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WARNING

This film contains graphic adult subject matter which includes- disturbing
scenes of statutory rape, self-mutilation, explicit adult language and illegal
drug and alcohol usage while depicting very disturbing images of minor
children and young adults engaging in questionable and high risk sexual
behavior and dangerous life practices.

It is not the author, producer or directors intention to suggest or infer that all

minors behave in or engage in the lifestyles and practices depicted here and

no one makes any attempt to endorse or condone such practices and actions.
We also caution that the characters written here are entirely fictional and

that no similarities to actual persons or events, either living or dead, past or
present, should be inferred or implied and the story and sub-plot and plots

contained here are strictly fictitious and they represent no particular person

or persons, nor do they represent any particular event or series of events and

any similarities to such are strictly coincidence.

If you have questions or comments about the content of this film script- please send emailsto:
I ndiefilms@Hotmail.com



Major Cast -in order of appearance

Young Lawson Adamer € — (Pre-teen)
Randy

Pedophile

Lawson Adamere’

Cameron Younger “The Boy”
Y oung Girl

Mounted Patrol Officers

Older Man in basement

Elijah Jeffries

Handsome sixteen-year-old boy
Y oung Man (Flirting w/ cars)
Kid one (Jimmy)
Docu-crewmembers

Drunken pedophile

Lawson’s Father

Homeless Kid (Donnie)

Man at Pegasus Bar (John)

Y oung man in car (John)

Older man in motel (S&M- John)
Y oung lovers (Johns)
Gentleman at Gay club

Chad

Mike

Man from Bar no. 3 (John)
Elijah’s Parents

Woman in Laundromat

Richie

Antonio

Carlos

Stavros

Older Gentleman on Y acht

Y oung man in rest room stall
White Lesbian

Black Leshian

Older man in wheel chair
Waiter

Paco

Older man in hotel (Delgado)
Lawson's Mother

Red headed man (John in car)
Older heavyset man (Johnin car)
Taxi driver
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Major Setsand locations

Interiors;

Lawson’s childhood home-
Living room.

Dining room.

Kitchen.

Bedroom.

Closet.

Bathroom.

Hallway.

Lawson's apartment-
Bedroom.

Bathroom.

Living room.
Kitchen.

Dining room.

Continental room

Jail cell

Westin hotel- glass elevator
Westin hotel- halls
Westin hotel- suite 6708
Abandoned basement
Hotel suite

Basement Club

Club velvet VIP room
Pegasus basement bar
Limo cabin

Parked car

Town cars

Taxicabs

Wrecked Town car
Motel room

Motel atrium (Open air)
Lux high-rise apartment
Doctor’s office

Gay club

Hotel elevator

Hotel corridor- hall
Hotel room 4507

Bar no. 3

Bar no. 3 rest room
Interiors continued.

Bar no. 3 rest room stall

Ritz plaza hotel suite (w/ wall window)

Diner
Farmhouse bedroom
Y acht cabin
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Baltimore shock trauma hospital emergency ward

Baltimore shock trauma hospital waiting room

Baltimore shock trauma hospital oncology ward (Lawson’s room)
Laundromat

Nightclub

Train car (Subway)

Liquor store
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Exteriors:

Historic cemetery

Diner

Train station (City transit)
Railway (City transit) platform
Pegasus basement bar

Public Park

Public park gazebo

Town cars and other various vehicles of the nineteen eighties and before
Gay club

Bar no. 3

Farmhouse

Lawson’s apartment building
Mansion

Westin plaza hotel

Motel

Hotel

Liquor store

Basement building

Westin hotel glass elevator

Y acht

Baltimore harbor

Limo

Hearse

Sidewalk café

Baltimore shock trauma hospital
Taxis

Streets

Storefronts

Arcades

Alleyways

Warehouses

Sidewalks

Parking lots

Motel atrium (Open air)
Motel parking lot
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The sound now, Sound FX; Voices and music. At a party.

The words on screen, a caption:
"Where was my heart to flee for refuge from my heart?

Whither was | to fly, where | would not follow?
In what place should | not be pray to myself?"

-The confessions of St. Augustine

It fades after a brief moment.

Continued
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Black screen:
The sound now, Sound FX; (Voices and music- a party).
The music: "The Hustle- Van McCoy and Soul City Symphony". Mid-song.

