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BLACK SCREEN

TEX

I’ve really got a bad feeling about this.

(Title)

AUSTRALIAN VOICE

Things could get worser...
TEX

Huh?

Gun shots fire.

AUSTRALIAN VOICE

...Things can always get worser.

FLASH TO:

EXT NEW SAN FRANCISCO

The sun is setting on the horizon. There is no traffic on the streets at this time of day. It’s been like that ever since the FDA said the UV radiation from the sun was worse than smoking a pack of cigarettes a day. They made the country pull a time switch. The banks still opened at nine o’clock, but it was nine o’clock at night. 

In just a little while, cars and speeders would probably be flooding the streets.

EXT DOLE MEMORIAL HOSPITAL

The hospital is actually a skyscraper. It stretches hundreds of feet in the air to join its neighbors in the upper city. Through a window, we can see a fedora hung on hook.

INT DOLE MEMORIAL HOSPITAL ROOM

TEX MURPHY lies on a bed with the right side of his face bandaged. His left eye opens wide. Thoughts of the previous night flash before his mind in fragments. A gun. A speeder. A man. Blood. Noise. A very bright light turns on above Tex’s head. He doesn’t react. Two DOCTORS walk in and Tex snaps his eye shut.

INT. OPERATING THEATER

The hi-fluorescent lights in the low ceiling make the room a sterile kind of white. That is, except for one flickering tube. All of the chairs above the table for observers are empty. A small rat ducks out of view. Tex is on the table with only the two doctors and one nurse working on him. 

He has no bandages on his face now, revealing a blue, red, and purple bloated mess on his right side. The doctors work on Tex’s face with a small flashing device until the hole in his face is filled, leaving only a large bruise on his face. 

An “air-conditioner hum” fills the background. The seats in the operating theater remain just as empty as they were before.

INT. TEX’S HOSPITAL ROOM

Tex is propped against a pillow on his bed. The two doctors are at the foot of his bed.

TEX

Where am I? I thought I was dead.

DOCTOR 1

You’re in the Dole Memorial Hospital in San Francisco, Mr. Murphy. And, although you were very CLOSE to dying, you are alive and kicking now, you can see. We were able to get to you in time.

TEX

Get to me? From where? How did I get here?

DOCTOR 2

A speeder came by approximately 54 hours ago. Witnesses say that you were thrown from it while it was moving at least 35 kilometers per hour. You, and your... companion.

TEX

Companion? ...Oh my - Chelsee.

INT. CHELSEE’S HOSPITAL ROOM

Even darker & smaller than Tex’s room, Chelsee’s room seems to be lost of hope. CHELSEE lies on the bed unconscious. She is hooked up to only the necessary machines like the breathing mechanism. Not even an EKG is hooked up. Tex and the doctors stand close to the door. Bandages and the breathing apparatus hide Chelsea's face.

TEX

What’s the word, doc?

DOC 2

You must understand, Mr. Murphy. She came to us in worse condition than you were. We are doing everything in our power.

TEX

Will she make it?

DOC 1

We can only speculate...to the possi-bilities, Mr. Murphy.

TEX

How did this happen? My memory is -

Tex sees the bullets firing.

TEX (CONT’D)

 - sketchy at best.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM

Like in old cop movies, there is one light hanging from the ceiling. It makes the smoke from Tex’s cigarette glow eerily. Tex sits in a folding chair waiting for the cop to come in. The door swings open and MAC MALDEN walks in like a man on a mission. His pudgy frame waddles over to the table and he puts his hands on the table.

MAC

I don’t know how many times I gotta say it...get up, Murphy. 

Tex stands up; Mac grabs the chair and smashes the hanging light with it. The light lands in the corner of the room. The only light now is from the small window in the door, casting the shadow of Mac’s head across the small room.

MAC (CONT’D)

I’ve told them a thousand times, that’s how many. I can’t see anything with that two-watt piece of shit. Well? GIMME SOME LIGHT IN HERE YOU SORRY BUNCHA GODDAMNED INGRATES!!! 

The walls light up with energy. It’s like the hospital light, but with a yellow tinge. Crud on the walls is visible from the light behind it.

MAC (CONT’D)

Hiya, Tex. Have a seat. 

Tex picks up and unfolds the chair and sits down next to the table. 

MAC (CONT’D)

So, can we start with you telling me what this is all about?

TEX

(Glaring)
I just woke up two and a half days after I was shot in the head. I just found out that Chelsee has little to no chance of surviving her stay in the hospital. Why are you asking ME what’s going on? I know about as much as you do. Maybe less, like I told Bugs & Daffy over at the hospital, my memory is a bit lacking. Just flashes. Not real memories.

Tex now remembers the Australian’s final words. “Things can always get worser.” How strange that he would say “worser.” 

MAC

I can see how things might be, uh...ah, kinda difficult here. We known each other for years now. And nothing, uh, this BAD has ever happened before. Usually it was just you screwin’ up, y’know, bad PI work and all that, but this is not the same as before. Listen, Tex, you got my full cooperation on this one. Let’s, uh, forego the interrogation for now. I expect YOUR cooperation in return though, OK? I think this one is gonna be a big case, we might call in the Feds on it. No motive, no Modus Operandi, no murder...I mean, uh, no weapon at this point. Go home and get some rest, Tex. You could probably use it. You look like you do. I’ll call ya if I need anything.

