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EXT. HELL’S KITCHEN -- NIGHT

A RAT crawls out of a dingy alley, searching for scraps.

It crawls the sidewalk to a HOMELESS MAN’s ragged shoe. It 
has a nibble, then moves along. The Man holds out a cup.

HOMELESS MAN
Spare change.

A few people pass by, ignoring him. He persists.

HOMELESS MAN (CONT’D)
Spare change. Spare change.

An imposing figure emerges from the alley, face hidden by a 
leather jacket with a HOOD.

HOMELESS MAN (CONT’D)
Spare change.

The Hood towers over the Homeless Man, shadow swallowing him. 
Then... he rattles something into the cup.

HOMELESS MAN (CONT’D)
God bless.

The Hood moves on. The Homeless Man inspects his earnings: a 
bronze COIN etched with foreign symbols. He sneers and tosses 
it away.

HOMELESS MAN (CONT’D)
Spare change.

EXT. RAND TOWER -- NIGHT

Rand Tower is a bold architectural feat but dated, a relic of 
an imagined future from the distant past. Two stout SECURITY 
GUARDS watch the front doors.

The Hood peers around the corner as a limousine pulls up and 
a RICH COUPLE in evening wear steps out. They’re shown in.

The Hood strolls toward them, one Guard nudges the other as 
he approaches. Their hands find GUNS on their belt holsters.

SECURITY GUARD
Sidewalk’s closed, buddy.

The Hood doesn’t answer. He reaches into his pocket. The 
Guards whip out their guns and...

The Hood holds out a CELL PHONE. It squawks:
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HAROLD (V.O.)
Hey it’s Harold. Call me as soon as 
you get this. We need to talk. It’s 
important.

The Guards exchange uncertain glances.

HOOD
Meachum. I need to speak with him.

One Guard motions to the other. He puts his gun away and pats 
down the Hood. He nods to his partner.

SECURITY GUARD
Come with me.

They go in. The remaining Guard pulls out his radio.

INT. RAND TOWER -- LOBBY -- NIGHT

The extravagant lobby is dim, lit softly by a gaudy 
chandelier. The Guard and the Hood get into an elevator with 
the Rich Couple.

INT. RAND TOWER -- ELEVATOR -- NIGHT

The Rich Couple stand as far from the Hood as possible. The 
Man eyes the Hood’s hands. His knuckles are snaked with BURN 
SCARS. He grimaces, then realizes the Hood is watching him. 
He looks down and shifts uncomfortably.

INT. RAND TOWER -- TOP FLOOR -- NIGHT

The elevator opens to a long hallway with a pair of doors at 
each end. The ones to the right are wide open, a  lavish 
party in full swing. The ones to the left are locked, a faint 
glow visible through the window.

The Couple goes right. The Guard leads the Hood left. He 
opens the door and motions for the Hood to go in. He does.

INT. RAND TOWER -- HAROLD’S OFFICE -- NIGHT

The sprawling office is dominated by an open coal FIREPLACE 
in the center of the room. It’s encircled by plush couches. 
Through floor-to-ceiling windows, a stunning Manhattan 
skyline glitters. A high-backed leather chair faces it.

HOOD
Harold Meachum.

2.
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The Hood approaches. A puff of smoke rises from the chair. It 
swivels to reveal the distinguished BOSS in an expensive 
suit. His manicured beard is as gray as his cigar’s ashes.

BOSS
Afraid not.

The door shuts. A THUG in black locks it. Another SIX THUGS 
step out of the dark corners of the room, all armed.

HOOD
I need to speak with him.

BOSS
You don’t strike me as the talking 
type. But I bet you know how to 
send a message, don’t you?

The Hood is silent. The Thugs converge on him, most drawing 
guns, one with a BAT.

BOSS (CONT’D)
The Italians retired, the Russians 
are extinct, no one’s heard from 
the Japs or Chinks in months. So 
who sent you? Irish? Cartel?

Thug #1 presses his gun to the back of the Hood’s head.

HOOD
God.

They burst into laughter. The Boss smiles.

BOSS
So you’re here to save us?

HOOD
No. (beat) To cleanse you.

The Hood spins, knocks the gun from Thug #1’s hand and grabs 
him around the neck. Thug #1 pulls a KNIFE but the Hood 
clutches his arm and forces him to slice his own throat.

The Hood throws the knife. It finds Thug #2’s eye socket and 
he drops, dead. The Others open fire and the Hood uses Thug 
#1 as a human shield to back toward the fireplace.

The Hood reaches into the coals, grabs a handful, and throws 
them. The Thugs cease fire, coughing and sputtering.

Like lightning, the Hood drops Thug #1, vaults over the 
couches to Thug #3, and snaps his neck.
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Thug #4 raises his gun but the Hood kicks the barrel and it 
fires into Thug #5’s shoulder. The Hood spins another kick 
into Thug #4’s neck and topples him over the couch.

The Hood grabs Thug #5 and elbows the gunshot wound over and 
over. He screams in pain, then the Hood lifts him, runs, and 
slams into Thug #6. They hit the floor and go still.

Thug #7 cracks the Hood across the back with his bat. The 
Hood stumbles. Thug #7 takes another swing. The Hood catches 
it. He headbutts Thug #7 in the face, who stumbles backwards 
to the fireplace.

The Hood grabs Thug #7 by the hair and crams his head into 
the coals. He struggles, screaming. The Hood’s grip is iron. 
He stares dead into the eyes of the Boss, still seated, until 
Thug #7 finally goes limp. The Hood leaves him to burn.

BOSS
Well that was excessive.

HOOD
Where is Harold Meachum?

BOSS
I have to admit, I usually hate 
throwing these parties with all 
these rich jack-offs. But this... 
This is gonna be fun.

The Boss puts out his cigar, stands, and takes off his coat. 
Heavy muscles bulge under his silk shirt. He rolls up his 
sleeves to uncover thick forearms plastered in tattoos.

The Hood pulls back his hood, his head a jagged silhouette 
against the fireplace. The Boss pauses, visibly shaken. The 
Hood dips into a low karate stance, the Boss a boxer’s.

The Boss rushes toward the Hood and throws a wild haymaker. 
The Hood easily dodges the blow and punches him in the ribs 
for his trouble. The Boss grimaces but shakes it off. The 
Hood waits, poised.

The Boss rushes in again and the Hood spins and kicks him in 
the stomach. The Boss stumbles backward, stunned. Again the 
Hood waits, ready to pounce.

The Boss walks him down, guarding his head. He paws with jabs 
but hits only air, the Hood leaning just out of reach.

The Boss throws a hard cross and misses. The Hood pounces, 
unleashing punches and kicks with surgical precision to the 
Boss’ body. The Boss lowers his hands for a split-second and 
the Hood drills him in the face. He trips backward on a body.

4.
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Eye to eye with Thug #2’s corpse, the Boss grabs the knife 
handle but can’t wrench it free. The Hood kicks the Boss in 
the face, then drags him to his feet.

He throws the Boss against the window, choking him with one 
hand and delivering relentless body shots with the other. 
Blood spurts from the Boss’ mouth until...

BOSS (CONT’D)
W-wait... M-Meachum... I’ll tell 
you... where he is...

The Hood draws him in close and the Boss whispers into his 
ear. The Hood lets him go and the Boss doubles over, 
clutching his chest. The Hood steps back.

HOOD
Thanks for the fun.

BOSS
Go to hell.

The Hood contorts his hand into a crude point.

HOOD
Too late.

He rushes in toward the Boss (subtitle: “Merciful Spear”). 
CRUNCH. The Boss’ face twists in shock and the window behind 
him cracks. Blood pours from his mouth. The Hood rips his arm 
away and the Boss’ limp body collapses to the floor, DEAD.

The Hood gingerly places his HEART on the desk. He strides to 
the fireplace and shoves his hand back into the coals. The 
blood burns away with a hiss.

Blood oozes across the desk to a picture frame: YOUNG DANNY, 
age 8 and part-Chinese, holds hands with HEATHER DUNCAN, an 
elegant blonde with an air of royalty. A third person has 
been cut out. The Boss’ heart still BEATS.

[TITLE SEQUENCE]

INT. CLIMBING GYM -- DAY

Pillowy clouds dot a crystal blue sky. Snow-tipped mountains 
sparkle on the horizon, a lush forest at their feet. It’s a 
grand sight, picturesque. Because it is a picture.

Staring at the wall mural is a shirtless DANNY RAND, early 
20’s part-Chinese, lean with taught muscles and boyish good 
looks punctuated by piercing blue eyes.
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He looks up at the CLIMBING WALL beside him, colorful holds 
marking separate paths to the distant ceiling. He digs his 
hands into a pouch of CHALK hanging on his belt. A SAFETY 
HARNESS is crumpled on the floor to him, unused.

He crams headphones into his ears, blasting Jay-Z’s “Public 
Service Announcement”. He takes a deep breath, then darts up 
the wall.

In seconds he’s halfway up, stretching and bending between 
holds with ease, barely looking for them. His expression is 
blank, mind miles away. This is his Zen.

