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A BLACK SCREEN throughout title segquence.
An assembly room of people are LAUGHING.
1ST TITLES UP.

The laughter dies.
A voice into a microphone:

DIGNITARY (V.0.)

Suffice it to say that that rookie
cop from New Jersey finally did
learn how to read a suspect his
rights.

(more laughter)
It is my great pleasure to present
the City of New York’s Distinguished
Service Medal for nineteen ninety-
three to Lieutenant John McClane.

Cheering, flashbulbs popping, etc....

- . 2ND TITLES UP.

A lawyer is conferring with his client:

LAWYER (v.o.)
I understand your frustration but I
can’t work miracles. There’s no way
you can patch things up?

A cough. . Thé client clears his throat. A Zippo lighter
flicks. An exhale of smoke. Another cough.

MCCLANE (v.o.)
No.

LAWYER (v.o0.)
A court always favors the mother
unless it’s proven she’s unfit. 1Is
she unfit?

'~ MCCLANE (v.o0.)
No. She’s not unfit.

LAWYER (v.o0.)
Then there’s no chance you’ll get
custody. I'’m sorry, John.

3RD TITLES UP. _
Rowdy voices in a crowded bar. A juke box plays Frank

Sinatra’s "Summer Wind."

BARTENDER (v.o0.)
Last call! Drink up!

We hear the bartender’s footsteps coming closer....



BARTENDER (v.o.)
Another Johnny?

MCCLANE (v.o0.)
(fatigued)
Yeah. ’

BARTENDER (Vv.0.)
Why doncha go home.

MCCLANE (v.o0.)
Home? What’s that?

The bartender sighs and says, resignedly:

BARTENDER (v.o0.)
Okay, Johnny.

4TH TITLES UP.
The bar noise rises to a crescendo and dies and we --

FADE IN:
EXT. MANHATTAN - AERIAL ESTABLISHING - EARLY MORNING

The sun is rising over the World Trade Towers.
It’s a July morning; the city is already steaming.

INT. N.Y.P.D. - MIDTOWN PRECINCT = EARLY MORNING

.The detective’s bullpen is deserted.
Shafts of sunlight pass through venetian blinds onto --

A CUP OF COFFEE on a desk, CAMERA picking up objects
(photos, a detective’s shield) belonging to Detective
John McClane, N.Y.P.D.

Suddenly DOORS BANG OPEN. 'Cops and detectives enter for
a new day, laughing, talking Yankees and Mets.

INT. DETECTIVES’ BULLPEN - MORNING - LATER

The room is packed with UNIFORMED COPS and DETECTIVES.
Incessant CHATTER and TAPPING WORD PROCESSORS.

IN THE CORNER - A GROUP OF N.Y.P.D. DETECTIVES are going
over case files, drinking coffee. RICKY WALSH sits with
his feet propped on his desk, looking at a CLIPBOARD.

WALSH
I got an eyewitness on a two-eleven
in Bed Stuy. Hispanic male, mid-
20’s with a red windbreaker.

DETECTIVE 2
I’ll take it, Ricky.



WALSH
{makes notation on
clipboard)
Sold to the man in the seersucker
suit. -

INT. A WINDOWED OFFICE DOWN THE HALL - CONTINUOUS

N.Y.P.D. Chief of Detectives ARTHUR COBB is talking to
DETECTIVE JOE LAMBERT.

COBB
Overreacting? Really? Larry down
at O’Neil’s says he closes the place .
every night. : ‘

LAMBERT
He doesn’t have a drinking problem.

COBB
I'm not saying he does. But he
won’t take a physical. He told the
shrink downtown to - I’m putting
this in pher words - have intercourse
with herself. What’s eating him? -
Man’s inhumanity to Man? The plight
of Tibet? The Mets’ outfield?

LAMBERT
Arthur, John’s not had the best
year...
COBB

I don’t want a testimonial. His
caseload’s down. There’s talk of a
leave of absence. 1I’ve got to see
some change. You and Ricky have
known him since kindergarten - you
talk to him.

They stare at each other.
INT. MIDTOWN PRECINCT - BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

A long functional john with a thousand toilets and
sinks. TWO UNIFORMED ROOKIE COPS are taking a piss,
whispering. 1In the b.g., we hear a ROARING FAUCET.

ROOKIE COP 1
You ever seen him?

‘ ROOKIE COP 2
Yeah. Couple times at the range.

ROOKIE COP 1
What'’s he look like? One of the
guys downtown. told me he gleeps here
half the time.



MCCLANE (o.s.)
Only a gquarter of the time, fellahs.

The cops, startled, look over at --

-

JOHN. MCCLANE, at the sink, spitting out toothpaste.
McClane is 40 now. His hair is flecked with grey.

He stands upright and turns off the faucet. Wipes his
mouth on his sleeve.

McClane walks past the rookie cops with his toothbrush
and toothpaste.

MCCLANE
Good views, bad room service.

McClane walks out the door past the stunned cops and --
| CUT TO:

EXT. MID-TOWN MANHATTAN - BLOOMINGDALES - DAY

It’s 9:00 a.m. and already humid as a locker room.

On 3rd Avenue, SHOPPERS crowd through the doors of-

BLOOMINGDALES eager to take advantage of a cosmetics and
lingerie sale.

INT. BLOOMINGDALES - FIRST FLOOR COSMETICS - DAY

'LADIES walk the aisles, exchanging cool smiles with
swishy PERFUME SALESMEN who display their scents.

AT THE COUNTER - A LADY SHOPPER applies eye shadow. She
bends forward, looking in a small mirror on the counter.

LADY SHOPPER
Hmm. This one’s nice.

The SALESGIRL, on the other side of the counter, agrees.

SALESGIRL
Yes, I like that one.

The LADY SHOPPER bénds closer to the mirror.
Her shoe hits something. She looks down.

A SAMSONITE BRIEFCASE siﬁs at her feet.

LADY SHOPPER
Oh dear, someone left their
briefcase.

SALESGIRL
. (smiles)
Happens all the time. I’ll take it.

The Lady Shopper picks up the briefcase and hands it



across the counter to the Salesgirl. The Salesgirl
examines the briefcase. It is TICKING.

SALESGIRL
Do you hear that?

_ LADY SHOPPER
Yes. Yes I do.

They each look at the briefcase.
They look at each other.

A huge blast. An eruption of flame.

The place blows to pieces. - .
Flying glass and metal. The jewelry counters become
airborne. It is over suddenly.

CEILING SPRINKLERS douse the carnage.
Corpses lie amidst the wreckage.

CUT TO:

INT. N.Y.P.D. - MIDTOWN PRECINCT =~ DAY

Walsh and the detectives continue their morning routine.

WALSH
I got a theft of ten industrial
dumptrucks on Staten Island.

MCCLANE (o0.s.)
Insurance fraud.

Everyone turns to McClane; he’s at his desk, knotting
his necktie, lighting another cigarette.

MCCLANE
By now the trucks are in California
and the contractor’s collecting
theft insurance which he’ll split
with the thieves. They’ve run that
scam in Jersey for years. 1’1l take
it, Ricky. :

WALSH
(makes notation) .
Sold to the man who bathes with
"High Karate."

- MCCLANE
0ld Spice.

WALSH
I did detect a fresher bouquet.

JOE LAMBERT walks up humming the theme from "Jeopardy."
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 He has DOLLAR BILLS in one hand and A CUP OF COFFEE in
the other. He shoves the coffee in McClane’s hand.

LAMBERT
Category: New York Trivia.
Detective Walsh, this mediocre
center fielder replaced the
legendary Joe Dimaggio.

WALSH
Who is...Carl Bennet.

LAMBERT .
ONK. Lou Boudreaux.

(pockets. the $5 bill)
Detective McClane, for ten dollars,
this is the biggest engineering job
in the U.S. since the Hoover Dam.

MCCLANE
No idea, Alex. .

LAMBERT
What is the New York City Aquaduct
from the Catskill Mountains to the
Isle of Manhattan.

WALSH
They ever going to finish that
thing?

Suddenly the bullpen’s EMERGENCY BELL CLANGS.
Everyone whips their neck around.