EXT. TEX’S HOTEL

Tex, in a rumpled suit, looks over at Chelsea’s newsstand. The sign that says, “CHELSEE’S NEWSSTAND” is swinging in the breeze. All locked up and not another person on the street. He walks into the spot where his speeder is usually parked. Reality melts into his mind...

-------------------------------FLASHBACK------------------------------

EXT. RESTAURANT PARKING LOT

Tex is sitting on the ground with his head in his hands. Chelsee is standing next to him looking only a little worried. A heat grate on the street lets off some steam.

TEX

Oh, jeez! I can’t believe it. Nothing’s working out for me, is it? That was a CLASSIC...

CHELSEE

Tex, let’s call the police. They can probably track your speeder down in no time.

TEX

Oh, yeah. I’m sure Mac’ll just be ACHING to help me out.

A speeder lands near the couple on the other side of the steam.

AUSTRALIAN VOICE

Hey, mate! This spot taken?

The steam finally dissipates and Tex and Chelsee can see the speeder. The speeder door is open and a figure hidden in the shadows is in the driver’s seat. The outline of a hat is visible on his head.

TEX

(loudly)

Hell no! If you want it take it.

CHELSEE

I’m sorry. Our speeder was just stolen.

AUSTRALIAN

Ah, bummer. You guys want a lift to the cop shop?

TEX

(sarcastic)

No thanks, I think I’ll just wallow in self-pity for a while.

CHELSEE

Sure, we’d love one.

---------------------------END OF FLASHBACK---------------------------

EXT. RITZ HOTEL

Tex sits in his old parking spot staring at the low moon. The Ritz is very run-down hotel in the mutant sector of New SF. It’s the only place Tex can afford though, so it’s home to him. Too tired to climb the fire escape to his office, he walks in through the front door.

INT RITZ HOTEL LOBBY

MILO, the hotel manager, is sitting behind the desk, as usual...with a girlie mag, as usual. He’s a real sleazeball. Balding and fat with a sweaty, greasy white T-shirt on.

An empty snack machine lies in wait next to the counter. Empty, that is, except for a moldy, crusty old sandwich. From the lobby’s old furniture across the room, you’d think that Milo used to be a garbage man. There’s furniture in here that should be in a museum if it weren’t so dirty and worn out.

Needless to say, it’s not a typical hotel lobby. It’s not even up to Super 8 standards.

MILO

Hey, Murphy! You finally back from your date with Chel-SEEEE?...you dog. Man, if I coulda –

Tex punches Milo in the nose, flooding the countertop with blood. Milo falls down and tries to stop the blood.

MILO

You bastard! You’re asking for an evic-tion, ain’t’cha?!

TEX

I’m the only one who stays here, Milo. You aren’t going to evict ME. 

Tex leaves the lobby and climbs the stairs to his room.

MILO

I’ll call the cops you sonuvabitch! Don’t think I won’t!

INT. TEX’S ROOM

Tex walks in and puts his coat over the back of a chair. As he loosens his tie, Tex dances out the steps that are painted on the floor. This apartment used to be a dance instructor’s studio. 

-------------------------------FLASHBACK------------------------------

INT TEX’S ROOM

Tex and Chelsee are in each other’s arms dancing on the black steps on the floor. Old ballad music plays off of Tex’s ancient sound system (a.k.a. phonograph).

TEX

1, 2, 3, 1, 2, 3. See? This is easy.

CHELSEE

Yeah, pretty easy if you’ve lived in a dance studio ever since you opened your little detective agency.

TEX

Little?

Tex and Chelsee forget about which steps they’re dancing and just dance.

---------------------------END OF FLASHBACK---------------------------

INT TEX’S ROOM

Various photos from Tex’s life stare at him from the shelf. Tex's 21st birthday in his college dorm room. He didn’t drink back then. A black and white picture of his old house rests among the sea of memories. Probably deserted by now. His ex-wife Sylvia. It would actually be a good picture if it weren’t for the mustache and beard drawn on it. And the horns and pitchfork; those could probably go.

The clock on Tex’s bedstand says 4:07 AM – pretty late. He had spent the whole night at the police station in that damned room. He rifles through his cupboards looking for nothing in particular.

Searching without hope or reason. He finds a can of two-year-old dog food. Petchow Meaty Chunks. It expired on 2/15/41. Tex shuts his eyes and flings the can through a window, spraying glass all over the street. He rips the drawer that he found the can in out, throwing its contents all over his bedroom floor.

Tex hits all of the accusing pictures off of the bookcase. He runs and pounds his heel into the head of the toy horse with the smiling face. It bobbles up and down for a few moments with its dented face still smiling bright.

INT. TEX’S OFFICE

Tex sits down in his chair. He opens the top-right drawer of his desk and puts a shot glass on his desk. He glances at the dartboard he made of his ex-wife’s picture hanging by the door on the opposite wall. He opens the bottom-left drawer at the same time.

He grabs for a bottle of bourbon, but he gets nothing but air. Tex looks down to see an envelope. He picks it up, examines it, opens it with his little finger, and removes a “Get Well” card. On the inside it reads:



“Dear Tex –



     We meet again, monsieur. If you’re reading this I assume that I’m still a great marksman. I told you then, things could get worser. I could have shot you both dead on the spot. That would be easy. We’ll be in touch.”

Tex reads the message with wide, quivering eyes. The French National Anthem plays in the background.

INT. MAC MALDEN’S OFFICE

Mac is yelling over the intercom in his cramped office. He liked it better when he was a lieutenant.

