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FADE IN:

EXT. COMMENCEMENT BAY, TACOMA - DAY

A small aluminum fishing boat bobs under an oppressive grey 
sky. A light rain falls on a salty old FISHERMAN as he sleeps 
with his pole that rests on the gunwale.

In the distance, a large container ship races toward the Port 
of Tacoma -- and the small boat.

The low drone of the ship’s diesel engines awakens the 
Fisherman. He looks back to see the ship almost upon him.

The Fisherman scrambles to fire up his own motor. One, two, 
three pulls of the handle. 

A puff of smoke and a loud whir from the 2-stroke. Success.

The ship blasts its horn five times which pierces the peace 
and tranquility of this idyllic setting. This is seaman 
speak: it both announces their presence and states “get the 
fuck out of the way!” 

The Fisherman guns the motor. The fishing pole flies off the 
boat and splashes into the bay.

EXT. PORT OF TACOMA - DAY

Intermodal containers rise and fall as the overhead cranes 
unload the ship. Wires run vertical through the sky as the 
men in the cranes perform this delicate dance as though they 
are industrial puppeteers.

Rain beats down on a GRIZZLY TRUCKER as he watches a blue 
container lower onto his truck’s chassis. He closes the hasps 
on the twist locks to secure the load. 

The Grizzly Trucker jumps into his rig and flicks a cigarette 
butt out of the window. He departs to a place he knows all 
too well with a container that journeys from a country he 
will never see. 

Reach stackers zip around the yard like bees in a hive.

The stackers hoist up the containers and load a train to the 
hilt. It lades them two high and what looks like a mile long. 

The train’s horn lets out two loud wonks. Its diesel motors 
roar to life with the noise of an ancient mythical beast. 



EXT. SPOKANE, WA - DAY

A BNSF Railway Company train eases its way west through the 
city. A city that looks both modern in appearance and stuck 
in the Romanesque Revival style of architecture.

INT. BNSF TRAIN COCKPIT - DAY

The train’s ENGINEER, 52, pushes the accelerator lever 
forward and increases the speed. He checks the tracks up 
ahead. He looks over the dials and gives the appearance of a 
professional, but is torpid from years of boredom. 

The Engineer’s cellphone vibrates. He checks it.

ON ENGINEER’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

A FACEBOOK update appears with a GIF of: 

“A cat swatting a dog.”

BACK TO ENGINEER

He chuckles.

EXT. BUD’S BODY SHOP - DAY

The low afternoon sun beats down on a MECHANIC, 25, as he 
closes the door to the shop. He jumps into his blue, late 
‘70’s Ford pickup. He checks his hair in the rearview.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

A topless BLONDE WOMAN, 22, sits on a bed. She pounds out a 
text on her cellphone. 

ON BLONDE WOMAN’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

Blonde Woman’s words appear:

“WHERE U?? IM LONELY...”

INT. FORD PICKUP - DAY - DRIVING

The Mechanic looks down at his phone as it vibrates on the 
seat next to him. He reads the message and texts back:

ON MECHANIC’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

“OMW”
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BACK TO MECHANIC 

A cocky look appears on his grungy face. 

EXT. RAILROAD CROSSING - DAY

The Ford races up behind two other vehicles.

The lights on the crossing arm illuminate and the audible 
chimes shout their warning.

INT. FORD PICKUP - DAY

The Mechanic slams his foot on the gas pedal. He sees that 
the two cars ahead want to beat the train.

Sex awaits him on the other side of those tracks.

EXT. RAILROAD CROSSING - DAY

In front, a red pickup truck races across the tracks just as 
the crossing arm starts to lower. 

In the middle, a white sedan attempts the same, but at the 
last moment hits the brakes and stops short of the tracks.

The crossing arm lands on the hood.

It’s too late. The blue Ford slams into the rear of the white 
sedan and pushes it onto the tracks. 

The OBESE DRIVER of the white sedan is frozen with fear, 
unable to extricate himself from the car. 

The Mechanic falls out of the Ford.

MECHANIC
Get out of the fucking car!

The Mechanic runs to the sedan. Blood runs down his forehead. 

INT. BNSF TRAIN COCKPIT - DAY

The Engineer laughs as he tosses his phone down on the 
console.

He looks up and sees the disabled sedan on the tracks. 

ENGINEER
Holy shit!
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The Engineer scrambles to hit the emergency brake.

He is thrust forward as the brakes lock up the giant wheels. 

ENGINEER (CONT’D)
Come on you bitch, slow....

INT/EXT. WHITE SEDAN - DAY 

The Mechanic hurries to open the door as the Obese Driver 
struggles to get free. 

The door swings open, but the seatbelt won’t unlatch. 

OBESE DRIVER
Help me!

The seatbelt squeezes the Obese Driver like a boa 
constrictor. 

EXT. RAILROAD CROSSING - DAY

The train barrels down on the white sedan.

The Mechanic senses the point of no return. He pivots. As he 
turns, his boot slips on the warn metal track. He falls to 
the tracks and smashes his face on the railroad tie. 

Boom! The train smashes into the sedan. The impact crushes 
the Obese Driver and the Mechanic 

INT. BNSF TRAIN COCKPIT - DAY 

The Engineer is thrust into the control panel as the train 
begins its derailment in the heat of the afternoon.  

EXT. RAILROAD CROSSING - DAY

The train jackknifes and twists as it skids off the tracks.

Sparks fly as the metal screeches. The noise is unbearable.

The engine spills on its side.

This causes the next ten cars of the train to follow suit.

The intermodal cargo containers eject from each other and the 
train itself. They tumble like the pieces from the last move 
of Jenga game and till the hard earth as they land.
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INT. BEDROOM - DAY

A small toy ship sails along the edge of the bed. The ship’s 
captain, CODY, 6, a towhead, makes a motorboat sound with his 
mouth as the boat crosses over the tattooed arm of...

EVAN, 36, with a two day old beard and the brawny upper body 
to back it up, fakes sleep in a messy bed.  

GINA, 35, slender and authoritative -- like the wooden spoon 
she brandishes -- walks into the room. 

GINA
(to Cody)

I thought I told you not to wake 
him up.

CODY
But I want to give him his card.

Evan sneaks a look at his boy through his blond surfer hair 
that covers his eyes. 

CODY (CONT’D)
(dejected)

Okay.

As Cody turns to leave, Evan grabs him from behind. Cody 
squeaks and smiles as Evan pulls him into bed.

CODY (CONT’D)
Happy Birthday, Daddy!

EVAN
Thanks, buddy.

CODY
Dad... come out to the kitchen. I 
have something for you. 

Cody jumps from the bed and runs out of the room. 

GINA
I told him to let you sleep. 

EVAN
There are worse ways to be woken 
up.

Gina eyeballs her husband for a second. The corner of her 
mouth lets free the slightest smile. 

GINA
Come on. We’ll make you breakfast.
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INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Evan stumbles across the hardwood floor in his sweatpants. 
Tattoos cover his arms and part of his torso.

Cody rushes to his dad’s side and grabs his hand.  

CODY
Dad. Here.

Cody hands Evan a homemade birthday card with kid-art 
drawings on the front. It is a picture of the three of them.

Evan is drawn in green military fatigues.

Evan opens the card. The message -- written in kid scrawl 
reads:

“Hapy you are home. We love you! 
Hapy Brthday Dady!”

Evan reads the card and puts his arm around Cody.

EVAN
Me too, Cody. Thank you. 

Evan smiles at Gina as she cooks. 

GINA
Okay you two. Have a seat.

She brings French toast and bacon to the table. This is the 
best meal she makes.

GINA (CONT’D)
Here’s some coffee.

Evan puts his arm on her lower back. 

EVAN
Looks delicious, honey. 

Gina smiles as she places the coffee pot back on the warmer. 

She turns on the TV. 

A WEATHERMAN reports the typical Seattle area forecast. 

WEATHERMAN (ON TV)
Cloudy today in the Puget Sound 
with a slight chance of showers. 
High will be about 58. Back to you.

The NEWSCASTER, a pillar of this area, appears on the TV.
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NEWSCASTER (ON TV)
Thanks, Mike. Still following the 
breaking news out of Spokane where 
that large freight train derailment 
took place yesterday afternoon. The 
local sheriff and the National 
Transportation Safety Board are 
reporting that there are three dead 
including the train’s engineer. 
BNSF Railway has yet to comment.

Video footage from the crash scene is shown over the 
monologue. The cargo containers are littered about. The 
wreckage of the car is shown as the cause. 

Gina covers her mouth. She glances at Evan.

GINA
Oh my god.

The Newscaster continues to speak MOS on the TV.

EVAN
BNSF will be in deep shit over 
this.

Gina stops stirring her coffee and taps the spoon on the side 
of her cup. She purses her lips at the comment.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Sorry. It slipped.

Evan glances at Cody.

Evan’s cellphone vibrates on the counter next to the TV. Gina 
grabs it to see who it is -- she knows the answer. 

GINA
It’s your brother. 

She hands him the phone like it’s a brick. 

EVAN
Hey, Tom.

EXT. MCCRAY BROTHER'S TRUCKING YARD - DAY

TOM MCCRAY, 41, half-trucker -- bearded face and a Texas 
barbecue hat. Half-businessman -- Bluetooth wireless headset.

INTERCUT TELEPHONE CONVERSATION
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TOM
You hear the news?

EVAN
I just saw it. 

TOM
I need you to come over to the 
yard. BNSF called this morning. 
They hired us to move a container 
from the crash site.  

Evan looks at Cody and then at Gina. 

EVAN
I’ll be right over. 

TOM
Thanks, little brother. 

Evan ends the call. He looks up at Gina.

She knows the score. 

GINA
Not like it’s the first birthday 
dinner you’ve been gone for.

EVAN
Gina, you know I gotta help the 
business. Looks like I’ll be making 
a run to Spokane, but I should be 
back around dark.

GINA
Your son misses his daddy.

Evan leans down next to Cody. 

CODY
(starting to cry)

I wanna play.

EVAN
I wish we could play today, buddy, 
but I gotta work. 

CODY
When you come home?

EVAN
I promise.
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GINA
Come on Cody. Daddy’s gotta go. Let 
him get ready for work.

Gina wraps her arms around Cody to comfort him. 

Evan slugs back the last bit of his coffee.

EXT. MCCRAY BROTHER’S TRUCKING YARD - DAY

Evan pulls up in his late model pickup. 

Tom stands next to one of their semi trucks.

Evan walks up to Tom and shakes his hand.

TOM
Truck’s all ready. BNSF wants you 
to get the container and bring it 
to the port. They got a schedule to 
keep.

EVAN
What about the local runs?

TOM
I’ll come out of the office and 
handle those today. 

Evan stares his brother straight in the eyes.

TOM (CONT’D)
Sorry to take you away, but we need 
the business. 

EVAN
I know we do. 

Evan jumps into the rig. He tosses his cellphone and the 
birthday card onto the dash. 

TOM
Evan... I owe ya bottle of 
Kentucky’s finest and a day on the 
boat. Maybe this weekend?

Evan nods. 

EVAN
Sure.
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EXT. TRAIN CRASH SITE - DAY

The terrain on this half of the State is in sharp contrast 
compared to the greenery of the west. The earth is scorched 
from years of abuse from the wind and sun.

Tumbleweeds blow over the shiny twin metal strips of track.

An NTSB AGENT, 50’s, and BSNF REPRESENTATIVE, 50’s, both 
slick, professional men in black suits, walk in tandem. 

The COUNTY SHERIFF, 60, weathered from years of boredom and 
the bottle, jogs up to the men in the early morning heat.

The Sheriff wipes the sweat from his aged brow.

BNSF REP
So when can we start gettin’ our 
cargo out of here?

NTSB AGENT
The ones that are still intact on 
the tracks can be pulled 
immediately. We are still 
investigating the area around the 
engine and spilled containers.

BNSF REP
This ain’t our only train you know. 
We need to keep things moving.

NTSB AGENT
You should have thought about that 
during your hiring process.

The BNSF Rep fumes at the comment, but knows better than to  
fuck with the feds. 

BNSF REP
We have every aid at your disposal. 
Just give us the green light and 
we’ll get to work clearing our 
tracks.

NTSB AGENT
Glad to hear it. Our preliminary 
investigation should be complete by 
the end of the day. 

The BNSF Rep and the NTSB Agent shake hands. More out of 
professional courtesy than a fraternal nature.

The Sheriff sees a break in the discourse.
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COUNTY SHERIFF
(to NTSB AGENT)

When can I tell these people around 
here this mess’ll be cleaned up? 
Got some of ‘em bitchin’ at me 
‘cause they gotta drive all the way 
around.

NTSB AGENT
Tell them we are working on it as 
quickly as we can. 

COUNTY SHERIFF
(to BNSF REP)

My boys are here to help y’all get 
the trucks in and out. 

BNSF REP
I appreciate it, sheriff. We’ll be 
out of your hair in no time.

The Sheriff squints at the BNSF Rep with the eyes of someone 
who’s heard far too much bullshit in his time.

COUNTY SHERIFF
What little of it I got left.

EXT. TRAIN CRASH SITE - DAY - LATER

Semi trucks from all around arrive and line up to move the 
containers spared from the crash. 

Reach stackers zoom around and fetch containers from the 
train. 

They load the giant metal boxes one-by-one onto the trucks. 

BNSF Representatives hurry to hand each driver a modified 
bill of lading and instructions on where to take each one.

A BNSF mobile command station is visible on site with 
computers and phone equipment. Stressed out logistics workers 
clamor together in their operation of these machines.

Evan’s truck makes its way to the front.

A TESTY MAN from BNSF taps his pen on his clipboard.

TESTY MAN
Name and Company?

EVAN
Evan McCray... McCray Brothers.
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TESTY MAN
Port ID?

EVAN
Here.

Evan hands the Testy Man his ID card. 

The Testy Man jots down the information as quick as a college 
student takes notes.

Evan scans the site. To view the wreckage up close is a damn 
sight different than on TV.

The twisted up hunk of metal that was once a Detroit sedan, 
lays just off the tracks. 

Evan jumps out of his rig. He walks around the truck’s 
chassis and inspects the taillights. They’re out.

Evan removes the plug that connects the truck to the chassis. 
He blows on the connection and jams it back in.

TESTY MAN
We’ll give you the Hanjin. It’s to 
be in Tacoma by tonight... APM 
Terminal. 

