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1. The credits roll to Pat Metheny's Letter From Home. A home movie, it's color faded with time, depicts two young boys playing baseball with a plastic bat and ball in a small, Brooklyn backyard. Near the end of the song & titles, the two boys leave the yard, arms around each other. Fade to black.

INTERIOR: UPSCALE RESTAURANT/BAR, SoHo NEW YORK

2. The camera moves parallel from behind the bar, toward two women seated near the end. The sound system is playing Joni Mitchell's Free Man In Paris.

YVONNE



(CHECKING HER WATCH) I don't know what could



be keeping them.

CHERYL



Don't worry about it. This is fun. 

· Two attractive men walk by and the women chuckle. 

CHERYL



See what I mean? 

YVONNE



I swear, Nick is going to be late for his own funeral.

CHERYL



Nick is the boyfriend?

YVONNE



Right.

CHERYL



And what does he do, again? He's an actor?

YVONNE



He's a comedian.

CHERYL



That's such an odd profession, don't you think?

YVONNE



Oh, I don't know. It's kind of different, I guess.

CHERYL



And who's the other brother?

YVONNE



Anthony. Tony.

CHERYL



And what does he do?

EXTERIOR: CITY STREET

3. A tight shot of Tony Galioto, cigarette hanging from his mouth, eyeing the street warily. A deep scar runs along his entire right cheek. A series of images is accompanied by Marianne Faithfull's Blue Millionaire: it is a "collection" run. Tony and two enforcers are seen going into various establishments throughout the West Village, collecting money from merchants. Tony rarely gets physically involved, directing the two larger men to perform whatever intimidating tasks are called for. Small shops are "visited," as are restaurants and nightclubs. The final shot is of a middle-aged man being dragged onto a side street and forcefully pushed against a wall.

TONY



(DETACHED) Where is it?

SAL



If I had it, you guys wouldn't have dragged me out here.

TONY



Don't get smart with me, Sal. Don't fuck with me.

SAL



I'm not fucking with you, Tony, for Chrissakes! My dinners 



are down 40%, I'm laying-off people left and right.

TONY



Not my problem, Sally.

SAL



Give me a break, Tony, will you?

TONY



No can do.

SAL



Jesus, we grew up together. Me, you, and Nicky. I was



like an older brother to you guys.

TONY



Ancient history.

SAL



Your old man used to cook for us, remember?

TONY



(ANNOYED) Hey, hey, hey, Salvatore! Basta, basta!

Enough with the Memory Lane bullshit.

SAL



I'm just saying: remember at the end of the day, we'd be



playing baseball all day in your backyard...

TONY



(TO THE GUYS) Do you believe the bullshit I've got to



listen to? (TO SAL) You borrow ten grand from Gianni



Giusso, you have to pay him back. End of fucking story!



I don't give a fuck about how many baseballs we hit in my



backyard, capice? You're three months late, you fucking



mutt!

SAL



Have a heart, Anthony.

· Tony does not reply. With an exasperated expression, he motions to the two enforcers. They step forward and begin to work Sal over with several well-placed punches. After Sal slumps to the ground, Tony calls them off.

SAL



(BARELY AUDIBLE)  Fuck you, Tony.

TONY



Just business, Sal. You know the rules.

SAL



Your father would be ashamed of you.

TONY



What did you say?

· Sal does not reply. Tony approaches and crouches down very close to Sal. He pulls Sal's head back, almost gently, and whispers menacingly.

TONY



(QUIETLY) What did you say?

SAL



I said your father would be ashamed of you. 

· Tony releases Sal, rises, and begins to walk away, the two enforcers in tow. 

TONY



(TO THE ENFORCERS) What's next?

· The scene fades to black with Sal still slumped against the building, trying to collect himself.

INTERIOR: UPSCALE RESTAURANT/BAR, SoHo NEW YORK

4. Yvonne and Cheryl are still sitting at the bar when Tony enters. He sees the two women and approaches. His demeanor is edgy, wired. He wipes a few specks of blood from his hands. The sound system is playing Randy Crawford's Give Me The Night.

TONY

(TO YVONNE) Ms. Peña...

YVONNE



Oh, there you are! (WIPING HIS CHEEK) What’s this?



(SHE KISSES HIM) How are you?

TONY



Busy. How have you been? You look great.

YVONNE



Thanks. (INTRODUCING) Anthony Galioto, Cheryl Johnston.

CHERYL



Nice to meet you.

TONY



(INSINCERELY) Same here. (TO YVONNE) Where's Nicky?

YVONNE



He's not here yet.

TONY



Kid's going to be late for his own funeral.

CHERYL



Ha!

TONY



What's funny?

CHERYL



That's exactly what Yvonne said.

TONY



Well, she should know. She's the girlfriend.

CHERYL



Wait. I thought you were the boyfriend. Are you the



comedian?

TONY



No, I work for a living.

YVONNE



Tony...

CHERYL



And what do you do?

TONY



I'm a legitimate businessman.

CHERYL



Sounds like a line from a movie.

TONY



Everything's a line from a movie.

· An awkward silence follows. Tony lights a cigarette, which noticeably bothers Cheryl, but he doesn't care. The bartender approaches and Tony orders a drink without asking the women if they'd care for another.

TONY



(TO YVONNE) So, how was your day?

YVONNE



It was good, really interesting. Cheryl and I saw the



new Acura lay-out...

TONY



(CHECKING HIS WATCH) Where the fuck is Nick?

YVONNE



He'll be here, Tony, relax. He's rehearsing a new routine



for tonight and he's really nervous about it.

CHERYL



That's such an odd profession, don't you think?

YVONNE



It's a tough way to make a living.

TONY



Yeah, it's so tough you can't make a living.

CHERYL



I don't mean that so much. It's just such an unusual



choice for a profession. I mean, think about people



who want to be comedians.

TONY



(STIFFENING) Yeah...

CHERYL



It's like, there's something wrong with them.

YVONNE



Well...

CHERYL



I don't mean something wrong, I just mean...

TONY



(POINTED) What do you mean?

CHERYL



Well, think about it: standing up there in front of total



strangers, trying to get them to pay attention and laugh.



It's kind of sad. It's really a sign of a very insecure



person, don't you think?

· Yvonne begins to politely respond, but Tony cuts her off.

TONY



Let me ask you something: what do you know about it?

CHERYL



Well, I don't really know anything about it.

TONY



Oh, you don't really know anything about it, but you're



shooting your mouth off anyway, is that it?

CHERYL



I'm not shooting my mouth off.

TONY



Yes, you are shooting your mouth off, and you're



shooting your mouth off about my brother.

YVONNE



Tony, come on.

TONY



No, wait a while, Yvonne. I mean, who is this braesole 



you bring over here? She doesn't even know Nick and



she's talking all this shit about him? This is your friend?

CHERYL



First of all, you were talking about him, too. And what



did you just call me?

TONY



Let me lay a flash on you, WASP: I can say whatever I 



want about my brother, that's none of your business.



That's between him and me. You show him any disrespect



and I'll shove your fucking head in that drink, capice?

CHERYL



(TO YVONNE) Hey, what is this?

TONY



Hey, hey, hey! You got a problem? Talk to me.

CHERYL



Fuck you! I don't have to take this.

TONY



You're right. You don't. You see that?

CHERYL



What?

TONY



(POINTING) That. Do you see that over there?

CHERYL



What?

TONY



The door, genius. Don't let it hit your ass on the



way out.

· As Yvonne begins to intercede, Cheryl gets up to leave. Nick enters the bar and begins to walk toward them.

TONY



Nicholas The Great! Nice of you to show up. You're



only an hour late.

NICK



That rhymes! (KISSES YVONNE ON THE MOUTH) 

Actually, I'm only forty minutes late, but who's counting?

CHERYL



(MOVING TOWARD THE EXIT) Excuse me.

NICK



Are you Cheryl? Where are you going?

CHERYL



I'm leaving.

NICK



Why?

CHERYL



Your brother is a real asshole, that's why.

TONY



Are you still here?

NICK



Please, sit down. At least finish your drink.

CHERYL



No way. (TO YVONNE) See you tomorrow. Thanks a lot.



It was like having a root canal. (SHE EXITS)

NICK



What was that all about?

YVONNE



You're unbelievable, Tony.

TONY



I'm unbelievable? I'm going to stand here and let her



insult Nicky while she's drinking on my tab?

YVONNE



She wasn't insulting Nicky.

NICK



You mean someone else was insulting me besides Tony?

TONY



Hey, don't you start. If you would have been on time,



for a change.

NICK



That woman probably would've hung around for another



two or three minutes. (LAUGHS) I knew it would it was



going to be my fault, eventually.

YVONNE



Okay, fellas, let's settle down, all right? 

TONY



Fine, but do me a favor, will you Yvonne? Don't set me



up with any more of your friends.

YVONNE



Tony, I don't have any friends left to set you up with. They



all hate me, thanks to you. I mean, it's a disaster every



time with you.

TONY



Then don't do it anymore.

NICK



What happened, anyway?

