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PROLGGE BLAXK SCREEN « SUPER MPCBE

THE FOALONNG IS BASED ON A TRE SICRY.
|T BEGAN COCTGBER 6, 1970 IN |STANBU,

TURKEY -
SOUND UMDER, sharp: CRACKLE - RIP - SNIP...
FADE |IN
A SET F GQOHES (N A HOTEL ROOM BED -- trenchcoat, bulky white
turtleneck sweater, T-shirt, jeans, Western style boots.

SOUNDS continue, accentuated. MOVE across open TRAVEL BAGS on
the bed. Clothe Possessi ons CONTINUE acr oss FUPNITURE,

‘WASHBASIN, TOILET...a largze L0oam .high old ceilings and windows

su geslt_irr:tg ancient Europe& design; a haunting greeni sh AFTER-
l\OC?\l i ght.

WE MOVE TO HAHWDS, TIGHT -- drawng out a strip of adhesive tape,
SCI SSORS nove i n TIGHT...SNIP!

UNDERARM, TIGHT. TAPE being laid over it.

BAK COF SHOUDER TIGHT. TAPE going on.

BELLYBUTTOM, TI GHT.  TAPE goi ng over. Then: a harsh RIP!
SOND and the tape comes off the bellybutton.

HADS with new strip of tape. Mving to:

HASHISHPLAQUE. Four of them thinly pressed. Qe on top of
tﬂe othgr. The HAND wapping a portion of the TAPE around
them and:

BELLY, TIGH. =~ SONDS of BREATHING stop. The belly is sucked
in. The TAPE is pul |l ed HARD across, then CINCHED. W hear
F.X of HEART BEAT-

MOE WP THE GEST TO

BILLY HAYES - 21, babyface, attractive, nedium build - an aura
of innocence. Hs eyes noving off his belly to:

MIRROR. FULL suor. Climax. A creature in abondage of his own
devise, he is naked in his underpants, his body crisscrossed
by a network of TAPE and 40 tightly pressed plaques of HASHISH
in every conceivable crevice of his body. The eyes are hard.

NX TURU HEART BEAT, SOUNDS CF A RPCRT.

CUT:
INTERIOR « ISTANBL AR TERMNAL - dirty, crowled, wooden
benches, peddlers. Turkish flight instructions on LOUSPEAKER
followed by nediocre English translations. NOTE ALL DIALOQE

IN TURKISH TO FOLON WLL BE MARKED CFF BY PARENTHESIS. A
CERTAN PROPORTION WLL BE SUBTITLED, BUT SOME NUT.
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CONTI NUED: 3
. LOUDSPEAKER VO CE
(Pan American Hight HNumber 1 to Frankfurt,
London, and Mw York has arrived and will

be ready for boarding at Gite 7 in 20
m nutes.)

REPEAT IN ENGLISH over:

BILLY walking down a long CRRDOR H noves sonmewhat stiffly
in the clothes we saw laid out on the bed;, his face conplicated
by dark, rather ridiculous aviator sunglasses and an increasing
edge of nervousness to his actions. Wth him is:

SUSAN - 23,  healthy outdoor |ooks, dressed casually colorful
like an Anerican student abroad.

APPROACHING P.OV. - a group of TURKISH SEORTY QMRS in
runpled green uniforns, at a security CHECKPANT inspect the
carry-on bags of several PASSENCERS.

BILLY tensely contenplating the guards as he walks.

SUSAN digging in her bag for her passport as she walks.

BILLY, looking from guards ahead to SUSAN He suddenly breaks

stride, still’ a fair distance from the checkpoint. SUSAN
glances at him He is holding his belly.
. BILLY
| think 1|'ve been poisoned.
SUSAN

And you ate two baclavas, right? | told
yvou not to touch them nmne was awul.

~ BILLY .
ghys voi ce  strained)
Look, | think I'mgoing to have togoto
the john again. You go onthrough, I'l1

catch up.

Wth a sense of panic, he turns and goes back down the corridox
without waiting for a response. SUSAH, concerned, noves on.

CUT:

BILLY in the WASHROOM MRROR again checks hinself out. H's
|asses are off, and he has just watered hinself down. But the

of his HEARTBEAT is wup, and his nerves are visible in his
eyebal | s and he knows it. dabs at the sweat on his sideburns
He closes hts eyes, takes a DEEP BREATH. A pause. He puts his
dark sunglasses ‘back on. Turns away from the mrror. No going
back now o

ADVANCINGP.O V. . SEQRTY GECKPANI. The QUARDS again.
rg:loszte{), tcI oser, Guns in their holsters. SOUND of Billy's
ear eat,

CLOSE QUARD smoking a CcCigarette, bored, in a tattered olive
uniform looks at “BILLY.
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CONTI NUED: 3

GUARD
Passport!

BILLY PASSPCRT. The (Qiard' s tobacco-stained FINERS take it,
open it. Basic information on Billy: Birth Date April 17 1949.

Birth Pace: Babylon, Long Island. No wfe, no mnors. Signature
QARD gives it back to BILLY.

GUARD
Bag!

BILLY opens his shoulder bag, proffers it. The QURD tosses it,
pushi ng asi de books, grabbirg a white plastic dish.

GUARD
(Nebu?)
BILLY _
(understand zng the Turkish
expression, "\Wat's this?")
It's a frisbee.
GUARD
Nebu?
. BILLY
A frishee.

(makes a throwing gesture

of the wist)
You throw, catch it. Game !

Fu_rigus, one of the other QUARDS anbles over looking at the
risbee.

BILLY tightens. Qursing the frishee. Saeat now runs his side-
burns again. HEARTBEAT up.

GUARD
(Ball?.. .Game?)
, 2ND GUARD
(Amrerican gane. Baseball.)
GUARD

Ah!
Fp_uzzl ed, turns the
risbee around and around)

THE SECOND GUARD st udi es BILLY, curious about the sweat.
Suddenly reaches up, indicates the eyes.

GUARD
(Take the glasses off)

BILLY understanding the gesture rather than the words, renoves
his glasses. Hs eyes. raight, staring at the GUJRD wthout
trying to look away. A long nonent.

FIRST QUARD stuffs the frisbhee back into the bag. Scows. Takes
ahpuff on his cigarette, coughs. Phlegm rattles around in his
throat.
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CONTLINUED: 4
FI RST GUARD '
Asaah!

He waves BILLY through.

SILLY puts his glasses back on: the SECCND GUARD turns away.
BILLY walks past the checkpoint. Hs HEARTBEAT drops.

CUT:

SUSAN reads the International Herald Tribune, seated on a
cronded olive-colored BUS out on the tarmaCc She has saved
him a seat and pulls her bag off as BILLY sits down.

SUSAN
Are you all right?

I-b|||0(r)1ks at her. Relief. A smle, awkward = he wshes he could
te er.

BI LLY
Yeah. . .Yeah.

Lays his head backonthe wooden bench. Reaches out:

TAKES HER HAWD in his. She returns the grip.

THE BUSDOOR slans shut.

THE TURKISH BUSDRVER rolls the bus out towards the PLANES
visible in the far distance?.

susaw, feeling Billy is better, shows him the Herald Tribune.

SUSAN
(saddened) _
Dyou see this? Janis Joplin died
yest erday.

BILLY, his sunglassesrenoved, |ooks at the paper, alnost
abstractedly.

SUSAN SOFF)
Overdose, In a Hollywood notel.

Nmﬁmpm. Picture of JANIS JOPLIN. That big, earthy, rugged
smlile.

Blly's P.QV. noves UEI Jpae one to the headline: WIXOW QUI-
RAGED AT PALESTINIAN H JACKERS: CALLS FOR CAPITAI, PUNISHMENT.

~SUSAN ( OFF)
(a faint woice)
Never was anybody |ike Janis...

BILLY, thinking other happier things, reaches over and playful!.:
squeezes her tit twce, rapidly.

. BILLY
(smiles ,
Never was anybody like you...
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CUNLLNUED: 5.
SUSAN _
(annoyed, brushes his hand away,
a clicking sound in her fhroat

You can't take “anything seriously.
- BILLY
(smles)

You're right.
Bus stops suddenly. BILLY changes expression.

THROUGH FRONT WINDSHIELD We see TURKI SH SOLDI ERS i n several

HALFTRACKS drawn up in a semcircle blocking the bus. The Pan
American PLANE- IS directly behind. Al so JEEPS and a POLI CEMAN
waving the bus down.

BUS BOCR opens and the Turkish Police CFFICER hops aboard briskl:

_ OFFI CER
Attention please, Ladies and Gentlenen.
or your own safety we're conducting a
security check before you board your
ai rpl ane, Kindly file out the back.
Wonen and children in one line. Men in

anot her.)
PASSENGERS. A confused hum

VARI QUS  PASSENGERS
Wat's he saying?
{hdonr; tII know. . .Marian, hey Marian, what
e hell...

The Turkish-speaking PASSENGERS are gathering together their
itens and beginning to exit as:

POLICE CFFICER repeats, in English:

POLI CE OFFI CER
(idem)

QLCBE BILLY. The PQLICE CFHCER is only beginning the speech.
in English but already Billy realizes, And it's panic. Slent
panic. That horrendous cold feeling all over his back: Ch God
what have | done, what can | do now! He freezes.

MOWVE TO SUSAN rising, fetching her things, irritated.

SUSAN _
Jesus, they do_ everything ass
backwards 1n  Turkey.

Behind her we see the other AMERICAN PASSENGERS beginning to
disenbark wth the usual chorus of overlapped conversations,
expl etives, including:

PASSENGERS
They're checking for  hijackers.

Any Pal estinians aboard? Hey Harry,
get rid of your grenades...
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Laughter is returned from several of the Amrican contingent,
but' we MOWE BAXK to BILLY in foreground; all of a sudden he is
on his knees trying to craw wunder the seat.

, SUSAN ( OFF)
Billy, what's the natter?
BILLY
- My passport!
SUSAN
Nol

Ehe bends down to look, comng FACE TO FACE with him He grips
er arm

BILLY
(low voice)

Susan - forget it. G get us a seat
on the plane. Now

~ SUSAN
(picking up the real
- fear in his voice)
Wat is it? . . . Billy?

~BILLY .
(a fierce whisper, panic)
For Christ's sake, just GET on the
plane,  okay!

Hs tone stuns her; never before has he spoken to her like that.
A LOX between them he has his glasses off now She's not a
stupid girl by any neans and realizes sonething is very wong
and for the both of them she'd best do exactly as he says. And
fast! She noves OUT oF SHOT.

BILLY, crouched low in the aisle starts to work fast, his finger:
shaking reaching into his sweater starting to work the TAPE
loose from around his chest; looking from under the bench. Still
quite a bhit of commotion as passengers are exiting. BUT THEN

BILLY P.0.V. « UNI FORMED LEGS com ng sl oWy down the aisle towar:
him The mzzle of an M| RFLE tapping loosely against the side
of the kneecap.

PAN WTH and MOVE W as TURKISH MLITARY LIEUTENANT conmes into
VletW, intersecting outgoing PASSENGERS, eyes casually comng to
rest on:

BILLY looks wup from his kneeling position on floor; his sweater
rolled back down; he indicates the passport in his hand. "Just

found it"  expression.

MME to the LIEUTENANT, not necessarily suspecting anything, but
with a custonary insolence reserved for Koung vagrant-types, he
stretches his rifle arns length wth one hand and gently prods
Billy up wth the tip of the muzzle placed under his chin.

BAXK to the CFFICER bringing the rifle back to his side,
indicating Billy get off the bus wth the others. Al in silence.

CUT:
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BILLY among a group of MALE PASSENGERS, funnelling into two Ilines
that pass on elither side of a wooden 1nspection table. Thirty

TRRKISH SADERS with rifles ring the area. It 1is open, vast, no
place to run or hide. The onl apﬁarent hope is to nelt into the
Irregular jostling patterns of the passengers inpatiently waiting.

TWO PLAINCLOTHESMEN (Police) are on each side of the table,
body-searching the male passengers alternately.

SUSAN is in a simlar set-up twenty yards away, wth FEMAE ATTEN-
DANTS doing the searching. She glances at Billy as she undergoes
search. She is cleared, passes on, towards the ranp of the plane.

BILLY, his sunglasses off, snoothly nelts anmong the nale
PASSENGERS, pulling sonme books fromhis shoul der bag. G ides
to the head of the line. MME TOQO

The FIRST CFFICER patting down a PASSENGER his back partially
turned to Billy. bringing him into foreground as:

BILLY skirts him in the background, canouflaged among two ot her
conversing PASSENGERS waiting for the SE CFFl who now

appears In foreground on the lateral TRAXK, he is busy wth

another passenger. In passing him Billy replaces the™ books in
rfn_s shoulfcilter bag as though he had already been searched by the
irst  officer,

Tension. FQLLON BILLY as he approaches the boarding ranp.

BILLY P.0.V. -~ SUSAN at the top of the ranp waiting. Smling
STEWARDESSES. Pan Anmerica.  Haven.

BILLY FQOT rising off Turkish soil onto ranp.
TURKISH #HanD lightly touching Billy's elbow then grasping the arm

- TWRK (CFF)
(Just a mnute.)

BILLY his eyes flattening.
SUSAN in LONG SHOT, reacting.

BILLY turns - trying to seem casual; he confronts the SECOND
CFHCER face to face and gestures towards the:

FIRST CFFICER who happens to glance at them

_ SECOND QFFICER (OFF)
(Nebu? Did you search hin®)

FIRST OFFI CER
(frowns)
(No.)

SECOND CFFICER tightens his grip on BILLY, angry, and pulls him
back to the TABLE MWE wth them The officer has been lied to;
in addition he is young, inexperienced, about 18.

SECOND  OFFI CER
(grunts a command, nekes a gesture)
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CONTI NUED: 8.

BILLY, conprehending, spreads his arms. The OCFFICER pats him
down carefully, brushing against his arnpits. Precisely in the
area where we saw the hashish. But incredibly hedoesn't notice,
continuing to work his way dow thenhips and legs.

CLCSE BILLY eyes on the sky behind the COFFICER praying
silently for a break.

TRKISH FINERS nmoving up the inside of his legs, onto his belly,
touching the hard bulge below the navel. But again not noticing:

BILLY in linbo, SOUND of his heartbeat.

SECOND CFFICER pausing, his fingers around Billy's chest,
about to let it go, then:

PLACES HS HaND suddenly flat on Billy's heart.
CFFICER sensing the accelerated heartbest, stares at:

BILLY whose eyes junp, startled by this technique.

FINGERS |ike excited spiders quickly run back up into the
arnpit area. STOP - right on the packets.

TURKISH EYES SWVEL to BILLY EYES (CBE Frozen nonent.
Then, sudden blur of novement at the edge of frane.

SECOND OFFICER, junping back, grabbing his pistol from his
hol ster, crouching on one knee, aiming the gun barrel at
BILLY, hand shaking. He is terrified.

SECOND  OFFI CER
(scream ng)
(Bomb! Be's got a bomb!)

AVER CAN PASSENERS scream and wit the deck all around.

AVERI CAN  PASSENGER
Bomb! Bomb!

BILLY stands there, arns straight up in the air, eyes clamped
EQ’]TIUEJKS” Lng not to breathe. A O—C%JS of rifle and revolver
as:

PULL BACK t o OVERHEAD SHOT . BILLY surrounded by thirty SODERS
with rifles pointed at him from all directions, crouched
nervously. The PASSENGERS all huddled on the ground.

BILLY, eyes closed. Edge of frame shows a shaky mzzle of a
REVOLVER poked into his belly, noving up.

MWVE to THE FIRST CFFICER  older, nore experienced but scared,
poking wth the revolver; reaches in wth his hand cautiously,
starts to pull up the turtleneck sweater. MWME wth the hand,
revealing the SH PLAQES around the navel. A pause. HSs
HAND draws the sweater higher. More PLAQUES.

FIRST CFHCERS FACE relaxes. Starts to smle, finding it funny.



2.

73.

4.

75.

76.

7.

78.

CONTI NUED: 9.
FIRST OFFI CER
(yells out)
(It's hashish. He's just a smuggler.)

, SOLDI ERS ((J:F1 _
(in chorus echo, relaxing,
chuckl i ng)

(Hashish...smuggler.. .hippie...)

MASTER ANGLE  SOLDIERS  REGROPING  PASSENGERS  starting to
rise from the ground.

SUSAN, dunbfounded watching all this from the door of the PLANE
starts back down the ramp. But a flow of upcoming PASSENGERS
slows her descent.

BILLY is |ed roughl¥bby TW SADERS parallel to the plane his
hands on his head. manages a glance at Susan. A slight but
strong nmovenent of the head and eyes. 'No. Don't cone down
those stairei’

SUSAN  understands it, |ooks helplessly, hesitates =« lost between
two worlds. A silent shaping of a puzzled nouth.

, SUSAN
(...Billy . ..?)

She is washed back aongin the flow of passengers.
CUT:

VI P RoOOM, Al RPORT LOUNGE. The scene mpves very fast, indicating
a sense of chaos. Much smoke. Many phone call's. Half a dozen
Turkish police CFFICERS are bizarrely seated in a row of fold wur
chairs next to a_ desk. chattering among thenselves (AD LIB),
lighting their Turkish cigarettes. They hardly pay attention as:

MME TO BILLY, scared, sweating - backlit by the huge w ndows
overlooking the airstrip. In background, we see the 707 Pan
Arerican PLANE beginning to circle towards the runway. GUARDS
have stripped him down to his bare chest and now knife through
the adhesive tape from two sides at once. Then RP the tape off.
BILLY  w nces.

ANOTHER ANGE the room Billy's luggage is being tossed. Qothes
fly through the air. A sweatshirt; Marquette iversity Row ng
Team A 35mm canmera. A gift package for  his nother ripped open.
a silver Turkish kettle, = cl ang}n?(_ to the floor. Another package
Is ripped open and a set of Turkish tea cups snmash and break

all over the floor. Very fast.

BILLY watches, bewildered. He is stripped of the |ast pla%ue in
his navel. FCQLON the plague clattering onto the pile of 40 plac

N FI RST CFFI CER (CFF)

o BILLY (CFF)
WIliam Hayes.

MOWVE BACK quickly to the CFFICER. with notebook at the desk. Part
of the confusion is that each tine we see another police officer
he has another face.
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CONTI NUED : 10.
_ _ FI RST OFFI CER
vi... Vilyum.. Vilyum..
BILLY (OFF)
Hayes.

_ FIRST OFFI CER
H -yes...

(wites it down)
ANOTHER ANGLE -«

, FI RST OFFI CER
Merican?

BI LLY
(nods)
New York.

The CFFICER is puzzled.

BILLY
New York... New York...

FIRST OFFI CER
Ahhhh... Nev Yok!
(wites it down)

A LOD SOND CFF.

THE DOR flies open and ANOTHER OFFICER strides in. Paunchy,
nmoustached. The room is suddenly silent as we TRAK him in,
folloned by a grinning civilian FLUNKEY wth a big portable
photo instrument and bul b.

THE HRST CFFICER junps up from the desk, nakes an obsequious
salute to the SECOND OFFI CER who arrogantly acknow edges it and
takes the vacated chair behind the desk. The FIRST OFFI CER moves
to the first fold up chair in the row pusN%the pol i ce
officer in that chair further dow. THS CFF in turn,
shoves the next man down. It goes all the way dow the line

like a comedy until the last man in the row stands up against
the wall. But this is all in the background as:

SECOND OFFI CER

Name?
o BILLY
WIliam Hayes.
. SECOND OFFI CER
Vil... Vilyum. .?
Hayes. .. BILLY

IShal1<rp tSOUND OFF of FILM BEING RIPPED FROM CAMERA. He darts a
ook a

POLICEMAN stretching the undeveloped film out. Another loud
SOUND OFF, interrupting this--
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THE DOR flies open again and a THRD CFFICER strides in,
obviously the nost inportant yet, because the SECOND COFFICER
junps up from the desk, and all the others imediately nove down
one seat in the hierarchy wthout a nonent's hesitation. But the
THRD CFFICER strides right uB to Billy, waves to the SECOD
CFFICER  THE CAMERAMAN in Dbackground bubbles wth enthusiasm
sliding into position. Billy is puzzled - what's going on? Hs
arm is grabbed and he is swvelled around.

REVERSE ANGLE - OVER CAMERAMAN

BILLY in the mddle, flanked by SECOND and THRD CFFICER grinnin;
like big game hunters, their arns on his shoulders. The F

CFHCER " sticking a bunch of hashish plaques into Billy's hands,
runs QUI O FRAME BILLY looks from side to side. The SECOND
CFFICER pats him hard on the back of the head, neaning 'look at

camera' . BILLY glances at him sees the grin_on both the officers'
fﬁces. Thinking this is the necessary expression, he grins at
the canera.

CAMERAMAN disgustedly looks up from his eyepiece.

CANVERAVAN | |
(No.. .he's smling. Mke him look mserable.)

SECOND CFFICER slugs BILLY in the stomach wth a quick backhanded
f|hst. leI LLY groans, sinks to his knees. The plagues fall on
t he oor .

~ FIRST OFFICER
running u
(Gel! Geﬁ ?) g )

H growls, grabbing Billy's arm and hauling him up, gathering the
hashish plaques and puttln%i them back in his arns. The TW) OFFICEX
put their arnms back on Billy's shoulders. BILLY, in pain, nakes
the proper expression of msery.

FLASH! The bul b goes.
SHARP CUT:

THE 707 PAN AVER CAN PLANE, destination New York, roars wup into
the sky. PUL BAX all the way to BILLY sitting next to the
window  huddied over, feeling woozey and near vomting. He
linpses the plane but it is anti-Climtic now as he stares
own at his Dboots. Then remenbers something! Surprised.

ANOTHER ANGLE ROOM  The Turkish COFFICERS talk AD LIB am)n?
themsel ves, congratulating, slapping shoulders,  pointing 0
the hashish plaques, ete,

In center background, we see BILLY submssively [lifting his
am for permssion to speak,

THRD CFFICER nods, approaches, followed by OTHERS.

BILLY slowy, partly out of Pain, pulls off one of his boots
bangs it on the heel - and tw nmore PLAQES clatter to the floor.

TIRKISH MUTHS drop open.

BILLY finishes the process wth the other boot. An awkward
silence CFF.
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CONTINUED:
BILLY .
(trying to explain, innocent)
| forgot. | really did.

