


EXT, WALL - DAY -~ TITLE SEQUENCE

WIDE SHOT of a white concrete retaining wall filling the

screen,  Across the wall is a swath of graffitti:

swasticas, gang symbols, names, dates, etc.

BEGIN MAIN TITLES.

CAMERA SLOWLY DOLLIES IN TOWARD THE WALL, CONTINUE MAIN TITLES.
Finally CAMERA MOVES IN TO A CLOSE SHOT of a youth gang

symbol, violent slashes forming a triangle, Next to the
triangle is the word CHOLO.

END MAIN TITLES, .

SLOW DISSOLVE TO:



- i <

EXT., ANDERSON, CALIPORNIA - DAY

FULL SHOT of a run-down LosS Angeles suburb burnished in a
hazy afternoon smog, In the background Los Angeles is a
Spanish-f uturistic babylon spread a million miles in every
direction,

SUPBRIMPOSE:

ANDERSON, CALIFCRNIA
OCTOBER 15
6:45 P.M,

TRACKING SHOT

through a business section of Anderson. REverything is
crumbling, decaying, falling in on itself, We drift slowly
down a street past old, abandoned store fronts, billboards
crammed one on top of another, people wandering .

THE SOUND OF A RADIO ANNOUNCER OVER THE SHOT.

ANNOUNCER .
(voice over, filtered)

A fifty-eight count felony indictment was
rendered against six of the gang after
seventeen of the victims testified before
the grand jury, For two months the gangs
had operated within a small, ten-mile square
area.

ANOTHER TRACKING SHOT

down an Anderson residential street, past rows of baked,
peeling clapboard houses, It is a ghetto without brownstones.
Rlat, bleak, oppressive,

ANNOUNCER (CONT*D)

(voice over, filtered)
In thirty attacks on residents, mostly elderly
pensioners, they committed attempted murder,
robbery, assault, burglary, theft and felony
animal torture, Bach of the ringleaders
geceived sentences of from ten years to 1life
in prison,

(CONT'D)



4 CONT'D
. CAMERA STOPS ON A FULL SHOT of a particular clapboard house,

ANNOUNCER (CONT'D)
(voice over, filtered)
Superior Judge Stanley R, Thayden was quoted:
"] know the devastation prison will bring, but
I also know it's unreasonable to hope for
rehabilitation in this case,"

5 INT, FRONT ROOM - DAY

The room is dark, a mess, The broken, jagged windows bleed
with late afternoon light, The walls are scarred, chipped,

Seated around the room are members of youth gangs from all
over Los Angeles: a BLACK, a CHICANO, a WHITE, a CHINESE,
They are all tough-looking, They have inwardly angry faces
with hot, burning eyes,

This is a council meeting of the Warlords of L,A,
THE SOUND OF THE RADIO ANNOUNCER CONTINUES,
. ANNOUNCER (CONT*'D)
‘ (voice over, filtered)
"The only thing we can rely on is that when

they're not on the streets this kind of conduct
will not occur,"

CLICK! The Black Warlord turms off the portable radio.
There is a long pause, All the Warlords exchange slow,

intense gazes,

WHITE WARLORD
For the six, , .

For a moment no one moves. Then each of the Warlords moves
their chair closer together until they form a tight circle.,

They each pull out switchblades and CLICK them open, There is
a rapid series of RAZOR SNAPS as the blades flash out,

’ (CONT'D)



CONT''D
Again the strong, tough eyes move around the room to each of

the others, The Black Warlord places a small bowl in the
middle of the circle formed by théir chairs,

BLACK WARLORD
Cholo!

The Black Warlord sticks his switchblade into his own arm and
slowly carves three slashes, each four inches long, forming a
triangle, He winces wildly in pain but doesn't utter a sound,
Blood pours off his arm, -
Then the others follow him, uttering the word *Cholo' and
slicing into their arms,
CLOSE SHOT -~ BOWL
The blood from each of their arms splatters down into the
bowl, mingling together, uniting,

CUT TO:

BXT, BCHO PARK STREET -~ DAY

A row of Spanish stucco apartments in a section of Echo Park,
The sun is slowly sinking in the sky.

SUPERIMPOSE:

ECHO PARK
7:00 P.M,

(CONT'D)



CONT*D
WE HOLD ON THE SHOT.

A DOORSLAM. A figure of a MAN comes down from one of the
many bungalows set back from the street.

The man is WHISTLING, a soft, beautiful Spanish theme.

He reaches the sidewalk, He is ETHAN BISHOP, a tall, strong,
striking-looking black police lieutenant, He is in uniform.
CAMERA TRACKS with him as he walks down the sidewalk.

