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Sound of WAVES. Gulls cawing. 

FADE IN:

EXT. A BEACH - NIGHT

It’s almost NIGHT - the Sun is almost under the horizon - but 
there’s just light enough to see.

WAVES CRASH against the SHORE. They’re getting LOUDER and 
stronger, and then a freakishly large one SMASHES into the 
sand, and a BODY is THROWN ashore. The WAVE retreats, leaving 
the BODY there. It doesn’t move.

EXT. A BEACH - MORNING

Overhead flying view of the BEACH. The Sun’s bright, and the 
water clear. Idyllic. Perfect.

SOUND of HEAVY BREATHING. FOOTSTEPS muffled by the sand. 
CAMERA VIEW of BEACH goes dark for a second as a PERSON RUNS 
PAST.

FOCUS on the person’s FACE. It’s a woman - beautiful, young 
(22, 23). ZOOM OUT and we can see she’s got dirty blonde 
hair, tied back into a ponytail, and her body’s fit and lean. 
Looks like she can pack a more than decent punch.

Her headphones are blaring ACDC at full volume. DISTANT LOOK 
on her face - she’s somewhere else entirely. She JUMPS over a 
FALLEN LOG with no problem - hits the ground running.

She rounds the bend of the shore, and then stops dead. She’s 
seen SOMETHING in the distance, and takes off at full speed. 
Seconds later she drops to her knees and flips this something 
over.

WOMAN
Oh, shit. Mister, can you hear me?

The something is the BODY from the night before. It’s a man, 
but his face can’t be seen. She checks for a pulse. Then for 
breathing. He’s not. She starts CPR, pumping away hard on his 
chest. Determined. Hopeful. Her HEADSET’s fallen into the 
sand.

WOMAN (CONT’D)
C’mon, breathe, man. Just breathe.

Few more compressions. Sounds of gurgling and choking. Shot 
slowly rises up the man’s chest. Three deep SLASHES across 
it, deep enough to show bone, can be seen. 



Shot reveals the man’s face as “COLD-HEARTED MAN”’s chorus 
plays. His ONE EYE opens. Meet SLADE.

CUT TO:

OPENING CREDITS.

CUT TO BLACK.

FADE IN:

EXT. A BEACH - MOMENTS LATER

Woman helps Slade to sit up. He leans over, coughing up the 
water in his lungs. Tries to get up, but the bloody gash on 
his leg makes it impossible.

WOMAN
Don’t! You’re in no shape to be 
going anywhere. You’ll just make it 
worse.

SLADE
Where am I?

WOMAN
In China. Hong Kong, specifically. 
Where were you?

SLADE
I was-

EXT. CARGO SHIP - NIGHT (FLASHBACK)

FLASH CUTS: We’re seeing what Slade sees. The choppy waters 
below - waves smashing against the ship. Orange lights 
slashing down the deck. The world tumbling over and over as 
he falls over the railing and-

EXT. A BEACH - BACK TO PRESENT

SLADE
I was on a ship. There was a storm 
and I- I fell. I don’t remember 
anything else.

WOMAN
What’s your name?
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SLADE
Slade. My name’s Slade.

WOMAN gives him the once-over, and winces.

WOMAN
I can’t stitch this up - we’ve 
gotta get you to a hospital. Just 
stay here-

She starts to get up, but Slade grabs onto her wrist. Tight. 
You can almost hear the bones shifting in her arm.

SLADE
I can make it. Help me up.

Woman looks down at where his hand’s clamped on her wrist. 
Her face is neutral - the practiced kind of neutral. After a 
second, she slings one of his arms over her shoulders and 
helps him to his feet.

WOMAN
Jesus, Slade. You weigh a ton.

SLADE
Sorry. Can’t help it.

(then)
I didn’t get yours.

WOMAN
Hmm?

SLADE
Your name. You know mine, after 
all.

Woman smiles. It’s slightly crooked, but it lights up her 
face.

WOMAN
It’s Artemis.

CUT TO:

INT. ARTEMIS’ BEACH HOUSE - LATER

The house is neat, if a little spartan. Everything is packed 
away to leave as much open space as possible.

The front door swings open. Artemis and Slade stumble in, and 
they knock into a few things - a COFFEE TABLE, a VASE - but 
in particular a CUPBOARD. There’s a glass front, and inside 
we can see what looks to be an ANTIQUE BOW.
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Artemis lays Slade down on the couch.

ARTEMIS
Just stay here, okay? I need to 
find my supplies.

We move back into the LIVING ROOM, where Slade is lying back 
in the couch. He’s breathing heavily through the pain. His 
eye begins to close, when SOMETHING flits through his field 
of view. He shoots upright, alarmed.

SFX of WHISPERS. Slade panics, hands clamped against the side 
of his head. They grow louder and louder, so loud that it’s 
like someone’s screaming at him.

And suddenly it’s quiet. He lowers his hands slowly, unsure 
of himself. He looks shaken.