BALLISTICS (O.S.)
There’s nothing I can tell you about a weapon, sir. We don’t have a bullet or a complete trajectory.

MAC

What about the victims? Wasn’t there any evidence there?

BALLISTICS (O.S.)

No, sir. The entrance and exit wounds were more or less clean. Each one was perfectly circular, no tearing or anything. It looks like some heavy equipment was used here. Also - 

The phone rings, interrupting him mid-sentence.
MAC

Ah, shit. We’ll talk later, I got a call.

Mac switches lines.

MAC (CONT’D)

Yeah, Malden here.

TEX

Mac?

MAC

Tex.

TEX

I need your help, Mac. I’ve got something.

INT. FORENSICS LABORATORY

The card sits in a baggie on the counter with an evidence tag attached to it. The room is rather dirty for an analyzation lab. Too dark as well. Tex, Mac, and FORENSICS are outside the door. 

A rat much like the one from the operation theater lurks in the corner chewing on a piece of who-knows-what.

INT. STATION HALLWAY

The three men stand askew, that is, the cops are on one side and Tex faces the both of them. Hardly any police walk the halls. 

TEX

I found it in my desk at home, where my bourbon usually is. In a locked drawer.

MAC

So, this guy got inside your house. We’ll get some guys over there right away to check for prints and all that. (To Forensics) You hear me? I want every available officer on this one.

TEX

Wait – before that, I want some information from you.

MAC

I hope you don’t want to get involved in this. This is-

TEX

I am “involved.”

MAC

-too big for you.

TEX

I was involved this morning.

MAC

Too big for ANY-

TEX

I was involved the night this all happened.

MAC

- HACK P.I.!

TEX

I am sure as HELL involved now!

Tex remains calm but stern through that exchange. Mac, on the other hand, turns red with anger because of Tex’s stubbornness.

MAC

(Sigh) You aren’t gonna just let us handle it?

Tex shakes his head no.

MAC (CONT’D)

Come on. Maybe I can get rid of you this way.

EXT. HIGHWAY

The streets aren’t very busy with the sun coming up over the horizon. Two police car speeders cruise to Tex’s Hotel.

INT. POLICE SPEEDER

A silent driver takes Mac (in the passenger seat) and Tex (in the back) on their trip. The divider is up in the middle of the car. Even if the cop and Mac were talking, he wouldn’t hear them unless one of them hit the speaker key. Mac turns the speaker on.

MAC

The car was a black, ’43 Pontiac. New. We’re checking every dealer within ten miles for it. Every junkyard and every street corner. No plates though. A hundred of those cars might’ve been sold in the past week. It’ll take a while.

EXT. TEX’S HOTEL

The two speeders park in Tex’s old spot. The officers get out and enter the hotel, but not before noting the glass all over the street and sidewalk.

INT. TEX’S ROOM

The officers swarm from the door in all directions taking pictures, scanning for fingerprints, and writing down notes. Tex hasn’t bothered to clean up the mess he made.

MAC

Murphy, if there’s anything in here they’ll find it.

He sees the mess.

MAC (CONT’D)

Jesus, what happened in here?

TEX

I did.

MAC

You did this? Why’d you tear apart your own apartment?

Tex doesn’t answer.

MAC (CONT’D)

Anyway, about the card. There are a few questions I have.

TEX

Go on.

MAC

Yeah, uh, why’d this guy call you “Monsieur?”

TEX

I don’t know. 

A memory enters Tex’s mind showing a floating billboard. It has video clips of the Eiffel Tower and it’s playing the French National Anthem. 

TEX (CONT’D)

I don’t know.
MAC

OK. It mentioned him STILL being a great marksman. Have you ever known anybody who was good with a gun? Military or government maybe?
TEX

(immediately)

No. Not outside of a case.

Tex glances towards his desk. The gunshots ring in his ears again.

TEX (CONT’D)

Not that I recall, anyway.

MAC

The note also says -

TEX

I don’t know anything about that card! I asked for YOUR help. I don’t know anything about it.

Mac puts his pen away.

MAC

Then I don’t know what to tell you. Just let my guys do their thing. I hope we’ll have some answers then.

TEX

So, basically, I have the model and make of the car and that note.

MAC

Yup.

TEX

Hell.

INT. BREW & STEW

LOUIE, a disfigured mutant of the area, is cleaning glasses behind the counter. This is his establishment. He sees a crumb on the counter, leans down really close to it, and flicks it off with his index finger like it was a magic trick. He giggles to himself. 

Tex and Chelsee are sitting in a booth near the window watching the rain pour down. They each have a drink in their hand. Tex has his standard bourbon and Chelsee with a diet Coke. Louie stands behind the counter and talks to Rook who is sitting on a stool.

CHELSEE

I’m turning 30 tomorrow, did you know that?

TEX

Well, Happy Birthday. Y’know, I was just thinking how you don’t look a day over 25.

CHELSEE

You liar. I don’t know, I’ve just been feeling very stuck lately. I don’t remember the last time I was surprised by anything. Can you?

TEX

Well, last time I was surprised was by you. Well, you know what I mean. I mean I’m just surprised that we’ve been able to stay such good friends.

CHELSEE

I’ve been thinking of moving...maybe Phoenix. I’ve got an old college friend down there and she says it’s nice. I think the change might do me some good. What do you think?

TEX

I think you’d love it down there ‘cause there’s square dancin’ and ten-gallon hats and armadillo huntin’ –

CHELSEE

And macho yokel names like “Tex.”

Tex raises his drink in a touché gesture.

