Int. Tunnel - DAY

The tunnel is half the height of a man, lined with a reddish clay. The camera moves through the tunnel, hand-held.

The tunnel twists left and right. There are side tunnels, but the camera moves purposefully forward.

Ahead is a faint light. And voices. Murmurs. Mutterings. A slap. As the camera gets closer to the light, the voices become more distinct. Men. American accents.

Voice one

Kill him.

Voice two

Go on, Rabbit, kill the fucker.

VOICE three

Grin? I'll make you fucking grin.

Voice four

Come on, we've got to get out of here.

VOICE five

Do him. Come on.

The tunnel widens into a large chamber, illuminated only by a couple of flickering flashlights. The floor is packed clay, the walls have been lined with parachute silk.

In the chamber there are seven men in American fatigues, their facers smeared with dirt, crowded around a man in Vietnamese fatigues.  It's too dark to see clearly what's going on, but one of the men has a knife. He's RABBIT.

VOICE Five

Kill him.  KILL HIM!

The knife flashes and blood spurts as the camera pulls back into the tunnel.

  Fade to black:

The sound of running feet and heavy breathing.

                                                 fade in:

INT. subway station - day

A BLIND MAN is running full pelt along the subway station platform.   Dark glasses, white stick, long coat. He's running like the wind.

A TRAMP is running. A bottle of booze in one hand.

A PRIEST is running.  He's holding a large bible.

INTERCUT between the BLIND MAN, the TRAMP, and the PRIEST, all running through the station.  But who's chasing who?

The BLIND MAN runs through a crowd of JAPANESE TOURISTS. He's NICK WRIGHT, a detective sergeant with the city's transit cops, and he's undercover.

WRIGHT

Out of the way! Come on! Police!

The TRAMP barges through a group of TEENAGERS. He's TOMMY REID, a detective inspector with the transit cops, and he's undercover, too.

REID

Get the fuck out of the way, will ya.

The PRIEST barges up an escalator, pushing people out of the way.

WRIGHT and REID hurtle towards the bottom of the escalator.  They see the PRIEST half way up.

REID follows.  WRIGHT looks at the other escalator. It's going down, but it's almost empty. WRIGHT runs up it. He's fast. Very fast. And he gains on the PRIEST.

INT. subway STATION TICKET HALL - day

The PRIEST runs through the ticket hall. A SCHOOLGIRL is pushing through the turnstile with a cello in case. The PRIEST pushes her away and dashes through the open turnstile. It closes just as WRIGHT runs up. WRIGHT leaps the turnstile like a hurdler.

INT. EMERGENCY STAIRWAY - day

The PRIEST dashes down an emergency stairway that spirals down. And down. WRIGHT hurtles after him, gaining all the time. REID is someway behind, flagging.

The PRIEST drops the bible.  WRIGHT chases after the PRIEST.

REID picks up the bible. He opens it. It's hollow. Inside, a stolen wallet.

INT. subway STATION PLATFORM - day

The PRIEST is tiring, looking around frantically. WRIGHT is still chasing him, and gaining. No sign of REID. There's a train coming. The PRIEST jumps down onto the track and climbs up onto the opposite platform. He grins triumphantly at WRIGHT. The train is going to block his way. WRIGHT runs faster. The train gets closer.

WRIGHT accelerates - and jumps. He leaps across the platform, and the train misses him by inches, a look of horror on the TRAIN DRIVER's face. WRIGHT lands on the platform in a crouch. The PRIEST is already running towards the back of the train. WRIGHT gives chase.

Ahead of the PRIEST is the entrance to a tunnel. He drops down onto the platform at the rear of the train and runs into the tunnel.

INT. subway TUNNEL - day

The PRIEST races into the darkness. WRIGHT hesitates at the entrance.  The PRIEST realises that WRIGHT isn't chasing him. He stops and looks at WRIGHT.  WRIGHT is looking at the electrified rail. It's dangerous.

WRIGHT

Watch out for the rail!

WRIGHT takes a step forward, but then stops. He's sweating. Nervous. Something's holding him back and it's not the rail. The tunnel's dark, the only light is behind him.

Flashback - closed door

Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT moves hesitantly towards the door. He's scared.  He slowly reaches for door handle. Slowly, slowly, afraid of what he might find if he opens the door.

REID (V.O.)

Nick!

Int. Subway tunnel - day

WRIGHT jerks out of his daydream.  He turns to see REID running down the platform.

REID

He's getting away!

WRIGHT turns back to look at the PRIEST. The PRIEST smiles as he realises that WRIGHT isn't going to follow him.  He makes the sign of the cross at WRIGHT and turns to go further into the tunnel.

As the PRIEST turns he finds himself face to face with a corpse that has been pinned to the wall of the tunnel. The face has been slashed and is streaked with blood. The eyes are open and the mouth has been slashed wide open in a parody of a smile. In the corpse's mouth, a chunk of bloody flesh.

The PRIEST screams. The scream blends into the sound of...

INT. DOCTOR'S OFFICE - DAY

...a man grunting in pain, a look of agony twisting his features. The man is GLENN WALKER and he's on the receiving end of a prostate examination. There's an open tube of KY jelly and a box of examination gloves on a tray.  WALKER bites down on his lip and grunts.

DOCTOR

Sorry, Glenn. Almost there.

A final thrust of the gloved hand, a loud groan from WALKER, then a sigh as the probing fingers are released.

WALKER

Jesus Christ. And some people do that for fun.

WALKER pulls up his trousers. The DOCTOR takes off his gloves and drops them into a bin.

DOCTOR

No accounting for folk.

WALKER looks at the DOCTOR, expecting the worst. The DOCTOR shakes his head. No improvement.

WALKER

How long?

DOCTOR

Six months. Maybe less.

WALKER closes his eyes. Shit.

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

WALKER leaves the doctor's office. There are four men in black suits and sunglasses waiting for him. SECRET SERVICE AGENTS. One of them speaks into his hidden microphone.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT

The vice president is heading out. Have the car ready.

INT. subway STATION - day

Lots of UNIFORMED COPS are milling around.  The PRIEST is sitting, shocked, while a UNIFORMED COP questions him.

Captain RICHARD NEWTON, fiftyish and grey haired, ducks under police tape and looks down at the track.  He catches the eye of a UNIFORMED COP.

NEWTON

The power is off, isn't it?

UNIFORMED COP

I reckon so, Captain.

NEWTON gives the man a dirty look. He thinks so? NEWTON drops down onto the track and walks into the tunnel.

INT. subway TUNNEL - day

Lots of lights have been set up so that the police can see what they're doing. FORENSIC EXPERTS in white overalls are looking for evidence.  A CORONER, ANNA LITTMAN, is walking down the tunnel, towards NEWTON.

NEWTON

Hello Dr Littman. What's the story?

LITTMAN

He wasn't hit by a train, that's for sure. Go and have a look for yourself.

NEWTON carries on walking down the track. In the distance, bright white flashes as a POLICE PHOTOGRAPHER takes pictures. WRIGHT and REID are standing looking at the corpse which is spread-eagled against the tunnel wall. The corpse is naked, and very bloody. Lots of cuts.

NEWTON

Nick. Tommy.

(off the corpse)

Do we know who it is?

WRIGHT

No ID. No clothes.

The corpse's groin is a mass of blood. And there's a clump of bloody flesh in its mouth.

NEWTON

Is that what I think it is in his mouth?

WRIGHT nods. Yeah, it's the man's prick. A look of revulsion on NEWTON's face. There's a knife plunged into the corpse's chest. And impaled on the knife, a playing card. An ace of spades. NEWTON peers at the card.

NEWTON

Now what the hell's that supposed to mean?

REID

Poker game got out of hand?

NEWTON

We can always rely on you to lighten a difficult situation with a little humour, can't we, Inspector Reid?

NEWTON walks away, back to the platform.

NEWTON

And tidy yourself up, will you. You're a mess.

REID looks at WRIGHT.

REID

He does know I was working undercover, doesn't he?

Bright white flashes as the POLICE PHOTOGRAPHER takes pictures of the corpse.

int. subway STATION - day

NEWTON walks out of the tunnel, followed by WRIGHT and REID.  The PRIEST us being taken away by UNIFORMED COPS. The PRIEST grins at WRIGHT and makes a 'chicken' noise.

REID flashes WRIGHT a sympathetic look.

Two plainclothes detectives walk towards NEWTON. Inspector GERRY HUNTER and Sergeant CLIVE EDWARDS. Regular cops, not transit cops.

WRIGHT sees HUNTER.

WRIGHT

(to REID)

What the fuck's he doing here?

NEWTON nods at HUNTER.

NEWTON

Joint investigation, Inspector Hunter. All hands to the pump.

HUNTER nods. He and WRIGHT exchange a look as REID and WRIGHT walk by.

INT. WASHINGTON OFFICE - DAY

A UPS COURIER walks out of the office. A secretary, KRISTINE ROSS, is opening a UPS package. SENATOR DEAN BURROW is walking by with his OFFICE MANAGER, checking through a list of his engagements.

BURROW

Yes. Yes. Definite no. Yes. Maybe, but we'll have to juggle my schedule.

He hands the list back and disappears into his private office. KRISTINE takes out the contents of the UPS package.

INT. BURROW'S OFFICE - DAY

Kristine

Senator Burrow?

BURROW looks up. KRISTINE's at the door, looking worried.

BURROW

Yes, Kristine, what is it?

KRISTINE hands him a Polaroid photograph and the UPS envelope.

KRISTINE

The sender is a Max Eckhardt. He wasn't on the watch list, so...

BURROW

(studying the envelope)

That's okay, Kristine.

(a beat)

Did you show it to anyone else?

KRISTINE

(shaking her head)

Do you want me to pass it onto the Secret Service?

BURROW drops the picture and the envelope into his wastepaper bin.

BURROW

No, it's nothing to worry about. Just somebody's sick idea of a joke.

KRISTINE

But...

A cold look from BURROW lets her know that the matter's finished. She leaves. BURROW waits until she's closed the door behind her before picking the photograph out of the wastepaper bin and staring at it.

EXT. VIETNAM WAR MEMORIAL, WASHINGTON - NIGHT

BURROW walks along the memorial, thousand of names etched into black marble, the names of the dead. BURROW reaches up to touch one of the names.  A hugely overweight man approaches wearing a thousand-dollar suit. JODY MEACHER, the Senator's adviser and confidant.

BURROW

Thanks for coming, Jody.

BURROW hands him the Polaroid photograph. MEACHER examines it. It's a photograph of the mutilated body in the subway tunnel.

MEACHER

Who else has seen this?

BURROW

One of my secretaries.

MEACHER puts the photograph in his coat pocket.

MEACHER

Would you miss her?

BURROW

Oh Jesus.

BURROW looks unhappy. Very unhappy.

MEACHER

Walker's cancer is terminal. His prostate's like a rock. Your time has come, Senator.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

The large room is being filled up with desks and computers. Technicians are connecting up the computers. A WOMAN COP is pinning a series of photographs to one wall, pictures of the murder scene and a large-scale map of the subway system. NEWTON is addressing a couple of dozen detectives, including WRIGHT and REID, and is having to shout to make himself heard over the noise of the technicians at work.

The detectives are in two distinct groups, one lot are with the Transit Police Department, the others are from the regular cops. One of the regular cops is forty-something INSPECTOR ALAN HILL. EDWARDS is there with HUNTER.

NEWTON

The victim is in his forties or fifties, a white male. Multiple stab wounds, several of which could have been fatal. Extensive mutilation after death.  The coroner...(is going to...)

A MAN IN OVERALLS walks in carrying a computer terminal.

MAN IN OVERALLS

(to NEWTON)

Where do you want it?

NEWTON tries to conceal his annoyance. He gestures at an empty desk.

NEWTON

(to detectives)

The pathologist is going to try to tidy up the face for us. So. Priorities. Identification. Nick, you and Tommy collect fingerprints. And check with missing persons.

Nods from WRIGHT and REID.

NEWTON

(to ALAN HILL)

Inspector Hill. Your team can canvas the area around the station for witnesses? And look for the murder weapon? My men'll handle witness appeals in the station and on the trains. We'll be checking the CCTV tapes. Your team cross check to see if there've been similar mutilations.

HILL

What about the playing card?

NEWTON

Your team chase it up. Okay, most of the equipment should be in place by tonight. We'll have morning prayers every day at ten. A full and frank sharing of information, no glory-seekers on this one, okay?

Grins from both sets of detectives. There's always competition between transit cops and the regular cops. There a cold look between WRIGHT and HUNTER.  REID notices and pats WRIGHT on the back.

INT. MORTUARY - DAY

Close-up on a hand being fingerprinted. The camera pulls back to show it's the hand of the corpse.  WRIGHT, wearing gloves, is fingerprinting the murder victim while REID watches. DR ANNA LITTMAN, the coroner, is there, tidying up the corpse's face. Under the harsh lights of the mortuary, you can see how much damage was done.  In places, the skin has been peeled away.

WRIGHT

You ever seen injuries like this before, Anna?

LITTMAN

Castration's pretty unusual.

LITTMAN uses a Polaroid camera to take photographs of the face. She hands the photographs to WRIGHT as they talk.

WRIGHT

That happened after death, right?

LITTMAN points at a wound to the chest.

LITTMAN

This was probably the one that killed him, but there are twenty seven other wounds. Some slashes. Some punctures.

WRIGHT

Don't suppose you saw anything that might help us identify him?

She motions for him to help her turn the body over. Together they turn the corpse over onto its front. The back is covered with small scars. WRIGHT bends down to look.

LITTMAN

Fragmentation scars. Old ones. Twenty years. Maybe more.

REID picks up a specimen jar and peers at the contents.

WRIGHT

Fragmentation? Like a grenade?

LITTMAN

Could have been a gas cylinder, I suppose. But yeah, I'd say he could have been in a war zone.

REID realises what's in the specimen jar. It's the man's prick. REID pulls a face. Ugh.

WRIGHT

Anything else? Anything we can use to eliminate possibilities from our list of missing persons?

LITTMAN

Well...he was short-sighted. He was wearing contact lenses.

They roll the corpse onto its back. LITTMAN nods over at the specimen jar in REID's hand.

LITTMAN

He was circumcised.

REID peers more carefully at the jar. Pulls another face.

REID

Jeez. Circumcised and castrated. What are the odds, huh?

INT. DR LITTMAN'S OFFICE - DAY

DR LITTMAN walks in, followed by WRIGHT and REID. It's an untidy office, with a coffee machine.  There's a poster of a seventies pop group on one wall. Glam rock. On her desk, a framed photograph, a family group.

LITTMAN

Coffee?

WRIGHT

Great. Thanks.

REID

Black, no sugar. Sweet enough.

LITTMAN busies herself with the coffee machine. REID and WRIGHT look at the poster and wonder why DR LITTMAN has it on the wall. It seems out of place.

WRIGHT

Can you think of anything else?

LITTMAN

Well...I think he might have played bass guitar.

WRIGHT and REID exchange amazed looks. What?

LITTMAN

His hands were soft but the skin on his fingertips was hard. I was looking for defence wounds.

REID laughs. DR LITTMAN gives him a cold look and she turns around the framed photograph on her desk. It's a family group. A dark-haired man. A younger DR LITTMAN. Two young children. Then she nods at the poster. WRIGHT does a double-take. The blonde guitarist in the poster is the dark-haired man in the family picture.

WRIGHT

You married a rock star?

LITTMAN

He dyed his hair back then. And he has to wear glasses these days. I'd know a guitarist's hands anywhere.

REID

But how do you know our man played bass guitar?

LITTMAN

Lead guitarists use plectrums, so they only get callouses on one hand. What can I say, I've been married a long time. My husband can probably tell you half a dozen causes of hypertension.

EXT. MORTUARY - DAY

WRIGHT and REID walk away from the mortuary.

REID

Nice breasts. Perky.

WRIGHT gives REID a scornful look.

REID

What?

WRIGHT

You're a class act, Tommy.

WRIGHT looks at the Polaroids as they walk to the car.

INT. STAIRS - NIGHT

JODY MEACHER is climbing the stairs in an old building. No carpets, stained walls, foul smells. MEACHER stops to get his breath, his hand on his chest. He's only a few years away from a heart attack. He continues to climb.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

MEACHER walks along the hallway, panting. Every door's the same, only the numbers change. MEACHER knocks on one door.

INT. Kruse'S ROOM - NIGHT

A man, wearing only boxer shorts, is doing one-armed press-ups in the middle of the room, which is Army neat. He's LEN KRUSE. He's wiry, late twenties, and as hard as nails. He stops, mid-press up, as he hears the knock on the door.

KRUSE

Yeah. Come in.

The door opens. KRUSE looks at MEACHER, all his weight on one arm.

KRUSE

Long time no see, Mr Meacher.

MEACHER

I've a job for you, Len.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

REID puts a cup of coffee down in front of WRIGHT. WRIGHT's sitting in front of his computer terminal. Stuck to the terminal is a photograph of WRIGHT with an eight-year-old boy. His son, ROBBIE.

HILL walks over and gives a printout to WRIGHT.

HILL

Missing persons.

HILL puts an even longer printout on WRIGHT's desk. REID is pouring whisky from his hip flask into his mug.

HILL

This is countrywide. Two thousand and some.

(off a computer terminal)

Full details on the computer. You know how to work it, yeah?

WRIGHT

I'll manage. Two thousand?

HILL

Most of them'll turn up eventually. Family rows, errant husbands.

