LUCKY DOG
BY

Thomas Ri char dson

emai |l : TR@i | i congorge. com

Copyri ght 2005



PART ONE
| NT. CAFETERI A EL AMARI LLO -- SMOKY NI GHT -- EL PATRONCI TO

A neat and proper Mexican man sits carefully on a red padded
bench seat in front of a yellowwall, shocking in its
saturated col or

He wears a grey flannel suit with a creamcol ored egyptian
cotton shirt. On his head, a tightly woven straw hat. A thick
nmust ache drapes |ike curtains around his nouth.

He is snoking, but the snoke conmes fromall sides in this
dark restaurant. A cup of black coffee rests on the table
besi de him Spoon arranged at a tangent to the saucer.

He carefully takes a drag of the cigarette and then speaks.
Strai ght ahead.

EL PATRONCI TO
[ You are ol d enough to know of the
atrocities that the Anmericans
perpetrated in Panama City. Perhaps
you were even there. | don't know.
But this you need to know. ]

Hi s eyes. Dark and round. H's eyes are ol d.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ The same Americans who tore through
the earth in the earlier part of the
century, pushed through their ships,
made their fortunes, and turned the
canal over to the madnmen they had
trained to kill for them-in the
School of the Anericas and so forth--
t hese same Anmericans cane back to
teach the Panamani ans a | esson. ]

He takes a sip of his steam ng coffee. Wpes his noustache.
Repl aces the napki n.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[This may be a | esson you have
| earned, my friend, |I'mnot sure.]

Adj usts the coffee cup’'s handle. Parallel to the end of the
t abl e.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ The Americans canme in and nopped
the earth with poor souls |ike you
They were | ooking for the Pananmani an
Def ense Forces, but they only seened
to find the poor inbeciles who |ived
( MORE)



EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)

in El Chorillo. And here they taught
t he poor a very inportant |esson.
They taught the true Panamani ans and
the rest of Central America sonething
t hey should never forget. They taught
you that they want to own you--or
maybe they do already, | don't know. ]

Crisp Mexican Pesos. Four fifty-peso bills.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ They taught you that no matter how
hard you fight, no one can hear your
muffl ed cries when they suffocate
the tel evision and newspapers, the
reporters. For three days they drew
a curtain around the city.]

The man slides the noney across the table. A photo of an
Anerican man. A sl oppy man.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[And, ny friend, what they taught
you when they brought down the
curtain, what they taught you behind
that curtain, only the survivors
know. Only you know. ]

FADE TO



San Cristobal de |as Casas. Chiapas, Mexico. 2005.

EXT. ESCUELA ABSALON CASTELLANGCS -- THE BOY' S SCHOOL --
AFTERNOON

In the Mexi can afternoon sun, a black Chevy Suburban idles
in front of Escuela Absal 6n Castellanos. THE BOY, a young
boy of 11 with dark features and tidy uniform approaches
the vehicle and waits as the door opens. Wrdl ess, he places
hi s backpack on the seat. The door shuts and the Suburban
drives away.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL DE LAS CASAS -- THE TRI P HOME

Add nountains ring the valley, and green grasses flow down
the Sierra Madre and into the fields below The Suburban
| unbers down the raised road past VWBeetl|les and burros.

| NT. SUBURBAN

In the back seat, the Boy is drawing pictures in a snal

not ebook. The DRI VER | ooks up for a nonent to watch himin
the rear-view mrror. Typical. The Driver pushes the Boy's
w ndow button down. The Boy is holding his button upward.
But he is not acknow edgi ng the Driver. The w ndow won't
budge. The DRI VER | ooks again and smles. An old joke.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL DE LAS CASAS -- THE CENTER OF TOWN

Brightly col ored Spanish col onial honmes mx with buildings
in bad shape. Tree-shaded yell ow facades and bl ue doors.
Metal roofs, walls pierced by plant stens. A bus passes,

l aying a thick cloud of exhaust over the honking cars.

I NT. THE CONSULATE -- DRI VEWAY

Above the chaffing traffic, a nodest conpound of cenent
bui I di ngs clusters behind a renovated guard shack. The

Subur ban pulls through the sw nging automatic gates and into
t he US CONSULATE.

FADE TO
I NT. THE CONSULATE -- THE BOY' S ROOM -- EVEN NG

It's dark in the Boy's room A focused |ight above his desk.
He is listening to a small headset. A cable runs to a conpact
SHORTWAVE RADI O set. His antenna is up. He is tuning, fine

t uni ng.

Some static. But there is something he is on the verge of
tuning in. It is a sinple tune. Played with a child' s recorder
perhaps. Difficult to hear. The Boy reaches for a small pad

of paper and a short pencil.

A VO CE comes through the static once the tune has stopped
repeating. A bad dream



A horrid electronic nightmare of a voice. Distorting,
rarefying, contracting by the whimof the airwaves.

NUMBERS VO CE
One, five, seven, nine, three.
One, five, seven, nine, three..

The Boy nmeticul ously copies the nunbers. He flips a page and
continues as the voice does.

The Boy | ooks small in his room Too young to be doing
anyt hing inportant.

FADE TO
I NT. THE CONSULATE HALLWAY

The Boy shuffles down the marble hallway in his socks. His
paj anmas over his clothes. He swings and then softly lofts a
CLOTH BAG toward the door at the end of the hall. It slides
to a stop near the main door.

When he reaches the door, he sweeps the w ndow sill above
his head for a key. There it is. He swngs the door slowy
to mnimze any creaking. Wen the nmetal resonates with even
this friction, he stops. He squeezes through the opening.

I NT. THE CONSULATE KI TCHEN -- REFRI GERATOR

The Boy pulls a ziplock half full of nmeat fromthe bottom
shelf and puts it into the bag. The door shuts heavy and
solid. No nore light in the kitchen.

EXT. THE CONSULATE -- SECURI TY FENCE

Leani ng agai nst the wought iron fence, the Boy puts on his
shoes. He checks the contents of the bag and quickly pushes
through a | oose bar in the fence. He turns on a flashlight
fromthe bag and di sappears quietly into the darkness.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. STREET

In the city, dogs obey the |law of the jungle. No one wal ks
here at night except for the dogs.

A dog shrieks in the distance.

A SMALL STREET DOG huddl es next to a wall. It hears a sound
of f-screen and scanpers into the night.

Under a lone light pole, a LARGE STREET DOG glides like a
teenage athlete, making a gentle arc. Its shoul ders rol
while it jogs. Its short red fur has several |ong scars and
a few round sores near its hips. The dog | ooks into the dark
and sniffs the air.



EXT. A DRY WELL

The Boy | ooks over the wall at this dog. Still sniffing the
air. The Boy nakes a short whistle.

EXT. STREET

The dog spooks. Lowers its rear end and | ooks around quickly,
running out of the light.

EXT. STREET SURFACE

A piece of neat splats on the street near the dog, and the
dog fl attens.

When not hing el se happens, it stretches its neck toward the
tidbit. A bright spot falls onto the nmeat fromthe Boy's
flashlight.

Anot her piece of neat slaps the pavenent. The Boy whistles
again. Softly.

EXT. THE WVELL

Wth the flashlight held straight over his head, stil
pointing at the neat, the Boy slowy wal ks toward the dog.
The dog is nmagnetized by the neat. Al nobst crying, it cannot
break the attraction of the neat.

The Boy throws anot her piece. The dog junps.
EXT. STREET

The spotlight stays on the neat. The dog licking its |ips.
Leans. Grabs the slice.

FROM THE DARK

Too close, too fast, the Boy scuffs the street with his shoe.
The dog turns its head away fromthe neat and shows its
canines. A raspy grow. The spotlight flicks into the dog's
eyes. Quick steps of the Boy's shoes. They grind to a halt.

THE DOG
Frozen between the neat and the light. Blinded for the nonent.
Its brown eyes glaze. Its neck stretches. It stops eating
t he scrap.

THE BOY' S BAG

Sonet hing wapped in a red rag. The sonething is heavy.
THE DOG S FACE

Wrn, tired, thrilled. Smling. The confused dog breaks down
its mstrust. The salt of the neat nmeans camaraderi e.



The dog covers his canine teeth. Leans toward the snell of
the Boy. Pulling the snell with his nostrils. Wanting to know
nor e.

THE BOY' S HAND

He rai ses up the wadded rag for the dog to snell. C oser.
Al m ng.

STREET -- FROM SOVE DI STANCE

A bright, round blast of light silhouettes the Boy as the
dog's head and body are thrown against the wall. Due to the

di stance, half a second later, the pop. Tinny and unsati sfying
as if heard through a pipe. A short squeal. Then the sound

of the kid's scuffing feet running.

THE BOY
(in horror)
Ahhhhh!

FADE QUT:

The intro to "Get Down Tonight" by KC and the Sunshi ne Band
plays at full volunme in the dark. As if heard through Pioneer
speakers while in the back of a 1977 Ford Econoline 150 Custom
van, two captain's chairs, tinted windows, running |ights

and shag car pet.

KC
Baby, let's get together.
Honey, just me and you.
And do the things--
Ah, do the things
That we |ike to do.

The sound of a 50 year old man's voice in the dark. Your
narrator, THE SPY.

THE SPY (V.Q)
Shit. The kid was nuts, that's for
sure. But if he needed to get to the
dogs, | could have offered hima
better way.

FADE TO
TI TLE: PANAMA CI TY, PANAVA. XMAS, 1989.
EXT. PANAVA CITY SKIES (1989) -- 3 ARW HELI COPTERS
KCis blaring fromthe PA systens of two Huey helicopters
flying in |oose formation with another |arger Chinook. The

hel i copters sil houette against the dregs of a Panamani an
sunset .



HUEY PA SYSTEM
Do a little dance,
Make a little | ove,
Get down tonight.
Get down tonight.

The helicopters pass high above the city, avoiding ground
fire.

HUEY PA SYSTEM ( CONT' D)
Ba- by,
"1l meet you.
Sane place, same tine.

I NT. HUEY #1

Here is the YOUNG VERSI ON OF THE SPY. Back when he was young
and stupid and in the Arny. He wears a mlitary-chic headset,
and bops to KC and the Sunshine Band as if he were listening
in-studio during the recording. As if he were going to punch
into KC, and the band, at any nonent and say what a hit the
song was going to be.

A patch on the dancing shoul der of the young Spy. It says,
"1st Bn, 5th Psyop G oup."” Closer on "PSYOP'. The Spy was a
menber of a Psychol ogi cal Operations unit during the Invasion
of Panama. He is the DJ for this operation.

HUEY PA SYSTEM
Where we get--
W get together
And ease our m nd
. ..

YOUNG SPY (V. Q)
On nmy mark, 30 seconds to |Ice Cream
Truck. "Mark."

Lights fromthe Huey's cockpit controls paint the face of
its mddl e-aged pilot VIRG L.

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
| don't think they can even hear us
at this altitude. What do you think,
Robi n?

INT. HUEY #2 -- COCKPIT

We can see the other two helicopters through the wi nd screen.
The city lights bel ow are sparse.

HUEY #2 PILOT/ ROBIN (V. O.)
Fuck if I know. | wish we had a little
nore firepower and a little |ess
glitz.



HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRGL (V.Q)
["mwi th you, brother. A kinder,
gentler Arny, huh? Over.

HUEY #2 PI LOT/ ROBI N
W are prepared to widen out a bit,
as was our plan. Can you nmake us out
w thout running lights, Virgil?

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
Affirm W're waiting for DJ Baby
Huey here to orchestrate.

The GUNNER for Huey #2 turns to his pilot and sm | es.

HUEY #2 GUNNER
Aw, 1'll take care of you, Captain.

EXT. PANAMA CI TY SKIES -- THE CH NOCK

FI anked by the Hueys, this hul king dual rotor helicopter
seens to list to the right. Onits right side it carries a
| ong narrow tube. Beside the |aunch tube is a hal f-spherica
done. The Chi nook screans past. Huey #1 | oons behi nd.

HUEY PA SYSTEM
Do a little dance,
Make a little | ove,
Get down tonight.
Get down tonight.

| NT. HUEY #1

The young Spy hol ds the headphone on his right ear, like a
backup singer for Al Geen.

YOUNG SPY
Two second fade on ny mark. 5-4-3-2-
1. "mMark."
EXT. HUEY #1 -- PA SYSTEM SPEAKERS
Bel ow t he whine of the rotors...
HUEY PA SYSTEM
Do a little dance,
Make a little | ove,
CGet...down...to-...
KC and the Sunshine Band fades into the night.
| NT. CHI NOOK COCKPI T

The CHINOCK PILOT is calm He flips a toggle switch



CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0O.)
How do we think we are doing here,
Ray? Do you think we're ready for

this thing?

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q.)
No, | don't. W are nowhere near
ready to...

CH NOOX PILOT (V.Q)
(interrupting)
How about you, Freddy?

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
Shit, whatever. Let's do this and
get outta here.

SCOPE

A grainy black and white scope pops to life. A wde, fine
cross sweeps the street.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Systemis online and ready to go.
Over.

| NT. CHI NOOK COCKPI T
The Chinook pilot flips the toggle again.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0O.)
Alright, | was told we were going to
hear sonet hi ng new today gentl enen.
What do you got? I'Il show you m ne,
if you show ne yours.

YOUNG SPY (V.0)
2 Second fade up of "Ice Cream Truck"
on ny mark. 5-4-3..

| NT. HUEY #1
YOUNG SPY (V. O.)
...2-1. "Mark."
EXT. HUEY #1 -- PA SYSTEM SPEAKERS -- "I CE CREAM TRUCK"

From the speakers we begin to hear sonmething sweet, yet
agoni zing. The sound is sinple and clear, as if it had
captured the pain of nenory itself.

This recording is called "Ice Cream Truck"

Thi s tune.
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I NT. CH NOOK

The two weapon specialists | ook at each other. They aren't
sure they hear what they hear.

Ray cl oses his eyes.
The pilot flips his internal conmunication toggle.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0O.)
Boys, let's | ook for subjects. See
any vol unteers?

Toggl es agai n.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.O.) (CONT' D)
Naw, you're all still too close.
Break out about 50 neters nore and
mai ntai n your distance.

EXT. PANAMA CI TY SKI ES
The three helicopters screech past. Spreading out.

HUEY #2 PILOT/ROBIN (V. O.)
Ckay, you gonna unveil your little
toy you' ve been keeping so hush-hush?

EXT. HUEY #1 -- PA SYSTEM SPEAKERS

Pl ayi ng the sweet, dreany tune. The kind that makes nen cry
when they are drunk and |onely and remenber how sinple it
was to want sonet hing when you were a kid.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0O.)
Bot h your Hueys are too damm cl ose.
Get the fuck back. Pronto. You wanna
wat ch the show or be the show? Stay
behind us at all tines, please.

I NT. CH NOOK

The Chi nook pilot toggles his switch again, picking up the
end of what's happening in the back.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
--those ki ds.

UNDERPASS

There is a small crowd of kids fromthe nei ghborhood huddl ed
behi nd the round supports hol ding up the overpass.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. O.) (CONT' D)
What the holy hell do they think
t hey' re doi ng?
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BACK TO CHI NOOK

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
(sarcastic)
Yeah, don't they know there's a war
goin' on here?

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
(laughing a bit)
No shit, Ray. No shit. Wat is this
nmusi c?

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
Freddy. | need you to focus.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
Ckay, but what are the kids doing?

| NT. HUEY #1

The young Spy is calmand smrking. Proud of his work. He
boosts a few pots on his m xing board. Just to tweak.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0Q.)
Bot h Hueys keep to the perineter of
t he colonia. Avoid our port side.
Confirm

The young Spy gives the Chinook pilot a crisp salute.

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
Confi r med.

HUEY #2 PILOT/ROBIN (V.Q)
Confirm-

HUEY #2 GUNNER (V.Q.)
--Takin'" fire, takin' fire.

I NT. CHI NOOK COCKPI T
The Chi nook pilot cranes his neck in search of nuzzle flashes.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.0Q.)
Divert to the perinmeter, but do not
return fire. Do you read ne? This is
our fire fight to start. And besi des,
this ain't shit.

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
Roger that.

HUEY #2 PI LOT/ ROBI N
(to gunner)
Rel ax it, Jacko.
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EXT. EL CHORI LLO

The sturdy Chi nook hovers, confident and high, over the mddle
of a wide, dried grass commons. The poorest nei ghborhood in
Panama City, this place will bear the worst of the Invasion

of Panana.

| NT. CHI NOOK
The two weapon specialists are nearly ready.
SCOPE

One PANAMANI AN BOY has nmade it to the middle of the comons.
Hi s crouching MOTHER follows himat a distance. He is |ooking
up to the PA systemand the Ice Cream Truck

CLOSER

The not her crouches. She fears the helicopters. She is waving
t he boy back toward a tin-roofed shack. She cowers bel ow t he
under pass.

VEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q.)
(frightened)
No. Not her.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
What cha got, Sister Ray?

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
We can recommend a target, Captain.
11 o' cl ock and headed sout h/ sout heast
fromtrees off shanties ahead. Confirm
weapon charge, Ray.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
Weapon charge confirned. But Freddy.
Real | y.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
Really, Ray. | think you're afraid
of the weapon.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
Captain, can you confirmtarget.

The pilot toggles. Speaks into his mke. As if he speaks
into a terrible void. He toggles again.
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CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
Ckay, gentlenen, we've been given
the nod. Target confirmation. Qur
obj ective is before us.

CUT TO
| NT. HUEY #1

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
(to the young Spy)
Where'd the disco go, School boy?
What is your little thing supposed
to do? Incite alien abduction?

The young Spy peers over the bottom of the helicopter's
cl osest w ndow.

YOUNG SPY (V.0Q)
What the hell are they doing?

UNDERPASS
More kids peer from behind the supports.

HUEY #2 PILOT/ ROBIN (V. O.)
I"'mwith the Captain there. Looks
l'ike illegal alien abduction.
(suddenly surprised)
Look, there nust be 15 other kids
over against the east wall.

THE COVMONS

A spotlight follows the nother. Huey #2 cuts to the east.
I NT. CHI NOOK

Suddenly, a SHRILL ALARM

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
Bitch. We're gonna have to fire this
thing off now No matter what. It's
t oo hot.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
G ve ne a countdown, Corporal Mendez.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
Aye. To fire on ny mark. 20-19-18-
17. ..

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. O.)
Hang on... Okay. Here we go.



14.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
W need nore juice fromyour stereo,
br ai ni ac.

The pilot toggles his switch. He toggles another. The al arm
continues to bl eat.

EXT. CH NOOK

The sound of Ice Cream Truck swells to fill the spaces between
t he whi ppi ng rotor bl ades.

But now Ray's voice can be heard counting. Together with the
Ice Cream Truck, the two nmake a sort of dark harnony.

WEAPON SPEC! ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
17-17-17-al ri ght - 16- 15. . .

| NT. HUEY #1

Huey #1 rotates and takes the young Spy out of visual contact
with the nmother. But he hears the countdown over his
br oadcast .

YOUNG SPY (V. Q)
(hearing the count down)
What the fuck?

WEAPON SPEC! ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
.8-7-6. ..

The not her | ooks up at the nunber-reading helicopter. She
yells for the boy. The spotlight stays on her.

CLCSE ON YOUNG SPY
He has full view of the Chi nook now.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY ( CONT' D)
... 4-3-2-1. "Mark."

A HORRI FI C, BUI LDI NG ROAR drowns out all other sounds.

A DEEP RED GLOWreflects in the young Spy's eyes. He can't
| ook anywhere but at the red light. He reaches and flips his
system of f .

FADE QUT:

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. QO.) (CONT' D)
Fucki n ay, Freddy. Fuckin' ay, finish
it. Finish it! You re not gonna quit
now, are you? Finish her! Finish the
goddamm test!
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WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY (V. Q.)
Jesus. \What? What ? Cone back, Ray!
Jesus. Cone in... [then static]

Then we hear only helicopter blades, whipping out of range.
Okay, let's take a nonent. Then..

THE SPY (V. Q)
And THAT is what the Boy coul d have
used on the dog. If he'd just asked.
Shit, his dad's the Anerican Consul.

TITLE: "LUCKY DOG'

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Me? 1'm nobody's son. | don't have
any idea what's going on. |'m doing
no insider trading. I've no hot tips.
No safe bets. | amconpletely in the
dar k.

CUT TGO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL, CHI APAS (2005) -- PARQUE -- AFTERNOON
So finally we nmeet THE SPY, now a youngi sh m ddl e-aged man
with a bit of grey showing in his poorly cut blond hair. He
wears green-lensed Ray Ban aviators and two days worth of
stubble. He is thin, rangy, hollow

THE SPY (V. Q)

And that's where I like it. Yes.
That's where | like it. I'"'mjust a
good soldier. | do ny best to be al
| can be.

The Spy sees a pretty, YOUNG MEXI CAN WOVAN (23) crossing to
an enpty park bench, beneath a shade tree. She puts her purse
down next to her and begins to read a paperback.

THE SPY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Unhh.

The Spy's eyes blink a few tinmes, nervously. Then focus steady
on the woman.

THE SPY ( CONT' D)
A sol dier.

The worman greets her OLDER BOYFRI END (42) as he arrives at

t he bench. The man has conme fromhis work. Strictly Mexican
bureaucratic chic: cell phone and bl ack shoes. He notices
and comments on her novel. They kiss politely. A dog passes.
Sniffs.
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THE SPY (CONT' D)
Nose cl ean

As the Spy watches carefully, the ol der boyfriend pulls his
girlfriend s neck toward him And her waist. They kiss, as
if they are about to begin the beguine. (Birds do it, bees
doit, etc...)

The Spy's face registers nothing. Blank. Just recording.
FADE TGO
EXT. HOTEL SANTO TOVAS -- AFTERNOON

The Spy wal ks into low rent office space in an overgrown,
overrun blue and white col onial building. He noiselessly
bounds up the stairs out of the cool, danp, dark courtyard.

As he reaches a door on the second floor he begins to hear a
voi ce. A worman's voi ce.

LULU (O S.)
At enci 6n.
Uno, nueve, uno. Uno, nueve, uno
Uno, dos. Uno, dos

There is a pause and a strange tune.

It is Ice Cream Truck, but sinplified. It plays a snippet
and repeats. Slowy and awkwardly. The Spy cringes.

LULU (CONT' D)
(to herself, |oudly)
Cofio! Pi nche maqui na.
(gat hering herself)
At enci on.
Seis, seis, siete. Seis, seis, siete
Uno, nueve. Uno, nueve.

The Spy passes and enters a door around the corner.
INT. LA OFICINA -- THE SPY'S DESK

A good-sized closet wth a swvel chair, a half-desk, a two
way mrrored portal, and a rack of thin electronic equipnent.
He sits at the desk so that he can shut the door. Onh-so-
quietly.

Through the portal he can see the Numbers Wman, LULU, in
the recording room She is inaudible, until he puts on a
VWA I-1ike headset with m crophone.

LULU
Tres, tres, ocho. Tres, tres, ocho
Dos, uno. Dos, uno.
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He pulls down a small synthesizer keyboard: 8 white keys, 4
bl ack. He lowers a slider on a mxing board on the wall.
When it is again time for LulU to hanmmer through her version
of Ice Cream Truck the Spy plays the tune on his keyboard
instead. Hers is useless to her. Through the portal, she is
confused, |ooking around her room

VI EW FROM THE RECORDI NG ROOM

The Spy hits an automatic dinmmer that lights his face for
Lul 4. She throws her head back in cursing he can't hear. He
smles and chuckl es. Because, what can you do?

BACK TO SCENE

He repeats the snippet over and over. She pulls her headset
down to her shoulders. Wbrn out. The pressure is gone.

He fades out Ice Cream Truck and ends the transm ssion.
EXT. OUTSI DE OFFI CE
The Spy turns the corner.

THE SPY
Lul U? Lul 0?

The door is swi nging. Open.
THE SPY (CONT' D)

(realizing)
I... just wanted to say...

The headset is on a chair.

THE SPY (CONT' D)
... how nmuch better you're doing.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. PARQUE -- THE NEXT MORNI NG

A street vendor plays a MJSI CAL TRI ANGLE as he and his bucket
pass a row of benches in the park.

THE SPY (V. Q)
That's some kind of cracker-y thing.
To eat. Not supposed to be very good,
but I can't say. |'ve never tried
it.

There is the shrill sound of a PANPIPE. A bicycle passes.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
That guy sharpens knives.

A bicycle cart passes, |oaded with |arge WATER BOTTLES.
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WATER VENDOR
AAAAAAAAAAAAgua! AAAAAAAAAAAAgua!

THE SPY (V. Q)
You can get that one, right? Here
vendors have to call right through
the thick walls of the old Spanish
col oni al homes.

EXT. PARQUE BUS STOP

The park is lively in the crisp norning. Beneath a distant
row of trees LulU hurries toward a bus stop. She |ooks |ike
she's headed to a job interview Struggling heels, wet hair
and a clinging black skirt.

THE SPY (V. Q)
She really was beginning to get it.
I mean |'mnot sure how hard it is
to read a few nunbers and play a
l[ittle tune, but sone people...

EXT. PARQUE

The Spy is watching froma park bench. Still behind his green
| enses. H's hair seens pressed against his head on one side.
He runs a few fingers through it.

THE SPY (V.0Q.)
Sone peopl e doubt thenselves. If
only she knew. ..

A Mexi can teenage boy wal ks past the Spy with perfectly gelled
hair. Rushing for his bus.

THE SPY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Like I said, I don't even know. And
| don't want to. | just manage the
l[ittle operation.

A coupl e of street dogs arc around the benches, necks | owering
their heads to catch the early norning snells. One stops.
Sniffs. Myves on.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
And | guess | could i magi ne what
t hese nmessages m ght say. But | don't.

The bi gger of the two peeks at the Spy fromaround a | ow
wal | .

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
I call it "snoke". Though those Apache
si gnal men probably knew what their
semaphor es neant.
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A group of buses |eave the side of the park. Another vendor
calls out. Exhaust hangs in the air. Swirling.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
I like it because snoke eventual ly
bl ows away wi thout a trace. Me?
get the Iist of nunbers. In the mail
Qut in the open. W put on our little
show. Riveting stuff.

The bi gger dog approaches and slowy | eans toward the Spy.
The Spy gives hima gentle pat to his head and ruffles his
col | ar.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Throw in a bit of nusic for the nusic
| overs. The thing goes out over the
shortwave to Idon'tknowho for
[ don' tknowwhy telling them
I don' t knowwhat. And that's the beauty
of snoke.

The dog | ooks up at the Spy and snells his breath.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
| don't know what my nessages say
because | don't have the one-time-
pad they use to deci pher them Each
nmessage has its own code--and it's
used only once.

He sl aps the dog's rear and sends himon his way.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Conpl ete conpartnentalization. Onh,
didn't | say "sending nmessages 'to
agents'"? "To agents in the field"?
On their own as far as I...

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- MORNI NG

THE SPY (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
.As far as | can tell.

The Spy wal ks in the shade down a narrow colonial street. On
the street, a few burros, bicycle carts, autonobiles. On the
sides, the cochineal red head scarves, a grey and white
rebozo, the purple and yell ow and orange striped dress of a
di stant pueblo. A black stocking cap with a faded red star.
The city is alive.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Cone to think of it, there was
probably a transm ssion or two for
what | was told to do in Panama back
in 1989. But to whonf
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EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- CORNER -- CONTI NUOUS

The Spy takes a small poster out of his pack and tacks it
onto blue and red masks and inflated chests: a thick pile of
Lucha Libre posters curling up fromthe sun.

THE SPY (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
See, once again, that's the beauty
of snoke.

Hi s poster is a want ad for an "assistant".

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
"Wanted: O fice Assistant. Mist be
good- | ooki ng, wear high heels, make
cof fee."

The sign doesn't say this. But, it, too, doesn't reveal
anyt hi ng about the nature of the position. Wen the tine
comes, neither will the Spy.

He turns the corner and wal ks further down the street.
EXT. HOTEL SANTO TOVAS

The Spy pushes his way into the screeching gates of his
office. The forner luxury hotel, Hotel Santo Tomés. Now a
bot ani cal garden for the weeds of southern Mexico.

THE SPY (V. Q)

They began using shortwave for nunbers
transm ssions back in the 70s...

(figuring)
Before the end of Vietnanf? Messages
t o Canbodi a?

(back on track)
They had used shortwave before, but
not with a one-tinme-pad. And together,
you have the nost unbreakabl e nessage
transm ssion systemon Earth. That's
what they told us in Psyop Training
anyway.

He wal ks up the stairs to the second floor oficina. The only
wor king offices in the courtyard.

THE SPY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
To be an agent or a spy? It's sinple.
You have to be able to keep a secret.

He opens the door to the recording room Lull's former room
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I NT. RECORDI NG ROOM -- CONTI NUOUS

THE SPY (V. Q)
(conti nui ng)
Do you know how hard it is to keep a
secret? To keep a secret when it
begs to be tol d?

He begins to clean up after Lulu. Trash bag. Sidral soda
bottle with straw. Her book.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Do you know how lonely it is to keep
a secret?

He picks a long, dark hair off the desk. Puts it into the
bag sl owy.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
You can tell nme. | don't know who
you are, or where you are, or why
you need to know.

He unplugs the headset and winds the cable into a neat coil.
EXT. OQUTSI DE OFFI CE -- CONTI NUOUS

The Spy vigorously sweeps the dust fromthe recording room
onto the wal kway.

THE SPY (V. Q)

(conti nui ng)
It's anot her achi evenent of Cold War
i ngenuity. These nunbers broadcasts.
The Sov--the Russians, the Cubans,
the Eastern Bl oc: former Yugoslavs,
former Czechol ovacs, former Pol acs--
just kidding, former East Germans,
t hese places are still punping out
nmessages. How many are real ?

He | ooks down over the railing into the unreclaimed courtyard
bel ow.

THE SPY (V.O.) (CONT' D)
How many are just noise? And how
much traffic can fit within a nornal
nunber of transm ssions w thout
visibly increasing traffic?

He sweeps the office detritus over the side. The dust swirls
in the orange light like a tw sting ani mated bear.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
O course NATO still uses nunbers,

snoke.
( MORE)
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THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
And the conpany still uses snoke.
Probably nore than anyone. The
conmpany. You like that? The Conpany?

I NT. LA OFI CI NA -- CONTI NUQUS

Inside his office the Spy begins to organize hinself for
anot her "show'. Cables shifting. Keyboard in place. Levels
change.

THE SPY (V. Q)
The conpany uses it because it's
cheap. And unbreakable. Wy would it
need anything el se? Wen the best
sol ution costs not hing?

He pulls a slip of paper fromhis pants pocket. Flattens it
out on the desktop. Numbers sets.

He plugs in a keypad. And finally, he noves the m crophone
up and away.

There it is: lce Cream Truck. He plays it unconsciously on
t he keyboard. He pushes a button on the top of the keyboard.

Each nunber sounds clipped, taken froma recording of Lull's
Voi ce.

LULU (V. Q)
At enci 6n.
Uno. Tres. Tres. Uno. Tres. Tres.
Nueve. Nueve. Nueve. Nueve.

For each of the nunmbers Lul U speaks, the Spy is pushing a
nunber on the keypad in front of him Tracking the nunbers
fromthe paper list, ticking themoff with a small pencil.

LULU (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Cuatro. Nueve. Cinco.
Cuatro. Nueve. Cinco.
Dos. Uno. Dos. Uno.

Pushi ng nunmbers on the keypad.

LULU (V. O.) (CONT' D)
Cinco. Seis. Siete.
Cinco. Seis. Siete.
Ccho. Ocho. Ccho. Ccho.

EXT. PARQUE -- AFTERNOON
A young couple sits on a park bench. The young woman | eans

her head onto the man's | ap. She stretches her feet the length
of the bench.
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LULU (V. Q)
Seis. Seis. Ccho.

Seis. Seis. Ccho.
Dos. Uno. Dos. Uno.

They haven't conme up for air in sone tinme. Lips sealing to
['ips I'ike plunbing.
LULU (V. O.) (CONT' D)
At enci On.
Nueve. Ccho. Cinco. Nueve. Ccho.
Ci nco. G nco. Dos. G nco. Dos.

The Spy is sitting across fromthe couple. Under a tree. In
t he shade. Just | ooking.

Cl oser on the young worman. Her eyes open. Looking into his.
LULU (V. Q) (CONT' D)
Seis. Siete. Seis. Cuatro. Dos.
Seis. Siete. Seis. Cuatro. Dos.
Her neck arches, her chin tilts upward.

And finally-- Ice Cream Truck. The sinple tune that denotes
the end of the transm ssion.

The Spy stares through his green |l enses. Blinking back nmenory.
Ice Cream Truck plays over and over again. Slowy and sinply.
The coupl e have finished their kiss. The young woman tw sts
her head to hear what the man is saying to her. Her shirt
tails have been creeping up. She pulls them back down and
scrunches her nose at the Spy.

The Spy continues to stare, |ost behind the green.
Conpartnental i zed even from hi nsel f.

lce Cream Truck wafts into the trees. In his head.
FADE TO
EL ORBE HEADLI NE: [EZLN PRACTI CALLY A THI NG OF THE PAST]

PHOTO. SUBCOVANDANTE | NSURGENTE MACROS, SMOKI NG Pl PE FROM
BEH ND HI S BLACK SKI MASK

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL SQUARE -- MORNI NG -- SHOESHI NE STAND

There is a man sitting at the shoeshine stand. Behind the
newspaper. Under the shade. H s face is behind the newspaper.

He |likes his shoes to be clean. Just |ike his father did.
H's nother told himthis.
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He sits under blue and white stripes, keeping his head in
the shade. He sits on a red sparkle seat. The nman who shi nes
hi s shoes works hard. As he shines the shoes, he tries to
see just what is wong with this man's face.

EXT. HOTI CART -- A BIT LATER

There is a wde cart with food init. A bicycle cart, just

i ke home. The pots are full and steam ng. The cart is orange.
The food snells good. The guy wants to | ook at the man's

face, too. He does not want to get caught doing it. The guy
smles.

H S SHOES GLI STEN

Shiny bl ack shoes. These belong to the man. They have bel onged
to himfor a long tinme. He doesn't know who wore them before.
They have gotten himto San Cristédbal. And now they are clean
and polished. And he is wearing his black pants. Creased.

THE MAN S HEAD
The man orders by pointing and saying

THE MAN
Este. Este. Este. Este.

The back of his head | ooks normal enough. But the guy facing
hi m | ooks scared. Hi s eyes nove around a |ot. Away fromthe
man' s face.

HOT CART GUY
Uno taco de carnitas, una enpanada
de papas con chorizo, una gordita de
res, una de pollo con sal sa verde.
Al go nas? Para tomar?

THE NMAN
Una coca.

HOT CART CGUY
i Conb no!

The straw bubbles in the coke bottle.
THE MAN S FACE

The man's |ips suck hard on the straw. Hi s face does not

| ook good. The man has been in a bad accident. Hi s face has
burns on it. Hs hair starts high up on his forehead. Hi's
nose is different. Probably because of the burnings. The man
is 30 years old. He |l ooks nice in his suit. It is black. It
fits | oose. There are earphones in his ears.

He thinks he will eat right there. The nman eats fast. Like
he is very hungry and hasn't eaten for a long tine. He won't
waste any of his food. He licks it off of his hands.
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HOT CART GUY ( CONT' D)
Servilleta?

The guy hands hi m a napki n.
DI SSCLVE TO

EXT. FORWARD OPERATI NG BASE, PANANA (1989) -- LATE AFTERNOON - -
HELI COPTER HANGAR

The Chinook G- 47 rests on its gear in a hangar in the heat.
A grey HumVee is parked in front of the hangar door. The
l'ights are blazing inside the hangar. A HELI COPTER MECHANI C
pul s a hand truck past the Hum Vee and toward the Chi nook.
Fol | ow hi minsi de past ANOTHER MECHANI C.

ANOTHER MECHANI C
(i nside hangar)
Do you know that we are waiting for
your part of this assenbly? Wen is
this m ssion--

You' ve seen Freddy before.

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ FREDDY
Let himbring it. Just get it right.
W | eave in an hour.

It is not easy to see what they are working on.

ANOTHER MECHANI C
Geat. Just drop it on "em That's
what it'll be ready for in an hour

The Chinook pilot tips up his cap, |ooks up fromhis chair
to the worrying nmechanic.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. CHI NOCK COCKPI T -- EVEN NG

The Chinook pilot has the engi nes warm ng up. Behind him
t he weapons specialists and the nmechanics bicker. He is set
to go.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
Yes, sir. It's strapped on. Let's
see if it stays on.
(toggl es and turns)

Wap it up clowns. | don't give a
fuck if that thing nmakes it hone or
not. Hey "Clent, I amordering you

to clear out of nmy cabin now

The nechanic is worn out. He is finished, as finished as he
can be. He picks up his tools fromthe floor of the helicopter.
And | eaves.
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The Chi nook weapons team keeps wor ki ng.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V. Q) (CONT' D)
(toggles, calm
Okay friends, are we ready for this
one?

Seen through the w ndscreen of the Chinook the young Spy
wheel s his equipment to the waiting door of his Huey. The PA
speakers are permanently attached to the underside of the

hel i copter.

The Chi nook whi nes under its payload. Its new weapon.
| NT. HUEY #1 -- LATER

The young Spy is still putting things together behind the
cockpit.

YOUNG SPY
W' ve got - -

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (V.Q)
You' ve got about twelve clicks.

The Huey's engine is warning.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
(to nmechanic)

...So what am | supposed to do, fly
it dipping to the right like this?
If you'd get your ass out of your
head and think about flying--you're
a helicopter nmechanic, is that right
Ser geant ?

HUEY #2 PILOT/ ROBIN (V. O.)
Bot h Hueys ready to dust it.

YOUNG SPY (V.0)
(to his pilot)
| just need two clicks. Maybe none
if it keeps up like this.

HUEY #2 GUNNER (V. Q)
(softly)
| just need two chicks. Over.

I NT. CHI NOOK COCKPIT -- N GHT -- NEARI NG EL CHORI LLO
There are little nmetal pings behind the pilot's seat.

HUEY PA SYSTEM
Do a little dance,
Make a little | ove,
Get down tonight.
Get down tonight.
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The pilot |ooks for flashes out his w ndow.

CHI NOCK PI LOT

(calmy)
Taking a couple of hits here. Smal
arms. Don't want to open up the rear
gun if we don't have to. Anyone?

(pause)
You two ready to put a quarter in
t he j ukebox?

| NT. HUEY #2

Pointing his machine gun out the Huey's door, the gunner
opens up and lights up

HUEY #2 GUNNER
Shiiiiiiiiiiit. Near that rooftop
unit.

HUEY PA SYSTEM
Ba- by,

"1l meet you.
Sane place, same tine...

The machi ne gun chugs.
DI SSCLVE TO;
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL, CHI APAS (2005) -- PARQUE -- AFTERNOON

The man with the black suit sits on a park bench. He is
listening. In his earphones. There is sonething in his hand.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET

The suit is stiff when he wal ks. He puts sonething in his
j acket pocket. He keeps his hand on it.

Hi s earphones. They | et him hear.

Birds do not sound |ike birds. People do not sound Iike
people. He thinks it all sounds |ike water. He hears the
wat er .

EXT. CAFE LA FE -- BU LDI NG I N BAD SHAPE

An old building is falling down. Its door is nade of sheet
netal. The man | ooks through its walls.

It is easy to hear the water. The man passes the SLOPPY MAN
fromel Patroncito's photo. The sloppy man is noving. The
sl oppy man turns to speak. And screeches |ike water.

THE CLI CKER
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In the man's hand. A small thing that counts. It counts
things. It counts backwards. Wien the man gets to zero, he
i s finished.
THE SLOPPY MAN
Speaking to the man who counts. The water roars.

SLOPPY MAN
| wonder if you could tell ne...

THE CLI CKER

The thing that counts counts the sloppy nman. The sl oppy nman
is seventeen. The Cicker clicks from'018 to '017'.

"EL CLI QUERO THE MAN WHO COUNTS W TH THE CLI CKER"

The man, EL CLI QUERO, counts the sloppy nman. He is close to
the metal door. He |ooks at the sloppy man and bl i nks.

SLOPPY MAN ( CONT' D)
I"msorry. Habl o ahh? Pro--

El diquero pushes the sloppy man into the netal door. The
nmetal door opens. The sl oppy man | ands inside. He is inside
Café La Fe. There are lots of weeds in there. And broken
glass. And netal. And ants. Plenty of dirt.

The sl oppy man tries to touch el Ciquero. He is scared. He
tries to push himaway. There is a lot of water. It sounds
i ke water.

THE HEARI NG AI D

The sl oppy man touches el diquero' s stomach. He pulls the
ear phones out of the old hearing aid. He doesn't nean to.
But he is frightened.

Now t he water is gone. The screeching is gone.

EL CLI QUERO

El diquero, the man who eats |ike he hasn't had food in a
long tinme, pushes the sloppy man down into the dirt. He pushes
the man's hands down. He can't hear what the man says.

He hol ds the man by his neck. The man is hurting.

He is so far fromthe water

EXT. CAFE LA FE -- BU LDI NG I N BAD SHAPE

There is a small pop. There is a flash of |ight inside the
nmetal door. El diquero opens the door and wal ks away.
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The sl oppy man doesn't conme with him
DI SSOLVE TGO

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL SQUARE -- LATE AFTERNOON -- SHOESHI NE
STAND

El diquero is sitting at the shoeshine stand. Behind the
newspaper. Under the shade. H's face is behind the newspaper.

He |ikes his shoes to be clean. Just |like his father did.
H s nother told himabout his father.

The man who shi nes his shoes works hard.

HARD WORKER
[ At which sl aughterhouse do you work?]

The man smles at el Ciquero. He works hard to clean the
shoes.

Soapy bl ood runs off the shoes. The square is dirty, too. It
doesn't matter.

El diquero reads a newspaper.
EL ORBE HEADLI NE: [FOX: MARCOS IS A CANCER | N REM SSI ON|
FADE TO

INT. ELECTRIC UTILITY VAN -- MORNING -- THE SPY' S OTHER JOB

The Spy drives with his el bow hangi ng out the w ndow of an
ol d Mexican van. The cool air snells like the trees. Cars
pass and the headlights shine through the cracked w ndshi el d.
The Spy wears worn tan coveralls and cap. "Electricidad para
el Progreso Mexi cano”

THE VAN

As it noves through the city, the van carries al um num pol es
and coils of cable. It has a sign: Al unbrado Publico, Public
Wring.

CUT TGO
EXT. PARQUE -- AFTERNOON
The Spy sits on a bench in the shade. The coveral |l s gone.
His black t-shirt says: ["Looking for a Grilfriend with Car"].

The line fromhis cap still shows in his hair. He patiently
wat ches.

WOVAN W TH HEELS

A SHORT WOVAN wal ks with a heavy, wrapped pack on her head.
The calf muscles in her |egs.
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She wears shining black strapped high heels.

A bony dog slinks behind her, watching the pack. Suddenly

t he dog shrieks. And the sound of a rock bouncing on the
pavenent. The dog curls itself and wal ks with a catch bel ow
its ribs. Linping.

A MJTE BOY runs up to the short wonman, pointing back to the
dog and holding out his hand. She pats his head and keeps
novi ng.

THE CURB

A gl ossy red 1968 Chevy Chevelle stops near the park. The
driver seens tired. Its pipes reverberate. Its back end is
still intraffic. A bus honks its horn. The driver closes
his eyes and | eans his head on the steering wheel.

SPYI NG
Crani ng, the Spy watches the car.
THE CURB

The driver |ooks into the park as an econony-si zed police
car pulls up behind his Chevelle. It puts its lights on and
honks the universal heavy police honk.

FROM THE FRONT

The driver looks up into his mrror and shifts in one clean
novenent. The Chevelle squeals its worn rear tires and |urches
forward into traffic. To cover hinself, the driver thrusts

his hand out his window-to wave at the police car. Mire
honking fromthe traffic behind him

THE BENCH
The Spy follows the Chevelle down the street with his eyes.

LULU (V. Q)

(clipped)
Uno. Seis. Cinco. Uno. Seis. Cinco
Dos. Nueve. Dos. Nueve.

DI SSOLVE TGO
I NT. THE CONSULATE -- THE BOY' S ROOM -- AFTERNOON

A different sinple tune. Flat and tinny in the darkened room
Through the Boy's headphones. The Boy is at his desk.

NUMBERS VO CE
Si x, one, one, three, nine.
Si x, one, one, three, nine.
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He is trying to tune the SWradio. The Engli sh-speaking
nunbers voi ce passes, fading out.

THE NOTE, THE LCD TUNER
A SWradio frequency witten hastily on a note. The LCD
nunbers of the SWradio pause and flit past the target
frequency. He just can't get it.
SW RADI O
The Boy bends the antenna to find the frequency. Still can't.
Wait, there is Ice Cream Truck. The digits show the frequency:
6900. For just a nonent. And then it's gone.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- EARLY MORNI NG -- CONVERTI BLE
The Boy sits quietly in the passenger seat of a 1992 Chrysler
LeBaron convertible. Red. He has been waiting a long tine.
He is tired. For whomis he waiting?
He rubs his eyes. Just a wall. Sheet nmetal wall.

DI SSOLVE TGO
THE BOY AND HI S BAG OF JUl CE
The Boy is wandering back to the car with a bag of juice.
The sun blares, even at this hour. The juice gl ows orange.
The Boy nmekes it back to the car. Still no one.
THE CAR RADI O

The Boy turns on the radi o. Reverb announcer and brass band.
The car door is still open.

SHEET METAL WALL

The Boy gets out to | ook between the gaps in the sheet netal.
Into the weeds behind the wall. There are paths and | ean-
tos. Athin colum of snoke rises. Soneone's breakfast.

He sees a man behind the wall. Deep in the weeds. The man is
Mexican. Suit. Curly hair. Mistache. The Boy begins to cal
out to the man, his Uncle Arsenio, but hesitates.

Because he sees another man. A nenacing man with a terribly
burnt face. Hs uncle talks with el diquero.

THE RED LEBARON
The Boy gets back into the car quickly. Cicks off the radio.
GAP I N THE WALL
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His uncle clinbs through the wall. A piece of it snags his
pants and pulls one |leg up over the top of his thin socks. A
smal | rip.

THE RED LEBARON

Through a long straw the Boy slurps the last of his juice
fromthe bag. His uncle looks in fromthe driver's side
wi ndow.

UNCLE ARSENI O
Sobrino, did you get ne one?

The Boy sl urps, but he doesn't respond.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
A juice? None |eft, huh? You probably
woul dn't share anyway, huh?

Arsenio swings into the driver's seat.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
You don't mnd if we give soneone
el se a ride, do you?

Aghast, the Boy | ooks back over his shoul der quickly. Looking
for the strange man from behind the wall

But there's no one there. Arsenio |aughs as the car pulls
away fromthe curb.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
i Un avent 6n!

EXT. THE CONSULATE -- LATER -- GATES

The consul ate conmpound gates swi ng open to let the red LeBaron
pass.

I NT. THE CONSULATE KI TCHEN

Arsenio and the Boy wal k into the kitchen. The Boy's father,
MR, ELSWORTH, CONSUL GENERAL is here. He is 55, grey mlitary
haircut, trim Al abama accent.

ELSWORTH
I[f it isn"t "Qur Men in San
Cristébal." Did you have a good..?
Bye. ..

The Boy wal ks past Elsworth and toward the stairs.

UNCLE ARSENI O
He woul dn't eat anyt hing.

THE STAI RS
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The Boy wal ks up the stairs with his backpack.
ELSWORTH (O. S.)
(to uncle)
Do you have any idea? It's no
di fferent here.
DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. THE CONSULATE ROCF -- N GHT

The Boy steps through his wi ndow onto a | edge. He carries a
long coil of wire. Antenna wre.

I NT. THE BOY' S ROOM
He steps back through the window and into his room Running
the wire fromthe window to his desk. He waps it around a
screw on the wall. Then he connects the antenna to his radio.
THE SHORT WAVE RADI O
Flipping it on, the Boy settles into his seat. Overall, the
signal is much nore pronounced, clear. Still nothing is
br oadcasti ng from 6900.
THE FLOOR
The Boy lies on the floor of his room Exhausted.

DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- NI GHT
A dog cries out for conpanionship in the distance. There is
a half-noon lowin the sky. A howl, closer. Footsteps in the
dar k.
THE BACKPACK

It gently thunp-slaps the Boy's back. He lopes, in a crouch,
toward a dry grassy knoll.

EXT. THE GRASSY KNOLL

The Boy is still in his school uniform He is covered with
dust and dry grass. He falls to one knee and opens his pack.

DOGS LOCK SMALL I'N THE DI STANCE

They swirl around in the mdst of courting each other. Snarls
and yips. Fish in a barrel.

WALL NEAR THE KNOLL

A decaying wall follows the street that runs by the knoll.
Street |anps nake circles on the black street.
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A dog trots down the sidewal k.

THE BOY

The dog on the sidewal k startles the Boy. He noves to the
edge of the wall, past the entrance to the knoll.

THE DOG

It is a dog froma house. You can tell fromits eyes. And
its collar. A nmediumsized dog, a nutt with [ight brown fur
and dark, expressive eyebrows. Now the expression is

trepi dation.

THE WALL

The Boy gives a greeting with his eyes. Overstating. The dog
is wary. It begins to back up. The Boy offers neat. The dog
is frightened, but can snell the nmeat. It crouches. Unsure.
The Boy flings the nmeat gently in front of the dog. The dog
wants to snarl, to protect the neat. But it can't.

THE DOG S FACE

It | ooks down to the neat.

Fromthe Boy there cones a whistle. It is the Ice Cream Truck
tune. A wisp of the tune. Like the w nd.

The dog | ooks up to the Boy.
THE BOY' S GUN
He pulls the pistol fromthe backpack. Aligns it to his eye
slowmy as he whistles. His eyes are wide. Blinking, he pulls
the trigger.
There is a blinding sphere of |ight.

FADE TGO
EXT. HOT CART -- LATE AFTERNOON
El diquero eats at the cart again. He stands by the cart.
He stares at the people who wait for food. And he eats. He
hears water.

CUT TGO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL SQUARE -- LATER -- EL CLI QUERO

He is wal king. Hand in his pocket. Walking is slow The water
i s crashing.

THE TREES
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He | ooks into the tops of trees. Broken balloons and kite
string hangi ng down.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NSERT: PHOTO OF AN AMERI CAN MAN W TH A CANE AND STRAW HAT.
STRI PED SUI T.

CAMBI O

There is a noney-changing place. El diquero walks to it. A
man in tan shorts | ooks at him

EXTRANERO #1
...Ho-la...

And t hen passes.
The water is in his head.
THE CLI CKER
The counter stays on '013'
CUT TO
I NT. SAN CRI STOBAL BUS -- LATER

El diquero rides an old bus. He is standing. A gringa woman
wal ks by himand sits.

THE CLI CKER
The counter stays on '013'

CUT TO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- LATER

A poor Mexican man bunps into el diquero. He | ooks at the
horri bl e face.

CUT TGO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL BUSI NESS OFFI CES -- LATER
Three nmen wal king. One is gringo, one is Japanese. One is
Mexican rich man. The rich man wears a baseball hat and a
suit. No cane.
He is part of the neo-liberalist destruction of the world.
THE CLI CKER

The counter stays on '013'. His sister was thirteen when she
[ eft hone.
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THE RICH MAN S FACE
Slow y noves past el diquero. Laughing.
But el Ciquero hears only water. And a hacki ng echo.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. PARQUE -- EVEN NG
The Spy sits in his van, watching the evening shadows creep
across the park. He sees the hot cart, but no one is buying.
The hot cart guy is reading a newspaper and snoki ng.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- NI GHT
The Spy is wal king toward Hotel Santo Tomés. The shadows
have taken over. Cars blur past. One car lights up the other
side of the street. There is a skulking little boy in his
school uniform Wth a heavy backpack.
Smoot hly, the Spy shifts to the Boy's side of the street,
but keeps a good m ni mum di stance. The Boy sl ouches forward
as he wal ks. Deep within hinself.
The Boy turns down the next street.
NEXT STREET

It's late and odd to see a young school boy out wal ki ng. But
no one notices.

It's the bag that seens to attract the Spy's attention. The
bul gi ng bag thunpi ng agai nst his back. The Boy hunched
forward.

At the corner, he disappears.

CORNER

The Spy nmekes it to the corner and watches.

The Boy wal ks toward a dead end. The houses here are half-
finished. Rebar extends into the night sky. Swaying.

THE BOY

In disjointed nonments, the Boy is flipping nmeat to a dog.
The Boy is funbling for a zipper behind his back.

He is noving slowy, watching the dog's eyes.

Rai si ng the pistol.
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Too fast. Sickening.
THE SPY

At first cannot believe his eyes. He's just watching.
Recordi ng. Then he becones nervous. Frustrated. Afraid that
the Boy is going to--to what? He's afraid to speak, to stop
it. To start it.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- CONTI NUOUS

In the distance, |ike mniatures, the Boy raises the pistol
in his hand and shoots the dog. The dog slans into a wall
beside the street. But it bounces. Part of its nuzzle is
gone and it tries to shake. Watever it is that's causing
this feeling. To shake it off.

It ends up sitting drunkenly. Its bloody neck tw tching. Up.
Up. Up. Twi tching up.

THE SPY (Q.S.)
(to hinself)
Oh- god- no.

Until the Boy shoots it again.
CUT TO
EXT. PANAVA CI TY SKIES (1989) -- N CGHT -- FLASHBACK

From bel ow, a helicopter blade cuts through the night,
reflecting the people scattering in all directions. Ice Cream
Truck filters through in slow notion audio.

I NT. CH NOOK COCKPI' T

Radio static rises fromthe droning Ice Cream Truck. The
Chi nook pilot speaks into his headset.

CHI NOOK PILOT (V.Q.)
(softly into radio)
--That's what | told him Yes. W're
t here, yeah. Okay, you aren't going
to get the confirmation, are you?

WEAPON SPECI ALI ST/ RAY (V. Q)
Captain? This is it. W're set to go
within a 2 click radius. Over.
EXT. EL CHORILLO -- THE UNDERPASS

A boy has shot out fromthe underpass and has run to a
deserted street corner.

THE MOTHER
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Hi s not her approaches himlike a street dog approaches neat.
She sees the helicopter comng to themand she frantically
waves her hands to get the boy to return to her within the
saf ety of the underpass.
HER FACE
Her beautiful face, |ong eyel ashes checki ng upward, tim ng
t he oncom ng helicopter and her chances for getting himand
for getting back.
She screans.

MOTHER
Virgilio! Ven acd Vengaaaaaaa!

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREETS -- NI GHT

Wake up. EI diquero tells hinself that he nust wake up.
Fi nish the job

El diquero walks in the night. One piece altogether. He is
ready. Hand in pocket.

Car com ng from behind. Parking ahead.
THI'S | S NUMBER TWELVE

A DRUNKEN GRINGO in lights. Stunbling. Near corner. Wth his
cane. Striped suit.

DRUNKEN GRI NGO
QGooh baby. . .

PARKI NG CAR

Man and woman in car. Yelling. Door opens. Ruining the chance.
Wnman on street. Yells.

STREET LI GHTS

Keep still. El diquero stops wal king. Just past the circle
of light. In the dark. Near wall.

The drunken gringo is noving past the car. He | ooks back.
Wants to sit.

THE CAR NEAR THE CURB

The woman sl aps at her man's face. Another. The drunk sees
her .

DRUNKEN GRI NGO ( CONT' D)
Noooo. No, please don't do that...
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She st ops.
Anot her. Anot her. Like his nother.
THE DARK
Hi s target wal ks, tw sting back. Looking to the car.

DRUNKEN GRI NGO ( CONT' D)
Noo. That hurts a man

THE CLI CKER

012.

THE WALL

Bl ack suit. Arm sweeps drunk to wall. To iron bars. A gate.
Sl oppy. Small pop lights up el diquero and drunk's face.
Mout h open. Now bel i evi ng.

The drunk's shirt burns. He lies on sidewal k.

Car alarms. A cane.

THE CAR NEAR THE CURB

The worman yel ling. Stopped. No slaps. Yelling to the drunk.
Angry. Stupid.

CUT TO
EL ORBE HEADLI NE: [ ACCEPTI NG FOX' S CHALLENGE?]
PHOTO THE DRUNKEN GRI NGO S BURNT AND BLOODY SHI RT.
DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. CAFETERI A EL AMARI LLO -- NIGHT -- EL PATRONCI TO

A different night. El Patroncito is sitting at his usua
table. Saucer and silver arranged in their rigid grid.

He stares straight ahead.

EL PATRONCI TO
[ You know Subcomandant e | nsurgente
Marcos. OF this | amsure. You know
who he is. Have | ever told you ny
t heory about Monsi eur Marcos?]

Smoke | eaks fromhis nostrils as he drags his cigarette.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[My theory is that he is alittle
desperate. He is a little bit afraid.
( MORE)



40.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
He feels that he has been witing
t oo many books and playing too many
foot bal | games and screwi ng too many
wonen. He feels that his revolution
is going to be crushed because he
isn't a rebel. He doesn't know how
to fight. He only knows how to talKk.
As a man, this is ny theory.]

Drinks coffee. Dries npustache.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[I have tried for nonths to figure
out why he wants you to do these
things. --Ch yes. It is Subcom Marcos
hi msel f who asks me to talk with
you. But why? Why at all would this
intellectual turn to the sort of
viol ence that you can unl eash? Perhaps
he thinks that books are not working.
But | think he is terribly desperate.]

He | ooks up, checking.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ You see, this is why you are so
inmportant. This is why you nust never
be caught. Because with your
i mprisonnent, and torture, no doubt,
you put the entire novenent at risk.]

Pulls a long wallet out of his jacket. A photo.
EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[Here is your next. You have only
two days. Two tinmes the pay.]
He slides eight crisp 50 Peso notes across the table.
DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. CAFETERI A EL AMARI LLO -- LATER

El diquero wal ks out of the shadows. Leaving the cafeteria.
Still hungry.

FADE TGO
EXT. AN UNI MPORTANT CHI APAS STATE GOV' T BLDG -- MORNI NG
A lifeless, stuccoed white office lowrise is beginning to

buzz with human activity. Like parking. Cellphones and
newspapers. Light weight suits.
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I NT. GOV' T BLDG -- AN UNI MPORTANT FLOOR -- CONTI NUOUS

Up a few flights of stairs, there is a floor with a front
desk, a water cooler, a hallway of offices for the up-and-
comng and a main roomw th desks for the rest.

A young PROFESSI ONAL WOMAN #1 waits in a chair by the front
desk. She is admrably early for her appointnent.

The FRONT DESK SECRETARY returns to her desk fromthe hallway.

FRONT DESK SECRETARY
[He's ready for you now. Please follow
ne. ]

The secretary waves the young woman and her new Chi nese
bri ef case down past the water cooler to the hallway of
i mport ance.

They stop in front of a door on the hall. Not the | ast door.
The secretary knocks and peeks in.

FRONT DESK SECRETARY ( CONT' D)
[ Sefior Eduardo, your first interview
I's here.]

I NT. EDUARDO S COFFI CE -- CONTI NUOQUS

This is a phony Mexican bureaucratic office. It's got to be.
No stacks of papers. A nice assortnent of |egal books on the
shelves. A large tel ephone with options. The shades drawn to
keep out the norning sun. And EDUARDO MONTEALBAN, mid 40s
executive director of something with neatly gelled hair,
greying tenples and gl asses without frames around his | enses.

He wel cones the young wonman. Half-Fred Astaire, half-latin
| over. Al professional. Sweeping his hand toward a seat.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ My d-d-dear, welconme. My nane is
Eduar do Mont eal ban. ]

They shake hands. GCently.

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[Delighted to neet you, Sefior
Mont eal ban--1 call nyself Adara.]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[Is all well, can | get you
sonet hi ng?]

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[It's very kind of you. Wn't you
have sonet hi ng?]
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Eduardo gently waves an index finger for his secretary. She
can go.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN

[C-c-carifo, I'"'msorry to say that
we don't have a long time for this
interview. | have another neeting in

a few mnutes. ]

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[l amsure you are a busy--]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[1 haven't had a chance to |-1ook at
your resune, but | am convinced that
it is very good. Since you have
applied for the position, you nust
know the tiresone details, | won't
bore you with any of that. Suffice
it to say that we are |looking for a
very professional individual. V-very
pr of essi onal i ndeed. ]

During the entire speech, Eduardo is staring directly into
t he woman' s eyes.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN ( CONT' D)

[OF course you have previous office
experience, | amsure. And you live
in San Cristdbal de |as Casas...

(slight pause)
O course. And let's see, you are
not married. | am assum ng, Since
you are not wearing a ring. Please
stop me if | amon the ww w ong
track, okay?]

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[OF course, sefi--]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[One thing we will nake sure of, and
we are quite firmon this mmny
dear, is that you have a strong
t el ephone voice. Very soft and

snoot h. |
The wonan freezes. What the hell is this?
PROFESSI ONAL WOMAN #1
[Este... | can assure you--]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ Ch, ss-s-sweetheart, you are doing
just great. Here's what |I'd Iike for

you to do.
( MORE)
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EDUARDO MONTEALBAN ( CONT' D)
I"d like to hear your voice. Let's
see, there nust be sonething around
here, es-es-este--]

He funbl es around his neat desk. O course--

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN ( CONT' D)
[ Cari flo, please read this set of
nunbers for me. Just something random
But it wll give ne a sense of your
voi ce. How is that?]

He hands her a scrap of paper.

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[Just read it?]

Eduar do nods.

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1 ( CONT' D)
[Por su puesto. Este. "Uno, uno
nueve. Uno, uno, nueve. Dos, cinco
Dos, cinco...]

Eduardo i ndi cates she shoul d conti nue.

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1 ( CONT' D)
Cinco, tres, nueve. Cnco, tres
nueve. Uno, quarto. Uno, quarto. [--
They repeat, no?]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[Perfect. Lovely. Absolutely, you
have a strong tel ephone voi ce. ]

Eduardo is | eaning back in his chair. Hands fol ded behind
hi s head.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN ( CONT' D)
[ Enough about the job, mmny | ove,
tell me sonething about yourself.]

He is ready to hang on her words. To take notes if necessary.

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[ Pues, | have a degree in
conmuni cations from Benito Juarez.
(war m ng up)
My goals are to continue on to work
in television--]

He brings his hands back to his |Iap and checks his watch.
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EDUARDO MONTEALBAN

[Ch, forgive mne, darling, I, as |
told you before, | have a neeting
and now | amquite late. | amsure

we will be contacting you very soon. ]

They rise together and head out through his door into the
hal | .

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN ( CONT' D)
[Pl ease, followne, I'Il show you
out. This way. ]

I NT. EMPTY OFFI CE -- CONTI NUQUS

There is a man in a nmediumblue suit waiting in an enpty
office. Heis two feet fromthe door. He checks his watch

The man waiting in the medium blue suit, too, has greying
hair. Wth a bit of blond.

Hi s hand reaches for the knob. Waits. Still |ooking at his
wat ch.

The man opens the door and wal ks to the right down the hallway
and toward the water cooler.

I NT. HALLWAY

Eduardo and the young wonman converge on the water cool er
just as the man in the medium blue suit arrives.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ Look who's here. Pepe. This is M
mss.. .|

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #1
[ Adara Morales Cutierrez. Micho
gust o. ]

She reaches to shake the hand of the man in the nedi um bl ue
suit. The Spy.

THE SPY
[ José Kata-Petal. Encantado de
conocerl a sefiorita. Adio0s.]
FADE TO
| NSERT CLOCK (0900 HOURS)
I NT. HALLWAY -- LATER

The secretary stops in front of Eduardo's office door. Not
the | ast door. The secretary knocks and peeks in.
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FRONT DESK SECRETARY
[ Sefior Eduar do, your next interview
I's here.]

