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OMITTED

EXT. AIRPORT BAGGAGE CAROUSEL - DAY
Empty except for one outlandishly loud bag wrapped in string.
PAN UP to see the only waiting passenger...

WILL SHAW (28), American, bleary-eyed from a long flight with
little sleep - his suit wrinkled and unkempt.

The bag is obviously not his.

INT. BAGGAGE CLAIM OFFICE - 15 MINUTES LATER

Will is talking to a Baggage Agent (female, 40) seated at a
desk.

AGENT
(in Spanish)
Claim Check?
Will doesn’t speak SpanishAbut he(gets it, hands it over.

As she punches the numbers into a’computer, Will scrolls
through email on his Blackberry.:

AGENT (CONT'D)
Primera/vez ,n/ Espana, Senor Shaw?

WILL
Sertry, aniNEspanol es muy malo.

AGENT
Firgstvtime in Spain?

WILL
Yup. So what’s happening with my
luggage?

AGENT
Unfortunately it’s still in San
Francisco.

WILL
Fantastic.

AGENT

It’'1ll be here by tomorrow.

WILL
Well, I won't. I'm meeting my
family just south of here. In...
Cullera? Did I say that right?
(off her nod)
(MORE )
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WILL (CONT'D)
We’'re sailing my father’s boat
to Gibraltar.

AGENT
I envy you.

Will’s baleful look implies beware what you wish for.

AGENT (CONT'D)
(handing him the
paperwork for lost

baggage)
Don’t worry, we’ll find you.

INT. AIRPORT (TERMINAL) - MOMENTS LATER

Will steps into the large expanse of the, MATN TERMINAL
while listening to his voicemail.

Messages squawk from speakers in_languages he can’t
understand. He navigates the bustile, looking for a familiar
face...

VOLCEMATI{
No new messages:}

MALE - (Q%S.)
Will...

Will turns to seé¢his father, MARTIN SHAW (50s). Lean and
handsome. Theré's an_édge to his welcoming smile; a history
of tension between father and son.

WILL
(shaking hands)
I wassexpecting Josh.

MARTIN
Glad to see you too.

WILL
No, I meant...
(cell rings)
Sorry...
It’s too hard to finesse his way out of it, so Will just
gives his father a slightly awkward hug.
EXT. AIRPORT PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS

Will and Martin walk in silence to car.

EXT. AERIAL OF AN AUDI MOVING ALONG A HIGHWAY - DAY

5A

5B



INT. AUDI (MOVING) - DAY

Martin drives fast along the highway. In the passenger
seat, Will barely registers the scenery racing past...

WILL
So, how’s the posting?

MARTIN
Good. We have a gospel quartet
from Newark coming over next
week doing about six cities,
week after that, a Picasso
biographer from Oregon State.

WILL
Why on earth would Spain want, to
hear from an Oregon-based
Picasso scholar?
(cell rings)
Sorry...

MARTIN
Just a different perspec .

WILL
(on celd)
Hello? Yesy this is.a.% Really...
that’'s great, that’s excellent...
Sure, absolutedy... whoa, wait...

This Thdpsday?No, no, it’s just

logistically/speaking...
(eygs/his father)

ook, is \It” possible to call you

back in“a few hours? Terrific. I

will{ “THanks, thank you, alright

then.%.

MARTIN
Are you going to be surgically
attached to that thing all
vacation?

WILL
That was one call, Dad. But to be
honest? Right now, this
“vacation”? It’s just a real bad
time for me to be away from the
company.

MARTIN
Do you think there was ever a man
who sat up in his deathbed slapped
his forehead and said, “My God,
why didn’t I spend more time at
the officel”
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WILL
(casually)
Look who'’s talking.

MARTIN
(unriled)
Excuse me?

WILL
Nothing.
An awkward silence descends. Will’s cell rings. He'’s dying

to answer it but doesn’t want to get into any more shit.

ON MARTIN - reading his son like a book. Doesn’t say
anything.

As the car crests a small hill...

EXT. AERIAL - AUDI APPROACHING THE, PORT, ABRUPTLY FACING 6A
The blue expanse of the MEDITERRANEANW.SEA spread out before
them... It’'s a spectacularAsight.

EXT. SHAW’'S SAILBOAT < DAY 7

A 65’ SAILBOAT moeré€d® in~a small marina. She’s a beautiful
craft: large decky ,spacigtus cabin, polished oak, gleaming
brass, thick canvas sai¥ls -- immaculately ship-shape.

Martin and Wil step, éboard and put the bags down.

WILL
Hedlo?!

From below'deck, LAURIE SHAW (50s) emerges up the stairs
with a wide, excited smile.

LAURIE
Will?

WILL
Mom!

Laurie wraps her arms around him, as Martin goes below
decks.

LAURIE
Oh sweetie!

WILL
Mom, you look great...



LAURIE
That’s because we’re all finally
here... How was your flight?
WILL

Plane went up, flew straight
across, went down again...
Nothing a small bathtub of grain
alcohol couldn't fix.

LAURTIE
Oh, we can do better than that.
Why don’t you get out of that
suit. It looks like an
accordion.
(beat)
Where’s you luggage?

WILL
Apparently still saying doodbye to
the Golden Gate Bridge.

LAURIE

Oh for heaven’s sake» Well,
there’s some clothes younzleft from
last year’s trip, ‘why(don’'t you
change into thoése.

(headdng below

decks?)
I'll have@ niee glass of Rioja
waiting/for yeu™when you’re ready.

MALE (0.S.)
You vsee. that? When I got here
she sdidy,” “Beers in the fridge.”

Will tuxns toyhis little brother JOSH (26). Josh is chubby
but adgile, /b&ard and sandals, no corporate type, he.

JOSH
Mom always liked you best.

The brothers wrap each other up, truly happy to see each
other.

WILL
Man-o-man.. .

JOSH
You too, boss...

WILL
How are your students this year?

JOSH
Are you serious? If any one of
them ever had an intelligent
thought it would die of

(MORE )



JOSH (CONT'D)
loneliness. But lookie here...
(calling)
Dara? Daral!

DARA COLLINS (26), Josh's girlfriend, approaches from the
fore of the boat. She’s petite.

JOSH (CONT’D)
Dara... This is Will, the good
brother.

DARA
The one who used to tell
everybody he was an only child?

WILL
Only after Josh was born.
(to Josh,
flattering Dara)
Josh, this woman is way too
attractive for you. I'm\sorry,
you’ll have to returnsher.

JOSH
Actually, Dara was jon the search
committee thatrhired me.

WILL
(blushing)
Huh. Really?
DARA
Really.
JOSH

How was/the ride with Godzilla?

WILL
No’blood, no foul. Yet.

JOSH
Just take it nice and easy, OK?
It’'s only a week.

DARA
I think your dad’s a sweetie.

Josh and Will stare at each other for a beat.
JOSH
Dara grew up in a Soviet

orphanage.

Dara playfully punches Josh, as they all laugh.



EXT. SHAW’S SAILBOAT / HARBOR DOCKS - NIGHT

Everyone is seated around a table on the deck -- dinner
laid out. Will has changed into shorts and a T-shirt. His
Blackberry sits on the table by his plate.

LAURTIE
Before we start, I just wanted
to say how happy I am that we're
all finally sitting around a
table together again. I didn't
realize how much I’'d miss this.

JOSH
To family.

EVERYONE
To family.

They clink glasses in the center off the table.

MARTIN
And good wind.

EVERYONE
And good wind,

WILL
To wind..s
Food is served..wmore,winte is poured.
DARA

This looks,*fantastic.

LAURTIE
My~gcaveman caught it this
mo¥ning.

MARTIN

Lupino. Mediterranean Sea Bass.

Will finishes his second wine, pours himself another.
Martin notices this.

DARA
You fish, Mr. Shaw?

MARTIN
Spear-fish, actually.

He points to a SPEAR-GUN propped against the boat’s
railing.

JOSH
Every boy needs a hobby.
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WILL
First time Dad took me out when T
was ten years old I speared my own

flipper.

MARTIN
Second time you nailed that moray
eel.

WILL
Cried myself to sleep two nights
running.

MARTIN

Indeed you did.

Will’s VIBRATING BLACKBERRY, which clatters silverware —-
brings the table conversation to a halt.

Will rises, with his wineglass.

WILL
I'm sorry. It’s impertant.
(saluting)

As you were, men4 Be right"back.

Martin quietly watching’ Will as hé descends into the cabin.

INT. CABIN - MINUTES LATER

WILL

(into/phone,

stxessed)
hook,/1f\TI may be so bold, I
hongstily believe I'm the man
youy re looking for, the only
préblem with meeting this week is
that I'm out of the country...

(beat)
Is there an airport here? Sure. I
mean...

(laughing)

For a second I thought you meant

you could fly in to see me...
(stressed grin)

Absolutely. I’1ll be there

Thursday.

EXT. DECK - CONTINUOUS

Will coming back to the table, his father studying him.

(In this scene, Will increasingly has a meltdown enhanced
by drink.)

10



MARTIN

(to Dara)
...basically I'm a booking agent.
The State Department posts you
here and there and your job is to
try and talk some interesting
Americans into touring the place.

(beat)
By the time these boys were
teenagers they'd seen more of
the planet than a roomful of
astronauts.

WILL
(a little looped)
That’s another way of saying
that we never got to have the
same friends more than two yé€ars
in a row.

MARTIN
You did four years ats\Dartmouth,
as I recall.

WILL
(bottoms AUp)
That's becauge¥it's a ¢oOllege,
Dad. You'rg’ supposed.to “do”
four years,

LAURIE
WillA..

WILL
Well 71N " tell you one thing.
Livihag\dfn about 12 countries over
18~years? Me and Josh half-learned
abéut 15 sports including goats-
Head polo, cricket, some kind of
badminton they play in Southeast
Asia with fish bladders...

MARTIN
Stop exaggerating.

WILL
Soon as we finally got the hang of
something, we were off to
somewhere where they’re nuts about
diving off cliffs or playing water
polo in level five rapids... Never
could make the varsity.

JOSH
Excuse me, my man, even I played
basketball and ran track in the
Comoros, remember?
(aside)
(MORE)



JOSH (CONT'D)
Of course no one in the school was
over five foot three.
(beat)
And Will was pretty much the all
star everywhere we went.

WILL
(the real point)
Well, whatever we were doing, it
would’ve been nice to see Dad’s
face in the stands now and then.

MARTIN
(evenly)
The job is the job, son.

WILL
That it is.

JOSH
So, what’s the plan for
tomorrow?

MARTEN,

(eyes on Will)
Rise and shine”at “six( |Cruising
due south by/séyven. Make port in
La Calera by\three.

WILL
Any charice we\itt Cartagena by
Wednésday?

MARTIN
Why Wednesday?

WILL
(takes a beat)
I’m not sure if I can stay the
week.

LAURIE
What?!

WILL
Something’s come up at work-

LAURIE
Oh, Will.

WILL
I'm sorry, Mom. Believe me,
getting back on a plane in a
couple of days is the last thing
I want to do.
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MARTIN
Your mother and I have been
planning this trip for three
months.

WILL
(sharply)
And I’'ve been trying to build my
company for three years.

An awkward silence falls over the table. Martin pours a
tall glass of wine to cool his simmering temper.

JOSH

(speedy,

distracting)
See now for me, the real
question of the evening should
be how can a humble foreign
service official afford such a
spankingly fine boat. Theudhts?
Suggestions? Suppositions?

Will and his father avoid eyewContaets

EXT. SHAW’'S SAILBOAT -/NIGHT
Music plays. Wine flows. Martin, Laurie, Josh and Dara are
talking quietly and.drinking on the deck.
EXT. ROCKS IN, THE HARBOR NEAR THE BOAT - NIGHT
Perched on\a‘brgad\stone, Will is on his Blackberry.
WILL

I reed to book a flight from

Cartegena to San Francisco this

Wednesday? One way.

WILL’S POV: Laurie making her way to him.

WILL (CONT'D)

(on cell)
Sorry, I’'ll call back.
(off cell)
Mom. . .
LAURIE

You don’t always drink like
that, do you?

WILL
No. I just... I'm so under the
gun, you know?

11
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LAURTIE
Anything we can help you with?

WILL
No, no, thank you. I’ll land on my
feet. I always do.

LAURIE

I hope you're able to stay the
whole week, but if you can’t,
I'1l live with it.

(she kisses him and

starts to leave.)
Just... for the time you’re with
us, you and your father, you're
both my guys, OK?

WILL
Sure...

EXT. SHAW'S SAILBOAT - NIGHT

The deck is silent and dark.¢Will, kestless, walks along
the rails.

MARTIN (0%S.)
For some rgaSor this.morning I was
remembering “thathtkack meet in
Philadedphia yeur ‘senior year...

Will turns; Ma#tin® in“gilhouette, sits with a drink

MARTIN (CONT'D)
That West Indian kid from
Villanova, he was staring at your
back for 98 meters.

WILL
The race was 100.

MARTIN
(offering wine)
He set the NCAA record that year
and he could barely catch you. An
Ivy Leaguer, too, imagine that.

WILL
I came in second.

Martin gestures for Will to have a seat. Refills his glass.
MARTIN

(wryly)
Goat heads polo?

13
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WILL
(almost kindly)

Dad, you spent our entire childhood
squiring can’t-find-him-on-the-air
jazz musicians around can’t-find-it-
on-the-map countries, you brought
academic hacks to talk in cities
where no one even spoke English...
You were just never around. And now
you, you demand this annual outing
like that makes up for everything.
I'm sorry to be harsh here, but
we’'re both tough guys so... I just
have to tell you...

MARTIN

I love my family, I love my work.
I believe in my family, I believe
in my work.

(beat)
Maybe it was your mothen%svdoing,
but, end of the day? ¥You*turned
out pretty solid. Jesh™too:

Silence, waves gently lapp4ng...

WILL
Dad? In your“heéart-of“hearts...
You thinks\I “folded-dn that race,
didn't youw..

Silence, wavesAgently“Japping...

WILL (CONT'D)
Hello?

MARTIN
Yod want the truth, tough guy?

Shaking hig head, almost laughing at the predictability of
that answer,

WILL
(rises)
What if I told you I let him win
just to piss you off?

MARTIN
I'd say that’s the dumbest thing
I'd ever heard.

WILL
(jogging in place; a
little bombed,
smiling-cocky)
I can still run like the wind
though...
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14.

Will, Blackberry in hand, turns to leave. He trips on
something, regains his balance.

This makes both father and son briefly grin.

MARTIN
(calling out)

Hey, Will? Whatever'’s going on
with your company right now?
That thing [Blackberry] won't
help you. So for the little time
that you're with us? Do yourself
a favor and stow it.

Will heads below decks.

ON MARTIN: alone now in the dark, sipping his wine.
OMITTED

OMITTED

OMITTED

OMITTED

EXT. MEDITERRANEAN SEX < _EXTREME“WIDESHOT - 7:00 AM

CAMERA cruises acxoSs®the brilliant blue water. A bright
summer day. The Spanish“¢dast shines in the distance.
Finally, we anfive at<#

EXT. SHAW'S\SAILBOAT - (MOVING) - DAY

The Shaw_family“is a good sailing team. A well-oiled
machine) with¥a very intense skipper:

MARTIN
Get ready to come about! Laurie,
scoot to your left. Dara, get
down off the deck. Josh, release
the jib. Will, you're on port...
COME ABOUT.

Martin pushes the tiller. Boat rotates. What every sailor
craves: "coming about" in a brisk wind. The massive sails
swing about.

As he works the jib, Will notes an email on his Blackberry.
Doesn't read it but is momentarily distracted by the signal.

Martin yells, very intense--
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15.

MARTIN (CONT'D)
Will, two cranks on the jib.
It's luffing. TWO CRANKS, TWO
CRANKS ON THE JIB-—-

WILL
Heard you the first time.

MARTIN
Crank it, CRANK IT.

WILL
No need to yell.

Will pockets his Blackberry, cranks in the jib line. The
sails fill with wind, the boat picks up steam.

MARTIN
Will, on this boat, when we-he
executing a manoeuver, yew do as I
say.

Will and Josh share a knowing+l0ok, they’re used to their
father barking out orders atgthem.

EXT. SHAW’'S SAILBOAT (MOVING) - LATER

In the near distance, avyellow-power boat, driven by TWO
YOUNG GUYS, weaves fYecklessly past the other boats. One
boat, passed too“¢leselyy “rocks wildly in the sudden wake.

ON MARTIN: wahily watching these jerks.

The sailboat“cruises into the bay of Puerto Serena -- a
small fishing illage.

MARTIN
We’ 11l anchor here for lunch.
Josh, get up on bow, release the
anchor on my command. Laurie,
let down the jib.

Dara, inexperienced, stands alongside the rail, her face to

the sun.

Martin glances over, sees Will finally sneak a peek at the
screen.

CLOSE ON SCREEN - His flight itinerary.
Martin swallows his anger, continues:
MARTIN (CONT'D)

I've got the main sail. Will,
take the wheel.

20
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Martin climbs up on top of the boat to let down the main
sail. As Josh releases the anchor, a massive roar
approaches:

THAT YELLOW POWER-BOAT flies past them at a close distance.

The sailboat rocks violently in the speedboat's wake. The
MAIN SAIL BOOM drops hard and the boat turns...

MARTIN (CONT'D)
Will! Head her into the wind!

Will, still distracted, hesitates for a heartbeat and then
it’s too late.

The sail fills with wind and the boom swings across the deck
like a large baseball bat, heading right for the oblivious
Dara, her head about to be smashed.

Will dives towards her, roughly shoeVyiing her down, saving her
life, but her head hits the edge_of the rail with a sickening
whack.

JOSH
Daral

Chaos. Everyone moves fast. Josh '‘and Laurie join Will and
tend to her injury -+ al gash.near the hairline. Laurie
grabs a clean towel sand holds-it to her cut.