Suddenly he reaches for a hold and finds it’s not there. He 
screeches to a halt. The wall is flat and empty above him 
with sun-bleached spots where holds used to be.

He looks down and sees how dizzyingly far he’s climbed. A 
hint of fear flashes in his eyes. Looking to the side, he 
sees another paths.

He reaches for a hold. It’s just out of reach.

He repositions and tries again. His fingers graze it, but his 
headphones tangle on his arm, ripping out his iPod and 
sending it to the floor below. It smashes to pieces.

He looks down again and back at the hold. Determined, he 
reaches once more and...

His foot slips. He falls. His body hurtles toward the floor-

HAROLD (V.O.)
Danny?

HAROLD MEACHUM, 50’s dark hair and mustache tinged with grey, 
grabs Danny’s shoulder, startling him out of his daze. He’s 
still standing at the base of the wall. It was a daydream. He 
takes out his headphones.

DANNY
What are you doing here?

Harold holds up the safety harness.

HAROLD
Forgetting something?

DANNY
Yeah. To lock the door.

HAROLD
Very funny.

6.
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Danny pushes past him, no longer interested in climbing.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Look I’m not here to tell you what 
to do, I just want you to be smart 
about it. You don’t want to end up 
another cautionary tale do you?

DANNY
I’m sure you’d be just heartbroken. 
Having the company all to yourself.

Harold turns red. Danny cracks a smirk.

DANNY (CONT’D)
That was a joke Harold. Lighten up.

HAROLD
Not funny. Do you understand the 
repercussions that would have? What 
kind of-

DANNY
Can we skip the lecture? I assume 
you’re bothering me for a reason.

Harold holds out a binder. Danny takes it and flips through 
pages of mock-ups for a logo: “Rand-Meachum”.

HAROLD
Options. We’re holding a press 
conference tomorrow, in case you 
forgot. I want to give the vultures 
to take pictures of.

Danny stares for a long moment, then shoves it back.

DANNY
I don’t care. You pick.

HAROLD
Come on, this is important.

DANNY
It’s a logo.

HAROLD
It’s more than that. It’s a 
message. A new direction and a new 
era for the company. A clean slate.

DANNY
Not clean enough.

7.
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Danny takes off his harness and wrestles his shirt back on.

HAROLD
Look, I get it. It’s a lot to deal 
with, way more than anyone your age 
should have to. But a lot of people 
depend on you. Families, thousands 
of livelihoods at stake every day-

DANNY
Here we go...

HAROLD
-and they would kill to have the 
privileges you call problems. 
You’re a lucky kid Danny-Boy. But 
you keep pushing fate and one day 
it’s gonna push back and take all 
of us with you. (beat) Now, which 
one do you hate the least?

Harold holds out the open binder. Danny randomly points to 
one in red. Harold’s sees and snaps it shut.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Was that so hard?

DANNY
Excruciating. Another Uncle Harry 
speech I’ll never be able to un-
hear.

HAROLD
You mean you actually listen to me?

DANNY
Only when you say stuff I like.

Danny slips one of his headphones in and heads for the exit.

HAROLD
You know what today is?

He stops. He knows exactly what day it is.

DANNY
Yeah.

HAROLD
You gonna go see her?

Silence.

8.
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HAROLD (CONT’D)
You should. If you have time. It’s 
important.

Danny pushes through the door. Harold pulls out his cell 
phone and makes a call.

INT. CLIMBING GYM -- LOBBY -- CONTINUOUS

Two burly BODYGUARDS in black suits tower over a fit Gym 
Employee. Her nametag reads “GLORIA”.

GLORIA
I’m sorry Mr. Rand, they just 
barged in.

DANNY
Not your fault. This guy give you 
trouble? I can fire him.

BODYGUARD
(bristling)

We work for Mr. Meachum.

DANNY
And Mr. Meachum works for my 
company. So if you want to keep 
working for Mr. Meachum, you should 
keep your mouth shut until you’re 
spoken to. (beat) Gloria?

GLORIA
I’m fine. Are we still on for 
tonight?

DANNY
Of course. I’ll save you a seat 
next to me.

He winks. She smiles. Danny puts in his other headphone.

INT. NIGHTCLUB -- NIGHT

A heavy beat pulsates, red and orange neon lights flash in 
sync with the music, bouncing off glossy walls. A sweaty 
crowd of 20 and 30-somethings writhe against one another.

A WAITRESS with a platter of drinks climbs stairs to a 
private booth where Danny sits with a group of CLUB GUYS and 
GIRLS, Gloria by his side. They do shots of neon liquor.

9.
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Danny winces as the Waitress distributes her drinks. He 
pushes his away and hands her a wad of cash.

GLORIA
Done already?

DANNY
Pacing myself. Long day.

GLORIA
If you’re tired, I have something 
to help pick you up.

She pops open a pill box and pulls out a HEART-SHAPED PILL. 
Danny hesitates, then nods. She puts it on the tip of her 
tongue, then presses her mouth onto his. The Group cheers.

When she pulls away, Danny’s world is in slow-motion.

The sights and sounds of the club are a blur, an ocean of 
color and sound. It’s soothing at first, but grows louder, 
more chaotic by the second, an assault on his senses.

His heartbeat races, faster, louder than the music. He 
stumbles to his feet, grasping at his collar.

GLORIA (V.O.)
Are you okay? Danny?

He floats down the stairs and through the crowd. They expand 
and contract around him. He claps his hands over his ears, 
searching for an escape. 

He pushes by body after body until he finds an open door.

INT. NIGHTCLUB -- BATHROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Danny collapses into a stall and heaves. He takes a breath 
and the world goes back to normal. He looks at the water. The 
partially-intact pill slowly dissolves.

BRENDA (O.S.)
Oh shit, I’m sorry.

Danny jerks his head around. BRENDA SWANSON, 20’s, is a 
heavenly figure, long blonde hair and flowing white dress.

DANNY
You’re in the wrong bathroom.

BRENDA
I’m not.

10.
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A beat. He’s a pitiful sight. She pities him.

DANNY
Well this is embarrassing.

BRENDA
It could be worse. You could be-

DANNY
Pooping?

BRENDA
Sure. That.

Danny struggles to his feet, stumbling. Brenda grabs him.

BRENDA (CONT’D)
Easy kid, let’s get you some air.

EXT. NIGHTCLUB -- ALLEY -- NIGHT

In the alley, Brenda pulls a stick of gum out of her sizable 
purse. Danny takes it and chews.

DANNY
This is just gum, right?

BRENDA
What else would it be?

DANNY
You’d be surprised. Thanks-

BRENDA
Brenda.

DANNY
-Brenda. I’m Danny.

BRENDA
I know who you are.

DANNY
Full disclosure, what they say in 
the tabloids? All true. I’m as 
charming and handsome and amazing 
in bed as they say.

BRENDA
(sarcastically)

Funny too.

11.
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DANNY
Got you out here, didn’t I?

BRENDA
Because I felt sorry for you.

DANNY
Then let me make it up to you.

She crosses her arms and lifts an eyebrow: “Try me.”

DANNY (CONT’D)
Ever been to the top of Stark 
Tower?

BRENDA
No. You have?

He shakes his head.

DANNY
Never stopped me before, though.

EXT. ROOFTOP GARDEN -- NIGHT

Manhattan’s skyscrapers shine against the night sky. They 
look down on a rooftop with a lush lawn and a pool in the 
center. Stone-carved cranes spit pristine water into it.

Harold inspects a bright red APPLE hanging from its tree. He 
turns it and finds a brown spot. He wretches.

MADAME GAO (O.S.)
It only takes one to spoil the 
bunch.

MADAME GAO, a petite, elderly Chinese woman, shuffles toward 
him, bamboo cane holding her up. Harold hurries to her side.

HAROLD
Madame Gao.

MADAME GAO
Harold. To what do I owe a visit at 
this late hour?

They’re seated on a stone bench.

HAROLD
I need your help.

12.
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MADAME GAO
May I presume you mean more than my 
counsel?

HAROLD
Your words are always appreciated.

She looks him in the eye, calm but unsettling.

MADAME GAO
How many months has it been since 
we last spoke?

HAROLD
Six.

MADAME GAO
And if a dog does not visit its 
bowl for six months, why is that?

HAROLD
(hesitant)

Because it died?

MADAME GAO
Or because it found another bowl. 
But here you are, hungry as always.

A bead of sweat trickles down his forehead.

HAROLD
We’re close. I can feel it.

MADAME GAO
Do not trust your feelings, they 
will betray your mind. You will 
have my help, but in return you 
will visit me every month. That is 
the least you can give me for my 
investment.

Harold nods, grateful, and goes for the door.

MADAME GAO (CONT’D)
What about the boy?

He stops. This is a conversation he wanted to avoid.

HAROLD
He won’t be a problem.

MADAME GAO
Every man is his father’s son.

13.
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A beat.

HAROLD
I’ll handle him. I promise.

MADAME GAO
A promise is a seed. Let us hope 
this one grows into truth and not a 
lie.

She waves him off. He leaves.

She gets up and goes to the apple tree. She eyes the apple 
with a rotten spot. She clicks her tongue, then deftly 
strikes it with her cane. It splatters across the ground.

