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FADE | N:
BLACK SCREEN

As we hear O S. canpai gn comments from MCCAIN, PALIN and FOX
COMMVENTATORS about the "scani of G obal Warm ng, a LEGEND
READS

LEGEND
The foll owm ng story never happened.
O that's what we have to say because
of "need to know' classifications.
It could have happened. It m ght
have happened... but it didn't... or
so we nust |ead you to believe. But
what if it did?

BLACK SCREEN. A beat. ..
LEGEND ( CONT' D)
...of course, this story never
happened.

EXT. FLAGSTAFF, ARIZONA - N GHT - ESTABLI SHI NG

LEGEND READS: NOVEMBER 4, 2008, FLAGSTAFF, ARI ZONA

From an AERI AL POV we pass over the downtown area of the
town, settling in on a renote nei ghborhood toward the
nmount ai ns where city lights yield to darkness on the cusp of
nat ure undi st ur bed.

We focus in on a house at the edge of the last hint of
nei ghbor hood - one of the last lights |eading to the black
of night.

FOX COMMENTATCR (O. S.)

(on TV)
Needl ess to say, the incunbent party
is reeling fromthe losses... | am..
well... | amspeechless... | have

serious concerns about the future of
this country...

| NT. TELEVI SI ON ROOM - NI GHT

A large LCD TV hanging on a wall carries the election coverage
of the 2008 United States Presidential Election on FOX

We see the back of a MAN sitting on a couch, engrossed in
the returns.



FOX COMVENTATOR (O S.)
The announcenent shoul d cone at the
top of the hour. Monents from now.
We're just waiting for the call from
Fox el ection central... seconds away.
Exit polling results from California
and Oregon and Washi ngton are not

good for McCain and Palin... comng
to the top of the hour. This should
be it...

A PHONE RINGS. Annoyed, the MAN answers.

JANVES
Janes Hurst.

We |l ook directly into the man's eyes. Though |ate 40's, and
in decent shape, he | ooks older in this nonent, stress paling
his | ooks. He blinks repeatedly, frowning back a hint of
tears. He chugs a gulp of wine froma |arge w ne gl ass.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Yeah, |I'mwatching. Can't believe
this shit. Wo's in charge of buying
t he votes, anyway?

FOX COMVENTATOR (O S.)
The news we've been expecting... Fox
News projects Barack Obana as the
44t h President of the United States.

Janmes stares at the TV, phone barely dangling in his hand.

JAMES
Shit! Yeah, I'mstill with you.
What were you saying? Really?

W see a WOMAN pass behind him PHOEBE TOMS. Janes | eans
hi s head back, checking out Phoebe as he listens on the phone.
She's attractive in an organic kind of way, early 40's with
crystal clear eyes that suggest crisp intelligence. She
offers a conciliatory smle, pats James' shoul der and points
to his wne glass. Janes affirmatively indicates an interest
in nore wi ne. She disappears.

JAMVES ( CONT' D)
kay. Okay. I1'll e-mail the
Power Poi nt... again.

Phoebe returns with two abundantly poured gl asses of w ne.
She sets his down, sipping hers. She surveys him as..

JAMVES ( CONT' D)
Fi ne. Lat er.



3.
He termnates the call, gratefully reaching for the gl ass.

PHOEBE
Thought you could use a refill.

Janmes nods, checking out her butt as she turns to sit nearby.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)

" m sorry.
JAMES
You're not sorry. You wanted himto
W n.
PHOEBE
(going for peace)
l"mnmean... I'msorry it's hard for
you.

Muting the TV, he goes for his wne, offering up his gl ass.

JAMES
To a better future?
CLI NK
PHOEBE
Well, it's good that... That you're

her e.
Hs lips tighten; eyes narrowng to slits.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
You' ve got a good, solid job

JAMES
It's ny old job. And | had to linp
back to it, tail between ny |egs..
li ke a beaten stray dog who doesn't
know any better.

PHOEBE
But you're teaching. Teaching' s a
good thing. A noble thing...

JAMES
(cutting her off)
...as long as | stay on track with
the curriculumand offer no opinions
of my own. How noble is that?

PHOEBE
There's that. But at |east you don't
have to deal wth..



JAMVES
Those guys?
(pause)
Dirk called.

Her scrunched up nouth tells us Dirk is one of those guys.

JAMVES ( CONT' D)
They want nme to debrief.

PHOEBE
Debrief? Wiy do you need to debrief?

Janmes shrugs

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
| just wish you' d realize that you
coul d stand on your head and shit
i ce cream and those guys woul dn't be

happy.

JAMES
(sarcastic)
lce cream wi t hout corn syrup, of
cour se.

PHOEBE
Yeah. Funny. You eat that shit and
wat ch what happens.

JAMES
You don't understand the big picture.
It's a lot nore conplicated than you
evidently reali ze.

PHOEBE
Oh, | understand the big picture.
Those guys who claimto get the big
picture only see a snapshot. They
have no clue that world turns,
struggling to evolve, like a noving
pi cture not in frozen slices of tine
conveniently spun and franed to suit
political agendas.

Janmes | eans back from the onsl aught.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
They have no vision. No sense of
the future. No respect for heritage.
In this past eight years, the earth
and everything on it has been set
back three hundred years. They tried
to kill the planet... and for what?

( MORE)



PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Money. Geed. Before you know it,
there won't be any bears for you to
| ook at in the backyard.

JAMES
| don't look at the bears in the
backyar d.

PHOEBE

Maybe you should. You're a geol ogist.
How can you not |ove the Earth and
everything on it?

He guzzles his wi ne, handing her the enpty glass with a head
nod. She shakes her head, disappearing for just a nonent...

PHOEBE (O S.)
(for her benefit)
Who was your slave |ast week?

She returns, wearing a put on smle and carrying a full glass
for both of them She hands Janmes his glass and takes a big
swal | ow of her own, surveying him

Those tight lips again. He turns away, restoring sound to
the el ection coverage and | eans closer to the TV pretending
to watch, shutting her out.

PHOEBE
| have to | eave early in the norning.
Got neeti ngs.

No response. Phoebe shrugs, SIGHS and heads out, tossing
over her shoul der.

PHCEBE ( CONT' D)
['Il be in there.

| NT. JAMES' BEDROOM - LATER

The clock on the nightstand reads 3:23 A M Janes enters
noi si |y BUWPI NG about, not concerned with Phoebe's sl eep.

He drunkenly funbles and bunbles his way into bed. Finally,
he manages to get under the covers. Lying flat on his back,
he rolls to one side potently FARTING then dropping back
flat.

JAMES
Whoa!

He places his hand on the headboard, trying to halt the world
f rom spi nni ng.



| NT. JAMES' BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Li ght pours in between a crack in the wi ndow shades. Janes,
lies on his side, armover his head, drooling on the pillow
More GAS, which wakes himwith a start.

He | ooks around, disoriented, grappling with reality and a
nasty damm hangover. He tenderly touches his head and checks
the less than delightful taste in his nouth. He manages to
sit up, looking around. He reaches for the TV renvote.

JAMES
OGooh!

He CLICKS on a TV, which obediently conmes to |ife, on Fox,
of course. A CUTE, BLONDE PERKY COWWENTATCR runs on and on.

FOX COMVENTATOR (O S.)
(on TV)
America wakes up to a historic reality
today. Wth two hundred thirty two
years of history behind us, we have
the first African-Anmerican President.

JAMES
( MOANI NG)
Fuck!

FOX COMVENTATOR (O S.)
One of his first efforts will be no
doubt the environnment and reversing
sone of the progressive changes
instituted during the past eight
years of the present adm nistration.

Waggi ng the renote at the screen, Janes manages to get his
feet on the deck.

JAMES
That was a terrible fucking sentence.
You think we don't know that, you
bi mbo butt?

FOX COMVENTATOR (O S.)
In lighter news...

He makes his way to a robe, dangling on a nearby chair,
glaring at the TV over his shoulder, he hits MJTE on the
remote in a behind the back nove and dons the robe.

A NOSE O S. Janes freezes, listening. A beat. He crosses
to the bedroom wi ndow, peeking out.

JAVES
Bear s?
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He rubs his hung over head, silently BURPING into his hand,
headi ng out of the bedroom..

JAVES ( CONT' D)
If there's a God, she left me sone
cof f ee.

| NT. JAMES' KITCHEN - LATER

There is a God. Janmes pours a cup of coffee. He turns to
savor the first sip, then...

A GUN

Roughly jabs into his tenple.

JAMES
VWhat the fuck?

The gun pokes his head again, then makes a waggi ng noti on.
"Move! "

| NT. JAMES' LIVING ROOM - SAME

A MAN sits in the living room holding coffee in a paper

cup. He wears a crisp, expensive suit. This is ALVIN YORK
36, a brainy, rising star in the current admnistration. He
makes a notion to..

The MAN WTH THE GUN, a GOVERNVMENT GOON, who now cones into
view. He wears a cheap, bland suit and an angry | ook that
aches to snmash heads. The goon shoves Janes, who struggles
to keep the coffee in his cup.

Between Alvin and the goon and their om nous governnent al
| ooks, we get a distinct sense these are the kind of dudes
who do not take no for an answer.

ALVI N YORK
(to the goon)
Jesus. \What? Your testosterone
shot finally kicking in?

Alvin York notions for Janmes to take a facing seat. W thout
getting up, he extends a hand.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
Mor ni ng, Janes. Alvin York. Pack
your bags. We have a pl ane ready.

Janmes dunbly shakes his hand. He blinks, working to clear
his head and follows the directive to be seated.

JAMES
Who do you work for?



ALVI N YORK
(staring himdown)
Well, when you get down to it, we
all work for the sane people..

Alvin flashes a toothy, political smle.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)

...don't we?

JAMES
Why didn't you guys just get ne a
ticket? Flying like this... special
airplanes and all... isn't very

green, is it?
Alvin wags a finger at him adnoni shing in advance.

ALVI N YORK
Green's not the point...
(that sm | e again)
ls it?

JAMES
(re: the other guy)
A goon with a gun? You need to bring
me in at gunpoint? Wat's wong
with you peopl e?

ALVI N YORK
Hi s cal endar was cl ear this norning.

Al vin surveys Janmes, waiting for sonme sort of response that
never COMNES.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
You know... sone question your
| oyal ty.
(del i berat e pause)
G ven the people you hang out wth.

Deep furrows appear in Janmes' forehead. He's pissed, but
grits his jaw to tenper his response.

JAMES
Phoebe has nothing to do with this.

ALVI N YORK
So say you. Seens Honcho isn't very
pl eased with you.

Janes shrugs, "Who's Honcho?"



ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
You know. Honcho. Seens he believes
that your recently intensified
affiliation with one M ss Phoebe
Towns. .. especially wth her
i ncreasingly visible and pesky
envi ronment al canpai gns... m ght
have sonething to do with the fact
that you carelessly and evidently
intentionally fudged the data to
di sprove G obal Warm ng that the
Honcho asked you to prepare. And I
m ght add, a task for which you were
pai d handsonel y.

Janes nods. "Oh, that Honcho." He adds a GQJLP of concern to
his reaction. Covering, he goes for a sip of coffee.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
Seens your "pull it out of your ass"
met hods made a nockery of the
contention he wanted to advance.

SI LENCE
ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
So he wonders... why would you do
t hat ?
Janes checks out the goon; his weapon is still drawn. Janes

squints and head tosses to the goon for Alvin's benefit.
Alvin nods, put it away, which the goon does, but with a bit
of an "aw shucks" look. Slightly relieved, Janes nakes a
nmotion that he needs nore coffee. Alvin nods an okay and
Janmes rises, crossing to the kitchen.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
So you understand the need for our
sensitivity in our bringing you to

DC?

JAMES (O S.)
Sensitivity, yes. Strong armtactics,
no. |'ma geologist for fuck's sake.

Not a goddamm Ji hadi st.

Janes returns, sipping on his fresh cup. He sinks back into
his seat.

ALVI N YORK
The neeting you' re getting ready to
have isn't going to happen. You
never have and never w |l neet
Honcho... even if you do... and
especially if you do.
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JAMES
Thus the phone call last night... a
record of distraction.
ALVI N YORK
Thus.
(pause)
Cl ear?

Resigned to the plan, Janes affirns with another nod.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
You shoul d al so know that it is the
Honcho' s expressed desire that no
one... and | nmean no one... wll
interfere with or sabotage anythi ng
regarding or relating to any of his
high priority agendas..

Alvin's eyes dart to the goon for effect.

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
And in the nonent, he is specifically
concerned with matters environnent al
and those matters of energy
devel opnent potenti al.

Janes frowns, digesting the sentence. He throws a defiant
stare at Alvin. The stare is returned, then Alvin plucks a
PSP from his suit coat pocket and comences a gane of
basebal |, and w t hout | ooking up..

ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
Go pack. No calls. No Internet.
Get your shit together.

oedi ently, Janes stands just as..
A DEEP LOUD RUMBLE SHAKES t he room
Al vin continues his ganme unconcerned, but the goon junps,

braci ng, |ooking around for the cause. Hi s hand goes inside
his jacket, ready to draw his heat.

JAMES
Just a trenor. Hasn't been one of
those in a long damm tine... years,

in fact. You guys bring runbling
and tunbling and bunbling everywhere
you go, do you?

The goon recovers tough guy node. He gives Janes a | ook

meani ng, "get your ass in gear." James crosses to the kitchen
for one nore cup and then crosses O S. to pack, offering a
coffee salute to the frowni ng goon.
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EXT. WASH NGTON Al RPORT - EXECUTI VE TERM NAL - LATE
AFTERNOON

Janes steps off the plane. The goon carries his suitcases
to a gate near an office, setting themdown. Wthout a word,
he's gone. Janes | ooks back at the jet... seal ed shut.

Janmes | ooks around for any sign of a ride. Nothing. A HEAVY
SIGH He pulls a cell phone out of an overcoat pocket,
dialing and waiting. Dropped call. Frustrated, he dials

agai n.

A CAR HORN HONKS repeatedly. Janmes ignores it, going for
attenpt three on his call. Mre HONKI NG

Directly in front of James, a MAN junps out of a | ow end
Lexus, waving and yelling at James. This would be D RK
GREENVAY, |ate 30's, an unpleasant, sliny political brown
noser. Though neatly dressed, his tightly cropped hair and
attitude make him seemolder than the thirty he is. H's
accent is thick, md-Texas.

Dl RK
Janes! Janes!

Janmes finally notices, jamm ng the phone back into his pocket
wi th notabl e agitation.

JAMES
Lovely. Dirk.

He grabs his bags, tosses them back seat and clinbs in.

I NT. DIRK'S CAR - CONTI NUQUS

A qui ck handshake occurs between Janes and Dirk with a major
| ack of eye contact. Janmes fusses with his briefcase, working
to keep it close, but off his |ap.

JAMVES
No goons?
Dl RK
Be ni ce.
JAMVES
Didn't nmean you. |'mjust surprised
to see you... and only you.
Dl RK
Yeah well, all of sudden it's asshol es

and el bows around here. Nobody knows
what the fuck is going on
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JAMES
There's a surpri se.

DI RK
Anyway, they know they can find you,
as nmuch as you use your phone.
There's nore agents out on the streets
t hese days than a dog has fleas in
Qdessa on a hot summer afternoon
when you're out of | enonade.

Dirk offers a quick glance as he inpatiently fights his way
through traffic. A HONK and hand notion directly other
drivers here and there, which allows himto check his watch
and shake his head in disgust.

DI RK ( CONT' D)
Anyway, given the financial crisis..

JAMES
There's that.

An awkward silence as Dirk manages to clear traffic. Janes
notices the route taken.

JAVES ( CONT' D)
So we headed to the Wiite House?

Dirk SIGHS, not |ooking forward to his nmessenger role.

DI RK
Well... uh... no.
JAMES
You mind telling me where we're

headed?
Dirk bites at the air, not wanting to answer. Saved by...

Janmes' MOBILE RINGS. He glances at caller ID. A hint of a
smle.

JAMES (CONT' D)
Hey... Just landed in DC

He gets a pissed off glare fromDi rk. Shouldn't have gone
there. Noticing...

JAMVES ( CONT' D)
Listen, | can't tal k now.

Hs smle fades to a frown as he takes in the conversati on.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
For how | ong?
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More listening. A deeper frown. Janes blows out the side
of his mouth, pissed off building.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
You know what? That's awfully
i nconsi derate.

Dirk makes a big deal of CLEARI NG H S THROAT, then strains
to be loud and under his breath at the same tine.

DI RK
Hell o? GPS. W' re alnost there.
Get off the fucking phone.

JAMES
| really gotta go.

He shuts off his phone and settles deeper into his overcoat,
shivering and stewi ng over the recent call.

HONKI NG crazily, Dirk whips around a car, swerving so severely
Janmes drops the phone.

DI RK
Asshol e!

He reaches to the floorboard just as Dirk hits a pothol e.
Janes' head bangs on the dashboard.

JAMES
ow

EXT. NONDESCRI PT_OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - MOMENTS LATER

Qut the wi ndow of the car we see a nondescript office
buil ding, built in post WWII style. There are no signs.
Nothing. It's just grey and uninviting, perfect for al
sorts of clandestine neetings and unsavory conversati ons.

JAMES
Not quite the White House.

DI RK
Nope. That's why it's perfect.
Anyway, the big guy's busy.

JAMES
Does he know you call himthe big

guy?

Di rk shakes his head no. Not a chance.
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| NT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

At the end of a bland corridor, Dirk opens a door to a
conference roomfor Janes to enter into..

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

As Janes enters, he struggles to adjust to the lousy lighting,
nervously tugging on his jacket.

A U shaped table |ayout with a DOZEN SEATED ATTENDEES, none
of them can be clearly made out. One individual seens to be
in definite control. Everyone calls him"HONCHO " and

t hroughout the filmwe never get a clear | ook at his face.

A Power Poi nt display presentation is up and projected, ready
for action. An AERI AL VI EW OF LAND NEAR THE GRAND CANYON.

HONCHO
M. Hurst. dad you could join us.

JAVES
Least | coul d do.
(under his breath)
Thanks for the lead |eaf invitation.

