WHITE TUNA

Pilot
"La Vida es Sueno"
Written by
Stanton Hill
and

Peter Marshall Smith

petermarshallsmith@gmail.com © 2023



TEASER

EXT. STADIUM - ENSENADA, MEXICO - AFTERNOON
The stadium for the Mexican rodeo is a chaotic carnival.
CABALLEROS sing sporadically to blaring Ranchero music.

CLOWNS chase each other and ham it up for the audience. The
stands are dangerously packed and only partially covered. A
red tarp casts a sanguine shadow over a sea of white cowboy
hats.

SUPER:

Ensenada, Mexico
September 13, 1995

WE FOLLOW A VENDOR

The VENDOR snakes his way through the rodeo crowd passing
face after face. Elderly farmers, derelicts, caballeros, a
young couple on a date, and finally a 6 year old boy, BETO,
who is small for his age and sports a S.F. Giants jersey.
The boy exchanges money for two bags of peanuts.

WE FOLLOW THE BOY

Beto returns to his father, JORGE "EL GATO" MARTINEZ, who
takes a bag of peanuts and passes the other to WILL HENRY.

WILL HENRY, 40s, is finishing a taco and gives the final
half to a small stray dog by his feet. He is a slight man,
prone to startling, and with a life mission at odds with his
frail constitution. His sunburn can't hide the circles under
his eyes or the fact that he's wearing his laundry. His S.F.
Giants hat looks as worn as a vintage baseball mitt.

JORGE
Not enough tacos in the world.

Will begins to crack the peanuts and feed the dog.

JORGE (CONT'’D)
O miseria, "peanuts".

WILL
It's something.

Will pets the mutt carefully and lovingly. Beto points to
Will's camera and signs to his father excitedly.



JORGE
He wants to know why you take
pictures.

(As Will and Beto talk Jorge translates in sign language.)

WILL

Tell him I sell the pictures.
JORGE

He wants you to take his picture.
WILL

Of course! OK... Smile, pal!

Will snaps a picture of Beto who smiles into the camera.

JORGE
Now he wants to take a picture with
you.

WILL
Oh? OK.

Jorge snaps a picture of Will and Beto together. Beto signs
to his father.

WILL (CONT'D)
Just two baseball fans chillin' at
the rodeo.

JORGE
He says don't sell these ones.
These are just for us, ok?

WILL
Sure. Just for us, pal.

Beto runs from the upper seats in the stadium to the viewing
area at the floor of the arena to see the clowns up close.

WILL (CONT'D)
He's ok?

JORGE
He won't get lost. He knows to
follow me.

The boy is leaning over the fence of the arena making funny
faces at a CLOWN and points to Jorge and Will.

Jorge nods and uses sign language to acknowledge his deaf
son. Will snaps a picture.



The Clown winks and gives both men a big wave back.
The stray dog growls and retreats into the stands.
WILL
I don't like clowns either. You

know that one?

JORGE
Hard to tell.

Jorge's pager goes off.

JORGE
You can take your pictures tonight.

Will gives the thumbs up as he takes a pull from his beer.

A couple of MASKED CABALLEROS on horseback enter the arena
and begin to chase the rodeo clowns.

The Caballeros attempt to lasso them, sometimes pulling a
clown a few feet. These antics continue until the MASTER OF
CEREMONIES emerges.

The music lowers as a MASSIVE BULL is led into the arena.
Will watches the bull in awe.

The Clowns and Cowboys stand at attention as the MC speaks.

NOTE: Italics denotes lines in Spanish unless stated as such.

MC
Man versus beast. It has always
been this way. Today we have a most
fearsome beast! Only the skill of a
brave man will protect him from
death. I am told there are men here
of this type of bravery.

The crowd roars. The MC, now in a spotlight, walks toward the
boundary of the arena where the agitated bull stomps the dirt
behind a metal pen, fierce and ready for action.

Will notices a Clown on horseback slowly ride towards the MC.

WILL
Someone missed their cue.

MC
Look at this beast! Who says the
beast should be let o--7?



A GUNSHOT cuts off the MC's last word and his forehead
explodes like a ripe melon.

The MC flops to the ground. His microphone makes a deafening
booming sound as it lands on the stadium floor. Blood and
brain matter pool in the dirt.

The band cuts out. The crowd gasps collectively.

Will hits the deck and holds his camera up in the air rapid
firing an entire roll of film.

THE SOUND OF THE CAMERA SHUTTER CLICKING MOTIVATES THE EDIT
INTER-CUTTING BETWEEN THE SCENE OF THE EXECUTION AND WILL'S
VIEW OF FLEEING LEGS FROM THE DIRTY CONCRETE FLOOR.

The feedback from the downed microphone is a constant insane
alarm. Nothing can be heard above it... except more GUNSHOTS.

The Clown re-positions himself on the horse, takes further
aim, and shoots the MC's body eight times with an unhurried
pause between each shot.

Jorge screams for his son. Will is staring at the MC's body
until the bull draws his attention. It bucks and snorts with
a primal fury.

SLOW MOTION

EXTREME CLOSE UP (ECU) on the mouth of the bull. Hot breath
fumes like smoke from its flaring nostrils.

INT. CANNERY ROW, ENSENADA - DUSK

ECU MATCH CUT on the gaping mouth of a TUNA FISH being
moved along a conveyor belt. One after another the fish
appear in frame.

A procession of gloved hands move the fish along the factory
line. A hand pushes one fish with a MISSING EYE onto the top
of a bin of hundreds of fish and a forklift carries it away.

A shutter CLICKS. The forklift FREEZES. Someone is photo-
graphing the process.

END OF TEASER



ACT ONE

EXT. DOWNTOWN ENSENADA - NIGHT

A crowd moves past the front entrance of the Centro Civico,
Social y Cultural, a dilapidated Mediterranean building,
formerly the Riviera del Pacifico, a glamorous 1930's bay-
front casino.

INT. CENTRO CIVICO, SOCIAL Y CULTURAL - DUSK

The vacant ballroom evokes a bygone elegance. Beyond the
lobby, facing an empty inner courtyard, is the Bar Andaluz.

WE FOLLOW a prostitute, MARIPOSA, 50's, as she walks
through the hotel.

WILL (V.O.)
"Atun Blanco".

ED (V.O.)
What is it?

WILL (V.O.)
Means white tuna.

INT. BAR ANDALUZ - DUSK
A few MEN sit at a well-furnished, intimate, dark-wood bar.

Mariposa strides up to the bar. She is a statuesque raven
haired beauty at least 10 years older than Will.

ED (V.O.)
So what's the deal? You almost done
down there?

WILL (V.O.)
Almost.

ED (V.O.)

Don't get sidetracked with this
rodeo. It's rough but it's small
news.

Music from jukebox begins a Spanish classical guitar ballad:

“Asturias” by Andrés Segovia.

WILL (V.O.)
It's connected.



CU OF BARTENDER'S HANDS

The bartender, BENNY, 45, a stout Mexican, pours rum,
grapefruit juice and sweetened lime into a shaker with ice,
mixes it vigorously and strains it into a glass.

He pushes the daiquiri into the hand of Mariposa who raises
it up to her lips.

She slides a billfold to the bartender in exchange for a
something wrapped in a cocktail napkin.

WE FOLLOW her as she walks towards an array of ancient phone
booths in the lobby.

WILL (V.O. CONT'D)
It was punishment. Tijuana Cartel.
Punishing the ranchers for making
deals on their own with a buyer
they didn't know was from Juarez.

INT. PHONE BOOTH - DUSK

Will continues to talk into the phone as he finishes
scratching "La Vida es Sueno" into the cheap plastic wall
with his Swiss Army Knife.

ED (V.O.)
Do you have printable pictures?

The phone booth door opens and Mariposa hands Will the
napkin/package and a drink.

INT. SAN FRANCISCO CHRONICLE OFFICE - DUSK (INTERCUT SCENES)

ED BRENNER, 60's, newspaper editor, sits in his office in San
Francisco overlooking the TransAmerica building.

WILL
I have pictures.

ED
Good. Wrap it up. I could use some
help with the Simpson trial.

WILL
You got enough staff guys to cover
0.J.

ED

I also need someone to cover the
cease-fire in Bosnia. Nobody knows
more than you.



WILL
I lost most of the hearing in my
left ear in Sarajevo and it only
made page three, man.

ED
Yeah well... page three is still
out in the world.

WILL
This dolphin safe tuna situation
isn't a conservation story, Ed.
It's gonna blow the 1lid off the
biggest smuggling operation in U.S.
history. Raul Salinas, the
president's brother, and the PRI
are heavily invested in Azteca
Pescadora. They're holding hands
with the Cali and Tijuana cartel.
All those ports, the fleet, all
cartel investments.

ED
No shit.

WILL
They do bigger business than Exxon.
Now they're fucked.

ED
Uh huh. It's one of those big tough
ones. How are you going to tell it?

WILL
With pictures. I have shots from
inside one of the canneries in
Ensenada and I have pictures of
the... off the record sources at El1
Financiero for the rest.