CLOSER TRACKING SHOT

with Bishop, Although strong, his face has a soft quality
about it, His eyes are clear and bright, He continues to
WHISTLB the Spanish theme,

Bishop reaches his car and gets in,

INT. UNMARKED C27 - DAY

Bishop slides in, f(astens his seat belt starts the car and
pulls away from toe curb,

He picks up a microphone from the dashboard.

(CONT*D)



BISHOP Scene 9, page .

q

INT. UNMARKED CAR - DAY

BISHOP
1 W20 to 1 w 90.

POLICE ANNOUNCER
1l w 90, go.

BISHOP
1 W 90, this is Lieutenant Bishop in
unmarked vehicle requesting assignment.
Is Staff 7 there?

POLICE ANNOUNCER
Stand by.

COLLINS
(over radio)
1 w 20, this is Staff 7. If I look around
maybe I can find something for you to do.

BISHOP
. Captain Collins, hello there. I'm surprised
. to hear your voice, sir.
COLLINS
W 20, a little reminder of your previous
life. How's it going so far?
BISHOP

W 90, ell, seeing as I've been on the job
exactly four minutes . . .

COLLINS
W 20, so you won't forget us, I've got a
temporary reassignment for you tonight. A
little supeédvisory job. Proceed to Precinct
Nine, Division Thirteen and take over from
Captain Gordon for the night.

BISHOP
Isn't that the Anderson precinct?

COLLINS
Affirmative.

(CONT'D)
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CONT'D

BISHOP
But ;they're closing it down. There's
nothing for me to do there except stare at
. T
the packing crates.

COLLINS
You want to be a hero your first night out,
Lieutenant?

BISHOP
Yes sir.

COLLINS
There are no heroes any more, Bishop . Only
men who follow orders.

BISHOP
1 W 90, vyes sir. Proceeding to Precinct
Nine, Division Thirteen.

COLLINS
1 W 20, good luck and don't forget where you
came from.

BISHOP
1 w90, I won't. KMA 492, off.

COLLINS
1 W 20, Rodger.

Bishop hangs up the microphone. He is deep in thought for a

moment,
eyes,

Then the clear, bright expression return i
. s to his
He begins to WHISTLE the Spanish theme again,

CUT TO:



i0

11

BXT. HOLDING STATION -~ DAY

The police holding station is a low, squat, white building
that looks drab but formidable, There is a huge wire fence
surrounding the rear.

SUPERIMPOSE ¢

SOMMERSET, CALIFCRNIA
HOLDING STATION
7:15 P.M,

INT, HOLDING STATION HALLWAY -~ DAY

TRACKING SHOT with Special Off icer STARKER as he walks down
a long, cold, fluorescent-lit hallway.

Starker is a stocky man with a biunt face, He wears an olive
green uniform.

Starker stops at a desk and hands his ;faapers to a WARDEN, a

short, unpleasant man with a sadistic face, The Warden 1looks
over the papers, then stands up,

- WARDEN
This way, please,

The two men start down the hallway, CAMBRA TRACKING WITH THEM,

WARDEN (CONT''D) .
They gave you a sweet job,

STARKER
Better than some,

WARDEN
Carrying a bus-load of hate is not my
idea of better than anything,

They stop in front of a door which the Warden unlocks,
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INI, HOLDING ROOM «~ DAY

Starker and the Warden step into a small, windowless white
room,

Seated on a bench are two prisoners, WBLLS, a towering black
man, and CAUDBLL, a greasy white., Both prisoners are dressed
in %aded prison blues and are handcuffed from behind, Caudell
COUGHS softly and seems to have a hard time breathing.

The Warden locks the door behind them.

WARDEN
Wells, Caudell,

Starker looks at them. They look back expressionlessly.
Caudell COUGHS,

STARKER
Is he all right?

WARDEN
Yeah, Just a cold,

STARKER
Wherets Wilson?

WARDEN
We have him in a special room,

CUT TO:

INT, CUBICLE - DAY

ANGLE ON DOCR, WE HEAR THE SOUND OF KEYS UNLOCKING THE DQOR,
The door swings open,

A P@ISONER is seated across the cubicle in a chair. He is
chained to the wall,

CAMERA DOLLIES IN, through the door across the cubicle
TRACKING RAPIDLY IN TO A CLOSE-SHOT of NAPOLEON WILSON.

(CONT*'D)



CONT'*D
Napoleon Wilson is hard, arrogant, mean and handsome, He keeps
a constant look of quiet sarcasm on his face, He rarely
smiles, but when he does it is perverse and private,
He glances up boredly at the two men offscreen,

WARDBN

(voice over)
This is Napoleon Wilson,

Wilson's gaze turns to Starker,

WILSON
Got a smoke?

FULL SHOT

Starker just stares down at Wilson in the chair,

STARKER
Close the door,

The Warden closes the cubicle door, Starker continues to
stare at Wilson,

STARKER (CONT'D)
I want you to know something, Wilson., I
don't enjoy driving anybody to death row,
but I've got two guards with shotguns and
if you try anything I'll blow you apart,

Wilson's bored expression doesn't change.

