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I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O - PARI S

JACQUES TRI PPER, early 30's, splattered in paint and strung
out on drugs, answers the door. LE COVWPTE DE FURLEY stands in
a crushed velvet suit with frilly lace, fum ng.

COWPTE
Jacques! Where are ny paintings?
JACQUES
Monsi eur Le Conpte, what a wel conme
surprise.
COWPTE

| paid you two nonths ago for three
canvasses! Do you think ne a fool
Jacques Tri pper?

JACQUES
Thought is a nule that nust never
be gel ded, nonsiuer. Now, come
inside. W'll téte-é-téte.

Jacques and the Conpte walk into the studio. It's enpty
except for a dirty mattress, rusty needles on the floor and
two French prostitutes, JANETTE and CRISY -- lounging in
their lingerie.

COWPTE
Mon Di eu! ? Where are your paints
and your canvasses? Were are the
horse hair chisels of your ancient

art?
JACQUES

| have sold them for heroin.
COMPTE

And the noney | paid you?
JACQUES

Mor e her oi n.

The Conpte pulls out his saber, throws Jacques to the fl oor
and puts the blade to his neck.

COVPTE
Have you not even shane to repay
me?

JACQUES

I have no shane. Just ny whores.



COMPTE
Then their bodies shall confer ne
restitution!

JACQUES
So be it.

I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O - LATER

The Conpte lies on the mattress with Janette and Crisy,
snoki ng opiumin a post-coital nonent.

COVPTE
Magni fique. Quel plaisir.

JANETTE
Your touch is softer than the
curtains of Talleyrand.

COWPTE
Oh, Janette. | have never plunged
such delights in all of ny years.

JANETTE
And | have never been plunged so,
Monsi eur Le Conpte.

COVPTE
I think, I amin | ove.

CRi SY
Beware, ny Conpte. Love is like a
donkey show. nmany peopl e speak of
t hem but few have ever seen one.

JANETTE
You risk your heart and another 50
francs if you wish to continue down
this road you call |ove.

COWPTE
| amnot a rich man, Janette, but
I"d exchange all ny treasure to the
currency of pleasure that is
printed between your | egs.

CRi SY
And so it shall be.

Janette and Crisy’ s heads di sappear under the covers. The
Conpt e si ghs.



I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O - DAY

Jacques answers a knock on the door. It's the Conpte.

COWPTE
Jacques, where are the | adies? |
nmust pepper ny loins with the
scarl et spice that cracks forth
fromtheir grinders.

JACQUES
They are engaged in conmerce, ny
dear Conpte.

Jacques tries to slamthe door but the Conpte stops it with
hi s boot.

COVPTE
Pl ease, Jacques. Do not deny ne
fuel for the heart. Here! Here are
two hundred Francs. Four hours, no?

JACQUES
The price has risen, ny royal
SW ne.
COWPTE
Agai n?! This is usurious.
JACQUES

Usuri ous? Choose your words
carefully, Conpte, for usury is the
province of the Jew. Good Christian
mar kets and their natural forces
are at work in this church of
tainted flesh. You are one of many
who pray at Aphrodite’s unshaven
altar. Just ask the Mroccan Field
Mar shal

COWPTE
What ? A beast fromthe dark
continent plunders ny soft, white
wonders? | denmand he wi thdraw from
this cuckoldry, lest he face mne
own pul si ng bl ade!

Jacques gives the Conpte an openhanded sl ap.

JACQUES
You, are not in a position to
demand anyt hi ng!



COWPTE
(pushi ng noney into
Jacques' hand) Take this.

A 7-foot, 230 I b. TALIBAN SOLDI ER pulls on his coat as he
approaches Jacques and the Conpte. He stops, chuckles and
pi cks up a plane ticket by the door.

SOLDI ER
I think they will need, how do you
French say, recuperation?

He cackles devilishly. The Conpte rushes in to see the

Janette and Crisy, asleep with | ooks of satisfaction on their
faces. He is crushed.

| NT. MONSI EUR AND MADAME ROPERE' S APARTMVENT - DAY

The front door is w de open. MONSI EUR and MADAME ROPERE are
dressed in bondage gear. Madane is whi ppi ng Monsi eur on a
rack. He screans |ike a banshee. The Conpte wal ks by and
peers in, horrified.

MONSI EUR ROPERE
Come in, young man. Please join us.

MADANVE ROPERE
Young man! Young man, could you
help me fasten this genital clanp?

The Conpte de Furley reluctantly enters the dark apartnent.
Sex toys and anarchi st panmphlets litter the floor.

