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EXT. PARKING LOT - DUSK

In the darkening recess of an empty lot bordered by a
hillside, TWO 20 YEAR-OLDS lounge against a GOLD BENZ. We’ll
know them as CHARLIE and OTHER CHARLIE.

Charlie tosses a Vietnamese dice in the air - he knows it as
‘Bua cua ca cop’ - leaving Other Charlie to guess which
animal on the six-sided dice comes up. The game ends as--

An ‘87 Camaro approaches, its heat-inflated tires crackling
over gravel.

DRIVER’S POV: the young men through the windshield; TWO VODKA
MINIATURES in the unseen driver’s palm. He rolls them like a
poker player with his chips, contemplating his move.

Charlie taps his watch - ‘You’re late’ - as
LUDLOW emerges.

He removes his sunglasses, twitching, itching, and squinting
in the setting magenta sun. Bloodshot eyes bleed into
bloodshot skin.

He looks...like a guy who peaked alongside his ‘87 Camaro.

LUDLOW
Konnichiwa.

CHARLIE
What?

LUDLOW
‘Konnichiwa’. Konnichiwa. It means hi.
(waves to Other Charlie)
Hi. Hi. Hii--
(karate chops the air)
--yal Watch yourself. I had you there.

Ludlow dances about: Muhammad Ali on meth.
LUDLOW

You guys need any Tina? You partying
later? 1It’s free if you do it with me.

CHARLTE
Lower your fucking mouth and open the
trunk.

LUDLOW

Okay, don’t decide right now.

Ludlow begins to open the trunk, then suddenly SLAMS it--



LUDLOW
The money!! What about the money?

The younger men’s nerves are fraying. Other Charlie lifts
his shirt - a STACK tucked into the waistband of his sags.

LUDLOW
Alright, business first. Check this
American sword...

Ludlow opens the trunk, revealing a massive 50 CAL. MACHINE-
GUN. They all stare at it.

OTHER CHARLIE
The fuck is that? We said machine guns...

LUDLOW
It is a machine gun.

Other Charlie tries to wedge it out of the trunk.

CHARLTE
The kind you can carry.

LUDLOW
I couldn’t get any of those. But this
baby’s from the Vietnam war. She’s got
character. Shit - probably even mowed
down a few of your relations in its day...
Now you can mow down some of mine.

OTHER CHARLIE
(the machine gun)
It’s fucking stuck.

LUDLOW
Okay, tell you what. You double this--

Ludlow reaches into Other Charlie’s jeans for the money - has
his hand SLAPPED away.

LUDLOW
Ow. Fuck. Okay, I'm saying you double
that - I'll throw in the car. What do
you say? You wanna upgrade?

CHARLIE
Nigger I drive a Mercedes fucking Benz.
And if I want your faggot-ass ride I’'11
take it.

Other Charlie stands next to his friend, wviciously still.



OTHER CHARLIE
And Konnichiwa’s not Vietnamese.

LUDLOW
Jeez, sorry Charlie. How’'m I supposed to
tell?

OTHER CHARLIE
What’s that now?

Ludlow finds himself BACKING AWAY from them.

LUDLOW
What? I'm just saying it’s confusing.
You got eyes like apostrophes, but you
dress white, talk black, and drive Jew.
(pleading for a laugh)
Right? What? Right?

They JUMP HIM.

LUDLOW
Wait, no, don’t, no, nol!!

Ludlow takes a terrible beating, FISTS and BOOTS into his
face and torso. His KEYS are ripped from his clutch.

CHARLTE
Dumb fucking tweak.
(one last kick; then)
Go, let’s gol

BOTH CARS spin out, spraying gravel over Ludlow. He lies
still, gasping in the dark.

Then, painfully, he sits up. Feels his ear. Blood draining
out. He needs an ambulance.

Instead, he gets to his feet...straightens his hair...re-
buttons his shirt...and starts walking.

EXT. LIQUOR STORE - NIGHT

TWQO RANCID PROSTITUTES loiter, one of them dressed as a
nurse. Ludlow limps past them toc a PAYPHONE.

Drops in a quarter, dials a number. Outside the booth, the
non-nurse approaches the glass. She smiles - showing off fake
mangled teeth - and points lazily to Ludlow’s bloody face--

PROSTITUTE
(her friend)
She’s a nurse.



Ludlow turns away from the bizarre scene as someone picks up
his call. He simply says:

LUDLOW
Where?

EXT. LITTLE SAIGON - NIGHT

Moths rattle inside broken, blinking streetlights.
Underneath, it’s HALLOWEEN. COSTUMED CHILDREN run between
vietnamese gardens to cramped homes - a patchwork of colors.

Ludlow stalks through the dark night, crossing down a squared-
off road. He spots a 10 YEAR-OLD DARTH VADER sitting on a
bike. And Darth, not trick-or-treating, spots him.

