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MIAMI VICE

FADE IN
EXT. NEW YORK CITY STREET - NIGHT 1

The Jackson Heights section of Queens. Bogota North.
Three in the morning. Abandoned tenements and shattered
street lamps, a foot of slush in the curbs and a vicious
subzero wind jamming in from Plattsburgh, skidding over
the deserted, garbage-strewn bricks and freezing the
cajones Off ==-- : :

TWO PUERTO RICAN JUNKIES _ 2

warming themselves with a San Juan clambake in the leeward
mouth of an adjacent alley:  mitts extended over a small

trash can fire, mumbling Latin jive, then glancing warily

up at =-- (X)

THREE LATIN GANG KIDS : 3

(X)
Army jackets, porkpie lids and felony flyers, prowling past
the alley. Writing off the junkies as under=-limit fish, (X)
they continue down the sidewalk, owning it, until, with a
jab of his elbow, the apparent leader directs the attention
of the others to ---

A LATE MODEL SEDAN _ 4

parked one hundred feet ahead, lights out, behind the wheel
of which is seated a man, back to camera, whereupon =---

THE GANG KIDS 5

crack a grin of anticipation and move in on the sedan. His (X)
eyes trained across the street, the driver ignores their
arrival whereupon the First Punk bangs heavily on his window.

FIRST PUNK
-Yo! Brother!

No reply, the driver denying them even so much as a g¢glance
whereupon the First Punk pounds again on the window, harder.
A moment passes before the driver rolls down the window and,
with a bored gesture, turns to face the trio, revealing for
the first time the utterly composed features of =---
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RICARDO TUBBS 6

A slim, good-looking black street veteran in his midtwenties, (X)
with a good eight yards worth of Gianni Versace gracing his
welterweight frame and a somewhat pissed expression. Under
which =--

FIRST PUNK
(smiles,
to Tubbs)
Got a couple twenties I can hold,
brother?
(spits on (X)
rear window,
rubbing it in)
...for the wash and wax.

Tubbs just eyes them for a moment, utterly unconcerned,
then ---

TURBBS
(flat, low)
Beat it.

FIRST PUNK
(steps back,
laughs, to
others)
Dude think he be Michael Jackson or
somethin'...

Whereupon he suddenly wheels, flashing a six-inch blade
and =--

FIRST PUNK
(vicious,
to Tubbs)
I'm gonna cut you good, sucker...!

Then breaks off in midstride as the business end of a
monstrous sawed-off double-barrel twelve gauge peeks
nonchalantly up from Tubbs' lap to rest on the window sill
six inches from the leader's lung cavity, under which ---

TUBBS
(a look)
Can it wait? I'm kinda busy right
now.

Having turned about eight shades of pale, the Punks manage
a somewhat panic-choked laugh ---

FIRST PUNK SECOND PUNK
(backing away, (backing away,
stricken) a frozen grin) (X)
Absolutely, absolutely. Nice rappin' with you, my
man. ...

-- then quickly turn heel, disappearing at a fast walk
around the far street corner, leaving ===
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INT. SEDAN - TUBBS 7

alone. He lowers the shotgun back to his lap, rolls up the
window then, rubbing his tired eyes and pouring a cup of
lukewarm dregs from a coffee Thermos, settles back to
resume what has been an interminable stakeout of ---

TUBRS' POINT OF VIEW - TENEMENT 8

across and up the street, outside the front door of which
is parked a pitch-black AMG Mercedes, a driver waiting (X)
behind the wheel. No action. Nada.

RESUME - CLOSE ON TUBBS 9

Eyes keyed. His intensity tempered with the patience of a
pro. A seemingly endless, silent moment passes, affording
us a thorough character study, under which the camera
closes resolutely in on the man's eyes, his inner vision
drifting inexorably away from the present to the irrepres-
sible recurring nightmare of =--

SUDDEN DISSOLVE TO

EXT. BROOKLYN WATERFRONT - NIGHT - MONTAGE 10
(X)

comprising a series of rapid-fire quick, subjective visual

flashes cof:

An attractive black man in his midthirties, with a white (X)

partner, opening up a suitcase on the hood of an ND sedan

and revealing piles of currency.

A black AMCG Mercedes, in the. rear half-lowered window of
which an elegant, middle-aged Latin man nods. :

Two bulky Colombians, one of which hefts a suitcase onto
the sedan hood opposite the black man.