EXT. NIGHTCLUB -- NIGHT

Danny gives a VALET his ticket. A queue of mostly guys wait 
on the sidewalk behind a velvet rope guarded by a BOUNCER. 
Brenda waits on the curb. TURK BARRETT, a wily street 
hustler, waits in line with two other Men. He whistles at 
Brenda.

TURK
Hey beautiful, where you going?

BRENDA
I’m leaving.

TURK
Maybe I’ll come with you. See 
what’s going on under that dress.

She ignores him, but Danny moves between them.

DANNY
She’s with me.

TURK
(to Brenda)

Really? You think this squint eyed 
little boy’s gonna give you what 
you need?

His friends laugh. Danny clenches his fists, fuming. Then 
shouts to the Bouncer.

DANNY
Hey Dante?

DANTE
Yeah Danny?

14.
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DANNY
Why don’t you let these fine 
gentlemen inside?

DANTE
You got it.

Dante opens up the rope. Turk and co jump out of line and 
head for the door.

DANNY
Hold on, did I say let them inside? 
I meant they never get in again. 
Ever.

DANTE
Yes sir.

Dante closes the rope and crosses his arms. Turk turns.

TURK
You little-

Danny clenches his fist and heads toward him. Turk reaches 
for something in his waist when-

A huge Man in all black steps between them. SULLY KNIGHT, 
40’s black, could be a bodyguard for bodyguards.

SULLY
Walk away.

Turk’s buddies sidle up beside him. Sully flashes a SILVER 
9MM pistol in his shoulder holster. They back down.

SULLY (CONT’D)
Don’t make me get loud.

Turk motions he’s watching Danny, then leaves. Sully turns to 
Danny.

SULLY (CONT’D)
You alright Mr. Rand?

DANNY
I’m fine. I don’t need a 
babysitter.

SULLY
No one thinks they need protection 
until they do.

DANNY
What’s Harold’s paying you?

15.



@
da

vid
qu

an
sty

le

SULLY
Enough.

DANNY
I’ll double it. Just go.

SULLY
Can’t do that.

A beat. Danny knows he’s going nowhere.

DANNY
Bring your car around.

SULLY
She got I.D.? (to Brenda) No 
offense.

BRENDA
None taken.

DANNY
What? No. Just get the car.

Sully goes. Brenda looks to Danny.

BRENDA
I thought you had a car?

DANNY
Yep.

BRENDA
You’re so bad.

DANNY
You have no idea.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- NIGHT

Danny and Brenda slam against the wall, lips locked. His 
apartment is all marble, steel, and glass with yet another 
stunning Manhattan view. Her PURSE drops and stuff spills 
across the floor.

She kicks off her heels and drops her dress, revealing lacy 
white lingerie.

DANNY
Okay on second thought, I’m gonna 
need to see some I.D...

16.
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She wraps her arms around his neck and slathers him with a 
kiss. He picks her up and carries her across the apartment.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- BEDROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Danny and Brenda lay back on the king-sized bed, out of 
breath and dripping sweat. They exchange looks and laugh.

BRENDA
Bathroom?

DANNY
First door on the right.

She gets up. He watches her go. Too proud of himself.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- NIGHT

Danny finds his pants near the coffee table and digs out his 
phone. He smirks at the trail of clothing they left behind. 
He follows it to the door, picking up as he goes.

He gets to her spilled purse and sets it upright. As he tucks 
stuff back in, he finds a hidden pocket with a VOICE RECORDER 
and a PRESS PASS inside. His smirk disappears.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- OFFICE -- NIGHT

Danny pushes open the heavy wooden door and finds Brenda in 
his shirt, stunned by the wall plastered in newspaper 
CLIPPINGS and NOTES with a recurring name: WENDELL RAND.

DANNY
What are you doing?

BRENDA
Wrong door. What is this?

DANNY
What do you think?

She takes a long look. He watches her work through it.

BRENDA
Your dad. You’re looking for him.

DANNY
Was looking.

BRENDA
I’m sorry. (beat) Were you close?

17.
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DANNY
On the record?

He lays the recorder on the desk. Busted. She’s unfazed.

BRENDA
If you want it to be.

He thinks about it. Then pushes “Record”.

DANNY
No. My father and I were not close.

BRENDA
You were only eight when it 
happened.

DANNY
Old enough to remember he was never 
there. Working late, away on 
business. Always somewhere else.

BRENDA
What else do you remember?

A beat. He stares at the wall.

DANNY
Shadows. The headlights from his 
car would make these specific 
patterns on the ceiling. I would 
stay awake so I could watch the way 
they moved. That’s how I knew when 
he got home. Sometimes he would 
come to my door and stand there, 
not saying anything. I pretended to 
be asleep. And then he would leave.

BRENDA
What about your mom? Did she-

DANNY
I don’t want to talk about her.

BRENDA
I just thought-

He snatches the recorder and shuts it off.

DANNY
I said no.

BRENDA
I wanted to-

18.
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DANNY
Find out who the real Danny Rand 
is? What makes him tick, his hopes, 
his dreams, his dirty little 
secrets. Then write all about it in 
your bullshit autobiography. I get 
it. I know your kind.

BRENDA
You don’t know anything about me.

DANNY
No, I don’t. And I don’t want to. 
So get your shit and get out of my 
house. Now.

He tosses her the recorder. She glares at him.

BRENDA
They were right. You’re an asshole.

She storms out of the office. He shouts after her.

DANNY
Keep the shirt. You earned it.

She disappears around the corner. The front door slams.

Danny looks at the wall. He sees an article with the title 
“The Rand Dynasty”. He stares at it. Then tears it down.

He spots another one: “Rand Enterprises struggling”. He rips 
it off. Another: “Rand truck causes deadly accident” with a 
photo of an overturned flatbed truck. He crumples it up.

He grabs handfuls of the articles and notes, tearing them 
down in heaps. He drags his hands across the wall, fueled by 
his rage. The notes are endless.

Finally he PUNCHES the wall HARD. The impact shakes the 
shelves, causing some things to fall off.

Danny slumps to the floor and nurses his hand. A flash of 
green catches his eye. He sifts through the paper shreds to 
find a small JADE DRAGON FIGURINE. He picks it up.

INT. RAND TOWER -- HAROLD’S OFFICE -- DAY

Young Danny runs his finger across the Jade Dragon’s back. He 
sits at Harold’s desk where he’s constructed a makeshift city 
out of books and office supplies. A slightly younger-looking 
Harold enters.

19.
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HAROLD
Whoa Danny-Boy! What happened here?

YOUNG DANNY
It’s New York City.

HAROLD
Ah, so this is the Empire State 
Building. And the Brooklyn Bridge. 
Wait a minute, where’s Rand Tower?

YOUNG DANNY
I haven’t made it yet.

HAROLD
Saving the best for last? Good 
choice. And what’s that?

He points to the Dragon. Danny holds it out for him.

YOUNG DANNY
It was in dad’s desk. It’s a snake.

HAROLD
That’s not a snake, it’s a dragon. 
Not just any dragon. That’s Shou-
Lao the Undying. He was a man.

YOUNG DANNY
Nuh-uh!

HAROLD
Yes-huh!

Harold kneels next to the desk and takes the Dragon. He tells 
the tale with zeal.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
So the legend goes, China was at 
war and Chiangming the Dragon King 
wanted to unite the country. Shou-
Lao was his finest warrior, so he 
gave him control of his armies and 
sent him into the field. They won 
every battle and ended the war. 
Families across the kingdom offered 
him their daughters’ hands in 
marriage, but he only wanted one. 
Chiangming’s daughter, the 
Princess. She was as beautiful as 
she was kind.

Harold takes two PAPERCLIPS off the desk and bends them to 
stand on top of the “Empire State Building”.
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HAROLD (CONT’D)
He agreed. He gave them half of his 
gold and built them a palace high 
upon a mountain peak where they 
could live out their days in 
happiness. But Shou-Lao wasn’t 
happy. He didn’t love the Princess 
and he didn’t want to be married. 
He wanted to fight. When the 
Princess found out, she was 
heartbroken. She died.

He takes one of the paperclips away, then pushes more 
paperclips around the “building”.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Chiangming was furious and called 
on his army to avenge her, but the 
mountain was too high and Shou-Lao 
was too strong. He repelled every 
attacker.

He pulls a COIN out of his pocket and puts it on the desk.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Desperate, Chiangming summoned his 
brother from exile, Chiangtang the 
Sorcerer Supreme, who also loved 
his niece. Chiangtang went to the 
mountain alone and found Shou-Lao 
exhausted from battle. He told him 
how much he hated Chiangming for 
sending him away and offered to 
help him become something no man 
could defeat: an immortal dragon.

Harold picks up the paperclip and turns it over in his hand.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Shou-Lao agreed so the Sorcerer 
worked his spells and-

Harold closes his hand and opens it. The paperclip is gone, 
the Jade Dragon is in his palm.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
-he became a mighty dragon. But 
just then seven great warriors 
hired by Chiangming leapt out of 
hiding and cut off his wings. Shou-
Lao fought back in a fury and six 
of them fell to his might, and just 
when all seemed lost...
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Suddenly the office door flies open. Heather trudges in, 
looking run down, but her eyes light up when she sees Danny.

