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SHOOTI NG DRAFT

I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - STORAGE ROOM - 20 YRS. EARLIER

Dar kness. Then the GLINT of a flashlight. Its beam rocks
crazily to and fro across the inside of a small storage room
as we hear two children arguing.

OLDER KI D
You're doing it wong.

YOUNGER KI D
Shut up.

OLDER KI D

You're doing it wong.

It's hard, but we get a sense of the roomin the whipping
beam of light. Huge, dark coats lined up |ike sides of beef
on steel batons. Bent, stained helnets hung |ike African
masks.

Beneath them BRI AN, 7, and STEPHEN, 12, are trying to struggle
into a pair of the ludicrously nassive coats over their
paj anas.

STEPHEN
It doesn't go like that.
BRI AN
Who asked you?
STEPHEN
If you do it like that it'll open in
the fire. Then you'll get burned and

D E.

The door suddenly opens, norning sunlight roaring in. It's a
fire station storage roomfull of fire gear. A fireman stands
in the doorway, tall, athletic, their father; DENNI' S

Mc CAFFREY.

DENNI S
Who's going to die?

STEPHEN
Brian. He's not doing it right, dad.
He never does it right.

DENNI S
(gestures for themto



come out)
Well, let's have a | ook

INT. FIRE STATION 17 - DAY

The two boys tronp out of the closet. The rubber turn-out
boots are as high as their thighs. The ends of the coats

drag on the floor. They salute, Brian's armjust an enpty
sl eeve. Dennis kneels down and re-fastens Brian's coat.

DENNI S
Your brother's right. If you don't
fasten these correctly they could
open and you'd get burned.

STEPHEN
And DI E!
BRI AN
You woul dn't let ne die, would you
Dad?
DENNI S
McCaffreys are snmarter than fire,
Bri an.
(playfully slaps their
shoul der s)

How ' bout | unch, huh?

STEPHEN
Fireman shit?

DENNI S
Hey, what's with the nout h? Were'd
you grow up, a barn?

STEPHEN
Fi r ehouse.

DENNI S
Cut e.

-- The station suddenly fills with the BELLOWN of an ALARM
KLAXON.

DENNI S
(sighs)
Never fails..

A young fireman, ADCOX, appears with the dispatch card.

DENNI S
Bi g deal ?

AXE
Medi um deal .

DENNI S

Want to cone along, Brian? Watch the
old man earn his keep?



STEPHEN
(pi ssed)
Dad!

DENNI S
You' ve cone along a dozen tines,
St ephen, give your brother a chance.
W'l be back in a few mnutes.
(to Brian)
How ' bout it, sport?

BRI AN
Sur e!

Denni s scoops Brian up and |loads himinto the fire engine
cab. The other three firemen clinb aboard and take their
pl aces.

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - DAY

There's a cough of diesel, a crunch of gears, and the engine
is pulling out of the station

DENNI S
Ht the button, Brian.

Brian stamps his foot on the siren button. The red |ight
snaps on, the siren grows and blares, and they're off down
the street. Brian turns around in his seat and, at the |ast
instant before the corner, nmakes eye contact with his ol der
br ot her.

They stick their tongues out.
EXT. CHI CAGO STREET - DAY - 20 YRS. EARLIER

The engine how s its way through the city. Brian, sandw ched
between his father and Adcox, |ooks out in wondernent at

i ntersections zipping past like picket fences, at people on
si dewal ks hol di ng hands over their ears, at the red energency
lights bouncing crazily off shop w ndows.

EXT. BU LD NG - DAY - 20 YRS. EARLIER

Lazy smoke curls out the second story of a commercial block
Medi um deal . The engine pulls up and the firenmen are junping
off like ship rats. Dennis opens his door, hops down, and
pauses just |ong enough to point a serious finger at his
son.

DENNI S
Stay near the truck
(w nks)
And keep an eye out for us, huh?
W' re short handed today.

Bri an nods vigorously, taking the command seriously. Dennis
smles and is off, dragging a hoseline with his crew toward
a doorway they disappear into. Brian clinbs down fromthe



cab.

ENG NEER
Don't stray too far, little man.

Brian smiles to the punper operator. He just wants a better
| ook. And he gets it: Snoke turned evil and dark now, taking
on pur pose.

EXT. BU LDI NG - DAY - 20 YRS. EARLIER

There's a |l evel of apartnents above the storefronts. As Brian
wat ches, a wi ndow opens and out steps his father and Adcox
onto a small fire escape. Their attention's on the next w ndow
over, out of reach, wapped in | eaky snoke.

Suddenly Dennis clinbs up onto the fire escape railing, arned
with only an axe, and JUMPS across to the next netal bal cony.
A bal | sy, dangerous nove. He kicks in the w ndow, breaks out
the frame with his axe, and dives in.

A beat later he reenerges on the balcony with a terrified,
smudged little girl. He hands the little girl over the railing
to a fireman now coning up the nore traditional way -- a

| adder.

Dennis's face lifts and grins at Brian; dirty, bigger than
life, invincible. He winks a wi nk only possi bl e between
fathers and sons and he's gone again, back into the swirling
darkness. As Brian stands there, full of love, full of pride,
he sees a piece of awning along the roofline crack; releasing
a sickly yellow tongue of flanme that slinks over the roof.
The flame seens to pause, to stare at Brian a beat. Shhh
don't tell anyone. Brian is transfixed, his little head
staring up in astoni shnent.

Nobody el se has noticed it.

Brian can see his father and Adcox through the wi ndow
probing, looking for the flame |urking just above. Brian

starts to call out in a small, hesitant voice
BRI AN
Dad. .
He tries to call louder... But suddenly everything is

happeni ng very fast in slow notion:

-- Brian can see Adcox testing the ceiling with a pike pole
as Brian steps forward, under the power of a flane that
beckons himas --

Denni s suddenly THROAS hi s body agai nst Adcox, knocking him
clear just as a flame EXPLODES DOMMARD from the ceiling

fully against himas -- Al the building's wi ndows BLOW OUT
and it's like the sky's erupted for Brian, a burning hail storm
that falls and pelts the ground around him Pl aster, wood,

and sonething netal that cracks against the pavenent and

spins slowy.



A fire hel net.

And Adcox is comng out the door now, blackened and torn
hopel ess tears stream ng down his face.

AXE
Get us sone backup! W need sone
goddamm backup!

And, spotting Brian, he runs towards him And the hel net
spi ns and spins and Adcox keeps running, and the sky is
raining fire, and the flane on the roof has risen up nowto
its full, horrifying size and it's |aughing now, | aughing at
the little boy as the helnet finally stops spinning, and we
read the printing on the neck guard.

MCCAFFREY

And Adcox is sobbing and has his arns around the boy,
protecting himfromthe fire, the world, but it's like Brian
doesn't see him He pulls away from Adcox, wal ks up to his
father's helmet, And puts it on.

The scene EXPLODES with a flash as a phot ographer captures
the instant.

I NT. SEEDY APARTMENT - DAY

Sequence onitted from original script.

INT. BRIAN S CAR - DAY

Hold on the freeze-frane. Let it becone an aged cover of

LI FE. The nmgazine jiggles and rocks and we see nowit's
sitting atop a box of knick-knacks jostling in the back seat
of an aging BMN There's plenty of other boxes here, a live
on the nmove, and in the driver's seat, BRI AN McCAFFREY, now
27. There's piles of enpty burger wappers, Coke cans, and
Fl ori da kni ck-knacks on the dash board; a little blow up

pal mtree, a cheesy hula girl enblazoned with "MCaffrey

H gh- End Stereo Sal es"

EXT. H GHWAY - MONTAGE - DAY

Brian and his battered BMN shoot past prairie, cow country,
nervous suburbs and finally a sign: WELCOVE TO CH CAGO

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Wnd tugging at his bangs, Brian stares down at the graves
of Dennis and Mary Elizabeth MCaffrey.

I NT. CHI CAGD GAS STATI ON RESTROOM - DAY

In a crusty sink he conbs his hair, knots a tie around his
neck.

EXT. CH CAGO FI RE DEPARTMENT TRAI NI NG ACADEMY - DAY

Brian wal ks through its scul pted columms, straightening his



tie. He comes to a door, FIRE ACADEMY CHI EF. He takes a deep
breath, steadies his gaze, and enters.

I NT. FI RE ACADEMY CH EF' S OFFI CE - DAY

The ACADEMY CHI EF sits at his desk going over a file. Qut
the wi ndow can be heard a FIRE TRAINING CLASS in action

CHI EF FI TZGERALD
Is this a joke?

Brian's sitting in the seat opposite.

BRI AN
If it was a joke, sir, you'd be
| aughi ng.

CHI EF FI TZGERALD
You wal ked out on this acadeny six
years ago. One week to graduation
You think we forgot that? You think
| did?

BRI AN
| want anot her shot, Sir.

CHI EF FI TZGERALD
(beat)
Look, everybody renenbers your old
man. Being his son, all you had to
do was breathe to graduate here.
Dead Hero Father Rule. But you bl ew
us of f. Wiy should | take you back?

BRI AN
If you renenber, sir, ny test scores
were in the top --

CH EF FI TZGERALD
-- | don't give a damm what your
test scores were, maybe you could
have been a good firenen, but you
had your shot.

BRI AN
| need another one, sir.

CH EF FI TZGERALD
Sorry, but it's out of ny hands. Try
agai n next year.

BRI AN
No, it isn't out of your hands or
you woul dn't even have nmet nme. |f |
push you have to let nme back in.
Dead Hero Father Rule. Sir.

CHI EF FI TZGERALD
(si mrers)
Even if you graduate this acadeny,



you' ve still got nine nonths of
probation. That's hard duty, son. If
you don't really love this job, it'll
kill you.

BRI AN
(rises)
See you Monday. Sir.

As we hear the BLOW CF A WH STLE

CUTr 1O
EXT. CH CAGO FI RE DEPT. TRAI NI NG ACADEMY - CRADUATI ON DAY
And everybody lined up at attention in dress bl ues.

CHI EF FI TZGERALD

(at podium
Though the world changes every day,
some things are truly forever:
Cour age, devotion, and honor in what
we do. This class is a special one,
for we dedicate it to the three
firefighters that have fallen this
year: Donald Knowl ton, Richard Walter
and M chael Petzold...

(silent beat)
Ladi es and gentlenen, it is with
pl easure that | certify that Candi date
Cl ass number 322, having successfully
compl eted all acadeny requirenents,
are hereby graduated to the Chicago
Fire Departnent.

Candi dates and their relatives CHEER and |eap to their feet.
Sonet hi ng struggl es inside of Brian. He doesn't stand at
first. Another Candidate, TIM 20, |ooks at him strangely.
So does the Acadeny Chief, his eyes finding Brian's. And
Brian's standing slowy now, joining them..

EXT. BROANSTONE - NI GHT

An expensive one. W hear a w ndow BREAK.

I NT. BROWNSTONE - NI GHT

Through the dimmess a file cabinet. An AXE SUDDENLY SLANMS
intoit, RIPPING it apart. Files crash to the floor. And a
pi cture. 1970. Four young guys marlin fishing. Tinme of their
l'ives.

I NT. BROANSTONE BEDROOM - NI GHT

And a GREY PUTTY being SLAPPED al ong the edges of a door.
INT. PUB - N GHT

A split-level firemen's dive; conplete with nounted axes and
personal i zed T-shirts from vari ous engi ne conpani es proudly



declaring "LADDER CO. 6 -- AXE FIRST, HOSE LATER' and " CH CAGO
FD, 150 YEARS OF TRADI TI ON UNI MPEDED BY PROCGRESS"

Toni ght the place is firmy in the hands of an army of
recently graduated candidates. A few on the back patio have
hooked up a charged hoseline and are taking potshots at
bal | oon targets, each other, the neighbor's cat. Brian and
Tim still in their uniforns, enter fromthe street. Survey
t he scene.

BRI AN
Conpl etely out of control

TIM
VWhat the hell are we waiting for?

As they shoul der their way inside, another CANDI DATE appears
hol ding proudly a fistful of seal ed envel opes.

CANDI DATE
Hot of f the presses, guys. Station
assi gnnents

Ti m and everyone el se but Brian eagerly tear into them Brian
nonchal antly shoul ders up to the bar

BRI AN
A beer, WIly!

The barkeep turns and smles.

WLLY

Vell, if it isn't the littlest
McCaf f r ey.

(to candidates with

hose)
Hey! You break anything with that
you buy it!

(to Brian)

Sorry, there nust be sonething wong
with ny eyes. | keep thinking that's
a fire departnment uniform

BRI AN
It's in ny blood, WIlIly.

The candi dates are ripping open their assignments, exclainng
to each other: "All right! Engine 117! That's a slum They
get cookers every day!". "OCh no, Engine 10, that's a nice

nei ghbor hood" . .

WIlly turns to the bulletin board behind himand unpins a
stack of business cards.

W LLY
Real ly. Well, let's have a | ook at
what el se was "in your blood".
al ways | ook forward to getting these,
they make such a nice collage for
the bar... "Assistant Director, Sales,



Aspen Snowrpbile Tours..."

BRI AN
Didn't offer the kinda growth and
chal | enge | need.

WLLY
Uh huh. And "Pioneer's Pride, Mbile
Log Cabins". That was in your bl ood
about six nonths wasn't it?

BRI AN
Management were pin heads.

W LLY
"Laguna Janmm ng, Custom Surfboards"?

BRI AN
Cof f ee sucked.

WLLY
And just this year, "Brian's Sound
Spectrunt. Your own conpany even
Bi g step.

BRI AN
I was ahead of ny tine.

W LLY
You know, |'ve got a perfect little
spot here for "Brian MCaffrey,
Fireman”. .

Ti m hol ds an envel ope nmarked McCAFFREY out to Brian

TIM
Aren't you even curious?

BRI AN
Engi ne 115, right?

TIM
(opens it, surprised)
How d you know? These are supposed
to be seal ed

BRI AN
Lucky guess.
(w nks)
And a case of scotch to a captain in
station assignnents.

TIM
You crooked son of a bitch. Wy 115?

BRI AN
Lots of fires. They pronote faster
there. Take a look at the last Lt.'s
list, half the guys on it cane from
that battalion. CGotta think about



your future, Timy. 115's the station

TIM
Ah man, if you're gonna bribe your
way into a station, why not 17 with
me and your brother?

On Brian's reaction
CUT TO
EXT. STREET - N GHT

A Porsche knifes through darkened streets. The DRI VER, 50,
is dressed for success. Pulling up to the brownstone we saw
earlier, he gets out and rubs his eyes. Another day in the
salt mnes.

Cinbing the short stairs, he sticks his key into the |ock
and opens the door. It is the last thing he will ever do.

A THUNDERI NG EXPLOSI ON ENGULFS t he st oop.
INT. PUB - N GAT

The place is packed nowwith girls flirting with the
candi dates, putting their helnmets on, etc. The horsepl ay
around the bar suddenly stops at the sweet sound of a SlIREN

EXT. PUB - N GHT

Everyone steps outside, cocks an ear. And here it cones, the
real thing, SCREECH NG past in a full-tilt rush. Shouts and
rai sed toasts.

TIM
Hey, that's ny cousin's conpany!
C non! Let's go!

As Brian turns, he suddenly confronted by an elderly
LI THUANI AN V\OVAN.

BRI AN
(surprised)
Ms. Viatkus...

She grabs his cheeks and rattles off in Lithuanian. Brian
can only smle. Then two attractive jean-clad | egs step up
JENNI FER.

JENNI FER
Bri an.
BRI AN
(surprised)
Jenni fer.
JENNI FER

You' re back.



BRI AN
You | ook great.

JENNI FER
Thanks for calling.

BRI AN
Unh... |'ve been sorta keeping a | ow
profile... the acadeny... | graduated
t oday.

JENNI FER
Huh.

BRI AN
So... | see you're still in the

neighborhood.

JENNI FER
Not quite. Just visiting. | live in
Li ncol n Park now.

BRI AN
Yeah? What have you been up to?

JENNI FER
I work for city hall.

BRI AN
Real | y? No ki ddi ng.

JENNI FER
What, you think I just dried up and
bl ew away when you left? The world
does turn once in awhile Brian, even
wi t hout your perm ssion.

Just then, Tim OPENS UP the hoseline, DRENCH NG Bri an

TIM
Don't want you overheating, Brian!

Bri an ducks the stream and PULLS a | ength of hose near his
feet, FLIPPING Tim Brian JUWS him shuts off the hose and
pins himto the pavemnent.

TIM
Ckay okay! Uncl e!

Bri an wal ks back toward Jennifer

JENNI FER
You' ve certainly natured.

She turns to | eave.
BRI AN

Well, if nothing else, it's nice to
know we can still be friends.



JENNI FER
I don't want to be your friend, Brian.

Another in a series of fire engines HOAL past. Ti m grabs
Brian by the shoul der.

TIM
Let's go, nan!

EXT. STREETS - N GHT

Brian and Timjunp into Brian's car. They shoot blindly down
the street looking for the fire engine, running down red
lights or anything else that gets in their way. Brian suddenly
hits the brakes, SCREECHING to a stop. They roll down their

wi ndows. Far off can be heard the wind-up of a siren

TIM
(poi nts)
That way.

EXT. STREETS - FIRE ENG NE - N GHT

SCREECH. They fly around a corner, down a bl ock, and there
it is, lights flashing up ahead. Brian GUNS it, roars up

al ongside the fire engine. Timleans out the wi ndow, shakes
a bottle of beer, and lets | oose a foany eruption in the
truck driver's face.

DRI VER
Tim You crazy notherfucker

But he's | aughing.

TIM
What ' cha got ?

DRI VER
Box alarm Walton Ave.

TIM
W'l | neet ya.

EXT. BROANSTONE - WALTON AVENUE - N GHT

As Brian and Timpull up two engi ne conpani es are al ready
dragging lines toward the rolling brownstone we saw expl ode
earlier. Timcheers the firemen on like a drive-in novie.

Brian watches the fire with uneasy fascination. Enbers
whi pping into the night, drifting to the ground around him

One of the engine conpanies is entering the doorway now. He
wat ches as they willingly crawl into a place any sane person
would run for their life from Jesus Christ. FLASH -- Brian
turns at the blinding snap of a canera. Several locals are
gat hered around a parked car, sone taking pictures. Brian
notices that right away. It takes a beat |onger to notice
the CHARRED CORPSE stuffed head-first through the wi ndshi el d.
It's the Porsche driver, his legs sticking out at crazy



angl es. A dog barks furiously at it.

TIM
(al so | ooki ng at body)
Man. Sonething sure put a crinp in
hi s eveni ng.

BRI AN
Backdraft.

The brownstone fire quickly transforns itself into noisy
clouds of dirty white steam And one of the firenen is com ng
back out now, wal king toward Bri an.

When he's just a few yards away he pulls off his air nask
and hel met and we shudder with Brian, because the man is a
dead ringer for H S FATHER

STEPHEN
Well, | ook what we have here. Nice
costune. Rent it?

BRI AN
I want to thank you for coming to ny
graduation, Stephen. It was a great
inspiration to ne.

STEPHEN
So you're going to fight fires now,
huh?

He pats Brian's cheeks, |eaving behind | arge charcoal snears.

STEPHEN
(re snears)
Doesn't work on you.
(turns to | eave)

See ya around, little brother
BRI AN
Not |ikely.
STEPHEN
(turns)
Well, see you're wong al ready. Had

a talk with Chief Fitzgerald, and we
decided in the interest of brotherly
| ove, that maybe you shoul dn't be
way over on the other side of town.
So starting tonorrow, your assigned
to conpany 17. My company.

(Brian's col or drops

a hue)
One case of scotch, you're getting
cheap in your old age, Brian..

And Stephen turns for his own nmen, Timstaring at Brian as
cl ouds of smoke drift past |ike ghosts.

EXT. BROAMNSTONE - ACROSS THE STREET - N GHT



A flame LEAPS up into the foreground. Touches a cigarette.
The cigarette glows, lingers, then lowers slowy fromthe
mouth of RIMGALE, fifty-five years old and six and a half
feet of solid granite. Wearing a w ndbreaker and grey sl acks
tucked into fire departnment rubber boots, he takes another

sl ow drag. Looks at the body stuffed into the w ndshield.
It's twenty yards away fromthe brownstone. Stephen | ooks up
as Ringale drops the cigarette, crushes it with his boot,
and crosses the street to the building.

I NT. BROANSTONE - N GHT

Charred walls hiss and snap in the steany darkness. Ringale
is there, gloony in the beamof his flashlight. He crouches
down, plays his flashlight along the ruined baseboard.

SHADOW
If you stare any longer Stevie, |'ll
start chargi ng you admi ssion

Stephen is leaning in the doorway, watching him

STEPHEN
Got a cause?

SHADOW
Are the glory boys actually show ng
interest in Investigation's work? |
may have a stroke

STEPHEN
The glory boys just want to finish
their report so they can go hone.

Ringale's flashlight finds a wall socket that he pries |oose
and holds up to the light. He lowers it, takes in the walls,
the room

SHADOW
They' re gonna have to wait a few
days on this one.

