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INT. A DINING ROOM - NI GHT

A FAMLY sits dowmn to dinner in a very Mddle Amrerica hone.
W SEE the FATHER, the MOTHER, and a nunber of CHI LDREN
rangi ng fromseveral LITTLE BOYS and LITTLE G RLS to severa
TEENAGERS.

They pray over a nice dinner table in a dining roomlined

wi th books, professional certificates, all very upper mddle
class without being pretentious. In a corner are piled hockey
sticks, helnets, skates, girls’ cheerl eader pompons, and nore
signs of a very active school and comunity life.

Somet hi ng about the LIGHT or the ANGLE or the BACKGROUND
SILENCE tells us sonmething is dreadfully w ong.

CUT TO
Upstairs in a little girl’s bedroom a HAND pushes a DVD into

a child s pink PLAYER HAPPY DAYS nusic and video start to
play with LAUGH TRACK and MJSIC

A dreany KAY MARTIN fondl es MARILYN s dresses and stuffed
ani mal s.

BACK TGO

Downstairs, |aughter and conversation fill the dining room as
the famly pass around bread, butter, dishes of steam ng
del i caci es.

The nother | ooks a bit lush, holding a cocktail glass, and
glowing a bit excessively behind her nmakeup - the only thing
slightly out of kilter in this perfect famly picture.

The TEENAGE SON nmakes a pl eased announcenent.

Bl LLY BORONOWEKY:
| had a talent scout cone up to ne
on the sidewal k yesterday and tal k
to me about col | ege hockey.

He gets a chorus of proud and pl eased EXCLANATI ONS.
CUT TO

Upstairs, a SHADOW noves through the house. W G.I MPSE a
BASEBALL bat swinging in a very purposeful manner.

BACK TGO



The | aughter and joking at the dinner table continue as pairs
tal k between each other, and the nother and father gently
joke with one of the teenagers.

CUT TGO

The shadow strides toward the stairs, holding a GUN in one
hand and a basebal | bat in the other.

BACK TGO

As the fam |y continue innocently tal king and | aughing, a
MAN' S SHAPE energes. W see his BACK, while they | ook toward
himin horror.

The gun rises, and POPPI NG NO SES start.

W GLI MPSE the father’s shocked face, as he drops a tureen of
peas. The nother’s face | ooks shocked as bullets begin to
tear into her. Achild tries to run fromthe table but falls.
It is clear nobody will be spared.

The last thing we see is a baseball bat flashing through the
air, left and right, as the air fills with red.

CUT TGO

EXT. HOUSE - N GHT

It is an expensive, pleasant house in a suburb, with a | arge
pi cture wi ndow over| ooki ng hedges and a little front |awn.

The picture windowis lit with a clean, soft |ight suggesting
warnt h and fam |y harnony inside.

W HEAR faint POPPI NG NO SES, and spatters of blood and gore
start to darken the w ndow as gl ass breaks and the |ight
i nsi de dins.

CUT TGO

EXT. A RAINY COUNTRY ROAD - N GHT

An old red CAR crawl s through a DOANPOUR on a glittering
| onely blacktop in the m ddl e of nowhere, surrounded by
forest.

The headlights PROBE. The very car itself is dark and
hunched, dreadi ng sonet hi ng.



The car noves through patches of eeriely tw sting FOG that
alternate with bursts of heavy RAIN

The car is surrounded by a faint sound of 1990s rock nusic
coming fromits dash radio.

The | one MAN driving | ooks anxious. He grips the wheel with
fatigue, as if he has been on the road a long tinme, both this
road and the road of his |life. He is erect, strong, about 50,
with a lined face and short curly gray hair bordering on
whi t e.

We see a shiny, brass, alnost golden spent 9 mllineter
CARTRI DGE on the key chain that dangles, by a hole drilled
through it, fromthe ignition. Also dangling fromthe key
chain is a small pewter SCORPI ON.