YOUNG DANNY
Mommy!

Danny runs and jumps into her arms. She closes her eyes and 
hugs him tight, savoring the moment. When she opens them, she 
sees Harold standing, looking on with concern.

YOUNG DANNY (CONT’D)
Mommy, the dragon is a man.

HEATHER
What? Is Uncle Harry telling you 
fairy tales again?

HAROLD
Hey, those fairy tales came 
straight from the source!

YOUNG DANNY
Where’s dad? Did you bring him?

She struggles to answer and Harold comes to her rescue.

HAROLD
Better get back to the city, Danny-
Boy. It’s not gonna finish itself.

Danny runs to the desk and snatches the Dragon Figurine, but 
when he turns back the office door shuts. He’s alone again.

He goes to the door and peeks out: Heather and Harold are 
having a heated argument. Danny backs away, unsure what he’s 
seen. He sits on the couch and looks at the Dragon Figurine.

YOUNG DANNY
Shou-Lao the Undying.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- DAY (DAWN)

The sun rises on Manhattan. Danny sits on the couch gazing at 
the Dragon Figurine. It’s clear he hasn’t slept.

Suddenly a sharp KNOCK at the door snaps him out of his daze.

DANNY
Forget something?

He gets up and throws the door open. No one.

He looks up and down the hall. Nothing.
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He looks down. An ENVELOPE sits on his doormat. He grabs it.

He tears it open and pulls out a sheet of BLANK PAPER. He 
flips it. Still blank. His phone BEEPS on the coffee table. 
He opens it and sees an anonymous text message: “INK”.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Ink?

A beat. He looks at the paper, then holds it up to the light. 
The faint edges of clear LINES catch the morning sun.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Ink.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- OFFICE -- DAY

Danny riffles through the desk drawers. Nothing worthwhile.

DANNY
Ink...

He looks over the shelves and spots a bamboo box. He opens 
it: jet black sticks of CHALK and a dark GRINDSTONE.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- DAY

Danny rubs a stick into the grindstone, creating a black 
powder. He dips a finger into a glass of water and lets a few 
drops fall onto the stone, then stirs the mixture by hand.

He looks at his finger, coated in shiny black liquid.

DANNY
Ink!

He pours it onto the paper. The ink slithers and writhes as 
it soaks in. Speckles of white spots appear, growing toward 
each other and forming lines. A hidden message is revealed:

“Harold has a secret.”

He’s stunned, mind racing. He leaps to his feet.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- OFFICE -- MOMENTS LATER

Danny sifts through the shreds of paper, reading through 
headlines. Frustration mounts as the search drags on until he 
finally finds one that reads “Rand Enterprises recruits 
Harold Meachum, promises secret weapon”.
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A photo shows Harold shaking hands with someone whose face is 
smudged out. Danny starts to read when-

His phone rings. It’s Harold. He picks up.

DANNY
Hello?

HAROLD (O.S.)
Wow, you actually answered.

DANNY
Yeah. Lucky you.

INT. RAND TOWER -- HAROLD’S OFFICE -- SAME TIME

Harold fixes his tie. The office is squeaky clean. Not a hint 
of blood or brains.

HAROLD
I guess so. Just calling to remind 
you about the press conference. 
It’s today. In an hour.

DANNY (O.S.)
Right, about that. I think I’m 
coming down with something.

HAROLD
Come on Danny. This is our big 
moment. You need to be here.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- SAME TIME

DANNY
I’ll try, but I’m telling you, you 
don’t want what I’ve got.

Danny goes back to the inky mess he made. The hidden message 
has disappeared, paper solid black.

HAROLD (O.S.)
All you have to do is stand there. 
I’ll do all the talking.

DANNY
As usual. Random question, what did 
you do with my parents’ stuff?

A beat. His silence speaks volumes.
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HAROLD (O.S.)
Um, I don’t know. Think we sold 
most of it. Why?

DANNY
No reason. I was just thinking I 
never got to go through it. All I 
have is what was in dad’s office.

HAROLD (O.S.)
Ah. Well I’m sure we have some 
stashed away somewhere.

There’s another knock at the door and Danny rushes over and 
looks through the peephole: it’s Sully.

DANNY
What the- go away!

SULLY
Not gonna happen!

DANNY
(to Harold)

I don’t need a bodyguard.

HAROLD (O.S.)
Just for today. I need you here.

Sully knocks again. Danny rushes to clean up the table, 
dumping everything in the sink and turning on the water. He 
scrubs his hands but they’re stained black.

DANNY
Fine, but you get to be the one to 
fire him. He’s scary.

HAROLD (O.S.)
Okay. See you in soon.

DANNY
Bye.

He hangs up. Sully knocks again. Danny dries his hands and 
throws on a strikingly familiar hooded leather jacket. He 
opens the front door. Sully steps inside.

SULLY
Alright funny guy, let’s get...

He sees the ruined table. He looks at Danny’s stained hands.
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SULLY (CONT’D)
Is this some kind of drug thing- 
you know what? I don’t even wanna 
know. Clean yourself up, we’ve got 
places to be.

DANNY
So here’s the thing, Harold’s not 
the boss of me and you can’t make 
me do anything.

SULLY
Wanna bet?

The air is tense. Danny’s fingers twitch.

DANNY
I don’t have time for this. Bring 
the car around.

Sully crosses his arms: “nice try.” Danny cracks a smirk.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Just testing you, I’ll drive. I’m 
not into the whole chromed out, 
tinted windows, black on black SUV 
thing. (beat) That’s what you drive 
isn’t it? Don’t lie.

SULLY
It’s a company car.

DANNY
So is mine. (to himself) Kind of.

EXT. DANNY’S CAR -- DAY -- MOVING

An electric green CLASSIC CONVERTIBLE roars down the street, 
top down, wind whipping through Danny’s hair. He steals a 
look at Sully. He’s hanging on for dear life.

His phone beeps and he pulls it out of his pocket. A message 
from Brenda: “Sorry about last night. Can we talk?”

SULLY
Eyes on the road!

Danny puts it away. The traffic light ahead turns yellow. 
Danny looks at Sully. Sully looks at Danny.

SULLY (CONT’D)
Don’t!
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Danny grins. He hits the gas. They barrel toward the 
intersection. The light turns red.

Danny cranks the wheel and hits the brakes, car skidding 
sideways. He hits the gas and they fly into a right turn.

EXT. BURGER FROG -- DAY

Danny pulls into the parking lot of the kitschy fast food 
joint. He parks crooked, stuffs the car keys in his pocket, 
and hops out.

SULLY
We don’t have time for this.

DANNY
There’s always time for breakfast. 
It’s the most important meal of the 
day. You want anything?

Sully is out of the car and following him.

DANNY (CONT’D)
You can stay here.

SULLY
Thirty minutes.

Danny sighs. Foiled again.

INT. BURGER FROG -- DAY

Danny and Sully wait in line behind a dozen patrons. Sully 
checks his watch. Danny surveys the restaurant and spots 
bathrooms signs, “Bulls” and “Lilies”.

DANNY
Hold the spot.

He starts for the bathroom and Sully moves to follow.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Seriously? It’s right there.

SULLY
Hurry.

DANNY
No promises. It’s a number two.

Danny scuttles off. Sully watches him the whole way.
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INT. BURGER FROG -- BATHROOM -- DAY

The tiny bathroom is fifty shades of green, not all of them 
paint. Danny searches for an escape but there’s no window. 
Just a cheesy mural.

DANNY
Damn it.

A toilet flushes. A BURGER BOY exits the stall, clad in the 
standard issue Burger Frog uniform: a bright green polo shirt 
and baseball cap. He’s startled by Danny’s stare.

BURGER BOY
Um, hey.

INT. BURGER FROG -- DAY

Sully is still waiting, nearly at the register. He cranes his 
neck toward the bathrooms, doors almost out of sight. The 
line moves up and a grinning BURGER GIRL greets him.

BURGER GIRL
Welcome to Burger Frog! What can I 
get hopping for you?

SULLY
I uh... just a second, my friend’s 
still in the-

The bathroom door bursts open and a Hooded Man sprints out of 
the restaurant.

SULLY (CONT’D)
Shit!

Sully chases after him.

EXT. BURGER FROG -- DAY

Sully lumbers up the sidewalk, but his size works against 
him. The Man nears the corner and Sully calls out.

SULLY
Stop! Stop! Thief!

His shouts catch the attention of a few TEENS. They move to 
block the Man, then grab him and wrestle him to the ground.

Sully runs up panting as the Teens pull the Man to his feet. 
One of the them holds a wad of cash out to Sully. 
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He looks at the money, then the Man, and pulls back his hood: 
it’s the Burger Boy in Danny’s clothes.

EXT. HELL’S KITCHEN -- DAY

Danny strolls down the sidewalk, the collar of his new green 
polo popped and baseball cap pulled down over his face.

He takes the Newspaper Clipping about Harold out of his 
pocket and reads the first few lines: “Could new blood revive 
the ailing company? Meachum certainly thinks so.”