It emanates from the floor model High-Fi, in the living room.
And continues through the scenes end.

Words on screen, a caption: New Years Eve, 1976

It dissolves.

FADE IN:

-A FLASH BACK-

A series of quick shots revealing people dancing, drinking, eating, talking etc.
Angle on a group of young adults away from the party- gathered around a small
table near the kitchen, behind them the lively New Years (Eve) Party goes on.
Close on the table, a game of high stakes poker mid hand and drugs are the
favorite currency. (Mostly bags of weed, a few bags of white powder, an old
handgun, about Two hundred dollars in twenties and tens etc.)

Another angle now as the camera soon discovers and begins to examine two
young boys in the b.g. They keep to themselves quietly watching every move the
adults make at the table and on the dance floor. They secretly sneak food from
the kitchen unnoticed by the adults.

Angle again, on the party — and then the high stakes poker game.

QUICK CUTS: Tinfoil crinkles, powder sprinkles, lighter flickers, smoke drifts, lips
pucker, straw sucks, pleasure sighs.... Spoons burn, tourniquets tighten,
needles plunge, and eyes roll back and close with delight.

Children stare, grownups don't care.

Estab. Scene.

Continue
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Continued

INT. LAWSON'S CHILDHOOD HOME. LIVING ROOM. NIGHT. CONTINUOS.
The lively party filled with thirty something's, drinking, drugs, etc.

Angle on the two young boys again, LAWSON (Age 12) and his little brother
RANDY (Age 10); they sit quietly away from the major festivities, playing with
each other- though watching everything.

The music turns slower now, the lights go out and the place is lit now only by
candles and Christmas tree lights as the adults take to the living room floor hand
in hand with a partner.

The sound now; music: “A whiter shade of pale- Procol Harum”.

As the camera loosens our view, it begins to reveal an unspeakable horror, we
see LAWSON being led away from the action, hand in hand, by an ADULT MAN
from the poker table. On first glance, all would seem normal, but as the scene
begins to unfold, it will become a very disturbing image indeed.

Close now on a closet door, as it opens.

Angle on LAWSON and the MAN as they enter. He opens two beers, giving one
to LAWSON and drinking the other. The door slams shut on our view now.

Black.

Inside the darkened closet.

ECU: LAWSON'S eyes, his trembling mouth as he drinks the beer, a hot terror
seizes him, the MAN wraps his arm around him before holding him down and
climbing on top of him, soon struggling off their jeans; he fumbles in the dark with

the zippers and belt buckles, whispering for quiet and approval into the boys ear.

Soon, LAWSON will grunt a yelp at penetration, his tears and cries silenced by
the large drunken hand, which covers his mouth.

Black.
Back in the living room.
The party continues, as the count down to 1977 has started now in full.

Back in the closet.



Angle close on the tiny crack under the closet door as the light from the party
aluminates Lawson'’s face, it is the face of a child griped in confusion and fear.
The light shone under the door now casting strange shadows and shapes

On his image, but his eyes are like steel, his face blank, removed.

In the b.g. The MAN, zips up fastens his belt buckle and exits the darkened
closet on all fours.

The door slams shut on our view. Black.
The party continues with the sounds now of New Years gunfire, fire works etc.
Back in the closet.

Angle close on LAWSON, on the closet floor, his pants around his ankles,
underwear torn.

He lies perfectly quiet and still- staring blankly towards the heavens.

The sound now: Sound FX; LAWSON'S P.O.V. The staccato sounds of the
gunfire, the countdown to the New Year, champagne bottles uncorking, revelry
and good cheer, it grows louder and louder until it is finally drowned out by the
music from the Hi-Fi.

The sound now; music: “What’s going on- Marvin Gaye”.

Dissolve.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

FADE IN

Continue



The words on screen now, a caption: 1979 WINTER

Dissolve.

The view now, trees in winter and a long desolate strip of winding road to a
forgotten Cemetery. Smoke stacks, warehouses, etc. along the way. In the b.g.
The City of Baltimore looms.

Over this the sounds now, a Childs birthday party: And a voice over.

It is the voice of young LAWSON ADAMERE!', (Filtered). This V.O. will continue
through the scene and inter- over lap into the following teaser scenes.

