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FADE IN:

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Moonlight washes over the rocky landscape of the Arizona desert. Tall cacti and imposing boulder formations cast dark shadows on the desert floor. Dry riverbeds carve through the rugged terrain. 

Initially, the sound of crickets is the only thing audible. After a moment....

(OS) Footsteps approaching fast. Rocks CRUNCH underneath the pounding feet. Heavy, labored breathing follows, echoing off the surrounding rocks.  

Suddenly, a figure bursts into the frame. Moving at full tilt, the figure darts behind a large boulder. 

Still breathing heavily, he takes a moment to peer around the boulder in the direction from whence he came. The moonlight gives us a fair look at him.

The man is about 30. Hispanic. Unshaven. Gaunt. He is dressed in faded blue jeans and a ragged t-shirt. There is a look of absolute terror on his face.





MAN




(in Spanish)



My God!

(OS) There is another set of footsteps approaching quickly.

His look of terror intensified, the man turns and takes off running once again.

The man sprints across a flat patch of desert surface. From behind him, the CRACK of a gunshot is heard. A bullet WHIZZES past his ear. 

The man continues to run at top speed. He is approaching a modest slope. On the other side is a dry riverbed. 

Another SHOT is heard. It also misses its target.

Still running hard, the man begins to ascend the modest incline in front of him. As he nears the crest, another SHOT is heard. A heavy bullet tears into the man’s shoulder. He SHRIEKS in agony.
The man loses his balance and tumbles down the other side of the slope into the dry riverbed.

Dusty and bleeding, the man attempts to get to his feet. His first step has disastrous results. 

A huge bear trap suddenly snaps shut on the man’s left leg just below the knee. Sharp teeth bury themselves down to the bone. 

The man HOWLS in pain as he tries to pry the trap open. Struggling mightily, he finally frees his leg which has been hobbled.

Badly wounded, the man attempts to crawl out of the riverbed. His situation grows much more dire as another trap suddenly snaps shut on his outstretched arm! The arm is severed at the elbow.

Now, more in shock than in pain, the man can only stare at the stump which was once his arm.

From the crest of the riverbed, a figure appears. The moon behind him conceals his features. 





MAN




(pleading in Spanish)



God help me!

From the POV of this shadowy figure, we look through an infrared rifle scope. We zero in on the wounded man below. 





MAN



NO!!!

The CRACK of a rifle shot is heard. A bullet enters, and then exits the skull of the wounded man. He becomes lifeless and silent. 
Moonlight reveals a spent cartridge being ejected from the rifle with a CLICK, and then a PING as it hits the ground. 

A gloved hand reaches down to retrieve the spent cartridge.

EXT. DESERT STEPPE - DAY

On a grassy swath of land nestled between two distant mountain ridges, there is a great deal of activity.

At the center of the activity is a makeshift radio studio surrounded by a few satellite communication trucks.

On the periphery of this site, there are dozens of pickup trucks and off-road vehicles. 

Walking about are some fifty or so men dressed mostly in makeshift desert camouflage. Wrapped around each of their right biceps are red/white/blue bands. Many of these men carry rifles. They are known as THE GUARDIANS OF THE WEST, or simply Guardians. 

Closer to the studio, technicians scurry about and get into place. A broadcast from this barren land is about to be beamed out across America.

A broadcast engineer speaks into a microphone attached to his headset. 





BROADCAST ENGINEER



Everything’s a go. Max, you’re up



in five... four... three...

The broadcast engineer points toward the center of the outdoor studio.

Seated at a large table, and in front of an enormous American flag backdrop, are two men.

Behind a gaudy old-fashioned microphone sits MAX STRYKER. Stryker is about 50. Distinguished, yet haggard. A slight paunch. He is dressed in a khaki pseudo-military uniform. Combat boots adorn his feet. An enormous Panama hat sits atop his head.

Next to Stryker sits BOB HANNAH. Late fifties. Polished and distinguished. Well-dressed in contemporary Western wear. 





STRYKER



And welcome ladies and gents...



boys and girls... Beaming out into 


space and back down to you... from


sea to shining sea, and all points



in between. Like a shot heard 



‘round the world, here we go!

Stryker takes pause and looks over at Hannah.





STRYKER


Today, as planned, we are coming



to you live from a special place.



As many of you know, our great



country is at war. Not only over



seas, but right here at home. We



are being invaded, and I have a



front row seat for this battle.




(beat)



With me today sits an instrumental



ally in this war against the Mexican



invasion. Please welcome Mr. Bob



Hannah to the Stryke Force.




(to Hannah)



Bob, I’d like to thank you along



with several members of The 



Guardians of the West for joining



me out here today.





HANNAH



Max, I wouldn’t miss this chance 



for the world. It’s great to be



here and have this opportunity to



help make history.





STRYKER


And why don’t you share with



everyone listening at home just



what we’re doing here in the



middle of the Arizona desert 




this fine morning. 





HANNAH



Gladly.




(beat)



Well Max, as you’ve just mentioned,



The United States of America is 



being invaded. You know it. I know



it. For the last decade, there has



been an incredible wave of humanity



crossing our southern border. Much



of it right here in Southeast 



Arizona. Once this wave entered, it



spread out like a virus from sea to



shining sea. 




(beat)



To give you some examples of just



how desperate our situation has



become... It is estimated that as



many as 27,000 illegal aliens pass



through the Douglas area in any



given month. That’s nearly three



times as many illegals as there are



Border Patrol agents along the 



entire Mexican border. 





STRYKER



My word!





HANNAH



Yes, and it gets worse, Max.




(beat)



It is well documented that as many



as 4,000 U.S. citizens are murdered



at the hands of illegals in any



given year. If you include traffic



fatalities caused by illegals, that



number doubles. 




(beat)



Max, what would you say if I told



you that two-thirds of all 



persons of Mexican ancestry on



earth now reside on our side of



the border? 





STRYKER



I think the first thing I’d say



would be... eye car rumba! 
The two men share a brief chuckle. 





STRYKER



But in truth, this is far from a



laughing matter. What is our



government doing to stop this?





HANNAH



For lack of a better word....



nothing.





STRYKER



Nothing?





HANNAH


Exactly. From Washington to Wall



Street, this is a problem the


powers that be simply choose to


ignore. Either to provide the



cheap labor, or to win the Latino



vote, our leaders continue to 



simply look the other way. After



a while it gets left up to you



and me to do something about it.



And do something about it we



will.





STRYKER



Could you explain to my ten



million strong listeners just



what it is you intend to do here?





HANNAH



Gladly.




(beat)



Max, I’m just a businessman. I’m



not a soldier. I’m not a lawman.



I’m a builder. Tomorrow, I begin



construction on perhaps the most



important project in my 30 years



in the business. Tomorrow, right




(cont’d)



on this very spot, we begin 



construction of a wall. A wall to



keep those out who don’t belong. 





STRYKER




(faking surprise)



So, it’s true? The rumors we’d



heard? 





HANNAH



Absolutely. When I purchased



these 10,000 acres of land, many



people told me I was crazy.





STRYKER


That’s what they told me when I



got into radio.

The two share a big smile.





HANNAH



But when we get this thing built,



and there are suddenly miles of



land that these people cannot 



cross, they’ll call me a genius.




(beat)



And when the rest of this nation



sees how effective it will be,



there will be additions. And some



day, hopefully in my lifetime,



we’ll see a wall from Brownsville



to Tijuana...
DISSOLVE TO:
INT. PICK-UP TRUCK - DAY
A hand reaches down and shuts off the radio, abruptly ending Max Stryker’s broadcast inside the vehicle.

COY ARROYO, a journeyman agent of the United States Border Patrol is driving into the bright mid-day sunlight of the open desert. 

Arroyo is driving a Ford F-350 pickup truck complete with a climate controlled holding cubicle in the rear for transporting detainees. Green lettering, a trademark of any agency within the U.S. Department of Homeland Security, identifies who he is.

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Arroyo’s truck comes to a stop next to another similar vehicle. Agent ARLEN SIMS, also of the Border Patrol is waiting nearby.

Arroyo steps out of his truck.

Coy Arroyo is a tall, sturdy man in his early 30s. He is noticeably Hispanic with dark skin and short black hair. Arroyo possesses an outwardly calm and confident demeanor.
Arroyo makes his way over to Sims who is standing approximately 20 yards away from a dry riverbed. Sims is a short, wiry white man perhaps a few years older than Arroyo. Sims projects a pleasant disposition and knowledgeable demeanor.





SIMS



You found it. I was getting 



worried there for a minute.





ARROYO



This isn’t exactly downtown



Bisbee. Who called it in?





SIMS



You know the type. They tell



you the what and the where,



but that’s about it. And they



don’t exactly wait around for



you to find it.





ARROYO



That figures. So, how bad is it?




SIMS



You eat today?

Arroyo raises his eyebrows. 

EXT. DRY RIVERBED - DAY

Arroyo and Sims stand over the mutilated corpse of the victim from the opening scene.

There is a gaping hole in the man’s forehead. Brian matter has spilled out from the exit wound in the back of his head. There is evidence of animals chewing at the corpse. His severed arm is missing. Flies swarm around the lifeless body. 




SIMS




(pointing to the traps)



Watch your step. They’re all



over this bed. 

Arroyo stares thoughtfully at the corpse. 





ARROYO



How long you figure he’s been



out here?





SIMS



A couple days at least. 




(beat)



I suppose the parts of him we 



can’t see became something’s



dinner.

Arroyo’s expression becomes noticeably somber.





ARROYO




(softly)



Jesus.





SIMS



And this isn’t all of it, either.

Sims gestures to the other side of the riverbed. 





SIMS



I marked off a path that’s clear



of traps. Come on.

Arroyo picks up a large rock. He flings it a few feet from the dead body. A large trap which had been buried in the sand SNAPS shut around it. 

Both men look at one another.





ARROYO



After you. 

The two agents begin to make their way across the riverbed. 

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Arroyo and Sims stand over another body on the desert floor. The victim is another young Hispanic male with a sizeable gunshot wound to the head.





SIMS




This one got it the same way he



did. Shot once in the head.

Sims gestures off in one direction.

Angle on another body of a young Hispanic male also lying on the desert floor.





ARROYO



I don’t suppose any of these guys



still have anything on them, do 



they?





SIMS



Shit, anything these boys had 



worth taking has been took, I



imagine. I didn’t exactly look



too close. 





ARROYO



The sheriff will be happy to 



hear it... if he ever gets here.





SIMS


He’s on his way.

Arroyo looks off to the horizon. 





ARROYO



How far in do you figure we are?





SIMS


A thousand yards. Not much more.





ARROYO




(looking down at the victim)



Well, I don’t suppose this is the



new life these three were hoping



for over here on our side. 





SIMS


You wouldn’t think.





ARROYO



Come on.

Arroyo and Sims begin to walk back toward their vehicles.

EXT. DRY RIVERBED - DAY

Arroyo and Sims reach the crest of the ridge on one side of the riverbed. 

On the other side, there are now six SUVs with sheriff’s department markings parked along side the Border Patrol vehicles. More than a dozen deputies are unloading forensic equipment and having a look around. 

In the midst of it all stands Sheriff NICK BRUNSON. Brunson is a tall, but portly man of about 50. He spots Arroyo and Sims and promptly waves them over. 

The two Border Patrol agents gingerly make their way to the other side of the riverbed.

By the time they have reached the crest of the other side, Sheriff Brunson has been joined by a cocky younger deputy named DUSTIN HODGE.





HODGE




(chuckling)



You boys about through trampling



all over our crime scene?

Sims smiles back with forced politeness. Arroyo returns a stoic expression. 
Several of the deputies are now beginning to make their way down to the body.





ARROYO




(to everyone)



Careful, now! There are traps all



over down there!





BRUNSON



You heard the man! I want everyone



to go home tonight with both feet!

Sims points off in the direction of the other two bodies.





SIMS



There are two more about a hundred



yards out. We tried not to touch



anything. Just made sure nobody’s



still breathing.





BRUNSON



I appreciate that.




(beat)



And who called this in?





SIMS



Anonymous. Could have been anyone.



Just some guy who called Douglas



Station.





HODGE



Some guy who probably either saw



it happen, or took whatever these



guys were carrying and feels a 



little guilty about it. 





ARROYO



The other two are headshot. Same



as this one. 




(gestures below)



Pretty messy stuff.





BRUNSON



You got that right. Boy, it’s



been a while since I’ve seen one



like him. 





HODGE




(chuckling)



I didn’t know these people were



in season. I hope whoever did this



has all the proper permits.

Arroyo returns a look of disgust at this remark.

Sheriff Brunson looks away, embarrassed. 





SIMS



Well, that’s really all we have,



Sheriff. We’ll just let you get



on with it from here.





BRUNSON



Thank you for your help. If you 



hear anything more on your end,



you know how to get a hold of me.

Sims and Sheriff Brunson shake hands. Arroyo and the Sheriff follow suit.
EXT. KEEGAN RANCH - DAY

Arroyo and Sims park their vehicles outside the fenced-in Keegan Ranch house. 

They exit their vehicles and SLAM their doors shut. 

Aging and sagging wooden fences surround what was once a vibrant ranch. Sagebrush and cacti have encroached on the mostly deserted property. 

At the center of the property is a dingy white house surrounded by a seven-foot-high chain link fence. Coils of razor-sharp wire span the top of the fence. A heavy chain with a sturdy padlock secures the main gate. 

Heavy bars cover each window. 

A rotten wooden garage sits off to one side of the house. 

Arroyo and Sims cautiously approach the fence.

Arroyo tests the lock on the gate. The chain JINGLES ever so slightly.

Suddenly, the front door of the house opens up a crack. 

(OS)  The frail voice of an elderly woman calls out with as much energy as she can muster. The voice belongs to MARY KEEGAN.





MARY



I’m armed! You’d better stay back!





ARROYO



Mrs. Keegan! This is agents Sims



and Arroyo of the Douglas Station.




(beat)



We’re Border Patrol.

No answer.





ARROYO



Do you remember me? I’ve been out



this way before. 




(beat)



We’d just like to ask you a few



questions.

After a moment, the front door slowly begins to open all the way.

Mary peeks her head out. She is at least 80. Frail. Her long white hair is tied behind her in a ponytail. Her lean frame is covered by a billowy sun dress. A bright yellow fanny pack is wrapped around her waist.

Arroyo waves at her. Mary seems to recognize him.

Mary begins to move out to the gate where they are standing. This takes her a while.

Mary is holding an old revolver that looks big enough to pull her over.
When Mary reaches the gate, she removes a set of keys from her fanny pack.





MARY



Forgive me, would you. I know



who you are. Now that I’m up



close.

Mary unlocks the gate, and gestures them inside the compound.





MARY



Of course today wouldn’t be the 



first time somebody dressed up



like Border Patrol agents in



order to commit some kind of an



evil. You understand my being a



little... cautious.





