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FADE IN:

INT. HIGH-TECH HOSPITAL-TYPE ROOM

It's dark.

Something hums in the background.

The only light is a SPOTLIGHT - shining down on EDDIE
SEGRETTI.

Eddie - late twenties, Italian-American - sits strapped,
naked, to a chair.  Tubes protrude from his wrists.  He wears
a small crucifix and sports a fresh black eye.

Eddie wakes slowly.

As his eyelids flicker, a thin LASER BEAM plays over one of
his eyeballs.

EDDIE
Hey!

Unidentifiable FLUIDS pump through the tubes into Eddie's
veins.

EDDIE
Hey!  What the fuck?!

Eddie panics - struggling against his restraints.

EDDIE
Hey!  Keep that fucking shit outta
me!  Lemme outta this!  Lemme outta
this or I swear, you are fucking
dead!

The beam disappears.  

Eddie breathes hard as the pumping fluids slow to a stop.

Eddie peers around the room.  

His breathing steadies.  His head lolls to one side.  His
eyelids droop.
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A FEMALE VOICE pipes through an unseen speaker into the room.  

The voice echoes - unintelligible.

EDDIE
(slurring)

What?...  Whozat?

The voice echoes again - still unintelligible.

EDDIE
(mumbling)

English.  Where I'm from, we speak
English.  

(giggling)
Mostly.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
(with a crisp English
accent)

Is this better, Mr. Segretti?

EDDIE
Yeah.  Now lemme outta here.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I'm afraid that's not possible, Mr.
Segretti.

EDDIE
See what my lawyer says about that. 
He'll have your ass for this.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I very much doubt that, Mr. Segretti. 
You are Edward Victor Segretti, are
you not?

Eddie scowls silently.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You need not be so stubborn, Mr.
Segretti.  Your name does appear
quite plainly on your identity
documents. 

EDDIE
So what?  I got a right to remain
silent here, don't I?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You are most certainly welcome to
try, Mr. Segretti.  Although I would
strongly discourage any such attempt.
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EDDIE
Well I encourage you to go fuck
yourself.  Then again, seein' as how
your dumb ass forgot to inform me of
my rights, Mirandafy me, whatever -
I figure you, and your little case,
are fucked already.  I thought you
Feds were smarter than this.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Segretti, whatever a 'Fed' may
be, I assure you I am not one.

EDDIE
Bullshit!

Eddie bucks against his restraints.

EDDIE
Bullshit you're not a Fed.  No way
you're NYPD.  Not talkin' like
Princess Di like you do.  You even
American?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
No, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
This has gotta be the biggest bullshit
setup ever.  I ain't never even been
to England or wherever the fuck.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Why, neither have I, Mr. Segretti. 
But, as interesting as my various
travels may be, I would prefer to
discuss something rather
more...relevant.

EDDIE
I'd prefer...

Eddie's head lolls groggily forward.

EDDIE
(mumbling)

...You lemme outta here.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Do you enjoy what you do, Mr.
Segretti?
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Eddie nearly passes out.

EDDIE
What...?

More fluids - a different color this time - pump into Eddie's
wrists.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Please keep your eyes open, Mr.
Segretti.

Eddie's eyes snap open.

EDDIE
Ahh!

The laser beam plays once more over Eddie's eyeballs.  

He clenches his eyes shut - shaking his head from side to
side - struggling furiously against his restraints.

EDDIE
When I get outta here?  I'm gonna
take my time with you.  I'm gonna
enjoy that.  That's a fuckin' promise.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Again you disappoint, Mr. Segretti. 
You wear an effigy suspended from a
chain around your neck.  An effigy
of a man worshipped by Christians as
their lord and savior.  And yet,
your sentiments - well, they are,
shall we say, somewhat other than
Christian.  Would you agree, Mr.
Segretti?

EDDIE
What the fuck do you care?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Oh, I care a great deal, Mr. Segretti. 
Particularly about your many illegal
activities, and the baser impulses
that drive them.  But also whatever
higher motivations you may possess. 
Every infinitesimal subatomic particle
that contributes to making you 'tick,'
I believe the expression goes.  And
all your kind, naturally.

EDDIE
'My kind.'  What, you got somethin'
against Italians?
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FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Of course not, Mr. Segretti.  I would
explain, but unfortunately, I
seriously doubt any chance of real
progress until your nervous system
recovers.  What do you remember, Mr.
Segretti?  About how you got here?

Eddie opens his mouth to speak - then frowns.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Please, Mr. Segretti.  Do try and
concentrate.

Eddie's face takes on a panicked expression.

EDDIE
I can't.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You cannot what, Mr. Segretti?

EDDIE
I can't remember.  I can't remember
anything!  What the fuck happened? 
Who the fuck are you?  Where the
fuck am I?!

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
It will come to you, Mr. Segretti. 
In due time.  Now, please answer the
question.  Once more: do you enjoy
what you do?

The light beaming down onto Eddie grows brighter.

EDDIE
Is that...that's not you...is it?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Is that who, Mr. Segretti?

Eddie looks up - squinting into the light.

EDDIE
God?

The female voice laughs.
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FLASHBACK TO:

INT. RAVENITE SOCIAL CLUB, LITTLE ITALY, MANHATTAN - DAY

TITLE CARD "JULY, 1985"

SFX:  "Rat Pack"-type music plays.

Eddie laughs.

He sits at one of several restaurant-type tables as sunlight
streams through a huge picture window.

With him, also laughing - JOHNNY VACCO and CARLO RIZZI, both
late twenties.  Johnny is big, beefy; Carlo is longhaired,
lean, twitchy - dirty-looking.

BODYGUARDS man the front door and the club's bar.

CARLO
So I told her, if that's how she was
gonna be, she could pay for her own
fuckin' dinner.

EDDIE
Carlo, Carlo, Carlo.

Carlo lights a cigarette.

CARLO
What?

EDDIE
Hey, Johnny.  Check out the chivalry
on him.  Some kinda humanitarian.

JOHNNY
Goddamn role model.

EDDIE
No, no - a saint.  

JOHNNY
Saint Carlo the Horny.

EDDIE
Saint Carlo the Cheapskate.

CARLO
You know what?  Fuck both a youse.

JOHNNY
Aww.
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EDDIE
Saint Carlo the Spiteful.

CARLO
Like either one a youse woulda done
any different.

Carlo exhales smoke.  

He sniffs.  

His knee bobs up and down.

He glances at his watch.

EDDIE
Carlo.

CARLO
What?

EDDIE
Don't do that.

CARLO
I can't check my watch?

JOHNNY 
It makes you look impatient.

CARLO
Maybe I am impatient. 

Carlo glances at TWO OLDER MEN, seated several tables away.

Theirs is the only other occupied table in the club.

CARLO
Maybe Frank said, 'be here at eleven
fuckin' sharp,' and I was here at
eleven fuckin' sharp, and now it's
eleven fuckin' somethin' else.

Eddie leans close to Carlo and lowers his voice.

EDDIE
You look impatient, you look
disrespectful.  To Frank and Mr. G
both.

Carlo sniffs.

CARLO
Eddie.  Seriously.  No disrespect. 
To Tommy G., or your dad neither.
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EDDIE
Frank's not my dad, Carlo.

CARLO
Eddie - this again?  Stepdad. 
Whatever.

Over at the other table, the TWO OLDER MEN - FRANK CARDONE,
mid-forties, and THOMAS GAMBINO, early forties - talk
business.

GAMBINO
Thanks for coming, Frank.  I know it
was short notice.

FRANK
No problem, Mr. G.

GAMBINO
I'll get to the point.  As of right
now, the kick-up is fifteen points. 
New rule.  All the crews.  Across
the board.

FRANK
Fifteen.  I see.

GAMBINO
It's a tough nut, I know.  But Jesus
Christ, three million in bail?  Uncle
Paulie's got a lot of expenses lately.

FRANK
Fuckin' Feds.

GAMBINO
They got a serious hard-on for the
family.  And for Uncle Paulie.  

FRANK  
Sorry to hear that, Mr. G.

GAMBINO
Yeah, well, I appreciate your
understanding, Frank.  It's been
noticed.

FRANK
Thank you, Mr. G.