EVAN
Got it.

Evan walks to the rear. The lights emit a red glow. 

The Testy Man thrusts the paperwork into Evan’s hands. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Thought Hanjin is going bankrupt? 
They still got enough to pay me for 
this run?

Bang! The reach stacker drops the container onto Evan’s 
chassis.

TESTY MAN
Don’t worry, McCray, you guys’ll 
get paid.

Evan stares back while he secures the twist locks.

EVAN
My family’s countin’ on it.

Testy Man waves for the next truck.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

A fist connects with the face of JIMMY who is bound to a 
chair. It is difficult to tell what he looks like as he is 
beat to a pulp by...

The TWINS -- HYEONG and DONGSAENG, 30’s, black suits cover 
their chiseled granite bodies. They are identical, except for 
the pink poppy Dongsaeng wears on his lapel. 

SEO-YEON, 38, the boss, a well dressed, elegant woman walks 
up next to Jimmy. She is too beautiful for us to see her face 
just yet. 

Instead we see a jewel, a singular bead, that dangles from a 
simple gold extension on a thin gold chain around her neck.

Hyeong and Dongsaeng stop their beat-down and back away.

Seo-Yeon reaches out to touch Jimmy’s hair. 

SEO-YEON
Poor Jimmy. Did you think we 
wouldn’t find out?

JIMMY
(muttering)

I’m... I’m sorry, ma’am. Please 
stop. Please.

SEO-YEON
This is my business you have messed 
with. Our people have suffered 
enough without your help. Now we 
will return the sentiment.

Blood drips from Jimmy’s mouth as he leans his head into Seo-
Yeon. He begins to cry.

JIMMY
Please.

Heavy footsteps approach, each one louder. 

This is SAJA, 50’s. Quite possibly the scariest man any of us 
has ever seen. He is Korean with ageless pale white skin. He 
wears a black suit and a gat -- you know, one of those wide 
brim hats popular during the Joeson period in Korea.

Saja pauses next to the Seo-Yeon and Jimmy. He pulls a large 
hammer from inside of his suit.

SEO-YEON
It’s too late. 
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Seo-Yeon steps aside -- Jimmy squirms in his seat.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Saja.

Saja looks over at Seo-Yeon. 

Seo-Yeon turns. Her gorgeous countenance and vicious eyes are 
breathtaking.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
When you are finished, bring me 
some liver... I’m ravenous.

She walks away. Hyeong and Dongsaeng follow her.

Saja towers over Jimmy like the Grim Reaper.

He raises the hammer and crashes it down onto Jimmy’s skull. 

Jimmy falls to the floor.

INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY

Seo-Yeon flicks on the florescent overhead light.  

She sits at her desk and mixes a sauce in a shallow bowl. 

Hyeong and Dongsaeng wait side-by-side in the doorway.

SEO-YEON
With Jimmy’s unfortunate misstep, 
we are in need of a new driver. 
Take the men and wait outside 
Tokio. Find the right one and bring 
him to me. 

She turns and flashes the Twins a vulpine look. 

Hyeong and Dongsaeng part and allow Saja to enter. 

Saja places a bloody plate with a fresh liver on her desk.

Seo-Yeon runs her tongue across her lower lip. She looks back 
at the Twins.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Go.
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EXT. I-90 FREEWAY - DAY

Just west of Spokane, a convoy of semi trucks approach Tokio 
Weigh Station. 

The trucks are equipped with CVISN transponders that allow 
for weigh-in-motion.

INT. BLACK SUV - DAY

Hyeong and Dongsaeng wait alongside the I-90 freeway.

A semi truck rolls past them, laden with a Hanjin container. 

Dongsaeng sits in the passenger seat and holds a jamming 
device. He activates it as the semi truck passes.

INT. EVAN’S TRUCK - DAY

Evan awaits the green light from his transponder. Instead, a 
red light appears and makes it so he has to pull into the 
weigh station.  

EVAN
Shit.

EXT. TOKIO WEIGH STATION - DAY

Evan’s truck exits the I-90 freeway and eases onto the 
scales. 

The WEIGH STATION OPERATOR emerges from the small, run-down 
shack. He walks over to the driver’s side of Evan’s truck.

WEIGH STATION OPERATOR
Transponder not workin’?

EVAN
It gave me the red light.

WEIGH STATION OPERATOR
You comin’ from the crash?

EVAN
Yessir.

WEIGH STATION OPERATOR
Pretty nasty business. 

Evan opens the door and hands the Operator his paperwork.

15.



The Operator gives it the cursory “government worker” look.

WEIGH STATION OPERATOR (CONT’D)
Heard there’s gonna be some bad 
weather on the pass.

EVAN
Hopin’ to get to the port before 
then. 

The Operator dallies.

He hands the paperwork back to Evan.

WEIGH STATION OPERATOR
Looks good to me. Get that 
transponder checked out.

Evan nods. He pulls his rig away from the station.

EXT. I-90 FREEWAY - DAY

Evan’s truck shakes as it shifts. It accelerates. 

Two black Toyota 4Runner SUVs zoom up along side of the 
truck.

The first SUV accelerates and pulls in front of Evan’s truck. 

The second SUV paces Evan’s truck from the side. 

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - DAY

Evan slows and honks the horn at the SUVs.

EVAN
Come on, goddamn it.

Evan puts his turn signal on and revs the engine. 

He attempts to pass the front SUV. The one off to his side 
matches his speed and doesn’t give way. 

Bang! 

Evan accidentally hits the rear bumper of the front SUV.

EVAN (CONT’D)
What the hell are you guys trying 
to pull?
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Evan looks to the left -- the tinted window of the side SUV 
lowers. A GOATEED THUG, 30’s, points an HK .45 pistol at him. 

Evan looks to the SUV in front -- the rear window lowers. 
Inside, a ONE-EYED THUG, 30’s, with an eyepatch, points a SIG 
MCX AR-15 rifle at Evan and motions for him to pull over.

The side SUV blares its horn.

Evan leans forward over the wheel and raises his hands up. He 
steers with his arms.

He looks at the front SUV as it illuminates its right turn 
signal.

EXT. I-90 FREEWAY, EXIT 188 - DAY

Evan’s semi truck shudders to a stop in the gravel on the 
side of the road. 

The black SUVs stop with the semi in the same formation as 
they were on the freeway.

The doors of both SUVs open. 

The Twins and One-eyed Thug jump out of the front SUV.

Goateed Thug and a DRIVER jump out of the side SUV. They 
train their guns at the cab of Evan’s semi truck. 

Hyeong rushes around to the passenger door of the semi and 
opens the door. He pulls himself into the cab.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - DAY

Hyeong points his gun at Evan and pulls back the hammer.

HYEONG
You drive. Follow them.

EVAN
(calmly)

Where are we going?

HYEONG
No questions.

Evan pushes the yellow brake switch with his hand. He reaches 
down and shifts the 10-speed manual into second gear. The cab 
vibrates as he releases the clutch.  
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EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The midday sun beats down on the semi and the two SUVs as 
they pull up. 

A large garage door opens. 

The men in the SUVs wave to Evan to pull inside.

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Evan’s semi and its container come to a stop.

JAE-SANG, a skinny Korean man who could be 18 or 36, hard to 
tell, claps and laughs as he walks up to the semi.

JAE-SANG
Come down from there, Chingu. You 
need union break.

Evan opens the door of the semi and jumps down. He raises his 
hands up into the air. 

The men from the SUVs gather around he and Jae-Sang.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Shit! You big one. You look like 
surfer dood from Cal-e-for-ne-a.

Jae-Sang mimics a “kook” that drops in on your favorite wave. 

The men snicker -- Evan does not.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
You come with us now, dood. The 
boss lady want to meet you. 

Hyeong and Dongsaeng grab Evan by the arms as Jae-Sang 
escorts them down the hallway.

The other men get to work and open up the container. 

INT. WAREHOUSE OFFICE - DAY

Seo-Yeon stands idle and faces away from the door. She stares 
at a painting of a fox, situated above the bar. 

Jae-Sang enters the room -- he doesn’t joke anymore.

JAE-SANG
Seo-Yeon. 

18.



Seo-Yeon does not move. 

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Here he is.

SEO-YEON
(in Korean; subtitled in 
English)

Leave him with me. Check on the 
container. We have to move quickly.

Jae-Sang pulls Evan into the room and sits him in a chair.

Jae-Sang glances up at Seo-Yeon.

She raises one hand to dismiss Jae-Sang and the Twins.

They leave and close the door behind them.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Do you know the story of the Ox and 
the Calf?

EVAN
Never heard it.

Seo-Yeon takes a sip of whiskey.

SEO-YEON
In a small village, there was once 
an ox that toiled in the field 
every day for the farmer. One day, 
the farmer brought in a beautiful 
young calf. The ox was surprised to 
see the calf and was happy there 
would be someone to share the work 
with. Now, the next morning, the 
farmer comes to the barn, but only 
to take the ox out. The ox thought 
this odd, but perhaps the farmer 
was giving her a break for her 
first day. But it wasn’t just this 
day. This continues for many 
months. The ox would break his 
back, while the calf would lay in 
the barn eating and getting plump. 
What made it worse, was that when 
the ox would return to the barn, 
the calf would tease him, telling 
him he looked like hell. Naturally, 
this made the ox upset, but he said 
nothing. He continued to work every 
day. 
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Seo-Yeon turns to face Evan for the first time. He is taken 
aback by her beauty. She walks to him and runs her fingers 
through his blond hair. 

She whispers in his ear.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Then, one morning the farmer opened 
the door. The ox was ready to go, 
but today the farmer came for the 
calf. The farmer said to the calf, 
“You are so fat and your skin is 
glowing. Today, we will sacrifice 
you to the goddess of the soil.” 
The calf was alarmed by this and 
finally realized why she was kept 
lounging around every day. The 
farmer dragged her away kicking and 
screaming while the ox looked on.

Evan sits motionless and stares straight ahead.

Seo-Yeon moves behind Evan and stops. 

She fondles the bead in between her index finger and thumb.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
You will drive with Jae-Sang to the 
port and drop off the container. My 
men and I will be waiting for you 
when you are finished.

EVAN
What if I say no?

Seo-Yeon moves around to stand in front of Evan.

SEO-YEON
Refusal is not an option for you, 
Mr. McCray. You will understand our 
plight.

Evan focuses on Seo-Yeon -- and the bead.

EVAN
What do you want with me?

Seo-Yeon walks over to the fox painting. She looks back.

SEO-YEON
To be the ox.

Seo-Yeon presses a button on her desk which causes the Twins 
to come take Evan away.
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INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

The men place the last of the boxes into the container.

A forklift loads pallets of boxed lentils at the rear. 

Jae-Sang approaches the rear of the container as Goateed Thug 
closes its doors.

GOATEED THUG
(in Korean; subtitled in 
English)

It is ready, Jae-Sang.

Jae-Sang nods at the Twins to bring Evan out.

INT. WAREHOUSE ROOM - DAY

Evan sits on a rusty chair. His leg bounces up and down.

The overhead light flickers. 

Hyeong and Dongsaeng lumber into the doorway. 

Hyeong motions with his catcher’s mitt-sized hand for Evan to 
follow them. 

INT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

Evan and the Twins emerge from the hallway. They march Evan 
to his rig.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - DAY

Evan jumps up into the cab. 

In the passenger seat, Jae-Sang sits with a pistol in his 
hand that rests on his lap.

JAE-SANG
Let’s go, Chingu.

EXT. I-90 FREEWAY - DAY

Patches of scrub earth and farmland pass by as Evan’s semi 
heads west into low sunlight. Dark clouds hug the verdant 
hills in the distance.

The two black SUVs bookend the semi in front and back.
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INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - DAY

Evan glares straight out of the windshield.

Jae-Sang reaches forward with his nitrile-gloved hand to turn 
on the radio.

JAE-SANG
You drive reel good, dood.

Jae-Sang flicks through the stations. He only finds Eastern 
Washington’s best Tex-Mex and Christian sermons.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
This shit terrible. What the hell 
wrong with you people?

EVAN
(sarcastically)

I’ll bet there’s some country.

JAE-SANG
Wrong. We need some dance music.

Jae-Sang belts out some rhythmic Korean pop beats and dances 
in his seat. He holds the pistol in his right hand.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
You know PSY? 

Jae-Sang continues to dance. 

He shakes his fists up and down. One hand overlaps the other. 

EVAN
Can’t say I do.

Jae-Sang pulls out his cellphone. 

JAE-SANG
Look, dood. Almost 3 billion views. 
This many people not wrong.

Evan glances at the phone as Jae-Sang continues to beatbox. 
This is like one of those bad nightmares you get after too 
much red wine.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
You kid would love it.

Jae-Sang puts the phone down and reaches for the birthday 
card on the dash.
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JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
He make you this?

Jae-Sang holds the card up.

Evan nods in the affirmative.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
How old?

EVAN
Thirty-six.

JAE-SANG
No dummy, the kid.

EVAN
He’s six.

Jae-Sang looks at the picture. He laughs.

JAE-SANG
That explain a lot. 

EVAN
(angrily)

Why don’t you leave my kid out of 
this.

Jae-Sang places the card back on the dash. He leans in toward 
Evan and raises the pistol. 

JAE-SANG
Kid in this... like you in this.

Evan’s eyes narrow with subtle rage, fixated on the horizon.

Silence envelopes the cab. 

Jae-Sang sits back and rests the gun in his lap.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Relax, dood. Everthing good. I make 
the calls... I the brains of this 
operation.

EVAN
(scoffingly)

That explains a lot.

JAE-SANG
Oh see, you funny.

They rush past a herd of cattle in a field.
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JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Mmmm... cow candy time.

Jae-Sang reaches into his man-purse on the floor. He pulls 
out a bag of Lotte Malang Cow Candy. These things are like  
Korean “crack” for those who don’t know.

Jae-Sang pops two of the white nuggets in his mouth.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Want to try, dood? They reel good.

EVAN
Chocolate?

JAE-SANG
No...

Jae-Sang squeezes his nipple.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
... milk!

EVAN
No thanks.

Jae-Sang moans with pleasure while he dances. 

Evan clenches his jaw while he glances at the pistol. He 
rolls his eyes and shakes his head. This is worse than having 
a kid ride along.

