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1. Opening Titles - The Birth of the Daywal ker

Dar kness, BLOOD- CURDLI NG SCREAMS. Presentation credits rol
as we FADE UP ON:

I NT. HOSPI TAL, INNER-CITY TRAUVA WARD - NI GHT

It's 1967, the Summer of Love and --BOOM Entry doors sw ng
open as PARAMEDI CS wheel in a FEMALE BLEEDER, VANESSA (20s,
bl ack, nine nmonths pregnant). She's deathly pale, spew ng
founts of blood froma savagely slashed throat -- A SHOCK-
TRAUVA TEAM swar s over her, inserting a vacutainer into an
artery to draw bl ood, wapping a bl ood pressure cuff around
her arm - -

NURSE #1
(with stethoscope)
She' s not breat hi ng!

SENI OR RESI DENT
| nt ubat e her!

The RESPI RATORY THERAPI ST feeds an endotracheal tube down
the woman's ruined throat, attaches that to an Anblu bag --

RESI DENT
Bl ood- pressure's forty and falling --

The woman starts spasnming violently. It takes three staff
menbers just to hold her down.

SENI OR RESI DENT
Jesus, her water's broken --
(calling for help)
She's going into uterine
contractions --

CAMERA PUSHES I N on the worman as she bolts upright,
SCREAM NG to wake the dead. W PLUNGE | NTO t he dar kness of
her nouth and find oursel ves --

I NSI DE HER BLOODSTREAM

The sound of a HEART BEATI NG poundi ng as we whi p-snake
t hrough --

CORPUSCLES

floating in anber plasma. Erythrocytes, |eukocytes,
neutrophil s and eosi nophils.

The rhythm c expansion of the artery walls, pulsing with
each successive surge of blood as the HEART BEATS FASTER AND
FASTER, taking us --



I N UTERQ

A CH LD, alive but unborn, shifting in a sea of amiotic
fluid, surrounded by the white, protective substance known
as verni x caseosa. The HEARTBEAT races like a | oconotive
now. The unborn child shifts, turns its head towards us --

-- and opens its eyes.
CUT TO
A SWORDBLADE
cl eaving the darkness, radiant light slicing across gl eam ng
Damascus steel. Wrds acid-etched in the weapon's fine-
t enpered surface:
BLADE MAI N CREDI TS END.
2: Blind Date
EXT. INNER CITY, |INDUSTRI AL GHETTO - N GHT
A decaying no man's | and popul ated by condemed buil di ngs
and HUNGRY HOVELESS. Steamrises from manhol e covers,
drifting across the litter-lined streets. Suddenly --

A bl ack Mercedes 850 appears over the crest of a hill,
ROARI NG past us, stereo systembelting out FILTER

I NT. MERCEDES - N GHT

Raquel , a wasp-wasted wonman, sits behind the wheel. 20s,
rich, sickeningly attractive. Hungry eyes.

Squirming around in the passenger seat is DENNIS, a
nodel /actor boy-toy with a sub-zero 1Q and a "fuck ne
si deways" grin.

DENNI S
So where we goi ng?

RAQUEL
It's a surprise.

DENNI S
I |ike surprises.

Raquel eyeballs Dennis -- "if | ooks could devour".



RAQUEL
What do you have down there, little
man?

DENNI S

Heat - seeker.

RAQUEL
"1l bet.

Raquel slides a mani cured hand up his thigh, squeezes his
groin. Dennis MOANS. She pulls her hand away, downshifts.

EXT. VACANT LOT - N GHT

The 850 threads a narrow alley into a vacant |ot, BRAKES
hard. Raquel and Dennis clinb out. She leads himinto --

3: Cub Bl ood
EXT. MEAT PACKI NG PLANT - NI GHT

I ndustry never sleeps, and certainly not this grisly
facility. Raquel |eads Dennis around the back of the plant,
where a host of WORKERS are |oading refrigerated trucks with
pr oduct .

DENNI S
What the fuck are we doi ng here?

Raquel just snmiles, heads on into the plant via a | oadi ng
door. The workers ignore her.

I NT. MEAT PACKI NG PLANT - NI GHT

Denni s foll ows Raquel through the bowels of the plant,
catching glinpses here and there of carcasses being rendered
or hacked apart.

Through one partially open door we see what m ght be a |ine
of BODYBAGS being trundled into the back of a truck via a
hook and chain pull ey-system But Dennis doesn't have enough
time to be disturbed by the vision, because he's being
pul | ed away by Raquel, |ed down --

A STAlI RVNELL
W are in the basenent now At the end of the hall is a

steel door, with perhaps, just the faintest H NT OF MJUSIC
heard com ng from beyond. Raquel knocks.



A "peep-hol e" slat opens and a BLACK LI GHT shines into
Raquel "s eyes. A VO CE behind the door offers a verba
chal | enge, speaki ng a | anguage we've never heard, |laced with
a devilish cadence.

Raquel responds in kind. The door opens. Raquel gives Dennis
a knowi ng wi nk, enters. Dennis follows.

INT. CLUB - NI GHT

Raquel and Dennis nove past a hul ki ng DOORMAN, maki ng their
way down a narrow stairway. Dennis is suitably inpressed.

THE CLUB

is elite, underground -- an "abattoir-chic" version of an
old-time juke joint with a greasy, dangerous vibe. Wite-
tiled walls and floors for easy hosing, chromed fittings,
run-of f gutters, drains. No bar.

BODI ES

withe on the strobe-lit dance floor. A heavy S&M scene.
Leat her. Latex. Tattoos. Body- pi ercings.

A D.J. wearing head-nounted spotlights orchestrates the
tunes on twi n-decks. MJSIC assaults us -- a beat so heavy it
could jar the fillings fromyour teeth. Brutal "DARKCORE"
along the lines of Prodigy or Underground.

Raquel pulls Dennis out onto the dance floor. They sway.

A lupine-featured GAULTIER G RL with a streak of white
runni ng through her raven hair noves in behind Dennis,
pressing up against him Rachel WIllians as the Angel of
Death -- we'll call her MERCURY.

Mercury flicks her tongue against Dennis' ear -- it's been
pierced with a silver post which clicks against her teeth.
Tatt ooed across her back in black is a swirling, tribal
vort ex.

Dennis i s now sandwi ched between Raquel and Mercury, the
three of themdry-hunping their way to every man's glory.

The beat gets LOUDER The action heavier. The atnosphere
nmore narcotic. People are stripping off their clothes,
sweating like fiends. It's a virtual orgy.

Denni s | aughs, reveling in the hedonism Everything rises to
a fever pitch --



DENNI S
(over the nusic)
Fuck, | need a drink!!!

Raquel just snmiles -- then Dennis notices a DROP COF
SOVETHI NG spatter his hand. It | ooks like blood. Dennis
| ooks up, concerned --

-- MORE BLOOD DROPLETS are falling. Raquel's face is
sprinkled with them now. Dennis stops dancing. Wiat is this?
Some kind of fucked up performance art?

Raquel turns her face toward the ceiling, as if washing
herself in a sumer shower, now the other club goers are
| ooking up too --

bl ood showers DOMN

fromsprinkler heads in the ceiling, drenching the dancers.
The club goers love it, thrusting their heads back, nouths
open wide to receive the crinson offering.

Horrified, Dennis recoils, turning towards --
RAQUEL,

whose face norphs into a preternatural snarl. Her canines
extend, tapering to razor-sharp points. Her tongue flicks,
lizard-like as fingernails sharpen into claws. Al this
while the whites of her eyes BLEED RED, pupils oscillating
hypnoti cal | y.

RAQUEL
What's wrong, baby?

Denni s SCREAMS, pushes away from Raquel, only --

-- Mercury has fangs now too. In fact, everyone in the club
does, with the exception of poor Dennis. That's because
they're all vanpires.

Dennis tries to run, but the burly Doorman bl ocks his exit,
brutally smashing his fist into Dennis' face.

Dennis falls, dazed. The cl ub-goers close in around him
They make a ganme of it, shoving himfromone person to
another, their pale faces leering |like tw sted jack-o-

| ant er ns.

4: The Daywal ker



The strobe lights quicken to a seizure-inducing intensity.
Dennis spins, tunbling into Raquel's arnms. She shoves him
forward -- Dennis lands on the floor, falling at soneone's
boot-clad feet. He | ooks up. A DARK FIGQURE sits in the
shadows, unnoticed until this nonent. The figure stands,
nmoves into the light as time screeches to a halt --

A BLACK MAN,

towers above Dennis, wearing dark gl asses and a | eat her
| ongcoat -- a sneer of cruel contenpt etched upon a face
tenpered by a lifetime of horror. H's nanme is BLADE

Bl ade whi ps open his |long coat, shrugging it off, revealing
an arsenal of high-tech weapons strapped to his body:

6- poi nt adj ustabl e body arnor, a nodified CAR-15 assaul t
rifle wwth an ultra-violet entry light, two Casull .454
revol vers, a "Denon" automatic cross-bow, a bandol eer of
mahogany stakes, an Indi an-style katar punching dagger --
and last, but certainly not |east, his nanmesake -- a silver
sword which is secured in a back-scabbard.

CLOSE ON BLADE

A gaze as cold and pitiless as a m dnight sun. The vanpire
cl ub-goers stare back. Nuclear silence. And then --

Al'l hell breaks | oose. Wth a SNARL, Raquel charges at
Bl ade, noving at superhuman speed, practically a blur --

Bl ade draws his Casulls, FIRES in multiple directions --
MACRO BULLET SHOT

as a round roars through the air towards Raquel. A silver-
ti pped dum dum bul | et whi ch expl odes on contact.

WHAM The round punches a fist-sized hole through Raquel's
chest, continuing on into the vanp behind her! Vanpire bl ood
fountains. Both creatures tunble forward, their bodies

i quefying into puddles of black oil which go gurgling down
the run-off drains.

Bl ade continues FIRING then -CLICK! - magazi nes enpty. Next.
He hol sters the Casulls, swings up his assault rifle, calny
flicks on the UV entry |light nmounted above --

MERCURY

| eaps twenty feet straight up into the air. W' ve never seen
anyt hi ng nove so fast.



She CRASHES t hrough a gl ass skylight, disappearing into the
night just as -- a shaft of blinding UV "sunlight” cuts
across the vanpires. They rear back, skin snoking fromthe
light's corrosive effects. Blade opens FIRE, punping round
after round of wooden fragnmentation bullets into the

crowd -- vanpire genoci de.

The strobe lights flicker as the mayhem nounts. Sone of the
vanpires try to flee, scurrying up the stairs, but the exit
qui ckly becones clogged with |iquefying bodies --

-- then Blade's CAR- 15 jans. The remaini ng cl ub-goers see
t heir opening, surge forward en nasse --

Bl ade drops the rifle, reaches over his shoul der
and - SCHI NGGGE - unsheat hes his sword with a doubl e- handed

grip.
THE SWORD

Four aci d-etched feet of bl ood-soaked Damascus steel. An
edge so sharp it could cleave a shadow in two.

Bl ade noves like lightning, hacking his way into TWO
CHARGA NG VAMPI RES. Bl ade spins again, cuts ANOTHER VAWMPI RE
clean in half --

ON THE FAR END OF THE CLUB,

a LATEX- CLAD VAMP nekes a break for it. Blade flings his
sword, sending it spinning end over end -- THUNK! The sword
punches into the vanpire's heart. The hellish creature
convul ses, dies.

Beat. Blade retrieves his sword, then senses --
SOVETHI NG BI G

rising up behind him In a flash, Blade swings his sword
downward, cutting off the vanpire's right hand at the el bow
The severed linb falls to the floor --

-- but it doesn't slow the hul king creature down. It SLAMS
into Blade. Blade flies backwards thirty feet, tunbling over
tables, slammng into the rear wall so hard that plaster
rains down fromthe ceiling.

Bl ade suddenly finds hinmself westling with a feral -faced

si x-foot-sonmet hing night mare named QUINN. The vanpire rears

back its head, jaws stretching wide. Every inch of his face

is covered with ritual scarification patterns and Maori-|like
tribal tattoos.



Bl ade forces an el bow against Quinn's throat, trying to keep
himat bay. Wth his other hand he reaches to his bandol eer,
pulls out a stake --CRUNCH' Bl ade shoves the stake through

the vanpire's larynx. Quinn gurgles, clutches at his throat.

Bl ade rolls out fromunder, unholsters the cross-bow secured
to his leg. Wth a flick of a switch the arns of the
bow - SNAP! - open, drawing the bowstring taut. Blade FIRES --

The bolt hits Quinn in the shoul der, throw ng hi m backwards
and nailing himto the wall. As Quinn reaches over with his
other hand to pull out the stake --

Bl ade FIRES AGAIN. A second bolt slans into Quinn's other
arm effectively pinning himlike a butterfly to a board.

UP ABOVE,

mounted in one of the corners, is a security canera. Bl ade
fires a cross-bow bolt straight into the |ens.

Bl ade strides over, placing his sword agai nst Quinn's chest.

BLADE
VWhere i s Deacon Frost?

Quinn glares, trying to speak, gagging on the stake stil
| odged in his trachea --

BLADE
Got something in your throat.

Bl ade yanks the stake free. The vanpire |aughs, air
whi stling through his ruined |arynx.

QUI NN
Fuck you, Day-wal ker, | ain't saying
shit --

BLADE
Frost.

Quinn responds with a slew of rapid-fire vanpire invectives.
Bl ade sees he's getting nowhere fast, calmy sheathes his
sword. He unclips a white phosphorous grenade fromhis
conbat harness --

QUI NN
You won't stop him Blade. The Tide's

rising, the Sleeper's gonna --



Bl ade shoves the grenade in Quinn's nmouth, pulls the pin.
WHOOSH! Qui nn goes up like a roman candl e. Bl ade turns,
surveying his work, ignoring the howing pyre behind him

Al'l evidence of the vanpires is gone -- with the exception
of a few oily-black puddles. Clothes, jewelry -- it's all
been burned away by the acidic process of the creatures'
accel erated deconposition.

DENNI' S sits huddled in a corner, having pissed his pants. As
Bl ade approaches, he cringes back --

DENNI S
Pl ease don't --

Bl ade sinply grabs Dennis by the jaw, tilting his head
upward, rotating it fromside to side -- looking for bite
mar ks. There aren't any.

Bl ade noves on, |eaving Dennis al one am dst the carnage. As
Bl ade starts up the stairs, he pauses in md-step --

A COCKRQOACH
scurries out from underfoot.

Bl ade adjusts his footfall, sparing the roach. He continues
on up the stairs, disappearing in the snoky haze.

5: "Put himout"
CUT TO
INT. CTY HOSPI TAL, AUTOPSY ROOM - NI GHT

CAMERA FOLLOWS a bagged corpse as it's rolled into the
aut opsy room by an ASSI STANT.

ASSI| STANT
Brought you a baked potato, nice and
crispy. Still warm too.

CURTI S VEEBB, the forensic pathol ogist (30s, white bread, a
little on the smarny side) steps forward, unzips the bag --

It's Quinn, what's left of him anyway. Burnt to a charcoal
briquette, linbs twisted horribly, oozing fluids.

Curtis turns his head, grimacing, wafting the air.

CURTI S
Jesus, that's rank --



10.

Curtis turns back, makes note of the bl ackened stunp where
Quinn's armused to be, the ruined throat --

CURTI S
What's his story?
ASSI| STANT
Par anedi cs said he was still scream ng

when they found him Looks |ike sone
j oker had stapled himto a wall.

CURTI S
Pretty.

CUT TO
I NT. HOSPI TAL, HEMATOLOGY LAB - NI GHT
M CROSCOPE POV

of a slide-mounted bl ood snmear stained with Wight stain
(blue ink). What we see is a collection of donut-shaped pink
things (red blood cells) intermingled with sonme small bl ue
specks (platelets) and the occasional |arger, |ight-blue

bl obs (white bl ood cells).

KAREN JANSEN (20s), a fine-featured hematol ogist with a
social life in suspended ani mation, sits back fromthe
m croscope, stunped. Next to her is JULIE WH TAKER, a
cheerful chentech.

KAREN
You took this off a DOA?

Curtis sits on a stool nearby, slowy nodding.

KAREN
This isn't hunman bl ood.

CURTI S
Then what is it?

KAREN
| don't know --
(re: mcroscope)
Look at this bl ood snmear --

Curtis takes a | ook for hinself.
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KAREN

The red bl ood cells are biconvex,
which is theoretically inpossible.
They' re hypochromc, there's virtually
no henogl obin in them

(shaki ng her head)
Look at the PWNs, they're binucl eated,
t hey shoul d be nobnonucl eat ed.

CURTI S
What about the chemi stry panel ?

Karen | ooks to Julie, who reaches for a conputer print-out.

JULI E
Bl ood sugar level is three tines the
norm phosphorous and uric acid are
of f the scal es.
(shrugs)
Li ke the woman sai d, inpossible.

Karen renoves her gl asses, rubbing the bridge of her nose.

KAREN
Curtis, it's three in the norning. I'm
really not in the nood for one of your
practical jokes.

CURTI S
(i nsistent)
It's not a joke. 1've got the stiff
sitting in the norgue right now --
| ook, just come up and see him okay?

Five mnutes, that's all | ask.

KAREN
| thought you promised to give ne sone
di st ance?

CURTI S
This is purely professional curiosity,
Karen, | swear.

Karen rolls her eyes, lets |loose a tired sigh.

KAREN
Fi ve m nutes, not a second npore. And
| don't want to hear a word about "us".

CURTI S
No probl em
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6: The M ghty Quinn
I NT. HOSPI TAL MORGUE - NI GHT

The dead of night, not a nouse in the house. Curtis and
Karen, each garbed in a nask, stand on either side of
Qui nn' s body, which now rests on the autopsy table.

QUI NN S BODY

A prelimnary exploratory Y-incision has been nade across
the chest, stretching from shoul der to shoul der, then

conti nuing on down the abdonen. Ri bs and cartil age have been
cut open to expose the heart and | ungs.

KAREN
You haven't started in on the internal
or gans?

CURTI S

Just the bl ood sanple fromthe
pericardi al sac.

Curtis pauses, studying Quinn's disfigured face -- the
features seem nuch | ess danaged now -- alnost as if the
corpse were healing itself.

CURTI S
That's weird --

KAREN
What ?

CURTI S

He | ooks different now, burns are | ess
extrene, sone of these wounds have
cl osed up --

Curtis pulls out a penlight, flicks it on. He | eans over
Quinn, shining the light into one of his eyes.

CURTI S
Tell me sonething, honestly, you ever
have second thoughts about us?

KAREN
(grudgi ngl y)
Soneti nes - -

Curtis |l ooks up fromthe corpse, grinning beneath his mask.



13.

KAREN
-- but then I renenber what an ass-
hol e you were and |I' m snapped back to

reality.

