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FADE IN 

EXT RICHMOND, VIRGINIA - BATTLEGROUND – DAY 

Sunrise.  Overcast sky.  Quiet field  

SOUND:  Slow monotonous military drum cadence. 

Rebel and Yankee soldiers emerge from the forest at 
opposite ends of a field and form attack lines.  

Yankees briskly move cannon into place.  Multiple rows 
of infantry advance. 

Yankee artillery fires.  Confederates return volley. 

Confederate Captain slightly turns his head towards his 
men, raises his sword. 

CONFEDERATE CAPTAIN 
Charge! 

Battlefield explodes with deafening sounds of galloping 
hooves, ordinance, and 30,000 blues and grays, CLASHING.  

Yankee mortar fire pounds Confederate rear ranks.  
Horrific scene of mutilated flesh and bodies stacked 
like cordwood. 

CUT TO: 

INT RICHMOND, VA. – ST. PAUL’S EPISCOPAL CHURCH – NIGHT 

SUPER:  RICHMOND, VIRGINIA, 1865 

Candlelight dances across stained glass windows. 

Sounds of distant cannon fire echoes through the church. 

The congregation stands and sings “Shall we gather at 
the river.”  

JEFFERSON DAVIS, President of The Confederacy, and his 
family, passionately sing until the hymn ends, and the 
congregation sits. 

Nearby the Davises, a TODDLER, 4, cuddles to her MOTHER, 
25. 

Another distant roar of cannon 

The toddler nestles closer to her mother. 
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TODDLER 
Mommy, are the Yankees going to get 
us? 

Mother wraps her arms around the toddler’s neck, kisses 
her forehead. 

MOTHER 
No, baby.  Our soldiers will keep 
them out. 

Davis peers over to the toddler and the mother, sees and 
hears their fright. 

The church door STORMS open,  JARS the back wall. 

A COURIER strides in, pauses, spots Davis.  He pulls a 
telegram from his leather pouch, hurriedly makes his way 
to the front.  

COURIER 
Mr. President, Sir! 

He hands the telegram to Davis, who reads it. 

All is silence. 

Davis’ eyes droop, face ashen.   

 WIFE 
What is it, Jeff? 

The congregation eyes Davis. 

DAVIS 
It’s from Lee.  Says to get out of 
Richmond.  Yankees have broken 
through our defenses. 

WIFE 
Oh God! 

The congregation disburses, slowly at first.  Then, 
panic leads to a mad rush for the door. 

Davis walks over to a small desk by the piano, sits, 
writes a few short words.  He folds the message, hands 
it to the courier. 

DAVIS 
Take this to treasurer Trenholm.  
And, hurry! 

COURIER 
Yes, Mr. President, sir! 
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Courier bolts through the door. 

EXT CONFEDERATE TREASURY COMPLEX, RICHMOND, V.A, LOADING 
AREA - NIGHT 

A steam engine coupled to three rail cars stands with 
steam up, ready to go. 

Stacked wooden crates line the edge of a railroad track.  
Confederate Soldiers race to fill crates with gold bars 
and load them onto the rail cars. 

A soldier nails lids on crates of gold bars, which glint 
in the full moonlight.  

A soldier examines the underside of an oversized wagon at 
the bottom of the loading ramp.  He picks up the heavy, 
steel reinforced tongue, drops it – it hits the ground 
with a loud THUMP. 

Soldiers gather around, shake their heads. 

GEORGE TRENHOLM, 50, Confederate Treasurer, strides up 
to the wagon, sees the men’s reluctance. 

TRENHOLM 
(sharply, to 
soldiers) 

What’s the holdup, here? 

2ND SOLDIER 
Sir.  The wagon.  Somebody had it 
reinforced with steel plates.  Gonna 
take more men to get it up that 
ramp. 

TRENHOLM 
(calls to soldiers 
nearby) 

You men there! We need help here! 

CUT TO 

CAPTAIN HORATIO BENTON, 40, Confederate Officer, strides 
along beside the tracks, followed by a CLERK, also 40’s. 

Train ENGINEER exits the engine, heads towards the ramp. 

BENTON 
(to the Clerk, 
indicating the 
Engineer) 

Take care of him. 

The Clerk veers off to intercept the Engineer, as Benton 
continues to meet Trenholm. 
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BENTON 
(to Trenholm) 

Sir. 

TRENHOLM 
Captain. 

(a beat) 
Sorry.  We’re not ready for you yet. 

Benton glances across the track, sees lantern lights 
flickering through the trees. 

BENTON 
What the hell’s going on over there? 

TRENHOLM 
Just our lookouts. 

BENTON 
Best douse those lights.  Yankee 
scouts could be anywhere. 

TRENHOLM 
(to a nearby 
soldier) 

You there — go tell them to snuff 
those lanterns! 

Benton glances nervously to the rear, sees the clerk 
chatting with the Engineer in front of stacked crates. 

Soldiers grab wagon sides, wheels; strain, grunt, sweat 
popping, as they slowly roll the wagon up the ramp. 

Benton turns to Trenholm, points. 

BENTON 
Sir.  Over there.  Those crates seem 
to look damaged to me. 

TRENHOLM 
I’ll take a look. 

Trenholm strides towards the crates. 

Benton eyes the engineer and clerk, but holds his 
position. 

CUT TO 

ENGINEER 
(Whispers to clerk) 

Are we set?  You know-- 
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Clerk grabs engineer by the coat, pulls him behind a 
stack of crates.  He pulls out a thick envelope, shoves 
it into the engineer’s deep, coat pocket. 

CLERK 
This is more money than you’d be 
likely to make in a lifetime.  
Understand? 

ENGINEER 
Yeah, I get it.  That’s for keepin’ 
my mouth shut. 

CLERK 
(smiles ironically) 

Good man!  Cause if y’don’t, Captain 
Benton says you won’t live to spend 
a dollar of it.  

ENGINEER 
Don’t worry about me.  I ain’t one 
to cross the Captain. 

The engineer heads back to the train.  And the Clerk 
walks over to Benton. 

BENTON 
Is it set? 

CLERK 
Yes. 

Trenholm joins them 

TRENHOLM 
Crates will be all right.  We only 
got a hundred and fifty bars left to 
load. 

The clerk walks away, pretends to secure tops on crates. 

 

CUT TO 

Soldiers boarding the train. 

Engineer powers the engine, and it starts to move.   

Benton leans against the engine window, stares at the 
engineer, pulls his revolver, checks the magazine, spins 
it.  Engineer cuts a quick glance, sees the pistol, 
swallows hard, locks his gaze straight ahead. 

Train pulls out. 
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EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. - RAILROAD DEPOT – NIGHT (11:45 PM) 

Empty streets. Dimly lit, rusty lanterns. 

The train pulls in, stops abruptly in a rush of steam. 

Benton hands the Engineer an envelope. 

BENTON 
A little something extra for your 
allegiance.  

ENGINEER 

Thank you, sir.  Don’t worry.  My lips are sealed. 

Benton leaps down, grabs a lantern, and runs toward an 
angel oak a few yards away.  He raises the lantern, 
first to the left, then right. 

A white horse streaks from underneath the oak tree, 
gallops full speed towards Benton. 

MANATUK, 30, freed slave, Confederate Soldier, pulls 
hard on the reigns, slides off the saddle, hits the 
ground a couple of feet from Benton. 

BENTON 
(smiles) 

Let’s go my friend. 

Manatuk turns towards the oak tree, waves his hands. 

From underneath the oak tree.  Subtle sounds.  Light 
chatter.  30 black Confederate Soldiers, full packs, 
rifles, emerge into the full moonlight, race towards the 
train.  Some of them lead a team of horses in harness. 

Benton waves his lantern to a soldier in a rear train 
car. 

15 white soldiers jump from the car, join their black 
counterparts, unload reinforced wagon. 

EXT WILLIAMSBURG COUNTY – COOPER’S CROSSROADS – NIGHT 

Campfire flickers low.  Guards patrol. 

The big wagon with its precious cargo stands beside a 
tent, still hitched to its team. 

Benton and Manatuk lean against the wagon,  sip hot 
coffee. 
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BENTON 
(to Manatuk) 

These men — can we still count on 
them? 

MANATUK 
Don’t let their color fool you, 
Sir. They fought for you and Mr. 
Davis as good as any soldier in the 
army. 

BENTON 
Sorry, my friend. This damn war— 

(a beat) 
Who else knows about the vault 
besides you? 

MANATUK 
Only my brother and the island 
caretaker.  Just the way we 
planned. 

Thundering hooves rip through the night’s silence. 

A SCOUT gallops full speed into camp, clears saddle, 
hits the ground running, out of breath. 

Soldiers crowd around. 

SCOUT 
Sir, company of blue’s headed this 
way -- maybe 10 minutes out. 

Benton pulls Manatuk to the side. 

BENTON 
Can you buy me some time? 

MANATUK 
Yes, sir. 

A beat 
We both knew it might end this way, 
sir.  Give my share to my brother. 

Benton locks tearful eyes with Manatuk, takes off his 
hat, bows to his friend’s courage, then scrambles for 
the wagon. 

CUT TO 

Benton driving the burdened wagon, racing across a broom 
sage field.   
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SOUND:  DISTANT SMALL ARMS FIRE. 

Benton looks over his shoulder, hears the shots, slaps 
the reins to urge the team on. 

CUT TO 

Benton pulling up in wooded area to let the horses get 
their wind. 

He listens for the small arms fire, hears a few SPORADIC 
SHOTS.  Then all is silent. 

EXT GEORGETOWN, S.C. – NARROW BRUSH ROAD – DAY 

Benton drives the wagon. 

SUPER: GEORGETOWN, SOUTH CAROLINA 

Heavy rain pelts the ground. A bitterly cold, blinding, 
northeast wind impairs visibility.  

SOUND:  HORSES APPROACHING AHEAD. 

Benton veers off into a sandy setback. A Yankee patrol 
passes. He breathes a sigh of relief, resumes. 

 

LATER: 

 

Benton approaches a ferry crossing. 

A black man and a white man walk side by side towards 
him, their eyes glued to the approaching wagon. 

Benton slows the wagon to a stop, scans the two men, and 
pulls on the reins to turn. 

PEYTON CAUSEY (white), 20’s, Island caretaker – 
approaches the wagon. 

CHAMLIN REMBERT (black), 20’s, Manatuk’s brother, peers 
into the forest for signs of a Yankee patrol. . 
 
A look of suspicion passes between Benton and Peyton.  
 
Peyton slithers his right hand down to a 45 colt, 
nervously grips the handle, his thumb on the hammer. 

Benton pulls hard on the reins, horses rear, wagon spins 
around to turn. 

BENTON 
Hee yaw. 
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CHAMLIN 
(screams) 

No!  Wait! Captain Benton, sir.  
It’s me, Chamlin, Manatuk’s 
brother. 

Benton draws back on the reins, slams his foot against 
the wooden brake. 

Peyton and Chamlin rush the wagon. 

BENTON 
For a moment, I thought-- 

Peyton offers a handshake. 

PEYTON 
It’s ok, sir.  Don’t know who to 
trust no more. 

Chamlin pulls an official letter from inside his coat, 
hands it to Benton. 

Chamlin looks behind Benton, down the road.  

CHAMLIN 
My brother, sir?  

BENTON 
Killed with the others last night 
at Cooper’s Crossroads. 

Chamlin’s grief-stricken face says it all. 

Peyton looks to Chamlin. 

PEYTON 
(to Chamlin) 

Sorry, my friend. 

BENTON 
Your brother was a brave man. 

PEYTON 
We have to hurry.  Yankees cross 
the ferry in a couple of hours. 

BENTON 
Then, let’s get to it. 

Benton snaps the reins on the horses, and drives onto 
the ferry. 
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EXT SAVANNA INLET BRIDGE   

Mammoth granite boulders and railroad ties conceal the 
vault’s entrance at the base of the bridge. 
 
Chamlin and Peyton slide railroad ties to one side, 
strain to move boulders, and then dig to clear the door 
opening – unload the crates of gold bars. 
 
Benton stands atop a nearby dune watching for the enemy. 
 
A Yankee patrol rises over a high dune, spots Benton.  
Benton races towards the wagon, points, shouts. 

BENTON 
Yankees just over the dune! 

Benton vigorously mounts the wagon,  pulls his 45 colt, 
swings it wildly in the air, FIRES! He tears-out across 
the savanna. 

Yankees follow in hot pursuit. 

The wagon hits a dead palm, back end of wagon bucks.  
Last crate of gold bars SLAM into hard sand.  Crate 
breaks open, gold bars scatter. 

Peyton and Chamlin scramble.  One eye on the Yankees, 
the other on the busted crate.  They frantically gather 
the gold and rush it into the vault, seal the door. 

Distance shots ring out.   

All is silence. 

Peyton and Chamlin race down the creek’s edge toward the 
beach.   

Yankees catch up with them. 

Peyton pulls his 45 colt, fires into the Yankee column, 
empties the gun, kills a Yankee soldier.  Yankee 
sharpshooter lifts his rifle, aims, hits Peyton between 
the eyes.  He falls in a pool of blood. 

Yankee Captain pulls his saber, chases Chamlin down, 
runs the saber through his back.  He falls on his back, 
his eyes wide open.  A tear streams down the corner of 
his eye. 

Camera pulls in close, focuses on Chamlin’s face. 

CUT TO: 
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EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. - FOOTBALL FIELD – NIGHT (1969) 

Football game, high school bands play, crowd roars. 

Camera pulls in close to a huddle. on the field.  We see 
a close up of each white player’s face, then the shot 
pulls in close to the only black player on the team. 

JERMAINE REMBERT, 18, offensive guard - Anxious eyes, 
sweating profusely. 

Jubilant crowd stands, fists wails the air, streaming 
banners, feet stomping 

There’s excitement in the press box.  The Kingstree 
ANNOUNCER blares out over the microphone. 

ANNOUNCER 
Folks.  It’s the final play of the 
game.  All we need is one glorious 
point to make history. 

Crowd goes wild. 

 

BACK TO THE HUDDLE: 

  

QUARTERBACK locks eyes with Jermaine. 

QUARTERBACK 
You’ve gotta get a hole in that 
damn line.  Can you do it! 

All players focus on Jermaine. 

JERMAINE 
I have to! 

QUARTERBACK 
It’s our night.  Let’s show ’em 
what we’re really made of. 

Quarterback flings his hands in the air, claps.  Players 
follow suit. 

QUARTERBACK 
Break! 

Team rushes to the line. 

HARTEN CAUSEY, 18, white man, Georgetown defensive 
guard, bulldozing physique – lines up opposite Jermaine. 

They’re nose to nose. 
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HARTEN 
Gonna eat your lunch, boy! 

JERMAINE 
Not in this lifetime, cracker! 

Ball snaps (slow motion). 

Cleats dig in.  Dirt and grass fly.  Powerful legs, 
muscular bodies, lunge.  Sounds of clash are audible 
above the screaming crowd.  Jermaine slams into Harten, 
opens a hole.  Halfback struggles through, trips, falls 
inches over the goal line. 

REFEREE flings his hands high in the air. 

REFEREE 
(Shouts) 

Touchdown! 

The clock runs out.  Kingstree wins. 

Crowd goes wild.  Kingstree fans maul their way onto the 
field, grab the white players, sling the quarterback 
onto their shoulders, carry him off the field. 

Harten’s teammate reaches out a hand.  A suspicious look 
passes between them. 

Harten struggles to his feet.  Pain shoots through a 
pulled shoulder muscle.  He bows up to referee, 
expecting a flag, then points to Jermaine. 

HARTEN 
(to referee) 

That damn nigger clipped me!  Are 
you blind? 

Referee turns away in disgust. 

Harten throws helmet to the ground.  It bounces and hits 
referee in the face.  