COMPTE
M excuse. | do not believe we have
been formally introduced.

MONSI EUR ROPERE
I am Monsi eur de Ropére: jailed in
‘67 for raping a Bonapartiste,
exiled in 82 for radical
perversion, and now, strapped to
t he rack, quenching ny wife's
thirst for masochi sne.

COWPTE
Conpte de Furl ey.

MADANVE ROPERE
Enchant ée, Conpte. Wuld you like a
Pepsi ?



MONSI EUR ROPERE
Are you a Ducal spy!? If so | shal
skin you alive and di ne on your
twitching flesh

COWPTE
No, no nonsiuer. | was just on ny
way to see Janette and Crisy.

MONSI EUR ROPERE
Jacques Tripper's lusty naidens,

eh?

COWPTE
Yes. You know Jacques and the
girls?

MONSI EUR ROPERE
But of course. We are not only his
| andl ord but patrons to his
degeneracy. How do you think
Jacques supports his addiction? On
the income of two sickly harlots?

MADANVE ROPERE
The man hardly pays rent!

MONSI EUR ROPERE
Si | ence, Madame!

Madame whi ps Monsi eur who | ets out a whinper.

MONSI EUR ROPERE ( CONT' D)
Merci, Madanme. Qui, Jacques Tri pper
is the man of the future.
Ni hilistic. Perverse.
Untrustworthy. Not a bourgeois bone
in that man's body.

COWPTE
| see.

MONSI EUR ROPERE
You see with the eyes of a blind
bat, Monsiuer Le Conpte.

COWPTE
Perhaps | am a neophyte to the
wi zardry of the depraved. But a
babe nmust crawl before he wal ks and
so | nust take |eave, Monsiuer
Ropere. Janette and Crisy await.
Adi eu.



The Conpte wal ks away as the sound of whi pping and Monsi eur
Ropére’s cries echo down the hallway.

MONSI EUR ROPERE (Q. S.)
| warn you, Conpte! Do not trust
t hose courtesan strunpets! Do not
trust then

| NT. COMPTE DE FURLEY'S APARTMENT - EVEN NG

Overstuffed furniture, gilded noldings and flow ng silk exude
weal th. The Conpte sits, talking on a gold tel ephone.

COWPTE
Qui, Marcel, that is the plan.
Quite sinple, actually.
(pause listening)
Qui, | can assure you that Trippper
will take the bait. He cares only
for black tar Nixon y Frisco nuff.
(pause)
Qui, I will give you the noney
after | receive | e package.
(pause)
Au revoir and bon chance, ny petit
Mar cel .

| NT. MONSI UER AND MADAME ROPERE' S APARTMVENT - DAY

The Ropéres are wearing rubber suits with the ass and crotch
cut out. The Conpte stands in front of their tel evision.

COWPTE
Brace yoursel f, Madane and
Monsi eur. What you are about to see
may shock you

MONSI EUR ROPERE
By Jehova, | have w tnessed scenes
of profligacy that would burn a
| esser man's eyes out. Roll tape,
Conpte de Furl ey.

MADAMVE ROPERE
Qui, roll the tape.

The Conpte presses play on the VCR Snow turns to-
| NSERT GRAI NY CAMERA FOOTAGE:



W see a a hidden canmera video of Jacques wal king into a
church. He sits and | ooks to be praying. The canera
approaches Jacques while he asks for forgiveness. He

acknow edges the man with the hidden canera who hands hima
bible. It is clear to the audience, but not the Roperes, that
this is a drug deal

BACK TO APT:

MONSI EUR ROPERE
Heirs of Geystoke! Wth breath as
nmy witness | declare revulsion in
nmy soul .

MADAMVE ROPERE
The beast of Nazareth has infected
poor Jacques!

MONSI EUR ROPERE
A bourgeois nonster lurks in ny
house.

MADAMVE ROPERE
He seened so true with needle in
armand trollop on | eash

MONSI EUR ROPERE
Jacques mnust take | eave before this
fresh disgrace dries on our walls
i ke a bureaucrat's cal cul ated
di scharge. Allez!

BENNY HI LL STYLE MONTAGE:

The Conpte and Ropéres storm ng Jacques Tripper's apartnent.
Lots of doors sw nging open and shut, chasing and hiding in
hanpers. Janette and Crisy’s bouncing tits everywhere.
Finally, the Conpte and Roperes succeed in tossing Jacques
out on the street.

