" EXACTI NG JUSTI CE"

FADE | N:

EXT. AERIAL VI EW- MANHATTAN - DUSK - ESTABLI SHI NG

A gol den haze hangs over New York Harbor and the Statue
O Liberty shortly before sunset on a hot Saturday
ni ght in August.

The City belowis silent in the waning light. The
di stant headlights of cars inch their way through the
dark, cavernous streets |like slow noving stars.

The scene is bewitching and romantic as the Gty
gradual |y assunes its nighttine splendor and we MOVE
fromthe Battery Park to the United Nations Buil ding
and the Enpire State Building, up Broadway to a garish
Times Square and finally to Lincoln Center For The
Performng Arts.

EXT. LI NCOLN CENTER - DUSK

ALEXANDER HUNT is anmong the crowd of OPERA- GOERS,
dowagers in gowns and gentlenen in tuxedos, others
dressed from el egant to casual, gathered around the
fountain in the Plaza and the entrance to the New York
State Theater.

Hunt is in his 40's, young |ooking for his age and
handsone in a Nordic way. He is in extrenely good
physi cal condition. When he noves, it is with the
stealth of a cat.

He wears a dark suit, despite the heat.

He paces inpatiently, checking his watch and scanni ng
t he crowd.

HUNT
Damm you, Parker!

A few MEMBERS of the crowd exchange greetings with
Hunt AD LIB MO S. as they pass himand enter the
t heat er.
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He checks his watch one last time and foll ows them

Around the Plaza, PEOPLE of all types stroll, holding
hands, eating ice creamfroma VENDOR, enjoying the
eveni ng despite the heat.

A few of the cromd sit on the edge of the fountain,
cooling thenselves in the refreshing spray of its
sparkling water.

Most of the crowd are now in the New York State Theater
for a Gty Qpera performance of Verdi's "Rigoletto".

The O S. VO CE OVER chatter of the audience gradually
drowns out the sounds of the fountain and the Cty,
then grows quiet as O S. APPLAUSE greets the conductor
and the Overture begins.

EXT. UPPER BROADVWAY - DUSK

The eveni ng gets darker and the nusic fades in the

di stance as we travel up Broadway and the noise of the
Cty assunes its normal proportions.

The streets and sidewal ks are littered with debris.

HOMELESS | i e on benches beside their shopping carts of
wor | dl y possessi ons.

Eightieth Street is a congestion of vehicles and masses
of PEOPLE, strolling, shopping and socializing.

Those we hear kvetch AD LIB about the oppressive heat.

EXT. BROADWAY AT ElI GHTI ETH STREET - ZABAR S -
ESTABLI SHI NG

I NT. ZABAR S - DUSK

The store is a madhouse. YUPPIES and nei ghbor hood
FOLKS, dressed for the heat in nu-nus, halter tops,
Tee shirts, shorts and sandals, el bow each other as
they jockey for positions in the many |ines.

The air conditioning unit CLANKS and CLATTERS as it
strains to its maxi num capacity.
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The lights dimand the shoppers groan AD LI B about the
heat and brownouts.

ADELE PARKER, a regal | ooking porcelain beauty, searches
t hrough the tomat oes.

Despite the heat, she wears a designer dress and heels.
She is an ice scul pture.
A MAN in runpled trousers, chatting pleasantly MOQO. S.
with ot her shoppers, stares at her. She turns on him
sensing, snelling, like a lioness stal king her prey.
SHOPPER

The kiwi s | ook good, but they're

real ly passé.
She gives himan emascul ating stare, throws back a
tomato, bitching to herself AD LIB, and goes through
t he checkout 11 ne.
EXT. BROADWAY - NI GHT

Adel e gasps and retches as she exits the store into
the heat with her arns full of groceries.

She is visibly annoyed as she wal ks up Broadway accosted
by PANHANDLERS and si dewal k PEDDLERS.

She nutters to herself.
ADELE

| won't be living here | ong.
EXT. RIVERSI DE DRI VE AT ElI GHTY- FI FTH STREET -
NI GHT
Adel e reaches the door of her apartnent buil ding.
ADELE'S P.O. V. - LOBBY | NTERI OR
It appears to be enpty.
BACK TO SCENE

She bitches as she struggles with her groceries and
funbles in her purse for her keys.



ADELE
Where the hell is the doorman?
You pay for security and...
where's the goddamm key?

She finds it, unlocks the door and enters.

| NT. BUI LDI NG LOBBY
The I obby is dimMy lit and foreboding.
ADELE'S P.O V. - LOBBY

She sees the figure of a man standing in shadows by
the el evator.

BACK TO SCENE
Her expression reflects concern.
ADELE' S P. Q. V.

The man in shadows appears to be wearing a dark suit.
She can't see his face, but his voice sounds friendly
enough.

MAN
Need hel p?

BACK TO SCENE
Her fears are allayed, but she answers icily.

ADELE
| can manage quite well, thank
you. \Were's the doorman?

The | obby suddenly gets darker.

ADELE
(conti nui ng)
VWhat the hell is wong with the
[ights?

MAN
Br ownout .

ADELE
VWll, | don't like it!
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The el evator doors open suddenly with a | oud bang,
startling her.

It is even darker inside the elevator than it is in
the | obby. The man steps into its shadows.

MAN
Goi ng up?

She enters reluctantly.

I NT. ELEVATOR

The man pushes the button for the sixth floor with a
gl oved hand. Adel e does not notice.

ADELE
Fi ve.

The gl oved hand pushes the fifth floor button. The
doors cl ose.

The elevator lurches as it starts and the lights
suddenly brighten to their full intensity.

Adel e turns to see the man's face.
MAN' S P.O V. - ADELE S FACE
Adel e has a contenptuous | ook on her face.
ADELE
(conti nui ng)
You! \What are you doing here
you son-of -a-bitch?
BACK TO SCENE
The groceries fall, scattering on the floor.
The el evator plunges back into darkness as we hear the
O. S. SOUND of the last violent chords of the overture
to "Ri gol etto”
| NT. BUI LDI NG LOBBY - CONTI NUCQUS

The DOORMAN stunbl es out of a door off the | obby,
rubbi ng the back of his head.
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As he passes the elevator there is a | oud WHOOSH from
the shaft, followed by a DULL THUD.

Puzzl ed, he | ooks up at the elevator's floor indicator.
DOORVMAN S P. O V. - THE FLOOR | NDI CATOR

It points at the sixth floor.

EXT. LI NCCOLN CENTER - LATER
The opera crowd exits the New York State Theater.

Anmong them al t hough not together, are Al exander Hunt
and J. VWH TTI NGTON PARKER

Parker, like Hunt, is in his 40's, handsone, sane hei ght
and build. They even wear the sane dark suit.

HUNT
Jay. Wit a mnute.

Par ker stops and turns. They shake hands.

PARKER
Hi, Al ex.

HUNT
Wasn't that new G | da
sensati onal ?

PARKER
She sang i ke an angel. Thanks
for those tickets.

O her opera-goers AD LIB comments about the show as
t hey pass.

HUNT
| told you she was special..
Where's your date?

PARKER
| wanted to be al one.

HUNT
| gave you two tickets, so you
woul dn't be al one.



PARKER
You're such a good friend, Alex,
al ways caring and giving.

HUNT
Di vorces are painful things.
just didn't want you to be al one.

PARKER
Rel ax, lots of our friends are
here. How about you? No date?

HUNT
Busi ness. Just nmade the curtain.

OTHERS in the crowd call to themand AD LIB invitations
for a drink.

PARKER
W're going to Sardi's for a
nightcap. Join us. | want to
talk to you about Mrt G een.

HUNT
The junkman... | | ove people
like him they'd shit on a star
if they could reach it.

PARKER
| don't want anything to stop
t hat power plant. W' ve got
too nuch to | ose.

HUNT
| don't believe in |osing. But
Green can wait until Mnday.
| " m headi ng for hone.

Hunt hails a cab on the service drive and enters.
PARKER
"1l call you tonorrow... maybe
sone racquetball?

Hunt waves a nonconmm ttal good-night and drives off.

I NT. HUNT'S BEDROOM - EARLY A. M SUNDAY

The roomis dark. The phone rings, jolting Hunt from
hi s sl eep.
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Hi s hand gropes for the | anp on the nightstand beside
his bed. It lights the phone only. Hunt's face is in
shadows as he speaks.

HUNT
Hel | o.

I NT. PCLI CE STATION - CUBI CLE

A short, dishevel ed, bal ding humanoid is on the phone.
It is TONY ROSETTI, a novie cop, straight out of central
casting.

ROSETTI
Thi s Al exander Hunt, the fanous
| awyer?

HUNT (V. Q)
VWho is this?

ROSETTI
An equal ly fanmous client of
yours wants to talk to you

Rosetti hands the phone to Parker.

PARKER
Alex, It's Jay. 1've been
arrested.
| NT. HUNT'S BEDROOM
HUNT

Arrested? For what?

PARKER (V. Q)
Suspi ci on of nurder.

Hunt sits up in bed, fully alert.
HUNT
Mur der?  \Who?
I NT. PCLI CE STATION - CUBI CLE
PARKER

M wfe... Adele.
( MORE)



PARKER (cont' d)

She fell... or was pushed down
the el evator shaft in her
apartnent. Hell, | didn't even
know where she was |iving, you
know t hat .

| NTERCUT BETWEEN THEM AS THEY SPEAK

HUNT

What have you told the police?
PARKER

Not hing. | don't know anyt hi ng.

Al ex, you've got to help ne.
HUNT

Calmdown. "Il be right there.
PARKER

Hurry, pl ease.

I NT. HUNT'S BEDROOM

ROSETTI (V. Q)
Don't rush, Counsel or, he'l
wait .

HUNT
VWho is this?

ROSETTI (V. Q)
Det ective Sergeant Tony Rosetti.

HUNT
And is the charge nurder?

ROSETTI (V. 0Q.)
It sure is.

HUNT
Where are you?

ROSETTI (V.Q)
Twentieth Precinct, 120 West
Ei ghty- second.

HUNT
"1l be right over.
( MORE)
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HUNT (cont' d)
Pl ease do not question ny client
until 1 get there.

ROSETTI (V. Q)
Aw, gee... | have these stocks
| wanted to get his advice on.

HUNT
| don't want you asking him
about the weat her.

ROSETTI (V. Q)
No sense of hunor.

Hunt hangs up the receiver.

EXT. 120 WEST 82ND STREET, 20TH PRECI NCT -

ESTABLI SHI NG - LATER

Hunt pulls up to the police station in his Bricklin.

The street is cluttered with police vehicles. He double
par ks al ongsi de one of them

PCLI CE wi th unsavory | ooking CLIENTS in tow, enter and
exit the station. Hunt is careful not to brush el bows
with themas he enters the buil ding.

I NT. 20TH PRECI NCT - LOBBY

POLI CE and their CLIENTS cone and go through a | ocked
door marked "Authorized Personnel Only".

A "Notice" on a thick window invites visitors to speak
to the desk officer on the other side through a speaker.

HUNT'S P. O V. - THROUGH THE W NDOW

A big stereotypical Irish COP busies hinself at a desk
littered with paperwork inside the reception area.

BACK TO SCENE
Hunt taps on the window. He is ignored.

He taps again.
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HUNT
(el odi ousl y)
Hel -1 o- oh.

HUNT'S P. O V. - THROUGH THE W NDOW

The Cop stops and | ooks at Hunt over the rimof his
gl asses.

After a beat, he addresses Hunt in an officious "what-
t he- hell -do-you-want-you-pain-in-the-ass?" Tone of
Voi ce.

COoP
Can | help you, Sir?

BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
Sergeant Rosetti, please?
corP
(yel 1'i ng)

Roset ti!
The Cop goes back to his business, ignoring Hunt.
Hunt waits.
HUNT'S P.O. V. - LOBBY
The walls and ceilings are badly in need of repair.
The plaster is cracked and falling, the bilious green
paint is peeling in patches.
A cockroach peeks out froma crack in the floor around
sone radi ator pipes, then strolls nonchal antly al ong
the wall to another crack where it di sappears.
The door to the inner sanctumopens. It is Rosetti.
He puffs a stub of a cigar, flicks the ash on the fl oor
and spits a piece of tobacco off the tip of his tongue.
It lands on the wall.

ROSETTI
|'' m Rosetti.

He spits another little piece of tobacco off his tongue
whi |l e he | ooks Hunt up and down.
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ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
You gotta be the |awer

BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
|"mthe | awyer.

Nei ther offers to shake the other's hand.

ROSETTI
Fol | ow ne.

I NT. PRECI NCT, MAI N BOOKI NG AREA

Hunt follows Rosetti as they negotiate their way through
a norass of nessy desks in a big, dimy it office,

busy with POLICE processing CLIENTSto the OS. AD LIB
SOUNDS of booki ng, arguing, questioning, pleading, and
clattering of office equipnent.

Fl oor and desk fans whir away as they sweep back and
forth throughout the office.

Hunt follows Rosetti to his cubicle in the rear of the
of fice.

I NT. ROSETTI'S CUBI CLE

Par ker waits there, anxious and distraught. He springs
to his feet when Hunt enters.

PARKER
Al ex, thank God you're here.
Don't let themsend ne to jail.

HUNT
Get hold of yourself, Jay, you're
not going to jail.

ROSETTI
Ch, yeah? First, |1'd better
get sone good answers.

Rosetti spits another piece of tobacco. It |ands on
the case file folder he's working on

HUNT'S P.O V. - ROSETTI'S OFFI CE
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Pil es of paperwork are scattered everywhere.
The place | ooks like a landfill.

Everything is covered with coffee stains, tobacco spit
and ashes.

The trash receptacle is brimmng with partially eaten
sandw ches and doughnuts, styrofoam cups and ci gar
butts. It is a snorgasbord for cockroaches.

Rosetti fits right in
BACK TO SCENE

ROSETTI
(continuing; to Parker)
Ckay, so you and your wfe were
splitsville, right?

HUNT
The Parkers were getting a
divorce. That is true.

Rosetti w pes a wet brown stain fromthe corner of his
mout h and cl eans his finger on his nottled pants.

ROSETTI
(i gnoring Hunt)
She was | ooking for a few bucks,
too, wasn't she? Like about

ten mllion? It was headlines.
HUNT
W were negotiating a financial
settl| enent.
ROSETTI
So you did it the easy way, you
killed her.
PARKER
No, no... | didn't.