SIMS


Certainly, ma’am. One would have



to be a fool not to be.





MARY



Why don’t you both come inside



for a spell. Got some tea.





ARROYO



Thought you’d never ask, ma’am.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Mary sets two glasses of iced tea on the kitchen table in front of agents Arroyo and Sims.





ARROYO



Thank you, ma’am.





SIMS



Thank you.

Mary takes a seat across from the two agents.





MARY



What brings you two out my way?




(cont’d)



Sometimes it seems like we’re



all but forgotten out here.





ARROYO



Trust me. Anyone who’s ever met



you would never forget you, Mrs.



Keegan.




(beat)



How’s your son?





MARY



He’s alive. That’s about all I



can say at this point. I don’t



suppose he’ll ever be quite the



same as he was. 




(beat)



How about the men who assaulted



him? Or do you suppose they’re



building houses in New Orleans 



by now?





ARROYO




We do our best, ma’am. But you’ve



got to remember the border 



between the U.S. and Mexico is



two thousand miles long. And



from Brownsville to Tijuana



there are about nine thousand



of us. We can’t be there for



everything that happens.





MARY



I know. You boys do what you can,



and we appreciate it. 





SIMS



We all wish there was more we



could do.

Arroyo takes a swig of tea, and then gets down to business.





ARROYO



Well, the reason we stopped by



is there’s been some trouble




(cont’d)



in your area. 





MARY



There’s trouble around here every



day, Mr. Arroyo.





ARROYO



Maybe not like this. We found 



three bodies not a mile from 



your property. All shot with



what appears to be one hell of



a high-powered rifle. 





SIMS


We were wondering if maybe you



heard something or saw someone



suspicious around here recently.





ARROYO



Normally, investigative work is



not what we do out here. But 



Sheriff Brunson’s got his hands



full lately, and our department



likes to cooperate with local



law enforcement whenever we 



can.





MARY



I don’t know what to tell you



two. I hear gunfire just about



every night. I see people who



don’t belong here come this way



every day. There’s nothing I 



can do about it. Maybe it was 



the same men who almost killed



my son. 

Arroyo and Sims look down thoughtfully. 





ARROYO



Try not to lose faith, ma’am.



Again, we’re doing all we can



out here.





MARY



In case you hadn’t noticed, I’m



an old woman. I’d say my faith’s



about used up.




(beat)



I really have nothing that would



help you boys.

Sims nods and finishes off his glass of tea with a huge gulp. 





SIMS



(holding up the glass)



Well, this helps. 




(beat)



Before we show ourselves out,



could you please direct me to



your restroom?





MARY




(pointing)



Certainly. It’s down the hall,



and second door on the right.





SIMS



Got you.

INT. HALLWAY - DAY

Agent Sims makes his way down an interior hallway of the Keegan home. He mistakenly opens the second door on his left.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Seated in a recliner, staring out a window is DAVID KEEGAN. David is about 40. Gaunt. He looks blankly ahead of him with no emotion on his face at all.

Sims opens the door behind him. 





SIMS



Oh, excuse me. I’m sorry.

From Sims’ POV, we can see a big scar on the back of David’s head.

David does not respond to Sims. 





MARY (OS)



Your other right, Mr. Sims!





SIMS



My bad!

Sims closes the door, leaving David alone again. 

EXT. KEEGAN HOUSE - DAY

Arroyo and Sims walk out the front door with Mary.





MARY




(pointing)



Do you see those two mounds?

Angle on two mounds of dirt near the chain-link fence.





MARY



My dogs. Good ones. About a week



ago, someone threw some meat over



the fence. It was filled with 



glass.





ARROYO



My goodness. That’s terrible.





MARY



They’ll do just about anything



to get in here. Take what I have



left. Which isn’t much. 





SIMS


Is it worth staying out here?



Wouldn’t it be easier on you two



back in town somewhere?





MARY



This is my home. I was born on 



this property. And I’ll probably




(cont’d)



die here.

Mary turns to the horizon and takes a few steps toward it.





MARY



This used to be beautiful country.



This was a busy ranch. There were



Mexicans working right along side



my family here. Everyone was kind



and got along with one another. In



the morning, we’d ride our horses



across the border and back again.



You didn’t have to worry about a



thing. It was magical.

Mary turns back to the two agents. 





MARY



And now.... what are we supposed



to do?

INT. ARROYO’S TRUCK - DAY

Arroyo is driving down a dirt road in the late afternoon.

From his POV, we see him round a sharp turn. As the road straightens out once more, a vehicle comes into view. 
Parked by the side of the road is an old, beat-up station wagon. 

Standing next to it are two adult males, an adult female, and a boy of about 10.

ROSITA is the female; approximately 30. Her Husband RAOUL is perhaps a few years older. MANUEL is their son. All wear ragged clothing and look exhausted.  

With them is TOMAS CALDERON. 40. Slight build. Energetic. Smooth, but poorly dressed. 
EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

The four persons next to the station wagon notice the approaching truck. Seeing that it is a Border Patrol vehicle, they tense up.

ALL DIALOG IN THIS SCENE WILL BE IN SPANISH:




ROSITA



Oh, my God!





RAOUL



Shit! Now what?

Calderon takes a closer look at the approaching vehicle. 




CALDERON



Wait a minute.

Manuel takes off on a dead sprint across the road. 





ROSITA


Manuel! Manuel!

Rosita starts to run after him. Raoul grabs her by the arm.

Manuel continues running up a steep embankment on the other side of the road.





RAOUL




(to Rosita)



Come on!

Raoul begins pulling Rosita toward the ditch next to the vehicle. 





CALDERON



Just wait a minute!

Raoul and Rosita jump down into the ditch. Both lose their balance and roll all the way to the bottom.

Calderon looks down at them and chuckles.

Arroyo’s truck pulls to a stop few feet from the station wagon. 

Calderon looks through the windshield at Arroyo and smiles.





CALDERON




(to Raoul and Rosita)



Will you two get back here? It’s



okay!




(laughs)

Arroyo steps out of his truck. He looks Calderon over suspiciously as he walks over to him.





CALDERON




(to Arroyo)



My friend.





ARROYO



What’s going on here?





CALDERON



We kind of ran out of gas. Nothing



major.




(to Raoul and Rosita)



Come on. It’s okay.

Calderon motions for them to climb back up to the road. 

Cautiously, the two begin to climb out of the ditch.





ARROYO



I believe I saw one more.





CALDERON



He’s probably all the way to 



Phoenix by now.




(laughs)




(calls out)



Manny!
Rosita begins to trace her son’s path up the hill. 





ROSITA


Manuel! Manuel, it’s okay! Come



on out!

From behind a large boulder atop the hill, Manuel pokes his head out.





ROSITA


Come on!

Slowly, cautiously, Manuel begins to come down from the hill. Once he reaches the road, he walks back over to where Rosita and Raoul are standing. Manuel never takes his eyes off Arroyo.





ARROYO



Is this everyone? 





CALDERON



Well, there is someone else...





ROSITA




(interrupting)



My mother. 




(to Arroyo)



Sir, my mother. She’s in the car.



She’s not well.

Arroyo walks past them and peers inside the vehicle.

From his POV, we see an elderly woman slumped over in the back seat. She looks either ill or completely exhausted.





ARROYO



What’s her problem?





RAOUL



She has cancer. She’s really



worn out.





ARROYO



I understand. 





CALDERON



May God be praised. He has sent



Coy to help us.




(to Arroyo)



When I saw that truck approaching,



I almost shit. Then I saw it was




(cont’d)



you. Whew!




(wipes his brow)





ARROYO




(to Calderon)



I think I’ve got some gas in the



back. Come with me.





CALDERON



Thank you. God bless you, Coy.

Arroyo and Calderon walk back to the rear of Arroyo’s truck. 

Once they are obscured from the view of the others, Arroyo grabs Calderon and shoves him against the back of the truck.





ARROYO



What the hell are you thinking?





CALDERON



What’s the problem, amigo?





ARROYO



Am I supposed to be your buddy?



Is that it? You call me by my



first name in front of them?





CALDERON



I...





ARROYO



What’s with the corpse in the back



seat? Why on earth would you agree



to bring in someone in that 



condition?





CALDERON



She’s part of a packaged deal. She



pays just the same. I’m sure you’re



okay with that.

Arroyo shakes his head in disgust.





ARROYO



Do you know what could happen to



me if someone else picks them up?



And they mention that your buddy



Coy let them go?





CALDERON



I’m sorry. Evelyn said that you’d..





ARROYO



That I’d what? That I’d just look



the other way any time our paths



crossed out here? 




(beat)



I’ll deal with Evelyn. You can



count on that.

Arroyo releases his grip on Calderon. 

He opens up a compartment on the rear of his truck. He pulls out a bright orange gas can.





ARROYO



This will get you into town. 



Take the old woman to Southeast.



They don’t ask too many questions.





CALDERON



Thank you.





ARROYO



And next time be smarter. Bring



enough gas. Don’t bring someone



who might not make it. 




(beat)



And most of all, don’t tell 



anyone you know me. Understand?

Calderon nods.





ARROYO



This area is getting too hot. 



You’d better lay low for a while.





CALDERON



When isn’t it too hot?





ARROYO



If you’ve seen what I have out



here today, you’d never come this 


way again.

Calderon flashes a curious glance in reply.





ARROYO



As an agent of this government,



I’m advising you to be careful in



this territory. 




(beat)



And as your friend, I’m telling 



you to stay the hell out of here



for a while.
INT. BAR - NIGHT

Inside a dark, modest-sized tavern known as THE WATERING HOLE, two dozen working class types are carousing. A song with Spanish vocals is playing on the jukebox.

The front door opens, and Arroyo steps inside the establishment from the dusk outside. Arroyo is dressed casually, but neatly in civilian clothing.

Arroyo and the bartender named GERRY make familiar eye contact as he wipes down a beer glass.

Arroyo begins to make his way up to the bar. He walks past a few occupied tables.

Most of the clientele are Hispanic. Their conversations cease and they look up coldly at Arroyo as he passes. Most seem to know his occupation.

Arroyo takes a seat at the end of the bar. He is looking a bit worn out like a man who has just endured a tough day.

Gerry comes over to him. Gerry is perhaps in his late forties. Graying hair. Dark Tan. Weathered. He is pleasant and affable like so many in his profession.





GERRY



How goes it?





ARROYO



Oh, it’s going. I don’t really



know how, but it’s going.





GERRY




(laughs)



Usual?





ARROYO



For starters.

Gerry turns and retrieves a domestic bottle of beer from a cooler.

Arroyo stares ahead as conversations in Spanish increase in volume all around him.

Gerry brings over the beer and sets it on the bar in front of him.





ARROYO



Thanks.

Arroyo takes a huge swig. He lets out a deep breath after swallowing.





ARROYO



Much better.

Gerry resumes his task of wiping down glasses near enough to converse with Arroyo.





GERRY



So, you get the bad guys today?

Arroyo takes a moment for introspection before answering...




ARROYO



Some days maybe I’m the bad guy.

Gerry smiles at this remark.

Arroyo takes another big swig.





ARROYO



Do you have any idea... how bad


it’s getting out there?





GERRY



I live here in Douglas same as



you.





ARROYO



How long have you lived here?





GERRY



Shit, too long. Forever by now. 



Maybe twenty years. Could that 



be right? Yeah, I guess it is.





ARROYO



Longer than me, anyway.




(beat)



Has this country changed a lot 



the last twenty years that you



can tell?





GERRY



Oh, maybe. You mean the people?



The land?





ARROYO



Just... everything. 




(beat)



I tell you, some days... the 



things I see out there. They 



really make you wonder if we’re



all going to hell. Or maybe if



we’re already there.





GERRY



Look, I just stand behind this



bar and try to give people what



they want. What you do out there



every day is truly the Lord’s 



work.





ARROYO



So is yours, I’m afraid.

Arroyo finishes off his beer. Gerry knowingly retrieves another.





GERRY



All I can tell you is don’t let



things get you down. Each of us 


are ultimately just one man. And



none of us has the power to save



this world from itself. The best



any of us can hope to do is try



and maybe change it in some way



or another.  
Arroyo takes a swig of the new beer. 





ARROYO



I’m doing my best. Trust me.




GERRY



Good for you, Coy.
EXT. DIRT ROAD - NIGHT

Moonlight washes over a winding dirt lane which snakes its way through the foothills of a mountain ridge. 

(OS) Crickets CHIRP in the periphery.

A coyote paws its way out to the middle of the road.

(OS) The RUMBLE of an engine approaches. 

The coyote looks up to see two headlights approaching. The headlights reflect back from the animal’s eyes, creating an eerie glow in them. 

The coyote quickly runs off into the night.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - NIGHT

Inside the cab of the approaching pickup truck are three adults. The driver is a male in his mid-thirties. Next to him sits a woman of approximately the same age. To her right is another adult male passenger perhaps a few years older. 
All three are Hispanic, and look as though they have been on the road for quite some time.

THE FOLLOWING DIALOG WILL ALL BE IN SPANISH:





WOMAN



(to the driver)



How much longer?





DRIVER



Oh... not too much. Douglas is 



just over this range. 




(beat)



You’ll be sleeping in a bed before



tonight is over.





WOMAN



Really?





DRIVER



Absolutely. Just relax. Trust me.

The woman smiles and leans over and rests her head on the driver’s shoulder.





MALE PASSENGER



If you say so.

He and the driver share a smile.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - NIGHT

The old pickup truck continues to follow the winding path through the darkness.

The truck begins a modest climb in elevation as the road begins to wind its way up the side of the mountain ridge.

INT. PICKUP TRUCK - NIGHT

From the POV of the persons in the cab, we see the truck round a fairly sharp turn.

Suddenly, the road ahead of them is blocked by a makeshift barricade consisting of a few oil drums and an old tree stump.

The woman sits straight up.





WOMAN


Oh, my. What is that?





MALE PASSENGER



Shit.

The driver stares ahead thoughtfully as he brings the truck to a stop approximately ten yards from the barricade.





MALE PASSENGER



Well, now what?





DRIVER



Wait here.

The driver opens his door and begins to step outside.





WOMAN



(clutches his arm)



Be careful!





DRIVER



Just wait in here. And don’t cut



the engine, or we’ll never get 



it started again.

Abruptly, a window at the rear of the cab slides open. A boy about twelve years old sticks his head into the cab.





BOY



Are we almost there?





WOMAN


No! Get back down!





BOY



Why did we stop, then?





WOMAN



Stay down. And keep the others



down, too!

A younger child, a little girl, also appears at the back window.





WOMAN



Lay back down. Both of you.

The boy hesitates, and then turns to the girl...





BOY



Come on.

The boy and girl crawl under a dusty tarp in the bed of the pickup. There are at least two other children under there.





DRIVER



Everyone relax.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - NIGHT

The driver cautiously steps out of the truck.

He takes a look around. The dim headlights of the old truck illuminate the barricade. There is nothing but darkness on either side of the road.