GAMBINO
Anyway, enough of this shit.  On to
that other thing. 
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Gambino looks over toward Eddie's table.

GAMBINO
That your boy over there?

FRANK
Yes, Mr. G.

Frank looks over toward Eddie's table and inclines his chin.

Eddie stands up.

JOHNNY
Good luck.

CARLO
Break a leg.

Eddie walks over to the older men's table, brushing his suit
jacket with his hands.

He and Frank exchange nods.

FRANK
Mr. G, may I present Edward Anthony
Segretti.  He's still a little wet
behind the ears, but he's a good
earner.  Pretty smart, too. 
Sometimes.  

GAMBINO
Alice's kid?

FRANK  
Very same, Mr. G.  

Gambino looks at Eddie.

GAMBINO
Some bad business with your old man,
few years back.  If I remember.

FRANK  
Eddie's not like that, Mr. G.  He's
a stand-up kid.  Old school.  Loyal. 
Not like a lotta these others you
see today.  

GAMBINO
That's good news, Frank.  
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EXT. ALLEY BEHIND RAVENITE SOCIAL CLUB - DAY

Eddie, Frank and Gambino huddle in the alley - the high,
nearly-noonday sun beating straight down.

A bodyguard stands outside the club's back door.

GAMBINO
The bad news is, it's hot as Satan's
asshole out here.  

FRANK
I get the inside swept once a week,
Mr. G.  Just like you asked.

GAMBINO
Can't be too careful, Frank.  Like
the wolf in Little Red Riding Hood,
those Feds.  What big ears they have.

INT. FBI SURVEILLANCE VAN - CONTINUOUS

FBI Special Agents MIKE CALABRESE and ROY PURCELL, both about
forty, sit in the back of the van.  Calabrese is Italian-
American, a native New Yorker - lean, intense.  

Both wear headphones.  Calabrese is smoking.  

Purcell chews a bite from a sandwich.  

PURCELL
(his mouth full)

Nothing.

CALABRESE
Shut up, Roy.

Purcell takes off his headphones and wipes his mouth.

PURCELL
How many hours we been here now,
Calabrese?  Me, I lost count.

Calabrese takes off his headphones.

PURCELL
I do remember when the sun came up,
though.  Saw it through this little
window-slot thing, right here.    

CALABRESE
I saw it too, Roy.  What's your point?
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PURCELL
My point is, my knees hurt and my
ass hurts, and we just heard a slam
that sounded a hell of a lot like
the back door of the Gambinos' shitty
little dump of a club.  My point is,
Tommy Gambino and Frank Cardone and
this Edward Anthony whoever-the-shit
just walked the fuck out back.  Which
we already know is where they always
talk the good stuff.  My point is,
we're not gonna get shit.  I know
it.  You know it.  Let's call it a
day, Mike.

CALABRESE
Fuck off, Roy.

PURCELL
Excuse me?

CALABRESE
You call it a day if you want.  I
won't report you.  Go on home.  Find
a nice cushy booth at Maxwell's and
rest your poor hurting ass.  I don't
give a shit.  Just do your bitching
somewhere else.  

PURCELL
Asshole.

CALABRESE
Damn straight.

Purcell moves awkwardly toward the front of the van - then
gets out and leans inside.

PURCELL
Call the shrink, Calabrese.  You got
problems.

Purcell slams the van door.

Calabrese frowns - inhales deeply - then exhales a long stream
of cigarette smoke.

He pounds the van's interior wall with his fist.
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EXT. ALLEY BEHIND RAVENITE SOCIAL CLUB - CONTINUOUS

GAMBINO
Jesus.  Ball soup out already.  Let's
make this fast.  Listen up, kid.

EDDIE
Yes, Mr. G.?

GAMBINO
Kid, if you're smart like Frank here
says, you probably figured this out
already.  We want to see about getting
you made.

FRANK
What do you say, kid?

EDDIE
Thank you, Mr. G.  Really, this is -
thank you, Mr. G.  Really.

GAMBINO
Ha.  Don't mess your jockeys, kid.

FRANK
He's wanted this for a long time,
Mr. G.  Since before they reopened
the books.

EDDIE
I even got a guy in mind, Mr. G.  I
mean, with your permission and
everything.  Name's Weingarten.

INT. WALL STREET BULLPEN - DAY

JOEL WEINGARTEN - a handsome, dark-haired, bespectacled Wall
Streeter of about thirty - strides confidently, other Wall
Street types following, peppering him with excited questions.

EDDIE (V.O.)
First name Joel.  Typical Wall Street
asshole.
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INT. WALL STREET OFFICE - DAY

Weingarten sits hunched at his computer.

EDDIE (V.O.)
Earns his money behind a fucking
desk, looking out for number one,
all day, every day...

EXT. STREET CORNER - NIGHT

EDDIE (V.O.)
...And every night, too.

Prostitutes strut along the sidewalk, calling out to potential
johns...as a silver 1986 BMW L7 pulls slowly to the curb.

A prostitute approaches the BMW's window.

The window rolls slowly down - revealing WEINGARTEN.

EDDIE (V.O.)
Sleazing it up with fucking whores
and degenerates...

Parked close by - in a black 1970 Firebird - Eddie
surreptitiously watches as the prostitute gets into the BMW.

EXT. BRICK ROW HOUSE IN WOODSIDE, QUEENS - NIGHT

Weingarten stands on the row house stoop - talking with NANCY
CAHILL, pretty, petite, mid-twenties.  

EDDIE (V.O.)
...Backstabbing and cheating on the
only person decent enough to really
care about him.

Weingarten and Nancy KISS.

Again, Eddie watches from his parked Firebird.

In his hand - a PHOTO of himself and Nancy together...smiling,
laughing.
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EXT. ALLEY BEHIND RAVENITE SOCIAL CLUB - CONTINUOUS

EDDIE
He's perfect, Mr. G.

Gambino frowns.

GAMBINO
You lost me, kid.  Perfect for what,
this Weinberg?

EDDIE
Weingarten, Mr. G.  He's the perfect
guy to whack.  

Gambino and Frank exchange looks.

EDDIE
What?  Did I say something wrong? 
You did say you wanted to get me
made...right, Mr. G.?

GAMBINO
Frank - what's with this kid? 

FRANK
What the fuck is the matter with
you, Eddie?

GAMBINO
Whoa, whoa, Frank.  Weren't you the
one supposed to tell the kid how
this all works?

EDDIE
Mr. G., Frank, I'm sorry - 

GAMBINO
Okay, kid.  Since Frank obviously
neglected to explain jack shit to
you about how we do things, I will
do it for him.  I applaud your
enthusiasm, kid.  I do.  But you do
not pick the guy.  You pick the guy,
how do we know it's not all some
fucking setup?  How do we know you're
not some twisted Donnie Brasco
motherfucker?

The bodyguard spits on the ground.  Frank does too.  

GAMBINO
We're the ones making you, kid.  We
pick the guy.  
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EDDIE
I'm sorry, Mr. G.

GAMBINO
Hey.  Fuck it.  Frank - we'll talk
more later.  Call me in a couple
days for a time and place.

Gambino heads back inside, the bodyguard following silently.

A split-second after the door closes behind the bodyguard,
Frank PUNCHES Eddie in the face.

Eddie falls to his knees.  

Frank stands over him.

FRANK
What the fuck was that?

EDDIE
I'm sorry, Frank.

FRANK
What did I tell you?

Frank raises his voice.

FRANK
What the fuck did I tell you?

EDDIE
Let you do the talking.

FRANK
'Let me do the talking.'  Loyalty,
Eddie.  Loyalty.  To something bigger
than me, myself and I.  That's what
this shit is all about.  

EDDIE
I know, Frank.  I know.

FRANK
Do you?  I didn't have to marry your
mother, Eddie.  I didn't have to
help her raise you.  But I did.  I
been stickin' my neck out for you
ever since.  And now you embarrass
me with Tommy Gambino - a fuckin'
underboss?  
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EDDIE
I said I was sorry.

FRANK
'Sorry.'  If it turns out you cost
me with Mr. G just now, I'll fuckin'
show you what sorry feels like.  Now
get the fuck outta here.

Eddie gets up and opens the door to go inside.

