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               EXT. CEMETARY - DAY

               SUPER:  CINCINNATI, 1972

               CHAD Harris, 20, strides purposely across the graveyard, a

               light breeze ruffling his shoulder length hair.  He stops

               short in front of a newly erected gravestone and takes off

               his aviator sunglasses to read the epitaph.  

               Lagging only slightly behind Chad, WILL, 25, a more

               conservative version of Chad, sidles up beside him.      

               JACKIE, 21, a tall Jimi Hendrix, joins them.  He scowls

               angrily.  Next to him, Matty, 18, scurries along.  His

               clothing shows that he tries too hard, with wide bell bottom

               jeans and a paisley shirt. 

               CLOSE UP:  GRAVESTONE

               It reads JORDAN VENTURA, BELOVED SON, 1952-1972

               BACK TO SCENE

               The four linger a moment staring at the name etched in the

               stone.  Chad goes onto one knee and runs his finger along the

               carved letters.   

                                   CHAD

                         You stupid bastard.

               Jackie grabs a pot of flowers from the next grave and smashes

               against the stone, screaming angrily.

                                   JACKIE

                         Fuck!

               As Jackie moves from grave to grave, kicking over displays or

               smashing flowers, Michel, 22, ambles up to the others.  He

               warily eyes Jackie's path of destruction, shrugs with

               indifference and drops a backpack to the ground.

               Retrieving a small package from the back pack, Michel sets up

               a cocaine line on the top of Jordy's stone.  With no warning,

               Chad sweeps the drugs off the stone, scattering the coke to

               the wind.   

                                   MICHEL

                             (with a slight french

                              accent)

                         What the fuck, man?

               Chad storms away followed by Will. Matty gives a last glance

               at Michel and then scurries after them. 

                                   MICHEL (CONT'D)

                             (yelling after Chad)

                         I didn't make Jordy OD, man.  He

                         did that all by himself.

               EXT. HARRIS HOUSE - ESTABLISHING - DAY

               INT.  HARRIS KITCHEN - DAY

               MRS. HARRIS, late 40's, sets sandwiches on the table in front

               of Chad and MR. HARRIS.  She wipes her hands on her apron.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         I'm so sorry about Jordy, Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         I don't want to talk about it.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         You know, son, you make your life

                         by the people and the things you

                         let in. 

                                   CHAD

                             (through gritted teeth)

                         I said...I don't want to talk about

                         it!

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         You only get one chance at life. 

                         You have to choose your actions

                         carefully.

                                   CHAD

                             (yelling)

                         Shut the fuck up!

               Uncomfortable silence.

               Mr. Harris leans closer to Chad.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Who do you think you're talking to,

                         you little prick?

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         He's just upset, dear.  Jordy was

                         his best friend.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         If you lose respect for yourself

                         and those you love, there is no

                         hope for you.

               Chad sets his sandwich on his plate, staring at his father. 

               Mr. Harris chews his lunch, feels Chad's stare and stares

               back.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm sorry, Dad.

               Mr. Harris goes back to his chewing.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         That's okay, son.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         I know you and Jordy were going to

                         Miami.  What are your plans, now?

                                   CHAD

                         I'm still going.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         Not by yourself!?!

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         He's a grown man who can make up

                         his own mind.  Don't treat him like

                         a little boy.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         But, Miami?  Alone?

               INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

               Chad stares out the window of the airplane, one leg pulled

               up, the ankle resting on the knee of his other leg, a very

               worn deck shoe on his foot.

               Will sits in the next seat.

                                   WILL

                             (sarcastically)

                         Nice shoes, man.

               Chad wiggles his toes, showing the tear running along the

               sole.

                                   CHAD

                         Will, I'll tell you the same thing

                         I always told Jordy.  Don't rag on

                         my fucking shoes.

               A woman across the aisle glares at Chad's language.  

                                   FLIGHT ATTENDANT

                         We are now approaching Miami

                         International Airport.  Please

                         bring your seatbacks to their

                         upright position-

                                                              FADE OUT.

               EXT. MOTEL SIX - NIGHT

               Chad locks their hotel room door and they head for their car. 

               Will swings the car keys, with a Hertz key ring, around his

               fingers.  They pause as Will unlocks the car door.

                                   CHAD

                         Will, you know why we're here,

                         right?

                                   WILL

                         Yeah.

                                   CHAD

                         Let's make a deal.  If anything

                         happens to one of us, the other one

                         just heads for home...gets

                         out...escapes.

               Pause.  Will nods slightly.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Okay.  But tonight...we party.

               INT. HERTZ RENTAL CAR

               Will drives slowly down a crowded street.  Chad strains his

               neck, looking for a particular club.  Suddenly, he points.

                                   CHAD

                         There it is.  See the green neon

                         sign.  That's it.

               They make their way up to the club, where a long line of

               young adults waits for a chance to enter.

                                   WILL

                         Oh, man.  Look at the line already. 

                         And we still have to park.

                                   CHAD

                         Pull over...pull over.  Let me out

                         and I'll get in line.  You find

                         parking and meet me here.

               Will swings close to the curb, Chad hops out and Will quickly

               loses him in the crowd.  

               EXT MIAMI STREET - CONTINUOUS

               The rental car cruises slowly down the lit up street getting

               lost in a sea of taillights.

               INT. RENTAL CAR

               Will drives slowly down a foreboding narrow street.  Away

               from the main strip, very little light hits the black

               pavement.  He takes a look at his LED watch

                                   WILL

                         Shit!  Chad's probably in the club

                         by now.  There's no parking

                         anywhere.  

               Headlights flash on to his left.  As he slowly cruises by, he

               turns and watches a car leave its parking space across the

               street.

               Will whips his car into a U-turn and guns it back to the

               empty space.  He expertly maneuvers into the parking space,

               gets out of the car and stops to lock the door.

               EXT. STREET 

               Sirens sound in the distance.  Will starts down the dark

               street.

               As Will nears the main strip, crowds of people block his way. 

               He tries to peer over people to see what is causing the log

               jam.  Red emergency vehicle lights flash in the distance.

                                   WILL

                             (to the stranger next to

                              him)

                         Hey, man.  What's going on?

                                   STRANGER

                         There's been a shooting.  Police

                         are all over the place. 

               Will pushes his way slowly forward.  He reaches a yellow

               police tape and shies back slightly.  Trying to keep out of

               sight of the police, he scans the area.

               An ambulance sits with its doors open, police swarm the area.  

               Three bodies lay on the pavement, covered with sheets. 

               Paramedics work on Fusco, an older gentleman, in the back of

               one ambulance.  The other ambulance goes screaming into the

               night.

               Will searches the crowd, hoping to find Chad.  Two girls in

               front of him talk excitedly.

                                   GIRL #1

                         Bullets just started flying.

                                   GIRL #2

                         I thought we were dead.  

                                   GIRL #1

                         Do you think they'll close the club

                         for the night?

               Will makes his way around the edge of the crowd, trying to

               get closer to the spot where he left Chad.  He rubber necks

               the dead bodies and stops short, staring.

               Next to one of the sheet covered bodies lies one of Chad's

               old, worn shoes.

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

               EXT. MIAMI HOSPITAL - ESTABLISHING

               SUPERIMPOSE- TWO WEEKS LATER

               INT. MIAMI 

               A steady beeping noise sounds through the darkness.

               P.O.V. THROUGH CHAD'S EYES

               A slit of light appears as Chad starts to open his eyes.  He

               slowly gets them open and surveys the room. 

               He sees ceiling tiles, then he moves his eyes to see an empty

               I.V. bag hanging over his head.

               He moves his head back and sees Jordy, 20, smiling at him. 

               He blinks and Jordy is gone.

                                   ESTELLA (O.S.)

                             (with a heavy Cuban

                              accent)

                         Oh, Poppee, are ju causing trouble

                         again?

               Chad shifts his eyes toward her voice and sees Estella, a

               Cuban bombshell in a nurse's uniform with a low cut V-neck,

               hurrying to his bed.  She carries a full I.V. bag.  When she

               reaches him, she unhooks the old bag and hangs the new one,

               hooking it to his I.V.    

               She glances down and notices that he is staring at her.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Ju are awake.  It's about time.

                         I am Estella, jour nurse.  Do ju

                         understand?  

               The scene moves up and down as Chad shakes his head yes.

                                   CHAD

                             (painfully)

                         OOOh.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju have pain.  Well, I should think

                         so after what ju have been through. 

                         We almost lost ju.  Many people

                         want to talk to ju.

               Chad tries to sit up, but Estella stops him.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         No, no, Mr. Galanti.  Don't try to

                         sit up.   Ju are in bad shape.

               He looks directly into her cleavage as she lays him back down

               on the bed.

                                   CHAD

                             (weakly)

                         Jordy-

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju almost got jour shoulder blown

                         off.  Ju been all over the news the

                         past two weeks.  Ju very famous.

               She slowly injects pain meds into his I.V.  She starts to go

               blurry as the pain meds hit him.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Ju do not look like a hit man.

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

               COMPLETE DARKNESS

                                   STICK (O.S.)

                         Heard you were awake.

               Chad opens his eyes and finds STICK, a middle age policeman,

               standing over his bed.  A huge man in a police uniform, he

               fills Chad's visual space.

                                   STICK (CONT'D)

                         How ya doin', kid?  You've been in

                         my protective custody these last

                         two weeks.  Didn't think you'd pull

                         through.

                                   CHAD

                             (croaking weakly)

                         What-

               His voice fails him and he opens his mouth to try again.

                                   STICK

                         Just relax, kid.  We'll talk later. 

                         You have visitors now.  I'll be in

                         the hall if you need me.

               Stick disappears from Chad's sight and he shifts his head to

               see Stick at the door talking to LT. DAY, a little worm of a

               man, and AGENT RODRIGUEZ, trim and proper in a suit.  They

               both approach the bed.

                                   LT. DAY

                         Good morning Mr. Galanti.  I am Lt.

                         Day of the Dade County Sheriff's

                         office and this is-

               Rodriguez steps forward and interrupts, taking over the

               questioning.  Day scowls in contempt.

                                   RODRIGUEZ

                         Rodriguez, F.B.I.  We have a few

                         questions for you about your little

                         party in North Miami a couple weeks

                         ago.  Mr. Galanti-

               Day pushes forwards again.

                                   LT. DAY

                         Let's cut the bullshit.  We know

                         your name isn't Galanti even

                         though, funny thing, that's what

                         all your ID says.  Why the assumed

                         name?

               Chad tries to speak, but coughs and then moans.  Estella

               steps in.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Okay gentlemen, Mr. Galanti has had

                         enough.  I have to give him more

                         pain meds and he will go back to

                         sleep.

                                   LT. DAY

                         Step back, lady.  This is an

                         official investigation.

                                   ESTELLA

                         And while he is my patient, I am in

                         charge.  Understand?

               Rodriguez and Day exchange disbelieving looks.  Rodriguez

               shrugs in defeat.  He leans in very close, blocking all else

               from Chad's view.  

                                   RODRIGUEZ

                         All your things; your clothes, your

                         wallet, everything, have been

                         confiscated.  It will be returned

                         when we get some answers about your

                         involvement in the shootings.

               Rodriguez steps back and Day leans in, a smirk on his face.

                                   LT. DAY

                         You're being transferred to the

                         justice department tomorrow.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Enough, gentlemen.  He should be

                         more lucid tomorrow, but he is done

                         for today.

               Rodriguez disappears as he heads for the door.  Day leans

               over Estella's shoulder as she injects new pain meds into his

               I.V.

                                   LT. DAY

                         We'll be back.  Soon.  See ya

                         tomorrow, Mr. Whatever your name

                         is.

               Estella stands up quickly, knocking Day back a few steps. 

               Day sneers at her and hurries away.  

                                   ESTELLA

                             (under her breath)

                         Assholes!

                                   CHAD

                         Will-?

               Estella stops at the name and stares at Chad.  The setting

               sun lights up the windows behind her.

               Things start to go blurry as the pain meds kick in. 

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

               INT. HOSPITAL ROOM 307 - EARLY NEXT MORNING

               P.O.V. - NORMAL

               The closed blinds keep the room dark.

               Chad lies in the hospital bed, sleeping, his shoulder heavily

               bandaged.  His chin length hair lies greasy and tangled

               against the pillow. 

               Estella enters and opens the blinds.  Early morning light

               filters in and Chad squints as he opens his eyes.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Good morning, Mr. Galanti.  Or

                         should I call ju Will?

               Chad tries to lick his chapped lips.

                                   CHAD

                         Water?

               Estella pours him a cup of water from a pitcher on the tray. 

               She adds a straw and then positions Chad so he can sip from

               the cup.  He sucks the water down quickly.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Whoa, slow down.  Ju don't want to

                         get sick.

               Chad watches her intently as she moves away and sets down the

               cup.

                                   CHAD

                         Why would you call me Will?

               Estella turns and smiles at him.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ah, good.  I see ju have jour voice

                         back.  It is as nice as I expected.

                                   CHAD

                         Why Will?

                                   ESTELLA

                         Yesterday, ju say jour name is

                         Will.

               Chad starts to shake his head, but winces in pain.

                                   CHAD

                         My name is Chad.  Will is my

                         friend.  He was with me the night I

                         got shot. 

               Estella laughs.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Okay, Chad.  Chad we would like ju

                         to try a little something to eat

                         this morning?

                                   CHAD

                         Food?  I'm not sure.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I'll have juor tray brought in.

               She steps from the room and Stick comes in carrying a tray. 

               He sets it down on the side table.

                                   STICK

                         Hey, kid.  Remember me?  

                                   CHAD

                         Don't call me kid.

                                   STICK

                         They call me Stick.

                                   CHAD

                         Stick?  Like stick it up your ass?

                                   STICK

                         Very funny.  You're in enough

                         trouble.  Do you think it's smart

                         to be a wise ass.

               Estella sets a tray in front of him and removes the cover,

               revealing scrambled eggs and toast.  Chad scowls a bit at the

               food.

                                   ESTELLA

                             (with fake menace)

                         Ju must eat.  Or I will hit ju on

                         the head with this.

               She raises the dish cover menacingly.  Chad laughs and winces

               again from pain.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Ju are in pain.  Let me get jour

                         pain meds.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks, Estella.  Can you get me a

                         phone?  I need to make a call.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Okay.  I be right back.

               She starts to leave

                                   CHAD

                         Estella?

               She turns.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Did I really hear you call me a

                         hitman?

                                   ESTELLA

                         That is what the man on the news

                         called you.  

                                   CHAD

                         Hell, no.  What the fuck is going

                         on?

               He jerks in agitation and then winces in pain.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Jour meds!

               She hurries out.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella, wait.  You forgot my-

               His voice trails off as he glances up and sees he is alone.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         -fork.

               He looks at the eggs, gives a resigned shrug and starts

               eating with his hands.

               The door to his room opens and he talks without looking up.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         This looked so good, I didn't wait

                         for a fork.

                                   RODRIGUEZ

                         Classy.

               Startled, Chad looks up.  Rodriguez and Day approach the bed.

                                   CHAD

                         Shit!  Get out!

               He throws egg at the two men.  Day angrily charges the baed,

               but Rodriguez blocks him with his arm.

                                   RODRIGUEZ

                         We need to have a little chat about

                         the shootings.

                                   CHAD

                         I don't know anything about the

                         shootings.

                                   DAY

                         So that's how you're gonna play it?

                         I suppose you don't know your real

                         name either.

               Chad sneers at him.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm not telling you shit until you

                         tell me-

               He throws the blanket off his feet revealing his leg shackled

               to the bed.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         -what the fuck is this?

               Estella walks in and bristles when she sees the two cops.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Out!  Both of ju, out!

               The men make no move to leave.  Estella holds the syringe in

               her hand menacingly.

               The men glance at each other.  Rodriguez motions with his

               head for them to leave and they head for the door.

                                   RODRIGUEZ

                         We'll leave for now, but we'll be

                         back.

                                   DAY

                         We'll see you rot in prison.

               The door shuts behind him.

               Chad grins.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks, Estella.

               Estella gives a flirty smile.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Estella will take good care of ju.

               They smile at one another.

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, Estella.  What ever happened

                         to that phone?

               Dropping her eyes.

                                   ESTELLA

                         They won't let ju have a phone.  So

                         sorry, Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Who won't?  

               Estella nods towards the door.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Officer Stick said no.

                                   CHAD

                             (yelling)

                         Stick!  Get in here!

               Stick steps into the room.

                                   STICK

                         Don't be screaming at me Galanti. 

                         I'm here to protect you, not take

                         your crap.

                                   CHAD

                         Get me a phone!

                                   STICK

                         No phone, Galanti.

               He steps back into the hallway.

                                   CHAD

                         Stick!...Stick!...Get your ass back

                         in here!

               Stick gives no response.  

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Shit!

               He slams his hand down on the bed and then moans in pain.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Let me give ju jour pain meds. 

                         Later, I will clean ju up for jour

                         court visit.

                                   CHAD

                             (painfully)

                         Wait...get me paper.

