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 “The Man Without Fear” 
 
 
EXT. NEW YORK CITY – ESTABLISHING 
 
 
INT. LOCKER ROOM – NIGHT  
 
JACK MURDOCK, 39, wearing a boxer’s robe and gloves taped 
to his hands, shadow boxes in preparation for a fight. An 
unidentified MAN enters. 
 
 

MAN 
Mr. Fixer says you’ll win this one. 

 
The Man tosses an envelope packed with CASH across a table. 
Jack merely nods and continues his warm-up as the Man exits 
the room. 
 

 
EXT. HIGH SCHOOL TRACK MEET – DAY 
 
MATT MURDOCK, 17, sprints ahead of other competitors and 
leaps over uniformly placed hurdles – crossing the finish 
line in first place. Matt is greeted by jubilant, rejoicing 
teammates. 
 
Matt scans the stands in search of a familiar face among 
the spectators, and is disappointed – he fakes a smile. 
 
 
INT. MURDOCKS’ APARTMENT LIVING ROOM – NIGHT  
 
Matt enters to sees his father, Jack, slumped in a chair. 
 
On the floor next to Jack’s chair, an EMPTY BOTTLE OF 
SCOTCH. On Jack’s lap, an ORNATE, SILVER PICTURE FRAME with 
a photo of a much younger Jack alongside an angelic young 
woman holding Matt as a toddler.  
 
Jack is half-awake and squints to focus on Matt. 
 
 

JACK 
Matthew.  

 
MATT 



Hey Dad, where were you today? 
 

JACK 
Today? Oh, right. I was...  
I’m sorry, I forgot. 

(a beat) 
Don’t be like me, Matthew. Not  
like me. Be better. I promised  
your mother... promised her you’d  
have everything, and I can’t- 

 
Jack stops speaking and drops his head. Matt picks the 
Picture Frame up off Jack’s lap and places it on an end 
table. 
 

MATT 
I know, Dad. It’s okay. 

 
Matt hands him a sheet of paper. 
 

MATT  
Look, my report card – all  
A’s again. 

 
JACK 

You’re smarter than me by a  
long shot. Keep up with your  
studies and you’ll go places,  
Matthew. Places I can’t afford  
to take you. 

 
MATT 

I will, Dad. C’mon, let’s get  
you to bed. 

 
 

Matt bends down and picks his father up out of the chair. 
Supporting most of Jack’s weight, Matt carries him down the 
hall.  
 
 
EXT. CITY STREET, MANHATTAN – DAY 
 
A TANKER TRUCK belonging to a private corporation (Osborn 
Chemical) RUMBLES down the street – carrying RADIOACTIVE 
WASTE.  
 
 



INT. TRUCK CAB – DAY  
 
The DRIVER’S phone RINGS. When he goes to answer it, the 
phone slips out of his hand and falls below the seat. 
 
 

DRIVER 
Dang! 

 
The Driver reaches down and fumbles around in search of it 
– briefly taking his eyes off the road. 
 
 
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK – DAY 
 
Matt jogs briskly down the sidewalk. He watches a FAMILY 
(FATHER, MOTHER, and DAUGHTER) walk out of a toy store – 
they look very happy together. 
 
Out of nowhere Matt collides into a BLIND MAN (early 50s, 
scruffy grey stubble, wearing a baseball cap as worn and 
cracked as his face) – they both fall down.  
 

MATT 
I’m so sorry. Are you all right?  
I didn’t see you.  

 
Matt stands and offers his hand, which is ignored. The 
Blind Man leans on a LONG, HICKORY BO, and looks at Matt 
with CLOUDY EYES.  
 

BLIND MAN 
The river of time rushes rapidly  
around us, but a focused mind  
attains its quickness. 

 
MATT 

Huh? 
   (a beat) 

Look, I’m really sorry for running  
into you. Is there anything I can do?  
Do you need any help? 

 
BLIND MAN 

Help? No. It is not I who caused  
this encounter. 

 
MATT 



You’re right. I’ll be more careful.  
 

BLIND MAN 
Often we do not get more than  
one opportunity to do things the  
correct way. 

 
Several distant SCREAMS. 
 
 
INT. TRUCK CAB 
 
The Driver looks up just as he is about to crash. 
 

DRIVER 
Oh, no!! 

 
The Driver jerks the wheel to avoid the collision. 
 
  
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK  
 
Father and Mother look around for their Daughter in the 
ensuing chaos.  
 

FATHER 
Samanatha?! 

 
Matt stands with the Blind Man on the street corner, and 
sees 
 
 
THE TANKER TRUCK 
 
flipping on its side – cracking the hull and spilling the 
Radioactive Waste. Matt acts almost automatically. 
 
 
EXT. CITY STREET – CONTINUOUS 
 
Matt sprints through the crosswalk and pushes the Daughter 
out of the way as a giant, radioactive WAVE crashes into 
him. The strength of the Wave hammers Matt backward and 
knocks him down – the back of his head THUMPS hard against 
the pavement. 
 
 
A CROWD 



 
gathers around Matt as he lay in the middle of the street – 
soaked in Radioactive Waste and barely conscious, he fades 
out. 
 