ED
And yet... they have not published
this in Mexico City? Doesn't sound
like there's enough right now. How
about you let it breathe. Come up
to SF, help with the other stories
and I'll put you on payroll for a
month or so.

WILL
The Chronicle has that kind of
cash?



ED
Hey. I need the help. And you sound
like you're crashing.

Will makes a plane crashing sound.

ED (CONT'D)
Ha.

WILL
More soon.

ED

Ciao.
He hangs up.
AUDIO BRIDGE - THE SOUND OF THE RECEIVER HANGING UP TO...
INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

... THE SOUND OF A RAZOR CUTTING COCAINE.

A razor cuts up an 8 ball of cocaine into lines on a mirror.

SUPERIMPOSE TITLE CARD IN MIRROR BEFORE WILL'S FACE ENTERS:
'WHITE TUNA'

In the reflection of the mirror we see Will's sallow face
enter frame and joylessly rail a line.

His apartment is a mess, lit only by a few candles. An ash-
tray overflows with cigarette butts.

Mariposa sleeps in the bed behind him.

He checks his pager and his Nokia cellphone. No messages.
It is 3:06 a.m.

INT. APARTMENT, DARK ROOM - NIGHT

Will turns on the red light illuminating his makeshift
darkroom in the apartment's "bedroom".

He methodically puts on gloves, his reading glasses, and
then the earphones of his Sony Walkman and presses play.

"Black Hole Sun" by Soundgarden motivates the montage.

He checks his fluids, temperatures, and examines the tank.
As the pictures develop he hangs them up.



Shots of various tuna fish, all missing an eye.
Shots of the cannery.

Chaotic shots from the rodeo.

Shots of Mariposa and a few self portraits.

The shot of Beto smiling.

Finally, he examines a picture of the strange Clown waving to
camera next to Beto. He examines it more closely.

The clown is missing a thumb on his right hand.
ECU OF THE GRAINY 4 FINGERED HAND OF THE CLOWN

INT. 1980 TOYOTA COROLLA - DAY, SEPTEMBER 14TH 1995
CU OF A HAND LAYING ON A STEERING WHEEL HORN.

Jorge is laying on the horn as the car negotiates a listless
crowd in the street. Will uses the bottle opener on his Swiss
Army Knife to pop the cap off two beers.

He puts an envelope in the glove box. Jorge glances over as
he lights a cigarette and points to the Swiss Army Knife.

JORGE
Small.

WILL
MacGyver, baby.

Jorge doesn't get it.

WILL (CONT'D)
Forget it. Hey, five thousand in
there.

Will points to the glove box and Jorge nods.

JORGE
The rest?

WILL
Get me something bigger you get the
rest. I need to get these rodeo
pictures to the right guy.

JORGE
Don't.



10.

WILL
Have to. Evidence.

JORGE
Even if you found one that you can
trust someone will find out and
then... bad for you.

WILL
(shrugs)
Justice, baby.

The men pull over in front of a tall crumbling tenement
apartment complex. Jorge kills the engine.

JORGE
I have-- Cémo se dice? Compromisos.

WILL
Commitments. I know, I know.

JORGE
What else do you need?

WILL
I need more. I need to see the
ships. Shake the grass for me?

JORGE
Grass?

WILL
Something more?

JORGE
OK.

WILL

Help me with the box?
JORGE
Si.

The men get out of the car and lift a large box from the
trunk along with an equally large box filled with fruit and
canned goods.

WILL
Think she'll like it?

JORGE
If she doesn't like she'll sell it.



11.

The men walk past a sleeping DRUNK in a plastic chair next to
the front door and start up a staircase to the 10th floor.

INT. ABUELA'S ROOFTOP APARTMENT - DAY

Beto is on the floor building a card house as Will and Jorge
pound on the door in an unsuccessful effort to get in. After
a few attempts they burst into the apartment with the box.

They are startled by the distinct sound of a shotgun racking.

The men drop the boxes loudly and turn to see a gleaming
barrel and red dot sight at the end of the dark hallway.

They raise their hands.

ABUELA
If it's broken I want a new one.

Grandmother, "ABUELA" AMALIA MARTINEZ, emerges from the
darkness of the hall lowering the shotgun. She is in her 70's
with long gray hair in a ponytail and light tinted aviators
to conceal one mauled and milky eye.

Both men drop their hands.

Beto hasn't noticed the racket and continues building his
card house without greeting them.

Abuela looks at a surveillance monitor in the hall at the
Drunk sleeping in the plastic chair.

ABUELA (CONT’'D)
No dinner for him tonight.

Beto is now signing with his father.

Abuela walks over and signs to him. Beto nods and runs over
and tries to pick up a gas canister. It is too heavy.

WILL
Need a hand?

ABUELA
No.

Abuela walks over and pours some gas from a large canister
into a small Sprite bottle and hands it to Beto.

He walks over to the generator humming in the corner and
carefully pours the contents inside.



12.

POV FROM INSIDE THE GIANT MICROWAVE

Abuela, Will, and Beto peer inside. Will holds up Beto so he
can see.

WILL
It's the Rolls Royce of microwaves.

Abuela and Beto look at him questioningly. Beto presses the
buttons and starts it up.

They return to the circular dinner table as the popcorn
inside begins to pop.

Will opens three beers with his Swiss Army Knife.

ABUELA
You should take Beto away from the
city. Go home. The boy should be
with his mother.

JORGE
In a couple days. She's not well
and she has the new baby.

ABUELA
Uh huh.
WILL
Right... so where is home?
JORGE
Outside the city's all you need to
know.

Will looks at Jorge and raises his hands.

WILL
If a man can't trust his friends,
who can he trust?

JORGE
Mama, Will had some questions about
the boats coming into town. Also,
how people go north from here.

ABUELA
Crazy questions.

The microwave beeps and Jorge opens it to a plume of smoke.

Abuela gets up to open the sliding glass door to her balcony
where she hushes her massive coop of doves/pigeons.



13.

WILL
I was afraid that might happen.
Just breakin' it in guys. Try
another bag.

Will tosses a second bag of popcorn to Jorge.

WILL (CONT'D)
Just two minutes, man.

Beto sits next to Will and makes an airplane shape with his
hand. Will shows him how to build a paper plane as they talk.

WILL (CONT'D)
How about three K?

Abuela just looks at him and holds up her hand.

WILL (CONT'D)
Five K then.

ABUELA
I know an electrician. He works on
the boats. He owes me. But you'll
need to pay him, too.

WILL
Haven't you heard? I keep secrets

and have a deep expense account.
Right, Jorge?

JORGE
It's true.

She looks at him with her one good eye over her aviators.

ABUELA
You're bleeding.

She hands Will a colorful handkerchief for his bloody nose.
Will is ashamed. The microwave goes off again.

WILL
Thanks, it's dry as hell down here.

Jorge looks at her and Will and stands up to get the popcorn.
Will cleans his nose and finishes the airplane. Beto watches.
WILL (CONT'D)

And you fold over the nose for a
little extra weight. See?



14.

Beto nods.

WILL (CONT'D)
Time to fly.

He hands the paper airplane to Beto who shakes his head and
points to him.

WILL (CONT'D)
Me? Ok, here goes nothing.

Will throws the paper airplane which sails into a long arch
and crashes into the house of cards knocking it down.

Beto is upset and goes to his Abuela with tears in his eyes.

WILL (CONT’D)
Shit.

ABUELA
This is what we do all our lives.

Abuela gently pushes Beto towards the downed card house on
the old carpet. She looks at Will and Jorge.

ABUELA (CONT’'D)
(using sign language)
Build it again, mijo.

With a mouth full of popcorn she writes down an address and
hands it to Jorge who gives it to Will.

EXT. STREET ADJACENT TO DOCK - NIGHT
Will walks down a moonlit street past a large schooner.

JORGE (V.O.)
You have fifteen minutes to go in
and take pictures. Fifteen minutes
until they come back. The door is
unlocked. You enter from the
loading dock. I'm not coming.

INT. WAREHOUSE DOCK, OFFICE - NIGHT

Will enters an open warehouse next to the dock and instead of
walking towards the boat enters an office in the back.

JORGE (V.O. CONT'D)
I'm leaving the car in back of the
Paseo Liqour store. Keys inside.



15.

Will approaches an array of desktop computers and pulls out a
dongle and a portable hard-drive and begins to plug them in.

His face is illuminated with the lights of the screens.
EXT. WAREHOUSE DOCK, OFFICE - NIGHT

He walks out of the warehouse. He turns the corner to the
back of a rundown bodega.

He finds the car and turns on the key ignition.
INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT
Will plugs the SCSI ("skuzzi") drive into his PC laptop.

The screen displays shipping names, manifests, routes and
personnel for the entire Pescadora Azteca fleet.

WILL
Holy fuck.

There is a KNOCK at the front door that startles him.
He thinks for a moment before answering.

The KNOCK comes again now louder.

He checks his pager. No messages.

He grabs a t-ball bat and goes to the door.

WILL (CONT'D)
Who is it?

MARIPOSA
Me.

Will lets her in and hugs her. He looks at her and smiles.
She puts both hands on his face and evaluates his eyes like a
mother might gaze into her child's eyes.