EXT. HISTORIC CEMETARY. DUSK.

Establish (Historic) Cemetery grounds. The old trees, head stones, rusted gate,
overgrown dead weeds etc. The city of Baltimore towering in the distance.

LAWSON V.O.

On my third birthday, | had a party. And it wasn’t until years later that my mother
told me, that | gave her the worst fright of her life at that party. She told me the
story of her worst fears as a mother and how | had really scared the shit out of
her. She also told me, it wasn't really just fear that she felt, it was also a lot of
guilt, you see, it was my third birthday party, but my actual birthday had been
almost six months earlier. But the timing was inconvenient, so, they never told
me. So anyway, | guess, she felt like the lord was punishing her or something,

for trying to fool me with this bogus party that was six months too late. Thing is, |

didn’t mind at all. Hell, | was three.

The words on screen now; Titles begin.

LAWSON V.O. CONT.

Anyway, she tried to explain it all away to make her self feel better | guess, you
know, as a mother. She said it just worked out that way, you see, six months
before that, when my actual birthday was, she and the old man were fighting,

but, after he got sent to the pen, well, | guess she just felt like it was a good time

for a party. Make a long story short, there we all were, at my third birthday party,
and it was quite the bash too, me, my Mom, my little Brother and all of these
neighborhood kids which was kind of strange because as far back as | can



LAWSON V.O. Cont.
remember, it was always just me and my little brother RANDY. We never had
friends over or anything like that. We were that family on the block that nobody
talked to, old ladies crossed the street when they saw one of us coming; grown
folks started whispering’ at the mere sight of an ADAMERE’. Well, that's how |
remember it anyway. So, anyway, there we were on this incredibly beautiful
peaceful sunny afternoon, celebrating my life, all three years of it, albeit, a few
months late, when all of a sudden, she say's that | just turned crayola blue,
sneezed three times and my face was full of blood, | mean she said it was a lot
of blood, and then, she said | just dropped my head and went to sleep right there
at the table. Party over. Of course, she freaked out, who wouldn't, she runs over
and starts shaking me, thinking stray bullet to the back of the head or something.
But then she looks closer and there’s no hole out of the ordinary, well, that
started her shaking and punching me even more, you see, she thought by then, |
was choking on hot dogs, cake and chips. But, | wasn't, | wasn't. And years later,
when she told me that story and | told her the one about the dark closet and the
nightmares, it just didn’t seem all that shocking anymore. Not after the lifetime of
doctors, hospitals, specialist, oncology hospices, clinics and holistic healers that
I'd endured since that day. In fact, the only thing that was really shocking was
that | was around talking to my Ma at all. After all of it, all of those doctors and
specialists they finally all came to one conclusion, they said, through the
miraculous work of their top notch staff of experts, | had beaten it, | had slayed
the dragon of death and gloom. Beaten the odds. | had done the impossible, and
| even started to believe the miracle too. | mean, after all of that, God must have
put me here for a good reason, right? Surely life was mine now to live to the
fullest; surely life would be grand now, right? Am | invincible, am | special, was |
chosen for some wonderful thing in this life, yet to reveal itself to me? Surely he
must have saved me for something great, right? Something good and noble.
My mother used to say, that she sold her soul for mine. I'm sure she was kidding,
but it was true, | did it, | beat it. And the best part is, | didn't feel sick anymore or
weak or cold or scared or anything like it. | felt good, strong again, normal.
Thirteen and finally normal. Thank God. So, at the tender young age of thirteen, |
had my second birthday party, and | didn't turn blue or have a major nosebleed
or pass out or anything like it. | was cured. Healthy. This time though, the party
was a little more scaled down, well, Dad was four weeks back from the pen, but
that didn't stop us and me and my Mom and my little brother, we had a fucking
ball. And | got drunk for the first time in my life on that day and it was on
something that wasn't attached to my 1.V. bag. It only took two beers to do it too
but they were the best beers | ever drank in my life. | never did have another
birthday party after that one, maybe that’s why | remember that that one was the
best. After that party and that day, everything else just sort of paled in
comparison, and everything’s changed since that day and now, | can’t help but
think that It was all, so quick and far too drastic. And what | remember the most
now, about it all, about her, is that | think that that was the last time she ever



LAWSON V.O. Cont.
smiled. We buried
her twenty-one days later. | don't know why | remember that, but | just do. And
everything before that, even the parts when | was sick and dying it's almost as if
it just never really happened. | don't remember any more happy times growing up
and | don't know any peace. At least none that lasts.