Ludlow CHARGES the young ’‘look-out’, scooping him off his
bike and scooping a PAGER from the boy’s hands. Ludlow reads
the pager as the boy kicks him furiously.

LUDLOW
(in Vietnamese)
Go home.

Ludlow looks ahead, stalking further down the DEAD END STREET...

EXT. HOUSE - NIGHT

Ludlow scurries to HIS CAR, parked at the curb of a SHABBY
HOUSE. In the crumbling driveway, the GOLD BENZ glints.

Pulling keys from his pocket with bruised fingers, Ludlow
guietly unlocks his trunk. The MACHINE GUN IS GONE, but he
pulls back the base mat, revealing a LOW-JACK tracking device.

We glimpse a few other toys as well: a 9MM, FOUR CLIPS, a
KEVLAR VEST...

Ludlow looks back down the street - no sign of backup...
Looks at his watch... Looks back at the house...
INT. HOUSE - A FEW MOMENTS LATER

Ludlow follows his 9MM inside. A 16 YEAR-OLD sits frozen,
X-Box controller in hand.

LUDLOW
(whispers)
Where’s she at?



The X-Boxer shakes his head. He may not know, he may not
understand, but he’s definitely about tc piss himself.

Ludlow makes a ‘keep playing’ motion, scoping out a BACK
ROOM. He POINTS down the hall, then holds up two fingers:
‘Two of them back there?’

The scared X-Boxer holds up two fingers - as if simply imitating
Ludlow - then two more on his other hand: ‘FOUR of them.’

Ludlow steels himself - that’s more than he bargained for.
He graciously reopens the front door, allowing the scared kid to
scamper out.

DOWN THE HALLWAY,

Ludlow steps carefully... We hear CHATTER from inside the BACK
ROOM. Ludlow opens the door, unnoticed, to find FOUR MEN
huddled arocund his 50. CAL MACHINE GUN like kids at Christmas.

LUDLOW
Charlie. Other Charlies...
(ignering the gun)
Where’s she at?

The men are taken completely by surprise. But they stay quiet.
They’re calculating... Four of them, only one Ludlow...

Ludlow FIRES low, kneecapping his pal Charlie. Everyboedy’s
TALKING now - in Vietnamese.

LUDLOW
English! Answer me!

FIFTH CHARLIE’S POV: through a back screen door, a shaking
SLG-SAUER PISTOL steadies on Ludlow. The FIFTH MAN pulls the
trigger--

BLAM!! TLudlow is SHOT in the back shoulder:; he’s thrown
violently down the HALLWAY FLOOR.

Ludlow cranes back, RETURNING FIRE and dropping the Fifth
Charlie. He rolls onto his back, CUTTING DOWN Other Charlie
when his parking-lot-friend charges.

Strangely, no one else emerges. Ludlow lifts himself up,
grimacing and gasping for breath. He re-enters

THE BACK ROOM

finding only Charlie, MOANING on the floor. TWO MEN MISSING.
Ludlow listens - his only play - but Charlie’s MOANS drown
everything out. Ludlow taps Charlie in the head - BLAM! - then
concentrates in the quiet...




A FAINT SOUND draws him to a CLOSET... Inside, he finds a

DOOR IN THE FLOOR... Ludlow peers down the dark hole, shaking
his head. We are way off the page now.

INT. TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Ludlow drops gingerly into the cave. It’s as if he’s just
landed in one of the Viet Cong’s CU CHI TUNNELS. He winds
past a CARD TABLE, WEAPCNS in a corner, MILITARY DUFFLE BAGS
on tables.

An EXTENSION CORD leads the way down a JAGGED, WINDING
PASSAGEWAY. ILudlow stalks forward... FLEETING SHOUTS ahead.
His walk breaks to a RUN.

He’s rushing in and out of darkness - past AUXILIARY LIGHTS.
He’'s gaining on the two voices... Then--

A FACE flashes like a train going the other way...he has just
run past one of the Vietnamese men. He instinctively keeps
running, as bullets lodge into the clay by his ear.

Now Ludlow is caught in between - reloading as he takes fire
from AHEAD and BEHIND.

He’s RETURNING FIRE in both in directions when everything
comes to a grinding halt... Ludlow stands before

a CAGE on the ground.

TWO VIETNAMESE GIRLS, 12 and 14, stare at him through wire
bars in fear-induced wonderment.

Ludlow looks ahead - letting his prey go (we HEAR the
footsteps fade away) - then behind: the footsteps grow LOUDER
until the pursuing thug appears... POP! POP! POP! He snaps
backward as Ludlow pumps three in his chest.

Ludlow walks sullenly bkback; he drags the body away from the
cage. Ludlow kneels down, eye-to-eye with the cowering girls.

LUDLOW
It’s okay... I'm-—- I’'m nct them.

Words, even gestures, are lost on the children. Exhausted,
Ludlow simply slumps down beside them. He pulls at the
bullet-proof vest chafing his neck... The girls have stopped
crying. They know he won’t hurt them.