(mekes ineffective gestures)

/%UrtFE ANALE  The room explodes wth screans and commtion.
| THRD OFFI CER
(screamng at SECOND COFFICER
(You idiot, you fool. You told ne the

Averican was searched... and he's
pulling hashish out of his boots! You're
all dogshit!)

- SECOND  OFFI CER
(turning on Frst Oficer,
scream ng)
éYou worthless piece of garbage, where
id you learn to search a prisoner?
He's been in our custody for an hour, etc.)

FI RST OFFI CER
(scream n% the OTHERS)
(Wo searched hinP Wo?)

Am d all the scream ng TWO POLICEMEN rush over and yank BILLY
upwards, and start to strip all his clothes.

BI LLY
(protesting)
That's it! That's "all | have!

CUT:

BILLY spread eagled STARR NAKED against the wall. He is
afraid to nove. A strange silence.

ANOTHER  ANGLE.  BILLY naked in center B G against the wall.

The CFFICERS and SODERS quietly leering at his trim muscul ar
buttocks. Hungry stares. Bi-sexuality is prevalent in Turkey.
But there is also enbarrassment anong the officers; none would
do anything openly in front of the others; i nst ead they just
stare and snoke their cigarettes. Low nurmurs. Continued tel ephor
calls. Mich thick smke all over the room

Another DOOR opens CFF. (obsequious GREETINGS in  Turkish.

BILLY is afraid to look over his shoulder, feeling enornously
hum | i at ed.

VO CE (OFF)
Rowdy, Billy...howya doi ng, Ok?

A perfect Texas draw. BILLY glances over his shoulder. Sees:
"TEX" - a tall, lanky blonde haired Amrican in a business suit

wth boots. Cean cut, very handsore, wth a strong flavour of
danger in his blue eyes
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CONTI NUED:
TEX

é_sm'ling, ext ends

i11y"s clothes)
| think these gentlemen have finished for
the tinme being - if you'd like to put your
clothes on.

ANOTHER ANGLE

BILLY, so grateful at last to see a fellow Anerican, reaches
quietly for the clothes, his eyes never leaving Tex. Release?

CUT:

TR SH CETECTIVE sits at the main desk in the room. Wlike the

others, he has no nmoustache; a skeletal face, intelligent |ooking.

TEX Is behind, leaning casually up against the wall. | El_ed to
00Ki ng

Blly's side is the entire array of seated CFFICERS on
like a tribunal.

~ DETECTI VE _
(thickly accented English
synpat heti c)
Are you afraid, vilyum?

BILLY, standing to the side of the desk, clothed now buckling
his belt - afraid.

BILLY
No, |'m not afraid.

DETECTI VE _
Good. There's nothing to be afraid
of. If you co-operate wth wus, Yyou
wll be on the plane for New Yor
tonmorrow... yes?

BILLY

(softly, hopi ng)

Yes...?

DETECTI VE
Good. Now, where did you get the hashish?

BILLY

A cabdriver. He picked me up in the
Pudding Shoppe in the bazaar.

DETECTIVE _
Wuld you recognize him again?
~ BILLY

Yes. | think so.
DETECTI VE

Good. Would you go back to the Pudding
Shoppe now and point him out to ny nen
if you see hin?



99.

100.

101.

14.
CONTINUED:

Billy’'s eyes move to:

"TEX" who nakes a cool affirmative nod of the eyes to Billy.

BILLY (OFF
Yes. ( )

STREETS, ISTANBUL « AFTERNOON. TEX drives his Anrerican CAR
BILLY in the passenger seat; TWo TURKISH PLANCLOTHESMEN in the
rear seats. Various BACKGROURD SHOIS of the city.

TEX
(casual  tone) . _
You decided to fly at a bad time Billy =
Palestinian Querillas all over the
place blowng up planes and all.

BILLY
_ (shakes his head)
St upi d.
CTEX
Four planes in four days...but | guess

you kids don't read the newspapers...
and what wth our peo?le kicking up a
shit storm'bout the flow of heroin

from Turkey you got...

_ BILLY _
But I didn't have heroin.

TEX
(grins)
Vell 1'm"not up on all that. A drugs
a drug seens to nme Billy and...
BILLY

~ (sweati n?) _
But it was ny Tfirst tinme. |'m not really
a smuggler, it was just two Kil 0s.

TEX |
Véll, you see Billy, it don't really
matter right now if it's 2 kilos or
200 kilos. The Turks love to catch any
foreigner smuggling it ~ show the world
they're fighting the drug trade.

_ BILLY
But I just...
TEX
Just  what?
. BILLY
| just needed some extra noney. | was

broke, the guy offered me the hash and...
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101. CONTINUED:

It sounds bad. Tex looks at him wthout expression. Pause
Billy tries to sense a synpathy in this anbiguous nan, a
liking towards hinself. But feels nothing yet, except someone
who can speak English.

BILLY
...are you wth the Consulate?

TEX _
~(not looking at him
Something |like that. Cigarette?

102.  ANOTHER ANGLE - BILLY nervously takes the pack and matches.

TEX _ . _
How much you pay this joker... this
cabdriver?

BILLY
Two hundred dollars. It was ny |ast

two  hundred.

- TEX
How much did you figure to nake?

BILLY funbles to light wup his cigarette. H is nervous, grateful
to vol unteer information...anything.

BILLY
Three, four thousand...1 don't know
The guy offered me the hash -
~ (shakes his head)
it just seemed like "easy noney.

- TEX
Beats working.

. BILLY . .
| was just going to sell it to friends.
|'m not a pusher, honest.

TEX grins, skeptical of his naivete, changing the subject.

- TEX
Gt a famly back there?
_ BILLY
inhales  deeply) _
Yeah. arents, brother, sister.
Babylon, Long Island.
TEX
What's your father do?
BILLY

He sells insurance for Metropolitan Life.
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CONTI NUED:
TEX _
{(a pause, not |ooking at
Billy)
Be tough on 'em
ANOTHER ANGE « BILLY nods, takes a deep drag on his cigarette.
TEX
Grlfriend?
BILLY

,..She was on the plane.

Tex glances at him questioningly.

BILLY
She didn't know anythin about . ..
|  wouldn't have wanted her to.

_ TEX
Lucky girl.
Billy leans back in seat, blowng out the cigarette snoke.
BILLY
Jeez, she used to say | was the |ucky
one.
TEX
Let's hope so, Billy. Let's sure
hope so.

A narrow cobblestone STREET. Tex pulls the car to a halt.
cut

THE PUDDI M5 SHOPPE - TWILIGHT. Internationally-known cafe,
adjacent a BAZAMR  Qowded, noisy. WOVEN dressed in black hold
crying CHLDREN by the hands. FOREIGNERS, nostly students and
hippies, nove about laughing, joking. Hawkers, street pedd ers,
vendors cooking shishkebab. A small GPSY BOY leads a huge
MIZZLED BEAR on a |eash.

BILLY sits at a snmall outdoor TABLE alone sippi n? tea and eating
a baclava, nervous - very nervous, still trying to sort it all
out in his head. If he doesn't find the seller, what wll
happen next?

MOVE across the TABLES, past a mddle-aged AVER CAN COPLE to
WD TURKI SH PLAINCLOTHESMEN wat chi ng hi mcl oselt)é. They | ook
e

evident. TWO HPPIES make a wde berth around m
Hl PPI ES
(in passin low, CFF)

Hey - Janet, why %on't you go sell
‘em sone dope.
(giggling)

MWVE ON to another TABLE where TWO MRE PLA NCLOTHESMEN sit,
equally evident, watching BILLY.
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TEX sits in his car, in the distance, casually glancing at a
newspaper .

BILLY's eyes rove.
INTER (R PUDDING SHOPPE. Large. Many tables. Sairs. A back exit.

ANOTHER GYPSY BOY | eads a huge PINK PIG leashed with a wooden sign
around its neck proclaimng “Pig!™ in Turkish. Various TURKS poi nt
the pig out, |aL(J;%hi ng at it, sone disgusted by it, making faces
and ~gestures: " way, @go way! Ayipl™ The PI'G noves past BILLY,
who shifts his gaze to:

P.0.Vv. - CABDRVER 1 lingering at the curb. PAM to CARDRXVER 2.
PAM to CABDRVER 3. PAN BAXKX to 1 and again to 2 =~ indicating
no real fix on identity.

BILLY tense now, knowng this is the chance he nust take, nods
with his head, pointing at CABDRVER 2, off.

THE PLAINCLOTHESMEN nove out towards CABDRVER 2.

BILLY tentatively rises, as if to join them but noves slyly
tonards the interior of the cafe.

PLAINCLOTHESMEN nove in roxghly on a surprised CABDRVER 2 who
begins to protest LODLY ( LI B).

BILLY noves through the INTERCR of the puppINg SHOPPE, past the

tables, past the stairs, towards the back of the shop, at a normal.
pace not trying to attract attention.

A PLAINCLOTHESMAN | ooks around, sees he is gone. Tells the others
(AD LIB). They spread out |ooking, abandoning the CABDRVER who
spits and curses them (AD LIB).

BILLY, wth one backward glance, now eases out the BACK DAR
into a bilious sunlight, onto a STREET. Pause.

A HAD with GM noves into frame, pointing a six inch barrel
right at his tenple. BILLY freezes, noving just the eyes to:

TEX looking down at him - calm nerciless.

TEX
You seem like a nice enough kid to
ne Billy, but try it and I'Il blow

your fucking brai ns out.

BILLY « the sense of betrayal in his eyes.

CUT:
ESTABLISH PRISON - O/EREAD ANGE A large and eerie, ancient
Byzantine structure suggesting the 15th Century - possibly a

Sultan's Janissary Barracks. Irregular crescent shapes to the
various wngs, a MBQE inside the prison. The sense of an endl ess
| abyrinth burlt by sonme nmad Arab architect to suit a decorative
purpose and now, in the 20th Century, transformed by an equally
nmad  Turkish bureaucracy into a prison. It should be in a city,
preferably nade to look Ilike Istanbul.
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CONTINUED:
Faint  background atonal Turkish CHANTING Evening Mislim prayer.
"Alah wakbah, Alah wekbah..." on and on, suggesting to s
fear rather than praise.

BILLY VO CE

Dear Mm and Dad. This is the hardest
letter 1've ever had to wite. I know the
confusion and the pain it wll cause you.
And the disappointment...

BILLY - his scalp being shaved off by a prison BARBER in an un-
speci fi ed ANTE-CHAMBER. His eyes aré staring dead ahead.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
...L really thought I knew what | was
doing with my life. [1'd hoped sonehow to
get out of this quickly so that you'd
never know about it. But that just isn't

possible now. | don't know what's going
to happen. But what can | say to you?
WIl "1'm sorry’ make a differencé?

WII it ease tKe pain, the shame you nust

be feeling? Forgive me...please...

BILLY is now conpletely BALD, SOUND SHARP O/ER
ar .

A CELL DOOR SLIDING OPEN. BILLY steps in, bew | dered.

| ZIAT VO CE ( OFF)
Gt 1

The cell is dark, alnmost black, an overpowering stench; a small
grey metal bunk is bolted to the floor wth a lunpy nattress.

(IjBILLY turns, looking back at the man staring at him from the
oor.

ZIAT is .quickly summing up Billy's character. This is his craft.
He is a prisoner and trustee. A sinister man whose one motivation
in life is the accumlation of money, in the pursuit of which he
has acquired an ugly gurghsh SCAR running the wdth of his thres
various other facial , and one blind mlky white EYE H's
stocky and strong -- about five ten, wth bushy eyebrows, brown
cigarette teeth, big dirty nails, repulsively in need of a bath.
Wiat's surprising is that he is no nore than thirty years old bui
| ooks and behaves |ike si xtg. The personification of ‘the dena-
turization of a nman. Tine, body, mnd - all of them warped.

BILLY, not yet attuned to his nature, only repulsed, is still
wearing his “own clothes and nakes a shivering gesture,

enunciating very clearly, hoping he wll understand.
BILLY
Cold, Very cold Can I get blanket?
Bl anket ?

(makes a gesture of a
bl anket wapped around him
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ZIAT sniles, showing his stained teeth, and starts to slide shut
the cell door on its ROLER

ZIAT
(in English)
MO sell. Too late. Tonorrow...

A cobra snile flashes, as the cell door bangs shut.

ZIAT
(through the bars) .
You be here tomorrow..."Iyi Cedjaler"
("good night")

Goes.

BILLY walks around the «cell, hugging hinself for warnih.

VO CE (OFF)
Pssst |

BILLY stops, goes to the edge of the cell.

A BONY BARE ARM notions from the bars of the cell next to his. W

never see the face but hear a thick |TALIAN AQCENT, hoarse and
cracked.

VO CE (whi Sfel’i ng OFF)
Your cell, no key. Openl . ..Blanket.
Three cell down. ™ You get ne one. Take...

Extends a stick with a big nail pounded into the end, twsted ov
tb forma hook.

BILLY takes it. Hesitates.

VO CE (OFF)
Go! Ziat go for night. Go!

BILLY cautiously slides the cell door open, amazed that it's
been left open. Nothing nakes any sense to him in this labyrinth

ANOTHER ANGLE « BILLY steps out into a WALKWAY. A bare bulb oves-
head casts light. He glides past the three cells, seemngly empt,
Finds the cell with bl ankets, sheets, towels and various supplie:
stacked inside. But it's locked. M slips the stick in between
the bars and stretching, hooks the first blanket.

CUT:

BILLY asleep wth the blankets pulled up to his chin. Suddenl
DRTY HANDS reach into frane and rip the Dblanket off. WDEN T

ZI AT
(tugging the sheet, grows)
(Brack!. . . Brack!)

Then SLAPS at BILLY. BILLY ducks away. Encouraged, ZIAT sSteps
up closer to him sticks his fingers "in his chest screamng.
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CONTI NUED:
Zi at
You, goddanm you, give ne Sheet.
G ve mel!

And feints as if to hit BILLY again. BILLY reacts to defend
hinsel f, pushing ZIAT off and junping out of the bunk.

ZIAT, enraged by the shove, comes back at BILLY, screamng, arns
flailing like a bear to punmel him but BILLY, not understanding
the Turkish bluster in his nmannerisns, neets him with a sharp
right FIST into the front of his face.

tZ%_AT kstdaggers back, startled into silence; he has msjudged
s Kkid.

BILLY waits, ready for the fight in the defensive position. The
guy is bigger than hinself.

ZIAT, however, now feels the blood trickling from his nouth and
nose and freaks out, running out of the cel% SCREAMNG at the
top of his lungs as if he's dying.

ar

BILLY is blindfolded, stunbling down stone steps pushed by a
QJARD, into a dungeon-like basement room THE PUNISHMENT =~ CELLS

CUT:
THE QGMARD renoves the blindfold. BILLY, adjusting to the [light,
stares around. The cell is spartan, with a series of pulleys and

primtive bondage devices hanging from the cobwebbed ceiling.
A DOR opens and:

HAMIDOU STEPS in, lowering his head to get through the door.
Chief of the guards. A clean uniform Pour stripes. The only
guard to carry a holstered gun. A very frléqhtenl ng man. H 1S
about six two, two forty, and nuscular, and noves lightly like a
fighter on his feet. Hig skull is hullet-shaped and conpletely
shaven like Billy's, Enhancing this effect, he has no eyebrows,
and his pale blue eyes (suggesting a trace of Indo-European Stock
in his ancestry) are set deep in his skull, somewhat like turtle
eyes, giving nothing away. Hi's nose is a big beak of .ski.n his
neck broad, his nmouth a 'small crescent that Toves as lightly as
his feet Dbetween anger and anusenent. He approaches BILLY, ~ |ooks
into his eyes, drawing out the noment for hinself, enjoying the
tension and the fear he instills in others.

BILLY neets his eyes respectfully, then realizing this is perhaps
not the thing do to, looks away. But, fascinated by the man's
features beyond his self-control, he looks back.

g eye actions, smles thinly. The sort

HAMIDOU, anused by Billy'
' ¥y friendship such is its hint of charm

of smle that could inp

HAMIDOU
(to one of the guards)
(Name?)



21.

139.  CONTI NUED :
GUARD (COFF

(checking a clipboard)
(Mlyum H-yes)

 HAMID
(looking at

ou . .
BILLY, repeating it)
(Vilyum H -yes...)

And slowy his hand noves up to caress the edge of his hairless
upper lip. An erotic gesture in Turkey.

HAMIDOU
(Mlyum H-yes)

"Tis in ny nenory locked." He slowy extends his right arm
stiff out to his side.

140. BI LLY watches, fascinated.

141,  HAMIDOU lets the arm linger; then:

142.  SMASHES BILLY across the face wth an open palm BILLY shoots bat:

and smashes against the wall just from the force of one blow
St unned.

143.  HAMIDOU advances, taking a wooden CLUB (FALAKA STICK) about three
feet lung and three inches wde from a GJARD

144,  BILLY scared, enphasizing the words, trying to nake hinself
under st ood.

BILL
It was cold. Cold! | get blanket.
Bl anket!  Col d!

THWACK!

145, BILLY S LEG BUXKLES, where the falaka stick has just smashed him
behind the kneecap. He SCREAMS going down.

146.  BILLY looks wup from the floor:
347. HAMIDOU with his club in hand.

HAMIDOU . _
(in some sort of English, smles)
No do. No do.

Raises the club.

148. BILLY tries to block it wth his hand, and the C.UB smashes his
t hunb. SCREAM.

SHARP  QUT:

149.  BILLY is hoisted upside down in his UWDERPANTS ONLY wth thick
rope tied about his ankles, the legs spread - onto a PULEY sus-
pended from the ceiling. He is vyanked wupwards, then |owered
Sltlghtlyﬂ his head and backs of shoulders banging against the
st one oor .
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THE PULLEY is LOCKED into place, (LOUD SOUMD)

BILLY has this surprised loolr on his face still, throuzh
the tears. UWhat's happening?

HAIIDOU notions the CUARDS out of the room (AD LIB). Turns
back to BILLY, raises his club.

BRINGS | T pownl TULL FORCE on the soles of FILLY'S BART FELT.
SCREAM. He cocks the club again.

BILLY twists to avoid the hklow.
CLUB catches him on the ANKLEROME.

BI LLY SCREAM | ouder than ever as we hear the SOUMD of wood
on bone. Whimpering SCU'DS fol | ow

BILLY | ooking throush teary eyes, sure now that he is going
to be killed. The CLUB - OFF - snmacks sole skin again...and
again wth the same force as the first blow. MNo let up.

Cut
BILLY still in the same position, vonits all over hinself.

HAMIDOU SPINS the PULLEY to a new position bringing:

BILLY into a steeper, more vertical position. He is on the
verge of fainting, blearg, looking as:

HAMIDOU noves around in between his legs. Doing something
indistinct with the stick between his legs, then dronping the
stick. Then, with this bizarrely excited expression on his
hairless face, he begins to undo his own pants. But, for Billy,
it all BLURS QUT T0:

JAPAYNESE S| LK SCREFN depieting a fat jovial Buddhist nonk, £fishing
placidly by a stream Then M™MOVES to soap carvings of chess pieces
Then a bedsheet hung as a curtain with astrological synbols paint;
on it. soumn, OFF, of a blaring radio. At onal TURKISE MUSIC.

VOICE
(close, intense) _
Hey man, he's gotta walk, or his
feet eonna swell up worse.

280 VA CE
(softer, sonorous,
Swedi sh accent)
Maybe we take him down to courtyard...

Then: ERICH - a gentle long bird's face. Long whitish-blond
hair, Swedish, well above six feet, 25.

Anot her FACE noves into view - JIMMY EFLL, Anerican, 23
fiery eyes, black hair and nustache, intense, strone.

_ BELL _
Snmoke this rocket, it'Il cool the pain.
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ANOTHER ANGLE - BELL puts a huge cone-shaped JONT wth alumnum

foil filter into BILLYS LIPS He hardl}/]_ knows what it is
puffing weakly. Though dehydrated and his face white w t hout
color, he has no facial markings.

BELL
You gotta walk around sone nan, or your
feet gonna swell up sonething bad...

BILLY [ooks down at

HIS FEET - bloated black and blue wth inflamed red points in
various spots. A vicious bruise on his anklebone. ERICH is running
a cold rag from a basin of water over them his fingers tender.

BELL (OVER)

...You been out for days man, talking
all kinds of shit. Come on, we'll

walk you down to the courtyard.

BELL eases BILLY up from the bed, asERICH puts a pair of
clipclops on his feet.

ERI CH
Okay?

BILLY nods. They rise together, bracing his shoulder. BILLY
adjusting to the sensation of standing.

ERICH
Hws it feel?
BILLY
(dizzy)
About as good as it |ooks.
BELL
(Getchms ol sun)
BILLY
Getchmis...?
BELL
Asun - "™ay it pass quickl )I/E " 1'm
Bell, Jimy Bell. This s FErich
somet hing ~Swedi sh.
~ ERICH
(smling)
Just  Erich.
BILLY

I'm Billy Hayes... At least | used to be.

Looks  around.

A DORMITORY TYPE ROOM with 24 bunk beds set head to head in
hori zontal fashion, cranped and wth mniml privacy. A narrow
WALKWAY | eading towards a TO LET AREA and STAIRCASE.
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166 CONTI NUED:

_ BILLY
Looks like a cheap hotel.

BELL
Yeah.. .only the room service is |ousy.
Cone on, let ne show you the tennis courts.

Helps him with ERCH to take the first steps.

167 THE OORTYARD. The THREE of them emerge in a thin AFTERNOON sun,
Blly nowdisengaging and hobbling on his own pover.

hi o CE:II i
wat chi n |
Feel ing (aII r|gght g ")

BILLY
(still groggy)
Yeah.  That guyg gybeat ne?
(stops slightly  puzzl ed)
| feel stoned.

. BELL
- (grins, interjects)
Fi ggers.

BILLY
vague, 0i ng
.He had a bhald skuII and. ..

BELL
Hamidou. Chief of the Qards. Don't
fuck Wth him H alnost killed an
Italian dude couple nonths ago. Bad
news. He try anything wth you?

BILLY glances at him understanding. Pause.

BILLY
No.. . I don't remenber.
BELL glances at ERH
. BELL
Wth these fucking Turks, soon as the
light goes out | "keep one hand on their

feet and their feet better not grow
You'll neet Mix. He got raped sonething
bad down in Section 13” That's the pits.