FRANK
And don't tell your mother I did
that to your face.

Eddie closes the door behind him as he enters.

INT. STRIP CLUB

Music thumps.  Topless girls dance on stages.  Scantily-clad
waitresses make their rounds.

His eye freshly blackened, Eddie sits at a table, smoking
and drinking with Johnny and Carlo.

Carlo appears twitchy as he raises a shot glass.  

CARLO 
Eddie.  Congratulations.  Salute.

EDDIE
Fuck you, Carlo.

CARLO
What?

EDDIE
Fuck me, too.  And my big mouth.

Eddie gestures at his black eye.

EDDIE
Does this look like congratulations
are in order?

CARLO
Eddie.  C'mon.  Relax.  

EDDIE
Easy for you to say.

CARLO
Eddie - my humble opinion?  You're
thinkin' about this all wrong.
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Carlo knocks back his shot.

EDDIE 
And how should I be thinking about
it?  

CARLO
Hey - I'm not tryin' to tell you
your business or nothin'.

Carlo sniffs.

CARLO
But, you know - sometimes...bein'
made can be - not to one's advantage. 
If you get my meanin'.

EDDIE
Pretend like I don't.

CARLO
Okay.  Big Paulie.  

EDDIE
Hey.  Little respect for the boss. 
It's Mr. Castellano to you.

CARLO
Sure.  Mr. Castellano, he puts the
word out.  Don't want nobody runnin'
no coke.  Don't want nobody runnin'
no smack.  Made guy goes against Big
Paulie's word?  Poof.  Finito.  But,
same guy - if he ain't made yet? 
Who knows what happens?

EDDIE
Hey, Carlo?

CARLO
Yeah, Eddie?

Eddie takes a sip of his drink.

EDDIE
You got fucking rocks in your head
or something?  

Carlo raps his knuckles against the side of his head.

CARLO
I don't think so.
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EDDIE
Don't you know there are guys would
kill you just for saying what you
just said?

Carlo talks faster.

CARLO
Eddie, what I'm sayin' is, no
disrespect to you, or Frank, or
whoever, but gettin' made is not all
there is.  I mean - fuck gettin'
made!  There's other opportunities
out there.  

EDDIE
What is this - high school?  You're
my fuckin' guidance counselor now?

CARLO
I'm talkin' serious opportunities,
Eddie.  The Ozone Park boys.  The
Ruggieros.  The Gottis.  I am tight
with them.  I'm talkin' tight, Eddie.

EDDIE
Carlo, listen to yourself.  How
fucking coked up are you right now? 
This very moment?

CARLO
Eddie, I swear, it was like half a
line, fuck, a third.  But this shit
was pure.  I got it direct from Angelo
Ruggiero.  That's the quality shit
they're bringin' in.  Anyway, there's
more where that came from, and they're
lookin' for stand-up crews to move
it.  I got it guaranteed they will
only take eight points off whatever
we get.    

EDDIE
Jesus.

CARLO
What are we kickin' up to Tommy G? 
Huh?  It's gotta be ten.  At least.

EDDIE
Motherfuck, shut the fuck up already,
Carlo.  Why can't you be like Johnny
here?  He drinks his fucking drink,
watches the fucking girls.  

(MORE)
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EDDIE (CONT'D)
Instead a running his fucking mouth,
causing me fucking problems.

JOHNNY
Better to watch and learn, than talk
and stay stupid.

EDDIE
That's 'cause he's loyal, Carlo.  He
thinks of the crew first.  

CARLO
Eddie, I am thinkin' of the crew - 

EDDIE
No you're not.  You're thinking of
yourself.  

EDDIE
Just like I was when Frank gave me
this.  

Eddie gestures at his black eye.

EDDIE
But I'm learning, Carlo.  I'm
learning.

CARLO
Eddie - no disrespect, but...fuck
Frank.

EDDIE
'Fuck Frank?'  This a dead man I
hear talking?  Get it through your
fucking head, Carlo.  Mr. Castellano
is the boss.  Nobody else.  No Gottis. 
No Ruggieros.  No Ozone Park boys. 
Nobody.  And Mr. G is Mr. Castellano's
nephew.  Which makes him Frank's
boss.  And Frank is - 

CARLO
He's your daddy.

EDDIE
He's our boss, is what he fucking
is.  That is the way it fucking works,
Carlo.  You got a bright idea?  That
you're not puttin' up your fucking
nose?  We take it to Frank.  Nobody
else.  Just Frank.  
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A fat man - TONY AVELLINO, sweaty, about thirty - approaches
the table.

EDDIE
Tell me you got that, Carlo.

Tony comes closer - smiling nervously.

CARLO
Sure, Eddie.  Sure.  I got it.

Tony stops at the crew's table.

TONY 
Hey, fellas!  I didn't see you come
in!

EDDIE
Hey, Tony.

Johnny says nothing - trying to peer around Tony's bulk at
the dancers onstage.

CARLO
Tony, Tony!  The big buffone! How's
it hangin', big guy?

TONY  
Hi, Carlo.  Okay, I guess.  Hey,
Eddie?

EDDIE
Yeah?

TONY  
You got any work for me?

EDDIE
I dunno, Tone.  Maybe.

TONY  
It's just, I kinda took a beatin' on
the Mets, last few days.

Johnny cranes his neck ostentatiously - and clears his throat.  

Tony remains rooted to the spot, oblivious.

EDDIE
Lemme see what I got and I'll give
you a call.
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TONY  
Also, Ma told me your ma called her. 
About the toilet in the downstairs
powder room?  It's all backed up
again, Eddie.

EDDIE
And that means what to me?

TONY  
If I see you, I'm supposed to tell
you she wants you to come over and
fix it.

CARLO  
You got any more cousins like him,
Eddie?

JOHNNY
Tony.

TONY   
Yeah, Johnny?

JOHNNY
I can't see the tits, Tony.

TONY
Oh!  Sorry, Johnny.  Sorry.

Eddie gets up.  

EDDIE
Here, Tone.  Have a seat.

TONY
Thanks, Eddie.

Eddie starts counting out some bills for his tab.

CARLO  
Whoa, whoa.  What's this?  This person
I see before me.  He walks like Eddie
Segretti.  He talks like Eddie
Segretti.  By all appearances, he is
indeed none other than Eddie Segretti. 
And yet, here it is, not even fuckin'
ten o'clock, and this person I see,
whoever he is, is packin' it in!

Eddie silently tosses some money on the table.

CARLO  
Eddie!  Where you off to, with the
night so young?
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EDDIE
What, you don't listen?

Eddie downs the rest of his drink and wipes his mouth.

EDDIE
I got a shitter to fix.  You remember
what we talked about, Carlo.

Eddie LEAVES.  

Carlo smokes - watching him go.

EXT. BRICK ROW HOUSE IN WOODSIDE, QUEENS - NIGHT

Eddie stands on the stoop where he spotted Weingarten kissing
Nancy.  

He fingers the old photo of himself and Nancy - then knocks
softly on the front door.

The porch light flicks on.  

Eddie shoves the photo in his pocket.  

A hand pulls back an interior curtain - and Nancy peers out
at Eddie.

With the clatter of a chain and several locks, she opens the
door - leaving the screen door closed.  

She wears a bathrobe and blinks sleepily.

NANCY 
You know, some of us have real jobs
to go to.  

EDDIE
I'm sorry, Nance.

NANCY  
They happen in the morning.

EDDIE
I'm sorry.  

NANCY
Shh.

EDDIE
I had to see you.

NANCY  
Keep your voice down.
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EDDIE
Why?  Your brother's not home.

NANCY
My parents are.  How'd you know
Jimmy's out, anyway?

Eddie smiles weakly and shrugs.

NANCY
You're watching the house?  Again? 
Or still?

EDDIE
Only sometimes.

NANCY
Oh, a part-time maniac.  That's the
best kind.

EDDIE
I memorized Jimmy's shifts too.

NANCY
You know, he's not the only cop on
the block.  Just in case you got any
funny ideas.

EDDIE
You love my funny ideas.  

NANCY  
Used to, Eddie.  Used to.  Good night.

She starts to close the door.

EDDIE
He's no good, Nance.

