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FADE IN:

EXT. TOWN - DAWN

The small South African town is hit by the first ray of
sunlight. It illuminates the small houses, the brick
buildings littered with graffiti, and the streets are
filled with people.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL ROOM

The room is filled with light, the large window facing the
sun rising above the hills.

RYAN EDWARDS

A 26 year old man with shaggy brown hair and blue eyes. He
wears a white shirt and jeans. He looks out the window,
watching the sun rise and the people on the street as they
hurry to get to their destination.

Smoke

From Ryan’s cigarette fills the air. The light shines
through it. He inhales, and exhales slowly as he watches
the sun rise.

A camera

Sits on the table behind him. He turns and grabs it,
removing it from it’s satchel. He puts the cigarette in his
mouth, winds the film to the end, and removes it. He puts
the camera down and pulls out a small black film canister.
He puts the film inside, and places it back in his pocket.

A cellular phone

On the bed, starts to ring. Ryan turns to look at it, then
turns back to the sun, ignoring the ringing. After five
rings, it stops. A few seconds pass, and it starts to ring
again. Ryan turns and walks to the phone, picks it up and
answers 1it.

RYAN
Hello?

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE
The office wall is littered with cutouts from newspaper
articles. In the office is a desk, littered with papers, a

computer.

SIMON BROWN



Sits at the desk, holding the phone to his ear.

NOTE: THE

Pause

SIMON
Ryan? It’s me.

SCENE INTERCUTS BETWEEN THE TWO

RYAN
How are you? What time is it
there?

SIMON
It’s almost 11 pm.

RYAN
Why so late?

SIMON
I tried calling you before, you
didn’t answer.

RYAN
Yeah, I was getting some water.

SIMON
How'’s the weather down there?

RYAN
Hot. Sticky. Just like you’d
imagine.

SIMON
It’s shitty here. Fucking rain
won’t let up.

RYAN
What’s up Simon?

SIMON
Nothing. Just calling to let you
know we got your pictures.

RYAN
How’d they turn out?

SIMON
They're OK.

RYAN
Just OK?

SIMON
Yeah, just OK. The pictures are
good, but it’s just not what we
want.



RYAN
That’s what you said last time.
And the time before.

SIMON
I know.

RYAN
Well maybe if you knew what you
wanted.

SIMON
We want something that represents
the mood down there a little
more, you know?

RYAN
No. I don’t. There is nothing
happening down here. The news is
over. It has been for weeks. Why
you insisted on me staying is a
mystery to me.

SIMON
It’s just we want to be able to
show what’s going to happen after
the fact. We want to show these
changes Yugandi promised in
progress.

RYAN
You know as well as I do that
he’s just the same as the last
guy. He makes empty promises to
get people to help him. And when
he’s at the top, he forgets the
little people.

SIMON
Well, Alan saw your pictures.
These are his words, not mine.
Your pictures are good, you have
talent. But they don’t have any
heart to them. They don’t want to
make me read the story attached
to it. And that’s what we want
these pictures to be. A drawing
card. Because without a drawing
card, people will stop buying our
paper. Do you understand?

RYAN
Not at all.

SIMON
Just maybe try something
different, OK?



RYAN
Sure. I’'1ll see what I can do.

SIMON
Is your guide there yet?

RYAN
Should be here soon. Who set this
up, by the way?

SIMON
Alan has some friends down there.
They said this guy knew his way
around.

RYAN
Let’s hope he’s better than the
last guy. I'm not getting
stranded in the middle of nowhere
again.

SIMON
You have any problems, just call
me. Understand?

RYAN
Yeah. I got it.

SIMON
Alright, I’1l1l talk to you later.

Ryan hangs up the phone, and drops it on the bed. He flicks
the cigarette butt out the window, then picks up his
camera. He looks through the viewfinder at the sun, then
down at the street. He puts the camera away, and exits the
room.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOTEL

Ryan walks out the front door of the hotel, and rests
against the front wall, watching the people on the street.

A car
Pulls up outside the hotel sharply, grinding the brakes.
YANDE

A big black man with a bald head and no shirt jumps out of
the car, and circles around to Ryan.

YANDE
Mr Edwards?



RYAN
Yeah.

YANDE
My name is Yande.

Ryan extends his hand to Yande. Yande shakes it.

RYAN
How are you Yande?

YANDE
I am good. Thank you for asking.

RYAN
It’s no problem.