He reads further: “Pressed for details, he would only say, 
‘You wouldn’t ask a magician for his secrets, would you?’”

Danny’s phone rings: Harold is calling. He looks at it for a 
long moment. Then turns it off.

INT. RAND TOWER -- LOBBY -- SAME TIME

Harold waits behind a curtain. He’s on the phone, finishing a 
distinctive message.

HAROLD
Call me when you get this. We need 
to talk. It’s important. Please.

He hangs up. He peeks through the curtain and sees the CROWD 
of news crews and reporters.

He looks past them through the front doors: a Hooded Figure 
watches. Harold squints, trying to make out its face when-

A hand grabs his shoulder. He spins. It’s his Bodyguard.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Jesus Christ.

BODYGUARD
Sorry sir. The money just came 
through.

HAROLD
Good. Make the transfer.

BODYGUARD
How much?

HAROLD
All of it.
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The Bodyguard seems surprised but doesn’t question it. He 
leaves. Harold looks at his watch. It’s almost noon.

INT. SCHOOL OFFICE -- DAY

A fancy clock reads almost noon above a heavy door. The front 
office is expensively decorated, a private school to be sure. 
Young Danny is hunkered in one of the chairs, clutching his 
backpack to his chest and sporting a bruised lip.

Harold bursts in with a flustered expression. He sees Danny 
and turns on the elderly SECRETARY at the front desk.

HAROLD
What happened?

SECRETARY
Got in a fight with three boys.

HAROLD
And where are they?

SECRETARY
The nurse’s office.

Harold is stunned. Danny stares at the floor, a million miles 
away. The Secretary pushes a form Harold’s way and he signs 
it, then walks over to Danny.

HAROLD
Let’s go, Danny-Boy.

Danny doesn’t budge. Harold takes the seat next to him.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Talk to me.

A beat. He starts to shake, tears in his eyes.

YOUNG DANNY
They said I was adopted. They said 
mom bought me for five dollars.

HAROLD
You know that’s not true, right? 
(beat) Hey I never finished telling 
you that story, did I? About Shou-
Lao. Where did we leave off?

A beat.

YOUNG DANNY
There was one warrior left.
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HAROLD
Right. So there he was, facing Shou-
Lao all by himself. He was sure 
these were his final moments. So he 
dropped to his knees and cried out, 
“Great Shou-Lao, I do not beg for 
mercy. I only ask that you spare my 
body so my sons might bury me and 
have a place to mourn.”

Harold sees he has Danny’s full attention.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Shou-Lao didn’t answer but when the 
warrior looked up he saw it: the 
Dragon’s heart, beating hard 
beneath his armor. He mustered the 
last of his strength and drove his 
fist between the Dragon’s scales. 
Shou-Lao’s scream was heard all 
across the land. He was defeated.

YOUNG DANNY
But I thought he was immortal?

HAROLD
Ah, so I did. He was immortal. His 
body fell into a cave deep within 
the mountain and there his heart 
regrew and he lived once again. A 
new warrior was called to defeat 
him, and many years after that, 
another. That’s how Shou-Lao’s gift 
became his curse: his heart would 
be broken over and over again for 
all eternity, because of what he 
did to the Dragon King’s daughter.

A beat. Danny is silent in thought. He opens his back pack 
and pulls out a shockingly accurate MODEL of Rand Tower.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Wow, you did it!

Danny nods. He holds it out to Harold.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
You keep it. Show it to your mom.

YOUNG DANNY
But we have to finish the city.

A beat. Harold is moved.
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HAROLD
Yeah. I guess we do.

EXT. RAND TOWER -- DAY

Danny peeks around the corner at Rand Tower. The lobby is 
empty, a CREW breaks down the empty stage, loading parts onto 
a truck’s trailer out front. The full truck drives toward an 
open gate to the Tower’s loading dock where a Security Guard 
keeps watch.

Danny strolls by on the sidewalk, keeping his head low. The 
Guard eyes him until the truck drives up. Seizing the moment, 
Danny slips by on the opposite side and ducks inside the 
loading dock.

INT. RAND TOWER -- STORAGE -- DAY

A freight elevator opens and Danny faces a long hallway of 
garage-style steel doors, each one labeled with a painted six 
digit number and a bulky LOCK.

He sneaks down the dim corridor, footsteps echoing off the 
concrete. He comes to a fork where more hallways lead to 
countless more doors. He goes right.

As he continues on, the echo of his steps become offbeat. He 
stops. The echo ceases. He keeps going, listening. The echo 
returns. He stops short. The echo takes several more steps.

He runs. The echo chases after him. He looks back and forth, 
looking for his pursuer and finding none. Suddenly a SHADOW 
is on him and he throws a punch...

WHAM! He hits GUS HOGARTH, late 50’s balding, square in the 
face. The stocky man in a grey worksuit rolls backwards to 
the floor. His nose bleeds onto his Rand Enterprises nametag: 
“Argus H”.

GUS
Shit!

INT. RAND TOWER -- SECURITY ROOM -- DAY

Gus’ nose is plugged with tissue. Danny fills a bag with ice.

DANNY
I am so sorry.
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GUS
Not your fault. Shouldn’t have 
snuck up on you like that Mr. Rand.

DANNY
Call me Danny... Argus?

Danny gives him the ice bag. Gus winces as he presses it to 
his face.

GUS
Just Gus. You pack a heck of a 
punch, Danny. Always have from what 
I remember, but you’re not so 
little anymore.

DANNY
You’ve been here a while I take it?

GUS
Oh yeah, since the good ol’ days. 
Your dad hired me himself. Man, you 
look just like him.

DANNY
Only thing we have in common, thank 
God.

GUS
Ah. Well I know what people say, 
but he was always good to me. I 
told him my girl was having trouble 
finding a job, so he makes one 
phone call and boom, she’s in with 
a big firm. She thinks they’re 
gonna make her partner soon. 

DANNY
Good for her. (beat) So you were 
here when he... you know.

GUS
Yeah. Real sorry to hear it.

DANNY
Do you know what they did with the 
stuff from his office?

GUS
I don’t. (beat) But there’s 
something else you might want to 
see.

He grabs a huge ring of KEYS off the desk.
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INT. RAND TOWER -- STORAGE -- DAY

Gus and Danny stand by a steel door marked “199,999”. Gus 
flips through his keys, picks one, and pops the lock open.

DANNY
Wow, first try.

GUS
Master key. Only key actually, 
these other ones are decoys.

He slides the metal door open. A light automatically flickers 
on. Danny is stunned by what he sees.

The storage unit is a DOJO, padded mats sprawling across the 
floor and walls covered in bamboo. Several punching bags hang 
from the ceiling and glass cabinets show off antiques.

GUS (CONT’D)
Pretty cool, huh? Did it himself. 
He’d come down here to be alone 
when things got real bad.

DANNY
(sarcastic)

So all the time.

Danny wanders in and inspects a wooden Wing Chun dummy, 
dented and worn from use.

GUS
There were some hard years. Harder 
when Meachum came in. Ol’ Wendell 
didn’t always make the best 
decisions, but he always tried to 
do right by his people.

Danny’s out of retorts. He opens the bottom of one of the 
cabinets. Worn cardboard BOXES are tucked inside.

GUS (CONT’D)
I’d better get back. Take as much 
time as you want. It’s yours now.

Gus takes the key off the ring and tosses it to Danny, then 
heads down the hallway. Danny calls after him.

DANNY
You said Harold made things worse. 
Worse how?
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GUS
I heard he made some deals with bad 
people. I don’t know all the 
details, but Wendell didn’t trust 
him. And I don’t blame him.

Gus walks off. Danny turns back to the room.

EXT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT (DUSK)

A high stony SECURITY WALL encircles a grove of trees in 
perfect rows, a lush green lawn beneath them. ANGEL statues 
guard the front gates, stone swords in hand.

A sprawling, rustic COTTAGE is nestled at its center. The 
setting sun streams into a SKYLIGHT.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- NIGHT (DUSK)

The room is bathed in orange and purple. Harold kneels at a 
table in the center of the room, trimming a BONSAI tree. 
Dozens like it line shelves along the walls.

There’s a knock at the door. His Bodyguard peeks in.

BODYGUARD
Sir? She’s here.

EXT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT (DUSK)

The gates open and a white VAN with the logo “Joyous 
Arrangements” pulls through. It follows the winding driveway 
to the Cottage and parks in front of it.

The door opens and JOY, 30’s auburn hair, steps out. She’s 
wiry but tough, thin but not frail. Her plain dress and hard 
expression mean business.

She carries an orchid in an ornate VASE. An ORCHARD GUARD in 
blue coveralls guards the front door, a bulletproof vest 
visible underneath it.

ORCHARD GUARD
He’s in the Sun Room.

She nods and he opens the door for her.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- NIGHT (DUSK)

Joy steps into the room. Harold doesn’t turn to greet her.
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HAROLD
My Joy. Is it done?

She sets the vase on the table, presses in two spots on the 
sides, and lifts. The base detaches, revealing a hidden 
compartment. Cradled in velvet cloth: a SYRINGE filled with a 
BLOOD-like substance.