Hunt pats Parker on the shoulder to calmhim

HUNT
| had the inpression it was an
acci dent.
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ROSETTI
The el evator door was pried
open. She was dunped down the
shaft.

Rosetti opens the case file folder and reviews it al oud.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
Ckay, let's go over your alib
again. The Medical Exam ner
puts the time of death at between
ei ght and nine last night...
Where were you?

Hunt nods assent to Parker to answer.
PARKER
Alex, tell him | was with you
at "Rigol etto"

Rosetti mmcs the actor, Pat O Brien, fromthe nbpvie,
"Sone Like It Hot".

ROSETTI
Rigoletto, eh? Wat's his first
name... Where does he live?
HUNT
It's an opera, Sergeant.
ROSETTI
| know that, | used to sing

oper a.

Rosetti sml es. Hunt is anused but Parker is confused.

HUNT
He was at City Opera... with
ne.
ROSETTI
Ch, a lawer for an alibi, that's
bel i evable... He could have
paid for it! Ht nmen are a
dime a dozen. It's a |ot cheaper
than a divorce.
HUNT

| woul dn't know.
( MORE)
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HUNT (cont' d)
In any event, his alibi's air
tight, you have no right to
hold him.. W'I|l say good-night.

Rosetti studies themfor a nonment, spitting a piece of
t obacco off his tongue.

ROSETTI
For now... but keep in touch.

HUNT
"1l call you if I hear anything.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK - EI GHTY-FI RST STREET TRANSVERSE -
LATER

It is still dark as Hunt drives Parker home to his
apartnent on the East Side.

I NT. HUNT'S CAR
Parker is enotionally drained.

PARKER
| hated her for what she was
threatening to do to ne, but
even she didn't deserve this.

HUNT
| don't want to sound call ous,
Jay, but this is New York.
People are killed every day.
The violence is just as random
and unpredi ctabl e as |i ghtning,
and just as inpassionate.

PARKER
Your situation was |ike nmne...
Threats of exposure... our

busi ness dealings. How did you
feel when your wife was killed?

Hunt ponders as he searches back through doors cl osed
| ong ago.
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PARKER
(conti nui ng)
Talk to nme Alex, I'"'mfalling
apart.

HUNT
The truth is... | felt bad. It
m ght have ended differently if
she hadn't been such an
unconprom sing greedy bitch..
no, she had to have it all..
and threaten me with prison...

Prisoner of war Hunt in a Viet Cong tiger cage.

BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
| wish she hadn't done that.

PARKER
Like ny wwfe. Like Eli Goodman's
wife. Like all of your divorce
cases.

HUNT
Li ke ny wi cked step-nother.
Rui ned ny father, drove himto
suicide and threw ne out of the
house. Unfortunately, she died
of natural causes before I could
express ny feelings to her.

PARKER
Makes you wonder who you can
trust.

HUNT
Ah, well... Justice works, it

just takes tine. Anyway, you
have nothing to worry about.

PARKER
To tell you the truth, that's
not what's worrying ne.

HUNT
There's nore?
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PARKER
Runor has it that a Federal
Grand Jury is investigating
inside trading... they're asking
guestions about sone big hitters.

HUNT
Are they getting close?

PARKER
|"m not sure, but there's a | ot
going on. Belsky told ne |ast
ni ght that he thinks he's a

target.
HUNT
What about us? Are we in
troubl e?
PARKER
Can't tell... Sone new prosecutor

up from Washi ngton, a real hot
shot. Qut to nake a nane for
hersel f.

HUNT
Her sel f?

PARKER
Yeah, and unt ouchabl e.

HUNT
No flunky governnent |awer's
getting in ny way.
EXT. 81ST STREET AT LEXI NGTON

Hunt stops and Parker gets out.

PARKER
Thanks, Alex. | don't know
what |1'd do w thout you.

HUNT
Get sonme rest. 1'll see you at

t he cl ub next week.

Par ker watches as Hunt drives off into the early norning
light.
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I NT. HUNT'S OFFI CE, RECEPTI ON AREA - DAY

Hunt's offices at One Broadway are plush, exuding wealth
and taste. The walls and ceilings are mahogany,

| ustrous fromyears of hand polishing. The oriental
carpets are deep and | uxuri ous.

Hunt is greeted by his secretary, EDNA JOHNSON, as he
enters his offices the Monday norning foll ow ng Adel e
Parker's nmurder. Edna is matronly and very proper,
with hair dyed blue, a graduate of the old Katherine
G bbs school. She is old enough to be Hunt's not her

She gets up from her desk wavi ng a newspaper at Hunt
as he enters.

EDNA
Ch, Mster Hunt, did you see
the headlines? I1t's so dreadful.
That poor woman. You don't
think Mster Parker did it?

HUNT
(taki ng the paper)
Let nme see.
(beat)

HUNT'S P. O V. - THE PAPER

| NSERT

"The Daily News" has blaring headlines, "Wall Street
Wfe Slain", "Serial Killing?"', and "MI1lionaire Husband
Suspect ".

BACK TO SCENE
Hunt reads portions of the story al oud.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)

... mllionaire junk bond broker
husband only suspect... " Ha!
Listen to this, Edna. "He's
represented by fl anboyant
Attorney Al exander Hunt, known
for his political connections..."
I"'mflattered... Do you think
" m fl anmboyant ?
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EDNA
(enmbarrassed)
M ster Hunt.
HUNT

No, Parker didn't do it. He
was with ne at the opera. dip
this story and put it in his
divorce file. Mark it closed.

He gives the paper back to her and goes into his private
office. She follows with the paper still in her hand.

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE - ESTABLI SHI NG

Doubl e mahogany doors open to opul ence. The walls are
covered with original paintings by the masters. Fresh
cut flowers adorn Hunt's desk, a Louis the Fourteenth,
gil ded in gold.

On a side table is a carved jade dog and an Etruscan
vase. An oriental rug spans the floor and a nassive
mar bl e fireplace covers the wall behind his desk

The mantle is Hunt's famly al bumand trophy case. It
is lined wwth photos of Hunt with persons of worth and
stature, forner Mayors, Senators, Presidents, business
magnates and celebrities, as well as nmedals and trophies
for swi mm ng, horsemanshi p and kar at e.

Hunt sits behind his desk in a confortable |ooking
| eat her Wndsor chair. Edna is still in a tither.

EDNA
Do you think there's a serial
killer on the |oose?

Hunt pays little attention to her as she babbl es and
he busies hinself with files on his desk.

EDNA
(conti nui ng)
The police think it may be a

pattern, like the wife of that
publ i sher who was nurdered | ast
year. ..

HUNT

The police don't know any nore
t han you do.
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EDNA
... Yyou renenber, you represented
him.. Wat was his nane?

HUNT
| have no i dea.

EDNA
The one whose wife was kill ed
by a nugger in a shopping center.

HUNT
Goodman, Eli Goodman. Lucky
for him he went to that charity
fund raiser on ny tickets.

EDNA
Poor wonan.

HUNT
Sone peopl e need killing.

EDNA
You def ended hi m

HUNT
| saved his life.

EDNA
I"mfrightened. | only live a
few bl ocks fromwhere Ms. Parker
was kil l ed. | could be his
next victim

HUNT

Edna, you have a better chance
of winning the lottery. Now,
pl ease?

She | eaves his office muttering AD LIB MO . S., then
reappears.

EDNA
A Mster Geen is here.

HUNT
Show hi mi n.

MORT GREEN shows hinself in. He is a burly man in an
expensive suit that even tailoring cannot nmake fit.
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He tal ks |ike a machine gun as he plods across the
room and thrusts a huge callused hand at Hunt.

He carries a briefcase.

GREEN
Mort Green, Mster Hunt. You
wer e recomended by ny
st ockbroker as a man who gets
t hi ngs done. | need sonething
done, and I'mwilling to pay to
get it done. Understand?

Hunt offers hima seat, but G een stands and paces as
he speaks. Hunt sits.

HUNT
Sounds |i ke you need sonet hing
done, Mster G een.

Green puts his briefcase on the chair and wal ks to the
mant | e.

He picks up the photos of Hunt on his college sw mm ng
team and in karate garb

GREEN' S P. O V. - THE PHOTCS
| NSERT

Photo of Hunt, in black belt, taking down an opponent
in a karate contest.

SUBLI M
Hunt breaks his Viet Cong captor's neck with one tw st.
| NSERT

Photo of Hunt, in swimmng trunks, with gold neda
around neck.

SUBLI M

Hunt diving and swi mm ng underwater as bullets spray
around him

BACK TO SCENE

GREEN
Quite an athlete.
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HUNT
|"mnot the man | used to be.
GREEN
Tell me, Mster Hunt, would you
like to be wealthy? | don't
mean rich, | mean wealthy.
HUNT

Money doesn't interest me, Mster
Green. Only seeing that ny

clients get justice... so, how
can | help you get sonething
done?

Geen leans forward on Hunt's desk. He is intense and
straight fromthe shoulder, totally lacking in social
gr ace.

GREEN
| made ny fortune the old
fashioned way. | started with
not hi ng but a junk yard and
scrap iron. Now | want to build
a resource recovery plant on
the bay by JFK. [It'll save

landfill space, tax noney, It'l|
produce safe, |ow cost electric,
and... make mllions for its

ground fl oor investors.

HUNT
Sounds great. Do it. Wy ne?

GREEN
Sone environnental nmaniacs are
stonewal I i ng the project, they
want to save the world from
pol l uti on, save sone goddamed
marsh fl ower fromextinction
tie me up in court for ten years
to make a political statenent.
A statenent, for Chrissake!
How s a legitimate busi nessman
supposed to make an honest buck
anynor e?

Hunt smles politely.



HUNT
Where do you stand with the
agencies... EPA, EnCon?

GREEN
| knocked their socks off. [
can bottle the stack em ssions
and sell it in health food
st ores.

He whi spers, taking Hunt into his confidence.

GREEN
(conti nui ng)
And the | ocal yokels | got to
real easy. When M ster Geen
tal ks, people listen, know what
| mean?

G een w nks. Hunt nods and sm | es.

HUNT
l"mlistening, Mster G een.

GREEN
CGet these bastards off ny back.
| don't care how you do it.
|'ve got a quarter of a ml
earmarked for "petty cash".

HUNT
That's the figure | had in mnd.

GREEN
Get them before they ruin ne.
|'ve got too nuch invested in
this. That crusading bitch..
she's the problem Get her and

they'I'l fold.
HUNT
Who' s that?
GREEN
That goddamm Joan of Arc, Esther
Fried. | could make one phone

call to ny friends in the garbage
haul i ng busi ness and have her
recycl ed.
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HUNT
Vi ol ence never sol ved anyt hi ng,
M ster G een.

GREEN
Bri be her, pay her off. She's
got a price, they all do.

HUNT
Bribery's not ny business.
Persuasion, |obbying... they're

| egal .
G een's bull neck reddens.

GREEN
Then persuade her, goddammt.
That's what |' m paying you for.

HUNT
Correction, you haven't paid ne
anyt hi ng yet.

Green puts his briefcase on Hunt's desk and opens it.
It is |oaded with bundles of cash in all denom nations.

GREEN
Does this qualify nme?

He pushes it to Hunt who closes it and places it
al ongside his chair. He speaks slowy and enphatically
as he does.

HUNT
There is something I want clearly
understood about ny fee. | am

result oriented. The bottom
line is all that matters. Wen
your problemis solved... ny
fee is fully earned. No
guestions, no refunds.
Under st ood?

G een thinks for a nmonent, then nods.

GREEN
Under st ood.

Hunt picks up his phone and dials.
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HUNT
Roy Cohn used to do it with one
phone call.

GREEN

Aren't you going to count it?

Hunt puts his hand over the nouthpiece and smles at
Green who is sullen and suspicious.

HUNT

| trust you.

(pause)
Hell o, Shelley... Alex, | need
a favor... talk to Esther Fried
for me about this power plant
in her District. | want to see
it built. She's being very
unr easonabl e.

(beat)
You have? Wn't... doesn't
give a damm... Ah, well, [I"1]I
try sonme other approach. Thanks,
Shel .

Hunt shakes his head as he hangs up the phone.

HUNT

(conti nui ng)
Sometines it takes nore than
one call. ['ll be in touch.

Hunt rises as a signal to Geen that the conference is
over. He wal ks Geen through the reception area to
t he door and G een | eaves.

Hunt picks up the phone and hits an automatic dial
button. An answering machi ne clicks on and we hear
t he VO CE OVER of STONE MOUNTAI N.

STONE (V. Q)
You have reached the office of
St one Mountain, Private
| nvestigator. |'mout on a
very inportant case right now,
so when you hear the signal..

At the tone, Hunt yells into the nmachi ne.
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HUNT
Pick up the phone, dammt, |
know you' re there.

I NT. STONE'S OFFI CE

Stone gets up froma couch where he has been napping
and picks up the phone. He is simlar in size and
build to Hunt, but older. He is a Native Anmerican,
retired from NYPD.

There is speaker feedback fromthe nachi ne which records
as he speaks.

STONE
H, Alex. Wit a mnute.
(turns off machi ne)
kay, |'mhere. What's up?

HUNT (V. Q)
| hope | didn't wake you.

STONE
Late night. Waddayaneed?

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

HUNT
About the Parker nurder..

STONE (V. Q)
Yeah?

HUNT
Renmenber where she |ived?

STONE
Sur e.

HUNT
Talk to the doorman, ask around
the Station, see what kind of
evi dence they have... then
have a job for you at the State
Capi tol .
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EXT. FIFTH AVENUE AT SEVENTY-FI RST STREET - LATE
AFTERNGCON

Hunt, in running shorts and Tee shirt, paces hinself
up Fifth Avenue in the shade of the trees.

Hi s face reflects preoccupati on.

He sl ows as he approaches a sidewalk VENDOR S cart in
front of the Metropolitan Miseum of Art.

EXT. FIFTH AVENUE, THE MET - ESTABLI SH NG

A nodest CROAD of art |lovers of all ages and types,
young and ol d, sun thensel ves on the Miseum st eps.

Hunt takes a break fromhis run and buys a can of apple
j uice.

He drinks slowy, standing in the shade of a tree.

A gentle breeze stirs the |eaves, filtering sun and
shadow over his face.

A voice calls his nane. It is GRETCHEN CASE

GRETCHEN
Al ex? Al ex Hunt?

Startled out of his concentration, Hunt whirls around
at the voice.

He rel axes when he recogni zes her, but | ooks puzzl ed.

HUNT
G et chen?