NANCY
That's none of your business.

EDDIE
I'm tellin' you, he's no good.  That
Wall Street asshole you're with.

NANCY
Joel is a grown-up, Eddie.

EDDIE
A grown-up scumbag.

NANCY  
Takes one to know one - is that what
you're saying?
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EDDIE
Hey!

NANCY
Joel happens to have a real job,
Eddie.  A career.

EDDIE
So do lotsa people.

NANCY
You don't.

EDDIE
I could get one.

NANCY
He also happens to not be a fucking
criminal.

EDDIE
As opposed to, a dirty cop, for
instance?  Like Jimmy?

NANCY
You know damn well as opposed to
who, Eddie.  Stop watching my house.

EDDIE 
He's gonna bring filth and disease
upon you, Nance.  Like a leper, this
Joel.  From the Bible, Nance.  The
Bible.

NANCY
Eddie, I had work today.  Then class
tonight.

EDDIE
You got class all the time.  That's
why I like you.

NANCY
And I have work in the morning all
over again.

EDDIE
Call in sick.  Come out with me. 
You don't even have to get dressed. 
There's a club in the Village where
bathrobes is all they wear.
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NANCY
I'm closing the door.

EDDIE
Come on, Nance.

NANCY
And don't stand around yelling in
the street like an asshole again. 
That wasn't funny.  

EDDIE
It was a little bit funny.

NANCY
Good night, Eddie.

She closes the door quietly.  

Eddie stands on the step - staring as Nancy fastens the chain
and locks the door.

The porch light clicks off and Eddie stands there in darkness.

EXT. WOODSIDE STREET - NIGHT

Eddie saunters glumly along the sidewalk, smoking.

He stops in his tracks just short of his parked car.

CARLO stands leaning against Eddie's car.

CARLO  
Eddie!  Fancy meetin' you here. 
What is it she always says - that
old Jew broad from TV?

Carlo sniffs.

CARLO  
Oh yeah - 'Can we talk?'
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INT. ALL-NIGHT DINER - NIGHT

Eddie and Carlo sit at a table.  

Also present are an elderly man playing solitaire, and a
waitress, leaning on a freezer case, dozing on her feet.  

SFX:  Jukebox music plays.

EDDIE
So?

Carlo doesn't look up.  

He smokes, crackling pieces of shell off a hard-boiled egg.  

CARLO
So.

EDDIE
So, you wanted to talk.  Let's talk.

Carlo drizzles Tabasco sauce on the egg.

CARLO
You ever seen a vampire movie, Eddie?

EDDIE
Sure.

CARLO  
I love those.  You know whenever the
vampire's in a church, and he goes
ghaah?

Carlo throws his hands in front of his face - as if warding
off the effect of a crucifix.

The old man glances toward Eddie and Carlo's table.  The
waitress keeps dozing.

Carlo lowers his hands.

CARLO
That's how I felt in that neighborhood
tonight.

EDDIE
Queens does that to some people.

CARLO
That's not what I'm talkin' about. 
I seen this one car tonight?  Had a
bumper sticker?  

(MORE)
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CARLO (CONT'D)
Police Benevolent Association, it
said.  Big blue letters.

Carlo drizzles more Tabasco sauce on the egg.

CARLO
Another car, another bumper sticker. 
Guess what it said?

EDDIE
Mondale-Ferraro?

CARLO
Police Athletic League.  

Carlo takes out his GUN - a snub-nosed .38 revolver.  

He lays it softly on the table - the barrel pointed casually
at Eddie.

CARLO
It sits funny on me when I eat.

EDDIE
Don't they always.

CARLO
Hope you don't mind.

EDDIE
Nah.

CARLO
I should do like you.  You know. 
Only pack when I know I'm gonna need
it.  

EDDIE
Who needs the aggravation?

CARLO
Couldn'ta said it better.  Anyway.

The egg drips with Tabasco sauce as Carlo places it delicately
onto his plate.

CARLO
Tonight?  That place in Queens? 

EDDIE
Yeah?



28.

CARLO
Kind of a cop neighborhood.  Seemed
like.

EDDIE
Could be.

Carlo picks up his fork.

CARLO
And here we all thought you was off
to fix the shitter at your ma's. 
Mainly 'cause those are the words
came outta your mouth.

EDDIE
I guess I kinda took a detour.

CARLO
Oh yeah?

EDDIE
Yeah.

CARLO
Mind tellin' me what for?

EDDIE
You know - yeah, Carlo.  I kinda do
mind.

CARLO
Oh? 

EDDIE
Yeah.

CARLO
Why is that, Eddie?  

EDDIE
'Cause it's none of your fucking
business.

Carlo laughs - gestures with his fork.

CARLO
Now, see, you kinda got me wonderin'. 
Maybe it is my fuckin' business.

EDDIE
How so?
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CARLO
Just like you said, Eddie.  'Think
of the crew.'  I listen, Eddie.  

EDDIE
I appreciate that.

CARLO  
Don't mention it.  'Loyalty,' you
say.  'Don't move no fuckin' coke,'
Frank says.  'Yes sir, Daddy,' you
say.  Or whatever the fuck it is you
call him.  Seriously, you know I'm
only bustin' your balls, right, Eddie? 
I mean, all bullshit aside, I truly
believe you got the right idea.  

EDDIE
I'm glad to hear that.

CARLO
And I know you're gonna get made one
a these days.  I hear things, you
know?  'Eddie's a stand-up guy.' 
'Eddie's on his way up.'  The big
guys fuckin' love you, Eddie.  I
wanna go places, I really should do
like you.  You're like - my role
model or some shit.  Did you know
that?

EDDIE
No, Carlo.  I didn't know that.

CARLO
Hand to God.  

Carlo sniffs.

CARLO
That's why it maybe kinda hurt my
feelings a little bit.  

EDDIE
What did?

CARLO
You know, that talk we had earlier. 
Some a the things you said.  I get
it, though.  I do.  You run a crew,
sometimes you gotta lay down the
law.  But then, you go ditchin' us...
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EDDIE
I didn't ditch anybody.  

CARLO
No?

EDDIE
I just left.  It's not the same thing.    

CARLO
Shit, forget about it.  It's just -
I tried to catch up to you.  You
know, outside?  But you were already
in a cab and I hadda hail another
one.  'Follow that car!'  

Carlo laughs and sniffs again.

CARLO
Just like in the movies.  Like you
was tryin' to get away fast or some
shit.  Point is, I didn't want any
bad shit between us, you know? 
Because of any a this.

EDDIE
There's no bad shit between us.

CARLO
For real, Eddie?

EDDIE
For real, Carlo.

CARLO
I'm real glad to hear you say that. 
Real glad.  Hey, maybe you could
even kinda reconsider that opportunity
we talked about.  

Suddenly Carlo STABS his fork into the Tabasco-drizzled egg -
and chisels off a piece.

EDDIE
I can give it some thought.

CARLO
Fantastic.  

Carlo starts to eat - talking with his mouth full.

CARLO
Now this - this I really appreciate,
Eddie.  Give and take.  Compromise.  

(MORE)
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CARLO (CONT'D)
No wonder they're gonna get you made,
Eddie.  You know how to fuckin' treat
the guys in your crew.  

Carlo swallows.  A stray smear of Tabasco dribbles from the
corner of his mouth.

CARLO
I could be the one does the talkin'. 
I mean, if you want, Eddie.  Just to
Angelo.  On our behalf, like, to set
things up.  Totally your call.

Carlo sniffs.

EDDIE
Sounds good to me.

CARLO
You feel good about this?  I feel
good about this.  

EDDIE
Eight points.  What's not to feel
good about?

CARLO
You say that.

Carlo points at Eddie with his fork.  

CARLO
But this is not a happy face I see.

EDDIE
It's an I-gotta-take-a-shit face.

Carlo laughs.

CARLO
You need the shitter?

EDDIE
Yeah.

CARLO
Kinda ironic.

EDDIE
What is?
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CARLO
You said you were gonna go by your
ma's and fix the shitter.  Which you
coulda used, if you went there like
you said.  Only, really, you didn't. 
That is 'ironic', right?  I'm usin'
it right?  

EDDIE
I think so.  Hey, Carlo?

