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FADE | N:

| NT. APARTMENT DOOR - NI GHT

A MAN knocks on the door.

dressed, i

n a black charcoal suit.

The door opens.

In the doorway is JIMW, late thirties, thin
hair, wearing a white tang top and bl ue wi nd breakers.

JI MW
What’s up Pete? It’s kinda' late
man.

PETE
Frankie wants to to talk to you

Ji mmy?

JI MW
Ri ght now?

PETE
Yea, right now He told ne to cone
get ya’'.

JI MW

About what? This cant wait till the

mornin’ ?

PETE
No it cant.

Ji nmy seens concer ned.

BEDROOM - -

JI MW
Uh yea, OK. Just give nme a nmnute.
Let ne get dressed.

PETE
Hurry up.

Jinmmy throws on a jacket.

PETE, early forties,

tall, well

sl i cked back

He opens up a desk draw and pulls out a 45 automatic. He
pul | s the chanber back, then rel eases.



| NT: ABANDONED WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

A dark red Lincoln town car pulls into the mddle of an
enpty dil api dat ed war ehouse.

Pete steps out.

Jimy cl oses the gl ove box, places his pack of snokes on the
front seat, then steps out.

JI MW
What the fuck is this? I thought
you said Frankie wanted to talk to
me?

Sounds of a netal blade scrapping agai nst a wall.

Qut of the shadows, FRANKIE energes. Md fifties, rugged
street |ook. A mean nother fucker. He approaches the nen
while he freely wields around a | arge two foot bl ade.

FRANKI E
Shhhhh.

He points the knife at Ji mmy.

JI MW
Frankie what’s up man. What’'s this
al | about?

FRANKI E
Shhhhh.

Franki e hol ds the bl ade against Jimy’s I|ips.
He then proceeds to pat hi m down.
He | owers the bl ade.
FRANKI E
| never really took to knives. It’s
i ke wai ving your dick around.

JI MW
That’s a pretty big dick

FRANKI E
Me personally..

He drops the blade, and pulls out his 38 revolver. N cke
plated, with a white pearl handl e.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

Ji my swal

FRANKI E
Never jans. Never causes any
probl ens. Consi stent, dependabl e.
Doesn’t have nme comng out to
war ehouses at two in the nornin
about some fuckin’ rat business!

JI MW
What ?

FRANKI E
Wrd on the street is, we got
ourselves a cannery in the crew.

JI MW
A snitch? You think I"ma snitch?
Frankie c¢c’mobn’. You serious? It’'s
nme. Pete tell eni.

FRANKI E
Don't | ook at him

lows in fear.

JI MW
| swear to god -

FRANKI E
- Don't swear to god. You swear to
me! You hear nel!l

JI MW
Frankie...|l swear-

Franki e snaps a quick jab into Jinmy’'s face. The bl ow causes
Jimy to step back and hold his nose.

FRANKI E
The only reason you're even in ny
crew i s because of the respect |
have for your brother Pete. A
respect that’s wearing thin.

Franki e shoots a nean | ook over at Pete.

Pet e renmi

ns silent. Stern, soldier |ike.

JI MW
Frankie listen, | don’t know who
told you what, but | ain’t no
fuckin® snitch. I'lIl take a bullet

before | rat.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 4.

FRANKI E
|”mcountin’ on it.

Frankie raises his gun, ains it at Jinmy.

JI MW
Pete. |’myour brother, say
sonet hi ng goddanm t. This notha’
fucka’ s’ crazy.

PETE
Frankie, let’s just think about
this for a second. What do we know?

FRANKI E
We know your brother is weak. He's
a bad earner. And | personally, do
not |i ke him

PETE
This is ny brother were tal king
about here. No one likes him He's
annoyi ng, he tal ks too fuckin’
much, and he’s never got two
ni ckels to rub together

JI MW
Hey, what the fuck.
PETE
But that doesn’'t make hima rat.
FRANKI E
So what is he?
PETE
He’s ny brother, and....l’'m
vouchin’ for him Franki e.
FRANKI E
You’' re gonna’ vouch for this piece
of shit?
PETE
Yea, | am
FRANKI E

You sure? He's an awful ly risky
horse to put your noney on.

PETE
Yea well, he’s nmy brother. And if
he tells ne he didn’t do it. Then
he didn't do it.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

FRANKI E
How can you be so sure? Maybe
you' re the rat. Maybe that’s why
your SO sure.

