FROM THE NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF VIRTUAL LIGHT AND NEURDMANEER
william

d 0 |
mNEMWNDNITGE

[he Sereeaplay and Lhe Slory




Science Fiction
Johnny's a 21st-century smuggler.

He's not transporting drugs or jewels. He's
moving information. The computer chip in his
nead is overloaded with white-hot data. He has
twenty-four hours before the overload fries his

brain — and he's got an army of Yakuza killers

on his trail.

And his only allies are a cybernetic dolphin
and a sexy streetfighter with a hardwired

taste for violence
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EDITS BEGIN ON BLACK.

FADE UP MUSIC. Slowly, images start 1o bleed
through. Red swirls, white, black dots... As
more and more ol the image bleeds through
the titles we begin to make out what were

warching . . .

EXTERIOR. BEIING. NIGHT.

EXTREME HIGH ANGLE rraveling over an emotional demon-
stration approaching a solid line of SHIELDED RIOT POLICE. Many
of the parTiCIPANTS wear surgical masks and lab coats. The
black dots identify themselves as their heads, the red-and-
white swirls as banners they are carrying, mostly with Chinese
lettering, bur some in English as well as other languages.
CURE NAS. NOW~

CAPTION: BEUIING, 202!.

Bellowing through BULLHORNS, pounding STEEL DRUMS,
mouths screaming slogans behind surgical masks, but all the
noise seems fltered, as if its reaching us through some kind of
aural barrier.

A number of the demonstrators suffer from NAS(Nerve Atten-
uation Syndrome), which manifests itself as a crippling palsy.
Wild, angry eyes, twitching limbs,

Traffic is gridiocked. Drivers HONKING their horns inside their
futuristic cars as the demonstration pours through.

We move in on a taxi. hopelessly stuck in the chaos . . .

Jotnny  (voice-oven: I'm here.
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RaLFL (PO} Did you get ir?
lowany (WO, casually)- Sure .
We are now close on the taxi and look inside .

INTERIOR. TAXL NIGHT,

RaLA:  This is a big one. Joh
- lohnny. you sure you can carry it? |

iy upgraded with the MDA-18 this

"“ﬂmmmmd

them
Mﬁruﬂm-ﬂmmm g begin 10
mnm»pmmrsmmm

control, You don' have a thing to worry about, Its under

e door 1 s 8 feww bills o the driver and unlocks

JANIY MEERANIC &
Il swalk.

tabes his briefcase and opens the door. For the first time.
lﬂ'm.hﬂmﬂﬁm

EXT. TRAFFIC JAM. NIGHT.

The NOISE is scary. the anger palpable. Johnny, smiling be-
mﬂmmmmycm:pammmuphmm
his calm benevolent expression and unhurried manner cause
mast people to give way to him. Johnny nods his thanks as he
goes.

Mis luck doesat last. One pemossTRaroe blocks his way.
SCREAMING through his surgical mask. Johnny tries o go
around The demonstrator blocks him. stll SHOUTING
Johnnay smoothly ducks out of the way and jumps onto the
hood of a car and over. blends into the crowd, smoathly, very
fast.

EXT. DEMONSTRATION, NIGHT.

Johnny emerges from the thick of the crowd and pulls uy
short. The fronr of the demonstration has reached the rio
police and the bantfe has been joined. Johnny turns and join.
the running masses, his eyes loobing lor escape.

The riot police wade into the mass of panicked peopie 4
cHiNesE CueL mext to Johnny trips and falls She SCREAMS
Johnny pauses. helps her up. She grabs him as if he is a Ik
vest, hanging on, stilf SCREAMING

The riot police are upon them, stream past. Johnny whirls th
girl and himself 1o the side, our of the street. A cop charge
them. Johnny blocks a swing from his club with his briefcase
The cop charges past.

The next cop resents Johnny blocking his colleague’s swin
and grahs him by the collar Johnny brings up a small fub
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from his pocket, libe a beeath spray in appearance. In one fass
movement he inserts it under the cop3 Lucite mask and
presses the spray button. The cop’s mask turns white and wer
with mist. He grabs for his epes, HOWLING in pain, lets go of
Johnny Johnny looks around him. The Chinese girl has disap-
peared. Johnny heads for the edge of the masses.

EXT. STREET. NIGHT.

Johnny emerges from the crowd, siops, caiches his breath
Looks down the street Up ahead, a futuristic high-rise. a
Chinese logo over the entrance. Johnny retrieves the book of
matches from his pocket. opens it Inside the cover. hand.
printed. #2371, He starts toward the tower

EXT. BEUING. NIGHT.

Bedfing shimmers in the cold night air. We move back uniil we
realize we re seeing the view from a hotel suite. Two men are
loaking out the windows and converse anxiously.

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

The rwo men are VETNAMESE SCENTESTS, huddled together

Small, frail-looking men in chesp suits. vier #1 reaches to
partially close the wenctian biinds

ET #2:  The courier is late . . .
ET #1: Becalm.

While they are talhing we move farther back into the room,
revealing FOUR KOREAN BODYGUARDS. KOREAN # 1 {5 enormously
fat. like a sumo wrestler gone to seed. He puts back an empity

plate next to a MINIATURE GRILL. still burning. on the coffec
iable. KobEaw #9 a bhewie Favitider §c charmead sl Bl

JeENY MmN ]

selthes on a hyper-vindent Japanese cartoon on TV KOweay #5
a woman, chain-smobes while she cleans her automatic. Ko
SEAN 4. a cool fashion plate, isnt paying much attention i

angthing

vier #2  We should have put it out on the global net while there

was still ume.

Vier #1;  No. They're monitoring every fragment of transmittec

data. A courier (& the only way.

Vier #2. S0 we hire a criminal, with a silicon chip in his head—
Vier #1. A highly skilled smuggler. She chose him. As she chose

us. You must remember that

Vier #2 Heb lae
- Vier #1:  Americans have a different sense of time _ . .

INT. HOTEL LOBBY. NIGHT.

Grand and opulent, AFFLUENT GUESTS mill about as If the worlc
oulside doesn't exist. An ORIENTAL BAND plays an Ink Spots tune
on a small stape.

Johnny enters the lobby. his sult in place and hair combed.
and wallks past 8 BANK OF VIDEO SCREENS. Most of the
manitors are showing riot coverage. but all channels are a
SPEED BARRAGE of images. Johnny foins a smax who. in his
best tourist mode. is studying a map next fo a poited fern.,
Following exchange in MANDARIN, subtitles, except Johnny'
last line and the words "Pemex” and "MDA-18."

You have it?
The man is nervous.

I coilcdnnt oot s
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Johnny locks away in disgust. Anger building.

Max  (hurriedly): They had & Pemex doubler . . . The guy said that

should give you nearly the same capacity as the MDA-18

foiwny:  Not even close . (sighs) But 1T have 1o do.

The man hands over a small pachage. which Johnny slips into
his pocket. He moves on,

Suddenly. on the monitors, the images start to shate and then
are RIPPED open by a hand. 1-soxe’s computer-ahtered face
(his eyes are pinpoinis. his mouth is huge) appears on aff the
monitors. The cadence of his words is libe an angry hip-hop
hybrid

J-Bowe:  Snatch back your brain. zombies! Snatch it back and

hold it

J-Bones face changes again. For a brief moment, we see his
undistorted face. He LAUGHS. THE MOVING LOGO of a DOL-
PHIN (iowes) appears on the screen. The sound of dolphin
SQUEAKS. The image is dramatically quiet compared to the
barrage of images that malke up contemporary TV

The REACTIONS of the crowd sugpest this is not an unusual
disturbance. They re annoyed, resigned. amused

Johnny heads for the elevators. A oo’ face pops over the

back of a couch. Johnny stops in his tracks. next 1o a large
fishbowl For a brief moment, he seems frozen, something

poing on inside his head be has no controf over Then irs over

He takes a step back, so his head is behind the fishbowl, grossiy
distorted by the glass and the waler. Grimaces at the bid

Brings up his hand, waves with curling ingers. libe an octopus.
The chifd beams.

SRR TITTIS ?

But Johnny's playfuiness has disappeared as fast as it came and
he'’s already moved on to the efevator bank.

INT. STRETCH LIMO. NIGHT.

In the streets near the hotel. swnil a young, half-lapanese,
haif-American, fast-track Yabuza puppie. cool and analytical.
fong hair in & ponytail, sits in the center. Checks his watch.

FOUR other impeccably dressed “businessmen” and ONE
Dusinesswoman” around him, all of them impassive. but
u-mﬂ{hﬂp’“lﬂﬂlﬁﬂﬂﬁ?lﬂfﬂﬂ'ﬁ- Heading for a
“pig. " the traffic jam fraying their nerves.

INT. ELEVATOR. NIGHT.

Johinny opens the pachage. The Pemex doubler is narrow:. flat,
has & DIGITAL COUNTER DISPLAY on its side. He peels back
his hair, exposing JACK behind his ear. Inserts PROBE TIP of
doubler. causing a slight involuntary spasm. Numbers DE-
CREASE on counter as elevator floor-numbers INCREASE
He’s relieved when its done. disposes of used doubler. com-
poses himsell.

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

Image of riots on the TV Korean # | grunts, ficks the remote
the Japanese cartoon reappears. Door CHIMES. The Korean:
whip out their guns. Koreans #2 and #3 answer it. Johnny:
there, holding his briefcase libe a pizza box

lomnwy  Double cheese. anchovies?

Vier #¢ waves the Koreans out of Johnnys way. Johnny step
into the room, ignoring the Koreans, and, carefully sensin
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the eneryy in the suite, orosses o a dal Tabes in e scem

il s eves i L..."'_'l:

VIET %2  You arc Mr

BObrsgngy Smith

Vier #1  You ane late

ORI MY ke
lfohnny senses the fear in the room. He steps around Korean
8 a8 i sive s lurnifure. He pushes a battan. The blindy rodade
fock: bars of red neon glare paint the walls. He waves cigareite

oyt aay with his hend Another buffon starts the over

et Fmr

Another buttan, dimming the Nghts. The Koreans are boily-
ered. Ne igmores them, nurns o Viets

loHNNY.  You dond ook libke the bind of people | usually work

1o
SiET ¥  We o noE al this
(LU nO sl Fhem Linicaies e Aowediis] S OOk

ool out 0 a Tending machine. Fou

Fier #0% nerves are reaching the bre salbing podnt, e words

sfrrmaiaie o

JIET @y Pliease. Wi |I|l|':ll.|-.'|1-..'|.| igall 1|||-r|||.'|| the cofred] chian-
nels, We pald hall in advance noo the Sweriss socount, cxactly

as yourl agent instrached




A . JInnY RIEREE
Jounky:  Yeah "m'rm“ﬂﬂﬂh I was .
' expecting plapers #0 Your storage capacity—
You look like . . . missionaries. et
Viet #2 holds up an envelope: his hand is trembiing oy &1 Newarb

?EI‘! MH.' Emum &
First class! care of. Here's your ticker!

vier #2  Your storage capacity—

Jormny  (automatic bullshit: More than adequate.

Tt #9 tl'smm&ydan#muaumcuphndmlumum

your storage capacity. Synaplic secpage will kill you in teo or
three days, plus the data may be corrupted and a coherent

download will be impossible . . .

Johnny realizes he may have a problem; we can see him doing
the math irt his head, figuring the odds, making his snap

decision

Jomssy. | dont have a problem with that, obay? (BEAD) Are we
loading or noa?

Vier 82 Your ticket . .

Vier #2  Your agent in Newark will arrange the meet for the
dorenload

BEAT
Joswy: - Lets see what you wanna upload.

Vier # hurriedly produces a manifa envelope lohnny

. poes
?rrrr:m:nhm: double focks ir. Takes a MOTION DETECTOR
rom his briefoase. sticks it on the door frame. He quick
rest. it BEEDS, R

Jouswy:  Motion detector, In case the natives get restiess

Fhilmﬂummm extracts a small black case. opens
it, revealing a dime-sized CD-ROM

Viet #1 frowns Johnny arms the motion detector A BEEP and
dfﬂﬁﬂﬂmm_mwmdm%mm
beit. Another red light pulses in unison

VIET #1320 gigabytes Vier # [ hands over an envelope.
ON ictinny: Jowmwy.  Perfect.
fts Wy oo mach bur hek paying no attention. Iﬂ'ﬂﬂ?mﬁfﬂ tichet

The Viets look at one another, sifent agreement: no other

choice. Johnny tabes an assortment of objects from his brief

OHNNY: Mepabytes?
case. lining them up on the table near the window, rolf o

TiET #2. Gigabytes,



Jowwwy:  When the counter approaches zero, click on three frames

fosmiey: .. When | get there, we feed in the code and download.

‘oMNNY:  Press that to start the upload.

Litesavers, a credit card & pair of sunglasses in & hard black
case. The Viets and Koreans stare uncomprehendingly

Johnny sits at the table.
CLOSE ON M5 HANDS.

As if performing a confuring trick, he constructs the UPLOAD
DEVICE from these materials. The final step involves a pair of
fire gold cables; one snaps into the frame of his glasses, the
other plugs into the JACK behind his ear. Both cables are then
plugged into the upload device. Johnny hands UPLOAD RE-
MOTE to Vier #i; a small pistol-libe unit. This has several
functions: it works libe an ordinary TV remote; it can optically |
SCAN IMAGES off a TV screen: it TRANSMITS images to up-
load unit via INFRARED PULSES, has a COUNTER

of the TV. Any three. Theyl meld with your data and | wont
bnow whot they are. Thats the downlosd code You get

a hard copy. You fax one copy to your connection on the
other side . . .

He points over 1o the FAX MACHINE on the table.

delivery done. Understand?

Viet #] fooks at the remote. Nods. Johnny indicates a button
o the upload device,

Jfohnny puts some eyedrops in his epes. puts on the sun=
Plasses, about fo mabe a mistabe that may cost him his e
Vier #2 hands trembiing. sioes the CD in the uploader

e el

Sy mpEmp 5

JORNNY: Hit me.
He pops a TOOTH PROTECTOR into his mouth,
CLOSE-UP of mini disc. spinning. speeding into a sifvery biur.

INT, HOTEL LOBBY. NIGHT.

Shinfl leads his teamn into the lobby.

Incongruously, all of them, except for Shinji. are carrying gym
bags. We may hear a soft CLANGING sound as one of the bags
brushes against one of the men’s legs

Shinji directs rwo of his team to stay in the lobby and precedes
the others to the elevalor banks.
INT. ELEVATOR BANK. NIGHT.

CLOSE ON stmii’s HAND,

As he presses the elevator button. We notice the top part of his
right thumb is a metal cap.

nensow, an American Yabuza, Shinjis right-hand man, can
Hewsom:  These guys: they Vier-ching or what?
- Swwn No, Scientists. R&D people from Pharmakom. Defec-
tors . . . Tobyo wants the dara. Remember that.

Shinji stares ar him; Henson gets the message. The DATA, The
Elevator arrives and they file in.

T. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.
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formulas. moving molecule constructs, technical models, dia-
grams, efc. coming right ar us. Mainlining cyberspace.

Johnnys body JERKS. his bnuckles white on the arms of the
chair. He GROANS, an unconscious sound Whatever’s hap-
pening to him, it isnt nice.

Viets #1 and #2 warch anxiously as he shivers under the
constant psychic impact; hes fammed back, tight-jawed, in the
chair. His lace distorts in pain.

Vier # 1 plancing constantly from the counter to Jofnny.

The bodyguards are watching the Japanese cartoon again,
sound off They steal side glances at Johnny pretending
they re too jaded o care whats going on.

He triggers UPLOAD REMOTE by accident, capturing a freeze
frame frown the Japanese cartoon, the CARTOON HERO. The
wnit on the table BLEERS as the image s recorded.

Johnny IERKS at the bleep. as the image is recorded on the
chip in his brain. (We see the image burn through iyl
point of view in the data-storm.) ON vier #1 switching chan
nels for the SECOND IMAGE. which we don't sce. Viet

registers AMAZEMENT as we CUT o tefevision in fime (o 508
the face of Axxa morph out of some other image. Her
Vier #15 epes. CUT TO rouwwys SHARP JERK as a THIREE
IMAGE hits him. Then it’s over. Something banal on the refes

sion.

JiET #1:  The access code. Three images.

The unit on the table extrudes a small faxlibe color tryptic €
the imapes, bur we cant identify them. Viet #1 tears this O
feaves it on the table, facedown.

Jun meimna !
INT. ELEVATOR. NIGHT.

e businessmen’s ™ gym bags CLANG as they put them down
They are zipped open.

A QUICK SERIES OF SHOTS.

As the men extract high-tech, futuristic afr guns, cartridges.
SLAM the cartridges into place, check their bulfeiprool vesis
underncath their clothes and otherwise turn themselves inic
walling arsenals. Only Shinji stands calmiy. seemingly un-
armed.

INT. HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

lohnny SAGS as the barrage ends, white-faced behind the
plasses

Vier 2 Mr Smith?

Johnny pulls the glasses off. His eyes are closed He opens
them. Blinks. Looks up at Viet #8, his eves scary and blank. He
removes the pold cables and stulls them in his pocket, moving
as if hes on automatic pilot. Gets up. Unsicady on his feet.
Conceals this, bur a trickle of blood comes down his nostril

Jowiwy  Where's the bathroom?
Vier 42 Whae?

Viet »2 points. fohnny walks through suite. The other rooms
dare dark, except for the bright white bathroom. He enters,
closing door
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INT. HOTEL SUITE. BATHROOM. NIGHT. A soft BUZZ Johnny checks his belt The motion detector is
- going off Johnny glances at the suite door. The LED there i3
shining solid red. He tabes a step back into the bathroom. Rills

the gt

INT, HOTEL SUITE. NIGHT.

Johnny convubies, holding his remples. face rwisied with pain
otiNNy.  Oh, lesus, Jesus, shir. .

He atternpts 1o stabilize himself, holding HIS HANDS OUT |,
FRONT OF HIM and BREATHING SLOWLY until they stop
shaking. It is a meditative exercise we will see him do again
fater. He feels better. Looks ar himself in mirror. Notices the
biood Wipes it off Splashes water on his face

OUICK SHOTS: The Koreans. on the couch, are engrossed i
the Japanese cartoon. The SOUND is back ON.

Vier #2 turns on a FAX machine, holding the code images o
send out

Viet #/ is toasting the micro-CD over the coober, holding it ir
the steel chopsticks.

INT. HOTEL. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.

INT. HOTEL. CORRIDOR. NIGHT.

While his men stand back. Shinji UNCARS HIS THUMB ant
carefully extrudes a glinering LOOP of flarpent from
thumb-tip

Shinfi and his men square themselves off, exchange fooks
Shinji nods, WHIPS the flament-foop dovwn. toward the door

Enob

INT. HOTEL SUITE. HALLWAY. NIGHT.

Johany hears a SOUND from the bedroom, notices the door

ovNsys POV

the wives and CHLDREN of the defecting Viets. seated in &
along the edge of the bed Eyes wide Silent. Best ¥y
clothes. Twennp-firsi-century Boar People. One wiry is breasi=
feeding.

One Youwna chiLn fooks straight at him. His stare solemn.

CLOSEONTHE TV
A hyperkinetic explosion of Japanese cartoon-blood
ON THE DOOR.

As the loop pops through it libe a knife through butter, scoop
ing our the knob and lock.

CLOSE ON THE MICRO-CD.
¥ the steel chopstichs: its sagging. starting 1o melt.
#| and #2 burst through the door, followed b

ON KONNNY.

For a Bash moment (as when he saw the chifd in the lobby)
seems as if the scene stribes a chord deep inside him. Jo

SOCMS WOOSY, puls & hand against the wall 1o support himse



1 SCRERMA

QUICK CUT surreal slaughter scene as Shinjis men
whelm the Korean bodyguards. ( Note: The Yakuza are arm,
with sophisticated, relatively silent air guns. the Koreans w
traditional ballistic guns),

Yakuza #/ shoots Korean #1 as hes rising from the
altenyring fo draw a massive folding-stock autormatic. Ko
rean #1 is blown across the room, crashing into the blind
Korean #15 gun strafes a trail of bulfets across the celling as
falls.