YANDE
Shall we go Mr Ryan?

RYAN
Please, just call me Ryan.

YANDE
OK.

RYAN
Let’'s go.

Ryan walks to the car and gets in the passenger side. Yande
circles back around and gets in the drivers seat. Yande
starts the car and they drive away.

INT. CAR

Ryan looks around as they pass the people. Some of them
watch the car as it goes by.

YANDE
So how long have you been here
for?

RYAN

Two weeks. I came down just
before Yugandi took over.

YANDE
So you take photographs?

RYAN
Yeah.

YANDE
Do you like taking photographs?



RYAN
Yeah, it’s good I guess. You like
being the guide for white
tourists?

YANDE
I don’t really do this sort of
thing that often.

RYAN
You have a family Yande?

YANDE
Yes. A wife and two sons. One 1is
eight and the other is three.

RYAN
So have things changed for you
much since he took over?

YANDE
When you’ve lived here as long as
I have Mr Edwards, you learn one
thing very quickly. As long as
you’'re not in trouble, it doesn’t
matter who’s in charge. My family
is safe, I can work to buy the
things we need. I have no need to
complain.

RYAN
OK. So where are we going?

YANDE
Upriver. There is a small town
there where the Americans have
set up a medicine camp. I thought
you would like to start there.

RYAN
Yeah, that sounds good.

CUT TO:

EXT. MEDICAL CAMP

There are a few tents set up. About fifteen Americans are
walking around in white coats, and about forty five
Africans are waiting around. The people there are only
being treated for small things, like cuts, bites and
internal sickness. There are a few African soldiers there,
keeping watch.

The car

Pulls up just on the outskirts of the camp. Ryan and Yande
get out of the car, and walk towards the camp.
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Ryan looks around, as he holds his camera. He holds it up,
and takes a wide picture of the camp. Yande watches him
take the picture.

YANDE
Is that easy to do?

RYAN
What'’'s that?

YANDE
Take the pictures.

RYAN
It’s easy. I can show you if you
like.
YANDE
Is it OK?
RYAN
Sure.

Ryan takes the camera from around his neck, and hands it to
Yande.

RYAN (CONT'D)
You look through here. What you
see here is what you’re taking a
picture of. Do you see the camp?

YANDE
Yes.

RYAN
OK. What you need to do is take
your finger and press this big
button on the top here.

Yande presses the button, and jumps a little as it clicks.

YANDE
I'm sorry.
RYAN
It’s OK. Do you want to try
again?
YANDE
Sure.
RYAN

OK. What about if I stand in
front of you, and you can take a
picture all by yourself?

YANDE
OK.



Ryan walks out and stands between Yande and the camp.
smiles, and Yande takes the picture.

RYAN
Look at that. You’re doing it
like a pro.

YANDE
Thank you Mr Edwards.

Yande hands the camera back to Ryan.

YANDE (CONT'D)
Would you like me to show you how
to drive the car?

RYAN
No thanks. I can do that.

Yande laughs a little.

YANDE
OK. I'm sorry.

Ryan smiles.

RYAN
It’s fine.

Ryan and Yande walk towards the site.

RYAN (CONT'D)
So how long has the camp been
here?

YANDE
A week. They came when they heard
about the militia attacks. The
soldiers made them set up down
here, to keep them out of danger.

RYAN
The militia?

YANDE
The rebels. The ones who refused
to work with Yugandi. They
believe that a dictator should
not be in power. So they attack
his camps. They don’t care that
the camps house women and
children who have no place to
live. They think they are making
a point.

Ryan walks past a doctor. The doctor turns to him.

Ryan



DOCTOR
I'll be with you in a moment.

RYAN
I'm just here to take pictures.

DOCTOR
An American?

RYAN
Yeah. New York.

DOCTOR
Boston. How are you?

RYAN
Good. How are you guys doing?

DOCTOR
Fine. Not much to do really. The
worst thing we’ve treated all
week was an animal bite. Took a
chunk out of a mans arm.

RYAN
Ouch.

DOCTOR
Yeah.

Ryan walks away from the doctor. Yande follows him. Ryan
looks around the camp with his camera, and takes a few
pictures.

YANDE
So they print these pictures of
yours in the newspapers where you
live?

RYAN
They sure do Yande.

YANDE
Will they print mine?

RYAN
I'm sure they will.