The driver walks up to the barricade. He tries to move one of the oil drums. He strains as it appears to be quite heavy.

The driver motions to the male passenger to come out and help him. He does so.

The two men begin to drag one of the oil drums off the road.





MALE PASSENGER



Who do you think did this?





DRIVER



I don’t know. Let’s just get it



moved and get out of here.

Suddenly, from the side of the road, bright headlights and a brilliant spotlight kick on.

There is obviously a large vehicle parked just off the road that was not visible in the shadows of the mountain ridge. 

The two men at the barricade freeze.





DRIVER




(under his breath)



Oh, shit!  





MALE PASSENGER


Who the fuck is that? 





DRIVER


I don’t know.

There is no sound from the vehicle, only blinding lights emit from it. It is impossible to make out any details of the vehicle or who may be inside it.





MALE PASSENGER



Do we run for it?





DRIVER


Where to? And just leave the 



others?




(beat)



Stay calm, okay?

The driver puts both hands in the air and begins to slowly walk toward the mystery vehicle. 

The woman inside the pickup truck looks out the window with a terrified glance on her face.

The driver stops about fifteen yards from the mystery vehicle. He calls out...





DRIVER


Hello? Hello there...

Suddenly, the CRACK of a rifle shot breaks the silence.

A bullet enters the driver’s chest and exits through his back. He goes down hard. 
The woman in the truck SCREAMS.

The male passenger makes a dash for the cab of the pickup truck. He reaches the driver’s side door.

Before he can get the door open, another SHOT enters the back of his head, and exits through his face. Another SCREAM from the female inside.

Suddenly, a loud and powerful engine starts up. The mystery vehicle begins to head straight for the pickup truck on the road. 

The woman inside is shaking with fear. She attempts to put the pickup truck in reverse, but it is too late. 

The mystery vehicle, now revealed to be an enormous SUV is barring down on the old pickup truck. 

The woman looks up to see the blinding headlights only a few feet from the pickup. 

The SUV, equipped with a sturdy ram bar covering its grill, SLAMS into the pickup truck and begins to push it toward the other side of the road.

The woman, as well as the children in the truck bed, begin to SCREAM yet again. 

The driver of the SUV guns the engine, sending the pickup truck and all of its passengers careening over the edge of the road into a dark ravine below!

INT. MOBILE HOME (BEDROOM) - DAY

It is morning inside a somewhat unkempt mobile home. 

EVELYN SANCHEZ crawls out of bed. Evelyn is about 30. Ruggedly beautiful. Nice proportions. Long black hair.

Evelyn is dressed only in a wife-beater tank top and panties. 

Evelyn slowly walks out of her bedroom and into the kitchen.

A few beer cans and a mostly-empty bottle of tequila litter the counter top. 

Evelyn turns on the faucet and pours herself a cup of water.

She tugs on a thin rope which opens the blinds of her kitchen windows.

From her POV, we see a Border Patrol truck parked right outside her trailer.





EVELYN


Oh, fuck!

Evelyn quickly runs back into her bedroom.

Frantically, she begins to dig around the bottom of her closet.

After a moment, her hand locates an automatic pistol.

Evelyn turns to find Arroyo standing right behind her in his full uniform. 

Arroyo grabs her hand which holds the pistol.





ARROYO



Maybe I came at a bad time.

Evelyn tries in vain to break free of his grasp. 

Arroyo takes the pistol from her, and then lets her go.





ARROYO



Who is this for? Who were you




(cont’d)



expecting to walk through your



door this morning?





EVELYN



Shouldn’t you be at work?





ARROYO



Who says I’m not?

Arroyo ejects the round in the chamber and removes the clip from the pistol. He then sets it down.

Evelyn looks up defiantly at him.




ARROYO



I ran into our pal Calderon in



the desert yesterday. 




(beat)



Want to tell me about that?





EVELYN



What do you want me to tell you,



Coy?





ARROYO



For starters, why he’s doing just



about everything I’ve told him 



not to do.





EVELYN



I already talked to him about that.



He promised me he’d be a little 



more careful next time. 




(beat)



Feel better now?

Evelyn turns and walks away from him and into the kitchen. 

Arroyo regards her coldly for an instant, and then suddenly...

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

From behind, Arroyo pounces on Evelyn. He spins her around and backs her up against the counter.

Within seconds, Evelyn is completely naked, and the two begin to make out feverishly.

After a while, Arroyo picks her up and carries her back to her bed. He throws her down and the two passionately make love.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Arroyo and Evelyn lay in bed together. Arroyo stares up at the ceiling as Evelyn has her arms wrapped around him.





EVELYN



Everything’s going to be okay.





ARROYO



It probably will, be we need to



cool it for a while, hun.





EVELYN



What’s got you so spooked out 



there?





ARROYO



Do you even get out anymore?




(beat)



I’m serious. This whole area is



getting completely out of hand.



It’s always been kind of rough



around here, but lately...

Evelyn begins running a finger over his torso.





EVELYN



Lately, what?





ARROYO



Something’s about to happen out



there. You hear about this guy on



the radio? Stirring shit up? He’s



(cont’d)



talking to this guy who bought a



bunch of land along the border.



They even got a militia together.





EVELYN



A what?





ARROYO



Militia. It’s a bunch of guys with



too many guns and too much time on



their hands. Like one big posse.

Evelyn giggles.





ARROYO



It’s not like there aren’t enough



guns out there already.




(beat)



They’re talking about building a



wall out there. A great big wall.

Evelyn sits up in bed.





EVELYN



A wall? Can they do that?





ARROYO



If it’s on his land, I guess he 



can build it.





EVELYN



Oh, my God.





ARROYO



Yeah. And I can only imagine how



that’s going to stir things up



around here.




(beat)



So that’s why we need to be 



careful, okay?

Evelyn rests her head on his chest.





EVELYN



You’re probably right.

A moment of silence passes.





EVELYN



But what would you say if I heard



about something big coming up,



too?





ARROYO



Like what?





EVELYN



Maybe something worth enough so



we could cool it for a while.



For a long time.





ARROYO



I think I’m afraid to ask you 



what that might involve. 

A cellular phone on the nightstand begins to RING. 

Arroyo picks it up and checks the caller ID. 





ARROYO



Great. Now I really do have to 



get to work. 

Arroyo opens the phone and answers the call.





ARROYO




(into the phone)



Yeah.




(beat)



When?




(beat)



How many?




(beat)



Jesus. Okay. I’ll be right there.

Arroyo ends the call. 

He jumps out of bed and begins putting his uniform back on.





ARROYO



I gotta run.





EVELYN



Busted! Ha, ha!





ARROYO




(teasing)



Shut your mouth.

After finishing dressing, Arroyo makes his way to the front door. Evelyn is right behind him.





EVELYN



But, hey! I need to talk to you



about something.





ARROYO



But nothing, Eve. I told you we


need to cool it for a while.





EVELYN



It could be something really



good...





ARROYO



Tell me some other time, okay.

Arroyo gets to the door. He turns around and goes back for a deep kiss.





ARROYO



Watch yourself. You hear me?





EVELYN



I hear you. Be careful out there,



yourself.





ARROYO



Always. 

Arroyo quickly exits the mobile home. Evelyn looks longingly at him as he leaves.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

Arroyo arrives at the site where the pickup truck was pushed over the road and into the ravine.

He parks some distance down the road as there are multiple law enforcement vehicles on the scene already.

Arroyo exits his truck. He sees agent Sims in the midst of the action. Sims waves at Arroyo, and he hastily makes his way over to him. The scene is pretty chaotic.




SIMS



Where you been, Coy? I called you



almost an hour ago.





ARROYO



Oh, stuck in town. Had a little



trouble.

Sims gives him a curious look. Arroyo is quick to change the subject. 

He moves quickly over to the ravine. 





ARROYO



Is it as bad as you told me?





SIMS



Every time I look down there it



gets worse.

Arroyo looks down into the ravine. The truck is at the bottom, smashed to pieces. Police and paramedics scour the wreckage. 

Nearby, one of the adult bodies is being pulled up to the road by a winch at the front of a police SUV. 

At the bottom, there are six additional bodies covered with blankets and sheets. Some are obviously small children.





ARROYO



Jesus.




(beat)



Jesus Christ. 





SIMS



That’s kind of what I was thinking.





ARROYO



Any chance it was an accident?




SIMS



No chance. Unless they accidentally



decided to shoot themselves after



their truck rolled down there. 




(beat)



Check this out.

Sims leads Arroyo over to the makeshift barricade left by the perpetrator. 





SIMS


Looks like someone left all this



crap in the road, waiting for 



somebody to stop. 

Sims points over to the gap in the hillside where the perpetrator parked. 





SIMS



They were just waiting in there.



With a big truck. Treads were



enormous. 





ARROYO




(gestures toward the ravine)



Waiting for them? 





SIMS


For anyone. It really could have



been anyone. 





ARROYO



You find anything on them?





SIMS


Nothing you’d get killed over. 



Not even out here. No, this looks



kind of random. We figure at least



two were shot up here. The rest




(cont’d)



picked off from above once they 



went over. 





ARROYO



But random? You’re telling me 



that this just... happened?

Arroyo pauses to consider the magnitude of the scene. 





ARROYO



It all seems pretty deliberate.



After what we found the other 



day. Something’s up out here, my



friend. Someone’s hunting illegals.





SIMS




(raises an eyebrow)



Hunting them? 





ARROYO



Yeah. Like the deputy said. About



these people being... in season.



It’s fucking evil, Arlen. Somebody’s



up to some evil shit out here. 

On the other side of the ravine, two SUVs and a pickup truck come to a stop. Men begin filing out of the vehicles. 

Many of the men are armed with rifles. These men are all Guardians. 

Sheriff Brunson is nearby talking to two of his deputies. He remarks at the arrival of the Guardians on the other side of the ravine. 





BRUNSON



Thank goodness. For a second I 



didn’t think we had enough people



here. 




(to a deputy)




That’s Mr. Hannah’s property on



the other side, isn’t it?





DEPUTY



I believe it is. 





BRUNSON



Okay, then. But keep them out of 



the crash site.





DEPUTY



You got it, Sheriff.

Arroyo and Sims take note of the arriving Guardians.





ARROYO



What’s this all about?





SIMS


Looks like the cavalry just made



it here. 





ARROYO



That’s quite a few rifles over



there. 





SIMS


You figure any of them have been



fired recently?

The two men share a thoughtful look at each other. 





SIMS


Actually, these guys talk tough,



but for the most part that’s it.




ARROYO



For the most part, huh?





SIMS


Look, there’s a guy around here.



FBI. I talked to him a while 



before you got here. I think he’s



taking this over.





ARROYO



FBI? Well, that figures. 





SIMS


Says he’s going to be working 



with our station. 





ARROYO



Is that a good thing or bad thing?





SIMS



(looking around)



Let me find him.





ARROYO




(absently)



You do that. 

As Sims walks away, Arroyo has his attention completely fixated on the Guardians across the ravine. The Guardians have gathered at the edge and are looking down at the carnage. 

We can hear some derogatory comments from a couple of them.





GUARDIAN #1



You tell me that’s all they could



fit into one truck? 

A few others laugh at this remark. 

Arroyo obviously takes offense, and stares them down from the other side. 

The same outspoken Guardian notices Arroyo and calls out to him...





GUARDIAN #1



Hey! That’s just one more truck



load of them you don’t have to



catch! 

Some nervous laughter from the other Guardians follows this remark.

Arroyo maintains his stoic expression. 

Another Guardian calls out...





GUARDIAN #2



How’d they even get this far 



inside our country?





GUARDIAN #3



Yeah! Shouldn’t you guys be 



watching the border right about



now? Who knows how many are 



getting in!





ARROYO



Some of you guys have big mouths.



I guess that’s easy when you’re



standing over there.

From behind him, Sims comes up to Arroyo to calm him down.





SIMS


Coy, come over here for a bit.




(touching his shoulder)



I’ve got someone you need to meet.

Arroyo stays fixated on the raucous bunch across the ravine for a moment longer. Then, he turns and follows Sims. 





GUARDIAN #1



That’s right! Just walk away!





GUARDIAN #2



Shit, take off that uniform and



he’d look just like one of those



fence-jumpers! Maybe he is!

The Guardians break out into laughter.
Sims leads Arroyo out of earshot of the Guardians. Arroyo is seething.





ARROYO



Those assholes do not need to be



over there.





SIMS



Those assholes are Bob Hannah’s 



boys, and that’s his turf. 





ARROYO



It’s a crime scene!





SIMS


I know. Sheriff Brunson said he’d



call Hannah and have him clear 


that side. We’re going to get it



worked out.





ARROYO



He’d better. Or I’m going over



there myself to work things out.





SIMS



(laughs)



I believe that. I do. But, hey.



There’s someone over here you



need to meet.

Sims leads Arroyo over to a man in a shirt and tie. He is FBI agent GLEN KATZ. Katz is polished, professional, and extremely neat. He’s thin, toned, and he sports very short hair. He might be a young-looking 40.

Katz is ending a call on his cell phone as Arroyo and Sims approach.





SIMS



Agent Katz? This is Coy Arroyo. He’s



assigned to this sector with me.

Arroyo and Sims shake hands politely. 





KATZ



Nice to meet you, Coy.





ARROYO



Likewise. 





KATZ



So, you’re out here in the eye of



the storm every day, huh?





ARROYO



Every day. Story of my life. You 




(cont’d)



guys taking over out here, or



what?





KATZ



At this time, no. I’m just out



here taking a look at things.





ARROYO



Maybe you should. In case you 



hadn’t noticed, were getting 



creamed out here lately. We’ve 



got no funding, no local law



enforcement worth a shit, no



technology, and no shortage of



people trying to get through.

Katz listens intently, trying to size Arroyo up.





ARROYO



And it doesn’t help matters when



we have these assholes running



around with rifles over there. 





SIMS




(to Katz)



He’s having a wonderful day. Can



you tell?

Arroyo points over to the Guardians.





KATZ



Well, look. I know this is going



to sound like a bunch of bullshit,



but I’m here to help with all of



that. Right now it’s just me, but



I’m going to be talking with as



many different people as I can. 




(points to the Guardians)



Including them. 





SIMS


Them, too?





KATZ



They have every right to be out 



there. I’m sorry if you feel like



they’re in your way out here, but



they haven’t broken any laws yet



that anyone’s aware of. I know 



their presence around here is 



stirring the pot considerably, and



it might get worse. They’re going



to start building their wall in



the morning. 





ARROYO



Can they do that?





KATZ


As long as it’s all on private



land, I’m afraid they can. But



that’s not my main concern. As



much as anything else, we need



to find out what’s behind this




sudden spike in violence. 





SIMS


That would be a good place to



start. 





KATZ



You bet. 




(beat)



Well, I need to have some words



with the Sheriff. I’ve got a 



meeting with you supervisor later.