(OMITTED SCENE)

(OMITTED SCENE)

Continued



EXT. CEMETARY. WINTER. DUSK. CONTINUOS.

The sounds now: Young voices and music; "Don't you want me- Human league”.
Mid- song. It bellows out of a nearby boom box, though its location isn't quite
known.

Over this, moans and groans sexual in nature, growing louder and louder, these
sounds, all of them, fill the early evening air and reverberate off of the huge head
stones and giant crypts, returning as an echo at times.

We are closer now, on the back of a huge eighteenth century head stone, as the
camera ARCS slowly bringing the loosening view into focus at once. Close now
and we see Young LAWSON'S dirty combat boots and then the bare flesh of his
legs, he is naked from the waist down and sits straddled atop an OLDER BOYS
lap, face to face. The BOY holding him tightly down into place at the shoulder
blade with a hand- with the other hand, he huffs paint fumes from a plastic bread
bag. He drops the bag after a hit of the fumes, grabbing LAWSON much rougher
now with both his hands, tightly gripping him at the waist and shoulder now, he
violently grinds up and into him eyes closed, harder and harder, more and more
violently and without abandon now. LAWSON is clearly in pain throughout the
following finally cries out to the night, seconds before the BOY screams his
inevitable climax and his grip loosens slowly at first and then all at once as
LAWSON jumps up quickly now ruffled, but not broken. He stands, walks a few
paces away from the BOY and urinates on a head stone before dressing.

In the b.g. The BOY sprays another hit of gold paint into the plastic bread bag
and huffs the fumes again, in a moment he will go blank but for now, he clumsily
points out a place for Young LAWSON to make their sleeping quarters for the
night his words mumbled and slurred.

And now the view loosens again, to reveal a series of small campfires and
perhaps six to ten other bedrolls amongst the ancient headstones and large four
hundred year old oak trees. In the b.g. Baltimore looms large and bright.

The Camera ARCS again to reveal in closer detail now, the shocking truth, it
reveals a homeless Youth camp amid these civil war era headstones with
several small coffee can fires burning sporadically between the tents, bedrolls
and card board box shelters.

Another angle now and LAWSON, under these small fire lights which flare up
occasionally, looks younger and frailer than expected, in fact, under the light of
this night he looks to be only around fourteen years old and his bruised and
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skinny frame and pale skin, leaves us all deeply concerned. At this very moment
he looks like a frightened child in an adult world.

As the camera slowly ARCS him in full, it also reveals now behind him, the BOY
passed out against the headstone of some brave civil war veteran, spent and
stoned out of his head, gold paint smeared around his mouth, nose and hair.

Suddenly a young girl approaches LAWSON, she is dirty beyond belief, he
smiles for her now and gives her an orange. She smiles for him, grabs it and
runs off.

The sound now; Music (From the boom box: "ANGIE- The Rolling stones").
LAWSON unfolds the bedroll, taking time to make it as comfortable as possible,
making small talk with the BOY as he does. Once finished, he takes a seat on
another headstone across from the BOY closer to the fire, he takes the can of
spray paint and the plastic bread bag out of the BOY’S hand, sprays a hit into it
and inhales deeply. A pause.

In a moment his eyes will roll back into his head and then at once, they will slam

shut, the body will slump off to one side and the only sounds left will be the
music and the crackling fire.

Dissolve.

(OMITTED SCENES)

FADE IN

Continued



EXT. CEMETARY. FOLLOWING MORNING. CONTINUOS.

The sound now; “Tom Waits” wafting through the freezing morning air, he sings
about, “The cold, cold ground” and we are-

Very close now on LAWSON, as he startles awake at once, he is alone in the
bedroll and glances his surroundings looking for CAMERON YOUNGER - “The
Boy” he's quickly found in the exact same spot as the night before, asleep, his
back leaning against the headstone; head pointing downward facing his crotch,
chin resting comfortably on his chest, hair blowing wild in the cold morning
breeze.

