THE LICENSE

CHAPTER FOUR: A DREAM, A NIGHTMARE

PAGE ONE - FOUR PANELS

PANEL ONE

A tight shot of a peice of tensure bandage being wrapped around somebody's knuckles.

PANEL TWO

Bronson, his knuckles wrapped in tensure bandage, is sitting in his truck with his hands on the steering wheel. He's slumped a bit -- he doesn't want to be there.

PANEL THREE

A tight shot of Bronson's foot hitting the pavement next to the running board of his truck.

PANEL FOUR

Larger panel of Bronson, knuckles taped, standing in a pre-fight posture. 

BRONSON

One last time: we don't have to do this.

CAPTION

The License: Chapter Four

A Dream, A Nightmare

by Shepherd & Boney

PAGE TWO -- SIX PANELS

PANEL ONE

Longer shot establishing that it's morning, and Bronson and Hank Snow are in a cracked and abandoned parking lot. The Garrison Plant -- an abandoned steelworks -- is in the background, if you're feeling ambitious.

HANK SNOW

We wouldn't, if there were a lawyer worth shit in this town.

BRONSON

Huh?

PANEL TWO

Hank Snow is standing on front of his car. He's got his fists clenched. Already ready to fight.

HANK

Harlan wanted to sue your ass. No problems finding a lawyer right off, but it's a weird thing.

PANEL THREE

Hank Snow moves in on Bronson, fists raised.

HANK

Any lawyer we got, would call back in ten minutes and drop us cold. No reason. Funny.

PANEL FOUR

Bronson is ducking under a right-hook haymaker from Hank.

HANK

And 

PANEL FIVE 

Bronson is leaning back to avoid an uppercut from Hank's left.

HANK

when

PANEL SIX

Bronson punches Hank in the stomach, and Hank "whoofs." 

HANK

we -- oooof

PAGE THREE - SIX PANELS

PANEL ONE 

Hank has backed off Bronson a bit.

HANK

Nice one.

BRONSON

Thanks.

PANEL TWO 

Hank and Bronson are circling each other.

HANK

...when we called the cops, to see why you weren't in the pogey, they just hung up on us.

PANEL THREE

Hank steps in with a jab again, which Bronson side-steps. 

HANK

So I 

PANEL FOUR

Bronson throws a punch at Hank, who ducks it. 

HANK

figured it

PANEL FIVE

Hank is avoiding another of Bronson's blows. Bronson is swinging wide, giving Hank an opening.

HANK

was family

PANEL SIX 

Hank gets a solid hit on Bronson's jaw.

HANK

business.

HANK

(2)

HA!

PAGE FOUR - THREE PANELS + 1 "META-PANEL"

Ready for a challenge? This is my idea: do a whole page of Bronson and Hank brawling their faces off! No panel borders, fairly small characters just going at it fast and furious. Then we "float" three panels over top of it, representing a break in the action before the fight begins. The final part of the Big Fight is Bronson just FLATTENING Hank with a powerful punch -- Hank lifted up and thrown back in the air.

I need Hank INTACT for later use, so you can't break anything or permanently scar or blind him or anything. Hank's an honourable opponent, so Bronson wouldn't get prison-nasty on him. This is a duel, if you know what I mean...

PANEL ONE 

Bronson is rubbing his jaw.

BRONSON

Huh.

HANK

Second thoughts?

BRONSON

No.

PANEL TWO

Hank is smiling.

HANK

So you think you're special, old man?

BRONSON

Not especially. 

PANEL THREE

BRONSON

But I think you talk too much. Let's get this done.

...page ending with Hank getting knocked flying by a mighty punch to the jaw!

PAGE FIVE - SEVEN PANELS

PANEL ONE

HANK, blood gushing from his mouth, spits into his hand.

PANEL TWO

Closeup of two teeth swimming in a pool of blood. 

HANK

Okay.

PANEL THREE

HANK is getting up, blood running down his chin.

HANK

Woulda been pissed if we'd done this after I went to the dentist. 

PANEL FOUR

Once again, Hank and Bronson are circling, looking for an opening...

HANK

Why'd you beat on ol' Harlan, anyway? Just bored?