Harten swings to the left, spots Jermaine a few feet 
away and races towards him like a raging bull.  Jermaine 
catches Harten from the corner of his eye, waits, then 
grabs his jersey, jerks him to the ground, walks to the 
sideline, alone. 

Harten pursues, shouts racial slurs.  Teammates restrain 
him. 

One of Harten’s teammates ( the same one that helped him 
up) walks off field, cuts a mysterious look to Harten. 
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HARTEN 
(to Jermaine) 

This ain’t over, boy!  It ain’t 
over! 

Harten, out of control and red-faced with rage, strides 
toward the sideline, eyes fixed on Jermaine, still 
screaming racial slurs. 

Jermaine crosses the sideline, and sees his white 
teammates grouped together near the clubhouse.  They 
enter without him. 

DISSOLVE THROUGH TO: 

EXT CHARLESTON, S.C. - CAUSEY HOME – FRONT LAWN - DAY  

SUPER: 19 YEARS LATER 

Harten Causey, now 38, pulls into his driveway and stops 
behind a news van.  He gets out of the car, and 
approaches the door, which swings open from the other 
side.   

KIERSTI, 15, Harten’s daughter, greets him with a 
beaming smile. 

INT CHARLESTON, S.C. – CAUSEY HOME - DAY 

ELIZABETH, 35, Harten’s wife, takes his briefcase and 
sets it on the phone table. 

Kiersti grabs his hand, pulls him into the library.  He 
affectionately wraps his arms around her shoulder.   

A photographer sits on the sofa, a camera on the floor 
beside him.  Nearby, a REPORTER stands, file tucked 
under her arm.  

REPORTER 
Hi! Mr. Causey.  We’re from The 
Post. 

Harten reluctantly shakes her hand, nods to the 
reporter, turns to Elizabeth. 

HARTEN 
Why are these people here? 

The reporter opens the folder, pulls out a document. 
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REPORTER 
Mr. Causey.  We’re here because 
your daughter won a National Essay 
Contest. 

Harten looks at Kiersti, lovingly smiles.  He squeezes 
her, then throws a quick smile to Elizabeth. 

HARTEN 
My daughter is very talented. 

KIERSTI 
Daddy.  I won! 

Harten leans, kisses her on the cheek. 

HARTEN 
Good.  I’m so proud of you. 

Reporter snaps her fingers for the cameraman to get it 
on film. 

Harten cuts a concerned eye to the Cameraman. 

HARTEN 
(to Kiersti) 

Baby.  What was your essay about? 

KIERSTI 
I wanted you to read it daddy, but 
you were out of town. 

Reporter touches Elizabeth’s shoulder, then Harten’s, 
motions them to the couch. 

They sit. 

REPORTER 
(to Harten) 

We’d like to ask you and your 
family a few questions, if we may? 

HARTEN 
By all means. 

Harten beams at Kiersti, then at Elizabeth. 

REPORTER 
Mr. Causey.  In the essay, Kiersti 
described LILY’S living conditions 
in Africa as horrendous and 
intolerable. 
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Harten squints, casts an unsure look to Elizabeth and a 
half-cocked smile to Kiersti. 

HARTEN 
Lily?   

KIERSTI 
Daddy.  She’s the girl I’ve been 
writing to for the past few months. 

HARTEN 
She’s black. Right! 

REPORTER 
Do you have a problem with that, 
Mr. Causey. 

HARTEN 
No!  Of course not.  I own 
businesses in Africa and I detest 
their suffering. 

REPORTER 
Would you mind if we get a family 
photo for the paper. 

HARTEN 
A memento.  Yes.  Of course. 

Kiersti stands to the right of Harten, Elizabeth to the 
left. 

They all smile. 

FLASH! FLASH! 

INT ATLANTA, GEORGIA – WSG (WORLD SECURITY GROUP) - 
HEADQUARTERS - HALLWAY – DAY  

WSG emblem hangs on a wall at the end of the hall.  
Shocking photos of past covert activities.  Mutilated 
bodies with agents standing around them, their automatic 
weapons in hand.   

Chaos!  Staff coming and going, documents changing 
hands, nervous chatter. 

Door opens at the end of the hall – meeting’s adjourned, 
Committee members and staff exit. 
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INT WSG - CHARIMAN’S OFFICE  

BARTHOLOMEW (BART) MALENSKI, 40’s, American, WSG 
chairman, nervously taps a pencil on his desk as he 
checks a report, and glances up to see grim faces 
passing by. 

RANDI MALONE, 40’s, Staff Reporter, stops in the office 
doorway, smiles quizzically.  She’s tall, thin, with the 
look of a woman whose eyes have been done more than 
once.  She’s Bart’s only trusted associate. 

He motions her to come in. 

BART 
Close the door. 

RANDI 
The meeting did not go well. 

BART 
John was in here this morning 
bitchin' about losing members. 

Randi squirms, sighs. 

BART 
Come on Randi - spit it out. 

RANDI 
I could lose my job. 

(a beat) 
It’s Africa. 

Bart loses it, breaks the pencil in two and throws the 
pieces across the room. 

BART 
(shouts) 

I’ve sent millions to that damn 
ungrateful regime. 

RANDI 
The committee thinks she’s goin’ 
under and that we’ve dropped the 
ball. 

BART 
We!  The regime lives in high 
cotton and we take the heat. 

Randi glances through a window into the operations room 
next door, sees the other agents’ unfriendly eyes.  
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RANDI 
They’ve given us one year to get it 
together. 

A man approaches the office door. 

BART 
Better leave.  Looks like the 
fireworks are beginning, again. 

Randi stands, pauses in the doorway. 

JOHN BLASS, 60, WSG Chairman, squeezes between Randi and 
the door, sensually leers at Randi’s perky breasts 
bulging over a low cut blouse.  

He enters. 

Randi takes a step into the hall, turns to Bart, raises 
crossed fingers, a half-meaningful smile, and leaves. 

John sits. 

JOHN 
Bart. I remember when you came 
here.  Hell, you were behind me 
only a few months. 

BART 
If this is an easy let down 
session... 

JOHN 
Bart.  The WSG is not perfect.  
We’ve made some mistakes. 

BART 
So, what’s it gonna be? 

JOHN 
Hear me out.  We want Africa out of 
the woods! 

BART 
(exasperated) 

How?  I eliminated the last two 
leaders.  We both know they’re not 
using the money to help their 
people. 
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JOHN 
There’s been too many dead bodies 
and starving children.  The 
International Community is looking 
for a scapegoat. 

Bart stands, lights up a cigar, turns, faces the window.  

JOHN 
We’re going to give the old girl a 
new face. 

Bart nervously draws deep on his cigar. 

JOHN 
-- with a little help from two 
well-known American celebrities. 

Startled, Bart turns, faces John. 

BART 
What? 

JOHN 
We’re gonna create American icons 
for Africa. 

BART 
A publicity stunt.  I must be 
missing something. 

JOHN 
Yeah, you are.  It’s not the money 
— it’s who raises it that gets 
world attention. 

BART 
Ok.  Two American giants get 
creative, save Africa and we keep 
our jobs. 

JOHN 
Now you’re thinking like our 
director. 

BART 
Details? 

JOHN 
The WSG will collaborate to match, 
dollar for dollar, the celebrities’ 
efforts for a year. 
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BART 
Are you crazy?  What if they raise 
two, three billion? 

JOHN 
Our people have calculated no more 
than half a billion, a mere gesture 
to stay afloat. 

BART 
I can’t strong-arm two American 
celebrities.  What if they refuse 
to play this little game? 

JOHN 
You’ll make them an offer they 
can’t refuse. 

BART 

John stands, edges towards the door. 

JOHN 
I’m late for my golf game.  
remember, the agency is counting on 
you. 

INT ATLANTA, GA – COFFEE SHOP – NIGHT 

Bart sits behind a table for two, sets several files on 
the table, impassively gazes through a front window.  

Randi enters, looks around, spots Bart, strides over, 
sits. 

RANDI 
Jesus!  John was in a strange mood 
this morning. 

BART 
Sheez.  Typical. 

RANDI 
You still in? 

Bart fiddles with the top file, sets it in front of him, 
opens it, lifts distrustful eyes to Randi. 

BART 
Don’t pretend you don’t know what’s 
goin’ down. 
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RANDI 
Alright, Mr. Sarcastic.  I know you 
have to find two American guinea 
pigs. 

Randi picks up several files, flips through the first 
one. 

RANDI 
Anyone interesting, yet?  How ‘bout 
this one.  A Texas oil tycoon with 
ties in Africa. 

BART 
He’s a stick-in-the-mud; no 
personality. 

Randi picks up the next file. 

RANDI 
This one looks interesting.  Says 
here that he’s a Vietnam Vet and 
wrote a book about jungle warfare. 

BART 
He’s an old coot.  We need energy. 

Randi shuffles through the other folders. 

RANDI 
They’re all either too old, too 
eccentric, or not interested. 

A MAN sits behind Randi, sipping coffee, reading the 
newspaper. 

Bart catches a glimpse of a man’s photo and his family 
on the front page, reads the headline. 

Headline:  Diamond mine tycoon’s daughter wins 
International Writing Contest.  Harten Causey says that 
the children of Africa have to be saved. 

Bart does a double take, points at the newspaper, 
shouts. 

BART 
That’s him.  He’s the one. 

RANDI 
Who’s the one, what? 

Randi turns, traces Bart's stare to the man and the 
newspaper. 
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She gazes at the headlines and the photo.  She stands, 
takes a couple of steps towards the man. 

RANDI 
Excuse me. 

The man lowers the newspaper, checks out Randi’s 
cleavage, smiles. 

RANDI 
Wondering if we could borrow the 
front page? 

The man pulls away the front page, hands it to Randi. 

RANDI 
(beaming smile) 

Thanks. 

MAN 
Don’t mention it. 

Randi sits, spreads the front page out across the table, 
reads. 

Bart pulls his chair around close to hers. 

RANDI 
Says that Causey owns six diamond 
mines in Africa and he’s vowed to 
take a stand against the suffering 
there. 

BART 
Problem is.  How do we get him? 

Randi locks eyes with Bart, points to the photo. 

RANDI 
Look at the picture.  His 
daughter’s standing to his right. 

BART 
I don’t get it. 

RANDI 
She’s a daddy’s girl. 

BART 
I see.  Get Causey through his 
daughter. 
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RANDI 
First send Causey an official 
congratulations for his daughter’s 
obvious talent. 

BART 
Then follow up with the invitation. 

Randi smiles. 

BART 
If you didn’t have all that makeup 
on, I’d kiss you. 

RANDI 
Don’t bother.  I hate ulterior 
motives. 

Bart grabs the files, stands. 

RANDI 
Where you goin’? 

BART 
To get to work. 

RANDI 
What about dinner? 

Bart pulls out ten bucks, throws it on the table. 

BART 
Get a cheeseburger or something. 

Bart dashes through the door. 

Randi is dumbfounded.  She motions for the waiter. 

Waiter strides over. 

RANDI 
Cheeseburger and fries, please. 

EXT ATLANTA, GA – MOVING CAR – NIGHT 

Randi sings, moves her body to a rock beat on the radio.   

Song ends, news begins. 

ANNOUNCER introduces Jermaine Rembert, NFL all-pro 
fullback, now 38, and his girlfriend, MARISA AMERSON, 
30, model and activist. 
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ANNOUNCER 
Jermaine.  How does it feel to 
retire from the NFL at 38 and marry 
the lady of your dreams? 

JERMAINE 
I’d like to thank the fans for 
their support.  And, of course, 
Marisa. 

Jermaine and Marisa, giggle. 

ANNOUNCER 
(to Marisa) 

Now that you and Jermaine will have 
time on your hands; what are your 
plans? 

MARISA 
I’ve been involved in a world 
relief movement to help the 
underprivileged and starving of 
Africa. 

Randi slows the car, turns up the radio volume. 

ANNOUNCER 
So.  You plan to continue your 
efforts. 

MARISA 
Jermaine and I feel the same way 
about this.  We love children and 
will do whatever we can to help. 

Randi hits the brakes.  Pulls over to the curb.  She 
wails the air with her fist. 

RANDI 
(to herself) 

Yes!  He’s the one.  He’s black, 
popular and they’re both activist. 
Bart better come up with more than 
a cheeseburger for this one. 

Randi checks traffic behind her, speeds away. 

She dials on the cell phone. 

Bart answers. 

BART 
Bart here. 
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RANDI 
You’re going to owe me big time for 
this. 

BART 
What?  Ten bucks wasn’t enough for 
a cheeseburger. 

RANDI 
You’re a cheap bastard. 

BART 
If we’d been in a four star 
restaurant, I’d’ve left you a 
hundred. 

Randi sighs in disgust. 

RANDI 
I just found a partner for Causey.  
He’s black, an NFL superstar, rich 
and is about to retire and marry 
Marisa Amerson. 

BART 
The model? 

RANDI 
That’s the one. 

A beat. 

BART 
Jermaine Rembert.  The NFL all pro? 

RANDI 
You got it. 

BART 
Did I forget to say thanks? 

RANDI 
There’s more. Amerson is already 
involved with charity work in 
Africa. 

BART 
Sounds like you’re after my job! 

Randi rolls her eyes. 
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RANDI 
In the morning, I’ll get our people 
on background checks. 

BART 
Send me the report.  Need to get 
invitational letters out before the 
World Hunger Conference in a week. 

Randi cracks a smug grin, flips the cell phone closed. 

RANDI 
(to herself) 

You’re right, pervert.  I’ll have 
your job one day. 

INT KINGSTREE, S.C. RAILROAD STATION RESTAURANT – 
PARKING LOT – DAY 

T.V. news vans, cameras, reporters, – crowd the parking 
lot. 

A stretch limo pulls sideways into three parking spaces, 
stops.  Chauffeur exits, opens a rear door. 

MARISA AMERSON, 38, white – a blond, blue-eyed fashion 
model steps out.  Cameras flash.  Crowd gathers. 

Other side of car – Jermaine Rembert, NFL all-pro 
halfback, sporting his jersey colors, exits with a 
beaming smile, waves to the crowd.  Cameras flash. 

T.V. reporter catches them before they enter the 
restaurant, shoves a microphone in Jermaine’s face. 

1ST REPORTER (WHITE) 
Mr. Rembert.  Many said that you 
would never break Jim Brown’s 
rushing record. 

Jermaine reaches for the mike. 

JERMAINE 
And they said I wouldn’t retire at 
38. 

1ST REPORTER 
Miss Amerson.  This months edition 
of vogue ranks you as the fashion 
industry’s number one drawing card. 

Marisa locks an arm with Jermaine, smiles for the 
camera. 
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MARISA 
Some things are just meant to be.  
Now if I can just get his mind off 
football. 

Crowd laughs. 

Jermaine and Marisa enter the restaurant. 

A white and a black reporter rushes in behind them. 

Jermaine turns to the door, shoves the white reporter 
back through the opening, locks eyes with the black 
reporter. 

JERMAINE 
Not this time, bro. 

Marisa cuts a disgusted look to Jermaine. 

JERMAINE 
What? 

INT STATION RESTAURANT – DINING ROOM – DAY 

Jermaine and Marisa sit at a table for two, hold hands. 

MARISA 
You seem uptight.  Is it about the 
letter from the WSG? 

JERMAINE 
It’s Momscal. 

MARISA 
Your mother.  Why? 

JERMAINE 
She’s too emotionally involved with 
this thing.  

MARISA 
She’s proud that her son wants to 
help Africa.  This is a wonderful 
thing you’re doing. 
  

A wrinkled-face, homeless, white-man enters the 
restaurant, sees the remnants of Marisa’s half-eaten 
cheeseburger. 

She stands, reaches for her purse. 

Jermaine grabs her arm, pulls her down to the seat. 
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The restaurant owner scowls the man, escorts him out. 

MARISA 
(startled) 

Why did you do that? 

Jermaine slams the palm of his hand to the table, locks 
an intimidating, racial-gaze with her. 