Artemis returns with a glass of water and a few pills. He 
accepts it gratefully. She notices his shaky hand, and her 
expression is neutral again. She’s filing it away in her 
head.

ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
I’m going to have to disinfect the 
wounds. It’s going to hurt.

SLADE
(shaking)

I’ll be fine. Do it.

ARTEMIS
And you don’t remember anything? 
Besides your name?

SLADE
I don’t - remember - anything!

He’s almost shouting by the end, and Slade looks sorry as 
soon as he’s finished. Artemis doesn’t react - just nods to 
acknowledge him.

SLADE (CONT’D)
I’m- I didn’t-

ARTEMIS
Just lay back, ‘kay? 

He acquiesces, and when she cuts open his shirt his chest is 
bare, but smooth. The slashes are gone. All that’s left are 
three long, pale scars.
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ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
(shocked) You’re... okay.

Slade blinks. Looks down, smoothing his hands over his 
obviously uninjured chest. He’s just as surprised.

SLADE
I don’t know what this is.

Artemis’s neutrality is gone - she’s openly staring. Her eyes 
trace over the scars - camera follows - and she swallows. She 
knows what this is.

ARTEMIS
(whispered) Impossible.

ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
(normal) Who are you?

SLADE
I- I don’t know.

DAY TO NIGHT SHOT.

INT. ARTEMIS’ BEACH HOUSE - NIGHT

It’s dark in the house. Slade’s asleep on the couch. The door 
of the room just down the hall is open, and inside we can see 
Artemis talking on the phone. She’s too quiet to hear, but by 
the look on her face it’s clear she doesn’t like what she’s 
hearing.

We’re back to the LIVING ROOM. Slade’s face is strained and 
tight. The tick-tock of the clock on the wall starts to get 
deeper and louder.

CUT TO:

INT. CARGO SHIP - LAB (DREAM)

We’re looking through Slade’s eye again. He’s bound to a 
chair, and as he looks around we see a whole room full of 
equipment - scientific for sure, but it’s impossible to tell 
the purpose.

A noise. He looks over. There’s a DOCTOR - face obscured by a 
surgical mask - readying an IV of some sort. The doctor taps 
on the crook of Slade’s elbow before sliding the needle in.
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SLADE
What is that? What are you doing to 
me? What- achh!

He convulses, and his vision whites out.

CUT TO:

INT. ARTEMIS’ BEACH HOUSE - ARTEMIS’ ROOM - BACK TO PRESENT

Artemis is still on the phone, but something outside the 
window catches her eye.

ARTEMIS
I’m going to need to call you back.

There’s a hard look in her eyes - she’s ready for a fight. 
She reaches under her bed and pulls out a WOODEN CRATE - 
carved into it is an ornate, gold CREST with a DEMON’s HEAD 
in the centre.

Back to the LIVING ROOM. WINDOW IMPLODES - SLADE jerks awake. 
Three people leap in, blades drawn. The one ahead of the 
others wears a mask with a curved, white smile on it - 
CHESHIRE. Her robes are a dark green.

Slade leaps to his feet. SOMEONE vaults over the couch past 
him - RECURVE BOW in hand, ARROW nocked - and shoots. We 
follow the arrow on its path towards Cheshire - CLANG! 
Cheshire deflects it into the ground.

KATANA strikes BOW as the bowman lunges - hard and fast in 
every direction - before he jumps. He steps against the wall - 
slams down with the tip of the bow - but Cheshire manages to 
roll away - THUD!

Cheshire’s companions - ASSASSIN ONE and ASSASSIN TWO - 
attack Slade. Slade ducks - SWORD HISSES through the air, 
narrowly missing - he rolls - and then throws a punch. 
Assassin One goes FLYING - crashes into wall - falls to the 
ground.

Assassin Two hesitates. They stare at each other - then the 
assassin lunges. Sword comes down - Slade catches his hand - 
twists. KATANA falls into Slade’s hand and - WHAM! Assassin 
is down for the count.

Assassin One gets up - RAISES his SHORTSWORD- and SLASHES 
down the bowman’s back. A grunt of pain - then the bowman 
spins around - dropping down to one knee - and SWINGS the 
bow. Assassin lands flat on his back, then - BAM! One more 
punch renders him unconscious.
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The bowman turns back around, DRAWING an ARROW and PULLING 
the BOWSTRING so fast it’s a blur, but Cheshire is gone. So 
is Assassin Two. When he looks over his shoulder, so is 
Assassin One.

The bowman steps into the light, then we see that isn’t not a 
bowman - it’s a bowwoman. It’s the WOMAN IN GREEN. Her hood - 
a canvas-like cloth that’s been cut and roughly stitched 
together - is up, and it’s too dark to make out anything 
underneath it besides her mouth and jaw.

WOMAN IN GREEN
(distorted, labored)

What are you?

She LEAPS out of the shattered window. Slade rushes after, 
but she’s gone. He looks down at the shattered glass on the 
floor, then back out over the bay.