The Mercedes, casually pulling away.
The Colombians' suitcase springing suddenly open.

Tubbs, watching from nearby cover with several men and an (X)
assault rifle.

Two Uzi submachine guns coming out of Colombians' suitcase.
Hands. Eyes. Triggers.

The face of the black man. ‘ - (X)

CONTINUED
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10 CONTINUED 10

The face of Tubbs as he darts out from his cover, mouth
cpening in a silent scream.

A horrific explosion of fire and lead from the Uzis.

The black man being ripped apart by a hail of bullets. (X)
Tubbs running toward the carnage. Helpless. Screaming.

The black Mercedes.

The Latin man nodding.

Tubbs cradling the lifeless bullet-ridden body of the black (X)
man. A state of shock.

Whereupon, off the sound of a door opening ===
CUT TO
11 INT. SEDAN - TUBBS 11

pulled mercifully back to the pfesent by the sight of ---

12 A MAN 12

middle~aged, Latin, elegant, emerging from the front door
with a midsized Halliburton in hand, and two South American
killers in tow. Calderone is his name, the backseat
executioner of Tubbs' nightmarish recollection. Silver hair,
dead eyes and welcome in all the best restaurants from La
Paz to Lyons. They move for the black Mercedes, Calderone
favoring the rear curbside door as -=--

13 | . 13

and OMITTED and
14 14
15 TUBBS 15

slides the twelve gauge under the seat, watches the black
Mercedes pull away, in b.g., then allowing a discreet moment
to pass, follows. We hold on the vacancy created by Tubbs'
departure for one second before it is abruptly, and violently,
filled by the high-altitude crash landing of a forty-pound
garbage can. Tilting up we catch one glimpse of our gang
trio finger=-saluting Tubbs good-bye from the roof of a four-
story tenement. Big deal. Call the mayor. Next.

CUT TO
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(”"» 16 EXT. ATLANTIC AVENUE - NIGHT - THE MERCEDES

making all the greens. Cruising.

17 INT. SEDAN ~ TUBBS AT THE WHEEL

Expressionless. Eyes keyed on the Mercedes seen one half
block ahead through the windshield.

CUT TO

18 EXT. BROOKLYN BRIDGE - NIGHT - MANHATTAN

Circus of the stars, glitterihg like a sea of broken glass
in b.g. Presently the Mercedes passes, gliding confidently
across the deserted span. Then four beats back: Tubbs.

CuT TO
19 EXT. THE BRONX - NIGHT

A dark street in the DMZ. Shooting across at an ND 19th
Century warehouse turned after-hours club, outside of which
the parking valet is freezing his cubes. A black stretch

— pulls up to disgorge a pack of dissolute slumming Iranians

- who quickly Gucci for the bomb-proof front door which in
opening, unleashes a guadrophonic blast of Malcolm McLaren
onto the street, shattering the 4 AM silence. Seconds
later the Mercedes pulls up and Calderone emerges wirh his,
: two bodyguards. - '

20 INT. SEDAN - TUBBS

parked fifty yards down the street. Watching, as the
Mercedes pulls away and Calderone, seen in b.g. through

the windshield, enters the club, bodyguards in tow. Satis~-
fied with the arrangement, Tubbs kills the engine, then
steps out into the street.

SMASH CUT TO

21 INT. AFTER-HOURS CLUB - NIGHT

Hitting us flush with a sudden, adrenaline rush of over-

priced perfume, high-tech decor, prewar Berlin decadence

and a solid, explosive wall of Moroderesque synthesizer

music. Our arrival from the quiet desolation of the

street outside is about as subtle a transition as a bag

Lo : lady paratrooping into Le Cirque. Under which the camera
pans =-- -

16

17

18

19

20

(X)

21
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THE SCENE 22

Several mil worth of crystal, Italian marble and monolithic
pulsating speakers. And, at tables and on the dance floor,
a chattering, clinking sea of nouvelle hip bag men, free-
based demi-mondes, pederastic designer jean magnates,
assorted madonna-manned Saudis and, finally ---