               Estella pulls a small pad and pen from the side drawer.  Chad

               slowly writes a name and number.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Call this number for me.  The guys

                         name is Michel.  Tell him what's

                         going on.

               Estella sticks the paper in her pocket and injects the pain

               meds into the IV.

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

               EXT. HARRIS HOUSE - DAY

               Will stands on the front steps,  The wooden door opens to

               reveal Mr. Harris peering through the screen door.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Will.  

                                   WILL

                         Mr. Harris.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Come on in.

               He opens the storm door and Will follows him into the house.

               LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

               Mr. Harris gestures for Will to take a seat.  He calls to the

               kitchen.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Martha!  Will's here.

               Mrs. Harris scurries from the kitchen, wiping her hands on a

               small towel.  Will stands.  She goes right to him and they

               exchange a small hug.

                                   MRS. HARRIS 

                         Will.  Is Chad home?  

               Will shakes his head as they all sit.

                                   MRS. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         But I thought you were with him in

                         Miami.

                                   WILL

                         I was.  Chad got...um...hurt on the

                         job.

               Mrs. Harris gasps, bringing her hand up to cover her mouth. 

               Mr. Harris leans forward in his seat.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         How badly?

                                   WILL

                         He's gonna be okay.  Michel got a

                         call assuring us that Chad is

                         recovering.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         Oh, thank God.

               Mr. And Mrs. Harris exchange relieved looks.

                                   MRS. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         Why hasn't he called us?

                                   WILL

                         He will.  He injured his shoulder

                         and he's in the hospital.

               Mrs. Harris lets out a small moan of concern.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Does he need money?

                                   WILL

                         I'm wiring him some.  I have a few

                         things to wrap up here and then I'm

                         joining him down there again. 

                         Everything's taken care of, I just

                         wanted to let you know he was okay.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Thank you, Will

               INT. HOSPITAL ROOM 107 - DAY

               Chad's eyes flutter open against the late morning sun

               streaming in the window.  His bed sits away from the wall

               with a towel and basin on the floor at the head of the bed.

               Estella bustles in carrying a basin of water.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Oh good.  Ju are awake.  Soon ju go

                         to court.  I want to get ju clean

                         for the judge.  Slide up on the

                         bed.

               Chad hesitates, glancing at his foot which held the shackle.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         I had Officer Stick remove that

                         horrible thing so I can clean you.

               Chad smiles and slowly edges his way up the bed until his

               head hangs lightly off the end.  Estella gently pours water

               over his hair.

               Chad watches her intently as she lathers his head with

               shampoo.

                                   CHAD

                         Where ya from, Estella?

                                   ESTELLA

                         Cuba.  I am from the little island.

                                   CHAD

                         How long ya been here?

                                   ESTELLA

                         Five years.  I love Miami, the land

                         of freedom.

                                   CHAD

                         Have you traveled much in the US?

                                   ESTELLA

                         No, Mr. Chad, just Miami.  

                                   CHAD

                         I'm from the Midwest.  Cincinnati. 

                         You should see it.  It's a lot

                         different from Miami.

               Estella pours water as she rinses his hair.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Maybe, when ju all better, ju can

                         take me there, Mr. Chad.

               Chad grins at the thought.

                                   CHAD

                         Shit! If I showed up at home with a

                         bombshell like you, I'd have to

                         fight my way out.

               Estella wraps his head with a towel and helps him scoot back

               down in the bed.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Now ju get a sponge bath and I

                         brought you these.

               She pulls pajamas, a robe and slippers from a bag.

               INT. POLICE VAN

               Chad, in his new outfit, watches out the window as they pull

               out of the hospital lot with Stick driving.

                                   CHAD

                         So this is what Miami looks like in

                         daylight.  Hey, Stick, can we stop

                         for ice cream?

                                   STICK

                         I don't think so, kid.  Do you

                         realize the amount of trouble your

                         in?

                                   CHAD

                         I didn't do anything.

                                   STICK

                         Well, you're being charged with

                         murder.

                                   CHAD

                         Murder?  Who'd I kill?

                                   STICK

                         Three men are dead and another one

                         wounded.  Don't you remember

                         anything?

               Chad stares out the window, trying to remember.

               FLASHBACK

               Chad leaps sideways, landing on a man on the ground.  Chad

               has a gun in his hands and shoots as he falls.

               BACK TO SCENE

               Stick parks the van.  He turns and faces Chad.

                                   STICK

                         Let me give some advice, kid. 

                         Don't be a big mouth.  You have

                         friends.  Don't say anything.

                         Tell'em you need to talk to your

                         lawyer first.  Do ya hear me, Kid?

                                   CHAD

                             (glaring at Stick))

                         Listen, asshole, my name is not

                         kid.  And keep your advice to

                         yourself.  What the hell do you

                         know?

               Stick raises his hands in supplication.

               INT. COURTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Stick wheels Chad's wheelchair to the front desk.  OFFICER

               ORR, a short muscle-bound man, steps forward. 

                                   OFFICER ORR

                         Hey, Stick, how ya doin'.  This the

                         guy that did all that killing two

                         weeks ago?

                                   STICK

                         He's a suspect.

                                   OFFICER ORR

                         Don't worry.  We'll take care of

                         him.

               Stick turns to leave, but stops for a moment.

                                   STICK

                         Just remember what I told ya,

                         ki...Chad.

               Stick leaves and Orr turns to face Chad, a leering grin on

               his face.

                                   OFFICER ORR

                         Well, well, well.  Look what we

                         have here.  Mr. Tough guy.  So your

                         the big, bad hit man.  You don't

                         look so bad.

               Chad sits absolutely still as Orr circles the wheelchair and

               steps back to stare.

                                   OFFICER ORR (CONT'D)

                         Stand up, hotshot!

                                   CHAD

                         I can't, sir.

                                   OFFICER ORR

                         I said...stand the fuck up!  I'll

                         knock your head clear off your

                         shoulders.

                                   CHAD

                         Sir, I'm not feeling so good.  I

                         can't stand up.

                                   OFFICER ORR

                         Ya got shot in the fucking

                         shoulder, ya pussy.  There's

                         nothing wrong with your legs.

               Officer Orr leans over the chair, putting a hand on each arm

               of the wheelchair.

                                   OFFICER ORR (CONT'D)

                         Do I need to show ya how to do it?

               Chad takes a few deep breaths and then closes his eyes. 

               Suddenly, he vomits all over Officer Orr.  Orr stumbles back,

               dripping in goo

                                   OFFICER ORR (CONT'D)

                         You little bastard!  That's gonna

                         cost ya.

               He hits Chad with a rounding blow to the head.  Chad falls to

               the floor, out cold.

                                                           CUT TO BLACK

               CLOSE UP - BRIGHT LIGHT

               BACK TO SCENE

               Chad squints his eyes against the light.  Jordy stands in

               front of him, bathed by the light.  He blinks hard and when

               he opens his eyes, Jordy is gone and just the light shines

               into his eyes.

               Laying in a hospital bed, he lifts his head, but MOANS and

               drops it back down.  He looks up and sees NURSE LEON, a Mrs.

               Santa Claus in a nurses uniform.  She drops the flashlight

               and holds up one finger in front of his eyes.

                                   NURSE LEON

                         Mr. Galanti!   Mr. Galanti!  Can

                         you hear me?  How many fingers do

                         you see?

                                   CHAD

                         I see just one, and it's the one

                         I'm going to stick in that cop's

                         eye if I ever see him again.

                                   NURSE LEON

                         Now, Mr. Galanti, don't make

                         trouble for yourself.  You have

                         enough to deal with.

                                   CHAD

                         Where the hell am I?

                                   NURSE LEON

                         You're in the prison hospital ward. 

                         You fell out of your wheelchair and

                         hit your head.  That's a nice

                         bruise starting by your eye.

               Chad runs his hand over the swollen, red mark on his temple.

                                   CHAD

                         Fell?  That fucking cop beat the

                         shit out of me.

               Not believing him, Nurse Leon shakes her head.

                                   NURSE LEON

                         Enough stories, Mr. Galanti.  I

                         have sixteen prisoners to care for

                         and I don't have time to play.  You

                         have a visitor.  You're lawyer is

                         here.

               She goes to leave and gestures the lawyer to come in from the

               hallway.  DAN WISE, straight laced in a designer three piece

               suit hurries in.

                                   WISE

                         Hello, sir.  My name is Dan Wise.

               Chad uses the button to raise the head of his bed.  

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah?  So?

                                   WISE

                         So I have been retained to

                         represent you at your arraignment

                         here in little while.  How do you

                         feel?

                                   CHAD

                         I feel like shit.  I'm sore all

                         over, I'm hungry and that fucking

                         cop at intake beat the shit out of

                         me.

                                   WISE

                         I'll look into that later, but we

                         need to prepare for your

                         arraignment now.

               Wise opens a pad and reads from it

                                   WISE (CONT'D)

                         You're from Ohio, your real name is

                         Chad Harris, almost 21 years of age

                         and it seems like you are a small

                         time drug dealer.  Is there a

                         reason you are using an alias?

                                   CHAD

                         Did the French man tell you all

                         that?

                                   WISE

                         Who?

                                   CHAD

                         Michel.  The guy who called you.

               Wise sets the pad down.

                                   WISE

                         I'm sorry.  I was hired by Mr.

                         Fusco.  I don't know where he got

                         his information.  He wanted to know

                         who you were since you saved his

                         life during the shooting.  

                                   CHAD

                         Listen...Dan...I didn't save

                         anyone's life but my own.  I don't

                         know any Fusco.

                                   WISE

                         Well, Mr. Fusco has paid for me to

                         represent you.  He wants to pay you

                         back for your actions.  You took

                         one of the bullets meant for him. 

               FLASHBACK

               Chad falls sideways onto the man again, but as he goes down,

               he is shot in the shoulder.  His body jerks with the impact

               and he hits the ground.  He lays on the ground, facing the

               club and sees Fusco, an older gentleman, fall to the ground

               by the door. 

               BACK TO SCENE

               Chad squints at Wise as he remembers.

                                   CHAD

                         Do you mean that old man that was

                         shot in the doorway?  He didn't

                         die?

                                   WISE

                         Mr. Fusco is alive and well, with

                         only a small wound where a bullet

                         grazed him.  You dove and took the

                         bullet that could have killed him.

                                   CHAD

                         Jesus!  I didn't mean to.

               Wise laughs.

                                   WISE

                         Whether you meant to or not is

                         irrelevant.  Mr. Fusco is paying

                         for your defense.  I'm sure I can

                         get you off for the shootings as

                         self defense, but there's still a

                         gun charge for carrying concealed. 

                         What else do you remember from that

                         night?

                                   CHAD

                         Let's see, I was walking towards

                         the club to get into line-

               FLASHBACK

               Chad crosses the street toward the club.  The neon lights cut

               through the dark, showing the silhouette of a man coming

               towards him.  Suddenly, GUNSHOTS, and the man coming towards

               him goes down, a gun falling from his hand.  The gun hits the

               street.

               Chad dives sideways, trying to get out of the line of fire,

               but takes a hit in the shoulder.  His body jerks and he hits

               the ground, landing on the man already down.  He sees Fusco

               go down in the doorway.

               Chad reaches for the gun on the street, picks it up and fires

               towards the direction the shots came from.

               BACK TO SCENE

               Chad stares at Wise.

                                   CHAD

                         It wasn't my gun.  I grabbed it off

                         the street where the dead guy

                         dropped it.

                                   WISE

                         If that's true, we can get the gun

                         charge dropped.

                                   CHAD

                         You think I'm lying?  Who the fuck

                         are you?  I sure as hell didn't

                         hire you.

                                   WISE

                         Calm down, Mr. Harris.

                                   CHAD

                         Calm down?  You want me to calm

                         down?  I'm fucking chained to the

                         bed.

               He throws back the blanket to show the shackles back on his

               leg.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         This is one, big, fucking mess! 

                         I'm being set up by the cops!  They

                         don't know what happened, so the

                         poor, dumb, punk kid from the

                         cornfield can take it up the ass!

                                   WISE

                         Mr. Harris, if you don't want me to

                         represent you, take that up with

                         your benefactor. Until I hear

                         otherwise from Mr. Fusco, I am your

                         lawyer and I do expect you to show

                         me some respect.

               Chad flips him the middle finger.

                                   CHAD

                         Respect this.

               Wise gathers up his things.

                                   WISE

                         I'll see you tomorrow at the

                         arraignment.

               INT. COURTROOM - MORNING

               Chad sits in a wheelchair. Wise stands next to him, one hand

               resting on Chad's good shoulder.  The JUDGE, an older man,

               sits behind his desk.

                                   JUDGE

                         I believe, Mr. Harris, that at this

                         time, we have enough evidence to

                         turn this over to the grand jury. 

                         Do you have anything to add?  

               Wise squeezes Chad's shoulder.  Chad winces.

                                   CHAD

                         No, sir, Your Honor.

                                   JUDGE

                         Bailiff, you can take the prisoner

                         back to the hospital ward.

               The bailiff wheels Chad out of the courtroom, followed by Mr.

               Wise.

               HALLWAY

               Chad is wheeled down the hall.  Wise steps up next to the

               wheelchair.

                                   CHAD

                         Did he say prisoner?  I'm still a

                         fucking prisoner?

                                   WISE

                         Until a decision is made, yes.  I

                         think I can get you off, but you

                         have to cooperate.

                                   CHAD

                         Why didn't you let me tell the

                         story myself?  

               Wise motions to the bailiff to stop.  The bailiff steps to

               one side.

                                   WISE

                         Listen, kid, it doesn't matter what

                         you say.  That was just the

                         arraignment where you pled not

                         guilty.

                                   CHAD

                         But I am not guilty.

                                   WISE

                         Now let me prove it.  

               Chad stares at Wise for a moment, thinking things through.

                                   CHAD

                         Can you get these fucking shackles

                         off my leg?

                                   WISE

                         I'll see what I can do.

               INT. PRISON HOPSITAL ROOM - AFTERNOON

               Chad sits in the bed, staring out the window.  Nurse Leon

               enters.

                                   NURSE LEON

                         You have a visitor.  Are you up for

                         it?

               Chad sighs and rolls his eyes.  Estella steps through the

               door.  His face lights up with a smile.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella!

               She hurries to his bedside, leans down and kisses his cheek.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hello, Mr. Chad.  How ju doing?

               Chad grabs her hand and gives it a little squeeze.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm better now.  (To Nurse Leon) 

                         You can leave us now.

               Nurse Leon hurries away and Estella pulls a chair up next to

               the bed.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I miss ju, Mr. Chad.  I took care

                         of ju for a long time.

                                   CHAD

                         It's so good to see you, Estella. 

                         I miss you, too.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Why are ju still here in the

                         prison?  I know ju are innocent, so

                         why don't they let ju out?

                                   CHAD

                         How do you know I'm innocent,

                         Estella?

                                   ESTELLA

                         I can see in jour eyes, ju are a

                         good man.  

               They stare in each other's eyes.  Chad raises his good hand

               and gently strokes her cheek.

               Nurse Leon peeks in the door.

                                   NURSE LEON

                         Excuse me, Mr. Harris, but your

                         lawyer's here.

               Wise strides in.  He gives Estella the once over and raises

               his eyebrows in appreciation.  OFFICER MEAD, a short Italian

               man, steps just inside the door and waits. 

               Wise sets his briefcase on a chair by the door.  He smirks

               when he sees Estella.

                                   CHAD

                         What do you want, Wise?

               Wise saunters up to Estella.

                                   WISE

                         I'd like to be introduced to this

                         fine young lady.

               Chad scowls.  Estella offers her hand.

                                   ESTELLA 

                         Estella.  I am Mr. Chad's nurse.

                                   CHAD

                         She's taken care of me since I

                         first got shot.

               He scans Estella up and down as the tip of his tongue licks

               his lips.  His eyes rest on her breasts.

                                   WISE

                         Good reason to get shot.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hijo de puta. (Son of a bitch) 

               Wise raises his eyes to find her eyes blazing with anger.

                                   CHAD

                         If I could get out of this bed, I'd

                         rip your fucking heart out. 

               Wise startles and turns his attention from Estella to Chad,

               who clenches his fists in anger.

                                   WISE

                         Calm down, Mr. Harris.

                                   CHAD

                         Apologize to Estella.

               Wise turns back to Estella.

                                   WISE

                         I'm sorry.

                                   CHAD

                         Why don't you get me something to

                         drink, baby.

               Estella glares at Wise as she walks past him.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Cabron.  (Asshole)

               Once Estella is gone, Chad turns on Wise.

                                   CHAD

                         Do you think you're a fucking hot

                         shot player?   You piece of shit! 

                         Get out!  Get the hell out of my

                         room!

               Wise stumbles back a few steps before regaining his

               composure..  

                                   WISE

                         I've got some good news.  You are

                         to be released.

                                   CHAD

                         Released?  When? 

                                   WISE

                         Officer Mead is here to open your

                         shackles, but you must stay in

                         Miami at a permanent address.  Mr.

                         Fusco will put you up until this is

                         all over.