CURTI S
Jesus, Karen, you're breaking ny heart
here --

QUI NN

suddenly bolts up fromthe autopsy table, sinking his fangs
into Curtis' jugular. He snaps the man's neck in two for
easi er access, sucking in blood like a |living vacuum

Karen stunbl es backwards, sendi ng autopsy tools CLATTERI NG
QUI NN

rises fromthe table, flinging Curtis' tw tching body aside.
He curls his bl ood-soaked |ips back, baring viper-Ilike
fangs, emtting a GUTTURAL GROAL --

QUI NN
(crazed by thirst)
-- nore -- blood --

Karen backs into the corpse drawers, but Quinn is upon her
in a half-second, wapping a hand about her throat. His
nmout h opens/ nmorphs disturbingly wide as if to swall ow her
head whol e, caustic saliva dripping fromhis canines --

7: Saving Karen

Karen tries to turn her head away, but Quinn's grip is vise-
like. She finds herself staring into his eyes -- pupils
pul sing rapid-fire, opening and cl osing, hypnotic --

As Quinn sinks the tips of his fangs into Karen's carotid
artery and starts to nurse --

BANG !! A | oad of MAHOGANY buckshot chews into Quinn's side.
He HOALS in pain. Another |oad catches himfull in the face.
He drops Karen. She falls to the floor --

KAREN S POV

The sound of RUSHI NG BLOOD poundi ng t hrough her skull.
Everyt hing spinning. She struggles to nove, turns her head,
finds herself eye to eye with Curtis' corpse. ON QU NN

rising, his face torn up, snoking. VWH P PAN TO --
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BLADE,

standing at the entrance to the norgue, a streetsweeper auto-
shot gun in hand, sizing Quinn up.

BLADE
Now don't we | ook dapper?

Qui nn BELLOWNS with rage, ripping one of the heavy stee
refrigeration doors fromits hinges, flinging it at Bl ade
like it was lawn furniture --

Blade rolls to the side as the door CRASHES agai nst the
wal | . Quinn runs, noving through the norgue |ike a human
t ornado, heading for the windows at the end of the room--

SMASH! I'! Qut goes Quinn, taking half the wall with him
Bl ade rushes to the deci mated wi ndow, | ooks down --

BLADE' S POV

Qui nn lands on the roof of an anmbul ance parked four stories
bel ow, caving it in. He springs off, |oping across the
tarmac on three linbs, then - SCREECH - THAWUMP! - rolling up
onto the hood of an oncom ng car, before disappearing into
t he night --

BACK UP ABOVE,

Bl ade spins, SEES Karen bl eeding her |ife away on the fl oor.
She reaches a hand out to him beseeching --

Bl ade pulls away from her grasp, takes a step towards the
exit -- then hesitates.

A flicker of doubt washes across Bl ade's face. He | ooks down
at Karen once nore, westling with his conscience, finally
maki ng a deci sion. He kneels, scoops Karen up into his arns.
Just then,

TWO POLI CEMEN
rush into the norgue, weapons drawn --

UNI FORM #1
Hold it, ass-hol e!

Bl ade ignores them turning to face the wi ndow before him
It's a good thirty feet to the roof of the adjacent
bui | di ng, a parking structure -- and dammed if Bl ade doesn't
seemto be considering the junp.
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The Police close in, agitated. Blade crouches, sw tches
Karen to a one-handed grip --

UNI FORM #1
| said hold it!!!

-- and junps.
EXT. HOSPI TAL/ ROOFTOP PARKI NG STRUCTURE - NI GHT

Bl ade cl ears the inpossible distance -- alnbst. He snags the
| edge of the adjacent parking structure with his |left hand
even as Karen slips fromthe grasp of his right --

-- a last-second save, his fingers cl anpi ng around her
wist, is all that stands between Karen and street pizza.
She SCREAMS anyway, dangling bel ow him --

Bl ade GRUNTS, swi nging Karen |ike a pendul um heaving her up
and over the ledge as if she were a sack of potatoes. She
| ands on her shoul der, clutching it in pain --

Bl ade heaves hinsel f up, crouching beside her.

KAREN

(gaspi ng)
My shoul der -- dislocated --

Bl ade pl aces a hand on her shoul der, another around her

el bow and wi t hout any consideration to disconfort -CRACK! -
brutally pops it back in place. Karen SCREAMS agai n as he
scoops her up once nore and heads for --

H'S '69 OLDSMOBI LE 442,

whi ch is parked nearby. M dnight-black. The definitive high-
per f ormance heavy-netal nuscle nachine with an engi ne big
enough to power an Apoll o rocket.

I NT. BLADE'S COLDS - NI GHT

Bl ade sets Karen down in the passenger seat, clinbs behind
t he wheel, keys the ignition. The engine ROARS to life,

bel ching funmes through the dual exhaust. Blade floors it,
burni ng serious rubber as the A ds vani shes from sight.

BACK AT THE DEMOLI SHED MORGUE W NDOW

as the two policenen stare nunbly in open-nout hed
ast oni shnent .

CUT TO



16.

EXT. ATY STREETS - N GHT

Bl ade pilots the A ds down the streets, noving through a
series of increasingly degenerating nei ghborhoods, com ng at
| ast to the sprawli ng warehouse district.

8: Blade's Lair
EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY - NI GHT

The O ds approaches a mammoth industrial facility that's
been cordoned off by cyclone fencing and razor wire. Utra-
violet floodlights illumnate the area, while an arny of
security canmeras keep a watchful eye.

I NT. BLADE'S COLDS - NI GHT

Bl ade gl ances at Karen, cursing hinmself for giving into his
enotions. He hits a renpte secured to the sun visor --

EXT. BLADE' S OLDS/ ABANDONED FACTORY - NI GHT
A gate grinds open.

W followthe Ads as it cruises around the back of the
bui | di ng, headi ng down a concrete |oading ranp. At the
bottom of the ranp, a heavy iron door rises. Blade's dds
di sappears into the darkness.

I NT. ABANDONED FACTORY, | NDUSTRI AL ELEVATOR - NI GHT

Mre W lights flicker on. We're in a massive | oading

el evator which HUVB as it ascends, eventually reaching its
destination with a BOOM NG CLANG The doors at the rear

gl i de open. Bl ade guides the A ds out.

I NT. ABANDONED FACTORY, WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - NI GHT

Set up in an old ironwrks, the place |ooks like a cross
bet ween an auto junkyard and an arnory. Equipnent is strewn
everywhere -- lathes, mlls, old furnaces, gutted vehicles,
an ad hoc surgical theater -- all of it jerry-rigged in a
brutal, oily-tech.

Bl ade clinbs out of the Ads. He opens the passenger door
and pulls Karen out, carries her in his arns.

BLADE
Wi st er!

VWH STLER (O. S.)
Are we bringing home strays now?
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ABRAHAM WHI STLER ( 60S)

hobbl es out of the shadows, |eaning heavily on a cane.

G met-eyed, bitter, his right |l eg encased in a netal brace.
Though his face is lined with winkles and his hair has | ong
since gone gray, we sense he could kick the living shit out
of any man half his age.

BLADE
She's been bitten.

VWH STLER
You shoul d've killed her, then.

BLADE
She hasn't turned yet.
(poi nt edl y)
You can hel p her.

Bl ade and Wi stler stare each other down. Finally, Whistler
turns and heads over to the operating theater.

VHI STLER
No prom ses. You watch her close. She
starts to turn, you finish her off.

Bl ade nods, |ays Karen down on the operating table. Wistler
turns on an overhead light. Karen is sheathed in sweat,
ashen. She's lost a | ot of blood.

Wi stler snaps on a pair of surgical gloves, probes the
wound in Karen's neck with an antiseptic swab -- there's
capill ary damage around the perineter of the wound, the
ti ssue | ooks brui sed, gangrenous.

VWH STLER
Local i zed necrosis. She's borderli ne.
Anot her hour and she'd be well into

t he change.

Wii stler cracks open a snelling salt capsule and waves under
Karen's nose. As she starts to stir --

VHI STLER
Can you hear nme, woman?

Karen's eyes open wi de. She's scared, disoriented --

KAREN
What -- ?
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VHI STLER
You' ve been bitten by a vanpire. W' ve
got to try and burn out the venom
just like a rattl esnake bite --

Wi stler reaches for a massive syringe filled with causti c-
| ooking fluid. Karen sees the syringe, resists --

VWH STLER
Hol d her.

Bl ade forces Karen back. Whistler readies the syringe.

VWH STLER
(readi ng her nanme tag)
"Dr. Karen Jansen". Listen close, |I'm

going to inject you with an anti dote
made fromalliumsetivum-- garlic.
This is going to hurt. Alot.

Wi stler sinks the needle into Karen's neck and depresses
the plunger. "Hurt" doesn't begin to describe what Karen
experiences next. I magi ne undergoing childbirth while
someone punps battery acid through your veins.

Karen SHRI EKS, her body going into uncontroll ed paroxysns.
The wound on her neck begins to snoke as the antidote
attacks the poi sonous vanpire venom

Karen clutches at Blade's arns, digging her nails in. She
stares up at himwth unflinching intensity, like a child
desperately searching for assurance.

ON BLADE,

unconfortable playing the roll of nursemaid. He'd like

not hing nore than to be done with this, but the only thing
he can do is hold Karen while she rides out the seizures.
KAREN S POV

growi ng darker by the nonment. The |ast thing she sees is
Bl ade staring down at her -- then the night closes in.

9: The House of Erebus
I NT. HOUSE OF EREBUS, MEETI NG ROOM - N GHT
CLOSE ON a nonitor featuring footage taken at the vanpire

c!ub massacre. Bl ade turns and stares into the canera, fires
his cross-bow. The screen cuts to static.
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A W THERED, CLAWED HAND

nmoves into frane, holding a renote. Wth a tap of a button,
t he nonitor goes dark.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL a | arge, m ninmalist conference room --
t he House of Erebus, seat of the vanpire race's |egislative
assenbl y.

Gat hered around a nassive table are the TWELVE VAMPI RE

ELDERS, representing a "rai nbow' of racial colors -- nanes
i ke PALLI NTI NE, VON ESPER, ASHE, BAVA. Two of them the
FAUSTI NAS, are identical twins -- lethal-I1ooking wonen with

al abast er skin.

Chilled carafes filled with blood are situated along the
table. Fromtime to time, a nenber will pour thenselves a
gl ass, or perhaps, help thenselves to the bow s of human
fi nger bones which serve as snacks.

At the head of the table is GAETANO DRAGONETTI, current
vanpire "Overlord". Blood-red eyes, parchnent skin stretched
over skull-like features. Incalculably ancient, but stil
deadly and virile as a vi per.

Dragonetti speaks. He uses the "secret tongue"” -- the
anci ent vanpire | anguage which utilizes consonants hunman
vocal chords are incapable of reproducing.

DRAGONETTI
(subtitled)
Bl ade. Once again, our interests have
fallen victimto his ridicul ous
crusade. He nust be destroyed.

FROST (O S.)
(in English)
You're wong, Dragonetti.

Al'l heads turn. Who woul d dare such inpudence?
DEACON FROST,

a mere "Underlord" in the vanpire hierarchy, steps forward.
Stri ki ngly handsome, younger, |ess conservative than his
superiors, fueled with a passionate intensity. Anongst the
vanpire community he's known as an agitator. He's also the
vanpi re equi valent of a racial supremacist.
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FROST
The Day Wal ker represents a unique
opportunity. W'd be fools to waste it
by killing him

DRAGONETTI

(subtitled, taking

unbr age)
Deacon Frost. You refuse to speak our
| anguage, you insult the House of
Er ebus by using the humans' gutter-
t ongue, have you no respect for
tradition?

FROST
Why should | respect sonething which
has outlived its purpose?

This causes quite a stir anongst the other vanpires. Frost
m ght as well have sl apped Dragonetti in the face.

DRAGONETTI

(si mrering)
| see. And what woul d you have us do
with this "half-breed"?

FROST
Study him Unlock the secrets of his
DNA. He's the key we've been | ooking
for.

DRAGONETTI
He is an aboni nati on!

Dragonetti slams his fist down, toppling a carafe, spilling
bl ood across the tabletop. Frost |ooks to the others --

FROST
Why shoul d we spend our lives cringing
fromthe daylight when his bl ood
offers us an alternative? Enough tal k.
It's tinme we stepped out of the
shadows!

Dragonetti | ooks apopl ectic. ELDER PALLINTINE, a five-
hundred year-old vanpire inhabiting the body of a
pr epubescent boy, interjects.

PALLI NTI NE
You're out of line, Frost.
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FROST
Aml1? O am|l just the first to say
out |oud what we've all been thinking?

The fact that no one answers is telling. Dragonetti glowers
at the other Elders, sensing the tide turning.

DRAGONETTI
The shadows suit us, Frost. W' ve
exi sted this way for thousands of
years. Who are you to chall enge our
ways?

FROST
Sormeone who's sick of living off
scraps. The com ng age bel ongs to us,
not the humans!

(to the others)

When the final war between our races
conmes, who do you want | eading the
char ge?

Frost stabs an accusing finger at the Overlord.

Dragonet ti
tyro vanp

FROST
Some withered up fossil ready to snap
like a brittle bone at the first sign
of change?

GROALS |i ke an beast, raking his claws across the
re's face, knocking himto the ground.

DRAGONETTI
Get out!!!

Frost picks hinmself up, touches the gashes on his cheek.
Looks at his fingers, licks the blood fromthem

Frost sm |

FROST
Careful, old fang. You m ght wake up
one day and find yourself extinct.

es at Dragonetti and calmy exits the room

10: The Injection
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP, BLADE' S CELL - DAY

ON KAREN as she cones to. Her wounds have been bandaged. She

rises, al
a spartan

ittle shaky, takes in her surroundings -- She's in
room like a nmonk's cell. On the wall is a

col l ection of knives and daggers.
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Sorme of them wooden, their hilts inscribed with bizarre-
| ooking runes. In the center of these weapons rests --

BLADE' S SWORD,

hanging like a cross in a chapel, domnating all else. Karen
touches it. Then her eyes drop to a silver |ocket which
dangles fromthe hilt by a tarnished chain. She reaches for
it, opens it --

The | ocket features a photo, old and faded. It's the bl ack
wonman we saw i n the prol ogue, Vanessa, standing in the
sunshi ne.

Karen noves towards the door, cautious --
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - DAY

We hear VO CES now, com ng from beyond a series of black-out
curtains. Karen pushes one aside and SEES --

BLADE

strapped into some kind of Inquisition-esque restraint
chair. Hs shirt is off, his body slick with sweat. Whistler
finishes strapping Blade in, then stands back, holding up a
gas- powered pistol injector, hesitant --

VWH STLER
I had to increase the dose. You're
buil ding up a resistance to the
serum - -

BLADE

(i nmpatient)
Just do it, old nman.

Wi stler nods, fitting Blade with a bite guard. Then he
presses the pistol-injector against Blade's carotid artery.

Bl ade shakes violently, grinding his teeth through the bite
guard, veins cording in his neck. He clutches Wistler's
hand, holding it tightly as he fights his way through the
hellish seizure. To his credit, Whistler never |ets go.

Mentor and student stare at one another as the nysterious
serumruns its violent course. W understand that these
shared nonents, oddly private in their horror, are the glue
whi ch binds the two vanpire hunters together. Finally, Blade
slunps forward in his restraints, exhausted.
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KAREN

She draws back, instinctively knowi ng that she's just
w t nessed sonet hi ng she shouldn't have. She | ooks for an
exit, SEES anot her doorway. She nmakes for it --

11: Rul es of Encounter
INT. WH STLER S LAB - TANK ROOM - DAY

A dusty, darkened hole of a room no wi ndows, just shadows,
crunbling concrete, rust stains, and --

A LARGE TANK

filled with swirling blood plasma, choked with el ectrical

| eads and bi onedi cal sensors. SOVETHI NG fl oats w thin,
suspended in the nmurky fluid -- a child , two or three years
of age, drifting about |like a nedical oddity preserved in

f or mal dehyde - -

THUMP! The child SLAMS up agai nst the glass. Karen
backpedal s, startled. Its eyes are open now, pupils bl own.
It snarls, revealing a nouthful of razored fangs, trailing
mout h-slinme across the glass as it futilely tries to chew
its way through to Karen.

Karen stifles a sob, turning and running right into --
BLADE,

who now bl ocks the exit, sword in hand. Karen retreats a
step, wary --

BLADE
You shoul dn't be here.
KAREN
l"'msorry, | --

VWH STLER (O. S.)
Wandered off the beaten path, Doctor?

Wi stler has entered the roomfroma second doorway. Karen
| ooks from Wi stler to Blade, trapped between them --

KAREN
Who are you peopl e?



24.

VWH STLER
My name i s Abraham Wi stl er.
(re: Bl ade)
This is Blade. As for our little
homuncul us here --

VWi stler linps over to the tank, rapping his cane agai nst
it. The creature snaps at it reflexively, follow ng the
silver tip back and forth like a fish after a lure.

BLADE
-- he's a vanpire.

KAREN
You're joking --

VHI STLER
Not at all. You're looking at a prine
speci men of the hom nes nocturna.

Whistler toys with the feral creature, engaging in a certain
anount of sadistic delight as its efforts grow increasingly
nmore frenzied. Suddenly, it surges towards the top of the
tank, clawing at the lid --

Karen becones alarned -- but then a massive ELECTRI CAL JOLT
shocks the creature back i nto subni ssion.

VHI STLER
If Blade hadn't brought you here, you
woul d' ve wound up like him

Karen brings a hand to her bandaged neck, recalling the
events of the previous night. She | ooks to Bl ade.

KAREN
Way did you hel p ne?

Bl ade scowWl s, his gaze flickering to Wistler.

BLADE
Stupidity.
VHI STLER
(apprai si ng her)
Maybe not. | did sonme checking, she's

a hematol ogi st. Know edge |i ke that
m ght come in handy.

BLADE
It's not worth the risk. W can't
trust her.
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KAREN
Wy ?

BLADE
Because you're tainted. The venom s
still inside you. You could still turn
on us.

KAREN

What happens then?

Bl ade | ooks to Whistler -- as far as he's concerned, the
debate's over.

BLADE
Then | have to take you out, just |ike
any ot her bl oodsucker.

Bl ade turns and exits. Wiistler and Karen foll ow
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - DAY

Beyond the griny outer wi ndows, we can see that the day is
closing -- | ong shadows, anber |ight.

Karen lingers in the doorway, reeling frominformation
over | oad.

Bl ade begins suiting up for his nightly hunt -- strapping on
body arnor, |oading amrunition. He strings the tarnished

| ocket around his neck as if it were an anulet that could
ward off evil, then pauses to inspect a nodified pistol,
sighting down the length of it.

BLADE
We hunt them noving fromone city to
the next, tracking their mgrations.
They're hard to kill. They tend to
regenerat e.

CLACK! Bl ade pulls the trigger on an enpty chanber, then
checks hi s next weapon --

KAREN
(sarcastic)
So what do you use, then? A stake?
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VHI STLER
(noddi nQ)
Sonme of the old wives' tales are
true -- they're severely allergic to
silver, various types of wood. Feed
themgarlic and they' Il go into

anaphyl actic shock --

Wi stler picks up a custom zed rifle with a UV entry |ight,
flicking on the beam

VHI STLER
-- and of course there's al ways
sunlight, ultra-violet rays.

Kar en shakes her head, incredul ous --

KAREN
And you honestly expect ne to believe
all this?

BLADE
| don't care what you believe. | saved
your life once, | don't plan on nmeking

a habit of it. You want ny advice,
you'll be out of the city by
nightfall. If you're stupid enough to
stay, that's your business.

KAREN
| can't just leave. | have a life
here, a career --

BLADE
Not anynore. You' ve seen one of them
You won't be allowed to live after
t hat .

Karen stares at Bl ade. Whistler gestures to the wi ndows --

VHI STLER
There's a war going on out there.
Bl ade, nyself, a few others -- we've
tried to keep it fromspilling over
onto the streets.
(beat)

Soneti mes people like yourself get
caught in the cross-fire.

Wi stler shrugs. As far as he's concerned, there's nothing
el se to say. Karen is still protesting, though.
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KAREN
I can go to the police. |I have bl ood
sanpl es back at the hospital. | can
show t hem

BLADE
Do it. You'll be dead before you can
file the conplaint.

KAREN
That's ridicul ous! No one's that

power f ul .
Wi stler sighs. He doesn't suffer fools gladly.

VHI STLER

You' re tal king about a brotherhood
that predates the Catholic Church by
t housands of years. Their survival
depends on their ability to blend in.
Chances are, you've encountered them
and not even known it. On the subway,
in a bar --

Bl ade slings his CAR-15 onto his shoulder, inpatient. He
starts towards the A ds, gesturing.

BLADE
Get in. You' re |leaving.

VWH STLER
Wi t.

Whi stler tosses a small netal canister to Karen.

VHI STLER
Consider it a parting gift. Vanpire
mace -- silver nitrate, essence of
garlic.

KAREN

(in disbelief)
So that's it? You guys just patch ne
up and send ne on ny way?

VHI STLER
There is one other thing. I'd buy
yourself a gun if | were you.

( MORE)
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VHI STLER ( CONT' D)
If you start becomi ng sensitive to the
daylight, if you start beconi ng
thirsty regardl ess of nmuch you' ve had
to drink -- then | suggest you take
that gun and use it on yourself.
Better that, than the alternative.

Karen stares at Wiistler, horrified, as we --
12: In the Archives
I NT. THE VAMPI RE ARCHI VES

W are deep in the narrow stacks of a sepul chral archive.
Exactly what and where this place is will becone nore cl ear
| ater on.

But for now, the CAMERA DRI FTS through the warren of aisles.
Al ong the way, we catch a glinpse of a HULKI NG SI LHOUETTE
cowering behind a series of Japanese shoji screens. Later
on, we find --

FROST

tucked away in a carrel, surrounded by books and scriptures,
with only the SICKLY GLOWVof his laptop to provide light.

DRAGONETTI (O. S.)
What are you doi ng here?

Frost pauses, SEEING Dragonetti energe fromthe shadows.

DRAGONETTI
(outraged)
These archives are restricted to
menbers of the House of Erebus.

FROST
Pl ease. You and the other Elders
woul dn't know what to do with these
texts if your lives depended on it.

(cryptically)
Wi ch, of course, they do.

DRAGONETTI
You're wasting your time, Frost. Far
greater scholars than you have tried
to deci pher these words. Watever
secrets they hold have been | ost.
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FROST
Per haps.

Frost studies Dragonetti, a self-satisfied grin on his face.
If the act was intended to unnerve Dragonetti, it succeeded,
t hough the ancient vanpire would never admt it.

DRAGONETTI
What are you up to, Frost?

Frost shuts the lid on his laptop, rising, draw ng
intimdatingly close to Dragonetti.

FROST' S VA CE
Wul dn't you |like to know, O d Fang?

A beat as the young turk stares his el der down. Dragonetti
is the first to lose his nerve. Frost smles and exits,
| eaving the old vanpire to |ick his wounds.

CAMERA DRI FTS back to the hul king sil houette, which has been
eavesdroppi ng on the conversation. It quivers in fear.

13: The d yphs
I NT. BLADE'S OLDS (ON KAREN S STREET CORNER) - DAY

Bl ade brings the car to a stop. Karen looks at him H's eyes
are hidden behind his gl asses, his expression stone.

BLADE
Renenber what we said. Keep your eyes
open. They're everywhere.

EXT. KAREN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DAY

As Karen clinbs out, Blade swings the door shut behind her.
The A ds ROARS off down the quiet residential street.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG LOBBY - DAY

Karen crosses the | obby, stepping into an elevator. Just as
the doors are closing, a WOMAN and TWO MEN duck in al ongsi de
her.

I NT. ELEVATOR - DAY

Sil ence, the unconfortabl eness of an elevator ride magnified
tenfold. Karen can FEEL the eyes of her fell ow passengers
upon her. Finally succunbing to paranoia, she hazards a

gl ance -- would she be able to tell if these people weren't
human? The woman turns to Karen, smiles --
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Karen surreptitiously fishes the "vanpire mace" from her
pocket, clutching it -- and now one of the men turns to | ook
at her, nodding --

I NT. KAREN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG, HALLWAY - DAY

The el evator doors open. Karen hurries out, heads left,
finds herself in a deserted hallway. She | ooks back -- then
skips a heartbeat as the trio also step out! As Karen raises
t he cani ster of mace --

-- the trio turn and head down to the right. Karen breathes
a sigh of relief, shakes her head.

I NT. KAREN S APARTMENT - DAY

Karen enters quickly, bolting the door behind her. She picks
up the phone, dials 911 --

KAREN
I need the police. This is an
emer gency - -
As Karen waits to be connected, she noves to the back
entrance and checks the |l ocks -- then the w ndows, then the
fire escape -- finally, a VO CE conmes on the other end.
KAREN
Hel |l 0? My nane is Karen Jansen, | was
with Curtis Webb at M d- Town Hospita
last night -- that's right, I
W tnessed the attack --
(l'i stening)

115 Aurora, apartnent 3G Yes, [|'lI
wait here. Please hurry.

Karen hangs up the phone and turns --
a shaft of BRI GHT sunli ght

streanms in through a window. Karen forces herself to | ook at
it and wi nces, shielding her eyes. Again, she brings a hand
to the bandaged wound on her neck. She noves to the w ndow,

pul i ng the shade down, frightened.

KAREN
Get a grip on yourself, girl.

She sinks down into a chair to wait, setting Wistler's
vanpi re nmace aside. Then she shuts her eyes, massagi ng her
tenpl es. W SEE --
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A BRI EF FLASH OF

Quinn, his nmouth opening wide, saliva dripping fromhis
fangs. His pupils pulsating hypnotically. W rush into his
gapi ng maw and - -

14: Cops and Robbers

WHAM We're back to reality. Karen wakes with a start, | ooks
to the windows -- tinme has passed, it's getting dark
out si de --

-- and someone is KNOCKI NG at the front door. Karen reaches
for the vanpire mace, then noves to the door. She | ooks
t hrough t he peephol e, cautious --

KAREN
Wo is it?

KAREN S POV (Fl SH EYE)

A PCLI CE OFFI CER stands in the hallway -- 30s, handsone, a
knight in shining arnor as far as she's concerned.

G DEON
Sergeant G deon. I'mresponding to a
911 call.

Karen visibly rel axes. She opens the door and steps aside,
allowing Gdeon to enter.

KAREN
Yes, that was ne, |'m Karen Jansen --

G deon sm |l es, takes a quick glance around the room then
studi es Karen's face, the bandages on her neck.

G DEON
Are you all right?
(of f Karen's nod)
I'"'mglad you called, M. Jansen, we've
been anxious to get a hold of you. You
di sappeared on us for a while.

KAREN
I know. Listen -- do you have any idea
what happened to Curtis, the other
doctor ?
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G DEON
(matter of fact)
Ch, he's dead. But | wouldn't worry
about that if I were you.

KAREN
(al ar ned)
Wy ?

G deon's sm | e vani shes as he unhol sters his gun.

G DEON
Because you're dead too.

Karen GASPS. She has a half-second to act -- in which she
triggers a spray of vanpire nmace into G deon's face. G deon
stunbl es back, blinded, cursing, rubbing the heel of his
pal m agai nst his eyes --

Karen expects pyrotechnics -- but the end result is little
nore than an annoyance. A second later, G deon is sinply
bli nking, sniffing his fingers, confused --

G DEON
Garlic?

KAREN
He said it would work agai nst
vanpires --

G deon bursts out | aughing.

G DEON
Wo said | was a vanpire?
G deon shakes his head, still snickering. He forces Karen
agai nst the wall, placing the gun against her head --
G DEON

Thanks for the | augh. You can shut
your eyes if you want to.

CRASH! !'! The front door expl odes open as Bl ade cones flying
t hrough it!

G deon tries to bring his pistol up -- but Blade grips the
man' s hand and squeezes. G deon SCREAMS as his bones snap
like kindling. The pistol falls fromhis grasp --
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Blade fires his fist into G deon's gut again and again, then
flings the officer across the room sending hi m SMASH NG
into a glass-cased cabinet. Bl eeding, battered, G deon
struggles to stand --

Blade is all over him kicking the shit out of the rogue cop
until he sinks to the floor in a half-conscious haze.

Bl ade stands over G deon's linp form fists clenched,
breat hi ng heavily, touching down after his adrenaline high.
Finally, he |looks to Karen --

BLADE
You okay?

Karen nods, glances at G deon --

KAREN
How did you know?

BLADE
Figured they'd send soneone after you.
Thought 1'd wait around and see who
showed up.

KAREN
You used nme as bait?!

BLADE
It worked, didn't it?

KAREN
But, he could' ve --

BLADE
He didn't. Get over it.

Bl ade kneels next to G deon. He turns the man's head,
i nspects the neck, the skin behind the ear --

KAREN
But he's a policeman --

BLADE
He's a familiar. A human who works for
the vanpires. See this mark?

Bl ade pushes aside G deon's hair, revealing a tiny, cryptic
synmbol tattooed into the man's scal p.
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BLADE

That's a gl yph, kind of like a vanpire
cattle brand. That nmeans O ficer
Friendly here is sonmeone's property.
Any of the other vanmpire's try to
bleed him they'll have to answer to
Friendly's owner --

(studying the glyph)
This gl yph bel ongs to Deacon Frost.
W' ve been tracking himfor a while
now - -

KAREN
Wiy in God's nane woul d anyone want to
wor k for then?

BLADE
Because they're vanpire wanna-bes. |If
they're loyal, if they prove
t hensel ves, then their nmasters wll
turn them

KAREN
And that's a good thing?

BLADE
For sonme. Live forever, never get old.
The ulti mate high.

Just then, G deon MOANS. Bl ade drags the nman up so they're
eye to eye.

BLADE
How ' bout you, O ficer? You a good
littl e bl oodhound?

CUT TG
EXT. KAREN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DUSK
Bl ade and Karen are now standing by G deon's police cruiser
whi ch is parked outside Karen's apartnent. Bl ade shoves
G deon agai nst the hood of the cruiser. He finds G deon's
keys, noves to the trunk, opens it --
IN THE TRUNK
A sophisticated nmedical cooling unit for transporting

organs. Bl ade opens the unit, cool ant vapor hisses out.
Inside are plastic bags containing blood.
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BLADE
Looks like our friend was bl ood-
runni ng.
(to G deon)

Where were you headed?
G deon nmunbl es through a split Iip and chipped teeth --

G DEON
Mphuck you - -

WHAM Bl ade plants G deon's face into the hood of the car.
G deon GROANS, coughs --

G DEON
Jesus -- 1227 Brookner -- Holliston
Clinic --
Bl ade rel eases him then reaches for his Casull.

KAREN
VWhat are you doi ng?!

BLADE
Preventi ve nedi ci ne.

Karen steps in front of Blade, shielding G deon.

KAREN
You can't do this, he's hunman, it's
mur der .

BLADE
It's war, now get the fuck out of the
way!

Karen grabs Blade's arm westling with him trying to push
his hand away. As the two of them struggle, G deon nakes a
break for it, stunbling across the | awn. Bl ade pushes Karen
aside, takes aim FIRES --

15: School girl Rap

-- but G deon ducks into an alley, disappearing from sight.
Bl ade spins on Karen, enraged --

BLADE
God-damit!!! Do you have any idea
what you just did?! He'll warn them
They' Il be waiting!

But Karen's defiant, she's not backing down.
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KAREN
You were going to kill him Wat was
| supposed to do?! Shut ny eyes and
pretend I didn't see what | saw?

Bl ade tears off his glasses. Karen gasps --

BLADE' S EYES

aren't human, nor are they vanpire. They're sonething

else -- emerald green, laced with swirling flecks of red.
BLADE

Let ne set you straight on sonething,
Doctor. Wiat you've "seen" so far is
not hing. The world you live in's just
t he sugar-coated topping. There's

anot her world beneath it, the real
world -- and it's a fucking bl oodbat h.
If you want to survive init, you'd
better pull your head out of your ass.

Bl ade slips his glasses back on, |eaving Karen shocked into
silence. He heads for his A ds wthout |ooking back, clinbs
in, guns the engine. In seconds, he's gone, tearing off down
the street in a cloud of exhaust.

16: Rooftop Party

EXT. EDGEWOOD TONERS, PENTHOUSE - DUSK

We are soaring through the air above the gleamng city
skyline, noving towards the Edgewood Towers whose w ndows
reflect the bl ood-red sinking sun.

I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE, POOL - NI GHT

Suffused lighting, elegant tile-work featuring evocative
nosai cs, the quiet strains of CLASSI CAL MJSIC - -

MERCURY,

the lupine Gaultier girl fromthe club, glides beneath the
wat er, surfacing at the deep end. W SEE --

FROST
lounging in a chair, studying a |laptop which rests beside

him On the screen is a digitized inage -- a page taken from
an ancient manuscript, witten in a secret tongue.
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O ficer Gdeon waits nearby, cradling his ruined hand, his
battered face cast downward |i ke a boy who's been called
into the Principal's office.

G DEON
Look, I know you're disappointed --

FROST
Crestfallen.

G DEON
Bl ade was waiting for ne. There wasn't
anything | could do.

Frost nods, lapsing into broodi ng contenpl ation.

FROST
Tell me sonething, G deon, what bl ood
type are you?

G deon hesitates. Is this a trick question?

G DEON
| don't really know --

FROST
Take a wild stab. A? B? O perhaps?
I"'minterested in the antigens here,
t he aggl utination reaction --

G deon stamers as Frost rises. In the blink of an eye,
Frost lifts G deon fromthe floor, dangling the Oficer over
the deep end of the pool by his throat --

FROST
I"mgoing to guess AB positive.

G deon GURGALES as Frost's fingernails pierce his flesh,
drawi ng bl ood. Then Frost rel eases him--

G deon plunges into the pool. Mercury is on himin a
heartbeat, tearing himapart |like a Geat Wite consunmng a
pi ece of chum The water churns violently around them
clouding with red.

When it's over, Mercury rises fromthe pool, dripping wet,
covered fromhead to toe in a crinson sheen.

She ki sses Frost hungrily, letting G deon's blood flow from
her mouth to his. Frost flicks a tongue over his |ips.
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FROST
AB positive. Gve the man a pri ze.

Bel ow them G deon's lifeless body sinks towards the pool
bottom his police badge twi nkling |Iike sunken treasure.

CUT TG
EXT. CTY STREET - N GHT
Blade's O ds cruises to a stop. We're in a | owend
commercial district -- junky heaven. Bl ade clinbs out,
pulling an automatic rifle fromthe back seat, then heading
into an all eyway.

EXT. BACK ALLEY - NI GHT

Bl ade nmakes his way down the alley, cautious -- he SEES
nmount ai ns of trash, boarded-up w ndows, overl apping |ayers
of gang graffiti -- a RAT crouching on a trash dunpster,

ghawi ng on a dead pigeon --
-- then a SOUND behind Bl ade, the scuffle of feet --

Bl ade whirls, drawing his sword, CHARG NG at an approachi ng
shadow, stopping nere millimeters fromdecapitating --

KAREN,

who's been backed up against the wall, her eyes wide with
fright. Blade's sword vibrates fromthe tension in his
forearm having drawn just the slightest taste of bl ood.

BLADE
VWhat the hell are you doing?!' | could
have killed you!

Bl ade | owers his sword. Karen renenbers to breathe. She
slunps, tracing her fingers over the |ine where her head
al nost parted with her body.

KAREN
I remenbered the address. | foll owed
you - -

Bl ade shakes his head, anazed.
BLADE
Do you have a death wish or are you
just stupid?

Karen pushes away fromthe wall, angry --
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KAREN
Look, if what you say is true, if
there's a chance | could turn into one
of them then I've got no choice, do

I? 1 have to work with you. | need to
| earn everything | can about them
It's the only way I'll be able to find
a cure for mnyself.

BLADE
There is no cure.

KAREN

(defiant)

You don't know t hat.

Bl ade turns and noves to the end of the alley, studying the
graffiti-covered wall intently --

KAREN
What are you | ooking at?

BLADE
(gesturing)
What do you see here?

KAREN
Gaffiti --

BLADE
Look cl oser.

Bl ade i ndi cates a desi gn anpongst the various gang-banger
tags that | ooks sonmething |ike a post-nodern hieroglyphic.

BLADE
This isn't a gang tag, it's a vanpire
mar ki ng. It nmeans there's a safe-house
near by.
A place they can go if dawn is com ng.
Bl ade points to a building across the street --
THE HOLLI STON CLI NI C,

your basic inner-city bl ood-barter establishnment where
desperate transients parley their plasma into cash.

KAREN
(recogni zing it)
I know this place -- it's a blood bank.
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BLADE
Owed by vanpires. There's one of
these in every major city, and just
i ke Dom no's, they always deliver.
(1 ooking to Karen)
You telling me you're ready to wal k
t hrough that door?

Karen nods. Bl ade continues to stare at her, taking her
measure -- there's a strength in this wonman's eyes, she has
the soul of a fighter -- and Bl ade recognizes it.

BLADE
Al right, then, listen up, Vanpire
Anat ony 101. Crosses and runni ng water
don't do dick, so forget what you've
seen in the novies.

Bl ade enunerates the following on his fingers:
BLADE
You use the stake, silver, or
sunlight, got it?
Bl ade hol ds up one of his Casulls.

BLADE
Know how to use one of these?

Karen takes the weapon fromhim eyes all over it.

KAREN
No.

Bl ade takes the gun back, snorting derisively.

BLADE
Safety's off, round s al ready
chanbered --
(cocking it)

Silver hollowpoints filled with
garlic. You aimfor the heart or the
head, anything else is a one-way
ticket to a pine box.

Blade hand it to her again, then starts across the street
towards the clinic. Karen follows --

I NT. HOLLISTON CLINIC, LOBBY - N GHT

Bl ade enters, swinging his rifle around for all to see.
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BLADE
Get out. Now.

The POTENTI AL DONORS scranmble for the exit. Behind the
counter, TANAKA, a nmle nurse, reaches for an al arm butt on.
Bl ade vaults over the counter, aimng his rifle.

BLADE
I know you' re bl ood-running. Wo's
your sponsor?

TANAKA
I don't know what you're --

POW Bl ade backhands hi m across the face hard enough to
| oosen his teeth. Karen flinches, stepping forward --

KAREN
What if you' ve nade a m stake?
Bl ade pins Tanaka's head to the wall, turning it to the
side -- revealing the man's glyph. It's different than

G deon's, looking nore |ike a Japanese kanji character.

BLADE
VWhat's this? A birthmark?

Bl ade grips Tanaka by his collar, shoving himthrough a
doorway - -

I NT. HOLLISTON CLINIC, SUPPLY ROOM - NI GHT

Karen and Bl ade SEE supply cabi nets, cots, a nunber of

| ocked refrigeration units. Blade FIRES into the door handl e
of one of the units, tears it open -- the fridge is stacked
floor to ceiling with plastic packets of bl ood.

BLADE
(to Karen)
Still think we m ght be wong?
(to Tanaka)
How nmuch are you shi ppi ng?

TANAKA
Bite ne!

Bl ade opens FIRE, sweeping his rifle around the room
shooting everything in sight. dass cabinetry shatters,
anpoul es and vacutainers go flying. Tanaka cowers, arns
wr apped about his head.
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Bl ade stops shooting. He | eans down towards Tanaka, placing
the end of his rifle against the man's forehead. Tanaka
| ooks like he's about to wet his pants.