YVONNE



It's not important. Let's just say I'm never setting Tony up 



with anyone, ever again.

TONY



Let's just say Cheryl was a stupid bitch, and leave it at that.

NICK



(TRYING TO BREAK THE TENSION) Well, I'm thirsty!



Nothing like a spirited argument between two old friends



to really work-up a thirst. (TO THE BARTENDER) I’ll



have a wheat beer, and another round for my friends,



here, and put it on this gentleman's tab.

· The three look at each other, the tension easing. When the drinks arrive, Nick lifts his glass.

NICK



A couple to loosen things up, then I'm off to the club.



Cheers, you two.

TONY



Yeah, here's to Cheryl.

· They share a small laugh, and begin drinking as the scene fades to:

EXTERIOR: CITY STREET, OUTSIDE OF THE RESTAURANT/BAR

5.  Tony, Nick, and Yvonne exit the bar. It is a few hours and a few drinks later. The conversation is animated as Nick looks to hail a taxi.

YVONNE



Come on, Nicky, let us come to the club with you!

NICK



You know I never let my friends watch the first night



of a new bit. It's bad luck.

YVONNE



Come on!

· A taxi pulls up to the curb.

NICK



(KISSES YVONNE ON THE MOUTH & SAYS WITH  

MOCK DRAMA) Sorry, babe, I  just can't break with tradition.

· Nick gets into the cab.

NICK



Yvonne, you're staying at the house tonight?

YVONNE



(A LITTLE DISAPPOINTED) Yeah.

NICK



(THROUGH THE WINDOW AS THE CAB PULLS AWAY)



Wish me luck!

TONY



(AFTER A FEW SECONDS) Feel like doing something?

YVONNE



Like what?

TONY



Let's take a walk over to Mulberry. 

YVONNE



Oh no, Tony. It’s San Gennaro.

TONY



Come on, it’ll be fun. (AGAIN, SHE BALKS) They’ve

been asking about you… 

YVONNE



Okay. But just for little while?

· They begin walking east toward Little Italy, arm-in-arm, the sounds of the San Gennaro Festival increasing as they walk. It is a beautiful September night in New York.

TONY



How are you two doing?

YVONNE



Me and Nick?

TONY



No, you and the Pope.

YVONNE



I don't know. It's been kind of weird, lately. Strained. He's



got a lot on his mind, I guess.

TONY



Yeah, like he's over thirty and he doesn't have a real job.

YVONNE



(SLIGHTLY ANNOYED) You ought to lighten-up on him, 

you know?

TONY



What am I saying? I'm not saying anything.

YVONNE



That's always been your problem, Tony. You don't listen to



what you say or how you say it. It's a lot meaner than you



think.

TONY



You're too easy on him, Yvonne, that's your problem. 

You're
not doing him any  favors being that way. You've 

been together three years and I don't see a ring on your 

finger.

YVONNE



I never got a ring from you either, Anthony.

TONY



That's because I'm a prick.

6.  Tony and Yvonne turn a corner and find themselves confronted by three young tough guys from the neighborhood.

TONY



(CASUAL) What's up, fellas?

SHORT GUY



Nice-looking girlfriend.

TONY



(MUCH HARDER) What's up, fellas?

GUY #2



Nice suit. How much money you carrying, Armani?

YVONNE



Come on, guys, give us a break. We don't want any trouble.

SHORT GUY



I've got some trouble for you, baby doll.

TONY



You are starting to annoy me.

· As the Short Guy begins to respond, Guy #2 pulls up his tee shirt to reveal a pistol tucked into his pants.

GUY #2



Let's fuck the dialogue. I'll ask you again: how much



money you got?

TONY



(DEFIANTLY) I’ve got 800 dollars.

SHORT GUY



Give it up.

· Tony steps closer to the short guy.

TONY



I've just about had it with you, sonny. Why don't you



go home and drink your milk?

SHORT GUY



Fuck you.

TONY



(EVENLY) You open your hole again and I'm going to 



kill you. I don't give a fuck about your boyfriends, here. 

You're in the wrong neighborhood for this shit.

GUY #2



(NOTICING TONY'S SCAR) You're Tony Galioto.

SHORT GUY



(FLOORED) What?!

· Tony grabs the Short Guy by the throat and squeezes.

TONY



You stupid fucks. You want to roll somebody, you 

make sure it’s one of these SoHo pussies, capice?

(TO THE SHORT GUY) And you: you work for me now.

SHORT GUY



(BARELY ABLE TO TALK) Yes sir.

· Tony finally releases the short guy from his grasp.

TONY



Now get out of my sight, all of you.

· The three sprint away from Tony & Yvonne, cursing each other as they run. When Tony is satisfied that he and Yvonne are out of danger, he turns to her and she slaps him hard across the face.

YVONNE



Are you out of your mind?! They could have killed us!



They had guns! Are you crazy?

TONY



(CALMLY) Yvonne, all of the years that we were together, 



and you ask me if I'm crazy. Of course I'm crazy. I'm a



lunatic. You know that.

YVONNE



(CALMER) I'm glad you were here. (PAUSE) I'm sorry



that I hit you.

TONY



(LAUGHS) No you're not. (PUTS HIS ARM AROUND



HER) Come on, let's go back to the house.

They continue walking toward Little Italy as the scene fades to:

INTERIOR: A COMEDY CLUB

7.   Nick is on-stage, in the middle of his routine, and it is going very badly. 

NICK



Really, think about it: every toaster is made with at 



least two slots. You put a slice of bread in there, push



down the little handle, and eventually you get a nice



piece of toast. The right side doesn't do any better 



than the left side. There's no discernible difference.



So why is it that every toaster has that one slot that's



designated for the "Single Slice Only?" What's that



all about?

· Very little laughter from the audience.



Well, this is obviously a concept that I've either thought



about too much, or you haven't thought about enough.

· Again, the audience barely reacts. Nick stands on stage for a few painful moments. 

NICK

Or…

· The scene cuts to black.

INTERIOR: TONY'S BEDROOM, TONY & NICK'S APARTMENT

8. Tony is sitting-up in bed, smoking a cigarette and reading. Tired, he extinguishes the cigarette and begins to place his bookmark, a photograph, in the appropriate page. He stops to examine the photo: a picture of himself, tanned and smiling on a sunny northern California day, with his arm around his father. Lost in the image, he is gently interrupted by Yvonne, who stands in his doorway wearing an oversized tee shirt.

TONY



What's up?

YVONNE



I just wanted to say goodnight.

TONY



Goodnight, Von. Sleep good, huh?

YVONNE



Yeah, you too.

· Yvonne starts down the hallway to Nick's bedroom. Tony calls after her.

TONY



Von?

YVONNE



(COMING BACK TO HIS DOORWAY) Yeah?

TONY



When we were together, was it a bad thing?

YVONNE



(THINKING BACK) Oh, Anthony. When we first started, it



was a good thing. It was such a good thing. Why?

TONY



(SHRUGS) I don't know.

· A moment of silence passes between them.

YVONNE



Good night. 

· Yvonne exits. Tony remains still for a few seconds, then lights a cigarette. He sits on the bed, pensive, for a few moments in the darkened room before the scene fades slowly to black. 

INTERIOR: THE BAR AT THE COMEDY CLUB

9. Nick is standing at the bar with his friends, Ron & Bernadette, having a drink. It is just a few minutes after his performance.

BERNADETTE



It really wasn’t that bad.

NICK



It was awful.

RON



The audience is bad tonight.

NICK



It’s not the audience. It’s me. I stink.

· As Ron & Bernadette try to console Nick, a woman dressed in a business suit approaches them.

PATRICIA



Excuse me. Nick?

NICK



Yes?

PATRICIA



I’m Patricia Rush.

NICK



Yes...

PATRICIA



(SLIGHTLY TAKEN ABACK) From the Jay Morton Agency.

NICK



Oh, yes! Patricia! Nice to meet you. I thought that you were



going to be here a few nights ago.

PATRICIA



I was here a few nights ago, but I couldn’t see you after the



show. I had a more pressing engagement.

NICK



Of course you did. Did you see the show tonight? It was all



new material, I’m still working some things out.

PATRICIA



Yes, I did.

NICK



What did you think?

PATRICIA



Well, I have to be honest with you: it was a little flat.

NICK



Flat.

PATRICIA



Flat.

NICK



Yes, I guess it was.

PATRICIA



I would suggest some newer, more contemporary material.



Children, parenthood, baby-boomer type stuff. That’s very



popular now.

NICK



Well, uh, okay, I appreciate your feedback, but all of the stuff



tonight was brand new material.

PATRICIA



Yes, you mentioned that.

NICK



Perhaps I could call you sometime, regarding representation?

PATRICIA



Tell you what: you work on these suggestions that I’ve given 



you and I’m sure I’ll catch your act again sometime in the



next 6-to-10 months, and we’ll go from there, okay?

NICK



(DISAPPOINTED) Okay, sure. Thanks a lot for coming.

PATRICIA



Comedy is a tough business, Nick. You’ve got to keep at



it until you get it right. Well, I've got to run...