Yabuza #2 blows away Korean #3, who tries to take
behind one of the piffars.

Henson turns lelt toward the bathroom and the
advances. The bathroom door is open, dark inside . . .

Korean #4 hits Yabuza #2 with a salvo. The bullets
harmiessiy off the Yabuza’s bulletproof vest. For a
the Korean stands in shock, then he dives behind the solf
Yakuza #8 ricldies the sofa with bulfets. Stuffing fes. Korean
#4 5 wrist Hops ouf from behind the sofa, remains motio

Henson reaches the bathroom. enters cautiously. He rea --"
for the light switch, fips it Johnnay SLAMS the door closed ini8

his head and on his wrist, immediately pulls I open age
wrenches the dared Henson inside and SLAMS him thro
the GLASS SHOWER DOORS.

CLOSE ON THE MICRO-CD.

Falling into cooker as Viet #2 lets go ol it. He crouches dow
fatalistically waliing ro be shot.

Johnny appears in the doorway, sizes up the situation in
instant. His eyes take in the access code. The doorway.

Shinji notices Johnny, moves forward
CLOSE ON THE ACCESS CODE

Piet #4 notices Johnny Is heading for the table. understands
immediately. He steps toward Johnny
Johnny lunges forward, but Shinji’s flament sings through the

air. Johnny snaiches the paper from the fax machine. just as
the filament cuts through it. Hel left holding only a single
image. Theres no time for more. The Blament also cuts
through a stone statue in its fethal path.

Johnny dives for the door and rolls. Hes very last. The nexi
moment hes gone. Behind him, the wall is STRAFED with

bullets
Yabuzas #1 and #2 sprint after him. blocking Shinji’s tanget

Vier #9 has picked up the remaining code images and reaches
for the fames in the coobker, but Shinfi whips his filament anc
severs his hand, which falls right on the edge of the cooker,
still clutching the code. The Bames reach for the paper, quickiy
singeing one side.

Shinfi lunges for the paper, grabs it before fs completely
consumed One-half (one of the rwo remaining images) ha:
been destroved. Shinji is furious. He grabs the lone survivor
horrified Vier #1. All the others in the room are dead.

SO You. Where's he going? Where's he taking the data?

Viet #1 is too scared to speak.

In the next room, a baby begins to CRY A slow smile spread.
across Shinjis face

INT. FIRE STAIRS. NIGHT.

SNy races down the steps. He jumnps over the railing oni
ext landing and beeps running. In the process, he re
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verses his tie, runs his hands through his hair. gray streaks
appear. He takes a foided hat from his pocket, pushes it out,

gradually transforming himself Takes out a small square
pachage. snaps it; it unfolds into a raincoat. He pops a pill into
his mouth.

... as it reaches for the balustrade ro swing himself around a
corner. The skin tone is changing before our eyes.

RUNNING STEPS on the stairs above him . . .
INT. HOTEL LOBBY. NIGHT.

An Oriental traveling salesman, his gaft stiff. his
sloped, emerges into the lobby. Shinjis guards dpn't even give
him & second look as he walks straight through the lobby an

out the door.

Only the child for whom he did the lintle trick in the Jobby.
when he came in. stares after him. puzzied On the brink of
recognition.
Just as Johnny walls out, the tralling Yakuza explode into the
there, looking around uncertainiy.

The child looks over to the Yabuza, frowning. He doesnl
them.

EXT. NEWARK. NIGHT.

ESTABLISHING SHOT of the city. Many areas are co
dark. As if deserted Very different from futuristic and
Befjing.

CAPTION: FREE CITY OF NEWARK

JUREEY MEEMRNEC xu
INT. NEWARK AIRPORT. CUSTOMS. NIGHT.

A SERIES OF MBI IMAGES.

Scanning through 2 human body OVER THIS. airport sounds
FLIGHT ANNOUNCEMENTS, etc.

A custows oFficER. Hispanic. looks at the monitor as the
ARRIVALS nle through his booth, each head and body ven
much the same. Suddeniy. one head is different. an IMPLAN

shows, something angular and inorganic in the brain. Ar
ALARM sounds.

Johnny stops and looks over o the Customs Officer,

lowwey s all right. its government approved. Dyslexia pros-
thesis.

He hands over a laminated card The Customs Officer reads
it. punches in the number. Looks back up to Johnny. suspi
clous ... checks his monitor. Back ar Johnny. For a mo-
ment we think Johnnys bown. BEAT

- Custous Ormcen:  You may have a problem here . . . Looks libe

your implant is discharging . . . seepage. Better get it checbed
immediately.

WY Gracias.

Gets a grin from Customs Oficer

rf-ﬂm back his card and moves on, turns the cormer of
= ST corridor, Image BURNS OUT into . . .
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 EXT. FORMAL JAPANESE GARDEN/OFFICE. NIGHT.

Impeccably attired in the conservative suit of the lapanesg
“company man.” He is the Yakuza head for this sector of North

America

mmmmsmamhﬁmmm
down the fort in Wales; he may be a gangster, but in & sem
he's the law in this neck of the woods.

He sits on a huge pink powder pulf of 4 bed, an incongruous
presence in what appears to be the room of a very W
rwenty-first-century  child Everything here is intelliger
highly imeractive. fawningly user-friendiy. A black-drag
Shinto shrine strikes a false nofe.

Tabahashi is watching . . .
His eight-year-old daughter. kv, play in & pool of light in th
comer of the room. Her back is half turned. her short black I
mﬂan&ﬂﬂmﬂlﬂﬂhﬂ'wﬂmnﬁb.ﬂh ~ancentration
completely on her game. .

\xyo  (addressing a dolf). Now, Mopmop. it you and
cant play micely. Im going 1o have 10 separate you

Tnbahashi remains expressionless. but there is a sad 1ends
ness in his epes that contrasts with the evident hardness ol §
foutures. A KNOCK on the door. As If caught af somet
Tabahashi guickly pushes a burton ona hand-held remote.

daughter DISSOLVES AND VANISHES ML Our b B
" p PR fjing met with limited success
She was a hologram all along . . ‘Pharmabom iraitors are dead. - The

The door opens, spilling a shaft of light across the bed. 4
SECRETARY enters

Tabahashis office is open to a covered indoor Japanese forma
garden. Shinfi executes a negligent. almost insolent bow a
Tabahashi enters. Tabahashi nods and walls to his desk

Takatashi:  You look well. Asia agrees with you.
He looks at Shinjis capped thumb, smiles contempiuously

Taxapastn: | see you have found a way 1o turn your shame into ar
assel

Shinii instinctively folds his thumb underneath his hand

Seman  (coldiy}. My condolences, Takahashi-san. on your recen
sad loss.

Takahashi switches to Japanese, as if he didn't hear Shinfi

sui: I've seen the report from Tokyo. Pharmatombinat In-

dustrie of
“oey Zurich have engaged us 1o recover their missing

- Shinji also switehes 1o lapanese

I to sap. o nearly complete lailure.

SeceeTARY.  Sorry to disturb you. Mr. Tabahashi . . . e vek And the mnemonic courier escaped. He is

Farasass  (grimlp) . . . Shinji has arrived 3 10 believe 50,

He gets up and exits the room. "0 was | not informed at once?



and leaves. Takahashi looks at the image A frame
. RIOTS. He presses the intercom. A

] T WCHENRL

wing: 1 did not wish 1o disturb you in your time of grief. It must b
terrible 1o lose a child. an only child. especially o younyg . .

assumed you were .. . unavailable.
e Get me Karl m_

Shinji's sympathy is a deliberate torment, an atlempt (o ca

blame an Takahashi A pause. Tokahashis vid-phone clicks on. Sequence of generi

Christian religious images

raganAsH:  We are Yakuza. | am ahways available. What Is th .

nature of the daia?
s | am not at liberty to say.

Draconess (VO Church of the Retranshiguration. F
. Fax
+ deductible contribution to . _ el

The image furs with green static and is replaced by a “screen

Tabahashi smiles coldly.
on which we sée J-Bone.

Taxamasii:  Because you do not bnow? -
Direct hit. y men race is weiting for you. .. 1 @t your lile bacl! The hu-
Sl | have been charged with recovering the head of the oo

rier. Cryogenically preserved.

;;:ﬂnnr's image explodes into a fast-forward LoTex VIDEO-
RATCH, set to music. Tabahashi is appalled. He Mips the

Takamasi  Preserved? Intercom swirch,

Sin:  The defectors wiped the Pharmakom maintrame. M Our lines e ekl =
lose the courier, we've lost the data jorever. satellites and “i“m?ptwﬂuilllmmh . we h;:e our own
-'-m'u Id:d “H Lﬂ-l’.'h'

(offscreen. | don't know how
Have the technicians in immediarely

Tabahashi switches to English.

Tarasassl:  Newark is mine. You were insolent when you
here under me and you have not changed. You will repd¥
me. If the courler is in my territory, | will be responsit

understand you obtained part of the courier’s download o0 ploweers at the Lotek video. It breaks up into static,

5 m‘“”"ﬂﬂhﬂaﬁm
No reaction from Shinji T. CAR NIGHT.

Takanasiy  Give it 1o me

mmrmmmmm
mmnmmmdm sofers

: through potholed
dm_ The perven is visibly nervous in this



2 T SCREMMAY
Johnny. looking terrible. tafks to Ralli on an antique portab
Muhcﬂmbﬂﬁmﬂnmmmm
We INTERCUT the conversation with exteriors as the cg
drives through the stark wasteland to fts destination.

‘oHnny: I'm way overloaded. man. You wouldn't believe hoy
much—

Raikl (VO Johnny-boy, you told me you got upgraded.

Jomany:.  Yeah. yeah, | did 1 got the goods. Ralh. Now | just wann
ﬁ‘mnmﬂmphmd!nuﬂm”mﬂumdemﬂ?

Rar (PO Dont worry. Johnny-boy. they say they Can €xin
easy
A huge relief But Johnny doesn1 betray it in his voice.

Jomsny.  “They” who? What's going on, Ralfi? This feels libe a blos
deal, man . .. | don’t even know this shithole of a 1own,

gonna be completely exposed—

Rairi (PO Johnng-boy, lohnny-boy, has Ralh ever let you dow
Delivery is confirmed. You say you have 1o Qet daota ot
they're the only ones who can do it You have no choloe.

JoHNNY. Obay. 'l check this place out

Bam (VO Be careful. Lets have a drink later, all right? Meet I8
to-face. after all this time

Jouswy:  Yeah, sure.

He breabs the connection. Tabes our the single code i
from his pocket, Looks at it. Frusirated Worried.

Cur ro
INT, DROME BAR. NIGHT.

Set in a plush, old, converted theater. this is one COORIT |
and about as weind as it gets— weirdes, even.

Sy mpemen 7

Some very heavy customers. rough trade of every conceiv
able persuasion. plus a healthy leavening of latex-clad jailbai
Nerve Attenuation Sgndrome (NAS). They jive and jitter. harc
as they may try to be inconspicuous.

Ralfi is at the corner table that serves him as an office. Hes &
talent agent” for various kinds of underworld professionals
manLandmm-l. a striking pair of fermale combar artists,

Yomomma is black. Prenry white and Mond: otherwise they
could have been budlt from the same kit Superdeluxe Profes-

Ralfi hangs up the vid-phone. exchanges a glance with Pretiy
and Yomomema and lifts the phone again. Dials,

AT THE BAR.

SPDER, o startfing blend of computer geeb and surfer/muscle
builder with a pumped physique. He’ very on edge. wears
Mﬂﬁkyﬁuﬁm#mm“m who is sitting next
fo him: poung, decidedly unprosperous, inexperienced. Local
talent. A wannabe. She’ taut and edgy, in skintight jeans and a
leather jacbet with the sieeves ripped owt. Leans forward,
hungry and intense She beeps looking over ar Ralfis table

: 't these episodes you've been having—I want 1o get

you back

Bk We aren't playin “doctor anymaore, remember?
gt Hﬂ. that's not whag |—

400k at them. The .

WOl worried abouyt
Bovtem your speed. 'm worried about your



O TH SCRENMAT JOONY mERNC

e Obay?
paurt:  Fine. Just hold it there.

She st really listening: her attention is on Ralf as he

into his phone. As s00n as he hangs up. she gets up and
over o his table. Spider looks after her. Angry. Jealous.

AT THE TABLE. Silence. He watches Janes hand We wair for something

Ralf looks up as Jane struts up, concentrating on & happen.
t fighter charisma. o block Jane.
street figh Pretty moves S
PeeTTe:  No wap— J
" Raltis pober-faced
But Prenty’s roo-casual swing backfires. Jane intercepts i, spin
- lane: Whar?

ning Prenty off balance: a very slick move. Ralfis mouth is
open: Jane is in his face.

Jane:  Your hired muscles aging on you. Ralfi. | coulda done ya
Time you hired some young and fast.

ing with furyh You—crazy—little—street ' Ravs: ‘:humhddttlhrmhuhp...m‘lm?
L IANE:  Shesure .

~ Ram:  Just hold it there.

Flash of fear in Jane.

Ralfi studies her. Almost interested. He holds up his hand 8 ' CLOSE-UP ON lane’s hand as it starts to TREMBLE Before the
Yomomma, keeping her off. fremor can increase. she grabs Railis wrist. She is fast

Rairs  Like you? \desperate): See?

Peerry:  You gonna be shitting out of a plastic bag.

lane  (sellingd You agent for all the best combat artists in town. b
the fastest thing going now Spider’s jacked my system.

Raire  You fast, huh? (BEAT) Hold out your hand.

M:mmuh.-rc:atqp until
] she lets go. Shabes his head
Yomomma laughs, cruelty e

. ?D'I.I.‘ .
o e o s Sy

her so tight. she shabes

Puts out his hand, flat, paim down, held abou six inches 8
the table Jane, thinking her speed is about to be tested &
how, pulls back her sfeeve. mabes o fist: CLOSE on her)
forearm. laint ruler-straight lines of scarification whef
ders worbed on her. She puts out her hand as well.

lnudnrnmnmntm.rnunhelhlhm &

of NAS at the bar slopping
Ones plass as he tries 1o drink o
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JRNINY FREMDNIC 13

BALM | cant use you. Not for muscle, You could be Binds cut
|.'l'-'l"= somebody clean vou up. Evor nudder sormethin

o |

y P ; i
FiL 5 T L F OrSasis DiCEn "J..d”_ ¥
Wk i Like on vour bac
I [ v '] wadky P prvlFyiap
FIE 1 " L WOPLR BRI T

Perrre:  Or on vour Bneeat

lane fooks as iF she could po ballistic. bui she Boiiles i i
SFATICLS LI

Iane: T pet & gip, Ralf

¥ rrerrrs  F -
Me turns back ro his faptop. Jane vanishes into the crowd

SR DM

EXT. RATLANDS. NIGHT.

1 ,"l
:I'_I.I fla . " AV el T o e |
fir 3 L ]
Kiodery e P i
F Wi Arefutiv an of ey I, { N TRy l-ll:_ L

B T
WAL COEeT

EXT, FACTORY. GIRDERS, NIGHT.

;:q*”""""“l-‘ down through a monocular, 1Bone, the Loveb
ude warches fohnn " i !
son i RS Sy Woars b sHpiily miore diistin e

he Lotel o s, winicly rurns to bivers FApeE] fege

,”” &2 WS sirung willi fools and bits of high-tech
-EI-' |'i'.1_1 i A -"nl;i OO =|'|4|'.'|_' acroas fris bacl



4 I SCRENMAY J0ET mEmonc 3

roab, thirteen, & young Lotek comes strolling out on Laslo smifes indulgently. He stands aside to let Johnny in
girder behind him. Bur we're thinty feet up. here. Toad Johnny besfantly steps in
casual as if he’s gooling in the playground.
‘oAD: Yo, J-Bone, maximum leader, sir. Waicha clockin™ Quick pan along the length of a table spread with whire
Al the far end, a CRYO-UNIT a patented head freezer
A GLITTERING array of surgical tools.

Henson, HEAVILY BANDAGED. wearing surgical gloves, step:
forward Smiles

Doctor will see you now,

I-Bone’s not pleased at being interrupted. He gestures for Ty
to shut up. Indicates Johnny scurrying closer. Toad joins k
Squats next to him.

I-Bone raises the monocular (o his eye again. watches J
as he approaches the ruins of an ofd building.

EXT. RATLANDS, NIGHT. Johnny calmiy turns to Laslo. who is now blocking his way:

pMNY:  You lied.

Ruins of a factory and outbuilldings. Near a river, pa

the shadow of a BRIDGE. =

Insidle. a burnt shell of a building with blacked-out windo

lohnnys hand reaches for his waich. buttan
strip of light leabs under the warped door. & IR A o

THE MOTION DETECTOR EXPLODES. right behind Lasio.

mm&mmmmmmm
] wnw:ﬂmhrmdmwmmhﬁnﬁumw_m
Johnny skirts the bullding. checking ir out. Moves up 10 crashes to the ground
door. Removes the motion detector from his belt, A L

‘nny dives out the door. Henson goes afier him with a

IT TO THE DOORIAMB. He bends over and tries o HIGH-TECH GUN with < ; 2.
through the crack. The door opens inward, fast. Johnnys €§ sdght lencer, skeletal stock, ielescopic laser

level with LASLO's cowbop-booted ankles,
EXT. RATLANDS, NIGHT.

EXT. RATLANDS. NIGHT.

LasLoy: You're Johniny.
ICHNNY  (steps back): Am [?
Lastey  Sure hope so. Come on in.

¥ ducks into rubble, Henson stalbs him, Hes wood al this.

| We got all night, white meat.

Laslo is a streethighter, the kind of foot soldier the Yabuza
to bring afong for operations in these bad-ass anarcho pa
town. Johnny hesitates. suspicious.

. M o where I-Bone and Toad loob down, observing
% Toad starts to speak J-Bone claps paim across his



5 T8 SCHMA

Johany. hiding in the rubble below, picks up a length of
steel bar: belts it in his hand

Henson. turning slowly. is spooked when the steel rod crashy
Johnny had hoped it would.

Overbead, Toads eyes are popping with excitement.

J-Bone. worried, gestures for Toad ro keep quiet. Toad nod
But as Toad restlessly shifts his feet on the girder, he accidentl
disfodges a scrap of concrete balanced there.

It lands near Henson, who whips the gun up and hres.

Owerhead, Toads been shot underneath his chin, He tries |
reach up. loses his balance. rumbles to the ground, &
dead,

Henson’s inger tightening on trigger. We hear o sound ik
someone siugping & watermelon with a baseball bar Hensor,
falts forward and we see Johnny with a length of waterfogpea
rwo-by-four in his hands. J-Bone looks up at him

Lasto  (OS): Just hold it right there.

Johnny turns. Sees Lasio has the drop on them with an assault

riffe. J-Bone smiles broadly at Lasio, lifts his arm. ZING, A smal)
crossbow on his wrist refeases a bolr. Lasio stagpers, falls face-
first in a puddle. )-Bone turns back ro Toad

fohnny picks up Hensons gun. Snaps olf the laser sight and
tosses it in a puddle. Then the silencer, then the stock. He's feft
i " with a squat. brutai-looking PISTOL. J-Bone watches.
Toad crashes into the rubble. J-Bone runs back along girg

disregarding his own safety completely. He starts des
the Sfruciure.

nudges It with his shoe. resumes his search

J-Bone runs to Toad’s body. Kneels beside it, cradiing the
boys head,

You tooling up for an evening of it?

If they think you're technical. go crude . .

- I they think you're crude, go technical. Uh-huh. How-
€¥er you gonna go, you and | are even now. understand”

His look says Johnny won' get any favors. He scoops up the

Mﬁps-'ﬁﬂrmmnm;n estimates s uselulness, stulfs it in
& pocket

J-Boxne:  Toad, Toad, shit, man . . . Who are you?

Looks up into the muzsle of Hensan's gun, inches from his& fm I:Bane. | run Heaven, Up there.