(to REID)

You're probably still on this, Tommy. When was it you walked out on your old lady?

REID flips HILL the finger.

HILL

(to WRIGHT)

They'll all need checking. Got any leads?

REID

He's a short-sighted circumcised bass player. Piece of cake.

HILL walks away and goes over to HUNTER.

REID

(to WRIGHT)

Asshole.

HUNTER and WRIGHT are studiously ignoring each other.

INT. Kruse'S ROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE is doing sit-ups, fast and furious. A lot of them.

INT. Kruse'S ROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE, just showered,  opens his wardrobe. There's one grey suit, hanging in a dry-cleaner's wrapper. One white shirt. One tie. One pair of shoes, highly polished.

INT. Transit police COMPUTER ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT and REID watch as a TECHNICIAN scans the best of the Polaroid photographs that LITTMAN took into the computer. He enlarges the picture of the dead man's face, then uses the computer to delete the scars and wounds. Gradually, the face looks more and more presentable.

REID

(to TECHNICIAN)

Think you could do that for me?

WRIGHT looks pained. REID's jokes are wearing thin.

INT. KRISTINE ROSS'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

KRISTINE ROSS is asleep. Naked. She wakes up and looks at her alarm clock. It's 3am. She yawns. Rolls over. And sees a figure standing in the corner of her bedroom.  The figure steps forward. It's KRUSE wearing a suit and leather gloves. He's got a knife in one gloved hand.

KRUSE

Don't even think about screaming, Kristine. I'll have this knife in your throat before you even open your mouth. Okay?

KRISTINE is paralysed with fear.

KRUSE

Just nod, Kristine. Let me know that you understand.

KRISTINE nods.

KRUSE

Good. Now I want you to get out of bed and put something on. How about your red dressing gown, the silk one. In your wardrobe.

KRISTINE looks across at the wardrobe. How did he know she had a red robe? She gets out of bed and puts it on.

KRUSE

Nice body, Kristine. Trim. Do you work out?

KRISTINE

Is it money you want? I only have a hundred bucks...

KRUSE puts a finger to his lips. Shhhh.

KRUSE

You look like you could use a drink, Kristine. What about a glass of wine. You've a bottle of Chablis in the fridge, haven't you? Why don't you open that?

Another worried look from KRISTINE. How does he know so much about her?

INT. KRISTINE ROSS'S KITCHEN - NIGHT

KRISTINE takes the bottle of wine out of the fridge. KRUSE opens a drawer and takes out a corkscrew.  Another look from KRISTINE. How does he know where everything is?  He gives her the corkscrew and motions for her to open the bottle. She looks at it, then at him. Could she use it to fight him off?

KRUSE

Be careful with that, Kristine. You don't want to hurt yourself.

KRISTINE uncorks the bottle.

KRUSE

Dangerous place, the home. Did you know that more people are hurt at home than on the roads?

KRISTINE

I didn't know that.

She opens a cupboard and takes out two glasses.

KRUSE

Yeah. Accidents happen all the time. Just the one glass, Kristine.

KRISTINE puts one of the glasses away and pours herself a drink. KRUSE motions for her to drink. She does. A sip.

KRUSE

Come on Kristine, you can do better than that.

KRISTINE drains the glass.

INT. KRISTINE ROSS'S SITTING ROOM - LATER

KRISTINE is sitting on the sofa, giggling. She's drunk most of the wine.

KRUSE

Looks like you could do with a breath of fresh air.

KRISTINE giggles and gets unsteadily to her feet. She slops wine over the floor.

EXT. KRISTINE ROSS'S BALCONY - NIGHT

KRUSE follows KRISTINE onto the balcony.

KRUSE

Kristine, you have one stunning view here. I really envy you. You're a very lucky lady.

He pushes her hard and she goes over the rail, plummeting without a sound to the ground twelve stories below.

int. reid's apartment - day

WRIGHT wakes up. He's sleeping on a fold-down sofa in REID's front room.  Scattered around, the debris from a pizza and beer meal.

int. reid's bathroom - day

WRIGHT uses a shower attachment to shower in REID's cramped and dirty bathroom.

int. reid's Apartment - day

WRIGHT finishes dressing, then opens the door to the one bedroom.  REID is snoring noisily.  WRIGHT closes the door.

int. macdonald's restaurant - day

WRIGHT sits alone, drinking a coffee.  At the next table, a SMALL GIRL pulls a face at him.  WRIGHT pulls a face back.  The SMALL GIRL pulls an even better face.

The SMALL GIRL's MOTHER sees what the SMALL GIRL is doing and makes her stop.

A woman in her late twenties and an eight-year-old boy are heading towards WRIGHT's table.  It's his ex-wife JANIE and their son, ROBBIE.

ROBBIE

Dad!

WRIGHT

Hiya kiddo.

WRIGHT hugs his son.

JANIE

I don't want him eating burgers.

WRIGHT

Right.

JANIE

Or any junk food. It makes him hyperactive.

WRIGHT

Right.

JANIE

He's to be back home by six. On the dot.

WRIGHT

Right.

JANIE

Bye Robbie. Be good.

ROBBIE

Bye, mum.

JANIE blows ROBBIE a kiss, throws WRIGHT one last disdainful look, then leaves.

ROBBIE (cont'd)

Can I have a Big Mac?

WRIGHT

Course you can.

ext. zoo - day

WRIGHT and ROBBIE walk through the zoo. Seems like every other couple is a divorced father and son.  It's starting to rain.

They stand together looking at the lion enclosure. No sign of any lions.

WRIGHT

Can you see them?

ROBBIE

I don't think lions like the rain.

WRIGHT

Sorry.

ROBBIE

It's not your fault.

WRIGHT

Do you want to do something else?

ROBBIE

Like what?

WRIGHT thinks, but he's not sure what to say. 

int. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

ROBBIE walks through the incident room, his eyes wide.  WRIGHT follows him.

ROBBIE

Where's your desk?

WRIGHT points to his desk and ROBBIE runs over. ROBBIE smiles at the photograph of WRIGHT and ROBBIE stuck to his computer terminal.

ROBBIE (cont'd)

What's the case, dad?

WRIGHT

Murder.

ROBBIE

Really?

WRIGHT

Really.

ROBBIE

Who did it?

WRIGHT smiles. If only it was that easy.

WRIGHT

That's what we're trying to find out.

REID walks in with a plastic cup of coffee.

REID

Hiya Robbie. You joining the force?

ROBBIE

Hiya Uncle Tommy. It was raining at the zoo.

WRIGHT

What are you doing in on a Saturday?

ROBBIE wanders away.

REID

Overtime. My credit cards are all maxed out. When will you be back home?

WRIGHT

Seven, I guess.

REID

Couldn't give the kitchen a going over, could you?  Are you cooking?

WRIGHT

Nah. I'll get a pizza or something.

While this conversation is going on, ROBBIE walks over to one of the whiteboards onto which have been stuck dozens of photographs of the mutilated body in the tunnel.  REID notices and nods at WRIGHT.

WRIGHT rushes over and stands in front of ROBBIE, blocking his view.

WRIGHT (cont'd)

Whoa, kiddo.

ROBBIE

Awesome. Is that the victim?

WRIGHT

Come on. I said I'd show you the office, not the crime scene.

ROBBIE

Who did that to him?

REID

Vampires.

ROBBIE

Really?

WRIGHT

No, not really.

WRIGHT flashes REID a warning look.

WRIGHT (cont'd)

It's your uncle Tommy's sense of humour.

WRIGHT steers ROBBIE away from the pictures.

WRIGHT (cont'd)

Come on, I'll show you how the computer works.

int. wright's car outside janie's house - evening

WRIGHT and ROBBIE are outside JANIE's house. It's still raining.

WRIGHT

Sorry about the rain.

ROBBIE

It's not your fault.  I had a great time.

WRIGHT

Really?

ROBBIE

Sure. It was neat.

WRIGHT

See you in two weeks, yeah?

ROBBIE

Not before?

WRIGHT

I'll talk to you on the phone.

ROBBIE nods. He knows how things are.

ROBBIE

Do you want to come in?

WRIGHT

I don't think so.

WRIGHT looks at his watch. It's just after six.

WRIGHT (cont'd)

You'd better be going.

ROBBIE gives WRIGHT a kiss on the cheek.

WRIGHT (cont'd)

And mum's the word about the burger, okay?

ROBBIE

I'm no stool pigeon, dad.

WRIGHT smiles as ROBBIE gets out of the car.

WRIGHT watches as ROBBIE rings the doorbell.  GERRY HUNTER opens the door.  He pats ROBBIE on the head as ROBBIE rushes past him to JANIE.

HUNTER stands looking at WRIGHT.  HUNTER nods at him, then closes the door.

WRIGHT looks hurt. He starts the car and leaves.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT is on the phone, working his way through his list of missing persons. Other DETECTIVES are also on the phones. There are pictures of the corpse's face on the wall, some in the form of posters. "Do You Know This Man?"  REID arrives with a carton of Kentucky Fried Chicken. REID offers him a piece of chicken. WRIGHT shakes his head.

REID

How goes it?

WRIGHT crosses a name off his list and dials another number.

WRIGHT

Done about a hundred.

INSPECTOR HILL and INSPECTOR HUNTER are looking at photographs of the corpse pinned to a board.

HILL

Hell of a way to die. Skin peeled off, bit by bit.

REID is peeling the skin off a piece of chicken.

REID

Hey, I'm eating here!

(to HILL)

I thought you were on vacation?

HILL

End of the week. Florida.

WRIGHT gets through to the number he's calling. His conversation overlaps with REID's.

HIll

(off the KFC meal)

You know the difference between a woman and a KFC meal?

REID clearly doesn't.

HILL

Take away the legs and the breast and all you're left with is a smelly box.

REID sprays chicken as he laughs. HILL laughs, too. WRIGHT is still on the phone but he's heard the punchline and has a disgusted look on his face. A TRANSIT DETECTIVE walks in with a box of closed circuit television tapes.

TRANSIT DETECTIVE

CCTV tapes. Where do you want them?

REID points to a table. There are other boxes of tapes there. Labelled with different subway stations.

WRIGHT (into phone)

Mrs Vickers? My name's Nick Wright, I'm with the city's transit police. I'm calling about your husband. Is he still missing?

(a beat)

We're not sure. That's why I'm calling. Can you tell me, did he wear contact lenses?

(a beat)

He did? And can you tell me, Mrs Vickers, was he circumcised?

WRIGHT pulls a face as Mrs Vickers gives him an earful of abuse. He holds the phone away from his ear and flinches.

WRIGHT

No, no Mrs Vickers. We're just trying to eliminate people from our enquiries, that's all.

(a beat)

He wasn't. That's great. I mean, that's fine, Mrs Vickers. There's no need for me to bother you any more.

(a beat)

I hope he does, Mrs Vickers.

WRIGHT hangs up. He shakes his head at REID. CAPTAIN NEWTON walks up. A phone rings and EDWARDS answers it.

NEWTON

How's it going, Nick?

WRIGHT

Nothing from the prints. No luck with missing persons.

NEWTON

(to HILL)

What about the playing card?

HILL

Bicycle brand. Sold everywhere.

REID holds up his KFC box to NEWTON. NEWTON gives REID a cold look.

EDWARDS

Nick. There's a May Eckhardt for you. Line eight.

WRIGHT looks down his list. There's a MAX ECKHARDT on the list. WRIGHT picks up the call on line eight.

WRIGHT

Mrs Eckhardt? Thanks for calling back. It's about your husband. Is he still missing?

INT. MORTUARY WAITING AREA - DAY

WRIGHT's talking to ANNA LITTMAN, the coroner. REID is flicking through a glossy magazine. There's a window overlooking a car park.

LITTMAN

The body's still a mess, Nick. Try to get her to keep her distance, yeah?

WRIGHT nods. LITTMAN walks away.

REID

(off his magazine)

How do these bastards get so rich?

It's a rhetorical question so WRIGHT doesn't answer. Through the window he sees an ORIENTAL WOMAN arriving in a car. She parks.  He's not expecting an Oriental so he turns back to REID. REID's looking at his watch.

REID

You said eleven, yeah?

WRIGHT

Yeah.

REID

She's late. What's the story on this guy Eckhardt?

WRIGHT

Photographer. He's been missing for just over a week, but he was only reported four days ago.

The Oriental woman walks in. Very pretty, thirty-ish, in a short skirt. She says something to the receptionist.

REID

What, his wife didn't realize he'd gone?

REID grins mischievously.

REID (cont'd)
Think Janie'd call in the cops if you disappeared?

WRIGHT

Not so long as the checks kept coming.

WRIGHT and REID are chuckling as the Oriental woman walks up. She's MAY ECKHARDT. West Coast accent.

MAY

Sergeant Wright?

WRIGHT frowns. He wasn't expecting an Oriental.

MAY

May Eckhardt.

She offers her hand. WRIGHT shakes it, embarrassed because he was laughing. He takes a tidied-up picture of the corpse from his pocket.

WRIGHT

Mrs Eckhardt, is this your husband?

MAY looks at the picture and frowns. 

MAY

It's not him.

WRIGHT

Are you sure?

INT. MORTUARY - DAY

WRIGHT and MAY walk up to the body. DR ANNA LITTMAN pulls back the sheet and steps out of the way.  MAY looks down at the body. Lots of wounds. Deep cuts.

INT. VIEWING ROOM - DAY

REID watches through an observation window as MAY stares at the body in horror.  She turns away and collapses against WRIGHT and he's not sure how to react. He puts his arms around her and pats her on the back. WRIGHT nods at REID through the glass window. Yeah, it's her husband.

INT. MORTUARY WAITING AREA - DAY

WRIGHT and REID are looking out of the window. MAY is walking towards her car.

REID

Nice legs.

WRIGHT gives REID a disgusted look.

REID

What?

MAY stands next to her car. She fumbles with her key, clearly distraught. WRIGHT rushes out.

EXT. CAR PARK - DAY

WRIGHT goes up to MAY. She's crying.

WRIGHT

Mrs Eckhardt? Is there someone I can call for you?

MAY shakes her head. WRIGHT takes the car keys from her.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE MAY'S Apartment - DAY

MAY opens the door. WRIGHT's with her.

MAY

I'm okay. Really.

She walks in, leaving the door open. WRIGHT hesitates, then follows her inside.

INT. MAY'S SITTING ROOM - DAY

MAY sits down, still distraught. There's a bass guitar hanging on the wall. Also on the wall are lots of photographs, several showing MAX ECKHARDT in various trouble spots - wearing a flak jacket in Bosnia, standing in a crowd of soldiers in Belfast, standing in front of burning oil wells in Kuwait.

WRIGHT

I'll make you a coffee... or something.

INT. MAY'S KITCHEN - DAY

WRIGHT walks into the kitchen. It's spotless, as if it hasn't been used. He fills the kettle and switches it on. By the sink is a knife block. There are spaces for six knives, but knives in only five of them. WRIGHT frowns at the missing knife. He has a quick look around the kitchen. No sign of the knife. As quietly as possible, he opens the drawers. In one of them he finds the missing knife. He smiles to himself and shakes his head.

MAY (V.O.)

Are you okay in there?

WRIGHT

I'm fine.

WRIGHT opens a couple of cupboards but can't see any coffee. He sees a walk-in cupboard and opens the door.  No light, but enough light to see by. The walk-in cupboard's full of provisions. He sees a jar of coffee and heads towards it.

Bang! The door blows shut behind him.

Flashback - closed door

Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT pulls open the door. Slowly. It's dark inside. Stairs lead down to the basement. Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT starts to head down the stairs. There's the sound of machinery. Rapid clicking. A whizzing sound.  Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT is close to hyperventilating.

Int. May's kitchen - day

The cupboard door is yanked open. Light floods in. WRIGHT is hyperventilating.

MAY

Are you okay?

WRIGHT tries to regain his composure.

WrIGHT

I'm fine.

MAY

I should have warned you. The door. Mind of it's own.

She looks closely at WRIGHT.

MAY

You sure you're okay?

WRIGHT pushes past her, out of the walk-in cupboard.

WRIGHT

I'm fine.

MAY frowns. Doesn't believe him.

WRIGHT

I'm a bit claustrophobic. It's nothing. Really.

INT. MAY'S SITTING ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT is sitting on a sofa.  MAY brings out a tray of coffee things.  As she puts the tray down, she starts to cry.

MAY

Who did that to him? Who'd want to hurt him like that?

A look of helplessness from WRIGHT. He's no idea.

int. rEID'S Apartment - evening

REID is sprawled on the sofa in his underwear, using a pair of scissors to cut his toenails.

WRIGHT lets himself in.

REID

How was the merry widow?

WRIGHT gives REID a disgusted look and heads for the kitchen. He takes out a beer.

WRIGHT

Do you want a beer?

REID

Are we out of Chateau Neuf de Pappe, then?

WRIGHT gets a beer for REID and tosses it to him.

WRIGHT

(off the toenails)

Do you have to do that here?

REID

You're welcome to book into the Hyatt any time you want.

WRIGHT drops down into an old armchair.

REID (cont'd)

Bit young, the widow.

WRIGHT

What do you mean?

REID

The Chinese broad. She's what, twenty-five?

WRIGHT

Bit older, I think. Thirty-something.

REID

And Eckhardt was what? Forty-nine?

WRIGHT nods.

REID (cont'd)

Maybe she was one of those mail-order brides.