END MONTAGE

I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O

SUPER: One Week Later

The apartnment has a few nore decorations. The Conpte, Janette
and Crisy sleep peacefully under a bearskin blanket. The
Conpt e dreans.



COWPTE' S DREAM POV _COMPTE

Snmoke and darkness. Crisy appears in an orb of glowing |ight.

CRI SY
You are nmy one and only | ove,
cherie. Mn anour.

Crisy floats away, riding on a donkey. Snoke billows. Then
lightning strikes. Thunder. Evil is upon us. A severe man
dressed in a white tailored suit, LARRY MONT BLANC, points

down into the Conpte’ s POV.

LARRY
The tine has cone for ne to coll ect
what is m ne.

COWPTE
| do not have them Larry.
LARRY
Where are ny paintings, dear
Conpt e?
COWPTE

There was a petit problene.

LARRY
I want my paintings!

COVWPTE
Mon Dieu, Larry. Please.

LARRY
Prom ses and debts nust be paid.

Larry | ooks past the Conpte, who turns, seeing Crisy,
| ovi ngly brushing the donkey’s mane.

COWPTE
No! Not her. Please, anything but
her.

LARRY
You prom sed art, and you shall pay
with flesh!

COWPTE
Noooooo!

The Conpte wakes up in a full sweat, screaming. It was just a
dream Janette and Crisy awake, frightened.



CRI SY
What is it, Conpte? Have you denons
of sl eep?

COWPTE
Non, Crisy. It is the denons of the
earth who invade my noct urnal
refuge.

JANETTE
Are you not happy with our
arrangenent ?

COWPTE
| am happi er than sunshine, dear
Janette. But ny happi ness has
tenporarily blinded ne fromthe
realities of the corporeal world. |
amin great trouble. You nmust help
me, Janette.

JANETTE
This is inpossible, ny dear Conpte.

COWPTE
| npossi bl e i s not hi ng.

JANETTE
Soon you will be dead, Monsieur Le
Compte. As will 1.

COWPTE
Ma chérie, all children of God
expire with the certainty of the
stars but let us not speak of
gravestones until our hairs turn to
grey and our teeth to dust.

JANETTE
But you, Conpte, shall be served
sooner than later, for I amthe
sous chef of your dem se.

COWPTE
Janette, why such foul words?

JANETTE
It's time you know the truth.



10.

COWPTE
That you are the receptacle of ny
passi ons and the keeper of ny
heart. This is the only truth I
need to know.

JANETTE
I am much nore than your |over, ny
Conpt e.

COWPTE

Certainly, Janette. \Wen we net,
you were nothing but a comon
streetwal ker with pupils the size
of pinpricks. But soon your new
station will equal your beauty.

JANETTE
Yes, | once was a whore. And | now
ama mstress. But by the mracle
of nother nature | wll always be --
your daughter.

COWPTE
What ? Don't nmake such jokes. Tis
the folly of whores that nake
peaceful men war.

JANETTE
My not her's nanme was Col ette. She
wor ked the 16th Arrondi ssenent next
to the butcher Bruno.

COWPTE
I never knew any Col ette.

JANETTE
No, you knew her as Cosette.

COWPTE
Cosette? Cosette? Ah, oui. You
can't be her daughter. She died of
Cupi d' s Di sease.

JANETTE
She was one of your favorites until
you | earned of her syphilis and
refused her pl eading.



11.

COWPTE
O course, | refused. Her fleshy,
peel i ng vi sage was the harbi nger of
a sickness | could neither wtness
nor touch, not even with the vel vet
gl ove of a nobl eman.

JANETTE
And now you are ill with the sane
si ckness, ny |iege.

COVWPTE
VWhat ?

FLASHBACK: EXT. RUE DE LA PUTE - PARI S

A young girl, Janette, plays on the steps of WHOREHOUSE whil e
VWHORES sel |l thenselves in the street.

JANETTE (V. Q)
I was raised by the prostitutes of
her brothel until | was six. The
madam t hen told ne about the
ci rcunstances of ny nother's death.

| NT. VWHOREHOUSE

JANETTE (V. Q)
How her best custoner refused her
noney for penicillin and the
cl enency of nodern nedicine.

A crying COSETTE, holds the gloved hand of the Conpte as he
pul I s away, his hand slipping out of the glove.

COVPTE (V. Q)

| remenber that day. A bit wndy. |
ate a hot dog in the Tuileries.

| NT. VWHOREHOUSE - LATER

Cosette pukes into a bucket and puts her hand to her belly.

JANETTE (V. Q)
On that sane day, she |earned that
she was pregnant with ne.