LAWSON begins to awake and rise now, in the b.g. Life begins to show itself
among the dead, as young bodies slowly reveal themselves out of their bedrolls
and make shift tents, the sun rising quickly now as they emerge slowly, wearily
from they're sleep. This scene, almost spooky in light of the location- should be
filmed with a blue filter for maximum effect and value.

LAWSON
(To The BOY, jokingly)
| thought you said you were going to keep me warm last night, hey, wake up; I'm
talking to you. What, you just fuck 'em hard and put 'em away wet and then you
just, tune them out? Is that your story, such a fuckin’ romantic. Wake up.

He tosses an orange at him striking him on the head. Nothing.

LAWSON approaches "The BOY" now, shaking him lightly at first and then
harder, frantically harder. But he is stiff with rigor mortis, a jolt to all of a young
man’s senses at once.

A stunned and frightened LAWSON jumps back, speechless. He stares at the
Young corpse for a minute or two, slowly coming closer to look at and eventually
touch him. The BOYS face, covered in gold spray paint, his eyes and mouth
wide open, stare back at LAWSON blankly, almost like a gold statue or a
manikin.

In the b.g. The young girl stands quietly watching, in her hands a cup of hot
coffee for LAWSON, she drops it on the ground now and runs away.

LAWSON startles at this, before continuing. He closes the eyes and mouth,
before rifling the pockets for cash and other valuables, about forty dollars in cash
and silver, a watch, a silver ring and a half full bottle of Wild Turkey.

A handful of loose phone numbers and business cards he tosses into the fire,
the driver’s license, he keeps.
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The sound now; Presently we hear the voice of LAWSON ADAMERE'.

LAWSON V.O.

However it is, the dead, like the born rich are different than you and me. In
thinking about it later | couldn't help myself, but, | had to admit it, | was kind of
impressed by the way he looked, striped of that fundamental vitality like a tree in
winter without its leaves. Death, takes so much away, yet it takes nothing at all.
Nothing you can really name at least. Life, somehow, is just a visible thing. And
I'm not afraid anymore.

(To the corpse)

LAWSON CONT.
How in the fuck are you going to protect me now, Cam?
And who's going to protect and look after you now?
| guess this means I'm on my own again, huh? Thanks a hell of a lot, shit; | need
a shower right now. | just fucked a dead guy.

He picks the paint can up and tosses it as far away as his arms will let him and
now, the music wails even louder slicing through the cold morning air with a new
meaning, his breath rising up to greet the sun as it quickly fills the darkness with
light. Behind him now, in the b.g. a small crowd of young onlookers has gathered
quietly watching.

LAWSON V.O. CONT.

Cameron Younger was not the kind of guy who you'd expect would get himself
kicked off of the planet during his sleep. And | guess, for him that was kind of
like, getting fired on your day off. Shot to death by a SWAT team yes, | could see
that for Cam, but in his sleep? It just didn't seem fitting, it was certainly not his
style, as it was in everything he did, including fucking, it was just too clean, there
was no suffering, no pain, no torrid story behind it. In his life, there was always
pain and suffrage, and it usually involved those closet around him, you see he
treated everyone who knew him like they were his own personal underlings, as
if, they all had to be controlled above all else, least they went off and grew a
brain without him or wised up to the fact that he was no different than the rest of
us. No real difference anyway. But now, | guess, it was just his way of self-
preservation, his very own pecking order, shame it didn't work out for him in the
end. But now, at the end of the day, It would be me, above everyone else who
knew him, that felt the worse, | guess because | had sat through it all with him, in
front of God and Country for weeks and weeks as he tutored me like a child in all
the
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LAWSON V.O. Cont.
ways of street survival, Karma sutra sex rituals and the always unpleasant love
without borders for hire —schemes in which basically, he made money off of my
ass. And all the while there | sat, simpering and pretending, acting like he was
inventing cold fusion or something every time he cracked a joke or barked an
order for me to follow. And diligently | always followed. On the flip side though,
he was Cameron Younger. Cam. A suave mother fucker even in death and
definitely the oldest, coolest, best looking and highest paid guy on the strip in life,
a twelve year veteran of the hustle, albeit an egocentric, sexually ambivalent,
glue huffing sadist who, by the age of ten, had probably already mastered every
form of human misconduct known to God, including but not limited to, sexual
torture, extremely violent and unspeakable cruelties to the young and old alike,
pet’s not to be excluded mind you; fraud, prostitution, bribery, arson, the list was
impressive, and it was rumored, often aloud, he'd even done a murder back in
Seventy eight while jacking some john in the park one night.

