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"The whol e conviction of ny life now rests upon the belief
that loneliness, far frombeing a rare and curi ous phenonenon,
is the central and inevitable fact of human existence."

THOVAS WOLFE
"God's Lonely Man"

TRAVI S BI CKLE, age 26, |ean, hard, the consummate |oner. On
t he surface he appears good-| ooki ng, even handsone; he has a
qui et steady | ook and a disarmng smle which flashes from
nowhere, lighting up his whole face. But behind that smle,
around his dark eyes, in his gaunt cheeks, one can see the
om nous stains caused by a life of private fear, enptiness
and | oneliness. He seens to have wandered in froma | and
where it is always cold, a country where the inhabitants

sel dom speak. The head noves, the expression changes, but
the eyes renmain ever-fixed, unblinking, piercing enpty space.

Travis is nowdrifting in and out of the New York Gty night
life, a dark shadow anong dar ker shadows. Not noticed, no
reason to be noticed, Travis is one with his surroundi ngs.

He wears rider jeans, cowboy boots, a plaid western shirt
and a worn beige Arny jacket with a patch reading, "King
Kong Conpany 1968-70".

He has the snell of sex about him Sick sex, repressed sex,

| onely sex, but sex nonetheless. He is a raw nmal e force,
driving forward; toward what, one cannot tell. Then one | ooks
cl oser and sees the evitable. The clock sprig cannot be wound
continually tighter. As the earth noves toward the sun, Travis
Bi ckl e noves toward vi ol ence.

FI LM OPENS on EXT. of MANHATTAN CAB GARAGE. \Weat her-beaten
si gn above driveway reads, "Taxi Enter Here". Yell ow cabs
scuttle in and out. It is WNTER, snowis piled on the

curbs, the wind is howing.

| NSI DE GARACE are parked row upon row of nulti-col ored taxis.

Echoi ng SOUNDS of cabs idling, cabbies talking. Steamy breath
and exhaust fill the air.

| NT. CORRIDOR of cab company offices. Lettering on ajar door
READS
PERSONAL OFFI CE Marvis Cab Conpany Bl ue and White Cab Co.

Acne Taxi Dependabl e Taxi Services JRB Cab Conpany Speedo
Taxi Service
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SOUND of office busywork: shuffling, typing, arguing.

PERSONAL OFFICE is a cluttered disarray. Sheets w th heading
"Marvis, B&W Acne" and so forth are tacked to crunbling
plaster wall: It is March. Desk is cluttered with forns,
reports and an ol d upright Royal typewiter

Di shel ved m ddl e-aged New Yorker | ooks up fromthe desk. W
CUT I N to ongoi ng conversation between the m ddl e- aged
PERSONNEL OFFI CER and a YOUNG MAN standing in front on his
desk.

The young man is TRAVIS BI CKLE. He wears his jeans, boots
and Arny jacket. He takes a drag off his unfiltered cigarette.

The PERSONNEL OFFI CER i s beat and exhausted: he arrives at
wor k exhausted. TRAVIS is sonething el se again. Hi s intense
steely gaze is enough to jar even the PERSONNEL OFFI CER out
of his workaday boredom

PERSONNEL OFFI CER (O. S.)
No trouble with the Hack Bureau?

TRAVIS (O.S.)
No Sir.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER (O. S.)
Got your |icense?

TRAVIS (O S.)
Yes.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
So why do you want to be a taxi
driver?

TRAVI S
| can't sleep nights.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
There's porno theatres for that.

TRAVI S
| know. | tried that.

The PERSONNEL OFFI CER, though officious, is mldly probing
and curious. TRAVIS is a cipher, cold and distant. He speaks
as if his mnd doesn't know what his nmouth is saying.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
So whatja do now?
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TRAVI S
| ride around nights nostly.

Subways, buses. See things. Figur'd | mght as well get paid
for it.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
W don't need any msfits around
here, son.

A thin smle cracks al nost indiscernibly across TRAVIS |ips.

TRAVI S
You ki ddin? Who el se woul d hack
t hrough South Bronx or Harl em at
ni ght ?

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
You want to work uptown nights?

TRAVI S
"1l work anywhere, anytinme. | know
| can't be choosy.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
(thinks a nonent)
How s your driving record?

TRAVI S
Cl ean. Real clean.
(pause, thin smle)
As clean as ny consci ence.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Li sten, son, you gonna get snart,
you can | eave right now

TRAVI S
(apol ogeti c)
Sorry, sir. | didn't nean that.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Physical ? Crimnal ?

TRAVI S
Al so cl ean.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Age?

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Twent y- si X.
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CREDI TS

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Educati on?

TRAVI S
Sone. Here and there.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Mlitary record?

TRAVI S
Honor abl e di scharge. May 1971

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
You noonl i ghtin?

TRAVI S
No, | want |ong shifts.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
(casually, alnobst to
hi msel f)
We hire a ot of noonlighters here.

TRAVI S
So | hear.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
(1 ooks up at Travis)

Hell, we ain't that nuch fussy anyway.

There's al ways openi ng on one fl eet
or anot her.

(rummages through his

drawer, collecting

various pink, yellow

and white forns)
Fill out these forns and give them
to the girl at the desk, and | eave
your phone nunber. You gotta phone?

TRAVI S
No.

PERSONNEL OFFI CER
Well then check back tonorrow

TRAVI S
Yes, Sir.

CUT TO



CREDI TS appear over scenes from MANHATTAN NI GHTLI FE. The
snow has nelted, it is spring.

A rainy, slick, wet mserable night in Manhattan's theatre
district.

Cabs and unbrellas are congested everywhere; well-dressed
pedestri ans are pushing, running, waving down taxis. The

hi gh-cl ass theatre patrons crowdi ng out of the m dtown shows
are shocked to find that the same rain that falls on the
poor and conmon is also falling on them

The unremtting SOUNDS of HONKI NG and SHOUTI NG pl ay agai nst
the dull pitter-patter of rain. The glare of yellow red and
green lights reflects off the pavenents and autos.

"When it rains, the boss of the city is the taxi driver" -

so goes the cabbie's maxim proven true by this particular
night's activity. Only the taxis seemto rise above the
situation: They glide effortlessly through the rain and
traffic, picking up whomthey choose, going where they pl ease.

Further uptown, the crowds are neither so frantic nor so
glittering. The rain also falls on the street buns and aged

poor. Junkies still stand around on rainy street corners,
hookers still prow rainy sidewal ks. And the taxis service
t hem t oo.

Al through the CREDI TS the exterior sounds are nuted, as if
comng froma distant roomor storefront around the corner.

The listener is at a safe but privil eged distance.
After exam ning various strata of Manhattan nightlife, CAVMERA
begins to CLOSE IN on one particular taxi, and it is assuned
that this taxi is being driven by TRAVI S Bl CKLE
END CREDI TS

CUT TGO

Travis's yellow taxi pulls in foreground. On left rear door
are lettered the words "Dependabl e Taxi Service".

We are sonewhere on the upper fifties on Fifth Ave. The rain
has not |et up.

An ELDERLY WOVAN clinbs in the right rear door, crushing her

unbrella. Travis waits a nonent, then pulls away fromthe
curb with a start.
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Later, we see Travis' taxi speeding down the rain-slicked
avenue. The action is periodically acconpanied by Travis'
narration. He is reading froma haphazard personal diary.

TRAVIS (V.Q)
(nonot one)
April 10, 1972. Thank God for the
rain whi ch has hel ped wash the garbage
and trash off the sidewal ks.

TRAVIS POV of sleazy Mdtown side street: Buns, Hookers,
Junki es.

TRAVIS (V. 0.)
" mworking a single now, which neans
stretch-shifts, six to six, sonetines
six to eight in the a.m, six days a
week.

A MAN I N BUSINESS SU T hails Travis to the curb.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
It's a hustle, but it keeps ne busy.

| can take in three to three-fifty a week, nore with skins.
MAN I N BUSI NESS SU T, now seated in back seat, speaks up

MAN | N BUSI NESS SUI T
(urgent)
| s Kennedy operating, cabbie? Is it
gr ounded?

On seat next to TRAVIS is hal f-eaten cheeseburger and order
of french fries. He puts his cigarette down and gul ps as he
answers:

TRAVI S
Why should it be grounded?

MAN | N BUSI NESS SU T
Listen - | nean | just saw the needle
of the Enpire State Buil ding.
You can't see it for the fog!

TRAVI S
Then it's a good guess it's grounded.

MAN | N BUSI NESS SU T
The Enpire State in fog neans
sonething, don't it? Do you know,
or don't you? Wat is your nunber,
cabbi e?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

TRAVI S
Have you tried the tel ephone?

MAN | N BUSI NESS SU T
(hostile, inpatient)
There isn't tine for that. In other
wor ds, you don't know.

TRAVI S
No.

MAN | N BUSI NESS SU T
Vvell, you should know, dam it, or
who el se woul d know? Pull over right
her e.

(poi nts out w ndow)
Way don't you stick your goddamm
head out of the goddamm w ndow once
in a while and find out about the
goddamm f og!

TRAVIS pulls to the curb. The BUSI NESS MAN stuffs a dollar
bill into the pay drawer and junps out of the cab. He turns
to hail another taxi.

MAN | N BUSI NESS SU T
Taxi! Taxi!

Travis wites up his trip card and drives away.
It is LATER THAT NI GHT. The rain has turned to drizzle.
Travis drives trough another section of Mnhattan.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
| work the whole city, up, down,
don't make no difference to nme -
does to sone.

STREETSIDE: TRAVIS P.O V. Black PROSTI TUTE wearing white
vi nyl boots, |eopard-skin mni-skirt and blond wg hails
taxi. On her arm hangs hal f-drunk seedy EXECUTI VE TYPE

TRAVI S pul | s over.

PROSTI TUTE and JOHN clinb into back seat. TRAVIS checks out
the action in rear viewmnmrror.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Sone won't take spooks - Hell, don't
make no difference tom ne.

TRAVIS taxi drives through Central ParKk.
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GRUNTS, GROANS com ng from back seat. HOOKER and JOHN goi ng
at it in back seat. He's having a hard tine and she's probably
trying to get himto come off manually.

JOHN (O S.)
Ch baby, baby.

PROSTI TUTE (O. S.)
(forceful)
Come on.

TRAVI S stares bl ankly ahead.
CUT TO

TRAVI S APARTMENT. CAMERA PANS SI LENTLY across I NT. room
indicating this is not a new scene.

TRAVIS is sitting at plain table witing. He wears shirt,
j eans, boots. An unfiltered cigarette rests in a bent coffee
can ash tray.

CLOSE UP of notebook. It is a plain |lined di nestore notebook
and the words TRAVIS is witing with a stubby pencil are
those he is saying. The colums are straight, disciplined.

Sonme of the witing is in pencil, sone in ink. The handwiting
i's jagged.

CAMERA continues to PAN, exam ning TRAVIS apartnment. It is
unusual, to say the |east:

Aratty old mattress is thrown agai nst one wall. The fl oor
is littered with old newspapers, worn and unfol ded streets
maps and pornography. The pornography is of the sort that

| ooks cheap but costs $10 a threw - bl ack and white photos
of naked wonen tied and gagged with bl ack | eather straps and
clothesline. There is no furniture other than the rickety
chair and table. A beat-up portable TV rests on an upright
mel on crate. The red silk mass in another corner |ooks |ike
a Vietnanese flag. Indecipherable words, figures, nunbers
are scribbled on the plain plaster walls. Ragged bl ack w res
dangle fromthe wall where the tel ephone once hung.

TRAVIS (V.Q)

They're all animls anyway. Al the
ani mal s cone out at night: \Wores,
skunk pussies, buggers, queens,
fairies, dopers, junkies, sick, venal

(a beat)
Soneday a real rain wll conme and
wash all this scumoff the streets.
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It's EARLY MORNING 6 a.m The air is clean and fresh and
the streets nearly deserted.

EXT. of TAXI GARAGE. TRAVIS taxi pulls into the driveway.
TRAVIS (V. Q)
Each night when | return the cab to
the garage | have to clean the cone
of f the back seat. Sone nights
cl ean of f the bl ood.
| NT. of TAXI GARAGE. TRAVIS pulls his taxi into garage

stall. TRAVIS reaches across the cab and extracts a snal |
vial of bennies fromthe gl ove conpartnent.

TRAVI S stands next to the cab, straightens his back, and
tucks the bottle of pills into his jacket pocket. He |owers
hi s head, | ooks into back seat, opens rear door and bends

i nsi de.

He shakes a cigarette out of his pack of canels and |lights
it.

SLI GAT TI MECUT: TRAVI S books it at garage office. Ad, rotting
sl abs of wood are screwed to a grey crunbling

concrete wall. Each avail able space is covered with hand-

lettered signs, tine schedul es, check-out sheets, nenos. The
signs read:

BE ALERT!!

THE SAFE DRI VER

| S ALWAYS READY
FOR THE UNEXPECTED
SLOW DOVWN

AND GAUCGE SPEED TO
ROAD CONDI TI ONS
YOU CAN T STCOP

ON A DI ME!

ALL NI GHT DRI VERS
HAVI NG PERSONAL | NJURY
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ACCl DENTS
MUST PHONE I N AT ONCE TO
JUDSON 2-3410

AND MUST FILE A REPORT Pronptly AT 9 AM THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG
AT

43 W 61ST.

A hal f dozen haggard cabbi es hang around the office. Their
shirts are winkle, their heads dropping, the nouths
incessantly chattering. W pick up snatches of cabbie smal
tal k:

1ST CABBI E

... hadda piss like a bull steer, so
| pull over on 10th Ave, yank up the
hood and do the engi ne job.

(gestures as if taking

a piss into the hood)
There I amw th nmy dong in nmy hand
when a guy conme up and asks if |
need any hel p. Just checking the
battery, | says, and, neanwhile..

(takes imagi nary piss)

2ND CABBI E
I f he thinks I'"mgoing up into The
Jungle this time of night, he can
shove it.

3RD CABBI E

(tal king into pay

phone)
Fuck that Violets First. Fucking
saddl e horse. No, no, the OIB. Fuck
them No, it was TKR TCR and |'da
made seven fucking grand. Fuck them
too. Alright, what about the second
race?

4TH CABBI E
Over at Love, this hooker took on
t he whol e garage. Bl ew t he whol e
fucking joint and they woul dn't even
| et her use the drinking fountain.

Travis hands his trip sheet to a CAB OFFI Cl AL, nods slightly,
turns and wal ks toward t he door.
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QUTSI DE, TRAVI S wal ks pl easantly down Broadway, his hands in
his jacket pockets. The sidewal ks are deserted, except for
diligent fruit and vegetable VENDORS setting up their stalls.

He takes a deep breath of fresh air, pulls a white pill from
hi s pocket, pops it into his nouth.

Travis turns a corner, keeps wal king. Ahead of himis a 24-
hour PORNO THEATRE. The theatre, a blaze of cheap day-gl ow
reds and yellows, is an offense to the clear, crisp norning
air. The permanent lettering reads, "Adam Theatre, 16mm
Sound Features". Underneath, today's feature are hand-
lettered: "Six-Day Cruise" and "Beaver Dant

Travis stops at the box office, purchases a ticket, and wal ks
in.

| NT. PORNO THEATRE

Travis stands in the aisle for a nonent. He turns around,
wal ki ng back toward the concessi on stand.

CONCESSI ON STAND

A plain dunmpy-looking GQRL sits listlessly on a stool behind
t he shabby concession stand. A plaster-of-Paris Venus de
Mlo sits atop a piece of purple velvet cloth on the counter.
The SOUND of the feature drones in the background.

CONCESSI ON @ RL
Kin | help ya?

Travis rests his el bow on the counter, |ooking at the Grl.

He is obviously trying to be friendly - no easy task for
hi m

God knows he needs a friend.

TRAVI S
VWhat is your nane? My nane is Travis.

CONCESSI ON 3 RL
Anwh, cone off it, Pal

TRAVI S
No, |I'mserious, really...
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CONCESSI ON 3 RL
Ya want me to call da boss? Huh?

That what you want ?

CONCESSI ON G RL
No, no, it's alright. I'll have a
big Coca-Cola - without ice - and a
| arge buttered popcorn, and...

(poi nti ng)
... some of them chocol ate covered
malted mlk balls... and ju-jukes, a

box. They | ast.

CONCESSI ON G RL
We don't have ju-jukes. W don't
have Coca-Cola. W only got Roya
Crown Col a.

TRAVI S
That's fi ne.

CONCESSI ON @ RL
That's a dollar forty-seven

Travis lays two dollar bills on the counter.
| NT. THEATRE AUDI TORI UM

Slight TIMECUT to Travis sitting in theatre, drinking his
Royal Crown Cola, eating his popcorn and mlk balls. Hs
eyes are fixed on the screen. A MALE VO CE emanates fromthe
screen:

MALE MOVIE VO CE (O.S.)
Come here, bitch. I'mgonna split
you in half.

Mal e Voice yields to Travis' nonotone narration.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Twel ve hours of work and | stil
cannot sl eep. The days dw ndl e on
forever and do not end.

FADE TGO
EXT. CHARLES PALANTI NE CAMPAI GN HEADQUARTERS
The Headquarters of the "New Yorkers for Charles Pal anti ne
for President Commttee", |ocated at the corner of 50th Street

and Broadway, are festooned in traditional red, white and
bl ue banners, ribbons and signs.
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One large sign proclains "Palantine". Another sign reads

"Regi ster for New York Primary, July 20.". The smling m ddl e-
aged face of Charles Pal anti ne keeps watch over the bustling
pedestri ans.

It is LATE AFTERNOON.
| NSI DE HEADQUARTERS

A variety of YOUNG WORKERS j oke and chatter as they | abor
t hrough stacks of papers. The roomis pierced with the sound
of ringing phones.

Seen froma distance - the only way Travis can see them -
those are Anmerica's chosen youth: Healthy, energetic, well-

grooned, attractive, all recruited fromthe bucolic fields
of Massachusetts and Connecti cut.

CAMERA FAVORS BETSY, about 25, an extrenely attractive wonman
sitting at the reception desk between two phones and several
stacks of papers. Her attractions, however, are nore than
skin deep. Beneath that Cover Grl facial there is a keen,

t hough highly specialized sensibility: Her eyes scan every
man who passes her desk as her m nd conputes his desirability:
Political, intellectual, sexual, enotional, material. Sinple
pose and status do not inpress her; she seeks out the
extraordinary qualities in nen. She is, in other words, star-
fucker of the highest order.

Bet sy, putting down the phone, calls TOM a |anky, am able
and nodi shly | ong-haired canpai gn wor kder over to her desk:

BETSY
Tom

Tomis pleasant and good-| ooki ng, but |acks those speci al
qualities which interest Betsy. He gets nowhere with Betsy -
yet he keeps trying.

Just anot her of those routine office flirtations which pass
the hours and free the fantasies.

BETSY

Tom conme here a nonent.
(he wal ks over)

| think this canvas report is about
ready to go out. Check it out with
Andy, and if he okays if, have a
copy made for the canpaign
headquarters in every county.

( MORE)
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BETSY ( CONT' D)
(a beat)
And don't forget to add the new photo
rel eases.

TOM
The senator's white paper is al nost
ready, Bets. Should we wait for that?

BETSY
Andy usual ly just sends those to the
nati onal media. The local press
doesn't know what to do with a
position paper until UPI and AP tel
t hem anyway.