· They shake hands and Patricia exits.

NICK



Do you believe that? She’s probably never told a joke



in her life. What is it with these people?

BERNADETTE



Try writing! That’s when they really come out of



the woodwork.

· Nick turns to the bar, slumping over his drink.

NICK



(MUTTERING) Unbelievable.

· Slow fade to black.

INTERIOR: THE KITCHEN  OF TONY & NICK’S APARTMENT 

10. Nick is seated at the table, slumped over a cup of coffee. Newspapers, magazines and notes with ideas for comedy bits are spread out over the whole of the table, and he stares blankly at them. Yvonne enters, having just gotten out of bed.

NICK



Morning. (THEY KISS) You’re running late.

YVONNE



I’m calling-in sick today. I thought maybe we could do



something together.

NICK



Like what?

YVONNE



I don’t know. Go to a movie, hang out. (PLAYFULLY)



Maybe spend the day in bed. Do something unusual



like spend some time together.

NICK



(NONCHALANT) Come on, we spend a lot of time



together. You’re here all the time.

YVONNE



That’s not exactly what I’m talking about, Nick.

NICK



(APOLOGETICALLY) I know. It’s just that I’ve got a



million things planned for today. 

YVONNE



(PLAYFULLY) A million things, huh? Like what?

NICK



I wanted to pick-up some David Brenner and Robert Klein



albums, I wanted to call some agents, stuff like that. I need



to work on my act, I need to do something different. My 



stuff’s not working. I’m getting freaked-out.

YVONNE



You said it went great last night.

NICK



I lied. It went terrible.

YVONNE



You just had a bad night.

NICK



No, that’s not it. My material stinks. I stink.

YVONNE



(PUTS HER ARMS AROUND HIM FROM BEHIND)



You’re going to be fine. You have a lot of talent. It’ll



work out.

NICK



(GENTLY PULLING HER ARMS OFF HIM) You



don't understand. You’re not in the business. You



don't understand.

YVONNE



(HURT) Well, I guess this was a bad idea.

· Nick rises from the table. He puts his arms around Yvonne and kisses her lightly on the forehead.

NICK



It wasn’t a bad idea. (TRYING TO LIGHTEN UP) It was



a good idea whose time just hasn’t come. (NO RESPONSE)



Uh, okay. I’m going to take a shower. I’ve got to get out



of here. I’ve got things to do.

· Yvonne barely nods as nick exits the room. She stands in the middle of the kitchen, frustrated and hurt. After a few moments of this image, the scene fades to:

EXTERIOR: A CITY STREET: SULLIVAN STREET, NEAR HOUSTON

11. Early afternoon, Tony is walking the streets. He acknowledges a few people, but others recognize him and clearly avoid him. He enters a dry-cleaning store.

INTERIOR: A DRY-CLEANING ESTABLISHMENT, SULLIVAN STREET

12.   Mickey, an Italian-American in his late forties stands behind the counter. An Old Man is gathering his dry-cleaning and leaving the store. As Tony enters, Mickey begins to imitate Marlon Brando in The Godfather. This amuses Tony.

MICKEY



I never thought it would be like this. I always thought it



would be Senator Galioto, President Galioto. Anyway,



I’m drinking more wine these days.

TONY



(SLIPPING INTO AL PACINO-MICHAEL CORLEONE)



It’s good for you, Pop.

· Mickey calls after the Old man as he leaves.

MICKEY



Sir! Sir! Your clothes are dragging on the ground.

OLD MAN



So why don’t you wrap the damn things right? All the



money you charge…

· As the Old Man exits, Mickey calls after him again with mock sincerity.

MICKEY



Have a nice day, sir! Come back soon. (UNDER HIS BREATH)

Cranky old bastard. (TO TONY) How are you, Anthony?

Staying away from Lucca Brazzi?

TONY



Haven’t you heard, Mick? Lucca Brazzi sleeps with the fishes. 

So, how’s business?

MICKEY



Who am I going to complain to? (HE REACHES UNDER THE



COUNTER AND HANDS TONY AN ENVELOPE) Receipts



are behind the dough. There’s about 20 of them.

· Tony slides the envelope into the chest pocket of his suit. The door opens and a Neighborhood Kid, maybe 16 years-old, enters the store carrying a gym bag.

MICKEY



(TO TONY) Oh, this genius. (TO THE KID) What do 

you want?

KID



(TRYING TO HAND THE BAG TO MICKEY) This for you.

MICKEY



I don’t want it. Not yet.

KID



(CONFUSED) But I’m supposed to give it to you.

MICKEY



Not now you’re not.

KID



Yes, I am.

MICKEY



(INSTRUCTIVELY) What time is it?

KID



It’s five minutes-to-two.

MICKEY



And what time is your drop?

KID



Two o’clock.

MICKEY



(QUIETLY, BUT IMPATIENTLY) Then get the fuck out 

of my store and don’t come back until two o’clock.

· Still confused, The Kid exits as Mickey shakes his head in frustration.

MICKEY



Every time, with this fucking kid. Were we ever that stupid?

TONY



Il ragazzo è non Italiano. (The boy is not Italian.) What



are you going to do?
MICKEY



All these kids are brain-dead. Too much video and not 



enough Tony Bennett. Remember Bruno? You were a



minute early or a minute late, you’d get your ass handed



to you.

TONY



Ancient history, Mick.

MICKEY

(LAMENTING) You’re not wrong there.  (PAUSE)

So, how’s business? 

TONY



(SHRUGS) Who am I going to complain to? I’m a bag 

man for Gianni Giusso. I got Charlie Lupo looking over 

my shoulder all day…

MICKEY



That prick…

TONY



…there’s no action any more, it’s a joke. We’re a bunch



of dinosaurs. (HE SHRUGS) Things could be worse.

MICKEY

Yeah, you could own a dry-cleaning store.

· Tony chuckles at this, but he is clearly preoccupied.

TONY



Yeah, things could be worse. (ROUSING HIMSELF)

All right, Mick, I’ve got to go.

· The two men embrace.

MICKEY



You take care, Anthony, and watch your ass.

TONY



(LAUGHS) Stay out of trouble, paisan. And look out for



Lucca Brazzi.

· Mickey laughs as Tony exits the store, then checks his watch.

MICKEY



Where’s that kid with my two o’clock drop?

· Cut to black.

INTERIOR: ITALIAN RESTAURANT /BAR, LITTLE ITALY

13.  Early evening. Tony is seated at the bar, drinking Campari and soda. The sound system is playing Frank Sinatra’s Yellow Days. A very attractive woman in her early twenties (Angela) approaches Tony.

ANGELA



Hi, Tony.

TONY



Miss Angela, how are you?

ANGELA



Have you been avoiding me?

TONY



I’ve been around. Where have you been?

ANGELA



All over.

TONY



I’ll bet you have.

ANGELA



Want to go somewhere and have a drink?

TONY



I’m having a drink.

ANGELA



I mean someplace fun.

TONY



Can’t. Waiting to see your father.

ANGELA



Uh, oh. Are you in trouble?

TONY



Hope not.

ANGELA



Can I ask you a question?

TONY



Why not?

ANGELA



How much more do I have to throw myself at you before



you ask me out?

TONY



Look, Angela, you’re a very beautiful, very intelligent girl...

ANGELA



But...

TONY



But I’m a big fan of living. The last thing I need is to get on



your father’s bad side, capice? That would be a bad thing.

ANGELA



But I’m a good thing. I’m a really good thing.

TONY



Of that I have no doubt, but I’d like to hang on to all my



original factory equipment, you know what I mean?

ANGELA



(DRAWING CLOSER, SHE WHISPERS) He’d never know.

TONY



Don’t kid yourself, pal: he knows everything.

· The door to an adjoining room opens and in the doorway stands Gianni Giusso. The room gets quieter. 

GIANNI



Anthony, can I speak to you for a moment?

TONY



Yes, sir, absolutely.

· 14.  Tony nearly jumps off the bar stool and walks briskly toward his boss. When he gets close enough, Gianni throws an arm around him and escorts Tony into the room. Seated in one of the two chairs opposite Gianni’s desk, is Charlie Lupo. The door closes.

INTERIOR: GIANNI GIUSSO’S OFFICE

TONY



Charlie...

CHARLIE



Partner, how are you?

· Charlie stands up. He and Tony hug, then kiss each other on the cheek.

GIANNI



Look at this, look at my boys! Fire and Ice, huh? This I 

love to see. Sit down, the two of you. 

· Gianni sits down in a slow, tired manner.

I hate to sound like a sentimental old bastard, but you 

know how proud I am of you, you’re like sons to me. 

You’re my pride and joy. I brought you up in the system 

and you’ve done beautiful work, you know that don’t you?

Everyone said you were too young, it was too much

responsibility, but I said, “bullshit, these kids can do

the job,” and I was right. Trust your instincts. That’s

the moral of this story.

· Gianni looks off into the distance, a bit of melancholy setting in.



Have you looked around lately? Everything’s changing.



