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I found a picture of you

Those were the happiest days of my life

( INTERIOR: A BOXING RING, SOMEWHERE IN THE EASTERN UNITED STATES, SOMETIME IN THE 1980’s.

( FADE IN TO A TIGHT CLOSE-UP OF TWO BOXERS LOCKED IN A CLINCH. THE FIGHTER IN THE FOREGROUND, FRANKIE DiVICENZA, CLUTCHES HIS OPPONENT TIGHTLY. BLOOD IS TRICKLING FROM HIS LEFT EYE, THE EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE IS ONE OF EXHAUSTION. THE FIGHTERS MOVE IN A DREAM-LIKE SLOW MOTION DURING FRANKIE’S VOICE OVER.

FRANKIE



I had my first fight in this lousy little gym in Brooklyn,



down near Bay Ridge. I was fighting some guy named



Rocket Ramon Torres, and I remember being so



jacked-up that I could hardly breathe. I was young and



tough and fast…and I was going to be the next welter-



weight champion of the world. Sugar Ray Leonard?



Forget about it. I was going to be the King. The King

of New York. Yeah, that was my first fight.

It’s fifteen years later now, and I guess you could say



that things didn’t exactly work out the way I planned.



I never got a title shot, never got close. That really



used to bother me. Then something happened that



changed the way I feel about everything.

( THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK. THE OPENING TITLES APPEAR AGAINST THE BACKGROUND OF BLACK & WHITE PHOTOGRAPHS OF A LOWER INCOME BROOKLYN NEIGHBORHOOD. THE PHOTOGRAPHS AND THE TITLES ARE ACCOMPANIED BY Dire Straits’ “On Every Street”. EVENTUALLY, THE IMAGES AND CREDITS FADE, AS DOES THE MUSIC.

( EXTERIOR: THE OLD GLEASON’S GYM, 30th STREET, MANHATTAN

( THE SOUND OF FIGHTERS WORKING-OUT INSIDE THE GYM IS HEARD, ALONG WITH THE EXTERIOR NOISE OF THE STREET. A GRAPHIC AT THE BOTTOM OF THE SCREEN READS “THREE YEARS EARLIER”.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM

( FROM THE GYM ENTRANCE, THE CAMERA TRACKS THROUGH THE MAZE OF BOXERS IN THE MIDST OF THEIR TRAINING ROUTINES. TOWARD THE BACK OF THE ROOM, FRANKIE IS HITTING THE HEAVY BAG. ANCHORING THE BAG AND SHOUTING INSTRUCTIONS IS FRANKIE’S TRAINER AND FRIEND, BUSTER. AFTER A FLURRY OF PUNCHES, FRANKIE TIRES AND STOPS.

BUSTER



What are you doing?

FRANKIE



What?

BUSTER



What are you doing?

FRANKIE



What?

BUSTER



What are you doing?

FRANKIE



What!? What am I doing?

BUSTER



You throw that right hand like a pussy.

FRANKIE



Give me a break will you? My shoulder’s killing me.

BUSTER



(SHAKING HIS HEAD) Getting old, man.

FRANKIE



Tell me something I don’t already know.

BUSTER



You throw a right hand like that in the fight, you’re



going to get your ass kicked.

FRANKIE



(PLAYFULLY) Like I said: tell me something that I 

don’t already know.

BUSTER



(SERIOUSLY) I mean it, Frankie.

FRANKIE



(STRAIGHTENING UP) I know you do.

BUSTER



The shoulder: how bad is it?

FRANKIE



(PLAYFULLY) Not as bad as the left.

( BUSTER BEGINS TO RESPOND HARSHLY, BUT LOOKS AT FRANKIE AND THE TWO START LAUGHING.

BUSTER



(STILL AMUSED) You are one sorry-assed mother-



fucker, you know that? I can’t believe that you even



beat me once.

FRANKIE



I beat you twice. We both know that I won that fight



up in The Bronx. (DOING AN Archie Bunker IMITATION)



But you regular black guys would never give the decision



to an Eye-talian…

FRANKIE & BUSTER



(BOTH DOING Archie Bunker) Jeeeez!

BUSTER



That’s The Bronx way, baby!

FRANKIE



Don’t I know!

( THE TWO MEN ENJOY THE MOMENT, THEN BUSTER SPEAKS MORE SERIOUSLY.

BUSTER



All right, let’s go over the game plan for Friday night.



First three rounds: what’s the strategy?

FRANKIE



Buster, how many times are we going to do this?

BUSTER



As many times as it takes.

FRANKIE



What’s the matter? You afraid this guy’s going to



hurt me?

BUSTER



Fuck, no! I ain’t worried about some hard-on from



Jersey taking out my boy! I’m just making sure



we’re prepared. That’s what you pay me for.

FRANKIE



We’re prepared.

BUSTER



How many is this?

FRANKIE



(THINKING FOR A SECOND) This is number 68.

BUSTER



Damn, no wonder you’re falling apart.

FRANKIE



(LAUGHS) Thanks a lot, coach. 

BUSTER



When are you going to hang them up?

FRANKIE



Hang them up? And do what? Work at Gino’s Pizza,



serving slabs to the animals?

BUSTER



Honest day’s work…

FRANKIE



I’ll pass. (PAUSE) Hey, what do you say we call it



a day?

BUSTER



Call it a day, my ass! You start hitting that bag with



some authority or I’m going to kick your ass like I



did up in The Bronx! And don’t give me the puppy



dog face! Start putting some combinations together.



I ain’t going to Jersey City to get beat.

( FRANKIE REGARDS BUSTER, KNOWING HE’S RIGHT, THEN BEGINS TO SLOWLY HIT THE HEAVY BAG. WITH BUSTER ANCHORING THE BAG AND STUDYING FRANKIE’S TECHNIQUE, THE FIGHTER EVENTUALLY BEGINS TO PUT TOGETHER QUICK, CONCISE LEFT-RIGHT COMBINATIONS. AS BUSTER SHOUTS ENCOURAGEMENT, THE CAMERA CLOSES TIGHT ON FRANKIE’S HANDS FIRING A RAPID SERIES OF PUNCHES. AFTER A FEW SECONDS, THE SOUNDS OF A FIGHT CROWD BEGIN TO FADE IN. AS THE CAMERA PULLS BACK AND THE CROWD NOISE REACHES ITS FULL VOLUME, THE SCENE IS NOW IN THE MIDDLE ROUNDS OF FRANKIE’S FIGHT IN JERSEY CITY.

( INTERIOR: A SMALL AUDITORIUM, JERSEY CITY, NEW JERSEY

( BOTH FIGHTERS ARE MIXING IT UP NEAR THE CENTER OF THE RING. THE IN-FIGHTING IS BRUTAL, AND FRANKIE IS GETTING THE WORST OF THE EXCHANGES. AS THE BELL SOUNDS TO END THE ROUND, FRANKIE HEADS BACK TO HIS CORNER, EXHAUSTED. THERE IS A DEEP CUT OVER HIS LEFT EYE. AS HE SITS ON THE STOOL, BUSTER AND A “CUT MAN” ENTER THE RING. THE CUT MAN QUICKLY ATTENDS TO FRANKIE’S EYE. 

FRANKIE



You were right, Buster: this guy is kicking my ass.

BUSTER



(AGITATED) I’d be kicking your ass if you were just



standing there in front of me! Come on, Hands, get



those little chicken legs moving! We’ve got three



rounds to go!

FRANKIE



What do you mean, “three rounds”?

BUSTER



Just what I said: three rounds. You deaf?

FRANKIE



(PANICKED) That’s an eight round fight! There’s



no such thing as an eight round fight! How the



fuck did we get into an eight round fight?

BUSTER



This is Jersey, man, they do things different over



here! Stop slugging with this guy and start boxing


him. Who died and made you Mike Tyson? Box



him, box him! He’s slower than my grandmother!

( THE BELL SOUNDS TO BEGIN THE NEXT ROUND. FRANKIE STANDS, THE FLOW OF BLOOD FROM HIS CUT TEMPORARILY HALTED. BUSTER CONTINUES SPEAKING AS HE REPLACES FRANKIE’S MOUTHPIECE.

BUSTER



You’re losing this fight, baby! Let’s pick it up starting



right now! Go get this bum. (MAKING A FACE) Your



breath stinks, man.

( FRANKIE ACKNOWLEDGES THE REMARK WITH A SMIRK, THEN COMES OUT OF THE CORNER WITH RENEWED ENERGY. HE NAILS HIS OPPONENT WITH THREE FAST, HARD JABS AND AN OVERHAND RIGHT. BEFORE THE OTHER FIGHTER CAN RESPOND, FRANKIE HAS MOVED OUT OF RANGE. A FEW SECONDS LATER, FRANKIE WADES IN LOW AND HITS HIS OPPONENT WITH TWO HARD LEFT HOOKS TO THE BODY. THE REMAINDER OF THE ROUND GOES HIS WAY: FRANKIE IS IN CONTROL, USING HIS QUICKNESS AND RING EXPERIENCE TO MAKE THE OTHER FIGHTER LOOK AWKWARD AND SLOW. THE BELL RINGS AND FRANKIE CONFIDENTLY RETURNS TO HIS CORNER.

FRANKIE



Good round? Was that a good round? I think he’s in



the bag. He’s ready to go. This round.

BUSTER



(ECSTATIC) That’s the way to do it, baby! That’s the



way to finish a motherfucking fight!

FRANKIE



Buster, you said it was going eight!

BUSTER



I know, man, but I lied. I was just trying to shake-up



your skinny ass. Besides, you know there’s no such



thing as an eight round fight.

FRANKIE



(MORE AMUSED THAN ANYTHING) Unbelievable.

RING ANNOUNCER



Ladies and gentlemen, before we get the decision



let’s have a nice around of applause for these



feisty welterweights.

( THERE IS A SMATTERING OF UNENTHUSIASTIC APPLAUSE FROM THE AUDIENCE, BUT MOSTLY THERE IS BOOING AND INSULTS.

FRANKIE



(SARCASTICALLY) Nice people. We got to come



out here more.

( AS THE NEGATIVE CROWD REACTION CONTINUES, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: A BROOKLYN-BOUND “F” TRAIN

( LATER THAT NIGHT, AROUND 2 A.M. FRANKIE IS LEANING AGAINST THE SUBWAY CAR DOOR, HIS GEAR BAG BETWEEN HIS FEET. FRANKIE’S LEFT EYE IS BUTTERFLY STITCHED. THERE IS BRUISING AND SWELLING UNDERNEATH THE SAME EYE. HIS RIGHT HAND AND WRIST ARE WRAPPED IN AN ACE BANDAGE. 

DURING FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER, A NUMBER OF “SUBWAY IMAGES” APPEAR ON SCREEN: MOVING FROM ONE TRAIN CAR TO ANOTHER, A GROUP OF 5 OR 6 TOUGH NEW YORK TEENAGERS PASS IN FRONT OF FRANKIE. THE PARTIES EYE EACH OTHER WARILY, BUT NOT PROVOCATIVELY; A HOMELESS PERSON IS STRETCHED OUT AND ASLEEP AT THE FAR END OF THE CAR; AT ONE STOP, A HANDFUL OF TRANSIT COPS ARE SUBDUING A YOUNG MAN WHO IS DRUNK AND BELLIGERENT, AS FRANKIE LOOKS ON IMPASSIVELY.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I lost the fight. Two of the judges gave the Jersey City



Flash four rounds to my two. The other scored it even.



Shit. I should have beat that bum. A few years ago, I



would have beat him easy.

( THE TRAIN MAKES ANOTHER STOP. WHEN THE DOORS SLIDE OPEN, FRANKIE SEES A YOUNG COUPLE ON THE PLATFORM. THEY ARE TALKING TENDERLY, KISSING AND HOLDING EACH OTHER. THE DOORS REMAIN OPEN FOR A WHILE, AND FRANKIE WATCHES THEM THE ENTIRE TIME, A MELANCHOLY, LONELY SMILE ON HIS FACE. FINALLY THE DOORS CLOSE AND THE TRAIN MOVES ON, ACROSS THE MANHATTAN BRIDGE TO BROOKLYN.

AS FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER CONTINUES, HE EXITS THE TRAIN AT THE FOURTH AVENUE STOP, WALKS DOWN TWO FLIGHTS OF STAIRS FROM THE ELEVATED PLATFORM, AND EXITS ONTO FOURTH AVENUE, WALKING DOWNTOWN TOWARD 11th STREET. REACHING ELEVENTH, HE TURNS RIGHT.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



Man, was I sore. My whole face hurt, and my hand



was killing me. Buster was right: I was getting old.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S STUDIO APARTMENT

( FRANKIE ENTERS THE SMALL, ONE ROOM APARTMENT, DROPS HIS BAG ON THE FLOOR, AND WALKS SLOWLY TOWARD THE BATHROOM. THE STIFFNESS AND PAIN FROM THE FIGHT ARE ALREADY BEGINNING TO SETTLE IN. ENTERING THE BATHROOM, HE TURNS ON THE LIGHT AND MOVES TO THE MIRROR, WHERE HE CAREFULLY EXAMINES HIS DAMAGED EYE. THE CUT IS OOZING A SMALL AMOUNT OF BLOOD, AND THE BRUISE IS ALREADY A DARK PURPLE. AS HE LEANS IN FOR A CLOSER LOOK, A TRICKLE OF BLOOD ESCAPES FROM ONE OF HIS NOSTRILS. WITH A GRUNT OF RESIGNATION, HE TURNS AWAY FROM THE MIRROR AND EXITS THE BATHROOM.

FRANKIE WALKS OVER TO AN OLD SOFA BED, WHICH IS STILL UNFOLDED FROM THE NIGHT BEFORE. EXHAUSTED, HE SITS ON THE EDGE OF THE BED FOR A FEW MOMENTS, THEN SLOWLY LAYS DOWN ON HIS BACK, LEGS HANGING OFF THE EDGE. HE FALLS ASLEEP, FULLY CLOTHED. THE SCENE SLOWLY FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S APARTMENT

( LATER THAT MORNING. FRANKIE IS ASLEEP IN THE SAME POSITION, STILL FULLY CLOTHED. THE TELEPHONE BEGINS TO RING. FRANKIE DOES NOT STIR. THE PHONE RINGS EIGHT, MAYBE TEN TIMES, THEN STOPS. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, IT BEGINS TO RING AGAIN. AFTER THE SECOND RING, FRANKIE OPENS HIS EYES AND GRUNTS. SLOWLY AND PAINFULLY LIFTING HIMSELF FROM THE BED, HE LEANS HEAVILY ON HIS INJURED RIGHT HAND AND WRIST. THIS ACTION ELICITS A YELP OF PAIN AND A FEW EXPLETIVES. WALKING GINGERLY TO THE TELEPHONE, HE EVENTUALLY PICKS UP THE RECEIVER, TRYING TO SHAKE THE COBWEBS.

FRANKIE

(INTO THE PHONE)



Yeah? Pop! How are you? What time is it? That late?



Shit. (PAUSE) Yeah, Yeah, last night. (PAUSE) I got



beat, I got beat. It was close, though. (PAUSE) Out



in Jersey City. He was a local guy. I think we got



robbed. Anyway…(PAUSE) No, I’m okay. Usual



bumps and bruises. No big deal. So, how is every-



body? Nobody calls me. (PAUSE) Well, it’s back on,



now. They can call. Tell Nicky to call me. (PAUSE)

FRANKIE

(INTO THE PHONE)

Your birthday? Oh shit, that’s right! (PAUSE) I don’t



think I’ll be able to get out there, Pop. I’m a little 

short. (PAUSE) No, I don’t want you to send me



any money. (PAUSE) Because I’m 30 years-old



and it embarrasses me, that’s why. (PAUSE) Let



me call you in a couple of weeks. I’m sure I can



make it. (PAUSE) Yeah, everything else is great.



Me and the Helmsleys. (PAUSE) Okay, Pop,



you take care, all right? I’ll call you. (PAUSE) I love



you, too. (HANGS UP THE PHONE) Shit, I forgot



his birthday.

( STILL STANDING AT THE TELEPHONE, FRANKIE REMOVES HIS TEE SHIRT WITH GREAT DIFFICULTY. HIS TORSO IS MARKED WITH DARK BRUISES, PRIMARILY IN THE AREA OF HIS RIB CAGE. AS HE WALKS TOWARD THE BATHROOM, FRANKIE CRADLES HIS INJURED RIGHT ARM WITH HIS LEFT HAND.

WHEN HE REACHES THE BATHROOM, FRANKIE AGAIN GOES TO THE MIRROR TO EXAMINE HIS LEFT EYE. THE CUT IS BEGINNING TO HEAL, BUT THE SWELLING AND BRUISING UNDERNEATH THE EYE HAS GOTTEN LARGER AND DARKER. HE TENDERLY TOUCHES THE DAMAGED AREA WITH HIS BANDAGED RIGHT HAND. OPENING THE MEDICINE CABINET, HE REACHES FOR A BOTTLE OF ASPIRIN, OPENS IT, AND SWALLOWS FOUR OF THEM. FRANKIE PERFORMS HIS DAMAGE ASSESSMENT IN A ROUTINE, QUIET FASHION; THE EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE ALMOST IMPASSIVE.