CARLO
Yeah, Eddie?

EDDIE
I'm sorry.

CARLO
Eddie, forget about it.  Water under
the fuckin' bridge.  

Carlo sniffs.

CARLO
But, uh...

EDDIE
Yeah, Carlo?

CARLO
You sure you don't wanna maybe tell
me what you were up to tonight?

EDDIE
What I want right now is to go take
a shit.

Carlo laughs.

CARLO
So who's stopping you?  Go.  Go.

Eddie smiles tightly and gets up as Carlo pops the last of
the egg into his mouth.  

The waitress dozes on her feet.  

The old man plays cards.  

Neither of them pays any notice as Eddie shuffles past,
heading down a dingy, dimly-lit hall to the restroom.
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DISSOLVE TO:

INT. ALL-NIGHT DINER - NIGHT

Carlo sits at the table, fidgety - glancing at his watch -
turning back and looking toward the restroom.

Finally he stands - grabbing and pocketing his gun - striding
down the hall toward the restroom.  

The elderly man doesn't look up as Carlo passes - he just
pauses in his card game to drop a quarter into the jukebox
at his table.  

SFX:  Jukebox music plays tinnily through ceiling speakers.

Carlo reaches the restroom door and raps at it.

CARLO
Hey.  Eddie.  You fall in, or what?

From inside the restroom, his voice muffled, Eddie lets out
a low moan.

INT. RESTROOM - CONTINUOUS

The door opens and Carlo enters.

SFX:  Jukebox music keeps playing.

The restroom is cramped, dirty, dimly-lit.  There are two
stalls, two filthy urinals, and a sink with a mirror above
it.  A wastebasket stands overflowing with trash.

CARLO
You okay in here, buddy?

Eddie moans again.

Carlo sniffs and glances down.  

Under one of the stall doors, he sees the tips of Eddie's
shoes.

EDDIE (O.S.)
Fuck.  

Eddie grunts.

EDDIE (O.S.)
I think I'm really sick.  Jesus.

Carlo TAKES OUT HIS GUN - and aims it at the stall door.
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CARLO
Okay, buddy.  Okay.  You need me to
call somebody?

EDDIE (O.S.)
Ambulance.  Fuck.

CARLO
Two seconds, buddy.  I'm makin' the
call.  Help is on the way.

Carlo sniffs, then licks his lips.  

The stray smear of Tabasco disappears.

Carlo FIRES - sending FIVE SHOTS through the stall door.

Carlo stands silently for a second.

His gun smokes as he screams through the shot-up stall door.

CARLO
You gotta take a shit!  Ha!  Fuckin'
big shot!  I just took a shit on
you!

Carlo FIRES AGAIN - shattering the lock on the stall door.  

Carlo KICKS THE STALL DOOR IN.

Instead of Eddie's dead body - Carlo discovers only Eddie's
EMPTY SHOES.

Suddenly, Eddie BURSTS out of the adjacent stall.

Panicked, Carlo tries to shoot Eddie - but his revolver is
EMPTY.  

Eddie GRABS CARLO in a HEADLOCK.

They FIGHT - SHATTERING the mirror - knocking the sink loose
from the wall.

WATER SPRAYS from broken pipes.  

Eddie manhandles Carlo into a stall - and RAMS his head into
the toilet's foul water.
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As Carlo struggles, Eddie DROPS A BENT KNEE onto the back of
Carlo's neck - SMASHING CARLO'S WINDPIPE on the rim of the
toilet bowl.

Eddie holds Carlo like that until Carlo's struggles subside
and he DIES.

Eddie stands up and stares down at Carlo's dead body.

INT. EDDIE'S CAR - NIGHT

Eddie drives beneath a stormy sky, the Firebird speeding
along a highway.  Johnny rides shotgun with Tony in the back.  

Traffic signs read DRAWBRIDGE AHEAD and ORCHARD BEACH-CITY
ISLAND 1/2 MILE.

SFX:  Music plays on the car radio.

TONY
Jeez.

EDDIE
Tony.

TONY
Yeah, Eddie?

EDDIE
Calm down.

TONY
I'm sorry, Eddie.  Where we goin'?  

JOHNNY
Upstate.

Thunder cracks as they hurtle north over the Hutchinson River
Parkway Bridge.

Johnny squints into the lightning.

JOHNNY
You bring the shovels?

EDDIE
Of course I brought the shovels.  We
got a Goddamn body to bury, we need
shovels.  Why would I forget the
fucking shovels?
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Johnny stares at the unsettled sky - not responding.

EDDIE
Hey!  Earth to shithead!  

JOHNNY
What?  Oh - sorry.  Forget I asked.

Suddenly, the car radio goes wild with static and feedback.  

After a moment, the noise passes - and the music returns.

EDDIE
What the fuck was that?

Johnny keeps staring at the sky.

EXT. RURAL WOODS, UPSTATE NEW YORK - NIGHT

The trunk of Eddie's car pops open.  

Eddie, Johnny and Tony look down at Carlo's dead body.

TONY
Oh, Jesus!

Tony stumbles away from the car and vomits.

JOHNNY
Why's there shit all over his face?

EDDIE
Can we just get him in the fucking
ground, please?

EXT. RURAL WOODS, UPSTATE NEW YORK - NEAR DAWN

Eddie, Johnny and Tony finish filling in Carlo's makeshift
grave.  They are all sweaty and dirty from digging.

The thunder and lightning have subsided.  

Up in the trees all around, BIRDS are starting to sing.

Tony breathes heavily as he shovels.

EDDIE
Hurry up, Tone.  Sun'll be up soon. 
We gotta get the fuck outta here. 

TONY
You guys done this before?
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Eddie and Johnny exchange tight smiles.

They all throw a few more shovelfuls of earth into the grave.  

Eddie collects shovels - hands out cigarettes.

They all light up as Eddie tosses the shovels in the trunk
and slams it shut.

EDDIE
Anybody hungry for breakfast?

Tony goes green - vomiting violently once more.

Eddie and Johnny watch, laughing, as they smoke.  

Suddenly Johnny frowns.  

JOHNNY
Eddie?

EDDIE
Yeah?

Johnny looks to the treetops - and takes his gun out.

JOHNNY
Something's not right.

Eddie follows Johnny's gaze upward.

EDDIE
The birds.

The birds' singing has ceased - the woods UNNATURALLY SILENT.

Eddie draws his gun.

Tony looks up.  Strands of vomit dangle from his lips.

TONY
What?  What is it, fellas?

Slowly, a faint HUMMING sound builds - a breeze wafting
through the trees.  

SPARKS of electrical current crackle all around - the hum
rising to a massive volume.

Eddie and Johnny spin to confront a threat they can't see -
then there's a SUDDEN EXPLOSION OF BLINDING LIGHT.
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EDDIE
Fuck!

Eddie and Johnny stagger blindly.  

Tony remains on all fours, covering his head.

TONY
Oh my God.  Oh my God.  Oh my God.

His vision slowly returning, Eddie squints and aims his gun -
at SEVERAL BLURRY FIGURES, approaching through the misty
woods.

They are the size and shape of men - but fleeting glimpses
reveal futuristic armor and helmets.  

A few aim what appear to be high-tech RIFLES at Eddie and
Johnny.

EDDIE
Okay.  Okay.

Eddie lowers his gun slowly - lets it drop to the ground -
and raises his hands.

TONY
Oh my God.  Oh my God.  Oh my God.

EDDIE
Tony.

TONY
Yeah, Eddie?

EDDIE
Do me a favor and shut the fuck up. 
Johnny.

Johnny holds his gun on the approaching figures.

EDDIE
Johnny!

JOHNNY
Yeah.

EDDIE
They got us.  Don't be fucking stupid.

JOHNNY
I don't think they're cops, Eddie.
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EDDIE
Johnny!  For fuck's sake!

TONY
Oh my God.  Oh my God.  Oh my God.

Johnny FIRES.  His bullet RICOCHETS off the figures' armor.

One of the figures FIRES BACK - a PLASMA BEAM crackling from
his weapon.  

The beam envelops Johnny - he FALLS TO THE GROUND -
unconscious or dead.

TONY
Oh shit!

Tony crawls behind Eddie's car.