CROWD 
Stay back! He’s contaminated!  
So brave! A hero! 

 
 

THE BLIND MAN 
 
pushes his way through the Crowd with his Bo – he kneels 
and puts his hand on Matt’s chest. Suddenly, the Blind Man 
points at a random individual.  
 

BLIND MAN 
You. Call an Ambulance. 

 
 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY  
 
BRIGHT, PAINFUL FLASHES, machines BEEP and DOCTORS bark 
orders. 
 
 
DARKNESS. Every SOUND within a mile is amplified as if they 
are in the room – it’s overwhelming.  
 
 
MATT  
 
touches his face and feels the cotton gauze covering his 
eyes – he carefully removes them. 
 

MATT 
Oh, God... Dad?! 

 
 
INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM – CONTINUOUS 
 
 
Jack is speaking with a Doctor behind a closed door. 
 

JACK 
So, what exactly are you telling me? 

 
 



DOCTOR 
What I’m saying is, your son could  
have died, but whatever he was covered  
in is quickening his recovery. It may  
have even saved his life. 

 
JACK 

So he’s going to be fine? 
 

DOCTOR 
No, not entirely.  
   (a beat) 
Sir, I believe your son may be permanently 
blind. The force with which he hit his  
head severely damaged his visual cortex,  
and although the other parts of his brain  
are reacting extraordinarily well, the  
damaged area shows no signs of activity.  
I’m sorry. 

 
JACK 

What are you saying?!  
He’ll never see again? 

 
DOCTOR 

I don’t want to get your hopes up,  
but there is a slim possibility,  
with treatment, your son can regain  
some sight, but it’s expensive and  
there’s no certainty of success. 

 
JACK 

Can I go be with him? 
 

DOCTOR 
Of course, he’s right down here.  
Please follow me. 

 
 
INT. HOSPITAL ROOM – DAY  
 
Matt is sitting up in bed when Jack enters. Jack rushes 
over and hugs him. 
 

JACK 
Oh Lord, my son, how do you feel? 

 
Jack looks into Matt’s now PEARLY, PALE EYES. 



 
MATT 

I’m sorry, Dad.  
 

JACK 
Don’t be, son. What you did was  
very brave. 

 
MATT 

There was a little girl...  
She was just standing  
there... 

 
A beat. 
 

JACK 
Listen, Matthew, I was speaking with  
the doctor. Son, I’m not sure how to  
tell you this. 

 
MATT 

Dad, I know. I’m blind. Maybe forever.  
I heard the doctor tell you. 

 
JACK 

You did? How did you hear us?  
We were- 

 
MATT 

Dad, I can hear... everything. 
 
 
SERIES OF SHOTS 
 

A) Matt (wearing SUNGLASSES) walks along the sidewalk and 
almost into the street – STAN LEE catches him before 
he falls. 
 

B) Matt sits in class and hears KIDS WHISPER about him – 
he’s uncomfortable. 

 
C) Jack reads aloud to Matt from a textbook. 

 
D) From a distance, the Blind Man observes Matt become 

accustomed to walking down the sidewalk. 
 
END SERIES OF SHOTS 
 



 
EXT. MURDOCKS’ APARTMENT ROOF – DAY 
 
Matt slowly stands and balances himself as he walks along 
the ledge of the building. CITY SOUNDS and CHATTER fill the 
air around him. 
 
The Blind Man emerges from behind a large duct. Matt stops, 
feeling his presence.  
 

BLIND MAN 
You are quite the daredevil. 

 
MATT 

Who’s there?? 
 
Matt steps off the ledge. 
 

BLIND MAN 
Straddling the edge between life  
and death, seemingly without fear. 

 
MATT 

Who is that? Do I know you? 
 

BLIND MAN 
We have run into one another before. 

 
MATT 

Yeah? Well, I don’t appreciate being  
snuck-up on, and I’d rather be left  
alone. 

 
Matt turns his back on the Blind Man.  

 
BLIND MAN 

Fine, hide away up here and wallow in 
self-pity, or embrace your predicament  
and fortify. Your blindness need not  
be a curse. 

 
Matt turns around to once again face the Blind Man. 
 

MATT 
Your voice, the way you speak...  
I recognize it. 

 
BLIND MAN 



From the day of your accident,  
no doubt. 

 
MATT 

Yes, but how’d- 
 

BLIND MAN 
Few people would have done what  
you did. Selfless acts no longer  
hold a place in this world. 

 
MATT 

Who are you? 
 

BLIND MAN 
I am called Stick. 

 
MATT 

Stick? Right. Of course you are. 
 
Stick RAPS his Bo methodically on the concrete as he walks 
toward Matt. 
 

STICK 
I can show you the world beyond sight.  
Teach you to harness the power of  
your mind and control your remaining  
senses.  

 
MATT 

You make it sound so easy.  
 

STICK 
Your doubt is the only deterrent  
preventing you from realizing what  
can been accomplished.  

 
MATT 

And how am I supposed to do this? 
 

STICK 
Hard work. Determination. Skills  
can be learned – the quality of  
your resolve is what matters most. 

 
MATT 

This is crazy... 
 