Yande smiles. Ryan walks towards one of the tents.
A little girl

Sits in a chair, being examined by a female doctor. The
doctor has her hand on the girls chest.

FEMALE DOCTOR
OK, cough.
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The girl coughs. Ryan holds his camera up and takes a
picture. The female doctor turns to look at Ryan.

FEMALE DOCTOR (CONT'D)
Can I help you?

RYAN
No. Just taking pictures.

FEMALE DOCTOR
Well I'm working. So please leave
me alone.

Ryan turns and walks away. He takes another couple of
pictures.

RYAN
(To Yande)
I think I'm finished here.

YANDE
So soon?

RYAN
There’s not much going on.

YANDE
I think it will get busier later.

RYAN
Let’'s go.

Ryan and Yande walk towards the car.

CUT TO:

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT
The car pulls up outside the hotel.

RYAN
OK. Thank you for today Yande. I
really appreciate it.

YANDE
It’s no problem Mr Edwards. How
many pictures did you take today?

RYAN
About three rolls.

YANDE
Is that a lot?

RYAN
It’s a few, yeah.
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YANDE
Why do you need so many pictures
for your paper?

RYAN
I don’'t really know. I’1ll see you
tomorrow afternoon?

YANDE
Yes.

RYAN
OK. Have a good night.

Ryan gets out of the car. Yande drives away.

INT. HOTEL ROOM

Ryan walks in and places his camera down on the bed. He
looks around the room, then grabs his wallet of the table,
and walks out.

EXT. STREET

Ryan walks along the street, looking at all the people.
Some of them turn to watch him walk by, others whisper to
the people they’re walking with. Ryan stops to look at a
few soldiers examining a car. Inside, two people sit in the
front. Both have been shot in the head. The car’s front
windscreen is splattered with blood.

SOLDIER
Hey.

Ryan looks at him.

RYAN
What happened here?

SOLDIER

None of your bloody business.

Move alone.
Ryan keeps walking, looking back at the car. Ryan stops
walking outside a building. He walks inside.
INT. BAR
The bar is fairly bland. A couple of table and a bar that
stretches along the back wall. The place has about a dozen
people in it, most of them keeping to themselves.

Ryan

Walks up to the bartender.
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BARTENDER
What can I do for you, white man?

RYAN
I'll have a beer if you’ve got
one.

BARTENDER

Do you have beer money?

Ryan pulls out his wallet and pulls out five American
dollars. The bartender looks at it for a second, then takes
it.

Ryan turns to look at the people in the bar. They’re all
talking amongst themselves. The bartender comes back with a
beer in a bottle. Ryan takes it.

RYAN
Thank you.

BARTENDER
You'’'re American?

RYAN
Yeah.

BARTENDER
What does an American do here in
South Africa?

RYAN
I take pictures.

BARTENDER
Take pictures? Take them from
who?

The bartender laughs at his own joke.

RYAN
I work for a newspaper.

BARTENDER
This place has been filled with
reporters and photographers the
last two weeks. I thought we’d
gotten rid of them all.

SOL
So did I.

Ryan turns to his left. At the end of the bar sits

SOL
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A black man in his early forties. He wears shorts and a
singlet. His head is shaved, and he talks with an African
accent.

BARTENDER
Looks like we'’re going to have to
work a little harder to get rid
of the rest. Don’t you think so
Sol?

SOL
I thought that since there is no
story to cover, everyone would
have gone home by now.

RYAN
Not everyone apparently.

Sol stands up and walks over to Ryan.

Ryan

EXT.

Ryan
down
from

SOL
So you chose to stay here?

RYAN
Sort of. My boss asked me if I
wanted to stay. I said yes.

SOL
Why would anybody choose to stay
here. The only difference between
this place and hell, is that
everybody in hell knows who is in
charge.

BARTENDER
That’s right my friend.

RYAN
And what do you do down here, Mr
Sol, was it?

SOL
As little as possible, photo boy.
As little as possible.

RYAN
OK.

stands up and walks out of the bar.

STREET

stands on the street, holding his beer. He places it
on a table outside and pulls his packet of cigarettes
his pocket.
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SOL
Are they American smokes?

Ryan jumps as Sol walks up behind him.

RYAN
Yeah.

SOL
Can I have one please? It’s been
so long since I’ve had American
tobacco.

Ryan pulls out two cigarettes, one for himself and one for
Sol. Ryan lights his, then offers the lighter to Sol.