EXT. BROANSTONE - N GHT

Tims talking to his cousin. Brian hangs back, watches the
body- bag peopl e | oad the Porsche driver into a neat wagon
There's a still an audience for this, still stray dogs
circling and barking. Brian wal ks up, |ooks inside the car,
and sees on a seat the ragged renains of a Fl NGER

BRI AN
(to coroner crew
Hey, you forgot... this.

They're already clinbing into the wagon. The driver sniles
creepily.

CORONER DRI VER
W al ways | eave sonething for the



dogs.

Bri an | ooks across the fireground, sees his brother wal king
back to the fire engine. They share a brief, edgy gl ance.

EXT. HOUSE - DAY

A nodest one. South-side Irish old fashioned. Brian wal ks
up. There's a little kid, about five, playing with a toy
fire truck on the drive.

BRI AN
Hey, Sean. Wiat's goin' on, nman?

The kid stares at himw thout a glinmer of recognition

BRI AN
It's Uncle Brian. Y know

He makes his hand into a tal king puppet.
BRI AN
(bandito accent)
"Spi nach? W don't need no stinking
spi nach". Renenber?
The kid drops his toy truck and flees inside.

Kl D
Mom  Momi

| NT. HELEN S HOUSE
Brian follows, sticks his head in the door.

BRI AN
Hel | ooo. .

A warm | ooki ng worman, 30's, HELEN, cones around the corner

HELEN

Bri an?
BRI AN

H, Helen. Man, you | ook great.
HELEN

You | ook like... Brian.

She gives hima tentative hug.

HELEN
"Bout witten you off. How | ong have
you been in town?

BRI AN
Four nont hs.

HELEN
Four nont hs?



BRI AN
I know, | know, Shoul d' a call ed.
I'"ve been really busy. | joined the
fire departnent.

Hel en' s expressi on suddenly saddens.

HELEN
Ch Brian...
(beat)
You guys... you really know how to
put each other through it, don't
you?

The little kid is peeking fearfully fromthe kitchen doorway.

BRI AN
That's Sean? Jeez, he's a giant.

HELEN
Yeah, you'd be surprised what three
years can do to a kid.

BRI AN
Sean, cone on out, nman. Wat, you
forget your favorite uncle?

HELEN
St ephen told himyou were killed in
a hot tub accident.

SEAN
(i ntense)
Dad was ki ddi ng, Mom

And the kid runs unexpectedly away, angry.

BRI AN
Well that's two things to strangle
St ephen for. Were is he, anyway?

HELEN
(beat)
St ephen' s not staying here now, Brian.
He noved out |ast April

An enbarrassed sting.

BRI AN
Ch, man, |'msorry.

HELEN

You guys ought to try picking up a
phone once in awhile.

EXT. STEPHEN S BOAT - MARI NA - DAY

A small one on the river. Several boats bob peacefully. Except
one. Raised high in dry-dock, it's an ancient fishing traw er.



Bachman- Turner-Overdrive drifts up fromthe galley on badly
fuzzed speakers as Brian clinbs the |adder

BRI AN
Hey.

Stripped to the waist, Stephen's bent-over cleaning out the
guts of the inboard notor. He | ooks confused to see Brian

BRI AN
| talked to Helen..

Wong thing to say. Stephen turns back to his work.

BRI AN
...Man, | thought dad's boat was
finally retired to the fanily
graveyard. Don't you worry about
falling out of this thing?

St ephen straightens up, his forearns snmudged with grease.
Brian adnires the unwashed cereal bow s and peeling deck
pai nt .

BRI AN
I like what you' ve done with the
pl ace.

STEPHEN
It's comn' along... want a beer?

St ephen tosses hima beer fromthe fridge. As Brian pops it,
he sees the snmall pile of city-issue gallon size cans in the
corner. Arnorall, solvent, extinguisher foam

BRI AN
Been ripping off fire stations?

STEPHEN
It's old stuff Adcox gave ne that
the departnment was going to throw
out anyway. Still good enough though
for this tub.

Brian wi nces at the nusic com ng out of shot speakers.

BRI AN
Bachman Turner Overdrive?
(1 ooks through nusic
r ack)
...Buffalo Springfield?. .. Stephen
Bi shop? Ch nman. ..

Brian lifts one of the tapes -- an 8-track -- and holds it
carefully in his palmas if it were a rare and fragile relic.

BRI AN
My God, an actual operating 8-track.

STEPHEN



What, you' ve never seen one before?

BRI AN
In the Field Museum once.
STEPHEN
It works.
BRI AN
I't worked when you were in sixth
gr ade.

I NT. STEPHEN S BOAT - DAY
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
EXT. STEPHEN S BOAT - DAY

Brian opens the trunk of his old BMN It's full of stereo
boxes nmarked BRI AN S " SOUND SPECTRUM'.

I NT. STEPHEN S BOAT - CABIN - DAY

Brian's gutted the speakers and is re-wiring them

STEPHEN
Peopl e actually used to pay you for
this?

BRI AN
MI1lions, Stephen -- And sexua
favors.

STEPHEN

Sheep don't count.

BRI AN
Yeah? What about Laura --

STEPHEN
That was never proved.

Bri an noves over to anot her speaker.

STEPHEN
Why' d you come here, Brian?

BRI AN
I wanted to know why you nessed with
my station assignnent. | nean, is
this really gonna have to one of
those big brother -- little brother

"you broke ny A Joe and |I'mstil
pi ssed" ganmes?

STEPHEN
(sighs)
VWhat is it with you, man, huh? How
do you nmanage to keep coming up with
new and amazi ng ways to screw up?



That scotch bullshit? Am| really
supposed to believe you canme crawing
back hone because you suddenly felt
heart strings moan for the famly

bi z? You were bankrupt, nan.

BRI AN
Hey! You don't know ne --

STEPHEN
| know you cold, Brian. The scary
thing is, you probably could have
faked it for awhile. But you see, in
this job there's no place to hide.
Isn'"t like selling | og cabins. You
have a bad day here -- soneone dies
And that's not fucking good enough
Want anot her beer?

BRI AN
So that's it? Big bad brother's gonna
ride nmy ass till | cough bl ood?

STEPHEN
Bi g bad brother is going to treat
you |li ke any other probie -- that |
don't think is going to nmake it.

Brian staples the last of the audio cord in place and switches
on the tape player. The cabin fills with sharp, crystal clear --
St ephen Bi shop.

BRI AN
There's only so nmuch technol ogy can
do.
(picks up his too
box)
Thanks for the beer.

STEPHEN
Thanks for the speakers.

EXT. STEPHEN S BOAT - DAY
Brian clinbs down off the boat. Looks up at Stephen.

BRI AN
Y know, | told nyself a nmillion tines
I didn't want to be a firenan.
said bullshit to that |ine about
tradition and famly | egacy. | know
| split, and | know how you felt..

STEPHEN
Yeah, you know. You know what it
felt like.

BRI AN

| gotta do this, Stephen. | gotta
know.



STEPHEN
I think you're gonna find out, Brian.
Don't be late tonorrow

I NT. BRI AN S APARTMENT - MORNI NG

A sinpl e one-roomwal k-up. A stereo blares Chicago blues as
Brian buttons up his uniformin the mrror. He steps back,
| ooks at hinself, -- and oh nman what the hell am 1 doing...

EXT. BRI AN S APARTMENT - STREET - MORNI NG

Brian clinbs into his car, turns the key -- nothing. He gets
out, |ooks under the hood, then SLAMS it down in frustration.

I NT. ELEVATED TRAIN - MORN NG

A pissed-off Chicago, hauling itself off to work in the

nmor ni ng snap, passes by Brian's w ndow. Tough M dwestern
brick. Tough M dwesterners. Heads-down in their 150 year war
with a wind committed to pushing the whole danm thing into
Lake M chi gan.

EXT. EL STATION - MORNI NG

The train clacking away above him Brian wal ks down the
sidewal k carrying his fire equipnment. He turns a corner and
comes on.

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - MORNI NG

Brian stands there. It's his dad's station. Turn of the
century abused. Sooty with stone gargoyles and a pair of
faded red doors that suddenly CRANK OPEN as Brian cones up
the drive. Fire engine 17 and | adder truck 46, lights
flashing, pull out onto the apron.

The fireman sticking his head out of the passenger w ndow is
St ephen. One | ook at the silver trunpet on his collar and we
know this isn't Fireman McCaffrey but Fire LT. MCaffrey.

STEPHEN
You're too |late, probie.

Tim in ladder truck 46, waves a small bye-bye as both rigs
begi n headi ng down the street.

BRI AN
(chasi ng)
Goddamm it, Stephen...

Brian bolts full-out for the engine. At the last instant
before he falls on his face a fireman reaches out and drags
hi m aboar d.

INT./EXT. FIRE ENG NE 17 - DAY

It's Adcox, the fireman fromthe first scene, now a veteran.



AXE
Why baby McCaffrey, how ya doin'?

The Punper driver, SCHM DT, pops in a howing ROCK TUNE as
they zoom of f.

SCHM DT
(re Brian to Adcox)
You know this rug rat?

AXE
Know hinf? | practically raised him
(Jew sh nom

And he never calls, he never wites...

Bri an shouts over the noise to GRINDLE, 35, one npbre seat
down.

BRI AN
I''m Bri an.

GRI NDLE
I'msorry.

Grindle sticks his nose out the window, sniffs, then begins
buckling up his coat.

GRI NDLE
Boys, | do believe we have a
bar becue. .
As Brian and Adcox fasten up their own equi pnent --

EXT. FACTORY - DAY

Snoke pours with confused indecision fromevery wi ndow of a
five story factory as the punper and | adder conpany pull up

GRI NDLE
(staring at confusing
snoke)
| hate it when we gotta fucking go
| ook for it.
STEPHEN
(to Schm dt)
Call in another alarm W're gonna

need sone back-up

Everyone begins strapping on air tanks and nmasks. Adcox drags
the rig's suction line to the hydrant. A beautiful illegally
par ked Mercedes is blocking the way.

AXE
(to Stephen)
Oh these nonents do try ne..

STEPHEN
(admiring car)
Be gentl e.



Wi stling to hinmself, Adcox SMASHES the brass coupling through
the passenger wi ndow, runs the line through and SMASHES it
out the other wi ndow before connecting up to the hydrant.

St ephen and Grindle pull hose off the bed and nove out.
Brian's so jacked up he can't get his air tank on right.
Schmidt calmy helps himinto his gear

SCHM DT
It's only rock "n roll, Kid.

St ephen, Adcox and Grindle are crouched at the door, ready
to go. Brian takes a hose roll and runs to catch up when
he's cut-off by dazed Latin workers shouting incoherently at
hi min SPAN SH

STEPHEN
Hey, probie! How 'bout it, huh?

Bri an pushes past the workers and takes his position on the
hose |line. Stephen reaches over and re-adjusts Brian's air
tank strap.

STEPHEN
You're doing it wong.

St ephen eases the door open. Thick snoke rolls sickly out
over their heads.

STEPHEN
(to Brian)
St ay besi de ne.

And in they go..
I NT. BURNI NG FACTORY - DAY

Inside the snoke is like liquid | ead. Going by feel, they
hunp the hose up one staircase after another, craw ing on
their hands and knees toward a dull red glow. Turning a
corner, they enter

I NT. BURNI NG FACTORY - A VAST ROOM - DAY

Totally ablaze. Brian |ooks up in wonder at the buffeting
waves of flame in the ceiling, at the SCREECH NG ti nmbers
crunbling to the white-hot floor. At the walls HOAING in
bestial agony. It is the nost horrifying, and wonderful thing
he has ever seen

AXE
Wash it to the wi ndows?

STEPHEN
No, we'll hit the son of a bitch
head on.

AXE

It's gonna flash, Stevie. W gotta



get behind it.

STEPHEN
Nah, listen to it. It's a pussy.
It'Il just steamon us. It won't

flash. Go high in the ceiling.

Adcox and Gindle shrug and pull their helnets down tight,
expecting the worst. Adcox opens up the nozzle, turning | oose
a high pressure BLAST OF WATER into the ceiling. The fire
SCREAMS i n mani ¢ anger and HEAVES a cl oud of HOALI NG st eam
that WH RLS back and BAKES them | i ke | obsters. Brian gasps
for air as swirling ash batters his facemask. A w ndow
sonewher e EXPLODES. Sonebody shouts. Christ, you can't see
anyt hing. Stephen HOOPS in victory.

STEPHEN
(to fire)
I knew you were a pussy! C non! Steam
us!
(to firemen)
Let's go!

The chase is on! Going for the throat while the fire's
confused and defensive, the firenen SCRAMBLE t hrough the
boiling cloud. They hit it in the ceiling, in the walls,
forcing it back and back. It HOAS and CLAWS in anger
furiously throwing cinders and broken tinbers in their faces.
The walls ECHOwith its SCREAMS as it retreats to a corner.

STEPHEN
Ya love it, probie?

BRI AN
I'"min heaven, Lt.

STEPHEN
Hook us up to a stand- pi pe.

Brian runs back to the wall to hook up his hose roll to the
buil ding water system He goes to unscrew the cap with his
hydrant wrench but it keeps slipping off the nut.

STEPHEN
Jesus, how 'bout man, huh? We're
gonna | oose this!

Brian finally gets it hooked up and runs back.
EXT. FACTORY - OTHER SIDE - DAY

Timand three guys fromhis | adder conpany, cone up an
extended aerial |adder, CRASH through a w ndow and

I NT. FACTORY - DAY

begin HACKING their way toward Brian's conpany as -- BOOM
It's a sudden, shattering vibration that shakes the buil di ng
to its foundations. Then, a sucking sound: RUSH RUSH RUSH. ..
St ephen speaks calmy into his radi o handset.



STEPHEN
Hey Otis, isit...?

SCHM DT
(into radio)
Yeah.

STEPHEN
Goddamm it, where's our backup?
Wiere's the second-in conpani es?

SCHM DT' S VA CE
Sorry, man. John Wayne tine.

STEPHEN
(to firenen)
Digin!

The firemen hesitate. PENGELLY, the Truck Conpany Lt., |ooks
at Stephen with concern

STEPHEN
Dig in, goddamm it!

The crews i medi ately gather in the center of the floor

They turn over tables, chairs, anything to forma barrier. A
circling of the wagons. -- BOOM rush-rush-rush -- BOOM

Each | ouder than the last. Stephen and Brian are ducked behind
an overturned desk. Adcox and Krizm nski clutch hoselines

like frontiersnen's Wnchesters.

STEPHEN
You' re gonna | ove this.

-- rush-rush-rush -- CRAAAASHI'! On an instant the world cones
apart as all four walls of factory wi ndows EXPLODE in a hai

of glass. A wave of HOALI NG FLAME POURS I N after it, SHRIEKI NG
and H SSI NG

At the same nonent, part of the floor beside a heavy sew ng
machi ne G VES WAY and a | adder man, SANTCS, FALLS THROUGH,
grabbing the edges at the last nminute as flanmes BELLOW UP
fromunderneath. He SCREAMS as his grip | oosens.

Gindle leaps to the | adderman's side, grabbing his arns and
coat. Brian hesitates just an instant and Stephen SHOVES hi m
out of the way to back up Gindle.

SANTOS
Hel p... Ch God...

Adcox's taken the hoseline and is opening fire. Water and
flame crash and snarl across the floor in a blood curdling
ROAR. It's a thrashing, nurderous standoff.

St ephen and Gindl e have got Santos but the angle's bad.
Blow it now and all three could take a header. Santos is
pani cking, losing his grip. Gindle bores his eyes into the
man's with the cal mand conviction of Mses.



GRI NDLE
You go, we Qo

They may all die, but they won't leave him He calnms a little,
hangs on till they PULL himout of harmis way. Adcox continues
with the hose as suddenly, everyone HI TS the deck as the

fire EXPLODES over them BURSTING their coats into flane.
Tim s conmpany opens up their line, WASH NG everybody down
before CHARG NG after the fire. A | addernan, N GHTENGALE
steps on Brian's back

BRI AN
Hey!
NI GHTENGALE
Sorry man, | thought you were dead.

Brian, stunned, sits up, his coat and hel met snoki ng. Stephen
seens totally unaffected and is already on his feet and over
the top of the barricade, the others backing himas he
mercilessly drives the fire back, trapping it finally into a
corner. The fire hisses, spits, shakes the walls with its
furious anger. But it's all bluster now, the fire's dying.

PENGELLY
(l adder co. captain)
St ephen! BC s on the radio. Says
they think a civilian got left behind
downstairs.

STEPHEN
Adcox! Take Timand do a search

Adcox | eads Timdownstairs. Brian | ooks shaken up. Stephen
hel ps himroughly to his feet.

STEPHEN
Don't you fold on ne now, nan

Brian burns at that and shakes his brother's armoff.

STEPHEN
Cl ear the hose for ne.

Brian's wal king over to clear the hoseline when he hears it.
smal | voice. Faint. "Help ne..."

BRI AN
Hey, | think it's coming froma
di fferent staircase

Nobody hears. -- Brian takes off down the other steps on his
own.

I NT. BURNI NG FACTORY - DOMNSTAI RS
It's only the fire's ghost here, lazy and sl ow

Of the corridor are roons full of commercial sew ng nachines



Brian enters one and drops to his knees.

Looks under a table, flashes his light behind a work stand.
Not hi ng. He turns to backtrack his way out when A TONGUE OF
FLAME suddenly LEAPS up through the floor in front of him
cutting off the door. Brian lands on his ass as it hisses
and gi ggles and dances unreally in front of him

I never forget a face, kid. -- That fire fromchil dhood. He
coul d maybe force his way through but Jesus, the way it |ooks
at him--

-- Brian ROLLS away fromit. Looks for another doorway --
And ends up in thick snoke. He drops to a crawl, stays on
his belly where the air's clear. Wien he sees it. Behind
sonme furniture. Sonething flesh-colored. Shit. It's a body.
He crawls up closer. It's a wonman. Adrenalin pounding the
top of his skull off, he grabs her and stunbles back down
the hall, makes a turn --

BRI AN
| got one!

EXT. FACTORY - DAY

-- And now he's bursting fromthe building onto a short fire
escape, shouting at the top of his |ungs.

BRI AN
| got sonebody! | got sonebody!

A sea of nedia flashbul bs ERUPTS in his face. The press have
arrived in force, crowing the street. Brian pushes through
themto a clear spot on the far side of the engine. Two fire
par anedi cs rush over as he lowers the figure

BRI AN
Is she... |Is she alive?

The paranedi cs suddenly stop their efforts. Turn to Brian

PARAMEDI C
I"'mafraid you're a little too late
with this one.

They step aside. Brian | ooks down. The wonan | ooks strange.
Mostly because she's a heavy store DRESSI NG DUMW. The
paranedi cs burst into |laughter. Brian, |ooking pale and
shaken, turns and wal ks away. He passes Gindle and Tim
sitting on the punper's tail board hel ping the REAL wonan
that was found inside.

GRI NDLE
Sorry to hear about the mannequi n.
heard you two were cl ose

Phot ogr aphers have appeared and are flashing the woman. Dizzy,
Brian wanders off, tries to help out with the choking clog

of singed factory enpl oyees before finally turning quickly
into



EXT. FACTORY ALLEY - ACRCSS THE STREET - DAY

VWhere he barfs his guts out in private. Doubl ed-over, one
armon the brick wall for support, we see the raw terror
The denons rushing out of him

BRI AN
Shit...

Sonmeone el se does too. Jennifer. Dressed nowin a |long
expensi ve coat, she's standing at the end of the alley with
a clipboard. Brian, ashes sneared across an ashen face,
spittle on his chin, doesn't notice her

STEPHEN
(appearing beside him
You all right?

Stephen isn't pale. He's flushed and buoyant. Al this hasn't
taken anything fromhim It's made his day.

BRI AN
Yeah. Fine. I'ma little busy right
now.
St ephen | eans against the wall. Folds his arns.
STEPHEN
Y' know, you got an awful short menory
for direct orders. | told you to

stay beside ne.

BRI AN
-- Cnon, Stephen

STEPHEN
-- You split the team man. And what
was that crap with the standpi pe?
You' d think you and a hose were never
i ntroduced before.

St ephen turns to | eave. Brian yells after him

BRI AN

Goddamm it Stephen!
STEPHEN

-- | told you to stay next to ne!
BRI AN

-- | was doin'" it! | was up there

fucking doin' it. You don't know,
man, you don't know what | did!

STEPHEN
VWhat you did was drop the ball,
Probie. Get that right.

PENGELLY



(fromend of alley)
Hey! Stevie! They're callin' for ya

St ephen turns to wal k away. Pauses.

STEPHEN
Bet 30,000 dollars a year and twenty
two days a nonth of f sounded pretty
good twel ve weeks ago, huh?

As Stephen | eaves, we see that Jennifer's been standing at
the end of the alley, listening to them She's turns and

wal ks as Brian | ooks up. We register his surprise. He watches
her head toward a dynami c-1ooking guy in his 40s, ALDERVAN
SWAYZAK, surrounded by reporters.