WILSON
Sure could use a smoke,

. WARDEN
He'd find a way to put it out in your eye,

Wilson moves his gaze to the Warden.

(CONT*D)
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CONT*'D

WILSON
That's the trouble with this place, They
spread nasty rumors about you, try to ruin
your reputation, Only thing a man has
around here is his reputation.

STARKER
Do you understand me, Wilson?

WILSON
You mumble a little bit, but I get the
general idea.

Starker motions to Wilson's chainms.

STARKEBR
Let's go.
The Warden walks over to unchain Wilson.
Por a moment Starker turns his back on them, The Warden sees
this, He steps close to Wilson and viciously elbows him in
the back of the neck. )

Wilson flops off the chair and hits the floor, painfully twisted
in his chains,

Starker spins around, The Warden smiles innocently.

WARDEN
Slipped right off the chair,

Starker gives the Warden a hard look, Wilson nods in agreement

WILSON
Yeah, I don't sit in chairs as good as I
used to,

STARKER
Get him up,

CUT TO:
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BXT, RBAR OF HOLDING STATION «~ DAY

{
TRACKING SHOT with Caudell, Wells and Wilson as they are
taken from the main bwilding to the police bus by Starker and
TWO PRISON GUARDS, Wilson is tethered on a chain to the
Warden who follows behind the prisoners.

CAMERA DRIFTS BACK SLIGHILY, favoring Wells and Wilson,

WBLLS
I'm all jealous, Wilson, You get all this
V.I,P, treatment and here they let me walk
around almost free,

Wells holds up his handcuffed hands and wiggles his fingers at
Wilson, '

, WILSON
Hey,

WELLS
What?

WILSON

You have a smoke on you?

WELLS
Yeah, but I can't give it to you.

WILSON
Why?

WEBLLS
Not good for you., Smoking turns your lungs
all dblack,

WILSON

Oh, No good being black, huh?
Wells stops chuckling, He glares over his shoulder.

. WELLS
You think you're real fancy, don't you?

I have moments, WILSON

(CONT*'D)



15 CONT*D

. They reach the bus, Starker is standing there, checking them
as they climb on, Wells gets aboard, Wilson hesitates,
holding up the chain attached from his wrists five feet back
to the Warden,

WILSON
Can I stretch a minute?

Starker stares at him suspiciously,

WILSON (CONT®D)
You're going to chain me to the seat and
then drive for hours and hours. Then when
we get to Sommnora you're going to chain me
up in a cell, Maybe for as long as ninety
years, Chains is all X have to look forward
to,

Starker nods his head.
-‘ Wilson turns around for a moment and faces the Warden who

stands a few feet away with a contemptuous grin.

WARDEN
I'm going to miss you, Wilson,

WILSON
Now that's not the truth, warden, You should
always tell the truth, Even little white lies
trip up a2 man sometimes,

Wilson stretches his arms, getting the circulation back in them.

Then suddenly in a smooth, deft move he steps forward, puts a
slack in the chain between be and the Warden swings the chain

up in the air and hooks it around the Warden's legs,
Then he steps back and pulls with all his might,

The chain jerks the Wirden off his feet. He lands on the
concrete with a LOUD THUD,

‘ (CONT'*D)
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CONT*'D

Suddenly Starker and the two Police Guards push Wilson up
against the side of the bus. Two shotguns and a .45 are
jammed in his face,

Wilson looks at them innocently,

WILSON
He doesn't stand up as good as he used
to.

CUT TO:

ANGLE ON RBAR OF HOLDING STATION
The prison bus swings out of the fenced-in area and pulls out
on to the street,

CLOSER ANGLB

As the gate is closed the Warden stands watching the bus
disappear, He has a pained scowl on his face,

m—— L S—?  trrepusae

-~ CUT TO:

BXT, ANDERSON STREBT - DAY

WIDE SHOT looking down an Anderson residential street. The
Sun is-setting and the sky is starting to turn an intense .
orange-blue,

PULLS BACK SLIGHTLY revealing a familiar dark blue California
DMV road sign: ANDERSON,
SUPBRIMPOSE:

7:30 P_M,

INT. UNMARKED CAR - DAY

Bishop listens to the small transistor radio on the dashboard.