And this - to a point - breaks Ludlow down.



EXT. LITTLE SAIGON - A SHORT TIME LATER - NIGHT

...now the world rolls. A POLICE HELICOPTER shines it’s
belly light on the neighborhood below. Higher up, in less
rarified air, NEWS HELICOPTERS jockey for position.

On the ground, POLICE CARS everywhere. Pockets of ONLOOKERS
painted in the flashing red and blue lights.

In the purgatory between cnlookers and the scene, an
attractive FEMALE REPORTER, 30’s, waits with her Channel 9
CAMERAMAN. She locks the part: hair, makeup, get-up - but
there’s a natural beauty beneath.

At the moment, she’s transfixed by Ludlow. He’s standing by
a window - inside the dealers’ house - answering TWO MEN.

CAMERAMAN
It’s Wander.

MEGAN turns to find LIEUTENANT TERRY WANDER (50’s, tall - even
a little dashing) cutting through the fray towards the scene.
She scurries next to him--

MEGAN
Lieutenant, anything you can tell us?
Or tell me? We were here twenty minutes
before the rest--

WANDER
(calmly)
Hi Megan.
MEGAN
Hi.
(then)

Just a few words? On camera?

WANDER
What are you thinking so far?

MEGAN
L.A. cops take down sex ring.

WANDER
Anything on systems, teamwork?

MEGAN
A coordinated effort, months of planning--

WANDER
Alright, hang around after.



MEGAN
Thank you, Lieutenant.

Wander heads up shabby steps into the house. He cranes back--

WANDER
Trade.

MEGAN
What?

WANDER

Sex trade. Sex ring sounds hinky.

INT. HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Ludlow sits despondently - yet undiminished - beneath TWO
DETECTIVES. DeMILLE is 38, white and running to fat. SHONEY is
36, black and slender. They work the system hard and fast.

SHONEY
What were you doing here Ludlow?

LUDLOW
What?

DEMILLE
You wanna work vice now?

Ludlow is clearly out of his element now, in the aftermath.

LUDLOW
I followed the guns to the girl.

Ludlow watches a STRING of PLAIN-CLOTHED DETECTIVES carrying
the MILITARY DUFFLE BAGS out the back door. He locks eyes
with a PIGGISH SERGEANT (CLADY, 50’s), directing traffic.
Something not quite right here.

SHONEY
(to Ludlow)
What’s the matter, you need a bracer?
That liquid courage wearing off?

DEMILLE
We had six months into this case, Ludlow.
Could’ve at least given us a call.

SHONEY
Motherfuckin glory hound. That’s all he

is.

Ludlow loocks at them for the first time.



LUDLOW
(softly)
What were you doing for six months?

DEMILLE
Fuck you Ludlow!

CLADY
(calling off his dogs)
Hey! Cool it.

Clady’s eyes are on Wander, gliding through the front door.
The Nightwatch Commander assesses the carnage.

WANDER
(grandiosely)
Make me redundant, gentlemen.
(then)
Clady, where’s my boy?

The stocky sergeant, Wander’s ‘second’, points him to Ludlow.

WANDER
There he is.
(to Ludlow)

They reading you the riot act?

SHONEY
Just a few softballs.

WANDER
(to Ludlow)
Why’re you sitting? You hurt?

Ludlow rises awkwardly as Wander looks beyond the men: Other
Charlie lies on the floor, his chest subtly rising.

WANDER
(casually)
Jesus, this one’s still breathing.
(to an aid)
Get a medic in here.

Wander looks exasperatedly at the three men. DeMille gets
his pad and pencil out again.

DEMILLE
You call an ambulance Ludlow?

LUDLOW
No, that’s what I need you for.



WANDER
(peacekeeping)
Alright, you got what you need fellas?

SHONEY
Sure boss.

Wander takes Ludlow under his wing, leading him away.
crew brushes past, to Other Charlie on the ground.

DEMILLE
You might wanna check for a blood clot.

Something about ‘blood clot’ sets Ludlow off.

LUDLOW
What’d you say?

10.

An EMT

Wander gets a firm grip on Ludlow’s arm, but says nothing.

DEMILLE
(playing dumb)
What’d I say?

Ludlow holds his temper, easing away.

INT. BACK ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Wander takes Ludlow aside, his aides hanging politely back.

WANDER
(publicly)
Alright...
(privately)
You okay?

Wander’s checking more than Ludlow’s emoticonal state.
WANDER

Look at me. You did good and you’re in
my show now, so relax.

Ludlow nods at Wander - obviously a shared past between them.

WANDER
Alright, they’re gonna separate you; I'm
having Ridley meet you at the station
right now - let him take your statement;
and--
(searching)
--Ch, forensics is towing your car.

Ludlow winces, eyes on the floor.

























































































































































































































































































































