WALSH
Ahh fuck...

During this, Lambert turns to McClane.

: LAMBERT
Let’s talk later, okay?
MCCLANE
About what?
LAMBERT

Life. Yours in particular.

McClane and Lambert lock eyes.
A UNIFORMED COP enters the bullpen, shouting:

UNIFORMED COP
Somebody just blew up Bloomingdales!

Everyone stares at each other.



WALSH
Bloomingdales? What the fuck'’s
anybody got against Bloomingdales?

- MCCLANE
Ever see 2 woman miss a shoe‘sale?

Mcciahe and the Detectives scramble around, thro&ing on
their suit jackets, checking their weapons, etc.

DOWN THE HALL - ARTHUR COBB

leans out his office, shouting instructions to McClane,
Lambert, Walsh, and the others who are rushing. through
the bullpen. :

CHIEF COBB
McClane, compile a witness sheet.
Ricky, seal off a five block radius;
Joe, Keep the T.V. crews the hell
out of there!

The detectives roar out through double doors.
Cobb’s secretary, JANE, calls from inside the office.

SECRETARY JANE (o.s)
Arthur! Phone!

COBB
Not now.

JANE appears next to him. Her face is ash white.
SECRETARY JANE
Arthur, you’d better take this.
(Cobb looks at her)

He says he set the bomb at
Bloomingdales.

They stare at each other.
Cobb turns, looks into his office at =-

COBB’S DESK - HIS TELEPHONE - It is flashing.

Cobb goes into his office and picks up the phone. He
punches a line button. It connects a call.

COBB
Hello?

We hear a voice. A European accent. It is, from the
first syllable, chilling and unforgettable.

It is Simon.



SIMON
Simple Simon met a pie man
Going to the fair.
Said Simple Simon to the pie-man:
Give me your pies or I’ll cave your
fucking head in.

CHIEF COBB
Who is this?
SIMON
Simon. Hello, Arthur.
(beat)

Bloomingdales was just for show.

A pause.

CHIEF COBB
What do you want?

SIMON
I want to play a game.

' : CHIEF COBB
What kind of game?

SIMON
Simon Says.
(beat)
Is John McClane there?

A pause. Cobb stares at the phone receiver.

CHIEF COBB
Yes.

SIMON

Good. ,

-(suddenly low,

sinister)
Listen to me, Arthur. 1In the next
several hours Simon is going to tell
Detective McClane what to do and
Detective McClane is going to do it.
If he fails to comply with the
slightest detail of my instructions,
there will be a penalty.

COBB -
What penalty?

SIMON
Ten pounds of plastique explosive
will be detonated in a crowded
public place.

Cobb swallows. His throat is suddenly dry.



COBB
Just a second.
(covers the receiver; yells
to his secretary)
Janie! Get MeClane!

COBB’S SECRETARY
(appearing in the
doorway)

He just went to Blooming....

COBB
Get him. Run!

Jane runs off.
Cobb takes his hand off the receiver:

COBB
What do you want Detective McClane
to do?

SIMON

Simon Says Detective McClane is to

stand on the corner of 138th street
and Amsterdam, which is in Harlem,

if I'm not mistaken....

CcuUT TO:

A STREET SIGN: "AMSTERDAM AVE", crossed at a right
angle with "138TH ST."

MOVING UP AND PANNING around --
EXT. THE CORNER OF AMSTERDAM AND 138TH ST. - DAY

Oon each corner of this intersection is a business: A
bodega, a bar, a laundromat, and an APPLIANCE SHOP.

ON 138TH ST. - DOWN FROM THE BAR - A NEIGHBORHOOD GANG

all 20’s and late teens, are hanging out on the bar’s
delivery bulkhead in their bathrobes, laughing, smoking
cigarettes and drinking beers. They are watching --

The two BIGGEST GANGMEMBERS (GANGMEMBERS 1 & 2) playing
black-jack on an overturned milk carton. It’‘s high-
stakes.  The carton is covered with cards and money.

ACROSS THE INTERSECTION - TWO BLACK KIDS

come down Amsterdam. They are DEXTER 12, and RAYMOND,
10. Dexter is lugging a big STEREO RECEIVER. The kids
walk toward the appliance shop on the corner.
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INT. APPLIANCE FIX~IT SHOP - DAY

The place is jammed with refrigerators, washlng
machines, stereos, T.V.s, etc.

-

DING! a bell on the door sounds as the kids enter.

DEXTER
Uncle!

ZEUS CARVER, 29, black, comes through the maze of junk.
He has confidence, a strong sense of himself. He looks
people in the eye. He doesn’t like weakness or
indifference. He’s a man with things on his mind. He
is often angry, due to attitudes and conditions which
have prevailed in this country for the last 300 years.:

Zeus walks up to the boys. He'’s known them since they
were born; they’re his nephews. :

ZEUS
It’s 9:15. Why aren’t you at
school? _
DEXTER

Tony wants to sell you this.

2EUS
And it was such a good deal you had
to cut school. Un<«huh. And it was
so heavy you both had to carry it.
Un-huh. Give it here.

Dexter hands 2Zeus the stereo receiver.
He examines it.

ZEUS
Where’s the serial number plate?
Where’d Tony get this? :

RAYMOND
Says he found it.

. DEXTER
It ain‘t hot.

Zeus opens the cash register and pulls out two twenties
and a ten. He hands the bills to the kids.

ZEUS
There’s fifty dollars. If he tries
to chisel you for more, tell him no
deal and I’'ll return the stereo
tomorrow - and don’t spend the
money.



Dexter reaches for the bills. 2Zeus retracts then.
Now a series of guestions. Sort of a routine...

ZEUS
Then what’/re you going to do?
RAYMOND
Go to school. :
ZEUS
Why?
DEXTER
To get educated.
| - ZEUS
Why?
RAYMOND
So we can go to college.
ZEUS
Why’s that important?
RAYMOND
To get respect.
ZEUS
~Who’s the bad guys?
DEXTER
Guys who sell drugs.
| ZEUS
Who else?
DEXTER
Guys who have guns.
: ZEUS
Who'’s the good guys?
RAYMOND
We’‘re the good guys.
ZEUS
Who’s gonna help you?
DEXTER
Nobody.
2EUS

So who’s gonna help you?

RAYMOND
We’re gonna help ourselves.
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ZEUS
And who do we D@t want to help us?
_ DEXTER
White people. -
ZEUS

That’s right.

Ssatisfied, Zeus offers the bills again. Dexter snags
them. They smile at 2Zeus and tear out the door.

Zeus carries the stereo to the work bench, muttering:

ZEUS :
Ain‘t hot. Thing’s so hot you could
fry an egg on it.

CUT TO:
EXT. CORNER OF AMSTERDAM AND 137TH ST. - DAY
A block away, a POLICE VAN rolls up. Stops at the curb.
INT. POLICE VAN - éACK COMPARTMENT

In the back compartment, John McClane sits with Chief of
Detectives Cobb. McClane wears nothing but a terry-
cloth bathrobe, socks and shoes.

' The VAN DRIVER leans into the back compartment.

DRIVER
This is it, Captain.

Cobb turns to McClane.

COBB
Where’s the gun?

McClane,swiveis around and lowers his robe. Taped to
his bare back is a SMALL CALIBER PISTOL.

McClane swivels back around.
Cobb looks at him. Frowns.

COBB
You look like shit.

MCCLANE
What do you want me to do, Arthur,
comb my fuckin’ hair?
(beat)
If you want to talk to me, talk to
me. Don’t send Ricky. What’s this
all about?
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COBB
I’'m going to recommend retirement.

MCCLANE
I won’t fight- it.

They stare at each other.

: COBB
We’ll talk about it later. Listen:
We’re pulling back to 125th.
' (off McClane’s
reaction)
Simon said no cops within a ten
block radius or we get another bomb. .
There are fifty rooftops up here
that would give him a view. You
want to take the chance he’s not

watching?
MCCLANE
(shakes his head; a
pause) :

What the hell is this all about?

COBB
I have no idea, John.

McClané takes a deep breath and opens the van door.
EXT. AMSTERDAM AND 137TH STREET
McClane gets out of the van in his bathrobe.