CHELSEE (CONT’D)

So what do you think? Should I go or not?

TEX

It’s kind of dangerous down there. At least you’ve got friends here to look out for you.

CHELSEE

It’s dangerous everywhere.

She looks out the window through the blinds.

CHELSEE (CONT’D)

I think the rain is letting up. I’m going home.

TEX

Got a hot date?

CHELSEE

Yeah, Cary Grant and a pint of Hagen-Daas. Bye, Tex.

Chelsee gets up and leaves.

---------------------------END OF FLASHBACK---------------------------

The door opens and the bell jingles. Chelsee walks past Tex on her way out. Murphy turns to look at her, finally enters, and looks at the empty booth. The neon sign outside flickers on and off.

LOUIE

Hiya, Moiyph! (Moiyph : Murphy :: coiytenly : certainly)

TEX

How are ya, Louie?

LOUIE

Can’t complain, I guess. How you doin’? You haven’t been in town for a few days. Same with Chelsee. You guys go on a little trip?

TEX

No, not a trip. I was in town alright. 
He leans closer. 
TEX (CONT’D)

Chelsee’s in trouble, Lou. She’s hurt real bad.

LOUIE

(stunned) 

Wh – whaddya mean, Moiyph?

TEX

A couple of days ago Chelsee and I went out for dinner. We left the restaurant and my speeder was gone. Some guy said he could take us home. I don’t remember anything after that. I woke up in the hospital real early today. See this? 

He points to the bruise on his face.

TEX (CONT’D)

That’s what’s left of the extra hole in my head. Chelsee’s worse, not awake or anything. I think the bullet hit her brain or somethin’. She’s really hurt. This guy-

He remembers the gun swinging around from the driver’s seat without warning and firing twice. He can see the bullet leave the chamber and come within millimeters of his face before his memory goes black.

TEX (CONT’D)

- He just turned around and shot us both, point blank, Lou.

LOUIE

Oh, jeez. Is she gonna be OK?

TEX

I, uh – I don’t think so. Lou, I don’t think anything is gonna be OK.

LOUIE

Oh, jeez –

He removes his little white hat.

LOUIE (CONT’D)

If there’s anything I can do, Moiyph, ta get ya tru dis...y’know.

TEX

There is something else. The speeder that picked us up. A black, ’43 Pontiac - new. You seen it around here at all? I think this guy might be stakin’ out my house. Y’see, he’s already been inside.

LOUIE

Well, three or four days ago there was a black speeder across the street from your house. I don’t know if it was a Pontiac, but it coulda been a ’43. It looked pretty new.

TEX

Thanks, Lou. Gimme a bourbon, neat.

He remembers that night again. “Things could get worser.” “Let’s call the police.”

TEX

No, nevermind, I probably shouldn’t. Thanks again.

Tex gets up and leaves, ringing the chime on the door.

INT ROOK’S PAWNSHOP

An electronic chime sounds when Tex opens the door. ROOK, the short Irish man behind the counter sees the mark on Tex’s face and laughs. The shelves are filled with items from before World War Terminus.

ROOK

AH HA HA! Somebody finally gave ya what ya deserve, eh, Murphy?

Tex puts his hands on the counter and stares at Rook, trying to contain himself.

ROOK (CONT’D)

Boy, Murphy, get a sense o’ humor. I was just commenting on how it looks as though someone beat your noggin in with a baseball bat.

TEX

It was a gun. I got shot.

ROOK

In the face? Good God.

TEX

So did Chelsee.

All of the emotion drains from Rook’s face when he hears this.

TEX (CONT’D)

She’s gonna die. I’m trying to find the guy who did it. Now – have you seen a new black speeder around here?

ROOK

She’s dyin’?

TEX

ROOK! Listen, Rook! The speeder, have you seen it?

Rook says nothing.

TEX (CONT’D)

It was parked right in front of your place fer chrissakes!

ROOK

Yeah, I saw it. A couple of days ago and again yesterday. I didn’t think nothin’ of it, so I didn’t really look at the guy. The only thing that seemed out of place was why would a person with enough money to buy that speeder want to come to THIS neighborhood?

TEX

He was here yesterday.

He starts to leave then looks up.

TEX (CONT’D)

Is that a security camera?

INT ROOK’S BACKROOM

The lights are off so Tex and Rook can see the monitor that’s hooked up to the camera.

ROOK

Here’s yesterday. See the speeder out front?

TEX

Go back further. I want to see him get out.

Rook rewinds the tape some more.

ROOK

There. It’s landing – 

TEX

The door opens and –

A person in a cowboy hat and boots gets out and walks across the street. He facing the other direction, so we can’t see his face.

ROOK

Damn! Can’t see his face. He’s heading over to the hotel though.

TEX

Milo should’ve seen him come in. Fast forward to him coming back.

The image on screen turns back to the speeder just in time to see a person ducking behind the other side of the car, not showing his face. The door opens and the speeder takes off.

TEX (CONT’D)

Dammit, just missed him, he must’ve seen the camera. Is there a frame you can zoom in on where you CAN see his face?

ROOK

I don’t know how to use this thing. I just got it a couple of weeks ago. Besides the record button, I don’t know what to do. Why don’t you give it to the cops?

TEX

No, Mac’ll put it in evidence for a few years before letting me see it. I need to do this on my own. The police will just get in the way.

ROOK

Alright, Murphy. I’ll work on it. For Chelsee.