Dl RK
Let me catch you up

Dirk smartly heads to the front of the room taking over the
presentation, backing up the Power Point display. W see a
slides of: A WND FARM A NUCLEAR POAER PLANT, OFF SHORE

DRI LLI NG RIGS, DAMS ON THE TVA, HOOVER DAM and agai n GRAND
CANYON AERI AL VI EW

DI RK ( CONT' D)

So here's the deal. |In these |ast
days we're going on fast track to
secure rules and regs the President
wants in place before HE..

(di sdain for Qobanma)
...gets his hands on the reigns.
Ch, sorry. Have a seat.

JAMES
(takes his seat)
O course.
DI RK

Using the econom c crisis as a ruse

to secure whatever energy sources we
want, we're going to look as if we're
going alternative in devel opi ng energy
sources. But brilliantly...
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HONCHO

(i nterrupting)
...we're working behind the scenes
to set systens in play to put
alternative energy into futures
specul ation just like oil. Hey, if
the energy is green and we're getting
our green out of it, we don't give a
fuck what it is. You know?

JAMES
Sure. Makes perfect sense.

Dirk flips the slides forward back to the shot near G and
Canyon.

DI RK

Here's where you conme in

(points to the screen)
We're working to get clearance to
m ne Uranium here... out in your
neck of the woods. As you can see,
it'"s only a couple mles fromthe
big ditch. Naturally, the tree
huggers are going to go ape shit if
they find out. Your job is if they
find out, you have to calmthe

masses... indirectly, of course, by
providing us with data to di ssuade
hysteri a.

JAMES

And they'd be upset because?

DI RK
Isn't it obvious?

HONCHO
He's probably hung over.

JAMES

Aren't you? The election should
have driven all of you to drink

Honcho SNAPS his fingers tw ce. "Enough!"

DI RK
Anyway, the Col orado River runs
t hrough the canyon. They'll claim
we'll contam nate the river and ruin

the drinking water for Vegas, Phoenix
and LA. Course LA gets water from
up north, as well. Fromthe
Sierras... a point to be nade with

t hat .
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JAMVES
And we don't care about Vegas or
Phoeni x?

Janes digs in his satchel to pull out a pad. He reaches in
his jacket for a pen..

DI RK
Don't wite any of this down.

Janmes throws a frown across the room Honcho | eans cl oser,
scow i ng, pointing a stubby, gnarly finger at James. He
| ooks a lot |ike Cheney, or Rove. Though we can't be sure
of his identity, his rough, raspy voice sounds famliar.

HONCHO
And if you fuck this one up, "1l
personally clinmb up your ass and set
up canp. | promse |I'll pitch a
tent so big...

DI RK
So, start thinking of assurances to
cal m conti ngenci es.

JAMES
Cont i ngenci es?
DI RK
Yeah, |ike what if there was a

| andslide? O an earthquake?
Janes frowns, feigning doubt. Bad acting.

JAMES
An earthquake in Arizona?

ANONYMOUS MEETI NG MEMBER (O S.)
(scary voice fromthe

dar k)
1887, 1906, 1910... caused
construction crews to bail... 1912,

1935, 1950, 1958... sonething you
shoul d al ready know.

JAMES
Jesus! What no vol canoes?
HONCHO
Enough! If you nust fudge facts, at

| east give them sone appearance of
credibility. Your d obal Warm ng
fiasco | ooked |ike you did the work
when you were hamered out of your
m nd.
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Janes points back with his pen, on the edge of defiance. He
t hi nks better of it.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Maybe it's your green girlfriend.
She voted blue didn't she?

JAMES
Made ny face red at the polling place.
HONCHO
You're not funny. In fact, |I'm
t hi nki ng you're a fucking idiot.
Honcho inserts a |l ong pause to create awkwardness. |It's
successful. Janmes flushes, |ooking away from Honcho, then

di ppi ng his head subm ssively.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Can you do this or not?

Dl RK

We need total secrecy on this.
HONCHO

And total conpetence.
JAMES

So if you think I'"msuch a fuck up
why do you even want ne?

Dirk cones over, |leaning down in Janes' face. His veins
bul ge, his face reddens. He gives a quick glance Honcho's
way, then...

DI RK
"1l tell you why. Because you're
perfect. You have the cover of a
teaching job... you have no famly.
VWhat was it... parents killed in a
| andsl i de when you were seven, | eaving
you enotionally guarded and al oof ?

JAMES
And presently | don't belong to any
bow i ng | eagues.

Dirk grabs his jacket, intensifying his assault, going tough
guy. He | ooks back at Honcho, then gets in Janes' face.

Dl RK
Dam you
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JAMES
Are you acting or are you really
pi ssed off at nme?

Dirk drops his grip, naking a little circle before com ng
back around, pointing directly into Janes' face.

DI RK
You'd be so easy to dispose off.
(to the others)
Except for his bleeding heart, tree
huggi ng girlfriend.

HONCHO (O S.)
VWll... there's no "situation" we
can't handl e.

Pi ssed but clearly getting the threat, James buttons up
Hs jaw ti ghtens.

Dl RK
Do you under stand?

Janmes nods, the seriousness bringing a GUP to his throat.

Honcho shakes his head in disgust. He slides back fromthe
table into the darkness, nmaking his way to a special door.
Honcho opens the door. The light of the corridor conmes in.
Honcho's body is surrounded by the bright light... alnbst a
supernatural aura of power and an aura that conceals his
identity. One final enphatic pointing of that gnarly finger.

HONCHO
No fuck ups.

The door closes and we're back in nuted darkness. As Janes
gathers his junk, he fires a scow into the darkness where
Honcho was | ast seen.

EXT. OFFI CE BU LDI NG - CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

Janes steps out, followng Dirk. As the door closes behind
him he |ooks at Dirk, who picks at his fingernails. Janes

| eans up against the wall, exhaling a SIGH
DI RK
Cheer up. I'mtaking you to a party
t oni ght .
JAMES

That's just fucked up.
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| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

| nsi de a darkened hotel room we HEAR a KEY go into a LOCK
The door opens and |ight pours in.

Janmes' figure enters, the door closing behind him He drops
bags, funbles in the dark and finally a light CLICKS on. He
peel s off his overcoat, tossing it to a chair.

He surveys the room He tosses his bags on the bed, fetches
a renote and CLICKS ON the TV.

Strai ghtaway, there's T. Boone Pickens making his pitch for
alternative energy. Janes shakes his head, flipping to the
next channel. MSNBC. Rachel Maddow.

RACHEL MADDOW
Since they won't go away soon enough,
we' ve started the Lanme Duck Watch
Toni ght, the truth about off shore

drilling and Palin's pipeline to no
wher e.
Janes flips to the next channel. CNN
JAMES
Fuck you. Deep water drilling's

safe and you know it.

He nutes the TV. W see images of a HUGE | CEBERG adrift at
sea. KHYRON reads: NEW YORK BY NEW YEAR?

He crosses to check out the mni-bar. Rubbing his chin, he
assesses shave status while he surveys the booze. A quick
wat ch check. He grabs two bottles of red wi ne and crosses
to the bed.

Janmes settles back on the bed, pushing his |uggage out of

the way and rummagi ng for his cell phone in the satchel. No
luck. MOANI NG he gets up, rubbing his head, trying to
remenber. Ah! He grabs his overcoat and retrieves his phone
froma pocket.

Back to the bed, he settles in, checking text nmessages and
voice mail. Fromhis from we'd guess he's not seeing what
he's looking for. He opens one of the bottles of w ne,
guzzles it then unscrews the other one.

Waiting for the wine to hit, he closes his eyes, drawing in
a couple of breaths. The nobile RINGS, startling him

JAMVES ( CONT' D)
( MORE)

Shit!
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JAMES ( CONT' D)
(checks call er 1D
Hey. | was just about to call you.
(l'istens)
No, nothing worth tal ki ng about.

| NT. SOVEWHERE | N FLAGSTAFF - NI GHT

W can't see Phoebe's location at first, other than she's
out si de.

PHOEBE
|"mreally sorry. | didn't nean
this to be a surprise. | know we

had tal ked about nme going on the
Antarctic trip in January, but the
Aurora Explorer had a cancellation..
so | junped at it. And there's the
i ceberg... chances like this don't
cone al ong every day.

Phoebe | ooks about as if justifications hang on trees. The
rapid breaths we see in the cold air, indicate her angst and
eagerness to end this call.

We pull back to see we are in..

EXT. JAMES' DRI VEWAY - FLAGSTAFF

A BLACK RANGE ROVER with heavily tinted wi ndows sits tucked
away at a turn around area at the end of a driveway.

A VH TE PRI US parked behind the SUV serves as support for
Phoebe.

PHOEBE
Decenber... the first or so. W can
talk about it later. There's nothing
we can resol ve now.

Phoebe pulls herself off the car. She quietly opens the
door of the Prius, pulling out a | arge envel ope and juggling
stuff. She crosses to Janes' SUV.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
| know t hat changes Thanksgi vi ng.

She uses a set of keys to open the SUV... lots of keys, car
keys, house key, nore. Then, she opens the white envel ope,
dropping the keys into it. As she maneuvers wth the

envel ope, we see words hurriedly witten with a Sharpie: |I'M
SCORRY. P.

She seal s the envel ope and places it inside the SUV.
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PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
It's just one of those things that
happened.

She activates the lock of the SUV fromthe inside and quietly
cl oses the door.

PHCEBE ( CONT' D)
| gotta go, too.

End call. She |ooks up into the sky, w ping away a tear.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT

Frustrated, Janmes folds his arns, holding the phone in place
with his chin. A SIGH Finally, he termnates the call on
hi s end.

| medi ately, the nobile RINGS.

JAMES
What? Ch, hi Dirk..

H s eyes widen. He goes to the mni bar, retrieving another
W ne.
JAMES ( CONT' D)
How d you know about her trip?
t hi nk she | eaves tonorrow. .. Yeah,
that sounds right. Okay. Ckay...

OKAY. I'monit. | know I
understand. Adios. Sayonara.

He hangs up.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
They think |I'm stupid.

He slugs on the w ne.

JAVES ( CONT' D)
O al ways drunk.

| medi ately his PHONE RI NGS agai n.
JAMES ( CONT' D)

(annoyed)
Janmes Hurst... Senator Douglas, hello
sir. Thank you, but | think I'ma
bit weary for a party... Yes sir.
You insist. O course. Yes. Thank
you. | know where that is. Thank

you.

End call.
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JAVES ( CONT' D)
Prai se be. Praise be, ny ass.

Quickly, he dials, spewing out a nessage.
JAMES ( CONT' D)
Dirk. Change of plans. Senator
Douglas is having a thing. 1'Il be

doing that tonight. So no need to
pi ck me up. Thanks anyway. Later.

End call.

JAVES ( CONT' D)
Asshol e.

EXT. WASH NGTON STREET - THE RESTORATI ON HOUSE - NI GHT

A CAB pulls up in front of a 19th Century brick building,
pai nted a nost curious shade of yell ow

Janes gets out, handi ng what appears to be too nuch noney
into the cab.

JAMES
Keep it.

He turns, adjusting his overcoat and checki ng out the
building. Inviting |ight comes fromw thin and PARTY GOERS
can be seen through the w ndow, evidently enjoying the gal a.

Janmes checks his breath for the snell of booze. He puts a
breath freshener strip in his nouth and heads up the steps.

Across the street, a LONE FIGURE in dark clothes lights a
cigarette once Janes turns away, obviously watching his every
nove.

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - FOYER - CONTI NUOUS

Janes is greeted by CLASSI CAL MUSI C and a BLACK VALET WEARI NG
A TUX. The val et hel ps Janes out of his overcoat, then
gracefully gestures to an adj acent room

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Janes enters, looking for a famliar face. He sees Drk
Quickly, he turns away. Spotting a bar he crosses to it,
ordering froma BLACK BARTENDER

JAMES
Merl ot please. Sonething from Napa
if you will.
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The bartender nods and Janes is approached by a NEATLY GROOVED
MAN (40's), in a blue suit, white shirt and a conservative
uniformstyle yellow tie. This would be JEFF STRONG an
expert networker, broad smler, hand shaker and..

JEFF STRONG
Good evening, M. Hurst. |'mJeff
Strong, director of the Restoration
House. The only truly save haven
and gat hering place for God-1oving
conservative politicians inside the
Bel tway. Welcone to our festivities.

JAMES
James Hurst. |'msurprised you're
even having festivities, given the
el ection and all.

He gets an annoyed, tight-Ilipped reaction fromhis host.
Wth a head toss, Janes goes for the save.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Thank you for the gracious invite...

JEFF STRONG
Oh that was from ..

Jeff scans the room | ooking to point out soneone.

JEFF STRONG ( CONT' D)
...and speak of the devil.

The cocky and bol d SENATOR BARTON DOUGAS, 58, sporting a
tailored suit that nmakes his no | onger svelte figure
acceptable, strides directly toward them His tieis

| oosened, and he's clearly in a "let the good times roll"
node. Senator Dougl as extends his hand, careful not to
disturb the contents of the triple scotch in his other hand.
One of those huge political smles.

SENATOR DOQUGLAS
Senat or Barton Dougl as, conservative
wth a conscience... fromthe G eat
State of Tennessee.

Afirm politically notivated handshake and with obligatory
strong eye contact. Janes only now reaches for his w ne.
He offers a polite salud to the senator and to Jeff Strong,
who notably, carries no adult |ibation.

JAMES
Sir. M pleasure. Janes Hurst.

H s imedi ate m ssion conplete, Jeff crosses to mingle with
ot her PARTY GCERS in the BG
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SENATOR DOUGLAS
| hear you're quite the climate
expert.

JAMES
Depends upon who you ask and when.

Dougl as nudges him noving in. He checks to see who's
st andi ng near by.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Being two God-fearing sorts as we
are, we mght have a lot to discuss
about the nyth of G obal Warm ng.

JAMES
|'"d rather see it as a reality than
a nyth... and a reality we need to

rectify.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Certainly you' re aware of the
econom cs of  obal Warm ng.

JAMES
God has nothing to do with d obal
Warmng. O the econom cs behind

it. It's people that cause it and
you can't pray it away. Sinple as
t hat .

The Senator frowns, pulling back slightly, shocked.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
You believe in G obal Warm ng?

James confirnms with a nod as he downs his w ne.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
You haven't gone green on us, have
you? How powerful is that girl friend
of yours?

JAMES
Jesus! Everyone is nore afraid of
Phoebe than they are concerned about
what | know. How do you even know
she exists?

The senator defensively |eans back, shrugging off the question
and wags an index finger of adnoni shnent.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Language.
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JAMES
(apol ogeti c)
Sorry. ..
(then stern, affected)
No, | haven't gone green.

To hold the senator captive, he savors a sip of w ne, w nking
a prom se of nore good stuff to cone, eyes darting as he
tries to recover his original point fromthe effects of w ne.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
By rectify I nean find a way to take

the issue off the table... a real
solution not a "hope and pray"
solution...

Dougl as | eans in, WH SPERI NG

SENATOR DOUGLAS
And you think you have a "real"
solution that can do that?

Janes downs the rest of the wine. He notions for a refill,
whi ch cones qui ckly.

Janmes nods and with another w nk, goes to tug on the Senator's
arm He msses. James goes for a firmer grip, another m ss.
Wth a head toss, he |l eads the senator out of the main room
back into...

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - FOYER - CONTI NUOUS

In the foyer, James | ooks for a secret place to talk. This
time he successfully grabs the senator's arm and they duck
behind a coat rack. The Valet watches wth interest, going
for nonchal ance.

JAMES
| have a new plan... just cane to ne
t hi s norni ng.
(broad gesture)
A boom.. as if a sign from..
(head notion upstairs)
...Hm

The senator falls into hook, |Iine and sinker node. Janes'
intoxication clearly shows as his words sl ur.

JAVES ( CONT' D)

| can fix G obal Warm ng... not that
there is such a thing as d obal
Warmng... but if there were... was...

| could fix it.

The senator eagerly notions, "go on."
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JAVES ( CONT' D)

Well, not | can personally... | don't
mean to sound ommi potent... But |
have the idea that a group of "we"
coul d do.

Janmes eyeballs the valet, who pretends to be busy brushing a
scarf and nore, seens to be |istening.

The senator gives the valet a paranoid glance. He tugs Janes'
arm | eading himdown the hallway. The senator checks the
coasts. Seeing that the valet has noved O S., the senator
opens a small door to what | ooks to be a broomcloset. He
nmotions for Janmes to enter

| NT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL - CONTI NUOUS

They wal k down a brick-lined tunnel Iined wth a cobbl estone
base and nodest lighting. Their FOOTSTEPS ECHO i n SYNCH

Janes checks it out, anmmzed.

JAMES
VWhere are we?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Under the street.

Janmes scans for caneras.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
No worries. No surveillance and
few .. very few... even know this
exi st s.

Satisfied, James finishes his wine. No bar here, so he sets
his gl ass on the ground.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
This was part of the Underground
Railroad fromback in the Cvil War.
Kind of ironic, isn't it?

JAMES
(not getting it)
Oh yeah. | |ove irony.

Dougl as hand notions for Janes to spill the goods. Janes
furrows his forehead, mssing the cue. Douglas notions again.
Now James gets it. He leans in close to the senator, |owering
his voice, once again | ooking around |ike a paranoid

conspi rator
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JAVES ( CONT' D)
I f you know where we can get a couple
nukes. ..

Janmes waits, holding for confirmation. Douglas finally nods.

JAVES ( CONT' D)
We put them under carefully sel ected,
unst abl e vol canoes.

He uses his hands to sinulate a | arge expl osion and a vol canic
eruption, and SPUTTERI NG SALI VA Rl CH RUMBLES.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Bef ore you know it, we have a cl oud
of ash in the air. Soon to bl anket
the Earth, it filters out the sun's
natural ly warm ng rays and poof, we
drop the tenperature on the planet.
No nore d obal Warm ng.

The senator stares at him assessing the validity of the
claimand if he's being put on.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
You shitting nme?

Janmes slugs the senator's arm then drunkenly sal utes.

JAMES
| shit you not, senator sir.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
What about disruption to air travel ?

JAMES
We'll live with it. | hear tell
ships are gaining in popularity as a
node of travel. Think of how this

could benefit Obitz and Travel ocity.

Janmes waves a finger in the air, |ike checking the w nd.
He's very tipsy.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Buy travel stock, | say. Fuck the
econom ¢ downturn. Buy green energy,
too, while you're at it. You never
know who's behind it. You know?
M ght be a gold m ne.

