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FADE IN:

& BRIEL FPROIOGUE:
EXT = BEACH - DAY.

At first we don‘t know we’re on a beach, because all we see is
swirling smoke and ROARING FLAMES -- destruction all arcund us.

A MAN emerges from the gmokXe like a Wagnerian myth made flesh:
a tall, muscled warrior in modern combat gear, covered with
greasepaint and blood. He has the heart and soul of a lien. His
name is JOHN MATRIX, and he carries his daughter JENNY.

GENERAL FRANKLIN KIRBY awaits him, flanked by armed troops.

KIRBY
Ieave anything for us?

MATRIX
Just bodies.

KIRBY

I'd like you to start up your old
unit again, John. All it would take
is your coming back.

MATRIX
This was the last time.

Matrix and his daughter walk past, heading for a waiting
seaplane bobbing in the surf. Kirby calls after him:

' KIRRBY
Until the next time.

TIGHT. ON MATRIX
as he turns back. Eyes smoldering.

] MATRIX
No chance.

And as he utters these words we

SMASH CUT TO:
OPENING TITLE SEQUENCE (Best read while listening to "The

Brazilian" by Genesis, so if you have the Invisible Touch
album; toss it on and crank up the volume.)

CREDITS ROLL AS:
A HELICOPTER POV (DAY)
tilts the world and the audience dizzily on its ear, racing

breathlessly low over whitecapped waves below.
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The waves give way to breakers crashing against ragged rocks.
¥We hurtle up a deserted coastline so fast and low we get
whiplash just thinking about it.

TWO HELICOPTERS
rage up the coast at full throttle, flying in loose formation,
an angry pair of matte black Huey gunships with no markings

whatsoever. They might as well be surfing; their landing skids
fairly dance across the waves.

DIZZY TIGHT SHOTS provide an.cxhilnrating quickrcux montage of
visual details:

ROTORS thrumming a DEEP BASSO ROAR beneath sound baffles.

FIIOTS faceless and grlm behind high-tech helmets, heads
gleanming like exotic insects, black polarized lenses reflecting
the racing waves below.

ASSAULT TROOPS inside the helicopters. Helmeted and faceless.
Black body armor. Autcomatic assault rifles. A VOICE shouts over
the noise of ROTCORS AND RUSHING WIND:

VOICE
Lock and load!

AMMUNITION CLIPS slap home.

WEAPONS are cocked, safeties thrown off.

THE WAVES rush by, an incredible blur of reflected sunlight.
- CUT TO:

IITLES AND MUSIC CONTINUE AS:

EXT - FEDERAL ﬁAXIHUH SECURITY PRISON - DAY

A armored bus RUMBLES through a set of heavy security gates.

MOVING POV FROM INSIDE BUS

We are swallowed within the confines of the impossibly-high
stone walls. Guard towers loom against the sky.

RIFLE-TOTING GUARDS

are lined atop the wall, peering down, their presence telling
us that & V.I.P. (Very Important Prisoner) is arriving.

IR THE PRISON YARD

Even the convicts are gathering for a lecok, drawn from all over
the prison to see the new arrival.

(CONTINUED)
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THE BUS

shudders to a stop. The door slams open with a EYDRAULIC
WHOOSH. TWO GUARDS step down, taking up positions on either
side of the door.

CAMERA ROCKETS UP TO THE DOOR to reveal NESTOR PEDROSA. His
eyes are flinty and hard, his features dark and Latin, his
manner aristocratic. He descends from the bus, hands sghackled,
squinting at the daylight.

Pedrosa is escorted through ansther security gate and intn the
prison yard proper. All eyes are on him, and he kXnows it. He
moves with slow ease, making it clear these proceedings are
beneath his dignity.

The convicts part before Pedrosa, revealing:

THE WARDEN

stands waiting to greet the new arrival. Pedrosa is brought
before him. The Warden favors him with a gloating smile.

WARDEN
Welcome to Hell, you sorry sack of
shit.

Pedrosa’s eyes flash in momentary anger...but then, incredibly,
he smiles, Faintly at first, then wider, his smile growing. His
teeth are perfert, pearly white, rimmed in gold.

Pedrosa starts to laugh. The Warden'’s snugness fades. This is
the last reaction he expected. Pedrosa keeps laughing, louder
and louder. ) :

The Warden looks around nervously, because now Pedrosa’s
laughter no longer sounds like laughter, it sounds like the
throaty WEUMP WHUMP WHUMP of helicopter rotors, which it is
because =~

TEE TWO UNMARKED BLACK HUEYS
ROAR into view like sudden thunder, swooping mere feet over
the prison walls. Several guards are swept SCREAMING off the

wall by the rotor wash, arms and legs windmilling as they
plumet into the yard.

The helicopters bank into a power turn as the DOOR GUNNERS
open up with their .30 cals.

GUARDS

are chewed up by bullets and blown off the prison walls even as
they try to scramble into firing positions.
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THE PRISON YARD

is turned intc a maelstrom of fleeing and dying men, bullets
grinding up everything in sight. The Warden hurls himself to
the ground as a guard right next tc him is blown off his feet.