MARIPOSA (CONT'D)
No.

Will nods his head yes.

MARIPOSA (CONT'D)
No. You need to sleep.

Will tickles her.



l6.

MARIPOSA
Ayy! 0Ok, ok!

INT. PHONE BOOTH - NIGHT
Will is talking to Ed Brenner on the phone.

WILL
It has all the names of the fleet,
shipping routes, manifests, and
schedules that show when and where
the coke is being moved. You print
it and let the DEA find out when
they read it on the front page.
Fuckin' dunk on 'em hard.

MONTAGE
INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT

Will sorts all of his photos and putting them in various
envelopes. Labeling them: "Rodeo", "Cannery", etc.

ED (V.O.)
Jesus. That's a story. But we'll
give the DEA a 24 hour heads up.
We're on the same team.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT
Will walks down a hallway to a laundry room in his building.
WILL (V.O.)
I need to wrap up things here will
be there in 48 hours.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - NIGHT

Will puts a package of disks/drives and the envelopes into a
hidden space behind the washer dryer.

INT. APARTMENT - NIGHT
Will enters, surprised by Jorge who is waiting for him.
JORGE
You forgot to take your camera to

the cannery.

WILL
I did.
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JORGE
What the fuck did you do then?

WILL
I was more interested in the office
where the inventory computers were.

JORGE
That wasn't the plan.

WILL
So the plan changed, amigo. Here's
the rest.

Will hands Jorge an envelope.
JORGE

All the computers crashed. They
know there was a break in.

WILL
Fuck.

JORGE
Yes. Fuck is right. What did you
take?

WILL

More than I thought was there.
Jorge walks towards the front door.

JORGE
You took too much this time.
Now they are hunting. Do you
understand? They are hunting...
They don't know who. So we don't
see each other again. No calls.

WILL
OK.

Will offers Jorge a beer. Jorge declines and opens the door.

WILL (CONT'D)
So much for friends, huh?

JORGE
You took too much. You fucking
gringos don't know when to stop
taking.

The door slams shut. Will sighs and cracks the beer.



18.

EXT. EL SAUZAL RANCH - NIGHT

The ranch is a massive peaceful hamlet 1lit by moonlight. A
sleeping dog near a rustic well is illuminated by headlights.

INT. BEDROOM, EL SAUZAL - NIGHT

A clock reads 4:18 a.m. Jorge is sleeping in bed with his
WIFE, facing away. The window is open. Curtains blow in the
breeze. Shadows move behind them.

A DEATH SQUAD holding assault rifles enter the room.
INT. MOTEL ROOM - DAWN, SEPTEMBER 15TH 1995

A phone rings. The clock reads 5:42 a.m. RACK FOCUS TO Will
asleep. He wakes on the second ring and snatches the phone.

WILL
Hello?

VOICE
(whispered)
There's been a shooting. Many dead.
Police are there now. You want to
come then I need three hundred
dollars.

WILL
What? Repeat that.

VOICE
Shooting, uh... in El Sauzal.

WILL
Yeah... I'll be in a silver truck.

The voice on the other end of the line trails off. Will hangs
up the phone and sits catatonic in the dawn light.

EXT. MOTEL - DAWN

Will walks through the motel parking lot.

We see him through the dirty window of his silver Pathfinder
as he starts the engine. He reverses and speeds away leaving
a cloud of dust.

EXT. ROAD - DAWN

The sky is ablaze, radiant dawn light. The road to El Sauzal
is beset with weeds and wild brush.



19.

Will speeds towards the crime scene.
EXT. EL RODEO RANCH, EL SAUZAL - DAY

From a high vantage point the compound appears to be a
peaceful hamlet in the hills by the sea.

SUPER:
E]1l Rodeo Ranch, El1l Sauzal - 6:55 AM
INT. PATHFINDER, EL RODEO RANCH - DAWN

WILL'S POV of the bumpy dirt road through the windshield of
the truck as he approaches the ranch.

EXT. PATHFINDER, EL RODEO RANCH - CONTINUOUS

The red and blue lights of police cars and emergency trucks
play across Will's face.

As he approaches the entrance a COP with a red traffic baton
and a sub-machine gun halts the Pathfinder.

INT. PATHFINDER, EL RODEO RANCH - CONTINUOUS

Will rolls down the window and hands-off a wad of cash with
his passport to the Cop.

The cop hardly scrutinizes the passport, looks up at Will,
nods, gives back the passport and waives him through.

EXT. PATHFINDER, EL RODEO RANCH - CONTINUOUS

As Will pulls away the Cop waves towards the hill and
gestures at the truck.

COP
Periodista!

EXT. EL RODEO RANCH - DAY

Will gets out of the truck and walks through the gated
entrance of the El Rodeo compound.

As he nears the structures within there is an increasing
number of LAW ENFORCEMENT.

Will ducks under a clothesline of laundered clothes, some of
them children's size, drifting in the wind. He doesn't notice
a child's S.F. Giants jersey among them.

He continues toward the crime scene.



20.

Turkeys cackle among broken glass and overturned chairs.

Will approaches a group of FEDERALES, PARAMEDICS, and POLICE.
They all stand shoulder-to-shoulder facing the scene.

Will pushes through the crowd until he can see... CORPSES.

An arm protrudes from under a sheet. There is a sickening
amount of blood. In some places it has pooled-up an inch.

Will's head begins to swim.

One of the sheets covers the body of a WOMAN and an INFANT;
the woman's hair is noticeable, her raven hair floating in a
pool of blood.

What seem to be hundreds of bullet casings and shotgun shells
litter the ground everywhere.

The stucco wall behind the bodies communicates the horror and
ferocity of the attack. The wall is rife with impact damage.

Will is startled by the angry voice.

FEDERALE
GET OUT OF HERE!

A Federale is scolding a turkey that is walking in the
pooling blood. Will notices bloody turkey claw-prints
near the bodies. He turns away and vomits.

CU of coffee is being poured from a thermos into a Styrofoam
cup held by Will's unsteady hand.

The morning light does not feel warm at all.
Will talks to SGT. RAMIREZ, 39.

RAMIREZ
They thought it was fireworks,
that's what the old woman says,
fireworks.

WILL
Really? 1It's not Diez y Seis yet.
What's her name?

RAMIREZ
Tovar, Maria Tovar. Many of the
victims were her family. Twenty
eight dead, one missing.



21.

WILL
So one survivor.

RAMIREZ
Three. The old woman, a boy who hid
and a man. The man was tortured and
left alive.

WILL
Tortured?

RAMIREZ
They shot his wife and his baby
while he watched. Then they cut out
his eyes.

WILL
Jesus.

RAMIREZ
Yes. His name is Jorge Martinez.
He'll probably die on the way to
the hospital.

WILL
What?

RAMIREZ
He'll probably die on the way to
the--

WILL

No! What's his name?

RAMIREZ
Martinez, Jorge.

WILL
Oh no.

WILL'S POV - the world bends sideways as he faints.
CUT TO BLACK

As Will regains consciousness he sees the crime scene...
covered bodies from the vantage point on the ground.

RAMIREZ
Try to sit up.

WILL
Yes.



MONTAGE

22.

RAMIREZ
You know Jorge Martinez?
WILL
No... but I want to see if I can

talk to him and see the boy.

RAMIREZ

Of course, the boy is at the
hospital, too. Then he is going to
headquarters and it is very soon
for the press to have access, but
I will do my best for you.

(beat)
Need something for the stomach?

WILL
No. I want to take some pictures.

RAMIREZ
(walking away)
Yes, but not too close. And if we
want, we use as evidence. You know
what El1 Sauzal means, don't you,
gringo?

WILL
No.

RAMIREZ
“The slaughter”.

Will takes photographs of the crime scene. The shutter CLICKS

through

CLICK

CLICK -

CLICK -

CLICK -

CLICK -

CLICK -

CLICK -

CLICK -

a progression of STILLS and split seconds of carnage.
a horned skull of a BULL hangs above the front gate.
CU of a knife cutting into Jorge's eyes.

bullet casings and shotgun shells litter the ground.
a terrified OLD WOMAN is dragged by an unseen GUNMAN.
Jorge looks at his crying FIANCE and INFANT. GUNFIRE.
the corpses are transferred into body bags.
overturned plastic chairs.

tire tracks on a dirt road.
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CU of Will's hand shaking as he takes a Merit cigarette out
of soft-pack and puts it in his mouth. He lights up and the
sound of the MATCH IGNITING is the sound of a BULL EXHALING.

CLICK - Steam from the bull's nostrils.

CLICK - BANG! The MC from the rodeo is shot.

CLICK - the bullet riddled stucco of the execution wall.
CLICK - Jorge eating popcorn.

CLICK - the house of cards on the floor.

CLICK - Jorge laughing at the bar and looking at Will.

SILAM - the door of Will's Pathfinder slams shut.
INT. WILL'S APARTMENT - DAY

Will runs up the stairs and finds his apartment door open.
It has been ransacked.

He gathers some clothes, his Giants baseball hat, and then
runs to the laundry room to retrieve his materials.