168.  THE COURTYARD . VAR OUS AMGLES. Theyard is 30 by 50 paces with
a wall 20 feet high. Qgarette butts orange peals_, rumpl ed news-
papers,  rocks,  sticks, broke lass litter the place. NO smards
are on the walls; the only are unarmed inanimate lumns Of
bor edom who | ook as hel pI ess asthe PRISONERS With whom they jnter-
mngle; they have raggedy olive green uniforns and worn boots
(they nake $1 a nont augnented by bribes). On one side of the
yard a 2-story ROAUS (cellblock) with barred wndows from
whi ch B|IIy and his tw conpanions have just energed. on the
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other side of the yard is another 2-story KOG (the children's
kogus).

The . QORTYARD is colorful, alnost like a_ bazaar, about 80 people
In 1t - groups of exotically dressed AFRCANS — AFGHANS,  ARABS,

MALAYSTANS, EURCPEANS, and predomnantly TURKS pacing ’ba_ck and
forth or talking in [little circles, hawking wares, trading
il legal currencies.

Screanmi ng Turkish STRERT URCHINS, 10-14 years old, share the space
playing soccer and volleyball wth a surprising viciousness,
continually hitting each other and cursing. A bunch of them
vehemently lay bets on the soccer gane.

Gher aspects of the prison whichshoul dbecone evident: 1) NASE -
continuous, loud. Radios, Turkish nusic, screamng, shouting.

2) CATS = all kinds, sone of them pets, some stray, tolerated
because they kill the rats. 3) THE PRSONERS al | wear their own
clothing;, the fore||_%ners referring jeans, clip clops, Sneakers.
sweat suits. 4) T I-EA[g of only the new prisoners are shaved,
then allowed to  grow back. 52) MANY PR have physical dis-
abilities. Carbuncles on the back from wet nattresses. ™ Boils on
the Iynph glands around the neck, buttocks, underarns, sonetines
so painful the victim walks wth his arns up in the air. Athriti
in the knees, hips, ankles. Fungus on the feet. ifany Ilinp.

ANOTHER AtiGLE - THE PR SONERS glance at BILLY as he walks, noting
the beating he has taken and sizing him up, then going on wth
their business.

_ BILLY
The kids? Wy are they...
BELL
snorts)

Little fuckers are thieves, rapists,
pi ckpockets, nurderers, you name it -

they do it. Don't trust any of ‘'em..
BELL's eyes follow a knot of KIDS to:

ZIAT who has a wndow open on the FIRST FLOOR KOGUS and is sellir
little sups of tea to the kids from inside where he works a CAS

STOE  The kids push and punch each other to get the tea faster.

BELL (OVER)
... They tell Ziat everythi n?. H's the
squeal = round here. Goes all over the prison.
Sells watered-down tea, blankets, hash, black
money, nenbutols -- anything for a buck...

ZIAT leaves the stove in the hands of an ASSISTANT and noves down
the wndow to a wparticularly gaudy ArcHANI, a fierce hawk-faced
old man wth a chunk of his ear mssing. H wears a colorful
flowng robe, various scarves, turban, trinkets, rings, baggy
pants,” and pointed  curved shoes, and nakes enphatic violent
gestures at ZIAT with his nmutilated THREE FINGERS. ZIAT seens to
speak sonething of his language and bargains back.
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CONTINUED:

.BELL (OVER)
(continuous) .
.He was an informer on the outside
but he tried to screw the cops out of
60 kilos of opium \dtch hi he's a fox.

EILLY says nothing to them about the Zat incident, sizing him
up for hinself.

THE AFGHANI, having concl uded the deal with ZIAT, reaches deep
into his layers of «clothing around his crotch and pulls out
several scrofulous $10 bills which ZIAT discreetly takes in
exchange for a thick wad of Turkish currency, his eyes noving
around, stopping on BILLY. A hooded I ook.

BELL ( OVER)
Whatcha in for, smuggling? Rash?

BILLY turning his eyes away from 7IAT.

BILLY
Yeah.

- BELL
_ (shaking his headh
History, man, history. How much?

. BI LLY
Two kil os.
Where? BELL
BILLY

The airport. Trying to get on the
plane for the States.

. BELL
(whistling a Harpo Marx
kind of  punctuation) _
Vhew, heavy! Could be ten or fifteen.
Maybe even  twenty.

 BILLY
(tensing)
Twenty nonths?

BELL
Twenty fucking YEARS, man - YEARS!
I figger ten at the least.

BILLY  stunned.

BILLY
(soft)
Year s?

BELL

Yeah, what do _¥ou think this is, the

good ol' USA? This is Turkey, man..
(laughs bitterly)
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174. CONTINUED:
BELL (COMT.)
It's a fucking accident here if you're
innocent. And anyway...ain't nobody
who' s innocent.

175. ANOTHER ANGLE - all the color and breath seens to have gone
from BILLY.

ERI CH
(his English is halting but
has a calmng effect) .
Don't pay too nuch attention, anything .
is possible in Turkey. You mght~ get "bail.

BELL snorts, anused, kicking the SOOCER BALL away hard as it
dribbles towards them

ERI CH
... If you nake bail, youre free. You
can get a fake passport or sneak across
the border to Qeece. The GQeeks hate
the Turks so much they never send you
back. The Turks know it. They just
keep the bail. noney.

176. ANOTHER ANCLE

BELL
Sure, keep dreamng and see where that
gets you... like , up in the head,

you know ..

(makes a crazy signal

towards the head) .
You gonna eat a lot nore fasoulia beans,
Billy baby, fore you taste a hanburger
‘gain cause you broke the law man, and
you got caught...

(grins)’

and that...is history.
ERI CH

The law is sonetines wong.
BELL

(eyes feverish)
The Law is never wong, asshole.
The law is!

And stalks away, disgusted. A deep anger inside him ERICH
looks at BILLY who is quiet; by way of apology.

ERI CH _
Mew people sonetines get on his nerves.

_ BI LLY
_(lifeless)
Wiat did he do?



176.

177.

178.

CONTI NUED:

ERICH
He was caught stealing from a nosque.
That's heavy here. He got 30 vyears.

_ BILLY
Thirty years?

ERI CH
Jimy has nore balls than brains. e
didn't tell his parents he was in jail
for a year and a half. He says he got
hinself in and now he's going to get
hinself  out.

He shakes his head, looking at:

BELL across the courtyard huddlingi with a raggedy GUARD,
y.

him a cigarette, bartering angri

BILLY amp ERCH

md you? BILLY
ERI CH

Hashish.  RNinety percent of the
foreigners are in for hashish.

They wal k.
BILLY
What'd they give you?
ERICH
(passive)
Twel ve  years.
BILLY stops.

How much did you have?

ERI CH
A hundred grans.
BILLY
(appalled)

It's not fair.

Even ERCH has to smle now

_ ERICH | .
There is no "fair” in Turkey, Bl I?/:
It's all '"sula bula”™ - like this, [ike

that. An Italian hippie had a car
accident and a Turk was killed. so,
they threw him in here for six nonths...

BILLY
That doesn't seem so had.

28.

giving



178.

179.

180.

181.

182.

29.
CONTINUED:

ERI CH .
No, but he was eating lunch a mle away
when the Turk smashed into his car and
killed hinself.

BI LLY
He wasn't even in the car?

ERI CH
(shakes his head)
Aslan there...
(points)

ASLAN - a young bhig fat heavily nustached Turk, wearing a black
silk double-breasted business suit, grotesque cufflinks, _heavily
pomaded hair, is huddling in a section” of the YARD wth FVE
other grinning CGANGSTER TYPES, all in suits.

ERI CH (OVER)
~.killed a guy. But his father's a
bi g gangster on the docks. A "kapidiye."

He'll  stay in.. .twelve nonths no &ore,
and get parole. In Turkey, nurder is
mnly - "erkek".

ERICH gl ances back at BILLY.

_ ERI CH
You just got to get vyourself a good |awyer.
And sone money...Talk to Max. He's been
in the |ongest.

BI LLY
How | ong?
ERI CH
Seven years...
CUT:
MAX - “eskilet" (Skeleton). British, tall, straggly long hair

wth wre spectacles set crookedly over his nose. "~ An earring in

one ear. The far away eyes of an international junkie, preoccupied
and uninterested in small” talk. Tough in his skinnyway, like a

piece of old dried |eather.

He occupies with his yYoung STRPED CAT a bunk in the far corner
of the SEcoMD FLOOR ROGUS » in the process of shooting hinself

up With "Gastro,” a snelly brown liquid stomach nedicine. No
one is in the wvicinity except

ANOTHER ANGLE - ERCH and BILLY who watches repelled as MAX
funbles with a piece of twne tied around his ‘arm in a tourniquet,
searching for an wunused spot amd dirty infected track narks.
PLUNGES the needle in, opunping in the black gunk. dances at BILLY.

(smles) o .
Gastro. Stomach nedicine. Has codeine
in it... Best I can do here.



30.
182. CONTINUED:

Pulls out the needle, loosens the tourniquet. Hs eyes take on
a far away stare.

ERI CH
Max? Lawyers?

MAX
Yeah... there's no straight lawers in
Turkey They re all bent - bent as

hai rpi ns. .
Gives a spoon wth a taste of the black residue to:
183. HS CAT who is full of spunk, and tries to catch Mx's HAND

154. ANOTHER ANGLE

MAX
...A guy - got the Frenchnan LaRoche off..
zoopkknlas.. stuffed enou% money in enough
pockets. .. Gt bail ani shed. . poof |
(makes a gest ure of vanishi ng)

He looks at BILLY, not renenbering him

ERI CH
Hs name?
Who? MAX
ERI CH
The |awyer? ¢

MAX is beginning to go. He sits on his bunk.

VWhat | awyer?

ERI CH
Who got the Frenchman out?

MAX
Oh Yesil... Yesil's his nane but I|...
dan't know...anything...bout...Yesil...

185. ANOTHER ANGLE -« MAX'S head begins to bob back and forth.
Focuses on BILLY.

_ MAX
Best way Is get your ass out...any...
way.. .you can...

BILLY

What do you nean?
MAX

CGet the.. .midnight...express.
BILLY

What's t hat ?



185.

186.

187.

188.

189.

190.

191.

192.

193.

194,

195.

31.
CONTI NUED:

MX smles from faraway like a Cheshire cat and his head drops
fornard onto his knees, nodding off. cuT:

HAM DOU, swinging hi s fal aka stick rythmically against his | eg
and that calm killer look on his face, leads an uneasy BILLY
down a MIN WALKWAY wth a roof overhead; we gather that the
prison contains several separate W ngs.

ADM NI STRATIVE BU LDING « HAMDQU glances back at BILLY, indicates
with his stick "come here" and opens an office door.

BILLY, still bewldered, his bruised feet alnost back to normal,
linps in warily eyeing HAMDOQU who follows.

NECDIT VYESIL, the lawer, fleshy, grinning, thin black hair
heavily greased, sits "at a conference table. Standing adjacent
is STANNEY DAMMS, the US Consul « eyeglasses, striped tie, neat
sunmer suit wth stripes, trinmed hair, " ivy league look, his eyes
mving from Blly to:

(LDER MAN  late 50's, white hair, blue-eyed New York Irishnan.
A suburban insurance agent, runpled suit, an anxious look on
his face. Mving towards BILLY fast:

_— FATHER
illy!

FATHER AND SON enbrace; the father's [left hand grabbing Billy's
arm tightly as if never to let go.

BILLY
Dad!

HAMMDQU looks on, intrigued by the Father and Son;, [eaves
silently, closing the door.

FATHER looks into his son's eyes, his ow eyes noistening.
He looks tired, pain all over "his face.

BILLY [ooks down.

BI LLY
Dad...I'm...

ANOTHER  ANGLE

. FATHER |
(voice quivering)
.Don't  worry about it.
(managing a smle) _
| can punch you in the nose later. Right
now we've got to get you out of here.
You all right?

BILLY
(eyes noi stening)
Yeah. How s MNon?



195.

196.

197 .

CONTINUED:
FATHER
Bad. She couldn't
know Mom. Her
(breaks of f)

told us before
She's fine;

Susan
|l etter.

make
boy. ..

You

the trip.

we got your
she'g tr%ing to

get the noney to cone back and see

you, but...

BILLY
No, don't
Peg? Robbie?

FATHER

None of the neighbours know.

them you were

Oh...this is Stanle

Areri can
Yesi |

Sane.

V¢ told
I n Europe.
Davis. 'H's the
here... And Necdit
you wanted...

ANOTHER ANGLE

ol DAVI S
shaki n
Hel | o, éilly. )

Hel | o. BILLY

smle
BILLY is
f at her

DAVI S

The professional
the eye contact,

were you before ny

| want _
everythime in our
as soon as

BILLY
Thank  you.

ANOTHER ANGLE - YESIL noves
spirits, profusely shaking
fractured English,

_ YESI L
Vilyum I am Necdit

_ BILLY
M. Yesil.

YESI L
| know exactly what
not_ worry,
cet the right court,

arrange everything = just rizht.

% think we get

maybe 20 nonth sentence...But |

we get you bhail..

| et her...

from the Consul, but in
cool .

arrived?

BILLY'S

We are acting

I'11l... How about

In a hospita

Consu

the |awer

hands)

handshake and

Wer e

t he

The unanswered question

you to know we're going to do

ur  power
possi bl e.

to get you out
Believe ne.

bubbl i n
confi

unct uous.
hand, exudi ng

f or war d. wth

ence 1In

hi ph

Yesi | .

you feel but you nust
Immediately, we
the -right judge,

bai | 11 -
ou bail. very ba
4 i nk



197.

198.

CONTI NUED:
Pause, BILLY looks at him wondering how to take him

YESIL
(reassuringly)
...You Know | have l'ectured at the-
University of DMaryland in your country?
Al SO University Of Michigan. Very niCe
country. W both go back.
(smles)

~ BILLY
(trying to concentrate)
[f I get bail, Mster Yesil, they say
it's easy to cross the border into Qeece?

. FATHERh y

: acing up, Nungry ,

R ght! (F%at' sg V\h%t we're shooting for.
Mster Davis and I have been in  contact
with the State Departnent, but right now
relations wth the Turks aren't too good,
Nxon's upset the hell out of them CQur
best bet's . . . right here.

BILLY
Dad. . .

(pause, glances at Davis
and Yesil , embarrassed) .
I'11 pay you back for all thi's, | promse.

ANOTHER ANGLE

FATHER

Don't worry about it. Rght now noney
doesn't count. Ckay?

A pause. YESIL shifts. Throats are cleared. BILLY noves

33.

to sit

down, linping faintly; he is wearing sneakers and the bruises

don't show

FATHER
Where'd you get that [inp?

BILLY _
~ (not wanting to alarm him
Wthing. Just twisted ny ankle

Sts dow at the conference TABLE

BILLY
Where you staying, Dad?

FATHER

uls up a seat next to Bill
The Hithals up y)

BILLY
How do you like it? |stanbul ?



198.

199.

200.

34.

CONTI NUED:

FATHER

Vell, it's an interesting place...

(lowers his voice, a

hint of a smle) _
Tell you the truth, | "think the food is
lousy , The erap they sell in these little
restaurants. I went out to eat in one of
them last night, and I had to run to the
daomm  toilet.. .You shoulda seen the toilet.

BILLY laughs.

BILLY
You nean you got toilets?

FATHER is happy to see his son [laugh.

. FATHER
Yeah, wth real toilet paper - and

you don't have to wuse Dboth sides.
BILLY laughs again.

FATHER .
SO now |'m eating at the HIlton every night.

BILLY smles. A pause. A worried look returns to the Father's face

FATHER
Why'd you do it, Billy?

BILLY
For the noney...

(1 ooks away)

FATHER
(sighs)
I know you kids snmoke that stuff, and
we drink booze, but taki n%l it across a
border - it was stupid, Billy. Stupid.

BILLY
| know.

dances at DAVIS, YESIL back to his father, his voice beginning
to trenble, ashamed of hinself for letting it show

BILLY
Dad - get me out of here.

ANOTHER ANGALE The FATHER wunderstands the desperation in his
voice, puts his hand on his son's.

. FATHER . _
3 promse vyou, Billy. Just sit tight
and don't.. .don't do anything stupid.
Let nme work wth Mr. Yesil and Mr. Davis.
V'[l get you out. OK?. ..Lilly, UK?

Al the assurance of the world is witten in this kindly
Irishman's face.



201.

202.

203.

204.

205.

206.

207.

208.
209.

BILLY feels it.

BILLY

¢

BILLY being |ed
the COURTROOM

ar

Blt.)f/ TW GARDS down a huge arched CCRRDCR in
LD NG

PROSECUTOR VO CE ( OVER)

(...The Wrld is now | ooking at Turkey.

We are called the Heroin Supplier of ‘the

World, Stories about us are in newspapers

and on television every day all around the

world. The time has cone, your Honor, to

alter this inage before we find ourselves

isolated and norally ostracized by the

rest of the human “race...)
THE COORTROOM - nonolithic, frightening, inmense wth cross-
currents of greenish light from the enormous wndows. People
seem insignificant.
THE PROSEQUTCR  wearing dark green glasses, continues, scowing,
gesturing profusely at
BILLY in the PRISONER'S DOX barogue design, isolated. He doesn't
understand a thing, Erich's extra-large blue pin-striped suit
makes him look rather absurd.

HS FATHER CQONSUL DAV S,

YESIL and ANOTHER LAWYER are seated

together at the defense table conferring in low tones wth each
other. YESIL looks over at HLLY wth a big reassuring grin,

nods his head = nothing to worry about.

TRRKISH GR from the Press wth a yellow legal pad, nakes notes
in the Spectator Gllery. Her legs flare out from a short skirt.
BILLY pries his eyes away to:

PROBECUTCR continuing in front of the THREE JUDEES high on an
Aiice in Wnderland podium -~ wearing long black robes wth scarlet
collars. (ne of the Judges is bald, the other has his eyes closed,

could be asleep. The CHEF

what kindly face and short

podium is” clacking at an

JUGE in the mddle has a saggii ng sone-
grey hair. A YOUNG MAN, bel ow the
ancient typewiter on a snmall table.

- PROSECUTOR ( OVER)
(continuous)

...We must alter
not only our own
handing out
foreigners
their
nust start now -
Vilyum Hi-yes, to
smuggling, “to be
the world as an
and its intention

once and for
to sentence

eeqiiay justice
W ho inifest
depravity and

\Aal lyU'm' H -yes

this

i mage by punishing
dr ug

smuggl ers-but by

to all the

culture with

_ 7 behavior. We
by sentenCing this Anerican,
the maximum sentence for
held up to the light of
exanple of Turkish™ justice
to halt the drug trade

| ask the OCourt therefore
to L|¥e | npri sonment )

our
ungodly



36.
209. CONTINUED:

Ve sits, staring malignantly at BILLY.
210. THE JUDCES rise.

CHIEF JUDGE
(Thank you, Mr. Prosecutor. The Court
wll now recess to consider its verdict)

The JUDES exit.

211. ANWOTHER ANGAE CGeneral commotion in the courtroom as people nove
about. The FATHER and DAVS and the OMHER LAWER consult anong
thenmsel ves, the FATHER vigorously nodding his head. YESL
approaches BILLY.

212.  BILLY leans forward anxiously in the dock.

BILLY
What'd the Prosecutor say?

“YESIL
(hurried) . _
It's not inportant, just technical
things. W nake our case. You were
very good, You spoke well. The Judge
like you. t look good. Don't worry
BILLY
(pressing)

Dd you ask for bail?

But YESIL is called over by the OTHER LAWER and hurries off.
A SODER comes over and sits BILLY down.

CUT:
213,  THE CHEF JUD&E puts on his glasses, stands to read the verdict.
214. YESIL, standing wth the OMHERS nmotions BILLY to rise.
215, BILLY rises, tense.
216. FATHER looks over at him nanages a reassuring smle.
217.  JUDGE continuing, after prelininaries:
JUDCGE .
(The Defendant has been found guilty
the Court of the illegal possession
of Hashish.. .)

PROBEQUTCR  his expression souring, makes a gesture of defeat.
V¢ wanted a conviction for smuggling, not possession.

I~
pa
co

219.  BILLY, not wunderstanding.,,<ees the Prosecutor's gesture, and
a hint of hope crosses his expression.

220.  JUDGE puts the paper away, looks at BILLY directly.



3.
220. CONTIMNUED:

JUDGE
(. ..Therefore. this court sentences you,
Vilyum H-yes to be inprisoned at
Saganmlcar Prison for a _term of four
years and two nmonths. This Case is
now cl osed)

221.  BILLY | ooking at the Junce, doesn't understand. Thinks he mighl
be free. But suddenly TWO SOLDIELRS nove in, and start chaining
his hands together. IS Dbewldered, Ilooking at:

222.  YESIL hastily conferring wth Billy's FATHER nore concerned
about making a good inpression wth him than wth Dlly.

YESI L .
Four years, two nonths. It's good.
FATHER
(stunned)
Four  years!
_ klYE)SIL
qul ckly
V¢ appeaﬁ It.

223.  BILLY watching this, a |lost [ook.

224,  FATHER s too shocked to do anything but look at YESIL who
continues  on:

. YESIL

You wll see, he wll have maybe one
ear taken off this sentence for good
ehaviour.  Renenber, it is only for
possessi on; the prosecutor wanted
life sentence for smggling...

(a smle) o
To be honest M. Hayes, it is a great
victory!

225.  BILLY is forcibly renmoved from the DOX - in chains.
ar
226, THE FATHER in the same QOONFERENCE ROOM  PRISON.

FATHER
_ (en‘oarrassed&i _

... Wth good tine [ly it works out to
about 3 vyears...then there's the appeal.
Yesil, Davis, they're all working for
ou, W're going to -try to nake a_ deal
0 get you transferred to a Stateside
prison. And Davis thinks there mght be
a political ammesty any nonth...

Stops. Knows it scunds bad.



227.

228.

229.

230.

231.

232.

38.

BILLY [ooks down.

FATHER
Look - | know it sounds tough, Blly,
but we're gonna get you out...

FATHER grips BILLY by the arm hard.

FATHER
...l promse vyou, but | don't want _
ou to get stupid again. Pull anything.
hey can play wth your sentence.

BILLY nods,  acquiescent.

. FATTI ER .
(his voice starting
to crack)

|"'m putting $500 in the bank for you.
Anything you need you wite...

BILLY nods. His FATHER points to a stack of ITEMS on the
conference table, picks up a cigarette carton.

FATHER o
There's food, candy, witing paper,
soap,  books. ..
- (his eyes start to water)
... Cigarettes, soap, toothbrush, there's
JESUS!
(cracks, throws down the
Cigarette carton) o
| been witing insurance policies on
people for 30 goddanm years...
(laughs and cries at
the sane tine)
and now | gotta see ‘ny own son...
Jesus! Jesus! if | coul d be where
you are Billy, 1'd be there...
goddam Jesus! These bastards.