SLADE
(in wonder)

What are you?

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

INT. ARTEMIS’ BEACH HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - MORNING

Opens on the broken glass on the floor. A brush comes into 
view and sweeps some of it into a pan. View moves up, and we 
see it’s Slade clearing it up. There’s a worried look on his 
face.

Artemis appears from down the corridor. She’s moving a little 
funny - she’s not bending her back at all - and there’s a 
very slight hint of a grimace on her face. She sees the 
glass, and the grimace is replace with a frown.

ARTEMIS
You didn’t get into the whiskey 
cabinet, did you?

SLADE
Course not, though the kids who 
broke your window probably did.

Artemis waves her right hand halfheartedly at himm. Her left 
hand remains very still at her side.

ARTEMIS
Ehh. I’ll fix it. Just get rid of 
the glass, I don’t want to be 
stepping on any.

Slade empties the pan into the trash, and follows her into 
the kitchen. Hands her a mug of coffee, but she winces and 
loses grip. Lighting quick Slade catches it.

SLADE
Are you alright, Artemis?

ARTEMIS
It’s nothing. I just slept funny.

She shifts away from his hand when he goes to check.

ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
I have a friend inland. She’s good 
with computers - she might be able 
to find out who you are. It’ll take 
time though - there doesn’t seem to 
be anything on you anywhere.

SLADE
I appreciate your help. I don’t 
know how to thank you.
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ARTEMIS
Thank me by clearing up the rest of 
the mess. And get me a cup of 
coffee-

She sticks her finger into the drink, and pops it into her 
mouth.

ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
-that isn’t cold.

CUT TO:

EXT. HONG KONG - CENTRAL DISTRICT - CONTINUOUS

We follow a MAN (44, tall, dark hair, rugged looks) as he 
moves through the crowd of people in the tunnel. It’s MORNING 
RUSH HOUR.

The same man walks through a building lobby, flashes his card 
at the receptionist.

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

A room filled with people typing away at their computers. 
Phone conversations can be heard, but they’re too loud and 
jumbled for words to be discerned.

The man walks to the end and pushes through a door. As it 
swings shut, the A.R.G.U.S. insignia comes into view. Under 
it reads Station Chief STEVE TREVOR.

The man - Trevor - sits down behind his desk. There’s a file 
on it labelled Wilson, S. He opens it. There are photos of 
Cheshire’s attack on ARTEMIS’ BEACH HOUSE, and the last one 
is of Slade.

TREVOR
Who the hell is this?

WOMAN’S VOICE
That, Mr. Trevor, is the next ten 
years of your life, if needs be.

There’s a woman at the door. She’s dressed in a perfectly 
pressed suit and her smile so sharp it could cut. AMANDA 
WALLER is someone to be feared.

TREVOR goes to salute, but WALLER shakes her head.
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WALLER
I’m no general, Agent. And you’re 
no soldier.

(looks down at the file)
That man is Slade Wilson.

TREVOR
That sounds familiar.

He flicks through the file. Old ASIS reports, photos of Slade 
and BILLY WINTERGREEN, and then one of DEATHSTROKE. He stops 
on that one.

WALLER
Slade Wilson attacked Starling City 
three months ago and nearly 
destroyed it. We captured him with 
a little... outside help.

TREVOR
What does A.R.G.U.S. want with a 
domestic terrorist? Seems like it 
should be the NSA’s business.

WALLER
This doesn’t concern the NSA. It’s 
above their paygrade. And even if 
it wasn’t, they’d be glad to give 
us the case.

Trevor closes the file with a snap. Looks up.

WALLER (CONT’D)
Those photos were taken last night. 
It seems Mr. Wilson has availed 
himself of the local vigilante and 
her enemies.

TREVOR
Do I need to be concerned about the 
Woman In Green?

WALLER
No. Your only priority is the 
acquisition of Slade Wilson. Alive.

TREVOR
So you want me to bring him in.

WALLER
We already had him. I need you to 
get him back.
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TREVOR
How exactly did we lose him? No-
one’s escaped our custody. Ever.

WALLER
That’s none of your concern. Slade 
Wilson is, and I suggest you find 
him before he finds you.

Waller gets up to leave, and when she’s in the doorway she 
turns back to look him in the eye. It’s a look that would 
have made a lesser man cry.

WALLER (CONT’D)
Good luck, Mr. Trevor. Happy 
hunting.

Waller exits. Trevor is an ex-military man - goes by his gut - 
and it doesn’t sit right with him. He’s clearly uncomfortable 
with the mission.

He pushes a button on the deskphone.

TREVOR
Pull at least five agents off 
whatever observation duties they're 
on, more if you can manage it. 
Priority one.

He looks down at the file. The photo of the Deathstroke mask 
is sticking out of it, and he pulls it clear. He returns the 
stare of the one eye looking out from the mask, and he almost 
gulps.

TREVOR(CONT’D)
What are you, Slade Wilson?