WRIGHT

Tommy, she speaks better English than either of us. She's from L.A. Went to U.S.C.

REID

Had a little heart to heart, did we?  Give her a big strong shoulder to cry on?

WRIGHT shakes his head. He's in no mood to trade words with his toenail-clipping flatmate.

WRIGHT

(off the sofa)

Are you going to be much longer with my bed?

INT. LOCKER ROOM, PRESS AGENCY - DAY

A SECURITY GUARD is using a crowbar to open MAX ECKHARDT's locker. WRIGHT and REID are watching.  The locker springs open. An anorak. Wellington boots. A flak jacket. ECKHARDT's boss, STEVE REYNOLDS, is watching.

WRIGHT

So we're talking about almost three thousand dollars worth of equipment?

REYNOLDS

Lenses. Bodies. Motor drives. You think that was why he was killed?

A shrug from WRIGHT. Maybe.

REID

When was the last time you spoke to him?

REYNOLDS

Wednesday before last. He was in Atlantic City, heading back to the office.

Reid

Poker player, was he?

REYNOLDS looks taken back by the question. WRIGHT shakes his head and gives a 'what are you doing' look.

INT. CORRIDOR, PRESS AGENCY - DAY

REID, WRIGHT and REYNOLDS walk along the corridor.

WRIGHT

What was the last job he was on?

REYNOLDS

Environmental conference. He was pestering me to let him go to Russia. Wanted to get pictures of teenage gangsters. I said we'd talk about it in the office. He never turned up.

INT. PRESS AGENCY OFFICE - DAY

REID, WRIGHT and REYNOLDS walk through the busy office.

WRIGHT

You didn't report it right away?

REYNOLDS

Nah. I figured he was sulking.

INT. DIMLY-LIT ROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE is sitting at a desk. In front of him are a wallet, a range of credit cards and identification cards and an American passport. He opens the passport. It has his photograph and is in the name of JAMES BAMBER. He picks up the credit cards, all in the name of JAMES BAMBER, and slots them into the wallet. The final piece of identification is an FBI ID, complete with his photograph.

In a small dish are several rings. KRUSE Carefully selects a wedding band and slips it on his wedding finger.

There's a fax machine on the desk and KRUSE prepares to fax through several sheets of paper with FBI letterheads.

INT. CHILDREN'S HOSPITAL, BANGKOK - DAY

TIM "DOC" MARSHALL, late-forties and American, is standing at the bedside of a sick THAI BOY and talking to a THAI NURSE. DOC is fluent in THAI. The NURSE hands him X-rays.

DOC

(in Thai)

Let me have a look at these first.

DOC walks through the ward. He pulls a face at a sick THAI GIRL lying in a bed and she giggles as he walks by.

INT. X-RAY ROOM - DAY

DOC puts the X-rays up on a backlit screen and examines them. A hand reaches by DOC and puts a Polaroid photograph on the screen. It's a photograph of MAX ECKHARDT, murdered and mutilated.  DOC turns around to see SERGIO RAMIREZ,a forty-something Hispanic.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - MORNING

CAPTAIN NEWTON is addressing the troops, reading from a clipboard.

NEWTON

So, day eight and we have no suspect, no motive, and no witnesses. It's pull your fingers out time, people. The way Eckhardt was killed was very, very personal so somebody out there must know something. I want all the CCTV tapes checked A.S.A.P. We have to know how he got into that tunnel.

INT. iNCIDENT ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT and REID are watching surveillance tapes of the subway station where ECKHARDT was killed. Photographs of ECKHARDT are stuck around the monitors. REID is eating a bag of chips, noisily.

REID

Not much of a plot is there?

The phone rings on WRIGHT's desk. He answers it.

WRIGHT

Yes Sir. No, no joy so far. We've done about fifteen hours. (a beat) Yes Sir, right away.

INT. NEWTON'S OFFICE - DAY

NEWTON is sitting at his desk. KRUSE is there.  There's a knock on the door and WRIGHT walks in.

NEWTON

Nick. This is Jim Bamber. FBI.

WRIGHT

FBI?

KRUSE

We're looking at the possibility of a serial killer.

WRIGHT

We haven't come across any similar cases. 

KRUSE

Maybe you haven't been looking in the right places.

NEWTON

Take Jim under your wing, will you? And try to keep him away from Tommy.

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

KRUSE and WRIGHT walk towards the incident room.

KRUSE

So what's the problem with this Tommy?

WRIGHT

Bit of a loose cannon.

KRUSE

My favorite sort.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

KRUSE and WRIGHT walk into the incident room. REID's still watching the surveillance tapes.

KRUSE

So, can someone show me around the system so that I can bring myself up to speed?

WRIGHT

Sure.

(to REID)

Tommy. This is Jim Bamber, FBI.

REID shakes hands with KRUSE, his eyes on the TV monitor. His hand is covered in crumbs. After the handshake, KRUSE wipes his hand with a look of distaste on his face.

REID

(to WRIGHT)

The camera equipment's turned up. In a dumpster. And his clothes.

DETECTIVE INSPECTOR ALAN HILL comes over and shakes hands with KRUSE.

HILL

Hiya Jim. Good to have you on board. Alan Hill. I'll show you around our system.

INT. STORE ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT and REID examine a pile of camera equipment, all in evidence bags. There are bags of clothes, all bloody.

WRIGHT

Who found it?

REID

A down and out. He tried to sell the camera stuff and the guy called us. His wallet's there. We should show this to the merry widow.

WRIGHT lifts up a pair of jeans. They're cut to ribbons and stained with blood. REID holds up a shirt. It's been cut to bits, too. WRIGHT pulls a face.

EXT. MAY'S SITTING ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT and REID follow MAY through to the sitting room. MAY sits down and REID opens his holdall. He takes out the evidence bags of bloody clothes. MAY flinches, but then examines the clothes. She nods. REID puts them away.

MAY

Can I keep them?

REID

We're going to need them as evidence.

Wright

I'm sorry.

MAY breaks down and starts to cry. REID and WRIGHT share a look. Now what do they do? WRIGHT puts his arm around her. She collapses into his lap, wracked with sobs.

WRIGHT looks uncomfortable, not sure how to react. He pats her back.

ext. transit police Hq - day

WRIGHT and REID walk towards the main entrance.  JANIE comes rushing up and she's clearly unhappy. REID hurries away and leaves WRIGHT to it.

JANIE

Are you stupid or what?

WRIGHT

(confused)

Now what?

JANIE

You know what!  Your own son.  How dare you!

WRIGHT

Oh come on, it was one lousy beefburger.  Just because you've gone vegetarian doesn't mean you have to condemn him to a life of plant food.

Now it's JANIE's turn to be confused.

Janie

What?

WRIGHT

The burger.

JANIE

This isn't about burgers. It's about you showing our son photographs of a mutilated corpse.

Realization dawns on WRIGHT's face.

JANIE

I'm seeing my lawyer tomorrow. I don't want you anywhere near Robbie.

WRIGHT

Janie...

Too late - she's walked away.

WRIGHT turns to see KRUSE behind him. No way of telling if KRUSE heard what they were arguing about.

Kruse

Okay, buddy?

WRIGHT

Yeah.

KRUSE

Women, hey? What can you do with them?

Ext. City street - evening

WRIGHT and KRUSE walk through the city.

WRIGHT

(off KRUSE's wedding ring)

How long you been married, Jim?

KRUSE

Three years.

WRIGHT

Still the honeymoon period.

KRUSE

I'm not saying we don't have our highs and lows, but I got the life I wanted.

WRIGHT

Kids?

KRUSE

A boy. Eighteen months. Back there, your ex, yeah?

WRIGHT

Yeah.

KRUSE

What went wrong? If you don't mind me asking.

WRIGHT

She got bored.

KRUSE

With you?

WRIGHT

With her life. But I got the blame.

INT. bar - evening

TOMMY REID is standing at the bar, half a dozen empty glasses in front of him.  He's trying, unsuccessfully, to play a tune on them with his pen.  Standing next to him is tabloid journalist TED VINCENT, HILL and EDWARDS.

VINCENT's trying to get REID drunk. He motions at the WAITRESS to bring more drinks. VINCENT lights a cigarette.

VINCENT

Word is that the transit boys are gonna be taken off the case anyway.

REID

Like fuck.

VINCENT

It was never going to stay a transit case, was it?  Horses for courses. You want a murder solved, call in the real cops. You want fare dodgers caught, you go to the transit cops.

EDWARDS and HILL laugh. REID gives them a dirty look and then turns to VINCENT.

REID

Fuck you, Vincent.

WRIGHT and KRUSE walk into the bar. REID waves.

REID

Anyway, things are looking up. The cavalry's ridden into town.

(to KRUSE)

Jim, this is Ted Vincent, tabloid scumbag and man about town. Say nothing to him that you don't want read by his four million Neanderthal readers. Assuming they can read.

VINCENT and KRUSE shake hands.

EDWARDS

(to WRIGHT)

May Eckhardt called while you were out. Didn't leave a message.

REID

You two got a thing going?

WRIGHT gives REID a disgusted look.

VINCENT

(to KRUSE)

Didn't catch your name.

KRUSE

Bamber. Jim Bamber.

REID

Jim's with the FBI. He's working with us.

VINCENT

FBI, huh? Bit unusual for an FBI agent to be assigned to a Transit case, isn't it?

KRUSE gives VINCENT a hard look but doesn't reply.

KRUSE

(to WRIGHT)

I should be going, buddy.

VINCENT

What about an interview, Jim? Be a great story for the paper. FBI agent rides to the rescue of baffled Transit cops.

KRUSE

I don't think so.

VINCENT

Great publicity for the bureau.

KRUSE gives VINCENT a cold, hard look. VINCENT waves at the WAITRESS to bring a round of drinks.

VINCENT

Come on, Jim. I can write the story anyway. All I've got to do is to call a pal of mine in your Washington press office.

WRIGHT

Leave it out, Vincent.

(to KRUSE)

Sorry. He's one of our less house-trained journalists.

VINCENT

Fuck you, Nick. You need us as much as we need you.

(to KRUSE)

What are you drinking, Jim?

KRUSE has changed his mind. He's staying.

KRUSE

Scotch. Rocks.

INT. TAXI OUTSIDE REid's apartment BLOCK - evening

REID stumbles out of WRIGHT's car. He takes a leak against a wall. Notices that WRIGHT is getting out of the car.

REID

What are you doing?

WRIGHT

Someone I want to see.  Catch you later, yeah.

REID watches as WRIGHT drives away. Shakes himself and zips himself up.

INT. MAY'S APARTMENT - evening

MAY, wearing sweatshirt and jeans, staring at the photographs on the wall. The doorbell rings. MAY goes to answer it. WRIGHT's there.

MAY

Oh. Hi.

She looks at her watch. It's late.

WRIGHT

They just told me you called. Are you okay?

MAY

It wasn't important. I just wanted to apologize for...you know, crying and that. I'm sorry I couldn't answer your questions. I didn't want you to think I was being unhelpful.

WRIGHT

I understand, Mrs Eckhardt. You've no reason to apologize. I'm the one who should be apologizing.

INT. MAY'S SITTING ROOM - evening

MAY shows WRIGHT into the sitting room. There's a half-drunk bottle of white wine on a coffee table. And one glass.

WRIGHT

You okay?

MAY

I'm fine.

(off the wine)

Can I get you something?

WRIGHT shakes his head.

MAY

So how's the investigation going?

WRIGHT

We haven't had any breaks yet. I'm sorry.

The telephone rings and MAY goes to answer it. WRIGHT goes over and looks at the bass guitar hanging on the wall. There's a desk by the wall, and on the desk is a box of playing cards. WRIGHT picks up the box. It's the same brand that was found on Eckhardt's body.

WRIGHT opens the pack and flicks through it. No ace of spades. What? He flicks through again, this time making sure he looks at every card. It's there, right at the end.  Just as he spots the card, he hears MAY walking towards him. He fumbles the cards back into the box and puts it back in position, turning just in time to smile at MAY.

WRIGHT

I'd better be going.

On the way to the door, they walk by some of the photographs of MAX ECKHARDT in various trouble spots.

WRIGHT

(off the photographs)

Your husband...he had scars on his back. How did it happen?

MAY

The war. Vietnam. He was drafted.

WRIGHT

And he was wounded?

MAY

He never talked about it. It was a long time ago.

MAY puts a hand on WRIGHT's arm.

MAY

You must catch the man who killed him, Nick. Promise me.

A long look from WRIGHT. It's a tough promise to make.

WRIGHT

I promise.

MAY looks grateful. Quickly, impulsively, she kisses him on the cheek.

Ext. MAY'S APARTMENT - evening

WRIGHT stands outside the door to MAY's apartment, rubbing his cheek where she kissed him. Did that just happen?

EXT. VINCENT'S HOUSE - evening

TED VINCENT gets out of his car and walks to his front door. His cellular phone rings and he answers it.

VINCENT

Yeah. (a beat). Jim. Hi. (a beat) Tonight? (looks at watch) I guess so. Okay. (a beat) Forty-five Barton Court. (a beat) Okay, see you then.

VINCENT opens his front door and goes in as he talks. He closes the door. The camera pulls back and finds KRUSE standing some distance away, watching the house as he talks into his cellular phone.

KRUSE

Yeah. I'll be there in fifteen minutes.

KRUSE puts his phone away and stares at VINCENT's HOUSE.

INT. VINCENT'S STUDY - evening

VINCENT is on the phone. There's a fax machine on his desk.

VINCENT

Yeah, Bamber. B-A-M-B-E-R. Jim Bamber. Can you fax me his CV, yeah? And any cuttings, big cases he's worked on, you know the sort of thing.

As VINCENT talks, his WIFE walks in wearing a nightie. She points upstairs, miming that she's going to bed. As he listens on the phone, he nods and mimes "I won't be long".

VINCENT

(into phone)

Yeah. Great. Cheers, Bill. I'll buy you a drink next time I'm in DC.

INT. VINCENT'S SITTING ROOM - night

VINCENT is drinking a beer and smoking. The doorbell rings. VINCENT puts out his cigarette.

INT. VINCENT'S HALLWAY - NIGHT

VINCENT opens the door. KRUSE is standing there, smiling. In VINCENT's study, his phone rings. It's the fax machine.

VINCENT

Hiya, Jim, come on in.

INT. VINCENT'S SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE and VINCENT walk into the study. The fax machine is starting to spew out a fax. VINCENT goes over to a bookcase and picks up a small tape recorder. He shows it to KRUSE.

VINCENT

More accurate than my shorthand. Do you want a drink?

KRUSE

Yeah, Scotch would be good.

VINCENT turns towards his drinks cabinet. The fax machine catches his eye. The fax is halfway out. It's a photograph. It's a photograph of an FBI agent called JAMES BAMBER. But it's not the man standing behind VINCENT. The man in the faxed picture is in his fifties and bald. VINCENT frowns at the photograph.

KRUSE walks up behind VINCENT and clamps a hand over his mouth, holding him as he suffocates. 

INT. VINCENT'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

VINCENT's WIFE is asleep. KRUSE walks over to the bed and picks up a pillow. VINCENT's WIFE opens her eyes but before she can scream KRUSE puts the pillow over her face and sits astride her so that she can't move. He suffocates her.

INT. VINCENT'S SITTING ROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE picks up VINCENT's pack of cigarettes and his lighter, then lifts VINCENT's body  and takes him upstairs.

INT. VINCENT'S BEDROOM - NIGHT

KRUSE puts VINCENT in bed with his wife. Then he lights a cigarette and takes a puff.  He puts the pack of cigarettes next to an ashtray on the bedside table then puts the burning cigarette between VINCENT's fingers. He uses the lighter to set fire to the quilt.

EXT. VINCENT'S HOUSE - NIGHT

KRUSE walks away from the house. Flames are starting to flicker in the upstairs bedroom.

INT. cONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

NEWTON is holding a press conference. Behind him, a poster showing MAX ECKHARDT and an appeal for witnesses.  REID, WRIGHT and KRUSE are standing at one side, behind the TV cameras and journalists.

NEWTON

So we're asking anyone who might have seen Mr Eckhardt in the hours prior to his murder to come forward.

NEWTON looks for questions.

FIRST REPORTER

Do you think the killer could strike again?

NEWTON

It's a possibility. We've not managed to establish a motive, so there is a chance that it was a random killing.

SECOND REPORTER

As you've admitted that the investigation has effectively stalled, shouldn't the case be taken off the Transit police?

REID and WRIGHT walk out as NEWTON answers.

NEWTON

We feel that the investigation is best served ....(with a joint investigation team, combining....)

INT. CORRIDOR - DAY

REID and WRIGHT walk along the corridor.

REID

You heard about Ted Vincent?

WRIGHT

No. What?

REID

Dead. House fire. They reckon he was smoking in bed. Couldn't have happened to a nicer guy.

Int. bTP INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

WRIGHT and REID are watching CCTV tapes at their desks. REID has his feet up.  Several DETECTIVES are working the phones, others are on their computer terminals.

REID

Whoah!  Look at this!

DETECTIVES crowd around REID's monitor.  On screen, a COUPLE are having sex at one end of the platform.

Detective

Caught in the act.

REID

Nah. They know the camera's there.

The GIRL on the CCTV turns and looks up at the camera and grins. Yeah, she knows.  WRIGHT stands behind REID.

REID

Slut.

REID looks at his watch.

REID

Drink?

KRUSE comes up behind WRIGHT. REID sees him.

REID

FBI lets you drink, doesn't it Jim?

KRUSE

S'been known to, Tommy.

INT. bar - EVENING

WRIGHT and REID are standing either side of KRUSE, knocking back shots. They're all a bit drunk.

KRUSE

Call of nature.

KRUSE heads towards the men's room. REID raises his glass in tribute to KRUSE's back.

REID

First FBI guy I've met who can hold his drink. Most of them stick to designer water.

WRIGHT shakes his head in disgust, not appreciating the way REID's trying to get KRUSE drunk.

INT. men's room - EVENING

KRUSE bends down, checking that the stalls are empty. He goes into a stall and bolts the door. He bends over, pushes his fingers down his throat, and quietly and efficiently throws up, emptying his stomach.

INT. bar - EVENING

REID drains his glass.

WRIGHT

You want another?

REID

Nah. Gonna pick up some KFC.

REID grins and heads unsteadily for the door.

KRUSE comes back to the bar as REID leaves.

KRUSE

(off REID)

Is he okay?

WRIGHT

Yeah. You want another?

KRUSE

Nah, I'm gonna call it a night, buddy.

Int. Wright's car - evening

WRIGHT drives up to the front of his ex-wife's house. He sits and looks at it. He's a bit drunk.

Ext. Kfc outlet - EVENING

REID walks out of the KFC outlet, holding a carrier bag of chicken.

Ext. Street - evening

REID walks down the street. A couple of PRETTY GIRLS walk by and REID leers at them but he's old enough to be their father and they give him frosty looks.  REID grins, unabashed.

Ext. Comic book store - evening

REID walks by the comic book store, looking in the window. Lots of comics and superhero stuff. And lots of games. And playing cards.  Lots of different packs.  Several of the packs are the same brand that the killer left on ECKHARDT's body.  REID wanders into the shop.

Int. Comic bOOK STORE - evening

REID wanders through the store. Mainly teenagers reading comics for free.

A guy in his late forties is sitting at the cash desk. He's wearing an old Army jacket, long hair, dark glasses. Reading a comic. A VIETNAM VET.

REID

Hey.

The VIETNAM VET looks at REID over the top of his dark glasses.

Vietnam vet

Down the road.

REID

Say what?

VietNAM VET

We don't do porn. Next block.

REID

I'm not looking for porn.

Another look over the top of the glasses. REID looks offended.  There's another display of playing cards on the shelf behind the VIETNAM VET.

Reid

Those cards. The Bicycle brand.

ViETNAM VET

Special offer. Two packs for a buck.

REID

Nah, I don't wanna buy a pack. I've a question.

VIETNAM VET

S'not geography, is it? I hate geography.

REID

They're common right? You can buy 'em anywhere.

VIETNAM VET

Been around for years.

The VIETNAM VET tosses a pack to REID.

VIETNAM VET

Company used to send them to POWs in WW2.  With maps of Germany printed on 'em in invisible ink. So they say.

REID opens the pack.

Reid

Anything special about them?

VIETNAM VET

Like what.

REID flicks through the pack.

REID

Something that makes 'em different from other brands.

REID picks out the ace of spades and flicks it across to the VIETNAM VET.

VIETNAM VET

The death card.

REID freezes.

REID

What?

VIETNAM VET

The death card.

REID

Like in tarot cards? Bad luck?

VIETNAM VET

Shit no. Like in Special Forces. In country.

A TEENAGER comes over and buys a comic. REID waits impatiently as the VIETNAM VET deals with the purchase.

REID

What do you mean, death card?

VIETNAM VET

You see Apocalypse Now?

REID

The movie?

VIETNAM VET

Nah, the ice cream.

REID pulls an apologetic face and the VIETNAM VET grins, knowing that his sarcasm is annoying REID.

VIETNAM VET

Remember the bit where Robert Duvall's Cav boys are taking the Gook village apart?

REID

I love the smell of napalm in the morning?

VIETNAM VET

That's it. Remember the bit where he tosses playing cards on the bodies?

REID frowns, then nods.

VIETNAM VET

That's the way it was. But not just any card. The ace of spades. Bicycle brand.

The VIETNAM VET holds up the card so that REID can see it's face. There's a large black ace of spades and in its centre is a ghostly white figure.

VIETNAM VET

Gooks were a superstitious bunch and believed in ghosts and shit. This little lady put the fear of God into 'em.

REID takes the card.

Reid

And only Special Forces used 'em?

VIETNAM VET

Pretty much.  Got so popular that the company started shipping boxes with nothing but aces of spades in 'em. How sick is that, huh?

REID

(looking at the card)

Pretty damn sick.

Ext. COMIC BOOK STORE -evENING

REID walks out of the store, still carrying his KFC meal. He dials a number on his cell phone.

Int. WRIGHT'S CAR - evening

WRIGHT is still watching his ex-wife's house. His phone rings. He looks at the phone display and sees that it's REID calling.

WRIGHT

(to the phone)

Not tonight, Tommy.

WRIGHT switches off his cell phone.

Ext. COMIC BOOK STORE - evENING

REID growls at his phone, annoyed that WRIGHT didn't answer. Then he has an idea. He dials again.

REID (into phone)

Yeah, can you put me through to Jim Bamber's room, please. B-A-M-B-E-R. Cheers.

Int. kruse's hotel room - evening

KRUSE is doing sit-ups with a stack of telephone directories on his chest. He looks up as the phone rings.

Ext. janie's house - eveNING

WRIGHT rings the doorbell.  The door opens. It's ROBBIE.

Robbie

Dad!

WRIGHT

Hiya kiddo.

ROBBIE

Are you coming home?

JANIE

No. He's not.

JANIE appears behind ROBBIE.

JANIE

You shouldn't be here, Nick.

WRIGHT

He's my son.

JANIE

He's our son. And I've got custody.

ROBBIE

Mum!

JANIE

Bed.

WRIGHT

Janie...

JANIE

Don't 'Janie' me.  You should know better than this.

HUNTER appears behind JANIE.

WRIGHT

This is nothing to do with you.

Hunter

Keep your voice down, Nick.

WRIGHT

What? Ashamed are you?

HUNTER

We've got neighbors.

WRIGHT

They used to be my neighbors.

JANIE

That's ancient history. Now go or I'll call the cops.

WRIGHT

I am a cop.

JANIE

The real cops, Nick.

Hunter

It's all right, Janie. I'll handle this.

WRIGHT

You're handling nothing.

HUNTER nods at JANIE and she takes ROBBIE away from the door.

HUNTER

This is out of order, Nick. And you know it.

WRIGHT

What are you gonna do? Arrest me?

HUNTER

You've been drinking.

WRIGHT

So?

HUNTER

So go home. Sleep it off.

WRIGHT looks as if he wants to argue, then he turns to go. HUNTER closes the door.

HUNTER's car is parked outside the house.  WRIGHT takes a key from his pocket and thinks about scratching HUNTER's car.

He holds the key against the paintwork, then decides against it. HUNTER's not worth it.

WRIGHT looks up and sees ROBBIE watching from an upstairs window.  ROBBIE blows WRIGHT a kiss.  WRIGHT blows one back.

INT. REID'S Apartment - NIGHT

REID is sitting in an armchair with his feet up on a coffee table, his socks off. He's drinking a glass of whisky and picking his toenails. The ace of spades is propped up against the bottle of whisky.  The remains of his KFC meal are scattered around. His doorbell rings. He gets up and opens his front door. KRUSE is there, wearing black leather gloves and holding a bottle of whisky.

REID

Jim. Hey, thanks for coming.

KRUSE

Sounded important, buddy.

REID ushers KRUSE into his room. REID picks up the ace of spades and hands it to KRUSE.

REID

The card. The ace of spades. It's a death card. Vietnam. Special Forces used it.

KRUSE slips the card into his pocket.

KRUSE

I know.

A double-take from REID. He knows?

Int. bar - night

A BARMAN puts a glass of whisky in front of WRIGHT.  WRIGHT drinks it in one and motions for the BARMAN to refill his glass. The BARMAN gives WRIGHT another measure of whisky, but he has a worried look on his face.

INT. REID'S Apartment - NIGHT

REID is lying on the floor, a plastic bag over his head, suffocating.  KRUSE is sitting on top of him, holding him down as he dies. REID is gasping for breath but there's no air left. KRUSE smiles as he watches REID die.

INT. CORRIDOR, REID'S apartment BLOCK - night (later)

WRIGHT walks along the corridor towards REID's apartment, slightly the worse for wear.

Int. reid's apartment - nIGHT

WRIGHT walks into the apartment.

WRIGHT

Hi honey! I'm home!

No answer.  WRIGHT heads for the bathroom where he discovers REID lying in a pool of his own vomit. Dead.

EXT. BANGKOK ORPHANAGE - DAY

A big American in his late forties, ERIC HORVITZ, stripped to the waist, is digging a hole at the side of a large orphanage. Inside, the sound of THAI CHILDREN learning English. HORVITZ is down deep, sweating in the mid-day sun. DOC appears.

DOC

Thought you'd have had enough of holes, Eric.

HORVITZ stops digging and grins up at DOC.

HORVITZ

Blocked drains.

HORVITZ holds up his hand and DOC helps him out of the hole. They stand looking down at the hole. HORVITZ is exhausted.

DOC

(off the hole)

Makes you think, doesn't it?

HORVITZ

Yeah.

They both look at the hole. Remembering something from their past. DOC breaks the silence.

DOC

Bernie and Sergio want to go back.

HORVITZ

Waste of time.

HORVITZ stares into the hole.

HORVITZ

He's dead. Dead and buried.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - DAY

The PRESIDENT is shaking hands with DEAN BURROW.

PRESIDENT

Thanks for coming, Dean.

BURROW

Glad to be here, Mr President.

PRESIDENT

Just wish it could've been under more auspicious circumstances.

A suitably mournful look from BURROW.

PRESIDENT

I'm going to make the announcement next week, Dean. Glenn wants to spend more time with his wife before... while he's got the chance. It's going to be a big step for you, Dean.

The PRESIDENT grins. So does BURROW, albeit a little uneasily. The PRESIDENT pats BURROW on the back.

INT. MORTUARY - DAY

REID's body is laid out. DR ANNA LITTMAN is finishing the autopsy. WRIGHT is close by, wanting to be there but not wanting to look at his dead partner.

LITTMAN

You don't have to be here, Nick. It was an accident. A stupid accident. But accidents happen.

WRIGHT

I keep wondering...

LITTMAN

What?

WRIGHT

You're sure? You're sure it was an accident?

LITTMAN

Nick...

WRIGHT

I know. I know. I want to have someone to blame. I know the drill, Anna.

LITTMAN

You've lost a friend. A close, personal friend. More than that, a partner, someone who trusted you and relied on you. It's only natural that you're going to feel guilty.

WRIGHT

I know. I know. I know all about survivor's guilt.

LITTMAN

Think it through logically, Nick. Think what it would mean. Someone would have to have got into Tommy's apartment, forced him to drink the best part of a bottle of whisky, then forced him to throw up, and choked him to death. Does that sound likely?

WRIGHT looks through an observation window to another room. KRUSE is standing there, watching. KRUSE smiles at WRIGHT.

LITTMAN

It was an accident. And accidents happen.

Ext. Churchyard - day

A coffin containing REID is lowered into a grave. WRIGHT, CAPTAIN NEWTON and the rest of the investigation team are there. The PRIEST closes his bible. WRIGHT walks away. He's surprised to see MAY there.

WRIGHT

Hello?

May

I'm sorry, Nick.

WRIGHT nods.

May

He was a nice guy. I couldn't believe it when I heard what happened.

WRIGHT nods again. They walk together, away from the grave.

WRIGHT

How are you?

MAY

I'm okay. I guess.

WRIGHT

We're still on the case...

MAY

That's not why I'm here, Nick.

CAPTAIN NEWTON calls over.

Newton

Nick! Are you coming with us?

WRIGHT looks at MAY.

MAY

I've got my car here. You look like you could do with a drink.

Ext. May's apartment block - DAY

MAY's car pulls up outside her apartment block. MAY and WRIGHT get out.

WRIGHT

Are you sure about this?

MAY

I can't face a bar. And I need a drink.

INT. MAY'S SITTING ROOM - LATER

WRIGHT and MAY are sitting together on the sofa, drinking a bottle of wine. WRIGHT is slightly drunk.

WRIGHT

I still can't, you know...

MAY

I know.

WRIGHT

It's like, I know he's not... but I keep thinking he's going to...

MAY reaches over and brushes WRIGHT's fringe out of his eyes. WRIGHT doesn't notice.

WRIGHT

It was such a stupid, senseless...

MAY

I know.

WRIGHT

He was my best friend. Worked with him for almost eight years. That's longer than most marriages.

WRIGHT realises what he's said. MAY has just lost her husband.

WRIGHT

I'm sorry.

MAY

It's okay...

WRIGHT

I didn't mean...

MAY

I know.

WRIGHT

Shit, here's me pouring out...and you...what you've...I'm sorry...I shouldn't...

MAY

It's okay.

MAY slides across the sofa and kisses WRIGHT, softly, on the lips. He responds, but slowly. She kisses him harder. WRIGHT breaks away.

WRIGHT

God, what am I....I'm sorry...

MAY shakes her head, brushes his hair again.

MAY

Nick, it's all right. I understand. It's being close to death. It makes you want to...

WRIGHT

I know...

MAY

...to reach out. To prove that you're still alive...

They kiss again. She undresses him and they make love, on the floor. The camera pans up to the photographs of MAX ECKHARDT on the wall.

Int. May's bedroom - day

It's early morning. WRIGHT wakes up next to MAY. She's fast asleep. He looks down at her, wondering what the hell he's done.

Ext. MAY'S APARTMENT -DAY

WRIGHT leaves the apartment block. He wipes his face with his hand. Then looks at his watch.

Int. incident room - day

WRIGHT walks through the incident room. It's early but there are already several detectives there.

WRIGHT walks up to REID's desk and opens a drawer. There's a half-eaten KFC meal there and WRIGHT smiles at it and shakes his head sadly.

WRIGHT rummages through the drawer. He finds a can of shaving foam and a razor. He takes them out. As he walks away from REID's desk, HUNTER comes in. Both men look uncomfortable, but they nod at each other.

Int. men's room - day

WRIGHT is shaving. CAPTAIN NEWTON walks in. He's surprised to see WRIGHT shaving.

NEWTON

Nick.

WRIGHT

Sir.

NEWTON

Everything okay?

WRIGHT

Sir.

WRIGHT carries on shaving as NEWTON takes a leak.

NEWTON

If you need a few days off, Nick...

WRIGHT

It's not a problem, Sir.

NEWTON

I know how close...you know...

WRIGHT

I know, Sir...and thanks, but no thanks.

NEWTON

(a beat)

It's not getting anywhere, is it?

WRIGHT

Sir?

NEWTON

The Eckhardt case. No leads.

WRIGHT

Takes time.

NEWTON

Maybe you should work on the wife.

WRIGHT looks at NEWTON in the mirror, wondering if he knows what happened the previous night.

NEWTON

See if she's remembered anything. Faces from his past.

WRIGHT

Sir.

NEWTON

Softly, softly, though. She's going to be in a state.

NEWTON zips himself up.

WRIGHT

Sir.

NEWTON washes his hands in the sink next to WRIGHT.

NEWTON

Careful you don't cut yourself.

Ext. mAY'S apartment BLOCK - DAY

WRIGHT rings the bell at the door to the main entrance of MAY's apartment block. No answer.  He takes a few steps back to look up at her windows. Nothing. He presses the bell again.

An OLD WOMAN comes up behind WRIGHT and uses her key to open the door.

Old woman

Who is it you want, young man?

WRIGHT

May. May Eckhardt.

OLD WOMAN

The Chinese girl. She's gone.

WRIGHT

Gone?

OLD WOMAN

Went to see her parents, she said. Out West. Terrible wasn't it, what happened to her husband?

WRIGHT

When did she go?

OLD WOMAN

This morning.

WRIGHT

And she said she went to see her parents?

OLD WOMAN

I think that's what she said.

The OLD WOMAN goes inside leaving WRIGHT looking worried.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

A close up on the face of a man, insulation tape across his mouth to stifle his screams. It's HORVITZ. Someone is cutting him with a knife.  He writhes in pain, but he can't escape, his arms are tied to the wall. There's a lot of blood. He faints. A hand rips the insulation tape away from his lips. A knife slashes across his mouth, deep, savage cuts that carve a macabre grin into his face.
Int. BANGKOK ORPHANAGE - DAY

A THAI NUN in white habit and cowl is stalking a large cockroach with a can of insecticide. She squirts and misses. Squirts again, but the aerosol is empty. She goes in search of a fresh can. She walks to a doorway that leads to the basement. She opens it and flicks a light switch, but the switch doesn't work. She goes to get a candle.

INT. BASEMENT, BANGKOK ORPHANAGE - DAY

The THAI NUN descends a short flight of stairs holding a lit candle.  It's a store room containing lots of stuff - bottles of detergent, boxes of supplies, spare beds etc. She walks among the stuff, looking for insecticide. As she approaches the far end of the basement she stops in horror. There's a body spread-eagled against the wall, crucified. HORVITZ.

INT. HOTEL ROOM, PATTAYA - DAY

INSPECTOR ALAN HILL wakes up. It's a cheap hotel room with an old fan whirring overhead. There's someone asleep in the bed next to HILL.  HILL gets up and dresses. The figure in the bed rolls over. It's a teenage boy. The THAI BOY smiles sleepily up at HILL.  HILL takes out his wallet and gives the THAI BOY a banknote.