Pedrosa throws his shackled hands around the cowering Warden’s
neck and drags him choking to his feet, using him as a shield.

HUEY $1

The door gunner is suddenly hit, tarn apart by bullets. Ha
flops lifelessly in his safety harness like a shattered -puppet.

ABGLE ON GUARD TOWER
reveals a guard BLASTING AWAY on the tower machine gun.
HUEY #1

pivots neatly around in a dead-perfect hover and FIRES A
MISSILE. A WHITE HOT STREAK shoots through the air and =--

THE GUARD TOWER

sinply vanishes in a huge concussive FIREBALL, catapulting the
flaming body of the guard through the air.

HUEY #1
pivots and FIRES AGAIN, taking out another guard tower as --
HUEY $2 -

lays down smoke and lands in the yard, whipping up a hurricane
of flying dust and debris. Troops disenrbark, faceless men in
black firing GUNBURSTS in all directions.

The assault troops reach Pedrosa, whe still has a stranglehold
on the Warden. Lightning=gquick, Pedrosa yanks a pistecl from a
soldier’s holster and jams it into the Warden’s stomach.

PEDROSA
Hell welcomes you, not ne.

BIAM!BLAMIBIAM! The Warden crumples. The troops grab Pedrosa
and hustle him into the Huey. It lifts into the air, rotors
kicking up 2 storm of dust, door gunner still chattering away
cn his .30 cal.

HELICOPTER POV
‘rising into the air, revealing the full extent of the carnage

below: bodies strewn everywhere...survivors buffeted by a
hurricane of rotor wash as they stumble blindly among the dead...

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

THE HELICOPTERS

jein up in formation, pivot arcund as gracefully as a pair of
ballet dancers performing a pas de deux, and vanish over the
wall as abruptly as they appeared.

OFENING CREDIT SEQUENCE ENDS as we
CUT TO:
INT - GALLERIA - ESTABLISHING = DAY

The saze shopping mall from COMMANDO I. Crowded and busy.
INT - VIDEO & MUSIC EMPORIUM

TIGHT ANGLE ON a display of television sets. Most of the TV
Screens show an ANCHORWOMAN delivering the news:

- ANCHORWOMAN
...death toll has yet to be
confirmed, but observers are
calling the airborne terrorist
assault the most daring and vioclent
Prison break in U.S. history.

A photo of Pedrosa appears behind her. ANGLE WIDENS OUT to
reveal a store full of browsing customers ignoring every word.

. ANCHORWOMAN

Nestor Pedrosa reputedly runs the
Panarpanian arm of the Medellin Cartel,
the infamous Colombia-based drug
empire. He was in this country
illegally when he was arrested last
year in connection with the single
biggest shipment of illegal

narcotics ever to cross cur borders...

ANGLE SHIFTS to reveal JENNY MATRIX browsing the videoc rental
shelf, a Walkman on her ears. Now in high school, she’s grown
into quite a lovely young lady. She moves down the row, bent
low, frowning in concentration as she tries to make a choice.

She almost bumps into a figure blocking her way. She looks up
and sees:

BRAD HANLEY

grinning down at her. Eyes of blue, shades by Vuarnet, a2 high
school senior guaranteed to cause palpitaticns in even the
stoniest of female teen hearts.

Jenny straightens up, flustered but covering nicely. She
removes the Walkman and gives him a shy, beautiful smile.

(CONTINUED)
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. JENKNY
Oh. Hi Brad.

BRAD
You’re looking real good, Jenny.

He pauses, allowing her a moment to just bask in his presence.

BRAD
Listen, some of us seniors are
getting together for a little party
tanight. You intevested?

Jeany blinks. This is too good to be true.

) JENNY
Me? You’re asking me?

BRAD
(flashes that grin)
You got something against seniors?

JENNY
Uh, no.

BRAD
So how about it?

She wrestles with this, shooting a glance across the store at
her father. He’s engrossed browsing the pusic cassettes.

JENNY
1’d have-to ask my dad., We were
gonna watch a movie at home tonight.

BRAD
You spend Saturday night at home
with your old man? That’s a little
Leave it to Beaver, isn‘’t it?

MATRIX

is delighted to find a certain music cassette. He looks around
for Jenny and notices the slick dude chatting her up. His smile

fades to a frown.
JENNY AND BRAD

BRAD
Look, just shine the o0ld man and
come party with the Bradster.

He moves closer, crowding her space, fingering a U2 button on
her jacket lapel.

(CONTINUED)
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BRAD
Daddy’s little girl has to grow up
sonetime, you catch what I’'m saying?

Jenny shakes her head, unsure =-- growing more uncomfortable.

~ BRAD
C’mon, if you’re gonna learn to party,
learn with the best, am I right?

He opens his jacket, directing her attention down.

BRAD’S JACKET LINING

is an elaborate pharmaceutical warehouse. Coke, crack, weed,
ups, downs == you name it, the Bradster’s got it.