JERMAINE 
Damn!  It’s just not proper, 
Marisa! 

She slings her dinner napkin into a plate. 

MARISA 
What the hell is wrong with you?  
You didn’t have any trouble pouring 
your heart out to those white 
reporters and the cameras! 

Jermaine stands. 

JERMAINE 
Let’s go.  Suddenly I’m not hungry. 

EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. - RESTAURANT PARKING LOT - DAY 

Jermaine storms through the door, races down the steps.  
Marisa follows.  The angry look on her face says it all. 

A white reporter strides up to Jermaine, shoves a mike 
in his face.  Behind the reporter, a group of screaming 
elementary school kids shout, cheer 

KIDS 
Jer-maine.  Jer-maine. 

2ND REPORTER (WHITE) 
Mr. Rembert.  Can we get a group 
photo of you and the kids for the 
local paper? 

Jermaine shoves the reporter.  He falls into a crowd of 
kids, camera equipment hits the pavement, breaks. 

JERMAINE 
(points to the 
reporter) 

I’m retired.  Get that.  Retired. 

Jermaine forcefully enters the limo, Marisa follows. 
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INT ATLANTA, G.A – WSG HEADQUARTERS –BART’S OFFICE – DAY 

Bart sits behind his desk, reads from a profile sheet, 
thumbs through a couple of pages. 

Randi enters, two folders under an arm.  She sits. 

BART 
Anything interesting about our two 
saviors? 

RANDI 
Better believe it.  Look at this. 

She stands, leans over Bart’s desk. 

RANDI 
These two have met before. 

Bart reads. 

BART 
Look at this!  They played against 
each other in a high school 
football game. 

RANDI 
Regionally connected. 

BART 
This could be easier than we 
thought. 

EXT ATLANTA, GA - MUNICIPAL AUDITORIUM – WORLD HUNGER 
CONFERENCE - DAY 

The parking lot is filled to capacity. 

Foreign representatives, diplomats enter the auditorium. 

Protestor’s march, carry signs, and shout. 

A limo pulls up to the front entrance, stops. 

Chauffeur exits, opens Marisa’s door, then Jermaine’s – 
Chauffeur pulls away. 

Jermaine and Marisa pause to watch protestors.. 

A protestor marches by with a sign:  If you were us, 
would you take it? 

Another protestor wearing ripped jeans and a dirty shirt 
locks eyes with Jermaine, walks up. 
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1ST  PROSTESTOR (BLACK) 
(to Jermaine) 

Hey, I know you.  You’re Jermaine 
Rembert.  The football star. 

Protestor scans Marisa’s attire, then Jermaine’s. 

1ST PROTESTOR 
(to Jermaine) 

Nice suit.  How do you like my 
rags? 

Protestor bursts out in an evil, half crazed laugh, 
walks away. 

JERMAINE 
Ah-- yea.  Let’s go Marisa. 

MARISA 
Look at us with our lavish clothes 
and jewelry that could feed them 
for weeks. 

JERMAINE 
Can’t save the world if we look 
like them! 

They enter the auditorium. 

 

MOMENTS LATER: 

EXT AUDITORIUM PARKING LOT  

View from the far end of the same parking lot. 

Harten exits his Mercedes, makes his way across the 
quadrangle, stumbles at the entrance curb, falls into a 
protestor. 

HARTEN 
Excuse me! 

3RD PROTESTOR (WHITE) 
(recovers) 

No problem.  We’ve been stepped on 
for so long by your kind, once more 
won’t make a difference. 

Grim faced, Harten enters. 
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INT AUDITORIUM 

Room is filled to capacity. 

Harten sits, browses the crowd. 

From the far side of the room - Jermaine scans the 
crowd. 

Moderator takes center stage, speaks. 

Two men in black suits approach Harten. 

1ST MAN 
Mr. Causey, do you have your 
letter? 

Harten retrieves the letter, hands it to the man. 

2ND MAN 
This way, please. 

 

SAME SCENE: OTHER SIDE OF AUDITORIUM 

Jermaine squeezes Marisa’s hand, beams a loving smile. 

Marisa catches a glimpse of a well-dressed man and woman 
entering the private areas of the auditorium.  The woman 
is carrying a box. 

MARISA 
(nods to Jermaine) 

You see them? 

JERMAINE 
-- did some research.  That’s him.  
Bart, something or other. 

MARISA 
Well, don’t stay too long.  She 
looks like a slut. 

Jermaine chuckles. 

Two men in black suits approach Jermaine. 

1ST MAN 
Mr. Rembert, do you have your 
letter, sir? 

Jermaine hands over the letter. 

JERMAINE 
Why the formality? 
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2ND MAN 
Will you come with us, sir? 

JERMAINE 
(to Marisa) 

Wait here.  Shouldn’t take long. 

INT  AUDITORIUM - PRIVATE MEETING ROOM 

Jermaine enters the room, pauses, looks to his right, 
sees an empty table, then to his left and sees a man’s 
back. 

Center stage, Bart Malenski sits behind a long, arched, 
conference table. 

Randi sits in a chair at the end of the platform. 

Jermaine approaches, notices something familiar about 
the man at the adjacent table. 

Harten slowly turns, sees Jermaine, shock on his face.   

Like a steamroller ready to flatten, Jermaine throws his 
shoulder back, bows up. 

Jermaine sits with one eye on Harten. 

Tempers flare. 

Jermaine shoves the table forward, stands. 

JERMAINE 
Hey, what the hell is this all 
about and why is he here? 

Harten stands, shoves his chair into front row chairs 
behind him. 

HARTEN 
Can’t be you! 

Bart shifts a confused eye to Randi. 

BART 
Gentlemen, gentlemen.  I thought 
you would be pleased to see each 
other again after all these years. 

Jermaine SLAMS his hand to the table, strides for the 
door. 

Guards block his exit. 
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BART 
Please, Mr. Rembert!  You’re 
already here.  I only need a few 
moments of your time. 

Stunned, Harten stands, cuts a revolting glance to Bart. 

JERMAINE 
(to Bart) 

This better be good! 

Bart stands, leans into the table, palms down. 

BART 
Gentlemen, I am pleased that you 
have accepted my invitation. 

Harten cuts a haunting look to Jermaine. 

HARTEN 
Get to the point! 

BART 
My name is Bart Malenski. 

JERMAINE 
I know who you are. 

HARTEN 
Your letter stated that you needed 
my help in funding a special food 
program for the hungry and sick. 

BART 
That’s my point, Mr. Causey.  You 
and Mr. Rembert have been chosen 
for a very special project. 

JERMAINE 
(furious) 

If this has anything to do with 
him, you can forget it. 

BART 
Please, Mr. Rembert, hear me out. 
Africa is on the verge of collapse.  
The sick and starving may only have 
a few years. 

HARTEN 
What about relief support from the 
UN and other countries? 
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BART 
Many countries are pulling out 
because they don’t see results. 

JERMAINE 
So.  Your membership is down and 
you want us to bail you out. 

BART 
We want you and Mr. Causey to do 
the right thing. 

JERMAINE 
I just bet you do.  Forget it. 
If you were serious about my 
support, you wouldn’t have brought 
him here. 

Bart shouts to Jermaine as he strides for the door. 

BART 
The WSG has agreed to match 
donations you and Mr. Causey 
collect in a year, dollar for 
dollar. 

Jermaine shakes his head, does a double take on Harten, 
turns for the door. 

Harten stands, rounds the table, takes a few steps 
towards Jermaine, holds up a hand, calmly speaks. 

HARTEN 
Wait. Rembert! 

Jermaine stops but does not turn around. 

HARTEN 
I would sit down to supper with the 
devil if I thought it wound end the 
suffering in Africa. 

Jermaine turns, a perplexed look. 

JERMAINE 
(points to Harten) 

You!  The racist with an agenda of 
hate. 

Harten’s face droops, his eyes close, strains with a 
squint, then opens. 
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HARTEN 
I’m not the same man I was before—
and we have a chance to do 
something major for world 
suffering. 

JERMAINE 
You’re a damn liar and I will not 
work with an out and out racist. 

HARTEN 
You’re so wrong.  My daughter’s 
best friend is an African girl 
she’s never met. 

Jermaine shifts a blind look to Bart. 

JERMAINE 
Forget it.  

(a beat) 
Know what your biggest mistake was, 
Malenski? 

BART 
Mr. Rembert, please. 

JERMAINE 
You should have found a nigger that 
thinks like a white man. 

Enraged, Jermaine elbows the two guards, bursts through 
the door. 

INT AUDITORIUM 

Jermaine approaches Marisa, face flushed red.. 

JERMAINE 
Let’s go. 

MARISA 
What happened? 

JERMAINE 
Remember I told you about the last 
football game of my high school 
year. 
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MARISA 
Yes.  Something about an argument 
with a white guy who called you 
names. 

JERMAINE 
With blood in his eyes and racism 
in his heart.  He’s the guy I just 
met. 

MARISA 
Oh, no.  But, you can’t give up on 
these people.  Africa needs you. 

JERMAINE 
C'mon.  We’ll have to find another 
way. 

INT KINGSTREE, S.C. – REMBERT HOME – LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 

Marisa and Jermaine sit on opposite ends of a couch, 
watch T.V. 

Marisa crosses her arms, sneaks a peak at Jermaine’s 
determined countenance. 

MARISA 
You promised me and your mother that 
we would not fail. 

JERMAINE 
How was I to know that Causey would 
be there? 

MARISA 
Doesn’t matter.  Is your hate for 
him more important than saving the 
children? 

JERMAINE 
That’s not fair. 

Doorbell rings. 

Marisa answers. 

MOMSCAL, 79, Jermaine’s mother, greets Marisa with a 
beaming smile, slips a walking cane inside the door with 
one hand, grabs the door casing with the other hand and 
pulls herself through the entrance. 

Marisa unwraps her black woolen shawl, hangs it. 
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Momscal turns to Marisa, reaches for her hand, kisses 
the back, then pats it with a smile. 

MOMSCAL 
How’s my favorite, future daughter 
in law? 

MARISA 
It’s always a pleasure to see you.  
Jermaine’s in the living room.  May 
I take your bag? 

MOMSCAL 
No!  I’ll hold on to it. 

MARISA 
Ok! 

Momscal hobbles into the living room. 

Jermaine stands, reaches for her with an affectionate 
hug. 

MOMSCAL 
(to Jermaine, as 
she sits on the 
couch) 

I’m so proud of you.  All my 
friends are in awe of what you’re 
going to do for Africa. 

Jermaine turns a confused head, glances at Marisa, turns 
back to his mother. 

JERMAINE 
I’m sorry, Momscal -- It didn’t 
work out. 

MOMSCAL 
But son.  The letter from those 
people — they need your help -- for 
Africa, for our people, don’t they? 

JERMAINE 
It’s that damn Causey. 

MOMSCAL 
I know, son. 

JERMAINE 
(to Marisa) 

You told her, didn’t you? 
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MARISA 
I had to.  She deserved to know. 

Momscal reaches into the black bag, rests her hand 
inside. 

MOMSCAL 
Son, I brought you something that I 
should have given you years ago. 

JERMAINE 
Momscal, we don’t want your money. 

MOMSCAL 
(resolutely) 

You have to work with Causey!   

JERMAINE 
You know I’d do anything for you.  
Except work with a damn racist. 

MOMSCAL 
This is not about you or Causey. 

She hands Jermaine a frayed, age-darkened, piece of 
paper. 

Marisa edges closer to him, leans to view. 

Jermaine sits, examines it. 

JERMAINE 
What is this? 

MOMSCAL 
A miracle from God. 

MARISA 
It’s a letter and an old map.  
Dated February 7, 1865. 

JERMAINE 
Was sent to Chamlin Rembert and 
Peyton Causey. 

(a beat) 
From a Captain Horatio Benton. 

MARISA 
Who are those people? 

Momscal fights back tears. 
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MOMSCAL 
Chamlin Rembert was your great, 
great, Grandfather. 

Jermaine leans to Momscal, caresses her hand. 

JERMAINE 
Don’t understand?  It’s just an old 
map, Momscal. 

Marisa studies the map. 

MARISA 
No!  It’s more than that. 

MOMSCAL 
Two months before the Confederacy 
fell, Captain Benton  authorized 
these two men to build a vault that 
would hold the Confederate 
Treasury.  Just in case. 

JERMAINE 
The gold was never found. 

MARISA 
History says that it was stolen in 
Abbeville, S.C. 

MOMSCAL 
No!  It didn’t happen that way. 

JERMAINE 
Then how? 

MOMSCAL 
On April 6, 1865, Captain Benton 
took charge of the gold at the 
Kingstree Rail Station and 
transported it to Dewey Tango. 

JERMAINE 
Ok.  So, it was removed after the 
war. 

MOMSCAL 
No, Son.  These men were part of a 
conspiracy, but they were all 
killed by Yankees before they could 
get off the island. 
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MARISA 
And--  the Yankees didn’t find the 
gold? 

MOMSCAL 
Something else.  Peyton Causey   

(a beat) 
was Harten Causey’s great, great, 
Grandfather and Chamlin’s best 
friend. 

JERMAINE 
No.  Momscal.  No. 

MOMSCAL 
If there has ever been in this 
world an omen from God, it’s in 
your hand, right now. 

MARISA 
Destiny. 

MOMSCAL 
Yes.  This map has been in our 
family for generations. 

MARISA 
Oh God! 

MOMSCAL 
Around 1890, your grandfather 
recovered what he could by surface 
diving, but no one risked it after 
that.  But it was enough. 

JERMAINE 
Cause the white man would have 
taken it all away. 

Momscal closes her eyes, shakes her head. 

MOMSCAL 
Yes. 

MARISA 
(to Momscal) 

So, this is why you were so excited 
about Jermaine helping the people 
of Africa? 
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MOMSCAL 
There must be millions still down 
there, maybe more. 

Jermaine strokes his brow, turns to one side. 

JERMAINE 
Whew!  Causey!  Jesus! 

Jermaine bolts through the sliding glass doors, leans 
against a brick wall, slides to a crouching position, 
droops his head. 

Momscal studies Jermaine's expression. 

MOMSCAL 
(to Marisa) 

Need to go.  He’s my son.  He’ll do 
the right thing. 

INT CHARLESTON, S.C. - CAUSEY HOME  LIBRARY– NIGHT 

Kiersti sits in front of a fireplace, sorts out cards on 
a board game. 

Harten and Elizabeth sit on a couch. 

HARTEN 
(to Elizabeth) 

We hit a new strain a couple of 
days ago.  Diamonds are better 
quality. 

ELIZABETH 
Sounds like you need to expand 
operations. 

KIERSTI 
(shouts) 

Mom, you ready to play.  Got all 
the game pieces in order. 

Kiersti turns up the volume on her radio. 

ELIZABETH 
Be right there, honey. 

HARTEN 
Damn it, Kiersti.  Your mother and 
I are trying to talk.  

Harten loosens his tie, sighs deeply. 
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Elizabeth casts a concerned look to Kiersti, who is hurt 
by her father’s sharp reply. 

ELIZABETH 
(stern tone) 

Want me to go there and stir things 
up? 

HARTEN 
No!  Your place is here. 

ELIZABETH 
She’ll be fine with Nanny.  What’s 
wrong with you? 

HARTEN 
It’s nothing. 

ELIZABETH 
It’s something when you hurt your 
daughter’s feelings for no reason. 

Elizabeth steps into the doorway, checks phone messages. 

ELIZABETH 
Kiersti.  Turn your radio down so 
your daddy can think. 

Kiersti adjusts the volume. 

Elizabeth puts down the phone, walks into the library. 

HARTEN 
Anything for me? 

ELIZABETH 
That’s strange.  I’ve heard that 
name before. 

HARTEN 
What name? 

ELIZABETH 
Rembert. 

Harten squirms, files and loose papers fall from his lap 
to the floor. 