EXT. BEACH ROAD, PATTAYA - DAY

HILL walks along the beach road. He stops at a newspaper stall and looks at the newspapers on display. The Bangkok Post. The Nation. Several Thai newspapers. Most have the same photograph on their front pages - a mutilated body with an ace of spades impaled in the chest. HILL buys a copy of each of the papers.

EXT. BEACH, PATTAYA - DAY

HILL sits in a deck chair under a beach umbrella. Next to him is the THAI BOY. HILL is pointing at one of the Thai newspapers and listening to the THAI BOY.

INT. POST OFFICE, PATTAYA - DAY

HILL walks into the post office and gives a large envelope to the man behind the counter. The envelope is addressed to Captain Newton, Transit Police.

INT. MUSEUM - NIGHT

DEAN "RABBIT" BURROW is standing at a podium, finishing a fund-raising talk to a group of rich socialites. Lots of expensive gowns and jewelry.  BURROW is being well-received. JODY MEACHER is in the crowd.

BURROW

So, I'd like to thank you all once again for coming, and for digging so deep into your pockets. America needs more like you.

Lots of applause. A wave from BURROW. Smiling but tense.

INT. MEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

BURROW is taking a leak. MEACHER is by the door.

BURROW

There's been another...incident.

MEACHER

Who?

BURROW

Eric Horvitz. Bangkok.

BURROW zips up, takes a Polaroid photograph from his jacket pocket and gives it to MEACHER. It's a picture of the corpse in the Bangkok orphanage. On the back, "GO SEE DOC".

MEACHER

Anyone else seen this?

BURROW

No. I opened the package.

(a beat)

This is getting out of hand, Jody.

MEACHER

My man's on the case, Senator. He'll tie up all the loose ends.

BURROW splashes water on his face and looks at his reflection in the mirror. It's the face of a frightened man.

BURROW

Who is this guy, Jody?

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

KRUSE has fixed a bar across his bathroom door and is doing chin-ups. Effortlessly.  He has several gunshot scars on his back. And a knife scar. He's been through the wars.

MEACHER (V.O.)

Best you don't know, Senator. He's not a pleasant man.

INT. MEN'S ROOM - NIGHT

BURROW turns to face MEACHER.

BURROW

I have a right to know, Jody. My life's in his hands.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

KRUSE is doing push-ups. Lots of them.

MEACHER (V.O.)

Special Forces trained him. Wet work. His speciality was to make accidents happen. Panama. Grenada. Kuwait. The Government stopped using him after an operation went wrong in Kuwait. Killed an Iraqi general but took out two members of the Royal Family at the same time.

KRUSE stands up and starts doing karate exercises.

MEACHER (V.O.) (cont'd)
Now he works for me, and others like me. Freelance. Like I said, not a pleasant man, Senator. But he's exactly what we need to keep your nuts out of the fire.

INT. corridor, TRansit police headquarters - DAY

WRIGHT is walking towards the Incident Room. CAPTAIN NEWTON comes up behind him. NEWTON hands a manila envelope to WRIGHT. It's the one that HILL sent. WRIGHT opens it. Newspaper cuttings, including photographs of the Bangkok corpse.

WRIGHT 
Jesus.

NEWTON

Arrived anonymously. Postmarked Pattaya. Thailand.

INT. INCIDENT ROOM - DAY

It's time for morning prayers. Everyone looks at NEWTON, waiting for him to speak. KRUSE is there.

NEWTON

Gentleman, it looks as if we have a serial killer on our hands.

A buzz from the room. This wasn't expected.

NEWTON (cont'd)
The second victim is also an American, Eric Horvitz. The same wounds, an identical playing card. The problem is, this murder took place nine thousand miles away in Bangkok. I've requested details from the local cops in Thailand and I'm proposing we send our own representative to assist. That'll be you, Nick.

KRUSE raises a hand but NEWTON beats him to it.

KRUSE

If the FBI wants you to pursue the Bangkok end, that's fine with me, Agent Bamber.

KRUSE nods. That's what he wanted to hear.

Ext. MAY'S APARTMENT block - DAY

WRIGHT rings the doorbell at the entrance to the apartment block. There's no answer. He looks up at the window. No sign of life.

WRIGHT takes out his cell phone and taps out MAY's number.

Int. MAY'S APARTMENT - day

The phone rings and the answer machine kicks in.

Max eckhardt

(on answer machine)

Hiya - this is Max and May, we can't...(get to the phone...)

Ext. MAY'S APARTMENT block - day

WRIGHT is on his cell phone, walking towards his car.

WRIGHT

May...hi...it's Nick..Nick Wright...

Int. MAY'S APARTMENT - DAY

The CAMERA pans away from the answer machine. There are bits of broken glass on the floor. All the framed photographs of MAX ECKHARDT have been smashed on the floor.

WRIGHT

(on answer machine)

Look..I've got to go to Bangkok.  Thailand ... I'll talk to you soon, explain things then, yeah?

EXT. BANGKOK AIRPORT - DAY

A Thai Airways 747 touches down.

Ext. Bangkok - daY

Establishing shot.

INT. TAXI DRIVING THROUGH BANGKOK - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE in the back.

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE are checking in.

KRUSE

How about we halve the workload? I'll check in with the local cops, you go check out the murder scene.

WRIGHT

Sure. Meet you back here (looking at his watch) at six, yeah?

EXT. BANGKOK ORPHANAGE - DAY

A taxi pulls up in front of a pretty white house surrounded by trees. Children are playing in the garden, watched by two THAI NUNS. WRIGHT gets out of the taxi and walks to the building. The front door is open and he goes in.

INT. ORPHANAGE - DAY

Pictures of saints, a cross on one wall, a vase of flowers. WRIGHT walks around. He walks into a room.  There's a big crucifix, with a lifelike Jesus crucified, blood on one side and blood on its mouth. WRIGHT stands looking at it, thinking about the body in the tunnel.  When he turns around, there's a NUN standing behind him. SISTER MARIE, Irish, thirtyish and very pretty under the cowl. WRIGHT jumps with fright, he thought he was alone.

WRIGHT

Jesus Christ!

SISTER MARIE

Hardly. But I do work for him.

WRIGHT

Sorry. You surprised me.

(a beat)

Nick Wright. Transit Police. I'm investigating a murder back in the States.

INT. BASEMENT - DAY

SISTER MARIE, holding a lit candle, takes WRIGHT down the stairs and shows him the wall where HORVITZ was found.

SISTER MARIE

We were all...shocked. Eric was the nicest man you could meet. A truly good man. But whoever did what they did was obviously full of hate. To cut off his...

SISTER MARIE can't bring herself to say the word. They stand looking at the place where it happened.

SISTER MARIE

It was terrible.

WRIGHT

What did he do here?

SISTER MARIE

He raised funds, did any maintenance we needed, taught English to the older children. I don't think we could have managed without...

A pause as she realises that now they're going to have to manage without him.

The candle blows out. Darkness.

Flashback - nick wright's basement

Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT is walking fearfully down the steps to the basement. The buzzing mechanical sound is louder and louder.  It's a train set. A huge train set. Landscapes, track, stations, several locomotives whizzing around. Some light comes in through the open door at the top of the stairs, but it's still very, very dark. Lots of shadows.

Sister marie (V.O.)

Mr Wright?

Int. Basement - DAY

WRIGHT is hyperventilating.

SISTER MARIE

Mr Wright, are you okay?

SISTER MARIE strikes a match and relights the candle. WRIGHT is bathed in sweat.

WRIGHT

I'm sorry.

SISTER MARIE

Are you all right?

WRIGHT

I don't like confined spaces. I'm okay. Really.

Ext. bangkok orphanage - day

WRIGHT and SISTER MARIE walk together through the grounds of the orphanage.

WRIGHT

Did he have any enemies? Anyone who might want to hurt him?

SISTER MARIE

I honestly don't think so. I never met anyone who'd say a bad word about Eric.

WRIGHT

What about friends?

SISTER MARIE

Tim Marshall. He's a doctor. They played in a band at a place called Cowboy Nites. A bar. They were very good. Eric was their singer.

WRIGHT

You saw them play?

SISTER MARIE

I'm not a prisoner here, Mr Wright. They do let me out sometimes, you know.

EXT. COWBOY NITES - NIGHT

WRIGHT and KRUSE get out of a taxi. Cowboy Nites is in the middle of Bangkok, but the exterior looks like a Wild West saloon, down to the hitching posts in front of it.

INT. COWBOY NITES - NIGHT

DOC, RAMIREZ, O'LEARY and HAMMACK are playing, along with three Thais. O'LEARY is early fifties, balding with a ponytail and playing lead guitar in a wheelchair.  HAMMACK is black, late forties, and on keyboards. DOC is on the sax, RAMIREZ is on drums.

On a far wall are dozens of framed photographs. KRUSE and WRIGHT watch the band. DOC is obviously in command - he is controlling the rest of the band with looks and nods, a silent communication born of years of playing together.

WRIGHT

They're good.

The set ends to rapturous applause.

DOC

Thank you ladies and gentlemen, thank you very much. And now, as it's our proprietor's insistence that Wednesday night is jam night, is there anyone out there who wants to join us on stage?

A group of Thai businessmen start cheering. They're egging on a THAI MAN IN A SUIT to take part. He's saying no, but his colleagues push him towards the stage.  He says something to DOC, DOC says something to the band, and they start to play "Feelings".  The guy's crap, and it's clear from the looks on the faces of the band that they all know it.

WRIGHT pulls a face at KRUSE.  He gets up and walks over to the wall of pictures and starts looking at them. "Feelings" goes from bad to worse. The photographs are mainly of DOC, RAMIREZ, HAMMACK, O'LEARY and HORVITZ in the band at various stages of their career.  In all of the pictures HORVITZ is holding a tambourine. Some pictures seem to be more than twenty years old.

In some of the earlier ones, O'LEARY isn't in a wheelchair, he's standing holding his guitar. WRIGHT freezes as he recognizes a face in one of the early photographs. Holding a bass guitar. MAX ECKHARDT. WRIGHT has found the connection between the two victims. They both played in the band.

KRUSE comes up behind WRIGHT. He sees what WRIGHT's looking at and realises the significance. He and WRIGHT share a look. They've found the connection. "Feelings" comes to an end, thankfully.

DOC

And with that, ladies and gentlemen, I think we'll take a break. Back in fifteen.

DOC helps O'LEARY and his wheelchair off the stage and over to their table. A WAITRESS delivers a round of drinks.

WRIGHT goes over to the table, followed by KRUSE.

WRIGHT

Good gig. Can I buy you guys a drink?

DOC

Sure.

DOC nods at a WAITRESS, points to their empty glasses, then to WRIGHT. The WAITRESS smiles and goes to get the drinks.

DOC

Tim Marshall. They call me Doc.

WRIGHT

Nick Wright.

DOC introduces the Americans, WRIGHT shakes hands with them.

DOC

Bernie Hammack. Sergio Ramirez. Dennis O'Leary.

WRIGHT

(introducing KRUSE)

This is Jim Bamber.

TWO WAITRESSES pull up extra chairs as the drinks arrive. DOC waves for WRIGHT and KRUSE to sit.  He lights a cigarette with an old brass Zippo lighter, then puts the lighter on the table.

DOC

Not seen you two guys around before.

WRIGHT

Just arrived.

DOC

Yeah? What brings you to Bangkok? Vacation?

WRIGHT takes out his Transit Police identification and gives it to DOC.

DOC

Transit cops? Someone stolen a train?

DOC, RAMIREZ, O'LEARY and HAMMACK laugh. WRIGHT smiles.

WRIGHT

And Jim here's with the FBI.

The laughter stops.

WRIGHT

We're investigating the murder of Eric Horvitz.

DOC, RAMIREZ, O'LEARY and HAMMACK exchange looks but say nothing.

WRIGHT

A guy called Max Eckhardt used to play with you, yeah?

DOC

He split a few years back. Went back Stateside.

WRIGHT

He was murdered last month.

RAMIREZ

We know.

WRIGHT

How?

DOC flashes RAMIREZ a warning look.

DOC

It was in the papers. You said you were investigating Eric's death?

WRIGHT

We think there's a connection. They were both killed the same way, pretty much. The same mutilations.

WRIGHT watches for a reaction. They're all on edge. Why?

KRUSE tosses down a playing card. The ace of spades.

DOC

Where'd you get this?

KRUSE

Where do you think I got it, Doc?

WRIGHT

Have you any idea who'd want to kill Eckhardt and Horvitz? 'Cos it seems to me there must be a connection, right? They both played in the band. That can't be a coincidence, not considering how both men were killed. Cut up. Dicks cut off and placed in their mouths. The ace of spades. Both bodies found underground.

RAMIREZ

Underground?

WRIGHT

Horvitz was found in the basement of the orphanage. Eckhardt was killed in a tunnel.

O'LEARY

A tunnel? Jesus.

Another warning look from DOC. O'LEARY looks away.

WRIGHT

(off the photographs)

You guys have known each other for a long time, right?

O'LEARY

We should tell him, Doc.

DOC glares at O'LEARY for breaking ranks.

WRIGHT

Tell me what?

No reply from DOC. There's an uneasy silence.

WRIGHT

What the fuck's going on? They were friends of yours. Don't you want to know who killed them?

O'LEARY

We know.

DOC gives O'LEARY a withering look.

O'LEARY

Why don't we tell him, Doc? What damage can it do after all these years?

DOC

This isn't the time. Or the place.

WRIGHT

Name it.

DOC

(looking at his watch)

We've got to play.

WRIGHT

I've still got some...(questions)

DOC

(standing up)

You're not in the States now, detective. We don't have to tell you anything.

WRIGHT picks up DOC's Zippo lighter and pack of cigarettes.

WRIGHT

Okay if I borrow a cigarette?

Before DOC can reply, WRIGHT lights a cigarette and examines the lighter.  On one side there's a vicious cartoon rat holding a flashlight and a gun. On the other side a Latin motto: Non Gratum Anus Rodentum.

WRIGHT

Non Gratum Anus Rodentum.

(a beat)

Not worth a rat's ass, if I remember my Latin.

DOC reaches over and takes the lighter from WRIGHT.

DOC

Fuck you.

(to KRUSE)

And you.

KRUSE smiles. Water off a duck's back. DOC pushes O'LEARY towards the stage.

KRUSE

That went well.

WRIGHT looks across at KRUSE. KRUSE grins. Only joking.

KRUSE

Didn't think you smoked.

WRIGHT stubs the cigarette out and grins at KRUSE.

INT. COWBOY NITES - NIGHT (later)

DOC, HAMMACK, RAMIREZ and O'LEARY are sitting around their table. DOC lights a cigarette.

O'LEARY

It's him. Has to be. First Max. Then Eric. Who's next, Doc?

DOC

Who says anyone's gonna be next? Time for a sitrep, gentlemen. Eric was murdered by a person or persons unknown. In a manner with which we're all familiar. Max died in similar circumstances. But there are no such things as ghosts. He died down there, he's dead and buried, so we have to look elsewhere for the killer.

RAMIREZ

What about the card?

DOC

The card's being used for exactly the same reason we used it. The fear factor. Somebody's trying to scare us.

HAMMACK

They're fucking well succeeding.

O'LEARY

Someone knows what we did. Someone knows what we did and is paying us back.

DOC

So we've got to find out who it is, not worry about ghosts from the past. The dead don't walk, the dead don't talk. That's what dead means.

HAMMACK

Maybe he's not dead.

DOC

Your memory playing tricks on you, Bernie?

HAMMACK

They were tough motherfuckers, Doc. We've seen them walk when they should be crawling, crawl when they should be dead.

(a beat)

I think we should go back. See for ourselves.

DOC looks at RAMIREZ. RAMIREZ nods. DOC looks at O'LEARY. O'LEARY slaps his wheelchair.

O'LEARY

I ain't going nowhere. But I wanna know if the fucker's dead or not.

DOC nods slowly.

INT. TOILET, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

O'LEARY is on the toilet. He flushes and then lifts himself onto his wheelchair. It's not easy. His doorbell rings.

O'LEARY

Fuck.

He wheels towards the front door as the bell rings again.

O'LEARY

Yeah, yeah, I'm coming.

INT. HALLWAY, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

O'LEARY opens the front door. WRIGHT is standing there.

INT. SITTING ROOM, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

The room is very Oriental. O'LEARY is drinking from a bottle of Thai whisky and getting drunk.

O'LEARY

Jeez, Doc'd kill me if he knew I was talking to you.

WRIGHT

The killer could be after you, too.

O'LEARY

Don't doubt it for a minute.

WRIGHT

(off the wheelchair)

What happened?

O'LEARY

Motorcycle accident. Fucking pain in the butt. Got through two tours in 'Nam without a scratch. Then I ploughed into a bus in downtown Bangkok. Ain't life great? If it wasn't for Doc, I'd have died, for sure. He paid all the medical bills.

(off the room)

This place is his. He lets me stay here for free.

WRIGHT

Doc was with you in Vietnam?

O'LEARY nods and takes another slug of whisky.

O'LEARY

Leader of the pack.

O'LEARY starts to chuckle.

O'LEARY

Remember the song? The Shangri-la's, right?

O'LEARY starts to sing "Leader of the pack". Drunkenly. He stops after one verse. Can't remember the words.