STICK 
Is it? 

 
MATT 

I mean, no offense, but I don’t  
know you... why should I trust you?  
Are you just here to take pity on  
the blind kid? 

 
STICK 

I am here not of the outcome, but  
of the action. The haste with which  
you were willing to sacrifice your  
life to save that child. 

 
MATT 

Say I were to believe you, what  
assurance can you give me that  
I won’t get killed, or worse...? 

 
STICK 

None. But what you have done already  
indicates you may not possess the  
weakness that prevents others from  
achieving greatness. 

 
A beat. 
 

MATT 
I’ve felt... different since the  
accident. An awareness of everything  
that never ceases and pulsates  
erratically.  

 
STICK 

This is because you lack focus.  
Learning these abilities will not  
be effortless – you will exert  
every muscle you have. If you can  
overcome this hardship, what is  
now your disability may become your  
greatest asset.  

 
MATT 

I can use my blindness to my advantage,  
and you’ll teach me how to do this? 

 
STICK 



Yes. 
 

MATT 
... alright. When can we start? 

 
STICK 

Now. 
 
 
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK – DAY 
 
Matt and Stick walk along with the busy pedestrian traffic. 
 
Someone WHISTLES for a cab, car horns HONK, and a passing 
low-rider’s SUBWOOFER RUMBLES DEEPLY. 
 

STICK 
Your mind has the ability to  
discern most everything around  
you, but concentration is essential. 
Maintain an awareness of all, and  
observe the distinct in a sea of  
disorder. 

 
MATT 

There’s too much going on out here!  
 
Stick grabs Matt by the arm to lead him. 
 

STICK 
No, there is not. Just focus on  
my voice. Use nothing but my  
voice as your guide. 

 
Stick releases Matt’s arm, and they meander through groups 
of people walking in every direction. 
 

STICK 
Most people foolishly assume their  
eyes will tell them everything  
they need to know. 

 
MATT 

I know I used them a lot. 
 

STICK 
Your other senses are powerful,  
and used harmoniously can tell  



you more about the world than  
simple sight.  

(a beat) 
The day of your injury, do you  
remember why we met? 

 
MATT 

I was distracted and- 
 

STICK 
Crashed into me. Even when you  
could see, you could not recognize  
all that is around you. You did not  
use sight properly when you had it, 
and will understand it is unwise to  
think you need it now. 

 
MATT 

I was in a rush. 
 

STICK 
Use what I teach you to penetrate  
the intricate systems in which we  
live, and haste will not matter. 
 

 
EXT. MURDOCKS’ APARTMENT ROOF – EVENING 
 
WHAP! 
 
Stick hits Matt hard on the leg, which causes him to falter 
for a moment.  
 

MATT 
OW! What the hell was that?! 

 
STICK 

Feel the change in the air. 
Anticipate where an object  
might be and you will know  
how to evade. 

 
MATT 

Evade? What do I need to evade?  
An on-coming car? 

 
STICK 

Possibly. Or if you are attacked,  



you need to know how to defend  
yourself. 

 
MATT 

Like fighting? My dad didn’t  
want to teach me to fight before  
my accident, he’s definitely not  
gonna to want me to learn now. 

 
STICK 

Your father realizes his duty  
is to protect you as much as I  
know mine is to set you free –  
these things need not contradict  
one another.  

 
MATT 

I only want to learn how to survive. 
 

STICK 
I am not offering to teach you  
brutality, but survival means  
self-reliance, which requires  
strengthening your defenses. 

 
Stick swings his Bo down onto Matt’s head. Matt deflects it 
and grips it above him. 
 

STICK 
Better. 

 
 
INT. FIXER’S BACKROOM OFFICE – NIGHT 
 
ROSCOE “THE FIXER” SWEENEY (mid 50s, pudgy) walks behind a 
desk in his poorly lit, cramped office. Fixer puts his 
cigarette out in an ashtray and sits down. 
 

FIXER 
It was a brave thing your boy did,  
Jack. Good upbringing, I’m sure, so  
I’ll do you one better. 

 
Jack nervously ruffles his hat and shifts uncomfortably in 
a chair on the other side of the desk. 
 

FIXER (CONT’D) 
Forget the loan. You come work  



for me – full time. 
(a beat) 

I have a few... let’s say, troublesome  
business associates who need to be  
made aware of their place in my books. 

 
JACK 

Like I said, Mr. Fixer, I need money  
to take care of my son, but I try to  
keep the violence inside the ring. 

 
FIXER 

Look, Jack, you’re not getting any  
younger. Pretty soon, even I won’t  
be able to get you fights. You’re  
gonna need work... view this as an  
opportunity for stable employment. 
Take care of your boy, and set up  
some kind of future for him. 

 
Fixer picks up a pack of cigarettes from his desk, draws 
one and lights it. 
 

JACK 
Yeah, alright. 

 
 
SERIES OF SHOTS 
 
A) Matt and Stick practice hand-to-hand combat and run 

along rooftops – leaping across gaps, Matt summersaults 
while Stick uses his Bo to vault across. 

 
B) Jack, wearing a black ski mask and waving a baseball 

bat, intimidates a STOREOWNER and smashes a register. 
 