PETE
Franki e your the boss. | respect
you. But don't ever call ne a rat.

FRANKI E
Well we’'re gonna’ find out rea
soon about this rat business. Wen
my guy calls ne in the next five

m nutes, we'll know.

JI MY
What guy? | never fuckin ratted!
This is bullshit, for all | know

your guy’s the fuckin rat.

FRANKI E
Not likely kid. Not this guy. There
are certain people that just cant
be bought off, or sell out. There
pride’s too fuckin big.

JI MW
So that’s it? | just..wait for your
guy to call? Determne ny fate.

FRANKI E
That’s it. If you ain't a rat, then
you got nothing to worry about,
right?

PETE
Who' s your guy?

JI MW
Yea, who's the fuckin guy?

PETE
Shut up Ji my.

FRANKI E
A good source.

PETE
Franki e, Who's the guy?

FRANKI E
An ol d friend. Sonmebody who
speci alizes in finding out
i nformati on.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 6.

JI MwWY
This is fuckin" bullshit.

Jimmy feels his pants pockets. He starts to walk to the car.

FRANKI E
Wher e you goi ng?

JI MW
My cigarettes. Can | snoke a
cigarette? I'’mnot driving off.

Pete pulls out the set of keys, and jingles it in the air.

JI MWY( CONT)
See, no keys. | left ny pack on the
front seat.

FRANKI E

Hold it.
Jimry freezes in place.

FRANKI E( CONT)
You think I"mstupid. Yea sure, go
back to the car where you can grab
your piece fromthe glove box. No,
| don’t think so. In fact, I’'Il get
your pack. You stay right there.

Franki e wal ks to the Lincoln. Wth his back turned, Jinmy
snatches up the blade fromthe floor and sticks it clean

t hrough Franki e’ s back. The tip of the bl ade pierces out

t hrough his stomach.

PETE
Ji mmy, No! No!

Ji mry pushes deeper as Frankie drops the gun. Bl ood
drools out his nouth. Jimy releases his grip of the knife.

Franki e’ s body col |l apses to the fl oor.

PETE
What have you done Ji my.
JI MW
Pete, he was gonna kill ne. You

know he was. He said hinself. He
didn't like nme. He just needed an
excuse. | had no choice. | had no
choi ce.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

PETE
Do you realize what the fuck you ve
done?

JI MW
You got to believe me nan. None of
that shit was true. He was gonna
kill me anyway. You knowit. We're
brothers, we gotta stick together.
It'’s famly first. Right?

Pete stands in disbelief.

Franki e cell phone rings. Pete reaches down and fishes it
out of Frankie s pocket. He answers it. Puts the phone to
his ear and |i stens.

Jimy nervously waits.

A brief nonent passes as he listens the the man on the other

end.

PETE
Thanks.

He ends the call

JI MW
So? | told you right. It’s
bul I shit. Fuckin guy lost his
m nd.

Pete raises his gun at Ji mmy.

JI MW
Whoa, whoa, what are you doi ng? |
didnt. | didn't, | swear.

PETE
You swear? You're gonna lie to ny

face. Your own brother!

Pete’s gun trenbles in his hand.

JI MwWY
Alright, alright. Pete I'’msorry
man. | had no choice. | was | ookin’

at twenty years. Twenty fuckin’
years. For sone fuckin strung out
Junkie. What did you want ne to do!

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 8.

PETE
You keep your fucking nouth shut!
That’'s all you had to do. Not only
my own brother’s a rat, you just
clipped the boss.

JI MW
That’ s what |’ m saying, we gotta’
get the fuck out of here. W hit
the road now. GCet lost for awhile,
di sappear. We'll start over or
something. Me and you. Like it’'s
al ways been.

Pete say’s nothing. H s anger swells underneath.

J1 MWy ( CONT)
We're brothers Pete. Bonded by
bl ood, not sone bullshit fuckin’
oath. You cant do this.

PETE
The day you cant trust your
brother, is the day he ceases to be
one.

JI MW
You cant kill your brother. You
cant. It’s |ike against -

Jimy’s head gets bl asted back. He falls over. A quarter
size bullet hole is centered in his forehead.

PETE
" msorry Ji my.

Pete I owers his gun by his side.

Frozen in place, he pulls out the set of keys. Hts a button
on the key chain.

POP!
The town car’s trunk pops open.

FADE QOUT:



