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ABSTRACT/SUMMARY 

 

Detective Drake and the Syrus Key is a feature-film script described 

as Magnum P.I. meets Harry Potter. It follows the adventures and 

travels of Drake, a private investigator who uses supernatural and 

magical tools to solve high-profile criminal cases. His current case 

spans the globe as he and his friend/fellow detective, BP Thomas, 

trail a thief who has stolen a piece of Ptolemy’s Tetrabiblos, a 

mystical artifact that could contain the secrets of life itself and 

unlock the power to end the world. 

 A previous draft of this script placed in the second round of the 

Austin Film Festival, being judged and reviewed by multiple industry 

professionals to be in the top 20 percent of the over 1200 submitted 

scripts. The Austin Film Festival is considered a “writer’s festival” 

and its script contest is considered one of the most prestigious in 

the country. 

 Aaron Hastings has a Bachelors in Journalism from Brigham Young 

University and has worked as a content and technical writer for 

several news organizations, various blogs, universities, political 

offices, a real estate company, and a Utah-based SEO company. 

Additionally, he has created, managed and edited content for dozens of 

websites, including blogs, corporate networks, and news pages. 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

DETECTIVE DRAKE AND THE SYRUS KEY  

 

by 

 

Aaron Hastings 

 





 

SUPER: MONTREAL 

 

INT. POLICE VAN – NIGHT 

 

DETECTIVE DRAKE, American male in mid-thirties in a suit with no 

tie, and Interpol Agent HARRIET MARTIN, British woman in late 

thirties, with two POLICE OFFICERS listen to a police radio and 

watch multiple computer screens. 

 

DRAKE 

   Oh, I don’t like this. 

 

     MARTIN 

    (whispering) 

   Shut up, Drake. 

 

     DRAKE 

Leopold doesn’t do this. The  

Apartment on the top floor, no  

underground parking- 

 

  MARTIN 

 (whispering) 

I said, shut up! It’s too late  

now; I’ve got twenty good men  

going up there, and I don’t- 

 

  POLICE OFFICER (O.S.) 

HQ, maintain radio silence unless  

necessary. 

 

  DRAKE 

 (whispering after a pause) 

   All I’m saying is, this isn’t  

right, so don’t blame me if your  

painting isn’t up there. 

 

     MARTIN 

    (whispering) 

   Oh, Drake, always thinking of  

others aren’t you? 

 

Drake, Martin, and Police Officers listen to radio as other 

officers break into Leopold’s apartment. 

 

     POLICE OFFICER (O.S.) 

   Interpol, apartment’s empty.  

We can keep looking- 

  

     DRAKE 

   Dammit! 
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     MARTIN 

    (shouting as Drake leaves) 

   Drake! What the hell’s going on?! 

 

 

EXT. STREETS OF MONTREAL, CANADA – NIGHT 

 

DRAKE rubs a ring on his finger (his “magic battery”) on his ear-

lobe. He hears the AMPLIFIED SOUNDS of LEOPOLD running away 

underground, and pursues on foot. 

 

Drake chases the sound of Leopold’s steps through the streets, 

while Leopold runs through abandoned parts of Montreal’s 

Underground City. 

 

Leopold emerges from a stairwell to a small lobby and rushes to 

the doors leading onto the street. The doors are locked despite 

being push-to-open handles. Drake is casually leaning against a 

wall. 

 

     DRAKE 

   So Leo, did you find out about 

   the abandoned tunnel before or 

   after you leased the apartment, 

   because that counts as an 

   amenity- 

 

     LEOPOLD 

   How did you lock these doors? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Creativity, imagination. Now, 

   on your knees. 

 

Drake pulls out a handgun and aims it at Leopold, who CHUCKLES. 

 

     LEOPOLD 

   Please, I know who you are. 

   You don’t shoot anyone 

 

     DRAKE 

   You say that like it’s a bad 

   thing—also you could be a first- 

 

     LEOPOLD 

   Rot in hell! 

 

Leopold lunges at Drake, who ducks and shoves Leopold in a tackle 

against a wall. Drake manages to push Leopold to the ground 

before sitting on top of him. Drake holsters the gun and 

handcuffs him. 
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     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (grunting) 

   No, no, that’s not gonna work. You 

   are really in a hurry; let’s find 

   out why. 

 

Drake pulls a compact folding magnifying lens from his coat. It 

glows, and Drake searches Leopold with its light. A red glow 

emanates from one of Leo’s belt. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Leo, you crafty devil. 

 

Drake removes a key from a chain on Leopold’s belt, the key and 

chain luminescent under the magnifying lens’ light. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Ok, slick, where does this go? 

 

     LEOPOLD 

   I want a lawyer. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Tell that to them. 

 

MARTIN and several POLICE OFFICERS enter the lobby. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Marty! Guess who I bumped into! 

 

As Drake, Martin, and the Police carry Leopold away and load him 

in a police vehicle, a SHADOWED FIGURE wrapped in a coat watches 

them from a distance. 

 

 

INT. LEOPOLD’S APARTMENT – NIGHT 

 

DRAKE and MARTIN enter the apartment to search alone as the 

POLICE exit, having completed their raid/search. 

 

     MARTIN 

   You didn’t have to knock him 

   out. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Ah, but what if he told us where 

   the key went! That’d spoil the 

   thrill of the hunt. The excitement! 

   The mystery. 

 

     MARTIN 

   You’re an idiot. 
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     DRAKE 

   Whatever. Could we turn out the 

   lights in here? 

 

Martin flips the light switch, and Drake searches the dark rooms 

with his magnifying lens. Martin follows. The rooms have some 

scattered furniture, but little else. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (muttering to himself) 

   Ok, Leo, where is it? 

 

     MARTIN 

   How do you know it goes here? 

   That key’s lock could be anywhere. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Not anywhere. Leopold doesn’t stay 

   in any given spot for more than a 

   month, and he rarely visits the 

   same place twice. Over the last 

   eighteen months, he’s used a 

   credit card number under the name 

   ‘Francis Belmont’ a total of 

   thirty-two times at a restaurant a 

   few blocks north of here and once 

   at a pharmacy to buy ibuprofen and 

   condoms. Every good thief has a 

   hidey hole, and Leo’s… 

 

Drake rubs a hand along the wall. His magnifying lens reveals a 

blue stain on the wall about a foot from the ceiling. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (muttering to himself) 

   Well, hello there. 

 

Drake pushes on the stain with his finger, and a fold of 

wallpaper gives way to expose a hole. Drake puts Leopold’s key in 

and turns. A hidden door in the wall opens. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Feel free to call me the world’s  

best detective from now on. 

 

Martin says nothing and walks through the door. 

 

DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Top five? Top ten? Really? Nothing? 
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Drake follows Martin into a narrow room filled with paintings and 

various artifacts. Martin and Drake start looking through them. 

 

     MARTIN 

   Incredible! These pieces together 

   must be worth billions! Look! Da 

   Vinci’s Portrait of Ginevra! The 

   Americans will be happy to get rid 

   of that piece of drift-wood hanging 

   in the National Gallery- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Hey, Martin; take a look at this. 

 

Drake picks up a small jewelry box from inside a dresser drawer. 

He opens the box and pours out its contents on a nearby chest 

lid. The box contains a few odd pieces of jewelry and a vial of 

white powder. 

 

     Martin 

   I didn’t take Leopold for an 

   addict. Cocaine? 

 

Drake examines the vial with his magnifying lens. The vial glows 

red. 

     DRAKE 

   Nope. Human remains. 

 

     MARTIN 

    (hoarse whisper) 

   Human?! How can you-dammit, Drake! 

   This place is a crime scene for 

   murder! The local police will  

lock this place down for months!  

I can’t- 

 

  DRAKE 

 Martin, relax. 

 

Drake puts the vial in a coat pocket. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   I won’t tell if you won’t. 

 

     MARTIN 

   Are you insane?! Withholding 

   evidence- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Take it easy! I’m a private 

   consultant on an art theft case. 

     (MORE) 
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  DRAKE (CONT’D)  

No body, no murder, and no-one 

   suspecting foul play. If it makes you 

   feel any better, I’ll look 

   into it, and if I find anything 

   interesting, I’ll let you know. 

 

     MARTIN 

   You can’t tell a soul about this, 

   even after the art is moved; swear 

   Drake! 

 

     DRAKE 

   I promise! My curiosity is piqued, 

   but that’s it. This doesn’t leave 

   my lips. 