Evan’s cellphone vibrates.

ON EVAN’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

A text from Gina that reads:

“When will you be home?”

EXT. I-90 FREEWAY - DAY

The truck begins its ascent of the pass. It enters the 
darkness of the clouds as the sunlight fades away.

EXT. PORT OF TACOMA - APM TERMINAL - NIGHT

The high-pressure sodium lights cast an orange glow on the 
low clouds. A persistent mist coats every surface with an 
oppressive wetness that is all too familiar in these parts.

Three semi trucks queue up at the APM security gate.
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EXT. I-5 FREEWAY - PORT OF TACOMA EXIT - NIGHT

The two black SUVs and Evan’s semi flick on their turn 
signals.

The white dashed lines pass underneath the vehicles.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan downshifts and steers right to take the exit.

EVAN
We’re here.

Jae-Sang screws a suppressor onto his pistol. 

He climbs back into the small sleeper section of the cab.

JAE-SANG
I be right behind, Chingu.

Click. Jae-Sang thumbs the hammer back on his pistol.

EXT. APM TERMINAL - NIGHT

Evan pulls the semi up to the gate. He rolls down the window 
and holds out his Federal Transport Worker ID credential.

The GATE GUARD waves him through.

Evan’s semi passes through the RFID scanner.

Evan slows at the entry pedestal where the CLERK waits.

CLERK
Whatcha got?

EVAN
Dropping a container for export. 
It’s from the train crash. 

CLERK
No shit. One-the lucky ones. Got 
pickup?

EVAN
No.

Evan hands the bill of lading to the Clerk. 

The Clerk peruses the paperwork.
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CLERK
Head over to the R.T.G. at B dock. 

The Clerk hands the paperwork back to Evan.

EVAN
Thanks.

EXT. APM TERMINAL B DOCK - NIGHT

Evan’s semi slows to a stop next to the massive blue cranes. 

The RTG (Rubber Tired Gantry) crane approaches from the rear.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan moves to open the door to get out of the truck.

Jae-Sang leans forward and presses the suppressor up against 
the back of Evan’s head.

JAE-SANG
Where you think you go, Chingu?

Evan lifts his hands.

EVAN
Twist locks. I gotta unlock ‘em.

Jae-Sang ponders this for a moment. He points the pistol at 
the card that rests on the dash.

JAE-SANG
Be quick. Remember what important.

EXT. APM TERMINAL B DOCK - NIGHT

Evan jumps out and walks around the chassis. He pulls each of  
the twist lock levers to untether the container.

The RTG halts and straddles the container. The hoist lowers 
onto the container and locks into place. Its diesel engine 
roars as it lifts the container upward.

Just like that, it’s gone.

EXT. APM TERMINAL SECURITY GATE - NIGHT

A semi sits idle in front of the security shack. 
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Evan stops his rig behind it. 

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

JAE-SANG
Problem?

Evan looks back in the rear view mirror.

EVAN
Just waiting for this truck to go. 
One last security check.

EXT. APM TERMINAL SECURITY GATE - NIGHT

The SURLY DRIVER of the parked semi opens his door and jumps 
down. He pops the hatch on his engine compartment. 

SURLY DRIVER
Piece-a-shit.

The door of the security shack opens and a SECURITY OFFICER, 
50’s, tired, comes out. 

The Security Officer walks over to Evan’s truck.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan rolls down the window.

SECURITY OFFICER
Evenin’.

EVAN
What’s the problem?

SECURITY OFFICER
His engine stalled. Leakin’ oil all 
over the goddamn place. You got 
your paperwork?

Evan hands the paperwork down as the Security Officer stands 
up on the truck’s running board.

SECURITY OFFICER (CONT’D)
Leavin’ empty? That ain’t like you.

EVAN
Just a drop.

The Security Officer continues to read at a snail’s pace.

27.



SECURITY OFFICER
Saw your brother earlier. Been a 
while.

EVAN
Yeah.

The Security Officer hands the paperwork back to Evan and 
lowers himself from the truck.

SECURITY OFFICER
Imagine I’ll see you tomorrow. Just 
pull her ‘round the side here.

EVAN
Alright.

EXT. PARKING LOT (NEAR APM TERMINAL) - NIGHT

The two black SUVs wait side-by-side.

Evan drives in and parks the semi next to them.

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - NIGHT

JAE-SANG
Turn it off.

Evan pulls the brake and turns off the engine.

Jae-Sang flicks the pistol at the door.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Out.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Evan drops from the semi. He raises his hands. 

Saja and Seo-Yeon wait next to one of the SUVs.

The Twins, Goateed Thug and One-eyed Thug stand with them. 

Jae-Sang leaps out the semi. He walks to Seo-Yeon.

JAE-SANG
(in Korean; subtitled in 
English)

The drop has been made.
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Seo-Yeon nods in approval. She leans to Saja and whispers in 
his ear. To us it is inaudible. Saja reenters the SUV.

SEO-YEON
Thank you for your assistance, Mr. 
McCray. You’ve been an asset to our 
operation.

Evan stares back. If he is afraid, he doesn’t show it.

Seo-Yeon inches closer to Evan.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
But now the question remains, are 
you still indispensable? I mean, 
you completed our task and for that 
we are most grateful. 

Seo-Yeon caresses his upper back with her index finger. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Do you wish to keep working for us? 
We can make it very profitable.

Evan doesn’t speak.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Evan. We need a good man. I... need 
a good man.

EVAN
Sorry lady, I’m spoken for.

Evan wiggles his raised ring finger.

Seo-Yeon giggles like a schoolgirl. 

She is not used to a man who turns her down -- but she 
relishes the chase.

Seo-Yeon leans in closer to Evan.

SEO-YEON
But I’m different. 

Seo-Yeon moves in and kisses Evan with the speed of a raptor.

Not just any kiss mind you. This is a deep, long kiss. 
Difficult for most any man to dream of, let alone turn away 
from.

But Evan does.
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Evan lowers his hands and pushes Seo-Yeon away with muscle 
memory of a MMA fighter. 

Big mistake.

Goateed Thug catches Seo-Yeon. 

The Twins rush Evan. They grab him. 

One-eyed Thug points his pistol at Evan’s head.

Saja leaps out of the SUV. He bounds over to Evan.

Thwack! 

Saja delivers a blow to Evan’s head with an old leather- 
handled sap -- the kind you’d see in an classic gangster 
film. 

Evan goes limp in the Twins’ arms.

Seo-Yeon leans closer to Jae-Sang.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Put him on the ship. You and 
Dongsaeng will take him over. 
McCray must experience the Han for 
himself.

Jae-Sang’s countenance turns into one of sorrow.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Gina sits at the table with her phone to her ear. 

ON GINA’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

Her thumb hits the red button on the phone and ends the call.

Gina scrolls to - “TOM MCCRAY”

BACK TO GINA

She pushes the call button and holds the phone to her ear.

TOM (V.O.)
Hey, Gina.

GINA
(slight panic)

Tom, I’ve tried calling Evan. 
There’s no answer. Have you heard 
from him?
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TOM (V.O.)
No, but I’m sure he’s fine. 
Probably just stuck on the pass.

GINA
I’m worried. 

TOM (V.O.)
I’m sure he’ll call when he’s back 
on this side. I’ll let you know if 
I hear from him, okay?

GINA
Okay Tom. Thanks.

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

Azure sky and deeper blue water split the screen. The sea is 
as flat as glass. Sunlight reflects off this giant pane. 

A familiar noise, one we have heard before, increases in 
volume as a container ship slices through the sea. 

Containers of various colors, stacked high aboard the vessel, 
rush past at an impressive clip. The stern becomes visible. 
White letters against the black hull read:

“CHOSUN-SEOUL”

The script in Hangul is written below.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - DAY

Evan is passed out on a bed, bound at his arms and legs. 

INT. BRIDGE/SHIP - DAY

Two eyeballs are refracted in the glass of a pair of 
binoculars. The binoculars lower. We see the face of...

The CAPTAIN, 60’s, a white-haired Australian man with steel 
blue eyes that have been hardened from years of squinting at 
the sea, scans the horizon for movement.

The CHIEF MATE, early 40’s, New Englander as serious as he is 
earnest, checks over the ship’s instrumentation. 

CAPTAIN
Speed?
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CHIEF MATE
Eighteen point two knots.

CAPTAIN
Reduce to fifteen. 

CHIEF MATE
Aye-aye sir.

The Chief Mate adjusts the controls to the desired speed.

CHIEF MATE (CONT’D)
Fifteen knots set.

The Captain nods.

CAPTAIN
Run the numbers after we make 
rounds to see how much time has 
been added.

CHIEF MATE
We have the fuel, sir, to run at 
twenty-three.

CAPTAIN
Not when the company wants to save 
money we don’t.

CHIEF MATE
Understood.

CAPTAIN
Call the Second Mate up. He’ll take 
the watch.

CHIEF MATE
Aye, sir.

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

The Captain and Chief Mate start their fastidious walk to the 
staterooms. The BOSUN, early 30’s, in a bright yellow 
jumpsuit, follows behind. 

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - DAY

The Captain opens the door. It is tidy and minimalistic. 

All three enter and conduct their check in silence.  
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INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY 

The three men continue their work. They repeat the task with 
each of the rooms. Stateroom doors open and close.

They come to the last stateroom.

CAPTAIN
You two go down to the living area. 
I’ll give this one a quick look.

The Chief Mate and Bosun each raise an eyebrow.

They both turn and enter the stairway.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - DAY

The door opens. The Captain rushes in and slams the door 
closed behind him. 

Evan lies on the bed. His eyes flutter open.

EVAN
(groggily)

Where am I?

The Captain walks around the room. He does not even look at 
Evan. The Captain offers no response as he exits.

Evan struggles against the restraints.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Hey!

It’s useless. Evan stares at the ceiling.

The door shoots open. Jae-Sang and Dongsaeng enter the room. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Where am I?

Jae-Sang edges closer to the bed. He taps his index finger on 
Evan’s forehead.

JAE-SANG
You right where we need you, dood.

EVAN
What the hell have you done to me?

Evan yanks against the restraints.
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JAE-SANG
‘Sa matta, dood... sleepy?

Jae-Sang giggles like a precocious child. 

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Boss lady give you too much kissy?

Jae-Sang closes his eyes and puckers.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
She have that effec on men.

Evan stares back with a look that would melt glass. 

EVAN
Let me go. You have no use for me.

JAE-SANG
Go? Go where, dood? Want to see?

Jae-Sang snaps his fingers at Dongsaeng. 

Dongsaeng bends down and unbuckles the restraints. 

Evan wobbles to his feet. He moves to the window. 

Nothing but blue in front of his eyes.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
You in the middle of ocean. Nowhere 
to go.

Evan takes a swing at Jae-Sang and misses. 

Dongsaeng grabs Evan and throws him to the bed. 

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Jus relax. You in for a long ride. 

Evan embraces his weakness. He lifts his head up.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Don worry. You see boss lady again. 
She show you. 

Jae-Sang tugs at an imaginary necklace around his neck.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
(in Korean; subtitled)

Tie him up.
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INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Gina waits at the table with her cellphone in hand.

ON GINA’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

“Anything??”

Tom’s response appears:

“No”

Gina texts back:

“I’m calling police”

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF’S DEPARTMENT - DAY

Detective LEWIS, late 40’s, a dandy, with a light shade of 
raccoon eyes, stands at his desk. 

Another detective, MOLINA, early 40’s, slick, walks past 
Lewis’ desk.

MOLINA
Lookin’ good, Lewis. Got a hot 
date?

LEWIS
Suck it, Molina. Judge Reardon is 
expecting me in court. 

MOLINA
Trafficking case?

LEWIS
Yeah. 

MOLINA
Hope you get the jury. They oughta 
like that tie.

Molina pulls at his own tie as he walks away.

The phone on Lewis’ desk rings. Lewis answers.

LEWIS
Lewis... fine.

Lewis slams down the phone.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
Fucking lawyers.
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Lewis walks over to the CHIEF, 60’s, bearlike.

The Chief stands outside his office. 

LEWIS (CONT'D)
No court chief. Prosecutor gave 
Tyrone a plea deal.

CHIEF
Hmm. Well, shit. Since you’re all 
dolled up, look into this for me. 

Chief hands Lewis a piece of paper.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Lady filed a missing persons report 
this morning. Her truck-driver 
husband was sent to that train 
crash and never made it home.

LEWIS
How long’s he been gone?

CHIEF
Just a day, but he was supposed to 
deliver the load last night.

LEWIS
Isn’t there someone else? I’m vice.

CHIEF
(interrupting)

You’re a detective goddamnit! 

LEWIS
Hey, how ‘bout I see what I can 
find out.

Lewis starts to walk off.

CHIEF
Lewis. While you’re out son, think 
about pickin’ up a new tie. 
Something that says police 
detective, not model for GQ.

Lewis strokes his tie as he walks away.

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT - DAY - LATER

Detective Lewis sits at his desk and punches away on his 
phone.
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EXT. TRAIN CRASH SITE - DAY

A cowboy hat lands on the hood of a cop car. 

The County Sheriff’s cellphone rings.

INTERCUT - TELEPHONE CONVERSATION

COUNTY SHERIFF
Sheriff.

LEWIS
Sheriff, this is Detective Lewis 
with the Pierce County Sheriff’s 
Department.

COUNTY SHERIFF
What’s up, Lewis?

LEWIS
Sir, I’m investigating a missing 
persons report. One of the drivers 
that was sent to the crash site for 
a pick up never made it back.

COUNTY SHERIFF
Son, there have been more trucks in 
and out of here than I can count. 
You got a name?

LEWIS
Evan McCray from McCray Brothers 
trucking.

COUNTY SHERIFF
I’ll talk to the angry little fella 
over there at BNSF. See if he’s got 
somethin’ written down. This a good 
number for you?

LEWIS
Yes, sir. This is my cell. 

COUNTY SHERIFF
I’ll see what I can get, Lewis.

LEWIS
Thanks.

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT - DAY

The Chief walks over to Lewis’ desk. 
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CHIEF
Any info?

Lewis looks up at the Chief.

LEWIS
I got the County Sheriff on the 
east-side looking into it for me. I 
think I’ll head down to the port to 
check their log records.

CHIEF
Let me know what you find out. The 
wife just called again. 