We’ll definitely be in touch.

Katz passes out his card to both agents. 





KATZ


Anything you guys think could 



help, please let me know. 





SIMS



Count on it. 

Katz moves in close to Arroyo. He places his hand on Arroyo’s shoulder.





KATZ



We’ll get to the bottom of what’s



going on around here. Trust me.

Katz pats Arroyo on the shoulder, and then walks over toward Sheriff Brunson. 

Arroyo watches Katz for a moment. He puts the agent’s business card in his pocket. 

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Mid day. Brilliant sunshine bakes the desert floor. 

From behind a large boulder, a young man peers out. He is the ALPHA MALE; leader of a group of about a dozen or so attempting to make the crossing into the USA.

Satisfied that the coast is clear, the Alpha Male turns to the group behind him.

ALL DIALOG IN THIS SCENE WILL BE IN SPANISH:




ALPHA MALE



Looks okay. Let’s go!

The Alpha Male motions for the others to follow him.

The group that follows him consists of two other young adult males, two young adult females, and older woman, and six young children. 

The group looks haggard, is shabbily dressed, and they all sweat heavily in the heat.

The Alpha Male, with the two other adult males right behind him, presses ahead at a good pace. 

The three in the lead reach another boulder formation. The Alpha Male scans the horizon in front of them for trouble. 

The Alpha Male turns to those behind him. To his obvious dismay, there are a few people lagging well behind. 





ALPHA MALE




(to the group)



Come on! Let’s keep moving!

One of the adult females approaches him.





FEMALE




(breathing hard)



We are trying. But my mother is



worn out. So are some of the 




children. We can’t keep up!





ALPHA MALE


I don’t want to hear it. We’re 



almost there. 




(points to the horizon)



It’s just up ahead!





MALE



Tell them to hurry!





FEMALE


Can’t we find a place to rest



until its night?





ALPHA MALE


Just across that fence there is



water. We can rest when we’ve



found it.





MALE


You sure it will be there, amigo?





ALPHA MALE



Pretty sure. At least I know where



to look. The guy who’s going to 



pick us up said there was even 



some shade there, too.

The others who have been lagging behind have all pretty much caught up by now. The Alpha Male addresses them all.





ALPHA MALE


Hey, listen. I know you’re all



tired, but we’ve got to keep 




(cont’d)



moving. Okay? We’re almost across,



and we should be able to rest 



soon. Just a little while longer.

Though most in the group are breathing heavily and exhausted, a few looks of relief begin to show on their faces. They obviously trust this man.

The Alpha Male speaks directly to the older female.





ALPHA MALE



How you feel? You going to make



it?





OLD FEMALE


Yes. I can. And I will.





ALPHA MALE


Good. We have to move. Come on.

The group presses on across a washed-out swath of desert land. 

They continue on until they reach a dilapidated barbed-wire fence. 

The Alpha Male scans the area for trouble and then holds the fence open wide enough for everyone to pass through.

Once through, the group continues on. The Alpha Male takes the lead once again.

After a while, the Alpha Male spots what he has been looking for:

A tall cactus with a crude cross carved into the southern side of it. 





ALPHA MALE


I think this is what we’re looking



for. 




(to the group)



Take some cover where you can find



it. 

The members of the group, save for one of the additional adult males crouch next to a large rock formation. There is indeed some shade. 

The Alpha Male and his friend walk up to the cactus. 





ALPHA MALE


The guy told me about twenty 



paces to the left and look for



a round rock.

The two begin to pace to the left of the cactus.





MALE



I see it!

He points to a round rock on the desert floor. 

The Alpha Male reaches down and moves the rock. He digs around in the sand for a moment, and then his eyes light up.





ALPHA MALE



I think it’s here! Help me!

The two men clear away a good bit of sand until a metallic handle is visible. A moment later, the top of an old water cooler is visible.





MALE



Yes!!

The two open the top of the cooler. Inside there are four large canteens. 





ALPHA MALE



Oh, thank God!

He lifts one and taps on it.





ALPHA MALE


It’s full! I think we’re going



to make it, amigo!

The two men carry the canteens over to the others.





ALPAH MALE



Who’s thirsty?





OLD WOMAN


You found the water? It was there?





ALPHA MALE


You’d better believe it! By the 



grace of God!

The two men quickly pass the canteens around, and everyone drinks heartily. Many relieved faces as everyone takes a moment to relax.





CHILD




(to the Alpha Male)



Are we going to be in America



soon?





ALPHA MALE


We’re already there, little



amigo. We’re home free.





YOUNG WOMAN


How long do we wait here?





MALE


Why? You in some kind of hurry?



You got some place to be?

Many in the group laugh at this remark.





ALPHA MALE


We wait until dark. A few hours



more. We walk another mile to



the road and our boy is going to



pick us up. ‘Til then, we just



relax here. And hope nobody finds



us. 

The Alpha Male gets to his feet. He walks away from the group for a moment to scan the horizon. He sees nothing except for sand, cacti, rocks, and mountains in the distance. 

The Alpha Male begins to walk back to the others.

He wipes his brow and looks up at the sun which continues to beat down relentlessly. 

The Alpha Male begins to stagger. From his POV, we see his vision begin to blur. 

Another adult male sees this...





MALE


Hey, what’s wrong? You have too



much to drink or something? 

He and the other adult male laugh. The older woman gives a look of concern. 

There is now a look of terror on the face of the Alpha Male. 

He collapses in front of one of the young children. The last thing he sees is that the child has already died from the POISONED WATER!

The remainder of water in the Alpha Male’s canteen pours out and is absorbed into the desert floor.

INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY

Arroyo has just finished changing into his civilian clothing back at Douglas Station.

He SLAMS his locker door shut. 

Suddenly, his supervisor VINCENTE AGUIAR sticks his head around the corner of the row of lockers.





AGUIAR



Arroyo.





ARROYO



Yeah.





AGUIAR



Could I see you for a minute 




(cont’d)



before you leave?





ARROYO


Yeah. Sure.
INT. OFFICE - DAY

Aguiar’s office is typical of many used by Field Training Officers. It is cluttered with reports and equipment. Some commendations hang from the wall along with an American flag, and a picture of the president. 
Arroyo enters the room.

Aguiar is seated behind his desk. He is in his late 40s. Reasonably good shape. Stern. Intelligent. Polished.





AGUIAR



You can sit if you want, but this



won’t take long. 





ARROYO


I’m listening. What’s up?





AGUIAR



The fact that you have to ask is



troubling to me, Coy.

Arroyo leans into the door frame. He folds his arms and listens without any visible emotion.





AGUIAR



Coy, to sum things up, you’d 



best start watching you ass 



around here.




(beat)



In case you haven’t figured it 



out, we don’t exactly have the



easiest job on earth. And what



you’re doing isn’t making it any



easier.




(beat)



It’s not the job of the Border



Patrol to disrupt local law




(cont’d)



enforcement, or get into verbal



confrontations with civilians. 



That, and your recent tardiness



are not going to reflect well 



the next time you’re up for a



review. 




(beat)



That’s the official word from



upstairs. My words are a bit more



simple. Watch you ass, kid! This



isn’t a job with a large margin



for error. 

Arroyo scoffs at this speech.





AGUIAR



Seriously, Coy. You could be one



of our best. You’ve got what it



takes. You know what you’re doing



out there. And more than that,



you’ve even convinced me that you



care about these poor souls dying



in their attempts to enter our



country.





ARROYO


How would that look on my next


review?





AGUIAR



It would look pretty good. To the



right people.




(beat)



So now more than ever, try and 



trim off some of your rougher 



edges, huh? Stay out of Brunson’s



way. Let him deal with the locals.



Stay away from those yokels with



all the guns over on private land.




(beat)



And for Christ’s sake, report to



duty on time!





ARROYO



That last one was my fault. It was



wrong. It won’t happen again. But



some of these goons out there...





AGUIAR


They’re on his land. They aren’t



breaking any laws.





ARROYO



That we know of. Yet.





AGUIAR



I’ve been on the phone with the



sheriff. I’ve told him that if



any of those guys even spit



within a hundred feet from any



of us, we’ll personally take


them down. He doesn’t have a


problem with that, either. 





ARROYO


Good. I know I sure don’t.





AGUIAR



I didn’t figure you would. 

Aguiar gets to his feet.





AGUIAR



Wait. I’ll walk out with you.





ARROYO



The lecture’s over?





AGUIAR



For today, anyway. 

The two men share a smile. Aguiar puts a hand on Arroyo’s shoulder. 





AGUIAR



Don’t let all this get to you. 



This country’s hard on people.



No matter what side of the fence




(cont’d)



you’re on. All you have to do is



follow the rules, get the job 



done, and go home in one piece.



Now what’s so difficult about 



that?

INT. BAR - NIGHT

Arroyo enters The Watering Hole which is mostly empty. Gerry, the bartender, notices him enter.





GERRY



Hey!

Arroyo waves back in acknowledgement. He then makes his way over to the bar and has a seat.

Without being instructed to do so, Gerry sets a bottle of beer in front of him.





ARROYO



Thanks.

Arroyo promptly chugs the beer and sets the empty bottle back down. 





GERRY



Another tough day out there I 



take it?





ARROYO



No comment. But I could definitely



use another.





GERRY



You got it.

Gerry produces another bottle.





GERRY



If things have still got you down



after that one, there’s always 



one thing to consider that always



helps. Helps me, anyway.





ARROYO



Anything.





GERRY



Truth is, you’re going to die some



day. Once you accept that, what



else is there to get upset about?





ARROYO




(takes a swig)



Very perceptive.
Gerry smiles and walks around the bar. He begins to pick up empty glasses and wipe down tables.

Arroyo looks ahead at the television. The sound is turned off, but the picture is quite clear. It shows Bob Hannah being interviewed at the site where his fence will be built. 

Arroyo shakes his head in disgust.

After a moment, Gerry reappears behind the bar. He sets a shot glass on the bar and then fills it with tequila. 





GERRY



Compliments of the gentleman over



there.

Gerry points toward the rear of the establishment. 

Arroyo turns in surprise. Sitting at a table in the back is a man in a power suit and tie. He looks about 50. Slick. Definitely looks out of place in this modest bar. The man is HECTOR CISNEROS.

Cisneros also has a full shot glass of tequila. He raises it. He waits for a moment until Arroyo does the same. 

Cisneros is the first to down his shot. Arroyo downs his, and then sets the glass back down on the bar.

Without taking his eyes off Cisneros, Arroyo moves back toward his table.





ARROYO



To what do I owe this act of



generosity?





CISNEROS



If it were simple generosity, you    



wouldn’t owe me anything, my 



friend. 





ARROYO



Is it generosity, then? Or is 



there something you want?





CISNEROS


Why don’t you pull up a chair?





ARROYO



Sure.

Arroyo sits across the tiny table from Cisneros. The two men look each other over for a moment.





ARROYO



So, what’s the deal? You new in




town? Looking for a drinking 



buddy? Is that it?





CISNEROS




(to Gerry)



We’ll have two more, please.





GERRY



You got it.





CISNEROS




(to Arroyo)



It’s nothing like that, my friend.



I feel honored to be able to buy



a drink for such a dedicated 



member of our national border



service.





ARROYO



Correct me if I’m wrong, but I do



recall changing out of my uniform




(cont’d)



before I left the station. How is



it that you know what I do for a



living, Mr. ...?





CISNEROS


Cisneros. Hector Cisneros. 




(extends his hand)



It’s a pleasure to meet you, Mr.



Coyito Arroyo.

Arroyo cautiously reaches over and shakes hands with Cisneros. 





CISNEROS


And trust me, I know a great deal



more about you than just your



name and occupation.





ARROYO



And how’s that? 





CISNEROS



I’m a senior agent of the CBP.

Cisneros hands Arroyo his business card which clearly indicates he is an agent of the U.S. Customs and Border Protection department of the federal government.
Arroyo looks the card over.





ARROYO



You’re a long way from Washington,



Mr. Cisneros. What brings you to



Douglas?





CISNEROS


To put it in the most simplistic 



of terms, I’m her to help you.





ARROYO



It’s getting kind of crowded 



around here with people trying



to help our situation. What with



the FBI, a militia, a radio nut




(cont’d)



job. We’ve kind of got our hands



full keeping track of you people,



let alone the thousands who try



to cross here each day.





CISNEROS


It’s true that there are a great



many problems here in the Tucson



Sector. And Douglas Station is 



about the worst, as I understand.

Arroyo nods. 





CISNEROS


But let’s just say that more



than anything, Coy, I’m here to



help you.





ARROYO



Me? Me personally?





CISNEROS


Exactly. 





ARROYO



And how, may I ask, are you going



to help me? 




(beat)



Do I look like I need any help?





CISNEROS


Not everyone who needs help looks



as if they do. Trust me, Coy, 



what I have to tell you will be



of great benefit to you.





ARROYO



Do you moonlight as a stockbroker?



Has the CBP sent you here to assist



me with my 401k or something?





CISNEROS


I can assure you it’s nothing like



that.

Cisneros continues to look Arroyo over and grin. 

Gerry sets two more shots down in front of them. 





CISNEROS



Thank you.





ARROYO



Look, Mr. Cisneros, I thank you very



much for you generosity, but I’m 



afraid that’s all the help I can 



accept from you. Now let’s just down



these, and I’ll kindly be on my way.





CISNEROS



You haven’t even heard what I have



to offer.





ARROYO



And I think we’d better keep it 



that way.

Arroyo raises his glass.





CISNEROS


Very well, then. 

Cisneros raises his. The two men CLINK their glasses together over the table. 





CISNEROS



To Evelyn Sanchez!

Arroyo drinks his shot before the name registers. When it does, he nearly chokes. He then stares wide-eyed at Cisneros. 





CISNEROS




(chuckling)



Just the reaction I anticipated.

Arroyo can only stare at him.





CISNEROS


You have not even tried to deny




(cont’d)



knowing her. But then again, how



could you?





ARROYO



How do you know her? You an old



uncle she never bothered to 



mention?





CISNEROS


Even if I were, it would hardly



change this situation for you.





ARROYO




(deep breath)



I’ll bite. What exactly is this



situation?





CISNEROS


Has Evelyn mentioned anything 



about there being something big



on the horizon? A job, perhaps?



Something substantial? 





ARROYO



Maybe. I really wasn’t listening



too close.





CISNEROS


Well, I think it would be best if




I let her explain the details to



you. 




(beat)



The next time she brings it up,



and it will be soon, listen to



her very carefully, amigo.

Arroyo stares at Cisneros in stunned silence for a moment, and then his resolve seems to harden.





ARROYO



What makes you think I’m up for



whatever it is you and Evelyn have



up your sleeve? 



(beat)




(cont’d)



How long does she think I’ll keep



putting my career on the line for



her and her bullshit?




(beat)



Do you think I’m just going to 



sit here and listen to some suit



try to bribe me? 