INT. LAUNDRY ROOM - DAY

Will struggles with the laundry machine. As he turns to exit
he's startled by ROSA, the landlady, standing in the doorway.

ROSA
Leaving?

Will walks past her down the hall as she stares suspiciously.

WILL
Yeah, but I'll be back!

AUDIO PRELAP:
Labored breathing of two men engaged in a mighty struggle.
INT. MMA GYM - EL PASO, TEXAS - DAY
CU of MIKE DOYLE, a prodigious man, 40s, with a short cropped
gray beard. He struggles to defend against a rear naked choke

hold and is about to lose consciousness.

TRAINER (O.S.)
Tap.

Doyle is about to pass out.
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TRAINER (CONT'D)
Tap you stubborn fucker.

Doyle loses consciousness. The tattooed MMA TRAINER, 20's,
lets Doyle down gently and gets up totally out of breath.

TRAINER (CONT'D)
Motherfucker.

Doyle regains consciousness. When he stands up he has a burst
capillary in his right eye.

DOYLE
Again.

TRAINER
Nope. You went out twice. At your
age that's pushing it.

DOYLE
One more.

TRAINER
Fuck off. Look at your eye, Doyle.

Doyle shrugs, collects his gym bag and walks out.

TRAINER (CONT'D)
Hey...

Doyle turns.

TRAINER (CONT'D)
You're not getting better.

DOYLE
See ya soon, champ.

EXT. HIGHWAY DINER - EL PASO, TEXAS - DAY
A roadside diner off of a two lane highway.
INT. HIGHWAY DINER - CONTINUOUS

Doyle eats his breakfast at the counter next to BUCK RANDALL,
late 50s, a police sergeant in El1 Paso and hard as nails.

The WAITRESS refills their coffee cups. Randall smiles at
her. As she moves on, he takes a flask out of his pocket and
pours whiskey into his coffee. He offers the flask to Doyle.

RANDALL
Wanna kick?



Doyle puts a hand over his coffee cup.

RANDALL (CONT’D)
Don't tell me you're a friend of
Bill wWilson's.

DOYLE
I never knew the man but I'm a
friend.
RANDALL
What step're you on?
DOYLE
Eleventh.
RANDALL

Oh yeah, "Lord, make me a channel
of Thy peace." How's that workin'
out for ya?
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Doyle's two-way pager beeps. He checks it. The message reads:

"SOS. Will from Sarajevo. SOS CB"
DOYLE
I can explain it to you, Buck, but
I can't understand it for you...
Gotta go. See y'all later.
Doyle leaves cash on the counter and exits.
Randall takes a sip of his coffee.

INT. HOSPITAL, ICU - ENSENADA, MEXICO - DAY

Will enters the intensive care unit where Jorge is under
sedation guarded by two Federales.

WILL
Sargent Ramirez says I can see him.
Where's the boy?

OFFICER 2
No injuries. Transferred to the
station.

Jorge's eyes are wrapped in a blood soaked bandage. He is
breathing heavily. Will takes his hand and leans in close.

WILL
It's me, man. It's Will.

Jorge groans.



26.

JORGE
They know.

WILL
Relax... don't talk.

JORGE
Take Beto. I told them. I told them
what you did.

The EKG beeps faster and Jorge begins to wail in pain.

A NURSE intervenes, pushing Will away, and then administers
morphine to Jorge to calm him.

INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
Will walks out of the ICU in a daze.

He rounds a corner and finds a vending machine down an empty
white hallway. He looks like he is sleepwalking. His pager
goes off and he glances down at it.

A GUNSHOT rings out. Will is startled. People scream.

Will runs back towards the ICU and notices people running
towards Jorge's room. He passes one of the Federale guards.

GUARD #1
Mercy.

INT. HOSPITAL, ICU - CONTINUOUS

Jorge lays in the bed with his head blown wide open and a
revolver in his hand. Smoke from the discharge hangs in air.

WILL
Where did he get that fucking gun,
motherfuckers!?

GUARD #2
Off my belt.

WILL
He can't fucking see, genius!

GUARD #2
No, he can't see.

Will punches the Guard in the face and hurts his hand. There
is a scuffle and Will is subdued and then thoroughly beaten.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
INT. JAIL CELL, ENSENADA POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY
WE MOVE PAST a motley crew of 40 TATTOOED GANGSTERS, SKELS
and VAGRANTS. Will sits on the concrete floor in the corner
with a bandaged hand and swollen eye, staring into oblivion.

A COP approaches the jail cell and calls his name.

COP
Levantate, William Henry!

Will rises and is taken from the cell.

As he walks away a PRISONER with tattoos all over his face
whistles at him.

PRISONER
La vida es sueno, eh Rubio.

Will meets the Prisoner's eyes as he's taken out of the cell.
INT. ENSENADA POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

The police HQ is nondescript and crowded. Many OFFICERS mill
about wearing blue baseball caps and collared shirts. They
are low rent muscle with the corresponding resolve.

Will is taken to the desk of the duty cop, Sergeant Ramirez.

WILL
That was fast.

RAMIREZ
You just assaulted two police. You
are lucky you know me.

WILL
Where's Roberto Martinez?
RAMIREZ
He's been released.
WILL
Released to who?
RAMIREZ
Next of kin. We want to interview
you.
WILL

we?
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INT. COMMANDER CRUZ'S OFFICE, POLICE HEADQUARTERS - DAY

CU of a hand flexing on a rolled up newspaper. COMMANDER
FELIPE CRUZ is standing on a chair prepared to swat a fly.

He is a lean and clean-shaven man in his mid-50s. He's
relaxed but intense. He wears civilian clothes - a brown
sport coat and button up shirt.

The office is mostly empty save a desk and two chairs. His
briefcase, coffee-cup and pad of paper sit on the desk and a
coat and hat are hung up in the corner. There is a half eaten
tuna fish sandwich on the desk.

Will hesitates in the open doorway. Cruz swats the fly.

CRUZ
(mouth full)
Te tengo bastardo!

Cruz chews his food as he motions for Will to enter. He
speaks English with a slight accent but perfect grammar.

CRUZ (CONT’D)
Come in. Shut the door.

WILL
I'm Will Henry... I'm-—-

CRUZ
I know who you are, Mr. Henry, we
have a mutual friend in Mike Doyle.

Cruz extends his hand.
Will crosses to shake it.
Cruz surveys Will in a moment of awkward silence.

CRUZ (CONT’D)
Mike told me to get in touch with
you and then you just show up.
Life is strange, no?

WILL
How do you know Mike?

CRUZ
Bosnia. I recruited for Vinnelli in
my old life. Some fun stories for
when we all catch up. He told me
he'll be here from El1 Paso soon.



WILL
Mercenary recruiter.

CRUZ
So dramatic. Construction security
mostly.

WILL
Now?

CRUZ
Ministerial investigator. I'm under
the Attorney General now.

WILL
Where's the boy?

CRUZ
His abuela took him. Where they go
is their business. I'm sure she
left the wrong address with us. So,
Will... You were the first civilian
on the scene this morning and I
want to know who tipped you off.

Will shifts, off-balance at the abruptness of

WILL
Sorry. Can't reveal my sources man.

Cruz laughs.

Silence.

CRUZ
Sure you can. It's easy. You just
tell me and then I tell you what I
know about today and you get a
credible source.

WILL
You get right down to it. Let me
explain how it works, I won't tell
you because it hurts my reputation,
which compromises my ability to get
good information and I'm not a rat.

CRUZ
(smiling)
I understand. Nobody likes a rat...
except for me of course.

29.

the question.

Cruz takes a bite of his sandwich and walks to the window.



CRUZ (CONT’D)
Don't be foolish. Trust me. If you
trust Mike, trust me. Or you can go
deal with what's out there. You
have about ten minutes of life left
on the street by yourself.

WILL
If that was true I'd be dead
already.

CRUZ
You wanna make a bet?

The men stare at each other.

CRUZ (CONT’D)
Don't, it's a bad bet.

WILL
So you're what? Special task force?
Mexican DEA?

CRUZ
SSP. You are quick. Not-at-all
the parasite I expected from your
drunken arrest photos.

WILL
Thanks, I guess.

CRUZ
Life is too short to withhold
compliments. Who called you this
morning?

WILL
Sorry, man.

CRUZ
Let me rephrase. The person who
called you was cartel.

WILL
He was a cop. Just looking to make
a buck.

CRUZ
Yes, of course. Write down his
name. I'm trying to clean things
up. To do it, I need to know what
needs cleaning, no?

30.
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Cruz slides a pen and paper to Will who writes down the name.

CRUZ (CONT’D)
There. See? Now... what about Jorge
Martinez?

WILL
(uncomfortable)
What about him?

CRUZ
You were drinking buddies, no?

WILL
I wouldn't say we were “buddies”,
but I had an occasional beer with
him, sure.

CRUZ
Those ranchers had their own
business, you know.

WILL
I know... They put on the rodeo.
The MC was one of the Padrinos.

CRUZ
It was a matter of time before
something like this happened. But
Jorge Martinez?

