
INT. ARCHIE'S PLACE

Shooter tries to rise, grimaces in pain, then collapses.

SHOOTER
How bad is it?

ARCHIE
Through and through, didn't hit any 
bones or major organs.  Nothing a 
tube of superglue and some gauze 
couldn't fix.

SHOOTER
Lucky.

ANGEL (O.C.)
It ain't luck.  You gotta be damn 
skillful to miss that good.

Angel stands in the doorway, a gun trained on Archie.

ANGEL (CONT'D)
I needed you alive to take me here.

ARCHIE
Why?  You already have the List.

ANGEL
I've got a CD with a bunch of 
gibberish.

(tosses it to Shooter)
Clever.

(to Archie)
But I wasn't looking for the List, 
Archie.

Shooter looks from Angel to Archie.  Archie whirls around to 
face Shooter.

ARCHIE
You-  You're not gonna believe her, 
are you?  She shot you!

ANGEL
(to Shooter)

I couldn't be sure if you were in 
with Archie, like Drost was.
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ARCHIE
(indignant)

She's gone crazy.  You see that, 
right?  She's not making sense.

Shooter looks at his friend good and long, perhaps for the 
first time.

SHOOTER
What's on your computer, Archie?

Archie looks back at him.  Shit.

ARCHIE
Another bullshit file.  Manfred 
never had anything.

ANGEL
What's on that List?  What was more 
important than us?

ARCHIE
Does it matter?

He throws the computer at Shooter, and grabs a pistol from 
under his desk in one swift motion.

Archie whirls and FIRES.  Angel dives out of the way, 
shooting back.  Archie runs deeper into the apartment.  Angel 
goes to Shooter's side.

ANGEL
Are you-

SHOOTER
I'm fine!  Get him.  I'll grab the 
computer.

Angel goes to the BEDROOM, only to find the window open.  She 
runs to it and-

BAM-BAM!  She ducks out of the way.

OUTSIDE, Archie turns and runs.

Angel starts climbing out the window.
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