                                   CHAD

                         I don't even know Fusco.  And if he

                         hired you then he must be a piece

                         of shit, too.  

                                   WISE

                         The terms of your release are

                         clear.  Officer Mead, unlock his

                         cuffs while I get Fusco's address.

               Wise goes to his briefcase while Mead unlocks the ankle

               Shackles.  Mead leans in close to Chad and whispers to him.

                                   MEAD

                         Look, you little punk, I know who

                         you are.  You're one of those

                         fucking cowboys.  Greaseballs. 

                         And you should be left to rot.  How

                         dare you take a nice, Italian name

                         like Galanti as an alias.

               Mead hurries away with the cuffs.  As he exits the room, Chad

               calls out to him.

                                   CHAD

                         Galanti is my mother's maiden name. 

                         I am part Italian, you asshole!

               Wise lays a piece of paper and an envelope on Chad's bed. 

               Chad reads the paper, scowls, crumples it up and throws it at

               Wise.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         I'm not staying with this Fusco. 

                         Now get out!

                                   WISE

                         Mr. Fusco insists-

                                   CHAD

                         You tell Fusco he's not my fucking

                         boss.  I'll find my own place to

                         stay.

                                   WISE

                         Mr. Harris-

                                   CHAD

                         Get the fuck out!!!

               Wise hurries from the room.  Chad closes his eyes, taking a

               few deep breathes to calm down.  He opens his eyes, notices

               the envelope still on the bed and glances inside.

               His eyes widen in shock.  He pulls out a handful of one

               hundred dollar bills.  He starts to count.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         1,2,3,4,5,6,7,8,9,10,11,12...hmmmm

                         ..twenty five hundred dollars. 

                         What the fuck!  Maybe this guy

                         Fusco isn't so bad.

               EXT. MIAMI HOSPITAL - LATE AFTERNOON

               Chad exits the hospital, still wearing his pajamas, robe and

               slippers.  He scans the area and sees a cab parked nearby. 

               He saunters up and knocks on the driver's window.

               The driver, RICO, a small man of Hispanic descent, rolls down

               the window.  Chad leans on the car.

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, man.  You open for business?

               Rico hops out of the car and opens the back door for Chad. 

               He tries hard not to notice that Chad is wearing pajamas.

               Chad settles in the back seat.  Rico jumps into the front

               seat and the cab takes off.

               INT. CAB - CONTINUOUS

               Rico, a crazy driver, weaves in and out of traffic.  Chad

               leans forward to speak to him.

                                   CHAD

                         Can you get me to a pharmacy and a

                         Western Union hub?

                                   RICO

                         Anything ju need, Rico is jour man.  

               Chad grins.

                                   CHAD

                         Anything?

                                   RICO

                         Anything, man.  Rico knows everyone

                         and everything that goes down in

                         this town.  I keep my ears open and

                         my mouth shut.  You want a leather

                         coat, I get it for cheap.  New

                         television, no problem.  Drugs? 

                         Rico can do-

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, Rico, I get it.  You are the

                         go to man. I'll keep that in mind.  

                         Right now I just need some legal

                         drugs.

               Rico pulls up to the curb in front of a Western Union office. 

               Chad starts to get out.

                                   RICO

                         Ju going in there like that?

               He points to Chad's pajamas and slippers.

                                   CHAD

                         It's either this or naked.

               Rico shakes his head in disbelief.

                                   RICO

                         I think ju are gringo loco.

               Chad laughs.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, slick.  I'll be right back.

               He tries to stand up and fails.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Oooh!  Shit!

                                   RICO

                         Hey!  What's wrong with ju man?

                                   CHAD

                         Nothing, Sherlock.  I'll be right

                         back.

               He attempts to get out of the car, but Rico scrambles out the

               front and helps him.

                                   RICO

                         I help ju.  Ju real fucked up, man. 

                         Ju should be in bed.

                                   CHAD

                         That's where I'm headed after a few

                         errands.

               Rico helps Chad into the office.

               INT. WESTERN UNION OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

               Rico helps Chad to the desk.  Chad then pulls away from him.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, I got it from here.

               Rico takes a step back and Chad approaches the desk alone.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Hello.  I'm looking for a money

                         gram for Chad Harris.

                                   WORKER

                         May I see some ID please.

               Chad takes out his wallet from the pocket of the robe.  As he

               pulls out his license, Rico cranes his neck to see the ID.

                                   RICO

                         Oh, man.  Ju not look good in that

                         picture.  What ju doing man?

                                   CHAD

                         Very funny, smart ass.

               He hands the ID to the worker.

                                   RICO

                         No, man, Rico.  Rico from Cuba.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, Rico from Cuba.  How about

                         you shut up?

               Rico takes another step back.  The worker comes back with

               money.  She lays a paper on the counter which Chad signs. 

               The worker counts out hundred dollar bills.

                                   WORKER

                         Here you go.  1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7,

                         8, 9...one thousand dollars.  1, 2,

                         3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, 9...two thousand. 

               Chad pockets the money.

                                   RICO

                         Oh, man.  Ju should no walk around

                         in your robe with that kind of

                         cash.  Ju loco.

                                   CHAD

                         Am I safe with you, brother Rico?

               Rico nods yes.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Then let's go.  I need a pharmacy.

               EXT. PHARMACY 

               The cab pulls up at the curb.

               INT. RICO'S CAB

               Rico starts to get out.

                                   CHAD

                         You wait here this time. (Exits the

                         cab)  I'll be right back, jack.

                                   RICO

                         Not jack, Rico.

                                   CHAD

                         I know you're Rico.  I was

                         just...Oh, never mind.  Just wait

                         here.

               INT. PHARMACY

               Chad comes in the door and lays his prescription on the

               counter.

                                   CHAD

                         I need this filled right away.

               The PHARMACIST, a balding man with wire rimmed glasses, looks

               at the prescription.  He studies Chad over the top of his

               glasses.

                                   PHARMACIST

                         It'll be about twenty minutes.

                                   CHAD

                         Twenty minutes?

               He glances around the empty pharmacy.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         I don't see anyone else waiting. 

                         Look, dick, do you see me standing

                         here in fucking pajamas.  Do you

                         see the cab I have waiting out

                         front with the meter running?  

               Chad's shoulder starts to bleed, the blood seeping through

               the pajamas and robe.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Just give it back, I'll go

                         somewhere else.

               Flustered and frightened, the Pharmacist reads the

               prescription again.

                                   PHARMACIST

                         I'm sorry, sir.  Let me fill this

                         right away.

               Chad paces impatiently as the prescription is filled.

                                   CHAD

                         I guess everybody in this mother

                         fucking town needs to be woke the

                         fuck up.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - CONTINUOUS

               Chad climbs carefully into the back seat.  Rico looks at him

               in the rear view mirror.

                                   RICO

                         Ju are bleeding man.  Ju want to go

                         back to the hospital?

                                   CHAD

                         No, man.  I want to go home.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S APARTMENT BUILDING - LITTLE LATER

               Rico pulls up in the cab, hops out and helps Chad out of the

               back seat.  

                                   RICO

                         This where ju live man?  

                                   CHAD

                         I do right now.  \

               He pulls the money out.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Listen, Rico, I'm going to trust

                         you man.  I need an ounce of weed

                         and an 8-ball.  Can you get that

                         for me?

                                   RICO

                         Yes, sir.  Rico is ju man.

               The apartment door opens and Estella rushes out.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Oh, Mr. Chad.  I was worried for

                         ju.  I have everything ready.  I

                         help ju inside, my sweet man.

               Rico steps up to help on the other side of Chad.  Estella

               glares at him.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Who are ju?

                                   CHAD

                         Estella, this is Rico.  My friend

                         Estella.

                                   RICO

                         Estella, hmm.  You dog, gringo.

               Chad clears his throat loudly.

                                   RICO (CONT'D)

                         I mean, hola, Estella.  I am Rico

                         from Cuba.

               He starts to help Chad towards the door, but Estella stops.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju are Cuba man, ju no good.  I

                         know.  I Cuban woman.  (Turns to

                         Chad)  Why ju bring Cuba man here. 

                         No Cuba man in my house.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, Estella, calm down. 

               He walks Rico back to the cab.  Chad counts out two hundreds.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         That cover it?

               Rico nods enthusiastically.

                                   RICO

                         More than enough.

                                   CHAD

                         You keep the change.  I'll see you

                         later.

                                   RICO

                         Thanks, man.

               He starts to get into the cab, but hesitates.  He glances at

               Estella and then speaks quietly.

                                   RICO (CONT'D)

                         She is beautiful, but mean like

                         snake, gringo.

               Chad laughs and pats his shoulder.  He moves back to Estella

               and they watch the cab pull away.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I see ju are bleeding.  We must

                         take care of that right now.

               She helps Chad into the house.

               INT. ESTELLA'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

               Chad lounged on the sofa, wearing a tee shirt and jeans.  He

               hears a car pull up outside and glances out the window. 

               Rico's cab pulls to a stop outside the apartment.  Chad

               carefully, but anxiously lifts himself off the couch and

               hurries to the door.

               He glances around the apartment, looking for Estella.  She is

               nowhere in sight so he opens the door and meets Rico coming

               up the front walk carrying a package.

                                   CHAD

                         Do you have the stuff?

                                   RICO

                         Rico always comes through.

               Chad glances back at the house and then leads Rico back to

               the cab.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm trying to keep this on the down

                         low. 

                                   RICO

                         Sure, man.  Anything you want.

               He hands Chad the bag.  Chad peers inside the bag and then

               gives Rico an okay sign.  Rico grins with pleasure.

               INT. ESTELLA'S BEDROOM - MORNING

               Chad and Estella lay in each others arms, sleeping.  The

               clock on the bedside reads 5:15.  The phone RINGS.  Estella

               pulls herself up and reaches for the phone.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hola...Who this?  He is

                         asleep...Oh, I see.

               She nudges Chad gently.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Baby.  Chad.  For you.

               Chad takes the phone and talks sleepily

                                   CHAD

                         Hello?

               He perks up immediately.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Hey, bro, what up?... Glad you're

                         here...Okay, man.

               He hands the phone to Estella which she hangs up.  She starts

               to get ready for her day.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Who is calling ju so early?

                                   CHAD

                         That was my friend Will.  He just

                         got into town.

               Estella pulls out her nurses uniform and slides it over her

               head.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I work days this week.  Why don't

                         ju ask him to dinner tonight.  I

                         cook for my man and his friend.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks Estella, that's a great

                         idea.

               INT ESTELLA'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

               Chad rests comfortably on the sofa.  The DOOR BELL RINGS.  He

               struggles to get off the couch.  When he opens the door,

               Frank Wise stands on the stoop.

                                   WISE

                         May I come in?

               Chad scowls, but waves Wise in.  They settle in the living

               room.

                                   CHAD

                         What's up?

                                   WISE

                         Well, I've got some good news.  Two

                         witnesses have come forward and

                         collaborated your story. 

                         You have to appear in court, but it

                         looks like your case will be

                         dropped.

                                   CHAD

                         That's it?

                                   WISE

                         That's it.

                                   CHAD

                         So I'm free to go.

                                   WISE

                         After you go to court one more

                         time.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks for the news, Wise.  See you

                         in court.

               Chad stands up to escort Wise to the door.

                                   WISE

                         There is one more thing, though. 

                         Mr. Fusco would like to invite you

                         to dinner tomorrow night at Artie's

                         Steak Shack on Biscayne at 7

                         o'clock.

                                   CHAD

                         Fusco, again?  

                                   WISE

                         You've got to stop putting him off. 

                         He wants to meet you.

               Chad hesitates for a moment.

                                   CHAD

                         What the fuck, I guess I can see

                         the guy.  

                                   WISE

                         Estella is invited to join you.

               Chad escorts him to the door just as Estella enters, her

               hands full of bags of groceries.

                                   CHAD

                         Here, baby, let me help you.  

               He takes a couple of the bags.  

                                   WISE

                         Hello, Estella

               Estella responds with ice in her voice.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hola.

               She brushes by him and continues into the kitchen.  Wise

               steps out the door.

                                   WISE

                         Good bye, Chad.  And

                         congratulations.

               KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

               Chad sets his bags on the counter.

                                   ESTELLA

                             (with disdain)

                         What did he want?

                                   CHAD

                         Baby, I'm free.

                                   ESTELLA

                         What?

                                   CHAD

                         My case has been dropped.

               Estella squeals and leaps into his arms

                                   ESTELLA

                         Oh, Poppee!  

               Chad flinches with pain.  They hug for a minute until Estella

               breaks away.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Ju go lie down now.  We have to

                         celebrate tonight.

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN - EVENING.

               Will, Chad and Estella sit around the table, finishing up

               dinner.

                                   WILL

                         Estella, that was wonderful.  Thank

                         you so much.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju are very welcome.  

                                   CHAD

                         Let's go outside for a smoke.

                                   WILL

                         Should we help Estella clean up?

                                   ESTELLA

                         No, no, no.  Ju go.  Enjoy.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Will and Chad step out of the house and move away from the

               house.  Will has a bag slung over his shoulder.  Chad pulls

               out a joint and they light it up, passing it back and forth.

                                   CHAD

                         Did you bring everything?

               Will opens the bag and pulls out a 38.

                                   WILL

                         Here's your piece, and a little

                         surprise-

               He pulls out a small 25 automatic.

                                   WILL (CONT'D)

                         Strap it to your leg for insurance.

                                   CHAD

                         And the cash?

               Will holds the bag open.  Chad peeks in at the wads of money

               laying in the bag.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         How much?

                                   WILL

                         Sixty Thousand.

                                   CHAD

                         We need to make it look like a

                         million.

               Will nods as he zips the bag closed.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Tomorrow I have dinner with this

                         Fusco dude and then we'll meet with

                         Louis and get this deal going.

               Chad claps Will on the back.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         This is it, man.  We're gonna be

                         rich!

               EXT. ARTIE'S RESTAURANT - ESTBLISHING - EVENING

               INT. ARTIE'S RESTAURANT - CONTINUOUS

               The soft music matches the low lights of the high class

               restaurant.  Chad, Estella, Fusco, his wife GINA, 20's, and

               Wise sit at an out of the way table.  Two empty merlot

               bottles sit on the table.  They are finishing their meal.

                                   FUSCO

                         I'm glad you could come, Chad. 

                         After what you did for me-

                                   CHAD

                         I didn't do anything.  You don't

                         understand, Mr. Fusco.

                                   FUSCO

                         I told you to call me Gus.  And I

                         understand more than you think.

               Wise sets his napkin on the table.

                                   WISE

                         I hate to eat and run, but I've got

                         another appointment.  I'm glad you

                         finally got to meet.

               He stands, takes Gina's hand and kisses it gently.

                                   WISE (CONT'D)

                         Good night, Gina.  Estella-

               He holds out his hand to Estella, but she refuses to give him

               hers.  He shrugs and turns to the men.

                                   WISE (CONT'D)

                         Good night, Mr. Fusco.  Chad.

                                   FUSCO

                         Good night.

               Wise leaves. Gina stands.  The two men stand.

                                   GINA

                         If you'll excuse me, I must go to

                         the ladies room.  Estella.

               Estella stands.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I will go, too.

               The women walk away, chatting comfortably.

                                   FUSCO

                         Now that the ladies are gone, we

                         can talk a little business.

                                   CHAD

                         Business, sir?

                                   FUSCO

                         First I have a question for you. 

                         When I first heard about you they

                         said your name was Galanti and now

                         it's Harris.  Just who the hell are

                         you?

                                   CHAD

                         If I told you who I was, then I'd

                         have to kill you.

               There's complete silence for a moment and then they both

               laugh.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Actually, Galanti is my mother's

                         maiden name.  I use it sometimes.

                                   FUSCO

                         You are Italian?

                                   CHAD

                         My mother is...Sicilian...from

                         Travaile.

                                   FUSCO

                         Oh, have you been there?

                                   CHAD

                         No, but maybe some day.

                                   FUSCO

                         It's a nice place.  Near Rome.  We

                         have friends there.

                                   CHAD

                         I feel like I know it as well as my

                         home.  My mother has told me all

                         the stories from the old country.

                                   FUSCO

                         You are close to your mother?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes ,sir.

                                   FUSCO

                         Well that tells me something about

                         your character.  I have a little

                         something for you.

               He pulls out an envelope.

                                   CHAD

                         Please, sir, you've done enough.

                                   FUSCO

                         Nonsense.  After what you did,

                         there can never be enough.  Now put

                         this in your pocket and don't open

                         it until you get home.

               Chad stashes the envelope away.

                                   CHAD

                         What business are you in?

                                   FUSCO

                         If I told you that, I'd have to

                         kill you.

               Fusco winks at Chad and they both laugh again.  The women

               walk up to the table and the men stand.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I am sorry to break this up, but I

                         must work tomorrow.

                                   FUSCO

                         It was lovely to meet you, Estella. 

                         Take good care of Chad.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I always do.

                                   FUSCO

                         My number's on the envelope, Chad. 

                         Call me if you need anything.

               They all shake hands, saying their good byes and then Chad

               and Estella walk out.

