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I NT. | MM GRATI ON CHECKPO NT, ARSTOTZKA BORDER - MORNI NG

THE | NSPECTOR, | ate 40s with a sullen, winkled, bearded
face, tosses down a NEWSPAPER on top of a wooden DESK, the
headl i ne “ DI SGRACED TRACK STAR VI NCE LESTRADE WANTED FOR
MJURDER’ pl astered on the front.

Pul ling out a small | NSPECTOR HANDBOCK, a pen, a fol ded
pi ece of PAPER, and a PHOTO of his famly, he arranges the
obj ects across the top of his desk wth precise placenent.

As he sits down in a creaky, netallic chair, he dusts off
his uniform before leaning into a rusted m crophone.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
The checkpoint is now open. Next.

Looki ng out from behind a three inch thick plexiglass
wi ndow, he waits for the first person of the day to arrive
at the boot h.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Papers, please.

A PASSPORT and CI TI ZENSH P CARD slides toward hi mas he
scans the details of each.

THE | NSPECTCOR (cont' d)
Ronal d Babich. Thirty five years old.
Pur pose of visit: returning hone
after tour of duty.

He stanps the passport with a green APPROVED stanp and hands
bot h back to an ARSTOTZKA ClI Tl ZEN.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Gory to Arstotzka. Cause no trouble.

ARSTOTZKA CI TI ZEN (O. S.)
G ory to Arstotzka.

The citizen grabs his docunents quickly and rushes to the
exit.

The I nspector nmarks off a tally on a piece of paper, checks
the cl ock, and | eans back into the m crophone.

THE | NSPECTOR
Next .

A di shevel ed | MM GRANT worman wal ks up to the booth and hands
over her documents as he | ooks them over.



THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Laura Traster. Twenty seven years
ol d. Purpose of visit: to care for
i1l famly nmenbers

The I nspector notices a synbol on the wonman's passport
denoting her fromthe neighboring country of Kol echi a.

He gl ances at his open handbook, the words "DENY ALL
KOLECHI AN ENTRANTS AT THIS TIME" in bold lettering.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Your current docunentati on does not
permt entry.

A bright red DENIED i s stanped down on the visa page.

KOLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O S.)
But | nspect or—

The I nspector pushes the passport back through the opening
of the w ndow.

KCLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O S.) (cont'd)
I can expl ain.

The I nspector shoots a stern |ook at the unsatisfied m grant
as if to say "Really? You' re gonna argue with ne?"

KOLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O. S.) (cont'd)
You won't even ask nme any questions?

THE | NSPECTOR
Move al ong.

KCOLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O S.)
I nspector, ny nother and father are—

People in line start to conpl ain.

PERSON IN LINE (O S.)
Cone on!

OTHER LI NE MEMBER (O S.)
What's taking so | ong?

THE | NSPECTOR
Pl ease, madam Just cone back when
your papers are in order.

KCOLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O . S.)
Goddamm it, this is unfair!



THE | NSPECTOR
Pl ease nove-

The woman rears back and spits towards The I nspector's face.

KOLECHI AN | MM GRANT (O S.)
Fasci st!

A hearty amount of fluid nmakes it past the small holes in
the protective gl ass.

The I nspector w pes sonme fromhis beard and notices sone
nore on the photo of his famly.

A finger on his left hand goes to press a red button beneath
his desk as he gently w pes off the fluid.

He hesitates before pulling his finger away as he watches
t he angry woman | eave.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
Next .

The I nspector stares at his picture, trying to collect
hi msel f when a guard, OLGA, early 30s with wavy, blonde
hair, taps on the gl ass and passes a handkerchief to him

OLGA
Her e.

THE | NSPECTOR
Thank you.

She lingers near the wi ndow for a nonent, her nearby
superior, LUDMLA, early 40s wwth long, dark hair, eyeing
her.

LUDM LA (O S.)
Li eut enant ?

OLGA
Com ng.

The I nspector catches A ga's hypnotic gaze as she departs
back to her post, the woman trying to hide her eyes behind
| oose strands of her bob cut.

The hearty voice of an approachi ng person brings hi m back
into focus.



JORIJI (O S.)
Good to see you again, Inspector! It
is nme, Jorji! Hope you are all right
after all that commmoti on.

JORJI, early 60s with a scruffy salt and pepper beard and
tattered red clothes, hands The I nspector his papers.