Little Italy’s shrunk to nothing, the Chinese are every-



where. I’m not blaming them: Italians are selling them



the property. But it’s changing, everywhere it’s changing.



Finally got a guinea back in City Hall and he’s killing us.



Prick won’t even let us have San Gennaro anymore 

without kissing his ass. In our own backyard! It’s an



insult. (PAUSES) Guys are doing ten years for spitting



on the sidewalk, your best friend is wired for the Feds.

It’s all upside down.
And as soon as they finish this 

business with the Fulton Fish Market, they’re going to 

come after our waste disposal operation, let’s not bullshit 

the public. Look around. The writing’s on the wall.



Okay, get to the point, right? See, this is what happens 



when you get older. (EXHALES DEEPLY) All right.



There’s a man coming from Texas, a businessman. He



and his associates are going to make us an offer, we 



believe it will be a very generous offer, on our entire 



disposal operation, up and down the coast. The whole 

nine yards. Our information is that they’re legitimate, 

which means it will be a legitimate sale and the profit

will be untouchable, which means that asshole in City 

Hall won’t be able to do a goddamn thing about it.

GIANNI (continued)



Now, you know that they’re watching all of us, the big 

guys anyway. We can’t take a decent crap anymore 

without it being recorded somewhere. So we had a 

meeting last week and decided that you two are going 

to front this transaction. It’s a very big job, a lot of

pressure, but you’ll take the things that I’ve taught you 

and apply them here and you’ll be fine. And when it’s

over, there’ll be a lot of money in it for a couple of young 

guys.



Worst case scenario: this cowboy turns-out to be a Fed,



you both do some time. I’m offering this to you. What do



you say?

· Tony & Charlie eye each other, knowing they can’t refuse, whatever their reservations.

TONY



I don’t know, Gianni. I mean, are we ready for this?

CHARLIE



Mr. Giusso, I know I speak for both of us when I say 

that we would be honored to handle this transaction 

for you and the family. 

GIANNI



Thank you, Charlie. I was hoping you would say that.

TONY



We’ll do our best.

GIANNI



(VERY SERIOUS) Anything but the best in unacceptable.



I went to bat for you two on this. Don’t make me look like



a jerk.

CHARLIE



We’ll close this for you, Mr. Giusso. This transaction 

will be our tribute to you.

GIANNI



Good boy. (RISING) All right, Carmine will fill you in on the 



details later. You two go have a drink, relax. These next few



days are going to be busy.

· Gianni rises from his desk, followed by Tony & Charlie. As they walk to the door, Gianni throws his arms around both young men.

GIANNI



I’m very proud of you two.

CHARLIE



Thank you, sir.

INTERIOR: RESTAURANT AREA, OUTSIDE OF GIANNI’S OFFICE

· Gianni releases the two men from his grasp. Charlie heads to the bar for a drink, Tony heads for the exit.

GIANNI



Anthony, come here for a minute. Let me talk to you.

15. Tony and Gianni walk arm-in-arm the front door and onto the street. 

TONY



What’s up, Gianni?

EXTERIOR: STREET IN FRONT OF GIANNI’S RESTAURANT

GIANNI



I saw you talking to Angela back there.

TONY



It was nothing, Gianni, I swear on my mother. We were

just talking.

GIANNI



You know how I feel about that. 

TONY



Yes, sir, I do. Absolutely.

GIANNI



Good. How’s Nicky?

TONY



He’s good. We’re playing ball tomorrow.

GIANNI



You give him my love, huh?

TONY



Absolutely.

GIANNI



Your father and I were like brothers. You and Nicky



remind me of us when we were young.

TONY



Really?

GIANNI



I was a hot-head, like you. Your father was a sensitive



man, a thinker. He and I could have owned this town,



but he wouldn’t join us.

TONY



I could never understand that.

GIANNI



He did what he thought was best; for himself and for



his family. 

TONY



Yeah, and look where he ended up. Broke, half punchy.

GIANNI



It’s human nature to second-guess your father, that’s to



be expected. But your father was a great man in his own



way. Never show him any disrespect.

TONY



It’s just...

GIANNI



You’re the Prodigal Son, Anthony, you know that? You



just didn’t make it back home in time to make it right.



As you get older, you’ll struggle with that.

TONY



I don’t know...

GIANNI



Believe me, you will. You get old eventually, Anthony. 



Your friends die, your wife dies, God forbid maybe one



of your kids dies. The worst thing that can happen in a

 

life is to have regrets. Take my advice: have as few of



of them as possible when they plant you. (PAUSE) You



have a good time with your brother tomorrow, all right?

TONY



All right, Gianni.

GIANNI



Don’t pull anything. And Tony?

TONY



Yes, sir?

GIANNI



Make me proud on this Texas business, capice?

TONY



Yes, sir, I will.

GIANNI



Good boy. Now go have some fun, go ahead.

· Gianni hugs Tony, then gives him a light, playful slap on the face. The scene fades to black as Gianni watches Tony walk away.

INTERIOR: TONY & NICK’S APARTMENT, THE LIVING ROOM

16.  Yvonne is seated on the sofa, drinking a glass of wine. Next to her is an open, half-empty bottle. She is dressed to go out: the hair is styled, her face is made-up, and she is wearing a short black skirt. The sound system is playing Chris Isaac’s Waiting For The Rain To Fall. Tony enters.

TONY



Hey, what are you doing here?

YVONNE



(LAUGHS A LITTLE) Everybody keeps asking me that



question today, and I still don’t have a good answer.

· Tony undoes his tie and begins to take off his shirt.

TONY



Man, it’s hot out there. I’m dying. (AFFECTING A



LATIN ACCENT) Looking good, Ms. Peña. Going out? 

YVONNE



I was going to see Nick at the club, but I’m not going now.

TONY



Why not?

YVONNE



Doesn’t seem like such a good idea. He probably wouldn’t



be real happy to see me.

TONY



What's the matter? You guys have a fight?

YVONNE



No. I don’t know. It’s all this pressure...

TONY



Okay, take it easy.

YVONNE



Don’t tell me to take it easy, Tony! You know how much



I hate it when you say that to me!

TONY



I’m sorry.

YVONNE



(STARTING TO BREAK DOWN) Jesus, I feel like I’m 

always doing something wrong.

· Yvonne puts her head in her hands and begins to cry. Tony walks over to the sofa and begins to stroke her hair.

TONY



(GENTLY) Okay. Come on. That’s enough.

· Yvonne regains her composure a little, but keeps her head buried in her hands.

YVONNE



What is it with you two? You drive me crazy.

· Tony gently pulls Yvonne from the sofa and puts his arms around her. 

TONY



(SINCERELY, WHISPERING) I’m sorry.

· They remain this way for a few moments. Eventually, Yvonne wraps her arms around Tony and they hold each other in a tight embrace. Even when Yvonne pulls herself away from Tony’s shoulder, they remain very close. He hesitates, then kisses her gently on the mouth. After a few seconds of indecision, they begin to kiss passionately. The scene slowly fades to black.

INTERIOR: COMEDY CLUB

17.  Nick is on-stage, performing his routine. This time the audience is more receptive to the material.

NICK



I was almost late getting here tonight. I had a Personal



Maintenance Day today: washed my clothes, clipped 

my nails, got my hair cut. Of course, as soon as I left 



the barber’s, I did what everybody does: I looked in the



first available window and re-styled my hair. Why do



we do that? We spend thirty, forty, fifty dollars on a



haircut, then we can’t wait to mess around with it.

· The audience responds with mild laughter.



The logic escapes me. But then, a lot of logic escapes



me. For instance: the ban on cigarette smoking in bars.

· The crowd erupts in applause.

I don’t even know about the health issues, that’s not

what I’m talking about. What I’m concerned about is

that this particular law was originally passed in Los
Angeles, which means that New York is following the

lead of L.A. which means that our entire social order

is completely out-of-whack and destined for the crapper.



I mean, think about it: people in Los Angeles are so



concerned about somebody’s secondary smoke 

poisoning them in a restaurant, but they’ll sit on the

San Diego Freeway in bumper-to-bumper traffic,

choking each other to death on car exhaust. But you 

don’t see anyone pushing legislation to get rid of

cars do you? The logic escapes me.

· Healthy laughter and applause from the audience.

NICK (continued)

Yeah, a lot of funky logic out there. Global warming.

“We’d like to see a little more data before we take

any drastic action.” (PAUSE) Uh, it’s 96° in November,

Mr. President. Want to get a clue and join the rest of

the civilized world, please?

· Again, the audience reacts enthusiastically and Nick stands on stage, enjoying every moment of it. The scene fades to:

EXTERIOR: A BASEBALL DIAMOND, SOMEWHERE IN THE CITY

18.  A beautiful summer day. Tony & Nick are playing hard ball. They play catch, then take turns in the field shagging balls while the other hits. Both are excellent athletes, perhaps Nick is slightly better. The banter is warm and good-natured, the adult version of a pattern established many years ago. Hours pass before they finally stop, Tony limping slightly as they find a place to sit. 

TONY



I think I pulled something.

NICK



Hey, I saw some  kids playing whiffle ball the other day.