EXT. BURNED BU LDI NG - FRONT - DAY

SWAYZAK
(to reporters)
Roger, Paul... How s it going, guys?
REPORTER

Another fire in this district. Getting
to be Cinder Alley up here.

JENNI FER
(wal ki ng up)
You used that | ast week.

She hands Swayzak a cli pboard.

AXE
(yelling down from
wi ndow)
(to Brian)
Hey! Probie! W're still workin'
here, man.

I NT. BURNED BUI LDI NG

Brian and the rest of the conpany rip open the walls and
beat the last weak flanes in a final flurry of dingy sparks.

The nonent the snoke clears just a fraction, cigarettes appear
in everyone's mouth. Was it good for you? The talk is easy
and obscene, the intense camaraderie of shared danger. Ash
clods are thrown playfully back and forth in the aftergl ow

of having taken on the worst there is and wal ki ng away one
nore tine.

GRI NDLE
(to Adcox)
St ephen man, what's goi ng through
that guy's head? Takin' it on in the
first room.. this shit's happening
too often. It could' ve flashed.
Shoul d' ve fl ashed.

AXE



But it didn't. Guy knows.

GRI NDLE
Quy' s | ucky.

Adcox sees Brian. Sm | es.
AXE

Hey, baby MCaffrey. First one's the
clincher. You did okay.

BRI AN
My Lt. might have sonething to say
about that.

AXE

Ah, everybody screws up sone, Brian.
You' re working for the toughest Lt.
on the job. Saw hi monce pick up a
probi e he thought was noving too
slow and throw himinto a burning
building. It's just bad luck you're

famly.
BRI AN
(beat)
John, when you're in there... in the
fire... do you ever see..
STEPHEN

(from across room
i nterrupting)
Cnon |ladies, let's roll some hose..

BRI AN
(to Adcox)
-- Never nind.

Brian turns and sees out the wi ndow Jennifer and Swayzak
standing near Ringale's red fire dept. sedan

EXT. FACTORY - DAY
Ri ngal e wal ks up to his sedan

SHADOW
Al der man Swayzak.

SWAYZAK
I nvestigator Ringal e.

SHADOW
I need to get in the trunk

Swayzak's leaning on it. We sense the dislike between them
Swayzak steps aside. Ringale pops the trunk

SHADOW
AW ul expensive shoes to be wearing
at a fireground, Aldernan. But then



| guess you haven't been to too nmany

fires.
JENNI FER
| wanted to talk to you about Al an
Seagrave's death. W still haven't
gotten a fire report fromyour office
SHADOW
You'll have an answer as soon as
do.
SWAYZAK

Peopl e are aski ng how a prom nent
taxpayer got stuffed through the
wi ndshield of his own car. They're
aski ng ne.

JENNI FER
--The point is, lInvestigator, you
haven't even told us yet if the fire
was accidental. W're starting to
get the feeling your office is
dragging out this case to enbarrass
t he Al derman because of his fire
dept. reorgani zation program --

SHADOW
-- You nmean his firehouse cl osing
program -- Don't you?

JENNI FER

We'd just be very disappointed if it
turned out your office was playing

politics.

SVWAYZAK
-- Because |'mnot. | care about
this city, and | care about this
departnent --

Ringale cuts himoff with the shutting of his trunk lid.

SHADOW
(cal m of a nonk)
Al derman, | have a renarkably

unconplicated job. To decide if a
fire's arson, and if so catch the

pain in the ass doing it. But to be
honest, if ny methodical investigative
met hods just happen to nuck up the
canpai gn of certain nayor wanna-bees
well, | guess | can't say | sleep

any | ess peacefully.

And he wal ks back to the burned buil di ng.
SVWAYZAK

I wish | could just fire the son of
a bitch.



STEPHEN
Hey! Swayzak!

St ephen's | eaning out of an upstairs wi ndow. As the TV caneras
turn, he drops down onto a fire engi ne hose bed and pops
right into Swayzak's face with a nurderous grin.

STEPHEN
We al nost | ost a whol e conmpany up
there, Swayzee buddy. Isn't any back-
up since you closed '33. And we really
appreciate it, the guys and ne.
Honest. | know you' ve got ny vote
for mayor.

Grindle and Santos start wal king for Stephen. Brian's there
followi ng after them

SWAYZAK
Look Lt., I"'mon your side. If there's
a problem please, work with our
task force to fix it.

STEPHEN
Ch yeah, your fanous task force..
three guys have already died this
year because of the cuts made by
your "task force"..

GRI NDLE
Stevie, c¢' non nan..

St ephen silences Gindle with an outstretched hand. Swayzak
| eans cl ose, out of earshot of the caneras.

SWAYZAK
You see that funny glow that's
starting to blink in the corner of
your eye, Lt? That's your career
dissipation light -- and it just
went into overtine.

STEPHEN
If anybody's light's gonna blink
it's yours

Swayzak holds his ground. It's a tense, out of control nonent
between them Ringale turns fromhis work, watches Stephen

wi th concern. Adcox suddenly inserts hinself face-to-face
with Swayzak and we see the raw hatred.

AXE
You're in firemanl and now, Swayzak.
Do yourself a favor and just wal k
awnay.

Swayzak hol ds Adcox's gaze, then turns for his car. Brian
wat ches Jennifer clinmb in beside her boss.



BRI AN
This is your city job?

Jenni fer shrugs as they pull away.
I NT./EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - LATE DAY
Brian junps down fromthe rig as it backs up the driveway.

Across the street a niddl e-aged wonan fl ashes them fromthe
bal cony of her apartment.

AXE
That's Franny. She likes firenen.
STEPHEN
Tim fill out the alarm card.
(to Brian)

Cl ean the pipe poles, w pe down the
| adders and hang sone hose.

Adcox watches Brian and Ti m exchange | ooks. Tim shrugs. Brian
sighs and pulls out the pike poles, starts across the floor
before freezing suddenly at a nurderous GROAL. Brian turns
and sees a DOG Sort of. It has the rib cage of a wild beast,
fangs, long greasy hair. It blocks his way, SNARLING with

hat e.

GRI NDLE
That's The Thing. You can't stay
unl ess he likes you

Sl obber drools out of its nouth as it GROAS.

BRI AN
Have you guys got sonethi ng agai nst
dal mati ans?

Brian wi pes sone of the crusted grime fromhis face, |ooks
back and forth between Franny and The Thi ng, and si ghs.

INT. FIRE STATION 17 - BUNKROOM
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - LOCKER ROOM

Brian enters, strips down his battered uniform and opens

his | ocker. The mannequin fromthe fire SPRINGS OUT, |egs
spread. A sign taped to its mouth says: "TAKE ME BRI AN, YOU RE
MY SUPERMAN! *

I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - WASHROOM

Brian and the others scrub the norning's fire off their bodies
in the station shower. Timkeeps filling his nouth full of
wat er and launching it upward in a stream

BRI AN
Do you have to do that?



TIM

(punped)
Coul d you believe that fire? Man!
First day! There | was, Adcox and
me, pullin' that lady right out of
the fire's fuckin' throat! | love it
here -- No surround and drown for
this conpany. Fighting 17th! Goddam
St ephen' s anmazing. You see how he
took that fire by the balls? I'm
gonna be that good sone day, you
wat ch.

Brian conpares hinself to the prai se heaped on Stephen.

TIM
Y' know what Stephen said to ne, right
when all the shit was com ng hard?
"You never know till the nonent the
fire stares you down if you're just
gonna do this job or be great at
it".

BRI AN
Ah man, is he usin' that |ine now on
you? What, you think he nade that
little gemup? Jesus Christ, | used
to have to listen to ny old nman use
that every norning.

Bri an shuts off his shower and wal ks out.
I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - BUNKROOM

St ephen sits alone at his bunk, slowy stretching a strained
and ruined back. He blows out a long, tired breath, and begins
wor king ointment into an anciently scarred and battered knee.

On the wall is a small glass case full of station nmenorabilia
through the years. There's a two battered fire hel nets there,
set reverently on velvet. Beside it is a photograph of his
father. Ginning. Top of the world. He's wearing a T-shirt
proudly stenciled FI GHTI NG 17t h.

Fat her and son exchange a | ong, awkward greeting.

In the doorway, Brian stands watching his brother, who not
even 40, suddenly seens an old and broken man

The ALARM KLAXON suddenly sounds. Brian, just in a towel and
Tim in boxers covered with little dinosaurs, dash for the
fire pole.

INT. FIRE STATION 17 - APPARATUS FLOOR
Timand Brian slide down and bounce off the fl oor

GRI NDLE
-- Cnon! Cnon! Go! Go!



Brian and Timrush for their equipment. Gindle grabs their
ar ns.

GRI NDLE
No! C non! This way!

He hustles them across the apparatus floor, through a doorway,
and into the kitchen

I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - KI TCHEN DI NI NG AREA
The maki ngs of a neal are laid out on the counter. Brian and

Timcone to a screeching halt. The rest of the station is
sitting calmy at the kitchen table, watching.

BRI AN
What's goi ng on?
PENGELLY
Di nner, Probies. Get started.
CUT TO
INT. FIRE STATION 17 - KI TCHEN
Timand Brian, still in their boxers, set down plates of

f ood.

STEPHEN
Better be good.

SANTGCS
O we feed you to The Thing.

Everybody digs in. The table is a craze of half a dozen
different conversations. On the TV nounted above on the wal
are news shots of Seagrave's body sticking out of the

wi ndshi el d.

Adcox stands and tinks his glass with a spoon for silence.

AXE
Gentl enmen, please... As 17's official
t oast master --

SANTCS

And bul | shitter.

AXE

Thank you, Santos. Did | happen to
mention that you were cut out of ny
will?

(conpany | aughs)
I think it appropriate that we
recogni ze the two asswi pes -- | nean
probationary firenmen -- anong us who
today were baptized officially into
the world of Od Man Fire. First to
Tim who despite being handi capped
at birth with a rather dull expression



and a really hideous pair of ears,
not only took on the beast but pulled

fromits clutches -- assisted by a
more fanous and brilliant firefighter --
me -- a kicking and scream ng civilian

that will probably end up suing us
for breaking her fingernail.

(1 aughs)
And to Brian, who's own contribution
was both nore beautiful and | ess
likely to sue.

Adcox puts his arm affectionately around the nmannequi n, seated
wi th honor at the head of the table. Ri ght beside The Thing.

AXE
Y' know, when | heard that both
McCaf frey brothers were going to be

assi gned together here, well, ny
heart was filled with... a sudden
desire to transfer.

(1 aughs)

So raise a glass, lads. To funny-

| ooking Tim and the McCaffrey
brothers, who despite years of getting
on each other's nerves have nmanaged
with great effort... to still be

pi ssed off at each other. Gentl enen!

COVPANY
(together, a toast)
Fuck you!

The kl axon suddenly rings. Two bells. The |adder guys groan
and get up.

STEPHEN
Bye, boys.
SCHM DT
(wi nks)
We'll keep it warm for you

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - BUNKROOM

Dawn |ightens the roomas Brian slowy opens his eyes and
sees in extreme, fish-eyes close-up: THE TH NG GROAI NG at
him Brian turns the other direction and sees Stephen, fully
dressed, standing over his bunk.

STEPHEN
Clean the toilets.

I NT. APPARATUS FLOOR
Bl eary-eyed, the nine firenmen line up raggedly in front of

their rigs, dressed like shit but for peaked uniform caps
they wear only at this nmoment. Stephen stands before them



does a quick glance up and down the line.

STEPHEN
Ckay, company dism ssed. -- See ya
guys tonight at Fitzgerald's
retirement party.

They shuffle for the door. As Brian passes,

STEPHEN
You want a ride?

EXT. BRI AN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - MORNI NG
St ephen pulls up. Brian opens the door

BRI AN
Thanks.

STEPHEN
Brian --
(a beat that hangs
t here)
-- See ya tonight.

I NT. RESTAURANT - RETI REMENT PARTY - N GHT

That's been cleared out for a huge PARTY in full swi ng. An
Irish folk band cuts | oose a nercil ess bagpi pe beat. City
brass--including Al derman Swayzak -- a few reporters, firenen
and their famlies all mx together for this is a RETI REVMENT
PARTY for the Captain Fitzgerald. Brian enters, seeks out a
beer at the bar. Stephen's there, swaying with what is clearly
not his first drink of the evening.

STEPHEN
Hey.

BRI AN
Hey.

CHEERS as a one joke gift after another is laid on the Chief.
St ephen sees his ex-wife, Helen, dancing with another man.
He turns away.

STEPHEN
| gotta change the view...

Santos and Gindle wal k up.

GRI NDLE
Heard you didn't nmake the list for
captain, man. I'msorry..

St ephen just shrugs.

Bri an sees Jennifer across the room She |ooks great. Refined
as she expertly works the room schnoozing and huggi ng and
calling various politicos by their first nane.



As she speaks to one, a waiter offers a drink. As she accepts,
a bottle appears over her shoul der and splashes it with red

Syrup.

BRI AN
(hol di ng bottle,
i nterrupting)
Wth grenadine, right?

JENNI FER
When | was twenty.
BRI AN
Qooh, very sophisticated. Having

fun?

Her attention broken, the politico has slipped away. Annoyed,
Jennifer |eads Brian aside and speaks |ow, but angrily at
hi m

JENNI FER
Look, I'mnot the sane girl who had
not hi ng better to do than wap her
| egs around you on a Saturday night.
This isn't about fun. |I'm working
her e.

BRI AN
Carryi ng Swayzak's not ebook?

JENNI FER
Let ne tell you sonething. Martin
Swayzak is going to be this town's
next nmayor.

BRI AN
Yeah. Swayzak. Humanity's |ast hope.
How can you work for that guy?

JENNI FER
Wiy do you think Marty cane here
toni ght ? Because he cares about your
departnent. You don't know how hard
he works. You don't know about his
progranms hel ping West Side --

BRI AN
-- Al I knowis that his prograns
are getting firenmen hurt.

JENNI FER
Bullshit. Marty's plan is only about
efficiency. |I've got two cousins on

the job, you think 1'd work for him
if | didn't believe init?

Jennifer instantly cuts off as a well-dressed COUPLE passes
and switches stunningly into schmmoze- node.

JENNI FER



(to man)
-- Tom how nice to see you. | know
Marty'll be very happy you cane.
Thanks so much for the donation.

(to wonan)
Marie... hows little Kevin? Really?
Seen the polls? This is the year..

They nove away. Jennifer turns to Brian and switches just as
fast back to their argunent.

JENNI FER
-- The thing that really makes ne
angry is the way your union has --

Brian can't help it. He cracks up

BRI AN
What was that? Ch man, you have picked
up a few noves since John Paul |
Boul evar d.

JENNI FER
Yeah, well | like to think I'mjust
alittle past hanging out on JP |
wat ching the Irish pick fights and
Litwal ks barf in the planters.

BRI AN
| seemto remenber sone pretty good
nights on JP 11

Brian turns and wal ks away.

ACRCSS THE ROOM

Adcox is talking with another knot of firemen. He's brought
a date, SALLY, a hot little nunber that has a habit of
standi ng on her tip-toes when she talKks.

SALLY
(1 ooki ng at Swayzak
across roon
Yuck, what a scunbag.

AXE
(to Santos)
Fuckin' city transferred Sally three
nmont hs ago out of parking violations
into Swayzak's office. Now | gotta
pay ny own goddamm tickets and she's
stuck with an asshol e.

SANTGCS
Pay nore?
SALLY
(shrugs)

No, but there's nore exercise --
bei ng chased around a desk



There's a conmotion at the other end of the bar. A group of
firemen have gat hered around a weekly magazi ne.

GRI NDLE
Aw, | don't believe this shit.
SCHM DT
Sonebody get a shovel! You seen this,

St ephen?

As they hold it up to Stephen we see a photo spread titled
DARI NG FI RE RESCUE

The first

photo shows Brian rushing out of the burning

building with seemingly a wonan in his arns. The second photo
shows the backs of Adcox and Tim s helnets as they

adm nistered aid to the real wonan they saved. The inplication
is it's the same woman.

BRI AN
VWhat ?

TIM

(reads)
"Probationary Fireman Brian MCaffrey,
on his very first fire, showed the
ki nd of bravery and courage of a
veteran firefighter when he risked
life and linb to doubl e-check a
burning floor alone, energing
victoriously with Anna Rodriguez, a
seanstress for the North Shore
Cl ot hi ng Conpany... MCaffrey first
gai ned proni nence as the subject of
a 1972 Pulitzer Prize wi nning
phot ograph taken at the scene of his
father's death...’

The old photo is there too. Brian and his dad' s hel net.

GRI NDLE
Whadda we gonna do about this?

St ephen gl ances over the headlines.

The ot her

STEPHEN
Y know, | think it's a union byl aw
that if a guy gets in the paper --
especially if it's bullshit -- he
owes the conpany a drink. In fact..
(rmotions to waiter)
...1"1'l have a double. On the hero.

firemen junmp in with drink orders. Dozens of them
BRI AN

(confused)
What's goi ng on?



Ti m shows hi mthe nagazine. Brian reads with horror as
Al derman Swayzak appears beside him

SWAYZAK
Brian McCaffrey, right?

JENNI FER
Brian, this is ny boss, Al dernan
Swayzak.
(to Swayzak)
Brian's a big fan of yours.

BRI AN
Yeah. Big fan.

SWAYZAK
And |'m a huge fan of what you did
to save that woman, Brian.

BRI AN
Uh, | think there's been a m st ake.
| didn't save that woman.

SWAYZAK
No need to be nodest, Brian.

BRI AN
No, you don't understand, | saved a
mannequi n.

SWAYZAK

-- That really was incredibly work
you did. You and your brother
fighting fires together, helluva
imge, isn't it? You nmust feel |ucky
to be assigned under his conmand.

BRI AN
Every little boy's fantasy.
SVWAYZAK
Brian, let me cone to the point. 1'd

like to offer you a job.

BRI AN
| have a job.
SVWAYZAK
This one's still with the fire

departnent. One of our best
investigators, Don Ringale, is working
on a very difficult, visible case
right now. We think he could use

anot her pair of hands and you're
exactly the kind of guy | want
representing us: An authentic hero
froma traditional firefighting clan.

BRI AN
Yeah, we got all kinds of traditions --



i ke dying young.

SWAYZAK
Not every job in the fire departnent
cones with a tonbstone, Brian. This
could be a great opportunity to
nmove... beyond a fire engine.

Brian | ooks at Jennifer, then sniles at Swayzak.

BRI AN
Thanks anyway, M. Swayzak, but fire
engines sorta run in ny famly
Politics don't.

-- A man suddenly steps between themto punp Swayzak's hand.
Bri an shakes his head and wal ks away. Swayzak shoots a
concerned glance at Jennifer. She catches up with himat the
buffet table.

JENNI FER
Boy, took you all of thirty seconds
to blow that.

BRI AN
C non Jennifer, he's just another
Nort h-Side jag-off with a nouth

JENNI FER
Brian, do you al ways have to be so
stupi d? Thi nk about your future for

once.
BRI AN
So now you suddenly care about ny
future?
JENNI FER
Look, | didn't nmean to take a piece

out of you back there, | just thought
you' d call when you canme back. You
didn't and...

(beat)
Don't blow it just because of this
gar bage between us.

BRI AN
Hey, sorry if | nade you |l ook bad in
front of your boss. But |'mnot gonna
be a poster boy for him I'mtrying
to do sonething here. There's five
hundred snoke eaters in this room
that do that stuff for real every
day. Tell Swayzak to talk to one of
t hem

Across the room Stephen's at the buffet, watching Hel en
dance with her fireman date, the drinks hanmering hi m hard.

PENGELLY



Aw man, how can she dance with that
guy?

SCHM DT
| hate that guy. He's a dispatcher
I hate his voice

STEPHEN
VWhat ever. . .
PENGELLY
I nmean, | know wonen have gotta bang

somebody, but why that son of a bitch?
St ephen gives Pengelly an icy, sideways | ook

SCHM DT
Hey Stevie, he's an asshole..

St ephen smiles and pushes off the bar -- right for Helen as
she dances.

STEPHEN
Uh, Helen, | wanted to talk to you a
second about Sean..

HELEN
St ephen, |'m ki nda busy here, can we
tal k about this later?

DATE
How ya doin', Stephen?

STEPHEN
Jackson.

Jackson steers her away but Stephen isn't done yet. He dogs
t hem

STEPHEN
(to Hel en)
What's wong with right now? He's
your son for christ's sake. He's --

JACKSON
Hey, Stephen, what about that dunb
ass brother of yours, huh?

STEPHEN
... Yeah?
JACKSON
Savin' a mannequin... How fuckin'

stupid can a guy get?
St ephen suddenl y PUNCHES Jackson
STEPHEN

You can't tal k about my brother |ike
that...



HELEN

(sighs)
Here we go..

And Stephen PLOAS into Jackson. Another fireman JUWMPS to
Jackson's aid. And Brian's there, defending his brother,
PUNCHI NG OQUT a fireman. The crowd finally pulls the two apart.

JACKSON
You're crazy, man!

STEPHEN
Leave ne al one!

AXE

Goddamm it, Stephen, lay off!

(Stephen calns a little)
You stupid dumbshit, you never know
when to fucking quit, do you? You
ever wonder why your career's in the
fucking toilet? Wiy you' re gonna be
stuck a Lt. for life?

STEPHEN
No.
(beat)
| need a drink.

St ephen takes a step for the bar -- then suddenly turns and
JUWPS Jackson again. Brian pulls himoff and drags himfor
t he door.

BRI AN
You don't need a drink, man. You
need to get outta here..

As Jennifer watches Brian | ead Stephen out the door
JENNI FER
(to Swayzak)
Ah those McCaffreys... just hate

| eaving a party with anyone |eft
st andi ng. ..

EXT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT
Brian | eads Stephen toward his car.

STEPHEN
I'"mokay... |leave ne al one..

St ephen pushes Brian away and pronptly stunbles to the
si dewal k.

BRI AN
So you got a 'roid going with Jackson
or what?

STEPHEN



Nah, he's nothin'. It's just
sonmetines... sonetinmes you just gotta
punch somebody out, y'know?

Bri an stands there and folds his arms.

STEPHEN
I don't think | can get up

Brian | ends an arm

STEPHEN
Look, Brian, a photographer. Mybe
can get on the cover of LIFE magazi ne
t 0o.

BRI AN
Cnon, let's crawl hone.

EXT. STEPHEN S BOAT - N GHT

St ephen throws an armover Brian's shoul der as he | eads him
up onto the boat.

STEPHEN
...Adcox, those guys...they don't
get it... it isn't the goddamm
pronotion... or dad... |I'mnot ny
old man, y'know? No fire's gonna get
me... | don't give a shit about being
a captain... it's just... it's just

they don't trust nme anynore..
(bl ows out pai nful
br eat h)
...they don't trust nme anynore...

I NT. STEPHEN S BQOAT
Brian's flops his brother on the bed. Unties his shoes.

STEPHEN
If you'd get out of ny fuckin' way.
| could take ny own goddamm shoes
of f...

He clearly can't. Brian slips them off.
STEPHEN

You're such a pain in the ass..
You' ve al ways been a pain in the

ass. ..
There's just a grimwall |anp above Stephen's face.
STEPHEN
Jesus, it's too damm bright in here..
Li ke a goddam spotlight... I'mgoin’
blind...

BRI AN



(touching light)
Thi s?

STEPHEN
Yeah... too bright..

Brian turns off the dimlight. Stephen's breathing deepens.
STEPHEN
They don't know. .. they don't know
what | hear in there..

Bri an tucks the bl anket around him

STEPHEN
... This boat could be okay, huh?..
Take it out weekends... Sean 'n ne..

St ephen's voice drifts off into sleep. Brian watches a nonent,
the rare | ook of peace on his brother's face, then | eaves.

EXT. FI RE ACADEMY - NI GHT

Dark and still. Brian, carrying a roll of hose, scales the
chain |ink.

EXT. FI RE ACADEMY - EXERCI SE GROUND - NI GAT

Is a practice stand-pipe. Brian counts down to hinself, then
rushes the stand-pipe, spinning off the cap with a hydrant

w ench and attaching the hose coupling. He does it again,
over and over.

EXT. FI RE ACADEMY - DAWN

The sky's gone pink and blue as Brian clinbs back over the
fence. Adcox, com ng out of a donut shop across the street,
sees him

DI SSCLVE TGO
EXT. STREET - CHI CKEN ACCI DENT - DAY

A truck has JACKKNI FED across the avenue and SPILLED its
contents -- several THOUSAND baby chicks. They're scurrying
everywhere as Brian's conpany tries to round themup. It's
hopel ess as the exhausted firenmen stuff handfuls of the
cheeping cargo into their turn-out coats. There's ghetto
kids all around, grabbing at the chicks, grabbing at the
fire engine.

STEPHEN
(at ki ds)
Hey! Knock it off!

Brian stops a beat. Rubs his eyes.
AXE

(sm | es)
Maybe you shoul d have gotten nore



sl eep last night.

Brian | ooks at him Does he mean what he thinks he nmeans?
Timis comng out of a small store across the street. He
hands a smal| bag of groceries to Adcox.

TIM
Thi s everything you want ed?

Everyone grows suddenly silent.
EXT. WDOW S HOUSE - DAY

A fireman's w thout even saying so, "Petzold" on the nail box,
Engi ne 17 parked out front. Brian's al one outside, cleaning
the diesel fuel off his arnms. Watching a small kid playing
with a toy fire truck in the drive.

I NT. WDOWS HOUSE

Timand Brian are | oading the groceries into the fridge.
Stephen and Gindle are fixing a | oose cabi net door as Adcox
sits caulking a faucet fitting at the kitchen table with a
young WOVAN.

VOVAN
(to Stephen)
Can | help you guys at all?

STEPHEN
Nah, we just about got it.
WOMAN
(noticing Adcox's
shirt)
Sally rmust be finally ironing your
shirts.
AXE
It's just new. Couple'a shifts and
it'll be as thrashed as the rest.

The sight of uniformis too nmuch for her. Her eyes cl oud.

WOVAN
I"msorry..

Adcox reaches out and |l ets her weep on his shoul der

AXE
It's okay...

WOVAN
I mss him.. | just niss him
y' know?. ..

EXT. WDOW S HOUSE - DAY

Adcox stands out at the fire engine snoking a cigarette,
lost in hinself, watching the little boy play with his toy



fire truck. Stephen's followed hi mout.

AXE
This job... This fuckin' job
sonetinmes... To buy it trying to go

the extra yard, man, that's one thing,
but to buy it just because there
wasn't any back-up... it's bullshit...

St ephen | eans down cl ose.

STEPHEN
Yeah, it's bullshit. So what? Fuck
Swayzak. Fuck 'emall. W don't go
into fires for them You know that.
Christ, you taught ne that.

A beat of understandi ng between them Stephen | ooks back at
t he house.

STEPHEN

You know Knowl ton pretty well?
AXE

Yeah. . .
STEPHEN

(beat)
Kind of an asshole, wasn't he?

Adcox can't help but snile.

AXE
Bi ggest in two battalions.

STEPHEN
(beat, sniles)
W' re gonna be okay, nan..
INT. FIRE STATION 17 - DAY

As Brian and Timscrub dowmn the fire engine, the rest of the
conpany lies sprawed in

THE STATI ON REC ROOM

Wat chi ng a weepy soap. Schm dt wal ks through and is snared
by the TV's glow. He hesitates. Shares the noment.

SCHM DT
Is she going to get the divorce?
SANTGCS
(sighs with honest
concern)
Hell if | know, man.

A | adder man, WASHI NGTON, wal ks in with a nmeno.

WASHI NGTON



Hey, Pengelly, you made the captain's
list!

Everybody cl asps Pengelly on the shoulder. "Way to go". "Al
right, man". Brian turns and sees Stephen out on the apparatus
floor, watching. Watches. Pengelly's younger than him

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - TRAI NI NG BUI LDl NG HOSE TOWER - DAY

An expanse of concrete |lying out back of the station. Built
in one corner is the concrete shell of a five story training
buil di ng, just wi de enough for a stairway and room on each

| evel . Twenty yards away, Brian, Tim and Adcox stand ready
beside a pile of coiled hose rolls.

STEPHEN
(1 ooki ng at wat ch)
Alright... Go!

Timpicks up a roll of hose, 50 pounds, throws it over his
shoul der and runs with Adcox to the foot of the building.
There's a fixed standpi pe that Adcox ties into as Ti mdrags
the other end inside and up a flight of stairs.

STEPHEN
Go!

Brian lifts another hose roll under his armand runs for the
bui I di ng.

STEPHEN
That isn't a football, probie. Get
it on your shoul der.

Brian runs up two flights to neet Timand connect his end.
Ti m heads down for another roll as Brian drags his up anot her
two flights. It's a bitch.

Sweati ng, he barrels back down the stairs, passing Timconing
up with another roll.

BRI AN
Havi ng fun, fireman?

Timflips himoff. Brian |laughs and sprints for another roll

STEPHEN
You' re not breaking any records,
Bri an.

Brian holds it under his armand takes off. Stephen grabs a
roll hinself, hoists it to his shoul der and runs al ongsi de.

STEPHEN
Your shoul der. Like this!

Brian lifts it to his shoul der.

STEPHEN
Cone on! Pick it up!



They come to the doorway. |nstead of stopping, Stephen follows
Brian in and runs al ongside up the stairs. Wthout a word
spoken it's become a race between them

Brian's face explodes in sweat. H's heart pounds as they go
up flight after flight. The hose rolls weigh a 100 pounds. A
thousand. Neck 'n neck all the way; grunting, their throats
burning, only one flight fromthe roof Stephen STUMBLES and
SCRAPES his | eg. Brian pauses. Stephen's already back on his
feet.

STEPHEN
Run, dam you

Bri an does, Stephen already gaining on him-- getting ready
to pass him-- when they burst gasping out onto the roof,
Brian the "wi nner" by a nose. Stephen drops his hose roll,
sticks his face into Brian's, -- And |laughs. Unsure, Brian
starts to join in. Stephen stops suddenly.

STEPHEN
Rol | the hose.

BRI AN
What, are you kidding? By nysel f?

Adcox and Tim down bel ow, have already di sappeared back
into the station.

STEPHEN
You heard ne.

We see now what Stephen apparently doesn't. He was scraped
badly, his pant leg torn and | eaking dark circles of bl ood.

BRI AN
What, is it the stairs? Christ, 'l
I et you win next tinme.

STEPHEN
(in Brian's face)

You got a problemw th drilling,
pr obi e?

BRI AN
No, Lt., | don't have a problemwth
drilling. But let's just have one
drill. Not one for the conpany and
one for ne.

STEPHEN

Rol | the hose.

St ephen turns and wal ks away. Brian stands there watching
himin blind fury, finally expl oding.

BRI AN
Goddamm you Stephen, |'m not gonna
quit. You hear ne!



An awkward beat between themthat's interrupted suddenly by
the station al arm kl axon. Stephen sniles.

STEPHEN
Well, thank God for fires...

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - HOSE TOWER - BELOW - DAY
Sequence onitted from original script.
CUTr 1O
EXT. LAKE SHORE MANSI ON - NI GHT
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
EXT. LAKE SHORE MANSI ON - NI GHT
Sequence onitted from original script.
I NT. LAKE SHORE MANSI ON - FRONT DOOR
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
CUT TO
EXT. TENEMENT BU LDI NG - DAY

Smoke and confusion. A MOTHER is scream ng hysterically at
St ephen as he junps down fromthe engine.

MOTHER
(grabbing his coat)
My baby! My baby's still up there!

BATTALI ON CHI EF
Hang on a sec, Stevie, we got a
hosel i ne conmi ng.

St ephen doesn't even pause and enters the building. Brian
hesitates a beat, then foll ows.

I NT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG - DAY

Where they bonb up a staircase just as a WALL OF FI RE LASHES
DOAN, KNOCKI NG them on their ass. Stephen junps to his feet
with an axe as Brian struggles to get up.

STEPHEN
Don't take that kind of shit from
it! Don't let it know you're scared!
Comre on!

Stephen, with just his axe, CHASES up the stairs at the fire,
HAMVERI NG at the flam ng boards. The fire retreats into
anot her room SLAMM NG the door shut behind it.

Brian struggles up the stairs. The two of them slide up on
either side of the closed door, Stephen cradling his axe



i ke a SWAT team shotgun. The door breathes in and out and
somet hi ng ani mal scratches and snarls on the other side.

Brian can feel the panic rising in his throat. That thing
behi nd the door, that slobbering, evil thing. It wants out.
It wants... him

STEPHEN
Ready?

BRI AN
Christ, Stephen, let's wait for the
hose team ..

STEPHEN
Listen to it, Brian... Junp when |
say... It won't get us.

St ephen HAMMERS the | ock with his axe and KI CKS the door
open. A WALL OF FLAME ROARS out past their cheeks, then
BACKWASHES i n.

STEPHEN
Now/

St ephen picks up the door, and using it as a shield CHARCGES
into the flames. Brian tries to follow but the fire WELLS

UP, cutting himoff. He hesitates. It's that goddamm fl ane
again, leering at him Daring him It BUCKS suddenly, DROPPI NG
Brian to his knee. He GROANS in pain.

-- And now Adcox and Grindle are comng up the stairs with a
hosel i ne WASHI NG DOM the room d ouds of furious steam bell ow
out and across the ceiling. Nobody could be alive in there.

Except Stephen. His entire outfit snol dering, he energes
fromthe clouds |ike a fucking god, carrying in one arma
gaspi ng chil d.

EXT. TENEMENT BUI LDI NG - AFTERVATH - DAY

Most of the firemen have gathered together for post-fire
coffee and stories. Brian sits off alone on the fire engine
bunper, apart fromthem Santos wal ks up

SANTCS
They think she's gonna live..

St ephen wal ks up. Sits down beside him

STEPHEN
You okay?

BRI AN
| waited... | would have fucking
wai t ed. .

STEPHEN

That's not what it's about, Brian.
The point is there was a kid in there.



And what if there'd been two? | went
in because that's what | do. It's ny
way. It's dad's way. It isn't
everybody' s way.

BRI AN
Dad's way? Were did he tell you
that? In a fucking seance?

STEPHEN
You said you wanted to know sonet hi ng,
Brian. What did you |l earn today?
(Brian doesn't answer)
What do you say, Brian, huh? Tinme to
nmove on?

Brian lingers only a nonent before standing.

BRI AN
You're right, Stephen... You wn..
You're the best, man..

Bri an hands Stephen his hel met and wal ks away.
I NT. SWAYZAK' S OFFI CE - DAY

There's only six like it in city hall, and this one has a
Vi ew.

SECRETARY' S VA CE
(on intercom
Brian McCaffrey on line two for
Jenni fer.

JENNI FER
"Il take it in ny office.

SWAYZAK
(turns to her and
sm | es)
Go get him

I NT. CORRI DOR/ CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Jenni fer cones out of Swayzak's office and wal ks down to her
own.

INT. JENNIFER S OFFI CE/ I NT. BRI AN S APARTMENT - DAY

-- It's atiny, bleak little rat hole. She picks up the
receiver. ..

JENNI FER
Bri an?

W see Brian in his apartnent.
BRI AN

I've been thinking about what you
said the other night... If the offer's



still on the table, I'd like to talk
about it.

JENNI FER
(beat)
...Ckay. I'Il arrange things wth
your assignment capt ain.
(beat)
Marty's a good man, Brian.

BRI AN
Yeah. ..

Brian hangs up. He stares at it a nonent, then SLAMS it
agai nst the wall.

Jennifer stares at the phone with sonething alnost |ike
sadness.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. BROANSTONE - DAY

St ephen drives past the burned-out brownstone that fried

Al an Seagrave. He parks in the alley behind, wal ks up the
bui |l di ng, and PULLS OFF a pl ywood sheet covering a bl own-out
wi ndow.

I NT. BROANSTONE - DAY

St ephen wal ks through the creepy, brutalized silence. Back
to where Ringal e had focused his investigation that night.
He searches the floor, the wall, |ooking for sonething..

EXT. ARSON HQ FI REHOUSE - DAY

A crunbling one in Chinatown. Brian checks the address on
his slip of paper. He stands there a beat, hating hinself.

I NT. FI RE STATI ON ARSON HQ

It's a regular station but for the rear that has been
converted into arson squad offices. As Brian approaches the
of fice door he can see Ringale sitting at his desk. Standing
nervously beside it is a fresh-faced, unifornmed PROBIE

SHADOW
(to probie)
...S0 stop me if | get this wong...
The fire's alnobst out... You're

upstairs on the unburned fl oor
checking for heat. You've been told
by your Battalion Chief, your Captain,
by ne, not to do anything up there
until ordered. But now the itch
starts, and all of a sudden cones

the G ory Boy Flash: Hey, |I'ma hero.
Heroes don't just stand around. So

on your own you decided to punch out
a wi ndow for ventilation. Was that



before or after you noticed you were
standing in a | ake of gasoline?

The kid is dying a thousand deaths of humiliation

SHADOW
You coul d've crispered half your
conpany with that little stunt, but
nmore inportantly you w ecked the
physi cal evidence | use to prove
it's arson. You've nmade ny day | onger
Probie. Go hone and think about that.

The kid shuffles off hang-dog. Ringale's angry gaze falls on
Bri an.

BRI AN
Uh, I'mBrian MCaffrey. Your new
assi stant.
SHADOW
Your Dennis' kid.
(beat)

I work al one.

And Ringale wal ks into his office, |eaving Brian narooned in
the doorway. Stepping behind a snall partition, Ringale
changes his shirt. Brian can just glinpse fromwhere he stands
a horrible burn that has consuned nost of Ringale's stomach

Ri ngal e catches the | ook

SHADOW
Are you still here?
BRI AN
Get used to ne, Inspector. |'m not

goi ng anywher e.

SHADOW
Then go find a corner. | don't want

you in nmy way.

BRI AN
I think we should get sonething
straight here. | was assigned to

this office by the city.

SHADOW

Look, | knew your father, he had a
hel l uva reputation on this job. But
that don't nean you get any sl ack
Swayzak sends you down here, okay,
gotta eat you, that's the rules and
I got nothing to say about that. But
Swayzak or no, you live with ne.
Step out of line, and | don't care
who knows you, |'ll swing the hamer

(beat)
You think you're the first?



Ri ngal e gl ances at his watch, puts on his coat, and picks up
a smal | paper bag.

BRI AN
Where are you goi ng?

SHADOW
Pest control

CUT TGO
I NT. MAX SECURITY PRI SON - DAY

And the face of RONALD, an unrenarkable man in his 40s.

Unremar kabl e but for |aser eyes and two heavily bandaged

hands. Go wide and find himsitting in an institutional chair --
handcuffed, actually -- in an institutional hall. A uniforned
guard stands nearby as Brian and Ringal e cone down the

corridor. Ronald smles upon seeing Rinpale.

RONALD
Shadow.

SHADOW
How ya doin', Ronald. Staying
confortabl e?

RONALD
Didn't think you' d make it.
SHADOW
Wul dn't miss this for the world,
pal .
RONALD
(1 ooki ng at Brian)
Who' s this?
SHADOW
He works for ne.
RONALD
Is he a fireman?
(sniles)

I like firenen.

SHADOW
You |ike everybody, Ronal d.

Ronal d's eyes pick up Brian's name on his prison |ID badge.

RONALD
Brian McCaffrey. ..
(eyes light up happily)
Oh this is really a treat. Brian
McCaffrey. Lost a dad to the ani nal
huh?

BRI AN
(heating up)



Hey, do | know you?

SHADOW
You don't know him
RONALD
I know you.
BRI AN
(to Ronal d)
What the hell are you tal king about

ny--
Ri ngal e silences Brian with a threateni ng hand.

SHADOW
Knock it off. Now

RONALD
Tell hi mabout ne, Shadow?

SHADOW
Ronal d here |likes tel ephones. Used
to tape wooden nmatches to the bel
striker and wap it in cotton. Came
up with a whole little thing there
didn't you Ronal d? When you got bored
what did you do? You just started

making calls... nostly day care
centers and retirenment hones, wasn't
it?

RONALD

Did he tell you howwe finally net?

SHADOW
Nobody cares, Ronal d.

RONALD
Oh, but it's a good story, Shadow.
You' re depriving our fanbus young
friend here..

VO CE | N CORRI DOR
Ckay... Ronal d Bow and. .

The cop helps Ronald to his feet and all four are marching
down the hall.

RONALD
It was on State Street, right?..
Just your basic warehouse torch for
the owner. Cakewal k. But the animal...

turned on me... 'd Shadow here, he
shows up -- whol e place is going
like hell -- ny hair, nmy hands..

could ve just let the aninal take me --
but Shadow, he's a good camper, so

he tries to pull 'ol Ronald out.

GQuess he didn't notice the tub of



phosphorous next to ne..

(sniles)
Notice you're still a little shy
about rolling your sleeves up, Shadow.
Show hi m your stomach yet?

I'NT. PRI SON - | NTERVI EW ROOM - DAY

Ronald in the hot seat before a parole board, R ngale and
Brian on the sidelines.

MAN
...Al right, the parole board has
received M. Bowl and's fitness report,
his | D-44, endorsenent fromhis
section warden... Dr. Norris?

WOMAN PSYCHI ATRI ST
As supervising psychiatrist | would
describe M. Bow and's progress as
remar kabl e. Taking into account his
disability and the six years already

served, | reconmend parol e.

VAN
M. Bow and, do you regret your
crimes?

RONALD
Yes. | understand now the pain
caused.

VAN

If released, will you conmmit these
crimes again?

RONALD
I won't.
VAN
Do you consider yourself ready for
soci ety?
RONALD
Yes.

The parol e board shuffles their papers. It's a done deal
Ri ngal e suddenly stands and approaches Ronal d.

SHADOW

Sure Ronal d? You're ready alright.
RONALD

Absol ut el y.
MAN

(surprised)
Excuse me, M. Ringale

SHADOW



Excuse ne.
(to Ronal d)
VWhat do you do with little girls?

A tortured | ook conmes over Ronald's face. He's hol di ng back.
From t he paper bag, Ringale suddenly tosses a burned baby
doll in his |ap.

SHADOW
What do you do with them Ronal d?
Huh?

Ringale then lights a cigarette lighter in Ronald s face.

RONALD
(sm | es)
-- Burn them

SHADOW
And ol d | adi es?

RONALD
-- Burn them

SHADOW
And the world -- the whole world.

RONALD
(sniles)
-- Burn it all.

The parol e board stares, stunned. Ri ngal e stands.

SHADOW
See ya next year, Ronald. Gotta go.

EXT. THEATRE BUI LDI NG - DAY

A pre-war theatre closed with a sign: UNDER RENOVATI ON - -
OPENI NG XMAS 1991. DAVI D BENTON, md-forties, clinbs out of
his car and wal ks to the entrance with sone rolled-up

bl ueprints.

I NT. THEATRE BUI LDI NG - DAY

Benton wal ks through the vast theatre and up to a beautiful
Art Noveau office door: DAVID BENTON, PRI VATE. He goes to
insert his key. Drops it. As he reaches down, we see a tiny
wi sp of smoke SUCK back under the door. Benton sniffs, as if
he snells sonmething, then shrugs and inserts his key. It'd
have been a good story if he'd lived | onger.

The nonent he pushes the door open It EXPLODES OQUTWARD in a
ROARI NG FI REBALL.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THEATRE BUI LDI NG - SUNDOWN

Later and engi ne conpani es have al ready knocked down the



building fire as Brian clinbs out of Ringale' s red sedan

SHADOW
(opens trunk)
Hey kid, c'nmere -- At |east nake

your sel f usef ul

He starts handi ng Brian handfuls of equipnent cases. Loaded
down, Brian follows Ringale into the building

I NT. THEATRE BUI LDI NG

Fire crews are at work in here, including Engine 17 at the
other end of the theatre. Brian's surprised to see them his
eyes locking briefly with Stephen's. An ENG NE COVPANY LT.
wal ks up to Ringal e.

ENG NE LT
We were lucky with this one. Could' ve
taken out the whole conpl ex, but the
expl osi on bl ew out nost of the flane.
CGood for us.
(1 ooks to body)
-- Not so good for him

"Hm is our previous owner, David Benton, just his hands
and a | eg showi ng from under the coll apsed door. Ringale
crouches beside it.

SHADOW
Turn this over.

Bri an does. The corpse's keys are still in the lock. So's
Benton. Bl own with such force he seens fused with the door.
On the door's edge Ringale notices a snall patch of nelted,
sticky goo. Wth his penknife he scrapes a sanple and seal s
it in a glass vial, stands, and wal ks into the office.

I NT. THEATRE OFFI CE

BRI AN
What do you want ne to do with --

Ri ngal e, now inside, silences himw th an outstretched arm

SHADOW
-- Shhh.

BRI AN
(after a beat)
What are you listening to?

Ri ngal e doesn't answer. His eyes drift over the scorched
wal | s as he speaks softly to them

SHADOW
You sneaky little son of a bitch..
H de and seek... Come on, tell ne

what | want to know. ..



He scratches at sone soot. Smiles and lifts a snmall hand
recorder.

SHADOW
(business-like into
recor der)

Heavy snpke stains observed in entry
room Demarkation line high. Fire
never got hot enough here to cook
soot off. It started somewhere el se..
(wal ks down hal I')
Less soot here. Myre heat.
(they enter back room
And very little soot here
(to Brian)
Get that couch out of the way.

Brian pulls it aside. The lower third of the wall is
conpl etely untouched by soot.

SHADOW
(to hinself)
So you were happy here. Warm and
cozy and in no hurry..
(into recorder)

Soot high, clean unburned wall | ow,
i ndi cates slow burn in thernma
bal ance.
(to Brian)
Find ne sone gl ass.
BRI AN
d ass?
SHADOW
Do we have a | anguage barrier here?
d ass.
There's some on the sill of a blown wi ndow. Brian hands a

shard to Ringale, who turns it over in his palm

SHADOW

(into recorder)
G ass found in ignition roomis in
smal |, thin pieces, indicating
expl osion. Lack of discoloration
i ndi cates a |ong, slow burn. Expl osion
nmust of come after a slow burn.

(shuts recorder off)
You little tease... What were you up
to you little bastard, huh? Wat
made you that mad?

(then, an idea)
O scared.

(switches on recorder)
It started in this room Took its

time, hung out... but the air ran
out. It couldn't breathe. So it was
snuffed. But it wasn't dead... stil

all that trapped heat, lying | ow



wai ting for some sucker to open the
door and give it that one gulp of
air...

BRI AN
-- Anot her backdraft.

Ringale turns to the wall, a section where the plaster is
severely damaged. He probes with a penknife.

SHADOW
Fi ni sh coat burned away... Severe
spawl i ng of rough coat. .

Ringal e foll ows the damaged wall down -- down -- to a nelted
wal | socket.

SHADOW
That's our ignition point. Dig it
out. Carefully.

Brian chops it out fromthe wall. Ringale crouches down,
peel s back the nelted faceplate and exanines the wires. The
copper tip is severely nelted. Ringale sniffs the plug.

SHADOW

(into recorder)
Tenperature in this roomwas about
2000 degrees, but copper wire in
outlet is nmelted, which requires
5000 degrees. An accidental short in
the plug could of created a spark of
7000 degrees, hot enough to nmelt the
wire and start a fire.

BRI AN
No it couldn't.

Ri ngal e shuts off the recorder. Stares down Brian

BRI AN
I mean you'd be right -- with norma
wire. But that's gauge ten in that
plug -- industrial stuff. Who knows

why they put it in here -- but it

won't melt at less than 12, 000

degrees. And no natural spark short

of lightning gets that hot.
(Ringal e just stares)

In another life I was in high-end

el ectronics.

Ri ngal e opens a plastic bag and puts the plug inside.

SHADOW
(into recorder)
Have outl et anal yzed for any traces
of flammabl e accel erants.

Ri ngal e stands and wal ks out.



BRI AN
Don't mention it.

I NT. THEATRE BUI LDI NG - N GHT

Brian follows R ngale down fromthe office into the vast
theatre. Walls hiss and spit. Brian's surprised to see his
forner engine mates there, tronping and crunching their way
t hrough broken glass, their flashlights |ike dancing
fireflies. Tim passes by.

BRI AN
Hey, Tim

Everybody turns at the voice and the air suddenly chills.

TIM
(distant)
Bri an.
SHADOW
(to Brian)

Check the wall for burn patterns.

And Ringale's off to another room Brian turns and | ooks at
the wall. It's endl ess.

BRI AN
(to Tim

So, you surviving w thout nme?

TIM
There's no repl acenent 'cause of
your boss' cuts, if that's what you
mean. |f soneone el se goes out on an
infjury we're really screwed.

BRI AN
Swayzak's not mnmy boss.

Silence. Brian |ooks over the wall. A dirty puddl e separates
himfromit.

CGRI NDLE
(to Brian)
Qoooh, like the tie. Love the tie.

BRI AN
Gindle, scrape down that wall for
me, huh? | would nyself, but the tie
‘nall, y'"know...

Gindl e stares at hima beat, then wordlessly steps into the
muck and pulls free a section of wall, dropping it on the
ground in front of Brian. Santos and Grindle | ook at each

ot her.

SANTCS
Uh, Brian, if you're lookin' for



snmoke patterns, there's sone good
ones over here.

BRI AN
Yeah? Were?

GRI NDLE
(as Brian wal ks over)
Little to the right... further..
further... R ght behind there. Hey,
coul d you hand ne that pike pole?

There's a pi ke pole | eaning against the wall. Brian pulls it
asi de. SPLASH -- The pol e had been supporting a small, sagging
pi ece of ceiling that instantly collapses, dunping twenty

gall ons of murky, putrid black water all over Brian's civvys.
Nobody | aughs.

GRI NDLE
Sorry, maybe that wasn't it after
all.

St ephen appears around the corner. Sees what's happened.

STEPHEN
That's just about enough, guys, okay?

SCHM DT
See ya around, Brian.

They | eave. Brian stands there, humliated.

AXE

(to Brian)
What the hell's the matter with you
huh? You're steppin' in the shit
again. You could' ve done it. You
don't want this.

(the suit 'n tie)
Wake up, Kid.

Brian burns with shane and anger as Adcox wal ks away. Stephen
hands Brian a towel.

STEPHEN
Here. Dry yourself off.

Brian snatches it fromhim d ares at his brother

STEPHEN
Look, you are sorta maki ng yourself
fair gane.

BRI AN

Thanks for the insight.

STEPHEN
Brian, | ook --

BRI AN



Just | eave ne al one, okay?
Bri an wal ks away. Stephen calls after him

STEPHEN
Hey, Bri... R ngale's okay. | don't
get half the shit he's tal ki ng about,
but then everybody says the sane
thing about nme. Who the hell knows?

I NT. HELEN S HOUSE - DAY

Hel en, Stephen's ex-wife, is sitting at her kitchen when she
| ooks up suddenly at a strange sound coning fromthe roof.

EXT. HELEN S HOUSE - ROOF - DAY

On the short, sloping roof, Stephen stands hamering a shingle
back into place. Helen sticks her head out the dormer w ndow.

HELEN
St ephen, what are you doi ng here?

STEPHEN
Fi xi ng ny roof.

HELEN
It's not your roof anynore.

He stops and tosses the hanmer aside. Looks at his watch.

STEPHEN
Where's Sean?

HELEN
He's got piano | essons.

STEPHEN
Oh yeah? How s he doi ng?

HELEN
He's going to be a fireman

STEPHEN
G ve up, babe. You can't fight it.
Believe ne, ny nomtried...

HELEN
(beat)
St ephen, you gotta stop just show ng
up on the roof like this.

STEPHEN
| just wanted to, | don't know, not
exactly apol ogi ze for the other night --
especially since | don't renenber
much of it --

HELEN
-- You renenber.



STEPHEN
Yeah... | just thought | should say,
I don't know, sonething.

HELEN
The great conmuni cator.

STEPHEN
Sorry | hit Jackson.

HELEN
He deserved it. He was born deserving
it.

STEPHEN
He treats you okay?

HELEN
kay.

STEPHEN

| treated you better.

HELEN
You treated ne |like shit.

But she smles

HELEN
You want sone coffee?

STEPHEN
Cof fee? Nah, | gotta go.

HELEN
What's wrong, Stephen?
(1 ooks at her)
C non, you only beat up the roof
when sonet hing's on your mind
(beat)
How s Brian doi ng?

STEPHEN
He's out.

HELEN
I know he's out, but how s he doi ng?

STEPHEN
Y know, | treated himbetter than
any other probie | ever had. He
probably hates ny guts, but | did
the best thing for him | rmade him
finally look in the mirror.

HELEN
Ah Stephen, that's what this is really
about, isn't it? You always have to
be right.



STEPHEN
Hey, I"'mthe first one to admit when

I m wrong.
HELEN
Yeah? When was the last tinme?
STEPHEN
In a fire? Never.
(beat)
Look, I'mhis brother. | care about

him y'know? He was going to get
hinself killed. Maybe not today,
maybe not in a year, but it would' ve
happened. And | couldn't -- | just
couldn't...

HELEN
You can't keep being his father..

St ephen sighs deeply.

STEPHEN
You know what | realized today?
can't renmenber nmy dad's face anynore
There's pictures of himstaring at
me everywhere | go, but the guy behind
them .. he's gone..

He sighs and hops down fromthe roof to the driveway.

STEPHEN
I"ll see ya around, Helen

She watches himas he wal ks |onely up the street.
INT. CTY MORGUE - DAY

A Lab Tech, RICCO |I|eads Brian and Ringal e through the autopsy

area till they cone on two corpses |ying side by side covered
in plastic.
Rl CCO
kay, Al an Seagrave and Donal d
Cosgrove. ..

If you say so. Brian's stonach does a hal f-gainer as he's
confronted by two hideously charred bodies.

Rl CCO
...Both deaths due to cl ose encounters
with stationary objects; office door
for M. Cosgrove, '89 Porsche for
M. Seagrave. No non-rel evant traunas.
No significant blood toxicol ogy.
Attitude of both trajectories
consi stent with expl osions.

Brian is discreetly avoiding his gaze, whistling quietly to



hi nsel f as he | ooks over specinen jars on a shelf.

Rl CCO
They ran the residue you scraped
fromboth crispers' front doors
It's a conbination of plunber's putty
and rayophene gum Burns al nost
conpl etely away when you light it.

SHADOW
Putty? On both doors?

RI CCO
There's sonet hing el se ki nda
interesting..

Ricco lifts Benton's charred shoul der. Underneath we see
sonme of his clothes that have nelted and co-nmingled with his
fl esh.

Rl CCO
See this?

A credit card has been fried right into Cosgrove's skin about
where his back pocket shoul d have been.

RI CCO
Guess he didn't | eave honme wit hout
it.

Ri cco erupts in a honking | augh, then switches instantly
back to a business tone.

Rl CCO
Anyway, down here, take a | ook..
SHADOW
McCaffrey, hold this for us.
BRI AN
Unh, | don't think that's in ny
contract. ..
SHADOW
| just re-wote your contract.
C nere. ..

Wth supreme reluctance Brian pulls the crisper's head and
shoul der away fromthe table.

Rl CCO
Jesus Christ, he isn't gonna try to
sell you insurance, lift him

Brian gathers the torso up and hoi sts hi m hi gher.

Rl CCO

(to Ringale)
See that patch of shirt? W wondered
about the discoloration so he ran a



spectro. On a lucky shot we picked
up some traces of Trychtichol orate.
Nobody around here had ever heard of
it.

SHADOW
Trychticholorate? Alright, it's an
absorption catalyst in toxic waste
accidents. It's pretty rare, they
stopped making it a couple'a years
ago.

Rl CCO
Probably got in Cosgrove's clothes
in a gas state fromthe fire.

SHADOW
What the hell was it doing in the
fire?

Rl CCO

That's your job.

At that instant, Cosgrove's eyes OPEN and his body SIGHS
Bri an DROPS the body in shock and backs away, stunned.

SHADOW
| asked you to hold him not fee
hi m up. .

INT. RIMGALE' S CAR - DAY

Ringale's FD sedan. Brian is still winging i magi nary guts
off his hands. Ri ngal e tosses an open fire chembook in his
| ap.

SHADOW
Read.

BRI AN
"Trychtichlorate is a binary
structured --"

SHADOW
-- G to the bottom Under heat
properties.

BRI AN
"During heat episodes of 2000 Kel vin
or higher, Trych breaks down and
di ssipates. WII consune magnesi uni'.

SHADOW

Ever burned nagnesiun? It's so hot
it takes water nol ecul es and BAMM

Ri ngal e CLAPS hi s hands next to Brian's head, STARTLING him

SHADOW
Son of a bitch tears 'emapart just



to eat the oxygen. Wuldn't take
much at all to nelt ten gauge wire
Probl em s burnt nagnesium | eaves a

powder trace -- unless you could
find sonething that would eat its
resi due.

BRI AN

Trychtichol orate. Then Swayzak can
announce Seagrave was a nurder.

Ri ngal e | ooks at Brian. He's getting tired of this.

SHADOW
Look, it isn't proof, okay? Soneone
may have put the chemical in the
outlet, but we found it as a vapor
in Cosgrove's cl ot hes.

BRI AN
And the putty around the door?

SHADOW
Even if it was used to seal the air
of f, that doesn't explain why soneone
would go to the trouble of a
backdraft. A gun's a helluva | ot
easi er

BRI AN
But the right guess on this is arson

SHADOW
| don't guess.

BRI AN
Sone peopl e say you don't do much of
anyt hing when it comes to this case

SHADOW
| don't work for them either

I NT. ARSON HQ - DAY

Brian's sitting at a desk. He's finishing up a huge paper
clip Tyrannosaurus. The phone RI NGS

BRI AN
Arson.

JENNI FER
Strai ghtest answer your departnent's
given ne all week.

W see Jennifer's calling fromher office, she's busy signing
papers brought to her and okayi ng canpai gn posters as she
tal ks.

BRI AN
Hey.



JENNI FER
How s it goi ng?

BRI AN
Boss and | are up to about three
wor ds an hour.

JENNI FER
(to secretary)
Geen committed to a thousand.
(to Brian)
There' s anot her fund-raising party
tonight. Marty'd really like you to
corme.

BRI AN
I don't know, |I'm kinda swanped here.

He tosses a paper airplane.

JENNI FER
| could use a date.

BRI AN
Yeah? Well, maybe | can fit it in...

R MGALE' S VO CE
McCaf frey! Cone here!

BRI AN
(into phone)
Call ya back.
Bri an hangs up quickly and wal ks back into
I NT. ARSON HQ - ANOTHER ROOM - DAY
Ri ngal e' s there, crouched excitedly beside a trash can that's

lid s been sealed closed. He tanps a piece of putty on the
rimand backs away.

SHADOW
Take the top off. Go ahead. Take it
of f.
Brian wal ks over and RIPS OFF the Iid. -- Instantly a tongue

of flanme SHOOTS straight up past his head and BLOAS out.

BRI AN
Jesus!

Ringale's grinning like a little kid.

SHADOW
That's it! Onh, that son of a bitch,
he's different, goddamm it! You see
what this tells us, huh? Qur killer
doesn't |ove firel



BRI AN
What ?

SHADOW

(pulls out file)
| got it after we talked to Ronald.
Torches. Want to fry the whol e goddamm
world. But the fires that killed
those guys never really burned up
much. -- The burns were all |it in
outl ets surrounded by doubl e
firebreaks in the walls. And he nade
hi s burns backdrafts.

([p. 78])

BRI AN
But he killed these guys.

SHADOW
But he could have killed everybody
there. The firebreaks kept it from
spreading in the wall. The backdraft
blew out the flame. That's it. That's
the reason.

BRI AN
What reason?

SHADOW
Why backdrafts. \Whoever fried Seagrave
and Cosgrove went to a helluva | ot
of trouble to nake sure they died by
fire, but also nmade sure the fire
blew itself out.

BRI AN
That's why the seal ant on the doors..
So what have we got, a torch with a
consci ence?

SHADOW
No, we have a stone killer trying to
make a point.

BRI AN
Are you going public with this?

SHADOW
No. Do that and | guarantee you'l
scare himoff. | don't want him
runni ng away.

EXT. PARTY BOAT - N GHT

A Latin band cuts | oose as beautiful people mill about against
a beautiful Chicago skyline. An AIR HORN bl ows, and suddenly

the skyline is MOVING W're on a huge,

EXT. PARTY BQOAT - N GHT

private party boat.



Brian's | eaning on the boat railing watching the passing
parade of rich and beautiful. Across the sea of chanpagne
and brie, he spots Jennifer talking with her boss, Swayzak.
He has his hand on her back

Jennifer spots Brian. She smle, detaches herself and wal ks
over.

JENNI FER
Hi .
BRI AN
(eyes on Swayzak)
Hey. .
(beat)
So are you dating your boss or what?
JENNI FER
If you weren't at |east the 300th
person to ask me that, |'d probably

be pi ssed.

(beat, sighs)
Boy, you sure knowit's a man's world
soneti nes. ..

BRI AN
Sorry.
(beat)
Are you dating anyone?

JENNI FER
You think that's really any of your
busi ness?

BRI AN
Well, you did invite ne here.

JENNI FER
Marty did.
(beat, smniles)
But | wanted you to come to.

Swayzak suddenly appears with his entourage.

SVAYZAK
M. MCaffrey...

BRI AN
Ni ce boat.

SVWAYZAK

It isn't mne.
(to phot ographer)
Let's get a picture.

Swayzak swi ngs around and puts his armcheesily around Brian's
shoul der. Another staffer slaps a SWAYZAK FOR MAYCR sti cker

to Brian's lapel. Jennifer rolls her eyes to Brian. I'm
sorry... Snap.



SWAYZAK
(seei ng soneone el se)
Larry!
(sotto to Jennifer)
What does he do agai n?

Swayzak | eads her off in pursuit. Left alone, Brian turns to
the railing, stares off at the passing city. You can hear
the wi nd-up of a siren.

And there it is now, an engi ne conpany zooni ng al ong Wacker
Drive. Sonething digs and kicks inside of Brian as he wat ches
it di sappear.

JENNI FER
How s the job going?

She' s appeared again beside him

BRI AN
kay.

JENNI FER
Boy, Ringale's as slow as a snail,
isn't he?

BRI AN

No, he's nore of a dinosaur. Quy's
not a dummy, though. He's juggling
alot of balls on this one.

JENNI FER
Yeah, but it doesn't take Al bert
Ei nstein just to figure out if these
guys were killed by accidents or
not .

BRI AN

Jesus, give hima break. There isn't
enough proof yet to go public. Sure,
we found sonme chemnmical shit we think
somebody dunped in the plugs to torch
"em and we've naybe figured out why
backdrafts, but you can't rush this
stuff. Not "till it's Iocked.

JENNI FER
But Ringal e's probably going to cone
around to arson.

BRI AN
In a dinosaur kinda way, yeah

BAVM

Both of them |l ook up sharply. A wonan drunk out of her nind
has tipped over in her chair. She | aughs, her fellow

tabl emat es | augh, everybody | aughs. Jennifer takes Brian by
the armin the opposite direction and smiles.



JENNI FER
Save ne.

EXT. PARTY BQAT - NI GHT

The band's conpletely cut | oose now A wld percussion rhythm
that has everyone on their feet dancing |ike nadnen. Brian
and Jenni fer stonp and sweat and shake and gi ggl e through
hair crazily askew. The | akeshore is tw nkling and wonderfu
as it slips past. The drums beat faster and harder and the
only thing that isn't noving nowis their eyes -- eyes |ocked
on each ot her.

EXT. ARSON HQ - N GHT

Sweaty, flushed with the evening and a few drinks, Brian and
Jennifer pull up in her car

BRI AN
Thanks for the invite.

JENNI FER
Got anything to drink in there?

BRI AN
Oh, there night be sonething stashed
away for energencies

I NT. ARSON HQ FI RE STATI ON

The regul ar engi ne conpany's gone to bed and the arson squad's
packed in for the night, |eaving the apparatus floor quiet
and dimas Brian and Jennifer enter

Brian | eads her back past the engine and arson sedan to the
rear where Ringale has his offices. As they walk Jennifer's
eyes drift up to the old scul pted parapets, the press-tin
ceiling.

BRI AN
This is one of the oldest fire
stations in the city. Lotta tradition
| ocked up in here. Wiat do you think?

JENNI FER
Honey.

BRI AN
See that trap door up there? That
used to lead to the hay | oft when
they had horse-drawn engines. It was
pretty different then... but kinda
the sanme, y'know?

JENNI FER
Do you miss it?
(he doesn't answer)
You seem | i ke you do.

BRI AN



When | cane

back, | knew nore than

anything else that | wanted to be a

fireman.

JENNI FER

Then why did you quit?

| wanted to

BRI AN
be a good one.

I NT. ARSON HQ - BACK OFFI CES

They wal k into the back arson offices. Brian pokes through a
few drawers, one or two shelves. Finally he lifts a squat,
specialized fire extinguisher. The bottom has been hol | owed

out, |eaving roomfor

a fifth of bourbon.

BRI AN

ad firehouse trick

He pours her a gl ass.
turns, brushes past hi

Jenni fer takes a generous sip of her's,
m and br eat hes,

JENNI FER

So show ne your fire truck

I NT. ARSON HQ - APPARATUS FLOOR

Brian escorts Jennifer along the side of the behenoth.

BRI AN

Wel |, our specinen here is your basic
standard i ssue piece of primary

suppressi on
t he punpi ng
the rate of
the hose.

Uh huh

Brian lifts a narrow,

This is a si

equi pnent. This area is
panel , which controls
liquid insertion into

JENNI FER

tapered strai ght-bore nozzle.

BRI AN
X inch playpipe, cast

bronze to keep it firmduring hard

flows.
(pi cks
item

This is our

up anot her

pi pe extender, used in

forward | ays. .

(rmoves
This is our
adj ustabl e i
(comes
t runk)
...And this

on)

hard suction line... Qur
nsertion nozzle..

around back of

is the hose bed.

Beat. The air cracks between them And is brushed aside. In

an instant they're all

over each other. Tangled lips and



gul ping breaths. Jennifer abruptly breaks it off

-- And | ooks m schievously up at the hose bed, with its |ong
curling rolls of soft cotton

Brian doesn't remenber this precise scenario being discussed
at the acadeny, but he inprovises admrably, popping up onto
the hose bed and offering a gentlemanly hand to Jennifer. As
they tunble into the soft folds

CUT TO
EXT. HGHRISE - N GHT

Engine 17 roars up, lights flashing, to a high-rise. As the
crew junps down Timtrips and falls flat on his face.

GRI NDLE
Jesus Tim if you're going to kil
yourself at least wait till the fire,

it's better P.R
I NT. ARSON HQ - HOSE BED - N GHT
Jenni fer unbuttons Brian's shirt.

JENNI FER
Tell me about the playpi pe again..

She pulls the shirt off his shoul der as we
CUT TO
INT. HGH+ RISE - LOBBY - N GHT

Engi ne 17 walking up to a frazzled security guard in the
| obby.

STEPHEN
VWiere is it?

SECURI TY GUARD
Don't know. There's al arns going off
on three different floors.

STEPHEN
Wonder f ul .

They clinb into the el evator.
INT. HCGH R SE - ELEVATOR - N GHT

It's cranped on the way up with the bul ky coats, hel nets,
hose rolls, and the tangi bl e nervousness that always goes
with this kind of fire. The el evator Misak plays 101 Strings
version of "Tie A Yellow Ri bbon 'Round The A d Cak Tree"

TIM
How do we know i f the floor's going
to be on fire?



STEPHEN
If the doors open and it's hot, don't
get out.

I NT. ARSON HQ - HOSE BED
Brian pulls off Jennifer's stockings. As she kicks it away..
INT. HGH RI SE - UPPER FLOOR - N GHT

The el evator stops. DING The door opens. No how ing bl aze,
not even any noi se, but enough hangi ng snoke that you can't
see your hand in front of your face.

They fan out gingerly onto the floor, looking for the fire.
H de and seek in a white fog bank. Everybody stops and
listens. Slowy, carefully, they feel their way through the
haze.

STEPHEN
It's here.

On cue sonet hing snakes past behind the walls, whispers and
whi nes and shivers up and over themand then is silent.
Gindle attaches a hoseline to the building standpipe

GRI NDLE
These high-rise gigs give nme the
creeps.

AXE

Let's wait for a back-up, Stephen
We're early on this one, it hasn't
even broke out yet. We're one short
as it is with Brian gone.

But Stephen's on the hunt now Cbsessed.

STEPHEN
Want to | earn sonething?

TIM
Yes sir!

St ephen and Timtake the lead, their axes gripped like
shotguns. Grindle backs themup with a charged hoseli ne.

STEPHEN
Adcox, go with Pengelly and check
the other side.

AXE
It isn't safe, man. Don't go splittin'
us up. Not with this one.

STEPHEN
-- What the hell's the matter with
you? You al ways check the other side.
I haven't got time for bullshit right



now, okay? We got a job here.

AXE

Let me take the | ead, Stephen..
STEPHEN

Goddamm it Adcox! Just do your fucking

j ob!

Adcox folds. Wth a stricken |Iook on his face he takes his
crew down the other way. Stephen and Timslowy feel their
way.

CRACK

Everybody SPINS around in terror. Nothing. Sonething inhuman
gi ggl es down ahead of them Stephen smiles.

STEPHEN
(like a mantra)
Oh, you're so very sly, but so am
...

(to Tim
...Listento it... you can tell when
a wall cracks which way it's gonna
junp... you can hear the doors breathe

if they're hot..
Ti m | ooks confused. He doesn't get it.
They come to a side door. Stephen runs his hand down the
jam feels for heat. Then he steps back, takes a deep breath,
and CRASHES t he door down with one AXE BLOW Quiet inside.
I NT. ARSON HQ - HOSE BED - N GHT
Brian and Jennifer are into the rhythm now, breathing deeply.
On the wall above them are framed photos of dead firenen
Wat chi ng.
INT. H GH R SE - SECOND DOORWAY - NI GHT

St ephen concentrates on the sound of the fire above him --
then abruptly turns and CRASHES down anot her door

I NT. ARSON HQ - ALARM KLAXON GOES OFF - N GHT

Brian and Jennifer lie in a tight enbrace, enjoying the
monent, the lull, as suddenly the Iights SNAP ON and an al arm
kl axon BELLOA5. Firenen are com ng down the pol e now.

JENNI FER
What's goi ng on?

They frantically clinb into their clothes. The firenen haven't
noticed themas they clinb aboard. They've STARTED THE ENG NE

JENNI FER
What are they doi ng?



EXT. ARSON HQ - STREETS - N GHT

And before either of themrealizes it, they're suddenly
pulling out into the street and WAI LI NG of f down the bl ock
The wind's wild in their hair, the siren deafening, the
flashing red lights blinding staccato, And Jennifer |oves
it. She kisses Brian fiercely, he lets out a war whoop | ost
in the blast of air, and together they hold each other as
the night screanms past and..

EXT. HG+ R SE - N GHT

Engine 17 pulls up into the parking lot of the high-rise
fire. Firemen | eap out of the cab and rush around behind to
pul | off lengths of hose fromthe bed. As the folds curl
away the fireman is stunned to see a wonman's stocking cone
out with it.

Wth equal shock he | ooks up and watches as a di shevel ed and
grinning Brian and Jennifer clinb calmy down out of the
bed.

BRI AN
Excuse us.

INT. HGH+RISE - TIMS DOOR - N GHT

St ephen and Timcreep along the hall.

STEPHEN
(to Tim
Lotta snoke, but it isn't rolling..
that nmeans it's hiding... staying
sl eepy... one of these doors..
Tims conme to one
STEPHEN
(to hinself)
Easy... no hurry... you're not going

anywhere. ..

St ephen BANGS down anot her door. Sticks his head in to check
A little woodpecker toy dips up and down in a glass of water

Timreadies his axe before his door, gathers his courage as
St ephen conmes out of the room he was checking. Sees Tim
lifting his axe.

STEPHEN
Did you check the door for heat,
Ti n?
Ti m doesn't hear. The axe is already up

STEPHEN
Ti n?

Tims commtted now, comng hard at the door. And Stephen
sees it for just an instant -- Small tendrils of snoke edgi ng



lazily around the door -- then being sucked back in.

STEPHEN
Tim

He rushes for Timas Tims axe SMACKS the door and a whi ne
behind it builds and roars and hows and Tinms all follow
through now, hitting the door with his shoul der as

The door EXPLODES OUTWARD, HURLI NG Tl M agai nst the opposite
wal |l and for an instant he's okay but he freezes in terror

as A SHRI EKI NG TONGUE OF FLAME SHOOTS OUT THE DOORWAY and
Gindle shouts in horror and opens his hose line as the flanes
wap Timlike a jealous |over as Adcox hears it and screans,

AXE
Ch God! Oh God no!

And Tim s scream ng now too, because his helnmet, his nask,
his face, it's all nmelting and Gindle dives suicidally at
the monster, BLASTING it with his hose as Stephen ignores
the flames and puts his arnms around Timas Gindl e DOUSES
them both, killing the flanes.

The nonster rolls wounded back into the room into the air
shafts as Ti m whi npers incoherently, sliding dowmn the wal

as Stephen tries to help but oh God you can't tell what's
face and what's nmask and hel net anynore.

Gindl e | ooks back where the fire cane from There's a corpse
in there, burned and |ying between two doors.

Adcox rushes to Tim s side sobbing and it's the end, the end
of the goddamm worl d..

EXT. HG+ RISE - N GHT

Brian and Jennifer are having the tine of their lives, when
suddenly a group of firemen pass by rushi ng soneone on a
stretcher to an anbul ance and Brian sees -- sweet Jesus --
it's Tim Jennifer turns away in horror. They load Timinto
the van as Adcox and Grindle junp in to ride along. To hold
hi s hand.

St ephen wat ches the anmbul ance di sappear out into the street.
Frustration and fury tear at himas he takes off his coat
and slanms it to the ground. He kicks it, kicks it till his
strength's gone. He turns, his wounded eyes finding Brian

INT. HGH+ R SE - N GHT

Ri ngal e wal ks down the snokey corridor. The charred civilian
is there, sitting in the short stretch of hall between two
bl owmn doors. Through the haze Ri ngal e sees Stephen crouched
inthe interior room picking at the debris. Lost in hinself.

STEPHEN
Hey, Stevie.

St ephen stands and | ooks around the room seeningly unaware



of Ringale. He wal ks wordl essly straight out past him his
eyes streaming with tears

I NT. HCSPI TAL - EMERGENCY ROOM - NI GHT

Bri an shoul ders his way through the energency room He passes
a small alcove full of vending nmachines. Adcox is there,

si ppi ng a paper cup, |eaning against the machine in deep
angui sh.

BRI AN
Is he...

AXE
He's alive.

I NT. HOSPITAL I CU - N GHT

Further down the hall is ICU Gindle and Santos are there,
sitting outside the room raw and weary. Gindle nods to
Brian. Everyone's still stained and snudged fromthe fire.

Everyone but Brian.

Brian | ooks through a door wi ndow into the room There,
surrounded by doctors and physicians, lies Tim He's been
cut out of his uniform Gauze bandages everywhere. As a pair
of forceps peel sonme away Brian glinpses what used to be a
face, now only reds and browns and | eaky whites. He turns
away.

BRI AN
Do they think he'll pull through?
GRI NDLE
They' re not sayi ng.
BRI AN
| shoul d have been there.
NI GHTENGALE
None of us shoul d have been there,
Bri an.
Voi ces rise down the hall. Turn to shouts. It's Adcox and

St ephen, tearing heartbreakingly into one another. Brian
can't nake out the words but it's ugly, enotional. Abruptly
it ends and Stephen emerges fromthe al cove, wal ki ng toward
t hem upset.

BRI AN
You had to do it, didn't you?

St ephen's got other things on his nind

STEPHEN
...Not now, Brian.

BRI AN
Had to take on another fire bare-



handed, huh? Had to be fucking nyth
man in there instead of | ooking out
for your probie. Is that what
happened? Is it, Stephen?

STEPHEN
| had that fire. He didn't |isten

BRI AN
He didn't listen? He was a fucking
candi date! He was your responsibility.
He shoul dn't have been there in the
first place, Stephen.
(beat)
You burned him

STEPHEN
Fuck you.

Brian grabs his arm

St ephen SNAPS and roughly PUSHES Brian, knocki ng hi m agai nst
the wall. Brian comes off it in a flash and is all over

St ephen. They go down and it's all thrashing and shouting
now. A horrible, endless draw. Gindle and Santos are in it,
pul l'ing them apart, holding them up agai nst opposite walls.

Both brothers glare at one another, tears filling their eyes.
Bri an shakes Grindle off and wal ks away.

DI SSCLVE TGO
I NT. ARSON HQ - BRI AN S DESK - MORNI NG

Brian sits staring blankly. A newspaper drops in front of
him FIRE DEPT. SAYS IT'S MJURDER. Ri ngal e stands above him

SHADOW
CGoes on about how t he break was mnade
through the discovery of "chenica
traces" and a "behavioral |ink". Oh,
and Swayzak's quoted saying the chi ef
investigator is closing in on the
torch and expects an arrest "any
time".

Brian's eyes wi nce closed.

SHADOW
Get your stuff and get out.

INT. JENNI FER S OFFI CE - DAY
She's pouring sonme coffee as Brian bursts in.
JENNI FER
(surprised)

Brian. What's w ong?

BRI AN



You told Swayzak about our arson
lead. It's all over the fucking news.

JENNI FER
I didn't know it was a secret. There
aren't supposed to be secrets between
the city and its investigators --

BRI AN
-- Bullshit! You knew what | told
you wasn't ready for the papers --

JENNI FER
W1l you please keep your voice down,
there's people --

BRI AN
-- You coul d have scared the son of
a bitch off. W may never bust him
now. All for a couple's politica
poi nt s.

JENNI FER
I was doing ny job.

BRI AN
(grabs her arnm
Yeah? And just how much of all this
has been "doi ng your job"?

JENNI FER

(shakes it off)
Let ne ask you sonething, do you
really think Marty had you assi gned
to arson because of your firefighting
skills? Wio the hell are you ki ddi ng?
I was there, renmenber? | saw you and
your brother --

BRI AN

Leave Stephen out of this --
JENNI FER

Oh yeah, he's the real firenan.

(beat)
Who are you? Just another probie
wor ki ng for Swayzak --

BRI AN
-- | work for the city.

JENNI FER
You knew what we were asking you to
do. Don't suddenly pull out a
consci ence now. The fit isn't right.

Swayzak appears in the doorway. He | ooks haggard, as if he
hasn't slept. There's something haunted in his eyes.

SWAYZAK



M. MCaffrey... Keeping busy?

BRI AN
Yeah. In fact, | just dropped off a
letter to the Tinmes expl ai ni ng how
yesterday' s arson announcenment was a
fabrication by your office. They
loved it. And you know what? You
were right, ny famly background in
firefighting gave it weight.

JENNI FER
Ch Brian..

Brian shoul ders his way past Swayzak and wal ks out.
INT. HOSPITAL - TIMS ROOM - N GHT

Brian wal ks up to Tims room Stephen's sitting there, ragged
| ooki ng. Inside the young probie lies wapped in tubes and
gauze and years of wasted prom se. An EKG beeps, a respirator
hi sses, and Brian gul ps down sonething heavy in his throat.

STEPHEN
He's gonna |ive. Maybe not much el se
but he's gonna live..

St ephen wal ks away.
EXT. ARSON HQ - MORNI NG

As Ringale gets out of his car a |linobusine pulls up. Swayzak
opens the rear door frominside.

SVWAYZAK
| nspect or.

SHADOW
Al der man.

I NT. SWAYZAK SEDAN - DAY

Cruising through traffic. Swayzak is di shevel ed, unshaven
fidgety. A man who hasn't slept and had a few drinks before
the one he's pouring now He offers one to Ringpale.

SHADOW
| usually have breakfast first.

Swayzak apparently doesn't.
SVWAYZAK
When are you going to catch the prick
that's doing this, Don?

SHADOW
"Don?"

SWAYZAK
Don't you have any leads at all?



SHADOW
No Marty, | don't.

For the first time, Ringale sees real fear on Swayzak's face.
SHADOW

We still haven't found a connection
bet ween the victins.

SWAYZAK
Jesus, open your eyes! Seagrave,
Cosgrove, and now Hol conb -- fried

in a goddamm hi gh-ri se!

SHADOW
Hol comb? | didn't know the nane of
that victimhad even been rel eased
yet.

The sedan stops back at arson HQ They'd gone around the
bl ock.

EXT. ARSON HQ - SWAYZAK SEDAN - DAY

Ri ngal e opens the door, clinbs out, l|ingers.
SHADOW
Is there a connection between them
Al der man?
SVWAYZAK

Just catch the son of a bitch.
The door shuts and Swayzak roars away.
I NT. ARSON HQ - BACK OFFI CES - DAY

Ri ngal e wal ks back into his offices. He's surprised to see
Brian there working at his desk.

SHADOW
What the hell are you doing here?
BRI AN
I"mfinished with Swayzak. |'Il do
what ever you want nme to do. | just

want to help catch the guy that burned
Tim You gotta give ne another shot.

Ri ngal e stares at Brian, appraises him

CUT TO
I NT. H GH R SE
A CLCSE UP of Ringale POPPING the nolding around the door

frame of Hol comb's burned office. Underneath can be seen
traces of the sane white residue fromthe other fires.



SHADOW
I thought 'ol Marty was acting a
little strange... And he's right.

Ri ngal e rubs the white powder between his fingers.

BRI AN
Backdraft?

Ri ngal e stands at the spot in the short hall where the body
lied between two doors.

SHADOW
The backdraft was set sonewhere in
there. It fried Hol conb when he opened
the inner door. But the outer door
held... and waited for Tim..

Brian steps into the inner office.

SHADOW
So find ne the fire.

Bri an begins searching, probing. He finally stands. Defeated.

SHADOW
You' re thinking too nuch of the
bui |l di ng and not enough of the ghost.

Brian's eyes don't understand. From Ringal e's coat cones a
plastic flask. He pours out of it a liquid onto the floor
and lights a match.

SHADOW
In a word, Brian, what is this job
al | about?

BRI AN
Fire.

Ri ngal e drops the natch.
WUMP. A snall flane explodes to life.

SHADOW
It's aliving thing, Brian. It
breathes, it eats, and it hates.

The fire's clinbing a wall, chewi ng a corner

SHADOW
The only way to beat it is to think
like it. To know that this flane
will spread this way across the floor
not because of the physics of
flammabl e i qui ds or heat convection
but because it wants to.

FWUMP. It darts west. Licks the ceiling. The fire purrs and
hi sses. Stretches |uxuriously and attacks savagely.



SHADOW
Sone guys on this job, fire owns
them 1t makes themfight on its
| evel. But the only way to truly
kill it istoloveit alittle, just
I'i ke Ronal d.

Brian stares at the flane. A goblin reaching out for him.. --
Wosh! Ringale hits it with a fire extinguisher. In an instant
the goblin is gone, the genie in the bottle.

VO CE
What the hell are you guys doin'?

A young worman's enter ed.

SHADOW
W're the fire departnent, |ady.
WOVAN
Well color ne stupid, | always thought

the fire dept. put out fires.

SHADOW
(to woman)
You work here?