CISNEROS



(chuckles)



Bribery is not the term I’d use in



this situation, my friend. Just 



think of anything you’d receive as



payment for services rendered.




(beat)



And trust me when I tell you 



that you are hardly in a 



position to turn me down. In



other words, I’m  going to



forget the words you’ve just 



spoken to me.





ARROYO



Who says I can’t turn you in 



for trying to get my hands 



dirty?





CISNEROS


Your hands and already filthy,



Coy. Your little scheme with 



Evelyn and Mr. Calderon could



get you locked up for a long, 



long time. 




(beat)



Surely you have to know that I



am fully aware of everything



you’ve been involved with since



you became an agent. 




ARROYO



I’ve made some mistakes. Too 



many in this job, but trust me.



You’d be a much bigger catch for



the Justice Department. A suit




(cont’d)



like you is just what they’re



looking for. People make careers



out of taking down guys like you.



They’d cut me any deal I wanted



if I gave you up. 

Arroyo gets to his feet. 





CISNEROS



Where are you going? 





ARROYO


I’ve had enough of your bullshit



for a lifetime, Cisneros. I’m 



leaving, and for your sake 



this better be the last time



I ever see you. 

Arroyo turns and walks toward the door. He waves at Gerry.





GERRY



Had enough of us tonight?





ARROYO



See you, man.

Arroyo quickly heads out the door.

EXT. BAR - NIGHT

Obviously agitated, Arroyo gets into his convertible.

He inserts the key into the ignition, but does not start the engine.

The door to The Watering Hole opens, and Cisneros steps outside. He spots Arroyo and makes his way over to him. Arroyo does not budge.

Cisneros reaches the convertible. He speaks down to Arroyo who only stares ahead, defeated. 





CISNEROS


That was a big speech you just




(cont’d)



made in there. But permit me to



call your bluff. 

Cisneros leans in closer and speaks into Arroyo’s ear.





CISNEROS



Do you know what happens to 



Border Patrol agents in jail?



You think regular cops have it



rough when they go inside...




(laughs)



You have no idea, do you. 




(beat)



Believe me, amigo. You don’t 



have a choice in the matter. If



you say no, you’re going away



for an eternity. I’ll see to it.



I’ve got friends in places you



can only imagine. Nobody is going



to believe your word over mine. 



You can take the job I offer, or



you can take it up your ass for 




the next twenty years or more.



It’s your choice.

Arroyo continues to stare ahead for a moment, his grip on the steering wheel tightening. Finally,...





ARROYO



I’ll talk to Evelyn. 





CISNEROS



Good! Glad to hear it. 

Arroyo starts the engine.





CISNEROS



Pleasure meeting you.




(pats his shoulder)



Be careful driving home. That



tequila is something else.

Arroyo guns it out of the parking lot as Cisneros looks on in satisfaction.

EXT. DESERT STEPPE - DAY

It is morning, and there is a huge gathering on Bob Hannah’s land. 

Present are at least 200 Guardians, no less than five television crews, a large number of construction workers, Max Stryker, and Bob Hannah, himself.

20 or more bulldozers sit idling. They await the signal to begin clearing a path for the new wall. 

American flags are everywhere, flapping in the stiff breeze.

Max Stryker stands next to Bob Hannah. Stryker holds a microphone and speaks into a television camera.





STRYKER


Ladies and gentlemen, we stand here



on what shall be regarded as an



historic day for the United States 



of America. By the grace of God, 



and with the help of Mr. Bob Hannah



who stands with me this day, we 



shall proceed with our sacred duty.




(beat)



America, I herby declare... THE



INVASION ENDS RIGHT HERE!!

There is loud APPLAUSE and some WHOOPING from the Guardians. Some raise their rifles over their heads. Other raise American flags.

Stryker presses on with his speech...





STRYKER



For the past several decades, our



beloved country has been under



assault. And like the heroes of



Bunker Hill, Gettysburg, and the



Culture War, we shall hold our


ground!

More APPLAUSE.





STRYKER



Today, this swath of desert. 



Tomorrow, the entire state of



Arizona. And one day, from 



Brownsville to Tijuana. We shall



see a barricade that will make



The Great Wall of China look like



a speed bump!

More APPLAUSE and some LAUGHTER.





STRYKER



Once we have our wall in place,



anyone wishing to enter this 



country illegally from Mexico



better learn how to swim. And



we’re not talking about wading



across the Rio Grande!

More APPLAUSE.





STRYKER



Washington is either apathetic,


or straight up compliant. Once



the American people see how 



effective this stretch of wall



will be, they will demand one



spanning the entire southern



border!!

More APPLAUSE.





STRYKER



And without further ado... Mr.



Hannah, we merely await your 



cue. Deliver us please, sir!

Bob Hannah steps forward. He looks over to his men in the bulldozers. 

Hannah raises his arm high in the air. After a pretentious moment of grandstanding, he drops his arm. 

The engines of the bulldozers begin to ROAR. Smoke spurts out of their exhaust pipes.

The heavy machines begin to roll, tearing a path into the earth.

INT. EMPLOYEE LOUNGE - DAY

Arroyo and a couple fellow Border Patrol agents are gathered around a television set in the employee lounge at Douglas Station. 

The agents are watching news coverage of the groundbreaking for the border wall. 

Arroyo shakes his head as he sees the bulldozers begin to roll.





AGENT #1



I can’t believe they’re actually



going through with this. And that



nobody is trying to stop them.





ARROYO



Who’s supposed to be stopping



them? It’s his land.





AGENT #2



This is a disgrace. We’re the ones



supposed to be guarding the border.



Not a bunch of rednecks. 





ARROYO



Unless somebody pulls an injunction



out of a hat, he’s going to keep on



building that thing.




(sighs)



It’s going to start getting really



fun around here.

Arroyo turns and walks away from the television.

INT. LOCKER ROOM - DAY

Arroyo has just changed out of his uniform. 

He SLAMS his locker door, revealing agent Glen Katz standing right beside him.

Arroyo half-jumps as he recognizes the FBI agent.





KATZ



Arroyo. How’s it going?





ARROYO


Agent Katz. Uh, fine. Really well.





KATZ


Keeping safe out there?





ARROYO




(nervous chuckle)



I made it back here in one piece,



didn’t I? 





KATZ



You did at that. Congratulations.




(beat)



Well, you’re just the man I was



looking for. Got a minute?





ARROYO




(shrugs)



Sure.

Katz looks around and verifies that nobody else is that close to them. 

(OS) There are some muffled voices ECHOING throughout the room. Other lockers are heard SLAMING. A shower is also HISSING.

Katz lowers his voice an octave or two just in case someone is listening. 





KATZ


I’ve spoken to your supervisor



about you coming along on a little



assignment with me tomorrow 



afternoon. You interested?





ARROYO



An assignment? With the FBI?





KATZ


Part of our new mission of 



inter-department cooperation. That



kind of thing. 





ARROYO



Me? Really?





KATZ


I can’t think of anyone else at



this station I’d rather have 



along for this one.

Arroyo gives a look of intrigue. 





KATZ


Shouldn’t be too dangerous. You



in?





ARROYO



Uh... sure. I’d be happy to lend



a hand. 





KATZ



Great. Outstanding. Just meet me



at The Gadsen Hotel. You know the



restaurant inside? 





ARROYO



Sure. 





KATZ


Around three?





ARROYO




(confused)



The restaurant? What kind of an



assignment is this?





KATZ


At this point, I’d better not



divulge any of the particulars. 




(cont’d)



Tomorrow at three, then?





ARROYO



I guess I’m your man.





KATZ


Wonderful. Well, I’ve got to 


split. See you then.

Katz begins to walk away. After a few paces, he turns and re-verifies with Arroyo.





KATZ



Three. Come as you are. 





ARROYO



Three it is.

Katz walks away. Arroyo, with a thoughtful expression, watches Katz exit the locker room.

INT. RESTAURANT - DAY

Arroyo enters the restaurant within the Gadsen Hotel. He looks around.

Other than a waitress wiping down some silverware, the place is deserted in the late afternoon. 





WAITRESS



Mr. Arroyo?





ARROYO



Yes.





WAITRESS



They’re waiting for you upstairs. 




(she points)



Up those stairs and look to your



left. You’ll see them.





ARROYO



Thank you.

Arroyo slowly makes his way up the stairs to the upper level of the restaurant. The old stairs CREAK under his feet as he ascends them.

From Arroyo’s POV, we see him reach the upper level. 

Seated at a table in a private dining area of the establishment are Glen Katz and Sheriff Brunson. Arroyo can see them through an open door. 

Arroyo’s eyes turn a bit dark and suspicious. He walks toward them. 

Katz smiles warmly as he approaches. Brunson nods politely.

To his surprise, Arroyo also sees Bob Hannah seated next to them once he reaches the doorway of the spare room. Hannah also smiles warmly.





KATZ



Agent Arroyo. Come on in.

Arroyo enters the sequestered dining area.





KATZ



Of course, you know the Sheriff...





BRUNSON



Coy. How are you?





ARROYO



Fine, Sheriff.





KATZ


And I’d like you to meet Mr. Bob



Hannah. He’s a businessman, and a



fairly influential member of the



community, you might say. 





ARROYO



So I’ve heard.

Hannah rises, and he and Arroyo shake hands. Everyone is then seated...





KATZ



So... now that we’re all here,



I guess it’s time we got down



to business.

Katz takes a look around the table to make sure he has everyone’s attention.





BRUNSON


Your meeting, agent Katz. Let’s



hear it.





KATZ


Well gentlemen, as we all know,



we’ve got trouble around here. 



Things are falling apart along



this border...

Brunson gives a snort. 





KATZ




(cont’d) 



Over the years, I’ve become a 



believer in cutting through all



of the red tape and bullshit 



when attempting to deal with a



problem. Sometimes just a few



dignified professionals having



an honest chat is enough to get



the ball rolling. Especially if



it’s off the record. 

Hannah smiles and nods. Arroyo remains stoic. Katz continues...





KATZ


Now, we could sit here and point


fingers back and forth all day



and accomplish nothing.




(beat)



Or, the four of us could simply



listen to what everyone has to



say, and maybe start getting to



the bottom of things.





ARROYO



The four of us? That’s all its



going to take?

Brunson chuckles.





KATZ


Obviously it’s going to take quite



a bit more than us talking to 



solve the problems at hand. But I



have called this meeting today to



hopefully get the ball rolling as



they say. Now, each of us 


represents what I believe to be



a potential pillar of a 



constructive solution. 




(beat)




After all, I’m just a suit from



out of town. It’s your community



being ripped apart, and it’s in



each of your interests that we



get down to fixing things.

A moment passes where nobody speaks. Finally, Katz pushes on...





KATZ


Sheriff, why is it in recent



months that the murder rate in



this county has quadrupled? 



Any thoughts?





BRUNSON




(exhales deeply)



Off the record?





KATZ



(nods)



Just tell me what you think.





BRUNSON


What I think? I think things are



going to hell, Agent Katz. This



area has always had its share of



violence. But what we’ve seen




(cont’d)



recently... it just defies all



description. The Douglas area is



getting turned on its head. People



are pissed off... 




(points at Arroyo)



... he knows all about it. He’s



seen it, too.





KATZ


And what do you think is going on,



Coy? 





ARROYO



Something pretty terrible. Something



deliberate. Somebody’s doing some



killing out there. It’s like 



immigrants are being... hunted. It’s



absolutely sickening. The things 



we’ve seen recently. 

Arroyo turns to Hannah.





ARROYO



And having a bunch of mercenaries



with rifles out there isn’t going



to calm anyone’s fears.





HANNAH



Mr. Arroyo, I can appreciate the



concerns that both you and Sheriff



Brunson have about what we are 



doing along this border. But let



me assure you that in the end, 



we’re all on the same team. We only



want what’s best for America. We’d


like our country to be both 



prosperous and peaceful. This dream



can never be realized when anyone



can simply slip into our country



illegally and unchecked. And since



the government of this nation acts



a little less than interested in



alleviating the problem, the duty



therefore becomes entrusted to 




(cont’d)



private citizens.




(beat)



All we are looking to do is make 



the country safer, Mr. Arroyo.





ARROYO


I can appreciate that, Mr. Hannah.



Making this country safer is what



me and my colleagues look to do



every day. Do I wish we had more



power and resources? Absolutely.



Do we need help from a renegade



army of rednecks? No we do not.





HANNAH



Mr. Arroyo, please do not get the



wrong impression regarding the



Guardians. I am well aware of the



incident the other day where some



of them were disrespectful to you.



I can assure you that each man



involved was sent home. I’m not



going to tolerate prejudice among



any members of any organization of



mine. My family emigrated to the




United States as well. Same as all



of us at this table. The American



dream must be available to anyone



who wishes to seek it legally.

Arroyo nods.





BRUNSON



Still, Mr. Hannah, all those men



with rifles have kind of got the



hair on the back of our necks a



bit bristled. 





HANNAH



Sheriff, I assure you we do an



extensive background check on 



anyone wishing to join our 



organization. We do not accept



hardened criminals in our ranks.
 



ARROYO



What about that loudmouth on the



radio? Did he have to be part of



the equation?





HANNAH



Max Stryker is quite a personality.



And I have to admit that I don’t



always agree with what he has to



say. But on this issue, I’m afraid



the two of us stand side by side.



And the coverage he generates...



you can’t beat it with a bat.





ARROYO



I suppose not. 





HANNAH



But don’t worry about him. He’s 



left the area. 





BRUNSON



I think I’ll have to add an amen



to that.

The men share a chuckle. Even Hannah manages a grin.





BRUNSON



Well, Mr. Katz. May I press you 



for a moment?





KATZ


Go ahead. 





BRUNSON



All of this violence. What do you 


think it means? Normally an up tick



in violence equals a rise in 



narcotics in the area. So far we’ve



had one, not the other.





KATZ




(to Arroyo)


So far. But I find it hard to believe



its all over nothing. Just random




(cont’d)



killing.





ARROYO



I’ve seen the crime scenes. I’d 


hardly call these last two random.



Looked pretty deliberate if you



ask me.





KATZ


Well, whether its narcotics related



or not, it looks like something big



is about to happen here in Douglas.





ARROYO



I’d say its already happening. 

Katz raises an eyebrow and nods in agreement. 





KATZ


In any case, things have heated up




in this area recently. Dramatically



so. 




(beat)



Now, Mr. Hannah, what would you say



to a brief moratorium on construction



of your wall? Just until things calm



down a bit.





HANNAH



I’d say you’re a little bit out of



bounds, telling me a thing like that.





KATZ



I’m not telling you. Just asking you



to consider it. I can’t tell you what



to do on your own property.





HANNAH



But you’d like to, wouldn’t you? Each



of you. 





BRUNSON



Bob, you have the right to do 



whatever you want with you own




(cont’d)



property, unless a court tells you



different. But you have to admit 



that this project of yours has



brought in all kinds of outsiders



to the area. And it has stirred up



a lot of resentment within the



community. Maybe its time to stop



for a while. Let us figure out 



what we’re dealing with.