TOM
| think we should try to get maxi mum
coverage for this new mandatory
wel fare program Push the issues.

BETSY
(as if instructing a
chil d)
First push the man, then the issue.

Senator Palantine is first of all a dynam c nman,
intelligent, interesting, fascinating man.

TOM
You forgot "sexy".
BETSY
No, | didn't forget "sexy".
TOM
Just didn't get around to it, huh?
BETSY
Ch, Tom pl ease.
TOM
Vell, for Christsakes, you sound
like you're selling... | don't know
what... cars... not issues.
BETSY

Have you ever wondered why CBS News
has the highest ratings?

TOM
More people watch it.

an
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BETSY

Alright, forget it if you're not
going to be serious,

TOM
No, c¢c'mon, I'mlistening. | was
just...
BETSY
Just what ?
TOM
Ki ddi ng around. .. you know, fun.

Bet sy | ooks toward the street, then back at Tom

BETSY
Maybe if you'd try thinking once in
a while, you' d get sonewhere.

TOM
Wth who?

BETSY
Al right, now You want to know why
CBS has the highest ratings? You
their news is any different from
NBC, ABC? It's all the sanme news.
Sane stories. Sane order usually.
What, you thought they had good news
for people, right? You thought that's
why people watched CBS? I'l1 tel
you why peopl e wat ch CBS.
Cronkite. The man. You got it? Not
t he news, not the issues, the man.
If Walter Cronkite told people to
eat soap, they'd do it. W are selling
cars, goddam it.

Betsy's attention is being distracted by sonething she sees
across the street. She puts on her gl asses and | ooks out
across the street again.

TOM
Well, if Cronkite's so great, why
don't we run himinstead?

BETSY
That's the last. The finish. Period.
Some pople can |l earn. Sonme people
can't. And you wonder why we never
get serious----
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TOM
Sure we could run him You realize
he's already of his bl ock association.

BETSY
(1 ooks across street
agai n)
Have you been noti ci ng anyt hing
strange?

TOM
No, why?

BETSY
Why's that taxi driver across the
street been staring at us?

TOM
VWhat taxi driver?

BETSY
That taxi driver. The one that's
been sitting here.

TOM
How | ong has he been there?
BETSY
| don't know - but it feels like a

l ong tine.
Travis' cold piercingly eyes Stare out fromhis cab parked
across the street from Pal anti ne Headquarters. He is like a
| one wol f watching the warm canpfires of civilization froma
di stance. A thin red dot glows fromhis cigarette.
Tom exchanges Travis' gaze.

TOM
(det erm ned)
Vell, I'll go out and ask him

As Tom wal ks toward front door Betsy's eyes alternate between
hi m and the position where Travis sits.

EXT. PALANTI NE HEADQUARTERS

Tom strides out the front door and wal ks briskly across the
street toward Travis' taxi.

Travis spots Tom wal king toward himand qui ckly stares up
his cab, then squeals off in a burst of billow ng exhaust.
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Tom wat ches the speeding taxi quizzically.
Travis' taxi continues down Broadway.
CUT TGO
| NT. TRAVI S' APARTMENT

He lies on his mattress at the ceiling. He is fully clothed
and appears deep in thought.

Near his mattress rest several nedications: A large bottle
of vitamn pills, two smaller bottles of pills, a bottle of
peach-fl avored brandy.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Al ny life needed was a sense of
direction, a sense of soneplace to
go. | do not believe one should
devote his life to norbid self-
attention, but should becone a person
i ke ot her people.

ANOTHER DAY - LATE AFTERNCON

Travis' taxi is driving down Broadway with the "Of Duty"
sign on.

POV TRACKI NG SHOT down Broadway. CAMERA stops at Pal antine
Canpai gn Headquarters. A few WORKERS renain in the office.

Betsy's desk is vacant.
FI FTH AVENUE - THE SAME AFTERNOON

CAMERA TRACKS wi th crowded mass of MANHATTANI TES as t hey
ooze through the sidewal ks toward their various destination.

I ndi vidual s are indiscernible: It is sinply a congested nass.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
| first saw her at Pal anti ne Canpai gn
Headquarters at 58th and Broadway.
She was wearing a yell ow dress,
answering the phone at her desk.

Suddenl y: Cut of the congested human mass, | N SLON NG MOTI ON,
appears the slender figure of BETSY in a stylish yell ow dress.
The crowd parts like the Red Sea, and there she is: Wal king
all alone, untouched by the crowd, suspended in space and
tinme.
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TRAVIS (V.0.)
She appeared |ike an angel out of
this open sewer. Qut of this filthy
mass. She is alone: They cannot touch
her .

| NT. TRAVI S' APARTMENT
He is at the table, witing in his diary.
CLOSEUP - His stubby pencil rests on the word "her"
CUT TO

It is 3:30 IN THE MORNING i n a bacon-shaped all night WEST
SI DE REATAURANT. The thick snell hangs in the air - fried
grease, snoke, sweat, regurgitated w ne.

What ever doesn't flush away in New York at night turns up in
pl aces |ike this. A burly grease-stained COOK stands over
the grill. A JUNKIE shuffles fromone side of the door to
anot her. Sl ouched over the small four-person form ca tables
are several WELL-DRESSED BLACKS (too well-dressed for this
time and place), a cluster of STREET PEOPLE and a | ost OLD
COOT who hangs onto his cup of coffee as if it were his |ast
possessi on.

The restaurant, brightly lit, perfectly conveys the inmage
urban plasticity - wthout the slightest hint of an
acconpanyi ng cl eanl i ness.

Toward the rear of the restaurant sit three cabbies: W ZARD,
a worn man about fifty, DOUGH BOY, younger fam |y man, CHARLIE
T., fourtyish Bl ack.

Wzard is telling Dough-Boy a story. Charlie T., his el bows
popped against table top, is not listening. He stares silently
down at a plate of cold scranbled eggs and a Raci ng Forum

Hi s eyes nmay not be open.

W ZARD
First she did her nmake-up. You know,
| hate it when they do that.
| mean she does the whol e works, the
mascara, the eye-shadow, the |ipstick
t he rouge...

DOUGH BOY
Not rouge. Blush-On, they call it.

W ZARD
The kind with a brush.

( CONTI NUED)
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Travis appears at the door. He has to push aside the JUNKIES
to enter w thout maki ng physical contact - something Travis
woul d not relish. He may be repul sed with these people and
this place, but he is too nuch a part of this to let his
feelings rise to the surface.

W zard gives Travis a perfunctory wave.

W ZARD
Travi s.

TRAVI S
Hey W zard.

Travis straddl es a seat at the table. Dough-Boy gives Travis
sonet hi ng between a wi nk and an eye-tw tch sayi ng:

DOUGH BOY
Yeah, that's Blush-On. My wife uses
it,

W ZARD
(ironic)
Ask Travis. He's the | adi es man.

Travis shrugs and notions for a cup of coffee.

W ZARD

(conti nui ng)
Well, whatever the fuck it is, she
used it. And then the spray perfune.
You know, the real sweat kind -
and, on top of that, get this,
right when we're crossing the Triboro
bri dge - she changes her pantyhose!

DOUGH- BOY
No.

Travis turns his head. He appears not to be interested, but
is.

W ZARD
Yeah.

DOUGH BOY
Coul d you see anyt hi ng?

W ZARD
VWll, she was trying to keep her
skirt down, sort of, you know. But
it was pretty obvi ous what she was
( MORE)
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A WAI TRESS brings Travis' coffee and a glass of water.

W ZARD ( CONT' D)
doing. | nean, Christ, it was rush
hour and the traffic's practically
standing still.

DOUGH BOY
What did you do?

W ZARD
Threw on the energency, junped the
seat and fucked her brains out -
What do you think
(they I augh)
What do | have to do? Draw you a
pi cture?

DOUGH BOY
Yeah.

W ZARD
What was | supposed to do? | was
watching in the rear view You know,
just checkin' traffic.
(to Travis)
So howsit?

TRAVI S
(w o inflection)
Sonme fleet driver for Bell just cut

up. Just heard it on the radio.

DOUGH BOY
Stick up?

asks for a cheeseburger.

W ZARD
Sure. What do you think? She wanted
to get out of the cab. | said "Look,

you're in the mddle of the fucking
bridge..."

DOUGH BOY
You said that?

W ZARD
Vell, | said, "Lady, please, we're
on a bridge..."

DOUGH BOY

And what happened?

( CONTI NUED)
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Travis awaits Wzard' s answer.
W ZARD
She stayed in the cab, what's she
gonna do? but she stiffed ne. A real
skunk.

DOUGH- BOY
A real skunk

W zard realizes Travis and Dough-Boy may not have net.

W ZARD
(paternal)
Travis, you know Dough-Boy, Charlie

T.7?

Charlie T. nods sleepily. Travis indicates he knows Dough-
Boy.

DOUGH BOY
Yeah. W went to Harvard together.
(1 aughs)

W ZARD
We cal |l hi m Dough-Boy cause he |ikes
the dollars. He'll chase a buck
straight into Jersey.

DOUGH BOY
Look who's tal king?
(gestures around table)
Wo el se would stay up all night to
catch the norning rush hour?

Travis sips his coffee. Charlie T.'s eyelids slip shut.

W ZARD
(to Travis)
So howsit?

TRAVI S
(w o inflection)
Sonme fleet driver for Bell just got
cut up. Just heard it on the radio.

DOUGH BOY
Stick up?

TRAVI S

No, just some crazy fucker. Cut have
his ear off.
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DOUGH- BOY
VWher e.

TRAVI S
In the jungle. 122nd.

Travis' eyes turn toward the restaurant's other patrons.

POV: THREE STREET PEOPLE sitting at a table. One QUY, stoned,
stares straight ahead. A raggedly attractive G RL rest her
head on the shoul der of the other, a heavily bearded YOUNG
MAN wi th a headband. They kiss and tease each ot her,
momentarily lost in their separate world.

Travis watches the hippie couple closely, his feeling sharply
di vi ded between cultural contenpt and norose jeal ousy.

Why shoul d these people enjoy the love and intinmacy that has
al ways el uded hi n? He nust enjoy these schizoid enpbtions,
because his eyes dwell on the couple.

DOUGH BOY
(changi ng the subject)
You run all over town, don't you

Travi s?
W ZARD
(referring to 122nd
St.)
Fuckin' Mau Mau |l and, that's what it
iS.

Travis turns back to his conpanions.

TRAVI S
Huh?

DOUGH BOY
| mean, you handl e sone pretty rough
traffic, huh?

TRAVI S
(catchi ng on)
| have.

DOUGH BOY
You carry a piece? You need one?

TRAVI S
Nah.
(a beat)
| suppose not .

( CONTI NUED)



23.
CONTI NUED

Wai tress sl aps down snudge- marked gl ass of water, and a
cheeseburger plate that | ooks nore |ike a shrunken head on a
serving platter.

DOUGH BOY
Well, you ever need one, | know a
feller that kin getcha a real nice
deal . Lotsa shit around.

W ZARD
The cops and conpany rai se hell they
find out.

Travis drops two Al ka-Seltzer into his glass of water.

DOUGH BOY
Truck drivers bring up Harl em Speci al s
that blow up in your hand. But this
guy don't deal no shit. Just quality.
| f you ever need anything, | can put
you in touch.

W ZARD
For a fee.

DOUGH- BOY
For a fee.

W ZARD

| never use mne. But it's a good
thing to have. Just as a threat.

DOUGH BOY
(getting up)
well, if there's this many hackies

i nside, there nust be |lots of hares
outside. And |I'mgonna hustle 'em

W ZARD
VWhat ya gonna do with all that noney,
Dough- Boy?
DOUGH BOY
Support ny kids. Can you dig it?
(pause)

nice to neet ya, Travis. So |ong,
W zard. Say hello to Malcolm X for
ne.

(nods to Charlie T.)
Charlie T. remains unnoved: He is
sl eepi ng.
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Dough-Boy exits. Travis smles perfunctorily, then | ooks
back at Wzard. They really don't have nmuch to tal k about,

and the Wzard doesn't care to manufacture any nore
conver sati ons.

Travis scans the greasy spoon: The scene is unchanged.
CUT TGO
EXT. PALANTI NE HEADQUARTERS - ANOTHER DAY
Traffic passes.
| NT. PALANTI NE HEADQUARTERS

Tom and Betsy are tal king. She takes out a cigarette. He
takes out matches to light it.

BETSY
Try holding the match like this.

TOM
This is gotta be a ganme, right?

BETSY
(putting on gl asses)
This | gotta see.

TOM
(burning fingers)
Quch!
_ - BETSY
(giggling)

OCh, are you all right?
TOM

|"mgreat. Always set ny fingers on

fire. If you want to see anot her

trick. I do this thing with ny nose.
BETSY

No. | just wanted to see if you could

light it that way. The guy at the
newsst and can.

TOM
Ah, yes, the guy at the newsstand,
M. Asbestos...

BETSY

He happens to be m ssing fingers.
first noticed when -
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TOM
Is he Italian?
BETSY
No, why?
TOM
You sure he's not Italian?
BETSY
He's Bl ack, OK?
TOM
Vell, If he had been Italian, they

coul d have been shot off. Sonetinmes
the nob does that to teach guys a

| esson, If they blow a job or
somet hi ng.

BETSY
As | said, heisn't Italian.
Besi des, | thought they just killed
t hem

TOM
Don't be naive. They can't kil
everybody. They have different
puni shnents for different things.
Like, if they kill a stoo pigeon,
they | eave a canary on the body.
It's synbolic.

BETSY
Wy don't they | eave a pidgeon instead
of a canary?

TOM
| don't know. Maybe they don't |eave
a canary. Don't be technical. Wat

|"msaying is if this newsstand guy's
Italian and his fingers are gone,
maybe he's a thief.

BETSY
First, he's not Italian. Second he's
not a thief. I noticed the fingers
when he was getting ny change - the
right change. Two of his fingers are
m ssing. Just stubs. Like they were

bl owmn away. | was putting ny change

in ny purse when | saw himget out a

cigarette. | couldn't hel p watching.
( MORE)

( CONTI NUED)
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BETSY ( CONT' D)
| was dying to see how he'd |ight
it.

TOM
Wth the other hand, right?

BETSY
No, stupid. Wth the stubs. That's
t he whol e point.

TOM
| know that guy. His hand | ooks |ike
a paw. An old Black guy, the newsstand
at -

BETSY
No, this is young - well, |'m never
sure how ol d Bl ack people are -
but, anyway, he isn't old. That's
for sure.

TOM
Show ne how he did that again.

EXT. ACRCSS THE STREET FROM HEADQUARTERS

Travis is striding briskly across Broadway toward the
Pal anti ne Headquarters.

He s dressed the best we have seen him his pants (not jeans)
are pressed, his boots shined, his hair conbed. Under his
Armmy jacket he wears a freshly laundered shirt and ivy | eague
tie. He drops his cigarette, steps on it and wal ks in.

Wat ching Travis enter Pal antine's Headquarters, we are
surprised to realize that Travis is really quite attractive.

H s deformties are psychol ogical, not physical. He believes
he is cursed, and therefore he is.

Travis wal ks briskly into the office, and heads toward Betsy's
desk. Tom wal ks over to greet him but Travis ignores him

TRAVI S
(at Betsy's desk)
| want to vol unteer.

As the CAMERA exam nes Travis' face nore closely, one can

see the holl owness wought by |ack of sleep and sufficient
diet.
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TOM
(at Betsy's desk)
If you'll come this way.
Travis el bows Tom of f.
TRAVI S
(to Betsy)
No. | want to volunteer to you
TOM
(under his voice)

Bet s.

BETSY waves TOM of f with a short gesture, indicating
everything is OK. He wal ks away.

BETSY
(curious)
And why is that?

TRAVIS is on his best behavior. He smles slightly:

TRAVI S
Because you are the nost beauti ful
woman | have ever seen

BETSY is nonentarily taken back, but pleased. TRAVIS presence
has a definite sexual charge. He has those star qualities
BETSY | ooks for: She senses there is sonething special about

t he young man who stands before her. And then, too, there is
that disarmng smle. He is, as Betsy would say,

"fascinating".

BETSY
(smling)
| s that so?
(pause)
But what do you think of Charles
Pal anti ne?

TRAVI S
(his m nd el sewhere)
Who manf?
BETSY

Charl es Pal antine. The man you want
to volunteer to help elect president.

TRAVI S

Oh, | think he's a wonderful man.
Make a great, great President.
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BETSY
You want to canvass?

TRAVI S
Yes, nmam

Betsy is interviewing Travis, but she is also teasing hima
little, leading himon in a gentle fem nine way:

BETSY
How do you feel about Senator
Pal anti ne's stand on wel fare?

This takes TRAVI S back a bit. He obviously doesn't have the
slightest idea what Pal antine's stand on welfare is, in fact,
he doesn't have any idea about politics whatsoever.

TRAVI S thinks a nonent, then inprovises an answer:

TRAVI S
Wl fare, man? | think the Senator's
right. People should work for a
l[iving. | do. | like to work. Every
day. Get those old coots off welfare
and make 'em work for a change.

Bet sy does a subtle double-take: This isn't exactly
Pal antine's position on welfare. She remain intrigued by
Travi s.

BETSY
Well, that's not exactly what the
Senat or has proposed. You m ght not
want to canvass, but there is plenty
nore ot her work we need done: Ofice
wor k, filing, poster hanging.

TRAVI S
" ma good worker, Betsy mam a real
good wor ker.

BETSY
(gesturing)
if you talk to Tom he'll assign you
to sonet hi ng

TRAVI S
|f you don't mnd, mam |'d rather
wor k for you

BETSY
Well, we're all working tonight.
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TRAVI S
Well, Betsy mam | drive a taxi at
ni ght .
BETSY

Well, then, what is it you exactly
want to do?

TRAVI S
(bol stering courage)
If you don't mnd, mam |'d be mghty
pl eased if you'd go out and have
sone coffee and pie with ne.

Bet sy doesn't quite know what to nake of Travis. She is
curious, intrigued, tantalized. Like a noth, she draws cl oser
to the fl ane.

BETSY
Why ?

TRAVI S

Well, Betsy mam | drive by this
pl ace here in ny taxi many tines a
day. And | watch you sitting here at
this big long desk with these
t el ephones, and | say to nyself,
that's a lonely girl. She needs a
friend. And |I'm gonna be her friend.

(sml es)

Travis rarely smles, but when he does his whole face gl ows.

It is as if heis able to tap an inner reserve of charm
unknown even to hinself. Betsy is conpletely disarned.

BETSY
| don't know. ..

TRAVI S
It's just to the corner, mam In
broad dayti me. Not hing can happen.
"Il be there to protect you.

BETSY
(sm es)
Al right.
(relents)
Al right. I"'mtaking a break at
four o' clock. If you're here then
we'll go to the corner and have sone

cof fee and pie.
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TRAVI S
Ch, | appreciate that, Betsy nmam
"1l be here at four o' clock exactly.

(pause)
And... ah... Betsy...

BETSY
Yes?

TRAVI S
My nanme is Travis.

BETSY
Thank you, Travis.

Travis nods, turns and exits.
Tom who has been watching this interchange with a pseudo-

standoffish (actually jealous) air, steps over to Betsy. H's
manner demands sone sort of explanation of what Betsy was
doi ng.