WILL
Wrong place, wrong time.

CRUZ
No doubt about that. But... they
cut out his eyes and left him
alive, no?

Cruz hunts for surprise in Will's expression.

CRUZ (CONT’D)
They cut out his eyes to punish
him... because he looked too
much... left him alive to see who
would come see him.

WILL
He was a source. He helped me meet
people around town. What do you
want, man?



CRUZ
The same thing as you. That the boy
should live. And to slow down all
this killing. You know what I
think? I think you have something
you shouldn't have.

WILL
You help me and the boy get out of
the country and I'll tell you what
I have.

CRUZ
Ha, I knew it. Well, that's already
the plan! You bring what it is you
have tomorrow and show it to me
when you get on the plane. Win win.

WILL
Plane?

CRUZ
Tomorrow night you both will fly
from a private strip to San Diego.

Cruz hands him a piece of paper.

WILL
Some plan.

CRUZ
You're welcome. We meet at a secure
place and convoy to the air strip
together.

WILL
How do you know we'll be safe?

CRUZ
Because it's my plan.

WILL
And when the customs agent asks for
the kid's passport?

CRUZ
No agents, you are landing at a
private air strip on the U.S. side.
Who meets you there is your
responsibility. OK, Will Henry?

WILL
OK.

32.
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CRUZ
We'll give you a lift back to the
hospital.

INT. PATHFINDER - DAY

Will speeds away from the hospital weaving between cars going
twice the speed of traffic.

He checks the rear view mirror with his swollen eye.
INT. STRIP CLUB - DAY
Will runs into the sparsely attended club and looks around.

Mariposa leans on the bar talking to an old man. Beverly
Hills 90210 plays in Spanish on a TV behind the bar.

WILL
Mari.

She looks at him and he begins to tear up. He speaks in a
hushed tone, a whisper, very close to her.

WILL (CONT'D)
Look. I fucked up.

MARIPOSA
It's OK. I know. This is for you.

She hands him a slip of paper. He looks at it. It has the
address of Cathedral Guadalupe on it.

WILL
I'm leaving now. I'm going to come
back as soon as I can, but I have
to go now.

MARIPOSA
I knew this would happen.

WILL
Fuck, I'm serious.

Will leans in to kiss her. She turns her cheek.

MARIPOSA
I don't kiss customers.

WILL
Listen, I am coming back.
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Mariposa has a look of profound hurt but no tears.

MARIPOSA
(to the Bouncer)
Get this piece of shit out of here.

The BOUNCER puts a hand on Will's shoulder.

WILL
I'm coming back.

She turns her back on him as the Bouncer ushers him out.
EXT. GUADALUPE CATHEDRAL - DUSK
The church bell rings loudly on the mission cathedral.

WE FOLLOW Abuela through the main hall to an ante room where
Beto sleeps and Will sits shaking with DT's in the multi-
colored light cast from a stained glass depiction of the
Revelation.

CU of Abuela's old hands casting a haunting shape in the
strange light as she opens a Mexican coke and pours it into a
cup. She produces pills from her pocket and breaks them into
the soda. Finally she opens Will's jacket and finds a bindle
of cocaine. She adds it to the drink and hands him the cup.

ABUELA
Slow.

His hands shake badly but manages to drink the entire thing.
ABUELA (CONT’'D)
Tramadol and the rest of your coke
in that.

He nods and breathes heavily.

ABUELA (CONT'D)
Better?

Will nods. Abuela abruptly slaps him hard across the face.

ABUELA (CONT’'D)
You brought this.

WILL
I'm so... I'm sorry.
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ABUELA
There is no sorry.
(beat)
You can't go home.

WILL
I know.

ABUELA
They are coming. They are anyone.
Police. Anyone.

WILL
I know.
ABUELA
What did you do?
WILL
I have something that I shouldn't
have.
ABUELA
Too late to give it back.
WILL
Too late.
ABUELA

You owe then.
Will looks at her.

ABUELA (CONT’'D)
Not me. God, mijo.

(beat)
It's OK. I owe, too.

She takes two cigarettes from his pack puts both in her mouth
and lights them. She gives one to Will who takes it in his
shaking hand.

ABUELA (CONT’'D)

It's simple now. He needs to go
north with you. I'm going to make a
plan.

WILL
I have a plan, he's going to go on
a plane with me tomorrow night.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ, a priest in his 70's, enters the room.



36.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
How are you?

ABUELA
Better, thank you. Can we stay
overnight?

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
Of course. I'll have them bring
dinner soon.

ABUELA
No, thank you father. Please let it
be a secret.

Father Dominguez looks more concerned but nods yes. As he
turns to leave, Will's pager goes off.

Father Dominguez puts a rosary on Beto's chest and the boy
awakens and sits up.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
Buenos Noches.

Beto looks at him. Dominguez produces a small jar of
children's bubbles.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ (CONT'D)
Bubbles for you. Did you know that
they carry your wishes to heaven?

ABUELA
He 1is deaf, father.

Dominguez pantomimes blowing the bubbles, points to his
heart, and then to the stained glass depiction of heaven.

The boy smiles. Abuela looks at Will.
PUSH IN on Abuela's glasses. We see boots walking.

DISSOLVE TO:
EXT. ENSENADA AIRPORT, ARRIVALS - DUSK
SLOW MOTION MONTAGE TO ROLLING STONES' "STREET FIGHTING MAN"
CU of Doyle's boots as he strides towards his cab carrying
two massive desert camo duffel bags at the arrivals curb at

Ensenada Airport.

CU of a wad of chewing tobacco packing into the unshaven
face/lip of Doyle.
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CU faces of vendors and locals gawking at the massive gringo.

The CAB DRIVER hastily throws down his cigarette and opens
the trunk, he is wide-eyed and deferential, offering to help.

Doyle shakes his head no (still in slow motion) as he puts
the big bags into the trunk himself and closes the 1lid.

INT. CAB - EVENING
CU OF DOYLE OBSERVING THE CHAOTIC WORLD OUTSIDE THE WINDOW

The music is now diegetic coming from inside of the cab as it
pulls up to Guadalupe Cathedral.

INT. GUADALUPE CATHEDRAL, SANCTUARY - EVENING

Abuela and Will are both STARING INTO CAMERA with bright
light in their faces.

The sounds of a mass in Latin play in the background.

They look to the main entrance from a side corridor and see
the massive cowboy hat clad silhouette of Mike Doyle.

ABUELA
Is that him?

WILL
Yup.

ABUELA
Hay chinga.

Doyle takes time to walk the length of the church hall.
ABUELA (CONT'D)

You are the biggest gringo in
Mexico, I think.

DOYLE
You're probably right.
ABUELA
How much is he paying you?
DOYLE
He gets a friends and family
discount.
ABUELA

You sure? He's rich you know.
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Mike looks at Will.

DOYLE
Everyone knows your secrets here,
Ponyboy.

WILL

It's Mexico, Mike.
EXT. CHURCH - NIGHT

Doyle sits under a tree in the cemetery behind the cathedral.
Will brings Doyle a cup of coffee and a beer for himself.

WILL
Still on the wagon?

DOYLE
Two years.

Doyle points to the Swiss Army knife and Will's swollen eye.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
Look what happened to the boy scout
of America...

WILL
(thoughtfully)
Yeah, look what happened.

Doyle tries to open a packet of sugar and his hand starts
shaking. Will notices it. Doyle steadies his hand and pours
the sugar into the coffee.

WILL (CONT'D)
What's going on?

Doyle points to his temple.

DOYLE
Got all shook up. Doc says it won't
get un-shook. Just like an old
prize fighter.

WILL
I'm sorry, man.

DOYLE
What? You get your hearing back?

WILL
Still deaf on the left side.
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DOYLE
Then don't treat me like Humpty
Dumpty.

WILL

Do you even remember it?

DOYLE
Of all the things I'm forgettin'
now, I can't forget gettin' blown
up. Brighter than the sun that day.
How can somethin' be brighter than
the sun?

WILL
I don't know, man.

DOYLE
You tell grandma the plan?

WILL
Yeah...

Will hands Doyle a duplicate drive from his bag.

WILL (CONT'D)
Here's a copy of my greatest hits.

DOYLE
That what this is all about?

Will looks at him a nods. Doyle stows it in his duffel.
DOYLE (CONT’D)
You let your colleagues know you're

in neck deep shit?

WILL
No. We'll be back tomorrow night.

DOYLE
Whose taking the kid?

WILL
Me. I'll figure it out.

DOYLE
By the seat of your goddamn pants.

INT. CHURCH - PRE-DAWN, SEPTEMBER 16TH 1995

Doyle sits in a church office cleaning his M4 assault rifle.
He turns and sees Beto standing in the doorway watching.
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DOYLE
Mornin' kiddo.

Beto does not move and continues to watch.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
Come here.

Beto watches.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Don't worry. I'm a friend.

Beto watches a moment longer and walks away.

WE FOLLOW BETO as he walks the long corridor of the church
hall by himself "flying" his paper airplane over the tops of
the empty pews.

He reaches the entrance door which he pushes against.