Gretchen is a beautiful strawberry bl onde, vivacious
and energetic. She is dressed in a running suit.

GRETCHEN
You renenber ed!

HUNT
How could | forget?

He ki sses her on the cheek.

They study each other. Hunt is nelting.



HUNT
(conti nui ng)
How nice to see you... what
brings you to New York?

GRETCHEN
Bi g career nove. Relocation.
New |ife-style.

HUNT
Still wth the SEC?
GRETCHEN
Nope. |'mthe newest Assistant

U S. Attorney in Manhattan.

Appoi nted especially to prosecute
i nsi de traders and ot her
securities frauds.

Hunt conceal s his surprise.

HUNT
Inside traders? |'minpressed.
Sounds good for you. Can | get
you sone j uice?

GRETCHEN
Just had sone, thanks. But,
"1l tell you what | would Iike.

HUNT
VWhat' s that?

GRETCHEN
|'"d like to cel ebrate ny new
job with soneone... special..

Di nner, candlelight, alittle
bubbly... you know. ..

HUNT
l'"d like that... and 1'd really
li ke to hear nore about your
new j ob.

GRETCHEN
| wanted to call you, but I
t hought... nmaybe | did sonething
wWr ong. . .

HUNT

You didn't do anything wong.

28.
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GRETCHEN
| kind of hoped to hear from
you.
Hunt is evasive.
HUNT

The law is a jeal ous m stress.
She doesn't |et ne m x business
wi th pl easure.

GRETCHEN
She did once.

HUNT
It was a walk in the zoo... as
much as it offends ne to see
l[iving things in cages, | wanted
to see the pandas. | don't

know why, but they've al ways
fasci nated ne.

(1 aughi ng)
Actually, I wanted to see Ling-
Ling and Sing-Sing do their
t hi ng-t hi ng.

GRETCHEN
| thought it turned out to be
sonet hi ng wonder ful .

HUNT
Yes, it was.

The nood eases as they share this recollection.

GRETCHEN

(1 nmpi shly)
| bet | know sonethi ng about
Al ex Hunt that no one el se knows.

HUNT
What ?

GRETCHEN
When he was a little boy, he
slept with a stuffed panda bear.

HUNT
| told you that?



30.

She | aughs and nods her head. He |ooks around to see
i f anyone over heard.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
Let's keep it our little secret.

GRETCHEN
On one condition. Di nner. .
soon?

Hunt breaks into a smle.

HUNT
Bri bery.
GRETCHEN
Bl ackmail ... extortion..
HUNT
| ndi ct abl e of fenses. .
GRETCHEN
Tie ne... whip ne...
HUNT
Your place... or...
GRETCHEN
| only live two bl ocks up..
HUNT
So dol. | was going to walk
it... cool down... hit the
shower. ..
GRETCHEN
Me too...
HUNT

|'"d invite you over, but | don't
have any chanpagne in the fridge.

GRETCHEN
| do... and | don't like to
dri nk al one.
They gaze lustily into each other's eyes.

She raises her eyebrow in a question mark.
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He answers with his.
GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
Last one in's a rotten egg.
She sprints up Fifth Avenue with Hunt hot on her heels.

DI SSCLVE TQO

| NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT - LATER - ESTABLI SHI NG
Fromthe size of the apartnent and the furnishings,

it's obvious that Gretchen conmes fromnoney. It is
tastefully appointed, antiques m xed with nodern, silver
and crystal pieces here and there, but not ostentatious.
The woman has cl ass.

A path of running suits, sneakers, underwear and socks,
strewn along the floor |lead fromthe hall through the
foyer to the bedroom and bat h.

The O S. SOUND of voices is not audi ble over the running
wat er of the shower, but the nopod and tone are erotic.

| NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, BATHROOM

Gretchen's and Hunt's bodies are wavy outlines through
the translucent gl ass shower door.

They enbrace and kiss, nore lovingly than feverishly.
Their hands expl ore each other's bodi es.

She turns her back to himand gently guides his hands
over her breasts and belly.

He bites her shoul der.

She turns, facing himagain, lifts her |leg and waps
it around him

He arches his back, reaches around and spreads her
buttocks to gain entry.

She nopans and bites his chest, then his upper lip, his
lower lip, his chin, both Iips at once.

She digs her nails into his back.
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He controls his screamthrough clenched teeth, then
shudders and gasps.

Their bodies go linp in each other's arns.

Steam cl ouds the gl ass door and it gradually darkens
as the sound of the shower beconmes fainter and fainter.

DI SSCLVE TQO

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - LATER

Dusk through the w ndow curtains casts shadows across
the two | overs as they sip chanpagne in bed.

GRETCHEN

| forgot how strong you were.
HUNT

| forgot how sweet you were

(beat)
| can't believe you' ve been
living in ny building, right
under my apartnment for over a
nmont h. ..

Gretchen smles enigmatically.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
.. you knew... you nust have
known. .. | gave you ny address..
or, was it an accident?

GRETCHEN
Acci dents happen.

HUNT
(i ntrospectively)
Yes, they do.
EXT. MOUNTAI NOUS COUNTRYSI DE, YEARS EARLI ER - DAY
A | one WOVMAN on horseback rides along a trail.

The horse rears, throw ng her.

The woman |ies notionless alongside the trail.
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Her horse gal | ops away.

| NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - CONTI NUCUS

GRETCHEN
Oh, I"'msorry, Alex, | didn't
mean to... | hope I didn't rem nd
you of your wife...
HUNT
It's all right... I'"mover it.
GRETCHEN

Do you want to tal k about it?

HUNT
It doesn't bother ne.

GRETCHEN
It left you very bitter. You
nmust have | oved her

HUNT
| don't even know anynore.
It's all a bad nenory. She had
not hing when | married her. A
year |later she wanted everything

| had. Worst of all, | confided
in her, | trusted her... ny
busi ness dealings... she actually

threatened to...
Hunt catches hinself al nost about to nmake a faux-pas.
SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
(conti nui ng; | aughing)
and | thought the gold
di ggers were only after ny

clients... That accident saved
me a |lot of trouble.

GRETCHEN
Alex, that's... cruel
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HUNT
Cruel? It's instant Karma

GRETCHEN
That's not fair.

HUNT
Life's not fair.
(calMy intense)
You think justice is sone
abstraction you pray for from
Cod. . .

G etchen becones visibly upset as Hunt reveals his
dark si de.

GRETCHEN
Al ex, pl ease.

HUNT
... or plead for from sone
political hack of a Judge? No,
you bal ance the scal es yoursel f.

In a reflexive action, Getchen noves away from him
She is frightened.

GRETCHEN
Pl ease don't talk |like that.

Hunt's nood swi ngs back to charm ng.

HUNT
Mor e chanpagne?

She gets up and puts on a robe.

GRETCHEN
Too much chanpagne gives ne a
headache.

HUNT
" m sorry.

GRETCHEN
No need to be. | should know
better.

HUNT
That's not what | nean.
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GRETCHEN
It doesn't matter.

Hunt gets up and tries to put his armaround her. She
IS not receptive.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
Wiy?  You don't trust ne. You
can't trust anyone.

HUNT
| have ny share of scars.

She | eaves the bedroom He foll ows naked, picking up
his cl othes and dressing al ong the way.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, HALLWAY

Gretchen leads himto the door and stands with her
back against it as she faces Al ex.

HUNT
You're right. | don't trust
anyone. Life has taught ne not
to trust anyone. It's a painful
burden, but |'mstuck with it.

GRETCHEN
VWhat does a wonan have to do,
Alex? |s there sone test?

HUNT
What do you nean?

GRETCHEN
To prove herself worthy of your
trust? Wat do | have to do?

HUNT
You don't have to do...
anyt hi ng. ..
(conf used)
Ch, | don't know. ..

GRETCHEN
You think you're the only one
who's ever been hurt? M/ nother
was in |labor with ne for days.

( MORE)



She opens

Hunt says

They enbr
t he door
her eyes

GRETCHEN (cont' d)
She never forgave ne. M father
was al ways preoccupied with
affairs of State. | can't
remenber either of them ever
huggi ng or kissing ne. Poor
Al ex, nobody | oves him

HUNT
|"msorry, Getchen...

GRETCHEN
| don't need your pity. GCet
out of here.

t he door and stands asi de.

HUNT
Getch, I...

GRETCHEN
| don't want to hurt you, Alex.
The only thing | need... doesn't
hurt.

not hing. He i s noved.
GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
| don't want to hurt you.
HUNT

| don't want to hurt you either,
G et chen.

ace. He ki sses her and | eaves.

and bites her |ip.
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She cl oses
behi nd himand turns, |eans against it,

cl oses

I NT. NEW YORK ATHLETI C CLUB - DAY - ESTABLI SH NG

BUSI NESSMEN of all shapes and sizes fill the cl ub,
fromthe | obby to the track area and the nautilus and

| ocker ro

O S. SOUNDS of

fl oor.

ons.

runni ng feet pound the hardwood track
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Men exercise as they confer MO S. on and around the
club and the track, |inbering up, jogging, doing
cal i stheni cs and power wal ki ng.

Nautilus machines clang to the strains of puffing and
grunting nen.

Cl ub PERSONNEL assi st the nenbers, giving AD LIB MO S.
advi ce as they adjust tension on the nmachines.

The | ocker room ATTENDANT gi ves out towels to guests
as they enter. A hanper brins with used towels.

Men chat AD LIB as they shower.

| NT. LOCKER ROOM
Hunt and Parker are changing into running togs.

HUNT
| understand how you feel, Jay,
but you've got to shake it off.

PARKER
| can't believe what's happened.

HUNT
You can't nope around |like a
maudl i n poet.

PARKER
What if | hadn't gone to the
opera?

HUNT

You did, now get your head out
of your ass. There's too nuch
noney at stake. People m ght

| ose confidence in you.

PARKER
I|"mtotally drai ned, exhausted.
HUNT
(1 nmpatient)

Let's run.

Hunt jogs in place while Parker |aces his sneakers.
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PARKER
| just don't have it today.

HUNT
Cone on!

| NT. | NDOOR TRACK AREA
Hunt and Parker do warm up exerci ses.

HUNT
Under four-thirty for the mle
or you buy | unch.

PARKER
God, don't you ever let up?

HUNT
When you cone in second in a
murder trial, you don't get a
silver nedal. Let's go.

Hunt yells to a TIMEKEEPER with a stop watch at the
starting line of the oval track.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
Ti me ne.

He sprints off without waiting for Parker, who watches
him arns aki nbo.

Hunt is a machine. He pounds the floor, passing other
runners on the track.

Hi s nuscles ripple, tensing and sl acking as he strains
his body to the limts of its endurance.

SUBLI M

Hunt running through the jungles of Vietnam pursued
by Viet Cong.

BACK TO SCENE
Parker calls to himas he rounds the first |ap.

PARKER
Alex, wait...
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Hunt hears not hi ng.

He is in deep concentration, a self hypnotic trance.
SUBLI M

Hunt stunbles and falls, gets up and conti nues running
t hrough the jungle.

I NT. CLUB DI NI NG ROOM - LATER

Par ker nervously plays with his silverware while he
and Hunt await | unch.

They are showered and dressed in business suits.

PARKER
You don't like to tal k about
your wife, do you?

HUNT
It seens to be a popular topic
| ately.

PARKER
Am |l a w np, or what?

HUNT

(negatively pregnant)
O course not, you're just...

The WAITER interrupts their conversation with |unch
Hunt has steak and eggs, Parker a sal ad.
Hunt eats ravenously while Parker picks at his food.
PARKER
She had an accident with a horse
or sonet hi ng?

HUNT
Who?

PARKER
VWho? Your wife, whol
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HUNT
She went to a ranch up in the

Catskills while the divorce was
pending and | was in Europe.

I NT. MOUNTAI NOUS COUNTRYSI DE, YEARS EARLI ER - DAY

A | one WOMAN on horseback rides along a trail.

A | one MAN on horseback watches fromtrees at a
di st ance.

HUNT (V.Q)
A favorite place of ours. She
i ked riding.

As the wonman gets closer, the nman rides out to the
trail and crosses her path.

MAN' S P.O V. - THE WOVAN

The woman has a surprised | ook on her face. It quickly
turns to fear.

She throws her arnms up in front of her face as if to
ward off a bl ow

BACK TO SCENE
The horse rears, throw ng her.
HUNT (V.Q)
(conti nui ng)
One day the horse cane back
wi t hout her.
The man whi ps her horse and it gall ops away.
HUNT (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
They found her along the trail.

The woman |ies notionless alongside the trail.

I NT. CLUB DI NI NG ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

HUNT
Bad | uck.



PARKER
The horse threw her?

HUNT
Hor seback riding can be
danger ous.

Hunt notions for the waiter.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
G ve the check to M ster Parker.
(getting up)
Thanks for lunch, Jay. Have to
run.

I NT. CLUB STAI RS AND LOBBY

Hunt and Parker talk as they | eave the cl ub.

PARKER
Ever think about remarrying?

HUNT
When | do, you'll be the best
man.

PARKER
| " m consi dering therapy.

HUNT
It'Il be good for you.

PARKER
Have you ever considered therapy?

HUNT
VWhat would | tal k about?

PARKER
You seemvery bitter... about
woIren.

HUNT
They're only half the world's
problens... In any event, they
need attention and | need
solitude. The two don't m x.

41.
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EXT. STEPS OF THE CLUB

Hunt hails a cab, opens the door and enters as Parker
speaks.

PARKER
"' mgoing out to the Hanptons
for the weekend. Cone al ong.

HUNT
We have a power plant problem
remenber? Sonmeone has to do
the dirty work.

PARKER
Now s the tinme to buy, while
it"sin litigation. The stock's

low... if you win the case,
we'll make a bundl e.
HUNT

What do you nean, if? Oder ne
anot her two hundred and fifty
t housand worth. | feel |ucky.

Par ker slans the door and the cab drives off.
EXT. AERI AL VI EW - ALBANY, NEW YORK - LATE
SATURDAY NI GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG

The Enpire State Plaza is quiet as we approach from
the South al ong the Hudson River.

There is little traffic on the streets around the Pl aza
whi ch | ooks desert ed.

Gradually we hear OS. VO CES. They are festive and
cel ebratory.

| NT. LEG SLATI VE OFFI CE BU LDI NG (LOB), ASSEMBLY
OFFI CES OF ESTHER FRI ED - CONTI NUOUS

A CROND of college students, ol der people, all types,
swarm |l i ke bees around a m ddl e aged frunpy wonan who
| ooks as though she couldn't get laid if her life
depended on it.