BLADE
I've got a message for your masters --
the night's no |l onger safe for their
ki nd.

Bl ade pulls back his rifle, leaving a red indentation mark
where the end of the rifle barrel pressed into Tanaka's
skin. He starts towards the exit. Karen foll ows.

CUT TO
I NT. BLADE'S COLDS - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen return to the A ds. He keys the ignition,
lets the engine idle. They're parked down the street from
the blood clinic. Karen | ooks to Bl ade, confused --

KAREN
You let himgo --
(of f Bl ade's nod)

An hour ago you were ready to kill a
man for less, this one didn't even
tal k.

BLADE
He will.

Bl ade points --
THROUGH THE W NDSHI ELD

Tanaka rushes fromthe clinic, clinbing behind the wheel of
a Mustang parked nearby. He takes off --

Bl ade follows the Miustang, CLICKING on a cell-phone scanner
nount ed on the dash. Nunbers flash on the LCD screen as it
searches for a signal, then locks onto it. W hear a DI AL
TONE, then a nunber being dialed --

AUTOVATED VO CE
(filtered, on scanner)
"You' ve reached a nunber that is no
| onger in service. Please consult your
operator and try again".



43.

TANAKA' S VA CE
(filtered, on scanner)
It's Tanaka, PI N nunber si xteen-zero-
Zero-ni ne --

A "real" voice cones on the line:

VA CE
(filtered, on scanner)
Yes?

Karen | ooks to Bl ade, inpressed.
I NT. TANAKA' S MUSTANG - N GHT
Tanaka speeds, shouting into the speaker phone --

TANAKA
Get ne Pearl!

VA CE
(filtered, on speaker)
Pearl is feeding --

TANAKA
Look, I'm not fucking around herel!
That hunter Frost has been talking
about? He was just at the clinic. Tore
t he goddamm pl ace apart!

17: Pearls before Sw ne

EXT. THE BLACK PEARL - NI GHT

Tokyo town. A black edifice, no wi ndows, secured parking, no
si gnage except for a purple neon scroll above the

entrance -- a FLASH NG KANJI, just like the glyph tattooed
on Tanaka's neck.

Tanaka's Mustang pulls into the parking lot. He clinbs out,
flagging away the val ets, heads inside --

W PE PAN TO
Bl ade's A ds stopping a few bl ocks down the street.
I NT. BLADE'S OLDS - N GHT
Bl ade kills the engi ne, studying The Bl ack Pearl .
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BLADE
Looks like we hit pay-dirt. This place
is crawming with them
(poi nti ng)
See the val ets over there? They're
vanpires. So is the doornman.

KAREN
How can you tell?

BLADE
The way they nove, they way they
snel | --

Bl ade continues to scan the area, pointing out a few nore
i kely candi dates --

BLADE
The whore on the corner, she's one
too. So are the two nmen standi ng under
the streetlight.

Bl ade reaches into the back seat, retrieves his sword and a
satchel . He snaps open his shotgun, loads it. Karen
continues to study the vanpires Bl ade identified.

KAREN
So many of them-- | still can't
believe they' re real.

BLADE
There are worse things than vanpires
out there.

KAREN
Li ke what ?

BLADE
(punpi ng his shut gun)
Li ke ne.

Bl ade reaches for the door --

EXT. THE BLACK PEARL - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen clinb out. He lets his shotgun fall within

the folds of his |longcoat and starts across the street --

only to be challenged by a HULKI NG DOCRVAN at the entrance.
DOORMAN

I'"'msorry, sir -- do you have an
invitation?
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I NT. BLACK PEARL - NI GHT

CRASH The front door flies open as the Doorman's body sails
t hrough. Bl ade enters, Karen at his heels --

The 'Pearl' is an all-hours strip club cum casino catering
excl usively to Japanese zaibatsu clientele. DDy lit, the
air thick with cigarette snoke, deafening MJSIC. Go boards,
pachi nko machi nes, sexy little MANGA WAIFS in school girl
outfits doling out drinks --

STRIPPERS withe in the circular "pit" tabl es surrounded by
HOWLI NG grab-ass nmen. But that's nothing conpared to --

The MAI N ATTRACTI ON,

who's doing a bunp and grind down the runway, shaking a body
worthy of a school boy's wet dream Her attire? A | eather S&M
face mask, nipple rings, 6-inch spikes, and a pair of

panties to hide her nodesty.

Bl ade scans the room-- just in time to see Tanaka ducking
into a back hallway. Bl ade pushes towards the rear of the
club. Karen foll ows.

ON THE STRI PPER

as she catches sight of Blade and freezes in md-routine.
The stripper pulls off her hood. Long black hair with a
streak of white tunbles down her back -- it's Mercury.

I NT. BLACK PEARL, HALLWAY - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen head past the bathroons. At the end of the
hall is a door marked "OFFI CE'. Just then, the Men's door
opens, a DRUNK COLLEGE KI D steps out, SEES Bl ade --

KI D
Hey --

Bl ade plants a hand over the kid' s face, shoving hi mback
into the bat hroom as he kicks open the office door --

I NT. THE BLACK PEARL, BACK OFFICE - NI CGHT

Tanaka spins around, startled, tries to throw a punch --

Bl ade traps Tanaka's arm |evering the man up and over. He
CRASHES into a shelving unit, taking the whole thing down

with him Karen w nces. Blade grabs a handful of Tanaka's
hair, yanks his head up --
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BLADE
Where's the entrance?!
TANAKA
| can't -- they'II kill ne!
Bl ade rips off his glasses and gi ves Tanaka an eyeful -- his

irises pulse and gl ow.

BLADE
I got news for you, butt-boy. You're
al ready dead.

TANAKA
(terrified)
Oh God, shit -- behind the bookcase --

Bl ade drops Tanaka, noves to the bookcase. He searches the
wall a nmonment, then finds a trigger. Hits it -- the bookcase
slides aside, revealing a hidden elevator. As Bl ade noves to
put his sungl asses back on --

BLADE' S POV (I N THE REFLECTI ON CF HI S SUNGLASSES)

W see Tanaka behind him pulling a handgun out of a desk
drawer, swinging it up --

Bl ade unhol sters one of his Casulls faster than any
gunslinger in history. He FIRES over his own shoul der,
BLOWN NG Tanaka back agai nst the wall.

Bl ade puts his sungl asses back on, notions to the el evator,
then nods to Karen --

BLADE
After you.

I NT. THE BLACK PEARL, ELEVATOR - N GHT

The el evator descends. Then a tone CHI MES, signaling the end
of the ride. The doors hiss open --

I NT. THE VAMPI RE ARCHI VES, HALLWAY - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen enter the narrow, maze-like "stacks" of the
vanpi re archives, weaving their way through shel ves of
climate-controlled, digitized records.

KAREN
VWhat is this place?
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BLADE
Sone ki nd of archive --

KAREN
Isn'"t this all alittle high-tech? I
t hought vanpires were nore into
cobwebs and coffi ns.

BLADE
You' ve been wat ching too nuch TV.
They' ve got their claws sunk into

everything -- finance, real estate,
politics. Probably own half of
Downt own.

Bl ade pulls a CD-ROM fromthe shelves, its spine |labeled in
i ndeci pher abl e vanpire gl yphs.

BLADE
This must be where they keep their
records --

He pauses, hearing a DI STANT WH SPER. Bl ade si gnal s quiet,
silently | eading Karen through the stacks towards --

PEARL' S LAI R

A vestibule of sorts, leading to a | arger bed chanber
constructed of rice paper shoji screens and tatam nats.
Candles glowwithin, illumnating a MONSTROUSLY OBESE SHADOW
beyond the translucent rice paper walls.

The shadow speaks in a trenulous, bird-like voice -- the
secret tongue. As Bl ade draw his sword, the massive shadow
freezes --

PEARL' S VA CE
fri ghtened)
s that you?

(
i

Lor ca,
Bl ade slides open the nearest shoji screen --
I NT. PEARL'S BED CHAMBER - N GHT

Not hi ng Karen's seen up until this point could prepare her
for the archive's curator --

PEARL,
a ni ne- hundr ed- pound androgynous vanpire of Asian origin,

| oungi ng ami dst pillowed rice mats, wearing a comuni cations
headset. Think of a cross between Divine and Jabba The Hutt.
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Skin the conpl exion of butterm |k, so corpul ent he can
barely nove, so engorged with blood that he's actually
sweating it fromthe pores of his skin.

Pear|l is surrounded by a nest of nonitors and keyboards
whi ch have been affixed to counter-balanced arns -- this
way, Pearl can access information w thout |eaving bed.

Lyi ng next to Pearl, dwarfed by the vanpire's nassive size,
is the chal k-white body of a recently-drai ned NAKED BOY.

At the sight of Blade, Pearl's eyes widen in fear --

PEARL
(into a speakerphone)
He's herel

FROST' S VA CE
(over speaker phone)
Congrat ul ati ons, Day-Wal ker.

BLADE
Frost ?

I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE, POOL - N GHT

Frost paces the length of his pool, wearing a hands-free
comuni cati ons headset, grinning.

FROST
In the flesh, Blade. | understand
you' ve been looking for ne. I'm

flattered.
| NT. PEARL'S BEDCHAMBER - NI GHT

As Bl ade listens, Pearl reaches for his trackball,
attenpting to delete the docunent currently on his

monitors -- but Blade lunges forward, sinking the tip of his
sword into Pearl's fleshy throat. Pearl freezes.

BLADE
(eyebal ling Pearl)
Don't be. You' re another notch on ny
sword hilt, nothing el se.
Frost's DEEP LAUGHTER drifts fromthe speakerphone.
I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE, POOL - NI GHT

Frost settles into his chair, enjoying the cat and nouse.
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FROST

You're quick, Blade, I'll give you
that. In the space of an hour you've
crossed ny famliar, destroyed a bl ood
bank - -

(beat)
Now here you are in the heart of our
archives, terrorizing our curator.

PEARL' S VA CE
He has a knife to ny throat, Frost!
He --

FROST
(cutting himoff)
You're history, Pearl. Have the good
grace to die with sonme dignity.
(beat)
Round one to you, Bl ade.

I NT. PEARL'S BEDCHAMBER - NI GHT

CLICK, the line goes dead. Bl ade tosses his satchel on the
bed, opens it. Inside is a hand-held UV | anp hooked up to a
nine-volt battery. Pearl eyes the device, fearful --

PEARL
VWhat is that?

BLADE
A sun |anp. We're gonna play twenty
guestions. Dependi ng on your answers,
you might get to have yourself a
t anni ng sessi on.

18: Pages fromthe Book

Bl ade | ooks to Pearl's nonitor and SEES a digitized i mge,
t he SAME MANUSCRI PT Deacon had been studying earlier.

BLADE
VWhat were you in such a big hurry to
del ete just now?

Pear| hesitates. Blade turns on the |anp. Pearl HOALS as the
harsh light falls upon him Blade flicks the light off.

Pear|l cringes, GROALING his face snoking profusely.
Exposure to the WV rays, even for one short second, has made
his face blister like a plague victims.
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PEARL
(rel enting)
It's an epistle, a letter Frost has
been translating -- it prophesizes
LaMagra's return.

BLADE
And who is LaMagra?

Pear|l hesitates again -- Blade turns on the lanp for a

| onger tine. Pearl thrashes, covering his face. Hi s hands
bl acken, the skin sizzling away to expose the finger bones
beneath. Karen has to avert her gaze --

Bl ade turns off the | anp. Pearl SNARLS, his body quivering
wi t h poi sonous rage.

PEARL
LaMagra is The Sl eeper!!!

Bl ade leans in close so he's eye to eye with Pearl.
BLADE
Where's the original, Pearl? You nust
have it around here sonmewhere.
Pear| sweats blood, his flaking, slug-like Iips quivering.

PEARL
The vault --

Bl ade follows Pearl's eyes to an arnored door, then he
stands back, handing the W rig to Karen.

BLADE
If he noves, cook him

Bl ade approaches the vault door, sizing up its |ocking
mechani sm He pulls an expl osive charge fromhis conbat belt
and secures it to the door, armng it with a BEEP!
PEARL
Please, 1'll give you the
conbination -- you'll damage the
docunents --
BLADE

That's the point.

Enraged, Pearl LUNGES from his bed. Karen triggers the W
rig, flash-frying himto a bl ackened crisp. Pearl quivers,
hi s enornous body snoking like a piece of charred neat.
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Bl ade | ooks back at Karen with newfound respect. She shrugs.

KAREN
He noved.

Bl ade turns back to the vault, setting off the charge. BOOM
Bl ade ki cks the damaged door in, knocking it clear off its
hi nges - -

I NSI DE THE VAULT,

anci ent papers flutter through the snoky air |ike w nd-borne
| eaves. Bl ade and Karen SEE a | ucite-encased docunment --
fragnents of a ancient, calligraphied papyrus.

KAREN
VWhat are these?

QU NN (O S.)
Curiosity killed the cat.

19: Conpany Calls
Bl ade and Karen spin --

QUI NN,

Mercury, and a nunber of other vanpires stand at the
entrance to the vault.

QUI NN
(grins)
Hol a, am go. Renenber ne?

Karen triggers the W light, but Mercury ducks under it,
ripping it fromher hands, crushing it. In a split-second,
t he she-denon has her claws around Karen's throat.

As Bl ade reaches for his rifle, the vanpires converge on him
i ke quicksilver. They drag Karen and Bl ade out --

PEARL' S BEDCHAMBER

The vanpires fling Bl ade against the wall, pinning him
QUI NN
You took nmy arm Blade. But that's
okay, |I'mgrowi ng a new one --

Quinn lifts up his "arm'. A skeletal forearmhas grown from
the stunp. It's got cartilage, sinew, and nuscle, but no
flesh yet.
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QUI NN
Ni ce, huh? Think 1'Il ever play the
pi ano agai n?
(shruggi ng)
You can slice him you can dice him
and the man just keeps on com ng.

Bl ade struggles violently, but Quinn is upon him pounding
his fist into Blade again and again and again -- giving him
payback wi th conmpounded interest. Wien it's over, Quinn

st eps back, w nded --

Bl ade' s head hangs down. He gasps, wi ncing, every breath
sending a red hot poker to his gut. Quinn grabs a hold of
Bl ade's jaw, forcing his head up.

QUI NN

Stay with ne, sweetness, |I'mnot through with you yet.

Quinn pulls Blade's jacket open, sees the bandol eer of
mahogany stakes. He tugs one out, admiring it.

QUI NN

Teak. Nice craftsmanship.

(to the others)
Now here's a nman who takes his job
just a little too seriously, don't you
t hi nk?

(back to Bl ade)
Which rem nds ne, Blade, think | owe
you one --

Quinn stabs the stake into Blade's shoul der. Bl ade CRIES
QUT, tries to pull free. Karen, who's being held by Mercury,
averts her gaze.

QUI NN
Actually, if you want to get
technical, I owe you two.

As Quinn reaches for another stake, Blade starts to |augh.

QUI NN
What's so funny, bright eyes?

BLADE
|' m expecting sone conpany.

It's then that Quinn notices the micro ear-coil radio
receiver in Blade's ear. As we MOVE INon it, we hear a tiny
VO CE squawking fromit:
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VO CE
(filtered)
Get down!

Bl ade kicks his feet out, sending Quinn flying backwards. He
tears free of the vanps hol ding himand DI VES forward,
knocki ng Karen to the ground just as --

BOOM !'! The wall of Pearl's bedchanber EXPLODES | NWARD,
knocki ng Quinn and the rest of his cronies to their feet.

VWH STLER

stands in the snoking hole where the wall used to be,
brandi shing his cane in one hand and an automatic rifle in
the other. He balances the rifle against his hip like an
over-the-hill gunslinger and OPENS FI RE on the vanpires.

Bl ade rolls, snatching up a fragnment of the parchnment which
has blown free fromthe vault. Seconds |ater, he and Karen
are fleeing after Wiistler, retreating back through his
newy created exit.

I NT. TUNNEL - N GHT
The three of themfind thensel ves ankl e-deep in a fl ooded

sewer tunnel running parallel to the archives. Wistler
pauses, wheezing from overexertion.

VHI STLER
Christ, I"'mtoo old for this. Sonebody
get me a goddamn wheel chair.
Bl ade | eans agai nst the tunnel wall, GRUNTING as he yanks
the stake fromhis shoulder. He then pulls out a light-
stick, snapping it, illumnating the area in a GREEN GLOW - -

di st urbi ng waves of GLI TTERI NG COCKROACHES.

Meanwhi | e, Wi stler pulls another explosive device fromhis
backpack and sets it against the tunnel wall, armng it.

KAREN
How did you find us?!

Wi stler taps a tiny radi o headset curled around his ear.

VHI STLER
We keep in radio contact.
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KAREN
(1 ncredul ous)
You' ve been listening in the whole
time?

VHI STLER
You think I'd let himrun | oose
wi t hout a chaperone? Bl ade ferrets
their rat-holes out, I map them Then
we blow themall to kingdom cone.

Wi stler finishes arm ng the expl osive device. It BEEPS. He
turns back to Bl ade and Karen, referring to a handhel d
navi gati on devi ce.

VHI STLER
There's a subway |ine due East of
here. W' d best nake tracks.

I NT. PEARL'S BEDCHAMBER, ARCHI VES - N GHT

An EXPLOSION ri ps through the bedchanber, mushroom ng
outward - -

I NT. BLACK PEARL - NI GHT

The EXPLOSI ON conti nues expandi ng, sending tables, drinks,
and zai batsu clientele flying.

I NT. TUNNEL - N GHT

As the group splashes through the water, a FI REBALL chases

t hem down the tunnel. They duck into an al cove, narrowy
avoi ding the flames. Wistler WHOOPS with excitenment, |oving
every minute of it. But his triunph is short-lived, for now
we hear --

-- a deafening chorus of H G+ Pl TCHED VAMPI RE WAR CRI ES
com ng from behi nd. Karen hazards a | ook back --

THE VAMPI RES

surge down the tunnel like a pack of hungry wol ves on high-
octane. There nust be a dozen of them now and Quinn is right
in the |ead.

Qur trio hustles along, but Whistler stunbles, tunbling and
sliding down a washout. The steep incline of the washout
makes it virtually inpossible for Whistler to clinb back up
to the main tunnel.
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KAREN
Wi st er!

VWH STLER
G on, I'll be finel

Karen hesitates, but Bl ade yanks her down the tunnel --

BLADE
He can take care of hinself! GO!!

They race through the twi sting warren of tunnels, taking one
turn after another, the vanpires hot on their heels --

I NT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen stunble out into a | arger subway tunnel,
whi ch widens into a station stop up ahead.

We can see the RED TAIL-LIGHTS of a train just pulling away
fromthe platform --

Bl ade and Karen re-double their efforts, lungs burning, |egs
punpi ng li ke mad. Just as the train enters the next tunnel --

-- they | eap, dragging thenselves up onto the back of the
rear - passenger car.

Bl ade SMASHES his fist through the emergency exit w ndow,
then lifts Karen up, helping her clinb through into the
car --

-- but the vanpires are still comng! Crawling along the
tunnel walls on all fours, linbs a blur, claws striking the
concrete and spewi ng out sparks. Closing fast. Too fast.