RUGS HI S soMd. BILLY is on the vergeof tears.

Dad! BILLY
FATHER
Ch Jesus!
( sobbi ng)

HAMIDOU enters the room A norbid curiosity in his expression

about this show of grief. \dtches a few noments, then indicating
the visit IS over, he taps his falaka stick lightly a few tines
on the holl ow door. THACK! THACK!

FATHER Dbreaks the enbrace wth BILLY, tears streaking his cheeks.
Silently indicates for hinto “so...go fast."

BI LLY goes, past HAMIDOU.



233.

234.
235.

39.

FATHER shaking his finger at HAMIDOU.

FATHER
You take good care of my boy, you hear,
or 1"11 have your fucking head, you
Turki sh bastard!

It sputters out of his nouth, senseless to:
HAMIDOU who closes the door. He has an angry glint inCUThis eye.

BILLY lies on his BUNK at NIGHT, deeply depressed, paler.
CANDLELIGHT flutters softly against the “stone walls. A PHOTO

of susar, taken outdoors wth a nountain ran?e in the background,
is on his wall wth various SOAP CARVINGS of little chess pieces
he has designed.

In the distance, very faintly comng upwards into our sound
consci ousness we hear a TRAIN WHISTLING in the night, on an
old railroad track bypassing the prison walls. Two whistles.
Chugging. Then passing off.” The Mdnight Express.

BILLY VO CE .
Dear Susan. 1970 has now passed into 1971
You can drift in here and never know you're
gone. You can fade so far out and you
don't know where you are anynmore or where
anything else is...

The caMerA DRI FTS around the seconp STORY KOGUS reveal ing the
sl eepers: ERI CH, BELL, MAXx...

BILLY VO CE

~ (continuous) _ _ _
| find loneliness is a physical pain which
hurts all over; you can't isolate it in
one part of your” body. | so mch need
our softness, your ~strength. | have your
etters. They charge nme, give ne courage.
News about ammesty and getting out -
tangl ed, conplicated.

The CAMERA LIMGERS on ZIAT in a far corner of the Kogus, top
bunk, against a wall. %Never secure, he shuffles in his sleep.

~BILLY VO CE

(continuous) = _
...T feel nyself "drifting nore heavily
into smoking hashish. The haze helps
the tinme pass. Aso | do soap carvings..
Erich taught ne. And | have been [learning
Turkish because it helps ne to deal wth
the guards and the prisoners. ['m trying
hard to mintain sone sort of schedule” to
ny life, but sonetines it seens like I'm
just trying in order to try...



235.

236.

231.

238.

239.

240.

241.

242.

40.
COHTINUED:

ZIAT is evidently awave as he pulls his RADO over into the

bed, and peering around to mnake sure no one is watching, he
removes the screws from the back of it, pulls off the cover

and puts in a sheaf of |arge denom nati on GERMAN MARKS: i nsi de
we briefly glinpse a wad of different-colored CURREHCIES stacked
with rubber ~ bands. o

QORTYARD. Vol leyball game in progress. ERCH is tall and plays
wth dexterous grace. BILLY is fast, agile. BEL is nuscular,
intense, his hits power-packed.

~BILLY VO CE
conti nuous) .
...In the daytimes we sonetines play
vol leyball against the big Turkish
gangsters. ..

THE THREE TURKS they play against aehilarious looking in this
context, noving like Dbig clunsy bears, waving their arns and
screamng at each other, disofganized. Ever “conscious of fashion,
they have their jackets and vests off but play in their Hvis
PreSley shirts rofled up at the sleeves, shiny slacks, black
Fo| nted punps. The boys wear shorts and sneakers. (nh the side-
ines we see a group  of PRSONERS laying bets and shouting
encour agement .

BILLY leaps up for a ball close to the net and as the TURKI SH
OPPONENT backs off, he dinks the ball in just over the net,
the Turk SCREAMS: his teamates scream at him

CUT:

BELL goes up for another ball close to the net and really
SMASHES it wth all his mght, and

BALL bangs right into the eye of a TURK who flails his arns
and SG?lgAI\/B %\jth pai n, veryy theatrical .

CUT:

THE SAME TURK now swaggers around the COURTYARD, weari ng
sungl asses so no one Wl see his plack eye.

BILLY VO CE
.+.To the “Turks all foreigners are
"ayip' - unclean, dirty. W& don't
sha\t/eh our underarns or around our
crotch. ..

BELL across the pointyard grins at him and points him out to
BILLY, and ERICH.

CBILLY VO CE
(continuous) . .
Fven the yoga | sonetines do is
"ayip'" ~ 00 suggestive...



243,

244,

245,

246.
247 .

248,

249,

41.

THE TURK scows back at BeLL, huddies nenacingly with another
TURK.

BILLY VO CE

(continuous)
...And you're never supposed to eat
with your left hand. You know why?
Becauseé that's what they use to wipe
their asses wth instead of toilet
paper. And yet they hate pigs. There
are no pigs in Turkey. They'Te
considered dirty...

BELL, smrking at the Turk, turns and walks away.

BILLY VO CE

~ (continuous) , _ ,
So is homosexuality. That's a big crine
here but nost of them do it every chance
they get. There are about a thousand
things that are 'ayip'. But they're
really so hypocritical, [like children
breaking the rules. For Instance...

Suddenly a CRY CFF and:

THE TURK runs up, pulling a sharp SHV from his pants, and using
the cloth as a handle he repeatedly STABS BELL in the ass and
backs of his thighs. e, two, three, four, five QX STABS
like a cook hamering veal. In spite of its violence, the
action seens |like slapstick.

BELL tunbles to the ground, crying out.

THE TURK stashes the shiv and disappears anong his FRENDS
his honor restored.

BILLY and ERCHrun over to help BELL who is obviously nore
in pain than in danger.

BILLY VOCE
(conti nuous)
...You can stab or shoot sonebody below
the -waist but not above because that”s

intent to kill. So everybody runs around
stabbing everyone else in” the ass. _That's
what t eY call 'Turkish revenge'. There's
also a lot of "Baksheesh® - that's a

favorite Turkish word for bribery...

LONG SHOT «~ BAMIDOU and ASLAN, the young fat Turkish gangster
ointed out previousl?/ by Eich, are taking tea together in the
| RST STORY KOGUS, al one except for ZIAT and Ham dou's TWO FAT
SONS, 7 and 8 years old, both ~dressed in little suits [istening
politely as Hamdou gestures to them in couched terns. The
voices “are distant and, after a few beats, UDER BILLYS VACE



249, CONTINUED:

BAMIDOU
(Unfortunately ny youngest son Arief
IS having problens wth his teeth; he
needs braces, but dentists are so
expensive these days)

~ ASLAN
patting Arief on the head)
(Poor kid... You know I have a friend,
a very good friend, he's a dentist;
maybe he could get you some braces at
a...reasonable price)

HAMIDOU .
(protesting wth his hands,
shaking his head) _
(h, no...it's out of the question...
wouldn't want to ask your friend...)

ASLARN o
(Yes. Please! As a favor...I insist)

They go on, each protesting.

~BILLY VO CE
~ (continuous)

.Hamdou hints that he needs new
braces for one of his sons. Aslan
of course has a friend who's a dentist.
They bullshit for half an hour and
Il-lam dou finally accepts the "baksheesh."
n return...

250. A BURAP BAG cones flying over the WAL of the OORIYARD late at
NI GHT.OI Then another BAG cones over, lands in the yard. o one is
around.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous) .

.Dope and all kinds of shipnents get
delivered to Aslan, who re-sells it
through his runners. People |ike Ziat.
But  one night, it Dbackfired...

A THRD BAG comes over, gets caught on a hooknail and rips
right open. HMNDREDS of yellow PILLS spill out.

CUT:

251.  COURTYARD. The SN is just comng up in the East. MUSLIY PRAYER
can be heard in the distance. Thousands of honbers are
scattered all over the courtyard.

~BILLY VO CE
(conti nuous)
There were thousands of yellow nenbutols
everywhere.. .Aslan as usual had the
rivilege of going into the courtyard
efore "anybody "else to pick up his stuff but...



43.

252. ASIAN arguing vehemently wth the GQJARD, in his ragged uniform

who won't open the cell of the FIRST FLOOR ROGUS into the
courtyard.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous)

...it happened to be a new guard that
day and he didn't wunderstand the system

GUARD
(No. It's too early)

ASLAN
(Qpen the fucking Pate, you asshole!
Do you know who | an®? You want to
get in trouble!)

GUARD
(angry)

(Hey, | fuck your nother! Get back
to “your bunk)

253. ASLAM, red in the face, steps back, suddenI%tpullmg out a [little
oth

REVOLVER.  He pronptly shoots the GQUARD in legs and stalks
back towards his bunk.

CUT:

254. PRSONERS rushing out into the OOJRIYARD, scranbling for the
wndfall of free nenbutols.

255. THE PRSON, DRECT(R a balding wuninpressive looking nan in

Western suit, is calling up the circular stone STARS to the
second story Rogus from the first story. With him are several
QUARDS, equally Treluctant to nove forward. Hamidou is absent.

PRISON DI RECTOR
(Aslan.. .be reasonable. Cone down
and tal k)

ASLAN ( OFF)
(from second story)
(You cone up here and talk!)

PRI SON DI RECTOR
(not  noving)

(Aslan... if you give up the gun, you
can keep the bulTets)

~BILLY VO CE

ﬁcontlnuous)
A week later Aslan had a new gun...
ar .
256. A PHOTOGRAPHER, seedy | ooki nﬁ readies a big old fashioned
box of a CAMERA. snaps the shutter on:
BILLY VO CE

(continuous)
...L know it must” all sound crazy to
you, but this place is crazy...
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262.
263.

264.

265.

266.

267.
268.

44.

ASTAN and a group of FELLOW GANGSTERS, all inpeccably dressed
and grinning for canera, fresh fromtheir victory.

BILLY, ERCH ™MAX form their ow group; in contrast to the Turks,
none of them are smling, MAX has his YONG CAT in hand. The
PHOTORAPHER is lining up his shot, posing them like actors.

~BILLY VOICE
(continuous) _
.. Buerything is "sula bula' Which neans
"like this, like that" - you never know
what will happen. nhe day one of the new
kids was raped in the children's kogus,
so they picked out six of the worst kids...

CORTYARD. QGUARDS pull out SX KIDS by the ears from a Iine-up.
CUT:

QLCsE KID being pinned onto his back on the floor in the CHILDREX
KOGUS: then he is bent over double by a wooden bench; and TWO
QJRDS sit on each end of the bench, holding him down. A silence,

HAMIDOU appears in a hat and nohair suit wth narrow |apels,
acconpanied by his two little fat SONS, alsoin their Sunday
best. Wth a “cerenonious solemity, HAMIDOU takes off his
jacket, hat, vest, hands them to his sons.

BILLY watches through the WINDOW with OTHER PRISONERS.

HAMIDOU is passed a falaka stick. Fe raises it high in the air

and begins to whack at the buttocks, legs, and feet of the
SCREAMING KI D.

ANOTHER ANGLE - On this cue, the five QGQJRDS on the other
benches begi n whacki ng avva?]/; the KIDS squirm scream, strugﬂle
but the sitting on the edges of the benches brace their
legs farther apart to keep their™ balance, In immediate back-
ground, the other KDS watch, scared.

THE TWD SONS, wth wde-eyed but passive expressions, stare
at their father at work.

HAMIDOU, beating his MCIIM screans out:

HAMIDOU
(PIS! PIS!) _
( -t'cbscene, filthy* -)

Then  stops.

BILLY watches as:

HAMIDOU is handed back his vest, jacket, and_ hat by his SONS
puts them on ever so neatly and l|éads them off as if on a Sunday
stroll = leaving the QRYl behind. On their backs, we hear,

placidly:
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269.
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274,

43.
CONTINUED:

HAMIDOU
You see - Mamur, Memet - What happens
en you're not a good boy)

_BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
...Then there's Ziat. The more |
know of him..

ar :
TEN DOLAR BILL exchanging HANDS. The dirty nails of ZIAT clutch
the Dbill, waving it to the candlelight to see if it is authentic
H's mlky white EYE across the EILL. #e is next to his BUMK, NIG:.

BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
...the nore 1 hate him

MAX A\D BILLY are next to him ™MAX eagerly gouging with his
knife into a small bar of SOAP.

PLLS out a ball of HASHSH inside, neatly concealed. Brings
it up to his HXBE sniffing.

ANOTHER ANGLE « BILLY is watching with glazed eyes = stoned.
ZIAT, approving of the $10, tucks it into his belly cloth
| ooking over and scowing at:

MAX'S YouNG CAT on his BUNK scratching playfully at one of
his wool sweaters.

ANOTHER ANGLE - MAX holding the ball of hash:

Ten dollars for this shit? You
greedy one-eyed git.

ZIAT
not Is good .
(gets his English wong)
Me good shit. o
(neaning ny shit is good)

MAX
No, you big shit.

ZIAT, thinking MAX is correcting his English, nods as he repeats:

ZTIAT
Yeah! FEfe big shit.

BILLY AMD MAX snigger and ZIAT realizes they are making fun
of him He hates that and suddenly reaches over and:

ZIAT
JAAAASH!



275. SHACKS THE CAT hard off his bunk. A SQEAL from the cat.

276. MAX, surprised, glares at ZIAT.

You assholel

Then hurries after it, «calling its nane.

MAX
.. .Wknet come here boy. Hikmetf

ZIAT shrugs. So what?

- BILLY
~ (irritated)
Whatis it with you, man, what the
hell is it?
ZI AT
Cat - ah. Ayip!
BILLY
You' re ayip.
ZIAT
(glares at him then
lets it Qo) _
Look, you don't fuck wth ne, | don't
fuck wth you, right?
BILLY

But you fuck with me. You fuck With
ne all the tine. You nake crumy tea.
You rip us off on the hash.

ZI AT
(anused) _
| make special tea fOor you, Hi-yes,
okav? W &ve to live like brothers.
We have to be in here together.

_ BILLY
(tired of it)
Ch shove it, Ziat - for all the noney
you have, you have nothing!

ZIAT grins, shrugs, squats and fiddles wth his
| ocker.

ZI AT
YoUu 'Merican. You don't know

BILLY watches, repulsed and fascinated.

BILLY
Know what ?

keys and

46.

f oot
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278.

279.

280.

281.

282.

CONTINUED:

Enow...I was
( makes

hi s

ZIAT

fingers)

. seven years old

in suk.

t ake

Learn

ZIAT shrugs. He

care.

what ?

Buy. Sell.

[ learn.
BILLY

thinks BILLY

ZIAT

Dog eat do% H - yes.
man before he

{(grins)
And you nust

That's a great

MAX has followed his cat

run up into a

gesture wt

h

| was on street
No famly to

IS an

i diot.

You fuck ot her

fuck you.

fuck last.

BILLY

ZI AT
(shakes his
You 'Merican. You

rafter

1.

phi | osophy.

head)
don' t

know.

down to the end of
which he cannot

Here Hikmet! Come down here boy!

Hikmet. ..
THE RAFTER - Nothing.
MAX gives up.

Sodding cat

He shuffles off back

MAX

to his

bunk.

THE CAT is back on ZIAT'S BUNK - MNIGHT
Suddenly he i

paw around the
of the neck

radi o.
har d.

is (RABBED

47.

the floor but
reach. He

calls up.

CUT:

It

scratching with his

by

the scruff

CUT:

BILLYk}{erks up from his BUNK as he hears a loud, piercing
SCREH CFF

echoi ng

t hrough

t he

kogus.

Then

si | ence.

CUT:

has
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284.

285.

286.

287.

288.

289.
290.

291

292.

48.

ZIAT, industrious as always, IS preparing his tea on the three
burners of the small bottled gas'stove In THE KTCGHEN FHRST
FLOOR KOGUS; needless to saythe area is filthy with scraps

all over the floor, cats, and two large wooden eating tables
occupied by sone PRISONERS. The Kitchen opens up in background
onto a WASHI NG rRooM Wi th SINK. It is EARLY MORNING ~ Muslim
CHANTING OFF,

THREE TURKISH prisonErRs walk in, talking (AD LIB), followed by
MAX, stoned, who shuffles over to the table, about to sit, sees
somet hi ng.

HS CAT, dead stabbed, and Ilying there neglected in the corner,
just another scrap ready to be swept out.

ZIAT calmy pours the tea for the table, paying MAX no attention.
an excellent actor. Promnently seated, however, is a GUARD.

MAX guietly glares atziat and the Guard but saysnot hing;
he has been In prison long enough to know how to hold it in.

ANOTHER ANGLE - AX silently walks over and gently picks up
the corpse in his arns, starts to walk out.

ar .
BILLY [listening inpassively to:

YESIL the lawer. They are in a booth in the VST NG CHAMBER.
Bars separate prisoner and visitor.

YESI L
(smiling) _
.The new Anmerican Anbassador here i
followng your case Hery closely.
says there is progress. But there is
another route that s quite possible...
(lowers his voice and

S

leans  cl ose) o
For the proper anmount of noney it is
possible | " can convince certain officials

to lose track of your papers before the
Hgh Gourt in Ankara confirns the sentence
of the Lower Court in Istanbul... You
would not exist; and you could be in
QGeece by the tine the Turkish courts
discovered a stupid clerical mstake...
But | have to act before the official
sentence is handed down, and for that |
must pap certain officials in advance...

BILLY closes his cyes' as.Yesil's VO CE drones on, -
expl ai ning the.dectatls, the cast, the sinmplicity oit,
enthusiastic; FADI NG oUT umER:

BILLY wal Ki n% t he COURTYARD countine hi S naces, 48 - 49 - SO
Turns, goes back.



49.

292. CONTIUED:
SUSAN VOICE

.My dearest Billy. | know it is long
and 1t is hard for vyou, but your famly
and | are thinking about you all the
time. | am trying hard to make enough

nmoney nights to cone and see vou. Your

father says that lawer Yesil wants another
$2000. | know you distrust him nore and
more, but your father wants to do everything
he can, and he is borrowing all he can on
the nortgage of the house. Money seens to
be the only way out of there. Except of
course the other way...

293. BILLY, Max and BELI_ (bandaged around the ass from the stabbing)
are huddled around BELL'S late 11GHT, candle burning, a

sheet sealing off some of the kogus. Bell furtively 1|ooks
around, pulling out and elaborately wunfolding a set “of DRAWINGS
from a pack of letters.

~SUSAN VA CE
(cont i nuous) _
... But I cannot say | am for it. "Nor

are your parents. = They consulted the
riest, and he said t0 send you money
or that reason would be like sealing
your  death.

~ BELL
(excited)
The bl ueprints!

To what?

_ BELL
The prison, nan. There was this
German cat - an architect - in the

hospital. He was helping the Turks
build sonme shit round the place. |
laid some bread on him and he et
nme copy them

294. BILLY, puzzled, turns the drawings upside down, sideways.

295. THE DrRAWINGS are a lunatic nmess of scranbled lines, dots, c¢rosses.

296. ANOTHER AMGLE - MMX and BILLY, trying to follow the map, |ook
at each other dubiously.

MAZ :
Too bad you didn't have a =xerox nmachine.

. BELL

(intent)
There's two ways out | figger - over
the roof, but ‘that's only one person,
nmaybe two. The other way is Under



50.

296. CONTINUED:

BILLY
Tunnel ?

BELL

rins

It's alggady )built! There's a basenent
substructure where they used to keep
weapons and stuff, but beneath that
there's these ol d catacoombs that the
Christians built bout a thousand fucking
years ago to bury their dead. \We're
sitting right on top of it -- here

297.  INSERT DRAWNG illustrating rou?hly the structure of the
prison. Hs FINGER tracing, bubbling wth nervous enthusiasm

'BELL (OVER)
The Kraut said there's a whole bunch of
hollow sealed shafts sort of [like

dunbwaeiters running along this wall;

one of them is right in there, right

next to our shower. \¢ get in there,

he says, we can get down into the

cataconbs.  Wth “three of us working....
(stops)

29%  MAX is standing, tapping on the wall, listening, a funny |ook
on is face.

' 4

Gotta be here someplace.  Thought
| heard a couple of dead OChriSti
singing down there.

299.  ANOTHER ANGLE

ans

~ BELL
(irritated)

Stop shitting ne man!
BILLY

(trying to be serious)
But how would you get into the shaft,
Jimy?
3

MAX
| suppose you knock three times and
ask for S. Peter.

- BELL
(turni n?_ on Max)
Hey! |'m getfing this together nan
and | don't ~ need” no fucking Gastrohead

along on this triP!
(a fierce look at Max,
then back to Billy)
V¢ go through the wall.



ol.
299.  CONTINUED:

BILLY
(a resigned look on his
face)
V¢ go through the wall?
MAX
(quite sure Bell is

out of his skull)
We go through the wall.

300.  BELL between BILLY and 1MAX walkine in the COURTYARD - DAY,
continuing intently: '

BELL
... The Kraut was right! | checked it
out - there's no reinforced steel in
those bath walls. They're real soft
from underground seepage -

301. BHL reaches the wall, turns around and continues _ back, talking.
Lowers his wvoice occasionally as other PRSONRS intersect them

: BELL ( usel

gesturing profusely

= the water |like "vaeeps" t?wough the
cenent, see. Twenty, thirt& years, you
can alnost push it "over. | "we do is
use (Gastrohead's screwdriver here and
scrape the nortar out. Pull out 2, 3
stones, squeeze through, put 'em Dback,
and get our ass down the shaft, It's
a two night operation, naybe three.

MAX
And what do you do when you get in
the cataconbs?

BELL
The catacoonbs? Whaddaya want, a
door? There'smles of emlike a
sewer system but they got to come up
someplace in Istanbul.

Mx is fed up wth it now no longer joking.

MAY
You gotta be fucking crazy! You got
stabbed in the ass once too nuch,
sweet heart, cause you're gonna end up
in Section 13, that's what « not the
' cat acoonbs' .

_ BI LLY
Section 137



301.

302.

303.
304.

CONTI NUED:

Yeah -
| was
an't
runs it

MAX
(looking at Bell)
for the criminally i nsane.
(pause, looks at Billy) .
there once for tw weeks and it
an illusion. [It's awul. Nam dou
like a death canp, that's where

he spends nost of his tine...