She wears a wi g askew her head.
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She has a nole on her upper lip, sporting a two week
grow h of hair. She wears a polyester leisure suit
that went out of style years earlier. Sonehow, it
fits her well.

She is ESTHER FRI ED, Assenbl ywoman from Bel |l Harbor,
Queens, proponent of noratoriumlegislation that would
prohi bit construction of any power plants in New York
State forever.

Anmong the crowd of political party-goers is Stone
Mount ain, Hunt's investigator.

Wavi ng sone docunents, Fried addresses the crowd as if
she were General Ceorge Patton

FRI ED
(yelling over the
noi se)
This should stop the bastards!

The crowd bursts into appl ause.

FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
We've got a little surprise for
Mort Green and his junk yard
dogs.

There is nore appl ause and AD LI B support which
continues enthusiastically throughout her speech.

FRI ED

(conti nui ng)
Monday norning our Attorneys
will file legal briefs in Federal
Court for a permanent injunction
agai nst Green and those suck-
of f political hacks at EPA and
EnCon. ..

The crowd interrupts her with | aughter and catcalls.



The crowd

The crowd

There is
Shaef f er
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FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
from proceedi ng any further
in the permt process for his
power plant until environnental
i npact studies can be nade on
the fate of the salt water marsh
fl ower Doc Shaeffer discovered
living there. ..

acknow edges bot ani st ROBERT SCHAEFFER

FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
: you all know, that little
fl ower doesn't exist anywhere
else on the earth... and if it
goes, we all may go...

appl auds agai n.

FRI ED

(conti nui ng)
... I'd like to thank Professor
Harvey and his students from
the Environnental Law Center at
Al bany Law School for their
help. W couldn't have done it
W t hout them..

nor e appl ause as BERNARD HARVEY and Doc
pat each other on the back and the group of

LAW STUDENTS congr at ul ate each ot her

They decl

There is

FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
Doct or Bob, Professor Harvey,
woul d you like to say sonething?

ine with a wave of their hands.

FRI ED

(conti nui ng)
Ckay, have fun, | have to head
back to the city. [I'll see you

all at the rally in Foley Square
Monday.

nor e appl ause.
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FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
W' re gonna kick their ass!

The crowd is hysterical with enthusiasm
FRI ED
(conti nui ng)

Good night, God bless you all.

Fried shakes the hands of well-w shers to nore cheering
and appl ause as she nmakes her way out of her office.

Stone Mountain slips out quietly ahead of her.
DOC SHAEFFER
Do you want nme to wal k you to
your car, Esther?
FRI ED
No, we have plenty of security.
l"mnot worried. Enjoy the
chanpagne.
They ki ss cheeks and she wal ks down the hall to the
el evat or.
I NT. LOB, HALL
Alone in the dimy it hall, she rings for the el evator.
She waits, deep in thought.
The el evator arrives silently.

The doors open suddenly with a | oud bang, startling
her.

She enters and pushes the button for her parking |evel.

I NT. LOB, PARKING GARAGE

The el evator doors open and she wal ks into the darkened
garage towards her parking space.

A uniformed security GUARD is on patrol

She approaches her car, rummagi ng through her purse
for her keys.
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FRI ED
(to the CGuard)
Ki nd of quiet tonight.
The Guard says not hing, but waves acknow edgnent.
She unl ocks her car door.

There is a sound of the crunching of broken glass as
the Guard wal ks behind her car.

The Guard bends over in the shadows and | ooks at her
tail light.

FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
What's wrong?
She wal ks to the back of the car to see for herself.
She bends over to | ook at the damage.
FRIED S P.O V. - THE REAR OF THE CAR
The tail light is broken.
BACK TO SCENE
FRI ED
(conti nui ng)
Ah, son of a bi...
There is the sickening SOUND of a "WHOW" as the Guard
drives a tire iron crashing down on her neck with al
the force of an executioner chopping off a condemed's
head.
Her body falls in a rag doll heap.

The tire iron drops alongside her. Its clanging sound
echoes through the garage.

The Guard wal ks silently away into the shadows.
EXT. THE NEW YORK STATE THRUWAY, SOUTHBOUND -
LATER THAT NI GHT

Doc Shaeffer is driving back to New York City alone in
his car.
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The Thruway is desol ate, except for Shaeffer and one
car behind him

Shaeffer's face is suddenly brightened by the reflection
in his rear viewmrror of the high beans of the other
car.

He tries to adjust his mrror to avoid the glare.

The ot her car accelerates, riding Shaeffer's tail.

Shaef fer has an annoyed and puzzl ed | ook on his face.
The other car ranms into the rear of Shaeffer's.

DOC SHAEFFER
VWhat the hell?

He accelerates, trying to get away fromthe other car.

The other car matches his speed, bunping himagain and
agai n.

Shaeffer is clearly frightened now. The other car has
made contact and is pushing Shaeffer's out of control.

Shaef fer screanms and covers his face as his car careens
of f the highway and down an enbanknent.

The ot her car continues south, carefully observing the
speed limt.
I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE - DAY

It is eight o' clock Monday norning. Drapes cover the
w ndows. It is dark.

Hunt |ies asleep on his office couch. A sliver of

l[ight froma crack in the drapes falls across his closed
eyes. He is dressed in a sweatsuit and i s unshaven.
There is a knock at the door.

EDNA
M ster Hunt? Are you there?

Edna peeks in, rousing Hunt fromhis sleep.
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EDNA
(conti nui ng)
Ch, you are here... excuse ne,
but you didn't answer the

i ntercom

Hunt stretches and yawns.

HUNT
| worked all weekend. | turned
everything off so I wouldn't be

di st ur bed.
As he gets up, he delivers instructions to Edna.
HUNT
(conti nui ng)
There's a cassette of dictation

in your steno machine. 1'lI
need the power plant brief first.

He switches on the phones and starts to undress.

Edna | eaves. Hunt goes into his bathroom strips and
showers.

I NT. HUNT'S OFFI CE, BATH

The bath is as luxurious as the rest of his office,
mar bl e and gol d.

He drops his sweats in the hanper and enters the shower
stall. Head bowed, he lets the heavy stream of hot

wat er beat on the back of his neck. He rotates his
head and nmassages hi s neck nuscl es.

I NT. HUNT'S OFFI CE, BATH - A FEW M NUTES LATER
Hunt is just finishing shaving when Edna buzzes hi mon
the intercom
I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE
He presses the intercom button.
EDNA

Mster Hunt, M ster Green on
one.
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HUNT
(on the speaker phone)
Good norning, Mster G een.

I NT. GREEN S OFFI CE

Green's office is Spartan conpared to Hunt's, functiona
and totally lacking in taste, thought or design.

Green is jubilant.

GREEN
Have you heard the good news?

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

HUNT
No, |'ve been busy working on
your case. Wat good news?

| NTERCUT bet ween Hunt and Green as they speak.

GREEN
It's all over the paper.
Sonebody did us a big favor.

HUNT
Us? Who did us a favor and
why ?

Hunt, in Turkish robe and barefoot, paces slowy on
his oriental carpet, reading the norning s paper.

HUNT'S P. O V. - NEWSPAPER
| NSERT
The front page of the "New York Tinmes" with the
headl i nes, "Assenbl ywoman Murdered I n Al bany", "Led
Qpposition To Power Plant", "Botanist Dies In Car
Acci dent", "Deaths Rel ated?".
BACK TO SCENE

GREEN

Sonebody knocked off the bitch
of the bay.
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HUNT
Est her Fried?

GREEN
You got it.

HUNT

VWat are the details?
Hunt selects clothes froman arnoire as they speak.

GREEN
Robbery, apparently. Found her
behi nd her car in the Assenbly
par ki ng garage... killer nust
have been an ani mal, broke her
neck with one bl ow.

HUNT
Hm .. bad luck for her.

GREEN
They had this big rally planned
this norning, a circus... |
can't wait to see it fall apart.

Green is laughing hysterically.

HUNT
You're taking this pretty hard.

GREEN
(scream ng)
| love it! Even that goddamm
flower |over's dead.

HUNT
The bot ani st?

GREEN
Bot ani st, queer, creep, whatever,
the one sleeping with the flower

| overs.
HUNT
What happened to hinf?
GREEN
(cackl i ng)

Went off a bridge on the Thruway.
( MORE)
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GREEN (cont'd)
Maybe dri nking, fell asleep,
maybe anot her car invol ved..
police not sure..

HUNT
Shoul dn't drink and dri ve.

GREEN
(1 aughi ng)
Goddamm, what a ni ght.

HUNT
Your grief overwhel ns ne.

GREEN
If only I waited another week,
| could have saved nyself a
briefcase full of noney.

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

HUNT
Justice works in strange and
wondr ous ways, M ster G een.

GREEN
Thanks, buddy.

Hunt turns off the speaker phone and buzzes Edna.

HUNT
Edna, is that brief ready?

EDNA
In a mnute, Mster Hunt.

Hunt stares at the newspaper, the nuscles in his jaw
rippling. H's eyes are cold, his expression hard.

I NT. DI STRICT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE, ENTRANCE - DAY -
ESTABLI SHI NG

A door reads, "BUREAU OF HOM Cl DES, CHERYL HOLMES,
CHI EF".

CHERYL HOLMES, a woman in her forties, wal ks in.
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I NT. DI STRI CT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE, RECEPTI ON AREA -
DAY

She is greeted by her STAFF ATTORNEYS and SECRETARY.

STAFF
Good norni ng, Chief.
HOLMES
Good norning, nen. Ready for a
briefing?
STAFF
Ready, Chi ef.
SECRETARY
One of your favorite people is
waiting for you... Rosetti.
HOLMES

In my office?

She storns into her office.

I NT. DI STRICT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE, HOLMES PRI VATE
OFFI CE - DAY

Rosetti is sitting on a couch chewing on the stub of a
cigar and reading a pathologist's report.

HOLMES
Rosetti, you repulsive cretin
if you ever cone into ny office
again without an invitation,
"1l kick you in the crotch so

hard you'll have three Adanm s
appl es.

ROSETTI
That's what | |ike about you,

Hol mes, direct and to the point.
Now, all you have to do is learn
how to say 'balls' and you'l

be one of the boys.

HCOLMES
| don't want to be one of you.
What do you want ?
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ROSETTI
Li ghten up. You know, you and
me, we're a lot alike. W should
have di nner together sonetine,
get to know each other better.
Gve it a chance.

HOLVES
You' re not ny type.

ROSETTI
Oh, yeah? What is your type?

HOLMES
Just about anyt hi ng!

Rosetti feigns a pout.

ROSETTI
"' minsulted.

HOLMES
We're communi cating. Wat do
you want ?

ROSETTI
Take a ook at this file.

She takes the Adel e Parker homcide file and reads as
Rosetti speaks.

ROSETTI

(conti nui ng)
There's sonet hi ng goi ng on here,
| can't quite put ny finger on
it, but I don't want it to fal
t hrough the cracks.

(pause)
Mnd if | snoke?

She gives himthe same | ook the nuns gave hi mthrough
twel ve years of catholic school just before they cracked
himwith a ruler.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
No, huh?

Hol mes finishes the report and gives it back.
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HOLMES
So?

ROSETTI
We got a broken neck... but...
not fromthe fall. No ness, no
rape, no robbery. So what is
it?

HOLMES
You tell ne.

ROSETTI

She's split from her husband,
| ots of noney at st ake.

HOLMES
| know the personalities. Parker
and Hunt. We went to | aw schoo
together. Parker was born with
a silver seat to the New York
Stock Exchange in his nouth. A
nmur derer? Doubt f ul

ROSETTI

And Hunt's his alibi. Go figure.
HOLMES

Now, Hunt... that charm ng son-

of -a-bitch could break your
neck while waltzing to "The
Bl ue Danube" and not mss a
beat .

ROSETTI
You know t he man!

HOLMES
| sat next to himfor three
years. The story was that he
was taken prisoner by the Viet
Cong. ..

EXT. VIET NAM VARI QUS LOCATI ONS - YEARS EARLI ER -
DAY
SERI ES OF QUI CK SHOTS

A. Hunt in a Viet Cong tiger cage.
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HOLMES (V. Q)
held in a tiger cage and
tortured.

B. Hunt being lifted into a shoul der dislocate by his
hands tied behind his back .

HOLMES (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
He escaped by breaking the neck
of his jailer...

C. Hunt breaks his Viet Cong captor's neck with one
tw st.

HOLMES (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
... and swi nm ng under water
for about a mle..

D. Hunt diving and swi nm ng underwater as bullets spray
around him

HOLMES (V. O)
(conti nui ng)
... and running through eneny
held territory for another fifty
mles wwth the V.C. on his tail.

E. Hunt running through the jungles of Viet Nam pursued
by the Viet Cong.

F. Hunt stunbles and falls, gets up and conti nues
runni ng through the jungle.

SERI ES OF SHOTS ENDS

I NT. DI STRICT ATTORNEY' S OFFI CE, HOLMES PRI VATE
OFFI CE - DAY - CONTI NUQUS

HOLMES
He canme back to the village
that betrayed himlater and
killed everyone of them by
himself. No court martial. No
proof. Just a story.
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EXT. BROADWAY, QUTSIDE HUNT'S OFFI CE - DAY - LATER

Hunt is on his way to Federal Court to file his brief
in the power plant business.

Sergeant Rosetti is just about to enter when they neet.

ROSETTI
Hey, Pal, how ya doin'?

HUNT
Rosetti, how nice to see you

ROSETTI
| just got back fromthe D strict
Attorney's office... had nothing
el se to do, thought |I'd stop
and see you and your buddy,
Par ker... maybe do | unch

Hunt tal ks to Rosetti over his shoulder while he hails
a cab.

HUNT
What's that Suprene Court case,
M randa sonet hi ng?

ROSETTI
Oh, it's not about poor w fey.
| agree with you... | don't
think he killed her... just got

the Coroner's report. She was
dead when she hit ground zero.

Broken neck... nice, clean kill

we call it... Know anybody who

can just snap a person's neck..
(snappi ng)

just like that?
SUBLI M
Hunt breaks his Viet Cong captor's neck with one tw st.
BACK TO SCENE
HUNT

I"'ma little out of practice
mysel f.



ROSETTI
You hear about Assenbl ywoman

Fried?

HUNT
| don't pay attention to
politics.

ROSETTI

Your client's selling stock in
t he power plant she was trying
to stop.