FLASH CUT from mask to Slade. He’s in a small, cramped 
apartment, surrounded by computers and monitors and the like. 
ARTEMIS is talking to a Chinese girl sitting in a wheelchair 
(20, pretty, intelligent), with glasses and her hair tied 
back in a ponytail.

Slade starts pressing one of the screens, and the WHEELCHAIR 
GIRL clears her throat.

WHEELCHAIR GIRL
Can you not do that?

ARTEMIS
She likes her stuff.

Slade looks bemused. WHEELCHAIR GIRL, on the other hand, does 
not. She’s not to be trifled with.
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WHEELCHAIR GIRL turns her attention back to her computer.

WHEELCHAIR GIRL
This is crazy, Art. No one can 
leave zero imprint on the internet - 
it's like someone just control-a'ed
all his data and hit delete. This 
is some next level kind of shit. 
I'm talking CIA, FSB and the like. 
Probably even A.R.G.U.S..

SLADE
A.R.G.U.S.?

WHEELCHAIR GIRL
It's this research group back in 
the States. Governmental, as far as 
they want people to know, but they 
operate under their own rules. 
Think CIA with even more impunity.

SLADE
That sounds bad.

WHEELCHAIR GIRL
(quietly, to Artemis)

They're probably looking for this 
guy. Hell, he might be one of them 
for all we know. That's not good at 
all, considering you know what.

SLADE
Considering what?

WHEELCHAIR GIRL shoots him a glance, clearly surprised he 
heard her but trying to hide it.

WHEELCHAIR GIRL
Nothing. So you're called Slade, 
huh? Interesting name.

ARTEMIS
You can talk, Barbara.

WHEELCHAIR GIRL - BARBARA GOU - rolls her eyes.

BARBARA
Not all of us can be named after 
goddesses. Anyway, about who you 
are. I haven’t found anything yet, 
but I will soon. Can't have you 
wandering the streets with nothing 
but your name like a lost puppy.
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Slade laughs.

SLADE
Trust me, I’m no puppy.

BARBARA
I'm sure you're not. But go fetch 
me a Coke. I'm a cripple, for 
Chrissakes.

Once Slade is out of the room, Barbara turns to Artemis.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
What happened last night?

ARTEMIS
I got jumped me at the beach house 
by three leaguers. I took two of 
them, he got the other, but they 
got away.

BARBARA
It's not a coincidence. You know 
that, right? A guy A.R.G.U.S. is
looking for turns up and all of a 
sudden the League of Assassins 
knows your home address. They want 
him too, whatever he is. It's not 
safe.

ARTEMIS
He sent a guy flying across the 
room, Barb, like he didn't weigh 
anything. And on top of that he 
heals like freaking Wolverine. I 
know it's no accident, but I can't 
let either of them get their hands 
on him.

Barbara sighs. A weary, long-suffering sigh that tells us 
she’s done it a thousand times before.

BARBARA
I'm going to keep the police 
scanner on tonight. You're gonna
need my help tracking down the 
League.

ARTEMIS
Barbara, you're not getting more 
involved than you already are. Like 
you said, it's not safe.

13.



BARBARA
I love it when you get annoyed, you 
start calling me Barbara. And who 
are you, my dad? You need someone 
with ears on the fuzz if you don't 
want to get caught.

ARTEMIS
I don't want you to get caught, by 
the cops or the assassins. Just 
stay here and don't do anything, or 
I'll come back and box your ears.

It’s silent for a second, then Artemis hugs Barbara. Tender, 
caring - it’s one of the very few real, emotional 
relationships she has. Barbara grips on tightly.

BARBARA
Kick some ass for me, Art.

ARTEMIS
You know I will. C'mon, Slade. 
We've gotta go.

Slade follows ARTEMIS out of the apartment, and he's got a 
look on his face. He heard them, obviously.

CUT TO:

INT. ARTEMIS’S BEACH HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

Slade gets up from the couch silently, watching the door of 
Artemis' room carefully as he pulls on a t-shirt and his 
shoes. He’s going to find the LEAGUE OF ASSASSINS.

On his way out, he sees a hoodie and stops.

JUMP CUT TO:

EXT. HONG KONG - STREET - NIGHT

Slade has the black hood up, covering most of his face, and 
is making his way to the docks. He moves quickly and quietly, 
skirting around the other people on the street.

CUT TO:
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INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

There’s a group of thugs smoking and talking loudly. SLADE 
doubles back, but another group of them is down the way he 
came. The original group have fallen quiet, and are moving 
towards him. The man at the front - THUG LEADER - has an 
ominous grin as he approaches, reaching into his pocket to 
retrieve a SWITCHBLADE.

SLADE
I don’t want trouble. Neither do 
you.

THUG LEADER
I know exactly what I want, Gui Lo. 
Hand over the money.

SLADE
I don’t have any.

The thug leader laughs, and his gang joins in.

THUG LEADER
I never heard of a Gui Lo with no 
money, friend. I think you're lying 
to me. And what do we do to liars, 
brothers?