Were |

| don'
there..

deep. ..

_ BILLY
S It?

t know. It's someplace down in
'('points at t hev\%round)
a big door. a eel .. ..

Hs eyes go back in tine, haunted, vague « breaks off.

ANOTHER ANGLE -

BELL
(1 ow keyed)

Hey, you know what's gonna get us out
of here? It's not a map, Max. It's
our _balls. You knowwhat | nean...

ooks straight at Mux, Billy,
very Si ncere, his eyes alnost
wat ering)

...l gotta get laid man, | don't know
bout you gquys, but if | don't get it on
soon, I'm.. |'m not gonna nmake it.
MAX
. (under his breath)
Shit.
. BELL
Billy?
BILLY
~.The roof sounds better to me than
digging through a wall. Ziat's round

there "all the tine. But the roof....

POV ~ THE ROCF,
BILLY shakes his

hi gh.
A pause. BILLY

(1 ooks up)

Its edges visible overthe courtyard.
head.

BILLY

..The bullet percentage is awul

| ooks away from BELL's stare.

52.
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307.

308.
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53.
CONTINUED:

f B}I]LLY f

If | get caught, Ji I'm facin
another © 20 _ohtfs. © 1°d be  back ug
to 3 vyears, naybe nore...

Looks  down.
BELL understands, deeply disappointed.

BELL
Well, fuck it! Choose your own death,
babe, mtaking the roof out of here!

Goes.
SHARP CUT:

A LONG DUNGEO! OCRRDOR - at the end of it, the frane of a small;
DOOR cracks of light at its edges. TRACK IN - FX of a siren,
capture - and now BEATING -~ heavy beating from behind that door.
CLOSER - we reach it. The door FLIES CPEN and HAMIDOU is
linpsed lighting a cigarette. Like a surreal dream his  hand
olding the match has a thick LEATHERTHONGDbound around its
knuckles and Dblood speckled on his fingers.

A BLLR of foreground novenent - a GUARD coming out the door =
draggi ng:

aBE(I)_nL - by the hair - across the floor. Hs face contorting in
gony.

BILLY VO CE
Dear Susan. Poor Jimmy was caught and
beaten so badly he got a severe hernia
and lost a testicle. He's been in the
hospital for nonths having operations..

CUT :
QLCSE BILLYS TQOH BEING PULLED

BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
... In conparison ny problens seem very
small. But two and a half years have
now %_one by, and in their own fashion,
the Turks ‘are slowy draining ny life
away. . .

WDEN to a SIONE cpAMBER and a crazy looking DENTIST in a
filthy long white smock, puffing on a cigarette holder, his
ashes falling over Billy as he works his nouth. A notorized
drill is plugged into the wall, adjacent a fllthg si)lttoon
covered wth Dblood; dried blood is spattered liberally around
the chanber.
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312.

313.

314.

315.

316.

54.
BILLY spits out the blood and looks in the mrror.

_BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
...l have problens wth ny stonmach and
ny leg nuscles feel very weak. My guns
seem to be shrinking and they _sometines
bleed when | nassage them.. ™ They've
pul led five of ny teeth..

Suddenly he starts SEOUTIVG anerily in TURKI SH. The DENTIST
screans back at him AD LIB

THE DENTIST, still screami ng, leans BILLY back in the chair
and looks in his nouth.

~BILLY MACE
(cont i nuous)
. .sometimes they null the wong one...

ar .

BILLY iS washing hinself in his undershorts at the SINK wth
ERCH the hot water is on full blast and billows of vapor
fill the small stone room like a sauna. He pours a pitcher
full of hot water over his head; his eyes lingering on:

THE stoweES of the wall wth their cracked noldings, some areas
are noticeably darker than others - Bell's "wet spots'*, the
alternate escape route.

~BILLY VO CE
(conti nuous)
... Even ny dreans don't seem to work any
more.  Because the outside doesn't seem
real any nore. It's not even a fantasy...
because there is no fantasy.

ERCH uses a coarse washing sponge on BILLY's back.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous) .

...Even nasturbation has becone boring.
It teaches you, like the rest of prison
life, to seal up your enotions, and this
IS the greatest danger, this is what mnakes
so many of the nen change into sonething
nonstrous. . .

EYES of the ARARS peer through the nusky vapors at Billy and

Erich; they Iloll about the door, curious, Iecherous for their
bodi es.

CUT:
ERI CH massagi ng BILLY on his bunk in the SECOND STORY KOGUS.
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319.
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55.

CONTINUED:

“BILLY MAOCE

(conti nuous)
. Lt 1s Erichwho has taught_ ne how
important it iS to be conscious, to0
channel and direct ny energy. He has
convinced ne to stop smoking hashish,
he is the calmest man | have ever known.
[f you don't control your energy in here
if can blow you apart =~ like wth Bell.
And you can't waste it either. You
have to weigh up every one of your
actions - for and against. Too
little sex, too much sex - either
wll throw you off balance...

ERCH leans forward and kisses a tentative BILLY on the lins.
A gentle kiss. They are standing i nside the TO LET STALL; lowes
themsel ves down onto the seat. "ERCH looks back over his

shoul der, guarding their privacy. It is late

~BILLY VO CE
(conti nuous) _
..He has taught ne about feelings,
and the need to express them And
he has taught ne about |ove...

BILLY closes his eyes, softly -« and wth hesitation - returns
ERICH s caress. Their hands probe each other's bodies.
BILLY VO CE

(continuous) ,
and what love really is, beyond its
hysical forms.. .1 think up to now
have only considered ny ow self,
never really another...

CUT:

ERI CH and BILLY do yoga positions together EARLY MORNING, fully

clothed, in the FIRST FLOCR ROGUS enpty space. ERICH lies on
his belly, his back stiffly arched, feet raised.

BILLY stands silent, balanced |lightly on his feet, his palns
pressed together beneath his chin, centering, eyes closed.

. BILLY VO CE

(conti nuous) _
...and now strange as it seens, Susan,
without having seen you in so long |
f eel self nore inside of vyou than
ever efore. | feel your female mnd.
| sense you, touch you...know Yyou; and
find nyself falling nore and more...in
love wth you.

BILLY rises gracefully onto his toes, stretchinﬁ_ his arnms out
IS

above his head. It 1s the beginning posture, body greeting
the day.
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328.

56.

BILLY and ERCH sit silently now in lotus position, facing each

other, breathing slowy, relaxing,, mnds still, [looking into
each other's eyes. Billy closes his eyes.
BILLY _
(chant-like, gathering
moment um

A prison - a nonastery - a cloister - a cave
Prison =~ nonastery -'cloister - cave

prison nonastery ‘cloister cave

prison nonastery cloister cave

prison nonastery cloister...

SOUND OFF, interrupting - the clonp of FOOJISTEPS on the STARS

ZIAT cones down, staring at the two of them as he goes into
the KITCHEN to prepare early nmorning tea.

BILLY's expression changes.

_ BI LLY
Prison.

Rses from his position.
CUT:

TERE SUN flowering up over |STANBUL.

BILLY rises from his BUNX to the chanting drone of "Alah Wkbah
OFF, and movingt 0 the closest wall, takes out an old wet rag.

BILLY VO CE
Dear  Susan. Erich has been transferred
to a prison back in Sweden. He has
profoundly affected mv_ life and though
I amlonely w thout him, I am cal mer
than ever...

BILLY erases out a scraped nuneral (54) on the wall and wth
a chalky piece of rock, inscribes in ‘bold strokes the nunberal: 53

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
Though | only have 53 days left, |

feel | have never been so well adjusted
to prison and to living as now...
BELL (OFF)

Allah Fueck Cf!
JIMMY BELL wekes, hearing the perpetual "Alah Wakbah™ CHANT.

_ ~ BELL
Asina Covacim _
("I stick it in his Mouth!')

He is noticeably pale and weaker than before.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
... Poor “Jimy. ..
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334.

335.

336.

o7.

BILLY cuts BELL's hair in the FIRST FLOOR KOGUS: BELL sits
there wth a disturbed tight look on his face, inspecting the
work wth a pocket mrror.

~BILLY VO CE
(conti nuous? . _
Though his health is bad, he still
won't give up...

QUARD approaching with a slip in hand.

~BILLY VO CE
(continuous)
lie still talks of escape.

THE QJARD hands the slip to BILLY who is pleasantly surprised.
A visitor.

BILLY walking down a OORRDOR in the PRSON following a
QURD, and turning into:

THE MISTING RooM, where the little booths wth BARS separate

risoner and visjitor. Behind the grill is the Consul, STANLEY
MS Hs face is grim and grey. BILLY senses it immediately.
BILLY
What ' s wrong?
. DAVIS
St down a noment, Billy. [I'm afraid...

| have some bad news for you.
BILLY sits, tense.

. BILLY
Sonething happen to Dad? . . . Mn?
DAVIS swallows hard, not wantins to say it.
DAVI S ,
N .. It looks like vyou're going to
have a new court.
BILLY
Wat do you nean?
DAVI S

The Prosecutor objected to your sentence
for possession; he wanted a smggling
conviction and the Hgh GCourt in  Ankara
reviened it.

ANOTHER ANGLE:

BILLY
And?

DAVI S :
VW've been notified that they rejected
the sentence...
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58.
CONTINUED:

Billy's face drains of all expression.

~DAVI S
(continuing)
There were 35 judges on the Hgh
Court. Twenty eight of them voted
for a life sentence.

BILLY' S EYES. Nunb, dazed, surreal.

DAVI S (OFF) _
. The Lower Court in Istanbul wll
have to go along wth the decision.
The Judge likes you and he'll do
the only thing he can do under the law..
... He'lIl" reduce the sentence to thirty
years... We've notified... BILLY!

Suddenly he is GRABBED by his ivy-league striped tie and his
face is yanked up to the bars, his glasses falling off.

BILLY is beserk, his face right up against the bars, gripping
Davis tight.

BILLY
VWhat do you nean LIFE! LI FE FOR
WHAT! F V\HAT!

DAVIS
(choking)
Billy! Please!
Comotion COFF as QJARDS run in, HAMDQU in the |ead.

BILLY
FOR wHAT! FOR WHAT!

THE QMRS t¢ry to pry loose BILLY's srrangling grip on DAVS

BILLY
|  HAVE FHFTY THREE DAYS LEFT!

HAWMDOQU takes out a RNIFE and cuts the consul's tie in half.
DMVS falls backwards.

BILLY is hauled back, still gripping half the tie. He is
trembling now.

BILLY
|  HAVE FFTY THREE DAYS LEFT!

DAMS is shaken. He has red bar nmarks across his face and is
absentmndedly trying to adjust half a tie as he looks at:

tie.

BILLY being hauled out by HAMDOJ SCREAMING sonmething indistinct.

CUT:



59.
344, COURTROOM Same as bef ore.

345.  BILLY, in the prisoner's dock, addresses the Court; as he
speaks, a Turkish TRANSLATCR drones wunderneath his voice |evel:

BILLY

‘What is the crine? And what is the
punlshrrent’? The answer seens to vary
from place to place, and from time to
time.  Wat's legal today is suddenly
illegal tomorrow cause Ssone  society
says it's so; and what's illegal
yeSterday all of a sudden gets  |egal
t oday because everybody's doing it and
you can't throw everybody in jail. Vell
|"'m not saying this is right or wong.
It's just the way things are....

346. YESIL the lawer; DAVIS the consul.
347,  THE PRESS AR from the previous trial in the short skirt.
348.  BILLY

BILLY
(conti nuous)
But | spent the. last 3% years of my life
in your prison and | ink | paid for

error and if it's vyour deC| Si on today to
sentence ne to nore years,

(a break)
You know ny lawers told nme 'be cool
Billy - don't get wupset, don't get

angry, if wyou're good | can maybe get
a pardon an ammesty, an appeal, this
that and the other thing.' |l that‘s

been going down now for "35 vyears..
349. YESIL looks over, surprised he is talking like this. Looks at DAV
350. BILLY. '

BILLY
(continuous) '

and T been playing it cool and |
been good and now |'m dam tired of
being good cause you people gave ne
the "belief that had 53 days |eft.
You hung 53 days in front of
eyes and then you took those 53
days away, and = Mster  Prosecutor!
| just wsh you could..

351. PROBEQUTCR  looks over, through his dark green glasses.

BILLY (O\/ER
... stand right here  where I'm
standing and feel what that..



352.

353.
354.

355.

356.

357.

358.

359.

BI LLY

~BILLY

(cont i nuous)
... feels like, cause then wyou'd know
sonething you don't know =~ Yyou'd know
what Mercy means, Mster Prosecutor -
and you'd know the concept of a
society is based on the ?uahty of

0

its nercy, of its sense fair play,
its sense of justice... but

(shrugs and scoffs at

hi msel f)

| guess that's just like asking a
bearr to shit in a toilet...

TRANSLATCR  stops, looks  puzzled.

BILLY
BI LLY _

(same  sel f-nocki r]gt tone)
For a nation of pigs, it's funny you
don't eat them Fuck it, give ne the
sentence. Jesus forgave the bastards,
but | can't. | hate you. | hate your
nation. | hate your people. And |
fuck your sons and daughters -

Sts down, disgusted; under his breath:

BILLY _
cause you're all pigs.

SILENCE in the courtroom People looking at each

unconf ortabl y.

DAVIS looks down.  YESIL flips some pages abstracted!y.

TRANSLATOR, scar ed:
TRANSLATOR

(Would your honor like ne to translate?)

THE D CHEF JWDE the sane one as bhefore, shakes his head.

JUDGE
(That won't be necessary)

ANOTHER ANGLE - THE JUD&E turns to BILLY in foreground,

and unexpectedly crosses his wists out in front

- JUDGE
éem)tlonally)
(My hands are tied by Ankara!)

lakes the gesture of the hands forcefully, wth anger.

TRANSLATOR ( OFF
My hands are tied Dby Argkara.)"

60.

ri ses,
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361.

362.

363.

61.

BILLY  watching,

JUDGE (OFF
(I must sentence you, ilyum H-yes...)

JUDGE

~ JUDGE .
(...to be inprisoned at Sagamlcar for
a term no less than thirty years...
Getchm's ol sun)

TRANSLATOR fOFF)
"I nmust sentence you, Milyum H -yes,
to be inprisoned at Sagamlcar for a
term no less than thirty years...
CGetchm s olsun."

As he translates, the JUXE unable to control his emtion exits
rapidly, not Jlooking at Billy, followed by the TWD OMHER JUDGES

, TRANSLATOR ( OFF)
‘May itpass quickly."

CUT:

THREE (D GEANNG wWoMEN, swathed in black like three tates,
turn from their sweeping as BILLY is led out GCORTROOM NUMBER
6 down a long stone corridor. Dust floats through long slanting
shafts of yellowsh [light, like a striped leotard dream BILLY
wal ks, his ‘eyes straight ahead =~ determ ned.

SONG OVER ( BELL)
(old Southern blues beat,
|nprOV|sed%
"Mmmmm... got the blues babe,
Gt those 01 [Istanbul Dbl ues,
Said Yeah, | got the blues babe
Gt those 01 “Istanbul blues...
Thirty vyears in Turkey, babe,
An't got nothing left to lose..."
(contlnue?

CUT:

BELL sings 1t, strummng sIoEpin but with feeling on his
guitar. BILLY lies, his back up, on his BUMK nearby. MAX,
stoned, gsits at the base of the bunk. |t is NGH. The song
falters, but MAX now joins in, inprovising:

SOMG (MAX AND BELL)
"Busted at the border
Two keys in ny shoes
Said |” was busted at the border
with two keys in ny shoes
An they gave ne thirty years, babe
To learn "the 01 |Istanbul blues..."
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62.

SEVERAL TURKS are partying it up_ down at the other end of the
SEQCND FLOR KOASS, playing a 'sas' - Turkish type guitar, _
counterpointed by a little drum the nmusic is stridently Turkish,
and one of the nen does a bellydance in underpants wth” two

lenmons  nasquerading as breasts wunder his shirt. The LOD TWANGING
of Beti's QITAR can be heard CFF, interrupting them They are
annoyed.

BELL leading MAX into the next stanza:

, SONG (BELL AND MAX)
"I said Lord now save me
please save ne from this pain"

BILLY, touched =~ [listening, thinking.

' SONG ( OVER)
"I said Lord cone and save ne
Gone save ne from this pain
Cone set nme free sweet Jesus..."

TURK ( OFF) .
(Hey knock off that shit nusic...)

TWO TURKS from the party walk up, waving at BELL's guitar, amnoyec

TURK
(...we're playing the sas)

BELL . .
_ (understanding their Turkish)
Onna koyden your sas!
("put your sas in your cunt®)

THE TWO TURKS tense, the nood changing.
BELL gets even angrier, puts the gquitar aside, ready to spring.

BELL
...And besides that | fuck Alah and
| fuck your Mislim nother too...

They don't understand but one of them is reaching into his
pants for his shiv.

BELL .
You got that, shitface? Asina..

BILLY (OFF)
KNOK I T CFF!

ANOTHER ANGLE. BILLY is noving fast between the TWO TURKS and
E_ELL.f A new authority in his voice, and controlled anger in
is face.

BILLY
(to Bell)
Cut it! HWo nore fights.

BELL | ooks.
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376.
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63.
BILLY

. BILLY
\W're getting out of here.

BELL astoni shed.
CUT:

BILLY, wth Mx's little screwdriver and a netal spoon, digs

hard at the cracks around a dark stone in the SIRK ROOM _FIRST
FLOOR KoruS. Wth him is MAX working on the same stone. They

are  sweating, shirtless, looking back over their shoulders at:
BELL guarding the STARS

BILLY works the stucco out, jiggling wth the stone (about a

nine inch circunference) using his fingers and screwdriver.
Painful  work.

BILLY VO CE _
Dear Susan. It's taken me a long tine
to find out that it's got to stop
sonewher e. ['ve learned painfully not
to trust the Turks, the courts, the
| awyers, the Consul, the Uited States
Government, and not even ny loving
arents.  There is onE§ one way out of
ere.. .The Mdnight press.

BILLY kicks wth his sneakers at the stone, as silently as
possible. A LAOD NOISE - crunbling dust, stucco.

BELL at the stairs freezes, fearful. Then SILENCE. He runs over.
MAX,  BELL, BILLY.

MAX
(in a whisper)
V¢'re undermning ‘the other stones!

BELL studies it, pointing to the stone above |eft the one that
has been | oosened.

BELL

V¢ gotta take a chance and do that
one next -

ﬁp0|nt|n )
Then pull out this one =

ép0|nt|ng to the one

irectly left of the

~ loosened stone, excited)

Just jiggle it, scratch it out, |oosen
it up, it's soft - real soft!

BILLY has his head pressed close to the |oosened stone
Suddenl y:

BILLY
[t's there!
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CONTINUED:

What 2 BELL
at 7

. BILLY
Li sten!

ANOTHER ANGLE ~ all THREE press their ears to the stone. A
silence, The faintest whisper of WND and dripping 'WATER -
indicating a shaft of some nature. BELL |ooks 'back at BILLY.

BELL

| told you, I told you = vyou cocksuckersl
You didn't Dbelieve ne.

BILLY smles. MX reaches over and grabs Bell's face between
his hands, kisses him violently.

MAX
Fuck me! You beautiful nother, you!

CUT:
MAX, now on guard at the STAIRS, looks over at:

BELL AMD SILLY - with fresh paste putting the finishing touches
on the edges of the stone which has been replaced in T1ts original
osi tion. I1"s half naked torso reveals a pair of dice wth
ucky sevens tatooed on his shoul der.

CUT:

THE REPLACED STONE. On close i nspection, it is apparent that
the stucco around it doesn't match the other stones one bit,
but as we PUL BACK to see ZIAT washing his tea cups in the
SINK during the DAY, this irregularity is lost in the greater
nmosaic of the wall structure. |east ZIAT doesn't notice as:

BILLY nervously cones into the SINK area, watching him and
calls to him

~ BILLY.
(using  Turkish) _
(Hey, Zat, hurry up wth the tea wll
yal)

ZIAT
(nutters to hinself)
(Wrk, work, work, that's all I do)

BILLY
(I don't hear you bitch about the noney)

BILLY fol | owed by ZIAT into the KITCHEWN, casts a | ook of relief
at:
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BELL and MAX who wait at a table wth enpty tea cups.
CUT:
A HRDE F OOKRACHES stream out from a crack in the stone as

BILLY and MAX dig, scrape, jiggle the third stone. Both
| T
covered with sweat, working “w confidence now.

A DARK EMPTY SHAFT on the other side. Dripping water. Two
stones  renoved.

BELL runs over:

BELL

Want me to take over?
BILLY

You want to split your hernia again?
MAX

Gt off our tits!
Bel| turns to go. Suddenly a LOD CRUMBLING NJSE and:
A FORTH STONE starts to go « but brakes itself.

BILLY, MW BELL all framed in a posture of fear -- not daring
to nove.

SECOND STORY KOGUS renmins silent.
BELL looks up the STAIRS, tiptoes back, indicating they are clear.
MAX AND BILLY. Al THREE of them Iook:

THE THREE AND A HALF STONE SPACE  Easily big enough for them
to squeeze through. BILLY shines a candle in the shaft, G

THE THREE look at each other. The sane thought. Eager eyes.
The TRAIN WASTLES by in the night, CFF

BELL
(sudden)
Let's got
BILLY looks at his watch, hates to do it. Shakes his head.

. BILLY
N, No tine. Put em back.

MAX groans to hinself.
CUT:

BILLY tense and restless at his BUK « TWLIGH. A loud
RADIO, OFF - Turkish  News.
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66.
CONTI NUED:
BILLY

We go early. Any fuck-ups we shoul d
be back here and have the stones in

by dawn.
AIOTHER ANGLE . MAxX, BHL, A\D BILLY. A pause.
BILLY
You got your stuff?
MAX
Yeah.
BELL

(persistent) _
Haps, railroad, bus tinetables?

MAX
. (businesslike)
Ever yt hi ng.
BILLY
Okay.

| ooks around the grou
Let's do( it. aroup)

Hﬁ kextends his hands and the other two cross in a six-handed
shake.
QUT:

MAX signals down the STARS « "all clear".
BILLY going through the HOLE in the STONES that NIGHT into:

A DARK SHAFT spookily leading dowwards. He lights a thick
CANDLE, tied horizontally across his sneakers so as to give
him his light source where his footholds are. Hs PI0.V.:

PART DUMBWAITER SHAFT, PART WATER VWELL from a previous centuryy.,
A series of corrugated nossy old footholds and iron spikes lead

down at irregular intervals.
CUT:
BILLY, ™MAXx A\D BELL, each wth their own footcandle, are spaced

along the shaft easing dowwards. BILLY |ooks up at MAX about
ten feet above.