(CONT'D)

k)

‘Bishop's ummarked car cruises past; As it leaves frame CAMBERA
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CONT'D

ANNOUNCER
(over radio, filtered)
e o « Said today that the sun spotting
caused an unusually strong gravitational
flexing and pulling, much the same
effect that the position of the moon
has on the tidal flow ., , ,

CLICK! He turns off the radio and picks up WHISTLING the
Spanish theme,

BXT, ANDERSON STREBT

As Bishop's car drifts on down the street we pick up a late
model Chrysler pulling into the flow of traffic from a
freeway exit,

INT, CHRYSLER -~ DAY

HOWARD LAWSON is driving, his eight -year-old daughter KATHY

next to him, Lawson is a middle-aged, handome-looking white
man, He is obviously not a resident of Anderson, Kathy is

a bright, pretty, intelligent little girl,

. LAWSON
All right, let?s go over it again, What
are you going to say to Aunt Margret?

Kathy thinks about it a moment,

KATHY
I forget,

LAWSON
You're going to say, "Aunt Margret, I want
you to come up to live with us now that
Uncle Pred has gone,"

KATHY

I want you to come and live with us now
that Uncle Pred is dead.

(CONT*D)
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CONT*D

LAWSON
(corrects her)
Gone,
KATHY
Gone,
LAWSON

""We have a big spare room all ready
for you , , .

KATHY
We have a big spare room all ready
for you, , .

LAWSON
(thinks a moment)
""And I told Daddy that if you don't come
to live with us, I'm going to run away from
home . ., . "

KATHY
She'1ll never buy that,

LAWSON
OCkay, drop that one,

KATHY
Dad,

LAWSON
Huom?

KATHY
I'm hungry,

LAWSON

You'd rather eat than help me get your
Nanny out of this awful neighborhood?

(CONT*D)
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21 CONT*'D

KATHY
Itd know what to say to her
better if I had something to eat.

LAWSON
Help me look for the street, I can
never find the street,

21A ANGLE OUT WINDSHIEBLD
as they pass a police car parked by the side of the street.

21B BACK TO SCENE
Kathy points at the squad car,

KATHY
Why don*t we ask them?

LAWSON
Keep looking for Bon Air Place, I
think it's just down here a couple
blocks,

KATHY
Mrs, Seward always says a policeman is
there to answer questions and help you
when you're in trouble,

LAWSON
(under his breath)
Mrs, Seward obviously doesntt take too
many big steps outside the third grade.

KATHY
Huh?

. LAWSON
We're not in any trouble yet, honey.
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EXT, ANDERSON SIDE STREET . DAY
As the Chrysler moves down the main street CAMERA TRACKS OFF

DOWN a tree~lined side street and picks up POUR YOUTHS walking

slowly along the sidewalk,

CLOSER TRACKING SHOT

with the four, They are led by the White Warlord, Two of
them are Black, the other a Chicano, In their early or
middle twenties they look ominous, mindlessly aggressive.

The White Warlord carries what seems to be an attache case.
The group walks with an almost business-like air of silent
determination, They are frightening in the total lack of
feeling on their faces,

They stop at a sleek, low black Ford and get in, The Ford
starts up and pulls away from the curb,

INT. BORD - DAY

The Chicano is driving. The White Warlord and a Black are
in the back seat, The radio blares out ROCK MUSIC,

ANGLE IN BACK SEAT

The White Warlord opens up his attache case. Inside is a
.358 Magnum Mauser in pieces, He puts the gun together,
then screws a silencer on the barrel.

INT, FORD

The others take pistols from their jackets and twist on
silencers, The car is a cruising arsenal,

The youths stare out of the windows, searching the streets,
as the ROCK MUSIC ENDS and an ANNOUNCER SEQUES IN.

ANNOUNCER
(voice over, filtered)

It's hot and itts Saturday night! Are
you ready for it? Coming to the end of
a Babylon summer, just drifting along
easy tonight with nothing to do but spin
some hot cookin® sounds and just sort of
stretch out and start to feel good . . .

CUT TO:
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EXT, PARKING LOT - DUSK

Bishop's unmarked car pulls into a huge parking lot, There
are four or five other cars parked around but the lot looks
deserted. Even in the fading, half-light of dusk the lot
is 1it by several eerie blue~green mercury lights high up
on their skinny dark poles,

SUPERIMPOSB:

7:45 P, M.

ANOTHER ANGLE

Bishop locks his car and walks toward the street, CAMERA
TRACKING WITH HIM,

POV -~ MOVING SHOT

Across the street from the parking lot is the Anderson Police
Station, The sun is a pale glow behind it,

It is an old, gray stone building, There is a large driveway
and loading port on one side, The police station is totally
isolated from any neighboring bouses, except for some empty
store fronts several yards away.

BACK TO BISHOP

as he stops at the street, smiling at the old building. He
glances down the street,

POV

The street is almost totally deserted except for a distant
clump of houses at the corner., It is strangely moody. The
trees are filled with a dusk wind that HISSES the leaves,

BACK TG BISHOP

He 1ooks down the street in the other direction.

POV

The street in the other direction is the same, Deserted,
quiet, eerie,



‘I' 34 BACK TO BISHOP
He starts across the street, WHISTLING the Spanish melody.