Eddie DIVES for his dropped gun.

One of the figures FIRES at Eddie - but misses.

Eddie fires at the figures in the haze - but his bullets
BOUNCE OFF THEIR ARMOR.

Panicked, his breathing ragged, Tony makes a mad dash through
the trees, his screams slowly fading.

The figures fire at Eddie again - this time HITTING him. 

Plasma envelops Eddie - he falls to the ground - staring up
as the armored figures slowly gather, LOOMING over him.

Eddie passes out.

EXT. RURAL WOODS, UPSTATE NEW YORK - DAY

Tony stands hunched over, catching his breath.

The air hums once more, crackling with electricity.  Treetops
sway in the breeze.

Tony looks up as a huge ALIEN SPACESHIP appears overhead.  

It rises slowly - then SHOOTS high into the sky and
DISAPPEARS.

Tony blinks - then screams as he sprints blindly through the
woods.

TONY
I don't wanna be a gangster no more!
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BACK TO PRESENT

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Eddie remains strapped to the chair, his wrists intubated.

EDDIE
I remember now.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I beg your pardon, Mr. Segretti?

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. CORRIDOR ON BOARD ALIEN SHIP

Eddie's abductors haul him down a corridor.  

Helmets off, they seem human-like - but their skins are pale,
their eyes dark and opaque.  Their hair is dark, their beards
stubbly.  

Eddie looks up at them - groggy, helpless, naked - as they
drag him to a door.

One of the abductors taps a panel and the door slides open. 

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

The abductors strap Eddie into the chair.  

A FEMALE in coveralls enters.  She is paler than the males,
but with the same dark, opaque eyes and dark hair.  

The males snap to attention and salute.

She ignores them - intubating Eddie.  

Then, wordlessly, she turns and exits.  The males march out
after her.

The interrogation room door slides shut.
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BACK TO PRESENT

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

EDDIE
I said I remember.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Excellent.  Then we may begin.  I
shall repeat my earlier question - 

EDDIE
Not so fast.  I got a couple questions
of my own.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You are wasting time, Mr. Segretti. 
You will be adequately cared for
while in our custody, but only insofar
as you maintain a cooperative
attitude.  Please make your queries
briefly.

EDDIE
Where the fuck am I?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You are on board the Nomyki Republican
ship ASTRAEA. It is a medium
intergalactic reconnaissance and
research vessel built in the yards
of Kallipolae in our year of 6827
M.A. It is capable of carrying a
complement of forty officers and
specialists, two hundred other ranks,
and over five hundred other alien
specimens - all various classes of
criminal, more or less like yourself. 
It is our mission to study you, Mr.
Segretti - you and all the other
specimens.  It is our mission to
learn from you.  To identify the
root causes of your criminal
tendencies, as a necessary prelude
toward our ultimate goal - of
eradicating such tendencies throughout
the galaxies.  

EDDIE
You're fulla shit.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
We are not, Mr. Segretti.  We are
the Nomyki.  And our name is law.  
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EDDIE
You sound like every shithead
assistant D.A. I ever met.  Just
crazier.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You joke, Mr. Segretti.  And yet, by
doing so, you demonstrate an
understanding somewhat quicker than
the average.  For your race, of
course.  And it is for this reason
that I selected you to assist me in
my research.

EDDIE
You selected me?  I'm gonna remember
that.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Please do, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
Suppose I cooperate.  Answer your
questions.  You'll let me outta here? 
Wherever this really is?  For good
behavior or whatever?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
No, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
Oo.  Honesty.  Refreshing.  So how
long am I stuck here for?  When do I
get the fuck out?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I am afraid you do not, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
You're shitting me.  

(beat)
You ain't got shit on me.  Not enough
to make a fuckin' life sentence stick. 
Not in a million years.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I am sorry, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
Oh yeah?  Fuck you, lady.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Segretti - 
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EDDIE
Let's pretend, just for a second,
that I buy any of this bullshit. 
Assuming I do, why should I bother
helpin' your ass, if I'm never gettin'
out?  That's where the 'fuck you'
comes in, see.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
This is unfortunate, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
You're tellin' me.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I had hoped to avoid this, Mr.
Segretti.  But we are not without
facilities to assist in specimen
motivation.  Given your attitude, it
appears a demonstration is now
appropriate.

High in one wall, a door slides open.  

A black metallic ORB about a foot in diameter floats out,
descends level with Eddie, and HOVERS in front of him.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I did say you would be adequately
cared for in our custody, Mr. 
Segretti.  Perhaps this will serve
as an example of such care.

Suddenly, the orb morphs into the form of NANCY CAHILL -
KNEELING AND NAKED at Eddie's feet.

She smiles seductively - leans into his lap - and begins
GIVING HIM A BLOWJOB.

Eddie relaxes instantly, involuntarily.  

His eyelids flutter and close.  

His mouth falls open as he moans.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
We can provide you with pleasure,
Mr. Segretti.  Would you agree?

Eddie opens his eyes - and instead of Nancy, he beholds the
ORB - hovering in his lap, ARTIFICIALLY "BLOWING" HIM by
means of a protruding attachment.

EDDIE
Jesus!
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The orb retracts the attachment - shoots up in the air - and
FIRES A THIN PLASMA BEAM from a small gun port. 

The beam singes the side of Eddie's cheek.

EDDIE
Fuck!

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
We can also inflict pain, Mr.
Segretti.  Pleasure or pain.  Reward -
or punishment.  

The orb hovers - awaiting further orders. 

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
The choice is yours, Mr. Segretti. 
And now - once more - do you enjoy
what you do, Mr. Segretti?

EDDIE
Listen to me, you fucking bitch.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I am listening, Mr. Segretti.

EDDIE
I'm not your stool pigeon, I'm not
your puppet, and I'm not your fucking
Goddamn guinea pig.  You and your
whole crew can go fuck yourselves,
whoever the fuck you are, 'cause I'm
not givin' you another fuckin' word.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Oh, dear.  I do hope that is not the
case, Mr. Segretti.

Eddie stares silently, warily, at the hovering orb.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I understand you are upset, Mr.
Segretti.  Will you not reconsider?

Eddie remains silent.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Very well, Mr. Segretti.  You leave
me no alternative.  You have thus
far failed to inquire as to the fate
of your fellow earthling.  A Mr.
John Peter Vacco, I believe.
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Slowly, an entire wall rises - revealing an adjoining room.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Obtaining multiple specimens, as we
managed to do with you and Mr. Vacco,
is always fortuitous, Mr. Segretti. 
In such cases, we are availed the
opportunity to perform both verbal
and...physical examinations.

The adjoining room is a brightly-lit LABORATORY - staffed by
TECHNICIANS in full-body protective suits, milling busily
around a high-tech RACK.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I must admit, I had assumed you would
be more amenable to a verbal
examination, Mr. Segretti.  But no
matter.  We shall simply make another
selection in the near future.

The wall rises higher and REVEALS JOHNNY'S DEAD BODY HANGING
FROM THE RACK.

Johnny's ABDOMEN GAPES OPEN.  

His INTERNAL ORGANS SIT IN A BLOODY PILE beneath him.  

His SCALP has been PEELED OFF, the TOP OF HIS SKULL REMOVED. 

ELECTRODES PROTRUDE FROM HIS BRAIN.  

His DEAD BODY CONVULSES as a current passes through it.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
And who knows?  Your physical data
may even differ somewhat from those
of Mr. Vacco.  Although I see such
an outcome as highly unlikely.  After
all, one earthling tends to be very
like another.  Physically speaking.

Eddie screams.
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INT. LIVING ROOM OF EDDIE'S LITTLE ITALY APARTMENT - NIGHT

It's dark inside Eddie's empty apartment.  

An answering machine sits on a table - its RED LIGHT BLINKING.

Slowly, silently, a BLACK-CLAD FIGURE in a ski mask reaches
down - and presses PLAY.

ANSWERING MACHINE
You.  Have.  Eight.  Messages.

The machine BEEPS.

