
Hol | ywood nakes no reply. Doesn't even notice when Wst | eaves.
Nunbed by the television but unable to stop watching, Hollywood
di stractedly opens envel ope after envel ope, considers the
contents, tosses. Then stops.

An envel ope with a blood-red seal. An intaglio'd

F.

Slowy, Hollywood tears the flap. The card is witten in
i npeccabl e Copperpl at e:

st anped deeply into the wax.

For Céline,
for Juve,
for everyone on television.
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Hol | ywood is toying with the card when his nose starts to
twitch. Abruptly, he |eaps up.

HOLL YWOCD
Amaryl | i s!

Then sits down again. A smles flickers across his face, grows.
For the first time in a long while, Hollywod seens--At peace.

G ancing toward the fireplace, with Zen-like calm Hollywood
awai ts the arrival of a black w dow spider.

EXT. HOLLYWOOD S MANSI ON - NI GHT

A FI GURE- - bl ack jeans, black shirt, black hood--perched atop one
of Hollywood's minarets. Holding a |arge black nmetal box. And
now. dunping its contents down the chi mey.

I NT. HOLLYWOOD S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Spi ders, tunbling down the chimey, out the fireplace. Not one
el egant spider on a silken cord, but hundreds of spiders,

t housands of SPIDERS, craw ing across the floor, up the

wai nscoting, all deadly. And like all black widows, with the
congenital reflex that responds to the odor of amaryllis.

Hol | ywood starts to cough

There is a spider crawing up his tweedy leg. He tries to stay
notionl ess, but at the [ast nonent gets the willies, and crushes
it.

Anot her spider attaches itself to his jacket.

We wat ch Hol Il ywood trying, with all his mght, to stay put in
the chair. Then, screaming like a terrified child, he can take
it no nore, and runs full-tilt for the door.

I NT. MANSI ON CORRI DORS - NI GHT

Hol | ywood bursts through the door, scattering West and several
goons. As he runs down the hall, they try to follow

HOLL YWOOD
Get back! Get back! M office! Spiders!
Kill them Kill themall!

He turns a corner, runs down another corridor, past several nore
guards, through his bedroom into his bathroom |Inspects

hi nsel f for bugs. Locks the door frantically, all three | ocks.
Turns on the shower, hot.
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Hol | ywood, scrubbing hinself down with brown soap. Pausing to
sniff his hands, then scrubbing some nore. After a while, the
panic seens to | eave his body.

He waps hinself in a towel. As the condensation clears from

t he gl ass shower door, there seens to be sonething noving, white
agai nst white. Then, at once, the door is flung open. And a
dri ppi ng, towel -w apped Hol | ywood finds hinself face to face
with Fant 6mas.

We have never seen Swann in anything but black. Now, for the
first tine, he is white, head to toe. Wiite trousers, white
starched shirt, white tie, white formal vest, white tail coat.

SWANN
You thought | was dead. Well.
(beat)
These thi ngs happen.

Swann produces a flat white silk disk, snaps it against his
forearm It pops open: into a tophat.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
| am the pol ar bear at your funeral.

Swann dons the tophat and, in the same notion, produces as if
from nowhere a white pearl-handl ed strai ght razor.

It is Swann's nonent of triunph: the plan, the surprise, the
punch |ines, the tophat and the razor, perfect details,
perfectly chosen, perfectly played.

One thing wong: Hollywod. Wose reaction is not at all what
it should be.

HOLL YWOOD
(calmy)
Sit down.
Swann | ooks straight at himand does not nove.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
You are alive for only one reason: because

time and tinme again, | did not kill you. In
your hone. At the Watts Towers. In that
l[ittle roomin old Chinatown. In your clever

little renovation of the MIIlion Doll ar
Theater. Sit down, Charl es.

Swann sits.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)
When the child was a child-- He has many
choi ces. Wat he's going to be when he grows
up. A fireman, a policeman, a cowboy. You

( MORE)
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HOLLYWOOD( cont ' d)

get old, the world shuts down on you. Al of
a sudden your life is what it is. You have

very few choices at all... Until, finally--
Just one. The manner and nethod of your own
deat h.

Swann, beginning to see the light.

HOLLYWOOD (cont' d)

I did not kill you because | wanted sonet hing.
A proper death. Not this-- this cancer

(he thunps his chest)
Not "died in his sleep.” Not "follow ng
surgery at Cedars of Lebanon.™ Sonet hi ng
el egant, sonmething fitting, sonething with a
bit of marvel

Hol | ywood, in conplete control, exhibits an energy we've not
seen fromhimin quite sonme while.

EXT. HOLLYWOCOD MANSI ON - NI GHT

Elliot West, perched precariously on the windowsill, three
stories up. He takes a large step to the next sill, the one
beneat h the bat hroom wi ndow. Looks i nside.

Sees Swann and Hol | ywood tal king, Swann with a blade in his
hand.

West extracts his CZ-70. Draws a bead on Swann.

Hol | ywood is in the line of fire. But as Swann stands up, there
i s nothing between Swann and the tip of West's autonmatic. Then
Hol | ywood noves agai n, bl ocking the shot.