35 ANGLB ON ANDBRSON POLICE STATION

Bishop walks across the street and up to the front doors,

36 INT, POLICE STATION - MAIN ARBA -~ DUSK

Bishop steps in the door, The Anderson Police Station is
just as old on the inside, but it is also amazingly warm and
comfortable with old-fashioned low hanging lights casting an
amber glow on everything.,

There are crates and boxes piled up everywhere as the precinct

is in the process of relocating. On one side of the main area
is the Captain's Office and a windowed hall leading back to the
cell area, and on the other is a door to the Detectives® Room.

Behind the reception desk is CHANBY, the desk sergeant, a
gnarled fiftish man with a stone face, and LEIGH and JULIE,
two secretaries, ‘

‘ Leigh is in her twenties, beautiful etched features,
sexy in a tough, strong sort of way., She glances up at
Bishop and smiles, Seeing his uniform., Julie is dark, aloof,
in her twenties, but also attractive.

Bishop steps up to the desk, Chaney doesn't look up.

CHANEY
Yes?

BISHOP
Hello, I'm Lieutenant Bishop,

Chaney looks at him, A very cool gaze,

. CHANBY
Yes, sir. One moment while I tell the
Captain you've arrived.

Chaney walks to the Captain's office, KNOCKS, and steps in.

(CONT *D)



36 CONT*D

LEIGH
Hello, Lieutenant,

BISHOP
Hi.

LEIGH
I'm Leigh,

BISHOP
Bthan Bishop,

LEIGH

This is Julie,

Julie looks up at him, smiles, and they exchange HELLOS. Then
she returns to her work, checking off various things that are
packed in boxes behind the reception desk.

. BISHOP
Things are quiet,

LEIGH
Por a change, You took over at the
right time,

BISHOP
Apparently, When are you moving?

LEIGH
They shut off the phones and the
electricity at ten tomorrow morning,

- BISHOP
That sounds pretty final,

. LEIGH
Would you like some coffee, Lieutenant?

(CONT*'D)
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CONT?*D

BISHOP
Yes. THANE You .

LEIGH
Just made some fresh, 1I'11 get you a cup,

BISHOP
Thanks,

She leaves the desk to fix the coffee. Bishop watches as
Julie answers the switchboard.,

JULIE
Hello, 7814, (Pause) No, I'm sorry,
the precinct has been relocated. Let
me give you the new number, 3817955,
Thank you,

She clicks off the switch, looks up at Bishop and shakes her
head wearily,

JULIE (CONT®D)
The phone company should be doing this,
They're supposed to have cut in at sewend ¢

Julie plugs in a line and dials,

JULIE (CONT*D)
Hello, may I speak to Supervisor Twelve,
please? (Pause) Hello, this is 381-
7955. You were supposed to be monitor-
ing a1l incoming calls ., . .,

g%??op drifts away from the reception desk to the Detectives'
ce,
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INT, DETECTIVBS' OPPICE -~ DUSK

Bishop steps into the detectives! office. There are two rows
of desks filling the long, rectangular room, At the far end
is a window pouring in dense, purple dusk light.

Leigh is at the far end of the room making coffee. She glances
up at Bishop, a steaming cup in her hand.

LBIGH
Black?

BISHOP
(nodding)
Por over thirty years,

Leigh wearily shakes her head at the joke.

BISHOP (CONT®'D)
I'm sorry, Two sugars,

Bishop walks slowly down the row of desks, He stogs by a
particular desk and bends down to inspect the top of it. He

smiles,

BISHOP (CONT'D)

I grew up four blocks from here, When
I was about four or five my father sent
me in heredwith a note, A detéctive —
read it and said, "We lock up little
boys who can't behave'", When he went
to call my father I carved something in
the top of his desk with a letter opener.

Bishop taps the desk indicating it is still there,

BISHOP (CONT'*D)
He came back a few minutes later and let
me go. I was afraid for months that
he might see it and come after me.

LEIGH
Why did your father send you in here?

(CONT'D)
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CONT*D

BISHOP
Por using foul language in the presence
of my mother,

LBIGH
What did you carve on the desk?

Bishop just smiles,

Leigh gets two cups and walks up to the desk, She hands one

to Bishop and bends down to read the inscription,

IBIGH (CONT'D)
Kind of advanced for a little kid.

She stands up and gestures at Bishop's uniform.

LBIGH (CONT'D)
Your father or somebody obviously got
you out of Anderson early enough,

BISHOP
What do you mean?

Leigh glances at the desks, spies something on one, walks to

it, takes a memo from the desk and hands it to Bishop,
scans the memo quickly,

BISHOP (CONT'D)
The highest per capita homicide rate in
any metropolitan area is Anderson, California,
a suburb of Los Angeles,that has a large
population of poor, an unemployment rate of
29% and an arsenal of privately owned guns
that provides 6 weapons for every man, woman
and child. A study made by this department
shows that if the present murder rate
continues, one out of every five children born
in Anderson in 1976 who stay in the city will
be killed before reaching eighteen.