THE | NSPECTOR
Hell o Jorji.

The I nspector puts away his spit covered cloth as he skins
t hrough the paperwork before stanping the passport green.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Cause no trouble. Gory to Arstotzka.

JORJI (O S.)
Oh, thank you Inspector! Thank you! |
will not forget this!

The man beans happily to hinself as he wal ks into Arstotzka,
The I nspector a bit unnerved by his euphoric deneanor.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
Next !

I NT. | MM GRATI ON CHECKPO NT, ARSTOTZKA BORDER - AFTERNOON
The I nspector chews on a plain hamand mayo sandw ch.

He checks the tinme every now and then while he keeps track
of a running tally of how many people he's let in and how
many credits he's earned.

d ancing at the newspaper on his desk, he sees the front
page headline once nore, the smling i mage of an early 30s
man, VI NCE LESTRADE, | ooking back at him

Hi s piercing blue eyes hold his attention before he | ooks
back at the photo of his famly, a younger |nspector
wrappi ng his armaround a younger Vi nce.

A |l oud chi me echoes throughout the checkpoint as The
| nspector tosses his sandwich in the trash and | eans into
hi s m crophone.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
The checkpoint is now open. Next!



I NT. | MM GRATI ON CHECKPO NT, ARSTOTZKA BORDER - LATER

A green APPROVED stanp cones down on a visa with a |oud
t hunp.

THE | NSPECTOR
Cause no trouble. Gory to Arstotzka.

THANKFUL | MM GRANT
Thank you so nuch.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
Next !

The I nspector doesn't bother watching himgo as he | ooks
back up at the clock, a few mnutes left in his shift.

He begins to tally up his day's final earnings.

A pair of hands slide a passport and a citizenship card
towards him

The I nspector pulls away fromhis tallying to study them
wi t hout | ooki ng up.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
(nostly to hinself)
Travis Eustace, 35 years old. Purpose
of trip..

He cracks up.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Visiting The National Park?

Rai sing his gaze to exam ne the fool who thinks he can trick
himw th such an obvious lie, The Inspector can't hel p but
smrk.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Is that correct?

The smling face of a bearded, grizzled, still recogni zable
VI NCE LESTRADE neets The | nspector's benused gaze.

VI NCE LESTRADE
That's right, Inspector.

The Inspector's smrk vani shes.



VI NCE LESTRADE (cont' d)
M ssed out going before the war.
Figured 1'd make up for lost tine
Now.

Bot h nmen recogni ze each other. They're at a stand still,
trying to evaluate their next steps.

VI NCE LESTRADE (cont' d)
Is there a problenf?

THE | NSPECTOR
The National Park was destroyed
during the war. Your docunents are
wrong, Sir.

VI NCE LESTRADE

Oh, well, this is enbarrassing. |I'm
actually going to The National Park
Center. | just have really bad

handw i ti ng though. You have to
squint a bit sonmetines to nake out
what | wote.

THE | NSPECTOR
| can read what you wote just fine.

VI NCE LESTRADE

Well, mnd taking one nore | ook at
least? | nean, | deserve that nuch.
Don't |, Victor?

THE | NSPECTOR
Excuse ne?

VI NCE LESTRADE
I knew you worked at this checkpoint
so | thought why not cone back and
see ny hardworking cousin on the way
into the country?

Vi nce nervously smles as The Inspector slides Vince's
paperwork back to him Vince reaches out and grabs The
I nspector's hand before he has a chance to |let go.

THE | NSPECTOR
Vi nce. .

Vince tightens his grip.

VI NCE LESTRADE
How s your son?

The I nspector | ooks hard at Vince.



THE | NSPECTOR
I"msorry. About every-

CLI CK

The barrel of a pistol peeks out from beneath Vince's jacket
poi nted square at The Inspector's face.

VI NCE LESTRADE
Just stanp it green, Victor.

THE | NSPECTOR
Vi nce. Put that down.

Vince's teeth dig into his lower lip, his breathing becom ng
nore | abored.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
You're throw ng your |ife away-

VI NCE LESTRADE

(whi speri ng)
Stop. You don't get to say that
anynor e.

Vince inches closer to The Inspector as his |eft hand
instinctively reaches down beneath the counter.

VI NCE LESTRADE (cont' d)
Stanp it. Now.

The I nspector stares straight at Vince, his finger itching
to press up on the button bel ow him

An i mrense cal m overtakes The I nspector as he closes his
eyes before reopening them

THE | NSPECTOR
Just do it.

