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FADE IN ON:

A MOUNTAIN IN THE CLOUDS -~ ABOVE THE GOLDEN TRIANGLE

where an isolated Buddhist hamlet sits surrounded by the
ruins of a once-high fortress wall.

Asian FARMERS tend the fields while saffron-robed MONKS cross
barefoot to an ancient temple. Dogs sleep in the middle of a
gsun-baked road...

IN THE FIELDS

an old farmer straightens his back to survey the misty
distance. A STRANGE WIND is rocking the TEMPLE BELL.

THE HORSE HERD, nearby, is growing restless, beginning to run
and whinny as if sensing a weather change...

FARMERS clutch their hats as a DEAFENING NOISE grows and...
A TRANSPORT HELICOPTER

ROARS like a flying beast through a narrow pass.

AT THE TEMPLE

A CHILD MONK squints, gathering his robes. SCRAWNY VILLAGE
DOGS run with him, barking at the sky. TITLE:

VILLAGE OF TUKAR

THE HELICOPTER SETTLES ON THE GRASSY SLOPE

KKUN TAO. Asian. Pock-marked. Impossible to read. He surveys
. the humble village with interest. A PRIMITIVE HORN moans a
deep “aum” as the villagers gather at the gate.

KHUN LAO
I love that sound...

He smiles benignly as he exits the helicopter. He wears a
military jacket as do his TWO DOZEN grubby followers.

At XKhun Lao'’'s command:

THEY LOOT EVERY HOME AND MARKET STALL. A MONK txies to stop
them on the temple steps. But a rifle stock drops him hard.
Raiders gqut the temple.




THE HARVEST IS TORCHED. A pudgy young farmer (SEN—JOE) balls
his fists, but an older farmer (KWAN) holds him back.

AT A SMALL STONE BUILDING

Frightened SCHOOL CHILDREN are herded protectively and hidden
away by a young teacher. When she has them safe, she turns
her striking eyes out toward the violent scene in the fields,
assessing the situation. She is TASANEE.

IN THE FIELDS

stunned villagers watch the crops catch flame. Khun Lao eyes
a looming peak like an amiable tourist.

KHUN LAO
You have a beautiful place here.
Who's in charge? '

. Khun Lao grabs a small boy.

KHUN LAO
You? You're the head man?

The boy GIGGLES as Khun Lao scoops him up. A young farmer,
KASEM, crosses to Khun Lao. : _

KASEM :
Please, we have no money...

KHUN LAO .
No? Then we’'re in the same boat. Do
you know who I am?

Kasem doesn’t have the slightest idea.

KHUN LAO
What other harvest do you graow up
here beside barley?

FASEM
Some rice down low, and maize. We
trade for cloth and salt--

KHUN L20O
——maize.

Khun Lao turns to a sooty lieutenant of sorts who smiles,
revealing a few gold teeth. This is PANG SA.




KHUN LAO

Do you see? These people can grow
things at two thousand meters high-~
it’s in their blood.

(to Kasem)
I admire you people who can live up
here like this, there are few of
you left.

TASANEE (0.S.)
Then why do you burn our harvest?

Khun Lao looks over at the voice. Everyone does. Young and

pretty in the traditional short silk jacket, Tasanee glares

at the war lord, wind in her long bangs.

KHUN TL2O
We're a.long way from everything up
here. I like it that way. Because
if you knew who I was, Paddy Girl,
you’d know that I'm wanted by a
dozen countries and banned from a
dozen more. Not because 1I'm some
¢riminal. But because I am Khun
Lao. A patriot, looking out for his
people.

Taganee’'s eyes run the ranks of grubby jungle soldiers—-

KHUN LAO

These men fight for a free Shan
nation, for their families who are
without homes. Maybe you don’'t
understand politics, but I know you
can understand what it means to
have to feed your children. I need
to relocate. Rebuild...

Khun Lac whispers to the boy who eagerly gearches the war
lord’'s fatigue jacket. '

KHUN 1LAO
This takes money. So where do we
find this money, your people and
mine?

With a triumphant laugh the boy produces a pink flower.
Smiling, he holds it out to Kasem.

. KHUN LAQ
We grow it...... from the ground.




Kasem stands frozen. Khun Lao draws his sidearm. Kasem takes
the flower numbly. Obeying the barrel of Khun Lao’s pistol,
he kneels slowly.

KHUN LAO
This is not rice or barley. These
poppies will provide for you and
Khun Lao. Show me how you plant it.

Kasem can’t seem to move aﬁ all. Khun Lao cocks his pistol.
Tasanee starts forward to help her brother. But her father,
AUNG, restrains her.

KHUN LAO
Use your fingers, man. Fingers.

TASANEE
We are not so far away that we
can’t reach our provincial governor-

KHUN LAO

——your governor will be happy to
know of your friendship with Khun
Lao. Maybe he will reward you. We
have joined hands as partners
recently.

(to Kasem)
Show the people how easy it is
done.

Kasem claws the earth, pauses. He stares at the pink
flower...

And crushes it.

Trembling, Kasem gazes at a linérof prayer flags fluttering
across the endless blue sky. A SHOT ECHOES. Tasanee gasps as
her brother topples.

Khun Lao holsters his gun. BEHIND HIM his men quickly off-
load trays of opium poppies. o

KHUN LAO
In a few weeks I'll be back with a
hundred men and their families.
These flowere will give you and
them a future. Care for them as
you would your own children.

Khun Lao sends the frightened boy toddling back to his
father, a young impish farmer named ARAN.




KHUN LAO
For each poppy not in bloom by my
return, a child will die.

rough h _ anee maintains a fierce gaze. Khun Lao
meets it...then finally boards his helicopter. o

As the rotor wash flattens the grass and makes horses ruﬁ,
Tasanee races to her brother, pulls him upright. But he's
slack. Gone. _

Aung kneels expressionless over his son. Tasanee watches the
transport craft lift away as the temple BELL TOLLS. Behind

her, the SEASON’'S HARVEST BURNS slowlygin%e-d—_ﬁ\\A/—~\\\<§
SUNSET, behind the serene temple —- BEGIN TITLES END.
KWAN (V.O.) |

We have storage for barter. We will
not starve...

INT. TEMPLE ~— NIGHT

By the soft glow of butter lamps, a towering GOLD BUDDHA
gazes impassively down, too big to steal.

Beneath it site an OLD LAMA, quite possibly the oldest living
human being in inner Asia.

SEN-JOE
But what to do? Harvest this poison-~
-for this war lord to sell?

The ancient lama near the shrine is silent. No breath.

: KWAN
The harvest is not the crime. What
+his man Khun Lao does with such a
crop...this is his fate. Not our’s.

ARAN
Perhaps...we plant Khun Lao's
flowers for only one growing season
until we--

: AUNG
——nO [

The heartbroken father rises--




_ AUNG
We will plant what we have planted -
-here in Tukar--for three
centuries. In the name of Buddha...
(villagers affirm)
...0ur fate is unchangeable.

KWAN
Our fate is to plant Khun Lao’s
harvest, and when he returns,
negotiate--

TASANEE
-—Men like Khun Lao do not
negotiate.

All turn. Tasanee's been listening in the doorway. Her eyes
glisten with grief, but burn with equal determination.

AUNG
Tasanee--—

TASANEE
--] travel for the village.

AUNG
--The provincial governor is not to
be trusted.

KWAN
If you make trouble off the
mountain, Khun Lao will come back.

TASANEE
He’'s coming back any way, Kwan. You
heard him. I'm going to Mandalay to
find help.

SEN~-JQE
I will go with you.

KWAN
You are my plow man, Sen-joe. You
are needed here.

AUNG
Find help? From who, Daughter? Your
- white teachers off the mountain?
The ones who tell you we need to
let highways come here? To let in
the world outside our door?




TASANEE
——at least outsiders would see
what’'s going oni(iWe need people who
can tell the world about Khun Lao
and his army.

KWAN
A whe—wili-come—before Khun-tec—
doesd-Who will care?

masanee doesn't have a ready answer. No one does. But then
someone finally speaks. In Thai (SUBTITLED):

QLD LAMA
Find soldiers.

All eyes go'toward the 106 year-old gnome-like priest.

ARAN
The venerable abbot is right. The
presence of peacekeepers might help
Khun Lao abandon his will to do
violence——

Aran’s father, DIL, takes his son'’s gleeve, urges him to sit
and let older, wiser men debate.

KWAN
Soldiers. What do you think those
men who just came here were? You
wish to bring soldiers to our
village?

DIL
We'’d have nothing to coffer them.

ARAN
We have alms. Saved in this temple.
For times of poor harvest—-

DIL
——not enough to pay for soldiers.

OLD LAMA
{(Thai; Subtitled)
Find hungry soldiers.

The old Lama is staring at Tasanee. He knows who travels for
the village and he knows who can get it done. Sen-Joe and
Aran stand with her, the only ones.




OLD LAMA
{Thai; Subtitled)
Even wild degs canmie out of the
forest when they dre hungry...

I
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EXT. BANGKOK -- KHLONG MARKET -~ DAY

Crowded. Sweltering. Bursting at the seams with market
stalls, TOURISTS, FORTUNE TELLERS, and growling Kawasakis.