C) Matt pays the same Storeowner for several items: 

SPRINGS, TENSION WIRE, DARK RED RUBBER TUBES, and a 
SOLID, STEEL PIPE.  

 
D) Jack pours himself a glass of Scotch – he downs  

it quickly and pours another. 
 
E) Matt sits at a desk in his room constructing a CANE. 
 
END SERIES OF SHOTS 
 
 



MATCH CUT: 
 
 

MATT’S CANE 
 
rests in Stick’s hands as he twists it apart at the middle. 
The bottom end, a BILLY CLUB – a Steel Pipe encased in 
wood; the top end, a shaft with a BUTTON, which when 
pressed shoots out wound Tension Wire connected to the 
Cane’s traditional ‘crook’ HANDLE. Dark Red Rubber covers 
the entire Cane. 
 
 
INT. ABANDONED WAREHOUSE – NIGHT 
 
The Cane Handle POPS thirty feet into the air. The Wire 
wraps around a BEAM several times and the Handle latches. 
Stick tests the strength by tugging it.  
 
Pressing the Button, the Handle straightens, and the Wire 
retracts from the Beam – back into the Cane shaft. 
 

STICK 
This is impressive. 

 
MATT 

I’m glad you think so. The other  
piece bounces pretty well, too,  
and the steel bar inside gives it  
some added weight. 

 
Stick throws the Billy Club straight down and it bounces 
back up. Matt catches it and reconnects to the other end, 
making it once again an inconspicuous walking aid. 
 

STICK 
You have done well accomplishing  
everything I set forth so far –  
it may be time now to tell you why  
I sought you out, and the reasons  
for which I train you.  

 
MATT 

You mean it wasn’t just out of  
the goodness in your heart? 

 
STICK 

Follow me. 



 
 
EXT. CITY AVENUE – NIGHT  
 
Matt walks with Stick along a deserted street. 
 

STICK 
I was born onto these streets into  
darkness – having to find my own  
way around and probably suffered  
every cruelty this world can inflict  
upon the helpless.  

 
MATT 

Where were your parents? 
 

STICK 
I have no memory of them. The  
vulnerability created by their  
absence exposed me to the most  
nefarious of practices. Early on,  
I vowed to impede these evils from  
manifesting among the innocent –  
but it is not without challenge. 

 
MATT 

What about the police, judges?  
Isn’t that their job? 

 
STICK 

They have their roles, but righteousness  
is not always intrinsic, and flaws  
run deep in human character. Groups  
scheming in the shadows, dominating  
peoples’ desperation, and profiting  
through degradation. Driven by a lust  
for power – power that rules mightily  
and begets depraved indifference. 

(a beat) 
Long ago I established an order  
to engage these malicious assemblies.  
We call ourselves the Chaste. 
 

MATT 
There are other members? 

 
STICK 

We are but few. 



 
 
INT. FERRY TERMINAL – CONTINUOUS  
 
 
Stick steps up to an automated ticketing machine, and 
presses a few buttons – two tickets print out. 
 

MATT 
Wait, where are we going? 

 
STICK 

These things I describe to you  
can end, but I need your help.  

 
MATT 

I want to but I can’t. It’s bad  
enough I’m lying to my father about  
where I go every night. 

 
STICK 

There is no need to lie if what  
you do is true and just. Remember  
that this is an invitation – admittance  
into the Chaste comes only after  
you master who you are inside.  
You can save yourself, and maybe  
learn to save others. 

 
MATT 

You still haven’t told me where  
we’re going. 

 
 
EXT. NYC HARBOR – CONTAINER SHIP – NIGHT  
 
Stick and Matt sneak through shadows and come across TWO 
THUGS with machine guns. Stick crouches and Matt does the 
same.  
 

MATT 
Why are we here? 

 
STICK 

Every day, children are reported  
missing – some return home, many  
do not. This ship is transporting  
a handful overseas. If traffickers  



successfully smuggle them out of  
the city, they will be lost forever.  

 
MATT 

So, we’re going to rescue them?  
The two of us? 

 
STICK 

Consider tonight your first test. 
 
 
EXT. CONTAINER SHIP’S LOWER DECK 
 
Hundreds of FREIGHT CARGO CONTAINERS are stacked at an even 
height and run the length and width of almost the entire 
ship. Stick lays his hand on the metal hull. 
 

STICK 
Now, we must determine which  
contains our captives.  

 
MATT 

I can hear their heartbeats. 
 

STICK 
How do you mean? 

 
MATT 

Up ahead! Come on! 
 
Matt jogs and zigzags through identical rows of Containers, 
and Stick follows closely behind him. They arrive at a 
particular Container. 
 

MATT 
They’re in here. We need to get  
this one open. 

 
STICK 

Stand aside. 
 
Stick pulls out a pocket blowtorch – sparks flicker and 
flash as the bright, blue flame slices through the lock. 
Matt flips the Container’s locking bar up and swings the 
doors open.  
 



A DOZEN CHILDREN (ages 7-12, tired, dirty) are huddled 
inside – they squint their eyes, adjusting to the light and 
tremble in fear at the two figures before them. 
 