               INT.  ESTELLA'S LIVING ROOM - DAY

               Chad dials the phone.  While he waits for Will to pick up, he

               opens the envelope Fusco had given him.  It's loaded with

               cash.  Chad whistles.

                                   WILL (O.S.)

                         Hello?

                                   CHAD

                         Will.  I have things set up for a

                         meeting tomorrow with Louis.  It's

                         time to set Jordy's plan into

                         action.

               The doorbell rings.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Sorry, gotta go.  Someone's at the

                         door.

               He hangs up and answers the door.  Two FBI AGENTS stand on

               the front stoop.  They both flash badges.

                                   AGENT #1

                         Hello, Chad?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes?

                                   AGENT #1

                         We'd like to talk to you about the

                         shootings in Miami a few weeks ago.

                                   CHAD

                         You and everyone else.  What do you

                         want?

                                   AGENT #2

                         May we come in?

                                   CHAD

                         You got a warrant?

                                   AGENT #2

                         No, sir

                                   CHAD

                         Then, no.  

               Chad slams the door.  The bell rings again and Chad opens the

               door again.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         What the fuck do you want?

               Agent #2 glances around anxiously.

                                   AGENT #1

                         Listen, either you talk to us here

                         or we can take you in and have a

                         little chat downtown.

                                   CHAD

                         Fine.  Talk.  You have three

                         minutes.

                                   AGENT #2

                         Okay.  Listen, tough guy, your life

                         is in danger.  You were involved in

                         an attempted murder for hire.

               Agent #1 smirks at Chad

                                   AGENT #1

                         But I guess you know that after

                         your dinner last night.

                                   CHAD

                         My dinner...oh, so you guys are

                         following me.

                                   AGENT #2

                         We are trying to protect you.

                                   CHAD

                         You're wasting your time.  And now

                         mine.  In case you haven't noticed,

                         I can take care of myself.

                                   AGENT #2

                         We did notice.  Unfortunately, so

                         did the bad guys.

                                   CHAD

                         Bad guys?

                                   AGENT #2

                         Yes.  Real bad guys.  Guys that

                         don't like people with Italian

                         names.  Why are you using the name

                         Galanti?

                                   CHAD

                         It's my mother's maiden name,

                         asshole.

                                   AGENT #2

                         Well, the name Galanti has shown up

                         on a Colombian hit list

                                   CHAD

                         How do you know?

                                   AGENT #1

                         We have our sources.  You killed

                         one of their men in the shoot out

                         and now they want payback.

                                   CHAD

                         That was self defense.

                                   AGENT #2

                         We know that, but they don't.

                                   CHAD

                         What is it you want?

                                   AGENT #2

                         We want you to help us.

                                   CHAD

                         Help you?  You're fucking kidding

                         me, right?

                                   AGENT #1

                         We figure with your help, we can

                         get close to them and-

                                   CHAD

                         You want me to be your fucking

                         bait?  Get the hell away from me.

                                   AGENT #1

                         One more thing.  How do you know

                         Gustav Fusco?

                                   CHAD

                         I don't.

               He slams the door in their surprised faces.  He slides down

               the door and sits on the floor.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Jordy, I don't know what I'm doing. 

                         Why the hell did you leave me?

               INT. WILL'S HOTEL ROOM - DAY

               Will lounges on the bed, watching the television when the

               phone rings.  He turns down the TV and then answers the

               phone.

                                   WILL

                         Hello?

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN - SIMULATNEOUS.

               Chad sits at the table with the phone at his ear.

                                   CHAD

                         Will, call Louis and tell him we're

                         changing the meeting.

               HOTEL

               Will sits up, alert.

                                   WILL

                         Changing the meeting?  Why?

               ESTELLA'S KITCHEN

               Chad hits the table with his fist in anger.

                                   CHAD

                         Don't ask questions, just do it. 

                         We need a plan.  I'm being

                         followed.

                                   WILL

                         Followed?  By who?

                                   CHAD

                         Good guys, bad guys, everybody.I

                         don't have time for details.  Just

                         cancel the meeting

               Chad hangs up and dials another number.  

               INT.  BENNY AND FRAN'S HOUSE - SIMULATNEOUS.

               FRAN, late 20's, wipes the counters while BENNY, late 20's,

               sits at the table, trying to fix a radio.  The phone RINGS

               and Fran hurries to answer.

                                   FRAN

                         Hello?

                                   CHAD (O.S.)

                         Hello, Frannie, baby.

               Fran frowns.

                                   FRAN

                         Who is this?

                                   CHAD (O.S.)

                         This is the cousin you should have

                         married,

               Fran's face breaks into a grin.

                                   FRAN

                         Chad!  How are you?

               Benny looks up from his work at the mention of Chad's name.

                                   CHAD (O.S.)

                         I'm recovering from an accident,

                         but doing great.  I'm here in

                         Miami.

                                   FRAN

                         In Miami?  What are you doing here

                         in Miami?

               Benny gets up from the table and joins Fran at the phone.

                                   CHAD (O.S.)

                         It's a long story.  I need to talk

                         to Benny.  He around?

                                   FRAN

                         He's right here. 

               Benny holds out his hand for the phone, but Fran puts her

               hand up indicating he needs to wait.

                                   FRAN (CONT'D)

                         But first, can you come to dinner

                         tomorrow night?

                                   CHAD

                         I think that would be great.  Can I

                         bring someone?

                                   FRAN

                         Is that someone female?

                                   CHAD

                         Uh...yeah.

                                   FRAN

                         She's more that welcome.  Here's

                         Benny.

               She hands the phone to Benny.

                                   BENNY

                         What's up, cuz?

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN - SIMULTANEOUS.

               Chad sits at the table, phone in his hand.

                                   CHAD

                         I need you to do me a favor.

               INT. COURTHOUSE - DAY

               Chad sits at a table with Frank Wise next to him.  The judge

               peers down at them from his bench.

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr. Harris, it has been decided by

                         the court that you are guilty. 

                         Guards, lock him up with no bail.

               Two burly GUARDS grab Chad by the arms.  They start to drag

               him away.  Chad yells at Wise.

                                   CHAD

                         I thought you said I would get off.

                                   WISE

                         I didn't think you'd show up

                         otherwise.

               Chad starts to struggle.

                                   CHAD

                         Get your hands off me, you

                         bastards.  I wanna see Estella.  I

                         wanna talk to my mom and dad.

               They drag Chad across the courtroom and pass Jordy leaning

               against the wall.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Jordy!  Help me!

                                   JORDY

                         Hey, man, I'm dead.  You killed me,

                         remember?

                                   CHAD

                         No!  It was an accident.  You

                         overdosed.

                                   JORDY

                         Seems like a lot of accidents.  I'm

                         dead, it's an accident.  You kill

                         some cowboys, it's an accident.

               Chad breaks free from the guards.  He races for the double

               doors leading out of the courtroom.  He bursts through the

               doors.

                                                          MATCH CUT TO:

               INT. ESTELLA'S BEDROOM - MORNING

               Chad sits up in bed in a panic.  He looks around and sees

               that he is safe in bed.  He shakes his head to clear out the

               nightmare.  The CLICK of the front door opening makes him

               freeze in fear.  

                                   ESTELLA (O.S.)

                         Poppee, I'm home.  I have news.

               Chad sags in relief.  

                                   CHAD

                         I'm in the bedroom!

               Estella pops through the door and jumps onto the bed.  She

               holds Chad's hands.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Look at me.

                                   CHAD

                         I am looking.  You're beautiful.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju are looking at the new night

                         nurse supervisor.

                                   CHAD

                         Oh, baby, that's great!

               Estella lunges at him for a hug.  She hits him hard enough to

               topple them both off the bed.  They untangle and Chad holds

               his shoulder.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Damn it, Stella.  That hurt.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Sorry, baby, sorry.  It was an

                         accident.

               The phone RINGS.  Estella tries to comfort Chad who shrugs

               her off.   The phone RINGS again.

                                   CHAD

                         Answer the God damn phone!

               Estella hops up and grab the phone from the night stand.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hola. ...(break)...It's for you!

               She throws the receiver at him and stomps from the room. 

               Chad calls after her.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella.  Come back.  I'm sorry.

               He waits a second, but she doesn't appear so her talks into

               the phone.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Hello?...Yeah, in an hour...Thanks,

                         man.

               He hangs up the phone, struggles to his feet and goes to find

               Estella.

               KITCHEN

               Estella stands at the sink, her back to him.  He walks over

               and hugs her from behind, resting his chin on her shoulder.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I don't like ju talk to me like

                         that.

                                   CHAD

                         I know.  I'm sorry Stella.  I'm

                         worried about court today.

               Estella turns around in his arms and stares into his eyes.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I thought ju are dismissed.

                                   CHAD

                         I hope I am.  I had a nightmare

                         where I was going to jail.

               Estella hugs him tightly.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Oh, Poppee.

               They stand in an embrace for a few seconds.  Chad steps back.

                                   CHAD

                         You go get some sleep. 

                                   ESTELLA

                         How will ju get to court?

                                   CHAD

                         I'll call Rico.

               Estella frowns.

                                   ESTELLA

                         No, Rico.  I will take ju.

                                   CHAD

                         Stella, you need some rest.  The

                         new night nurse supervisor can't be

                         tired for her first night on the

                         job.  I'll be fine.

               He kisses her gently on the lips, faces her toward the

               bedroom and gives her a gentle push.  She opens the bedroom

               door and he stops her.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         One more thing.  We're invited to

                         my cousin's for dinner tonight.

               Estella gives him a smile and slips into the bedroom.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - AFTERNOON

               Chad sits in the back seat as Rico drives down the road.

                                   RICO

                         Court again, man?

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah, maybe they'll arrest me on

                         sight.

               Rico looks at Chad in the rear view mirror, worry on his

               face.

                                   RICO

                         Ju go to jail?

                                   CHAD

                         No.  Things should be fine.  I'm

                         just nervous is all.  Mind if I

                         smoke?

                                   RICO

                         No, man, go ahead.

               Chad lights up a joint and takes a deep hit.  He holds the

               joint out to Rico.

                                   CHAD

                         Want a hit?

                                   RICO

                         Sure, man.

               He accepts the joint, takes a drag and hands the joint back

               to Chad.  He pulls up in front of the courthouse.

                                   RICO (CONT'D)

                         We here, man.  

               Chad extinguishes the joint by pinching the end.  

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks, Rico.  How much I owe you?

                                   RICO

                         Eighteen fifty.

               Chad hands a fifty dollar Will to the front.

                                   CHAD

                         Hang out a little while.  If you

                         don't see me in half an hour, take

                         off.

               Rico grins.

                                   RICO

                         Sure thing, Mr. Chad.

               Chad gets out of the cab.

               INT. COURTROOM - LITTLE WHILE LATER

               Chad sits at the table with Wise next to him.  The judge sits

               behind his tall bench.

                                   JUDGE

                         Mr. Harris, I'll get right to the

                         point.  Do you know anyone named

                         Jorge Carlos Diaz?

                                   CHAD

                         No, sir.

                                   JUDGE

                         How about Jesus Miquel Reyna?

                                   CHAD

                         I don't know either of them, Your

                         Honor.

                                   JUDGE

                         Well, it seems they know you. 

                         These men have been arrested in

                         connection to the shooting.  Can

                         you explain why your name was on

                         papers in their possession?

                                   CHAD

                         My name?

                                   JUDGE

                         The name Galanti.  Why are you

                         using a fake name?

                                   CHAD

                         It's...a game, sir.

                                   JUDGE

                         A game?

                                   CHAD

                         Me and my buddy play this game.  We

                         make up names, places and see if

                         some girl will fall for a sad

                         story.

                                   JUDGE

                         You use a fake name to pick up

                         women?

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah.  One time I told this chick

                         my friend was dying. 

                         Then I pretended to call him and he

                         didn't answer, I told her he must

                         be dead.  She screwed me for two

                         days.  You understand.

                                   JUDGE

                         I'm afraid I don't.  It seems that

                         one of the cocaine cowboys was

                         killed that night and they blame a

                         Mr. Galanti.  Have you heard of

                         Zelda Jimenez?  

                                   CHAD

                         Sure.  Everyone has.  She's that

                         crazy Colombian bitch from South

                         Dade.  She's becoming something of

                         a folk hero.

                                   JUDGE

                         That's because we can't pin

                         anything on her.  We know she's

                         involved in a lot of bad things, 

                         we just need some proof.

               Chad's eyes narrow with suspicion.

                                   CHAD

                         Wait a minute.  Are you asking me

                         to get proof for you?  I already

                         told the FBI I'm not going to be

                         bait.

               Chad rises from his seat.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         You mother fucking creeps have kept

                         me here for over a month and now

                         you want me to help you?

               He turns to Wise.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Do I have to stand here and listen

                         to this?

               Wise stands up and addresses the court.

                                   WISE

                         Is my client required to ...play

                         bait..as he calls it.

                                   JUDGE

                         No, it is not required.

                                   WISE

                         Have all charges been dropped?

                                   JUDGE

                         Yes they have.

               Wise turns to Chad.

                                   WISE

                         You are free to go.

               Chad hesitates a moment, not believing he can just leave.  He

               gives a snort of disgust, gets up and storms out.

               EXT. COURTHOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Rico sits in his cab waiting for Chad.  Chad storms out of

               the court house and heads for the cab.  He stops and looks

               around the street, spots a black federal car sitting down the

               street and gives it the finger before he jumps into the cab.

                                   RICO

                         Ju okay, man?

                                   CHAD

                         I'm pissed as hell!  Those assholes

                         are still following me, they want

                         to use me as bait.  I can't get to

                         my meeting as long as they're after

                         me.

                                   RICO

                         What'cha gonna do?

               Chad thinks for a moment.

                                   CHAD

                         You free this afternoon, Rico?

                                   RICO

                         Sure, man.

                                   CHAD

                         Good.  Take me to Estella's.  First

                         I have to make a few phone calls.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE - DAY

               Rico's cab pulls up in front of the house and Chad hops out. 

               The feds car pulls over a little ways down the street.  Chad

               leans in the window of the cab to talk to Rico.

                                   CHAD

                         I have a few things to set up. 

                         Give me a couple of hours and then

                         come back and get me.

               He hurries into the house.  Rico pulls away and waves at the

               feds as he passes them.

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN

               Chad talks excitedly on the phone.

                                   CHAD

                         Will.  I've got a plan.  Listen

                         very carefully.   First, I need you

                         to rent a car.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE - TWO HOURS LATER

               Rico pulls his cab up front.  Chad leaves the house and gets

               into the cab.  They pull away and the feds follow behind.

               EXT. COURTHOUSE, EAST SIDE - CONTINUOUS

               Rico's cab pulls up in front of the court house.  Chad gets

               out and runs up the court house steps.  Rico turns on the

               radio and listens to music, watching the feds in his rear

               view mirror.

               INT. COURT HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Chad hurries along the hallway, passing lawyers and other

               suits on their own errands.  He makes his way all the way

               through the court house and exits out the door on the

               opposite street.

               EXT. COURT HOUSE, WEST SIDE - CONTINUOUS

               He stops and searches the street.  A HORN BEEPS attracting

               his attention.  He runs over and climbs into a small compact

               car and the car takes off.

               EXT. COURT HOUSE, EAST SIDE

               Rico sits in his cab, nodding his head to the salsa music on

               his radio.  The feds get out of their car and amble up to

               Rico's car with Rico monitoring them in the rear view mirror. 

               They reach the car and indicate for Rico to roll down his

               window.  He complies.  The salsa music spills out into the

               street.

                                   FED #1

                         Are you waiting for Mr. Harris?

                                   RICO

                         Que?  (What?)

                                   FED #1

                             (louder)

                         Are you waiting for Mr. Harris?

                                   RICO

                         Que?

               Fed #2 points to the radio.  Rico shows understanding, leans

               over and flicks the radio off.

                                   FED #1

                         Are you waiting for Mr. Harris?

                                   RICO

                         Senor Harris?

                                   FED #1

                         Yes.  Are you waiting for him?

                                   RICO

                         No comprendo. (I don't understand)

               Fed #2 pushes Fed #1 to the side.

                                   FED #2

                         Listen, you wetback, tell us what

                         we want to know or I'll personally

                         run you back to Spic land.

                                   RICO

                         Tu eres Mas feo que el culo de un

                         mono.

               SUPER - YOU ARE UGLIER THAN THE BUTT OF A MONKEY

               Fed #2 turns to Fed #1.

                                   FED #2

                         What did he say?

               Fed #1 shrugs with a lack of knowledge.

               EXT. COURT HOUSE, WEST SIDE - SIMULTANEOUS.

               The compact car stops in front of the court house.

               INT COMPACT CAR - CONTINUOUS

               Will sits in the driver's seat with Chad in the passenger

               seat.

                                   CHAD

                         Take the stash back to your hotel. 

                         We'll go home in a few days.

               EXT. COURT HOUSE, EAST SIDE - CONTINUOUS

               The two feds continue arguing with Rico.

                                   FED #1

                             (speaking slowly)

                         Are..you..waiting..