DARA
(dazedy
I'm\okay.{I"m okay.

LAURTIE
Marty ,\det me the first aid kit.

Martin gralbs“the kit from a cabinet beneath the wheel.

JOSH
You’ll be fine, babe.

WILL
Mom?

LAURIE

Just a little bump on the head.

WILL
Thank God.

Will’s Blackberry vibrates in his hand. As he glances at
the screen, his father explodes:

MARTIN
GOD DAMN IT!
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He smacks Will’s Blackberry from his hand. It FLIES
OVERBOARD AND SINKS beneath the waves.

Will stares at his father -- could kill him.

WILL
Are you kidding me?

MARTIN
What did I ask of you last night
about that goddamn thing...
(re: Dara and her
bleeding head)
You think this is a game?

WILL
No, it’s a vacation, right?

JOSH
(steps between
them)
Guys, what the hell..s

DARAS
Jesus! I'm OK! I¥mtOK!

FAURIE
(sharply)
Martin! There’s no -Permabond in
this kit T need you to get the
other orie from/the cabin.

Martin holdse¢his® 1odk™on Will for a beat...

LAURIE (CONT’D)
Martiml

...before descending below deck.

Furious,*Will stuffs his T-shirt and a pair of flip-flops
in a large Zip-lock bag.

WILL
I'll get some ashore. Do you need
anything else?

LAURIE
Try to find Bacitracina. The
farmacia should have some.

WILL
Anybody have cash?

Josh hands him a 20 Euro bill and Will seals it in the bag.

LAURTIE
Come right back.
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18.

He dives into the sea, swims hard for the shore.

EXT. PUERTO SERENA - HARBOR DOCK - LATER 21

Will climbs a ladder on the end of the dock. Soaking wet,
he moves past a SPANISH FISHERMAN.

FISHERMAN
Buenos dias.
EXT. PUERTO SERENA - DAY 22
Will hustles through the quaint fishing village that is
built into a rocky cliff facing the sea -- old buildings,

narrow cobblestone streets. The locals take notice of Will
as this is not a tourist spot.

OMITTED 23

EXT. SMALL GREEN CROSS FARMACIA - 15\ MINUTES LATER 23A

Will is behind a MOTHER @nd CRYING-CHILD, who is having a bee
sting tended to by the /PHARMACIST.

Will decides to give, it a fewrminutes, turns to go outside.

EXT. FARMACIA < DAY 23B
Will exiting.

Will reaching £oxr/a beer but at the last moment reluctantly
grabbing ja Coke“vinstead. He drinks the coke and goes to

throw=it imtse the trash.

MATCH CUT TO:

OMITTED 23C
OMITTED 24
OMITTED 24A
EXT. PUERTO SERENA - COVE - 30 MINUTES LATER 25

CLOSE ON: An empty beer can lands in the trash can.

Will, holding a bag from the pharmacy, walks along the beach
to where the boat is anchored. He looks out:
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19.

THE SAILBOAT IS GONE.
His eyes search the harbor. He studies every boat... but
his boat is nowhere to be found. He turns to the FISHERMAN
who said hello earlier.
WILL
Excuse me? Did you see where
that sailboat went?
FISHERMAN
Disculpe, no hablo inglés. Lo
siento.

Flummoxed, agitated, Will looks out across the water.

EXT. PUERTO SERENA - DAY
Time passes...

Will walks around another beach‘cowve, looking for the
boat. Nothing doing.

He crumples and tosses hisAbeer c@éh, In agitation. He
takes off for the next cove down |the beach.

Time passes... As thel/sun begins to sink toward the
horizon...

EXT. HILLSIDE PATH - DAY

We see Willg. \Sweaty,\tired, nerves frayed, laboring up a
steep hillside path towards a large cliff to get a better

view of ‘the entike” bay.

AERIAE SHOT:Moving over the water to the cliff, to Will...

EXT. TOP OF CLIFF - DAY

Sweaty, out of breath, Will looks out over the sea. A
bird's eye view...

And there, in the distance, he sees: THE SHAW SAILBOAT —-
tied up close to shore along some rocks in a hidden cove.

EXT. COVE - GOLDEN HOUR

Will, having swum to the boat, climbs up the boat’s ladder.
He approaches cautiously. It looks empty...

He steps onto the deck of the boat. Nothing appears amiss.
Will heads below-deck.
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20.

INT. SHAW’'S SAILBOAT (LOWER CABIN) - CONTINUOUS 30

The cabin is RANSACKED. A chair lays on its back, one leg
snapped. The bathroom door is shattered as if from a
piledriver blow. Clothes lay everywhere. The Radio equipment
has been smashed. There’s a small spatter of blood against a
white blanket, another small spray against a wall.

Will moves through it; bewildered, scared.

INT. PUERTO SERENA POLICE STATION - DUSK 31

Will enters, hyper. OFFICER VICENTE and OFFICER REYNALDO
play cards at a desk and smoke cigarettes.

WILL
(90 M.P.H.)
Something has happened to K my
family.

The two cops stare at him.

WILIACONT D)
Hello? I said...

VICENTE
Tranquilo, (t¥anquido.s .

WILL
Look, they're\gone and our
boatfs ripped to shit --

ransackeds

REYNALDO
Porfavor. Tranquilo.

WILL
Trang -- what? Are you hearing

me?
The POLICE CAPTAIN, PIZARRO, exits his office.

PIZARRO
Que pasa?

Will listens, trying to understand. But he has no real
Spanish.

VICENTE
(in Spanish)
The kid’s family boat got raided.

Pizarro picks up the phone and dials, just out of earshot.
When the other end picks up, Pizarro speaks fast... listens
for a moment. Then hangs up.
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21.

PTZARRO
I am Captain Pizarro. You are?

WILL
(with effort)
William, Shaw. Once again, my
family...

PIZARRO
Yes. Take me to the boat.

EXT. COVE - DUSK 32

Crickets chirp in the hot summer air. TWO POLICE CARS arrive
at the scene, one carrying Will and Pizarro, the other
Vicente and Reynaldo.

They both park.
Pizarro walks Will down towards the, water'’s edge.
Startled, Will freezes when he ‘Sees:

A generically Mediterranean-lookifig, man, ZAHIR, sitting on
the rocks. He is well-dregssed, tall, lean and disturbingly
calm. A pistol is tucked¥in his waist.

He rises as they approach.

WILL
Who s£he hell/are you?

PIZARRO
Pleasg, Mister Shaw, relax.

Zahir,steps forward to meet them on the platform. He speaks
English) we¥l“put with a slight accent, hard to place.

ZAHTR
Will. Can I call you Will?

WILL
How do you know my name?

ZAHIR
Your mother told me.

WILL
Where is my mother?

ZAHTIR
I can take you to her. And the
rest of your family.

Pizarro puts his hand on Will's arm as if to offer him
support in his hour of need. From the darkness, a POWER-
BOAT glides up. ESMAEL (30) is at the wheel with a pistol
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and shoulder holster. He's thicker than Zahir, closer to
the ground, dressed more like a local fisherman.

Will is growing more and more agitated.

WILL
Did you do something to them?

Suddenly, Pizarro’s grip tightens on Will’s arm. Comfort
has become restraint.

CLOSE ON WILL: tensing up. Adrenaline kicks in and he
backpedals. Pizarro tries to lock Will’s arm behind his
back, but Will reacts quickly -- instinctively:

He spins and shoves Pizarro, who falls into the water. Will
sprints from the platform for the still-running POLICE
CAR...

Will jumps behind the wheel and tries ‘to shift the car in
‘Drive,’ but the stick is stuck in\peutral. He stomps on
the gas, but the car simply REVS.,

Reynaldo jumps from his car ends runs ‘towards Will’s car.
Zahir walks deliberately/towards$ |him.

ZAHTR
Let’s go see. youh family, wWill.

Zahir getting cloger and¢closer -- but finally the stick
responds and WAll teahkg out of there.

Reynaldo rums\‘back to“his car. Gets in. Vicente peels out

after will\
PTZARRO
(on radio, in
Spanish)
He gets away, you’'re looking for a
job.
32A Will keeps pushing it, driving uphill, Vicente on his 32A
ass.
33 INT. POLICE CRUISER (DRIVING) - DUSK 33

Will is confused, sweaty, in a panic. He sails down a hill
and into the village --

Looking over his shoulder at the police car behind him and
not on the road in front of him, Will tries to make a hard
turn to lose them and slams into the corner of the rocks,
deploying the airbag.
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EXT. PUERTO SERENA STREET - DUSK 34

Vicente and Reynaldo approach the wrecked vehicle, guns
drawn... Dazed, Will stumbles from the wreckage. Reynaldo
throws him hard against a stone wall.

WILL
What are you doing?
VICENTE
(softly)
Ey... Tranquilo...

Vicente punches him in the stomach and Will doubles over in
pain -- too weak from the crash to put up any resistance.

Vicente then pulls back for another blow, but HIS ARM IS
PULLED BACKWARDS, A FIST CRACKS HIS FACE, and Vicente hits
the ground.

Will looks up to see: HIS FATHER,

Martin turns to Reynaldo and THRUSTS(AN ELBOW INTO HIS
FACE, shattering his nose.

From the ground, Vicentesaims his pistol, but Martin kicks
it, the weapon flies off “into darkness. Face bloodied,
Reynaldo trains his gunf at Martin.

MARTIN SHAW IS AWESOME. He chops Reynaldo square in the
solar plexus, thémw a stkike to the throat. Done.

Will rises, but Vicénte” swings; clocks him in the head.
Will’s headwhits a wall; concussion-hard.

Will drops.’ Digzys

Vicente) swings a metal telescoping baton at Martin, but he
blocks it-with his forearm; a bone-shattering crunch.

Martin grabs the back of the cop’s neck; shoves his head
down as he brings his leg up, smashing his knee to the
cop’s face. Vicente drops to the ground. Done.

Concussed, Will’s eyes roll back. He loses consciousness.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT. AUDI SEDAN (MOVING) - NIGHT 35

Martin drives fast down a freeway. His right arm is broken
and he grimaces in pain when he moves it. Bluetooth in his
ear, he’s all business:
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MARTIN
(to Carrack)
I'm hitting the city now. You
goddamn better be there.

Martin hangs up. He looks at Will in the passenger seat --
struggling towards consciousness.

MARTIN (CONT'D)
You alright?

WILL
No. Where’s Mom? Where'’s Josh?

MARTIN
They’1ll be fine. How bad are you
hurt?

WILL

What do you mean, they’l14 e
fine? What'’s happening®!

Martin thinks, chooses his woxd§—carefully.

MARTTIN
Some people aré)holding ‘your
mother and Josh,. .. and'ara.
WILL
Why? !
MARTIN

You“re owedy)a lot of explaining, I
know thats'‘But right now I just
need fo try and figure out what
happenied and how to fix it,
understand?

WILL
Not good enough.

MARTIN
(with difficulty)
Will, I do work for the
government... But not... not the
cultural wing.

WILL
So you’'re like, what...

MARTIN
Let’s just call it a field
operative.

WILL

A what? What the hell does that

mean? What are you saying,

you're a spy? A spook? What you
(MORE)
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WILL (CONT'D)
did to those guys back there...
I never saw you... Are you some
kind of government...
(can’t bring himself
to say hit-man)
What exactly, exactly do you do...

MARTIN
It’s gonna be fine, Will.

WILL
Stop saying that! Don’t tell me
that unless you know it --
unless you can guarantee it. Can
you do that?

MARTIN
No.

WILL
Then don’t say it.

MARTIN
Will-

WILL
What?!

MARTIN

I need youto_,calm down.

WILL
HowN\dO yous/expect me to do that?

MARTIN
I doh "™t/ expect you to do it. I
need you to do it.

Will takes“ascouple of deep breaths -- does his best.
Silence fills the car. Will turns and looks out the window.

POV: A city skyline emerges in the distance -- lights
up the night.

WILL
Where are we going?

MARTIN
Madrid.

A pause... Martin answers before Will can ask:

MARTIN (CONT'D)
(grimly, vaguely)
Some people there need to have
some answers.

35A

35B
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35C EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT 35C

Entering the 1lit up streets of Madrid, the car wipes frame.

36 EXT. MADRID STREET - NIGHT 36

The Audi speeds through an impoverished district. Pulls up
to a shabby APARTMENT BUILDING. Martin pulls over, gets
out. Will follows.

Martin unlocks the street door and races up a flight of
stairs.

ON WILL: following; absorbing this place, his father’s
hidden life.

37 INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT 37

Martin unlocks an apartment door, swiftly heads for a back
room, gesturing for Will to staw put in the parlor.

ON WILL: taking in his fatheris: secend’ apartment.

It’s the decently appointéd 1laif |of' a single man; the
furniture comfortable bUt| slightly impersonal, nothing like
Will’s childhood memofies of rarious family homes. There
are no photos, no objeets laying around that recall the
family. The minimalamount of personal items that he does
see; books, vasesy couch¢pillows, token art on the walls,
remind him of smothing“he, would ever associate with his

father.
WILL
Dad this isn’t you... I... What
ape) you... You live here?

Martin re-emerges from the back room, moving fast for the
door. Bewildered, Will follows.

37B INT. APARTMENT STAIRWELL - NIGHT 37B

Martin and Will exiting. Martin is in obvious pain from his
broken arm.

A door opens and SENORA PALMA (62, landlady) calls out to
Martin with good cheer. Martin turns to her, smiling.

PATLMA
(in Spanish)
Are you a ghost or is it really
you? I tell all my girlfriends I
got a tenant is the biggest
gentleman in Madrid, they say,
“Yeah? Where is he?” I say he was
(MORE )
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PALMA (CONT'D)
just here, now he’s gone again,
they think I make you up.

MARTIN
Senora Palma, you look ten years
younger every time I see you.

PATMA
(grabbing his broken
arm w/ affection)
The biggest liar in Madrid too.

Will winces; he knows the pain must be white hot. Martin
stares back at him with a face that gives away nothing.

EXT. STREET - NIGHT
Approaching the car, Martin nurses hig-dnjured arm.

MARTIN
You drive.

WILL'S POV: his father is nowsadrmedy ‘the butt of an
automatic (retrieved from Athe| apaftment) peeking out from a
shoulder holster under his jackét.

OMITTED

EXT. PLAZA DE LA VILLA\~ DAWN

Will driveswtowards\‘the plaza. The twilight streets are
empty and guiet,

MARTIN
Pull over here.

Will park§)at the curb.

Martin scans the square (which is part of a university
campus) across the street: Nothing, just a few pedestrians;
people going to work, to school, or going to sleep. He
checks his watch and pulls out the automatic, chambers a
round.

WILL
(the lie sinking in;
in post-shock)
So this cultural attache thing was
bullshit... Was always bullshit?
All our lives...

MARTIN
(beat)
It was a cover. Yes.

38
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WILL
Did Mom, does Mom...

MARTIN
Your mother knows. She knows
everything.
(beat)

She’'s my wife.
Quiet before the storm; an intimate moment.

MARTIN (CONT'D)
I'm sorry I'm putting you
through this, Will. You’'re a
great kid. Always have been.

Will is speechless; Martin has never said this.

MARTIN (CONT4D)
Look, you and I, we nevex made it
easy for each other. I_den/t know
why, maybe because we“re*too
similar.

WILL
Similar? I'm néthing 1ike you.

Martin smiles, i.e., #&0(you think.
He looks into theyplaza:~a stately, tall, well-tailored
WOMAN strolls inte wiewjp¢dCould be a professor, a lawyer:

relaxed; low-keéy.

Say hello te.\-— CARRACK.

WILL (CONT'D)
Whoy svthat?

MARTIN
Sit tight. I’'11 be right back.

Martin exits the car and making a call THAT WILL CAN’'T HEAR
calmly heads towards Carrack.

We see the following episode through WILL'’S POV FROM INSIDE
THE CAR:

Martin crosses the street shutting down the call as he
enters the university square. It's a classic Spanish plaza,
relatively deserted at this hour.

Martin and Carrack face each other...

Martin makes sure Carrack sees he’s armed.

Carrack responds with a look of confused dismay.
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WILL’'S POV: The discussion. His father seems coldly enraged
and threatening.

Carrack continues to appear nonplussed; consistently tries to
reason with him.

At some point she reaches out and touches his coat.
Martin rips his arm away, turns, heads back towards the Audi.

Carrack stands there bewildered for a beat, then sadly
turns away; disappears into the long shadows of a side
Street.

Furious, Martin moves to the car...

And then a MUFFLED POP is heard and MARTIN DROPS TO THE
GROUND.

Unable to interpret why his father stumbled like that, Will
just looks on with consternation,

EXT. PLAZA DE LA VILLA - CONTINUOUS

His father has been shot/in the(shoulder. The wound bleeds
profusely, but Martin ¥5%still able to raise his pistol and
fire TWO SHOTS towards “the roof“of a nearby building...

[It is only by hig“fathex's return fire that Will realizes
his father has béen, shot¢

TWO SHOTS FRQM, THE _ROOF, hitting Martin square in the
chest... Heysslumps To”the cobblestone.

Will ledps “from the Audi and races into the Plaza to his
fathers _sidey A pool of blood widens underneath him.

Stunned, MWilY feels for a pulse; checks his breathing. The
bleeding*is relentless.

WILL
(wild-eyed,
shouting into the
ghostly plaza)
Help me! Please! Somebody help me!
My father’s been shot! Can I get

some...
(one of his few
words)
Ayudame!

Not knowing if there’s going to be more shots, Will gets
behind his (unknowingly) lifeless father and tries to drag
him to the car; but Martin is dead weight and the going is
geologically slow.
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Suddenly Martin’s cell-phone RINGS inside his pocket...
Will, however, is out of it, muttering to his dead dad in
the nakedly exposed plaza.