J ENNY
(her heart sinks)
Oh nmy God. Is that what I think it
is?

BRAD

It ain’t my Care Bear collection. I
got shit in here Nancy Reagan never
even dreamed of. _

{(leans in, sotto)
You fly with me, you fly for free.
You fly solo, you pay. How about
it, baby? Beats watching "Bambi."

JENNY
I don’t £hink s0.

She tries to push past him, flushed and angry, but he crowds
her against the shelf.

BRAD
What’s yocur problem?

JENNY
Just let me go.

BRAD
- Or what? You gonna holler for
Daddy?
(snickers)
I bet he even Jocks like ward
Cleaver.

Suddenly a gaiant hand enters frame and grabs Brad by the back
of the negk.

MATRIX (0.S.)
That’s right.

(CONTINUED)
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TIGHT ON EBRAD

as the giant hand turns him slowly arcund and he finds himsel?t
gazing up into the very pissed-off face of Colonel John Matrix.
Brad’s eyes bug out over the tops of his cool shades.

MATRIX
In fact, when I wear a sweater, you
can barely tell us apart.

MEZZANINE LEVEL

Matrix drags Brad from the Music Emperium by his sar, .
scattering shoppers right and left. Jenny trails behind. -
"Brad is hollering, arms windmilling: .

BRAD
Get hin aff’a me! He’s crazy!

TWO SECURITY GUARDS (whom we recognize from COMMANDO I) race up
the stairs, see Matrix, and skid to a sudden stop.

GUARD #1
Oh shit! It’s hip again!

GUARD $2
(inte walkie-talkie)
Better call SWAT. Godzilla’‘s back.

Matrix sees them and hustles Brad over. The guards cower at
Matrix’ approach.

- MATRIX
I want this scum arrested!

GUARD $1
For what?

, MATRIX
Trying to push drugs to my
daughter!

Brad wrestles out of Matrix’ grasp, embolidened now that the
guards are here. . ’

BRAD
It’s your word against mine,
asshole, and your word doesn’t mean
shit! I should know, my old man’s a
lawyer! These peons tan’t touch ne!
Not without probable cause!

MATRIX

(squints at the guards)
Probable cause?

(CONTINUED)



TINUED:

GUARD #2
I’m afraid he’s right.

Matrix glowers at Brad. Brad gives him a nasty smirk.

Matrix grabs Brad and 1lifts him into the air. He spins higp
-upside down and starts shaking him by the ankles like a bag of
laundry. Brad screams and flails helplessly as drugs of all
description come cascading cut of his clothes and onto the
floor. The pile grows and grows, -

Matrix pauses and-turns to the guards.

MATRIX
Probable enough?

The guards exchange a glance, then look back at Matrix.

GUARD #1
(grins)
Works for us.

Matrix drops Brad to the ground. The guards move in and cuff hinm.
JENNY -

looks around, mortally embarrassed, wishing she were invisible.
All the teenagers in the place are staring at her, mouths gaping.

CUT TO:
EXT -~ FREEWAY -~ DAY

Matrix drives his jeép, which is loaded down with groceries.
Jenny rides beside him, agitated:

JENNY
I am so mortified. Everybody I know
was there. Wait till word gets
around that my father narked out
Brad Hanley, only the most popular
guy in school.

MATRIX .
Is that what it takes to be
popurlar? Drugs?
(Jenny shrugs morosely)
You think I should have stood there
and done nothing?

_ JENNY
No. I just wish you’d done it a
little more guietly, that’s all.
(pause, sadly)
I used to think he was so nice.

(CONTINUED)
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Matrix sees that she’s heartbroken._

g MATRIX
I’m sorry if 1 embarrassed you.

JENNY
(shoots him a look)
You’‘re not gonna do that to every
senior that asks me out, are you?

Matrix laughs. She finally thaws and laughs too, digging into
the Music Emporium bag... -

JENNY
What’s this new tape you bought?

MATRIX
It’s ene of the first rock and ragll
albums I ever heard back in East
Germany. I can’t believe I found it.

Jenny unwraps it and pops it into the cassette player. "Gimme
Some Lovin’" by the Spencer Davis Group BLARES from the
speakers. Matrix boogies behind the steering wheel, enjoying
himself immensely.

MATRIX
What do you think?

JENNY
(nc use being polite)
It’s a little prehistoric.

Matrix glares at her as we

CUT TO:
EXT - MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY

Matrix’ jeep comes into view, winding up the hill, "Gimme Some
Lovin’" BLARING into the wilderness.

JENNY
This is the fourth time we’ve heard
this. How many more times are you
going teo play it?

MATRIX
Until you learn to like it.

A HELICOPTER
suddenly CLATTERS into view from behind a ridge and wheels about

after the jeep ~- a Bell Jet Ranger in light gray, sporting a
corporate logo on the side: "McCarren Defense Industries."

(CONTINUED)
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The chopper ROARS overhead and drops to the side, pacing them.
GENERAL FRANKLIN KIRBY snaps off a salute from the passenger
side of the cockpit. Neither Matrix nor Jenny look thrilled.