Betsy sinmply shrugs (it's really none of his business) and
says:

BETSY
|"mjust going to find out what the
cabbi es are thinking.

CUT TO

Travis is pacing back and forth on Broadway just beyond the
Pal anti ne Headquarters. He checks his watch.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
April 26, 1972. Four o'clock p.m |
took Betsy to the Mayfair Coffee
Shop on Broadway. . .

| NT. COFFEE SHOP

Travis and Betsy are sitting in a booth of a small New York
Cof f ee Shop. They both have been served coffee; Travis is
nervously turning his cup around in his hands.

As Travis speaks V.O., WAITRESS brings their orders: Apple
pie for TRAVIS, fruit conpote for BETSY.
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TRAVIS (V.0.)
| had bl ack coffee and apple pie
with a slice of nelted yell ow cheese.
| think that was a good sel ection.
Bet sy had coffee and a fruit sal ad
di sh. She coul d have had anyt hi ng
she want ed.

Betsy's conversation interrupts Travis' V.QO:

BETSY
W' ve signed up 15.000 Pal anti ne
volunteers in New York so far. The
organi zati onal problens are becom ng
j ust staggering.

TRAVI S
| know what you nean. |'ve got the
sanme problens. | just can't get things
organi zed. Little things, | nean.

Li ke my room ny possessions.

| should get one of those signs that
says, "One of these days |I'm Gonna
Or ganezi zi ed".

Travis contorts his nouth to match his m spronunci ati on,
than breaks into a big, friendly, infectious grin. The very
sight of it nmakes one's heart proud.

Bet sy cannot hel p but be caught up in Travis' gin. Travis'
cont agi ous, quicksilver noods cause:

BETSY
(1 aughi ng)
Travis, | never ever nmet anybody
i ke you before.
TRAVI S
| can believe that.
BETSY
Where do you live?
TRAVI S
(evasi ve)

OCh, uptown. You know. Sone | oint.
It ain't rnuch.

BETSY

So why did you decide to drive a
taxi at night?
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TRAVI S
| had a regular job for a while,
days. You know, doin' this, doin'
that. But | didn't have anything to
do at night. | got kinda |onely, you
know, just wandering around. So |
decided to works nights. It ain't
good to be al one, you know.

BETSY
After this job, I'mlooking forward
to being alone for a while.
TRAVI S
Yeah, well. ..
(a beat)

In a cab you get to neet people.
You neet |otsa people. It's good for
you.

BETSY
What ki nd of people?

TRAVI S
Just peopl e people, you know. Just
peopl e.
(a beat)
Had a dead man once.

BETSY
Real | y?

TRAVI S
He'd been shot. | didn't know t hat.
He just craw ed into the back seat,
said "West 45th Street" and conked
out .

BETSY
What did you do?

TRAVI S
| shot the neter off, for one thing.
| knew | wasn' going to get paid.
Then | dropped himoff at the cop
shop. They took him

BETSY
That's really sonet hi ng.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRAVI S
Oh, you see lots of freaky stuff in
a cab. Especially when the noon's
out .

BETSY
The nobon?

TRAVI S
The full nmoon. One night | had three
or four weirdoes in a row and | | ooked

up and, sure enough, there it was -
the full noon.

Bet sy | aughs. Travis continues:

TRAVI S
Oh, yeah. People will do anything in
front of a taxi driver. | nmean

anyt hi ng. People too cheap to rent a
hotel room people scoring dope,
peopl e shooting up, people who want
to enbarrass you

(a bitterness energes)
It's like you' re not even there, not
even a person. Nobody knows you.

Betsy cuts Travis' bitterness short:

BETSY
Comon, Travis. It's not that bad.
| take lots of taxis.

TRAVI S

| know. | could have picked you up.
BETSY

Huh?
TRAVI S

Late one night. About three. At the
pl aza.

BETSY
Three in the norning? | don't think
so. | have to go to bed early. |

wor k days. It nust have been sonebody
el se.

TRAVI S

No. It was you. You had sone manil a
folders and a pink bag from Saks.

( CONTI NUED)
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Betsy, realizing Travis renenbers her precisely, scranbles
for a polite rationale for her behavior:

BETSY
You're right! Now | renenber! It was
after the Western regional planners
were in town and the neeting went
| ate. The next day | was conpletely
bushed. It was unbelievabl e.

TRAVI S
If it wasn't for a drunk | woul d
have picked you up. He wanted to go

to the DV
BETSY
The DwvZ?
TRAVI S
South Bronx. The worst. | tried to

ditch him but he was already in the
cab, so | had to take him That's

the law. O herwise | would have picked
you up.

BETSY
That woul d have been quite a
coi nci dence.

TRAVI S
You' d be surprised how often you see
t he sanme people, get the sane fare.
Peopl e have patterns. They do nore
or less the sane things every day. |

can tell.

BETSY
Well, | don't go to the Plaza every
ni ght .

TRAVI S

| didn't nmean you. But just ordinary
people. A guy | know - Dough-Boy -
met his wfe that way. They got to
tal king. She said she usually caught
the bus so he started picking her up
at the bus stop, taking her hone
with the flag up

BETSY
That's very romantic. Sonme of your
fares nmust be interesting. See any
( MORE)
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BETSY ( CONT' D)
stars, politicians, deliver any babies
yet ?

TRAVI S

Well, no... not really... had sone
fanous people in the cab.

(renmenberi ng)
| got this guy who nmakes | asers.
Not regular lasers, not the big kind.
Little |l asers, pocket sized, smal
enough to clip your belt like a
transistor radio, |like a gun, you
know. Like a ray gun. Zap.

BETSY
(1 aughs)
What hours do you work?

TRAVI S
| work a single, which nmeans there's
no replacenent - no second man on
the cab. Six to six, sonetines eight.
Seventy-two hours a week.

BETSY
(amazed)
You nean you work seventy-two hours
a week.

TRAVI S
Sonetinmes 76 or 80. Sonetines |
squeeze a few nore hours in the
nmorni ng. Eighty mles a day, a hundred
mles a night.

BETSY
You must be rich.

TRAVI S
(big affectionate
smle)
It keeps ya busy.

BETSY
You know what you rem nd ne of?

TRAVI S
What ?

( CONTI NUED)
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BETSY
That song by Kris Kristofferson,
where it's said "Li ke a pusher, party
truth, partly fiction, a walking
contradiction".
(sml es)

TRAVI S
"' m no pusher, Betsy. Honest. | never
have pushed.

TRAVI S
| didn't mean that, Travis. Just the
part about the contradiction.

TRAVI S
(nore at ease)
Oh. Who was that again?

BETSY
The si nger?

TRAVI S
Yeah. Yes. | don't follow nusic too
much.
BETSY
(sl owy)

Kris Kristofferson.
Travis | ooks at Betsy intently and they exchange sm | es.
CUT TO

Travis is wal king confusedly around SAM GOODY' S at M DDAY,
obvi ously unable to | ocate what he desires.

Travis is |ost anong the hip, young intellectual type that
popul ate the store. He watches the stylish, attractive fenale
hel p, unable to cone right out and requests what he desires.

A young SALESG RL sees his plight, wal ks over and asks if he
needs any help. Travis | NAUD BLY says a nane to her, although
the nane is obviously Kris Kristofferson.

The Salesgirl digs out Kristofferson's "Silver-Tongued Devil"
al bum for him

Travis says sonething additional to the Salesgirl and she
goes off to gift-wap the al bum

Travis energes fromthe RECORD STORE, the brightly gift-
wr apped al bum proudly tucked under his arm

CUT TO
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Lengt hy POV SHOT from Travis' vantage point behind the wheel

W see the city as Travis sees it. The front windshield is a
little dirty, the lighted nmeter just up at the |low right
screen. The intercomcrackles with STATI C and MESSACES.

The light turns green; we take off with a start. A short
first gear - quick shift - a long second gear. The cab eases
to the right of the street, checking out prospective fares.

Qur eyes scan the long |lines of PEDESTRI ANS. The regul ar -
bums, junkies, tourists, hookers, honosexuals, hippies -

t hey mean not hing now. They only blend into the sidewal ks
and |ighted storefronts.

Qur eyes now concentrate on those that step away fromthe
curb - is that man hailing a cab or scratching his head?

In the next block there are perhaps three, four fares - quick
gas-up through this yellow light - brake sharply - check the
action. The first: Tourist, nickel tipper - let the next guy
pi ck them up. Let the second go also, the third - there's a
live fare. M ddl e-aged LOCAL WOMAN: Short fare to the East

Si de, good tip.

We pull to the curb, waiting for her to get in. It is a long
wait - a Black STREET WALKER crosses in front of the cab. W
focus on (as Travis would) a YOUNG COUPLE enbracing in the
di st ance.

As we travel, we hear Travis' randomthoughts about selecting
fares and tips:

TRAVIS (V. Q)
You work at night, you get an
instinct. You can snell them The
big tippers, the stiffs, the trouble
makers. Quarter is good tip for
Manhattan. Queens is better, Brooklyn
is best. go for the guys with
suitcases. The rich are the worst
ti ppers, hooks are |ousy. Spooks
are okay, but they don't live at
Park Ave after all.

The nmeter is activated: $.60 registers. Tick, tick, tick. A
qui ck gl ance shows the woman i s now seated. She says softly,
"192 East 89". W take off with another jolt. Cross back up
9th Ave, then cut through the park.

We're zooming up 9th Ave - how many green lights can we string
t oget her ?
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Sonebody steps out to hail the cab, but quickly steps back
again. The neter is up $.90. It'll be a $1.40 fare.

Now t hrough the park and we're al nost there. Check the nunbers -
134 - 140. End of the block. Fare=$1.40.

Check back mrror - she's getting out two bills. Two quarters
and a dine change. Tip'll be either.25 or .35.

The tip comes back: 35 cents - good tip. Good | ady. W take
off again with a jolt.

This is Travis' world: Dark side streets, garish glaring

mai n streets, quick glances, quicker evaluations - a dozen

i nst ant aneous decisions a mnute. Are these people, are these
obj ect s?

EXT. TRAVIS TAXl speed down darkened street.
Travis lets off a fare and pulls into line at the Pl aza.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
| called Betsy again at her office,
and she said maybe we could go to a
novi e together after she gets off
work tonmorrow. That's ny day off.

At first she hesitated, but | called her again and she agreed.

(pause)
Betsy. Betsy what? | forgot to ask
her | ast name again. Damm. |'ve got

to renenmber stuff |ike that.

Travis' thoughts are with Betsy, as THREE MEN enter Travis'
cab. He activates the neter and pulls off.

MAN' S VO CE
St. Regis Hotel.

Travis checks the mrror. Scanning across the back seat, he
recogni zes the mddl e passenger. It is CHARLES PALANTI NE
candi date for President. He nust have left the Hotel shortly
af ter BETSY.

Tom seated on the junp seat, checks his watch and speaks
deferentially to Pal antine:

TOM
[t's 12:30 now. You'll have fifteen
m nutes before the actual | uncheon

begi ns.
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Pal anti ne nods as his assistant picks up the thread of an
earlier conversation.

ASSI STANT
| don't think we have to worry about
anybody here comm tting thensel ves
until things start comng in from
Cal i fornia.

Travis recogni zes his passenger. He puts out his cigarette.

TRAVI S
(i nterrupting)
Say, aren't you Charles Pal anti ne,
t he candi date?

PALANTI NE
(only mldly irritated)
Yes | am

TRAVI S
Well, I'mone of your biggest
supporters. | tell everybody that
conmes in this cab that they should
vote for you

PALANTI NE
(pl eased; gl ances to
check Travis' license)
Why, thank you Travis.
TRAVI S
|"msure you'll win, sir. Everybody
| know is going to vote for you
(a beat)

| was going to put one of your
stickers on ny taxi but the conpany
said it was against their policy.

PALANTI NE
(pl easant)
"1l tell you, Travis, |'ve |earned

nore about this country sitting in
taxi cabs than in the board room of
General Mbdtors.

TOM
(j oki ng)
And in sone other places too..

Pal anti ne, his Assistant and Tom all [augh. Pal antine, quickly
reassum ng candi orial men, speaks to Travis:
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PALANTI NE
Travis, what single thing would you
want the next President of this
country to do nost?

TRAVI S
| don't know, sir. | don't follow
political i1issues nuch.

PALANTI NE
There nust be sonet hing. ..

TRAVI S

(t hi nks)
Well, he should clean up this city
here. It's full of filth and scum
Scumand filth. It's |ike an open
sewer. | can hardly take it. Sone
days | go out and snell it then
get headaches that just stay and
never go away. W need a President
that would clean up this whol e ness.
Flush it out.

Pal antine is not a Hubert Hunphrey-type professional

bull shitter, and Travis' intense reply stops himdead in his
tracks. He is forced to fall back on a stock answer but tries
to give it sonme meaning.

PALANTI NE
(after a pause)
| know what you nean, Travis, and
it's not going to be easy. W're
going to have to make sone radica
changes.

TRAVI S
(turning the wheel)
Damm strai ght.
EXT. BARCLAY HOTEL
TRAVIS taxi pulls up in front of the Barclay Hotel

PALANTI NE and Al DE get out of the cab. SECOND Al DE stays in
back seat a nonent to pay TRAVIS.

PALANTI NE | ooks in front wi ndow of cab nonmentarily and nods
goodbye to TRAVI S.

PALANTI NE
Ni ce talking to you, Travis.
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(cal l'i ng back)
Thank you, sir. You're a good nman,
sir.
Travis' taxi departs.
PALANTI NE and Al DES wal k up carpet to the St. Regis.

CAMERA CLOSES I N on PALANTI NE as he stops, turns back and
wat ches Travis' departing taxi.

PALANTI NE turns back and ascends the hotel steps with his
Al DES.

EXT. MANHATTAN STREET - EARLY MORNI NG

TRAVI S, dressed to the teeth, wal ks brightly down the
sidewal k. H's face is frehsly shaved, his hair conbed, his
tie straightened.

He pauses in a store w ndow to check his appearance.

Under his armhe carries the gift-wapped Kristofferson record
al bum

QUTSI DE PALANTI NE HEADQUARTERS

BETSY, smartly dressed, waves goodbye to anot her CAMPAI GN
WORKER and wal ks out the door to greet him

A SHORT WHI LE LATER, TRAVI S and BETSY are wal ki ng down
Broadway toward Ti nes Square. BETSY does not |et their bodies
touch as they wal k al though TRAVI S cont enpl at es edgi ng cl oser
to her.

Bet sy has opened the package and is admring the record -
or, rather, Travis' sentinent behind giving it.

Travis | ooks around hinmself with pride: This is a nonent in
his life - one of the few

BETSY
You didn't have to spend your noney -
?
TRAVI S
(i nterrupting)
He'll, what else can | do with it
al1?

Betsy notices that the seal on the record has not been broken.
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BETSY
Travis, you haven't even played the
record?

TRAVI S
(evasi ve)
Yeah, well ny stereo player is broke.
But I'"'msure the record is K

BETSY
Your stereo broke? God, | could hardly
stand that. | |ive on nusic.
TRAVI S
| don't follow nusic much. 1'd |ike
to though.
(second t hought)
Honest .
BETSY

(pointing to al bum
So you haven't heard this record
yet ?

TRAVI S
No.
(sly smle)
| thought maybe you could play it
for me on your player.

Betsy's face backtracks a bit. Maybe she was wong to go out
with this fell ow she doesn't know.

She makes a polite |augh.

LATER  Travis and Betsy are in TIMES SQUARE, turning the
corner from Broadway to 42nd Street. Travis carries the

al bum under his arm

They approach the garish marquee of a | arge m dt own porno
theatre advertising "The Swedi sh Marriage Manual ". The box
office is flanked on both sides by glass cages filled with
explicit publicity stills. O fending portions have been
bl ocked out with bl ack tape.

Travis steps over to the wi ndow and buys two $5 tickets.
Bet sy, befuddl ed, watches him She doesn't know what to say.
Travis returns with the tickets.

Betsy still has not fully conprehended what is happening:
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BETSY
What are you doi ng?

TRAVI S
(1 nnocent)
| bought a couple of tickets.

BETSY
But this is a porno novie.

TRAVI S
No, these are the kind that couples
go to. They're not |ike the other
movi es. Al kinds of couples go.
Honest. |'ve seen them

Travis seens confused. He is so nuch part of his own world,

he fails to conprehend another's world. Conpared to the novies
he sees, this is respectable. But then there's al so sonething
that Travis could not even acknow edge, much | ess admt:

That he really wants to get this pure white girl into that
dark porno theatre.

Travi s makes an awkward gesture to escort Betsy into the
theatre. Betsy |ooks at the tickets, at the theatre, at
Travis. She nentally shakes her head and wal ks toward the
turnstile. She thinks to herself: "What the Hell. Wat can
happen?" She's al ways been curious about these pictures
anyway, and - like all wonen, no matter how intelligent -
she's been raised not to offend her date. A perverse logic
whi ch applies even nore in offsetting circunstances |ike

t hese.

| NSI DE THE THEATER

Travis escorts Betsy to an enpty center row. Travis was right.
Couples do go to filnms like this. There are at |east six or
seven other MEN with their bew gged "DATES".

Travis settles into his famliar porno theatre slouch. Betsy
| ooks curiously fromside to side.

ON SCREEN, a conservatively-dressed m ddl e-aged worman is
speaki ng i n Swedi sh about inportance of healthy sex life in

a happy marriage. Subtitles translate her words. Then,

w thout warning, there is a direct CUT to a couple copul ating
on a sterile table-like bed.

Travis watches intently. The color, however, is slowy
draining fromBetsy's cheeks. One thought fills her m nd:

"VWhat am | doi ng here?"
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TRAVI S
(to hinself)
Dam.

BETSY
What's wrong?

TRAVI S
| forgot to get the Coca- Col a.

That does it. Betsy just |ooks at himfor a nonent, then
gets up and starts to | eave. Travis, confused, hustles after
her .

He follows her out of the theatre.

ON THE SI DEWALK

Travis catches up wth her.

TRAVI S
Where are you goi ng?

BETSY
"' m | eavi ng.

TRAVI S

What do you nean?

Betsy |l ooks at Travis, trying to understand him

BETSY
These are not the kind of novies |
go to.

TRAVI S
Wll, | don't foll ow novies too
much. . .

BETSY

You nean these are the only kind of
novi es you go to?

The TICKET G RL wat ches expressionlessly fromthe booth.

TRAVI S
This is sort of high class...

BETSY
| mean porno novi es.
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TRAVI S
(hesitant)
Well... nostly...
BETSY
My CGod!
TRAVI S
We can go to another novie if you
like, | don't care. | got noney.

There's plenty...

Travis gestures toward the long row of 42nd Street nmarquees,
but is interrupted by Betsy:

BETSY
I f you just wanted to fuck, why didn't
you just conme right out and say it?

Travis is flabbergasted by Betsy's blunt | anguage. H's arm
still gestures toward the marquees, his |ips continue to
move, but words do not cone out.

Unabl e to respond to Betsy's question, Travis picks up where
he left off:

TRAVI S
... there's plenty of novies around
here. | haven't seen any of them

but 1'm sure they're good.

BETSY
No, Travis. You're a sweet guy and
all that, but I think this is it.
| " m goi ng hone.

TRAVI S
(i nterrupting)
You nmean you don't want to go to a
novi e?
(a beat)
There's plenty of novies around here.

BETSY
No, | don't feel so good. We're just
two very different kinds of people,
that's all.