SOL (CONT'D)
I'm saving it for later.

Sol puts the cigarette in his pocket.

SOL (CONT'D)
So do you enjoy taking pictures
down here?

RYAN
It’'s OK.

SOL
Honestly? Do you like it down
here. Where a cold day is 100
degrees, and the soldiers would
rather shoot you than talk to
you. You enjoy taking pictures
down here?

RYAN
Like I said. It’'s OK.

SOL
Maybe you should think about
selling your passport to somebody
down here. I'm sure it could go
for a pretty penny.

RYAN
Sorry?

SOL
Lot’s of South African people
don’t like it here. If they had
their way, they’d be living in
America. Sitting on the beach,
sipping your fruity alcoholic
drinks while listening to rap
music. The American dream isn’t
just American any more. Know what
I mean?



RYAN
Yeah.

SOL
How much longer you gonna stay
down here, eh?

RYAN
Don’t know. Another week, maybe.
I'm trying to be smart and stick
around, see if another story
breaks.

SOL
If you were a smart man, you’d be
gone already. Take a page from
the books of your co-workers. Get
out of South Africa. Take your
camera, your piece of shit
sneakers and get the fuck out of
here. The first plane out of here
tomorrow.

RYAN
Thanks. But I think I’'m gonna
stick around.

SOL

Do you want some advice?
RYAN

Sure.
SOL

If you think you need to stay,
and you really want to get a good
photo, you don’t need to be
scared to get a little dirty.

RYAN
I don’'t follow.

SOL
All you Americans, with your
perfect white shirts and your
pressed jeans. You're all too
scared to get down in the dirt
and play like the rest of us. But
nobody down here cares how good
you look. You’'re impressing
nobody.

RYAN
Thanks for the advice.

SOL
Consider us even, for the
cigarette.

15.
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Sol turns and walks back inside the bar. Ryan watches him
go, shakes his head and walks down the street. He walks
back past the car, where the soldiers still stand. The
soldier notices Ryan, and grabs his rifle.

SOLDIER
I fucking told you before. Keep
moving. Stop causing trouble.

Ryan turns his head and keeps walking. He walks to the
hotel, and walks inside.

INT. HOTEL RECEPTION

Ryan walks through the small reception area. The man behind

the desk stares aimlessly out into the street. He notices
Ryan walk in.

RECEPTIONIST
Mr Edwards.
Ryan turns.
RYAN
Yeah?
RECEPTIONIST
You have a message.
RYAN
A what?
RECEPTIONIST

A message. Somebody called for
you and left a message for you.

Ryan walks to the desk. The Receptionist picks up a piece
of paper, and starts to read it.

RECEPTIONIST (CONT'D)
“Keep your phone turned on, and
take it with you. If you don’t
answer my next call, consider
yourself unemployed when you get
back”. What does that mean?

RYAN
Inside joke. When was the message
left.

RECEPTIONIST

A few hours ago. A joke? It’s not
that funny, you know.

RYAN
Yeah, you’re telling me.



RECEPTIONIST
So how are you finding things?

RYAN
Good, I guess.

RECEPTIONIST
Getting all the pictures you were
after?

RYAN
Not really. I don’t know exactly
what I was expecting, but this
just isn’t it.

RECEPTIONIST
You people. Always coming down
here, looking to take pictures of
our massacred masses. You people
don’t think that we’re people
too.

RYAN
I didn’'t think that at all. It’s
just, there was this big build
up, and then when I got down
here, it was all over.

RECEPTIONIST
How about this. I've got a gun in
the back. I’1l1l get it for you.
You go outside and start shooting
the soldiers. I’'1ll take the
pictures while they mow you down
with bullets. Does that sound OK?

RYAN
I didn’'t mean anything by it.

RECEPTIONIST
They never do. All you bloody
journo’s are the same. Complain
when there’s conflict about
getting shot at, and complain
when things get calm because
there’s no story. How about this.
You and your friends stay the
fuck out of our country. Mind
your own business. It’s enough
that we have to worry about the
rebels, but we need to be worried
about you people too. I'm sick of
you people.

RYAN
Yeah, but you make a sweet buck
off us staying here.

17.
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RECEPTIONIST
The money doesn’t make up for the
bullshit. Know what I'm saying?

RYAN
Yeah.

Ryan turns and walks away.

RECEPTIONIST
(Calling after him)
Tell your friend to stop calling.
I'm not your bloody answering
machine.