I NT. EDUARDO S COFFI CE -- CONTI NUQUS

He wel cones the young worman: all professional. Sweeping his
hand toward a seat. PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #2 enters.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
(to secretary)
[ Thank you, El sabeta.]
(to interviewee)
[ My d-d-dear, welconme. My nane is
Eduardo Mont eal ban. Pl ease sit down. ]

| NSERT CLOCK (1003 HOURS)
I NT. EDUARDO S OFFI CE -- LATER

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #3
(clears throat)
[ "Uno, uno, nueve. Uno, uno, nueve.
Este--este--dos, cinco. Dos, cinco...]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[One little mm mnmonment. Could you
r-r-r-repeat this, but wthout the
"este". ]

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #3
(clears throat)
Claro que si, Sefior. Perdon. "Uno
uno, nueve. Uno, uno, uno, nueve.
Dos, cinco. Dos, cinco..." Este--
(1 ooks at Eduardo)
Perdon. "Cinco, tres, nueve. Cinco
tres, nueve. Uno, cuatro. Uno,
cuatro.”

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ Perfect. Lovely.]

| NSERT CLOCK (1034 HOURS)
I NT. HALLWAY

Eduar do and anot her young woman converge on the water cooler
just as the man in the medium blue suit arrives.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ Look who's here. This is Mmss...]

PROFESSI ONAL WOVAN #4
[ Ana | nez Sumano Guzman. Micho gusto. ]

She reaches to shake the hand of the Spy.
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THE SPY
[Porfirio Diaz de |la Santa Ana
Encant ado de conocerl a sefiorita.
Adi os. ]

I NSERT CLOCK (1102 HOURS)
I NT. EDUARDO S OFFI CE -- LATER
The secretary knocks and peeks in.

FRONT DESK SECRETARY
[ Eduardo, your 1100 appoi ntnment has
not arrived.]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[Call her cell phone and cancel,
pl ease. W won't have tinme. And it
coul d get nessy, you know...]

FRONT DESK SECRETARY
[OF course.]

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
[ How many nore?]

FRONT DESK SECRETARY
[ Three.]

She cl oses the door while waving.
I NSERT CLOCK (1306 HOURS)
I NT. THE UNI MPORTANT MAI N FLOOR

Eduardo has | oosened his tie and wal ks together with the Spy
toward the stairs. Eduardo blows a kiss to the front desk.

EDUARDO MONTEALBAN
Cari o, hasta nmafiana. M anor.

The Spy waves.

THE SPY
Michi si mas graci as, sefiorita, muy
amabl e.

They wal k by an AMERI CAN WOVMAN sitting by the front desk.
Waiting. A bit nore casual than the professional Mxican
wonen they' ve seen

Eduardo rai ses his eyebrows as he passes to acknow edge her.
He | ooks back to the secretary as they pass through the door.
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She' || take care of any problens.
CUT TO
EL ORBE HEADLI NE: [WHO S TARGETI NG FOREI GNERS?]
PHOTO. ANOTHER BLOCDY ENCOUNTER W TH EL CLI QUERQ.
EXT. PARQUE -- MORNI NG -- SPY ON BENCH

A copy of El Orbe lowers to show the Spy. He is now nmuch
nore confortably dressed, but still his hair is very neatly
conmbed. He really isn't reading the paper. He is checking
for sonething. Wien he's not keeping an eye on the hot cart.

THE HOT CART

The hot cart guy is working this norning, as he does every
nor ni ng. Except Sundays and when he is called back to his
pueblo to lay cenent or discuss the water route to the city.

THE BENCH
The Spy does a subtle doubl e-take back to the hot cart.

THE SPY (V. 0O.)
Okay. This is it.

Consul ate Ceneral Elsworth is eating in front of the cart.
There is a smling MEXICAN BUSI NESS MAN eating with him O
rather, waiting for himto finish. The business man wi || eat
at the drive thru on his way hone.

As El sworth reaches toward the hot cart guy...
FREEZE FRAME -- THE HANDOFF
... The hot cart guy hands hima small, flat package.

THE SPY (V. Q) (CONT' D)
End of the I|ine.

BACK TO SCENE

The Spy rises, folds his newspaper, and nakes a turn away
fromthe cart. Behind a tree. To the street and away.

THE STREET -- CONTI NUCUS

He turns a corner and sees his van at the end of the next
bl ock.

THE SPY (V. Q)
I've been watching for this hand-off
for 3 nonths. What you just w tnessed
was the delivery of the fanmpbus one-
ti me- pad.
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He unl ocks and opens the van door. Cets in. There is his
el ectrical worker uniform hanging.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
And now it's on its way to the
Consul ate where it can be used to
decode our nunbers nessages, the
snoke.

THE VAN -- PULLS AWAY

In his uniform the Spy drives down the street and out of
site.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
And now you' re wondering how t he hot
cart guy got it? Well, it's a tangled
route...

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. TUXTLA GUTI ERREZ Al RPORT -- NI GHT
A plane | ands at night.

THE SPY (V. Q)
The one-tinme-pad makes its first
t ouchdown on the runway of the capital
city, Tuxtl a.

| NT. TUXTLA GUTI ERREZ Al RPORT -- MOMENTS LATER
An Al RLI NE PI LOT wal ks quickly pulling his black carry-on.

THE SPY (V. Q)
There it is. Captain Virgi|l Washburn,
at the service of his majesty. He'l
t ake the package nonchal antly to the
near est - -

Al RPORT CANTI NA

A BARTENDER flips a wet bar towel onto his shoul der and turns
to take the Captain's order.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
--Cantina and drop it with the
bartender, Josef. Gentle Josef, "el
| obo".

The cash register rings and the bartender gives the Captain
hi s change.

JOSEF' S CARRO

Josef shuts the trunk of his matte finish Fiat sedan in the
ai rport parking | ot
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THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
And Josef nmmkes the hour and a half
trip back to Ocosingo--

CH APAS ROAD -- NI GHT
Josef's car noves toward a lit shack by the side of the road.

THE SPY (V.O.) (CONT' D)
--Wth few worries except to renenber
to buy garlic peanuts in the norning.

A BULLETPROCOF VESTED PCOLI CEMAN shines a flashlight into the
wi ndshield of Josef's car.

JOSEF' S CARRO

When it stops, the policeman points his automatic rifle into
t he wi ndow.

POLI CEMAN
Buenas noches.

Josef is still. He slowy reaches into his jacket and brings
out a package.

JOSEF
Buenas.

Josef hands the package to the policenman.

POLI CEMAN
Si . Pues?

Josef hands the 100 Peso note and smles. The policeman takes
it and smles. And | aughs.

POLI CEMAN ( CONT' D)
Adel ante! Vaya bien...
(to hinself)
i Cabr 6n!

Josef's tail lights bleach the dark night red. The policenman
| aughs back to his shack.

DI SSOLVE TO
POLI CEMAN' S SHACK -- EARLY NEXT MORN NG

The sl eepy policeman rubs his eyes and | ooks up the road
toward a clip-clopping burro.

THE SPY (V. Q)
The next norning the package is picked
up by d audi o Herndandez Her nandez
en route to San Cri stdbal.
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A small fluffy brown burro trots quickly out of the norning
sun. On his back, 20 bundles of just-cut alfalfa and his
owner. The BURRO RIDER is straight out of a Mexican Don

Qui jote.

The burro rider, too, pays the policeman for the privilege
of carrying the package.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- MORN NG

Passed by cars, often honking and com ng close to the aninal
the pair make their way down a crowded one-way street.

THE SPY (V. Q)
So, the one-tine-pad enters the city
by burro. As Sefior Herndndez Her nandez
makes the rounds with his alfalfa,
he stops at the servant's entrance
for the Casa de la Famlia O guin

CASA DE LA FAM LI A OLGUIN -- FRONT DOCR

The MUCHACHA of the casa appears at the door to take the
delivery. She is slight and | ovely.

MUCHACHA
Michas graci as, Sefior Hernandez.

SENOR HERNANDEZ
Todo por un beso, cari fio.

THE SPY (V. Q)
The alfalfa is for the two rabbits
the A guins keep in their upstairs
gar den.

CASA DE LA FAM LI A OLGUI N -- LI BRARY

The nuchacha brings a tray with the package tucked under the
bowl of chocol ate.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
The package is for Sefior Aguin's
desayuno- -

STREET -- MORNI NG
re toy poodle on the

u
t he norning. The dog wears
th Zapotec caracols, the

SENOCR OLGAUI N wal ks his white m niat
sidewal k of a tree-lined street in
a collar and a sweater decorated w
art of the ancient Mexican ruins.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
---And norning vuelta around the
par k.
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Sefior A guin and his poodle wait in line for the hot cart.
He nmakes eye contact with the hot cart guy.

THE SPY (V.O.) (CONT' D)
And finally we're back to the hot
cart, where--
THEI R HANDS MAKE THE SW TCH

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
Sefior O guin makes the hand-off.

The package passes by a hot dog with jal apefios and nacho
cheese dip.

THE POCDLE
Sefior A guin's poodl e eats the hot dog out of his hand.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
For very little reconpense, he assures
ne.

The poodle is licking-licking-licking to get the chile juice
off its lips.

DI SSOLVE TO
THE VAN -- AS | T CONTI NUES DOWN SAN CRI STOBAL STREETS

Sun gl asses. Cap. Tan utility shirt. It's amazi ng how
canoufl aged the Spy is in his van.

THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
It's sinple really.

CUT TO
EXT. HOT CART -- MOMENTS LATER
El diquero eats. Still eating.

EL CLI QUERO
(full rnouth)
Cuant o cuesta?

HOT CART GUY
(uncertain)
21.

He reaches in his pocket.

EL CLI QUERO
207

HOT CART GUY
Si. Muy buen dia
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El diquero has coins for the guy. The guy gives hima slip
of paper. The paper is now greasy.

It says: "[The dog boy.]"
FADE TO
<EL BAI LE DE LOS PERRCS -- DOGS AND COLLARS>

At eye level, a perfect dachshund waddles in the park. Its
nails chitter on the concrete. Its netal tag tinkles. Back
and forth it works its owner's |eash

A lost greyhound. Running fromthose trying to catch it.
Fromits collar drags a chain. Its shoulder is bleeding. Its
eyes are wild. To the dog it seens as if the whole park is
chasi ng.

Bul | dog. Snorting. Tongue bounces up and down after each
step. The eyes are searching. Collar jingles. Eyes trapped
inthis ridiculous body. Finally, it finds a pole. Lifts its

| eg.
CUT TG
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- CORNER -- UP THE POLE

The Spy is straddling an el evated electric pole near the
transformer. Over 200 parasitic lines comng fromthe main
line fan out above him and nearly provide himwth shade.
Though he has a screwdriver out and is listening to a yell ow
handset, he is watching bel ow. A building?

POVNER LI NES LAYERED THROUGH THE CI TY

From his vantage point the power lines forma grid throughout
the city, sloping up like an i nmense radi o tel escope.

For a nmonent, the sounds of the city, the honking, the
yelling, the birds, the busses, all fade away.

FADE TGO
First, the cry of a large, hurt dog. Like Lassie. Then..
EXT. PARQUE -- NI GHT -- A LABRADOR RETRI EVER
There is a large black Labrador Retriever lying in a pool of
its blood on a sidewalk in the parque. It wears a w de coll ar.
It is trying to reach back to lick its wound. Its back |eg
j erks.
THE BOY

He | ooks down at the dog. Coldly. Wat are its chances? Wo
woul d notice if he..
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THE LABRADOR
It gently paws at the Boy's foot.
A DENTED CAR

On the side of the road, the owner of the car recently dented
by the Labrador checks the damage. To the car.

CAR OMNER/ KI LLER
[ Fuck, is that your dog? Hey! I'm
talking to you. Is that your fucking
dog that ran out in front of ne? And
| ook at...and fucked up ny car?]

THE BOY' S HAND
Reaches down to pet the dog. He ruffles it under the collar.

CAR OWNER/ KI LLER ( CONT' D)
[Hey! Listen! Is that your dog?]

There is too nmuch blood on the collar to read it. The Boy
pets the top of the dog's head. The dog whi npers.

CAR OWNER/ KI LLER ( CONT' D)
[Can you tell whose it is?]

The Boy | ooks back over his shoul der at the man.
SOVEONE ELSE st ops.

CAR OWNER/ KI LLER ( CONT' D)
(to the soneone el se)
[Dd you see that? The deaf boy's
dog ran out in front of ne.
(to the Boy)
Do you need a ride hone?]

The Boy reaches deeper into the dog's collar. It seens thick.
He feel s sonething.

EXT. THE STREET

The dented car slowy pulls away.

THE LABRADOR S COLLAR

The collar has a thin wire that seens to attach to the dog's
neck below the fur. The dog starts a | ow raspy grow . The
Boy pulls the collar and the dog yel ps suddenly, snapping
its foany jaws.

THE PARQUE -- DOG S OMNER

A MAN WTH A LEASH wears joggi ng shorts and sungl asses. From
across the park, he calls for a dog.
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MAN W TH A LEASH
Ber nar do?

THE LABRADOR

Its eyes roll back into its head. The Boy pulls on the |line
again. The dog's soul slips out through its Iips with one
| ast exhal e.

MAN WTH A LEASH (O S.) (CONT' D)
Ber ni ? Venga!

The Boy tugs once again. Something cones unstuck. The Iine
is | oose.

THE LABRADOR S COLLAR

From beneath the dog's coat cones the line. It is attached.
To what ?

THE ONE TI ME PAD

A 2 x 3 inch booklet slides out of the dog's skin, attached
to the line. The Boy opens it. There are colum after colum
of 5 digit nunbers in tiny type.

DOG S OMNER FI NDS H' S DOG

The man is now running in arcs trying to find the dog in
pai n.

MAN W TH A LEASH ( CONT' D)
Ber ni ?!

He sees the Boy over the dog' s body.

MAN W TH A LEASH ( CONT' D)
OYEl JOVEN ESPERATE!

He runs to the Boy. Can't | ose the Boy. Wat does he know?
Rel ax. Probably just |oves dogs.

The Boy wal ks away. Snoothly. But he doesn't make it far.
The man reaches himand takes his arm
MAN W TH A LEASH ( CONT' D)

[ What happened to Berni? Wat has

happened? My god, is he dead?]
The Boy just turns and | ooks at the man. The man runs back
to the dog's body with the Boy in tow. He has a grip on the
Boy' s school sweater.

At the dog's side, he sees the ness at the collar. The
wavering line on the collar. And slowy turns up to the Boy.
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He rips the Boy's bag off his back. The Boy strains with al
his m ght against the nman, hooking his hands into the straps
of the pack.

The man hits the Boy across the face with his |eash. Flattens
the Boy on the sidewal k.

He rifles through the pack. (On shit the pistol.) But only
books and not ebooks fall to the ground. The nman reaches into
t he Boy's pockets. Nothing. Wiere is it? Fuck!

The man roughly searches all over the Boy's body: his shorts,
hi s socks, under his shirt, and in his nmouth. Maybe it
happened in the accident?

As the man hesitates, the Boy sweeps his | eg under the man.
He grabs his pack and nmakes for the street. Just m sses a
bus. And is gone.

FADE TGO
I NT. RECORDI NG ROOM -- N GHT
The Spy sits at the recording desk. A buzzer rouses him
EXT. HOTEL SANTO TOVAS

A young woman stands outside. The Spy shuffles his flip-flops
to the gate and stops. He waits for her to speak.

ADARA
[Well, | was supposed to neet soneone
here. ]
THE SPY
Si.
ADARA
[And |, soneone told me that | should

be here at this tinme. For a, well,
am| at the right place?]

THE SPY
[Yes, clearly. Come in.]

He opens the gate and they walk to the recording room

THE SPY (CONT' D)
[This way. ]

EXT. QUTSI DE OFFI CE
He unl ocks the door and | ooks over his shoulder to the gate.

THE SPY
[It is very inportant to be on tine.]
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ADARA
[1 assuned so. ]

They wal k insi de.

THE SPY
[ And you' ve been told what you are
supposed to be doing, correct?]

ADARA
[Not very clear to-- but | amready.]

THE SPY
[Right.]

He wal ks to the desk. The equi pnent.
THE SPY (CONT' D)

[ You can put your things over here.
Keep the desk very neat.]

ADARA
Si, claro.
THE SPY
[kay. | am going to assune that

everything is going to be clear, so
let's save sone tinme by just
l'i stening, okay?]

ADARA
Si, sefior.

He points to the itens on the desk.

THE SPY
[ Mcrophone. Switch, frommc to
keyboard. Sinple fader.]

He wal ks to the corner of the room

THE SPY (CONT' D)
[This is the shredder. For paper. W
clean it out every night.]

He points to the shelf over the desk.

THE SPY (CONT' D)
[This is where you'll see an envel ope
when you arrive. If you see no
envel ope, work is over for the day.
Sinmply close and | ock the door and
go hone. ]

He sweeps dust off the shelf.



THE SPY (CONT' D)
[Now, if there is an envel ope, you
open it. The neno inside will |ook
[ike this.]

He pulls out a folded meno fromhis shirt pocket.
THE SPY (CONT' D)

[A meno has a header and a body.
Both are of extrene inportance.]

He puts the neno on the desk.
THE SPY (CONT' D)
[We are going to transmt the neno
over shortwave radio.]
Adara's eyes open a bit. This is news to her.
THE SPY (CONT' D)
[You will notice that the nmeno only
contai ns nunbers. Nothing nore.]
NUMBERS MEMO
The header is in bold and has ei ght nunbers.

Two |ines below, the body of the nenpb. It consists of 36
rows of five digits.

BACK TO SCENE

THE SPY (CONT' D)
[Your job is to introduce and to
read nenos over the shortwave radio
t hat we have set up.]

ADARA
[How do | introduce then®]
THE SPY
[1"I'l get to that.]
ADARA
G aci as.
THE SPY

[The reason that it is so inportant
that you arrive at work on tine is
that people are relying on these
nmessages, and that | have autonated
t he shortwave broadcast. You just
have to wait for the lights and then
talk into the mc.]

This seens as if it nust be too sinple to Adara.

S7.



THE SPY (CONT' D)
[So that's it. And then, and this
you cannot forget, you nust shred
the neno in the shredder when you
are finished. Okay? Have any
guesti ons?]

ADARA
No.

THE SPY
[ What ?]

ADARA
[VWell, not yet.]

THE SPY
[ Everyone has questions. ]

ADARA
[ kay. ]

THE SPY
[ Go ahead.]

ADARA

[What's the introduction?]

THE SPY
[Oh, it's just something to identify
t he nessage to parties.]

ADARA
[ &kay, thanks.]

THE SPY
[It's sinple. Are we done?]

ADARA
[ Yes.]

She t hi nks a nonent.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[ Oh, another thing.]

THE SPY
[ Another? Still?]

ADARA
[ can ask later.]
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THE SPY
[ Ckay. ]

FADE TGO
| NT. HOTEL SANTO TOMAS -- NI GHT
Adara peers through the black iron gate.

ADARA
Hel | 0?

Flip-flops shuffle and smack in the dark. And then stop

THE SPY
[ Good evening. Oh, there's no |ight.
I always... Sorry.]

ADARA

[Don't worry about it. It's fine.]
The gate sw ngs. Creaking.

THE SPY
[l amsorry | don't have your key.
You're ready for the next...for the
next training?]

ADARA
Claro

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. HOTEL SANTO TOVAS -- COURTYARD -- ANOTHER NI GHT

Adara is wal king through the courtyard on her way to the
stairs. The lights flicker and die. She stalls.

THE SPY
(from above)
[Hey listen, can you get the circuit
br eaker ?]

ADARA
[ How?]

A smal |l flashlight spot wavers on her forehead.
THE SPY
[ Yeah. Make a right into the front
office. You can't mss it.]

ADARA
[l can't even see the front office.]

The spot shows the door to the office.
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ADARA ( CONT' D)
[How can | not mss it?]

THE SPY
[It's all part of ny plan, Adara.
Big pl ans.]

| NT. HOTEL SANTO TOMVAS -- FRONT OFFI CE

Cob-webs. A headlight shines through the w ndows al ong the
ceiling. Too high up to help.

She inches forward. Shuffles. Suddenly she trips and nearly
falls. She catches herself on her feet.

THE SPY (O.S.)
[Just reach left now. ]

ADARA
Huh?

She reaches left and finds the wall. Her hand hits the center
of the circuit breaker box.

THE SPY (O.S.)
[ Top button!]

She flips the top |l ever and the Iights reappear.
She | aughs.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. RECORDI NG ROOM - - LATER
It seems nore confortable here. Better organi zed. \arner.
ADARA
Uno, uno, tres. Cuatro, cinco.
Uno, uno, tres. Cuatro, cinco.
Adara sits in the desk chair. There is a fan rotating.
THE SPY (V. Q)
[ Renmenber, in the field, it is
difficult to hear these broadcasts.
Make sure that you speak clearly and
clearly end each series.]
She nods.
THE SPY (V.0O.) (CONT' D)
[Adara. Now we'll try the broadcast
sequence. ]

She swivels to see the Spy through his two way mrror.
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THE SPY (V. O ) (CONT' D)
[ Everyt hi ng okay?]

ADARA
[ You can go faster if you'd like.]

THE SPY

He sml es.

THE SPY
Si, claro.

DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. PARQUE -- HOT AFTERNOON
The Spy is sitting on his usual bench. Did he conb his hair?

Suddenly Adara appears. She wears a white rebozo. Straight-
faced and busi ness-1ike.

ADARA
[1s everything okay?]

THE SPY
[ Yeah. How are you?]

ADARA
[Very well, thank you.]

She breaks into a smle that she had been trying to keep to
her sel f.

THE SPY
[Did you eat?]

ADARA
[ No, you told ne about these tacos.]

THE SPY
[The fam |y has been making the sane
tacos here in this park for 40 years.]

QUI CK DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. HOT CART
The two stand in line for the hot cart's tacos.

THE SPY
[ Tonorrow you' re on your own. ]

ADARA
[ Yes, truly?]
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THE SPY
(tal ki ng tacos)
[ How many do you want ?]

ADARA
[What tine?]

THE SPY
[ Always at 2000 hours. Al ways on
Fridays. ]

ADARA
Claro que si.

THE SPY
How many?

ADARA
Four .

THE SPY

(to the guy)
Por favor, diez tacos con todo.

ADARA
[ Beef, right?]

THE SPY
[They're all beef.]

HOT CART GQUY
Si.

CUT TO
EXT. PARQUE -- BENCH

They sit on the bench to eat their tacos. Adara has a bottle
of water.

THE SPY
Pr ovecho.

The Spy squeezes a line onto his tortillas.

ADARA
G aci as.

As they eat, the tacos drop precious neat onto the styrofoam
pl at es.

THE SPY
[Way did you cone back to Mexico?]

ADARA
[What do you nean?]



THE SPY
[ You' ve been to the States.]

ADARA
[Li ke nost people.]

THE SPY
[And 1'd say that you went to college
t here.]

ADARA
[ And where do you get your
i nf ormation?]

THE SPY

[ By observing.]

She | aughs.

ADARA

Si, I went to M chigan.
THE SPY

[Real | y? What did you study?]
ADARA

[What do your observations tell you?]
THE SPY

[ I nconcl usi ve. ]
ADARA

Mat h.
THE SPY

Br ai ni ac.
ADARA

I I'ike math.
THE SPY

You and thirty other people.
She | aughs.

ADARA
Si, verdad?

He lifts another taco fromthe stack.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
| was getting a PhD

THE SPY
kay.
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And | left |ast year.
THE SPY
[And this was on your resune?]
ADARA
[ don't think so. Wiy worry people.]
THE SPY
[Way are you back in Mexico?]
ADARA
[ My brother died.]
THE SPY
[1"msorry.]
ADARA
[It may have been your fault. | don't

know. ]
The Spy doesn't react.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[A joke.]

THE SPY
[ Way | oke?]

ADARA
[I came back to take care of ny
not her . ]

THE SPY
[ What happened to hin®]

ADARA
[We don't know. He had fallen in
with some revol utionaries. Snal
time. But the governor decided he

should be killing them It's easier
to kill the small ones.]
THE SPY

[ And he just went away. ]

ADARA
[ Vani shed. Not even a trace of his
bl ood or one of his shoes. O a photo
for the police page.]

THE SPY
[It's rough now. I'msorry.]

64.
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ADARA
[Sure. But it's sinple. It seened so
terrible when it happened, but now
it happens all the time. It happened
to two kids yesterday. They don't
hi de them any nore. Si, don't worry
about it. It's nothing to nmake a
novi e about . ]

FADE TO
EXT. PARQUE -- N GHT

The park is quiet. The dog is still lying on the wal k. The
bl ood pool is drying.

JOGGER S CAR

The jogger, the dog's owner, is waiting in his car. Wtching
the park. Waiting. Not |ooking away. Scanning.

CORNER BY THE FARMACI A -- THE WALK
The Boy is peering around the corner. Back to the park.
BESI DE THE DEAD DOG

There is an orange pickup truck. Belowit, a pile of wet
trash. Bel ow the trash, sonething.

ROW OF CARRCS

At the end of the row of parked cars, the Boy is crouching.
Wat ching. He | ooks under the truck he is behind. He can see
beneath the cars, they forma tunnel. He buttons up his school
sweater as high as it will go. And clinbs under the truck.

THE TUNNEL OF CARROS

The Boy craw s on his belly through the trash and wet nuck
of the street. A bunch of wet newspaper gets caught under
his neck. He pushes it to the side. Quietly.

JOGGER S CAR

He tal ks on his cell phone. He taps rapidly on the seat. He
sniffs. He wears his sunglasses. He is fucked.

THE TUNNEL OF CARRGCS -- FURTHER

The Boy's chin is snudged dark grey. He pauses under the
front bunper of a car. The next car is a Fiat. Should he go
around? Is the curb tall enough to conceal hin®

The taillights of the Fiat go red. The exhaust pipe bl ows
out on the Boy. It backs up to the bunper and bunps it. Then
it is gone, leaving a gap in the tunnel.
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The Boy | ooks behind himto make sure that no car is waiting.
He turns onto his back and pushes hinself with his feet along
the edge of the curb. A car passes. The Boy feels naked on

t he ground as the headlights pass.

He nmakes it to the next car and crawl s under neat h.
BESI DE THE DEAD DOG

The trash under the pickup. The Boy's slow ruffle on the
street. He pushes hinself to the tire beside the dog.

UNDER THE PI CKUP

The Boy | ooks out fromthe oversized tire. He scans the park.
He finally sees the Jogger's car. And the Jogger talking.

The Boy slowy, patiently, reaches across the ground into
the pile of wet newspapers. And pulls out the pistol. And
back again. He pulls out the One Tinme Pad. He rolls onto his
back and breathes. Hi s head in the nuck. Happy.

He gathers his bag and puts the pistol and pad into it. He
| ooks out to the street for traffic.

He hears another bus. Perfect.

He crawl s back two nore cars and | ooks for a way to escape.
The bus is near. He crawls out to behind the rear wheel of
the car. And bolts.

THE STREET

The bus honks, a slight squeak of the brakes, and it passes
behind him The Boy runs to the corner near the farnmacia.

A car, a red Chrysler LeBaron turns on its |lights.
THE BOY' S FACE

Freezes. The Boy's uncle, Arsenio, |leans out the driver's
wi ndow.

UNCLE ARSENI O
(calmy)
[What the hell are you doi ng?]

The Boy continues to wal k down the street. Past the LeBaron.
It starts to back up

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)

(i nmpatient)
[ Shithead, get in the car.]
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INT. THE CAR -- FOUR Cl GARETTES I N THE ASHTRAY

The passenger door swi ngs open and the Boy gets in. The uncle
keeps backing up quietly toward the next street to turn
around. He turns to | ook at the Boy.

UNCLE ARSEN O
Christ you snell like shit. The w ndow- -
t he wi ndow
(as he's turning)
[Oh, Jesus, the seats...]

EXT. THE STREET

The LeBaron's front wheels squeak as it nakes a hard turn
down the side street.

INT. THE JOGGER S CAR

H s cel |l phone is on the dash. The driver's door is open. He
is listening to the radio. The radi o plays "The Lion Sl eeps
Toni ght" but we cut in on, "oh-weem oh-wet-oh-weemoh-wet..."

I NT. THE CAR -- CONTI NUCUS
The uncl e snokes anot her cigarette.

UNCLE ARSEN O
You know | don't snoke, don't you?

The Boy doesn't hear him The night air blows the nmud on his
chin dry.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
Take this and clean up. At |east
cl ean up your face.

The Boy takes the handkerchief and wipes the dry dirt on his
chin. Buffing it. The bag is safely at his feet.

They travel in the silence of a San Cristdbal night.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
You know your father woul d have been
her e.

The Boy | ooks down for a nonent. To the bag.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
He | oves you. And he is busy. Since
ny sister died. But he just can't go
chasing you all over the city.

The Boy | ooks at his uncle.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
Yeah, that's nmy job. Right?
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A car honks and passes.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
You know | | oved your nother, too? |
w sh you'd talk to nme. It gets |onely.
And you wear nme out, you know? You
little shit.

He takes the Boy's chin.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
You know?

The Boy stares.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
And this bag of yours.

Here we go.

UNCLE ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
Son of a bitch. You little asshol e.

The Boy stares at himstill.

EXT. THE CAR

The LeBaron rattles into the lights of the street. Suddenly,
it SLAMS ON I TS BRAKES AND COVES TO A HALT. It reverses

surreal ly and noves backward twice as fast as it had been
goi ng forward.

I NT. THE CAR -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

The Boy stares at the uncle, who is speaking backwards to
him Angry. A car honks and falls behind. The Boy | ooks up
fromhis bag. The silence of the San Cristobal night. The
Boy snears sone dirt on his chin. The uncle bl ows out another
cigarette and puts it back in the pack.

INT. THE JOGGER S CAR -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

The jogger listens to the radio. "Enph-ette-oh--enph-ette-
oh..."

EXT. STREET -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

The Boy junps out of the noving car and freezes on the side
of the street.

The car's lights go out.
THE BOY' S FACE -- MOMENTS EARLI ER
Troubl e drains fromthe Boy's face. He is happy.

THE STREET -- MOMENTS EARLI ER
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The Boy runs backward fromthe corner of the street just
behind a bus and to a car. He crouches.

UNDER THE PI CKUP -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

He takes out the one tinme pad and pistol fromhis bag and

hi des them under sone trash. He slides hinself feet first
under cars and to the curb. And back through the entire tunnel
of carros. The dirt rubs off himonto the street.

JOGGER S CAR -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

Tal king on his cellphone still. Upset.

ROW OF CARRCS -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

He sees something in the trash under the orange pickup beside
t he dead dog. The Boy peers under the row of cars.

CORNER BY THE FARVACI A -- THE WALK -- MOMENTS EARLI ER
The Boy | eaps back to the corner by the farnmacia.
JOGCGER S CAR

The jogger is scanning the park.

EXT. PARQUE -- NI GHT -- MOMENTS EARLI ER

The dog is still lying on the walk in the quiet park.
I NT. ELECTRIC UTILITY VAN -- N GHT -- MOVENTS EARLI ER

The Spy lifts his binoculars and puts them down and then
lifts them again.

EXT. CORNER BY THE FARMACI A -- THE WALK

The Boy peers around the corner. Back to the park.
THE VAN

The Spy pulls out his cell phone and calls a nunber.
THE BOY

The Boy crouches behind a row of parked cars.

THE JOGGER S CAR

The jogger picks up his ringing cellphone.

JOGGER
Bueno.

He taps on the seat. Not really scanning. Just talking.
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THE TUNNEL OF CARROS
The Boy craw s on his belly through the trash and wet nuck...
THE VAN

The Spy tal ks. Cars honk. People shout and | augh in the park.
A | oud bus funes by.

DI SSCLVE TO;
I NT. A SUBURBAN MEXI CAN HOVE -- AFTERNOON -- THE SPY'S DREAM
Fromthe inside a door opens. The interior of the house is

dark. The light blinds. And the Spy steps in through the
blinding Iight.

THE SPY
You' re up. .
A woman in a bathrobe answers the door. She is bald. This is
BEATRI Z. Her face is warmand and her eyes are dull. She is
crying.
BEATRI Z

You are | ate.
She takes his hand and | eads himto the kitchen.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
| need to finish this tea. Wuld you

i ke sonme?
THE SPY
¢Negr o?
BEATRI Z
Manzanilla, nmy stomach can't take
bl ack.

The Spy doesn't respond, but putters around the Kkitchen.
Openi ng cabi net s.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Are you | ooking for sonething?

THE SPY
Wher e does he keep thenf

The Spy tries to divert his feelings of enbarrassnment. He
knows he shoul dn't be looking in her cabinets. Wiy is he?

THE SPY (CONT' D)
I love you, you know?

She puts her tea on a saucer and wal ks it out of the kitchen.
Toward the stairs.



71.

BEATRI Z
Cone on.
THE SPY
(lost a bit)

Oh, I"mcomng right behind you. Do
you need a hand?

BEATRI Z
Lat er.

INT. BEATRIZ'S BEDROOM -- THE SPY' S DREAM

The Spy follows Beatriz into the room There is a |arge bed
with its covers pushed to the bottom She spills her tea on
t he bedsi de table.

BEATRI Z
Shit.

On the table is a photo of the Boy and the Consul ate General,
El sworth. They | ean their heads together against a blue sky.

She wal ks to the window and with difficulty pulls the
curtains. The white curtains. On the side of the bed, the
Spy renoves his shoes.

THE SPY
Wiere did your hair go?

She starts to |augh. He joins her.

BEATRI Z

It all cane out at once.
THE SPY

Do you have a w g?
BEATRI Z

You think I still go out?

She wraps her hand around the back of his neck. And pulls
himclose to her. He reaches into her robe.

THE SPY
Unmm

He pulls the robe off of her shoul ders.

THE SPY (CONT' D)
Are you col d?

She kisses him As her robe falls to the carpet, Beatriz
stands naked in front of him The skin pulled taut against
her ribs. Her skinis red with heat.



THE SPY (CONT' D)
Do you hurt?

BEATRI Z
No. You are so sweet to ask, darling.

They slowmy sit on the edge of the bed. Kissing. He |eans
her back with his kisses. She reaches under his shirt and
pulls it off over his head.

She lies back against the pillows painfully.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Can you...?

He adjusts a pillow under her neck. She exhal es a heavy
br eat h.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Ch, thank you
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He ki sses her again. Face to face, he | ooks her deep in the

eyes.

THE SPY
(drawi ng a breat h)
Oh nmy god, you are so hot. It al nost
hurts.

BEATRI Z
Quch- ouch.

He fidgets. He | ooks up to her again.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
kay.

He | eans in.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Aaagh. Wait. Ckay.

The Spy groans. Beatriz w nces. And breathes short breaths.

Not possi bl e.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Try again.

The Spy closes his nmouth and gives a |ight kiss.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)

(quietly)
This isn't for you... Try again.
THE SPY

We can't.
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Beatriz rolls onto her side away fromthe Spy. He hol ds her.

BEATRI Z
You asshol e.
(qui ckly)
What will you do when |I'm gone? Do
you still pretend you're a spy?

The Spy holds her breasts in his hands. She |eans her head
back agai nst him

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Tell me sonmething stupid like you
used to do in college.

He ki sses her ear.

BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Sone stupid theory you' ve been working
on.

THE SPY
(i mredi at e)
Ckay, let's take man's fascination
with breasts for exanple. Did you
know Koreans believe that a wonan's
upturned chin represents the head of
a penis”?

BEATRI Z
What are you tal king about?

He sits up on his el bow

THE SPY
The Kor eans.
(touches her chin)
This part is the head. Try it. Look

up.

She can't hel p but | augh. He reaches in and holds her breasts
up fromthe bottom

THE SPY (CONT' D)
My thesis is that breasts therefore
represent testicles and this is why
men are so fascinated wth them -
especially when they are taut and
the nipples are erect. Just |like the
tensi on before erupting in
ej acul ati on. By sight, nmen know what
this means and they like it.

She is still |aughing.

BEATRI Z
No, stop...



74.

THE SPY
Try it.

She | ooks up to the ceiling. Posing for him

BEATRI Z
Maybe you can just beat ne off.

She nmoves his hands up to her neck. As she | ooks upward, she
starts to cough. A cough of significant congestion. Raspy
and full.

THE SPY
Wait. Cone here.

He tries to hold her. She waves himoff. She is frightened.
Finally it slows. She is still breathing heavily.

THE SPY (CONT' D)
Cone here.

She | eans back on him They are both pointed toward the
bedsi de table. And the photograph.

BEATRI Z
He's your son..

SMASH CUT TGO
¢WHERE THE HELL 1S THI S HAPPENI NG?
Bright, painful light on light brown skin. The beautiful,
taut, naked back of a latina. She lies face down. A slow
rhythm breathing still. Perceptible. The light shifts. Two
smal | indentations at the top of her pelvis.

DI SSOLVE TO

I NT. THE SPY' S TRUE BEDROOM -- MORN NG
Tired, the Spy |ooks up at the ceiling.

THE SPY (V.0Q.)
How can ny head be so cruel ?

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. THE CONSULATE -- THE BOY'S ROOM -- AFTERNOON
Tel evision snow. Blips. The blank spiral at the end of a
vinyl LP. A sinple nusic box. These are in the Boy's ears.

In his headphones. And then the voice. A punched, pre-recorded
voice. Alittle girl. Not nmuch ol der than he.
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NUMBERS VO CE
(in the headphones)
Achtung. Neun, sechs, sieben, acht,
sieben. Drei, ein, ein, vier, neun,
neun. Zwei, drei, fiunf, sieben, vier,
acht. ..

Then the music box comes back, manic and too fast. Repeating.

There is a knocki ng sound behind the nusic box. Radio
interference? The Boy cocks his head. And finally noves one
headphone above his ear.

The knocking is fromthe door. He slips in his socks to the
door and cracks it. Hi s father.

ELSWORTH
Listen. This is your persona
invitation to cone downstairs.
have asked you several tines and it
is time to cone, now. You still have
about 20 hours of comunity service
left. This will do for about 8 hours.
Got it, Jocko? Get a npbve on

Hi s father shuts the door and wal ks back down the hal | way.
I NT. THE CONSULATE SI TTI NG ROOM -- 10 M NUTES LATER

The Boy wal ks down the stairs and into the sitting roomwhere
the guests talk. He wears his school uniform The guests
remarK.

ELSWORTH
You are wearing shoes, right? Good.
The kids are out back.

GUEST #1 W FE
Does he speak Spani sh?

ELSWORTH
He hardly speaks at all

The sitting room door slides open to reveal a thick grassy
 awmn surrounded by a high fence. Less than ten Anerican
children ages 2 to 7 run through the grass in their shorts
and Sunday shoes. They turn to |look at the tinted glass door
as it opens to reveal the Boy. A few boys | augh.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. THE CONSULATE -- THE YARD
The Boy sits near the house. His head is in the shade. Two

FOUR- YEAR- OLD BOYS are asking himaquestions. A girl, M CHAELA,
sits in the shade, too. She is quiet and watchful.
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FOUR YEAR OLD #1
Wiy are you sitting here?

FOUR YEAR QLD #2
Are you blind? Can you see this?

The boy thrusts his fingers at the Boy's eyes. They blink.

FOUR YEAR OLD #2 ( CONT' D)
| told you he could see.

FOUR YEAR OLD #1
What's that on your sweater? Cone
on, | ook.

CUT TO
I NT. THE CONSULATE DI NI NG ROOM
El sworth stands in front of the door.

ELSWORTH
GQuests. | hope you are ready for the
experience of a lifetine. Qur Sefiora
Rosal ita has prepared for your delight
a neal of epic proportions.

SENORA ROSALI TA stands in bright local dress in front of the
ki tchen doors. She is not smling.

ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
Rosal ita has brought the culinary
magi ¢ of her native Qaxaca to our
table. Tonight we will have all seven
of the fanmous noles, wth chicken
beef, pork, goat, tongue and tri pe.
You will eat chapulines, fried
grasshoppers, and even gusanos, the
worns, or the |arva of the
grasshoppers. It is all delicious.
And Sefiora Rosalita brings you only
the best. And fromthe Istnus above
us, garnaches nmade with frijoles and
organ meat. So | hope you like it
spicy. Does anyone like their food
pi cante?

The bl ank faces of his guests.
ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
Oh for goodness sake, |'mjust
ki dding. How s fried chicken and
mashed pot at oes?

The guests erupt in |aughter.
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ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
And margaritas and pifia col adas?
Anyone?

GQUEST #2
A Tom Col | i ns?

The aiy-aiy-aiys follow the |aughter. Sefiora Rosalita waves
and wal ks back into the kitchen, taking off her head covering.
On cue, Mariachi nusic rises smoothly fromthe speakers in
the wall. Young men bring out platters of fried chicken,

bowl s of mashed potatoes, gravy boats, rolls, a light green
sal ad.

GUEST #1
If I'd have to eat any nore of those
beans! Free-hollees! | thought I

smel | ed sonet hi ng good.
I NT. THE CONSULATE BREAKFAST ROOM -- THE KI DS TABLE

In a dark brown wood panel ed room off the kitchen, the kids
are being put in their seats. The Boy is listening to his
shortwave receiver through his headset. There is nothing to
tune in, but he wants to appear detached. He sits in the
back corner. No other child remains seated.

There she is. A beautiful young american girl, KATHARI NE, 13
years old with | ong dark blonde hair and a slo-notion grace
that rem nds one of fever visions that wounded soldiers in
arny hospitals have of nurses carrying water and fresh sheets
in the afternoon light. Katharine is trying to get the two
four-year-olds to sit. The food is comng to the table and
being | adl ed onto the kids' plastic plates.

KATHARI NE
(to the boys)
Sit so you can pray, okay?

She smles to the cold Boy. Soneone sets Coca-Colas (tn
down at the table. Warm

I NT. THE CONSULATE DI NI NG ROOM

There is a hush. As if the air had been sucked out of the
room Heads are bowed, the guests are arranged around the
table. Katharine now sits at the far end of the table opposite
El swort h.

GUEST #2
A- men.
El sworth keeps his head still a bit |onger.
ELSWORTH
Ah-men... Friends, "Provecho" as we

say in Mexico. Bon apétite.
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Al t hough there are quite a few drinks already on the table,
the young nen are taking drink orders. One stops a little
too long next to Katharine's seat. KATHARINE' S DAD turns to
see what is taking himso |ong.

KATHARI NE
Daddy. . .

The guests are serving the neal to thenselves. And passing.
Maki ng pools in their potatoes for the gravy.

Kat harine's father turns to El sworth.

KATHARI NE' S DAD
El sworth, there is a giant suckin'
sound down at this end of the table.
Quite a spread. Cheers.

ELSWORTH
M casa es tu casa. My house is at
your di sposal .

KATHARI NE' S DAD
How much do you think | could get
for it?

Laughi ng, KATHARI NE' S MOTHER passes anot her pl ate.
INT. THE KIDS TABLE

Wth static in his headset, the Boy watches the children
eating, blowing the end papers off their straws, flipping
food. Hanburgers and fries.

GUEST #1 (O S.)
How do you get along with all these
Cat hol i cs?
(to the | one Mexican)
Sorry | don't mean to single you
out .

I NT. THE DI NI NG ROOM
The MEXI CAN GUEST shrugs. Hi's GRINGA WFE is nervous.

MEXI CAN GUEST
["mwth you--

The guests | augh.