WRIGHT

Why did you stay in South East Asia? Why didn't you go back to the States?

O'LEARY

I tried. I went back to Colorado for a couple of years, but it wasn't the same, you know? It was like, I didn't belong anymore. So I came back. Got me a Thai wife. A kid, too. A son.

O'LEARY points drunkenly at a framed photograph. It's O'LEARY, with a laughing three-year-old Thai boy sitting on his shoulders.

O'LEARY

Bitch ran off with a German two months after the accident. Took our boy with her. Cutting her losses, I guess.

O'LEARY takes a long swig of his drink.

O'LEARY

Bitch.

O'LEARY slaps the wheelchair.

O'LEARY

What's a cripple going to do back in the States, huh?

(a beat)

Bernie left, but he couldn't take the real world. Went up to the Canadian border and lived rough with a group of vets. Came back here ten years ago.

WRIGHT

What happened, Dennis? What happened in Vietnam?

O'LEARY

All sorts of shit, man. Shit like you wouldn't believe.

He's well drunk and WRIGHT realises he's not going to get a word of sense out of him.

INT. BEDROOM, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

WRIGHT puts a comatose O'LEARY to bed.

EXT. bangkok STREET - NIGHT

WRIGHT is driven back to his hotel in a tuk-tuk, a scooter/taxi hybrid. KRUSE watches him go by from a shop doorway.

INT. BEDROOM, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

O'LEARY is sleeping fitfully. A figure moves through the room, with a knife. It's KRUSE. KRUSE sits on the bed and puts the knife against O'LEARY's throat.

KRUSE

Wake up, sleeping beauty.

INT. SITTING ROOM, O'LEARY'S HOUSE - NIGHT

O'LEARY, naked except for boxer shorts, is in his wheelchair, glaring up at KRUSE. KRUSE is standing over him, with the knife.

KRUSE

Now, I want you to tell me everything you didn't tell my partner. From the top.

INT. WRIGHT'S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

WRIGHT is on the phone. He's calling his son.

Int. JaNIE'S HOUSE - day

ROBBIE rushes to answer the phone.

ROBBIE

Hello?

INTERCUT BETWEEN WRIGHT IN THE HOTEL ROOM AND ROBBIE IN JANIE'S HOUSE.

WRIGHT

Robbie. Hi. It's dad.

ROBBIE

Dad!  Where are you, dad?

WRIGHT

Bangkok. In Thailand.

ROBBIE

Bangkok! Wow!! Is it that murder?

WRIGHT

Yeah. It's turned into a big case.

JANIE takes the phone from ROBBIE.

JANIE

Nick?

WRIGHT curses silently.

JANIE

I told you about discussing cases with him.

Wright

I was just telling him where I was.

JANIE

We know where you are, Nick. Now leave us alone.

JANIE hangs up. WRIGHT curses again. He goes over to the window and looks out over Bangkok.

Then he goes back to the phone and dials again. He waits as it rings. Then an answer machine kicks in. He's ringing MAY.

MAX ECKHARDT 

(on answering machine)

Hiya - this is Max and May, we can't get to the phone at the moment, so please leave a message.

WRIGHT

Yeah, hi May. It's me. Nick. Just calling to say hi. I'm in Bangkok. (a beat) I'll call again. Hope you're okay.

He hangs up, wishing that he'd been able to put his feelings into words.

INT. COFFEE SHOP - MORNING

WRIGHT walks into the coffee shop. KRUSE is already up, drinking coffee and eating toast.

KRUSE

Hiya, buddy. Sleep well?

WRIGHT

Yeah.

WRIGHT sits down and a WAITRESS pours coffee for him.

KRUSE

I ran the names past the Defence Department.

WRIGHT

And?

KRUSE

They all served together in Vietnam. Same unit. Tunnel Rats.

WRIGHT

Tunnel Rats?

KRUSE

Up in Cu Chi. North of Saigon. A complex of tunnels that the Viet Cong used to hide in. There's hundreds of miles of tunnels, right the way up to the border with Laos. The VC had whole factories underground. Arms dumps. Hospitals. Dormitories. They'd fight at night and hide down the tunnels during the day.

A WAITRESS offers WRIGHT a menu but he shakes his head.

KRUSE

The Tunnel Rats were the GIs who went down after the VC. Underground. Nightmare scenario, buddy. Booby traps, snakes, VCs around every corner. Armed with just a flashlight and a gun. Mano a mano. Took balls, buddy. Real balls.

WRIGHT

The Zippo. Not worth a rat's ass.

KRUSE

A death wish. No sane man could do what they did.

WRIGHT

Shit.

KRUSE

There's more. They're going back. Day after tomorrow.

WRIGHT

How the hell do you know that?

KRUSE

The local cops have been watching them.

WRIGHT

Shit.

KRUSE puts two airline tickets on the table. He grins.

WRIGHT

I'll call the office.

KRUSE

I sent a fax first thing.

EXT. O'LEARY'S HOUSE - MORNING

DOC, HAMMACK and RAMIREZ walk up to the front of the house. DOC is ringing the doorbell. No answer. He looks at HAMMACK and RAMIREZ and pulls a face, then takes out a key and opens the door.

DOC

Dennis?

INT. O'LEARY'S SITTING ROOM - MORNING

DOC, RAMIREZ and HAMMACK walk through the house. No sign of O'LEARY.

DOC

Dennis?

In the distance, a faint buzzing sound.  DOC moves towards the bedroom. The door's closed. The buzzing noise is louder. DOC pushes the bedroom door open.

INT. O'LEARY'S BEDROOM - DAY

The room is buzzing with flies. O'LEARY is spread-eagled against the far wall, naked and butchered. Kruse's knife is stuck in O'LEARY's chest. Impaled on it, an ace of spades. Flies are swarming around the congealed blood.

INT. O'LEARY'S SITTING ROOM - DAY

DOC goes over to a drawer. It's been forced open with a letter opener that's still on the desk. The drawer is empty. Whatever DOC's looking for isn't there. He turns to look at HAMMACK and RAMIREZ and shakes his head.

HAMMACK

Now what? We can't go down without a fucking map.

DOC

We'll manage, Bernie. We'll have to.

HAMMACK looks at RAMIREZ. RAMIREZ shrugs.

INT. BANGKOK AIRPORT - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE watch as DOC, HAMMACK and RAMIREZ check in for the flight to Saigon.

WRIGHT

What's going on, Jim? Why are they going back?

KRUSE

Something happened there. Something happened while they were in Vietnam. Down in the tunnels.

EXT. SAIGON AIRPORT RUNWAY - DAY

A Thai Airways plane touches down.

EXT. SAIGON AIRPORT - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE walk out, carrying hand luggage.

Ext. Saigon - DAY

Establishing shot.

EXT. REX HOTEL, SAIGON - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE walk in.

INT. WRIGHT'S HOTEL ROOM, REX HOTEL - DAY

WRIGHT drops his bag onto a bed. KRUSE opens his bag and takes out two maps. One is of the area around Saigon.  The other is a map of the tunnel complex.

KRUSE

The Defense Department couriered these over.

WRIGHT looks at the tunnel map. KRUSE taps the map of the lowest level. There's a command HQ marked on it.

KRUSE

This is the lowest level. I reckon that's where they're headed.

KRUSE takes out a pair of infra-red goggles from his bag. WRIGHT looks at the goggles. What are they?

KRUSE

Infra red goggles. Come on, I'll show you.

Int. Bathroom, rex hotel - DAY

WRIGHT follows KRUSE into the bathroom.  KRUSE Puts on the goggles.

KRUSE

You can see in total darkness. State of the art.

KRUSE switches off the light. Total darkness.

KRUSE

Only got the one set, though.

Kruse'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH INFRA-RED GOGGLES

KRUSE can see, as bright as day, everything bathed in a green glow.  WRIGHT is starting to hyperventilate. He's sweating.

WRIGHT

Put the light back on, Jim.

KRUSE grins. He moves around WRIGHT. He can see WRIGHT as clear as day, but WRIGHT can't see a thing.

KRUSE goes up close to WRIGHT.  WRIGHT is waving his arms around.

KRUSE

Not scared of the dark, are you buddy?

WRIGHT

Come on, Jim. This isn't funny.

KRUSE realises that WRIGHT really is starting to panic.  He pulls out a knife and waves it in front of WRIGHT's face. Toying with him.

WRIGHT

Jim? What's going on? Switch the fucking light on will you?

KRUSE makes stabbing movements with the knife. It goes just inches from WRIGHT's face.

WRIGHT is breathing heavily, panic starting to overwhelm him.

WRIGHT

JIM!!

KRUSE puts the knife away and switches the light on.

WRIGHT is close to collapsing. KRUSE pulls off the goggles.

KRUSE

Buddy, are you okay?

Int. Wright's hotel room, rex hotel - DAY

WRIGHT is sitting on the bed.  KRUSE gets a bottle of water from the minibar and hands it to WRIGHT.

Kruse

Why didn't you say anything?

WRIGHT

About what?

KRUSE

Your claustrophobia.

WRIGHT

It's not a problem.

KRUSE

I'd say it was. I'd say it was a major problem.

WRIGHT takes a long drink of water.

Kruse

What the hell did you join the Transit cops for if you're scared of tunnels?

WRIGHT

I didn't join for the tunnels.

(a beat)

I joined for the trains.

Flashback - nick wright's basement

The trains whizz around the track. Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT is looking around the basement.

He sees his FATHER, hanging from a beam. Suicide.

WRIGHT (v.O.)

My dad had killed himself. Money problems. Played the stock market and lost everything.

At the top of the basement stairs, the door slams shut. Darkness.  Seven-year-old NICK WRIGHT screams.

Int. WRIGHT'S HOTEL ROOM, REX HOTEL - DAY

WRIGHT takes another drink of water. KRUSE is watching him closely.

WRIGHT

I was trapped down there with him for over an hour.

KRUSE nods. Understanding.

WRIGHT

I'm okay. Really. I just don't like the dark.

KRUSE nods at the map of the tunnels.

KRUSE

You know where we're going?

WRIGHT looks at the map.

WRIGHT

Yeah. I know.

EXT. MARKET - DAY

DOC, RAMIREZ and HAMMACK walk through the crowded market. Stalls selling food, cheap clothes, bags, plastic toys, and army surplus gear. Some left over from the war, most of it copies for the tourist market.  DOC stops at a stall selling flashlights. He picks one up. RAMIREZ stops at a stall selling knifes. He picks up a wicked hunting knife and runs his finger along the blade. It's sharp.  RAMIREZ and HAMMACK share a look. Remembering.

EXT. CARAVELLE HOTEL - DAY

DOC, RAMIREZ and HAMMACK arrive back at the hotel, carrying bags of stuff they've brought.

INT. TAXI - SAME TIME

WRIGHT and KRUSE are watching from the back of the taxi.

WRIGHT

When do you think they'll go to the tunnels?

KRUSE

They won't hang around. Tomorrow morning, I guess.

EXT. GARAGE, SAIGON - DAY

DOC hands some banknotes to a VIETNAMESE MECHANIC.  HAMMACK and RAMIREZ are already sitting astride large motorbikes, gunning their engines. Fastened to the backs of the bikes are green army-surplus kitbags with USMC stamped on them in white letters.  DOC gets on his bike and starts the engine.

DOC

Rock and roll!

HAMMACK and RAMIREZ whoop it up as they drive away.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The three Americans roar down the road. In the fields, Vietnamese women tend to their rice.  A flock of ducks crosses the road ahead of the bikes - they scatter noisily as the bikes roar by.

EXT. REX HOTEL - DAY

WRIGHT and KRUSE leave the hotel and climb into a taxi.

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - DAY

The TAXI powers along the road, overtaking carts drawn by water buffalo, piled high with rice.

Int. Taxi on country road - day

KRUSE and WRIGHT study their maps.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

DOC, HAMMACK and RAMIREZ pull off the road and drive along a track through the jungle to a clearing. The three Americans stop and climb off their bikes.

HAMMACK

You sure it's here?

DOC

I'm sure.

DOC leads them to a rocky outcrop, carrying their kitbags. They stop at a large, anvil-shaped rock.

HAMMACK

Shit. Yeah.

They drop their bags and push the rock to the side. They scrape away at the soil until they reveal a wood and bamboo trapdoor.  DOC pulls it up, revealing a hatchway that leads down into the tunnels. DOC opens up his kitbag and starts pulling out equipment. A flashlight. A knife. A folding shovel. Water canteens. Backpacks. RAMIREZ and HAMMACK stare down the hole.

INT. TAXI - DAY

KRUSE is looking at the map.

KRUSE

(to TAXI DRIVER)

Okay, this is it. Turn here.

The TAXI rattles along the jungle trail.  Through the foliage, WRIGHT spots the three motorcycles.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The taxi stops. KRUSE walks over to the motorcycles.

WRIGHT

(to TAXI DRIVER)

You wait here.

The TAXI DRIVER doesn't look happy.  WRIGHT takes a hundred dollar bill out of his wallet and tears it in half. He gives one half to the TAXI DRIVER and keeps the other half.

INT. TUNNEL ENTRANCE - DAY

WRIGHT drops down, carrying a flashlight and wearing a backpack. He sees the USMC kitbags left by the Americans. KRUSE pops his head through the hatch.

KRUSE

Wait here, buddy, I need to take a leak.

WRIGHT looks around the tunnels. He takes deep breaths, trying to keep calm.

WRIGHT

(to himself)

Come on. You can do this.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

The TAXI DRIVER is asleep on the back seat. KRUSE bangs on the window, startling the TAXI DRIVER awake. KRUSE points to the trunk.

KRUSE

I want to put something in the trunk.

KRUSE mimes opening the trunk. The TAXI DRIVER nods.

INT. TUNNEL ENTRANCE - DAY

WRIGHT is keeping himself calm, breathing slowly.

He Looks up as KRUSE drops down through the hatch. KRUSE unfolds the map, then checks his compass. He nods north. WRIGHT nods. They start to crawl.

EXT. JUNGLE - DAY

A figure moves slowly through the undergrowth towards the taxi. The figure is wearing black Viet Cong pyjamas.

The camera follows the figure towards the taxi. The trunk's slightly open. The figure slowly opens the trunk. The TAXI DRIVER's corpse is inside.

INT. UNDERGROUND CHAMBER - DAY

DOC, RAMIREZ and HAMMACK emerge from a narrow tunnel into a huge chamber, fifty feet long, twenty feet wide and eight feet high. An underground meeting room where the VC used to gather. At one end, a rusting film projector. At the other, the tattered remains of a cloth screen.  RAMIREZ, DOC and HAMMACK are all soaking wet. They drop to the floor.

DOC takes a plastic bag from the pocket of his fatigues and unwraps it. Inside, his Zippo and a pack of Marlboro.  He offers a cigarette to HAMMACK and lights them both.

DOC

Bernie, how about going point for a while?

RAMIREZ

I can do it.

DOC

You need a rest. Take the rear.

INT. NARROW TUNNEL - DAY

KRUSE crawls through the tunnel, followed by WRIGHT. It's hard going. They've each got a flashlight and are wearing the small backpacks. The tunnel widens. They can almost walk, bent double. KRUSE stops. The tunnel ends. There's a pool of water, a couple of metres square. KRUSE makes a dipping movement with his hand, showing that they're going to swim down and up.

KRUSE

It's like a toilet U-bend. To stop poisonous gasses spreading. Ten feet, max.

WRIGHT

No sweat.

KRUSE

Toss you for it?

WRIGHT

Nah. I'll go first.

KRUSE

You sure?

WRIGHT makes a decision. He nods.

WRIGHT

It's only the dark. There's nothing to be afraid of in the dark.

WRIGHT dives headfirst into the water, then ducks down. He kicks, kicks again, then his legs disappear. The water bubbles, then goes still.

INT. U-BEND - DAY

WRIGHT struggles through the water. He keeps banging against the roof of the U-bend and makes almost no progress.  He's running out of air. He twists over onto his back and tries scrabbling along the roof of the U-bend. Better. He surfaces, gasping for breath.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT drags himself out of the water, then turns to wait for KRUSE. After a few seconds, KRUSE breaks through the surface, gasping and choking, but he's okay.

INT. MEETING ROOM - DAY

KRUSE looks around the room. WRIGHT joins him. They're both still soaking wet. KRUSE sees a discarded cigarette butt on the floor. He picks it up and sniffs it. Fresh. WRIGHT walks over to the screen, close to the far corner of the room.

KRUSE

Whoa! Don't move, buddy.

WRIGHT freezes. KRUSE walks over to him. The floor is covered with rotting rush matting.  KRUSE kneels down and pulls back the matting. There's a hole, several feet deep, full of sharpened stakes, pointing up.

KRUSE

Punji stakes.

WRIGHT

How did you...(know it was there)

KRUSE

The VC put the traps in the corners. Because they figured that's where Americans would hide. They smeared them with their own shit. Infection guaranteed.

KRUSE takes his map out. There are three ways in and out.

KRUSE

This way.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

DOC, HAMMACK and RAMIREZ are gathered around a hatchway, leading down to the next level of tunnels. HAMMACK heads down, but DOC holds him back.

DOC

I'll take it from here.

HAMMACK

There's nothing down there, Doc.

FLASHBACK - BLACK AND WHITE

A young man in fatigues, JUMBO, drops down the hatchway, gun in one hand, flashlight in the other. He's tense, oh so tense. Sweat pouring off him.  A young DOC looks down. Face smeared in camouflage paint.  JUMBO looks up and grins. Suddenly a knife appears behind JUMBO, slits his throat and vanishes. Blood spurts. The young DOC screams in horror as JUMBO dies.