MATT 
Don’t be afraid. We’re gonna get  
you all out of here, but we have  
to be very quiet, understand? 

 
 
THE THUGS 
 
patrol, shining flashlights indiscriminately, close to 
where Stick and Matt are rescuing the kidnapped Children. 
 

THUG #1 
The things in these crates could  
make us rich men, Sully. 

  
SULLY 

Yeah, dead too. You’ll never  
catch me rummaging through the  
boss’s things. 

 
THUG #1 

I’m just saying, some of the stuff  
in here... we’d be set for life! 
 

 
STICK 
 
stands some distance from the rescued Container and listens 
for trouble. 
 

MATT 
Stick? 

 
STICK 

Quickly. Go. 
 

MATT 
(to the Children) 

All right. Everyone hold hands  
and stay close to me. 

 
 
Stick leads Matt and the Children hurriedly through the 
maze of Containers. 



 
 
THUG #1 
 
 
turns a corner and shines his flashlight on the open 
Container several yards away. 
 

THUG #1 
Uh... Sully?! You need to take  
a look at this! 

 
Sully steps over to Thug #1 at the empty Container.  
 

SULLY 
I hope it wasn’t anything  
expensive. 

 
A BANG spooks them and Sully grabs his RADIO. 
 

THUG #1 
Or dangerous... 

 
SULLY 

(into the Radio) 
Someone’s on-board – we need  
to find them! 

 
 
MATT AND THE CHILDREN 
 
hunch in the shadows while Thug #3 descends the stairs 
above them – a Radio in his hand. 
 

MATT 
(to the Children) 

Shhh... stay right here. 
 

THUG #3 
(into the Radio) 

Copy that. I’m still at the  
bridge, gonna do a sweep towards  
the middle and meet you- 

 
Matt swings his Cane like a golf club and uppercuts Thug 
#3. 
 
 



SULLY AND THUG #1 
 
turn a corner – about to fire on Matt when Stick WHIRLS his 
Bo and CRACKS Sully over the head. Thug #1 draws his gun on 
Stick, but it gets knocked to the ground in the same 
motion.  
 
 
MATT 
 
angrily grips his Billy Club tightly as he pummels Thug #3. 
He’s about to deliver a deathblow when Stick grabs Matt’s 
arm to prevent him from following through. 
 

STICK 
Stop. He is beaten. Come, we  
must guide these children home. 

 
 
EXT. WAREHOUSE ROOF – NIGHT 
 
Matt and Stick sit in a traditional meditative position, 
facing one another. 
 

STICK 
Describe to me how you felt during  
our incursion tonight. 

 
MATT 

I felt... a lot of things. I’m not  
sure. Excited, alert, angry. 

 
STICK 

You needlessly attacked those men. 
 

MATT 
I know. I’m not sure what came over  
me. All I could think of was protecting  
those kids, and what had been done  
to them. Who were they? Those guys? 

 
STICK 

Mere lackeys of some giant – doubtful  
they knew what they were guarding.  
Those men need work, so they end up  
employed by the same people promoting  
the cycle of degeneracy about which  
I told you. 



 
MATT 

I’ve never felt that out-of-control.  
 

STICK 
Tonight’s endeavor has proven that  
you have developed your mind and body 
exceedingly well, but your spirit  
remains wild. The Chaste are not  
executioners – if you are to join us,  
this commitment must be unwavering. 

 
MATT 

I’m not sure I’m the guy you need  
for your group. 
 

STICK 
Maybe not, but you are the one  
I have now. 

 
 
INT. MURDOCKS’ APARTMENT – LIVING ROOM – DAY 
 
Fixer is seated at a small dining table – his TWO GOONS 
stand at either side of him. Jack takes a glass from the 
cabinet along with a bottle of Scotch, and points it toward 
Fixer. 
 

FIXER 
No, thanks – never been a drinker. 

 
Jack pours a glass. 

 
FIXER 

Is this how you get ready for  
a big fight, Jackie-boy? However  
you have to do it, I suppose. 

(a beat) 
I heard your competition is 
already down there warming up.  
He’s vicious! He’d chew your face  
off if it wasn’t for the mouth guard.  
They call him the Gladiator!  

 
JACK 

Don’t worry, I can take him. 
 
Jack gulps down some Scotch. 



 
FIXER 

No, Jack, you can’t. The only  
thing you’re taking is a fall. 

 
JACK 

I don’t understand. You want  
me to lose the title fight? 

 
Fixer motions to Goon #1, who throws a large envelope 
filled with Cash onto the table.  
 

FIXER 
And considering this will be  
your last one, I put a little  
extra on top for you. 

 
JACK 

Thank you, Mr. Fixer. I get we  
all have our part to play, but  
I’ve wanted to talk to you about  
our other arrangement. I don’t 
think I can work for you any longer.  
My son needs me around more and  
I just think- 

 
FIXER 

What are you saying, Jack? Are  
you quitting on me?!  

 
JACK 

It’s not that. I just think, for  
the sake of my family, I need to  
find something more... legitimate. 

 
FIXER 

Legitimate?! This guy wants to  
go legitimate. You believe  
that, boys? 