I NT. BATHROOM - AS BEFORE

HOLL YWDCD
The kind of death only Fantdémas coul d provide.
My only problem Fantdémas was asl eep. Had
been for twenty years.

SVANN
Dear sweet Lord..

HOLL YWOOD
So | had to wake himup. Put Juve on his
tail. I-- 1 forged sone letters, tied 'em
with red ribbon. Told Lem Hardt a bunch of
stuff I knew you'd force himto spill. And
still it did not work. So | borrowed Nora.

SVANN

All-- To bring nme to this room
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Hol | ywood nods: swiftly, solemly.
SWANN (cont' d)
Me, with a | eash around ny neck. And | never
saw it.

We can hear the alarm sirens.

HOLL YWDCD
| should tell you while | still can. Céline
meant sonething to ne. | neant very little to
her. | think she wanted your attention.
That's all | was, a way to catch your eye.

I"msorry it didn't work. For all of us.
The two nmen regard each other for the | ongest tine.

HOLLYWOOD ( CONT' D)
"' mready now.
(beat)
So are you.

The guards, now, are banging at the door. But the room of
course, is locked fromthe inside.

EXT. MANSI ON W NDOW - WEST' S POV

Hol | ywood still blocking the target.

I NT. BATHROOM - AS BEFORE

Swann begins to realize just how deeply Holl ywood has w shed for
this particular death. 1In a strange way, it's very noving.

SWANN
You | eave ne no choi ce.

HOLL YWOCD
| mean not to.

SVANN
My brot her.

HOLL YWOCD
My killer.

Wth absolute calm Swann runs the straight razor across

Hol | ywood' s pale white neck. A perfect arc, from which bl ood
begins to bloom In small rosettes at first. Then a thin
sheet, |ike burgundy swirled in a crystal goblet...

...then torrents.
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Hol | ywood cl utches his neck, falls to the floor, his blood
charting its course, across the white tiled floor, to the shower
drai n.

EXT. MANSION - WEST' S POV

As Hollywood falls to the floor, Wst has a clear shot. He
draws his bead. Begins to squeeze the trigger.

Suddenly Eddie--clad in black, fromhead to toe--is sw nging
froma rope, Dougl as Fairbanks-style, sweeping fromthe top of
t he onion tower, across the side of the mansion.

EDDI E
J'arrive.

He | ands on the bathroom wi ndow | edge, knocking West's arm
asi de.

The two grapple for the gun.
As Eddie, for the nonent, gains control of the gun:
EDDI E ( CONT' D)
(softly)

| don't have to. | want to.
Just bel ow, another bl ack-clad FIGURE clinbs, spider-style, up
the craggy wall fromthe w ndow bel ow. Zigging, and zagging, in
uncanny emul ation of the figure-eight web, the signal web.
Now t he second bl ack-clad figure REACHES UP. .
...and PULLS West by the ankle.
The gun falls, in along arc, to the mani cured | awn bel ow.

WEST
You son-of -a-bitch

He flails out--
--and FALLS--
--in along arc, follow ng his gun..

.all the way down.

I/E. MANSION - NI GHT - SWANN

strides toward the wi ndow, opens it, lifts hinself out.
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Eddi e and Swann enbrace, and Eddie swings them by rope, back to
the top of the onion tower. Three stories below, the lifeless
body of Elliot West.

What Swann doesn't see: the other black-clad FI GURE, just bel ow
t he wi ndow | edge. The figure--as we've by now figured out - - of
NORA SWANN.

SVWANN
(to Eddie)
Get out of here. Now.
(beat)
Somebody is going to have to pay for this.
One will do as well as two.
ON NORA
listening to her father.
ON SWANN

unawar e that his daughter, hanging by her fingers, inches
bel ow. . .

...has just saved Eddie's life. And, perhaps, his own.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
Nora needs you. Mdrre than she needs ne.

Abruptly, w thout warning or hesitation, Swann
LEAPS

off the | edge, sliding rapidly down the rope to the side of the
bui I di ng. ..

...right into the circle of the carbon-arc police SPOTLI GHT

The POLI CE draw up, surrounding Swann, their attention
di stracted-- Not |ooking at all toward the roof...

...wWhere two bl ack-clad figures now nake good their escape.

ON EDDI E AND NORA

NORA
He nmust never know.

EDDI E
He won't.

NORA

He nust never--
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EDDI E
Qur secret.

The reach the side of the building. Away fromthe guards, the
spotlights, the police.

NORA
If he knew | was out this |ate--

Eddi e hol ds her.
She | ooks directly into his eyes.
NORA (cont' d)
He would kill ne.
I NT. LA COUNTY JAIL - DAY - SWANN

in prison denins, in a holding cell with ten other prisoners. A
guard approaches.

GUARD
Swann. Visitor.
INT. JAIL VISITOR S ROOM - DAY

Prisoners on one side of the reinforced glass, visitors on the
ot her.

Swann is escorted to his booth. He sits down, to find hinself
faci ng- - H s daughter.

They speak via tel ephones.

SVANN
No | awyers.
NORA
F- F-
(beat)
Fat her.