- You can find anything you want in this polluted floating
market, from live snakes and tiger paws to knock-off Polo
shirts, high heels, and $20 Rolexes.

And that’s where we find CHARLIE CADEU, an American, leaning
against a stall, having a smoke.

He hasn’'t had a haircut in a while, and although he wears a
tourist T-shirt that says something like “Year of the
Monkey,” his eyes tell us that he’s no tourist,

Staring nowhere in particular, he watches a PAKISTANI HAWKER
peddle fake student and journalist ID's, false passports,
little plastic Buddhas, and old dog tags.

Bickering a deal with the vendor is a young foreigner: Don't
try to rort me ya fuckin' blodger. With fairly buffed,
tattooed arms and long, blonde dreads pulled into a top knot,
his accent gives him away: an Aussie. A drunken Aussie. '

Charlie might be amused. Maybe not. A YOUNG MONK approaches,
begging for alms. Charlie ignores him. He draws on his smoke,
then finally looks toward THE SOUND OF A COMMOTION, SOME
CIVIC DRAMA unfolding at--

THE DOCKS

Where OLD THAI WOMEN are chattering in heated protest with
each other, SEVERAL MEN, and some KHAOSAN ROAD HIPPIE.

Standing there, at the center of the argument: a 13 year-old
ethnic Lao GIRL and her LITTLE BROTHER. The girl holds a
green plastic trash bag, full of belongings. A WATER POSTMAN
tries to pull the girl onto his craft, but OLD VENDOR WOMEN
intervene, chattering and pulling back at the child.

AT THE MARKET STALL

Charlie, unmoved.




WOMAN HAWKER
They try to cross the Khlong-and go
home. But they are property of
hotel. If taxi take them across,
Momason get mad. Take away vendor
‘license over there!

Charlie, bored. He drops his cigarette, crushes it under the
heel of a well-worn boot.

ON THE DOCKS

Charlie drifts over to watch the Lao Girl offering cash to a
SMALT, KOREAN FISHERMAN on a long-tailed pirogue. The man
wants to do the job, either to help the children or to make
the cash--but the crowd won’'t let him.

CHARLIE
Can I use your skiff?

The Fisherman looks up at the hard-eyed farang (white
foreigner) then considers the protesting crowd as it squeezes
in, growing hotter. '

OLD WOMAN
Momason sending boys! Taking
license!

The Fisherman sees that the farang is fearless. Or crazy. He
‘hands him his skiff pole and climbs to the dock.

Charlie signals to the hesitant girl and her brother. They
board. With the CROWD CHATTERING, Charlie steps onto the
pirogue and begins poling away from the docks.

STX YOUNG ASIAN MEN are hurrying to the scene. Suits, hip
sunglasses, and cell phones. Trouble, Bangkok-style.

INTO THE PUTRID KHLONG

Charlie shoves off, the girl and her little brother huddling
in the hold. _

That ‘s when a STRANGER steps down onto the boat, his back to
Charlie.

STRANGER _ :
Hotel security at four o’clock. Got
your back. -

Charlie works the pole as calm as Sunday on a trout pond. He
glances at the stranger: Tall blonde guy in a battered brown
Bomber jacket, jeans, running shoes.
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When he turns his sun-leathered face to Charlie, Charlie sees
it: the thousand yard stare that only 20 years of war can
leave a guy with. His name is ELLIS. South African.

Like street dogs scenting their own breed, theyiknow what
each other are. Ellis sets his rucksack between his shoes.

CHARLIE
They packing?

ELLIS
Don't know.

Charlie’'s eyes scan the crowded Khlong, he can still hear the
RUCKUS BACK AT THE DOCK. As he works the pole in water fungi,
he looks at the girl, protecting her little brother.

CHARLIE
Where.,

The girl points due west. Charlie gets them going that way,
but now a motorized craft is angling toward them from out
behind a floating ATM machine. It holds a HALF-DOZEN MEN in
surfer jams, wielding fierce machetes. THEY ARE SHOUTING AT
CHARLIE in angry Thai.

Ellis glances their way, but he’s tracking the hotel securlty
guys who have boarded a water taxi and are in pursuit.

ELLIS
What we have starboard?

CHARLIE
Six. Seven.

ELLIS
Momason has some clout, yeah?

CHARLIE
I bet no one gteals her towels.
(looking at the kids)
Is that little one a girl, or a
boy?

Ellis squints there for a second, shrugs.
ELLIS
I don‘t think it matters to some of
these sick flippo’s. Watch it off
~your right, Bru.

Charlie glances toward the beat with an insouciant air.
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The machete guys are cruising in to block the route. You
birdshitty farang! You pay for girll Their leader raises his
bugh blade into hurling position.

ELLIS
He's not actually going to throw
that thing is he?

CHARLIE
No.

ELLIS
Bet you a Purple King he is,

CHARLIE
You're on.

Ellis is right. The big guy hurls the machete forward. But
Charlie is faster. He pulls a heater from his waistband and
FIRES from a double-clutch--

STRIKING THE FLAT OF THE BLADE and knocking it out of the big
guy’s hand with such accuracy it spins him. Panic ignites on
. £he bush boat. When Charlie holds his position, the Machete
Guys decide to di di mao while the di di maoing is good.

ns draw guns.

Ellis goes for his unzipped his rucksack nd comes up with a
bush weapon called a .410 Snake Charmexr,”a small calibre

i 3 . - into the clutch of armed
men and HITS THE BOAT MOTOR, sending the craft into a
tailspin of black smoke and flaming gasoline.

The Hotel Security Goons are SCREAMING/CHATTERING in outrage
as they try to control the boat and set up for return fire
But Charlie and Ellis are out of range now. :

CHARLIE
Let’s call it even.

Charlie reaches the other side of the humid, stinking Khlong.
The kids climb off the skiff, run like hell on dirty feet.
Waiting for them near a boat is their YOUNG FATHER, skinny
and impoverished, but ecstatic to be reunited with his
children. He eyes the farangs with more suspicion than
guarded gratitude.

Fllis smiles at the irony as he accepts a cigarette from the
Yank. —
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. CHARLIE
Getting involved in other people’s
affairs. Bad habit.

ELLIS
Seen you at the Cowboy. Shatlocad of
freelancers just shipped out for
Baghad. You waiting on a better
contract?

CHARLIE ;
Diesel convoy needs a military
escort. Equatorial Guinea. Advisory
package.

ELLIS '
Who's outsourcing that one?
Sandline?

Charlie won't give it away. Ellis seems fascinated by his
character.

CHARLIE
Come on, I°'ll buy you a cold
beer...

EXT. KHLONG MARKET ~- SHORT TIME LATER

Charlie and Ellis have returned the skiff to the vicariously
triumphant Korean fisherman and now they're finishing their

gtreetside beers. THE CROWD HAS THINNED, but several gawkers
remain, intrigued...

Including that Aussie with the long and flamboyant topknot.
He begins to dance on the dock. Some incongruous, ritual
dance, saluting the smog with his plastic beer cup.

BILLY BOY
A piss-up to you, mugs! That’s the
way to send them hoonies back to
Tiger country!

ELLIS _
Someone’s been snorting the local
yaa-baa.

CHARLIE

Follows me like a street puppy.

ELLIS
Wanna-be?
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CHARL.IE
Yo-yo. He answered an ad in Soldier
of Fortune magazine. Been stranded
here a month.

They leave the crazy farang to draw a crowd. Ellis wastes no
time in flagging a tuk-tuk.

CHARLIE
Where you headed?

ELLIS
Anywhere but Africa.
{(beat)
stint opening up in a week. Night
security at a 7-Eleven in
Chatuchak. :

CHARLIE
{as he starts away)
Air-condition. Not bad.

ELLIS
Maybe I should've caught that run
to Baghdad.

CHARLIE
What's your handle?

ELLIS
Ellis.

Ellis'boards a tuk tuk. Rucksack over a shoulder, he rides
the three-wheeled noisemaker into the sweltering Patpong
District.

‘Charlie starts east through the crowds. But he feels eves on
him:

gtanding among the thinning spectators onh the docks is a
striking young woman. She gtands with the barley farmers Sen-
joe and Aran. The latter is more intrigued by the dangerously-
cocked Aussie still drawing a crowd within a crowd of

HAWKERS, dried cobras, knock off sunglasses——

"gexy movie buy here”—-and bootleg iPods.

- ARAN
I wish to go back to Tukar.

TASANEE
If we don‘t do this, Aran, there
will be no Tukar to go back to.
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Tasanee turne her interest back to the American. But he’s
gone, like a white ghost in the crowd. KARAOKE into—-

EXT. PATPONG DISTRICT —-- NIGHT

Bold red lettering proclaims the THAI COWBOY BAR -~ “foods,
cocktailing, internet.” Not every one goes in here.

INT. THAI COWBOY BAR -- NIGHT

A crossroads for IVORY DEALERS, BARSTOOL COMMANDOS, THIRSTY
 TOURISTS and what falls in between.

Charlie sits alone. Corner table. Back to the wall, reading
an BEnglish language newspaper. He can hear some endless,
drunken Aussie chatter—- :

AT THE BAR:

BILLY BOY
You could only get into the city by
one road, dirt road...right into a
shit~storm of Serbian fire--
howitzers...