WOVAN
Till yesterday. What do you think
the odds are that a non-refundabl e
ticket to Paris survived this?

BRI AN
Sonewher e between zero and no way.
WOMAN
Shit. What a ness.
SHADOW
You seemreal broken up about M.
Hol conb.
WOVAN

Jeff Hol conb? The Darth Vader of tax
accountants? He was a sl eezeball
Hopefully a sl eezeball that carried
SOME i nsur ance.

BRI AN

Go talk to the building owner
WOMAN

He was the buil ding owner
BRI AN

Qur book lists the owner as Dekom

Trust.

She | ooks at himlike he's the dunbest human she's net al



week.
WOMAN
Don't investigators come in adult
size?
I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - OUTSI DE STEPHEN S OFFI CE - DAY
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.

INT. FIRE STATION 17 - STEPHEN S STATI ON OFFI CE - DAY

St ephen's lying sprawl ed on his bunk, his hands pressed over
his eyes. There's a voice outside the door

GRI NDLE

Stevie? Ringale's here to see you
STEPHEN

I'"'m busy.
GRI NDLE

He just wants to --

STEPHEN
-- |"mbusy goddamm it, okay?

A beat, then Ringale hinself enters.

STEPHEN
What, they don't knock on your planet?

Ri ngal e takes in Stephen's room the half enpty bourbon
bottle. Wthout a word, Ringale walks over and pours it out.
He sits down beside Stephen

SHADOW
I still haven't gotten your fire
report, Stevie. On Tim

A wave of pain rolls through Stephen

STEPHEN
I"mworking on it.

SHADOW

| deal with this stuff every day.
But a fireman... you never get used
toit.

(beat)
What happened up there? He was a
candidate. Did he pay attention? Was
he |istening?

STEPHEN
...He wasn't listening to the right
thing. ..

SHADOW

What do you listen to, Stephen?



STEPHEN
You don't know... nobody knows. ..

SHADOW
I mght.

St ephen's eyes neet Ringale's and hold

STEPHEN
It knows us. This one knows us.

SHADOW
(beat)
I need that report, Lt.

St ephen takes Ringal e' s notebook out of his lap, rips out a
page, and wites angrily in huge bl ock letters.

STEPHEN
Timwent-to-the-fire-and-now he-
doesn' t - have- a-face

St ephen throws the sheet at Ringale, stands, and wal ks out.
I NT. HALL OF RECORDS

An Escher drawi ng of a place, endlessly vast racks spun around
an open central core. H gh up, lost anong its rows, Brian is
goi ng through rack after rack of dog-eared record books as

Ri ngal e enters down bel ow.

BRI AN

(trying to hold it

together in his mnd)
Hey boss, Dekom Trust is owned by
Pan Illinois... which is majority
controll ed by Lakesi de Dynanmics..
which is a division of Wndy Gty
Ventures... who's partners are..

(beat)
Al an Seagrave, Donal d Cosgrove, and
Jeffrey Hol conb.

SHADOW
Son of a bitch. They knew each ot her

CUT TO
INT. HALL OF RECORDS

More books. Files. Acres of paper

BRI AN
So Seagrave and Hol conb were
accountants. .

SHADOW
And Cosgrove. Coppers figured he
| aundered noney for the nob before



getting into real estate. They weren't
very high on Seagrave, either.

BRI AN
Ni ce bunch of guys.

SHADOW
Who all ended up wearing candl es for
faces. ..
(beat)
Swayzak's up to his ass in this
somehow. GQuy can barely hold a drink
in his hand, he's so scared.

A beat, then he |ooks directly at Brian.

SHADOW
We need to get a look at his files.

EXT. ROOFTOP RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.

EXT. LAKESHORE - DUSK

Wth glowi ng skyscrapers | eaping up in the background, it's
an unexpectedly quiet, serene place along the |ake. Jennifer

sits alone at a bench, watching an ancient fisherman | ook
for dinner, as Brian wal ks up

JENNI FER
Hi .
BRI AN
Hi .
JENNI FER
We still talking?
(beat)
Look, 1I'm sorry about the other day --
BRI AN
Swayzak knows sonet hi ng about the
guys that were nurdered. | want to

know why he keeps that hidden

JENNI FER
I don't know anything about it.

BRI AN
You could check. It'd be in his files.

JENNI FER
(beat)
Do you know what you're asking ne to
do?

BRI AN
Yes.



JENNI FER
Y' know, four years ago | was working
in a bakery. Two years ago | was
bringing Marty coffee and he didn't
even know ny nane. | run that office
now. Marty believed in ne and
believe in him You want ne to just
throw t hat away?

BRI AN
Your boss is lying, Jennifer

And it hangs between them two people lonely on the edge of
the | ake.

INT. BRI AN S APARTMENT - NI GHT
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
I NT. HELEN S GARAGE - NI GHT

At a workbench, under a single |anmp, Stephen stands anobngst
a confusion of tools, wire, And a wall socket.

Wth a pair of pliers, he tugs at sonmething within the socket,
puts the face-plate back on and screws it down. He stares at
it, and we feel the sudden wave of hopel essness cascadi ng

t hrough him

He sets the socket back down -- and SCATTERS everyt hing aside
in a single, furious nove.

INT. HELEN S HOUSE - NI GHT
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
EXT. HELEN S HOUSE - NI GHT

Stephen's sits quietly against Helen's back door, lost in
hinself. A light comes on. Hel en opens the back door

HELEN
St ephen?

She sits down beside him

STEPHEN
I"msorry... |... couldn't sleep..

HELEN
What's wong?

STEPHEN

...

(beat)
It used to be, when | was a kid,
what nmeant nost to ne about this job
was there were no ifs. Life and death,
right and wrong. \When soneone call ed
the fire departnent, we cane... Those



guys don't know how nuch | | ove
them .. You don't |eave people
hangi ng... cause that's what it's
all about. It's loyalty. It's "till
death do us part. Isn't that what
you heard?... It's you go, we go..
Cause without that, it's the end of
famlies, it's the end of the fire
departnent... and when the fire
departnent stops conming... that's
the end of the fucking world..
(beat)
I"'msorry | came, Helen, it's just..
it's just there's nobody I can talk
to...
(beat)
I mss you.

The nonent |ingers, grows heavy and grey.

I NT. HELEN S HOUSE - BEDROCOM - N GHT

St ephen and Hel en in bed, holding each other..
I NT. HELEN S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - MORNI NG

Morni ng, and St ephen dressed, neking eggs for three. Sean's
there, lending a hand, beami ng as Stephen tries to show him
how to flip an egg. Helen enters in her robe. He kisses her

STEPHEN
Cook and | are al nost finished here.
Have a seat.

HELEN

Stephen... |I... can | talk to you a
second. .

St ephen musses his son's hair and follows her out into the
hal I .

STEPHEN
Look, I'msorry | --

HELEN
-- No, that's okay. It's just Sean..

STEPHEN
-- He's gettin' good on those eggs.
And y' know, he told me he actually
i kes the piano.

HELEN
I don't want to confuse him Stephen

The blow s so long and hard and deep you don't even see it.
HELEN

It's... It's just things have
changed... you're the sane, Stephen



but things are different now .. you' ve
got a son... you're the best at what
you do Stephen, you al ways were, but
you scare nme now...

Just then, Sean sticks his head into it.

STEPHEN
(to Sean)
Hey... Sean-man, your dad blewit. |
forgot | had to work this norning...

SEAN
Aw dad, c'non...
STEPHEN
Next time, huh? We'll do it up big.
Prom se.
Hel en's turned away.
SEAN

Ckay.
(then sotto)
Mom s crying, dad.

I NT. SWAYZAK' S OFFICE - CITY HALL - MORNI NG

Jennifer enters Swayzak's inner office. His chair's turned
away toward the w ndow.

JENNI FER
(hol di ng print-out)
Latest polls cane in, Marty.
(he doesn't answer)
Marty?

Finally the chair turns, revealing a haunted man. Polls are
far fromhis mnd.

JENNI FER
Jesus Christ, Marty, what's going
on?

SWAYZAK

Leave ne al one.

She sees a fire departnent file on the nmurders open on his
desk.

JENNI FER

W' ve cone a |ong way together, Marty.
I'"ve staked ny whol e career on you.
And now you' re sneaking around this
of fice, leaking things to the papers
behi nd ny back. ..

(beat)
Is there something you're not telling
me about these deaths?



Swayzak's eyes are dead netal .

SWAYZAK
No.

And he turns his chair around again. Jennifer stands there a
beat. -- Then turns to the filing cabinets.

EXT. BRI AN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - N GHT

Brian drives up and parks. He's half way to the staircase
when he sees soneone sitting in the dark in a car

BRI AN
Jenni fer?

She hands him a manila envel ope.

BRI AN
What is --

JENNI FER
Just take it.

Si | ence.

BRI AN
I'"msorry.

JENNI FER

That's a dunb thing to say.

BRI AN
You're right.

She starts her car

JENNI FER
CGoodbye, Brian.

I NT. FI RE DEPARTMENT REPAI R DEPOT

A cavernous hall full of dozens of fire trucks | oaded on
jacks. Ringale's sedan's there, the repairman shaking his
head i n amazement at the undercarriage.

REPAI RVAN
What the hell do you do with this
t hi ng?

Ri ngal e' s | ooki ng through the report Brian's handed him

SHADOW
This is the copy of Swayzak's nanning
report that was released. Everybody
on this job knows it's bullshit but
we coul d never argue with the nunbers.
They're all airtight.

BRI AN



Yeah? Airtight?

He dunps three nore reports on Ringale.

BRI AN
I"ve got three different drafts of
the sane report -- with different

nunbers that're all over the place.
Looks like they were just naking it
up as they went al ong.

SHADOW
Did alittle check on the consulting
firmthat wote the report. They did
exactly one job -- Swayzak's manpower
study. It's not even really a conpany.
No enpl oyees, no directors, just a
PO Box.

BRI AN
Then who wote the report?

SHADOW
It had to be soneone who knows
nunbers. Sone kind of fancy
accountant. But what's the connection?

Bri an hands hi m sonet hing el se. A photograph. Swayzak and
the other three, posing on a fishing boat, 1970. Tine of
their lives.

SHADOW
I think it's time M. Swayzak and us
had a little heart to heart talk.

EXT. SWAYZAK' S HOUSE - NI GHT

The red arson sedan pulls up to wealthy hone. Ringale and
Brian wal k up and knock on the door -- it creaks open ajar.
They push the door open slowy.

I NT. SWAYZAK' S HOUSE - NI GHT

It's dark as they enter.

SHADOW
Hel | 0? Swayzak?

Brian and Ringale split up down different halls. It's the

HI SS Brian hears first. Then the FLASH of an el ectrical socket
FLARI NG i ce-col d cobalt blue. Suddenly the roon s di nensions
are there in frantic, strobing shadows. Chairs, a couch --

-- And a figure that JUWS Brian. the l[ight fromthe burning
plug is a fierce strobe as the figure, a confused shadow,
crashes Brian to the floor. They STRUGGLE.

The figure GRABS Brian's throat. Brian PUSHES hi m back

-- Against the burning wall plug. The figure SHRI EKS in pain,



gets his hand on a crowbar and SLAMS Brian -- who crunpl es,
dazed. The figure stands -- just as Ringale TACKLES him The
figure CRASHES across a gas space heater, SNAPPI NG the
connection off. The figure SLAMS Ringale HARD with the
crowbar, squirns free, and stunbles out the door.

Hi ssss... Ringale clinbs to his feet as fire eats at the
wal | . A baby backdraft wagging its tail. He goes to a dazed
Brian's side, lifting himby his arnpits and

EXT. SWAYZAK HOUSE - NI GHT

hel pi ng hi m outside. Hissss... The ruptured space heater

punps gas furiously. Ringale sees that. He al so sees a bedroom
door ajar on the far side of the house. And through the door

a couch. And on the couch, A body. Hissss...

I NT. SWAYZAK HOUSE - NI GHT
Ri ngal e rushes back inside. It's Swayzak, unconscious.
EXT. SWAYZAK HOUSE - NI GHT

Ri ngal e drags himout on the stoop beside Brian just as the
gas WHUMPS and the doors and wi ndows EXPLODE in a HOAI NG

FI REBALL, the shrapnel BLON NG Ringal e off his feet. Brian
slowy shakes his head clear. He | ooks around, tries to orient
hi nsel f.

SHADOW
Unh... | sorta got a problemhere...

Brian clinbs up to his feet and wal ks over to where Rinpal e
lies at a weird angle, a piece of wought iron fence punched
t hrough hi s shoul der.

I NT. HOSPI TAL - EMERGENCY ROOM - NI GHT

Ringale lies in an energency room bed.

SHADOW
Well Brian, | guess you can say it's
arson now. . .

BRI AN

How ya feeling?

Ri ngal e grunts.

BRI AN
Did you pull ne out?

SHADOW
Yeah.

BRI AN

Did | say thanks?

SHADOW
No.



BRI AN
Just wonderi ng.

SHADOW
| hate hospitals. You're so... soO
goddamm usel ess. .

Ri ngal e suddenly kicks the bed frane in anger. He kicks it
over and over with frustration till sonething finally SNAPS
off. Brian waits, let's himvent his frustration

BRI AN
So what do you want ne to do?
SHADOW
I'"ve been lying here hours... just
thinking... We're close..

(beat)
We're not looking in the right place,
Brian. This one knows us and we're
not looking in the right place..

I NT. PRI SON | NTERVI EW ROOM - DAY

Brian's sitting alone in a chair. Finally the opposite door
opens and in enters Ronal d.

RONALD
Well, M. Life magazi ne. Cone al
this way just to say hi?

Bri an hands hi ma stack of nurder files.

BRI AN
I"'mclose... but | can't get who it
is...

RONALD
So you cane to ne..
(sm | es)
Well, this is going to be an
interesting afternoon after all..

As Ronald starts to read the files

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. PRI SON | NTERVI EW ROOM - LATER - DAY
Brian still sitting there. Watching Ronal d devour the
statistics. The photos of charred bodies. Ronald finishes,

| eans back.

RONALD
kay, here's the deal. I'Il tell you
a story, you tell me one. Fair?

BRI AN
Who' s doing this?



RONALD
Your first question should be who
isn"t. It isn't a spark, Brian. Not
enough damage. And an insurance pro?
Wiere's the profit margin?

BRI AN
Then who --

RONALD
-- No no, your turn. Tell me a story.

BRI AN
I don't have a story.

RONALD
Sure you do

Ronal d drops on the table a dog-eared copy of that 1972 LIFE
magazi ne with Brian on the cover

RONALD
Fanous story even. Straight burn.
Just an engine and truck first on
scene. What did you feel, Brian,
when you first got there?

BRI AN
VWhat ?

RONALD
You gotta tell a story too, Brian.
It's fair. C non, don't think too
hard --

BRI AN
I... | thought it was great. | |oved
it. It was nothing to these guys..
medi um deal

RONALD
Ri ght. Light snoke, lowroll. Couple'a
civilians hollering -- nmedi um deal

So young fireman Adcox and Captain
McCaf frey, they head up stairs, get
out on the fire escape -- MCaffrey
does the ballsy junp across... what
were you feeling, Brian?
(Brian doesn't answer)
C non, you prom sed. Be honest.
(Brian just stares)
kay. .. Guard!

BRI AN
-- | wanted to be him Right then
wanted to be himnore than anything..

RONALD
(sm | es)



Very good, Brian. -- About your report
here. The way to a torch's heart is
through his tools. That's how you
know him 1It's the way he talks to
the fire. And to you if you listen

BRI AN
The outl ets.

RONALD
That's a probie answer. You're smarter
than that, Brian.

BRI AN
Trychti chol orate.

RONALD
Good. -- So our two heroes, Adcox

and McCaffrey, they go back inside.
Only there's another fire in there
nobody sees. And it took your dad,
didn't it Brian? Did you see him
burn?

In a flash, Brian suddenly reaches across and grabs Ronal d
by the collar.

BRI AN
Who the fuck is doing this?

RONALD
After it took your dad... the fire..
did it look at you Brian? Did it
talk to you?..

And Ronal d sees sonething in Brian's eyes. He smiles.

RONALD
You see, our world's aren't so
different..

Bri an rel eases Ronal d.

BRI AN
(quiet)
Who' s doing this?

The arsonist smles a creepy, horrible grin.

RONALD
Think, Brian. Wwo doesn't love fire,
but knows it better than anyone el se?
Who's around trychtichol orate 24
hours a day?

A cold shock rolls through Brian as he slunps back in his
chair.

BRI AN
Ch Jesus Christ...



RONALD
Not such a far walk after all, is
it, Brian?

EXT. STEPHEN S BOAT - MARI NA - NI GHT

Brian clinbs up onto Stephen's boat. Nobody honme. He opens
the cabin door, goes inside and hits the |ights.

I NT. STEPHEN S BOAT - N GHT

There's cereal bows in the sink, beer bottles on the table,
And a stack of fire departnent supplies in the corner

H s whol e body aching with reluctance, Brian begins |ooking
through them Solvents, Arnorall, a snall specialty can of
fire dept. chemicals. There's a |abel of ingredients on it.
Way down at the bottom Is trychtichol orate. Nausea w acks
its way through Brian.

BRI AN
Oh goddamm it Stephen..

Footsteps. Brian spins around in stone shock as Stephen cones
into the cabin.

STEPHEN

Hey, what are you doi ng here?
BRI AN

Just... Just wanted to say hello..
STEPHEN

So hell o.

Bri an backs away fromthe chenicals.

STEPHEN
Well, long as you're here you can
help clean up a little. |1've got a
guy coming to look at this in a few
m nut es.

BRI AN

You're selling dad's boat?

STEPHEN
Yeah, it's just another nmenory in ny
life right now And | got way too
many of them..

BRI AN
I really should get back. There's..
there's something |'m supposed to
do.

STEPHEN
Yeah? What have you got to do?
(beat)



Look at you. Look at your face. A
the things you nmust be thinking.
Man, you nust really hate ny guts
Vel l, you know what? It's okay.

BRI AN
Look, Stephen, maybe we can tal k
about this sone other --

STEPHEN
-- Ckay, so you don't |ike ne. You
don't like everything I've done.
What, because | wasn't such a genius
the way | raised you? Jesus Christ,
dad was gone, what was | supposed to
do? You tell ne, what the fuck was |
supposed to do?!

He Kl CKS the bul khead wal |

BRI AN
It's okay, Stephen, | --

STEPHEN

-- | tried, y'know? Helen's right.
don't have all the answers, but
goddamm it, 1've got sone.

(beat)
Look, you're gonna do what you have
to, and maybe | shouldn't have gotten
in the way. |'myour brother, not
your father. Go on. You gotta go
somewher e? (0. .

Brian turns to | eave. Pauses.

BRI AN
| sawit.
STEPHEN
Saw what ?
BRI AN
Wien dad died, | saw another fire..
STEPHEN
Everybody did.
BRI AN
| saw it before it got them | tried
to yell, but... He asked nme to | ook

out for him And | didn't do it. |
| et himdie.

STEPHEN
(stunned)
...Jesus, you been carrying that
around for twenty years? For christ's
sake, you were seven years ol d! You
think he could have heard you in



t here?

BRI AN
I hate himso nmuch sonetinmes, Stephen.
You don't know how hard it was for
me to put that uniformon...

STEPHEN
Maybe | do.
(sighs)
... What a fuckin' ness, huh?
(beat)
Peopl e can change Bri an.

BRI AN
Sonetinmes right when you' re | ooking
at them

Brian sees the chenmicals in the corner again and sonething
freezes up inside. Stephen catches the |Iook and there's
horri bl e sil ence between them

BRI AN
Ch God, Stephen, what's going on
with you?
STEPHEN
I don't know, Brian... | don't know. ..

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - N GHT
Bri an stands before the fire station. His brother's and his.
I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - UPSTAI RS LOCKER ROOM

Brian PRI ES the | ock off Stephen's |ocker. Starts | ooking
through it. Adcox comes out of the shower with a towel on,
starts shaving in a nmrror. He doesn't notice Brian. Adcox
turns to head for his own |ocker and the towel slips alittle.
And Brian's universe caves in.

An icy claw tears out his stomach. Qul ping breaths, he forces
himsel f to | ook at Adcox's back.

On it is a small, rectangular burn. It's fresh and it's the
size of a wall socket. At that noment Adcox turns. The two
of them stare at one another just a beat, then Adcox wal ks
past him Just then the alarmbells RING Brian hesitates a
beat, confused, then turns and runs down to

INT. FIRE STATI ON 17 - APPARATUS FLOOR

Where firemen are scurrying around, suiting up. Brian | ooks
frantically for Stephen, sees himout back.

EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - BACK OF STATION - SUNDOMWN
BRI AN

(breathl ess)
-- Stephen, wait a minute. | gotta



talk to you. It's Adcox, he's --

STEPHEN
-- What are you doi ng here?
BRI AN
| saw Adcox's back! | saw the burn!
I put it there! Jesus Christ, Stephen
he's been killing peopl e!
STEPHEN
I know.
BRI AN

How do you know?