TRAVI S

(puzzl ed)
Huh?
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BETSY
It's very sinple. You go your way,
"1l go m ne. Thanks anyway, Travis.
TRAVI S
But... Betsy...
BETSY

|"mgetting a taxi.
She wal ks to the curhb.
TRAVI S
(foll ow ng her)
VWhat about the record?

BETSY
Keep it.

TRAVI S
Can | call you?

Bet sy | ooks for a cab.
TRAVI S
(t ender)
Pl ease, Betsy, | bought it for you.
Betsy | ooks at his sad, sweet face and relents a bit.

BETSY
Al right, I'll accept the record.

Bet sy accepts the record, but quickly turns and hails a taxi.

BETSY
Taxi !

A taxi quickly pulls up.
Travis feebly protests to no one in particular:

TRAVI S
But | got a taxi.

Betsy gives instructions to CAB DRI VER, |ooks briefly back
at Travis, then straight ahead. Taxi speeds off.

Travis | ooks around hel plessly: A cluster of PEDESTRI ANS on
the crowded street has stopped to watch the argunment. Travis

( CONTI NUED)



47.
CONTI NUED:

| ooks back at the woman in the porno theatre box office who
has al so been foll ow ng the argunent.

CUT TO
| NSI DE TRAVI S' APARTMENT

Travis is sitting at the table. There are sonme new itens on
the table: Hi's giant econo-sized bottle of vitamns, a giant
econo-si zed bottle of aspirins, a pint of apricot brandy, a
partial |oaf of cheap white bread.

On the wall behind the table hang two nore itens: A gag sign
readi ng "One of These Days |I'm Gonna Get Organezizied" and
an orange- and- bl ack bunper sticker for Charles Pal antine.

TRAVI S (V. Q)
May 8, 1972. My life has taken another
turn again. The days nove along with
regularity...

C.U. of notebook: Travis is no longer sitting at the desk.
The pencil rests on the open notebook.

LATER THAT DAY: TRAVI S has pulled his straight-backed chair
around and is watching his small portable TV, which rests on
t he upright nelon crate.

A cereal bow partially filled with mlk rests in his |ap.

Travis pours a couple shots of the apricot brandy into the
bow , dips folded chunks of white bread into the m xture,
and eats them

Travis is watching early eveni ng NEW5 PROGRAM TV backgr ound
SOUND. Charles Palantine is being interviewed sonewhere on
the canpaign trail

TRAVIS (V.0.)
one day i ndistinguishable from
the next, a |long continuous chain,
t hen suddenly - there is a change.

Betsy is wal king down a m dtown street when Travis suddenly
appears before her. He has been waiting.

Travis tries to make conversati on but she doesn't |isten.

She notions for himto go away and keeps on wal ki ng.
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Travis, protesting, follows.
CUT TO
| NT. BUI LDI NG - DAY
Travis speaks intensely into a wall pay phone.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
| tried to call her several tines.

We hear Travis' Voice on the phone.

TRAVI S
(smoking a cigarette)
you feeling better? You said you
didn't feel so good..

TRAVIS (V.0.)
But after the first call, she would
no | onger conme to the phone.

Travis holds the receiver in his hand. The other party has
hung up.

TRACKI NG SHOT across interior lower wall of TRAVIS APARTMENT.

Agai nst the stark wall there is a row of wilted and dying
floral arrangements. Each one of the four or five bouquets
is progressively nore wilted than the one closer to the door.

They have been returned.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
| also sent flowers with no |uck. |
shoul d not dwell on such things, but
set them behind ne. The snell of the
flowers only made ne sicker

The headaches got worse | think |I've got stomach cancer. |
shoul d not conplain so. "You're only as healthy as you feel."

A drama is acted out at PALANTI NE HEADQUARTERS: Travi s,
groggy and red-eyed from|lack of sleep, walks into the
canpai gn headquarters about NOONTI ME.

Betsy is standing near the rear of the office; she ducks

from si ght when she sees Travis enter. Travis' path is cut
short by Tom s |large-framed body. There is no |live sound.
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TRAVIS (V.Q)
| realize now how nuch she is |ike
the others, so cold and di stant.
Many people are like that. They're
l'i ke a union.

Travis tries to push his way past Tom but Tom grabs him
Travis says sonmething sharply to Tomand the two scuffle.

Tom by far the taller and stronger, quickly overcones Travis,
wr enching his arm behind his back.

Travis kicks and protests as Tomleads himto the front door.
ON THE SI DEWALK

Travis' efforts quickly subside when Tom notions to a nearby
POLI CEMAN. Travis quiets down and wal ks of f.

CUT TO
EXT.

Travis is again making his way through the garish urban night.
He stops for a PASSENGER on PARK AVE. A m ddl e-agi ng
prof essorial executi ve.

C.U TRAVIS. Hs face is expressionless. The MAN makes
hi msel f confortable in the back seat.

PROFESSI ONAL PASSENGER
Jackson Hei ghts.

Travis has no intention of driving out to Jackson Hei ghts
and com ng back with a fare.

TRAVI S
|"m off duty.

PROFESSI ONAL PASSENGER
You nmean you don't want to go out to
Jackson Hei ghts?

TRAVI S
No, |I'moff duty.

PROFESSI ONAL PASSENGER
Then how conme your "Of Duty" |ight
wasn't on.

TRAVI S switches on the "Of Duty" |ight.
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TRAVI S
It was on.
(gesturing toward top
of taxi)
it just takes a while to warm up.
Li ke a TW.

TRAVI S doesn't budge. PROFESSI ONAL PASSENGER curses to hinself
and exits cab. Travis takes off.

POV as Travis' eyes dwell on the young H P COUPLES com ng
out of a East Side npbvie house.

LATER THAT NI GHT, TRAVIS pulls over for a young (m d-
twenties) MAN wearing a | eather sports jacket.

TRAVI S eyes his passenger in rear-view mrror.

YOUNG PASSENCGER
471 Central Park West.

EXT.
TRAVI S taxi speeds off.

LATER, TRAVIS taxi slows down as it approaches 400 bl ock of
Central Park West.

Travi s checks apartnment nunbers.

YOUNG PASSENGER
Just pull over to the curb a nonent.

TRAVI S turns the wheel.

YOUNG PASSENCGER
Yeah, that's fine. Just sit here.

TRAVI S waits inpassively. The notor ticks away.
After a long pause, the PASSENGER speaks:
YOUNG PASSENGER
Cabbi e, ya see that |ight up there
on the seventh floor, three w ndows
fromthis side of the building?

CAMERA CLOSES I N on 417 Central Park West: TRACKING UP to
the seventh floor, it noves three windows to the right.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
Yeah.
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A young WOMAN wearing a slip crosses in front of the |ight.

YOUNG PASSENGER (O. S.)
Ya see that woman t here?

TRAVIS (O.S.)
Yeah.

YOUNG PASSENGER (O. S.)
That's nmy wife.

(a beat)

But it ain't ny apartnent.
(a beat)

A nigger lives there.
(a beat)

She left me two weeks ago. It took
me this long to find out where she
went .

(a beat)
| "' m gonna kill her.

C.U TRAVIS face: it is devoid of expression.

YOUNG PASSENGER
What do you think of that, cabbie?

C. U YOUNG PASSENCGER s face: it is gaunt, drained of bl ood,
full of fear and anger.

Travis does not respond.

YOUNG PASSENGER
Huh?
(a beat)
What do you think of that, huh?

Travis shrugs, gesturing toward neter.

YOUNG PASSENGER
" mgonna kill her with a .44 Magnum
pi stol .

CAMERA returns to SEVENTH FLOOR W NDOWN W nan is standing in
the |ight.

YOUNG PASSENGER (O. S.)
Did you ever see what a .44 can do
to a woman's face, cabbie?
(pause)
Did you ever see what it can do to a
woman' s pussy, cabbie?

Travi s says not hi ng.
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YOUNG PASSENGER (O. S.)
l"mgoing to put it right up to her,
cabbie. Right in her, cabbie.

You nmust think I'mreal sick, huh?
A real pervert. Sitting here and
tal ki ng about a woman's pussy and a
.44, huh?

CAMERA CLOSES IN on Travis' face: He is watching the woman
in the seventh floor window with conplete and tota
absorption. It's the sane gl azed-over stare we saw in his
eyes as he wat ched the porno novie.

FADE TO
BROOKLYN STREET CORNER - DAY

Travis stands near the corner wearing his boots, jeans,
western shirt and arny jacket.

He pulls his aspiring bottle out of his pocket, shakes three
or four into his palm pops theminto his nmouth and chews.

An "Of Duty" taxi pulls up to the curb. Travis gets in.
| NSI DE TAXI

Dough- Boy | eans back fromthe wheel and greets Travis as he
enters.

DOUGH BOY
Hey Travis. This here's Easy Andy.
He's a travel ling sal esman

In the back seat, beside Travis, sits ANDY, an attractive
young man about 29. He wears a pin-striped suit, white shirt
and floral tie. H's hair is nodishly |ong.

ANDY
Hell o Travi s.

Travis nods as the taxi speeds off.

Dough- Boy sl ows down near an econony hotel. Not a flop house,
but not do fancy they care what the guests do in the privacy
of their roons.

ANDY
This is fine, Dough-Boy
(to Travis)
Pay Dough-Boy here.

( CONTI NUED)



53.
CONTI NUED

Travis pulls a twenty out of his pocket and gives it to Dough-
Boy.

TRAVI S
20 bucks?
DOUGH BOY
(takes bill)
Yeah. Hey thanks. That's real nice,
Travi s.

Travis and Andy get out of the cab and wal k toward the hotel.
Dough- Boy pul | s away.

As they enter the hotel, they pass a JUNKIE, stoned out and
spread-eagl ed across the hood of a derelict old blue dodge.

| NT. HOTEL

Travis follows Andy up the worn carpeted stairs and down the
hal | way. Andy unl ocks the door to one of the roons.

The HOTEL ROOM is barren and clean; there's no sign anyone
is staying init. The fire escape is appropriately near.

Andy | ocks the door behind them steps over to the closet,
unlocks it and pulls out two grey Sansonite suitcases - the
kind you can drive a truck over.

ANDY
Dough- Boy probably told you |I don't
carry any Saturday N ght Specials or
crap like that. It's all out of
State, clean, brand new, top-of-
the-line stuff.

Andy pl aces the suitcases on the white bedspread. The
suitcases are equi pped with special |ocks, which he quickly
opens.

Andy opens the suitcases: Stacked in grey packing foam are
rows and rows of brand new hand guns.

TRAVI S
You got a .44 Magnunf?

ANDY
That' s an expensive gun.

TRAVI S
| got noney.
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Andy unzi ps a cowhi de | eather pouch to reveal a .44 Magnum
pistol. He holds it gingerly, as if it were a precious
treasure. Andy opens the chanbers and cradles the | ong eight-
inch barrel in his palm The .44 is a huge, oversize inhuman
gun.

ANDY
(admringly)
It's a nonster. Can stop a car --
put a bullet right into the bl ock.
A prem um high resale gun. $350 --
that's only a hundred over I|ist.

Easy Andy is a later version of the fast-talking, good-

| ooking kid in college who was al ways maki ng noney on one

schenme or another. In high school he sold lottery tickets,

in college he scored dope, and now he's hustling hand guns.

Andy hol ds the Magnum out for Travis' inspection. There's a
wor shi pful CLOSEUP of the .44 Magnum It is a nonster.

Travis hefts the huge gun. It seens out of place in his hand.

It is built on Mchel angel 0's scal e. The Magnum bel ongs in
the hand of a marble god, not a slight taxi driver. Travis
hands the gun back to Andy.

ANDY
| could sell this gun in Harlemfor
$500 today - but | just deal high
qual ity goods to high quality people.
(pause)
Now this may be a little big for
practical use, in which case I'd
recommend the .38 Smith and Wesson
Special. Fine solid gun - nickel
pl ated. Snub-nosed, otherw se the
sane as the service revolver. Now
that'Il stop anything that noves and
it's handy, flexible. The Magnum
you know, that's only if you want to
splatter it against the wall. The
nmovi es have driven up the price of
t he Magnum anyway. Everybody wants
them now. But the Wsson .38 - only
$250 - and worth every dinme of it.
(he hefts the .38)
Throw in a hol ster for $10.

Travis hefts the nickel-plated .38, points it out the w ndow.
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ANDY
Sone of these guns are |ike toys,
but a Smith and Wesson, man, you can
hit sonmebody over the head with it

and it wll still cone back dead on.
Not hi ng beats quality.
(pause)
You interested in an autonatic?
TRAVI S
| want a . 32. Revol ver. And a pal m

gun. That .22 there.

ANDY
That's the Colt .25 - a fine little
gun. Don't do a | ot of damage, but
it's as fast as the Devil. Handy
l[ittle gun, you can carry it al nost
anywhere. 1'll throwit in for another
$125.

Travis holds the .32 Revolver, hefts it, slips it under his
belt and pulls his shirt over it. He turns fromside to side,
to see how it rides in his waist.

TRAVI S
How nmuch for everything.

ANDY
The .32's $150 - and you're really
getting a good deal now - and al
together it comes to, ah, seven eighty-
five for four pieces and a holster.

He'll, I'll give you the hol ster,
we'll make it seventy-five and you' ve
got a deal - a good one.
TRAVI S
How nmuch to get a permt to carry?
ANDY
Well, you're tal king big noney now.

|'d say at |east five grand, naybe
nore, and it would take a while to
check it out. The way things are

goi ng now $5. 000 is probably | ow

You see, | try not to fool with the
smal | -tinme crap. Too risky, too little
bread. Say 6 Gs, but if | get the
permt it'll be as solid as the Enpire
St at e Buil di ng.
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Travis pulls out a roll

TRAVI S
Nah, this'll be fine.

ANDY
You can't carry in a cab even with a
permt - so why bother?

TRAVI S
Is there a firing range around?

ANDY
Sure, here, take this card, go to
this place and give '"emthe card.
They' Il charge you, but there won't
be any hassl e.

and counts off eight.

Travis hands Andy the bills.

ANDY
You in Nanf? Can't help but notice
your jacket?

TRAVI S
y h’)(Iooking up)
uh*

ANDY
Vietnan? | saw it on your jacket.

Where were you? Bet you got to handl e

a | ot of weapons out there.

a twenty and five.

TRAVI S

Yeah. | was all around. One hospital,

then the next.

ANDY
(through counting)
It's hell out there all right. A
real shit-eatin' war. |I'll say this,
t hough: It's bringing a | ot of

fantastic guns. The market's fl ooded.

Colt automatics are all over.
(pockets the noney)

TRAVI S
(i ntensely)
They' d never get ne to go back.
They'd have to shoot ne first.
( MORE)
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TRAVI S ( CONT' D)
(pause)
You got anything to carry these in?

TRAVI S
(gestures to pistols)

Travis is like a light switch: For |ong periods he goes al ong
dark and silent, saying nothing; then suddenly, the current
is turned on and the air is filled wwth the electricity of
his personality. Travis' inner intensity sets Andy back a
bit, but he quickly recovers.

ANDY
Sur e.

Andy pulls a gymbag fromunder his bed. He waps the gun in
the sheet in the bag and zips it up. An identical gym bag
can be partially seen under the bed. He hands Travis the
bag.

ANDY
You |ike ball ganes?
TRAVI S
Huh?
ANDY

| can get you front and center.

What do you like? | can get you Mets,
Kni cks, Rangers? Hell, | can get you
t he Mayor's box.

TRAVI S
Nah. | ain't interested.

Andy cl oses and | ocks the suitcases.

ANDY
Ckay, okay.
Travis turns to | eave.
ANDY
VWait a second, Travis. I'll walk you

out .

CUT TO
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SEVERAL WEEKS LATER. The face of TRAVIS apartnent has
changed. The long, blank wall behind the table is now
covered with tacked-up charts, pictures, newspaper-
clippings, maps.

CAMERA does not cone cl ose enough to discern the exact
contents of these clippings.

Travis is in CU in the mddle of the floor doing push-ups.

He i s bareback, wearing only his jeans. There is a |ong scar
across his left side.

TRAVIS (V.Q)
May 29, 1972. | nust get in shape.

Too nuch sitting has ruined ny body.

Twenty-five push-ups each norning, one hundred sit-ups, one
hundred knee-bends. | have quit snoking.

Travis, still bareback, passes his stiff armthrough the
flame of a gas burner wi thout flinching a nuscle.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Total organization is necessary.

Every muscl e nust be tight.
| NT. FI RI NG RANGE

The CRACKI NG SOUND of rapid-fire pistol shots fills the nusty
air of the firing range. The walls are heavily soundpr oof ed,
and sawdust is spread over the floor.

Travis stands rock solid, firing the .44 Magnum at an arm s
length. Wth each blasting discharge fromthe Magnum Travis'
body shudders and shakes, his armas if each recoil fromthe
giant gun was a direct attack on his masculinity.

Travis fires the Magnum as qui ckly as he can re-set, re-aim
and re-fire. The Magnumis enpty, he sets it down, picks up
the .38 Special and begins firing as soon as he can aim

After the .38, cones the .25: It is as if he were in a contest
to see how quickly he can fire the pistols. After all the
guns are discharged, he begins reloading themw thout a
monment' s hesitation.

Downr ange, the red and white targets have the black outline
of a human figure drawn over them The contour-man convul ses
under the steady barrage of Travis' rapid-fire shots.
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| NT. APARTMENT

TRAVI S, now wearing an unfastened green plaid western shirt,
sits at the table witing in his diary. The vial of bennies
is on the table.

TRAVIS (V.Q)
My body fights ne always. It won't
work, it won't sleep, it won't shit,
it won't eat.

LATER. TRAVIS, his shirt still revealing his bare chest,
sits on his straight-backed chair watching the TV. The .44
Magnum rests on his | ap.

The TV is Broadcasting ROCK TIME, a |late afternoon |ocal

t eenage dance and rock show. On screen YOUNG TEENYBOPPERS
are dancing, and the TV CAMERAMAN, as any devotee of the
genre knows, is relentlessly ZOOMNG IN on their firmyoung
breasts, fannies and crotches -- a sensibility which reflects
TRAVI S own. These supper-hour rock dance shows are the nost
unabashedly voyeuristic form of broadcasting the nedi um has
yet devel oped.

The HARD ROCK NUMBER ends, and the TV CAMERA CUTS TO t he
| ocal DI SC JOCKEY, a hirsute plastic-1looking nman about 35.

FI VE scrunpti ous TEENYBOPPERS are literally hanging on his
shoul ders and arns, their faces turned up to himin droolish
awe. Qut of his nouth conmes an incessant stream of disc jockey
blather. He is the conplete asshole; | don't know who is
currently performng this function in New York, but in Los
Angel es his nanme is Real Don Steele.

TV DI SC JOCKEY
Freshingly, fantastic, freaked-out
dance tine. Can you dig it? Dig on
it. You got it, flaunt it.

TRAVI S wat ches the show, his face hard and unnoving. He is,
as the Scriptures woul d say, pondering all these things in
his heart. Why is it the assholes get all the beautiful young
chicks? He takes a swi g of peach brandy.

CUT TO
EARLY EVENI NG about 6:30 p.m TRAVIS taxi, with 'Of
Duty' light on, sits near the curb sonewhere in m dtown
Manhat t an.