MEXI CAN GUEST ( CONT' D)
As a Christian, | find it hard to
deal with the imgery here. And so
much of it is pagan. You know what |
mean.
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GUEST #1
Speaki ng of inmagery, what about these
pictures | see of fell ows--

Chimng in.

GUEST #1 W FE
And | adi es- -

GQUEST #1
--Yes, and | adies, in ski masks and
pipes? It's like they're going to
rob a gas station

El sworth seens serious.

ELSWORTH
Ahh. Qur friends the EZLN or the
FLZN if you prefer. The Zapati stas.
Led by our very good friend,
Subcomandant e Mar cos.

GUEST #1 W FE
It sounds so WAI'l Gernmany.

ELSWORTH
Perhaps that's precisely what they
are trying for. 1 don't know What |

do know is that their fervor is dying
out like their over-farnmed forests.
Don't get nme wong, don't show up in
t he Lacandon Jungle after dark, but
who cares, right?

GQUEST #2
What | want to know. ..
(nods to girlfriend)
Where do we go from here? \Wat
happened to NAFTA? 9117

INT. THE KIDS TABLE

The table is a weck. Unattached buns, ketchup, pickles
strewn. A young boy spills his mlk. It runs onto the Boy's
| ap.

ELSWORTH (0. S.)
What | am saying is that NAFTA worked.
And now we are on to the second phase.
Who has heard of the PPP?

I NT. THE DI NI NG ROOM

The Mexican guest notions with his fork.
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MEXI CAN GUEST
The Plan Puebla Panama, claro que
Si.

ELSWORTH
Here is a Mexican idea. It's being
presented as a Mexican idea. And
i ndeed the PLAN is to devel op the
undevel oped Mexi co and Centra
Anerica. Power, security,
transportation, tourism Doesn't
t hat just about cover everyone at
the table? Now the fact that it's
bei ng funded by the Worl d Bank, Paul
Wl fowi tz, and other regionally-
ori ented banki ng organi zati ons neans
that we have a way in. For all intents
and purposes, this is a way for us
to recoup the | osses of NAFTA

GUEST #1 W FE
That gi ant sucking sound.

ELSWORTH
Sonetinmes that sound isn't all bad,
ny dear.

Laughs.

ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
But | ook at the opportunities we
have in Central America taking this
approach--instead of the Iragq
appr oach.

GQUEST #1
Devel opnent - -

ELSWORTH
Exactly. Instead of war, we have
devel opnent and progress. There wi ||
be problens, but no one can dispute
the efforts are attenpts at progress.

MEXI CAN GUEST
And t he Zapati stas?

Kat harine takes a | arger bite of chicken than she shoul d.
El sworth stares. She is seated at the other end of the table
fromhim She is gorgeous. And distant.

ELSWORTH
Yes. Well. The Zapatistas sit and
smoke while their jungle is cut down
around t hem

He breaks his eyes away from Kat hari ne.
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ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
But what we really want here is sone
i nformati on you can use. Right?

INT. THE KI DS TABLE

One very small kid is crying. She has a french fry in each
nostril. The Boy is gone fromhis seat.

ELSWORTH (V. O.)
The soonest, nobst significant pay-
out is to be the hydroelectric project
at Lago Espejo.

I NT. THE CONSULATE DI NI NG ROOM

GUEST #2 G RLFRI END
The red clay village?

Kat hari ne | ooks across the table to the door behind El sworth.

ELSWORTH
M ke? She speaks?

The Boy stands in the doorway. He waves once. To Kat hari ne.

ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
Yes, red clay, very good. And the
origin of nost of this city's masa--
or corn nmeal--for tortillas. It also
has an incredible potential for
hydroel ectric power. The valley is a
natural reservoir waiting to happen
It probably was at one tine. Thus
the red clay, no?

The Boy heads into the kitchen.

ELSWORTH ( CONT' D)
Though it is risky, since there are
pockets of resistance, there seemto
be a nunmber of such villages that
are choosing to be relocated, to be
retrained.

MEXI CAN GUEST
To be shown the noney.

ELSWORTH
Precisely. And tied together with
t he other energy projects, the
transportation projects, it is bound
to be successful



GUEST #1 W FE
The way | heard it, it used to be
that they used to nake noney to fund
the fight against communi sm but now
it's a fight against comunismto
make noney.

GUEST #1
Wio's "they" honey?

KATHARI NE' S DAD
FBI, probably.

GUEST #1
Coul d be. ..

They | augh.

MEXI CAN GUEST
It's a plan packed wi th pesos.

El sworth notions to one of the young nmen to bring out the
next round.

I NT. THE CONSULATE Kl TCHEN

The Boy sits at the kitchen table with Sefiora Rosalita. In
front of 6 boxes of Kentucky Fried Chicken, col eslaws. She
pats his head.

SENORA ROSALI TA
Qui eres una quesadilla, corazoén?

He shakes hi s head.

Di shes and platters begin to make their way back into the
kitchen. El sworth pokes his head through the door.

ELSWORTH
Hey there, Jocko. Rosalita, vanps a
ir ala oficina. Querenos el tequila
y unos whi skys, de acuerdo? ¢Hay
al gun probl ema?

SENORA ROSALI TA
Ahorita, Don Elsworth. Caro

El sworth passes away |ike a rain cloud.

THE BOY
Si, por favor, mamta, una quesadilla.

Rosalita's right hand is burnt and shrivel ed.

82.
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KATHARI NE' S DAD (O.S.)
(in den)
This is a mahogany desk, isn't it
Don? It's all gone, all that wood,
isn"t it?

I NT. THE CONSULATE (ELSWORTH S) DEN -- BLACK/ WHI TE

The men spread out in the den. Overstuffed chairs. Many books,
but unt ouched.

ELSWORTH
Call nme John.

In a dark corner,there is a canary in a cage.

GUEST #2
John, can we bring denocracy to this
place? Or is it a |ost cause?

An eagle spreads it wooden wi ngs over the bookcase. A snake
inits nmouth.

GUEST #1
Wien do you see the highways being
connect ed? When can we get trucks
all the way through from Panana in
one day?

Kat harine's dad reaches into Elsworth's outstretched cigar
box and pulls out a long cigar. Habana. The other nmen are
al ready snoking them

KATHARI NE' S DAD
W1l everything be |lost when and if
there is a rebellion?
OVERSTUFFED CHAI RS

The nen | augh and slap each other's backs. Their necks tilting
t heir heads back and | aughi ng.

A M RACLE

The tequila has changed to VODKA. As if a silent film silent
and bl ack and white, the bottle noves too fast to fill the
three shot glasses on the side table. Spills. Small puddle.
MORE Cl GARS

Cl ouds of thick grey snmoke billow about the heads of the nen
in the den. Backsl appi ng.

DANCE HALL G RLS

In the fictional den, girls in 1890s dance hall dresses hang
on the necks of the Capitalists. Gind in their |aps.
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A SLOPPY KI SS

One dance hall girl gives Katharine's dad a sl oppy kiss on
t he nmout h. She shoves himback into his chair when she is
done.

HOALI NG | N SMOKE

Laughing and yelling, the men shift the girls around. A point
needs to be nade.

DRI LLI NG THE DESK

El sworth, the 1890s Capitalist Pig, repeatedly drills the
desk with his index finger. Rap, rap, rap.

THE COSSACKS

Long-coated, furry-hatted policenmen, the Czar's dreaded
cossacks, snoke thick cigarettes along the walls of the den.
Long barreled rifles with bayonets. Their cold, |ight-col ored
eyes, dart fromside to side...

I NT. HALLWAY

The Boy hesitates shortly and knocks on the door to the den.
It swi ngs w de.

THE BOY
Goodni ght .

ELSWORTH
Goodni ght, Jocko. And thanks.

The nen are playing N ntendo. Two gane controllers. A kung-
fu fantasy ganme. Katharine's dad sits on the desk. Hi s player
decks a lightweight girl fighter operated by CGuest #1.

GUEST #1
Ch, shit!

GUEST #1 WFE (0. S.)
You com ng, Rick?

The door closes slowy. The Boy | ooks back to the dining
roomtable. One |ast | ook at Kathari ne.

He heads to the stairs. Three steps up.
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ELSWORTH
Hey, Jocko. After Abuelita's your
al | caught up, okay?

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. CAFETERI A EL AMARI LLO -- NIGHT -- EL PATRONCI TO
The Patroén | ooks tired. Sl ower.

EL PATRONCI TO
[ Per haps you know this already.
Perhaps | don't need to tell you
this. The governments of Anerica
have a plan to inprove the |ives of
t he people from Puebla, Mexico al
the way down to Panama. It's a plan.
They call it the Plan Puebl a Panana.
Yes. Good nane. ]

He funbles for his coffee. Stirs it.

EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ You see when the banks and oil nad
capitalists got tired of paying wages,
t hey deci ded to develop this part of
the world. You see at first, all we
had for them was bananas and mahogany
and coffee. Now we provide themwth
sl aves. And these slaves can be used
to mine the precious resources that
were | ocked in here without a road
out. Now there will be roads through
the jungle. And just for fun they
will to make a superhighway to repl ace
t he Panama Canal . ]

EL CLI QUERO
El diquero | ooks blankly at the Patron.

EL PATRONCI TO (O S.) (CONT' D)
[ Some of the nen that Marcos has
been targeting are interested in
creating a hydroel ectric power network
to harness the water in Central
Aneri ca. ]

BACK TO SCENE

He begins to take out his wallet.
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EL PATRONCI TO ( CONT' D)
[ And when they are done, they'll
pipe it to the United States. Over
our heads and under our feet.]

FADE TO
EXT. THE PARQUE -- AFTERNOON -- FI ESTA

The Spy rests on a cast iron bench, recently painted kelly
green. He wears his trademark Ray Ban sungl asses. A Brasi
futbol jersey and jeans. He has a taco in his hand. A
beautiful hand wought taco de res fromthe hot cart guy.
The taco is good, but his viewis nore interesting.

POV THE SPY -- UN JOVEN Y SU NOVI A

On a bench opposite the Spy, not far fromthe hot cart, sit
two young Mexicans. The young man, not far from his indi genous
roots. Still he wears jeans. He wears a plaid shirt. And his
girlfriend is in love with him

Her straight black hair falls over her face, covering her
sl opi ng, gently-bowed indian nose. Her hair makes a space
for themto hide. Inside her hair they are no | onger on a
park bench. They are no longer in front of Sefiora Jinénez
fromthe nearby |la Estetica Francesa. They are al one.

They kiss. He leans his forehead into her hair. They speak.

Their lips nearly touching. Wanting to touch, even if it

foul s their speech

THE SPY

He takes his sunglasses off, taking a break. He squints as

he cleans the green lenses. He can't help but |ook. Neither

can you.

Behind him the park is filling up wth half-built small-

scale roller coasters and bunper cars. The signs of a Mexican

feriain el parque.

LOS JOVENES

Melting together. Onh what you' d give for this |love of theirs.
DI SSOLVE TO

EXT. PARQUE -- THAT SAME NI GHT -- M DWAY | N FULL SW NG

A Mexi can carnival mdway screans.

Grls screamthe thrills of being alone and free with their
friends in the dark.

Heavy netal spinning rides screamwth a rheumatoid pain
felt intheir joints and rotors, waiting to rest.
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Hawkers screamtheir rutted carnival chants.

And Mexi can popul ar nusic with saturated bass screans from
the Pas of rides that for 15 mnutes maintain a tight 4 neter
orbit through painted caricatures of novie actors and arti sts.

ORBI TI NG RI DE

The queer, orbiting ride is tucked into a back corner of the
m dway. The seats tw st |ike teacups, but, without the ride
operators' help, the ride is too calm

THE OPERATORS

Li ke ni nbl e indio | unberjacks in the nahogany nonterias, the
men junp in and out of the deadly metal |ove seats and, timng
t he chopping, give themcircular nonentum Sonme eat churros
whi |l e they push, hanging themfromtheir lips Iike corn husk
cigars. Sone just snoke.

THE SPY

He stands in the wet gravel not far fromthe orbiting ride.
It really is an amazing sight, and he watches it like he is
wai ting for a car accident.

AN ARM

A worman' s arm snakes behind the Spy and taps himfromthe
ot her side. He |ooks away fromthe ride, but doesn't see.

THE SPY'S ASSI STANT

Suddenly, there is his assistant. It is Adara, right?
Sonet hi ng has changed in her. She smles, but doesn't speak.

ORBI TI NG RI DE

Toget her they watch the ride operators tine after tine just
m ss the slashing cars.

The silence is long and painless and drowns out the screans.
<EL BAI LE DE LOS PERRCS -- DOGS FUCK IN THE STREET>

A bitch in heat. But this particular dog has been through it
before. She's snmall, but her teats swing down |ike the she-
wol f who nursed Romul us and Renus. Her eyes are clear. And
this is what makes her so easy to identify wth.

Two white studs and a smaller black dog with tan clown face
bunch up as they follow the bitch.

She can't help but push her tail to one side as she stands
by a trash can.
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The three mal es rush up behind her. Gowing and junping up
onto their back Iegs. The black dog tries to be as fierce as
he can. He bites the other two, his constant conpanions.

One of the white dogs rolls the smaller male. Pins himto
t he ground. The snmaller one squeal s.

The other white dog nmakes the bitch in three strides. He
takes her initial bites as part of the conpromise. He lifts
her hind legs up with his front paws, pulling her back to
hi s hunping. The bitch screans. She throws her head back and
to the side to gnash her teeth at him

Hi s tongue drapes down fromhis smling face. Just doing
God's work. A force of nature. And it happens hundreds of
tinmes per night here in the city.

FADE TO

NOTE TO READER: YOU THI NK DOGS FUCKI NG ON SCREEN WAS HARD,
VHAT FOLLOAS IS NOT GO NG TO BE PRETTY

| just spent the [ast hour wondering why I was witing this
(and tying up sone | oose ends of the el Ciquero sequences).
And it seens | reject the notion that a novie (or a novie
script) cannot or should not hurt. My work in the recent

past has been criticized for lack of direct confrontation of
the issues of the day (and this fromthe professor who showed
me a filmnmade purely of moth's wings). But | believe that

t he sensel ess pain that people feel every day due to
circunstances beyond their control, and seemng like fate
but truly the inplications of sone dunmb fuck bureaucratic
butterfly's wings flapping in Washington, in Mexico Gty, in
Tuxtla GQutierrez, at the dinner table--1 believe that this
pain is the true issue. And so nmuch the worse when those
wings are mles across, paid for by the anmerican taxpayers,
and flap to the rhythm of hateful religious bigotry and
personal financial greed. So here it goes.

THE CLI CKER

010.

EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL STREET -- THE SAME NI GHT
The street is still hot.

El diquero walks on the hot dry sidewalk. H's hand is in
his pocket. Hot black suit. Death is in his hands.

A POLI CENMAN

A metropolitanero cop looks into el Ciquero' s eyes. Crossing
the street. Steady.

THE SKY
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Bill board with muchacha in a string bikini on a cell phone.
wal ki ng uphi |l .

A light changes to red. He cannot go.
THE STREET

There are no cars. Street is enpty. The stoplight is stil
red.

A STREET CORNER

Geen light. Cross street. Stops. The wall is opened. A |lot
of grass inside. Stop. Hands out of pockets.

EL CLI QUERO
Sonet hi ng about the grass. The grassy knoll.
OLD SHOES

A piece of neat splats near his foot. He | ooks up. There is
a dog.

CUT TO
EXT. THE GRASSY KNCLL -- CONTI NUOUS
The Boy whistles for the dog. WIIl it take another piece of
neat? There's nore in the bag. He walks slowy to the dog.
Bundle in his hand. Here..

Sonet hing frightens the dog. A sound? It bolts. Shoot it
from here?

THE CLI CKER
0009.

CUT TO
THE DOG

El diquero ains at the dog. Lead it. Wiy? Habit. Wy shoot
t he dog?

A boy steps in front of el Ciquero' s pistol. STOP. Let pistol
fall to side. This boy. The dog boy.

EL CLI QUERO
¢Que haci endo joven?

CUT TO
THE BOY
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The Boy is scared. A nman, the sane man he saw with his uncle
that nmorning. EIl Ciquero. He sees the pistol. The dog is
getting away. He can no | onger hope to...

THE BOY
Pues. .. Buscando a m nana.

CUT TO
THE BOY

Light falls on his nmouth. The boy's voice. He can hear it
t hrough the water.

EL CLI QUERO
Si? (A donde?

THE BOY
[...Gedelos...]

Wat er.

EL CLI QUERO
. Cono?
The boy noves back into the |ight.

THE BOY
En | a sangre de | os perros.

THE DOG
Pointing to the dog. Now far.

EL CLI QUERO
,Si, verdad...?

THE BOY' S ARM

Sonet hing. The boy is feeling his arm Near the shoul der. He
dropped his bundle. Blood. He is |l ooking at it. A good anmount
of bl ood between his fingers. The boy falls to a knee. The
bundl e is heavy and probably hol ds sonething i nportant.

cUT TO
EL CLI QUERO

The Boy is down. He is grabbing his shoulder and a spray of
bl ood has sl apped the wall and nowit is flowing fromhis
shoul der and through his hand. EIl diquero just stands there.
But then sonething happens. Wiy won't he help the Boy? The
Boy needs his help. Didn't he hear THE SHOT? The Boy is

| ooki ng, but he can't see anything. He is |ooking, but he
needs hel p. Soon. Dizzy. The Boy screans out.

SOVEONE SHOT THE BOY
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When the Boy screans, el Ciquero noves. The sound of the
screamin his hearing aid.

And then, from sonewhere cones the Ice Cream Truck thene. As

if it's playing just for them El Cdiquero searches for the
sour ce.

He sees the boy is hurt badly. The boy tries to get up and
stunbl es. Stay down, he notions.

El diquero is scanning the roofs. This is the tine. They
have cone for him He will give themsonething. He pulls his
pistol. Get out of the light.

El diquero pulls back out of the Iight. Back to the shadows.
THE BOY' S FACE

Shal | ow breaths. El diquero is gone. The dog is gone. His
armis nunb. The bl ood pounds in his ears. He needs to nove.
Get help for himself. It is difficult to swallow. Now Now.
NOW HELP THE BOY

The I ce Cream Truck theme. When you think you have all the
time in the world, you may be running out. Not for you, but
for the boy. For his mama

There he goes. He tries to stand. El Cdiquero whistles to
him Was it |oud enough?

The boy tries to stand. He needs help. Go to him Just a
boy. He's up. Wiistle. Go to him Now.

El diquero noves. The boy noves. He can't, he's dizzy. No.
He turns.

The boy finds his eye. Reaches out. Wiat is he thinking about?
The boy is hit again, in the skullcap. Like a fountain from
the parks of el Cliquero' s youth. Wen the fountains had

wat er. The water blows onto his face as if he were ever going
to make it to the ocean again.

The boy is two neters fromel Cliquero. He falls away from
hi m

THE DOG
From across the knoll, the dog turns.
THE BOY

H s cal ves. Red soaked white socks. The shorts. Escuel a Absal 6n
Castellanos shirt. The body is enpty. No novenent.
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The body | ooks as if it has been here in the gravel and grass
forever.

FADE OUT:
LA MJSI CA

In the dark. A cheap radio plays latin nusic. And behind the
nmusic, a soft breeze.

FADE TO
EXT. LATIN AMERI CAN CEMENT BU LDI NG -- LATE MORNI NG

A boy swings a hanmmock in the norning heat. A palmtree gives
hi m shade. And the netal roofs.

A bird circles the tree and lands in it.
A TRANSI STOR RADI O

The boy hol ds a Japanese transistor radio, butterscotch
puddi ng col ored. The antenna is broken off at the thickest
segnent. The wist strap is dirty, but intact.

The boy flips the tuning dial. Msses. Returns to the latin
station and flips it again. It hits an Anerican rock and
roll station dead on.

THE CEMENT BUI LDI NG

The hamock, the kid, the palmtree and the sky. And Lover boy
pl aying on the radio. "You wanna piece of my heart? You better
start fromthe start..."

An Anerican troop transport flies just overhead, |ow and
| oud and fucking big. The pal mtree sways.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. THE GRASSY KNCOLL -- MOMVENTS LATER
By the boy's leg. There is a radio. El Cdiquero bends to
touch it. He pulls it. Still connected to the boy's headset.
Red |ight on.
THE RADI O

He pulls the boy's headset plug out of the jack. Then he
stands up.

THE HEARI NG Al D
He pulls the cable out of his hearing aid and plugs it into

the boy's radio. Quiet. He turns it up. Snow. \White noise.
The water is gone.
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M SCELLANEQUS

The boy's bundle. And what's in the backpack? Gently, el
Cliquero unwaps the boy's pistol fromthe bundle. Wthout
much surprise, he picks it up. Puts it into his coat pocket.

The backpack. It holds sonme neat and books. A bolsita of
neat. That goes into the other pocket. A school book. That
st ays.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. HOLE IN THE SHEET METAL WALL -- LATER
F! Ciquero pushes through the netal wall. Light froma snal
ire.
THE FI RE
He drops the bag of neat by a leg at the fire.
DI SSOLVE TO

INT. EL CLI QUERO S CUARTO -- LATER

A hammock. A shelf. El diquero finishes rolling a corn husk
cigar. He lights it. A few people squat by the fire. Cooking
t he neat.

He sits in doorway. Snoking. Dust on his suit.
EVEN LATER

The suit jacket hangs. He pulls hinself into the hamock
wearing a white tank top and his pants. He pulls on a hat. A
bl ack hat. A ski mask. A black ski mask, it cones down over
his eyes.

EL CLI QUERO S EYES THROUGH THE ZAPATI STA MASK

They stare out of the holes in the mask. He closes themto
sl eep.