STEPHEN
I knew when you cane | ooking for the
chenical s. Looking for ne.

BRI AN
-- What were they doing there?

STEPHEN
They were for the fucking boat, Brian.

Gindles sticks his head out the back door

GRI NDLE
We gotta roll, Stevie..
STEPHEN
I"I'l be there.
GRI NDLE

They're waitin' man.

STEPHEN
I"ll be there, goddam it!

Grindl e goes back in.

STEPHEN
(to Brian)

Anyt hi ng el se?
BRI AN

VWhat are we going to do about this?
STEPHEN

I"I'l handle it.
BRI AN

W gotta go to Ringale, Stephen

STEPHEN
I"'mhis Lt. He's ny responsibility.
I"1l handle it. M.

St ephen turns and wal ks toward the station



Brian's eyes go to a window just above it. There, watching
hi m wat ching the whol e exchange between brothers, is Adcox.

Adcox stares at Brian a beat, then finally di sappears as
Bri an hears the cough of diesel engines.

BRI AN
Ch, Christ. Stephen..

He starts running for the station
I NT./EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - N GHT

-- It's too late. Adcox clinbs aboard just as the engine
conpany pulls out and whistles down the street.

The | adder conpany is just easing onto the drive. Brian
hesitates only an instant, then runs to the equi pnent racks,
PULLS of f the hooks his hel nmet, coat, boots -- and junps
onto the truck as it takes off in pursuit.

I NT. / EXT. ENG NE COVPANY 17 - NI GHT

As it how s down the avenue, Stephen turns around and stares
at Adcox sitting behind. The gli mer of an understandi ng. .

I NT./ EXT. TRUCK COVPANY 46 - N GHT
The | addermen | ook confused seeing Brian sitting anong them

A CAR Suddenly CUTS the truck conpany off. The driver SLAMS
the brakes, PUSHI NG the truck conpany into a HORRI BLE SKI D.
The back fishtails, the wheels JUW the curb, BASH a nail box,
and then the whole rig ROLLS onto its side and DRAGS to a

st op.

It's tangl ed confusion in the rear cab. Firenmen, unhurt,
pil ed atop one another. Brian slides his way out from under
them and | ooks down the street where plunes of snoke rise
si x bl ocks away.

He starts running.
EXT. WAREHOUSE FI RE - N GHT

Fl ames and snmoke curl from a huge industrial warehouse al ong
the river as Brian, panting, runs up. He searches frantically
through the maze of arriving engine conpani es, |ooking for
nunber 17. There it is but nobody's hone. Brian stops a
passi ng captai n.

BRI AN
Wiere are they? Were's 17?

CAPTAI N
On the roof.

Brian | ooks up at the snoke and whirling firestormfour
stories above him feels the bile of fear in his throat, the



desperation, -- And begins strapping on an air tank
EXT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Brian, now fully suited up, clinbs the endless rungs of an
extended aerial |adder.

EXT. WAREHOUSE ROOF - N GHT

Tongues of flane ROCKET skyward through ragged hol es. Bl ack
clouds drift murderously, roofing tars bubble and hiss as

the roof itself GROANS |ike a comatose dinosaur, rem nding
you the whole thing could go any minute -- and you with it.

Trudgi ng al one across this alien, spongy surface, Brian |ooks
for his conmpany. It's alnobst inpossible to tell anyone apart,
faces hi dden behind hel mets and masks.

Suddenly a cloud of smpoke clears and there's two firenen
near the edge, "17" on their hel nets.

BRI AN
St ephen - -

The hel mets | ook up. Stephen and Adcox. Facing each ot her
Adcox cradl es an axe.

STEPHEN
Bri an?

Brian starts to nove beside Stephen but Adcox turns, tightens
his grip on the axe, and now all the cards are on the table.
A hissing black cloud drifts through. They're the only three
peopl e on earth.

Adcox's eyes are clouded with tears.

AXE
Aw man, Stephen, listen to ne...

STEPHEN
-- What the fuck were you thinking,
huh? Burni ng peopl e? You're a firenan.

AXE
They were killing firenen, man. Wen
Sal |y showed nme what was in Swayzak's
files... They were ny friends, | had
todoit. | had to do it for the
depart nent.

BRI AN
Did you do it for TinP

AXE
(pain, to Stephen)
That was an accident! Jesus Chri st,
why did you have to go in there so
fucking early? Wiy didn't you listen
to ne!



Brian and Stephen are backed up agai nst the roof edge --
sixty feet up. Far below a fireboat has begun punping a
massi ve stream at the side of the buil ding.

AXE
You gotta let ne finish --

BRI AN
Just conme down, John. Just --

AXE
-- Shut up! Your dad would fucking
puke if he saw how you' ve shit on
hi s depart nent!

STEPHEN
-- Knock it off!

AXE
(to Stephen)
-- You can't let himturn you agai nst
your friends, nman --

BRI AN
-- He killed people --

AXE
-- You know what Swayzak would do to
the departrment if this got out? --

BRI AN
-- Stephen, this is bullshit --

AXE
-- What he would do to your dad's
departnent? You gotta let nme finish
it --

And there's a horrible glimer of confusion on Stephen's
face.

BRI AN
You're his Lt., Stephen..
(beat)
Are you gonna handle it? Are you
St ephen?
STEPHEN
Shut up!
AXE

... What do you want ne to do, Stephen?
Talk to me. What am | supposed to
do?

STEPHEN
(beat)
There's a fire. W've got a job here.
Let's get on with it.



EXT. WAREHOUSE - ACROSS THE ROOF - NI GHT

The rest of the crews are totally oblivious to what's
happeni ng through the snoke on the other side. Gindle and
Santos feel the roof go suddenly spongy beneath them

GRI NDLE
Shit... It's going! dear the roof!
Now!

Everybody drops their equi pment and runs for the edges as
EXT. WAREHOUSE ROOF - BRIAN ET. AL - N GHT

Bri an, Stephen and Adcox react as the roof HOALS and GROANS
and huge SPLITS begin racing along it. And then it goes.

The center section DROPS, and in rolling waves of SCREECH NG
steel, the hole spreads outward; DEVOURI NG

Adcox shoves them aside and runs for his life as the hol e
races for them SWALLOW NG roof.

STEPHEN
Jesus Christ Brian, run! Run goddam
it!

And Brian balls-out dashes for the edge. Stephen's made one
corner, Brian desperately heads for another. At the | ast
instant -- as the HOALI NG FLAME BELLOAS UP to his ankles --
Brian LEAPS OFF the roof --

EXT. WAREHOUSE - FI RE ESCAPE - NI GHT

-- And falls half a story before CRASH NG onto an exteri or
fire escape. Flanes have cut off the fire escape two floors
bel ow, so Brian clinbs down as far as possible, craws onto
a | edge, KICKS out a wi ndow, steps through,

And falls.
I NT. WAREHOUSE - ELEVATOR SHAFT - N GHT

Bl ackness and enptiness, two stories of it, before he CRASHES
into a pool of water at the bottom He's in a freight elevator
shaft, thrashing nmadly, drowning. Great SHEETS of WATER are
POURI NG t hr ough an upper doorway and CASCADI NG down |i ke
nonsoon rain.

EXT. WAREHOUSE - FI REBOAT
W see it's coning fromthe fireboat's rushing stream
I NT. WAREHOUSE - ELEVATOR SHAFT

The wei ght of his equipment is pulling Brian underwater.
Struggling against the insane swirls and the sheets of water
still POURI NG DOM, Brian unhooks his air tank. He |eans
back, tries to float on the rising colum of water. -- His



coat catches on sonething -- YANKS hi m underwater. He
struggles feverishly -- finally tears the coat off.

The buil ding GROANS in earnest. Flam ng chunks of plaster
CRASH down around Brian, forcing himto duck underwater. The
pl ace is comng apart.

Ten feet above, one of the falling chunks SMACKS a gas main,
SPLITTING then IGNITINGit. A white-hot JET OF FLAVE SHOOTS
fromone side of the shaft to the other

Brian's floating okay, he's floating right up into the flanes.

Brian tries to flatten hinself out, to keep everything but
his nose bel ow water, but he's still noving up -- the heat
becomi ng so intense his face flares and he's ducki ng under
water now, trying to stay alive, trying to deci de whether to
drown or burn --

-- Wien there's a CRASH. And suddenly another door on the
shaft is tearing open. There's a glint of an axe. A
flashlight.

It's Stephen.

Bri an has about two seconds left. In that tine Stephen sees
the shut-off for the gas |ine nounted on the wall opposite.
It's unreachabl e, a good twelve feet across a horizontal
curtain of flane. Before we can even assinmilate that,

St ephen's already junped. A crazy leap over the fire. He
SMACKS t he opposite wall, H TS the shut-off, and FALLS
CRASHI NG i nto the pool beside Brian.

STEPHEN
You crazy son of a bitch, why couldn't
you stay behind a desk where you
bel ong?

BRI AN
"You never know till the fire stares
you down if you're gonna be --"

STEPHEN
Ch shut up, huh?
(grimaces)

I think |I broke ny goddamm arm ..
Brian hel ps himstay above water. The |evel continues to
rise, bringing themfinally even with an open doorway they
scranbl e t hrough.
I NT. WAREHOUSE - STAI RWAY - NI GHT
It leads to a stairwell that's become a RAG NG TORRENT of
water spilling down it. No way. They push through to the
next doorway and out onto
I NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

The place is full of hundreds of chemical druns. The fire



has cracked its way into the roomas WJWP -- druns begin
EXPLODI NG, SHOOTI NG UPWARD Ronman candl e fountai ns of
glittering FLAME. Brian hel ps Stephen as they snake their
way past sweating druns -- pressure valves hissing madly
with desperation. They duck |ow, round a corner,

I NT. WAREHOUSE - CATWALK - NI GHT

-- And wal k right into an axe handle that SMACKS Brian's
throat KNOCKI NG hi m gasping flat on his back. It's Adcox.

St ephen JUMPS Adcox and TACKLES himon the edge of a netal
pl atformthat extends out fromthe raised flooring.

STEPHEN
You stupid son of a bitch! Wat the
fuck are you doi ng!

AXE
Stevie... |...

Adcox struggl es agai nst him heavi ng and sobbi ng.

STEPHEN
Let it go! Goddamm it let it go!

And Adcox rel eases the axe.

AXE
I"'msorry... I"'mso sorry...

Brian's on his feet now, comng toward them when a chem cal
drum bel ow EXPLODES, the shock wave BUCKLI NG the platform
and DROPPING it several feet before it HOLDS. Brian, cut-
off, is HT with a wall of debris.

Adcox and Stephen are FLUNG across the platformand THROUGH
the shattered railing. Stephen grabs a piece of broken,
dangling strut and hangs on with one hand.

In his other hand is Adcox. Hanging below him his grip
| ooseni ng.

BRI AN
St ephen!

Brian's struggling to get out fromunder the debris. The
railing Stephen's hanging onto is slick, his hand SLI PPl NG
along it. But he won't let go of Adcox. Hi s eyes bore into
his best friend s with absolute conviction.

STEPHEN
You go, we go.

The towering shots of FLAME from bel ow have begun to I GNITE
Adcox's pant leg. He's starting to burn. But Stephen won't
let go. Wn't let go even as the flanes craw up Adcox's
back. And Stephen's hand is slipping and slipping and then
it isn't slipping anynore because it's cone off.



BRI AN
NO

Adcox and Stephen FALL. There's a narrow catwal k hal f -way
down. Stephen HITS with a sickeni ng CRUNCH

Adcox falls past it, down into the flanes.

There's an exposed |-beam running fromthe ruined platform

out over the catwal k. Brian clinbs up onto it, bal ances across
over the fire below and junps down to the catwal k where his
brother lies, battered but still alive.

BRI AN
You're gonna be all right, nman.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - FLOOR - N GHT

Brian | ooks down and across the factory floor. There, coning
through the doorway, is Pengelly and Ni ghtengale with a
hosel i ne.

I NT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

BRI AN
Hey! Over here!

They start for himwhen another drum EXPLODES, FLATTEN NG
them and | aunching their hoseline into a crazy, thrashing
arc. The flame has cut themoff fromthe hose. Stephen sees
what Brian's thinking.

STEPHEN
VWait for another hose team..

But Brian's already noving for the catwal k | adder.

STEPHEN
Wait for the goddamm hose tean

Brian puts his feet on the outside rungs of the |adder and
SLI DES down to the factory floor. He's heading for the
hosel i ne when WHAM -- The fire cuts himoff. Not just any
fire. That sane one fromso nmany years ago

Don't fuck with me, kid. I'"'mnot in the npod.

Ni ghtengal e's lost his helnet and it's |lying near the flanes
spinning slowy upside down -- just like his father's. Brian
stands there, paralyzed, as the fire laughs at him Sane old
little kid with his finger up his ass. Then sonething
different comes into Brian's eyes

BRI AN
No... No nore.

There's a pathetic little wall extinguisher nmounted on the
pole. Brian lifts it, approaches the fire. You can practically
hear the flames | augh at him Brian suddenly turns and SLAMS
the neck of the extinguisher against the pole, BREAKING it



of f before HEAVING the cannister H SSING into the flanes
where it EXPLODES -- a cloud of extinguisher powder that
STUNS the flames just |ong enough for Brian to dash through
and TACKLE the hose.

The fire shakes off the powder, rises up to kill -- Just as
Brian spins and HHTS it with the STREAM

-- And it's like a howing train weck as the two grappl e
with each other -- Pengelly and Ni ghtengal e have an openi ng,
and they're dashing for the catwal k | adder up to Stephen
because the fire doesn't care -- it only has eyes for Brian
now - -

-- And Stephen sees Brian tackle the nonster, and his eyes
fill with tears --

-- And the fire's pushing Brian -- pushing himwth the fury
of a frightened street bully -- but Brian won't give -- and
now the fire's back's broken -- it's whinpering, dying.

And Pengel ly and N ghtengal e have clinbed up to Stephen now,
pul I'i ng hi m anay.

STEPHEN
That's my brother! That's ny brother
goddamm it!

And the fire's just alittle gremin now, sighing sadly as
Brian steps up with the hoseline.

BRI AN
Anot her tinme, friend.

And whoosh, it's gone.
EXT. BURNED BUI LDI NG - NI GHT

Brian rushes up as paranedics |load his brother into an
ambul ance.

STEPHEN
(smles, weak)
You are such a pain in the ass..
As Brian junps in with him
CUT TO
I NT. AMBULANCE - NI GHT

Par anedi cs swarm over Stephen as the anbul ance screans through
the night. Brian's right there, holding his hand.

STEPHEN
Don't tell them about Adcox... Don't
let "em..

BRI AN

I"'msorry... I"'msorry | thought..



| won't.

Hi s brother squeezes Brian's hand, his eyes never | eaving
hi m

PARAMEDI C
(readi ng EKG
Ch shit, give himsone |idocaine,
now. Now.

STEPHEN
(beat)
Who' s your brother?

Stephen's EKG s begun to falter. The other paranedic fires
off an injection into his IV.

PARAMEDI C
Hi s pressure's fading -- push sone
adrenal i n.

The EKG s becone erratic. Stephen's eyes never |eave Brian's.

BRI AN
Ch man, don't you die... Don't you
die...

PARAMEDI C #2
He's going south... He's gonna box
dam it...

They put an anbo bag over Stephen's face. The eyes never
| eave Brian's.

BRI AN
Goddamm it don't you die now. .. Not
now

They' re breathing for himnow The EKG begi ns shri eki ng.

PARAMEDI C
V-fib

The paranedi cs begin scranbling to | oad the defibrillator
pads on Stephen's chest. But the fireman's eyes never waver
fromBrian. They ook into his with conplete conviction
conmpl ete acceptance, And then they don't.

FADE TO BLACK

Then, FADE UP TO

EXT. M CH GAN AVE - DAWN

A silent, quiet street absolutely enpty of traffic. Then
over the crest of Chicago's nightiest thoroughfare, creeps
slowy a fire engine. It's energency lights are on but not

the siren. This engine isn't in a hurry today.

Behi nd cones another fire engine. And another. Ten, twenty,



all of themcreeping slowy along. And behind the engi nes
now wal k firemen in their dress blues. Hundreds of them
Wal king silently in step behind

TWO COFFI NS

Loaded in the rear of Engine 17. Santos drives as Gindle,
Brian, and the nen of |adder conpany 46, wal k behind. The
silent procession passes under extended aerial |adders crossed
i ke dress swords. Average people stop, take their hats off.

EXT. LAKE SHORE DRI VE - THE S| LENT PROCESSI ON
Sequence onitted fromoriginal script.
EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

Two coffins, lying side by side, draped in the blue and white
of the Chicago flag. A single fire helnet rests atop each
casket .

Brian stands at attention beside Helen. He holds the hand of
St ephen's son Sean, his eyes clouded with tears as a fire
dept. honor guard plays Taps. Jennifer's there, too far away
to touch.

Ringal e, still wearing a head bandage, stands stiffly beside
a brass bell and speaks with a voice raw and weary.

SHADOW
In the Chicago Fire Departnent the
al arm code 3-3-5 signifies that the
conpany has returned honme to quarters.
W will now ring out that code to
wel cone honme John Adcox and Stephen
McCaffrey...

Wth a snmall hammer Ringale rings out 3-3-5 on the bell

The honor guard folds the flag covering Stephen's casket and
hands it to Helen, who holds it to her breast as we

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A sea of blue uniforms drifting across green as the funera
breaks up. Brian hugs Hel en and Sean. Lets them go.

EXT. CEMETERY EDGE - DAY

Ringal e's there, resting against his dept. sedan as Brian
wal ks by, pauses, and leans on it beside him A beat.

SHADOW
Your brother was a good nan

BRI AN
Yeah.



SHADOW
Anot her coupl e of good nmen get burned
up for their city? Is that howit's
going to read?
(Brian doesn't answer)
You're the only one that knows.

BRI AN
Li ke it never happened..

Ringal e turns to wal k back to his sedan. He pauses. Looks
back to Brian.

SHADOW
Want to help ne with sonething?

I NT. OFFI CE - DAY

An el evator opens as Brian and Ringal e wal k qui ckly out,
down a hall, and BURST into Swayzak's office.

I NT. SWAYZAK' S OFFI CE - DAY

The Aldernan's there, giving a press conference fromhis
desk.

SHADOW
M. Swayzak! How ya doin'?

SWAYZAK
(conf used)
I nvestigator...

Ringal e sits on Swayzak's desk

SWAYZAK

I"'ma little busy right now --
SHADOW

This'lIl only take a minute. There's

two cops outside that want to ask
you about this --

Ri ngal e drops the manni ng report on Swayzak's desk

SHADOW

This is just a guess of course, but
I think they're gonna want to know
why you secretly paid Donald Cosgrove
Jeffrey Hol conb and Al an Seagrave to
create a phony manpower st udy.

(to caneras)
You guys' |l wait, right?

The room expl odes with questions. Through the din Brian | eans
over the desk very close to Swayzak.

BRI AN
See that glow flashing in the corner
of your eye? That's your career



dissipation light. And it just went
into high gear.

Brian turns and pushes his way out. At the door he pauses
and | ooks back at Ringale. The investigator nods and smles
just a little..

I NT. SWAYZAK' S COFFI CE CORRI DOR
As Brian wal ks down it, Ringale appears and calls to him

SHADOW
-- Brian.

Bri an hesit ates.

SHADOW
Don't keep | ooki ng over your shoul der
for the ghost. It's gone now.

And there's just a beat between the investigator and his
probi e before Brian nods and wal ks away.

EXT. SWAYZAK OFFI CE CORRI DOR

Brian wal ks down the hall. He passes Jennifer's small office.
She's in there, surrounded by packi ng boxes.

BRI AN
I think your boss is going to need
some spin control

JENNI FER
I quit two days ago, Brian.

BRI AN
(beat)
What' Il you do?

JENNI FER
I don't have the slightest idea..

BRI AN
I'"l'l see ya around, huh?

JENNI FER
It's a small town.

DI SSCLVE TGO
EXT. FIRE STATION 17 - CTY

And norni ng breaking across the avenues and up agai nst the
tired brick of firehouse 17.

INT. FI RE STATION 17 - LOCKER ROOM
Brian sits staring into his |ocker, lost in thought, his

equi pnent stacked up on the bench beside him THE ALARM KLAXON
SOUNDS



I NT. FIRE STATION 17 - APPARATUS FLOOR

And firenmen scurrying to their equi pnment on the apparatus
floor. They're clinbing aboard their rigs now and the punper's
diesel is coughing to life.

At the last nonent, as it begins to pull out, Brian cones
sliding dowmn the pole in his turn-out gear, bounces off the
floor, and clinbs aboard as the engi ne WH STLES away.

INT. ENG NE 17 - CAB

There's a new fireman beside himon the bench. He can't get
his coat buckled right. Brian | eans over does it for him

BRI AN
You're doing it wong.

EXT. FIRE ENG NE 17 - STREET - DAY

And the fire engine slips away fromus, down the avenue,
into the city as we

FADE TO BLACK

THE END