 

 

SUPER: LONDON 

 

INT. DR. STANLEY FRANKEN’S LABORATORY – DAY 

 

DRAKE watches FRANKEN, a British man in his mid-sixties, examine 

the vial under a microscope before emptying part of the white 

powder onto a glass slide. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Found it in a thief’s apartment in 

   Montreal a few days ago. Glows red 

   underneath my compact. What do you 

   think, doc? 

 

     FRANKEN 

   Oh, yes, definitely organic! I 

   can’t say it’s Homosapien for 

   certain, but based on color and 

   texture alone, I would hazard to 

   guess some kind of bone structure. 

   An ivory tusk, perhaps? Did your 

   thief have any interest in southeast 

   Asian herbal remedies, or perhaps a 

   taste for necromancy? 

 

     DRAKE 

   No, not in his M.O. Leopold’s 

   eccentric but practical. This 

   isn’t personal to him. It’s got 

   to be part of a job he was 

   working on. You’re sure it doesn’t 

   contain anything else? 
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FRANKEN 

   Fairly certain. It fails to react 

   to oxygen, nitrogen, water, heat. 

   It’s quite ordinary, but I’m 

   curious… 

 

Franken places a circular device with wires and lights around the 

powder on the glass slide. He then begins working on a nearby 

computer. 

 

     FRANKEN (CONT’D) 

   This won’t take more than a minute. 

   By the way, how is your new magical 

   battery holding up? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Oh, the ring? Yeah, it’s working 

   fine. 

 

Drake flips his ring like a coin, catching it with one hand. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   No major issues, but it doesn’t 

   charge as fast as the last one. 

 

     FRANKEN 

   Oh? Have you not been feeling  

well? You can’t expect to produce 

energy without a healthy state of 

being! 

 

  DRAKE 

I’m fine; it’s probably nothing. 

What about the handkerchief I 

ordered? 

 

  FRANKEN 

Oh! I nearly forgot! It’s over 

there on my desk. Help yourself. 

 

Franken, still looking at the computer, points to his desk. Drake 

finds a white handkerchief folded and sealed in plastic wrapping. 

 

Drake removes the handkerchief and examines it. The handkerchief 

has various symbols and runes sewn into it. 

 

     FRANKEN (CONT’D) 

   Quite potent stuff in that! I 

   recommend you be quite careful 

   when using it. 

 



8. 

 

      

DRAKE 

   Thanks, doc. I know it’s getting 

   harder to- 

 

A BEEPING from the device around the powder interrupts the 

conversation. 

 

     FRANKEN 

   Aha! As I hypothesized, the powder 

   is quite normal apart from a slight 

   residue of sphaeram magus! 

 

     DRAKE 

   Really? I didn’t find any magic in 

   the apartment. 

 

     FRANKEN 

   Oh, it’s quite difficult to spot 

   on this, but be it aura or qi or 

   mana or what-have-you, this 

   mysterious powder has it, at least 

   in trace amounts! Although, this 

   is puzzling, as it can be 

   difficult to bind such magic to 

   carbon as decayed as this. I suspect 

   the subject possessed some sort 

   of power in life. Either way, it 

   is quite an interesting specimen.  

I’ll need time to analyze it further- 

 

     DRAKE 

   No-can-do, doc. I can’t risk 

   the stuff getting contaminated 

   or spread around. It could be 

   valuable. 

 

     FRANKEN 

   But it isn’t one of your cases, 

and surely you aren’t thinking  

of selling it?! 

 

  DRAKE 

I can’t think of what else I’d 

do with it, but I am curious… 

That said, I can’t just leave 

it with you. 

 

  FRANKEN 

And why not? Given the proper 

amount of time, I can extract 

(MORE) 
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  FRANKEN (CONT’D) 

its genetic code, learn its  

history! For now, all I can  

discern is the serial number 

on the back of the lid. 

 

  DRAKE 

Say what now? 

 

  FRANKEN 

These digits; didn’t you notice 

them, mister detective? Ah well, 

they are almost naked to the eye 

but on closer examination, I did 

manage to find a series of digits  

on the underside of the lid. 

 

Franken places the lid of the vial under a massive magnifying 

glass. Both Franken and Drake lean in to examine it. 

 

     FRANKEN (CONT’D) 

   You see here? A four seven,  

followed by what appears to be 

a dash, and then a- 

 

ANTHONY SALAZAR, a British man in his late forties, wearing a 

crimson suit, enters the laboratory. 

 

     SALAZAR 

   And what nonsense are you 

   indulging us with now, detective? 

   I thought I made myself clear in 

   our prior meeting that you were no 

   longer allowed on this property 

   without my express permission. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Shoot, is that what you said? 

   I’m sorry, Sally; I could’ve sworn 

   you said something like ‘I’m a 

   paunchy butthole in a frilly suit, 

   so just ignore everything I say-’ 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Your antics have embarrassed the 

   the Thaumaturgical Guild of London 

   more than enough to warrant your 

   disfellowship and dismissal from 

   our campus- 
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DRAKE 

   Oh, shove it up your ass, Sally. I 

   do way more work than any of you 

   tightwads in your little wizards 

   club- 

 

     SALAZAR 

    (raising his voice) 

   Parlor tricks and petty crime do 

   not constitute the proper use of 

   our gifts and knowledge so 

   generously given in good faith to 

   a young man we openly accepted 

   into our ranks- 

 

     FRANKEN 

    (shouting) 

   Gentlemen!! 

 

The room is SILENT. 

 

     FRANKEN (CONT’D) 

   I have finished the 

   transcription of the serial number 

   from the vial’s lid. Mister Drake, 

   I believe these are yours. 

 

Franken hands the vial and a slip of paper to Drake, who nods to 

Franken and leaves the laboratory. Salazar follows him to the 

doorway. 

 

     SALAZAR 

    (shouting) 

   Don’t come back without a check 

   for overdue membership fees, you 

   welching cad! 

 

 

EXT. COURTYARD OUTSIDE FRANKEN’S LABORATORY – DAY 

 

DRAKE looks over his shoulder and around the area to make sure 

no-one is looking. He stops and examines the paper.  

 

On the front are the digits ’47-720099-0007865369.’  

 

On the back of the paper, scrawled hastily by Franken, are the 

words ‘ROMAN CHEMICAL.’ 
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SUPER: OMAHA, USA 

 

EXT. OMAHA POLICE DEPARTMENT HQ – DAY 

 

DRAKE sits in a white sports car. OPD Detective CLARENCE “BP” 

THOMAS, a tall, muscular American male about Drake’s age, wearing 

business professional with a tie and no coat, approaches the car 

and taps on the passenger-side window. 

 

Drake rolls down the window, grinning. 

 

     BP 

   Dammit, Drake! You’re not supposed 

   to be here! 

 

     DRAKE 

   What?! Am I double parked? 

 

     BP 

   You know what I mean, Drake. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Ah, c’mon! I’m only in town for a 

   day, and I wanted to- 

 

     BP 

   Cut the crap, Drake! 

 

Bp looks around/over his shoulder before opening the passenger 

door, getting in, and closing the door behind him. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   And roll the windows up! What’s 

   wrong with you? 

 

Drake moans and rolls the windows up. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   First, you get kicked out of that 

   voodoo magic school for being 

   stupid and lazy- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Hey, I take offense- 

 

     BP 

   Second, you almost blow up 

   city hall and get permanently 

   banned from Nebraska, which I 

   didn’t think was possible! 
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     DRAKE 

   See, the key word being “almost”- 

 

     BP 

   And now, you show up in the middle 

   of the day, in some flashy sports 

   car- 

 

     DRAKE 

   This was all they had at the 

   airport, I swear- 

 

     BP 

   In front of OPD Headquarters! I 

   should put you in handcuffs right 

   now! 

 

Drake and Bp sit in silence, Bp staring at Drake, waiting. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   You could’ve called first. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I called! 

 

     BP 

   Before parking. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well… no, you’re right, totally 

   fair… I’m not really banned 

   from the state, right? 

 

     BP 

   Not officially, but both the 

   mayor and the governor made it 

   very clear they didn’t want to 

   see the whites of your eyes. 

 

Bp SNORTS. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   You did catch that mobster, 

   though. Speaking of, what the 

   hell are you doing here anyway? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Aha, that’s where things get really 

   interesting! You remember that hunch 

   you had about the big chemical guy, 

   Victor Roman? 
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     BP 

   Yeah? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, I was in Montreal a few 

   days ago, after this art thief, 

   major thorn in Interpol’s side, 

   you remember Harriett Martin- 

 

     BP 

   Yeah, what about it? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, we found this. 

 

Drake pulls the vial out of a coat pocket. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Doctor Franken thinks it belongs 

   to Roman Chemical. All I need- 

 

     BP 

    (frustrated) 

   Drake? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Now hear me out. I just need a few 

   minutes for a little peek at their 

   databases for a tiny serial number 

   we found on the lid. That’s it! This 

   could be something big, buddy; I’ve 

   got a feeling! 

 

     BP 

   No way. I can’t just walk 

   in there without a subpoena, a 

   warrant. I’ve got nothing- 

 

Drake STARTS the car and begins driving the three or so blocks to 

Roman Chemical’s downtown offices. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   Drake?! Where are we going?! 

 

     DRAKE 

   Probable cause? Suspicious 

   activity downtown? Roman Chemical? 

   C’mon buddy! 

 

     BP 

   Probable cause of what, nosy 

     (MORE) 
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private eyes sneaking around a 

legitimate business- 

 

  DRAKE 

See, that’s a start! Let’s build 

on that and see where it goes. 

 

  BP 

You’re just bringing me as your 

damn get-outta-jail-free card! I’m 

a cop, not a- 

 

Drake tosses the vial to Bp to better steer the car. Bp catches 

it in a fluster. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   What the hell is this?! Drake, if 

   you just handed me cocaine, I 

   swear to- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Relax and hand on to that. 

 

 

INT. ROMAN CHEMICAL UNDERGROUND PARKING GARAGE – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP rush to a glass door leading to a lobby. The door is 

locked with a keyless entry, and as a FEMALE OFFICE WORKER exits 

the lobby, Drake rushes to grab the door before it closes. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Hold the door, please! Thank you  

so much! 

 

Drake smiles at the office worker and holds the door open for Bp, 

gesturing for him to enter. Bp looks angry. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (whispering) 

   See? Probable cause? Some 

   irresponsible employee left the 

   door open and unattended for 

   someone without proper ID! Pretty 

   suspicious… 

 

     BP 

   I didn’t even bring my sidearm; 

   you’d better not get me into any 

   crap while we’re here. 

 

Drake and Bp enter the lobby and head for an elevator. 
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     DRAKE 

   Oh, please. as if that matters. 

   You can just use mine. 

 

     BP 

   You better have a conceal-carry 

   permit from Douglas County. 

 

     DRAKE 

   See, now you’re just messing 

   with me. 

 

Drake and Bp board the elevator. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (muttering to himself) 

   Eenie meenie miney… this one. 

 

Drake hits the button for the eleventh floor. 

 

     BP 

   Do you even know where we’re 

   going? 

 

     DRAKE 

   We need a computer that’s already 

   logged on in a low-traffic area. 

   Any suggestions? 

 

     BP 

   Nope. 

 

 

INT. ELEVENTH FLOOR ROMAN CHEMICAL OMAHA OFFICE – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP exit the elevator at a brisk pace. The office is 

fairly quiet, with much of the space empty for lunch, and only 

OFFICE SOUNDS, TALKING from OFFICE WORKERS, TYPING, RINGING 

PHONES can be heard. 

 

They scan the office and see a wall of doors to private offices. 

 

Drake heads for the nearest door and begins peeking in the office 

windows to see if any are unoccupied. Bp follows. 

 

Drake stops at an empty office and tries the door handle. It’s 

locked. Drake pulls the handkerchief from his coat. Bp 

nonchalantly keeps guard to make sure they aren’t spotted. 

 

Drake rubs the handkerchief on the door handle as if cleaning it. 

The metal freezes with a HISS, and the handle falls off. 
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Drake drops the handkerchief and shakes his hand in the air to 

relieve the frostbite. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (whispering, hissing) 

   Aaaaahaaahaa! Yeesh, that stings! 

   Franken wasn’t kidding when he 

   said this thing had a kick to it. 

 

Drake picks up the handkerchief from the floor, and he and Bp 

enter the office, closing the door behind them. Drake rushes to 

the computer. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Haha! Sucker! Always lock your 

   desktop before lunch. 

 

     BP 

   I don’t think he counted on a 

   frozen snot rag breaking through 

   a very locked door. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, can’t be too careful. 

 

Drake sits at the desk and begins accessing the shared computer 

drives. Bp stands by the office window with the blinds down, 

watching through the blinds to make sure they aren’t seen. 

 

Drake pulls the paper with the serial number out of his coat and 

begins TYPING in the file search bar for each shared drive. No 

results are found. He continues searching with no luck. He 

broadens his search and finds various files with similar numbers, 

but no exact match. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (muttering to himself) 

   Dammit! 

 

     BP 

   Drake? 

 

Drake looks up. Bp is pointing at the fire alarm on the wall. 

It’s silently flashing. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Who the hell puts a silent 

   fire alarm in a crowded office? 

 

Bp looks through the blinds and sees office workers running to 

the stairs. He then sees ARMED GUARDS moving towards the offices. 

One of them raises a gun towards the window. 
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     BP 

    (shouting) 

   Get down!! 

 

GUNFIRE rips through the door and window, BREAKING glass. Bp 

takes cover in the corner away from the door, while Drake ducks 

beneath the desk. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (yelling over gunfire) 

   How’d they even know we were here? 

   I didn’t see any cameras- 

 

     BP 

    (yelling over gunfire) 

   Not the primary concern right now! 

 

The GUNFIRE goes on for a few more shots before going quiet. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

    (calling to the guards) 

   Omaha PD! Cease fire! I’m a 

   detective with probable cause- 

 

Bp is interrupted by more GUNFIRE. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (to Bp) 

   Hey! 

 

Drake tosses his pistol to Bp, who cocks the gun but waits to 

fire. Drake takes a small cigarette case from a coat pocket and 

opens it. The case contains an assortment of small crystals. 

Drake selects one and puts the case back in a pocket before 

rubbing his ring to the crystal. The crystal begins to glow. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (yelling) 

   BP! Fire in the hole! 

 

Drake tosses the crystal through the broken window. He dives to 

the ground, covering his head with his arms. Bp covers his head. 

 

A massive BANG and a FLASH of light emit through the office 

space. The light fades in a few seconds. Drake and Bp stand up 

and rush out of the private office. Bp raises the gun. 

 

     BP 

    (yelling) 

   OPD! Nobody move! Drop your 

   weapons! 
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The armed guards, squinting and shielding their eyes, drop their 

weapons. Bp holds them at gunpoint while Drake retrieves the 

crystal and puts it, and the serial number, back in his coat. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, that could’ve gone better! 

 

OMAHA POLICE OFFICERS swarm the office space with weapons drawn. 

Bp drops the pistol, and both he and Drake raise their hands. 

 

 

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM AT OMAHA PD HQ – DAY 

 

DRAKE is sitting on a metal chair, handcuffed to a metal table. 

He hears SHOUTING and BANGING from the POLICE CHIEF outside, and 

winces periodically. 

 

     POLICE CHIEF (O.S.) 

   That son of a bitch ruined the 

   Roman case and made us look like 

   fools, Thomas! 

 

     BP (O.S.) 

   I’ll talk to him- 

 

     POLICE CHIEF (O.S.) 

   Not good enough! I can’t believe 

   you’re covering for him again! 

   Shots fired in a crowded building, 

   an officer making illegal entry, 

   someone’s going to pay! 

 

     BP (O.S.) 

   I said I’ll talk to him. 

 

     POLICE CHIEF (O.S.) 

   You’d better! I don’t want to see 

   that little prick in here again 

   unless it’s in chains! 

 

A final BANG rattles the single door to the room. After a moment 

of silence, the door CLICKS open, and Bp walks in. 

 

Bp sits down across from Drake, saying nothing for a few seconds, 

only rubbing his temples. 

 

     BP 

   Why do I always end up getting 

   shot at every time you come to 

   town? 
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     DRAKE 

   Pfff, as if that matters- 

 

     BP 

   It does, Drake! It does! Sharla 

   worries! Every time I end up in a 

   fight, she worries. She gets 

   upset; my little girl gets upset, 

   and we have to have a big 

   discussion about it! I can’t keep 

   doing this! Hell, you can’t keep 

   doing this. If you were anyone, 

   anyone else, you’d be in front of 

   a judge right now getting the book 

   slammed in your pasty face. You’d 

   be in a cell, I’d be out a job! 

 

Bp SIGHS, and they sit in awkward silence. 

 

     DRAKE 

   They didn’t fire you, right? 

 

     BP 

   No. Suspension without pay for 

   three weeks, and you walk. 

 

     DRAKE 

   What? Not even a ticket? 

 

     BP 

   Roman hates us both, but he  

agreed to drop the whole  

thing if I gave him the  

stuff you gave me. 

 

     DRAKE 

   You didn’t! 

  

     BP 

   Of course, I did! You aren’t 

   working a case! You aren’t  

working with anyone! Hell, for  

all we know, that vial might  

belong to them anyway! 

 

     DRAKE 

   Don’t you see how valuable that 

   must be to them?! To drop dirt 

   on us just to get it back?! I 

   gave that vial to you specifically- 
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     BP 

   Drake! All I see is a damn fool 

   sitting right in front of me 

in handcuffs. 

 

More awkward silence. 

 

     DRAKE 

   You’re right; I’m sorry. Don’t 

   worry about the money- 

 

     BP 

   It’s not about the money- 

 

     DRAKE 

   I know, but it’s my fault, and 

   it’s not charity. You’ve got the 

   month off; I wanna hire you as 

   my partner. Double your salary. 

 

     BP 

   Drake. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Triple? I can do triple. Don’t 

   make me go quadruple. 

 

     BP 

   Drake! I said it’s not about the 

   money. Like I said, you don’t 

   even have a case. What’s eating you 

   on this? 

 

Drake thinks for a moment. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Whatever is in that vial is worth 

   the time and effort, and Roman’s 

   reaction only confirms that. Why 

   does he care so much about the vial, 

   and why would a notorious art thief 

   have it? BP, I’ve got a gut feeling  

there’s something to this, but I  

can’t figure it out alone. 

 

     BP 

   Look, Drake, no-one’s paying you 

   to look into this. As far as you 

   know, you just returned the vial 

   to its rightful owner. 
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Bp stands up to leave. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   Your car’s in the parking lot; 

   they’ll let you go in a few 

   minutes. I talked to Sharla, and 

   she wants me to ask you over for 

   dinner. Seven o’clock. Try to be 

   on time. 

 

 

INT. THOMAS RESIDENCE – NIGHT 

 

DRAKE, BP, and SHARLA, a woman a few years older than Drake, and 

HANNAH, a four-year-old girl, are sitting at the dinner table. 

 

     DRAKE 

   So, then I shoved my Beretta, you 

   know the one, into Dimitri’s face 

   and said- 

 

Drake notices the whole family looking at him, including a 

disapproving Sharla and a highly attentive Hannah. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   I said, oh, ah, something to the 

   effect of ‘you are… not a nice man.’ 

   And then I used the Beretta and that’s 

   the end; no more stories. 

 

     HANNAH 

   What’s a ‘Beretta’? 

 

Drake shifts in his seat, looking to Bp or Sharla to say 

something. They don’t. 

 

     DRAKE 

   It’s, uh, a water… gun that 

   makes bad guys go very quiet 

   and sleepy. 

 

     SHARLA 

   Ok, Hannah-bear. Time to go play. 

 

Hannah goes to play as Sharla gives Drake an angry look. Drake 

shrugs. 

 

     BP 

   You’ve got to watch it around 

   kids. 
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     DRAKE 

   I thought I handled it well! 

 

     SHARLA 

   Very quiet and sleepy? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Ok, it needs work, but I’m 

   struggling to find material 

   in the PG range. 

 

     BP 

   Maybe exclude the ones with 

   Russian mobsters in them. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Ahh, but those are the best 

   ones! 

 

Drake helps Bp and Sharla clear the table. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Thanks again for dinner, Sharla. 

 

     SHARLA 

   Oh, don’t mention it! Takes me 

   back to when you two were 

   stationed in San Diego. I miss 

   that weather. 

 

     BP 

   You miss living by your mama so 

   you had someone to talk about me 

   with! 

 

     SHARLA 

   We only talked about you when you 

   did something stupid. 

 

     BP 

   What, everyday? 

 

     SHARLA 

   Every day! 

 

Drake’s phone RINGS, and the caller ID reads “Butthead.” Drake 

shows the caller ID to Bp. 

 

     BP 

   Salazar? What the hell does he  

want? 
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  DRAKE 

We’re about to find out. 

 

Drake answers the phone and holds it up to his ear. Sharla and Bp 

move to the adjacent living room sofa. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

    (into the phone) 

   Sally! You’re up late, or should I 

   say early- 

 

     SALAZAR (O.S.) 

   Shut up and listen. You have no 

   idea the amount of angst I had to 

   muster just to make this call- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Why Sally, I’m flattered- 

 

     SALAZAR (O.S.) 

   It’s about a robbery the Guild was 

   asked to consult on. We need your 

   help to locate an artifact- 

 

     DRAKE 

   I’m in the middle of something. 

 

     SALAZAR (O.S.) 

   Drake, I’m telling you- 

 

Drake hangs up. He moves to the living room and sits on a 

recliner. Bp and Sharla look at Drake expectantly. He says 

nothing. 

 

     BP 

   Well? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Nothing. 

 

     SHARLA 

    (disapproving tone) 

   It didn’t sound like nothing. If 

   you’re turning down work, maybe a 

   certain suspended cop would take 

   up a little private work, unless 

   he’s too busy getting shot at. You 

   get my husband up against some  

more of your Russian mobsters,  

Drake? 

 

Sharla stares Drake down with a nasty look. Drake quavers. 
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     DRAKE 

   I… possibly. 

 

     SHARLA 

   Mmmhmm. What’s the case about? 

 

     BP 

   Nothing, baby. It’s dead in the 

   water- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Actually, I could really use your 

   husband’s help. We are in a bit of 

   a stall on the case. 

 

     BP 

   We? 

 

     DRAKE 

    (through clenched teeth) 

   Yes, we! We’ve got some evidence, 

   but not much to go on. I’m 

   prepared to pay BP quadruple a 

   month’s salary plus expenses if 

   he comes with. 

 

     SHARLA 

   Honey! That sounds great! You 

   should do it! 

 

     BP 

   It’s not that big a deal, and we 

   don’t need the money- 

 

     SHARLA 

   Oh? You keeping some books I don’t 

   know about? 

 

     BP 

   No! It’s just, we may be going to 

   Europe, or Asia, or who knows 

   where! 

 

     SHARLA 

   I’m not worried about my big, 

   strong man! Besides, you’ll have 

   Drake with you, not that that 

   means much. 

 

Drake LAUGHS nervously. 
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     BP 

    (directly to Drake) 

   I just don’t see how I can help, 

   considering how little we have to 

   go on. What about that call from 

   Salazar- 

 

     DRAKE 

   Don’t try to change the subject! 

   As your new temporary employer, 

I need you to take a look at this. 

 

Drake pulls out the paper with the serial number, passing it to 

Sharla and Bp. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   There were plenty of files with 

   the first two and six digits, but 

   no exact matches for the last ten. 

 

Bp and Sharla examine the number on the paper. 

 

     BP 

   You say you saw other numbers like 

   this on the computer. You open any 

   of the files? 

 

Drake rubs his temples. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Yes. I’m trying to remember… 

   There was one called ‘Hydralisk’ 

   with the same numbers in front. 

   The last ten digits were… zero, 

   four nine three… uh, seven two 

   five four… seven five. It’s 

   probably randomly generated. 

 

     BP 

   Maybe, maybe not. All the files 

   at the department are specifically 

   named by case and date. If most of 

     (MORE) 

  BP (CONT’D)  

the numbers are using a common 

   system, there’s got to be a link. 

   What about dates; seven five for 

   nineteen seventy-five? But five 

   four isn’t a day or month. 
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SHARLA 

   What if it’s just every letter has 

   a number, like the key to a secret 

   code? 

     DRAKE 

   No, the letters would need two 

   digits, and multiple numbers would 

   need the same digit. 

 

     BP 

   Yeah, but that could still work. 

   ‘Hydralisk’ has nine digits  

plus a zero. What alphabetical  

code excludes zero? Phone keys;  

look. 

 

Bp starts typing on his phone. He holds it up for Sharla and 

Drake to see. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   An exact match. Zero four nine 

   three seven two five four seven 

   five. Hydralisk. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Holy crap. 

 

     BP 

   Trouble is, even knowing that, 

   there’s still a massive number of 

   combinations even with only seven 

   digits. How are we supposed to-? 

 

     SHARLA 

   I’ve got it! 

 

Drake and Bp look up in surprise. Sharla holds up her phone. 

 

     SHARLA (CONT’D) 

   I use unscramble sites all the 

   time for word games. Take a look. 

 

Drake looks down at his own phone while Sharla lists off possible 

solutions. 

 

     SHARLA (CONT’D) 

   ‘punk-fox,’ ‘stole-ox,’  

stoke-my’- 

 

  DRAKE 

Ptolemy? 
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  SHARLA 

Yeah, that’s on here. Why? 

How’d you-? 

 

Drake holds up his phone. 

     DRAKE 

   I just got an email from Sally. An 

   original piece of Ptolemy’s 

   writing from the first century was 

   stolen from a museum in Norway 

   last week. The T.G.L. was brought 

   on to consult. They’ve got 

   nothing. 

 

     BP 

   Well, they’ve got something now. 

 

 

SUPER: LONDON 

 

INT. SALAZAR’S PRIVATE OFFICE – DAY 

 

FRANKEN sits on a couch opposite another couch and a coffee table 

in the center of the room. The walls are covered with shelves and 

various unique artifacts. A desk sits in the corner. In a 

circular alcove, SALAZAR sits cross-legged in an ornate chalk 

circle drawn on the floor with his eyes closed. 

 

DRAKE and BP enter the room from an open door opposite Salazar. 

Bp stops and grabs Drake’s arm. 

 

     BP 

    (muttering to Drake) 

   You didn’t say he’d be here. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (muttering) 

   Who, Franken? Why wouldn’t he 

   be here? 

 

BP glares at Drake. Salazar stands up and walks over. 

 

     FRANKEN 

   Gentlemen! Please, come in! 

   Clarence, it’s been too long. 

 

     BP 

    (to Drake) 

   I’m not talking to him. 

 

Franken shakes hands with Drake. Salazar reaches to also shake 

hands. 
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     DRAKE 

   Oh, c’mon. If I can make peace 

   with beatnik doofus over here- 

 

Drake doesn’t shake hands with Salazar. Instead, he takes an 

envelope and slaps it lightly against Salazar’s face. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   You can spend a few minutes 

   talking business- 

 

     SALAZAR 

   If you don’t mind!! 

 

Salazar snatches the envelope from Drake’s hand. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   We don’t have to like each 

   other; we just have to work 

   together. 

 

     BP 

   Says who? 

 

Salazar opens the envelope and pulls a check from it. The check 

memo reads “voodoo wizard club membership fees.” The check is 

made out to “Anthony Salazar.” The amount is blank. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I left the amount blank. I’m 

   sure anything you put’ll be 

   covered. 

 

Salazar puts the check in his coat pocket. 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Regardless of your standing 

within the Guild, financial 

or otherwise, we are anxious 

to get you started on our current 

predicament. 

 

Drake begins pacing around the room, examining the artifacts and 

various objects on the bookshelves.  

 

BP cautiously sits down on the couch opposite Dr. Franken, who is 

smiling naively at everyone. Salazar paces opposite Drake. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   The guild was asked to consult 

     (MORE) 
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  SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

in a private matter regarding a 

   robbery. The victim believes the 

   item in question, an original 

   piece of Ptolemy’s Tetrabiblos, 

   was stolen using mysterious means 

   from its home at a museum in Oslo. 

 

Drake picks up a huge crocodile skull, and while Salazar is 

SPEAKING, moves the jaw up and down next to BP’s head while 

making a CHOMPING sound repeatedly. BP looks grossed out, shoving 

the skull away from him. Drake continues moving the skull. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   The matter wouldn’t be of  

terrible consequence were it  

not for- 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

    (shouting) 

   Dammit, Drake! Would you stop that! 

 

Salazar SLAPS the skull out of Drakes hands; it hits the floor 

and SHATTERS. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   Oh, c’mon Sal! What do you 

   want from me! That scrap of 

   parchment could be anywhere 

   by now! 

 

     SALAZAR 

    (speaking loudly) 

   Making it all the more vital 

   to bring you into this! That 

   artifact combined with Dr. 

   Franken’s findings lead me to 

   assume the worst. 

 

     DRAKE 

   What worst? 

 

Salazar goes to his desk and picks up a large, old book. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   And by the way, Franken; 

   remember that time I said 

   you weren’t allowed to keep 

   any of my powder for testing? 

   Remember? 
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     FRANKEN 

   Oh, well, you know I can’t 

   help myself when it comes to 

   a good mystery- 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Here, take a look at this. 

 

Salazar hands the book to Drake, who begins pacing again while 

studying it. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Resurrection? 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Precisely. 

 

     BP 

   Wait, what the hell 

   are you talking about? 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Precisely, Mr. Thomas. Hell 

   indeed. Necromancy, and its 

   practice of summoning the 

   dead. 

 

Drake holds the book sideways and FLIPS through the pages. A few 

pages fall out and scatter on the floor. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Yeah, real icky stuff- 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Do you mind?! 

 

Salazar snatches the book from Drake and crouches to pick up the 

loose pieces. Drake stuffs a page into a pocket without anyone 

noticing. 

 

     SALAZAR 

   Proper resurrection as 

   described in texts such as 

   the Holy Bible are nigh 

   impossible for even the most 

   accomplished necromancer. 

However, there are several 

   lesser methods by which similar 

   results can be achieved. 

 

Salazar slams the book down on the coffee table. BP bends over to 

examine it. 
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     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   Spirits of the dead can be 

   summoned to inhabit unoccupied 

   bodies, but the process is both 

   imprecise and unpredictable. 

 

Drake waves a disembodied, mummified hand he found on a shelf 

towards the others, making a funny SOUND with his mouth while 

pretending the hand is attacking and choking him. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   The best method for specific 

   resurrection is found here. 

   The spell requires three 

   ingredients: a portion of the 

   diseased corpse, an item held 

   dear to them in life, and a 

   location whereat they spend 

   a serious portion of their life. 

   The thieves now have two of those 

   ingredients, likely all three. 

 

     BP 

   How do you figure that? 

 

Drake tosses the mummified hand on to the table, where it lands 

with a THUMP. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Because Sally figures Roman 

   Chemical stole the Tetrabiblos, 

   and our little adventure in 

   Omaha confirms the powder 

   belongs to none other than the 

   great Claudius Ptolemy! 

 

Drake strikes a triumphant pose with his finger pointed in the 

air before scowling at Salazar and mock bowing. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Or am I wrong? 
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     SALAZAR 

   Congratulations. We suspect 

   the thieves were among the 

   specialists hired by the museum 

to preserve the Tetrabiblos. 

The museum relied heavily on 

the recommendations of Roman 

Chemical. 

 

     BP 

   So Roman hires all these 

   experts, spends all this 

time and money, wants to 

bring back a dead guy, for 

what? What’s the motive? 

 

Salazar walks back to the desk and picks up a celestial star 

globe. He holds it up. 

 

     SALAZAR 

   For knowledge, Mr. Thomas. 

   Claudius Ptolemy was a student 

   of the night sky. We only have  

a fraction of his discoveries, 

   but it is rumored both he and 

   his instructor, Syrus, could 

   see into the future and shape 

   the course of the world through 

   the manipulation of the stars.  

 

Salazar puts the star globe down. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

   If the thieves manage to  

perform this heinous ritual,  

we will know of it. So far, the 

Tetrabiblos has gone unused. 

 

Salazar pulls out the check Drake gave him earlier. He rips the 

check in half. 

 

     SALAZAR (CONT’D) 

Find it. Money is no object. 
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SUPER: SOMEWHERE IN THE MEDITERRANEAN 

 

EXT. MEDITERRANEAN SEA – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP are in a row boat between a large shipping vessel 

and a massive black supertanker. Waves knock the rowboat up and 

down as BP rows while Drake sits at the stern, looking at a piece 

of paper. 

 

     BP 

    (grunting) 

   Why the hell do we have to use 

   a row boat in the middle of the 

   damn ocean? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Because the smugglers don’t 

   want to get too close to the  

pirates. 

 

     BP 

   PIRATES?! 

 

BP stops rowing. Drake is still looking down at the paper. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   Explain to me, slowly, why the 

   hell I’m rowing towards pirates. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I’d keep rowing; pirates can 

   be jumpy, and I don’t want to 

   capsize— 

 

     BP 

   Drake! 

 

Drake looks up from the paper. 