RAMIREZ (O.S.)

Doc?

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

Close up on DOC's face as he remembers JUMBO's death.

DOC

It's okay. I'm going down.

DOC takes his knife from its scabbard and slowly, cautiously, drops down. HAMMACK and RAMIREZ look at each other, then watch anxiously as DOC wriggles down through the hatch. DOC looks up and down the tunnel he's in, shining the beam of his flashlight.  DOC looks up at HAMMACK and RAMIREZ and gives them a thumbs-up. Looks of relief all around.

INT. LOWER LEVEL TUNNEL - DAY

DOC, HAMMACK and RAMIREZ crawl along the tunnel. All sweating, all exhausted, all out of condition.  DOC stops in front of another hatchway. He pulls it open, then turns to look at the other two men. No words necessary. They've arrived.  DOC goes down the hatch first.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

A square room, thirty feet by thirty, seven feet high, the walls swathed in parachute silk. Rotting rush mats on the floor.  There's a desk, the wood rotting, a rusted metal file cabinet, maps and oil lamps. DOC's flashlight picks everything out. HAMMACK and RAMIREZ join him. Three men confronting their past.

HAMMACK

I remember it being bigger.

DOC nods at one corner. RAMIREZ takes off his backpack and pulls out a foldable shovel. So does HAMMACK. They dig.

INT. NARROW TUNNEL - DAY

The digging sounds echo down the tunnel. The camera moves along the tunnel as the sounds fade into the distance.

INT. SMALL CHAMBER - DAY

The camera finds a figure wearing a Viet Cong uniform, crouching in the corner of the chamber, digging in the earth with bare hands, illuminated by a small, flickering oil lamp. The figure pulls up a cloth package and opens it. It contains a knife. And a crossbow.

INT. CONICAL CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT sits with his back to the wall, drinking water. KRUSE joins him, panting. There's another, smaller, way out. KRUSE shines his flashlight up to the top of the conical chamber. There are hundreds of webs there. And looking down at them, hundreds of beady eyes. Big, black, hairy spiders. The spiders are crawling down the walls.

KRUSE

Shit.

KRUSE crawls out of the chamber, but the passageway is small and he has to wriggle through. WRIGHT hits out with his flashlight. He squashes one spider. Then another. But there are dozens more. One drops onto his face. He claws it away. He drops to his knees. KRUSE has gone so WRIGHT can escape. A spider crawls towards the exit hole. WRIGHT lashes out with the flashlight. Too hard. The bulb breaks. The light winks out as WRIGHT crawls through the hole.

INT. NARROW TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT crawls through the tunnel. Ahead of him, a small circle of light. The end of the tunnel. He crawls out, into a huge ammunition chamber. A hundred feet long, twenty feet high. Old oil lamps hang from the ceiling.  The chamber is packed with wooden cases, old weapons, AK-47s, hand grenades, everything needed to fight a war. KRUSE is looking at the stuff. He points at two heavy artillery cannons, in pieces.

KRUSE

Jeez, you gotta admire their spirit. Fuck their politics, but they sure knew how to fight a war.

KRUSE rips open a crate. They look inside. Grenade launchers and grenades. Heavy duty equipment.

WRIGHT

Think they'll still work?

KRUSE

Wouldn't like to try. Well past their sell-by date.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

HAMMACK and RAMIREZ are digging as DOC watches. HAMMACK drops to his knees and starts digging with his hands. RAMIREZ helps.  They're uncovering a shallow grave.  In it, the skeleton of a VC commander, shreds of flesh, rotting pieces of uniform. HAMMACK sits back on his heels.

RAMIREZ

Is it definitely him?

DOC

For fuck's sake, Sergio, how many bodies do you think are buried down here? It's him.

HAMMACK

Has to be.

DOC reaches down into the grave. There's something on the chest of the skeleton. An old playing card.  An ace of spades. DOC passes it to HAMMACK.  HAMMACK grimaces at it and passes it to RAMIREZ. DOC picks up a shovel and starts piling dirt onto the skeleton.

HAMMACK

Wait! Max's dogtags. Remember?

BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK (25 years ago) - Command Centre

A VC MAJOR, VIN, grabs Eckhardt's dogtags as he dies. VIN's face is cut and he's been stabbed several times. (It's his skeleton in the grave). His uniform is a bloody mess. VIN falls back, the dogtags in his hand. ECKHARDT and the rest of the tunnel rats - HAMMACK, DOC, HORVITZ, RABBIT, RAMIREZ and O'LEARY stand looking at HAMMACK as he stands up. RABBIT is holding a bloody knife.

Int. Command centre - DAY

HAMMACK picks up one of the skeleton's hands and prises it open. No dogtags. He checks the other hand. No dogtags. The three men look at each other. If the dogtags aren't there, where are they?

Hammack

They're gone!

INT. SMALL CHAMBER - DAY

The Viet Cong figure is sitting cross-legged in the middle of the chamber. We see a back view, illuminated by a small oil lamp. Next to the Viet Cong is a crossbow, a long bamboo spear, and a small bamboo cage containing live scorpions. The camera moves around to find a set of dogtags in the VC's hands. Tags that belonged to Max Eckhardt.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

RAMIREZ and HAMMACK finish putting the dirt back over the skeleton. DOC is looking up at the hatch.

HAMMACK

Who could have taken them?

DOC

Let's talk about it up top, Bernie. There's nothing we can do here.

RAMIREZ takes a drink from his canteen. One swig and it's gone. DOC hands RAMIREZ his canteen, but it's almost empty, too. DOC heads for the hatchway. RAMIREZ stops him.

RAMIREZ

My turn, Doc.

DOC's too tired to argue. RAMIREZ goes up. Suddenly RAMIREZ's legs start to kick and shudder. RAMIREZ screams. Blood starts to flow all around RAMIREZ's lower half. Lots of blood.  DOC tries to pull RAMIREZ down, back into the chamber. HAMMACK helps him. He won't budge.

HAMMACK

Something's holding him.

The legs stop kicking. DOC feels for a pulse. Nothing.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

KRUSE and WRIGHT are crawling on their hands and knees. Suddenly, KRUSE freezes.

KRUSE

Don't move!

WRIGHT

What?

KRUSE

Snake.

Ahead of KRUSE is a large snake moving slowly towards them.

KRUSE

I can't reach my knife, buddy. I'm lying on it. There's another knife in my pack.

WRIGHT moves up behind KRUSE and gropes in KRUSE's backpack.

KRUSE

Quick as you can, buddy.

WRIGHT fumbles and curses. The snake crawls closer. WRIGHT grabs a Swiss Army knife and fumbles it open, hands shaking.

KRUSE

You're going to have to do it, buddy. It's crawling under my chest.

WRIGHT

I can't see.

KRUSE twists his flashlight around, illuminating the snake. It's inches away from WRIGHT.

KRUSE

In the head. One thrust. Right through.

WRIGHT

Okay. Okay. (a beat) Okay.

WRIGHT raises the knife. The snake's tongue flicks out. WRIGHT brings the knife down. It crunches through the snake's head.  The snake twists and judders, mouth open and closing. WRIGHT's face is only inches from the deadly fangs. It takes a long time to die. But it does, eventually. WRIGHT is exhausted. Mentally and physically.

KRUSE

Good job, buddy.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

DOC and HAMMACK are pulling the parachute silk away from the walls, looking for another way out. Eventually, they find it. A small tunnel in one corner. DOC kneels down at the tunnel exit. Then looks at HAMMACK. No argument this time. DOC's going first.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

KRUSE and WRIGHT are crawling. KRUSE stops dead.

WRIGHT

What?

KRUSE moves to the side and shines the beam of his flashlight down the tunnel. WRIGHT looks. He sees RAMIREZ, the upper half of his body. Impaled through his chest is a bamboo spear. There's something stuck to the point of the spear where it emerges from between the corpse's ribs. An ace of spades. To the side, a dropped flashlight and knife.

KRUSE and WRIGHT crawl towards the corpse. KRUSE pulls the playing card off the spear. The look on WRIGHT's face says it all. The killer is down the tunnels with them. KRUSE grabs RAMIREZ's shirt and together they pull RAMIREZ out of the hatch. They go down into the command centre.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

KRUSE plays his flashlight beam around the chamber. The desk. The filing cabinet. The piles of parachute silk. The flashlight beam settles on the hole. The way out. KRUSE moves the flashlight beam around. He sees the grave and goes over to it. So does WRIGHT. KRUSE kneels down and starts to scrape away the soil.  He finds the skeleton.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

DOC and HAMMACK crawl through the tunnel. HAMMACK's flashlight is starting to flicker.  DOC's tense - he doesn't know where the tunnel leads to. Or where the killer is.

HAMMACK

I'm gonna have to put fresh batteries in, Doc.

DOC

Okay. Okay.

He stops while HAMMACK puts new batteries in. Just in front of DOC is a sliver of bamboo. He can't see, but it's connected to a small bamboo cage containing live scorpions. HAMMACK nods at DOC. DOC starts to crawl again. He puts his hand forward, and touches the bamboo sliver. The bamboo cage flips open and scorpions drop out, all over DOC.  He screams and starts to crawl backwards. He bumps into HAMMACK.

DOC

Back. Back. BACK!

HAMMACK and DOC start crawling back. DOC knocks the scorpions off him.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

KRUSE is shining his flashlight down the exit hole.

KRUSE

Hammack went that way, and he's a big guy. If he can squeeze through, so can we.

They hear a scrabbling sound coming from the exit hole. KRUSE motions for WRIGHT to be quiet. They step away from the hole. KRUSE switches off his flashlight. There's a faint light coming from the hole - HAMMACK's flashlight. HAMMACK backs into the chamber, then helps DOC out.  They're exhausted.

KRUSE switches his flashlight on and DOC and HAMMACK jump back, scared rigid. They shine their flashlights at KRUSE. WRIGHT steps out of the shadows.

DOC

What the fuck are you doing here?

WRIGHT

What happened in there?

DOC

Scorpions. Some sort of booby trap. Someone knew we were coming.

DOC sits down on the floor of the chamber.

WRIGHT

(off the grave)

Who's buried there, Doc? Who is it?

DOC

Still asking questions, detective?

WRIGHT

Fuck you, Doc! I've earned the right to know. Whoever killed Max and Eric killed Sergio, too. That means he's down here with us.

DOC

No shit, Sherlock.

WRIGHT

He wants to kill you and Bernie, and he's damn well going to want to make sure there are no witnesses.

DOC lights a cigarette with his Zippo.

HAMMACK

Tell him, Doc. If you don't, I sure as hell will.

DOC stares at the grave and smokes.

HAMMACK

(insistent)

Doc.

DOC takes a drag on his cigarette, then exhales.

DOC

There were eight of us. Bernie, Sergio, Eric, Max and Dennis you know about. There were two others, a Tunnel Rat we called Jumbo and an intelligence guy called Rabbit. We were down here for three days. Three fucking days.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

We get a back view of the Viet Cong moving slowly down the tunnel, holding the small oil lamp. In the distance the Viet Cong can hear DOC talking and stops to listen.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

DOC continues his story.

DOC

We were tracking a Viet Cong major, a guy called Vin. Half a dozen bombs had gone off in Saigon. More than twenty of our boys had been killed. Vin was behind the bombs and we knew there were more on the way. Our mission was to get Vin and to find out where the next bombs were going to be planted.

DOC looks around the room.

DOC

They killed Jumbo. Cut his throat like a pig. But we got here. And we got Vin. Jumbo's blood was still all over me. Still wet.

DOC smokes for a while before continuing.

DOC

Vin was a tough motherfucker. Wouldn't talk. Wouldn't say a fucking word. Then Rabbit hit him. Just a slap, across the face. Wasn't even that hard. The bastard just smiled. Smiled like he didn't have a care in the world. Max started urging Rabbit on. Rabbit hit him again. In the face. The guts. The balls. Vin was like a fucking rock. Just kept staring at the wall. And smiling.

DOC looks at the exit hole. That's the spot where VIN had been staring.

FLASHBACK - BLACK AND WHITE

VIN is staring at the wall, now covered in parachute silk. MAX steps forward and throws VIN to the ground.  Starts hitting him in the face, hard. BURROW pulls a knife and starts to cut VIN's mouth.

BURROW

Grin? I'll make you fucking grin.

VIN doesn't scream, but the cuts are deep and bloody.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

DOC smokes. He looks at the hole. Thinks about it. And he frowns as he realises something.

DOC

(quietly)

There must have been someone else hiding there. In the hole. Someone who saw everything. Someone who came out afterwards.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

The camera comes around the Viet Cong. It's MAY. Tears are streaming down her face. Around her neck, the dogtags. She raises a hand and caresses them.

DOC (voice over)

Whoever it was, they saw what we'd done. And they took Max's dogtags.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

DOC is still staring at the hole and smoking.

WRIGHT

Dogtags?

DOC

Vin grabbed Max's tags before he died. Max didn't realize until we were outside. Above ground. No way could we go back.

WRIGHT

Who cut off his dick?

DOC

That was Rabbit. He wanted to do more but we pulled him off.

HAMMACK

You tried to stop us, Doc. You told us we were going too far.

DOC

We were a team, Bernie.

WRIGHT

So why did you come back?

DOC

We had to be sure that he was really dead. Someone's killing off everyone that was down here. We thought it might have been Vin. That maybe, even after everything we did to him, he wasn't....

WRIGHT gives DOC the ace of spades that they found on RAMIREZ's body. It's covered in blood. Still wet.

WRIGHT

The killer left that on Sergio's body.

DOC

It was our calling card. To scare the VC.

DOC stands up.

DOC

We've got to get out of here.

HAMMACK

How?

(off the hole)

Scorpions down there.

(off the hatchway)

Killer up there.

WRIGHT

Maybe not. We got down all right. What about the map, Jim? Maybe it shows another way out.

DOC freezes.

DOC

What map?

The map is in KRUSE's hand.

WRIGHT

We've got a Defense Department map of the tunnels. Jim got it from the Pentagon.

DOC

I don't think so.

(a beat)

We never gave the map to headquarters. Why would we want anyone else coming down here and seeing what we'd done?

WRIGHT reaches for the map in KRUSE's hand but KRUSE moves it out of his reach. Everyone's looking at KRUSE.

WRIGHT

What's going on, Jim?

DOC

That belonged to Dennis.

KRUSE has a knife in his hand and he's staring at DOC. DOC draws his own knife.

DOC

It belonged to Dennis and I want to hear how he got it.

HAMMACK gets to his feet and draws his own knife.

DOC

I'm damn sure that Dennis wouldn't have given it to him. Not willingly, anyway.

WRIGHT

What the fuck are you talking about?

DOC

Dennis is dead. We went around to his house to get the map. He was dead.

DOC mimes a throat-cutting. KRUSE takes a step towards DOC, knife at the ready. DOC falls into a fighting crouch. HAMMACK, too.

WRIGHT

Jim, just tell him how you got the map.

KRUSE

I don't have to tell him a damn thing.

(to DOC)

It's been a long time since you were in a knife fight, hey, Doc.

KRUSE makes a token slash at DOC's stomach.

KRUSE

You're an old man now. Your reflexes aren't what they are. Eyesight's going. Muscle tone's deteriorating.

DOC flashes a look at WRIGHT. He wants him to move behind KRUSE. WRIGHT catches the look and moves. KRUSE moves, too, keeping them all in vision.

KRUSE

I guess you're feeling pretty happy about the odds right now. Three against one. I guess you're thinking that the three of you can take me on. But you're wrong. Dead wrong. Nick here's scared of the dark. You're an old man and the nigger, well, I've never met a nigger yet that I couldn't fight one-handed.

HAMMACK

Fuck you!

HAMMACK steps forward, his knife raised.

WRIGHT

Bernie, no! He's trying to rile you.

HAMMACK

Man's succeeded.

HAMMACK calms down. KRUSE grins.

KRUSE

Always like to see a nigger kept in his place.

HAMMACK roars and steps forward, slashing with his knife. KRUSE easily avoids the blow and slashes HAMMACK across the chest. Blood flows.

KRUSE's knife flicks out again. More blood, this time on HAMMACK's arm. KRUSE attacks again, going for HAMMACK's throat. WRIGHT throws himself forward and grabs for KRUSE's arm. KRUSE lashes out at WRIGHT but doesn't cut him.  KRUSE lashes out at DOC, forcing him back.

KRUSE steps across the room and picks up HAMMACK's flashlight.  He smashes it against the wall and it blinks out. Now there's only one light source, and KRUSE has it.

DOC

We can take him, Nick.

KRUSE

I don't think so.

KRUSE switches his flashlight off. Absolute darkness.

WRIGHT

Doc?

DOC

I'm okay.

HAMMACK groans in pain. There's a scuffling sound. The sound of KRUSE leaving through the hatch to the upper level.

WRIGHT

Doc, where's your flashlight?

DOC

In the tunnel.

WRIGHT

Shit.

DOC

See if you can find my Zippo. It was where I was sitting.

Scuffling sounds as they look for the lighter.

HAMMACK

I'm hurt, Doc. I'm hurt bad.

DOC

We're coming, Bernie. Hang on.