QUI NN

springs forward, snagging Blade's ankle with his "good"
hand. The vanpire's weight threatens to haul Bl ade down.
Bl ade reaches to his back-scabbard, unsheathes his sword --

THUNK! Bl ade brings the sword down on Quinn's good arm
cutting it off at the wist! Quinn falls to the tracks,
tunbl i ng head over heels back into the darkness --

THE AMPUTATED HAND,
whi ch continues to clutch at Bl ade's ankle, starts to nelt.

Wth a cry of disgust, Blade kicks the thing away. He turns
and clinbs through the w ndow --
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20: "No. I'msonething else.”
I NT. SUBWAY CAR - NI GHT

Karen hel ps Bl ade inside. He sinks to the floor of the
ot herwi se deserted car, exhausted. He's | ooki ng ashen now.
The whites of his eyes are shot through with red.

Karen gets a good | ook at Blade's wounds -- the front of his
j acket is soaked in blood. She reaches for him--

KAREN
You're hurt --

BLADE
Not hi ng that won't heal by dawn.

Bl ade reaches into his jacket and pulls out the small, gas-
powered pistol-injector we saw Wiistler inject himwth
earlier. He tries to | oad one of the anpoules into it, but
because of his wounds, he's not having nmuch |uck --

BLADE
(frustrated)
I need help with this --

Karen nods, inserting the anpoule into the gun. Bl ade shrugs
off his jacket, holds out his arm Karen pauses --

KAREN
VWhat am | injecting you with?
BLADE
(weakl y)
Serum-- it's a human henogl obin

substi t ut e.

Karen | ocates a vein, presses the injector against it --

Bl ade tenses, grits his teeth, fights to keep his body
thrashing as the serumenters his bloodstream He grips the
wal | behind him-- actually digs his nails into the netal
surface -- the agony he's going through is excruciating,

i ke nothing we could imgine.

When it's over, he slunps forward, spent, vul nerable,
flushed with sweat. Karen stares at him--

KAREN
You're one of them aren't you?

Bl ade turns away from Karen, filled with self-I oathing.



S57.

BLADE
Not quite. I'ma hybrid. Half-human,
hal f - vanpi re.
Of Karen's surprised reaction, we --
CUT TG

I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - NI GHT

The | oadi ng el evator CLANGS to a stop. Blade throws the gate

open. Karen hel ps himout. Now that they' re safely back,
| ast of Blade's strength seens to dissipate.

21: The Story of Bl ade
VHI STLER
is waiting for them sitting at a workbench.

VHI STLER
What took you so | ong?

BLADE
Don't even start, old man.

Bl ade throws his sword aside, then noves off into the

shadows, di sappearing beyond the curtains. Karen | ooks to

Wi stler --
KAREN
Wiy didn't you tell nme the truth about
hi n?
VHI STLER

W weren't sure we could trust you.
Wi stler sighs, renmoving his gl asses.

VHI STLER
Bl ade' s nother was attacked by a
vanpi re whil e she was pregnant.
Utimately, she died, but her unborn
child lived. Unfortunately, he'd
undergone certai n genetic changes
while in the wonb --

Wi stler reaches for a pack of cigarettes, pulls one out.

thunbs a match, fires up. Takes a long drag --

t he

He
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VWH STLER

I found Bl ade when he was thirteen.
He'd been living on the streets,
feeding off the honel ess. Apparently
the Thirst manifested itself at
puberty --

(beat)
| took himfor one of themat first,
alnost killed him too. But then |
reali zed what he was.

CUT TO
EXT. EDGEWOCD TOWERS, PENTHOUSE - NI GHT

Frost stands at the wi ndow, | ooking out at the glimering
cityscape before him

I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE - NI GHT

Frost turns away fromw ndow. Qui nn, Mercury, and the other
vanpires fromthe Bl ack Pearl stand before him Quinn
cradles his anputated stunp with his newly grown arm

QUI NN
He took my fucking hand! Agai n!

FROST
You seemto be in the habit of |o0sing
themfairly often, Quinn. Mybe the
anputee lifestyle just suits you.

The other vanpires |augh. Quinn stares theminto silence.

QUI NN
W need to find him tonight.

Frost claps a hand on Qui nn's shoul der.

FROST
Down, boy. Bl ade's not goi ng anywhere.
| prom se. Right now, though, we've
nore pressing business --
(off Mercury's |o0k)
It's time Dragonetti paid the piper.

CUT TO
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - NI GHT

Wi stler studies Karen, exhaling another |ungful of snoke.
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VWH STLER
Bl ade' s uni que, you know. A one in a
billion anomaly. He can wi t hstand
sunlight, garlic, even silver. But he
still has the Thirst.

KAREN
VWhat happens if he doesn't take the
serun?

VWH STLER

The Thirst overcones him just like
the others. It's not sonething he can
control .

(sighs)
The problemis, time's running out.
Hi s body's starting to reject the
serum And so far, all ny efforts to
find a cure have ended in failure --

KAREN
No of fense, Whistler, but you re not
exactly working with state of the art
equi pnent here. You m ght have m ssed
sonet hi ng.

VHI STLER
(poi nt edl y)
Which is why you' re here. W could use
someone W th your experience.

A beat passes between them and Karen knows where she stands
now. In for a penny, in for a pound. Wi stler reaches for
Bl ade' s sword.

VHI STLER
This used to be mne, you know. It's
been passed down through the
centuries, fromone hunter to the
next --

Wi stler extends the sword, sighting down the length of it.
He takes a few practice parries -- it's obvious he used to
be quite skilled in the art of swordsmanshi p.

KAREN
Wiy do you hunt thenf

VHI STLER
Habit, nostly, just like this.
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Wi stler gestures with his cigarette. He finally stubs it
out, his wistful reverie vanishing like so nmuch snoke.

VHI STLER
| had a famly once -- a wife, three
daughters. Then a drifter named Deacon
Frost came calling one evening --

KAREN
He killed then?

VHI STLER
Eventually. He toyed with themfirst.
He made nme choose, do you understand?
Wi ch order they would die in --

Karen stares at Whistler, horrified.

KAREN
How di d you escape?
VHI STLER
| didn't. He was cruel enough to |et

me live.

(sl appi ng his brace)
Even gave nme a souvenir to renenber
hi m by.

Karen nods -- it's all falling into place for her now.

KAREN
And now you're using Blade to exact
your revenge?

VHI STLER

(poi nt edl y)
Frost's bodycount keeps rising, and
I'"mnot getting any younger, am|?

Just then, we hear a SCREAM cone from Bl ade's room soundi ng
nore like the cry of a beast than a man. Karen takes a step
towards Bl ade's room - -

VWH STLER
I wouldn't go in there if | were you.
It's best to | eave himal one when he's
like this.

KAREN
I"lI'l take my chances.
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I NT. BLADE' S ROOM - NI GHT
Karen enters. It's dark, just a trace of noonlight.

KAREN
Bl ade?

No answer. Then Karen SEES him -- crouched in the corner of
the roomli ke sone kind of nocturnal animal.

KAREN
It's dark in here.

BLADE
You get used to the darkness.

Karen takes a step towards him

KAREN
Wi stler told me about your nother.

Bl ade clutches the silver locket in his hand. It sw ngs back
and forth, like a pendul um

BLADE
I can't close ny eyes without hearing
her scream

KAREN
Those aren't real nenories. No one has
that kind of recall.

BLADE
I do. | renmenber from day one. People
staring at me, sensing | was
different. Watching the fear grow in
their eyes, knowing in their hearts |
wasn' t human.

KAREN
If you' re not human, then why do you
bleed like us? |I've seen vanpire
bl ood, you don't have it running
t hrough your veins.

Bl ade | ooks at Karen, his |anbent eyes glowing in the
nmoonl i ght .

BLADE
Just get out of here.
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KAREN
Bl ade --

Bl ade turns, his eyes glowing with preternatural fury.

BLADE
| said, GET QUT!!!

Karen backs away, startled by Bl ade's vehenence. She exits,
| eaving himalone with his denons. He holds up one of his
enpty serum anpoul es, crushing it in his fist.

FROST' S VA CE
Ri se and shine, little w ng.

22: First Dawn, and Last
EXT. THE BURNI NG GROUNDS - JUST BEFORE DAWN

FADE I N on Dragonetti, his face covered with a bl ack
condemmed man's hood - -

Frost stands before him grinning like the Cheshire Cat.
He's dressed fromhead to toe in a black notorcycle suit -
boots, gloves, a visored hel met tucked under one arm
Mercury and Quinn are standing nearby, simlarly attired.

W're on a stretch of rocky coastline, tucked away in a
secl uded cove. Dragonetti has been stripped bare, chained
i ke Promet heus to an anci ent standi ng stone.

DRAGONETTI
(straining)
VWhat is this? Wiere am | ?!

Frost steps forward, pulling Dragonetti’'s hood off.
Dragonetti stares at his surroundings, horrified.

FROST
When was the last time you stopped to
appreci ate a sunrise, Dragonetti?
Three, four hundred years?

Frost checks his watch, then | ooks to the ocean. On the
hori zon, a sliver of gold appears.

FROST
How do you like that? Right on tine.
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DRAGONETTI
(snarling)
The other elders will never let you
get away with this!

Just then, the TWELVE VAMPI RE ELDERS ener ge behi nd Frost,
formng a circle around Dragonetti. Al wear business suits,
gl oves, along with high-tech "sun nmasks" to protect their
faces fromthe light's lethal rays.

They stare at Dragonetti like a silent jury. H's face
darkens, anger rising -- but there's a desperation in his
eyes now too. He speaks in the secret tongue:
DRAGONETTI
(subtitled)

Don't you see, you fool s?! He'l
betray you too! He's planning on
i nvoki ng LaMagra hi nsel f!

The vanpires just snile and shake their heads.

FROST
The wheel turns, old fang. Guess you
just got alittle too long in the
t oot h.

Dragonetti's cries are cut short as Frost forces the aging
vanpire's nmouth open, ripping out his fangs with his bare
hands. Dragonetti GURGLES and SHRI EKS, sounding |like a dying
ani mal .

Frost turns to face the Twelve now, his eyes bright with
victory. He pulls on his notorcycle helnet, as do Mercury
and Qui nn.

Behi nd them Dragonetti struggles furiously against his
chains to no avail as the first faint rays of daylight fall
upon him channeled inward by the natural formation of the
cove --

Dragonetti HOALS, his skin beginning sizzle and snoke. Then
he catches fire |i ke paper beneath a magnifying gl ass. He

t hrashes about as his flesh starts to run fromhis body.
THE VAMPI RE ELDERS

wat ch, inpassive, protected by their nmasks --

-- when suddenly, TWELVE FI GURES rise up behind them clad
in bike helnmets and black | eather, just |ike Frost.
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The intruders grip each of the Elders in a strangle hold,
ripping their masks off.

FROST
Dragonetti was right. You were fools
to trust ne.

Frost flips down the visor of his helnet even as --
THE RED SUN
rises inall its fiery glory.

One by one, the vanpire Elder's heads catch fire, skullflesh
sizzling away -- burning down the line of themin
successively building intensity until all twelve EXPLCDE in
a conflagration of BLIND NG VWH TE LI GHT.

Frost and his conpatriots are blown off their feet by the
sheer intensity of the occult blast -- a blast which sends
t he skeletal bodies of the Elders SLAMM NG i nto the rock
wal | .

When it's over, Frost picks hinself back up. W SEE that the
only thing left of Dragonetti and the others are --

THI RTEEN SHADOW SI LHOUETTES

permanent|ly etched onto the rock's surface, just |ike the
bombi ng victinms of Hiroshima.

23: Secrets of the Bl ood
I NT. WH STLER S WORKSHOP - DAY

Karen stands at a lab table with Wiistler, preparing a
nunber of bl ood sanple vials. They are surrounded by host of
new medi cal equi pment -- fromcentrifuges to genetic
sequencers and beyond.

Bl ade energes fromhis room |ooks to Karen. As if by silent
agreenent, last night's words go unacknow edged. He straps
on his bandol eer of stakes, secures his scabbard.

VHI STLER
Goi ng somewher e?

BLADE
China Town. | need npre serum
(re: new equi pnent)
What's all this?
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KAREN
| made a trip to the hospital |ast
ni ght, borrowed sone equi pnent.

BLADE
(sarcastic)
For your mracle cure?

VHI STLER
She' s been maki ng real progress, Bl ade.
(to Karen)
Show hi m

Karen | ooks to Bl ade, who shrugs. She opens a refrigerator,
removing a syringe filled with blue fluid.

KAREN
This is sodiumcitrate. It's an anti -
coagulant. W use it to treat bl ood-
clots sonetines. Vanpire blood is
t hi nner than humans, though. Watch
what happens when | introduce sone
into a sanple.

Karen gestures to the m croscope. Bl ade takes a | ook.
BLADE' S POV
Vanpire blood cells swirling about.

Karen injects the contents of the syringe onto the slide of
cells -- the reaction is imedi ate. The vanpire bl ood turns
bl ack, then begins violently bubbling.

Blade Iifts his head away fromthe microscope just in

time -- the blood on the slide atonizes, exploding outward
inafine mst which bursts apart the glass | ens of the
scope.

Wi stler laughs, thrilled with the results.

VHI STLER
Can you i magi ne what a dash of that
woul d do on your sword?

Wi stler claps his hand on Karen's shoul der in approval,
then Iinps away, quickly busying hinmself with another
project. Blade noves to follow, but Karen stops him--

KAREN
Before you go, 1'd like to take a
sanpl e of your bl ood.
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Bl ade grudgingly rolls up his sleeve. As Karen takes her
sanpl e, Blade | ooks to Wiistler. The ol der man brings a
handkerchief to his lips, coughing into it.

KAREN
Is he sick?

BLADE
Cancer.

Karen watches as Bl ade's blood flows into the vacut ai ner.
She fills the first, then inserts another.

KAREN
You care about him don't you?

BLADE
W' ve got a good arrangenent, that's
all. Wistler nakes the weapons, | use

them the vanpires die -- end of story.
Karen finishes. Blade rolls up his sleeve.

KAREN
(poi nt edl y)
My not her used to say that a cold
heart is a dead heart.

BLADE
Your not her sounds |like a Hall mark
greeting card.

Bl ade slips his Casulls into a shoul der hol ster, then shrugs
into his | eather jacket, donning his sungl asses.

BLADE
I'"d wish you |uck, Doc, but | never
put much stock in optinmsm

He heads towards the el evator.

24: The Herbal i st

EXT. CHI NATOMN, STREETS - DAY

Bl ade nmakes his way down a street lined with vendi ng

stalls -- passing MERCHANTS peddl i ng exotic vegetabl es and
cheap curios, butcher shops with rows of roast ducks in the

wi ndow, tyro GANG BANGERS | ounging at the entrance to a
vi deo arcade.
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BLADE' S POV

Even though the streets are crowded, the people seemto make
way for him avoiding eye-contact.

Blade turns into a dark alley, ducking into the doorway of
a hole-in-the-wall herbalist shop.

I NT. HERBALI ST SHOP - DAY

A bell atop the door JINGES, announcing Bl ade's arrival.
W're in a dusty, cave-like roomfilled with baskets and
bottle-l1ined shelves featuring things |ike "Toad Spl een
Extract” and "Barking Deer Wne". Joss sticks burn, sending
W spy tendrils of incense into the air.

At the back of the shop, an elderly CHHNESE MAN i n a
cardigan sits in front of a battered television, watching a
boxi ng match. He's eating a bow of litchi fruit. On the
counter nearby, a SPI DER MONKEY wat ches attentively.

BLADE
How s it goi ng, Kan?®

KAM
(re: cal endar)
You're a week early.

BLADE
I was in the nei ghborhood.

Kam sets his fruit bow aside, |eads Blade through a curtain
into a back room

I NT. HERBALI ST SHOP, BACK ROOM - DAY

Kam hands Bl ade a | eather valise. He opens it -- its lined
with tiny anpoul es of scarlet-colored serum Bl ade pulls one
out, holds it up to the light.

BLADE
Wi stler says I"'mbuilding up a
resistance to it.

KAM
I was afraid that m ght happen.

BLADE
Maybe it's tine to start exploring
ot her alternatives.



68.

KAM
There's only one alternative to the
serum

Bl ade nods. They both know what that "alternative" is.

BLADE
Yeah. | know.

Bl ade closes the valise and tucks it inside his jacket.

BLADE
Thanks, Kam
(t hi nki ng)
One ot her thing. Have you ever heard
of a vanpire called the Sl eeper?

Kam shakes his head. Bl ade pulls out the parchnent he took
fromPearl.

BLADE
I found this in there archives. | need
to find soneone who can read their
| anguage.

Kam st udi es the parchnent.

KAM
|'ve heard about a wonman naned
Mracia. Sone say she's a mayonbero,
a Santeria witch. Supposedly she lives
in that tent community down by the
city dunp. I'mtold she only sees
peopl e at night.

Bl ade nods hi s thanks and heads back through the curtains.
25: SPF 36
EXT. CHI NATOMN, STREET - DAY

Bl ade energes fromthe alley into the sunlight, then hears
hi s name WHI SPERED on the w nd.

VO CE (O S.)
Bl ade.

Bl ade spins, scanning his surroundings -- did he really hear
his name, or was it just the w nd?

VO CE (O S.)
Bl ade.
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Again, the taunting voice calls him Blade's gaze finally
settles on --

A NMAN

sitting on a bench in the deep shade, his face obscured by
t he Chi nese newspaper he's reading. There's a LITTLE G RL
sitting stiffly beside the man -- a | ook of pure terror
witten on her face.

MAN
Af t er noon, Bl ade.

The man | owers his newspaper. It's Deacon Frost. He's
weari ng sungl asses, but otherw se, he's seenmngly
unprotected by the sun.

Bl ade reaches for his .454 --

FROST
Easy.

Frost's hand rests on the back of the girl's neck. W see
his cl aws extend, caressing the flesh beneath her chin.

FROST
Wuldn't want our little friend here
to wind up on the back of a mlKk
carton, would we?

Bl ade reluctantly lowers his hand. Frost snmiles. He takes in
a deep breath of air, savoring it.

FROST
Beautiful day, isn't it?

BLADE
(confused)
How can you be out here?

FROST
| dabble in pharmaceutical s, nedical
research. W' ve devel oped a type of
sun- bl ocker using octyl salicylate, a
few ot hers things.

On cl oser exam nation we see that Frost is wearing a
translucent lotion on his face. He touches a finger to his
cheek, rubs sone of the lotion between his fingers.
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It's not very effective in direct
sunlight, but it's a start. The goal,
of course, is to be like you, "the Day-

wal ker ".

BLADE
| don't buy it.

FROST

Wiy not? The future of our race runs

t hrough your bl oodstream You've got

t he best of both worlds, Blade. Al of
our strengths and none of our

weaknesses.

BLADE

Maybe | don't see it that way.

FROST

Ch, so it's back to pretending we're
human again, is it? Spare nme the Uncle
Tomroutine. You can't keep denying
what you are. You' re one of us, Bl ade.
You al ways have been.

BLADE
You' re wrong.

FROST

Am 1 ? You think the humans will ever

accept a half-breed Iike you? They

can't. They're afraid of you.
(poi nt edl y)

The humans fear us because we're

superior. They fear us because in

their hearts they know their race has

becone obsol et e.

Frost watches the marketers stream past, sneering in

cont enpt .
FROST

Look at them just an endl ess stream
of cattle in a mad race to the

sl aught er house.

Frost lifts a silver flask to his nmouth, taking a swi g of

bl ood. He smacks his lips,

sighs contentedly --
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FROST
The pause that refreshes --
(offering it to Bl ade)
Care for sonme? Snells good, doesn't
it? Pungent, with just an
irrepressible hint of iron.

