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FADE | N:

EXT. A LOGGE NG ROAD - AFTERNOON

A two-track slices through a thick, old-growh forest.
Sunlight barely filters through. Nothing stirs —it's at
once bucolic and nenaci ng.

Suddenly, a battered SUV flies up the two-track. Scars and
dents on its sides indicate glancing contact with the forest.

VALERIE (O S.)
(pani cked)
Xavier, where the hell are we?

The SWV skids to a stop at a fork in the two-track.

I NT. THE SUV - CONTI NUOUS
A wealthy famly. Couture outfits. CGold jewelry.

XAVI ER (40s, a swarthy, athletic man) stares at the road.
Bespoke shirt, torn. Atan line where a watch once kept tine.

VALERI E (40s, a panpered soccer non) gapes at the forest.

VALERI E
You idiot, why didn't you get a nap?
XAVI ER
Li ke you woul d have done better!? It
was total chaos... | gave them ny

Rolex for this shit pile.

POPPY (19, a Barbie doll of a daughter) chews her nanicured
nails. She keeps checking for cell service.

POPPY
Doesn't anyone |live out here?

VALERI E
Anchorage must be okay, right? They
woul dn't have gotten Anchorage. .

XAVI ER
-- Shut up and let nme think! \Were's
the sun? Is that west?

Xavier takes the left fork.



LOGE NG ROAD - LATER

The SWV bunps al ong the two-track. The engi ne suddenly coughs.
The vehicl e shudders and dies conpletely.

IN THE SUV - CONTI NUOUS

They sit in stunned sil ence.

VALERI E
You didn't fill the gas tank?
XAVI ER
Looters were getting shot at the gas
station. I... we'll have to walk --
POPPY

-- WALK! ? Val k where?

XAVI ER
That harpy at the rental said if we
got to the main road, we'd be safe.

Xavi er shoves his door open.

LOGE NG ROAD - LATER

The famly pulls Gucci |uggage along the two-track. The wonen
totter on high-heels.

XAVI ER
Hurry! 1t'1l be dark soon!

POPPY
| shoul d have conned that jock I
screwed into being nmy sherpa.

VALERI E
When you' re CEO of our conpany,
everyone will be your sherpa..

A shot rings out. Valerie's head explodes as a bullet tears
through it. She drops where she stood.

Bl ood and vi scera spatter Poppy. She screans.

XAVI ER
VAL... My GOD...!?



3.

Xavi er crouches beside Valerie's body as Poppy whinpers. Hi s
eyes dart around in panic.

ANNA SKYBEAR (50s, a stout First Nation wonan) steps from
the forest. Long, graying hair. A suit of denim |eather and
fur. Fierce, piercing eyes. She exudes power.

Strong, well-armed Scamakounst wonmen and unarmed nen carrying
heavy packs —not much nore than nules —join her.

Xavi er noves to protect Poppy.

XAVI ER
VWHO ARE YOU? WHAT. . ?

ANNA SKYBEAR

(pointing at Poppy)
I's she yours?

XAVI ER
O course —STAY AVWAY FROM US!

Anna's warriors advance on Xavi er and Poppy. Both surrender
in horror.

XAVI ER
W need to get to the road —to
Anchorage. War has --

ANNA SKYBEAR
-- Bind and bare him He bred once,
he'll do it again.

The Scanmakounst separate Xavier and Poppy. Xavier struggles
desperately as one ties his hands behind his back.

Poppy cries out as they tear off Xavier's clothing. A warrior
forces Poppy to her knees —and slits her throat.

Xavi er how s in anguish. The warriors strip himlike a kill.
One | oops a | eat her choker around his neck.

Anna squeezes Xavier's nuscles. Assesses his genitalia.
ANNA SKYBEAR

Yes, he'll do. Take him Search the
bags. Leave the rest for the bears.



| NT. VACATI ON CONDO KI TCHEN, ORLANDO - MORNI NG
SUPER: TWO DAYS EARLI ER
A soul | ess vacation rental. Cheap cabinetry. Cheesy artwork.

A MAN (40s) in a FedEx uni form scoops yogurt into a bow. He
adds honey as he watches a news bulletin on TV.

COMVENTATOR
-- Rising tension across the gl obe
could boil over at any tine...

A world map shows hot spots: Iran, Ukraine, the South China
Sea. Footage of tanks and missile tests rolls on screen.