The gang roars in response, and it’s clear what they intend 
to do. Slade grits a smile.

SLADE
If you want to find out if I’m a 
liar, come and see, friend.

Thug leader charges with his men. Slade catches his hand. 
Twists. Applies more pressure. The hand breaks with a loud 
crack, and the man screams. Slade drops him onto the ground, 
and in one kick knocks him out cold. There’s silence.

SLADE (CONT’D)
Anybody else?

The other men aren't fazed by their leader's defeat. A bat 
comes down on Slade, and the wood splinters against his 
forearm like it was nothing. Slade snarls and lashes out. In 
the commotion, his HOOD has COME OFF.

CUT TO:
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INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION - OBSERVATION DECK

Trevor is hard at work, scanning various CCTV feeds from over 
the city, and we can see that there’s a whole host of other 
agents doing the same. He sighs, and gets up.

TREVOR
Anyone have anything?

There’s a collective silence.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Eyes on, people. Wilson's 
somewhere, and he can't hide from 
every camera.

He's making his way to the elevator - the cafeteria's down a 
floor and he’s tired and pissed off - when one of the agents 
hits the alert button. She taps a few keys, and the feed from 
a camera in the underground tunnel comes up on the big screen 
at the end of the room. Slade’s still fighting with the 
thugs, but most of them are already on the ground.

FEMALE AGENT
I have positive ID for the target, 
sir. He's in an underground walkway 
near the harbor district and it 
looks like he's engaged a group of 
local triad. With present traffic 
conditions, ETA is five minutes.

TREVOR
(loudly, to everyone)

Call the strike team, I want boots 
on the ground in five! Williams, 
Rodrick, Khan - on me. We're going 
to get this sonufabitch.

CUT TO:

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS

Slade’s down to the last two thugs. They’re terrified, but 
still fighting. They look like they want to cry.

Slade blocks a punch - lashes out with a kick - THUG ONE 
skids into a wall. THUG TWO loses his gall - turns to run - 
but Slade grabs him by the neck and holds him up with one 
hand. He starts to choke.
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SOUND of BOOTS. Slade turns his head to look down the tunnel. 
Ten or so A.R.G.U.S strike team members have their weapons 
trained on him, and they part as Trevor walks to the front, 
flanked by WILLIAMS, RODRICK and KHAN.

TREVOR
Put the man down, Mr. Wilson, get 
on the floor and I promise no harm 
will come to you.

SLADE
And I should believe you why, 
exactly?

TREVOR
My name is Steve Trevor, Mr. 
Wilson. You know who I work for.

SLADE
Kid, you could work for the bloody 
Queen for all I care. I'm not 
coming with you.

TREVOR
I'm asking you as a favor for me, 
Mr. Wilson- Slade. You can come 
peacefully and I assure you you'll 
be treated fairly. You don't, and 
my men will have to take you.

SLADE
What makes you think you can take 
me, Mr. Trevor? These men did. You 
can ask them yourself how that 
turned out.

Trevor’s jaw clenches. He cocks his pistol - CLACKS as the 
rest of his men do the same. The air is tense - like the calm 
before the storm.

TREVOR
I'll ask you once more. Come with 
us, Slade.

Beat. Slade looks like he’s considering it. Trevor takes a 
breath.

Thug leader hurtles towards him - Trevor ROLLS into a 
kneeling firing position as Slade takes off. His men open 
fire - SPARKS FLY, DUST fills the air - but Slade is GONE.

Trevor turns to them. He’s truly livid - he doesn’t like 
those who don’t follow orders.
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TREVOR (CONT’D)
What was that! I didn't give you a 
kill order!

The STRIKE TEAM LEADER chuckles. Wrong move. Trevor gets up 
in his face. He’s taller than the other man, and uses it to 
his advantage.

STRIKE TEAM LEADER
I take my orders from Director 
Waller, Trevor. Not you.

TREVOR
When you're in my op, you'll answer 
to me, or so help me God I'm going 
to bench you so fast you won't know 
what’s knocked you on your ass!

The man is silent. He knows he’s beaten.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
What are you waiting for? Get after 
him!

Slade’s sprinting down the street. His pace - it’s beyond 
Olympic - he’s practically tearing up the pavement.

JUMP CUTS of STRIKE TEAM fanning out. Down alleys, kicking 
down doors, the whole nine yards. RODRICK (30, clean-shaven) 
is clearing a corner when Slade runs into him. He raises his 
gun, but- too slow.

He hits the ground, out cold. Slade jumps on top of the 
dumpster, leaps up and grabs onto a ledge. Hauls himself up 
back onto the street. 

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Stop!

Slade takes off again. Trevor slows down. He’s in good shape, 
but even he’s out of breath. That frustrates him.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Williams! Give me your location!

WILLIAMS
(over the radio)

I'm two blocks down, sir! I have 
eyes on Wilson!

TREVOR
Do not engage until I'm there! 
Repeat, do not engage!
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No response. Trevor’s hand tightens around his gun.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Do you copy? Williams?