EXT ROOK’S PAWNSHOP

Tex exits and stands where the black speeder used to be parked. He looks up at the sky very sadly. He remembers part of a conversation they had that night.

TEX

(in memory)

I feel kinda weird about this. Something’s not right. Like déjà vu or something.

CHELSEE

(in memory)

Shhh...Tex, please. Relax.

AUSTRALIAN

(in memory)

Somethin’ wrong, mate? Don’t worry, things could get worser.

------------------------------FLASHBACK-------------------------------

INT SPEEDER

Tex and Chelsee are in the back seat. A man with a 10-gallon hat on, the AUSTRALIAN, is driving. Tex looks out the window and fidgets. An electronic floating billboard is outside playing the French National Anthem and it shows the Eiffel Tower on the screen.

TEX

Something’s wrong...

AUSTRALIAN

What’s that?

TEX

I feel kinda weird about this. Something’s not right. Like déjà vu or something.

CHELSEE

Shhh...Tex, please. Relax.

AUSTRALIAN

Somethin’ wrong, mate? Don’t worry, things could get worser.

TEX

Huh?

The Australian turns around quickly and shoots them both.

AUSTRALIAN

Things can always get worser.

---------------------------END OF FLASHBACK---------------------------

EXT ROOK’S PAWNSHOP / STREET

Tex is still standing in the same spot looking at the sky wondering where that guy could be. He snaps out of his flashback and rubs his head with his hand. 

It starts to sprinkle so Tex puts his hat on and starts off to the hotel. As the rain picks up, so does Tex’s speed. The only rain in this part of the city was acid rain. Just as Tex runs through the door to the hotel the sky lets loose with buckets of rain.

INT RITZ HOTEL

Milo is behind the counter a newspaper with a Playboy behind it. He sees Tex approaching the counter and moves towards the back room.

MILO

I’ll call the cops if you touch me again, I swear to god!

He closes the door to his small office. Tex walks to the desk and rings the service bell. There isn’t any reaction from Milo in the office. Tex rings the bell again, still nothing. He picks up the bell and throws it at the door, making a huge racket.

MILO

(from the office)

What do you want, Murphy?

TEX

Come on out, Milo. I’m not gonna hurt you.

The door opens to let Milo take a peek. After seeming sure of himself, he goes to the counter.

TEX (CONT’D)

I want to know who stopped by yesterday. An Australian guy, maybe French.

MILO

I ain’t seen nobody.

Tex pulls out a bill.

TEX

Maybe Mr. Clinton can jog your memory.

Milo snatches the money from Tex’s hand.

MILO

Yeah, I saw a guy. Austrian or whatever. He wanted a room on the top floor.

TEX

Same as mine.

MILO

Right. So like I sez, he wanted a room up by yours. I told him we was all booked up with reservations.

TEX

All the keys are on the rack, Milo. Why didn’t you give him a room?

MILO

I didn’t like the looks of him. Too...squeaky clean. Looked like trouble to me.

TEX

Do you know where he went after that?

MILO

What am I a fuckin’ mindreader? He just went out the same way he came in.

INT TEX’S OFFICE

Tex sits at his desk with a deck of cards. He’s dealing out a game of blackjack to two imaginary players. The window is open, but there isn’t any breeze. 

The only light in the room comes from Tex’s desk lamp, with exception to the occasional speeder flying past the windows.

TEX

Alright, fellas...What’s it gonna be? Place your bets and place ‘em quick. A queen up for the gentleman in the tux. Five up for the lady in blue. Dealer shows a jack. The gentleman will stay, the lady hits. Dealer hits.

He puts down a seven.

TEX (CONT’D)

Lucky number seven.

The phone rings, interrupting his game. Tex leans over and hits the button on his Vid-Phone. Doctor #1 flickers onto the screen and light floods Tex’s face.

DOCTOR #1

Mr. Murphy? It’s about Ms. Bando. She –

Tex turns the phone off.

TEX

Dealer hits again.

He throws down a queen.

TEX

Dealer busts.

INT CHELSEE’S HOSPITAL ROOM

Her room has already been cleaned out.  New sheets and pillowcases are on the bed. Doctor #1 stands at the window looking out at the city. Now that it’s nighttime, the streets and the upper city are flooded with thousands of speeders.

Tex shows up at the door in his standard trenchcoat and fedora. He looks a lot like Humphrey Bogart like that. It looks like he’s treating this like a case now.

TEX

What happened – exactly?

The doctor spins around in surprise.

DOC 1

Oh, Mr. Murphy. First of all, let me express my sorrow –

TEX

Skip it. I don’t want your grief, I want your expertise. What happened?

DOC 1

The oxhibitor region of her frontal lobe suffered from lack of oxygen as well as serious infection and berialtol build up. The bullet had taken out a rather vital part of the brain. Eventually, she simply lost the strength. Please believe me, we tried everything. Nothing could have saved her.

TEX

I should have known it was him. That would’ve saved her.

INT HOSPITAL LOBBY

Only a few doctors and visitors walk through the lobby. The real action is in the ER, which is clear as two ambulances rush towards the hospital.

Tex is using a pay-vid-phone. He pops in three quarters, dials a number, and waits for someone on the other end to pick up. As Tex waits he looks through the doors to the ER and sees a bloodied up woman, probably a product of a speeder wreck.

Tex sees her as Chelsee with the back of her head blown out, letting brain matter ooze out. He winces and snaps back to reality as the screen on the phone flashes on.

MAC

Yeah? Oh, it’s you.