 
Fixer’s Goons are stone-faced as Jack takes another large 
gulp of Scotch. 
 

FIXER (CONT’D) 
Listen to me Jack: you go down  
that path, and you can’t come  
back. You, your boy... you don’t  
want to go to war with me, or  



retirement will be the least of  
your worries. 

 
Jack finishes the glass of Scotch. Fixer stands and his 
Goons follow him toward the front door. 
 

FIXER 
Good luck tonight, Jack. We’ll  
talk again after the fight. 

 
Fixer and the Goons exit. Matt enters the living room as 
Jack starts to lose his legs and grabs a chair to hold 
steady. 
 

MATT 
Dad, who was that?  

 
JACK 

No one – just a sponsor. 
 

MATT 
Sounds like he’s more than that.  
What was he talking about? Are you  
working for him? 
 

JACK 
Not anymore. 

(a beat) 
Hey, are you hungry? I’ve gotta eat  
before tonight. I’ll make you a sandwich.  
We have bologna, ham... 

 
Jack walks into the kitchen and opens the refrigerator.  
 

JACK (CONT’D) 
Nope, no ham. Bologna then. 

 
MATT 

Let me find a job. I can do my  
part – especially if it means  
you don’t have to work for him. 

 
JACK  

I don’t work for him! After this,  
anyway – I’m done boxing, and then  
we’ll figure out something. Your  
job is focusing on your studies  
– that’s what you need to do right  



now. I’m doing what I need to. 
 

MATT 
And what? You’re gonna lose the  
championship fight just because  
some asshole told you to? 

 
JACK 

Watch your mouth! It’s more  
complicated than that – we need  
the money. 

 
MATT 

Sacrificing your dignity for a buck?  
You always told me there’s no honor  
in cheating, but that’s exactly what  
you’re doing. 

 
JACK 

These are powerful people, Matthew!  
I don’t have much choice! When  
you’re older, you’ll understand. 

 
MATT 

No, I get it fine. You’ll let  
yourself be pushed around, like  
some punk! You’re pathetic! 

 
Jack SMACKS Matt across the face. 
 

JACK 
Matthew... oh, Matthew. I’m  
so sorry. 

 
Matt grabs his Cane. Jack follows Matt to the door. 
 

JACK (CONT’D) 
Matthew! Please, I’m sorry!! 

 
Matt SLAMS the front door as he exits. 
 
 
INT. JACK’S BEDROOM – MOMENTS LATER 
 
Jack opens his closet and grabs a SHOE BOX labeled “Matt’s 
Fund” – he gathers the Cash from inside. 
 
 



INT. JOSIE’S MAIN BARROOM – NIGHT 
 
A FEMALE BARTENDER (presumably Josie) eyes Jack (wearing a 
disguise) as he arrives at a door blocked by a BOUNCER, who 
pats Jack down for weapons, finds the bundle of Cash, and 
then nods at the Bartender – she BUZZES Jack into a small, 
dimly-lit room. 
 
 
INT. JOSIE’S BACKROOM PARLOR – CONTINUOUS 
 
A BOOKIE sits on a stool behind a counter protected by iron 
bars. Jack puts the Cash on the counter. 
 

JACK 
I want it all on Jack Murdock. 

 
 
INT. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN – NIGHT 
 
The AUDIENCE CHEERS loudly – it’s a nearly packed house.  
 
 
JACK 
 
pours sweat and blood drips down his swollen face from a 
cut above his eye. He swings – landing a hard right hook on  
 
 
HIS OPPONENT’S FACE 
 
almost as swollen as Jack’s, with a THUD. Jack’s OPPONENT 
(25, strong as an ox, a TATTOO OF TWO CROSSED SWORDS on his 
forearm) shuffles forward as the BELL DINGS declaring the 
end of ROUND 4.  
 
 
JACK 
 
sits on a stool surrounded by his CORNERMEN – they towel 
him down and apply petroleum jelly to his face. 
 

CORNERMAN 
You’d better do it soon, Jack.  
Fixer’s here. 

 
JACK 

I’m not doing shit! 



 
 

Jack stands reenergized as the BELL DINGS again to start 
ROUND 5. The two boxers instantly clash in a blur of 
swinging red gloves. 
 
 
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK – NIGHT  
 
Matt walks along the sidewalk when he hears commotion 
coming from BARFLIES excitedly watching the boxing match on 
TV – he stops to listen. 
 

ANNOUNCER #1 (V.O.) 
Murdock just isn’t giving up!  
Proving he’s still got a lot  
of fight left in him! 

 
BARFLIES 

Take him down! Finish him!  
Don’t let him do that to you! 

 
 
INT. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN  
 
Jack dodges punches to his face, and pins his Opponent to 
the ropes. Jack lands several punches and then a direct hit 
between the ear and jaw causing his Opponent’s legs to 
buckle – he goes down hard.  
 
 
THE REFEREE  
 
stands over the downed Opponent and counts. 
 

REFEREE 
7... 6... 5... 4... 

 
 
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK  
 
Matt continues listening to the TV inside the Bar. 
 