EDDIE'S MOTHER (V.O.)
Eddie, it's your mother.  Is this
thing recording?  I hate these stupid
things.  Did Tony tell you about the
basement toilet?  Frank and I had
your uncle Richie and your aunt Gina
over the other night and of course
Richie stops it up.  Frank said he'd
mention it but Tony came by the house
and I thought - 

The machine beeps as the black-clad figure fast-forwards to
the next message.

FRANK (V.O.)
Kid.  You know who this is.  You
embarrassed yourself today.  Me,
too.  It's all fixed now, though. 
Gimme a call.

The machine beeps.

MARIE VACCO (V.O.)
Eddie, it's Marie Vacco?  Johnny's
wife?  Sorry to be calling you like
this, but...Johnny hasn't come home. 
I don't know what's going on, but if
you have any idea where he - 

The machine beeps.

FRANK (V.O.)
Hey.  Kid.  When I say gimme a call,
I mean gimme a fuckin' call.  I better
hear a ringin' phone.  And soon.
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The machine beeps.

MARIE (V.O.)
Eddie, it's Marie again.  Please
call me if you get this.  I'm calling
everybody I can think of and - 

The machine beeps.

EDDIE'S MOTHER (V.O.)
Edward Victor Segretti, you better
be cut up in a Goddamn alley somewhere
or I swear to God I will kill you
myself.  Frank is going crazy right
this minute, nobody knows where you
are, and your cousin's talking some
nonsense about UFOs or something.  I
knew something like this was gonna
happen the day you moved out.  Big
shot with your own bachelor pad. 
Call your mother if you know what's
good for you.

The machine beeps.

FRANK (V.O.)
Okay, kid.  You better hope you got
a good reason for this bullshit,
'cause I'm comin' over.

ANSWERING MACHINE
There.  Are.  No.  More.  Messages.

Suddenly someone pounds on the apartment door from outside. 

FRANK (O.S.)
You better be in there, kid!

The black-clad figure quietly ejects the answering machine
tape.

Frank pounds on the door again - then waits - as the black-
clad figure silently EXITS the living room.

Suddenly, Frank kicks the door open and ENTERS.

FRANK
Eddie?
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Frank peers through the gloom of the darkened living room
and flips a light on.

FRANK
Eddie?  It's me.  Frank.  You in
here, kid?  It's okay if you are.  I
didn't mean to scare ya.  It's just,
I'm not really in the mood for
surprises, though.  Maybe if you
came out nice and slow, that'd be
the best thing.

Cautiously, Frank proceeds to search Eddie's place - with
one hand inside his jacket.

INT. EDDIE'S KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Frank lights a cigarette and picks up Eddie's kitchen phone. 
He dials a number.

BODYGUARD (V.O.)
Ravenite.

FRANK
It's me.  Put the boss on.

Frank inhales deeply - then exhales.

GAMBINO (V.O.)
Talk to me.

FRANK
I think we may have a little problem.

INT. EDDIE'S BATHROOM - MOMENTS LATER

FRANK (O.S.)
Jesus fucking Christ.

Eddie's front door slams as Frank LEAVES.  

The shower curtain slides to one side - revealing the black-
clad figure.  

He flips on a light and takes off his ski mask.

Agent Calabrese stands in the empty bathtub - contemplating
the answering machine tape in the palm of his gloved hand.
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EXT. COLUMBUS PARK, LOWER MANHATTAN - DAY

It's sunny.  The park is crowded with lawyers, paralegals
and others on their lunch breaks from neighboring courthouses.

Nancy Cahill sits on a bench, eating a salad from a styrofoam
tray and listening to her Walkman.

Tony Avellino - dirty, unshaven - approaches, shambling along
the paved path.  

He barely misses being hit by a skateboarder - but he hardly
notices, focused on Nancy.

He waves at her.

TONY
Um.  Nancy?  Hello?

Nancy frowns up at him.  She takes her headphones off.

TONY
You remember me, Nancy?  Eddie's
cousin Tony?  Tony Avellino?

NANCY
Of course.  How are you?

Suddenly, Tony BURSTS INTO TEARS.

NANCY
Hey!  It's okay.  It's okay.  Here. 
Have a seat.

She scoots over.  Tony plops down onto the bench.

Nancy's nose wrinkles involuntarily.

TONY
Jeez.  That's me, Nancy.  I'm really
embarrassed.  It's just - I'm goin'
nuts here.  I ain't been sleepin'. 
I forget to wash.

Tony glances down at Nancy's salad.

TONY
I even forget to eat.

Nancy hands him her salad.

TONY
Oh, thank you.  Thank you Nancy. 
God bless.
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Tony starts wolfing down the salad.

TONY
Everything's so fucked up - oh.  I'm
sorry, Nancy.  Pardon my language.

NANCY
I have heard it before, Tony.  What's
so fucked up?

TONY
It's Eddie, Nancy.  Johnny too. 
They're gone.

NANCY
Gone?  What do you mean, gone?

TONY
I mean just gone!  They fuckin' took
'em!  They took 'em and nobody
believes me, Nancy!  Nobody!

NANCY
All right.  All right.  Calm down,
Tony.  Everything's gonna be okay. 
So Eddie and Johnny, they went and
got themselves arrested?  Again? 
What for?

TONY
No!

NANCY
What do you mean, 'no?'  You said
'they took them.'  

TONY
Not 'arrested!'  Just 'took!'

NANCY
So who's 'they?'

TONY
The aliens!  They're the 'they!'

NANCY
Aliens?

TONY
Yeah!  Extra-terrestrials!  Like in
E.T.! But, like, mean!  With guns
and everything!
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NANCY
You're serious.

TONY
We were out in the country.  Upstate. 
Doin' this, uh, this thing.

NANCY
Yes.  Spare me the details.  That's
good.

TONY
And that's when they took 'em, Nancy!

NANCY
Okay.  All right.  That's about
enough.  This is fucking pathetic.

TONY
Nancy.  Please.  You gotta believe
me.  Your brother's a cop, Eddie
said.  Maybe he can help.

NANCY
Shut up.  Go away.

TONY
I tried tellin' my ma.  And my aunt
Alice, her and uncle Frank too. 
None of 'em believed me!  But it's
the truth, Nancy!  I swear to God! 
I don't know what else to say!  Frank
thinks I'm makin' it all up - he
thinks I'm coverin' for Eddie or
something.  I'm scared he's gonna
fuckin' kill me!  Please, Nancy! 
You gotta believe me!

Nancy stands up.

NANCY
You're wrong, Tony.  I don't gotta. 
Do you know why I don't gotta?

Tony shakes his head miserably.

NANCY
Because nobody, not for one Goddamn
second, would, should, or could
possibly believe, any martian in his
right martian mind, if he fucking
existed at all, would travel halfway
across the fucking universe for the
sole purpose of abducting Eddie
Fucking Worthless Asshole Segretti!
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Tony raises his hands - as if to shield himself from attack.

NANCY
He put you up to this, didn't he? 
God damn him.

TONY
But Nancy, he didn't - 

NANCY
And fuck you for going through with
it.

Nancy turns, her high heels clattering over the pavement as
she heads back to work.

INT. ASTRAEA INTERROGATION ROOM

Eddie stares into the adjoining lab at Johnny's dead body.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I take it you cared for Mr. Vacco. 
Would that be an accurate observation,
Mr. Segretti?

EDDIE
I'm gonna fucking kill you for this.

Still hovering, the orb fires another beam past Eddie's cheek.

EDDIE
Fuck!

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
You are becoming rather tiresome,
Mr. Segretti.  Is it really so
abhorrent simply to answer my
questions?  

EDDIE
Fine.  You win.  Fuck you.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I repeat: you cared for Mr. Vacco?

EDDIE
Yeah!  I did!  What's the big fucking
deal?  He was a good guy, okay?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Thank you, Mr. Segretti.  I'm glad
to be making some progress.

EDDIE
Fuck you.
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FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Speaking as you so frequently do of
fucking, did you and Mr. Vacco ever
engage in sexual intercourse with
one another?

EDDIE
What?

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
It is an entirely natural behavior,
Mr. Segretti.  Especially among
violent male subcultures. 
Homosexuality is quite common among
Nomyki males in particular.  We even
find it advantageous in some ways.

EDDIE
I ain't no fuckin' fanook. And neither
was Johnny.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
I apologize, Mr. Segretti.  It was
not my intention to offend you.