The man presses a button on the radio, and it switches to a
CD pl aying a pul sing Serbian folk tune. As he presses the
button, we see on his thunb a TATOO of a GREEN SKULL AND
CROSSBONES.

A GUN handl e lurks deep in the shadows under the dash.

The car presses on along the dark road.

Rai n beats down.

There are no lights along this stretch of black forest
sonewhere in the U S

A bent yellow sign with a twisting black arrow signals a
curve ahead. The sign is full of bullet holes.

The driver is agitated. He jabs the radio button, and an
ANNOUNCER r eads news about |ocal, small-town matters that
mean little to an outsi der.

He jabs the button once nore, and the radio falls silent.
Fog roils as the rain has slowed down to a steady drumm ng.
He slows to a stop, and sits in the pouring down, belting
rain, leaning slightly, tensely forward as if expecting
soneone or sonet hi ng.

The fog has a life of its own, seeming to be full of
struggling shapes and glitters of light. It is a glinpse of
sone unknowabl e CHACS or HELL and we just guess that he is
havi ng a flashback to WAR

W HEAR VO CES scream ng, yelling, cursing.



W hear nenories of GUNFIRE. The man slans his palnms over his
tenmples and sits with his eyes closed, lips withing in rage
as he pushes the vision away.

EXT. A DINER IN THE M DDLE OF NOMHERE - N GAT

A large blue NEON SI GN advises “DINER’ along with other
signs. It’s a long, |low diner of the old kind, alnobst a sixty
foot Airstreamw th stainless steel sides and rhonbus

W ndows.

Rain beats down as we see warnth and |ight inside. The
wi ndows | ook a bit steany.

Fog craw s around the bushes outside, while inside a young
wai tress noves about quickly, one mnute with a pad and
pencil. Now she waves a coffee pot. Now she smles and stops
to talk while holding a tray.

The old red car cones growing out of the fog and pulls off
the road. It is parked in a row of cars bel onging to other
soul s who dare to go abroad on a night |like this. These
include a van, a sheriff’s patrol car, and others.

The man gets out, |ooking around guardedly, then slans the
door and wal ks to the diner.

INT. DINER - N GHAT

The man enters the diner, with its brightness and warnth, and
gives it a long | ooking-over.

A good nunber of people of all ages sit in booths, talking
and eating. Two STATE TROOPERS sit over coffee in a far
boot h.

Enpty boot hs have setups (napkins, silverware, coffee cup
upsi de down on saucer, enpty water glass) waiting.

The WAITRESS flies past with a smle and a pie plate.

WAl TRESS:
H -ya. Grab any seat you can find.
"1l be right with you. Coffee?

MAN:
(accent, but working on
hi s Engli sh)
Cof f ee woul d be ni ce.



The man sits in a booth and pulls a newspaper to hinself. As
he sorts the pages and reads glinpses, he stares quietly
around at the other diners.

The waitress stops with pad in one hand, coffee pot in the
ot her.

WAl TRESS:
Are you having di nner?
MAN:
["’mlilsmail. Call ne Ismail.

The waitress registers a brief startled | ook, but her
expression stays on course, smling and businesslike.

WAl TRESS:
Fromthe old country.

| SMVAI L:
| hear there are |ots of Al bani ans
and Kosovars in this area. | |ived

near Pristina before the wars. Ever
hear of it?

WAl TRESS:
I was born here. | don't know
anything about it. That was far
away and | ong ago.

| SMAI L:
(si ghi ng)
I love this country. | had a |ong
drive today.
WAl TRESS:
Your English is very good.
| SMAI L:
Thanks. | ama U S. citizen.

He puts the keys with their attachnents on the table. The
tattoo is visible. The cartridge, keys, and scorpion rattle.

Her reaction is brief, veiled, and unknowabl e. She has gone
fromfriendly to detached and efficient. H's expression is
coldly, darkly hunorous.

WAl TRESS:
Here is the nmenu, Sir. I'll be back
wi th your coffee.