Henson.  You werent on the menu, but | want you to do $08
thing for me . . . _:

I-Boxe:  Do? 288 the river

Poinis o a bridge looming in the distance. For the st time
®E. paiched underneath, libe an insect nest, & mabeshift
underneath what once was the rosdway
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amesry:  Your ass ks dead it you dont Qe this batch of product out

N my

Johnny is grabbed from behindg and ¥

o S iy I.J-i.|'|'-“rr'-'.'L.'" [ Irh'l'.'

ymommd huris fim
|I.-l.'l‘h:.!-.'l-|'| llh.-ll": e "-‘l.'l'l. CLERNCN -\..-.-
floor. Ralh hurrs an f fricaks

Daipe  Not on the head? Tell me Fou didn1 hit him on the head!

Vomormma shrugs, loobs an sl

Youossma: | havent been in one of these in pears
Rarrl  (rubbing his cheek, furious) Mot since you had a dick, pes?
Now get him into the back room

Vamomima lifts Johnny up like a bre ey dtoll
INT. DROME BAR. NIGHT.

AT THE BAN
wooiy, the ancient bartender, his sbele tal prosehetic foredfiig
ending in namesabe hoobed pincers. & serving Jane one o

Yomomma carry Johnnys B

ihe house wiwen e s5Cs
by into the back room. Her eyes narrow a5 shés sents 3 YAR

LAED prsition il in front of TR CROWCT

INT. DROME BAR. BACK ROOM NIGHT.

BLURRY POV
OF the cetling, stowly coming inio Focus Ralfis face ap

RaLrt  (sympathetich How you feeling”

fohnny GROANS. tries o reach Jor his head. Finds he3$8
dovarn it o fis back o i e ( his fegs are free) His pis

pseless pead fo his ol Absorhs thiz. Remains calm



£} THE SCRRINFLAT

oy (dfrowsv) What d they :.i-:.-u.‘. Ralf, the goddarm: |.:-.'.|r?
f -_'ulru-._'_'. w4 My brain lecl ke its SONNEG CX] )
LAl F | theinds ¥ if Inend here e Can tak e o Ut

sunl sSeps foreand Hes e ST 8 Cheap ranspansnt ralp. - W .-:-.-1_5_15__!.-_!.’-'.-'-'.-! .'-'!! as . ‘_’: -'-'_. LB E_I.l

; 5 "
cioal olter Qs s, Dufforned 1o e neck

fofinny stares, recognising him. suddenty Enowing es naf
lntended 1o leave the roam alive

[aifisy [ dragged by depth of betraval): Ralh, vou lving sack of
shit!

DaiF:  What am | iupposed 1o do? Argue with the Yabuza™ I'm noy

muking a penny off of this

| L - P bk N L divs 1 1 ,
Fafusa AT iy & RO OO SN s M Mty .'f'h_"'

F [ AT

CRYOAGENG STURAGE LINIT anto e tabicrop

Shinji picks up

j Tl | .':'.l:,_'-.’fl Al 1;,'.'4_'.'._.||' fiildng Wit an arme
rial sheni on one end, ke a half-inch-diameier hepodermie

nevdie
HIKI el maed] o buc ke

INT, DROME BAR. MEN'S BOOM. NIGHT. i
e T el TR Wi e e .
EEEEEw III'I'I-‘..'-“'._“-“.-L EEEEEEE DN ®

Rie” WA f WIS O ST -0 f- I-fa (| k sy
I'.-"' I B i ST PR |‘l\'.'|\. ;----_--=II- rI:'n.. e 1 '.ll':
] _"._

INT. DROME BAR. VENTILATION DUCT. NIGHT.
Pl hersed! wp and in
INT. DROME BAR. BACK BOOM. NIGHT,

lohnny writhes, fooking ot the shuml as Prelty rumimag

ATHONE Jariiorim’ Suppines hrncine & Kiths ree-gailoi Dk Lt



44 I ST

Perrryt Well. it not sterile .

Swnn: | will do. Put it there, beside the table .

Jomiswy. Can't we tall about this?

Swmxn  Talk?

Jowsary, | hawe one image of the access code, you have the o
reo [ give you the data. everybody happy
BEAT Shingi nenickdlling the shunt

SmMn:  No. 'l'nudm‘tundmnnd.nu-;dmth.mmuu
Thiey want everything it's ever been stored in

ﬂﬂmm!ﬂmwdurﬂmhmwm:umwﬂ
head. His eyes widen as he looks at the cryo-unit with fu
understanding of Its purpose. .

SHINIL - There's bess danger of Information decay, And we don
have 10 worry about anyone going in with advanced se

Mmmmwmmmmemmim i
of super-chilled alr Clicks cryo-unir shur
bonmisty.  Theres gotia be a way to work this out—

Smsn  There is

He tabes & small rubber ball puts it in Johnmy's mouth. §
him. Me rounds the table. picking up shunt

INT. DROME BAR. VENTILATION DUCT. NIGHT.
ianes POV through & small grate. wartching, braced in

awbward position, linder her weight, the welded joint of
ducts is beginming fo sag. She shifts her waeight

JUENT ARinimi [
INT. DROME BAR. BACK ROOM. NIGHT.

Shinji pulls down & plasticine mask over b lace, examine
the razor edped point of the shunt. Checks 10 mabe sure thy
rutsher tube is in the buchet

Iwm Will your hurry up™ This is binda disqusting. pou stog

i think about i . .

Shinjl srnifies. He races the line of the artery in Johnnys pect

INT. DROME BAR. VENTILATION DUCT. NIGHT.

Jane is horrified by the spectacie. She iests the joint beneat!
her, makes & decision, draws her knees to her chest and drops
her weight full omto the joimi, which immediately plves way

INT. DROME BAR. BACK ROOM, NIGHT.

She lands on the table in a shower of dust A section of P
swings down. sending Shinji sprawling. stunning hirm

Whai the fuch . .7

Pretty poes for Jane and gets & very solid. very expent bick i
e head Prenry goes down

¥omomma puts an expensive-loobing SPRING-KNIFE 1o
fotnngs neck The biade SNAPS OUT. right on the button jor

ﬁl’-ﬂ'ln}'knquhr

W car-antenna with & nasly famg of steel welded ar

P, The bade bobs. CLL libe the tp of & iy rosed iry frond o

THi] 15 face
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air, once. twice. Ralfi falls 1o

@ LEe 0

Ral, bent double. clutching his croich, edpes toward

Shingi poised to use the filament on Jane, but lohnny jumps
the rable and heaves it at Shinfi. The pistol faifls 1o the groundg

The Yabuza guard bursts into the room. Jane instantly rak
him out with a NINIA THROWING SPIKE square in the middlg
of his forehead She has the second spilbe ready before B,

The Alament whips through the
the floar in three neal pieces.

EXT. DROME BAR. STREET. NIGHT.

Johnny breaks from the door. desperate, not sure which way

o i mmmmmsmﬂﬂﬂmm"’
"muﬂh.fmﬂnﬂ'm&

can get out. He smifes sickly. Gl POV watching from fire escape
Johnny dives for the pistol, jumps up, hofds it on Shinji, back Ting !n’cr.ﬁwwmmnmﬂﬂﬂfﬂfrﬂ.lhﬁﬂf..fﬂﬂﬂﬂ?
up. moves Ralfi over next 1o Shinjl with a gesture of the gun, | by back nervously.

Shinji and Ralfi freeze, but Jane fumps on Yomomma, wha

was ready to get Johnny in the back. and starts whaling ot What the fuck are you doing®!

Jane pulls @ batiered shoulder bag trom the pile. Shove:
Jowmesy:  It's obay. | got the gun.

Johnny ahead of her.
Jane beeps going. a staggering combination of blows. Iane:  Move!!
Jospewy,  Enought!! EXT. ALLEY. NIGHT.

SYNDROME: ITS NOT YOUR PROBLEM—YET, ™ with big
eved NAS poster-child

Jane finally snaps 1o and realizes what she's doing. She pets !
Yomornma, who is ar least unconsclous.

Iane:  Run'''
lomwwy  Time 1o go

Here comes Pretty. Shinji appears behind Pretty. aims past fe
fires a BURST

PUFFS of shredded paper on the head of the child in the N
poster, where Shinji’s shots land.

porisas I
Pistol away and runs. Jane, clutching her bag. on

They back toward the door. Slip through. Just as Johnay Io¥
fows Jane, Shinfi whips his Mlament. A moment foo late. B¢
cause Ralli was just stepping forward o tabe up the chase.
sings right past Ralfi’s face.

L You coulda fucking killed me!

BEAT inji tries 1o aim again, but Presty is in the way
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EXT. STREETS. NIGHT.

AR ey raben e h_'..u.r |I|'.'_'ir before they round 8 o i

folinny looks back. Pretty is gaining. They run info 8 maze o
affeys

Cheer parbage, past Dumpsters, the chase continues
EXT. ALLEYS. NIGHT.

feni® pulls fnro anofier alley that as Deen DUl up (o 8 soul
OF CarTye

Assortod doseress are here, in bedrofls and cardboard she
sofmie wiith NAS. Jane leads Johnny dedper inlo the “camp

SHINI

Foull Ll J I.I:.'.'."li' S el deaclly He ""l’.l]"l' 5 fes o il

cormened now, Prefiy with him

EXT. ALLEYS. NIGHT.

Space with STACKED BUNLDING MATERIALS, etc. Dark
grabs Johnny, clasps her hand over lus mouth
WY (wrhispersh: ['ve gotta gel ouf of here
{winied )} No. siand. TT tabe en
BOOM of metal as Shinji jumps a gap, BOOM. Pretiy folk

fane prociuces more of her throwing spibes and pulls K

irrfo shadione
SHINN

He has his pun ready. Something BUSTLES, Shingt tracks

soling!, Mowves in. Listens

BEAT Someone WHISTLES Someone else LAUGHS. A

ormes ot an okd storm lantern. A dozen pairs of EYES

=

M i il T T T, T T TTMTT"TYTTTT T T

—




JENY ARERANC 5.

HOWLS as she grabs Binger, forcing him to his knees, dislocat
ing his finger. J-Bone raises his brows

JBose  Temper. sister.
e Temper my ass. |-Bone.

52 I S AN

Shinji from low angle: 15 & group of LOTEX KIDS, e
down around food they 've scrounged up. They biink libe
show no fear of Shingi and Pretty.

But they're in their way: Shinjfi SMILES. mabkes a show ¢
COCKING the gun and aiming it at one of them. BEAT

AS ONE. the Lotek kids draw their WEAPONS. Some ox
have brifves. but others have a variety of SPRING-DRIVE % ¢
JECTILE WEAPONS. Their expressions havent changed. The
aren’t about to move. The bid in Shinjis sights slowly crad

tough urchin grin.

BEAT, as Shinji gets the picture: He can shoot one or two,
the others will et him. The RED DOT of a faser sight appey
on Shinji's whire shirt. Pretty backing off

J-Bone steps from the shadows, his air bow in his arms.

Shinyi smiles sickly, furns his head 1o notice a NUMBER OF R
¥AKUEZA arriving. Pretty 5 gone. The red dot remains on
shirt. Irs a standolf. Shinji backs up slowly to the IR
his men

J-Bone smiles. He leads them to a corner, pushes a lange siab ol
plywood 1o one side, exposing a hidden exit.

J-Boxe:  Owr back door . . .

Johany and Jane pass through the opening. }-Bone turns to
twor of his Lotebs.

J-Bowe:  Follow them . .
EXT. STREETS. NIGHT.
Johnny and lane come running down the street.

A Yakuza limo rounds the corner in the distance, tires
SQUEALING

oty Shin
Jane 1abes & few steps toward a manhole and heaves up the

btey-pound COVER She SHOUTS over the CLANG as it hits
the pavement

Doy !

S Well find you again, Mr. Smith. Count onit . ..

Johnny and Jane waiching from the carfon maze
Yakuza close rank around Shinji. The Lotek kids W -

lohnny scrambies down: she foll
; ows. The tires of the limo hi
JEER. J-Bone walks up to Johnny. :

Pasi, & few feet away. BEAT The feet of the two Lot
Proach the manhole -

|-Bone:  Said n N '
E we were even. NOw you owe me one - CHURCH OF THE RETRANSFIGURATION, NIGHT,

. | PREACHERS VOICE BOOMS dim and hollow from

== Church as we TILT DOWN from sign to Yakuza LIMO

He nods at them to folfow him. A couple of LOTER KiE
proach Jane, One GRINNING LOTEK KiD, near Jane. pome:
breasts

_otex k. When'd you grow those. Janey? [FC?.tSumemlchthnlllmunﬂanuIDnn
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Others lose Faith utterly. brothers and sisters, but let us ng

mcryu-un#mﬂﬁdﬁnmmhmbammﬁm
numbered among them ...

Preacher, exits. Takahashi appears on the small screen

prver getting out with VID-PHONE and CRYO-UNIT, entey
church.

q (PO, Aten: Good evening. Karl . . . | require your ser-

vices. Again.
STREET PREACHER (contd): ... We have seen a new way, a g SrerrT PREACHER: We hold services nightly . . . You should join us.
light. In this plague time. our goal is the vision of the

transhiguration.

INT. CHURCH OF THE RETRANSFIGURATION.

st (YO, fiften: Your tafent. | should say . ..
Street Preacher rises, turning to face vid-phone.
Sreert Preacnen:.  You wish someone . . . brought o Jesus?

A ragged SEA OF CANDLES. The Street Preacher, clod §
burgundy robe, clutching an ornate INVERTED CRUCIFT Street Preacher smoothly fiips his crucifix. revealing the

in full rant to his congregation. WICKED BLADE that protrudes from Christs head, and show:
. it 1o the vid-phone.
TREET PREACHER  To go forward. unflinching into Ythe b

His rechnology — Stoeet Peeaches: ... Or brought 10 you?

CHORUS of amens. He fets his robe fall open as he raises) Takanasi (PO, flter: To me . .. But not entirely.
arm. we see many scars of implant surgery »
. Street Preacher frowns. Takahashi explains.
et Preacten: | stand before you naked in the house of G
whaole and strong’! |. who was as you are! And | was made;
pasthuman

(PO, flrer). His head Intact The brain undamaged
Preserved in a cryo-unit

ﬁhmpnmmn And who is this Josr souf . . . this sinner unre

The word “posthuman” sends a special shiver through Beatant?

CRCWT

' D o s (U0, fifrery: A mnemonic courier. Not local. Name o
CLOSE ON St her o oo Rotios e 18 Johnng.” Last seen at a club called the Drome . . .
entering the church.

Streer :
TREET Prgachew: | sense a need for meditation, brothers Preacher frowns

e, . Lasse me o . fhe e o 8T Pueachen {with grim satsfaction) The very pit of Satan
Ha (VO Alrer): Triple your usual fee if you deliver his hea

Street Preacher turns to the altar. kneels dramatics '
n twenty-four hours.

prayer. Congregation shuffies from chapel Driver caf
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STREET Peeacies:  Join me in the chapel, Mr. Tabahashi. FLASH FRAME. Johnny stumbles. wincing. clutching his heac
with me . Almast doubled over with pain

INT, YAKUZA LIMO. NIGHT. Juie:  Hey! What's wrong!?
After a moment, he performs the same meditative exercise w
saw in the hotel bathroom. Gets controf over the pain. Hi
firns back to lane.

Takahashi fooking at vid-phone image of Street Preacher.
Takasasuy Do nor fail me, Karl

The qoes biank, Jownwy.  Junkie in Banghok taught me that. Used to be a hols

man

INT. ABANDONED SUBWAY. NIGHT. P ———

Jane has pulled a Rashiight from her bag. Lights the way. b You from round there?

Jousny: | have 1o get on-line . . . must be somebody | can talk
square this—
|ang:  Fifty thou, You sald, Time | see the color, right?

loHnNy:  Right. You were terrific. So if youll just point the way :'
and give me an account number for the cash transler—

Johnny's not interested in conversation, FLASH FRAME The
pain comes back. Even worse. He stumbles against the wall,
oes down on his knees . . .

i+ Comeon . .. over here ., .

She gets hi
Jave:  Tm on you till you pay. mister. no mistake. m up, leads over io a ledpe

No .. I've gotta beep

BEAT
Man ... You are fucked up severe.

lane  (contd) How come they wanna cut off your head. &
| mean, usually they just kill people. around here,

lovnwy:  Long story.

Checting his pupits with her light

e H"“F SPLASHES in the dark
. behind
her fiot : them, Jane snaps

[ang:  I'm not going anywhere till | get paid

put, oba
losnmy: | can carry nearly eighty glgs of data in my head - ¥
sixty if | use a doubler. Trouble is, somebody’s ﬂuf.'i ® doube.
maore than that and | don’t know how 10 et it back OF g back

Jane:  You're a smuggler.

moving silently, leaving him alone in the
sinks back on the ledge and cradies his head in his
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INT. TAKAHASHI'S OFFICE. NIGHT.

groat elegance and comirol Sword in fan

Shinjl across the lallen boies TR
Tabahashi at his desk. a 3-0) vid-sberch of Annas face on
The dead Lating les on his back, Tukahashi rips the front of
Ml%ﬂﬂwﬂﬁm,ﬁ!hm“m We 5
that the Latino is also heavily tattooed, the tatoas curvir

cheid,

Taasas  (fo Mimsell ) I've seen you, | bnow . Before | |

faping Annak. loobing for a match

Tabahashi warches lor & moment, then gets up, goes 1
cabinet in the corner, opens the door. which has a mirroey Tabahashi scrutinizes the tatioos without comment. Tabahas

the insice. He tabes a clean white shirt from a neal stack of Ppoints his swoed at one of the designs.
shedl and remoees the one be & wearning evesling his o LA mwmmm
Ful, boaurifully ramooed body

As Tabahashi puts on the fresh shirt, e HEARS somet
don’t. Me reaches inside the cabinet. removes and
an antigue samural sweord.

The door opens. Shinff enters with two of his Mes. an
can and a Lating. Anvious secretary behind them

] Qﬂnﬁm#ﬂmmm;mmwlm
_ avcly, answers in Engtish . very dlefibe

= s lapanese

Secevrasy  You cand just walk It is misspelied

Tabahashi pods po her. Jts all right. Shinjl gives an insd Shinjts eyes are on the sword
bow N henchmen explore the office. Tabahaihi o
them,

TaraHasit  (in Japanese) Who are these men?

e Loy
Siwn:  They are my Kobum .

riet In my territory, Twice you have failed. | :
-mlhﬁumlhqmuumhq:;mm:m"m
Tababsshi moves bl Sphtning Me bills the An g & Fumming at the insuir
singlle, expert, lightning strobe. He bills the Latino, W
started o draw his gun, with reo grobes. Very fait. &
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gum wrappers. crumpied money. throwing spibes. sunglasses
creit cards. A HAND GRENADE on a bey chain with a MINIA
TURE TROLL and a BEER OPENER _ . . She grabs it

Taxasasst  Locate him. Inform me. | will supervise his capa
Linderstood?

SHini:  Yes, sir.

Tasasasiy, | want his head before morning. Is that clear? Jousny:  Whats thar?

Shinil bows, leaves. Thbahashi steps around bodies,
the mondtor on his desk.

OW THE MONITOR.
SHill searching through the parade of faces . . .

Jane quickly puts the stuff back inmto her bag

It's a beer opener.

INT. VILLA. STUDY. DAY, She recovers her poise. Johnny retuns to the ssue at hand

Grainy, faded home movie quality. Inside a luxurious but ¢
study, & few childs tops are scatfered A WOMAN s af W
behind the desk, her head bent over, so we can't see her
The lighting is behind her, turning her into an ominous pa
ence. Acuins POV hesitantly approaches the woman . . .8
moves in. the image bleaches. glitches . .. We hear a GAN

CuT 1O

oot | rokd you, F'm in a hurry .. . T'm a dead man. don't get this
out of my head . . .

He hoists himself up. He becomes aware of his bloody nose,
wipes It off. As he does so, he notices HIS HAND is oddly
loided, rwo of the fingers are curled inward. He unfolds them,
but when he lets go they curl inwards again. He hides his hana
from fane. but shes seen it Me starts walking Jane tries fo

mabe conversation.
INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL. NIGHT.