TONY



I’ve got to say, those were some of the best days of my

life, hanging-out in that backyard with you.

NICK



We had the batting helmets and the scoreboard...

TONY



We used to do the play-by-play, remember?

NICK



That yard seemed huge...

TONY



Four hundred feet to straight-away center.

NICK



...then we went back there a few years ago...

TONY



…and it was about the size of a postage stamp.

NICK



Yeah!

TONY



Remember how the kitchen window was facing the



backyard...

NICK



…and the ball would keep bouncing against it while Ma



was doing the dishes...

TONY



She’d get so pissed...

NICK



It would drive her nuts!

TONY



(AFTER A THOUGHTFUL PAUSE) Poor woman.

NICK



To get sick at that age. She deserved better.

TONY



A lot better.

· Both men sit quietly, lost in their reminiscence.

NICK



Hey, I had a great night last night!

TONY



What did you do?

NICK



I was performing!

TONY



(UNENTHUSIASTICALLY) Oh, yeah...

NICK



I did a whole new bit, kind of a social commentary thing.



They loved it! Took some shots at L.A....

TONY



Great, now you’re Dennis Leary, Jr.

NICK



Really, Tony, it was great! I was getting some huge 



laughs. I think I’ve finally found my niche. I’m thinking



about re-inventing myself: new material, new agent,



new head shots, the works!

TONY



Look, you had one good night. So what? Where do you



think you’re headed? Leno?

NICK



You never know.

TONY



Yeah, right. And pro football is on the level.

NICK



(QUIETLY) I was just saying, I had a good night.

TONY



I had a good night, too. I made twenty-five hundred dollars.

· A long, awkward silence falls between the two men.

TONY



Hey look, I’ve got to go. I’ve got a meeting.

NICK



Yeah, I’ve got to go see Yvonne.

TONY



(CAUGHT OFF-GUARD) Give her my regards, huh?

· Both men stand, muscles already stiffening. They hug, then start in opposite directions. Tony turns to watch Nick walk away, then calls after him.

TONY



Nicky?

NICK



Yeah?

TONY



You looked beautiful out there.

NICK



You, too, old man.

TONY



You could have been a great ballplayer.

NICK



(SHRUGS) You could have been a cop. Who knew?

· Tony watches his brother walk in the opposite direction. As Nick gets to the street, he steps off the curb and is nearly hit by a taxi. A look of fear flashes across Tony’s face. Nick, untouched, begins pounding on the cab’s hood, doing his best Dustin Hoffman imitation from Midnight Cowboy.

NICK



I’m walking here, I’m walking here!

· Nick flashes a smile to Tony and continues on his way. Tony remains in the same spot, watching him, as the scene fades to black.

· Fade up to:

EXTERIOR: GIANNI GIUSSO’S RESTAURANT

19. The voice of Texas businessman, Bill Chambers, is heard over the exterior image of Gianni’s restaurant.

BILL

(VOICE OVER)



...so the kid’s sitting there with his seven candy bars



and the guy says to him, “You know, young man, if



you eat that many candy bars every day you won’t



live very long…”

· Cut to:

INTERIOR: GIANNI’S OFFICE  IN THE BACK OF THE RESTAURANT

· Charlie is seated behind Gianni’s desk. Tony & Bill are seated in front. 

BILL



And the kid says, “My grandfather lived to be 107



years-old.” And the guy says, “Did he eat seven 



candy bars a day?” And you know what the kid says?

TONY



(DEAD SERIOUS) Tell me.

BILL



The kid says, “No, he minded his own fucking business!”

· Bill breaks into hysterical laughter while Tony & Charlie exchange glances. Tony eventually laughs a little, but Charlie barely cracks a smile.

BILL



I love that joke!

CHARLIE



It’s a good one.

BILL



Well, much as I’d like to sit around with you boys all day,



I guess we should talk some business.

CHARLIE



I was thinking right along the same lines.

BILL



Fair enough. As you know, my associates and I have 

put an offer on the table for Mr. Giusso and his, uh, 

associates, which we think is extremely fair, given the 

situation and all.

CHARLIE



What situation would that be?

BILL



Let’s not be coy, Charles. We’ll leave that to the pencil-



necks. Twenty million dollars is an extremely generous



offer.

TONY



(QUIETLY) Twenty million dollars is an insult.

· Charlie shoots an annoyed look at Tony.

BILL



Given all the facts, I’d venture to say it’s too much.

CHARLIE



Facts, situations. Let’s be a little more clear, shall we?

BILL



(SLIGHTLY EXASPERATED)  Given the fact that a



certain Eye-talian mayor is going to make your entire 



operation virtually worthless in a few months and you all



are going to be filing change-of-address forms to some



Federal penitentiary, the situation would seem to dictate



a little less hardball from you two boys and little more



soft stroke. You reading my transmission?

TONY



And what fucking planet are you from, Tex? You’re go-



ing to come to New York, take over the operation and 



buy-out Giuliani? Just like that? What are you guys



smoking down there?

BILL



You let us take care of that, son. By the way, I’ve got to



ask you: where’d you get that scar? It’s a real honey.

TONY



Would you like one? I can arrange it.

· Bill laughs at this, but the tension in the room is growing.

CHARLIE



Mr. Chambers, I hope you won’t think this is rude, but I’m



going to speak to Anthony in Italian for a moment.

BILL



No offense taken.

CHARLIE



Thank you. (TO TONY, IN ITALIAN) You’re doing too



much talking, you’re revealing too much of yourself.

TONY

(IN ITALIAN)



That’s bullshit. This guy is a waste of time. For us to even



consider this offer is enough to get us killed.

CHARLIE

(IN ITALIAN)



Gianni has already seen the offer and approved of it.



Our job is to make certain this goes smoothly.
TONY

(IN ITALIAN)



When did Gianni approve this? Why wasn’t I told?

CHARLIE

(IN ITALIAN)



Time was short and you were nowhere to be found. 

We can discuss this later. (TO BILL) Mister Chambers, 

the offer seems acceptable to Mr. Giusso and his 

associates in principle, but there are a number of details 

that still need to be worked-out.

BILL



Always are.

CHARLIE



Could we meet again in a few days?

· Bill stands, followed by Charlie and Tony.

BILL



I’m here ‘till Thursday, gentlemen. After that, I’m afraid



we’ll have to consider withdrawing. Got to keep a low

profile, after all. You understand.

CHARLIE



Of course.

BILL



By the way, Anthony, it’s not good business to refer

to your potential buyer as “a waste of time.”  Some

people might get the wrong idea.

· Tony and Charlie look at each other, dumbfounded. 

BILL



I also speak fluent Japanese. Know who you’re dealing



with, gentlemen; that’s the name of the game.

· The three men shake hands.

BILL



Well, it’s been interesting, I’ll say that. Let’s be in touch.



(HE CONSIDERS THE TWO MEN, AND CHUCKLES)



I love New York, I truly do.

· Bill exits.

TONY



Do you believe that shit?

CHARLIE



(SUSPICIOUS) Interesting guy.

TONY



You think the old man will go for it?

CHARLIE



He says everyone’s in.

TONY



(CHECKING HIS WATCH) I got to go. There’s a couple



of deadbeats I need to talk to, all right?

CHARLIE



Yeah, go ahead. I’ll call you.

· The two men embrace, then Tony exits the room. Charlie follows him visually, then turns his attention back to the Texas transaction. He is bothered by the “feel” of it, and annoyed with Tony’s lack of effort. Cut to:

INTERIOR: MAIN DINING ROOM OF THE GIANNI’S RESTAURANT/BAR 

· In slow motion, Tony passes through the room toward the exit, where he sees Angela leaning against the bar. Their eyes remain locked until Tony exits the restaurant. By this time, Charlie is standing in the office doorway, watching the entire sequence. The scene fades to black.

EXTERIOR: CITY STREETS, AROUND LITTLE ITALY & THE WEST VILLAGE

20.  A montage of Tony’s daily routine, accompanied by Pat Metheny’s The Girls Next Door. Tony moves in and out of various establishments – restaurants, corner grocers, delicatessens, cheese shops, meat shops, dry cleaners, movie theaters – collecting and counting money, “leaning” on some people, joking with others. The images are meant to portray the sense of tedium and repetition, as well as intimidation, that are part of his everyday existence. He exudes a detached annoyance as he makes his rounds, and on the rare occasions when he becomes genuinely angry it seems to require all his energy. Overall, his speech and body language betray a person who is tired and unenthusiastic about his job: he chain-smokes, drinks too much coffee, eats on the run, all the while collecting Gianni Giusso’s money. Nearing the end of his day, Tony turns a corner in NoLita and stops to light another cigarette. There, he spots Bill Chambers and Charlie Lupo, seated at a sidewalk café.

20 continued. Their conversation is alternately pointed and animated, punctuated at times by laughter and at other times with one of the participants speaking with grave seriousness. Tony observes them for quite a while before the two men rise from the table, shake hands and part company. The scene fades to black. 