Her eyes are wet.

NORA (cont' d)
Wy ?

SVANN
To go on living. [It's-- Sonething you have
to earn. He didn't deserve to live. And I
hadn't been-- Earning ny way, either.
(beat)
( MORE)
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SWANN( cont ' d)

Two problenms, solved, with one stroke of the
bl ade.

Nora just |ooks at him

SWANN (cont' d)
I know what kind of a husband I was to Céline.
What kind of a father | nust have been to you.
| was trying to protect you. Fromthe world.
From what | had | earned about it. \What |

didn't--
NORA
(i nterrupting)
I love you.
He strai ghtens up
SWANN

Are you going to marry that--
(spat, as an epithet:)
Pol i ceman's son?

NORA
Yes.
SWANN
You don't need ny perni ssion.
NORA
No.
SWANN

But you have it.

Her face, his reflection, superinposed on the pane of
bul | et proof gl ass.

SWANN ( CONT' D)
No | awyers. You nust promse. M roomis
spare, but confortable, and | believe I wll
be able to get sone readi ng done.

There are tears, probably Nora's, possibly Swann's.

SWANN (cont' d)
I love you too.

ON SWANN' S FACE

As we realize that these are words--however inprobably--he may
never have uttered before..



117.

EXT. BEVERLY H LLS C TY HALL - DAY

On the steps of City Hall, a Justice of the Peace, a small
crowd.

Among the faces: a bl ack-suited JUSTI CE; Father Barragan; Ruben;
The Doctor..

...and in the center, waiting expectantly: Eddie, in a suit and
tie.

Two notor vehicles pull up fromopposite directions. The one to
the left is a stretch Iinobusine. The one to the right is a
guarded paddywagon. Fromthe first steps Nora Swann, radiant in
a white dress. Fromthe second: Charles Swann, hands cuffed in
front of him bookended by two LAPD escorts.

Charl es wal ks up to Eddi e, shakes his hand. In cuffs, under the
wat chful eyes of his jailors, he enbraces his daughter.

We see that he is handing sonething to her. W do not see what.
Now Eddi e and Nora step up to the altar

JUSTI CE OF THE PEACE
Who gives this wonman away?

Swann nods solemly. The cerenony proceeds.

JUSTI CE OF THE PEACE (cont'd)
Do you, Nora Swann, take this man to be your
| awf ul wedded husband?

NORA
| do.

JUSTI CE OF THE PEACE
Do you, Edouard Jean-Paul Juve, take this
woman to be your | awful wedded wife?

EDDI E
| do.

He reaches into his pocket. Takes out a band of gold, which he
fits, on her finger.

She, in turn, produces a ring. A silver ring, with the rococo,

right-to-left

The ring of Fantdmas. Which her father just handed her.
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JUSTI CE OF THE PEACE
By the power vested in ne by the State of
California, I now pronounce you husband and
wife. You may kiss the bride.

Eddi e and Nora enbrace. A cheer fromthe crowd. Ruben and The
Doctor both throw | arge handfuls of rice..

...which EXPLODE, into dense white snoke.

Seconds | ater, when the snoke di sperses, everything is as it
was. Wth the exception of The Doctor, gone; and Charles
Swann. . .

...nowhere to be seen.

EXT. WATTS TOAERS - NI GHT

A masked FIGURE in a black dinner jacket scales the chainlink
fence. He approaches the mddle tower, the one at whose base
Gondo Ken expired.

The figure--and we can see, now, that it is Charles Swann--
i nspects the tower. There is a damaged area, where Lenm s bull et
struck. A bare spot, where the crockery has been bl own away.

SWANN
(to hinself)
Vandal s.

From a bl ack satchel, Swann renoves a jar of water, a jar of
cement. Wth the careful, deft novenents of a safecracker--or
per haps, a chef--he mxes the water and cenent into a paste of
just the right consistency.

We hear Nora's voi ce:

NORA (VO
I think I know now, who ny father was. Father-
- And, just perhaps--
(beat)
Maman. Ma nere--
(beat)
Mot her .

Swann reaches into the satchel to extract the shards of Céline's
cof fee bow, the one he could never quite fit back together.
And, one by one, affixes the shards to the northern Watts Tower.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)

The names, the places-- The facts.
(beat)
|'ve seen-- The web. The signal. The song a

spi der sings, when he finds his mate.
( MORE)
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NCRA( cont ' d)
(beat)
Every thing we need to know.

We PULL BACK, to see Rodia's baroque, glittering spires.

NORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
Everyt hi ng except - -

And PULL BACK still further, until the entire night city is
beneat h us.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
What qui ckens the heart. What nakes it stop.
(beat)
And-- Every once in a while--

The white gl ow of a thousand pairs of autonobile headlights,
i ke the eyes of a thousand strange insects.

R NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
Onthelle de la Cté-- O even here--

We PULL BACK still further, watching people go about their
lives, streamng in and around the flat, blighted city.

NCORA (cont'd) (VO (cont'd)
--\VWhat nmakes it go.

The lights grow faint, as we

FADE TO BLACK.
( MORE)