The young Aussie is holding court with a SUNBURNED FARANG and
a painted THAI BAR GIRL. The enigmatic barman, JAKE, a plus-
sized Fijian, mans the booze supply-—-

BILLY BOY
(sliding an empty)
Tides out, Mate...

But Jake is already crossing the room with a bottle of cheap

vodka, and Billy Bov watches him because he knows that he’s
‘going to-- :

CHARLIE'S TABLE
‘Where he pours the American half a glass on ice.

CHARLIE
You let monks beg in here now,
Jake?

Jake glanceg toward THE DOOR where the Tukar Villagers try
not to appear so out of place in the shadows. '

JAKE
She was in here yesterday, too.
Looking for help.

(MORE)
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JAKE (cont'd)
For her village, she said. Someone
in Rangoon told her she could find
soldiers here.

Charlie studies the displaced trio for a second—

JAKE
Renault talked to her. He said it's
gome rice farmers way up in the
mountains. Land dispute or some
shit.

CHARLIE
Government sponsor?

JAKE
No. But they told Renault he’d be
rewarded in his next life.

CHARLIE
pon’t like those back-end deals
myself.
Jake smiles, mops some damp off Charlie’'s table. Charlie
catches Tasanee loocking into his sequestered corner. Finished
With his drink, he gets up and starts out the open back door.
BILLY BOY
(raising a glass)
Alpha Mike Foxtrot!
Charlie doesn’t even look back.

BILLY BOY
(to Thai Bar Girl)
That's military speak for Adios
Mother Fucker... :
EXT. PATPONG DISTRICT -- NIGHT
Charlie drifts down a narrow alley of stalls--

TASANEE (0.S.)
S8ir...please...

Taganee catches up with him, Sen-joe and Aran flanking.

TASANEE
Are you a soldier?

Something about her delivery takes Charlie aback.




CHARLIE
Who wants to know?

TASANEE
The village of Tukar.
: CHARLIE
Tukar...

TASANEE

Northern mountains. Above where
Thailand, Laos, and--

CHARLIE
~-~Golden Triangle.,.

TASANEE
As you wish. We're having some
difficulties. A war lord named Khun
. Lao. L R |

The name means nothing to Charlie.

_ ARAN
He is forcing our village to raise
his crops.

TASANEE
Opiunm.

CHARLIE
Ah. :

: TASANEE
He manufactures heroin in Ho Mong.

ARAN
He has promised, 8ir, te return
with more soldiers. If we don't do
as he demands.

‘ SEN-JOE
We are rice and barley farmers,
your—-
CHARLIE

~-Have you gone to the authorities?

TASANEE
Khun Lao has eliminated those
options.
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Charlie reads her eyes. She’s no dewy-eyed basket weaver. le
can see that.

CHARLIE
You‘re looking to hire mercenaries.

Innocent silence; a tentative yes.

CHARLIE :
There's no such thing any more. How
do I explain this? Today there's--

TASANEE
--gecurity contractors --
Privatized Military Firms. Friends
at university in Mandalay helped me
to contact several.

SEN-JOE
They wish millions of dollars.

TASANEE
All we have to offer are...alms...
saved in our monastery.

_ CHARLIE
Alms.

TASANEE
Baht, rupees, British pounds...

ARAN
--A very nice lady from Germany
came to meditate and gave to us
euros.

TASANEE
In U.S. dollars: we have almost
twelyve thousand.

CHARLIE - .
In today’s market that’d buy you...
one man...for a month. On the low
end. :

SEN-JOE
We need more than one man. Khun Lao
is coming back with an army.

CHARLIE
Look, there is an alternative.
{off their looks of hope)
Grow his crops.
{MORE)




CHARLIE (cont'd)
I don’'t play the futures market,
but I bet it pays a lot better than-

TASANER .
—-he murdered my brother.

Charlie grows quiet now.

 TASANEE
He has promised to kill our
children next.

CHARLIE
Wish I knew what to tell you. Try
going back to your provincial
governor, the media maybe...

Aran sees that Charlie is getting away--

ARAN
We have, gold, Sir.

i8.

Tasanee gives Aran a disapproving look. But he presses at

Charlie as he slows his steps, looks back.

' ARAN
Gold. Stored in a holy place for
centuries.

CHARI.TE
Make sure you mention that when you
talk to these firms.

TASANEE
I saw you at the canal, Mister...

Charlie turns.

TASANEE
I believe you are a good man that
we can trust. Or I would have never
asked for your help.

Charlie meets her gaze.
CHART.TE

Look, I‘ll put the word out on the
circuit. See what I can do.

Taganee nods, grateful. Aran does a deep "wai” bow, something

that makes Charlie uncomfortable. He vanishes between market

stalls.
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INT. VILLA INCOGNITO MOTEL -- NEXT MORNING

TUK-TUK MOTORS wake Charlie from a miserably warm sleep.
Naked--two brutal scars on his back--he removes his pillow
from tight around his ears (an old war habit) and rolls over
for his mobile phone. Checks Caller ID. Nothing.

He gets into his jeans, goes to a pbarred window, looks out at -
the city. He gets his cowboy boots, removes his handgun from
inside one of them, gets his watch off the dresser.

Charlie Cadeau stares out into the morning smog.,

CHARLIE
Are you a soldier, Sir...

Her question has lingered like the oppressive cement jungle
heat. He’'d laugh if it didn’t make him feel sick.

INT. PATPONG MASSAGE PARLOR -— DAY

A SOAPY BATH TUB filled with YOUNG THAI GIRLS. 1In the middle
of them is TIPTON., British, unshaven, jaded to the heavenly
"soapy” he is getting for a mere 1900 baht and a tip.

TIFTON
Do you know what I love about
Bangkok?

The girls don’t care, but they giggle and soap him up any
way. ' :

TIPTON
You never know who you’re going to
run into in the Patpong District...

Slowly, from out of the merengue of suds, Tipton produces a
Ruger handgun. :

“PIPTON
But when you do--
(aiming, dead-eyed)
—-you‘re both happy to pretend you
never saw each other.

He's got the front-sight fixed on the candle-lit doorway.
TIPTON

I thought you shipped out for
Nigeria, Mate.




20.

CHARLIE

Region’s currently stable.
TIPTON

Give it a week, some shit‘ll blow.
CHARLIE

There’'s a contract open at the
Cowboy. :

Tipton places his firearm safely on a folded towel at tub
edge. He sinks back into the suds.

TIPTON
If it’s that Yank still searching
for POW's in Laos, I can tell you
he’s run out of cash.

CHARLIE
Rice farmers from up north.
Some opium lord with a rat’s ass
militia giving them trouble. Just
need to teach some villagers how to
load Makarovs.

TIPTON
Sponsor?

Charlie shakes his head, almost as if he can’t believe he'’s
doing this himself.

CHARLIE
A llttle seed money. Possible
incentives.

TIPTON
Indigenous assets you mean.

CHARLIE '
A percentage of mineral resources
is what I'm smelling, no idea how
much. Maybe break even. What kind
of hardware can you get them--

: . TTPTON

Break even? Do you know what I got
for supplying the Mong Tai army in
"the rainy season?

CHARLIE
Same as you got for supplying the
rebels they were flghtlng across
the river.
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Tipton hesitates only & second before smiling at Charlie’s

chess move.

. CHARLIE

If you didn’'t know there was a
price on your head, you wouldn't be
taking a bath with your gun.

TIPTON
You're looking for Makarovs. Nlne
mil conversions?

CHARLIE
A kit and a flying rust-bucket
north. Whatever assets I pocket,
you take thirty percent. Just like
in Darfur.

TIPTON
What are you sitting on, Mate? Jade
mines? Teak?

CHARLIE
They said they have gold--who the
hell knows--but there‘s no one else
gonna help them.

TIPTON
But you are, Charlie?
(suspiciously intrigued)
Fifty percent of the minerals you
off-load, and I'1ll dress you a
unit. I've got some surplus on the
docks in Phuket.

CHARI.TE
I'm being straight-up, Tipton. If
you’'re looking to retire, this
ain’t the gig.

Tipton stares hard at Charlie, searching for a tell.

CHARLIE
If you‘re looking for a pay day out
of Bangkok...you know where to find
me.

Charlie is already heading for the door. Work to do. Tipton
ponders the offer as the girlg soap him.
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INT. THAI COWBOY BAR -- DAY

At Charlie’s corner table, Tasanee and the two young farmers
have hope in their eyes for the first time.

CHARLIE
You say a hundred soldiers. How
many have you actually seen? Armed?

TASANEE
Thirty. Forty, maybe. He calls them
freedom fighters. From the jungles.

CHARLIE
What’'s the elevation of your
village?

ARAN

Very high, your Lordship.

CHARLIE
Charlie will do.

ARAN
Yes, your Lordship.

Each time the door openg Charlie tracks the incoming. And
then someone enters who catches Charlie’s interest.

Charlie signals to Jake that the Afrikaner’s drink is on him.
Ellis spots Charlie, nods his appreciation.

TASANEE
Is he a soldier?