AFTER A FEW MOMENTS HE TURNS AWAY FROM THE MIRROR, LIFTS THE TOILET SEAT AND BEGINS TO URINATE. THIS ACTION ELICITS A SOUND OF PAIN FROM FRANKIE, AS HIS DAMAGED KIDNEYS MOVE INTO OPERATION. WHEN HE IS FINISHED, HE LOOKS DOWN INTO THE TOILET BOWL. NOT SURPRISINGLY, HIS URINE IS MIXED WITH BLOOD. WITH A FACE OF DISGUST, FRANKIE FLUSHES THE TOILET AND RETURNS TO THE MAIN ROOM OF HIS APARTMENT.

HE SLOWLY CRAWLS ON TO THE BED, EMITS A GRUNT OF PAIN AND EXHAUSTION, THEN FALLS QUICKLY ASLEEP. THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: A MANHATTAN BOUND “F” TRAIN

( AROUND 9 P.M. THE SAME DAY. FRANKIE STANDS IN THE DOORWAY OF THE TRAIN CAR, FACING THE WINDOW, ADMIRING THE VIEW OF LOWER MANHATTAN AS THE SUBWAY CROSSES THE MANHATTAN BRIDGE. FROM HIS VANTAGE POINT, HE CAN SEE THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE, THE STATUE OF LIBERTY, THE TWIN TOWERS OF THE WORLD TRADE CENTER. THE OFFICE BUILDINGS OF DOWNTOWN MANHATTAN ARE LIT, PRESENTING A POSTCARD IMAGE ON A CLEAR SUMMER NIGHT.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



This is the tough part: when you’re banged-up and



broke. That fight paid the rent, and I had a few dollars



left over, not much. Now I just had to wait to heal up, 

so I could get back in the gym, and get another fight.

It takes longer now, to heal. Seems like I’m always

bleeding, and I can’t shake the little injuries. But you

got to go back, got to make a living. This was my life,

since I was 16 years-old.

( EXTERIOR: BROADWAY/LAFAYETTE SUBWAY STOP, SoHo

( FRANKIE WALKS UP THE STAIRS FROM THE SUBWAY AND BEGINS WALKING DOWNTOWN ON LAFAYETTE STREET. HE PASSES A GROUP OF HOMELESS MEN WHO ARE HUDDLED NEAR ONE OF THE BUILDINGS. ONE OF THE MEN, A LARGE, FORMIDABLE LOOKING GUY STEPS TOWARDS HIM.

STREET GUY



Hey, brother, you got any spare change? I’m putting



myself through law school.

( FRANKIE IS SLIGHTLY AMUSED BY THIS. HE STOPS AND SLOWLY BEGINS TO DIG INTO HIS PANTS POCKET WITH HIS INJURED HAND.

FRANKIE



Law school, huh? Let me see what I got.

STREET GUY



(EYES FRANKIE WARILY) Hey, don’t I know you?

FRANKIE



(FIRMLY) No. You don’t.

STREET GUY



(MORE EXCITED) Yeah, I do. I know you!

FRANKIE



No, you don’t know me. I’m nobody. Now, relax.

STREET GUY



You’re the little prick that kicked the shit out of me



last week!

FRANKIE



(BEGINNING TO BACK PEDAL) No, that was some



other little prick.

STREET GUY



(YELLING OVER HIS SHOULDER) Hey, guys! This



is that little prick who fucked me up last week! This



is him!

( FOUR OTHER HOMELESS MEN STEP AWAY FROM THE BUILDING AND BEGIN TO MOVE TOWARD FRANKIE. HE BACK PEDALS FASTER, TRYING TO CONVINCE THE MAN THAT HE’S MADE A MISTAKE. AS THE HOMELESS MEN CHARGE FRANKIE HE ACCELERATES, SOMEWHAT PAINFULLY, DOWNTOWN, TURNING RIGHT ONTO PRINCE STREET. 

( ABOUT HALFWAY DOWN PRINCE STREET, FRANKIE STOPS, TRYING TO REGAIN HIS COMPOSURE. AFTER A FEW SECONDS, HE GLANCES TOWARD THE CORNER. ALL FIVE MEN BARREL AROUND THE CORNER IN HOT PURSUIT.

FRANKIE



Aw, do you believe this shit?!

( FRANKIE AGAIN ACCELERATES, WITH MORE DIFFICULTY THIS TIME, CROSSING BROADWAY IN HEAVY TRAFFIC, NEARLY GETTING HIT BY A CAB. HE GETS TO THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE STREET AND TURNS AROUND. THE MEN HAVE STOPPED ON THE OTHER SIDE OF BROADWAY, BUT THEY GESTURE OBSCENELY AT HIM, THREATENING TO GET HIM. FRANKIE TRIES AGAIN TO CONVINCE THEM OF THEIR MISTAKE, SHOUTING OVER THE TRAFFIC. EVENTUALLY, HE GIVES UP AND TURNS AWAY. TWO SOHO COUPLES HAVE STOPPED TO WATCH SOME OF HE THEATRICS, AND THEY STARE AT FRANKIE AS HE PASSES THEM. HE MEETS THEIR GAZE WITH A MIXTURE OF EMBARRASSMENT AND ANGER.

FRANKIE



What the fuck are you looking at?

( WITHOUT WAITING FOR A RESPONSE, FRANKIE CONTINUES WALKING WEST ON PRINCE STREET.

( INTERIOR: AN UPSCALE SoHo BISTRO

( FRANKIE ENTERS THE RESTAURANT/BAR. THE PLACE IS PACKED, THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING The Pretenders’ “Back On The Chain Gang”. FEELING OUT OF PLACE AMONG THE CLIENTELE, FRANKIE PUSHES HIS WAY THROUGH THE CROWD WITH AN ANNOYED LOOK ON HIS FACE. AS HE NEARS THE END OF THE BAR HIS OLDER BROTHER, VINCENT, SEES HIM AND APPROACHES. THEY EMBRACE.

VINCENT

Frank! What are you doing here on a Saturday night?

(EXAMINES FRANKIE’S FACE) Did you have a fight?

FRANKIE



(UNENTHUSIASTIC) Yeah.

VINCENT



(LOOKING AROUND THE ROOM) Did you lose?

FRANKIE



Yeah.

( A YOUNG WAITRESS (ALLISON) APPROACHES VINCENT.

VINCENT



(PREOCCUPIED) Oh, I’m sorry.

FRANKIE



(SARCASTICALLY) Don’t go all weepy on me.

ALLISON



Vincent, I need you to okay this. For the round of 



drinks you bought for table five.

VINCENT



Oh, them. Everything all right?

ALLISON



Uh, huh. Who’s this?

VINCENT



Oh, Allison, meet my brother Frank.

ALLISON



(SQUEEZING FRANKIE’S INJURED HAND) Are



you the boxer?

FRANKIE



(WINCING) Uh, yeah, I am.

ALLISON



I love that kind of stuff!

FRANKIE



Really?

ALLISON



Absolutely. I mean, it’s brutal and barbaric and probably



should be outlawed, but…that’s what I love about it!

FRANKIE



Uh, yeah, it really brings out the animal in me.

ALLISON



(RUNNING HER EYES OVER HIM) I’ll bet it does.

VINCENT



(NOT LIKING THIS DEVELOPMENT) Allison, table



seven…

ALLISON



Yeah, okay. (TO FRANKIE) Are you going to be here



for a while?

( FRANKIE STARTS TO ANSWER “YES”, BUT VINCENT CUTS HIM OFF.

VINCENT



No, we’re going out for a few drinks in just a couple



of minutes.

ALLISON



Oh, too bad. Well, it was nice meeting you. Come



back around when you have some time. You can



show me a few moves.

FRANKIE



Absolutely. (AS SHE WALKS AWAY, HE CALLS



AFTER HER) You got a real nice touch, there!



(TO VINCENT) She’s great. What’s her deal?

VINCENT



(DISMISSIVE) You’re not her type.

FRANKIE



Not her type? How many SoHo girls do you think I

meet who like boxing?

VINCENT



She was just playing with you. Anyway, she’s kind of



a freak.

FRANKIE



So what am I? Goldilocks? Why don’t you try and 



set me up with her?

VINCENT



No, really, it’s just not a good match. You’re really



not her type.

FRANKIE



(ANNOYED) You keep saying that. What do you



mean, I‘m not her type?

VINCENT



If you were right for her, I’d set you up. You know that.

FRANKIE



(CALMER) You make me laugh, Vincent. You’ve 

had a piece of this place for ten years, and you’ve



never hooked me up with anybody.

VINCENT



That’s because I’ve never met anyone that’s…

FRANKIE



My type?

VINCENT



Give me a break, will you Frank? Come on, let’s go



get a drink somewhere.

FRANKIE



Okay, big brother, let’s go get a drink. (PLAYFULLY)

Can Allison come with us?

VINCENT



No, smart ass, Allison cannot come with us.

FRANKIE



I didn’t think so.

VINCENT



(CALLING OUT TO THE BARTENDER) Jimmy, I’m



taking off. I’ll call in later. (TO FRANKIE) Come on,



pug, let’s go.

( THEY EXIT THE RESTAURANT, ARMS AROUND EACH OTHER. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: ANOTHER SoHo RESTAURANT/BAR, LESS UPSCALE

( THE BROTHERS ARE SEATED AT A SMALL TABLE, FRANKIE WITH A BEER, VINCENT WITH A MIXED DRINK. THE PLACE IS HALF-EMPTY. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Dire Straits “Tunnel Of Love”.

FRANKIE



I thought you hated this place.

VINCENT



No, I like this place.

FRANKIE



You always say how much you hate it.

VINCENT



No, it’s okay.

( THE WAITER (DOUGLAS) ARRIVES AT THE TABLE.  HE IS AN ATTRACTIVE MAN IN HIS LATE TWENTIES. HE REGARDS THE TWO BROTHERS STIFFLY.

DOUGLAS



May I get you another drink?

VINCENT



Yes, thank you. Frank, another?

FRANKIE



Yeah, sure. And let me see a menu, will you?

DOUGLAS



Of course.

FRANKIE



(AS DOUGLAS WALKS AWAY FROM THE TABLE)



That guy must be having a bad night. He’s usually



pretty cool.

VINCENT



He’s angry with me.

FRANKIE



With you? What’d you do?

VINCENT



He thinks you’re my date.

FRANKIE



(PUZZLED FOR A MOMENT, THEN) Oh I get it.



That’s why you wanted to come here. You guys



are checking each other out.

VINCENT



And who says boxers are stupid?

FRANKIE



(SHAKING HIS HEAD) I can’t believe you, Vincent.

VINCENT



(INNOCENTLY) What?

FRANKIE



(MORE PLAYFUL THAN ANGRY) Don’t give me



“what?”. Using your own brother to make a guy



jealous. Shame on you.

VINCENT



Well, I would never bring a real date in here. And



I’d certainly never come in alone.

FRANKIE



Not your style?

VINCENT



Too tacky.

FRANKIE



You kill me, Vincent. Why don’t you just play it straight



with him?

VINCENT



Bad choice of words.

FRANKIE



You know what I mean. If you’re both interested, what’s



the point of playing?

VINCENT



That’s the fun part.

FRANKIE



I thought the relationship was the fun part.

VINCENT



You’re such a romantic, little brother. I love that about



you, I really do.

FRANKIE



You know what your problem is, Vincent? You’re too



pretty. If you were an ugly little dago like me, you



wouldn’t think the game was so much fun.

( DOUGLAS RETURNS WITH THE DRINKS AND A MENU.

VINCENT



Oh, Douglas, have you met my brother?

DOUGLAS



(NOTICEABLY RELIEVED) No, you haven’t introduced



us, Vincent. (TO FRANKIE) Very nice to meet you. I



would have never guessed you were related. You don’t



look anything alike.

FRANKIE



Tell me about it.

DOUGLAS



What happened to your face? Were you in an accident?

FRANKIE



Kind of.

VINCENT



Douglas, can you join us for a drink?

DOUGLAS



I can in about twenty minutes. Will you be around?

FRANKIE



Sure, why not? We don’t have any plans. Do we



have any plans, Vincent?

VINCENT



None at all.

DOUGLAS



Marvelous! Give me about twenty minutes. (LOOKS



AT FRANKIE) Vincent’s brother. That’s marvelous!

VINCENT



(AS DOUGLAS IS WALKING AWAY) Marvelous



appears to be the buzzword.

FRANKIE



I think you made his night.

( INTERIOR: THE SAME RESTAURANT/BAR

( A FEW HOURS LATER. DOUGLAS HAS JOINED FRANKIE & VINCENT. BY NOW THEY’VE ALL HAD A LOT TO DRINK. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING The Cure “Just Like Heaven”.

FRANKIE



…so I’m running down Lafayette with these huge



guys chasing me like I’m a criminal…

DOUGLAS



Wait, I’m lost. You beat this guy up?

FRANKIE



No, no, it wasn’t me! They just thought it was me!

VINCENT



Who thought it was you?

FRANKIE



The guy that stopped…aw, forget about it.

( THE THREE ARE LAUGHING OVER THE CONFUSION WHEN AMY, THEIR NEW WAITRESS, APPROACHES THE TABLE. SHE IS A BEAUTIFUL ASIAN-AMERICAN WOMAN, AROUND 25 YEARS-OLD. 

AMY



Sounds like you gentleman are having a good time.

VINCENT



Frank was just telling us a story that didn’t make 

any sense.

FRANKIE



My specialty.

AMY



Come on, you guys, leave him alone. He’s hurt. (TO



FRANKIE) Were you in an accident?

FRANKIE



Something like that.

DOUGLAS



Amy, this is Vincent, whom I’ve told you about, and



his brother Frankie…

AMY



(PLAYFULLY) Oh, you’re Vincent.

VINCENT



What did you tell her about me?

DOUGLAS



…Amy is very talented dancer.

VINCENT



Ballet?

AMY



Modern, mostly. When I can get work.

FRANKIE



I saw something called The Catherine Wheel last



week.

AMY



Twyla Tharp!

FRANKIE



Yeah, Twyla Tharp. One of the guys at the gym works



on a crew at some Broadway theater…

AMY



I love Twyla Tharp.

FRANKIE



Me too!

AMY



Can I get you another beer? Or an ice pack?

FRANKIE



That’s funny; yeah, we’ll take another round.

( AS AMY LEAVES TO GET THEIR DRINKS, VINCENT & DOUGLAS LOOK AT FRANKIE QUIZZICALLY.

FRANKIE



Wow, she’s incredible! (NOTICING THEIR STARES)



What, what did I do? Twyla Tharp? Give me a break,



will you fellas? I didn’t just fall off the truck. Douglas,



what’s her story?

DOUGLAS



Amy is a sweetheart. She’s my favorite person. I love



her.

FRANKIE



She goes with somebody?

DOUGLAS



Not really. We’re always joking that we’re both look-



ing for the right man.

FRANKIE



You know, I’ve been coming here for almost three

years and I’ve seen her but I’ve never worked-up



the nerve to talk to her.

DOUGLAS



Are you interested in her? Would you like to go out



with her?

FRANKIE



I don’t think she would want to…

DOUGLAS



(YELLING ACROSS THE ROOM) Amy! Come over



here for a second?

( AMY ARRIVES AT THE TABLE.

DOUGLAS



Frankie here has had a mad crush on you for almost

three years but he’s never had the courage to talk



to you. Isn’t that sweet?

FRANKIE



(HIDING HIS FACE IN HIS HANDS) Thanks, Doug.

DOUGLAS



Well, I’ve been sitting here with him all night and he’s



a very nice guy and I think he’d make a fun date. 



What do you say?

AMY



Well, since I value Douglas’ recommendations so



highly…what do you think, Frankie? Should we go



out on a “date”?

FRANKIE



(STUNNED) I would love to go out on a date with you.

AMY



How about Friday night?

FRANKIE



I would love to go out Friday night.

AMY



(WRITING ON A NAPKIN) Can you pick me up at



eight o’clock?

FRANKIE



I would love to pick you up at eight o’clock.

VINCENT



Love is in the air, apparently.

AMY



Great. Now let me get that round for you.

( AMY WALKS BACK TOWARD THE BAR.

FRANKIE



Douglas, I owe you big time.

DOUGLAS



Yes, you do. Now here’s how you can repay me: I



want to know everything about big brother here…

VINCENT

No, no, no, no, no…

FRANKIE



(TO DOUGLAS) Don’t listen to him. I’ll tell you any-



thing you want to know. I’ll bring baby pictures!

DOUGLAS



Deal!

( THE SCENE SLOWLY FADES TO BLACK WITH THE THREE MEN IN A MOCK ARGUMENT ABOUT THE ARRANGEMENT.