RYAN
will do.

INT. HOTEL ROOM

Ryan walks in, still holding the beer. He places the beer
down on the table, still half full. He walks over to the
bathroom and shuts the door. He walks back out, walks over
to the bed and lays down above the covers. He stares at the
roof, then closes his eyes.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - MORNING

Ryan wakes up.

EXT. HOTEL

Ryan waits outside the hotel, waiting for Yande. Yande pull
up, but in a jeep this time. Ryan gets in the jeep, and
they drive off.

RYAN
Nice car.

YANDE
Thank you.

RYAN
What happened to the one from
yesterday?

YANDE
I have many cars.

RYAN
OK.
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EXT. STREET

The car pulls up outside a house, sitting by itself in the
middle of nowhere.

RYAN
Where are we?

YANDE
This is where Yugandi grew up.
This is where he was born.

Ryan and Yande get out of the car, and walk inside.

INT. YUGANDI HOUSE

Ryan and Yande walk in the front door. The house is
practically empty, save for a few pieces of stray wood and
leaves. Ryan walks around, looking at the house.

RYAN
You know, when I asked for a
guide, I asked for someone who
knew their way around.

YANDE
What'’s wrong with this place?

RYAN
Nothing. It’s fine. It’s just I
want something with a bit more
flesh to it. Know what I mean?

YANDE
Like a pig?

RYAN
No. I mean, more than just an old
house. I mean where the action
is, you know what I mean. I want
pictures of the soldiers, or
pictures of the victims.
Something like that.

YANDE
The places where those things
are, you do not want to go there.

RYAN
Why not?

YANDE
You’'re a white man in South
America. All they see is someone
who doesn’t belong. If I take you
to one of these places, I cannot
guarantee your safety.



RYAN
I didn’'t ask you too.

YANDE
I need the money.

RYAN
OK Yande. How about this. We go
out to these places tomorrow.
I'll pay you in advance, so if
anything happens to me, you've
still got your money.

YANDE
That sound good.

RYAN
OK.

Ryan takes a picture.

YANDE
Can I ask you something?

RYAN
Sure.

YANDE
Since you were born in America,
you are an American citizen, is
that right?

RYAN
Yeah, that’s right.

YANDE
How easy is it to become an
American citizen? Can someone who
wasn’t born there become one?

RYAN
Yeah. All it takes is a bunch of
tests and papers and legal stuff.
Why do you ask?

YANDE
I'm just wanting to know. America
is someplace I’'d like to visit
before I die. Go and see all the
big landmarks. Like the liberty
statue, the grand canyon, the
Clint Eastwood.

RYAN
You know Clint Eastwood?

20.
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YANDE
Yes. I think that he is a very
funny man.

RYAN
Never heard that before.

Yande smiles, and Ryan takes another picture.

INT. JEEP

Yande is driving, and Ryan sits alongside him. Ryan holds
his camera up, looking into the viewfinder.

YANDE
What are you doing Mr Edwards?

RYAN
Do me a favour. Hold still and
look ahead at the road.

Yande does this. He holds still and waits. Ryan takes the
picture.

RYAN (CONT'D)
One more.

Ryan looks through the viewfinder.

A car

From a road to the left smashes into the jeep. The car
spins on the road, then stops. Ryan and Yande are dazed by
the accident. From the car

Two men

Jump out. Both are black, and both carry automatic weapons.
They run up to the drivers side of the car, open the door

and drag Yande out of the car. Ryan turns to look.

RYAN (CONT'D)
What are you doing?

One of the men brings his rifle up and points it at Ryan.
Ryan stops moving, and just watches what happens.

EXT. ROAD

The two men drag Yande into the middle of the road. They
let go of him and he falls to his knees. From the back seat

of the car

VANDY
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A big black man, muscle bound with short black hair and
sunglasses on, gets out of the car. He holds a handgun, and
attached to his pants is a machete in a holster. Vandy
walks up, and stands in front of Yande.

YANDE
Mr Vandy.

VANDY
Yande, Yande, Yande. Why do you
force me to come and look for

you.

YANDE
I was coming to see you, I
promise.

Vandy looks in the jeep at Ryan.

VANDY
Who is the white boy?

YANDE
A photographer for a newspaper in
America.

VANDY

Is he paying you?

YANDE
Yes. I'm his guide.