Bishop

(CONT'D)
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He tosses the memo back on the desk.
BISHOP (CONT*D)

Strong figures, What makes you want to
work here?

LBIGH
Social pregsure,

BISHOP
How's that?

LBIGH

It's one of the things you can find to do
.when you've been fighting an image all
your life,

BISHOP
I don*t understand,

LEIGH
Somebody bet me that a sweet, spoiled,
little rich girl couldn't come down and
work in the middle of hell and last, I
decided to win the bet,

BISHOP
How long have you been here?

LBIGH
Pive years,

BISHOP
You must have seen alot,

Leigh nods her head,

BISHOP (CONT'D)
I understand your point, but I don't
think I*d call Anderson *the middle of
hell® yet,

(CONT*D)
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37 CONT'D
Leigh points to the inseription on the desk,

LEIGH
Things have changed since you carved that,

Chaney sticks his head in the door.

CHANBY
The Captain would like to see you,
Lieutenant,

BISHOP

Be right there,

(He turns back to Leigh)
By the way, no one took me out of Anderson
when I was a baby. 1 walked out myself
when I was twenty,

LEIGH
Enjoy your new police station.

BISHOP
I will., And thanks:for the coffee,

38 INT, CAPTAIN'S OFFICE . DUSK

Captain GORDON is a robust man with a strong, ruddy face.
He is on the telephone, His office is like the main area
in age and atmosphere.

Bishop walks in and takes a seat. He notices an old pair of
binoculars on Gordon's desk,

GORDON
(into telephone)
Well, are they out? Then get them
out! And double your patreols! Go
ahead and send them up there, you don't
have o0 call over here every time another
division stubs their toe!

He hangs.up and looks at Bishop,

(CONT'D)
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CONT*D

GORDON (CONT*D)
What a night! Wetve had a 312 every
fifteen minutes! There's eight liquor
stores held up in the last twenty minutes,
twelve cars stolen, three bmrglarmes and
two aggravated assaults and it isn't even
eight otclock!

Gordon leans back in his chair and looks up at the ceiling,
contemplating silently for a moment,

GORDON (CONT!D)
Itts the wind, Red wind, It comes down
through the mountains from Santa Ana. Makes
your nerves tingle and your skin itch,
Static electricity in the air, Brings all
the crazies out, The wind blows fem out
of their doors and right down the street into
trouble,

BISHOP
Could be the sun spots,

Gordon looks at him curiously,

BISHOP (CONT'D)
Pressure on the atmosphere, I heard it
on the radio.,

For a moment Gordon looks at him with a frozem expression,
Bishop looks back hopefully,

GORDON
At eight o'clock I'm going over to the
new precinct on Bllendale, Youtll take
over here until Weaver comes in at four,
All you do is answer the phones and send
any strays over, There may be some who
still think this is a police station.

BISHOP
Are there any facilities left over here?

- (CONT*D)
o

N

ot i e 1



ANEI Y A NTASas

38

38A

39

40

-/ &y &S bl

CONT'D

GORDON
Couple cells and a bathroom.

Gordon gets up, picks up his briefcase, and starts for the
door.

BISHOP
I don't understand why this building
is still open.

GORDON
It is and it isn't, Lieutenant. The
result of transition. I really think
someone in the central office just wanted
to give you something special on your
first night out.

Gordon exits the room. Bishop shakes his head slowly.

got BISHOP
That sure geds around fast.

EXT. POLICE STATION - DUSK

‘Gordon walks out of the police station. He stops a

moment to glance back at the old building, then slowly
walks to his car.

CUT TO:

EXT. ANDERSON STREET -~ DUSK
WIDE SHOT of a lonely, guiet residential street.

SUPERIMPOSE:

The sleek, jet-black Ford comes drifting down the street.
CAMERA BEGINS TO TRACK ALONG WITH IT. The Ford looms
like a hearse. Due to the dusk light we can't see
inside the windows.

CLOSE TRACKING SHOT

on the rear window of the Ford. Trees, houses, and the
dusk sky are reflected on the cold window glass. The

window rolls down slightly. The long, gray muzzle of a
silencer pushes through the opening.
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INT, PORD ~ BACK SBAT -~ DUSK

The White Warlord is propped against one side of the back
seat, the Mauser in his hands, his eye up to the sight,

POV THRU MAUSBR SIGHT

In the cross-hairs of the telescopic sight is an OLD WQMAN
walking alone on the sidewalk, ‘The sight stays with her,
the hairs crossing at her head,

ANGLE ON WHITE WARLORD

as he stares through the sight, His finger is poised, curled
around the trigger, but he doesn't squeeze,

POV THRU MAUSER SIGHT

The sight whips away from the woman and glides over to a MAN
washing his car, The cross~hairs are right on his forehead,
ANGLE ON WHITE WARLORD

staring through the sight.