EXT. APM TERMINAL - DAY

Lewis parks his late model sedan in front of the guard shack. 

A sassy, female SECURITY GUARD, 20’s, rushes out to him.

SECURITY GUARD
You can’t park here, sir!

Lewis holds up his badge in a “the hell I can’t” sorta way.

LEWIS
Need to speak to the person in 
charge of truck entry.

INT. APM TERMINAL - OFFICE - DAY

The ENTRY CLERK, 40’s, edgy, sits at his desk and points to 
the computer screen. Lewis looks over his shoulder.

ENTRY CLERK
Right there, sir. McCray twenty-two 
forty-seven. B Dock. Left at twenty-
three twenty-one.

LEWIS
You sure it was him?

ENTRY CLERK
His ID card was scanned both in and 
out. Gotta have that.

LEWIS
Where’s the container?
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ENTRY CLERK
Let’s see... it looks like it left 
overnight. Hanjin Seoul.

LEWIS
What’s the number for Hanjin?

The Clerk pounds on the keyboard. He grabs a paper and pen.

ENTRY CLERK
Here you go. 

Lewis’ cellphone vibrates. He answers.

LEWIS
Lewis.

CHIEF (V.O.)
Lewis. Port police just found a 
parked rig that matches McCray’s. 
Radio over and go take a look.

LEWIS
I’m on it.

EXT. PARKING LOT (NEAR APM TERMINAL) - DAY

A Tacoma PORT OFFICER waits next to the semi.

Lewis walks up. His eyes survey the scene.

LEWIS
What do ya got?

PORT OFFICER
It’s his truck. I called the 
brother already. He verified it.

LEWIS
Been inside yet?

PORT OFFICER
I was waitin’ on you.

LEWIS
Let’s get a prints team down here. 

INT. EVAN'S TRUCK - DAY - LATER

A NERDY DETECTIVE dusts the dash for prints. 

Lewis looks on from the passenger side.
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NERDY DETECTIVE
Pretty early to tell, but it looks 
like several sets of prints here. 
And we found these.

The Nerdy Detective slides two evidence baggies to Lewis.

Lewis grabs the two baggies.

One is the birthday card. The other, the cow candy bag. 

EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY - SAME

Lewis’ phone vibrates. He answers, again.

LEWIS
Lewis.

COUNTY SHERIFF (V.O.)
That little BNSF dick says your boy 
was here. Picked up a Han-gin 
container. 

LEWIS
Yeah. He made it here to the port. 

Lewis sighs.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
Thanks for your time, sheriff.

COUNTY SHERIFF (V.O.)
Anytime, Lewis. I gotta run, I’m up 
to my neck in this bullshit.

LEWIS
Don’t let any get in yer mouth.

COUNTY SHERIFF (V.O.)
Never do. Hey Lewis... good luck 
with your boy.

LEWIS
Yeah.

Lewis puts the phone back in his pocket. 

He holds up the crayon drawn birthday card. 

Lewis holds up the candy bag. He squints at the Hangul 
script.
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EXT. MCCRAY HOUSE - DAY

Lewis rings the doorbell on the well-kept, but older 
craftsman. 

Gina opens the door. Her eyes are puffy.

Tom walks up behind her.

Lewis holds up his badge for them to see.

LEWIS
Mrs. McCray, I’m Detective Lewis 
with the Pierce County Sheriff’s 
Department. May I come in?

Gina holds a hand over her mouth and opens the door.

INT. MCCRAY HOUSE - DAY

Pictures adorn the walls of the modest living room. They show 
the family in happy times. Evan’s military photos are 
sprinkled throughout.

Kids toys are scattered around the floor. 

Gina motions to the couch. 

GINA
(to Lewis)

Please sit. 

Lewis looks at Tom.

GINA (CONT’D)
Sorry, this is Evan’s brother, Tom.

The two men shake hands. 

LEWIS
Pleased to meet you both.

Lewis takes a seat on the couch. Gina sits in the chair as 
Tom stands behind.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
We have some information on Evan. 
He made the delivery to the 
terminal last night. His truck was 
found nearby at a parking lot.

Gina’s eyes fill with tears.
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She looks up to Tom and offers her hand.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
We found a homemade birthday card 
inside the cab.

GINA
That was from Cody. He made it.  

Cody walks into the living room, his toy ship in hand.

CODY
Mom... can I have fish?

Gina wipes the tears from her eyes.

GINA
Hold on, honey, I’ll get ‘em.

She darts to the pantry and removes a single-serving packet 
of Goldfish crackers. She tears it open and hands it to Cody.

Cody ditches the ship for the little orange devils.

Tom leans in to Lewis.

TOM
Was there anything else in the 
truck?

Lewis looks on at the young boy, then back to Tom.

LEWIS
They found a candy wrapper. Had 
some writing in a different 
language. Sound like something your 
brother would eat?

Cody munches away on the crackers.

GINA
Okay, honey. Go sit in your room. 
The grown-ups have to talk.

Cody walks down the hallway. 

TOM
I’ve never seen him with anything 
like that.

Gina returns to the easy chair. 

GINA
Like what?
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LEWIS
We found a candy bag in the cab 
with strange writing. 

GINA
Evan doesn’t eat candy. Not that 
I’ve ever seen anyway.

LEWIS
Does anybody ever go with him?

TOM
No. The ports don’t allow visitors.

Lewis sits back and slicks his hair back with his hands.

LEWIS
Is there anywhere Evan might have 
gone? Does he gamble or anything 
like that?

GINA
(starting to cry)

No. He promised to be home. I 
haven’t heard from him since he 
left for Spokane.

Lewis looks up at Tom.

TOM
Nowhere. It was out of the ordinary 
for us to make that run. But I know 
he was planning on being back.

Lewis shakes his head.

LEWIS
Well. We’ll keep investigating. If 
you hear from him, be sure to call 
me first.

GINA
What do you think happened? 

LEWIS
At this point, we don’t know much. 
I’m going to make some more calls. 
See what I can find out.

Cody reenters the living room. He climbs onto Gina’s lap.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
Hi, young man. What’s your name?
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CODY
(shyly)

Cody. Are we in twahble?

Gina closes her arms around the boy.

GINA
No, sweetie. Detective Lewis is 
here to help us.

CODY
Why?

Gina chokes back the tears. 

GINA
Something got lost and he can help 
us find it.

CODY
Is daddy coming home? He can help.

Gina starts to lose it, but keeps composure like a pro.

GINA
Come on honey, let’s go play a game 
with your uncle.

Gina lifts the boy onto the floor.

TOM
Come on, big guy. Let’s go get one 
out of the closet.

Gina escorts Lewis to the door.

GINA
Please, detective. Find him. 

LEWIS
We got the whole department looking 
for him, Mrs. McCray. He can’t be 
far.

INT. OFFICER MESS ROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

The Captain, Chief Mate and a few other MEN sit around the 
dining table. 

Bottles of Washington wine rest half empty next to the 
plates.
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CAPTAIN
(takes a swig of wine)

Ahh. Best part about this run. 

CHIEF MATE
Sir, has there been any word on if 
we can get into Osaka?

CAPTAIN
Can’t see why not.

CHIEF MATE
There have been reports of our 
ships having to rest idle at sea. 
Some ports are not allowing entry.

The Captain takes a bite of his gourmet meal. 

CAPTAIN
Fuck ‘em. If Osaka won’t take us, 
we just continue on to Seoul. The 
company can take their bloody ship 
back and send me my paycheck.

The men at the table exchange glances. 

CHIEF MATE
But Captain, if they’re not paying 
the ports....

The Captain slams his fork on the plate.

CAPTAIN
(menacing)

They’ll bloody pay. 

The Captain spits a fatty bite of meat onto his plate. 

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
Send the cook in.

The Chief Mate stands, exits. He returns seconds later 
with...

... the COOK, late 40’s, with a body that shows that he does 
not miss many meals.

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
What the hell is this?

The Captain grabs the chewed gristle and holds it up.
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COOK
Looks to me like the best part of a 
rib-eye.

The Captain pounds his fist on the table.

CAPTAIN
You feed this fatty shit to the 
other men. This room gets only the 
best cuts.

The Cook stares at his chef’s knife as he wipes it off with 
his apron.

COOK
I’ll make what the company gives 
me. Talk to them if you want 
better.

The Captain sits back in his chair. 

CAPTAIN
I think we need to do an inspection 
of our stores in the morning. Have 
the mini-reefers cleaned and ready 
by oh-eight-hundred.

What an asshole this guy is, that’s just after breakfast.

COOK
(cooly obedient)

Aye, sir. Will there be anything 
else?

CAPTAIN
(smug)

No. Leave us.

The Cook turns away. 

Desperate for a change in mood, the Chief Mate pours the 
Captain and himself another glass. 

CHIEF MATE
Sir, I also took the time to read 
the weather reports. Forecast 
models show a storm in the South 
China Sea at our scheduled arrival.

The Captain takes a long sip....

CAPTAIN
Weather changes. Those forecasters 
are only right about half the time.
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CHIEF MATE
I think it would be prudent to 
ready the men and emergency 
equipment after Osaka.

CAPTAIN
Do it. Now if you gentlemen will 
excuse me.

The Captain polishes off the rest of the glass.

He stands and slides his chair back. The rest of the men rise 
with him. 

CHIEF MATE
One more thing... the men are 
asking about payment. They are 
worried about their families.

The Captain smirks.

CAPTAIN
Tell the men not to worry. Plenty 
of ways to make a buck in this 
business.

INT. CAPTAIN’S ROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

The Captain opens the door.

Jae-Sang sits at his desk and plays knife game (five finger 
fillet) with a pocket knife. 

CAPTAIN
I thought I told you not to enter 
this room.

JAE-SANG
You chair is nice-es on ship.

The knife pounds away on the expensive desk.

CAPTAIN
Put that fuckin’ jackknife down.

Jae-Sang puts the knife down. 

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
What was your man doing awake? I 
thought you said he’d be out. 
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JAE-SANG
He is out, Skip. That one time 
only.

CAPTAIN
I don’t want any fucking problems 
out of you. You’re a guest on this 
ship, goddammit. Remember?

Jae-Sang stands and walks around the desk to get eye-to-eye 
with the Captain.

JAE-SANG
No guest, Skip. Partner. Remember?

CAPTAIN
Just make damn sure he doesn’t wake 
up before I get the rest of my 
money. 

The Captain gets nose-to-nose with Jae-Sang.

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
Don’t make me call her.

Jae-Sang laughs as he walks to the door. 

JAE-SANG
Come see, Skip!

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Jae-Sang and the Captain stand in the doorway. 

Evan lies still on the bed, dead to the world, no longer in 
restraints. 

An IV bag is connected to his arm.

The Captain clenches his jaw.

Jae-Sang walks over to the IV and jiggles the tube.

JAE-SANG
See, Skip. Nothing to worry about. 
Easy-es money you ever make.

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT - DAY

A bag of Lotte Malang candy flies through the air and lands 
with a thud on Lewis’ desk. 
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Detective Molina taps his foot as he waits next to the desk.

Lewis talks into the phone.

LEWIS
I appreciate the call. Thanks for 
checking.

Lewis hangs up and looks at the bag on his desk.

MOLINA
Korean. I looked it up.

Lewis grabs the bag.

MOLINA (CONT’D)
Showed it to the clerk at the H-
Mart. She gave me a bag. Who was on 
the phone?

LEWIS
Hanjin. Ship is underway, 
everything’s fine. 

MOLINA
Think the guy just split?  

LEWIS
Not this guy. His wife said he was 
coming home. I have no reason to 
believe otherwise.

MOLINA
Check the strip club? I mean it was 
his birthday after all.

Lewis gives Molina the look your mom gave you when you said 
dumb shit as a kid.

LEWIS
I had the brother come down for 
prints. It was only his and Evan’s 
in the truck.  

MOLINA
Well, I’ll circulate his info 
through the departments. You going 
to talk to the chief?

LEWIS
Yeah. 
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MOLINA
I got to get back to work. Task 
Force sent me another internet ad 
this morning. 

LEWIS
How old?

MOLINA
This one’s seventeen. Her ad says 
twenty-two.

LEWIS
Let me know what you find out.

Molina walks off. Lewis opens the bag. Pops one of the 
candies in his mouth. It exits as quickly as it enters.

Lewis grabs the spit-covered candy and fires it at Molina 
like a pitcher hurls a fastball.

Lewis sighs as he leans back in his chair.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
(to self)

Where the hell ya at, Evan?

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Rain pounds on the porthole. 

Evan lies motionless.

EXT. BEACH - NIGHT - EVAN’S DREAM

Gunfire erupts in almost complete darkness.

A group of SOLDIERS sprint toward a CRRC (Combat Rubber 
Raiding Craft) that bobs in the water. 

They pause and return the gunfire with their M4 rifles.

EVAN
Get in!

The soldiers slip and fall into the vessel.

Evan kneels onto the sand. He raises his rifle and fires a 
three-round burst at a silhouette of a figure on the beach. 

The figure drops.
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Evan makes a quick count of his men.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Ooh-rah, boys!

Evan fires up the CRRC’s motor. He jams the twist throttle to 
full power. 

The CRRC races away into the black horizon.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan’s eyelids flutter in R.E.M. sleep.

EXT. KANDAHAR, AFGHANISTAN - DAY - EVAN’S DREAM

Thousands of poppies dance in the field as the wind blows 
through the harsh valley. Dry, barren hills rise from the 
earth in the distance.

The late afternoon sun casts a glow upon Evan’s hand as it 
touches the soft, pink flowers.

A radio crackles.

Ten soldiers in combat gear wade through the chest high, pre-
heroin blossoms. Rifles at the ready.

One of the soldiers, PEREZ, 22, walks next to Evan.

PEREZ
Beautiful, isn’t it, sir?

Evan touches one of the flowers.

EVAN
Like walkin’ through a goldmine.

In the distance a FARMER, looks 70, but is probably 45, runs 
through the field.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Hold it. 

Evan points at the Farmer.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Get eyes on him!

Perez raises his rifle to eye level. 
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PEREZ
I got him, sir. Rifle!

EVAN
Light one off.

Perez tilts his rifle vertical and fires a single shot in the 
air. 

The Farmer stops. He spins and points his rifle in the 
soldiers’ direction.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Drop him.

Perez fires a single shot that cuts down the Farmer.