EXT -~ MATRIX CABIN

The jeep pulls to a stop. Matrix and Jenny watch the Jet Ranger
come in for a perfect landing =- right in the flowerbed. Kirby
emerges and waves to them. They get out of the jeep and walx
over. Matrix and Kirby shake hands warmly.

KIRBY .. ..
John. You’re looking fit,

MATRIX
So are you, General.

KIRBY
Hello, Jenny. You’re growing into
quite a young lady.

JENNY
You’‘re on bad’s begonias.

KIRBY
I beg your pardon?

JENNY
He spent all summer growing those
begonias, and you just landed your
helicopter on them.

- MATRIX
Jenny, don’t ke rude to our guest.

VOICE (0.S.)
Sorry! My fault!

ANGLE ON HELICOPTER

reveals PACO LOPEZ swinging down from the pilet’s seat. He
wears fingerless gloves and a faded Hawaiian shirt over a green
Army tank top. He flips up the tinted lenses of his aviator
specs, a big grin under his bushy mustache.

10PEZ
I remember lots of times we
couldn’t be so picky about our LZ,
right Colonel?

MATRIX
Paco? Paco Lopez?

LOPEZ
It is I, the one and only.

(CONTINUED)
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They sweep into a bear hug and roar with laughter.

< MATRIX
How long has it been? Angola?

1OPEZ
At least. This your little girl?
(Matrix nods proudly)
I got a boy about her age. We ought
tc get ‘en together.

Jenny .huffs and xolls her gyes. There is na . dignity. .

JENNY
I’1ll put the groceries away and get
dinner started.

She vrestles groceries out of the jeep and heads toward the
house. Matrix looks Lopez up and down, eyes his Hawaijan shirt.

MATRIX
You‘re out of uniform, soldier.

. 1OPEZ
Watch who you’re calling "soldier.m I
haven’t drawn Army pay in a long time.

MATRIX
Civiljian?

) LOPEZ
{nods)
I’m an independent contractor. 1
freelance around.
(cocks a thumk at Kirby)
Today I get to play taxi for
McCarren Industries.

Matrix shoots Kirby a questiocning look.

KIRBY
John, we need to talk.

MATRIX
The answer is no.

KIRBY
Hear me out first. You owe me that.

Beat. Matrix nods. Lopez does a graceful fade:
LOPEZ
I’11l help with the rest of the

groceries. lLet’s get together soon,
John. Suck down some brews.

(CONTINUED)
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Matrix and Kirby stroll up the mountain path, moving out of
earshot of the house.

MATRIX
What’s this about McCarren Industries?
You moving into the private sector?

KIRBY
Hell no, I’ve got khaki running in
my veins, you know that. But we’re
working with them. A joint venture
ot sorts.- -

MATRIX
Why?

KIRBY

Andrew McCarren is much more tham
just a businessman -- he’s a true
American patriot. And McCarren
Industries is much more than just
defense -- worldwide, their
intelligence network is second only
to the C.I.A.'s.

(stops, faces Matrix)
John, we‘ve got a situation brewing.
It’s very sensitive, potentially
explosive. You’re the best tean
leader 1 ever had. I could use you
back, now more than ever.

_ MATRIX
What is this "situation?"

KIRBY
I‘’m sorry, that’s on a need-to-know
basis -~ and frankly, if you turn
me down, you don’‘t need to know.
(beat)
I will tell you this. Our cause is sacred.

Matrix gazes off and sees Jenny walking from the house to the
jeep. She wrestles more groceries into her arms and gazes up in
her father’s direction.

MATRIX
When her mother died I promised 1’4
never go away again.

KIRBY
Damn it, John. You’re a socldier.
You have a duty.

MATRIX
I’m a father first. My duty is to her.

(CONTINUED)
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KIRBY
What about your country?
MATRIX
(eyes flash)
I left my share of blcod on foreign
s0il. I won’t break my promise to
Jenny. Not even for you. I'm sorry.

Rirby shakes his head, sighs.

EKIEEY.
I am too, John. More than you know,

- Kirby takes Matrix’ hand in a firm goodbye clasp and speaks

with an eerie note of finality:

EIRRY
Farewell, my friend.

And with that, Kirby turns and strides down the path.

CUT TO:
KIRBY'’S HELICOPTER

ROARS into the sky and skims away at treetop level. TILT
DOWN to Matrix watching it go, shielding his eyes from the sun.

Jenny emerges from the house and comes to his side, worried but
putting on a brave face. He senses her concern.

- MATRIX
I’m not breaking my promise., Not '
now, not ever. You read me?

JENNY
(smiles, relieved)
loud and clear, Colonel.

He hugs her. She returns the hug fiercely. Together, they start
back toward the house.

MATRIX
Now, what’s for dinner?

CUT TO:
EXT = JUNGLE = PRE-DAWN

Foliage fills the screen. Lush and green, moist and rotting.
It’s barely light enough to see, and early morning mist
obscures our view.