You ever sneab a look at what you're carrying?
W Usually there's a code, libe 8 lock
When there tsn'r?

No. Goes with the territory. Safer for me. safier for the
T ... How come vou bnew those, uh

S0tebks, call ‘em. [ sort of hung with them. Before, How they
LS in your head, anyway?

lohnny wakes up with & start. His nose is bleeding again
he doesnt notice. He sees Jane fooking down on him. &
cerned She’s been standing guard. It tabes him a mome
get his bearings. the dream has disturbed him Then &

e

Jokwny,  You let me sleep!?
His anger tabes her by surprise. She involuntarily 1

back. knocking over her bag. STUFF tumbles oul: Wes
ture of weaponry and poor gaudy teen-girl junk.
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Jowady,  Implant. Wet-wired. | had 1o dump a fot of long INT. DROME BAR. BACK ROOM. NIGHT.

Moy

I Dump?
Iomswy: My childhood.

Hooky, with mop and pail, & cleaning the foor, guite a jot
after Raltts demise. but bes almost done. Losorkes up a5 some
owre oppens the door Streer Preacher, with the cpro-unit in ome

d
Jane absorts this. fncredulous. A Nitle shocked. han

Jaxe: Al of it? You can't remember any of it?

Jowsany  Maybe some residual sviull. Every now and then,
sonething . .. [ can never hold on o in . _ .

Smeert Preacken lmmmmmhm

BEAT Crosses to rabde and puts crpo-unit on it

Jawe,  Thats seriously weird,

Jonnsy,  Maybe | didn't lose anything | wanted to beep, |
the space for the job.

’_Emrr Priachee:  For all tables are full of vomit and fhlthiness, so
that there is no place clean .

Hoowy,  Shoulda seen it before.

lase:  You got parents ‘n’ stuff? Poracnes:  Isadah
That weird glitch again. inude fohnoy _ Mine's Hoolry
=T PoEacHis |
Jane.  Sure . . . One Havent seen him in years. Rt

Johnny looks at her. Then he sfirgs.
“ Not so’s you'd natice .,
Jokisiny.  Yeah . . . Anyway, | don’t think about it

Strect Preacher
Iase 5o what do you think about? When you're alone? leats Hooly 1o table. pops the door of the
Fou FIO- Loy MM'WMWJMFHﬂ
5 ”mmﬂimwm.ﬂjm
£ into the unit. BEAT Withdraws it. WHITE with frost

hmﬂ.fﬁmﬁmmﬂhﬂmm

REACHIR, The girl. She toob Rallly boy out of the back
S Who bs she?

The question hits a sensitrve spot: Johnny deflects it

Jonmedys  Right nows Tm thinking about where we can go IS
the met.

Johnny speeds up his pace. No more talk.
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STump,  Whoa, Street Preachers out J-Bone. you copying®

INT. HEAVEN. NIGHT. Sheives jammed with boxes. A desk littered with papers. etc

' Johnny tuns on desk lamp. sweeps everything else 1o the

F8one sits on Victorian chair, warching vid-screen, foor

aptically combined with the Loteks " binoculars, TWO you

LOTERS are with him. ey Find me a Sino-Logic 16,

I-Bome:  Look at that son of a bitch, Doesn't have o natural by
left in his body. So jacked up he cughta squeal when he p
'fnhuummlim:dmp:mmm-ndhnmmﬂi '
with Brazilian fetal tissue .

Youwo Lotex #1:  He really a preacher, J-Bone?

I-Bose Mothertucker’s got God and technology ass-back
Kills people for money 10 beep that steeple over his head,

smume (PO ffrerk Want us to follow him?
I-Bone:  Keep the fuck away from him. Man's just too crazy

Jane scans the shelfves, pulls down a carton, passes it ta him
He recites a list of the things he needs

: Thomeon eyephones . . . 5ogo Seven dota-gloves . . GPL
: mlﬂ'mmdu.l: . one Burdine intelligent translator . .

DISSOLVE TO:

LATER.

The Sino-Logic 16 looks libe a super-fast laptop, Its connected
via 4 modem line, to the shop’s phone, Jolinnys connected af,
the various units. Turns on the computer,

Puts on popgles and gloves. Goggles leave his POV in DARK-
NESS

KNS POV as the pogples activate. sucking him into a RUSH
through VIRTUAL REALITY Rush STOPS This version
ol cyberspace is a 3D grid. densely arraped with various
SHAPES Each shape represents data in a particular computer

INT. COMPUTER SHOP. NIGHT,
Blackness

Iave  (POW: Slick. Where'd you learn to do that?
Jomsesy (PO} Had this summer job |

WEDGE OF FAINT LIGHT as REAR DOOR opens. We canlj
make out Johnny, reisting a last connection info wires of &
SARS, 00 ooy o Cur VR experience is always from jonnys POV as his
“simpiied icons generated by the gloves, pick up ana
Manipulate SHAPES. The shapes have a peculiar characteris-
He tollows, e when he opens one, it unfofds INFINITELY, surrounding his
vk M#mplmfnrumm of cata. We'k doing it now, his

oy, Breabing and entering. Saands” quick and assured, BOXES WITHIN BOXES

Ianve:  Doing what?



IANES POV

Johany is sitting there, adroitly manipufating NONEXISTE

COBIECTS with his gloved hands, as serfous about it as jf)

were disarming a bomb. It looks poofy, ABSURD.
Iane (PO What're you doing”

lornny:  Mabking a long-distance call . . Beijing . .. A hote] _ __

HOHNRYS POV

As something ADMITS him, The BEIING HOTEL EMAR
Wows for an instant. red neon. A VIRTUAL SCREEN appess
scrolling DATA. We follow Johnnys moves as e fshes fo
particular fragment of information.

lowny  (PO): Fax charges for Suite 2571 ., . 15 Tanuary, 2021 .
say 115 PM. 11:30 . ..

Data in tighter RESOLUTION. Its in CHINESE al
JonNy (VO On-line wranslation .

Chinese becomes ENGLISH,
lotNNY  (PO): Shit

ey pOw
He “looks™ up at her. eyes covered by the massive gofs

OHNNY, s just an all-night copy shop. They were sending @
o a copy shop. Here. In Newark.

She doesn’t bnow what hes talling about. His hands 58
move again. very fast

Max #|

JEnn MM &

His POV His hands untangling a bnot of data. Another VIR
TUAL SCREEN leaps our of it. Hand fcons moves to anothe
INT. YAKUZA COMPUTER CENTRAL. NIGHT.

SAME POV

OF the hand and the box. Then the picture 200MS out anc
turns into a grid. a HIGH-REZ MAP of Newark. An ARROW
pulsing at one spot.

A VAKUZA OPERATOR removes his gopples, speabs into his heac
et

Got him. 3326 Sutton Plaza, Sub Level 3.

EXT. NEWARK STREET. NIGHT.

A Yabuza limo hangs a U-turn, speeds into the night . .
INT. COMPUTER SHOP. NIGHT.

JoHNNY S POV
As another VIRTUAL SCREEN blips out of another box

Hold It hoid it . .. ¢ mon,. baby. alf the way . . Back to

Newark ... Copy shop ... Yeah. its here! Part of it’s here. in

the buffer of their fax modem . . .

JANES POY

sLNment in an instant.
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= et off my board. man! You're too hot! You're a hit waiting
L 1o happen! Off!

(PCh: You owe me. Stribe

Hey. | dont owe you thar much!

sy ( VO, bluffing): | can crash you from here. You know | can.
Wipe oul your entire board . .

. lohnny. don't, man, that’s my livelihood . |

vy, | need 1o bnow what I'm holding, Strike. Why's the Yabuza
after it? Whao's Dr. Allcome?

e All | bnow is you got a head full of Pharmakom data and
the Yakuza want you bad®

IoiNNys POV

lane (PO Lets po. obay?

ltrlirﬂﬁs (VOH: No. I'm going to try something else. Guy Pharmaborn?®
Stribe CRINGES as a change shoots across his field of data, the
We move through cpberspace apain. texture hwisting and coarsening, He looks at this with horror,

Shit! They put a virus on us' Get out of here, man! | never
heard of any Dr. Malcom, | never—

He stops in horror as suddenly part of his image disappears.
vanishes with a digital SCREAM as the VIRLS eats his image

INT. COMPUTER SHOP. NIGHT.

lonsNy  (PO): He runs a board in this sector. Owes me a §
Maybe he can find this doctor for me—

We're there: stowes ‘Board” is a smooth gray cube. A
yoes o work on it

otnny  (POY: Come on. man. let me in.

EXT. STREET. OUTSIDE COMPUTER SHOP. NIGHT. Jmmimﬂkms.mwuﬂmbwhﬂlnqumﬂmw
the shop to the display window.

IANES POV
Norhing moving out there.

tabes a MAKEUP MIRROR from her bag and extends i

? the window. sideways. tilting it, using it libe a periscope
MIRROR on various views of the street. Nothing

The Yakuza limo hisses around the COFNer. approvc
computer shop . .

INT. COMPUTER SHOP. BACK ROOM. NIGHT.

A WINDOW opens in the side of the cube: a virtual
Stribe is on it. dightally disguised



| aME

jory  (penuinely baffledy Who the hell are pou?

| ANE

I8 VCRENMUAP

Then she see PAKLEZA approaching. beeping close o
shadows of the bulldings: Bpures in LONG BLACK CoAars

Shit
Scrambies for the back room
INT. COMPUTER SHOP. BACK ROOM. NIGHT.
mamnnys POV on Strikes cube as something starts to

ot of it, something with & much higher bit rate, Bner resa
tion. Anna, crazy delight in her eyes at seeing Johnny

Annai face crumples with SORPOW, sheks abour o
whien :

fane nips the poggies off, raking Anna and cyberspace
them

Mowe! Mowe!

Sound of BREAKING GLASS.

Cur ro

THE YAKUZA.

Kicking in the front door. St befvind fis men
INT. COMPUTER SHOR. NIGHT.

fane reaches into her bag, comes our with the grenade B
i

Johnny diverts (o grab a brightly printed carton (INPUS
30007 from STOCK SHELF
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Jane pulls the pin and tosses the grenade toward the dog -

Jane sits down. Her bag is on the table. Johnny turns it over.
frantically swerves 1o grab Johnny and pull him out,

dumping the contents on the table.
INT. SERVICE ALLEY. NIGHT. Hey!
He pulls a phone-card out of the pile.

Mind if | use this?

KA-BOOM'! Johnny and Jane CRASH out the service eny, :
and run, Johnny with carton under arm. The explosion s
ing building behind them.

Jane SIGHS, CLOSE on Johnnys hands as he slips her card into

IoHNNY: A Beer opener?!
the Infobahn clip.

Jane shrugs. They beep running Man owes me fifty thou and he'’s scamming my phone-card.

EXT. COMPUTER SHOP. NIGHT. (grins): And it's still our first date . . .

Shinji gets up from where the explosion has thrown him, Johnny gets up and heads for the pay vid-phone in the back

himself off. His men lie dead or wounded, MOANING. S
pays them no mind, bhis epes burning with humiliab INT. UNDERGROUND MALL. COFFEE SHOP. VID-PHONE.

INT. UNDERGROUND MALL AREA. NIGHT, Johnny slots clipped card in phone. Gets DIAL TONE.

Number tor Pharmakom Industries. Their branch here in

Seedy. iN-hr, nearly deserted, At counter, Jane picks upl Newark.

colffees in paper cups and carries them over to Johnny.

Jfohnny tabking the INFOBAHN 3000 from carton; it has nt
ical KEYPAD. a small SCREEN. but is uniibe vid-phones ®
seen. A shorr CURLY CORD ends in a CLIP for PHONELN

A number appears on the screen. He dials ON INFOBAHN.
PHARMAKOM logo appears over gorgeous sunset clouds.

MaL (V) You have reached the offices of Pharmakom
Incorporated, a subsidiary of Pharmakombinat. If you know
the number of the section—

Head of security . . .

ane:  Great. Now I'm a waitress,
Johnny's sorting through a thick deck of credit cards.

jonny. | can use any of these. The Yabuza's watching
waiting for the first transaction . . .



T Tt SCISIRAY

NATIONAL PHONEBOOK. As Johnny HACKS and we 3 wa.mmmmmm
IN on ihe NUMBER We hear @ RING Pharmalom seg

MAN appoans on screen. Peers narrowly at lohnny . These quys will negotiate They e corpotate

Loy the Yalruza'

. Listen, i you don't come, fine. Ifs a business meeting s
not your kind of scene Ii it works out, 11 get you the money |
owe you. It it doesnl—

Spcuiemy.  This mumiber is enlisted. s a foderal offense—
Jorawy.  Don’t lbe surprises?
SEcumimt Moo Mot ag all,

Tosnmy: | hawe 320 gigabytes of Pharmakom data. . am. 1t doesn’t, you're dead!

This gets Securites FULL atfention. He glances sideways
mpﬁmmﬂnmhmrm

using beyboard (5

Jommesey  Dont bother T be out of here in neenty seconds.

He rounds on her

sty [ ponna be dead snyway. | don get this shit owt of my
bead”
Stung she stops. He walbs on. She tabes o stop Somcthings

BEAT affected her coofdination

Jonswy:  Your data, out of my head. I've got one image. you ¥
the oiher g,

. H-hey! Listen! This guy Spider? Used 1o be a doctor? H-he
could f-hx pou, maybe, your head . . .

fohany looks back, sees her condition

T
= Hey. What's with you?

Secuprty  (Mingd That can be arranged M. assssh . b-beall r-r-r—

Jospiery  Leth meet

kotnny grabs her a she stars o sinb 1o the ground In thi
, Imiani. he's instnctively assumed responsibility — but with i
B panics. fooking around as if hell be able 1o hand her i

else: here. pow tabe care of her
MEsris ¥ stare befelly, wall on as i they havenT soer,

INT, UNDERGROUND MALL. NIGHT.
Johnny walling fast, trping to outdistance her

lasie:  You're cragy! They'll chop your head off! ! l"*'-ﬂl You're sick. You strung out or wha?
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Shabes her head. shudders, trying 1o pull herself togeds
sheer force of will. Johnny looks up. horrified as he realiz

lokinery:  You got NAS!
Jane:  MNollt
Her eves roll up. Johnnay has to lift her in his arms.

lowsny,  've got & meer!

She manages to subdue it, fong enough 1o speak, bur . .o

Iave: Ggo...0G4...
Jostany: | can't deal with this now, understand?

He carries her to a nearby doorway and puts her down.

lowwwy,  Whatever it is, you're sidelined, right? | gotta
meeting—

Her eyes roff up
lowwwy:  Hey! Can you hear me?
She snaps back into focus.

JanE;
far from here . .

Spider. He's g-got d-drugs . . . He's got a p-place . . . N

SN i
EXT. LANDFILL. IN FRONT OF SPIDER'S GARAGE.
 NIGHT.

A crazy facade of graffitied sheet metal. Johnny half drags. haif

. carries Jane our of a cab. She can barely walk. her left leg
making weird robotic movements.

Johniy props Jane against the wall beside a crudely installed
infercom/videocam unit; presses the bution, wails impa-
tiently.

Sppes (VCR: If you aren'’t expected you aren't invited. So fuck off.
- obay?

Get down here, man! She's sick!

Me pushes Jane up to the intercomyvideocam.

H-hey . . Spider. babe . .. |...

lohnny tries 1o hold her upright as she starts to convulse. He

cant She’s thrashing in a puddie. Blood at the corner of her
moisth.

Door CRASHES open: Spider rushes out
= Gt your wallet in her mouth!

 Johany whips out waller; it flips open, spraying credit cards.
Me wedges it berween her teeth. Spider picks her up in fire-
mani carry, white Johnny scrambies to pick up his cards.

"€ duchs in after Spider just before the door slams shu.

Side is taben up by a strange loobking VAN PAN across a
W surgical sbie. sophisticated medical equipment ana

mn
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mechanics pw—meuambﬂwuﬂmabnmm ik
a transmission shop.

anrhtknfq:dumnrm:u#mmwduhh i
mowing fast, Jane’s condition has his total attention; its o
He slips a band of electrodes down over her forehe
consults a monitor.

m:.mmumenmmmm ir.

5o what does cause it?
e Cause it? The world causes it.

He starts grabbing things: computer screens, disk drives. light

lonnwy.  Look, | gotta run— bulbs, & wid-phone . ..

spioel:  Shut up. Give me the muscle relaxant. The red
P one g mhi:numlt.-.mlsmmull...lmuumlt...{mh

Jnh:myi‘fnumnch...lmuth...hlmlmmﬂmd

He picks up a sharp, ugly instrumen. Johnny turns away.
Jooks around the room. OS. nasty machine noises; Johnny
glances in that direction, winces. Then he spots Spiders com-
puter setup: a futuristic PC attached to fancy peripherals,
covering a twenty-foot table. Hes dravwn to it like & moth to a
fame. Picks up the telephone handset. glances to make sure
Spider is busy. punches in a number. We hear it RING.

Jonwwy:  It's NAS, right?

Spinei:  Yeoh, the black shabes. Like hali the people w 1
arcand this wown . ..

But the DIAL TONE sounds again as the connection is broben
the screen saver comes back on and immediately starts 1o
'mmmﬂm'nmnfmrm Johnny pulls back, spooked

Spinei: You just understand one thing, olay?
lonwsy:,  What's that?

Spipee: It wasn't my work got her this way. My work
Besides. you dont get this shit from amp jobs. T

myth 2! Yes! We have both lost so much—
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Jomusy:  Tm seeing things. Right? Seeing things .. . Spider moves a lintle closer, sizing fohnny up.

Anna: Yes, lohnny! Seeing things! But you must remember oy
all felt! How each thing smelled and tasted’ You used 1o/l
put Four tongue against the iron railing, and look out ag
the park. You told me it made a 1aste in your mouth like
Let me take you home. Johnny—

wu Dont se¢ that in Newark much. Just Johnny. Kinda up
scale for us. you know? :

iy Got mine in Singapore.,
\ewpep.  Whats the deal, Just lohnny?

Johnny reaction. Where does she get this from? 1 got this problem. Up here. Maybe you can help me

uT 1O
Seivew  (OS, angryd What do you think you're doing!? o

INT. SPIDER'S GARAGE. NIGHT.

Johnny in dentist’s chair. Spider SCANNING HIS HEAD Study-
i ing resulls on & monitos.

ON THE MONITOR.

The inside of Johnnys head The implant itself is small Bui
throuphout his brain, dark streaks, almost libe odl, are Blurring
the neural pathways. Spider WHISTLES.

Jormny:  Just— just looking.
Spinex:  Don't touch angthing Who the fuck are you?
Jomery:  Johnny.

Spper:  Johnny who?

Man, they did some serlous shoehorning to get that In

Moove:  Let's ship the technical critique, obay? | need some hei
here.

PIDD:  You don't know the hall of it Must be hurting like hell

SONY: Think | need you to tell me that? | got three hundred anc
hwenry gigs in there.

lofismy:  Just Johnny . . .

FLASH FRAME. He winces as his head gives him anothes
Spider fooks at him. curious. Johnny scans the lab and
theim.

Joimwy:  Looks like a full-service shop . . . How are you
implanis?

| Y€ 5ee Spider react ro the number. He is very interested now
€5 being very careful

Spider sizes him up. '

& Yeah? What is ir. exactly? What kind of stulf?

Jossowy.  Silicon implants. Neural overlays. Memory
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INT. SPIDER'S GARAGE. NIGHT.

5

Mine appears, drug-stinned bt aniows, draped (n o sheer

ST SO0 ORI o e Chair,

s doin” okay?

ke, i .
B | it
hl!m.-. . 9 . Dt .
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can sew that he has heard of Dr. Allcome
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L TR SCREA
Jorsse:  Allcome. Like AV . . . come g, 'Epmﬁﬂ'ﬁm&!ﬂﬂﬂt
BEAT Spider shrugs phey siep out and see an ancient STEP-UP VAN retrofitted with
. huge. blimplike gasbag on top. A jumble of gas lines pro-
Spiper: Maybe . } from the gashag and run around 1o the exhaust. A Spidet
mmm;ﬂtfm’tﬂnr.:wﬂ.
Johnny jumps out of the chair

methane. Beats hell out of walting on Esso,

Iomnny.  Where is he?
EXT. SPIDER'S GARAGE. NIGHT.