BILLY
Okay?

MAX
Yeah.

BILLY
Jimmy?

BELL struggling.
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CONTI NUED:
BELL
What ?
BILLY (COFF)
Hows your hernia?
BELL

Don't nake ne |augh.

BILLY in a sweat, slips. A tense nonent - then he catches hinself,
OFF « the TRAN WASILE can be heard, echoing into the shaft.
Mxed suddenly wth LOD TALKING CFF. Arguing in Turkish. BILLY
freezes, signals wupwards with a sharp hiss of breath.

VO CES ( OFF)
(What do you nean, you forgot -~ he'll
have ny asst!)

(Vll | can't do two things at once, you
were supposed to be here at nine o'clockl)

BILLY identifying the relative location of the voices, eases
downwards, comng to a CRLL looks in at:

A BASEMENT RrooM wth FURNACE TWD TURKISH GUARDS throw the
prison rubbish in the furnace, still arguing, AD LIB

BILLY signals upwards.

REVERSE ANGQE, from inside the basement, of BILLY slipping
Ft)%St fthe grill, his face sharply illumnated by the flame of
e furnace.

Gdf the walls around the grill we can see the QANT SILHOUETTES
of the two guards still arguing.

BILLY comes to the base of the shaft. A puddle of scummy water.
Unstraps the candle. A current of WIMD, peers around.

POV - A WINDING NARROW CATAcCMB, Wi th beehive burial places
on both sides.

BILLY, sniffing the stench, unrolls a ball of THREAD, ties
it to a marker and heads in. o

BILLY, BELL and MMX are in the cataconb. A scratchy hideous
sound and:

BATS fly out squealing from the ceiling.

THE BOYS hit the ground as BATWINcS flap over them colliding
against each other, knocking off walls, SCREECHNG then
dimnishing in sound. Fewer and fewer. Then gone.

. MAX
(looking up, scared)
Jesus!
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BILLY |ooking up.

. BILLY
Anybody bitten?

ANOTHER ANGLE

_ BELL
Nah, just covered w th batshit.

~ BILLY
(getting to his knees)
They went out over there: nust be sone
kind of exit.

Heads in that direction.
ar

A HUE SPIDER scatters off, as BILLYs CANDLE illumnates:
ANOTHER ENDLESS WALKWAY. BILLY conmes to a stop - frustrated.

BILLY
Let's go back the other way.

INTERSECTION. TWO walkways. BELL leads in, unwinding the
thread, stops.

BELL
(desperate)
- Where the Suck are we?

BILLY comes into view, equally frustrated.

. ~ BILLY
What tinme 1S 1t?

. MAX
Two thirty.

ANOTHER mAzE of walkways. The THREE stop, exhausted, faces
bl ackened. BILLY, in utter rage and frustration starts
kicking the wall.

_ _ BI LLY
Shit! Shit! Shit!

MAX
(slumping t 0 t he ground)
,I%'s a dead end. The Turks musta sealed
it up.

BELL
What t he fuck we gonna do?

SLENCE as the three pathetic escapees ponder their fate.
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BILLY, getting a grip on hinself, thinking.

BI LLY
V¢ go Dback.

ANOTHER AXLE.

Wat? You gotta be joking.

BILLY

(resolute) _
V¢ go back, seal it hup again, and
cone in tonorrow night - evéfy night
till we get out of ghere, Th en:e'sg
gotta be a way. Those bats got
out somepl ace,

(rises)
Now let's (g0. Doubletimel

Takes the THREAD and starts to follow it back.
CUT:
THE SHAFT. BILLY leads the clinbers UP.

MAX reaches a new foothold, stoEs, getting his breath. Looks
down at BELL, heavy breathing CFF. UWging him on.

MAX _
You gotta have a lot of balls for this -

BELL, suffering, can't help but grin.

BELL
(murmurs)
Count ne out. .
(to hinself, shaking
his head) _
Wio ever heard " of anybody sneaking
back into a fucking jail?

MAX overhearing it.

. MAX
Yeah, what if we got caught?
BELL starts to giggle.

BILLY (OFF)
(up the shaft
Hey Mx, don't make the dummy |augh.

MAX laughing, shaking his head.

MAX
(between giggles) . .
Wio' s !aughmgél mean "I find this terribly
depressing.. .Can you see old Vmdou's face
when he tries to figure this one out?
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BILLY can't go on, starts to giggle at the thought.

BILLY

(between giggl es) .
We'll tell him we wvere’ checking out our
escape route. We wanted to be conpletely
sure before we tried it.

ANOTHER ANGLE - the THREE of them spaced along the shaft,
are all giggling hysterically. Echoing. Hld on them

CUT:

BILLY comes through the HOLE in the stones in the SINK AREA
[t is still MQAHTT He looks around - silence. MMX follows
through the hole.

ar :
BILLY AND MAX work frantically to seal up the STONES.

BELL, exhausted, is at the STAIRS guarding. Dstant early
norning SONDS of prison waking up. We feel they wll be
spotted this time, but: o

BILLY slumps into his BUNX as the first rays of LIGHT cone up
in the sky and the CHANT from the Msque comences. He
inmediately sinks into sleep.

QLCBE on OD TEA LEAVES being weshed in the SINK. A MLKY
WHITE EYE follows into view ZIAT is preparing his earlg
norning tea, his good eye now noving to something beyond the
tea [eaves. Qurious, he straightens, throwng the wthered
bunch of leaves into the sink.

ZIAT approaches the irregular stucco paste around the REPLACED
STOE?,S;hruns his fingers along the ridges, noticing the paste
is fresh.

BILLY snoring from fatigue. BELL wakes him quickly.

BELL
Billy, wake wup! They found it!

OFF ~there is a | ot of SHOUTING downstairs.

BI LLY
Who?

BELL
Ziat. ouT:

BILLY standing in a group of PRISONERS Wwth BELL and MAX He
has a look of total despair on his face, as he watches

THE SINK. PRSONERS are everywhere jabbering excitedly anong
t hensel ves. ZIAT is conferring with HAMIDOU, as GUARDS rip out
the last stone, revealing the E leading to the SHAFT.
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BILLY' s gaze shifts to ziat, fixing all his hatred on him

ZIAT, grinning, noves away, and HAMIDOU - his fal aka stick
cocked like a sergeant ngor - noves anong the prisoners.

HAMIDOU
(SHUT WP 1)

They all fall imediately silent. HAMINOU continues his walk
among  them  bypassing:

MAX who shifts his gaze onto:

BILLY. HAMIDOU approaches, his eyes noving over BILLY wth
contenpt, and shifting him aside wth the stick. To him Blly
IS the same passive prisoner as before. He noves on, shifting
OTHERS aside and then stops at:

BELL. HAMIDOU swngs his stick up slowy and taps him lightly
on the chest. BELL realizes and is afraid.

HAMIDOU
(Noldu? MNoldu? | tell you | see you
again.. ,finishl)

He punctuates this last wth a theatrical tap on the chest
and he gestures to the GUARDS

HAMIDOU
(Take him!)

BELL, already broken by bad beatings, shivers.

BELL
Mo. Oh no! No...

GUARDS grab him thurry himout the kogus behind HAMIDOU.

BILLY holds hinself rigid, trying not to break. Bell's PROTESTS
continue OFF.

MAX unable to contain his anger, strides right up to ZIAT,
collars him [livid.

IMAX
You bastard! This tine |'m gonna ki ck
your fucking brains all over™ this kitchen!

ZIAT
(calm)
Fine. Good. Mn to nman. We fight now
and when finish | bring Mamdou and he
kick you fucking ass.

MAX
Youi ...

MAX is about to swng when BILLY grabs him



72.
448. CONTINUED:

BILLY
Max!  Cool it!
(looking at Ziat,
. .Caln1¥?. o
Ziat's just ‘doing his job.
449. ZIAT gl ances from BILLY back to MAX, fixing on himas BILLY
wal k3 him away.
CUT:

450. MAX is at his BUNK that NGHT, puts away the hypodermc needl:
stoned and speeding at the sanme tinme, snoking a cigarette.
BILLY inwardly tense, sits with his head in his hands.

. MAX
Bell's gonna talk. They got to find
out.  Man, we gotta set ot.

Tears have forned in his eyes.

MAX
Goddamm Gastro's Killing me. Making
me blind Hy Blly -

BI LLY

synpat heti ¢
Veah. (synp )

MAX
| got sone acid man. Maybe We can drop
some on the guards huh? In their tea
or sonet hing.

BILLY looks —away, not even considering. But MAX is caught up
in the notion.

. MAX
Yeah I got it all worked out. Billy,

listen to ne. . .
(looks at Billy, hi3
eyes | azed)

That old” guard likes you, Billy. You
drop some acid on him He's Séeing
rainbows, y' know. We walk out - tonight.

BILLY
Then we're outside the kogus. Then what?

MAX

Yhat?
BILLY

Aiter we're outside the kogus?
MAX

Ch we... Wwe...



450. CONTINUED:

BILLY .
Max... Your shirt's on fire...

451, MAX clunsily brushes the burning ash off his shirt where
it's nmade a hole.

. MAX
Ch shit. Ch Christ!

Fisd eyes cloud wth tears. H sits dow, head between his
ands.

There just comes a tine you know. ..
you know you're never going to git
It on.

Suddenly shifts nood again, stands, pulling out a SHY,
resolute, eyes brightening.

MAX
That's what 1'm gonna do.
(giggles)

SILLY looks up wondering.

BILLY
What ?
~ (crazily)
Quit his fucking throat.
BILLY
Whose?
MAX

7iat... Wat do | got to lose huh!
Wat do | got to lose. And 1I'd
really enjoy it.

(giggles)
Lurches against the bunk.
BILLY

Maix, sit down. You're in no shape
to kill anybody.

MAX
| want to cut his fucking throat.

BILLY
It's already been cut.

MAX
Then I'11 cut his balls off.



451.  CONTINUED:
BILLY snles, shakes his head, then:
BILLY
If you really wanted to hurt Zziat...
(pause)
MAX slunps back down on the bunk, suddenly tired of
BILLY
(reflective)
..His noney « steal that, you steal
his blood... Could you see his face
when everything he worked so hard
to get got snatched?
(plays wth the thought
idy, then shrugs)
If we knew where he hid it.
(waves it away) _
Anyway, steal from him they'd pick
up the whole prison and shake it
sideways. We couldn't hide it anywhere.
MAX
(head bobbing now nurnurs)
You know where it is?
BILLY
What ?
( MAX )
a vague grin
| know where git igs,
BILLY glances at him not sure whether he heard
BILLY
Hs noney?
452.  MAX gives him a goofy nod - and a grin. Imtating
Newon as Long John 'Silver.
'Dem dat hides can finds says I'...
I seen him the clever tit, sneaking
looks at it late at night, talking
to it.
beqi BI LLY el -
eginning to believe hi
Yeah? e?e? )
Max, distracted, lets his attention wander back.
his head bobbing now
MAX

Hi shradyo

14,

killing.
Rober t
[ naudi bl e,
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CONTINUED:

BILLY
Max - where?

_ MAX .
(his nouth hanging open,
eyes  closed) . .
Hsh radio. Back of his radio...

He lurches over gently on the bunk,

... That's V\hyMﬁ}e{ never plays it...
Sl eeps.
BILLY surprised, then reflective.
CUT:
THE BAK CF THE RADIO is unscrewed; the cover pulled off. EWPTY!

MME TO ZIAT. The look is as Billy expected. Horror, shock,
a_nger, fdear. ZIAT SCREAMS hysterically like an- ol d G eek
wi dow and:

BEATING HS CHEST and tearing at his hair, ZIAT runs out
of the KOAUS wailing, noaning.
CUT:

THE SECOND STCRY KOG is being "controlled" by the QGUARDS.
WDE ANGQE reveals a circus of clockwork destruction as the
QUARDS, nmaking abundant NJSE systematically rip. up each
bunk, locker, nmattress, picture, ~“book, etc., their faces
flushed with this opportunity for orgy.

THE PRSONERS are lined up in the QOOURIYARD, each one being
body searched. Promnent are MAX and BILLY, looking up
anused at the

SECOND STORY WINDOWS - feathers from a mattress fly around.

ZIAT  briefly appears, his face at the wndow looking at the
prisoners in the vyard, frustrated.

HAMIDOU breaks apart a BUNK wth his bare hands.

ZIAT is stripping MAX's possessions, sure he wll find it here.

VO CE (OFF)
(Down  here!)

Ziat springs up.
QARD calling out from the STAIRS

~ GUARD
(W found it!)

CUT:



76.

462.  ZIAT leaning in CQ.CBE OER THE STOE in the KITCHEN franed
by QURDS. It is the same crouched posture he always uses to
work the stove but now his eyes show conplete despair as he sees:

463. A THOWSAND SHREDS COF PAPER MOMEY floating in his pots amd his
withered tea bags. From ashes to ashes and dust to dust.

464.  ZIAT folds his head into his hands, sobbing then wailing -~
very human, very sad.

CUT:

465.  KITCHEN - HNEGDIR, an Arab, is now running the tea concession.
A jolly ebullient man. Pours a cup for MAX  Several OTHERS
are at the table.

~ NEGDIR .
(heavily accented English) _
...He sell ne tea business - everything.

No the sane. Ziat lose all...
(makes the gesture towards
the heart and the gut,
using the Arabic word)

(Heart! Soull)

MAX
He never had one.

NEGDIR
Soon he go back streets Istanbul.
Thousand enenmy. No noney..
(makes throat cutting
gesture)

MAX
"Il drink to that.
(toasting wth the tea)

Just as:

466.  ZIAT enters the kitchen; he eyes Mx wth hatred, sits at
the other TABLE and orders tea. Surprisingly, he is wearing
a suit and clean shirt-unlike his usual griny appearance.

467.  BILLY, looking shaken, enters the Kkitchen, glances at Z2IAT,
sits wth MX

BILLY
Just got sonme news on Bell.

What?

BILLY _ _
Bad. Sent to the Qdty Hospital. They
ruptured his hernia again.

MAX,

rim)
o shit
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CONTINUED:

BILLY
I guess he didn't talk...

Poor  bastard.

BILLY glances over at:

ZIAT drinking tea.

BILLY AND MAX
~ BILLY
Why the suit?
MAX
Maybe he's changing jobs.
VO CE (OFF)

SAYIM! SAYIMI!
BILLY |ooks over to see;

HAMIDOU and a DOZEN QGUARDS spreading through the KOOGS,
assenbling everybody wth shouts of 'Sayim!™

CUT:
THE PR SONERS are lined up in ranks in the FIRST FLOOR KOG,
BILLY glancing at M™MAX next to him wondering why.
HAMIDOU goes down the line, his FLUNKIES searching each man.

A QJRD reaches into ZIAT's pocket and cones out wth a natch-
box. Yells to HAMIDOU, who CONES Over.

. HAMIDOU
(opening the matchbox)
Nebu!

MATCHBOX containing a snall amount of HASHSH

HAMIDOU reaches over and pulls 2IAT out of the ‘line roughly.

HAMIDOU
tlebu?

Starts to slap him around.
BILLY glancing at MAX.
MAX

(worried)
What's goi ng on?
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MAX
Maybe Ziat can't pay off, Hamidou's
taking it out in trade.
478. HAMDQU smashes ZIAT again, but pulls the punch,

_ HAM DOU
(Where did you get this hash?)

Raises his arm again.

ZI AT
(F M(a)(z)ov\eri ng, pretending fear)
rom

Points at:
479. MAX who stiffens, eyes Ilike cracked eggs.
MAX
(under his breath)
You got to be kidding.
480. HAMDQU peers at M  advances.

) 'HAMIDOU .
What's™ happening wth this hash?)

Indicates the matchbox in his hand.

MAX
| didn't sell it to him | don't
have anything to do wth this, |I...
HAM DOU

(leans  closer) _
(I know your face. \Were did you
get the “hash?)

~_BILLY |
(interrupting in  Turkish)
(He knows nothing about it. Ziat's

l'ying.)

HAMIDOU
turns on Billy, in
ngl i sh)

You, goddamm vyou, shut up!
(back to MAX)

ck to »
(Take him to the cellar)
QUARDS drag MAX off.
MAX

Get out of here! He's lying! That
cocksucker.. .Billy?
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BILLY sits on his BUNMK, his anger building, his inagination
running wld.

CUT:

MAX Dbeing dragged down a CORRIDOR by his feet. A SCREAM.

BI LLY
CUT :

BELL, his features distorted, being carried into an AVBULANCE.
CUT:

MAX, BELL., AND BILLY at the wall, digging_ together - MAX
hugging BELL the time they found the ghaft.

CUT:
MAX twisting out of the grip of a GUARD and, grabbing the glasc
from his smashed spectacles, he cuts deep into his wist.
QUARDS grab him A LOUD LAUGH OFF carrying over.
BILLY turning on his bunk to see:

ZIAT joking with TWD GUARDS as he enters the SECOND STORY
ROGUS. The guards go back down the stairs.

BILLY already in novenent.

ZIAT, in his suit, collecting his suitcase from his bunk,
preparing to |eave.

VO CE (OFF)
ZIATI

Turns and catches a FIST in the side of the face. Staggers
into a bunk.

BILLY, fists clenched, yells a string of Turkish cursewords at
hi m
BI LLY
(Asina covacim ipnave pesankek...
yosakt)
Lunges.

ZIﬁTkiS bul ky, throws the smaller BILLY off and scranbles past
a bunk.

BILLY is up and after him Junps back as a SHV cuts the air
in front of him Hs side is cut.

ZIAT holding the shiv, feints, cursing BILLY in Turkish.

BILLY skips back, takes a MATTRESS off the bed and runs it
right into ZIAT, KNOCKING HM AND THE WHOLE BUNK OVER
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THE TW scranble around, BILLY tackling him into another BUNX
which also goes over. Chairs break.

ZIAT butts his head into BILLY'S jaw

BILLY staggers back from the blow and ZIAT junps him BITING
into his ear.

ZIAT, getting a better hold, now BITES into BILLYS NOBE

BILLY slans ZIAT in the nose hard with the palm of his hand.
Ziat relinquishes his hold, grabbing at his broken bleeding nose.

BILLY beats him around the head but though the blood now flows
and teeth are broken, zIAT is like a clunsy bear, hard to Kkill.

ZIAT scranbles away on his knees wunder another BUNK, now
screaming as loud as he can.
ZIAT
(HELP ME! GUARDS1 HELP ME!)
SEVERAL PRISONERS watching from further down the SEQOND STCRY
ROGUS now nove in sync, turni n? on their RADICS loud as possible,
drowning out the cries for help, others watching the stairs.

BILLY takes the BUNK and throws it over, revealing ZIAT cowering
in pure terror. He grabs ZIAT by the hair, hauls him up and

LANHES HS KNEE into HS FACE
ZIAT thuds onto the floor.

BILLY stonps him in the gut hard.
ZIAT screans unnaturally shrill.

BILLY, driven by supernatural anger, now junps on him and CLAWS
H S MOUTH right on ZIAT's open SCREAM

A STRUGLING KISS ensues.
BILLY pulls back, his nouth filled wth blood, spitting out.

AN UINDENTIHED PIECE CF FLESH which Bits the ground wth an
odd slow notion grace.

ZI AT - CLOSE - in terror; throat cords rippling; eyes bulging

with dishelief, body quivering, nouth open and screamng, but
it is a SILENT and the nouth is a dark hole filléd with
blood and wthout a TONGE

BI LLY, without a noment's mercy, crashes his fist into ZIAT'S fa«

ZIAT, his strength now broken, collapses on his back.

BILLY crashes his fist again into the hated face. H is GRABBED
now by a QGJARD, but:
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ANOTHER ANGLE - BILLY shakes the GQUARD CFF, then as ANOTHER
QARD runs up, BILLY SLAMS him aside and, obsessed, |unges
back down on ZIAT and

BOTH HAWD CQLAWED TOGETHER high in the air delivers a final blow
to ZIAT'S face. CRACK! The Dbones shatter. Pause. H's ogre
unconscious beneath him BILLY, now in SLON MIIQN EXI'EI\Dg HS
ARG IN THE AR - in_ the fighter's victory gesture, and his eyes
low with the fever in them and wth his nouth and face bl oodied,
e looks like a savage. No longer Billy Hayes.

SHARP  QAUT:

BILLY bound in a thick leather belt (a ®iyis) which screws
tightly around the waist and cinches the ™Thands together, is
being HAUED in continuing SLON MOTIOM through a huge DOCR
somewhere in one of the cavernous corridors of the prison.
The door is approximately 9 by 6', strong and wooden with
a circular iron handle which one of the now pulls
open; a Q@IMPSE of darkness wthin.

The DOOR closes. SUPERI MPCSE:

SECTION 13 « ASYLUM FQR THE CRMNALLY |NSANE
A YEAR LATER

MAX, barely recognizable in a torn sheet and wth a blackened
face, comes rushing into a crowded ROOM screamng louder than
any other inmate. He is enraged, blood dripping from scratch
marks on his face, ATTENDANTS in white snocks chase him over
the beds. Mx is yelling in Turkish.

MAX
(Please, will you listen to me? W]/
soneone please listen to nme.  JUST
LI STEN To ME!)

_ ATTENDANTS o
(Ham dou! Get Ham dou! Get the Kiyisl)

The ATTENDANTS westle wth him but he throws them off, tearing
around the room nindlessly. In the process we see that not much
attention is paid him because everybody else is crazy! There
are 50 other LUNATICS yelling at ‘each other in fights over
sheets,  blankets, beds, cigarettes, junping: screamng,  pushing,
shoving, some babbling to thenselves, rocking, crying, chanting
singingt Several of them (the craziest) are stark naked. sone,
wapped in torn blackened sheets, patrol the room Iike quick
ferrets, sharp eyes open for anything they can steal. Ohers
nove in nmeaningless, blank-eyed ~ silence. ~ The walls are filthy
black and join the ceilings in arches rather than angles,

giving the "look of an old dungeon. Fifty beds are lined up
right next to each other so that you walk right into your bed.

A " constant nerve-wacking NOISE.