TEX

Anywhere with that note yet?

MAC

Not so far. There weren’t any fingerprints and no DNA on the paper besides yours and a few cops. It’s in the machine right now. 

INT MAC MALDEN’S OFFICE

Mac shoves an envelope into a shredder underneath his desk. It comes out the other end and the words “Get Well” are in strips, but still readable.

MAC(CONT’D)

It’ll just take a while before we trip over somethin’. What about you? Have you gotten any leads yet?

TEX

A few. Just some people in the neighbor-hood who may or may not have seen some-thing.

MAC

Yeah? Like who?

TEX

Like nobody you should care about. Just people. Everyone saw SOMETHING. I just haven’t pieced it all together yet. I’m working on it.

MAC

Right. Well, I’ll call you if I get anything here. Remember, it works both ways.

TEX

Yeah.

Tex hangs up quickly.

INT TEX’S OFFICE

Tex is at his desk thinking about the situation and everything that has happened. A speeder passing overhead momentarily throws light into the room.

Tex opens the middle right drawer in his desk and pulls out the only thing inside: a small binder of photographs. He flips through the photos. They’re all of him in the past. There’s one of him at a sibling’s birthday party. Him getting on a bus. A picture of Tex in a military uniform, near the end of WWT. Tex stares at this picture for a while before turning onto the next. More random photos. The Army was not good to him. The last page of the book holds a newspaper clipping with the headline “SCHMIDT ASSASSINATED – Authorities search for an answer.”

Tex gets up and walks to the window. An air bubble in his water tank explodes, startling him. He looks out of the window across the street. There’s a black speeder parked on the rooftop of the old abandoned party store. There is a man in a cowboy hat facing the other direction. The man raises his hand to the side and sticks his thumb and forefinger out, making a gun shape.

Tex can’t decide if this is another hallucination or not. The man across the street clicks his thumb, shooting his “gun.” Tex runs from the window in a blaze.

INT TEX’S BEDROOM

Tex bursts through the door and runs to his closet. Hidden behind all of the trenchcoats and appliance boxes is a toolbox. Tex grabs it and throws it on the bed. He flips through his keys looking for the right one. His quick, shaking hands try to unlock the box and, finally, he does.

Inside the toolbox there is a snubnose .45 revolver. Tex hadn’t used it...ever. He hopes it’s loaded and runs out the door with the gun in his hands.

EXT TEX’S STREET

Tex runs down the fire escape and across the street. He rams the door of the abandoned building twice before it breaks down.

INT RUSTY’S PARTY STORE

The lights are out, but an ultraviolet light turns on when Tex steps inside. On the floor there is a glowing line of orange paint that is lit up by the UV light. It leads to the back wall and stops.

Tex moves very slowly inside the building with his gun pointing at the dark corners of the room. The man could be anywhere. He reaches the far wall where the line stops. He doesn’t know what to do, so as he steps back to look at the wall, Tex triggers a small switch on the floor. The switch opens up the wall. This startles Tex and he shoots two bullets into the secret room. Nobody’s there.

INT SECRET ROOM

Off to his left, Tex sees a ladder. He looks at the roof hatch high above his head for a moment before starting up the ladder.

EXT RUSTY’S ROOFTOP

The hatch swings open and Tex pokes his head up through it with his gun. He sees the black speeder at the other end of the roof. Tex climbs out of the hatch and runs to the speeder. When he gets close enough the speeder takes off.

TEX

No! Noooo! You bastard! You killed her!

Tex fires the remaining four bullets at the speeder. They mostly hit it, but nothing really happens.

INT TEX’S OFFICE

Tex hurries over to the Vid-Phone and dials up Mac.

MAC

Yeah?

TEX

Mac, I just saw him. He was over on top of Rusty’s Funhouse across the street.

MAC

You’re sure? Is he still there?

TEX

No, no, he’s gone now, but he was there!

MAC

He’s gone?!

TEX

...Yeah.

MAC

Did he do anything to you?

TEX

No. No I ran over there and –

MAC

You were already over there?

TEX

I – I ran over and I –

MAC

Goddammit! You are officially FUCKING with a department case, Murphy! You’re lucky I don’t nail your ass with everything I’ve got. Christ, we could’ve had him. There will be a squad car there in fifteen minutes, and YOU will be there for questioning. You should’ve let us take care of it, Murphy.

EXT. RUSTY’S ROOFTOP

Tex walks over to where the black speeder was parked from the hatch, kicking gravel along the way. He looks over to the cityscape while he waits for the police – then something catches his eye.

Footprints.

They lead from the landing spot to a vent on the roof. Tex looks and listens for the police sirens. He can’t hear anything, so he creeps up on the footprints. There is a small envelope with “Tex” written on it. Tex picks it up and looks at it intently.

------------------------------FLASHBACK-------------------------------

Tex has a memory about holding a similar envelope somewhere else. Bullets and shattering glass. A familiar Australian voice uttering a warning. A view through a sniper scope and a red laser sight shining in Tex’s eyes. The sound of a powerful engine roars to life.

INT ARMY BARRACKS

The engine noise is coming from a huge APC outside the window. This is a standard military barracks. The triple-layered bunk cots are only a few feet apart. A young Tex Murphy is laying down on the middle bunk reading a magazine, Boyd’s Life, all alone in the huge room. A picture of a huge, mutant fish is on the cover. Some pictures, the same from his future office, are tacked up on the higher bunk.

The picture of his mom and dad comes loose and falls underneath the stacked cots.