 

     DRAKE 

   You think I like this? You 

   think I want to do this? I 

   have no clue where this stupid 

   thing is. Salazar said ‘find it,’ 

   and as much as I love disappointing 

   him, these guys— 

 

Drake points to the black supertanker. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   are the only ones who might know 

   where it is. 
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BP notices the paper in Drake’s hand and nods at it. 

 

     BP 

   Sidebar, why’d you take a 

   page from Salazar’s freaky zombie 

   book. 

 

Drake looks at it as if noticing it for the first time. 

 

     DRAKE 

   This? I don’t know, I can’t 

   make heads or tails of it. 

 

Drake crumples it up and tosses it into the ocean. 

 

     BP 

   Drake! 

 

     DRAKE 

   You wanted to see it? 

 

     BP 

   You just said you didn’t 

   want to piss off Salazar. 

 

     DRAKE 

   And he won’t be once we 

   find the Tetrabiblos. 

 

BP keeps rowing, and SAILORS hanging from ropes and ladders off 

the black supertanker help secure the row boat. Drake starts 

climbing up first, followed by BP. 

 

Drake clambers over the side of the supertanker and onto the 

deck, stumbling to his knees. As sailors grab his elbows to help 

him up, a particularly large pirate, NAJMA, points a rifle muzzle 

in Drakes face. 

 

Drake stands up and realizes he is surrounded by several SAILORS 

WITH GUNS all pointed at himself and BP, who is just climbing 

over the side. 

 

Drake looks perturbed as he and BP raise their hands over their 

heads and are searched. 

 

     BP 

   Pirates, huh?  
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INT. PIRATE SUPERTANKER FIRST HALLWAY – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP are being ushered at gunpoint down a narrow, poorly 

lit hallway by SEVERAL PIRATES led by NAJMA. 

 

Najma pushes Drake through a tight doorframe into a small room 

with a table. Drake runs into the table, unable to stop his 

momentum. BP is shoved through as well, though he stumbles less 

than Drake. 

 

Najma stands guard in the door frame. 

 

     NAJMA 

   Strip. 

 

     BP 

   Oh, I don’t think so. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Can’t we discuss this? 

 

     NAJMA 

    (Louder) 

   Strip! 

 

Drake looks extremely annoyed. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I was under the impression 

   you guys were a lot more 

   professional than this— 

 

     NAJMA 

   Fine. Search. 

 

Najma moves out of the doorway and several SMALLER PIRATES come 

into the room and swarm Drake and BP, searching them thoroughly. 

 

     BP 

   What the— Drake! This is— 

   a c’mon, man— hey, that’s  

   a sensitive area! 

 

     DRAKE 

   This is ridiculous! I thought 

   we were going to discuss 

   something a little more— Oh, 

   get off me! 

 

Drake and BP shove at the pirates, who have retrieved both the 

detectives’ handguns. The pirates hold the guns up for Najma to 

see. 
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Drake shrugs and waves his arms. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Oh, yeah, what a shocker. 

   We’ve got guns. You happy? 

 

Najma solemnly shakes his head. 

 

     NAJMA 

   Search. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Oh, c’mon! 

 

 

INT. PIRATE SUPERTANKER HALLWAY TO THRONE ROOM – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP are again being ushered through the hallways of the 

Supertanker. Both are in their underwear and carrying their 

belongings/clothes/shoes, excluding their handguns. 

 

     BP 

   Real pirates? 

 

     DRAKE 

   Just shut up. 

 

Drake and BP are again shoved through a doorway, this time into a 

much larger room with many PIRATES gathered around the edges and 

a slightly raised platform, on top of which is seated the PIRATE 

CAPTAIN in a sizeable desk chair. 

 

Only the center of the room and the platform are lit by 

florescent lights above. Most of the pirates are armed. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (muttering) 

   So dramatic! 

 

Najma shoves both BP and Drake into the center of the room. Drake 

drops his stuff. 

 

     PIRATE CAPTAIN 

   Why have you come here? 

 

Drake bends over to collect his things where he dropped them. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (grunting slightly) 

   Actually, we were invited 

     (MORE) 
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     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   by your man in London, 

   who I paid quite handsomely 

   for the coordinates of 

   your excellent ship. 

 

Drake gestures around him, dropping again some of his things, 

such as his magnifying lens and crystal case. 

 

     PIRATE CAPTAIN 

   We know who you are, Mr. 

   Drake. Tell me what you 

   want. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, that’s more like 

   it. 

 

Drake uses one hand to dig through his pile of belongings, 

pulling out a smartphone. He opens a picture and holds the phone 

out. 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   We’re looking for this. It 

   was stolen from a museum in 

   Oslo. 

 

Najma takes the phone out of Drake’s hand and brings it to the 

Pirate Captain. 

 

The Pirate Captain looks at the phone briefly before breaking it 

in half and handing the pieces back to Najma. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   What the hell?! 

 

     PIRATE CAPTAIN 

   I see no value in treating 

   with you, Mr. Drake. You 

   were a fool to come here. 

   Brig. Both of them. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   What the hell?! I’ve got cash 

   money— 

 

     PIRATE CAPTAIN 

   So do many peoples, including 

   your American Navy. Wait 

   quietly for them, and you 

   will be spared. 
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The Pirate Captain waves nonchalantly. Najma and the other 

pirates start shoving Drake and BP back the way they came. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting over his shoulder) 

   You guys are the worst! 

   Someone’s at serious risk 

   of getting one-star on 

   Google. 

 

 

INT. PIRATE SUPERTANKER BRIG – DAY 

 

DRAKE and BP are shoved into individual small cells next to each 

other. This room of the brig has a small door on one end, and is 

lined with only eight or so small cells made of iron-bar doors 

and walls like cages. Each cell has a cot; only one is occupied. 

 

BP dumps his stuff on his cot while Drake BANGS on his cell door. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   I want a phone call! 

 

Drake BANGS on the cell door again for a final time before giving 

up and sitting down on his own cot. 

 

BP is putting his clothes back on. Drake starts to do the same. 

 

     BP 

   Well, I can’t say I’m  

surprised. What exactly did 

you think was gonna happen, 

Drake! These people are 

terrorists, and I’m not 

gonna wait around for the 

US Navy to come and pay 

my bail to a bunch of 

murdering psychopaths. I 

can’t believe I let you 

talk me out into the middle 

of the damn ocean just to 

get kidnapped— 

 

  DRAKE 

They’ve been paid off, 

that’s the only explanation. 

 

  BP 

Are you even listening to 

me! I’m stuck in a cell 

  (MORE) 
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  BP (CONT’D) 

because you thought 

pirates would be able 

help you find a piece 

of paper. So what do you 

do? Without thinking? 

Without consulting your 

friends? Without—what the 

hell are you doing, now? 

 

Drake is pacing his cell. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Someone knew, or guessed, 

   we’d come here looking for 

   a clue to the Tetrabiblos, 

   and the fact that the pirates 

   aren’t selling means they not 

   only have something, we got 

   outbid by someone else— 

 

     BP 

   Are you still on about this 

   case? Look around, jackass! 

   We are stuck in a brig  

   who-knows how far from land, 

   and the United States Navy, 

   if we’re lucky, is gonna drag 

   us back to America to face 

   trial for negotiating with 

   terrorists. Well, I’m not 

   putting my family through that. 

 

BP starts shoving and pressing against the cell door, which 

CREAKES AND RATTLES, trying to open it. LEVY, half-Russian 

Israeli woman in mid-thirties, sits up from her cot and goes to 

her cell door. 

 

     LEVY 

    (shouting) 

   Hey, kozyol! It’s no good. 

   These cells are a lot 

   stronger than you, and even 

   if you got out, I bet you 

   can’t swim that far. 

 

     BP 

    (grunting) 

   I didn’t ask you. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I’m sorry, who are you? 
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     LEVY 

   No-one you need to know. 

   Doesn’t matter anyway. These 

   mudaks stole my boat, and 

   I doubt their going to 

   let me go anytime soon. 

   Might as well enjoy the 

   free cruise, Drake. 

 

Drake frowns. 

 

     DRAKE 

   See what you did, BP? 

   You gave my good name 

   away to some lowlife, 

   and now I’m probably at 

   risk for identity theft. 

 

     LEVY 

   Nice to meet you, BP. Now, 

   will you both shut up and 

   let me sleep! 

 

Levy BANGS on her own cell, and BP BANGS his own door with a 

kick. 

 

     DRAKE 

   You said you had a boat? 

 

     LEVY 

   A Stridsbåt Ninety. Sixteen 

   meters long and fast as the 

   wind, but these bastards took 

   me when I was refueling. 