FedEx Man relishes his yogurt until his cell phone buzzes.
He considers it with apprehension.

FEDEX MAN
Yes?
(he listens)
So soon? ... NO please —I'Il make

t he delivery today.
The cal |l ends.

FEDEX MAN
Thank you.

Shaken, he sets the bow of yogurt in the sink.

EXT. HOLI DAY | NN EXPRESS, VANCOUVER - THAT MORNI NG

Fresh-faced LENOX ARMSTRONG (30s, a sturdy and intense bl ack
man) sits outside the hotel's porte cochere.

He wears the white uniformof a ship's officer. Dark epaul ets
with two gold bars. A gold nanme badge. His hat sits on the
bench beside him

Three suitcases rest to one side.

Lenox studies frayed newspaper clippings. The headli nes:
"ROBOTI CS EXPERT M SSING " "WOMAN S BODY FOUND | N POOLE
HARBOUR. " " FOUL PLAY RULED OUT."

LENOX
(Cockney accent)
Foul play ruled out. Bloody hell..
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A cab pulls up. Lenox wi pes his eyes. Pockets the clippings.
Dons his hat. The CABBIE col |l ects his bags.

CABBI E
You okay, buddy?

LENOX
1"l live, mate. Take nme to the Canada
Pl ace crui se termn nal

CUT TGO

EXT. A CANADI AN FJORD - THAT MORNI NG
The warm |ight of the sumrer sol stice.

Ganite cliffs rise fromthe fjord s deep water. Conifers
cover its ledges and inlets. An eagle soars overhead.

EXT. VI LLAGE STREETS - MORNI NG
SUPER: THE VI LLAGE OF SPATSI ZI

Spat si zi, an once-thriving | ogging town, wedges between the
fjord and the Tongass tenperate rain forest. It crunbles
fromyears of decline.

Main Street |eads fromthe docks through a tired comercia
district. One coffee shop. A vehicle dealer. An addiction
center. Gft shops mx wth enpty storefronts.

Still, the village bustles. A robust woman paints the fence.
A femal e shopkeeper plants flowers. O her wonen shop. Drive.
Get coffee.

The MAYOR (60s, an ebullient gentleman) watches two ol d nen
hang a banner at city hall. It reads: "WELCOVE, PACIFI C SWAN. "

They are the only nen we've seen in town.
MAYOR
First cruise ship in a decade, boys.
Let's make it count!

He smells the fresh corsage pinned to his blazer and saunters
into town, a cane aiding him

Main Street ends at a two-track —the only road out of town.
It joins a labyrinth of |unber roads in the forest.

Bet ween the commercial district and the forest sits:



EXT. STORWY'S TAVERN & GUESTHOUSE - CONTI NUQUS

A ranbling two-story structure with a broad front porch.
Tavern on the ground floor. Roons to | et above. Bright paint
and trimset it apart.

M LLI E MCADAMS (60, weat hered, confident) sweeps the porch,
her gray ponytail swi nging. She takes in a farm stand besi de
the tavern, then the stunning view Pensive.

A MAN (40s, well-dressed) bursts fromthe tavern. Loses his
footing. Tunbles down the stairs.

GRACE MCADAMS (md 30s, a beauty battered by life) follows
him A fireball of a woman, fit and outdoorsy —she is not
to be trifled with.

GRACE
-- | don't care how big that penis
ext ender of a boat is!

M LLI E
GRACE! What the..?

MAN
| never called that bourbon --

GRACE
-- You said, and | quote, "best
whi skey in the tavern” which nmeans
Pappy Van Wnkle at $100 an ounce.

MAN
You tricked ne, you bitch.

Grace advances down the stairs to stand over him

GRACE
This bitch isn't tricked by rich
hedoni sts | ooking for a score. Mother
—get his wallet.

The man scranbles to his feet. Gace cuts off his escape

GRACE
Grab him

MIlie lunges, and the man throws her to the ground. And
then —the man is suddenly prone on the sidewal k.



An athletic woman pins his arm between his shoul der bl ades.
This is NATALIE ABITIBI (17).

NATALI E
| play hockey with the boys, sir —
200 career penalty mnutes —so just
lie there. What's he owe?

GRACE
$425. 75.

Nat al i e yanks out his wallet. Tosses it to MIlie.

MLLIE
He just has hundreds.

GRACE
Then I'mgetting a nice tip.

MIlie counts out the noney. Natalie lets the man go and he
rolls over to face them

MAN
Dam thieves. I"'mcalling the police
—ow. .. fuck!