HUNT
| can't discuss ny clients'
busi ness, you know t hat.

ROSETTI
Ch, yeah, ethics. You know,
it's a good thing you | awers
are all so goddammed et hi cal
| can't imagi ne what the country
woul d be like if you were crooks.

HUNT

And a Merry Christmas to you
ROSETTI

Anyway, he had a ot to gain by

her death. ..
(sarcastically)
. not that he's a suspect, |
hasten to add, but I'mgoing to
ask hima few questions.

HUNT
You' re wasting your tine.

ROSETTI
Oh, another alibi?

HUNT
He wasn't anywhere near Al bany
when she was nur der ed.

ROSETTI
Yeah? Were was he, with you
and Rigol etto?

A cab stops and Hunt gets in.
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HUNT
(to cabbie)
Fol ey Square, Federal Court
House.

Before Hunt cl oses the door he turns to Rosetti and
| aughs.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
|'"d |l ove to hear you sing
sonetime, Sergeant.

Rosetti spits a piece of tobacco off his tongue. He
has a smle on his face, but he is not anused.

| NT. FEDERAL COURT HOUSE, LOBBY - A LITTLE LATER

The | obby is flooded with PEOPLE. Prospective JURORS
wander aimessly with jury notices in their hands,
asking for help fromthe deputy COURT PERSONNEL.

CLI ENTS huddl e in the corners with their LAWERS.

Hunt is in a phone booth, talking with Jay Parker.

| NT. PHONE BOOTH

HUNT
aski ng nore questions, about
the power plant and Fried...

(pause)
so what if he finds out,
it's no secret... and, it's al

| egal .

I NT. PARKER S OFFI CE

PARKER
| didn't have anything to do
wth Esther Fried' s nurder..
why ne?

| NTERCUT BETWEEN HUNT AND PARKER
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O course you didn't... he's
fishing. The inportant thing
is that you have an alibi for
the ni ght she was nurdered..
you did tell ne you were going
to the Hanptons.

PARKER
No, | changed ny mnd... stayed
home... never left the apartnent.
HUNT
Oh, that's just great... Wll,
don't worry about it.
PARKER
That's not the worry du jour.
HUNT
What' s goi ng on?
PARKER
That new Federal Prosecutor?
HUNT
Yeah?
PARKER
She's for real... subpoenas are

floating around here |ike ticker
t ape.

HUNT
You' ve covered your ass, | hope.

PARKER
| think we're safe.

| NT. PHONE BOOTH

Hunt hangs up, hol ding onto the phone,

HUNT
That's what the LAPD thought.

contenpl ati on.

Alittle OLD MMAN with a piece of paper
knocks on the door of the phone boot h.

conf used.

deep in

59.

in his hand
He | ooks
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Hunt opens the door.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
Yes?
OLD MAN
Can you help ne? |'m supposed

to report here sonewhere, but |
don't know where.

Hunt takes the paper and reads it.

HUNT
Here, let ne see.

HUNT'S P. Q. V. - JURY NOTI CE
| NSERT

It is a Notice For Gand Jury Duty. It says, "In The
Matter OF The United States OF America: ' | NVESTI GATI ON
OF VI OLATI ONS OF THE SECURI TI ES AND EXCHANGE ACT OF
THE UNI TED STATES OF AMERICA'", with the date, tine
and place to appear, and it bears the signature,
"GRETCHEN CASE, ASSI STANT U. S. ATTORNEY. "

BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
You' re supposed to report to
Room 504.
(poi nti ng)
Take that elevator to the fifth
floor and turn right.

OLD MAN
You seemto know your way around.
This is ny first tine on Gand
Jury, | don't know what to do.

HUNT
Do what | always do, vote ' Not
Quilty', you can't go wong.

OLD MAN
Thanks a | ot.

Hunt marches off to his assigned Courtroom |eaving a
happy ol d man wavi ng good- bye.
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I NT. HUNT'S OFFI CE, RECEPTI ON AREA - LATER
Hunt is ecstatic as he throws open the doors and enters.

HUNT
W didit, Edna. They're
breaki ng ground for the power
pl ant as we speak.

Hunt sails past Edna into his office.

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

He throws his briefcase on the couch, plops into his
chair and spins around in circles.

Edna follows himwith a worried | ook on her face.

EDNA
But what about that poor little
flower? They're so delicate.

Hunt gets up and puts his arm around her shoul der
reassuringly.

HUNT
Don't worry. | saved enough
green space to insure its
survival, and, nore good news...
the flower is being naned after
Doct or Schaeffer, the botani st
who di scovered it.

EDNA
(el at ed)
Ch, isn't that sweet?
HUNT
Afitting tribute for a dedicated

man.
(to hinself)
VWhat irony... to achieve
imortality as a flower, and to
spend eternity living in the
shadow of the power plant that
killed you... how subline!
(to Edna)
What's on ny cal endar for the
rest of the day?
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EDNA
You have a Humane Soci ety
nmeeting, and a M ss Case called,
said it was personal... and..

at the floor nervously and hesitates.

HUNT
el | ?
EDNA
| know you're very busy...
HUNT
VWat is it? Are you in trouble?
EDNA
Not nme, it's this poor old | ady
who lives near ne, | think in
t he park.
HUNT

One of our homel ess?

EDNA
She eats in ny church's soup
kitchen. Anyway, the police
took her to Bellevue... for
observation, they said.

HUNT
Sounds i nnocent enough.

EDNA
Yes, but now they won't let her
| eave.

HUNT

And t hey say no one cares.
EDNA

M ster Hunt, she wants to | eave.
HUNT

Get your steno book, I'll get a

Wit of Habeas Cor pus.

EDNA
Ch, Mster Hunt, you're so kind.



63.

Hunt pulls a | aw book off a shelf as Edna prepares to
take dictation.

HUNT
| don't |ike people being held
prisoner, even if Big Brother
says it's for their own good..
Ckay, what's this woman's nane?

EDNA
Ch ny, | don't know.

HUNT
Wonderful, get Judge O Brien's
chanbers on the |ine.

Edna | eaves the office while Hunt wites. She buzzes
hi m and he picks up the phone.

HUNT

(conti nui ng)
Hel | o, Red? Al ex.

(beat)
Yeah, it was a cakewal k, cal
Jay and buy yoursel f sone
shares... listen, | need a Wit
of Habeas Corpus... |I'll be
down in alittle while.

| NT. SUPREME COURT, - LATER

Hunt and REVEREND PULVER, a cleric, confer on his
testi nony.

Hunt is finishing.

HUNT
t he point of which is that
she is just as sane as you or
I, and it is an injustice to
hol d her.

There is a comption of OS. VOCES. It is an argunent.
The doors burst open and through themthe bodies of a

MALE and FEMALE ORDERLY, two MEN in suits, the Hospita
Adm ni strator and his |lawer, and the BAG LADY.
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BAG LADY
(sw ngi ng her purse)
Get your hands off ne, you
fasci sts!

She i s di shevel ed and unkenpt and carries a bul gi ng
shoppi ng bag. She wears sneakers w thout |aces, their
tongues flapping, a hat and a winter overcoat with

| ayers of cl othing underneath.

STONE
(to Hunt)
Nah, she's not nuts.

Hunt introduces hinself to the men in suits (MO S.)
and interviews his client.

She | ooks like a nutation of '"Little O phan Annie
grown ol d and shrivel ed.

She is as hostile as a feral cat.

Hunt is his nost charm ng.

HUNT
Hel | o, grandnother, |I'm Al ex
Hunt. [|'mgoing to get you out

of the hospital.

BAG LADY
Oh, yeah? Wy?

HUNT
Because | don't like to see
peopl e held against their wll.

BAG LADY
What are you, a |awer?
HUNT
Yes.
BAG LADY

| don't trust |awers. You got
the whol e country screwed up

HUNT
(whi speri ng)
It's the Denocrats.
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BAG LADY
VWll, you better be good, or
"Il sue your ass!

(yel l'i ng)
"Il sue all of you

She searches through an assortnent of refuse in her
shoppi ng bag until she finds a disgusting, stained rag
whi ch she uses to bl ow her nose.

MONTAGE BEG NS

She naps while the Court takes testinony in her case
(MO S.). The orderlies stand guard over her, struggling
to stay awake.

The only SOUND is that of the ticking of a big Regul ator
clock on the wall.

JUDGE FRANCIS X. OBRIEN sits patiently on the bench
listening. He checks his watch. He checks the cl ock.

The | ast wi tness steps down.
MONTAGE ENDS

JUDGE
(to the parties)
Any ot her w tnesses?
(abruptly)
There being no other w tnesses,
| find for the Respondent. The
patient is ordered rel eased.

He bangs his gavel and | eaves the bench.

The assenbl age | ook around aski ng each other (M QO S.)
what happened.

Hunt and Stone nudge the bag | ady who has been nappi ng.

HUNT
Wel |, grandnother, you're free
to go.

BAG LADY
It's about tinme, | probably

m ssed di nner.

She swi ngs her bag at Hunt, but m sses, and | eaves.
Hunt chuckl es.
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HUNT
Dear, sweet, G anny.

STONE
She wasn't really your
grandnot her, was she, Al ex?
Hunt | aughs heartily.

HUNT
| don't even know her nane.

EXT. FIFTH AVENUE AT SEVENTY- SECOND STREET - LATER
THAT EVEN NG

Hunt is running up Fifth Avenue. Getchen is running
down the sane side towards him

She waves to himand calls.

GRETCHEN
Hi, Al ex.

Hunt renenbers that she had called his office earlier.

HUNT
Dam!

She runs up to him clearly happy to see him

GRETCHEN
Mnd if | join you?
HUNT
|'"'mso sorry, Getchen, | just

got out of Court and | needed a
run to clear ny head.

GRETCHEN
| understand. Your Secretary
told me you were chanpi oning
the cause of justice.

HUNT
A lawer's work is never done.

GRETCHEN
" minpressed.
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HUNT
Once in a while ny sense of
justice is offended... | take
it personally.

GRETCHEN
| ve noticed.

HUNT

It was nothing, really.

GRETCHEN
Not hi ng? How many hi gh priced
Wall Street |awers would let a
bag lady's probleminterfere
with their billable hours?
"1l tell you... Damm few

HUNT
Well, I'"'mnot |ooking for any
medal s... anyway, you call ed?
I"mall yours.

GRETCHEN
It was only an invitation for
dinner. | have this great

reci pe, veal chops stuffed with
prosciutto and Fonti na cheese
in a wine and cream sauce.

HUNT
And strawberry cream pie for
dessert?

G etchen | aughs at his euphem sm and gently punches
hi s shoul der.

HUNT

(conti nui ng)
Let's do a fewmles first. |
don't like the park after dark

GRETCHEN
You don't? That's funny. [|I'm
not afraid.

HUNT
Seriously, Getch, the place is
dangerous... no nmatter what the

asshol e Mayor says.
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GRETCHEN
This woman eats neat.
HUNT
You're not listening. Wth
your work... you're a target..
GRETCHEN
Who knows what | do or where |
live?
HUNT

You never know. Anyone under
i nvestigation, soneone with a

grudge... they just lie in wait,
foll ow you... and you're anot her
statistic. [It's easy.
GRETCHEN
(1 aughi ng)
Come on, let's run... last one

in"s arotten egg.
She sprints off. Hunt has a concerned | ook on his
face as he paces hinself behind her.
EXT. CENTRAL PARK

They run through the park, over wooded trails, off the
pat hs, across fields.

She | ooks over her shoulder for him
She | aughs, taunting him

He closes in on her, pinching her butt.
She screanms and qui ckens the pace.

They are alone. The cautious have vacated the park;
the predators have not yet cone out of their lairs.

Hunt catches up to her and pulls her shorts down,
exposi ng her beautiful firmess.

She struggles to pull her shorts up.

He grabs her around the waist and pulls her gently to
the ground on top of him
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They enbrace and ki ss passionately.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - LATER -
NI GHT

Gretchen and Hunt sit on the floor kissing and petting.
They are dressed in robes and their hair is wet from
t he shower.

The cocktail table has two enpty plates, a bottle of
chanpagne in a bucket of ice, and two fluted gl asses.

HUNT
That was delicious. Super chef,
super | awyer. ..

GRETCHEN
(biting his ear)
Super anyt hi ng el se?

HUNT
OM  Yes, a super |over.

He tries to pull away, but she drags himto the floor,
pi nni ng hi mon his back.

She ki sses him deeply. He responds.

She straddles his torso and holds his hands on the
fl oor.

GRETCHEN
G ve up?

He feigns a nove to one side, throw ng her off bal ance,
then rolls her over on her back.

He kisses her long and full on the |ips.

HUNT
To conquer... one nust yield.
That is the Tao.

They ki ss agai n.
HUNT

(conti nui ng)
Hmmm you taste good.



GRETCHEN
So do you. How about dessert?

HUNT
| thought we had dessert before
we ate? |Is that all you think
about ?

GRETCHEN

That was just an appetizer.
HUNT

It worked.
GRETCHEN

You bring out the best in ne.

They begin to nake | ove again.

I NT. GRETCHEN S BEDROOM - LATER

They are still in each other's arns.

Hunt gets

HUNT
Wiy don't we take the day off
tomorrow and go up to the
mount ains? It's supposed to be
beautiful... no crowds... we
can picnic, go sw mrng or
hor seback ri di ng?

GRETCHEN
| can't, Alex, | have a G and
Jury reporting and it's going
to be a heavy hit.

up and dresses.

HUNT
Oh, securities violations?

GRETCHEN
| can't tell you, you know that.
Grand Jury proceedings are
secret. | could lose ny job,
go to jail, be disbarred. M
whol e |ife down the drain..
Pl ease don't ask

70.
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|'d never conprom se you

GRETCHEN
| can tell you this... you'l
recogni ze the nanes.

HUNT
(1 aughi ng)
As long as mne's not one of
t hem

GRETCHEN
(seriously)
It's not... yet... but your
name has been nenti oned.

HUNT

(j oki ng)
Should | be fl attered?

GRETCHEN
You should be careful. It was
close this time. If it gets
any closer... | mght have to
st op seeing you.

HUNT
That serious?

GRETCHEN
O risk ny career.

HUNT
You' d prosecute ne?

GRETCHEN
|'d have no choi ce.

SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
We make choi ces.

GRETCHEN
|'ve dedicated ny career to the
pursuit of justice.

71.
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HUNT
Not nearly as nmuch as | have.

GRETCHEN
| suspect that our sense of
justice is on different |evels.