SHpem- | sald “maybe.” Why do you want to see him?

lane:  C'mon. Spider! Street Preacher circling the bullding, starting to RUN as he

hears NOUSY IGNITION and BACKFIRING of van.

He turns to Jane. oozing concern. Puts a protectin

around her. Like a father, bur also a bit libe a lover INT. SPIDER'S VAN, NIGHT.

All in. Spider steps on the gas. Slowly . ..

. As the van turns around the buliding. Street Preacher appears,
rushing straight toward them, fike a locomotive.

SPIDER: Don’t worry. 1Ml make sure Just Johnny gets 1o see wh
n-ued:msea.but:mu.wunmdh:frmhup. Jo
Big time.

Something in her wants to buy this: hes her Fuch:,

mentor, they've slept together. she's barely re

her attack .. He FLOORS IT, heading straight for Streer Preacher. who

DIVES. AIMING for the windshield, STRIKES. shattering ir. and
ROLLS OFF vanishing

Tires SCREAM as Spider hangs an insanely tight turn and they
ROAR up street. away from parage. Johnny looks at Spider

Iane:  But. . . He's my clienr . .
SPeR:  T'm tellin’ you, you gotta sleep!

Jounsy:  Just telf me where 1o go’

Who the fuck was thar™
BEAT Spider glances at Jane. Her approval of him imp
L around crack-webbed -
Seew: 1 drive you. E Spider cranes o see impac

He precedes them ro the back door
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* SIDE OF UNION STATION. NIGHT.

88 188 CRENPLAY
EXT. PAVEMENT BESIDE SPIDER'S GARAGE. NIGH!

Street Preacher on hands and bnees. Shabes himself. G
tor his feet, bloody but unbowed.

s van swerves around a corner and pulls into a loading
pay of the disused Art Deco station :

EXT. STREETS, NIGHT. INT. UNION STATION. NIGHT.

Dark. Light angles in from elsewhere in the building as Spider

Spiders van races through the night. opens a door, feading Johnny and Jane up the stairs ...

INT. TAKAHASHI'S OFFICE. NIGHT. INT. STATION HALL NIGHT.

Tabahashi is ar his desk, the image of Anna in front a
matched with & more formal portrait. His secretary readsi
anather monitor.

They emerge into a huge hall flled with NAS marenTs in
advanced stages of the disease. oppeEpUes put bodies on
siretchers. NuRses tend to their patients, everything is make-
shift

There are far too many patients, far roo few personnel

Secuetary.  Anna Kalmann. Founder. Former CEO ol the mu
tional Pharmabkombinat Industrie, Zurich. Born. | Aug
Died, 3 September 2015.

Taxanashl:  Died? Six years ago”

SpcpETAY.  She was imprinted to Pharmabkom’s neural-net §
latton in Zurich prior to onset of morbidity.

Johnny and lane stare in horror; Spider doesnt even seem o
notice. Me pestures o them and they follow him as he finds a
paih through the room. He rabes a white coat from a rack. slips
& on as he goes

A nupse. who seems to be an NAS patient hersell. looks up
Taxarasms:  Imprinted?

Secortary.  Mer neural-net persona has Swiss citizenship. ;
the Artificial Intelligence Laws of 2006. She advises the @
board from—

+ Spider, thank God you're here . . .

Spider goes over to her and helps check out her TiENT. They
talts topether. Spider nods briefly

A LoTER scrawi erases Annak portrair, intense burst & K | Come with me.
cut off as the secretary switches off the screen. But B

has missed this, turning away. BY move on toward a tentlibe structure that partitions ¢

ner of the hall. The nurse smiles at Johnny as he passes

Tacniastn. A ghost ... g the way. Spider stops at various patients, looks at them
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checks charts, efc., maring sure Johnny gets a good look ar the
suffering that goes on here

JORNY Where's Dr. Allcome?
pg. Dr. Allcome” is who we page in hospitals il we got a major
problem and we don't want to spook the civilians

e Huh?

Spmite “Dr. Allcome to Ward Seven.” And we all drop everything
and haul ass 1o wherever. Usually it means we g0t 8 Ccrazy.
somebody violent . . . [t means we need all the help we can get

Joepare:  Bur [ saw it on a fax buffer—

They have reached the fentiife partitton and Spider precedes
Johnny and Jane inside

INT. TENT/OPERATING ROOM. NIGHT.

lury-rigged by someone who is endlessly inventive. Some
geniuine medical equipment is mived freely with homemade
contraptions and gadgets. Spider, folinny and Jane enter. Spi-
der directs lohnny to an operating table

e That fax was supposed 1o be for us

BEAT. as John ny digests this, Stilf suspicious
hﬂih"r WI':U-\_; -|_j:h"|‘.

’&mm The NAS underground. People who keep this place going
D\!E'nlh: like me. Get on the table here
Why?

Don't be a bigger asshole than you have to, akay? Lie
n
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fohnny obeys. Spider pushes something that fooks libe g e

TEr R
CTT1 T

1 of g CAT scanner in peace
SEnes  Now lets talke a benter lool at thal shit
el S g i ke R L i i ol
He throws a series of switches, a WHIRERING sound
and numbers display on a console. Spider nods, as f-
suspicions have been conhrmed

Spine  No access code?

Joussy  Except for one image. Out of three
Me reaches for his pocket. but Spider shabes his head

Spinet: 11 won help. What did they use, random images?

WO Y From the TW
Spider nods, Hes not hopeful

Spipely,  Okay, I've gol some decryplion programs here Welln
{herm, see [ we get anything

He pops in a few discs. the WHIRRING sounds agais
program runs Spider sits back, lools over o Jane.

T T

sjaring af

O InT

L]

SOt laney, honey, vou should h‘:‘ll:_'.' I Do
| amt Can vou break the code. Spider?
Sminnet: I 1 et lucky. Really lucky

Janes eves retum to Johnng Concern. Spider notices S

alie foandes @ fim We can e | i 'l'-”l.'r"- him -”Ir"‘ i J
stops. Spicer CURSES softly
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Jokinwy,  No dice?

LU T "

Lile a real cure?

Spider pushes away the CAT- _ wew:  They could have you straightened out in three weeks
s e Janey. You and everybody else.

SepER:  No. But | can get it out.
Jomnwy,  How?

SpibER:  With a general anesthetic. a cranial drill, and pair o
ceps,

Johnny has kit upon an inconsistency in Spiders story

wy, Everybody's trying to cut off my fucking head —

pep. S0 they can tabe it back o Salgon and run it under &
quantum interference detector. But then they'd have the cure
and we wouldn't. You leave that thing in your head. nobods
can save you. Plus the cure is lost, Forever. Let me tabe it out, |
can save the cure. Even if we had the code, the seepage Is sc
bad. it would probably come out as garbage . .

Wy Whats it supposed to matier 1o me? If I'm dead. You
follow me?

iSwoen.  The cure can save millions of lives. You're gonna dic
anyway If we don't get it out. You can mabe a difference.

BEAT

lowmwy:  You're jobing, right?
Senem:  No jobe.
fouswy:  And | could die, 1o, right? =

SpipeR:  It's going to kill you anyway, when it ruptures. | tabedt
Fou'll probably survive. You'd lose some fine-motor shills
might not be able to remember anything for more than
three minutes, but—

lobinny i
Jouwwy:  Puck that ny i nof sure what o belfeve.

o All | bnow s that whatever's in my head is worth a lot of
maoney. Why should [ trust you? (furms to Jane) You're sup-
Posed 1o be my bodyguard here

Spider comes closer ro Johnny,

SemeR:  Let me tell you something. Let's star with what yo
inside there. Just 30 you know what it's worth, obay? W

worth to the world. (BEAT) You're carrying the cure & Jane stands, jooking back and forth from one to the other

what the helf are the alternatives here. anyway”

-“ rolling stretcher CRASHES through the tent Hap, flies across
L foam and SMASHES into the wall, The nurse’s body falls
P the streicher: epes dead, her neck broben,

reet Preacher enters, hands spread as if about 1o launch inte
maon, his face aglow with the possibilities of what he’s jusi

Johnny studies him carefully; is this bullshit? Can't dech

lomnny.  You're telling me | got—

SpipeR:  Pharmakom’s complete R&D on their cure for N
tenuation Syndrome. plus the records of the hekd
prove it worls. And it works libe a motherfucker.
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INT. TENT/OPERATING ROOM. NIGHT,

#é I8 SCREBMY

Steeer Peeacies:  Praise be unto the Lord. That cure is p
Behold your Savioe!

serext Preacher holds Spider against the wall
Spider makes an instant decision :
Puracher:  Who is Jones?

SeipeR:  Run for it! Deals hot werware in Cleveland . |

Smeeet PreacieR: You can't lie 1o me, sinner, fesus Is my co

" pifor . . .

Reaching for Spider. who malbes a very good try at bicking
Street Preacher in the balls and diving past him, but it doesn
work. Caught in those big hands, Spiders flung back agains:
the wall Street Preachers eyes fall on the surgical tools He
stares reverentiy. Then turns his attention bach to Spider

He hurls himsell at Streer Preacher, who plucks him oura
air and rasses him aside. Advances on Johnny

lohnny. next to the operating table, grabs a L
husrls it Street Preacher. who deflects it easily. Jane Jets Jo
with TWO quick THROWING SPIKES in a row. Street
plucks one out of the air, but the other plants itself i
shoulder. Strewt Preacher GRUNTS. then plucks the §
from his shoulder. Pissed off at his own sloppiness.

Spider rackies Streer Preacher around the fegs. bringing
dowen

Preacher:  Tell me where they are

Street Preacher drives a scalpel through the open palm of
Spider’s fefr hand, through the plywood. pinning him there

INT. MAINTENANCE TUNNEL. NIGHT.

Seioer:  Run'! Get to Jones! Maybe he can do it!

Jane and Johnny stand for a brief moment, unwilling to 808
Spiders sacrifice.
lohnny and Jane hurry along: Jane beeps looking back A
SCREAM echoes eerily Johnny and lane stop, spoobed,
bnowing Spider is gone. Johnny touches Jane on the shoulder
Itk a tender. protective gesture. They continue

EXT. DARK STREETS. NIGHT,

Smpee:  Jones. Jlaney!! Get him o Jones!!

Spider on the foor. Not moving

fohnny grabs lane. pulls her away. They fnally run for 8
loaking back over her shoulder o Spider. Street Proache
up, looks atter them, is abour to follow when a move

Spider catches his eye. He approaches Spider, holsts il
INT. UNION STATION. NIGHT.

Spider’s van races through the night
SPIDER'S VAN, NIGHT,

SCREEN of funby dashboard VID-PHONE as PHAR-

Johnny and lane RUN into a tunne! AROM secuerty smav appears. Johnny. driving one-handed.
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adjusts the dash-phone’s camera so Security can only se
not Jane next to him. We notice the Infobahn 3000 ph
into the dash-phone.

Listen 1o me, Takahashi. before its oo late . .

Tabahashis eyes bug with a mivture of rage and occul
Rashomon rerror. Deep down, he believes in ghosts.

Your daughter is gone and you feel that as a great wrong
But | offer you the chance 1o right a greater wrong—

lotsny: | couldn’t make the meet. but I'm stll up for it
secumimy: Certainly.

lomwny:  This time the place is Heaven. Under the bridge in Lag
5. .. Bring the rest of the code.

sEcupmy: [ be there.

sl (exaggerated calm): No. This is not happening.

He reaches 1o shur off the monitor. but something in her look
stops him.

I've learned so many things since my death. Tabahashi_ |

Johnny breals the connection. Jane looks at him. .
fled into the net. and | saw everything. | saw that they had—

ane:  Great. Now If he doesn’t kill you, J-Bone will , . . CLICK Me shuts off the monitor Stares ar the blank screen,

breathing deeply
EXT. RATLANDS. NIGHT.

lohnny shrugs. Speeds on.

INT. TAKAHASHI'S OFFICE. NIGHT. The rubble-strewn plain, the BRIDGE in BACKGROUND.

Johnny and Jane pull up below bridge in Spider’s van.
EXT. HEAVEN, LOOKOUT. NIGHT.

VARIOUS ANGLES establishing Heaven. Its bulging patch-
mnm&mummmmmmmmw
*everal penerations of hardcore Wikd Boys,

We MOVE IN—as if approaching a spaceship made of gar-
bage. Here’s the VW-BOMBER. a device designed 1o hold and
drop three VOLKSWAGEN BUGS. The VWs are STACKED libe
Hombs; through their shattered windows, we see hundreds o
HASS jars and jugs of an amber Muid—GASOLINE

Ve TILT DOWN this mad contraption to a small PLATFORM,

ON A MONITOR on Takahashi’s desk. On it, the Pharmal
securify man slumps, eyes blank, mouth open. as if 8
dead

mmvxmmmmmwmamm_
GLOVE connected to the monitor. He wigghes his fing

the monitor, the security man5s eyes and longue p
squirm grotesquely

AkAHASHE  He wants the code . .

video puppet on the screen doesnt go limp. I
SMILES at him, MORPHS into Anna



jﬂlll 2o | ioddd her. it she wani o gt with m
her and screw the physical disabilities, if's

right
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Sncx:  What'!
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EXT. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.

YELLING hoarscly

oo ey M w0 What do vou think

but if that's really the cur for MAS I my hs
you i could save evarvhody

km'«l\.'.

Oy Char

He ST
Hml”lf“r"\--.

H"::" . i He wrs
ket o stuff is

i L

| his head. Likse you. so0t of

ooy Hey! Wabe up, dammit® Hey I Listern 1

I CACHE | L'|||.-_1|-' Whaos ihls | Es Uy Sl

rummaging through the junk. irein

| wrant to gt wiil
all Aol ||_.'||||.I

Tedrny sounds vans HORN leaning in through the window

No sign of life from above. Johnny stops. discouraped  He'

ULSUATYE guiel, 2ométhing preving on i mind

[ T BIEEN ¢ fx o

ad. i could saes
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Gers his full atention. He's picked up a battered tra;
and a stick.

Jotmwy:.  Memory augments?

Jase,  I'mnot sure. Anyway. he's . . (shrugs, ar 8 Joss) YouTl g
BEAT Johnny senses shes holding something back.
glances up to Heaven and starts banging the stich on
can lid, a loud RACKET.

EXT. HEAVEN. PLATFORM. NIGHT.

Jimy mEmnc L
Oh shir ... !

Multi-stage action of BOMBER mechanism as bottom-mao:
VW is refeased. it shoots down RAMP still attached by Rif
CORD 1o INCENDIARY FUSE. Cord goes taut: fuse IGNITES

EXT. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.
fanes oblivious as the falling VW carches fire Plurnmetin
straight for her

Johnny looks up, sees it. DIVES over. TACKLES her anc
ROLLS

VW impacts van. FIREBALL of combined methane and gas
oling

Stick cranes out over black void, listening.
Snick:  Somebody crazy. down there . . . Getting on my
Buppy,  Ratland’s fulla crazies, Stick. lgnore, man.
Sncx:  Hey. look. Iis Spider’s van . .. Lets drop a bug on

der. man . . .

Sticks only kidding. to bug Buddy

Buony.  Hey. don't even say that! J-Bone'll shit, he hears
know how jumpy he's been—

Jane on her back in the mud, staring up at folinny

. Wha—?

Fnr#whmmummmdfmmmm et bris
frustration and anger boil over, He gets up

! Y mlh!whuﬂmmﬂ[ﬂmmmmm
Stick is only baiting Buddy; now he's climbing up ro the & fuck is going on'?
that releases the Vs
*ﬂﬂ'ﬂl io fane. Iy P
Buppy:  Hey! Shit. man— .

Stick GRINS: enjoying putting Buddy uptight
Sncx:  Hey nothin’. It's what they're for . ..

You know, all my life I've been careful 1o stay in my own
Comer, looking out for number one. no complications, now
fMddenly I'm responsible for the entire fucking world and
ooy and his mother is rying 1o bl me i my head
Stick with his hand on the lever. just jacking Buddy U@ gttt
his FOOT SLIPS, look of horror as he'’s forced to grab

0 beep from falling. SWINGS DOWN on lever 0 is about 10 lose it. 100, then claitms the moral bigh ground
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My helicopier

e

eeTaly: 1S waling. sir
SEERE "

= r nd ol L Y
.r.l;-u.'.‘!-??'u;i' LR TS & Cass Mfemoves an old-Fasfuone

u

Syl Yies?
Sprut TAR He's on his way

EXT. HEAVEN. NIGHT.

Iri the shasdonr of fleaven. Sireet rl-!";'L'-.‘u 1T JODEs

dermenied falth

He srarts « fimnng e ,"‘.'n'.ll"'-l'l
INT. VILLA. STUDY. DAY,

os POV

The same HOME MOVIE QUALITY and ominou

AT Futters a0

n Eha e Fall,
L LLIRETS Al s i

film s FLifriragy Ohid

INT. HEAVEN. CONTAINER, NIGHT.

lohnnys eyes open. -Bone 15 pone oy Jane |

gt a1 and leaves. [The sécrelary siragTiers a pen sl

-aits 4 beal fo make sure he's really gon She pre

the cryo-unil on fis back His fealtures are a

el 57 PiCEn

S5E=5 8 Dunfto

o e prone '1.I'IJIi‘_rI.:~ FACL AfRMar> cut fhie sCreen

up. carrying

ight with h

Steeet Poeackes:  You can run. sinners. but you cant hide

s lighting. Th

same weynan behind the desk, her face invisible

The POV approaching the wornan, but the image bleache

5 [Mere
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Ty | s | almost sang s il i was i rr“_-“-n.,

fane can barely contain her reliel, more that hel ¢
agin than anything efse. but then she realizes how strong e
emodions for him are and her smile disappears

Johinny calches her expression

louuwy:  Pmoall right

N B W
—tﬂ'ﬂ-"_-

he turns away and he realires he misinterpreted
thoughts. Ne sits up, still somewhat dizzy, reaches for
They biss and all the danger and bottled-up fear of the
hours turms info passion

l-Bome  (C5) Hey. we goit a special room for that

e e = R

They let go of each other, see J-Bone grinning at them,
grin facles

|- B Time o meet lones

EXT. RATLANDS. NIGHT.

VW in BACKGROUND. Shinjis ASSAULT TEAM emerpes IS
Shiryl, Team wnloads Diack nyion carryalls froem rrunks.

Shinji scanning Heaven with binoculars

HEAVYWEIGHT opens a bag and lifts oul 4 compact
AIRCRAFT MISSILE LAUNCHER. Hands this to [us M
FEMALE YakUEA, who helts it admiringly

FEsmaLe Yaiza: Come (o Momma
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She sights i, in fove. Shingi fowers binoculars, furns
MR K iy . hini clips LINE-CLIMBER to end of line. Clips line-climber to
his harness. FIVE harnessed HENCHMEN also fire up lines.
1Bone quichly lesiding folnny aid Jane theough o seiait.  They teach you that in ninja school, Boss?
Living quarters, a workshop, a schoolroom made ouf g
schoof bus, even a hydroponic vepetable garden, On a GAN
WAY between rwo conrainers, Johnny accidentally bng
into a TOOL KIT with his foot. sees it FALL out of sight infg Spin:  Takahashi [s mine
river.

Shinji pauses, fooks at his henchmen.

Shinji touches a button on the line-climber and rises smoothly

|-Bose:  Spider’s people, they give us information, we ou it  out of sight. His henchmen follow:
Jomwwy:.  Out i?

FBose: Wide-band Global Off the commsats Jones
us . .. In here

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

Janes hand on glass of tank: A DOLPHING nose nudges the

INT. HEAVEN. NIGHT. @lass in greeting from inside.