A YOUNG BOY runs out into the field. He kneels beside the 
Farmer as tears stream down his cheeks.

The Farmer coughs up blood as the life leaves his eyes.

EXT. JUICY BAR - NIGHT

SUPER: “SEOUL - DAYS LATER”

Rhythmic beats from techno music thump as a small group of 
scantily-clad GIRLS dance outside the dim nightclub. 

U.S. SERVICE MEN walk up and down the street as the girls beg 
them to come inside.

INT. JUICY BAR - NIGHT

A drunken SERVICE MAN, 20’s, enters with two of the DANCING 
GIRLS, late teens, one on each arm. 

The three of them walk straight to the BARTENDER, 40’s, 
matronly. 

SERVICE MAN
We need a table!

BARTENDER
(to the girls in Korean; 
subtitled in English)

Take his drunk ass to the round 
table in the corner.

She walks behind them as the Dancing Girls fondle his crotch.
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BARTENDER (CONT’D)
Right away, sir. These are two of 
my best. Anything to drink?

SERVICE MAN
More... (hic)... Soju.

The Bartender grabs the wicked green bottle from the fridge.

The Dancing Girls continue with their foreplay.

EXT. JUICY BAR - REAR ENTRANCE - NIGHT

A black SUV comes to an abrupt stop. Hyeong slides out of the 
drivers door. He opens the rear door of the SUV. 

Seo-Yeon and Saja emerge from the SUV.

Saja carries a small cooler in his left hand. 

INT. JUICY BAR - NIGHT

A bottle of Soju sweats on a serving tray.

Hyeong approaches the bar from the back hallway.

The Bartender glances over to see him. 

She wipes her hands with a towel.

HYEONG
(in Korean; subtitled)

Boss wants to speak with you.

INT. JUICY BAR - OFFICE - NIGHT

Seo-Yeon sits at a desk. She thumbs through photos of young 
women -- not one of them over 25 years old. 

Hyeong and the Bartender enter.

(NOTE: The dialogue in this scene is spoken in Korean and is 
subtitled in English.)

BARTENDER
Seo-Yeon... so nice to see you this 
evening. You look beautiful.

SEO-YEON
How is my business?
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BARTENDER
Thanks to the G.I.’s, we have many 
girls working every night. 

SEO-YEON
And my shipments? Are they being 
moved?

BARTENDER
Yes, ma’am. We have the usual 
distributors moving your product.

SEO-YEON
Good.

Seo-Yeon takes a photo from the pile and holds it up. A 
demure YOUNG GIRL, 15, Indian, is pictured.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Tell me about this one. I 
understand she tried to return to 
the land of the Buddha. An actress, 
I suppose.

The Bartender shifts her stance. 

BARTENDER
She has been dealt with, madam. We 
have her under control.

SEO-YEON
I wish to see for myself. Show me 
where you are keeping her.

BARTENDER
(uncomfortably)

I assure you, ma’am, she won’t try 
anything again.

SEO-YEON
I know.

INT. JUICY BAR - STORAGE ROOM - NIGHT  

The fluorescent light flickers to life. 

It illuminates Young Girl, handcuffed to a drain pipe.

Seo-Yeon bends down and caresses Young Girl’s hair.

Young Girl shivers with fear.
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SEO-YEON
Now, now... so pretty. Tell me why 
you would want to run out on us?

YOUNG GIRL
(whimpering)

I just want to be an actress.

Seo-Yeon caresses Young Girl’s beaten face.

SEO-YEON
An actress... well. You can be an 
actress right here every night.

YOUNG GIRL
Please, ma’am. I swear, I won’t 
run. 

SEO-YEON
Shhhh. I know. I know. You won’t 
have the guts for it. 

YOUNG GIRL
I’m sorry. Please forgive me.

Seo-Yeon traces Young Girl’s lips with her index finger.

SEO-YEON
So pure. Like a spring lamb.

Seo-Yeon stands and faces the Bartender. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Back to the office.

Saja stands in the doorway. He flips back one side of his 
coat. His hammer hangs from a sling on his hip. 

INT. JUICY BAR - OFFICE - NIGHT

SEO-YEON
There will be more shipments 
arriving over the next few weeks. 
See to it that they are handled 
accordingly. 

The Bartender trembles and says nothing.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
No more runaways either. Now open 
the safe.
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The Bartender spins the dial and removes several bank 
envelopes. She opens each one to reveal the cash contents. 

Hyeong inspects each of them with the exactness of a pawn 
broker.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
(to Hyeong)

Correct?

Hyeong nods.

Seo-Yeon glances at the clock on the desk. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
(to the bartender)

Time to get back to work.

Saja enters the room with a towel in one hand and the cooler 
in the other. 

He slams the cooler on the desk and wipes his bloody fingers 
clean with the towel. 

Seo-Yeon’s hand hovers over the cooler.

A tear runs down the Bartender’s cheek.

END OF SUBTITLES

INT. HIGH-RISE APARTMENT - DAY

Clean, white, sparse.

It looks like one of those fancy modern joints where a rich 
couple with no kids would live.

A COP, 29, escorts a KOREAN PROSTITUTE, 17, out in handcuffs.

INT. HIGH-RISE APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAY

On the bed sits a RICH GUY, 40’s, caucasian. He wears a very 
expensive suit and suede shoes.

Detectives Lewis and Molina hover over Rich Guy. 

LEWIS
How many you got workin’ for you?

Rich Guy does not respond. He just stares at his feet.
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LEWIS (CONT’D)
This your phone? Mind if we take a 
look? 

Molina grabs Rich Guy’s hand, presses his thumb into the 
round button to unlock the phone. 

LEWIS (CONT’D)
Hmmm... let’s see. Random number... 
”Yo. Price is three bills for an 
hour, one fifty for a q.v.” Q.V.? 
Quick visit, right?

Rich Guy continues his best Chief Bromden impression. 

MOLINA
You might want to start talkin’, 
butt leaf. You’re looking at some 
serious time.

RICH GUY
You guys don’t have shit. 

Lewis leans in.

LEWIS
Between your internet history and 
phone data, we got plenty.

Lewis holds the cellphone to Rich Guy’s face.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
See that number? That’s mine. Now, 
something tells me you’re a part of 
The League. Which means you ain’t 
alone. Who are the others?

RICH GUY
Ain’t fuckin’ talkin’ to you.

LEWIS
Well... I guess we’ll just take you 
to county then. I got a couple of 
fellas down there right now who 
would be pretty interested to know 
what you’ve been up to. 

MOLINA
What’s that one guy’s name?

LEWIS
Who, Kenneth? Oh I don’t think 
he’ll like you too much. See, he’s 
a pimp too. 

(MORE)
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And just like any other 
businessman, he doesn’t care for 
competition. Maybe you boys can 
talk about that.  

MOLINA
Let’s go.

RICH GUY
Wait. 

Lewis and Molina do. 

RICH GUY (CONT’D)
I want protection. 

LEWIS
Don’t worry, I’ll give you some 
condoms. I’m sure the guards will 
understand. Come on.

RICH GUY
Wait, please. I can’t go in there.

MOLINA
Then you better tell us all there 
is. Let’s start with where you got 
them girls. They seem a little 
Asiany.

Rich Guy opens his mouth, but no words come out.

LEWIS
Fuck it. We’ll just talk to them. 
You know, through a translator.

Molina stands Rich Guy up.

Lewis starts to walk out.

RICH GUY
They’re Korean. 

LEWIS
What’s that?

RICH GUY
From Korea. We bring them over. 

MOLINA
Who’s we? 

RICH GUY
They’ll kill me.

LEWIS (CONT'D)
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LEWIS
I’d be more worried about Kenneth.

RICH GUY
You don’t get it. It’s bigger than 
you. They’re everywhere. Drugs... 
girls. These people are animals.

MOLINA
What about you, fuck head? You 
peddle little girls for money. 

RICH GUY
That’s just business. With these 
people, it’s more.

LEWIS
What are you talking about? C’mon 
man, we’ll keep you safe.

RICH GUY
You can’t. They’ll find me. You 
don’t know them.

LEWIS
Wait here a minute.

Lewis and Molina leave Rich Guy on the bed and step out.

INT. HIGH-RISE APARTMENT - LIVING ROOM - DAY

MOLINA
Where you want to take him?

LEWIS
Let’s put him in the station. 

MOLINA
Think he’s telling the truth? 

LEWIS
His pants are wet. How many guys 
you seen take a piss in a thousand-
dollar suit?

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT - DAYS LATER

The deflated IV bag hangs limp from the stand. The empty hose 
is still connected to Evan’s arm.

The ship sways side-to-side as rain beats down on the 
porthole.
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Evan emits a low moan. His eyelids flutter.

His eyes open and follow the syringe to the tube to the bag.

EVAN
Huh.

INT. MESS ROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Jae-Sang laughs as he slams his cards down on the table. 

The other members of this poker party, the non-officer types 
or SEAMEN, throw their cards down in disgust. 

Beer cans litter the table. 

JAE-SANG
Full house. That three games now! 

The Seamen grumble as Jae-Sang pulls his chips in.

Dongsaeng looks on as a wallflower and not the delicate kind. 

The ABLE SEAMAN, 40, flashes Dongsaeng a sideways glance. 

Lucky for him, Dongsaeng is too busy supervising to notice.

Able Seaman looks back at his beer.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan slides the needle from his arm. He applies pressure on 
the puncture hole with a bed sheet as he sits up.

He scans the room for any sign of life. He’s alone.

He spins his feet over the side of the bed and stands. 

Still groggy, but balanced. He checks his arm. No blood.

INT. MESS HALL/SHIP - NIGHT

Dongsaeng leans into Jae-Sang and whispers in his ear.

JAE-SANG
You not my mom. I’m on a heater. 
You see?

Dongsaeng leans back in. Whispers once more.

60.



JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
(swigging a beer)

You go. I’m busy.

Dongsaeng cracks his knuckles as he stands and backs up.

Jae-Sang dismisses Dongsaeng with a flick of the wrist.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan rummages through the drawers and cabinets. 

He scrambles faster as the steps get closer. 

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - NIGHT

Dongsaeng lumbers along the corridor. 

His footsteps echo off the walls.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan stops. He hears what’s on the way. He glides back into 
the bed and pulls the hose back toward his arm.

He lies flat and closes his eyes.

The door opens. 

Dongsaeng leans in -- eyeballs the empty IV bag. 

Evan lies motionless.

Dongsaeng moves his massive frame closer to the bag. Sees 
it’s empty. 

Dongsaeng reaches under the bed for a full bag.

Sshhk... or whatever noise it makes when someone stabs a 
needle into someone else’s neck. Regardless, this is what 
happens. 

But it doesn’t do the trick. 

Dongsaeng spins, throws his heavy frame onto Evan. 

Evan groans under the weight.

Dongsaeng scrambles to choke Evan. 
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Evan twists, grabs the needle and jams it a few more times 
into Dongsaeng’s neck. 

Dongsaeng goes limp. 

Blood makes a goddamn mess of the bed. 

Evan struggles under the weight of this beast. He slips out 
from underneath.

Faster now.

Evan wipes the blood from his face with the sheet.

He looks down. His shirt is covered in blood.

Evan runs to the sink and washes his hands off. 

Dongsaeng lies prostrate on the bed. He’s done.

Evan pats Dongsaeng down and finds a gun tucked in his waist.

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - NIGHT

The stateroom door opens. Evan sticks his head out. No sign 
of life except for the low drone of the engines.

Hallway, stairway, which way?

Evan opens the stairway door and runs in.

INT. STAIRWAY/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan runs down the metal stairs. One, two flights. 

He gambles.

He opens the door and peeks into the hallway. 

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan creeps along the walls. Gun ready.

He hears laughter. 

Evan pauses. It’s the men in the mess hall. He turns and 
scampers the other way.

Voices now. It sounds like the men are coming out of the 
room. 
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Evan quickens his pace. He looks for a room to duck in to.

The hallway leads him straight to....

INT. GALLEY/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan rushes behind the counter and crouches down. 

The QUARTERMASTER, 35, and Able Seaman careen around the 
corner to the garbage cans. 

They dump their spent beer cans in the receptacle. 

Evan tightens his grip on the pistol. 

QUARTERMASTER
Fuckin’ tourist, takin’ all my 
money.

ABLE SEAMAN
There’s always next time.

QUARTERMASTER
And the big fucker with him. I’m 
scared to say shit with him around.

ABLE SEAMAN
It’s the other guy. His laugh ain’t 
right.

The two men grumble on as they exit.

Evan breathes a low sigh of relief. 

He slides toward the closet.

He takes a seat inside and closes the door.

INT. STATEROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Jae-Sang stumbles in and sees Dongsaeng in a bloody pool on 
the bed.

Panic.

JAE-SANG
What the fuck?

He jumps back out of the room and closes the door.
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INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - NIGHT

Jae-Sang stops in front of the Captain’s Room. He knocks.

The Captain throws open the door. 

CAPTAIN
What the bloody hell you want?

JAE-SANG
He’s gone! He kill the big-boy!

INT. CAPTAIN'S ROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

The Captain pulls Jae-Sang inside.

CAPTAIN
You told me no fuckin’ problems.

JAE-SANG
I don’t know, Skip! He was out!

CAPTAIN
(angrily)

Now there is a man loose on my 
ship. You fucking idiot.

The Captain points his finger in Jae-Sang’s face.

Jae-Sang cowers like a scolded dog.

CAPTAIN (CONT’D)
You find him. I’ll alert the Chief 
Mate to conduct a search for a 
stowaway.

INT. GALLEY/SHIP - NIGHT

The Cook stumbles by his six burner range and checks his 
watch. 

He sighs.

He walks over to the supply closet and opens the door.

As the Cook grabs his apron from the hanger, he sees smeared 
blood on the floor. 

From behind him... click.

The Cook raises his hands. He knows that noise.
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Evan points the pistol at the back of the Cook’s head.

EVAN
Who are you?

COOK
(nervously)

The Cook. Just take it easy man.

EVAN
What ship am I on?

COOK
Hanjin Seoul. You a stow?

EVAN
No... I’ve been kidnapped. Couple 
Asian fellas kept me drugged 
upstairs. You in on it?

The Cook shakes his head no in fright.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Well the captain is. He and the 
skinny Asian.

COOK
Doesn’t surprise me. What about the 
big guy. 