Hannah shakes his head in disgust. 





HANNAH



So that’s what this little get



together was all about. One man



takes it upon himself to do 



something important that will help



this nation. And you men are ready



to crucify him for it!





KATZ



Now, Mr. Hannah...





HANNAH



I might have known.

Hannah gets to his feet. 





HANNAH



Good day, gentlemen. I’ve got



work to do. 

Hannah abruptly exits the room. 





KATZ


Well, that’s not the reaction I



was hoping for.





BRUNSON



I’d better go talk to him. 

Brunson gets to his feet. 





BRUNSON



If you’ll excuse me, gentlemen.



I’d better calm him down before



he goes to the press and tells



them that the FBI is trying to



prevent him from exercising his



private property rights, or God



knows what else he’ll come up 



with. 




(beat)



Agent Katz, it was nice meeting



with you again. See you out in



the world again, Coy.





KATZ



Thank you, Sheriff.





ARROYO


Take it easy, Sheriff.

Katz and Arroyo are left alone together in the dining room.





KATZ


Well, that could have gone better,



I suppose. 





ARROYO



So, is that what this meeting was



all about? To get him to stop



building that thing? 





KATZ



Not entirely. And I really didn’t



expect he’d go for it. 





ARROYO



Do you think he can be stopped?





KATZ


At some point, I’m sure the 



Supreme Court will be taking a



look at it, but unless a lower



court hands down an injunction



before then... he’s going to 



keep on building. 




(cont’d)


Anyway, now that I’ve got you



alone, there are some things I’d



like to discuss with you.





ARROYO



We still off the record?





KATZ


Of course.





ARROYO


Shoot.

Katz reaches into his briefcase and produces an 8½ X 11 photo. He sets it down on the table. 

The photo is a close-up of Hector Cisneros! 

Arroyo’s eyes widen ever-so-slightly when he sees the picture. 





KATZ


Are you familiar with this man?





ARROYO




(studying the photo)



I can’t say that I am. 





KATZ


His name is Cisneros. Hector 



Cisneros. He’s a fairly lofty 



soul over at the CBP. From what



I gather, he’s been based in DC,



but I have it on pretty good



authority that he may be in the



area.

Arroyo remains silent as he looks more closely at the photo.





KATZ


To make a long story short, he’s



under suspicion for bribery. 



Among other things. If you see him




(cont’d)



hanging around the station, do 



yourself a favor and walk away as



quickly as you can.





ARROYO



No shit?





KATZ



Honestly, Coy. We’ve got our eye



on Douglas Station. Cisneros might



have friends amongst you. But he’s



not the kind of friend you need.





ARROYO



How so?





KATZ



Rumor has it he was seen over



in Texas near where those two 



agents took the fall for shooting



that smuggler a couple years ago.



I’m sure it could be a coincidence,



but with this guy... I’m inclined



to doubt it. 





ARROYO



Thanks for the warning.  I’ll give



you a call if I run into him.

Camera focuses on the photo of Cisneros.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. CAR - DAY

Hector Cisneros pulls up outside of Evelyn Sanchez’s trailer. 

INT. TRAILER - DAY

Evelyn looks out her kitchen window and watches Cisneros get out of his car. 

Evelyn winces.

EXT. TRAILER - DAY

Cisneros walks up to the door He KNOCKS a few times.

INT. TRAILER - DAY

Evelyn does not move. Three more KNOCKS. Louder than before. 

Still, Evelyn does not answer.

Suddenly, the door is flung open, and Cisneros enters.





CISNEROS


It’s not polite, acting like you’re



not home.

Evelyn is doing the dishes. She acts too busy for Cisneros, hardly looking in his direction.





EVELYN



And it isn’t polite to just walk



in on someone. Who invited you?





CISNEROS



You did. The day you borrowed ten



grand from me.





EVELYN



You’ll get it back, and then some.



Just don’t push me.





CISNEROS


I wouldn’t dream of it. 

Cisneros sits down at her kitchen table. Evelyn continues to do the dishes. Cisneros is located behind her, and out of her line of vision. 





EVELYN



If you want something to drink,



you know where to find it. 





CISNEROS


You hear from Coy? 





EVELYN



Not for a few days. 





CISNEROS


Really? Is that how it is between



you two? Sounds really sweet.

Evelyn rolls her eyes.





EVELYN



He’s busy. So am I. What do you



want to hear?





CISNEROS


That we’re on, for starters. When



do you expect to see him again? I



need an answer, sweetheart!





EVELYN



It just so happens that he’s coming


by later.





CISNEROS


How later?





EVELYN



I don’t know. 

Suddenly, Cisneros is standing behind Evelyn. He wraps his arms around her. She tenses. 





CISNEROS



I hope it won’t be soon. 

Cisneros has roving hands and fingers. Evelyn is clearly uncomfortable. 





CISNEROS



(breathing heavily)



I wonder what it is he does for 



you that you won’t allow me to



do, huh?

Finally, Evelyn turns and slugs Cisneros. He is stunned by how hard she can hit.





EVELYN



You don’t put your hands on me,



got it?

Cisneros grabs a hold of Evelyn. She struggles, but is unable to break free.





CISNEROS


You’ve got a really big mouth for



someone in your position.

Cisneros picks Evelyn up and carries her into the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM - DAY

Cisneros pins Evelyn to the bed. She struggles to break free to no avail.




CISNEROS



I’d better get an answer from him



by the end of today, or you’re 



both going away! Understand me?





EVELYN




(struggling)



Get off me!





CISNEROS


Do you understand me?!





EVELYN




(finally)



Yes!

Cisneros, hearing what he wanted to hear, gives a big, sleazy smile.





CISNEROS


Promise?





EVELYN



Yes!!

Cisneros continues to leer over Evelyn. He runs his hand all the way up her thigh.

Evelyn is obviously uncomfortable.





CISNEROS



It’s too bad you’ve never given me




a taste.

Cisneros licks Evelyn’s face. She SHRIEKS in disgust.

INT. TRAILER - DUSK

Arroyo, dressed in civilian clothing, enters Evelyn’s trailer.

No lights are on. Evelyn is nowhere to be seen.





ARROYO



Evelyn? You here?

Arroyo walks toward the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM - DUSK

The final gasps of daylight filter in through curtained windows. No lights are on in the bedroom.

Evelyn is lying on her side on the bed, facing away from the door as Arroyo enters.





ARROYO



Hey. You asleep?

Evelyn stares at the wall in front of her. 

Arroyo sits down on the bed. He places a hand on her torso. Evelyn jumps slightly. 





ARROYO



What’s wrong?

Evelyn reaches behind her and grabs his hand. She lets out a little sob.




ARROYO



What is it? 





EVELYN



It’s nothing. I just... it’s been



a long day.





ARROYO



Sorry to hear it.





EVELYN



I know. Thank you.

Evelyn sits up, wipes a tear from her eye, and then wraps an arm around Arroyo.





EVELYN



How was your day?





ARROYO



Well... hardly worth mentioning.





EVELYN



Good. That’s better than me.

Evelyn wipes away another tear.





ARROYO



Come on, hun. Something’s bothering



you. Either stop crying, or tell me



about it.





EVELYN



We need to talk.





ARROYO



Apparently so.





EVELYN



Yes, we do.





ARROYO



I’m listening.





EVELYN



Remember a while ago when I said



there was something coming up



that could help us? Something big?

Arroyo nods.





EVELYN



It’s happening real soon. I need



to be able to tell someone that



we’re in.





ARROYO



That I’m in, you mean.





EVELYN



We can’t do it without you.





ARROYO



Who’s we? As if I even have to 



ask. Hector Cisneros?





EVELYN




(nods)



He was here earlier. He said he



has to know by tonight.





ARROYO



So, that would explain the 



wonderful mood you’re in.

Arroyo gets to his feet and begins nervously pacing around the room.





EVELYN



He’s not exactly asking us, you



know.





ARROYO



No shit!




(beat)



I must have been out of my mind



to get mixed up with you! I can’t



believe what you’ve turned me 



into. I am an agent of the U.S.



Border Patrol. It’s my job to



enforce the law. To protect this



community.





EVELYN



To help people!





ARROYO



Oh, that’s really nice! Spare me



the idealistic crap, Evelyn! What



we’ve been doing has been about



nothing but money. And you know it!





EVELYN



You’re helping people start a new



life here! People that might never




get a chance.





ARROYO



Stop it with that shit! 





EVELYN



It’s true! There is work here.



People we bring in are willing



to do it. They just need the



opportunity.





ARROYO



And what’s this big job we’re



supposed to do for Cisneros?



Who are we going to be helping



this time?





EVELYN



He didn’t say. 





ARROYO



It’s drugs, isn’t it?





EVELYN



He didn’t say!





ARROYO



Fuck! You know god-damned well



that it is!

Evelyn looks down. 





ARROYO



You know I spent the afternoon



with a guy from the FBI? 

Evelyn looks up. Her eyes widen.





ARROYO



Oh, yes! The FBI is here in 



Douglas. They’re looking for



corruption at our station. This



guy trusts me. He wants me to



help him out. Me! Could you even



ask for better judgment? 





EVELYN



If you say no to Hector...





ARROYO



I know. He told me.





EVELYN



You’ll go to prison! I’ll get 



sent back home! If you say no



to this, we’re fucked!!

Evelyn begins sobbing once again. Arroyo sighs, and goes to comfort her.

He holds her for a moment.





ARROYO



Okay. It’s going to be okay.

Arroyo sits with her for a while longer. 

CUT TO:

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT
Arroyo sits upright in Evelyn’s bed, staring ahead at nothing in particular. Evelyn lies quietly next to him. 

After a moment, Arroyo takes a deep breath. He then reaches for a business card and his cell phone next to the bed.

Arroyo punches in a phone number. We hear three RINGS (OS) as he holds the phone up to his ear. Finally, a male voice answers on the other end.





VOICE (OS)



Yes?





ARROYO



Is Mr. Cisneros there?





VOICE (OS)



There’s nobody here by that name.



Would this by chance be Mr. Arroyo?





ARROYO



It would.





VOICE (OS)



You’ve got the right number.





ARROYO



What have you got for me?





VOICE (OS)



I’ll give you a moment to find a



pen, because I’d rather not have



to repeat what I’m about to tell



you.

Arroyo locates a pen and a scrap of paper.





ARROYO



Okay. I’m listening.





VOICE (OS)



Okay. Friday afternoon. Four 



O’clock. During your shift. You



are to be in full uniform and



driving your company vehicle. 



You will follow Highway 80 west



to mile marker 73 and wait for



further instructions. Once we



have determined that you are in



fact at this location, and that



you are alone, you will receive




(cont’d)



a call on this phone detailing



what to do next.





ARROYO


So, you’re telling me...





VOICE (OS)


At this time, I’m only telling



you to be at mile marker 73 by



four O’clock Friday afternoon.




(beat)



Be sure you make it, Mr. Arroyo.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY

Arroyo is driving his company vehicle down Highway 80, as instructed.

INT. TRUCK - DAY

Arroyo spots mile marker 73, and pulls over by the side of the road. 

Arroyo kills the engine. He waits for a moment. 

A cell phone sits on the seat next to him. He looks at it, waiting for it to ring.

Arroyo notices a car WHIZZ past him at a high rate of speed. After a moment, the car dissolves into the horizon. 

A close up on the phone which finally begins to RING. 

Arroyo gingerly picks it up and answers it.





ARROYO



Yes? 





VOICE (OS)



Mr. Arroyo? 





ARROYO



Yes. 





VOICE (OS)



Your punctuality is greatly 



appreciated. You seem to be good



at following instructions. Make



sure you follow the rest of them,



and this might turn out well for



you.





ARROYO


I’m listening. 





VOICE (OS)



Continue west. Take your next



available left turn off the 



highway. And try to relax. You



still have a good bit of driving



to do.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

Arroyo’s truck moves down a rugged dirt road deep in the desert.  Other than the road itself, there is no sign of civilization anywhere nearby. 
INT. TRUCK - DAY

Arroyo holds the cell phone to his ear as he drives. 

The instructions continue.





VOICE (OS)



You’re just about there. It’s over



the next big hill. You’re almost



to the line.





ARROYO



Who am I supposed to be looking



for?





VOICE (OS)



You’ll know them when you see



them. At the bottom of the hill




(cont’d)



turn right and follow the wash-



-out until you see them. 





ARROYO



Got you. I see it.

EXT. DIRT ROAD - DAY

Arroyo’s vehicle leaves the road. He begins to move through a dry riverbed. 

INT. TRUCK - DAY





VOICE (OS)



You’ve been very cooperative,



Mr. Arroyo. I hope that continues.




(beat)



This is the last you’ll hear from



me until after you’ve made the 



pickup. Once you’ve made it, and



are on your way back, we’ll call



you with directions. And Mr.


Arroyo?





ARROYO


Yes?





VOICE (OS)



Whatever these men you are about



to meet tell you to do... you do!



Understood?





ARROYO



Got you.





VOICE (OS)



Good. Talk to you soon.





ARROYO




(hangs up)



I can’t wait. 

EXT. DRY RIVERBED - DAY

Arroyo’s vehicle plows ahead through the dusty riverbed. The late afternoon sun continues to beat down...

INT. TRUCK - DAY

Arroyo appears tense as he drives.

Up ahead, he notices three high-priced SUVs. Standing along side the vehicles are three individuals. Young. Well-dressed. These men look very professional.

Arroyo continues to approach these men. He slows down dramatically as he nears them.

One of the men holds up his arms, ordering Arroyo to stop the vehicle when he’s roughly twenty yards from the SUVs.

Arroyo stops the vehicle, but does not shut off the engine or step outside. 

One of the three men approaches him. 

THE FOLLOWING DIALOG WILL BE ALL IN SPANISH:

EXT. DRY RIVERBED - DAY

Arroyo rolls down his window as the man approaches. 





MAN


Excuse me, sir. My friends and I



are a little lost.





ARROYO



You can cut the shit, pal. I’m



the guy you’re waiting for.





MAN



Arroyo?





ARROYO



That’s me. 

The man gives a ‘’thumbs up’’ signal. Suddenly, from inside the SUVs, and from concealed positions on the periphery, approximately a dozen men with guns descend on Arroyo’s truck.

Instinctively, Arroyo raises his hands. The man at his window points a pistol at Arroyo’s head.





MAN


You just relax, amigo. Now, very



carefully, reach down and give 



me your gun.

Arroyo obeys. As he finds his own pistol, the man cocks the hammer on his, and brings it up to Arroyo’s temple. 

Slowly, Arroyo brings up the weapon. The man outside the window takes it from him.





MAN


Okay, Arroyo. Step out of the 



truck, please. 

Arroyo obliges. Once he’s outside, he is able to look these men over more closely.