                                   FED #2

                         Forget it.  The Beaner doesn't know

                         English.

               Chad comes out of the court house behind them.  Rico perks up

               when he sees him, causing the two feds to turn around.

                                   FED #1

                         Mr. Harris.

                                   CHAD

                         Hello, you keystone fucks.  Why are

                         you bothering my cabby?

               Rico jumps out of the cab and opens Chad's door for him.

                                   FED #2

                         Listen, cowboy, we are going to

                         make your life hell until you

                         cooperate.

               Chad gets in the cab, Rico closes the door and hops into the

               driver's seat.  He calls through the open window.

                                   RICO

                         Catch me if ju can.

               He takes off with a roar and squeals around the corner.  The

               feds look at each other in surprise and then race back to

               their car.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE

               Rico pulls up in his cab and Chad gets out.

                                   CHAD

                         Great driving, Rico.  Those feds

                         were left in the dust.

                                   RICO

                         Rico is jor man.

                                   CHAD

                         You know they'll just show up here,

                         anyway.

                                   RICO

                         But Rico wins the race.

               Chad laughs.

                                   CHAD

                         Come back at five.  Estella and I

                         have a dinner date.

                                   RICO

                         Sure, man.

               He pulls away and Chad runs into the house.

               INT. ESTELLA'S LIVING ROOM - EVENING

               Chad sits on the sofa, waiting for Estella.  She comes out of

               the bedroom dressed in a low cut, tight fitting dress.  Chad

               WHISTLES.

                                   CHAD

                         Oh, baby, Fran is not going to like

                         you.

               Estella frowns.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju no like?

                                   CHAD

                         I love it and Benny is going to

                         love it, which is why Fran won't

                         like it.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I go change?

               Chad wraps his arms around her.

                                   CHAD

                         No, baby.  You stay just the way

                         you are.  You're beautiful.

               Estella snuggles in his arms practically purring.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Oh, man, you make it hard to leave.   

                         But if we leave right now, we'll be

                         right on time. 

                                   ESTELLA

                         Then we must go.  We no be late.

               She hurries him to the door.

               EXT. FRAN AND BENNY'S HOUSE - EVENING - ESTABLISHING

               INT. FRAN AND BENNY'S DINING ROOM - EVENING

               Fran, Benny, Estella and Chad sit around the dining room

               table, just finishing dinner.  Fran has gone all out with a

               white tablecloth and candles.

                                   ESTELLA

                         This has been a wonderful meal. 

                         Everything was delicious, Fran.

                                   FRAN

                         Well, thank you, Estella.  We're so

                         glad you could come.

               She stands up and rumples Chad's hair.

                                   FRAN (CONT'D)

                         This guy is special.  I'm glad to

                         see he found a special girl.

               She starts to stack plates to take into the kitchen.  Estella

               hops up.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Let me help ju.

               The two women carry dishes into the kitchen.  

                                   CHAD

                         Were you able to get the

                         information I wanted?

                                   BENNY

                         Let's step outside for a smoke.

               The two men go out a sliding glass door to the backyard.

               BACKYARD - CONTINUOUS

               Benny leads Chad down two steps to the patio surrounding the

               pool.  Half of the backyard is taken up by a large schooner.

                                   CHAD

                         You must be doing great.

                                   BENNY

                         I do alright.

               He sits in a patio chair and lights up a cigarette.  He

               offers one to Chad, who takes it and leans over so Benny can

               light it.  They both inhale deeply and let a swirl of smoke

               out, blowing it into the air. 

                                   CHAD

                         So, what did you find out?

                                   BENNY

                         I did some digging and found out

                         some interesting things.

                                   CHAD

                         Spill.

                                   BENNY

                         Okay.  First of all, this Fusco guy

                         seems to be on the up and up.  He

                         used to be a member of an old New

                         York mob, but he's now gone legit.

                                   CHAD

                         That's good to hear.

                                   BENNY

                         He's loaded, and I mean loaded,

                         with money.  This-

               Benny waves his hand indicating his beautiful backyard.

                                   BENNY (CONT'D)

                         -this is chump change compared to

                         him.

                                   CHAD

                         It just gets better and better.

               They sit in silence, smoking their cigarettes.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         So, this Fusco might be able to

                         bankroll a deal?

               Benny throws his butt on the ground and grinds it out with

               his shoe.

                                   BENNY

                         Listen, Chad, I don't want to tell

                         you what to do, but you're like a

                         brother to me and I have to at

                         least tell you what I think.

                                   CHAD

                         Go on.

                                   BENNY

                         Miami is different than it used to

                         be.  This place hasn't been safe

                         since the mob was running it back

                         in the day.

                                   CHAD

                         It was safe with the mob?

                                   BENNY

                         Haven't you noticed how it looks

                         and feels like a 3rd world country? 

                         At least the mob had rules it

                         followed.  A person knew where they

                         stood.  Now, it's all people from

                         Cuba and South America.  

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, watch your mouth.  Estella's

                         from Cuba.

                                   BENNY

                         I don't mean any disrespect.  There

                         have always been a lot of Hispanics

                         in Miami who are good people.  Now,

                         they are freaked the fuck out by

                         the South American trash that is

                         taking over.

               Chad pulls out a joint.

                                   CHAD

                         Do you mind?

                                   BENNY

                         Go ahead.  Just don't let Fran see

                         you. 

                         She gets upset when I smoke

                         cigarettes out here.  Don't let her

                         see dope.

               They sit in silence.  Chad offers Benny a hit, which Benny

               accepts.  They pass the joint back and forth.

                                   BENNY (CONT'D)

                         Think about what I told you.  The

                         streets are full of human garbage. 

                         You might want to pick up your

                         fucking marbles and go home.

                                   CHAD

                         I think I'll meet with Fusco before

                         I decide what to do.  And I need to

                         go home and speak to the group. 

                         Maybe I'll just come back for

                         Estella.

                                   BENNY

                         That might be the best idea.  I

                         know you've been dealing back in

                         Ohio to friends and such, but this

                         is the big time.  People get dead.

               Chad lowers his shirt, revealing the bandages on his

               shoulder.

                                   CHAD

                         Bullet wounds.  Almost killed me.

                                   BENNY

                         See!  That's what I mean.

                                   CHAD

                         Benny, I wasn't dealing or buying

                         when I got this, I was getting in

                         line for a club.  People get dead

                         for doing nothing. 

               The back door SQUEAKS as it is opened.  Chad puts out the

               joint and tucks it away as Fran and Estella join them.  Fran

               pulls up a chair and Estella leans on Chad's back.

                                   ESTELLA

                         It is so beautiful here.  Ju have a

                         wonderful house.

               Fran glances around.

                                   FRAN

                         Yeah, we do.  I sometimes forget

                         how nice it is until someone

                         reminds me.  We have it good. 

               She reaches over and pats Benny's leg.

                                   FRAN (CONT'D)

                         Did you get your nicotine fix?

               Benny gives her a self satisfied smile.

                                   BENNY

                         Yes, I did, thank you.

               Chad stands and stretches.

                                   CHAD

                         Sorry to break this up, but Estella

                         has to work tonight.  She's the

                         night nurse supervisor, you know.

               Fran hugs Estella.

                                   FRAN

                         How wonderful.  I'm glad we got to

                         meet you.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju, too.

               Fran hugs Chad.

                                   FRAN

                         Don't be such a stranger.

                                   CHAD

                         I won't.

               The two men shake hands.

                                   BENNY

                         Call me if you need any help.

               Chad nods, puts his arm around Estella and walks with her. 

               Benny calls after them.

                                   BENNY (CONT'D)

                         Good-bye, Estella.

               Estella waves as they go through the gate.  Fran gets an

               uncertain look on her face and sniffs the air.  She frowns at

               Benny.

                                   FRAN

                         Were you smoking pot?

               INT. RICO'S CAB - DAY

               Will and Chad sit in the back seat of the cab as Rico drives. 

               He pulls the cab over in front of a large gate and stops. 

               Through the gate stands a large brick building.

                                   CHAD

                         What'cha doing, Rico?  Why are you

                         stopping at the train station?

                                   RICO

                         No, man.  This is the address ju

                         gave me.

               Chad and Will lean forward and peer down the driveway at the

               pseudo palace.  They turn and stare at each other.

                                   WILL

                         Wow.  This guy has money.

               Rico pulls up to the gate and a speaker sits in the stone

               wall to the left.  Chad rolls down his window and pushes the

               button on the speaker.

                                   FUSCO (O.S.)

                         Is that Chad?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes, sir.

                                   FUSCO (O.S.)

                         Come on in.

               The gates swing open automatically and Rico drives his cab

               slowly up the drive.  He pulls in front of the house.  Fusco

               comes out, a dog following him.  He walks down to the cab.  

               Chad and Will climb out of the cab, staring up at the house. 

               Fusco pays Rico who grins at the amount.

                                   FUSCO (CONT'D)

                         Come on in, boys.

               They walk up the steps and into the house.

               INT. FUSCO'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               The enormous room looks out through a wall of glass to a pool

               with a waterfall and hot springs.  Fusco leads them through

               the glass door. 

                                   FUSCO

                         I hope you're hungry.  I had lunch

                         laid out pool side so we can eat

                         and relax.

               POOL SIDE

               They stroll across the deck and stop at a table sporting a

               large umbrella and laden with a fruit and vegetable platter,

               sandwiches and a pitcher of Margaritas.  Fusco pulls out a

               chair and indicates the two seats across from him.

                                   FUSCO

                         Gentlemen, sit.

               Will holds out his hand.

                                   WILL

                         I'm Chad's friend, Will.

               Fusco shakes his hand.

                                   FUSCO

                         I am Gustav Fusco and I owe your

                         friend my life.

               They all sit and PRESTON. 50'S, a servant, appears to pour

               the drinks.  After everyone has a full glass, Fusco waves

               Preston away.

                                   FUSCO (CONT'D)

                         Thank you, Preston.  We won't be

                         needing your services any more

                         today.

                                   PRESTON

                         Yes, sir.

               Preston disappears into the house.   They start to eat.

                                   FUSCO

                         I am very thankful you were there

                         that night.  I want to do something

                         for you.  

                                   CHAD

                         Well, sir, I'm glad you said that. 

                         I could use some help.  My friends

                         and I supply the Ohio area and are

                         looking to expand.

               Will pauses in his chewing, uncertain if Chad should be

               telling this to Fusco.

                                   FUSCO

                         Go on, I'm listening.  

                                   CHAD

                         Will and I are traveling back to

                         Ohio tomorrow and I'd love to have

                         something good to tell the gang. 

                         We have connections that could take

                         us right to the source, to

                         Colombia.  

               Will chokes on his sandwich and takes a drink.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         We could increase distribution to

                         the mid west as well as parts of

                         New York and New Jersey.  I need

                         someone to give me his blessing and

                         his backing.

                                   FUSCO

                         And I suppose you want me to be

                         that someone.

                                   CHAD

                         We won't let you down, sir. 

                                   FUSCO

                         Chad, I think you are a special man

                         and I think you could do well with

                         the right direction. 

                                   CHAD

                         I know I can.

                                   FUSCO

                         Let's meet again after you talk

                         with your gang and we'll see what

                         we can work out.

               Chad smiles at Will, who looks astonished.

                                   CHAD

                         Thank you, sir.  You won't be

                         disappointed.

                                   FUSCO

                         Do you  have your flights all

                         arranged?

                                   CHAD

                         Not yet, sir.

               Fusco reaches for a phone.

                                   FUSCO

                         Let me have my girl set that up for

                         you.

               EXT. HARRIS HOUSE - AFTERNOON

               Michel drives down the street and pulls up in front of the

               Harris house.  Chad gets out of the passenger side.  He gets

               his suitcase out of the back and then leans in the open

               window.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks, Michel.  Don't tell the

                         guys I'm home yet.  I'd like one

                         night with my parents before we get

                         down to business.

                                   MICHEL

                         Sure thing, Chad.  See ya tomorrow.

               Michel pulls away and Chad heads up the front walk.

               INT. HARRIS HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Chad walks in the front door and sets his suitcase down.

                                   CHAD

                         Mom?  Mom, I'm home.

                                   MRS. HARRIS (O.S.)

                         Chad?  Is that you?

               She hurries into the hallway.

                                   MRS. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         Chad!

               She hugs him and he winces in pain.

                                   MRS. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         Oh, I'm so sorry.  What's wrong

                         with your arm?

                                   CHAD

                         It's not my arm, mom, it's my

                         shoulder, I told you, remember?  It

                         happened when I fell at work.  It's

                         just a sprain.

               They move into the living room.

               LIVING ROOM

               Mrs. Harris reaches for his shoulder. 

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         Let me see that, son.

               Chad jerks away violently.

                                   CHAD

                         No!  

               He calms down when he sees his mom's startled face.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         No, mom.  I'm fine.  Really.  I

                         just want to sit.

               He settles on the sofa and his mom sits on a chair next to

               him.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Where's Dad?

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         He should be home soon.  Tell me

                         about Miami.

               Chad grins.

                                   CHAD

                         It was hot.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         Very funny.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, okay.  I liked Miami.  I'm

                         thinking of going to school there.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         In Miami?  That's so far away.

               The FRONT DOOR OPENS.  

                                   MRS. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         There's your dad.  We're in here,

                         dear.

               Mr. Harris enters the living room.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Chad!  Welcome home, son.

               He and Chad shake hands.  His dad sits in the other chair.

                                   MR. HARRIS (CONT'D)

                         Tell me about Miami.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         He wants to go to school there.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         In Miami?  That place is filled

                         with thugs and pimps.  Why would

                         you want to leave Ohio?

                                   CHAD

                         Dad, there's no opportunity for me

                         here.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         You can drive truck.  Mike told me

                         there's always a place for you. 

                         It's a good job.

               Chad shifts uncomfortably.

                                   CHAD

                         Dad, I know you've made a good life

                         for us by driving a truck, but I

                         want something more.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         More?!  What more could you

                         possibly want?

                                   CHAD

                         I want a home, a wife, kids.

               Mr. Harris spreads his arms wide to encompass the house and

               his family.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         I know, Dad, but I don't want to

                         have to work so hard to get it.

               Chad's dad pounds his fist into the palm of his other hand.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         Hard work is what made this

                         country.

               Mrs. Harris lays her hand gently on her husband's arm.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         Calm down, dear.

                                   CHAD

                         There's some great schools in

                         Miami.  Estella says-

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         There it is!  The truth comes out. 

                         This is all about a girl, isn't it?

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         You met a girl?

                                   CHAD

                         I met a woman.  

               His parents exchange knowing looks.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         It all makes sense, now.  

               Mrs. Harris gets up and heads for the kitchen.

                                   MRS. HARRIS

                         I'll get dinner on the table

               Mr. Harris gets up and claps Chad on the back.  Chad winces,

               but his dad doesn't notice.

                                   MR. HARRIS

                         You should have led with the girl,

                         son.  Good to have you home.

               He leaves the room, chuckling to himself.  Chad sits stunned

               at what just happened.

               INT. WILL'S HOUSE - REC ROOM - EARLY AFTERNONN

               Chad, Michel, Matty and Jackie stand around the table.  Will

               lifts a suitcase and sets it right in the middle.  He flips

               the latches and opens the top. 

               Twenty keys of cocaine sit stacked in the suitcase.  The boys

               all start to grin.

                                   CHAD

                         What'cha think.  Was it worth the

                         wait?

                                   MATTY

                         Oh man, I'll say.  I've never seen

                         so much blow.

               He reaches out to touch it and Michel slaps his hand away.

                                   MICHEL

                         Patience, little boy.

               Matty scowls.

                                   CHAD

                         Okay, boys.  Will is going to

                         divide this up.  You each get one

                         ounce.

                                   MICHEL

                         Only one?  What the hell?

                                   MATTY

                         You better not be fucking us over,

                         Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Everybody calm down.  One is what

                         you get to sell yourselves for your

                         own use.  The rest we sell.

               The boys grin at each other.  Matty raises his hands in the

               air.

                                   MATTY

                         Party!

                                   CHAD

                         No.  No party.  

               The guys all  look at him in disappointment.

                                   MATTY

                         No party?

                                   JACKIE

                         We want a party, man.  Everyone

                         will expect us to throw a party.

                                   CHAD

                         Party's are small time.  We're in

                         the big time, now.

               Absolute silence sets in.  Then Michel starts to chant.

                                   MICHEL

                         Party.  Party.  Party.

               Matty joins in and then Jackie until the three of them are

               chanting together, getting louder and louder.

                                   JACKIE, MICHEL, MATTY

                         Party! Party! Party!

               Will leans over to talk to Chad.

                                   WILL

                         Come on, man, just give them a

                         party.  My wife and kids are going

                         to her mother's.  We can use my

                         house.

               Chad holds up his hand for quiet.  Silence falls over the

               room.

                                   CHAD

                         Alright, alright.  We'll have a

                         party.

               Everybody gets busy.  Will first lays down some big lines for

               everyone to sample.  Michel sniffs his line up and then half

               of Matty's before Matty can stop him.  

                                   MATTY

                         You bitch! 