END FLASHBACK



12.

COWPTE
This is preposterous. You are not
nmy daughter. You aren't so sick as
to strike Thracian chords upon your
father's skin flute.

JANETTE
I swore that | would kill my father
by the same hand that took ny
not her...by the hand of the clap.

COMPTE
I won't believe this. It isn't
true.

JANETTE

Al'l Furleys have a genetic mark,
no? A royal stanp befitting their
sang froid. A birthmark of a fleur
de lis just behind the ear.

COWPTE
But how did you know this?

JANETTE
Wth God as ny witness and Them s
as ny jury, let these steel shears
prove your crine.

Janette takes scissors and cuts off the hair behind her ear
revealing -- a birthmark in the shape of a fleur de |is.

COMPTE
This can't be sol

JANETTE
It is so.

COWPTE
God! What have | done? |'ve
fornicated with nmy daughter. 1've
tasted fruits forbidden by the | aws
of Solonon. |'ve defiled ny only
baby girl. And she has given ne the
cl ap!

JANETTE
Just desserts for an unjust man.

COWPTE
Oh, | can no longer go on living.
What shane! What di sgust! Deat h,
t ake me now.



13.

The Conpte stunbles over to his jacket and pulls out a
revol ver.

COWPTE ( CONT’ D)
Adi eu, Crisy. Adieu, Janette.
Forgive nme. The pain of living has
beconme unbearable. A stronger nman
m ght endure his puni shnent, but he
a | amnot.

He draws the gun to his head. A tear streans down his cheek.
He pulls the trigger POP!

Bl ood splatters on the wall. It |ooks -- like art.

I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O

SUPER: Four Days Later

There is a knock on the door. Jacques, reinstalled, answers
it. Larry Mont Bl anc, stands.

LARRY
Bonj our, Tri p-pere.

JACQUES

Bonj our, Lar-ry.

LARRY
My coll eagues and | are quite
pl eased wi th your work. A nurder
with no signs of foul play. Just as
request ed.

JACQUES
The Conpte was a bunbling twit but
death is a heavy price to pay for
one's foibles.

LARRY
Tripper, let us not forget that it
was you who put himin danger. It
was you who agreed to sell himthe
forgeries and he who tried to sel
themto us as original. Life is
i ronic.

JAQUES
Your reputation is wthout peer
anong rogues and thieves.



14.

LARRY
Furl ey woul d have conprom sed us
all. The auction house is your only
client and will continue to be so,
nonsi uer. Now, where are the
canvasses?
Jacques pulls out three small paintings -- |andscapes of Euro
Di sney.
JACQUES
These were not easy, Larry.
LARRY
Behol d! The worl d's nost coll ected
artist.
JACQUES

| ambut a forger, Larry.

LARRY
And you are the best.

Larry hands Jacques a bundl e of cash.
LARRY ( CONT' D)

Au revoir, Jacques. We'll be in
t ouch.

I NT. JACQUES TRIPPER S STUDI O - CONTI NUQUS

Jacques wal ks back to the table where Janette, Crisy and the
Ropéres sit. He pulls out the wad of cash

JACQUES
For ny beautiful sisters, Janette
and Crisy, one thousand Francs for
you each.

Jacques drops noney on the table.

JACQUES ( CONT' D)
If there were audi ences for your
craft, they would stand in ovati on.
Br avo.

JANETTE
We are but players, dear brother,
in dramas penned on the stage of
life. Aory be dammed. G ve us
gol d.



15.

CRI SY
Preci ous gol d!

Janette dips a rag into a glass of water and rubs behind her
ear until the birthmark is rubbed off. Crisy palnms the cash.

JACQUES
And for ny dear parents, whose wonb
and heavy hand forged this man from
child, | present you five thousand.

Madane and Monsi uer pick up the cash and breath it in.

MONSI EUR ROPERE
You are a fine son, Jacques.

MADANVE ROPERE
Prai se these saggi ng breasts that
suckl ed t he dammed.

Jacques grabs the bottle of absinthe on the table and fil
five glasses to the brim Jaques raises his in the air.

JACQUES
A Wi se orator once said that an
ounce of famly is worth nore than
a pound of bullets. Today we
transnmute those words from nere
conjecture to irrefutable proof,
not by reason, not by faith, but by
t he bond of bl ood. The Conpte felt
our sting. Now the city shall feel
our bite.

JANETTE
Burn Paris burn!

EVERYONE
Burn Paris burn!

Everyone raises their glasses and dri nks.

FADE TO BLACK