SUBLI M
Hunt behind bars in a tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
Ah, well, no picnic tonorrow.

GRETCHEN
Maybe t onorrow ni ght?

HUNT
| have a feeling I'mgoing to
be busy with clients.
(pursing his |ips)
wn't know until the Grand Jury
hands up indictnments though,
will we?

He's fully dressed in his running outfit. They Kkiss
as they walk to the door.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT - HALL

HUNT
How will the story end, he
wondered? WII they be the
heroes of their own |ives?
WIIl they find | ove and glory?

She ki sses him affectionately.

GRETCHEN
At | east we had Pari s.

HUNT
Ni ght, | ove.

He opens the door and | eaves w thout | ooki ng back.
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| NT. FEDERAL COURT, MANHATTAN - DAY
Court is in session. The gallery is packed with
SPECTATORS, PRESS, JURORS, | NDI CTEES, LAWERS and the
CURI QUS.

Anmong the crowd are Parker in the front row and Hunt
standing in the aisle.

Hunt is taking care of business.

Parker is listless. He watches other indictees paraded
in chains before the Court and remanded to the custody
of Federal WMarshals.

Hunt's ot her stockbroker client, EVAN BELSKY, has just
been indicted, has posted bail and has been rel eased.

Hunt is saying good-bye to himAD LIB M QO S.

JUDGE ARNOLD BOOKMAN directs the BAILIFF to call the
next case.

JUDGE
Bailiff, let's keep things
novi ng.

BAI LI FF

(to the U S. Attorneys)
Call the next case.

G etchen Case and other U . S. ATTORNEYS sit and stand
in turn at the Prosecution's table before the Bench.

Gretchen presents the next case.

GRETCHEN
The Gover nnent agai nst J.
Wi ttington Parker, [|ndictnent
Number S-1056- 93.

Hunt noves to Defense Counsel's Table with Parker. He
directs Parker to be seated. Hunt renains standing.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
Let the record show that | am
presenting Defense Counsel with
a copy of the Indictnent.



74.

She hands the document to Hunt.

HUNT
(reading it)
May it please the Court, on
behal f of the Defendant, | enter

a plea of "Not Guilty' to al

the charges contained therein,
and ask that the Defendant be

rel eased on his own recogni zance.

JUDGE
M ss Case?

GRETCHEN
The Governnent requests that
bail be set in an anopunt of at
| east one mllion dollars.

HUNT
| respectfully suggest that
anount i s excessive and punitive.
The Defendant is a prom nent
menber of the community and is
not likely to | eave the
jurisdiction of the Court.

GRETCHEN
Your Honor, the Defendant stands
accused of securities frauds in
excess of one hundred mllion
dollars. The penalty coul d be
that nmuch in fines, plus
restitution, plus alifetinme in

pri son.
JUDGE
Bail is set at one mllion
dollars. Mtions due in thirty
days.
(bangs gavel)
Next case.
BAI LI FF
Next Case!

G etchen calls out the nane of another indictee who
moves forward to the Defense Counsel's Table with his
| awyer as Hunt and Parker nove away.



75.

GRETCHEN
The Gover nnent agai nst Peter
Bl ock, Indictnment Nunber S-1057-
93.

Gretchen's voice fades in the b.g. as Hunt and Parker
pay bail and | eave the Courtroom

HUNT
(aside to Parker)
Didn't | tell you? Gve the
check to the d erk.

Nei t her Hunt nor Gretchen | ook at each other.

Par ker gives the bail to the CLERK who gives hima
receipt.

Hunt and Parker work their way through the crowded
Courtroominto the Hall.

| NT. FEDERAL COURT HOUSE, HALL

Parker is agitated. He is starting to fall to pieces
again. Hunt is already planning his defense.

They find a quiet al cove where they huddl e and whi sper.

PARKER
Jesus Christ, that woman i s
hungry.

HUNT
More than you know. ..
(pause)
Look, they only have one w tness,
that's the Secretary to the
CEOQ, the one who fed you the
inside information, right?

PARKER
Yes, but who knows who el se she
was sl eeping wth.

HUNT
| f you followed ny advice from
the beginning of this tidy little
schene, you should have left no
tracks.



PARKER
Can you get to that Justice
Department | awyer?

HUNT
| npossi bl e.
PARKER
You know her?
HUNT
Yes, she lives right under ne.
PARKER
| s she any good?
HUNT
The best... You can bet she has
it all tied upin a neat little
package... this Secretary...
she's the only | oose end..
PARKER
Bel sky fi ni shed?
HUNT
(noddi ng)
He was too greedy... couldn't

take nmy advice. Now all he can
do is make a deal and drag his
friends down with him

PARKER
Good thing we didn't bite when
he held out the bait.

HUNT
How many m | lions does a man
need?

PARKER
Do you think he'll do sonething

desperate? You know, the stories

about underworl d connections?
Maybe kill off w tnesses... or,
t he Prosecutor?

HUNT
He doesn't have the balls.
( MORE)
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HUNT (cont' d)
Hi s best hope is a case of
Legi onnai res' disease in the
Federal Court House.

PARKER
What about us, Alex... you?
How nmuch do you think they know
about your invol venent?

HUNT
My guess is that w thout your
friend they have no case agai nst
either of us. You have her
addr ess?

Par ker gets out his wallet and wites down her address.

PARKER
Her name is Alice Manet, she
lives in the Hanptons. N ce
pl ace, right on the water. [|I'm
going to mss it.

HUNT
"Il have Stone Muntain pay
her a visit... find out what
she told them

PARKER
Be careful, | hear she's being
guarded. .. Federal w tness
protection program or sonething.

HUNT
What ? Tal k about paranoi a.

They still speak in hushed tones as they walk to the
exit anmong ot her people.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
Meanwhi l e, et ne worry about
it. Relax, get out of town.
Take a cruise. Go to Bernuda.

PARKER
Ber nuda? Jesus, Alex, it has
to be a hundred degrees down
t here now.
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HUNT
(al nost shouti ng)
Well then go to Al aska! What
the hell do | care where you
go? Get out of town for a few
weeks.

PARKER
Ckay, okay. God, are all |awers
this testy?

HUNT
This one is.

PARKER
| have an artist friend in Nova
Scotia. Maybe I'I1I...

HUNT
"Il have Edna make reservations
t oday.

PARKER
What about ny case, Al ex? Do
you think you can win?

HUNT

| can al nbst guarantee it.
PARKER

VWhat will it cost nme?
HUNT

Do you have your bail receipt?

Par ker takes the receipt out of his pocket.
HUNT

Endorse it to ne.
EXT. AERIAL VIEW- LONG | SLAND S SOUTH SHORE, THE
HAMPTONS - DAWN - ESTABLI SHI NG
M st creeps lazily in fromthe ocean to the shore.
The only sounds are those of gulls and shore birds and
gently breaki ng waves.

The beach is desol ate.
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Except for a few houses and a single runabout anchored
about five hundred yards off shore, there is no
i ndication that the place is inhabited.
In front of the beach house, Federal agents sit in an
unmar ked car, watching the only access road to the
ocean.

The |l one figure of a WOMAN crosses the dunes froma
house to the water.

She is barefoot and wearing a terry robe.

She is tall and handsone, and wal ks with proud deneanor.
She is ALI CE MANET.

As she wal ks she tucks her hair under her bathing cap.
When she reaches the water's edge, she drops her robe.
She is nude.

She shivers in the chill of the m st and rubs her arns,
then wades into the surf.

She stands quietly for a nonment |ooking out at the
sea.

ALICE' S P.O V. - THE BOAT

The runabout bobs and rolls gently in the waves. There
appear to be no occupants.

BACK TO SCENE
She gives it no serious thought.

She strides into the sea and dives into an incom ng
wave.

She surfaces, takes a breath and angl es her body into
the ocean with strong, steady strokes.

She is a good swi nmmer, a confident sw mrer.

A stream of bubbles in the water heads in her direction,
but she does not see them

She swins directly toward them closing the distance
between themw th her confident, strong, steady strokes.
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She pauses for a nonent, treading water, and w pes her
face.

She | ooks around her. Her expression is apprehensive.
She turns in the water.

ALICE' S P.O V. - THE SCENE

There is nothing. She is alone. Only her, the birds,
the gentle waves, the mst, the bobbing boat.

BACK TO SCENE

The stream of bubbl es cones cl oser.
The bubbl es burst behi nd her.

She turns quickly.

Bubbl es stream up between her breasts and burst in her
face.

She has a queer and frightened | ook on her face.

She flails her arns backward in an attenpt to swi m out
of their path.

She cries out in panic and fear.

Suddenly and silently she di sappears under the water.
She surfaces, thrashing her arns and gasping for air.
She cannot scream She can scarcely breathe.

She di sappears again. Her arns thrash frantically as
she struggles to surface and breat he.

The sil houette of her body is barely distinguishable
struggling in the nurky, turbulent water.

The di sturbance gradually subsides. The sea becones
cal m agai n.

The stream of bubbl es heads noi sel essly away fromthe
scene towards the runabout.

Serenity returns. Al is quiet, except for the faint
screamng of gulls in the distance and the soothing
sound of waves sl athering the sand.
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Only an occasional whitecap disturbs the peaceful blue
tranquility.

An outboard nptor starts in the di stance and the
runabout sneaks away.

The nude body of Alice Manet floats to the surface and
rocks slowy to shore on the gentle waves.
I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE - LATER THAT DAY

Hunt is busy at his desk proofreading a | egal brief
agai nst a | aw book.

The intercom buzzes. He presses the speaker button.

EDNA
M ster Stone Muntain on one.

HUNT
(on phone)
How d you make out?
| NT. STONE' S OFFI CE
Stone is pl eased.
STONE
Couldn't be better. She's dead.

| NTERCUT BETWEEN THEM AS THEY SPEAK

HUNT
What does it | ook |ike?
STONE
Acci dental drowni ng.
HUNT
(1 aughi ng)

Perfect! Wiy is it that every
time | send you sonmewhere to

i nvestigate, the subject ends
up dead?

STONE
Just lucky, | guess.
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HUNT
Anyone see you?

STONE
| don't think so. Police al
over though. | hung around and

listened.
Hunt is deeply imrersed in thought.
HUNT'S P.O V. - A WALL M RROR

Hunt | ooks at his reflection in a mrror on the opposite

wall. He snmpoths his hair as he speaks.
HUNT
(nodding slowy, to
hi msel f)
Ni ce work.
STONE
Do you want nme to follow it up?
HUNT
No, | think that was the |ast
| oose end.
STONE

Call nme if you need ne.

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

Hunt hangs up. He leans back in his chair, folds his
hands across his chest and sits quietly staring into
space.

Hi s index finger noves and gently taps a rhythmon the
back of his other hand, |ike the pendul um of a cl ock.

He is deep in thought.

The intercom buzzes agai n.

Hunt slowy reaches for the button, still in thought.
HUNT

(calmy)
VWhat is it, Edna?
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EDNA
A Sergeant Rosetti is here to
see you.

I NT. HUNT'S RECEPTI ON AREA

Rosetti is standing by the Secretary's desk, puffing
on a cheap cigar. Edna is visibly annoyed with the
snoke.

Hunt speaks | oudly enough in the intercomfor Rosetti
to hear.

HUNT (V.QO)
Tell himto | eave his stinking
cigar out in the hall.

ROSETTI
(in the intercom
Snokers have rights too, you
know.

Rosetti wal ks to the office entrance, opens the door

and throws his cigar on the hallway floor. He closes
the door, turns and feigns a smle at Edna. She does
not like him but she is the consummate professional.

EDNA
You nmay go in now.

Rosetti spits a piece of tobacco off the tip of his
tongue as he plows into Hunt's office.

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE

Rosetti stops for a nonment and gapes at his surroundi ngs
in awe, then gingerly crosses the oriental carpet to
Hunt's desk and seats hinself w thout invitation.

HUNT
Sergeant... How nice to see you
agai n, and again....

Rosetti | eans back in the chair and puts his hands
behind his head. He alnost puts his feet up on Hunt's
desk, but catches hinself.



ROSETTI
You know what | like to do in
my spare tinme, counselor?
HUNT
(shaki ng his head
sl ow y)

If | cared, would it matter?

ROSETTI
| like to do jigsaw puzzles. |
| ove putting together all those
little pieces... insignificant
by thensel ves, but when they
all conme together.... it's like
magi c.

Hunt stares at himinpassively.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
You like jigsaw puzzl es?

HUNT
| understand idi ot savants are
very good at them

ROSETTI

Thi s Parker case interests ne...

Renmenmber the nurder of that
Assenbl ywoman i n Al bany?

HUNT
Vaguel y.

ROSETTI
Now, who'd want to kill her?

HUNT
Hal f the people in New York?

ROSETTI
... And you and Parker.... |
heard your nane nentioned in
t hat power plant case.

HUNT
You find tinme to read, too?

84.
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ROSETTI
More than that... It got nme to
thinking... | got a case where
a soon to be ex-wife is nurdered
by sonme sline...

Rosetti stresses the word slinme, but there is no
reaction from Hunt.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
sick stuff...

Rosetti enphasizes the word sick. Hunt renains
i npassive. He | ooks Rosetti directly in the eyes.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
Know what | found?

Hunt shakes his head in feigned wonder.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
They were all getting divorces.
And you know what el se they had

in comon? Mney... And their
spouses, the prine suspects,
all had alibis... Al provided
their | awyer.

HUNT
How fortuitous.

ROSETTI
Yeah, lucky too... So, | say to
myself, this is no serial
killing, there's gotta be a

connection. But what? Maybe
sonething to do with the stock
market... so, |'ve been talking
to the District Attorney and
that Justice Departnent |awyer,
you know, that hot nunber who

i ndi cted Parker.

HUNT
|'ve seen her in action.
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ROSETTI
We're conparing notes... You
shoul d have seen her ears perk
up when | nentioned your nane.

HUNT
Real | y?

SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

ROSETTI

Yeah, | wonder why?
(sm rking)

You don't suppose you're being
i nvestigated by her G and Jury?
Anyhow, we're playing this close
together... Know what | nean?
Maybe there's a connecti on.

HUNT
Be careful.
ROSETTI
What ?
HUNT
The subway. Subways can be
danger ous.
ROSETTI

Thanks for the tip.
Rosetti | eaves without formalities. Hunt sits in deep
t hought, as he was when Rosetti arrived.