ELIZABETH 
What is going on, Harten? 

HARTEN 
Did he leave a number? 
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ELIZABETH 
Yes.   

She hands him the number scribbled on a piece of paper. 

HARTEN 
I – ah – need to make this call.  
Excuse me. 

INT BEDROOM 

Harten sits on the bed, picks up the phone, dials a 
number. 

Phone rings.  Harten SLAMS the receiver down. 

HARTEN 
I can’t do this.  That bastard only 
wants to stick it in my gut. 

Harten stands, walks to the door, shakes his head, 
turns, walks back to the phone, picks it up, dials. 

Phone rings. 

Marisa answers. 

MARISA 
Rembert residence. 

HARTEN 
I ah, got a call from this number.  
From a Jermaine. 

MARISA 
Hold on, please. 

JERMAINE 
Causey. 

HARTEN 
Rembert. 

All is silence. 

JERMAINE 
Causey.  We need to talk. 

HARTEN 
Why? 

JERMAINE 
Not over the phone. 
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HARTEN 
You smear my name as a racist and 
now you want to talk? 

JERMAINE 
Something--  came up--  we need to 
meet. 

HARTEN 
Not a chance Rembert.  You stay out 
of my life.  I’ll stay out of 
yours.  Goodbye! 

JERMAINE 
No! Wait!  Maybe you were right 
about, you know.  The Africa thing? 

HARTEN 
That’s not why you called, is it?. 

JERMAINE 
Just hear me out. 

HARTEN 
I’ll meet.  It’ll be worth it to 
see you squirm. 

JERMAINE 
I don’t squirm. 

HARTEN 
Where and when?  We need to get 
this over with. 

JERMAINE 
The old football field in 
Kingstree.  Tomorrow at 3:00 p.m. 

HARTEN 
I’ll be there. 

EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. – OLD KINGSTREE HIGH SCHOOL FOOTBALL 
FIELD – DAY 

A Mercedes pulls into a grassy parking lot.  Harten gets 
out, sees Jermaine by deteriorated, rusty goal post.   

Jermaine, holding a file folder in one hand, locks eyes 
with Harten, walks toward him. 

They stand, face to face. 
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HARTEN 
Why would a man with so much hate 
inside him want to meet with the 
enemy? 

JERMAINE 
A part of me doesn’t want to be 
here. 

Jermaine gazes down the football field.   

JERMAINE 
After that night.  I went to 
college, turned pro in my junior 
year, but my greatest joy was right 
here on this field. 

HARTEN 
We were kids, then. 

JERMAINE 
Doing the right thing--  being the 
right kind of person, hasn’t 
changed. 

HARTEN 
A lot of things haven’t changed. 

JERMAINE 
I thought winning that damn game 
for the white man would somehow 
change racism overnight. 

HARTEN 
(shrugs) 

Well.  It didn’t. 

JERMAINE 
I think what happened that night 
was a stepping stone to a greater 
event yet to come. 

HARTEN 
Destiny? 

(laughs) 
We make our own. 

JERMAINE 
Not this time.  We both want the 
same things for Africa. 
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HARTEN 
Give me one damn good reason I 
should play on the same team as 
you? 

Jermaine scowls at him. 

HARTEN 
The way I remember you, you can’t 
be trusted to play by the rules. 

JERMAINE 
(shouts) 

I wasn’t the one who clipped you, 
but you wouldn’t listen because a 
black man was talking. 

HARTEN 
You were the only one I hit and I 
went down, then you popped me in 
the back from behind. 

JERMAINE 
You couldn’t see.  You were blind-
sided. 

HARTEN 
You were the only one close to me. 

JERMAINE 
No.  There was somebody else — the 
same guy that hit me after I went 
down. 

HARTEN 
Gardner?  That’s bullshit.  Why 
would my own teammate clip me? 

JERMAINE 
Because it was 1969, and he heard 
our verbal exchange at the line. 

HARTEN 
No way. 

JERMAINE 
What better way to get the nigger 
back for invading white supremacy; 
then to blame the nigger for 
something he didn’t do? 
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Harten stares toward the goalposts, trying to recall 
that night. 

JERMAINE (CONTINUED) 
You want listen, I’ll tell you the 
way it really went down. 

 

FLASHBACK: 

EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. – FOOTBALL FIELD – NIGHT (1969) 

Fade In: 

Fans screaming on both sides of the line. 

The huddles break, linemen take their positions. 

The quarterback shouts the count. 

Harten and Jermaine exchange words. 

Gardner, lines up next to Harten, pops a quick, smirky 
look to Jermaine, glances back to Harten, his look of a 
man with a hidden agenda.   

The ball snaps.  Harten and Jermaine dig in, slams into 
each other.  Harten goes down, face first.  Jermaine is 
hit from one of Harten’s teammates, falls hard, recovers 
peers over to Harten – sees Gardner pop a knee in 
Harten’s back, then scrambles to safety a few feet away. 

 

END FLASHBACK: 

 

BACK TO SCENE: 

Harten cracks a half-smile, bursts out laughing, turns 
back to Jermaine. 

HARTEN 
God.  It makes sense.  The next day 
at school, Gardner asked if I saw 
how bad you were limping after the 
hit in the back. 

JERMAINE 
Right.  The hit almost paralyzed me. 

HARTEN 
There’s no way Gardner could have 
known that, unless--. 
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HARTEN 
Unless--  he had time to do it, 
himself? 

JERMAINE 
Right.  And, time to create a 
hatred that almost lasted a 
lifetime. 

Jermaine offers a handshake.  Harten grips his hand 

HARTEN 
Guess I owe you an apology. 

JERMAINE 
I accept.  Those days weren’t easy 
for any of us. 

Harten stands, takes a few steps towards the car. 

JERMAINE 
Wait.  I have something to show you 
that’s even more shocking. 

Jermaine hands Harten the folder. 

Harten slowly opens the folder, pulls out the 
letter/map, his expression of disbelief growing as he 
reads. 

HARTEN 
Oh dear Jesus!  How can this be? 

JERMAINE 
You are Peyton Causey’s great, 
great, grandson and we have an 
opportunity to change the world. 

HARTEN 
How.  Where did you get this? 

JERMAINE 
Passed down through our family. 

HARTEN 
Whew!  This can’t be a coincidence, 
you know. 

JERMAINE 
My mother’s exact words. 
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HARTEN 
The gold.  We we’d have to get 
permits to dive.   

JERMAINE 
And a publicity campaign like the 
world has never seen.  And the 
gold, if we can find it? 

HARTEN 
We will.  This is really going to 
happen.  I’ll get the permits. 

JERMAINE 
I have contacts in Hollywood. 

Harten and Jermaine stand, face to face.  They both 
crack a half-cocked smile. 

JERMAINE 
For Africa. 

HARTEN 
For the kids and those who have 
suffered too long. 

JERMAINE 
Yes. 

Jermaine reaches for a handshake, grins mischievously.  
Harten responds with the same grin, looks behind him at 
the goal post where it all happened, grabs Jermaine’s 
hand, cups a hand over his.  Jermaine cups a hand over 
Harten’s.  They swing their hands up and down like 
school kids, shout. 

HARTEN AND JERMAINE 
1,2,3,.  Break! 

JERMAINE 
Now.  We’re on the same winning 
team. 

Side by side they walk toward their cars, chat about old 
times. 

Sound fades. 

INT KINGSTREE, S.C. REMBERT HOME – T.V. ROOM – NIGHT 

Jermaine and Marisa lounge on the couch, sip exotic 
drinks. The T.V. is tuned to the 6 o’clock news-- a 
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special program about the sick and dying children of 
Africa. 

Jermaine picks up the phone, dials. 

Bart answers. 

BART 
Malenski. 

JERMAINE 
Jermaine Rembert, here.  Listen, 
I’ve decided to take you up on your 
offer. 

BART 
And, Mr. Causey. 

JERMAINE 
He’s in. 

BART 
Well.  Now, you know I was right? 

JERMAINE 
Don’t get cocky.  We’re not doing 
this for you, Malenski. 

BART 
No matter.  Be in my office 
tomorrow, around ten. 

Jermaine sets the phone down, focuses attention to the 
T.V. and children playing in sewers. 

MARISA 
How can people simply ignore what’s 
happening there? 

JERMAINE 
The world has become self-centered. 
It’s all about money and power. 

The T.V. camera focuses on a child – skin and bones and 
barely alive.  Flies crowd his lower lip, a lack of 
desire to live clearly defined on his face. 

Next scene: A communal reservoir, cardboard huts.  Green 
slime growing around the waters edge.  Small children 
with scabs and boils on their faces and malnourished 
bodies.  They make child’s play. 

Marisa dries her eyes with a silk handkerchief. 
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MERISA 
How in God’s name could it have 
gotten this bad? 

Jermaine fights to hold back the tears – ZAPS the T.V., 
off. 

INT ATLANTA, GEORGIA – WSG HEADQUARTERS – OFFICE – DAY 

Randi sits filing her nails. 

Agents enter, pick up their orders, leave.. 

Bart gives out the last order, stands, walks over to the 
door, and closes it. 

BART 
(to Randi) 

Guess who called last night? 

RANDI 
-- wasn’t your girlfriend cause you 
don’t have one. 

BART 
Not funny.  Rembert. 

MERISA stops filing her nails. 

BART 
They’re going to do it. 

Randi smirks. 

BART 
They’re on their way, now. 

Two men and two women approach the office door, knock 
and enter. 

It’s Jermaine, Marisa, Harten and Elizabeth. Bart rises, 
introduces himself to Marisa and Elizabeth, shakes hands 
with Jermaine and Harten. 

Jermaine opens a folder in his lap. 

JERMAINE 
(to Bart) 

We’ve made a list of procedures. 

Jermaine hands the file to Bart. 

Bart reads, sways his head to and fro in agreement, 
smiles. 
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BART 
(reads) 

Ok.  National publicity is 
necessary.  A tour of African 
villages, we can handle.  About 
taking your spouses? 

HARTEN 
Four heads are better than two. 

JERMAINE 
We’re firm on this. 

Bart cuts a quick glance to Randi. 

RANDI 
Of course.  They say that women are 
better organizers than men. 

The women laugh, men smirk. 

Bart closes the file, stands. 

BART 
Done.  Whatever you support you 
need from us, you’ll have it. 

JERMAINE 
Wait!  In front of everyone.  
Whatever we collect in a year will 
be matched by the WSG, right? 

BART 
That’s our agreement. 

Jermaine stands, reaches to Bart for a hand shake.  The 
others follow. 

JERMAINE 
We’ll be up and running in two 
days. 

BART 
Now.  See how easy that was?  

Jermaine casts a suspicious look to Bart, pulls a mini 
recorder from his pocket. 

BART 
What’s that--  a recorder? 

Jermaine pushes the stop button. 
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JERMAINE 
Just a little insurance when we 
make our case to the public. 

Bart and Randi crack a cocky smile.. 

EXT KINGSTREE, S.C. – COUNTY COMPLEX – AUDITORIUM – DAY 

National and local news media focus cameras on National 
and International dignitary’s entering the auditorium. 

WSG security agents patrol grounds. 

Jermaine, Marisa, Harten, and Elizabeth enter the 
quadrangle. 

A reporter approaches Jermaine. 

1ST REPORTER 
Mr. Rembert.  You and Mr. Causey 
are creating quite a stir. 

JERMAINE 
It’s only the beginning. 

Other reporters crowd around. 

2ND REPORTER 
Saving Africa is a pretty tall 
order. 

HARTEN 
We feel that all of humanity 
deserves a chance. 

Doorman motions to Jermaine that the meeting’s about to 
begin. 

INT COMPLEX 

Auditorium is filled to capacity.  A huge WSG emblem 
hangs from the ceiling.. 

Center Stage – WSG guests sit, Bart and Randi positioned 
center. 

Bart motions for quiet. 

All is silence. 

Camera’s flash. 

Bart stands. 
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BART 
Today, the WSG enters into a 
partnership in the war on poverty.  
I’d like to introduce Mr. Rembert 
and Mr. Causey. 

Crowd stands, applauds. 

Jermaine and Harten stand, smile. 

JERMAINE 
As many of you already know, we 
have vowed to do whatever it takes 
to help Africa out of its misery. 

Bart stands, casts an excited, enthusiastic look to 
Randi. 

BART 
The WSG has agreed to match all 
contributions collected, for one 
year. 

Crowd roars with approval. 

Harten and Jermaine sit.  Jermaine nods a yes to Bart. 

BART 
I’d like to thank Mr. Causey’s 
daughter, Kiersti, for her award 
winning essay about Africa. 

Crowd applauds. 

BART 
Now.  We’ll take questions. 

3RD REPORTER 
Jermaine.  The NFL’s popularity 
seems to have dropped since you 
left the league. 

JERMAINE 
I’m in a different game, now.  The 
game of life and death. 

All is silence. 

One clap, then two.  The audience stands, wildly 
applauds. 
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4TH REPORTER 
Mr. Causey.  How will your black 
employees in Africa perceive your 
efforts? 

HARTEN 
All human beings deserve to be 
treated with respect.  They are no 
exception. 

5TH REPORTER 
Miss Amerson, Mrs. Causey.  They 
say behind every good man is a good 
woman.  How will you fit into the 
campaign? 

MARISA 
Let’s just say that if women were 
created from man’s rib, we have 
evolved and become his backbone. 

Women stand, roar with approval. 

6TH REPORTER 
Mr. Rembert.  Do you have a target 
for contributions? 

Bart swallows hard, Randi squirms. 

JERMAINE 
Yes.  With matching contributions, 
we hope to raise over a billion. 

The crowd ooh’s and ah’s. 

Bart struggles to form a supportive smile, snaps a 
worried look to Randi.  She shuffles her head to the 
left, then right, passively looks down. 

Bart stands. 

BART 
Mr. Rembert and Mr. Causey’s group 
leave for Africa in a few days.  We 
wish them Godspeed.  Thank you all 
for coming.   

Crowd applauds, races to catch up with Harten and 
Jermaine. 
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EXT GEORGETOWN, S.C. - DEWEY TANGO ISLAND – DAY 

A 60-foot boat crashes through shallow breakers, enters 
the South Island Intercoastal Waterway.  Harten and 
Jermaine man the front, scan the treasure map and watch 
for sand bars, oyster beds.  The boat rounds the next 
bend, stops and drops anchor at a point off Dewey Tango. 

Jermaine lays the map over the deck, traces the channels 
many waterways to a focal point. 

JERMAINE 
This is the place. 

HARTEN 
I used to fish here as a boy.  I 
remember railway ties crossing the 
channel. 

JERMAINE 
It’s ironic that our great, great, 
grandfathers were best friends. 

HARTEN 
I guess in time of war, racism 
takes a backseat. 

HARTEN 
You and I have the power to change 
the black and white issue in this 
country. 

HARTEN 
What did you say? 

JERMAINE 
I said.  For once in my life, this 
black man is agreeing with a white 
man. 

HARTEN 
The map shows the vault in the 
curve of the slough. 

JERMAINE 
Let’s get the divers out? 

Divers plunge into the water, explore the slough bottom. 

Harten and Jermaine pace the deck. 

JERMAINE 
What if we don’t find it? 
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HARTEN 
We already have pledged donations 
of over a hundred million. 

JERMAINE 
Doesn’t mean that pace is going to 
continue.  We need the gold. 

Harten checks over the boat rail for bubbles. 

JERMAINE 
Tell me about this LILY girl your 
daughter wrote about? 

HARTEN 
She’s fifteen, lives in a jungle 
slum and my daughter is just –- 
taken with her. 

Divers emerge, climb the ladder, sling a bag full of 
objects onto the deck. 

Harten and Jermaine investigate each piece, excitement 
builds on their faces. 

JERMAINE 
What’s this? 

HARTEN 
Looks like a Confederate coat 
button. 