ANNOUNCER #2 (V.O.) 
I don’t think he’s getting up.  
Tonight may go down as one of  
the most unexpected results in  
boxing history! 



 
 
INT. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN – CONTINUOUS  
 

REFEREE 
2... 1... 
 

 
Jack’s Opponent lays knocked out cold when the Referee 
waves his arms in the air. 
 
The BELL DINGS to end the fight. 
 
 
EXT. CITY SIDEWALK  
 
Barflies collectively GROAN in disappointment. 
 

ANNOUNCER #1 (V.O.) 
That’s it folks! You saw it here:  
Murdock, laying down a humiliation,  
is the winner by Knock-Out! 

 
Matt sprints toward Madison Square Garden. 
 
 
INT. MADISON SQUARE GARDEN – CONTINUOUS 
 
Jack walks over to his Cornermen. 
 

JACK 
Get these gloves off!  

 
CORNERMAN 

Jack, what were you thinking?! 
 

JACK 
Now!! 

 
CORNERMAN 

Okay, okay... 
 
 
INT. MSG FLOOR SEATS – CONTINUOUS 
 
Fixer stands, along with the Goons, and walks past people 
either CHEERING or JEERING. 
 



 
EXT. CITY STREET – NIGHT  
 
Matt runs across the street and cuts between cars, which 
SCREECH to a halt.  
 
 
INT. MSG LOCKER ROOM – NIGHT  
 
Jack, still sweaty but now dressed, carries a gym bag and 
hustles toward the exit. Fixer and the Goons enter and 
block his path. 
 

FIXER 
Now, Jack that was not a smart  
thing to do. 

 
JACK 

I’m doing what I need to. 
 
Jack puts the bag down and his fists up in front of his 
face to fight his way out. Fixer draws his SIX-SHOOTER 
REVOLVER. 
 

FIXER 
I wouldn’t do that if I were you.  
Tie him up. 

 
 
INT. MSG HALLWAY – NIGHT  
 
Matt dashes through corridors trying to locate Jack.  
 

MATT 
Dad?? 

 
PAINED GROANS lead him further down a hall. 
 
 
INT. MSG LOCKER ROOM  
 
Jack is tied to a pole in the middle of the room – he’s 
defenseless, and the Goons take turns clobbering him. Fixer 
is talking on a cell phone. 
 

FIXER 
Yes, Mr. Bont. No, Mr. Bont. 
He’s right here – we’ll make  



him suffer.  
(a beat) 

Yeah, a boy – we’ll find him  
and take care of him too. 

 
Fixer hangs up and extinguishes his cigarette on the floor 
with his shoe. 
 

FIXER 
You’re in the thick of it now,  
Jack. If you think I’m ruthless,  
you’re lucky you won’t meet my  
boss – he’s not a nice guy, and  
you just put down his best fighter. 

 
The Goons momentarily back off from beating up Jack. Matt 
bursts through the door. 
 

MATT 
Dad!! 

 
Matt tries to run over to Jack, but is seized by Goon #2. 
Fixer raises his Revolver. 
 

FIXER 
What a relief. This will be much  
easier than I thought it would. 

 
BANG! 
 
Fixer shoots Jack in the chest.  
 
 
JACK 
 
slumps down to the ground – still tied to the pole.  
 
 

MATT 
NO!! 

 
FIXER 

Sorry kid, your father pissed  
off the wrong people and cost  
us a lot of money. 
 



Matt struggles against Goon #2’s strength, rears his head 
and smashes it back – breaking Goon #2’s nose. Matt escapes 
and he runs over to his dying father. 

 
FIXER 

What are you doing?? Letting him  
hit you like that! Moron. 

 
 
MATT 
 
desperately tries to untie his father’s hands. As life 
begins to leave him, Jack can only whisper. 
 

JACK 
Matthew... 

 
MATT 

Dad! Stay with me. 
 

JACK 
Matthew... my wallet... 

 
MATT 

What?! 
 

JACK 
My wallet... inside, betting slip... 

 
Matt reaches in Jack’s back pocket, and pulls out his 
WALLET. 
 

JACK 
Josie’s bar... use it. Run. 

 
MATT 

Dad, please don’t. I still  
need you! 

 
JACK 

Do... good, son. 
 
Jack chokes, and dies.  
 
 
FIXER  
 



puts his Revolver in his coat gun holster, and turns to the 
Goons. 
 

FIXER 
Take care of the kid, and get  
yourself cleaned up. 

 
Fixer and the Goons look back at Jack’s body but Matt is 
nowhere around it. 
 

FIXER 
Where the hell did he- 

 
The lights cut out – plunging the room into complete 
darkness. 
 
 

FIXER (CONT’D) 
-go? 

 
 
Fixer ignites his lighter – its small glow illuminates 
their faces. 

 
THWACK!  
 
Matt smacks Fixer’s lighter out with his Cane, kicks Goon 
#1 in the knee – shattering his leg – and smashes Goon #2 
into the ground.  
 
LIGHT BURSTS into the Locker Room as Fixer flees down the 
hallway. 
 
Both Goons lay unconscious on the ground near Jack’s 
lifeless body.  
 
 
MATT 
 
pauses a moment before chasing after Fixer. 
 