 

     DRAKE 

   I don’t suppose such a vessel 

   would be up for charter. 

 

     LEVY 

   Sure. Get me to it and I’m 

   yours. 

 

Drake pads his suit coat and pulls out his handkerchief. 

 

     DRAKE 

   BP, what’s the time. 

 

BP looks at his watch. Drake starts rubbing his cell door with 

the handkerchief, and frost starts to build on the lock. 
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     BP 

   Quarter to seven— 

 

     DRAKE 

   Escape time! 

 

Drake KICKS the cell door hard, and it SNAPS open loudly. 

 

     DRAKE 

   So good. 

 

Drake, BP, and Levy turn to the door as SHOUTING is heard from 

the other side. The door CLICKS as two PIRATES open it and enter. 

Both have rifles and begin SHOUTING IN A FOREIGN LANGUAGE. 

 

     DRAKE 

   So bad. 

 

The nearest pirate aims his rifle, but BP reaches a hand through 

a gap in the cell bars, putting his palm over the barrel’s 

opening. The gun FIRES, and the barrel splits open. 

 

BP pulls and shoves at the rifle, hitting the pirate in the face. 

He falls back stunned. 

 

Drake puts his hands up as the second pirate moves forward with a 

gun raised, but Levy trips him with an extended foot from her 

cell. Drake dives at the second pirate, punching him and grabbing 

the pirate rifle before knocking both pirates out completely with 

the rifle butt. 

 

     LEVY 

   Damn. What the hell was 

   that, and how did you— 

 

     DRAKE 

   No time! 

 

Drake is quickly freezing BP’s cell with his handkerchief, and BP 

kicks his own door open. 

 

     BP 

   I forgot you still had that. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Sixteen meters, right? 

   Awesome, thanks! 

 

BP grabs the working rifle from Drake, who grabs a handgun from 

off one of the pirate’s belts. The two men move to leave the 

room. Levy BANGS her cell door again. 
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     LEVY 

   Hey! You’ll never start 

   the engines without me! 

   It’s locked with a code! 

 

Drake and BP pause and look back. Drake looks annoyed. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Fine. 

 

Drake shoves the handgun into his belt and starts freezing Levy’s 

lock. 

 

     BP 

   Oh, great idea. Free 

   the Russian chick. She 

   may be a terrorist too, 

   for all we know. 

 

     LEVY 

   Real nice. You Americans 

   are so pure and innocent— 

 

     DRAKE 

   Ok, you want our help or 

   not? 

 

Levy pauses for a moment, then nods. Drake gestures to the cell 

door, and Levy KICKS the door hard. It breaks open with a BANG. 

 

     LEVY 

   Good. Nice napkin by the 

   way. 

 

Levy grabs a handgun from the belt of the other pirate. SHOUTS 

are heard from outside the room. 

 

     BP 

   Can we go now? 

 

 

INT. PIRATE SUPERTANKER HALLWAYS – DAY 

 

PIRATES run through the hallway, SHOUTING orders in a foreign 

language. Once the hallway is clear, a door CREAKS open slowly, 

and DRAKE peeks out. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Time to go. 

 

Drake steps into the hallway, followed by LEVY and BP, both 

brandishing their guns. 
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     BP 

   This is nuts. You guys 

   are gonna get killed if 

   they start firing down 

   these hallways— 

 

     LEVY 

   Then maybe shut up— 

 

     DRAKE 

   Shhh! 

 

They freeze, listening. A large BOOM echoes from somewhere in the 

ship. The florescent lights FLICKER and the ship SHAKES. The 

lights turn off. 

 

     BP 

   Oh, real nice. 

 

Drake illuminates the hallway with his magnifying lens. The 

hallway lights up as if under UV light, and the walls are 

splattered with stains shining blue, green, red and yellow. 

 

     BP 

   Oh, real nice! 

 

     DRAKE 

   What on earth are these 

   people doing in this 

   hallway? 

 

     LEVY 

   We need to move. Something’s 

   happening. They’ll be keeping 

   my boat moored alongside her. 

   She’s too big to be brought 

   on deck. We need to head up. 

 

     DRAKE 

   No way. We need to find the 

   crew  quarters— 

 

     LEVY 

   Are you insane? 

 

     DRAKE 

   We came onboard to find 

   something valuable. I’m not 

   leaving without it. 
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     BP 

   Drake, even if the 

   Tetrabiblos is here, 

   there’s no way we’re 

   gonna find it like this— 

 

     DRAKE 

   It’s not here; I’m almost 

positive. These pirates have 

manifests to millions of ships.  

We need access to electronic 

records—laptops, desktops, 

thumb drives. I’m not leaving 

this ship until we— 

 

Drake is interrupted by SHOUTING and GUNFIRE. A few bullets 

RICOCHET off the walls. 

 

     DRAKE  

Time to run. 

 

Drake leads the way as Levy and BP run behind. BP turns and 

returns fire as they move deeper into the supertanker. 

 

     LEVY 

   In here! 

 

Levy grabs Drake and the two duck into a small door. BP follows 

behind and shuts the door. They hear SHOUTING, RUNNING, and 

GUNFIRE outside, but the noises FADE and all they hear are their 

own PANTING. 

 

DRAKE holds up his magnifying lens to illuminate the room they’re 

standing in, and they see the room is filled with computer towers 

on shelves, all plugged in and blinking with lights. 

 

     DRAKE 

   This works. 

 

Drake starts clambering over cords, making his way deeper into 

the room. BP turns to Levy. 

 

     BP 

   How did you know? 

 

Levy shrugs. 

 

     LEVY 

   Lucky guess? 

 

Drake comes back to the front of the room holding a laptop. 
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     DRAKE 

   Good enough. Lets go! 

 

 

EXT. PIRATE SUPERTANKER DECK – NIGHT 

 

Cannons and machine guns on the deck are BOOMING and FIRING. 

PIRATES are running back and forth, some SHOUTING and hanging 

over the side. Others are preparing smaller boats to go over the 

side to deploy. The deck is illuminated with a few WORK LIGHTS. 

 

A door opens near the middle of the deck, and DRAKE pokes his 

head out briefly before shutting it quickly again. 

 

Just inside the door, LEVY and BP are standing and waiting on 

stairs below where Drake is waiting by the door. Drake is holding 

the laptop under one arm. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Well, I’m no expert, but— 

 

     LEVY 

   Get out of the way. 

 

Levy climbs a few steps and shoves Drake out of the way before 

looking through the door herself. She turns back to Drake and BP. 

 

     LEVY 

   It’s some kind of battle. 

   Maybe your Navy friends? 

 

     BP 

   No way the Navy fires on a 

   ship with American civilians 

   on board— 

 

     LEVY 

   Maybe they don’t know that. 

 

     DRAKE 

   Irrelevant. Where’s your 

   boat? 

 

     LEVY 

   The pirates are too busy 

   looking to the sea to notice 

   us. My ship will be somewhere 

   on deck. Stay low and close 

   behind me. 

 

Levy opens the door and moves onto the deck, followed by Drake 

and BP, each with their guns at the ready. 
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The deck is busy with more activity of pirates running. Cranes 

arms are lifting boats off the deck and into the water. Large 

cannons and smaller machine guns continue firing from their 

mountings over the sides of the supertanker. 

 

Running down the center of the deck from the bow to the tower 

with the command deck on the stern is a raised platform of 

scaffolding, with PIRATE COMMANDERS giving orders and running 

back and forth. 

 

Levy, Drake and BP move quietly in the shadows underneath this 

central platform, searching the deck. Levy jabs at Drake to get 

his attention. 

 

     LEVY 

   There! 

 

One of the cranes is lowered over Levy’s boat. PIRATE CREW are 

attaching ropes/chains to the boat, preparing to lower it into 

the water. 

 

     LEVY 

   Let’s go— 

 

     DRAKE 

   Hold it! 

 

Drake grabs Levy by the arm, dragging her back. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   What’s the rush? Let’s 

   wait a second and see 

   how this plays out. 

 

Drake removes the silver case from his jacket, selecting one of 

the crystals and removing it. He puts the silver case carefully 

back in his jacket. 

 

The crane begins lifting Levy’s boat off the deck. SCRAPING and 

the SQUEALING of metal is heard over the GUNFIRE and DECK NOISE. 

 

The boat barely clears the railing on the edge of the supertanker 

deck. Drake waits for it to clear the deck and hang over the 

ocean. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   Now! 