JERMAINE 
Any number of ways it could have 
gotten there. 

HARTEN 
Maybe the map is off. 

JERMAINE 
Or, we’re off. 

HARTEN 
We double checked the figures. 

JERMAINE 
Well.  Something’s not right. 

HARTEN 
Surely the vault wouldn’t still be 
in tact after all these years. 
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JERMAINE 
I agree, but there would be 
evidence. 

HARTEN 
Storm headed this way. 

JERMAINE 
We’ll try again tomorrow. 

Jermaine pulls anchor.  Boat speeds away. 

INT KINGSTREE, S.C. – CAUSEY HOME – LIVING ROOM – NIGHT 

Harten sits at a drawing table, tiredly checks 
coordinates on the treasure map.  He rubs his eyes. 

Elizabeth enters the room, approaches Harten, wraps her 
arms around his neck, peers at the map. 

ELIZABETH 
Sorry you didn’t have any luck, 
today. 

HARTEN 
Don’t understand.  We did 
everything right. 

ELIZABETH 
Maybe the map’s a fluke? 

HARTEN 
No!  It’s real. 

ELIZABETH 
Got a call from the National Media, 
today. 

Harten spins his chair around, Elizabeth collapses to 
his lap.  Harten reaches around her. 

HARTEN 
Did they accept our invitation to 
tour Africa? 

ELIZABETH 
Better than that.  Three networks 
are sending teams. 
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HARTEN 
Jermaine thinks we should leave 
even if we don’t find anything 
tomorrow. 

ELIZABETH 
You two seem to have put the past 
behind you. 

HARTEN 
It’s difficult since I’ve spent 
most of my adult life hating him. 

ELIZABETH 
Marisa is sweet and we see a lot of 
things in the same light. 

Doorbell rings. 

Elizabeth answers, is pleased to greet Jermaine and 
Marisa. 

ELIZABETH 
Come in.  We were just talking 
about you guys. 

JERMAINE 
Thought we could iron out some of 
the details before we leave for 
Africa. 

ELIZABETH 
(to Marisa) 

Ever been there? 

MARISA 
No. 

JERMAINE 
Once, to do a plug for a 
commercial.  Left the next day. 

HARTEN 
It’s a dangerous place. 

MARISA 
We’ve heard. 

JERMAINE 
What about local security? 
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HARTEN 
Terrorists thrive on publicity.  

ELIZABETH 
We do have an edge. 

HARTEN 
Years ago we had problems with 
Congolese Rebels.  Sacked two of 
the mines and killed a few of our 
people. 

A wave of concern comes over Marisa’s face. 

ELIZABETH 
We hired a group of Israeli 
Commandos on a full time basis. 

HARTEN 
They’re stationed at a jungle camp 
not far from where we’re going. 

JERMAINE 
Well, where there’s poverty and 
disease there’s always unrest. 

HARTEN 
Only the tip of the iceberg. 

Marisa looks to Elizabeth for assurance. 

MARISA 
We’ll need to inspect their medical 
facilities.  Find our their needs? 

ELIZABETH 
Lily’s village is only a few miles 
from the clinic.  We’ll start there. 

ELIZABETH 
It’s not going to be easy. 

JERMAINE 
The more world attention we bring 
to bear, the more money we’ll 
raise. 

HARTEN 
Right. 
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MARISA 
Then, it’s settled.  We leave in 
few days. 

JERMAINE 
With or without the gold. 

HARTEN 
We gotta find that damn gold! 

JERMAINE 
Momscal believes it’s there and so 
do I. 

HARTEN 
What’s the latest figures on 
contributions? 

MARISA 
One hundred and sixty million, 
according to last night’s tally. 

ELIZABETH 
The gold.  Anyone know how much 
could be down there? 

JERMAINE 
Back then, a reinforced wagon could 
have hauled two hundred and fifty 
bars. 

MARISA 
We figured that on today's market, 
around three hundred million. 

 

Harten shakes his head, sighs with exhilaration. 

HARTEN 
We’ll know tomorrow. 
  

EXT GEORGETOWN, S.C.- DEWEY TANGO - WATERWAY – BOAT – DAY 

A new, rigged-out, 60-foot blade runner is anchored 100 
yards from a Savanna point. 

Harten and Jermaine prepare divers. 

Divers descend a side ladder.  Disappear into the deep. 

Harten and Jermaine man communications equipment. 
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LATER: 

 

Harten, frustrated, gazes at the sea. 

Jermaine watches the undersea camera monitor.  Sees a 
diver reach for a large object. 

JERMAINE 
Don’t know how Lily survived all 
those years, alone. 

HARTEN 
Over there, it’s survive or die. 

A voice crackles over the radio. 

JERMAINE 
Go ahead. 

1ST DIVER 
Sir.  We’ve found some heavy hinges 
on the bottom - Over. 

JERMAINE 
Could be from a shrimp boat or an 
old shack - Over 

2ND DIVER 
No sir.  These hinges are solid 
brass and must weigh three or four 
pounds apiece - Over 

HARTEN 
Keep looking. 

JERMAINE 
(to diver) 

Search twenty to thirty feet around 
the hinges - Over 

2ND DIVER 
That would put us close to deep 
water – over 

JERMAINE 
(to diver) 

What if it’s there and we don’t 
search! - over 
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2ND DIVER 
Yes sir – Ten-four. 

 

MOMENTS LATER: 

1ST DIVER 
Sir!  We’ve searched to the edge of 
the sea ledge. 

JERMAINE 
You got something? – Over 

1ST DIVER 
Nothing – Over 

JERMAINE 
Come on up. 

Two divers board the boat, unload their equipment. 

Harten slings a clip board against the boat cabin. 

Divers see his rage. 

2ND DIVER 
All we saw were some old pilings 
sticking up out of the mud a few 
inches. 

HARTEN 
You gave it your best shot, guys. 
Get some rest. 

Jermaine paces the deck, sprawls the map out in front of 
Harten, glances to pilings strewn across the slough, 
then back to where the divers searched. 

JERMAINE 
(to divers) 

Wait! 

HARTEN 
What is it? 

JERMAINE 
Look at this.  Remember.  The vault 
was hidden at the end of the 
bridge. 
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HARTEN 
And the bridge pilings wouldn’t be 
sticking out of the water after all 
this time. 

JERMAINE 
Storms, hurricanes.  Land has 
eroded. 

JERMAINE 
(to the divers) 

Ready to give it another shot? 

The divers reach for their equipment, suit up. 

HARTEN 
Better get fresh tanks. 

JERMAINE 
(to divers) 

Take a shovel; dig as far down as 
you can around one of the center 
pilings.  If it’s there, we’ll make 
it worth the extra effort. 

1ST DIVER 
You got it. 

 

LATER: 

 

Suddenly, excited garble blares over the radio. 

JERMAINE 
What are they saying? 

HARTEN 
Can’t make it out, but something’s 
got ‘em riled up. 

Bubbles form around the boat ladder. 

JERMAINE 
They’re coming up. 

Divers climb the ladder, slings a steel mesh bag onto 
the deck. 

Like a kid with a new toy, Jermaine reaches for a clump 
of something surrounded by years of built up debris. 
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He chips away layers of barnacles, exposing a gleaming 
bar of raw gold.  He chips away a little more and 
embedded in the gold – CSA. 

Jermaine drops the gold bar, jumps up and down on the 
deck, and embraces Harten.  The divers form fists, wails 
the air. 

BOTH DIVERS 
Yes!  We did it. 

JERMAINE 
How many of these are down there? 

1ST DIVER 
Sir.  There must be sixty or more 
stuck in the mud, but they appear 
to go far beneath the mud floor. 

Jermaine raises a high five.  Harten responds. 

Divers shake hands. 

JERMAINE 
Now it all begins. 

A voice crackles over the radio. 

Jermaine picks up the mike. 

JERMAINE 
Go ahead. 

ELIZABETH 
We got a problem. 

Harten snatches the mike. 

HARTEN 
What is it, baby? 

ELIZABETH 
Rebels attacked the mine.  Killed 
some of the miners. 

HARTEN 
We’re coming in. Out. 

They pull anchor.  The boat speeds to shore. 

INT ATLANTA, GA – WSG HEADQUARTERS – BREAK ROOM – DAY 

Randi and Bart sit around a small table sipping coffee. 
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BART 
Can’t figure Causey and Rembert. 

RANDI 
They’re moving too fast. 

Bart wipes a sweating brow with his shirt sleeve. 

BART 
Is it hot in here, or just me. 

RANDI 
Get a grip.  You’re just on edge. 

BART 
Rembert called.  Said they’d 
secured an anonymous donor and 
could be looking at hundreds of 
millions. 

RANDI 
Well.  We literally gave them a 
blank check. 

BART 
Not we.  The Agency. 

RANDI 
Exceeding the half billion budget 
could get tricky. 

BART 
They’re at one hundred and sixty 
million, now.  The committee will 
never go for it. 

RANDI 
Have to slow ‘em down. 

BART 
What do you have in mind? 

RANDI 
It’s already in play. 

BART 
What? 
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RANDI 
John authorized it two days ago.  
Rebels took over one of Causey’s 
mines.  Killed a few of the miners. 

BART 
What!  Who the hell is in charge, 
here? 

Randi gives Bart an “Oh, please” look. 

BART 
You knew this was in the works, 
didn’t you? 

RANDI 
Something had to be done.  This 
money-raising thing is accelerating 
too fast. 

Bart slams a fist to the desk. 

BART 
Damn!  I knew this would happen. 

RANDI 
I told John it would be a mistake 
to do it without telling you. 

Bart checks Randi’s expression. 

BART 
You’re right, and I was about to do 
something. 

(a beat) 
It’s not your fault. 

Randi slips off a shoe, traces her toes up and down 
Bart’s leg. 

BART 
Think we’d better stick to business 

RANDI 
(stroking his leg 
with her fingers) 

Why?  Scared you might lose track? 

BART 
No.  Control. 
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RANDI 
All right.  I’ll be good.  For now. 

Bart stands, leers at Randi. 

RANDI 
(passionate smile) 

I know.  It’s frustrating, but 
remember.  You said, control. 

Bart walks out.  Randi sits, a devious look of 
determination on her face. 

Randi’s cell phone rings. 

RANDI 
Yes. 

JOHN 
Well? 

RANDI 
I’m available. 

JOHN 
My place? 

RANDI 
Only if you’re in the mood to give 
me all of you. 

JOHN 
(laughs) 

You’re a hard woman, Randi. 

RANDI 
Just make sure you’re hard when I 
walk through the door, then take 
me. 

JOHN 
A body slam to the wall.  I can 
manage that. 

RANDI 
Mmm! Yess!. 
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INT ATLANTA, GA. – MOTEL ROOM – NIGHT 

A full moon’s light sneaks through tightly pulled 
curtains, slants across a woman’s face, neck and a pair 
of perky, voluptuous breasts bouncing in rhythm. 

A man wildly moans from sexual pleasure.  The woman’s 
beautiful body energizes the pace, ecstasy written all 
over her face.  She quickly pins his arms to the bed, 
uncontrollably moves her lower body, screams with 
pleasurable release. 

Exhausted, she falls against his chest. 

JOHN 
(hyperventilating) 

If Bart only knew how good you 
really are. 

Randi slides off the bed, slips on a thin nightgown, 
lights up a cigarette, sits on the corner of the bed. 

RANDI 
The poor bastard is too naive for 
me. 

JOHN 
What.  No respect for your boss? 

Randi edges closer to John. 

RANDI 
He’s a little boy playing a 
dangerous game.  And.  No, I don’t 
respect him. 

JOHN 
You sound frustrated 

RANDI 
He’s incompetent!  You need action, 
not excuses. 

JOHN 
I know you think that you could do 
better. 

RANDI 
You know I can.  And you promised. 

JOHN 
What would you do different? 
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RANDI 
I’d be in control.  You wouldn’t 
have to lift a finger. 

JOHN 
I’m listening. 

RANDI 
The committee allocated a half 
billion.  Not a penny more. 

John reaches for his pants, gets dressed. 

RANDI 
The plan will only work under 
controlled conditions. 

JOHN 
You still haven’t convinced me. 

RANDI 
Rembert is moving too fast.  To 
increase membership, we need 
positive world opinion from small 
accomplishments. 

JOHN 
You mean we need to buy time for 
the world to see our sincerity? 

RANDI 
Yes. 

JOHN 
You refer to Rembert as if he’s 
doing this alone. 

RANDI 
He’s the ringleader, the strongest, 
and the one we should focus on.  
Causey will follow suit. 

JOHN 
And, your plan? 
 

RANDI 
We’ll do what we do best and 
eliminate the problem, if we have 
to. 
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JOHN 
I’ll need a plan to take to the 
committee. 

RANDI 
You’ll have it. 

JOHN 
We’ll talk in a few days. 

INT ATLANTA, GEORGIA, WSG HEADQUARTERS, BART’S OFFICE – 
DAY 

Bart slings photos and personal files into a deep 
cardboard box.  He opens the middle desk drawer and 
pulls out a vacation photo of him and Randi. 

Randi walks in carrying a briefcase, dressed to kill.  
She sits.  A look of pretend remorse grips her 
expression. 

BART 
Should have known you would do me 
in, sooner or later. 

RANDI 
It’s not like that. 

BART 
You’re a liar and a slut.  I’ve 
known for a while that you’re 
sleeping with John. 

RANDI 
(covering her 
surprise) 

I tried to convince him to keep you 
on. 

BART 
Give it a rest.  You’ve been 
smiling to my face and poisoning my 
efforts since you’ve been here. 

Randi sits, thrusts her legs onto the desk, crosses 
them. 

RANDI 
It’s a tough world, Bartholomew.  
We all do what we have to. 
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Bart gathers himself and straightens.  He looks 
anguished, humble, and earnest.  Defeated.  He picks up 
the box, heads for the door, opens it, turns to Randi. 

BART 
I’ll see you in Hell, bitch! 

Bart slams the door behind him.  Randi sits in the 
Executive chair, a smug grin of success on her face. 

Phone rings. 

RANDI 
Randi here. 

JERMAINE 
Jermaine Rembert.  Need to speak 
with Bart? 

RANDI 
(laughs) 

Mr. Rembert.  Hi!  It’s Randi.  
Remember me.  I sat beside you at 
the press meeting in Kingstree. 

JERMAINE 
Oh yes. 

RANDI 
I’m running the place, now. 

JERMAINE 
Bart was fired?  So, our agreement 
still stands? 

RANDI 
Of course.  Can we meet to discuss 
your future direction? 

JERMAINE 
When and where? 

RANDI 
Day after tomorrow, my office. 

JERMAINE 
I’ll be there. 

INT HOLLYWOOD - CITY – T.V. TALK SHOW – DAY 

Note To Reader: 
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The scenes intent is to attract a talk show host, such 
as, Larry King, Oprah, Montel, etc. 

Harten and Jermaine sit on either side of Host. 

Producer holds up a hand.  4, 3, 2, 1, action. 

Credits roll.  Crowd rises to its feet, applauds. 

Host raises her hands into the air, slowly tones down 
the crowd. 

There is silence. 

Host focuses on the T.V. camera. 

HOST 
Guess a few folks at home are 
wondering why the unusual 
excitement. 

Camera pulls in close to Host. 

HOST 
With us today, are Mr. Jermaine 
Rembert and Mr. Harten Causey. 

Camera focuses on Host and Jermaine. 

HOST 
Mr. Rembert.  You’ve now raised 
more than one hundred million for 
the African relief campaign. 

JERMAINE 
Headquarters reported this morning, 
one hundred and eighty million. 

Crowd roars. 

HOST 
Can you tell us how you plan to use 
the money. 

JERMAINE 
Hundreds live in the jungle, in  
cardboard huts with dirt floors. 

HARTEN 
Many are dying from contaminated 
water, disease, famine. 

