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SCENE 1: Early Morning. New York City. Street outside Edward Blake’s apartment

[Black screen]

Voice of Rorschach: Rorschach’s Journal, October 12th, 1985: Dog carcass in alley this morning, tire tread on burst stomach. This city is afraid of me.

[Camera zooms out to show the black as on of the eyes on the smiley face]

Voice of Rorschach: I have seen its true face.

[Further zooming out shows the blood dripping down the face button, which sits in a pool of blood as far as the camera can see]

Voice of Rorschach: The streets are extended gutters, and the gutters are full of blood and when the drains finally scab over, all the vermin will drown.

[Zoom out further to show a large pool of blood (several litres) on a sidewalk]

Voice of Rorschach: The accumulated filth of all their sex and murder will foam up about their waists and all the whores and politicians will look up and shout ‘save us’
[Shop owner is hosing the blood into the drains]

Voice of Rorschach: And I’ll look down and whisper ‘no’
[Homeless man (Kovaks) walks through the blood pool. He stops and looks down, seemingly to check his shoes, which are soaked in blood (actually noticing the pin)]

Voice of Rorschach: They had a choice, all of them. They could have followed in the footsteps of good men like my father or President Truman. Decent men, who believed in an honest day’s work for an honest day’s pay.
[Unaffected by the blood on the ground, Kovaks kneels down, seemingly to tie a shoelace (actually pocketing the pin)]

Voice of Rorschach: Instead they followed the droppings of lechers and communists and didn’t realise the trail led over a precipice until too late. Don’t tell me they didn’t have a choice.
[Camera starts to lift up, looking down on the scene from above. Kovaks keeps on walking, and can be seen throwing a yellow faceless button into the blood pool]
Voice of Rorschach: Now the whole world stands on the brink, staring into bloody hell, and all those liberals and intellectuals and smooth-talkers…
[Camera keeps zooming up, higher and higher…]
Voice of Rorschach: And all of a sudden, nobody can think of anything to say.
[Camera eventually stops, with part of the view blocked by the top of the head of a man leaning out a window]

Detective 1: Hmm… that’s quite a drop….
SCENE 2: Inside the apartment of Edward Blake, early morning]

[Detective 1 is still looking out the window. Detective 2 is inspecting a broken door lock chain, smoking a cigarette]
Detective 2: Yeah. Poor guy. Y’know, I always wonder, do you think you black out before you hit the sidewalk or what?
Detective 1: Frankly, I don’t need to know that bad. What do you think happened here? [Detective 1 Leans back inside and facing detective 2]
[Det2 looks over his shoulder]

Detective 2: Well, looks like someone broke in by bustin’ this door down. That would take either 2 guys or 1 guy on some serious drugs, [Det2 holds up the chain] because the door had a chain fastened on the inside…
[Camera zooms into the keyhole on the door’s lock, till the screen is completely black]
Detective 2: …Which means that the occupant was home when it happened
[Camera had red tint. Flashback to the actually crime, with a leg kicking down the door with a single blow, and walks in. Camera stays in position]

Voice of Detective 1: Hmm. I saw the body, and he looks beefy enough to protect himself. For a guy his age, he was in terrific shape.

Voice of Detective 2: You mean, apart from being dead?
[Assailant had advanced a started attacking Blake with amazing speed. Both are highly skilled at unarmed combat]

Voice of Detective 1: No, I mean… this Blake guy, he had muscles like a weightlifter.

[Assailant grabs for Blake’s chest, but Blake parries, resulting in the assailant ripping the top half of his robe off, revealing a heavily toned and muscles torso/arms]

Voice of Detective 1: He would have put up some kinda fight, I’m certain.
[He now lands a full force kick to Blake’s chest, causing Blake to fly back into a mirror]

Voice of Detective 2: Yeah, well, looks like he lost. Maybe is was a couple of guys and they just overpowered him.
[Camera facing the mirror. Now unconscious, Blake slides down the mirror, out of view. Red tint fades. Det2 walks into view, inspecting the broken mirror. In the shards, the reflection of Det1 can be seen, inspecting the apartment]

Detective 1: Maybe. Data we got suggests he’s been doing some sort of overseas diplomatic work for years…
Detective 2: Lotta classy expense-account living. Maybe he just got soft.

[Det1 walks over to Det2 holding a framed photo]
Detective 1: He don’t look to soft in this photograph. Wonder how he got that scar? It looks…

[Det 1 pauses as he inspects the photo closely]

Detective 1: Hey! The guy he’s shaking hands with in the picture… it’s Vice President Ford!

Detective 2: So it is! Well, between you and me, I think we can rules him out as a suspect. A job like this isn’t his style!
[Both detectives prepare to leave. Det1 puts the photo back, while Det2 gets his coat]
Detective 1: That’d be real funny is we had any better leads to go on.

[Both leave the apartment, and head towards the elevator]

Detective 1: I mean, what is this? A little money was stolen, but no way this was a straight burglary… Somebody really had it in for this guy. I mean, how’d he go out the window? That’s double pane glass
[Camera stays at door, looking into apartment. Red tint reappears]

[Assailant stands infront of Blake’s body, facing the window]

Detective 1: He’d have to be thrown

[Assailant picks up body]

Detective 2: Well, if this Blake guy was as big as you say, it’d take one guy could never throw him. So we’re talking 2 or more assailants here.

[Assailant and lifts the body over his head, and throws it]
[Back to the detectives at the elevator, no red tint]
Elevator Attendant: Which floor ya want?

Detective 1: Uh, ground floor please

[View of outside the apartment window, red tint. Blake’s body flies out the window, and starts plummeting down, out of detail]

 Elevator Attendant: Ground floor, comin’ up.