TRAVI S runs his hand down the left side of his jacket,
attenpting to snooth out the bul ge underneath

( CONTI NUED)
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TRAVI S opens his jacket partially, checking underneath.
There rests the nickel-plated .38 Special in its holster.

P.OV. down the street where TRAVIS taxi is parked: Several
bl ocks ahead the red, white and bl ue canpai gn headquarters
of CHARLES PALANTI NE are vi si bl e.

TRAVI S eyes resune their watch.

TRAVI S starts the car and drives toward t he PALANTI NE
HEADQUARTERS.

TRACKING P. Q. V. shot of row of storefronts leading up to

Pal anti ne Headquarters. P.Q V. passes headquarters: it is

hal f-enpty. A few stalwart SUPPORTERS continue to work toward
the rear of the office. BETSY' S desk ----

Sign in window reads: "Only 4 More Days Until Arrival of
CHARLES PALANTI NE. "

TRAVIS "Of Duty" |ight goes off as he speeds up and heads
toward a prospective fare.

LATER THAT NI GHT, about 9:30. UPTOM -- 128th and
Ansterdam  The Jungle. TRAVIS taxi pulls up to an
address, lets off YOUNG BLACK MAN.

TRAVI S receives fare and tip, takes off.

P.O V. as TRAVIS works his way through Harl em back down
Seventh Ave. Custer of YOUNG BLACK STREET PUNKS pretend to
hail cab -- we ignore them One throws wi ne bottle which
crashes in our path -- taxi swerves to avoid it.

CAMERA TRACKS t hrough sidewal k CROADS with the roving,
suspi ci ous, antagonistic eye of a taxi-driver.

LATER THAT NI GHT, about 12:30. TRAVIS is on the LONER EAST
SIDE, sonewhere on B Street, east of Tonpkins Square.

The si dewal ks are populated with the remai ns of what once
was the hi ppi e novenent: TEENAGE STREET- WALKERS, JUNKI ES,
THUGS, enaci ated LONERS on the prow .

TRAVIS taxi pulls over, letting out a fare.

TRAVI S pockets his fare, but the rear right door doesn't
slam-- instead there is the SOUND of another person junping
into the cab.

TRAVI S checks the back seat in the rear-viewnrror: there
sits a pale H PPIE PROSTI TUTE.

( CONTI NUED)
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The G RL is, at best, 14 or 15, although she has been made
up to |l ook older. She wears floppy, Janis Joplin clothes.

Her face is pallid. She wears |large blue-tinted sungl asses
and nmulti-colored | eg stockings.

Her name, as we shall learn later, is IR S
TRAVI S hesitates, |looking at her in the mrror.
| RIS
Come on, mster, let's get outta
here -- quick.
TRAVI S noves to activate the neter, when the rear door opens.
IRIS is hel ped out of the cab by a MAN TRAVI S cannot see.
SPORT
(to IRI'S)
Conme on, baby, let's go. This is
all a real drag.

IRIS |l ets herself be taken out of the cab. The rear door
cl oses.

Sport leans partially in the front w ndow, throw ng sonething
on the front seat. TRAVIS |ooks: it is a crunpled $20 bill.

SPORT
Just forget all about this, cabbie.
It's nothing.
TRAVI S cannot see the Sport's face linme green conpletely,
but notices he is wearing a jacket. The voice is that of a
man in his early twenties.

TRAVI S turns to catch a glinpse of Sport as he wal ks of f
wth lris.

TRAVI S shrugs and turns around.
TRAVIS taxi pulls away.
CUT TO

EARLY MORNING 6:00 a.m Quitting time -- TRAVIS pulls into
TAXI GARAGE

| NT. GARAGE
TRAVIS pulls into his stall.

( CONTI NUED)
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TRAVIS sits in driver's seat, thinking a nonent. He | ooks
to his right: the crunpled $20 bill still lies there,
unt ouched since it was thrown there six hours previously.

TRAVI S reluctantly picks up the $20 bill and stuffs it into
his jacket pocket as he gets out of the cab. He gathers up
his time report and heads toward book-in table.

A SHORT WHI LE LATER, TRAVIS is wal ki ng down the sidewal k
near the taxi garage. H's hands are in his jacket pockets,
obscuring the slight bulge on his left side.

TRAVI S turns into the box offfice of PORNO THEATER. He
reaches into jacket pocket for noney to purchase ticket and
pull's out crunpled $20 bill. Seeing the $20 bill, he decides
not to use it, and pays for ticket out of his wallet instead.

TRAVI S wal ks past concession stand en route to the darkened
theater auditorium A YOUNG MAN is now sitting listlessly
behi nd the concessi ons counter.
| NT. PORNO THEATER AUDI TORI UM

TRAVI S sl ouches down into his seat, his face glowing in the
reflected light fromthe screen

FEMALE MOVIE VO CE (O S.)

Ch, cone on, now, down, lick it,
conme on. ..
(a beat)

Mm that's good. Ahh, ahh, nore

TRAVI S averts his eyes as the action on screen becones too
graphic. Placing his stiffened right hand beside his eyes,
TRAVI S can, by turning it inward, shut off or open up his
field of vision by small degrees.

MOVI E VO CE DI M Nl SHES, replaced by SOUND of TRAVIS voice
over.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
The idea had been growing in ny
brain...

CUT TO
TRACKI NG SHOT to wall of TRAVIS' APARTMENT. CAMERA MOVES

slowy across wall covered with clippings, notes, nmaps,
pictures. W now see their contents clearly:

( CONTI NUED)
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The wall is covered wth CHARLES PALANTI NE political
par aphernalia; there are pictures of him newspaper articles,
| eafl ets, bunper stickers. As the CAMERA MOVES along it

di scovers a sketch of Plaza Hotel, Kennedy Airport and cut-

up sections of city maps with notations witten in. There
is lengthy N.Y. Tinmes clipping detailing the increased Secret
Security Protection during the primaries. A section
pertaining to PALANTINE is underlined. Further along there
is a sheet reading "traveling schedule" and a cal endar for
June with finely witten notations witten over the dates.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
... for some tine. True Force.
Al'l the king's nen cannot put it
back together again.

As the CAMERA reaches the end of its track, it finds TRAVI S,
standing, his shirt open, but the nmattress. He is wearing
the enpty holster, and the .44 is in his hand.

In the SHOTS that follow TRAVIS gives the audi ence a | esson
i n gunmanshi p:

TRAVI S practices fast-drawing the .38 Special fromhis hol ster
and firing it.

He hooks the .44 into his pants behind his back and practices
withdrawing it. He holds the .44 firmy at an armi s | ength,
ti ghtening his forearm nuscles.

He has worked out a systemof netal gliders taped to his
inner forearm whereby the Colt .25 can rest hidden behind
the upper forearmuntil a spring near the el bow is activated,
sending the .25 flying down the gliders into his palm He
has cut open his shirt to acconodate the gun nechani sm and
now checks in the mrror to see how well the gun is hidden.

He straps an Arny conbat knife to his calf and cuts a slit
in his jeans where the knife can be pulled out quickly.

He now tries on various conbinations of shirts, sweater and
jacket in front of the mrror to see how well he can hide

all the handguns he wi shes to carry. Finally, wearing two
western shirts, a sweater and jacket, he manages to obscure
the location of all three guns, although he resenbles a hunter
bundl ed up against the Arctic winter.

He sits at the table dumdummng the .44 bullets -- cutting
"x's" across the bullet heads.

( CONTI NUED)
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P.OV.: he scans the objects of his roomthrough the scope
of the . 38.

TRAVI S stands in the mddle of his apartnent, staring at his
PALANTINE wall. H's eyes are glazed with introspection; he
sees not hing but hinself.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Li sten you screwheads: Here is a
man. . .

TRAVIS lies on his mattress, all bundled up in his shirts,
sweat er, jacket and guns. H's face is turned toward the
ceiling, but his eyes are closed. Although the roomis
flooded with light, he is finally catching sone sl eep.

The big furry animal drifts into his own worl d.

TRAVIS (V.0.)

... who wouldn't take it any nore, a
man who stood up agai nst the scum
the cunts, the dogs, the filth
Here is ..

(voice trails off)
C. U of diary: entry ends wth words
"Here is" followed by erratic series
of dots.

CUT TO
Nl GHT: the taxis are roamng the slick streets.
Sonetinmes after 2:00 a.m, TRAVIS pulls his cab to the curb
near an all-night delicatessen in Spanish Harlem The streets
are relatively desert ed.
TRAVI S waves to STOREKEEPER as he wal ks past counter:

TRAVI S
Hey ' Meli o.

Spani sh rhythm and bl ues blares froma cheap radio.

TRAVI S wal ks over to dairy counter in rear of store, picks

out a pint of chocolate mlk, goes over to the open cool er

and picks through various chilled prepackaged sandw ches.

He overhears a VO CE as he | ooks at the sandw ches.

When TRAVIS returns to the counter with the chocolate m|
I

and a sandwi ch in one hand, he sees a YOUNG BLACK MAN ho
a gun on 'Melio.

k
di ng

( CONTI NUED)
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The STICK-UP MAN i s nervous, hopped-up, or both; he bounces
on the balls of his cheap worn black tennis shoes -- a strung-
out junkie on a desperation ride. The STICK-UP MAN, a

t horough unprofessional, doesn't notice TRAVIS.

" MELI O wat ches the STICK-UP MAN cl osely, deciding what to do
hi nsel f.

STI CK- UP VAN
(shaki ng gun)
Come on, man. Quick, quick, quick
Hand over that bread.

It doesn't take TRAVIS I ong to decide what to do: w thout
hesitation he pulls his .32 fromhis jacket pocket.

TRAVI S
Hey dude!

The STICK-UP MAN, surprised, turns toward TRAVIS, finding
only an exploding .32. The MAN s |ower jaw bursts open with
bl ood as he reels and crashes to the floor. There is no
enpotion on TRAVIS face.

As the STICK-UP MAN falls, 'MELI O | eans over the counter
wi elding his battered .38. He is about to fire when he
realizes the MAN i s al ready dead.

"MELI O, charged up, turns his gun toward TRAVI S, then
realizing the danger is over, lowers it again.

" MELI O
Thanks, man. Figured |I'd get himon
t he way out.

TRAVI S sets his .32 on the counter.

TRAVI S
You' re gonna have to cover ne on
this one, "Melio. | can't stay for

the cop show.

' MELI O
You can't do that, Travis. You're
my W tness.

TRAVI S
The hell | can't. It's no sweat for
you. Wiat is this for you, nunber

five?

"MELI O smles and holds up four fingers:

( CONTI NUED)
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' MELI O
No, only four.
(shrug)
Alright, Travis, I'll do what | can.
TRAVI S

Thanks a | ot.
TRAVI S exits. ' MELIO picks up the phone and starts dialing.
The bl oody BODY lies on the floor unnoving.

TRAVIS, still carrying his pint of chocolate mlk and
sandwi ch, wal ks down the enpty sidewal k and enters his cab.

The street is deserted.
CUT TO

DI RECT CUT TO PORNOGRAPHIC MOVIE: this is the first tinme we
have actually seen the porno novie itself.

SEVERAL ACTORS and ACTRESSES are dallying on screen in
what ever manner the ratings board deens perm ssible.

What ever the action, the novie's decor is strictly Zody's --
ersat z | andscape paintings, tufted bedspreads. As in nost
porno films, the ACTORS | ook up occasionally toward the CAMERA
to receive instructions. Studio grunts, groans and nobans of

pl easure have been dubbed i n.

Action on screen begins to go into SLOVNMOTI ON, the ACTORS
and ACTRESSES gradual ly transform ng obscenity into poetry.

CUT TO

TRAVIS, sitting in his chair in his APARTMENT, watching
afternoon soap opera. He is cleaning his .38 and eating
froma jar of applesauce. Soap opera audi o continues.

He wat ches the soap opera w thout expression.

SOUND TRACK of filmalso SLOAMS DOMN, gradually m xing with
and then becom ng the sound track of a m dafternoon TV soap
oper a.

A YOUNG G RL and BOY are talking in those famliar soap opera
voices and a third party, the GRL's nother, who had tried

to termnate their "relationship."

CUT TO

( CONTI NUED)
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TELEVI SION: The BOY is visiting the GRL in her hospita
room Both ook as if they've stepped out of the Blue Chip
stanp cat al ogue.

SCAP OPERA BOY
Is it that she just doesn't -- like
me?

SOAP OPERA G RL
(hesitantly)
Well, Jim it's just that -- | don't
know how to say this -- it's that
she thinks your parents aren't...
good enough, | guess.

TRAVI S, through cleaning his gun, begins to play a gane with
the tel evision set.

He places the heel of his boot at the top of the nelon crate
whi ch supports the TV. Then, slowy rocking his heel back
and forth, he sees how far he can tip the nelon crate w thout
knocking it over.

The TV, still broadcasting the hospital room nel odrama, rocks
back and forth.

TRAVI S pushes the TV farther and farther until finally the
i nevi tabl e happens -- the crate tips backward, sending the
portable TV crashing to the floor.

There is a short flash and the TV screen turns white.

TRAVI S, realizing what he has done, bends over, turns the TV
upright on the floor, fiddles with the knobs, slaps it, and
tries to reactivate the vanished image. TRAVIS efforts are
futile; a tube has broken, and the TV wll not cone back to
life.

TRAVI S
(to hinself)
Damm, damm.

TRAVI S bends over in the chair and places his head in his
hands, despairing of hinself.

FADE TO:
About 1 a.m TRAVIS pulls his cab behind a line of enpty
taxi s parked outside the Bell nore Cafeteria, a cabbie hangout
on Park Avenue Sout h.

He | ocks his cab and wal ks past the line of taxis. He
si dest eps TWDO DRUNKEN FI GHTI NG BUMS and enters the Bell nore.

( CONTI NUED)
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A LOUD BUZZER RINGS as TRAVIS steps | NTO THE BELLMORE. He
pulls a ticket fromthe dispenser (silencing the buzzer) and
wal ks toward the wall-1ength counter.

An assortnent of CABBIES are seated around a form ca-topped
table near the rear of the cafeteria. Sone are barely awake,
sone are eating, the rest are swapping stories and smalltal k.

W zard, Dough-Boy, Charlie T and a FOURTH CABBI E are seated
at a long table.

W ZARD
You know Eddi e, he's the new hippie
kid in our group, long hair..

W zard denonstrates |length of hair and others nod.

W ZARD
...he called up the Dispatcher |ast
night. Charlie MCall, our
di spatcher. ..

DOUGH- BOY
One-Ball MCall?

W ZARD
That's the guy. Eddie calls himup
and says, "Hey, what do you want ne
to do. I'mover here at Poly Prep.
| got a girl in the back and she
doesn't have the fare. She wants ne
to cone in back and coll ect.
What should | do?

The cabbi es laugh. Across the cafeteria Travis selects a
cup of coffee and sone pastries.

CHARLIE T
This is on the two-way with about a
hundred and fifty cars listenin in.

W ZARD
McCall says. "How nuch on the neter?”
Eddi e conmes back and says "Two-fifty."
McCall says, "Is she worth it".

More | aughter.

DOUGH- BOY
Fucki n One-Ball.
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W ZARD
And the kid says, "Yeah. She's about
19, good-lookin." MCall says, "Wat
can | tell you?"

FOURTH CABBI E
She shoul d have told himto get an
XK fromthe front office.

(laughter)
W ZARD
McCall says, "Well, if you want sone
help I'll see if | can send sone
units out."
CHARLIE T
Yeah. About a hundred and fifty.
DOUGH BOY
| hope he had a checker.
W ZARD
She was just a kid. Stoned, you

know.

Travis, carrying his coffee and pastries, wal ks over to their
table. Charlie T spots him

CHARLIE T
Hiya Killer.

Charlie forms his hand into a pistol, cocks and fires, making
t he SOUND, "Pgghew." TRAVIS nods.

W ZARD
You're getting a rep, Travis.

TRAVI S sits down and the other CABBIES resune their
conversation

CHARLIE T
Got the five you owe ne, Killer?

TRAVI S reaches into his pocket and pulls out a roll of small
denomi nation bills. The crunpled $20 bill falls onto the
table. TRAVIS stares at it a nonent. He unfolds a five,
gives it to CHARLIE T, then picks up the crunpled $20 and
puts it back into his jacket pocket.

W ZARD (O S.)

(to Travis)
VWhat's the action around?
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TRAVI S
Sl ow.

CHARLIE T
Shit yes. N ght woul da been dead if
| hadn't grabbed an out at owner at
Kennedy. Took himroun the horn and
got a five dollar tip to boot.

W ZARD
(] oki ng)
One of these days we're gonna turn
you in, Charlie T. Fleecin the hicks
i ke that.

DOUGH BOY
Renmenber the tine this cat picks up
four dudes fromthe other side,
Pakastanis | think they were, holds
up their passports, to the toll booth
collector on the bridge and charges
emten bucks each for 'crossing the

bor der ?

augh.
CHARLIE T

Hell, | know d you to do worse.
DOUGH BOY

Least I'mno airport rat. | work

t he whol e town.
CHARLIE T

(chuckl i ng)

It's a living.

W ZARD gets up to | eave

W ZARD
Well, |I'"m shovin' on.

W ZARD gets up, nods and wal ks toward the CASH ER  After a
second's thought, TRAVIS calls to him

TRAVI S
Hey Wz, just a second. | wanna
talk to you

W ZARD waits for TRAVIS as he takes a final gulp of coffee
and catches up with him CHARLIE T calls to TRAVIS as they

go:
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CHARLIE T
See ya, Killer. Don't forget your
pea shooter.

CHARLI E T cocks his imaginary gun again, fires and chuckl es.
W ZARD and TRAVI S nod goodbye, pay the CASH ER and exit.
EXT.

TRAVI S foll ows WZARD out onto the sidewal k. TRAVIS foll ows
W ZARD as he wal ks toward his cab. He has sonething on his
m nd, sonething he wants to talk to W ZARD about.

TRAVI S
(wal ki ng)
Hey W z.

W ZARD | eans back agai nst the cab. TRAVIS is about to speak
when he spots a CGROUP of BLACK and PUERTO RI CAN STREET PUNKS
ages 12-15, jiving down the sidewal k toward him ONE tosses
a spray paint can around his back, basketball style.

ANOTHER nocks as if he's going to scratch a key al ong one of
t he cabs.

W ZARD has no visible reaction. A flash of controlled anger
crosses TRAVIS face. He stares at the BOY with the poised
key. It is the sane |ook that crossed his face in the Harlem
Deli. W are remnded with a jolt that the killer lies just
beneath TRAVI S surface.

The BLACK PUNK rmust instinctively realize this too, because
he makes a cocky show of putting the key back into his pocket
and be- boppi ng around TRAVI S and W ZARD

The YOUNG MEAN- STREETERS conti nue down the street and TRAVI S
turns back to W ZARD.

Across the street, in the background, a JUNKIE nestles in a
door way.

TRAVI S
(hesi tant)
W z?
W ZARD
Yeah?
TRAVI S
Look, ah, we never tal ked nuch, you
and ne. ..
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W ZARD
Yeah?

TRAVI S
| wanted to ask you sonething, on
account you've been around so | ong.

W ZARD
Shoot. They don't call nme the Wzard
for nothing.

TRAVI S
Well, | just, you know. ..
W ZARD
Thi ngs got ya down?
TRAVI S
Real down.
W ZARD
It happens.
TRAVI S
Sonetinmes it gets so | just don't
know what |'m gonna do. | get sone

real crazy ideas, you know? Just go
out and do sonet hin.