Cobb hands McClane a LARGE WHITE SANDWICH BOARD from the
van. (The kind worn by street advertisers: two pieces
of plywood connected with twine.)

McClane slips off his bathrobe and tosses it to Cobb.
He'’'s now in boxer shorts, socks, and dress shoes.

COBB
(to the driver)
Go.
(turns back to
McClane)
Fifteen minutes.

McClane nods.
The police van pulls away from the curb, does a U-turn,

and heads south on Amsterdanm.

McClane watches the van go.-

He turns and looks at the run-down surroundings.

He puts on the sandwich board.

We are behind him. We can’t see the front of the board.
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McClane heads north on the sidewalk, heading toward
138th street, one block away.

FOLLOWING MCCLANE - as he walks.

UP AHEAD - A BLACK WOMAN, 50’s, comes out of a decrepid
brownstone and walks down the front stoop. She turns
south on the sidewalk, heading for McClane.

McClane and the Black Woman pass each other.
McClane walks past her and keeps walking.

THE BLACK WOMAN stops, wide-eyed, double-taklng
She looks over her shoulder at McClane.

WOMAN
What in heaven’s name...?

McClane continues to the corner of 138th and Amsterdam.
There, he stops.

CLOSE ON McClane - Sweat beads on his brow. His eyes
dart in all directions. .

MCCLANE’S POV -~ PANNING AROUND THE INTERSECTION

No traffic. Quiet sidewalks. McClane’s eyes PAN from
the bodega, to the liguor store, to the laundromat, to
ZEUS CARVER'’S APPLIANCE SHOP. His eyes lock on -

THE GANGMEMBERS playing cards down 138th street. They
are wrapped up in the game. They do not see him.

BACK TO SCENE - MCCLANE
wipes the sweat from his forehead. Under his breath:

MCCLANE
Shit.

- Across the street, outside Zeus'’s appliance shop, DEXTER
and RAYMOND are staring at him. Dexter whispers to
Raymond. They go back into the appliance shop.

cuT TO:
INT. APPLIANCE FIX-IT SHOP =~ DAY

An electric stove is jacked up on cinder blocks. Zeus
is under it. We only see his legs.

The front door bell DINGS.

DEXTER (0.S8.)
Uncle!
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ZEUS

What are you doing back here? I’'m
busy.

RAYMOND (o.s.)
You better look at this!

Zeus, muttering under his breath, slides out from under
the stove, a red-hot SOLDER GUN in hand.

He looks up at Dexter and Raymond.

: Z2EUS
What?

DEXTER
There’s a white man out there.

ZEUS
You take me from my work to see a
white man? I've seen plenty.

RAYMOND
Not like this.

They point to the window. '
Zeus walks to the window and separates the grlmy
venetian blinds with his fingers.

He looks out. He blinks. He looks again, squinting.
He comes away from the window. Says to Dexter:

ZEUS
Get on the phone. Dial nine-one-
one. Tell ‘em you want a police car
up here real fast or somebody’s
gonna die.

Dexter and Raymond stare at Zeus.

ZEUS
Go!

Dexter and Raymond run toward the back of the shop.
Zeus goes to the door. Exits the shop.

EXT. HARLEM SIDEWALK - DAY

Zeus comes out of his shop, the solder iron still in
hand. He looks around the intersection. Across the
street, the GANG MEMBERS are hanging out, playing cards,
oblivious to anything unusual.

Zeus looks south-easterly, at the other corner.

It is a bizarre, surreal sight.
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In blazing sunshine, on the worst street in Harlem, a

white man is standing in boxer shorts, socks, and shoes,
wearing a large white sandwich board. It is McClane.

The front of the board,” in huge red letters, reads:
I HATE NIGGERS

Zeus blinks. He frowns. He thinks.
He walks diagonally across the intersection.

MCCLANE sees Zeus coming.

Zeus approaches him. He stops in the street ten feet
from McClane, eyeing him quizzically.

2EUS
Good morning.

They stare at each other.
Zeus'’ eyes dart from McClane to the GANG MEMBERS on the

corner.

ZEUS
Havin’ a good day, sir? You feelin’
okay?
(comes closer)

" Not to get too personal, but a white
man standing in the middle of Harlem
wearing a sign saying "I hate
Niggers" has either got some
personal issues or he’s a few boats
shy of a fleet.

(comes closer, voice
lowering)
I'm talkin’ to you, man: you’‘’ve got
ten seconds, maybe less, before
those guys see you. If they see
you, they’ll kill you. Do you
understand me?

MCCLANE
I’'m a cop.

- 2EUS
What?

MCCLANE

I can’t explain now.
Out of the corner of his eye, Zeus sees --

THE CARDGAME - ONE OF THE PLAYERS (GANG MEMBER 1),
having lost a big hand, flings his cards over his
opponent’s head. The cards twirl like little -frisbees
TOWARD THE INTERSECTION CORNER.
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The opponent (GANG MEMBER 2).chases the cards. He grabs
a couple. He is nearly in the intersection. Suddenly
he freezes --

He stands up, looking straight at McClane.

The other GANG MEMBERS, follow;ng the flight of the
cards, also see him.

GANG MEMBER 2
What the fugk....?
Ahh shittt....

THE GANG MEMBERS are now standing on the opposite corner
of the street, staring at McClane and Zeus.

MCCLANE turns to Zeus, his speech clipped, urgent:

MCCLANE
Listen: an hour ago somebody bombed
Bloomingdales.
ZEUS

~Yeah, I heard it on the news.

MCCLANE
Whoever did that said I had to do
this or he’d blow up something else.

ZEUS
(incredulous)
What? '

Whether Zeus believes McClane or not, it’s too late now.
THE GANG MEMBERS start across the street.

: MCCLANE
I have a gun.

- ZEUS
Where? Never mind. You pull a gun,
they’ll kill you. Listen: you're
obviously not crazy, but I want you
to act it. Like Looney Toons, okay?

McClane nods, acknowledging this.

The GANG MEMBERS are upon them.

They circle around McClane, staring at the sandwich
board. They are amused. Sort of. They smile.

After an ice-cold pause:
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GANG MEMBER 1
Hey Zeus. This a friend o’ yours?
(to McClane)
Huh? You a friend o’ his?
McClane looks Gang Member 1 straight in the eye, his
demeanor suddenly changing. McClane’s eyes have become
those of a lunatic.

MCCLANE
My only friend is God.

The Gang Members look at each other. Some LAUGH.

Gang Member 1 comes up close to McClane. Looks-at
McClane’s sandwich board.

GANG MEMBER 1

God, huh? Does your god hate
niggers too? ‘

(pulls a switchblade

from his pocket)
He better, deuce. You’re gonna need
him. :
(over shoulder, to
other Gang Members)
‘Let’s fuck this guy up.

ZEUS
The guy’s crazy. Look at him.
Standing out here in his underwear.
He doesn’t know what he’s doing. He
probably doesn’t know where he js.
Some mental ward escapee....

Gang Member 2 steps forward. Stares at McClane. Then
he turns to Zeus. :

GANG MEMBER 2
S©0 he’s crazy. So are wve.

The other Gang Members LAUGH.

GANG MEMEBER 1
(to Zeus)
Back off.

Zeus stays put. Doesn’t budge.
The Gang Members crowd in around McClane.
Gang Member 1, brandishing the knife under McClane’s
nose, motions to the sandwich board.

GANG MEMBER 1
Get tbat off him.

TWO GANGMEMBERS 1lift the back face of the sandwich



INT. LIVERY CAB - DRIVING - DAY

McClane and Zeus sit in the back seat.
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to the ground. The boards CLATTER on the ground.

McClane staggers forward, his torso now exposed. Taped
to the small of his back is the .22 clip handgun.

Zeus sees the gun before anyone else.

He lunges behind McClane and RIPS the gun from McClane s

back, tape and all.

Zeus brings the gun down, training it on the Gang
Members, wildly, back and forth, from member to member.

Startled, they recoil.

Except for Gang Member 1, who sticks the sw;tchblade
under McClane’s chin.

Z2EUS
- Put it down.

A tense pause.
Zeus cocks the gun. His hand is rock steady.

Z2EUS ’
I’1ll kill you. I won’t want to, but
I’11 do it.

Gang Member 1 tosses the knife down. He backs off.
McClane joins Zeus. At this moment =--

A HARLEM LIVERY CAB comes up to the intersection and
stops at the light. 1It’s right next to them.

Zeus points a gun at THE LIVERY CAB DRIVER, who looks
back with wide, terrified eyes.

2EUS
Stay where you are.

Zeus motions to McClane.
McClane moves to the cab, Zeus following, stepping
backward, the gun trained on the Gang Members.

They get in the cab. It roars off down Amsterdam,
leaving =-

The Gang Members running after the car, SHOUTING
OBSCENITIES, throwing beer bottles, etc.

INT. _LIVERY CAB - DRIVING - DAY
McClane and Zeus sit in the back seat.

Up front, the LIVERY DRIVER, is quaking in his seat.
thrusts money into the back seat.

He
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LIVERY DRIVER
Don’t kill me! That’s all I got!

Zeus rolls his eyes. Hands the money back to him.

: - ZEUS
Ahh man, I ain’t robbin’ you. Just
‘get us outta here. Head downtown.
Run the lights.

" LIVERY DRIVER
You got it boss!

The car lurches forward.
CUT TO:
INT. CAR - FRONT SEAT - DAY

We are the P.0.V. of someone sifting in a parked car at
139TH AND AMSTERDAM, one block north.

We have just seen the foregoing incident. We lower |
BINOCULARS from our eyes, hand them to someone in the
passenger seat, and engage the gears. We pull away from
the curb.

CUT TO:
INT. LIVERY CAB - DRIVING - DAY

The car is rocketing down Amsterdam.
Zeus turns to McClane. Hands him the gun.

ZEUS
I just had my day fucked up.

MCCLANE
Join the club. :

ZEUS
So one more time: The guy who
bombed Bloomingdales wanted you to
wear a sign in Harlem saying "I hate
niggers."

. MCCLANE
Yep.
(pronouncing it
latino: “hey-zoos")
Jesus, right?
(extends his hand)
I owe you one. You’ll be
compensated for any loss of
livelihood.
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2EUS
Well get your checkbook out ’‘cause
that was my appliance shop on the
corner. You have any idea what
those guys are doing to it right

now? .
MCCLANE
Chill, out, Jesus. I’ll have a car
sent up.
ZEUS
Chill out? Speak like a white
person.

(beat)
And where do you get off callin’ me
Jesus? Do I look Puerta Rican?

MCLANE
(confused)
The guy back there. He called you
Jesus.
ZEUS

He didn’t say "hey-zoos." He said,
"Hey. Zeus." My name is 2Zeus.

MCLANE
‘Zeus.

ZEUS
Yes. Father of Apollo? Nice pad on
Mount Olympus? Don’t-fuck-with-me-
or-I’'ll-shove-a-lightning-bolt-up-
your-ass? Zeus, man, the Roman god.
You got a problem with it?

McClane looks Zeus over. Smiles.

MCCLANE
You‘re a helluva date, Zeus. Let’s
do this evervy Tuesday, deal?

McClane notices --

THE LIVERY CAB DRIVER is making strange eyes at McClane
and Zeus in the rear-view mirror. (remember, McClane is
almost entirely nude).

LIVERY DRIVER
Hey - where we goin’?

MCCLANE
Fifty-fifth and second.

ZEUS
Where the fuck is that?
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MCCLANE
Police precinct.

EXT. STREET - PASSING SHOT - THE LIVERY CAB
ROARS through the intersection at BROADWAY AND 80TH.

Zeus (v.o.)
Pull this goddamn cab over right
now! .

cuUT TO:
EXT. N.Y.P.D. - MIDTOWN PRECINCT (55TH & 2ND AVE) - DAy

Cops and detectives come and go on the stone staircase
of the largest police precinct in the world.

The livery cab pulls up.
McClane gets out. He pulls his wallet out of his sock
(he’s still in his underwear) and pays the Driver.

MCCLANE
Come on.

Zeus stays seated in the cab.

ZEUS
I’m not going in there. There’s
folks in there I generally try to
avoid.-

MCCLANE
You can give a statement now or you
can give a statement later.
(Zeus doesn’t move)
I’d make up your mind. I’m not
going to stand out here like th;s
all day. :

Zeus frowns. He gets out of the cab.
He follows McClane up the stairs into the precinct.

TWO UNIFORMED cops exit and come down the stairs.
They pass HcClane and Zeus, stopping, doubletaking.

ZEUS
This loss of livelihood
compensation: how much money we
talking about?
They go inside the building.
CUT TO:
INT. CHIEF OF DETECTIVE COBB’S OFFICE - DAY

Cobb is behind his desk, on the phone. The phone is
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hooked up to a TELEPHONE CALL TRACING MACHINE.
Lambert sits in front of the desk, flipping through a
large stack of FILES.

McClane’s putting his clothes back on.
Cobb hangs up the phone: Turns to McClane.

| COBB
{. You getting anywhere?
COBB
i C’mon, John. Think.
| MCCLANE -

It’s not somebody I busted, Arthur.

' COBB
How can you be sure of that?

MCCLANE
"Simon." It’s not an ordinary name.
I'd remember it. We’re up the wrong
tree anyway. He’s not going to use
his real name.

MAN IN CORNER
- I disagree, Lieutenant.

[ . McClane turns.
In the corner is a MAN, 40’s, smoking a pipe.

MCCLANE
Who are you?

COBB :
Fred Schilling, John. Fred does a
lot of our psychiatric criminal
evaluations at Bellevue hospital. I
asked him to be here. What's your
opinion, Doctor? _

A pause. Schilling puffs his pipe.

DR. SCHILLING
Any understanding of this character
starts, necessarily, with an
understanding of megalomania - it’s
a sickness - a pathological
condition in which fantasies of
control, or omnipotence,
predominate.

' - MCCLANE
Speak English.
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DR. SCHILLING
He wants control over you - every
move you make, your thoughts, your
emotions. Megalomaniacs don’t
operate anonymously - they peed to
know that you know who they are.
(beat; he puffs on his
pipe)
I can virtually guarantee this man’s
name is Simon - or possibly some
variation of that.
LAMBERT .
Doesn’t have to be his first name.
(looks at file)
I‘ve got a Robert E. Simon right
" here. You busted him in, let’s
see...Nineteen...

MCCLANE
Eighty-six. Extortion and
kidnapping. He'’s up in Ossining.

LAMBERT
No he’s not. He got ten to fifteen
and served seven for good behavior.
He was released to the state work-
furlough program two months ago.

COBB
Check it out, Joe.

MCCLANE
You’‘re wasting your time. Bob Simon
was a bankrupt businessman who
kidnapped his former partner’s
daughter. He'’'s a fuck-up, not a
psychopath. The guy we’re dealing
with is nuts.

WEISS (o.s.)
A nut who knows a lot about bombs.

CHARLES WEISS, head of N.Y.P.D.’s Incendiary Control and
Forensics Team, or I.C.F.T. (i.e., the "Bomb Sguad")
enters the office, carrying a SAMSONITE BRIEFCASE.

Weiss is a frenetic, serious little guy who likes his
job a little too much.

WEISS
We found this under a bench in
Central Park and I must say, as a
professional, this is very cool
stuff.

Weiss sets the briefcase on the desk. Attached to the
briefcase is a SMALL BOX with a protruding ANTENNAE.
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WEISS

Ten pounds of plastique, just like
he said. The detonation system’s
not a2 fuse, not a timer. It’‘s that.

(points at the box) ’
Radio transmittor. Super high,
super delicate freguency. Now
watch.

He pops open the briefcase. A HUGE PACKAGE OF PLASTIQUE
EXPLOSIVE and a BLASTING CAP is within. Wires run from
the transmittor to the blasting cap. '

lLambert, seeing the explosive, recoils.

LAMBERT
Christ, Charlie!

WEISS

Take it easy. 1It’s disarmed. The
beauty of this system is that it can
be detonated from anywhere up to
ten, twenty miles away.

(he looks up at the

others)
Your boy’s no amateur, Arthur. This
is the most sophisticated system in
the world. Army stuff. SEAL teanm
stuff. Most gterrorists don’t have
this stuff...

: COBB
Charlie...? We get the message.
Thanks.

Weiss picks up the briefcase, goes to the door.

WIESS
This is gonna be an interesting one,
fellahs. :
Weiss exits.
COBB

Joe, start with the military.
Special Forces and Navy Seals. ' Any
discharge less than honorable, any
psycho case.

LAMBERT
You got it.
(points out window
into the bullpen)
What about him?

Cobb and McClane look through the window at --
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IN THE BULLPEN - Zeus CARVER sits with DETECTIVE WALSH
at WALSH'’S desk. Walsh is typing. 2Zeus is giving Walsh
his statement.

-  COBB
Take his statement and let him go.

Suddenly Cobb’s phone BUZZES.
COBB’S Secretary pops her head in the office.

SECRETARY
Arthur. It’s him.

Everyone exchanges a glance.

COBB
Here we go again, fellahs.

Cobb goes to the phone and turns on the TRACING MACHINE.
McClane, Lambert, and Schilling gather around the desk.
Cobb hits a button, connecting the SPEAKER PHONE.

COBB
Simon?

After a lengthy pause:

SIMON

I’'m hurt. Really. I’m not very
happy. He wore the board and stood
on the corner. Congratulations.
Marvelous. Where are my pigeons?

(Cheery) . '
I had two pigeons bright and gay,
They flew from me the other day.
What was the reason they did go?
You cannot tell; for you do not
know.

COBB
You mean McClane?

SIMON
No, I mean Santa Clause.

Cobb, McClane, and Lambert exchange looks.

COBB -
He'’s here.

SIMON
What about the....dark one.

COBB
He’s in the other....

&
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SIMON
Get him.

Cobb motions to lLambert.
Lambert goes to the door and leans out, motioning
frantically to WALSH AND Zeus.

Meanwhile, Simon continues:

SIMON
About the trace you’‘re putting on
this call: it will take ten '
minutes, and five more for a car to
get here, which happens to be a -
public payphone, so why don’t we put -
that idea to beddy-bye?

Walsh and Zeus enter the office.

SIMON
All present?

Zéus looks at the phone. Looks at everyone else.

ZEUS
Who’s that?

SIMON
Hello. 1 took great trouble to
prepare that game for Mr. McClane
and look what you did to my well-
laid plans.

ZEUS
{to the room)
This the Bloomingdales guy?
(Cobb nods)
As far as I'm concerned, you can
stick your well-laid plans up your
well-laid.... .

CLICK.
Cobb turns to Zeus,. furious.
COBB
Christ, there are people’s lives at

stake.
(beat)
You’d better hope he calls back.

A dreadful silence falls on the room.
Everyone stares at the phone.

The phone RINGS. Cobb springs for it. Punches the
button. The call connects.
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COBB
Simon? Please. Simon? He spoke
out of turn.

" SIMON
(after a pause)
That was unpleasant. Don’t let it

‘happen again?

: (low, sinister)
What’s your name, boy?

ZEUS
Zeus Carver. Don’t call me boy..

SIMON

I’11 call you tarbaby if I like. I
was going to spare you; now I'‘ve
changed my mind.

(pause)
Simon Says: McClane and Zeus take a
cab to the subway station at 72nd
and Broadway. I will call you both
in fifteen minutes at the payphone
in the island. Any police escort or
failure to answer my call will cause
non-compliance. By now you’‘ve found
my briefcase - you understand. the
severity of the penalty.

COBB
You can make it if you go right now.
Somebody get out front and hail ‘em
a cab. ‘

Walsh hustles out of the office.

ZEUS
Whoah whoah whoah.

Everyone looks at Zeus.

, ZEUS
I ain‘t going anywhere.

MCCLANE
He said you have to.

ZEUS
I don’t care what he said. I’m not
jumping through no hoops for some
psycho. This is a white man with
white problems, fellahs.
(walks to the door)

I was a fool to get messed up in
this in the first place. Have fun.

28.
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‘Zeus is almost out the door.
McClane'’'s voice stops him:

MCCLANE
He’s golng to klll a lot more
people.

Zeus turns. Levels cold eyes at McClane:

, ZEUS .
I hope they’re white.

And he continues out the door.
Cobb turns to McClane:

COBB
_Get him back here, John.
MCCLANE
Where was the bomb in the Park?
High or low?

‘ WALSH
High. The jungle gym at 107th.

McClane hurries out the door --
INT. BULLPEN CORRIDOR

- and runs after Zeus, who is walking quickly toward the
exit. He heads him off. Zeus stops.

- ZEUS
What?
MCCLANE
You know the playground at 107th
Street?
ZEUS

Of course I know it, it’s in Harlenm.
I played there when I was a kid.

MCCLANE
That’s where we found the last bomb.
(beat)
This isn’t a "white" problem, Zeus.

Zeus frowns. He wearily turns and follows McClane back
to Cobb’s office and we --

CUT TO:
INT. THE BULLPEN CORRIDOR - MINUTES LATER

McClane and Zeus are exiting Cobb’s office and Cobb is
barking orders:
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. COBB
John, don’t play around - do exactly
what he says. Ricky and Joe - get a
civilian vehicle from the undercover
guys. Follow ‘em to 72nd, but keep
your distance - and keep me
informed!

McClane and Zeus disappear through the exit doors.
Lambert and Walsh go the other way to the motor pool.

Cobb goes back in his office. Mumbles:
COBB
Simon Says. Shit.
(hits the intercom on his
_ phone)
Janie, get me the Mayor'’s office.
CcuT TO:

EXT. N.Y.P.D. MIDTOWN PRECINCT - DAY

A YELLOW TAXI CAB sits at the curb. A UNIFORMED
PATROLMAN holds the door open for =-

McClane and Zeus who race down the stone steps. They
hop in the taxi; the door is slammed shut; the taxi
speeds off into traffic.

CUT TO:
EXT. 72ND ST. AND BROADWAY - DAY

The taxi pulls up to the curb on Broadway.
McClane and Zeus scramble out and run across the street.

EXT.‘ 72ND ST. SUBWAY STATION ISLAND - DAY

The station entrance is on an island in the the middle
of the intersection, directly above the train track.
Next to the station is a NEWS KIOSK.

Next to the kiosk is a PAYPHONE.
McClane and Zeus run up to the phone.

EXT. ACROSS THE STREET - A BEAT-UP CHEVY IMPALA

sits at the curb. Detectives Walsh and Lambert'in it.
Walsh speaks into a c.b. RADIO

' WALSH
They’re at the payphone now, over.

EXT. 72ND ST. SUBWAY STATION - BY THE PAYPHONE - DAY

A WOMAN, 30’s, well-dressed, is talking as McClane and
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Zeus approach.

UPPER WEST SIDE WOMAN
Clair, You should see the sale at
Zabars.... -

MCCLANE
Maam?
(she ignores him)
Maam, we need to use....

Zeus reaches into the cubicle.

Z2EUS :
Get the fuck off the phone, lady.
(he disconnects the
call)
This is police business.

UPPER WEST SIDE WOMAN
Hey! ‘

"Horrified, she grabs her bags and moves off.

MCCLANE
There’s another phone across the
. Street, maam.

McClane turns to Zeus.

MCCLANE
Let’'s get something straight: I'm
on police business. You’‘re not.

ZEUS

Let’s get something straight: you
need me more than I need you.. If
you don’t like the way I do things,
fine.

(walks away from the

phone)’
I quit.

And the phone RINGS!

2eus stops, turns, eyeing the ringing phone.
McClane and Zeus lock eyes, glaring at each other.

MCCLANE

He said you have to be here.

(Zeus doesn’t move)
All right. I need you.

(Zeus doesn’t move;

McClane sighs)
All right, I need you more than you
need me. '



32‘

Zeus reluctantly goes back to the phone.
McClane answers the phone.
Zeus crowds in next to McClane, sharing the receiver.

" MCCLANE
Hello. .

SIMON

Birds of a feather flock together,
And so will pigs and swine.
Rats and mice all had their chance,
And so will I have mine.

(beat) .
Why was the phone busy? Were you
calling someone?

MCCLANE
No.

SIMON
I think there’s been non-compliance.
I think people are going to die.

MCCLANE
No. It was just some lady. 1 swear
it. Just some lady.

_ SIMON
I believe you, John. Oh, my! 1It’'s
time for a pop mental aptitude guiz.

Simon laughs.
McClane and Zeus exchange a glance: "What the fuck..?"

SIMON
(now low and very
fast)
Solve the following riddle or you
get a penalty. Ready?

. MCCLANE
Wait! What’s the penalty?
SIMON
Oh. The trash receptacle next to

you?

McClane and Zeus look at the WIRE TRASH CAN next to them
which has been IN FRAME the whole time.

SIMON
There’s ten pounds of plastique in
it. Listen carefully:
(then, very fast)
As I was going to St. Ives
I met a2 man with seven wives
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SIMON (cont’d)

Every wife had seven sacks,
Every sack had seven cats,
Every cat had seven kittens.
Kittens, cats, sacks and wives,
How many weré going to St. Ives?

(beat) '
My phone number is 555 and the
answer. Call me in thirty seconds

or die.
CLICK.
McClane stares at Zeus.
MCCLANE
What was it, seven wives at St.
Ives?
ZEUS

Shut up. I’m good at this stuff.

MCCLANE
There were seven wives with seven
sacks, right?

ZEUS
SHUT THE FUCK UP, McClane.

McClane shuts up.
Zeus’s mind is going overdrive.

ZEUS
Seven wives with seven sacks is
forty-nine sacks. What was the
rest? :

MCCLANE _
Something about cats and kittens.

ZEUS o
Right. Each sack has seven cats.
That’s forty-nine sacks with seven
cats each which is three hundred
forty-two cats. Each cat-‘has seven
kittens so it’s three hundred forty-
two cats with seven kittens each
which is...two thousand four hundred
and one kittens. Easy. Dial 555-
2401. '

, MCCLANE
Are you sure?

ZEUS
DIAL!
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MCCLANE _
He said "kittens, cats, sacks and
wives."
ZEUS

Shit, you're right. So it'’s let’s
see...seven wives, forty-nine sacks,
three hundred and forty-two cats and
two thousand....

(does the addition)
Two thousand, eight hundred!

MCCLANE
(punching the numbers,
looking at his watch)
- We’re not going to make it....

The call connects.

SIMON
You‘re late. I’m very sorry.

Mcclane grabs Zeus and dives away from the phone booth
screaming to SURROUNDING PEDESTRIANS:

MCCLANE
THERE’S A BOMB IN THE TRASHCAN!

McClane and Zeus land in a heap on the pavement,
covering up. Seconds pass. Nothing happens.

McClane sloowwly looks up.

A BUNCH OF NEW YORKERS are staring at them.

The PHONE RECEIVER is swinging by its cord, and
emanating from it WE HEAR SIMON LAUGHING.

McClane and Zeus get up and go back to the phonebooth.
McClane lifts the receiver.

MCCLANE
Yeah.

SIMON
I didn’t say "Simon Says."

McClane and Zeus collapse against the walls of the
payphone compartment, breathing hard.

ZEUS

This guy’s getting on my nerves.
SIMON

Look through the grate next to the

phone, John.

McClane looks down at a big VENTILATION GRATE next to
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the payphone. Twenty feet down, through the GRATE, he
can see PEOPLE on the platform, waiting for the train.

SIMON
It is exactly 4:50. Has the number
5 train arrived?

Suddenly the metal ventilation grate VIBRATES. We hear
the DULL RUMBLE of a train pulling in.:

MCCLANE
It’s pulling in now.

SIMON

This morning 1 left something
provocative on it. Explosive even.

(suddenly low, dark,

and very fast)
Simon Says get to the payphone at
the south end of the Wall Street
station next to the news kiosk by
$:20 or the number 5 train, and all
its passengers, will cease to exist.
If you use any means of travel other
than a civilian vehicle, I will blow
the train. If you make any attempt
to close or evacuate the subway
system, I will blow the train. I
will call you in thirty minutes.
You’d better be there. Toodle-ooh.

, MCCLANE
Simon, wait. Wait....

CLICK.
EXT. 72ND AND BROADWAY - SUBWAY STATION - DAY
McClane hangs up. He looks arbund, panicking.

ZEUS
What’s he want?

MCCLANE
We’ve got to be at Wall Street in
half an hour.

ZEUS
Or what?

MCCLANE
He’ll detonate a bomb on that train.

McClane and Zeus look down. BELOW them, PASSENGERS are
stepping onto THE FIVE TRAIN. The doors SLAM shut.

The train pulls away from the subway platform.
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Zeus
Where are we, low 70‘s? Here to
Wall Street in thirty minutes?

" MCCLANE
It’s possible.

ZEUS
At four a.m. Look around: it’s

morning rush hour. 1It’l]l take at
least forty minutes. We don’t even

have a car. :

MCCLANE
- Think positively.

ZEUS
I‘'m thinking positively and WE STILL
DON’T HAVE A CAR.

MCCLANE
That’s a temporary....
' (looks around)
. .set-back. ’

McClane‘dashes off the island into the street, FLAGGING
A CAB. The cab pulls over.

McClane flashes his N.Y.P.D. SHIELD at the DRIVER.

MCCLANE
I'm requistitioning this vehicle for
police business, sir. _

The driver, an ARAB, looks aghast at McClane.

_ ARAB CABBIE
No Englie, no Englie....

McClane'yanks open the door.
The Arab driver reluctantly gets out.
McClane gets in, Zeus in the passenger side.

INT. TAXI - DAY
They settle in. McClane grips the wheel.

ZEUS
Pretty slick. Show a badge, get a
car. What do you think, Ninth
Avenue?

MCCLANE
(thinking)
No.
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ZEUS

I used to drive a cab. I know the
best routes. Ninth Avenue...

McClane throws it in drive. The car BOLTS forward.
McClane throws the steering wheel. THE TAXI FISHTAILS
into a U-TURN, heading into TRAFFIC. ONCOMING CARS veer
to the side, SCREECHING. ‘

MCCLANE throws the steering wheel again.

The taxi hops the curb, SLIDING, TIRES WAILING, and
ROARS down 72nd Street, now heading EAST. .

ACROSS THE STREET - IN THE IMPALA
Walsh and Lambert pull away from the curb, giving chase.
EXT. COLUMBUS AND 72ND - A RED TRAFFIC LIGHT - DAY

THE TAXI blasts through the red-light at the
intersection, narrowly missing --

1) a baby carriage;

2) three guys in business suits; and,

3) two nuns (who are gtill praying)

INT. TAXI - DAY

Zeus clutches the dashboard, eyes wide.

ZEUS

Where the hell are you going!? I'm
telling you: Ninth Avenue is the
guickest way south.

MCCLANE
No it isn’t.

INT. CHEVY IMPALA - DAY
Walsh drives. Lambert’s on the radio.
LAMBERT
They’re heading east on 72nd toward
Central Park.
EXT. 72ND AND CENTRAL PARK WEST - DAY

Again, another red light. Gridlock. Two TRUCKS in the
intersection. Six, maybe seven feet between them.

The taxi is approaching the intersection at 80 m.p.h. =--
INT. TAXI - DAY

Zeus throws up his hands, waiting for the inevitable
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impact. Which doesn’t come.
EXT. INTERSECTION = 72ND AND CENTRAL PARK WEST - DAY

The taxi shoots between the bumpers of the trucks,
SCRAPING METAL, SHOOTING SPARKS =-

And flies into CENTRAL PARK on the CENTRAL PARK THRUWAY!

THE IMPALA, trailing, doesn’t make it. It fishtails,
attempting to stop, and runs up on the curb.

INT. THE IMPALA - DAY
Walsh bangs on the steering wheel.

WALSH
Shit!

LAMBERT
~(into the radio)
They went into the park. We lost
’em. "
EXT. CENTRAL PARK THRUWAY -~ DAY
The taxi falls into traffic behind other cars and cabs.

INT. TAXI - DAY

Zeus is staring malevolently at McClane.

ZEUS
We’re heading east.
MCCLANE
I know.
ZEUS

WALL STREET 1S SOUTH.

MCCLANE

(holds up a finger)
Don’t yell at me.

(again, calmly:)
The best way south isn’t Ninth
Avenue, it’s through the park. I
mean that in the... ‘

(jerks the wheel t

the right)
...literal sense...

EXT. CENTRAL PARK THRUWAY - DAY
THE TAXI hops the curb into the JOGGERS’ LANE.

PEDESTRIANS, BYCYCLISTS, ROLLERBLADERS scramble and dive
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out of the way as the taxi SMASHES through the wood
railed fence and heads pell mell into =-

THE SHEEP MEADOW. Now heading south! Through the park!
INT. TAXI - DAY

McClane is driving like hell across the sheep meadow!
Zeus 1is catatonic. ‘

THROUGH THE WINDSHIELD - IN THE MEADOW - PEOPLE

who, seconds ago, were relaxing, are now SCRAMBLING out
of the way. )

~= A GUY WITH A FRISBEE nearly catches a fender.
-- A PASSIONATE COUPLE, NECKING ON A BLANKET, does a

logroll out of the way.
-- A WHITE-FACED, JUGGLING MIME tosses his juggling pins

and runs.

‘ 2EUS
Are you aiming for these people?!

MCCLANE
No.
(looks in the rear
view mirror)
Well, except for that mime.

The taxi flies on. Headed toward the softball fields.
CUT TO:
EXT. CENTRAL PARK - 64TH ST. °~ SOFTBALL FIELDS - DAY

Two teams of out-of-shape BANKERS and LAWYERS are
‘reliving their highschool glory days.

The taxi RIPS into the infield, slinging dirt, missing

the Baserunner by inches. 1t roars through the diamond,
heading for the CENTRAL PARK SOUTH THRUWAY.

INT. TAXI - DAY

McClane grips the wheel with white knuckles.
Zeus is having a coronary.

ZEUS
YOU’RE CRAZY, YOU KNOW THAT?

EXT. CENTRAL PARK SOUTH THRUWAY - DAY
The taxi SMASHES through the wooden railing, now

ENTERING the thruway, fishtailing through the jogging
lane, and SLIDING headlong into traffic.
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INT. TAXI - DAY

MCCLANE
Okay, there’s Central Park South.
How much time left?

Zeus looks at his wristwatch.

. ZEUS
Twenty-seven minutes.

MCCLANE
72nd and Broadway to Central Park
South in three minutes during rush
hour? Got to be a record.

McClane looks at Zeus. He glares at back.
McClane floors it.

-EXT. CENTRAL PARK SOUTH -~ DAY

THE TAXI flies out of Central Park onto 6th Avenue
(Avenue of the Americas) and runs straight into - AN
IMPENETRABLE WALL OF TRAFFIC. -

INT. TAXI - DAY

Everything has come to a dull, painful crawl.
McClane scans the Avenue.

MCCLANE
I was afraid of this. Midtown at
rush hour'’s murder.

Z2EUS
We need a firetruck.
. MCCLANE
I don’‘t see any fires.
. ZEUS
To follow...
MCCLANE

Gotcha. Done deal.
McClane clicks on the c.b. Adjusts the band.

SWITCHBOARD (V.o.)
N.Y.P.D. May I help you?

- MCCLANE
This is Lieutenant John McClane,
N.Y.P.D. access I.D. number 7479,
calling from a civilian transmittor.
Give me an emergency dispatcher.
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A pause, as we hear a PHONE RINGING, then:

EMERGENCY DISPATCHER (Vv.o0.)
911 what’s your emergency?

-

- MCCLANE
(frantically)
Two officers down .at the corner of
14th Street and 9th Avenue! We need
an ambulance, this is an emergency!

McClane slams down the radio and jerks the wheel,
banging a right on 57th street.
He turns to Zeus.

MCCLANE v
Emergency calls on the west side of
Manhattan go to Roosevelt Hospital.
(looks at Zeus)
Which happens to be two blocks away.

ZEUS
: (getting it)
What do you know....?

MCCLANE
You’‘re good at math, well I'm good
at this shit.

McClane guns it. The car flies down 57th Street.
CUT TO:
EXT. S7TH & 9TH - ROOSEVELT HOSPITAL, ESTABLISHING - DAY

Uneventful. A NURSE wheels a PATIENT up the entrance
ramp. :

Suddenly the hospital’s E.M.S. (Emergency Medical
Services) GARAGE DOOR (located on 9th Avenue) rolls open
and an E.M.S. AMBULANCE VAN roars out onto 9TH AVENUE,
heading south, its SIREN BLARING WHOOOP WHOOP WHOOP.

ACROSS THE STREET - ON 57TH ST. - THE TAXI

comes flying around the corner, fishtailing onto 9th
Avenue, falling in behind the ambulance!

INT. TAXI - ZEUS AND MCCLANE
MCCLANE
That’s the ticket - pick up some
blockers, then go for the endzone.

McClane punches the accelerator, following the
AMBULANCE. :



s,

42.
EXT. AERIAL SHOT - 9TH AVE. DOWN THE WEST SIDE - DAY

All the way down 9th avenue, cars pull to the curb.
The sidestreet traffic halts. As =--

The AMBULANCE, siren WAILING, roars through intersection
after intersection, running interference for MCCLANE AND
2EUS IN THE TAXI!

INT. TAXI - BEHIND THE AMBULANCE - DAY

McClane drops the hammer. 40 miles an hour. 50. 60.
Block after block flies by.

Zeus looks at McClane, impressed.

2EUS
Why fourteenth Street? If you’d
said Wall Street, we’d have them the
whole way.

MCCLANE
Emergency calls below fourteenth
Street are taken by a different
hospital =-- St. Lukes.

ZEUS

Well aren’t you one slick
muthafucka.

McClane guns the car and --

CUT ToO:
EXT. 14TH ST. AND 9TH AVENUE - DAY
The AMBULANCE skids to a stop in the intersection.
Paramedics scramble out, looking frantically around for
the "ocfficers down."

INT. TAXI - DAY

McClane veers to avbid the ambulhnce in front of him.
He clears it and accelerates through the intersection.

MCCLANE
How much time?

Zeus looks at his watch.

ZEUS
It’s 5:02. We’'’re half-way there
with eighteen minutes to go. What
do you think?
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MCCLANE
I dunno. We'’re hitting traffic
again.
(thinks a moment)
Fuck this. -

McClane bangs a left on 12th Street.

ZEUS
Where are you going?

. MCCLANE
You’ll see.

CUT TO:
EXT. SHERIDAN SQ. (12TH & 7TH AVE.), ESTABLISHING - DAY

The West Village. o :
A sign on the subway entrance: SHERIDAN SQUARE.
The taxi pulls over in front of the Subway stairs.

INT. TAXI - MCCLANE AND Zeus - DAY

MCCLANE
Time?

Z2EUS
Sixteen minutes.

MCCLANE
Sheridan Square with sixteen minutes
left means we made it here in.
fourteen minutes, right?

ZEUS
Right.

MCCLANE
So we’re probably ahead of the
train, right?

2EUS
Probably.
(beat)
You’re not thinking what I think -
you’re thinking.

_ MCCLANE
That’s exactly what I’m thinking.

McClane gets out of the taxi. Leans in the window:

MCCLANE
I‘'m getting on that train.
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2EUS
You‘re outta your mind.

MCCLANE
It makes sense. You get to the
phone by 5:20- I’ll find the bomb
and get rid of it in the tunnel. If
you fail, I’ve got you covered. If
I fail, you’re covering for me -
we’re cutting the odds in half.

ZEUS
Yeah, and what if I don’t get to the
phone by 5:20, and you dopn’t find
the bomb and get rid of it.

: MCCLANE

Then I’'m fucked.
(unholsters his gun)

You know how to use this?

McClane hands 2Zeus the gun; Zeus looks at it.

2EUS
I thought I wasn’t on police
business.
MCCLANE

I’'m deputizing you.