Dougl as | eads himonward, |ocking his armin Janes'.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Come on. | have a present for you
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Down t he underground passage to a small door. No checking
to see if things are clear this time, Douglas opens the door
and notions Janes inside.

EXT. POLARI S RECEPTI ON ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

From a closet |ike door, Janes enters a reception room
fol | owed by Dougl as.

A vacant secretary desk sits under a logo with a conpass and
a north star boldly above the Big D pper, bearing the words:
POLARI S GLOBAL POSI TI ONI NG SYSTEMS.  The rest of the greeting
roomis filled wwth two plush | eather couches and a perfectly
polished glass coffee table with nothing on it except a
beautiful bow filled with shiny red appl es.

An open door reveals beautifully carpeted hallway heading
away fromthe reception area. Lovely environnentally
responsible lighting lines it, |eading past many roons with
many shut doors.

Janes checks it out.

JAMES
Ww  No magazi nes? These guys nust
be right on it wth their business.

Janes points at the spotless glass table.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Whoa! Look at that. Don't |eave
your fingerprints! \Were are we?

The senator lifts his chin, a pleased as punch smle. He
gives the slightest head toss toward to a hall way.

Fromw thin the hallway a STUNNI NGLY DRESSED WOVAN (| ate
40's) energes, gracefully gliding to greet them An air of
sophi stication and political astuteness, she is the poster
child of D.C. charm She renders the senator with the
slightest nod, proceeding directly to Janes with a hand
extended. This would be...

MARY ANN
Good evening, M. Hurst. Mary Ann
Hall. Wlcone to Polaris. How are

you this eveni ng?

JAMES
You know nme? You know ne, too?

The Polaris logo catches his eye. He points at it, a crooked
smle, going for funny.
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JAMVES ( CONT' D)
VWll, I'ma little |ost.

She nods, feigning amusenent with a slight smle, "funny,
haven't ever heard that before.”

MARY ANN
Wul d you care for a beverage?

The senator nudges him encouraging. .

SENATOR DOUGLAS
They have everything... and | nean
everything... not just liquid
refreshnments

Senat or Dougl as nods, adding a smle, quite pleased with the
of ferings.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Everyt hi ng.

James checks the taste in his nouth.

JAMES
Maybe a gi nger ale.

SENATCOR DOUGLAS

(eagerly)
ls Eve in?
MARY ANN
O course... and expecting you.

She'll be with us directly.

Directly isn't long at Polaris. Fromdown the hallway, Eve
(26), energes fromone of those roons, heading to the
reception area. She is dressed in an evocative, sexy in
your face, favorite fetish style. Her face is nore than

|l ovely and with deneanor that feels extra, ultra intense.
She carries a silver tray upon which are perfectly placed
doilies and a crystal glass of sparkling ginger ale.

Eve pauses in front of Janmes, wi nking at the senator, then
smling denurely at Janmes. A bit of what appears to be a
curtsy. She allows Janes to take his drink, then placing
the tray on the table. She crosses to Douglas, giving hima
kiss on the cheek. She knots her armin his and drags him
away with the slightest tug.

As she | eads Dougl as down that hallway, he casts a shit-eating
grin back over his shoul der.
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SENATOR DOUGLAS
Have fun. \Wen you're done, they'll
show you how to get back. Call ne

tonorrow. We'Ill talk nore about
that thing we tal ked about. Be
bl essed!

And they're gone, |leaving a bew | dered Janes with Mary Ann

JAMES
| suspect I'ma bit nore inebriated
than | suspected... because |I'm not

getting how he can render bl essings
whi | e headi ng down the road to

adultery... and maybe hell.

MARY ANN
s there anything at all that you'd
like?

(off no reaction)
Wul d you |ike sone conpany?

JAMES
I"mtal king with you.

MARY ANN
Wul d you care for a conpanion for
t he eveni ng?

Janmes frowns, sitting back, slowy making sense of it all
He rubs his hand over the top of his head. "Ah! Got it."
He smles, going for gracious and appreciative.

JAMES
Thank you. But | have a girl friend.

Mary Ann rai ses her eyebrows, waiting for the nore that wll
i nevitably follow

JAVES ( CONT' D)

Sort of. | think. She's on a cruise.
MARY ANN

Tr opi cs?
JAMES

Arctic. She's going up to | ook at

t hat dammed iceberg. She's kind of
an environnental enthusiast... which
can get to be a real pain in the
ass, really. W're not exactly peas
in a pod... nore like..

MARY ANN
Succot ash?
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Janmes frowns, m ssing whatever she m ght nean. He downs the
ginger ale. Mary Ann points at his glass. He nods "no
t hanks. "

JAMES
You shoul d neet Phoebe. She'd |ike
you | suspect.

Mary Ann frowns, connecting dots of her own.

MARY ANN
Phoebe Towns? The activist? The
"don't shoot the wolves" girl?

JAMES
Yeah. Heard of her? She's starting
to make a spl ash

Mary Ann stands, directing Janes to his feet.

MARY ANN
Per haps we shoul d get you back where
you' re staying.

Janes stands quickly. Too quickly. He weaves. She offers
an arm of support.

| NT. HOTEL HALLWAY - NI GHT

Janes wobbl es down the hotel hallway. He passes the ice
machi ne, looking in at a MAN PRETENDI NG TO GET | CE, who seens
very interested in Janes' arrival

JAMES
I f you find any icebergs, knock on
my door.

He staggers to his door, nmultiple attenpts at inserting the
key.

Finally, Janes enters his roomand the door closes.
He hear STUMBLI NG and a CRASH O S.

JAMES (O S.) (CONT' D)
Fuck!

Back down the hallway, the man hol di ng the bucket of ice,
checks his watch and throws the ice bucket in a trash bin,
headi ng out, pulling out a phone and texting as he goes.
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EXT. PIER - HALI FAX - NOVA SCOTI A - DAW

From the POV of what could be a interested observer, we see
a taxi pull up on a pier, comng to a halt at a large ship's
gangway.

Weary, Phoebe gets out, dragging a |arge duffel with her.
She checks out the ship, a HUFF to rally her energy and she
pull's out a bag of what appears to be canera gear.

Gaugi ng by the way she struggles wth her bags, they're
heavy. She trudges up the gangway, passing by a banner on
the ship's gangway readi ng: Aurora Explorer.

EXT. AURCRA EXPLORER - QUARTERDECK - CONTI NUQUS

Phoebe tosses her duffel on the deck, taking nore care of
the delicate cargo in the canmera bag.

An OFFI CER I N DRESS BLUES nmakes a quasi-sal ute, reaching for
her canmera bag. Phoebe notions she's got that one. Get the
ot her one.

PHOEBE
Where were you when | was clinbing
t hose god-awful steps?

The officer gives Phoebe a thorough once and tw ce over.

She gives hima |l ook, "what a sailor." Taking in his silence,
she shrugs and gives the officer an incredul ous and i ndi gnant
| ook. "You helping with these bags or what ?"

| NT. SENATOR DOUGLAS' OFFI CE - MORNI NG

Senator Douglas sits in his overstuffed chair, making a
pyramd with his fingers, waiting, thinking and nefariously
grinning as he stares out the window H's office is what
you'd expect. Pictures of the famly and political photo
ops, a cross and religious pictures decorate the walls and
credenza. Notably anmong the religious pictures, a copy of
the vintage, "Jesus on the Mouuntain" painting. A Bible sits
strategically placed on his desk.

Hi s phone RI NGS.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Yes? Send themin.

The door to his office opens. H's SECRETARY, also exactly
as you' d expect, 29, cute, perky, professional, notions for
the guests to enter.

In stride THREE MEN in ultra-expensive suits. They are al
brick shit house kind of guys, bulging under those suits..
chi sel ed, enotionless, machine-like.
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One, clearly the | eader, carries a briefcase sporting a |ogo
of a BLACK COUGAR S PAWW TH A VWHI TE SKULL AND CROSS BONES
IN 1T, SURROUNDED ON BOTH SI DES BY BLOOD RED LAUREL- SHAPED
LI GATNI NG BOLTS, very rem ni scent of the BLACKWATER enbl em
No doubt these guys are covert governnent nercenaries.

Dougl as makes a graci ous gesture for the nmen to sit and be
confortable. The | eader and one other nercenary sit; one
remai ns standing as if guarding the conversation. The |eader
| eans forward and places his hand on The Bi bl e, |ooking
skyward for a nonent of reflection.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Pr ai se be.

VERCENARY LEADER
Pr ai se be.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Centleman. | amin need of a few
easy to use nucl ear devices.

The two sitting nmercenaries trade | ooks. There's caution,
suspi ci on, guarded reserve.

MERCENARY LEADER
Wth all due respect, senator, why
woul d you need nukes?

The Senator shakes his head, anused with hinself and the

pl an. The makes that finger pyramd thing again, going for
an air of superiority. He wags his head side to side, getting
expressionless stares in return, off which...

SENATOR DOUGLAS
It seens | have a plan to prevent
A obal Warmng... or at least to
arrest its progress. O course,
there is no dobal Warm ng so this
is likely just a prophylactic
neasure. . .

Dougl as SNI CKERS at his reference. The nercenary | eader
fights an eye roll.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
| am assum ng such devices are not
I nexpensi ve?
The | eader nods, confirm ng the specul ation.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
And hard to get?

Enphatically, the nercenary | eader shakes his head no.



34.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
| need five. At least five.

The | eader | ooks at his seated conpanion. Raised eyebrows.
The nercenary | eader | ooks back over his shoul der, noddi ng
to the standing nmercenary, who pulls out a smart phone and
bangs away on it. Concern crosses the senator's face.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
| s that thing secure?

The | eader gives himthe | ook, "Are you serious??" The
texting nercenary taps the | eader on the shoulder. He doesn't
| ook back.

MERCENARY LEADER
VWhat are you planning to do? Bl ow
up the heat hens?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
That's your job, isn't it? Aren't
you in charge of killing infidels?

Dougl as receives a stabbing frown in return. He CLEARS his
throat, then...

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
No. Nothing like that. See we're
goi ng to detonate devices under
unst abl e vol canoes, causing themto
bel | ow snoke and ash and thus...

Makes a | ovely wah-1ah gesture..

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Reduci ng the tenperature of Earth
and poof, d obal Warm ng is gone,
and corporations can go on as they
have for... well, you know...

VERCENARY LEADER
VWi ch nmount ai ns?

The stunped | ook on Dougl as' face suggests he's pulling the
answer out of his ass. Never thought this far through.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Un.. West Coast... um.. there's
one always going in Hawaii, so that
woul d be good.

MERCENARY LEADER
Do you nean Kil eaua? Mana Kea?
Mbana Loa?
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The senator shrugs, nmeking a bigger gesture. Do bigger.
MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)

None of my concern, but shoul dn't
you think this thing through?

MERCENARY 2
Mexico confirmns... | say we do that
mountain in California... Shasta..

up there in woo-woo California.
W pe out all those new age hippie
fucks and their ugly fucking sandals.

The nercenary | eader SNAPS his fingers, silencing the
comments. The senator frowns, mentally retracing his original
agenda.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
That nean you can't do it?

VERCENARY LEADER
No sir. W can.

SILENCE. Stares and gl ares.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
So do it.

More silence and stillness fills the thick, dead air.
Mercifully, the |lead nercenary stands. A head nod to | eave
and the nercenaries swiftly exit.

| NT. CORRI DOR - SENATE OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - A MOMENT LATER

The nercenaries noisily head down the hallway, in step.
Wt hout so much as a | ook sideways or at each ot her

VERCENARY 2
VWhat an asshol e.

VERCENARY LEADER
Call Honcho.

The texting nercenary gets on his phone.

| NT. SENATOR DOUGLAS' OFFI CE - MORNI NG

Senat or Dougl as' secretary KNOCKS on the open door. Dougl as
notions her in.

SECRETARY
Just a rem nder... you have the dinner
with the food additives | obby
tonight...



36.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
WI1l they have food?

SECRETARY
(eyeroll)
You have to go.
(si ngsong)
Contri but ors.

The Senator takes on the tone of a little kid not wanting to
take a bath

SENATCOR DOUGLAS

| know. 1'IIl go.

SECRETARY
Don't take any interns. They can't
hel p thenselves... they just have to

Tw tter and post on Facebook.

She | ooks back to the reception area, a WOMAN stands awai ting
a proper entry.

SECRETARY ( CONT' D)
C ndy Grasser is here.

Dougl as shakes his head. No idea.

SECRETARY ( CONT' D)
She's a | obbyi st for the deep water
drilling people.

Ah, that G ndy Gasser. He nakes a notion to |et her pass.

The secretary exits, giving the | obbyist a head toss. As
Cl NDY GRASSER (31), passes by her, she renders a judgnental
scan. Jeal ousy or protectiveness?

We see that Cindy is dressed in a tight-fitting bl ue business
suit, her skirt respectably short and perfectly slitted for
maxi mum | eg crossing effect.

The senator stands, comng around his desk to offer her a
chair, which he holds for her. Then, he crosses to the door
to close it, shutting out one nore disgusted | ook fromhis
secretary.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Ms. Gasser.

Cl NDY GRASSER
M ss. M ss Grasser.

The senator stands next to her chair, crowding just a bit.
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SENATOR DOUGLAS

Before we begin, let cut to a bit of
the chase... | have to go to this
damabl e food additive di nner tonight.
And |I"'m conpl etely slamed today...
| have alnost no tinme to chat... as
much as | would love to. Wuld you
like to join me for the dinner
tonight? I1t'll be boring as hell..

(checks for reaction)
Pardon ny French.

Cl NDY GRASSER
Enfer.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
What ?

Cl NDY GRASSER
In that context, | believe hell is
enfer in French.

He nods, "oh," recovering, goes for it.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
But what woul d be heavenly, we can
have a few cocktails and | ater get
down to brass tacks... And deep
drilling.

Cl NDY GRASSER
Just to be clear... I'"'mhere to
present an agenda of offshore w ndm ||
farns.
(off his frown)
And 1'd love to...

A smle brightens his face. He puts a dism ssive hand on
her chair.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
['lIl send a car... at six.

Crossing back to the door, he opens it and before G ndy can
| eave. ..

Eve barges in, squeezing past the secretary. She's dressed
on the snmutty side of professional, followed by the secretary,
who makes an apol ogeti c hopel ess hand gest ure.

C ndy does her best to stifle a LAUGH and quickly clears the
ar ea.

SECRETARY
Eve is here... she won't wait.
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He nods, waving Eve in and the secretary out. He quickly

cl oses the door, and returns to his seat, allow ng Eve to be
seated on her owmm. Wth a scow, Eve | ooks back over her
shoul der as she does.

EVE
VWho was that?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
You aren't supposed to cone here.

EVE
|s she a...
(quotes with her
fingers)
...l obbyist?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
You aren't supposed to cone here.

EVE
Wiy did you | eave ne |ike that |ast
ni ght ?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Wrk. Calls. | can't stay all night
there and show up at ny place at
sunrise... how would that | ook?

EVE
Li ke a call hone?

An indifferent head nod. Maybe.

EVE ( CONT' D)
You around tonight?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| have a thing.

Eve | ooks back over her shoulder into the wake of C ndy.
She nods, biting her quivering |ip.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
|s being a jealous trollop part of
your professional code?

EVE
| s fucking everything in sight part
of your professional code?

Dougl as stands, he's done. Eve bites her lip again, this
time with a hint of trepidation, shifting it to a pout.
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EVE ( CONT' D)
WIIl you call nme?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| f you don't call me first.

Unsatisfied, she turns, departing in a HUFF OF DEEP BREATHS,
| eavi ng his door w de open.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Shit. Gve ne a knife. [I'll cut
out a rib. Better than having ny
balls in vise.

SECRETARY (O.S.)
Janes Hurst call ed.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
About damm tine. Get himon the
phone, woul d you?

Dougl as wanders back to his desk, plopping heavily into his
seat. He closes his eyes, reflecting. He opens his eyes,
catching a | ook at the painting of Jesus on the Muntain.
He m mcs the pensive posture of the painting. Satisfied
with his piety, he LAUGHS, giving the picture a wink and a
salute. He grabs the phone.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Janes, ny boy. Put on sone nice
duds. You're going to dinner.

| NT. HONCHO S OFFI CE - SAME

Honcho sits on a couch, his arns stretched out wde. W
only see himfromthe back. Standing in front of him at
sonething that |ooks |like parade rest, is the nmercenary

| eader.

Honcho's head nods, his hands comng up to the top of his
head.

HONCHO
VWho cane up with this idea?

VMERCENARY LEADER
It canme from Douglas. But as you
know, he...
(finger quotations)
...di sappeared with Janmes Hurst | ast
ni ght .

HONCHO
Pol ari s?



Getting a confirmng nod, the Honcho nuses,
HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Okay. Perm ssion granted. You know
what to do. Take care of it. Al
of it.
MERCENARY LEADER
Yes sir.
HONCHO
No fuck ups!
MERCENARY LEADER
Sir!

40.

t hen. ..

The mercenary cones to attention

| NT. BANQUET HALL - EVENI NG

Senat or

Dougl as inpatiently waits for the arrival

then smartly exits.

of guests

in an ornately decorated corridor outside a |avish banquet

hal | .

Janes,

slightly underdressed for the event,

enters.

H s

stride and pursed lips indicate this is not his nunber one

choi ce

The senat or exuberantly approaches,

The senat or

for the evening.

SENATOR DOUGLAS

Janes, ny boy, wel cone.

JAMES
Thanks. Not exactly ny thing.
prefer quiet dinners for two.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Succot ash, James. Thi nk of
way... you have to eat,

it this
don't you?

JAMVES
Yeah, and |'ve also got to get sone
wor k done.

pats himon the shoul ders,

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Stop being a stick in the nud. |
don't care if it's not your thing.
There's nore avail abl e femal e fodder
in there than you can shake a stick
at. ..

coaxi ng. ..

a dramati ¢ handshake.
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JAMES
Thanks but ny stick doesn't feel
like it needs shakin'.

The senator puts his armaround Janes in a sweeping notion,
"nonsense, ny boy." He leads himto the entry way where we
wat ch as. ..

C ndy energes froman official car. Decked out, she heads
straight to the senator, offering her hand. He gives her
hand a kiss, with a wink intending to prom se nore of such
things to cone.

Janes | ooks away, enbarrassed, disgusted.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
(to Janes)
Janes Hurst, may | present G ndy
Grasser. M. Gasser, M. Hurst.