He reaches the end of the street and turns down the corner 
into a deadend alley. He pulls his gun on Slade, not 
faltering even though he has Williams on her knees and a gun 
to her head.

SLADE
Put your weapon down, Mr. Trevor. I 
have no desire to hurt this woman.

TREVOR
Prove it. Put down the gun, and 
I'll put down mine. No one needs to 
get hurt.

SLADE
I already said I wasn't coming with 
you. I see we're at an impasse.

TREVOR
I don't believe in impasses, Slade. 
You don't have to make that choice.

They stand in silence. The wind whistles by - all that’s 
missing is a cornwheel. Mexican standoff vibes.

There’s a whistle and a FLASH of steel - Trevor’s sidearm 
spins out of his hand, knocked away by an ARROW. He rolls in 
to retrieve it, but by the time he’s snapped his arm up 
Slade’s gone. Whoever fired the arrow’s gone too.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Did you see where he went? 
Williams, did you see?

WILLIAMS
I didn’t, sir. I’m sorry. Who 
disarmed you?

Trevor squats down, and yanks the ARROW free from the ground. 
So much for the Woman in Green not being a problem.

TREVOR
I have a pretty good idea who.

He takes out a phone. Dials. The person on the other side 
picks up on the first ring.
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TREVOR (CONT’D)
Get me a line to the commissioner. 
Tell him I'm taking control of the 
vigilante case, and seize all the 
files. I need everything he has on 
the Woman in Green.

He hangs up and turns to Williams.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
If you've got leave, Williams, I 
suggest you cancel it.

He holds the arrow up to the light. He almost smiles.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
We have our work cut out for us.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

EXT. BUILDING ROOFTOP - NIGHT

The WOMAN in GREEN is outlined against the lights of the 
city, head bowed. Watching. Vigilant. A protector in the 
night.

Below in the streets Slade is running, back towards the BEACH 
HOUSE. She turns, her face silhouetted in the moonlight, and 
runs along the edge of the building.

She LEAPS down onto the adjoining building, ROLLS with the 
impact when her feet hit the roof. She VAULTS over an EXHAUST 
PIPE - and sprints across the roof. She’s about to jump when 
a SAI is THROWN into the concrete right in front of her feet. 
She SKIDS TO A HALT.

She looks up - we look with her - and sees Cheshire lazily 
twirling another sai, sitting atop a fire escape.

CHESHIRE
(drawling)

Exciting night, isn’t it? Our 
mutual friend seems to have drawn a 
lot of interest.

WOMAN IN GREEN
What do you want with him?

CHESHIRE
What do all good assassins want 
with anyone?

She leaps down. Lands gracefully, without a sound, and 
approaches slowly. But make no mistake - she only looks 
harmless.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Tell your master to leave Slade and 
this city alone. The League of 
Assassins is not welcome in Hong 
Kong.

CHESHIRE
A wise person doesn't make demands 
of the Demon’s Head, my little 
green-hooded lamb. You know that.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Ra's al Ghul will listen and he 
will leave, or I'll put an arrow 
through his heart. 

(MORE)
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Then we'll see whether he's as 
immortal as he says he is.

Cheshire laughs, circling the WiG like a lion stalking its 
prey. WiG NOCKS an ARROW and DRAWS the BOW, but winces - the 
cut on her back.

CHESHIRE
Am I supposed to be afraid?

WOMAN IN GREEN
You should be.

Cheshire walks right up to WiG. So close she’s practically 
breathing the same air. The ARROWHEAD SCREECHES as it scrapes 
against Cheshire’s MASK.

CHESHIRE
I’ll fear your arrows the moment 
you really want to kill me, lamb.

WiG is silent. Cheshire walks past her.

CHESHIRE (CONT’D)
You have courage to speak as you 
do, but perhaps you should consider 
who your friend is before you 
decide to stand for him. You may 
find he is not as deserving of your 
courage as you think.

She bows deeply, and flips over the side of the building. The 
WiG runs after her halfheartedly, knowing her to be gone 
already. She growls in frustration.

CUT TO:

INT. BARBARA’S APARTMENT - LATER

Barbara’s still working hard at her computer - one hand on 
the keyboard, another shoveling instant noodles into her 
mouth. Her screen is filled with incomprehensible lines of 
code, but at the top of the screen is the A.R.G.U.S. logo.

BARBARA
Come on, give momma something to go 
on. I deserve something for five 
hours' work.

The computer beeps. The code disappears, and files appear. 
Barbara hisses in victory.

WOMAN IN GREEN (CONT'D)
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BARBARA (CONT’D)
Hell yes.

She skims over the files. We follow the cursor as it moves 
across the files - we see ones labelled ARROW, DEADSHOT, and 
most curiously MANBAT - and she leans back, huffing in 
frustration. She types in Slade’s name into a search program - 
still nada.