A stylish boot crushes the man's fingers into the sidewal k.

SASHA ABITIBI (late 40s - a saucy doyenne of Russian descent)
gl ares down at the man. She radi ates power and a Ronmanov
flair even in her off-the-rack suit.

SASHA
By the tine the RCMP get here, you'l
have enjoyed a week in jail with the
| ess savory bits of Spatsizi society.

MAN
Wio the hell..?

SASHA
Deputy mayor Sasha Abitibi. Tasked
with peace keeping, liaising with

the RCMP, maintaining the jail...

She takes the man's remaining cash and drops his wallet on
hi s st omach.

SASHA
... And seeding the police retirenent
fund. Thank you for your donation



The man flees with his wallet. Mnnie opts out of the
situation and continues sweepi ng.

NATALI E
You need a better class of class in
your pub, G acie.

GRACE
We get dianmonds and dung here, Nat.
It's the dung that usually lingers.

Natalie returns to the farmstand, where a grizzled man
shel ves spruce root baskets and jars of jam

SASHA
Civic protection is a beautiful thing.

Grace grudgingly hands half of her noney to Sasha

SASHA
I can only surm se that your house-
of-ill-repute will be active.

GRACE
Why? You need a roonf

SASHA
The McAdam s cl an has al ways had
thunbs in a great nany pies.

GRACE
Much like you Abitibis. Natalie seens
to have a nore legit entrepreneuria
spirit.

Sasha smles a reptilian smle

SASHA
My daughter won't al ways be around
to save you --

GRACE
-- | don't need saving, Sasha, this
town does —or is that beneath the
deputy mayor ?

SASHA
-- Natalie! You re behind on the
accounts at the deal ershinp.

Sasha and Natalie argue. Grace takes in MIlie's disapproving
gl ance, then strides into the tavern.



EXT. URI TSKY' S GARACGE - THAT MORNI NG

A shabby garage with two gas punps. An attached apart nent
nol ders behind it —and zero cars sit in front.

| NSI DE

Parts and tools. Alift. Vintage car ads share wall space
with travel posters and Pl ayboy centerfol ds.

G easy legs in overalls poke frombeneath an old Chevy. A
stern LOCAL WOVAN j udges a booby poster girl.

LOCAL WOVAN
You shoul dn't have these in a place
of business, ginp.

Strapping ELI JAH "The G np" URI TSKY (early 30s, scruffy with
a bl ond goatee) slides frombeneath the car.

ELI JAH
Only rivals, msfits and mal contents
call nme "G m". Wich are you?

Elijah slowmy stands —six-feet of Viking nuscle in overalls
and a painted-on t-shirt. He wi pes his hands on a rag.

LOCAL WOVAN
A woman tires of objectification.

ELI JAH
The pl ace has one nechani c, decorator
and bottle washer and you're | ooking
at him Consider your conplaint filed.

He | oudly opens a trash can and tosses the rag.

ELI JAH
Repairs are two grand plus |unch.

WOVAN
You noonlight at the tavern and need
ny business. $500 and a nuffin.

ELI JAH
The next garage is right at the
corner, 200 kil oneters up the two-
track and anot her seventy to Prince
George. O, you could give the
Scamakounst a try...
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The worman bl anches at his suggestion.
ELI JAH
Two grand plus lunch, and I'II| take
that muffin. Cranberry orange,
pastram on rye, and an old pickle.

She |l eaves in a huff. Elijah eyes, with contenpt, a wonan
prinping her store. He waves to her grimy.

EXT - RENTAL AGENCY - THAT MORNI NG

A nondescri pt warehouse, now a nultipurpose vehicle deal ership
and rental. CQutside: rows of shiny SUVs and Kubota tractors.

| NSI DE
Natalie sits at a conputer.
NATALI E

Qui ckBooks needs an update sonetimnme
t hi s decade.

Sasha consults a rental list —full fromtop to bottom
SASHA
W' || soon | eave this forsaken town.
NATALI E

"Il take a beach —anywhere.

SASHA
Mark my words, Natalie: tonorrow
will be a day to renenber.

Sasha's cell rings. She |istens then hangs up wi thout a word.

SASHA
The Pacific Swan is on schedule. It
| eaves Vancouver at five.

NATALI E
You're telling ne you have a source
on Pacific Swan?

Sasha ignores her. She types a text and sends it.
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