Janes forces a snle and a handshake.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Ms. Grasser is going to be chatting
me up about offshore windmlls and
maybe ot her green things.

JAMES
' msure she is.

A magnani nous gesture by the senator to a bar..

SENATOR DOUGLAS
A libation to start the evening?

Cl NDY GRASSER
That woul d be | ovely.

She takes the senator's arm Douglas freaks, too cozy. To
of fset, he snags Janes' armand they | ook like they're ready
to skip down the yellow brick road.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Come on. |'ll buy you a spirulina
margarita... speaking of green.

Cl NDY GRASSER
That sounds awf ul .

A NEWS CAMERA CREW approaches the senator. As a scranble
for positioning occurs and the canera's |ight goes on, Janes
steps back, not wanting any part of this. C ndy leans in

wi th the opposite agenda, damm near placing a breast on the
senator's arm He gives Cindy a look... "My dear, you | ook
good enough to eat!"™
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EXT. AURCRA EXPLORER - MAI N DECK - N GHT

Bundl ed in a parka, Phoebe watches the last |lights of |and
slip over a dark horizon. A shiver. She turns and heads..

| NT. AURORA EXPLORER - GALLEY - CONTI NUOUS

Phoebe unzi ps her parka as she wanders into the galley. In
one area, LOALY SAILORS dive into their chow, NO SILY CHATTI NG
and LAUGHI NG. They notice Phoebe, but know better than to
make their observations of a paying passenger evident.

I n anot her area of the ness deck, PAYI NG PASSENGERS and t hose
who appear to be DOCUMENTARY FI LM MAKERS enjoy their food.

A MESS DECK SAILOR caters to these fol ks, bringing beverages,
refills and seconds.

As Phoebe scans for a seat, the officer previously on the
gquarterdeck glides out of no where. He steps directly in
her path, extending a hand.

WARREN RAI NES

Good evening, ma'am |I'mafraid we
got off to a poor start. [|'m Warren
Rai nes.

A head toss to his epaul ets.

WARREN RAI NES ( CONT' D)
Executive Oficer of the Aurora
Expl orer.

She ignores his hand, darting a sharp, cold | ook at him

WARREN RAI NES ( CONT' D)
| couldn't help but notice you above
deck a nmoment ago. May | interest
you in dining wwth the officers
toni ght ?

PHOEBE
M. Raines. |'mhere on an
environmental quest. |'mnot here
to socialize with an officer who has
no doubt seen nore ports than he has
st or ns.

WARREN RAI NES
| just thought...

Phoebe steps around his bl ockade. She finds an enpty chair
wi th THREE MEN wearing jackets that sport |ogos reading: THE
ECO- CHANNEL. Hand shakes and friendly conversation fromthe
get go. The ness deck sailor, approaches with a tray of
beer. The beers are eagerly received.
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| NT. BANQUET HALL - EVENI NG

Janmes sits next to Senator Douglas at a TABLE OF TEN. While
the room BUZZES W TH CHATTER, Janes pokes at a salad. He
reaches in his pocket, checking his phone. Nothing. As he
| ets out a BREATH, his shoul ders sag to match

C ndy, daintily and denurely dabs her |ips, then excuses
herself. Only now does Douglas lean in for conversation.
But first, he | ooks over both shoulders as if preparing to
tell an ethnic joke.

SENATOR DOUGLAS

So... things are good.
JAMES
(mssing it)
G eat .

Dougl as | eans in cl oser.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
VWhat | nean is... the plan is in
pl ace. . .

Janmes | eans back, working to refocus his eyes on the senator,
| ost. The senator |ooks around, folds up his napkin and
st ands.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
| need to go to the can. How about

you?

JAMES
' m fine.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Cone.

The little hand gesture signaling "follow ne" and a stare
i ndicates the senator is confident that his whins will be
satisfied. Annoyed, Janes gets up to follow

JAMES
| don't knowif | like "cone" and
follow nme to the bathroom as part of
t he same conversation

| NT. MEN S ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Janmes and the senator walk into the nmen's room Dougl as
cases the joint. He nmakes a dism ssive head toss to the
door to a JUNTOR POLITICI AN who frets with getting his hair
j ust so.
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SENATOR DOUGLAS
Congr essman. . .

The junior politician makes a final check of his teeth for
di nner debris and crosses to exit.

Dougl as checks under each of the stalls, comng up smling.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Not a single wi de stance to be found.

He notions Janes cl oser

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
The pl an?

A frustrated hand wave from Janes. Get there for fuck's
sake.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
d obal Varm ng. . .

Janes nods no. The senator realizes that he has no
recol l ection of his suggestion.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
My God, man. How drunk were you?

Janmes shrugs

SENATCOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Vol canoes? Ding ding. Ring any
bells in the cranium of yours?

Janmes' eyes widen. Douglas nods at him pronpting himto
follow the thought train and very quietly...

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
A nuclear option... It's all good.

Janmes' nout h drops.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
We're getting five units.

JAMES
And by units you woul d nean..

Dougl as nods, filling the blank. He folds his arnms with a
touch of pride and a sense of finality.

SENATOR DOQUGLAS
Wrked it out this afternoon, | did.
Three on the west coast.

( MORE)
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SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
One in Hawaii. And one in
Geenland... or was it |cel and?
Maybe it was Newf oundl and.

Janes bl anches, reacting wwth a new |l evel of horror. His
mouth forns the word, "Phoebe." The senator continues, taking
in Janes' reaction

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
O one of those other "lands." |
forget. A country with a nane ending
inland. How stupid is that? It's
i ke ending a country's nanme in
"stan." What's a stan? W is stan?

JAMES
When is this going down?

SENATCOR DOUGLAS

Not sure. If you want her to be out
of harms way, you'd better cal
her. But | heard... she wasn't your

girlfriend anynore. Guess we all
are entitled to our del usions.

He points over his shoul der.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Gonna pinch one. Want ny innards to
be clear for later.
(a w nk)
You know?

The senator w ggles an index finger, then pats hinself on a
butt cheek that he sticks out.

Grossed out is outdone by bew |l dered. Janes exits. After
difficulty navigating the door..

| NT. BANQUET HALL - HALLWAY - EVEN NG

He pauses in the | obby, retrieving his phone. He dials.
EXT. AURCRA EXPLORER - MAI N DECK - NI GHT

Phoebe stands with one of the Eco-Channel guys watching the
Nort hern Lights punctuate the clouds. She reaches in her
j acket, pulling out her phone. It flashes and vibrates..

PHOEBE
Hell 0? Hell o0?

She hol ds up the phone, questioningly. "Wat? Phones don't
work at sea?"
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WARREN RAINES (O S.)
You won't get any reception.

Phoebe and the Eco-Channel nan turn to face the X.O. He's
damm near gleeful with the news he inparts.

WARREN RAI NES ( CONT' D)
The aurora interferes with any signals
in the atnosphere. Satellites are

unreliable at best... we're al
just... isolated little islands out
here in the mddle..

PHOEBE
Yeah, so how do you even know where

we are?

WARREN RAI NES
W still have hand instrunents...
such as the sextant.

Phoebe shakes her head di sgusted, turning away. The cable
guy follows suit, shutting out the X O, who stands nearby
for a second, rocking on his heels. He checks out the sky
and with a SIGH caves to the reality he's not wanted. Of
he goes and Phoebe picks up on the dropped conversati on.

PHOEBE
So, it's atoss up. | see over
popul ation as a huge issue. 1In a

generation or two, Earth won't be
abl e support the peopl e onboard.
Sonehow t hese religious zeal ots need
to realize that it's okay to have
sex and not breed. W don't need to
propagate the species! Enough is
enough!

Her hand apol ogetically covers her nouth. Too far? She
assesses her conpani on, who gives her a silly grin, likely
the result of beer enhanced i nfatuation.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
And people can't think anynore.
They believe whatever |ine of shit
they hear froma "news" source. No
fact checking. No thinking. Just
an enornous swal | ow of whatever shit
they're fed. Personally...

She hangs it out there to see if he's still listening or
plotting a nove. A bit of a head nod, so..
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PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
| think it's engineered food additives
that are polluting the brain's ability
to think. Not only are people getting
fat... they're getting nore conpl acent
and stupider by the neal.

ECO- CHANNEL GUY
Fat, dunb and obli vi ous.

She points at him "Bingo."
| NT. BANQUET HALL - HALLWAY - EVEN NG

Janmes dials again. Nada. Frustrated, he sticks his phone
in his pocket. Nearby, C ndy cones out of a bathroom
Noticing Janes, she crosses to him comng up on his flank.

Cl NDY GRASSER
Hey.

Startled, Janes junps. He turns to her.

JAMES
Oh. H . You startled ne.

She wi dens her eyes, nouthing sorry, then hands hima business
card, making it look like a formality. He politely takes
the card, putting it in a jacket pocket.

Cl NDY CGRASSER
Havi ng fun?

JAMES
Are you?

Cl NDY GRASSER
I " m wor ki ng.
(1 ooks around)
Were's. ..

A bit of an eye roll and a w nk.

JAMES
He's punpi ng his col on.

She nmakes a yucky face.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
He's feeling | ucky.

Cl NDY CGRASSER
(bi gger eye roll)
Oh, I'"'mnot going to fuck him
( MORE)



48.

Cl NDY GRASSER ( CONT' D)
A good | obbyi st only nmekes a
politician think they're going to
get sone. Once they get sone, you
can't nudge them anynore. Anyway, |
don't junp in the sack with nen |'m
not attracted to.

JAMES
That' s nobl e.

She shakes her head at his |anme remark. Her real point being
she's attracted to him she leans in just enough to | et that
be known.

Dougl as energes fromthe nmen's room checking out the
interaction. He figures he's got it nailed, so he gl azes
right over it.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Let's go | earn about food additives.
Yum  Frankenf ood.

Cl NDY CGRASSER
You maki ng fun of food engi neering?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| don't eat that shit. Only organic
for ne.

Cindy puts out a feeler ook to Janes. "That true?" A shrug
inreturn. The senator |eads the way.

He reaches to put his armaround her. Becom ng aware of his
surroundi ngs, he halts the action, clasping his hands behi nd
hi s back i nstead.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
And | still can't wait to hear al
about which way the wi nd bl ows.

EXT. AURCRA EXPLORER - MAI N DECK - N GHT

Phoebe wal ks with her head down into the wind. She struggles
for bal ance. She reaches for a door |eading inside as..

The X. O. cones out on deck.
WARREN RAI NES
Hel | o again. \What a |ovely,
fortuitous coincidence.

Phoebe gives hima chilly look. And into the ship she goes,
|l eaving the X. O to sanple the night air alone.
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| NT. AURORA EXPLCORER - PHCEBE' S CABIN - MOVENTS LATER

Fighting the confines of a small bunk, Phoebe attenpts a
text. Send. D dit go? She drops back on the bed, arm
over her eyes. Her body gives up an involuntary SOB.

| NT. BANQUET HALL - EVENI NG

APPLAUSE for a SPEAKER at a podium sucking up the praise
fromthe political choir

Janmes finds his nonent. He folds his napkin, pushes back
his chair, and leans in, uttering an MOS aside to Dougl as.
Bef ore he can get a protest, Janes pats the senator's back
and makes a run for it.

C ndy | eans back out of the senator's |line of sight. She
gives up a "call ne" gesture.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Janes stands over a packed suitcase, his nobile tucked under
his chin. It drops. No matter. Can't get through anyway.

He checks his watch, ZIPS a suitcase.

| NT. SENATOR DOUGLAS' OFFI CE - MORNI NG

The senator, looking nore than a trifle unfulfilled, sits
behind his desk, staring at papers. Comotion in his
reception area draws his attention and in bursts..

MRS. DANA DOUG.AS, head down, chin forward, face red. She's
ten years his junior, perhaps a forner |obbyist and dressed
in a shade of red paled only by her face. She wears a nood
so green, she's good to kill.

DANA DOUGLAS
You bast ard!

SENATOR DOUGLAS
What ?

In the BG we see the secretary hold sonebody off from
entering as she closes the door.

DANA DOUGLAS
| saw the news | ast night.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
So?
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DANA DOUGLAS
| saw that | obbyist drop her boob on
your arm And | saw how you |iked
it.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Oh, so that's what this is about?

DANA DOUGLAS
Yes! That's what this is about.
Agai n!!

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| never fucked her.

DANA DOUGLAS
Bul I shit!

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Call her and ask her.

DANA DOUGLAS
She's a | obbyist. She'll say
anything... as wll you, you piece

of shit!
The senator puts his hands up in a peace offering.

DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
"1l be at the residence tonight.
You' d better be there too!

Dana Dougl as stornms out. A beat. |In storns Eve. Again,
the secretary closes the door. Again, she notions for soneone
to hold in the outer office.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
VWhat are you doi ng here?

EVE
| saw the news | ast night.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Congratul ations. So did the nost of
the rest of the free world.

EVE
Who the fuck was that with you?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Janes Hurst. You net himthe other
ni ght .

Eve wags a nenacing finger, "fuck you," and "watch it," all
in one.
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EVE
" mtal ki ng about the woman trying
to stick her tits into your ribs.
Evidently you don't renenber nuch of
what we tal ked about the other night.

He rubs his chin, pensively, working to recall. Hmm

EVE ( CONT' D)
Never fuck with your hooker.

He gives her a blank stare. She renders that pointing finger
again. This tinme, it kind of |ooks |ike a gun.

EVE ( CONT' D)
Drop your drawers.

Dougl as ponders the options. He stands, going for his belt.

EXT. JAMES' DRI VEWAY - FLAGSTAFF - AFTERNCON

A TAXI pulls in behind the SUV. Janes gets out and retrieves
hi s bags, dragging themnear his SUV. Warily, he | eans

agai nst the SUV, vacantly checking it out. He notices
sonet hi ng i nsi de.

He fishes for his keys, pops the | ock.
EXT. WOODS - SAME

From t he woods, we watch Janes |lean into his vehicle.

As he retrieves the white envel ope inside, we see a very
serious rifle pull up into view At the end of the very
serious rifle, a silencer.

THROUGH THE SCOPE OF THE RI FLE

Janmes funbles with the envelope, finally opening it. He
reads. A STREAM OF MOS OBSCENI Tl ES pour from his nouth. He
stonps about. He |ooks up to the sky, SCREAM NG to the

Al m ghty Above, "FUUUCKKK!" As he does, keys drop fromthe
envel ope. He stoops to pick themup just as..

The scope recoils, A MJFFLED SHOT out bound. M SS.

ASSASSIN (O S.)
Fuck!

The SOUNDS OF RELOADI NG A GROAN, that quickly turns to a
LOW MENACI NG GROW..
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A BEAR

On its hind legs, takes a swat at the unseen assassin. A
GRUNT as our view falls backward. The bear |eaps forward...

EXT. WOODS - SAME

The bear RIPS into the FLESH of a |ifel ess human body wearing
a ripped up canouflage junp suit. Nearby, the rifle and a
box of spilled bullets.

EXT. JAMES' DRI VEWAY - FLAGSTAFF - SAME

Janes jans the note and keys into his briefcase. He grabs
his bag. He wi pes away a tear and gazes at the woods. Did
he hear sonething? Probably not. A SIGH and a | ook above.

JAMES
Can anyt hing el se go wong?

EXT. SONORAN DESERT - NORTHERN MEXI CO - DAY

We | ook across the barren expanse of the desert and down
into a huge pit that |looks |like a festering scar on the
Earth's skin. It appears to be a quarry of sorts, perhaps
once a test mne. Only this one has many burned spots on
t he ground.

Beyond a nearby hill, a white flag a top a | ong pol e appears.
It gains height as a JEEP, carrying THREE BAD LOOKI NG HOVBRES,
ONE POSTED AT A MACHI NE GUN, cones into view and races
directly toward the quarry.

EXT. IN THE QUARRY - DAY

The jeep pulls into the quarry. The honbres scout the
terrain. The honbre at the gun nore than at the ready.

Around the quarry, lie scores of spots of scattered bones..
human skulls, ribs... vertebrae. |In the charred spots,
charred bones. This is the termnation point for many a desert
j our ney.

The jeep slows, making a little circle, finally finding its
spot .

Silence except for the WND. After a nonent, a LONE FlI GURE
wal ks out of the heat waves, down the road | eading into the
quarry. The figure appears to be wearing a side arm but
that's it. Honbre 1 gets out of the jeep, adjusting his
belt, getting a feel for the location of his holster. He
fixes the position of a gaudy cross neckl ace.

HOMBRE 1
El honbre is | oco.
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The other two honmbres nod their agreenent and their hands
indicate they' re good for a go.

The figure continues walking directly at the jeep. W now
see he wears a canouflage junp suit |like the one seen on the
assassin in Flagstaff. On it is that very spiffy puma | ogo
directly over the heart. As the man boldly strides closer,
he becones recogni zabl e as the nercenary | eader

He stops but five feet fromthe front of the jeep.

HOVBRE 1 ( CONT' D)
Buenos t ardes.

VERCENARY LEADER
Buenos t ardes.

The nercenary | eader nmakes a strange pursing of his |ips..
an attenpt at a whistle? The honbres LAUGH He SPITS, then
pl aces his fingers to his nmouth. Now a WH STLE cones out..
shrill, loud, piercing.

Qut of the sand energe scores of canouflaged nmercenaries in
full conbat gear. Wat the honbres perceived as a likely
turkey shoot, now places themin the center of the arcade.

W HEAR a VEH CLE approach. The honbres | ook off nervously,
scanning to see what's next.

A HUMMER bounds into view, speeding into the quarry. It
skids to a halt in a cloud of dust.

The mercenary | eader opens the passenger door, renoving a
| arge netal briefcase. He opens it on his knee. Jam packed
wi th neatly banded hundred dollar bills.

MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
D nero para una bonba.

Making a point not to close the briefcase securely, he tosses
it to the ground. A few bills escape.

The second honbre junps out to fetch the | oose noney. The
third honbre tightens his grip on the machi ne gun.

The nercenary | eader reaches into the vehicle renoving four
nore briefcases. Then, he turns facing honbre 1, pointing
to each of the cases, counting..

MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
Dos, tres, quatro y cinco bonbas.

Honmbre 1 and the nercenary | eader have a Mexi can standoff,
staredown version, for what seens |ike an eternity.