The cell-phone keeps ringing... and ringing...

Finally, Will pulls the phone out of his father’s blood-
soaked coat. It reads: "UNKNOWN CALLER" - Will picks up.

MALE (0.S.)
You have less than 21 hours.
What’s the status?

WILL
I need help!

It's ZAHIR, from the boat.

ZAHIR (0.S.)
Put Tom on the phone.

WILL
Please! My father’s<bé&en. ..

ZBEIR (0.6%)
Will. Put Tom ,n the phone.

WILL
Who? Who the, hell is Tom? Who
the held“are yeu?

ZAHIR
21 \Not afminute more.

WILL
21 houxe for what. Until what...

The Iine goes dead; the plaza is ghost-town quiet.

Will takeS)a breath, hooks his arms beneath his father to
continue to drag him towards the car.

But this time, as he’s adjusting his grip, he looks into
his father’s fixed eyes...

and finally realizes that he's dead.

Before he can even emotionally react...

A DOOR SLAMS... Will swivels towards the sound...

A MAN has just exited a building and sees Will kneeling by
Martin. He pauses -- a pale, emotionless face -- he could
be a university student given where they are: Will feels no

sense of danger.

He has an oversized athletic shoulder bag; a student
hitting the gym before classes.
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WILL (CONT'D)
(to Gorman)
Please! Can I get some help!

Calm and cool, the Man moves towards Will, his hand slides
inside his jacket, pulling a SILENCED GLOCK PISTOL. This
is GORMAN (30).

Will sees the Glock, puts two and two together and starts
to panic as the killer moves towards him. He searches,
sees:

HIS FATHER'S .45 AUTOMATIC

...lying on the ground. Will grabs it, aims clumsily, pulls
the trigger: nothing. The gun is JAMMED.

Gorman fires, misses, the bullet skimming off the pavement
past Will’s shoulder. Long shot for a=-pistol.

Will flattens to the ground, grabs\\tWe phone, and scampers
for the cover of a STONE PILLAR ‘geme twenty yards away.

He turns the pistol over in higs hand.~It’s clear he has no
experience with guns. He thumbs a(button: the clip ejects.

WILL (CONT'D)
Shit...

Will jams the clip Pack 4n. He studies the gun, notices a
jammed shell in the,chamber. He pulls the slide: the shell
flies free, and the gbn simultaneously FIRES--

Another buldets SLAMS\into the stone by his feet, ricochets
off.

Will grimacesyinh pain: the gun was so close to his face
he’s "been momentarily FLASH-BLINDED and can barely hear.

Gorman mofgentarily slides behind a tree for cover, grins.
From this brief exchange, he knows what he's dealing with.

He steps from behind the tree, moves in.

WILL'S POV/HEARING: a blur. Multiple figures move towards
him; all Gorman. He hears everything as if he’s submerged.

A TAXI suddenly pulls up fast next to Martin’s body,
obscuring Will’s view of his father. When it takes off
again the body is gone.

Will knows he must run... and he does -- a DEAD SPRINT
towards the opposite side of the plaza.

He makes it and disappears into a narrow alleyway.
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EXT. NARROW PEDESTRIAN PASSAGE - DAWN 42

He SPRINTS down the cobblestone street...

EXT. BOULEVARD - DAWN 43
Breathless, Will pauses, looks around. His vision and

hearing have returned. Some early morning activity. A few
pedestrians. A dog walker. Passing cars.

Will looks back: no sign of Gorman. Maybe he outran him?

Nope. About 30 meters down the narrow passage, Gorman turns

the corner, sees Will, raises his silenced pistol. Will

bolts down the boulevard.

He looks back: Gorman is gone? No chan¢e, A city bus passes
by, revealing Gorman.

A NEWSPAPER DELIVERY MAN passes.
WILL
(frantic)

Sir. Senhor. Poli€e. Poliecia.

Donde? Where? Policial
The delivery man points{ as he ‘explains in Spanish.
In the distance, Go¥man Jbreaks into an easy confident lope.
Time to move. Wil¥ kicks¢off his flip-flops that have cut up
his feet. Barefoot, hésbreaks into a full sprint. [think the
young track standout/from college].
EXT. INTERSECTION_ -~ DAWN 44
Will *runs th¥ough a plaza and down a short stairwell inside a
tunnel.

INT. TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS 44A

Will, winded and covered with sweat, breaking through to the
other end and back into the street.

WILL’S POV: On the far side, he sees a:

EXT. MADRID POLICE SUB-STATION - DAWN 45
A YOUNG MADRID COP stands outside the small station.
He sees Will approaching: bloodshot, teary eyes; barefoot;

filthy T-shirt; covered in dirt, blood and sweat. The cop
tenses.
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YOUNG COP

Senor, que te paso?

WILL
Un hombre! He just killed my
father.

YOUNG COP
Calmaté... Calmaté...

WILL

He’s here! He’'s coming-

Will points back where he last saw Gorman; as he does, his

T-shirt lifts up, inadvertently revealing his PISTOL. The
cop jumps back and draws his own gun.

YOUNG COP
Deja la pistola!
WILL
What?
YOUNG,,COP
(gesturing)
Dejala!
WILL
Okay! Okaw!

Will carefully séfs,his™gtin on the ground and raises his
arms in surrender.

WILL (CONT'D)
There/s ‘@ man coming... Por favor,
we need’to go inside. Please.

YOUNG COP
(gun on Will)
Abajo! Besa el piso!

WILL’S POV: across the intersection, Gorman crouches inside
the stairwell tunnel. He pulls his silenced sniper rifle--

YOUNG COP (CONT'D)
Besa el piso!

WILL

(no comprende)
What? I don't...

Gorman aims; locks Will in the cross-hairs...

YOUNG COP
Abajo!
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Will finally gets what the cop is demanding and DROPS TO
THE GROUND just as the first bullet rips through the air,
HITTING the young cop in the head. The cop crumbles, dead.

Pop-- another BULLET pelts the concrete an inch from Will'’s
head.

Will grabs his father’s gun and fires wildly across the
intersection at Gorman: A LOUD .45 BLAST. Gorman vanishes.

A few STREET VENDORS/EARLY-RISERS hear the blast; they
scream, run in a panic. Will backpedals clumsily--

Just then, having heard the gunfire: TWO MADRID COPS rush
out of the sub-station:

They see their dead colleague; see the pistol in Will’s
hand.

WILL
No, wait--

The COPS shout; draw their guns.

A split decision: surrendef or ruf?

Will turns, bolts acrogs ‘the streét and LEAPS over a short
concrete wall, landing \im--

EXT. SMALL PARK -“\DAY 46

Will drops fxrom the‘wall, descends a grassy hill into a lower-
level park;epolice ‘Sifrens approach.

Two cops\rkun after Will down a set of stairs into the park.
WILL"S POVs ‘The park is not crowded as Will takes cover.

One Cop stays to guard the exit and the other chases after
Will into the park.

He takes a relieved breath then hears radio crackle from the
shoulder mike on a cop, calling for help, while another
OFFICER already on the street joins in the chase.

Will either needs to hide or flee, he flees. As he runs, he
is spotted by a HORSE MOUNTED COP, who chases after him.

Will is racing the horse towards the low safety of a
pedestrian tunnel. They are both fighting for position.

The horse rears up to avoid colliding with the low level
tunnel entrance; Will disappearing inside.

The two cops who were in the initial pursuit catch up to the
mounted cop who points out where he went.
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COPS’ POV: Will somewhere up ahead, but lost in the crowded
shadows.

OMITTED 47

INT. PUBLIC BATHROOM - DAY 48

Will turns on the sink. He frantically washes his hands,
face and neck... His father’s blood covers his T-shirt and
despite his scrubbing won’t lift.

Tears fill his eyes -- the image of his father crumpling to
the ground playing over and over in his head...

Will is finally able to catch his breath. He drys his face
and hands, finger-combs his hair, and .Smooths out his

bloody, wrinkled shirt -- studying his.xeflection in the
mirror.

OMITTED 48A
EXT. OPEN AIR MARKET - DAY 48B

Will looks like a bumé ‘shoelesSs“and desperate for a change of
clothes. But he can’t ‘affo¥d ‘@nything here...

A vast labyrinth“gf, STANDS; TENTS, and BOOTHS where immigrant
merchants sellAclothesy hats, jewelry, fruit, candy. A
festive atmogphere,‘lioccals. Tourists. Street musicians.

AT ANOTHER\'STAND/,, hé inspects shirts hanging from a rack.

When the\MERCHANT turns his back to help another customer,
Will slips away“’with one unnoticed.

OMITTED 48C

EXT. MADRID STREET (CALLE SERRANO) - DAY 49

Will sports a new look: Loose-fitting linen pants and a dark,
short-sleeved button-down. He wears sneakers and a poor-boy
pulled low on his forehead as he moves quickly up a busy
BOULEVARD toward his destination:

THE U.S. EMBASSY: Stars & Stripes snapping in the wind.

He steps into a narrow PEDESTRIAN PASSAGE just before the
embassy, finds a trash can, and HIDES HIS FATHER'S PISTOL
in a paper bag at the bottom.
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EXT. U.S. EMBASSY GATES - DAY 49A

2 Civilian contractors (security people?) stand there
casually talking in front of the open gate.

Will (passportless and pursued) stands a few feet outside the
gate and sanctuary for a beat then suddenly thrusts himself
between them and into the compound.

Will squats, raises one hand as if in surrender and palms the
grass with the other as security, guns drawn, come running.

WILL
(shouting)
American soil! I'm an American!
American soil!

INT. U.S. EMBASSY OFFICE - DAY 50

In a small windowless office with nothing but a desk and
two chairs, Will paces the room‘-<“anxious, impatient.

He goes to the door and lookswout ansmall square window: A
brightly 1lit, empty corridér.| He £ries the doorknob, but
it’s locked.

He rattles the doorknobi . Whatsthe hell?

Finally he sits in ‘One of, the chairs and buries his face in
his hands -- uttérly lost:

The door open$, and MECKLER, a 40ish embassy functionary,
ENTERS AND «SITS opposite will.

MECKLER
Sorrysthat took so long.

WILL
Can you help me?

MECKLER
There's no record of a Martin
Shaw with any of our agencies in
Spain. Or Europe, for that

matter.

WILL
He told us he was a cultural
attache.

MECKLER
I thought you said that he
wasn’'t.

WILL

My father is dead. He was
assassinated, executed, and, I
(MORE)



WILL (CONT'D)

was right... I saw...
(choking up)
it... and I don't... My family

has been taken, he was trying to
save...

MECKLER
(cutting him off)
Mr. Shaw, there’s a local
warrant for your arrest. It
claims you killed a police
officer.

WILL
Wait, hold it, no, how do you
know it’s me? Whoever shot my
father was taking shots at me
halfway across the city, he Wwas
right on my ass when I came-up
to that cop. Man, you got this
whole thing backwards, just give
me a second here. Whyson*earth
would I shoot...

MECKLER
(cuttingAim* of f)
We can assisf ,you in securing
legal coungeX &nd protecting
your rights“as ah, American
citizen~

WILL

Logk. .. Ifdidn’t kill that cop.
All“they \have to do is test the
bullet ,and they’ll see it
couldnVt have been fired from
theygun I had. But it’s going to
have to wait, because my family
doésn’t have that time.

(beat)
Will you help me? Please, you
have to help me.

MECKLER
(beat, then...)
I suggest you accept our help in
getting you counsel.

WILL
(cold fury, through
clenched teeth)
Is there someone else I can talk
to?

MECKLER
Just stay calm.

37.
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WILL
Don't ask me to stay calm -- or
tranquilo. That's all anybody
tells me: tranquilo, tranquilo,
calme, calme. My father is dead!
My family’s been kidnapped. I'm
wanted for a murder I didn’t
commit! And here I am, asking my
country to help me, and all T
get is some, some robot who
treats me like I’'ve got two
heads. There is nothing for me
to be tranquilo about right now!
Can you understand that? Or is
English not your native
tongue...

A short silence falls over the small réom as the two lock

murderous eyes... Finally broken by «MECKLER'’S PHONE
RINGING.
MECKLER
Yes. Yes, ma’am. Right“now™in
fact... We're on ocux way.

Meckler hangs up, standsg«
MECKLER" (CONT'D)
Someone needs toltadk to you.
INT. U.S. EMBASSY CORRIDOR - DAY

Meckler andsWidM1l moveY fast down the hall.

EXT. U.S./ EMBASSY PARKING LOT - DAY
They exit-out a secure fire-door into a parking lot.

A BLACK SEDAN idles close by. DIXON, an innocuous, middle-
aged man in a dark suit ushers Will toward the sedan.

DIXON
Come with us, Mr. Shaw.

Will turns back: MECKLER IS GONE.
Dixon opens the back door of the sedan to reveal:

CARRACK, the woman Martin met in the square, sits in the
backseat.

CARRACK
Will?

Will freezes.



CARRACK (CONT'D)
Your father’s put your family in
a tough spot. I can help. Why
don’t you get in.

WILL
I'm okay here.

CARRACK
Will, I've worked with your dad
since you were a baby. He was my
friend.

WILL
You killed him.

CARRACK
No! I was trying to save him),\I
was there to keep him alivew...
but he wouldn't listen td_me.
(sadly)
Marty, he was always 1ike that,
right from the begianning.

It’s going to take a bit mére, to Convince Will.

GARRACK (CONT’'D)

(smilding)
I'1l bet if‘wou kaise your left
hand I’'A1"see_a fat white scar
running/across/ your palm.

(Will “wémains mum)
Yousngot that ‘cutting a lemon peel
forva Marbini you made me when you
were ftens

WILL
InCaracas. My parents’ house.

CARRACK
You forgot the lemon and your
father made you take it back and
make it right. Twelve stitches.
Your mother almost fainted. I'm
Jean Carrack.

WILL
I remember you.
CARRACK
(nodding)
Good.
WILL

If you didn’t kill him, who did?

39.



52A

40.

CARRACK
Your father made a big mistake,
he took something from the wrong
people.

WILL
Took what? What did he take?
From who?

CARRACK

Please, just get in the car and
I'1]l explain everything as best
I can.

(Will hesitates)
Do you want to save your family?
There’s an expiration date on
that.

Will reluctantly gets in, sits next te-Carrack.

The rear doors lock automatically,\\Will takes a deep wary
breath.

The car glides through the gatew.
Carrack'’s car drives down)a Madrfid-street.

@ARRACK* (CONT'D)
OK... First“thing. .~ If we're
going to\get them back it's
criticad ,that\you tell me
everything y6uw know about
Maxrty "s..%

(beat)
your father's situation.

WILL
I ‘thought you were the one who
Was going to do the talking.

Via the rearview, a flicker passes between Dixon and
Carrack. Will catches this; getting more paranoid now...

CARRACK
We need to know everyone your
father’s been in contact with.

But Will’s not listening; he’s staring in horror at the
blood on his tee.

CARRACK (CONT'D)
Will, are you OK?

WILL
(hyperventilating)
I think I'm going to be sick.
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CARRACK
Pull over.

EXT. CAR 53

Pulling over on a busy avenue. Will bolting out, hunching
over as if to puke.

Dixon casually exits the car, comes around as if to corral
him.

WILL
I'm OK, I'm...

Will abruptly grabs a big guy passing by, whirls him into
Dixon, who drops to a knee and then Will just jackrabbits
into the crowd.

Dixon recovers, starts to pursue, bUt Carrack lays a
staying hand on his arm through the, window.

CARRAGK

(softly)
He’'s just scaredi

EXT. MADRID STREET (NARROW WAY.)\~ DAY 54

Will darts aroundsa. Corner, Sees a garbage man who is just
picking up the bag econtaining his father’s gun.

Will bulls inbto him€¢snatching the bag then keeps going, the
garbage manscursing\‘him out.

OMITTED 54A
OMITTED 55
OMITTED 56
EXT. MADRID STREET - DAY 57

He moves briskly around a corner, nearly BUMPING into TWO
MADRID COPS.

WILL
Sorry.

Will walks on, pulling his cap lower; he glances behind
him; the cops eye him suspiciously; or is it just his
imagination?

A CITY BUS pulls up. Will joins the group waiting to board.
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INT. CITY BUS - DAY 58

Will steps onto the bus. He watches RIDERS drop change into
a machine until it CHIMES.

When it’s Will’s turn, he dumps all of the change but the
machine doesn’t chime.

The driver BARKS at him in Spanish. The passengers waiting
to board behind Will grow restless and he can feel
everyone’s eyes upon him.

Out the window: the two cops he bumped into have drifted
over to see what the hold-up is.

Suddenly, an COLLEGE GIRL reaches forward and drops an
additional coin into the machine... It CHIMES. Will could
weep.

WILL
Gracias.

COLLEGE, "GIRL
(smiling benignly)
Tonto...

Will moves to a seat af’ the back 6f the bus as they pull

into traffic -- the c¢o6ps/receding in the rear window.
HIS FATHER’S PHONE ‘RINGSs,.. He checks the caller ID:
UNKNOWN CALLER. He answers«
WILL
Yes?
ZAHIR (0.S.)
Letyme speak to your father.
WILL
You can’t... He's dead.
A beat of silence.
ZAHIR (0.S.)
These aren’t games we’'re
playing.
Suddenly, Laurie is on the phone -- her voice firm but

scared.

LAURIE (0.S.)
Will, put your father on.

WILL
(relief)
MoM!
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LAURIE (0.S.)
They need to talk to him now.

WILL
Are you okay?!

Once again, Will is attracting the attention of the OTHER
PASSENGERS.

LAURIE (0.S.)
(calm, steady)
Will, put him on.

WILL
(beat, choking)
Mom, I can't...

LAURIE (0.S.)
(beat, she gets it,
voice shaking)
Where is he...