He was also the go to guy for everything imagined on the streets, from booze, to
any kind of drug ever grown in the dirt or manufactured in a lab, loans in a pinch,
hot wheels, insurance scams, he could do it all and then some. It was just my
dumb luck and misfortune to think that he could do it all forever. Which is why |
begin openly plotting to sleep with him the moment | met him and saw him in
action, | had it all figured out too, all of my greatest worries and fears would be
solved in an instant, if, | could hook up with Cam, make him like me, if | could
make him fuck me, I'd have it made for sure, so | thought, and then, | would
survive these fucked up streets, day after day, night after night, | guess, | saw
him as a light, a beacon of security on a journey to someplace better, and he
was, for about two months and | followed him around this city being pimped out,
punched out, exploited, humiliated and degraded, acting like a lost puppy dog
who would starve to death without the tutelage of, his truly. And now, of course,
his demise was not factored into my short term plans especially since, | literally,
had to step on all of the little people in my fast paced end run, to get to the top of
Cam Younger. You'd be surprised at what a person will do when it's five below
zero and no one will talk to you anymore because you've screwed them all over
to get to a place of comfort and status only to have it snatched away by the cruel
hands of Christ the redeemer. Out here, people are as unforgiving as rats and
just as cruel. But there’s always winter in jail. Three hots and a cot, Ummmm.

(OMITTED SCENE)
Continued



12

-A FLASH BACK-

EXT. DINER. A WINTRY DAY. MORNING. CONTINUOS.

On screen, a caption: 1980

Angle wide on a city diner and then closer on its front window. Through it we see
four Baltimore City (Mounted Patrolmen) having breakfast.

As the view loosens it reveals the rest of the diner's front facade including the
parking lot, out front and center in the parking lot we are in awe of four beautiful
police horses ceremoniously parked, their front legs outstretched on the curb,
their backs lowered and awaiting their riders patiently.

Slowly the Camera’s view continues to loosen further soon revealing cross
streets, traffic, pedestrians and a busy little intersection.

Angle closer on the corner across from the diner now, closer still and we see
young LAWSON working the street corner and its busy traffic. He looks cold,
tired, hungry, worn thin, and miserable. His face and eyes begin to shift their
focus from the speeding traffic, which seems to move without slowing, to the
diner across the street. He glances the diner window, close now on the cops (in
the window) and then the police horse's tied off out front, back and forth his
focus intensifies, his posture changing by the second until he resembles a mad
lion about to attack it's pray in a jungle, the mental angst and uncertainty shown
on his face. The snow falls harder now, his coat not nearly heavy enough for the
elements. Close on LAWSON, his hands stiff with cold and then the traffic
speeding by without so much as a glance and now he makes his decision, he
wants a pony ride and he moves into position to steal one. A deliberate attempt
to get arrested and find shelter, he sneaks across the street towards the diner
with stealth and skill hiding behind parked cars etc. There is a long beat while he
stares at the horses now less than five feet away.

FLASH CUT TO:

EXT. STREETS. MOVING. MORNING. CONT.

Close on LAWSON in full gallop atop a horse, the wind in his hair and a smile on
his face.

As the Camera pulls focus it soon reveals, the full Calvary of the BALTIMORE
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City government behind him- close on his tail- the three diner policemen on their
horses and closing in fast, whistles blowing, they’re faces tense with a certain
kind of anger not usually seen everyday on a low salaried City cop.

Angle close on the horse hooves hitting the pavement, all sixteen of them,
another angle closer of the faces of the cops all twisted and angry as they
pursue him.

Angle back on LAWSON racing through the streets on this huge beast through
parking lots, city traffic, and parks. The chase is on, angle now on police cars

moving in from different directions, left and right, the mounted cops close behind,
motorcycles in front, nowhere to run.

FLASH CUT TO:

EXT. STREET. UNDER A COLD RAIN. MORNING. CONT.

LAWSON face down on the pavement, the traffic blocked from all directions, the
police beat the shit out of him now. Close on his face and the chaos around him,
sirens blaring, police radios wailing a cluster fuck of cops. They high five each
other as he is brutally handcuffed, but on his face a smile serves only to taunt
them while his horse, spent and breathing hard urinates on an officers boots.

INT. A BALTIMORE CITY JAIL CELL. DAY. CONT.

Close on LAWSON black and blue from the beating, his arm in a sling as the cell
doors shut tightly behind him.

The sound now; nerve-racking loudness all around us. On his face, a smile as
big as Baltimore, he lights a cigarette and settles in to get some much-needed
rest humming a tune, grinning from ear to ear at his jailer’s lack of humor.

WHITE OUT.

-BACK TO PRESENT-

Continued
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INT. ABANDONED BASEMENT. CRASH PAD. NIGHT. CONTINUOS. 1982.

Med. C.U. as LAWSON gets up from a bare mattress on the basement floor, his
companion seen in the b.g, leans back and opens a package of tinfoil.

MAN
Do you want some of this?

LAWSON
No thanks. Could you pay me first?

MAN
Whatever shorty. Don’t know what you’re missing.

He hands LAWSON a few bills. And then-

QUICK CUTS: Tinfoil crinkles, powder sprinkles, lighter flickers, smoke drifts, lips
pucker, straw sucks, a pleasure sigh...

Presently we hear, the sound now;
ELIJAH JEFFRIES, V.O. Quiet and reflective.

ELIJAH V.O.

In the spring of nineteen eighty two we met each other in the darkest bar rooms
and hustler parks of Baltimore and we got drunk and stoned every night right
along side the rest of the unhappy men and boy's who hovelled beside us in the
same darkness and shame which seemed to surround everyone we knew, in
those early days we formed an unsinkable bond the two of us.
Enthralled of a tender dialect of death, and desperation out of the self-hatred and
unrealized repentance of two souls. Together, we bore the shame of our very
existence and the guilt and the self-hatred, of our every abuser. We lifted our
drinks in dark toast, but were always ashamed of our bad taste and the choices
we had made in this life. We moved through the nights, like skilled liars and
craftsmen pretending to know everything about every one and anything that ever
mattered. And though we knew how to take communion, together,
we learned how to take drugs and we learned how to live life and how not to die
in the streets and we followed each other, not just because we wanted to but
because in the end, we had to. Before we met each other, neither he nor | had
ever seen or known such peaceful and colored days. Together, we made the
violent landscape that surrounded us, tolerable. Alone, it was unbearable, but,
together, we had sunlight out of the darkness, together, we had a place of our
own and it was warm and inviting and we saved each other every day, but
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ELIJAH V.O. Cont.
ultimately | can only wonder, if we just, managed to delay the inevitable. But
surely it was worth it.

INT. ABANDONED BASEMENT. CRASH PAD. NIGHT. CONT

Candles provide the only true source of lighting here and we can just barely
make out the figures of bodies scattered about the room on the floor and in the
darkened corners. (About four or five STREET KIDS, doing their tricks and or,
drugs in dark corners).

The sound now; music coming from outside somewhere, it wafts into the scene
filtered — “Into the night- Benny Mardones”

The camera ARCS the dark room until it settles on the view of LAWSON, he
stands in front of a large broken wall mirror shirtless, his eyes blank. In the b.g.
The OLDER MAN'S naked frame spread out on the mattress. Closer now on
LAWSON'S image in the mirror, sweating profusely, his frame small and frail
looking, ribs discolored and bruised. He stands at the mirror slowly, methodically
cutting into his arm and chest with a razor blade as the blood falls to the floor in
large puddles which pool at his feet, a ghastly vision. In the b.g. The OLDER
MAN high as a kite watches intently focused on his every image as LAWSON,
half naked in the candle light bleeds and cuts. Angle slowly toward the OLDER
MAN in the b.g. masturbating.

Suddenly behind them, the door swings open to reveal a Young ELIJAH, his eye
blackened, griping a backpack and out of breath, scared shitless, desperately
trying to find a place to hide, behind him footsteps getting closer and closer.

