| NT. Bl KER GANG H DEQUT & BAR - DAY 1

The edge of the bar is dark and nusty. A single |ight

casts shadows across the bar which is littered with old and
broken beer bottles, cigarette butts, and biker

par aphernal i a.

An aged NEWSPAPER | ays on the bar top.
| NSERT - NEWSPAPER

--"Police Shootout: Hero Cop Guns Down Son of Violent Gang
Leader."

M CHAEL "HARLEY" DONOVAN, the 56-year-old | eader of the
notorious Harley' s Bi ker Gang speaks. The sounds of years of
deep cal | ousness, | eathered and sun-worn skin, and a
l[ifetime of crine bleed through in his thick draw. He is
filled wwth revenge and nmalice.

HARLEY (V. Q)
My hands have never been clean. And
ny heart is cold and callous for
t hose who hurt ny famly.

Sni ppets of text can be read on the article revealing how
Harley’s son started A gunfight and was kil l ed.

HARLEY (V. Q)
My son is dead. My our flesh and
bl ood.

The newspaper reveals a photo and caption of Harley' s dead
son. The cop who killed himduring the shootout is to
recei ve a nedal of honor for the act.

HARLEY (V. Q)
@Qunned down at the hand of a
| oat hsone cop
(beat)
Your father.

W nove across the bar top which is becom ng nore di shevel ed
and chaotic. A turned over beer bottle slowy drips onto the
fl oor.

HARLEY (V. Q)
They sent ne away for life. But |
got out.

A newspaper clipping with a photo of Harley sits next to a
list of targets Harley' s gang has taken out.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

HARLEY (V. Q)
And it’s time for revenge. Eye for
an eye. Blood for blood. Hi's child
for m ne.
(beat)
You. . .

A photo of a police nedal cerenony with all eyes scratched
out has a knife plunged through the unseen face of one
of ficer and deep into the wood of the bar.

HARLEY (V. Q)
| had a couple of my guys | ock you
up at ny gang' s place where no one
but us will be able to hear you
scream

More of the bar top is reveal ed. Broken glass, tools of
torches: handcuffs, electric wire, pliers, gasoline, knives,
and chains to nane a few.

HARLEY (V. Q)
|"ve gone out for one last ride to
cl ear ny head before comng for
you.
(beat)

Il be back in about an hour. So |
suggest you take this tinme to nake
peace with your naker. Because
there is no way out and no hope for
you.

Loose bullets are scattered across the bar and di st ant
GUNSHOTS are heard in the distance as if froma forgotten
battl e.

HARLEY (V. Q)
One thing's for sure... your daddy
is going to wi sh he had never
crossed me & ny famly.
(beat)
So sit tight and get confortable.
Il see you soon.

A bl oodi ed hand, chained to the table is revealed. It is
noti onl ess. The runbl e of approachi ng MOTORCYCLES gr ows
out si de.

HARLEY (V. Q)
Bl ood for bl ood.
(beat)
" mcom ng for yours.

The hand jerks to life with a GASP for breath.