54.

Honbre 1 reaches behind his back, quickly pulling out a
strange | ooking pistol. He points it into the air.

Nervous trigger fingers everywhere bring guns to the ready.
MAGAZI NES ENGACE. .. A CLATTER OF COCKI NG WEAPONS.

MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
St eady!

HOMBRE 1
Am gos, relajaren

Honbre 1 FIRES A FLARE into the sky. Despite the bright
sky, it blazes wth nova-like brilliance.

A nmonment, then we hear a HEAVY TRUCK anbling across the rough
terrain. A beat up WWII VINTACGE TROOP TRUCK, covered with
a tattered canvas bounces its way into the quarry.

The nercenary | eader's eyes flinch each tinme the truck bounces
over a bunp.

Finally, the truck arrives. The DRI VER junps out, quickly
handi ng the keys to Honbre 1, who then opens the back flap
and clinbs up. He offers a hand to the Mercenary Leader,
pul l'ing himup...

| NTO THE BACK OF THE TRUCK

Where he is greeted by FIVE GREY CONTAINERS, with different
colors of bright paint nore or |ess covering raised text
readi ng: UNI TED STATES AIR FORCE. SAC. AUG 1963.

Honbre 1 pops open the five containers. Each contains a
conpact, and no doubt potent, nuclear device. He waves,
"wah-1ah," handing the nercenary | eader the keys to the truck.
They junp out of the truck.

EXT. DESERT QUARRY - CONTI NUOUS

The truck driver and Honbre 1 check the rest of the netal
bri efcases. Satisfied, Honbre 1 offers a salute to the
mercenary | eader

HOVBRE 1
GQust o. Hasta | a vi st a.

He grabs two briefcases, loading themin the jeep. The truck
driver honbre nmakes two fast trips, gathering up the rest of
the noney. Loaded up, away they go.

The nercenaries watch the honbres depart. A MERCENARY
standing next to the | eader, wiggles an itchy trigger finger.
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The | eader puts out a calmng hand, then hands himthe truck
keys.

MERCENARY LEADER
Make yourself useful

The itchy finger nercenary clinbs into the truck as the
| eader, secures the back.

GEARS GRIND. The TRUCK S REAR WHEELS SPIN, spew ng sand.

The driver |eans out, |ooking back. He nouths, "Shit!" The
truck rocks back and forth, quickly digging itself into a
rut.

MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
God danmi t!

The | eader wal ks to the cab, opens the door and pulls the
driver out, tossing himto the ground.

The truck stalls, heaving to a lurching halt, decidedly stuck
in the sand.

The driver holds up an arm protecting his face, expecting a
punch.

MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
Get up. Muscle up

He waves his arm gathering his flock of soldiers.
MERCENARY LEADER ( CONT' D)
Let's get this piece of shit out of

the sand... CAREFULLY out of the
sand.

| NT. SENATOR DOUGLAS' OFFICE - TWLI GHT

The senator wearily clears his desk. Hi s nobile RINGS. He
TAPS t he speaker phone on.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Dougl as.

MERCENARY LEADER (O S.)
(on speaker phone)
Tengo ci nco huevos.
Dougl as | eans forward.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
What ?
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MERCENARY LEADER (O S.)
(on speaker phone)
We have five eggs.

Getting it, Douglas quickly takes the phone off speaker,
putting it to his ear.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Hol d on.

He crosses to his office door, checks on his secretary and
cl oses the door as inconspicuously as possible. Back with
t he phone, he speaks loudly, slowy, and in staccato cadence.

SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Wen w Il the eggs reach the nest?

| NT. ELECTRONI C SURVEI LLANCE ROOM - SAME

In the dark shadows we see Honcho and Dirk sitting near a
pil e of sophisticated electronic gear, wearing headphones,
listening in on a call. Honcho disgustedly shakes his head.
A near by phone RINGS. Honcho pulls off his headset and grabs
t he phone.

HONCHO
What ?

He rubs his head, working to nmake sense of what he's hearing.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
He m ssed who? Who was he shooting
at?

Hs grip tightens on his phone.
HONCHO ( CONT' D)
A bear? What the fuck was he doing
in Flagstaff?
He SLAMS his fist on the table.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
You idiot. That's not what | neant

when | said take care of it... Don't
you interrupt nme! Now listen to ne
clearly. | said take care of it.

That nmeant get the fucking bonbs.
And "all of it" nmeant execute the

pl an, you nmoron. | don't renenber
ordering you to execute the pl anner.
Good thing, because you fucked that

up.

Honcho paces, his anger growing. He nmassages his heart.
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HONCHO ( CONT' D)
He's no threat. Just a pain in the
ass. |It's Douglas that's off his
fucking rocker. [|If anyone needs to
get shot it's that asshole... No.
NO That was not an order

Honcho picks up a pencil off the table, breaking it in his
hand.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Stop! Stop cackling like a fucking
chicken and listen. Were is he
now? You know what? Forget it.
Stand down. |'I|l take care of this
nmysel f.

He SLAMS his phone on the table. It bounces to the floor.
Even nore pissed, he throws the broken pencil as hard as he
can. A SIGH, then he retrieves his phone on his hands and
knees, checking that he did not break it.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
( GRUMBLI NG)
Send a boy to do a man's job and
| ook. ..
( YELLI NG
Al vi n!

| NT. JAMES' LIVING ROOM - LATE AFTERNOON

Janes dozes on the sofa, renote in his hand, Fox news on TV
on nute. Video of the wayward iceberg fills the screen,
then cuts back to one of those CUTE BLONDE NEWSCASTERS. A
Khryon reads, COAL M NES DEEMED SAFE. A KNOCK, jolts him
awake. Fuzzy. It doesn't conmpute. The KNOCK gets | ouder.

Janmes stands, stretching out a yawn.

JAMES
Com ng.

A DOOR OPENS and CLCSES O S.

Janmes slows, listening. He |ooks around for a weapon. He
spots a bowing trophy. He grabs it...

Before he can take a step forward, a nmercenary in a bl ack
junp suit reaches to take the trophy and neatly set it back
in place. He nercenary wags his finger at Janes, "no, no,
no."

Alvin York follows the nercenary into his TV room
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ALVI N YORK
VWhat are you doi ng here?
JAMES
| live here. Wat are you doing
here?
ALVI N YORK
No one told you that you coul d | eave.
JAMES
Oh, | need perm ssion?
ALVI N YORK
Yes. You do.
Alvin makes a head toss, "let's go."
JAMES

You realize all this flying around
is not green, don't you? Wat?
bought ny own ticket.

ALVI N YORK
Really. | nean really. You do not
want to piss nme off. |If you piss nme
of f, you piss off Honcho... And you

don't want to do that, do you?
Alvin wal ks to a picture of Janmes and Phoebe.
ALVI N YORK ( CONT' D)
Have you heard fromher? How s that
trip of hers going?

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM

Janes is pushed into the roomby a nercenary. He checks out
the room A full pot of coffee, water and a bow of fruit
are at the ready. On a large conference table in front of
himare rolled up maps. Lots of rolled up maps.

Janmes crosses to the maps, checking themout. Over his
shoul der as he unrolls the corner of the top map we see a

| arge topographical fromthe USGS for Mount Rainer. Next, a
simlar map for Munt Hood.

JAMES
Uh- oh.

More map corner checks. Another topo map for Munt Shast a.
Mount Redoubt. And nmany nore.
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HONCHO (O S.)
(on an intercom
We don't have any maps for vol canoes

in lceland yet. But we'll just follow
the protocol of what you lay out on
t hese.

Janmes | ooks around, quickly determ ning he's being watched
from another room He nods, getting the drift.

HONCHO (O S.) (CONT' D)
Hungry? We'Ill get you whatever you
want to eat.

JAMES
VWhat is this? A |last supper?

HONCHO (O S.)
That just depends. Could be.

JAMES
So, I'"'mbeing illegally detained?

HONCHO (O S.)
Stop being a pussy. Think of it
this way... you're a witer in
Hol | ywood. The director needs sone
new action scenes. You can't |eave
the witers' roomuntil you knock
out the scenes. You hunker down and
get the job done. And while you're
at it they bring you all the chow
you want .

Janes paces in alittle circle.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)

| want you to figure out where to
put the devices on which of these
nmount ai ns such that we can induce
full-blown vol cani c eruptions and
make them appear to be totally organic
events.

( CHUCKLES)
Can't wait to hear the Arnmageddon
freaks go off on this.

JAMES
The plan is flawed, you know. We'|
just cover the earth with ash and
it'"ll trap in all the pollution. |If
we could seal the toxins in we'll
create a greenhouse. Earth will be
just like Venus.

( MORE)
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And t he peopl e on
w Il be baking, co
in our own polluti
pressure would inc

( CONT' D)

it, including you,
rrodi ng, rusting

on. The atnospheric
rease... and...

HONCHO

|'ve checked it ou
geol ogi sts. They
happen.

Janes POUNDS on the table
fl oor.

JAMES

t with a few ot her
tell me that won't

One of the maps rolls to the

Wiy don't you get themto do your

shit work?

HONCHO
Because they were only asked about

t heoretical nodels

) You know t he

plan. Hell, it's your plan. Now be
a nice geol ogist, pick up the map

and get to work.

Janmes retrieves the map, but

refuses to unroll it.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
That's the problemw th you nunber
crunchers. You stunble onto a world
changi ng idea and once it |ooks |like
it mght actually happen, your nuts
shrivel up into raisins and take

ref uge behi nd your

JAMES

Adam s appl e.

VWat if | need sleep?

HONCHO

(0.S.)

CGet this done and you can sl eep.

Janes folds his arns.

HONCHO
Get this done and |

(O'S.) (CONT' D
m ght even | et

you go hone... or to another party

at the Restoration
girl at Polaris...
you live

House... or get a
| mght even |et

Janmes shivers, fighting to be cool

JAMES
Fi ne. | want sone
( MORE)

tom kai gai

60.
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JAMES ( CONT' D)
Lots of it. Thai hot. And | want
two bottles of Cab. Stag's Leap.
The high end shit.

HONCHO (O S.)
Ch, so you can drink and not fuck
up? Not a chance.
(to soneone O S.)
He'd be so fun to water board.

Janmes throws his best defiant glare at where he thinks the
see through mrror is.

EXT. OFFI CE BUI LDI NG - EARLY MORNI NG

Looki ng very haggard, Janes struggles out of an office
buil ding. He gazes upward at the sky. SNOW FLURRI ES drop
from DARK CLOUDS.

EXT. AURCRA EXPLORER - MAI N DECK - DAY

Thick fog surrounds the Aurora Explorer as she inches forward
in the dark water. It seens that all non-essential hands
and passengers are on deck, crowding the ship's port side.

The Eco- Channel guys excitedly filmsonmething in the sea.
Passengers point and we follow to see..

A WHALE ushers her CALF along in the water. It's nature at
its best, delighting even the saltiest mariners.

Phoebe | eans over, taking shots with her canmera. The X O
crowds in next to her, getting daggers from Phoebe.

PHOEBE
Shoul dn't you be on the bridge or
somet hi ng?

WARREN RAI NES
Maybe we can chat nore this evening.

PHOEBE
Sur e. If hell freezes over.

A SHRI LL, REPETITIVE CH RPI NG ALARM shatters the air. The
whal es dive for cover. The X. O runs to the bridge.

W DER ANGLE

Barely evident in the fog is a huge slice of ice imediately
ahead on the Aurora Explorer's starboard bow.

The ship shudders, digging dowmn into the waters as the engines
grind to full reverse.
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The sea behind the fantail churns violently. Then..

A SI CKENI NG, LI NGERI NG TEARI NG SOUND. .. | CE ON METAL.
SCREAM NG, BARKI NG OF ORDERS, frantic scranbling on deck al
nmoot as the ship suddenly and severely lists to starboard.

ON DECK

PASSENGERS and CREW TUMBLE, sliding across the ship on the
wet deck. A FEW PEOPLE manage to catch onto the skinpy
lifeline. MOST ONBQARD plunge into the freezing waters of
the Atlantic, their screans as chilling as the sea.

PHOEBE falls with them though fromher position, she slans
into the bul khead of the superstructure. GASPING to reclaim
her breath, she attenpts to get a foothold. Her feet slip
on the wet deck. Scranbling and slipping, she |ooks |like a
cartoon character seeking get away traction.

SCREAMS for hel p repl ace ORDERS BARKED by crew. Monent by
moment the SCREAMS becone fewer and those heard, fainter.

PHOEBE

Scans her surroundings. Next to her, a RUSTING FI RE AX
secured to the bul khead. Above, an | NFLATABLE LI FE RAFT,
neatly tucked into a bucket-like holder with a manual rel ease
button about six feet above her.

She slides on her butt to the fire ax. Tuggi ng and tuggi ng
with all her mght, she frees the ax. The head pronptly
falls off, leaving her only with an ax handl e.

st PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
I T!

The SHI P GROANS, |isting further to starboard.

Agai n, Phoebe falls back against the superstructure, |ooking
straight up into the sky.

Above, the clouds begin to part. A hint of blue. A ray of
sunl i ght.

She scranbles, turning over. The increased severity of the
list of the ship makes a clinb up the deck to the |ifeboat
manageabl e. Det erm ned, Phoebe GRUNTS and GROANS to her
goal .

As she reaches for the |ife boat container, another LOUD
TREMBLE fromthe ship. Phoebe holds on, squeezing out a
LAUGH and a CRY at the sanme tinme. She pulls herself over
the contai ner housing the lifeboat. Taking as firma stance
as she can get, she takes a hack at the rel ease button.

M ss. Another WHACK. d ancing bl ow
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PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Shi t.

She SCREAMS at the sunbeamas if it were God.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Hel p me woul d you!?

Frantically, she pounds at the rel ease button, nmaking contact.
She GASPS, poundi ng harder and faster, denonstrating unrival ed
ferocity.

POP!  The life raft releases, tunbling over Phoebe, knocking
her to her butt. She slides, grabbing onto a fire hose.

THE RAFT

SPLASHES into the sea bel ow

PHOEBE

Loses her grip. She clutches at air then falls into the icy
drink. She SPLASHES down next to the raft. She disappears
under the surface.

EXT. OCEAN

The raft bobs on the sea, mraculously right side up. In
the dark sea around the raft, nothing.

Then, a dark shape and on that dark shape a body. The shapes
becone clearer. A human, lying face down and notionl ess,
barely hangs on the tail of the adult whale. Fromthe parka,
we know this is Phoebe.

The whale's tail gently lifts, comng right up next to the
life raft.

ON THE WHALE

Phoebe struggles with her senses and the canmera w apped around
her neck, nearly strangling her. She shakes her head, tugs

at the canera strap and COUGHS UP sone water. Her survival
instincts recover. She sees a red handle, near a small decal
readi ng PULL TO I NFLATE. She needs no invitation

A RUSH OF AIR and the raft inflates, it's protective canopy
perfectly taking shape, a promsing tent of survival. The
i rpact knocks her back. She slips, barely holding onto her
savi or.

The whal e inches closer to the raft. Phoebe slides forward,
reaching for the raft. Short. A huge intake of air and a
unge. Determnation wins. She catches the side of the
raft, clinging onto the opening |leading inside the raft.
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GRUNTI NG and GROANI NG she struggles forward. The whale lifts
its tail again... ever so slightly, allow ng Phoebe an easier
and nore direct path to scranble into the raft.
A final determ ned [unge. Phoebe tunbles into the life raft.

| NT. LI FE RAFT - CONTI NUQUS

Upsi de down, Phoebe GASPS for air, struggling to settle down.
She reaches in her pocket. There's her phone. She repeatedly
hits the power key. Nothing. A SOB. Realizing the canera

is still around her neck, she places it as far fromthe raft's
door as she can.

She turns, facing the entry of the raft, getting a feel for

t he bounce of the raft. She noves to the door, sticking her
head out. She cringes at the biting cold, then bl ows warm

into her hands and onto her cheeks.

A scan of the water nearby reveals a FEW FLOATI NG BODI ES,
two wearing ECO CHANNEL JACKETS, none showi ng any signs of
life.

A shape of gray appears near her. The head of the WHALE
cones into view, her eyes conpassionate and full of concern.
Phoebe CRIES, clinbing half way out of the life boat, her
belly on its very edge. She reaches to the whale, putting
both hands on its body.

PHOEBE
( SOBBI NG
God | ove you, you magnificent
creature. Thank you. Thank you.

After a nonment, the whale gently dives, |eaving Phoebe
| eani ng, arnms outstretched over a bl ack sea.

Anot her shape floats to the surface, nearly under her hands.
A MAN S BODY floats face down, X O epaulets on the shoul ders.

Phoebe recoils. A GASP, then she VOM TS, falling back into
the raft. She ZIPS the door shot, curling up into a
SHI VERI NG SOBBI NG FETAL BALL

| NT. LI MOUSI NE - DAY

Janmes shakes his head, |ooking out the window Next to him
Senat or Dougl as wat ches and waits.

JAMES
You got to get nme out of this.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
No can do.
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JAMES
| curse the day | net you

Senat or Dougl as shrugs. Not going to dignify that.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
Wiy did you invite me to the party,
anyway? Wiy did you single ne out?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Sonetinmes you just have to do what
you're told.

JAMES
Honcho had ne captive all night.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Don't be so drammatic.

JAMES
Dranmati c?

Dougl as stares himdown. "Yes, dramatic."

JAMES ( CONT' D)
It m ght backfire.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Backfire how? You think the nukes
are defective?

JAMES
VWhat if the ash creates a greenhouse
effect and it's the start of the
end? The end of the world?

The senator shakes his head, disavowing the newidea with a
di sm ssive wave of a hand. He adds a playful w nk and his
not so playful, conniving smle.

SENATOR DOUGLAS

Maybe with offshore windmlls, we
can blow the bad air to places where
there's no vol cani c cl oud.

(a delighted CHORTLE)
At | east we can sell truckl oads of
"waiting for the Rapture" folding
chairs.

JAMES
W can't get the bonbs deep enough.

No response fromthe Senator. Pissed, Janes | ooks out the
w ndow.
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It's covered.

JAMES
How is it covered?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Maybe sonebody doubl e-checked your
work. This tinme, at |east.
Besides... how do you know that this
isn't what God wants to happen?

JAMES
VWhat ! ?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
It's God's hand. God gave you the
idea and the insight to pass it on
to ne.