The Cook turns to face Evan and sees the bloody shirt.

COOK (CONT’D)
Oh. Mind if I lower my hands?

The Cook begins to lower them. 

EVAN
Keep ‘em up! You tellin’ me you 
don’t know nothin’ about this?

COOK
Man, I swear. I thought those guys 
were just tourists. 

EVAN
They ain’t tourists.

The two men stare at each other in silence for a moment. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
I need food. 
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COOK
You found the right guy for that.

Evan de-cocks the hammer. He lowers the pistol. 

EVAN
You got a place to hide?

COOK
Follow me.

INT. COOK’S ROOM/SHIP - NIGHT

Evan downs a glass of water and takes a few bites of 
crackers. This place is a veritable trove of junk food. Each 
box is packed and stacked like an Amazon warehouse.

The Cook sneaks a glance at Evan’s tattoos.

COOK
You in the service?

EVAN
Used to be. Force Recon in the 
Marine Corps. 

Evan devours the crackers.

EVAN (CONT’D)
(nodding)

You?

COOK
Retired Navy. Got to see the world 
from behind the fry pan. Now this 
after I got out. Way I figure it, 
I’ve been at sea over half my life.

Evan continues to stuff his mouth with food.

EVAN
Musta been tough?

COOK
Ah, you get used to it. Leave’s 
pretty good. Never had time to make 
a family though.

The Cook fiddles with a bag of chips.

COOK (CONT’D)
How ‘bout you? See you’re married.
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EVAN
Wife and a young boy. It’s been 
hard, I ain’t been there much. 
She’s pretty much raised him.

COOK
Still plenty of time for you.

EVAN
I still got these assholes to deal 
with. 

COOK
Looks like you can handle ‘em.

The Cook nods at Evans bloody shirt.

EVAN
I don’t do this anymore.

Evan stares at the porthole with melancholic longing.

COOK
How’d you get kidnapped?

EVAN
They hijacked my rig. Filled the 
container with god knows what and 
kept me at gunpoint while I drove  
all the way to the port. 

COOK
Shit.

EVAN
After the drop, we stopped. They 
got a lady boss, she, I don’t know, 
kissed me. I pushed back, the 
others grabbed me and that’s the 
last thing I remember before waking 
up here lashed to a bed. I’ve been 
in and out for god knows how long 
hooked up to an IV. Bag ran dry and 
here we are. 

COOK
Sounds like you had no choice. 

EVAN
I need to get off this ship. I need 
to get home.
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COOK
We’re a day’n a half maybe two from 
Seoul. I can sneak you off then. 

EVAN
We have bases in Seoul. 

COOK
Should work. In the meantime we 
gotta keep you outta sight.

The ship rocks back and forth. Harder.

COOK (CONT’D)
Feel that? They’ll be busy. We’ll 
pull into port when we’re through.

EVAN
Then what?

COOK
You leave that to me.

EXT. OCEAN - DAY

The container ship leaves the East China Sea and enters the 
Yellow Sea. Jeju Island passes to starboard. The sea is 
rougher now. Thirty foot waves pound the bow of the vessel 
and cause it to pitch up, down and all around.

INT. BRIDGE/SHIP - DAY

The Chief Mate studies a weather report and moves over to the 
Captain who studies the sea.

CHIEF MATE
Forecast says the storm is to 
continue for another six hours.

CAPTAIN
Tell the men I want no unnecessary 
movement outdoors.

CHIEF MATE
Right away, sir. 

CAPTAIN
Have the Second Mate and the Bosun 
continue their search of the 
staterooms. 
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CHIEF MATE
Aye, sir.

INT. COOK'S ROOM/SHIP - DAY

The Cook throws Evan a pair of orange coveralls.

COOK
Try those on. 

Evan struggles to stand as the ship lists back and forth. 

The loose items in the room roll around on the floor.

COOK (CONT’D)
You’ll blend in with the others. 

Evan examines his new attire in the mirror. 

COOK (CONT’D)
I have to go check on my galley. 

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

The Cook lumbers down the narrow corridor to the mess hall. 

The SECOND MATE, 30’s, and Bosun stare at a clipboard. Both 
of them fight to stand upright.

SECOND MATE
(to the Bosun)

Cap’n wants us to continue the 
search for the stow. We’ll start 
with the rooms on E deck. 

The Cook continues past them. He quickens his pace and comes 
to a stop around the corner. 

SECOND MATE (CONT’D)
We’ll work our way down to D and C.

The Second Mate and Bosun move inside the stairway.

The Cook rushes back to his stateroom. 

INT. COOK'S ROOM/SHIP - DAY

The Cook flies in and slams the door behind him. 

COOK
We gotta move!
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EVAN
Why?

COOK
I overheard them in the mess. 
They’re searching for a stow.

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

Evan and the Cook emerge from the room. 

Evan slides a white workers helmet onto his head.

COOK
Walk five feet behind me. We’re 
going to the galley. Just keep your 
head down.

They brace themselves against the sides of the hallway. This 
giant rollercoaster rocks even harder.

EVAN
Wait!

COOK
What?

EVAN
The gun.

COOK
Forget it. Let’s go!

INT. GALLEY/SHIP - DAY

The Cook rushes Evan over to the supply closet. 

COOK
Get in!

Evan springs in.

Just as the door shuts, Jae-Sang slithers into the room like 
a demonic snake.

JAE-SANG
You got food? 

The Cook freezes. He scrambles for words.

70.



COOK
I... I can’t cook until the storm 
is over. Captain’s orders.

JAE-SANG
What in the closet? You have snack 
food right?

Jae-Sang rubs his imaginary oversized belly.

COOK
(nervously)

No... I.

JAE-SANG
Let me see.

The Cook presses his large frame in front of the door. 

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Move.

Jae-Sang tries to edge past the Cook. 

The Cook ain’t havin’ it. The Cook grabs Jae-Sang, pushes him 
against the stove. 

The two men struggle like WWE wrestlers in the ring.

Jae-Sang falls to the floor. 

The Cook yanks open a drawer and pulls out a bona-fide chef’s 
knife. 

Jae-Sang skins his silenced pistol.

The two square off....

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Open up tha closet fat man.

COOK
Why don’t you go back to your room? 
We’ll forget this whole thing.

Jae-Sang eyes the knife in the Cook’s hand.

JAE-SANG
You know, I always like that movie. 
Untouchables.

The Cook wiggles the blade in his bear paw.
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JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
(smiling)

You don’t even look E-tal-e-an.

Pfft! Pfft!

Jae-Sang puts two slugs into the Cook’s belly. 

The Cook grabs the counter top with one hand, his belly with 
the other. He slips to the floor.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Not even you belly can stop those.

Jae-Sang delivers the coup de grace with one to the head.

He turns to the closet....

The door flies open. Evan leaps out and swings a broom like 
it’s a Louisville Slugger. 

Evan lands a major league blow on Jae-Sang’s shoulder. 

Jae-Sang crashes to the deck, but he’s still alive. 

He spins and raises the pistol straight out in front of him.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Been looking for you, Chingu! 

INT. STAIRWAY/SHIP - DAY

Jae-Sang presses the business end of the pistol into Evan. 

They death march their way up painted metal steps. 

JAE-SANG
You make a lot of mess, dood. Boss 
lady gonna be pissed.

EVAN
Yeah? Why’s that?

JAE-SANG
For adding to her trouble. 

EVAN
She shoulda considered that before 
putting me on this ship.

JAE-SANG
Oh... she did. 
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They come to E deck.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
In here, dood.

Evan reaches for the door. 

Boom!

The ship pitches and lists as it’s hit from a giant wave.

Evan spins, upends Jae-Sang with a sweep and throw that the 
Muay Thai guys are famous for.

Jae-Sang rattles down the stairs like the snake he is.

Evan opens the door and runs into the....

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

Evan pants. He runs the best he can as the ship rocks. 

He stops in front of a placard that shows the emergency 
instructions and lifeboat location.

Pfft! Jae-Sang fires a bullet. It whizzes past Evan’s head.

JAE-SANG
Where you go?! You on a boat dood!

Evan runs away in a seriously vomit inducing game of cat and 
mouse. Dramamine doesn’t sell stuff strong enough for this.

Evan ducks into the stairway. 

EXT. WALKWAY/SHIP - AFT - DAY 

Storm waves pound the ship. Every inch is soaked as sea water 
sloshes on the surface. 

Evan forces the door open and falls onto the handrail. He 
holds on with a kung-fu grip. He braces himself behind a 
partition and waits.

The wind and rain punish him.

Jae-Sang rushes out of the doorway.

JAE-SANG
Chingu!

Jae-Sang slips and slides his way toward the aft of the ship.
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Evan’s fist connects with Jae-Sang’s face. 

The blow sends Jae-Sang to the deck. His gun flies out of his 
hand and clanks against the partition.

Evan leaps for the pistol. He levels it at Jae-Sang.

JAE-SANG (CONT’D)
Don shoot, dood! I you friend.

Evan tucks the pistol into his jumpsuit. He grabs the rail 
and pulls himself aft.

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

The Bosun saunters out of the stairway. The door that leads 
outside slams shut.

BOSUN
What the...?

He rushes to the exterior door.

EXT. WALKWAY/SHIP - DAY

The Bosun forces the door open and leans out. He looks aft 
and sees Jae-Sang and Evan.

BOSUN
Hey! Wait!

His shouts are pointless over the noise of the wind and rain. 

Jae-Sang leaps up and pounces on Evan. 

The two men fight against each other and the elements.

JAE-SANG
You gonna pay, Chingu!

Evan locks Jae-Sang in a grapple. He spins and thrusts Jae-
Sang over the rail into the deep blue.

EVAN
Send me the bill.

Evan’s eyes are filled a mixture of rancor and relief as he 
pulls himself along the rail toward the stern.
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INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

The Bosun jumps back in. He grabs his radio.

BOSUN
(into radio)

Man overboard port side!

INT. SHIP'S BRIDGE - DAY

The Captain and Chief Mate exchange concerned glances.

CAPTAIN
Sound the alarm! Release the MOB!

The Chief Mate mashes the button to release the MOB (man 
overboard marker).

EXT. SHIP'S BRIDGE - DAY

The marker flies from the Bridge wing. Smoke shoots from its 
top as it splashes into the sea.

INT. SHIP'S BRIDGE - DAY

The Captain reaches for the radio. 

INT. HALLWAY/SHIP - DAY

CAPTAIN (V.O.)
Which crew member?

BOSUN
(into radio)

No crew. The skinny Asian was 
thrown over by some guy. He’s 
heading aft!

CAPTAIN (V.O.)
Follow him!!

EXT. WALKWAY/SHIP - DAY

Evan trudges his way to the stern. 

The Bosun hustles out of the aft doorway. He sees Evan.

BOSUN
Wait!
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Evan runs up the staircase that leads to the....

EXT. FREEFALL LIFEBOAT - DAY

Evan struggles to open the rear hatch. The wind helps hold it 
shut. He opens it just wide enough and falls in.  

INT. FREEFALL LIFEBOAT - DAY

Evan reaches up and seals the hatch behind him. 

He straps himself in the drivers seat.

EVAN
(searching)

Come on, come on, come on! Where?

He sees it. The handle sticks up to his right. 

He pulls it like one would an e-brake on an older car. Once 
isn’t enough. He pushes it back down. 

Up, down, up, down, up, down, up, down....

Boom! 

EXT. STERN/SHIP - DAY

The lifeboat falls from its nest like a baby bird who’s not 
ready to fly. 

The Bosun’s jaw drops.

The lifeboat splashes hard into the sea and disappears into 
the waves and rain.

INT. BRIDGE/SHIP - DAY

Alarm bells chime. 

Indicator lights on the console flash like Christmas tree 
bulbs.

CHIEF MATE
Sir! The lifeboat!

The Captain runs to see the alarm.
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CAPTAIN
Is the Search and Rescue 
Transponder on?!

CHIEF MATE
Affirmative!

The Captain lunges over to the window for a look.

CAPTAIN
Track it on radar. Goddamnit!

INT. FREEFALL LIFEBOAT - DAY

Evan shakes off the stun from the fall. He scrambles to fire 
up the lifeboat’s diesel motor. 

The little vessel pitches and rolls in the heavy sea.

The chart plotter comes to life and shows his position.

Evan points to the screen.

EVAN
Here.

He pushes the throttle up and engages the autopilot. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Right into the beach.

Evan glances out the porthole at the massive ship.

A smirk appears on his face. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Surf’s up.

He sits back and braces himself against the seat.

INT. BRIDGE/SHIP - DAY

CHIEF MATE
Lifeboat heading away... zero-one-
zero at fifteen knots.

BOSUN (V.O.)
(from the radio)

It was the stow!
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CAPTAIN
Keep tracking. He’s a day out from 
Korea, but I doubt he’ll make it.

CHIEF MATE
What about the man overboard?!

CAPTAIN
Fuck him. Just keep fightin’ 
through this shit. 

The Captain rushes to leave the Bridge.

CHIEF MATE
Sir! Where are you going?!

CAPTAIN
I have to make a call.

INT. FREEFALL LIFEBOAT - NIGHT

Evan stares at the chart plotter screen.

ON THE SCREEN

“The moving map shows the lifeboat’s position relative to 
land.”

BACK TO EVAN

EVAN
Ooh-rah boys... let’s go home.

Evan’s bangs his fist on the ceiling of the lifeboat.

MONTAGE - EVAN’S LIFEBOAT RIDE

-- Evan sleeps in the seat.

-- He awakes and stretches.

-- He finds an MRE pack and devours its contents.

-- He sleeps again with MRE wrappers in his lap.

END MONTAGE

EXT. OCEAN - NIGHT

The lifeboat thrashes in the waves as it sails toward land. 
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INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - DAY

Water pours into a styrofoam cup that rests on the table. 

The Korean Prostitute, from the apartment, reaches down and 
brings the cup to her lips. A female INTERPRETER, 40’s, 
Korean, sits idle right next to her.

Lewis and Molina shift in their seats across the table.   

INTERPRETER
She needs a moment.

Korean Prostitute reaches for a tissue. Not for her eyes, but 
instead wipes the corners of her mouth.

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
I speak for mysef.

LEWIS
Can you tell us how many per day?

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
Sometime one, sometime ten. Depen.

LEWIS
Is the man who we found you with 
your pimp?

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
Yes.