These men all look fairly sharp and professional. All of them have state of the art weaponry. Nice clothes. Expensive sunglasses.

Arroyo catches a glimpse of what appears to be a badge hanging like a medallion over one man’s chest. It is briefly visible through his unbuttoned shirt. 





MAN



(to the others)



Bring it up. 




(to Arroyo)



We don’t have much time. Come



here.

The man leads Arroyo to the back of the Border Patrol truck. He gestures to a compartment beneath the bed.





MAN



Open that, if you would.

Arroyo locates the key, and then unlocks the door to the storage compartment. 

Three men approach, each carrying a sizeable gym bag. 

Under the careful supervision of their leader, the men empty numerous cellophane packages into Arroyo’s truck.

Arroyo’s eyes bulge at the amount of narcotics being loaded into his vehicle. 

When there are only a few packages left to be loaded, the leader stops his men.





MAN



That’s good. 




(to Arroyo)



You load the rest.

Arroyo returns a curious glance. 





MAN



Just do it. Let’s go.
Gingerly, Arroyo begins taking up the remaining packages and placing them inside his vehicle. 

When he has the last one in his hands, we hear a CLICK (OS).

Arroyo turns to see one of the men taking his picture with an elaborate camera.





CAMERAMAN




(broken English)



Say cheese!

The others all laugh at Arroyo, who cracks a nervous smile.





ARROYO




(under his breath)



Fuck you.

CUT TO:

Arroyo is back behind the wheel of his truck. The man whom he originally talked with is at the window once more.





MAN



Have a safe trip now, Agent



Arroyo. Try not to get yourself



arrested.

The man pats the top of the truck’s cab, and Arroyo begins to drive off.
INT. CAR - DAY

Hector Cisneros and Evelyn sit in his sedan which is parked in a remote location in the desert.

Cisneros, dressed casually, sits behind the wheel. Evelyn sits in the front seat next to him.

Cisneros is ending a call on his cell phone.





CISNEROS



Gracious. Thanks.




(hangs up)




(to Evelyn)



He’s made the pickup, and he’s on 



his way to us.

Evelyn nods. 





CISNEROS



So far, it’s looking good. He 



seems to be following orders.



I knew he’d come around.





EVELYN




(smiles)



I wasn’t so sure. He’s difficult 



when he wants to be.





CISNEROS



Apparently so. 





EVELYN



So, what’s next?





CISNEROS


We wait. It will be a while before



our other mule gets here. You were



clear with the directions?





EVELYN



Crystal. And he knows this land



better than either of us.

A moment passes. Cisneros looks Evelyn over. 





CISNEROS


He’s finished, you know. 





EVELYN


Who’s finished?





CISNEROS


Coy. After this, it’s going to be



all over for him.





EVELYN


What do you mean, Hector?





CISNEROS


After today, there’ll be nothing



he can say no to. And sooner or



later he’ll either get caught, or



be forced to leave the country.





EVELYN



And what about you?





CISNEROS


What about me?





EVELYN



Don’t you think he’d give you up



in a second?





CISNEROS


He’d certainly try. But who’d



believe him? The only link 



between myself and Agent Arroyo



is you, my dear. 





EVELYN



That’s not true. He told me the



FBI is in Douglas. They trust 



him enough to help them with 



their investigation of Douglas



Station. 





CISNEROS




(laughs)



Is that what they told him? It



sounds to me like they’ve already



got their man. If they get a look



at what he’s been up to today,



that will just about wrap things



up.





EVELYN



You bastard. You promised...





CISNEROS



What did I promise you? The only



promise I made to you is that



you’ll be taken care of. If you



wish. 

Cisneros slides closer to Evelyn. 





CISNEROS



Coy is going away, Evelyn. Very



soon. He never had a choice. 




(beat)



You do, however.





EVELYN



And do I even have to ask what



my choices are? 

Cisneros reaches over and brushes some hair out of her eyes. 




CISNEROS


You are one amazing piece of...



work, you know. You’re so much



more than just a beautiful 



woman, Evelyn.

Evelyn bristles, and then rolls her eyes. 





EVELYN



Hector, don’t...





CISNEROS


What is it about him? Why do you



find some field monkey so 



desirable? Is it the way he smells



when he gets home?

Cisneros places a hand on her thigh. 





CISNEROS



Is that what turns you on?





EVELYN



Take your hand off me, Hector!





CISNEROS



Don’t be so shy, my dear. We have



all the time in the world.

Cisneros begins kissing Evelyn, who resists with all of her strength.





EVELYN



Get off me!! Hector, I swear!

Suddenly, there is a KNOCK at the passenger’s side window. Startled, Cisneros and Evelyn look up to see Tomas Calderon standing outside the car, looking in at them.





CISNEROS


What the fuck is he doing here



already?!

Evelyn rolls down the window, relieved at this intrusion. 





CALDERON



What’s going on here?





CISNEROS



You’re pretty fucking early,



amigo! 





CALDERON



From the look of things, I got



here just in time, Hector. 





CISNEROS



Did I explain it wrong? You were



supposed to get here when Arroyo



does. I look the stuff over. You



take off with it. Everyone goes



home happy. 





CALDERON



Plans just changed. 

Calderon pulls out an automatic pistol. Cisneros reaches into his belt for one of his own.





CALDERON



Move that hand another inch, and



you lose it! Get out of the car!



Both of you! 




(to Cisneros)



Throw that thing out first!

Carefully, Cisneros reaches down and removes his pistol. He tosses it out the window at Calderon, who has to jump aside to avoid being hit by it. 




CALDERON



Out!

EXT. DESERT - DAY

Cisneros and Evelyn each exit the vehicle. Once outside, Evelyn throws her arms around Calderon.





EVELYN



Thank you! Oh, thank you! It



wasn’t what it looked like.





CALDERON



I know that. I wouldn’t expect



you’d be caught dead lying next



to this piece of shit.





CISNEROS


You’re fucking up big here, Tomas.



What are you thinking? You know



the people you’re fucking with?





CALDERON



I do. And the people I know aren’t



scared of them any more than I am.



This is my show now, Hector. I’ve



got another buyer. A better one.



When Coy shows up, that shit is



coming with me. Understand?





CISNEROS



What the fuck are you thinking?





CALDERON



I’m thinking it’s about time we



took a walk, amigo.
Calderon motions with his pistol out toward the desert beyond them. 





CISNEROS


Where to?





CALDERON



I’ll let you know when we get



there. Move.

Calderon, with Evelyn following him, marches Cisneros out into the desert in the general direction of a rocky ridge a couple hundred yards away from the car.

The wind begins to pick up drastically. The sinking sun is now mostly obscured by menacing storm clouds moving toward them. 

EXT. WASHOUT - DUSK

Calderon marches Cisneros to a washed out area of desert just beneath the rocky ridge above them. 





CALDERON



That’s far enough. 





CISNEROS



What are you going to do? Shoot



me? Leave me out here to rot? I’ll



have you know that murdering a



federal officer is one hell of a



crime, Tomas. Even when they find



out I’m covered in shit, it won’t



matter, my friend. You’re going to



burn for this. 





CALDERON



Shut your mouth. You make me sick.

Calderon cocks the hammer on his pistol. He aims it at Cisneros who does not flinch. 




CALDERON



I’d love to pull this trigger,



Hector. But I’d rather not give



anyone a reason to extradite me



from where we’re going. 

Evelyn flashes a curious glance. 





CALDERON



That’s right. Tomorrow at this



time we’ll be in Mexico. This



piece of shit might have found



his way back to the world by



then. 





EVELYN


Mexico? You mean you want me to



come with you?





CALDERON



Yes. Hell yes! This is the chance



we’ve been waiting for. As soon




as we get rid of this trash!




(to Cisneros)



Now, take off your shoes and socks.



Do it quickly!





CISNEROS


What the fuck is this?





CALDERON



Do it!

Slowly, Cisneros begins to remove his shoes and socks. After he’s barefoot...





CISNEROS



Now, what?





CALDERON



Now, you get to do some climbing.

Calderon gestures up to the top of the ridge with his pistol.





CALDERON



You’re gonna climb all the way 



up and over. Until we can’t see



you. Once you’re out of sight,



we’re gone. And trust me, you



won’t find the keys to your car



when or if you ever make it back



down in one piece. 





CISNEROS


You’re fucking shitting me. You



little peasant. There are people



waiting for me, and for the shit



that’s on the way. They’re not



going to sit on their ass for 



very long if it doesn’t get to 



them! You think you won’t be



found in Mexico? I give you a 



week at best before your skull


is an ashtray in somebody’s 



home!

A BOOM of thunder is heard from above as some serious storm clouds have now gathered above the washout. 





CALDERON



Start climbing!!





EVELYN




(to Calderon)



And what about Coy? 





CALDERON



I’ll take care of him when he



gets here.





EVELYN



What are you going to do?





CISNEROS



Careful, Tomas. The bitch there



is in love with him. 

This remark angers Calderon, who takes two steps closer to Cisneros with the gun raised and ready to fire.

Suddenly, a bullet tears into the back of Calderon’s neck and exits through his throat in a burst of blood. A short moment later, there is a REPORT from a rifle above their position. 

Evelyn and Cisneros look up to the top of the ridge just in time to see a figure dressed in camouflage take aim at them with a large hunting rifle.

Both hit the ground as a round WHIZZES past them and buries itself into the sand. 

Instinctively, Evelyn and Cisneros both frantically try to reach Calderon’s body to retrieve his pistol. 

Cisneros is the first to reach it. As soon as his hand closes around the weapon, a bullet SMASHES into his head, sending skeletal and brain matter all over Evelyn. 

Evelyn is terrified, but does not completely panic. She grabs the gun from Cisneros’s hand and fires it a couple times toward the top of the ridge. 

EXT. RIDGE - DAY

Atop the ridge, the figure takes a step back as a round ricochets off a rock somewhat close to him. 

The figure regains his bearings, and prepares to aim down at Evelyn once again.
From his POV through the scope, we see that Evelyn has very craftily pulled Cisneros’s corpse over her for cover. This makes it difficult for him to aim.

Still, he picks his target and prepares to fire....

Suddenly, the noise of a powerful engine is heard approaching (OS). 

Through his scope, the figure looks further out from the ridge to see Arroyo’s Border Patrol truck approaching fast. 

A GRUNT is audible from underneath his camouflage mask. 

The figure atop the ridge adjusts his aim...

INT. TRUCK - DUSK

Arroyo is behind the wheel of his truck. He sees Evelyn and the bodies of Calderon and Cisneros up ahead. He does not seem to be aware of the figure on the ridge....

Suddenly, a bullet CRASHES through his windshield. 





ARROYO



Shit! Fuck me!

Arroyo nearly loses control of the vehicle in the loose sand.

EXT. TRUCK - DUSK

A bullet TEARS into the engine block of the truck. Arroyo quickly loses control.

EXT. WASHOUT - DUSK

Arroyo’s truck comes to a skidding halt about 30 yards from Evelyn’s position. 

INT. TRUCK - DUSK

Arroyo tries frantically to re-start the engine to no avail.

Another shot SMASHES through the windshield, forcing him to duck. 

From outside, another BOOM of thunder immediately follows a flash of lightning. 

(OS) Arroyo can hear Evelyn’s frantic voice calling out to him.





EVELYN



Coy! Oh, my God, Coy! 

Arroyo opens his door and calls out to her.





ARROYO



Evelyn! Who the fuck is shooting



at us?!?!





EVELYN



I don’t fucking know! Get us the



hell out of here!!





ARROYO


Wait! Stay down! 
Arroyo reaches for a shotgun mounted on the floor of the vehicle. 





EVELYN



Are you crazy! I’m not staying



out here!!

Arroyo turns just in time to watch Evelyn crawl out from underneath Cisneros’s corpse and make a mad dash to his vehicle. 





ARROYO



NO!!!!

EXT. WASHOUT - DUSK

Evelyn has not taken three steps before a bullet hits her in the upper leg. Panicked, she tries to move on, but the next bullet hits her in the back. Evelyn is dead before she hits the ground. 

INT. TRUCK - DUSK





ARROYO



NO!!!! GOD DAMMIT!!! GOD 



FUCKING DAMMIT!!! 

Arroyo pulls his door back shut and crouches low on the floor, clutching the shotgun. 





ARROYO




(whispers)



Fuck. Oh, fuck me!

Arroyo looks around the inside of his cab. For a moment, his eyes fix on his radio. He shakes his head “no”. 

A bullet CRASHES through the windshield. Then another. 

Arroyo tenses each time a shot enters the cab. One shot is particularly close to his face as it THUDS into the upholstery of his front seat. 
After a moment, another CRASH of thunder is heard.





ARROYO



(looking skyward)



Come on, you bitch. Open up!

A second later, a TAP is heard on the top of the cab. Then another, and a few more. Within a moment, rain begins to POUR down onto the vehicle. 

Quickly, Arroyo throws open the door of his truck. 

EXT. WASHOUT - DUSK

Still clutching his shotgun, Arroyo jumps out of his truck and makes a mad dash toward the bottom of the ridge. 

He has just passed Evelyn’s body when a bullet WHIZZES past his head. He continues to sprint through what is now a driving rainstorm. 

The rocks, and the cover they provide are just ahead....

Suddenly, a bullet tears through the deltoid of Arroyo’s left arm. He YELPS out in agony. 

Two seconds later, Arroyo reaches the relative safety of the base of the ridge. He dives behind a large boulder. 

EXT. RIDGE - DUSK

Arroyo winces as he looks down at the wound. The bullet passed cleanly through, but the hole it left is beginning to gush blood. 
Arroyo removes his shirt and begins to tie off the wound with it as best he can. 

Once the wound is tied off, Arroyo looks back at his truck and the carnage around it. 

Water continues to POUR from the sky. After a moment, the washout begins to fill with runoff from the nearby ridge. A river begins to take form. First washing over the three dead bodies, and then against the bottom of Arroyo’s disabled vehicle. 

Arroyo looks up at the sky, then toward the top of the ridge. There is no sign of the gunman as the rain intensifies. 

Shotgun in hand, Arroyo begins to carefully climb the ridge. 

After he has ascended roughly fifteen feet, he looks down at his vehicle. Water is now as high as the doors as it rushes past the truck. 

Arroyo continues to climb. The rocks are somewhat slippery, and he has a little trouble with footing. 

Thunder continues to CRASH overhead as the deluge continues. 

Arroyo is about halfway up the side of the ridge. He suddenly loses his footing and has to grasp onto the rocks above him. This causes him to drop the shotgun.

The shotgun slides down the side of the ridge. It hits a rock and discharges with a BOOM. It then falls into the raging water below. 





ARROYO



God-dammit! Shit!

With all his strength, and only one good arm, Arroyo hoists himself up onto a ledge and out of immediate danger from falling. 

Arroyo crawls back into the rocks and looks up above him, expecting trouble now that his position has been given away.