· Fade up to:

INTERIOR: GIANNI GIUSSO’S RESTAURANT/BAR

21. An hour later. Charlie is at the bar with Gianni, talking quietly. Gianni’s daughter has left, there are a handful of people in the place. The sound system is playing Tony Bennett’s The Second Time Around. Nick enters.

GIANNI



Nicky! Nicky Galioto! Come over here!

· Nick crosses the room to Gianni, who gets off his stool and bear-hugs him.

NICK



Gianni, good to see you. (SHAKING HANDS WITH



CHARLIE) Hey, Charlie.

CHARLIE



How are you, Nick?

GIANNI



Look at this kid! What, you never come around anymore,



now that you’re Jerry Seinfeld?

NICK



You know how it is, Gianni: I’m a bum. Sleep all day,



tell a few jokes at night...

GIANNI



(PLAYFULLY) And they pay you for this?

NICK



Millions.

GIANNI



Millions! Ha! I love this kid! (SLAPS NICK IN THE FACE)

NICK



Is Tony around?

CHARLIE



Left about an hour ago.

NICK



Damn.

GIANNI



Listen, you young guys talk a little. I'm going to go in the 

Back and lie down for a while.

· Gianni rises and hugs Nick.

GIANNI



Don’t you be a stranger, huh? Come see the old man



every once-in-a-while.

NICK



(SINCERELY) I will, Gianni. Take care of yourself.

· Gianni again gives Nick a light tap on the cheek, then exits to his office.

CHARLIE



You look good, Nicky. How’s Yvonne?

NICK



She’s great, Charlie. You know her, she’s the best.

CHARLIE



The whole package. Your brother really dropped the ball



on that one.

NICK



(STUNG) Tony around?

CHARLIE



Haven’t seen him. Is there something I can do for you?

NICK



(EMBARRASSED) No. I wanted to talk to him about...

CHARLIE



Borrowing some money?

NICK



How’d you know?

CHARLIE



(SHRUGS) It's my business to know. Talk to me.

NICK



Oh, I don’t know, Charlie.

CHARLIE



Come on, we’re like brothers. What’s the matter?



You can’t talk to me about money? Sit down. (HE



DOES) Now, how much are we talking about?

· The scene cuts quickly to black.

· Fade slowly into:

EXTERIOR: BATTERY PARK

22. In the golden sunlight of early evening, Tony leans against a railing overlooking the water. Smoking a cigarette, he has come here to think about the Texas deal and the secret meeting between Bill and Charlie, but he is distracted by the sight of Ellis Island and the Statue of Liberty. His thoughts drift to his mother and father: their immigration from Italy, the difficulty of the journey, the courage that it required, the fear and separation they must have felt upon arrival. 

Images of a childhood in Brooklyn fill his mind: the days spent playing baseball with Nick in the backyard, the friends he once ran with in the streets, the admiration he had felt for his father, his mother’s warmth. He thinks of her prolonged illness and the time immediately following her death, when Tony and his father had lived together in his parents’ small house in northern California. Tony frowns at the recollection, remembering how contemptuously he had treated his father and the friction he had created between them. He takes a long drag from the cigarette, then flicks it into the water.              

· The scene fades to black, then fades up to:

EXTERIOR: AN OFFICE BUILDING, SOMEWHERE IN TRIBECA

23.  Nick is standing outside on the sidewalk, watching people file out of the building. Eventually, Yvonne exits. Walking with a brisk after-work stride, she does not see Nick and turns the corner before he can call-out to her. Gently pushing through the crowd, Nick eventually catches-up to her, tapping Yvonne on the elbow playfully. She pivots defensively, then recognizes him and smiles broadly. They kiss passionately.

NICK



I’m glad I caught you.

YVONNE



What are you doing here? Is everything all right?

NICK



No. Everything is all wrong.

YVONNE



What happened, Nick?

NICK



Things are a mess with you and me, and it’s my fault.

YVONNE



(TOUCHED) Oh, baby...

NICK



I came to apologize. And to tell you that I love you.

· They embrace. 

NICK



I saw Tony today.

YVONNE



(PULLING AWAY SLIGHTLY) Oh?

NICK



We barely connect anymore. It makes me realize how



much I’m losing touch with everyone that I love.

YVONNE



It’s not you, Nicky, it’s him.

NICK



I don’t think so...

YVONNE



Yes it is! (CALMER) God, you’re so loyal. It’s almost a



vice with you. 

NICK



He thinks I’m a joke.

YVONNE



You’ve got understand that it’s Tony. He’s lost his soul.



(SOFTLY) He ruins everything that’s good.

NICK



He doesn’t respect me.

YVONNE



Is it really that important?

NICK



He’s my older brother, Yvonne. Do you have any idea what



it’s like to know that your older brother doesn’t respect you?



Do you have any idea how much that hurts?

YVONNE



(SINCERELY) No, I guess I don’t.

· There is an awkward silence between them. Finally, Nick reaches out to her.

NICK



Look, this was not supposed to be about me and 

Anthony. This was supposed to be about me and you. 

I want to have a nice, romantic dinner tonight. I want 

you tell me about what’s been going-on at work, what’s 

happening with your friends, what you’ve been thinking 

about. (PAUSES, THEN QUIETLY) I want to be your

boyfriend again.

YVONNE



(TOUCHED, BUT FEELING GUILTY) Oh, Nicky…

NICK



What’s the matter, baby?

YVONNE



Nothing.

NICK



Are you sure?

YVONNE



(PUTTING HER ARMS AROUND HIM) I love you, Nick.

NICK



I love you, too, Yvonne.

· Nick takes Yvonne by the hand, kisses her gently, and they begin walking. The camera follows them for a few moments, and the scene fades to black.

· Fade up to: 

INTERIOR: TONY’S BEDROOM, TONY & NICK’S APARTMENT

24.  Tony is sitting-up bed, smoking a cigarette. His attention is now fully turned to the meeting that has taken place behind his back between Bill Chambers and Charlie Lupo earlier in the day. He weighs the possible scenarios, considers his options, still uncertain of what his reaction should be. The door buzzer sounds. Tony gets out of bed and walks cautiously down a narrow hallway leading to the front door, checking the peephole. Grunting in disbelief, he unlocks the door and opens it. Standing on the opposite side is Angela.

TONY



Are you trying to get me killed?

ANGELA



You better let me in before we both get killed.

· Tony cranes his neck into the hallway, checking for witnesses, then steps aside as if he has no choice. Angela glides past, deliberately brushing against Tony as she does so. She props herself against the wall.

TONY



Angela, I don’t need this right now, capice? This is a bad 



thing. You know what your father would do to me if he 



knew you were here?

ANGELA



You? What about me? I'm 21 years-old and I'm like a



prisoner. I can't walk down the street without one of



his goons up my ass. 

TONY



Can’t help you, pal.

ANGELA

(FRUSTRATED) Have a heart, Tony, let me stay.

· She pulls two joints from her bag.

(FLIRTATIOUSLY) I brought refreshments…

TONY



Angela, no. No means no, all right. No.

ANGELA



(PLAYFULLY) What’s the matter? You afraid of my father?

TONY



Right down to my socks, kid.

ANGELA



(MUCH MORE SEXUAL) Aw, let me stay...please?

· Angela begins to move toward him in the narrow space, repeating her “please” as seductively as possible. Tony gives ground, a barely audible “no” escaping from his mouth. It’s obvious his resolve is crumbling, but he continues to shake his head from side-to-side, although it is less convincing with each step Angela takes. Now, Tony’s back is pressed firmly against the opposite wall and Angela pens him in with an arm on either side. She gets within an inch of his mouth with hers.

ANGELA



(SOFTLY) I won’t bite, unless you want me to.

· With that, the last of Tony’s resistance is gone and they begin to kiss feverishly. The scene fades very slowly to black.

INTERIOR: TONY’S BEDROOM

25.  Late evening. Tony is sitting-up in bed, smoking a cigarette. Angela is asleep next to him. Through his closed door, Tony hears the muffled sounds Nick and Yvonne, home from their evening out. The faint sounds of laughter and pre-sex conversation float through his wall. The telephone rings and he picks up the receiver.

TONY



Yeah?

VOICE



Charlie Lupo, Brooklyn Bridge, midnight.

· The call disconnects. Tony gently cradles the receiver, then leans back against the wall, considering the situation. After a few moments, he extinguishes the cigarette and climbs out of bed, careful not to awaken Angela. Moving quietly about the room, he chooses a dark shirt, trousers and sports jacket from his closet. Once he is finished dressing, he places a cellular phone in one of the jacket’s inside pockets, then opens a dresser drawer and reaches for a black, 9-millimeter pistol and ammunition clip. He loads the magazine into the weapon and holsters it underneath his jacket.

· Cut to:

EXTERIOR: ELIZABETH STREET, THE FRONT OF TONY’S APARTMENT

26.  Tony exits the building and begins looking for a taxi. He is distracted, though, when he sees an old man with a cane hobbling slowly across the street. The crossing is accomplished with great effort and difficulty, but it is not until the old man reaches the sidewalk that Tony is able to pull himself away from the image. Even as he hails a cab, Tony must steal one last look at the man disappearing around the corner before entering the vehicle.