CHARLIE K
Might have been. South African 32nd
Battalion is my gquess. A lot of
them drifting in the market these
days.

Ellis brings his beer to the table.

ELLIS :
Hear there’s gonna be a dog shoot,
somewhere up north. Poachers?

CHARLIE
Three weeks. Security and training
package. A thousand flat.
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ELLIS
Can make that per day watching gquys
do sheetrock in Fallujah.

Charlie agrees. Tasanee and Sen-joe exchange uneasy glances.

ELLIS
How many you got so far?

CHARLIE
Just you.

ELLIS
pDid I say I was in?

CHARLIE
T didn‘t see you at the 7-Eleven in
Chatuchak.

ELLIS
It didn‘t have air-condition.
: (beat)
A thousand U.S. A few weeks...

Charlie nods, firm.

ELLIS _
What species are these poachers
hunting? :

CHARLIE

You're looking at them.

Ellis leans back in his chair to meet Tasanee's gaze before
she lowers it. She knows what this man is. Ellis takes a
drink, doesn’t look at Charlie, but nods. Or was it a shrug?

sen-joe ‘looks at Aran. The latter lifts his prayer beads and
displays where he’s been worrying one around in his fingers.
He slides a gecond bead onto the taut string: two soldiers.

CUT TO:

A KNEE SLAMMING INTO A FACE

Breaking all 14 facial bones. The SHIRTLESS FIGHTER crumples
at the ROAR OF A RABID CROWD here at--
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THE CAGE FIGHTS —~ KHLONG TOEY SLUMS ~~ JUST BEFORE DAWN

Money changes hands as the defeated kickboxer is pulled out
of the cage, leaving an unlikely victor. SAMMY is small and
slight and not dressed in the trunks and wrapped hands of a
.Muy Thai stylist. Instead, he wears a baggy tee-shirt,
military fatigue pants, and a Yankees cap.

AN ELDERLY ASTIAN CORNER MAN hands him a canteen of water.
Sammy refuses to drink, standing there with a cruel and
bitter expression as he waits for the next comer.

But before the MUSCLE-BOUND MUY THAI CHALLENGER can enter the
cage, a dark VOLVO pulle up to the docks. All except for
Sammy lock over at a rotund PAKISTANI BUSINESSMAN in cashmere
suit as he steps out from the passenger side.

PAKISTANI MAN
Hoi--wait. That one there, no more
fight.

Sammy turns to look now. Calm. His eyes fix on the man.

. PAKISTANT MAN :
Yeah. That one. Sammy. You fight
him and Colonel Police will come
close this slip. Yes, you hear me
right.

The old Corner Man doesn’t like it--nor does the CROWD--but
the old guy gently pats Sammy's shoulder, urging him out of
the cage.

But Sammy doesn’t move.

PAKISTANT MAN
You owe me two nights, Sammy. You
left me with no-good boys. I lost
big money. Big money--understanding
English? You just walk out, like
you’re the king.

Sammy just stares at him. Like he’s the king. He glances over
his shoulder and watches the muscle-bound Muy Thai Challenger
stand there, itching for a match.

PAKISTANI MAN
Come on, it’'s okay. Get in.

He opens the back door of the Volvo. Air conditioned.
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Sammy turns his back to him, faces the challeﬁger. He signals
to the crowd to place their bets. He’s going to fight any
way.

Two guys make their way through the crowd to watch. Ellis
can't help but place a bet, tossing in a Purple King--

But before this bout can start--

Phe Pakistani businessman signals and a BIG BRAZILIAN gets
out from the Volvo, followed by a BIGGER DANE, tattooced like
a circus reptile man. And then the DRIVER gets out. He's a
scrappy Chinese, muscular when he peels off his blazer.

The Pakistani harbor shark lights a clove smoke and sits on
the hood of the Volvo, watching his three goons enter the
cage. The driver has already removed a pair of black
nunchakus from his waistband.

Charlié and Ellis watch, intrigued as--

They Goons fall on the little Thai. And what happens next
defies gravity, logic, and real-time:

Sammy uncorks with one violent spin. It is not fancy Kung~Fu.
Tt is combat Muay Thai of the brutal human cock-fight grade.
But before that even registers, it’'s over. All three are
down, no one moving. Like a high-speed car wreck.

Then, as an afterthought, Sammy throws a spinning reverse
jump kick and knocks the muscle-bound challenger out of the
cage.

Sammy turns his eyes on the Pakistani Businessman. The rotund
fellow hurries inside the air-conditioned Volvo and power
locks the doors, but not before shouting:

PAKISTANT MAN
You're no good, Sammy! I will have
you die!

He speeds away. Sammy doesn‘t care., He is already putting his
windbreaker on and collecting his percentage from the 0ld
Guy. He looks back at the downed men and something burns with
cruel satisfaction in his eyes. That was fun.

IN THE SLUM ALLEY

Charlie and Ellis head off the little guy.

, CHARLIE
Jin-Sam, Sammy?
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. Sammy eyes . the two farang with distrust.

CHARLIE
(Sammy ‘s cap)
Yankees fan?

Sammy’s reaction indicates he doesn’t know who the Yankees
are and doesn’t care.

CHARLIE
Tipton told me I might find you
here. Says you hire out. The whole
package.

SAMMY
(an almost grin)
Tipton. shitty dog.

CHARLIE
Former Thai Ranger he says.

SAMMY
Someone owe you money? Or someone
like you wife?

CHARLIE
Three week stirit. Teaching some
farmers how to fight.

SAMMY
T don’'t fight for farang like you.
- No more. Go fuck you.

ELLIS
Jegsus, I like this guy.

CHARLIE
You're smart, Sammy. Because this
isn’t Friday Night at the cage
fights in Patpong, these guys are
disciplined, they train night and
day. In tiger camps. They fight to
kill. -

SAMMY
How many fight for you?

Charlie holds up two fingers. Sammy nods, and does something
classic. He holds up one more finger. The middle finger...

And he walks away, heading east, between some shacks.
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CHARLIE
Rule Number One, Sammy: always walk
away from a fight you can’'t win.
You're smart.

If Charlie thought that might sway the kid, he's wrong. He
and Ellis exchange shrugs.

BILLY BOY (0.S.)
"""Yo! Wait upo .

The Aussie kid is wearing a faded fatigue with the sleeves
cut off revealing some kind of Maori tattoo, banded arocund a
biceps. Another tattoo, at the shoulder, appears to be the
Tasmanian Devil. '

BILLY BOY
There’s word going around the
CowbOy e+

CHARLIE
Oh, yeah?

BILLY BOY
Got me two stints Black Ops,
Afghanistan.

ELLIS
Afghanistan. What squad?

BILLY BOY
Classified.

ELLIS
I bet.

BILLY BOY
So where’s the action?

CHARLIE
You want action, Kid, go to the
Bamboo Club..

ELLIS
But wear body armor.

CHARLIE
Go home, Billy. Go back to wherever
you come from. ‘

Charlie and Bllis keep going. Billy Boy lingers in the
street, humiliated.
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BILLY BOY
Alpha Mike Foxtrot.

He goes no further, drifting toward the titty bars up the
alley.

ELLIS

Yo-yo. All he needs is a string.
CHARLIE

Boy’'s gonna get himself killed in a

bar.
The Aussie’s drunken voice echoes in the Bangkok slums..

BILLY BOY
Adios, you washed-up motherfuckers!

EXT. SKY TRAIN -~ OVER BANGKOK ~-- MIDNIGHT

The sleek, high-tech PTS bullete against a neon skyline.

INT. SKY TRATN --— MOVING -- NIGHT
Charlie and Ellis stand in the CROWDED car, looking tired.

ELLIS ,
T can try to get a truckload of
former CCB grunts in. Mogt of them
just want to get away from the wife
and kids. But it’1ll take time.

CHARLIE
We don't have time. We're going to
have to leave without ten.

A stern-locking ASIAN DUTY GUARD in PTS uniform and neck
whistle seems suspicious of the two as they--

Pass through automated doors into a NEXT CAR. A NIGHT RIDER
in long jacket, a face half-birthmarked, looks at them with
one good eye. The contractors keep wading--through another
set of automated doors into--

THE LAST CAR

A lonely one with lights that flicker on and off as it sucks
all of the power out of the city.

There‘s a guy sitting asleep in the dark, a newspaper on his
knee. No one else. Except for:
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DUTY GUARD
Miss your stop?

Charlie meets this guy’s suspicious gaze.

CHARLIE
No. Next one.

The Duty Guard just stares. He is staring at Charlie, but
locking at Ellis.

DUTY GUARD
You flying out in two days?

Charlie studies the guard’'s hardened eyes.

CHARLIE
Who s asklng?

DUTY GUARD
A former Gurkha Rifle. What’'s the

pay?

Fllis does a take. This transit security guy can’t be a a
legendary Gurkha.

CHARLIE

Three week stint. Thousand U.S.
DUTY GUARD

Per day.
CHARLIE

All in.

The Duty Guard looks at Ellis. His striking Tibeto-Mongolian
~ features give up a smile. He starts away...

DUTY GUARD
More than I‘m making now. The bar
down on Patpong 2?7 That where you
base your ops?