SUPER TITIE: "Costa Rica."

(CONTINUED)
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We soon begin to notice subtle movament in the foliage. An
odd shift of color here, a shadow moving there... :

...and we soon realize that there are men in the bush. They
become gradually perceptible, like one of those "Find the
Indians® picture puzzles we used to do in grade school -—- only
these "Indians® are three dimensional and armed to the teeth,

VARIOUS TIGHT ANGLES

show us glimpses of the camouflaged troops...assault rifles
held at the ready...faces chscured by shadow and greasepaint...

The Commande team deploys itself, taking up vantage points and
settling in. Grim. Determined. We hear WHISPERED COMMANDS, some
in English, some in Spanish.

We now hear the RUMBLE QF APPROACHING ENGINES.
ANOTHER ANGLE

reveals three trucks meandering up a muddy dirt road in a
ragtag celumn, bouncing over the ruts. The vehicles are ancient
and utilitarian, sides covered with canvas.

The trucks get closer. Closer still. Almost upon us now.

The Commando team bursts from the bush and storms the road.
WARNING SHOTS are fired into the air.
VCICE
(subtitled Spanish,
- over bullhorn)
You are under arrest!

The trucks lurch to a stop. Cut off, surrounded. Troops closing
in from all sides. A fait accompli? Well, no, because =-

THE CANVAS SIDES

of the trucks drop away, revealing a Quad 50 op each
truck ped., manped bv heavilvy armed teams,

A brief aside: A .50 caliber machine gun is one of the nastiest
conventional weapons ever devised -~ it will cut a man entirely
in half. You can go more high-tech, but you certainly can’t go
more brutal. Well, imagine four .50 galiber machine ouns
mounted 2s a sipgle wnit on the bed of a truck and you have one
Quad 50. Multiply that by a factor of three, one for each
truck, and you have some idea of the incredible sheer brute
destructive power of this ambush. Like they used to say in Nam,
Quads don’t just kill the enemy, they rearrange the fucking
landscape. So modify your maps of Costa Rica, because =--

1,

{CONTINUED)
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THE COMMANDO TEAM

is virtually vaporized =-- not just cut down by bullets, mina
you, but blown to red dust before our very eyes, shredded tp
Pulp by a huge invisible thresher. There’s no place to run, ne
place to hide. The surrounding jungle is turned into a
clearing, with nothing left standing.

The firing ceases. Abrupt silence.

As if this utter devastation hadn’t been enough, the trucks now
operr up with flame throwers — -wide sweeping arcs of flaming
gasaline turn the killing ground inte a blazing inferno. :

KESTOR PEDRQSA-

energes from the lead truck to survey the devastation. He
gwiles and nods, satisfied, and gets back in the truck.

THE TRUCKS

pull out, vanishing into the early morning mist. They leave
nothing to mark their passing but a scorched hole in the jungle

CUT TO:
INT - DARKENED ROOM - TIGHT ON TV - NIGHT

A news item is 5eing read over a shaky image of body bags being
loaded onto a military transport plane.

ANCHORMAN
+..Tesulted in the tragic massacre
of the entire team. It is confirmed
tonight that the cooperative effort
between U.S. and Costa Rican forces
had been an attempt to recapture
escaped drug lord Nestor Pedrosa as
he re-entered his native country of
Panama,

A file photo of General Franklih Kirby now pops up as:

ANCHORMAN

The body of General Kirby is being
flown back to the United States
under military escort. Kirby, a
veteran of both the RKorean and Viet
Nam conflicts, held the Congressicnal
Medal of Honor, and was twice
recipient of the Medal of Valor.

(beat)
We’ll be right back after this.

(CONTINUED)
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REVERSE ANGLE

John Matrix sits in. his darkened living room, slumped in hisg

chair and nursing a beer, his face an impenetrable mask in the
dim glow of the TV.

TV PITCHMAN (0.S.)
What’s the matter, Sally Thompson?
Pain and itch of hemmorhoidal
tissue getting you down?

Matrix hits the wute button. Jenny appears behind him, layx her
hand en his shoulder.

)

MATRIX
If anly I‘d been there...he’d be alive.

JENNY
Or you’d be dead.

Matrix says nothing. In his silence, and in the set of his eyes,
we read his unshakable conviction that he let a friend die.

Jenny exits, leaving her father to stare at the silent
flickering image on the TV.

CUT TO:
EXT -~ MILITARY CEMETERY - DAY

SEVEN SOLDIERS raise their M-16s to the slate gray sky and fire
off three CRISP SHOTS, for a total of 21. “"Taps" begins playing.

AN AMERICAN FLAG
is folded intoc a neat, tight bundle.
MATRIX

stands among the crowd of mourners. Paco lopez is with him.
Matrix salutes as the casket is lowered.