Harold holds his breath. He gingerly lifts it out and removes 
the cap. He presses the plunger gently until a bead of blood 
appears from the needle. It turns orange, then yellow, then 
EVAPORATES with a wisp of smoke.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Go.

She does as she’s told, the heavy CLACK of metal securing him 
inside. He waits for a long moment, then takes the bonsai 
from the table and places it in an empty spot on a shelf.

He follows the shelf until he comes to a dark granite vase 
with a golden GEM TREE. Its branches, leaves, and fruits are 
all carved from rare stone and polished to a sheen.

He shuts his eyes, almost reverently, and grabs it.

INT. RAND TOWER -- STORAGE -- NIGHT

Danny sits against a cabinet, riffling through a box of VHS 
tapes. He takes one out: the 70’s-style cover: “Shang Chi, 
the Master of Kung Fu!”

DANNY
Ridiculous.

He pushes the box aside and pulls out another. It’s packed 
with kelly green T-SHIRTS with a yellow 70’s retro “Rand 
Enterprises” logo. He takes off his polo and puts one on.

He puts the shirt box away and finds a worn SHOEBOX. It’s 
full of black and white FILM SLIDES. He looks at the cabinet 
and spots an old SLIDE PROJECTOR.

INT. RAND TOWER -- STORAGE -- MOMENTS LATER

Danny plugs in the projector. It sputters loudly and lights 
up the wall with an image: a HUT with a mountain range in the 
background. He hits a button on the remote.

The projector clacks and shows: another stunning vista. He 
hits it again: an ancient temple. Again: swarthy Asian 
children making faces. He cycles through until he sees...
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A MOUNTAIN. It towers toward the night sky, streaks of mist 
streaming from its peak. He stares at it for a long moment, 
finding it oddly familiar. A blob of thick black LINES in the 
corner of the image catches his eye.

He twists the projector lens. The mountain blurs and the 
lines come into focus, forming rows of CHINESE CHARACTERS. He 
approaches the wall and traces them with his finger.

INT. RAND TOWER -- TOP FLOOR -- NIGHT

Danny steps out of the elevator. The door to his left is 
ajar, light flickering inside. He walks toward it. He hears 
muffled voices and softens his steps. He knocks and opens it.

DANNY
Harold?

INT. RAND TOWER -- HAROLD’S OFFICE -- NIGHT

It’s empty. A flat-screen TV on the wall shows the NEWS.

Danny sits down at the desk and turns on the computer. He 
sees the framed photo of Heather and his Young Self. The 
third person is still cut out.

He opens an internet browser and runs a search for “Chinese 
characters”. The screen fills with images of them. His eyes 
dart back and forth, searching for familiar shapes. After a 
few minutes, he sits back and rubs his eyes, defeated.

He tries a new search: “Chinese translation, New York City”. 
He scrolls through until he sees a name that he recognizes: 
“Wing Restorations Ltd”.

He clicks the link and finds a portrait of a distinguished 
Chinese Man, 40’s black hair tinged with grey. A caption 
identifies him as “PROFESSOR LEE WING, Columbia University”.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)
... Daniel Rand a no-show at his 
own press conference to announce 
the restructuring of Rand 
Enterprises, now Rand-Meachum Inc. 
CEO Harold Meachum had this to say.

Danny turns his attention to the TV: Harold stands at the 
podium in front of Rand Tower, the “Rand-Meachum” logo Danny 
picked prominently on display.
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HAROLD (V.O.)
He wanted to be here, but he caught 
something this morning.

REPORTER (V.O.)
The Daily Bugle reports he was out 
partying last night.

HAROLD (V.O.)
The same Daily Bugle that reports 
about alien invasions every week?

REPORTER (V.O.)
They have photos.

HAROLD (V.O.)
Of who, Danny or the little green 
men?

The Reporters laugh to Harold’s delight.

HAROLD (V.O.)
Listen, I’m not here today to talk 
about the past, I’m here to talk 
about the future. Today is a new 
era for this company. Day one. 
We’re doing big things, stuff 
that’s going to change the world as 
we know it.

REPORTER (V.O.)
Haven’t we heard all this before?

HAROLD (V.O.)
I’m not asking you to trust me. I’m 
telling you we’re moving forward, 
and all of you have a choice. So 
get on board. Or get run over.

Danny stares at Harold’s face on the screen. He stares back.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

Joy approaches the Sun Room door. She knocks. No answer. She 
pushes it open.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- CONTINUOUS

Harold is still knelt at the table. The room is filled with 
blue moonlight. She looks at the table. The syringe is empty. 
Harold’s eyes are blank, hopeless.
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HAROLD
There is no lamb.

Joy kneels beside him. He doesn’t look at her.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
The Bible. God asked Abraham for a 
sacrifice. For his son. And he 
almost did it, but at the last 
second He stopped him. There was a 
lamb, tangled in thorns.

Harold picks up the syringe, staring.

HAROLD (CONT’D)
Some people think it was a test, a 
test of faith. Some say it was 
punishment. And some think he was 
just a crazy old man. But nobody 
asks, what if there was no lamb?

JOY
Ram. (beat) It was a ram.

Joy puts her hand on his shoulder. He shivers.

HAROLD
He’s a boy.

JOY
He’s not. He is his father’s son.

He looks her in the eyes, a silent understanding between 
them. She’s resolute. He’s distraught.

EXT. BURGER FROG -- NIGHT

Sully is crumpled in the back of Danny’s car. He uses Danny’s 
jacket as a blanket. A SLURPING noise disturbs him. He tries 
to ignore it. It happens again. He looks up and sees...

Danny watching him, a Burger Frog cup in hand.

DANNY
You are so fired.

SULLY
You little prick-

DANNY
Wait! I come in peace.
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He holds out a Burger Frog bag. Sully glares at him... then 
takes the food anyway. Danny climbs into the car.

DANNY (CONT’D)
So listen... 

SULLY
Sully.

DANNY
Sully. I know we didn’t get off to 
the best start-

SULLY
No shit.

DANNY
-but I’m really grateful you stayed 
with the car.

SULLY
Not like I had anything else to do. 
Meachum fired me. And I know how 
much your mother loved this car. I 
worked for her. Until...

A solemn beat. Danny is wracked with guilt. Sully sees it and 
lets up.

SULLY (CONT’D)
Listen, I know your life hasn’t 
been easy, but when you run from 
your problems they turn into 
someone else’s. And the problems 
you got? Bigger than most. But I’ve 
seen you pick fights most people 
wouldn’t and win. So my money says 
you’ve got what it takes.

His words hit home. Danny cracks a smirk.

DANNY
You practiced that didn’t you? 
Don’t lie.

SULLY
Used to give that speech to my 
sister.

DANNY
Your sister or your ‘sista’?
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SULLY
Watch it. You might not be white, 
but you ain’t black.

He throws Danny’s jacket at him. Danny puts it on.

DANNY
So how does this work? Me and you?

SULLY
You offering me a job?

DANNY
If you’re available.

SULLY
Thought you didn’t need a 
babysitter?

DANNY
I could use a friend.

A beat. Sully gets misty-eyed, then sucks it up.

SULLY
Double the pay. (beat) Your words.

DANNY
Touche.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- NIGHT

Danny hangs up his coat and flops down on the couch. He looks 
at his hands, stains mostly faded. Suddenly he sits straight 
up, struck by an epiphany.

INT. DANNY’S PENTHOUSE -- OFFICE -- NIGHT

Danny tears the last shreds of paper off the wall, revealing 
a SHUI MO PAINTING. Black airy strokes form the curves of a 
towering mountain with mist streaming from its peak.

Danny reaches into his pocket and shuts one eye. He holds the 
Film Slide of the mountain over the Painting.

They’re identical.

EXT. WING RESTORATIONS LTD - DAY

Danny and Sully stand in front of a ragged shop in a sketchy 
neighborhood. The windows are caked with dust.
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SULLY
You sure this is the right place?

Danny wipes off the windowed door with his sleeve. The gold 
lettering for “Wing Restorations Ltd” is faded and notched.

SULLY (CONT’D)
I think they’re closed.

Danny opens the door. He starts to go in when...

A RAT sprints out. Sully leaps back, dancing away from it. 
Danny stifles a laugh then motions for him to go in.

SULLY (CONT’D)
I’m not going in anywhere that 
thing came out of.

DANNY
Some bodyguard you are.

SULLY
Babysitter. And I’ll be there when 
it counts.

Danny rolls his eyes and goes inside.

INT. WING RESTORATIONS LTD -- DAY

A bell above the door jingles as Danny enters. The shop is 
dim, high shelves so packed with Oriental trinkets they could 
be walls. The aisles are barely wide enough for one.

DANNY
Professor Wing?

No answer. He senses a presence but sees no one.

DANNY (CONT’D)
Hello? Anybody?

Silence. He spots a door at the back of the shop and works 
his way toward it. He bumps a shelf and it shivers, CLINKING 
like chimes. He freezes until it stops, then eases forward.

He reaches the door and knocks. It creaks open on its own.