ELLIS
Not so fast, Bru.

The Duty Guard turns slowly. Charlie likes his eyes. Cold.

ELLIS
Any joker can say he's a Queen’'s
Gurkha. I fought along51de the
Brigade in Bosnia.
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CHARLIE :
Some of the best mercenaries in the
world.

DUTY GUARD

Tell that to the Queen. She thinks

we’'re good, too. Good enough to die
for England...but not white enough

to earn a pension.

ELLIS
A Gurkha with battlefield honors
never travels without hig--

The Duty Guard moves go fast Ellis doesn’t quite comprehend
how he got behind him to lay his--

BLLIS
—-kukri.

--a boomerang-curved knife to his throat.

CHARLIE
It’s a beautiful piece of
craftsmanship, Ellis. You should
see it from this angle.

ELLIS
I feel bad for the guy who tries to
get on this train without a token.

The Gurkha sheathes his kukri inte the crocodile scabbard
behind his jacket, a uniform that now appears insulting to
this guy’s elite pedigree. Thig is RAJ. Bad of ass.

RAJ
Two days? 0500 hours?

CHARLIE
Any later, we’'re gone.

Raj passes through the neon strobe of the automated doors,
leaving Charlie and Ellis somewhat hopeful.

INT. THAI COWBQY BAR ~- NIGHT

After-hours dark. Southeast Asia downpour outside.

While Sen-joe and Aran eat take-out nocdles at a table,
Tagsanee cautiously surveys--—
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THE CONTRACTOR WALKING OUT

. pPast. Jake the barman is closing the door behind him when
someone else appears out of the downpour.

Billy Boy shakes rain from his dreads like a wet stray. He
heads for Charlie’'s table, unsteady on his feet.

, CHARLIE
Jake...

JAKE
He‘s drowning out there, Boys. Let
me just get him a coffee.

BILLY BOY
Been looking for you, Charlie. I
 have nightmares...about your face.

CHARLIE
I was straight with you, Billy. I'm
not looking for weekend warriors.
We won’'t be playing paintball up
there. :
SEN~JOE -
(rising) E
No, but we play darts. And horse
games . :

CHARLIE
We won't be playing horse games

ELLIS
Fancy darts myself.
(to Raj)
You?

The Gurkha shrugs. He could take or leave fucking darts.

The Aussie drifter reddens as he pinches a half dozen beaded
necklaces, crucifixes, chains and pulls one such item over
his top knot, tosses it onto on the table with a tinny clink.
A silence hangs in the Cowboy. Wearily, Charlie picks up the
dog tags, studies them.

CHARLIE
This your name? Kikuchiyo?

Ellis almost spits his Singha. Even Tasanee finds some
levity.
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_ The corner table by the open back door: Charlie, Ellis,
Tipton (dressed in linen suit and knock-off bling), and Raj
the Gurkha. The latter sits a few feet away with a solemn and
furtive air. He has traded in the transit cop uniform for a
long black duster. '

TIPTON
(spreading fax pages)
Six AK'’s, good condition. Two M-249
SAWS. One AT-4 shoulder-fired--

- ELLIS
-~called it.

TIPTON
(tasting whiskey)
-~where you getting this scotch,
Jake? I can get you Black Label off
the shelf.

Sitting across from Charlie is a clean-cut AMERICAN SECURITY
CONTRACTOR with a body by creatine and eyes like a Zen
archer. He wears a track suit and everythlng about him is
professional.

CHARLIE
What about marksmanship?

SECURITY CONTRACTOR
Scored a 298, Sir, with an M-16.

Ellis arcs a brow.

CHARLIE
Where was your last gig?

SECURITY CONTRACTOR'
Iraq.

CHART,IE
Of course.

SECURITY CONTACTOR
Made two-hundred grand in three
months. I go back in December, Sir,
for another two month stint. I've
got a window. Figured I can hire
out, hit my number a little faster.
"What's the pay?

Charlie hesitates for a profound beat.

CUT TO:
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CHARLIE
These are tags from some dead
Japanese soldier. What you pay for
‘em on Silom Road? '

BILLY BOY
Ninja training. Code name.

Even Raj can’t hold back a smirk. Sips his beer.

ELLIS
Kikuchiyo. Suits him, I reckon.

BILLY BOY :
Reckon my boot suits your arse,
Afrikaner. Your own country threw
you out.

ELLIS
(wants him gone)
Jake. Closing time.

But the Aussie returna to his obsession. The American merc. .

BILLY BOY
Where’s your code of honor,
Charlie? Where’s your Bushido?

TIPTON
Where they selling that?

BILLY BOY
You teold me he was old school,
Jake. A real mercenary. What a load
of codswallop. '

CHARLIE
Go sleep it off.
BILLY BOY
Corporate war whores...the bunch of

you. ..
Aran leans in close to Sen-joe and whispers.

ARAN
This man is very brave.

SEN-JOE
This man is very drunk.

'Hearing the whispers, Billy Boy fixes his drunken gaze on the
table of strangers. He spots something of interest.
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BILLY BOY
Come on, Suzy. Let’'s blow this
wallow, off.

Billy Boy makes his way to Tasanee. Without breaking stride,
he takes her arm.

Both Charlie and Ellis--some battered code of chivalry still
inside—-start to rlse, but Tasanee signals that she’'s a big
glrl.

BILLY BOY
What titty bar you find her in,
Charlie? Mind if I cut in?

Billy Boy spins her almost perfectly. She goes with it,
turning with a kind of hypnotic grace. She takes him with
her. He tries to lead, but she’'s doing the leading, some kind
of mountain trance dance. Her mouth set, eyes clear. Gets him
gpinning. _

BILLY BOY
You for real? Or you one of these
lady boys? Let’'s have us a look?

He tries to grope her down low and that’s where Tasanee does
a dance move: wheeling, sinking, and KICKING Billy Boy--

OUT THE OPEN BACK DOOR

Into empty beer boxes and shrimp buckets where he collapses,
drunk and spent.

THE MERCENARY TABLE

Is impressed, 1if not baffled by the concealed acrobatics
Tasanee has unleashed.

TIPTON
The girl can cut the rug.

SEN-JOE
The Dance of the Lion Road, your
Lordship. It is very old.

Sen-joe and Aran are hurrylng, not to Tasanee, but to assist
the fallen man in the rain.

Tasanee sees Charlie’s intrigue. She seems to take some
pleasure in holding that Ace, making him wonder.

But now she notes that the eyes of the men are focusing on
the shadows behind her. Someone enters, rain-wet, silent.
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Sam~-Jin “Sammy,” the little human pitbull. He says nothing as
- he sets a duffel bag down on a chair and gets his shit
together. :

TIPTON
There’s my boy.
(spreading more fax)
.60 Cal machine but no tripod for
it, so it’s a three man jobber...

Charlie holds his appreciative gaze on Sammy for a second
longer. Sammy looks away, giving no loéve.

, CHARLIE
Qkay. We fly-in the unit then go
back for the heavy stuff...

EXT. BANGKOK STREETS -- JUST BEFORE DAWN

It comes out the water marks of a polluted, silk-grey
sunrise: A POLICE SUV leading a procession of POLICE CARS and
a MILITARY VAN. KETTLE DRUMS set the tempo of something

ugly... '

The Police SUV pulls up to someone who is leaning on the rail
overlooking the water way. It‘s that clean cut Security

" Contractor with the muscles stuffed into a track suit. He
walks uvp to the window.

SECURITY CONTRACTOR
Found your arms dealer.

CUT TO:

TIFTON
Busting open the door on a back room--
: TIPTON

Flight's leaving early. The fucking

Mong Tai, Charlie.
Charlie has been grabbing a few hour’s sleep on an army
blanket. Without a beat, he chambers his heater.
EXT. HIGHWAY -- SOUTHWEST OF BANGKOK -- DAWN

A UTILITY VAN flying down a vacant stretch.
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INT. UTILITY VAN -- FLYING

Tipton has the accelerator flattened as he eyes the rearview.
Charlie is up front with him, half-turned, heater in hand.

In the next row of seats: Ellis, Sammy, and Raj.
In the rear seat: the Tukar villagers:

ARAN
Here they are coming...!

| TIPTON
The police colonel we can pay off
with a single malt.

ELLIS
What about the Mong Tai? What do
they like?

CHARLIE
They’'re headhunters.

ARAN
Motosai!

IN CHARLIE‘S SIDE MIRROR: the speed bike passes the
procession of cop cars and is gaining. Coming for the kill.
- CHARLIE |
C’'mon, Tipton, drive like you stole
it.
Tipton throws Charlie a look over his sunglasses that says,
*you think I didn’'t?” But then--

TIPTON
Bangkok, we've got a problem.

POV: A SECURITY GATE TO THE GRAVEL AIRSTRIP IS8 CLOSED
All steel, electric cable and BIG ANGRY SIGNS IN THAT.

TIPTON (0.S.)
It's supposed to be open.

CHARLIE LOOKS QUT HIS SIDE WINDOW to see

The MOTOSAI coming up alongside,lthe driver bent forward like
a jockey. Sleeveless fatigues, rucksack on his back, black
skullcap, Oakleys, and long tail of dreads flagging behind
him.
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RAJ

Ninija.
ELLIS .