Mrough doorway inte Lotek command central, domin Bo B Jones

by a tree of dozens of monitors in the center. A LOTEK 5%
Johnny steps forward, puzzled. The dolphin, Jones, surfaces i

high in the air an an old converted electric chair on an exi
abie base, the BOOM-CHAIR, checking a monitor. Fach a GOUT of water. Spilir second glimpse of Navy ARMOR.

monitor, central 1o a ragged MASS OF EQUIPMENT s a &
its water clear enough to show 8 CREATURE inside. Bif®
dies of CABLES siung down into the water; SCANNER c
o PARABOLIC SCANNERS marked ULS. NAVE™ mots
high and wide apart.

Johnny stands and stares ar the surreal spectacle

sa... fsh'?
Mammal

The dolphin surfaces again and now stays up. The scanner.
SWIVEL, lock on Johnny. Johnny jumps as a scanning beam o
 INFRASOUND sweeps over him,

EXT. HEAVEN. STRUCTURAL DETAIL. NIGHT.

Cll as PITON, trailing a fine line. embeds jtsell in wod
line is pulled faut
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.., WL ANS |.'-|.:'.'||r_'.'.'|-_-\-lil|..f:' f-Pie So0ms [0 unoersia rud fie

-
g WL

j-ﬁ ! Yeah Friemd Horar's It NANGIN , MakOrT
;o ser loacls if iroom a8 vial

|.Bone fabés 8 hypo ouwl of 8 drawed

PEMOVES NEEDLE, approaches o

II-!IIII llllﬂ_,l!'_l,lﬂ,!l!ﬂl‘ll'll‘-l
e =—

RO Hes a junkie The Mavy addicted ‘em all to this shit
2q thow'd do the work. We glee It 1o him o, It m yabes himr
thinde hi's swimming

Aope fnserts HYPO in INJECTION VENT on Joness armor
The dolphin quivers with pleasure, thrashing his latl [anguidy

RASRSIEANYAEN:

IS

ROy And [ was SpIoer s Dol b

| X SSTH mie Thing Spider wasn gas stupid. Jones Was ST uf

ymiple software out of enemy subs. Intrasound sCans ngn

thirough the hall
lohinny and fane exchange a foog

EXT. HEAVEN. GIRDERS BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.

)

"&"'
Mich clard. Streer Preachers steam-engine BREATH as M

e b e = - L — | CLIMAS e Cryo-Lirir Sl T TS hils hack He's enormic "Ll':'-.l_'|
EEEFEESEEE S E R E N R EEEEEEEE - . ] ] TE A
s T

L I_l-!‘!‘i.:ﬂ;ll! -..'. EEEEE®

i1, an frrestsiible force

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

e MEArIg e DOoowT-Cinailr MHECTIG A e
]h al Hell fis i Vi e 1] PN T i

U sovinm

Facing the chair as Lotebs swing HELMET into position. We se
that a conical DANGEDR ZONE v marbed on the Foor wil
CIRANGE SPRAY PAINT
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|NT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

ON A WIDE-SCREEN MONITOR A LoTEX has fed in the code
image. which Ails one-third of the screen The other two-thirds
“Mwhﬂmmﬂﬂmfﬂiﬂﬂwm:mrmm
Josmwy.  Hawe you done this before? Has he? How dangeng start

this?

m T SCHBMRAY

Jomswy: Wit a minute . .
J-Bowe  No time, friend. You're the man in a hurry.

J-Bone urges him toward chair: Johnny resises

J-Bone and his techies exchange a look. Not yet. First you and | make a deal,

I-Bowe  (soothingly): lust try to beep
gotta triangulate the infrasound on the implant. If you
he's liable to microwawe your frontal lobe . . .

Jomeey  {stepping backl Forget it

-Bose:  This way at least you got a chance . . . But, hey. my
the cholce is pours '

and goes fo the chair. Jane smiles, pleased at his decisk

Loteks lower helmet onto his head. Looks like he’s nead
electrocution.

Johnny looks warily over to J-Bone. Now what?

- | know what's in your head If Jones gets it out. .. We
broadcast it. Put it out, right across the planet. We give it away.

Johnny considers. Begins to GRIN

wy.  Listen. if you can get it out
t: Yeah?

iy Knock yoursell oul.

J-Bone frowns. Jane grins. Spirit of complicity. J-Bone turns i

I-Bone:  Give me what you've got of the download code. the rechies.

Johnny produces crumpled fax. Hands it to J-Bone.

NESE CARTOON HERO. Sits in the chair Get the broadcast antennae up. Everybody clear of the

infrasound area’
EXT. HEAVEN. RAMPARTS. NIGHT.

Buddy on guard dury. Shinji, libe a shadow. is on him. 3
throat and tosses him over the side. His team JoioEs

The Loteks scurry. Distant MECHANICAL SOUND

fane stays wirth Johnny at the chair, but J-Bone grabs her am
pulls her chear of the orange-painted arca

EXT. HEAVEN. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT. . HEAVEN. BRIDGE TOWER. NIGHT.

Buddy’s body lands with a PLOP near Heavywelgit
male Yabuza They glance over. Heavyweight S8t
ward the corpse. '

ihe massive broadcast antennae are propelled mechanicail
b the top of the tower.
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JoHuky: Now

Snick (o the night. softly but bitterlv): Big motherfuck

THE SCIEENPLAY JERINY MRERDIC m

A Yakuza helicopter drops into frame ke a blach des
looking for a place (o pur down fts cargo . .

porseshit cause It was a acoident. man. a shit fucking
accideni—

Cur off with a GASP as a crossbow bolt from one of Shinfis
rearm finds his heart. Shinji rushes forward trying to catch him,
too fare. Stick falls forward across the LEVER. activating
hamber.
THE SECOND VW fs faunched into space. WHOMP of igniting
pasoline.

EXT. HEAVEN, BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.

INT. HELICOPTER. NIGHT.

Takahashi grimly looks 1o the pLor, poinis down,
mods.

INT. HEAVEN, NODE. NIGHT.

Johnny rakes a deep breath. The scanners SWIVEL,
him . .. He closes his eves, pathers himself

Heavypwelght by Buddys body, scavenging. Sudden down-
rushing FLARE of burning VW,

The scanners emit a BURST of DOLPHIN-SPEAK that SPEE PYWEIGHT.  Wha?

UP 1o become the INFRASOUND EFFECT, Johnny goes s
denly rigid as the scan labes effect. '

Jones starts to trernble in the water. fane fooks on,

VW impacts in ballooning FIREBALL. Heavyweight vanishing.
The explosion partially catches Female Yakuza, hurling her
o the mud, clothes and hair on fire,

She fails through mud, dragging the missile-launcher.

Yakuza: Yeah? ¥eah? You think so, motherfuckers? Well,

surround and penetrate an angular representation of Johig
bite on this,

implant. They fail repeatedly, thrown off by PULSES
LIGHT

(INFRASOUND EFFECT remains on in node until i
page 120

Raises the launcher to her shoulder, aiming almost straight up,
and FIRES

EXT. HEAVEN. PLATFORM. NIGHT, : INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

Shudders with force of the explosion. The infrasound

By the VW-bomber. Stick on duty. looking unhappy.
3 " o - WAVERS. Johnny and Jones are obiivious to the commotion,

almighty strategist motherfucker. Week's extra fours @ SE:  Stations! You all know the drill
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I-Bose:  Somebody’s idea of pay-back time

[ VCRIARM AT

L B ] '
b T T

Lotels scrambie 1o rabe up baitle stalions

Whai's happening?

ON AN LUNWATCHED SURVEILLANCE MONITOR

Brief furry of violence as Shinfl and his feam dispately '
E ol I

INT. HEAVEN. UNDER ROADWAY. NIGHT.

The Yabuza helicopier rises into the night, while Tabal
carrying the cryo-unit, clambers down and drops into ongl
the corridioars

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

Sl oblfvious fo the battle around him. Johnny shabes B8
chair. Jane by his side. Loteks running ouwl, ready Ior @
Jane forn whether (o stay with Johnny or (o go out and JiRS
fray

ON THE DOLPHIN MONITOR

The tendrils still pet repulsed. Every now and then. onEg
trates sfightly, but it always gets pushed back our agalil Sss

We MOVE IN on Johnnys lace
ioninnys POV

Snarches of chifdhood images
A stark, concrete modern villa, bids' toys in the drive

A couple of Kios isolabed in a vast lands aped garden. B8
Bored. A Nanay in a fean chailr lstens (o o Woalkrrmail.
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A childs bed in a soul-less steel-and-glass room, some Johnny opens his epes. looks over to J-Bone. who braces
cut from magazines on the wall himsell against a console.

ON THE WIDE SCREEN.
Fragments, libe shadows of shapes, move in the empty Wi i yourgest
next to the Cartoon Hero. . .

Together. they look at the wide screen. Stll only the Japanese
Cartoon Mero, although there are some [aint traces in the
pidec snow on the other screens, faint oullines, tantalizingly
close to becoming recognizable . . .

EXT. HEAVEN. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.

ClU muzzie of missile-launcher.

e We didnt make it... (gestures fo damaged scanner)
We're not going to either . . .

FEMALE Yaxuza (PO): Eat this . ..

She fires.
I-Bones suddenly GALVANIZED by an image on one of the
SURVEILLANCE MONITORS. the automatic camera SWINGS
PAST a CRUCIFIED LOTEK . . .

I-Bone rushes our of the node, Johnny didn’t see the crucifiea
Lotek

IONNNYS POT

Again, that image of the woman at her desk, her oot B
over her work. This time, we almost reach the desls

wornan s head starts to lift . . . iy |, . | was almost there. | could feel it staning to . . .

INT. HEAVEN. CORRIDOR FROM NODE. NIGHT. Deteated, Johnny sits up, siill preoccupied by his own cond-

tion. Jane is abowt 1o go over 1o him
Female Yabuzas second rissife DETONATES below

tearing a huge hole through the structure. (OS): Mr. “Smith™?

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.
Tabahasti, immaculate among the ruins, suit black as coal

Cir
Johnny is thrown from his chair, lies crumpled on © culls white as snow, stands with the 357 hanging loosely by hi

lane picks herself up from where she fell Infrasound [
suddenly dies,

Jones submerges with a SPLASH, trailing wires and electf
the SUPPORT for one scanner is damaged.

(hopefully), Pharmakom?
I'm afraid not
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L L LR R
! {in boHEr e
He whirls and SHOOTS as Jane moves, very fast Misspy,

fnds cover belind @ pife of junk

TaxaASH | must have the data
loreeny  You can' shoo! me

TaEasass Not in the head

He lowers the gun 1o the kevel of lohnnys put

lape atarts fo male her move bur Tabashashi fs ready Me
swings the gun. Jane dives back behind the junk.

Tabahashi tabes out the short sword with his free hand il
steps toward Johnny. The sword GLINTS; lohnny braces hi

self
EVERY FUNCTIONING MONITOR in the node LIGHTS i
with Anna’s face. The effect is of a wave of ENERGY, severalof
the damaged monifors simuftaneowsly EXPLODE .

AMnaA Tabahashi’'!

¥
TS

Terribfe ACCUSATION in her woice. Tabahashi
around M jae drops
Axxa  You dont Enow what he is carrying in his head, do¥%
You are weab Tabahashi' Blind’ Meaningless’ You have
idea what you are returning to Pharmakom He carries
cure for Nerve Altenuation Syndrome

LN TAKANASHY

Powerful denial and Yabuza discipline rising (o coul 1
MHe FIRES at random into the monitors. THREE :-.HGTS._ 9
SHATTERED SCREENS
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fakatAsH:  You are a phost! You are madness! You fiel!! ZZIP! The filament slices an eflipse from the metal junk where

Johnnys head should have been. fohnny backs up: his fingers
find @ CROWBAR among the junk He brandishes ir libe a
weapon. ZINGG! He is hoiding a twelve-ipch stump with a
MIRROR-POLISHED end.

Anna’ face CLICKS into even higher resolution.

ina: They had the cure one year ago. Takahashi I

necessary for your daughter 1o die . . Raise your chin. Lets mabe this clean

Second Yabuza aiming across the waist-high console berween
Jane and him. As he fires, she DROPS. Darts SPATTER off the
metal console, missing her.

Jane SCISSORS her legs as she pulls herself below the console
and through, catching Second Yakuzak legs. dropping him.

Johnny guicklp backing away our of node over ANOTHER
CONTAINER. Shinfi pursues, Mlament poised

lane throws herself on Second Yakuza, driving her FIST into
his throat: his air gun siides across the foor. Jane frantically
clawing after it—

INT. HEAVEN. CONTAINER. NIGHT.

Tabahashi WINCES.

[axatasHl:  Mibkiyo . ..

Anna:  Pharmakom is keeping the cure off the market for thes
of sell-through. Treating the disease is far more profitable |
curing it. Mikiyo . . .

As she savs the name, she MORPHS into his daughter.

MikvD  (but Anna’ voice), . ., did not need 1o die. (Mibipo’s 0

Johnny backs up into a messy storage container. Alfed with
elecironics and other salvaged junk. Not much room 1o move
and no way out. Shinji lets fiy with the Blament; Johnny dives
out of the way. The flament cuts through a stack of rusred
metal funk. barely moving it. Johnny crawls up, backs against

rakanAsns FACE alight with MAD, TRAGIC TRIUM "

rurns back to Johnny. raises his sword: then his entifes
SPASMS.

He sinks to his bnees and pitches forward, reved ‘-'.'1
who holsters the air gun and takes out his filament. A
vaxuza faces off with Jane, alming his air gun.

EXT. HEAVEN. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.
Female Yabuza fires . . .
INT. HEAVEN, CONTAINER, NIGHT.

- The missife DETONATES at the JOINT to the next container,

sann:  Hello, Johnny . .. The container tilts down majestically untif it hangs vertical,
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swinging from CREAKING. PROTESTING hawsers. Johnny is
almost thrown oul info the river, manages o hang on o a
protruding GIRDER. DANGLING in space

Shinii his managed fo gral hold of the post off sorme builr-in
shefves. He scrambiles down toward folnnay, who ks i all
orer for him

il Hold oin!

Johng fooks ar him. He pets it Gives a crased WHOOP o
LAUGHTER

borme I 1 fall you dont get the head. right? You lose the head,
por e fucked!

Shinl, sweanng bulfefz, feans down, extends his hand

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

fane, the Second Yabuzra’s air gun in hand. his corpose s at her
leet She starts after Johnny

STREET Pueacier  (OS): Jesus time

treet Preacher blocks her path

INT. HEAVEN. CONTAINER. NIGHT.

CN jonwwvys WRIST

As Shinjis hand closes around it fohnny looks Ly, GRINS and

r-:~r.-. ¢0 wiil his other hand, reaching up 1o grab the lapel of
Shinjs suit, pulling him over.

Shinji falls, manages ro grab the same girder
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They dangle next to each other, Shinji closest 1o the Jockers with such force they buckle slightly. Her eyes ROLL UF
THE GIRDER, frantically treading air. ' and she Bops forward. Street Preacher caiches her. With one

pand hoobed in the waisthand of her jeans. he drags ber, face
and bools scraping. across the Boor. o -where the explosion
has left wo heavy timbers handily arranged in the form of a
big. rough wooden CROSS He slams her up against the

BELOW THEM
Bits of junk failing into darkness. past their fegs . . .

Johnny is SLUGGING Shinji in the face with his free hane
too clase to do much real damage. bur he's so PISSED OFp
no fonger cares about his own safety. Shinji, we see o g
considerable satisfaction, is TERRIFIED,

Johnny stops punching Shinji, SCREAMS his fury, swings|
body back and SLAMS into Shinji, trying to disiodge }
Shinji is holding on. tries frantically to climb atop the gi
ON 1omnny as he fets go with one hand and grabs the THL
TP pulling it toward him . .

smnir’s EYES, wide with surprise

Johnny brings the FILAMENT down THROUGH the gin
slfcing through it . . .

Their eyes meet in the instant of Shinjis recognition of
fate—then Shinji and the girder tip plummet from sight

Shinji SCREAMS as he and the girder tip head for the rive.
scream DOPPLERING down until irs INSTANTLY cur off
impact with the unseen river below.

Johnny hangs on, as if he cant remember what hes i
SERS . . . A cable SNAPS: the container ROCKS . ..

He pulls himsell together. starts to struggie up into @
rainer.

EXT. HEAVEN. RAMPARTS. NIGHT.

J-Bone kneels, adiusting the laser sight he took from Henson
o Iris air bow, He aims down . . .

EXT. HEAVEN. BELOW BRIDGE. NIGHT.

Female Yabura aiming again. A red dov searches over her
body, comes to rest on her forehead . . . A BOLT PLANTS itsell
in the exact spot. Expression ol surprise as she beels forward

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

lohnny emerges from the comtainer, stifl trembling with
adrenaline and horror. Takahashi stands in front of him, swayp-
ing on his feet, his hand inside his coat. Johnny is too wreckea
to do anything but stare. Tabahashis face is horribly distortea
in pain, his shirt drenched in blood. He tabes his hand from his
lacket produces IMAGE #2 the RIOTS SCENE. crumpled,
wel with his own blood.

Taasnsrn Yours .

fohnny tabes it. Stares in wonder as Tabahashi sinks to fis
brees and dies. Stares at the image. Then he hears SINGING, a
funeless hymn of death . .

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT. .
MET Pueacher  (OS): In the blood, in the blood, in the sweet

CRASH ... as Street Preacher hurls Jane back ~ everlasting blood of the Lamb
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Street Preacher holding a SPIKE above Janes outsin
palm. raising a hammer. the crucifixion about o hegin

STREET PoRacuen: Jesus s waiting . . .

The HAMMER comes down . . Jane SCREAMS in pain, ju
Johnny smashes Street Preacher in the back of the head wi
plece of metal junk. Street Preacher staggers, dropping p
and hammer, recovers instantly, whirls, bnife lashing
fohnny's neck. Johnny barely blocks it with the junk,
pers. Street Preacher easily lifts him and HURLS him heac
into the wall

CLOSE ON xowenny’s FACE
Screwed up with pain. :
His POV of the node. Odd angle as he sinks to the floor.

ANOTHER MEMORY FLASH.

CN the study, moving roward the woman. The POV

erased The voice s MECHANICALLY distorted,
i

Voce:  Bad boy!

A small hand reaches for a picture frame between
worman reaches to prevent him. The picture falls. The
looks down at the floor, to the fallen picture, faceup. A

Anna as the perfect mother, a baby in her arms, POV mo!
quickly on face, CROPPING the picture. the CLICK !
UPLOAD REMOTE as it morphs info Anna in Delfiey

JHINY AEENINC 131

N ROMNNY

As he scrambies 1o his feet: ook of AMAZEMENT on his face

Sreet Preacher advances. Johnny backing up. leading him
away from Jane.

I've gotit ... Got it now . ..

it PREacHER:  He has made you the vessel of His mercy ... As
| am the vessel of His wrath . . .

sisery You don't understand! I've got the third image!
Johnny backing through node. Street Preacher stalking him.
sure of the kil

mmwmumwmmmm
dlenches her teeth. PULLS hard. Wrenches it loose . . .

Johnny mabes a last desperate atternpt 1o stop Street Preaches
with & lightning combination: hard kick at his knees. Libe
kicking a lamppost. A short right 1o a rock-hard midsection
Streel Preacher back-fists him across the floor. Johnny stay:
dlerwen,

lane approaches in BG: she’s in worse shape than Johnny. Ir
pain. She limps/stumbles roward dolphin tank.

Steter Peeachen:  The cure is mine. sinner . .

As Jane reaches tank. Presses her bloody palm against glass
Joness epe appears.

lones . ..

Leaves a bloody palm-print on glass.
CLOSE ON jowess EYE. gizmo’s swiveling . . .
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STREET PREACHER
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Street Preacher ROARS in pain and rage. He grabs the eng
cut cable and pulls himself upright, his huge HAND reachy
for Johnny. who grabs a second cui cable and tosses
Streer Preacher, who catches it instinctively . . . '

BLUE-WHITE CURRENT surges through him, smobe curlin
from his clothes, RESTORING POWER to the node. The me
tors LIGHT UP again.