TUBBS : 22

1
)

standing at the far end of the bar towards the rear of the

club with a snifter of Martel, casually surveying the
wall-to-wall action, his awareness peripherally keyed to a
white-jacketed black waiter at the nearby service area, (X)
loading up a tray with a magnum of Cristal, six flutes and
several mixed drinks. Departing the bar, the waiter passes
Tubbs, who detains him just long enough for a discreet

whisper. The waiter hesitates one moment then, with a

curt nod, accepts Tubbs' proferred C-note and continues

through the mass of thrill-mongers towards ---

CALDERONE o 22-B

seated at a choice and socially respectable table beside
the dance floor with two middle-aged entrepreneurs and

three hopelessly jaded Eileen Ford proteges. Smiles and
Rive Gauche kisses. Tres upscale. The bodyguards stand
unobtrusively several yards away. Mere seconds later the
waiter cruises by to unload the Cristal and, in doing so,

‘manages to spill both mixed drinks directly into the lap

of Calderone who jumps up in continental disgust. A flurry
of semiamusing activity follows in which Calderone, with

a few choice Spanish epithets curses out the desperately
apologetic waiter, who dabs frantically with several napkins
at Caldercne's suit until he is roughly pulled away by the
hovering bodyguards and dismissed with a sharp slap to the
cheek. As the waiter departs, Calderone excuses himself
from his party with an attempt at an aristocratic shrug
then, leaving his guard dogs behind, moves through the crowd
towards a rear corridor marked "Restrooms" and "Fire Exit," (X)
passing in transit ---

TUBBS 22-C

hunched over the bar, surreptitiously watching Calderocone in
b.g., as he enters the rear corridor then disappears into
the men's room. Waiting a cautious moment, he casts a
glance towards the table-bound bodyguards then, tossing
back his drink, moves in on ---
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INT. REAR CORRIDOR ~ TUBBS : 22-D

as he enters the dimly lit hallway and stops outside the
men's room door. Unbuttoning his jacket, he extracts from
his waistband a .38 S&W, surreptitiocusly checks the
cylinder and holding the piece out of sight is just about
to enter the men's room when a hand the size of a waffle
iron appears on his shoulder and ~--

A VOICE
(Spanish accent) (X)
Hold it a second, man.

-~ Tubbs wheels around just in time to catch --~

THE FIRST BODYGUARD 22-E

flush in the face with the butt of the .38. Reeling
against the corridor wall with a low grunt, the bodyguard
rebounds back at Tubbs whereupon the two grapple in the
tight confines of the corridor for several vicious mauling
moments before --- :

CALDERONE . 22-F

alerted by the commotion, appears suddenly from the men's
room deor, ten feet in b.g. and, seeing his bodyguard
locked in combat with the barely visible figure of Tubbs,
moves quickly for the fire exit as ~--

THE SECOND BODYGUARD 22-G

moves in from the club proper and drawing an H&K automatic,
hesitates one moment for a clear shot at -~--

TUBBS 22-H

who suddenly muscles the first bodyguard around just as the
automatic discharges, hitting the man square in the back
and sending him in a crumpled heap to the floor whereupon
Tubbs returns fire at ---

THE SECOND BODYGUARD 22-J

who drops his gun with a scream as a .38 slug tears into
his right shoulder, then drops to the ground as a second
fractures his left femur. Panicked screams erupt from the
0.S. club proper whereupon ---
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TUBBS 22-X

wheels around to see the rear exit door just settling to a
close then, moving quickly in pursuit =---

EXT. BACK ALLEY - NIGHT - TUBBS 22-L

explodes out of the rear.door of the club and sprints to
the mouth of the dimly lit alley to confront =---

TUBBS' POINT OF VIEW - THE STREET : 22-M

empty. Silent. No sign of Calderone. Devoid of activity
save for an ownerless ghetto cur pawing through a toppled

trash can, the sound of a far -- distant siren riding the

frigid river wind and ~~-

TUBBS 22-N

Moving tentatively in one direction down the street, he
stops, turns then takes a step in the opposite direction.
Then stops altogether, utterly at a loss. The camera moves
slowly on his face as gazes in frustration and hate at the
5 AM inner-city desolation then, as a fast-passing gypsy
cab suddenly obliterates our vision of him with an arcing
pothole full of icy gray New York slush =---

SMASH CUT TO

23
OMITTED thru
42
MIAMI BEACH - DAY - AERIAL SHOT 43
hitting the screen hard with a perspective approximating
that of a Baby Huey on a ninety mph off-radar chopper
assault of the Big Orange. Skimming over the white water,
low, fast, parelleling a good ten billion worth of ocean
front real estate. Ninety-two degrees and not a cloud in
sight. A kick-ass blast of music and ---
CUT TO _
MIAMI BEACH MONTAGE 44
Palm trees. Sunshine. Bikinis. Speedboats. Collins
Avenue cruisers. Ferraris and fast-food stands. Blue

hairs and beach boys. Cubans and convertibles. Dollars.
Dope. The Gold Coast. Over which =--- i