HAMIDOU bursts into the ROOM the angry look in his eyes
spelling real trouble for M, MWE wth him as he sweeps

in on MX and picks him up with one nove and SMASHES HM agai nst
the wall. Mx hardly notices.
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ANOTHER ANGLE - HAMDQU takes the leather kiyis from an
ATTENDANT, nmoves in on MX and starts clanping it around him

AN ATTENDANT waelks through the room wth an apron containing
several large pockets bulging wth red, reen, blue, white
PILLS, which he distributes by the handful.

 ATTENDANT
(crying out%
(Hop! Hop! Hop! Full nmoon. Hop?
Hop! H0p|§)

THE LUNATICS gobble them up as if they were candy. In sone

of the clustered areas, nine lunatics occupy as little as
three beds.

MAX s tightly bound now by HAMDQJ but his body arches agains:
the bindings, his neck straining, his teeth snapping at the air.
HAMDQU grabs him with one hand by the leather waist, hauls hiu
high up I1n the air and

THROM MAX halfways across the room Max smashing heavily
against sone beds, continuing to SCREAM CFF as:

E)'I—I(Ej ATTENDANT wth the pills-now bypasses BILLY on one of the
eds.

~ _ATTENDANT _
(Hop! Hopi Full Moon - take your pills!)

BILLY gobbles them up. He has changed. Lines in his face.
No smle, no sense of hunor; a brooding silence about him a
straight ahead look. He pays no attention to Max off; he is
in grubby white py*_anas and shower sandles. Rolls back onto
hi& bed "with its “filthy torn sheet, totally ignoring the
surrounding commotion, and

ANOTHER ANGLE - turning onto his shoulder, BILLY suddenly finds
hinself face to face wth a dark saddened visage. The MAN is
very young and stark naked but for an old black rag wapped
around” his head and clutched wunder his chin. Hs eyes are
yellow, the wvoice pleading.

YOUNG MAN
Cigare?
(pause, sanme tone, holds
_ out his palm
Cigare? Cgare?
BILLY shakes his head sharply -- too sharply -- and barks,
irritable.
BILLY
(Go wayl)

Turns on his other shoulder, trying to sleep.

_ YOUNG MAN (OFF)
Cigare? Cigare?
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YONG MAN, in a surprisingly nmneek tone.

YOUNG MAN _
S'il vous plait, Mnsieur? Sil vous

plait?
BILLY, really aggravated now springs up from the bed, and -
in the quirky way the mad and the eccentric adopt - walks

determnedly away from the young mnan, |looking back to shake
his head bizarrely at him one nore tine.

ANOTHER ANGLE ~ BILLY walking down the aisle bypasses MX in

the kiyis, rolling on the floor, still screaming in Turkish.
. MAX
WIl you listen to ne? PLEASE LI STEN
OME!)

Several LUNATICS are gathered around tormenting him one of
them yanking on his penis as if it were nade of rubber; another
IS |i)lay|_ng wth his ass. A third one, also in a leather Kkiyis,
Is leaning over Max, jabbering and drooling into his face.

. MAX, nore enraged by this than the other bodily offenses, |unges

up sharply and bites the nman's FACE  Screans, etc.

BILLY, paying no attention except for a brief disinterested
glance, keeps going into:

A SECOND roor. More LUNATICS. A screanming COLD MAN is chasing
after another COD MAM who has stolen his tespe beads, waving

them back at the first old nman who hows wth rage, frantic to
have his beads back. The second old man throws the beads to a
THRD GD MW who hops across the beds wth the FIRST OD MAN
chasing him BILLY intersects.

OLD MAN
AI( FI eadi ng
Al | ah ah! Yok Yok Yok! Brackl!
A LI TTLE nERVOUS MAN stares into a broken pocket mrror fingerin:

the large round carbuncle under his eye, trying to rub it away
with little grimaces and flurries of nervous notion.

TWO ATTENDANTS in snocks indifferently finish eating on a news-
paper spread across one of the beds, ‘they shake out” the paper.

CHICKEN BONES, ORAKGE PEELS hitting the floor. A fl urrly of
movenent, as the wLuMATICS scuffle like rats over the [leftovers.
AD LIB curses, yells.

AN QD MAN obscenely gestures to BILLY from his bed.

QD MN _
Hey American. Fik fik., Come. Fik Fikl!

Hs blackened teeth |eer.

BILLY, seemngly immune to all of this in some private island
of his own nadness, wal ks in his determ nedway past-a PARTITION T
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A CIRCULAR STONE STAI RCASE |eading downwards, the stones danp,

dark, slippery. BILLY continues with the same straight-ahead
determnation to:

A LONER LEVEL. Where at last BILLY's expression changes to

almost childish relief, for here at last is the refuge he seeks
the relative confort and silence of THE WHEEL.

It is a grim squat PILLAR domnating the room and bearing the
wei ght of the celling. And around it some SIXTY LUNATICS trudge
slowy, near silently, in counter-clockwise flow It Is a
h¥lpnoti c shuffle and BILLY blends right in, sliding easily into
the sluggish, mndless river, his eyes hanging |oosely on the
floor, watching:

THE SOOTHING RHYTHM OF FEET shuffling at a conforting pace.
These are the spokes of the wheel.

CUT:

TWO TINY BARE LIGHTBULBS give faint, eerie illumnation to the
chanber. (One one side, a pot-bellied stove flickers, etching
t he shadows of the walkers in a strange orange gl ow.

SOME LUNATICS, not wal king, hover around the stove. OTHERS
are jammed onto a |ow L-shaped wooden platform that runs the
length of two walls. Many of these nmen are naked, covered wth
open running sores over their knees, elbows, buttocks. But
they are nmuch quieter than the upstairs crowd. They are the

| onest order of madmen. They have no minds left. They are

t he damed.

BILLY wal ks anong them expressionless. A tall, thin cadaverous
TURK with a grizzled beard now shuffles up alongside BILLY,
looks at him walks with him He is about fifty, his pyjamas
relatively clean, looking nore sane than the average but his
eyes are bright and scary and his wet hair is matted down on

his head, and big clunps of it have been pulled out. He speaks
with a cultured English accent.

AHMET
You're an Anerican?

BILLY is interrupted but keeps his eyes on the ground. AHMET
doesn't wait for an answer.

_ AEMET _
Ah yes, Anerical M nanme is Ahmet.
| studied philosophy at Harvard for
many many years. But actually Oxford
is ny real Alma Mater - |'ve also
g studied in Vienna. Now | study here.

BILLY doesn't notice, shuffles along.

AHMET
...They put ne here. They say | raped
a little boy. | have been here very
very long tinme. They wll never [et

me go.
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CONTI NUED:

BILLY pays no attention, keeps shuffling on. AHMET gl ances
at him smles.

AHMET
They won't let YOQU go either.

The srru% certai nt_)( of his mnanner reaches some chord deep .inside
Billy, because Billy glances briefly at this Ilunatic who is
smling. Billy looks back at his feet.

AMMET
No, they'Il never let you go. Thev
tell you they let you go but you
stay. You never go from here.

BILLY plods on. AHMET grins and tries to explain the situation
like a father lecturing a child.

AHMET
You see we all come from a factory.
Sonetines the factory makes bad
nechines that_ don't - work. They put
them here. The bad machines don't
know they're bad machines, but_ the
eople at the factory know  They

now you're one of the nachi nes
that “doesn't work...

They walk on.  Ahmet's expression changes.

- AHMET
~ (polite)
| think we have spoken enough for
today. I say good night to you.

He waps his rags around hinself quite carefully and we FOLON
him out of the circle. H drops to his hands 7and knees and
wth a sense of d|gn|t?/, craws _into the filthy blackness under
the L-shaped wooden platform disappearing like™ a cockroach.

BILLY plods on.
CUT

AN QLD WH TE- BEARDED MADMAN, t he Hoja, grandi ose in hif rags,
leads MUSLIM PRAYER in the Tfirst ROOM - Some of his follo rs
have prayer mats, others a scrap of sheet or newspaper; their
tones discordant, still pushing and shoving at each other
during the prayer.

TW SPASTICS can't follow the routine of kneeling and bending;

they tangle up absurdly and fall to the floor in a ball of
arns  and |egs.

A FALAKA STI CK pokes BILLY awake. SOUND of the CHANTING fills the

room It is evidently inpossible to distinguish night from day
because there are no ~ w ndows.
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ATTENDANTS poke the LUNATICS awake with their "clubs.

ATTENDANTS
(Head Count! Head Count!)

CUT:

A MASS CF LUNATICS in the ROOM all at once. ATTENDANTS take
a redundant and comc head count. The place sounds like a
"vadi yadi roomt « the noise fearsone.

ANOTHER ANGLE

. ATTENDANT _
(Sixty two, sixty three, sixty four....)

ATTENDANT NO 2
(Seventy four, seventy five, seventy
SIX.. .get back there, you! . . . seventy
five, seventy six....)

ATTENDANTS poke around wunderneath a bed and pull out a very
old trenbling VEGETABLE.

OTHER ATTENDANTS wap an old DEAD LUNATIC with no teeth and
foam on his open lips into a dirty sheet and haul him avay.

BILLY amd the LUNATICS. We MOE closer and closer to him the
head COUNT rearessing. The room has become a torture cell -
the NO SE louder, LODER closing in on Billy.

CUT:
BILLY is led down a OORRIDOR by HAMIDOU into:

@th hSI TING roOM « Cabins are lined up like narrow wooden phone
oot hs.

_ HAMIDOU
(Kabin  on-yedi)

BILLY plods wthout interest to the specified cabin, closes
the door, sits in the chair. No one is there. He waits -
indifferent to any sense of time. Dirty 2-glags panes separate
visitor and prisoner booths; bars are between the panes. An
erratic mcrophone is the nethod of communication, giving a
weird and distant aspect to the voice.

HAMIDOU opens a snall peephole in the cabin door, looks in
unseen  as:

TEE MSITCR DOR opens and SUSAH tentatively walks in holding
a large photo album it takes several nonents for her to react,
and then her face shows the shock.

BILLY stares at her, his face rabid, decaying; if he renenbers
her even, he doesn't register it because she is a shock to him
as well. Reality, the outside world all at once. Hs mnd is
spinning, unbalanced, wunable to grasp it.
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COHTINUED:
SUSAN ( OFF)
Ch ny (od..!
SUSAN
SUSAR
Billy, what have they done to vyou...
ny God!

The MICROPHONE nakes her voice jarring, gagged. She |ooks
silently. ~No sobbing, no big sad looks. ~Just shock. Shock
of recognition, shock of tinme gone bhy.

BILLY looking at her, his eyes noving dow to:

BILLY POV - SUSAN her neck, her breasts straining against
the thin shirt.

SUSAN fingers the photo album nervously, speaking slow and
distinct; ~not sure she is conmmunicating.

SUSAN , ,
... Billy, your famly is fine. Senator

Buckl e¥ just nmade a special plea on your
behalt i'n the Senate. Newsday has witten
several big articles about vyou. They've
called you a pawn in the poppy gane  between
Nxon and the Turks. The letters are coning
in, Billy. People care....

stops, shakes her head. It sounds all wong in this context.

BILLY is still staring at her breasts. He hasn't seen a wonman
for five years and now a hungry animal |ook comes into his eyes

He noves sadutrily, pressing up asainst the glass, rabid. An
i n Turkigh: " )

_ BILLY
(Take it off. Take it offl)
then renenbering the
~ English)
Take it off. "Take it off!

Hs wvoice is savage, denmanding.

SUSAN understands, startled. Looks around.

_ SUSAH
Billy - you'll just make yourself crazy.

BILLY

_ BILLY
Take it off! Take it off!
(suddenly in a very soft
~voice) _
... Sil vous plait?...

A strange |look in his eye.
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SUSAN  slowy, scared, begins to unbutton her shirt.
HAMIDOU looks on silently, does nothing.
BILLY follows every nmovement wth wld-eyed |ust.

SUSAN leans up close to the wndow With both hands on the
front of her blouse, she slowy draws it apart.

BILLY going wild! Against the window Hs hand down in
his pyana.

HER BREASTS spring free, quivering, full and ripe wth a deep

cleavage and hard dark nipples. ~They hang full and [oose.
FULL SCREEN.

BILLY'S EYES « FUL SCREEN
BILLY beats on the wndow, working his nouth soundl essly.
SUSAN is shattered, scared of Billy's sanity.

. ~ SUSAN
G Blly, Blly, I wsh | could nake
at better for you. Please don't...
on't...

Tears. Fear.

BILLY tightens dramatically and comes right in his pants,
slunps against the w ndow.

SUSAN realizes he has cone, surprised.

BILLY looks at her. Furtive, animal shane. And suddenly he
starts to cry. A flood of feelings locked up too long come
pouring out. He nmurnurs some words, Turkish SOUNDS " sputtering
out in his throat, then:

BI LLY
S.... Susan?

Softly, working his nouth finding it hard to speak.
SUSAN vyearning. Tears sprinking her eyes.

_ SUSAN
Yes, Billy?

BILLY straining, not out of physical weakness but an enotional
one.  Sputters, eyes closed.

BILLY
... "love you....

It sounds pathetic, |ost.
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SUSAN is worked up to the limt, tries to hug him through
the w ndow

SUSAN .
Ch Billy...Billyt Don't give up.
Pease don't give up. You'll get

out. | know you wll!

Remenbers something. Qabs the PHOTO ALBUM wth all her
strength, holding it up for him to see through the glass.
Then remenmbering herself, looks around the room to nake sure
they're alone and in a contained voice:

, SUSAN .
Billy, your father gave ne this for
you. ..there's pictures of your Mm
and Dad...Rob...Peg...

BILLY looks at it [listlessly.

HS POV - SUSAN holding the album open to PICTURES of his
MOTHER and FATHER in front of the house, ROB on a bicycle,
PEG in her cheerleading outfit.

SUSAN
And there's pictures in the back of
our ol d friend...Mr. Franklin.
emenber him. .from the bank?

A certain tone slips into her voice.

SUSAN
.He's over In Geece now He
bought a ticket.

BILLY looks from the album to Susan. Possibly there is a gleam
of wunderstanding in his eyes but it is very faint. An Attendant
BANGS on Susan's door, F.

o ~ VOICE
(Msiting is over)

SUSAN quickly puts the album away as if it were a hidden weapon.

, . SUSAN
"Il give it to them for you.

She buttons her blouse but her eyes are worried, on Billy.

~ SUSAN
You were right Billy - don't count on
them you hear, don't count on anybody
but yourselfl

The ATTENDANT now swings open her door, annoyed.

ATTENDANT
(Let's go!)
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CONTIRUED:

Susan stands, about to go, then suddenly leans up close to the
bars, hard and practical.

SUSAN
(quickly) .
| f you stay you'll die Billy! Get
out of here. Gt to Qeece, you hear
ne?... .Billy?

Pause.  Silence. She closes her eyes, in pain, she doesn't
think she has reached him She turns to go, resigned.

BILLY looking at her. Behind hi m HAMIDOU opens the door. A
calm and cunning look on his face, glancing wth Billy towards

A BRI EF 5LIMPSE of SUSAN | ooki ng back, the al bumunder her
arm The door closes.

ar .

BILLY, wth the same deadened expression as before, cones down
the STARS towards THE WHEEL. It is early rmrnln%_ and the
wal kers haven't started vyet. Billy looks "at the Pillar - a dir
look ~of reflection passing over his eyes. Then he starts

wal king -« but in a clockwise notion, “opposite the nornal
pattern; in the same nethodical nmnanner as before.

ANOTHER ANGLE = BILLY, on the inner _track, passes TWO LUNATICS
who are walking counter-clockwise. They glare at him notion
for him to turn around. Billy just keeps walking.

BILLY intersects several nore LUNATICS going counter-clockw se
They notion for him to turn.

LUNATI C

(grunting)
(Gowerl)

Tries. to block Billy's way, but BILLY shakes his head, brushes
by him - determ ned.

AHMET slides up next to BILLY in his rags.

AHMET _
CGood rmrning, ny Awrican friend
There wll be trouble if you go this
way. A good Turk always walks to
the right. Left is comunist.
Rght is good. You nust go the

other way...It's good.
More LUMATICS join the flow gesturing or grunting at BILLY.
BILLY STCPS, turns, looks at the rest of them slogging in the

usual direction, looks as if he 'sees' them and he walks out
of the wheel, towards the stairs.



595.

596.

597.

59%
599.

600.

601.

91.
AHMET, curious about his unusual behavior, follows BILLY.

Wh ? AHI‘iETd t [k th

vhy you Q0? Wh on' ou wa e

wheel Wt% us? 4 y.
(suspiciously leaning forward,

suddenly realizing the answer)
Aht The bad "machine doesn't know he"s
a bad nachine. You still don't believe
it? You still don't believe you're a
bad machine?

ANOTHER ANGLE . ARMET stopsat the base of the STAIRS. Bl LLY
carries on up the stairs.

AHMET
(shakes his head)
To know oneself is to know Cod,
friend. The factory knows. That's
why they put you here. You'll see.
&(ou'll find out. Later on - you'll
now.

BILLY stops and turns to look at AHMET. Hs eyes glint wth
special know edge and he takes AMMET into his  confidence using
the latter's tone of voice:

BILLY

| already. know. | know that vyou're
a bad machine. That's why the
factory keeps ywou here.

(I owers S v0|cel)<
You know how I know? | know because
I"'m from the factory. | mnake the
machines.. .I'm here to spy on Yyou.

AHMET's eyes narrow. Surprise. Fear. He shuffles away.

BILLY looks at himand turns up the STARS
CUT:

BILLY in his BED.  The usual UPROAR. THE ATTENDANT cormes
by with the pills, offers a handful to BILLY.

ATTENDANT
(Hop! Hop! Take!)

He takes them puts a few into his mouth, swallows. Reflective,
unsure. A RADIO playing CFF blares suddenly wth the US  Aned
Forces Station - Janis Joplin singing "Take™ another u&ece of
heat now, babyl" - then it‘s swtched back to a TURKISH STATI

loud. Billy Tises.

BILLY enters the TALET wth the PHOTO ALBUWM tightly clutched
under his arm A dark stone room very shadow. Piles of
waste on the floor. A vacant-eyed barefoot LUNATIC shuffles
past BIhLLYfIV\ho goes to one of the four partitioned HOLES -cut
into the oor .



602,

603.

604.

605.

606.

607.

608.

609.
610.

611.

612.

613.

614.

92.

ANOTHER AMGLE - BILLY squats over it and with his filthy | ong
nails he starts to slit open the back binder of the album

Susan gave him  Flickering shadows. He looks up absently.

THREE LWNATIC FACES stare in at him through wooden slats,
tongues hanging out and drooling - playing wth thenselves OFF.

BILLY nmakes a lunatic face and SCREAMS kicking at the partition.

BILLY
Yaaaagaaaaaaaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! !l

THE LUNATICS, petrified, scatter off but ONE LUNATI C skids in
a Putldre of wurine and crashes onto the tile howing.

BILLY slits open the binder to reveal TEN HUNDRED DCLLAR BILLS
with Pictures of "™™x. Franklin' neatly inserted.

ANOTHER AMGLE -~ BILLY has no particular expression on his face.
Reflective, staring at the noney; he I[ooks up.

A LARGE SILHOETTE is nmoving towards him

BILLY just watches, transfixed, not trying to hide the noney.

HAMIDOU comes into a faint light, looking down at him
glances at the noney. Shakes his head gently.

HAMIDOU
(Noldu. Nol du)

Reaches for and:

ANOTHER ANGQLE - HAMIDOU takes the noney from BILLY like candy
from a baby, then takes him by the ear and slowy Ilifts him
up. Billy is like a vegetable in his hands.

HAMIDOU

(in his broken English)
| tell you I see_*%ain...
into  Turkish)

(I take you down to bath - and your
feet be big like....breasts)
(a gesture)

HAMIDOU |eads BILLY roughly out of the lunatic room pulling
him by the ear.

HAMIDOU still Pulling BILLY by the ear, guides him through
the QUARD QUARTERS.

HAMIDOU |eads him up a narrow wnding flight of STARS

_ HAMIDOU _
(First you nake mstake wth Ziat,
now you make mstake wth noney.
You'ré not a new Prisoner, Milyum
Hi -yes.)

The tone of his voice indicates a severe reckoning this tine.
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HAMIDOU pulls BILLY by the ear into a large echoing BATH

BILLY looking, bent over by the ear = a hint of awareness of
the new surroundings.

ANOTHER ANGLE - the BATH i s deserted, Spooky with greenish
Yellow fish light flittering down from holes in the eeiling
around danp ndbssy arches. ~ Steam rises off a bath. Benches,

buckets of water. HAMIDOU swings BILLY around until he is
facing him.

HAMIDOU makes an elaborate gesture of putting aside his falaka
stick and holstered gun; he wll use his hands.

HAMIDOU

(shakes his head)
(You've 'been in prison too |ong,
Vilyum Hi-yes)

He takes that: stiff arm all the way back to its full arc and
WHACKS BILLY wup against the wall.

BILLY bounces back off the wall. The print of Hwmdou's fingers
is inbedded like a flaring white rainbow in the redness of his
| eft cheek. SLAM - a backhanded whack.

BILLY bounces right back from the wall. HAMIDOU steadies him

HAM DOU
(You go crazy here Vilyum H-yes. Mny
people go crazy here. st thing for

crazy people is this...)
THE BLOW in SLOW MOTION, comes sailing into:

BILLY, and we see the brief boxer's distortion of all his
face as he flies upwards and back into:

THE BENCH, smashing it. Echo like jarring FX.

BILLY i s held up by the pyjama, steadied. The Turkish words
seem far away, I|nconprehensible.

HAMIDOU cf'O:F)
(Mlyum H-yes. You die here, Vilyum
Hi - yes)

WHACK ~ ANOTHER BLOW, but:

HAMIDOU this time holds onto the pyjama using BILLY |ike 2
punching bag.

WHACK - A REVERSE BLOW
HAMIDOU increasingly excited.
HAM DOU

(Babba sikijam I fuck vyour nother,
| fuck your sister...)
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WHACK - ANOTHER BLOW i n SLOW MOTION

HAMIDOU
(. ..l fuek your father, I fuck your
brother...)
RIP! ~ a loud SOND as HAMIDOU noves with a blur of speed, and

shreds BILLY's pyjama wth his hands.

BILLY naked, totally passive, sem-conscious. HAM DOU
suddenly shifts position and snaps Billy into a strenuous
westling hold across his knee on the steany floor. He
loosens him up by cracking his bones along his back.

HAMIDOU - sweat pouring off his face, excited.

HAMIDOU

(...And | fuck your grandnother and I
fuck your pretty girlfriend....and |
fuck "you H-yes!)