               He charges at Michel who laughs and pushes him away.  

                                   MICHEL

                         It was a joke.  Grow up.

                                   JACKIE

                         I'd a killed ya, man.

                                   MICHEL

                         Ha!   I'd like to see ya try.

               Jackie takes a step back and pulls a gun out of his pocket,

               pointing it at Michel.

                                   JACKIE

                         Just give me a reason.

               Chad steps between the two of them.

                                   CHAD

                         You guys need to fucking grow up.

               Jackie and Michel glower at each other.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Jackie, put the gun away.  We've

                         all got work to do and don't have

                         time for fooling around. 

                                   WILL

                         Kat will be home with the kids soon

                         and you all have to be out of here

                         by then.

               Jackie sticks the gun back into his pocket, but watches

               Michel.   Michel grins and mockingly throws him a kiss.  Will

               lays out a new line for Matty who quickly uses it as Will

               starts to weigh things out.  Chad steps up next to Will

                                   CHAD

                         What an asshole.  Pulling a gun.

                                   WILL

                         I always thought Michel would be

                         the one to OD, not Jordy.

               Chad quickly changes the subject.

                                   CHAD

                         How's Kat and the kids?

                                   WILL

                         They're good.  Will's almost three

                         and Holly turns one next month. 

                                   CHAD

                         That's great, man.

               Will finishes up dividing out everybody's share and they each

               step up and take their piece. Russ steps up first.

                                   WILL

                         Remember, party tomorrow.  Make

                         sure you tell everyone.

                                   MATTY

                         Sure thing, Will.

               Matty hurries out and Jackie steps up next.  Chad hands him

               his share.

                                   CHAD

                         Not cool, man.    

                                   JACKIE

                         Sorry, Chad.  I'm getting tired of

                         Michel picking on Matty.

               They both turn and look at Michel, who is laying out another

               line for himself.  Jackie shakes his head in disgust and

               leaves.

                                   CHAD

                         C'mon Michel.  Will wants us out of

                         here.

                                   MICHEL

                         Sure thing, Chad.  

               He snorts up the coke and then swaggers over to Chad.  Chad

               places the package into his hands.

                                   CHAD

                         This is to sell, Michel.  Try to

                         keep your nose clean.

               Michel just grins at him, raises his eyebrows in a joking

               manner and leaves.

               INT. WILL'S HOUSE - NIGHT

               Crowds of people of all ages move through the house,

               drinking, snorting coke and laughing.  Loud music envelopes

               the throng.

               On the stairs stands a long line of people.  The line moves

               slowly. Jackie moves up the stairs past the line.  PETE, a 25

               year old redneck, gets jostled as Jackie passes by.  

                                   PETE

                         Hey!  End of the line, nigger!

               Jackie reacts quickly, pins the redneck to the wall and

               shouts right into his face.

                                   JACKIE

                         What did you call me?

               Chad steps out of the bedroom at the top of the stairs, sees

               Jackie and hurries down to him.  He pulls Jackie off the

               redneck.

                                   CHAD

                         Not now, Jackie.  We're doing

                         business.

               Chad pulls Jackie into the bedroom and closes the door.

               Will sits behind a small wooden desk, a scale and bags of

               coke sitting on top.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         You can't beat up the customers,

                         Jackie.

                                   JACKIE

                         That guy's a white piece of shit.

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah, he is, but his money's as

                         good as anyone else's.  Sit and

                         cool down.

               Jackie sits on the end of the bed.   

                                   JACKIE

                         How we doin'?

               Chad opens a suitcase on the floor loaded with money.  Jackie

               grins.

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         Next time that ole boy better call

                         me a rich nigger.

               They all laugh.

                                   WILL

                         Send the next one in.

               Chad opens the door and lets in the next customer in, forty

               year old TIM TURNBALL.  He has a sweatshirt hood pulled up to

               cover his face.  He shuts the door and lowers the hood.

                                   JACKIE

                         Hey, it's the T man.  KL5 in the

                         morning!  Love your show, man.

               Tim grins at him.

                                   TIM

                         Thanks.

               He looks at Jackie, then at Chad, then at Will, uncertain who

               to address.  Chad steps forward and gently leads Jackie out

               the door.

                                   CHAD

                         Go check on the rest of the party,

                         Jackie.  Will and I can handle this

                         up here.  And don't hurt anyone.

               Chad shuts the door behind Jackie and then turns to Tim.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         What can we do you for?

                                   TIM

                         Word on the street is you are the

                         one to go to for good shit.  

                                   CHAD

                         Absolutely.  

                                   TIE

                         I usually don't go to a party.  A

                         little juvenile.

                                   CHAD

                         I understand.  (He frowns at Will). 

                         We won't be throwing any more

                         parties.  Will, set him up.   

               Tim and Will start the exchange of money and drugs.

               INT. WILL'S HOUSE - NIGHT

               Will sits counting money.  Chad closes the suitcase with a

               SNAP.  

                                   CHAD

                         Almost sold out.  What a rush.

                                   WILL

                         Three hundred and eighty eight

                         thousand dollars.

                                   CHAD

                         Three hundred thousand for our next

                         buy and fifteen thousand each.  Not

                         too bad for a night's work.  The

                         guys are waiting downstairs for

                         their share.

               Will nods and gathers up the money.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Tomorrow, I head back to Miami. 

                         I'll try to set up the next deal.  

               Will leaves the room, his hands full of money.  Chad looks

               upward.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         It's your plan in action, Jordy. 

                         Help me do this right.

               EXT. MIAMI AIRPORT - ESTABLISHING - DAY

               INT. MIAMI AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS

               Chad walks across the airport terminal carrying the suitcase. 

               Suddenly, Stick appears at his side and matches his stride.

                                   CHAD

                         What the fuck are you doing here?

                                   STICK

                         I'm here to give you a ride.

                                   CHAD

                         Get lost, dick.

                                   STICK

                         I have instructions to take you to

                         Gustav Fusco.

               Chad stops.

                                   CHAD

                         You want me to believe you work for

                         Fusco?  You're a cop.

                                   STICK

                         You just don't get it, do ya kid. 

                         I'm also a friend.  I think you're

                         a little slow.

               Stick reaches for the suitcase.

                                   STICK (CONT'D)

                         Let me help ya with that.

               Chad jerks the suitcase out of Stick's grasp.

                                   CHAD

                         Fuck you, cop.  I don't know you.

               They glare at each other.  Finally, Stick breaks the stare.

                                   STICK

                         Listen, kid, I didn't mean to upset

                         you.  Come on, let's go.

               He takes Chad's arm and starts to lead him away.  Chad stops

               dead.

                                   CHAD

                         Listen, I need to make a few phone

                         calls first.

                                   STICK

                         No time.  Places to go, people to

                         see.  Fusco's waiting at Marco

                         Polo.  We need to go.

                                   CHAD

                         Fuck you!  Go without me.  And tell

                         Fusco that you're a dick and I

                         don't take rides from dicks.  I'll

                         take a cab.

                                   STICK

                         Fusco said-

                                   CHAD

                         I don't care what Fusco said.  Does

                         he think I'm just some punk?  Fuck

                         him, too.  I'll do this without you

                         pricks.

               Chad moves past Stick and walks on ahead. Stick calls after

               him. 

                                   STICK

                         What do I tell Fusco?

                                   CHAD

                         Tell him to stick it up his ass,

                         Stick...(beat)...  You know what,

                         never mind.  I'll tell him myself.

               Chad storms off.

               EXT. MARCO POLO CLUB - DAY

               A cab pulls up, Chad jumps out and runs up the steps two at a

               time.

               INT MARCO POLO CLUB - CONTINUOUS

               Chad approaches the front desk where HENRY, 60'S waits to

               escort people into the club.  He frowns at Chad's attire.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm here to meet-

                                   HENRY

                         I'm sorry sir.  No one is allowed

                         to enter without a suit coat.

                                   CHAD

                         Oh, is that right?  Then you tell

                         Gus Fusco that Chad is out here

                         being pimped by you and he needs to

                         come save you from getting a foot

                         up your ass.  Think You can do that

                         without a jacket?

               Henry's demeanor changes instantly to acceptance.

                                   HENRY

                         I'm sorry, sir.  I didn't realize

                         you were with the Fusco party.  Let

                         me get you a jacket to wear.

                                   CHAD

                         You know what, fuck you.  Just go

                         and give my message.

                                   HENRY

                         Yes, sir.  Sorry, sir.

               Henry hurries away and comes back with Fusco.  Fusco takes

               Chad to one side while Henry watches anxiously.

                                   FUSCO

                         Chad.  Why are you standing out

                         here?  

                                   CHAD

                         They wouldn't let me in without a

                         fucking jacket.

               Fusco turns to Henry.

                                   FUSCO

                         Henry, could you get Mr. Harris

                         here a jacket?

               Henry starts to move, but Chad stops him harshly.

                                   CHAD

                         No!  No jacket.  This freak made it

                         clear what he thought of me.

                                   FUSCO

                         Where's Stick?  I sent him to

                         deliver you to me.

                                   CHAD

                         First of all, if you ever send that

                         fucking goon to me again, I'll send

                         him back to you in a body bag.

               Fusco starts to speak, but Chad cuts him off.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         And second, I'm here to tell you

                         I've changed my mind.  I'm going to

                         take care of myself.

               Chad stomps away.  Fusco calls after him..

                                   FUSCO

                         Chad...Chad...I don't understand.

               Chad just keeps walking, right out the door.

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN - DAY

               The PHONE RINGS and Estella hurries to answer it.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hola.

               INT. PHONE BOOTH - DAY

               Chad stands in the corner booth, Rico's cab waiting for him.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella!  I've missed you, baby.

               KITCHEN

               Estella immediately smiles.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Poppee!  It is ju!

               PHONE BOOTH

               Chad turns his back to the cab as if Rico can read his lips.

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah, baby.  I have a meeting so 

                         I'm sending Rico over to pick up a

                         package I left there under the

                         chair in the living room.

               KITCHEN

               Estella loses her smile.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Rico. (she spits).  Man from Cuba

                         is no good.

               PHONE BOOTH

               Chad sighs with frustration.

                                   CHAD

                         Just give him the package and I'll

                         see you later.  Love ya, baby.  

               Chad hangs up the phone and goes back to the cab.  He climbs

               inside.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - CONTINUOUS

               Rico looks at Chad in the rearview mirror.

                                   CHAD

                         Take me to the Hotel Flamingo,

                         Rico.  And then I have an errand

                         for you.

                                   RICO

                         Rico is jor man.

               Rico drives away.

               INT. HOTEL  - DAY

               Chad sits in the lobby of the hotel talking into the phone on

               the table next to him.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella.  Calm down. (beat)  I know

                         it's a gun, just give it to Rico.

                                   ESTELLA (O.S.)

                         Ju said ju are not a gangster  I no

                         like guns.  Ju leave this in my

                         house?  Without telling me?

               She hangs up with a bang.  

                                   CHAD

                         Estella?  Estella!

               The dial tone sounds in his ear.  He slams down the phone.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Shit!

               He glances around the hotel lobby and notices two MEN

               watching him.  As soon as he catches their eyes, they avert

               their eyes.

               Chad stops to think for a moment before he picks up the phone

               and dials.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Louis?  Chad.  We still on for our

                         meeting? ...(beat)... Okay, but

                         meet me outside.  I think I'm being

                         followed. 

               He hangs up and dials again.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Will?  Chad.  I think I really

                         screwed things up.  

               He pauses to listen to Will.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Well, Will, Estella isn't talking

                         to me, I think I totally pissed off

                         Fusco and I don't know who all's

                         out to kill me.  I need you guys

                         here.

               He pauses again.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Yeah, you're right.  ...(beat)... 

                         I know.  Just take the next flight

                         and call me when you get here. 

                         ...(beat)...  Yeah... (beat)...

                         Yes, I'll call him.

               Chad hangs up the phone and glances over at the two men, who

               quickly avert their eyes again.  Chad picks up the phone and

               dials again.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Mr. Fusco, please.

               EXT. MIAMI AIRPORT - MIDNIGHT

               Chad and Rico lean against Rico's cab.  Michel, Will, Matty

               and Jackie exit the airport and look for Chad. 

               Chad waves his arms and Rico gives a PIERCING WHISTLE. The

               guys see them and hurry over.

                                   MATTY

                         Man, this airport is sure busy for

                         midnight.

               Rico puts their bags in the trunk and they all squeeze into

               the cab, Chad in the front and the other four in the back. 

               Rico pulls away.

                                   CHAD

                         Guys, this is Rico.  He's working

                         with me.  Rico, this is Jackie,

                         Matty and Michel.  You know Will.

               Each guy nods at the sound of his name.  Rico grins at them.

                                   RICO

                         Hola.  Welcome to Miami.

               He takes off in the cab.

                                   CHAD

                         We'll go right to the hotel.

                                   MICHEL

                         You paying, man?

                                   CHAD

                         What?  I just gave you guys each a

                         chunk of money.

                                   MATTY

                             (sheepishly)

                         Well, it's been a few days.

               Chad slams his fist on the dashboard making Everyone jump.

                                   CHAD

                         Damn it to hell!  Is there a

                         business man among you?  Will, what

                         about you?

                                   WILL

                         Sorry, Chad.  I had some bills to

                         pay and-

                                   CHAD

                         Shit!  Never mind!  We have a party

                         with Fusco tomorrow night.  Do you

                         think you can act like businessmen

                         for one party?

               They all nod.  Chad turns back around in his seat, facing the

               front.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Great.

               EXT. HOTEL POOL - LATE MORNING

               Chad sits in a lounge chair at the pool wearing sunglasses

               and sipping his drink.  Will wanders out and collapses on the

               chair next to Chad's.

                                   CHAD

                         Rough night?

               Will just MOANS.  He grabs a near-by towel and puts it over

               his face.

                                   WILL

                         I don't want to talk about it.

                                   CHAD

                         What's wrong with you guys?  You

                         act like this whole thing is a

                         fucking vacation.  This is serious

                         business.

                                   WILL

                         I know, I know.

               He pulls the towel off his face and squints at Chad.

                                   WILL (CONT'D)

                         Me and the guys were talking

                         and...you sure we wanna do this?

               Chad stares at Will, not believing what he is hearing. 

               Finally he leaps up from the chair.

                                   CHAD

                         Fuck you!  Fuck all of you!

               He stomps off.  Will sighs and covers his face with the towel

               again.

               INT HOTEL LOBBY - NIGHT

               Chad, Matty, Jackie and Michel sit in chairs, watching the

               elevator and the front door.

                                   MICHEL

                         Well, if he's here, he wouldn't

                         answer his door or his phone.

                                   MATTY

                         Was he really pissed, Will?

               Will nods.

                                   WILL

                         Yeah.  Though I can't say I blame

                         him.

                                   JACKIE

                         Do ya think the fucker will show?

               Chad walks in the front hotel door with Estella on his arm..

                                   MICHEL

                         Shh.  He's here.

                                   WILL

                         Thank God.

                                   MATTY

                         Who is that with him?  What a

                         looker.

                                   WILL

                         That's Estella, Chad's new squeeze.

               Chad heads over to them.  He stops, looks at them all and

               then turns.

                                   CHAD

                         Let's go.

               He steps quickly to the door and the others scramble to catch

               up.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - NIGHT

               Chad sits in the front again with Estella between him and

               Rico.  The others cram into the back.

                                   WILL

                         Chad, we're sorry.  We-

                                   CHAD

                         It's over.  Let's concentrate on

                         tonight.  Everyone be on his best

                         behavior.  

               They pull into Fusco's gates.  Michel, Jackie and Matty crane

               their necks to take everything in.

                                   JACKIE

                         Whoa!  This dude has money.

                                   MICHEL

                         A fuckton of money.

               Matty stops gaping long enough to respond to Michel.

                                   MATTY

                         How much is a fuckton?

                                   MICHEL

                         About a thousand shit loads.

               They all laugh.

               INT. FUSCO'S HOUSE - NIGHT

               MUSIC reverberates through the house.  Gina, tucked into a

               dress two sizes too small, opens the door.  She stumbles a

               bit being inebriated.

                                   GINA

                         Welcome to our humble home.

               Chad walks in with Estella, followed by Michel, Matty, Will

               and Jackie.    

                                   GINA (CONT'D)

                         Estella!

                                   ESTELLA

                         Hello, Gina.

               The women hug each other and walk together into the huge

               party, followed by the guys.  Music plays loudly, some people

               play pool at a regulation size pool table and others gather

               around a bar.  

               Fusco stands talking with a couple of older men.  He sees

               Chad, excuses himself and walks over him.

                                   FUSCO

                         Chad!  Glad you could come, son.

               They shake hands.

                                   CHAD

                         You know Will.  This is Michel,

                         Matty, and Jackie.

                                   FUSCO

                         Help yourselves to food and drink,

                         boys.  There's dancing out by the

                         pool.

               They all turn to leave, but Fusco stops Chad for a moment.

                                   FUSCO (CONT'D)

                         We need to talk.  Meet me in my

                         office in fifteen minutes.