Vince curls his finger around the trigger as tight as he
can.

He can't do it.

Backi ng away, he slowy puts down his pistol on the counter,
hi s hands fol |l ow ng.

The | nspector pushes the button. The dull netallic grate
cones down between him and Vi nce.

Ludm la conme running in, O ga close behind.



The taller, sullen | ooking woman rans the butt end of her
rifle into Vince's stomach and then his nouth as he falls to
hi s knees.

Bl ood spills fromhis nouth as A ga begins to restrain him

LUDM LA
O ga, take care of this.

O ga nods as Ludm | a addresses The | nspector.

The grate conmes up as he sees the displ eased wonan gl ari ng
back at him

THE | NSPECTOR
Yes, Lieutenant?

LUDM LA
What the hell happened here,
I nspector? Wiy didn't you call us
sooner ?

THE | NSPECTOR
| apol ogi ze, Lieutenant. |-

LUDM LA
Your job isn't to negotiate with
mur derers, |nspector.

THE | NSPECTOR
The gun wasn't | oaded, Lieutenant.
This man wasn't a threat.

LUDM LA
A ga, the weapon.

O ga hands over Vince's pistol as Ludm | a opens the chanber
W th care.

She chuckl es.

LUDM LA (cont' d)
Today's your |ucky day, I|nspector.

Thrusting it towards The Inspector's face, he sees the back
of each bullet glistening.

She enpties the rounds into her pal mbefore pocketing the
gun.

LUDM LA (cont' d)
| suggest you don't push your | uck
further. Now carry on



The I nspector |leans into his m crophone, not taking his eyes
off Ludm |l a as she stares hi m down.

Ludm | a nods before notioning to A ga.

The younger guard beckons the prisoner towards her superior
before Ludm | a shoves Vince off.

O ga gives The I nspector an apol ogetic | ook as she wal ks
back to her post.

The I nspector tries to maintain his cool as he stares at
Vince's blood splattered on the ground.

THE | NSPECTOR
(into m crophone)
Next !

I NT. | MM GRATI ON CHECKPO NT, ARSTOTZKA BORDER - NI GHT

Wth quick precision, The I nspector gathers his personal
bel ongi ngs and exits the booth.

As he | ocks the door, his photo slips out of a hole in his
pocket, | anding on the ground.

THE | NSPECTOR
Damm it.

Turning around to grab it, a BOOT steps into frane.

OLGA
| got it.

THE | NSPECTOR
(hurriedly)
There's really no need.

Before he can stop her, A ga picks it up, handing it to him
with a warmsm|e.

THE | NSPECTOR (cont' d)
Thank you.

He snatches back the picture, stuffing it in one of his
hol e-1 ess pockets.

OLGA
A fam |y photo ought to be franed,
don't you think?

The I nspector ignores her as he wal ks towards the bus stop,
a crowd of people gathering in wait.



10.

CLGA (cont'd)
Did you know Vince Lestrade?

He freezes.

CLGA (cont'd)
Is that why it took so long for you
to call us?

The I nspector purses his |Iips before he whips around,
wal ki ng back over to the attentive wonman.

THE | NSPECTOR
Oga, I"'mjust trying to get by |ike
everyone el se. Wiy are you so
interested in nme?

O ga smles as she takes the man's right hand in her left,
the I nspector staring down at her grip.

OLGA
Because every day | watch you, |
know, deep down, you're nore than a
good I nspector. You' re a good person,
Victor. And this country needs good
peopl e now nore than ever

Oga pulls away fromhim breaking fromhis gaze as she
wal ks past.

OLGA (cont'd)
Wel come to the cause.

As the bus pulls up, dga disappears into the crowd. The
| nspector, eyebrows raised and eyes squinted, feels
sonet hing shift in his hand.

A firm piece of paper with the word "EZI C' underneath a
square, shining sun rests in his right palm

H s eyes go wde as he stuffs it in his pocket, turning back
totry to find dga in the crowd just as the bus pulls away.

The stunned man watches as she departs, waving to himfrom
i nside the crowded vehicle.

He takes a nonent to reconpose hinself, keeping his hands
tucked inside his pockets.

One grips the photo, the other Oga's "gift" as he joins the
remai ni ng throng of people waiting, slipping back into a sea
of anonynous faces.

THE END.