ZEUS
My lucky fuckin’ day.

Zeus reluctantly takes the gun.

- MCCLANE
-See you on Wall Street.

And McClane runs. down the stairs into the subway!

ZEUS
McClane! Goddamn it....

Zeus watches McClane race off. He tosses the gun on the
seat, then throws it in drive and speeds off.

CuUT TO:
INT. SHERIDAN SQUARE - SUBWAY STATION - DAY

McClane dashes down the stairs to the platform. He
jumps the turnstile and sees ==~

The NUMBER 5 TRAIN’S DOORS are closing.

MCCLANE
SHIT.
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McClane turns, vaults the turnstiles, and runs back up
to the street level.

EXT. NINTH AVENUE - MCCLANE

sprints down the sidewalk on 9th Avenue, arriving at
VENTILATION GRATE ABOVE THE SUBWAY TRACK.

He kneels and lifts up the grate, tossing it aside.

He lowers himself into the ventilation hole, hanging
there by his fingers.

THE SUBWAY train passes beneath him, still moving
slowly, accelerating into the tunnel and -- :

MCCLANE releases his grip, falling onto --
INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL

-= the ROOF OF THE DRIVER’S CAR.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - DRIVER’S CAR

The SUBWAY DRIVER looks up, astonished at —--

MCCLANE, outside, clinging to the door of the driver’s

car, BANGING on the window.

The driver opens the door; McClane slides inside. He

flips out his detective’s shield.

MCCLANE
Just keep driving and stay on
schedule.

McClane opens the back door of the driver’s compartment
and enters the first subway car.

. CUT TO:
EXT. GREENWICH AVE. - TRIBECA - bAY
The taxi, Zeus at the wheel, flies through traffic.
INT. TAXI - DAY
Zeus looks up through the windshield at --

2eus’ POV - WALL STREET’S WORLD TRADE TOWERS loom over
the sky-line, just ahead.

BACK TO SCENE - Zeus
lowers his eyes to the street. OH MY GOD =--

A TRACTOR TRAILER is in the intersection ahead of him.
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Zeus slams on the brakes.

The taxi screeches to a stop at the light.

Zeus nervously taps his fingers on the wheel, waiting
for the truck to make the corner.

Suddenly'the back seat door of the taxi opens.
Zeus whirls around, staring at -- :

A GUY IN A BUSINESS SUIT sitting in the backseat.
2eus has picked up a passenger! And he’s a snotty guy:

BUSINESS GUY
112 Wall Street, please.

ZEUS
You’ve got to get out, sir.

BUSINESS GUY

No. Your light’s on.

(beat)
Let me make this simple: take me to
Wall Street or I’ll have you're
medallion suspended.

(beat)
What, you don‘t like white people?

Zeus glares at the guy. Sighs.

) ZEUS
Fine. 112 Wall Street it is.

THE LIGHT turns GREEN. 2eus FLOORS it.
The taxi sprints through the intersection.

CUT TO:
INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - PASSENGER CARS - DAY

The train is rocketing through the tunnel.
McClane comes through the doors connecting two cars.

It’s not very crowded. Some STOCKBROKERS. A few LADIES.

He moves down the aisle, stooping low, looking
underneath the rows of molded fiberglass subway seats.

- He pauses. Looks up at --

A LADY. She adjusts her legs. She thinks he’s trying
to look up her dress.

McClane hurriedly moves the length of the car.
Goes through doors into the next car.

CUT TO:
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EXT. WALL STREET - WORLD TRADE CENTERS - DAY

The étreets are filled with five o’clock commuters.
We HEAR an ENGINE GUNNING.

The taxi ROARS up at 50 'miles an hour and careens to the
curb. 2Zeus gets out and runs down the steps to THE WALL
ST. SUBWAY STATION. A

INT. TAXI CAB

The Business Guy in the backseat stares straight ahead,
eyes like saucers. (One can only imagine what the rest
of the trip was like.) -

INT. WALL STREET SUBWAY STATION - ESTABLISHING - DAY
One of the larger stations in Manhattan, distinguished
by a HUGE DIGITAL CLOCK and even bigger DIGITAL STOCKS
AND BONDS QUOTRON, both of which hang from the ceiling
of the train platform, giving Wall Street commuters up-
to-the-minute market prices.

At the south end of the long platform is the WALL STREET
NEWS KIOSK. Next to that is a public TELEPHONE.

AT THE TURNSTILES - ZEUS runs up to the turnstiles and
jumps over one.

A TRANSIT COP, eating a donut, sees him.

TRANSIT COP
Hey!!

Zeus doesn‘t look back. He keeps right on going.
The transit cop hops over a turnstile and gives chase.

INT. TRAIN PLATFORM - DAY

Zeus runs through the crowd, smashing into people like a
pin-ball. Overhead, the HUGE DIGITAL CLOCK reads: 5:18.

Zeus reaches the PAY PHONES by the news kiosk, huffing
and puffing. A BUSINESSMAN stands in front of the
phone, fishing for gquarters in his pocket.

CUT TO:
INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - PASSENGER CARS - DAY

McClane is frantic now, moving down the aisle of a car,
looking under the seats. He looks at his watch.

INSERT - MCCLANE’S WATCH: 5:19

BACK TO SCENE - MCCLANE wipes sweat from his eyes.
Continues into the next-to-~ last car, bending, stooping,
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looking under the seats.
There. There it is. Something under the seat.

McClane rushes to it. GOMMUTERS stare at him as he gets
on his hands and knees and looks under the seat.

A BUNDLE OF PLASTIQUE EXPLOSIVE, a black box transmittor
attached to it, antennae protruding, is fixed to the
underside of the seat with boxing tape.

Very slooowwly, with sweat streaming down his face,
McClane begins to rip the tape off. He finally
unleashes the explosive, stands up, and begins walklng,
tenderly, toward the back of the train.

CUT TO:

INT. SUBWAY STATION PLATFORM - PAYPHONE = DAY

Zeus is by the phone, nervously watchlng the clock.

The Businessman is fishing for guarters in his pocket.
THE DIGITAL CLOCK flips to 5:20.

And the BUSINESSMAN finds his goddamn guarters! He
begins sliding them in the money slot of the phone.

ZEUS _
Uhh, sir, I need that phone.

BUSINESSMAN
Drop dead.

Zeus pulls his gun and points it at the Businessman.

ZEUS
GET AWAY FROM THE PHONE.

The Businessman looks at Zeus and, alarmed, beglns to
back away from the phone. -

We HEAR the CLICK OF A REVOLVER behind Z2eus. And then:

VOICE (v.0.)
DROP THE GUN AND GET YOUR HANDS UP!

Zeus freezes. Drops the gun.

THE TRANSIT cop stands ten paces away, revolver cocked.
COMMUTERS on the platform run for cover. WOMEN SCREAM.

Zeus looks at the Transit Cop. Looks at the phone.
And the PHONE RINGS.

Zeus slowly raises his hands.
The Transit Cop grabs him by the collar, spinning him,
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pushing him face-first against the wall.
The §hone RINGS again.

- 2EUS
Look, I have to answer that.

TRANSIT COP
Shut up.

The PHONE RINGS for the third time. And just then --
emanating from the Subway Tunnel - WE HEAR THE RUMBLE OF

THE TRAIN coming into the station.

Zeus stares at the phone, panicking.
And it RINGS for the FOURTH TIME.

The Cdp spreads Zeus’s legs and begins to pat him down.

CuUT TO:
INT. SUBWAY TRAIN - LAST CAR ~ DAY

McClane is moving through the last car with the bomb,
SCREAMING at PASSENGERS.

MCCLANE
This is a bomb. MOVE. GET OUT OF
HERE [ ]

THE PASSENGERS, panicking and HOLLERING, scramble
through the door into the front cars.

McClane gets to the back door of the last car.
He looks out the window.
The TRAIN TRACKS fall away from the moving train.

He sets the plastique on a seat and jerks the door
handle. It’s JAMMED. McClane strains. Looks at his
watch. It’s 5:20.

He strains with all his might. It won’t open!

cuT TO:

INT. SUBWAY STATION PLATFORM