JAMES
| was drunk out of ny m nd.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
The Lord works in nysterious ways.

JAMES
You can't believe that shit!

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| do.

JAMES
How do you know it's not God's plan
for me to stop this?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Because | prayed it's not.

A nonent of S| LENCE.

JAMES
You' re fucking nuts.

The senator puts on a nost righteous | ook.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Gonna drop you off now Gotta pick
up the mssus. W'IlIl chat later
You're in this...
(gestures to his neck)
...up to here.
( MORE)

66.
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SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Just renenber, Janes, you started
all this and when it happens it'll
have your nanme all over it. |If
anyt hi ng goes wong... well, Thy
WI 1 be Done.

The linpo stops and the senator |eans across Janes opening
the door. A firmhead nod. "Qut."

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Janes enters a hotel room a bit nicer than last tine. He
drops his bag by the bed and CLICKS on the TV. CNN this
time. He falls back on the bed, exhausted.

NEWSCASTER (O. S.)
(on TV)
Al we know at this point is that
the Aurora Explorer, a ship that was
headed to the huge iceberg that broke
away fromthe arctic, struck an
i ceberg.

Janmes blinks, taking in the story. He bolts upright, turning

up the vol une.

NEWSCASTER (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Here we see the paral yzed ship from
a Navy P-2 that happened to be on
patrol and nonitoring vol canic
activity in the region.

ON THE TV

The view circles around a crippled ship, listing severely,
on the verge of capsizing. No life rafts. A FEW BODI ES
lifelessly bob on the waves.

NEWSCASTER ( CONT' D)
Rescue shi ps have not yet been able
to reach the area. And we have no
confirmed nmani fest for the vesse
and we do not know if there are any
survivors. W do know, however, of
a Canadi an tel evision crew and one
Anerican onboard the vessel based in
Hal i fax, Nova Scotia. Joining ne
here in the studio is Angela Skow on,
who has been follow ng the story.

ANGELA SKOARON
That's right, Bill.
( MORE)
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ANGELA SKOARON ( CONT' D)
We have confirnmed that Phoebe Towns,
an environnental activist from
Fl agstaff, Arizona was on the ship.
Evidently, she was docunenting the
br eakaway i ceberg.

NEWSCASTER
That's either very brave or very
silly.

ANCGELA SKOARON
Seens she cones froman intrepid
famly. Her father was killed in
Africa during an el ephant stanpede
that occurred when animal rights
activists attenpted to interfere

with illegal hunters. Her nother
perished in the sinking of a research
vessel on the Amazon River... a

sinking in which curiously no bodies
wer e found.

NEWSCASTER
That's a dubi ous |ineage.

ANCGELA SKOARON
It is. It seens that Mss Towns
graduated from Rutgers with a degree
in chem cal engineering and with
honors, I mght add. Since then,
she has been part of various
envi ronnment al organi zati ons. She
spent a year as an at-sea activi st
for the NO FLUKES anti-whaling
or gani zati on based in New Zeal and.

NEWSCASTER
Amazi ng!

ANCGELA SKOARON
On her Facebook page..

BACK TO JAMES

JAMES
She has a Facebook page?

Janmes pulls out his phone, dialing.
ON THE TV

NEWSCASTER
Ch ny god, | ook at that!
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The ship rolls over, stern rising upward, one |ast slight
turn fromher screws. And she heads bel ow t he waves.

The TV signal breaks up, fragnmented col or pixels yielding to

bl ack. Then, RAI NBOW BROADCAST TEST BARS.
| NT. LI FE RAFT - SAME

Inside the raft, dimy illumnated, by |low Il eve

emer gency

[ ighting, Phoebe downs sone sort of survival ration. CHOKING
down the | ousy food, she CRIES, |osing sone of the food.
She pulls up her knees and drops her head between them

silently SOBBI NG
| NT. EXECUTI VE OFFI CE - SAME

Alvin York stands by a TV, official folders under

his arm as

t he Honcho, sitting in a rocking chair takes in the sane

newscast .

HONCHO
God dammt! Now she's going to be
nore of a celebrity than before. |
hope she drowns out there.

ALVI N YORK
Do you want to nmake sure that happens?

HONCHO
No. Having an environnental martyr
m ght be wor se.

Al vin nods, opening a folder, scanning info.

ALVI N YORK
She's a real pain in the ass. She
was arrested in California for
pi cketing a | oggi ng conpany. And
she's currently organi zi ng a canpai gn
tointerfere with aerial hunting in
Al aska. And that's just going to
pi ss off you know who.

HONCHO
Fuck you know who and her goddam
waders, too.

Honcho POUNDS his fists on the arns of the rocking chair,
then flails his arnms about causing his head to bob up and

down and | ooking a bit |ike a puppet on strings.

| NT. LI MOUSI NE - DAY

The senator waits, grinning, drunming his fingers on his

| eg. The door opens and Dana Dougl as enters.
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She's got a face on her that indicates extrene displ easure.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
You better hope that face doesn't
freeze that way.

DANA DOUGLAS
Fuck you.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Fuck me? Onh, | get it. You want an
encore performance fromour record
breaki ng, history making sex of |ast
ni ght ?

DANA DOUGLAS
No. | want a divorce.

He | eans back, surprised. He rubs his forehead as if that
can bring clarity. He checks to see if the driver is giving
the conversation any attention. He lowers his voice just in
case, angrily sputtering.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
VWhat the hell are you tal king about?
Have you | ost your m nd?

DANA DOUGLAS
How | ong have you been fucking that
| obbyi st slut you were with the other
ni ght ?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| ' ve never fucked her.

DANA DOUGLAS
Is that a fact?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Yes. That's a fact.

Dana peers into his face.

DANA DOUGLAS
Wi ch | obbyi st did you fuck?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
| didn't fuck any | obbyi st.

DANA DOUGLAS
VWho was it then?

Her arnms fold, a fiery stare.
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DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Who did you fuck?

SENATOR DOUGLAS
What makes you think | fucked anyone?

DANA DOUGLAS
VWat? 1'Il tell you what. The doctor
just told nme | have chl anydi a.

Dougl as | eans back stunned.

DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Who?

Si | ence.

DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
Who? You' ve been fucking for at
| east a couple weeks now God damm t,
who?

She whi ps off a high heel, an expensive brown shoe with a
rosette, and POUNDS on him He covers his head with his
ar ns.

| NT. POLARI S RECEPTI ON ROOM - DAY

Janes quietly enters the reception room |It's vacant. He
CLEARS his throat, announcing hinself. Eve pops out of a
door, looking into the foyer. She di sappears.

Janes figures that's all that's needed. He takes a seat
wth a BIG SIGH He eyes the apples, reaching for one, but
FOOTSTEPS O S. stop himfrom grabbi ng one.

Mary Ann, | ooking extra professional, enters.

MARY ANN
Janes. How are you?

He pulls in a GULP of air, preparing to speak. Nothing cones
out. Immediately, Mary Ann crosses to him sitting close.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
Are you okay?

He shakes his head, his shoul ders heavily sagging.

JAMES
That crazy ass senator.

MARY ANN
Shoul dn't you be nore concerned about
Honcho?
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JAMES
What do you know about that?

MARY ANN
Mor e t han enough.

He drops his head in his hands.

JAMES
Phoebe' s shi p sank.

MARY ANN
| know.

Mary Ann noves in closer, ensuring that her knee touches his
for sonme support.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
" mso sorry.

Janmes | ooks at her, his eyes welling with tears.

JAMES
" m guessing... you know people...
The ni ght when he brought ne here |
was pretty drunk... | told himwe
could cover the earth with a vol canic
cloud like Sherwin fucking WIIlians.

MARY ANN
And they junped on it w thout any
consequence specul ation or nodel
testing.

Janes bites his lip, puffing out his cheeks.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
That's what | despi se about these
peopl e. They cannot think ahead.
They have no sense of consequence.
They're oblivious to the fact that
everyt hing that happens affects every
ot her thing and everyone.

JAMES
| need to get Dougl as backed of f and
t he Honcho, too. Oherwise, I'lIl be
flipping burgers... or dead.

Mary Ann pats his |eg.

MARY ANN
['ll make sonme calls.
( MORE)
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MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
Meanwhi l e, we need to see if we can
find out about Phoebe.
(a wi nk)
| know this admral

MONTAGE

-- Mary Ann enphatically nakes a point while tal king on the
phone. Big sell.

-- Janes sits in front of the TV, flipping channels, wearing

a blank stare. He reaches in his jacket pocket. Sonething
unfamliar. He extracts Cndy's card. He looks at it

smling, then wads it up and pitches it across the roomtoward
a trash can.

-- Eve sits in front of Senator Douglas, hands fol ded, head
down. He reads her the riot act MOS.

-- Dana Dougl as wal ks up the steps of Restoration house.

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - FOYER - DAY

Dana Dougl as steps into the foyer. No one stands to greet
her. FOOTSTEPS com ng down from upstairs.

Jeff Strong bounces down the stairs to greet her, but nore,
he's hurrying to keep her from snooping. He |ooks around to
see if it looks Iikes she's had a chance to get into anyt hing.
He extends a hand, rendering an official smle to go with

it. She shuns his hand.

DANA DOUGLAS
VWhat the fuck is going on here in
your little safe haven frat house?
Where do you hide the hookers?

JEFF STRONG
| assure you, Ms. Douglas, you'l
never find a prostitute on these
prem ses.

DANA DOUGLAS
That so?

JEFF STRONG
It is, indeed.

DANA DOUGLAS
Then how cone one of the hookers you
forced on ny husband gave himand ne
chl anydi a?

He recoils slightly, his firmrighteous resol ve fading.
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JEFF STRONG
| have no idea what your husband
told you. However, | assure you,

the Restoration House allows no
prurient activity on prem se and no
one affiliated with the Restoration
House, pronotes, sanctions or
participates in any illegal or anoral
activity.

DANA DOUGLAS
Ww  Really? You m ght want to
invite your |lawers over for afternoon
tea after | have ny nedia party.

Angering, Jeff cuts her off with a wag of an authoritative
and powers that be backed index finger.

JEFF STRONG

... hopefully you can put on a cool er
head. You m ght want to think about
the threats you're issuing, and nore,
t he consequences of them \hat it
woul d nean to the senator? His
political stature? H s role as a
prom nent nmenber of the country's
nmoral and religious |eadership?

DANA DOUGLAS
The senator can go fuck hinself for
all | care. Course, because of you,
he doesn't have to fuck hinself,

does he?

Compl ete, she storns out. Jeff whips out a phone, dialing
at the speed of |ight.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Janes reads Phoebe' s Facebook page, his phone at the ready.
He | ooks at the phone. Nothing. A SIGH

He heads to the mni bar, renoving a bottle of wine. He
checks his watch, deliberates and puts the wi ne back in the
bar .

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - FOYER - LATER

Jeff Strong stands in the way of Senator Douglas' entry.
Behi nd him stands a NI CELY DRESSED MJUSCLE MAN, just in case.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
Do you know how weird it is for you
to call ne over here and then tel

( MORE)
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SENATOR DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
me | can't cone in? God, nan. Talk
about doubl e signal s.

JEFF STRONG
|"msorry, Senator. It has to be
this way. At least until things
cool off. Your wfe cane by and
threatened ugly things... going to
the nedia... lawers. That sort of
nonsense. W can't have any negative
press. Especially not now

Jeff issues a firmhead nod for enphasis. The senator | ooks
at the floor, pondering what's next.

JEFF STRONG ( CONT' D)
| can offer you one thing.

Now, he's got the senator back

JEFF STRONG ( CONT' D)
Shal | we pray?

Dougl as frowns, making a distasteful pucker.

EXT. REMOTE Al RSTRI P - MEXI CO - DAY

FI VE WELL USED, UNMARKED C-47/DC-3 TYPE Al RCRAFT, sit parked
on a tarmac next to an ancient fuel punp, various pieces of
rusted airport gear and brand new fire extingui shers on
wheel s.

A W NDSOCK RATTLES around in the breeze.

The LEFT ENG NE on the LEAD PLANE, parked closest to the
runway, COUGHS to |ife, sputtering out a flanme and bl ue snoke.
The engine works it way up to speed.

On the SECOND PLANE in the row, the port engine engages,
noisily comng to life.

TRUCKS can be heard, getting |louder, and getting |ouder fast.
PLANES THREE, FOUR and FIVE, each fire up the port engine,

a coordinated action. The first plane in the row engages
its second engine.

FI VE TROOP TRANSPORT TRUCKS

CRASH THROUGH THE PERI METER FENCE, nmow ng down anything in
their way.

The first plane gets underway. The LEAD TRUCK cuts out after
it.
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The plane swings its tail around, barely m ssing the truck,
whi ch swerves out of the way. The plane detours off the
tarmac, across a dirt patch, severely bouncing as it makes
hay for the runway.

The | ead truck reverses, backs onto pavenent, resum ng chase.
MEXI CAN SOLDI ERS cling to the side of the truck, ready to
fire.

The other trucks reach the tarmac, bl ocking the four remaining
pl anes.

SCORES OF ARVMVED MEXI CANS junp fromthe troop trucks, their
chatter drowned out by engine noise. Qickly, and with
precal cul ated order, they surround the remaining four planes.

Now on the runway, the getaway plane commences take off roll,
engi nes straining. The rear door opens. A MERCENARY hangs
out with an assault rifle, FIR NG AVAY.

The front tires on the truck blow out. It drops, SPARKS
FLYING as it skids onits rinms, SCRAPING to an inpotent halt.

MEXI CANS | eap fromthe side and back of the truck, returning
FI RE at the pl ane.

The plane's tail flaps back and forth, wagging a taunting
good-bye. The plane's door closes and gaining speed, its
tail lifts. Despite the shower of bullets, the plane |unbers
airborne, circling into the bl ue.

The MEXI CAN LEADER adorned with an automatic rifle, who we
now see is HOVMBRE 1 fromthe weapons deal, shakes a fist at
the departing plane. He turns and waves at the troops
covering the four planes. The squadron sits, both engines
idling and ready, but no place to go.

The | eader wal ks in front of one of the cockpits, making a
cut sign to the PILOTS.

W see a hand extend out fromthe side window. A M DDLE
FI NGER tests the w nds.

HOMBRE 1
| di ot.

He raises his automatic rifle. It's tangled in his cross
neckl ace. Freeing the gun, he SPRAYS the cockpit with
bullets. The PILOT" S and CO PILOT" S BODI ES convul se with

t he shower of lead. Then, he shoots into the plane's engines.
The engi nes SPUTTER and FLAME QUT, quickly dying. Lingering
flames trickle out of the cow ings.
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Honbre 1 waves a fanning gesture. Men fetch the nearby fire
extingui shers and spray out the fires, careful to avoid
| eaki ng fuel.

Honbre 1 strolls in front of the next plane in the row He
makes a cut notion to the cockpit of the next plane. No
response, engines keep running. He SHOOTS QUT the tires of
the plane. Then, he points his gun to the plane's w ng making
a nost serious, "l nean business" gesture.

The engi nes on the plane cut. One by one, the other planes
follow suit.

Slowy the doors of each plane open and THREE CREW MEMBERS

| N CAMOUFLAGE JUMP SUITS and TWD PILOTS EXIT each of the

pl anes. The Mexi cans di sarm and secure the hands of the
mercenaries and flight crewwth plastic ties, roughly | oading
theminto their trucks.

Wt hout warning, the plane with the shot out engi nes EXPLODES
| NTO A FI REBALL, knocking those standing to the ground.

Honbre 1, junps up, pulling and tuggi ng on everyone to get
in the trucks and haul ass.

VERCENARY LEADER
Vamanos. Alla arri ba. Bonbas.

The trucks hurriedly depart.

A SECOND EXPLOSION... FLAM NG DEBRI S scatters about the
area, showering the remaining aircraft. It's only a matter
of time before the rest catch fire and expl ode.

EXT. NORTH ATLANTI C - DUSK

Under clear skies, a life boat bobs on the ocean's surface.
We hear the drone of a LARGE PROPELLER DRI VEN Al RCRAFT.

A GREEN FLARE DROPS to the water, snoking, sputtering out.
Near the nmarker, we see a snall PARACHUTE col |l apse as its
payl oad SPLASHES in the sea. A BUOY pops up and a BRI LLI ANT
STROBE COMMENCES, FLASHI NG every coupl e of seconds. GREEN
DYE brightens the dark water.

EXT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - LATE AFTERNOON

Senat or Dougl as exits the Restoration House, adjusting
sonething in an inside overcoat pocket, then pulling his
overcoat tightly about him He gives a paranoid glance up
and down the street.

From behind a tree, across the street fromPolaris, we get a
glinpse of a WOMAN' S FI GURE, cautiously observing his course.
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As she leans out a slight bit further to observe, we recognize
the woman as Dana Dougl as on an enotionally charged
reconnai ssance m ssion.

DANA' S POV

The senator steps into the street, noving in the direction
of Polaris, then briskly picks up his pace. He hesitates at
the base of the brothel, again casing the street.

Qut of no where, darts a WOMAN, decked out in all black -
boots to cap. The woman runs up to him stopping but a yard
away - a gun jammed right at his heart.

DANA DOUGLAS
No! Bart on! Look out!

Dana runs to intercept.
The senator's hands fly into the air.

SENATOR DOUGLAS POV

Eve's angry face stares himdown, her eyes wld, gun trenbling
i n her hands.

EVE
( SPUTTERI NG
You cheati ng bast ard!

BANG Snoke clouds the view at point blank range. Qur view
falls backward, dropping and facing the sidewal k. A TRI CKLE
OF RED comes into view, flowng right up to the sol es of
Eve' s bl ack boots.

SENATOR DOUGLAS
(weakl y)
God damm t.

Anot her pair of shoes cone into view These shoes are
famliar, expensive brown punps, each adorned with a rosette.

Douglas lifts up to see Dana staring down at him next to
Eve.

They have two things in comon and one is an angry | ook of
contenpt for the wounded senator. Mary Ann appears, on a
cell phone, joining the scow ing wonen.

MARY ANN
(on phone)
Terrific. It's Senator Dougl as.

You m ght want to secure the bl ock..
if you know what's good for everyone.
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SIRENS in the BG The ROTORS of a helicopter can be heard
on t he i nbound.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
You can so do that. And you better
Keep the nedia the fuck away from
her e.