The door is locked.

Beto heads to a side door which he props open with a bible
and heads out into the front courtyard.

He climbs to a perch on a giant elevated statue of Mary and
produces a container of kid's bubbles from his jacket.

A STREET VENDOR pushing a cart waves to him and tips his hat.
Beto waves back.
INT. CHURCH OFFICE - PRE-DAWN

Doyle finishes loading a long magazine for the M4 with 5.56
ammo and starts putting together a GLOCK 21 from pieces.

Father Dominguez enters.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
Padre.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
You're up early.

DOYLE
Early bird gets the worm.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
You're a soldier?
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DOYLE
Somethin' like that.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
Lots of guns.

DOYLE
Just tools. Carpenter has a hammer.
I have these.

Doyle packs up a sniper rifle, shotgun, flares and other
items into a duffle bag.

Dominguez picks up a spare bullet and examines it.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
Carpenters don't kill.

DOYLE
True.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
You bring weapons into this house
of God.

DOYLE
Can't be helped.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
You're going to protect that boy
and Senora Martinez?

DOYLE
That's the idea.

Dominguez hands Doyle the spare bullet.

FATHER DOMINGUEZ
Then go with God.

EXT. CHURCH, STATUE OF MARY - DAWN
Beto dips into the bubble container, takes a deep breath, and
blows more bubbles into the morning air. They trail up into

the sky quickly...

...and then down the street past the Vendor who is now
frantically waving at him with fear in his eyes.

A block beyond the Vendor four armed KILLERS exit a black SUV
and begin walking towards the church.
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Beto runs back inside, kicks the propped door shut and checks
to make sure it's locked.

He runs to Will, Abuela, and Doyle and signs furiously to
Abuela. She looks at Will and Doyle.

ABUELA
They are here.

They group rush to the Pathfinder parked in the back.

Doyle gets in last, opens the trunk, and sits inside with his
AR drawn to cover from behind.

The Killers emerge from the side of the church just as they
drive off around a corner.

EXT. ABUELA'S APARTMENT - DAWN

They pull up to the apartment. The Drunk is slumped at his
post. As Abuela gets out of the truck he snaps to attention.

ABUELA
Pull the fire alarm if anyone
comes.
The Drunk nods. The group ascends the stairs.

INT. ABUELA'S APARTMENT - DAWN

Abuela collects Beto's clothes and other belongings. She
packs a rosary, candy bars and pictures of his parents.

INT. BATHROOM, ABUELA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

In the bathroom Will does a line of coke and wipes his gums.
INT. ABUELA'S APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

From the balcony Doyle watches the street below.

DOYLE
Time to go, Grandma.

Abuela signs, "I love you" to Beto and holds him tight. He's
crying. She hushes him and signs, "I'll see you soon. Go."

WILL
I'll be in touch when we land, ok?
I have friends at the State
Department. We'll figure out a way
for you to come up soon, ok?
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ABUELA
Si.

The men turn around with the boy at the foot of the door to
ask her to join them. Before they can she says:

ABUELA (CONT'D)
Hurry up.

They close the door.

She hears the faint sound of their footsteps as they
negotiate the long flight of stairs down to the street.

Abuela walks to her large balcony and peers in at her birds.
She runs her arthritic fingers over the fronts of the cages.

She opens one cage at a time letting all her birds out into
the morning sky except for one.

Then for the first time ever she shuts the cage doors behind
them preventing their return.

She holds the one remaining bird gently in her arms and walks
to the balcony railing where she watches the rest fly away.

Fireworks sound in the distance. Diez y Seis, Mexico's
Independence Day, has begun.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE
EXT. RESORT PARKING COMPLEX, ROOF - DAY

An AMERICAN COUPLE and their TWO KIDS argue as they walk with
their luggage. The sound of fireworks fills the background.

WOMAN
You said this was all inclusive.

MAN
Well, it's not, ok? We're here. Can
you just relax and go with the flow
for once?

They pass in front of Cruz leaning against an unmarked Crown
Victoria and Officer Calderon pointing to the adjacent space.

The silver Pathfinder pulls in. Doyle and Will get out. Beto
watches the men through the rear windshield.

WILL
This is the safe rendezvous, huh?

CRUZ
Doesn't get safer.

Doyle shakes Cruz's hand.

DOYLE
You came through.
CRUZ
Of course. The boy?
WILL
He's fine.
CRUZ

Did you have something for me? A
copy perhaps?

WILL
Mike has it. He'll give it to you
once we're in the air.

Cruz nods.

CRUZ
Will, Jaime is going to drive you.

WILL
No way.
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CRUZ
Yes way. He knows where he's going.
Doyle and I cover from the back. If
we get separated hopefully it's
because my driving smells.

DOYLE
Stinks.

CRUZ
Stinks. But don't stop.

Doyle grabs his bag with the AR and loads into the Crown
Victoria. The two cars drive away.

INT. ABUELA'S APARTMENT - DAY

The apartment is empty. The fire alarm is ringing.
The front door is violently kicked open.

The four Killers enter, guns drawn.

One of them notices the surveillance camera.

Another walks over to an alter of candles and a freshly
slaughtered dove.

A photo of Jorge Martinez is on the alter covered in blood.
Killer 1 points to the picture of Jorge, turns to tell his
companions something, and squints from the red laser passing
his eyes just before he is shot in the face.

Abuela screams from the dark corridor and fires her shotgun.

ABUELA
Condenaciédn!

The remaining 3 killers empty their AK's into the corridor.
Her body contorts in the light of the muzzle flashes.

The men reload.

In the darkness they hear her wheeze and cackle like a witch.
Killer 2 walks down the hall and stands over her.

She is foaming blood at the mouth and laughing.

She takes off her aviators with shaking hands.
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Killer 2 looks at her, furrowed brow, disturbed.

ABUELA (CONT'D)
Condenaciédn!

KILLER 3
Oye!

Killer 3 looks over at the microwave which has been humming
the entire time and notices the Sprite bottle inside it just
as it explodes, engulfing the entire apartment in flames.
INT. CROWN VICTORIA - DAY

Will uses a match to light a cigarette and takes a long drag.

He looks down. Beto is holding his other hand from the
backseat. They have made it to the desert.

WILL
Don't worry, bud.

Will looks into the side mirror and notices motorcycles
overtake Cruz and Doyle.

WILL (CONT'D)
Fuck.

Will's pager goes off. It reads: "keep going just a delay"
EXT. HANGER - DAY

The Pathfinder pulls into the desert hangar.

A twin prop passenger plane is on the runway adjacent to it.

Will and Beto are led to a waiting area. A 1950's era
fridge hums in the corner. An old TV plays, “Sabado Gigante”.

Light streams through dirty windows. Dust floats in the air.

OFFICER CALDERON
We are a little early. Wait here.

Calderon walks out of the hanger onto the runway.

OFFICER JOLAR, a slim, middle-aged man, takes their bags to

the plane. As Jolar handles the luggage, Will notices he has
four fingers on one hand. The assassin clown from the rodeo.
Will tenses, frantic. He looks out from the waiting area and
notices the plane's turbines are starting up.
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He turns and examines the waiting area in the hanger and
grabs Beto. There is a small storage closet and he tells the
boy to hide by pointing and signing.

He quickly texts Doyle: "Setup"

Calderon returns. Will fishes his Swiss Army Knife from his
pocket and opens the hole punch.

OFFICER CALDERON (CONT'D)
Time to go. Where is the boy?

WILL
El bano. We need to wait for Cruz.

OFFICER CALDERON
No. Time to go now.

Calderon turns to walk toward the bathroom and Will pounces.

They struggle. Will hits him in the face and temple with the
hole punch until he relents, bleeding, shocked on the floor.

Will grabs Calderon's gun and hits him on the head. He's out.
Will aims the gun at the doorway just as Jolar walks through.
JOLAR

You feel strong, marecon? Let's see

how strong you--
Jolar draws his pistol.
Will is unsteady but fires multiple shots, emptying the clip
into Jolar's chest. Jolar falls face first to the ground with

enough force for his head to bounce on the concrete.

Will grabs Beto from the closet, steps over the bodies, and
hurries through the hanger.

He passes the plane just as the PILOT emerges holding an MPS5.

Will deftly pushes him towards the spinning turbines where he
is atomized as he fires the submachine gun wildly in the air.

Will kneels down and holds his hand over Beto's eyes.
He stares at the man's legs and torso 10 feet away in horror.
Doyle and Cruz arrive and exit their car, guns drawn.

They run to Will.
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Cruz covers them as Doyle runs into the plane and yells.

DOYLE
Clear!

Cruz starts toward the office and Doyle covers Will.
The group hear groaning coming from the hangar office.

Jolar has dragged his body out through the door leaving a
trail of blood behind him.

He looks up at Cruz.

OFFICER JOLAR
You--

Cruz walks over and BANG-- executes Jolar with a point blank
head-shot before he can complete the sentence.

Doyle looks at Cruz in shock.

WILL
How did they know?

CRUZ
I don't know.

Doyle grabs Beto and carries him to the car as Will follows.

DOYLE
Get in.