 

Levy and BP charge forward towards the boat, moving quickly 

around pallets of ammo/cargo and other obstacles towards Levy’s 

boat. 
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Drake follows closely, but rubs the crystal on his magic ring 

before turning around and throwing it onto the central 

scaffolding overhead. 

 

The crystal EXPLODES, deafening and blinding the nearby pirates. 

Drake continues running to the boat. 

 

TWO PIRATES are still on Levy’s boat, one sorting out some rope, 

the other at the enclosed helm preparing the engines. Levy and BP 

leap over the railings, barely making it onto the deck of Levy’s 

boat. 

 

Levy SHOOTS the closer pirate and dives for cover as the second 

pirate turns and shoots through the helm’s door. 

 

BP turns as Drake jumps over the railing. He slips a little on 

the railing and manages to drop his gun and grab the side of 

Levy’s boat with his free arm, now dangling over the ocean. 

 

BP reaches over the side to grab Drake, but GUNFIRE ricochets off 

the hull of Levy’s boat, and BP FIRES a few rounds off his rifle. 

 

BP then reaches over and grabs Drake by the collar, dragging him 

onboard. Drake lays face-up on deck, massaging his neck. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (gargled) 

   The crane! Shoot the crane! 

 

BP takes aim and FIRES at the crane’s trolley where the ropes are 

connected to the load jib. After several ROUNDS, the trolley 

breaks free and Levy’s boat FALLS through the air, CRASHING into 

the ocean. 

 

Both BP and Drake are dazed, as is the pirate at the helm. Levy 

charges forward and SHOOTS the pirate. She takes control and 

starts the engines before punching the THROTTLE. The boat ROARS 

forward. 

 

 

EXT. MEDITERRANIAN SEA – NIGHT 

 

LEVY is steering her boat away from the pirate supertanker and 

into open water. DRAKE and BP stagger to the door of the helm’s 

encloser, Drake leaning on the doorframe. 

 

     LEVY 

   She’s running rough. Damn 

   pirates filled her with 

   bad fuel. 
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The engines WHINE as Levy adjusts the throttle. 

     DRAKE 

   How bad is that? 

 

     LEVY 

   Pretty bad. 

 

GUNFIRE ricochets off the deck as PIRATES start firing from other 

smaller gunboats approaching from several yards away. 

 

     LEVY (CONT’D) 

   Getting worse. 

 

Levy points to a crate just outside the helm door. 

 

     LEVY (CONT’D) 

   Do something about it. 

 

BP opens the crate. Inside are two large machine guns. BP picks 

one up and loads it.  

 

Drake notices a rolltop drybag and stuffs the laptop into it. He 

quickly closes it and loops some rope around it and ties it over 

his shoulder so he doesn’t have to carry it. Drake then grabs the 

other machine gun, struggling to lift it. 

 

BP rests his machine gun over the boat railings and starts 

FIRING. His shots SPLASH near the closest pirate boat before 

hitting their side and clearing their deck. The pirate boat peels 

off its pursuit. 

 

Drake manages to lift his machine gun onto the other side’s 

railing. He also FIRES, and glass SHATTERS as he hits another 

pirate boat’s helm. That boat smokes and slows its pursuit. 

 

A HUGE EXPLOSION erupts from the water close to Drake’s side of 

the boat, and he falls back on the deck. 

 

     LEVY 

    (shouting from helm) 

   Torpedoes! 

 

Drake stands up and rubs his magic ring to his ear. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting to BP) 

   BP! I’ll call out the  

directions!  When I say, 

you guys turn! 

 

BP nods and goes to the door to the helm, bracing himself in the 

doorframe. 
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Drake opens a hatch on deck, jumping down into the hull of Levy’s 

boat. He presses his ear to the metal floor and closes his eyes. 

 

The NOISE of the engine becomes FADED. He visualizes/hears the 

SPLASHING and LAUNCHING of torpedoes from tubes on pirate 

gunboats. 

 

Drake opens his eyes. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   Port! 

 

     BP 

    (shouting) 

   Port! 

 

Levy yanks the steering wheel hard to the left. The boat lurches 

as it tries to change direction. An EXPLOSION erupts from the 

ocean ahead and to the right of Levy’s boat. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   Starboard! 

 

     BP 

    (shouting) 

   Starboard! 

 

Levy yanks the steering wheel hard to the right. The boat again 

lurches and changes direction. An EXPLOSION erupts closer from 

the ocean, this time on their left. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   Port! 

 

     BP 

    (shouting) 

   Port! 

 

Levy yanks the steering wheel to the left again. The boat lurches 

again. An EXPLOSION erupts nearly ahead of them, and the boat 

plows through the resulting spray. 

 

Drake hears multiple torpedoes launch. He opens his eyes again 

and rushes up the ladder to the deck. 

 

     DRAKE 

    (shouting) 

   Brace! 
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An EXPLOSION blows up the back of Levy’s boat, and the boat 

upends back-over-front. The nose of the boat drags through the 

water. 

 

Drake is thrown overboard. BP is bashed against the doorframe 

he’s braced against, but is still conscious as he is submerged in 

water. Levy is thrown against the glass of the helm enclosure, 

knocked unconscious. The glass window CRACKS but does not break. 

 

More EXPLOSIONS erupt around now upside-down boat. BP swims into 

the helm enclosure, grabs Levy around the waist, and swims out. 

The boat begins to sink. 

 

BP tries to swim low and away from the EXPLOSIONS and GUNFIRE 

sound off, MUTED by the water. 

 

Drake starts to swim as well, and finds floating in the water an 

empty fuel barrel. He clings to it, finally surfacing. 

 

BP surfaces, still treading water. Levy has regained 

consciousness and starts treading water as well. 

 

All three are BREATHING HEAVILY and watching the FIRE and Levy’s 

boat sinking. 

 

 

SUPER: NORTHERN MOROCCAN COASTLINE 

 

EXT. NORTHERN MOROCCAN COASTLINE – DAY 

 

BP is lying on a beach. He opens his eyes and sits up on his 

knees, soaking wet and dirty with sand and oil. He looks around 

and sees DRAKE lying face-down on the sand several hundred yards 

away. BP squints and staggers to his feet. 

 

     BP 

   Drake? 

 

BP starts walking then runs towards Drake. When he reaches him, 

BP kneels down beside Drake. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   Dammit, Drake. C’mon 

   buddy. Give me something. 

 

BP rolls to his side, checking his breath and heartbeat. Drake 

COUGHS up water and sits up. He looks tired at first, but his 

eyes widen and he immediately grabs at the rope and drybag around 

his torso. Drake swings the bag onto his lap and checks the seal, 

feeling the bag to make sure the laptop isn’t broken Drake looks 

relieved and SIGHS. 
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     DRAKE 

   Well, that was the worst. 

 

Drake stands up and tries to brush the sand and mud off his suit. 

 

     DRAKE (CONT’D) 

   We need to get somewhere 

   with internet access— 

 

Drake starts COUGHING and slaps his chest to clear it. 

 

     BP 

   Internet? What the hell 

   are you talking about? 

   Are you suggesting we’re 

   still on this case? We’re 

   stranded on a beach  

God-knows-where after being 

   kidnapped, shot at, blown up, 

   and shipwrecked—and it is 

   all your fault! We walked 

right onto a pirate ship, 

and you didn’t even tell 

me until we’re in the middle 

of the damn ocean! What 

   kind of a reckless jackass 

   does that!  

 

BP stops and takes a DEEP BREATH to try and calm down. 

 

     BP 

   Drake, I am gonna start 

   walking inland, and I’m 

   not gonna stop until I 

   find a telephone or a 

   travel agent who speaks 

   English. I’m gonna go 

   home, hug my family, 

   watch football and sleep 

   until I can go back to work. 

   If I were you, I’d do the 

   same thing, but I’m not 

   you, so do me a favor; 

   Don’t visit without 

   calling first, and 

   don’t call unless you 

   plan on retiring. See 

you around. 

 

Drake stands motionless, not looking at BP. BP shakes his head 

and starts walking up the slope inland. 
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LEVY is sitting on a rock above the narrow trail leading away 

from the beach. BP notices her but says nothing. 

 

     LEVY 

   You wrecked my boat. 

 

BP stops and pauses. 

 

     BP 

   Yeah. 

 

BP looks back at Drake, who is now sitting down and staring at 

the ocean. BP looks back at Levy. 

 

     BP (CONT’D) 

   Sorry about that. 
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