BRONSON

He was disrespectin' his wife.

HANK

And that's your business?

PANEL FIVE

Hank closes in with another flurry of punches...

HANK

You

PANEL SIX

Bronson catches Hank's fist in his hand...

HANK

need

PANEL SEVEN

Another staggering blow from Bronson. Hank goes flying again. 

PAGE SIX - FIVE PANELS

PANEL ONE

Bronson is standing over Hank, hand extended to help him up.

BRONSON

C'mon. Dentist's got enough to do, don't you think?

HANK

Hell. Maybe he does.

PANEL TWO

Hank is getting up, helped by Bronson.

HANK

Harlan's an asshole anyway.

BRONSON

That was kinda my point. 

HANK

There's just one thing.

BRONSON

Yeah?

PANEL THREE

Hank cold-cocks Bronson, sending him spinning. 

PANEL FOUR

Hank is extending the helping hand to Bronson this time.

HANK

Okay, I'm done.

BRONSON

Fair enough.

PANEL FIVE

Bronson and Hank are walking towards their respective vehicles.

HANK

Want to grab a beer?

BRONSON

You got a dentist thing.

HANK

I meant later.

BRONSON

I could go for some ice cream.

PAGE SEVEN – FOUR PANELS

PANEL ONE

Bronson is getting into his truck when he's stopped by Hank's voice...

HANK

(off)

Hey.

PANEL TWO

Bronson looks back at Hank, who has his driver's side window rolled down.

HANK

Far's I'm concerned we're done, but those other guys, the army assholes... they're talkin' big. Guns, ambushes. Keep your eyes on.

BRONSON

Right. 

PANEL THREE

Bronson is behind the wheel, driving away.

BRONSON

Guns.

PANEL FOUR

Bronson's truck is getting further away from the Garrison plant.

BRONSON

(truck)

Great.

PAGE EIGHT- NINE PANELS

PANEL ONE

Harlan is lying in a hospital bed. He's bandaged up, his feet in one of those suspended thingies – the key idea here is, he's immobile. His jaw is wired shut (important).

BETTY (off)

...so we're going. Now. Bags are packed and in the car. 

PANEL TWO

Betty (Harlan's wife, seen at the beginning of Chapter Two), is teary-eyed but determined. She has Timmy (the son, also at the beginning of Chapter Two) in tow. 

BETTY

I never had the guts to... I never knew if you'd find me before. Hurt me. But the doctors say you're gonna be laid up here for at least three months, and that's ...

PANEL THREE

Betty almost breaks down crying. Happiness? Fear? Both?

BETTY

...that's...

PANEL FOUR

Betty recovers.

BETTY

That's a pretty good head start, y'know?

BETTY

So I guess you'll never see us again, Harlan. So goodbye.

PANEL FIVE

Harlan is burning with hate on his hospital bed, but his jaw is wired shut. 

BETTY

Got nothing to say, Harlan? 

PANEL SIX

Betty is relishing her brief moment of power.

BETTY

Not going to tell me to shut up, or call me bi --

PANEL SEVEN

As panel three, Betty is having a hard time keeping it together.

BETTY

Buh... no, I'm not doing this. I said I wouldn't do this.

PANEL EIGHT

Betty turns, Timmy in hand. 

BETTY

Goodbye. Don't look for us, Harlan. Just don't.

PANEL NINE

Close on Harlan, whose face is still furious.

PAGE NINE- SEVEN PANELS

PANEL ONE

Harlan buzzes for the nurse. 

HARLAN

Nurff. Nurff.

PANEL TWO 

The nurse – dumpy older woman – is standing by Harlan. 

HARLAN

Nuhd tuh muk uh phun cll. Texuz.

PANEL THREE

The phone is being held up to Harlan's ear. 

HARLAN

Tex. Tex Wuhshuh. Yeah, uh shoun luhk shih. You shtill luhk luhk shih, uh beh.

PANEL FOUR

We re-meet Tex Washer (last seen leaving a diner in Chapter One), who is silhouetted in a Texas living room. He dresses like a guy that thinks he's dressinSO GOODBYE,

HARLAN.g like a cowboy would dress, were he stupid. 