After dinner, a busboy takes the dishes away. Ismail |ingers
over coffee and the paper. He opens the classifieds and skins
pages of fine print. He puts a pencil in his teeth. He

rattl es through the pages, then narrows down to one page, one
colum, and finally one item He circles a box ad with the
words CLI Nl G- REHAB, sonme | anguage about various treatnents

i ncludi ng WAR/ PTSD, an address, a phone nunber, and a nane:
DR M N KOLI C.

The waitress arrives with nore coffee. He shakes his head and
hol ds his hand over the cup.

| SMAI L:
I woul d never sleep again. Can you
make ne a tall one to go? | have a
| ong wait ahead. Tell ne, where is
Elm Street?

CUT TGO

EXT. DINER - N GHT

From out si de, the waitress can be SEEN wavi ng her arnms and
giving directions. The rain is letting up, but the fog is
t hi cker.

CUT TGO

EXT. OFFI CE COVWPLEX - NI GHT

The red car drives slowy through fog along a row of fancy
office towers |it with space age street |ights.

Ismail cranes his neck, |ooking at netallic nunbers on marble
fronts. Big glass doors with coach lights offer entry to

vari ous conpani es. Many wi ndows are all around, nost dark, a
feww th a dimglow of night |ights.

An object is lying in the street ahead.

It starts raining again, hard.

The street glitters around the object, which is starting to
| ook |ike a bundl e of clothing.

As we draw near, we see a BODY lying in the road.

The nearby building has a sign, “CLINNC-REHAB” with “Dr. M
NI KOLI C’ under that.



Ismail gets out, holding his gun, and strides toward the
body. As he does so, he | ooks around carefully in al
directions.

Ismail | ooks down on the body of a man in his 50s, well-
dressed, with an expensive overcoat. A pair of gold wre-
frame eyeglasses lie on the street. Ismail unlocks the safety
and | ooks ready to unload the magazine into the body.

| SMAI L:
(venonousl y)
Drac.

H s expression changes as he sees the gilded witing on the
near by briefcase: M N KCLIC

| SMAI L:
(shocked)
Teuf el .

He squats down, with one hand hol ding the gun up, ready to
shoot and waving left and right, while with his other hand he
opens the man’s coat and pulls a billfold fromhis jacket.

| SMAI L:
(di sappoi nt ed)
Son of a bitch.

The driver’s license reads Montilo N kolic.
The picture matches that of the unconscious man.

Ismail rises. He puts the gun in his belt behind him and
wal ks over to the briefcase. Opening it, he enpties it, and
papers and a half-enpty vodka bottle fall out.

| SMVAI L:
Aw shi t.

Ni kol i ¢ nopans.

| SMAI L:
Nice to neet you, Dr. N kolic. In
the m ddle of the street at night.
In the rain.

Ismail picks up the briefcase, puts the papers in, opens the
bottle, takes a long swig, and tosses it across the street so
it shatters in the bushes.

Ismail helps N kolic up and gets himwal king. Effortfully,
they stagger to the entrance of the clinic.



Ismail sits the N kolic on the stoop, where N kolic begins
heaving his lunch and his al cohol.

Ismail returns to the still-running car and drives it into
t he shadows of a parking structure.

Then he goes back for N kolic, who by nowis on all fours,
still puking loudly on the concrete.

| SMAI L:
You canme to the right place, you
usel ess fuck. Your own clinic.

CUT TGO

INT. CLINIC - N GHT
Ismail is in an office kitchenette, making coffee.

Ni kolic sits on a couch, the kind shrinks put their patients
on. He holds his head and noans.

| SMAI L:
Physi ci an, heal thyself.

Ismail brings two cups of coffee into the counseling office
and hands one to N kolic.

| SMAI L:
| thought you were him Looked |ike
you were dead.

NI KOLI C.
Drac.
| SMAI L:
| thought soneone else did the
favor for me already. | was pissed.
NI KOLI C.

(still holding his head)
Thanks for not shooting nme, M.--?

| SMVAI L:
Ismai|l Wetterau.