Jarred back to reality by sirens, Eve turns to bolt. Dana
grasps at her, managing to snag her arm

DANA DOUGLAS
Who the hell are you?

EVE
Fuck you.

Dana hauls off and slugs EVE. Not the best contact, just
enough to stagger her froma nonent. Eve retaliates. She
delivers a blow that knocks Dana backward on her butt.

Dana junps to her feet, ready to runble. Eve hovers, ready
to go, too. Mary Ann intercepts Dana, giving Eve a | ook
"Run." Eve runs.

DANA DOUGLAS
What the hell are you doing? You
| et her get away!

MARY ANN
Don't worry about it.

Dana | ooks down at her husband, who tries to get up on one
arm falling back with a GROAN. He reaches out to touch one
of her shoes. She noves her foot back, just out of reach.

DANA DOUGLAS
| hope it hurts.

An AMBULANCE arrives, PARAMEDI CS junp into action.

DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
You better double glove.

EXT. NATI ONAL MALL - EVEN NG

POLI CE and a FEW SWAT MEMBERS surround a tree. A SWAT OFFI CER
swaggers on scene.

SWAT OFFI CER
What's up?

A PCLI CEMAN points into the tree.
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SWAT OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
This better not be a cat.

The SWAT officer shines a flashlight into the tree. As he
noves it about, we barely nmake out Eve, cowering and clinging
to the branches.

SWAT OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
Ma' am can you get down?

EVE
| can. But |'m not gonna.

Eve reaches in her pocket, pulling out something fast. In
the poor light, we can't nmake it out.

The Swat Team | eader instinctively ducks pronpting, a NEARBY
PCLI CE OFFI CER and SWAT TEAM MEMBER to open FI RE

Eve tunbles fromthe tree, crunpling on the ground with a
THUD. Sonething rolls away from her

A FLASHLI GHT BEAM

Shi nes on her face. Blood oozes from her nouth and sonet hi ng
yel l owm sh sticks out. The SWAT OFFI CER S fingers poke at
her mouth. A piece of sonething pul py in her nouth.

SWAT OFFI CER
VWhat the hell?

The flashlight's beamfinds the object that fell from her
hand. An apple... wth a bite m ssing.

SWAT OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
Shit! This isn't going to be good.

Eve's body spasns, jerking out one |ast novenent. The
of ficers junp back

SWAT OFFI CER ( CONT' D)
Shit! | hate when that happens.

| NT. HOTEL ROOM - EVENI NG

Janmes wor ks away, |lying on the bed | aptop draped over him
The TV is on low, news of the day, of course.

He places his armover his face. He shudders, fighting tears.
JAMES

Pl ease Phoebe. Be safe. Pl ease
CGod.
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EXT. NORTH ATLANTI C - MORNI NG

The lifeboat aimessly drifts in blue water and under a vivid
bl ue sky.

I NT. THE LI FE RAFT - SAME

Phoebe sits, huddl ed over something. Dark circles, gnarled
hair and a cut and bruise on her forehead cannot di m nish
the determned fire in her eyes.

PHOEBE' S HANDS

Trenble in the cold, struggling for the dexterity to manage
her nobile phone. She carefully lifts out the battery and
SIMchip. Gently she blows into the phone, working to dry
it. Becomng frustrated, she drops her hands.

PHOEBE
Shi t!

Sonet hi ng catches her attention. W hear it, too. The
UNM STAKABLE DRONE OF A BOAT' S ENG NE grows | ouder and | ouder

She UNZI PS the opening of the |ifeboat, sticking her head
out to see...

A COAST GUARD MOTOR WHALEBOAT - with THREE SAI LORS, one with
boat hook extended. In the distance, a bright white COAST
GUARD CUTTER waits at the ready.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM - DAY

Dana Dougl as, reading The Bible, sits by the senator who
sl eeps in a drug-induced stupor.

Mary Ann quietly wal ks in.

MARY ANN
Ms. Dougl as.

Dana | ooks up, a scowl crossing her face.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
W didn't get a chance to neet before.
|"m Mary Ann Hall ...

DANA DOUGLAS
Ch, | know who you are. You're the
whore pinp who farnms out sluts to
politicians so | obbyists and greedy
war nongers and ot her bastards can
get their way...
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MARY ANN
Actual ly, you have that wired a bit
backwar d. . .

DANA DOUGLAS
Is that so? W'Il|l see how backward
it is

Mary Ann cl oses on Dana, who recoils, pulling up into a tight
| eg cross.

MARY ANN
Don't even think |like that.

DANA DOUGLAS
Wy not ?

MARY ANN
It's bigger than you know.

DANA DOUGLAS
So tell ne.

MARY ANN
You have ki ds?

DANA DOUGLAS
Two.

MARY ANN

Think of them .. what they'll go

t hrough. Wat a scandal would do to
how t hey perceive their God-fearing
father. Be a big girl and suck it

up.
DANA DOUGLAS

By suck it up you nean ignore it?
MARY ANN

No. | nmean fix it. Al of it. Get

your relationship back. Isn't

forgi veness the key?

DANA DOUGLAS
You know how nessed up it is to hear
that fromthe woman who unfi xed ny
marri age?

Bi g staredown.
DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)

(defiant)
You know what saved hi n? God.
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Mary Ann fights an eye roll, w dening her eyes in pretend
amazenent .

DANA DOUGLAS ( CONT' D)
The director of the Restoration House
gave hima Bible and told himto
read scripture. Janes stuffed it in

his coat... And it slowed the bullet.
If that's not a "praise God," what
is?
MARY ANN
Eve... the wonman... who shot him..

A cold stare from Dana as she wi pes away a tear.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
...1s dead.

DANA DOUGLAS
Good. | hope she rots in hell.

Mary Ann smles, pursing her |lips as she reaches into her
purse renoving a small plastic kit. She turns away. W see
her prepare one of two hypoderm c needl es.

EXT. COAST GUARD Al RFI ELD - MORNI NG

Bl owi ng snow does not di ssuade a gathering of PRESS from
convening. An OFFICI AL LOCKI NG CAR wi t hout marking arrives.
An OFFI CER junps out, struggling to push the zeal ous press
from cr owdi ng.

A COAST GUARD HELI COPTER nmgi cal |y descends out of the snow,
bouncing a bit as it |ands.

The door opens. Phoebe, bew | dered by the gathering, is |led
off the aircraft and to the waiting car.

The press presses, blitzing her with an assault of questions
devoured by the wind and helicopter rotors.

EXT. EXECUTI VE OFFI CE - DAY

Heavy snow falls outside the window Honcho, with his back
to us, enjoys the scene.

Dirk is seated, hands on knees, tense as can be.
HONCHO
So | guess there won't be any d obal
Warm ng tal ks today, eh, Dirk?

Dl RK
No sir!
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HONCHO
You kiss ass. Don't you have any
opi ni ons of your own?

A LOUD KNOCK O S.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Cone!

In wal ks the nercenary Leader, again wearing a suit and

| ooking a bit sun-burned. He tosses a folder on the desk.
On them we see NUCLEAR and TOP SECRET LOGE0S. Honcho gl ances
up at the window, evidently using its reflection to survey
the room

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Do you know where they are?

MERCENARY LEADER
W have a guess.

HONCHO
| have a guess, too. Sonewhere within
a thousand mles of sone shit hole
in northern Mexico.

The nmercenary | eader, gives a "yes sir," head nod, intent
upon covering his ass. Honcho SI GHS heavily.

DI RK
Are you preparing sonething in case
soneone goes to the press?

HONCHO
Who woul d be dunb enough to go to
the press? W'd snear theminto a
shit hole they'd never clinb out
of ... just like we always do. Go to
the press. Fucking liberals. That's
their answer for everything. Nobody
has any balls. Nobody gets into the
fight. Bunch of pussies.

Honcho cl asps his hands behi nd him
HONCHO ( CONT' D)
I'"d like to know how do you propose
we get our nen out of Mexico?
He gets bl ank stares.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
I"'mtired of that fucking geol ogist.



Honcho SNAPS his fingers. The nercenary fetches the
| abel ed folders and carries themto Honcho, avoiding

contact.

| NT. POLARI S RECEPTI ON ROOM - DAY

Phoebe tentatively enters the quiet reception room

it out.

They give
do. ..

Mary Ann ener ges.

MARY ANN
Phoebe Towns! | can hardly believe
it.

PHOEBE
Me either. For a couple of reasons.

each other the best old girlfriends hug.
PHOEBE ( CONT' D)

Honestly, |'ve been wanting to see
you for years.

MARY ANN
Real | y?

PHOEBE
Yeah girl. 1It's good to see you.
Hell, it's good to see anyone.

Hug conpl ete, Mary Ann notions for Phoebe to sit.

Mary Ann reaches in her pocket and pulls out a phone.

MARY ANN
Have you seen Janes?

PHOEBE
Not yet. Phone got ruined. Haven't
had a chance to call with the press
and all.

pitches it to Phoebe. G eat grab.

MARY ANN
He's had his plate full.
PHOEBE
Me too!
MARY ANN

Sane ol e Phoebe. Can | get you
somnet hi ng?

85.

nucl ear
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checki ng
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PHOEBE
"' m okay. You wouldn't believe the
royal treatment | got fromthe Coast
Guard. Probably shouldn't eat for
two weeks.

MARY ANN
You're wel cone for that.

Phoebe m sses Mary Ann's hint as she checks out the reception
ar ea.

PHOEBE
GPS? You're into GPS?
MARY ANN
| f you nmean girls pleasing senators,

yes.
Phoebe bites her lip, slowy catching the drift.

PHOEBE
Makes sense. If nmy nmenory serves ne
correctly, weren't you voted the
girl nost likely to conceive at

Rut gers?
MARY ANN

You were voted nost |likely to secede.
PHOEBE

Yeah, | got ne an independent streak.
MARY ANN

You shoul d see Janes.

PHOEBE
What ever happened to that basebal
pl ayer you used to sneak out to bang?

MARY ANN
Joi ned a special ops thing. Never
got it out of his blood. He got
wred into a secret mlitary group.
Was killed in one of those
controversial shoot outs in Baghdad
in '04. Friendly fire sort of
i ncident believe it or not.

PHOEBE
Li ke Pat Till nman?

MARY ANN
Wr se.
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Phoebe cringes, w shing she hadn't gone there.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
Wul dn't have been so bad if | hadn't
been t here.

PHOEBE
VWhat were you doing there?

MARY ANN
You know... sone things are better
not to know.

As Mary Ann nods firmy, punctuating her point. Then a head
toss at the phone. Phoebe commences a text nessage.

EXT. DESERT QUARRY - DAY

Two CANVAS TOPPED TRUCKS and a VERY NEW ALL TERRAI N SUV wai t
in the quarry where the weapons deal previously took place.

A HELI COPTER breezes in, quickly setting domn. W watch
THREE MEN duck the rotor planes, heading to the trucks. W
see these nen are the nercenary | eader and the two mercenaries
previ ously acconpanying himin the nmeeting with Senator

Dougl as. The two nercenaries each carry two briefcases.

All of the nmercenaries are arned with only side arns.

The HELI COPTER |ifts off.

Fromthe drivers side of one of the trucks, energes Honbre
1. He nakes a head nod.

HOVBRE 1
Hol a, Mo, Larry y Shep.

He notions for the briefcases to be opened. Money. Lots of
it. Satisfied, he cuts |oose wth an effortless and SHRILL
VWHI STLE

The ABDUCTED MERCENARI ES and FLI GAT CREWS junp fromthe
vehi cl es, one by one, hands still secured with plastic.
They are followed by their Mexican guards.

VERCENARY LEADER
Cut them | oose.

HOVBRE 1
You do it. Not ny job, man.

VMERCENARY LEADER
What ever. Get out of ny fucking
si ght .
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Wth a sinister grin, Honbre 1 gestures. The guards pile
into the SUV, sone in seats. Two curl up in the back
conpartment, pulling the tailgate in on thenselves. The
bri ef cases get tucked away. Once confident, the payload is
secure Honbre 1 offers a slight bow

HOVBRE 1
G@ust o. Hasta | a vi st a.

Honbre 1 junps in the SUV and off they go.
EXT. MOUNT SHASTA - DAY

On an absolutely glorious day, we view a w de panorana of
t he nount ai n.

Somewhere on the nmountain, slightly above the tree I|ine.
THREE MEN | N HEAVY DUTY OVERALLS and wearing sidearns fuss

wi th an ordi nance container, finishing the trek froma nearby
HELI COPTER perched on a small clearing. W' ve seen this
cont ai ner before.

The nmen struggle, carefully positioning the container near a
hole drilled into the nountain that quickly disappears into
dar kness.

The LEADER STANDS, wi ping his hands together. On his overalls
we see that Bl ackwater-like | ogo once again. As sweat
trickles down his face, he nods approval. The other two nen
pop the lid. There's the bonb.

The two nen wi pe their hands dry on rags, preparing to lift
t he precious cargo.

The | eader puts up his hand, halting the operation. He
listens, squinting as he | ooks into the sky. HELI COPTERS,
getting cl oser.

He steps away, scanning the horizon. Three helicopters fly
i nbound, heading directly to their |ocation.

LEADER
VWhat the hell?

He checks his phone. No alerts.

LEADER ( CONT' D)
Cl ose that up

Hi s hel pers quickly conply as the helos settle onto the rough
terrain.

From each helicopters junp a nost unlikely group of commandos:
SPI Rl TUAL DEVOTEES ARVMED TO THE HI LT and wearing ugly sandal s.
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Wthin seconds the nystical mlitia surrounds the bonb
pl anting team Considering the odds, none of the well-trained
mercenaries even think of drawing a sidearm

Last to energe fromthe helicopters is a GURU, draped in
scarlet and saffron. He notions to a few devot ees.

(bediently, they scranble to attend to the bonb... and they
seemto know what they're doing.

Anot her notion. Another group of the nmen swiftly disarmthe
bonb team herding themto the helicopters.

The guru crosses to face the operation's | eader. The guru
shakes his head side to side, and with a satisfied sm|e,
wags his index finger.

GURU
Do not ness with Mther Nature.

| NT. EXECUTI VE OFFI CE - DAY

From behi nd we see the honcho, SLAM down a phone. Present
in his conpany: Dirk and Al vin York

HONCHO
God dammt! God dammit!

Dirk pours sone water and sets it on a table next to Honcho.
He picks it up, hurling it across the room Dirk crosses to
pick up the ness. Alvin stands tall, holding his PSP in his
hands, conceal ed behind his back.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Every fucking thing is fucked.

DI RK
VWhat can | do?

HONCHO

You can't do anything. You're an
i nconpetent butt |icking weasel.
|'"'m sending you to Siberia... or
maybe Al aska. You can see Siberia
fromthere. Fuck

(points at Alvin)
You' re goi ng too.

Honcho scratches his head with both hands.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Get nme that bitch who runs Pol ari s.
And | want that fucking geol ogist.
Let me be clear. By that | nean |
don't care if | ever see himalive.
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ALVI N YORK
Under st ood.

HONCHO
And never bring that fucking gane in
here agai n.

ALVI N YORK
Sir.

The gane slips into Alvin's pocket and Dirk and Al vin depart.

HONCHO
Fuck. Fuck! FUCK!

EXT. STREET - N GHT

Janes steps out of his hotel into the brisk air. He shivers.
Cold or an indication of concern? He |ooks up and down the
street, then comences wal ki ng.

Behind him we see a MAN I N BLACK wearing a bl ack ushanka
with grey flaps appear from around the corner.

The HOOTI NG of an OAL echoes off the buil dings.

Janmes continues down the street. He stops, turning to check
the terrain.

The man in black fakes a phone call, turning away from Janes.
He lights a cigarette to add to the decoy.

After a big SIGH Janes steps across the street...

EXT. PARK - NI GHT

The park is void of people, filled only with trees poorly
and illum nated under a few scattered |ights.

Janmes hesitates. Again he | ooks around, checking his watch,
in the lousy lighting. He treks on.

Behind himthe man in black follows at a safe distance.

Now in the park, the man in black stops at a trash bin,
flicking away his cigarette. Reaching in his overcoat pocket,
he renoves a pistol equipped with silencer. He |leans on the
top of the trash bin, steadying hinself.

Janmes unwi sely stops under a street light, once again
satisfying his paranoia with a | ook. He sees no one..

The man in bl ack takes aim
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An OAL silently swoops in fromout of nowhere, snatching the
ushanka off the woul d be assassin's head.

He junps, jerking the gun off target. A SILENCED SHOT.
James continues wal king at a brisk pace.

The STREET LI GHT under which he stood SHATTERS with the i npact
of a wayward BULLET.

Janmes wheel s about. The OAL flies over his head, dropping

t he ushanka, scaring the crap out of Janes. Not in the nood
to investigate, he picks up his pace, trotting off to his
destinati on.

The man in black takes off after him watching Janes instead
of where he's going. He runs into a water fountain, toppling
over the top of it, ass over tea kettle. H's gun errantly
SHOOTS. A pai ned GROAN

The man in black lifts his pants. Blood trickles down his
ankl e.

EXT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Phoebe waits in front of the restaurant. Janes trots into
view, slowi ng once Phoebe is in sight. Timdly, he waves.
She waves back. Awkward.

JAMES
Hey. You okay?

PHOEBE
Actual ly yes.

JAMES
Got your note.

She | ooks away, biting her |ip, cones back at him preparing
an expl anation, words ready to spew.

Janes puts his finger on her lips. "Shh." He nods. "It's
okay. "

Phoebe forces a quivering smle. She tries her best to ignore
the tear tricking dowm her check. Phoebe |eans forward,
giving Janes a peck on the cheek. She pulls back, | ooking

at him a bit amazed. She touches his forehead.

He gives her a | ook, "What?"
PHOEBE

It's freezing. How can you be
sweat i ng?
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JAVES
Ddn't want to be late... so | kinda
j ogged sone of the way.

PHOEBE
That's not true.

JAVES
Do you want sone w ne? | want sone
W ne.

PHOEBE

Did Cbama get el ected?

JAMES
Near as | can renenber.

her armin his, leading himinto the restaurant

PHOEBE
Let's nake a pact.

He gives her an "uh-oh" | ook.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Toni ght we tal k about not hi ng heavy.
Ckay? Just fun and food.

JAVES
Ckay.

PHOEBE
And let's renenber that in a universe
not so far away and not all that
| ong ago, we used to |ike each other.