· Cut to:

INTERIOR: TAXI CAB

27.  Seated in the back with the window rolled open, Tony watches the city roll by. After a few moments, he checks his watch, un-holsters his pistol and re-checks the magazine, to make sure it is fully loaded. Satisfied, he slots the clip back into in the weapon and replaces the gun. Tony sits back, looking out the window, anticipating his upcoming meeting.

EXTERIOR: CENTRE STREET, NEAR THE BROOKLYN BRIDGE

28.  The taxi pulls over to the curb. Tony pays the driver and exits. As he stands on the opposite side of the fence from City Hall, the cab pulls away, leaving Tony alone. He considers the Brooklyn Bridge for a while, then begins to make his way toward the pedestrian walkway.

EXTERIOR:  BROOKLYN BRIDGE ANCHORAGE

29. Charlie Lupo is leaning against the structure, smoking a cigarette. As Tony approaches, Charlie looks at his watch.

CHARLIE



You’re late.

TONY



What are you, the Official Timekeeper?

· Tony stands next to Charlie. He pulls a pack of cigarettes from his pocket and selects one. Charlie lights it for him.

TONY



This better be good.

CHARLIE



Did I pull you away from something important?

TONY



Yeah. I was watching The History Channel.

CHARLIE



(LAUGHS) That’s funny, Anthony. The whole time we



were growing-up together, you were always a funny guy.

TONY



Without the bird seed, Charlie: what are we doing up here?

CHARLIE



I wanted a place where we could talk private.

TONY



About what? You and the Texas shit-kicker and your



little private meeting this afternoon?

CHARLIE



(NOT RATTLED) More about you and me.

TONY



Is that so?

CHARLIE



I need you to do something for me.

TONY



What?

CHARLIE



I want you to go to Gianni and tell him that you’re no



longer interested in being involved with the Texas



transaction.

TONY



I’ll bet you would.

CHARLIE



I’m not asking you, Anthony.

TONY



Hey, suck my dick! Who the fuck do you think you are?

CHARLIE



(CALMLY) I’m the guy that’s got you by the balls.

TONY



This better be real good, pally, because Gianni's going to



have your ass when I tell him about this.

CHARLIE



(CALMLY) Listen to me, because I’m only going to say



this once more: You are going to go to Gianni and tell 



him that I’ve got everything covered and you want out.

TONY



Why would I do something stupid like that?

CHARLIE



I’ll give you three reasons: One, you are stupid, so it



would make perfect sense for you to do something



stupid. Two, when I tell Gianni Giusso that you’ve



been tapping his daughter, he’s going to go postal.



I don’t care how many years he knew your old man,



you’re as good as dead. (PAUSES FOR EFFECT)



Three, your brother is in to me 10 large, and if you



fuck with me I’ll squeeze him until he bleeds.

TONY



(FLOORED) What?

CHARLIE



You heard me.

TONY



You’re full of shit.

CHARLIE



(ALMOST BROTHERLY) Anthony, you’re a good guy,



but you’re lazy and you think too much with your dick.



You want it all handed to you, you don’t want to work



for it. But this is where the rubber meets the road, brother.



And this is where you get off.

· Charlie pats Tony on the shoulder and begins to walk away.

CHARLIE



Don’t catch cold up here, huh?

· As Charlie disappears into the night, it occurs to Tony to shoot him in the back. He reaches under his jacket and fingers the weapon, but reconsiders, thinking instead about the news of the loan to his brother. He braces himself against the anchorage, the sounds of bridge traffic droning below him. The scene fades slowly to black.

INTERIOR: COMEDY CLUB

30.  Nick is on stage. Once again, his act is going well.

NICK



Election time coming-up in New York City. As we say



down in Little Italy: Vote early, vote often.



Now, I know lot of people are very private about their 

politics. Personally, I’m really not very political. Well, 

actually I am, but it’s none of your goddamn business.



Politics. And people tell me that being a comedian is



an odd profession. (PAUSE) Politics has really changed



in the last few years, hasn’t it? Now it’s all about 



television and sound bites and spin control and



discrediting people. Sounds like Thanksgiving with 

the in-laws, come to think of it.



And for those of you who still require proof that Mayor



Giuliani is a control freak, he has a proposition on the



ballot that would require us to walk backwards every

first Friday of the month.

NICK

The idea behind the measure is to further reduce 

violent crime, which we all know is drastically down

under the Giuliani administration. That’s the good

news. The bad news is that the violent crimes that

are being perpetrated are being committed by the 

cops! 

· Waits for applause to subside.

Ah, the Republicans. Now there’s a group that just 

doesn’t seem to “get it.” Guys, we don’t care who 

Bill Clinton is sleeping with, and we don’t give a

shit about Whitewater and he gets his campaign 

money from the same Special Interest Groups that 

you do. (MOCK ANGER)  So let’s stop screwing 

around, and get some work done! Jesus Christ, 

I’m getting mad!

· Audience responds with laughter and applause.



Sorry. I had a fight with my girlfriend today and I’m 

feeling a little testy. It’s funny, because your lover is 

supposed to be your best friend, but we say the cruelest 

things to them, things we would never say to a total 



stranger. We take them for granted, we always think



there’s someone out there for us with more: more



attractive, more articulate, more intelligent, more



sexual, more adventurous, more fulfilling.



(WITH MOCK CONCERN) Jesus, I’m starting to sound



like that suburban woman who does the relationship



infomercials.

· Cut to:

INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, TONY & NICK’S APARTMENT

31.  Yvonne is sitting on the sofa, reading. The sound of the front door opening and closing is heard. Tony enters the room. He’s agitated.

YVONNE



Hi.

TONY



Where’s Nick?

YVONNE



He’s at the club.

TONY



When’s he coming back?

YVONNE



In a few hours. Anthony, I need to talk to you. About



yesterday.

TONY



Not right now.

YVONNE



Please.

TONY



Not now, ‘Von. I don’t have time.

YVONNE



Can you make some time?

TONY



For Chrissake! What am I, in a circus over here? I



don’t have time, capice?! I’ve got to talk to Nicky!

YVONNE



Why, what’s the matter?

TONY



What’s the matter? My own brother hung me out to dry,



that’s what’s the matter.

YVONNE



What did he do?

TONY



He borrowed ten grand from that scumbag, Charlie Lupo!

YVONNE



(QUIETLY) I know.

TONY



(SHOCKED) You know?

YVONNE



He told me this afternoon.

TONY



What is this, a conspiracy? How could he do this to me?

YVONNE



How could he do this to you? He borrowed ten thousand



dollars from a loan shark, Anthony!

TONY



Why didn’t he come to me?

YVONNE



So you could laugh at him and degrade him? So you



could tell him what a failure his life is? How could he



come to you for money? You can’t even have a con-



versation with him without putting him down!

TONY



That’s not true.

YVONNE



It is true, goddamnit! Don’t tell me it’s not true! You’re



so far gone, you don’t see it anymore! You chew people



up, you spit them out, you don’t care what happens! You



don’t care! All this tough-guy mafioso bullshit. What does



it prove, what’s it prove?

· She calms herself, her tone is sad.



Look at you, Tony. What happened you? You were such 

a great guy once. You were so caring, so full of love. It’s 

like you just disappeared from us one day, and you never 

came back. The way you treat your brother is a sin. And



the way you treated your father the last few years of



his life were shameful. You should be ashamed.

· Yvonne begins to exit the room, then stops.

YVONNE



There was a time when I would’ve done anything just



to be with you. You know the worst part about it? We



all love you so much. We’re so loyal. But that doesn’t 



mean anything to you, does it? You’re like a ghost.



I feel sorry for you, Tony, I really do. You’re so lost.

· Yvonne exits. Tony remains in the room, motionless, as the scene slowly fades to black.

INTERIOR: THE BAR AT THE COMEDY CLUB

32.  Nick is at the bar, having a drink and talking with friends. Some audience members stop by to compliment him and shake his hand. One asks for his autograph. The bartender interrupts to hand him a note.

BARTENDER



Hey, Nick, got a message for you.

· Cut to:

EXTERIOR: DOWNTOWN STREET, OUTSIDE A NIGHT CLUB
33.  Tony and two enforcers are seen escorting Bill Chambers through the front door of a night club and on to the street. They walk him to a deserted section of the street and shove him against a wall. Tony lights a cigarette.

BILL



I appreciate the face call, Anthony, but I can be reached



by cellular.

· One of the enforcers punches Bill hard in the stomach, temporarily knocking the wind out of him.

TONY



I don’t like you, Tex, and I don’t like you and Charlie



cutting a deal behind my back, capice?

BILL



You can hardly blame me for a problem within your own



organization. 

· Again, Bill takes a hard shot to the mid-section.

TONY



The deal is dead. Go back to Dallas.

BILL



What does Mr. Giusso have to say about that?

TONY



He says it’s dead. Now go home.