TEX

For the love of Pete.

Tex hops down to the floor and ducks down to see under the cots. The picture is there, but it’s stuck in the wall vent - too far back to reach. He scurries under the cot to get the picture.

A MAN walks in the room cautiously. He checks if it’s all clear. It appears to be so he signals to others in the hall. Four other GUYS walk in, one of them being the Australian. He speaks with an American accent, but it’s definitely the Australian.

AUSTRALIAN

See? I told you. Everybody’s in the Mess Hall. We can talk here.

GUY #1

What’s our status? Green or abort?

GUY #2

Yeah, this thing is happening tomorrow. We need to know.

AUSTRALIAN

We’ve been authorized to move with this. You just do what you’ve been told to do and Schmidt is a dead man.

MAN

I’m a little worried. What if your superior is wrong, what if we get caught? I mean, Jesus, we could get locked up for the rest of our lives. A million dollars isn’t worth that. And besides, attempted assassination is something I don’t want on my record.

GUY #3

Don’t worry about it. We’re invincible. That fucker is gonna die tomorrow.

AUSTRALIAN

And just in case you have a panic attack in the middle of the operation, just think to yourself, “Things could get worser.” Because they can, you know. Things can ALWAYS get worser. Let’s get out of here, c’mon.

Tex has been listening to the entire conversation from underneath the cot. As the five guys are leaving the room, Tex peeks out at them. The Australian looks back into the room and sees his face. Tex hides under the cot again. The Australian shakes his head and walks away.

---------------------------END OF FLASHBACK---------------------------

EXT RUSTY’S ROOFTOP

Tex is holding the envelope. He is shocked by things he’s remembering. He looks around again and then opens the envelope. The envelope contains several photographs. They’re surveillance photos of Chelsee’s and Tex’s hospital rooms. Then one photo of Tex in a military uniform. 

The back of it reads, “The Stool Pigeon - 2025”

TEX

Screw the cops. I’ll skin this bastard alive.

INT TEX’S BEDROOM

Tex is reloading his gun and he drops some bullets in his pockets. He puts the gun in his coat pocket.

INT TEX’S OFFICE

Tex goes to his Vid-Phone and dials information.

VID-PHONE

Hello, and welcome to Ameritech Worldwide Information. Please state your request.

TEX

I need an address for General Barth in Virginia.

VID-PHONE

(beat)

No results are available for that search. Would you like perform another search?

TEX

Try Peter Barth, Virginia.

VID-PHONE

(beat)

That search has two results.

The screen of the Vid-Phone lists the two results.

TEX

Is one of these within twenty miles of a military or government installation?

The top result is highlighted onscreen.

TEX (CONT’D)

Good, print that.

EXT GREYHOUND SPEEDER

The bus is moving steadily through the sky in the afternoon sun. The board on the front says, “VIRGINIA.” Tex is sitting in the front seat with his trenchcoat and fedora. He glances around nervously, hiding his gun.

EXT SPEEDER DOCK

The bus pulls into the station, hooks onto the docking port, and lets the passengers off. Tex is the first one off and he takes off towards the exit.

INT GREYHOUND STATION

Tex flings the double doors open and rushes through the station. He rounds the corner to the exit when he sees two men in black suits near the door. They have to be G-men. Their attempt at anonymity gives them away. Tex takes a step back, but decides to try for the exit.

He thinks he’s home free. Just as he steps past them, one of them grabs his arm.

G-MAN

Excuse me, Mr. Murphy. May I have a word with you?

TEX

What? What for?

G-MAN

Just come with us please.

TEX

Why?

Tex pulls his arm away.

G-MAN

Mr. Murphy, this really isn’t necessary.

EXT GREYHOUND STATION

The automatic doors open up and Tex is being escorted out by the two men in black. The doors trigger an electronic response.

DOORS

Thank you for choosing Greyhound as your traveling service.

The second G-man opens the car door and the first puts him in back, but not without seeing his revolver first. He takes it from Tex’s pocket.

G-MAN

Oh my, Mr. Murphy. A loaded weapon? In the bus station? Looks like a Class E felony for you, my friend.

TEX

You still haven’t told me what I’ve done...besides that. Why did you stop me?

G-MAN

Well, Mr. Murphy, when somebody runs an apparently “random” check on a powerful military official the NSA can’t help but notice.

INT NSA SPEEDER

The interior of the government speeder is all leather. It’s also pretty roomy for such a small vehicle. The two agents climb in front. 

TEX

Barnes? But he’s not working for the government anymore.

G-MAN

How cute.

He turns to his partner.

G-MAN (CONT’D)

He thinks Barnes is retired, Jones.

The silent man laughs under his breath.

G-MAN (CONT’D)

I’ll let you in on a little secret, friend. Barnes is very much still in power. I can’t believe you ever thought he had left.

He puts a finger to his mouth in a silencing gesture. 

G-MAN (CONT’D)

I won’t tell if you don’t.

The pilot takes off and flies into the evening sky.

As the speeder flies, Tex leans against the window in back. He stares at the sun setting in the distance. Through Tex’s eyes the sun explodes into a muzzle flare with a gunshot.

------------------------------FLASHBACK-------------------------------

INT ANTIQUE STORE

The same younger Tex seen before is scrambling between the numerous aisles. This antique store has thousands of items. It’s in one of the newer multi-level shopping centers. Through the windows we can see huge political banners saying “Schmidt for President.”