W ZARD
The taxi life, you nean.
TRAVI S
Yeah.
W ZARD
(nods)
| know.
TRAVI S
Li ke do anything, you know.
W ZARD
Travis, look, |I digit. Let ne
explain. You choose a certain way
of life. You liveit. It becones
what you are. |'ve been a hack 27
years, the last ten at night.
Still don't owm ny own cab. | guess

that's the way | want it. You see,
t hat rmust be what | am
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A police car stops across the street. TW PATRCLMEN get out
and roust the JUNKIE from his doorway.

W ZARD

(conti nui ng)
Look, a person does a certain thing
and that's all there is toit. It
beconmes what he is. Wy fight it?
What do you know? How | ong you been
a hack, a couple nonths? You're
li ke a peg and you get dropped into
a slot and you got to squirm and
w ggle around a while until you fit
in.

TRAVI S
(pause)
That's just about the dunbest thing
| ever heard, Wzard.

W ZARD
What do you expect, Bertrand Russell?
|"ve been a cabbie all ny life, what
do I know?
(a beat)
| don't even know what you're talking
about .

TRAVI S
Neither do I, | guess.

W ZARD
You fit in. It's lonely, it's rough
at first. But you fit in. You got
no choi ce.

W ZARD
Yeah. Sorry, Wzard.

W ZARD
Don't worry, Killer. You'll be al
right.
(a beat)
| seen enough to know.

TRAVI S
Thanks.

W ZARD gi ves TRAVI S a short wave inplying, "Chin up, old
boy," and wal ks around to the driver's side of his cab.
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W ZARD drives off, leaving the street to its natura
i nhabi tants.

CUT TO
FADE | N:
EXT. CHARLES PALANTI NE RALLY - DAY

Arally platformin a supermarket parking |ot sonewhere in
QUEENS is draped in red, white and bl ue bunting.

A CROND of about 500 persons mlls about, waiting for the
rally to begin. Piped pop-country MJSIC plays over the
| oudspeaker system

The CADRE OF SECRET SERVICE MEN, with their distinctive
metallic grey suits, sun glasses and football physiques,
stands out in the CROMD.

On the PLATFORM are seated an assortnent of LOCAL PQOLI TI COS
as well as sonme PALANTI NE WORKERS and ADVI SERS.

TOMis silently reading sonething on the podium and BETSY
stands on the platform steps tal king with ANOTHER WORKER

TOM | ooks up and to his left for a nonment, then returns to
what he was reading. Then he returns his gaze to the upper
| eft, watching sonmething very closely.

After a nonment he wal ks over to the steps where BETSY is
st andi ng.

TOM
Bet sy, cone over here a nonent.

BETSY
VWhat is it? |'m busy.

TOM

(i nsistent)
Just foll ow ne.

BETSY excuses herself and wal ks across the platformwth
TOM

As they stand to the rear of the platform TOM secretively
makes a gesture with his eyes and says out of the side of
hi s nout h:

TOM

( MORE)

Look there.
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TOM ( CONT' D)
(her eyes follow his)
No, over further - get your gl asses -
yes, over there. Isn't that little
guy the sanme guy that was buggi ng
you around the office about a nonth
ago?

BETSY, putting on her glasses, |ooks closely. She tries not
to make her stare too obvious.

BETSY
No, | don't think so.
(a beat)
That's soneone el se.

TOM
Now | ook nore closely. Look around
the eyes and chin. See? See there?

CAMERA CLOSES I N on TRAVI S BI CKLE standing in the CROAD: he
has shaved his head to a short stubble. There he is: brush-
cut, wearing a giant grin, and a large "Pal antine '72" button.

Although it is a pleasant sunny day, TRAVIS wears a bul ky
bul ged-out Arny jacket.

TRAVI S | ooks warily fromside to side and vanishes in the
CROND.

A SHORT WHI LE LATER, TRAVI S wal ks up to a SECRET SERVI CE MAN
standi ng near the fringes of the CROAD. The SECRET SERVI CE
MAN -- in sun glasses, grey suit, ever-roving eyes -- is

i mredi ately identifiable.

Whenever TRAVI S confronts a synbol of authority, he becones
i ke a young boy. This tinme is no exception, although one
suspects there is a plan hatching beneath that boyish
exterior. The SECRET SERVI CE MAN, for his part, is about as
tal kati ve as the Sphi nx.

TRAVI S
Are you a Secret Service Man?

SECRET SERVI CE MAN
(indifferently)
Why do you ask?

TRAVI S
|'ve seen a | ot of suspicious
| ooki ng peopl e around here today.

SECRET SERVI CE MAN gl ances at TRAVI S nonentarily.
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SECRET SERVI CE MAN
Who?
TRAVI S
Oh, lots. | don't know where they

all are now. There used to be one
standi ng over there.
(poi nts)

SECRET SERVI CE MAN s gaze follows TRAVIS finger for a second,
then return to TRAVI S.

TRAVI S
Is it hard to get to be a Secret
Servi ce Man?

SECRET SERVI CE MAN

Why ?
TRAVI S
| kinda thought I m ght nake a good
one. |'mvery observant.
SECRET SERVI CE MAN
n?
TRAVI S
| was in the Arny too.
(beat)

And |'m good with crowds.

The SECRET SERVICE MAN is starting to get interested in
TRAVIS: he definitely ranks as a suspicious character.

SECRET SERVI CE MAN
Is that so0?

TRAVI S
What ki nd of guns do you guys use?
. 38's?

The SECRET SERVI CE MAN decides it's tine to get sone nore
i nformati on on TRAVI S:

SECRET SERVI CE MAN
Look, um if you give nme your nane
and address, we'll send you the
i nformati on on how to apply.

TRAVI S
You woul d, huh?
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SECRET SERVI CE MAN
(taki ng out notepad)
Sur e.
TRAVI S
My nane is Henry Krinkle -- that's
with a "K" K-RI-NK-L-E. | live

at 13 1/2 Hopper Avenue, Fair Lawn,
New Jersey. Zip code 07410.

(a beat)
Got that?

SECRET SERVI CE MAN
Sure, Henry. | got it all. W'l
send you all the stuff all right.

TRAVI S
Great, hey. Thanks a |ot.

The SECRET SERVI CE MAN notions to a SECRET SERVI CE
PHOTOGRAPHER to catch a picture of TRAVIS. TRAVIS notices
this, and quickly slips away into the CROD.

CUT TO

TRAVIS sits at his desk in his APARTMENT, witing. He wears
j eans, western shirt and enpty hol ster.

TRAVIS (V. Q)
June 11. Eight rallies in six nore
days. The tinme is com ng.

CUT TO

Nl GAT. TRAVIS taxi picks up a FARE in the m dtown area and
heads downt own.

LONER EAST SIDE. TRAVIS lets off FARE on B Street and cuts
across toward Tonpki ns Square.

TRAVI S turns the corner when SKREETCH he suddenly hits the
brakes, causing the cab to rock back and forth.

He has alnost hit a YOUNG G RL reckl essly crossing the street.
She thunps her hand on the taxi hood to regain her bal ance
and stares in shock through the front wndow CU GRL'Ss
face.

TRAVI S recogni zes her face: it's IRIS, the GRL in his taxi

a week or so before. IR S |ooks at TRAVIS sharply then turns
and continues wal ki ng.
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TRAVIS eyes follow her and she rejoins a G RLFRI END. They
are both dressed as hi ppi e hookers: sloppy clothes, boots,

j eans, floppy hats. And the old conme-hither walk is

unm st akabl e.

TRAVIS follows RIS and her G RLFRIEND sl owWy as they wal k
down t he sidewal k.

TRAVIS P.O V. He examnes themfrombottomto top -- boots,
| egs, thighs, breasts, faces, hats.

As TRAVIS rolls astride the G RLS, he notices the famliar
FRI NGE OF A SUEDE JACKET standing in the shadows. The A RLS
| ook toward the SHADOWED FI GURE, sm | e, acknow edge sone
unheard comrent, and conti nue on.

| RIS | ooks back uneasily at TRAVIS taxi and continues on.

On the corner stand TWO wel | -to-do COLLEGE STUDENTS, sonewhat
out of place in this environnment, but nmaking every attenpt
to groove on it. They are high on sonething or another.

The G RLS spot the COLLEGE STUDENTS and wal k over to them

They exchange sone snall talk and wal k off together. There
is little subtlety involved: it is obviously a pick-up.

TRAVI S nust negotiate a turn around the corner if he is to
continue following the GRLS and their COLLEG ATE JOHNS.

This is not so easy, since the traffic is heavy.

As TRAVI S sl ows down to nmake the turn, he notices ANOTHER

H PPl E HOOKER who had been watching himwatching RIS and

her G RLFRIEND. She wal ks over to the taxi, loans in the
open left front wi ndow and gi ves TRAVI S t he cone-on di sgui sed
as an i nnocent question:

C. U H PPI E HOOKER

H PPl E HOOKER
Hey cabbie! You comn' or goin'?

TRAVI S qui ckly turns his face away fromher in a conbination
of shock, enbarrassnent and revulsion. He is the child caught
with his hand in the cookie jar. The very presence of this
crassly, openly sexual human being frightens and sickens

hi m

TRAVI S takes off with a skreetch. H s taxi shoots down the
bl ock.

CUT TO
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A HOT JUNE DAY. TRAVIS taxi, the "Of Duty" sign on, is
par ked against the curb sonmewhere in HARLEM VH TE COPS,
SECRET SERVI CE MEN and REPORTERS, punctuate the ot herw se
BLACK CROADS which walk to and fro in the b.g.

CHARLES PALANTI NE' s voi ce can be heard com ng froma distant
| oudspeaker system It is a political rally.

TRAVI S sits behind the wheel, coldly staring at sonething in
the distance. His hair, of course, is still clipped short
and he wears mrror-reflecting sunglasses. Even though a
drop of sweat is working its way down his cheek, TRAVIS wears
his Arny jacket with the bulge on the left side -- the .38
Smth and Wesson bul ge.

A BLOCK AWAY, PALANTI NE stands on a platformoutside his

upt own canpai gn headquarters. On the platformsit an array
of BLACK DI GNI TARIES. Nearby we recogni ze the SECRET SERVI CE
MAN TRAVI S spoke to at the earlier rally: he scans the CROAD
anxi ousl y.

PALANTI NE i s speaking animatedly. He is an excellent speaker
and captures our attention. He drives hard toward his
argunments, crashes down on his points. H s strained voice
rings wth sincerity and anger.

C. U. of PALANTINE as he speaks. He is dressed in rolled-up
shirtsl eeves and sweat pours down his face.

PALANTI NE
The time has conme to put an end to
the things that divide us: racism
poverty, way -- and to those
persons who seek to divide us.
Never have | seen such a group of
high officials fromthe President to
Senate | eaders to Cabi net nenbers...

CUT TO TRAVI S: no expression. PALANTINE s words are barely
di stingui shable froma bl ock away:

PALANTI NE
(1 n distance)
pit black agai nst white, young
agai nst old, sow anger, disunity and

suspicion -- and all in the nanme of
the "good of the country."
Well, their game is over.
(appl ause)
Al'l their games are over
( MORE)
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PALANTI NE ( CONT' D)
Now is the tine to stand up agai nst
such foolishness, propaganda and
demagoguery. Now is the tinme for
one man to stand up and accept his
nei ghbor, for one man to give in
order that all mght receive. 1Is
unity and | ove of common good such a
| ost thing?

ALL LIVE SOUND CEASES as TRAVIS narration begins. He is
reading froma letter or card he has just witten.

As he speaks we see SHOTS of PALANTI NE speaki ng, a seated
row of YOUNG BLACK PALANTI NE red, white and bl ue bedecked
CHEERLEADERS, SECRET SERVI CE AGENTS exam ni ng t he CROAD and
so forth. These SHOTS have no direct relationship to the
narration.

TRAVIS (V. 0O.)

(readi ng)
Dear Father and Mot her, June is the
mont h, | renmenber, which brings not

only your weddi ng anni versary, but

al so Father's Day and Mot her's
birthday. I1'msorry | can't renmenber
the exact dates, but | hope this
card will take care of all of them
|"msorry | again can not send you
my address like | promsed to | ast
year, but the sensitive nature of ny
work for the Arny demands ut nost

secrecy. | know you w |l understand.
| am healthy and well and maki ng
| ots of noney. | have been going

with a girl for several nonths and |
know you woul d be proud if you could
see her. Her nane is Betsy, but |
can tell you no nore than that.

(i nterrupted)

As TRAVI S reads third paragraph, a POLI CEMAN i s seen wal ki ng
from behind TRAVIS taxi to his w ndow

The POLI CEMAN s voice conme during a pause in the narration
LI VE SOUND RESUMES.
POLI CEMAN

(standi ng near w ndow)
Hey, cabbie, you can't park here.
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TRAVI S
(peni tent)
Sorry, officer.

POLI CEVAN
You waiting for a fare?

POLI CEMAN | eans his head in wi ndow, inspecting the cab. As
he does, TRAVIS slides his right hand into the left side of
his jacket, ready to draw his revol ver.

TRAVI S
No, officer.

PCLI CEMAN
Al right, nove it.

TRAVI S starts up his taxi and drives off.

LI VE SOUND agai n CEASES as TRAVI S resunes reading letter as
taxi drives away.

As TRAVI S reads final paragraph, scene CUTS TO I NT. APARTMENT

where TRAVIS sits at his table.

TRAVIS (V.0.)

(resum ng readi ng)
| hope this card finds you all well,
as it does ne. | hope no one has
died. Don't worry about ne.
One day there will be a knock on the
door and it wll be ne.
Love, Travis.

TRAVI S, at his desk, exam nes the card upon which he has
just witten this letter.

C. U cover of card. It is a 25¢ Weddi ng Anni versary card
with a four-col or enbossed cover. The design could only be
described as ur-kitsch. A cartoon M. and Ms. All-Anerica
stand before an outdoor barbecuing grill, clicking salt and
pepper shakers in a toast. Sentinent reads:

HAPPY ANNI VERSARY
To a Coupl e Who Have Found the Perfect
Combi nati on For Marri age...
THE CARD OPENS TO READ:

LOVE

( CONTI NUED)



82.
CONTI NUED

Underneath the word "Love!" begins TRAVIS short nessage to
his parents, a nmessage which extends to the back cover of
t he card.

CUT TO

NIl GHT on the LONER EAST SIDE. TRAVIS sits parked in the
dark shadows of a side street. The |lone wolf waits.

TRAVI S wat ches the SLUM GODDESSES as they work the section
of the street reserved for hippie hookers.

TRAVIS P.O V.: SOVE OF THE YOUNG STREET G RLS ARE ARROGANT,
al nost aggressive, others are nore insecure and i nexperienced.

A BLACK MAN charges down the sidewal k across the street from
TRAVIS. He wal ks at a fast, nmaniacal clip, |ooking only at
the sidewalk in front of him Qut of his nouth cones a
conti nuous stream of invective: "That-cock-sucking-crazy-no-
good- asshol e- bi t ch-when-1 - get - ny-fucki ng-fi ngers-on-her-
nigger-tits-1'mgonna-ring-emand-shit-up-her-ass..." and so
on. He is Qut of Control. Nobody seens to notice or care.

TRAVI S takes a swi g of peach brandy and continues his stake-
out .

Finally, TRAVIS spies the object of his search: IR S wal ks
down the sidewalk with her GRLFRIEND. Iris wears her |arge
bl ue sungl asses.

TRAVI S checks to see if his .38 is in place (it is), opens
the door and exits fromthe cab.

Flipping up the collar of his Arny jacket, TRAVIS sl ouches
over and wal ks toward IRIS. He sort of sidles up next to

her and wal ks besi de her: TRAVIS al ways | ooks nbst suspi ci ous
when he's trying to appear innocent.

TRAVI S
(shy)
Hel | o.
IRI'S
You | ooking for sone action?
TRAVI S
Well...l guess so.
IRI'S
(eyeing him
Al right.
( MORE)
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| RIS (CONT' D)
(a beat)
You see that guy over there?
(nods)
H's nane is Sport. Go talk to him
"Il wait here.

Travis' eyes followlris' nod until they reach Sport, standing
in a doorway in his [ime green jacket. Travis wal ks toward
hi m

Sport, a thirtiesh white greaser, has the affections of a
black pinp. H's hips are jiving, his fingers softly snapping.

He sings to himself, "Going to the chapel, gonna get
married..." H's conplexion is sallow, his eyes cold and venal.
He could only seemromantic to a confused underaged runaway.

TRAVI S
You name Sport?

Sport immedi ately takes Travis for an undercover cop. He
extends his crosses wists as if to be handcuffed.

SPORT
Here, officer, take me in. | "' m cl ean.
| didn't doit. Got a ticket once
in Jersey. That's all.
Honest, officer.

TRAVI S
Your nanme Sport?

SPORT
Anyt hi ng you say, officer.

TRAVI S
"' m no cop.
(1 ooks back at Iris)
| want sone action.

SPORT
| saw. $20 fifteen m nutes. $30
hal f hour.

TRAVI S
Shi t .

SPORT

Take it or leave it.

TRAVI S digs in his pocket for noney.
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SPORT
No, not me. There'll be an elderly
gent to take the bread.

TRAVI S turns to wal k away.

SPORT
Catch you | ater, Copper

TRAVI S freezes, not saying anything. He turns back toward
SPORT.

TRAVI S
"' m no cop.

SPORT

Well, if you are, it's entrapnent
al r eady.

TRAVI S
' m hip.

SPORT
Funny, you don't | ook hip.
(1 aughs)

TRAVI S wal ks back to IR S.

RIS notions for TRAVIS to foll ow her and he does.

| RIS and TRAVIS turn the corner and wal k about a bl ock, saying
nothing. IR S turns into a darkened doorway and TRAVI S

foll ows her.

At the top of the dark stairs IRIS and TRAVIS enter a dimy
it hallway. On either side are doors wth apartnent nunbers.
IRIS turns toward the first door, No. 2.

IRI'S
This is ny room

At the far end of the darkened corridor sits a huge OLD MAN

Hi s face is obscured by shadow. TRAVIS is about to enter
the room when the OLD MAN speaks up

OLD MAN
Hey cowboy!

TRAVI S turns his head toward the OLD MAN who has stood up
and i s advancing toward him
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OLD MAN
(motioning to TRAVIS
j acket)
The rod.
(a beat)
G mme the rod, cowboy.

TRAVI S hesitates a nonent, uncertain what to do. The COLD
MAN reaches in TRAVIS jacket and pulls out the .38 Special.

OLD MAN
This ain't Dodge Cty, cowboy. You
don't need no piece.
(gl ances at watch)
" m keepin' tine.

TRAVI S enters No. 2 with IR S.

TRAVI S | ooks around RIS room although dimy lit, the room
is brightly decorated. There is an orange shag carpet, deep
brown walls and an old red velvet sofa. On the walls are
posters of M ck Jagger, Bob Dylan and Peter Fonda. A Nei
Young al bumis playing on a small phonograph.

This is where IRIS lives: it bears the individual touch of a
young girl.

IRIS lights a cigarette, takes a single puff and places it
in an ashtray on the bedstand.

TRAVI S
Why you hang around with them
greasers?

| RIS

A girl needs protection.