               EXT. FUSCO'S HOUSE, BY THE POOL - CONTINUOUS

               Out at the pool, where the party is in full swing, many of

               the guests watch as Estella leads her group to an empty

               table.  They all sit and glance around uncomfortably.

                                   MATTY

                         Why is everyone watching us?

                                   WILL

                         I don't know.

               Michel puts his arm around Estella's shoulder.

                                   MICHEL

                         I think they're all fascinated by

                         this beautiful lady.

               Chad walks up to the table.

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, Michel.  Get your own girl.

               Michel laughs and stands up.

                                   MICHEL

                         Don't mind if I do.

               He saunters across the deck with Matty at his heels.  A

               waiter comes over and sets a glass of red wine in front of

               Estella.  She looks surprised.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I did not order a drink.

                                   CHAD

                         I got it for you, baby.  Look, I

                         have to talk with Mr. Fusco.  Will

                         you be okay here for a little

                         while?

                                   ESTELLA

                         I will be fine.

               Chad turns to Jackie.

                                   CHAD

                         Watch out for her, man.

                                   JACKIE

                         Actually, I want to dance with your

                         little lady.  Show her a few moves. 

                         Ya mind?

                                   CHAD

                         That's up to her.

                                   JACKIE

                         What about it, Estella?  Want to

                         dance with a real black man?

               Estella takes a sip of wine and grins at Jackie.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju bet jor ass.

               Jackie leads Estella toward the dance floor.  Chad heads back

               into the house, leaving Will alone at the table.

               INT. FUSCO'S HOME OFFICE - CONTINUOUS 

               Fusco sits at a large desk, the oak door partially closed,

               but with remnants of the music drifting in.  Chad comes to

               the door and knocks.

                                   FUSCO

                         Come in, come in.  Have a seat.

               Chad enters and sits in an upholstered chair across from the

               desk.

                                   CHAD

                         It's a wonderful party, sir.

                                   FUSCO

                         Glad you like it.

                                   CHAD

                         The guys are really impressed by

                         your house.

               Fusco leans back in his chair, laces his hands behind his

               head and nods.

                                   FUSCO

                         That's what I want to talk about. 

                         One day you could have a place like

                         this.

               Chad grins.

                                   CHAD

                         It's a fabulous home, but I think

                         I'd prefer a condo on the water. 

                         Maybe near a marina.

                                   FUSCO

                         A marina?

                                   CHAD

                         You know, a place to keep my yacht.

               They both laugh.  

                                   FUSCO

                         It really can be yours.

               Chad shifts in his seat.

                                   CHAD

                         With all due respect, you say

                         things that don't make a lot of

                         sense to me, sir.

                                   FUSCO

                         Please call me Gus.  What doesn't

                         make sense, Chad?

                                   CHAD

                         I don't know what you want of me.

               Fusco leans forward over the desk, his hands palms down on

               the desktop.

                                   FUSCO

                         Well, kid, it's like this.  I like

                         your style.

               He leans back in his chair.

                                   FUSCO (CONT'D)

                         We both know you're not afraid of

                         much and you know how to get things

                         done.  You've brought all your boys

                         here tonight.

                                   CHAD

                         No, sir.  These guys are my

                         friends, not my boys or my

                         employees.

                                   FUSCO

                         But you command respect and I like

                         that.  I'm willing to offer you a

                         nice set up here in Miami.  I feel

                         like I owe you that.

                                   CHAD

                         You owe me nothing, Gus.  I'm just

                         glad you and I survived that night. 

                         What I really want to do is go to

                         school.

               Fusco looks puzzled.

                                   FUSCO

                         You want to go to school?  I'm

                         offering you a life of luxury and

                         you want to go to school?

                                   CHAD

                         My friends and I are small town

                         kids from the Midwest.  We're here

                         for the sun and the girls.  What

                         you're offering is just a little

                         bit over our heads.

               Fusco sits quietly for a moment.  He speaks softly.

                                   FUSCO

                         Well, Chad, I can't say I'm not

                         disappointed, but I have to respect

                         your wishes.

               Fusco stands and holds out his hand.  Chad rises and shakes

               hands.

                                   CHAD

                         Thank you, Gus.  I hope we can be

                         friends.

                                   FUSCO

                         Absolutely.  Now go enjoy the

                         party.

               Chad heads out of the office, but Fusco stops him.

                                   FUSCO (CONT'D)

                         One more thing.  If ever I can do

                         anything for you, you call me.  Do

                         you understand?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes, sir, I do.

               EXT. POOL AREA 

               Will sits alone at the table.  Chad slides into the chair

               next to him.

                                   WILL

                         How'd it go?

                                   CHAD

                         Lied my ass off.

               A GUNSHOT rings out.  Chad and Will snap to attention.

                                   WILL

                         That was a gunshot!

                                   CHAD

                         What the hell.

               They both jump from their chairs and head towards the shots

               on the opposite side of the pool.  They push and fight their

               way through as hordes of party goers run away from the shots.

               They finally make it out of the crowd and find Jackie pinning

               an athletic guy to the wall.  Estella cowers behind a chair,

               crying.  Jackie starts to hit the guy repeatedly in the head. 

               Chad and Will run over and try to interfere, but can't get

               close enough without getting hit.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Jackie!  What the fuck is going on?

                                   WILL

                         Jackie!  Stop!

               Jackie talks inbetween punches.

                                   JACKIE

                         This fuck-

               Punch

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         -put his hands on Estella-

               Punch

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         - I told this mother fucker-

               Punch

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         -to keep them to himself-

               Punch

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         -he pulled a gun on me.

               Jackie yanks the guy off the wall and puts him in a headlock.

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         And now his life's not worth the

                         time it'll take to end it.

               He starts punching the guy straight in the face.  Blood flows

               until both Jackie and the guy are covered in it.  Will and

               Chad manage to grab Jackie's arms and pull him off the guy,

               who sinks to the floor in a heap.

               Fusco runs up with two body guards.  Jackie struggles to get

               away.

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         Let me go.  I'm gonna teach this

                         mother fucker a lesson.

               Fusco nods at the body guards.  They pick the beaten guy up

               and carry him straight out the front door.  Jackie stops

               struggling so Will and Chad release him.  Chad looks around

               for Estella.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella?

               She runs from behind the chair into his arms.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         There you are, baby.  Are you okay?

                                   ESTELLA

                         I okay.

                                   CHAD

                         Sorry about this, Gus.  I don't

                         know what got into Jackie.  We'll

                         get him out of here.

               They walk Jackie through the house and out the front door. 

               Estella follows behind.

               EXT FUSCO'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Chad stops Estella on the front steps.

                                   CHAD

                         Wait here for me, baby.

               He and Will continue towards the cars and meet Matty and

               Michel running across the front lawn.

                                   WILL

                         Where were you guys?

                                   MICHEL

                         When the shooting started, we ran

                         out to Rico.  You told us no guns

                         so we gave them to Rico to hold.

                                   MATTY

                             (overly excited)

                         We're gonna fuck this whole place

                         up.

               Chad lets go of Jackie and takes a menacing step toward

               Michel and Matty.  Matty takes a step back.

                                   CHAD

                         I don't remember telling anyone to

                         stash guns in the cab.  Who the

                         hell told you to fuck this place

                         up?  Now get to the car.  I have to

                         talk to Fusco.

               The four disappear into the darkness as they head for the

               car.  Chad goes back and joins Estella on the porch.  They go

               back into the house.

               INT. FUSCO'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Chad practically runs into Fusco in the front hall.

                                   CHAD

                         Gus, can I talk to you?

                                   FUSCO

                         Sure thing.  Let's go back to my

                         office.

               FUSCO'S OFFICE

               Fusco closes the door behind them and turns to face Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Gus, I'm sorry for my guys

                         disrespecting your home.

                                   FUSCO

                         It wasn't your guys that shot a

                         gun.  I'll deal with that dickhead

                         tomorrow.

                                   CHAD

                         Well, I'm sorry your night is

                         ruined.  I sent the guys out of

                         here and Estella and I are leaving,

                         too.

                                   FUSCO

                         I appreciate that.  I don't know

                         where you guys come from, but I

                         don't want to be on your bad side.

                                   CHAD

                         Well, Gus, where I come from you

                         can die for less than what that

                         jerk did.  I'm just glad Jackie

                         didn't have his gun.

                                   ESTELLA

                         What is wrong with people in Miami? 

                         Everybody always shooting

                         everybody.

               Fusco reaches out and takes her hands in his, looking her in

               the eyes.

                                   FUSCO

                         The lovely Estella.  I'm so glad

                         you weren't hurt.

               He kisses her cheek.  She gives him a small hug.  They head

               for the door.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - CONTINUOUS

               The guys sit in the back seat with Rico in the driver's seat. 

               They pass a joint around.  Suddenly, the passenger door

               opens.  Estella and Chad climb in.  Rico starts the car and

               pulls out to the street.

                                   MICHEL

                         What's wrong with you, man?  Why'd

                         ya pull Jackie off that piece of

                         shit?

                                   CHAD

                         Are you kidding me?  We're not in

                         our back yard at home.  This was

                         the wrong place for that kind of

                         shit.

               The car falls into awkward silence.  Rico pulls up in front

               of the hotel.  

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Let's forget about tonight. 

                         Tomorrow we start our road to

                         riches.

               EXT. HOTEL - ESTABLISHING

               EXT. HOTEL, OUTDOOR CABANA - MORNING

               Chad sits in cabana 31, alone, wearing sunglasses, drinking

               coffee and reading the newspaper.  A WAITER walks up carrying

               a tray of breakfast food.  He sets the plates in front of

               Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Well?

                                   WAITER

                         Two men. Not registered here. 

               He discretely indicates two men sitting at a table across the

               way.

                                   WAITER (CONT'D)

                         The blond one followed you from the

                         lobby and the other guy walked past

                         your cabana two or three times

                         trying to see inside.

               Chad slips the waiter some folded up bills.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks.  You did good.

                                   WAITER

                         Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.

               The waiter walks away.  Will arrives and takes a seat at the

               table with Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Where are the others?

                                   WILL

                         Still coming.  They partied last

                         night after we got back.

                                   CHAD

                         Shit!  They've forgotten why we're

                         here.  This is all fun and games to

                         them.  I'm glad Jordy isn't here to

                         see this.

               Michel and Matty drift in and take seats.  A waiter comes

               over and they order coffee.  Matty puts his head down on the

               table.  Chad slaps the table by Matty's head and Matty jerks

               upright.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Time to wake up and get your ass in

                         gear.  Are you fucks going to get

                         with it or what?

                                   MICHEL

                         Shit, man.  What is it you want?

                                   CHAD

                         I can't keep this shit together by

                         myself.

               Jackie ambles over and slides into a seat.

                                   JACKIE

                         What's up, bro?

                                   CHAD

                         What's up is you guys are fucking

                         up.  See those two guys at that

                         table over there?  They've been

                         watching us.

               They all discretely study the two guys.  

                                   WILL

                         What should we do about it?

                                   CHAD

                         I think we need to show them who we

                         are.  We need to fuck these guys

                         up.

               Jackie smiles.

                                   JACKIE

                         That would be my job.

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah, send them a message from us. 

                         But first try to find out who they

                         are.

               Jackie stands up and stretches to his full height.  He makes

               his way over to the table with the two men.

                                   JACKIE

                         Hey, either of you guys got a

                         cigarette?

               The men ignore him.  He places his huge hands on the table

               and leans in close.

                                   JACKIE (CONT'D)

                         I said, either of you guys got a

                         cigarette?  I like to smoke before

                         I fuck people up.

               The blond guy leaps up from the table, a gun in his hand. 

               Jackie punches him square in the face and the guy drops like

               a sack of potatoes.  The other guy pulls out his gun and

               Jackie grabs his arms, trying to keep from being shot.

               They struggle, knocking over tables and rolling on the

               ground.  The guy tries to shoot Jackie, but hits a waiter in

               the back instead.  The waiter crumples to the ground.  Other

               patrons scream and try to duck for cover.

               Chaos reigns.  Jackie manages to knock the gun loose.  The

               gun skitters across the pavement.  Sirens sound in the

               distance, rapidly coming closer.  Jackie pins the guy to the

               ground and punches him in the face.

               The police rush in as Jackie keeps punching.  They run over

               and try to pull Jackie off the guy, but Jackie shrugs them

               off.  Chad steps up to Jackie.

                                   CHAD

                         Enough, Jackie.  The police are

                         here.  Let them take over.

               Jackie calms down and allows Chad to help him off the guy. 

               The police motion for the paramedics who rush in and start to

               check out the waiter and the gunman.  

                                   POLICE OFFICER #1

                         What happened here?

               Jackie, sitting on the ground, out of breath, responds.

                                   JACKIE

                         All I did was ask them for a

                         fucking cigarette and the guy

                         pulled a gun on me.

                                   POLICE OFFICER #1

                             (to Police Officer #2)

                         Get statements from witnesses. (To

                         Jackie)  Are you alright, sir?

                                   JACKIE

                         I'm good.

               When the officer turns away for a moment, Jackie grins at

               Chad and gives the other guys a thumbs up.

               EXT. HOTEL OUTDOOR CABANA #31 - DAY

               Chad sits alone at a table again.  Wait staff and Janitors

               work at setting the place to rights, sweeping the ground,

               righting tables.

               LOUIS, 30's, walks across the area, looking at the workers. 

               He is followed by JUAN and JORGE, two rough looking

               Hispanics.  He joins Chad at the table with Juan and Jorge

               standing behind him.

                                   LOUIS

                         What?  Was there an earthquake I

                         wasn't told about?

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, Louis.  Good to see you again. 

                         We had a little trouble here

                         earlier, but we took care of it.

                                   LOUIS

                         So, how's my favorite gringo?

                                   CHAD

                         Well, Lou, things are looking up,

                         bro.

                                   LOUIS

                         Meet my two Colombian brothers,

                         Juan Carlos and Jorge.  They are

                         here for... let us say...the good

                         food. 

               Chad laughs.

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah.  The good food.

                                   LOUIS

                         Let's get right down to business. 

                         Ju want to expand jor territory,

                         yes?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes.

                                   LOUIS

                         There is only one way to do that. 

                         Ju must come to Colombia with me.

               Chad sits upright, startled.

                                   CHAD

                         Me?  Go to Colombia?

                                   LOUIS

                         Ju must stop being a drug dealer.

               Chad opens his mouth to protest, but Louis continues before

               he can speak.

                                   LOUIS (CONT'D)

                         Ju need to become a businessman.

               INT. HOTEL HALLWAY - AFTERNOON

               Chad moves down the hallway toward the rooms with a bounce in

               his step.  He stops and at a door and knocks.  Michel opens

               the door and lets Chad in.

                                   CHAD

                         This is it!  Our time has come at

                         last.  Wait.  What's going on?

               Half filled suitcases sit on the beds.  Clothes lay

               haphazardly about the room.  Michel, Matty and Jackie freeze

               in their tracks.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         What the hell?

                                   MICHEL

                         Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         You're leaving?

                                   JACKIE

                         Listen, Chad.  Things have gotten

                         out of control.

                                   CHAD

                         So you're leaving.  You're giving

                         up.  I thought you guys were tough. 

                         Where's Will?

                                   MATTY

                         I'll get him.

               Matty runs from the room.

                                   CHAD

                         You guys are all assholes.

               Matty comes back with Will.  Will enters the room and the

               other three quickly exit, leaving Will and Chad alone.

                                   WILL

                         Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         What the fuck, Will?

                                   WILL

                         Well, the guys have been talking

                         and they aren't sure what's really

                         happening. 

                                   CHAD

                         I don't need to explain myself all

                         the fucking time.

                                   WILL

                         They're afraid you've let this

                         thing become your own...uh...James

                         Bond kind of thing.

                                   CHAD

                         Is that right?  I've been busting

                         my ass to make this work for all of

                         us.

                                   WILL

                         We just want you to take a minute

                         and look around.  People are

                         getting shot.

                                   CHAD

                         People are getting shot?  You think

                         this is news to me?

               Chad pulls his shirt off, showing his still healing shoulder.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Believe me, I know people are

                         getting fucking shot.

               Will sits down on one of the beds, staring at Will's

               shoulder.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         This is where the big boys play.

                         You guys seem to think this is all

                         fun and games.

                                   WILL

                         Maybe we're not ready to play with

                         the big boys.

                                   CHAD

                         What are you talking about?  We

                         were the baddest mother fuckers in

                         the jungle back home.

                                   WILL

                         That's back home.  This shit here

                         is for real.  I have a wife and

                         kids back home waiting for me.

               Chad angrily yanks the door open to the hallway.  Michel,

               Matty and Jackie huddle by the door obviously listening.

                                   CHAD

                         I think you guys lost your dream

                         and your balls.  In case you

                         forgot, it was me man, me and

                         Jordy, that gave you part of our

                         dream.

                                   MICHEL

                         Chad, let's talk this out-

                                   CHAD

                         I've been running around behind you

                         guys since Jordy died.  I'm tired

                         of wiping your noses.  I'm tired of

                         worrying if you guys are making

                         money.