Eddie's scowl vanishes - replaced by a vacant stare.  

His jaw goes slack.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Segretti?

Eddie doesn't respond.  He appears catatonic.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Mr. Segretti!

The female voice lapses into an unintelligible alien language,
echoing over loudspeakers, as an alarm blares.

A moment later, the interrogation room door slides open. 
Male Nomyki SOLDIERS charge in.

The LEAD SOLDIER crouches down and peers into Eddie's eyes.  

He slaps Eddie's face - but Eddie doesn't respond.  

The female voice addresses the soldier.

He salutes - then undoes Eddie's restraints.

Suddenly, Eddie COMES TO LIFE - BURSTING out of the
interrogation chair.  
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He GRABS A SOLDIER'S WEAPON, FUMBLES WITH THE TRIGGER.

The weapon FIRES - BLASTING the soldier.

As the soldier falls, Eddie SPRINTS NAKED for the open
interrogation room door - soldiers FIRING after him as the
alarm blares.  

Eddie exits - hurtling down a corridor. 

INT. RAVENITE SOCIAL CLUB - DAY

It's raining outside, the club's interior gloomy.  

Seated at a table, drinking coffee, are Gambino, Frank, and
ANGELO RUGGIERO, squat and fat, in his mid-forties, chewing
a cigar.

A BELL on the club's front door jingles as Agent Calabrese
enters.  

The mobsters stare in muted surprise as Calabrese lets the
door slam behind him.

Calabrese nonchalantly shakes the rain off his umbrella.

Behind the bar, a BODYGUARD visibly tenses.

GAMBINO
Ah.  Agent Calabrese.  Where's the
other guy?

CALABRESE
Good day, Mr. Gambino.  There is no
other guy.  

Calabrese takes his time sauntering to the table.

He sits down, uninvited, in the empty fourth chair.

FRANK
You lost, Calabrese?

CALABRESE
Why no, Frank.  I'm not lost.  Thank
you for asking.  I am wondering what
brings Mr. Ruggiero here so far from
Ozone Park this fine morning.
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ANGELO 
Fuck you, smart guy.

Calabrese turns to Ruggiero.

CALABRESE
Traffic's utter shit out there. 
Hour delay on the Williamsburg Bridge,
I heard.  So whatever it is has you
in deepest Manhattan, I figure it
has to be pretty Goddamn important.  

Gambino inclines his chin.

BODYGUARD
Yes, Mr. G?

GAMBINO
Vincenzo, it's cats and dogs out
there.  Get Agent Calabrese a nice
hot cup a coffee.

BODYGUARD
Yes sir, Mr. G.

CALABRESE
Never mind, Vincenzo.  I want your
spit, I'll save the runoff when you
suck my dick.

VINCENZO the bodyguard scowls at Calabrese.

GAMBINO
Language, Agent.  You're gonna make
us all blush.  What can I do for
you?

CALABRESE
Oh, it's not what you can do for me,
Mr. Gambino.  It's a little favor
I'm pleased to be able to do for
you.

GAMBINO
And what is that, pray tell?
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CALABRESE
Now, now.  Let's not be hasty.  I'm
getting to it.  This important matter -
the thing that dragged Mr. Ruggiero
and his poor, poor driver all the
way in from Queens in fucking rush
hour traffic - I have a hunch I can
help you fellas clear it up. 

Calabrese passes his hands slowly over the table - as if it
holds an invisible crystal ball.

CALABRESE
See, my crystal ball here tells me
this important matter - and of course,
the huge traffic ass-ache for Mr. 
Ruggiero's driver - has ultimately
to do with a mystery.  Now, I love
mysteries.  At least, I love solving
mysteries.  The part before they're
solved - that's nothing but non-stop
frustration.  I'm here to reduce
yours a little bit.  All out of the
goodness of my heart.  See, there's
this guy.  Used to head up one of
your crews.  Eddie Segretti's his
name.  Your adopted son, Frank, if I
have it right.

FRANK  
What the fuck is it to you, Calabrese?

CALABRESE
Well, Frank, it's the very crux of
the mystery at hand, is what the
fuck it is to me.  Or, more to the
point - where the fuck might he be,
your adopted Eddie?  Word is he's
been missing for, what - about three
days now.  Isn't that right?  You
fine gentlemen are concerned, of
course.  After all, Eddie Segretti
isn't just a colleague and dear
friend.  He's family.  At least to
you - right, Frank?  

GAMBINO
Do us the courtesy of getting to the
point, Agent.  What is it you think
you know about Frank's boy?

CALABRESE
Two words, Mr. Gambino.  Just two
words.



57.

ANGELO
Spit it out, asshole.

Calabrese smiles and stands up - still looking at Frank.

CALABRESE
Witness.  Protection.  

The Gambinos stare at Calabrese in silence.

CALABRESE
Funny thing?  The kid approached us. 
We didn't even have shit on him. 
Doesn't usually work like that.  Who
knows - maybe he just wanted to see
his real daddy again.  What's it
been - fifteen years?  Since ol' Vic
Segretti ratted his way to a brand
new life, thanks to the U.S. taxpayer?    

Calabrese shrugs.

CALABRESE
Well.  Like father, like son, I guess. 
Good day, gentlemen.

Calabrese turns, walks to the door, and raises his umbrella.  

He opens the door, looks out, and sighs.

CALABRESE
Still raining like a bitch.

The door slams shut, its bell jingling, as Calabrese exits.  

Gambino and Ruggiero turn and stare stonily at Frank.

FRANK
I didn't know shit about this!

INT. CORRIDOR ON BOARD ASTRAEA

The alarm blares as Eddie runs, naked, from pursuing soldiers.  

PLASMA BEAMS RICOCHET OFF CORRIDOR WALLS as he zigs and zags.

THE FEMALE VOICE pipes through unseen speakers.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Please stop, Mr. Segretti.

Eddie turns a corner - catches sight of the hovering orb -
it changes course in midair, heading straight for him.
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EDDIE
Shit!

Eddie fires at the oncoming orb - MISSES - sprints down the
corridor, beams from the orb BLAZING THROUGH THE AIR around
him.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
Your ruse was a clever one, Mr.
Segretti.  But you have no hope of
escape.  You do not even fully
comprehend where you are.

Eddie turns another corner - then another - and almost
collides with a HUGE VIEWING PORTAL.

He STOPS SHORT - breathing hard - shocked into stillness.

Outside lies the VAST, BLACK, STARLIT EXPANSE OF SPACE.

Eddie stares - taking an involuntary step back - realizing
there's not just one portal, but a series of them, one after
another, extending to a distant, unseen point...

...And it's all on board the ship.

EDDIE
No fucking way.

Behind Eddie, light, feminine footfalls approach.  

He turns around - too stunned to bother covering himself.

There stands a NOMYKI FEMALE.

She is attractive, wears ARMOR like that of the male soldiers,
and holds what appears to be an alien PISTOL.

The heavier footfalls of the male Nomyki soldiers echo through
a nearby corridor, stampeding closer as the Nomyki female
SPEAKS - revealing herself as the FEMALE VOICE'S OWNER.

KASSIA
Hello, Mr. Segretti.  I suppose an
introduction is in order.  My rank
is Anakrytis, of the Metis line, but
you may address me as Kassia.  I am
a Nomyki, and our name is law.  And
now, I sincerely hope you will see
fit to relinquish the weapon you
hold.

Orb and soldiers arrive together, the soldiers noisily - all
taking up firing positions.
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KASSIA
Immediately, if you please, Mr.
Segretti.

Eddie turns back around - staring numbly out into deepest
space - the Nomyki plasma weapon dangling from his grip.

KASSIA
You are no doubt exhausted.  Confused. 
Dare I say, frightened as well? 
Perhaps I should show you to your
quarters, Mr. Segretti.  After all,
you can resume assisting me in my
research once you have had sufficient
rest.  Who knows - you may even
survive the experience.

Eddie stares numbly out at the stars.

KASSIA
Drop the weapon, Mr. Segretti.

Slowly, Eddie lets the weapon fall from his grasp.

SFX:  Frank Sinatra's Fly Me to the Moon plays.

FADE OUT.
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