TRAVI S
Yeabh. Fromthe |likes of them

IRI'S
(shrugs)
It's your time mster. Fifteen
m nutes ain't |ong.
(gestures to cigarette)
That cigarette burns out, your tine
is up.

IRIS sits on the edge of the bed and renoves her hat and
coat. She takes off her blue-tinted sungl asses--her | ast
defense. Wthout the paraphernalia of adulthood, Iris | ooks
like alittle girl she is. About 14, 15.
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TRAVI S
What' s your nane?
IRI'S
Easy.
TRAVI S

That ain't nmuch of a nane.

IRI'S
It's easy to renenber. Easy Lay.

TRAVI S
What's your real name?

IRI'S
| don't like ny real nane.

TRAVI S
(i nsistent)
What's your real name?

IR S
Iris.

TRAVI S
That's a ni ce nane.

IRI'S
That's what you think.

| RIS unbuttons her shirt, revealing her small pathetic breasts --
two young doves hiding froma w nter w nd.

TRAVI S is unnerved by her partial nudity.

TRAVI S
Don't you renmenber nme? Button your
shirt.

IRI'S buttons only the bottom button of her shirt.

IRI'S
(exam ni ng him
VWy? Who are you?

TRAVI S
| drive a taxi. You tried to get
away one night. Renenber?

IRI'S
No.
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TRAVI S
You tried to run away in ny taxi but
your friend -- Sport -- wouldn't |et
you.
| RIS
| don't remenber.
TRAVI S
It don't matter. |'m gonna get you

outta here.
(1 ooks toward door)

IRI'S
We better make it, or Sport'll get
mad. How do you want to nake it?
TRAVI S
(pressured)
| don't want to make it. | cane

here to get you out.

IRI'S
You want to make it |like this?
(goes for his fly)

TRAVI S pushes her hand away. He sits beside her on the edge
of the bed.

TRAVI S
(taking her by the
shoul der s)

Can't you listen to ne? Don't you
want to get out of here?

IRI'S
Way should | want to get out of here?
This is where | I|ive.

TRAVI S

(exasper at ed)
But you're the one that wanted to
get away. You're the one that cane
into ny cab.

IR S
| nmusta been stoned.

TRAVI S
Do they drug you?
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| RIS
(reproving)
Ch, cone off it, man.

IRIS tries to unzip TRAVIS fly. This only unnerves TRAVI S
nore: sexual contact is sonmething he's never really
conf r ont ed.

TRAVI S
Li sten. ..

| RIS
Don't you want to nake it?
(a beat)
Can't you make it?

IRIS works on TRAVI S crotch OFF CAMERA. He bats her hand
away.

TRAVI S
(di straught)
| want to hel p you.

TRAVIS is getting increasingly panicked, but IRIS only thinks
this is part of his particular thing and tries to overcone
it.
IRI'S
(catchi ng on)
You can't make it, can you?

(a beat)
| can help you.

IRIS | owers her head to go down on TRAVIS. TRAVIS, seeing
this, junps up in panic.

TRAVI S stands several feet fromIRS. Hs fly is still open,
and the white of his underwear shows through his jeans.

He is starting to cone apart.

TRAVI S
Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck
it! Fuck it! Fuck it! Fuck it!

| RIS
(conf used)
You can do it in ny nouth.

TRAVI S
Don't you understand anyt hi ng?
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| RIS says nothing. After a nonent, TRAVIS again sits on the
bed beside IRIS. She no longer tries to make him

There is a nmonent of silence. IRS puts her armaround his
shoul der.

IR S
You don't have to make it, m ster.

TRAVI S rests a nonent, collecting hinself. Finally, he says:

TRAVI S
(sl owy)
Do you understand why | canme here?
IRI'S
| think so. | tried to get into

your cab one night, and now you want
to cone and take ne away.

TRAVI S
Don't you want to go?
IRI'S
| can | eave anytine | want.
TRAVI S
But that one night?
IRI'S
| was stoned. That's why they stopped
me. When I'mnot stoned, | got no

pl ace el se to go. They just protect
me from nysel f.

There is a pause. TRAVIS smles and shrugs apol ogetically.

TRAVIS | ooks at Iris' cigarette. I1t's burning dowmn to the
butt.
TRAVI S
Vell, | tried.
IRI'S
(conpassi onat e)
| understand, mster. It neans

sonet hing, really.
TRAVI S

(getting up)
Can | see you agai n?
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IRI'S
That's not hard to do.
TRAVI S
No, | mean really. This is nothing
for a person to do.
IRI'S
Sure. Al right. W'Ill have
breakfast. | get up about one
o' cl ock. Tonorrow.
TRAVI S
(t hi nki ng)
VWell tonorrow noon there's a..

got a...

IRIS is interfering with TRAVIS assassination schedul e.

IRI'S
Well, you want to or not?
TRAVI S
(deci di ng)
OK It's a date. 1'll see you here,

t hen.
TRAVI S turns; RIS smles.

TOMV
Oh, Iris?

IR S
Yes?

TOM
My nane's Travis.

IRI'S
Thank you, Travis.

TRAVI S
So long, Iris.
(a beat)
Sweet Iris.
(sml es)

TRAVI S exits.

TRAVI S cl oses the door to No. 2 and stands in the corridor
for a nonent.
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The OLD MAN slowWy wal ks fromthe dark end of the hallway
with TRAVIS .38 in his hand. OLD MAN stands near TRAVI S,
and checks hi s watch.

OLD MAN
(hol di ng gun)
| think this is yours, cowboy.

TRAVI S reaches in his jacket pocket and pulls out the famliar
crunpled $20 bill. He nmakes a big show of stuffing the
wrinkled bill into the OLD MAN s hand. The OLD MAN doesn't
understand the significance of it.

TRAVI S
(restrai ned anger)

Here's the twenty bucks, old man.
You better damm well spend it right.

TRAVI S turns and wal ks away.
OLD MAN says as TRAVI S wal ks down stairs:

OLD MAN
Come back anytinme you want, cowboy.
But without the rod -- please.

TRAVI S does not respond.
CUT TO
I NT. ST. REA S SU TE NOON

Pal anti ne, Tom and Pal anti ne's Assistant are seated in
gari shly decorated suite.

ASS| STANT

Vell, at least it wasn't chi cken.
PALANTI NE

It wasn't? | thought it was. It

tasted |i ke chicken.

TOM
C nmon, Senator. That was a cl ass
dinner. The St. Regis is a class
joint. That was veal.

PALANTI NE
Was it? It sure tasted |ike chicken
to ne.
(a beat)
Lately, everything tastes |ike chicken
to ne.
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ASSI STANT
Everything? Got to watch your gut.

PALANTI NE
VWhat about it? | took 20 off before
we started this thing.

ASSI STANT
And you' ve put ten of it back on
PALANTI NE
Ten? | don't think so. You really
t hi nk so? Ten?
TOM
Those TV caneras do. | caught the
rally on CBS. You |looked a little
paunchy.
PALANTI NE

| don't think | gained ten pounds.

Pal anti ne gets up and wal ks over to the window. Its bars
forma cross-sight on his head. He thinks to hinself:

PALANTI NE
(weary)
Jesus Chri st.

He | ooks at the crowded traffic on Fifth Avenue ei ghteen
floors below It is a mass of yellow

CUT TO
EXT. FIFTH AVE NOON

Travis' cab pulls away fromthe yell ow mass and heads
downt own.

CUT TO
EXT. DOWNTONE COFFEE SHOP NOON
Travis' cab is parked near a nei ghborhood Bickford's.

CUT TO

TRAVIS and IRI'S are having | ate breakfast at a m ddl e-cl ass
EAST SIDE COFFEE SHOP. It is about 1:30 P. M

RIS is dressed nore sensibly, wearing jeans and a maroon
sweater. Her face is freshly washed and her hair conbed
out.
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Seen this way, IRIS | ooks no different than any young girl
in the big city. OIHER PATRONS of the coffee shop nost |ikely
assunme she is having lunch with her big brother.

They are both having an Al - Anrerican breakfast: ham and eggs,
| arge gl asses of orange juice, coffee.

Qutside here environment, Iris seens the nore pathetic. She
seens unsure, schizy, unable to hold a subject for nore than
thirty seconds. Her gestures are too broad, her voice too
mannered. W synpathize with Travis' paternal respect.

This girl is in trouble.

| RIS
: and after that Sport and | just
started hangi ng out. ..

TRAVI S
VWhere i s home?

Iris renmoves her |arge blue-tinted sungl asses and fishes
t hrough her bag for another pair.

IRI'S
| got so many sungl asses. | couldn't
[ive without my shades, man. | nust

have twel ve pair of shades.

She finds a pink-tinted pair and puts them on.

TRAVI S
Wher e?

IRI'S
Pi ttsburgh

TRAVI S

| ain't ever been there, but it don't
seem | i ke such a bad pl ace.

IRI'S
(voice rising)
Wiy do you want nme to go back to ny
parents? They hate ne. Wy do you
think I split? There ain't nothin

t here.

TRAVI S
But you can't live like this. It's
hell. Grls should |ive at hone.
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IRI'S

(playfully)
Didn't you ever hear of wonen's lib?

There is a short, quick silence; TRAVIS eyes retract. He
goes on:

Ir
fo

is
| ds

TRAVI S
(1 gnoring her question)
Young girls are supposed to dress
up, go to school, play with boys,
you know, that kinda stuff.

pl aces a | arge gob of jam on her unbuttered toast and
the bread over |ike a hotdog.
IRI'S
God, you are square.
TRAVI S
(rel easi ng pent-up
t ensi on)
At least | don't walk the streets
i ke a skunk pussy. | don't screw

and fuck with killers and junkies.

IRIS notions himto | ower his voice.

IRI'S
Wo's a killer?
TRAVI S
That fella "Sport"” looks like a killer
to ne.
IRI'S
He never killed nobody. He's a Libra.
TRAVI S
Huh?
IRI'S

I"'ma Libra too. That's why we get
al ong so wel|.

TRAVI S
He | ooks like a killer.

IRI'S

| think Cancer's nmake the best |overs.
My whole famly are air signs.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED:

95.

TRAVI S
He shoots dope too.

| RIS
What makes you so high and m ghty?
Did you ever | ook at your own eyeballs

inamrror. You don't get eyes
like that from..
TRAVI S
He's worse than an animal. Jail's
too good for scumlike that.
There is a brief silence. Iris mnd continued to whirl at
78 rpnms. She seens to have three subjects on her mnd at a

time. She welconmes this opportunity to unburden herself.

IRI'S
Rock music died in 1970, that's what
| think. Before that it was
fantastic. | can tell you that.
Everybody was crashi ng, hangi ng out
at the Fillnore. M and ny girlfriend
Ann used to go up the fire escape,
you know? It was unbelievabl e.
Rock Stars everywhere. That Airplane--
that's nmy group, man. All Libras.
But now everybody's split or got
sick or busted. | think I'll nove
to one of those communes in Vernont,
you know? That's where all the smart

ones went. | stayed here.
TRAVI S
| never been to a conmune. | don't
know. | saw pictures in a nmagazine,
and it didn't |look very clean to ne.
IRI'S
Why don't you conme to a commune with
ne?
TRAVI S
Me? | could never go to a place
i ke that.
IRI'S
Wy not ?
TRAVI S
(hesi tant)
... | don't get along with people
i ke that.
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| RIS
You a scorpion? That's it. You're
a scorpion. | can tell.
TRAVI S
Besides, |'ve got to stay here.
| RIS
Why ?
TRAVI S

|'ve got sonething inportant to do.
| can't | eave.

| RIS
What's so inportant?
TRAVI S
| can't say -- it's top secret.

| "' m doi ng sonmething for the Arny.
The cab thing is just part tine.

IR S
You a narc?
TRAVI S
Dol ook |ike a narc?
IR S

Yeah.

TRAVI S breaks out in his big infectious grin, and IRI'S joins
hi s | aughter.

IRI'S
God, | don't know who's weirder, you
or Ime.
TRAVI S
(pause)

What are you going to do about Sport
and that old bastard?

IRI'S
Just leave'em There's plenty of
other girls.

TRAVI S
You just gonna | eave 'enP

IRI'S

(ast oni shed)
What should I do? Call the cops?
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TRAVI S
Cops don't do not hin.

IRI'S
Sport never treated ne bad, honest.
Never beat nme up once.

TRAVI S
You can't leave "emto do the same
to other girls. You should get rid

of them
IRI'S
How?
TRAVI S
(shrugs)
| don't know. Just should, though.
(a beat)
Sonebody should kill "em Nobody'd
m ss 'em
IRI'S
(taken back)
God. | know where they should have

a commune for you. They should have
a commune for you at Bell evue.

TRAVI S
(apol ogeti c/ sheepi sh)
l"msorry, Iris. | didn't nean that.
IRI'S
You're not much with girls, are you?
TRAVI S
(t hi nks)
Well, Iris, | look at it this way.
Alot of girls conme into ny cab,
sone of themvery beautiful. And

figure all day |long nmen have been
after them trying to touch them
talk to them ask themout. And
they hate it. So | figure the best

| can do for themis not bother them

at all. So | don't say a thing. |
pretend I'mnot even there. | figure
they' |l understand that and appreciate
me for it.

It takes RIS a nonent to digest this pure exanple of negative
thinking: | amloved to the extent | do not exist.
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| RIS
Do you really think I should go to
t he commune?

TRAVI S
| think you should go hone, but
otherwi se | think you should go.
It would be great for you. You have
to get away fromhere. The city's a
sewer, you gotta get out of it.

Munbl i ng sonet hi ng about her "shades" again, Iris fishes

t hrough her bag until she cones up with another 99¢ pair of
sungl asses and puts themon. She |ikes these better, she
deci des.

IRI'S

Sure you don't want to cone with nme?
TRAVI S

| can't. Oherw se, | would.
IRI'S

| sure hate to go al one...

TRAVI S
"1l give you the noney to go.
don't want you to take any fromthose

guys.

IR S
You don't have to.

TRAVI S
| want to -- what else can | do with
my noney?
(t hi nks)
You may not see ne again--for a while.

IRI'S
What do you nean?

CLOSE ON C. U. OF TRAVI S:

TRAVI S
My work may take ne out of New YorKk.

CUT TO
RIS ROOM - DAY

Sport stands beside the bed.
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SPORT
What's the matter, baby, don't you
feel right?

Iris is wearing her blue-tinted shades.

IRI'S
It's ny stomach. | got the flu.
Sport puts his hand on her hips. He is slowy, carefully,
snoot hly mani pulating her. It's the stone black hustle.
SPORT

Ch, baby, there ain't no flu. You
know t hat, baby.

| RIS
Honest, Sport.

Sport puts sone slow soul nusic on the stereo.

SPORT
You're just tired, baby. You just
need your man. | amyour man, you
know. You are ny woman. | wouldn't

be not hing w thout you.

Sport slowy grinds his hips to hers. Iris starts to nove
wth him This is what she really wanted. Her nman's
attention.

SPORT
| know this may not nean anything to
you, baby, but sonetines | get so
enotional, sonmetines | think, | w sh
every man coul d have what | have
now, that every wonman coul d be | oved
the way | love you. | go hone and |
think what it would be w thout you,
and then | thank God for you. |
think to nyself, man, you are so
[ ucky. You got a woman who | oves
you, who needs you, a wonan who keeps
you strong. It's just you and ne.
"' m nothing without you. | can go
like this for ever and ever. W can
do it, baby. You and ne. Just you
and ne.

Sport slowy rubs his crotch into her. Iris smles. She is
happy. The nusic rises.

CUT TO
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TRAVI S stands at the firing range blasting the .44 Magnum
with a rapid-fire vengeance.

He sets down one gun, picks up the next, then the next.
Qui ckly rel oadi ng, he fires again.

The targets spin and dance under his barrage. The piercing
sound of GUNSHOTS ring through the air.

CUT TO
| NT. APARTMENT

TRAVIS is again witing at the table. Hs western shirt is
open, exposing his bare chest.

A note of despair and doom has entered into TRAVIS normally
nonot one narration voice: this will be the last entry in his
diary.

TRAVIS (V.Q)
My whole life has pointed in one
direction. | see that now. There
never has been any choice for ne.

CUT TO

LENGTHY P. Q. V. SHOT from TRAVIS taxi: we see New York's
nightlife as TRAVIS sees it. CAMERA TRACKS down m dt own
sidewal ks in SLI GHTLY SLON MOTION. There we see:

COUPLES, wal king in SLON NG MOTI ON, young coupl es, m ddl e-
aged coupl es, old couples, hookers and johns, girlfriends,
boyfri ends, business friends -- the whole world matched up
in pairs, and TRAVIS |l eft wandering alone in the night.

O hers would notice the breasts, the asses, the faces, but
not TRAVIS: he notices the girl's hand that rubs the hair on
her boyfriend' s neck, the hand that hangs lightly on his
shoul der, the nuzzling kiss in the ear.

TRAVIS (V.0.)
Lonel i ness has followed ne all ny
life. The life of |oneliness pursues
me wherever | go: in bars, cars,
cof fee shops, theaters, stores,
si dewal ks. There is no escape.
am God' s | onely man.

MATCHCUT TO P. Q. V.: anot her nei ghborhood, LATER IN THE NI GHT.
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Still in SLIGHTLY SLOW MOTI ON.
The CRONDS are nore sparse here, the streets darker. A JUNKIE
shudders in a doorway, a WNO pukes into a trash can, a STREET-
WALKER neets a prospective CLI ENT.

TRAVIS (V. 0O.)

| amnot a fool. | wll no |onger

fool nyself. | wll no |longer |et
nmysel f fall apart, becone a joke and
object of ridicule. | know there is
no | onger any hope. | cannot continue
this hollow, enmpty fight. | nust

sl eep. What hope is there for ne?
CUT TO
| NT. APARTMENT
TRAVIS, his shirt fastened, stands beside table.

C.U: He lays a brief hand-witten letter on the table. W
read it.

TRAVI S
Dear Iris, This noney should be enough
for your trip. By the time you read
this | wll be dead.

TRAVI S stacks five crisp hundred dollar bills beside the
letter, folds themup with the letter, and puts theminto an
envel ope.

TI MECUT: A SHORT WHI LE LATER. TRAVI S has cl eaned up his
apartnment. Everything is neat and orderly.

CAMERA PANS across room The mattress is bare and flattened
out, the floor is spotless, the cans and bottles of food and
pills put out of sight. The wall is still covered with

Pal anti ne political paraphernalia, but when we reach the
desk we see only four itens there: an open diary and three

| oaded revolvers: .44, .38, .25.

TRAVI S, freshly shaved and neatly dressed, stands in the
m ddl e of his clean room The enpty hol ster hangs on his
shoul der. Metal .25 gliders can be seen under the slit in
his right sleeve. He turns toward table.

CUT TO

TRAVI S, envel ope in hand, closes the door behind himand
wal ks down the corridor
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He passes a ajar door and we are suprised to see the roomis
enpty--and trashed. Travis lives in a decaying, if not
condemmed bui | di ng.
EXT.
TRAVI S pl aces the envelope to IRIS in his mail box.

BACK I N APARTMENT. CAMERA CLOSE ON revol vers lying on the
tabl e in neat array.

CUT TO
FADE | N:

SOUND of a political rally: cheering, |aughing, a band
pl ayi ng, tal ki ng.