WILL
They killed him. They...

A short animal blurt of ghief cémes over the line. It’s too
much for Will and his gyes turn ifidescent with unspilled
tears.

ZAHIR (0.S.)
Tom and/ L made/an agreement.
Remifid him eof what is at stake.

WILL

hister, 'you, his name is,

(choke)
was)y Martin, not Tom. You don't
evén know who he is and you
threaten to kill his family? Is
there a chance that some mistake
is being made? Some small goddamn
chance?

ZAHIR (0.S.)
He’'s now got 18 hours to return
my suitcase.

WILL
Your suitcase...

ZAHIR (0.S.)

And having his son tell me he’s
dead, or any other little scam
or diversion he might cook up
won’t buy him a heartbeat’s more
time. He knows us better than
that.
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WILL
My father, is dead. I have his
blood under my nails, in my hair.
And his goddamned name is not...

ZAHIR (0.S.)
Goodbye, Will.

WILL
Listen to me! Listen to me!

ZAHIR (0.S.)
The suitcase... 18 hours.

INT. NONDESCRIPT APARTMENT - CONTINUOUS

Zahir hangs up the phone, stands therej “lost in thought.
Esmael sits at a rickety table huncheds over a salad.

On a shabby couch, Laura sobs in, Dara’s arms.

Josh sits grief-slumped next{tos them;whis eyes red as a
bull’s. He stares at Zahi#f murdefously, then suddenly
flies at him.

Zahir watches Josh's £harge with near-disinterest, as

Esmael, still chewing his Iuneh, takes him down without
even breathing hard,

JOSH'S POV, FLAT ON HIZ BACK: Looking up at Esmael, his knee

in Josh’s chest,* still) eating that sandwich.

Josh arches\up ehough to deliver a vicious headbutt to the
burly but\smalde¥x/man.

EsmaeY¥ remains in position, knee into Josh’s chest; calmly
regards the& Blood trickling down from his hairline to his
whitebread)and says something to Zahir.

ZAHTIR
He says sit back down with your
mother before he tears your head
from your shoulders.

INT. BUS - CONTINUOUS

ON WILL: crazed.

He sees the College Girl that helped him and who is now
sitting nearby working a Sudoku grid. She takes notice of

Will’s state. Paranoid, Will looks away.

And then, an idea dawns on him. He takes out his father’s
phone and scrolls through the list of ‘outgoing calls.’

59

60



45.

One number was called frequently in the hours before his
death: DIEGO OFFICE.

Will redials "DIEGO - OFFICE". A young woman answers in
Spanish--

WOMAN’S VOICE (0.S.)
Diego Caldera Investigacidnes.

WILL
I'm sorry... Habla Ingles?

WOMAN'S VOICE (0.S.)
Yes.

It’s hard to hear; there’s music in her background.

WILL
Yes... OK, then... I'm notesure
if I have the right numbep?

WOMAN ' S“VQICE (0.S.)
Who are you lookings for?

WILL
Diego?

WOMAN“S*VOICE (0.S.)
Yes. This\is\ Diego -Caldera
Investigationss How can I help
you?

WILL
What is.your address?

WOMAN'S VOICE (0.S.)
Calilevde la Cruz 34, Madrid.
Suite 202.

Will gestlres to the COLLEGE GIRL, asking to borrow her
pen. She hands it to him.

WILL
Once more, please?

Will writes an address on the palm of his hand.

WILL (CONT'D)
Thank you.

Will hangs up and returns the pen to the girl.

WILL (CONT'D)
Gracias... Do you speak English?

COLLEGE GIRL
A little.
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Will takes a breath, big favor here, gestures to her smart
phone.

She shrugs, smiles, cute boy after all, hands it over.
CLOSE ON - Diego’s address typed into the phone's web
browser; a map coming up showing the route from his location

to the address.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIEGO CALDERA INVESTIGACIONES - DAY 61

Establishing. Along a busy street, Will stands outside a
building entrance with a sign that reads:

“ INVESTIGACIONES DIEGO CALDERA"

A scooter leans on its kickstand.

INT. BUILDING HALLWAY - DAY 62

Will mounts a dark flight .6f ‘staifs; "stops at the second
floor landing. Nervous,/he readies his pistol; carefully
flicks the safety “off”

He comes to the door, that reads "DIEGO CALDERA". It is open
just a crack; he peaks in: sees no one, and enters:

INT. CALDERA MAIN OFFICE - DAY 63

...empty, Will Yooks around, the office is sparsely
decoratedj “filded/with beat-up ‘70s-style furniture. The
lively 'SPANIS8H MUSIC that he heard over the phone, (and now
playirg) comsiderably more softly) comes from a side office,
that door-wide open; Will pulls back, hides, but has a
clear view/of:

LUCIA CALDERA: 22, Spanish and obligatorily beautiful.

She’s just sitting idly at a desk littered with unfiled
documents; invoices, reports etc. Her hands are motionless,
her face despite its beauty, wooden. There’s something off
here. Nonetheless, Will tucks his gun away; this is not a
hostile situation.

He steps into the room; her reaction is startled; but
silent. She makes no move to rise.

WILL
Hi, hola, how’re you doing
there.

LUCIA

Good.
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WILL
I believe we just talked on the
phone? You gave me the address?

LUCIA
(stiffly)
Yes.
(beat)
Can I help you?

WILL
I'm looking for Diego Caldera.

LUCIA
I don’t know where he is. There
is something I can help you
with?

Her English is flawed, memorable.

WILL
I need to speak with hims

LUCI®
You are a client®

WILL
No. But maybe& _my fabther was.
(shenwaits)
Martin ,Shaw?

IL.UCIA
I den"™t khew that name.

MALE (O.S.)
Hello A\ Will.

It's DIXON/f¥om the embassy, having quietly stepped in from
the main_office.

He’s been there all along. His automatic dangles casually
down his side.

No wonder Lucia has been stiff as a board.

DIXON
You know enough to come here?
(gestures for Will
to take a seat)
Oh brother, you really do need
to come in and tell us...

Suddenly Lucia moves like a blur, charging across to room
at Dixon with a letter opener.

But Dixon’s reflexes are honed, and he’s ready for her, the
gun drawn back for a crack across the face.
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With his eyes on Lucia, Dixon doesn't see Will rush him
from the opposite direction.

Will manages to hit Dixon enough to knock him off balance
so that Lucia’s attack hits home too.

As Dixon fends off her letter opener thrust, he drops the gun
and all three scramble to retrieve it in a pinwheel of arms
and jostling shoulders.

They’'re in a violent heap, the letter opener now lost in the
fray.

Will stretches for the gun, but Dixon pulls him back and
stands above him, kicking him. With each kick, Dixon'’s
movements become heavier and heavier.

Then finally, he collapses to the ground, with a thud,
revealing the letter opener protruding-from his bloody side.

Will struggles to his feet, his eyegvas big as silver
dollars.

And then, out of the corner of ‘his eye, another blur --
Lucia flying at Will now, Aetter Opener still at the ready.

Will catches her wrist /but the fofce of her attack knocks
him flat on his back;/Iue¢ia landing right on top of him
cursing and shouting, in Spdnish.

(As woodenly frightened“ds~she was when he walked in the
door, she’s thé opposite,now; all flash and fire.)

WILL
Stop!

Lucia~Centinges“™cursing him out, the letter opener still an
object” of gontention.

WILL (CONT'D)
What the... STOP!

And he open-hand clocks her on the jaw, Lucia’s turn to go
sprawling backwards, Will up like a shot, standing over her
as she clears her head.

WILL (CONT'D)
What the hell is wrong with you?

This unleashes a third untranslated torrent of invective
from her.

WILL (CONT'D)
(shouting)
In. ENGLISH! I only, understand,
English!
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LUCIA
(in English)
You want to kill my uncle too?
Everybody wants to kill my uncle
today?

WILL
Who the hell is your uncle?

And something in his confusion, his despair, slows her
down. She's still coiled but breathing steadier.

WILL (CONT'D)
Is Diego Caldera your uncle?

LUCIA

This cabron...

(Dixon)
comes in here pulls a gun,
smashes my cell and tellsg me to
sit and shut up. Waitingh\fér my
uncle to come in. Then ‘\you come
in. “Where’s Diego.#\I“seeryour
pistola right aways

(beat)
Who the hell afe you?

WILIL
I'm Will Shaw.

LUCIA
Him?

WILL

His friemnds murdered my father
thig{ morning.

LUCIA
(slowing down)
Your father was murdered?

WILL
That’s why I'm here. He called
this office about a dozen times
looking for Diego. My father was
Martin Shaw.

LUCIA
I told you. I never heard of
him.

WILL

Your uncle. Where is he?

Lucia does not respond.
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WILL (CONT'D)
Look... This guy, his people, they
came for your uncle, right? If
they didn’t find him here, where
are they gonna look next?

Suddenly, the sound of approaching sirens.

WILL (CONT'D)
Do you really want to be here when
his [Dixon’s] pals show up?

She looks at him -- understands what he is saying.

EXT. MADRID STREET (CALLE DE LA CRUZ) - DAY 64

Will and Lucia exit onto the street, méwing fast. She’s on
Will’s phone, leaving Diego a frantie-message in Spanish.

Sirens. Police. An ambulance. All wi¥l be here soon.
Lucia climbs onto the motor secodter parked by the entrance.
She revs the engine as Will gefs ony ‘then speeds away.
EXT. MADRID STREET - “LA LATINA” BARRIO - DAY 65
Lucia parks behind a, dumpster,, hiding the bike.
They hop off, swédating,ni~the August air. Lucia tries Diego
again, snapping, her phene shut in frustration when his
voice-mail picks* up?
LUCIA
(pdints)
Hemlives there.
They hurry“fer the entrance, neither noticing the BLACK
SEDAN WITH)DIPLOMATIC PLATES parked out front.
INT. DIEGO’'S APARTMENT BUILDING (FOYER) - CONTINUOUS 66
Lucia and Will push through the entry door into the FOYER and
she leads them up a flight of stairs and down a short
hallway.
INT. DIEGO’'S APARTMENT BUILDING (LANDING) - CONTINUOUS 66A
As they approach Diego’s apartment, Will DRAWS HIS GUN.
Lucia unlocks the door, but when she attempts to push it
open it’s as if someone on the other side is pushing back.

Will switches the safety off on his gun.

Lucia pushes harder and the door opens.
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LUCIA'S POV: On the floor, up against the door lies Diego; 67
staring up at her - dead. There’s a pistol in his lifeless
hand.

Stunned, Lucia drops to her knees by the body.

Will signals urgently for her to keep quiet then cautiously
proceeds into the otherwise silent seemingly undisturbed
apartment.

Stepping all the way into:

THE KITCHEN 68

where GORMAN stands there casually tending to a bullet
wound in his arm.

CARRACK sits in a chair by the windowy-—her hand casually
reaching inside her tailored jacketl,But Will swings his
gun onto her before she can get to\Nit.

WILL
Don’t do that!

Carrack brings out a handkerchiéfi.

CARRACK
My gun issomvmy left hip.

Will gingerly moves, forwd¥d and tries to remove it; no go.

CARRACK (CONT'D)
Detach the,*snap, Will.

Will takes “hepr{gum then moves to Gorman and removes a gun
from a ‘concealed holster inside his jacket.

WILL
(to Gorman)
Stand with her.

Gorman does as he’s told and Will retreats to the doorway,
tossing their guns into the hall.

CARRACK
(calmly)
He opened the door firing. We
didn’t even get a chance to...

WILL
Who are you people?!

CARRACK
Can you put the gun down first?

WILL
I'm not an idiot.



CARRACK
Of course you’re not. But you're
scared, and scared people
holding guns to my face... it
scares me.

WILL
Then this is gonna be a nerve-
wracking conversation because
there’s no way I'm putting this
goddamn gun down.

CARRACK
Tell me what can I do for you,
Will?

WILL
I want my mother and my brother
back. Alive.

CARRACK
I don’t have your mothervor your
brother. I wish I did:

WILL
Who does?
CARRACK
(deep sigh)

I'm sorry, to say, the people
your dad stode/from.

WILL
Who vdid. he,'steal from?
Carrack ‘palsest .%/shifts in her seat.
CARRACK

Marty took something he was
simply supposed to retrieve. It
was, it is, a matter of national
security. He betrayed his
country. He betrayed us, his
team. And now I’'m charged with
recovering it. I wish it was
anybody but me.

WILL
You wish. You wish. You wish. Why
did you kill him?

CARRACK
(after a beat,
desolate)
I loved your father. He was a true
comrade in arms.

52.
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WILL
Why?

CARRACK
To stop him from selling it. If
the situation was reversed he’d
have done the same.

WILL
I don’'t believe you.

GORMAN
Honestly, we don’t give a shit.

CARRACK

(glaring at Gorman,

then, to Will,

heavily)
Look. Will, you're the last%
person I want to get more
involved in this right new/but I
have no choice but tosask for
your help. This was<not a ome
man operation.

(beat)
You need to tell me whoever else
you saw or he€a¥d him speak to
about this« Tedl me what I want
to know and N '11jhpudl out all
the stops.to help you get your
family“Back., Bt this has to
comeffirst,

WILL
(almost to himself)
The &Suitcase...

There+*s) a guickening in the room, eyes into eyes...

CARRACK
What about the suitcase... Do
you know where it is? Do you
know who has it?

WILL
I wish I did.

Carrack wears a sympathetic yet slightly assessing
expression; half-smiling as if she’s trying to assess if
this kid is playing her.

CARRACK
Who else knows about the
suitcase?

WILL

The guys who want it back. The
guys holding my family.
(MORE)
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WILL (CONT'D)
(re: Diego)
And him? Is that why you killed
him?
GORMAN
(holding bloody
arm)
That there was self-defense.

CARRACK
That’s it? No one else?

ON GORMAN: off Carrack’s glance.

WILL
Who has my family...

Gorman delicately reaches for a hidden”automatic pistol
tucked into the small of his back.

CARRACK
Well, we owe you something,
don’'t we...
Suddenly, Gorman'’s eyes widen, and( HE 'DIVES FOR COVER.
BOOM BOOM BOOM.

Three deafening gunshots téar-/into the wall behind where
Gorman had stood.,Will whips' around:

LUCIA CLUTCHESAHER UNCEKE/S GUN, smoke wafting from the
barrel.

Gorman finally whipsS out his second piece and starts
firing.

Will ‘pulls/Lucia out of the kitchen.

INT. BACKSET STAIR - CONTINUOUS 69

Will blindly and clumsily returning fire as he hustles Lucia
down the stairs.

Lucia claps her hands to her ears and screams in pain. Will’s
shooting too close to her ear and it’s deafening.

INT. BEDROOM - CONTINUOUS 70
Will bursting in, Lucia in tow. He frantically tries to block

the door with a dresser that’s not quite big enough to do the
job.
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INT. OUTSIDE BEDROOM DOOR - CONTINUOUS 71

Gorman working his way through the obstacle, the door slowly
giving way.

Carrack, her face like ice, devoid of seduction, maternal
concern; a face we haven't seen before, watches, gun in hand.

INT. BEDROOM/BATHROOM 72

Lucia, seeing the door starting to yield, grabs Will and
pulls him in to an adjoining bathroom. She locks the door
just as the bedroom door caves in.

EXT. BUILDING/TERRACE 73

Will and Lucia hop over the exteriorerailing looking for an
escape route.

WILL'S POV: The terrace below. 74

WILL
Gotta do it.

As they jump to the tertrace below;, an unseen pitbull leaps 75
like a sailfish halfway{up to meet them, and they start
clambering back up ag ‘soonhas-they touch down; a mouthful of
pantsleg missing from' Wikl'’'s clothing.

Back where they, startéd,,the bathroom door starting to yield,
they frantically' lodk™in the opposite direction; upwards, the
roof.

WILL (CONT'D)
Clmon% up, up...
EXT. ROOF” > CONTINUOUS 76

They clamber to the top part of the roof, desperate for some
kind of escape; Lucia going one way, Will the other.

Will spies the building’s TV antenna, tracks the cables
threading to the street and just rips it free so that it
starts to hang like a rope.

WILL
You gotta go.
LUCIA
(looking to the

street)
You're crazy.

Below them they can hear the bathroom door crash open.
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WILL
Trust me. I got you all the way.
Go.

Lucia takes the cable, Will leaning back to steady the wire
for her, his arms straining.

But as soon as Lucia pushes off and begins her descent, 77
Gorman fires upwards at Will, forcing him to duck sideways
and let go of the wire.

(So much for “trust me”). Lucia plummets out of sight.

Will can’t see her; has to run and take cover behind the wall
on the roof from Gorman’s barrage.

ANGLE - LUCIA, hanging on for dear life,from a lower 78
terrace.
ANGLE - THE ROOF; Will takes the refmaining part of the 79

cable wraps it around his arm and ®tuws for the open terrace,
just as Gorman and Carrack gainsgight through the window.

His only option is to jump. He"§“scared; momentarily frozen.
ANGLE - THE ROOFTOP of theAbuildifg, across the street. 80

ANGLE - GORMAN breaks fhrough the”door and heads up to the 81
roof. CARRACK, weapon{ My /hand,\begins to go downstairs.

ANGLE - LUCIA stilX hanging. 82
LUCIA’'S POV: Péople atstheir windows, recognizing Diego’s 83
niece. A mangoOpens his) window, helps her inside.

EXT. THEN\ROOF & CONTINUOUS 84
With ‘o) oprions left, Will looks across the street and tries

to psyche-himself up for the jump that will bring him out of
Gorman'’s*“range.

He takes a few steps back...

WILL
Oh jeez, oh jeez...

and leaps like Tarzan on a vine for the terrace on the other
side of the street.

CAMERA FOLLOWS as Will takes off and we see that Gorman has 85
made his way to the ledge off the roof and calmly fires...