BLADE
Pass.

FROST
You sure now? | bled a newborn for
this. You won't find a drink that's
sweet er .

It takes every ounce of Blade's self-control to keep from
attacking Frost -- and Frost senses this, pressing his sharp
t hunbnai |l against the child's jugular.

FROST

Tell me honestly, do you really get
the sane rush fromthat pasteurized
pi ss-serum of yours?

(off Bl ade's | o00k)
You're surprised | know about your
serun®? You shouldn't be. | know
everyt hi ng about you.

Frost | eans forward, grinning.

FROST
You can't keep wal king the razor's
edge, Blade. The day will come -- and
soon, when you'll have to choose
bet ween our kind and their's. If |
were you, |I'd take care not to wind up
on the wong end of the fang.

A bead of sweat runs down Frost's neck, washing away a

m nut e amount of the sun-bl ocking cream The patch of
exposed skin instantly bl ackens. Frost gazes upwards at the
sun.

FROST
Love to continue this chat, but it
appears |'mnelting.

Frost rises, taking the little girl by the hand. Bl ade
follows, his hand resting on the butt of his Casull.

BLADE
You' re not goi ng anywhere.
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FROST
(grow i ng)
Wat ch me.
Frost's eyes flicker towards the street -- a CITY BUS is
runbling by. In a heartbeat, Frost hurls the little girl

forward --
-- out into the path of the oncom ng bus!

Bl ade has a split-second to act. It's Frost or the girl --
and for a nonent we actually think he's going to go for
Frost --

-- but then he DI VES forward, scooping the girl into his
arnms, throwi ng thensel ves out of the bus' path. The bus
m sses themby a hair. By the tinme Bl ade | ooks up again --

-- Frost is gone. Blade rises, cursing, scanning the street
as market-goers gather around him

VWH P PAN TO

SOMEONE sitting astride a notorcycle, watching Blade from
the roof of an el evated parking garage. The rider is clad
fromhead to toe in a helnmet and bl ack | eather -- Mercury.

26: The Raid
EXT. ABANDONED FACTORY - DAY

Blade's A ds cruises into the gated grounds. It zips down
the ranp way into the | oading el evator.

BACK BY THE TRAI N TRACKS

Mercury's cycle rolls into frame. She picks up a radio
handset and keys it.

MERCURY
(into radio)
This is Mercury. Tell Deacon |'ve
found their hiding place.

CUT TG
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - DAY
Bl ade enters through the |oading elevator, finding Karen and
Wi stler hard at work. She turns as he approaches -- SEES

hi m back-lit by the sun. She | ooks pale, the whites of her
eyes are streaked with red.
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BLADE
Any progress?

KAREN
Sone. It's been slow --

BLADE
You don't | ook so good.

KAREN
I"'mjust tired, that's all. W' ve been
up all night.

Bl ade nods, not buyi ng her explanation. He shoots a gl ance
to Wiistler, which doesn't go unnoticed by Karen.

KAREN
Excuse ne.

Karen turns, heading for the back of the workshop.
I NT. WORKSHOP - BATHROOM - NI GHT

Karen enters a dingy bathroom turning on the overhead bul b.
She studies her reflection in the mrror above the sink,
then gri maces as she peels the dressing fromher wound --
the wound is clearly infected, gangrenous.

BLADE (O S.)
It's started.

Karen spins, startled. Blade stands behind her. He grips her
jaw, turning her head so he can better view the wound.

BLADE
You' ve got another day or two at nost.

Karen nods, shaken. As she npbves to | eave, Bl ade reaches for
her arm stopping her.

BLADE

For what it's worth, I'msorry.
KAREN

You make it sound like I'm al ready

dead.

Bl ade just stares at her. Finally, she pulls away.
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EXT. WH STLER S WORKSHOP - DUSK

CLOSE ON Karen as she noves to the griny outer w ndows,
wat chi ng the sun go down, an unm st akabl e | ook of dread
creepi ng over her.

CUT TO
EXT. LANDFILL GHETTO - DUSK

W ndy. Urban desol ation. Bl ade stands on the perineter of a
sprawl i ng cardboard and pl ywood squatter's ghetto which has
sprung up around the city dunp. CH LDREN and DOGS forage for
sal vageabl e itens, while in the distance, dunptrucks grind
over the dunes of refuse.

MOMENTS LATER,

Blade is winding his way through the naze of makeshift hones
and ashcan fires. A CROAD quickly closes in around him
suspi ci ous. A BRUTI SH MAN steps forward, challenging him--

MAN
Extranjero. Quien es?

BLADE
I'"'mhere to see Mracia. Kam sent ne.

The man turns to his fellow squatters, WHI SPERING After a
heat ed debate, a GAUNT WOMAN steps forward, notioning --

WOMVAN
Thi s way.

CUT TO
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - NI GHT

Wi stler and Karen sit at a work table. Karen is |ooking at
a bl ood snmear slide through a m croscope.

KAREN
Al right, let's start with the
basics -- why do vanpires need to
dri nk bl ood?

VHI STLER

Their own blood can't sustain
henogl obi n.
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KAREN
Then vanpirismis a genetic defect,
just like Henolytic anem a?

Whi stl er nods.

KAREN
So what about gene therapy?

Wi stler |ooks intrigued. Karen continues.

KAREN
Basically you' d have to re-wite the
victims DNA, alter it so that the DNA
wi |l produce proteins capabl e of
generati ng henogl obi n.

VWH STLER
How?

KAREN
Wth a retrovirus. It's injected into
the bone marrow cells, it causes the
host's DNA to nutate. They've been
using themto treat Sickle-cell anem a.

Wi stler can hardly believe what he's hearing.
VHI STLER

You're serious? You actually think
this could work?

Karen pauses -- we can see in her expression that there's
somet hi ng she's been hol di ng back.
KAREN
Onh ne, yes. On Blade, I'mnot so
sure --
(gravely)

The problemis, Blade didn't contract
the vanpire virus froma bite |ike I
did. He was born with it. The irony
is, | could probably cure every
vanpi re but him

VHI STLER
Then we're back to square one, aren't
we? Sooner or later, the Thirst always
Wi ns.

At that noment, the lights in the workshop flicker, then go
out. Karen | ooks around the room al arned.
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KAREN
What happened to the power?

VHI STLER

(concer ned)
I don't know, but the back-up
generator shoul d' ve kicked in.

A few seconds pass. The back-up generator still hasn't
activated. \Wistler noves to the w ndow - -

VHI STLER
W floodlights are down too.

As Wi stler reaches for a flashlight we hear the sound of
GLASS SHATTERI NG comi ng fromthe other end of the workshop.
Wi stler shines the flashlight in that direction. W hear
nore sounds now -- water draining, glass tinkling.

Wi stler raises a finger to his lips, signaling silence. He
edges towards the black-out curtains, Karen falling in
behi nd him

I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - TANK ROOM - NI GHT

Wi stl er and Karen enter, cautious --

THE TANK

containing the vanpire child has been smashed open. It's
enpty now, with just the steadily draining bl ood seeping
across the floor in a widening pool -- and a trail of tiny
BLOCDY FOOTPRI NTS | eadi ng back out into the main workshop.
I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - NI GHT

Karen scans the shadows, eyes alert. W hear a WH SPER, then
a teasing, childish, G GGE.

Wi stler noves the flashlight in a slowcircle, shining the
beam over every inch of the room And just as he's about to
conplete his circuit --

THE CHI LD

| eaps fromwhere it had been hiding overhead! Karen SCREANS.
Wi stler is knocked to the floor, the flashlight spinning
fromhis hand --

The feral child Iands atop Wiistler, H SSING |i ke a cobra.
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Its macrocephalic head seens to norph, twisting into
grotesque proportions. And just as it's about to strike --

ZZZZING Whistler withdraws a silver rapier which had been
hi dden inside his cane. He lunges forward --

WHOOSH! The child takes off |ike a blue streak, sending test
t ubes and nedi cal equi pnent CRASHING to the floor. It zips
past Karen --

VWH STLER
Get it!!!

Karen snatches up the flashlight, chasing after it as
Wi stler struggles to his feet --

Karen sweeps the flashlight around, catching only fleeting
glinpses of the child as it darts through the workshop. She
reaches a shelving unit where Wiistler's weapons are stored,
grabs one of the nodified pistols --

Karen tries to draw a bead on the creature. She FIRES,
m sses, FIRES again -- she's getting nore unnerved as the
seconds tick by and the creature is noving closer and --

-- suddenly it's right in front of her, flying through the
air, fangs bared!

The child knocks Karen back against the wall. It's at her
throat, sinking its claws into her neck. Karen chokes,
forcing Wiistler's pistol under the nonstrosity's chin --
but then the creature norphs again, transformng into a
beatific little cherubimof a child -- and Karen hesitates,
because the child seenms so goddammed human now and its eyes
are | um nous, pulsing and hypnotic and --

-- suddenly Wistler reaches in from behind, YANKING the
vanpire child' s head back, FIRING a pistol into its skull.
The creature slunps --

Karen cries out, disgusted, flinging the corpse away from
her. As it continues to withe --

THUNK! Wi stler swings his cane-rapi er down on the creature,
brutally decapitating it. Finishing the job. Then he | ooks
to Karen, w nded.

VHI STLER
Understand this -- they are nonsters.
Hesitate for even a nonent, and you' ve
| ost.
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FROST (O S.)
Wrds to live by, Wistler.

Wi stler spins, eyes wide. He knows that voice.

DEACON FROST
steps into the pool of illumnation thrown off by the
flashlight, followed by Mercury and Quinn.
FROST
It's been a long tinme, hasn't it, "old

friend"?
27: "You're the Chosen One"
EXT. LANDFILL GHETTO - MRACIA'S CABIN - N GHT

Blade is led to a plywod cabin crowded with candle-Ilit
altars -- garish pictures of Saints and denons abound,
al ongsi de bottles of roots and herbs steeped in al cohol,
human bones, voodoo dolls.

M RACI A

sits on a saggi ng couch outside, clutching a deck of well -
t hunbed Bicycle playing cards. She's ancient, with a
mout hf ul of gol d-capped teeth and cataract-cl ouded eyes.
Bl i nd.

M RACI A
Is something wong, ny friend?

BLADE
You're blind --

M RACI A
There are other ways to see. Sit.

Bl ade approaches, uneasy. Mracia deals out the playing
cards on a rickety table, setting themin nine piles which
take on a cross formation.

M RACI A
Per haps you have brought ne
something -- an offering for the

ori shas?

Bl ade tosses a handful of bills on the table. Mracia nods,
then flips over the first card in the center pile -- a one-
eyed Jack. She sighs, grave --
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M RACI A
Hol d out your hands.

BLADE
I didn't cone here to get ny pal ns
read. | need sonething transl ated.

M RACI A
Show ne.

Bl ade renpoves parchment fragnment fromhis jacket and sets it
on the table. Mracia traces her fingers over the ancient
paper, touching her fingertips to her |ips.

M RACI A
Sangre. Witten in bl ood.

She runs her hands over each line as if it were witten in
Braille. Sone of the candles gutter, then extinguish
t hensel ves as the wind around themri ses.

M RACI A
This is an old tongue, froman old
world. It concerns LaMagra.

BLADE
Who i s LaMagra?
M RACI A
The vanpire God. This speaks of His

return.
Mracia's fingers search the parchnment again.

M RACI A
"-- there will conme a Day Wal ker.™
(readi ng)
"H's blood will call the Sleeper from
beyond the Veil of Tears."

Bl ade stares at Mracia, shaken.

BLADE
Hs blood -- ?

The ol d wonman nods, reaching for a snoldering cigarette.

M RACI A
The Day Wal ker's blood is a
di sparador -- a trigger, you see? For
LaMagra's return.

( MORE)
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M RACI A ( CONT' D)

One need only consune it and the
spirit of his ancestors will settle
upon him

(readi ng)
"And the Sleeper will rise fromthe
shadows anew, cleansing the world in
a Tide of Blood."

BLADE
(recalling the phrase)
"The Bl ood Ti de".

M RACI A
(noddi ng)
Yes. The vanpire apocal ypse. It is
said that all who feel its taint wll
succunb to the Thirst.

BLADE
How do | stop it?

M raci a shrugs, spreadi ng her hands.

M RACI A
The Great Weel turns, ny friend. The
Dark is rising. How would you fight a
shadow?

Mracia sits back, slunping into her chair. The candl es have
burnt thensel ves down to not hing.

M RACI A
| amtired. Dawn i s coning.

BLADE
But | just got here --

M RACI A
You' ve been here | onger than you think.

Bl ade rises, looking to the horizon. Incredibly, dawn is
com ng. As he stands there, nystified, the wi nd picks up,
sweepi ng the parchnment fragment out of his hand. He tries to
snatch it back, but the fragnent is quickly borne away. He
wat ches it di sappear into the sky, then turns back --

Mracia is gone. Blade glances around him but she's nowhere
to be found.
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CAMERA PULLS BACK,

i sol ating Bl ade ami dst the ghostly squal or. From our vantage
poi nt, he | ooks |ike any other honel ess phant om

28: Cutting off Roots

I NT. WHI STLER S WORKSHOP - DAWN

Bl ade steps out fromthe elevator into the workshop --

The pl ace has been trashed. It | ooks |ike a tornado touched
down in his absence. Blade pulls out one of his .454s,
cautious --

BLADE
VWH STLER?!

-- and then he stops dead in his tracks.
VHI STLER
has been strung up by his arns against the far wall,

tortured and left for dead. In response to Blade's voice, a
MOAN escapes the dying man's |ips.

Bl ade rushes to the wall, cutting Whistler down with his
sword, gently lowering himto the floor. As he cradles the
old man in his arms, Blade sees the primary wound -- two
ragged puncture marks along Wiistler's throat.
BLADE
Jesus, Wiistler, what did they do to

you?
Wi stler opens his eyes, struggling to speak --

VWH STLER
Frost took her --

Wi stl er spasns and coughs, wincing fromthe pain.

BLADE
Don't try to talk --
VWH STLER
Li sten. You have to -- finish ne off.

You don't want ne com ng back.

BLADE
No, we can treat the wounds --
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But Wi stler is shaking his hand.

VHI STLER
Too far gone, you know that.

Bl ade's at a conplete | oss.

BLADE
VWhistler, | can't.

Wi stler clutches at Blade's arm his eyes burning with
convi cti on.

VHI STLER
Yes you can. Now get on with it.

As much as he'd like to deny it, Blade knows that Wistler
isright. He pulls a stake from his bandol eer, hesitates.

BLADE
Whi stler, | --

VHI STLER
(cutting himoff,
nore gentle now
I know.
(forcing a smle)
Just be quick about it, will you? Do
it right.

Bl ade fights back tears. Wth a wetched noan, he turns his
head and drives the stake into Wiistler's chest. Wistler
GASPS. Bl ade waps his arns around the ol der man, hol ding
himtight as the life runs out of him rocking back and
forth -- After a while, the rocking stops and Bl ade | ays
Wi stler on the floor. Then sonething catches his eye --

A SHARP VI EW CAMCORDER

resting nearby, |abeled, "PLAY ME'. Bl ade reaches for the
cancorder, cues the tape -- Frost's face appears on the tiny
built-in screen.

FROST
Hell o, Blade. By the time you watch
this, Wiistler will no doubt be
Wi ngi ng his way to Heaven, thanks to
your capable hands. If it nakes any
difference to you, he put up quite a
fight.

Frost touches a deep gash which runs across his cheek.
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FROST
Now, |'m sure you're wondering about
Ms. Jansen's well-being. She's alive
and kicking -- "anbul atory”, as they

like to say in the trade. Wether or
not she remains so is entirely up to

you.
(beat)

I"l'l make this as easy as possible for

you, Bl ade. You can find us at the

Edgewood Towers. We'll be waiting with

bai ted breath.

The tape cuts to static. Blade throws the cancorder against
the wall. It shatters into a dozen pieces.

Bl ade turns now, his eyes falling on the medi cal equiprent
Karen brought fromthe hospital. He noves to the
refrigerator, renoving a canister |abeled "SOD UM Cl TRATE".
Then he draws his sword. W can practically see the wheels
turning within his mnd --

MOMENTS LATER,

Bl ade stands before the open flames of one of the furnaces,
heating his sword in the fire. He withdraws it -- it's
nol ten red.

Bl ade turns, dousing the nolten hot sword into the sodi um
citrate canister. The refrigerated liquid reacts with the
heat, causing the sword to STEAM and HI SS.

When Bl ade wit hdraws the snoking sword, we SEE that the

gl eam ng steel has changed colors, taking on a bluish tinge,
just like the sodiumcitrate it was imersed in. Blade
smles to hinmself, satisfied.

CUT TG
I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE, | NNER CHAMBER - DAY
Sparse decor in a Neo-Japanese vein. Mnimalist |ighting.
The walls are glass. Recircul ating punps send a const ant
stream of water cascadi ng down them

Karen is escorted into the roomby Mercury. She gestures to
a chair at the end of a long table. Karen sits.

FROST

| eans forward out of the shadows, resting his el bows on the
tabl e, hands steepl ed together.



A cigarette appears in Frost's hand.
the cigarette is lit,

FROST
VWll, here we are, Doctor.

barely have tinme to register them

Fr ost

| aughs.

KAREN
Wiy haven't you killed nme yet?

MERCURY
Deacon likes to play with his food
before he eats it.

themtal king, the | onger she remains alive.

KAREN
How many of you are there?

FROST
A few thousand scattered about the
gl obe. In the past, we've had to
restrict our nunbers for fear of
di scovery. That won't be necessary
after tonight.

KAREN
What happens then?

FROST
The Bl ood Tide. Qur |ong-prophesied
holy war agai nst the humans. There's
a force, you see -- a spirit that
exi sts in our blood. |'ve discovered
a way to invoke it.

KAREN
LaMagra --

FROST

That's right. The answers were there
all along, of course, scribbled down
in the forgotten | anguages of ny kind.
Waiting for sonmeone with the patience
to deci pher them M elders were
foolish enough to dismss them as
wives tales. But | knew better.

(beat)
| magi ne nmy surprise when Bl ade turned
out to be the key which would set that
force free.
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In the blink of an eye,
burni ng. The novenents are so qui ck we

Karen tries to keep calm The | onger she keeps
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Frost sits forward now, inpassioned.

FROST
Lavagra isn't a physical being. He's
a spirit, requiring a flesh and bl ood
host in order to manifest hinself.

KAREN
You.

FROST
VWho better to usher in the Bl ood Tide?

Karen shakes her head, protesting --

KAREN
There's no need for any of this. Your
condition can be treated. Wistler and
I were working on a cure when --

FROST
What makes you think we want to be
cured? Blood is only part of the
equation. The hunt, the killing,
that's what the Thirst is really about.

KAREN
But you use bl ood banks --

FROST
Only as a last resort. Preserved bl ood
is inferior. There's no flavor left to
it, nolife.
(rising fromhis seat)
Fortunately, I've found a way around
that particul ar obstacle.

Frost noves to the end of the room He pushes a button. Wth
a HUMthe wall slides open, revealing something Karen w shes
she'd never seen -- living bl ood banks.

THREE SEDATED HUMANS
have been hooked up to IV feeds which repl eni sh various

nutrients as their blood is drained fromthem Shunts have
been inplanted in their forearnms which serve as taps.
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FROST

Under these conditions | can keep a
donor alive for years, producing
anywhere fromfifty to a hundred pints
of bl ood.

(adm ring his charges)
O course, this is just a pilot
program really. Once the Tide cones,
we'll need to expand production. So
many nore nmouths to feed --

Karen turns away, overwhel ned by revul sion.

KAREN
You're a nonster.

FROST
Why? Because we |ive at anot her
speci es' expense? Your people farm
cattle and veal, don't they? Fattening
themup with steroids? It's called
evol ution, Doctor. Survival of the
fittest.

Frost stares at Karen with an intense, unconprom sing gaze.

FROST
I have a wake-up call for the human
race. You're no |longer at the top of
t he food chain.

29: The Gate Crasher
EXT. SKYSCRAPER ROOFTOP - DAY
BLADE' S POV

A tel ephoto view of Frost's penthouse. The w ndows are
pol ari zed, bl ocking out the sun's harsh rays.

Bl ade | owers a pair of binoculars. He's standing on the roof
of a building across the street. He hefts an air-I|auncher
rifle up into firing position --

BANG An iron spike trailing a steel cable rockets through
the air between the two buildings, sinking into the concrete
facade of Frost's penthouse. Bl ade secures his end of the
rope. He slips a pulley over the rope, grabs hold of two
handl es, and | eaps off the roof |edge!

WHOOSH! Bl ade slides towards Frost's pent house, a good
twenty stories above street |evel.
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A second before he reaches the wi ndows, Blade |ets go.
Monent um sends hi m CRASHI NG t hrough in a shower of gl ass.

I NT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE - DAY

An ALARMis ringing. Sunlight streans in through the broken
wi ndow. TWDO VAMPI RE GUARDS who have been caught in the
sudden swath of light are burning up before our eyes. Bl ade
clinmbs to his feet --

A TH RD VAMPI RE

| eaps at him Blade spins, flipping the vanpire over his
shoul der, sending himstrai ght through one of the other
W ndows - -

EXT. FROST'S PENTHOUSE - DAY

The vanpire tunbl es earthward, SCREAM NG as the sun's rays
ignite his body, falling |like a human conet.

I NT. FROST' S PENTHOUSE - DAY

Bl ade unsheathes his sword and heads out into the hall --
I NT. FROST' S PENTHOUSE, HALLWAY - DAY

To Blade's right is the inner chanber with the "waterfall"

wal I s. As ANOTHER VAMPI RE approaches, Bl ade readies his
sword --

VAMP| RE
You think I"mafraid of that toothpick
of yours?

BLADE
You shoul d be. I've nade sone

i mprovenent s.

And with that, Blade thrusts his bl ackened sword forward,
right through the vanpire's chest.

The creature SHRIEKS and atom zes -FWOOSH! - flying apart in
a fine-beaded spray of blood nist.

Up ahead are a set of steel doors with a time-I|ock
mechani sm Bl ade draws a Casull, BLASTS away at the | ock,
t hen shoul ders the doors open --
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I NT. FROST'S SLEEPI NG CHAMBER - DAY

W are in a window ess, vault-like roomdom nated by a
series of high-tech STAINLESS STEEL SARCOPHAG . Think of a
hyperbaric coffin, each unit possessing a small face-plate
wi ndow t hrough whi ch the sl eepi ng subject can be vi ewed.

Bl ade unsheathes his sword. He grabs the Iid of the first
sar cophagus, HEAVI NG upward. Wth a PNEUMATIC HI'SS, the |id
ri ses, belching out a cloud of condensation nist.

As the m st clears, revealing the occupant wthin, Blade
raises his sword, ready to plunge it dowward -- only it's
not Deacon Frost who rests beneath him it's --

VANESSA,

Bl ade's nother!!! Although sone thirty years have passed
since the events of our prol ogue, Vanessa |ooks exactly the
same -- vibrant, beautiful, full of Iife. Her eyes open.

VANESSA
Jason.

30: A Mother's Love
Bl ade gasps, unconprehendi ng.

BLADE
Mot her -- 2?1

Vanessa rises fromthe sarcophagus, tears staining her
cheeks.

VANESSA
I've m ssed you so nmuch, Jason.
(draw ng cl oser)
You have no idea what |'ve been
t hrough, how much 1've wanted to see
you - -

Blade falters, his mnd reeling. What he's seeing is
i nconprehensible - his nother is dead. Yet, here she is in
the flesh, reaching out to himand --

-- flashing a nouthful of viper-like fangs! She SNARLS and
strikes, brutally raking her claws across Bl ade's face,
knocking the sword fromhis grasp --
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A TRI O OF BLACK- CLAD VAMPI RES

led by Mercury step fromthe shadows where they'd been
waiting all along. They're armed with tasers which they fire
en masse --

Blade is hit by the taser darts fromall sides. He withes
as electricity courses through him then collapses in a
heap. He | abors to lift his head, |ooking up at Vanessa --

BLADE
But you -- died --

VANESSA
(a hellish smle)
Deacon brought ne back.

BLADE
Fight him--

As if on cue, Frost appears at Vanessa's side, wapping a
proprietary arm about her waist, kissing the nape of her
neck. She leans into him-- an act of practiced intinmacy.

FROST
She can't. She's one of ny thralls
now. She has about as nmuch free wll
as a puppet on a string.
(1 ooki ng at Vanessa)
You | ove nme, don't you, Vanessa?

VANESSA
Yes.

Frost ki sses Vanessa hungrily. Then he kneels and reaches
into Blade's jacket, retrieving a vial of Blade's serum

FROST
What do we have here? Your precious
serun? | don't think you' |l be needing
this anynore.

Frost crushes the vial in his fist. Blade struggles to reach
Frost, stretching a pal sied hand upwards --

BLADE
Pl ease --

VANESSA
Listen to your father, Jason. It's
going to be a better world.
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Bl ade stares at Vanessa unconpr ehendi ng.

FROST

Don't | ook so surprised, Blade. You' ve
spent your life |l ooking for the
vanpi re who fathered you. Well you can
rest easy now, you've found him

(gripping Blade's

chi n)
Daddy' s here.

Bl ade's eyes widen in shock. Frost sinply |aughs.

FROST

It's true, Blade. You've got ny bl ood
runni ng through your veins.

(smling)
Thirty years ago. A noonlit street, a
woman on her way hone al one. You were
conceived the night | tore ny fangs
into your nother's flesh.

Frost swings his fist into Blade's skull. Everything goes
bl ack.

CUT TG
I NT. ARMORED TRUCK - NI GHT
FADE I N as Bl ade opens his eyes, still groggy, his face
beaded with sweat. Feverish. H s hands have been bound
tightly behind his back with manacl es and chai ns.
KAREN
sits nearby, watching him Fromthe steady rocking notion

and the SOUNDS of traffic outside, it's evident that they
are in the back of a noving truck.

KAREN

Are you all right?
BLADE

|'ve been better --
(weakl y)

How | ong have we been driving?

KAREN
(shaki ng her head)
I don't know. | woke up just before
you did --
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As he struggles to sit up, she crosses over to him Bl ade
shuts his eyes for a nonent, fighting a wave of pain.

KAREN
Is it bad?

BLADE
(noddi ng)
W get out of this alive, naybe |1l
take that miracle cure of yours.

Karen doesn't respond. |Instead she | ooks away. How in the
world is she supposed to tell himthis?

KAREN

(quietly)
It won't work on you.

BLADE
VWhat are you tal ki ng about ?

Karen forces herself to neet his gaze.

KAREN
Your condition's congenital, the
genetic nmutations occurred in utero.
Al'l the other victins contracted
vanpirismafter birth.

Bl ade stares at Karen, disbelieving. Wio could i nmagi ne a
nmore horrifying irony? She's crying now She can't help it.

KAREN
I can't cure you, Blade. | can cure
nmyself, but | can't cure you.
(beat)

I'mso sorry.

Bl ade' s head sinks, the |ast vestiges of hope draining out
of him

31: Tenple of the N ght

And then, as if the final stake were being pounded in, the
truck lurches to a stop. W hear the ENG NE being killed,

t hen FOOTSTEPS approaching, and then a series of BOLTS BEI NG
SHI FTED as - -

-- the back of the truck is thrown open. Frost stands there,
grinning, flanked by Mercury, Quinn, Vanessa, and a half-
dozen ot her VAMPI RE ASSOCI ATES.
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FROST
W&l come hone, chil dren.

EXT. THE BANK OF EREBUS - N GHT

Bl ade and Karen are dragged fromthe back of the truck,
which is reveal ed now to be an arnored car.

THE BANK OF EREBUS

rises up before them A towering beaux-arts edifice situated
in the heart of the city's high-priced financial district --
one of the many institutions owned and operated by the
vanpi re encl ave.

Frost starts up the marble steps towards a grand, triple-
arched entrance flanked by Corinthian colums. Karen and
Bl ade are dragged along after him

I NT. BANK OF EREBUS - ATRIUM - N GHT

Frost leads his vanpires into a high-ceilinged atrium
nmovi ng towards a bank of elevators -- one of the doors of
which is outfitted with a high-tech hand-key ID system

Frost places his palmon the ID screen. The screen GLONS
GREEN, acknow edging his identity. In response, the doors
H SS open.

I NT. SECURI TY ELEVATOR - NI GHT

Bl ade and Karen are pulled inside the elevator. The control
panel buttons have vanpire glyphs, rather than nunbers.
Frost presses the bottom one. The doors close with a WHOOSH
and the car descends -- down, down, down.

Frost gl ances over at Karen, smling am ably.

FROST
On its surface, this building houses
one of the city's ol dest financial
institutions -- and for over two-
hundred years its served our corporate
needs. Look beneath the surface,
however, and you'll discover another
truth entirely --

The el evator CH MES, having arrived at its destination. The
doors HI SS open, revealing
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I NT. THE TEMPLE OF NI GHT

A vast, barrel-vaulted chanber lined with recessed tonbs
stretches out before us -- an underground cat hedral of
sorts, wought from al abaster and nmarbl e. Restrained.

El egant. Replete with dark spl endor.

FROST
As above, so bel ow.

Torches burn in wall sconces, casting everything in a warm
anber glow. Frost takes in the beauty of the place.

FROST
Wel come to our hall of ancients,
Doctor. We call it the Tenple of N ght.

Bl ade and Karen are led to the mddle of the room where a
stone altar rises up froma dais. Blade is roughly thrown to
the ground. He kneels there, eyes cast downward. Broken. His
system bei ng assaulted by the devastating effects of the
Thirst.

Quinn and Mercury pick their way through Bl ade's di scarded
gear. Quinn picks up the punching dagger, admring it.

Frost turns to Mercury, who's been hol ding Bl ade's
scabbar ded sword.

FROST
Let's see this sword of his.

Mercury draws the sword, handing it to Frost. He sights down
the length of it, testing its weight. Wth a flick of his
wist, he lashes out, slashing Blade' s cheek open.

FROST
Still quite sharp, | see.

Bl ade feebly struggles to rise. Frost clubs himon the back
of the neck with the sword ponmel. Bl ade crunpl es. Karen
tries to pull free, but Quinn holds her tight.

KAREN
Bl ade --

FROST
You're wasting your breath, wonman. He
can't hear you now. It's the Thirst,
you see? It already has himin its

grip.
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Frost reaches down, dragging Blade's head up by his hair.
Karen wat ches on as Frost continues to taunt him

FROST
How | ong has it been since you had
your serun? Twel ve hours? Mre? You
must be quite thirsty by now

He crouches down so he's eye to eye with Bl ade.

FROST
VWhat does it feel like? Is your bl ood
on fire? Are you burning up inside?
Gve in to the Thirst, Blade. Enbrace
your true nature.

Bl ade shivers, grits his teeth, it's like he's going through
heroi n w t hdrawal .

BLADE
Go to hell.

Frost smles, his eyes burning with an infernal glow.

FROST
I've got news for you, Blade. W're
al ready here.

Frost turns to the others, notioning.

FROST
Take himto the sanctuary. It's tine
he was bl ed.

The other vanpires retreat, dragging Blade along with them
Karen is |eft alone with Frost and Qui nn.

FROST
I'"d et you watch the proceedi ngs,
Doctor, but I'mafraid that privil ege
is reserved for nenbers of ny own
race. Don't worry, though, |I've made
alternate arrangenents for you.

Frost notions and Quinn drags Karen towards --
THE MOUTH OF A PIT
some forty feet deep, its lichen-encrusted stone walls worn

snooth over time. As Frost gestures to the yawni ng darkness
beneath them Quinn forces Karen towards the edge.
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FROST
We call this the Bone Pit. It's where
we keep our m stakes, the ones who
coul dn't successfully make the
transition fromhuman to vanpire.

Frost reaches out, caressing Karen's neck, puncturing the
soft flesh beneath her chin with a razored fingernail.

FROST
They' Il feed on anything, given the
chance -- animals, corpses, even other

vanpi res.

Frost nods. Karen struggles against Quinn, but it's no good.
In a manner of seconds, she's falling

INT. BONE PIT - N GHT

-- making a decidedly rough | anding on a heap of bones far
bel ow. She GROANS, taking stock of her battered body.

UP ABOVE,
Deacon watches fromthe lip of the pit, anused.
FROST

O course, a strapping young wonan

i ke yourself -- well 1 think you just

m ght be consi dered finger food.
And with that, he's gone, stepping away fromthe pit.
32: Everyone to their Places
I NT. TEMPLE OF NI GHT - BLEEDI NG CHAMBER - NI GHT

W are in a snmall, el evated antechanber which is situated
above the main vanpire sanctuary.

BLADE,

now weakened to the point of collapse, is being lashed to a
rack-1i ke device by iron chains.

Mercury and her cohorts nove efficiently, quickly securing
him Wen they are through, the rack is hoisted up into the
air via a series of winch-driven chains.

Wth every turn of the winch crank, the chains are drawn
tighter, causing Blade to CRY QUT, until at last, he is
suspended in md-air, spread-eagle.
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FROST
approaches, still carrying Bl ade's sword.
FROST
It's been a long road, hasn't it? Such
a pity Wiistler led you so far astray.

Frost cocks his head to the side, studying Bl ade's face.

FROST
I don't blane you, though. | want you
to know that. Even after all you' ve
done. | understand, Blade, | really

do. It's the human side of you which
has corrupted your reasoni ng, nmade you
weak. But we'll take care of that,
won't we?

Bl ade struggles to lift his head, forcing hinself to match
Frost's gaze, shaking with hatred.

BLADE
I'd kill nyself -- before I turned
into sonething |Iike you.

Frost just smiles and shakes his head.

FROST
No you wouldn't. I'mgoing to bl eed
you dry, Blade. Al the poison that
makes you human.
(drawi ng cl oser)
When the Tide conmes, you' |l be begging
me put you through the Change.

Frost lifts up Blade's sword, nmethodically slitting Bl ade's
wists one by one. He nmakes the cuts | engthw se, opening up
the cephalic and basilic veins with surgical precision.

Bl ood wells up fromthe fresh wounds, running down Bl ade's
forearns, collecting in a cistern beneath his feet.

Frost wat ches the steady, inexorable process, then nods,
satisfied. He | ooks to the others who are gathered behind
him watching on with silent reverence.

FROST
It's done. W should ready oursel ves
for the ritual of invocation.
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Frost | eads Mercury, Quinn, and the others fromthe
sanctuary.

Bl ade struggles futilely against his bonds, crying out in
frustration, his body eventually saggi ng from exhausti on.

VANESSA (O S.)
There's no use fighting us, Jason.

Bl ade | ooks up, focusing now on --

VANESSA,

who has renmmi ned behind. Blade stares at her. As terrible a
nitel

his physical tornent is, his nother's betrayal is infinite
Wor se.

S
y

BLADE
How coul d you be a part of this?

VANESSA
These are ny people now. |I'm one of
t hem

BLADE
You don't have to be.

VANESSA
You don't understand. |'ve killed,
|'"ve hunted, and I've enjoyed it.

She draws cl oser, caressing her son's face. There's just a
hint of creepy eroticismin her action, a dash of incest.

VANESSA
I wish you could see the world as |
do. Deacon opened ny eyes. There's no
turning back fromthat.

BLADE
| don't believe that.
VANESSA
You will. Tinme is on our side. Sooner

or later, the Thirst always w ns.
Vanessa turns away now. Blade cries after her --

BLADE
Mbt her!

Vanessa pauses, |ooking back, smling cruelly.
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VANESSA
Your nother died the night you were
bor n.
And with that, she's gone, nelting into the shadows.
CUT TG
INT. THE BONE PIT - N GHT
Karen rises, wary, taking in her shadowed surroundi ngs.

HEAPS OF HUMVAN BONES

are piled against the pit walls -- skulls, rib-cages,
femurs, tibias -- all picked clean of flesh. Some of the
skulls have large, canine-like fangs -- the remants, no

doubt, of |ong-deceased vanpires.

Suddenly we hear a WHI SPER of sorts, the soft CLINKING of
bone fragnents grinding together --

Karen spins, trying to place the source of the sound. Then
she hears the SOUND agai n. Behi nd her now, closer.

REVENANT (O S.)
Kar ennnnn - -

Karen | ooks up with a growi ng sense of dread.

A FACE

energes fromthe darkness. Pallid, cadaverous, shedding its
ck wt

desiccated flesh. Lidless eyes |like black marbles sli
Vaseline. A nouth like a raw wound.

h

REVENANT
Karreennnnnn. | never thought |1'd see
you agai nnnnn.

Karen backs away, realizing who she's standi ng before.

KAREN
Curtis?!

What used to be Curtis SNARLS, knocking Karen back into the
drift-pile of bones. It pins her to the ground, kneeling
above her, gurgling through its gutted trachea.

CURTI S REVENANT
Tell, me, Karennn -- ever have second
t houghts -- about us?
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Karen SCREAMS, trying to force the revenant away from her,
but it lunges closer, lolling its distended tongue over her
mouth in a pathetic approxi mation of a French ki ss.

She funbl es behi nd her, choking, grabbing hold of a human
femur, blindly swinging it upward --

CRACK! The bl ow shatters the Curtis-thing's jaw. It rears
back, falling to the side.

Karen crawl s out fromunder its weight, swinging the fenur
again and again --

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Karen punmels the howling horror,
driving it back until the fermur actually splinters in half.
The creature's head hangs at an awkward angl e now, its neck
broken -- but still it advances, dragging itself back up.

Sobbi ng, Karen retreats, clutching the splintered fermur |ike
a makeshi ft dagger.

Curtis charges at her, a blur of slashing claws. At the | ast
monment, Karen ducks, thrusting the bone dagger up into
Curtis' chest --

Curtis inpales himself, right through the heart. For one
split-second, his eyes widen in surprise --

-- and then he goes into a death-spasm vomting up a spray
of caustic vanpire blood-bile, spattering Karen. She sinks
to her knees, GASPING as the thing that used to be Curtis
shrivels up, nmelting away into burbling puddl e.

After a beat, Karen rises and noves to the pit wall, running
her hands over the lichen-slick surface, searching for a way
out. The nortar between the brickwork is ancient, crunbling.

Karen | ooks to the ground, reaching for one of the
splintered femurs. She pounds it into the nortar between two
bricks -- and it holds, working as a makeshift piton.

Karen reaches for another broken fenur, lodging it a foot
above the first. She hauls her body up now, suspendi ng her
wei ght fromthe two makeshift pitons. Again, they hold.

Trenbling fromexertion, Karen pulls the right piton free,
hangi ng solely fromher |eft hand now.

Though her handhol d is precarious, she nanages to swi ng the
ri ght hand up agai n, pounding that piton another foot above
the left.
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In this slow, torturous nmanner, Karen begins to clinb her
way up out of the pit.