JAMES
Perf ect.

| NT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Phoebe pol
Total ly cl

She eyebal
around at
hi s gl ass.

i shes off the last of something on her plate.
ean. She |ooks at it enbarrassed.

Is his plate, noticing that he's nostly picked

his food. And nore, there's still sone wine in
PHCEBE

You okay?
JAMES

VWorri ed.

92.
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PHOEBE
' Bout what ?

JAMES
You sai d not hi ng heavy, renenber?

She nods, chewi ng her lower |ip.

PHOEBE
s it those guys?

He notions her closer with a beckoning index finger. She
| eans in.

JAMES
You really want to hear this?

PHOEBE
Two bottles of wi ne says yes. A
sober nme woul d say no.

JAMES
s that a no?

PHOEBE
No.

Janes i nches cl oser.

JAMES

(whi speri ng)
Ni ght | got here, | got totally
hammered. Told sone stupid senator
we could stop global warmng if we
pl ant ed nucl ear devi ces under
vol canoes and |it themup and covered
the Earth with an ash cl oud.

She pulls back, horrified. He notions her back in wth his
finger.

JAMES ( CONT' D)
(whi spering intensifies)
They're trying to do it.

PHOEBE
What are we going to do? W can't
l et this happen.

JAMES
| don't know what to do.
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PHOEBE
Does anybody know... other than these
guys? | nean... should we call the
medi a?

JAMVES

They're just going to think we're
drunk. How d that sound?

PHOEBE
When's it gonna happen?

JAMES
| have no i dea.

She | eans back, |ooking for another drop of wne in her glass.
Janes slides his glass to Phoebe. She goes for it as a WAITER
returns with the bill folder. As he departs..

PHOEBE
| s your room safe?

JAMES
(head shake no)
Ever hear of Pol aris?
She makes a quick head nod, "let's go."

EXT. RESTAURANT - NI GHT

Janes and Phoebe stop outside the restaurant. James | ooks
around and all about. Phoebe decides it's a good course of
action and does the sane. Satisfied the coast is clear,

t hey head onward.

A few brisk steps and TWO BLACK CARS, TINTED W NDOAS pul
cur bsi de, double parking. TW) GOONS junp out of each car
Two grab Janes, one on each arm Two grab Phoebe, sane drill.

GOON
Come with us. Quietly is better.

Janmes and Phoebe trade | ooks. He nods his head yes; she
shakes her head no. He goes with the drill. She struggles,
GRUNTI NG and GROANI NG,

The two goons on the nore conpliant Janmes snoothly get him
in the |l ead car, which dashes off into the dark

PHOEBE
Janes! No!

She turns to one goon, giving hima good shin kick. He lets
go. She thrashes | oose of the second goon. Making a quick
bolt for it.
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PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Get off nme, you stinking shit!

Goon 1 catches her. She lifts her |egs up, kicking, claw ng
gougi ng.

A MALE PASSERBY heads toward them slow ng, cautiously taking
it all in.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Call Channel 4. W' re being abducted.
Don't just |look at me! Do sonething!!

The passerby checks out the situation. The goon gives hima
"don't get in this" |ook.

GOON
She can't hold her |iquor.

The passerby wal ks by a few feet away. Phoebe clutches at
him trying for a grab. She gets air. The man picks up his
pace, wanting none of this. A quick |ook back.

PHOEBE
Call 9-1-1! Help! Help!!

The goon shakes her, wrapping his arnms around her tightly.

GOON
Shut the fuck up! You nake this
hard it's not gonna be so fun

At the restaurant, the waiter conmes out, checking out the
commmot i on.

PHOEBE
Hel p!

The waiter runs to help. The second goon returns. The waiter
prepares to dive onto the goon hol di ng Phoebe. But the second
goon cold cocks the waiter. He's down and out.

The second goon pulls a needle out of his pocket tries to
get to Phoebe's arnms. Wth the grip the other goon has,
that doesn't work. He |ifts up her coat.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
Hel p. Help ne God danm t!

She kicks and flails.

PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
|'ve survived a ship sinking at sea
and lived on a raft in the mddle of
( MORE)
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PHOEBE ( CONT' D)
a frozen fucking ocean for days and
come back to this...

GOON
Shut up!

PHOEBE
Fuck you!

THE NEEDLE

Sl ans into Phoebe's thigh.

PHOEBE

Jolts with the inpact. |In a second, her rage fades. Her
eyes roll back and she's a dead weight for the goons to carry
to the waiting car.

| NT. HOLDI NG CELL

Phoebe lies on the floor of a small concrete cell void of
anything. Her clothes are torn, her face bruised, a lip
split.

The DOOR to the cell NO SILY OPENS
Phoebe can barely |ift her head.

The nercenary | eader enters, roughly lifting her to her feet
and securing her hands behi nd her back.

PHCEBE
Can | have sone water?

MERCENARY LEADER
No worries. In no time you' re going
to get nore water than your little
heart desires.

He pulls plastic securing straps extra tight on her wists.

PHOEBE
Oow

VMERCENARY LEADER
That hurt? You ain't seen nothing
yet, bitch

| NT. CONFERENCE ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

From behi nd, we see Honcho sitting at a |long table.

A FI RM KNOCK
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HONCHO
Cone!

The nmercenary | eader pushes a weak, wobbly Phoebe into the
room She squints trying to make out Honcho's identity.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Ah, the infanobus and conplication
creating M ss Phoebe Towns.

Phoebe offers her best scowl of defiance.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
In but a few nonents, we'll be able
to get down to business.

VWaiting, waiting, then the door opens and in wal ks Dirk

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Ni ce of you to join us.

DI RK
They just got here.

The Honcho stands, notioning let's go. Dirk opens the door
he just entered. The nercenary |eader roughly pushes Phoebe
out, tossing a wi nk at Honcho.

HONCHO
Cone on. Let's settle all this,
once and for all.

| NT. OM NOUS CORRI DOR - CONTI NUQUS

This hallway is not decorated. Gey and green walls. Gey
concrete floor. Pipes and wiring the only decor. Despite
the long hall, not a single EXIT SIGN in sight. This is not
good.

Honcho | eads the way, briskly striding down the corridor.
Dirk nmust take huge steps to keep up.

Phoebe follows, chin up, but tears stream ng down her face.
The nmercenary | eader keeps a hand on his side arm

Down the hallway and finally to an anonynous door. Honcho
stands back waiting for Dirk to open it. He hangs back,
wanting to be the last to enter.

| NT. | NTERROGATI ON_ ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The roomis large, but barren. No windows. A chair, in
whi ch Janes is seated. |In the corner of the rooma board..
obvi ously a water board.
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Near by, buckets of water, sponges, rags, restraining devices.

Behind him stand TWO HOODED AND WELL ARMED GUARDS in bl ack
junp suits without 1D or logos. They're scary and they're
silent, their still posture adds to the gri m nood.

Janmes and Phoebe trade worried | ooks. Honcho steps between
them giving both a disgusted and pissed | ook. As the
mercenary | eader pushes Phoebe up against the far wall.

HONCHO
" m not happy.

SI LENCE

HONCHO ( CONT' D)

Sonmeone fucked wth nmy plans..

(leaning into Janes'

face)
...a plan that actually started out
as your plan. But then it becane ny
plan. | love ny plans. And |I hate
peopl e who fuck with ny plans.

Honcho paces, his anger building, noving to face the wall
where Phoebe is standing. He talks to the wall, but he
directs it at Phoebe and Janes.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)

It seens sone devotees... devotees
of Sri Who G ves a Fuck... arned
fucki ng devotees... intercepted the

only bonb we had |left and took three
of our agents captive. Fucking
devot ees!

He winds up as if going to punch sonething. He's not close
enough to Janes. He sw ngs, stopping his fist just short of
the wal | .

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
How did the best funded, neanest
bunch of nercenary assholes on earth
get taken by a bunch of root chonping,
robe wearing, religious whack jobs?
What happened to the device? Does
anybody know? Huh? DOES ANYBCODY
KNOW?  NO ?

Honcho cones around to face Phoebe.
HONCHO ( CONT' D)

Now we have religious nuts with a
bonb!
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Did one of the hooded guards SNI CKER? Honcho thinks so. He
strolls behind them checking themout like a D.l1., hassling
new recruits.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
It's not funny. Know what else is
not funny? Soneone persuaded
Mexi cans, who we normally rely on to
be part of our team to flip on us.
How di d that happen?

Honcho | ooks between Dirk, the nercenary | eader and Janes.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
Qur nmen got captured. Planes |ost.
Four weapons lost. Nuclear debris
to di spose of. Men got killed. And
it cost me a lot of fucking noney.

Honcho noves in front of Janes, |eaning down to get in his
face, hands on his thighs.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
| hate wasting noney. But what pisses

me off even nore is people... stupid
people with airy fairy ideals getting
in ny way!

As Honcho goes on, spit flies out, showering Janmes, who fights
the urge to cower. He defiantly raises his chin, greeting
what ever spittle makes it his way.

Honcho turns to the nercenary. A head nod. The nercenary
pulls out his side arm

PHOEBE
No!

Honcho wheel s to Phoebe, pointing.

HONCHO
Shut the fuck up

The mercenary chanbers a round.

One of the hooded guards whi ps off the hood, revealing her
identity. It's Mary Ann. She raises her weapon at the
mercenary | eader. She shakes her head angrily. "Don't do
it."

Startled | ooks all around.

VMERCENARY LEADER
Hal 1! Mary Ann fucking Hall!
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MARY ANN
Paybacks are a bitch, Bill.

She fires two rounds into himw th phenonmenal precision.

The first to his hand, knocking his pistol free. The second,
spot on the bridge of his nose. H's eyes spread as he drops
backward with a sickening flesh on concrete sound.

Dirk quickly reaches for the |oose pistol. Mary Ann drills
his hand. D rk recoils SOBBI NG and MOANI NG

Mary Ann notions to Honcho. Hands up. No argunent there.

Mary Ann crosses to Phoebe, cutting her hands | oose as she
keeps an eye on Honcho. Phoebe gives Mary Ann a | ook of
amazenent as she rushes to Janes.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
What? | wasn't always a nmadam

He makes a head nod at the other hooded guard. The guard
secures the wayward sidearm bringing it to Mary Ann. Then
the guard reaches into a | arge pocket on well equi pped pants,
renmoving a case. The guard opens the case, revealing five
serious needl es.

Honcho strains to see.

HONCHO
What the fuck are you doi ng?

MARY ANN
Shut up! I'mso tired of your shit.
Who el se knows about this?

HONCHO
Yor k.

MARY ANN
Text him Let ne see it before you
send it.

Honcho frowns as he texts, giving a quick angry | ook.

HONCHO
Dougl as, too.

MARY ANN
No worries there.

Honcho offers the phone to Mary Ann. She takes it, checks
it and sends it.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
Now we wait .
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Dl RK
My hand.
MARY ANN
Wap it in your jacket, you candy
ass. It's not much of a hole. You're

barely bl eedi ng.
| NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - LATER

Mary Ann sits facing the door, the other guard, standing
next to her, poised for action.

Honcho stands, |eaning against the wall, nodding off.

James and Phoebe sit close to each other on the floor, her
head on his shoul der.

Dirk lies curled up in a ball, his hand wapped his suit
coat .

The door opens. Alvin steps in. Seeing the situation, he
takes a step back.

MARY ANN
| n!

Alvin surveys the situation, electing to conply. He enters,
giving Mary Ann a di sgusted | ook.

ALVI N YORK
Ah man. Not you
Mary Ann offers a head nod. "Yes, ne." He closes the door
behi nd him

Janes junps to his feet. He crosses to Alvin and reaches in
his suit pocket, capturing his PSP. Janmes holds it in front
of him then SMASHES it to the floor. "So there!™

MARY ANN
Let's get on with it. Al of you,
roll up your sl eeves.

HONCHO
What are you doi ng?

She notions for the second guard to do the deed.

The guard crosses to Alvin York. He rips off Alvin's jacket,
jabbing himin the armthrough his shirt wth the serious
needle. He GRIMACES, a trickle of blood where the needle
entered. A nonent. His eyes roll, spittle oozes fromhis
mout h and down he goes.
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Dirk watches, horrified, trenbling.

HONCHO ( CONT' D)
VWhat is this shit?

The guard proceeds to Dirk. He sags even before the needl e
enters his arm The guard YANKS hi mupright, doing the deed.
Once the drug kicks in, the guard lets go. Dirk drops like
a rock.

Mary Ann crosses to get in Honcho's face.

MARY ANN
It's so new you don't even know about
it. And it works. Once this gets
to your brain, you won't renmenber
any of this. In fact, you won't be
able to renenber who won the el ection.
O which hand you use to w pe your
ass.

She nmakes a quick gesture to her neck.

The guard noves on to Honcho. He extends his arm resigning
hinmself to the fate.

| nstead, the guard jabs the needle into his neck. Honcho
makes the nost unpl easant GURGLI NG GROAN a human can render,
then drops to the floor, unconscious.

| NT. POLARI S RECEPTI ON ROOM - DAY

Mary Ann enters with one of those beautiful silver trays.
This one carries a coffee pot, cream sugar, organic cookies
and three cups.

Janmes and Phoebe sit on one of the sofas, knees touching.

Mary Ann sets to pouring coffee. Done being hostess, she
sits, neatly folding herself onto the other sofa.

PHCEBE
Wowl

MARY ANN
Yeah, well now | need an incone
stream

Janes and Phoebe sip the coffee. Phoebe nakes a YUVMY sound.

MARY ANN ( CONT' D)
Shade gr own.
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JAMES
You know... over these past days...
obviously there's been a | ot of stuff
to chewon... | think it's tine for
me to honor the Greek god Prius.

PHOEBE
There is no G eek god Prius.
JAMES
By that | mean, | can get around in
ways that are far nore... how shall
we say... globally appropriate?
MARY ANN

You can say green and not turn to
stone even if you are one of those
red state fellas.

JAMES
That's just it. | can't stand nyself
when I'mthe fake data bitch of these
greedy assholes. | love trees and |

| ove nature.

(stands, bell ow ng)
Ther el | said it! | |ove trees!
And bear s!

Curious | ooks from Mary Ann and Phoebe.

JAVES ( CONT' D)
| have a proposal.
A m xed | ook crosses Phoebe's face. "Is this for ne? Goody.
No, | nean oh shit."

JAMES ( CONT' D)
(goes for professional
post ure)
We should start a consultancy firm
A green, planet hel pful, humankind
i nproving firm

MARY ANN
Let's go after crappy food. Until
peopl e stop eating shit, they'll
never be able to think clearly.

Head nods of agreenent.
JAMES

['ll address environnental matters.
| am a geol ogist, after all.



104.

Here he gets a | ook of doubt from Mary Ann and firm head
shaki ng from Phoebe. She wags a finger at him

PHOEBE
Yeah well, from now on, you run al
your plans by us first. You hear

nme?

Janmes renders a salute to Phoebe. A pause, then she playfully
nudges into him

EXT. AIRSTRI P I N MEXI CO - DAY

The burned out skeletons of four aircraft lie on a tarnmac
anongst a scattering pile of burnt out random debris.
Surrounding the site, RED TAPE and signs readi ng PELI GRO

A COYOTE approaches the hole in the fence where the trucks
previously crashed through. He sniffs the air. He runs
away.

| NT. RELI G QUS COVPOUND - MOUNT SHASTA - DAY

The mercenaries who attenpted to place the bonb on Munt
Shasta join in GROUP MED TATI ON wi th ot her DEVOTEES, |ed by
t he GURU.

| NT. RESTORATI ON HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

In the mddle of the room three chairs are pulled together.
On those chairs sit Jeff Strong, Dana Douglas, a Bible in
her | ap, and Senator Douglas, armin sling. Their heads are
bowed, being lead in MOS prayer by Jeff.

A WOVAN wal ks through the room tip toeing so her heel s nmake
no noi se.

Senator Dougl as turns his head to check out the passing wonman.
Dana Dougl as gives hima firm SMACK DOMN wi th her Bi bl e.
| NT. TV STUDI O

Fromthe rear, we see the Honcho being wired up for an
interview In front of hima table is set for reporters.

PRODUCER
Thank you for taking tine to talk
w th us on Thanksgiving, sir.

We hear unintelligible GRUMBLI NG from Honcho.
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| NT. JAMES' DI NI NG ROOM - THANKSG VI NG - DAY

As we watch the festive gathering, we hear the V.O of Honcho
answeri ng questions for the press.

MALE PRESS MEMBER (O S.)
Sir, is it true that an effort is
bei ng nounted to m ne urani um
precariously close to the Col orado
Ri ver?

HONCHO (O S.)
| have no know edge of such a plan.

Janmes dining roomis well decorated for the holiday, obviously
wth a woman's touch. On a wall we see a beautifully franed
photo of A WHALE AND HER CALF SW MM NG I N THE OCEAN

On the table, dressing, gravy, cranberry, mashed spuds and
all the trimm ngs await.

FEMALE PRESS MEMBER (O S.)
Can you confirmthat you did in fact
order water boarding at G tnon?

HONCHO (O S.)
| don't remenber any such order. |
don't renenber anyone even nentioning
wat er boarding at G tno.

Janes enters carrying a turkey, that he carefully places at
the head of the table. He turns, |ooking back to throw a
smle at Phoebe, who beam ng, brings a bow of succotash to
the table. Behind Phoebe, Mary Ann, enters, carrying two
bottles of wine, with a third tucked under her arm

MALE PRESS MEMBER (O S.)
Sir, was Bl ackwater involved in the
killing of those twenty-four civilians
i n Baghdad | ast week?

HONCHO (O . S.)
| don't recall Bl ackwater being
involved in that or any such incident.

Janes nods thankful approval and we PULL BACK out a w ndow
and upward, taking on an AERI AL PO NT OF VIEW.

FEMALE PRESS MEMBER (O. S.)
What do you have to say about the
sl aughtering your party took in the
recent election?
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HONCHO (O S.)
Oh. Was there a slaughtering? Wo
won that thing, anyway?

FEMALE PRESS MEMBER (O S.)
You're joking, right? Are you all
right, sir?

HONCHO (O S.)
Fine, thanks. M/ m nd' s never been
cl earer.

We drift over snow capped M. Hunphrey glowing in late
afternoon sunlight and we. ..

FADE QOUT:
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