EXT. AERIAL VIEW- CENTRAL PARK - N GHT -
ESTABLI SHI NG
EXT. FIFTH AVENUE AT SEVENTY-FI FTH STREET - N GHT

Gretchen | eaves her apartnent building in running
attire.

She crosses Fifth Avenue and enters Central Park.
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EXT. CENTRAL PARK - NI GHT
She runs, pacing herself for a six mnute mle.
She neets a few other RUNNERS | eavi ng the park, but
they gradually all disappear as she runs deeper into
t he park.

She stays on the paths, but the lighting is sporadic
and dim

She runs fromlight into darkness and into |light again
as she passes under the street |anps.

The | anps are few and far between, it seens, and the
expression on her face changes from confidence to
concern.

The only sounds are those of her feet pounding the
pat h and her breat hing.

She gl ances nervously over her shoul der now and t hen.
CGRETCHEN S P. O V. - THE SCENE AROUND HER

A shadow FIGURE follows her. It |looks |like a nman.
He is just far enough behind her so that she cannot
see his face.

It seens that he is stalking her. She is frightened.
A sudden breeze stirs sonme trees and shrubs.

BACK TO SCENE

G etchen senses danger in the novenent all around her

This is no |longer a casual run.

G et chen qui ckens her pace. She is panting now, alnost
hyperventi |l ati ng.

She I ooks fromside to side as she passes every bush
giving plenty of roomto each one, just in case.

She stops for a nonent to catch her breath and get her
orientation. She holds her sides. She is in pain.

There is no sound of anyone follow ng her.



88.

There is nothing but shadows and the sound of her heart
poundi ng in her chest.

A rabbit springs out in front of her. She screans and
back pedals off the path in confusion.

Sonet hi ng snags her hair. She screans again and whirls
around and back pedals away fromthe snare.

It pulls harder.

She grabs her hair and rips it out of the grasp of her
unseen attacker. A bush entangled in her hair, bends
and breaks.

She pulls twigs out of her hair and throws them
violently away with m xed vexation and relief.

She regai ns her conposure quickly and sprints off again,
| ooki ng over her shoul der for her pursuer, running
deeper into the park.

She checks behi nd her again.

We see the feet of the runner follow ng her.

G etchen qui ckens the pace, but the pursuing feet match
hers stride for stride.

She | ooks over her shoul der constantly. She is
terrified.

We see the face of the man followng her. It is Hunt.
He has a deternined | ook on his face.

GRETCHEN S P. O V. - THE SCENE AROUND HER

She can see the man again. He is definitely after
her, but she is pacing herself fast enough to keep
ahead of him

She still can't see his face.

BACK TO SCENE

She rounds a bend and | ooks over her shoul der agai n.

GRETCHEN S P. O V.

She can no | onger see the man follow ng her. There is
only quiet and shadows.
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BACK TO SCENE
She breathes a sigh of relief.

Suddenly a pair of gloved hands grab her around the
neck from behi nd.

She screans and breaks away.

The hands grab her shoul ders and spin her around.
CGRETCHEN S P. O V. - HER ATTACKER

The man who grabbed her is wearing a stocking mask.
BACK TO SCENE

She screanms in terror repeatedly throughout the assault.

Her attacker appears to be in excellent physical
condition and extrenely strong.

He lunges at her, driving her off the path between
some brush in the darkness.

The wind is knocked out of her as they hit the ground
t oget her.

She cannot catch her breath. She tries to scream but
cannot .

She pushes her attacker. She punches and claws at his
masked face.

He rips off her top.
She digs her nails beneath the nask.
He screans in rage and punches her in the stonach.

She doubles up and turns on her side in a fetal
posi tion.

He straddl es her.
He rips off her bra and throws it over his shoul der.
He tugs at her pants, getting them down over her hips.

She turns, surprising him and backhands himin the
throat. He releases his grip and gasps for air.
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She tries to get out fromunder him but the weight of
hi s body prevents it.

He grabs her pants with both hands and rips them off
the rest of the way, lifting her off the ground with
the force of the act.

He starts to pull down his own pants, but G etchen
gets up and tries to run.

He tackl es her and drags her down again, tearing off
her panties at the sane tine.

He drops his pants and throws hinself on her, clutching
her throat with one hand, and attenpting to penetrate
her with the other.

Gretchen withes in physical pain and nental agony.
She begins to | ose consci ousness.

Her attacker suddenly groans with intense orgasmnc
pai n.

Hi s body arches and stiffens, then doubles up and falls
of f G etchen.

He rolls on the ground, noaning and hol ding his groin.

He is kicked repeatedly in the balls by another man in
a running suit.

In the shadows we can see the rescuer's face. It is
Hunt .

He rips off the attacker's pants and throws theminto
a tree, then kneels down to see if Gretchen is al
right.

The attacker takes advantage of the diversion and
hobbl es away, clutching his testicles, still masked,
but bare-assed.

HUNT
Are you okay, Getch?

Gretchen sinks in his arns, barely able to focus her
eyes or talk.

GRETCHEN
Oh, Al ex, thank God.
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HUNT
| tried to catch up to you but
you were running |ike a gazelle.
| cut through the woods to head
you off. Lucky thing | did.

Hunt gat hers together her clothes and hel ps her dress.
She is still in pain.

GRETCHEN
Did you see hin? D d he get
away ?

HUNT

Don't worry, he can run, but he
can't hide.

Gretchen gets up, linping. Hunt puts her armover his
shoul der and they wal k sl owy hone.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - LATER

Hunt hangs up the phone on the nightstand. G etchen
lies prone on her bed beside him She wears only
panties. Her body is bruised.

HUNT
The police are synpathetic.
You can stop by tonorrow and
make a conplaint. Meanwhil e,
they' Il |look for a naked man
wi th black and bl ue balls.

GRETCHEN
God, what a place. How can you
live like this?

HUNT
Are you sure you don't want to
go to the hospital?

GRETCHEN
Yes, |'mjust bruised. The
shower was all | needed.

HUNT
How about a nassage? | warned

up sone baby oil



GRETCHEN
Sounds great... where the hel
are the police when you need
t henf

Hunt gently nassages her. She 'oohs' and 'ahhs

HUNT
G ving out parking tickets,
tow ng away cars... raising
revenue. | programmed your
phone for auto dialing ny nunber
in case of an energency... and
don't forget 911. W have caller
| D.

GRETCHEN
It wasn't like this in
CGeor get own.

HUNT
Don't listen to Al ex.
GRETCHEN
| had to run. | had a rough
day.
HUNT
Wl cone to the big | eagues.
GRETCHEN
| found out | |ost a wtness
yest er day.
HUNT

Oh? I nportant?

GRETCHEN
My entire case depended on her.

HUNT
VWhat happened?

GRETCHEN
She drowned. An excell ent
swi mer, and she dr owns.

92.
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HUNT
It's always the good sw nmer
who drowns, the good horsenman
who gets thrown. ..

overconfidence... stretching
the limts... anyway, bad | uck!
GRETCHEN

Bad [ uck for nme, good |uck for
your client, Jay Parker.

Hunt does not let on that he knows anything about the
dr owni ng.

HUNT
Parker? This was a witness in
the securities case?

GRETCHEN
Yes.
HUNT
Well, shall | make the notion

to dismss, or shall you?

GRETCHEN
| have no intention of dism ssing
t he indictnent.

HUNT
How can you prosecute w thout
your W tness?

GRETCHEN
| still have the tape.

Hunt is stunned, but he conceals his surprise from
G etchen who has her head turned away.

HUNT
Tape? What tape?

GRETCHEN
Your friend' s |over had the
foresight to protect herself by
tapi ng her phone conversations
and | ovenmaki ng.



HUNT
(feigning indignation)
And you eavesdropped on their
intimaci es? That's obscene.

GRETCHEN

They spoke very highly of you.
HUNT

What ?
GRETCHEN

| shouldn't be telling you this,
but you may be indicted yourself.

HUNT
How are you going to get it
into evidence? It's not
adm ssi bl e without corroboration.

GRETCHEN
| can tie it in wth
docunentation. ... Anyway,

Sergeant Rosetti thinks it's a
key to sonething bigger, serial
killing, maybe.

HUNT
| wouldn't get too close to
Rosetti if | were you

GRETCHEN
(turning)
Why ?
HUNT
He spits.
GRETCHEN

He thinks there's a connection
bet ween Parker and a number of
hom cides... witnesses... SO
does the D. A. You know anyt hi ng
about it?

HUNT
That's crazy.

GRETCHEN
Anyway, the tape could be the
key.

94.
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HUNT
| hope it's in a safe place.

GRETCHEN
It's safe.

Gretchen gl ances at the nightstand as she speaks.
Hunt noti ces.

HUNT
| f what Rosetti says is true,
you may be in danger

GRETCHEN
Why should I worry? | have you
to protect ne.

HUNT
And, let's not forget... the

wonman eats neat.

Hunt |ies down beside her. She |eans over and ki sses
hi m

GRETCHEN
My hero.

EXT. 20TH PRECI NCT - DAY - ESTABLI SH NG

I NT. ROSETTI'S CUBI CLE

Rosetti lights a cigar as he chats with Hunt. It has
been a week since Gretchen's attack.

ROSETTI
You don't mnd if | snoke in ny
own office, do you, counselor?

HUNT

Snoki ng can kill you, you know.
ROSETTI

Jigsaw puzzles... | love "em
HUNT

Your enthusiasmis contagi ous.



SUBLI M

ROSETTI
It took ne a while to find a
connection, but | found it.

HUNT
NYPD won the Lottery when it
pronoted you to detective.

ROSETTI
The | awyer... the sane | awer
in every case... Interesting..

that pretty Justice Departnent
prosecutor thinks it's
interesting. | just got off

t he phone with her.

HUNT
Real | y?

ROSETTI
Now what do you suppose the
odds are of sonething like that?

HUNT
| don't know nuch about odds..
| never take chances.

ROSETTI
Didn't you think it unusual
that w tnesses agai nst your
clients' were being nurdered?
Seven in five years?

HUNT
Who counts?
ROSETTI
| think you're lying. | think

you killed all of them.. after
you planned the alibis.

Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.

BACK TO SCENE

Roset ti

HUNT
I nteresting theories.

points his finger in Hunt's face.

96.
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ROSETTI
| bet you killed your wfe,
t 00.
HUNT
Now, that's cruel.
SUBLI M
The woman has a | ook of surprise on her face. It

quickly turns to fear. She throws up her arns as if
to ward off a blow to her head.

BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
Anyway, | was out of the country
at the tine.

ROSETTI
"' m checking airline passenger
mani fests, in and out of New
Yor k.

HUNT
(grinning)
You don't seriously expect to
find my nane?

ROSETTI

You used a phony nane.
HUNT

Brilliant m nds fascinate ne.
ROSETTI

You cane in across the border
f rom Canada.

HUNT
Montreal's such a fun city.
Parl ez vous Frangais?

Rosetti sits silently, rolling his cigar around on his
lips.

ROSETTI
You sick son of a bitch... you
killed her too, didn't you?
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SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
Sorry, Sergeant, | wasn't raised
Catholic... no confession today.
ROSETTI

You killed them all.

HUNT
| hate to leave in the mddle
of a novie, but | really nust
go... sally forth into the world
and right all wongs.

A PLAI NCLOTHESMAN sticks his head into Rosetti's
cubicle. He and another COP have a SUSPECT in custody.
The suspect's eyes are glazed over. He is high on
sonet hi ng.

PLAI NSCLOTHESMAN
Can | talk to you, Tony?

ROSETTI
VWhat is it?

PLAI NSCLOTHESMAN
We picked this guy up on a
conplaint froman old | ady.
She says he tried to strangle
and rape her.

ROSETTI
So book and print him Whaddaya
want fromme? |'m busy.

PLAI NSCLOTHESMAN
| think you want to hear this.
We arrested himin his apartnent.
It was | oaded with newspaper
clippings about nurder and rape
stories. Including the Parker
case and the other stuff you're
wor ki ng on. He says he did
t hem

The suspect is a sorry | ooking, disoriented ness.
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ROSETTI
(to the suspect)
So, you killed themall, huh?

SUSPECT
Yeabh.

ROSETTI
Wanna conf ess?

SUSPECT
Yeabh.

ROSETTI

(to the

pl ai nscl ot hesman)
Take hi m down in the basenent
and beat the shit out of him
until he denies it.

(yelling at suspect)
You hear ne, you wacky bastard?
| don't need a brain dead fucking
schi zo scunbag |ike you screw ng
up ny investigation. |'m gonna
give these nice officers here
all night to beat the living
dog shit out of you, and if you
haven't denied it by norning, |
wi |l personally break both of
your fucking | egs!

(to the

pl ai nscl ot hesman)
CGet this puke out of here.

The pl ai nscl ot hesman escorts the suspect out of the
scene.

HUNT
You are sone |ucky guy!
ROSETTI
The shit | have to put up wth.
HUNT
You have ny synpathy. ['ll say
good- bye.
ROSETTI

G wan, get the hell out of here.
(as Hunt | eaves)
Hey, Hunt...
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Hunt turns.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
Do ne a favor?
(pause)
Don't kill anybody?

I NT. HUNT'S PRI VATE OFFI CE, THE NEXT DAY

Hunt is reviewing Parker's case wwth him anal yzing
the quality of evidence and preparing possible defenses.

Par ker has just |learned of Alice Manet's death.

PARKER
VWhat the hell is going on? |
win ny divorce when ny wife is
murdered... | win the power
pl ant case by a nurder... and
now, poor Alice. No wonder |'m
a prinme suspect.

HUNT
God nust be on your side.
PARKER
| don't even go to church. How
the hell is it possible?
HUNT
You won... Justice has prevail ed.

Not hi ng el se matters.

PARKER

When is this guy Rosetti going
to quit? | have alibis. They
couldn't be better if they were
pl anned. | was out of the
country when Alice drowned... |
never left nmy apartnment when

t hat bot ani st and Assenbl ywonman
were killed... | was at the
opera with you when ny wife was
killed. You know that, you..

Par ker has a sudden sickening flash of insight.
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PARKER
(conti nui ng)
Ch ny God... Alex?

Hunt says nothing. H's expression shows no enotion.

PARKER
(conti nui ng)
You were ny alibi at the opera.
But | never saw you until it
was over.

Hunt stares icily at Parker.

HUNT
What do you think, | play by
the Marqui s of Queensbury's
rules, you silly bastard? You
won. .. your cause was just. |
saved you mllions... and a
lifetime in prison. Nothing
el se matters!

PARKER
(i ncredul ously)
|'ve never seen this side of
you. Doesn't your conscience
bot her you?

HUNT
A good | awer needs a killer
instinct, not a conscience..
anyway, you're not out of the
woods yet. They still have the
t ape.

Par ker is stunned.

PARKER
Tape? What tape?
HUNT
Her insurance... didn't keep

her alive, poor |ady...
apparently she taped every sweet
t hi ng you whi spered in her ear.

PARKER
Jesus! Christ, Alex, this could
really be bad for us.
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HUNT
Us?

PARKER
| mentioned your nane |ots of
times... details... nunbers...
of f shore banks... the whole
schene.

HUNT
Wonder f ul . |'ve been told

there's a seal ed indictnent on
t he Federal Bench with ny nane
init. Nowl know why.

PARKER
You' ve got to get to that U S
Att or ney.

HUNT
| npossi bl e.

PARKER
You've got to... | know what's
on that tape.

HUNT
She' d die before she gave it
up.

PARKER
"1l get out of town... take

anot her vacation while you...

Hunt shakes his head slowly throughout this
conversation

HUNT
It's no | onger an option.

PARKER
What are you going to do?

HUNT
| don't have many choi ces.

PARKER
VWhat should | do? Get out of
t own?
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HUNT
It doesn't matter any nore.
| NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, BEDROOM - NI GHT
The roomis in darkness.
The only light is fromoutside the window, filtered
t hrough curtains which flow gently in the warm sumer
breeze.
Gretchen is in a deep sleep.
She is covered by a sheer satin sheet.
By her outline we can see that she sl eeps nude.
An armreaches in fromthe fire escape through the
curtains of her bedroom w ndow and noves themto the

si de.

A |l eg appears next, feeling its way, quietly,
noi sel essly.

The | NTRUDER is inside her bedroom
The intruder is dressed in black and wears a ski nask.

He noves as quietly as a cat, using a penlight to find
hi s way.

He rifles through the things on top of her dresser,

pi cking up rings, bracelets, a watch. He puts themin
hi s pocket.

Then he goes through her dresser drawers, lifting her
bras, panties, sweaters, sorting through them

sear chi ng.

He noves to the nightstand beside her bed.

She sighs and stirs.

He turns off the light, and waits for Gretchen to remain
cal m agai n.

In the shadows we see the faintest |light reflecting
of f the blade of a knife.

The kni fe noves towards G etchen's throat.
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She sl eeps peaceful ly.
The intruder goes back to the nightstand.
He slides open a drawer. It nmakes the slightest noise.
Gretchen stirs and turns in her sleep.
The intruder turns off the light and waits.
She sl eeps.

He rummages through the drawer, finding sone nore
jewelry. He puts it in his pocket.

He picks up a cassette tape and examnes it closely
under his penlight.

I NTRUDER S P. Q. V. - THE TAPE
| NSERT

The tape is |labeled "Alice Manet: US v Parker;
I nd. # S-1056-93"

BACK TO SCENE
The light on the nightstand clicks on.

Gretchen screans. Wth one sweep of his arm the
i ntruder smashes the light on the fl oor.

She screanms again. The intruder junps on her.

In the shadows we see himwith one hand on her throat,
the other holding the knife close to her face.

She punches himin the nose, | oosening his grip.

She pushes himoff her, kicks off the sheet and rolls
to the other side of the bed.

He grabs her |leg and pulls her back.
She whirls and kicks himin the face.

He falls backwards and | oses his grip on her again.
He drops the knife on the bed.

She gets to her feet alongside the bed, trips and falls
to her knees.
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She grabs the phone fromthe nightstand and punches in
"911".

He knocks the phone out of her hand.

He picks up the knife and lunges at her with it,
tackling her and driving her to the floor.

As they struggle we hear a POLICE 911 VO CE OVER
answering the call.

POLI CE 911 (V. 0O.)

Ni ne one one... hello...hello..
your caller nunber has been
identified... a car is on its
way... stay on the line..

The intruder rips the phone fromthe wall and throws
it across the room

He raises the knife to stri ke.

Gretchen drives her elbowinto his solar plexus,
knocki ng the wi nd out of him

He drops the knife. She picks it up.

He |l unges at her again, straddling her, reaching for
the knife in her hand.

She jerks her arm back.
He m sses the knife.

Wth all the force she can nuster she drives the bl ade
deep in his throat.

Bl ood gushes all over.

He grasps his throat to stop the bl ood, scream ng
bl oody, gargling unintelligible expletives.

He staggers to the kitchen, leaving a trail of bl ood.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, KI TCHEN

He tries to find his way out of her apartnent, but
col | apses dead agai nst her door.
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Getchen follows to the kitchen tentatively. She is
not sure that the man is dead.

She trenbl es from shock

She | ooks at the masked dead man, the bloody trai
from her bedroom her body covered with his blood, the
knife still in her hand.

She approaches the dead man cauti ously.
She kneels beside himand starts to lift the ski nask.

She hesitates. She trenbles violently and nurnurs
fearful ly.

GRETCHEN
Oh, no, no... Alex? No..

She clutches her arns, still trenbling, and shakes her
head in denial.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
No... please, God, no...

She drops the knife on the floor and reaches behind
her for the phone.

She hits an autodi al code button.

The phone rings at the other end, then an answering
machi ne clicks on.

HUNT (V.Q)
Hello, this is Alex. | can't
conme to the phone right now...

G etchen starts to sob

HUNT (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
... I"'mout taking care of
busi ness. ..

She sinks slowy down the wall to the floor with the
phone at her side.

HUNT (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
so when you hear the tone..
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G et chen convul ses wi th apprehensi on.

HUNT (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
... leave your nane and nunber
and 1'Il call you.

The tone signal beeps and the open line is quiet.
G etchen squats on the floor and sobs uncontroll ably.

HUNT (V.Q)
(conti nui ng)
Hel | 0? Hello? Anyone there?

G etchen is startl ed.

GRETCHEN
Al ex?

HUNT (V. Q)
G et chen?

She drops the phone and crawl s hysterically through
the bl ood as Hunt speaks throughout the scene fromthe
dangl i ng phone.

HUNT (V.Q)
(conti nui ng)
Gretchen? 1Is that you? Wat's

wong? Are you all right?
Getchen? Talk to ne...

Getchen rips off the intruder's mask.

It is Jay Parker.

At first she is horrified, puzzled, then overjoyed.
She slides back across the floor through the bl ood and
grabs the phone.

GRETCHEN
Oh, Alex... I'mso happy..

She sobs hysterically.

I NT. GRETCHEN S APARTMENT, KITCHEN - LATER

POLI CE and energency rescue squad PERSONNEL are on the
scene.
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They are finishing up their business of taking a
statenent from G etchen, photographing the grisly scene,
and renovi ng the body on a stretcher.

Hunt conforts Gretchen.
Rosetti is there as well.

HUNT
Jay? | can't believe this.

ROSETTI
| can. MIllions at stake..
prison... but | don't think he
was in it alone.
(to Hunt)
Know what | nean?

Hunt remains his stoic self throughout.

ROSETTI
(conti nui ng)
You gotta be the |uckiest son-
of-a-bitch alive. First the
drughead, now this poor shit.

HUNT

Sonebody up there |likes ne.
ROSETTI

Wll, | don't... and |I'm not

finished with this
SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage
BACK TO SCENE

HUNT
Have a nice day, Sergeant.

Rosetti follows the |ast of the police, |eaving Hunt
al one with G etchen.

GRETCHEN
What the hell kind of a city is
this?
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Bi g appl es have lots of worns...
Poor Jay... | had no idea..
GRETCHEN

" m goi ng back to CGeorgetown.
HUNT
Meanwhile, let's go up to ny
pl ace. Less bl ood.
I NT. HUNT'S APARTMENT, LIVING ROOM - LATER

Hunt and Gretchen sip tea on the couch.

She is still shaken.

GRETCHEN

Rosetti told ne everything.
HUNT

| nteresting theory.
GRETCHEN

He warned ne that as |long as |

had the tape, | was in danger.

Toni ght, when | turned the |ight
on, and saw that he had the

tape... | thought it was you.
HUNT

Thanks.
GRETCHEN

l"msorry... | had good reason
HUNT

The tape... where is it?
GRETCHEN

(patting her pocket)

Ri ght here.
HUNT

| f what Rosetti told you is

true. ..

Hunt shrugs his shoul ders.

109.
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GRETCHEN
Over ny dead body.

HUNT
Thi nk of the stakes.

SUBLI M
Hunt in the Viet Cong tiger cage.
BACK TO SCENE

GRETCHEN
| have.

HUNT
Then why are you telling ne
this?

GRETCHEN
Because | have to.

HUNT
Why ?

GRETCHEN
To prove sonet hi ng.

HUNT
About what ?

GRETCHEN
Trust. D d you, Alex? D d you
kill all those peopl e?

HUNT

|'"ve killed hundreds of people.
What does it matter if it's a
mlitary uniformor a business

suit?

GRETCHEN
Way, Alex, is w nning that
i nportant?

HUNT

Justice is that inportant.
bal ance the scal es.

GRETCHEN
Ch, Cod. ..
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HUNT
|'ve never hurt any innocent
peopl e.

Hunt turns into his shadow self.

GRETCHEN
... | can't imgine what it
woul d take... just to win..

There is no show of any enotion on his face.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
woul d you kill nme, Alex...

Hunt stares right through her wwth eyes of ice, devoid
of feeling.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
woul d you, Al ex?

He reaches over and puts his hand on her cheek. She
junps and pulls back. H's hand is cold.

He caresses her skin. She trenbles.

He strokes her neck, feels the pulsing of her blood,
explores the fragile softness of her |arynx.

SUBLI M

Hunt breaks his Viet Cong captor's neck with one tw st.
BACK TO SCENE

She cl oses her eyes and shudders.

Tears seep through her closed eyelids.

Hunt wi pes the tears fromher cheeks with the tip of a
finger and tastes it.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
You want the tape, Alex? You'l
have to pry it out of ny dead
hands.
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He | eans over and kisses her tenderly, on her cheek,
her tenple, her lips, caressing her all the tine.

It is a long and tender Kkiss.
HUNT
| don't want to hurt vyou,
G et chen.

They kiss again, full on the lips. He kisses her neck,
her shoul der. She shudders, then submts conpletely.

They ki ss passionately.

Gretchen takes the tape from her pocket and offers it
to Hunt.

GRETCHEN
Here, 1'll make it easy for
you.
HUNT
No.
GRETCHEN
Why ?
HUNT
| can't.
GRETCHEN
Wy not ?
HUNT
It's not that easy.
GRETCHEN
No one has to know... only us.
HUNT
That's the problem You know.
And I'll always know that you
destroyed evidence.... | can't
| et you.
GRETCHEN

You know t he st akes.

HUNT
W make choi ces.
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Hunt rises and goes to the door. G etchen foll ows.

HUNT
(conti nui ng)
k you better |eave now.

| thin
Il hel p you clean up tonorrow.

|
He opens the door and she steps through it and turns.

GRETCHEN
| don't want to see you again.

She | eaves. Hunt renmmi ns enoti onl ess.

| NT. FEDERAL COURT - DAY

It is sometine later. Hunt is seated at the Defense
Table with his COUNSEL. The roomis full of PEOPLE
who AD LI B anong thensel ves.

Gretchen is at the Prosecution's Table conferring with
an ASSCCI ATE AD LIB MO S.

Hunt confers with his counsel AD LIB M Q. S.

Judge Arnol d Booknman confers with the Clerks and the
Bailiff AD LIB M Q. S.

The Judge opens a seal ed envel ope and beckons for
Gretchen to approach the Bench. He hands her copies
of the Indictnent. She gives a copy to Hunt's counsel
and returns to her table.

The Judge raps his gavel and the room becones silent.

JUDGE
| s the governnent ready to
proceed?

GRETCHEN
(st andi ng)
Your Honor, the governnent noves
to dismss the Indictnments herein
agai nst the Defendant Al exander
Hunt in the interest of
justice..

There is an outburst of surprise fromthe spectators.
The Judge bangs his gavel and the room becones sil ent
agai n.



114.

GRETCHEN
(conti nui ng)
on the ground that it has
no W tnesses or evidence or
other nmeans with which to
pr oceed.

Hunt is stunned. He stands and stares at G etchen.
There is a rush of energy through the Courtroom

Everyone is caught off guard with the unexpected turn
of events.

Menbers of the press run to the bank of phones in the
| obby with the news.

The Judge raps his gavel again.
JUDGE
Case dism ssed. The Defendant
is rel eased from cust ody.

Gretchen picks up her file and | eaves the Courtroom
wi t hout | ooking at Hunt.

He wat ches her, says good-bye to his counsel and goes
after her.
EXT. FEDERAL COURT HOUSE, STEPS - DAY

Hunt catches up with Gretchen. She is unenotional and
expressi onl ess.

HUNT
G etch, what about the tape?
GRETCHEN
There was nothing on it. It
was bl ank.
HUNT
Wiy, Gretch?
GRETCHEN
| had to. | had to prove
somet hi ng.

Hunt is visibly noved.
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HUNT
What about your career?

GRETCHEN
| resigned this norning.

HUNT
Ah, Jesus, Getch.

GRETCHEN
| couldn't do it.

Hunt can't talKk. He tries. He can't.
He touches her hand. He bites his |ip.

He wants to kiss her, hug her, hold her. She wants
himto. They | ook around.

HUNT
Too many peopl e.

She nods in agreenent. She is choked up too.
Their eyes are dewy.

GRETCHEN
| nappropri ate.

He starts to head down the steps.
HUNT
"Il call? WMaybe we'll see
each ot her again?
She nods.

Hunt descends the steps to the street. He hails a
cab, opens the door, turns and gazes fondly at G etchen.

He nanages a wave as he gets in. The cab noves out
fromthe curb.

G etchen manages a sim |l ar wave and sighs heavily.
The cab stops. Hunt gets out.

He races up the steps, then slows to a walk, a
deli berate wal k, alnost as if he were stal king G etchen.

They are face to face. Hunt's expression is intense.
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Gretchen i s apprehensive.
They gaze at each other for interm nable seconds.
HUNT
(conti nui ng)
| amso crazy in |love with you

They kiss in a passionate, crushing enbrace.

GRETCHEN
To hell with themall.

They flaunt their passion and kiss violently.

They nmelt in each other's arns, their bodies dwarfed
by the i mensity of the Court House.

FADE QUT.

THE END
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