INT. WING RESTORATIONS LTD -- OFFICE -- DAY

The office is messier than the shop. On the edge of a desk 
stacked with paper, a gold nameplate reads “Professor Lee 
Wing”. A white ceramic LUCKY CAT statuette sits next to it.
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Danny pokes the Lucky Cat’s outstretched hand. It tips and 
falls off the desk, shattering on the floor.

LEE (O.S.)
You break it, you buy it.

Professor Lee Wing stands in the doorway. He’s older than his 
photo, hair more grey than black.

DANNY
I’m sorry. Chinese Lucky Cats 
usually do this waving thing.

LEE
The maneki-neko is not Chinese, 
it’s Japanese. And they don’t wave. 
They beckon.

Lee grabs a broom from nowhere and sweeps up the shards.

DANNY
Sorry, I didn’t see you in there.

LEE
I did not wish to be seen. I don’t 
get many customers, much less ones 
that call me by name.

DANNY
Sorry. It was on your website.

LEE
I don’t have a... ah, Colleen. I 
told her I didn’t need one of those 
and this is exactly why. (beat) 
Well are you going to tell me your 
name, or should I call you ‘Sorry’?

DANNY
Sor- Daniel. My name is Daniel.

LEE
And is there something you’re 
looking for, Daniel? Other than 
broken Lucky Cats.

EXT. WING RESTORATIONS LTD -- DAY

Sully stands in front of the door, on guard for rats. Across 
the street he spots a Hooded Figure peeking out of the alley. 
He pretends not to see him but keeps tabs on him.
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The Figure withdraws out of sight. Sully cranes his neck, 
hand finding his pistol when...

Joy bumps into him. She’s dressed casual, holding a small pot 
of Chrysanthemums.

SULLY
Sorry Miss, they’re closed.

JOY
I have a delivery.

SULLY
For who?

JOY
No name. Just the address.

He looks past her. The Hooded Figure is nowhere to be found.

SULLY
Tell you what, you can leave them 
with me. I’ll make sure they get to 
the right person.

JOY
That’s very sweet of you.

SULLY
Just doing my job.

She hands him the flowers. He sticks his nose in and takes a 
deep whiff.

SULLY (CONT’D)
Do I need to sign for...

She’s gone.

INT. WING RESTORATIONS LTD -- OFFICE -- DAY

Lee’s looks through a MAGNIFYING GLASS. He inspects the Film 
Slide, scribbling on a sheet of paper. Danny watches closely.

LEE
There.

Lee sits back. Danny looks at the paper: a series of NUMBERS.

DANNY
I don’t get it.
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LEE
They’re numbers.

DANNY
But what do they mean?

LEE
Well you’re looking at it wrong. 
This is how you read them, but this-

He rotates the paper so the numbers are on their side.

LEE (CONT’D)
... is how the Chinese write.

Danny takes it and stares hard, looking for the pattern. 
After a long moment...

DANNY
They’re dates. And coordinates.

LEE
Good. For?

Danny looks at the Film Slide.

DANNY
The mountain.

LEE
Not just any mountain. The 
vanishing peak of K’un L’un. Some 
legends say it’s the ladder to 
heaven. Others think it’s a portal 
to another dimension.

DANNY
(disappointed)

You’re saying it’s a fairytale.

LEE
There’s no shortage of words for 
the things we don’t understand. 
Magic and miracles and gods and 
monsters. Mostly they’re guesses, 
but that... that’s proof.

Danny picks up the Film Slide.

DANNY
My father-

A distant bell jingles. Lee looks up.
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SULLY (O.S.)
Yo Danny!

LEE
Friend of yours?

They go to the office doorway. Sully stands at the front 
door, flower pot in hand.

DANNY
Get in here, Sully.

LEE
What’s that you’ve got?

SULLY
Delivery, I think it’s for you.

LEE
I didn’t order those.

A beat. They exchange confused glances.

DANNY
Then who-

The pot crashes to the floor. The blade of a JAPANESE SWORD 
juts from Sully’s chest. A wet spot grows on his shirt around 
it. He stares at its bloody point in disbelief.

The blade sucks back into his chest. He drops to his knees. 
Joy stands behind him, blade in hand. She kicks him over.

DANNY (CONT’D)
No!

Joy’s eyes lock on Danny. She steps over Sully’s body and 
rushes up the aisle, shelves ringing as she passes. Danny 
starts for her, but Lee grabs him.

LEE
What are you doing?

DANNY
She killed him!

LEE
And she’ll kill you!

Joy closes in. Danny clenches his fists-

BANG! A vase beside Joy explodes and shards fly at her face. 
She spins around. Sully aims his pistol at her. His other 
hand grips the nearest shelf. Blood pours from his mouth.
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SULLY
I said... we’re closed.

He yanks it. The shelf topples and Joy is pelted with 
antiques. She breaks into a run as the shelf’s top crashes 
into the next. The aisle closes and Joy is caught between 
them, disappearing into the heap.

Sully shuts the front door and locks it, then slumps back. 
His eyes meet Danny’s. He mouths-

SULLY (CONT’D)
Run.

He goes still, DEAD. More shelves crash together and a window 
shatters. An ALARM wails. Lee slams the office door.

LEE
We need to go.

DANNY
We have to help Sully, we have to-

LEE
He’s gone Danny. He’s gone.

Danny freezes, his world in slow motion. The office becomes a 
blur, the alarm a dull roar. His heartbeat fills his ears, 
deafening and speeding up until- Lee shakes him out of it.

LEE (CONT’D)
Listen to me. We can’t stay here. 
That woman wasn’t here for your 
friend, she was sent for you. We 
need to go. Do you understand?

Danny stares at Lee, still dazed. But he nods.

LEE (CONT’D)
This way.

They head out the back, alarm still wailing.

INT. WING’S APARTMENT -- DAY

A kettle WHISTLES to a boil. Lee takes it off the stove and 
pours it into a stained teapot. His apartment is as tidy as 
his shop.

Danny slumps in a worn armchair, mind a million miles away. 
Lee adds a pinch of salt to one of two white ceramic TEACUPS.
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LEE
You’ve never seen her before?

DANNY
No. I think I would remember a... 
ninja assassin girl.

LEE
Samurai.

Danny stares blankly. Lee pours the tea and hands him the 
salted one. He takes it but doesn’t drink.

LEE (CONT’D)
That blade was a wakizashi. A 
weapon of the samurai.

DANNY
I don’t care what she is, she 
killed him. She’s going to pay.

LEE
She already did. The question you 
should be asking is who paid her?

Lee peeks through his heavy curtains, checking the street. 
Danny stares into his tea, at the leaves on the bottom.

DANNY
(whispers)

Harold.

LEE
Meachum?

Danny shoots him a surprised look.

LEE (CONT’D)
I’m old, not blind. I knew who you 
were the moment you stepped through 
my door. Why him?

DANNY
I can’t explain it. I don’t have 
any proof. But I just know. I can 
feel it.

LEE
Then I believe you. But you’ll need 
evidence to convince a jury.

Danny searches his cluttered mind.
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DANNY
“Harold has a secret.” There was a 
message. They were careful about 
it. Almost too careful. But they 
didn’t say what it was.

LEE
And what do your feelings tell you?

Danny’s face contorts, conflicted. He struggles to get the 
words out. Then...

DANNY
My parents...

His hand shakes, grip tightening on the teacup. It SHATTERS. 
White shards wet with tea and blood spill to the floor. Lee 
grabs a towel and tends to him.

DANNY (CONT’D)
I’ll kill him.

LEE
No.

Danny stares Lee dead in the eye, daring him to intervene. 
Lee sees his fury. He treads lightly.

LEE (CONT’D)
Do you know what today is? It’s 
February 29th. A day we invented to 
ensure make the calendar align with 
the sun.

Lee goes to a desk and grabs something out of it.

LEE (CONT’D)
It’s only one day, but it gives our 
numbers meaning. Without this one 
day, everything falls apart. Today 
is the day you make that choice. 
Throw your life into chaos...

Lee puts that thing in Danny’s hand.

LEE (CONT’D)
... or make it count.

Danny looks at it, then back at Lee.
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EXT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

A full moon beams down on the Orchard. One Guard circles the 
cottage, another patrols the wall. Both hold ASSAULT RIFLES.

The rustle of leaves gets the wall Guard’s attention. He 
readies his gun and creeps toward the sound. Another rustle, 
a clump of ivy moves. He jabs it with the gun barrel.

A rotten apple falls out and rolls to his feet. He relaxes. 
Behind him, a Hooded Figure silently slips over the wall.

The Guard by the cottage paces back and forth. He looks out 
at the Orchard. When he turns back, the Figure clasps a hand 
over his mouth and slams an elbow into his head. Out cold.

The Figure drags his limp body out of sight, careful not to 
make a sound. It slips inside the front door.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

The cottage is silent, dark, still. The Figure locks the door 
behind him and glides down the hall.

It finds the door to the Sun Room ajar, a beam of moonlight 
streaming out. It eases the door open.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- NIGHT

The shelves of bonsai trees are withered and dead. The gem 
tree is on the table, smashed, its shards scattered. Under 
the table, a SAFE is revealed. It’s empty. A BODY kneels at 
the table, slumped forward but breathing.