I was starting to miss him.
TIPTON ,

What the bloody hell is he doing?

Shoot him.
POV: BILLY BOY giveé Charlie a thumbs-up as he passes them
and races for the security gate. He is heading toward a
loading ramp some fifty yards up the gate.
RIDING LIKE K-ROB THE BMX ADRENALINE FLYER
BILLY BOY RIDES UP THE RAMP and goes airborne.

CHARLIE
Holy shit,

ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE GATE

The Aussie does a reckless, dust-ripping slide on two wheels,
recovers, and throttles for the vacant gate house. He bails
and storms the booth.

INT. UTILITY VAN —- DRIVING

Tipton doesn’t slow down. He sees THE GATE OPENING and so he

keeps the pedal flat. Charlie looks from the opening gate to
the turning police lights a hundred yards behind.

AT THE GRAVEL AIRSTRIP

The gate is not yet open enough for the van to squeeze
through, but Tipton tries anyway. They shoot the gap,
shedding some skin, but making it.

IN THE GATE HOUSE

Billy Boy punches a red knob. The gate begins closing...
ON THE AIRSTRIP

Sits a 1962 OTTER, a military bush plane known in aviation
‘circles as a "one ton airborne army truck.”

THE ENGINE IS REVVED AND READY and etanding outside the craft
is PRINCE ANTOINE DEBEERS, a former Jamaican Air Wing pilot
gone outlaw.
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ANTOINE
Pick it up, pick it up...

He wears nothing but a scarlet beret, gold chains, baggy
fatigue cargo pants, work boots. A Cobra handgun is visible
in a side pocket of his baggies.

ANTOINE
Come yush--is not the blue-hair
lady tour to Phuket. Pick it up.
Here come the po-po’s.

. Moving fast--hustling duffels and whatever basics they can to
the cargoe hold. :

TIPTON
(over single engine)
How fast can we lift?

ANTOINE
Fast.

Charlie, gun in hand, drifts out onto the gravel to assess
and direct the maneuver. The Police can’'t breach the
security gate, but they are trying...

- Billy Boy is running full-out toward the Otter, breathing
hard. He stumbles up to Charlie, he wants to say something,
but his lungs are burning. It was a hell of a stunt.

CHARLIE
Get in.

AT THE SECURITY GATE

BANGKOK POLICE spill over the gate. A SMALL MILITARY FACTION
beats them to it. With arms drawn, they’re storming...

INT. ‘62 OTTER ~-- CRUISING GRAVEL

Antoine is navigating the rickety rust-bucket down the gravel
strip--

TIPTON
Prince Antoine flew with the
Jamaican Air Wing. He can drop any
cargo, anywhere, anytime--

- ANTOINE
(working the joystick)
--on a dime.
(MORE)
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ANTOINE (cont'd)
I don't do business dat don’'t make
me smile —— I love my aeroplane
‘cause she got style -- I'm a
treetop flyer, Mon...she no just my
aereoplane but my Lady and my
House. Hang on...

He guns it down the strip, outracing GROUNDFIRE from foot
police and military who run into a blow-back of gravel--

BILLY BOY
~-hey, Mate. I didn’t mean nothing--

ELLIS
Forget it.

BILLY BOY .
South African mercs are Primo. 32nd
Buffalo, man-— '

. ANTOTINE

-~Wait, yush--what you say? What
you say about South African
soldiexing?

'CHARLIE
. Ah, shit...

BILLY BOY
Ellis here was—— -

ANTOINE
--No, no. No be no Apartheid,
colonizer, Bantu baby-killing
albino on my plane--

TTPTON
That’s all over, Antoine. C'mon,
take her up-—-

ANTOINE
--I told you I fly gats, drug,
coolie girls, diamond load--but me
don't fly shit, Mon--

TIPTON
-—ancient history, Prince, he was
just a kid. Tell him, Ellis.

ELLIS
None of his business.

ANTOINE
—-I said bitch don't fly--
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CHARLIE
This man‘s a hired contractor and
he goes with us to the job site.

 ANTOINE
One tousand Benjamins?--don'’ t nanny
goat me--two tousand, and departure
tax, or I don't fly back for the
hardwares, Not in this House,

TIPTON
Stay the course, Prlnce. We'll make
your deal...

Another profiteer. That's what Tasanee seems to be thinking
as she rolls her eyes. Sen-joe reads her face. He turns her
own words back on her: :

SEN-JOE
If we don’'t do this...there will be
no Tukar to go back to.

When Tasanee reluctantly nods, Aran slides a seventh bead
onto the string.

ANTOINE
(holstering his gat}
Tree-top flying. Fly anyt’ing but
the suicide mission. No money dere,
Mon. Not for Allah, Jacob, JehOVah.
No tlcket dere, no...

They soar to cruising altitude, airborne: An American ex-pat,
a South African, a Brit, a young Aussie, a Thai, an ethnic
Gurkha and a Jamaican sky pirate. Seven war dogs. Seven
contractors.

ANTOINE
Let’s get this party started...

Seven Samurai.

EXT. GOLDEN TRIANGLE -- DAY

Antoine’'s Otter touches down betwean rows of trees onto a
- flat savannah in the highland haze. Not a bad landing.

DEPLANTNG —- MOMENTS LATER
Antoine chills by the cargo door as the crew steps out into

fresh air and stillness. Far from Bangkok and pollution. But
for BIRDSONG, a deep and foreign silence.
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CHARLIE is the first to peer up at--

THE HIGH PEAK jutting from emerald forest, 8th Century temple
clinging impossibly to sheer cliff in mist.

CHARTL.IE
Shangri-La...

TASANEE
Tukar. Unchanged for three
centuries.

CHARLIE
Village at the highest point?

TASANEE
No. The Dragon’s Tail. There, in
the clouds.

Tasanee points with her chin toward A HIGH RIDGE OF RUGGED
LAND that sweeps up and over it all.

Antoine comes over to bum a light from Charlie.

, CHARLIE
Nice landing. You going back for
the hardware? -

ANTOINE
Yes, General. Back for the gats and
the whiskey cases--

TASANEE
—-No whisgkey.

BILLY BOY
What she say?

TASANEE
You'‘re going intc a monastery
community sworn to Buddha's laws.
There is no alcohol, no offensive
language, lewd behavior...

The war doge react as she recites the litany of rules.

TASANEE
--or smoking.

Charlie turns a quick look on her as he exhales duel trails
from his nostrils.
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. BILLY BOY
What the fuck y’do up there?

TASANEE
You might begin by not saying this
word “fuck.”

Aran is grinning at the dirty word. He can’'t help it. Sen-joe
has to nudge him.

Billy Boy has moved away a short distance to unzip his boogie
bag. Digging for something, he removes several keeper copies
of “Soldier of Fortune” magazine, then locates a pint of
vodka. He takes a private swig.

ANTOINE
Thank you for flying with us,
Beautiful Lady. Where the transport
money at? ‘

She points with her chin to the peak. Antoine gives Tipton a
deceptively lethal smile. He‘d like to shoot him. _

They start the forty-five degree climb..

: ANTOINE
Tipton. Mountain climbing tax,
too. *
ARAN

It is a climb, Sirs, best made with
the horses.

TIPTON
{huffing as he climbs)
The horses. Right. Is that how you
work the mines? With horses?
{(off Aran’s blank)
What you told Charlie about. The
jade.

ARAN
Gold, sir. Contained in a great
Buddha, ten feet high. Up there.

- This gives Tipton a second wind as Aran moves cat—vertlcal up
the slope.

RIFLE CROSSHAIRS POV -- from a distance TIPTON loocking up the
mountain.
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IN THE ELEPHANT GRASS BELOW -- a grime-~faced THAI DOG SOLDIER
is aiming at Tipton with an assault rifle, watching him
through the scope. He is perhaps 13 years old, eyes void of
innocence. He lowers the rlfle, watcheg the men scale. After
a moment, he takes off running...

EXT. VILLAGE OF TUKAR -- DAY

Bright opium poppies sway in the wind. In the few short weeks
Tasanee has been gone the flowers have grown six inches. But

the village seemgs abandoned.

The Seven Ronin walk across a sweeping, grassy plain, eyeing
the sea of bright poppies.

ELLIS
Now there's a vote of confidence.

BILLY BOY
China white. You know what the
street value of that shit is?

TIPTON

A million dollars a pound.
ANTOINE

Cuyahl!
ELLIS

Khun Lao isn‘t not going to take
kindly to our visit.

CHARLIE
No, he’s not.

SEN-JOE
Where are they...?

Tasanee seems to be thinking the same as they pass through
the gates and are met only by scrawny BARKING DOGS in--

THE TOWN SQUARE

Where Charlie surveys the humble farming village. Aran cups
his hands around his mouth and CALLS OUT. Nothing.

CHARLIE
At least the dogs have turned out
to welcome us.

TASANEE
Pa’'l
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An echo on a breeze.
IN THE DOORWAY OF THE ANCIENT TEMPLE

Tipton comes up, peers inside. The giant golden Buddha
shimmers. Someone appears beside him, sharing his view.