VANDY
So if he’s paying you, why aren’'t
you paying me.

YANDE
I'm sorry Mr Vandy. I needed some
money for food for my family.

Vandy hits Yande over the face with his pistol. Ryan picks
up his camera and places it on the dashboard. He starts
taking pictures.

VANDY
Why do you lie to me Yande. Do
you think my brother would
appreciate this?

YANDE
No sir. No he would not.

VANDY
So you’re both a thief and a
liar.

YANDE

Yes sir.
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VANDY
I can think of a punishment for a
thief. I can think of a
punishment for a liar. But I
cannot think of one for someone
who is both.

YANDE
I promise you I will give you the
money.

Vandy hits Yande with his pistol again. Vandy turns to the
jeep.

VANDY
Hey, white boy.

Ryan stops taking pictures.

VANDY (CONT'D)
You have money?

Ryan doesn’t answer.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Enough money to get your friend
out of trouble? He needs your
help.

Ryan shakes his head “no”.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Look at that. Not good for you,
my friend. Not good at all.

YANDE
Please. I have a family.

VANDY
I know. We were there this
afternoon. After you left.

Vandy pulls his machete out, and lets Yande see the blood
on it.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Your wife moans like a whore. And
your sons, they hid in the corner
while we butchered your beautiful
wife. Beautiful. Not beautiful
anymore.

Yande starts to cry. Vandy holds the machete out in front
of Yandes mouth.
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VANDY (CONT'D)
I want you to lick the blade.
Taste what your familys taste
like.

Yande slowly sticks his tongue out, resting it on the
machete. Quick as a flash, Vandy slices Yandes tongue off,
and it falls to the ground

VANDY (CONT'D)
Now maybe you’ve learnt to give
me what you owe. Now we won’t
have to listen to your lies
anymore.

Vandy turns, his back facing Yande. Vandy swings around,
slicing the machete through the air. The machete slices
through Yande’s neck, decapitating him. His head falls to
the ground, his headless body doing the same.

Ryan

Sits back in his seat, in shock of what’s just happened. He
continues to watch.

Vandy
Turns his attention on the jeep.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Kill him.

Ryan hears this. He climbs into the back seat of the jeep,
and climbs out the back. The two other soldiers start
firing their automatic weapons at the jeep. Ryan dives down
into the jungle.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Go.

The two soldiers run after Ryan.

EXT. JUNGLE

Ryan is running as fast as he can. The two soldiers are
following him. They fire their weapons, Ryan ducking his
head as he runs. Ryan comes to a hill. Without thinking, he
jumps down, falling a few feet. He stumbles on the landing,
but keeps running.

The two soldiers watch him run. They aim carefully,
waiting. Ryan trips on a root of a tree, and falls to the
ground. The two soldiers fire, missing him by inches. Ryan
looks at them and lays flat on the ground. They fire,
hitting the ground around him.
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Ryan looks around. He listens carefully to the soldiers
yell something. Ryan doesn’t move. The soldiers fire again,
and then watch. After a few seconds, they turn around and
start to walk away.

Ryan stands up and runs off away from them. The soldiers
hear this and turn to shoot at him. Ryan dodges around some
trees, and is out of sight. The soldiers start yelling at
each other, and pointing to the trees.

EXT. ROAD

The two soldiers walk back up to the two vehicles.

VANDY
Where is he?

SOLDIER #1
He'’s gone boss.

VANDY
Dead?

SOLDIER #1

No. He ran off into the jungle.
Vandy thinks about this for a second.
VANDY
Which one of you is the better

driver?

Soldier #2 raises his hand. Vandy aims his gun at Soldier
#1 and shoots him in the chest. Soldier #2 looks scared.

VANDY (CONT'D)

Take me home. We know where he’s

going.
EXT. TOWN
Ryan runs out of the clearing and is standing outside the
town. He looks around, and runs towards it.
INT. HOTEL ROOM
Ryan runs into the hotel room, out of breath. He sits down
on the bed, and wipes the sweat off his forehead on a
pillow. He grabs the phone from next to his bed, and

punches in a number.

CUT TO:



26.

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE

Simon sits at his desk. The phone starts to ring. After a
few rings, he answers it.

SIMON
Hello?

RYAN
I need your help. They killed
him. They killed him. Oh Jesus
Christ.

SIMON
Slow down. Slow down. Tell me
what happened.