Distantly WEB HEAR THE TINKLING SOUND of an ICE CRBAM TRIUCK,
It is playing Ach Die Liber Augustine,

The White Warlord takes his eye away from the sight, His
expression is stone cold, his eyes slits,

INT, BRORD - DUSK

The White Warlord sits up in the back seat. The others hear
the TINKLING of the ice cream truck,

The Chicano driving pulls the car over to the curb and shuts
of f the engine,

With the engine off the distant TINKLING is slightly LOUDER,

The White Warlord motions to the Chicano who starts up the
car again,

CUT TO:
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BXT. ANOTHER ANDEBRSON STREET ~ DUSK
TRACKING SHOT along another Anderson residential street,
CAMERA PICKS UP the ice cream truck slowly creeping along,

Ach pie Liber Augustine is still TINKLING from the interior
speakers,

Slowly the truck and CAMBRA come to a stop,

ANGLE ON CAB

The driver, JOB ANCASO, puts the truck in park, In his
late forties he is a small, plain little man whose features
are beginning to spread and droop making him seem a little
more severe and hawkelike than he really is,

He glances over toward the sidewalk,

POV FROM ICE CRBAM TRUCK

A small group of CHILDREN have gathered by the sidewalk.
They are lined up to order ice cream.,

ANGLE ON CAB

Ancaso CLICKS off the tape, Ach Die Liber Augustine abruptly

ends,

Ancaso starts to take the childrents orxrders, He glances back

at the street,

POV ON STREBT

The black Pord drifts slowly by the truck, It goes down the
block,

CLOSE SHOT - ANCASO

He notices the Ford. He returns to the children, Then he
gaze once again returns to the street.

POV ON STREERT

The black Pord cruises by this time from the other direction,
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CLOSB SHOT - ANCASO
He reacts to the car, his features tightening slightly.

CLOSE SHOT -~ DASHBOARD OF TRUCK
Ancaso's hand automatically touches the dashboard.
CAMERA BOOMS DOWN SLIGHTLY to reveal a small, snub-nosed ,38
pistol clipped up under the dash out of sight,
ANGLE ON CAB
Ancaso returns to the children, but constantly glances over
his shoulder at the street,
CUT TO:

EBXT, FREEWAY - DUSK

ANGLE ON FREEWAY. It is a river of headlights, Cars drift
in a line toward the coming night,

The prison bus drives by, CAMBERA PANNING WITH IT.

INT, PRISON BUS «~ DUSK

Wells and Caudell are seated in the front of the bus with one
of the Prison Guards. The other Guard and Starker are in the
rear,

In the middle of the bus, isolated from everyone else, chained
to the seat, is Wilson, He stares out the window at the
freeway, the city and the setting sunm,

Starker gets up from his seat in the back, walks down the
aisle and sits next to Wilson, :

STARKER
You don't mind if I sit with you for a
minute or two, do you, Wilson?

WILSON
(as if for the first time)
Got a smoke on you?

(CONT'*D)
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STARKEBR
You asked me before.

WILSON
I never got a definite answer,

STARKEBR
I don*t smoke,

WILSON
Thatts a definite answer.

Wilson turns to the window and looks at the sun, which
molds light across his face,

WILSON (CONT'D)
Another one gone.

Starker just looks at him,

WILSON (CONT'D)
When you're in my position you look at
days like women, Each one is so
goddamn precious, but they always end
up leaving you,

Wilson turns to Starker,

WILSON (CONT*D)
What do you want?

STARKER
Why do I have to want something?

WILSON
You're a cop, You're either curious
about me or you want to give me shit.

(CONT*D)
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‘I’ STARKER

I don't understand you, Wilson,

WILSON
(nodding)
Curious,

STARKER
You're not stupid, youtre not a
psychopath , , .

WILSON
But I am an asshole, You cantt take
everything away from me.

STARKER
Why did you kill those men?

Wilson looks back at the sun, Something very sad passes
. across his face., For a moment his eyes concede distance
‘ and loneliness,

Then he turns back to Starker, his arrogance returned,

WILSON
Bveryone asks me the same question. Cops,
lawyers, judges, doctors, wardems , ., .
I always tell them the same thing, The
first time X ever saw a preacher, he said
to me, "Son, there's something s{range
about you, You have something to do with
death", Being real young, I believed him, and it
turned out he was right,

STARKER
That's no answer,

WILSON
I thought it was pretty good,

Starker gives him and starts to get up, Wilson moves his
hands, holding up the chains,

(CONT*D)
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CONT?*D

WILSON (CONT'D)
You wouldn®t consider taking these off
for awhile, would you?