Street Preachers body lalls back 1o the floor. his hands §
clurching the cables. ]

Jame CRASHES from scanner support. Johnny stumb
ward her as J-Bone enters the node. Johany bneels

shape by the moment. Her eyes are on him, intense. expec
fant . . .

jossine You're . . . in my memory . somewhere . . It feels fiby
. lke youre my . .

HMe stops. the emotion Bloched

Asivia: Your mother, | am your mother. | was obsessed with build
ing Pharmakom, Later, when you had your childhood erased
It was too late for me to . .. Now | have this iinal chance.

lohnnys emotions in utter conflict. Finally:

lowsiny, 1l you're my modher . - . . why didn' you tell me you were
the third image?”

Anna winces, hurt. A few more monitors ficker and her i
Jowmwy. Hook me up! I've got it! P i : a T imagk
Joahnnys hands trembie as he scans in Image #2. The Kic

Ana Because | did not gnow, | had
Scene appears next to the Cartoon Hero on the wide 5 o ad no access! | arranged tha

they should choose you, because . . . | have always waichec

you, Johnny . .
I-Boxe. Where's number three™

Jowssy.  In my head! lanes staring ar Anna. fascinated
Johnny rushes to the chair HBose:  Hey! We're gonna do the download, we do it now: obay?
We're losing power .. !

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.
Anna’s image FLUCTUATES. Her image disappears from a few
More monitors. Johnny loobs to J-Bone. Back to Anna. Ole
hurt and disappointment in his face. In this moment he is the
bafllet, neglected child. Then he steps toward the chair, pick:
up the downlosder helmet.

A NUMBER OF MONITORS ficker and Anna apears of
stopping Johnay in his tracks. Her images seem &
biue Hames licking al the lower corners, as if her pon
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Josmny,  I'ee got to do this

dane helps bm pur on the helmet. -Bone WIMCES, Stughe
clidals rexi fo & moadior with dasa

I-BonE:  One problem. I we take It out easy, Its gonna be garkas
because of the seepage. If we loop it through Jones. 0 Sam
the cure but it's the neurological equivalent of b
jumping through & brick wall: it probably bill you

ANnA  (franeic): lohnny, | never meant to—

CN 1onmny. Looking ar Anna’s image. back to Jane BEAT
furmns to J-Bone

lowady.  Loop it

Iane.  Johnny .
He reaches owt o her, then turns o f-Bone
lowismy,  Hir me.

l-Bone throwing switches. White sparbs cascade from vides
tree. Street Preacher STEAMS. sparks snapping around S
covpse fones surfaces with a SPLASH

ON THE WIDE SCREEN

As Anna’s Belfing image tabes its place next to ihe othersas
Bowe, Here we go

Hie Bicks another switch

INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

Johnny SPASMS as the downfoad begins, Jones THRASINES
the tank. warer fving. lane tabes Johnays hancs
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Anna warches Johnny throughout . .
ON DOLPHIN MONITOR.

The IMPLANT REPRESENTATION OPENS. unfolding
ically .

I-Bone swivels to face a bank of CAMERAS, throwing sw

Suddenly, his image appears on all of the monitors (except
trypiich).

ON THE MONITORS.

I-Bowe:  Listen up, world. this is your last blast from Lotek 5
Headquaners and we're going out with a bang! 5o hit that VCR
now, people. cause we got the cure for NAS, thats right. &
surefire cure for the shabes, coming now: coming af you. ho
from the labs a1 Pharmakom. that's right. Mharmabom,
third largest corporation, and. no, they didn’t wanr you to ga
it. but here it is—

He throws a switch.

ON THE DOLPHIN MONITOR as the unfolding implant turm
into a RUSH through CYBERSPACE of the Pharmakon
data . ..

PHARMAKOM DATA cascades across the screens
ALL ARCUIND THE WORLD.

A MONTAGE. showing the data on all TV screens and
tors, in labs, Kving rooms, tents of nomads, windows of ©
stores, screen-walls of Shibuya skyscrapers .. . ASTON.
AUDIENCES . ..

BACK IN THE NODE

Johnny, strafning in the downloader, almost there . . . alma
DEAD . . . He opens his eyes for a second, the pain in 58
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approaching panic. His epes meet Janes for a moment. Like &
pood-bye

jane:  Johnny .
He squeeses his eyes shut again.
INT. HEAVEN. NODE. NIGHT.

Johnny stumps dovwn in his chair, seemingly lifeless. As almasi
alf of the live monitors EXPLODE In a SHOWER OF SPARKS,

I-Bone gives a mighty WHOOP of giee!

J-Bose.  Done’ t belongs 1o everybody now! Done!

lane looks at Johnny, imp in the chair, seemingly dead, rushe:
oPer

O AnNas SAD EYES.

i one of the few surviving monitors. her image still deterio
rating. the blue fames licking their way up.

Asra: | built 5 world. There was afways a place in it for you—

lohnnys epelids futter, then open at the sound of her voice
pulled back from the grave

ON sane, hardly able to contain her reliel.
He loobs up ar Anna. Gathers strength

Jomkny,  Lady—1 vored with my feet.
Sting. Anna cringes.

But | was-—
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oy Remember?

LOWG BEAT Anna’ imape rapidly deteriorating

lohnny! The Pharmakom board' They are erasing me

A

W b T ey oo fi=r" - A i

Burming me oul of the mainframe!

lofifny ufns s eyes away from her. Hes silenily CRYING

\ Anna  (C5) Johnny, speak 1o me! Johnny, you're my son't Wy
e P o fook ar me!!

—

Mo MY | im mvot Thiere’s nil iniing Insice. Nof what ol want
AN HA JOHNNEEEEeeeee-

The digiral Bames undo ber, lesving MISSING. SILVER STATIC

AT B SRR

L Was she really

BEAT as Johnny tries fo come to grips with his emotions

sy | don't bnow I guess | mever did

SEEAEEESEEESEEREREEEEEEEERE -

EEEEEEEE ‘iqi_‘iliiﬁ 1 . T L)

from outside a distant RACKET is rising. J-Bone struggles
LI WA I 'J."l"-:'l.':'..'llLH AT Al 8 sasChion of |'|'jl]'l AT
T e e the riglit
CMERGENCY FLARES [ift from the cifty. Boad down. SIRENS
LAR HORNS. GUNS FIRING Someone cuts loose with a 5TAD

sHiELL a premy Denevland Light-fower Bloas WTTiAg Oer I

frogen hell of Newark

lohnny and lane propping each other up, join }-Bone, pazing
i, balfliecd

Street Preacher starts 1o rise bahird them
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JoHnNy: What's going on?

J-BONE: Celebrating. They know. Got our message.

Street Preacher closes in on them . . .

J-Bone turns, raising air bow. THWACK! A bolt buries itself
Street Preachers heart. He falls back.

J-Bone smiles. Saintly.
J-BONE: Said it's over.
They turn back to celebration. CAMERA moves past them ji

one of the very few monitors still going, the WIDE SCREEN
the Three Images: the Cartoon Hero, the Riots and Anna.

AOLL CREDITS OVER THIS.



put the shotgun in an Adidas bag and pédded it out with four

pairs of tennis socks, not my style at all. but that was what | was
aiming for: If they think you're crude, go technical; if they think
you're technical, go crude. I'm a very technical boy. So [ decided to
get as crude as possible. These days, though, you have to be pretty
technical before you can even aspire to crudeness. I'd had to turn
both these twelve-gauge shells from brass stock, on a lathe, and
then load them myself; I'd had 1o dig up an old microfiche with
instructions for hand-loading cartridges: I'd had to build a lever-
action press to seat the primers—all very tricky. But | knew they'd
work.

The meet was set for the Drome at 2300, but | rode the tube
three stops past the closest platform and walked back. Immaculate
procedure.

| checked myself out in the chrome siding of a coffee kiosk,
your basic sharp-faced Caucasoid with a ruff of stiff, dark hair. The
girls at Under the Knife were big on Sony Mao, and it was getting
harder to keep them from adding the chic suggestion of epicanthic
folds. It probably wouldn't fool Ralfi Face. but it might get me next
to his table.

The Drome is a single narrow space with a bar down one side
and tables along the other, thick with pimps and handlers and an
drcane array of dealers. The Magnetic Dog Sisters were on the door
that night. and 1 didn't relish trying to get out past them if things
didn't work out. They were two meters tall and thin as greyhounds.
One was black and the other white, but aside from that they were as
Nearly identical as cosmetic surgery could make them. They'd been

ers for years and were bad news in a tussle. | was never quite
sure which one had originally been male.

Ralfi was sitting at his usual table. Owing me a lot of money, |

had hundreds of megabytes stashed in my head on an idiot/savan
Is, information 1 had no conscious access to. Ralfi had left it
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there. He hadn't, however. come back for [t Only Ralfi could
retrieve the data, with a code phrase of his own invention. I'm not
cheap to begin with. but my overtime on storage Is astronomical.
And Ralh had been very scarce,

Then I'd heard that Ralfi Face wanted to put out a contract on
me. So I'd arranged to meet him in the Drome, but I'd arranged it as
Edward Bax. clandestine imparter, late of Rio and Peking.

The Drome stank of biz, a metallic tang of nervous tension,
Muscle-boys scattered through the crowd were flexing stock parts
at one another and trying on thin, cold grins, some of them so lost
under superstrisctures of muscle graft that their outlines werent
really human.

Pardon me. Pardon me, friends. Just Eddie Bax here, Fast
Eddie the Importer. with his professionally nondescript gym bag,
and please Ignore this shit, just wide enough to admit his right
hand. . !
Ralfiwasnt alone. Eighty kilos of blond California beel perched
alertly in the chair next to his, martial ans written all over him.

Fast Eddie Bax was in the chair opposite them before the beefs
hands were off the table. “You black bel? | asked eagerly. He
nodded. blue eves running an automatic scanning patterm hewm_'
my eves and my hands. “Me. 100,” 1 said, “Got mine here in the bag.
And 1 shoved my hand through the slit and thumbed the safety off.
Click. *Double reelve-gauge with the triggers wired together.”

“That's a gun.” Ralfi said, putting a plump, restraining hand on
his boy's taut blue nylon chest. “Johnny has an antique firearm in his:
bag.” So much for Edward Bax.

| guess he'd always been Rali Something or Other, but 0
owed his acquired surname to a singular vanity. Built some
like an overripe pear, he'd worn the once-famous face of Ch
White for twenty years—Christian White of the Aryan Regges
Band. Sony Mao to his generation, and final champion of race rd
I'm a whiz at trivia,
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depraved In another. But Ralfis eyes lived behind that face, amn
they were small and cold and black.

“Please,” he sald. “let’s work this out like businessmen.” Hi
voice was marked by a horrible prehensile sincerity. and the cor
ners of his beautiful Christian White mouth were always wet. *Lewi
here,” nodding in the beefboy’s direction, “Is a meatball. ” Lewis tool
this impassively. looking like something bullt from a kit “You aren’
a meatball. lohnny.”

“Sure | am, Ralfi. a nice meatball chock-full of implants whers
you can store your dirty laundry while you go off shopping fo
people to kill me. From my end of this bag, Ralf. it looks like you'n
got some explaining to do.”

“It’s this last batch of product. Johnny.” He sighed deeply. “Ir
my role as broker—"

“Fence,” | corrected.

“As broker, I'm usually very careful as 1o sources”

“You buy only from those who steal the best. Got it”

He sighed again. "1 try.” he sald wearily, "not to buy from fools
This time, I'm afraid, I've done that.” Third sigh was the cue for
Lewis to trigger the neural disruptor they'd taped under my side of
the table.

| put everything | had into curling the index finger of my right
hand, but | no longer seemed 10 be connected to it. 1 could feel the
metal of the gun and the foam-pad tape I'd wrapped around the
stubby grip. but my hands were cool wax, distant and inert. | was
hoping Lewis was a true meatball, thick enough to go for the grm
bag and snag my rigid trigger finger. but he wasn'l,

“We've been very worried about you, lohnny, Very worried.
You see, that's Yakuza properiy vou have there. A fool took it from
them. Johnny. A dead fool "

Lewis giggled.

It all made sense then, an ugly kind of sense. libe bags of wet
$and settling around my head. Killing wasnt Ralfis stvle. Lewis
wasn't even Ralfis style. But he'd got himself stuck between the

of the Nean Chrysanthemum and something that belonged 1o
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them—aof. mofe libely. something of theirs that belonged 1o some.
one else. Ralh, of course, could use the code phrase 10 throw me
into idiot'savant. and I'd spill their hot program without remembes.
ing a single quarner 1one. For a fence like Ralfi. that would o
narily have been enough. But not for the Yakuza. The Yakuza would
know about Squids, for one thing, and they wouldn't want 1o worre
about one lifting those dim and permanent traces of their program
out of my head. | didnt know very much about Squids, but Id
heard storles. and | made it a point never to repeat them 1o my
“lients. No, the Yabuza wouldn't like that: it looked oo much libe
evidence. They hadn't got where they were by leaving evide
sround, Or alive.
Lewis was grinning. | think he was visualizing a point
behind my forehead and imagining how he could get there

"Pack it. bitch.” Lewis sald, his tanned face very still
looked blank, .

“Lighten up, You want to buy some good freebase? She pulled
up & chair and quickly sat before either of them could stop her.
s barely inskide my fixed held of vision, a thin girl with mi i
glasses, her dark hair cut in a rough shag. She wore black lea
open over a T-shin slashed diagonally with stripes of red and blac
Eight thou a gram weight*

Lewis snomed his exasperation and tried 10 slap her out of
chair. Somehow he didn't quite connect, and her hand came Up
and seemed 1o brush his wrist as it passed. Bright blood sprayed
able. He was cluiching his wrist white-knuckle tight, blood
rom between his ingers.

But hadn't her hand been empry?

He was going to need a tendon stapler. He stood up L
without bothering to push his chair back. The chair toppled bak
zard, and he stepped out of my line of sight withoul 4 word,

“He better et a medic 1o look at that,” she sald.
nasty cut”
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“You have no idea,” said Ralf, suddenly sounding wery tired
“the depths of shit you have just gotten yoursell into.”

“No kidding® Mystery. | get real excited by mysteries. Like why
your frend heres so quiet. Frozen, like. Or what this thing here is
for.” and she held up the linle control unit that she'd somehons
taken from Lewis. Ralh looked (1L

“You, ah, wani maybe a quarter-million to give me that and
take o walk™ A fat hand came up o stroke his pale. lean face
nervously.

“What | want," she said. snapping her fingers so that the unil
spun and glitered, “is work. A job. Your boy hurt his wrist. But a
quarerTl do for a retainer”

Ralf let his breath out explosively and began 1o laugh. expos-
ing tecth that hadnt been kept up 1o the Christian White standard
Then she turned the disraptor off

Tao million.” | sahd

"My bind of man.” she said, and laughed. “What's in the bag™

“A shotgun,”

“Crude.” It might have been a compliment.

Ralh said nothing at all.

“Names Millions. Molly Millions. You want 1o get out of here.
boss? People are starting to stare.” She stood up. She was wearing
leather jeans the color of dried blood.

And | saw for the first time that the mirtored lenses were
wirgical inlays, the silver rising smoothly from her high cheeb-
bones. sealing her epes in their sockets. | saw my new face teinned
there

“I'm Johnny.” | said. “We're taking Mr. Face with us.”

He was outside, waiting. Looking like your standard tourist tech. in
Plastic 2orls and a silly Hawailan shirt printed with blowups of his
firm's most popular microprocessor; a mild little guy, the kind mosi
likely to wind up drunk on sake in a bar that puts out minlature rice
Crackers with seaweed garnish. He loobed like the kind who sing
the corporate anthem and cry, who shabe hands endlessly with the
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banender. And the pimps and the dealers would leave him
pegging him as innately conservative. Not up for much. and car
with his credit when he was.

The way | higured it later. they must have amputated part of b
left thumb, somewhere behind the first joint, replacing it with §
prosthetic tp. and cored the stump, fitting it with upnnl and socket

carefully wound the spool with three meters of n
hlament.

Molly got into some bnd of exchange with the Magnetic
Sisters. giving me a chance 1o usher Ralf through the door with the
gym bag pressed lightly against ihe base of his spine. She seemed 1o
knonw them. | heard the black one laugh.

| glanced up, out of some passing reflex, maybe because Mg
never got used 1o it 10 the soaring arcs of light and the shadows of
the geodesics above them. Maybe that saved me.

Ralh bept walking, but | don't think he was trying to escape. |
think he'd already given up Probably he already had an idea of
whal we were up against.

| looked back down (n time to see him explode.

Plagback on full recall shows Ralh stepping forward as the
litle tech sidles out of nowhere. smiling. Just a suggestion of a bow,
and his left thumb falls off. It's a conjuring wick. The thumb
suspended. Mirrors? Wires? And Ralfi stops. his back 1o us, dark
crescents of sweat under the armpits of his pale summeer suil. He
Enows. He must have known, And then the joke-shop
heavy as lead, arcs out in a lightning yo-yo trick, and the
thread connecting it 1o the killer's hand passes laterally
Ralfts sbull, just above his eyebrows, whips up, and d
slicing the pear-shaped 1orso diagonally from shoulder to rib cage
Cuts 30 hine that no blood flows until synapses mishire and the B
tremors surrender the body 1o gravity :

Ralfi tumbled apan in a pink cloud of fluids, the three B8
matched sections rolling forward onto the tiled pavement. In &
silence,
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I brought the gym bag up. and my hand convulsed. The recoil
nearly brobe my eTise

[t must have been raining: ribbons of water tascaded from a rup-
tured geodesic and spattered on the tile behind us, We crouched in
the narrow gap between a surgical boutique and an antique shop.
She'd just edged one mirrored eye around the comer 1o reporn a
single Volks module in front of the Drome. red lights flashing They
were sweeping Rath up. Asking question

I was covered in scorched white flufi. The tennis socks. The
gym bag was a ragged plastic cull around my wrist. *1 don't see how
the hell | missed him™

“‘Cause he's fast. so fast” She hugged her knees and rocked
back and forth on her bootheels. “His nervous spstem’s jacked up.
He's lactory custom.” She grinned and gave a litthe squeal of delight.
Tm gonna get that boy. Tonight. He's the best. number one. top
dollar. state of the art.”

“What you're going 1o get, for this boy’s reo million, is my ass
out of here. Your boyiriend back there was mostly grown in a vat In
Chiba City. He's a Yabuza assassin.®

Chiba, Yeah. See. Mollys been Chiba, 100.” And she showed
me her hands. fingers slightly spread. Her fingers were slender,
lapered. very white against the polished burgundy nails. Ten blades
sniched stralght out from their recesses beneath her nails, each one
8 narrow. double-edged scalpel in pale blue steel

F'd never spent much time in Nighttown. Nobody there had any-
ﬂwlnmmlnrtmuﬂu,aaﬂmuiuumhm-hmmu
fegularly 1o forget. Generations of sharpshooters had chipped
away at the neon untll the maintenance crews gave up. Even at
hoon the arcs were soot-black against faintest pearl
Where do you go when the world's wealthiest criminal order is
feeling for you with calm. distant fingers? Where do you hide from



shuttles? The Yabuza is a true multinational, like ITT and Ong-
Sendal. Fifty years before | was born the Yabuza had already ab
sortwed the Triads, the Mafia. the Union Corse. [
Moliy had an answer. you hide in the Pis. in the lowes! circle,
where any outside influence genecrates swilt, concentric ripples of
raw menace. You hide in Nightown. Better yet, you hide abope
Nighttown. because the Pits inverted. and the bottom of Its bow]
touches the sky. the sky that Nighttown never sees, sweating under
its crarn frmament of acrylic resin. up where the Lo Tels crouch
in the dart like gargoyies, Hﬂchmhﬂchl:ﬂlﬂmm
thielr lips.
She had another answer, (oo,
“So you're locked up good and tight. Johnny-san? No way i
et that program without the password™ She led me imo the
shadows that walted beyond the bright wbe platform. The concrere
walls were overlald with gralfitl, years of them rwisting ino a single
metascraw] of rage and frusiration.
mmdnmumwmnmmmﬂm

barring Squids, rhld'lwmﬂh trade don'l like 1o talk aboul.
no way 10 recover pour phrase. Can’t drug it out. cut it out,
it. | don’t now il. never did”

“Squids? Crawly things with arms? We emerged Into a de=
serted street market. Shadowy hgures watched us from across @
mabeshift square linered with fish heads and rotting fruil
them in the war to find submarines, suss out enemy cyber syMems.