The Figure moves across the table from the body, then throws 
back its hood. It’s Danny. His face is solemn.

DANNY
Harold. (beat) Harold.

Harold’s finger twitches. He stirs. He struggles to lift his 
head. He looks into Danny’s eyes. His face is lined with deep 
wrinkles, his hair and mustache ghostly white. He’s OLD.

HAROLD
I knew this day would come. I knew 
you would find it.

DANNY
I did.
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HAROLD
And you’re here... to save me.

Silence. Danny looks down on him. Harold knows he isn’t.

DANNY
I trusted you. We all did. And you 
betrayed us.

HAROLD
Forgive me. We were supposed to 
change the world. There’s still 
time. Please Wendell...

Danny’s eyes light up at his father’s name.

DANNY
What did you do?

HAROLD
(muttering)

Didn’t believe it... fairy tales. 
But you left. And they came for me-

DANNY
Who? 

HAROLD
-they came for Heather.

Danny grabs Harold by the collar and drags him to his feet.

DANNY
What did you do?!

HAROLD
I... I...

A trickle of blood drips from Harold’s nose. Danny realizes 
his shirt is SOAKED with it. 

HAROLD (CONT’D)
I tried.

DANNY
No.

Danny cradles Harold to the floor and searches for a wound. 
He finds only more blood. Harold fumbles weakly at him.

HAROLD
Have to stop them Wendell... 
destroy it. You have to stop... 
have to protect... my Danny-Boy...
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Harold finds Danny’s hands and gives him a small BLACK 
ENVELOPE with a white Chinese character on the front.

Danny looks at it, then Harold. He is deathly still.

DANNY
Harold? Harold!

He shakes him, but Harold doesn’t respond. Suddenly-

CRASH! The distant sound of wood splintering.

INT/EXT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

The front door flies open, forced open by a battering ram. 
SEVEN ORCHARD GUARDS in full combat gear stream in, rifles 
drawn. They rush through the house, checking every room.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- NIGHT

Danny locks the door with a heavy click. His eyes dart around 
the room, searching for an escape. He looks up at skylight. 
The full moon shines down through a HOLE in the glass.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

A Guard finds the door to the Sun Room and tries the handle. 
Locked. He motions and two Guards holding the battering ram 
rush in. They rear back...

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SUN ROOM -- SAME TIME

BOOM. The door shakes. Danny turns to face it, moonlight on 
his back. He takes a deep breath and shuts his eyes.

BOOM. The door rattles. There’s a golden glow from Danny’s 
face, shadows twist across him.

BOOM. The door starts to budge. Danny’s eyes fly open-

His pupils are pure WHITE.

INT. THE ORCHARD -- SAME TIME

CRACK. The door flies off the hinges into the Seven Guards, 
bowling them over.
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Danny stands in the doorway with a black and yellow MASK of 
jagged, scar-like war paint. His fist GLOWS with orange 
energy. He is a mythical warrior incarnate.

He breaks into a sprint.

EXT. THE ORCHARD -- CONTINUOUS

Danny leaps through the front doorway and past the ‘Joyful 
Arrangements’ van parked outside. He makes for the wall.

A GUNSHOT rings out, dirt flies from the ground beside him. A 
Guard by the cottage has him in his sights. Danny turns into 
the trees. More gunshots. Chunks of bark are torn from them.

Danny reaches the wall and jumps, latching onto the stone. 
Bang, a bullet bites the wall next to him. He climbs.

Bang, more shards of stone fly. He reaches for the top-

BANG! Blood flies from his back. He gasps.

Danny crashes to the ground, clutching his chest. Blood 
spreads across his shirt. His ears fill with his heartbeat. 
It’s slowing.

Headlights send shadows dancing across the wall. Danny stares 
at them with white eyes. He hears a distant sobbing.

INT. RAND TOWNHOUSE -- NIGHT

“20 Years Ago”

Young Danny’s eyes flutter open, looking to the ceiling. 
Shadows from the window flicker across it. He frowns. 
Something is different.

Tires screech outside. A car speeds away, leaving Danny in 
darkness. He sits up straight. He gets out of bed.

In the foyer, he finds Heather in Harold’s arms, sobbing into 
his shoulder. The front door is wide open. Harold sees Danny.

YOUNG DANNY
Mommy? What’s wrong?

Heather wipes her face and rushes over to him.

HEATHER
Nothing honey. It’s okay.

Danny looks to Harold for an explanation. He looks away.
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YOUNG DANNY
Where’s dad?

HEATHER
He’s working late, that’s all.

HAROLD
Goddamn it Heather, he deserves to 
know! He’s gone, Danny. He left us 
and he’s never coming back-

Heather SLAPS Harold across the face. He stumbles back in 
shock, too hurt to be angry. Heather is in a fury.

HEATHER
Get out of my house! Now!

She shoves him out the doorway. Harold gives Danny one last 
regretful glance before Heather slams the door. She falls to 
her knees, still pressing against it.

She looks at Danny. He’s frozen. She’s reaches for him.

HEATHER (CONT’D)
It’s okay. We’re okay.

He walks to her. She hugs him close. He hugs her back.

YOUNG DANNY
I’ll never leave you mommy.

HEATHER
Promise?

YOUNG DANNY
I promise.

EXT. THE ORCHARD -- NIGHT

“Now.”

Danny rolls onto his stomach. He struggles to his feet and 
finds himself in the van’s headlights, surrounded by all 
Seven Guards.

ORCHARD GUARD #1
Show me your hands!

Danny lifts his hands slowly. They come to his bloody shirt. 
He takes it off. A black DRAGON-SHAPED BRAND stretches across 
his chest. Blood trickles from the bullet hole.
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He lowers himself into a karate stance, one hand up at as a 
shield, the other clenched into a fist. It GLOWS. He inhales.

He charges Guard #1, his world in slow-motion. They fire.

Danny deflects a bullet with his glowing fist (subtitles: 
“Friendly Breeze”). The bullet hits Guard #2’s vest and he 
drops. Another bullet races toward him and is deflected to 
Guard #3, who tumbles back. Danny closes in. Guard #1 fires.

Danny punches the bullet, pushing it back into the barrel of 
the gun (“THE IRON FIST”). The gun bends and explodes. The 
blast renders Guard #1 unconscious.

The world is back to real time, Danny keeps moving, his 
attacks flowing from one to the next.

He spins and kicks the van’s door, crushing Guard #4 behind 
it (“Double-Edged Shield“). The door comes off the hinges and 
Danny dives through to head-butt Guard #5 (“Ram’s Revenge”).

Guards #6 and #7 rush to the opposite side of the van. Danny 
rears back and punches its side, rocking it and knocking them 
to the ground. He leaps over the roof and hits them both as 
he lands (“Star Falls South”). They’re knocked out.

Guards #2 and #3 are back up and attack with batons. Danny 
dodges, weaving between them and attacking their necks, then 
ribs, then legs. They both drop to their knees and he spins, 
hitting both with a roundhouse kick (“Tail of the Dragon”).

Danny crouches in the ring of unconscious bodies, ready for 
the next attack. It never comes. He exhales. His mask 
disappears, his hair and eyes return to normal.

EXT. DUNCAN PARK -- DAY

“10 Years Ago”

A line of ivory white headstones each have an ornate‘D’ 
chiseled out of them. The one on the end has a fresh RED ROSE 
on top. It reads:

“Heather Duncan Rand. Mother. Daughter. Friend.”

Danny stands in front of it, an empty plot beside it. He 
opens his mouth to speak. No words come.

He starts to leave, but a petal falls off the rose. He grabs 
it and drops to the ground. He digs a hole with his hands and 
plants it, and stands back.
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DANNY
I’ll come back. I promise.

He turns away and gets into an old station wagon waiting on 
him. Lee is in the driver’s seat. They speed away.

INT. LEE’S CAR -- DAY -- MOVING

The silence between them is solemn, both lost in thought.

LEE
You know I met your father once.

A beat. Danny obliges him politely.

DANNY
What was he like?

LEE
Sharp. Very sharp. He was one of my 
first students. Didn’t speak much, 
but you could see it in his eyes. 
Then one day he walks into my 
office and opened up. Question 
after question about the vanishing 
peak of K’un L’un. I told him 
everything I knew, but it wasn’t 
enough. He wanted more. He wanted 
to find it. I told him he was 
crazy. A grown man can’t spend his 
life chasing fairy tales! I thought 
he was angry but then... he just 
smiled. Like he knew something I 
didn’t.

A beat.

DANNY
And then?

LEE
Nothing. He left. Dropped out later 
that week. I thought I failed him. 
Until now.

They exchange looks. Danny glances at the backseat where two 
CLIMBING PACKS with CLIMBING GEAR sit.

DANNY
Do you really think we’ll find it?

LEE
Do you?
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A beat. Danny searches his feelings.

DANNY
Yes.

LEE
Then brace yourself, Danny, because 
the world as you know it is about 
to change right before your eyes.

Danny reaches into his pocket and pulls out...

... a Jade Dragon figurine. With WINGS.
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