The sound now; outside footsteps and an angry voice calling out searching for
ELIJAH.

LAWSON turns now to face ELIJAH, he takes his hand and leads him quickly
through another part of the basement, the OLDER MAN angry, calls out to
LAWSON to finish what he paid him for but the two disappear in the darkness of
the basement through a broken wall down more stairs and then to the outside.

EXT. STREET. MOVING. NIGHT. CONT.

LAWSON and ELIJAH walking quickly away from the building and then as they
turn a corner, sprinting. They slow only after about two blocks are between them.
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ELIJAH opens his backpack, which is full of cassette tapes he gives LAWSON a
shirt to wear and a bandana for his bloody arm and chest.

LAWSON
So, what the fuck did you do to that guy, rip him off? He seemed pissed.

ELIJAH
Sort of, it's a long story. Jerk didn’t want to pay me so | took it out on his music
collection. You like Alabama, he sure as hell does. And you, why were you doing
that to yourself down there, don’t that hurt?

LAWSON wraps his arm, stopping the bleeding. ELIJAH looks through the tape
collection tossing half of them into the streets.

LAWSON
It hurts a lot less than you think if you do it right. The blade has to be perfectly
sharp, that guy’s WALTER, he pays me for that. He's into all kinds of weird stuff
like that, drinks blood, cum, all kinds of disgusting shit. He gets off on it. We call
him the Vampire WALTER. Pays fifty bucks for that alone and he doesn't even
touch me, just watches and jacks off, pretty decent trade off if you ask me.
What's your name, you're new around here, 'm LAWSON. LAWSON
ADAMERE', don't wear it out.

ELIJAH
ELIJAH JEFFRIES, look, maybe we should walk faster, talk less, | mean, no
offense but | don't want to' run into my guy or your guy- Vampire WALTER, that's
for sure. They're probably still looking for us, damn, crazy people never give up.

LAWSON
It's cool, WALTER will be fine, there's no shortage of takers for his endless
supply of fifty-dollar bills. He’s harmless; guy’s just a freak of nature that'’s all. So,
you got a room, a place to stay?

LAWSON puts the tee shirt on now.
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ELIJAH
No. Just winging it. So, is there such a thing as any normal adult people around
here? There certainly aren’t any normal john's out here, that's clear. Freaks of
nature on every corner. Are all of the grownups insane around here? Anybody
normal?

LAWSON

Normal? Where've you been, normal is still a novelty to most of these fucking

people around here. Normal behavior or normal sex, what are you looking for

anyway- lights out missionary position and a then a social worker to talk to-

someone to tell you why it was wrong? | hate to tell you this, but you and that

guy chasing you, you got the wrong parts for that kind of normal
fucking and the social workers that | know, could use a little therapy for
themselves. Sex is what it is, especially out here. You can come with me if you
want to | have an apartment around the corner. Lucky for you | don't take fucked
up tricks there anymore so it's always safe and clean. | want to' keep it that way
too. Come on, follow me and keep up. You huff, get high, drop acid, pop ludes,
shoot smack, ride the white horse, freebase, what?

ELIJAH
No, nothing. You?

LAWSON
Not today. Do you drink?

ELIJAH
Sure. No not really.

LAWSON
Shit, don't you know around here beer is for breakfast? Come on, | need another
bottle of Turkey. It's cool; I'll get you some milk or a soda if you want. Maybe
some crystal too, you look like a crystal kind of guy. Are you a crystal junkie, a
speed freak, a methhead?

ELIJAH
| don’t do crystal. But I can drink... Turkey with you if you want me too, whatever
the hell that is. | guess this means; | owe you one for saving my ass like this,
kind of like, in jail? One favor deserves another?
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Shoots him a look.

LAWSON
Jail? What kiddy jail have you been in young ELI? Look, you don't owe me shit
all right, no blowjobs, no hand jobs and no snow jobs either, so just, keep your
dick in your pants all right. If things work out though and your neat and tidy,
maybe you can just get a job, help out, two can make the rent a lot cheaper than
one they say, besides, hustling doesn't seem to be your strong suit. From the
looks of it maybe you should go legit, in fact, | think | see a lot of BURGER KING
in my future. Yea, they let you take home all of the mistakes at the end of the
night. Are you at least incompetent, because