BILLY BOY
Look at that big bloke, hey?

TIPTON
Ten feet tall my ass, he's twenty
at least. Praise Buddha...

Billy Boy squeezes past Tipton, surveys the inside of the
vacant temple like a looter.

IN THE TOWN SQUARE

Prayer flags turn, hauntingly. Eerie silence. Ribby dogs
sniff at the strangers. And then...a tribal HORN DRONES
. deeply in the passes like the chant of a hundred monks.

Sammy wheels, alert; the others react, eyes going to
abandoned balconies and market stalls. Raj turns in a slow
and deliberate circle, a hand low inside his black duster...

It is some PRIMITIVE HORN sounding its baleful boom...

VILLAGERS suddenly emerge from the surrounding ruins. Kwan
and his farmers, the barefoot monks, heeding the alarm and
assembling in the square.

Tasanee’'s father slows his steps when he sees his daughter
standing there with the rugged loocking men. But Tasanee, like
‘the others, is looking toward--

THE TEMPLE

Where someone stands on a turret ledge, blowing into a 10-
. foot brass-and-copper horn. ‘

7 DOWN IN THE SQUARE
Charlie and Ellis gaze up, incredulous. It’s Billy Boy.

CHARLIE
Kid‘s a liability.
ELLIS

Got that 9 millimeter Think I can
take him from here.
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Emerging slowly from the crowd is the 0ld Lama, walking with
the aid of a waxwood cane. Tasanee begins SPEAKING THAT to
him, explalnlngw-

But Billy Boy is already c¢rossing the sqguare, the long and
primitive horn resting on his shoulder.

BILLY BOY
Sorry, Dragon Lady. Not that anyone
expected the red carpet, but
there’s a few decorated aces what
just flew all the way up from
Bangkok to help these jackaroos-—-—
and they don't even come out of
their cow sheds. These are the
scrappers we're supposed to train,
Charlie?

CHARLIE
Easy, Billy Boy...

THE CROWD OF MONKS AND FARMERS gather in nervous silence,
looking over the baker’'s half-dozen of nasty, hired war dogs.
They fear them for what they are, the Karma they carry. One
can smell it on them. With devil‘s booze and smoke.

The 0ld Lama is staring at Billy Boy with a penetrating look.
- Offended maybe. Using his waxwood cane he makes his way
toward the young Aussie. He draws closer. He looks him up and
down, especially the tattoos.

BILLY BOY
(re: his tattocos)
That joker? Tasmanian Devil, know
'ex?

The 0ld Lama stands, inscrutable.

Billy Boy makes the sound of the Taz, startling the ancient
priest. But someone begins to giggle. That little boy that

Khun Lao once picked up off the ground, he giggles at Billy
Boy’'s antice. Billy Boy does it again and now the titter of

laughter travels through the children.

Charlie and Ellis meet eyes, cautiously.

Something happens here that appears to be a historical event:
the ancient monk smiles. He smiles large and toothless, his
eyes crinkling with an infectious grin as he, tco, beglns to
laugh. He says somethlng in his dusty v010e.
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TASANEE _
He says...he is sorry that the
people went into hiding. But when
they hear aircraft they fear the
return of Khun Lac. He
says...welcome to Tukar.

CEREMONTIAL DRUMS and CYMBALS INTO--
THE DANCE OF THE FEARSOME GODS -- LATER

VILLAGE DANCERS, dressed in brocade and wearing masks of
animals and wrathful deities, whirl through incense smoke.
Tasanee is spinning with scarves and doing spectacular moves
that are deceptively martial.

Charlie crosses the square at anreasy walk, surveying the
village. Ellis moves with him, his eyee on the temple.

CHARLIE
These fortress walls can take any
light missile he can throw at us.
_Bnd there are solid defensive
positions all around.

ELLIS .
We hold the high ground, that’'s for
sure. What about the foot bridge?
Drop it?

POV: down the front side of the mountain a three hundred
meter foot bridge crosses over a river.

CHARLIE (0.S.) ,
Rule Number Two: always have an
exit plan.
(walking on, slowly)
As long as we have a good supply of
food and water, we can wait them
out. '

TASANEE (0.S.)
They won't attack?

The mercs turn, surprised to see Tasanee tailing close. She's
fallen off from the circling dance ceremony, sweat misted.

CHARLIE _
Oh they’'ll attack all right. By
monsoon season they’ll have to
advance or they’ll drown in those
passes., '
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Charlie surveys the plain beyond where the small mountain
horses graze,

Charlie is already ahead of the debacle, surveying the

fortress.

CHARLIE
If we can deprive him of his long
range heavy artillery, his only
option will be to bring the fight
to us and that means his whole

" army’s going to come across that

plain. All we have to do is kill
them before they get inside and
butcher everyone in sight.

TASANEE

" How will you manage all this with

only seven soldiers?

ELLIS
What did you...what did she...?

TASANEE
They won‘t fight.

CHARLIE
They have to fight.

. TASANEE
Killing is forbidden. It is the
first precept--above all,

CHARTL.IE
We came here to arm and train the
village.

TASANEE
You are soldiers. Hired to defend.

ELLIS
Half a dozen against Khun Lao‘s
hundred? We’'ll be dead in the first

‘hour if we’re lucky. If he captures

us——

CHARLIE
-~-he won't.
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CHARLIE
If we rebuild these walls and get
the guns behind them, we can put up
enough of a fight to scare his boys
off. At least before he figures out
there’s only seven of us.

ANTOINE
5ix, Bushmon.

The Jamaican crosses with Tipton and Aran...

ANTOINE
And me don't fly back with the gats
if me no see the bling right now,
La-dy.

Charlie watches Aran lead the tree-top flyer and the arms
dealing British merc to the temple in the mist.

Around them: the exorc151ng ritual dance heats up as the
participants whirl in a larger and larger circle, hemming in

the sguare. Animal masks; angry gods; urgent drumming.
TASANEE

(matching Charlie’s gaze)
Dance of the Fearsome Gods. It
.chases away karma that might have
‘followed you up the mountain.
Traditional welcome, that’s all.

CHARLIE
When Khun Lao comes...are they
going to dance?

Tasanee gets quiet, looks off.

TASANEE
When the plane goes back for your
supplies, it will return Wlth more
soldiers.

CHARLIE
No. This is it. And when they find
out that we don‘t have back-up,
they’1ll be boarding that fllght out
of ‘here.

TASANEE ‘
I will speak with the venerable
Ajahn. The 0ld Man.

Charlie doesn’t have a'good feeling about this. Ellis either.
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EXT. GOLDEN TRIANGLE -- DAY

TWO MUD-CAKED MILITARY JEEPS baja up a flash-burned trail,
the topless vehicles packed with grubby ASIAN DOG SOLDIERS.
Spotting something, the riders bring up AK-47's.

POV: the 1962 Otter sitting abandoned on the savannah. It is
crawling with KID SOLDIERS; like ‘hood boys looting a parked
BMW.

THE DOG SOLDIERS bail athletically from the jeeps, fan out,
encircle the parked aircraft. One of the soldiers squats and
studies something in the elephant grass. Boot tracks...and a

cigarette butt.

He locks skyward toward the peak in the mist. Sunlight
catches an angle on a few gold teeth. It is Khun Lao’'s
lieutenant, PANG SA.

EXT. VILLAGE OF TUKAR -- DAY

SAMMY leans on a post, looking through the dance toward the
surrounding c¢louds, deep in his own thoughts. TWO YOUNG MONKS
in saffron robes approach him, stand there, Curious. Sammy
eves their robes with disdain.

BILLY BOY squats on his haunches at the outskirts of the
dance, a rapt spectator. Sen-joe stands nearby.

BILLY BOY
Hey, Ace...
{calling him over)
Where’s all the girls in this
village?

He points to a swarm of GIRLS carrying festival scarves in a
line. The oldest is eight.

~ SEN-JOE
There, Billy, Sir.

BILLY BOY
Women I mean.

Again Sen-joe points to the little girls.

BILLY BOY
Rice Boy, we have to chat.

‘ SEN-JOE
After the ceremony, Sir.
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Billy looks away. He spots Raj slowly walking the gérimeter
of the square, like a qunfighter on street watch, taking in

the looming peaks.

INT. TEMPLE -- DAY

The golden Buddha glows atop the high, candle-lit altar.
Beneath his gaze, Charlie, Ellis, Tipton, and Prince Antoine
eagerly watch Aran and a SENIOR MONK pull a heavy floor tile
aside revealing--

HIDDEN IN THE TEMPLE FLOOR

a small wooden box. The Senior monk opens the cache to
display mixed currencies.

TIPTON
My pilot needs a thousand U.S. now.
A thousand when he comes back.

Aran translates in Thai for the Senior Monk who looks at the
shirtless Jamaican airman, hesitates, then begins sorting
through the currency. As Tipton helps him with the exchange
rate, Antoine stares up at the golden Buddha.

ANTOINE
The king of bling. That's a big
papa him.

TIPTON

Tndeed. A metric ton of collateral,
the way I see it.

ANTOINE
And the poppy flower, too? I fly
dem poppy flower out of here or I
‘no come back, Bredren. This ain’t
no humanitarian f£light mission,

Mon.