CLOSE ON - A BULLET hitting Will in the leg. 86

ON WILL - NON-REACTIVE, adrenalized, keeps sailing, reaching
for that other terrace.
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EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS 87
LUCIA’'S POV: (She's made her way to the street) - Will in the
air, way off target, he's not going to make it. The cable
pulling tightly and swinging Will back towards Diego’s
building, slamming him into the terrace below.

LUCIA
Dios mio...

ANGLE - THE ROOF; the antenna to starts to break and bend
from Will's acrobatics.

INT. STAIRWELL 88
Carrack is making her way down the stairwell, gun concealed

in order to not alarm the tenants she éncounters. Her face
continues to harden and morph into hex-true self.

EXT. THE TERRACE 89
GORMAN'S POV: THE ANTENNA, NEARLY SNARPED.

He begins taking shots at’)the cable/, the only thing keeping
Will alive. As it begins to come ‘épart...

ANGLE - WILL falling, past thé-next terrace...

ANGLE - ROOF - THE ANTENNA3 between the destruction of the
cable and WillAs weight’ it begins to fall off the side of the
ledge.

ANGLE - THE\STRBETY Will hits the ground hard. He thinks he’s
made it NRolls{ons/his back in relief.

WILL
@h/man, oh man...

WILL’S POV: THE ANTENNA, rushing down from the roof directly 90
at him.

He rolls away at the last second.

LUCIA (0.S.)
Will! Andale!

Will gets up, stumbling and hurt, and joins her to race away,
get lost in the crowd.

ANGLE - CARRACK emerging from the building. 91
CARRACK'’S POV: Will and Lucia in the crowd. No clear shot. 92

She begins to push her way through the crowds to get at them,
the crowds obliviously pushing back.
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CARRACK'S POV: Will and Lucia, having made it to her scooter,
are driving away.

Without blinking Carrack wheels and starts to make her way
back to her car.

ANGLE - ROOF; Gorman also sees the getaway. 93
EXT. SIDE STREET - “LA LATINA” BARRIO - MOMENTS LATER 94
The scooter pulling over.
We can still hear the sirens converging on Diego's building.
LUCIA’S POV: Blood dribbling over the sides of her ride. 95
She tracks it to Will’s thigh.
WILL
(oblivious)
Are you OK?
She knows he doesn’t know he’s ‘it but before she can say
anything...
Fifty meters down the str@et), a(door slams shut. They look:
CARRACK exits Diego’g¢bu#lding..“She jumps into a sedan and 96
drives towards them:
WILL (CONT'D) 97
You /ot to_beé Kidding me...
Lucia tearsyoff at full throttle. 98
OMITTED 99
Lucia*guns/i¥, whips around a corner. She drives like a 100

pro through gtreets which seem to become more and more
narrow. Will hangs on for dear life, eyelids starting to
flutter from shock.

Behind them, Carrack guns it. Despite Lucia’s skill, he’s 101

gaining rapidly.

They race past a TRAFFIC COP almost mowing him down. 102
He reports it into his walkie-talkie, just as Carrack 103
flies by.

EXT. WARREN OF SMALL STREETS 104

As Lucia takes turn after turn in a series of evasive
actions...

CLOSE ON WILL - Feeling dizzier and dizzier, still oblivious
to his injury.



104A

104B

59.

Just as the coast looks clear, that there’s no way they could
have been followed, CARRACK roars into the frame, tries to
sideswipe them off the road.

Lucia dodges for her life but Carrack maintains pursuit.

Lucia desperately turns down another street.

EXT. NARROW STREET - CONTINUOUS 104A
Carrack right behind them, taking her gun out speeding up.
ANGLE - ON WILL - Near passing out; increasingly disoriented.

Lucia takes another evasive abrupt turn.

EXT. STREET NEAR TRAIN STATION 104B

Carrack right behind them, it’s gett¥ng more crowded, now or
never.

ON WILL - Reeling in his seatw.He leoks down and finally sees
he's bleeding and that he'sS been €hot.

WILL
Guess what2

LUCIA
Calmate£ .».

WILL

I.think I“was shot.
ANGLE - ‘CARRACK,“right as she draws a bead.
BACK TO:

WILL (CONT'D)
I was definitely shot.

In his disorientation and dismay he starts shifting his
weight; he doesn’t even know that he’s on a scooter now.

LUCIA
(losing control)
Stop moving around!

CARRACK, right about to clip them, squeezes one off precisely
when...

CARRACK'’S POV: Lucia loses control, the bike hitting the
ground, her shot going wide.

BACK TO:
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WILL AND LUCIA on the ground, onlookers rushing up, soon it’s
a mob scene.

LUCIA’S POV: Carrack in her car, no opportunity to close in
for the kill.

Carrack and Lucia make eye contact through the windshield.
Carrack nods, the reprieve is temporary.

CARRACK
You lucky little bitch.

Police sirens in the distance.

Will is so disoriented and blood-drained all he can do is
stand there wondering where he is.

LUCIA
Can you ride?

WILL
(snapping back)
What? Yeah, yeah...

They hop back on, turn offAinto afhother street.

And the scooter vanishes Yinto the”ancient mazes of Madrid. 105

EXT. CLUB 39 PASOS, \OUTSKIRTS OF MADRID - DAY 106

Establishing. A large“Wardcore nightclub, demi-mondish; not
for touristss

INT. CLUB“\39 PASOS/- DAY 107

Lucia*and Wi¥l enter the back door. Will presses his forearm
tightly against his bloody hip.

Guys working there immediately start yelling at all the
goddamned blood they'll have to clean up.

Lucia waves them off and starts walking Will across the club.
ANGLE - REHEARSAL AREA

CRISTIANA (20s), a dancer, is rehearsing her act; erotic but
not stripperish.

CRISTIANA
(seeing the blood)
Lucia, what the hell...

LUCIA
(keeping moving)
Come with me, he’s been shot.
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Grumbling, Cristiana joins them in their bloody march to...

107A INT. AT DRESSING ROOM DOOR 107A

Lucia, Will Cristiana. No subtitles, but it’s clear Lucia is
giving her the rundown.

We stay with Cristiana as she marches back across the club
to...

107B INT. KITCHEN 107B

Where she starts collecting up knives and other quasi-
surgical paraphernalia.

Suddenly the owner of the club busts in, MAXIMO (35), a brute
of a man, and he’s yelling like everybody else.

MAXIMO
I've been calling yousfor five
minutes. You’'re supposed tos\be
rehearsing, what the“hell\ you
doing in here and what’/S\with all
the goddamned 6lood onmy floor!

CRISTTANA
Not now, QK?

And she leaves himl sputtering in the kitchen as she heads for
the dressing néom.

ON MAXIMO —-thrown,\'pissed, follows her out back across the
club, picks\up ohe\of his security men, HABIB (26). They
arrive at\the _ dregsing room to see WILL, woozy from shock,
big-eyed as e stares at all the knives Cristiana brought in.

108 INT. DRESSING ROOM 108

Lucia and Cristiana are squatting before him, trying to calm
him down but he's starting to freak out.

WILL
She’s a dancer! I saw her! I'm not
getting cut by a dancer!

LUCIA

Will, she’s in nursing school.
WILL

No! No way!
MAXTMO

This the guy bleeding all over?
Get him the hell out of here! What
are you doing!
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LUCIA
He saved my life.
MAXTMO
Thank him outside the club.
LUCIA
Diego’s dead.
MAXTMO
(dumbstruck)
What?
LUCIA

These people, they killed Diego,
they killed his father, and they
were trying to kill us. He saved
my life, OK?

MAXIMO
(subdued, sad, angxry)
OK... What do you need?

CRISTIANA
Callalo! Necesit© concentrar.

Will lies back -- accepting his féate.

Cristiana yanks Will’ s\shi¥t up to inspect the wound, but
it’s below the waistline~and she yanks down his pants to his
thighs.

Cristiana rums, her Kand over his hip/upper thigh, inspecting
the wound. «She' talks\incessantly. Lucia translates-

LUCIA
She) needs to be sure that the
bullet is not inside.

The girls”banter back and forth in Spanish. No subtitles.

Cristiana grabs a bottle of Vodka -- pours it all over her
hands and rubs them together.

LUCIA (CONT’D)
You're bleeding a lot.

WILL
No kidding...

Cristiana rips the face plate off the room’s heater; cranks
the flame up. She jams a spoon into the side grate so that
the spoon’s head hovers over the flame.

WILL (CONT'D)
(seeing this)
Oh Jesus.
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MAXTMO
(seeing this)
Oh Jesus.

Cristiana gives orders to Lucia, who washes her hands and
offers Will the bottle.

WILL
No.

MAXTIMO
Give it here.

Maximo takes a slug and passes it back to Lucia who pours it
over Will’s wound.

WILL
(gasping)
What the...
LUCIA
Don’t move.
WILL
OK, OK, I can dofthis, (I\can do
this.
FUCIA
Sure you ean.
WILL
Can A ask yod ,something?
LUCIA
Now now.\ .
WILL
Se¥iously... What’s your name?
LUCIA
What?
WILL

I don’'t know your...

Cristiana sticks her finger inside Will’s wound. Will howls
in pain.

LUCIA
Lucia.

CRISTIANA
(to Maximo, who looks
seasick)
Ayudame! Necesito que se quede
quieto!

Maximo and Habib hold Will down.
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Straddling him, Cristiana probes inside the wound with her
finger. Will jumps, electrified with pain.

Maximo pins Will’s arms down with all his strength as
Cristiana probes her finger inside Will. He fights, moves.
Lucia joins in the struggle to keep Will still.

Cristiana digs -- searches... Then pulls out her finger.
Satisfied, she speaks in Spanish to Lucia.

LUCIA
No bullet. Just a graze.

Cristiana grins in triumph.

She turns to the heater and grabs the spoon, which has turned
a BRIGHT ORANGE. Cristiana wraps a towel around the handle
until she can hold it. She gives instrdctions to Lucia, but
Will knows exactly what’s about to happen.

WILL
(hoarse, weakly)
Oh, you are shitting\me...

MAXIMO
(green-faced)
Ay, mierda..z

LUCIA
This widi “stopsthe bleeding. But
you need jto held still one more
timed, OKay?

WILL
(sweatbeads popping)
Absglut€ly shitting me...

The gi¥ls and Maximo pin him down. Lucia douses the wound
with alcohol/one last time and then CRISTIANA PRESSES THE RED-
HOT SPOON” TO THE WOUND.

Will groans, teeth on the edge of splintering... Cristiana
presses hard... And Lucia counts:

Uno.

Dos.

Tres.

Cuatro.

Cinco.

Cristiana removes the spoon.

Will can’'t catch his breath.
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His wound has been fully cauterized. Cristiana wipes blood
from her hands. Lucia turns to Will:

LUCIA
You okay?
WILL
I'm sorry...
MAXTMO
I think I'm going to puke.
CRISTIANA
Mejor?... Better?
WILL
Si, bueno.
Cristiana smiles... Will passes out.
INT. MAXIMO'S OFFICE - TWO HOURS“\LATER 109

Lucia, reduced to silhouettefwsits Jen~a window sill smoking a
cigarette.

[In the early parts of this scene’she's edgy, something about
the photo, her father/with Laurie -- aka a woman not her
mother; Will of coursgey isl¢lueless at this point.]

Will is flat on a¢narrew¢bed, out cold. His eyes pop open and
he shoots to afAsitting/peosition, instantly hissing in pain.

LUCIA
(flatly)
Why Adid they kill my uncle?

WILL
What time is it?

LUCIA
Why did they kill my uncle?

WILL

I don’t know. There’s a suitcase.
Maybe they thought he had it.
Maybe they thought he knew where
it was...

(trying to rise,

can’'t)
I have to find it for them.
They’'re holding my family. If they
don’t get it today they’ll kill
them.

LUCIA
Why your family?
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WILL (CONT'D)
Because they think my father was
the one who stole it. And now he’s
dead.

LUCIA
(flipping him a photo
of Martin)
Why do you have a photo of Tom
Keaton in your wallet?

Will feels for his wallet. Lucia holds it up.

CLOSE ON - PHOTO - A younger Martin with a younger Laurie on
another, more humble boat.

WILL
That is my father, Martin Shaw.
Why does everybody call him-Tom?

LUCIA
(tearing up)
He’s dead? Your father;® he”s dead?

At this point Lucia’s moodAshifts(from surly (who’s that
woman) to grief and shock:

WILL
(staxtled by her
tears)
Yes. INtfold you-

LUCIA
(trying to control
her grief)

OK. ©OK...
WILL
(gently, still
thrown)

So he was a friend of your uncle?
A client?

LUCIA
(distraught
throughout)
Friends before anything else. All
my life.

WILL
Do you know what they were up to?

LUCIA
I don’'t know. But they always came
to each other when there was
trouble.
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WILL
Your uncle. Was he a spy?

LUCIA

A long time ago he was in State
Security. Maximo was kind of his
protege. But for the last ten
years he was just a private
investigator.

(tearing up again)
You called your father Martin?

WILL
I didn’t call him that. That was
his name.
110 WILL’'S POV: A wall clock - renewed panic. 110

WILL (CONT'D)
I can’t stay here, I need _to find
my family.

LUCIA
You can’t even walk.

Will starts hobbling around the(ncem to test his leg.

WILL
And it’s not\ safe here for you.
They know,_who sou are. They
know. .%

LUCIA
(getting a grip, but
still teary)
Where d6 you need to go?

WILL
T [don’t know. Wherever the
suitcase... I have to get them
the...

LUCIA
Hang on... I left a message for a

friend of Diego’s. He’s been in
Spanish Intelligence since
forever. Maybe he can help.

WILL
Where is he?

LUCIA
He'’ll call soon.

Maximo enters the room.

MAXTMO
Cops.
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Will wincing from the pain in his thigh, gathers anything of
his he can find.

EXT. BACKDOOR OF THE CLUB 110A

Two policemen standing near the motor scooter, inspecting it
—-— calling in the license plate.

Habib drives by in Maximo’s car.

CLOSE ON - BACKSEAT - Will and Lucia hunkered down low.

OMITTED 111

EXT. AVENIDA APPROACHING METRO STATION ,~“DAY 112

Will and Lucia walk fast through a {lush public park -- their
eyes darting about anxiously.

Lucia’s PHONE RINGS. She pulls ‘it®outwand answers:

LUCIA
Carlos...

Lucia speaks in Spanighf /explaining their situation... After
some back and forth, she hangs up.

WILL
Dieg@’'s friend?

Lucia removes\‘the SIM’CARD from her phone and crushes it
under her heel.

WILL (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

LUCIA
What he told me to do. He won't
talk on the phone.
(as they enter the
metro station)
This way.

INT. UNDERGROUND METRO STATION - DAY 113

The train platform is near empty. Lucia sits quietly on a
bench, hugging her knees to her chest -- staring at nothing.

Will glances around, notes every metro cop, every security
camera; tries to cover his face the best he can.

WILL
(disgusted)
Tom Keaton...
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LUCIA
I never knew him as anyone but
that.
WILL
Did you know what my father did?
LUCIA
What do you mean?
WILL
What he did for a living.
LUCIA
He said he was a business
consultant.
WILL

(almost laughing)
A business consultant, new ..

LUCIA
(suddenly edgw)
And you? What do youNdo?

Will picks up her sharp £0ne' and |answers warily.

WILL
I have a eompanyl a/small company.
LUCIA
(edgy)
And\what @ees your small company
de?
WILL
(laughing)

Actually, we’'re, kind of...
Business consultants.

LUCIA

(edgy)
Like father like son, uh?

WILL
What’s going on with you?

Lucia starts tearing up again, but now Will is less thrown,
has a cooler reaction.

WILL (CONT'D)
You knew my father well?

LUCIA
(beat)
Yes.
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WILL
(after a hesitant
beat)
Were you his lover?

LUCIA
His what?!
(reddening)
This is what you think?

WILL
(taken aback, not so
cool)
I don't know what to think... You
seemed so upset when...

LUCIA
(cutting him off)
I was not your father’s lowvexn...

WILL
(mortified)
OK, OK.

LUCIA
My mother was,

WILL
Come again?

LUCIA
He was my fatfher too. You're my
breother.

The TRAIN ROARS/INTO THE STATION -- drowning out the shock
and confusion 4n'Will’s voice, his face a mask of disbelief
and disSerientation.

CUT TO:

114 INT. TRAIN CAR (MOVING) - DAY 114

Will and Lucia ride the train, both silent and staring
straight ahead... Will darkly stunned.

WILL
How do I know you’re telling the
truth... The whole world’s full of
liars, phonies...
(beat)
traitors...

LUCIA
(heartbroken, tearing
up again)
He was my father and I don’t give
(MORE )
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LUCIA (CONT'D)
a goddamn whether you believe me
or not.

WILL
What a hypocrite...
(coldly)
So you're supposed to be my... We
don’t even look alike.

LUCIA
I look like my mother.

WILL
(bitter)
Did you know about his “other”
family?

Lucia doesn’t respond, but her reaction“says she did.

WILL (CONT “4D)
Honest with you, was he?N\ALl those
years trying to please ‘that
bastard...

Will steals a peek at her;Asizing(her up.

WILL (CONT'D)

(grudgingly)
OK, so let/ss sayk, -

LUCIA
No “Aet”s say’,. He was. My mother
loved *him¢ /T “loved him.

WILL
So was\te... What kind of...?

LUCIA
He/ liked me. When he saw me. He
was hardly around. Sometimes I
think the more a parent is absent
the more you love them.

WILL
That'’s not love. That'’s
loneliness.

LUCIA
So you too?

WILL

(macho)
Me? I was fine with it.

LUCIA
(knowingly)
Sure you were.
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WILL
(re: the other woman)
And your mother? What is she like?

LUCIA
She died when I was ten.

WILL
I'm sorry.

LUCIA
And that woman in the photo, she’s
yours?

WILL
Yeah. She’s good. She’s, she’s
OK... I hope...
(beat)
We don’t even look alike.

LUCIA
You already said thats

115 EXT. ATOCHA TRAIN STATION ={DAY 115

As they walk from the f#¥ain Will 'Seems detached, clouded.

WILL
Got anyy other Jrothers or sisters?
LUCIA
Yous\mean besides you?
WILL
Besides/me.
LUCIA
No~«
WILL

That’s a relief.

LUCIA
Why is that a relief? A relief for
who? You?

WILL
Maybe we should go our separate
ways Now...

LUCIA
What? Why?

WILL

It’s dangerous and not your fight.
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LUCIA
It’'s not? I lost my father today
too, do you not get that?

(fuming beat)

What is it, I make you
uncomfortable? Angry? How do you
think I feel? At least you saw him
more than once a year. At least he
married your mother.

WILL
I'm sorry... He was a difficult
man to live with.

LUCIA

(coldly)
Yes, well, I wouldn’t have knewn
that...Look... You want us tO\go
our separate ways? No probiemn.
Just remember... You have _no
money. You don’t know this/city.
You don’t know the language. You
don’t know Carlos. YoUu don/t even
know which way’s which in\ this
station. If youant my help, it’s
yours. But I won’'t begi

Will watches her for & 'leng moment, then heads after her.

OMITTED 116

INT. TRAIN STATION CAFE - DAY 117

A dim cafe/bar{ovegrlooking the tracks. Will and Lucia wait at
a cornex _stable.

CARLOS (60) approaches. He is distinguished and fragile,
wearing glasses, a hat -- sports a cane. He smiles and tips
his hat to her; an old-school gent.

Carlos eyes Will’s gun which lies on the table, hidden under
a newspaper, his hand at the ready.

CARLOS

(re: the gun)
In that position, you’d want to
flip the firearm to its other
side.

(off Will’s quizzical

look)
The empty shell ejects from here.

He points to the SLIDE OPENING on the right side.
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CARLOS (CONT'D)
If you fire it like that, the
shell will eject against the table-
top and most likely jam.

Will flips the gun so that the ejection port faces up.

CARLOS (CONT'D)
Lucia told me what happened. I'm
sorry. Your father was a friend
for many years.

Carlos sits.

CARLOS (CONT'D)

I met him in ‘78 when I was still
in the field.

(taps his bad knee)
Thanks to a rather barbarie-RGB
operative, I’'ve got a desgks now...
We never worked togetherndirectly,
but we’d compare notes ‘throughout
the years.

Will just stares at him with pleading hopelessness. But
Carlos seems to have com&)to* his jownh conclusion on that.

WILL
Do you knew ‘the meh/who killed
him? The“fmen who killed her uncle?
That hayve been/trying to kill us?

CARLOS
We \were, caught by surprise
ourselves.

WILL

They work out of the U.S. Embassy.

CARLOS
Tell me what you know about the
men who took your family.

WILL
They looked Spanish, Italian,
Arabic, Mediterranean, Turkish,
Tunisian, Greek, they looked like
everybody around here, like
nobody... All I know is that they
say he stole a suitcase from them
and they want it back -- badly.
And these, these, embassy men who,
who killed him? They seem to want
it just as bad.

CARLOS
This suitcase. What does it hold?
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Will shoots him another look of helpless ignorance.

CARLOS (CONT'D)

Perhaps both parties should come
together to discuss the problem.

(beat)
You were unaware of your father'’s
work?

(Will nods)
That’s not such a bad thing... The
anxieties of young children...

WILL
My father whatever he was... Was
this, this thing he did... Did he
strike you as that kind of man?

CARLOS

No. However...

(a beat)
As you’'re finding out yourself, in
our community, those eldsest to
us, in the cold lightof day,
often turn out to besomeone’ else
entirely.

WILL
They're calling him“a“traitor...
(looking atih\Lucia,
rei second families)
And I've€ discevered certain
things...
(Luciia) stares back at
himy¥i.e., get off

it)
There "s/been something nagging me.
This boat he owns... Owned. How

¢odld he possibly...

CARLOS
The boat was a gift. From us. In
gratitude.
WILL
For?
CARLOS
A favor.

Will’s phone RINGS. He checks the caller ID: “UNKNOWN. "

CARLOS (CONT'D)
I wouldn’t answer that.

Will stands and Carlos lifts his cane, holding it to Will’s
arm.
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CARLOS (CONT'D)
Turn it off. Remove the chip and
destroy it.

WILL
I can’'t do that.

Will answers.

ZAHIR (0.S.)
Let me speak to Tom.
WILL
Tom is still dead.
ZAHIR (0.S.)
And his family remains in great
peril.
WILL

I want to see them. And \I wWant to
see them now.

ZAHIR..(O.S.N
Or what?

WILL
Or what? I don/t know what. I
suppose you ‘killhthem and then go
back tor whereyer you’'re from
without/your, precious suitcase.
(bluffinhg beat)
Whdeh *I have.

ON CARLOS. :\Bad/move.
A long ‘beat passes.

ZAHIR'S VOICE
The Puerta del Sol. Twenty
minutes. Come alone.

Line goes dead.

WILL
The Puerta del Sol. You know it?

CARLOS
That was a foolish and dangerous
lie you told him. Don’t go.

Carlos pulls out a SPANISH PASSPORT, opens it to show Lucia’s
picture and a fake name. He slides it to her.

CARLOS (CONT'D)
That’'s for you.
(to Will)
I can have one for you in an hour.
(MORE)
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CARLOS (CONT'D)
That is all, I'm afraid, that I

can do.

WILL
I'm not going anywhere without my
family.

Will out. Lucia rises to follow, but Carlos grabs her by the
arm.

CARLOS
(in Spanish)
Please, don’'t be stupid.

WILL
He told me to come alone. Listen
to Carlos. You’ve risked enough
already.

Will walks out without turning backl

LUCIA
Wait... If you comesoUt ofthis
alive, I'1ll be at tthe club.

118 EXT. PUERTA DEL SOL - DUSK 118
Massive public plaza.

It’s a hot summeh¢night“in-Madrid. Will wanders amidst
tourists, studénts’, mbAgicians.

ZAHIR (0.S.)
Keep your hands where I can see
theml

ZAHIR“1s right behind him, calm and cool. He plucks Will's
gun from hiss/waistband and Will starts to turn and face him.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
Turn around and walk with me.

WILL
Where?

ZAHIR
There.

At the edge of the square directly in front of them, Will
sees Esmael standing by a CAR WITH TINTED WINDOWS.

As they cross the square, tourists pay them no mind. Will
eyes a POLICE OFFICER. Zahir follows his gaze:

ZAHIR (CONT'D)

You'’'re wanted for the murder of a

Madrid police officer. Want to rot
(MORE)
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ZAHIR (CONT'D)
in prison? Do exactly as I say,
and you’ll see your family.

They pass the cop without incident and arrive at the Renault.

INT/EXT. CAR - DUSK 119
Esmael gets in behind the wheel and starts the engine.

ZAHTIR
Front seat, hands on the dash.

Will climbs in, puts his hands on the dash. Zahir gets into
the backseat directly behind Will and Esmael pulls the
Renault into traffic.

WILL
So where are they?

Zahir leans forward, and wraps a_thiek forearm around Will'’s
neck. He SQUEEZES, slowly increasing the pressure until

Will’s eyes flutter... and HE PASSESQUT.
OMITTED 120
INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT 121

CLOSE ON - WILL, wedaring~a black hood; his arms secured
behind his back.

Zahir yanks @ff the<hood. Will’s vision is a blur.

ZAHTR
So. The/suitcase. Where is it,
Widd?

WILL

Where’s my family?

At a nod from Zahir, Esmael delivers a stunning shot to
Will’s ribs.

ZAHTIR
I'1l ask you again. Where’s...

WILL
I don't know. I don’t even know
what’s in it.

ZAHTIR
And your father?

WILL
I told you over and over. My
father is dead. If you don't
believe me, have your man over
(MORE)
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WILL (CONT'D)
there really go to town on me.
He’ll feel better but I still
won’'t know a goddamned thing.

Zahir's gaze wanders clinically over Will’s body, assesses
the truth of what he says by the landscape of sheer battery
before his eyes. This kid is an amateur, and a complete mess.

ZAHTIR
Do you know how we’ve come to
this, you and I?

WILL
I just want to see my family

Ignoring the request, Zahir gestures for Esmael to steer Will
to a table with a laptop.

ZAHTIR
Come see your father at work.

He opens the LAP-TOP and turns it\so Will can see:
ON SCREEN: B&W surveillance feotagen 122

A parking lot. FOUR MEN IN TWO SEDANS. Two of the men exit
from their car while the“other twd remain seated inside
theirs. While one man! pops the.trunk, his partner stands
alertly, focused on\the other car.

And then we see Mdritin,Shaw casually emerge from a THIRD
PARKED CAR, walk up,_as/hand in his coat pocket, and swiftly
smoothly leamNinto ,the window of the occupied car and kill
both men with“a silented pistol.

Then fiting from\the open driver's side window past the dead
men and\through“the open passenger side window, he kills the
othertwo where they stand.

Martin then calmly walks to the other car, reaches into the
trunk, pulls out a SUITCASE, gets back in his own car and
drives off.

Zahir stops the video. Seeing his father almost 123
nonchalantly murder four men puts Will into a state
of floppy shock.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
The first two men your father
killed were my agents. I knew
their families; I’'d dined in their
homes. I had to tell their wives
and children that they were gone.

WILL
Agents?
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ZAHTIR
Same as your father. Just under a
different flag.

WILL
Agents...
(re: his capture, his
family’s kidnapping)
How about torturers,
(re: Esmael)
how about thugs,
(re: everything)
how about kidnappers, hell, how
about terrorists.

Zahir is amused by this, but Esmael swears angrily.

Zahir takes out a folded sheet from thé“Haaretz Daily, the
writing in Hebrew. There’s a large pheto of a blasted cafe,
bodies still on the scene.

ZAHTR
My wife and son met.a terroxist
once. In a cafe in~Tel Aviw. He
sat at the tablefbeéside them
wearing twenty/ pounds( of
plastique; in,an instant they and
fifteen othe¥s/were ‘turned to ash.

WILIL
Tel AViIV. You'ste Israeli?

ZAHTR

@ne “counthry’s terrorist is another
country”s patriot. One country’s
murderer is another’s warrior. My
men)y were posing as Jihadists. We’d
outbid a group from Hezbollah who
were attempting to purchase a
piece of technology that could put
my nation at great risk. Your
father killed my men, took the
package, and was planning to sell
it back to our enemies.

(an extended beat)
At the boat, we made an agreement:
he returns the device to me and T
free his family. Now you tell me,
he is dead. And I, what I fear --
what we should both fear -- is
that whoever killed him has the
suitcase and is completing that
sale as we speak. This puts Israel
in a potentially disastrous
situation... So the first question
becomes, who killed your father?
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WILL
Men from his own agency. They also
killed his friend and have been
trying to kill me. You all should
really get together and chat about
this... You’d probably get along
great.

ZAHTR
Do they have it?

WILL
I believe they want to get their
hands on it.

ZAHTIR
Or perhaps they have it already.
But even so, they’re after you.

WILL
(re: bullet wound,
etc.)
It appears that ways

ZAHIR
Perhaps they wédnt “to €liminate you
as a witness«< ,Perhaps, Y1ike me,
they think6u/know \more than you
do. But it seemshthat the bottom
line, asyou weuld say, is that
wherever ,you go;” they'll be
hunting yout/And that would suit
ouxr \purposes ‘fine.

Zahir says\'semething to Esmael which provokes a brief
argumenty \Esma€lireluctantly frees Will’s hands.

WILL
You're letting me go?
(beat)
Why should I do anything for you?
You can’t even show me my family.
I don’t even know if they’re
alive.

ZAHTR
Oh, they’re alive.

Zahir ushers Will to a thick door.

WILL’S POV: Blinking into focus; through a small filmy glass
set into that door he sees his family sequestered in sort of
a security or *“panic” room.

WILL
(yelling)
Mom!
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No reaction from inside.

ZAHTR
It’'s soundproof.
(beat)

You know the irony is, if your
father’s killers are trying to
eliminate witnesses, the only
thing keeping your family alive
right now, is their captivity.

He slides a grate over the view of his family.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
So. Here’s the deal. I need you
out there to draw them to you.
Word on the street is that there
are some old friends of ours’ eome
into Madrid in the last few-days
who’d be likely buyers sg we feel
that the sale is imminent.

WILL
And my family?

[ITALICIZED DIALOGUE IS IQ BE SHOTY TBD IF USED]

ZAHTR
Would youslike tb, know what’'s in
the suitcase? A remote kill-switch
created/by youtr~government. It
disakles the/circuitry of American
miditary, hardware, of which my
eountry. own's a great deal. And if
Ity wiridssup in the hands of any of
our/ mudtitude of enemies? It
womldsbe a doomsday device.

So... regarding your family.
Your father is the cause of all
this. If you can’t retrieve and
return the suitcase to us before
it’s sold, they die as promised.
Understood?

Esmael comes up behind Will and slips that black hood, once
again, over his head.

CUT TO:

EXT. HILLSIDE VILLA - NIGHT 124
A private home carved into a hillside overlooking Madrid.

A garage door OPENS, a sedan glides into the night.
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EXT. PARQUE DEL OESTE - 15 MINUTES LATER 125
We hear the sedan come to a stop; hear a door open...

Will is tossed from the rear seat, tumbles in a heap onto the
grass.

The car takes off.

ON WILL: coming to. He surveys the deserted park. Surveys
himself; dressed in the near-rags of his ordeal.

The Israelis left him his gun.

EXT. BASTION NIGHT CLUB - NIGHT 126
At night, it’s a heart thumping hot spéb, possessing a
charismatic excitement entirely absent.during the day.

Pounding music emanates from insidel A SMALL ARMY OF BOUNCERS
monitor the line of beautiful young, ‘Spaniards and
Internationals waiting to get in.

Will steps out of the shadowsy. 'crosises’ the street, and
approaches.

All eyes turn to Will: Hels a _battered mess.

An Armani-clad bouncer\steps between Will and the door.

Before he can confrent,Will, Habib recognizes him and ushers
him into the cdub.

INT. CLUB_39“PASOS “‘HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER 127

Habib bxringssWill to Maximo.

MAXTMO
You look like shit.

WILL
Thanks, thank you. I need to find
Lucia.

MAXTMO

Come. I’'1ll take you.
Half-carrying Will’s battered frame, Maximo leads him through
the club. Pounding music; flashing lights; packed dance
floor.

Lucia meets them near the bar.

LUCIA
Dios mio... you're alive.

Lucia leads Will to the couch where he collapses.
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LUCIA (CONT'D)
What happened?

WILL
They’'re alive. I saw them.

LUCIA
(to Maximo)
Puedes traerle algo de ropa?

Maximo exits; Will and Lucia are alone. Lucia leans down and
whispers:

LUCIA (CONT'D)
(with restraint)
I'm glad to see you back.

Hold on Will, surprised to hear this ffom her.

128 OMITTED 128

129 INT. MAXIMO’'S OFFICE - LATER 129
Lucia cleans Will’s cuts/With rdbbing alcohol.

WILL
(trance-like)
-— and heJustsshot them. Like it
was nothing.. W' I can’'t even...

She listens impassively, neither protesting nor shutting him
down.

WILL (CONT'D)
Luciay if you’d seen that video...

LUCIA
~— He was our father.

WILL
(agonizing)
Listen, is there any way I can
hear one of the messages my father
left at your office?

LUCIA
I can't. All of Tom's calls went
into Diego's private recording
system. I don't have the code. All
I know is it’s four digits.

WILL
Four digits? Try his birthday.

Lucia picks up her phone and dials... punches in the numbers.
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LUCIA
Didn’t work.
WILL
Try someone else’s. Did he have
children?
LUCIA
No.
WILL

Who was he closest to?

LUCIA
My mother, his sister.
(she tries again, no
dice, then...)

Hold on...
(tries again, she got
in)
Yes.
WILL
Her birthday?
TUCTA

No. Twenty-two“ten. OctOber twenty-
second, thg’ day she“died. Just...
Escuche. .

MARTIN SHAW'S VOICE
Hey Ait"s med Listen, I need your
hedp. *I'm{about to see Carrack.
Last week“she sent me on a hostile
recoverys Thought it was a Syrian-
based ‘gfoup we’'ve been on, but
turnshyout they were Mossad. She
played me, I'm almost sure of it,
and the Mossad...

CLOSE ON WILL: as he realizes this is the call his dad made
outside the Audi, just before he was killed.

DISSOLVE TO:

129A EXT. UNIVERSITY PLAZA - DAWN 129A
Martin is on the phone outside of his car.

MARTIN
(his voice softens)
They took my family, Diego. They
got Laurie and Josh... and his
girlfriend. Will’s with me. Not
sure who to trust on my end.

Martin confronting Carrack. Will in the Audi.
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CARRACK
Marty, what the hell’s going on?

MARTIN
Did you set me up?

CARRACK
Did I... What? What are you
talking about?

FLASH TO:
WILL, deaf witness in the car, then...
BACK TO PLAZA

MARTIN
The Israelis kidnapped my family.

CARRACK
They what? Why? You have\toé slow
way the hell down here.-

MARTEN,
Fuck you. Wherel’§ the sUitcase? Do
you still have”it? What ‘are you
going to do with it. Sell it? Or
did you sell it already.

ANGLE ROOF - GORMAN,_SETTEZNG UP, the two of them seen and
heard through his/telescgopic site.

CARRACK
Marty, Lhe,'suitcase went straight
up* the ,MMne. It’s right where it’s
supposed to be. What’s going on
with your family?

MARTIN
Straight up the line my ass. You
bring it to me.

CARRACK
I can’'t do that. How can I do
that? Just tell me about the
Israelis. Tell me how I can help.

BACK TO PLAZA

MARTIN

They don't get it back my family
dies, so one hour from now, I pick
the suitcase up at the Moncloa
drop, or I call Langley.

(turning, walking

back to car)
Then I start hunting you down.
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CARRACK
(grabs hold of
Martin’s arm)
Hunting... Marty, please, get a
hold of yourself.

BACK TO WILL'S POV FROM THE AUDI: Martin tears his arm away,
turns, heads back towards the Audi.

Carrack stands there bewildered for a beat then sadly turns
away; disappears into the long shadows of a side street.

Furious, Martin moves to the car.

And then a MUFFLED POP is heard and MARTIN DROPS TO THE
GROUND.

BACK TO:

INT. THE CLUB 129B
ON WILL - Convulsing with the mémorycef that shot.

LUEIX (0.6%)
Will?

WILL
(snapping out.of it)
The Israell was right, they had it
all aloeng.
(beat \great relief)
Heywas noftnditor. They played
him:

LUCIA
Butywhy all this killing...

WILL
(thinking, then...)
They'’re just covering their
tracks. Anyone who knew anything
about it. And the Israeli said the
likely buyers are in town. This
could go down any time.

Will looks up. Maximo is standing there, has been standing
there.

He hands Will some clean clothes and some sneakers.

WILL (CONT'D)
Gracias.

Maximo pours three shots of Duque de Alba brandy. He offers
one to Will, but he refuses. Maximo and Lucia down theirs.



WILL (CONT'D)
How much did you hear?

MAXTMO
Along with what Lucia told me
before? Enough. This Carrack and
the others... These are the people
who killed Diego?

WILL
Yes.
(beat)
I understand he was your mentor in
the Security Service.

MAXTMO
Mentor.
(snorting)
He kept my ass out of jaile-Many
times. How can I help?

WILL
I need to get them comiing @fter me
again.
(beat)
That’s why the/Israelis ‘Yet me go.
I'm their stdlking horse.

LUCIA
Stalking \horses. .

WILIL
Badt.

LUCIA
The /AAmericans... How do you draw
them out?

WILL
They're spooks, right? Eyes
everywhere?

Lucia nods, the wheels beginning to spin.

LUCIA
So they’ll be tracking you.

MAXTIMO
Phones, e-mail...

LUCIA
Tracking me too.

WILL
Are you ready for this? You still
have the new passport.

88.
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LUCIA
Don’t insult me.

WILL
OK, then...
(nodding)
Do you have a credit card?

Lucia reaches into her purse. She finds her credit card and
with her eyes on Will -- this is the ballgame here -- hands
it to Maximo.

LUCIA
Start a tab... I'd like a red wine
please.

Will grabs his shot of primo Spanish brandy and downs it.

WILL
Fundador for me.

SMASHCUT TO:

EXT. CLUB BAR/DANCE FLOOR ={NIGHT 130

Lights. Pounding musicys Clubbers ‘¢ome and go through the
entrance tunnel: a tad X SILHOUETTE arrives on the main floor:

GORMAN

He blends in wdth hig“dark suit and cool stare. He steps up
to the bar and, ordefg @ drink. Then leans against the rail
and scans the\‘room.

From out\of nowhere, TWO MASSIVE BOUNCERS, CESAR and HABIB,
appear in’ front“of Gorman.

GORMAN
(in Spanish)
What can I do for you?

CESAR
(Spanish)
You need to come with us...

GORMAN
Okay.

Gorman pushes off the bar, then delivers a LIGHTNING QUICK
STRIKE to Cesar’s throat. The bouncer gasps for breath and
staggers backwards.

Habib jumps in and they trade some savage blows before Gorman
sweeps him off his feet and pounds his head into the bar
floor, at which point Cesar rejoins the fray rabbit-punching
Gorman to seemingly no effect, trying to get a forearm around
his throat, but getting bucked off by Gorman’s forearm hurled
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back to the face, both men up on their feet again, circling
each other, Gorman licking the blood from his lips smiling,
digging this, ready to charge when Maximo comes up behind him
and Tasers him in the ribs.

Gorman’s muscles spasm and he starts to fall to the floor.
Cesar catches him and the three hustle him through the club
with discretion and efficiency.

131 INT. POWER ROOM - NIGHT 131
Somewhere in the basement of the club...

Gorman sits in a chair backed up against a vertical support
pole; wrists duct-taped behind his back; ankles taped to the
legs of the chair.

Will hovers over him, glaring -- hissface twisted with rage.
He punches him in the face, drawing, ¥lood.
Gorman spits it out and smiles.

WILL
Why did you kil him?

GORMAN
You really want bo -know?

Will stares.

GORMAN (CONT'D)
Ghampagnewishes and caviar
dreams,

WILL
What?

GORMAN
For money, moron... A lot, of
money.

WILL
Is it sold?

GORMAN

(mocking)
Is it sold? You’re dumber than
your father. That deal’s gonna
happen and the only way you’ll
know where is if you make me tell
you. And I ain’t telling you
shit.

Gorman LAUGHS.
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WILL
Cut him loose.

HABTB
Are you stupid?

WILL
Do it.
(to Gorman)
Get up.

MAXTMO
He’ll kill you.

WILL
Up.

GORMAN
(rising)
You are so sweet...

Will just goes at him; and miracle“of miracles; fueled by his
grief and the rage at what has ‘Pefallen his family, he
actually rocks Gorman back onylis heels at first; an
onslaught that the bigger man, wasfi\t ‘expecting..

Nonetheless to protect MiIll from ‘the inevitable deadly
counterattack, Maximo/ and hig ‘guys have Gorman re-secured
before he can destroy Will|

GORMAN (CONT'D)
(smirkifig, to Will)
Youshave f@)ldea what you’re
deing, doNyou?

A PHONE ‘RINGS.{It/s Gorman's; the caller ID: Blocked.

WILL
Catrrack?

GORMAN
Who's to say?

WILL

Why isn’t she here too?
GORMAN
(spitting blood)
Because she’s a lady.
Will exits the room. Maximo, Habib and Cesar go back to work
on Gorman.

INT. HALLWAY 132

ON WILL: all the craziness has left his face; it was an act.
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Lucia emerges from a staircase in which she’s been ducking
the violence.

LUCIA
I was hoping the Israelis would
have come charging in by now.

WILL
No. They don’t want him. They want
the suitcase.

LUCIA
Do you think they already sold it?

WILL
No. You know why? He came alone.
He wipes out the witnesses, she
handles the merchandise.

LUCIA

Unless she panics and ditches the
whole deal.

ON WILL: Then he’ll never getyhis flamily back.
0.S. they hear Maximo cur$e,* Gofman roar in pain.
FUCIA\(GONT'D)
How long is ‘thatN\the beatings]
going to\go onz
WILL
What?
(shxugging)

A few/more minutes.

LUCIA
And then?

ON WILL:“eyeing the windows that line the hallway.
WILL
And then trust me.
133 INT. POWER ROOM - MOMENTS LATER 133

The door flies open and Will strides looking out of control
again, eyes wild in his head.

WILL
Enough! Stop!

Méximo, Habib and Cesar are in the same place we left them --
hovering over a weakened Gorman.
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WILL (CONT'D)
(eyeing the windows
in the room)
How long do we do this?!

MAXIMO
(calm and casual)
Until he tells you what you need

to know.
WILL
(distraught)
I can't... This is not... He’s a

psychopath... He likes it.
GORMAN'S PHONE RINGS AGAIN.

GORMAN
If I don’'t answer that...

WILL
Then what? What?!

Will picks up Gorman’s phonetand flings it against the
concrete wall -- shattering it.

WILL (CONT'D)
No more. N@ more.

Will grabs DUCT TAPE“from the table and approaches Gorman. He
balls up a piece“a@nd stuffs it into Gorman’s mouth, then
wraps several Aoops areund his head to secure it -- gagging
him.

He tears _off‘angther strip and covers Gorman’s eyes.

WILL (CONT'D)
Just stick him in the corner and
seé if anyone comes to pick him

up.

Maximo reluctantly unbinds Gorman from the chair, pulls him
to his feet, and walks him to a darkened corner of the room.

A number of metal pipes run up the wall and Will duct tapes
Gorman to one of them.

Will moves back across the room and motions for the three of
them to follow him outside.
134 INT. BASEMENT CORRIDOR - CONTINUOUS 134
Maximo looks skeptically at Will.
MAXTIMO

I know it is not easy to watch.
But it will work.
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WILL
It won't.

MAXTIMO
Then at least let me cuff him to
the pole. That duct tape...

WILL
...won’'t hold.

Will reaches the bottom of the basement stairs. Lucia 1is
waiting for him at the top dangling a set of car keys.

LUCIA
We need your car, Maximo.
MAXTMO
(lost)
...o0kay.
WILL

(to Maximo)
Promise me you won't\go in~there.

MAXTIMO
I don’t understand.

WILIL
He thinkssI™m anhidiot? Let me
deliver, onthat.

Will races up Ahe stalrs, and he and Lucia exit into the

night.

INT. CAR\-~ NIGHT 135
Will "gnd Luci¥a sit in Maximo’s BMW. It’s late and the streets

are quiets Through the windshield, they have a clear view of
the club:

LUCIA
Will this work?
WILL
I don’'t know.
LUCIA
And the Israelis are out there...
WILL
They better be.
LUCIA
If I can ask... I understand the

crazy amateur routine in there...
But taking off his restraints and
(MORE )
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LUCIA (CONT'D)
fighting him mano a mano... That
was for the act?

WILL
That was for my father.
(beat)
Our father.
LUCIA
We're going to get them back,
wWill.
Will hopes...

POV: From inside the car, a small BASEMENT WINDOW on the club
suddenly POPS OPEN...

LUCIA (CONT'D)
There...

He sees it too and leans forward, .\\'GORMAN’S HEAD POKES OUT
OF THE OPEN WINDOW and quickly scans the vicinity. He then
pulls his entire body out, jump&§~to his feet and hurries into

the street.
WILL
It worked.
He and Lucia exchange ‘a glance -- allowing themselves a
little smile.
1,UCIA

You“re a_ genius.

WILL
T doh"™t/know about that, but I
sure seem to have this asshole’s
number.

Gorman moVes quickly to a parked CAR. He breaks a window with

his elbow -- hot wires the ignition and peels away from the
curb.
Lucia pulls out and follows -- maintaining a safe distance.

136 INT. SAME - LATER 136

Lucia and Will follow Gorman'’s car through the near-empty
Madrid streets...

136A EXT. MADRID STREET - NIGHT 136A

Gorman pulls over and gets out. He approaches Carrack at her
car. They start to briefly argue. Then they get into her car
and pull out. Will and Lucia follow.
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INT. CAR - CONTINUOUS 136B

Ahead of them, Gorman and Carrack turn into a large PARKING
GARAGE.

LUCIA
Follow?
WILL
Yeah.
INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING GARAGE 137

Lucia turns into the garage.

WILL
Wait here.

LUCIA
Be careful.

Will hops out and jogs to the.stairwell.

CLOSE ON - LUCIA, in the car,| ten§ely scanning the 138
terrain.

Zahir’'s face suddenly/ appears ‘in her window, making her jump.

All around her, Mes&ad agents start to silently search the
garage.

ZAHIR
CGeome with\me.

He openssher carf\door and hustles her to another car manned
by a Mosgad ,agent standing outside.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
You sit tight.

ON LUCIA - No argument.

INT. STAIRWELL 139

Mossad agents descending in silence.

INT. LOWER LEVEL 140

ON Will as he moves along a row of private spaces, each with
a chain-locked gate. Reaching the end, he peers around a
corner and sees:

CARRACK AND GORMAN standing by a CAR with its trunk open and
talking with TWO OTHER MEN standing nearby...
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This is THE EXCHANGE.

WILL’'S POV: Silent shadows (Mossad) appearing along the
garage walls, shadows into shadows.

Suddenly Zahir appears alongside Will gesturing for silence.

ZAHIR
(hushed)
Crawl back out of here now. It’s
going to be bad.

WILL’'S POV: One of the men pops open a case and rests it on
the trunk of a car. Gorman goes to the case and removes a
THICK BANDED STACK OF CASH. It is just one of many such

stacks in the case. Gorman looks at Carrack -- grinning.
WILL
No.
ZAHTR
Leave or I’'ll have you “dragged
out.

Carrack then reaches into A£he trufik of the Alfa Romeo and
removes a suitcase —-- THE)SUITCASEY She pops it open and
reveals the contents to’ the two other men.

WILL
Tell mer where my family is or I'm
not goirng anywhere.

The buyers ned, theif approval and Carrack closes the suitcase
and hands it \to one\'of the men.

ZAHTIR
Listen to me, you goddamned kid...

WILL
They mean nothing to you. You can
burn them in a heartbeat.
(too loud)
So you tell me!

At the sound of Will’s raised voice, the buyers and rogue
agents perk up like deer.

ZAHTR
Harah [shit]...

And in an instant a full scale firefight commences. Mossad
agents, machine pistols extended, spring out of the shadows;
the garage lighting up, filling with flash and smoke.

Zahir advances past Will, takes out one of the buyers then
catches a round in his shoulder which puts him on his back.
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WILL'S POV: Gorman grabs the suitcase, jumps in his car and
floors it out of there.

Will leaps up and runs back towards the staircase to cut off
Gorman before he can get to the upper level.

INT. UPPER LEVEL, GARAGE - CONTINUOUS 141

Lucia in the backseat of the car, the Mossad agent outside,
both of them taut with the sounds of the fire fight below.
The Mossad agent hears the sound (unseen as yet) of Gorman’s
car flying up the curve. The agent pulls his gun.

INT. GORMAN’'S CAR - CONTINUOUS 142
GORMAN'S POV: The Mossad agent.
Gorman pulls out his gun, draws a bead.

SMASHCUT TO:

Will - Jumping onto the sidetefs Gorman's car from the 143
stairwell exit, distracting Gormanh“as the Mossad agent opens
fire. Gorman returns fire)but Will-keeps pulling at his eye.

ANGLE - LUCIA sees whatlg going*on and jumps into the front
seat of the agent’sscar just as Gorman shoots the agent in
the leg, immobilizing® him.

GORMAN AND WILL'S POVe/ Gorman speeding up and running over
(sideswiping2 )\ the helpless agent, killing him.

ON GORMAN =\ turping back to give his full murderous attention
to Will ‘now.

But just ag he does, Will jumps off the side of the car,
Gorman's  face clouded with frustration.

And just as he turns his head forward again WHAM, Lucia
drives the agent’s car into the side of Gorman’s, ramming him
sideways into a pillar.

ANGLE ON WILL, struggling to his feet, running to Lucia in 144
the agent’s car, Lucia sitting there vibrating with shock.

WILL
Can you get out? C’'mon, let’s get
out of the car. Easy, easy...

Lucia with Will’s help exits, bruised, rattled, but otherwise
OK.

WILL (CONT'D)
Hang on...
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He approaches Gorman'’s car which has crumpled like a used 145
sheet of tin foil. And there, sitting on the passenger
seat, next to a dying Gorman is THE SUITCASE.

GORMAN
(disgusted, last
gasps, bleeding out)
Of all the people who should’ve
killed me...

Will watches dispassionately as the light goes out of
Gorman’s eyes, then reaches for the suitcase.

But just as he does, he hears gunshots again, and the rising
grind of another car coming up from below.

Leaving the suitcase, he races back towards Lucia and they
both take cover on the far side of the’battered Mossad car as
Carrack (unseen to them) roars up frem-below.

ANGLE - CARRACK. Gun drawn, she getgvout of her car,
approaches Gorman, takes the suitcase, regarding him for a
sad moment, then splits.

ANGLE - WILL AND LUCIA maintaining“\their viewless cover on
the far side of the Moss&d car.

Suddenly they hear thé ‘sereechhof tires, look up and see
Carrack tearing out “of\there with the suitcase.

Will jumps up and¢starts¢firing but Carrack’s car turns out
of sight.

LUCIA
The cdrn.

They xradece tortheir own car, Will driving.

EXT. GARAGE - CONTINUOUS 146

Carrack exits the garage without a scratch and oblivious to
Will on her tail. Drives off.

A beat later Will comes roaring up and nearly gets into a
head-on with a speeding car.

LUCIA
JESUS!

DRIVER
Loco cabron!

WILL

Yeah, thanks, thank you.

Roaring off.
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EXT. STREET - CONTINUOUS 147

Carrack, unhassled, driving on.

EXT. VARYING STREETS 148
Will and Lucia hunting, hunting.
WILL’'S POV: Carrack. Up ahead crossing an intersection.
WILL

Seatbelt.
EXT. INTERSECTION - CONTINUOUS 149
As Carrack passes through, Will floors/it, trying to catch
up. Sees light turn red, just guns it~anyway, nearly causing

a major pileup in that intersectionl

More curses, a riot of horns.

ON CARRACK - checking out thewruckus ‘behind her via the 150
rearview.
CARRACK'S POV: Will angd’ Iucia coming through the chaos. 151

Pissed but in control,\Cartack floors it.

WILL'S POV: Carrack, zoeming away. Will tries to keep up. 152
CARRACK'S POV WIA REARVIEW: Will getting closer again. 153
CARRACK
(half-smiling)
OK~then.

And withou¥ blinking...

EXT. PARK 154

Carrack unhesitatingly swerving off the road, heading
directly for an outdoor coffee shop.

ANGLE - Various patrons staring like frozen deer as Carrack
heads right for them then EXPLODING OUT OF THERE just as the
car starts upending chairs and tables.