MAIN TITLES
FADE OUT
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FADE IN

EXT. COCONUT GROVE SIDEWALK CAFE - DAY - TIGHT ON SONNY

CROCKETT

a sandy-haired, blue-eyed male of wide receiver dimensions,
semidozing at a curbside patio table as a waitress clears
the table. Dressed in a Basile linen suilt, polo shirt,
combat Vuarnets, and Milanese leather mocs, Crockett looks.
a cross between Lance Allworth in his prime and an upwardly
mobile pot smuggler. At the moment he is feeling every
minute of his thirty-four years as he lowers his shades and
pries open a lid to cast a migrained glance at ---

A BREAK DANCER

Black, neoprene-spined, and all of fourteen, on a nearby

corner.

Spinning, popping and rocking in the dog day

triple-figure afternoon heat to the high-decibled shrieks of

"Prince"

on a monstrous ghetto blaster. His audience is

composed primarily of local Grove trendies, some of whom
toss loose change into his upturned hat, and ---

CROCKETT

who turns in manifest pain....

...to an

CROCKETT
Five thousand street c¢orners in
greater Miami and Gumby here's gotta
pick ours.

amiable, mild-mannered Hispanic in his late twenties

by the name of ===

EDDIE RIVERA

seated across the table from Crockett casually sipping an
iced coffee, wearing a Hawaiian shirt, designer jeans and
three pounds of neck gold as the waitress leaves and

Crockett,
with ===

removing his glasses, resumes their conversation

CROCKETT
(to Rivera)
So you lost your temper, right?
Worked the jowls a bit, did the
hot-blooded Latin machismo number
. and stomped out of the house.

CONTINUED
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CONTINUED
RIVERA

(nods)
Something like that.

(off Crockett's

look)
She's due in five months, Sonny. I
don't want her working in some
greasy spoon.

, CROCKETT

(shrugs)
Maria knows how tough it is raising
a family on the kind of bread we
make, Eddie. Hell, a baby carriage
alone'll put you back a week's take
home.

RIVERA
(resistant)
Look, no wife of mine oughta have to
work for a living.
(off Crockett's
grin)
Dumb, huh?

Crockett shrugs,‘then turns in his seat ---

CROCKETT
(to dancer)
Hey, shortstop, you wanna crank down
the decibels a notch!?

-- and winces in pain as the kid cranks up the blaster a
good ten percent. Rivera sympathetically hands him a
pocket-tin of aspirin, under =---

_ RIVERA
(glancing up
the street)
You sure he's going to show?

CROCKETT

(checks his

watch, stifling

a yawn) .
He better. I was up to five this
morning trading shots of Cuervo with
the little bozo just to close the
deal. :

RIVERA
Be well worth it if he leads us to
the Colombian.

CONTINUED

48
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CONTINUED =~ 2 : 48
RIVERA (Cont'd)
(a meditative
beat, then he
stands)
You got a dime? I'm gonna give her
a call.

Off Crockett's look, a sheepish shrug.

RIVERA
Want her to know how much I appreciate
the effort. Maybe take her out on the
town tonight, dinner, dancing. Make (X)
up for this morning.

CROCKETT
(handing him a
dime, grins)
Now you're talking.

Rivera nods and is just mdving for a nearby pay phone when
Crockett, spotting something down the street, grabs his arm
and ---

CROCKETT
Show time, Eddie.
(nods toward
street)
Call her later.

—- whereupon Rivera follows Crockett's nod to ==~

CORKY FOWLER 49

a surfed-out blond acid casualty in his midtwenties, Dade
County's answer to Jeff Spiccola, screeching up to the curb
in a tasteless, lemon yellow 450SL convertible, stereo
speakers blasting, under =~=--

CORKY

(screaming to
Crockett)
What it is, dude!
Whereupon ===
RIVERA 49-A

pockets the dime and grabs his briefcase and a small scale
case as Crockett tosses some bills on the table. Then
strolling breezily out of the cafe, they head past the

break dancer towards the curbed 450 under =-=-

CONTINUED