Will gets in and Doyle backs up.

Will watches Cruz exit the hanger in a dead sprint just as
the plane explodes.

WILL
Holy shit.

DOYLE
Cleanup. Right?

Cruz 1is standing at the drivers side window.

CRUZ
Cleaned.

WILL
My fuckin' story was on that plane!
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DOYLE
I've got my copy, relax.

CRUZ
Clever, Mike.

DOYLE
We need your car. I'm taking them
across myself.

Cruz hands Doyle the keys.

CRUZ
Let me know your route, I'll call
ahead see if I can assist.

DOYLE
Nobody knows but me.

Cruz smiles inscrutably.
INT. CROWN VICTORIA - SUNSET
Doyle drives. Will and Beto sit in the back under a blanket.

WILL
How are we getting across?

DOYLE
Gonna keep driving. Right across.
We'll go at night.

WILL
Border patrol will get us.

DOYLE
Not us. Me. I've got local PD whose
gonna to meet you two. Border
patrol gets me and the car.

WILL
Yeah? So, I need my story then.

DOYLE
I stashed it at the church with the
rest of my kit. When this blows
over you'll get it in the mail.
First things first, right?

WILL
Yeah.
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DOYLE
Sleep.

Doyle hands will a package of pills from the front seat.
DOYLE (CONT’D)
Give half to him. Don't worry, I'll
wake you guys up.
Will takes the pills and gives one to Beto.
He looks out the window at the rural Mexican scenery.
The radio plays, "Friend of the Devil" by The Grateful Dead.
INT. CROWN VICTORIA - NIGHT
Will's POV of Doyle shaking him awake.

DOYLE (CONT'D)

Hey.

WILL
Yeah.

DOYLE
Hey.

WILL

Yeah, awake, man.

DOYLE
It's time.

Will looks out. Headlights illuminate the barren desert.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Put this blanket under his seat
belt. It's gonna be bumpy.

Will takes the blanket and puts it underneath Beto's seat
belt. Will lights up a smoke. Doyle holds his hand out.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
I'll take one of those. We'll be
there in 15 minutes. No goodbyes.
Get out and hit the cabin and wait
for Buck Randall. He'll come in the
morning. Probably put you both in
cuffs in case he gets any
attention, ok? Let the kid know.
He'll drop you at the Linda Mar
Motel.



WILL
Buck Randall.

DOYLE
Yeah, Buck's an old dog. You can
trust him.

WILL
How do you know about this cabin?

DOYLE
It's a resting point. Randall's
side hustle.

WILL
He's a coyote?

DOYLE
He's local PD with hobbies.

WILL
When do we meet up?

DOYLE
Couple days when I get outta jail.
It's not everyday you get popped
for a DUI in a stolen Mexican car
on US soil.

WILL
DUI?

Doyle holds up a pint of whiskey.

DOYLE
Yeah well... It's the easiest way
to explain it all. It'll be my
fourth.

WILL
So much for your sobriety.

DOYLE
Fuck it. Ready?

51.

Will nods and looks at Beto and give him two thumbs up. Beto
looks back and takes his hands out from under the blanket and

gives Doyle two thumbs up.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Thanks, kid.
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Doyle gives him a thumbs up.
Beto takes the rosary off his head and hands it to Doyle.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
How about that.

Beto smiles. Will holds Beto's hand.

Doyle kills the headlights and puts on night vision goggles.
The car peels out into the desert night.

EXT. DESERT, NEAR BORDER - NIGHT

A fox next to a Cactus is spooked by the Crown Victoria
passing at 60 miles an hour in the dark of night.

DOYLE'S POV green chromatic view through the windshield.

DOYLE'S POV green chromatic whip pan view of Will and Beto in
the back seat bouncing around.

DOYLE'S POV green chromatic view of a cabin in the distance.

DOYLE'S POV green chromatic view of a distant approaching
light in the sky in his rear view mirror.

EXT. DESERT CABIN - NIGHT

The Crown Victoria pulls up and Will and Beto scramble out to
the doorless cabin as the car speeds away.

INT. DESERT CABIN - NIGHT

Will uses his zippo lighter to see.

The cabin has six cots and a small kitchen.

He notice the sounds of a helicopter passing overhead.
He puts Beto on a cot. The helicopter sound diminishes.

WILL
Sorry I don't now sign language.

The boy looks at him and gently pats his hand.
Will sleeps on the ground next to Beto.
INT. DESERT CABIN - SUNRISE

Will wakes up with a gasp. The boy is still sleeping.
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Will walks to the sink, turns on the water, and looks out
through a pane-less window at the endless expanse of desert.

Somehow there is even a bar of soap.

He observes his hands as he washes them.

Under all the blood and dirt they are looking clean again.
Suddenly he says, "huh" and gasps.

His hands grip the edge of the sink.

The soapy water in the sink turns red.

His breathing becomes labored.

He turns around.

Buck Randall is holding a silenced pistol.

Smoke trails out of the barrel.

Will collapses and tries to scream but nothing comes out.

From his vantage point on the ground he sees the boy, still
sleeping, and Randall standing over him.

Will's eyes dilate and "Black Hole Sun" begins to play again.

CUT TO BLACK

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

TITLE CARD:
THREE DAYS LATER

EXT. DESERT - DAY
A dirt bike races across the desert.
EXT. DESERT CABIN - DAY
The rider arrives at the cabin in a cloud of dust.
He dismounts and removes his helmet.
It's Doyle, now clean shaven.
He enters the cabin and examines the space.
He notices the cot where Beto slept and walks to the kitchen.
He stops at a dark pool of blood in the kitchen and follows a
more faint trail of blood that tells the story of Will's last
tortured effort to move towards the front door of the cabin.

The trail of blood stops at the cot.

Doyle bends down to look underneath the cot and sees two X's
(a symbol for "double cross") drawn in blood on the floor.

INT. HIGHWAY DINER - SUNRISE

Buck Randall finishes an early breakfast at the counter in
the small and mostly empty diner. He glances around and then
empties his flask into his styro coffee cup.

WAITRESS (0.S.)
All done, Grandpa?

RANDALL
Yep. Hated it as usual. Wanna see a
new picture?

The Waitress smiles as she grabs his plate.

WAITRESS
Show me.

Randall puts on his fold up reading glasses and shows the
Waitress a picture of his grandson.

RANDALL
Six years old now.
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WAITRESS
Oh! Look at that face! He's an
angel.

RANDALL

He's a little shitdisturber's what
he is. Just like my son. Now he
gets to live with it.

WAITRESS
Nothin' like poetic justice.

RANDALL
You said it, honey.

Randall leaves a cash tip and walks out.

EXT. HIGHWAY DINER - SUNRISE

Randall crosses the dusty lot where his cruiser is parked.
Doyle pulls up in his '65 Chevy Malibu with the window down.

DOYLE
I just missed ya.

RANDALL
I left some eggs for ya. What
brings ya to these parts? You back
on the job?

DOYLE
Nah, I'm taking some time.

RANDALL
That's good, you deserve it. Shame
how that thing turned out.

DOYLE
Someone got there before you.

RANDALL
Must've. You still lookin'?

Doyle shakes his head.

DOYLE
Nah, I went back yesterday to see
if there was anything there.
Nothin'.
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RANDALL
Sometimes folks vanish, you know
that, Mike.

DOYLE
You said that blood was just in the
kitchen.

RANDALL
Shit... if that's what I said,

that's it. Got that CRS disease
now, can't remember shit.

Doyle smiles.

DOYLE
I got somethin' else goin'. You
available?

RANDALL
Always available.

Doyle hands Randall a piece of paper. Randall looks at it.

RANDALL (CONT'D)
See ya then.

Doyle tips his hat as Randall gets in his car and drives off.
OVER BLACK
The sound of breathing. The following is nearly a whisper.

DOYLE (V.O.)
God, give me grace to accept the
things that can't be changed,
Courage to change the things
that should be, and the Wisdom to
know the one from the other.

Let me live a day at a time,
Enjoy a moment at a time,

Accept hardship as my path to
peace, and take this sinful world
as it is, Not as I'd have it.

The sound of someone chopping wood.
EXT. TRAILER PARK - NIGHT

A wide shot of Doyle chopping wood illuminated by the cheap
light cast from a shabby mobile home.
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His breath carries into the cold night air.

He heaves the ax with steady conviction, collects the wood,
and stacks it next to the trailer home.

INT. TRAILER - NIGHT

Doyle enters the trailer and hands JUANA, a Mexican care-
taker, an envelope with cash.

DOYLE
Couple weeks worth.

Juana nods.

Doyle walks over to the OLD WOMAN sitting in the rear of the
trailer. She is emaciated and wears an oxygen mask.

Doyle bends down, removes his gloves, and reaches gently for
her hand. The 0ld Woman pulls her hand away and looks at him
fearfully. He tries to move closer and she slaps him.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
Bye, mom.

The 0ld Woman looks at him, confused. Juana walks over and
says patiently.

JUANA
It's your son, Peg.

The 0ld Woman looks over, still fearful and begins to cough.
Juana adjusts the oxygen level in her tank.