MOLINA
Would you say he’s your boss?

Korean Prostitute thinks about this for a moment. She looks 
at the Interpreter. The Interpreter stares back. 

LEWIS
It’s okay. You won’t be in trouble.

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
He no boss. Seo-Yeon... tha boss.

Lewis rifles through his folder of papers. He grabs one and 
holds it up. 

LEWIS
Is that Seo-Yeon Park? We found the 
number in your pimp’s phone. 

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
I don know. I think so. She tha 
one.
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Korean Prostitute stares back with fearful eyes.

LEWIS
Did she hurt you?

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
She take me away. She bring me here 
on ship. Make me do... this.

Lewis flashes her a gaze filled with sorrow.

LEWIS
Not anymore. 

Korean Prostitute hangs her head.

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
How you say? They fine me!

MOLINA
No, we can arrange to take you back 
to your family. You’ll be safe.

Korean Prostitute gets agitated. She leaps out of her chair.

KOREAN PROSTITUTE
You don know! They take me! They 
take me! Wan me to feel it!!

Korean Prostitute grabs the table and thrusts her head down 
onto the hard surface. She bashes her forehead over and over 
again. Blood smears the table as she screams. 

KOREAN PROSTITUTE (CONT’D)
Haaaaaan! Haaaaaan!

Lewis and Molina rush to grab her. 

She crumples into their arms. 

INT. HOLDING CELL - DAY

Lewis and Molina rush in. 

Rich Guy sits on a bench behind bars.

LEWIS
What the fuck do you know about Seo-
Yeon Park? Don’t even think about 
lying to me!

Rich Guy stands up and walks over to the bars. 
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RICH GUY
If the devil had a daughter, it’d 
be her.

MOLINA
You need to do better than that 
fucker. We can send you down to 
county in a snap.

RICH GUY
You assholes. I told you already. 
I’m a dead man. You can’t keep me 
safe. She’ll want a piece of me.

Lewis runs his fingers through his hair.

LEWIS
What do you know about Han?

Rich Guy leans in and grabs the bars. He laughs.

RICH GUY
The Han?! It’s some shit the 
Koreans always talk about. How the 
fuck you know about that? 

MOLINA
That little girl you had just about 
damn near bashed in her own skull 
screaming on about it.

RICH GUY
Doesn’t surprise me. She’s a good 
screamer.

Lewis grabs Rich Guy through the bars. 

LEWIS
Cut the shit! What the fuck is 
this?

Rich Guy chokes and squirms against the bars.

RICH GUY
The Han owns them... all of them. 
The Koreans, they feel it. Always!

LEWIS
Keep going dickhead or I’ll make 
sure your ass feels like a piñata. 

RICH GUY
I don’t know! But they told me they 
do what they do because of it. 

(MORE)
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They’re getting funding for their 
revenge or some shit. Let me go!

Molina rushes in and grabs Lewis.

MOLINA
Come on man! He’s not worth it.

Lewis loosens his grip. Rich Guy falls back coughing.

RICH GUY
You won’t find her. You guys think 
you know so much. One hooker is 
just the tip of the iceberg.

LEWIS
Molina. Have him sent to county. He 
can talk about the tips of things 
down there with those guys.

Rich Guy runs to the bars. 

RICH GUY
You can’t do this! I told you!

Lewis and Molina turn to leave.

RICH GUY (CONT’D)
Wait! Wait! Stop!

Lewis turns.

RICH GUY (CONT’D)
The containers! 

Rich Guy’s chest heaves up and down.

LEWIS
What about ‘em?

Rich Guy massages his neck.

RICH GUY
That’s their business. Everything 
gets moved that way! They take 
drugs to Korea and sell ‘em in the 
bars. 

Lewis saunters back to the bars.

LEWIS
What else?

RICH GUY (CONT'D)
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RICH GUY
Girls! They have girls there and 
here. She once told me....

QUICK FLASHBACK

Seo-Yeon whispers into Rich Guy’s ear as he sits in a chair.

RICH GUY (V.O.)
The problem with drugs is you can 
only sell them once. But girls, you 
can sell them over and over again.

BACK TO SCENE

LEWIS
Thanks for the tip. Send our 
regards to Kenneth.

Lewis and Molina walk out of the cell. Rich Guy screams from 
behind them.

RICH GUY
No! Wait! You can’t do this!

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT - DAY

Lewis and Molina rush down the hallway toward Lewis’ desk.

CHIEF (O.S.)
Lewis! Molina! Get your asses in 
here!

INT. CHIEF'S OFFICE - DAY

Lewis and Molina sit in two very uncomfortable chairs.

Chief paces behind his desk.

CHIEF
Lewis... what the fuck are you two 
doin’ that made me have to deal 
with the EMT’s and a bloody hooker 
with her face smashed in?

MOLINA
Chief, she....

CHIEF
(interrupting)

Is your name Lewis?! 
(MORE)
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Don’t give me another reason to 
bust your ass back, Molina.

Molina sits back in his seat like a scolded child.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
(to Lewis)

You were sayin’.

LEWIS
She did that to herself, sir. She 
started on about...

Chief lunges across the desk at Lewis.

CHIEF
(interrupting)

About what, Lewis?! You two are 
supposed to protect her. Not let 
her fuck herself all up!

Lewis leaps from his seat.

LEWIS
She’s already fucked up goddamnit! 
Between what she told us and what 
we just got off the pimp, Detective 
Molina and I have a case! 

Chief leans back and sits in his seat.

CHIEF
Make it good.

LEWIS
Seo-Yeon Park. We lifted her name 
from the pimp’s phone. Both the 
girl and the pimp said her outfit 
moves prostitutes this way from 
Korea and apparently drugs that way 
in... cargo containers.

Lewis grabs a pen and paper.

He draws a rectangle and scribbles some words inside it.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
The girl kept going on and on about 
something called the Han. 

CHIEF
While she was beating her brains 
in?

CHIEF (CONT'D)
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He holds the drawing up for the Chief to see. 

The words on the piece of paper in big letters:

“HAN-JIN”

Chief pauses like he’s been hit by a lightning bolt.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
The goddamn trucker.

Lewis nods.

CHIEF (CONT’D)
I thought you two were just 
investigating another trafficking 
case.

LEWIS
This is a trafficking case! Except 
this time it’s the other way!

Chief runs his hand over his face.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
Chief, they have him. We have to 
intercept that container from the 
ship. And we need the State 
Department to help.

The Chief studies the drawing.

CHIEF
Lewis, if you’re wrong about 
this....

LEWIS
Chief...

Lewis grabs a pair of scissors and hands them to the Chief.

LEWIS (CONT’D)
... if I’m wrong, you can clip this 
tie and put me back in uniform. 

Chief snaps the scissors open and closed. 

CHIEF
Start makin’ the calls.
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EXT. BEACH - DAY 

Ten foot waves crash onto the sand as rays of sunlight shoot 
through the grey clouds. 

An ELDERLY MAN, 80’s, shuffles along the shore. 

The waves lap against the side of the lifeboat. It lies 
motionless on the beach.

The Elderly Man creeps closer to the lifeboat. 

He bangs on its side with his stick.

INT. FREEFALL LIFEBOAT - DAY

Evan, languid, slumps against the seat.

Knock, knock....

Evan wakes -- undoes the restraints that prop him up.

EXT. BEACH - DAY

The hatch to the lifeboat opens. 

The Elderly Man looks up at Evan as he pokes his head out.

ELDERLY MAN
(in Korean; subtitled)

Come down. Come down.

He motions for Evan to jump.

Evan swings out of the door and drops to the sand. 

The Elderly Man tries to help Evan stand up.

ELDERLY MAN (CONT’D)
(in Korean)

The others!

The Elderly Man points up to the lifeboat.

EVAN
No, no... it’s just me. 

ELDERLY MAN
No more?

EVAN
No more. I need to get to military.
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The Elderly Man gives Evan a quizzical look then turns.

Evan follows Elderly Man as he walks away from the boat.

The pair trudges up the beach like it were Normandy.

The waves continue their assault of the shore.

The Elderly Man pushes his cane into the earth with each 
step. Regular intervals, like the beat of a metronome. 

Evan inches closer to the Elderly Man. 

A red mist showers Evan’s face. It paints his eyes shut.

The Elderly Man drops to the sand. A freshet of blood pours 
out of the back of his head. 

Puffs of sand and rock spurt up from the earth in front of 
Evan. He freezes. 

Evan spins. He makes a mad dash for the lifeboat.

Sand puffs up all around him as he runs.

Ping! Ping! Ping! 

The lifeboat is pockmarked with an array of bullets in front 
of him. There is nowhere to go.

Evan stops. 

He raises his hands and drops to his knees in front of the 
vessel.

EXT. BEACH - DAY - MOMENTS LATER

Evan rests on his knees as he stares out at the sea.

From behind him, Goateed Thug and One-eyed Thug approach. 

They hold silenced AR-15 rifles, each one trained on Evan.

Goateed Thug lets his rifle hang from his shoulder as he zip-
ties Evan’s hands behind his back. 

One-eyed Thug moves next to Evan and glances out at the sea.

ONE-EYED THUG
Beautiful, no?

EVAN
You should see it with two eyes.
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One-eyed Thug clenches his jaw.

Goateed Thug lifts Evan up and spins him around. 

Saja stands on the beach in front of Evan. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
How? 

Saja leers at Evan for a moment. 

Saja walks over to the lifeboat and taps on the side. 

The black stenciled writing reads: 

“SART EQUIPPED”

Evan stares at him. 

Saja returns the gaze with icy, soulless eyes.

INT. ROOM - DAY

A cellphone vibrates on a table as the screen comes to life.

An index finger touches the green button on the screen to 
answer.

(NOTE: The dialogue in this scene is spoken in Korean and is 
subtitled in English.)

SEO-YEON
(on speakerphone)

Tell me.

GOATEED THUG (V.O.)
We have him.

Seo-Yeon sits in front of a mirror in a very low lit, 
ornately decorated room. 

She ties her hair into nine ponytails. 

SEO-YEON
Alive?

GOATEED THUG (V.O.)
Yes, but weak.

SEO-YEON
Bring him to Incheon. The ship will 
be unloaded soon. 
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GOATEED THUG (V.O.)
As you wish. 

END OF SUBTITLES

EXT. PORT OF INCHEON - PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Seo-Yeon slides her bead back and forth across the gold 
chain. She stares up at the moon, bathed in its light.

The SUV pulls up. Its headlights shine on to Seo-Yeon and 
illuminate her elegant, white Korean water silk robe.

Goateed Thug and One-eyed Thug emerge from the SUV.

Saja slides out of the rear and pulls Evan out with him.

Saja pushes Evan over toward Seo-Yeon.

Seo-Yeon stares at Evan with grief in her eyes. She runs her 
index finger down his cheek.

SEO-YEON
You disappoint me, Mr. McCray.

Evan’s head hangs low. He jerks his face away from her touch.

Seo-Yeon grabs his face. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Look at me!

Evan leers at her. Sorrow fills his gaze.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Now you are starting to understand 
the feeling that we live with every 
day. But I’m not finished yet.

Evan leans his face closer to hers.

EVAN
I think... you... are insane.

Seo-Yeon laughs as she pushes his face back.

SEO-YEON
Insane, Mr. McCray? No. We carry 
the Han with us from the womb... 
all of us. Like a plow that is 
forever hitched to our backs.

Evan raises his head up. Fear in his gaze.
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EVAN
What’s that got to do with me?

SEO-YEON
Everything. Your people have 
imprisoned us for years. And while 
the world fixates on the activities 
of the North, we quietly amass a 
fortune.

Seo-Yeon grabs a sleek pistol from inside her robe. She 
presses it underneath Evan’s chin.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
We wait with grim determination 
until one day when the world will 
feel our revenge. 

The semi truck loaded with the Hanjin container, lets out a 
loud wonk of its horn as it pulls up next to the SUV.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
(to Saja)

Hold him.

Hyeong leaps from the semi and runs over to Evan. One-eyed 
Thug grabs him, holds him back. Hyeong struggles to get free.

HYEONG
(in Korean)

I’ll kill him, I’ll kill him!

Seo-Yeon presses her body up against Hyeong. 

SEO-YEON
In due time, Hyeong. Remember the 
plan.

She tucks the pistol back into her robe.

Hyeong fights back the tears.

Seo-Yeon glides over to Saja. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Put McCray in the back and follow 
us to the warehouse.

Hyeong leaps back into the semi. 

The semi shudders as he slams it into gear.

Evan smiles as he looks at the chassis lights.
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EVAN
Might want to check those lights.

Seo-Yeon glances at the lights.

SEO-YEON
Wait!

One-eyed Thug holds up his hand to stop Hyeong.

Seo-Yeon walks to the rear tail lights and taps them.

Hyeong leaps back down and stands next to her. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
The lights are out. 

Hyeong gives her a blank look.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
The lights! Get under there and fix 
them!

Hyeong crouches under the chassis and jiggles the wires. 
Nothing changes. He looks at her and raises his hands in the 
“I don’t know boss” kinda way. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
You idiot.

She pivots.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
Saja! Bring him here!

Saja pulls Evan out of the SUV. 

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
(to Evan)

Fix them. Quickly.

EVAN
No way.

Saja flings back his overcoat and removes his hammer.

Seo-Yeon reaches for her pistol.

Evan turns around and raises his zip-tied hands.

SEO-YEON
Get the tools and clip him.
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Hyeong jumps into the truck and back out almost immediately 
with a tool bag. He grabs a pair of wire cutters.

Snip!

Goateed Thug thumbs the hammer back on his pistol and levels 
it at Evan’s face.

Evan holds his hand out for the wire cutters. 

EVAN
Give ‘em to me.

Seo-Yeon nods.

Hyeong hands Evan the cutters and the bag. 

Evan walks around the chassis. He drops the bag underneath 
and runs his hand under the yellow steel frame.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Bet you didn’t count on this.

Goateed Thug taps the pistol on the container. 

Evan raises his hands as he crouches down.  

He drops the wire cutters. As they hit, his other hand 
unlocks the right front twist lock as smooth as a magician 
uses misdirection in a card trick.

Goateed Thug leans in.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Take it easy.

Evan grabs the cutters and disappears underneath. He scoots 
to the other side. His free hand searches for the pistol 
tucked into his jumpsuit.