FADE TO
INT. HOLE I N THE SHEET METAL WALL -- LATER, BUT NOT MORNI NG

A flashlight. On the end of arifle. An M16. At |east four
dark blue helnmets with night vision goggles. Peering through
the hole in the wall.

Firing. Dust flying. Leaves falling. Wod splintering. Sparks
and enbers. The door to el Cdiquero' s cuarto. Bullet holes,
torn off the hinge. The jacket hangs on the wall. The hanmmock
is enpty. The ski mask is gone. Wth el diquero.
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The hel mets push the bodies with their boots. They thrust
their rifles into dark spaces.

DI SSOLVE TO

LA UNI DAD HEADLI NE: [SON OF US CONSUL MURDERED. EZLN
DESPERAT! ON?]

EL ORBE HEADLI NE: [ZAPATI STA TERROR ] ¢COMD JAMAS? Pl CTURE
OF THE MASSACRE.

LA CONSTI TUCI ON HEADLI NE: [ DEATH THROES OF EZLN?]

FADE TO
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PART TWO
I NT. STATE COLLEGE DORM ROOM ( FALL 1984) -- N GHT -- BEATRI Z

It's funny that for the first two tines you have seen Beatriz

she has been having sex. Well, the first didn't count, did
it? | mean it was a dream And this is a flashback. She really
is a wonderful person, healthy, sexual...sure..., smart. So

warmit's hard to believe. Especially at this state coll ege.
She is like a dream Like the dreama man has before he is a
man of the perfect partner. Friend, |over, confidant: soneone
he yearns for, but doesn't need to yearn for, because her

| ove of himis so conplete and perfect. Like | said, a dream

Anyway, it's dark, but a streetlight burns through the w ndow.
And it is clear, but cold. A quick burst of snow dust. Voices
from bel ow travel well

Inside, Beatriz is dripping sweat. Her eyes are open. She is
noving slowy and breathing. Her hair is... she has hair.

She | ooks young and full and her hair is wavy. But one strand
is stuck to her forehead. Wet. She is wearing a navy bl ue
coll ege sweatshirt. Her neck is taut and naked under the
col | ar.

Wiile the light falls on her face, it doesn't illumnate his
face until he leans up to kiss her--

YOUNG BEATRI Z
(surprised as you are)
Wio the hell are you?!

It's not the Spy. Wio the hell is it? It's just SOVE GUY
But, she's joking with him

YOUNG BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Ch, don't be mad--1 kid with you.
Cone here.

She ki sses hi s nout h.

YOUNG BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
Cone to ne.

I NT. STATE COLLEGE DORM HALL -- CONTI NUCUS

The young Spy as seen earlier, in Panama, but younger and
stupider. He is tipsy and wearing a brown corduroy jacket
lined with fake | anmbswool .

Hi s conpanion is JODI (pronounced JCE-DI E when she's drunk)
THE ROCKER. She is a heavy netal l|ocal girl who shocks him
thrills him and enbarrasses hima little bit. Wiwy? She is
gorgeous, tall, has long curly hair, a soft body, and he

| oves her. He doesn't know what to tal k about wth her, but
if he would just shut up and for once trust what his hornones
are telling himit wuuld all work out.
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Oh. There was that little incident with her kickboxing ex-
boyfriend showing up at his roomlate one night, and when he
answered the door and Jodi was asleep in his bed... just

feet fromthe door... teased red and bl ack hair sticking out
over the pillow and end of the bed. And nothi ng happened- -
the guy just didn't see her or didn't recognize her hair. He
even apol ogi zed. Before soneone phoned the authorities. Yeah.

Vel |, that's another script.
In this script, they stop at the door.

YOUNG SPY
Ckay. Where's ny fuckin' key?

JOD
Lemre check- -

Checki ng his pockets.

YOUNG SPY
(ticklish)
Oh, stop, here, | got it. Waitam nute.

He cranes his neck. What's happening inside?

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Oh shit. [Laughs and cringes] He's
in there with Charro!

Jodi leans to the door and |i stens.

JODI
(and this is an exanple
of how great Jodi
was)
I thought preppy asshol es were
supposed to | eave a tie on the door
knob when they were fucking sonmeone.

YOUNG SPY
Hey, |'m a preppy asshol e.

JODI
You're not a preppy.

He | eans her against the wall near the door. And kisses her.

JODI (CONT' D)
You smell |ike pabst blue ribbon.

He | ooks at her in her long ratty coat, her teased up red
hair, her deathly white makeup. Bl ack |ipstick.

YOUNG SPY
No, you're the preppy. Follow ne.



They wal k to the | ounge.
I NT. STATE COLLEGE DORM LOUNGE

Ungodly hot in there. The streamradi ators hiss hatefully
and clang an uneven rhythm The young Spy cranks open a
wi ndow. Some relief comes with a rush of heavy, cold air.

They take off their coats.

YOUNG SPY
But enough about ne.

JCODI
Have you finished your tape | oops?

YOUNG SPY
My homewor k?

JODI
Shut up. You said you were working
on a new one for nme. No Throbbing
Gistle again? This tinme?

He | eans back on the couch. She sits across from him

YOUNG SPY
Shit, | really wanted to play them
for you.

JCODI

We can wait until she | eaves.

YOUNG SPY
I think she's staying.

JODI
Cone on, bud, you can sneak in there.

He | aughs.

YOUNG SPY
No, just let nme tell you about it.
You know |'ve been taking the
audi ol ogy cl ass.

JODI
Yeah, | wanna take that, too.

YOUNG SPY
I wish |l could tell you this with a
strai ght face. W had a wonman cone
in this Friday. She has this thing,
this dial, that nmakes these subsonic
noi ses at certain frequencies.

( MORE)

97.
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YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
But the frequencies correspond to,
well, to real things. Like to atomc
wei ghts. And the atom c weights
correspond to el enments. Like uranium
You know ne, | quit taking chem stry
in high school. Enough is enough.
But Ray, Ray Snyder, the drug guy.
He is hel ping her set up and he dials
in the atom c weight of sonme drug
t hat he makes- -

JOD
O tries to nake...

YOUNG SPY
Wait a mnute, he dials it up and |
put on the headphones and | can't
fucking talk. It's a downer. | can
barely get ny hands up to the
headphones to take themoff. It's
fucking brilliant. She's trying to
use it to beat cancer or sone shit
like that, but think about it...

JODI
Okay, so what did you do?

YOUNG SPY
Thi nk about it. Wat would you do?

JOD
Crack sonme books.

He shrugs and nods.

JODI (CONT' D)
VWhat ?

YOUNG SPY
VWll. | took the thenme fromthe ice
cream truck.

JCODI
Mster Titty Twister? It always makes
me cry.

YOUNG SPY
The sound. ..

JCODI
Yeah, that song.

YOUNG SPY
Yeah, | got that song.
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JODI
Fuck off.

YOUNG SPY
No, | got it.

JODI

(dawni ng finally)
Wait. They could just give you the
frequency for cyanide. Then what?
They nmust be doing it now.

YOUNG SPY
Who's "they"?

JCODI
Vll if they're teaching it in a
state school don't you think the
government al ready knows?

YOUNG SPY
This is a good school .
JODI
But you got high?
YOUNG SPY
Yeah!
JODI
And then it went away right away?
YOUNG SPY
Wien | took off the headset. But--
JODI
Fuck.
YOUNG SPY
Yeah. Sounds l|ike bullshit. |I'm gonna
play it for you tonorrow.
JODI
What did you do to it? Wat el enent?
YOUNG SPY
Not an elenent. A lack... of

sonet hi ng. Subtractive.

JCODI
You took sonet hing away? From what ?

YOUNG SPY
From the normal sound of a hunman
body. Wth all the elenents in
har nony. A di sharnony. You'll see.
( MORE)
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YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)

You'll feel it, then tell ne what it
is. 1"l play it tonmorrow. You'll
hear it.

JODI
You are fucked up. But it sounds
cool. Can you sneak in?

He | aughs.

YOUNG SPY
Tonor r ow.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. COLLEGE DORM COURTYARD ( FALL 1984) -- DAY

First a droning warmup | oop. Al nost sounds |ike feedback. A
vi brati on.

Typical day in the courtyard. Volleyball. Cuitar. Frisbee.
Hand- hol di ng. Some outside studying. Very little studying.
Anot her source of nusic: a little radio. An old Lanbretta
scooter.

A few people | ook up to the source of the drone. But it's a
smal | annoyance on an ot herw se beautiful day. And they've
heard it before.

DORM W NDOW

One huge speaker is tilted up into the wi ndow of the Young
Spy's room Three feet tall. The screen is off to showits
tremendous woofers and tweeters. Like negaphones. They ring
with the vibrations of the |oop.

CUT TO
| NT. COLLEGE DORM -- THE FOUR TRACK RECORDER
The cassette on the four track spins. The drone conti nues.
Then slowmy it shifts. Another sound, com ng through in fits.
Ginding. A shrill scratch.
COURTYARD

The students cover their ears. Some yell up to the room
“Cone on...!"

Jodi sits cross-1egged, |eaning against a wall. Looks up
from her book.

THE FOUR TRACK RECORDER

The grinding ticks away as the cassette turns. A plastic,
hol | ow cl i cking sound. And then, a |ow runmbling bass hum
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COURTYARD
A few faces turn up to the wi ndow. Suddenly, the Ice Cream
Truck theme surfaces fromthe bass hum Smles. A |augh
echoes.
JODI
She | ooks around to the others. They recognize the tune.
THE FOUR TRACK RECORDER
Turns and turns.

DORM W NDOW SPEAKER

Frominches away, the paper cones punp and throb to the sweet
Ice Cream Truck thene.

THE FOUR TRACK RECORDER

Turns as it plays. The Young Spy's hand slowy tw sts the
vol unme knob, fading out. Then, index finger pushes "halt" on
t he Ger man- nmade recorder

I NT. COLLEGE DORM ROOM -- DOOR

The Young Spy's door creaks slowy. It is silent in the
courtyard. A bird. A car passes.

YOUNG SPY
Jodi ?

He takes off his headset.
DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. LADYMAN' S CAFE (W NTER 1984-5) -- ENTRY

The Young Spy carries his backpack and waits to be seated. A
dyed bl onde waitress grabs a nmenu and wal ks himto the back.

LADYMAN S WAl TRESS
One?

She puts the nmenu down at a table, barely watching.

LADYMAN S WAI TRESS ( CONT' D)
(sw vel s back)
Cof f ee?

YOUNG SPY
Yes.

He sees another waitress in the front end of the cafe. She is
joking with the Ladyman's regulars at the pie counter. It's
Jodi in a yellow uniformand white apron.
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She doesn't | ook back.

LADYMAN S WAI TRESS
What can | get ya this afternoon?

YOUNG SPY
Cof f ee?

LADYMAN S WAl TRESS
Yeah, it's brew ng now.

YOUNG SPY
Can | still get eggs?

LADYMAN S WAI TRESS
After 2pmwe don't serve breakf ast
anynore. You know that by now, honey.
How about a tuna fish sal ad?

YOUNG SPY
And fries?

LADYMAN S WAI TRESS
Chi ps. ..

He folds the nmenu and gives it to her.

LADYMAN S WAI TRESS ( CONT' D)
["11 be right back.

DI SSOLVE TGO
| CEBERG LETTUCE WTH A LI TTLE TUNA LEFT

He |ifts the last chip to his nmouth and slides off the bench
grabbi ng the check. "Thanks (heart) Laurie."

He shuffles to the counter. And to Jodi. She is reading.

YOUNG SPY
Busy?

JODI
You all set?

YOUNG SPY
Hi .

A guy in a plaid touring cap turns on his stool. Nosey.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Vel | ?

JODI |'S NORMAL

Jodi has bl eached the red and bl ack out of her hair. Her |ips
are pale pink, in fact she's not wearing any makeup.
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She | ooks soft and too warm Tired. Feveri sh.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Anyt hi ng?

JCDI
Wanna gi ve me your check?

She takes his noney and check, ringing up quickly. He takes
her outside. Looking at the shithead on the stool.

YOUNG SPY
Excuse us.

They only nake it a few steps outside.

JOoD
| can't go anywhere. I'mon till 8.

YOUNG SPY
What happened?

JODI
It nmade nme want to eat dirt, you
fuck. Ckay? Dirt! I'msitting there
wat ching the courtyard and all | can
think of is scratching, digging,
scraping away the grass to get at
the earth. And to eat it.

YOUNG SPY
VWhoa.

JCODI
I still want to.

Not hi ng.
JODI (CONT' D)
Yeah. So way to go. Don't nake
anything for nme again... That was
enough. Plenty.
He hands her a book.

YOUNG SPY
Here's your--

And as she's goi ng back through the door.

JODI
And pl ease forget how you did that.

THE PI E COUNTER

Jodi turns off the coffee behind the counter. Pies revolve
in the case. There goes key |ine. Banana cream



GUY ON STOOL
What you readi ng, Jodi?

She | ooks at the book the Young Spy handed her.
"Jodi Watley." It is a history of medieval
cover: a woodcut of the body divided into sections.

JODI

One of ny witch books. Medieval

el enent s.
(turns sharply)
Wanna borrow it, Jinbo?

The man waves his arns to ward it away.

I NT. COLLEGE DORM ROOM ( SPRI NG 1985) --

104.

It's hers.

medi ci ne. The

FADE TO

The tel ephone. Its cord spirals inperfectly fromthe base to
the handset. It's always tenpting to try to fix these things.

Especially while talking with your nom

YOUNG SPY
... R ght.

He wal ks to the wi ndow, stretching the cord to its limts.

Pulling the base. He pushes the w ndows open.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
This past weekend? Did she bring...?
Oh.

He sits on the bed.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)

Hmm

Li es back.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Yeah. Huh? Oh, yeah. Nearly everything
| wanted. Still can't get that,
right. I guess you have to be a m nor

init to get in. Yeah.

Sits back up

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
What ? You di d? How are they? That's

good. . . Wy?

He stands and wal ks to his desk.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)

WO w.
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Sits at his desk. Turns on desk | anp.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Ckay, Mom No, |'m okay.

Strai ght ens papers.
YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
| don't know --oops. Sonething
happeni ng? Yeah. | have to go, too.
He swivels in his chair. He | ooks out the w ndow.

YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)

Oh, I--1 think I did sonething stupid
today. No. It's too late. |I'm-anyway.
Naw 1'I1l tell you about it next

tine. We're both in a hurry. Yeah.
I[t's small. It's about a girl. Yeah.
It's fine. Sorry. Ckay. | love you

Yep. Ckay. Love you, Mom Bye.
He hangs up.
He swi vel s back. Looks at the paper on his desk.
M LI TARY DOCUVENT
At the bottom a signature unreadable. The nane blank is not
filled in. An oversight. Mwving up, it is easy to read that
t he docunment is confirmation of soneone's US Arny recruitment.
H s.
| NT. COLLEGE DORM ROOM

The Spy | eans back in his chair. The cicadas are cycling. It
is hot and green outside.

FADE TO
I NT. COLLEGE DORM ROOM ( FALL 1985) -- AFTERNOON
Fall |leaves. Orange and red trees, and a rustle of wind. The
wi ndows in the Young Spy's room open onto the courtyard. The
speaker is turned away fromthe w ndow. The Vel vet Underground
play a live version of "I"'mwaiting for ny man".

The Young Spy lies on his (or is it his roommates?) beanbag
chair. Not far from sleep

The door creaks open. Slowy |ike the w nd.

YOUNG SPY
Ckay- -

No one speaks up.
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YOUNG SPY ( CONT' D)
Cone in!

He | eans his head over to see the door. Soneone waves a book--
"I ntroduction to the Hi story and Phil osophy of Science" by
Noretta Koert ge.

YOUNG BEATRI Z (QO. S.)
Peace--1 surrender.

YOUNG SPY
Yeah, cone in. Ted's not here.

Sweet Beatriz pushes the door open with her head.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
No, your book. | amready to get rid
of it.

YOUNG SPY
Oh. | was | ooking for that.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
| had it, renmenber?

YOUNG SPY
Right. But Ted's not here.

She puts the book down on his bed.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
That doesn't matter any nore. Ted
and | broke up. A nonth ago?

YOUNG SPY
Oh, | wondered why | hadn't seen you
lately.

YOUNG BEATRI Z

We're still friends. He's a nice
guy. Thanks for the book.

She npoves to the door.

YOUNG BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
You nmeke that nusic outside?

He rolls his head over again.

YOUNG BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
That repeating thing.

YOUNG SPY
Yeah. | do.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
It's cool.
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She cl oses the door softly. And is gone.

YOUNG SPY
Thanks. . .

A NOTE I N THE BOXK

"Do you have anything a little nore mndl ess? But really, do
you have sonething that is an easier introduction? 1'd |like
to borrow. By the way, ny roonmate tells me that you | ook
great in a towl! G ao, Beatriz. PS How does she know?"

DI SSOLVE TO
INT. MEXICO CITY Al RPORT -- WNTER 1985

Flight information in Spani sh echoes around foreigners in
white linen suits. Beatriz |eads the Young Spy by the hand
t hrough the airport.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
Oh, quick, give ne a Kkiss.

He does. She won't let go.

YOUNG BEATRI Z ( CONT' D)
You think Forrest Hall is a place to
keep virgins, you should see ny
famly's house.

YOUNG SPY
Huh?

She winks at himand they nove on.

A smal|l group of 10 people all shriek at once. And Beatri z,
t 0o.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
i Mami , Papi

She rushes to them and enbraces and ki sses each one. He is
left flat-footed in his flip flops, shifting and watching.

Wien the kissing dies down. Mre than a few are staring at
t he Young Spy.

YOUNG SPY
Ho- | a.

FLI P FLOPS

PAPA DE BEATRI Z
Hi, young nman. Nice to neet you

They shake hands. He gives a kiss to her nother. She is |osing
her hair.
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MAMVA DE BEATRI Z
i QUé guapo

EXT. Al RPORT SI DEWALK -- LATER

The Young Spy and Beatriz's father wal k side by side. They
don't | ook at each other openly, but sneak gl ances. Wen the
sound of incom ng planes dies away, the sound of the flip
flops. Her father glances down.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. MEXICO CITY STREET -- LATER

Three cars pull through a gate. Beatriz gets out of the first
one. The Young Spy fromthe third.

I NT. THE MONFORTI NO HOME -- KI TCHEN

A line of Beatriz's relatives snakes through the kitchen and
into the hone. The Young Spy drags his bag near the back.

YOUNG BEATRIZ (O S.)
[Where did he go?]

I NT. THE MONFORTI NO HOME -- LI VING ROOM

A dreamlike mniature waterfall flows fromthe top of the
[iving roomwall. The water pours over a |edge, down the
wall, and into a pool near the floor.

There are nore people here. The grandparents, seated, very
ol d and Spanish. O course, for them the inportant thing is
that Beatriz has conme honme. The boy is sonething she brought,
a present. But that can wait.

BOBBY is Beatri z'

triz's younger brother. Wld and thin. He is in
university inla Cu

dad.
BOBBY
(to Young Spy)

cQué tal?

YOUNG SPY
Hi .

BOBBY
Sprachen Zi e Deutsch?

YOUNG SPY
No.

BOBBY

Me neither. Let nme take you to where
they are going to keep you.
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He grabs the bag and drags it out of the living room Beatriz
rai ses her eyebrows to the Young Spy as he | eaves the room
That is the way it is.
| NT. THE MONFORTI NO HOME -- OLDER BROTHERS' ROOM

There are two beds in here. An air con unit. Geen flower
curtains. Very dark. A fireplace.

BOBBY
You want a shower? They'll be a while.
The bag on the bed.
YOUNG SPY

Later.
There is a matrix of pictures on the wall.

BOBBY
Sefior, let me introduce you to the
Monfortino famly. Mra. This is the
best information you can get.
He points to the wall.
I NSERT: PI CTURE #1

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is--

YOUNG SPY
Lee Harvey Oswal d- -

BOBBY

No, this is Alvaro. He is a doctor
who lives in M choacan.

I NSERT: PI CTURE #2

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is a picture of two nel ons.

YOUNG SPY
Hol y- -

BOBBY
My ol dest sister Carolina.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #3

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Ricky. Heis in the States.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #4
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BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Carlitos. My brother who
died. This is his room

YOUNG SPY
How di d he die?

BOBBY
In a car.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #5

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is me when | was a boy. | |ove
t hat bi ke.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #6

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Alfonso. M prino. How do
you call that?

YOUNG SPY
Huh? Your what ?

BOBBY
Cousi n, | think.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #7

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
Bruno with his caballo in Oaxaca. He
IS crazy now.

YOUNG SPY
What happened?

BOBBY
Not hi ng. He's just crazy.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #8

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Celi. My other sister. You'l
nmeet her later. She is npre beauti ful
than Beatriz, no?

| NSERT: PI CTURE #9

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Daniel. He is like a
revolutionary. He |ooks |ike Fidel.
He doesn't snoke, though. Doesn't
l'i ke cigars.

I NSERT: PI CTURE #10
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BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This i s Eduardo. El ol vi dado.

| NSERT: PI CTURE #11
BOBBY ( CONT' D)

Est her. She does snpke cigars. There
she's in Paris. She lives in Barcel ona

with her cats. | mss her.
YOUNG SPY
She is your sister, too?
BOBBY
No, of course not. My prino. Watever

that is.
| NSERT: PI CTURE #12

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
This is Eva. Not related. | don't
know how her picture shows up here.
That's ny house, though.

YOUNG SPY
She | ooks |ike Esther.
BOBBY
It mght be Esther again. | don't

know.
| NSERT: PI CTURE #13
BOBBY (CONT' D)

N eves. "Snow'. Because he's so cool.
He's a | awyer now.