Tex runs down an aisle to a window with his gear making a racket. He ducks under the windowsill and peeks out carefully. The campaign for Schmidt is going on down in the courtyard. Hundreds, maybe thousands of people are cheering for Schmidt.

Shaking and sweating, Tex raises his rifle to the window ledge. He uses the scope to check out Schmidt behind the podium. He centers the crosshair on his forehead.

TEX

Good. Everything’s OK so far...so far.

He points the rifle towards windows across the yard. The scope sweeps past windows in a hurry – Tex is looking for something. He lets the crosshair rest on one window with another soldier in it. He’s wearing the same gear as Tex, he’s one of the guys from the barracks. The other man raises his gun to Schmidt’s podium. Then he glances up towards Tex’s window.

TEX

Shit!

Tex hides under the window again as fast as he can. Something catches Tex’s eye. A lit pillar with an envelope. It sticks out amidst all of the fragile antique objects.

Tex crawls towards the pillar under all of the windows. He reaches the base of the pillar, creeps up, and sees the envelope. It says “Tex” on the front. He takes it and opens it slowly. The scrap of paper that is inside reads, “bang.”

Suddenly, a silenced bullet smashes through a whole row of ancient plates.

TEX

Shit! Shit!

Tex crawls through the store with a huge shower of bullets destroying everything in the store. The walls are torn up and nearly every piece of merchandise is broken. Tex keeps crawling until he sees the exit, then he gets up and runs for his life.

A single bullet hits him in the storm of firepower. He sinks to the floor in defeat. More bullets fire into the walls. Racks fall down and antiques shatter. A shelf full of Faberge eggs collapses and they all break except one. It rolls down a pile of shattered china in front of Tex and stops near his face. Tex’s vision fades out.

BLACK SCREEN

A bullet fires. Screaming of a crowd. Another bullet.

INT ANTIQUE STORE

Tex’s vision fades back in, who knows how much later. The bullets have stopped. There are four pairs of feet in the room with Tex.

MAN

You should have let us take care of it, Murphy.

AUSTRALIAN

See? Things CAN get worser. Hmmm...what now, Mr. Murphy?

On his way out, the Australian smashes the Faberge egg with his boot. The MAN looks down at Murphy and we realize that it is Mac Malden.

--------------------------END OF FLASHBACK----------------------------

FLASH TO:

CLOSE-UP: Mac Malden

MAC

You should have let us take care of it, Murphy.

INT NSA SPEEDER

Tex is leaning against the window with some drool sliding down the glass. He had fallen asleep. He was such a nervous wreck, he hadn’t gotten any rest on the bus.

The agents were gone. A cigarette is stuck in the open ashtray. Smoke still rises from it. They couldn’t have been gone long. Tex looks out the window to see a house. Not an apartment complex or anything like that, but a REAL house. This had to be down south where it was too hot for most people. The same amount of land was split up into a fifth as many people. Needless to say, people in the south mainly owned estates.

The front door of the house opens and the two agents exit the building. They approach Tex’s door and open it for him.

G-MAN

Come with us, Mr. Murphy. There’s an old friend who’d like to see you.

Tex gets out of the car and goes with the two agents to the front door of the house. The G-man knocks on the door five times and uses the huge knocker that dominates the door twice. The knocker looks like a lion’s head. The door opens up showing a big hall before the three people.

The house is magnificent. It appears to be modeled after a pre-war residence. Reds and yellows rule the larger rooms and brown and blue seem to be the colors of the halls. Strong lights on the walls and on the tables create deep shadows. Framed pictures line the walls of every room. They range from photographs of cityscapes and plantlife to painted portraits of dead presidents and other government officials.

A rat crawls behind a shadow.

They walk down the hall to their right until they reach a rather plain looking door. The doorknob on this door is square. All of the other doors have round knobs as far as Tex can tell. The G-man places his thumb at the center of the knob. A faint buzzing can be heard from behind the door and then it opens.

INT HALLWAY

There is a long, curved hallway beyond the door that extends to the right and left. The G-Man motions for Tex to go inside. It’s made out of a dull gray metal. As Tex walks down the hall no reflections are visible in the walls. Light comes from a series of not-so-illuminating light fixtures in the high ceiling.

As Tex keeps walking, he notices that he’s going in circles. He keeps seeing the same door he used to enter the hall.

TEX

What the hell is this, some kind of giant hamster wheel?

Tex starts walking faster than before and sees the door two more times. He stops to open this one though.

TEX

All right, guys, I don’t know what –

He stops mid-sentence because there is nothing but dull gray metal behind the door. A wall. He’s been sealed in.

EXT GRAY HALL

Tex runs off in a panic. From this vantage point, we see that Tex in not trapped in a circle, but he’s actually going around in a huge spiraled hall. With something dark in the middle.

INT GRAY HALL

Tex tries every door he comes across, but he sees the same thing behind each one. Then he hears a crashing sound far away. Its source is unknown, but it can’t be good either way. Tex starts off at a brisk pace.

At each clanging noise the lights in the ceiling shudder and flicker a little bit. Eventually, he sees what the noise is. The lights are turning off one by one leaving darkness behind them. Tex runs away from the darkness. It stays on his trail the whole time.

Until he reaches a door. It’s a door not like the others. It’s not on the wall, it’s right in front of him where the hall has suddenly stopped. The last light shines onto the great door. Tex pushes on the huge wooden door and it opens without a sound.

INT DARK ROOM

Tex enters cautiously and the big door behind him closes, again without a sound.