TIPTON
I told you he was first class,
Charlie.

CHARLIE

Just get back here fast. We’'re
locking down.
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EXT. DIL'S BLACKSMITH STALL -—- DAY

A MARKET STALL where Aran’s father, Dil, works in his
blacksmith stall as if distancing himself. He hammers hot
metal on an anvil, glancing up at the festival, ambivalent.

Aran stands nearby, holding his son’s hand.

ARAN
They will protect us, Father--

DIT,
—-what do you know of soldiers?
Fighting? When Khun Lao finds out
you crossed him--

ARAN
—he will know I‘'m not a coward.

Dil stops his hammer, mid-blow. With everything he has, Aran
stares his father down...then leads his young son out of the
stall.

Dil_dips a freshly forged scythe into a cooling vat. He
stops...a small steel throwing star has almost magically
appeared on his anvil. Sammy’'s eyes are cold. Wolfen.

. SAMMY
1'1l1l need fifty.

DIL
I cannot.

SAMMY
When they come, you’ll wish you
had. ‘ '

Dil stares at Sammy. And that’s when a ROARING SOUND disrupts
the festival in the square. Sammy looks out--

EXT. VILLAGE OF TUKAR —-- DAY.

Antoine is outside the gate with a VILLAGE MAN, preparing to
mount a pack horse when he HEARS THE SOUND. An AIRCRAFT comes
over the peak, banking.

The COPPER-AND-BRASS HORN begins to bellow deep. ATR RAID.
With villagers running past him in a panic, Charlie looks up

to see the aircraft flying out of mist over the village. He
pulls the .45 from his waistband. _
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Billy Boy divegs for cover; Raj steps away from a deoorway to
allow RUNNING CHILDREN a path inside. He looks to Charlie to
get a read on the situation.

Tipton and Ellis gather with Charlie as the ROAR BECOMES
DEAFENING. Horses whinny and run...

TIPTON
Flying army truck. ‘62 Otter. Just
like- LS )

ANTOINE
My aercplane! They hot wire the
House!

Antoine runs across the square, pulling his Cobra from his
cargo fatigues.

And now, bursting around a ridge to escort the Otter, a
HELICOPTER. One of Khun Lao’'s men is in the gun door manning
a machine gun. He opens FIRE. Everyone dives for cover as the
CHOPPER banks and zooms low for the kill.

CHARLIE STANDS STOCK STILL IN THE SQUARE pumping loads into
the helicopter. Antoine runs dangerously along the front of
market stalls, firing his heater with military precision,
YELLING AT THE TQP OF HIS LUNGS IN PISSED-OFF PATOIS as he.
watchee his plane vanish in purple mist.

IN THE HELICOPTER ~~ THE DOOR GUNNER
Reels back, hit.

CHARLIE'S GUN CLICKS DRY -- ANTOINE KEEPS FIRING TILL HE'S
ouUt, too. '

CHARLIE
(to Tipton)
Clip, get me another clip...

Tipton’s non-action tells Charlie there isn’t one.

ANTQOINE'

Got a case of loads...
(watching the Otter
vanish)

.«.1in the House.

Shaken, Tasanee watches from the shadows of a doorway as the
‘village grows silent again. Villagers peer out from hiding.

The 01d Lama stands on the temple turret, his hands clasped

over his ears. ‘
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Raj and Sammy join Charlie and the others, center. Billy Boy
comes out from hiding, buzzing from the rush. They brace for
the chopper to sweep back. It does not. Tt's gone, leaving a
chilling, ear-ringing silence in its wake.

TASANEE
Khun L.ao...

CHART,IE
He'll be back. To find out how man
we are,

RAJ
Won’t he be surprised.

Antoine is still staring skyward, incredulous.

ANTOINE' :
Steal my gig. Bitch gotta pay.
Gotta pay.

ELLIS '
Never park in a rough neighborhood.

ANTOINE'
Nuh draw mi tongue, John Crow.

TIPTON
Our package. We can’t fly the heavy
in, Charlie. :

CHARI.TE
Gotta be another way. They've got
pack horses. Do you have any
contacts at the border checks?
Anywhere we can buy guns?

TIPTON
Not this far up in Indian Country.

SAMMY
Walking out, Yo. Only way.

Aran comes forward holding his son in his arms. The boy is
.8till blocking his ears, traumatized.
~ ARAN ,
Please. We can find you weapons.
Guns. Many of them.

Charlie doesn’t get it, but he's all ears at thisg desperate
point. He looks at Tasanee for confirmation.
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SEN-JOE
There has been war in these
mountaing before. Long ago.

Charlie cuts a glance at Tasanee. She hesitates...then
surrenders a nod. :

INT. THE DARK, ANCIENT TUNNELS BENEATH THE TEMPLE

Sen-joe opens a crypt filled with weapons. Tipton lifts a

. rifle. Its leather strap disintegrates. The bolt is rusted in
- place., Charlie just stares. Ellis is speechless.

CHARLIE
What we got?
. TIPTON '
About 20 Gerbruder Merkel Double

rifles... -
{holds one aloft)

«+.a Twin barreled beauty with the

ironclad guarantee that neither

barrel will direct a round anywherse

close to what you’re aiming for.

CHARLIE

Machine guns?
TIPTON
One air cooled type 92.
" ELLIS
At least it's a Lewis.
CHARLIE
Japanese copy.
: BILLY BOY
Any goed?
TIPTON

Known for a poor round of moderate
power with insufficient tapering
which leads to problems of
extraction.

ELLIS
In English.

ANTOINE
Made in Japan dem no good shit dat
jams.
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CHARLIE

- What else we got?

TIPTON _
This is the most accurate firearm
in the bunch. A Mauser Gewher.

CHARLIE
Very useful at stopping a tank...in
1918.

A beat. It sinks in. They're fucked. Sammy is handling one
such anthue, a cold smile on his face.

SAMMY
Look at this. They got it from lost
soldiers they probably let starve
to death in the pass. Because they
didn’t want to pollute their holy
village. .

He glares at Tasanee. She says nothing. Bllly Boy handles a
weapon with youthful fascination.

BITLLY BCY
18th Division. Japanese Army.
Could’ve been from the Battle of

Myanmar.

ELLIS
You read that in Scldier of
Fortune?

He did. But he fairly ignores Ellis, frees up a bolt on a

rifle.

Antoine feels the weight of a rifle that would 1ook more
approprlate in a John Wayne western.

ANTOINE
We born fi dead.

TIPTON
Not if we walk out of here
tomorrow, Mates. Johnny Gurkha here
can lead us to a road.

RAJ
I‘m not your sherpa.

Just then a scent catches Bllly Boy's interest. He cocks an

eyebrow:
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BITLLY BGY
Hey, smell that? Curry. Smell it?
These yahoos are hiding the good
food from us... :

Billy Boy heads deeper into the tunnels...

SEN-JQE
Sir' NO. e !

Billy yanks open a doox. The VILLAGE WOMEN cower beside a
stinking stew pot. Been hiding here for days. A few are real
beauties. Billy smiles. Then remembers the company vows to

- Taganee. His smile dies.

Sammy appears in the dim glow, sﬁrveys the hiding women. One
of them has a 5-year old BOY c¢linging to her.

SEN-JOE
The fathers of the village fear you
will ruin their daughters.

SAMMY _
Spoils of war. Shit happens, Yo.

. The woman with boy would crawl through rock if she could, to
get away from Sammy’s hard-bitten gaze. She is MAT.

TASANEE
It was her husband who was killed
by Khun Lao. She is frlghtened of
soldiers.

Sammy watches her a moment longer. Billy eyes a sweet young
thing with hair hastily cropped short.

BILLY BQOY
Hallo.

RAJ (0.8.)
-Ieave them be.

Sammy and Billy Boy turn to see the Gurkha crouched in the
dark tunnel, a slant of sunlight on his fierce
cheekbones....then he returns to the antiquated store of

guns.

BILLY BOY
What’s up with Gunga Din?

Charlie, Ellis, and Tipton make their way into the crypt.
Charlie surveys the hidden village women. Ellis can’t believe
his eyes either.
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SAMMY
I'd like to kill every one in this
village.

Sen-Joe goes pale. But Tasanee meets Sammy’s hard gaze.

BILLY BOY
They want us to protect them, but
they treat us like we’‘re the scum
of the earth.

CHARLIE
Maybe we are.

Charlie directs this to Tasanee. The crypt gets dead silent.

- CHARLIE
But we're all they got right now.

Charlie lets it sink in. He grabs a rifle in each hand. When
the others don’t exactly leap into action, he gives a hard
look back at them.

CHARLIE
Let’'s go. Get these guns to dry
ground.

Billy Boy winks at the short-haired girl. She lovks away from
him like the devil just blew her a kiss.

EXT. VILLAGE OF TUKAR -- TOWN SQUARE ~~ DAY

- The weapons are being sorted and stacked by Tipton and
Antoine. Billy Boy looks up from the sad cache to see Charlie
eyeing the surrounding hills.

TIPTON ~
There’'s no contract holding us
here. I mean this isn’t exactly an
Executive Outcomes corporate
agreement., '

: CHARLIE