CUT TO:
EXT - MCCARREN DEFENSE INDUSTRIES -~ DUSK

The headquarters of the largest defense contractor in the world
is a striking glass and steel office building, surrounded by a
sprawl of lesser annex buildings. Situated in the industrial
Zone at the edge of downtown Los Angeles, the entire complex is
surrounded by a formidable wall topped with infra-red sensors.
Their logo: "Our Business is America."

TILT DOWN to reveal John Matrix arguing with A UNIFORMED GUARD:

(CONTINUED)
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GUARD
Look pal, for the last time, we
don’t allow visitors off the
street. You wanna see Mr. McCarren,
you go through proper channels.

. MATRIX
What are the proper channels?

GUARD
If you don‘t know, you don’t belong here.

The guard starts back toward the booth, but Matrix grabs him
by the arm. .

- : MATRIX
Look, just call his office and tell
him that John Ma--

CLICK-CLACK! Matrix freezes. CHARLIE DORRIT, Chief of the
uniformed guards and damn proud of it, steps from the booth

with a pistol-grip shotgun. He’s black, muscular, and brooks
no nonsense.

DORRIT
Sir? Either you remove that arm,
or I’'l]l remove it for you.

Matrix’ gaze narrows. But before this can get any uglier --

A LIMOUSINE

turns in and rolls up to the gate. The rear window comes down,
McCarren peers out,

McCARREN
What'’s the problen here?

DORRIT
Nothing we can’t handle, Mr. McCarren.

MATRIX
Mr. McCarren? My name is Matrix. I
was a friend of General Kirby’s.

McCarren gestures for Dorrit to stand by.
MCCARREN
Yes, John Matrix, isn’t it? General
Kirby always spoke highly of you.
What can I do for you?

MATRIX
What went wrong in Costa Rica?

(CONTINUED)
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1s
. ‘McCARREN
I’m not entirely sure what you
' mean.
MATRIX

bon’t bullshit me. Your people
coordinated that operation.

McCARREN
Mr. Matrix, I can appreciate the
fact that you’re upset. But you
must appreciate the fact that I
can’t discuss a sensitive operation
with the public. It’s a matter of
security.

_ MATRIX
Security? ¥Your security sucks.
Kirby walked right into an ambush.
There must be a leak in your
organization.

A HUGE MAN leans into view beyond McCarren. JORDAN GUNTHER has
no sense of humor and is not to be taken lightly,

GUNTHER
Back coff, cowboy.

MATRIX
Who are yon?

GUNTHER

Jordan Gunther. Head of Security
for McCarren Industries.

MATRIX
{back to McCarren)
I still say your security sucks.

Gunther is ready to lunge from the car, but McCarren reins hinm
back with a gesture. McCarren gives Matrix a steely gaze.

McCARREN
Prove it.

He waves the driver to proceed. The limo proceeds into the
complex and the gate closes.

Matrix turns and walks away, followed by the hostile stares of

the guards. He’s fuming...but we can see an idea forming. He
glances back at the guard booth.

As soon as he’s out of their line of sight, he cuts around the
corner and sprints into the darkness.

(CONTINUED)
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INT = McCARREN 1LOBBY -~ NIGHT

McCarren and Gunther enter at a brisk pace to find MELINDA TAFT
waiting with her briefcase. She’s legal counsel for McCarren
Industries, brainy and beautiful, looks great in glasses,

McCARREN
Counselor, sorry to keep you
waiting. Are you ready for me?

MELINDA
(nods)
I have those merger proposals ready
for your signature.

McCARREN
Excellent. Let’s go up to my
office, shall wve?

They head for the elevators.
OUTSIDE THE COMPLEX - NIGHT

Matrix is on the move, hugging the shadows, scanning the high
wall. How to get over? Suddenly, headlights wash over him as a
security PATROL CAR comes around the corner, pinning him with
its lights. The car surges forward to cut him off,

VOICE (over P.A.)
Freeze right there!

MATRIX i

grins. Perfect. He runs straight at the oncoming car. The
driver slams on his brakes. Matrix bounds up onto the hood,
then the roof == but he doesn’t stop there, he springboards off
the roof of the car and vaults sideways over the top of the
wall, his body breaking the thin red line of the sensor. The
guards inside the car are left gaping up at the ceiling as —-

OTHER SIDE OF WALL

res Hatrix lands inside the complex and rolls to his feet in a

cat-like crouch. He takes off running as ALARMS START WAILING
and security spotlights start snapping on all over the complex.

Matrix comes to an annex building, sees a huge power .
transformer on the roof. He cuts arcund the corner and comes to
a door, ducking back as it opens. A GUARD peers out, flashlight
extended like an invitation —-- Matrix grabs his arm and yanks
him out, spinning him into an akido hold. :

MATRIX
Do you have good workman’s comp here?

(CONTINUED)
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GUARD
Huh? Well, yeah, I guess--

Matrix slams him against the building, knocking him cold.

MATRIX
Good.

Matrix snatches up the flashlight and dives through the door
into the power bunker.

INT = SECURITY STATION — NICHT

ARTHUR TRENT is plainclothes security, Jordan Gunther’s right
hane man. He and the UNIFORMED GUARDS stationed at this post
are franmtically scanning an electronic map of the McCarren
complex as hell breaks loose across the board -- blinking
lights are coming to life, spreading rapidly.