“Yeah? Navy stuff? From the war? Squidil read that chip &
yours? She'd siopped walking. and | feli her eyes on me DEE
those twin mirmors.

“Even the primitive models could measure a magnetic &
hmmnumumum:iwﬁ:mmmm_ :
per out of a cheering stadium.”

JHNT mECnemL 153

“Cops can do that already. with parabolic microphones anc
lasers.”

“But your data's still secure.” Pride in profession. "No govern:
mentll let their cops have Squids. not even the security heavies
Too much chance of interdepartmenital funmies; they're 100 lilely
o watergate you "

“Nawy stull,” she said. and her grin gleamed in the shadows.
“Nawvy swii. | got a friend down here who was in the navy, name’s
lones. | think you'd better meet him. He's a junbie, though. So weTl
have 1o take him something.”

“A junbie™

“A dalphin.”

He was more than a dolphin, but from another dolphin’s point of
view he might have seemed like something less. | waiched him
swirling sluggishly in his galvanized tank. Water slopped over the
side, wetting my shoes. He was surplus from the last war. A
cyborg.

He rase out of the water, showing us the crusied plates along
his sides, a kind of wisual pun, his grace nearly lost under articu-
lsted armor, clumsy and prehisioric. Twin delormities on elther
side of his skull had been engineered to house sensor units. Silver
lesions gleamed on exposed sections of his grag-white hide

Mally whistled. Jones thrashed his tail, and more water cas-
caded down the side of the tank.

“What is this place™ | peered a1 vague shapes in the dark
rusting chain link and things under tarps. Aboee the tank hung &
clumsy wooden framework., crossed and recrossed by rows of
dusty Christmas lights.

“Funland. Zoo and carnival rides. Talk with the War Whale.” Al
that. Some whale Jones is, .. "

Jones reared again and fixed me with a sad and anclent eye

"How's he talk™ Suddenly | was anxious 1o go.

“That's the catch. Say ‘hi,' Jones.”
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And all the bulbs lit simultaneously. They were flashing red,
white, and blue.

RWBRWBRWE
RWBRWBRWE
RWBRWERWB
RWBRWEBRWBE
RWBRWBRWB

"Good with symbols, see, but the code’s restricted. In the navy
they had him wired into an audiovisual display.” She drew the
narrow package from a jacket pocket. “Pure shit, Jones. Want itT” He
froze in the water and started 1o sink. | felt a strange panic, remems-
bering that he wasn't a fish. that he could drown. "We want the key
to lohnny's bank, Jones, We want it fast,”

The lights flickered, died.

“Go lor it. Jones!” i

Blue bulbs, cruciiorm.
Darbness.
“Pure! It’s clean. Come on. Jones.”

White sodium glare washed her features, stark mo
shadows cleaving from her cheebbones.
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The arms of the red swastika were twisted in her silver glasses
“Give it to him,” | said. “We've got It.”

Ralf Face. No imagination.

Jones heaved half his armored bulk over the edge of his tank.
and | thought the metal would give way. Molly stabbed him over-
hand with the Syrette. driving the needle berween two plates
Propellant hissed. Patterns of light exploded. spasming across the
frame and then fading 1o black.

We left him drifting. rolling languorously in the dark water.
Maybe he was dreaming of his war in the Pacific. of the cyber mines
he'd swept, nosing gently into their circuitry with the Squid he'd used
to plck Ralfi's pathetic password from the chip buried in my head.

"l can see them slipping up when he was demobbed. letting
him out of the navy with that gear intact. but how does a cybernetic
dolphin get wired to smack™

“The war.” she said. “They all were. Navy did it How else you
get ‘'em working for you?”

“T'm not sure this profiles as good business.” the pirate said. angling
for better money. “Target specs on a comsat that isn't in the book—"
"Waste my time and you won't profile at all.” said Molly. lean-
ing across his scarred plastic desk 1o prod him with her forefinger.
50 maybe you want to buy your microwaves somewhere
else?” He was a tough kid, behind his Mao-job, A Nighttowner by
birth, probably.
Her hand blurred down the front of his jacket, completely
severing a lapel without even rumpling the fabric.
“So we got a deal or nox™
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“Deal.” he said, staring at his ruined lapel with what he musg
have hoped was only polite interest. "Deal.”

While | checked the two recorders we'd bought. she extracted
the slip of paper I'd given her from the zippered wrist pocket of her
jacket. She unfolded it and read silently. moving her lips. She
shrugged. “This Is ™

“Shoot.” | said. punching the rEcORD studs of the two decks
simultaneously.

“Christian White.” she recited. “and his Aryan Reggae Band”

Faithful Ralf. a fan to his dying day.

Transition to idiotsavant mode is always less abrupt than |
expect it to be. The pirate broadcaster’s front was a failing travel
agency in a pastel cube that boasted a desk, three chairs, and a
faded poster of a Swiss orbital spa. A pair of toy birds with blown-
glass bodies and tin legs were sipping monotonously from a Sty-
rofoam cup of water on a ledge beside Molly's shoulder. As | phased
into mode, they accelerated gradually untii their Day-Glo-
feathered crowns became solid arcs of color. The LEDs that told
seconds on the plastic wall clock had become meaningless pulsing
grids, and Molly and the Mao-faced boy grew hazy. their arms
blurring occasionally in insect-quick ghosts of gesture. And then it
all faded 1o cool gray static and an endless tone poem in an artificial
language.

I sat and sang dead Ralfi's stolen program for three hours.

The mall runs forty kilometers from end to end. a ragged ovetlap of
Fuller domes roofing what was once a suburban artery. If they um
ofi the arcs on a clear day, a gray approximation of sunlight filters.
through layers of acrylic, a view like the prison skeiches of Gio=.
vanni Piranesi. The three southernmost kilometers roof Nightt
Nighttown pays no taxes, no utilities. The neon arcs are dead. 8
the geodesics have been smoked black by decades of cooking
In the nearly total darkness of a Nighttown noon, who notices 8
dozen mad children lost in the rafters?

We'd been climbing for two hours, up concrete stairs
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steel ladders with perforated rungs, past abandoned gantries anc
dust-covered tools. We'd started in what looked like a disusec
mainienance yard. stacked with triangular roofing segments. Ev.
erything there had been covered with that same uniform layer ol
spraybomb graffiti: gang names, initials, dates back 1o the turn o
the century. The graffiti followed us up, gradually thinning uniil 2
single name was repeated at intervals. LO TEX. In dripping black
capitals.

“Who's Lo Tek™

“Not us, boss.” She climbed a shivering aluminum ladder and
vanished through a hole in a sheet of corrugated plastic. = ‘Low
technique, low technology. ™ The plastic muffled her voice. 1 fol-
lowed her up, nursing my aching wrist. "Lo Teks. they'd think thal
shotgun trick of yours was effete,”

An hour later | dragged myself up through another hole, this
one sawed crookedly in a sagging sheet of plywood, and met my
first Lo Tekh.

"'S okay.” Molly said, her hand brushing my shoulder. “It's just
Dog. Hey, Dog.”

In the narrow beam of her taped flash, he regarded us with his
one eye and slowly extruded a thick length of grayish tongue.
licking huge canines. | wondered how they wrote off 10oth-bud
transplants from Dobermans as low technology. Immunosuppres-
sives don't exactly grow on trees.

"Moll” Dental augmentation impeded his speech. A string of
saliva dangled from his twisted lower lip. "Heard ya comin’. Long
time.” He might have been fifteen, but the fangs and a bright mosaic
of scars combined with the gaping socket 1o present a mask of total
bestiality. It had taken time and a certain kind of creativity 1o
assemble that face. and his posture told me he enjoyed living
behind it. He wore a pair of decaying jeans, black with grime and
shiny along the creases. His chest and feet were bare. He did
something with his mouth that approximated a grin. “Bein’ fol-
lowed, you.”

Far off, down in Nighttown, a water vendor cried his trade.

“Strings jumping. Dog? She swung her flash to the side. and |
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saw thin cords tied to eyebolis, cords that ran to the edge and
vanished.

“Kill the fuckin’ light!”

She snapped it off.

"How come the one who's followin’ you's got no light?”

"Doesn't need it. That one’s bad news, Dog. Your sentries give
him a tumble, theyll come home in easy-to-carry sections.”

“This a friend friend, Moll”™ He sounded uneasy. | heard his
feet shift on the worn plywood.

“No. But he's mine. And this one,” slapping my shoulder. "hes a
friend. Got thar™

“Sure.” he said, without much enthusiasm, padding 1o the
platform’s edge, where the eyebolts were. He began to pluck out
some kind of message on the taut cords.

Nighttown spread beneath us like a toy village for rats; tiny
windows showed candlelight, with only a few harsh, bright squares
lit by battery lanterns and carbide lamps. | imagined the old men at
thelr endless games of dominoes, under warm, fat drops of water
that fell from wet wash hung out on poles between the plywood
shanties. Then | tried to imagine him climbing patiently up through
the darkness in his zoris and ugly tourist shirt, bland and unhurried.
How was he tracking us?

"Good.” said Molly. "He smells us.”

“Smoke?” Dog dragged a crumpled pack from his pocket and prized
out a flattened cigarette. | squinted at the trademark while he lit it
for me with a kitchen match. Yiheyuan filters. Beijing Cigarette
Factory. | decided that the Lo Teks were black marketeers. Dog and
Molly went back to their argument. which seemed to revolve
around Molly’s desire to use some particular piece of Lo Tek real
estale.

“I've done you a lot of favors, man. | want that floor. And
want the music.”

Youre not LoTek. . . .°

This must have been going on for the better part of a
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kilometer, Dog leading us along swaying carwalks and up rope
ladders. The Lo Tebs leech their webs and huddling places 1o the
city's fabric with thick gobs of epoxy and sleep above the abyss in
mesh hammocks. Their country is so attenuated that in places i
consists of little more than holds for hands and feet. sawed into
geodesic struts.

The Killing Floor, she called it. Scrambling after her, my new
Eddie Bax shoes slipping on worn metal and damp plywood, |
wondered how it could be any more lethal than the rest of the
territory. At the same time | sensed that Dog’s protests were ritual
and that she already expected 1o get whatever it was she wanted

Somewhere beneath us, Jones would be circling his tank,
feeling the first twinges of junk sickness. The police would be boring
the Drome regulars with questions about Ralfi. What did he do?
Who was he with before he stepped outside? And the Yakuza would
be seftling its ghostly bulk over the city’s data banks, probing for
faint Images of me reflected in numbered accounts, securities
transactions, bills for utilities. We're an information economy. They
teach you that in school. What they don't tell you is that it's impossi-
ble 10 mowe, 1o live, to operate at any level without leaving traces,
bits, seemingly meaningless fragments of personal information.
Fragments that can be retrieved, amplified . . .

But by now the pirate would have shuttled our message into
line for blackbox transmission to the Yakuza comsat. A simple
message: Call off the dogs or we wideband your program.

The program. | had no idea what it contained. | still don't. |
only sing the song, with zero comprehension. It was probably
research data, the Yakuza being given 1o advanced forms of indus-
trial espionage. A genteel business. stealing from Ono-Sendai as a
matter of course and politely holding their data for ransom, threat-
ening 10 blunt the conglomerate’s research edge by making the
product public.

But why couldn't any number play? Wouldn't they be happier
with something to sell back to Ono-Sendal, happier than they'd be
with one dead Johnny from Memory Lane?

Their program was on {ts way to an address in Sydney, 10 a
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place that held letters for clients and didnt ask questions once
you'd paid a small retainer. Fourth-class surface mail. I'd erased
miost of the other copy and recorded our message in the resulting

gap. leaving just enough of the program to identify it as the real

thing.
My wrist hurt. | wanted to stop, to lie down, 1o sleep. | knew

that I'd lose my grip and fall soon, knew that the sharp black shoes
I'd bought for my evening as Eddie Bax would lose their purchase
and carry me down to Nighttown, But he rose in my mind like a
cheap religious hologram. glowing, the enlarged chip on his Hawai-
jan shirt looming like a reconnaissance shot ol some doomed
urban nucleus.

So | followed Dog and Molly through Lo Tek heaven, jury-
rigged and |erry-built from scraps that even Nightitown didn’t want.

The Killing Floor was eight meters on a side. A giant had
threaded steel cable back and forth through a junkyard and drawn
it all taut. I creaked when it moved. and it moved constantly,
swaying and bucking as the gathering Lo Teks arranged themselves
on the shelf of plywood surrounding it. The wood was silver with
age, pﬂhhedﬁmmﬁundduﬁﬂdﬂmmhﬁﬁah.mm
declarations of passion. This was suspended from a separate set of
cables, which lost themselves in darkness beyond the raw white
glare of the two ancient floods suspended above the Floor.

A girl with teeth lile Dog's hit the Floor on all fours. Her breasts
were tattooed with indigo spirals. Then she was across the Floor,
laughing. grappling with a boy who was drinking dark liguid from &
liver flask.

Lo Tek fashion ran 1o scars and tattoos. And teeth. The electric-
ity they were tapping to light the Killing Floor seemed 1o be an

exception to their overall aesthetic, made in the name of . ... rltuﬂl-_

sport. art? | didn't know, but 1 could see that the Floor was 0
thing special. It had the look of having been assembled over
ations,

1 held the useless shotgun under my jacket, lis hardness af
heft were comforting, even though | had no more shells. And
came to me that | had no idea at all of what was really
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or of what was supposed 10 happen. And that was the nature of m
game, because I'd spent most of my life as a blind receptacie 1o b
Mﬂhmlurpmphhhmladﬁundﬂﬂndmmm
synthetic languages I'd never understand. A very technical bos
Sure.
And then | noticed just how quiet the Lo Teks had become
He was there. at the edge of the light, taking in the Killing Floo
and the gallery of silent Lo Teks with a tourists calm. And as ou
eyes met for the first time with mutual recognition, a memaory
clicked into place for me. of Paris, and the long Mercedes electrics
gliding through the rain to Notre Dame: maobile greenhouses. Japa-
nese faces behind the glass. and a hundred Nibons rising in blind
phototropism, flowers of steel and crystal. Behind his eyes, as they
found me. those same shutters whirring.
I looked for Molly Millions. but she was gone.
ﬂuhfehmedmhlhhnnq:upmuuthn bench. He
bowed, smiling. and stepped smoothly out of his sandals, leaving
them side by side, perfecily aligned. and then he stepped down
ﬂ:::mm Floor. He came for me. across that shifting rram-
sCrap., as as any tourist padding across
in any featureless ;:tﬂg : R
Maolly hit the Floor. moving.
The Floor screamed.
i It was milked and amplified. with pickups riding the four fat
coll springs at the corners and contact miles taped al random 1o
rusting machine fragments. Somewhere the Lo Teks had an amp
andasrnﬂmh:mnndnmlnmdemﬂltmsh&puulspeuhm
overhead, above the cruel white floods.
A drumbeat began, electronic, like an amplified heart. steacdy
as a metronome.
She'd removed her leather jacket and boots: her T-shirt
sleeveless, faint uilmm:imlbntnydmmlrpmudnlmqhﬂi::

;:m:. Her leather jeans gleamed under the floods. She began to
nce,

She flexed her bnees, white feet tensed on a flattened gas tank,

and the Killing Floor began to heave in response. The sound it
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made was like a world ending. like the wires that hold heaven
snapping and coiling across the sky.

He rode withmlill.. for a few heartbeats, and then he moved,
judging the movement of the Floor perfectly, like a man stepping
from one flat stone to another in an ornamental garden.

He pulled the tip from his thumb with the grace of a man at
ease with social gesture and flung it at her. Under the floods. the
filament was a refracting thread of rainbow. She threw herself flat
and rolled, jackknifing up as the molecule whipped past, steFI claws
snapping into the light in what must have been an automatic rictus
! The drum pulse quickened. and she bounced with it. her dark
hair wild around the blank silver lenses, her mouth thin, lips taut
with concentration. The Killing Floor boomed and roared, and the
Lo Teks were screaming their excitement.

He retracted the flament 1o a whirling meter-wide circle of
ghostly polychrome and spun it in front of him. thumbless hand
held level with his sternum. A shield.

And Molly seemed to let something go. something Inside, and
that was the real start of her mad-dog dance. She jumped, twisting,
lunging sideways. landing with both leet on an alloy engine block
wired directly to one of the coil springs. | cupped my hands over
my ears and knelt in a vertigo of sound. thinking Floor and benches
were on their way down, down to Nighttown, and | saw us tearing

through the shanties, the wet wash, exploding on the tiles like
rotten fruit. But the cables held. and the I{ulh:q Floor rose and fell
crazy metal sea. And Molly danced on it.

thhn:;::nwnm.hmtﬂmh:mudehhhulcmMM
filament. | saw something in his face, an expression that didn't seem
1o belong there. It wasn't fear and it wasn't anger. | think it was
disbelief. stunned Incomprehension mingled with pure aesthetic
revulsion at what he was seeing, hearing—at what was ha :
to him. He retracted the whirling ilament. the ghost disk
1o the size of a dinner plate as he whipped his arm above his el
and brought it down, the thumbtip curving out for Molly like a

thing.
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The Floor carried her down. the molecule passing just abowm
her head: the Floor whiplashed. lifting him into the path of the tau
molecule. It should have passed harmlessly over his head and beer
withdrawn into its diamond-hard socket, It took his hand off jus
behind the wrist. There was a gap In the Floor in front of him. anc
he went through it like a diver, with a sirange deliberate grace, ¢
deteated kamibaze on his way down 1o Nighttown, Partly, | think
he took the dive to buy himsell a few seconds of the dignity o
silence. She'd killed him with culture shock.

The Lo Teks roared. but someone shut the amplifier off. and
Molly rode the Killing Floor into silence. hanging on now. her face
white and blank. until the pitching slowed and there was only a
faint pinging of tortured metal and the grating of rust on rust,

We searched the Floor for the severed hand, but we never
tound it. All we found was a graceful curve in one plece of rusted

steel, where the molecule went through. Its edge was bright as new
chrome.

We never learned whether the Yakuza had accepted our terms, or
even whether they got our message. As far as | know, their program
s still waiting for Eddie Bax on a shelf in the back room of a gift
shop on the third level of Sydney Central-5. Probably they sold the
ariginal back to Ono-Sendai months ago. But maybe they did get
the pirate’s broadcast, because nobody's come looking for me yet,
and it’s been nearly a year. If they do come. theyll have a long climb
up through the dark. past Dog’s sentries, and | don't look much like
Eddie Bax these days. | let Molly take care of that, with a local
anesthetic. And my new teeth have almost grown In.

| decided 1o stay up here. When | looked out across the Killing
Floor, before he came, | saw how hollow | was. And | knew | was
sick of being a bucket. So now I climb down and visit Jones. almost
every night.

We're partners now. Jones and 1, and Molly Millions, 100, Molly
handles our business in the Drome. Jones is still in Funland, but he
has a bigger tank. with fresh seawater trucked in once a week. And
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he has his junk, when he needs it. He still talks to the kids with his
frame of lights, but he talks to me on a new display unit in a shed
that | rent there, a better unit than the one he used in the navy.

And we're all making good money, better money than | made
before, because Jones'’s Squid can read the traces of anything that
anyone ever stored in me, and he gives it to me on the display unit
in languages | can understand. 5o we're learning a lot about all my
former clients. And one day I'll have a surgeon dig all the silicon out
of my amygdalae, and I'll live with my own memories and nobody
else’s, the way other people do. But not for a while.

In the meantime it’s really okay up here, way up in the dark,
smoking a Chinese filtertip and listening to the condensation that
drips from the geodesics. Real quiet up here—unless a pair of Lo
Teks decide to dance on the Killing Floor.

It's educational, too. With Jones to help me figure things out,
I'm getting to be the most technical boy in town.
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