JERMAINE 
We plan to inundate Africa with 
food, medicine and basic needs. 
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HOST 
How can our viewers donate to this 
worthy cause? 

JERMAINE 
Send a dollar, five dollars or more 
to the number on the screen.  Any 
contribution is appreciated. 

HOST 
Mr. Rembert.  It’s common knowledge 
that you have ambitious goals for 
Africa. 

JERMAINE 
The WSG/UN has agreed to match our 
efforts for one year.  We feel that 
one billion is not out of the 
question. 

Crowd applauds. 

HOST 
(to Jermaine) 

Is it true that you and Mr. Causey 
have been bitter enemies until now? 

There’s silence. 

Harten lowers his head. 

Jermaine rolls his eyes at the audience. 

HOST 
(to Harten) 

In fact, isn’t it true, Mr. Causey, 
that you shouted racial slurs at 
Jermaine because your team lost a 
high school football game? 

There’s silence. 

JERMAINE 
(shakes his head) 

This is not necessary. 

The crowd boos Host’s remark. 

HARTEN 
Back then, racism did major damage 
to humanity.  Now, we’re going to 
help fix the problem. 
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The crowd snaps to its feet with approval, raise their 
hands high in the air, applauds.  The sound is 
deafening. 

Host beams with excitement. 

HOST 
For those of you in the audience 
and at home who have not had a 
chance to donate to saving Africa -
Send your contributions to the 
address on the screen. 

Harten and Jermaine beam a smile of approval. 

A man in a back row stands, camera focuses on him. 

1ST MAN 
My name is MICHAEL BON.  I own the 
second largest shipping line on the 
high seas.   

All eyes focus on Michael Bon. 

MR. BON 
I have a check I’d like to present 
to Mr. Causey and Mr. Rembert in 
person, if I may? 

Shocked, Host looks to the producer for approval.  She 
gets a nod. 

HOST 
By all means, Mr. Bon.  Take center 
stage with us. 

Michael Bon strides to the front.  They all stand.  
Michael faces Jermaine. 

MR. BON 
On behalf of myself, and seven 
thousand company employees, I 
present to you this token of our 
appreciation for your heartfelt 
efforts. 

Host glances at the check, falls to her seat.  Harten 
leans over, sees the amount, registers shock at the size 
of the check. 

The crowd is silent. 

Jermaine staggers.  He reaches out, shakes Mr. Bon’s 
hand, and looks to the audience. 
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JERMAINE 
On behalf of the needy children of 
Africa and the world, we accept 
this generous gift of--   

(a beat) 
ten million dollars. 

Shocked, the crowd loses it, out of control with 
approval. 

Mr. Bon attempts to speak.  The crowd quiets. 

MR. BON 
I would like to challenge my 
competitors to match my 
contribution.  We all have a stake 
in this. 

Jermaine again reaches to Mr. Bon for a handshake.  Mr. 
Bon reaches for Jermaine, embraces him and whispers. 

MR. BON 
Just tell me what you need.  
There’s more where that came from. 

The crowd is again on its feet.  Host is in tears, 
unable to speak.  Harten pulls out a handkerchief, wipes 
the tears. 

The producer signals Host that time is up.   

Host is speechless. 

Credits roll.  Cameral focuses on the wild crowd.  
Emotion spreads like a fever. 

INT ATLANTA, GEORGIA – WSG – OFFICE – DAY 

Randi glides a compact applicator across her face, 
pinches a few wrinkles under her eyes. 

A knock at the door. 

RANDI 
Come in. 

Jermaine enters the office, sits. 

Randi stands, extends a handshake, sits, turns her 
executive chair to one side, and sensually crosses her 
legs.  A deep slit in her skirt rises above the knees. 

Jermaine notices her sleek, sexy legs.   

Randi responds by gaping her legs for a better view. 



 
76. 

 

RANDI 
(radiant smile) 

Thanks for coming. 

JERMAINE 
So Bart couldn’t cut the ropes. 

RANDI 
Let’s just say that the WSG needed 
someone with fresh ideas. 

Jermaine sheepishly glances to a wall, back to Randi’s 
legs, then locks eyes with her. 

RANDI 
Well.  You’re on a roll.  Wondering 
though, if you need to slow the 
pace, a bit? 

JERMAINE 
Slow!  Hell no.  Our goal is over a  
billion by the end of the year. 

Randi swallows hard, forms a sarcastic grin. 

RANDI 
Mr. Rembert.  The WSG understands 
your ambitious goals. 

JERMAINE 
Isn’t that what you wanted?  To let 
the world know that the WSG is 
partly responsible for saving the 
children of Africa. 

RANDI 
We need to control the pace for 
maximum effect. 
. 

JERMAINE 
Miss Malone.  I only know one way 
and that is to set a goal and see 
it through to the end. 

RANDI 
We’re asking that you slow it down 
a little. 
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JERMAINE 
The people of Africa don’t have the 
luxury of time. 

RANDI 
We’re concerned, but you must 
understand that we have our own 
agenda. 

JERMAINE 
I’m beginning to understand your 
agenda! 

RANDI 
No need for that. 

JERMAINE 
I have no intentions of playing 
International politics with 
people’s lives. 

RANDI 
Then, maybe you need help, 
understanding?  We can pull out of 
the agreement, anytime, you know. 

Jermaine abruptly stands. 

JERMAINE 
If you renege on this agreement, 
I’ll make sure that the world knows 
who’s responsible. 

Randi abruptly stands. 

RANDI 
I don’t have to take this crap from 
you.  We have the resources to send 
you to hell, if we choose. 

JERMAINE 
Then, let the best man win! 
Just remember.  We aren’t slowing 
down and if you pull out now; it’ll 
be on your shoulders. 

RANDI 
Goodbye Mr. Rembert! 

Jermaine storms to the door, turns to Randi. 
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JERMAINE 
Oh yeah.  I think the WSG made a 
big mistake replacing Bart with an 
amateur. 

INT WSG - OFFICE 

John approaches the door.  Jermaine strides past him, 
clips John’s shoulder on the way out. 

John enters the office, closes the door. 

JOHN 
How’s your first day going? 

RANDI 
Rembert thinks he can bully me. 

JOHN 
(laughs) 

No man has that power. 

RANDI 
I’m serious.  Soon, this fund 
raising will be out control--  and 
us, out of a job. 

John stands, turns to the door, then back to Randi. 

RANDI 
Where are you going?  You could 
stay and offer your opinion. 

JOHN 
You’re making the big bucks now.  
I’m sure you won’t disappoint the 
committee or me. 

RANDI 
Will I see you tonight? 

JOHN 
Gotta take the kids to a game.   

RANDI 
Sounds like an excuse to me. 

 JOHN 
On the contrary.  I love a woman 
with spunk that thinks that she can 
outwit the establishment. 
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RANDI 
Ok--  well.  Have a great time 
with, your kids. 

EXT AFRICA – AIRPORT – DAY 

A company jet bearing the Causey insignia touches down, 
taxis to the exit ramp. 

Reporters, the AFRICAN CONSULATE, 50, and a huge CROWD 
gather at the bottom of the ramp.  U.N. and WSG agents 
patrol the grounds. 

An African band plays a jubilant tune, off key. 

Jermaine, Harten, Marisa, and Elizabeth exit the plane, 
wave to a roaring crowd and smile for the camera’s. 

Jermaine enters the crowd.  Fans swarm around him for 
autographs. 

Marisa steps off the ramp.  Women shove their autograph 
books in her face. 

Harten and Elizabeth stand in awe of the reception.  
Harten beams a huge grin, waves his hand in an upward 
sweep, shouts for the camera. 

HARTEN 
Af-ri-ca, Af-ri-ca. 

Crowd goes wild, shouts. 

CROWD 
Af-ri-ca, Af-ri-ca 

The African Consul raises his hands, calms the crowd, 
takes a few steps up the exit ramp. 

AFRICAN CONSUL 
This is indeed a special occasion 
for Africa. 

The Americans shake hands with the crowd. 

AFRICAN CONSUL 
Mr. Rembert and his crusaders are 
here to help give Africa back her 
dignity. 

Crowd cheers. 

Camera’s focus on Jermaine and the African Consul. 
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AFRICAN CONSUL 
Mr. Rembert.  Let me say for myself 
and all the people of Africa.  We 
welcome you and your people with 
open arms. 

Crowd shouts. 

CROWD 
Jer-maine, Jer-maine. 

Elizabeth and Harten take a few steps to the right of 
the ramp. 

ELIZABETH 
(to Harten) 

This is the most exciting display 
of appreciation I’ve seen in my 
entire life. 

HARTEN 
And--  it’s only the beginning. 

The sounds of the crowd are deafening. 

Marisa shouts to Jermaine. 

MARISA 
We’d better go. 

Jermaine tugs on the Consul’s shirt sleeve, looks at his 
watch. 

JERMAINE 
Got a lot to do the first day. 

Consul smiles for the camera’s, motions for the band to 
play. 

Band marches around the crowd. 

Consul leads Jermaine and his group through the excited 
crowd, to a limo. 

Consul turns to Jermaine and the group.  The cosmetic 
smile melts away. 

CONSUL 
You and your party must be very 
careful.  Rebels will not care if 
you’re American. 
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HARTEN 
(to Consul) 

Had any luck finding the ones that 
attacked the mine? 

CONSUL 
A few leads.  Could be any one of 
the many militant groups in the 
area. 

ELIZABETH 
Marisa and I will visit the clinic, 
then off to Lily’s village. 

CONSUL 
This could pose a problem. 

Elizabeth shoots a quick, determined glance to Harten. 

CONSUL 
You see.  Rebels have rampaged two 
villages in the past two nights. 

HARTEN 
We can’t hide behind a mask of 
fear, and help Africa. 

CONSUL 
If you say so, Mr. Causey. 

The group enters the limo, speeds away. 

Another limo filled with media, pulls in behind them. 

EXT AFRICA REFUGEE CAMP 

Hazy smoke from campfires lingers over multiple 
cardboard huts.  Waste and garbage line the entire 
perimeter of the camp.  A nauseous view of degradation 
and neglect. 

Children playing in a stagnant, shallow reservoir that 
cuts through the center of the village. 

A Mercedes pulls into a narrow, grassy foot trail at the 
village entrance.  A media van pulls in behind them, 
followed by a jeep. 

Harten, Jermaine, Elizabeth and Marisa exit the 
Mercedes, a reporter and cameraman from the van and two 
African troopers from the jeep. 
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Elizabeth and Marisa stand in awe of the horrendous 
sight.  Marisa pulls a handkerchief from her purse, 
covers her nose.   

Children from the reservoir see the caravan, race to 
Elizabeth and Marisa, crowd around.  Laughter fills the 
air. 

ELIZABETH 
(to Marisa) 

Don’t think they’ve ever seen a 
beautiful blonde with blue eyes. 

Marisa’s excited, loving eyes strain to acknowledge each 
child. 

TIA, 6, looks up to Elizabeth, holds out her hand. 

TIA 
My name, Tia. 

She points to soldiers. 

TIA 
Those soldiers are bad.  They take 
me, touch me.  I cry but they touch 
me harder. 

ELIZABETH 
Oh God! 

(a beat) 
No!  These are good soldiers. 

TIA 
Do you have candy? 

Elizabeth pulls from her purse, a couple of half-melted, 
mini chocolate bars. 

Tia gobbles them, quickly. 

TIA 
Lily say not to trust anyone, but 
you seem like nice lady. 

ELIZABETH 
Lily.  Tell me about Lily. 

TIA 
(mouth full) 

She my best friend.  She all our 
friend.  She saved me, you know.  
She live there, by water. 
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Tia points. 

MARISA 
Can we go see Lily? 

TIA 
Soldiers hurt her bad when she 
saved me.  Took her clothes.  Did 
bad things to her, so they would 
let me go. 

Elizabeth takes Tia by the hand. 

ELIZABETH 
Take me to Lily. 

Tia leads them to Lily’s hut, knocks on the door 

LILY 
(painful answer) 

Who is it? 

TIA 
Lily.  People here to see you. 

Lily rolls of a blood soaked bed, pulls her weak body 
across a dirt floor, grabs a piece of sharp metal, 
pushes the door open.  Lily sees Tia, Elizabeth and 
Marisa.  She drops the metal, collapses face first into 
the slimy mud floor. 

Elizabeth and Marisa dart inside the hut, pull Lily up 
to the edge of the bed, blood oozing down, between her 
thighs. 

ELIZABETH 
Lily.  I’m Elizabeth Causey, 
Kiersti’s mother, and this is 
Marisa Amerson, my friend. 

Lily looks up at Elizabeth, strokes the side of her face 
with the back of her hand, smiles lovingly. 

LILY 
Kiersti.  I thought I would die and 
never get to see her. 

Lily’s eyes fade, close.  She passes out. 

TIA 
Going to get mother. 

Tia darts through the door. 
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MARISA 
Don’t know for sure, but I think 
her uterus is ruptured.  She needs 
to be in a hospital. 

ELIZABETH 
There is none for miles, but there 
is a clinic a mile or so from here.  
But, we shouldn’t move her. 

Tia strides through the door with her mother. 

MAIME, 35, kneels down beside Lily, strokes her hair. 

MAIME 
(to Elizabeth) 

It happened a few days ago.  
Soldiers attacked her on the 
village road. 

ELIZABETH 
Your daughter said that they beat 
and raped her. 

MAIME 
Yes.  Lily saved my Tia.  Dear God.  
The would have raped my daughter, or 
worse! 

Elizabeth and Marisa stand. 

ELIZABETH 
(to Maime) 

If you’ll stay with her--  just 
until we return, tomorrow, with a 
doctor. 

MAIME 
Yes.  She has done so much for all 
of us. 

INT ATLANTA, GA. – WSG HEADQUARTERS – BREAK ROOM – DAY 

T.V. is tuned to the midday news. 

Agents coming and going.  A few agents sit at tables, 
sip coffee, eat snacks. 

Randi sits alone at a corner table, checks her watch, 
looks around, sees agents curiously drawn to the T.V. 

Randi focuses on a recorded interview with Jermaine and 
Harten at African headquarters 
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1ST REPORTER 
Mr. Rembert.  The WSG claims that 
you’re aware of a cap on matching 
contributions. 

JERMAINE 
We never discussed it. 

1ST REPORTER 
Is something going on your 
supporters need to know about? 

JERMAINE 
I’m not aware of a problem. 

2ND REPORTER 
Randi Malone candidly assured 
National News that you knew from 
the beginning. 

JERMAINE 
She’s playing a dangerous game.  
The International community will 
not tolerate this. 

1ST AGENT 
(to Randi) 

Looks like Rembert has you in a 
corner. 

RANDI 
(coldly) 

He’s an amateur, like some of you. 

All in breakroom laugh. 

Randi stands, slings her lunch napkin on the table, 
turns for the door. 

2ND AGENT 
If Bart were still here, he’d know 
how to handle those two. 

RANDI 
You’re all jealous cause you were 
passed over for promotion. 

2ND AGENT 
Passed over.  Hell, we never had a 
chance. 

Randi casts a smug grin. 
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RANDI 
And, why not? 

2ND AGENT 
Cause we weren’t sleeping with the 
boss. 

RANDI 
You’re all perverts. 

She storms through the door. 

INT JOHN’S OFFICE 

Randi strides in, sits. 

John escorts a foreign dignitary to the door, shakes his 
hand. 

JOHN 
Thanks for your confidence and 
membership  We’ll have a PR team 
set everything up in a day or two. 

John breaks for his desk, sits. 

JOHN 
Pressure gettin to you? 

RANDI 
Can’t do my job and fight the back-
stabbing. 

JOHN 
Jealousy.  You have to prove to 
them that this is not just a man’s 
world.  Then you’ll get respect. 

Randi stands, heads for the door, turns. 

RANDI 
The problem with Causey and Rembert 
isn’t going away! 