TRENT -
(into walkie talkie) _
--right, right, we have a breach on
the south wall...intruders moving

into sector four -- thev’re in the
paipn guadrangle!

EXT - QUADRANGLE - NIGHT
reveals a tearn of GUARDS lead by Charlie Deorrit himself.
DORRIT
(into walkie-talkie)
Negative, negative! We’re in the
guadrangle! You’re reading us!
INT - ELEVATOR - NIGHT
McCarren, Melinda, and Gunther are riding up in the elevator.
GUNTHER
(on walkie-talkie)
Trent, this is Gunther! What is
intruder strength? How many
aggressors are we dealing with?

All react as the elevator suddenly loses power and jerks to a
stop. The lights cut out.

TRENT (filtered)
¥We just lost power to the board!

INT = POWER BUNKER =~ NIGHT

Matrix cuts the last of the main breaker switches, plunging the
entire complex into darkness. He vaults up the stairs.

(CONTINUED)
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EXT - COMPLEX ~ NIGHT

A scene of mounting confusjon. Teanms ©f GUARDS race &round,
trying to pinpoint the intruder.

MATRIX

fades into the shadows at the mouth of.an inclined alley
between buildings. He pauses, looking up at:

THE MAIN BUILDING

Matrix’ ultimate goal. Getting there means crossing a lot of-
apen ground.

MATRTX

Scopes the area -~ lacks good. He bursts from cover and charges
into the open -- but GUARDS unexpectedly come around the cormer!

GUARD
There he isg!

Matrix spins to go the cther way -- but another team of
suddenly appear from there Loo! Cut off from both sides!

Matrix spins around ang vanishes back into the alley, charging
up the ramp into darkness. '

The gquards converge at the mouth of the alley, snapping their
weapons up and CLICK-CLACKING rounds into chambers.

} DORRIT

(into walkie-talkie)
Intruder is contained in access
ramp, Building 6. all security
tnits respond.

ROOKIE GUARD
(panicky, whispering)
Do we go in after him?

DORRIT
Screw that. We’ve got him trapped.
There’s no way out but past us. Let
hin try.

A sound from the darkness - @ FAINT METALLIC SCRAPING. The
guards tense up, staring inte pitch blackness, ready to kill
anything that moves.

The SCRAPING now grows louder -~ rapidly becoming a DEEP

RUMBLE -- and then a DEAFENING ROAR! Something‘s coming out of
that darkness like a beast out of Hell! The terrified guards
open fire, a wild volley of crashing GUNFIRE!

(CONTINUED)
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MATRIX

ROARS fropm the inclined alley xiding inside a runaway trash
dumpster, dugking low as bullets SPARK off the petal! He plows
through the guards like an express train, sends them sprawling
like ten pins!

But Matrix got more than he bargained for because there’s no
stopping a hurtling trash dumpster once it gets going and --

ANOTHER ANGLE

== the dumpster tears through the railing with a SHRIEK OF
METAL and an EXPLOSION OF CONCRETE and sails through the air ta
land en & 'lower level, still going like a bat out of hell on

a rocket sled! And nmow things reallv gets hairy, because --

SECURITY CARS

are converging on the scene just as Matrix and his dumpster
hurtle into their midst. In an incredible tour-de-force of
choreography, cars begin hitting their brakes and spinning out,
with the dumpster slamming intoc and rebounding cff of each car
in turn. Several cars flip and roll. Mr. Tcad’s Wild Ride had
nothing on this. Matrix and the dumpster get bounced arocund

like a giant pinball, finally slingshotted across the
guadrangle and --

INT - MAIN BUILDING

~- right into the building he was trving $£o reach in the first
place, EXPLODING through the plate glass! The dumpster tears
through a row of potted plants, upends, and dumps Matrix
elegantly intoc a long slide across the floor. Before his
momentum ends he’s on his feet and running.

INT - ELEVATOR - NIGHT

Gunther is trying to force the doors while McCarren hollers
into the walkie-talkie:

McCARREN
God damn it, where are those backup
genarators?

Gunther gets the doors partially open ~- they see that they’re
about five feet below the next floor. There’s just enocugh space
at the top to crawl out.

McCARREN
You first, Ms. Taft.

OUTSIDE THE ELEVATOR

Melinda is boosted into view by Gunther.

(CONTINUED)
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MELINDA
Hey! Watch those hands!

GUNTHER (0.S8.)
Sorry.

MELINDA
(muttering)
Sorry my ass.

INT = SECURITY ZONE — NIGHT

Matrix hurls a chair through a pair of glass doors marked "NO
- URAUTHORIZED ENTRY."™ He charges through and finds himself ip =

RESEARCH AND DEVELOPMENT

Two levels, very slick, with drafting tables, computers, the
works. Matrix is on the upper level. He sees a row of "TOP
CLEARANCE ONLY" filing cabinets near the railing. Without

breaking stride, he leaps like a karate kick boxer and SLAMS
into one with both feet.