More scuffling noises. Than a lighter flicks into life. WRIGHT's holding it.  DOC goes over to HAMMACK, picking up his backpack on the way. He pulls out a first aid kit and applies a dressing to HAMMACK's chest wound.  There's a lot of blood. The Zippo gets hot and WRIGHT drops it. He relights it. DOC gives him a dressing to wrap around the Zippo. DOC nods at HAMMACK's broken flashlight.

DOC

There's spare bulbs in my backpack.

DOC tends to HAMMACK's wounds while WRIGHT replaces the broken bulb. Whew. It works. WRIGHT pockets the Zippo.

HAMMACK

Where'd the bastard go?

WRIGHT

Back up in the tunnels.

WRIGHT picks up HAMMACK's knife, sticks it in his belt and looks up at the hatch.

INT. SMALL CHAMBER - DAY

KRUSE is looking at the map. Then he puts on the infra-red goggles and switches his flashlight off.

KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH GOGGLES (GREEN GLOW)

KRUSE can see everything. Like it's day, but green.

INT. COMMAND CENTRE - DAY

WRIGHT is preparing to climb through the hatchway to the upper level. DOC is supporting HAMMACK.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT climbs up through the hatch. RAMIREZ is staring at him. Dead. WRIGHT picks up RAMIREZ's flashlight and knife and hands them down to DOC. WRIGHT starts to crawl down the tunnel. DOC helps HAMMACK up through the hatchway.

INT. SMALL CHAMBER - KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH GOGGLES

KRUSE is breathing heavily. In the distance he can hear muffled voices, WRIGHT and DOC talking.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

MAY is moving through a tunnel in a half-crouch, her crossbow in one hand, her flickering oil lamp in the other. She stops and listens, then starts moving again.  Ahead of her is a T-junction. She goes left.

INT. HOSPITAL CHAMBER - DAY

The chamber has several bunk beds. It used to be a hospital area. MAY moves through it to another tunnel.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

MAY has to crawl on all fours. The tunnel opens into a small chamber. The chamber where KRUSE is waiting.  MAY freezes. Slowly, KRUSE turns to look at her.

KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH GOGGLES

KRUSE sees MAY. Sees the crossbow.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

MAY's startled because she hadn't expected to find KRUSE. She drops her oil lamp and uses both hands to fire her crossbow, but her aim's off.  The bolt hits KRUSE in the shoulder. While she's reloading, KRUSE dives to the side and through a hole into another tunnel.

INT. SMALL TUNNEL - DAY

KRUSE crawls quickly. The tunnel forks. He goes right. Forks again. Goes left. Finds himself in a small chamber. He switches on his flashlight and takes off his infra-red goggles. The bolt is sticking out of his shoulder. He grits his teeth and pulls it out, then lies against the tunnel wall, gasping for breath.

INT. SMALL CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT is waiting for DOC and HAMMACK to crawl along a narrow tunnel leading to the chamber.  DOC pulls HAMMACK into the chamber. HAMMACK's hurt bad. WRIGHT takes a bottle of water from his backpack. He gives it to DOC who helps HAMMACK to drink it.

WRIGHT

(to DOC, off HAMMACK)

What do you think?

DOC

He'll be fine.

WRIGHT

We've a long way to go.

DOC

(insistent)

He'll be fine.

WRIGHT and DOC look at each other. WRIGHT nods. Okay. WRIGHT watches DOC take a dressing from his backpack and apply it to HAMMACK's wounds, then they crawl down the tunnel, WRIGHT in the lead.

INT. LARGE TUNNEL - DAY

KRUSE is moving through a large tunnel, using his flashlight. He hears noises ahead. He puts on his infra-red goggles and switches off his flashlight.

KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH INFRA-RED GOGGLES

KRUSE moves through the tunnels, towards the noise.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

HAMMACK is having trouble moving. DOC takes off his backpack and gets out his canteen. It's empty. He looks down the tunnel, towards where WRIGHT is, some distance away.

DOC

You rest awhile, Bernie.

HAMMACK needs no encouragement to close his eyes. DOC looks down the tunnel towards WRIGHT, who's still crawling away.

INT. LARGER TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT is on his hands and knees, crawling through a larger section of tunnel. He reaches a V-junction. He thinks about it, then goes left.  The camera watches him go, then moves down the right hand section to find KRUSE, crouching in the dark, wearing his infra-red goggles.

DOC (O.S.)

Nick! Hey, wait up.

WRIGHT doesn't hear DOC and keeps crawling.

KRUSE'S VIEW THROUGH THE INFRA-RED GOGGLES

KRUSE watches DOC crawl by, heading in the direction that WRIGHT went. KRUSE, knife in hand, goes after him.

INT. LARGER TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT crawls on. Flashlight in one hand, knife in the other. Then he hears DOC calling him.

DOC

Nick!  Wait up!

WRIGHT turns to see KRUSE crawling up behind DOC.

WRIGHT

Doc, no!

Too late. KRUSE catches up with DOC, grabs him by the hair, and puts his knife to DOC's throat. He grins at WRIGHT.

KRUSE

You're next, buddy.

KRUSE cuts DOC's throat. Blood flows and DOC dies, his mouth working soundlessly, KRUSE grinning all the time. WRIGHT stares in horror as KRUSE starts to crawl over DOC's body. WRIGHT crawls away, as fast as he can.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

HAMMACK is breathing heavily, his eyes closed. He opens them. There's a faint light ahead of him.

HAMMACK

Doc? That you?

The glow gets brighter. There's a figure. HAMMACK squints.

HAMMACK

Doc?

The figure gets closer. It's MAY. HAMMACK sees the VC clothes, and the knife. A half smile flashes across HAMMACK's face just before she plunges the knife into his chest. She watches him die, then takes an ace of spades playing card and drops it next to the body.

INT. LARGER TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT crawls as fast as he can, but he can hear KRUSE behind him, taunting him.

KRUSE

You can run, buddy, but you sure as hell can't hide.

INT. LARGE CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT emerges into the chamber. He looks around for another way out. He can hear KRUSE behind him, and he backs away as KRUSE appears.

KRUSE

Thanks for waiting, buddy.

KRUSE stands up, holding his knife. WRIGHT waits to see what he's going to do, holding his own knife in front of him. KRUSE grins. 

KRUSE drops into a fighting crouch and circles WRIGHT. He makes a few fake slashes, then lunges at WRIGHT and cuts his arm. Blood flows. KRUSE grins.

KRUSE

I killed him, Nick. Your partner. Suffocated him. Made him throw up in bowl first. Then poured the vomit in his mouth.

WRIGHT slashes and manages to cut KRUSE's knife hand. KRUSE transfers the knife to his other hand and licks the cut.

KRUSE

Nice try.

He slashes with the knife.

KRUSE

But I'm ambidextrous.

KRUSE lunges, then slashes, and cuts WRIGHT's stomach. Not to deep, but it's bloody. WRIGHT slashes, but KRUSE's too quick for him. KRUSE kicks WRIGHT in the stomach. WRIGHT staggers back and one leg crashes through a Punji trap and a sharpened stake pierces his foot. He yelps and drops the knife. The knife falls to the bottom of the trap, among the bamboo stakes. No way can he reach it.

KRUSE grins in triumph. He raises his knife and brings it down towards WRIGHT's chest. WRIGHT avoids the blow, grabs KRUSE and throws him across the chamber.

As KRUSE gets up, WRIGHT dives into the exit tunnel.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT crawls for all his worth but he's injured his foot. And he's bleeding from his stomach and arm. KRUSE enters the tunnel and is gaining on him.

INT. AMMUNITION CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT crawls out of the tunnel into the ammunition chamber. KRUSE is behind him. Fifty feet, maybe. Panting, WRIGHT looks around. He sees the oil lamps hanging from the ceiling. He grabs one and splashes oil around the chamber. He looks down the tunnel. KRUSE is forty feet away.

WRIGHT grabs another oil lamp and splashes the oil over boxes of ammunition. He takes out DOC's Zippo and flicks it open. KRUSE is thirty feet away.

WRIGHT moves to the far end of the tunnel. KRUSE is twenty five feet away and moving fast.

WRIGHT strikes the Zippo. Nothing. What? He tries again. The Zippo's not working. KRUSE is twenty feet away. WRIGHT tries again but the damn Zippo won't light. Not even a spark.

WRIGHT curses and looks around. He sees the crate that KRUSE opened, the one that contained the grenade launchers.

KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH GOGGLES

As he crawls through the tunnel towards the ammunition chamber, KRUSE sees WRIGHT pull a grenade launcher out of the crate and look at it. Then he sees WRIGHT pull out a grenade and slot it into the launcher.  KRUSE starts to crawl faster. Ten feet from the chamber.

INT. AMMUNITION CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT staggers to the far end of the ammunition chamber and ducks into the exit tunnel. He can just about run if he ducks down and bends double. Twenty feet or so into the tunnel he turns and aims the grenade launcher back down the tunnel, towards the ammunition chamber. He fires. Whooosh!

GRENADE'S P.O.V.

The grenade hurtles down the tunnel, into the chamber, directly towards KRUSE.

KRUSE'S VIEWPOINT THROUGH GOGGLES

KRUSE sees the grenade hurtling towards him and dives to the side.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT crawls for all he's worth, away from the impending explosion. He dives into the conical chamber as... 

KABOOOM!!  THE AMMUNITION CHAMBER EXPLODES

INT. CONICAL CHAMBER - DAY

WRIGHT scampers out of the conical chamber as a ball of flame erupts down the tunnel. Ammunition explodes. Flying bullets everywhere. Explosions. Bangs.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

MAY is running in a half crouch, holding her oil lamp. In the distance she hears the explosions. She stops and listens, trying to get her bearings.

INT. WATER TRAP - DAY

WRIGHT has reached the water trap. He takes a deep breath and dives into the water.  He flips onto his back and drags himself under, then surfaces on the other side.  He drags himself out and gasps for breath. He looks back at the water, pleased with himself. He takes off his backpack and takes out a bottle of water. He drinks. Then...

WHOOSH! KRUSE ERUPTS FROM THE WATER

Holding a flashlight in one hand, his hunting knife in the other.  The goggles are in a plastic bag, fastened to his belt. KRUSE is burnt and bruised but very much alive.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

WRIGHT scrambles away from KRUSE, scuttling crab-like on his back. KRUSE lunges down with the knife - into WRIGHT's chest. But it's impaled in WRIGHT's backpack - Wright's okay.

WRIGHT lashes out with his feet. He hits KRUSE in the groin and the flashlight falls from KRUSE's hand. WRIGHT throws his backpack at KRUSE, knocking him off balance. KRUSE stabs WRIGHT in the thigh and WRIGHT roars with pain.

WRIGHT's still on his back and he keeps lashing out with his good leg, trying to keep KRUSE away.  He gets to his feet, dodges a knife thrust from KRUSE and hits KRUSE on the side of his head with his flashlight, hard. KRUSE falls. 

WRIGHT thrusts the glass end into KRUSE's face and twists. The glass breaks and drives into KRUSE's flesh.  KRUSE twists away and rolls to the edge of the water. WRIGHT keeps hitting KRUSE with the flashlight, left, right, left.

KRUSE rolls into the water, and disappears.  WRIGHT lies at the water's edge, gasping for breath, waiting for KRUSE to reappear. He doesn't. There are bubbles and waves, but they gradually subside. KRUSE is dead? WRIGHT relaxes and smiles. KRUSE is dead! WRIGHT picks up KRUSE's flashlight, turns and starts crawling down the tunnel.

INT. TUNNEL - DAY

MAY arrives at the ammunition chamber. It's still an inferno. No way she's going to be able to get through. She turns and crawls away. To another tunnel. And another. And then into the hospital chamber.

INT. HOSPITAL CHAMBER - DAY

MAY looks around the chamber. In one corner, near the roof, is a small ventilation hole. MAY climbs onto a bunk bed and puts her face close to the hole, letting fresh air play across her face. She examines the hole. It'll be a tight fit, but she can just about make it.

INT. JUNGLE - day

WRIGHT emerges through the hatchway. He takes deep, deep, breaths.  He crawls a few steps from the hatch, then falls to his knees, so weak that he can't stand.

He staggers to his feet and heads towards where the taxi was. His leg is bleeding and he's limping. He's exhausted. He hears a noise behind him and sees...

KRUSE, EMERGING FROM THE HATCHWAY

KRUSE leers at WRIGHT. There's blood pouring from a wound in his cheek, his hair is singed but soaking wet.  He's wearing the infra-red goggles and he rips them off. There's a manic gleam in his eyes. He shows his knife to WRIGHT. Then pulls himself out of the hatchway.

INT. JUNGLE - day

WRIGHT tries to run, but he's hardly any strength left. He falls. He gets up and runs again, but it's as if he's running in slow motion. It's agony. He looks over his shoulder. KRUSE is gaining on him.

WRIGHT runs. Through bushes. Past trees. KRUSE crashes through the jungle behind him, gaining with every step. WRIGHT falls. Too late to get up again, he rolls onto his back. KRUSE stands over him, a look of triumph on his face.

WRIGHT lashes out with his foot. He glares at KRUSE - knowing he's going to die but determined to fight until the end. KRUSE grins and raises his knife.

P.O.V. OF CROSSBOW BOLT, HURTLING TOWARDS KRUSE

EXT. JUNGLE - day

THWACK!! The bolt buries itself in KRUSE's neck. A puzzled look on KRUSE's face. What the fuck happened? Then his eyes glaze over and he falls to the ground, dead.

WRIGHT stares at KRUSE's body, just as puzzled.  Where the hell did that come from? He looks around. MAY is walking towards him, the crossbow in one hand, a knife in the other. She's covered in mud and dirt from the narrow ventilation tunnel.

WRIGHT

May?

WRIGHT takes it all in. The Viet Cong outfit. The crossbow. The knife.

WRIGHT

Why, May?

MAY

He was going to kill you.

WRIGHT

Not him. The rest of them.

MAY stands looking down at WRIGHT.  WRIGHT pulls himself backwards so that he's resting against a tree. He looks at MAY, puzzled. Then sees the dogtags hanging around her neck. Her hand goes up to them. Realization dawns.

WRIGHT

You? You were down there? Twenty five years ago?

MAY

I was seven.

WRIGHT

(frowning)

Seven?

MAY

It was my father they killed, Nick. Butchered and killed.

WRIGHT

You saw what they did?

MAY

My father heard them coming and hid me. I saw everything. They were animals, Nick. They deserved to die. They deserved to die in as much pain as he did.

He frowns as he looks at MAY. He's starting to really appreciate the enormity of what she did.

WRIGHT

Oh my God.

MAY

He kept looking at me, Nick. Kept smiling at me, trying to let me know that it was all right. They cut him to pieces, Nick, and he just smiled.

WRIGHT

Because he knew you were safe.

MAY nods.

MAY

Have you any idea what that was like, Nick? To be down there with him. In the dark. My father. Butchered. Nothing I could do to help.

WRIGHT looks at her. Yeah, he understands what that was like.

WRIGHT

You took the dogtags after they left.

INTERCUT with a BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK of seven-year-old MAY crawling towards where her father is buried. Digging down to his body. And taking the dogtags from his hand.

WRIGHT

And you went looking for Eckhardt. And you married him. Then you killed him.  Jesus Christ.

MAY

It took me almost twenty years to find him. I thought of nothing else.

WRIGHT

Jesus Christ.

MAY

I was one of the lucky ones. I was an orphan and I was airlifted out by the Americans just before Saigon fell.

Intercut with a BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK of MAY, aged eight, walking off a transport plane, dazed and confused. She's one of dozens of orphaned Vietnamese children being shepherded away by uniformed nurses.

MAY

A couple in L.A. adopted me. A new life.

MAY smiles to herself.

MAY

I never let go of the tags.

Intercut with a BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK of eight-year-old MAY in a pretty dress, sitting on a bed in a pretty room. A vacant look in her eyes. In her hands, the dogtags.

MAY

My American parents thought they belonged to the GI who'd saved my life, and I never disillusioned them. First chance I got, I left and went looking for the man who's name was on the tags. Max Eckhardt.

Intercut with a BLACK AND WHITE FLASHBACK of MAX ECKHARDT in the tunnel. MAY's there. Torturing him with a knife.

MAY

It took me a long time, but I got him in the end.

WRIGHT

You got them all.

MAY

No. There's one left, back in the States. The one they called Rabbit. I sent him photographs, thought it might bring him here. But I'll have to go to him.

MAY kneels down and puts the crossbow on the ground. She lifts her knife. WRIGHT flinches. She moves the knife closer to him, a faint smile on her face.  Then she cuts away his trouser leg. She cuts a strip of the material and makes a tourniquet out of it. She ties it around his injured leg.

MAY

Keep it tight, but release the pressure every ten minutes or so. I'll send someone for you.

WRIGHT

May Eckhardt, I'm arresting you for the murders of Max Eckhardt and Eric Horvitz, you have the right to remain silent, you have (... The right to...)

MAY leans forward and kisses him gently on the cheek.

She walks away towards the jungle. The camera goes close up on MAY's face. Tears are running down her cheeks.

       fade out:

                                                 Fade in:

caption:  'three months later'

int. hall - day

DEAN "RABBIT" BURROW is standing in front of a cheering crowd having been declared Vice President of the United States.  Everyone is cheering so loudly that BURROW can't get a word in.

The CAMERA pans through the cheering faithful and finds a single, unsmiling face staring up at the Vice President. It's MAY, staring at him with a look of hatred.  We just know that she's going to get close to him later. And we know what she's going to do to him.

       Fade out:

