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FADE | N:
EXT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS -- N GHT

A seedy-l ooking bar in a dil api dated Long Beach storefront.
It is dingy, nenacing. Everything about it tells the average
person "go away".

| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS -- NI GHT

Inside the bar is nicer - dark, with |ots of wood and big
mrrors. Cheery Russian nusic blares from hi dden speakers.

The place is basically a treehouse for young Russian Mafiya
goons |l ooking to blow off steam Tonight a dozen or so YOUNG
MOBSTERS are throwi ng down drinks at the bar.

They roar with laughter, joking loudly in their native tongue.
YURI, a tall 30-sonmething with I ong black hair and a sharp
w dow s peak, stands in the center of the group.

YURI

(1 n Russi an)
Alright, alright! You boys are on
your own. Try not to tear the place
apart!

(t o BARTENDER)
Boss Bogatin is picking up the tab
on this one, so whatever these guys
want...it's theirs!

VI TALY, a stern-faced bartender in a threadbare tuxedo shirt,
nods warily.

LEONI D
(1 n Russi an)
Hey, Yuri! Does "whatever we want"
nmean pussy, too?

YURI
(1 aughs)
Sorry, boys. If you want whores,
you'll have to start your own tab

sonmewher e el se.
The gang | aughs, feigns disappointnent.
YURI ( CONT' D)
Enj oy yoursel ves, boys! You did good

wor k today! Boss Bogatin is proud of
you al |!

EXT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS -- MOMENTS LATER

Yuri crosses the parking lot, gets into a silver MERCEDES
and drives off.



He's gone |l ess than ten seconds before a red BMN pul I s up
across the street. W can't see the driver, but we can tel
he' s al one.

| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS -- NI GHT

The party has broken up into smaller groups of two or three.
At the bar, Leonid takes a shot of vodka and follows it with
a zakuska -- a bite-sized piece of black bread. He GRI MACES.

LEONI D
Pffft! What shit is this you're giving
me, Vitaly?

VI TALY
Shit? It's Stolichnaya...|like you
al ways dri nk!

LEONI D
Don't be such a stingy bastard! The
Boss is buying tonight. Gve ne top
shel f!

VI TALY
Fine, fine. What - Zyr? Ketel One?

LEONI D
(eyes light up)
No! G ve ne the Jewel!

VI TALY
| don't have any up here. I'll have
to get sonme fromthe back

LEONI D
Do it, then! I want the good stuff.

Muttering under his breath, Vitaly heads for --
| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHT' S/ STORE ROOM - - MOMENTS LATER

Vitaly pushes past sone enpty boxes to a stainless steel
BEVERAGE COOLER. He pulls open the door and takes out a bottle
of "the good stuff" - Jewel of Russia C assic.

A REFLECTION flickers briefly in the steel door. An UNSEEN
FI GURE knocks Vitaly across the back of the head. He falls,
dropping the bottle.

Li ght ni ng- qui ck, the UNSEEN MAN reaches out and snags the
bottle, inches fromthe floor. He sets it respectfully on a
count ert op.

He crosses to the FUSE BOX, and swi ngs open the door.



| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHT' S/ BAR -- CONTI NUOUS

Al at once, the LIGHTS go out. A few di m EMERGENCY LI GHTS
kick on, putting the gangsters in silhouette.

LEONI D
For fuck's sake, Vitaly! Wat'd you
do?

There is a general MJURMUR as the Russians try and figure out
what's going on. A FI GURE appears fromthe back.

LEONI D ( CONT' D)
Fucking hell, man...what's going on
with the |ights?

By the tine Leonid realizes it isn't Vitaly, there are two
BULLETS in the mddle of his forehead. The SHOTS startle the
others. They grab for their guns, too slow

The man behind the bar BLASTS AVWAY with two guns, naking
qui ck work of the confused young nobsters. They get off no
nore than three shots before the | ast one falls dead.

| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHT' S/ BACK HALL -- MOMENTS LATER
A switch is thrown, and the LIGHTS snap back on. The

nmysterious figure steps over Vitaly's unconscious body. He
pockets the bottle of VODKA on the way out.

Dl SSOLVE TO
ANGLE ON
A CHESSBOARD, pieces frozen in m d-gane.
As the CREDITS roll, we nove slowy across the board, over

the curves and contours of each piece.

W end on a WHI TE PAW\, sitting al one and unprotected in the
m ddl e of the board.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. WOODLEY AVENUE -- MORN NG
A cl ean, nodest residential street. Less than a block from
the traffic and bustle of Ventura Blvd., but it mght as
well be amllion mles.
EXT. WOODLEY GARDENS APARTMENTS -- MORNI NG

An unremarkabl e two-story conplex, with four buildings arrayed
around a honey little courtyard.



| NT. EXERCI SE ROOM -- DAY

Li ght pours in through floor-to-ceiling w ndows overl ooki ng
the courtyard.

ART FOLEY, 32, a soft-looking guy with glasses and thick
bl ack hair. He's not running very fast, but he's sweating
buckets, working hard to keep up with the TREADM LL.

| NT. CONVENI ENCE STORE -- DAY

Art is at the register, as a mddl e-aged Si kh rings up his
pur chases: HOSTESS CUPCAKES, a nassive bottle of MOUNTAIN
DEW and five "Mega MI1ions" LOTTERY TI CKETS.

Art tucks his change (and the lotto tickets) carefully into
his wallet, scoops up his junk food, and heads for the door.

TRAFFI C REPORTER (V. Q.)
-- aSlIGalert on the 101 in Studio
Cty. There's a tanker truck crashed
in the center divider, with traffic
backed up in both directions.

EXT. 101 FREEWAY -- DAY

Sure enough, it's a parking lot, wth traffic noving at a
glacial craw .

I NT. ART' S CAR -- CONTI NUCUS

Art's locked up right in the mddle of the jam He drums his
fingers on the steering wheel, annoyed.

TRAFFI C REPORTER (V. Q)
Past that, the 101 to the four |evel
t hrough downtown is jamed. No
accidents, just the usual norning
standstill.

He takes a big, distracted bite of CUPCAKE, and washes it
dowmn with a big slug off his Muntain Dew.

I NT. OFFI CE -- DAY

Row upon row of cubicles, each hone to an unhappy-| ooki ng
person on a tel ephone headset. Art's pod is in the mddle
of the office, just off the aisle.

He's got little toys and chotchkies scattered all over, trying
like hell to nmake the place feel |ike hone.

ART
(on phone)
No, but this pronotion is open to
bot h new and exi sting cardhol ders
who make a purchase --
( MORE)



ART ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Right. But we've found that a good
back to school pronotion works best
when it incentivizes your existing

custoner --
(pause)
No. It's a nati onwi de contest, but --

ANGLE ON - ART'S COWPUTER

As he tal ks, he's checking his Fantasy Football results on
Yahoo! He's in four different |eagues...as well as three
basebal | | eagues and a fantasy NBA gane.

He clicks on the | eague called "Ofice Space".
BACK TO SCENE

ART ( CONT' D)
Right. No. W can't guarantee a w nner
fromyour stores, but we do limt
the contest to 10 chains nati onw de.
(to hinself)

Yessss!

(on phone)
Sorry, no...l was talking to someone
el se.

I NT. OFFICE -- LATER

SEAN GAMVOND, 30, scow s at his conputer screen. Art stands
behind him grinning triunphantly.

ART
You know, "juggernaut" is not a word
| like to throw around |ightly, but
| think it applies here.

SEAN
Ckay, Attila. Whatever. | still have
t he Monday ni ght gane...

ART

Oh, right. | forgot. Your kicker
hasn't played yet. And you really
think Stover's gonna get you..

(peers at screen)
...twenty-two points? Good | uck
with all that, Sean. | think |I could
go ' 72 Dol phins here and conpletely
run the table.

SEAN
(1 aughi ng)
AMul big talk for a guy who hasn't
even finished week three.
( MORE)



SEAN ( CONT' D)
Hey, | talked to Biscuit. |I'm neeting
hi m and Fi sher tonight to watch the
gane at Chanps. You wanna cone?

ART
Eh. Probably not. Ravens-Vi ki ngs
doesn't really do nmuch for ne. 1|'ve
gotta run sone errands tonight,
anyway.

SEAN
Errands? Wiat...?

ART
Yeah. | think I'm gonna go get sone
new runni ng shoes.

SEAN
And you didn't do this over the
weekend why?

ART

| don't do errands on weekends.
Weekends are "ne tine".

Sean rolls his eyes. H's phone RINGS, and he turns back to
hi s desk.

SEAN
| gotta get this. Let nme know if you
change your m nd.

They bang fists. Art wal ks back toward his cubicle.

ART
Snell ya' later.

He passes a WNDOW which offers up a snoggy view of the
DOWNTOWN SKYLI NE.

EXT. DOMNTOM LOS ANGELES -- N GHT

The sane view, now all it up and tw nkly agai nst the bl ack
ni ght sky. W fly in and over, finally stopping at Staples
Center across fromthe --

EXT. FI GUEROA HOTEL -- NI GHT

It's a slow night on the block. Wth nothing going on at
Stapl es Center, even the panhandl ers are finding other places
to be.

| NT. FI GUEROCA HOTEL/ ROOM 1225 -- NI GHT

U. S. Marshal PATRI CK DALTON peeks through the curtains at
the street twelve stories bel ow



WADE( 0. s.)
Hey, Dalton, c'non...you in or out?

GARRETT WADE is a leathery guy in his fifties. He's got a
sal t - and- pepper nustache and a | ong scar down the left side
of his face. He's sitting at a small TABLE, shuffling cards.

Mar shal BRAD WESLEY sits across fromhim behind a big stack
of chi ps.

VESLEY
Yeah. You'll have plenty of tinme for
the view once | take the rest of
your chi ps.

Dalton smles. He adjusts the GUN on his hip and settles
into the third chair.

DALTON

Feeling a little cocky, are we?
WESLEY

No. | just figured since M. Wade

here has to get up early for court
tonmorrow, it mght be nice to wap
this up quick so he can get sone
sl eep.

DALTON
How t hought f ul .
(to WADE)
Deal the goddamm cards.

WADE
(grinning)
| just hope you do a better job of
guardi ng your w tnesses than you did
wi th your chips.

| NT. FI GUERCA HOTEL/ HALLWAY -- NI GHT

Two nore DEPUTY MARSHALS are positioned at opposite ends of
the hall. MARSHAL HEALY hovers near the ELEVATORS, while
MARSHAL PRESTON hol ds position by the vendi ng nmachi nes.

DI NG The Marshals snap to attention as the ELEVATOR stops
on 12. A GAUNT MAN with pale white skin and short brown hair
staggers drunkenly through the el evator doors.

They watch warily as he weaves his way down the hall, com ng
to a clunsy stop hal fway in between them

The Gaunt Man funbles for his card key. After a few fal se
starts, he gets his room door open and staggers inside. The
door closes behind himw th a heavy THUD

Preston and Healy RELAX



A mnute later, the Gaunt Man stunbles back into the hall,
carrying his I CE BUCKET. He struggles to get his bearings,
lurching toward the ice naker.

The Gaunt Man( KOSHCHEY) | eans his head agai nst the nmachi ne,
trying hard to stay upright. He nods vaguely at Agent Preston.

KOSHCHEY
(drunken, slurring)
How r eyoudoi n' ?

Preston responds wth disdainful silence.

The ice bucket full, Koshchey turns to go. He DROPS the
bucket, boots it out of reach.

KOSHCHEY ( CONT' D)
Aw, fuck ne...

He stoops to pick it up. Preston shoots Healy a | ook. Get a
| oad of this idiot. He doesn't see the FLASH of METAL in
Koshchey' s hand.

He strikes |like a cobra, plunging a KNIFE into Agent Preston's
THROAT.

Healy goes for his GUN. Koshchey WHHRLS. A GUN with a LONG
SI LENCER appears in his hand, as if from nowhere. He puts
THREE ROUNDS into Healy before the Marshal even clears his
hol ster.

| NT. FI GUEROA HOTEL/ ROOM 1225 -- N GHT

DALTON sm |l es w de, dragging a huge pile chips across the
t abl e.

AGENT DALTON
Don't worry, Brad. There's always
bar ber col | ege.

The door CRASHES open. KOSHCHEY steps in SHOOTI NG

Dal ton and Wesl ey each take a bullet in the forehead. WADE
doesn't nove an inch

Assassin and target STARE at each other for a long, silent
moment. A tiny SMRK flickers at the corner of Koshchey's
nout h.

WADE
Well? Do it, already...

Koshchey brings a finger to his Iips.

KOSHCHEY
Shhhhhhh.



The killer's gun JERKS tw ce, although the second shot is
just to be sure. Wade toppl es backward, DEAD.

Koshchey takes a brief second to adm re his handi work. He
| eaves the door open behind himas he goes.

EXT. FI GUEROA HOTEL -- NI GHT

Koshchey wal ks qui ckly through the alley behind the hotel,
past the pool, and up the block to his car -- the RED BMV
t hat was outside Russian Knights.

A raggedy HOVELESS MAN is peering in the driver's side w ndow.
Seei ng Koshchey, he TURNS.

HOMELESS NMAN
Hey, brother...can you spare sonme
change?

W t hout blinking, Koshchey SHOOTS hi m dead. He drags the

body onto a grate, covers it with a ratty BLANKET, and calmy
drives away.

I NT. SPORTS CHALET -- N GHT

Art is browsing the RUNNI NG SHOES when a cute SALESGA RL
appr oaches.

SALESG RL
Fi ndi ng everything alright?
ART
Actual ly, uh, | had a question. [|I'm

| ooki ng for sone new runni ng shoes.

SALESG RL
Ckay. Are you | ooking for sonething
in particular, or --

ART
| don't know. | have...|l run |liKke
three tines a week on a treadm | |.
But | want to start running outside.
Is there, do | need a different kind
of shoe...?

SALESG RL

No. There's not really --
ART

No?
SALESG RL

No. There's not nuch difference

bet ween i ndoor running and road
running. Unless...are you going to
run on trails, or --



ART
No. Just around the nei ghborhood.

SALESA RL
Ch, okay. Because we have trail
runni ng shoes, but those just have a
different tread...give you nore

traction.
(beat)
Cetting bored with the treadm || ?
ART
Yeah, you know. | feel like if I'm
gonna work that hard, I mght as
wel | ...get sonewhere.

The Sal esgirl smles brightly.

SALESG RL
| know exactly what you nean. Let ne
know if there's anything el se | can
hel p you with, okay?

She touches his armas she wal ks away. Art stares after her,
trying to figure out if she was giving himvibe or just trying
to sell shoes.

| NT. SPORT CHALET/ REG STER -- LATER

The cute Salesgirl is ringing up Art's new sneakers.

SALESG RL
That' |1l be $83.79.

Art hands her his CRED T CARD

SALESGE RL ( CONT' D)
Can | see your ID, please?

ART
Ch, sure.

He holds out his wallet. She | ooks at his driver's |icense
for a half-second | onger than she needs to, then smles.

SALESG RL
Thank you, M ster Foley.
ART
Sur e.
SALESG RL

How do you |i ke Encino?

ART
Huh?



SALESG RL
Ch. Your license. | saw that you
l[ive in Encino. Do you like it?

ART
Oh. Unh. Yeah. It's nice. It's,
um..it's nice.

SALESA RL
When | first noved out here, | |ooked
at a place in Encino, but it was
just so expensive. | --

The credit card machi ne BEEPS. She FROWAS.

SALESGE RL ( CONT' D)
|"msorry. Can | have your card back
for just a second?

ART
Yeah. Yeah.

He funbles for his wallet, pulls out his card. She runs it
t hrough the machi ne again, smling apol ogetically.

SALESA RL
Sorry. Sonetinmes these nmachi nes get
alittle cranky.

ART
No problem So, where'd you nove
fronP
SALESG RL
Mont ana. | grew up outside of
Billings.
ART
Are you an actress?
SALESG RL
Yeah.
(sml es)
| know, like there aren't a mllion

girls out here who --
The machi ne BEEPS agai n. She chews her |ip, brow knotted.

SALESGE RL ( CONT' D)
Do you have anot her card? This one's
not goi ng through.

ART
Ch, is it the strip? Y know, on the
back? Cause |I've had it for --

SALESA RL
It says the card's been cancell ed.



ART
What ?

A cold splash of confusion and enbarrassnent | eave Art
speechl ess. The Sal esgirl is suddenly |ess tal kative, too.

ART ( CONT' D)
That's got to be a m stake. Can
you. . .?

She gives himan awkward sm | e, shakes her head.

SALESA RL
| f you have anot her card. ..

Art NODS, fishes out his wallet one nore tinme. He | ooks at
the credit card machi ne, head cocked sideways |ike a dog.

| NT. FI GUEROA HOTEL -- N GHT

The 12th floor hallway bustles wth Robbery-Hom ci de

DETECTI VES canvassing the startled HOTEL GUESTS, Crinme Scene
t echs snappi ng PHOTOS of everything, and mles of yellow
police tape.

LT. CHRI'S BI LDAD stands at the center of the chaos. He's a
squat little spark plug of a man, in a brown suit fresh off
the rack from Sears. He's tal king with DETECTI VE M CHAEL
TORRES, a |ight-skinned Hispanic with a soft jaw and bushy
nmoust ache.

The el evator doors open. JONAH WATSON ducks under the crinme
scene tape and surveys the scene. He's wearing a U. S.
MARSHAL' S wi ndbr eaker and a heavy scow .

He takes a few nonents of respectful silence near Healy's
body before noving down the hall to room 1225. Hi s eyes sweep
t he whol e area, nethodically picking up every detail.

LT. BI LDAD
Mar shal WAt son?

Wat son doesn't turn around right away -- he's not done
cat al oguing the scene. Finally, he turns.

LT. BI LDAD ( CONT' D)
|'"'m Lt. Bildad, Robbery-Hom cide.
This is Detective Torres.

WATSON
Yeah. Ckay.
(beat)
| don't want any jurisdictional shit
here, but --
LT. BI LDAD
These are your guys, Marshal. It's

your crime scene.



VWATSON
Thanks.

LT. BI LDAD
Can you tell us what this is about?

WATSON
You ever hear of a Russian gangster
name of Evsei Stel nyatkovich? They
call him"U sa Major"?

LT. BI LDAD
Yeah. Sure.
WATSON
Vell, the US Attorney's office

has a grand jury |l ooking into

St el nyat kovich. Guy on the floor in
there is Garrett Wade. He's a...was
a bail bondsman.

DET. TORRES
Yeah. |'ve seen himaround before.

WATSON
Wade was supposed to testify tonorrow

Lt. Bildad GRUNTS. Watson w ggles his eyebrows.

WATSON ( CONT' D)
Yeah. So what'dya got so far?

LT. BI LDAD
Not a lot. The cameras on this hal
were clipped two, three m nutes before
we think the shooting started. It
happened fast...by the tinme any of
t he ot her guests heard anything, the
hitters were already gone.

WATSON
Htters?

DET. TORRES
It had to be nore than one guy did
all this. I'"mguessing a three man

team wth guys at --

WATSON

(interrupting)
Four Marshals and not one of 'em
even clears his holster? No.
think it's one guy, really good,
Wi th surprise on his side. Look.
He used a knife on Preston. So he
had to have gotten right up close.

Wat son's eyes nove from Preston to Healy, back to the room



WATSON ( CONT' D)
Fromthere, he's got a clear shot on
Healy. He'd have a silencer, which
is why the guys in the room never
heard hi m com ng.

DET. TORRES
Maybe your boys were too busy playing
cards to pay attention.

Wat son GLARES at Torres, a flicker of sonething animal behind
his eyes. Bildad takes a half-step in between them but
Wat son keeps it cool.

He points at the I CE BUCKET lying in a puddl e near Marshal
Preston' s body.

WATSON

Fi nd out what roomthat bucket cane
from Then, have your |ab guys dust
every inch of it for prints. I'd
like to see whatever security video
the hotel does have. Fromthe parking
gar age, too.

(to TORRES)
Make sure whoever interviews the
val ets speaks good Spani sh.

A sheepi sh young UNI FORMED COFFI CER appr oaches Bil dad.

OFFI CER
Uh, excuse ne, Lieutenant. W' ve got
sonet hi ng downstairs..

EXT. STREET -- LATER

Wat son, Bildad, and Torres circle the dead HOVELESS GJY on
the sidewal k as a couple of BEAT COPS secure the scene.

Wat son takes a few steps down the alley, back toward the
hotel. His every nove is thoughtful, neasured. As his mnd
reconstructs the scene, it's like his body just follows.

He steps back onto the sidewal k and stares at the now vacant
PARKI NG METERS.

WATSON

You can probably skip talking to the
val ets. The shooter parked right
her e.

(beat, then)
Let's find out if there are any
caneras along this street here. And
have crinme scene get prints off of
every coin in this neter.



EXT. COURTYARD -- DAY

Art and Sean are eating |unch outside. As they eat, they
pl ay chess on a fol di ng wooden board. Sean, playing bl ack,
appears in command as Art is down to just his queen, his
rooks, and three pawns.

SEAN
Were you gonna try and get her nunber?

ART
| dunno. Didn't seemlike there was
much point to it after that whol e
fiasco.

SEAN
No, | nean pre-fiasco.

Art SHRUGS. He noves his queen across the board, taking Sean's
| ast bi shop.

SEAN ( CONT' D)
Shit. Did you find out what was up
wi th your card?

ART
No. Not yet.
SEAN
Don't you think you should do that?
ART
Gee, nom | don't know. 1've been
slammed all norning. I'll call after

[ unch.
Art's queen takes one of Sean's knights. Sean sm rks.

SEAN
You sure you want to do that?

ART
Um vyeah. Pretty sure.

Sean noves his rook fromthe back row and takes Art's queen.

SEAN
| tried to warn you --

Art quickly pushes his rook into position, trapping Sean's
ki ng.

ART
Check. And, |'mpretty sure
checknat e.

Sean | ooks at the board, stunned. Art sits back, grinning.



SEAN
Son of a bitch!
(beat)
| was totally beating you

ART
No, you weren't. Queen's not the
gane. The point is to capture the
ki ng.

SEAN
Danmit! You play from behind better
t han anyone |1've ever seen.

ART
Down, but never out.

SEAN
(resetting pieces)
What ever, dude. We're goi ng again.

I NT. OFFI CE -- DAY

Art is in his cubicle, listening to flaccid Mizak and sitting
on hol d.

Sean is behind him tossing a Nerf football back and forth
wi th KEVIN FI SHER(FI SH), a round-faced co-worker across the
of fice.

Fl SH
Buzz the tower, Mav...

Sean zips the ball past Art's head, m ssing himby inches.
Fi sh LAUGHS.

ART
GQuys, cone on. I'mon the --
(1 nto PHONE)
What ? Yes, I'mstill--
(pause)
Yeah...no. |'ve been hol ding. Hell o?
(pause)
Unbelievable. 1t's been, like, twenty
m nut es!
SEAN

Ww. Their custonmer service operators
are worse than ours.

Fish's throw goes wi de, BOUNCI NG off Art's cubicle. Papers
spill everywhere.

FI SH
Sorry. My bad.



ART
Jesus! WIIl you two please just knock
it off?

Finally, a bored-soundi ng OPERATOR cones back to the |ine.

OPERATOR (O. S.)
M. Foley? | have M. Jenkins on the
line. He's one of our custoner care
supervisors. He'll help you with
any nore questions you have.

MR JENKINS (O. S.)
Good afternoon, M. Foley.

ART
Yeah. H . | went to buy sone shoes
| ast night, and the girl at the
register said ny card had been
cancelled, so | wanted to find out --

MR JENKINS (O. S.)
Yes. Qur records show we cl osed your

account...last Thursday, it |ooks
like. You should be receiving a
letter --

ART

Wait! Cosed ny...why?

MR JENKINS (O S.)
As | said, you should receive a letter
in the next day or two that wl|
explain --

Art CLENCHES his fist. He's annoyed, ready to scream but he
swal lows it.

ART
Ckay. Well...rather than wait for
the letter...why don't you just, you
know. ..explain it nme now?

There is an awkward pause. M. Jenkins clears his throat.

MR JENKINS (O S.)
Alright, M. Foley. W recently
revi ewed your account with us, and
determ ned that your current credit
status indicates you' ve overextended
yoursel f, and --

ART
Overextended? What're you...? | don't
even carry a bal ance on ny card!



MR JENKINS (O. S.)
On this card, no. But we also review
your overall credit status. And that
review i ndi cates your current credit-
to-debt ratio is sinply too high

ART
What ? That's ridiculous! |I've had ny
card with you since | was in college!

MR, JENKI NS
Yes, and we do appreciate your
busi ness. But |I'mafraid..

Jenkins keeps talking, but Art isn't listening. He's got his

face in his hands,

goi ng on.

| NT. OFFI

Art is online, pulling a copy of his credit report.

a nonent

As Art scans the page,
wrong, and things get worse with each |ine.

CE -- MOMENTS LATER

for the page to | oad.

t he PHONE.

| NT. OFFI

ART is barely keeping it together.

support.
report.

Art is STUNNED by the cop's quick dismssal.

CE -- LATER

trying to figure out what the hell is

It takes

his jaw goes SLACK. Sonething's very
He funbles for

Sean stands near by, noral

An L. A P.D. PATROL COP is dutifully filling out a

ART
-- there's at least four credit cards
| didn't open with, |ike, nineteen

t housand dollars on them Plus, they

| eased a car in ny nanme, there's
charges on there fromgun stores...
mean, | don't know who's doing this

or how they got ny information, but --

SEAN
Rel ax, buddy. Settle down.

ART
What happens now? What do | do? What
do you do? | nean, do you catch

t hese guys or --

PATROL COP
To be honest with you, M. Fol ey,
pr obably not.

aback, too.

Sean i s taken



SEAN
Nice! So much for "protect and
serve", huh?

PATROL COP
Unfortunately, this kind of
crinme...there isn't a lot we can do.
It happens a lot, and it's really
hard to trace. It could be conputer
hackers, or soneone at a store or a
bank. It could be sonme guy going
t hrough your dunpster.

ART
Oh, that's great.

The Patrol Cop SHRUGS. He hands Art the report to sign, and
tears himoff a yell ow DUPLI CATE.

PATRCL COP
"1l file the report and who knows?
Maybe you'll get lucky. Until then,
make sure you keep this sonmepl ace
safe. You'll need it to file fraud
reports with all of the credit
bureaus. It'll take a while, but
t hey can usually put things right
for you.

EXT. ART'S APARTMENT -- N GHT

Art flips through his mail as he nopes toward his door. It's
the usual glut of junk ads and the prom sed kiss-off letter
fromhis (now forner) credit card conpany.

MRS. KINCSI AN, the stoop-shoul dered old | ady next door, |eads
her tiny little dog out for a walk. It sees Art and starts
YAPPI NG furi ously.

ART
Hell o, Ms. Kinosian.

She grunts halfheartedly in reply. She clearly doesn't Ilike
hi m any nore than the dog does.

| NT. ART' S APARTMENT -- N GHT

Art takes the POLI CE REPORT out of his back pocket and drops
it with the mail on the tiny breakfast table.

H s apartnent is much |ike his cubicle - cranped, bland and
cooki e-cutterish, with just enough pictures and kni ck-knacks
to keep it frombeing totally generic.

The enpty pizza boxes and fast food bags tell us Art doesn't
cook very often -- and he's not nuch of a housekeeper, either.



He flops onto the sofa |like a bag of sand. After a |ong while,
he sits up and turns on the TV. He picks up a VI DEO GAME
CONTROLLER, and settles in for a few hours of Madden

I NT. ART'S APARTMENT -- LATER

Hours later, and Art hasn't gone anywhere. If it weren't for
the fact he's nowin a T-SH RT and BOXERS, you'd think he'd
never |left the couch.

He's engrossed in sone soft-core thing on C nemax. As he
wat ches, he absently reaches into his boxers and starts to
play with hinself.

From next door, MRS. KINOSIAN S DOG starts BARKING | i ke a
mani ac. Art | ooks up, frowning. Really? At this hour?

Ten seconds later, Art's front door is KNOCKED OFF its hinges.
SWAT COPS pour in, rifles up and ready.

ART
JESUS CHRI ST!

He starts to scranble to his feet. FLASHLI GHTS shine in his
eyes and three GUNS swi vel at him

SWAT COP #1
FREEZE, ASSHCLE!
SWAT COP #2
HANDS I N THE AIRI NOW HANDS I N THE

Al R!

Terrified, Art puts both hands in the air. A SWAT Cop bats
the TV REMOTE out of his hand.

SWAT COP #3
CLEAR!

Wat son, Bildad and Torres nove in, part of a second wave of
cops, |l oaded for bear. Watson storns across the room GRABS
Art by the throat and shoves him hard, into the wall.

WATSON
Art Fol ey, asshole! Were is he?

Art can barely choke out an answer.

ART
Il -- I'm..nel

Wat son's fingers TlIGHTEN around Art's w ndpi pe.
AGENT WATSON

Don't FUCK with nme, kid. Were's
Fol ey?



ART

(rasping)
Mel It's -- that's ne!

Wat son haul s off and SLAPS Art, rocking his head to the side.
Art GAGS. Soneone turns on a LI GHT.

LT. BI LDAD
Mar shal WAt son

Wat son ignores him Veins bulge on his thick neck, and he
| ooks ready to bite Art's head off with his square, |antern-
] aw.

AGENT WATSON
(low, scary)
"' m gonna ask you one nore tine...

LT. BI LDAD
WATSON!

Wat son's jaw cl enches. The bl oodl ust we saw briefly before
is back. Art is right to be scared.

Lt. Bildad |ays a restraining hand on his shoul der. He
gestures at Det. Torres, who's holding up the copy of Art's
POLI CE REPORT.

LT. BI LDAD ( CONT' D)
You should have a | ook at this.

Wat son reluctantly lets go of Art, who slides down the wall
gasping for breath

I NT. ART'S APARTMENT -- LATER

Art sits on the couch, shaking. Lt. Bildad stands over him
Wat son, frustrated, paces back and forth Iike a tiger.

LT. BI LDAD
Take your time. Get a good | ook.

ANGLE ON - PHOTOGRAPH

A bl ack and white VIDEO CAPTURE fromthe | obby of a hotel
It's not a great shot, but it's a side angle on KOSHCHEY,
the hit man, on his way to the el evators.

Art stares at the photo, trying hard to place the face. He
clearly wants to hel p, but..

ART
No. I"msorry. |I've never seen him
bef ore.

WATSON

Are you sure?
( MORE)



WATSON ( CONT' D)
Maybe hangi ng around your office?
Maybe he waited on you in a
restaurant? Never?

ART
" msorry. ..

Wat son NODS, dejected. He knows it's a dead end.

Art glances out the front door. Ms. Kinosian is talking to
Det. Torres. She shoots Art a |ook, like "I knew you were up
to no good".

LT. BI LDAD
Sorry about the damage to your door.
"1l square things with your |andlord
first thing tonorrow

ART
Thank you.

WATSON
| f you think of anything - or you do
see the man fromthe picture - give
us a call right away.

He hands Art his CARD. Art |looks at it wi thout focus. \Watson
and Bi |l dad EXI T.

ART
(rmuttering)
Jesus Chri st.

Art gets up, closes the door, slides the chain on.

He gets three steps before it CREAKS and FALLS off its broken
hi nges. It HANGS there, suspended by the security chain.

Art stares for a long nonent, then TURNS and shuffles off to
bed, |eaving the door just as it is.

EXT. WOODLEY GARDENS APARTMENTS -- MORNI NG

Art is pounding along the sidewalk in his new tennis shoes.
There's a chip on his shoulder, putting an extra little zip
in his step.

EXT. ART'S APARTMENT -- LATER

Art, soaked with sweat, returns honme. He exchanges hell os
with LUS, the maintenance man. Luis is just finishing his
repairs to the apartnent’'s FRONT DOOR

MONTAGE:

Art, at the office, on the phone with various banks and credit
bur eaus.



ART
No, | don't have the PIN nunber.
(pause)
Because | DIDN T OPEN THE ACCOUNT
That's what |'ve been trying to tel
you!

At every turn, he's being nmet with unsynpat hetic operators
and di sinterested pencil -pushers.

_ ART ( CONT' D)
(sni ppy)
Yes. |I'IIl hold.
He starts out energized, a nan on fire. But the process slowy
crushes his spirit. Wth each call, he gets surlier and nore
sarcasti c.
ART ( CONT' D)

Yes! Pl ease! Repossess the car! And
when you find it, feel free to kick
the crap out of whoever's driving
it!

He finally boils over at SEAN and FI SH, who are taunting him
again with the Nerf ball. Art SNATCHES it out of the air and
FLINGS it angrily down the hall.

I NT. MKEY'S TAVERN -- N GHT

M key's is a good, old-fashioned sports bar -- low |ight,
cheap beer, and lots of TVs. ART, SEAN and PETE "BI SCU T"
BOCHEE sit in a corner booth.

BI SCU T
I"mtelling you, buddy. You shoul da
asked "emfor a warrant. Wthout a
warrant, they can't do shit.

SEAN
Bi scuit, they had Uzis and a battering
ram |'mpretty sure they can do
what ever they want.

ART
Yeah. | wasn't really in position to
ask about the paperwork.

BI SCU T
Mm nmm No. You ALL-ways wanna see
the warrant. Okay? | had a buddy
back in college who used to grow
weed in his front hall closet. And
this one tine, I'"mover there playing
Ni nt endo and the cops show up. He
starts freaking out, but |I told him
| said, don't let "emin the door
unl ess they have a warrant. So he --



FI SH appears at the corner of the bar, holding a POOL CUE

FI SH
(yells)
Hey, Biscuit! CGet over here, ya
squirrelly fuck! Qur quarters are
up!
(pause)
And grab ne a beer!

Bi scuit drains his beer in one big GUP. He grabs the PI TCHER
and an EMPTY GLASS.

BI SCU T
Next time, buddy...check the warrant!

He hustles off to join Fish. Art |ooks at Sean, who shakes
hi s head, | aughi ng.

ART
The scary part is, he's actually a
| awyer .
SEAN
(chuckl i ng)
| know. | love the guy to death, but
he's an idiot.
ART
And sonehow he nakes tw ce what you
and | do put together. It's just
not right.
Art takes a long pull fromhis beer. He's still alittle
di stracted, shaken up.
SEAN
You doin' okay?
ART
Yeah. I"'mjust...it's been a |l ong

week.

(beat, then)
| pretty sure ny neighbor thinks |I'm
aterrorist.

SEAN
Whi ch one? The old lady with the
dog?

ART

M s. Kinosian. Yeah.

SEAN
Eh. She's never |iked you anyway.



ART
(1 aughs)
| can't imagi ne having a SWAT t eam
break down ny door at two in the
nmor ni ng hel ps nuch.

Sean's eyes keep flicking to something behind Art.

SEAN
Hhmmm
ART
VWhat ?
SEAN
You may want to get your gane face
on.

Art gives hima quizzical |ook.

SEAN ( CONT' D)
Don't turn around, but there's a
really hot girl at the end of the
bar, and she keeps checking you out.

ART
Yeah, right.

SEAN
No. |'m seri ous.

ART
VWher e?

Art's head TURNS i ke it's on a swivel. Sure enough, there's
an exotic-| ooking YOUNG BRUNETTE down the bar. She and Art
| ock eyes.

She sni |l es. He' s bust ed.

ART ( CONT' D)
(enmbarrassed)
Shit.

SEAN
What part of "don't turn around" did
you not under st and?

ART

| don't - yeah. | don't know.
SEAN

You're like a child, | swear.
ART

| thought you were fucking around.



SEAN
Yeah. 1'mreally gonna kick you
when you' re down.

ART
No, | just figured --
SEAN
No, | get it. You think I'mthat
guy.
(loud, to no one)
" mthat guy! |I'mthe asskhol e!

Art gestures Sean to keep it down.

ART
Ckay. You're making it worse.
SEAN
(grins broadly)
You're fine.

The BRUNETTE(STITCH) taps Art on the shoul der.

STI TCH
Excuse ne. Hi.

Art JUWPS, startled. Sean suppresses a LAUGH.

ART
Un .. hi.

Stitch SMLES awkwardl y.

STI TCH

Do you by any chance play pool ?
ART

Pool ?
STI TCH

Yeah. This is - | knowthis is kind

of random but | was supposed to
meet ny friend, Janie, tonight and
we were gonna play pool. | put
guarters down |ike half an hour ago,
and |''m next up but she's not here.
| need a partner or |'mgonna | ose
my ganme. So, | wondered if, maybe,
you'd i ke to play with ne.

Stitch's words cone in a rush, leaving Art conpletely
dunbf ounded. Sean pushes up fromthe boot h.

SEAN
Hey, Art, I'mgonna go to the
bat hr oom



Art starts to protest, but Sean is already scurrying away.

ART
(calls after him
Shake it nore than twice, you're
playing with it!

STI TCH
(fidgets)
|"msorry. | --

ART
Ch, nonono! I'd love to play with
you. Absol utely!

STI TCH
Geat! | don't suck, | prom se.

ART
You sound like nmy last girlfriend.

The joke BOVBS. Art cringes, immediately sorry he opened his
nmout h.

ART ( CONT' D)
Ww. Sorry. That was - supposed to
be a joke. Just...not funny.

Stitch LAUGHS and sticks out her hand.

STI TCH
|'m Stitch.

ART
Art. Art Fol ey.

Stitch NODS. Despite her awkward, fidgety manner, there's
sonet hi ng STRONG and PREDATCRY about her. Art doesn't notice.

I NT. M KEY'S TAVERN -- LATER

FI SH and BI SCU T wat ch, helpless, as STITCH |ines up for an
easy shot on the eight ball. She WNKS at Art and sinks it
wi t hout | ooki ng.

FI SH
(shouti ng)
NEWVAN!

Art | ooks over at Sean, inpressed. Sean gives hima covert
THUMBS UP

ART
You guys want to play another one?
Those are our quarters.



BI SCU T
Nah. ..l have a three ass-Kkickings
l[imt.

FI SH
Yeah. And | need anot her beer!

Laughi ng, the boys head for the bar, leaving Art alone with
Stitch.

STI TCH
Littl e one-on-one?

ART
Sure. Rack 'emup

A WAI TRESS brings a couple of SHOTS. Stitch takes one and
hands the other to Art.

STI TCH
Drink up, tough guy!
ART
(raises his gl ass)

Cheer s!

Art SLAMS back his shot. Stitch FAKES it, spitting hers back
into the glass and dunping it on the floor.

STI TCH
(waves to WAl TRESS)
Can we get two nore of those?

ART
Uh-uh. |'m good.

STI TCH
Aw, cone on...you're really gonna
make nme drink both of 'em by nyself?

ART
Hey, |'m not "nmaking you" do
anyt hi ng. ..

The Waitress returns with two nore shots. Stitch rai ses her
eyebrows at Art. He shakes his head.

STI TCH
(to WAl TRESS)
Just put both of 'em over here,
guess.

There's a tone of genuine disappointnment in her voice. Art
gets nervous - worried he's blown it.

ART
Okay. Alright. 1"l drink.



STI TCH
No. It's okay. | just - thought we
were having a good tine.

Her tone puts Art in PANNIC MODE. He's sure this gift from
the gods is slipping away fromhim He wal ks over and SLANMS
bot h shots.

ART

Wai tress! Two nore over here, please!
STI TCH

Ww. Look at you.
ART

Hey, | was just |ooking out for you.
STI CH

(1 aughs)

Oh, really?
ART

Yeah, you know. We start doing shots,

you feel |ike you' ve gotta keep up,

and next thing you know, you're
throwing up in the parking | ot and
it's just a ness.

STl TCH
Aw. That's sweet. You break.

The Waitress returns with nore SHOTS.

As they play, Art proceeds to get BOVBED. Soon, he can barely
see the table top. Meanwhile, the predatory GLEAMin Stitch's
eye gets brighter with every drink she FAKES.

EXT. MKEY'S TAVERN -- NI GHT

Art staggers out, laughing. Stitch is half-carrying him Her
eyes DART back and forth, |ooking for anyone el se who may be
around. This late at night, though, there's no one.

ART
(slurring, drunk)
Oh, shit! | gotta sign out ny tab
STI TCH
For the sixth tinme, you did that
al r eady.
ART
Did | |eave a good tip?
STI TCH

Yes. You were very generous.

Art BABBLES aimessly as Stitch drags hi mdown the sidewal k.



ART
| gotta tip Ray good, cause Ray takes
good good care'a ne...he's a good
guy. BI G PLAY RAY!

(1 aughs)
Gooh! W should go to...we should
stop at Taco Bell! Onh - how good

woul d THAT be? O we could go to
Jack in the Box. Wit! M place is
back that way..

STI TCH
We're not going to your place.

ART
Ch, okay. Tha's cool. Tha's cool.
But | gotta conme back for my car in
the - Hey! Do you have any condons
at your place?

Stitch | ooks around one nore tine, nmakes sure they're al one.

STI TCH
(sweetly)
We're not going to ny place, either,
baby!

She gestures at a nearby ALLEYWAY.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
We're going right over there.

Art SQUI NTS at the nouth of the darkened alley. He HESTI TATES,
then SMLES a wi de, drunken sm | e.

ART
OGooh. Cool !

| NT. ALLEYWAY -- N GHT
STI TCH | eads ART deep into the shadows.

ART
Can | -- can | tell you sonething?
(stage whi sper)
|'ve never done it in public before!

Stitch SHOVES Art up against a wall, hard. He G GGES,
thinking it's foreplay.

ART ( CONT' D)
Whoa! Hey! Easy there, tiger..

Art starts to UNBUCKLE his pants. Stitch hauls off and Kl CKS
himin the balls. Art doubl es over in agony.



ART ( CONT' D)
(gr oani ng)
Oh, shit.

He THROAS UP, nausea washing over himin waves. Stitch | ooks
at himwth steely eyes.

STI TCH
Don't pass out on ne yet, asshole.
We're just getting started.

She PUNCHES Art, a blistering right that al nost breaks his
jaw. She follows with a brutal BARRACE of punches and ki cks.

Art's in no shape to defend hinself. He curls into a ball,
just trying to cover up.

ART

(crying)
Wait! Stop! | don't - what'd | do?

Stitch pulls himup by the hair and WALLOPS hi m agai n, sendi ng
a halo of BLOOD spraying fromhis nose.

STI TCH
Garrett \Wade!!
(punches hi m agai n)
You renenber hi nf

ART
Wo -- ?

Stitch KICKS him Art SAGS against the wall, confused and
i n agony.

STI TCH
He was ny FATHER, you sonof abit ch!

She BELTS himagain. Art collapses. She CIRCLES him pulling
a GLOCK 37 out of her handbag.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Don't tell ne you've forgotten
already. It hasn't even been a week.

Art MOANS, still pleading his ignorance. Stitch jans the gun
right in his face.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
You killed nmy father you worthl ess
fuck. And |I'mgonna kill you

Stitch steps away, pointing the gun at Art's head. He's on
his knees, with TEARS and BLOOD runni ng down his face.

ART
| didn't kill anybody! | swear to
Christ, | never --



STI TCH
Shut up!

ART
PLEASE! | don't know who you
are...and |I'mreal sorry about your
dad...but | NEVER KI LLED ANYONE! |
don't know - the guy you want - it's
NOT ME!

Stitch scows at the blubbering ness in front of her. Her
resol ve FALTERS. She replays the evening in her mnd, |ooking
for anything about Art that says "professional killer"

It's not there.

ART ( CONT' D)
(through tears)
| didn't do -- you gotta believe ne!

She DCES.

STI TCH
Shi t!

Wt hout another word, she puts the GUN back in her bag and
hurries out of the alley.

It takes Art a long nonent to realize she's gone. As soon as
he does, he LAUGHS...then passes out, face-down.

| NT. ART'S BEDROOM - - DAY
Bl ackness. Froma mllion mles away, the phone RI NGS.
Art, bruised and stiff, has sonehow nmade it hone to bed. He

tosses fitfully, GROANING with each novenent. He lets the
MACHI NE pick it up

ART' S VA CE
(on machi ne)
H, thisis Art. | can't take your

call right now, but please |eave a
message after the beep. Bye!

SEAN
(filtered, on machi ne)
Hey, pick up. It's Sean.
(beat)
C nmon...pick up! Fish is over here,
and we want to hear how things went
with your newgirlie girl.

(muf fl ed)
| know. He's screening calls.
(beat)
Ckay. | guess we'll call back later.

Art gets ten seconds of quiet before the phone rings again.



Hi |
cal |

ART' S VA CE
(on machi ne)

this is Art. | can't take your

ri ght now, but please |eave a

message after the beep. Bye!

Dude

SEAN
(filtered, on machi ne)
, seriously...PICK UP THE PHONE

W - -

Art GROANS. He

pi cks up his phone, imredi ately hangs up.

drops it on the floor. Two seconds later, it rings again.

Hi |
cal |

ART' S VA CE
(on machi ne)

this is Art. | can't take your

ri ght now, but please |eave a

message after the beep. Bye!

See,

SEAN
(filtered, on machine)
that was just dumb. Because now

we know you're hone. So, whereas

befo
| ast

re, this mght have been the
call before we gave up...now,

we're just gonna have to keep calling
until you pick up. And --

(rmuf fl ed)
What ?

(beat, then)
Ohn! Good point!  Fish thinks you're
not answering your phone because
you' re actual ly having sex right now
So we'll et you finish up and cal
back in, what? Thirty seconds? Ckay.
Bye!

Art opens one
have a choi ce.
too much fun t

eye. He doesn't want to talk, but he doesn't
He knows they'll call back. They're having
orturing him

The next tinme they call, Art gets in on the first ring.

Ugh.

ART
.. fuck you guys. Seriously.

SEAN
(on phone)

Anwww., C non. Don't be nad. What're

youa

Tryi

Uh-o
out ?

sl eepi ng?

ART
ng to. Yeah.

SEAN
h. Your little friend wear you

He



ART
Yeah. You could say that.

SEAN
(1 aughs)
Ni ce! What's going on? |Is she stil
t here?

ART
No. She didn't...uh, we didn't cone
back here last night.

SEAN
Ni ce! Good work, buddy! Are you gonna
see her agai n?

ART
God, | hope not. ..

EXT. VI CTORY BOULEVARD -- DAY

The street is |ined by skeezy-1ooking auto body shops and
parts stores. They're uniformy run down, with the scent of
shady deal i ngs goi ng on out back.

A&M AUTO BODY AND TOW NG i s just such a place - white paint
peeling fromevery side of its crunbling concrete exterior.

A tan CAPRICE CLASSIC pulls up along the curb and stops.
| NT. CAPRI CE -- DAY

Detective Torres flips off his cell phone. He checks his
rearview mrror and clinbs out of the car.

EXT. A&M AUTO BODY -- CONTI NUOUS

Torres SHRUGS, adjusting the straps of the shoul der hol ster
hi dden under his jacket.

He strides past a chain link fence into the SERVI CE BAY. Two
grease-covered MECHANI CS are tal king, |aughing and pretending
to work. The | aughing STOPS as Torres beelines for the door
mar ked " Enpl oyees Onl y".

The Mechanics nove to cut himoff. Torres flashes his BADGE

TORRES
Rel ax, fellas. Police business. [|I'm
here to see Ursa Myjor

The two Mechani cs exchange | ooks. The door behi nd t hem BUZZES.
They nove out of the way, and Torres wal ks inside.

| NT. A&M AUTO BODY/ OFFI CE -- DAY

The office is cranped, dimy lit. It's stifling and
unconf ort abl e.



EVSElI STELNYATKOVICH sits behind a big wooden desk. He's a
bald, corpulent man in his mddle fifties - |like C enenza
from The Godfather, but with hard, beady eyes.

Known as "Ursa Major", Stelnyatkovich controls the |argest
Russi an nmob in Los Angel es.

Torres ENTERS with the two Mechanics trailing. Evsei waves
t hem of f.

STELNYATKOVI CH
(heavy accent)
Nyet! You two...back to work. It's
okay.
(sml es)
He is police.

The Mechanics don't like it, but they don't argue. They | eave,
cl osing the door behind them

STELNYATKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
Detective Torres! Wat a nice
surprise! Please, have a seat.

TORRES
"Il stand, thanks. |'ve never been
here before.

STELNYATKOVI CH
Da. This | have kept you and your
police friends from know ng about
yet. | nust say, your people are
getting better. It took us six ful
m nutes to shake your surveillance
team t hi s nor ni ng!

TORRES
|"mreally not in a nmood to fuck
around right now, Evsei

STELNYATKOVI CH
M chael, M chael. Al ways so noody. |
don't understand.

TORRES
Real ly? No? It never occurred to
you that four dead Marshals in a
hotel room m ght piss sone people
of f?

STELNYATKOVI CH
Peopl e di e every day, M chael
Horri bl e deat hs, and nobody noti ces.
| " m supposed to care if four of them
had badges? So what ?



TORRES
So what? They were FEDERAL OFFI CERS,
Evsei! They don't just let shit
i ke that slide!

STELNYATKOVI CH
What did you expect, eh? These
Marshal s would just let us breeze in
and kill their witness? O naybe we
would tie themup with string!

TORRES
No. Uh-uh. WAade was one thing, but
we never tal ked about this --

STELNYATKOVI CH
(eyes narrow ng)
Is this is about noney, then?

TORRES
What ? No!

STELNYATKOVI CH
Sure it is. | pay you for one body,
instead we | eave five. And now you
want nore noney.

TORRES
Jesus! No. This is NOT about noney!

St el nyat kovich stares at Torres with steely eyes.

STELNYATKOVI CH
For your sake, Mchael, | hope not.
Because | do not like to renegotiate
a done deal

The hard edge in Stel nyatkovich's voice scares Torres. He
takes a deep breath, and tries to rally.

TORRES
You need to keep your fucking head
down, Evsei. Because those dead
Marshal s you don't care about? My
people do. They're feeling very
notivated right now And if they
ever do track down your shooter, you
and nme are both fucked. Understand?
Royal Il y. Fucking. Screwed.

STELNYATKOVI CH
They won't find him

TORRES
They have his picture --



STELNYATKOVI CH
It does not matter. He will not be
f ound.

TORRES
(hopef ul)
I s he...dead?

STELNYATKOVI CH
(roars with |laughter)

Dead? DEAD?! | would sooner try to
kill God hinsel f!

(pause)
The man is a waith. |If he does not
wi sh to be found, no one wll find

him Even if they are "notivated".
EXT. ART'S APARTMENT -- EVEN NG

Art's got an arm oad of groceries. He stops outside his door,
funbles for his keys.

I NT. ART' S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

YURI, the young gunnie who just m ssed the massacre at Russi an
Knights, is sitting on Art's sofa.

At the sound of keys, he pulls a hefty-looking GUNwith a
LASER SI GHT and SILENCER and ains it at the door.

EXT. ART'S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS

Art's just about to open the door when he glances to his
|l eft. He FREEZES.

Stitch smles neekly fromthe corner of the buil ding.
ART
(hoar se)
You!

He JERKS the key fromthe | ock and starts backing away. Stitch
steps toward himw th her hands up.

STI TCH
Wait! | wanted to apol ogi ze. ..
ART
You stay the HELL away from ne, | ady!

| nmean it!!
| NT. ART'S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS
Yuri, gun raised, listens hard to the commoti on outsi de.

There's a RED DOT on the door right about where Art's chest
shoul d be.



EXT. ART'S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG -- CONTI NUOUS

Art drops his groceries. He races for the PARKING LOTI. Stitch
is right behind him

STI TCH
Goddamm it, I'mtrying to apol ogi ze!

ART
GET AVAY FROM ME!

As he reaches the parking lot, Art TRIPS. He thuds to the
ground in front of a DUVPSTER Stitch |eans toward him

STI TCH
Jesus! Are you alright?

ART
(sul ky)
Leave me al one. .

STl TCH
Here, let nme --

ART
Don't touch nel

Art SITS UP, wincing. Stitch holds out a hand. Finally,
grudgingly, Art TAKES IT. She helps himto his feet.

She sees a DARK FI GURE out of the corner of her eye. A RED
DOT appears on Art's back. She shoves himto the ground and
di ves on top of him

ART ( CONT' D)
ON! Goddamm it --

A BULLET thuds into the Dunpster right where they were
standi ng. Three nore shots follow quickly.

ART ( CONT' D)
Holy shit!!

STI TCH
Keep you head down! Move!

They SCURRY behi nd the nearest PARKED CAR. More SHOTS, then
a shower of BROKEN GLASS.

Stitch peeks around the bunper. She sees Yuri rushing at
them gun up

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
We gotta get out of here. Were's
your car?

ART
Over there. But --



STI TCH

But what ?
ART
(enmbarrassed)
It's not...it's - This way.

Yuri is noving cautiously up and down the rows of parked
cars, trying to flush Art and Stitch into the open. Fromthe
far side of the lot, a TINY ENGNE revs to life.

Yuri |looks up just as Art's GEO TRACKER races by. Stitch is
at the wheel. She clips the bunper of a parked car, SPI NN NG
I T into Yuri.

| NT. ART'S TRACKER -- CONTI NUQUS

Art stares out the back w ndow.

ART
Hey! Careful!

Stitch brakes to a HARD STOP. Art flies into the DASH
EXT. PARKI NG LOT -- CONTI NUOUS

The Tracker waits as the PARKING LOT GATE slowy sw ngs open
It seens to take FOREVER

I NT. ART' S TRACKER -- CONTI NUOUS

STITCH i s | NCREDULOUS. She TAPS inpatiently on the steering
wheel as Art peels hinself off the w ndshi el d.

ART
"' m gonna put ny seatbelt on.

STl TCH
Yeah. You should do that.

EXT. PARKING LOT -- CONTI NUCUS

The gate is open just w de enough. Stitch FLOORS the Tracker
t hrough and onto the street.

Yuri is close behind in a BLACK SUV. He CRASHES t hrough the
hal f - open gate, tires squealing.

EXT. WOODLEY AVENUE -- EVEN NG

The TRACKER races along, ZIPPING in and out of |anes between
cars. Stitch GUNS IT onto Burbank, heading east.

| NT. TRACKER -- CONTI NUCUS

STI TCH curses under her breath, trying to push the car faster
by sheer force of wll.



ART

(terrified)
Jesus CHRI ST!  Who is that guy?
VWhat the hell is going on here?

EXT. | NTERSECTI ON -- CONTI NUOUS

Stitch speeds through a RED LI GHT, al nost getting sandw ched
by opposing traffic. Yuri's SUV barrels thru the intersection
a second later, pushing cars out of its way.

| NT. TRACKER -- CONTI NUCUS

Stitch SQUEALS around a corner, STOWS on the gas. It doesn't
hel p nuch.

STI TCH
VWhat's this thing run on, AA
batteries?

ART
| wasn't really thinking about high-
speed chases when | bought it.

STI TCH
What exactly were you thinking about?
ART
(accusi ng)
You were gonna kill ne...
STI TCH
| said | was sorry. | thought you

wer e sonmeone el se.

ART
(sarcastic)
Oh. well. Ckay then.
(beat, then)
So who's that guy?

STI TCH
"' mnot sure, but |'m guessing Russian
Maf i ya.

ART
Russi an WHAT?

Stitch scrapes another car as she SQUEEZES bet ween | anes.
The SUV | oons | arge in the REARVI EWM RROR

STI TCH
Look, someone stole your 1D, right?
Opened up sone credit cards, bank
accounts, that shit?

Art NODS, eyes wi de.



STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Whoever did all that also killed a
bunch of people. Cops, ny dad...and
a shitload of Russian gangsters.

EXT. G TY STREET -- EVEN NG

The bl ack SUV pulls al ongside the Tracker, trying to force
it off the road.

STITCH attenpts to push back, but it's like a |Iike watching
a featherwei ght paw at a suno westler.

| NT. TRACKER -- CONTI NUOQUS
STI TCH grabs t he EMERGENCY BRAKE

STI TCH
Screw t hi s!

EXT. CTY STREET -- EVEN NG

The SUV swerves again. The Geo BRAKES hard, and Yuri's SUV
RACES past .

Before Yuri can react, Stitch yanks the Tracker into a
SCREAM NG 180-degree turn. Horns blare, and the Geo is
SMACKED from behind by a car going the other way.

Stitch FLOORS I T, taking them back the way they cane. She
makes a HARD TURN ont o LAUREL CANYON BOULEVARD

It takes Yuri a long while to force his way thru TRAFFI C and
get the SUV turned around.

| NT. TRACKER -- EVEN NG
The ENG NE whines in protest as Stitch guns it up the hill.

ART
(rmuttering))
| don't believe this. Wat'd | do?
What? | don't deserve this! How
does this shit happen to ne? | don't
bel i eve this!

STI TCH
You know, the whole whining thing is
really unattractive.

EXT. LAUREL CANYON -- EVEN NG
The SUV swerves in and out of traffic. He's gaining on them

quickly. Stitch nmakes a HAIRPIN LEFT onto Ml hol I and, m ssing
an ONCOM NG CAR by i nches.



| NT. TRACKER -- CONTI NUCUS

In the mrror, Stitch sees the SUV struggle with the sudden
turn. It cones perilously close to ROLLI NG before settling
in and powering after them

Stitch allows herself a tiny smle. Art is getting very
unsettled by the high speed and sharp curves.

ART
Sl ow down. ..slow down...w Il you
SLOW THE FUCK DOWN!'! This car doesn't
corner well.

STI TCH
Yeah. | noticed. Wiy do you drive
such a shitbox?

ART
...It gets really good m | eage.

STI TCH
Great. Maybe we can wait for himto
run out of gas.

The Tracker LURCHES as the SUV rans it from behind. Stitch
fights for control, barely keeping it on the road.

Stitch glances LEFT. The road drops sharply, with houses
dotting the hillside below. Her gaze flicks back to Yuri's
SWV, charging once again from behi nd.

They' re approachi ng a SHARP CURVE

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Hang on!

EXT. MJULHOLLAND DRI VE -- CONTI NUQUS

Stitch stands on the BRAKES, steering onto the shoul der. The
Tracker bounces, spins, and CRASHES to a halt against the
hil | si de.

The SUV rockets by, FISHTAILING as Yuri hits the brakes. He
SWERVES sharply, but the turn is too severe, the stop too
qui ck. The SUWV rolls, flipping over the guard rail and down
the hill.

| NT. TRACKER -- MOMENTS LATER

ART and STITCH are both shaken up. Art COUGHS, clutching his
chest. Stitch BLEEDS from a nunber of cuts and scrapes. She
GROANS, and rolls her neck.

STI TCH
Fol ey? You okay?

Art NODS, still coughi ng.



Stitch peers through the spiderweb of broken glass, sees the
bent guard rail.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
You corner better than he does.

Art | ooks Iike he's going faint.
INT. CITY BUS -- N GAT

I1ence

Art and Stitch sit opposite each other, riding i I
bl oody,

ins
with a handful of BORED PASSENGERS. They're both a
muddy MESS.

Art has his head in his hands, contenplating his ruin. Stitch
wat ches hi m synpat hetical |l y.

EXT. BUS STOP -- N GHT

The BUS grinds off into the night, leaving Art and Stitch on
the sidewal k. Art's APARTMENT COWPLEX is just a few bl ocks
away.

STI TCH
Wait here. Stay in the shadows. 1'1]|
be right back

Stitch JOGS OFF, leaving Art alone with his thoughts. He has
a classic "angel on one shoul der, devil on the other" nonent
as he stares after her.

She said stay in the shadows. He takes a few steps off the
si dewal k, out of the |ight.

Wiy are you listening to her?

Art's eyes NARROW She beat you up, she wecked you car, she
al nost killed you. He takes a hesitant STEP toward his
bui l di ng --

She saved your life. She can help. He STOPS. The debate rages
silently across his face.

ART
Screw t hi s.

Art starts WALKING AVWAY. Slowy at first, nore resolute with
each step. He gets about a bl ock before HEADLI GHTS wash over
hi m

STITCH (O S.)
Hey, Fol ey! What're you doi ng?

She idles alongside himin a big, muscul ar-I| ooking Pl CKUP
TRUCK. Art | GNORES her

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Conme on, get in the truck



Stitch bounces the truck onto the sidewal k,

ART
No. |I'mdone with you.

STI TCH
Done with - 2 I'"'mtrying to help
you, retard.

ART
| don't WANT your "help". Ckay?

She stands up over the cab.

Art steps
Sonet hi ng

Art PAUSES, but shakes it off and keeps wal ki ng.

] aw wor ks

Art stops.

STI TCH
Look, Foley...no offense, but you
won't |ast a day without --

ART

(sharply)
Look, just - just GO AWAY! Alright?
Leave ne al one.

cutting himoff.

around the front of the truck and keeps goi ng.
cl ose to DESPERATI ON creeps into Stitch's voice.

STI TCH
They' re gonna keep com ng, you know?
That guy back there? He was just
t he fucking sal ad course!

ART
So then I'lIl go to the cops! Their
help I can use!

STI TCH
Yeah. They did a bang up job taking
care of ny dad.
(pause)
My dad was surrounded by federal
marshals, for all the good that did
hi m

Stitch's

furiously. She's only got one nore card to play.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Do you have any idea how rmuch you're
wor t h?

The question is so random so out there, he can't
even begin to answer. He TURNS, intrigued.

ART
What ?

STI TCH
You know. Savings, stocks, that shit.
What do you think you' re worth?



ART
You' re crazy.

STI TCH

Come on. How nmuch? Do you even
know?

Art's had enough. He turns to go.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Three-point-six mllion dollars.

ART
That's ridi cul ous.

Stitch SHRUGS enigmatically. Art eyes her with disbelief.

STI TCH
[t's true. There's nore than three
mllion dollars out there with your

name on it. And | know where it is.
Art LAUGHS. It's absurd. Conpletely, utterly absurd.

ART
Yeah, right.

He gets about four nore steps before he stops and | ooks back.
He stares her down, trying to figure out if she's full of
shit, crazy, or telling the truth

STI TCH
Last chance. You com ng or not?

EXT. CHI LDRENS HOSPI TAL -- N GHT

Even after dark, Childrens Hospital Los Angel es buzzes with
activity as dedicated doctors fight to give sick kids sonme
senbl ance of a normal Ilife.

| NT. CHI LDRENS HOSPI TAL/ THERAPY ROOM -- NI GHT

11-year-old ANNA TORRES sits still as a heavy ThAl Rapy Vest
pounds away, trying to break up the thick mucus choking her
| ungs.

She sees her dad, DET. TORRES, standing at the w ndow | ooking
in. She SM LES weakly around the bul ky Nebul i zer nout hpi ece
that allows her to breathe.

Detective Torres smles back and WAVES.

EXT. SPOUTER I NN -- NI GHT

You won't find the Spouter Inn in any AAA Cui de Books or

Hol | ywood Chanber of Commerce brochures. It's a haven for
derelicts, druggies, and whores.



| NT. ROOM 204 -- N GHT

Art is sprawled on the bed with a PILLOW over
is at the little table by the w ndow,

Art crosses to the table.

STI TCH
Here we go.

st ands peering over his shoul der.

Art stares at the screen.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
These bal ances are a coupl e of days
ol d, but you get the idea.

ART
Ch ny god. What's that one?

STI TCH
Prague. A lot of these accounts are
in foreign banks. Romania. Gand
Cayman.

ART
How did you find all this?

STI TCH
|"ma private investigator. Asset
searches are alnost all | do. You
want to focus, please?

ART
Focus on what ?

STI TCH
| don't know. Three-point-six mllion

dollars? 1It's like you just won the
lottery.

ART
VWhat're you -- that noney's not m ne.

STI TCH
It could be. Think about it. That's
a lot of large dollar anmounts, all
i n your nane.

in his life.

Art opens his nouth to speak, but can't.

SW nmi ng.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
As far as any of these banks know,
it's already yours. Al you gotta do
is take it.

his face. Stitch
firing up her

LAPTOP

Stitch gives himthe chair, and

He' s never seen nunbers like this

H s head is

Finally, his vision clears. He shakes his head.



ART

(soft)
STI TCH
NO?
ART
No.
STI TCH

(1 ncredul ous)
Un-f ucki ng- bel i evabl e! Were you
born without testicles, or did you
| ose themin sone hi deous accident?

ART
Hey, that's not - | can't. It's not
nmy noney!

STI TCH

It's not theirs, either, Foley!
These guys are crimnals. Renenber?

ART
Exactly. And you don't think they'll
notice if it's gone?

STI TCH
Yeah. They absolutely will. But
they' Il never think you took it.
Wiy woul d they? You're just sone
guy whose credit card nunber they
stole. You're nobody.

ART
...l just can't.

Stitch | ooks ready to tear his head off. |Instead, she grabs
a plastic DRUG STORE BAG, stonps into the bathroom and SLAVS
t he door.

| NT. ROOM 204/ BATHROOM -- NI GHT

Stitch dunps the bag on the sink: |odine solution, bandages,
assorted first-aid. She peels off her SHHRT and starts
pi cki ng shards of GLASS out of her armw th tweezers.

STI TCH
(shouts thru door)
You' re such a gutless...fucking..ugh!
| NT. ROOM 204 -- CONTI NUOUS

Art's still in the chair, head hung.



STITCH (O S.)
This is how these guys get away with
shit! Because people |ike you don't
have the balls to stand up to then

ART
No! I'mall for standing up. |
said, let's go to the cops. But --

STITCH (O S.)
Right. Sure. And by the tinme the
cops do anything - if they do anything -
t he noney's gone and t hese guys have
noved on to sone ot her sucker

| NT. ROOM 204/ BATHROOM - - CONTI NUOUS

Stitch grits her teeth as she pours | ODI NE SCLUTI ON over a
| arge gash on her arm She lets out a | ong, slow breath.

STI TCH
These guys shit on your nane, nan.
Doesn't that nean anything to you?

ART (O S.)
Yeah...of course it does. | l|love ny
nane!

| NT. ROOM 204 -- CONTI NUQUS
Art is back to staring at the LAPTOP

ART
|"mjust not sure it's worth three
mllion dollars.

STI TCH
Thr ee- poi nt - si x.

Stitch steps out of the bathroom w apping a bandage around
her forearm

ART
VWhat ever. | --

He TURNS, sees Stitch standing there in just her bra. His
eyes BULGE

ART ( CONT' D)
|, uh...what | was saying...is, uh --

Stitch frowns at him annoyed.
STI TCH

For Christ's sake. Gow up. They're
tits.



ART
Sorry.

She can see his resolve weakening. Mney to the left, her
rack to the right. He's surrounded by tenptation and ready
to cave.

She LEANS past him closes the |aptop. She dangles her
breasts in his face a few seconds | onger than she needs to.

STI TCH
Forget it. |If you're not up to it,
you're not up to it.
ART
How much of this noney would you
want ?
STI TCH
(1 ndi gnant)

These fucking animals killed ny dad.
The only interest | have in this
nmoney is taking it away fromthem

Art nods, thoughtful. He knows better. He knows he knows
better. But the last 48 hours have |left himso shaken, so
m xed- up. ..

ART
Ckay. Let's do it.

STI TCH
Real | y?

The answer is hesitant, but firm

ART
Yeah. Really.
(beat, then)
How?

Stitch SMLES. Art SMLES. Again, he msses the predatory
sati sfaction behind her eyes.

EXT. MULHOLLAND DRI VE/ CRASH SI TE -- N GHT

TRAFFI C COPS in day-glo vests are directing traffic around
the remains of ART'S EGO. Three PATROL CARS, lights fl ashing,
are parked on the shoul der.

A TOWTRUCK DRI VER is getting ready to haul the weck away.

Mar shal Watson pulls up and parks behind the | ast patrol
car. He spots Lt. Bildad and wal ks over to him

LT. BI LDAD
Hey, there you are.



WATSON
What happened? You get busted back
to traffic duty?

LT. BI LDAD
Nah. |'m here about the Ford Expl orer
parked in a swimm ng pool down the
hill.
WATSON
(chuckl es)

So why am | here?
Bi | dad hands Wat son a sheet of paper.

LT. BI LDAD
We pulled the registration on what's
| eft of the Ceo...

Wat son' s br ow FURROWS.

WATSON
This the sane guy?

LT. BI LDAD
That's the address we were at the
ot her night.

Wat son stares at the Tracker, trying to figure out what it
means in the big picture. After a long nonent, he | ooks at
Bi | dad.

WATSON
Find Foley. Bring himin.

EXT. REYES HOUSE -- DAY

A quiet street in Boyle Heights. Good nei ghborhood - houses
are clean and neat, honme to people who take pride in what

t hey have even if they don't have nuch.

Stitch parks on the street outside a yell ow STUCCO HOUSE.

VANESSA, 11, plays in the yard. She smles as Stitch | eads
Art through the front gate.

VANESSA
Hol a, Ray- Ray!
STI TCH
Hey, baby! Is nama honme?
VANESSA
Si...esta en la cucina.
STI TCH

Engl i sh!



VANESSA
(rolls eyes)
She's in the kitchen.

STI TCH
That's better.

Art follows her up a rickety staircase to a tiny APARTMENT
above the garage.

| NT. STITCH S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUOUS
It takes Stitch several seconds to unlock all three deadbolts.

ART (O S.)
She's a cuti e.

STITCH (O S.)
Isn'"t she? That's ny baby sister.
(opens door)
Come on in.

| f Fox Mulder and Phil Hartman's Anal Retentive Fi sherman
character from Saturday N ght Live shared a place, it would
| ook just like this.

There are CORK BOARDS covered wi th NEWSPAPER CLI PPl NGS,
articles on her father's hit and the massacre at Russi an
Kni ghts. ..

MAPS sprinkled with colored PUSHPI NS, bl ack-and-white
SURVEI LLANCE PHOTGCS. .

Across the roomis a COMPUTER DESK, a POLI CE SCANNER and
assorted AUDI O EQUI PMENT. .. all fastidiously arranged in neat
little groups.

ART
WOw.

STI TCH
Don't touch anything, okay?

Art puts his hands up, as if to say "no problenf. Stitch
heads for the BEDROOM

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Be right back. ..

ART noves to | ook at sonme FRAMED PI CTURES atop a cheap,
pressboard bookshel f:

Stitch in MLITARY FATI GUES, holding an M 16. She's wearing
a white MEDI C S ARMBAND on her jacket.

There's a GRADUATI ON PHOTO -- can't tell if it's high schoo
or college. And Stitch hugging her DAD at a backyard bar beque,
both of them GRI NNI NG wi de.



Art opens a netal cabinet, revealing a small ARSENAL of
HANDGUNS, RI FLES, and SHOTGUNS. Hi s j aw DROPS.

STITCH (O. S.) (CONT' D)
So here's what |I'mthinking. W
start wiwth the |l ocal accounts. Take
t he next couple of days, hit as many
di fferent branches as we can for
each bank. You make snall w thdraw s
from each one --

Stitch breezes back into the living room Art JUWMPS.
door to the gun cabinet SLAMS | oudly.

There is a brief, awkward S| LENCE

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Anyway, once you've cleaned out the
| ocal accounts --

ART
(i nterrupting)
No. That's not gonna work.

STI TCH
Damm it, Foley. This is not the
time to start getting cold feet.

ART
No. | nean it literally won't work.
It's called structuring. Banks are
trained to look for it. It's like a
huge red fl ag.

STI TCH
Real | y?

ART
Yeah.

STI TCH
Ckay, then. You tell nme. How shoul d
we do it?

ART

Just like tearing off a Band-Ai d.
Do it fast. Al at once.

STl TCH
Right. You're just walk into a bank
and take out three mllion dollars?

ART
Three-point-six. And no. | don't
need to withdrawit. | just need to

get it all in one place.

The



STI TCH
Ckay. How do you plan to do that?

| NT. PARKI NG GARA -- NIGHT
SEAN trudges down the ranp toward his car

ART (O S.)
(whi sper)
Sean!

Sean SPINS, sees Art hiding two SUVs. He smles, excited to
see his friend.

SEAN
Holy shit, dude! \Where have you been?

ART
Oh, god. Such a long story. You
woul dn't believe it.

SEAN

W t hought you were dead.
ART

Dead?
SEAN

Yeah! Jesus, dude! The cops found
your car all smashed up in Laurel
Canyon. You didn't show up for work,
you haven't answered your phone..

ART
I"'mfine. Really. But |I need you
to do ne a favor.

SEAN
Sure. \Watever you need.

ART
| gotta get into the office, but I
can't use ny keycard.

SEAN
Yours doesn't work?

ART
| don't have it. And | need to use
your | og-in code.

SEAN
(suspi ci ous)
Ckay, seriously. Wat's going on?



ART

| can't - it's better if you don't
know. | just...|l need to nove sone
nmoney around. But no one can know
it was ne.

SEAN
What ki nd of cl oak-and-dagger bullshit
is this?

ART
It's better --

SEAN

(interrupting)

-- if youdon't tell nme. | know.

You said that.
(beat, then)
Am | gonna get fired for this?

ART
Possi bl y.

SEAN
Possi bl y?

ART

Ckay. Probably. What do you care?
| thought you hated this job.

Sean nods. Touche.

ART ( CONT' D)
Conme on, buddy. Help ne out.
need this one.

SEAN
You prom se you'll explain all this
to nme later?

ART
Every word.

SEAN
Ckay. W can use Fisher's password.

I NT. OFFICE -- N GHT

The office is dark, enpty. Art is typing away at Sean's
conput er. Sean hovers nearby, anxiously watching out for
anyone who m ght happen past.

ANGLE ON - THE COVPUTER
Art is MOVING MONEY around at |ight speed, consolidating all

of "his" noney into a new Corporate Account he just opened.
Sonet hing cal |l ed AJF Producti ons.



The bal ance passes a mllion, then two. Auto paynents are
schedul ed, passwords reset. Soon, it's all done.

| NT. STITCH S APARTMENT -- NI GHT
Art and Stitch are celebrating with a couple of BEERS.

STI TCH
| still can't get over how easy that
was. You were in there for what,
hal f an hour?

ART
| told you ny way woul d be faster.

STI TCH
Yeah, but that was...you didn't just
come up with that last night. You' ve
had sonething |ike planned for a
whi | e.

ART
Not pl anned, exactly. But anyone
who works with noney at sone point
or anot her has thought about how to
steal it.

STI TCH
So how cone you' ve never done it?

ART
Cause I'mnot a friggin crook, that's
why. Conme on. You've never plotted
the perfect crinme? Tried to figure
out how you'd kill someone and not
get caught?

STI TCH
(1 aughs)
No. . .

ART
You're such a liar.

STI TCH
O you're just a sociopath.

Art gives her a dism ssive WAVE. Stitch exam nes her beer
bottl e.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
| wish | could see the | ook on their
faces when they find out that noney's
gone.

ART
| dunno.
( MORE)



ART ( CONT' D)
Fromthe picture | saw, you don't
want to be anywhere near these guys.

Stitch's deneanor suddenly CHANGES. Laughter and cel ebration
give way to | aser-Iike FOCUS.

STI TCH
What' d you say?
ART
What ?
STI TCH
What pictures?
ART
Fromthe hotel, | think. The cops

who broke down ny door had a picture.
| just assuned --

STI TCH
What did he | ook Iike?
ART
| dunno. | nean, he was just a guy.

You know? He wasn't big or anything.
But he was scary. Hi s face was just,
| dunno...enpty. Like whatever he
was doing was totally neaningl ess.

Stitch's face is cloudy, tight. Just hearing about her
father's killer makes her furious.

ART ( CONT' D)
He's your soci opat h.

Stitch barely hears him Her mnd races: They have his
pi cture.

EXT. WASH NGTON MJTUAL -- DAY

Stitch's TRUCK idl es outside of the Washi ngton Mitual buil ding
in Toluca Lake.

I NT. TRUCK -- DAY

Art, in an awkward-|ooking SU T, eyes the | obby doors. He's
nervous, edgy. Stitch hands hima LEATHER PORTFOLI O

STI TCH
Al the paperwork you'll need is in
here: articles of incorporation,
state registry, tax shit. The whol e
thing. Al you need to do is go in
and open the account.

Art NODS, psyching hinself up



STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Don't be nervous. These are top-
notch fakes. You'll be fine.

ART
Where are you gonna be?

STI TCH
"' m gonna run over to d endal e.
Meet an old cop friend of ny dad's.
"1l be back in an hour.

EXT. WASH NGTON MJTUAL -- DAY

Stitch drives off. Art wpes his sweaty palnms on his pant
| egs, takes a deep breath, and wal ks into the bank.

ANGLE ON -

A BLACK MERCEDES with tinted wi ndows, parked a few spaces
away.

I NT. IN AND QUT -- DAY

Detective Torres is in a booth by the door, eating French
fries. Annoyed, he checks his watch, then the door.

STI TCH
You got sone ketchup on your shirt.

Torres turns. Stitch stands next to him tray in hand. He
SCONLS.

TORRES
You're | ate.

STI TCH
(sits opposite)
Yeah. Sorry.

TORRES
It's not like | don't have real work
| could be doin', you know? |I'm doin
you a favor. The | east you could do
is be on tine.

STI TCH
| said |'msorry.

TORRES
Don't apol ogi ze. Get yourself a watch
Your old man woul d' ve never kept ne
wai ti ng.

STI TCH
Right. Got it. You gonna give ne
the picture or what?



Torres slides a MANI LLA ENVELOPE across the table. Stitch
opens it, takes out the photo of KOSHCHEY.

TORRES

That's a copy, but it's as good as

it gets. The original's f

uzzy, too.

Stitch stares hard at the picture, nenorizing every detai

she can about her father's killer.

TORRES ( CONT' D)

We don't have a nane yet,
know he's not |ocal. Best
he's | ong gone.

Stitch | ooks at the picture a nonent
it away.

STI TCH
Thank you.

TORRES
Sure. No problem
(too casual)

but we
guess is

| onger before putting

What' d you need wth the picture,

anyway ?

STI TCH

If I"mgonna kill this guy, | should

know what he | ooks |i ke.

TORRES

Do you just not listen? This guy is

gone. Desaparaci 6. If we

can't find

hi mand the Feds can't find him you

sure as hell aren't gonna.

STI TCH
Who said anyt hi ng about fi

It takes Torres a second to get it.
TORRES

C nmon, kid. This guy's got
worl d out | ooking for him

ndi ng hi n?
He LAUGHS.

hal f the
Why' s he

gonna stick his head up for you?

STI TCH

It's like my dad al ways told ne.
The key to big gane fishing: use the

right bait.
| NT. WASHI NGTON MUTUAL -- DAY

Art's in the Custoner Service waiting area, flipping through
a dated copy of Senior Living nmagazi ne.

MR. DRAPER, the New Account Manager

appr oaches.



VR. DRAPER
M ster \Wade?

Art, forgetting his alias, doesn't answer.

MR. DRAPER ( CONT' D)
Excuse nme. Are you M ster Wade?

ART
(startl ed)
OCh, yes! Sorry! Hi.

Art puts down the magazi ne, stands, and shakes Draper's hand.

MR. DRAPER( CONT' D)
|'"'m M. Draper. Sorry to keep you
waiting. R ght this way, please.

Art swallows hard, then follows M. Draper into his office.
I NT. E.O C. TASK FORCE OFFI CE -- DAY

The EURASI AN ORGANI ZED CRIME (E. O C.) TASK FORCE oper ates
out of a sixth floor conference room at Parker Center.

The place looks a lot like Stitch's apartnent. Many of the
sane CRI ME SCENE PHOTCS and MJUG SHOTS |ine the walls.

There's a | arge DRY ERASE BOARD on the far wall. It diagrans
the many |l ayers of "URSA MAJOR' and his crimnal network.

Mar shal WAt son pores over a thick BUNDLE of financi al
statenents. Lt. Bildad sits opposite, paging through another
| arge pile.

LT. BI LDAD
So she goes out and drops $140 on
t hese padded snow boots. ..

WATSON
Uggs.

LT. BI LDAD
Yeah. M thoughts exactly. "Ugh."
Li ke I got that kinda noney for boots.
But her nother --

WATSON
No. Not "ugh". UGGS. The boots.
They're cal |l ed Uggs.

Bi | dad rai ses an eyebrow at Wat son, who shrugs.
WATSON ( CONT' D)

My kid's been after ne to get her a
pair for nonths.



An attractive SECRETARY enters, lays a FILE FOLDER in front
of Watson, and |leaves. He pulls it over and starts thunbing
t hr ough.

LT. BI LDAD
Okay. So you know.

Wat son suddenly SITS UP. Whatever he's reading, it's got his
full attention now

LT. BI LDAD ( CONT' D)

And | told her, | said, "You realize
we live in Los Angeles, right? Wat
do you need snow boots for?" And she
just looks at ne and rolls her eyes,
like I"msonme kind of noron.

(notices Watson's not

i stening)
What ' dya got ?

WATSON
| got a bunch of foreign accounts
here with Art Foley's name on 'em
Al nost all of '"emin nob-run banks.

LT. BI LDAD
That figures. W know Stel nyat kovi ch
uses the identity theft racket to
| aunder noney over seas.

WATSON
Yeah. But these accounts were all
enptied |ast night.

LT. BI LDAD
W t hdr awn?
WATSON
Transferred. Into a corporate credit

card account through..

(beat, then)
What's the nanme of the place Fol ey
wor ks? The real Fol ey.

Bi l dad flips through his NOTEBOOK

LT. BI LDAD
Uh. .. Pel eg Financial Services, LLC

Wat son smles tightly, slides the folder across the table.
Bi | dad scans it quickly.

LT. BI LDAD ( CONT' D)
VWai t. Does this nean...?

Wat son spreads his hands. Bildad FROMS



LT. BILDAD ( CONT' D)
Is this kid out of his m nd?

EXT. WASH NGTON MJUTUAL -- DAY

Stitch is parked right by the doors. The BLACK MERCEDES i s
still there, too.

I NT. STITCH S TRUCK -- DAY
She's staring hard at the picture of Koshchey.
EXT. WASHI NGTON MUTUAL -- DAY

ART exits the bank. He | ooks shaky, but pleased with hinself.
He offers Stitch a weak smle

She grins back at him but the smle FADES as M KHAI L and
GREGOR, two nuscul ar Russians in matching suits, swoop in on
either side and take Art by the arm

ART
Hey!

Stitch throws open her door. She's hal fway out of the truck
when YURI sticks a GUN into her ribs.

YURI
Easy, girl.

Stitch throws a |ightning-quick ELBOWVat Yuri. He BLOCKS it,
tw sting her arm behi nd her back.

YURI (CONT' D)
No one is here to hurt you. Let's
don't do that again.

Yuri holsters his gun and starts patting Stitch down.

STI TCH
Ri ght side. On ny hip.

Yuri reaches over and takes a BLACK 9mm of f her hi p.

YURI
Anyt hi ng el se?

STI TCH
Nope.

Yuri gives her a "yeah, right" | ook and continues the pat-
down. He pulls a SNUB- NOSED REVOLVER out of a hol ster on her
| eft ankle.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)

(grins)
Qoops. Forgot about that one.



Yuri nods toward the black Mercedes parked nearby. M khai
and Gregor are already helping Art into the passenger seat.

YURI
Let's go.

| NT. MERCEDES -- MOMENTS LATER

Yuri drives, Art in the passenger seat. Stitch is sandw ched
in back between Gregor and Mkhail. Her hands are CUFFED to
Art's headrest. No one | ooks happy.

EXT. PACO S TORTI LLARI LLA -- DAY

A hole-in-the-wall Mexican restaurant. Long Beach Harbor is
visible in the distance. There's a "Cosed for Private Party"
sign in the front w ndow.

The Mercedes pulls into a spot directly in front of the door.
| NT. PACO S TORTI LLARI LLA -- DAY

As Art, Stitch, and the Russians step inside, a VO CE boons
froma dimy-lit BOOTH at the far end of the room

BOGATIN (O S.)
Way is she in handcuffs?

YURI
| didn't want her trying any cowboy
shit in the car.

Pl TOR BOGATIN rises, a thin, muscular man with cl ose-cut
bl ack hair. He's got the body of a prison bodybuil der, but
moves snoothly, |ike a dancer.

BOGATI N
Take them of f her. Now.
(to STITCH)
My apol ogies. Yuri is a very cautious
fellow M nanme is Pitor Bogatin.

Stitch RELAXES. She knows the name, and can start to guess
why they're here. Art |ooks ready to piss hinself.

STI TCH
Ni ce place. Very "old country".

BOGATI N
Better than going broke selling
borscht, no? Cone...have a drink.

I NT. PACO S TORTI LLARI LLA -- LATER

Yuri is behind the bar, pouring drinks. Art and Stitch sit
wi th Bogatin in his booth.



BOGATI N
How nuch, altogether?

STI TCH
Alittle nore than three and a half.

BOGATI N
MI1lions?
(Stitch NODS)
Foolish of himto | eave the noney in
your name. But even nore foolish for
you to take it.

ART
VWhat ? Why?

BOGATI N
Because they will know you stole it.
And they will conme to take it back
(to STI TCH)
But, of course, you knew that. Yes?

Stitch shoots an angry | ook at Bogatin. Don't spook him
Bogatin tilts his head, surprised.

ART
How woul d t hey...?
(to STITCH)

What's he tal king about? You said
they'd never know it was nme! Right?
Not in a mllion years?

STI TCH
Rel ax. No one's com ng after you.

BOGATI N
No. He will cone. Even if
St el nyat kovi ch does not send him

STl TCH
And if he does...l'lIl take care of
hi m

BOGATI N
You know what he did at ny bar?

STI TCH
(nods)
And at the hotel.
(to ART)
But he's not com ng after you.

Yuri brings the drinks. Bogatin sips his, smling over the
rimof the gl ass.

BOGATI N
O course, you're right.
( MORE)



BOGATI N ( CONT' D)

(to ART)
But let me tell you sonething about
this man who is not comng to kill
you. There is a character in Russian
fairy tales. He is a sorcerer, a
spirit who can change his shape and
control the very wind itself. He is
cal | ed Koshchey the Deathless. This
man you have stolen from the one
who is not comng to kill you...he,
too, is called Koshchey. And even
inny circles, the very nention of
his nanme is enough to make nen afraid.

Art downs his drink in one big gulp. He's terrified.

STI TCH
So this guy's sone sort of shape-
shifting Russian nature spirit?

BOGATI N
No. He's Ukrainian. And he does not
change shape. But no one knows his
face, save the nen who hire him..and
the nmen he kills.

ART
Well that's just great --
STI TCH
[t's bullshit is what it is. | don't

know what you're doing with the scary
canpfire stories, but if you think
we're gonna quit --

BOGATI N
(i nterrupting)
No. You m sunderstand. | do not w sh
totry and stop you. | wish to help

you.
Silence. Even Stitch wasn't expecting that.
| NT. A&M AUTO BODY/ OFFI CE - - AFTERNOON

STELNYATKOVI CH i s at his desk, nessy TAKE- OQUT CARTONS open
all around him He's watching "Jerry Springer" and | aughing
his ass off.

The big TV is surrounded by SMALLER MONI TORS, hooked up to
SECURI TY CAMERAS around the shop. Al at once, the caneras
go out.

STELNYATKOVI CH
Ahueyet !



He jabs at his REMOTE, but nothing happens. He MJTES the big
TV and listens hard. There's no sound of struggle - or
anything else - comng from outside.

Al arned, Stel nyatkovich pulls a nasty-1ooking AUTOVATI C from
the lap drawer of the desk. He points it at the DOOR

For a | ong nonent, nothing happens. The stillness is getting
to hi m when a BREEZE bl ows t hrough his OPEN W NDOW

The bi g Russian SHUDDERS, oddly cold. He gets up to close
t he w ndow.

St el nyat kovi ch checks what's going on outside. As he does,
KOSHCHEY descends silently fromthe ceiling.

Ursa Maj or FREEZES as Koshchey shoves the nuzzle of his gun
agai nst Stel nyat kovich's fat neck.

KOSHCHEY
(1 n Russi an)
The gun.

St el nyat kovi ch sl oWy hands back his gun, holding it with
just one finger. He tries to show calm but he's sweating
at the edges.

STELNYATKOVI CH
| did not expect you in so soon.
Did you have a pleasant flight?

Koshchey thunbs back the HAMMER. He's in no nood to chat.

KOSHCHEY
My noney. \Were is it?

STELNYATKOVI CH
That, conrade, is a very good
guestion. One | should very much
i ke an answer to, as well.

| NT. PACO S TORTI LLARI LLA -- DAY
Bogatin GESTURES. Yuri brings another round of drinks.

BOGATI N
| don't know how good you are, or
how good you think you are. But
beli eve nme, you cannot beat this man
al one.

ART
Wait a second! | don't want to go
up agai nst these guys at all.

STI TCH
Shut up, Fol ey.



BOGATI N
What you want is no |onger at issue,
my friend. Koshchey will cone for
you, regardl ess.

Art feels the world crashing in on him

STI TCH
VWhat did you have in m nd?
BOGATI N
We have certain...resources...you
may need. @ns. Mney. |Information.
STI TCH
W' ve al ready got noney.
ART
Un can | talk to you for a second?
STI TCH
(tgnoring him
What ki nd of manpower do you -- ?
ART
(gritting teeth)
Stitch!
STI TCH
(to BOGATIN)

Excuse us a nonent.

She slides out of the booth. Art follows. They round the
corner into the Kl TCHEN

STI TCH ( CONT' D)

Look, Foley...
ART
No. YOU "look". This is crazy!
STI TCH
WI1l you calmthe fuck down?
ART
Cal m down? Are you insane? W just
went from "untraceable mllionaires”

to "don't ever sleep"!

STI TCH
Ckay. It's a problem But the
solution to that problemis sitting
right out there --

ART
(i nterrupting)
NO.

Uh-uh. No. )
( MORE)



ART ( CONT' D)
| don't know if there's sone kind of
handbook on what to do when you're
bei ng chased by Russi an nobsters.
But I"mpretty sure what you don't
do I'S COZY UP TO A DI FFERENT BUNCH
OF RUSSI AN MOBSTERS

Art PAUSES, having one of those out-of-body nonents where he
realizes how surreal this whole situation is.

STI TCH

Fine. So what do you want to do?
ART

| don't know.

(pause)
| don't know. But there's got to be
anot her way.

(pause)
l"msorry. | know you like this,
but...no. No.

Stitch is I NTRIGUED, al nost inpressed, by his sudden
determnation. It's the first sign she's seen of him having
an actual spine. They go back to the D NI NG ROOM

BOGATI N
Is there a probl en?
STI TCH
No. No problem
She gestures at Art. It's your show Explainit to him
ART
|'"'m wuh...We appreciate your offer,
Mster...
STI CH
Bogat i n.
ART
Bogatin. R ght. Um..l just -

what ever's gonna have to happen here,
| prefer to handle it nyself.

Bogatin | ooks at Stitch in disbelief. She shrugs. It's not
her call.

BOGATI N
Very well, then. | w sh you | uck
Bot h of you.
(nods to YURI)
Yuri wll take you back to your bank.

He reaches into his POCKET, pulls out a BUSI NESS CARD



BOGATI N ( CONT' D)
If, later, you change your mnd --

ART
VW won't. But t hanks.

Stitch pointedly wal ks over to Bogatin and takes the card.
ANGLE ON - THE CARD

It's blank on both sides, except for a phone nunber witten
in careful black hand.

BACK TO - SCENE

Stitch nods at Bogatin, a wordless understanding. We'll be
in touch. Bogatin gestures at YURI, who | eads them out.

EXT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG -- DAY

Sunlight glints off the mrrored wndows of a tall OFFICE
BUI LDI NG i n Hol | ywood.

I NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG -- DAY

Koshchey, in a spotless white COURIER S QUTFIT, scans the
BUI LDI NG DI RECTORY. His eyes narrow. Watever he's | ooking
for, it's not there.

He approaches SHAREEN, a busty RECEPTI ONI ST behind a big
formca desk in front of the el evators.

SHAREEN
Good norning! Can | help you?

Koshchey speaks with an al nost-perfect TEXAS ACCENT. Shareen
never notices the "al nost".

KOSHCHEY
Hiya. |'ve got a delivery for AJF
Pr oducti ons.

SHAREEN
|"msorry? Wo?

KOSHCHEY
AJF Productions. | |ooked on the
registry, but --

SHAREEN
Yeah. |'ve never heard of them
Are you sure you have the right

addr ess?

Koshchey hands her his CLI PBOARD. Shareen concentrates hard
on not poppi ng her gum



KOSHCHEY
|"mnot crazy, right? 1'min the
right place?

SHAREEN
According to this, yeah. But there's
no AJF in this building. Sorry.

Koshchey sm | es at her.
KOSHCHEY
No matter. | get paid for the run
ei ther way. Thanks.

SHAREEN
You' re wel cone.

Koshchey's friendly smle vani shes as soon as he turns for
t he door.

EXT. WOODLEY AVENUE -- DAY
Stitch's TRUCK turns off Ventura toward Art's apartnent.
I NT. STITCH S TRUCK -- DAY

Art and Stitch ride in silence. As they get closer to the
buil ding, Stitch PERKS UP. She tugs at Art's sl eeve.

STI TCH

Get down. Get your head down.
ART

What - -
STI TCH

Just do it!

EXT. WOODLEY AVENUE -- DAY

Stitch drives right past Art's building...and the UNVARKED
POLICE CAR that's parked across the street.

I NT. STITCH S TRUCK -- DAY

Stitch eyes the cops in her rearview mrror, making sure
they aren't going to foll ow

ART
Can | get up now?

STI TCH
Yeah.

ART

You want to tell me what that was
all about?



STI TCH
Cops. They're sitting on your place.

ART
Wiy woul d they...?

Art trails off. It doesn't really matter. Al he knows is
that things aren't going the way they were supposed to. He
gives Stitch an accusatory frown.

| NT. HOTEL LOBBY -- AFTERNOON

Stitch takes two KEY CARDS, thanking the bored little H SPANI C
MAN behi nd the counter. She crosses the | obby to ART, who
waits by the el evators.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER
The door swi ngs open. Art and Stitch enter, bickering.

ART
Vell, | at | east need to get sone
clothes. And I'd like to grab ny
cell phone charger, especially if --

STI TCH
We'll get you a new one.
ART
Ckay, but | still need clothes. And

deodorant, and a toothbrush, and --

Stitch slaps a PEN and HOTEL NOTEPAD on the dresser next to
the TV.

STI TCH
Fine. Wite down whatever you need,
and 1'Il go get it.

ART

| can go with you...

STI TCH
No, you can't. People are |ooking
for you, renenber?

ART
Yeah, but --

STI TCH
But what? Huh? Huh?
(a beat, then)
Until I can find out what's going
on, you stay here. Got it?

Art gives a sarcastic SALUTE



ART
Yes, ma' am

He quickly scribbles a LIST, tears off the sheet, hands it
to her.

ART ( CONT' D)
| don't have any cash on ne.
STI TCH
"' msure you' re good for it.
ART
Ch, yeah. I'ma multi-mllionaire.
At least, in theory.
STI TCH
You'll be fine. GOCkay? Trust ne.
Art SNORTS.
ART
Ri ght .
STI TCH

|"ve got a key. So don't open the
door to anyone. A right?

She tucks the list into her pocket and LEAVES.
Art stands in the mddle of the room not sure what to do

with hinself. After a long while, he opts for the FAMLI AR
He settles in on one of the beds and turns on the TV.

| NT. HOTEL LOBBY -- AFTERNOON

Stitch hands the DESK CLERK Art's list and a $100 bill. He
waves over a young BELLHOP. They talk briefly, then the
Bel | hop takes the noney and the |ist and LEAVES.

| NT. HOTEL/ ELEVATOR -- MOMENTS LATER

Stitch gets off on the SECOND FLOOR, then ducks into the
STAlI RVWELL.

| NT. HOTEL/ STAI RWELL -- CONTI NUQUS

Junping the steps three at a tinme, Stitch bounds up to her
floor. She cracks the door just enough to see down the hall,
and settles in to WAIT.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- AFTERNCON

Art flips through the channels, finding nothing. Annoyed,
he goes to the window to watch the people bustle back and
forth on the street below. At the very least, his gilded
cage affords hima good view.



I NT. OFFI CE -- AFTERNOON

SEAN is on the phone, half-heartedly pitching a client.
He's far nore interested, however, on what's going on in the
BOSS COFFI CE

Through the wi ndow, he sees his boss, MR SHAPI RO, reading
FI SHER the riot act. Fisher |ooks upset and angry as he
attenpts to defend hinself, occasionally |ooking back at
soneone BEHI ND him

After a long while, the door opens and Fisher stonps back to
his cubicle. He stares daggers at Sean as he passes by.

Sean hangs up just in time to get PAGED by Shapiro.

SEAN
(i nto speaker-phone)
Yes, M. Shapiro?

MR SHAPI RO
(tinny, on-speaker)
| need to see you in ny office.
| medi atel y.

Sean lets out a long, slow breath. He knows exactly what
this is about.

I NT. MR SHAPIRO S OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER
Sean enters. Shapiro barely glances at him

MR. SHAPI RO
Cl ose the door.

Sean turns. He sees KOSHCHEY, sitting on the couch behind
t he door.

MR. SHAPI RO ( CONT' D)
This is Mster Koruskov from Narodn
BNC i n Prague.

SEAN
(ext ends hand)
Sean Ganmond.

Koshchey ignores the hand. 1In his grey suit and wire-rimmed
gl asses, he | ooks every bit the international banker.

MR. SHAPI RO
M . Koruskov has brought to ny
attention sone very interesting wire
transfers made through this office.

SEAN
Wre transfers?



MR, SHAPI RO

Yes. Involving sone rather |arge
suns. | was hoping you could shed
sone |light on themfor us.

SEAN
l"msorry. | don't, uh --

MR. SHAPI RO

Before you dig yourself any deeper,
Sean, let ne be very direct. As of
this nmonent, you're out of a job.
That's done. Okay? The only question
now i s whet her we have to involve

the authorities. So, I'lIl ask again --

KOSHCHEY
What do you know about AJF
Producti ons?

Sean | ooks like he's drowing. He |ooks at Koshchey, quilt
burning his cheeks. He knows he's in trouble...but he has
no i dea how bad things really are.

| NT. HOTEL/ STAI RMELL -- NI GHT

Stitch | ooks bored out of her skull. The ELEVATOR di ngs.
Stitch peers out as the BELLHOP energes with a coupl e of
SHOPPI NG BAGS

| NT. HOTEL/ HALLWAY - - CONTI NUQUS
Stitch hurries to catch the Bell hop.

STI TCH
Here! Here, |'ve got that!

She takes the bags from him

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Thank you so nuch.

The Bell hop pulls a crunpled WAD of bills and coins fromhis
pocket .

BELLHOP
|'ve got your change, m ss.

STI TCH
No. You keep it. Thank you.

The Bell hop SM LES at the generous tip and heads back
downstairs. Stitch fishes out her ROOM KEY.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT

Art is on the |laptop, engrossed in a ganme of chess. Stitch
enters, carrying the SHOPPI NG BAGS



STI TCH
Hey, |' m back.

ART

You need any help with that stuff?
STI TCH

No, | got it.

(1 ooks in bags)
pi cked up a cell phone charger for
you, but I'"'mnot sure it'll work
t

wi th your phone.
ART
That's alright. | left ny phone in

the truck anyway.

STI TCH
Oh. Well, we can get it later.

Stitch noves through the room putting things away. Wen
she's done, she PACES |ike a caged tiger. She's ready for

action. The waiting is dulling her edge.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
VWhat're you doin' over there?

ART
Online chess. You play?
STI TCH
Nah. | can never renenber how all
t he pi eces nove.
ART
You want me to show you, | can.
STI TCH

No, thanks.

Silence. Stitch chews her lip. She's really not

i nt er est ed,

but she could use the distraction. She pulls up a CHAIR

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Ckay. Show ne.

Art straightens, goes into "teacher" node. He resets the

board for a new gane.

ART
kay...the little guys out front are
pawns. Each side starts with eight,
but they don't do nuch. They're
like the red shirt crewnen on Star
Tr ek.

Stitch doesn't get the reference.



ART ( CONT' D)
No? Not a Trek fan? GCkay. Anyway.
Guys at the corners are called rooks.
They can nove forward, backward,
right, or left and go as far as they
want .

STI TCH
Wo're the little horses?
ART
Those are knights. 1'Il get to them

in a second. These are bishops.
They're |i ke rooks, except they can
only nove di agonally.

STI TCH
| thought the queen noved di agonal | y?

ART
She does. Actually, she can nove in
any direction, as far as she wants.
The queen's the nost powerful piece
on the board.

STI TCH
| like that...

ART
It's a very progressive gane. Back
to the knight, though, which is ny
favorite.

STI TCH
VWhy' s that?
ART
They' re sneaky. They nove in an
"L'. Two up, one over. Two over,
one up. Like that.
STI TCH
That sucks. That's so...limted.
ART
See. A lot of people think that.
And that's why |I love 'em Because

peopl e never see '"emcomng. They're
| ooki ng here. ..
(poi nts straight ahead)
.they're | ooking here..
(points on a di agonal)
. but they never | ook..
(draws an 'L'" in the
air with his finger)
. BOOP



STI TCH
That's it? 1t seemed nmuch nore
conplicated when ny dad tried to
teach ne.

ART
It is. But you can pick up the rest
of it as we go.

Art starts the gane. Stitch watches him enjoying the subtle

confidence he draws fromthe game. |It's al nbst cute.
STI TCH
So are you like really good at this?
ART
Not really, no. | nmean, |'m okay,
but...it's just fun.

The gane goes on, drawi ng both of themin.
| NT. SEAN S APARTMENT -- NI GHT
Sean PACES, furious, phone to his ear.

SEAN
Goddanmm t! Pick it up

I nstead, the call goes straight to VOCEMAIL. Sean waits
inpatiently for the BEEP

SEAN ( CONT' D)
Hey, Art. It's Sean. Again. Look,
man, | don't know what the fuck you
did the other night, but | just got
fired. GCkay? And Shapiro's talking
about bringing in the cops. Now,

whatever it was, | let you do it. |
know. But...seriously? You never
said anything about jail, man. So

you need to call nme back and tell nme
what the hell is going on, or...yeah.
Just call ne back

Just as he hangs up, there's a KNOCK at the door.

SEAN ( CONT' D)
(mutters)
Fuck!

He puts the phone back on the charger, straightens his collar,
and opens the door.

SEAN ( CONT' D)
Hello -- ?



Sean's voice TRAILS as he sees KOSHCHEY. The tweedy banker's
threads are gone...but the inpassive, penetrating eyes are
unm st akabl e.

I NT. GUN SHOP -- MORNI NG

ROY and STEWART, a coupl e of obnoxious, flabby "weekend
warrior" gun guys are standing in front of a rifle case,
bi ckering | oudly.

ROY
I"'mtellin" you, the 700 Nitro is
fucki ng bad- ass.

STEWART
It's total overkill is what it is.
VWhat the hell are you gonna be huntin
you need sonething |ike that?

ROY
Anything | damm well want, that's
what. 700'1l bring down an el ephant.

STEWART
You expecting to run into any
el ephants this weekend, Roy? Witey,
tell this fool he doesn't need a 700
Nitro rifle.

VWHI TEY, the owner, |ooks up fromhis seat behind the counter.
He's a grizzled, sinew 40-sonething with jet-black hair and
an eye-patch

VH TEY
Not unless you're hunting trucks.

ROY
| just like the extra power, that's
al | .

VWH TEY
And if you were any kind of hunter,
you woul dn't worry about power so
much and focus nore on putting your
shots in the right place to begin
wi t h.

Both Stewart and Roy obviously defer to Wiitey's judgnent on
all things ballistic. Roy |ooks crestfallen while Stewart
grins wdely.

STEWART
| told you --

ROY
Shut up, Stewart.



The BELL over the door rings as Stitch and Art enter the
store. \Wiitey |ooks up fromhis newspaper and SM LES.

VWH TEY
well, 1'l'l be...how you doin',
gor geous?
STI TCH
(to ART)
Gorgeous? He nust be talking to
you.

Whitey HUGS Stitch over the counter.

VH TEY
You know better'n that, kiddo! God,
you're a sight for sore eyes. O,

eve.
STI TCH

Ah, Wiitey. You still got the noves.
VH TEY

| was damm sorry to hear about your

dad.

Stitch nods, then swi tches gears quickly.

STI TCH
Thanks. | want to introduce you to
a friend of mne. At Foley, this
is Witey. He owns the place.

They SHAKE HANDS. Art feels so out of place, he mght as
wel | be on anot her planet.

ART
Nice to neet you

VH TEY
Good to neet you. So what can | do
for you fol ks this norning?

STI TCH
| want to take Art on the range for
a while, teach himhow to shoot.

VH TEY
You ever fire a gun before, Art?

ART
Nope. This is ny first tine.

From the corner, Roy LAUGHS. Witey GLARES at him



VWH TEY
Well, you listen to this little |ady
here, then. Born fuckin' marksman,
this one. She'll have you nakin'’
trick shots by lunchtine.

I NT. GUN RANGE -- DAY

Art and Stitch step onto the range. Stitch holds an orange
tool box with two HANDGUNS and several plastic bags of AMMO
Art carries two PAPER TARCETS.

There are a handful of OTHER SHOOTERS on the range. Even
wth ear protectors on, it's inpossibly loud. Art JUWS at
each shot.

Stitch pulls a 9mm fromthe tool box. She ejects the clip and
tears into a bag of shells with her teeth. She is fluid and
efficient, not a single wasted notion.

She thunbs six rounds into the clip and leans in to Art,
shouting to be heard.

STI TCH
Ckay. Once you' ve | oaded the clinp,
you press down the slide with your
thunmb and you're ready to shoot.
There's no safety, so be careful.
Make sure you keep the gun pointed
toward the target at all tines.
Line up your shot. Go rear sight,
front sight, target, back to your
front sight. Then, just squeeze the
trigger slowy.

She denonstrates, snoothly |oading, aimng and firing. She
puts all six shots inside the ten-ring.

Art manages to flinch only slightly when the gun goes off.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
It's a double action, so it'll cock
itself automatically after every
shot. Got it?

Art NODS, not at all confident. Stitch ejects the enpty clip,
sets the gun on the counter, and steps away.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Your turn.

Art starts loading bullets into the clip. He gets two in
before it starts to get hard. He CHUCKLES, enbarrassed. Wth
great effort, he squeezes a third round in.

ART
It's harder than it | ooks.



He funbles awkwardly wth the fourth round, trying |ike hel
to force it down. Hs thunb SLIPS, and the bullet flies away.

Stitch frowns, inpatient. Art struggles, but finally gets
two nore | oaded.

ART ( CONT' D)
Man...that's really hell on your
t hunbs, huh?

STI TCH
Yeah. Here.
(loads clip)
Five's okay for starters.

Art takes the gun and points it dowrange. He tries to thunb

the slide -- no luck. He tries, and fails, again.
ART
VWhat aml...?
STI TCH

Push in first, then down. Like an
aspirin bottle.

Art tries again to no avail. Wthout thinking, he ains the
gun down and tries to do it with both hands.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
(al ar med)
Woa! Hey!

She pushes the barrel back downrange. Flustered, Art finally
gets the slide in place.

ART
There we go. ..

STI TCH
Okay. Now...take your tinme. Line up
the shot, and squeeze it. Don't pull.
It'1l kick back a little, so be ready.

Art steadies his aimand jerks back on the trigger. He cl oses
his eyes as he fires.

The bullet msses high, lodging in the ceiling hal fway
downr ange.

Art SQUINTS at the target. looking for a hole. Stitch PO NTS
to the hole in the ceiling.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Try it again.

Art takes a deep breath. This tinme, he squeezes the trigger
gently -- screwing his eyes tight again when the gun bucks.
He hits the target in the high shoul der.



STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Better. Miuch better. Do the |ast
three right in a row Bang, bang,
bang.

Art swallows hard. He fires three tinmes, too quickly -- the
first shot hits the target, the second puts another hole in
the ceiling, the third a hole in the fl oor.

Art sets the gun down, enbarrassed. Stitch chews her |ip.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Ckay. Not bad.
(then)
Maybe we shoul d have the shooting be

"nmy thing".

Art | ooks disgusted with hinself. He stonps angrily through
t he door back into the gun shop.

EXT. GUN SHOP - DAY
Art is halfway to the truck when Stitch pops out the door.

STI TCH
Fol ey! Hey, Foley! Wait up!

Scowming, Art clinbs into the truck, slanm ng the door behind
him Stitch tosses the gun case into the |ockbox in the back,
then piles in behind the wheel.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Don't get so worked up, Foley. It
was your first tine...

ART
That was humliating. | sucked.

STI TCH
VWll. Yeah. But don't worry about
it. You'll get better.

ART
Let's just go back to the hotel.
STI TCH
| thought you wanted to do this?
ART
Yeah. And now |'ve done it. So...we

can go.
She nmeasures himfor a |ong nonent, then SHRUGS.
STI TCH

Man. | hope you don't always quit
this easy.



I NT. STITCH S TRUCK -- MOMENTS LATER

As Art settles into the seat, he renmenbers his CELL PHONE in
the arntrest. He pulls it out and turns it on. Stitch |ooks
over, eyebrow rai sed.

ART
| gotta check ny nessages.

He listens hard over the noise of the engine.

ART ( CONT' D)
Ah, shit.

STl TCH
What ?

ART

My buddy, Sean. The guy who hel ped
me nove all the noney. Sonebody at
work nust'a found out, because he
got fired.

STl TCH
Wait. Who found out?

ART
| dunno. But --

STl TCH
What ?

Art is hits a button on his SPEED DI AL.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
WHAT?

ART
He | eft a second nessage. Says ny
boss may call the cops.

| NT. SEAN S APARTMENT -- CONTI NUCUS

The apartnent is still and eerily silent. The phone RI NGS,
but no one stirs to pick it up.

I NT. STITCH S TRUCK -- CONTI NUCUS

ART
Danmit. He's not picking up.

Alarmbells are going off in Stitch's brain. She's |ess
worried about the cops than who else mght be on the trail.

STI TCH
Where's this guy live?



EXT. SEAN S APARTMENT -- DAY

Stitch's truck pulls to a stop outside the building. Art
and Stitch hurry past the |obby, |ooking for Sean's DOOR

It's OPEN slightly when they reach it.

| NT. SEAN S APARTMENT -- DAY

There's a sick, heavy knot in Art's stomach as he pushes

t hrough the door. Deep down, he already knows what's waiting
i nsi de.

Stitch is right behind him gun out and ready.

SEAN S BODY is slunped in a kitchen chair, blood pool ed on
the floor beneath it. Fromthe |ook of it, he died slowy
and in great pain. Sonmeone wanted answers -- answers that
Sean didn't have.

Art stares down at his friend s body, jaw clenched so hard
it's shaking. H's eyes are wet with tears.

Stitch quickly checks the bedroom and bathroom There's
nobody el se in the apartnent.

STI TCH

Bedroomis clear. Woever did this --
ART

You know perfectly goddamm wel |l who

did this.

There's a hard, accusatory edge in his voice. Stitch puts
her gun away. A heavy SILENCE fills the room

Art gazes into Sean's lifeless, bloodied eyes. He wants to
scream-- at Stitch, hinself, or even God Alm ghty. Instead
he just stands there in nute frustration.

STI TCH
Foley, | --

Art WH RLS. Jaw set, eyes blazing, he holds up a warning
finger. Stitch steps back, startled.

Art turns back to Sean, reaches out. He HESI TATES, al nost
not able to touch him Finally, he makes hinself do it,
closing his friend' s eyes for good.

Art buries his face in his hands and lets out a deep breath.
Wthout a word, he STOWS out of the room

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG -- DAY

Art is hal fway down the sidewal k by the tinme Stitch catches
up to him She clutches at his arm



STI TCH
Fol ey, wait.

He pulls away from her and keeps wal ki ng, head down,
det er m ned.

ART
That's it. It's over. | "' m out .

STI TCH
What do you nean, "out"? Are you
retarded? You can't just be "out"!

ART
Watch me.

STI TCH
It's not up to you, Foley! You walk
away now, it doesn't matter. These
guys'll keep comng until --

ART
(hal f-crying)
Save it. Gkay? You're so full of

shit, | just... They want the noney?
They can have it. | don't care!
| " m done!!

Agai n she grabs at him Again he shakes her off, violently.
They face off. Both |ook ready to swing at each other.

STI TCH
You're not the only one wth sonething
on the Iine here, asshole! This
isn't just about you!

ART
No. It's never been about ne. Has
it?

STI TCH
VWat're you -- ?

ART

|'ve been nothing but a wormon a
hook to you this whole tine, haven't
1?7 Alittle sonething to dangle out
there so you can get your revenge.

STI TCH
| wasn't the only one | ooking for
payback. You wanted to get back at
themjust as nuch as | do.

ART
Yeah. Well. Not anynore. It's not
worth it.



There is a long, angry silence. The fire in Stitch's eyes
is met with grow ng sadness in Art's.

ART ( CONT' D)
See you later, Ahab. Good luck with
your whal e.

He strides off, headed nowhere. Stitch watches him go,

enoti on danci ng across her face -- anger, frustration, shane.
Shortly, the rush passes. Her breath -- and her brain --
conme back under control. Then, a cold steel PANIC cuts

t hrough her.

STl TCH
Ch, Jesus!

She RUNS to the truck, junps in the cab, and speeds away.
EXT. REYES HOUSE -- DAY

Stitch's truck SQUEALS to a stop in front of her nother's
house. She's junps out, running for the front door.

| NT. REYES HOUSE/ FRONT DOOR -- CONTI NUQUS

The door FLIES open, and Stitch comes through in a crouch,
gun drawn, |i ke Don Johnson on M am _Vice.

STI TCH
MOM?  VANESSA?

MRS. REYES
We're in the kitchen, baby!!

There's nothing tense or frightened in her nother's voi ce.
Stitch relaxes slightly. She got here in tinme...

STITCH S POV - As she noves down the hall toward the kitchen
Stitch sees her nother fussing wwth a pot of water on the
stove.

MRS. REYES ( CONT' D)
| hope that wasn't you | heard
squeal i ng down the street just now
i ke a crazy person. You know
there're kids in this nei ghborhood..

Stitch smles, holsters her gun. No sense needl essly scaring
Mom

STI TCH
Yeah, mama. | know. | just --

| NT. REYES HOUSE/ KI TCHEN -- CONTI NUQUS

Stitch FREEZES as she turns the corner into the kitchen.



KOSHCHEY is sitting at the kitchen table.
| ap, coloring happily in her coloring book.

VANESSA is in his
He | ooks at

her, an alnost invisible SMLE at the corner of nouth.

MRS. REYES
(oblivi ous)
Eh, eh. No excuses.

Stitch's hand noves toward her gun
war ni ng | ook. Don't.

He gl ances down at Vanessa.

You know better!

Koshchey shoots her a
He coul d

snap her neck in a second, and Stitch knows it.

Her face

MRS. REYES ( CONT' D)

(t o KOSHCHEY)
She drives |like a maniac, this one.
You'd think that truck of hers is a
race car or sonething...

(to STI TCH)
| was just making your friend here
sone tea. Wuld you |like sone, too?

STI TCH
No. Thank you, nmana.

s TIGHT as she addresses Koshchey.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
You shoul dn't be here.

KOSHCHEY
You didn't | eave me nmuch choice. |
seemto keep m ssing you at work.

STI TCH
Yeah. Well. That doesn't nean you
can cone here. You know | hate you
bothering ny famly.

MRS. REYES
Rachel! \Were are your manners?
(t o KOSHCHEY)

It's no bother, really.
KOSHCHEY
It's okay. | like to keep work and
famly separate, too...as nuch as |
can.
(to STITCH)

This one's inportant, though.

Ms. Reyes sets a teacup in front of Koshchey, and settles
into a chair across the table

MRS. REYES
Is it about a case?

STI TCH
Ma - -



MRS. REYES
(1 gnores her)
She never tal ks to ne about her job.
| think she's afraid I'll tel
sonebody.

KOSHCHEY sm | es, the picture of warnth.

KOSHCHEY
Real | y?
MRS. REYES
Ch, yes. She's very secretive.
STI TCH
| deal with sone very bad peopl e,
mom | just don't want to get you

i nvol ved.
Vanessa | ooks up from her col ori ng book.

VANESSA
Are you a bad man?

Koshchey smles again, teeth |ike a shark.

KOSHCHEY
Only when | have to be.

Stitch is starting to get frantic, but there's not much she
can do. She's seen Koshchey's work up close. She's afraid
any sudden novenent ends with a bl oodbat h.

MRS. REYES
So what's this case you' re working
on.

KOSHCHEY
It's a locate. A young nman stole a
very large sumof noney. | intend

to get it back
Ms. Reyes is FASCI NATED. She |oves the whiff of danger,

even if she doesn't recognize it literally staring her right
in the face. She turns to Stitch.

MRS. REYES
You can find this person?

Stitch SHRUGS. She's frozen, unsure.

KOSHCHEY
Your daughter's too nodest, Ms.
Reyes. | know for sure she can find
hi m

MRS. REYES

My Rachel ? Modest? That is a secret.



Ms. Reyes and Koshchey LAUGH He | ooks at Stitch, and the
smle is gone. The ruthless killer shines in his eyes.

KOSHCHEY
So. WIIl you help nme?

Stitch SAGS as all the fight goes out of her at once.

STI TCH
(qui et)
Yeah.
(beat)
But we can't do this here.

KOSHCHEY
No, no. W can work fromny office.

Stitch nods, hangs her head in defeat. Koshchey picks Vanessa
off his lap and stands. Hi s eyes never leave Stitch for a
nonent .

He tousles Vanessa's hair, smles at Ms. Reyes.

KOSCHEY
Thank you for the tea.
(to STITCH)

Shal | we?
EXT. PARK -- DAY

Art is on a PARK BENCH, staring glumy at nothing. O her
t han the occasional JOGGER or DOG WALKER, he is alone with
hi s t houghts.

A battered, rusty EL CAM NO nakes it's way down the bl ock
transm ssion wheezing as it noves through the | ower gears.
As it passes the bench, it BACKFI RES.

Art DIVES to the ground, rolling under the bench |ike a scared
little kid hiding under his bed. H's eyes are w de as
pl atters.

After a nonment he realizes what happened and STANDS, di sgusted
with hinmself. He shakes his head, angry, and pulls out his
CELL PHONE

| NT. A&M AUTO BODY/ SERVI CE BAY -- DAY

Koshchey and Ursa Major are talking in | ow tones as the two
MECHANI CS we saw earlier tie Stitch to an ENG NE LI FT. She
struggles a bit, nostly for effect. She doesn't want them
to think she's easily bullied.

Her bag is resting on a SERVICE BENCH a few feet away. It
VI BRATES as her CELL PHONE buzzes.

St el nyat kovi ch and Koshchey share a LOXK



EXT. PARK -- DAY

Art has his phone to his ear. The call goes to Stitch's
VO CEMAI L.

ART
What ? Screening ny calls now?

He hangs up and DI ALS AGAI N.
| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- MOMENTS LATER

Stitch's phone vibrates again. This tine,
It's

t's in Koshchey's
hand. He checks the nunber, grins. t.

i
Ar
EXT. PARK -- CONTI NUOUS
The line picks up, but no one speaks.

ART
Stitch? Hello?

STELNYATKOVI CH (O. S.)
(filtered, on phone)
Art Fol ey?

Art STIFFENS. His nmouth is suddenly dry.

ART
Yeah.

STELNYATKOVI CH (0O. S.)
(filtered, on phone)
Do you know who | am M ster Fol ey?

ART
(hoar se)
Yeabh. | think so. Were's Stitch?
| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- CONTI NUQUS

STELNYATKOVI CH
Your little friend is here, with us.
Where are you?

EXT. PARK -- CONTI NUOUS

Art | ooks around, frantic for help. A PLANE flies by
over head.

ART
McCarran Airport in Vegas. | just
st epped off the plane.

STELNYATKOVI CH (0O. S.)
(filtered, on phone)
Vegas, eh? Do you have our noney?



ART

Some of it, sure. | nean, I'min
Vegas. GCotta have a bankroll in
Vegas.

| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- CONTI NUQUS
Everyone el se is dead quiet as Stel nyatkovich talks.

STELNYATKOVI CH
| would think you had ganbl ed enough
al ready, boy.

ART (O S.)
(filtered, on phone)
| was hoping to get hot at the tables,
w n enough we coul d both be happy.
(pause)
s she alright?

STELNYATKOVI CH
For the nonent. Whether she renmins
SO is up to you. | want ny noney
back - all of it. Now.

EXT. PARK -- CONTI NUCUS

ART
"Il need a few hours to get back.
Y' know. .. get the rest of the noney
t oget her.

| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- CONTI NUOUS

St el nyat kovi ch knows Art is stalling, but he's willing to
play along -- to a point.

STELNYATKOVI CH
| give you until mdnight. If | do
not have ny noney by then, you wll
be dead. And she will w sh she were.

Stitch has heard enough. She knows she's toast either way.
STI TCH
(shouti ng)
Don't be stupid, Foley! Just RUN
RUNI  As far away as you --

Koshchey SILENCES her with a stiff SMACK. Her head rocks
back, dazed.

EXT. PARK -- CONTI NUOUS

Art FLINCHES at the nuffl ed sounds of violence at the other
end of the line.



STELNYATKOVICH (O S.)
(filtered, on phone)
M dnight. Be at the corner of
Murietta and Victory. Cone al one or
you' re both dead.

The |line goes dead. Art rubs his face, scared and unsure.
| NT. SEAN S APARTMENT -- DAY

Bl LDAD and TORRES stand over Sean's body. WATSON ducks under
the Crime Scene tape at the front door and joins them

WATSON
Sweet Jesus.
LT. BI LDAD
Yeah, | know. W gotta stop neeting

like this.

Wat son crouches low to get a better |ook. Bildad scribbles
in his notebook. Torres |ooks |ike he wants to throw up.

WATSON
You |.D. himyet?

LT. BI LDAD
Sean Gammond. Age 33. Wirked with
Fol ey at Pel eg Fi nanci al .

WATSON
Looks Ii ke they worked himover for
a while.

LT. BI LDAD

Trying to find Fol ey?
Wat son NODS. Bildad stares down at what's |left of Sean.

LT. BILDAD ( CONT' D)
You think he gave 'em anyt hi ng?

After a long nonent, Watson STANDS. Even he | ooks shaken by
t he gore.

WATSON
God knows | woul d have.

WAt son goes outside for sone air. Torres looks on in guilty
si |l ence.

| NT. UNI ON STATION -- DAY
Art is in the queue at the AMIRAK W NDOW fli pping through

train schedules. He's still nmaking up his mnd as he reaches
the counter.



LOQUINA, a large-framed TI CKET AGENT is clacking away at her
keyboar d.

LOQUI NA
Good afternoon, sir. How can | help
you today?

ART
Un yeah. | need a ticket for the
next train to San D ego, please.

Cl ackity-clack. Loqui na FROANS.
LOQUI NA

|"msorry, sir. W've got a tour
group today, that train is conpletely
booked. | have another train |eaving
at six, if you'd like..

ART
Not hi ng | eaves sooner than that?
LOQUI NA
l"msorry, I"'mafraid not. Qur San
Diego line only runs --

ART
You know what? It doesn't have to
be San Di ego. How about...
(scans schedul e)
Sacranmento? O, no...Salt Lake City.
Two o' clock. Put ne on that one.

LOQUI NA
(suspi ci ous)
Ch-kay...Wuld you like a private
car, or --

ART
Yeabh. Pl ease.

Loquina's fingers fly over the keys. Art shifts, anxious.

LOQUI NA
Do you have any |luggage with you
today, sir?

Art shakes his head. Her brow furrows. More typing.

LOQUI NA ( CONT' D)
Alright. Your total today is $79.55.

Art hands her his CREDIT CARD, then thinks better of it.
ART

Wait. Sorry. You know what? |'|
pay cash



He pulls a ONE HUNDRED DOLLAR BI LL out of his backpack.

Loquita makes a point of examning the bill, then slides Art
his ticket and his change.
LOQUI NA

$21.45 is your change. You'll be
boardi ng on Track Seven.

ART
Thank you.

Art eyes the CLOCK. He's got two hours before the train
w Il board. He tucks the ticket in his pocket and wal ks
away.

Never taking her eyes off him Loquina picks up the PHONE
I NT. UNI ON STATION -- LATER

Art sits alone, staring at his ticket. He |ooks at the clock.
Hal f an hour to go.

A cute LITTLE KID no nore than three or four toddl es around
nearby. H's nom watches with one eye, keeping the other on
t heir bags.

Froma crowd of arrivals, six NERDY TEENS in matching outfits
energe. It's the San Mateo Prep School CHESS TEAM Their
CHAPERONE(MR.  HICKS) trails behind, jabbering away on his
CELL PHONE

MR HI CKS
-- got here early, for once. But
the hotel van won't be here for half
an hour. ..

Art glances at LOQUI NA, who's still eyeballing himfromthe
ticket counter. She shares a knowing |look with a SECURI TY
GUARD who's watching fromthe opposite wall.

FRAZZLED MOM
Davey, cone back here.

The LI TTLE KI D( DAVEY)i gnores her, "flying" over to stand in
front of Art.

DAVEY
| " m SUPERVAN!

FRAZZLED MOM
Davey! Get over here!

Davey scurries away, |aughing. Mmflashes Art an apol ogetic
| ook. He watches Davey with a rueful smle.

The Chess kids have paired off, setting up ganes on the floor.



MR. HI CKS
Don't get too wapped up here, guys.
The van will be here soon.

SOPHI A, a pretty young Asian girl, smles up at him

SOPHI A
Don't worry, M. Hicks. This won't
t ake | ong.

Her opponent, BERT, snorts |oudly.

BERT
VWhat ever!

They begin to play. The opening noves are fast; they've
done this dance before.

Art sees Loquina looking at him He slides his backpack
toward him defensive.

FRAZZLED MOM
Davey! Cone sit with nonmy.

Davey | aughs, keeps RUNNI NG up and down the ai sl es.

SOPHI A
Check.

She SLAMS her piece down on the board with authority. Bert,
uni npressed, noves his king away. Sophia pursues.

SOPHI A ( CONT' D)
Yeah. You better run.
(noves)
Check!

Davey's nom has had enough. She scoops himup with both
arnms and holds himin her |ap.

DAVEY

(crying)
But MOM ..l wanna be a hero!

Art REACTS. Sonething in those words connected. He | ooks
back to the gane. He watches, transfixed, as Sophia cuts
t hrough Bert's defenses.

SOPHI A
Don't worry, Bert. [It'Il all be
over soon.

Bert - and Art - stare at the board for a long, silent while.
Bert starts to nove his Kking.

ART
No! Don't run. Attack.



Bert and Sophia both | ook up. Art's just as startled he
spoke as they are.

BERT
What' d you say?

ART
| said...don't run. Go after her.

SOPHI A
Hey! No hel pi ng.

Bert | ooks back at the board. He doesn't see it. Art slowy

begins to SMLE. He nods at Bert.

ART
It's there. Keep | ooking.

Bert | ooks back at the board. Sophia is getting ANNOYED
SOPHI A
Hey, Mster...do you mnd? Let him
pl ay his own gane.

It takes a while, but Bert finally sees it. He reaches for
hi s knight, pushing it toward the center of the board.

Sophi a shoots Art a dirty | ook.

The next series is a blur, and soon Bert has rallied back.
Sophi a makes a gane of it, but her aggressive play early

| eft her vul nerabl e.

It's over in eight noves. Bert grins proudly as he plays
hi s kni ght one last tine.

BERT
Checkmat e.
SOPHI A
Nice work. It only took two of you

to beat a fifteen-year-old girl.

Art stares down at the board. H s own words echo in his
m nd: Don't run. Attack.

ANNOUNCER( v. 0.)
Attention, passengers. Antrak's
Mount ai n Express with service to
Bakersfield and Salt Lake Cty is
now boardi ng on Track

That's his call. Art HESI TATES. The edges of a plan are
t aki ng shape in his brain.

Art glances at Loquina, then her friend the SECURI TY GUARD
who's drifted into place between Art and the platform



He | ooks back at Davey, still struggling to break free and
be Superman agai n.

He | ooks down at the ticket in his hand, the backpack with
t he noney, and the board. Finally, he pushes up off the
bench. He grabs the backpack and heads for the front door,
| eaving his ticket behind.

EXT. UNI ON STATION -- MOMENTS LATER
Art flags down a nearby CAB

ART
Taxi !

| NT. CAB -- MOVENTS LATER
Art rummages through the BACKPACK. He digs out a white
BUSI NESS CARD. He stares at it briefly, swallows hard, and
pull's out his CELL PHONE
| NT. GUN SHOP -- DAY
VWHI TEY is behind the counter, reading Field and Stream
ART enters, a man on a mssion. Witey |ooks up, smles.
VH TEY
Well, well. If it isn't WId Bill
Hi ckok.
The smle FADES as he registers the ook on Art's face.
VH TEY ( CONT' D)
She's in sonme kinda trouble, isn't
she?
EXT. GUN SHOP -- DAY

Wi tey appears briefly in the doorway - just |ong enough to
lock it and put the 'CLOSED sign in place.

I NT. GUN SHOP/ PRACTI CE RANGE -- DAY
ART blasts away with a 9nm He's using a red LASER Sl GHT,
whi ch shakes as he ainms. Behind him Witey will occasionally
NUDCGE Art, REPOCSI TION him or point at sonmethi ng downrange.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. GUN SHOP/ PRACTI CE RANGE -- LATER
Art RUBS his shoulders as Wiitey RELOADS the clip for him
There's an inpressive pile of spent SHELL CASI NGS col |l ecting
under f oot .

DI SSCLVE TO



I NT. GUN SHOP/ PRACTI CE RANCE -- LATER

A brand- new paper target. The red LASER DOT lights up its
chest. The dot no | onger wobbl es.

Ten SHOTS fire. Six find the ten-ring. The others don't
m ss by nuch.

Wi tey nods his approval, clapping a neaty paw on Art's
shoul der. Art flinches just alittle.

I NT. GUN SHOP -- N GHT

Whitey's putting the 9mminto an orange carrying case, along
with three LOADED CLI PS.

VWH TEY
You want nore ammp' n that?
ART
If | need nore than that...it probably

won' t hel p.
Whitey closes the case and slides it over to Art.

ART ( CONT' D)
Thanks, Whitey.

They shake hands.

VH TEY
You bring her hone safe.

EXT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS -- LATER
YURI waits for Art outside the back door.

ART
You guys are busy tonight. | couldn't
find a parking space.

YURI
Hal f-price fajitas tonight. Cone.

| NT. RUSSI AN KNI GHTS - NI GHT
Art stands SHI RTLESS and stock-still at the bar. YURl tapes

a MC WRE under his arm fastening the MC just below Art's
col I ar bone.

YURI
You are alright?

ART
Yeah, it's just cold. This is so
bi zarre. |'ve never worn a wire

bef or e.
( MORE)



ART ( CONT' D)
(shouts into mc)
"Cerrano's got the disks! CERRANO S
GOT THE DI SKS!!"

Across the room a young HENCHVAN junps, startled, and sl aps
t he headphones off his ears. He GLONERS at Art.

ART ( CONT' D)
Sorry. Sorry.

The Henchnman curses under his breath in Russi an.

YURI
| guess your m crophone worKks.

BOGATI N enters. GREGOR follows, carrying a small DUFFEL
BAG

BOGATI N
It is alnost tine, ny friend.
(to YURI)
| s he ready?

Yuri nods, not exactly confident. Gegor sets the duffel on
t he bar.

ART
Is that all of it?
BOGATI N
Not all. It will be enough, though.

Especially once they see what's on
top. Here is the phone you wll
use.

Art flips open the phone, checks the display, and SNAPS it
shut. Bogatin RECOLS slightly.

BOGATI N ( CONT' D)
Be careful with that! These things
are...sensitive.

ART
Right. Sorry.

BOGATI N
It is not an especially sophisticated
package. Don't |eave themtinme to
inspect it too closely.

As Ar

t pu
doubt f ul

Il's his shirt on, Yuri and Bogatin exchange a

gl ance.
ART

You programmed the code?



BOGATI N
1-6-7-9, just like your own phone.
Press pound once to activate the
renote, and the second tine to --

ART
| got it. Let's root for ne only
having to hit it once.

BOGATI N
" m hopi ng you |live |ong enough to
hit it at all.

ART
Thanks. That's...encouraging.
BOGATI N
(shrugs)

Even nodest goals are worth pursuing.

ART
Li ke "l'iving through the night"?

BOGATI N
That woul d be a good start.

INT. STITCH S TRUCK -- N GHT
Art zips in and out of traffic on the 710.
I NT. TRUCK - NI GHT

Art behind the wheel, jaw set, resolute. The DUFFEL BAG i s
open on the seat beside him zipper half open.

| nsi de, we see thick bundles of $100 BILLS and a tangl e of
W RES, running froma WASH NG MACHI NE TI MER to a bl ock of
PLASTI C EXPLCSI VE.

| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- N GHT

Stitch's head hangs linp. She's barely conscious. Usa
Maj or | eans over her, thunbing open one eye, then the other.

KOSHCHEY
You're wasting ny tine.

The fat nman GLARES at Koshchey, offended. Stitch GROANS
weakl y.

MKHAIL enters with a handful of WRE COAT HANGERS
St el nyat kovi ch takes one and bends it around his fists.

STELNYATKOVI CH
Tell nme: have you ever played
"Pi ncushi on"?

( MORE)
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STELNYATKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
It was a betting ganme we used to
pl ay, years ago in Liubertskaya.
VWhat we would do is, we would take a
wi re hanger and we would stick it
t hrough the arm of sone opooscheny.
Strai ght through the bicep. Very
pai nful. W woul d wager on this
game. Wuld he screan? Cry? Faint?
How many hangers would it take for
themto bleed out?

(pause)
| won a good deal of nobney on that
gane.
Koshchey smrks slightly, enjoying Stel nyatkovich's little
show. Mkhail's face never changes -- he just keeps readying
hangers.

STELNYATKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
Come. Let Mkhail make ready. Then
| will show you this gane.

Koshchey fol |l ows Stel nyat kovi ch out .

Stitch pulls feebly at the ropes hol ding her, but she's got
not hing left.

There is a faint RUSTLE of novenent. M khail stops, |ooks,
t hen goes back to work. He TURNS and steps toward Stitch..

BOOM M khail seizes and FALLS. In the shadows behi nd him
DETECTI VE TORRES hol ds hi s SMOKI NG GUN. Stitch rolls her
head, tries to focus.

DET. TORRES
Goddamm, kid. Are you alright?
STI CH
(munbl es)

Tor...Torres?

He hurries to her side, waves sone SMELLI NG SALTS under her
nose. She LURCHES up, blinking.

DET. TORRES
C nmon. We don't have nuch tine.
They nust have heard that shot.

He funbles with the knotty rope, trying to untie her.

STI TCH
How. .. how did you -- ?

DET. TORRES
We got lucky with a phone tap. Fatso
called his driver, said to pick him
up here.
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STI TCH
We gotta get...get --

DET. TORRES
Hold still, wll ya? |'m al nost
t hrough t hese knots.

(beat)
Your buddy, Foley. \Were's he?

STI TCH
| don't know. ..

DET. TORRES
Thi nk hard. ' Cause they know. |
heard 'em tal ki ng about it when
came in. They'll kill himunless we
can get to himfirst.

Stitch is still comng out fromunder the fog. She grits
her teeth, tries to focus.
STI TCH
| - he could be anywhere. | dunno.

| told himto run...just get as far
away as he coul d.

Torres stops working the ropes.

DET. TORRES
You have no idea where he is?
STI TCH
No. Shit. | wish I did..
Torres STANDS. Stitch is still tied up
STI TCH ( CONT' D)
VWhat the fuck are you doing? |'m
still...

Torres ignores her. H's eyes are | ocked on STELNYATKOVI CH
and KOSHCHEY, hidden in the shadows across the room M khali
stops playing possumand sits up.

STELNYATKOVI CH
VWll? Do you believe her?

DET. TORRES
Yeah. He's not comng. And if she
knew where he was, she'd have told
ne.

Stitch's jaw hangs open. She |ooks from Torres to the
Russi ans and back again, grimrealization setting in.

STI TCH
You son of a BI TCH
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She THRASHES around, eyes on fire. |If she could get |oose,
she'd tear Torres' throat out.

DET. TORRES
Whoa! Easy, chical!

Stitch keeps squirmng. Koshchey puts a hand on her shoul der.
Hs gripis like steel. Stitch stops struggling.

STI TCH
Get your fucking hand off ne!
(to TORRES)

You not herfucker! You sell ny father
to these asshol es, too?

Torres doesn't answer. He doesn't have to. It's all over
his face.

STI TCH ( CONT' D)
Goddamm it! You were his FRI END
He trusted you, you worthless FUCK

DET. TORRES
Fuck you. | got bills to pay, kid.
Y' know? | got expenses.

STI TCH
| swear to god, I will fucking kill
you. ..

DET. TORRES

Yeah, what ever.
EXT. CTY STREET -- N GHT

Art parks around the corner fromthe body shop. He takes a
deep breath, stares at the DUFFEL BAG

ART
This is gonna be a whole lotta not
fun.
He pushes open the door, steps into the night.
| NT. SERVI CE BAY -- N GHT
St el nyat kovich leans in, putting his face close to Stitch's.
STELNYATKOVI CH

It's too bad. | thought we'd need
at | east one hanger.

STI TCH
That's okay. You can just keep trying
to kill nme with your breath. You

ever find that noney, you m ght want
to spring for some Mentos.
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St el nyat kovi ch GRINS, anused by her bravado.

STELNYATKOVI CH
You're a tough little cunt. 1"l
give you that. So I'lIl go easy on
you.
(to MKHAIL)
Kill her. But do it quickly.

There is a KNOCK, and a burly HENCHVAN sticks his head in.
STELNYATKOVI CH ( CONT' D)

VWhat is it?
HENCHVAN
(1 n Russian, subtitled)
Sorry, Boss...| think - you should

have a | ook at this.

The fat man cocks an eyebrow. He gestures for Mkhail to
wait .

| NT. A&M AUTO BODY/ OFFI CE -- MOMENTS LATER

St el nyat kovi ch, Koshchey, and Torres stand staring at the
SECURI TY MONI TORS.

The canera over the front door shows ART, standing in the
open, arns out like the crucifixion. He stares up at the
canera, defiant.

DET. TORRES
Huh. | didn't see that one com ng.

Ursa Maj or FROANS.

STELNYATKOVI CH
| did not think he would cone.
(pause)
Bring himin.

EXT. A&M AUTO BODY -- N GHT

The front door sw ngs open. MKHAIL and TWO HENCHVEN surround
Art, guns at the ready. M khail does a quick pat-down,
pulling the 9nmm off Art's hip.

ART
Hey. That gun's a rental. 1'm gonna
need it back.

Art's doing his best to sound |ike a hard-ass. He's no dint
East wood, but he's doing okay. The only thing giving him
away i s the pulse pounding in his neck.
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| NT. A&M AUTO BODY/ OFFI CE - NI GHAT

St el nyat kovi ch is behind the desk. Koshchey's in the corner,
arnms crossed, face blank. M khail SHOVES Art inside and
dunps himin Ursa Major's guest chair.

M KHAI L
(handi ng St el nyat kovi ch
t he gun)
He had this.

He considers the gun for nonent, then lays it on the desk
with the barrel facing Art.

STELNYATKOVI CH
So you're the piece of shit who's
been causing ne all this trouble.

ART
Funny, | was just gonna say the sane
t hi ng.

St el nyat kovi ch's face darkens. His voice is an angry hiss.

STELNYATKOVI CH
Careful, boy. Were is ny noney?

ART
VWhere's Stitch?

STELNYATKOVI CH
She i s nearby.

ART
Good. So's your noney.
(beat)
s she alright?

STELNYATKOVI CH
She is alive. Alittle worse for
wear, certainly...but alive. You
W sh to trade?

ART
(nods)
| want to see her first. | want to
see she's okay.

STELNYATKOVI CH
(chuckl es)
You don't trust me?

ART
Not as far as | could throw you.
And you're really fat.

KOSHCHEY
Enough of this.
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He whi ps out his GUN and puts a BULLET into Art's right
shoul der. Art YELPS, doubles over in pain.

STELNYATKOVI CH
Damm it! That chair is expensive
| eat her!

Koshchey pulls Art up by the hair so they are face-to-face.
H s eyes are flat, deadly.

KOSHCHEY
The noney. Now.
ART
(biting back tears)
Not until | see the girl.

Koshchey SQUEEZES Art's shoulder. The painis like fire.
Art SCREAMS, tries not to pass out.

KOSHCHEY
Were. Is. M. Mney?

Art shakes his head. Koshchey presses the gun to his tenple.

KOSHCHEY ( CONT' D)
Last chance.

ART
(defiant)
Kill me and you'll never find it.

A long silence. Koshchey wants to shoot himon general
principle, but 3.6 mllion is a LOT of cash.

KOSHCHEY
Maybe you're right...

He noves the gun barrel down and shoves it roughly into Art's
CROTCH. Art FREAKS.

ART
Hey, whoa! Stop! There's no need
for any of this! You can have the
money. ..l just want to wal k away.
K? M and the girl. That's it!

Koshchey | ooks at Stel nyatkovich. The fat man waves at
M khai |, who EXI TS.

A nonent |ater he's back, with Torres pushing Stitch in front
of him

STI TCH
(sees Art)
Aw, Jesus. Foley! You idiot!
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ART
Good to see you, too.
STI TCH
VWat are you...? | told you to run
ART
Right. And just |eave you here?
STI TCH
Geat. Brilliant. Now we're both
dead.
ART
We haven't gotten to the good part
yet .

(into his |lapel)
The girl's alive. W're in the
office, in the back. Four bad guys...

STELNYATKOVI CH
VWat are you...?

The Russians realize what's going on all at once. Koshchey
rips open Art's shirt, revealing the WRE. Art SM LES.

ART
Yeah. That's right! How you |ike
me now? This whole place is
surrounded by cops! So why don't
you put your guns down and | et us
wal k out of here before this turns
into...

Art trails off as Stitch buries her face in her hands. Behi nd
her, Torres SM RKS

ART ( CONT' D)
What ?

Torres pulls back his jacket, revealing the BADGE clipped to
his belt. Art WLTS.

He suddenly renenbers where he's seen Torres before: the
ni ght the cops broke down his door, outside with Ms.
Ki nosi an.

ART ( CONT' D)
Ch.

DET. TORRES
Whoops.

STELNYATKOVI CH
What do you think, Detective? Should
we t hrow down our guns? Cone out
W th our hands up?
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St el nyat kovi ch busts up, LAUGH NG  The | aughter SPREADS
Soon, Torres and M khail are cackling, too.

Stitch glowers at Art, eyes full of disgust.

STl TCH
You cane in here on a bluff? You
JACKASS!

ART

(def ensi ve)
How was | supposed to know one of
them woul d be a cop?

The bad guys are practically in tears at this point. Only
Koshchey remai ns straight-faced. Maybe 'cause he notices
the faint, seem ngly out-of-place SMLE on Art's I|ips.

ART ( CONT' D)
Alright, fine. You got ne. | Ilied.
We're not really surrounded.
(beat)
By cops.

Sonmething in Art's tone stops the | aughter dead. Art | ooks
at Koshchey, eyes bright.

ART ( CONT' D)
Bogatin says "hello".

No sooner are the words out of his nmouth then AUTOVATIC
GUNFI RE bubbles in the distance. Art D VES to the floor as
bull ets SHATTER the office w ndows.

Stitch reacts a half-second faster than everybody el se.
It's a half-second that saves her life. She junps behind
Torres, CHOKING hi mwith her handcuffs --

Koshchey hits the deck, gun out. Tries to draw a bead on
Art, but can't get a clear shot. He turns on Stitch, FIRES.

The shots SLAMinto Torres, knocking hi mbackwards on top of
Stitch. He's dead as he falls -- eyes bul ging, blood soaking
t hrough his shirt.

More GUNFIRE fromoutside. Inside the room it's raining
broken glass. Stel nyatkovich tries to wedge his nassive
bul k under the desk

M khail scurries across the room hal f-crouched, and throws
open the DOOR.

M KHAI L
(1 n Russi an)
Boss! Hurry! Let's go --

A BULLET spreads Mkhail's brains over the wall. Even dead,
he's handy -- his crunpl ed body keeps the door from cl osing.
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Koshchey stares daggers at the fat man peeking out from
beneath the desk. The assassin ROLLS to his feet, VAULTS
M khai | , and di sappears out the door.

St el nyat kovi ch funbles blindly on the desk above him | ooking
for Art's GUN. Instead, he finds the PHONE

Art craw s around the corner of the desk, right into
St el nyat kovi ch. The Russian SMASHES Art across the face
with the phone.

Art FALLS, hel pless. Stelnyatkovich clinbs on top and starts
RAI NI NG fists, pounding Art's face to a bl oody pul p.

Stitch pushes out fromunder Torres' dead weight. She takes
his GUN, CLOBBERS Stel nyatkovich. The big man is STUNNED,
but she's too weak to put himout.

He WHI RLS, a man possessed, chopping the gun out of her hand.
It CLATTERS across the floor. He scranbles after it, getting
there just ahead of Stitch.

STELNYATKOVI CH

Bitch! 1'Il kill you! 1"l kill

you BOTH
Before he can fire, a BULLET flies past his face. He turns
to see Art -- grip shaky, eyes swollen, trying to steady his
aim

STELNYATKOVI CH ( CONT' D)
Pi zda!

Art fires again, barely mssing him Stel nyatkovi ch RUNS,
stunbling over Mkhail and into the hall. Art fires THREE
TI MES, each one off by just a hair.

STI TCH
(1 nmpressed)
Sonmeone' s been practi cing.
ART
Yeah. |I'mmssing by a lot |ess
now. Cone on...let's get outta here.

EXT. A&M AUTO BODY -- N GHT

Bogatin's nmen have Stel nyatkovich's remai ni ng body guards
pi nned down. SIRENS wail in the distance.

Leani ng on each other, Art and Stitch stagger through the
BACK DOOR.

ART
Thi s way!
(into M Q)
We're com ng down the back alley!
Don't shoot!
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YURI steps out of the shadows at the end of the all ey,
smling.

YURI
Ni cely done. \Were is Ursa Major?
ART
| don't know. W lost him
YURI
No matter. We'll find him..or your
police will. Either way, he's --

Sonething in Yuri's face CHANGES, and a nonent later his
head EXPLODES in a crinson hal o.

Stitch WVHIRLS, only to find the |ong SILENCER of KOSHCHEY' S
gun jamred agai nst her forehead.

KOSHCHEY
Drop it. Now.

Art does as he's told. Koshchey KICKS it down the alley.

ART
Take it easy...
KOSHCHEY
The noney. \Were is it?
ART
(poi nti ng)

In the truck. Around the corner.

Koshchey GESTURES. Art |leads the three down the alley to
where they can see the TRUCK

KOSHCHEY
The keys. Now

Art tosses himthe keys. He hands themto STITCH, wal king
her toward the truck

KOSHCHEY ( CONT' D)
(to Art)
Don't nove.

Koshchey keeps Stitch at armis length in front of him They
wal k to the truck. Stitch opens the cab, and pulls the GREEN
DUFFEL across the seat.

Koshchey takes his eye off Art for just a SECOND, distracted
by the bundl es of noney inside the bag. Then he catches
SOMVETHI NG ELSE - -

A loud cell phone BEEP. Koshchey turns, sees Art holding a
CELL PHONE above hi s head.
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KOSHCHEY ( CONT' D)

What is --
ART
Receiver's in the bag. Take a | ook.
KOSHCHEY
(to STITCH)

Qpen it. Slowy.

Stitch slowy pulls back the zipper, revealing the BOVB.
Koshchey curses under his breath.

ART
There's a tiner. It went live the
second | arned the bonb. You wanna
kill me? You better be able to disarm

that in |l ess than..
(1 ooks at watch)
... 80 seconds.

Koshchey SCOAS.

KOSHCHEY
What do you want ?

ART
Just like | said. You keep the noney.
Stitch and | walk. And you | eave us
al one.

Stitch is NCREDULOUS. She can't believe what she's hearing,
but she knows enough to keep her nmouth shut.

Koshchey eyes the bag, thinks about killing them both and
trying to disarmthe bonb. He's fast, but...

KOSHCHEY
(hol sters gun)
Shut it off.

ART
Send her over here first.

Koshchey | ooks at Stitch, eyes flat.

KOSHCHEY
Go.

Stitch puts the bag down and hurries to Art's side. Art
folds up the phone and TOSSES it to Koshchey.

ART
The code's 1-6-7-9. Press the pound
key when you're done.

Art puts an armaround Stitch. They turn and wal k back down
the all ey.
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Koshchey flips open the phone with one hand, draws his gun
with the other. He starts to punch in the code.

Art and Stitch continue down the alley. The SIRENS are
getting cl ose.

ART ( CONT' D)
(quietly)
Keep noving. Don't | ook back.
Stitch sees a GLINT of netal. It's Art's gun, just a few
feet away.

ANGLE ON - PHONE DI SPLAY

Koshchey's dialed the nunbers. Al that's left is the pound
key.

Koshchey watches Art, |ooking for sone sign of a doubl e-cross.
Finally, he SMLES. He's being paranoid; the kid doesn't
have it in him

The assassin presses the pound key, and the cell phone
EXPLODES in his hand. He HOALS, a primal m x of pain and
rage.

Twenty feet away, Stitch DIVES into the shadows. Art TURNS
to see --

Koshchey, leveling his gun with his left hand. There's a
scorched, bl oody STUMP where his right hand used to be.

Stich ROLLS, firing as she cones up. She SCREAMS, not even
aware she's doing it.

The first slug catches Koshchey in the chest, spinning him
to his left. H s gun jerks as he FIRES, but he doesn't cone
close to hitting anything.

Stitch's SECOND, TH RD, and FOURTH SHOTS all find their mark.
Koshchey falls, dead.

Stitch, still scream ng, enpties the rest of the magazi ne at
him She's WLD, out of her m nd.

ART ( CONT' D)
Checkmat e.

The gun clicks enmpty. Art slowy pushes her hands down.
Stitch blinks at him slowy com ng back to her senses.

STI TCH
Ch, god! Foley! The BOMB --

She starts down the alley, but he STOPS her.

ART
It's a fake.
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STI TCH
What ?

ART
The bonb. In the bag. It's not
real. It's just...It was just the
phone.

Stitch STARES at himin disbelief. She LAUGHS, slowy at
first. Then it bubbles out of her all at once.

Art laughs with her as the first PATROL CARS screech to a
halt at the end of the alley.

| NT. COURTROOM -- DAY

Art is on the wtness stand. PAT HEGEMAN, a stern-|ooking
FEDERAL PROSECUTOR peppers himw th questions.

The courtroomgallery is packed with COPS and REPORTERS.
MARSHAL WATSON is in the front row, delighting in Art's every
wor d.

HEGEMAN
And when you arrived at the body
shop, was M ss Wade there?

ART
Yes.

HEGEMAN
And from what you observed, was she
t here of her own volition?

ART
No. It was pretty obvious she was
bei ng hel d against her wll.
HEGEMAN
VWhat made it obvi ous?
ART
Well, for starters, she was tied up
And she was bruised, |ike sonmeone

had been beating on her.

At the defense table, STELNYATKOVICH sits, fumng. H's LAWER
| ooks up from his notepad.

LAWER
(pro form)
bj ection, Your Honor. Specul ation.

JUDGE
Overr ul ed.
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HEGEMAN
Thank you, Your Honor.
(beat)
M. Foley...fromyour observation
was the defendant a party to Mss
Wade' s abduction?

ART
OCh, yeah. He was running the whole
show.

St el nyat kovi ch shifts in his seat. Watson GRINS.
| NT. COURTHOUSE/ ANTEROOM - - DAY

Art and Marshal Watson are alone. Watson speaks in | ow tones
on a WALKI E-TALKIE. Art's wearing a BULLETPROOF VEST.

WATSON
Copy that. Five m nutes.
(to ART)
Okay. The van's on its way. W'l
take you downstairs as soon as it's
her e.

Art nods, tense. There's a KNOCK at the door, and a YOUNG
MAN i n a MARSHAL' S JACKET enters.

YOUNG MARSHAL
Mar shal Wat son? She's here.

He steps aside, and STITCH cones in behind him She smles
at Art, who relaxes visibly.

WATSON
We'll be right outside.

Wat son and the Young Marshal LEAVE. An awkward quiet fills
the room After all this, they have no idea how to say
goodbye.

STI TCH
So. ..
ART
Yeah.
STI TCH
How re you feeling?
ART
I'ma little nervous. It's kind of

exciting though, you know. Federal
Wtness Protection Program .. oooh!

STI TCH
[t's weird, isn't it?
( MORE)
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STI TCH ( CONT' D)
You do all this to get your nane
back, and now you've got to give it
up for a new one.

ART
Eh. Probably better off. M credit
rati ng woul d been shit anyway.

Stitch CHUCKLES. More sil ence.

STI TCH
| want to thank you.

ART
That's not --

STI TCH
Yeah, it is. If it wasn't for you,
...

ART
You' d have gotten them on your own.

She smles at the thought, but doesn't really believe it. A
KNOCK, and Marshal Watson pokes his head in.

WATSON
Van's here. Tinme to go.

ART
| guess this is good-bye.

Stitch leans in and KISSES Art. It's a sweet, sisterly kiss
at first...but she finishes with a little sonething extra on
it. Art is FLUSTERED...and grinning fromear to ear.

STI TCH
See you around, Art Foley.

ART
No, you won't.

Wat son and two MORE MARSHALS escort Art outside. Art waves
as they walk himaway into a new life.

THE END
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