The filing cabinet flips over the railing and plummets to the
lower level, SMASHING into the floor and splitting its seams on
impact. Top secret documents geyser into the air,

Instead of using the stairs, Matrix slides down the banister,

laughing like a mischievous kid. He snatches documents off the
floor at random and moves on.

INT - MAIN BUILDING ~.VARIOUS LOCATIONS
Confusion. Searching quards.

INT = HALLWAY

McCarren, Gunther, and Melinda race up the hallway. Gunther
hollering into the walkie-talkie:

GUNTHER
I want a status report now!

They react as the lights suddenly start coming. back on all over
the building, stuttering to fluorescent life.

VOICE (filtered)
We got our electricity back!

McCARREN

(muttering)
No shit. Give that guy a raise.

(CONTINUED)
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INT = COMMUNICATIONS ROCM = NIGHT

Xeroxes, modens, telex and fax machines. Matrix rushes in, goes
to a wall chart listing Telex and fax numbers for McCarren
operations around the world.

ANGLE TIGHTENS as Matrix’ finger goes down the column of

in-house fax numbers -- gtopping at McCarren’s personal office
nunber and fax code. _

MATRIX

grins and rips the cover sheet marked "TOP SECRET" off the
docurent. He grabs a marker, jots something on the page, then
spins to a fax machine. He punches in a code and hits a button
marked "Transmission Delay."

INT = TOP FLOOR HALIWAY -~ NIGHT

McCarren, Melinda, and Gunther hustle down the hallway toward
McCarren’s office, surrounded now by a horde of UNIFORMED
GUARDS and PLAINCLOTHES SECURITY.

McCARREN
What do you mean you lost them!

TRENT
Well, we think they’re in the
building --

McCARREN
You think? I don’t want to hear
that crap! I want them found!

McCarren enters his office and --
INT - McCARRENK’S OFFICE

" == jis astonished to find John Matrix kicked back with his feet
up on the desk, helping himself to McCarren’s stash of
expensive cigars.
MATRIX
Not "them" =-- just little old me.

Weapons snaﬁ up in Matrix’ direction. Matrix puffs a cigar to
life and blows a smoke ring at the ceiling.

MATRIX
I breached your complex ten minutes
age. Long enocugh to steal important
docunents and transmit them to your
competitors, or to unfriendly
nations, anywhere in the world.

(CONTINUED)
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McCARREN
Bullshit! Now listen, you lunatic --

Matrix holds up a finger, asking for silence. He peers at his
wvatch, silently counting down the last few seconds until...

McCarren’s PHONE RINGS. Matrix smiles at McCarren.

MATRIX
It’s for you.

Glaring, McCarren snatches up the phone and hears:
ROBOT VOICE (filtered)
Incorning transmission...Incoming
transnission...

Puzzled now, McCarren turns to his f£aw machine and switches it
on. A page WHIRS out and McCarren grabs it.

INSERT - THE FAX PAGE

A facsimile cf the "TOP SECRET" cover sheet, along with Matrix’
handwritten addition: "Like I said, youxr aggnxztx sucks."

MCCRARREN
considers this carefully =-- verv carefully.

. McCARREN
Mr. Matrix, I den’t know whether teo
have you shot...prosecuted...or put
on payrell.

MATRIX
(glances at his watch)
You already owe me for eleven minutes.

Beat. McCarren smiles.
McCARREN
I’d like you all to say hello to
John Matrix...
(peointed glance at Gunther)

...0uUr new security consultant.
MATRIX
leans back in McCarren’s chair, puffing leisurely on the cigar.

. MATRIX
Now, shall we talk about Costa Rica?

CUT TO:
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EXT -~ MCCARREN COMPLEX - SAME NIGHT

Matrix and McCarren walk through the guadrangle, where crews
are cleaning up after the evening’s festivities. A forklift is
putting a flipped car back con its wheels, and broken glass is
being swept up everywhere. °

McCARREN
{chuckles)
You do have a remarkable technicue
with job interviews.

MATRIX
I didn’t come here for a job.

McCARREN

(turning sericus)
Ne, of course not. You came to
discuss the leak in ny organlzatlon

(beat)
Drug enforcement and military
personnel from both countries were
involved. It was their show,
mostly. All we did was broker some
information and logistics. The leak
could be anywhere...on their end,
or mine. Either way, I intend to
flnd that leak.

MATRIX
And then? .

McCARREN

I’'m going to plug it. Decisively
and mercilessly.

(faces Matrix)
If you want in, just say the word.
Kirby was a friend of yours, and I
can’‘t think of anybody better
qualified.

MATRIX
I may have a problem there.
{(off McCarren’s look}
Personal reasons.

McCARREN
My boy, you‘re a gonsultant. If you
choose to remain in that capacity
when the time comes, that will be
entirely your decision.

(beat)

Right now let’s turn our attention
to more immediate concerns...

(CONTINUED)






































































































































































































































































