JOHN 
I saw your interview this morning.  
Be careful what you say to the 
press. 

RANDI 
They always twist and turn things. 
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JOHN 
We’ll deal with Jermaine and his 
group, when and if the committee 
feels it necessary. 

Randi stands, leaves. 

CUT TO: 

EXT GEORGETOWN, S.C. – DEWEY TANGO – DAY 

A barge plows through high ocean waves, cuts into a 
slough off Dewey Tango Bay – pulls alongside a docked 
boat rigged out for undersea recovery.  Divers plunge 
into the water, machine operators man the equipment. 

 

LATER: 

 

Heavy equipment pulls gold filled nets from the slough 
bottom – covers the boat deck. 

Harten and Jermaine leap for joy, examine their find. 

HARTEN 
Man.  There must be at least a 
hundred bars. 

JERMAINE 
And probably that much more below 
the mud floor. 

HARTEN 
If the girls were here to share 
this moment. 

JERMAINE 
Soon, my friend.   

INT AFRICA – JUNGLE – MEDICAL CLINIC – DAY 

Waiting room is filled with refugees.  The Doctor walks 
around the room, scans patients condition. 

Marisa and Elizabeth enters, sees hopeless faces.   

The doctor approaches them. 

ELIZABETH 
Doctor.  I’m Elizabeth Causey and 
this is Marisa Amerson. 



 
88. 

 

DOCTOR 
Yes.  We were told you were coming.  
As you can see, we have so many in 
need and few supplies. 

ELIZABETH 
We’re here to help.  Give us a list 
of what you need. 

DOCTOR 
Bless you and your friend, Mrs. 
Causey. 

MARISA 
(to doctor) 

Not far from here, a girl needs 
treatment, but we’re afraid to move 
her. 

DOCTOR 
Let me finish up here, then, I’ll go 
with you.  It’s the least I can do 
for your generous help. 

Marisa and Elizabeth walk towards the door. 

EXT CLINIC – COURTYARD 

Troop carriers round a corner building.  Speed to a stop 
in front of clinic.  Troops hurriedly disembark from 
truck, stride to the front door. 

People flee for their lives. 

INT CLINIC 

The doctor hears the troops disembark from the truck, 
rushes people out the back door.  Motions for Marisa and 
Elizabeth to follow. 

Rebels break the door in, enter, rush to the back door, 
slam it closed, point an AK-47 at Elizabeth’s head, 
another one at Marisa. 

CAPTAIN 
Going somewhere, ladies? 

The Captain motions a soldier to search the examining 
room.  The soldier escorts mothers and children into the 
waiting room, motions for them to sit. 

The Captain pulls his 45 cal.  Waves it around the room. 
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CAPTAIN 
Anyone who tries to escape will be 
shot. 

ELIZABETH 
We are American citizens.  How dare 
you barge in here like you own the 
place. 

The Captain bursts out laughing, slaps her with a 
backhand. 

CAPTAIN 
I’m in charge here, not you.  Shut 
up. 

A soldier pulls his 45 cal, walks over to Marisa, scans 
her body. 

SOLDIER 
(to Captain) 

This one could keep all of us warm 
tonight. 

Marisa cringes, pushes him away. 

The soldier laughs. 

CAPTAIN 
(to Elizabeth) 

We know who you are.  We ransacked 
your mine a few days ago, looking 
for you. 

ELIZABETH 
My husband knows where I am. 

Soldiers laugh. 

CAPTAIN 
Good.  We want him to come for you.  
More to ransom off. 

MARISA 
Leave us alone.  These people have 
done you no harm. 

CAPTAIN 
We don’t give a damn about these 
people.  It’s you and your friend 
we’re after. 
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Soldier edges close to Marisa, shoves the 45 barrel 
underneath her chin, slides it down to her voluptuous 
breasts. 

Marisa’s body shakes with fear. 

CAPTAIN 
Tie-em up, get’em on the truck.  
One more stop, then we’ll see how 
much our ladies are really worth. 

All the soldiers laugh. 

The doctor makes a dash for the door – rebels open fire. 

He’s dead. 

Marisa cringes at the sight the doctor’s blood oozing  
through the cracks of the floor. 

EXT MILITARY TRUCK 

Soldiers fling Elizabeth and Marisa into the truck bed, 
troops crowd in, close canvas opening. 

Marisa and Elizabeth hear the Captain’s orders. 

CAPTAIN 
Kill all of them.  Can’t have 
witnesses. 

Marisa rushes to the rear of the truck, attempts to jump 
out. 

MARISA 
No! No!  Please God.  Don’t kill 
the children. 

A soldier slams her in the back with the butt of his 
rifle. 

Marisa falls to the floor, painful moans.  Elizabeth 
scrambles over to her. 

Automatic gunfire erupts – screaming women and children. 

All is silence. 

The truck speeds away. 

CUT TO: 
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INT CHARLESTON, S.C. CAUSEY HOME – LIVING ROOM – DAY 

The room is filled with laughter, celebration.  Harten 
and Jermaine toast a beer. 

Kiersti runs downstairs, shouts. 

KIERSTI 
Daddy, Daddy.  The red light is 
blinking on the phone.  Something’s 
wrong with mom. 

Harten dashes to the phone, sees the emergency light 
blinking. 

JERMAINE 
What is it, Harten? 

HARTEN 
They’re in trouble.  This phone is 
linked to an emergency GPS signal. 

JERMAINE 
How? 

HARTEN 
A transmitter on the side of 
Elizabeth’s shoe.  The push of a 
button will activate it.  Hope the 
Commandos are on their way. 

Jermaine casts a confused look to Harten. 

JERMAINE 
We need to leave, now. 

Harten reaches for Kiersti. 

HARTEN 
It’s ok, honey.  We’ll find her. 
I’ll call Nanny.   

INT ATLANTA, GA. WSG HEADQUARTERS, JOHN’S OFFICE – DAY 

John stands at a window overlooking a parking lot - 
grips a rolled newspaper, his hands locked behind his 
back. 

Randi enters the office. 

Bart turns. 
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RANDI 
Got your message. 

JOHN 
Seen today’s paper 

RANDI 
The tally’s up to six hundred 
million. 

JOHN 
They’re turning this into an 
International circus. 

RANDI 
Out of control. 

JOHN 
Just got back from a committee 
meeting.  They want it to end. 

RANDI 
That’s not the only problem. 

JOHN 
What! 

RANDI 
Rembert’s girlfriend and Causey’s 
wife were captured by Congolese 
Rebels.  Villagers were killed. 

JOHN 
What are they asking for? 

RANDI 
Haven’t heard, yet. 

JOHN 
Damn!  That complicates things. 

John sits, clicks a pen on and off, locks a determined 
gaze with Randi. 

RANDI 
If the world sees us as having 
anything to do with this— 

A devious smile. 
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RANDI 
But, if we’re not involved, we 
can’t be blamed. 

John squints, smiles back. 

JOHN 
You mean get someone else to do the 
dirty work. 

RANDI 
Not just someone.  The Rebels want 
to get paid.   

JOHN 
Make it look like we’re paying to 
get them out.   

RANDI 
Instead.  We secretly pay the 
ransom to kill them all. 

JOHN 
Rembert and Causey will attempt a 
rescue, get caught in the 
crossfire. 

Randi stands. 

JOHN 
Find their camp.  Send our best man 
to set it up. 

RANDI 
You got it. 

JOHN 
Once they’ve been captured, we’ll 
fly down and make sure we have dead 
bodies, as proof to the world. 

A morbid, sinister laugh engulfs the room. 

EXT AFRICA –JUNGLE ROAD – SPEEDING TRUCK – DAY 

Truck pulls off road, turns down a narrow path, stops at 
base camp. 

Campfire, tents and a jeep with a WSG insignia parked 
off the side of the road. 
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Captain sees the mysterious jeep, exits the truck, 
shouts orders to his men. 

CAPTAIN 
Secure that jeep.  Find the driver 
and bring him to me. 

The Captain and his men turn a brush corner, sees a man 
in a white suit sitting by the fire, stoking ashes. 

The Captain slips behind him, pulls his 45 cal, points 
it at the man’s head. 

The man holds his hands up. 

AGENT 
Hold on there, Captain.  I was sent 
to make you a deal. 

CAPTAIN 
How did you find me? 

AGENT 
Hi tech works even in the jungle. 

CAPTAIN 
What do you want? 

AGENT 
You captured two American women.  
We want to pay the ransom. 

CAPTAIN 
What makes you think there is one? 

AGENT 
There always is. 

CAPTAIN 
How much you offering? 

AGENT 
A hundred thousand for each of 
them. 

CAPTAIN 
Generous!  How do I know you’re on 
the level?   
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AGENT 
I’m authorized to make the transfer 
to your account when the job is 
done. 

CAPTAIN 
What do you mean, done.  We have 
them now. 

AGENT 
There’s more where those came from. 

CAPTAIN 
Explain. 

AGENT 
We want you to capture Lily 
Bonaparte.  She lives in a village 
not far from here. 

CAPTAIN 
Yes.  I know of her.  They call her 
a Saint.  We call her a fool. 

AGENT 
The two women.  A boyfriend and a 
husband will attempt to rescue 
them. 

CAPTAIN 
(laughs) 

We’ll capture them. 

AGENT 
No.  That’s not the way it’s going 
to be. 

The agent stands.   

Troops crowd around, shove guns in his face. 

AGENT 
Wait.  You don’t understand. 

CAPTAIN 
Then make me, and stop wasting my 
time. 

AGENT 
We’ll give you a hundred thousand 
each to capture, then kill them. 
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A burst of laughter fills the camp. 

CAPTAIN 
Why not just kill the two we have, 
now? 

AGENT 
No.  Has to be done my way, or no 
money. 

CAPTAIN 
Many others will be killed to get 
this Lily girl. 

AGENT 
We don’t care as long as you get 
the girl. 

CUT TO: 

EXT AFRICA – AIRPORT – DAY 

Causey jet lands, taxis to ramp. 

Jermaine and Harten rush down the ramp, head for a 
waiting jeep. 

Consul greets them. 

CONSUL 
So sorry about the ladies. 

HARTEN 
We have their coordinates. 

CONSUL 
How. 

HARTEN 
Not important now, get in. 

Jeep speeds off toward the jungle. 

EXT EDGE OF JUNGLE - VILLAGE 

Troop carrier pulls of road into a muddy set-back.  
Congolese Rebels exit, steal their way into the jungle.  
The Captain motions a soldier to escort the Agent.   

Elizabeth and Marisa are dragged from the truck, their 
mouths taped shut, hands tied with ropes.  A soldier 
kneels by the Captain, pulls hard on a rope.  Elizabeth 
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and Marisa fall to the ground, peer out over the 
village, see troops moving into position.  They struggle 
to get loose. 

Troops approach the village, lay low in the dense 
underbrush.  

EXT JUNGLE VILLAGE 

Children playing in the tainted reservoir.  People 
coming and going. 

The Captain points. 

CAPTAIN 
(to Sergeant) 

The girl lives in the corner hut.  
Move your men around the edge of 
the jungle and attack from the 
front. 

SERGEANT 
Yes Sir. 

CAPTAIN 
Bring the girl to me. 

Troops crawl to their destination. 

Automatic gunfire erupts.  Soldiers advance. 

Men, women and children run for their lives, scream from 
pain and terror. 

A woman carrying a baby storms from her bullet ridden 
cardboard hut.  Soldiers cut her down.  The baby falls 
into the two foot deep reservoir, struggles, swings its 
tiny arms and legs, gasps for air. 

Soldiers enter the aftermath, watch in amusement as the 
baby takes its final breaths.  A dead dogs, mangled body 
hangs half in and half out of the reservoir.  A soldier 
kicks a piece of rotted, maggot infested meat into the 
water.  It sinks, rests on top of the dead baby.  
Hundreds of floating maggots squirm on the water’s 
surface.  Both soldiers raise their AK-47’s, FIRES at 
the maggots, tearing into the baby’s body.  The 
reservoir runs red with innocence. 

Soldiers smirk, an accomplished smile. 

A soldier drags Lily, kicking and screaming to the edge 
of the camp, her hands and legs bound in front with 
brass chain.  Lily violently pulls on the chain, stops.  
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She sees 3-year-old Tia’s mutilated body lying across 
her dead mother.  A soldier tugs hard on the chain.   

An ashen mask of confusion rips across Lily’s face. 

Soldiers toss her into the truck along with Elizabeth 
and Marisa.  Elizabeth reaches for one arm, Marisa for 
the other, pulls Lily to the front of the truck.  Marisa 
stuffs the edge of a silk handkerchief between her neck 
and binding chains. 

Blood oozes down her leg, stains the truck bed. 

ELIZABETH 
Lily.  Oh my God.  What have they 
done to you? 

A soldier pops a gun barrel in their face. 

SOLDIER 
Quiet.  No talk. 

Troops enter the truck bed.  Truck speeds away. 

EXT BASE CAMP –  

The Agent and Captain exit the truck.  Troops drag the 
girls off the truck.   

The Agent approaches. 

AGENT 
So, this is the world famous Saint, 
Lily Bonaparte. 

ELIZABETH 
Leave her alone.  Who are you? 

AGENT 
Let’s just say that my boss will be 
happy to see you. 

MARISA 
Your boss?  What’s that hat you’re 
wearing? 

ELIZABETH 
It’s the WSG insignia. 

MARISA 
Oh my God.  A conspiracy. 

Captain points to Elizabeth and Marisa. 
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CAPTAIN 
Tie these two to a tree opposite 
each other. 

He points to Lily. 

CAPTAIN 
Take this one across the latrine 
and tie her to a palm. 

SOLDIER 
Yes, sir.  Maybe she’ll disappear 
into the clouds. 

The soldier mysteriously waves his hand in the air. 

SOLDIER 
Whooo! 

Soldiers laugh. 

Marisa and Elizabeth struggle to pull free from their 
ropes. 

Soldiers tie them to a tree.  Head to camp. 

ELIZABETH 
Don’t think Lily will last through 
the night. 

MARISA 
They’re going to kill us anyway. 

ELIZABETH 
Maybe not. 

MARISA 
You have a plan. 

ELIZABETH 
I have GPS. 

MARISA 
What? 

ELIZABETH 
Shh! 

Elizabeth glances to a shoe. 
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ELIZABETH 
It’s a transmitter.  Remember I 
told you about the Israeli 
Commandos? 

MARISA 
But how. 

ELIZABETH 
Shh!  Someone’s coming. 

The Captain and a soldier approach. 

The Agent sits by the fire, casts a suspicious eye to 
the Captain. 

CAPTAIN 
That man over there.  He’s going to 
pay us lot of American dollars to 
kill all of you. 

MARISA 
(frantic) 

Why don’t you just do it and get it 
over with. 

ELIZABETH 
What if I offered you more to let 
us live? 

CAPTAIN 
Maybe?  Your life or death could go 
to the highest bidder. 

ELIZABETH 
Would two million dollars sway your 
decision? 

SOLDIER 
Damn.  Sir, that would buy a lot of 
guns and women. 

CAPTAIN 
How soon could you get the two 
million American dollars? 

ELIZABETH 
Wired to your account. 

CAPTAIN 
A generous offer.  We’ll see. 
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Agent strolls up. 

AGENT 
Given you any trouble, Captain? 

CAPTAIN 
Everything’s under control. 

CUT TO: 
  

EXT AFRICA – JUNGLE – HELIPAD – DAY 

A helicopter lands.  John and Randi exit, board a 
waiting jeep. 

The jeep speeds off into the jungle. 

EXT JUNGLE – MOVING JEEP – DAY 

Randi pulls off her commando cap exposing her beautiful 
long blond hair.   

John pulls his 45 Caliber, loads it, and glances to 
Randi’s gorgeous hair, ruffled in the wind.  Randi 
checks the time. 

Jeep pulls into the base camp, stops. 

The Agent and Captain greet them. 