STARKER
I'm not a fool, Wilson,

WILSON
Really?

Starker hesitates,

STARKER
Wheret'd you get a name like *Napoleon'?

WILSON
I*11 tell you sometime,

STARKER
When?

wWilson smiles,

WILSON
The moment of dying,

STARKER

I'm going to do my best to be there
when yours comes,

They are interrupted by a FIT OF COUGHING from the front of

the bus,

(CONT'D)
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Caudell is bent over in his seat and is COUGHING and HACKING

furiously, Next to him Wells looks alarmed,

WELLS
Hey . « & He's really sick,

Starker moves to the front and looks over at Caudell,

face is pale, He is perspiring feverishly.

STARKER
I thought it was just a cold,

WBLLS
The warden said that, I never said that,

Starker leans forward to the Driver,

STARKER
We have to stop,

DRIVER
Another six hours to Sonnora,

Starker thinks a moment.

STARKER
What's the nearest precinct?

The Driver glances at his roadmap,

DRIVER
Ande tson,

Caudell's

CuT TO:
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BXT, ANDERSON STREBRT CORNER - DUSK

A lonely street corner with a telephone booth, It is almost

completely dark now, BEverything is cast in a deep blue.
SUPERIMPOSE:
8:25 P.M,

The Chrysler pulls up beside the telephone booth.

Lawson gets out, He has a frustrated, annoyed look on his
face. He heads for the booth,

As he steps in, closes the door, deposits his money, dials
and waits, Kathy gets out of the Chrysler and steps on to

the sidewalk next to the booth, She hops back and forth

over a crack,

LAWSON
(into telephone)
Hello, Margret? This is Howard Lawson,
(Pause) Well, we got lost, that's why,
I can't tell one street from another . . .

CLOSER SHOT ON KATHY

as she hops over the crack.

In the distance is the TINKLING SOUND OF Ach Die Liber Augustine

RISING,
Kathy looks up,

KATHY'S POV

Down the street comes the ice cream truck, - The TINKLING
gets LOUDER,

BACK TO KATHY

Bxcitement spreads across her face,
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ANGLE ON PHONEBOOTH

LAWSON (CONT*D)
(into telephone)
e« o o Okay, okay, we take Descanso to
Pinehurst , ., .

Kathy runs up, pushes open the door and tugs at her father,

KATHY
Daddy, it's the ice cream man!

LAWSON
(into telephone)
. o o Descanso to Glen Oak , ., . then to
Pinehurst . , .

KATHY
The ice cream man is coming!

INT, CAB -~ IJCB CREAM TRUCK « DUSK

Ancaso is ambling along. He glances in his side view mirror,

POV IN MIRROR
Right behind him in the black Ford.

ANGLE ON ANCASO

Again his expression tightens, He slows down the truck,
pulling over to the curb, He stops. His hand touches the
«38 under the dash,

POV ON STREET

'rhe_ black Pord moves by him and on up. the street,.
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ANGLB ON STREET CORNER
FULL SHOT showing the corner and the phonebooth,

As the black Pord whisks. by in the foreground, Kathy receives
some change from Lawson in the booth and starts down the

sidewalk,
ANGLE ON PHONBBQOTH

LAWSON
(into telephone)
No, no, Margret, It's no problen,
Wetll be there in ten minutes,

Behind him the black FRord slowly turns around at the cornex
and starts back down the street,

TRACKING SHOT ALONG THE STREET
Kathy is walking on the sidewalk in the background,

In foreground the black Pord siides into frame and CAMERA MOVES

WITH IT,

INT, ICB CREAM TRUCK

Ancaso stares at:

POV

Ehe black Ford, coming toward the truck, slowing down, passing
t.

BACK TO ANCASO
He watches the Pord in the side mirror,

Kathy suddenly appears at the open door to the sidewalk,

KATHY
Can I get some ice cream?

Ancaso jumps, startled by her voice.

(CONT®D)
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‘l" ANCASO

It's eight thirty, sweetheart, I'm
closed,

KATHY
The musict*s still going,

Ach Die Liber Augustine has been playing, Ancaso quickly
shuts it off.

Then he glances in the side view mirror.

72 POV IN MIRROR

The street is empty. The black Pord is nowhere to be seen,

73 ANGLE ON CAB

KATHY
|5 Please let me buy some ice cream.

Ancaso looks at her a moment, then nods bis head, He opens
the refrigerator doors behind him,

ANCASO
What flavor?
KATHY
Vanilla twist,
74 ANGLE ON PHONEBOOTH
LAWSON

(into telephone)

See you in a few minutes, Goodbye,
Margret,

He hangs up and steps out of the phonebooth. He glances up
. the street at the ice cream truck,

(CONT*'D)





































































































































































































































