She wheels herself to the kitchen. She opens the fridge - 
inside we see a few bags of blood hung up where the shelves 
should be - and retrieves a can of Red Bull. When she looks 
up, she sees the WiG climbing in through the window. And 
smiles.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
Long night?

WOMAN IN GREEN
You could say that. Beer me?

Barbara tosses her a bottle of green tea, and shrugs at the 
pointed look and tilted head.

BARBARA
Had to make room for the blood. 
Blame yourself.

(then)
You forgot the scrambler. Which 
reminds me, I need to tweak that a 
bit. Still sounds too much like 
you.

The WiG presses a button on her collar. The VOICE MODULATOR 
beeps softly, switching off. She pulls it out of the hood and 
hands it to Barbara, who puts it down on the table and pulls 
her into a bonecrushing hug. The WiG lets out a surprised 
breath, but she sighs affectionately and her fingers comb 
through Barbara's hair.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
I hate worrying about you all the 
time, Art, and it really doesn't 
help that you shot an arrow at an 
A.R.G.U.S. goon.

We look up. REVEAL ARTEMIS AS THE WOMAN IN GREEN.

ARTEMIS
In my defense, he was gonna shoot 
Slade. And I was gone before he got 
his gun back.
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BARBARA
(exasperatedly)

Art.

ARTEMIS
(singsong)

Barb.

Barbara huffs, folding her arms over her chest, and looks 
away. Artemis pushes the hood back, and sits down so that 
she's level with her. Her hands reach out and tug at her arms 
until Barbara relents, and their fingers thread together. The 
tension dissolves away.

ARTEMIS (CONT’D)
(murmuring)

I'm okay, Barb. I'm okay and I'm 
here with you. 

(then)
I'll always be here with you. You 
don't have to worry.

BARBARA
That's what my brother said. I 
buried him, Art. I won’t bury you. 
I can't bury you.

ARTEMIS
You won't have to. Ever. I promise 
you.

Beat. Barbara laughs quietly, and rubs away the watery sheen 
of her eye.

BARBARA
I don't know why I put up with 
this. I should get dental cover, at 
least.

ARTEMIS
I’d have to be paying you in the 
first place. Too bad I’m broke.

They laugh together, and when it fades to silence it’s not an 
uncomfortable silence - quite the opposite.

The computer beeps. Again. And this time a telephone feed 
starts to play.

TREVOR
Commissioner.
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COMMISSIONER GOU
Mr. Trevor. Calling with another 
request, I assume.

TREVOR
A demand. Your investigation into 
the Woman in Green vigilante falls 
under A.R.G.U.S.' purview, and so 
I'll be taking over. Any problems?

COMMISSIONER GOU
I could refuse.

TREVOR
Will you?

Beat. Then-

COMMISSIONER GOU
No. This vigilante has given me 
enough problems. She’s yours. 
You’ll have the files by the 
morning.

TREVOR
I'll be needing them now, 
Commissioner. I have an agent 
inbound to retrieve them. Thank you 
for your cooperation.

Artemis glares at Barbara, who holds up her hands.

BARBARA
What? So I hacked into my dad's 
phone, sue me.

ARTEMIS
You said you wouldn't do anything 
else.

BARBARA
You shot at an A.R.G.U.S. agent - 
call us even.

ARTEMIS
I can see your screen from here. 
Hacking into A.R.G.U.S.?

Barbara smiles sheepishly.

BARBARA
Fine. Not even. But I was trying to 
help. I didn't find anything on the 
A.R.G.U.S. 

(MORE)
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server, though, which is odd 
considering their interest in him.

ARTEMIS
The man talking to your dad. He was 
the one after Slade. His name’s-

BARBARA
Steve Trevor. Now him - him I can 
find.

She leads them to the computer, and brings up Trevor’s file.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
Steve Trevor, ex-USAF pilot. Iraq, 
Afghanistan, that sort of thing. A 
few black ops missions, but they’re 
so redacted I’m reading gibberish.

ARTEMIS
And now he’s A.R.G.U.S.. Stepping 
to the tune of Amanda Waller’s 
fife.

(pauses, looks 
uncomfortable)

I ran into Cheshire when I was 
tracking Slade.

Barbara bristles the second she hears the name. Artemis and 
Cheshire have a HISTORY.

BARBARA
(terse)

What did she have to say?

ARTEMIS
She told me not to trust him.

BARBARA
And she’s so trustworthy herself? 
She’s almost killed you five times 
now, six when you count last night.

ARTEMIS
I’m not an idiot, Barb. Of course I 
don’t trust her.

BARBARA
Wait a second. Was Cheshire the one 
who attacked you at the house?

Artmeis looks away. Barbara huffs.

BARBARA (CONT'D)
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BARBARA (CONT’D)
Were you going to tell me?

ARTEMIS
I didn’t want you to worry. C’mon, 
Barb, I knew how you’d get-

BARBARA
How I’d get?

Artemis’s said the wrong thing, and she knows it. Barbara 
wheels herself away. Back to business.

