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INT. CARLISLE - BAR1 1

A seedy, low lit bar. A jukebox plays middle of the road 
chart music. 

PARKER (young, innocent) downs a fresh drink and follows SAGE 
(older, wiser) to a booth where LANDRY is sitting. 

Landry is a cocksure, roguish getaway driver. 

LANDRY
Landry. I'm the driver of the 
Millennial Eagle. I hear you're 
looking for a passage to Penrith.

SAGE
Yes, indeed. If it's a fast car.

LANDRY
Fast car? You've never heard of the 
Millennial Eagle?

SAGE
Should I have?

LANDRY
It's the car that made the Kendal 
run in less than twelve minutes!

Sage reacts to Landry's stupid attempt to impress them with 
obvious misinformation.

LANDRY (CONT’D)
(continued)

I've outrun cop cars, not the local 
Escorts, mind you. I'm talking 
about the big BMW’s. She's fast 
enough for you. What's the cargo?

SAGE
Only passengers. Us two, two 
laptops, and no questions asked.

LANDRY
What is it? Some kind of local 
trouble?

SAGE
Let's just say we'd like to avoid 
any legal entanglements.
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LANDRY (CONT'D)
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LANDRY
Well, that's the trick, isn't it? 
And it's going to cost you 
something extra. Two thousand in 
advance.

PARKER
Two thousand? We could buy our own 
car for that!

LANDRY
But who's going to drive it, kid! 
You?

PARKER
You bet I could. I'm not such a bad 
driver myself! We don't have to sit 
here and listen...

SAGE
We don’t have that much with us. 
But we could pay you a thousand 
now, plus two when we reach 
Penrith.

LANDRY
Three total, huh!

Landry ponders this.

LANDRY (CONT’D)
Okay. You guys got yourself a car. 
We'll leave as soon as you're 
ready. Car park bay ninety-four.

SAGE
Ninety-four.

LANDRY
Looks like somebody's beginning to 
take an interest in your handiwork.

Sage and Parker turn around to see a BOUNCER asking the 
bartender some questions. The bartender points to the booth.

BOUNCER
All right, I'll check it out.

The Bouncer looks over at the booth but Parker and Sage are 
gone. The bartender is puzzled.

LANDRY
(thinking aloud)

Three thousand! 
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LANDRY (CONT'D)
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They must be really desperate. This 
could really save my neck. I better 
get back to the car and get her 
ready.

EXT. CARLISLE STREET. NIGHT.2 2

SAGE
You'll have to sell your moped.

PARKER
That's okay. I'm never coming back 
to this town again.

INT. CARLISLE - BAR.3 3

As Landry is about to leave, SHAY (slimy looking) discreetly 
aims a gun at him/her. Shay speaks with a strange accent.

SHAY
Going somewhere, Landry?

LANDRY
Yes, Shay. As a matter of fact, I 
was just going to see your boss. 
Tell Razor I've got his money.

Landry sits back down. Shay sits opposite, gun out.

SHAY
It's too late. You should have paid 
him when you had the chance. 
Razor's put a price on your head, 
so large that every bounty hunter 
in Cumbria will be looking for you. 
I'm lucky I found you first.

LANDRY
Yeah, but this time I got the 
money.

SHAY
If you give it to me, I might 
forget I found you.

LANDRY
I don't have it with me. Tell 
Razor...

LANDRY (CONT'D)
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SHAY
Razor's through with you. He has no 
time for smugglers who drop their 
shipments at the first sign of a 
cop car.

LANDRY
Even I get stopped sometimes. You 
think I had a choice?

Landry slowly reaches for his/her gun under the table.

SHAY
You can tell that to Razor. He may 
only take your car.

LANDRY
Over my dead body.

SHAY
That's the idea. I've been looking 
forward to killing you for a long 
time.

LANDRY
Yes, I'll bet you have.

A sudden BANG and Shay falls back in his/her seat. 

Landry pulls the smoking gun from beneath the table as the 
other patrons look on in bemused amazement. 

Landry gets up and saunters out of the bar, flipping the 
bartender some money as he/she leaves.

LANDRY (CONT’D)
Sorry about the mess.
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