RYAN
The driver. The fucking driver.
These guys came out of nowhere,
smashed into us. They were
talking about money and they
killed him. They cut his head
off. They cut it off. Then they
came after me. They shot at me. I
ran through the jungle for an
hour. I need you to help me.

SIMON
Where are you now?

RYAN
In my hotel room. They’re after
me. They’'re gonna kill me.

SIMON
They’re not going to kill you.
Listen to me! Leave the hotel.
Find someone with a car. Give
them all the money you have. Tell
them to drive you to the border.
From there you need to go to the
embassy. They’ll be able to help
you out.

From downstairs, a gunshot is heard.

RYAN
They're here.

SIMON
What?

RYAN

They’'re here. They’re shooting
downstairs.
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SIMON
How do they know where to find
you?

RYAN

I'm the only white man in South
fucking Africa with a camera,
Simon. Figure it out.

SIMON
Leave the room now. Take the
phone and your camera. Leave
everything else

Ryan walks to the door, and opens it a crack. He peers out,
grabs a hat on the table near the door, and then exits the
room.

INT. HOTEL HALLWAY

Ryan turns and walks quickly towards the stairs. From the
other end of the hall, a group of three soldiers walk onto
the floor. They don’t notice Ryan.

Ryan walks down the stairs, all the way to the bottom
floor. He walks out the door, and onto the street.

EXT. HOTEL - NIGHT

Ryan walks out onto the street. He sees three jeeps and the
car parked outside the hotel. He quickly turns and walks
the other way, pulling the hat down over his head. He walks
down the street, stopping outside the bar. He walks in.

INT. BAR
The bar is empty, save for the bartender and Stuart.

BARTENDER
Get the fuck out, white devil!

RYAN
I need your help.

BARTENDER
Those boys with the guns out
there are here for you. Don't
bring your trouble in here.

RYAN
Please. They’1ll kill me.

BARTENDER
Not my problem. Leave. Go. I
won’t tell them you were here.
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Ryan turns and walks out.

EXT. STREET

Ryan stands on the street, looking around. He takes a few
steps out onto the street.

Sol
Grabs a hold of his shoulder.

SOL
(in an American accent)
No. Follow me.

Sol runs down the street. Ryan follows him. Sol cuts down
an alley, then another. Ryan follows. They stop outside a
door to a small apartment type building. Sol looks around,
then opens the door. Ryan ducks inside, Sol follows.

INT. SOL'’S HOUSE

The house is small. The kitchen and living room are the
same, and the bedroom is in the back. There is little
furniture, save for an old couch and a table.

SOL
Sit down.

Ryan sits down on the couch. Sol runs into the bedroom.

RYAN
You're American?

SOL
Pennsylvania, born and raised.

RYAN
What’'s with the accent.

SOL
Helps me fit in.

RYAN
Will you help me?

SOL
You got money?

RYAN
I can get you some.

SOL
How much?



RYAN
Five thousand. I need you to take
me to the embassy on the other
side of the border.

Sol thinks about this.

SOL
Ten.

RYAN
Deal.

SOL

Can you get that?

RYAN
Hold on.

Ryan pulls out the phone.

INT. NEWSPAPER OFFICE
Simon sits at his desk, on the phone.

SIMON
I know. Just put me through now.
Hold on.

Simon presses a button on the phone.

SIMON (CONT'D)
Ryan?

RYAN
I'm OK.

SIMON
Where are you?

RYAN
This guy, an American. He helped
me. We’'re at his place now.

SIMON
So now they’re looking for two
white men.

RYAN
He'’'s black.

SIMON
What?

RYAN

He'’'s black.

29.
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SIMON
Can you get to the border?

RYAN
He said he’ll take me for ten
thousand.

SIMON
Yeah, no problem. We’ll organize
that and it’1l1l be there when you
arrive. What time?

Ryan holds the phone away from his mouth.

RYAN
How long will it take?

SOL
Three hours.

RYAN
You hear that?

SIMON
Yeah. Where’d you find an
American down there?

RYAN
At a bar. Isn’t that where we
find them all.

SIMON
You call me as soon as you're at
the border. You’ve got your

papers?

RYAN
Yeah.

SIMON
Alright.

Simon presses a button on the phone.

INT. SOL'’S HOUSE

Ryan hangs the phone up and puts it in his pocket. Sol
comes out with a shirt. He throws it to Ryan.

STUART
Put this on.