YOUNG SPY
He is wearing a suit.
BOBBY
Yeah, but he could play rock.
YOUNG SPY
No nore?
BOBBY
No.

I NSERT: PI CTURE #14, 15, 16

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
And this is Severino, Arsenio, and
Vi chana. Look at that gut. He's proud
of that gut.
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YOUNG SPY
You swi m around here?

BOBBY
Mostly at the beach. Not here.

YOUNG SPY
And check out that hair.

BOBBY
Yeah, Arsenio |likes the jungle. And
it makes his hair crazy. Chinos.

YOUNG SPY
Chi na?

BOBBY
No, curly. You'll like him | know
he'I'l Iike you.

RETURN TO SCENE -- OLDER BROTHERS ROOM

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
Ckay, you shoul d take a shower now.
More fun later. Then you can neet
t he picture people. G ao.

The door swi ngs closed. The wind blows through the bars on
the wi ndows. You can see sonme of the city through the
curtains. Water tanks and trees. A truck passes.

DI SSOLVE TGO
INT. ARSENIO S FI AT -- AFTERNOON

A mniature brown Fiat sedan. The doors are open. Beatriz's
nother is handing in a tied package of food wapped in cloth.
Beatriz squeezes past the Spy into the back of the car. A
YOUNG ARSENI O sits in the driver's seat. He | ooks pretty
much like his picture on the wall. Long wi de curls of black
hair--not quite an afro. A fuzzy, w de nustache and eyes

bl ack as the night.

The engine is chattering. It is hot and they are inpatient
to go. Beatriz's nother won't |let go of her hand. Her father
is running up to clean the w ndshield.

YOUNG ARSENI O
No. No. Est& bien. Por favor, esta
bien. Gacias. Gracias. Hasta | uego.
Hast a pronto.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
Bye Mani. Bye Papi.

The Young Spy waves as they back out of the drive.



113.

YOUNG ARSENI O
Say hello to granny...

The parents wave at the gate.

DI SSOLVE TO
INT. ARSENIO S FI AT -- TW LI GHT
Beatriz hangs on the Spy's shoulders fromthe back.

Wde, dry, flat land ringed with nountains. Cactus. Maguey
Agave. Dust is already caked around the w ndshi el d.

EXT. MEXI CAN ROAD -- TWLIGHT

Behind the Fiat, a dust plunme rises 20 feet high and 300
yards | ong. Tel ephone pol es.

INT. ARSENI O S FI AT -- MORNI NG

The first bits of |ight appear between the nountains as the
Fiat winds around the tree-lined road. Below, up and down

t he nountains, native mlpas--personal farmng plots--with
rows of corn, cotton, beans.

YOUNG SPY
Are you tired?

Arseni o shrugs. Beatriz is asleep in the back. The Spy settles
back. Arsenio lights a joint. For hinself.

DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. MEXI CAN ROAD -- AFTERNOON -- THE PUEBLO

The Fiat anbles down a red earth road, passing snal
honmest eads. The wheel s sink deep into the dry, snooth
pot hol es.

INT. ARSENI O S FI AT -- CONTI NUOUS

Arsenio turns the Fiat down a |ong straight road between two
green fields.

YOUNG ARSENI O
[It's down here. Renenber?]

YOUNG BEATRI Z
[ No. How could I7?]

YOUNG ARSENI O
[She will renenber you.]

YOUNG SPY
Is this it?
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Beatriz rubs his neck

YOUNG BEATRI Z
(softly)
Si.

EXT. ABUELA'S PUEBLO -- QUTSKI RTS

A few rectangul ar adobe hones line the end of the street.
Wde corn fields. A gray brahma bull swats flies with its
tail near a fence. A man in white wal ks down the road with
his wide hat in his hand. H's burro pulls a cart |oaded with
fresh corn. He stops to watch the Fiat drive by.

Sonet hi ng i s happeni ng up the road.
EXT. ABUELA' S PUEBLO -- MARKET DAY

As the car pulls into the town it turns a corner. The church.
Arseni o and Beatriz cross thensel ves and kiss their thunbs
as they pass.

And suddenly 1000 people are marketing their goods. Fruits,
cows, chickens, clothing. It is loud and the snells of
roasting chicken and organ neat surround the car as it slowy
passes. Dogs lie in the shade.

And corn tortillas cooking on charcoal fire comals.

YOUNG BEATRI Z
Not far now?

YOUNG ARSENI O
Adel ant e.

INT. ARSENI O S FI AT

The car clinbs one last hill. Overlooking the village and
market, is Beatriz and Arsenio's ABUELA s home. There are a
few smal | adobe structures around it, but her hone is stone,
covered with white linme plaster. A gift fromher son

There she is, under a tree behind the house. She is about 5
feet tall with white hair in long braids. Her legs are thin
and her belly is full. Her eyes light up the sky. There are
a fewchildren fromthe village with her. Playing. Riding a
bi cycl e. They see the car first.

YOUNG ARSENI O
She won't conme to the city. She is a
very traditional woman. She | oves
the old ways.

Arsenio puts out his joint in the Fiat's ashtray. A dog sniffs
up at the wi ndow for food.
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YOUNG ARSENI O ( CONT' D)
Every norning she makes the tortillas

fromher own masa. You can't stop
her.

YOUNG SPY
Oh?

They finally come to a halt. Their abuela is patting the
w ndow, inpatient for it to open

YOUNG BEATRI Z
Abuel

FADE TO
| NT. CAFETERI A EL AMARI LLO -- SMOKY NI GHT -- EL PATRONCI TO

El Patroncito waits. He | ooks down to his coffee. He adjusts
t he spoon.

Anot her drag. Looks to where the door m ght be. The bil

i es under some change in front of his coffee. He neatly

taps the lit cigarette in the ashtray to put it out. He slides
out of the booth.

Enpty boot h.
FADE TGO
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL MARKET -- MORNI NG

The shortwave radio is in the street. Near the curb. Under
the leg of a sleeping dog.

SHORTWAVE RADI O

It plays the Ice Cream Truck thene. Over and over

EL CLI QUERO

He sl eeps, too. Between the bodies of the three short-haired,
scabby dogs. He wears his stocking cap, rolled up, his suit

pants and tank top. Cold and dirty, he could be a borracho.
Hi s eyes are too clear
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He pulls his headphones out from under one of the dogs. He
reaches for the shortwave receiver.

SMASH CUT TO
INT. EL CLIQUERO S CUARTO -- NI GHT -- FLASHBACK
His hearing aid lies near the enpty, sw nging hanmock.

DI SSOLVE TGO

BACK TO SCENE
El diquero rolls over to the curb. He realizes where he is.
And why. A heavy bl ack wool skirt brushes by him The worman
has a board full of goat heads resting on her head. She is
wal king into the heart of the market. A place to hide.
The dogs awaken as he wal ks away.
I NT. SAN CRI STOBAL MARKET -- SERIES OF SHOTS
A) Tinme passes quickly.

B) A native Mexican woman nurses her child on the ground. A
dog sniffs the baby as it passes.

C Astand is filled with Chinese electronics. TVs, radios,
toys, lights, cameras. A man watches |istlessly.

D) A man pedals a bicycle with a stone front wheel to sharpen
a |l ong machete.

E) Dogs wal k in twos and threes, slinking past food.

F) Three wonen in black wool skirts and bright colored jackets
brush by el Ciquero with their wares.

G It is beginning to get dark.
EXT. SAN CRI STOBAL MARKET -- TW LI GHT

El diquerois tired. He sits on a crate near a red Coca-
Cola tent. Tent flap is blowing in the wind. Agirl runs by
hi m and ki cks his foot as she passes. It hurts. He turns.

From around the corner, a black conbat boot splatters nud.

It is followed by another. And then a herd of boots running
past. The flap blows and covers him He pulls the flap around
hi m

Once they are gone, he looks up. Can't hear. Can't feel them
Are they staring down at hinf

He noves to hide behind the tent. He slips between it and
the brick wall of the inner narket, invisible in the concave
fold of canvas.
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The canvas bl ows. Pushes against his arms and face.
EL CLI QUERO

There is a femal e screamthat he cannot hear. A baby cries;
he can't hear it. Shouts he can't hear. But he can renmenber.
And renmenbering is stronger than hearing.

DI SSOLVE TGO
| NT. SAN CRI STOBAL MARKET -- MORNI NG -- BEH ND THE FLAP

He spent the entire night standing. Listening. Tricks on his
i nner ear and no sl eep. He squeezes through the gap between
the tent and the market buil ding. And back into the market.

NARROW MARKET Al SLE

He wal ks past a broken tent prop. A stand has been pulled
down into the nmud. 100 tomatoes crushed into the wal k. Few
tienditas are left standing. The Chinese stuff is fine. A
woman passes him Her face is cut. Swollen. A baby is on her
back.

No sign of the black boots.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. SAN CRI STOBAL MARKET -- LATER -- COVEDORS [ FOOD STALLS]

Hungry. El diquero snells the cooking food. The dogs snel |
it, too.

A small stall. A worman with green plastic shoes cl eans up.
Several of her tables are cracked off mid-1eg. She sweeps.
He wat ches.

THE BROOM

He wal ks to her and he takes the broom She resists until he
pulls hard. Her face is blackened. From her ear, around the
back of her neck. Her eye has a broken bl ood vessel. She
yells at him

He waits until she wal ks back to her stall.

EL CLI QUERO

He wat ches her for a nonent. Then he begins to fix the broken
t abl es and chairs.

DI SSOLVE TO
THE COVEDOR

A bow of soup cools on the table. He has just fixed the table.
The old woman owner with white hair.
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She calls to him H's back is turned. The woman with the
pl asti c shoes takes himby his el bow and shows hi mthe soup.
He | ooks fromthe soup to the owner, then back

AT THE TABLE -- LATER

Hi s ski mask hangs out of his pocket. Over the back of his
chair as he eats. Two boys race past. They pull it fromhis
pocket .

Most stalls are fixed now A few custoners cone in
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. THE COVEDOR -- LATER -- THE KI TCHEN

He is inside the kitchen. It is quiet. He | eans against a
wal | inside.

He funbles with the shortwave radio. Turns it on. He pulls
out his hearing aid headphones. The antenna. He plugs in his
headphones.

THE RADI O

He tunes the dial. Past baseball. Past old nusic. Past
nunbers. And a nusi ¢ box.

EL CLI QUERO

Sudden. The woman with plastic shoes grabs his armhard. And
t hen she drags himtoward the back of the kitchen. She shoves
him Qut the window. She follows. Up and over

MARKET ALLEY

In a narrow alley, the two of themrun toward the main market
bui | di ng. She pushes himthe whole way. He turns his head to
the left. He passes gaps in the walls and he sees the boots.

Runni ng to the conedor.

I NT. MAIN MARKET BUI LDI NG -- CONTI NUOUS

They arrive in the main building. Fruits. Piles of bread.
Mounds of cheese. Meat hangs. She drags himto a nmausol eum
shaped neat counter free-standing at one end of the building.
Meat drapes down on top of the counter's paper covering.
Nearly touching the floor. His savior lifts one end of the
paper and the heavy, fly-specked beef.

She shoves himunder it, to a small, square door.
I NT. UNDER THE MEAT COUNTER
El diquero crouches. She shoves himagain. Through the door.

And then she swings it closed. The darkness is shocking. He
can see to nake it to the |lower part of the space.
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Furthest fromthe door.
She covers the door frame with paper and neat. Even darker.
How | ong? The smell of the nmeat. He takes |ong, quick breaths.
The door qui ckly opens agai n.
THE CLI CKER

She puts the clicker just inside the door. How did she get
it? And then it's dark again. Long, quick breaths. C ose.

FADE TO
I NT. UNDER THE MEAT COUNTER -- LATER

Dark. The breathing is slower. Asleep. Shuffle at the door.
The door swi ngs open to nore darkness. A vague femal e outline.
She's back. He wakes imedi ately. Calm

ZAPATI STA WOVAN
[ You awake?]

EL CLI QUERO
(too | oud)
[ Hey, who are you?]

ZAPATI STA WOVAN
[We're not safe yet. Keep it down
just a bit.]

EL CLI QUERO
(to hinself)
[ Woman, what are you doi ng? Don't
you know who | an®]

ZAPATI STA WOVAN
[Vell we got a pretty good idea.
They want you pretty bad.]

EL CLI QUERO
(to hinself)
[Way are you doing this?]

ZAPATI STA WOVAN
[ They say ny brother called for the
muni ci pales to turn thensel ves in.
To disarmand turn thensel ves over
to the FPR for their crines.]

He grunts. Clears his throat.

ZAPATI STA WOVAN ( CONT' D)
[ So he was assassinated. And | wasn't

her e.
( MORE)
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ZAPATI STA WOVAN ( CONT' D)
The Governor is taking a tough angle
on the revolutionary groups, hacking
them away |ike the overgrown selva.]

She reaches into her jacket.

ZAPATI STA WOVAN ( CONT' D)
[But they just pruned ny brother. My
[ittle brother. My little brother
who used to listen to nme and read ny
ranting letters--he |listened and
read, and then he believed. And then
he started to fight and then he
started to win his luchas. And people
started to listen to his ranting
speeches. ]

Still feeling for sonething.

ZAPATI STA WOVAN ( CONT' D)
[It taught nme sonething. Sonobs todos
Zapatistas. Divided we fall, as the
anmericans used to say. If two nenbers
of the FPR die shot in the heads--no
one gives a shit. What do they even
stand for? But if the governnent
starts killing Zapatistas, we're
i ke sacred cows. See what happens:
the worl d expl odes. As |long as the
worl d doesn't forget us, no?]

She strikes a match.

ZAPATI STA WOVAN ( CONT' D)
[Don't you think?]

The match lights up her face. It's Adara. Not the woman with
pl asti c shoes. She sees his face.

ADARA
[Ch, you got it bad, eh?]

A drag. And we see her again.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[Where are we taking you? Huh? You
don't tal k nuch...]

She crouches and noves closer. She reaches out her hand. To
his face. He doesn't flinch. Perhaps he has forgotten.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[Did this just happen?]

She turns his head gently and touches his face. Mre triage
t han a caress.



121.

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[No. | guess no. You can't hear ne,
can you? You' ve seen some action,
t hough. You seemto be doing alright.
Tough little shit.]

CLOSE ON HER HAND

ADARA ( CONT' D)
[Here.]

She hands himthe clicker.
BACK TO SCENE

She smles. She offers himher cigarette. He waves it off
with a reproachful finger.

She sm | es again.
ADARA ( CONT' D)

[ Tough little shit. And straight
arrow. ]

FADE TGO

EXT. EL CHORI LLO APARTMENTS (1989) -- EVEN NG -- CGRASS
Sirens are serenading the city. There is a rosy sky. End of
the day. At the end of this day, things will be very
different.
A young boy plays in a patch of grass. Above, approaching,
but still kilonmeters away, helicopters. One of them plays
the lce Cream Truck theme. He is interested. Wiat is it?
Hi s nmot her | ooks down fromtheir 12th floor wal kup bal cony
railing. She tilts her head to hear the song. It is beautiful.
She sees him As if he were watching TV.

SMASH CUT TO:
EXPLCSI ON

One of two 2-ton bonbs falls on El Chorillo. A building is
cut in half.

CUT TGO
EXT. EL CHORILLO (1989) -- AN HOUR LATER
Two identical high rise towers burn together.
Hel i copters swarmthe air. At |east 30 buildings are now on
fire. On the ground, people try to run in a crouch. Afraid

to stand. Afraid to be noticed. A spotlight sw pes the grass.
Thr obbi ng machine gun fire. Bullets whistle past.
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The young boy we saw earlier. Hs face is burned. His shirt.
He is wal king. In the distance, behind him a w de bl ackened
spot. And a body. Face down. Distant.

US troops stream past in dianond formations.
THE PHOTQJOURNALI ST

A guy in a tan vest with two 35mm caneras slung on his
shoulder. His third canera is pointed at the half-building.
Still on fire.

He is shot from above. A PA warns hi mas he bl eeds.

HUEY PA SYSTEM
War ni ng! Menbers of the nedia,
phot ogr aphers, journalists: due to
hostil e and extreme conditions menbers
of the US mlitary cannot ensure
your security. Please evacuate the
area as soon as possible! Your
presence i s in danger of conprom sing
t he operation. W urge you to conply
i medi ately. Thank you for your
cooper ati on.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. HUEY #1 (1989) -- MOVENTS LATER

The tiger shark nmouth on the side of the helicopter seens to
be | aughi ng.

| NT. HUEY #1 (1989)

The Young Spy | eans against the wall of his helicopter. Hi's
headphones are |l ow on his neck. He sits on his hel net.

YOUNG SPY
Cap.

HUEY #1 PILOT/ VIRG L
Ki d.

YOUNG SPY
Fuckin' eh. Did you know about this?

HUEY #1 PILOT/ VIRG L
| couldn't have told you if | did.

He wraps the cable around his headphones and places themin
hi s bag.

HUEY #1 PILOT/VIRG L (CONT' D)
But | didn't. | had no idea.
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YOUNG SPY
Me neither..

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. PANAMA CI TY SKIES (1989) -- AFTERNOON
Anot her hel i copter whines overhead. This little war is
finished. Below, a |line of desert tan Hunvees passes rowdily.
An American flag is draped on an antenna, flapping heavily.
I NT. HUWEE (1989)
The Young Spy stares out the wi ndow. A suburban, mddle class,

white famly sits in folding chairs. In their front yard
Pi cket fence. Fucking picket fence. They are standi ng now,

cl appi ng.

They hol d up signs, hand-nmade | ast night.
"Thank you for a job well done!"

EXT. HUWEE (1989)

A lone mddle finger pressed up against the glass. Good-bye
Panana.

DI SSOLVE TO
EXT. PARQUE -- AFTERNOON

The Spy. His black t-shirt has white letters: "¢Cuantos
caraj os mas?" He is eating three tacos on a bench.

What is he watchi ng?

THE SPY
Me neither..

Ice Cream Truck lingers in the air.

DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. RECORDI NG ROOM -- DAY
Adara sits, reading the nunbers.
EXT. QUTSI DE OFFI CE
Just arriving, the Spy quietly slips into the office.
RECORDI NG ROOM

Adara | ooks up fromthe sheet of nunbers during the nusica
refrain.

TWO WAY M RROR -- REFLECTI ON OF ADARA
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She can't see a thing on the other side.
THE OFFI CE
He stares at her as she reads.
ADARA' S EYES
She winks at him And smles.
TWO VAY M RROR -- REFLECTI ON OF ADARA
She still can't see a thing on the other side.
QUTSI DE OFFI CE

The door gently bangs, open and closed, with the wind. The
Spy is gone.

CUT TGO
EXT. JUEGO DE PEYOTE TATTOO SALON -- NI GHT
The Spy's electric utility van is parked not far from El
Juego de Peyote Tattoo Salon. A neon sign shows a beheaded
Mayan bal | pl ayer. His head falling into a pipe, to be snoked.
The screen door is closed. The overhead fans are sl ow.
| NT. JUEGO DE PEYOTE TATTOO SALON -- N GHT
The Spy is in a red vinyl barber's chair with his sleeve
roll ed up over his shoul der. The needl es hum and clack in
t he green-blue fluorescent |ight.

He is wearing his Ray Bans. The green | enses hide his drunken
eyes fromthe night.

H S ARM
In large block letters, "Soy Espia".
It means "I ama Spy".

FADE TO
INT. THE GUYS ROOM (ABUELA' S HOUSE, 1985) -- PREDAWN
The young Spy wakes in his bed. A nosquito. The thin whistle
of a bird. A grinding sound. He rolls over and | ooks through

the window to a view of the valley.

He sees a nuddy brown stream He sees a | arge nunber of corn
m | pas.

Arsenio is asleep. The thin sheet is at his waist. On his
smoot h chest, the tattoo: "Soy La Revol uci 6n" and the snarling
head of a pitbull.
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He | eans back to the pillow and is gone.
DI SSOLVE TO
I NT. THE GUYS' ROOM -- LATER THAT MORNI NG

Arsenio is not in his bed. The young Spy is already feeling
the heat. A cock crows.

EXT. ABUELA' S HOUSE -- THE GREEN CROSS

Beatriz's little ABUELA is kneeling in front of a tall, green
cross behind her house. The cross has a white circle on each
of its three ends. It is draped with a dried pine branch.

He squats at the edge of the house and waits. And watches.

Water from above the property drains down past the cross,
around the house and over the side of the hill down to the
pueblo. This is the pueblo's main source of water.

When she is finished with her prayer, she stands and turns
toward t he Spy.

ABUELA
(to the Spy)
[My son! Way didn't you join nme? W
could both pray for the water.]

She waves himtoward her with her hand pointing dowmn to the
ground.

ABUELA ( CONT' D)
[Oh, you don't speak Spanish, do
you? Tzotzil? No.]

She | aughs. A large laugh for such a small being. So
wel com ng.

ABUELA ( CONT' D)
Pues, | guess | have to speak to you
in English, no? But, oye, you'll be
heal thier if you speak Spanish. Look
at me. 1'm93. | don't speak too
much Tzotzil. Not too nuch English
Just Spanish. And | live long tine.

Laughs again. Fromthe back of her throat.

ABUELA ( CONT' D)
You probably hungry, but you m ssed
breakfast! It's early! How | ong you
sl eeped. If you have hungry tonight,
pues, you remenber to get up early.
kay?
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YOUNG SPY
Yes na' am

ABUELA
Be friendly, like me. Call ne Abuel a.
Li ke Beatriz. Then you'll, e