                                   JACKIE

                         We haven't seen any of this big

                         money you keep promising.

               Chad turns on Jackie.

                                   CHAD

                         You think you're being hustled,

                         Jackie?  I should kick your black

                         ass.  I don't need anyone

                         disrespecting me.

               He turns and faces everyone.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Where the fuck did you think this

                         was going?  

               The group stands in silence.  Chad pushes his way through his

               friends

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         I have to get the fuck outta here.

               He disappears down the hall.

               INT. AIRPLANE - DAY

               Chad sits in the window seat of the plane, watching the

               clouds roll by.  

                                   PILOT

                         We are now approaching our final

                         destination.  Please place all

                         seats and tray tables in the

                         upright position.  Welcome to

                         Colombia, folks.

               Chad buckles his seat belt. He talks softly to himself.

                                   CHAD

                         It's just you and me now, Jordy.

               EXT. COLOMBIAN AIRPORT - DAY

               The plane glides in and touches down with a screech of

               brakes.

               EXT. COLOMBIAN ROADWAY - DAY

               Louis drives the car along the road.  Chad sits in the front

               passenger seat.  He watches the gorgeous scenery out the open

               window of the car.

               INT. LOUIS' HOME, KITCHEN - LATE DAY

               Louis's MAMA cooks with large pots at the stove.  The back

               door opens and Louis enters, followed by Chad.  Mama screams

               and runs to him.  

                                   MAMA

                         Louis! Que estás en casa. Que no

                         haya podido asistir.  (Louis!  You

                         are home.  We missed you.)

                                   LOUIS

                         Mama! Es bueno estar en casa. Me

                         han traído un amigo. (Mama!  It is

                         good to be home.  I have brought a

                         friend.)

               Louis pulls Chad forward.

                                   LOUIS (CONT'D)

                         Este es mi amigo, el Cha., Va a

                         permanecer con nosotros unos días. 

                         (This is my friend, Chad.  He is

                         going to stay with us a few days.)

               Mama holds Chad's face between her hands.

                                   MAMA

                         Sois bienvenidos aquí.  (You are

                         welcome here.) 

               She goes back to the stove.

                                   MAMA (CONT'D)

                         Sentarse, sentarse. Es hora de

                         comer. (Sit, sit.  It is time to

                         eat.)

               The door to the kitchen opens and Hispanic men start to enter

               the kitchen until there are nine in all.  Chad sinks into a

               chair, overwhelmed.  Mama sets food on the table and they all

               sit and start to load up their plates.  Louis smiles at Chad. 

                                   LOUIS

                         That sweet mountain air blowing

                         together with the sea makes you

                         very hungry.    

               Chad looks around the table at everyone shoveling food into

               their mouths.  Mama notices him just sitting.  She starts to

               heap food on his plate.

                                   MAMA

                         Y comer, y comer. (Eat, eat.)

               Chad grins at her and starts to eat.

               EXT.  LOUIS'S HOUSE, FRONT PORCH - EVENING 

               Louis and Chad sit on the front steps, watching the sunset.  

                                   CHAD

                         You have a big family.

                                   LOUIS

                         Yes.  Family is important to us.

                                   CHAD

                         Call  me crazy, but I think they

                         are all named Juan.

               Louis laughs a loud hearty laugh.

                                   LOUIS

                         Sometimes it seems that way.

                                   CHAD

                         Did you get everything done that

                         you needed to do?

                                   LOUIS

                         Yeah, man, it's in the works. 

                         Sometime tonight I'll get a call

                         with instructions.

                                   CHAD

                         This is a piece of cake.

                                   LOUIS

                         Yeah, a piece of cake.

                                   CHAD

                         I could've done this myself.

                                   LOUIS

                         No you could not.  You don't know

                         the first thing about what goes

                         down around here.  And they don't

                         know you.

                                   CHAD

                         So what's the deal?  I need to know

                         the whole story at all times or

                         this won't work.

                                   LOUIS

                         It's easy.  We'll each pack 26K's

                         and fly home to Miami.

                                   CHAD

                         That's it?  What about custom

                         agents and border patrol?  DEA? 

                         FBI?  CIA?

               Louis laughs.

                                   LOUIS

                         Nobody's doing nothing.  This shit

                         just walks out of here every day,

                         all day.

                                   CHAD

                         And what do I do?

                                   LOUIS

                         You do nothing.  Relax.  Enjoy the

                         view.  

               Louis grins at him.

                                   LOUIS (CONT'D)

                         Welcome to the big time, man.

               EXT. COLOMBIAN AIRPORT - DAY - ESTABLISHING

               INT. COLOMBIAN AIRPORT - DAY

               Louis and Chad stand at the custom's window.  The CUSTOM'S

               AGENT, a small Hispanic man, questions them.

                                   CUSTOM'S AGENT

                         Buenas noches.  Como te llamas?

               Chad turns to Louis

                                   CHAD

                         Mmmmmm....Louis?

                                   LOUIS

                         He wants to know jor name.

                                   CHAD

                         Chad Harris

                                   CUSTOM'S AGENT

                         Mucho gusto.

                                   CHAD

                         Mucho gusto.

               He glances over at Louis for approval.  Louis nods his head.

                                   CUSTOM'S AGENT

                         El pasaporte?

                                   LOUIS

                         Give him your passport.

                                   CHAD

                         That one I understood.

               He hands his passport to the custom's agent.

                                   CUSTOM'S AGENT

                         El pais de residencia ?

               Chad looks at Louis.

                                   LOUIS

                         He wants to know where ju are from.

                                   CHAD

                         Cincinnati, Ohio.  United States.

                                   CUSTOM'S AGENT

                         El turista?

                                   CHAD

                         Yes.  A tourist.  Si.

               The custom's agent waves him through.  Louis gives his

               passport and then joins Chad.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         This is just too fucking easy. 

                         This is what Jordy knew.

                                   LOUIS

                         Yeah.  But ju got to learn some

                         Spanish, man.

               They board the plane.

               EXT.  MIAMI AIRPORT - EVENING - ESTABLISHING

               A plane lands on the runway.

               EXT. MIAMI AIRPORT - EVENING

               Chad and Louis exit the terminal.  Rico's cab sits outside.  

                                   CHAD

                         What now, Louis?

                                   LOUIS

                         Now ju go jor way and I go mine. 

                         We'll meet in Atlanta tomorrow

                         evening and divvy everything up.

               He hands Chad a piece of paper, which Chad puts in his

               pocket.

                                   LOUIS (CONT'D)

                         Here is the address.

                                   CHAD

                         Thanks, man.

               Chad heads for Rico's cab.  Louis heads for another car

               driven by Jorge.  Rico stands by the cab and opens the door

               when Chad approaches.  

                                   RICO

                         Hola.  Welcome back to Miami.

                                   CHAD

                         Hello, Rico.  Good to be back. Take

                         me to Estella's.

               INT. RICO'S CAB - CONTINUOUS

               Chad settles into the back seat and Rico pulls away from the

               curb.

                                   RICO

                         Ju had a nice trip?

                                   CHAD

                         I had a great trip.

               Chad studies Rico for a minute.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Rico, are you interested in a

                         business deal?

                                   RICO

                         Rico is always interested in

                         business.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

               Rico's cab pulls to the curb and Chad hops out.  He stops to

               talk to Rico through the window.

                                   CHAD

                         Pick me up tomorrow at two.  

                                   RICO

                         Sure thing Mr. Chad.

                                   CHAD

                         Hey, and drop the mister.  We're

                         partners now.

               Chad heads for Estella's door.

               INT. ESTELLA'S LIVING ROOM

               A KNOCK sounds on the door.  Estella hurries into the living

               room, dressed in her nurses uniform, and opens the door.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Poppee!

               She throws herself at him.  He catches her and they start to

               kiss.  As they continue kissing, they move into the living

               room and Chad kicks the door shut.

               They move about the living room and finally fall onto the

               sofa.  Chad runs his hands over Estella's breast and she runs

               her hands through his hair.

               Suddenly Estella stops and tries to push him away.  He stops

               and looks down at her.  

                                   CHAD

                         What's wrong, baby?

                                   ESTELLA

                         I will be late for work.

                                   CHAD

                         So quit.  I'll take care of you.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Quit?  Quit my job?

                                   CHAD

                         Sure, baby.  

               Estella wiggles herself to a sitting position.  And pushes

               Chad off.  They sit next to each other on the sofa.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         What's wrong, Stella.

                                   ESTELLA

                         I am night nurse supervisor.

                                   CHAD

                         Yeah, I know.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju are going to be student soon. 

                         How will ju take care of me?

               Chad hesitates.

                                   ESTELLA (CONT'D)

                         Ju no gangster, right?

                                   CHAD

                         Baby, I promised you. You're right. 

                         You need to go to work.  I'll be

                         waiting here when you get off.

               Estella stands up and smooths out her uniform.  Estella eyes

               him suspiciously, then smiles.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Okay, Poppee.  I see you tomorrow.

               She kisses him gently and leaves for work.  Chad watches her

               go.  He waits for the door to close.

                                   CHAD

                         Shit!

               INT. ESTELLA'S BEDROOM - MORNING

               Estella's uniform lays crumpled on the floor.  Chad and

               Estella lay wrapped in each others arms.  He smooths her hair

               away from her face.

                                   CHAD

                         I have to go to Atlanta today,

                         baby.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Why?

                                   CHAD

                         I'm checking out a school there.

                                   ESTELLA

                         In Atlanta?  Is so far away.

                                   CHAD

                         Don't worry.  No matter where I go

                         to school, I'll always come home to

                         you.  Now sleep.

               Estella closes her eyes and snuggles into her pillow as Chad

               eases himself from the bed.

               EXT. ATLANTA AIRPORT - DAY - ESTABLISHING

               INT. ATLANTA AIRPORT - DAY

               The airport bustles with activity.

               MONTAGE

               1.  Chad and Rico hurry through the terminal.

               2.  Chad pays cash at a car dealership.

               3.  They drive away in a LTD.

               4.  Chad introduces Rico to Louis and they shake hands.

               5.  Chad and Rico drive along a highway.  A sign reads NOW

               ENTERING WEST VIRGINIA

               6.  The car stopped, Chad hands Rico a package of drugs. 

               Rico hands the drugs to another man who gives him cash.

               7.  Chad and Rico drive along a highway .  A sign reads

               WELCOME TO OHIO.

               8.  Another deal is made.

               9. A sign reads INDIANA THE HOOSIER STATE

               10. Another deal is made.

               11.  Signs flash by reading KENTUCKY, TENNESSEE, ALABAMA,

               FLORIDA

               EXT. FLORIDA REST STOP - DAY

               Chad stands talking on a pay phone.

                                   CHAD

                         I'm just a couple hours away, baby. 

                         I'll be there real soon.

               INT. ESTELLA'S KITCHEN - SIMULTANEOUS.

               Estella sits at her table, talking with Chad

                                   ESTELLA

                         Okay, Poppee.  I can't wait to see

                         ju.

               REST STOP - CONTINUOUS

               Chad leaves the phone booth and meets Rico coming from the

               vending area, his arms loaded with junk food.  They get into

               the car and speed off.

               INT. ESTELLA LIVING ROOM - DAY

               A KNOCK sounds on the door.  Estella hurries into the room,

               glances at the clock and goes to open the door.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Poppee!

               She stops short.  Two HISPANIC THUGS stand in the doorway, 

               Estella manages to slam the door shut and lock, then runs to

               the kitchen.  She grabs the phone and dials the police.

               LIVING ROOM

               The door BANGS against the wall as the thugs kick the door

               open.  They hurry into the kitchen.

               KITCHEN

               The thugs hurry in.  One grabs Estella, who drops the phone. 

               The other one slaps her in the face.

                                   THUG #2

                         Where is he?

                                   ESTELLA

                         Who?  Who ju want?  Ju are in the

                         wrong house.

                                   THUG #1

                         We're in the right house, bitch.

                                   THUG #2

                         Now where is he?

                                   ESTELLA

                         I don't know who ju are talking

                         about.  Who are ju?

                                   THUG #2

                         Zelda sent us to take care of the

                         fuck stealing our business.

                                   THUG #1

                         Going by the name Chad Galanti.

               Estella's eyes get wide with shock and fright.

                                   ESTELLA

                         He is in school.  In Atlanta.

                                   THUG #2

                         Liar.

               He smacks her again across the face.  Thug #1 throws her to

               floor and kicks her.

                                   THUG #1

                         Where is he, bitch?

               Estella looks up at them, tears mixing sith the blood on her

               face.

                                   ESTELLA

                         He is at school.

               Thug #1 kicks her again.  Sirens sound in the distance.  The

               thugs glance at the windows.  

                                   THUG #1

                         Give him the message, bitch.

               They dash out of the kitchen.  Estella lays on the floor,

               crying.

               EXT. ESTELLA'S HOUSE - DAY

               Police cars and an ambulance sit outside the house, lights

               blaring.  Chad pulls up in the LTD.  The front car door

               swings open and Chad runs frantically to the house. 

               A stretcher carrying Estella comes out the door as Chad

               reaches the steps.  Estella lies beaten and bruised on the

               stretcher, an I.V. Running from her arm.

                                   CHAD

                         Estella!  Are you okay?  Is she

                         okay?

                                   MEDIC

                         She's pretty beaten up, but I think

                         she'll make it.

               Chad bends down over Estella.

                                   CHAD

                         Oh, baby, who did this to you. 

                         I'll kill him.

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju did it.

                                   CHAD

                         What are you talking about?

                                   ESTELLA

                         Ju promise ju no gangster.  Ju lie

                         to me.

               Chad stands up shocked.

                                   CHAD

                         This was about me?  Oh, baby, I'm

                         so sorry.

                                   ESTELLA

                         A message from Zelda.

               He bends down again and she spits at him and turns her head

               away.  The medics start to wheel her towards the ambulance. 

               Chad calls after them.

                                   CHAD

                         Stella, please.  I'm sorry.

               They load her in the ambulance and drive away.  Chad sinks

               down onto the front step, his head in his hands.  He sits for

               a moment.  Suddenly, he looks up, anger flaring in his eyes. 

               He rushes to the car and takes off with a squeal of his

               tires.

               EXT. RICO'S PLACE - CONTINUOUS

               Chad pulls the car up next to Rico, who stands on the curb,

               and talks through the open window.

                                   CHAD

                         Get in.

               Rico climbs into the cab.  He looks at Chad's furious

               expression.

                                   RICO

                         What's up, man.

                                   CHAD

                         We have some new business to attend

                         to.  Do you have a gun?

               Rico shakes his head no.  

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         In the glove box is a 22.  Take it. 

                         You may need it.

               Rico opens the glove box and takes out the gun.

               EXT. MIAMI HIGHWAY - DAY

               The LTD goes speeding down the highway.  A cop car, sitting

               hidden on the side of the road, pulls out after him, sirens

               blaring.

               INT. CHAD'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

               Chad looks in the rear view mirror and sees the cop chasing

               him.

                                   CHAD

                         Shit!

               He speeds up, zipping down the road, the cop on his tail. 

               Another cop car joins the chase.

               EXT. HIGHWAY

               Chad races down the highway two cops chasing him, SIRENS

               WAILING, lights flashing.  One of the cop cars speeds up next

               to Chad and motions for him to pull over.  He then cuts in

               front of Chad and Chad pulls to the side of the road.

               INT. CHAD'S CAR

               He pulls the car to a stop.  One cop car pulls sideways in

               front of him and the other blocks the back of his car.  Chad

               puts his head on the steering wheel.

               Rico looks at Chad and then at the cops.

                                   RICO

                         Rico is jor man.

               He jumps out of the car, gun in hand.  Chad picks his head

               up, a look of horror on his face.

                                   CHAD

                         Rico!  No!

               Rico fires a shot and his one of the police officers in the

               leg.  The other officers start to shoot.  Rico jerks with

               each bullet as they hit him one after the other.  He crumples

               to the ground.

                                   CHAD (CONT'D)

                         Rico!

                                   POLICEMAN #1

                         Put your hands up.  Hands where we

                         can see them.

               Chad raises his hands. One of the officers opens his door and

               Chad slowly gets out.

                                   POLICEMAN #1 (CONT'D)

                         Keep your hands where we can see

                         them.  Face down!  Spread eagle.  

               Chad drops to the ground.  Policeman #2 cuffs him while

               Policemen #3 examines Rico and Policeman #4 starts to search

               the car.  He opens the trunk and see the suitcases.  He opens

               a suitcase.

                                   POLICEMAN #4

                         Drugs.  We got drugs.

               Chad lies on the ground, his hands cuffed behind him, his

               head turned so he can see Rico on the ground, on his back,

               dead.  

                                                          MATCH CUT TO:

               INT. JORDY'S HOUSE - FLASHBACK

               Jordy lays on the floor, on his back, dead of an overdose.

               BACK TO SCENE

               Chad closes his eyes.  The police yank him from the ground

               and push him into the police car.  The police car pulls away

               with Chad sitting in the back seat, staring straight ahead,

               not looking back.

                                                         FADE TO BLACK.