AFTERNOON. A CROWD of about 500 PERSONS is assenbl ed before
a platformoutside a Brooklyn union hall. A D Xl ELAND BAND
is playing on the platform

C. U. CHARLES PALANTINE s feet clinmb out of a |inousine.
There is a ROAR fromthe nearby CROMD.

PALANTI NE, a bul ky SECRET SERVICE MAN to the right and |eft
of him pushes his way through the CROAD toward the platform

Still caneras click, and TV caneras purr.
SLI GAT TI MECUT: PALANTI NE i s speaking on the platform

CUT TO
TRAVIS enpty taxi sits parked a few bl ocks away fromrally.

At this distance, the rally sounds are al nost
i ndi sti ngui shabl e.

C. U of TRAVIS boots wal king. They nake their way past one
person, then two, then a cluster of three or four. SOUNDS
of rally increase.

We see a FULL FI GURE SHOT of TRAVIS: he is standing alone in
an openi ng near the fringes of the CROAD.

TRAVI S | ooks |ike the nost suspicious human being alive.
H's hair is cropped short, he wears mrror-reflecting gl asses.

H's face is pallid and drained of color, his |ips are pursed
and drawn tight. He |looks fromside to side.
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One can now see the full effect of TRAVIS | ack of sleep and
sufficient diet -- he looks sick and frail.

Even though it is a warm June day, TRAVIS is bundled up in a
shirt, sweater and Arny jacket buttoned fromtop to bottom

Under his jacket are several |arge |unps, causing his upper
torso to look larger than it should. He is slightly hunched
over and his hands shoved into his pockets.

Anyone scanning the crowmd would i nmedi ately |ight upon TRAVI S
and think, "There is an assassin."

TRAVIS pulls the vial of red pills fromhis pocket and
swal | ows a coupl e.

CUT TO

SECRET SERVI CE MAN st andi ng beside the platform scanning
the CROND. It is the sanme SECRET SERVI CE MAN TRAVI S spoke
to at the first rally. TOM dressed in a conservative suit,
stands beside him

PALANTI NE i s wrapping up his short speech:

PALANTI NE
: and with your help we will go on
to victry at the polls Tuesday.
(appl ause)

TRAVI S begins noving up into the crowd.

PALANTI NE
On to victory in Mam Beach next
nont h
(bui | di ng appl ause)
and on to victory next Novenber!

PALANTI NE steps back, smling and receiving the appl ause.

Then, nodding, at the SECRET SERVI CE MAN he descends the
stairs and prepares to work his way through the CROAD.

TRAVI S unbuttons the mddle two buttons of his jacket, opening
access to his holster. Wth the other hand he checks the
. 44 hooked behi nd hi s back.

PALANTI NE sm | es and shakes a few of the many hands
outstretched toward him

The SECRET SERVI CE MAN, scanni ng the CROAD, spots sonething
that interests him He |ooks closely.
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SECRET SERVICE MAN S P. O V.: TRAVIS, his face intense, pushes
his way through the CROMD.

PALANTI NE wor ks his way through crowds and caner as.

SECRET SERVI CE MAN npotions to SECOND SECRET SERVI CE MAN and
points in TRAVIS direction.

TRAVI S slips his hand into his jacket.

The SECOND SECRET SERVI CE MAN converges on TRAVIS fromthe
si de.

TRAVI S and PALANTI NE draw cl oser to each ot her.

SECRET SERVI CE MAN, wal ki ng just behi nd PALANTI NE, grabs the
candi date's hand and pulls hi mbackward. PALANTI NE | ooks
sharply back at SECRET SERVI CE MAN who notions for himto
take a slightly altered route.

TRAVI S sees this: his eyes neet the SECRET SERVI CE MAN s.

He recogni zes the situation. To his right he spots the
SECOND SECRET SERVI CE MAN

TRAVI S' eyes neet PALANTINE s: candi date and woul d- be assassin
exchange qui ck gl ances.

TRAVI S hastily works his way back through the CROAD. He
hears the SECRET SERVICE MAN s voice call out:

SECRET SERVI CE MAN
Detai n that man!

OVERHEAD SHOT reveals TRAVI S has the junp on his pursuers.

He is breaking free of the CROAND while they are still mred
init.

TRAVI S, free of his pursuers, quickly nakes his way down the
si dewal ks. The SECRET SERVI CE MEN | ook futilely about.

TRAVIS junps in his cab. Sweat covers his face.
CUT TO

The filmis noving fast now, it pushes hard and strai ght
toward its conclusion. W're noving toward the kill

LATE AFTERNOON. TRAVIS' taxi skids around a corner and speeds
into Manhattan
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TRAVI S checks his mail slot: the letter to IRI'S has al ready
been picked up by the NMAI LMAN

TRAVI S, stripped to the waist, wal ks back and forth across
his I NT. APARTMENT, wiping his torso wwth a bath towel.

TRAVI S BEGA NS DRESSI NG
-- He straps the Arny conbat knife to his calf.

-- He reflexes the netal gliders and the Colt .25 on his
right forearm

| NTERCUT: SPORT stands in his doorway on the LONER EAST SI DE
shot with LONG DI STANCE LENS. It is EARLY EVEN NG

| NTERCUT: A pudgy m ddl e-aged white PRI VATE COP wal ks up to
SPORT. The two nen | augh, slap each other on the back and
exchange a soul shake. They discuss a little private business
and the PRI VATE COP wal ks off in the direction of IR S

apart nment .

-- TRAVIS straps on holster and fits the .38 Special into
it.

| NTERCUT: PRI VATE COP wal ks down bl ock
-- TRAVI S hooks the huge Magnuminto the back of his belt.
He puts on his Arny jacket and wal ks out the door.

| NTERCUT: PRI VATE COP turns up darkened stairway to IRI'S
apart nment.

Nl GHAT has fallen: TRAVIS taxi careens down 10th Ave. He
speeds, honks, accelerates quickly. The glare of speeding
yellow and red lights flash through the night.

TRAVIS P.QO V.: PEDESTRI AN attenpts to flag down TRAVI S
taxi, but quickly steps back up on the curb when he sees
TRAVI S has no intention of stopping for anything.

| NTERCUT: SPORT mai ntains his post in the dark doorway. He
waves to a G RL who passes, and she waves back

TRAVI S taxi screeches to a stop and parks obliquely agai nst
the curb.

CUT TO

TRAVI S wal ks down the bl ock to the doorway where SPORT st ands.
CAMERA TRACKS with TRAVI S.
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Wt hout slow ng, TRAVIS wal ks up to SPORT and puts his arm
on his shoulder in a gesture of friendliness.

TRAVI S
Hey, Sport. How are things?
SPORT
(shrugs)
O K., cowboy.
TRAVI S

(needling him
How are things in the pinp business,
hey Sport?

SPORT
What' s goi ng on?

TRAVI S
|'mhere to see Iris.

SPORT
lris?

TRAVI S pushes SPORT back into the dark recesses of the
corridor.

SPORT
Wha -- ?

TRAVI S
Yeah, Iris. You know anybody by
t hat nanme?

SPORT
No.
(beat)
Hllbilly, you d better get your
W se ass outa here and quick, or
you' re gonna be in trouble.

TRAVIS is being propelled by an inner force, a force which
t akes hi m past the boundaries of reason and self-control.

TRAVI S

(restrai ned anger)
You carry a gun?

SPORT | ooks into TRAVIS eyes, saying nothing: he realizes
t he seriousness of the situation.

TRAVIS pulls his .38 Special and holds it on SPORT, pushing
hi m even further back against the wall.
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TRAVI S
Get it.

SPORT
(subm ssi ve)
Hey, mster, | don't know what's
going on here. This don't make any
sense.

TRAVI S
(demandi ng)
Show it to ne.

SPORT reluctantly pulls a .32 caliber pistol (a "purse gun")
fromhis pocket and holds it Iinply.

TRAVI S sticks his .38 into SPORT's gut and discharges it.
There is a nmuffled blast, followed by a nuted scream of pain.

TRAVI S
Now suck on that.

Agony and shock cross SPORT' S face as he slunps to the fl oor.
TRAVI S turns and wal ks away before SPORT even hits.

As TRAVI S wal ks away, SPORT can be seen struggling in the
b. g.

TRAVI S, he gun slipped into his jacket, wal ks quickly up the
si dewal k.

AROUND THE CORNER, TRAVI S wal ks into the darkened stairway
leading to IRIS apartnent.

As he wal ks up the stairs, TRAVIS pulls the .44 Magnum from
behi nd his back and transfers the .38 Special to his left
hand. He wal ks up the steps, a pistol dangling from each
hand.

AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRS, TRAVIS spots THE OLD MAN sitting
at the far end of the dark corridor. THE OLD MAN starts to
get up when TRAVI S di scharges the mghty .44 at him BLAAM

The hallway reverberates wth shock waves and gun powder.

THE OLD MAN staggers at the end of the corridor: his right
hand has been blown off at the forearm

There is the sharp SOUND of a GUNSHOT behi nd TRAVIS. his

face grimaces in pain. A bullet has ripped through the left
side of his neck. Blood flows over his left shoul der.
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TRAVIS .44 flies into the air.

TRAVI S | ooks down the stairway: there SPORT lies choking in
a puddl e of his own blood. He has struggled | ong enough to
fire one shot.

Falling, TRAVIS drills another .38 slug into SPORT's back
but SPORT is al ready dead.

TRAVI S slunps to his knees. Down the corridor THE OLD MAN
with a bloody stunp is struggling toward him TRAVIS turns
his .38 toward THE OLD MAN

The door to No. 2 opens: IRIS screamis heard in the b.g.

The bul ky frame of the PRI VATE COP fills the doorway. His
blue shirt is open, in his hand hangs a .38 service revol ver.

The PRI VATE COP raises his gun and shoots TRAVIS. TRAVI S,
bl ood gushing fromhis right shoul der, sinks to the floor.

H s .38 clangs down the stairs.

THE OLD MAN grows closer. TRAVIS smashes his right arm
against the wall, mraculously, the small Colt .25 glides
down his forearminto his palm

TRAVIS fills the PRIVATE COP's face full of bullet holes.
The PRI VATE COP, SCREAM NG, crashes back into the room

THE OLD MAN crashes atop TRAVIS. The .25 falls from TRAVI S
hand.

Both nmen are bl eeding profusely as they thrash into IR S
room |IR'S hides behind the old red velvet sofa, her face
frozen in fright.

TRAVI S, trapped under the heavy OLD MAN, reaches down with
his right hand and pulls the conbat knife fromhis right
cal f.

Just as TRAVI S draws back the knife, THE OLD MAN brings his
huge |l eft pal mcrashing dowmn on TRAVIS: THE OLD MAN s palm
is inpaled on the knife.

OLD MAN SCREAMS i n pai n.

Police SIRENS are heard in b.g.

Wth great effort, TRAVIS turns over, pinning THE OLD MAN to

the floor. The bl oody knife blade sticks through his upturned
hand.
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TRAVI S reaches over with his right hand and picks up the
revol ver of the new dead PRI VATE COP.

TRAVI S hoi sts hinmself up and sticks the revolver into the
OLD MAN s nout h.

THE OLD MAN s voice is full of pain and ghastly fright:

OLD MAN
Don't kill mel Don't kill mel

IRI'S screans in b.g. TRAVIS | ooks up:
IRI'S
Don't kill him Travis! Don't Kil
hi m

TRAVIS fires the revolver, blow ng the back of THE OLD MAN s
head off the silencing his protests.

The police SIRENS screech to a halt. SOUND of police officers
runni ng up the stairs.

TRAVI S struggl es up and col |l apses on the red vel vet sofa,
hi s bl ood- soaked body bl ending with the vel vet.

IRIS retreats in fright against the far wall.

First uniformed POLI CE OFFI CER rushes in room drawn gun in
hand. O her POLI CEMEN can be heard running up the stairs.

TRAVI S | ooks hel plessly up at the OFFICER. He forns his
bl oody hand into a pistol, raises it to his forehead and,
his voice croaking in pain, nmakes the sound of a pistol
di schar gi ng.

TRAVI S
Pgghew  Pgghew

Qut of breath fellow OFFI CERS join the first POLI CEMAN
They survey the room

TRAVI S head sl unps agai nst the sofa.

IRIS is huddled in the corner, shaking.

LI VE SOUND CEASES.

OVERHEAD SLOW MOTI ON TRACKI NG SHOT surveys the danage:
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-- fromI RS shaki ng agai nst the bl ood-spattered wall -- to
TRAVI S bl ood- soaked body Iying on the sofa -- to THE OLD MAN
with half a head, a bl oody stunp for one
hand and a knife sticking out the other

-- to POLICE OFFICERS staring in amazenent -- to the PRI VATE
COP's bullet-ridden face trapped near the

DOORVWAY

-- to puddles of blood and a lonely .44 Magnum | ying on the
hal | way car pet.

Down t he bl ood-specked stairs on which lies a nickel- plated
.38 Smth and Wesson Speci al

-- to the foot of the stairs where SPORT's body is hunched
over a pool of blood and a snmall .32 lies near his hand

-- to CROADS huddl ed around the doorway, held back by POLICE
OFFI CERS

-- past red flashing lights, running POLI CEMEN and parked
POLI CE CARS

-- to the ongoing nightlife of the Lower East Side, curious
but basically unconcerned, |ooking then heading its own way.

FADE TGO
FADE | N:
EXT. TRAVIS APARTMENT - DAY
It is EARLY FALL. The trees are losing their |eaves.

CUT TO
SLOW TRACKI NG SHOT across | NT. APARTMENT. Room appears pretty
much the sanme, although there is a new portable TV and an

I nexpensi ve easy chair.

VI SUAL: TRACK begins at table and works across the roomto
the mattress.

WE SEE THESE | TEMS:

-- Onthe table rests the diary, closed. A desk cal endar
stands on the table: it is Cctober.

-- Across the wall where the Pal antine clippings once hung
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there are now a series of new newspaper clippings. Right to
| eft, they read:

1. The first is a full back page fromthe N Y. Daily News.

Headl i ne reads: "CABBI E BATTLES GANGSTERS." There are |arge
phot os of police standing in IRIS roomafter the slaughter,
and a picture of TRAVIS cabbie nug shot.

2. Underneath there is a nore discreet clipping wthout photo
fromthe N Y. Times. Two-colum headline reads:

" Cabbi e Shootout, Three Dead."

3. Afollowup story fromthe News. Two-colum photo shows
pl ain m ddl e-aged couple sitting in mddle-class |living room

Two- col umm headl i ne reads: "Parents Express Shock, G atitude."

4. A two-colum Daily News story w thout photo. Headline
reads: "Taxi-Driver Hero to Recover."”

5. A one-columm two-paragraph News story stuck on an obscure
page. Headline reads: "Cabbie Returns to Job."

-- At the end of the clippings, a letter is tacked to the
wall. It is a sinple letter hand-witten on plain white
paper. The handwiting nmakes a conscious effort to appear
neat and orderly. W recognize that it is the sane letter
that is being read in voice over.

-- Wien we finally arrive at the mattress, we find it is
barren. A pillow and bl anket (new purchases) are fol ded at
the head of the mattress.

AUDI O THROUGHOUT THE TRACK, we hear the voice of a m ddle-
aged uneducated man reading in voice over.

It is the voice of IRIS FATHER and he is reading a letter
he sent to TRAVIS, and which TRAVIS has tacked to his wall.

|RIS FATHER (V. Q)
Dear M. Bickle, | can't say how
happy Ms. Steensma and | were to
hear that you are well and
recuperating. W tried to visit you
at the hospital when we were in New
York to pick up Iris, but you were
still in a coma. There is no way we
can repay you for returning our Iris
to us. W thought we had | ost her,
but now our lives are full again.

( MORE)
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|RIS FATHER (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Needl ess to say, you are sonething
of a hero around this househol d.
|"m sure you want to know about Iris.
She is back in school and working
hard. The transition has been very
hard for her, as you can well inmagine,
but we have taken steps to see she
never has cause to run away again.
In conclusion, Ms. Steensma and |
woul d i ke to again thank you from
the bottom of our hearts.
Unfortunately, we cannot afford to
conme to New York again to thank you
in person, or we surely would. But
if you should ever conme to Pittsburgh
you woul d find yourself a nost wel cone
guest in our honme. Qur deepest
t hanks, Burt and Ivy Steensma

CUT TO
EXT. PLAZA HOTEL - N GHT
Four cabs stand in the waiting line in front of the hotel.

Near the entrance, TRAVIS and W ZARD stand in the |ight
t al ki ng.

TRAVIS hair is alnost fully grown back to its normal |ength

TRAVI S wears the sanme clothes -- cowboy boots, jeans, western
shirt, Arnmy jacket -- but he isn't wearing a gun.

There is a thick scar on the |eft side of his neck.
W zard i s speaking.
W ZARD
A private-owner wanted to swap wheel s.
Now ny tires were brand new. "G ve
me a couple days,"” | says.

CHARLIE T. parks his cab in line and wal ks toward TRAVI S and
W ZARD.

CHARLIE T
Howdy W zard, Killer.

CHARLIE T. points his pistol/finger at TRAVIS, fires, says
"Pow' and | aughs.
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CHARLI E T ( CONTD)
(casual joking)
Don't nmess with the Killer.

TRAVI S
(sml es)
Hey Charlie T.
W ZARD
Howsit, Charlie?

(pause)
Hey Travis, | think you gota fare.

They all turn. P.O V. of DOORMAN cl osing rear door of TRAVIS
t axi .

TRAVI S
Shit.
(runs off)

CHARLIE T
Take it slow Killer.

TRAVI S waves back to CHARLIE T. and W ZARD as he runs around
cab and junps in the driver's seat.

TRAVIS taxi pulls away.
C. U TRAVIS at the wheel. A FEMALE VO CE says:

FEMALE VO CE
34 East 56th Street.

TRAVI S recogni zes the voice. He |looks in the rear-view
mrror: It is BETSY.

TRAVI S says not hing: he heads toward 56th Street.
AFTER A SI LENCE, BETSY SPEAKS:

BETSY
Hel | o, Travis.

TRAVI S
Hel | o, Betsy.

There i s an uneasy pause.
TRAVI S

| see where Pal antine got the
nom nat i on.

( CONTI NUED)



114.

CONTI NUED:
BETSY
Yes. It won't be | ong now
Sevent een days.
TRAVI S
Well, | hope he w ns.

There i s anot her pause.

BETSY
(concer ned)
How are you, Travis? | read about
you in the papers.
TRAVI S
Oh, | got over that. It was nothing,
really. The papers always bl ow these
t hi ngs up.
(a beat)
ittle stiffness. That'll go away.

Al

| just sleep nore, that's all.

EXT.

TRAVIS taxi pulls up to 34 East 56th Street.

TRAVI S
Here we are.

BETSY digs in her purse.

TRAVI S
(protesting)
No, no, please. This fare's on ne.
Pl ease.

BETSY
Thank you, Travis.

BETSY gets out of the cab and stands by the right front
w ndow, which is open.

TRAVI S prepares to drive away.

BETSY
Travi s?
TRAVI S
Yeah.
BETSY
Maybe I'I|l see you again sonetine,
huh?
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TRAVI S
(thin smle)
Sur e.

BETSY steps away fromthe curb and TRAVIS drives off. She
wat ches his taxi.

CAMERA FOLLOANS TRAVIS taxi as it slowy disappears down
56th Street.

SUPERI MPCSE Tl TLES: THE END