DOYLE
It's fine.

Doyle turns to leave the trailer. Juana holds up an
English/Spanish dictionary.

JUANA
I've been studying.

Doyle offers a sad smile.
DOYLE
Good. You'll be better than me in a

week.

Doyle leaves the trailer.
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EXT. TRAILER PARK - NIGHT

Doyle returns to his car parked by itself a distance away.
INT. CHEVY - NIGHT

ANGLE FROM BEHIND THE DRIVER'S SEAT

Doyle starts the engine, puts in a Bonnie Raitt cassette tape
and lights a cigarette. "Angel from Montgomery" plays.

He notices a thumping sound.

He considers it for a moment (we see his eyes in the rear
view mirror), turns off the engine and walks to the rear and
opens the trunk.

POV SHOT FROM INSIDE TRUNK
The trunk opens. Doyle looks inside indifferently.

DOYLE
Shhhh.
(muffled grunting)
Relax into it.
(more muffled grunting)
There's plenty of oxygen in there.
(sound of sighing)
The key is to relax into it.

Doyle slams the trunk 1lid closed.
CUT TO BLACK
EXT. FRONTIER RANCH - NIGHT

WIDE SHOT revealing the Chevy Malibu with its trunk open set
against the desolate frontier at the US/Mexico Border.

INT. BARN/STABLE - NIGHT
WE FLOAT past dozens of horse stables, most of them empty,
until it a finds a bound and hooded man propped up against a

bale of hay next to a sawhorse.

Doyle sets down a bucket next to the man, sits on it, and

removes the hood and ear baffles... leaving the mouth gag in.
DOYLE
I like to know things with
certainty.

Doyle produces a manila envelope.
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DOYLE (CONT’D)
I got this in the mail. There's a
picture in here I'm gonna show you.

Doyle removes a picture from the envelope and considers it
for a moment. It's a picture of Beto lined up with other
children in a filthy room.

In the foreground are ARMED MEN. One of them is holding up a
newspaper and pointing to the date on the front page.

Doyle turns the picture around and holds it up for Randall to
see. He evaluates Randall's expression and sees the flicker
of recognition.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Uh huh. You just told me the truth.

Randall grunts in protest.

DOYLE (CONT'D)
You're gonna give me names and
numbers. In exchange I'm going to
leave your son alone even though
he's one of the bad guys.

Randall grunts.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Kinda like his old man, huh? Yeah.

Doyle removes the gag from Randall's mouth. The men just
stare at each other for a moment.

RANDALL
You fucked up. What? You're gonna
make me disappear? Guys like me
don't disappear.

DOYLE
True. You play your cards right you
don't disappear. They'll find your
body and remember you as one of the
good guys.

Doyle pulls a 1.75 liter bottle of vodka out of a bag.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
He just drank too damn much.
Must've had a heavy heart... all he
saw. I'll even wait till you sleep.
That's option one.
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RANDALL
Fuck off.

Doyle stands up and walks away for a moment. He returns with
a blowtorch and a skilsaw.

DOYLE
Option two.

Doyle turns on the torch.
DOYLE (CONT’D)
Course once I start working with

the tools option one goes away.

RANDALL
Just fuckin' slow down, Mike.

Doyle holds up Randall's phone, a Motorola MicroTAC Ultra-
Lite. The green display screen reads, "Locked".

DOYLE
The unlock code?

RANDALL
380

DOYLE

Ata boy. Now the contacts. I'm
going to scroll and your going to
tell me yes or no.

RANDALL
I can't do that. I have a family.

DOYLE
Maybe. But just look at me. I'm
sittin' here, in front of you,
fully committed. You gotta choose.
Right now.

RANDALL
I can—--

Doyle shakes his head, grabs Randall's hand, and zipties it
to the sawhorse. Then he turns on the torch.

RANDALL (CONT’D)
Fuck, Mike, I can--



61.

Doyle returns the gag to Randall's mouth and goes to work
with the torch. The flesh on Randall's hand is smoking and he
contorts in pain, shrieking through the gag.

The horses in the adjacent stalls whinny. Doyle removes the
gag, holds up the phone, and starts to scroll to the first
contact.

DOYLE
So much for option one. Just nod
hard if I need to know someone.

RANDALL
Gimme a drink. Please, man.

Doyle pours him a full paper cup of vodka. He hands it to him
gently and watches as he gulps it down only stopping for a
coughing fit.

RANDALL (CONT'D)
More.

Doyle obliges and refills the cheap cup.

DOYLE
It was easy, huh? Easy to turn.
You turned a long time ago for the
cash. After that you kept turnin'
and turnin'. And it all led to
this. Made this last turn easy huh?

Randall is drinking and just shaking his head.

RANDALL
You're a damn fool. So goddamn
crazy. You're mixed up.

DOYLE
Nah. I got your number.

The blow torch has been on the whole time and it suddenly
goes out. Both men look at it.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
Time for a refill.

Doyle opens his duffle bag and retrieves another canister as
Randall watches with fresh panic.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
What? Did ya think that was a sign?
Don't look for God now, fella.
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As Doyle tells the following story he methodically breaks
the plastic seal, screws in the canister, turns on the torch,
and adjusts the flame.

DOYLE (CONT’D)

A priest saw me one day-- One day
in Kosovo I was walking and I saw
this-- this priest. And he told me
that the righteous should rejoice
in vengeance. He told me to wash my
feet in the blood of the wicked. So
that men'll see that God judges
this earth... That's what he said
to me.

Randall looks at Doyle, bewildered, panting, lips trembling.

DOYLE (CONT’D)
And then I was wicked.

RANDALL
You're gonna die bad. You know
that?

DOYLE

Maybe. But not afraid.
A horse whinnies again.
EXT. FRONTIER RANCH - DAWN
The horses run wild in the dawn light in a corral near the
barn. Doyle carries Randall's body wrapped in a tarp over his
shoulder and unceremoniously heaves it into a deep hole.
Then he walks to a nearby tractor and fills it in.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

A lone mutt walks with determination on a scorched desert
road in the heat of the afternoon.

BINOCULARS POV OF SOMEONE WATCHING THE DOG FROM FAR AWAY

The wheels of a Texas Rangers' 4x4 truck pull up behind the
dog who trots undeterred up a slope towards a large old tree.
The door opens. We see the Ranger's boots step out and walk
towards a sunburned old man sitting in the shade of the tree.

The OLD-TIMER, late 80's, looks past the approaching Ranger
into the blinding vastness beyond. The dog sits next to him.

Doyle is clean shaven under his white Ranger's hat.
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The 0ld-Timer looks past Doyle, fixated on something in the
land beyond while they talk.

DOYLE

You lost old-timer?
OLD-TIMER

No.
DOYLE

Hot as hell out here though.
OLD-TIMER

It is.
DOYLE

This your dog?
OLD-TIMER

I think so.
DOYLE

Why don't I give you a lift home?
OLD-TIMER

This is my home.
DOYLE

Helluva place to call home.
OLD-TIMER

Yeah.
DOYLE

Your dog came a ways to get ya.

OLD-TIMER
He always follows.

DOYLE
How long you been here?

OLD-TIMER
All my life I reckon.

DOYLE
I mean now, sir. How long you been
in this spot here?

The old man is silent.
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How 'bout you have a taste of this
water, I give you a lift into town,
and have the doc take a look at ya?

OLD-TIMER
Think I'll just set here a while
longer.

DOYLE

Oh, I bet your family'd be awful
upset if I just left ya here.

OLD-TIMER
(shaking his head)
They're all gone now.

DOYLE
Well, let's start with some water.

OLD-TIMER
Not thirsty, son. Just let me set
by this tree now. And you get on.

DOYLE
Sir, I'm just gonna--

OLD-TIMER
You know about candles, son?

DOYLE
Yessir, they--

OLD-TIMER
Some fire lights 'em and they burn
hot for a piece. Then they burn
less, they flicker. And then...
then they flicker out. And there's
just the smoke in the air. And then
that smoke goes away... and there's
nothin'.

DOYLE
I'm not sure I get ya-—-

OLD-TIMER
I'm just the smoke now.

Doyle approaches and sets a gallon of water and emergency
rations next to the man.

DOYLE
I'll be back tomorrow morning.

64.
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OLD-TIMER
Yeah.
DOYLE
I'm gonna take your dog.
OLD-TIMER
I know.
DOYLE
Sir--

The old man's piercing eyes meet Doyle's for the first time.

OLD-TIMER
Let me be.

Doyle looks around, hands on his hips, and pulls his hat
down.

INT. TRUCK - DAY

The dog lays down in the back of the cab and Doyle pulls away
looking at the old man by the tree shrink in the distance.

The truck's radio crackles to life:
DISPATCHER
6William46 what's your 20, do you
need backup?
DOYLE
6William46 headed in. No contacts
on this run.

DISPATCHER
Copy that 6William4é6.

Doyle replaces the receiver of the radio. We see the picture
of Will and Beto from the rodeo taped to the dashboard.

EXT. DESERT - DAY
The truck drives off leaving only the barren frontier.

FADE OUT

THE END