 
EXT. MSG GARAGE – MOMENTS LATER 
 
Fixer is panicked, and runs out to his awaiting BLACK TOWN 
CAR – opening the back door, he jumps in and SLAMS it shut. 
 
 



INT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 

FIXER 
Go! Go! GO! Drive! 

 
The CHAFFEUR puts the Car in gear and speeds off.  
 
 
EXT. MSG GARAGE  
 
The Car speeds around corners as Matt rapidly pursues the 
escaping vehicle – jumping and flipping onto parked cars. 
 
 
INT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 
Fixer eases into the back seat – his Revolver still in-
hand. 
 
 
EXT. MSG GARAGE  
 
Matt runs along car roofs setting off CAR ALARMS. He 
suddenly pounces – flying through the air, he lands on 
Fixer’s Car roof. 
 
 
INT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 
The Chauffeur squeezes the steering wheel tightly, and 
swerves in attempt to shake Matt off. Fixer fires THREE 
SHOTS through the roof. 
 
 
EXT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 
Matt inches his way up to the front windshield, and SMASHES 
the Cane down through the glass – breaking it and hitting 
the Chauffeur.  
 
 
INT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 
Fixer is thrown around – POP! – a shot hits the Chauffeur 
and kills him instantly. 
 
 
EXT. CITY STREET  



 
Fixer’s Car crosses traffic and slams into several concrete 
barriers. 
 
 
INT. FIXER’S TOWN CAR  
 
The crash SHATTERS the windshield – freeing Matt’s Cane, 
which latches onto the steering wheel. Matt is swung from 
the roof of the Car to the hood. 
 
 
EXT. CITY STREET  
 
Fixer wrestles the door open and crawls out of his crumpled 
Car on his hands and knees. Fixer staggers to the nearest 
refuge – stairs leading down to a SUBWAY STATION. 
 
 
MATT 
 
sits up dazed, and unhooks his Cane from the steering 
wheel. Rolling off the crushed hood, Matt chases after 
Fixer. 
 
 
INT. UNDERGROUND SUBWAY STATION  
 
Fixer limps down the stairs into a crowded station toward 
the TURNSTILES – pushing his way through past a COMMUTER. 
 

COMMUTER 
Hey, what’s the deal?! 

 
FIXER 

Keep going! Move it!  
 

MATT 
FIXER!! 

 
Fixer fires a single SHOT at Matt, which creates panic 
among the Commuters – they stampede toward the exit.  
 
 
MATT 
 
struggles to fight the rush of Commuters trying to escape. 
 



 
A TRAIN HORN BLOWS distantly down a tunnel, and Fixer’s 
shoes CLACK through the platform.  
 

 
FIXER 
  
winded, turns around to face Matt, and points his Revolver 
at him. 
 

FIXER 
Stay away from me! Aren’t you  
supposed to be blind or something?? 

 
MATT 

You bastard!! You’re a monster! 
 
Fixer tries to shoot but the Revolver only CLICKS. Fixer 
swings the cylinder open, turns it up, and the empty shells 
PING onto the platform.  
 
 
MATT 
  
steps toward Fixer – backing him up to the platform edge. 
 
The TRAIN HORN BLOWS LOUDER through the tunnel as it gets 
closer. 
 
Fixer fumbles to reload each bullet individually. 
 

MATT 
I won’t let you destroy any  
more lives!  

 
FIXER  
 
points the semi-loaded Revolver at Matt. 
 

FIXER 
You won’t make a damn bit of  
difference, kid. 

 
Matt hurls his Billy Club and knocks the Revolver out of 
Fixer’s hand. They briefly fight. 
 

FIXER 
Okay, okay, alright – you win!  



Stop, just stop. I give in. 
 

MATT 
No, not yet you don’t. I’m going  
to finish this. 

 
Matt kicks Fixer. 
 

STICK (O.S.) 
Daredevil, no!! 

 
Fixer is knocked backwards onto the tracks just as the 
Train rushes by – CLANKING and SCREETCHING down the tunnel 
– taking his body with it.  
 
 
MATT  
 
stands alone in what appears to be an empty Station 
platform.  
 

MATT 
Stick?! 

 
STICK (O.S.) 

You lost control – your anger has 
made you violent and unbalanced.  

 
Matt spins around trying to pinpoint where Stick is hiding 
but is unable to find him. 

 
MATT 

Stick! My father! He killed  
my father! 

 
STICK (O.S.) 

I warned you against such action,  
and you broke your word. 

 
MATT 

Fixer needed to be stopped. 
He’s a murderer! 

 
STICK (O.S.) 

Who hurt many. But when you  
took his life, you also took  
the justice that others deserved  
as well. I can no longer teach you.  



 
MATT 

Stick, please! I had to, my father... 
 

STICK (O.S.) 
The Chaste cannot use your recklessness. 

 
MATT (CONT’D) 

... he’s dead. I couldn’t save him, 
Stick. 

 
Matt listens intently for Stick’s response but it doesn’t 
come. 
 

MATT 
Stick?! Don’t leave me too! 

 
Exhausted and overcome with emotion, Matt collapses to the 
ground.  
	