33: The Sarcophagus of the Daywal ker
I NT. TEMPLE OF NI GHT - BLEEDI NG CHAMBER - NI GHT

Bl ade hangs from his chains, head slack, eyes half-1|idded
and lusterless. H's skin has grown ashen as his life's bl ood
has been bl ed away.

Mercury appears before him acconpani ed by Quinn. She bends
in close to kiss Blade lightly on the |ips.

MERCURY
It won't be |long now, |over.

Qui nn draws al ongsi de her, hefting Bl ade's punchi ng dagger.
He places it against Blade's throat, slowy applying
pressure. At this point, Blade's too weak to even resist.

QUI NN
We should finish himoff.

MERCURY
(shaki ng her head)
No. Deacon wants hi m turned.

Qui nn rel eases Bl ade, di sgusted.

QUI NN

Fucki ng waste, if you ask ne.

As Mercury and Quinn exit, the CAMERA DROPS DOM to the
cistern beneath Blade's feet. We follow the bl ood whi ch has
collected there as it flows into a crude drain and --

I NT. SANCTUARY - N GHT

-- enmerges fromthe ceiling of the sanctuary bel ow. The
stream of blood is directed down the channels of a spiral
colum, where it finally pools into a waiting chalice.

PULL BACK TO REVEAL

the sanctuary in full. A large circular chanber, the
perimeter of which is lined with recessed al coves housi ng
the remains of the vanpire ancients, set into the sanctuary
walls like cells in a hive.
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DEACON FROST

stands in the center of the chanber, allow ng Vanessa to
clothe himin cerenonial regalia -- gleam ng, centuries-old
arnor. He pauses, kissing her hungrily.

Having finished suiting up, he turns to face the vanpires
who have been faithful to his cause -- Mercury, Quinn, a
host of others. A hush settles upon them There's an
excitement in the air, a sense that sonething remarkable is
about to happen.

FROST
Tonight is the night we've waited our
entire lives for. Tonight, the bl ood-
dimed Tide is | oosed upon the world.
Toni ght, the Age of Man cones to an
end.

The vanpires bell ow out a CHORUS OF CHEERS, their voices
resonating off the stone walls |ike thunder.

CUT TO
I NT. TEMPLE OF NNGHT - BONE PIT - N GHT

Karen's hands appear over the lip of the bone pit. She
heaves hersel f up, collapsing onto the floor --

-- but there's notime to rest. Even now she can hear the
VAMPI RES CHEERI NG She drags herself to her feet, letting
t he voi ces gui de her.

CUT TO
I NT. ANTECHAMBER - NI GHT

Karen slips around a corner, guarded, searching. She SEES
Bl ade strung up before her, seemingly lifeless.

Karen studi es the chains which bind Blade, follow ng them
back to their source at the winch. She rel eases the brake on
the wi nch crank, sending the chains RATTLI NG down t hrough

t he overhead pul |l eys which suspend them

Bl ade crunples to the floor, lying still. Karen is at his
side in an instant --

KAREN
(whi spering, urgent)
Bl ade.
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Bl ade's eyes flicker open, fixing on her. Inhuman. He's
shaking |i ke an al coholic going into deliriumtrenens.

34: The Cerenony
| NT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - N GHT

Vanessa hands Frost the chalice containing Blade's blood. He
lifts it up for all to see. The vanpires begin to chant en
masse, sone |long-forgotten invocation in the vanpire tongue.

FROST
(grinning, to hinself)
"And what rough beast, its hour cone
round at | ast, slouches towards
Bet hl ehemto be born?"

Frost lifts the chalice to his |lips and begins to drink.
CUT TO

| NT. ANTECHAMBER - NI GHT
Blade tries to sit up, gripping Karen's wist --

BLADE
Get out of here --

KAREN
I"'mnot |eaving wthout you.

BLADE
You don't understand. The Thirst --

He clutches his stomach, experiencing phenonenal pain.

BLADE

(gaspi ng)
-- tearing ne apart.

KAREN
I know. Take sone of ny bl ood.

BLADE
No - -

KAREN
It's the only way. You know t hat.
We' Il never get out of here alive if
you don't.
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Bl ade suppresses a shudder. Sinply keeping hinmself from
attacki ng her takes every ounce of his resol ve.

BLADE
| can't -- | won't be able to stop --
KAREN
Yes you will. The human side of you is
stronger. | know it is.

Karen mat ches Bl ade's gaze, steeling herself. The truth is,
she's terrified.

Bl ade stares back at her. At this nonent, he wants what
Karen is offering nore than anything he's ever desired. And
so he rises --

CUT TO
I NT. TEMPLE OF NI GHT - SANCTUARY - N GHT

Frost continues drinking down the bl ood, when suddenly, a
force seizes his body. He throws his head back, eyes rolling
to white, flinging the chalice aside.

And as the vanpire incantation reaches a fevered pitch, we
SEE the stone tonb tablets off the vanpire ancestors
beginning to judder -- as if sone force within were trying
to break free --

CUT TG
| NT. ANTECHAMBER - NI GHT
Karen turns her head to the side, baring her neck, offering
herself to Bl ade. Bl ade opens his nouth. Hi s cani nes
el ongate. He lowers his head --

-- and starts to feed. Karen involuntarily stiffens as
Bl ade's teeth puncture her skin and we --

CUT TO
I NT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - NI GHT
Frost shakes, possessed by an unseen force. A wind picks up
from nowhere, swirling about the chanber, acconpanied by a
strange HUMM NG
Suddenly, one of the tonbs BURSTS OPEN. A WRAITH- LIKE SPIRI T

rushes outward in a fountain of light, penetrating Frost's
body.
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Then ANOTHER TOMB SPLI TS APART. Then ANOTHER, and ANOTHER - -
until a torrent of SPIRI T-WRAI THS are surging into Frost,
buffeting himabout |ike a scarecrow in a cyclone.

Mercury, Vanessa, and the other vanpires back away,
appr ehensi ve, hunbl ed by what they're w tnessing.

CUT TO
I NT. ANTECHAMBER - NI GHT

Bl ade npans, sinking his teeth deeper. Karen's head rolls
back. Her eyes open -- glassy, unseeing -- as a wave of
ecstasy overtakes her.

She shudders, her breath quickening, falling into a
synchronous rhythmwi th Blade's. Her fingers dig deep into
hi s back, claw ng downward, tearing into him--

She's not Karen anynore -- she's a red blood cell, an
erythrocyte, spinning in a river of plasma, roaring up

Bl ade's fenoral artery, racing towards the punping chanbers
of his heart which beats |ike the deafening breath of God,
which blots all other sounds out of existence and we're --

CUTTI NG BACK AND FORTH NOW

between Frost's transformati on and Bl ade's, each of them
growi ng stronger by the second, caught in an ever-increasing
f eedback | oop of expandi ng energy until --

BLADE
NO It

Bl ade tears hinmself from Karen, his pulse racing as --
CUT TG
| NT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - N GHT
-- the invocation of LaMagra reaches critical mass. Frost is
consuned by a hellish force, unable to withstand the
onsl aught of spirit energy any | onger.
CUT TG
| NT. ANTECHAMBER - NI GHT

Karen clawi ng at Bl ade, tears strean ng down her cheeks.

KAREN
Don't stop --
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But Bl ade grips her by her shoul ders, shoving her back.
Karen stares at Bl ade, w de-eyed, as if waking froma
trance. She touches the raw wounds on her neck, shaken --

KAREN
M/ God --

Blade rises to his full height. His strength has nore than
returned, it's been doubled by the infusion of real bl ood.
And there's sonmething else in his gaze now too -- an ani nal
fury that was m ssing before.

Bl ade has taken one giant step closer to the darkness.

KAREN
(hesi tant)
Are you -- all right?

Bl ade pulls at the chains manacled to his wists, SNAPPI NG
them apart |ike toys.

He flexes his hands -- fingernails |engthening to tapered
points. And he smles, offering us a view of his canines,
whi ch have el ongated into fangs.

BLADE
(near - denoni c¢)
Never been better.

35: Frost vs. the Daywal ker

| NT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - N GHT

The aftermath. Snoke hangs heavy in the air, occluding the
area where Frost had stood. As it dissipates, Mercury and
the others creep forward, apprehensive --

MERCURY
Deacon?

FROST

stands with his back to us, his body trailing w sps of
occult fumes. As he slowy turns, we catch a glinpse of his

eyes -- burning with an awesone, inner fire.
FROST
No | onger.
BLADE (O S.)

Frost!!!
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Al heads turn --
BLADE

stands at the bal cony overhead, Karen at his side. He |eaps
fromit, sonersaulting down to the floor bel ow, |anding on
his feet |ike a predatory cat.

BLADE
Who dies first?

FROST
(growing, to the
ot hers)
Take him

Qui nn GROALS, stepping forward, arned with Bl ade's punching
dagger. He offers his second "new hand" up for view

QUI NN
Grew anot her hand for you sweetneat --
(tossing the dagger
to his new hand)
-- and now I'mgonna kill you with it.

Qui nn charges. Bl ade neets the vanpire head-on, dropping
into a |l ow kick and sweeping the vanpire's |legs out from
under him He spins behind Quinn --

BLADE
Let's see if you can grow a new one of
t hese!

Bl ade hooks a finger through the netal ring at the end of
his jacket sleeve, pulling out a retractable strangle-wire
whi ch he twists around Quinn's throat.

Bl ade tightens the wire, decapitating Quinn. The headl ess
body staggers about, then drops to the cavern floor. Bl ade
scoops up his punching dagger --

BLADE
Next ?

Mercury and the other faithful vanpires charge en nasse.

Bl ade | aunches a spi nning wheel kick into the first vanp's
face, SNAPPING its neck --

Mercury has Blade's .454 Casulls. She ains themat him--

MERCURY
Have a taste of your own nedi ci ne!
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As she FIRES, Bl ade tucks and rolls, knocking one of the
guns from her hand. The guns spins across the floor, where
it's scooped up by --

KAREN,
who takes aimat an approaching vanp, BLONNG it away.

Meanwhi | e, Bl ade traps Mercury's other hand, disarm ng her,
flipping her over his shoulder. He hefts his Casull,
BLASTI NG her into eternity --

A bl oodbat h ensues. Bl ade noves |i ke speed-personified,
FI RING of f one, two, THREE HEADSHOTS wit h brai n- nunbi ng
accuracy, cutting down the vanpires where they stand.

It's an orgy of gunpowder snoke and showering bodily fluids
and CLI CK! CA- CHI NG CLI CK! Bl ade and Karen have spent their
bullets and --

FROST (O S.)
Enough! !'!

Bl ade turns to face --
FROST,

who' s advanci ng, clutching Blade's owm sword in his hand. He
thrusts the sword forward --

Bl ade presses the grip-trigger on his punching

dagger -CHING - the two side bl ades spread out. W hear the
RASP and CLANG of netal on netal as Bl ade manages to trap

t he sword-point between two of the dagger bl ades --

For a nmoment, both men are eye to eye, their weapons | ocked
together, then, Frost forces Bl ade backwards --

VWhat happens next is the nost blindingly-fast sword fight
ever exposed to celluloid. Both nen, fuel ed by super-human
speed, lunge and spin across the cavern floor in a blurred
bal l et of |ethal noves.

Frost | ands a powerful blow on Bl ade's shoul der, the sword-
edge biting deep into the flesh. Bl ade SCREAMS. Frost
wi thdraws the sword for another strike --

-- until Blade sees an opening and takes it, slicing Frost's
left armoff at the shoul der --

The severed armrel eases Bl ade's sword, but the arm doesn't
fall!
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To Frost and Bl ade's nutual surprise the armfloats in md-
air, bleeding red, quivering like zero-Gliquid, then
SLURPI NG back to Frost's armstunp to re-attach itself!

Undaunt ed, Bl ade slices the punching dagger into Frost's md-
section, neeting only liquid-like resistance. The nonent

Bl ade wi thdraws his dagger, Frost's flesh seals itself up
agai n.

Bl ade hesitates now, uncertain -- and Frost | aughs,
under st andi ng what has happened.
FROST

You're too late, Blade. |I'm already

changi ng. Don't you see? The Sl eeper

has awakened. |'m not just Frost

anynore. |'m becom ng a god now, bl ood

i ncarnate.

Even as Frost utters the words, his body begins to ripple
and norph, bleeding red, taking on the characteristics of
liquid. He doesn't walk so nuch now as flow. He's becone a
t hr ee- di nensi onal creature of ani mated bl ood! A bl ood denon.

ON KAREN,

as she watches Frost's transformati on, w de-eyed. She SEES
Bl ade' s di scarded sword, reaches for it -- suddenly, a
SHADOW noves on the periphery of her vision --

VANESSA
rushes at Karen in a near-blur. The SNARLI NG hellion is upon

Karen in an eye-blink, SLAMM NG her down agai nst the tenple
floor, pinning her.

VANESSA
Did you think 1'd forgotten you, you
littl e whore?

BACK TO FROST,

who towers above Bl ade, swaying back and forth in his new,
liquid-like form

FROST
You can't hurt ne anynore.

WHOOSH! Frost rises upwards on a spiraling colum of bl ood,
HOWLI NG W TH LAUGHTER, then just as suddenly --
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-- splashes back to earth, spreading out in a w dening pool.
In the blink of an eye, he streans through Bl ade's feet, re-
sol i di fying behind Bl ade. Bl ade spins, sw ngs his dagger --

Once again, Frost norphs into blood-form He races around
Blade in a series of spouting arcs, turning from bl ood-form
to solid and back again in a series of split-second
transformati ons.

Bl ade whirls, striking with his dagger and m ssing every
time --

WHOOSH! Frost suddenly dissipates, SPLASH NG away into a
mllion zero-G bl ood bubbl es, vani shing. Bl ade spins,
unnerved, trying to pin-point his foe's next manifestation.

BLADE
Where are you?!

Frost's voice answers fromall directions.

FROST
Ever ywher e.

A DROPLET OF BLOOD
spatters the floor at Blade's feet. Blade | ooks up --
A SHONER OF BLOOD

rains from above, coalescing into Frost as he sweeps down on
Blade Iike a giant bird of prey, crushing himagainst the
tenple floor.

FROST
You want ny blood so nuch?! Take it!

Frost's arns elongate and liquefy, flowing into two snake-

i ke spouts of blood -- the rest of Frost remmins solid. The
bl ood- spouts twi st around Bl ade's neck, nel ding together,
conpl etely encasing Blade's head in a bubble of bl ood.

Bl ade claws at the blood-bubble as if it were a solid object
that he could dislodge, but his fingers just pass through it!

BACK TO VANESSA
as she wwaps a hand around Karen's throat, choking her.
As Karen struggles, she frees a hand, sliding it down to her

hi p pocket, digging sonething out -- Wiistler's vanpire mace
cani ster!
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She forces it up between them triggering a jet of TOXIC
M ST into Vanessa's face --

Vanessa recoils, HOAING her head snoking as if it were
doused with form c acid, skin sloughing off fromher skull.
Karen lunges for Blade's sword --

BACK TO FROST AND BLADE

Blade is drowning in Frost's blood. Hi s eyes bul ge. Oxygen
bubbl es stream fromhis nouth. Frost leans in close, his
face a twi sted nask of insanity.

FROST
I was wong about you, Bl ade. You were
never one of us. You're a traitor to
your race.

KAREN (O S.)
Get away fromhim

Frost | ooks up -- Karen is wielding Blade's sword. She
brings it down on Frost, severing the blood-tendrils which
envel ope Bl ade. The bl ood-bubbl e di ssolves instantly,
flow ng away from Bl ade's face. He gasps, chokes in air --

Frost backs away, horrified. H s blood-tendrils don't
reform Instead, the lay where they fell, solidifying into
crystalline powder.

KAREN
Bl ade!

Karen flings the sword at Bl ade.
THE SWORD

spins end over end, its mrrored surface reflecting
coruscating pi nwheel s of candlelight as Bl ade catches the
weapon by its hilt.

Bl ade ri ses, advancing on Frost, sword outstretched and
Frost retreats, uncertain now.

BLADE
Guess you're not quite as invul nerable
as you thought.

FROST
You're wong -- a few m nutes nore,
and ny transition will be conplete.
( MORE)
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FROST ( CONT' D)
Even your sword won't be able to
affect me then.

BLADE
You don't have a few m nutes, Frost.

Frost eyes Blade warily, then lunges towards Vanessa,
sweepi ng behind her. Blade follows, but even as he raises
his sword to strike, Frost spins Vanessa around, using her
body as a shiel d!

Bl ade hesitates, stopping the sword in md-strike, catching
his nother's gaze -- her face is nonstrous now, scarred by
Karen's poi sonous mace. Piteous, really.

Frost smles, for he's found a final weakness of Blade's to
exploit.

FROST
(1 aughi ng cruelly)
Just as | thought. Still chained to
your nother's breast after all these

years.

In the sane instant, Vanessa's features norph, taking on the
angelic, youthful vibrancy she possessed in the | ocket photo.

FROST

(gl oati ng)
You're too human, Bl ade.

BLADE
(steeling hinmself)
' because |'m human that | can do

It's
this.

Frost's eyes widen in shock, but he has no tinme to react,
for --

Bl ade is already LUNG NG forward, driving the sword-point
t hrough Vanessa's chest, on into Frost's heart! It strikes
t he stone behind them SHATTERI NG and - -

Frost and Vanessa HOAL AS ONE, their SCREAMS rising to an
unendurabl e intensity as the two vanpires go nova, exploding
into an expanding ball of Iight and ATOM ZI NG BLOOD.

Bl ade is thrown back off his feet, having to shield his eyes
fromthe backl ash of occult energy as a near tidal WAVE of
bl ood surges over him--
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EXT. BANK OF EREBUS - CITY STREET - N GHT

Every door and wi ndow of the bank is BLOAN OQUTWARD fromt he
force of the EXPLOSION. Wiile along the street, nmanhol e
covers flip fromtheir noorings, spinning up into the air

i ke di nes, being buoyed by geysers of bl ood.

I NT. TEMPLE SANCTUARY - N GHT

Silence, just the steady DRIP-DRIP of |iquid draining. The
underworld tenple gleans with a crinmson sheen now.

ON BLADE

as he stirs. He's been blown clear across the sanctuary by
the force of the blast, soaked to the quick by bl ood. He
rises to his feet, retrieving the hilt of his shattered
weapon. At his feet --

THE SWORDBLADE

lies in pieces. Amidst them we find the singed remains of
the | ocket - Vanessa's face barely recogni zabl e beneath the
grinme. Blade stoops to pick it up.

KAREN (Q S.)
Bl ade?

Bl ade turns. Karen noves to him searching his eyes. Wich
side of Blade's soul has won out? Human or vanpire?

Then she SEES the tears rimring Blade's eyes, the first he's
shed in a lifetime. Human.

They enbrace, hol ding each other that way for a |long, |ong
time. And we --

DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. ROOFTOP, BANK OF EREBUS - DAWN

Bl ade and Karen stand on the rooftop, watching as dawn
slowy creeps across the silent city.

KAREN
I never imagined |I'd be so happy to
see the sun rise --
(turning to him
It's over, isn't it?

BLADE
For them But for nme --
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He lifts his face towards the rising sun, letting its warnth
wash over his upturned face.

BLADE
| feel like it's finally begi nning.

And on that note we | eave them -- TWO FI GURES, sil houetted
agai nst the new day.

FADE TO BLACK.
THE END