( INTERIOR: BROOKLYN-BOUND “F” TRAIN

( AROUND 3 A.M. – FRANKIE IS GOING HOME AFTER HIS NIGHT OUT WITH VINCENT. HE IS ALONE IN THE TRAIN CAR, STANDING UP AND LOOKING AT HIS REFLECTION IN ONE OF THE METAL ADVERTISEMENT HOLDERS. THE IMAGE IS FRAGMENTED AND UNCLEAR.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I left Vincent and Douglas at the corner. They were



catching a cab uptown together. It’s funny: me and 

my brother come from the same family, we grew-up

in the same neighborhood, but we’re in different

worlds now. He got all the brains and good looks

and I got the fast hands and the chin.

( AS FRANKIE CONTINUES TO STARE AT HIS DISJOINTED REFLECTION, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM

( THE SOUNDS AND IMAGES FADE UP SLOWLY. BUSTER IS IN THE FOREGROUND, WORKING WITH A FIGHTER ON THE “SPEED BAG”. IN THE BACKGROUND, FRANKIE ENTERS THE GYM, SPOTS BUSTER, AND MOVES TOWARD HIM, ACKNOWLEDGING A FEW OTHER FIGHTERS AS HE MOVES THROUGH THE ROOM.

FRANKIE



Yo, coach! Where can I get me an 8-round fight?

BUSTER



Slick! (TO THE OTHER FIGHTER) All right, man, 



that’s enough. Go hit the heavy bag for a while.



And try to look interested!

( THE OTHER FIGHTER WALKS AWAY WITH A GRUNT.

BUSTER



I heard that! (TO FRANKIE) What are you doing here,



man? You should be taking a couple of days off.

FRANKIE



I need a couple of days off, I ain’t gonna lie to you.

BUSTER



Feeling the effects of the Jersey City Flash?

FRANKIE



Feeling the effects of all the beer I drank last night.

BUSTER



Hangover city?

FRANKIE



Yeah, brutal.

BUSTER



Hope you didn’t spend all your hard-earned cash.

FRANKIE



No, I still got a couple of hundred thousand left from



pay-per-view. So I got that going for me…

BUSTER



…which is nice. How’s the eye?

FRANKIE



It’s all right. Buster, let me ask you something: Any-



body looking for a sparring partner?

BUSTER



Sparring partner? What do you think you are, twenty

years-old? You’re going to train for your own fight



and hire yourself out? What are you smoking?

FRANKIE



Listen, I really need the extra cash. Pop’s birthday



is in three weeks. I got to get out to California.

BUSTER



“Going back to Cali, Cali, Cali…” I hear that. Okay,



listen up: Teddy Kozlowski is the only guy I know



that’s looking for sparring partners.

FRANKIE



Teddy’s a super-middleweight. He out-weighs me



by 20 pounds.

BUSTER



Closer to twenty-five. But he’s fighting a faster guy in



a few weeks so he’s looking for speed to practice on.



I think it’s twenty-five a day. That would do it for you,



man.

FRANKIE



Yeah, if I don’t get my head handed to me first.

BUSTER



Listen, if Teddy can hit you, you better hang them up.



I mean, that kid is s-l-o-w.

FRANKIE



(MULLS IT OVER) What am I going to do?  You’ll 

take care of it for me?

BUSTER



Consider it done. Just do me one favor.

FRANKIE



Name it.

BUSTER



Stay away from the guy’s right hand. It’s the only



punch he’s got, but it’s big. Real big.

FRANKIE



Now he tells me! All right, slick, I’m out of here. Going



downtown to see my broker.

BUSTER



Buy me some more of that A T & T stock, will you?

FRANKIE



How many shares?

BUSTER



Surprise me.

FRANKIE



You millionaires are all alike. (THEY EMBRACE) 



Thanks for the solid, man.

BUSTER



Any time. You know that.

( AS FRANKIE BEGINS TO WALK AWAY, BUSTER CALLS AFTER HIM.

BUSTER



Hey, are we hooking-up Friday night?

FRANKIE



(SHOUTING BACK) Can’t make it. Got a date!

BUSTER



A date!? Hold-up a second! Come on back here!

( WITH HIS BACK TO BUSTER, FRANKIE GIVES A NON-COMMITTAL WAVE OF HIS HAND AND EXITS THE GYM.

BUSTER

(TO HIMSELF) My boy’s been holding out on me.

(CALLING ACROSS THE ROOM) All right, Tyrone, 

come on back over here and give me some quality 

time! Shit, my grandmother could whip your sorry ass!

( THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK AMID THE NOISE AND IMAGES OF THE GYMNASIUM.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT

( FRANKIE IS SITTING ON HIS SOFA BED, ABSENTLY THUMBING THROUGH A MAGAZINE. HE IS STRIPPED DOWN TO HIS SHORTS, THE BRUISES TO HIS ABDOMEN STILL EVIDENT. HIS BODY IS COVERED WITH A FINE LAYER OF PERSPIRATION.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



The rest of the week really dragged. New York was



in the middle of a heat wave and it was miserable.



The cut over my eye finally closed, but my hand



was still killing me. So all I could do was hang-out



in Brooklyn and sweat. I was saving my money for



Friday night and Amy. I was nervous: I really wanted



us to have a good time.

( EXTERIOR: MANHATTAN AT NIGHT, 1st AVENUE IN THE SIXTIES

( FRANKIE IS IN THE LOBBY OF AMY’S APARTMENT BUILDING, PRESSING THE BUZZER. HE STEPS OUT OF THE SMALL LOBBY AND ONTO THE SIDEWALK, WAITING ANXIOUSLY IN FRONT OF THE BUILDING. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, THE FRONT DOOR OPENS AND AMY WALKS OUT. SHE MOVES TOWARD FRANKIE, KISSING HIM ON THE CHEEK. GENTLY WIPING HER LIPSTICK OFF FRANKIE’S FACE, SHE PUTS HER ARM THROUGH HIS. AFTER A BRIEF DISCUSSION, THEY BEGIN TO WALK CROSS TOWN.

AMY



…so we had to keep doing the same series of turns



over and over, because this girl kept screwing it up!



It was so hot in the studio and we were dying. I thought



someone was going to kill her. (GENTLY TOUCHING



FRANKIE’S EYE) How’s your eye?

FRANKIE



(SHRUGGING) I’ll live.

( A MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN IS WALKING IN THE OPPOSITE DIRECTION OF FRANKIE & AMY, TALKING TO HERSELF IN AN ANIMATED, EDGY WAY. AS SHE PASSES AMY, SHE GESTURES WILDLY (TO NO ONE IN PARTICULAR), CAUSING AMY TO AVOID HER. FRANKIE QUICKLY MOVES HIS FREE HAND IN BETWEEN THE TWO WOMEN, BUT THE ACTION IS QUICKLY OVER AS THE MIDDLE-AGED WOMAN MOVES ON.

AMY



(ONLY HALF KIDDING) Wow, I thought she was



going to hit me.

FRANKIE



We had you covered.

AMY



What?

FRANKIE



Listen, I’m probably not much of a date, but believe



me: when you’re with me, nobody’s going to fuck



with you…(EMBARRASSED) I mean, give you a 

hard time.

( AMY STARTS TO RESPOND, BUT STOPS HERSELF. SHE GENTLY STROKES THE NAPE OF FRANKIE’S NECK, THEN PULLS HERSELF A LITTLE CLOSER TO HIM. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK WITH THE COUPLE TALKING AND WALKING CROSS TOWN.

( EXTERIOR: LINCOLN CENTER

( FRANKIE & AMY ARE SITTING ON A BENCH, TALKING. IN THE BACKGROUND, SOMEONE’S SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING The Trash Can Sinatra’s “Only Tongue Can Tell”.

FRANKIE



…so he says to me, “I notice you like to start shit, but



you’re never around to finish it. Now you’re going to



learn what it’s like to finish it.” So he put me in the ring.



I was fifteen years-old.

AMY



Wow, what a jerk. 

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) You know what? If it hadn’t been for him I



probably would be doing some serious time today. Two



years of juvenile was bad enough, but if I hadn’t gotten 



in to the ring, who knows what would have happened to



me? Mr. Korzinski. We were a good team for a while.



(PAUSE) When I got out, I turned pro.

AMY



I can’t even imagine what it would be like to earn a



living like that.

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) Gives me something to do with my anger.



You know what they say: Italian guy, Italian temper.

AMY



(PLAYFULLY) Yeah, I’ve heard about you Italian guys



from Brooklyn.

FRANKIE



Probably all true.

AMY



You don’t seem like you’re angry, Frankie.

FRANKIE



(LAUGHS A LITTLE) It’s all been beaten out of me.

My brilliant career. (PAUSE, THEN) So Amy, where’d



you do your time?

AMY



(LAUGHS) Sarah Lawrence. Studied dance, had



the college experience, then decided to try the



big city.

FRANKIE



And?

AMY



I love New York…I just wish I could land with a good



dance company.

FRANKIE



Keep punching. You will.

AMY



Have you really been coming into the bar for three

years?

FRANKIE



(EMBARRASSED) Yeah…

AMY



And you’ve wanted to ask me out?

FRANKIE



Yeah…

AMY



So why didn’t you?

FRANKIE



I don’t know. I figured somebody who looked like you



had to have a boyfriend or something. I mean, the



beautiful girls always do, right? I just figured you



didn’t need one more asshole bothering you at



work. (AMY IS STARING AT HIM) What?

AMY



Nothing.

FRANKIE



No guts, right?

AMY



I think that’s very sweet.

FRANKIE



(SARCASTICALLY) Yeah, I’m a real sweetheart.

AMY



(NEEDLING HIM A LITTLE) Oh, I know you’re a



tough guy. But you’re also very sweet.

FRANKIE



(QUIETLY) How do you know that?

AMY



I just do.

FRANKIE



(UNCOMFORTABLE) Listen, uh, do you want to



get out of here? Go someplace else?

AMY



Yeah, let’s go to your house. Can we do that?

FRANKIE



(EMBARRASSED) I, uh, I live in Brooklyn.

AMY



(LAUGHS) I know that. We’ll take a cab. My treat, okay?

FRANKIE



(THINKS ABOUT IT FOR A SECOND) All right. (PAUSE)



Hey, can I say something to do?

AMY



Sure.

FRANKIE

(SHYLY) I know we really haven’t done anything too

exciting tonight, but I’m really having a great time with

you. (PAUSE) Thanks for coming out with me...

( AMY LOOKS DEEPLY INTO FRANKIE’S EYES, THEN GENTLY STROKES HIS FACE. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, THEY RISE AND WALK TO THE CURB, HOLDING HANDS. EVENTUALLY THEY HAIL A CAB AND ENTER. THE SCENE CROSS-FADES TO:

( INTERIOR: THE BACK SEAT OF A TAXI CAB
( FRANKIE & AMY ARE SITTING CLOSE TO EACH OTHER, HOLDING HANDS. FRANKIE LEANS HIS HEAD BACK AND CLOSES HIS EYES. AMY LOOKS AT HIM FOR A MOMENT, THEN LEANS OVER AND KISSES HIM GENTLY ON THE MOUTH. THE CAB CROSSES THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE AND THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( FRANKIE AND AMY ENTER.

FRANKIE



(NERVOUSLY) Well, this is it. Be it ever so humble.



Uh, can I get you something to drink? You thirsty?

AMY



Yeah.

FRANKIE



Good, all right. Make yourself at home. I’ll see what



I’ve got.

( FRANKIE EXITS AND AMY BEGINS TO WALK AROUND THE SMALL ROOM. MUSIC FROM THE STREET WAFTS THROUGH THE OPEN WINDOWS ON THIS SUMMER NIGHT. SHE STOPS OCCASIONALLY TO EXAMINE A PHOTOGRAPH OR SOME OTHER OBJECT OF INTEREST. FRANKIE CALLS TO HER FROM THE KITCHEN.

FRANKIE



Well, I’ve got water, water, and I think there’s some



water in here!

AMY



Got any water?

FRANKIE



Coming up!

( AS AMY PICKS-UP A SMALL, FRAMED PHOTOGRAPH FROM THE TABLE FRANKIE RETURNS WITH THE DRINKS.

AMY



Is this your family?

FRANKIE



Yeah, that’s the whole crazy crew. That’s my pop, my 



mother, God rest. There’s Vincent, who you met the



other night, and my brother Joey. He’s in the wine



business. That’s my sister Angie, the original Italian



Princess, and Nicky, the baby. He’s the college boy.



That ugly there is yours truly. They’re great people. 

All out in California now, except Vincent. (PAUSE) 

How about you? Where’s your family?

AMY



(UNCOMFORTABLE) I’ve got a sister in L.A. --- we



talk every now and then.

FRANKIE



How about your mom and pop?

AMY



I don’t know too much about them…

FRANKIE



Really? Did they get divorced or…

( AMY PUTS HER FINGER TO FRANKIE’S LIPS.

AMY



(QUIETLY) I don’t want to talk about them, okay?

FRANKIE



Sure. I’m sorry.

AMY



(AFTER A FEW AWKWARD SECONDS) So when



are you going to kiss me, Italian boy?

( THEY KISS TENTATIVELY AT FIRST. FRANKIE BEGINS TO PULL AWAY, BUT AMY GENTLY PULLS HIM BACK TOWARD HER AND THEY KISS PASSIONATELY. THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( THE NEXT MORNING. FRANKIE AND AMY ARE IN BED. SHE IS STILL ASLEEP, LYING CLOSE TO FRANKIE. FRANKIE IS AWAKE, HIS ARM AROUND HER. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS HE LEANS IN AND GENTLY KISSES AMY ON THE FOREHEAD, THEN THE CORNER OF HER EYE, AND, EVENTUALLY, HER MOUTH. SHE STIRS SLIGHTLY AND AWAKENS.

FRANKIE



Hi.

AMY



Hi. What time is it?

FRANKIE



I have no idea. Did you sleep all right?

AMY



(LEANS UP TO KISS HIM) I slept great.

FRANKIE



Man, you are a beautiful girl, Amy.

AMY



So are you. (LAUGHS) You know what I mean:



you’re beautiful.

FRANKIE



No I’m not.

AMY



Don’t the girls tell you that?

FRANKIE



No, the girls don’t tell me that.

AMY



Well, I’m telling you. (KISSES HIM) How did you know



I would like all of those things we did last night?

FRANKIE



I didn’t, but I’m glad you did.

AMY



Come here, sweet boy.

( SHE PULLS HIM TOWARD HER AND THEY BEGIN TO KISS PASSIONATELY. AS THE SCENE SLOWLY FADES TO BLACK, FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER ACTS AS A BRIDGE TO A SERIES OF “PHOTOGRAPHIC” IMAGES, WHICH TAKE PLACE DURING THE VARIOUS SEASONS IN ORDER TO SHOW THE PASSAGE OF TIME. THEY ARE ACCOMPANIED BY Pat Metheny’s “Always and Forever”.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



What can I say about her? I never met anyone like



Amy before. She was beautiful and gentle, and we



fell in love. All of a sudden, my life was completely



different. When I was with Amy, I didn’t think about



anything else. Nothing else mattered.

( THE FOLLOWING IMAGES ACCOMPANY FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER: FRANKIE SITTING ON THE SOFA WITH AMY’S HEAD IN HIS LAP, STROKING HER HAIR; AMY TEACHING FRANKIE A DANCE STEP; THE COUPLE STANDING UNDERNEATH THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE, ADMIRING MANHATTAN FROM ACROSS THE RIVER; AMY REPLACING FRANKIE’S EARRING WITH HER OWN; FRANKIE TEACHING AMY A BOXING MOVE, AND SHE HITS HIM ACCIDENTALLY; AND, FINALLY, FRANKIE AND AMY TENDERLY MAKING LOVE AS THE SCENE (AND MUSIC) FADES TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: A MANHATTAN STREET

( IT’S LATE AT NIGHT. FRANKIE AND AMY ARE WALKING THE STREETS, HOLDING HANDS. AS THEY PASS A SMALL NEIGHBORHOOD BAR A MAN STUMBLES OUT OF THE PLACE, BLOCKING THEIR PATH. THE MAN IS LARGE, DRUNK, AND MENACING. FRANKIE INSTINCTIVELY STEPS BETWEEN AMY AND THE MAN.

THE MAN



(SPEECH SLIGHTLY SLURRED) Everything is cool.

FRANKIE



Everything is cool.

THE MAN



Everything is cool.

FRANKIE



Okay, everything’s cool.

THE MAN



(BREAKING INTO A WIDE GRIN) And don’t you ever


stop being Marlon Brando!

( WITH THE TENSION BROKEN, THE THREE BREAK INTO LAUGHTER AND EVENTUALLY HEAD IN OPPOSITE DIRECTIONS. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: THE LOCKER ROOM, GLEASON’S GYM
( FRANKIE IS SEATED, WRAPPING IS HANDS, WHEN ANOTHER FIGHTER (DEXTER, AN AFRICAN-AMERICAN HEAVYWEIGHT) WALKS BY.