On a ledge just above his position, two heavy legs wearing combat boots jump down from above. Arroyo cannot see them from where he is situated, but he can hear them. 
Arroyo crouches down, and readies his pistol...

(OS) We hear, but do not see the booted feet step along the ledge above Arroyo. From his position, it sounds like the figure is walking away.

After a tense moment, Arroyo moves toward the edge of the ledge he is on. With his pistol extended, he looks up over the ledge above him. 

From Arroyo’s POV, we see the muzzle of a rifle aimed right at his head from only a few feet away!

Arroyo ducks as the rifle discharges with a BOOM. The bullet misses his head by a fraction of an inch!

Arroyo rolls out of further harm’s way, as the muzzle is pointed from above at his position. 

As the figure above aims for another shot, Arroyo surprises him by grabbing the barrel of the rifle and pulling the man down onto the ledge where he is hiding. 

The man, covered from head to toe in camouflage, is stunned, but quickly regains his bearings. With the rifle, he knocks Arroyo’s pistol out of his hand. 

Arroyo tackles the man before he is able to aim the rifle for a shot in these close quarters. 

The two wrestle on the ledge for a moment. Control of the rifle is at stake. Arroyo has difficulty with his wounded arm. 

Finally, the camouflaged figure gains the upper hand and SMACKS Arroyo across the face with the butt of the rifle. Arroyo falls backwards, but close to his pistol.
The camouflaged figure draws a beat on Arroyo. He pulls the trigger, but only a CLICK is heard. The man is out of ammunition. He angrily throws the rifle down at Arroyo, and reaches into his belt for a large knife...

With his good hand, Arroyo locates his pistol. He aims and fires. Two SHOTS strike the figure. Both in the upper torso. The man drops his knife and falls to his knees.

Arroyo gets to his feet, and moves over to the wounded man, keeping the pistol aimed at him.

Arroyo reaches down and removes the man’s camouflage mask.

The identity of this man is revealed to be that of David Keegan, a man previously thought to be a catatonic invalid during Arroyo’s visit to his mother’s ranch.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. KEEGAN RANCH - DAY

David Keegan, sitting silently in his chair at his mother’s home, reminds us who he is.

BACK TO PRESENT:





ARROYO



You and your mother have some



explaining to do, David. I’d hate


to think she was in on this with



you.

David Keegan is in terrible agony. He looks up at Arroyo, with blood running out the side of his mouth. 





DAVID




(gurgling)



And what about you? Where in the



hell were you when we needed you



...?

David’s words are cut short as Arroyo shoots him in the forehead. 

Arroyo drags David Keegan’s body to the edge of the ledge, and then throws it down the side of the ridge. David’s body bounces off a few rocks and SPLASHES into the water below.

EXT. WASHOUT - DUSK

It is just about all the way dark when Arroyo makes it to the bottom of the ridge. By now, the rain has mostly stopped, and the water has receded down to the level of the tires on his truck. 

Arroyo trudges through the knee-deep water until he reaches the back of the vehicle. He locates the key to the rear compartment and opens it. 

Luckily, the packages of dope seem to have not gotten very wet. Arroyo picks one up and looks it over to verify it was not ruined.

Suddenly, two arms warp around Arroyo’s legs! He jumps, and cries out before turning to see who has a hold of him.

The arms belong to the body of an adult male floating in the water. Arroyo turns the man over to try and figure out the man’s identity. 

Though Arroyo does not seem to recognize the man, we recognize him as the ALPHA MALE from the ill-fated crossing party which drank the poisoned water!
Arroyo then looks farther out into the water and realizes he’s in a sea of dead bodies from the crossing! Men, women, and even children’s bodies are visible in the water, as they slowly float past his feet.

Arroyo wanders out a few feet from the truck. He looks up at the sky and lets out an anguished SHOUT. Once it has left his lips, he begins to sob.

EXT. DESERT - DUSK

Arroyo, carrying a huge gym bag, trudges out into the muddy desert as the last faint glow of daylight fades behind him.

Arroyo collapses next to an old fence post with a couple strands of rusty barbed wire dangling from it. 

He sits for a moment, regarding the land around him in the dying of the light. 

Then, he begins to dig into the earth with his hands. 

Though exhausted, Arroyo is able to tear out big chunks of damp sand, soon making a sizeable hole in the desert floor.

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Arroyo stumbles across the desert floor. He is woozy, bleeding, and seemingly lost. 

The sky is clear once again, and bugs CHIRP all around him as he staggers on. There is a new moon, so it is fairly dark. 
Suddenly, brilliant spotlights from a vehicle parked just in front of him blaze to life. 

Arroyo stops in his tracks. He attempts to shield his eyes from the lights.

The doors of the vehicle CREAK open, and three men exit the vehicle. All three are armed with rifles, and dressed like commandos. They are Guardians. 





GUARDIAN #1



Hold it! That’s far enough!




GUARDIAN #2



Freeze it, amigo!





ARROYO


Wait! I’m American! I need help!





GUARDIAN #3




(chuckles)



Where did you learn to speak so



good, hombre? 





ARROYO



I’m an agent with the Border



Patrol! I need you to take me



to the Sheriff immediately! 





GUARDIAN #1



You got any ID?

The man gets too close to Arroyo. Arroyo grabs the man’s rifle with his injured arm, and points his pistol between the man’s eyes. The other two Guardians are too petrified to move.





ARROYO



Take me to the fucking Sheriff



this instant, or I’ll shoot you


another asshole right here!

He cocks the pistol for good measure, and then taps the man’s forehead with it.




GUARDIAN #1




(whimpering)



Okay! Okay! Just please don’t 



shoot me!

EXT. DESERT - DAY

A massive crime scene surrounding Arroyo’s derelict Border Patrol truck.

Several other Border Patrol vehicles, as well as Sheriff’s dept. vehicles line the edges of the washout. 

Arroyo stands among Sheriff Brunson, Glen Katz, and his supervising agent Vincente Aguiar. Arroyo is pointing this way and that, but we cannot hear what he is telling them.
After a moment, Glen Katz nods his head. He steps forward and pats Arroyo on the shoulder.

INT. ASSEMBLY HALL - DAY

Dressed in their finest uniforms, and facing a stage sit dozens of Border Patrol agents. Also a good deal of civilians and press. 

On the stage, behind a podium, stands CBP Commissioner Robert C. Bonner. Bonner is a well-dressed white man in his mid sixties. Behind him are a row of higher-ups within the Border Patrol, as well as some civilian bureaucrats. 

Arroyo is also seated behind Commissioner Bonner, who is finishing up a speech...





BONNER


... and it is with great pleasure



that the Department of Customs 



and Border Protection has decided 



to award the Purple Cross along with



the Exceptional Service Award to



Douglas Station’s very own Coy



Arroyo!

There is loud APPLAUSE as Arroyo gets to his feet and joins Commissioner Bonner at the podium. Arroyo’s wounded arm is still in a sling. Bonner then hands him a Purple Cross Medal, and a plaque certifying his Exceptional Service Award. 

Arroyo and Bonner smile as their pictures are taken by several photographers.

Agent Glen Katz of the FBI, and Agent Sims of the Border Patrol are sitting the front row. They each give Arroyo a ‘’thumbs up’’ signal. Arroyo nods back at them as the cameras continue to flash in his face.

INT. RECEPTION HALL - NIGHT

At a modest reception hall, Arroyo, still in uniform, is saying goodbyes to the remaining guests at a party held in his honor.

Sims is the last to say goodbye.





SIMS


Well, enjoy the next few weeks.



I think you’ve earned them. 





ARROYO




(looks down at his arm)



I’d have to say I did. 

The two share a chuckle. Sims might be a little drunk.





SIMS



There’s already some talk about



you moving upstairs.





ARROYO



Already? Shit, you know I’ll 



always be out there with you



guys. At least until I’m too



old. 





SIMS


That day seems to arrive when 



you least expect it to. Whatever



happens... buds?





ARROYO



Always.

The two share a clumsy embrace.





ARROYO



Just be careful out there while



I’m gone. Okay?





SIMS



You got it.

EXT. PARKING LOT - NIGHT

Arroyo makes it to his vehicle. He opens the trunk and puts his awards inside. He closes the trunk.

At this time, Arroyo notices Bob Hannah standing behind him. Hannah wears a big, polite smile.





HANNAH



Hey!





ARROYO



Well, hello there. Sorry you


missed out on the refreshments.





HANNAH


Oh, that’s okay. I’m not always


at my best at these kinds of



things, anyway.




(beat)



But I did want to congratulate



you on a job well done out there.



I know we share our differences



on certain issues, but when you



boil it all down, we’re both on



the same team. We both desire



what’s best for the community



and this nation.





ARROYO



Of course. And thank you, sir.





HANNAH



That Keegan boy is just the sort

 

of evil that my men are out 



there trying to stop. 




(beat)




(cont’d)



I just hope you never really 



thought that any of my guys were



doing any of that killing. 





ARROYO



Sir, some days on this job, I



don’t really know what to think.





HANNAH




(laughs)



I’ll bet. I can imagine. 




(beat)



Well, congratulations on your



awards. 

Hannah moves in closer and lowers his voice.





HANNAH



And if you’d like to keep them for



more than the next hour, you’d



better tell me where you hid those



packages that were in the back of



your truck.

Arroyo returns a look of shock.

INT. HANNAH’S TRUCK - NIGHT

Hannah and Arroyo are driving through the desert. It is a little slow going since they are off-road.





HANNAH



You know, Cisneros really did



have you by the balls. Just like



I do. But still, I can’t believe



you agreed to do the job.

Arroyo does not answer. He only stares out the window.





HANNAH



He did his share of good for me,



but in the end, I’m glad to be 



rid of that son of a bitch.




(laughs)




(cont’d)



I can’t believe he tried to get



you involved in this. But, he’s



got a history of ruining agents’



lives. If you can keep your mouth



shut, this might not completely



ruin yours, though.





ARROYO



Thanks. That’s good to hear, I



guess. 




(beat)



So, what’s with that wall, 



anyway? Just a ruse to keep 



everyone occupied while people



like you bring smack across the



border in other places? 





HANNAH



Sort of like that, yeah. But in



the end, I still think building



a wall is the right idea. Things



are really going to hell around 



here. All throughout the Southwest.



We can’t just have an open border



now, can we? 





ARROYO



No, we can’t. That’s mostly the



reason I took this gig. But it



was also to help these people.



Can you blame them for wanting a



better life?





HANNAH



Can’t say that I do. America has



worked out great for me, anyway.




(beat)



We getting close?





ARROYO



Yeah. It’s just up ahead.

EXT. DESERT - NIGHT

Arroyo has led Hannah over to the fencepost where he buried the drugs. Hannah is carrying a shovel.





HANNAH



How far down we talking? 





ARROYO



Not far. Dug it with my hands.





HANNAH



You’re lucky that arm’s in a 



sling and I’m a nice man.

Hannah begins to dig.

CUT TO:

Hannah has dug a decent-sized hole, and the packages are right there where Arroyo had left them. 





HANNAH



Somebody upstairs must love the


two of us. These still look okay.

Hannah unravels a large burlap sack. He jumps into the hole and begins to load up the packages. 

Once they are all in the bag, Hannah jumps out of the hole. He pulls a pistol on Arroyo.




HANNAH



Thank you, Coy. I knew you 



wouldn’t let me down.




(turns angry)



Now you look down there at that



fucking hole! Would you like to



be buried in it? 

Arroyo looks genuinely frightened. 





HANNAH



After all you put me through,



I don’t see why this couldn’t



be a nice way to end this 



chapter! What do you think?

Hannah cocks the pistol.

Suddenly, a powerful flashlight is shined on the two men.





VOICE (OS)



FBI!! DROP IT! 

From the periphery, about a half dozen men surround Hannah with weapons drawn. 





FBI AGENT



I’m not going to tell you again!!

Hannah drops his pistol in disgust. He looks at Arroyo.





HANNAH



You do this??

Arroyo nods.





ARROYO




(smiling)



Agent Katz seems like such a 



nice guy. I just didn’t feel right


keeping such a big secret from


him.





HANNAH



You’re going away for this, Coy.





ARROYO



Something tells me you’ll be 



going away for a lot longer... 


YOU ASSHOLE!!




(to the FBI)



Jesus, what took you so long?



I think he really would have shot


me.





FBI AGENT



You’re in plenty of trouble, too.



Let’s leave it at that.
INT. CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Arroyo sits alone at a long table in a conference room of a federal courthouse.

Glen Katz enters.





KATZ



Hey. How’s it going in here?





ARROYO


Fine. I suppose there’s no 



place I’d rather be while the



rest of my life is about to be



decided by a judge and a bunch



of attorneys.





KATZ



From what I’ve heard, it might



not be the end of days. What 



are they talking? Five years, 



out in three? 





ARROYO



Something like that.





KATZ


Well, believe me. This thing 



could have turned out a hell of



a lot worse, my friend. 





ARROYO



I suppose. Your buddies show up



another five minutes later, and



I’m buried in that desert.





KATZ


Dead, maybe. But I don’t think



he’d have had time to bury you.

Arroyo gives Katz a funny look, and they both break out with a laugh.





KATZ


Look at the bright side. The 




(cont’d)



judge likes you from what I’ve



heard. And Washington doesn’t 



exactly want a ton of publicity



for this whole thing. I think



the prosecutor would just as



well have you go away quietly.




(beat)



Three years isn’t forever.





ARROYO



No, it isn’t. But it might be 



long enough for me to try and



figure out what the hell I got



myself into. 




(beat)



I really fucked up, didn’t I?





KATZ



I wouldn’t plan on a future in



law enforcement when you get out.



That much I can tell you.





ARROYO


I didn’t figure I would.





KATZ



But a guy like you. A decent man,



knows the score out there along



the border.... you can certainly



find a way to help people. If 



that’s the direction you wish to



travel in.





ARROYO



Count on it.




(beat)



And what about Hannah?





KATZ


He’ll have a lot more time to



contemplate things than you 



will. Most likely the rest of



his life.





ARROYO



And the wall? 





KATZ



The U.S. Supreme Court just said



that building a fence along the



border is legal. I expect we’ll



see a better one within a few



years. Hannah was right about 



that. Sooner or later, the public



will demand it. 




(beat)



But as far as Hannah’s wall is



concerned. I don’t expect we’ll



ever see it.

Arroyo nods.

EXT. DESERT STEPPE - DUSK

The sun is setting at the construction site of Hannah’s wall. There has been some heavy digging, but no section of wall has been erected. 

The last bulldozer has just been loaded onto a flatbed truck. 

A worker secures it, and waves at the driver who starts the engine. 

A moment later, the line of flatbeds begins to pull out of the construction area, followed by several pickup trucks and SUVs. 

The sun sinks below the horizon and the site is completely void of any human presence.

As darkness sweeps across the countryside, the only sound is the CHIRPING of crickets as they welcome the night.









FADE OUT