One-eyed Thug points his rifle at Evan’s face.

ONE-EYED THUG
Look-ee for something?

Evan tucks the pistol back in the suit.

EVAN
Yeah, but it’s a little bit easier 
for me. Mind giving me some room? 

One-eyed Thug grimaces. He looks back at Seo-Yeon. His 
eyepatch is toward Evan.
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Evan reaches grabs onto the frame to pull himself up. He 
unlocks the left front twist lock.

SEO-YEON
Keep an eye on him.

One-eyed Thug turns back. Evan drops back underneath. 

Evan’s hand runs along the chassis’ underbelly. It traces the 
wire’s path to the rear. He stops at the rear lights.

EVAN
I need a light.

Seo-Yeon nods. Goateed Thug grabs a flashlight from the bag.

He hands it to Evan and crouches down next to him.

Evan shines the light on the connector. And then into Goateed 
Thug’s eyes.

EVAN (CONT’D)
I left the cutters up front, go 
grab ‘em for me.

Goateed Thug stands back up and shouts at One-eyed Thug in 
Korean. 

Evan slides open the left rear twist lock. Smooth as silk.

One-eyed Thug hands Evan the cutters. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
(to both)

Maybe it just needs wire lube.

Goateed Thug walks back to the bag. He searches. No lube.

Evan fiddle-fucks around with a connector that works just 
fine. He snaps it out and back in.

Evan slides to the right rear. He does the same on this side.

EVAN (CONT’D)
You get it?

GOATEED THUG
Don’t have. Stop fuck around.

EVAN
Let me check something.

Evan pulls himself up on the chassis. He slides the remaining 
twist lock open as he gets to his feet. It goes unnoticed. 
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Evan and Goateed Thug walk to the cab. 

Evan yanks out the plug that connects to the chassis and 
blows into its holes. He jams it back in.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Have your guy hit the four ways.

GOATEED THUG
(to Hyeong in Korean)

Hit the flashers. 

Evan walks to the back. The red lights pulse off his face.

EVAN
Sometimes all it needs is a good 
blow, especially when there’s no 
lube.

Goateed Thug smirks.

GOATEED THUG
(in Korean)

Seo-Yeon... it is ready.

Seo-Yeon and Saja walk over to them. 

SEO-YEON
(to Goateed Thug)

Take McCray in the truck. We might 
need him. Stay behind us.

Saja places his hand on Evan’s shoulder.

SEO-YEON (CONT’D)
(to Goateed Thug)

Zip him up.

Evan holds his arms out in front of him as his hands are zip-
tied together.

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

The black SUV shoots up the onramp. 

Mist turns into rain as the drops moisten the pavement.

The semi truck pounds through the gears. Faster. 

The two vehicles merge with the light traffic. 
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INT. SUV - NIGHT

Seo-Yeon sits in the front passenger seat. She glances in the 
side rear view. She taps her cellphone. 

ON SEO-YEON’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

Seo-Yeon’s words appear in Hangul subtitled in English:

“Keep it close.”

BACK TO SEO-YEON

Seo-Yeon glances at the rear-view mirror.

INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan is sandwiched in between Hyeong and Goateed Thug. 
Goateed Thug’s pistol points at Evan’s stomach.

Goateed Thug’s phone vibrates. He checks it.

GOATEED THUG
(to Hyeong in Korean)

Get closer.

Hyeong revs the diesel and sucks up the gap. 

INT. KOREAN NATIONAL POLICE AGENCY BUILDING - NIGHT

The room is filled with dozens of screens.

A State Department AGENT, 50’s, stands behind a KOREAN 
OFFICER, early 30’s, who watches a screen. 

KOREAN OFFICER
“Keep it close.”

AGENT  
Keep tracking the phone. Get the 
men in position.

The Korean Officer pounds away on his keyboard. 

KOREAN OFFICER
(into headset in Korean; 
subtitled in English)

Units one through four... targets 
are heading eastbound on three-
thirty. 
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EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT  

Four Korean National Police cruisers rush up the onramp. They 
fan out across the lanes. 

EXT. FREEWAY - TOLL BOOTH - NIGHT

The SUV and the semi slow as brake lights shine up ahead. 

INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Goateed Thug’s phone vibrates. 

ON GOATEED THUG’S CELLPHONE SCREEN

Seo-Yeon’s words appear in Hangul subtitled in English:

“Far left lane. Hi-Pass”

BACK TO GOATEED THUG

GOATEED THUG
(in Korean)

Left lane. Hi-pass.

Hyeong follows the SUV to the left. 

Evan moves his hands toward his waistband.

Goateed Thug looks out at the toll booth and back at Evan.

GOATEED THUG (CONT’D)
No move.

EXT. FREEWAY - TOLL BOOTH - NIGHT

The SUV and the semi rush past the electronic sensor. A green 
light illuminates for both of them. 

INT. KOREAN NATIONAL POLICE AGENCY BUILDING - NIGHT

KOREAN OFFICER
(into headset in Korean; 
subtitled in English)

Targets passing through the toll 
booth. Five and six take up 
position three miles east.
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EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT  

Two more police cruisers zoom onto the freeway and screech to 
a stop on either side. 

INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Goateed Thug sits back. Satisfied. 

Hyeong fumes with anger as he sits next to Evan. His fingers 
clench the wheel.

HYEONG
It will be sweet sound when Saja 
put his hammer to you skull.

Evan shifts his weight. 

EVAN
Maybe we could just listen to a 
little Korean pop music?

Evan laughs. It is contagious. Goateed Thug snickers. 

Evan starts to dance in his seat! One fist over the other. 

Goateed Thug motions to Hyeong to flick on the radio. 

HYEONG
(angrily, in Korean)

Piece of shit!

Evan stops dancing. Goateed Thug flicks the radio on.

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

The SUV and the semi rush past a tea house. 

INT. KOREAN NATIONAL POLICE AGENCY BUILDING - NIGHT

KOREAN OFFICER
(into headset in Korean; 
subtitled in English)

Passing the tea house. Take ‘em!

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

Numbers five and six of the police cruiser half dozen throw 
on their lights. 
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INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Korean-pop blasts from the speakers. 

Hyeong jumps as the police lights flash to life up ahead.

EVAN
On second thought, how ‘bout this 
pop instead?!

Pfft! Pfft!

Evan smokes two rounds into Goateed Thug’s chest. 

Goateed Thug falls against the door. 

Hyeong screams! He thrashes his right hand about trying to 
strike Evan and control the rig with his left. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Say hi to your brother!

Evan spins the silenced pistol and blasts one into Hyeong’s 
temple. 

Splat!

Blood paints the window red.

Evan reaches over the now lifeless Hyeong and opens the door. 

Hyeong falls out.

Evan raises his zip-tied hands and grabs the wheel. 

INT. SUV - NIGHT

Seo-Yeon and Saja jump as the police cruiser lights flash up 
ahead.

SEO-YEON
Goddamnit!

One-eyed Thug grabs his rifle as he sees the lights. 

He spins and checks the semi behind them. 

ONE-EYED THUG
(in Korean)

Holy shit!

Seo-Yeon looks back. The semi barrels down on the SUV.
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EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

The semi and the SUV race past the cruisers. 

The cruisers’ tires peel out onto the pavement.

INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan revs the engine.

EVAN
Keep an eye on this!

And then it happens....

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

Boom!

The semi slams into the SUV! The SUV skids side-to-side.

The semi’s engine revs again. It races alongside the SUVs 
left rear quarter panel.

The SUV speeds up. So does the semi!

INT. SUV - NIGHT

One-eyed Thug lowers the window and raises his AR-15.

Short blasts of silenced rounds leap from the barrel.

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

Bullets riddle the cab of the semi.

INT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan winces as sparks fly off of the cab.

EVAN
Not this time!

Evan jerks the wheel.
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EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

The semi veers hard right and slams into the SUV. Both 
vehicles skid on the wet pavement. 

The semi jackknifes and twists at high speed.

Sparks dance like fireworks as the SUV grinds against the 
guardrail. 

The semi chassis tips and the container leaps from its posts. 

The container tumbles down the pavement and vomits boxes of 
lentils and marijuana across the four lanes.

Both vehicles skid to a stop. The SUV is pinched between the 
rail and the semi.

The SUV ignites! 

INT. SUV - NIGHT  

One-eyed Thug lays half out of the window, squished.

Saja and Seo-Yeon are surrounded by a sea of airbags.

Saja’s left side is crushed from the impact. He’s trapped.

Seo-Yeon tugs at him.

SEO-YEON
Saja! Saja!!

Saja slides his right hand down to the seat and raises his 
hammer. He hands it to Seo-Yeon.

SAJA
Go.

Seo-Yeon grabs the hammer and drives it into the window. It 
shatters into a thousand pieces.

INT/EXT. SEMI TRUCK - NIGHT

Evan grabs the pistol off the floorboard. He leaps out.

EXT. FREEWAY - NIGHT

Police cruisers from ahead and behind screech to a stop. The 
officers jump out and hide behind their vehicles, guns out.
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An OFFICER shouts into his P.A.

OFFICER
Drop the weapon and move away!

Evan throws his pistol and raises his bound hands.

The SUV continues to burn. 

Evan jogs away from the semi toward the Officer.

Seo-Yeon jumps out in front of the semi and SUV.

Evan freezes.

SEO-YEON
Look at your skin, such a beautiful 
glow. 

She raises her pistol.

Boom!

Before she or the officers can fire a shot, the SUV explodes!

Chunks of metal and flame penetrate Seo-Yeon’s body as the 
force from the blast blows her through the air.

Evan dives away from the blast. The cab of the semi blocks 
the fiery debris.

Evan raises his head as he watches the fire burn Seo-Yeon. 

He crawls along the pavement and stops. 

Seo-Yeon’s necklace and bead lay in-between two white dashed 
lines on the pavement.

Evan pockets the bead as the officers descend on him and drag 
him away.

BLACK SCREEN

SUPER: “ TWO MONTHS LATER”

INT. PIERCE CO. SHERIFF'S DEPARTMENT - DAY 

A cellphone rests on a desk. The screen illuminates with a 
text message from Detective Molina that reads: 

ON LEWIS’ CELLPHONE SCREEN

“Lunch?”
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BACK TO LEWIS

Detective Lewis picks up the phone and reads the text.

He grabs his coat and puts the phone in his pocket as he 
stands to leave.  

Lewis walks past the Chief’s office. He leans in.

INT. CHIEF’S OFFICE - DAY

LEWIS
Chief, Molina and I are headed out 
for a bite. Need anything?

The Chief looks up and lowers his glasses. 

CHIEF
Where you headed?

LEWIS
I don’t know. Probably somewhere 
along the waterfront. Maybe the 
barbecue place.

CHIEF
Barbecue?

LEWIS
The Korean one.

The Chief shakes his head. 

CHIEF
Feeling sentimental?

LEWIS
Just hungry.

The Chief pushes his glasses back up and resumes his work.

CHIEF
No thanks.

Lewis turns to go. 

CHIEF (CONT’D)
Lewis. 

LEWIS
Yeah.
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CHIEF
Never mind. Enjoy your lunch. 

Lewis strokes his silk tie and walks away.

EXT. TACOMA WATERFRONT PARK - DAY

Gentle waves lap against the sandy beach.

In Commencement Bay, several large container ships rest at 
idle in the sunlight. They await their respective tugboats.

Cody runs off of the paved path, past the pieces of drift 
wood. He plops down on to the sand.

GINA (O.S.)
Cody. No further.

Cody makes a pile of small sticks.

CODY
I know, Momma.

Gina sits on a park bench. She looks out at the bay and at 
her boy who plays in the sand.

A hand lowers a cup of coffee, probably Starbucks, in front 
of Gina’s face.

EVAN 
Here you go, babe.

Gina looks up at him and smiles as she takes the cup.

GINA
Took you long enough.

Evan laughs a bit as he crouches down next to her.

EVAN
It was a pretty long wait.

Gina takes a sip.

Evan sets his coffee and cellphone down on the bench.

EVAN (CONT’D)
I’m gonna go see what this little 
scamp is up to. You wait here?

The corner of her mouth curls a flirty smile.
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GINA
Yeah. Go have your boy time.

Evan jogs down to the beach. 

EVAN
What are you makin’ here, buddy?

Cody lines up the small sticks and tries to tie them together 
with a piece of warn out rope.

CODY
A boat. 

EVAN
A boat, huh? Well, let’s see if we 
can make her float.

The two boys piece the boat together. It’s small and crude. 
Maybe large enough to hold a toad.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Oooh... look at that.

Cody raises the boat in the air to show his mom.

CODY
Mom! Look!

Gina waves at her son. 

GINA
Looks good, baby!

Cody turns back to Evan. 

EVAN
You got a name picked out?

CODY
Huh?

EVAN
Boat’s gotta have a name. Girl’s 
name. What do you want it to be?

Cody ponders the question a moment.

CODY
Dora.

EVAN
Good name.
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Cody starts to walk toward the water with Dora in his hand.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Hey wait a sec.

CODY
What, Dad?

Evan crouches next to Cody.

EVAN
This boat gonna take anything with 
it? Boat’s gotta have some payload. 
Otherwise there’s not much point.

CODY
Pay...?

EVAN
Payload. Stuff. Boats move stuff.

Cody looks around and picks up a small piece of wood.

CODY
A log. Like that.

Cody points to a log that floats in the distance.

EVAN
That’s good.

Cody places the small piece of wood on Dora and moves closer 
to the water. 

Evan reaches into his pocket and pulls out -- the bead.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Here. Let’s add this.

Evan places the bead on Dora. 

CODY
What’s that?

EVAN
More payload. 

Cody looks up at his dad.

EVAN (CONT’D)
Wanna get Mom down here?

CODY
Mom! Come watch.
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Gina sets her coffee down and gets up from the bench. She 
jogs down to the beach. 

EVAN
(to Cody)

Ready to let her go?

Cody puts the boat in the water. 

CODY
Want to help, Mom?

Gina crouches down next to Cody. She sees the bead.

GINA
Evan, what is this?

She picks up the bead. She looks at Evan.

EVAN
Just something that needs to get 
swallowed-up by the sea.

Gina places it back on the boat. 

Cody pushes Dora into the bay. 

Gina rests her head on Evan’s shoulder. 

Dora floats away. 

EVAN (CONT’D)
Come on.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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