DEXTER



Hey, Frankie, you sparring with Teddy K today?

FRANKIE



Yeah, why?

DEXTER



Well, you better watch your ass, son. That boy is



pissed-off.

FRANKIE



Why? Did someone finally tell him he’s a hard-on?

DEXTER



(SARCASTICALLY) That’s very funny. You ought to



be a comedian. But listen up: Jimmy Whitaker’s been



schooling him all day and he’s ready to take some-



body’s head off.

FRANKIE



Oh great. This is worth twenty-five dollars?

DEXTER



Not if you’re dead, small fry.

FRANKIE



Thanks a lot, Dexter. (SARCASTICALLY) Good luck



with Tyson next week.

DEXTER



(PLAYFULLY) Ha! Fuck you, too!

( DEXTER EXITS THE ROOM. FRANKIE HANGS HIS HEAD AS IF HE’S VERY TIRED AND UTTERS TO HIMSELF.

FRANKIE



Getting too old for this shit.

( AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, FRANKIE RISES AND EXITS THE ROOM. THE CAMERA FOLLOWS HIM INTO THE GYMNASIUM. ON HIS WAY TO THE SPARRING RING, FRANKIE PASSES BUSTER, WHO IS TRAINING ANOTHER FIGHTER.

BUSTER



(SHOUTING TO FRANKIE) Heads up for that 



right hand, now!

FRANKIE



(ROLLING HIS EYES) Okay, coach!

( FRANKIE CLIMBS INTO THE RING. CORNER MEN BEGIN FITTING HIM WITH GLOVES AND HEADGEAR. HE LOOKS ACROSS THE RING AT TEDDY KOZLOWSKI, A MUSCULAR 160-POUND FIGHTER. TEDDY IS NOTICEABLY AGITATED, AND HE STARES ACROSS THE RING AT FRANKIE AND SLAMS HIS GLOVES TOGETHER FIERCELY.

FRANKIE



(UNENTHUSIASTICALLY) This is great.

( JIMMY, AN OLDER TRAINER, IS LACING-UP FRANKIE’S GLOVES AND GIVING HIM DIRECTIONS.

JIMMY



Okay, Frankie, we want you to get in and get out.



Go to the body, pop, pop, and get out. No more



than two shots at a time until he gets your timing



down. Give him a lot of movement, make him



work, make him move, all right?

FRANKIE



You got it.

JIMMY



Good boy. And Frankie?

FRANKIE



Yeah?

JIMMY



Stay away from that right. It’s dynamite.

FRANKIE



(TO HIMSELF) Jesus, I’m surrounded!

JIMMY



Okay, time!

( THE TWO FIGHTERS HEAD TO THE CENTER OF THE RING. AS THEY GET THERE, TEDDY THROWS A WILD LEFT HOOK TO FRANKIE’S HEAD, WHICH THE SMALLER FIGHTER DUCKS UNDER. THE MISSED PUNCH ELICITS A COLLECTIVE RESPONSE FROM THE FIGHTERS GATHERED AROUND THE RING TO WATCH. FRANKIE CONNECTS WITH TWO HARD LEFT HOOKS TO TEDDY’S MID-SECTION, THEN MOVES OUT OF RANGE.

FRANKIE IS CLEARLY FASTER IN BOTH HAND AND FOOT SPEED. TEDDY BECOMES INCREASING FRUSTRATED AND MISSES BADLY ON A NUMBER OF HIS PUNCHES. FRANKIE COUNTERS EACH MISS WITH SOLID COMBINATIONS. HE THROWS TEDDY’S TIMING OFF BY MOVING RIGHT, REVERSING DIRECTION, THEN JABBING THE BIGGER FIGHTER REPEATEDLY IN THE FACE. 

TOWARD THE END OF THE FIRST ROUND, FRANKIE MOVES TO HIS RIGHT, THEN REVERSES FIELD. HE WALKS STRAIGHT INTO A POWERFUL, STRAIGHT RIGHT HAND FROM TEDDY. THE IMPACT KNOCKS FRANKIE ACROSS THE RING AND INTO THE ROPES. BUSTER, WHO IS LOOKING ON, WINCES AT THE IMPACT OF THE PUNCH. AS TEDDY MOVES IN ON A STUNNED FRANKIE, THE BELL RINGS. FRANKIE WOBBLES BACK TO HIS CORNER AS BUSTER COMES TO HIS AID.

JIMMY



Get the fuck out of here, Buster!

BUSTER



Fuck you, Jimmy, this is my fighter! (TO FRANKIE)



What is the one fucking thing I told you to look out



for?

JIMMY



You okay, Frank? (FRANKIE NODS) Okay, time!

( FRANKIE SHOOTS BUSTER AN ANNOYED LOOK BEFORE RISING OFF THE STOOL FOR THE SECOND ROUND. WHEN HE GETS TO THE CENTER OF THE RING, HE STICKS HIS CHIN OUT. TEDDY SWINGS WILDLY AND MISSES. FRANKIE QUICKLY COUNTERS WITH AN OVERHAND RIGHT TO TEDDY’S HEAD, WHICH CONNECTS SOLIDLY AND STUNS THE BIGGER FIGHTER. FRANKIE LETS GO WITH A FLURRY OF PUNCHES TO TEDDY’S HEAD AND BODY, NEARLY DROPPING HIM. THE RINGSIDE ONLOOKERS GO WILD.

JIMMY



That’s enough! That’s enough!

( FRANKIE WALKS BACK TO THE CORNER.

JIMMY



What the fuck is that bullshit?! Who the fuck do you



think you are? You’re supposed to be a professional,



goddamnit! We’re not paying you to play to your



fucking friends!

FRANKIE



(SINCERELY) I’m sorry, Jimmy. I fucked up. Really,



I’m sorry.

JIMMY



(CALMER, BUT STILL ANGRY) Get the fuck out



of my ring. You come back here tomorrow with



your head screwed-on straight, you hear me?

FRANKIE



Yes, sir.

( AS FRANKIE BEGINS TO EXIT THE RING, HE STOPS AND CALLS ACROSS TO TEDDY.

FRANKIE



Yo, Teddy! No hard feelings, huh?

TEDDY



Fuck you, greaseball! You come back tomorrow and 

I’ll kill you!

( FRANKIE EXITS THE RING, WALKING TOWARD THE LOCKER ROOM. HE PASSES BUSTER, WHO SAYS NOTHING BUT LOOKS AT FRANKIE DISAPPROVINGLY. NEXT, HE PASSES DEXTER.

DEXTER



Nice going, killer.

FRANKIE



Story of my life, Dex. 

( FRANKIE REACHES THE LOCKER ROOM AND SLUMPS DOWN ON A BENCH, MUTTERING TO HIMSELF, HEAD IN HANDS.

FRANKIE



Stupid guinea.

( THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: SUBWAY PLATFORM, BROOKLYN
( THE TRAIN PULLS INTO THE STATION. AMY EXITS AND BEGINS TO WALK UP THE STAIRS TOWARD THE EXIT. TWO BROOKLYN KIDS, MAYBE 13 YEARS-OLD, ARE STANDING AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS. AS AMY GETS CLOSER TO THEM THEY BEGIN TO HASSLE HER.

KID #1



Yo, Kim! Kim!

( AMY LOOKS AT THEM WITH A SNARL ON HER FACE. WHEN SHE MAKES EYE CONTACT, BOTH BOYS PULL BACK THE CORNERS OF THEIR EYES TO AFFECT AN EXAGGERATED ASIAN LOOK. THEY BEGIN JABBERING IN A CARTOONISH, ASIAN SOUNDING DIALECT.

AMY



(WITH DISDAIN) Give me a break. I grew-up in



Chicago.

( AS AMY EXITS THROUGH THE TURNSTILE, THE BOYS CONTINUE TO HARASS HER. THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT

( FRANKIE IS SEATED ON THE SOFA, DRINKING A BEER AND ICING HIS RIGHT HAND. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Joan Armatrading’s “I Love My Baby”. AMY ENTERS. 

AMY



Hi, baby.

FRANKIE



Hi, kid.

( FRANKIE LIFTS HIMSELF OFF THE COUCH PAINFULLY AND GOES TO MEET HER. THEY KISS FOR A FEW MOMENTS.

AMY



What’s the matter?

FRANKIE



Bad day at the office. Man, I hate the “R” train.

AMY



(LAUGHS A LITTLE) Tell me about it. Oh, baby,



your hand again?

( AMY TAKES FRANKIE’S HAND AND KISSES IT, THEN LEADS HIM TO THE SOFA. HE SITS DOWN AND SHE KNEELS IN FRONT OF HIM.

AMY



(UPBEAT) Know what happened to me today?

FRANKIE



(LIGHTENING UP) Tell me.

AMY



I got an audition…with Twyla Tharp!

FRANKIE



Amy, that’s great! Tell me about it!

AMY



Well, one of the teachers at the studio heard that



Twyla was looking for dancers with strong ballet



training, who also happen to be Asian by the way,



and he recommended me! My audition’s next



Thursday!

FRANKIE



I’m so happy for you. This is such a big step.

AMY



I know. I’m really excited. Can you tell? The only thing



is, if I get it, I’ll be touring a lot.

FRANKIE



Sounds great.

AMY



I know, but it means I’ll be away from you.

FRANKIE



I’ll be here when you get back. Where the hell am I



going?

AMY



Maybe I’ll be dancing and you’ll be fighting in the same



city one day. Wouldn’t that be great?

FRANKIE



(TIRED) Kitty, you’re sweet, but you’ve got to under-



stand: I ain’t going anywhere. My time is over.

AMY



You’re just saying that because you’re tired.

FRANKIE



I’m saying it because it’s true. Look, we’ve been

together almost two years, right? Have you seen



me get any decent fights? I’m telling you, I’m

played out.

AMY



Frankie?

FRANKIE



Yeah?

AMY



I’m still in love with you.

FRANKIE



I’m in love with you, too, baby. I’m nuts about you.

AMY



Are we going to be all right?

FRANKIE



I hope so. I just don’t know what I can give you.

AMY



Just give me you. Give me all of you, and never



leave me.

FRANKIE



Leave you? Hey, I only look stupid.

AMY



Do you promise? Because if you promise, I’ll never



let you take it back.

FRANKIE



(LOOKING DEEPLY INTO HER EYES) I promise.

( THEY BEGIN TO KISS SLOWLY, DEEPLY. THE SCENE CROSS FADES INTO A SERIES OF IMAGES OF FRANKIE AND AMY MAKING LOVE. FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER OCCURS DURING THESE IMAGES.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I would have never left Amy, but I knew that one day



she would leave me. She was on her way up. The



audition was just the start. Sooner or later she was



going to realize that I wasn’t right for her: the little



dago from Brooklyn. How much longer could it last?

( THE IMAGE OF FRANKIE AND AMY MAKING LOVE SLOWLY FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM

( FRANKIE IS IN THE RING, SPARRING WITH TEDDY KOZLOWSKI.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



Teddy was doing his best to kick the shit out of me.



I was holding my own, but after a couple of weeks



I started to run out of gas. I was getting tagged a



lot. But finally it was time to head out to California.



I wanted to take Amy to meet the Old Man, but



there was no money and Amy had her audition…

( INTERIOR: TICKET COUNTER, JFK AIRPORT
( FRANKIE IS STANDING IN LINE, WAITING TO PURCHASE HIS TICKET. EVENTUALLY HE MAKES HIS WAY TO AN AVAILABLE TICKET AGENT.

FRANKIE



How you doing? Let me get a round trip ticket to



San Francisco.

AGENT



(ALOOF) First class or coach?

FRANKIE



Coach. (KIDDINGLY) Unless you want to upgrade me.

AGENT



(DOES NOT ACKNOWLEDGE FRANKIE’S ATTEMPT

AT HUMOR. HE ENTERS  SOME DATA INTO HIS 

COMPUTER, THEN) I have availability on the 12:40,



arriving SFO at 3:32 Pacific time.


FRANKIE



Great, let’s do it.

AGENT

Cash or credit card?

FRANKIE



Cash.

AGENT



Four hundred and sixty-seven dollars.

FRANKIE



Can’t be right. I was told two-sixty round trip last week.

AGENT



Do you make a reservation?

FRANKIE



No, I didn’t know…

AGENT



Perhaps you should have. The round trip airfare is



currently four hundred and sixty-seven dollars.

FRANKIE



Look, couldn’t we work something out? I’m going…

AGENT



(MOCK PUZZLEMENT) Work something out? I don’t

 

know what you mean. That’s the current fare. Would 

you like to purchase a ticket? Otherwise, there are 

people waiting…

FRANKIE



Hey, I don’t like your attitude.

AGENT



(UNCARING) I’m sorry. Would you step aside now if



you’re not going to purchase a ticket?

FRANKIE



(PICKING UP HIS BAG) Kiss my guinea ass.

( FRANKIE WALKS AWAY FROM THE TICKET COUNTER, ANGRY AND FRUSTRATED. HE WANDERS AROUND THE TERMINAL, UNSURE OF WHAT TO DO. EVENTUALLY HE ENTERS A MEN’S BATHROOM. 

( INTERIOR: MEN’S LAVATORY, JFK AIRPORT
( FRANKIE IS STANDING AT ONE OF THE SINKS, SPLASHING SOME COLD WATER ON HIS FACE. A MAN IN A BUSINESS SUIT WALKS INTO THE BATHROOM, ENTERS A STALL AND LATCHES THE DOOR. FRANKIE NOTICES THE MAN, THEN TAKES A LONG LOOK AT HIMSELF IN THE MIRROR. AFTER DRYING HIMSELF OFF, HE WALKS OVER TO THE OCCUPIED STALL AND POSITIONS HIMSELF DIRECTLY OUTSIDE THE DOOR. HE QUICKLY GLANCES OVER HIS SHOULDER TO MAKE SURE HE AND THE MAN ARE ALONE IN THE ROOM.

( WHEN THE STALL DOOR OPENS, FRANKIE HITS THE BUSINESS MAN WITH A HARD, STRAIGHT RIGHT HAND, KNOCKING HIM BACKWARD INTO THE STALL AND GROGGY. FRANKIE QUICKLY GOES INTO THE STALL WITH THE MAN AND CLOSES THE DOOR. HE POSITIONS THE MAN ON THE TOILET SEAT AND BEGINS TO RUMMAGE THROUGH THE MAN’S POCKETS UNTIL HE FINDS A WALLET. FRANKIE OPENS THE WALLET AND REMOVES A LARGE AMOUNT OF CASH, ALTHOUGH HE DOES NOT TAKE IT ALL. HE CONSIDERS TAKING A FEW CREDIT CARDS, BUT REJECTS THE NOTION. AS HE TURNS TO LEAVE THE STALL, FRANKIE PATS THE MAN ON THE SHOULDER.

FRANKIE



(SINCERELY) Sorry.

( THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK AS FRANKIE EXITS THE BATHROOM, LEAVING THE DAZED MAN IN THE STALL.

( EXTERIOR: LOOKING UP INTO A RICH BLUE SKY

( A COMMERCIAL JET FLIES THROUGH THE SKY, TOWARD CALIFORNIA.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I felt like a real asshole. All I could think about was how



disappointed Amy would’ve been. She thought I was



such a great guy. Man, that plane ride took forever.



I kept thinking, “Gee, Frank, maybe when you get to



San Francisco you can knock over a jewelry store and



pick-up something real nice for your girlfriend.”

( EXTERIOR: THE BACKYARD OF MR. DiVICENZA’S MODEST NORTHERN CALIFORNIA HOUSE

( FRANKIE AND HIS FATHER ARE SEATED, EACH DRINKING A GLASS OF RED WINE AS THEY TALK. AN OLD GOLDEN RETRIEVER LAYS NEXT TO MR. DiVICENZA, WHO PETS HIM OCCASIONALLY.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



My old man was one of those Italian immigrants who



worked his ass off so that his kids could live better



than he did. We grew-up in a house where money



was always tight, but there was laughter and a lot



of love. My mother was gone now, so it was just 



Pop and the dog.

FATHER



…now before the guy can flip the next card over, I



slam my hand down on the top of his and say, “Let



me tell you something, asshole: if there’s a jack-of-



hearts underneath your hand you are a dead man.”

FRANKIE



So what happened?

FATHER



This guy and his two buddies jump up and run out of



the place like their asses were on fire! You would have



died laughing, Frankie!

FRANKIE



So you knew the fix was in?

FATHER



Of course, but that’s not the best part. After they’re



gone, Jerry Fazio looks at me and says, “Jesus, 



Frank, you scared the shit out of me! I really thought



you were packing!” (LAUGHS HEARTILY) Of course,



those were the good old days, when you could still



carry a piece when you traveled.

FRANKIE



That’s a great story, Pop. How many years ago was



that?

FATHER

Hell, that was about a hundred years ago, but it’s still



one of my favorite stories. (PAUSE) Now, I want you



to tell me a story.

FRANKIE



Oh, I don’t have anything that funny.

FATHER



Who’s talking funny? I’m talking about you. I want you



to tell me a story about you.

FRANKIE



Besides what I told you about Amy, there’s nothing



really to tell. You know, same old shit.

FATHER



Let me ask you a question: Are you happy with your



life?

FRANKIE



I don’t know. I mean, Amy’s the best thing that ever



happened to me, no question. But the rest of it, the



boxing, I can’t get juiced-up about it anymore. It’s



like I’m sleepwalking. At first, I thought it was because



of Amy, you know? But I don’t think that’s it.

FATHER



(TENDERLY) Frank you’re thirty years-old, going on



thirty-one. You can’t box forever, it’s physically im-



possible. You’ve defied the odds as it is, you’ve



never been seriously hurt, thank God. Now you’ve



got to start thinking about other jobs, about making



a life with this young girl that you love so much.



(PAUSE) You know, your mother and I always used



to worry more about you than the others. You were



always selling yourself short. No confidence.

FRANKIE



I was a real pain in the ass, wasn’t I?

FATHER



Come on! Your mother and I grew-up in the city



too, you know. We knew what it was like out on



the streets, how easy it was to get into trouble, 

even if you were a good kid. When you did those

two pounds at Spofford , how could we be mad

at you: you were too busy being hard on yourself.

Do you remember years ago, when your Uncle

Nick, God bless him, put you on the handlebars 

of your bike, and the two of you rode around that

little backyard in Brooklyn for hours? You were 

like a couple of hyenas, you couldn’t stop laughing. 

Do you remember that?

FRANKIE



You kidding? Like it was yesterday. (PAUSE) “Wish I



had never gotten off that bike.”

FATHER



(SAVORING THE QUOTE) Ah, Salinger. (PAUSE)

Listen to me: it all slips away so quickly. You wake up

one day and you’re old and tired and wondering where



your life went. You kids are all I got now, Frank. I want



you to be happy. Be good to yourself, pal. Make your



life something special. Do it for your old man.

FRANKIE



(CHOKING BACK THE TEARS) I love you, dad.

FATHER



I love you too, tiger.

( THEY RISE AND EMBRACE AS THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: A MOVING SUBWAY
( FRANKIE IS SEATED, HEAD DOWN AND FOREARMS ON KNEES. HIS TRAVEL BAG IS SHOVED UNDER THE SEAT. A WOMAN STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE TRAIN CAR, SOLICITING MONEY FROM PASSENGERS WITH A STORY OF PERSONAL HARDSHIP. NEARLY EVERYONE IGNORES HER.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



Man, that week went by so fast. Back in Brooklyn…



already.

( EXTERIOR: FRANKIE’S STREET IN BROOKLYN

( FRANKIE TURNS THE STREET CORNER ONTO HIS BLOCK, TRAVEL BAG IN HAND. A COUPLE OF NEIGHBORHOOD GUYS ARE SITTING ON A STOOP, TALKING. FROM THE OPPOSITE SIDE OF THE STREET, ONE THE GUYS (SAL) CALLS TO FRANKIE. 

SAL



Frankie! Frankie! Come here! Come over here!

( FRANKIE BEGINS TO CROSS THE STREET, WALKING TOWARD THEM.

SAL



Frankie, come here. Let me talk to you. Frankie, come



over here!

( THE BECKONING CONTINUES UNTIL FRANKIE IS LITERALLY STANDING DIRECTLY IN FRONT OF SAL.

FRANKIE



What’s up, Sal?

SAL



How you doing?

FRANKIE



Good. How you doing?

SAL



Can’t complain. Hey, let me ask you a question. You



know I mind my own business, but I got to ask you:



You know that little Chinese girl that stays with you…

FRANKIE



She’s Japanese…

SAL



Yeah, yeah, whatever. Anyway, that little girl, is she a



gymnast?

FRANKIE



No, she’s a dancer. Why?

SAL



See, I knew it was something like that, because the



other day I’m sitting here with Anthony Stabile and



we saw your little girl in a pair of shorts. Maron, she



had legs like this, more muscle than mine!

FRANKIE



Yeah, well that’s why…

SAL



You guys getting married?

FRANKIE



I ask her all the time, but she doesn’t want to. Makes



her nervous or something.

SAL



You’re probably better off. Marry a nice Italian girl…



better for everybody. All right, Frankie, take care,



huh? Don’t get punchy.

FRANKIE



Take care, Sal. How’s the wife, by the way?

SAL



How’s the wife? Never wrong, baby, never wrong!

( FRANKIE LAUGHS, THEN TURNS AND CROSSES THE STREET TO HIS APARTMENT BUILDING. UNLOCKING THE FRONT DOOR, HE ENTERS.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( FRANKIE ENTERS. THE LIGHTS ARE OFF AND THE SHADES ARE PULLED DOWN, BUT THE ROOM IS LIT WITH DOZENS OF CANDLES. THE FURNITURE HAS BEEN MOVED AGAINST THE WALLS AND A SMALL TABLE SITS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, SET FOR AN ELEGANT DINNER. AMY ENTERS AND STANDS AT THE OPPOSITE END OF THE ROOM FROM FRANKIE. THE IS WEARING A LITTLE BLACK DRESS WITH A SMALL STRING OF PEARLS AROUND HER NECK. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Julia Fordham’s “Porcelain”.

AMY



Do you like my dress?

FRANKIE



Yeah, I like your dress.

AMY



Do you, really?

FRANKIE



Yeah, a lot.

AMY



Then come kiss me.

( FRANKIE WALKS OVER TO AMY AND THE KISS SLOWLY, PASSIONATELY. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS AMY PULLS AWAY, BUT FRANKIE GENTLY PULLS HER BACK TO HIM AND THEY KISS A WHILE LONGER.

FRANKIE



I really missed you.

AMY



(EARNESTLY) Did you?

FRANKIE



More than I could ever tell you.

AMY



(EMBRACING HIM) I’m so glad you’re home. We’re



having celebration!

FRANKIE



What are we celebrating?

AMY



Lots of things.

FRANKIE



(PLAYFULLY) Yeah, like what?

AMY

Well, first of all, you’re home! Secondly, I moved-in.



And, last, but not least…

FRANKIE



Come on, tell me.

AMY



Well…

FRANKIE



Yeah…

AMY



(WHISPERING) I got into Twyla’s company.

FRANKIE



What?

AMY



I got into Twyla’s company!

FRANKIE



(CHOKED-UP) Amy, that’s so great.

AMY



Baby, what’s the matter?

FRANKIE



I don’t know. (EMBRACES HER) I’m just so happy for



you.

AMY



Sweet boy…

( FRANKIE AND AMY BEGIN TO KISS. THE SCENE CROSS FADES TO A SERIES OF IMAGES THAT PORTRAY THE PASSING OF TIME AND THE COUPLE’S LIFE TOGETHER: THE SEASONS CHANGE, AND NEW YORK IS SEEN AT DIFFERENT TIMES  OF THE YEAR; AMY IS NOW A MEMBER OF THE THARP COMPANY FULL TIME, REHEARSING AND PERFORMING. FRANKIE AND AMY ARE AT A FRIEND’S OUTDOOR WEDDING IN LONG ISLAND ON A BEAUTIFUL SPRING DAY. AT ONE POINT, AMY LOOKS UP FROM A CONVERSATION THAT SHE IS HAVING WITH A GROUP OF PEOPLE AND SEES FRANKIE ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE YARD, WATCHING HER ADMIRINGLY. SHE SMILES BACK AT HIM WARMLY; AMY BRINGS HER “TOUCH” TO THE BROOKLYN APARTMENT, ADDING A SENSE OF STYLE AND SOFTNESS. 

( WE SEE FRANKIE AND AMY HAVING DINNER WITH BUSTER AND HIS DATE. THERE IS THE DAILY ROUTINE, TOO: FRANKIE AWAKENING FIRST IN THE MORNING AND STIFFLY (BUT QUIETLY) GETTING OUT OF BED AS AMY SLEEPS. HE MAKES COFFEE FOR THEM BOTH, AND GENTLY AWAKENS AMY WITH A SERIES OF SOFT KISSES TO HER FACE. AMY TOO MOVES SLOWLY AND STIFFLY OUT OF THE BED, STILL HALF-ASLEEP. FRANKIE DRAPES A ROBE OVER HER BARE SHOULDERS AND LOVINGLY GUIDES HER DOWN THE HALLWAY TO THE BATHROOM. THE SCENE AND MUSIC FADE VERY SLOWLY, AND THE VOICE OF A RING ANNOUNCER AND CROWD NOISE SLOWLY FADES UP, OVERLAPPING.

( INTERIOR: A HIGH SCHOOL GYM, SOMEWHERE IN BROOKLYN
( THE GYMNASIUM HAS BEEN CONVERTED INTO A SMALL BOXING ARENA, AND IT IS CROWDED WITH LOCALS. THE OPENING SHOT OF THE SCENE BEGINS DEEP WITHIN THE CROWD AND SLOWLY WORKS ITS WAY INTO THE CENTER OF THE RING AND TO THE ANNOUNCER. FRANKIE AND BUSTER STAND IN ONE CORNER, OPPOSITE FRANKIE’S OPPONENT.

ANNOUNCER



Ladies and gentlemen, I just want to remind you that



we still have tonight’s featured heavyweight bout



coming-up a little later.

( THERE IS AN AUDIENCE REACTION OF APPLAUSE AND BOOING.

ANNOUNCER



But right now, let’s get it on with a pair of talented



welterweights! (MORE APPLAUSE AND BOOING)



In this corner, wearing the white trunks with red



trim, weighing-in at a crisp 139 pounds, he’s currently



ranked 13th by the North American Boxing Association,



with a perfect record of 16 wins and no losses, with



15 kayos, from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, let’s

hear it for Timmy “TNT” Randall! Randall!

( THE AUDIENCE RESPONSE IS OVERWHELMINGLY NEGATIVE.

ANNOUNCER



And in this corner, wearing the black trunks with white



trim, a fighter born, raised, and still living in Brooklyn…

( APPLAUSE ERUPTS FROM THE PARTISAN BROOKLYN CROWD.

BUSTER



They love you in Brooklyn, homeboy.

ANNOUNCER



…a veteran fighter with a record of 46 wins, 32 losses,



and 4 draws…

FRANKIE



(SARCASTICALLY) I love that “veteran fighter” stuff.

ANNOUNCER



…weighing-in at 140 pounds, let’s hear it for Frankie



DiVicenza! DiVicenza!

( AS THE CROWD RESPONDS ENTHUSIASTICALLY, FRANKIE BEGINS TO WAVE HIS ARMS IN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT.

BUSTER



All right, man, let’s focus up!

FRANKIE



(PLAYFULLY) These are my people, Buster. I’m



going to leave my millions to them!

BUSTER



I mean it, let’s go!

FRANKIE



(A LITTLE ANNOYED) I’m good, I’m good.

BUSTER



(AGITATED) Listen, man, this is a big fight. You lose



twice-in-a-row at your age and you’re history. You



know that! Now, we trained hard for two months for



this one. Let’s dial-in and get busy.

FRANKIE



(MORE FOCUSED) You’re right. I’m ready.

( THE BELL RINGS TO BEGIN THE FIGHT. FRANKIE SMACKS HIS GLOVES TOGETHER AND WALKS QUICKLY TO THE CENTER OF THE RING. BEFORE HE CAN SET HIMSELF, FRANKIE’S OPPONENT HITS HIM WITH A SOLID RIGHT TO THE FACE. FRANKIE GOES DOWN HARD. AS HE HITS THE CANVAS THE SCREEN GOES BLACK. WE HEAR THE REFEREE COUNTING FRANKIE OUT AND THE BOOS COMING FROM THE AUDIENCE. WHEN THE REFEREE’S COUNT GETS TO “TEN”, EVERYTHING GOES SILENT.

( INTERIOR: THE HIGH SCHOOL LOCKER ROOM

( FRANKIE IS SEATED ON AN EXAMINATION TABLE. BUSTER IS LEANING AGAINST A WALL, ARMS CROSSED AND HEAD DOWN. FRANKIE’S NOSE HAS BEEN BROKEN. FROM FRANKIE’S POINT-OF-VIEW, A DOCTOR IS SHINING A SMALL FLASHLIGHT IN HIS EYES.

DOCTOR



How do you feel?

FRANKIE



(DEJECTED) Great. Like a hundred bucks.

DOCTOR



It’s not a bad break, just along the upper portion of



the bridge. How many times has it been broken?

FRANKIE



(BARELY AUDIBLE) This is the fourth time.

DOCTOR



(MAKING NOTES) When was the last time it was



broken?

FRANKIE



Turn of the century.

DOCTOR



Excuse me?

FRANKIE

About three years ago.

DOCTOR



And when was the last time you were knocked out?

FRANKIE

Almost eight years.

DOCTOR



That’s pretty impressive.

FRANKIE

Yeah, I’m Fighter of the Year.

DOCTOR



And you lost your last fight in Jersey City?

FRANKIE



(SENSING SOMETHING) It was a split decision.



He was a local guy, you know how it is.

DOCTOR



You injured your hand and wrist, and took stitches to



the left eye…again.

FRANKIE



It was nothing, Doc, really. Tell him, Buster.

BUSTER



(CLEARS HIS THROAT, SPEAKS QUIETLY) He was



fine in a couple of days.

FRANKIE



Yeah, I was sparring after a week.

DOCTOR



Sparring?

FRANKIE



Yeah, you know: I was picking-up a little extra cash.

DOCTOR



That’s a lot of rounds in the last few months…

( THERE IS A KNOCK AT THE DOOR, THEN TIMMY “TNT” RANDALL ENTERS AND WALKS TOWARD FRANKIE.

TIMMY



I just wanted to make sure everything’s okay.

FRANKIE



(SHAKING HIS HAND) That was a hell of a punch,



Timmy. Next time, let me get my robe off, all right?

TIMMY



Hey, you get lucky every now and then, but I’ll take



it. (PAUSE) Well, I’ve got to go. Take care, Brooklyn.

FRANKIE



You, too, Timmy. Thanks for coming by.

( AS TIMMY EXITS THE ROOM HE AND BUSTER EXCHANGE A FEW FRIENDLY WORDS AND A HANDSHAKE. ONCE THE DOOR CLOSES FRANKIE TURNS HIS ATTENTION BACK TO THE DOCTOR.

FRANKIE



Can we get out of here, Doc?

DOCTOR



(EXAMINING HIS FILE) Frankie, counting both your



amateur and professional career you’ve had over 

100 fights in about 13 years. And that’s not including

time spent in the gym, sparring…

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) I’m a fighter. 

DOCTOR



I understand that, but you’ve got to understand my



position. You’ve taken a lot of punishment recently.



Fighters that fight too much get hurt. Sometimes



they get killed. I’m afraid that I’m going to have to



recommend that you are not certified to fight for



the next 6 months.

FRANKIE



You’re suspending me?

DOCTOR



You need some time off, young man.

FRANKIE



(PANICKED) Doc, this is how I make a living.

DOCTOR



I’m sure that you can qualify for some type of dis-



ability. Or get a part-time job in the interim…

FRANKIE



(ANGRILY) I’m a fighter, goddamnit! (A PAUSE,



THEN QUIETLY) I’m a fighter.

DOCTOR



(PACKING HIS BAG) I’m sorry, Frankie. I have to



do what I think is right.

( THE DOCTOR BEGINS TO EXIT THE ROOM, STOPPING TO CONFER QUIETLY WITH BUSTER. AFTER A BRIEF MOMENT, THEY SHAKE HANDS AND THE DOCTOR EXITS.

FRANKIE



That is fucked-up.

BUSTER



(QUIETLY) Shut up and listen: I’ve known you for a



long time, man. I respect you, you’ve got a lot of balls.



You’ve survived this long because you believe in



putting in the time, making it right, always trying to



improve yourself. We both know that you’re never



going to be champion of anything. Okay, but at



least you’re a professional. That used to mean 



something to you.



You didn’t get robbed in Jersey. You beat yourself.



And tonight? What a fucking joke. You didn’t even



show up. Personally, I think you’re burned-out, and



I think you ought to hang them up; settle down with



your girl, forget about all this. But that’s your call.



Listen, I’m your friend. I’m always there for you.



But I’m not going through any more of this bullshit



like we had tonight. You want me to train you?



Then you better get your shit together. (PICKS UP



HIS STUFF) Otherwise, you better learn to lose,



and I’m definitely not hanging around for that.

( BUSTER WALKS TOWARD THE EXIT. HE OPENS THE DOOR BUT TURNS AROUND FOR ONE LAST THOUGHT.

BUSTER



Do yourself a favor: Take this time off to really think



about what you’re doing. Talk it over with Amy.



Make a decision that makes some sense.