BARBARA (CONT’D)
(flat)

My computer leads have dried up. 
Waller plays things tight - there’s 
no online record. If there’s 
anything on Slade, it’ll be hard 
copy only.

ARTEMIS
And Trevor’ll have it.

BARBARA
A.R.G.U.S. is a fortress. You won’t 
get past their security by 
yourself.

ARTEMIS
That’s why I’m not going alone.

CUT TO:

INT. ARTEMIS’S BEACH HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - AFTERNOON

Slade’s resting on the couch, eye closed. He’s fashioned an 
eyepatch from a rag of black cloth, and it’s slung around his 
head.

An arrow whizzes in through the window, and Slade opens his 
eye. He sees the arrow, and narrows his eyes.

SLADE
Are you here for me too?

WOMAN IN GREEN
I’m here for your help. 

SLADE
You saved me back in the alley. 
When that man had me trapped. Why?
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WOMAN IN GREEN
Trevor was going to kill you, or 
you were going to shoot them both. 
Either way, I couldn’t let that 
happen.

SLADE
I can’t remember a lot of things, 
but I know I’m not a killer.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Then help me prove it. Do you want 
to know who you are?

SLADE
Of course.

WOMAN IN GREEN
A.R.G.U.S. has files on you. Their 
headquarters are well-hidden, but 
not when you have a friend in the 
right place.

SLADE
Breaking in, are we? Sounds 
exciting.

WOMAN IN GREEN
It’ll be heavily guarded. I need to 
know whether you’ll have my back.

SLADE
You can trust me.

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGHRISE BUILDING - NIGHT

View looking down on street. Cars whine. Howl of wind. Look 
up to see Slade standing at the edge of a building, looking 
down.

SLADE
You sure your rope will hold? It’s 
a long way down.

WOMAN IN GREEN
It’s not the fall you should worry 
about. 
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WiG draws an arrow, and pulls back. The BOW CREAKS under the 
tension. She releases the string.

CUT TO:

EXT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION ROOF - CONTINUOUS

We’re watching out from a wall. The whistle of air grows 
louder. Look up to see a FLASH of light. BLUR of GREY. Cut to 
black with THUD.

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION FLOOR 11

Nondescript hallway. A vent grating close to the ceiling 
rattles. Creaks. Buckles and falls, and a boot follows it. 
WiG and Slade slip out.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Cameras are down temporarily. We 
have ten minutes to disable 
building security before they 
reboot.

SLADE
Meet you at the vault. Good luck.

They split up - WiG to the right, Slade to the left.

Agent up ahead, back to her. WiG takes him out - stranglehold 
until he passes out. Next one - he sees her coming, pulls a 
GUN - ARROW knocks it away - she kicks off of the wall and- 
CRACK! He crumples to the ground.

She peeks around corner - two agents by the door down the 
hall. We’re looking up the hall - she slides out - two ARROWS 
go flying - they fall to their knees, ARROWS in their thighs - 
she runs and - BAM! Another two down.

The door slides open. She goes inside. Finds a console. 
Presses a few keys-

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION OFFICE FLOOR

Heavy breathing. Look up from the floor - a whole squad of 
agents are beaten bloody on it - Slade hasn’t broken a sweat.
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DOOR beeps, and unlocks. Slade pushes down the door handle, 
and it swings open. He steps in, then- BEEP. Something 
explodes - he flies back - skids to a halt against an 
upturned desk. Unconscious. 

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION SECURITY ROOM

On the screen, an unmoving red dot marks Slade’s position. 
Panning down, we see WiG pinning an agent on the floor with 
her hand squeezing around his throat.

WOMAN IN GREEN
Slade? What happened? Slade?

(then, to AGENT)
Talk!

AGENT
Go to hell- achkk!

WiG twists the arrow in his shoulder, and blood oozes from 
the wound.

WOMAN IN GREEN
(growl) Think again. What.
happened?

AGENT
(chuckle) You’re not very clever, 
are you? We knew you’d come.

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION OFFICE FLOOR

Slade’s being trussed up Hannibal Lecter-style as Trevor 
watches. Smoke is still pouring out of what remains of his 
office, and agents are flitting around like flies. He looks 
pissed off and pleased at the same time.

TREVOR
How is he alive?

EMT
You don’t wanna know, buddy.

TREVOR
Fine. Get Waller on the line - 
she’ll want him on the first plane 
stateside.
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He glances down at the gurney as Slade’s carted away past 
him. The empty socket glares out at him, and he’s visibly 
uncomfortable.

TREVOR (CONT’D)
Sweep the building. Find her and 
don’t kill her. Not unless it’s 
necessary.

CUT TO:

INT. A.R.G.U.S. STATION SECURITY ROOM

WiG can see the whole thing unfolding through the camera 
feeds. She swears.

The agent underneath her takes his chance - a snubnosed
revolver comes out and she sees it too late - BANG! She draws 
a knife and stabs it through his gun hand before punching him 
out.

She staggers to her feet.
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