BILL



Not the way it works. Know what I think? I think you’re



flying solo. You’re out of control. (LAUGHS) Hell, son,



you turned out to be the real cowboy on this deal!

TONY



(TO THE ENFORCERS) Hold him.

· The two men hold Bill tightly. Tony flicks away his cigarette and produces a large knife from his pocket, holding it menacingly close to Bill’s eye.

TONY



You want a scar like mine, Billy? I’ll cut your fucking



eyes out!

BILL



(FRIGHTENED, BUT COOL) You don’t want to do that,



Anthony.

TONY



Give me one good reason...

BILL



You could be assaulting a Federal Agent.

TONY



Bullshit. I’ve heard all the bullshit I’m going to hear



from you.

BILL



You let me walk. I let you walk. No strings.

· Tony looks at the two enforcers for their reaction.

TONY



You’re a Fed?

BILL



Could be.

TONY



So why let me walk?

BILL



Well, you’ve got the knife, for starters. But we don’t want



you. We don’t even want Charlie, but I’m going to take



him down just because he’s such an arrogant fuck.

TONY



What about Gianni?

BILL



(REGARDS THE TWO ENFORCERS WARILY) 

Who do you think our Point Man is on this thing?

ENFORCER 1



This guy’s full of shit, Tony. If anybody’s a rat it’s Charlie.

Start carving this bastard and we’ll find out who it is.

· Tony puts his knife away and takes a few steps backward. He gestures for the two enforcers to release Bill. They loosen their grip, but continue to hold him.

TONY



This is a fucked-up situation. I've got to think about this. 

I've got to think.

· Confused, Tony backpedals away from the three men. After a few steps, he turns and begins to stride with purpose. This gives way to a slow trot as he disappears around a corner. Bill calls out after him.

BILL



You think about it, Anthony! Think about it!

· The scene fades to black. Scarface’s Jesse James begins to play over the black screen and accompanies the images until the end of Scene 36. 

· Fade up:

EXTERIOR: CORNER OF MULBERRY & BROOME STREETS

34.  Tony approaches a group of neighborhood kids hanging-out on the corner during the San Gennaro Festival. He points to one of the kids in the group – the Short Guy who tried to rob Tony & Yvonne – and motions for him. The kid comes forward and Tony grabs him by the collar and leads him down the street. 

· Cut to:

EXTERIOR: DARKENED STREET, SOMEWHERE IN LITTLE ITALY

35.  Tony, the kid and another man are standing next to a parked taxi cab. As the kid looks on, Tony counts-out a large sum of money from a roll of cash he is carrying. He hands the bills to the man, who gives Tony the keys to his taxi. Tony motions for him to get lost, which he does, then opens the driver’s side door and instructs the kid to get behind the wheel. Once the kid is seated, Tony leans through the open window and goes over some last minute instructions. Once he is satisfied that the kid understands, Tony taps on the car door a few times and gestures the kid away. The cab drives off, leaving Tony alone on the street.

· Cut to:

EXTERIOR: NEAR BAXTER & HESTER STREETS

36. Tony stands in a darkened doorway. The street is deserted, quiet, the faint sounds of the San Gennaro Festival can be heard. Charlie Lupo exits one of the apartment buildings. He checks both directions before making his way to the curb and stepping into the street. A taxi turns the corner and Charlie hails it. Lighting a cigarette, he steps further into the street as the taxi slows down.

The vehicle, driven by the kid, accelerates suddenly and hits Charlie, knocking him to the street, face-down. Stunned, Charlie lays there, groaning as he slowly attempts to stand, but he is too injured. Tony appears from out of the shadows, pistol in hand. He points the weapon at Charlie, who is now on all fours, then hesitates. After a second or two of deliberation, he shoots Charlie once in the back of the head, then holsters the weapon and slowly walks away. The scene, and music fade slowly to black.

· Fade-up to:

EXTERIOR: BATTERY PARK

37.  Tony again stands at the railing overlooking the water and Ellis Island. Smoking a cigarette, he watches the sunset. The image reminds him of an earlier time. 

· Fade to:

EXTERIOR: A SMALL HOUSE IN NORTHERN CALIFORNIA

38.  The sunset is nearly identical. Tony is in the front yard of the house, carousing with a Labrador retriever. As they wrestle and play with a tennis ball, Tony’s enjoyment is almost childlike. Eventually, he and the dog stop, exhausted and happy. They lay on the ground together, Tony stroking the animal lovingly.

38 continued. An older man, Tony’s father, opens the front door of the house and begins to walk toward his son and the dog. There is an expression of happiness creasing the old man’s face, and as he draws closer to Tony the image begins to cross-fade to the present.

EXTERIOR: BATTERY PARK

37 continued. Tony is still staring toward the sunset, lost in the memory. He slowly becomes aware that someone is speaking to him. He turns to a woman standing next to him.

TONY



I’m sorry, did you say something?

WOMAN



I said it’s beautiful, isn’t it?

TONY



(LOOKING BACK TOWARD THE SUNSET) Yes, it is.

WOMAN



You look like you’ve had a rough week.

TONY



If you only knew.

· There is a long silence between them. Tony continues to look out over the water, but the woman finds him attractive and wants to continue the conversation.

WOMAN

Do you work around here?

TONY



Something like that.

WOMAN



What do you do…for a living, I mean.

· Tony thinks about it for a long time, then turns to her.

TONY



I’m ashamed to tell you what I do for a living.

· Over her shoulder, he sees Nick coming toward him.

TONY



I’m sorry, I’ve got to go.

· Tony intercepts Nick as he approaches. They embrace, then kiss each other on the cheek.

NICK



Where have you been for the last two days?

TONY



I’ve been a little busy.

NICK



You all right? You look like hell.

TONY



Listen, I don’t have too much time. I just wanted to

tell you not to worry. I took care of that thing for you.

NICK



(FEIGNING SURPRISE) What thing?

TONY

The thing with Charlie Lupo. The bad thing.

NICK



Anthony, I...

TONY



That’s not what I wanted to see you about.

NICK



What’s the matter? What happened?

TONY



(CHOKED UP) I just wanted to say...I’m sorry.

NICK



For what?

TONY



For everything. (TRYING TO COMPOSE HIMSELF)

I love you, Nicky. I loved the old man, too. I don’t

know what happened to me.

· Tony begins to cry on his brother’s shoulder as Nick embraces him.

NICK



Come on, what is this? You’re fine. You’re a great guy,



Anthony. (PAUSE) You’re my brother.

· Tony eventually pulls away, wiping his eyes.

TONY



Yvonne is right. You’re too goddamn loyal. I’ve got



to go.

· Tony hurriedly embraces Nick, then turns and begins to walk away.

NICK



Hey! What time are you coming home?

· The question stops Tony in his tracks. Struggling to maintain his composure,  he turns to look at his brother, then approaches him again, embracing Nick wordlessly. It is the force with which Tony holds him that makes Nick realize something is drastically wrong. But before he can say anything, Tony releases his grasp and walks away. 

· Slow cross-dissolve to:

INTERIOR: GRAND CENTRAL STATION

39.  A voice-over of Nick performing onstage accompanies the image of Tony walking through the terminal. He is carrying a gym bag, quickly stuffed with clothes, as he makes his way toward a boarding platform and then onto a train. 

NICK

(VOICE OVER)



Italian families are funny, they really are. You can be



hanging around with your friends on the corner, ranking



on your brother behind his back: my brother’s a jerk-



off, he’s dumb as a bucket of dirt, he can’t find his ass



with both hands, anything you want to say. But if one of 

your friends says, “Yeah, your brother really is a jerk-off” 

your first reaction is “Where do you get off talking about 

my brother like that? I’ll kick your guinea ass down the

block!”

· Sounds of audience laughter is heard. Cut to:

INTERIOR: COMEDY CLUB

40.  Nick is onstage. His routine continues.

NICK



Yeah, Italian families are funny. We yell, we argue, 

we fight, we’re always needling each other. And it all 

happens in the kitchen! We’re always in the kitchen!



Which makes sense, because we’re always eating.

And there’s a certain logic to it: you can bug your

mother without interrupting her dinner preparation, 

you can needle your father and drink his wine at the



same time. And after a few glasses of wine you don’t



mind so much that your Cousin Dino is at the house



again for another free meal…that pain in the ass!

· Healthy laughter from the audience.

But it’s all love, it really is. It’s the kind of love that you



can only get from people that you’ve known your whole 

life. I feel sorry for you guys, I really do. I wish you were

all Italian. ‘Cause I can tell you something: I want to be

80 years-old and still be standing in that kitchen.

INTERIOR: A CHEAP HOTEL ROOM, MONTREAL
41.  Tony is seated in an old chair, smoking a cigarette and watching the end of True Confessions. There is a sad, empty expression on his face. At the end of the film he turns off the television, reaches for the telephone and dials a long distance number. 

· Cut to:

INTERIOR: LIVING ROOM, TONY & NICK’S APARTMENT 

42.  The telephone begins to ring in the empty apartment and continues to ring as the scene fades very slowly to black.

· The end titles roll to Pat Metheny’s Dream Of The Return.
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