NI KOLI C
You are?

| SMVAI L:

German. | converted. So did you



NI KOLI C.
What do you know about ne?
| SMAI L:
You are Serb, but you have a soul
NI KOLI C.
(weakl y)

| left it all behind | ong ago. |
just try to help those who can’t.

| SMAI L:
Right. Like you leave it all behind
in a bottle of vodka. Do one a day?

NI KOLI C.
| try to keep ny al coholism
separate fromthat of ny patients

| SMVAI L:
That’'s what | like - a man who i s
honest with hinsel f.

NI KOLI C.
| drink out of honesty. Most of ny
patients drink because they are
di shonest with thensel ves.

| SMAI L:
| didn’t conme thousands of mles to
listen to bullshit. Maybe we can
hel p each ot her.

NI KOLI C.
| want no part --
Ismail lunges powerfully, takes the smaller man by the
shoul ders, and throws hi macross the room
| SMAI L:
(bel | ows)

You have no choi ce. None of us do.

He wal ks across the room as N kolic starts picking hinself
up. He takes Nikolic by the necktie, lifts himup, and | eads
himlike a dog back to the couch. There, he tosses N kolic
back into a sitting position.

NI KOLI C.
(bl ood running fromhis
nose)
I can help you with atoning, but I
will not help you with revenge.



10.

Ismail trenbles with s he pulls out his gun and ains it
shakily at Nikolic. (MSREP

| SMAI L:
Atonenent? | amonly interested in
justice.

NI KOLI C.

Put it away. For a thousand years,
peopl e in the Bal kans have been

cl ubbi ng and st abbi ng and shooti ng
each other. At |east, under the
Turks, we lived in peace.

Ni kolic rises and goes to the kitchenette. He ignores |snai
as he cleans hinself up over the sink.

Ismail puts the gun away and sips his coffee.

NI KOLI C:
My stomach is enpty. | just
remenbered ny staff keeps chicken
noodl e soup up here in the
cupboard. Want sone?

| SMAI L:
["1l split that with you

CUT TGO

INT. CLINIC - DAY

Dayl i ght pours in to the room N kolic is curled up on the
couch. Ismail has rolled up a jacket for a pillow, and is
asl eep on the carpeted floor, with the gun near his hand.

CUT TGO

I NT. CHI NESE RESTAURANT - DAY

Ni kolic and Ismail are eating. The Chinese famly hover
around the first custoners of the day.

NI KOLI C:
I was a country doctor in Serbia.
Everyt hi ng was normal and
beautiful. Then, they started
killing ny Mislimneighbors..
Everyting turned on its head. My
wife and | divorced. She is
Catholic and I am Ot hodox.



NI KCLI C: (cont ' d)

She is Croatian and I am Serb. W
never knew we were irreconcil ably
different before M1l osevic and his
t hugs took over. So | changed
styl es of nedicine frombody to

m nd, and here | amnow, in this
foreign |land, treating anyone who
suffered in Ml osevic’ s war. Most
of ny patients are Al bani an

Muslims. | listen to their
suffering all day |ong, and then,
i ke the scapegoat, | take their

burdens and burn themup with ny
own altar w ne.

| SMVAI L:
Al tar vodka.

The two | augh as they eat.

| SMAI L:
I had heard of you as | seek this
ani mal Drac Petrovic. You have been
at |l east three places where | have
gone | ooking. You nust have sone
form of radar.

NI KOLI C:
I only have radar for the
suffering. The Serbs nurdered
t housands of them Ethnic
cl eansing. Rape, torture. The nost
vile and horribl e things
i magi nable. MIlosevic did the sane
things Htler did. He put thugs in
uniform Htler |oosed the Mlice
on the French, nurderers specially
rel eased fromprison. M| osevic was
a gangster in his own right, and
his people found him - Scor pi ons.

| SMAI L:
Ah yes, Tigers, Scorpions, Caynans,
all sorts of cowards in battle who
bravely tortured wonen and chil dren
while drinking in the towns.

(sanple ends - full screenplay avail abl e on request)