CAPTAIN 
Did you bring the money? 

JOHN 
Not with us.  Don’t worry.  You’ll 
get paid. 

CAPTAIN 
We prefer cash, up front. 

RANDI 
You’ll get your money.  Be patient. 

CAPTAIN 
Who’s this bitch who thinks she can 
give orders. 

RANDI 
This bitch--  can have you and your 
men dangling from a rope with the 
push of a button. 
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Soldiers crowd around Bart and Randi, shove rifles in 
their faces. 

John pops a scoured look to Randi. 

JOHN 
That’s enough.  Captain.  You have 
the hostages? 

AGENT 
Two of them are behind those trees. 
The Lily girl is by the latrine. 

JOHN 
Bring the girl. 

Soldiers drag Lily, stumbling, into the camp clearing.  
Exhausted, she falls to the ground at Randi’s feet.  
Randi scans Lily’s body for cuts and bullet wounds.  
Blood trickles from a bullet hole in her shoulder.  
Randi turns to the Captain, rakes a backhand across his 
face. 

RANDI 
She was supposed to be in one 
piece. 

Soldier’s aim for Randi. 

The Captain raises his hand to cease, wipes a trickle of 
blood from his lip, casts a deadly look at Randi. 

CAPTAIN 
(shouts) 

We did our best! 

Randi locks eyes with Lily. 

RANDI 
My dear.  You’ve become a 
celebrity.  But look at you, now. 

Lily rolls her eyes. 

LILY 
You are so beautiful.  Why you 
murder my people? 

RANDI 
Unfortunately, you don’t understand 
International Politics. 

LILY 
Who are you? 
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RANDI 
The one that saved you from these 
men. 

LILY 
You should have let me die with my 
people.  Do you have no one who 
loves you? 

Furious, Randi slaps Lily.   

JOHN 
Enough of this. 

(to the Captain) 
Take this smelly, sorry excuse for 
a human being out of my face. 

RANDI 
Take her back to the sewer, where 
she belongs. 

A soldier snatches the chain.  Lily trips, falls, 
struggles to her feet.  Soldiers enter a smelly, 
bacteria infested, latrine.  A soldier smiles with 
wicked intent, snatches the chain.  Lily falls face 
first into days of built up feces.  She attempts to 
stand.  The soldier pulls hard on the chain, continues 
walking, dragging her the rest of the way through mud 
and short thorn bushes to the palm tree.  He chains her, 
then cleans and dresses only the bullet wound.  Her 
flesh is etched with cuts, and bruises, and encrusted 
with feces.  On Lily’s face, there are no tears, or sign 
of pain, only the look of a woman with nothing to live 
for. 

 

HOURS LATER: 

 

The campfire flickers low.  Everyone’s asleep.   

Lily attempts to catch a few winks, but she’s awakened 
by the crackle of footsteps behind her. 

She cocks her head to the side. 

Someone whispers. 

BART 
Shh!  Not a sound.  Got to get you 
out of here. 
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LILY 
Who are you? 

BART 
A friend. 

LILY 
I not leave without my friends. 

BART 
No!  Too risky.  I came to get you 
out. 

Bart loosens the chains. They silently make their way 
into the jungle. 

 

HOURS LATER: 

 

Bart and Lily struggle through thick, snake-infested 
vegetation, come to a road.  They attempt to cross.  
Bart spots a Militant Patrol up ahead. 

BART 
Get back.  Soldiers. 

They lie flat on the ground, hidden behind dense palm 
leaves. 

Soldiers pass, dragging small children bound in chains. 

Lily attempts to speak.  Bart cups his hand over her 
mouth. 

The soldiers disappear into the night. 

Lily and Bart stand. 

LILY 
They are my people.  Why are they 
in chains? 

BART 
You don’t know?  They’re slaves, 
sold to rich plantation owners all 
over the world. 

LILY 
Oh God!  They’re only children. 

(a beat) 
Why you help me? 
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BART 
Let’s just say that I don’t have 
anything else to do with my life, 
and leave it at that. 

LILY 
Thank you. 

BART 
Up ahead.  There’s an Israeli 
Commando Unit.  They know we’re 
coming.  You’ll be safe there. 

Lily nods approval. 

BART 
Let’s go. 

EXT AFRICA – JUNGLE – ISRAELI BASE CAMP – DAY 

A helicopter lands. 

Jermaine and Harten exit, strides for the main command 
tent and enters. 

Lily sees Jermaine.  He recognizes her, reaches for her. 

Lily grabs him around the waist, squeezes, tears of joy. 

Jermaine rests his head on top of hers.  From the corner 
of his sight, he catches a glimpse of a familiar face. 

JERMAINE 
(to Bart) 

What are you doing here? 

LILY 
Mr. Bart save me from soldiers. 

HARTEN 
Commander? 

COMMANDER 
It’s true.  

JERMAINE 
(to Bart) 

Why the sudden change of heart? 
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BART 
I was stripped of everything.  All 
that was left was to do the right 
thing. 

Jermaine reaches out his hand in gratitude. 

BART 
Sorry I couldn’t get the others 
out.  They were tied to a tree on 
the other side of the camp. 

LILY 
Mrs. Causey and Miss Amerson, ok 
for now.  

BART 
(to Jermaine) 

There’s something else. 

JERMAINE 
What? 

BART 
John and Randi are with them. 

HARTEN 
What are they doing there? 

BART 
They set up the kidnapping to slow 
you down.  Now, they plan to pay 
the Rebels to kill all of you.  I 
still have some loyal contacts in 
the agency. 

JERMAINE 
A damn conspiracy.  Should have 
known. 

BART 
They planned to make it appear to 
the world that the WSG was willing 
to pay their ransom. 

HARTEN 
Then pay the Rebels to kill them. 

BART 
Yes. 
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JERMAINE 
There may not be much time. 

The Commander approaches Jermaine. 

COMMANDER 
More troops are on the way. 

JERMAINE 
I want them wiped out.  Do you 
hear?  No trace. 

The commander looks to Harten for approval. 

HARTEN 
Yes.  We’ll show 'em the black 
man’s and the white man’s justice. 

COMMANDER 
Yes sir.   

 

MOMENTS LATER: 

 

Multiple helicopters land.  Troops exit with their gear, 
gather around the Commander. 

COMMANDER 
Five miles to the north, you will 
find their camp.  Do what has to be 
done. 

BART 
I’m going. 

COMMANDER 
Sir.  This is a military operation. 

JERMAINE 
(to commander) 

This is a quest for redemption. 

COMMANDER 
So be it. 

Jermaine and Bart suit up, then head out into the 
jungle. 

Lily enters her tent.  Moments later she sneaks out the 
back way, into the jungle. 
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EXT JUNGLE – ENEMY CAMP 

Israeli Commandos crawl to a safe distance, observe. 

A man and a woman are bickering. 

JOHN 
I knew that I shouldn’t have left 
man’s work to a woman. 

RANDI 
You didn’t feel that when you were 
on top of me, screwing me for all 
you could get. 

JOHN 
We have to find her.  If she gets 
to the authorities— 

RANDI 
It’s twenty-five miles to the 
nearest town.  Some damn wild beast 
will probably have her for lunch. 

John takes charge. 

JOHN 
Captain, get your men together. 

CAPTAIN 
Yes sir. 

Automatic gunfire erupts into the camp.  Enemy soldiers 
scramble for their rifles, take cover. 

John and Randi hide behind a jeep. 

JOHN 
Wild beast will get her!  Right!  
That fifteen year old is more 
resourceful than you. 

RANDI 
She couldn’t have made it on her 
own. 

Hot lead sprays the jeep. 

JOHN 
We have to get out of here. 

RANDI 
What do you propose? 
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JOHN 
Make a run for it before it’s too 
late.  There’s too many of them. 

John peers over to Elizabeth and Marisa. 

JOHN 
We’ll take them for insurance. 

John and Randi race into the jungle, emerge behind 
Elizabeth and Marisa, untie the lead rope.  Hot lead 
whizzes by their heads. 

JOHN 
Let’s go. 

Marisa pulls a 45 cal. 

MARISA 
No funny stuff, or it’ll be your 
last. 

John  drags the lead rope.  Randi pulls up the rear, 
scans behind her for troops. 

Jermaine and Harten catch a glimpse of their escape and 
follow them. 

EXT AFRICA – DEEP IN THE JUNGLE 

Randi and John slow to a stop.  Randi hyperventilates, 
falls to the ground. 

RANDI 
(to John) 

Where’s your sidearm? 

JOHN 
Damn!  Forgot it in the rush. 

Elizabeth and Marisa stumble over each other. 

RANDI 
Can’t go anymore. 

JOHN 
Would you rather die? 

MARISA 
You’re not going to get away with 
this. 
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RANDI 
You’d better hope we do or both of 
you are going down. 

RANDI 
(to John) 

They won’t kill us.  How’d they 
explain the death of two American 
WSG agents? 

JOHN 
Have a feeling they don’t care, 
besides; they could say that we 
were killed in a crossfire. 

Bart and Jermaine pace themselves, gaining on the enemy. 

John hears footsteps in front of him, then behind him. 

Randi snaps to her feet, eyes red with fear.  She 
snatches the lead rope from John, pulls the girls close 
to them, lunges the 45 cal into the air. 

RANDI 
We’re surrounded. 

Suddenly, a group of villagers with spears close in on 
them, revenge on their faces.   

Randi back steps, points the 45 cal at Elizabeth’s head. 
John follows. 

RANDI 
They have blood in their eyes. 

JOHN 
(to the villagers) 

Wait!  We are Americans, here to 
help your people. 

Harten and Jermaine rush into the clearing, guns raised.  
Villagers close in. 

 RANDI 
They are your enemy, here to kill 
your people and steal your food. 

The VILLAGE LEADER turns to Jermaine, then back to 
Randi. 

VILLAGE LEADER 
We know who he is and who you are. 

Villagers close in on John and Randi. 
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VILLAGE LEADER 
You sent soldiers to attack my 
village.  They killed women and 
children.  One of them was my 
daughter. 

RANDI 
No!  You’re wrong. 

JOHN 
We took nothing and you’re out of 
control. 

VILLAGE LEADER 
A  fifteen-year-old girl – to my 
people a Saint.  Her name was Lily. 

JERMAINE 
(to Villager) 

No!  She’s still alive.  Wait! 

Footsteps from the jungle echo into the clearing.  A 
young girl stumbles in, out of breath, positions herself 
in front of the villagers. 

The villagers drop to their knees, kiss the ground. 

RANDI 
(to Lily) 

It can’t be.  How did you—? 

JOHN 
Randi, you’re a fool. 

LILY 
(to Villagers) 

Stand up.  Do not bow to me.  These 
two men are the ones you should 
thank. 

Randi takes aim at Lily.  The village leader flings 
himself in front of Lily’s body. 

The gun FIRES!, tears a huge hole in the man’s chest. 

A villager raises his spear, straight and true, flings 
it into John’s throat, the point of the spear tears into 
a tree.  John’s dead body dangles, erect. 

Randi aims the gun at Lily. 

Lily cautiously walks towards Randi.  Their eyes lock.  
Lily stops. 
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Randi’s eyes dart from side to side.  The look of a woman 
with nothing to lose.  She raises the gun to Lily’s head, 
sets her footing to run, takes a step back, squeezes the 
trigger. 

Cold steel slices into her back.  She cocks her head, 
drops the gun, the rope.  Bart catches her body. 

BART 
(to Randi) 

You took something precious from 
me.  My trust. 

Bart shoves the knife in deeper. 

Randi convulses, slides to the ground in a pool of 
blood. 

Lily attends to the shot villager. 

Bart bends over Randi’s body. 

BART 
Sometimes, there’s a price for fame 
and fortune that must be paid. 

Jermaine grabs Marisa, Harten, Elizabeth.  They embrace, 
kiss.  

Lily comforts the wounded Village Leader, then kneels 
down beside the dying Randi, strokes her beautiful hair, 
reaches behind her, pulls her close, looks into her 
eyes.  Randi convulses. 

LILY 
(to Randi) 

I don’t hate you and God still loves 
you. 

Randi coughs, blood oozes down her lips, cheeks – stares 
at Lily, a look of wonderment and confusion. 

Randi’s eyes close.  She’s dead. 

 

A MONTH LATER: 

EXT GEORGETOWN, S.C. – DEWEY TANGO – BOAT – DAY 

A boat sits in anchor off Dewey Tango shoreline. 

Jermaine and Harten stand side by side, their backs 
against the boat railing, gazes at a special T.V. news 
program, chats. 
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Elizabeth and Marisa sit in lounge chairs on the boat 
deck, watch Lily and Kiersti frolic on the beach. 

MARISA 
The truth is that, Jermaine has 
never loved anyone but me, his 
mother and 

(a beat) 
Harten. 

Elizabeth glances over to Jermaine. 

ELIZABETH 
How could two people so different 
in every way, once bitter enemies, 
then become such good friends? 

MARISA 
Lily said that Jermaine and Harten 
were born for a single purpose.  To 
bring the people of the world back 
to their senses. 

ELIZABETH 
Don’t understand. 

MARISA 
Lily says that people are really 
good.  They just forgot where they 
came from. 

Marisa and Elizabeth cast a loving look to Lily. 

Lily sees and feels their stare, returns their gaze with 
an angelic look of peace and love.. 

Jermaine, suddenly jumps for joy.  Turns up volume on 
the T.V.  Harten wails the air with a fist. 

JERMAINE 
(to Marisa and 
Elizabeth) 

Hey, you guys.  Bart’s about to 
make the announcement. 

A camera pulls in close to Bart. 

BART 
First, I’d like to say that I’m 
excited to be back with the WSG as 
the new CEO. 

Jermaine and Harten shout. 
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JERMAINE AND HARTEN 
Go Bart! Go Bart! Go Bart! 

BART 
Jermaine Rembert and Harten Causey.  
Wherever you are, I hope you’re 
sitting down. 

Jermaine casts a confused look to Harten. 

BART 
We made the final donations tally 
yesterday.  Including matching 
contributions, you have raised a 
total of one point six billion 
dollars for Africa. 

Jermaine smiles, a look of relieved tension grips his 
face.  He looks out over the shallow breakers, turns 
back to Harten. 

JERMAINE 
We did it, buddy.  We finally did 
it. 

HARTEN 
You know.  We did more than just 
raise money.  Your mother was 
right. 

JERMAINE 
How so? 

HARTEN 
It was destiny that a black man and 
a white man find justice for all 
out of the misery and tensions of 
the past. 

JERMAINE 
Yeah.  We really did prove 
something, didn’t we? 

HARTEN 
Now.  It’s time for the rest of the 
world to follow our example. 

Kiersti and Lily embrace. 

Marisa and Elizabeth hold up their champagne glasses.  
Harten and Jermaine hold up their beers. 
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A toast as glasses and cans bang together. 

EXT DEWEY TANGO BEACH – DAY (40 YEARS LATER) 

An old man sits on the beach writing his memoirs. 

Jermaine makes the final entry. 

JERMAINE 
I’m proud to see that Kiersti and 
Lily became such good friends.  As 
for me.  I’m left with the task of 
overseeing the biggest relief 
effort the world has ever seen. 

Deafening sounds of cargo being loaded and unloaded fade 
in behind the old man.   

Ships from almost every country are loaded with food, 
medicine and supplies for the starving, disease stricken 
people of the world. 

JERMAINE 
The once desolate, barrier island 
of Dewey Tango, has now become the 
world’s busiest seaport. 

Three barges assist a massive ship leaving the dock. 

JERMAINE 
The Confederate Treasury did indeed 
take its rightful place in history.  
What was once a means to destroy 
and enslave, became a giver of life 
and the destruction of racism. 

Jermaine stands, closes his black book, walks towards 
the Savanna, turns back towards the creek, smiles, fades 
into the scenery. 

FADE OUT-- 