( BUSTER REGARDS FRANKIE FOR A FEW SECONDS, THEN EXITS THE ROOM. FRANKIE SITS ALONE. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: VINCENT’S RESTAURANT IN SoHo
( LATER THAT NIGHT. FRANKIE ENTERS, LOOKING FOR AMY. SHE IS SEATED AT THE BAR, MAKING POLITE CONVERSATION WITH A FASHIONABLY DRESSED MAN IN HIS FORTIES, SPORTING A PONYTAIL. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Talk Talk’s “Does Caroline Know?”. FRANKIE MOVES TO THE SPOT AND POSITIONS HIMSELF BETWEEN AMY AND THE MAN.

FRANKIE



(TO AMY) Hey.

( AMY IS MOMENTARILY SPEECHLESS, STUNNED BY FRANKIE’S PHYSICAL APPEARANCE.

GUY A THE BAR



You want to fuck off? I’m talking to her.

( FRANKIE TURNS SLOWLY TO FACE THE GUY. IN A FLASH, FRANKIE GRABS THE GUY’S PONYTAIL WITH HIS RIGHT HAND AND PULLS HIM BACKWARD, OFF THE STOOL. AS THE GUY IS FALLING FRANKIE PUNCHES HIM HARD IN THE FACE WITH HIS LEFT FIST, BREAKING THE MAN’S NOSE. AS HE LIES ON THE FLOOR WRITHING IN PAIN, FRANKIE TAKES THE MAN’S DRINK FROM THE BAR AND POURS IT ON HIM. THE SWIFTNESS AND VIOLENCE OF THESE ACTIONS SILENCES EVERYONE IN THE CROWDED RESTAURANT.

FRANKIE



Where do you get balls big enough to tell me to



fuck off!? Tell me to fuck off now!

( A HAND REACHES OUT OF THE CROWD AND GRABS FRANKIE BY THE SHOULDER. FRANKIE WHEELS AROUND IN A FIGHTER’S CROUCH. THE HAND BELONGS TO VINCENT, WHO TRIES TO CALM HIM.

VINCENT



Get a hold of yourself, Frank.

( FRANKIE STARES AT HIM WITH RAGE IN HIS EYES. AMY PUSHES THROUGH THE CROWD, BUT FRANKIE’S EYES REMAIN FIXED ON HIS BROTHER.

AMY



Frankie? Baby? (HE TURNS TO HER) No more.

( FRANKIE DROPS HIS GUARD AS VINCENT TURNS TO ADDRESS THE RESTAURANT PATRONS, BARELY ABLE TO CONCEAL HIS PANIC.

VINCENT



It’s all right, everybody. Just a little misunderstanding.



Let’s all have a round on the house and settle down.



(DISCREETLY, TO ONE OF THE BARTENDERS)



Bobby, a little help here?

( AS THE BARTENDER AND A BUSBOY ATTEND TO THE FALLEN MAN, VINCENT QUICKLY ESCORTS FRANKIE AND AMY TOWARD A BOOTH IN THE BACK OF THE RESTAURANT. THEY PASS ALLISON ON THE WAY.

ALLISON



Wow! That was awesome!

( FRANKIE REGARDS ALLISON BLANKLY, THEN CONTINUES TOWARD THE BACK. VINCENT, AMY, AND FRANKIE EVENTUALLY ARRIVE AT THE BOOTH AND SEAT THEMSELVES.

VINCENT



Jesus Christ, Frankie! Are you out of your mind?



I mean, I know the guy’s an asshole but, Jesus



Christ! This is really bad for business!

AMY



(SHAKEN) Baby, what happened?

FRANKIE



I got knocked-out, I broke my nose, I got suspended.

VINCENT



Jesus Christ!

FRANKIE



Vincent enough with the “Jesus Christ”, already.

VINCENT



Frank, you can’t keep doing this. (TO AMY) Talk



to him, he’ll listen to you. Get him to quit.

FRANKIE



(ANNOYED) Oh, you’re going to start now?

VINCENT



(STILL TO AMY) I’m serious. Convince him he has



to do something else.

FRANKIE



Yeah, like what, Vince? You going to give me a job?



Huh? (TO AMY) This guy wouldn’t introduce me to



women because he was too embarrassed…

VINCENT



That’s not true…

FRANKIE



It is true, goddamnit! Enough with the bullshit!

( THERE IS A LONG, AWKWARD SILENCE.

VINCENT



Well, it’s getting late. We’ll talk about this when every-



one is calmer.

AMY



Come on, baby, let’s go home.

FRANKIE



Yeah, back to Brooklyn. Back to our chickenshit



apartment. You ought to come out and visit us,



Vincent. Oh, I’m sorry, that’s right, you don’t come



out to Brooklyn anymore…

AMY



Frankie…

FRANKIE



No, I mean it. You could see the wonderful life that



I’ve provided for my girlfriend. The fucked-up way



that we live. That guy that I punched up there; his



dinner tab is going to be more than I’ve made in six



months. But that doesn’t interest you, does it?



You’re more worried about a fucking lawsuit.

( FRANKIE RISES FROM THE BOOTH, AS DOES AMY.

FRANKIE



(MORE SUBDUED) I know you’re ashamed of me.



(VINCENT BEGINS TO SAY SOMETHING) No,



really, it’s all right. I know you’re ashamed of me.



But have some respect for me, all right? Just a



little respect for your brother.

( VINCENT RISES FROM HIS SEAT AND WALKS TOWARD FRANKIE, ARMS OUT TO EMBRACE HIM. FRANKIE HOLDS UP HIS HANDS AS A GESTURE TO STOP. VINCENT DOES.

VINCENT



(QUIETLY) Be careful going home, okay?

( VINCENT AND AMY EMBRACE, THEN AMY TAKES FRANKIE BY THE ARM AND THEY BEGIN TO WALK TOWARD THE FRONT OF THE RESTAURANT (AND THE EXIT). THE CROWD AT THE BAR GIVES THE COUPLE A WIDE BERTH TO THE DOOR. FRANKIE SCOWLS AT THE MAN HE PUNCHED, WHO IS SEATED AT THE BAR, HOLDING A BAG OF ICE TO HIS BLOODY NOSE. THE MAN AVOIDS FRANKIE’S GLARE. FRANKIE AND AMY EVENTUALLY EXIT THE ESTABLISHMENT.

( EXTERIOR: PRINCE STREET, NEAR WEST BROADWAY
( FRANKIE AND AMY WALK SLOWLY AND IN SILENCE FOR ABOUT HALF-A-BLOCK. SUDDENLY, AMY PULLS FRANKIE INTO THE DARKENED DOORWAY OF A CLOSED STORE.

AMY



(EDGY, ALMOST PANICKED) Kiss me. (HE DOES)



More. (THEY KISS) Do you love me?

FRANKIE



What’s the matter? You’re shaking.

AMY



(EMPHATICALLY) Do you love me?

FRANKIE



Yes, I love you. You know that.

AMY



Take me home. Take me home right now.

( AMY PULLS FRANKIE TOWARD HER AND THEY KISS, ALMOST VIOLENTLY, UNTIL AMY PUSHES HIM AWAY. HOLDING HIM AT ARM’S LENGTH, SHE STARES DEEPLY INTO FRANKIE’S EYES. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS AMY BEGINS TO CRY. FRANKIE HOLDS HER IN HIS ARMS AS THEY STAND IN THE DOORWAY, A BEWILDERED EXPRESSION ON HIS FACE. THE SCENE CROSS-FADES TO:

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE & AMY’S APARTMENT
( AMY IS ASLEEP, PRESSED TIGHTLY AGAINST FRANKIE, WHO IS SITTING UP IN BED, WIDE AWAKE.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



What a fucked-up night. I couldn’t figure out what was



wrong with Amy, and she never did tell me. When she



finally went to sleep and I was just sitting there. Then,



I started to get spooked: all the wheels were falling off



at the same time.

( THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: THE STREETS OF BROOKLYN & MANHATTAN
( FRANKIE WALKS THE STREETS, DAY AND NIGHT, KILLING TIME DURING HIS SUSPENSION AND TRYING TO EVALUATE HIS LIFE. AT VARIOUS TIMES DURING THE MONTAGE HE ENCOUNTERS THESE NEW YORK IMAGES: A HOMELESS PERSON, SITTING NEAR A SUBWAY ENTRANCE IN THE BOWERY, HOLDING A HANDWRITTEN SIGN ON A PIECE OF CARDBOARD WHICH READS “It’s Wine Time!”; ON PARK AVENUE & 51st STREET, THE “PARK AVENUE PREACHER” IS DELIVERING ANOTHER EAR-SPLITTING SERMON; SOME NEW YORK COPS TRY TO SUBDUE AN UNRULY YOUNG MAN IN TIMES SQUARE.

THERE ARE “QUIETER”, MORE REFLECTIVE IMAGES AS WELL: FRANKIE DOWN IN BAY RIDGE, LOOKING ACROSS THE VERAZZANO BRIDGE; SITTING BY HIMSELF IN PROSPECT PARK; TALKING WITH BUSTER NEAR MADISON SQUARE GARDEN; PICKING-UP AMY AFTER A REHEARSAL.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



The next few months were tough. Money was tight,



my nose wasn’t healing, and the only reason I didn’t



put on about 100 pounds was because there was



never any food in the house.



I went by the gym a few times, but I stopped going



after a while: I didn’t feel like I was part of it any



more. I didn’t feel like I was part of anything. When



you live in New York, you can start to feel that way.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( AMY IS SEATED ON THE SOFA. FRANKIE KNEELS IN FRONT OF HER, MASSAGING HER FEET. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Kate Bush’s “Running Up That Hill”.
AMY



That feels so good.

FRANKIE



How about your shoulders? They need some work?

AMY



Everything needs some work. How can you do it all



these years? How does our body take it?

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) You get used to it. Like getting hit in the



face.

AMY



(LEANING FORWARD TO STROKE HIS FACE) I don’t



want anyone hitting your face anymore.

FRANKIE



Well, we don’t have to worry about that for a while,



do we?

AMY



I don’t want to worry about it anymore. Ever again.

FRANKIE



You asking me to quit?

AMY



I’m asking you to think about it.

FRANKIE



You make me laugh, Amy. What am I going to do?



I’m a bum, I told you that.

( AMY SLAPS HIM HARD ACROSS THE FACE.

AMY



Why are you always saying that?

FRANKIE



(HOLDING HIS BANDAGED NOSE) What happened



to me not getting hit in the face anymore?

AMY



I mean it!

FRANKIE



I can tell.

AMY



I thought we were working on something here. I 



thought we were working on the future. But every



time we talk about the future, you make it sound



like we’re going to end-up in a trailer park some-



where. That scares me.

FRANKIE



Listen, Amy, I’m never going to be a millionaire. You



know that.

AMY



(FRUSTRATED) That’s not what I’m talking about!

FRANKIE



All right, you’re getting so pissed-off, you tell me:



what are you talking about?

AMY



(A PAUSE, THEN) Can’t you understand how difficult



it is to be with someone who thinks so little of himself?

( AS FRANKIE’S ANGER RISES, HE STANDS AND PUTS SOME DISTANCE BETWEEN HIMSELF AND AMY.

FRANKIE



That’s what this is really about, isn’t it? It’s got nothing



to do with the future. It’s about right now. Will Amy 



stick it out with the little guinea?

( AMY BEGINS TO RESPOND, BUT FRANKIE STOPS HER.



Let me ask you something: How would you like me to



think of myself, Amy? Like one of those Wall Street 



guys that you used to go out with? Or maybe some Ivy 



League lawyer asshole? I didn’t go to the right schools,



capice? I went to P.S. 124, right down the street here.



You know, a long time ago, when I was even stupider



than I am now, I understood that when I walked into a



room and opened my mouth that people thought I was



just another dumb dago from the neighborhood. It didn’t



make any difference what kind of person I really was,



that’s what they were going to think, irregardless.



Look at me. Look at me! I’m 33 years-old. I look like 



shit all the time, I feel like shit all the time. I’m always



bleeding, I got no feeling in my hands anymore, I



haven’t taken a decent piss in ten years. You think



I became a fighter because I like to get hit? Huh?



I became a fighter because I thought it was the way



to something better, with more respect. That might



sound stupid to someone like you, but to people like



me it’s real, because that’s what they sell you in this



town: You can make it, you can move uptown, you



can be something better. And you get older and you



realize that it’s all bullshit. It’s fairy tales. You’re not



going anywhere. Ever. Forget about it.

( CALMER NOW, FRANKIE WALKS BACK TOWARD AMY AND SITS DOWN NEXT TO HER ON THE SOFA. THERE ARE A FEW AWKWARD MOMENTS OF SILENCE.

FRANKIE



So now I know I’m just another dumb dago from the



neighborhood. I don’t like it, but I’m not going to make



a jerk-off out of myself trying to be something that I’m



not. So you’re either with me or you’re not but, please,



please, don’t start in on me. Not you, too.

( THE TWO SIT ON THE SOFA TOGETHER, SAYING NOTHING, AS THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( DURING FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER THERE ARE A SERIES OF IMAGES, FORMATTED AS BLACK & WHITE PHOTOGRAPHS: AMY HELPING FRANKIE GET DRESSED IN A BUSINESS SUIT; FRANKIE WEARING THE SUIT AND RIDING IN A CROWDED SUBWAY DURING RUSH HOUR; FRANKIE STANDING IN A LONG DELI LINE WITH OTHER BUSINESS PEOPLE; AND FRANKIE WALKING DOWN SIXTH AVENUE.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



We were falling apart. I needed to make something



happen. There was this Italian guy who came to



most of my fights, I think he was a wise guy. Anyway,



he made a couple of phone calls and got me an 



interview at one of the big sports magazines. Amy



bought me a new suit for the occasion. She said it



was on sale, but I knew it set her back big-time. 



What did she see in me?

( INTERIOR: RECEPTION AREA OF A LARGE COMMUNICATIONS CORPORATION IN MIDTOWN MANHATTAN

( FRANKIE IS SEATED, THUMBING THROUGH A MAGAZINE. A WOMAN IN A BUSINESS SUIT SITS NEAR HIM, ALSO WAITING FOR AN INTERVIEW. A RECEPTIONIST IS REVIEWING THE WOMAN’S RÉSUMÉ. 

RECEPTIONIST



Oh, I see you went to Brown.

WOMAN



Yes, for my Masters.

RECEPTIONIST



And you did your undergraduate work at…

WOMAN



Princeton.

RECEPTIONIST



Oh, that’s a great school.

WOMAN



I really enjoyed it.

RECEPTIONIST



I hate to ask you this, but how’s your typing?

WOMAN



Pretty bad right now, why?

RECEPTIONIST



Well, the only positions we’re filling are administrative.

WOMAN



Really? How fast do you have to be?

RECEPTIONIST



Around 65-70 words-a-minute.

WOMAN



You’re kidding! (MULLS IT OVER) Well, I guess if



that’s what it takes to get my foot in the door.

RECEPTIONIST



That’s about what it’ll take.

( FRANKIE PUTS DOWN THE MAGAZINE AND WALKS OVER TO THE RECEPTIONIST.

FRANKIE



I’m going to step outside for a second. I’ll be back.

( THE RECEPTIONIST NODS DISINTERESTEDLY AS FRANKIE EXITS.

( EXTERIOR: OUTSIDE THE OFFICE BUILDING
( FRANKIE STEPS THROUGH THE FRONT DOOR ONTO THE STREET AND BEGINS WALKING DOWNTOWN.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



Who was I kidding? That woman had a Master’s Degree



from an Ivy League school and she was begging for a



secretary’s job.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM
( FRANKIE ENTERS, STILL WEARING HIS BUSINESS SUIT. HE SPOTS BUSTER TOWARD THE BACK OF THE GYM, JUMPING ROPE. AS FRANKIE MOVES THROUGH THE GYM, A FEW OF THE FIGHTERS NEEDLE HIM ABOUT HIS CLOTHING. 

FRANKIE



Looking good, Slick.

BUSTER



Yo, dude! Check you out! Running that Godfather game!

FRANKIE



You like?

BUSTER



Nice, nice. What’s the occasion?

FRANKIE



Job interview.

BUSTER



Who with? The Genoveses?

FRANKIE



I hear they’re not hiring. So, what’s going on?

BUSTER



Ain’t nothing going on but the rent.

FRANKIE



What’s the 411 on this box-off everybody’s squawking



about?

BUSTER



That? Jimmy and some promoter are putting together 



a fight card at the Felt. Winner in each weight class



takes home one large.

FRANKIE



A thousand dollars? Are you kidding me? (PAUSE)



All the years I’ve lived in this town, I’ve never fought



at Madison Square Garden. Who do I talk to? Jimmy?

BUSTER



Nicely dressed man like you? Why would you want to



get involved with a thing like that?

FRANKIE



Give you a thousand reasons.

BUSTER



Forget about it. Stick to the nine-to-five gig.

FRANKIE



Oh, shit, that’s a pipe dream. My old man, my brother,



Amy, it’s all in their mind.

BUSTER



Maybe they’re just keeping the faith for you.

FRANKIE



Yeah, maybe I’ll become Pope next week. I’ll pass



the physical, don’t worry about it.

BUSTER



I’m not worried about that. But let me ask you a 



question: do you miss it?

FRANKIE



What?

BUSTER



The fighting, stupid. What do you think I’m talking about?

FRANKIE



Come on, what kind of question is that?

BUSTER



(SERIOUSLY) Listen to your friend, now: This is your



chance to break away. Walk away from it, man, or



you’re going to be here for the rest of your life. Look



at me. I’m living proof.

FRANKIE



Buster, I appreciate it. But I need the shot.

BUSTER



All right, son. I just hope you know what you’re doing.

FRANKIE



Buster, I never know what I’m doing. Why start now?

( THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S APARTMENT

( FRANKIE ENTERS, STILL WEARING HIS SUIT. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING The Sunday’s “Here’s Where The Story Ends”.

FRANKIE



Amy? You home?

( AMY ENTERS THE ROOM AND MAKES TOWARD FRANKIE. THEY KISS FOR A LONG WHILE.

AMY



Frankie, you look so good in that suit. You look so



Italian. (ENTHUSIASTIC) So, I’m dying to know:



How did it go?

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) They said they’d let me know.

AMY



(PUZZLED) Oh, I thought…

FRANKIE



There’s not a whole lot to tell, you know? It was just



an interview.

AMY



You didn’t go, did you?

FRANKIE



Of course I went! Why are you making such a big deal



about this?

AMY



Because it is a big deal.

FRANKIE



(EXCITED) Listen, I went by the gym today…

AMY



Why did you go there?

FRANKIE



Relax, will you? I’ve got to tell you this: They’re



having this kind of tournament at Madison Square



Garden and if I win there’s a thousand dollars in



it for us!

AMY



You’re going to fight?

FRANKIE



Are you listening to me? A thousand dollars! Why are



you looking at me like that? What? (SHE STARES AT



HIM, BUT SAYS NOTHING) Baby, I’m just trying to



get back on my feet.

AMY



(QUIETLY) How? By passing up an opportunity to



do something different with your life?

( FRANKIE MOVES CLOSER TO AMY, PUTTING HIS HANDS ON HER SHOULDERS.

FRANKIE



Kitty, don’t get mad at me. Try to put yourself in my 



position, huh?

AMY



(KISSES HIM GENTLY ON THE MOUTH) I’m going



to bed now, okay? Good night.

( AMY QUIETLY EXITS THE ROOM. FRANKIE STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM BY HIMSELF. AFTER A FEW SECONDS OF SILENCE HE LETS OUT A SOUND OF FRUSTRATION.

FRANKIE



Aaaaahhh!

( THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM
( FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER IS ACCOMPANIED BY A SERIES OF IMAGES DEPICTING HIS RETURN TO THE GYM: DOING SIT-UPS, JUMPING ROPE, HITTING THE SPEED BAG & HEAVY BAG AND SPARRING, ALL UNDER BUSTER’S TUTELAGE.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I passed the physical. Probably had something to do



with paying the doctor $200 for a $25 exam. Scumbag.



I was back in action, but it didn’t feel right. I couldn’t



block out Amy. Talk about the cold shoulder. Christ,



she didn’t talk to me for a month.

( EXTERIOR: A MANHATTAN STREET
( FRANKIE IS WAITING TO USE AN ATM. THERE IS A THIRTY-SOMETHING BUSINESSWOMAN IN FRONT OF HIM, USING THE MACHINE. SHE IS OBVIOUSLY IN A HURRY, AND LEAVES QUICKLY AFTER COMPLETING HER TRANSACTION. FRANKIE STEPS UP TO THE ATM. THE SCREEN READS “Would You Like Another Transaction?” FRANKIE LOOKS QUICKLY OVER HIS SHOULDER, COVERS HIS FACE FROM THE BANK CAMERA, THEN WITHDRAWS $300 FROM THE WOMAN’S ACCOUNT.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I was going to walk away from that? What was I?



A saint?

( POCKETING THE MONEY, FRANKIE WALKS CASUALLY AWAY FROM THE ATM AS THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: A BROOKLYN STREET, FRANKIE’S NEIGHBORHOOD
( EARLY EVENING. AMY IS WALKING DOWN THE STREET. SHE ENTERS A PIZZA PARLOR.

( INTERIOR: BROOKLYN PIZZA PARLOR
( THREE ITALIAN GUYS ARE BEHIND THE COUNTER. AMY ADDRESSES THE GUY NEAREST TO HER.

AMY



Hi. I’m here to pick-up a pizza for DiVicenza.

PIZZA GUY #1



(SAVORING THE NAME) DiVicenza!

PIZZA GUY #2



DiVicenza!

PIZZA GUY #3



DiVicenza!

PIZZA GUY #1



Where is your Italian boyfriend, beautiful Miss?

AMY



He should be home any minute. This is kind of a



peace offering.

PIZZA GUY #1



(PLAYFULLY) Why? What have you done?

AMY



I’ve been kind of mean to him lately.

PIZZA GUY #1



So what? He should be happy to be abused by such



a beautiful young girl. He still does the pugilistico?

AMY



(DEFLATED) Yes.

PIZZA GUY #1



This is no good for you, I know, but…anyway, you



should take his beautiful name, DiVicenza. This is



a beautiful name for a beautiful girl. But, anyway,



this is none of my business, I know, so my brothers



and I give you this pizza as a present for you and



DiVicenza. 

AMY



No, that’s okay…

PIZZA GUY #1



No, no, no! You take the pizza, you get nice bottle of



wine, you have nice evening.

AMY



Well, thank you.

PIZZA GUY #1



Ciao, cara mia.

( AMY TAKES THE PIZZA BOX AND THANKS THE BROTHERS AGAIN. THEY RETURN THE GESTURE AND SHE EXITS THE STORE. THE SCENE CUTS TO BLACK.

( EXTERIOR: A BROOKLYN STREET, FRANKIE’S NEIGHBORHOOD
( JUST A FEW BLOCKS FROM AMY, FRANKIE WALKS TOWARD A LIQUOR STORE. JUST BEFORE ENTERING THE STORE, HE GLANCES DOWN ONE OF THE SIDE STREETS. THERE ARE A NUMBER OF KIDS IN THE STREET, PLAYING STICK BALL. A MOTHER CALLS TO HER SON FROM THE FRONT DOOR OF THEIR HOUSE.

MOTHER



Anthony! The water’s boiling!

( INTERIOR: LIQUOR STORE

( FRANKIE ENTERS. BEHIND THE COUNTER IS A LARGE, WELL GROOMED HISPANIC MAN (ESPINOZA). THE TWO MEN GREET EACH OTHER WARMLY.

FRANKIE



Mr. Espinoza, how are you?

ESPINOZA



Good, my friend. How are you today?

FRANKIE



Can’t complain.

ESPINOZA



Nobody listens anyway, am I right?

( FRANKIE WALKS TOWARD THE BACK OF THE STORE, LOOKING FOR A BOTTLE OF WINE. BEHIND HIM, OFF SCREEN, WE HEAR THE DOOR OPEN AND THE FOLLOWING ACTION OCCURS.

THIEF



Empty that register now, motherfucker, or I’ll blow



your fucking head off!

ESPINOZA



Okay, stay calm. Don’t shoot.

THIEF



Come on! Now!

( AS FRANKIE STARTS TO PEER OUT FROM BEHIND THE SHELVES, A SERIES OF PISTOL SHOTS ARE FIRED FROM BOTH PARTIES, SENDING FRANKIE TO THE FLOOR, LOOKING FOR COVER. AS HE CROUCHES ON THE FLOOR, COVERING HIS HEAD, A SHOT WHISTLES PAST HIS EAR AND SHATTERS A WINE BOTTLE CLOSE TO HIM. THE SOUND OF THE DOOR OPENING AND SOMEONE RUNNING OUT OF THE SHOP IS HEARD. ESPINOZA CONTINUES TO FIRE HIS PISTOL. FINALLY, THERE IS QUIET. FRANKIE RISES FROM THE FLOOR AND WALKS OVER TO ESPINOZA.

FRANKIE



You all right?

ESPINOZA



I got a piece of the sonofabitch! That’s three times this



fucking month! You all right?

FRANKIE



Yeah, yeah, I’m good.

ESPINOZA



Take the wine, on the house. (REACHES BEHIND



HIM FOR A FIFTH OF SCOTCH) Take this, too.



Go ahead. I’ll take care of the cops. Don’t worry.

FRANKIE



Thanks, Mr. Espinoza. Take care of yourself, huh?

ESPINOZA



Nobody fucks with me, kid! I’m fucking loco!

FRANKIE



(TO HIMSELF, AS HE EXITS THE STORE) You 



can say that again.

( AS THE DOOR CLOSES LOUDLY, FRANKIE FLINCHES.

( EXTERIOR: BROOKLYN NEIGHBORHOOD STREET
( A SHAKEN FRANKIE WALKS TOWARD HIS BLOCK. POLICE SIRENS ARE HEARD. AS THEY GET LOUDER FRANKIE QUICKENS HIS PACE. LOOKING DOWN AT THE SIDEWALK, HE NOTICES A TRAIL OF BLOOD. REACHING HIS STREET, FRANKIE HEADS FOR HOME AS SOME NEIGHBORHOOD KIDS RUSH PAST HIM TO THE SCENE OF THE SHOOTING.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S APARTMENT

( STILL SHAKEN, FRANKIE ENTERS THE APARTMENT AND SETS THE LIQUOR DOWN ON A TABLE. AMY IS SEATED ON THE SOFA, READING A MAGAZINE. SHE RISES AND WALKS TO FRANKIE, KISSING HIM LIGHTLY ON THE MOUTH. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Simply Red’s “Holding Back The Years”.

AMY



What’s going on out there? I can hear all the sirens.

FRANKIE



(AGITATED) No big deal. I was just in the middle of a



fucking shoot-out at the liquor store. Almost got my



fucking head blown off.

AMY



Oh, my God!

FRANKIE



Espinoza’s firing away like it’s Dodge City out there!



It’s fucking nuts! I’m really starting to lose it, here.



This city is way out of control. My fucking life is out



of control! I hate my fucking life! I hate this goddamn



apartment, I hate being poor! Everything is fucked-up!

( AMY SITS DOWN ON THE SOFA, PUTS HER HEAD IN HER HANDS AND BEGINS TO CRY SOFTLY. TOWARD THE END OF HIS TANTRUM, FRANKIE NOTICES THIS. HE GOES TO AMY AND KNEELS BEFORE HER.

FRANKIE



(QUIETLY) Kitty, I’m sorry. I’m sorry.

AMY



Frankie, I have to move out.

FRANKIE



(FLOORED) What?

AMY



I’m leaving.

FRANKIE



Why?

AMY



I have to.

FRANKIE



You don’t love me anymore?

AMY



I love you with all my heart…and it’s killing me.

FRANKIE



I…I don’t understand.

AMY



I’m not sure that I can explain it.

FRANKIE



You’ve got to try.

AMY



(PUTS HER FINGER TO HIS MOUTH) Don’t get



angry. (PAUSE) It’s me, it’s not you.

FRANKIE



You’ve got to give me more than that, Amy. After



three years, you’ve got to give me more than that.

( AMY AGAIN PUTS HER HEAD IN HER HANDS AND BEGINS TO CRY.

FRANKIE



(SOFTLY) What is it?

AMY



(QUIETLY) I can’t.

FRANKIE



Please.

( AMY MOVES HER HEAD FROM SIDE-TO-SIDE: “NO”

FRANKIE



(AGAIN, QUIETLY) Tell me.

( AMY GATHER HERSELFS. SHE SPEAKS QUIETLY AT FIRST.

AMY



I lied to you. I told you I didn’t know much about 

my mother and father, but that’s not true. My mother 

was Japanese and my father was Caucasian. They 

must have been happy once, but I don’t remember. 

(PAUSE) When I was three and my sister was five 

my father left us, left the three of us. There was a 

note for my mother, but I don’t know what it said. I

just remember how depressed she was. Depressed 

and overwhelmed. 

Anyway, about a year later, my sister and I were 

playing in the living room and my mother told us to

put on our coats, that we were going outside. I re-

member it was one of those bitter Chicago winter 

nights. She took us by the hand and we walked on 

either side of her to the next-door neighbors. She 

rang the doorbell, and we waited for what seemed 

like hours but was probably just a few seconds. 

Mrs. Emery answered the door and my mother held 

out our hands to her. She said, “I’m leaving, and if you

don’t take these children they’ll be alone in the house”.

That was the last time I saw my mother.

My sister and I lived in foster homes and orphanages. 

I left as soon as I could and moved to New York. I lived 

with a lot of different men. I was just trying to survive.

I concentrated on dance and told myself everyday that 

I didn’t need anyone to make me happy.



I don’t trust happiness, I never have. And I’ve never let 

anyone get as close to me as you have. You make me 

feel so vulnerable, Frankie, like I need you. Like I need 

you to be happy. But you don’t give me anything to 

hang on to.

( FRANKIE NODS HIS HEAD IN ACKNOWLEDGEMENT AND STANDS UP. HE HOVERS OVER AMY FOR A FEW MOMENTS AS SHE BEGINS TO SOB UNCONTROLLABLY. HE STROKES THE TOP OF HER HEAD A FEW TIMES, THEN SPEAKS IN A NEAR WHISPER.

FRANKIE



All right.

( FRANKIE EXITS THE APARTMENT, QUIETLY CLOSING THE DOOR BEHIND HIM. AS AMY CRIES ON THE SOFA, THE SOUND OF FRANKIE LOCKING THE DOOR IS HEARD. AFTER THAT, IT IS SIMPLY AMY AND HER TEARS. 

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



She was gone that night. She came over later in the



week, when I wasn’t there, and got the rest of her stuff.



I remember coming home that night: her scent was



everywhere.

(THE SCENE FADES VERY SLOWLY TO BLACK. 
( INTERIOR: A SoHo RESTAURANT/BAR
( THE PLACE WHERE FRANKIE & AMY MET. FRANKIE IS SEATED AT THE BAR, WHERE HE HAS BEEN DRINKING FOR A FEW HOURS. HE IS APPROACHED BY ALLISON, THE WAITRESS FROM VINCENT’S RESTAURANT. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING The Waterboys’ “The Whole Of The Moon”.

ALLISON



Remember me?

FRANKIE



What’s going on, Allison?

ALLISON



Not much. Drinking alone?

FRANKIE



Yeah, drinking alone.

ALLISON



Mind if I join you?

FRANKIE



I’m not a load of laughs tonight.

ALLISON



I don’t mind.

FRANKIE



Be my guest.

( ALLISON TAKES A SEAT NEXT TO FRANKIE.

ALLISON



(TO THE BARTENDER) Another tequila, please, and



another for my friend. (TO FRANKIE) Haven’t seen



you around lately.

FRANKIE



Been out of commission.

ALLISON



I see the pretty Asian girl in the restaurant all the



time with Vincent. 

FRANKIE



(STUNG) Let’s not talk about her, all right?

ALLISON



Sure. Sorry. (A PAUSE) So, you’re from Brooklyn.



Tell me a story.

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) I’m from Brooklyn. End of story.

ALLISON



How’s the fight game?

FRANKIE



Lousy. Every day I wonder why I do it.

ALLISON



Why do you do it?

FRANKIE



(TAPPING HIS CHEST) Because there’s an animal



in here, Allison, a wild animal. Full of hate and fear.



Trapped, with only one way out: violence. (PAUSE,



THEN SMILES) I heard that on Geraldo  the other



day. What do you think?

ALLISON



(LAUGHS) You had me going there, for a second.

FRANKIE



Maybe I am a load of laughs tonight.

ALLISON



Cute, too.

FRANKIE



Goes without saying.

( THEY REGARD EACH OTHER FOR A MOMENT, THE ATTRACTION BEGINNING TO SPARK.

FRANKIE



I’ve got to make a phone call.

ALLISON



I’ll be here.

( FRANKIE RISES OFF THE STOOL RATHER UNSTEADILY AND MAKES HIS WAY BACK TO THE PAY PHONES. HE DIALS A NUMBER AND GETS AN ANSWERING MACHINE.

FRANKIE



Hey, Cynthia, it’s Frankie calling for Amy. Listen, I’m 



kind of drunk and I know I shouldn’t be calling, but



it’s been three months…Amy, I just wanted to talk to you.



(PAUSE) Just wanted to hear your voice…

( FRANKIE GENTLY CRADLES THE RECEIVER IN THE PHONE. HE STANDS THERE, COLLECTING HIS THOUGHTS. ALLISON APPROACHES.

ALLISON



Want to get out of here?

FRANKIE



(SHRUGS) I don’t know.

ALLISON



(LEANS IN AND KISSES HIM ON THE MOUTH)



I think you need a change of scenery.

FRANKIE



I don’t know, Allison.

( ALLISON GRABS FRANKIE BY THE SHIRT, DRAGGING HIM TOWARD THE WOMEN’S BATHROOM.

ALLISON



Come here. I want to talk to you.

( INTERIOR: WOMEN’S BATHROOM
( ALLISON AND FRANKIE ENTER THE EMPTY ROOM AND BEGIN KISSING PASSIONATELY, PUSHING EACH OTHER ALL OVER THE ROOM. FRANKIE EVENTUALLY PULLS AWAY.

FRANKIE



You’re going to think I’m a real jerk, but I don’t think



I can do this.

ALLISON



(KISSING HIM GENTLY ON THE MOUTH) Want



me to force you?

( THEY BEGIN TO KISS PASSIONATELY AGAIN, THEN FRANKIE GENTLY PUSHES HER AWAY.

FRANKIE



I’m sorry. My head’s fucked-up.

ALLISON



I’m the one who’s sorry.

( A WOMAN ENTERS THE BATHROOM, SEES FRANKIE AND ALLISON, AND BACKS OUT. ALLISON GENTLY PULLS FRANKIE BACK TOWARD HER.

ALLISON



Give me one more for the road. (THEY KISS) You



know where to find me if you ever want to get together.

FRANKIE



Maybe I’ll give you a call.

ALLISON



I hope so. (SHE KISSES HIM) I’ve never done a



fighter before.

( ALLISON EXITS THE BATHROOM. AS FRANKIE STANDS IN THE MIDDLE OF THE ROOM, THE SAME WOMAN RE-ENTERS. SHE SPOTS FRANKIE AND AGAIN STARTS TO BACK OUT. FRANKIE BECKONS TO HER.

FRANKIE



Lady, it’s all right! We’re done here!

( THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: THE BROOKLYN ACADEMY OF MUSIC
( FRANKIE IS SEATED IN THE THEATER. A FULL HOUSE IS WATCHING A PERFORMANCE OF Twyla Tharp’s “The Catherine Wheel”.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



Another month went by and I still hadn’t heard from



Amy. One night I went to BAM to see her dance. 



She was awesome. (PAUSE) Let me tell you: that



was a long subway ride home, and it was only 2 stops.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( FRANKIE ENTERS. ONE DIM LIGHT IS ON IN THE APARTMENT AND HE LEAVES IT THAT WAY. WALKING OVER TO THE TELEPHONE ANSWERING MACHINE, HE RE-WINDS THE TAPE. ONE MESSAGE IS FROM BUSTER; ANOTHER IS FROM THE LANDLORD (FRANKIE’S RENT PAYMENT IS OVERDUE); THE THIRD MESSAGE IS FROM AMY.

AMY

(THROUGH THE ANSWERING MACHINE)



Hi, Frankie, it’s me. I wasn’t sure if you wanted to



hear from me, but I was thinking about you a lot



tonight. If you want to talk, I’m at Cindy’s. Call me?

( FRANKIE RE-WINDS THE TAPE AND PLAYS THE MESSAGE AGAIN. HE STANDS THERE, COLLECTING HIS THOUGHTS, THEN PICKS UP THE TELEPHONE AND DIALS A NUMBER.

FRANKIE



Cynthia? Frankie. Is Amy there? (PAUSE) Hi, I got



your message. I was there tonight. At BAM, Yeah. You



were beautiful. (PAUSE) I want to see you, too.



(PAUSE) Tomorrow night at Vincent’s joint? Sure.



(PAUSE) Eleven-thirty? You know I’ll be there. 



(PAUSE, HE SMILES) I love you too, Kitty. I’ll see



you tomorrow night.

( FRANKIE HANGS-UP THE PHONE. STANDING IN THE SAME SPOT FOR A FEW SECONDS, HE LOOKS TOWARD THE CEILING AND LETS OUT A HEAVY SIGH. THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: VINCENT’S RESTAURANT

( FRANKIE IS SITTING ALONE IN ONE OF THE BOOTHS, DRINKING A GLASS OF RED WINE. AFTER A FEW MOMENTS VINCENT, SPORTING A BLACK EYE, APPROACHES. THE SOUND SYSTEM IS PLAYING Dire Straits’ “Romeo & Juliet”.

VINCENT



What’s new, stranger? Allison told me you were over



here.

FRANKIE



That Allison is some girl.

( FRANKIE STEPS OUT OF BOOTH AND THE TWO BROTHERS EMBRACE FOR A LONG TIME. WHEN THEY FINALLY RELEASE, VINCENT GESTURES FOR FRANKIE TO SIT DOWN.

FRANKIE



Vincent, what happened to your face?

VINCENT



That’s usually what I ask you.

FRANKIE



Come on, I’m serious.

VINCENT



This? Just a little Saturday night queer-bashing. 



Nothing out of the ordinary.

FRANKIE



Who are these guys?

VINCENT



Macho boys that are just really closeted queers. They



wait until the bars close, then take out their anger on



us. One of the occupational hazards of being gay.



There isn’t a whole lot you can do about it.

FRANKIE



Fuck that nonsense! Let’s get a couple of baseball



bats and give them a fucking beating!

VINCENT



(TOUCHED) Come down, little brother. It’s okay.

FRANKIE



It’s not okay, Vince! Ever!

( AMY APPROACHES THE BOOTH.

AMY



Everything okay?

VINCENT



(HUGGING AMY) Hi, sweetheart.

AMY



Vincent, what happened to your face?

VINCENT



I’ve taken-up boxing. It’s a long story. I’ll tell you 



about it later. You two need to catch-up. It’s been



a while, hasn’t it?

AMY



(LOOKING AT FRANKIE) It’s been too long.

VINCENT



Sit down. I’ll have a bottle of wine sent over.

( AS VINCENT WALKS AWAY AMY ITS DOWN IN THE BOOTH, OPPOSITE FRANKIE.

AMY



Hi.

FRANKIE



Hi.

AMY



You look great, Frankie. You’re all healed.

FRANKIE



Yeah, how about that? (PAUSE) You look beautiful.

AMY



Really?

FRANKIE



Yeah, really.

AMY



Then come kiss me.

( THEY LEAN ACROSS THE TABLE AND KISS FOR A FEW MOMENTS.

FRANKIE



I’ve missed that. A lot.

AMY



Me too. What are we going to do? I miss you.

( A WAITER STOPS AT THE TABLE WITH A BOTTLE OF OPENED WINE AND TWO GLASSES. FRANKIE AND AMY ANXIOUSLY PAUSE THEIR CONVERSATION UNTIL THE WAITER HAS POURED THEM BOTH A GLASS AND LEAVES.

FRANKIE



Look, I’ve been thinking about this. You were right:



I know I don’t think too much of myself, I know that



now. Maybe living here does that to you, I don’t



know. What I do know is that I need you or I’m going 



to fall apart. Amy, you’re the best thing that’s ever 



happened to me in my whole lousy life. (PAUSE)



Just help me a little bit, just a little bit, and I know



we can make it. What do you say?

AMY



I’m sorry I’ve treated you this way, baby.

FRANKIE



(WAVING OFF THE APOLOGY) You did what you



thought was right. Look, I have to fight in this



tournament, but I swear, on my mother, that I’ll



quit when it’s over. (PAUSE) Please come home.

AMY



I have a lot of things that I have to work out. Things



about my past that I have to come to grips with.

FRANKIE



We’ll do it together. That’s the way you’re supposed



to do it, am I right?

( AMY REACHES ACROSS THE TABLE AND TAKES FRANKIE’S HANDS IN HERS.

AMY



That’s what they say.

( AS FRANKIE & AMY STARE INTO EACH OTHER’S EYES, THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( FRANKIE & AMY ARE IN BED, TENDERLY MAKING LOVE.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



She moved back in the next day.

( INTERIOR: GLEASON’S GYM

( ACCOMPANYING FRANKIE’S VOICE-OVER ARE SLOW MOTION IMAGES OF HIS FIRST TWO FIGHTS IN THE TOURNAMENT. SLIGHTLY UNDERNEATH THE DIALOGUE & IMAGES ARE THE SOUNDS FROM INSIDE THE RING; THE CROWD NOISE; AND BUSTER ISSUING INSTRUCTIONS AND PROVIDING ENCOURAGEMENT.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I won my first two fights in the box-off. Everything was



happening like it was in slow motion: I could see every-



thing the other guy was throwing, I could feel everything



he was thinking. It was like I was 18 years-old again.



Sometimes, right in the middle of the round, I’d think



to myself that this was it, that in another couple of



months I wouldn’t be a fighter anymore.

( INTERIOR: AN ELEGANT MANHATTAN RESTAURANT
( FRANKIE & AMY ARE SEATED AT A TABLE, DRINKING A GLASS OF WHITE WINE AND TALKING. BOTH ARE DRESSED NICELY FOR DINNER.

FRANKIE



First of all, she was a million years-old.

AMY



(FEIGNING FRIGHT) A million year-old nun?

FRANKIE



Don’t you know? They never die.

AMY



Sounds scary.

FRANKIE



Wait’ll you hear the story. First of all, she’s a million



years-old; second, she hated all of the Italian guys



in her class, and she was Italian!

AMY



How did you know that?

FRANKIE



Know what?

AMY



That she was Italian.

FRANKIE



I know. So anyway, I figured she hated all the Italian




guys because when she was growing-up in the 



neighbor hood she was just this ugly little girl…

AMY



(SEMI-SCOLDING) Frankie…

FRANKIE



…and the boys used to bust her chops about being



uh, you know, unattractive. But now, she’s a nun,



so she can get revenge.

AMY



How did we get on this story?

FRANKIE



(JOKINGLY) You started it! So here’s the thing: she



had arthritis really bad, so when she pointed at you



it looked like she was pointing at the guy next to you.



(DEMONSTRATING) “Don’t you look at me in that



tone of voice, Mr. DiVicenza”.

AMY



(JOKINGLY) Hmm, that is scary.

FRANKIE



I told you: nuns are scary. Anyway, I know you want



to hear more about my exciting childhood, but I have



something I want to tell you.

AMY



(LEANING IN) Really? What?

FRANKIE



I got a job a couple of days ago at The Sports Network.

AMY



Baby, that’s great!

FRANKIE



It’s not much to start, but I got it on my own. They



like me. They like the idea that I’m a “professional



athlete”.

AMY



This is so great for you…it’s so great for us.

( A WAITER APPROACHES THE TABLE WITH A BIRTHDAY CAKE.

WAITER



Excuse me, Miss. We’re very pleased that you chose



to celebrate your birthday with us this evening.

FRANKIE



(CHOKED-UP) Happy birthday, Kitty. I’m sorry I



couldn’t buy you anything, but…

( AMY PUTS HER FINGER TO FRANKIE’S MOUTH.

AMY



I love you, Italian boy.

( AS AMY BLOWS OUT THE CANDLES, THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: A BOXING RING
( THE CROWD NOISE IS HEARD FIRST, THEN THE IMAGE FADES SLOWLY UP FROM BLACK: FRANKIE IS SEATED IN HIS CORNER, BUSTER  CROUCHES IN FRONT OF HIM. IT IS THE LAST ROUND OF FRANKIE’S NEXT TOURNAMENT FIGHT.

BUSTER



You need to get more leg drive into those body shots.

FRANKIE



Okay.

BUSTER



Starting bending those skinny old legs and drive,



drive that left hook to the body, all right? How do



you feel.

FRANKIE



Like shit.

BUSTER



Attaboy!

( THE BELLS SOUNDS TO START THE FINAL ROUND. FRANKIE COMES OUT OF THE CORNER, FAKES A LEFT JAB TO THE HEAD AND HITS HIS OPPONENT WITH A RIGHT/LEFT COMBINATION TO THE BODY. FOR THE NEXT MINUTE OF THE ROUND THE TWO FIGHTERS EXCHANGE PUNCHES, BUT NOTHING DAMAGING LANDS. SUDDENLY, FRANKIE CONNECTS WITH A STRAIGHT RIGHT HAND THAT STUNS THE OTHER FIGHTER. HE QUICKLY FOLLOWS WITH A LEFT/RIGHT COMBINATION OF HOOKS TO THE BODY, THEN A LEFT UPPERCUT THAT FLOORS HIS OPPONENT. FRANKIE STARES IN AMAZEMENT AS THE REFEREE COUNTS OUT THE OTHER FIGHTER. WHEN THE COUNT REACHES TEN THE SCENE CUTS QUICKLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( FRANKIE ENTERS. HIS LEFT HAND AND WRIST ARE WRAPPED IN AN ACE BANDAGE. A HALF-DOZEN ROSES ARE PRESSED AGAINST HIS BODY WITH HIS LEFT FOREARM. HE CARRIES HIS GEAR BAG IN HIS RIGHT HAND.

FRANKIE



Amy, you home?

( FRANKIE GINGERLY SETS EVERYTHING DOWN AND WALKS OVER TO THE ANSWERING MACHINE. THERE IS A MESSAGE FROM AMY.

AMY

(THROUGH THE ANSWERING MACHINE)



Hi, baby. Sorry I didn’t make it to the fight. Rehearsals



ran long. Hope you won. I’m at Cynthia’s, picking-up



the rest of my stuff. We might go out for a few drinks,



but I’ll be home. Hope you have some energy left



over for me. I love you.

( TIRED AND SORE, FRANKIE LOWERS HIMSELF ONTO THE SOFA WITH A GRUNT. HE PUTS HIS HEAD BACK, CLOSES HIS EYES AND FALLS ASLEEP. THREE OR FOUR HOURS ELAPSE BEFORE HE IS AWAKENED BY THE APARTMENT BUZZER. HE RISES SLOWLY AND MAKES HIS WAY TO THE FRONT DOOR. WHEN HE OPENS IT, TWO NEW YORK COPS ARE STANDING THERE.

FRANKIE



(GROGGILY) What’s up?

COP #1



Frank DiVicenza?

FRANKIE



Yeah. What’s going on, officer?

COP #1



Do you know an Amy Hiyashi?

FRANKIE



(WIDE AWAKE) Yeah, she lives here, she’s my



girlfriend. What’s the matter?

COP #2



(CLEARS HIS THROAT) She and another woman,



(CHECKING HIS NOTES) Cynthia Halloran, were



held-up by a gunman tonight in the Village…

FRANKIE



(KNOWING THE ANSWER) She’s dead, isn’t she?

COP #2



(PAUSE) Uh, yes sir, I’m afraid she is.

( STUNNED, FRANKIE BRACES HIMSELF AGAINST THE DOOR.

COP #2



You all right?

FRANKIE



No.

COP #1



I know this is tough, but can you come with us to



identify the body?

FRANKIE



(SINKING) No.

COP #2



We understand. We’ll come back tomorrow. Are you



alone here?

FRANKIE



Yeah, I’m alone here.

COP #1



Is there someone you can call? (NO RESPONSE)



We’ll come back tomorrow. (PAUSE) We’re sorry.

( AS THE COPS LEAVE, FRANKIE CLOSES THE DOOR. HE WALKS OVER TO THE SOFA AND SITS DOWN. AFTER SITTING QUIETLY FOR A FEW MOMENTS HE BEGINS TO CRY SOFTLY. EVENTUALLY, FRANKIE IS SOBBING UNCONTROLLABLY. THE SCENE FADES SLOWLY TO BLACK.

( INTERIOR: FRANKIE’S BROOKLYN APARTMENT
( A WEEK OR SO HAS PASSED SINCE THE SHOOTING. FRANKIE IS SEATED ON THE SOFA. HIS SHIRT IS OFF AND THERE ARE BRUISES AROUND HIS RIB CAGE. HIS LEFT EYE IS SWOLLEN, BRUISED, AND CUT. THERE IS A BUTTERFLY STITCH HOLDING THE GASH TOGETHER. HE IS STARING VACANTLY AT THE TELEVISION.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I guess you could say that I got the shit kicked out



of me in my next fight. Like I gave a fuck. (PAUSE)



I felt numb for a long time after that. All I could think



about was that sweet girl. She was the love of my life.

( FRANKIE RISES FROM THE SOFA AND WALKS OVER TO A PHOTOGRAPH OF AMY THAT IS HANGING ON THE WALL. HE CARESSES HER CHEEK IN THE PHOTO.

( INTERIOR: OFFICES OF “THE SPORTS NETWORK”

( FRANKIE IS DRESSED IN A SUIT, DISCUSSING SOME BUSINESS WITH A FEW CO-WORKERS.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I don’t fight anymore. I work a nine-to-five gig that’s



interesting enough; take an Italian history class at



Brooklyn College once-a-week; and I try to spend



more time with my brother.

FRANKIE

(VOICE OVER)



I take little steps, because I don’t want to miss any-



thing, I want to see it all. And I think about Amy all



the time. Even though it hurts like hell, I always find



myself smiling. I think she would have liked that.

( THE SCENE FADES TO BLACK.

( THE CREDITS ROLL TO Bob Dylan’s “Shooting Star”.

THE END
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