A bizarre other-wordly scene. This mn is dredging Blly
through a sadistic imagination sparked by the steam the
sweat, and an ethnic 1dentification wth a Turkish steam

bath as a bedroom He loosens his hold abruptly, rises,
nmoves off as:

BILLY holds hinself on his knees, head sunk on his chest,

gaspi n% for breath, about to vomt. Pause; he looks up
horrified at:

HWMDQU pouring fresh buckets of water on the floor. SISSSSSSSS!

The awakened STEAM coils like a snake into every cranny of the
little room

BLURRED VISUALS - HAMIDOU stripping his shirt off. A huge
muscular flash of chest.

A BELT being snapped open.

SILLY  waiting.

A FIGURE noving through the steam closer.

BILLY backing away from it.

STEMM « a glint of a FACE coning throu?h. HAMIDOU - his
eyes so intense they seem to burn off the steam like sun
cutting haze. Then disappear again.

BILLY pulls back. A pause. Silence. Cat and nmouse. Then
very suddenly:

A HAND reaches out of the STEAM and CRABS BILLY by the hair.
A RNT, CF

BILLY, his eyes nmoving fast.
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A FLASH of a huge darkened penis, fully eregt._.uncircuntised
cutting forward into the steamlike a drill, detached from
the rest of the body.

A SOUND - grotesque and so sudden after the silence it jars
the senses.” A BLURRED VISUAL. Then:

BILLY launching forward in SrLow MIION desperation distorting
his features and:

STEAM - then BILLY' S HEAD SLAMS through it in SLOW MOTION and
SMASHES the penis wth its skull. A horrifying GASP.

BLURRED VI SUALS - STEAM . HAMIDCU staggering CLCBE -
surprise, pain...

BI LLY MOVING

A FQOT comng up fast through the steam connecting agafn with
the genitals. Another SCREAM

A BCDY hitting the tiles.
BILLY groping for the falaka stick. FRaises it.

A STRUGGLE - two bodies thrashing, one of them screaming now
In pain. A definitive sound then a THWACK! Anot her THWACK!
The steam seens to clear and

BILLY is on top of the g qﬁntic_HAmDOU smashing him wth
the falaka stick wth all his mght.

HAMIDOU is in contortions, his nose busted and bleeding.

HIS HAND gripping BILLY by the neck, forcing him back and
strangling him af the same time. Billy is Ted in the face,
such is the force of this creature but continues to beat
him harder, harder. Kis expression filled wth a life
energy, seedad in hatred, that he thought he had |ost,
Again, again -

BILLY
(Babba sikijam Hamidou! I fuck
our nother, I fuck your daughter,
%fuck your sons, I fuckour wfel)

The  BAND slips from his throat, then springs up desperately
again and clenches Billy's whole face wth one gi gantb(f @Im
clawng to get in, then” just as quickly slips away: LL
beats on - again, again.

BLOOD flows fast in agitated swrls into the little pool.
ar .
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BILLY opens a door gently, noves across an enpty GCCRRDOR
dressed in Hamdou's large uniform wth his falaka stick

and gun in holster. He |ooks shaken, weak, dizzy -- but
i nt ense.

VO CE (OFF)
(How about a shoeshine, = friend?)

Billy starts, clenches the falaka stick ready to spring, spins.
A LITTLE SHESHNE BOY IS carrvimg his case down the corridor.

BILLY has not seen a child in a long tine. Surprised. Can't
get words out, then manages:

BILLY
(No)

THE KID shrugs, noves on, looking at Billy strangely.

BILLY goes up a flight of STARS. Ahead, VACES passing.
He stops. (Goes on.

BILLY goes through an enpty GJARD QUARTERS.
BILLY is in another QOORRDOR  approaches

A SVALL PCRTAL, daylight at its edges. Locked?
BILLY, tense, tries it. It swngs open on:
DAYLI GHT!

BILLY squints. Adjusting to the harsh sensation.

AN | STANBUL STREET - TRAFFIC, $ouups! TWO GUARDS approaching
the portal in the distance, drinking soda pop.

BILLY steps back, straightens his clothes, steps out briskly
and at such an angle that

THE TWO QURDS don't notice him in the traffic as they enter
the open portal.

LONG SHOT - BILLY walking down the STREET, [ooking back,
al most bew | dered, not quite believing this.

CUT:

TIGHT - RALROD TICKET being stanped. SOUND = SNAP!  MOVE
UP to TICKET CQERK behind a grill.

. VO CE (OFF)
(Edirne to Uzun Kopru?)

The CQERK looks puzzled.
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BILLY is on the other side of the grill. A new jll-fitting

Western style suit, a hat over his dyed black hair; totally

paranoid. " He hasn't slept in three days and the bruises
from the Hamdou beating now show clearly black and blue on

his face. Hs eyes are alert, darting around, his speech
clipped and to the point.

BILLY
(Wat's the natter?)

THE CLEF!'! shrugs.

CLERK
("What are you crazy? There's no
train anynore to Uzun Kopru, it'd
have to go through Geece. The
border's closed.)

BILLY taken by surprise.

. BILLY
(o train?)

'CLERK (OFF)
(No nore train.)

BILLY noves off - a small provincial RALROAD DEPOT - DAY.
He looks at the:

EWTY TRAKS « no ‘'mdnight express'.
CUT:

BILLY, tenser than ever, uses the occasion of buying a
newspaper at an QUIDOCR STAND to study:

THE MAIN SQUARE of the VILLAGE (Edirne) - DAY. SOLDI ERS and
PCLICE are abundant, chattering bustling around amd tanks
and halftracks. Mountains can be seen in the far distance.

BILLY camouflages his face as best he can in the Newspaper -
“Hurriyet" st udyi ng:

CABDRI VERS in the Main Square. Most of them are ol der,
grizzled looking standing next to their old battered dusty
cabs talking wth stray SADERS Blly's eyes settle on”a
YOUNGER DRIVER wi t h longish hair, possibly an ally.

BILLY glances down at his newspaper as a SOADER intersects
and his expression goes stony as he sees:

FULL OOCR prawING (first page) of a ridiculously fierce
heavy-nuscled barechested MAN beating a facsimle of
Hamdou into the ground. Mext to it - a blurry badly
reproduced photograph of BILLY with a superinposed GUN in
his hand. You can't really tell it's him
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BILLY, controlling hinself, ecrumplesup the newspaper into
a baton, his eyes darting every\X?“;ep pBe crossesp I?he square.

ANOTHER ANGLE -~ BILLY, .intersecting a POLICEMAN who g¢lances
at him joins the YONG CRBER VER .

BI LLY

(crisE) . .
(Listen, ave Siedish friends
amping south of the town. | was
supposed to meet them here this
norning but | was late. Can you
take ne there?)

DRIVER looks at him neutral.

DRI VE4
(You know where they are?)

~ BILLY _
(anxious to get in the
cab)
(Sure.)
DRI VER
(How far?)
( B LL)Y
| npat i ent
(About ten kiloneters.)
. DRI VER
(Sixty 1lira)
: BI LdL)Y
surprise
(Sixty?)
Billy eyes:
APPROACHING SCLDI ERS.
BILLY (CFF)

(Ckay.)

TKE DRVER noticing Billy's look at the soldiers, gets in
the cab.

BILLY clinbs _into the back seat, feeling already he has nade
a nmstake. There is something too alert, too hard in this
young  driver.

CUT:

BILLY pov - THE MOUNTAINS, as they roll in the taxi.
FORESTS ~ FIELDS,
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692.  INTERIOR TAXI

BILLY
(Those nount ai ns? Where are they?)

DRIVER
(Greece)

(shakes his head)
Very bad now. Maybe war. Those
eek pigs try to steal Cyprus again)

paus
(How d §/‘ou Ieo)se your friends?)

693.  BILLY leaning back in his seat, casual.

BILLY _
(Ch, | drank a lot of raka last night
in Istanbul. Gt into a fight.)

Indicates the bruises on his face.

694,  DRVER looking at himin the rear view mirror. H's curiosity
narr owi ng.

DRI VER .
(How come you speak Turkish so good?)

695. BILLY casually glances out the w ndow

. BILLY . .
(Dd twenty nonths in prison in
I'stanbul . = Hash)

696. THE DRVER studies BILLY in the rear-view mrror. Then:

DRI VER
(You want to score some? Cheap?)

697.  BILLY looks at him hard. Something's wong wth this nan.

BILLY
(curt)

(HO)
Qutting off further conversation, he looks out at:

698.  THE MOUNTAINS of G eece - with |onging.

699. BILLY stares back at:

700. THE DRVER whose eyes now nove away from the rear-view mrror
under the pressure of the stare. sSourDp OFF - loud nmachinery.
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701 BILLY turning = in rear window, we see a TURKISH HALFTRACK

?ulling alongside the cab, SODERS waving their arns for
he cabdriver to get out of the way.

702.  ANOTHER ANGLE - t he HALFTRACK pulls level. The CABDRI VER
slows down, wth a curse.

703.  BILLY - beads of sweat trickle his brow
704,  THE PERSONNEL CARRER  disinterested, pulls past.

705.  BILLY breathes heavily wth nervous relief.

706. THE CAB pulls up to the end of a dirt road.

707.  BILLY has his MW out, studying it.

. BTLLY o
(The Maritas Rver? Were is it?)

708. ANOTHER ANGLE - the DRVER exasperated, waves southwest.

DRI VER
Two mles! Mnefields over there.
Do you know where this canpground
IS or not?)

BILLY
(Not far. Just a little way.)

DRI VER
(0! I'm not going any furtherl
1t" 11 weck ny car.)

BILLY
(111 pay extra.)

DRI VER
(How much?)

709.  ANOTHER ANGLE - BILLY slips him fifty lira. The DRIVER

takes it, muttering under his breath, jans the cab into
gear.

710, THE CAB follows rutted tracks into low HLLS

711.  INTERIOR CAB - very bunpy.

BILLY
(Were are the mnefields?)
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CONTINUED:

DRI VER
(Al 1 over. Turkish Ay up there.

I't's against the law They shoot us.)

(looks up in the mrror) .
(You sure you looking for your friends,
man?)

BIhLLY

very sharp no

(Okay! ﬁ__etyrre oul% rivg\;bht_ here. I'm
?ettlng tired of all this bullshit
rom you. 1'11 walk it.)

DRI VER
(looks back, then ahead,
suddenly brightening)
(Ah, look! « they probably know where
the canpers are)

BILLY s entire expression changes. |t is all over.

A TANK AND HALFTRAXK are sitting there by the rutted track,
with SOLDIERS. And a little LEANTO with several PQICE
Aso a couple of attack DO on leashes. The Driver honks
his horn on the approach.

ANOTHER AMGLE

. DRI VER .
(Hey officer, we're looking for the
canpgr ound. Do you know where it is?)

ANOTHER ANGLE - TWO POLICEMEN and A SOLDI ER cone sauntering
gverk their collars open, beer bottles in hand, slightly
runk.

POLI CEMAN
(curt)

(You're not supposed to be here)

~_ DRI'VER

(indicates Billy)
(H's a turist, what do you want, he
says he's looking for friends at the
canpgr ound)

FI RST POLICEMAN gl ances at BILLY.

(ca 0 POLICEMAN
round?

9 (shrugs)

(Never heard of one)
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CONTIMUED:

DRI VER .
(Seen any Saedish foreigners in a
canper - bus?)

SECOND PGBICEI\/AN rreglnl\_/\f\i(le_ easesf hi s a|rOI m down on the CPEN
WINDOW, bringing into foreground. The oo th
is open and gexﬂalmg a wave of t?eer breatheover-§I Lrl_rg.u

BILLY POv - BEER FACE - FOOUS PAST him to SODIER at tank

reading “"Hurriyet" . the picture of BILLY on page one, spread
for all to see.

BEER FACE
(Noldu?)

DRVER turning around to address him

DRI VER
(Seen any foreigners in a canper bus?)

TEFE. SQDER circles the cab from the other side.
BILLY motions to the DRVER

BILLY .
(Ckay, they haven't seen him let's
go back to town, it's getting late.)

THE DRVER ignores it. GCalls out again, louder to BEER FACE

_ DRI VER
(Foreignersl KAMPER. VCLKSWAGENI!)

BILLY rigid  This asshole of a driver!

BEER FACE glances at BILLY, pulls his head out the w ndow
Looks down “the road. Takes a sip of beer.

SODER disinterested, noves back towards the tank.
BEER FACE looks in the other direction dow the road, burps.

Very conscious of his authority, shakes his head without
| ooking at the driver. Moves away.

BILLY nudges the DRVER

BILLY
(Ckay, let's go)

THE DRVER inpatiently turns and looks straight at BILLY,
anare of his anxiety.
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CONTINUED:

DRI VER
(I's no Vol kswagen, nan!

wong wth you)
RILLY hardening.
DRVER calling out.

DRIVER

(Hey!)
BEER FACE turns.

DRVER leans out the w ndow

DRI VER

(This guy's fishy

be trying to get

BI LLY | ooks around - fast.

103.

Sonet hi ng

_..I think he night

to QGeece)

BEER FACE starts back lazily, half

POLI CEMAN.

BEER
(Hunh?)

DRI VER

FACE

DRI VER

(I don't know

there's. ..

drunk, wth the OTHER

Hs eyes grow bhig suddenly as he sees the barrel of Hwmdou's
his cheek.

REVQL sticking right in

BILLY all business, very

qui et .

BILLY

(Gt out -- right

BEERFACE advancing | ooks
then crouches as:

THE DRVER gets out the door

now, movel)

puzzl ed,

DRI VER

(H's got a gun!)

BILLY firing sHots off to
front seat, jans the cab
and now shoots off.

di stract
into gear.

thinks he sees sonething,

crouching, vyells.

them has clinbed over the
It stalls! Again he tries,



739.

740.

741.

742.

743.

744.

745.

746.

747.

748.

749.

750.

751.

752.

753.

754,

755.

756.

757.

75%.

759.

760.

104.

THE CAB roars past the roadbl ock.

THE QOPS AND SODER scattered by the shots, now scream at
each other. They run. SHOIS are fired.

BILLY guns the cab down the road, flying.
LODS C DUST trail the cab.

THE TANK starts to roll after it. Full speed. The HALFTRACK
follows, the MEN riding it shouting.

BILLY looks back, then [looking ahead sees something.

POV - a speck in the far distance. Another ROADBLOCK.
BILLY decides, then =

THE CAB swerves right off the road and junps into the gently
rolling FIELD o= the border of the road, pockmarked wth HLLS

THE TURKS come roaring down the road, pointing to the cab.

LOW ANGLE = the TANK makes a flat out stop, gears grinding.
THE GN TURRET swings |eft.

THE CAB in the far distance, at an angle to the tank, starts
running up an incline.

THE TANK FIRES.
POV - SHELL blasts wide of the CAB

BILLY, startled, looks back, guns for the top of the incline.

H S POV - ANOTHER SHELL now blasts to his front right, closer.
Sonething heavy (shrapnel) thuds into the roof of the cab.

BILLY drives all out.

POV - the INCLINE closer, closer, about to make it, then:
A BLAST.

TANK POV - the CAB spinning in the blast of an adjacent
shel | bur st.

BILLY, shaken but unhurt, staggers out of the cab, |ooks:

POV - a wheel blasted away, fuel pissing out from shrapnel
holes, smashed windshield “and fender.
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THE TURKS are comng up the incline now Ilike the Cavalry --
sone on foot running, others or the Halferack. BULLETS
whistle and pop nearby.

BILLY running. He tears off his jacket.

SOLD ERS pass the wecked car, at the top of the incline
shouting, pointing and firing at

BILLY in the distance.

ONE SODER seens lighter than the others and takes off in
a sprint as the OMHERS follow

THE HALFTRACK now crests the incline and gathering full gear
and nomentum roars off down the slope after Billy.

QLCSE BILLY running - sweat all over him In background, the
HALFTRACK and running Fl GRES

BILLY runs into a high dry cornfield wth the sun starting
to set ahead of him In the QGeek nountains.

MOUNTAINS - nmust make those nmountains.

BILLY running all out - eyes fixed on them FX =~ breathing,
ski pping heartbeats.

THE PERSOMNEL CARRI ER bypasses the FAST SALDER who slows
down, panting. Billy has outrun him

OHER SADERS run up in the distance.

BILLY, tireless, obsessed, runs right into a PCOPPY HED
It is a splendid beautiful scarlet red, set off by the
dipping rays of the sun.

HS FEET snashing down the poppy plants. Fast « THUCK!
THUCK! THUCK! THUCK! THUCK! THUCK!

CROSSCUT .the netal TREADS of the Halftrack into the poppy,
mwng down entire rows.

TW SODERS on the PERSONNEL CARRER are waving encouragenent
to the driver inside. They have him

ANOTHER = ANGLE « t he HALFTRACK cl osing the distance on BILLY -
now thirty yards apart.

BILLY looking back, starting to fade. Hige wheezing gasps
of breath.



106.
779.  SQADERS running wup looking at

780. THE HALFTRACK in the distance.
781.  SOADERS yell.

SOLDIERS
g.;iinle)fieldt M nefield! Conme backl
op!
P (no subtitle)

782. BILLY runs out of the PCPPY FIED into a THN FCREST.

783. THE SOLDIERS screamng in the distance, junping up and down
waving for the halftrack to cone back.

784.  LON ANGQE « the HALFTRACK Wi th the waving SOLDI ERS on board
now blasts out of the poppy field at full speed.

785.  BILLY -- he has no chance, " In imediate background is the
fast cl 0si ng HAT.FTRACK.

786. ONE SODER on the HALFTRAK now looking back to the SHOUTS
ofd his comrades. Confused. Turns back about to yell something
and:

787. IIENOEMOUS EXPLOSION! The HALFTRACK disintegrates in a tank
andni ne.

788.  BILLY thrown to the ground by the force of the bhlast, |ooks
back, GASPS!

789. A BURNING WRECKAGE. Black spirals of snoke. Secondary
expl osi ons.

790. BILLY stunbles up. A gash of blood is on his tenple but he
doesn't know it or feel it such is his stress. H runs on,
SHOTS whistling towards him from the poppy field.

791, TWRKISH OFFICER screaming angrily at Billy, cursing, shaking
his fist at the sky.

792. BILLY, in the forest, is totally out of breath and out__of
eyesight of the pursuers. He Stops against a tree, FROG
SOUNDS. The gurgle of water. Middy ground. He looks:

793. THE MARITAS RVER rushing ahead. A strong current.

794, BILLY peels off all his clothing except his pants, —not delayin
one nore nonent. He feels he nust keep going. And he's right:
DOCS are barking CFF.
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A SNARLING ATTAK DOG is tearing through the minefield, fast,
ahead of the others.

BILLY |ooks, sees it.
TH RTY YARDS - the huge DOG comng right at him
BILLY runs for the edge of the bank and plunges in.

THE ATTAK poG sprints up to the edge of the river bank and
without a nonment's hesitation, plunges right in after him

BILLY lashing into the current wth a fierce breast stroke,
IS swept ownstream kicking futilely.

THE DOG, its jaws open and clacking, is also swept down river.
BILLY going wunder, comng back up - fighting, still fighting.
THE DOG struggling sails past as

BILLY hauls hinself out of the river, going in a circle,
dizzy. Falls. Sruggles up again. Looks back. Must keep
goi ng. Must.

THE BASE OF A MOUNTAI® - hilly, rugged.

BILLY runs, drags, runs again. Be is a lamentable sight -
naked except for ripped Wet pants, Dbarefoot, bl eeding,
nuddied. Dimly he nakes out:

A FARMHCUSE - TWLIGHT. Some ~cows, goats, chickens. nwo
sign of people.

BILLY staggers towards it. \ears something. A rooting SOUND
stops. Sonmething famliar about it.

A FAaMILY CGF PIGS snort and root in the mud, little piglets
running around.

BILLY staggers towards them mttering to hinself.

BILLY
Pigs....pigs....

Then yells in the recognition of it,

BI LLY
PIGS! You...beautiful...
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BILLY falls to his knees in the confined pen;, the pigs run
around squealing. Trying to reach out for one of tRem he
falls face first into the nud and lies there. Pause. A
wooden DOR squeaks open CFF.  BILLY slowy turns his nuddy
eyes over his shoul der.

BILLY PO/ - TW SADERS,  khaki-colored uniforns, helnets,
olive faces, nustaches, approach cautiously from the farm
house, rifles ready. Followng them is an QD FARVER
Further behind in the doorway is his WFE and CHLDREN

BILLY muttering to hinself, in Turkish.

BILLY

THE SODERS approach close, stand above this strange figure,
look at each other.

: SOLDI ER
TI Leei
(What's he sayi ng?)

~ 2ND SOLDIER
Mou fainetai san Toupki ka
(It sounded [like Turkish)

BILLY wth dinmng strength.

BILLY
Gfeece?....Greece?....

THE FARMER wunderstands, mnakes a vigorous nod of his head.

FARMER
Malises...ELLADAI
(Ah! "Yes.,. GREECE!)
BILLY CUT:

A CAR DOOR SLAMS SHUT - and BILLY, his noverents still weak,
moves a few steps from the car and stops. SUBTI TLE:

QCTGBER 24, 1975 = BABYLON, LONG ISLAND

Framng Billy are SUSAN and his FATHER both silent.
They look wth him at

HS MOTHEPR, SISTER BROTHER, UNCLE, AUNT, SISTER-IN-LAW,
FAMILY FRIEND - AND GRANDMOTHER, all on the porch of the
ordi nary house in BABYLON, LONG ISLAND - DAY; all of them
returning his gaze in that first SILENT nonent. Curiosity.
Recogni tion. hock. Love.
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CONTI NUED:

And then they nove. But we don't hear their novements. |t
Is SONDLESS reunion; the S STER running out first in SLON
MOTION, the MIHER following last, crying; the GRANDMOTEER,
too infirm to nove, shaki ng her head from side to side in
ﬁLOWfMOTION, her tears | ost somewhere in the wrinkles Of

er face.

BILLY surrounded by FaMILY - SLOW MOTIOM - SOUMDLESS. His
eyes flooding. Al the feelings in him And deep inside -
a solitary question.

EPILOGE BLAK SCREEN - SUPER MPCBE

THE GCHARACTER NAMED BELL IS STILL INSIDE AS
ARE:

(RLL THE LIST CF NAMES)

And OER this, the SOMND of a PASSING TRAN rushing by in
the night - UP, PAST, AND AWY.

(Getchms Olsun)

THE EBED