FLASHCUT TO:

CARRACK - grinning, eyeing Will in the rearview, as he 155
gets a chair momentarily stuck under his chassis.
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INT. WILL'S CAR - CONTINUOUS 156
Watching Carrack roaring off straight across the park.
LUCIA
Crazy bitch!
EXT. PARK EXIT - CONTINUOUS 157

Carrack flying out of the opposite end of the park onto a two-
way boulevard.

Will right behind her.

INT. CARRACK'S CAR - CONTINUOUS 158

Carrack actually slowing down, letting-Will pull up aside.

INT. WILL’'S CAR - CONTINUOUS 159
Abreast of Carrack.

TUCTA
I don’'t like/this.

WIDL
What?

(9hst asv'.™)
WILL'S POV: Garrack<firing a shot through Will’s open 160
driver'’s side ‘window,” spiderwebbing the front window glass,
Will careeming, /Lueia cursing, Carrack grinning.
Will has_to weer off sharply to dodge the next shot.
WILL’S POVY¥ Finds himself going straight into oncoming 161
traffic,“Cars dividing around them like rapids around a
boulder.
CARRACK'’S POV: Will in the midst of chaos. 162
She shoots out the tire of a car coming right at Will.

ON ONCOMING DRIVER - Panicking as he fishtails madly.

ON WILL - Bellowing as the two cars sideswipe each other then
keep on going.

ON WILL'S CAR - Muscling its way back into Carrack’s lane. 163

ON CARRACK'S CAR - Turning off the boulevard, accelerating 164
again.

ON WILL’S CAR - Doggedly pursuing. 165
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EXT. ANOTHER BOULEVARD - MOMENT LATER 166

Carrack and Will seemingly drag racing, Carrack slightly
ahead, Will flooring it to catch up.

Both he and Lucia are drenched with sweat, haven't blinked in
an hour.
EXT. ANOTHER AVENUE - MOMENT LATER 167

ON CARRACK'’S CAR - TURNING SHARPLY off the avenue and
straight up a steeply climbing road.

ON WILL’S CAR - Pursuing, almost getting t-boned by a car
coming up fast from an interior lane.

LUCIA

Jesus! Can I drive?
EXT. STEEP HILLSIDE ROAD NEAR A VIADUCT 168
CARRACK'S POV - Flying hard ands up,AWill in her rearview.
When her eyes come forward again |she’s bearing down on an
abrupt traffic jam and/she nearly”has to stand on the brakes
not to go plowing.
WILL’'S POV - Carrack*®s sereeching stop.

Carrack just starts driving down the side of the hill itself.

LUCIA
Cut her ‘off! The walkway! There!

Will sheots fer“a pedestrian walkway parallel to Carrack’s
routey” botlk f them bisecting the hill.

Will is gailning on her, the boulevard a prize straight ahead
at the bottom.

LUCIA (CONT’D)
(wild-eyed)
Acelerale, cono! Andale!
EXT. BOULEVARD - CONTINUOUS 169
Both cars emerging from the hillside, flying onto the
boulevard under the viaduct, Will still in pursuit.

EXT. CARRACK’S CAR 170

Carrack flooring it, eyes on Will coming hard, waiting,
waiting, then...
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WILL'S POV: Carrack ahead of him abruptly hitting her brakes
hard then making a sharp left, revealing a motorcycle,
formerly hidden from his view, driving straight at him.

LUCIA

(dully)
Mierda...

WILL’'S POV: IMPACT - The motorcycle flies over Will'’s car
like it’s a stunt ramp, Lucia screaming.

Dazed, intact, Will doggedly pursues.

EXT. NARROW STREETS - 5 MINUTES LATER 171
Carrack ahead of Will, is now firing bagk at him steadily;

Will periodically having to veer off of“stop altogether to
keep them from getting killed.

ANGLE - A pedestrian who had to gonf¥at against a narrow wall
to avoid getting sideswiped curses™and shakes his fist at the

two cars just as one of Carraeck!s"errant shots hits him in
the side and he crumples to thes strieet.

INT. CARRACK'S CAR 172

Carrack makes a left, at anMNntersection and almost runs into
a garbage truck delfig® piekups.

CARRACK
Ohy for Chtist’'s sake.
INT. WILL“S' CAR 173
Watchihg ag ,Garrack squeezes past the garbage truck.
Will trie§/to follow suit.
LUCIA
No. I know this place. I know
where she’s headed. Go straight.
It’s faster.
EXT. CONTINUOUS CUTS BETWEEN THE CARS, 174
as they crisscross streets, staying parallel, sighting each
other as the intersections allow, Will trying to maneuver to
cut across and get ahead until...

They both reach an intersection at the same time.

After a silent motionless moment both cars start up and roar
straight across the intersection.
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WILL'S POV - Carrack slightly ahead. He can see her eyes in
her rearview. She's smiling.

Just as he accelerates, she suddenly slows and now he’s
moving past her.

WILL
What the hell?

And then he gets it as his rear window gets shot out.

She just wanted him to pass in front of her to present a
target.

Will fights to keep control of the car as more bullets home
in.

WILL’'S POV - A parked car. They slam inbto it. They're stuck.
Carrack takes off.

Will frantically rocks the car foxward and reverse until it
comes free.

They resume the hunt.

INT. CARRACK’'S CAR - 5 MINUTES “LATER

As she drives, calm but ,alert, she constantly checks her
rearview mirror.

INT. WILL'S«¢CAR - ,SAME

On the prowl. Where’'d she go?

EXT. BIG_ INTERSECTION - 5 MINUTES LATER
Carrack gets to a red light behind a waiting car.

Another car pulls up directly behind her. She's boxed in.

INT. WILL'S CAR. APPROACHING INTERSECTION - CONTINUOUS
LUCIA’S POV: She sees Carrack trapped.

LUCIA
Eso!

WILL
Yes.

He accelerates towards Carrack.

CARRACK'’S POV - Will’s car. Coming at her.
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Will and Lucia are closing fast: 100 meters back...

Carrack jams her car’s grill against the back of the car in
front of her and GUNS THE ENGINE, trying to make some room to
escape. Smoke and burnt rubber fill the air.

But the driver in front of her is having none of it. He slams
on his break and leaves the car. Walks up and starts barking
his outrage at her.

Will and Lucia are 50 meters back...

No time to waste, Carrack just shoots him and resumes trying
to shove his car forward.

People in the street start going crazy running hither and
yon.

Will and Lucia are 20 meters back...

INT. WILL'S CAR 180
LUCIA
Eso! Mas! Mas!
INT. CARRACK’'S CAR 181
E€ARRACK
(workingwit)
C'mofy, you_son of a bitch, c’mon,
c’'mon.’. .
BOOM. Will\xams/Caxrack’s car from behind which actually jars
it free N\ The impact however, sends Will’s car skidding into a
store, windowx

ON CARRACKN—/Fun’s over. She is livid.

CARRACK'S POV: The store window, Lucia and Will scrambling to
get free of their totaled car.

Carrack just sits in her car and starts firing. She no longer
is trying to elude them. Now she wants them dead.

But there are too many people here now, approaching police
sirens.

She takes off.

EXT. SHATTERED STORE WINDOW - CONTINUOUS 182

Cut and bloody, Will and Lucia stagger out into the street.
Will holds an arm stiffly at his side
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WILL'S POV: Carrack’s car just about disappearing into the
distance.

ANGLE - CROWD AROUND THE SHOT DRIVER

It’'s a madhouse of people jabbering and wailing. Suddenly the
dead man’s car peels out.

INT. DEAD MAN’'S CAR - CONTINUOUS 183

Lucia is now driving, Will, his arm possibly broken, in the
shotgun seat.

For the first time, Will takes out his gun.

They troll the narrow streets. Nothing.,No one. Nobody.

And then, just as they’re getting lulkled by the silence, they
come to a tiny intersection and almost: go directly by
Carrack’s car which has been eerily, ‘quietly sitting there as
if waiting for them to cross hern path.

Both Will and Carrack start firing jsimultaneously.

Lucia floors it. Carrack/pulls in behind them, the bullets
continue to fly, but neWw ‘the roles are reversed; the pursued
has become the pursuet.

ON CARRACK - Roaring-curses as she blasts away.

Both cars tearAup the“warrow street then fan out, TRY TO FAN
OUT, as the sbreet Aabruptly opens up into a massive plaza
outside of @ bullfight arena.

The chads\agaifi,\#¥s maddening. Bullets and screaming,
pedestrians going down.

INT. WILL'S CAR 184
As Lucia desperately tries to avoid hitting anyone, Will
draws a bead on Carrack’s car which is still dogging them. He
fires.

CLOSE ON - CARRACK’S FRONT TIRE, blown out.

ON CARRACK - as she realizes that she's lost control of the
car.

EXT. PLAZA - CONTINUOUS 185

As Carrack’s car skids across the plaza then flips, sliding
to a halt at the verge of subway entrance stairs.

CLOSE ON - WILL and LUCIA, riveted by the accident, their
heads turned back as they drive, then..
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WILL’S POV - Turning his head forward to see, too late, the
vehicle stopped in front of them.

WILL
Lucial!

IMPACT.

The car soaring up, then coming down on its roof.

Only the screams of the pedestrians are heard, both cars
silent, then...

CLOSE ON - CARRACK'’S CAR, upended, teetering like a turtle
shell on the lip of the subway stairs.

A crumpled door is forced open from thé“inside.

Carrack, injured and bloody, crawls{ eut, the suitcase in one

hand, her gun in the other.

No one approaches her as she struggles, to her feet.

INT. WILL'S CAR - CONTINUOUS

186

In the wreckage Will/ Is/conscCious -- shaken and bruised, but

not hurt seriously. “Turnindg\te Lucia, he sees:
That she is hurt®/UNCONSETOUS and BLEEDING badly.

WILL
Tucha. .. \BUCia.

The SHUFFLING OF\FEET catches Will's attention.

WILL"S POVs Garrack, limping towards him, her face a murder
mask.

Behind her, her car finally slides down the subway stairs.
WILL’'S POV: On the other side of Lucia lies his pistol.

He lunges for it. No dice. Lunges again. And again.

He whips around to see...

Carrack at his window. She raises her gun.

CARRACK

You little fucking nobody... Do
you have any idea the shit I've
done for my country?

(raising the

automatic)
Do you have any idea how much they
owe me?
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Will glares at her, refusing to cower.

And then she seems to come to a state of repose, slowly
lowering the gun as if distracted.

And then she looks down to see that her gut is a slow
blooming bloodrose.

She drops to her knees, Zahir’s gun still smoking behind her.

Then Will’s door is flung open and he’s pulled from the car.
He doesn't recognize any of the half dozen men surrounding
him, but he’s too weak and exhausted to resist as he’s
dragged into the backseat of an SUV.

INT/EXT. SECOND SUV 186A
Through the backseat window, Will sees-Zahir (arm in a sling)
hand off the suitcase to three otheXsMossad agents who jump
into this second car and immediatelyvtake off for parts
unknown.

INT. WILL'S SUV 187

Then Zahir slides into/the front 'and the SUV, driven by
Esmael, accelerates away/from ‘the scene.

WILL
My sist€p! She/s hurt back there!
ZAHTR
Relax, shes halfway to the
hospifrals
WILL
My<family.
ZAHTR

We’'re going to them now.
The SUV zips through the streets. Esmael says something.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
(translating)
He says you should get a job
driving in the demolition derby.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
(beat)
You did one hell of a job.
(beat)
Your father, for all the hell he
caused us? Would be proud.

ON WILL: this throwaway compliment; he'll never forget it.
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The SUV comes to a sharp stop on a small, quiet street. Zahir
hands him a ring with two keys on it.

ZAHIR (CONT'D)
Number twenty-three.

EXT. CALLE DE LA PLATA - CONTINUOUS 188
Will exits the SUV and watches as it pulls away and rounds a
corner out of sight.

EXT. SAME - MOMENTS LATER 189
Will stands before an old service garage marked with a ‘23.°
Two rusty double-doors form an entrance,big enough for cars.

They are secured shut with a lock and A“thick chain.

Will unlocks the door and pulls it ©pen...

INT. ABANDONED SERVICE GARAGE < \CONTINUOUS 190

Dark. Dusty. Rusted auto parts. ANd, 'in the center of the
garage, the same VAN thatHhis family was in when he last saw
them.

WIDLL
Mom! Josh?

But no one replies. Hé/yanks on the back doors. Locked. Hands
trembling, he‘uses the)2nd key. It works and he swings open
the doors:

Laurie, 'Josh and\Para, each still bound and gagged. They're
dirty, hot, .and“covered in sweat, but their eyes are 1lit like
spark¥ers at“the sight of Will -- their savior.

Josh is ¢losest; Will removes his gag...

WILL (CONT'D)
You okay? You hurt?

JOSH
I'm all right. No one’s hurt.

Will unties his arms.

Josh unties his own feet, then unties Dara, while Will climbs
further into the van to free his mother.

LAURIE
Will--!

Hands furiously untie rope. Tears of joy.

The boys help the women out of the dirty van.



110.

Will hugs his mother.

LAURIE (CONT’D)
(brokenly)
Your father...

WILL
I know.

Then his brother, and Dara. More tears, of joy, of loss.

191 INT. CAFE - DAY 191

Will and his mother sit at a small table near a glass window
overlooking Madrid. Will’s scrapes and cuts have scabbed
over; healing has begun. They are both guiet. Somber.

LAURIE
The Embassy says your dad’s ‘name
should be cleared soon, ‘&héy just
can’'t say when. Same for+the
criminal charges agaifist you. It’s
just some red tapeis.Then jwe.can
all go back...

WILL
Go back...

LAURTE
Yes, go/home, and...

WILL
Meme. .
(swallowing)
My gompany went under three weeks
ago, I fought like hell but we
werxe just too small and the
Yecovery was too slow.

LAURIE
And so all those calls this
week...

WILL

Looking for work.

LAURTIE
That’s what we thought.

WILL
You knew?
(beat)
Of course you did. Dad was a spy.

LAURIE
Dad was dad.



191A

111.

Laurie reaches out and takes his hand.

WILL
But why didn’t anybody say
anything to me?

LAURIE
Because your father understood how
he made you feel sometimes and
didn’t want to add to your pain...
He loved you, Will. More than you
know...

WILL
I loved him too. Do you think he
knew that?

LAURTIE
(smiling)
What do you think?

WILL
(beat)
How long did you know abdut.Lucia?

T AURTE

For years. A& _ he might Yhave told
you... We had sio secrets from each
other... padnfulhas/they might
have been.

(beat)
The Arony is? He was going to
introduceflucia to us all at the
end“vof gthe trip.

GO WIDE “to“revéal/that they’re in a HOSPITAL CAFETERIA.

INT. HOSPITAL’ CORRIDOR - 15 MINUTES LATER 191A
Will approaching a phone bank.

ON WILL, as he lifts the receiver.

A hand behind him casually kills the dialtone.

Will turns to see he’s surrounded by three hard American
faces.

Maybe there’s more to Carrack and company than just Carrack
and company.

He’s hustled to a waiting service elevator manned by a fourth
hard guy.
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191B EXT. HOSPITAL - ESTAB. SHOT 191B

Will silently hustled along.

191C INT. FEATURELESS HOSPITAL OFFICE 191c¢C
Fluorescent lighting, scuffed walls, minimal cheap furniture.
The door opens, and Will is escorted inside.

BANDLER (0.S.)
Have a seat there, Will.

Will sits to face a man in his forties, jacket and tie, eyes
like chips of coal set into the face of an ex-SEAL.

BANDLER (CONT'D)
My name’s Mike Bandler, I'm-with
the Agency. The treason charges
against your father have\béen
dropped as of this morning.

WILL
(wary)
OK... Good.

BANDLER
And as fax as yobr -own situation
with the“courts?
(he,flipg™Will his
passporkt)
Your, lawyerywas a piker.

WILL
Thanks®
(beat)
So¥I'm free to leave the country?

BANDLER

Oh sure. Whenever. By the way,
that big job interview you set up
back in San Francisco for
Thursday? Don’t sweat it, the
company'’s declaring bankruptcy
next week.

(beat)
Sound familiar?

ON WILL - darkening.

BANDLER (CONT'D)

On the other hand, now might be a
good time for you to consider a
whole new line of work.

WILL
What kind of work?
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BANDLER
You handled yourself pretty well
out there for a kid who doesn’t
know shit. I have to tell you I
was impressed.

WILL
What kind of work.

BANDLER
Ever consider government service?

WILL
Can I ask you something?

BANDLER
Shoot.

WILL
That suitcase?
(beat)
What the hell was in 1it2

Bandler just stares. The three ‘othex ‘hard boys just stare...

BANDLER
There’'s only/one way I'can answer
that.
WILL
Yeah? What'’s, that?
BANDLER
Take the \job.
WILL

(beat)
I need to see my family now.

Bandler n0ds, gestures toward the door.

192 INT. MADRID HOSPITAL - CORRIDOR - 15 MINUTES LATER 192
Will walks with Josh and Dara down a brightly 1lit corridor.
He stops at one of the many doors that line the walls and
looks in through the window:

193 INT. HOSPITAL ROOM - CONTINUOUS 193
POV: LUCIA is dressed in a hospital gown standing by the
window. Sitting in a chair nearby is Laurie, who is saying

something that makes Lucia smile.

They'’re working on it.
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JOSH 194
A sister. Damn. Everybody into the
gene pool.
(beat)
You told her about me, right?

WILL
You know something? I forgot.

JOSH
Thanks. Thanks a lot.

WILL
So? I’'ll do the intros now.

Will begins to steer Josh into the room.

Dara stays put. Will extends his hand o, her to join them.

The three of them enter.

Through the glass we watch Will smeke the introductions.

Martin’s family is finally whele.

OMITTED

OMITTED

OMITTED

OMITTED

OMITTED
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