Ryan takes off his white shirt and puts on the camouflage
one.

SOL
It fite
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RYAN
No.

SOL
Good. What’'d your man say?

RYAN
He said the money will be there
when we get to the embassy.

The front door opens, and two men with guns storm inside.
They swarm around Ryan and Stuart, keeping their guns on
them.

Vandy
Walks through the front door.

VANDY
Look at this.

Vandy walks up to Ryan, standing a few inches away from
him.

VANDY (CONT'D)
We didn’t think you’d make it
back into town.

Vandy turns to Sol.

VANDY (CONT'D)
And who are you?

SOL
(South African accent)
My name is Sol.

VANDY
Why are you helping him?

SOL
He offered me money. To take him
away from you and your men.

VANDY
Well here’s the deal. You let me
take him, and I’'ll let you live.

SOL
Deal.

Vandy whispers to one of his men. The man stares at Sol.

RYAN
Please help me.
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VANDY
Don’t beg. It will do you no good
now.

RYAN

We had a deal.

VANDY
And we made another one.

Sol quickly whips out a handgun from under his shirt. He

shoots the soldier closest to him twice, then Vandy once,
then the other soldier twice. All three men go down. Ryan
looks uneasy.

VANDY (CONT'D)
Don’t you know who I am?

Sol shoots Vandy again in the head, killing him. Stuart
stands over Vandy, looking at him.

SOL

You don’t know who this is?
RYAN

Should I?
SOL

They call him Vandy. You'd
probably know his brother.
Yugandi.

RYAN
As in the dictator.

SOL
As in we're both fucked if we
don’'t go now. When we get
outside, get in the back seat.
Stay low. If we get stopped,
pretend to be asleep. If they ask
you, you’'re the son of an
ambassador. Can you do an accent?

RYAN
(in a poor South African
accent)
How’s this?

SOL
Talk as little as possible. Let’s

go.

Sol and Ryan walk out.
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EXT. SOL'S HOUSE

Sol walks along the side, pointing his gun in front of him.
A soldier

Comes running round the corner, holding a rifle. Sol
reacts, shooting him twice quickly. Sol runs up to him,
grabbing his rifle. Ryan gets into the back seat, and
Stuart runs up and gets in the drivers seat.

INT. SOL’'S CAR

Ryan watches Sol drive the car from the back seat. The car
slows, then speeds quickly out of the town.

RYAN

What’s your name?
SOL

What?
RYAN

Your name.
SOL

Just keep calling me Sol.
RYAN

My name is Ryan. Ryan Edwards.
SOL

OK.

Pause

RYAN

Were you really going to give me
up back there?

SOL
No.

RYAN
Really? Because you seemed pretty
convincing back there.

SOL

Let’s get one thing straight.
I'1l help you. But I'm not gonna
put my life on the line for you.
If it comes to me having to make
a choice between me and you, I'm
the one who’s gonna be waking up
tomorrow. Understand?

Ryan nods.



Pause

SOL (CONT'D)
Good.

RYAN
What are you going to do now? Now
they know you’re helping me.

SOL
I don’'t follow.

RYAN
After you’ve dropped me off at
the front gates of the embassy, I
don’t think it’d be a good idea
for you to go back home after
helping what pretty much the most
powerful man in South Africa
calls an enemy.

SOL
I'll go somewhere else.

RYAN
Why don’t you come home.

SOL
There’s a good reason I left. And
I don’t have the strong urge to
go back.

RYAN
How long have you lived here?

SOL
Five years.

RYAN
Why’'d you come here?

SOL
I worked with the military for
most of my life. Got bored.
Wanted a change. Came down here
for a vacation. Never went back.

RYAN
What about your family?

SOL
My father’s dead. I don’t have
any brothers or sisters. Never
married and no kids.

RYAN
Mother?

34.



35.

SOL
Still alive. Lives in an old
folks home. She doesn’t miss me

though.

RYAN
You have a falling out?

SOL
Dementia.

RYAN
I'm sorry.

Pause

SOL
Don’'t be.

RYAN

My family’s all gone too. Parents
died in a car crash when I was
about 16.

SOL
(Interrupting)
Stop. Just stop. I don’t care.
You don’t need to know about me.
You should be grateful I'm
helping you.

RYAN
I am.

SOL
Good. Because this getting to
know you shit is just a waste of
time for both of us. In a few
hours, you’ll be gone and I’'ll be
tryin