HARLAN

(phone)

Uh nuhd a fuhvuh. Uh nuhd yuh hulp.

TEX WASHER

You got it, buddy. What's up?

HARLAN

Huh tuhk muh wuff. Sumbish ...

PANEL FIVE

Harlan is a wife-beater, an asshole, and generally bad business. Nevertheless, being beaten up by a stranger and having his wife leave him has taken a toll. He's crying. We're trying to show a proud man broken, here. Not that we're trying to generate sympathy, as much as express that this is a guy who thinks Bronson has taken it all away from him. 

HARLAN

...sumbish tuhk muh wuff. Shuh's gun, Tex. Sumbish tuhk huh.

PANEL SIX

Tex is examining a six-shooter up close. He's a clown, but he's a psychotic clown with guns. 

TEX WASHER

And what's the name of this future home for retired bullets, Harl?

PANEL SEVEN

Harlan's face is contorted as he tries to spit it out.

HARLAN

Bruhnsuhn.

HARLAN

(2)

Huhs nuhm uhz Bruhnsuhn Truhcy.

PAGE TEN – SIX PANELS

PANEL ONE

Bronson flinches next to a time clock, having just punched in, as a voice behind him says:

WALTER DONAHUGH

Tracy!

PANEL TWO

Bronson has turned to see his supervisor at the mill (Bronson has a job! And he works in a mill!) giving him hell.

WALTER

You're late again, Bronson. I told you – what the hell happened to your face?

BRONSON

Uh...

PANEL THREE

Close on WALTER, who is not a bad guy, but... he's running a business, you know?

WALTER

Bronson, I promised your ma I'd hold this job for you when you went away.

BRONSON

I know, Walter, an' I'm sorry...

PANEL FOUR

WALTER is shaking his head. Bronson is fumbling for his wallet.

WALTER

And now you're late near-on every day, and coming in beat up. You drinking again, Bronson?

BRONSON

No sir. I've got this... this thing...

WALTER

I don't care, Bronson.

PANEL FIVE

WALTER gestures Bronson towards one of the mill machine controls. 

WALTER

Get to work. Last chance, clear?

BRONSON

Clear. Yeah. 

PANEL SIX

Walter watches Bronson get to work. 

PAGE ELEVEN – SIX PANELS

PANEL ONE

BRONSON is at the machine, and somebody walks by behind him.

GUY

Hey... you're Tracy, right? The ex-con?

TRACY

Yeah.

PANEL TWO

GUY

My sister's married to one of those guys you beat up. 

TRACY

Bad taste in men.

PANEL THREE

The guy presses things a little. 

GUY

So now he's in the hospital, and they don't have insurance. She's crashing on my couch.

BRONSON

Yeah?

PANEL FOUR

The guy is pushing in on Bronson, who's obviously uncomfortable. 

GUY

Yeah. They're gonna be bankrupt inside a month. She's got three kids. 

BRONSON

Hey, I didn't start it...

PANEL FIVE

GUY

Hope you enjoyed your little tussle.

BRONSON

Look, I...

PANEL SIX

The guy is walking away, leaving Bronson sagging a bit. 

GUY

Whatever, man. Save it for your next fight.

BRONSON

...I...

PAGE TWELVE – FIVE PANELS

PANEL ONE

We're looking through binoculars at a idyllic small mid-American town. 

CAPTION

Somewhere else.

PANEL TWO

The binoculars are closer on a small split-level house.

CAPTION

“...and then we find some mentally damaged lunatic to pin it on. Drug him up until he doesn't know up from down, and trumpet his 'confession.'”

PANEL THREE

It's FLYNN looking through the binoculars, with a headset on. JASPER is speaking to him through the headset. 

JASPER

“There are four of you out there right now, Flynn. You've given us over sixty “serial killers” to keep the public mind occupied.”

PANEL FOUR

Binocular-eye-view again, closer still, of a small nuclear family around the dinner table. 

JASPER

(caption)

“The trick is to alter your gimmick month to month. Make people think you're different --”

FLYNN

(caption)

Shut up, Jasper.

PANEL FIVE

FLYNN is kitted up something nasty, and looks mean. Real mean.

FLYNN

Not when I'm working.

