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Fuel
by Mike Henderson 
FADE IN:
EXT. vast mountain wilderness - high aerial view – day

From an altitude of about 20,000 feet, we look down over an unspoiled mountain wilderness.  

We see the outline of a vast pine forest, broken up by giant lakes, snow covered mountain peaks and shadowy canyons.  
No signs of human civilization can be seen.

A LITTLE LOWER

We see the grey speck of an AIRPLANE flying over the mountaintops.  
We can just hear the faint BUZZ of the airplane’s propeller engines.

lower again – a small cargo plane

zips through the clear sky over the frozen wilderness.  
It weaves between several high peaks, almost playfully, then dives into a canyon and soars up again as though being lifted by a gust of wind. 
SNOWY MEADOW – ground level 
A WOLF scampers through a clearing that is covered with a blanket of fresh snow.  He stops to survey his surroundings, his breath steaming.  

The wolf is startled by the sound of the APPROACHING AIRPLANE and dashes off into the woods.

Ext. tHE CARGO PLANE

Skims over the tree-tops.

INT. cockpit 
GEORGE BRIMMER, about 30, looks out the pilot’s side window.  
He lifts his shades and grins as he watches the treetops rushing by -- just beneath the plane’s landing gear. 
Ext. landing strip - DAY
George is standing on the edge of a desolate landing strip,  gazing at the mountains on the horizon.  He turns.

Two TANKER TRUCKS are parked near his plane, one at each wing.  Two FUEL HANDLERS are there. Both men hold fuel hoses that are attached to both sides of the airplane. 

George approaches one of the Fuel Handlers who is removing the fuel nozzle from one of the wings. The Fuel Handler is wearing a toque hat. 

george

Got the right one?

fuel handler

Well now… Let’s see, eh?
He leans over to the ground and spills out his full mug of coffee. 
With his mug back on the ground, the Fuel Handler places the nozzle of the fuel hose over it.  He carefully releases the valve and fills the mug with a golden fluid. 
After it’s full, the Fuel Handler picks up the mug and chugs half of it down in big gulps.

fuel handler

(gasping)
That’s the one! 
He hands the mug to George.  George thinks about it for a moment, then takes a sip.
George

(grimacing)

Yep.
The Fuel Handler snorts and hocks up a loogey as he motions for George to finish. George hands back the mug.
George
(shaking his head)
I’m driving.
FUEL HANDLER

(cackling)
Yes sir!
The Fuel Handler slaps George’s back. He raises the mug once to George before knocking back the rest.
eXT. OUTSKIRTS OF LANDING STRIP – in a PINE TREE

A VIDEO SURVIELLENCE CAMERA is hidden high up in the tree.  The camera mechanically pivots, with a quiet HUM.  The camera’s lens shifts its angle, turns and refocuses.  
int. VIDEO MONITOR

The video screen shows the two tanker trucks pulling away from the landing strip.

The scene playing on the video monitor then pans back to the runway and refocuses on George as he removes the parking blocks from the plane’s wheels and readies his plane for departure.

O.s., we hear the voices of two FBI agents, DAWN GRIFFIN and her boss, RICHARD VOGEL.  
dawn (o.S.)

Naughty boys.
Vogel (O.s.)

That’s enough.
DAWN (O.S.)
Wait a minute…
INT. SURVEILLENCE ROOM 

Dawn Griffin, about 35, impishly sexy, stops Vogel from shutting off the video screen.  Vogel is about 45 and has tired eyes.

Dawn snatches what looks like a joy-stick from Vogel’s hand.  It’s the camera controller.

She zooms in on George.

dawn

I didn’t know he was so

(beat)

tall…
She tries to zoom in on George’s ass, but snaps the handle off the camera controller.  The broken pieces fall to the floor.

dawn

Shit!

Vogel raises one eyebrow.

ext. King County International Airport - Day
George’s plane taxis to a freight receiving area in Seattle’s second largest airport.  As the engines sputter and stop, A BLACK CAR pulls up next to the plane.  
A FORKLIFT with TWO FREIGHT HANDLERS riding on top pulls up to the plane’s cargo door.  One of the Freight Handlers hops off the forklift and opens the cargo door.
George hops down from the plane onto the tarmac.  He’s holding the handle of a 5-gallon canister.  It has a MAPLE LEAF LOGO that reads “Canadian Maple Syrup”.
A CUSTOMS INSPECTOR gets out of the driver’s side of the black car and goes to the plane’s cargo door. He’s wearing a cheap suit, sunglasses and a hardhat.  He’s carrying a clipboard.

Meanwhile, ALLEN MONROE, George’s boss, gets out of the passenger side and dashes up to George.

monroe
You’re late! Again! What was it this   time, George.  Did you get lost?

George sets down the syrup can.
monroe
And what’s this — contraband?
george

It’s syrup…
monroe
I know what it is!  You don’t 

have to tell me what it is!
BACK OF PLANE

The stone-faced Customs Inspector is at the cargo door, watching as the forklift unloads a pallet stacked high with boxes from the plane. 
The boxes have the same MAPLE LEAF LOGO as George’s syrup can.  
Monroe and George
Monroe grabs back of George’s neck with one hand and leads him toward the car.
monroe
(hushed)
He wanted to know why I couldn’t get you on the radio.

george

I’m sorry, Mr. Monroe.  I must have switched off…

monroe
Cut the shit, George. This happens all time. How come I can never get you on the radio? I have to be able to get you on the radio!  
george

I guess I just wanted to be alone.  
monroe
Alone! Christ, you’re always alone!

George looks over at the inspector.  
The inspector has opened several boxes and is sampling the contents from one of the cans.  
The inspector looks up at George, then writes something down on his clipboard.
george
Sorry.

Monroe

(agitated)
You’re sorry – that’s great!  These guys are going to take away my importers license and you’re sorry!  You know how hard it is these days to  get freight in and out of Canada?  You’re gonna be the end of me, Brimmer!
A JEEP pulls up and stops by George and Monroe.
MONROE
I run a clean operation here, George. You got that?
Out of the Jeep hops DEEDEE LEOPOLD, about 19, cute as a bug’s ear. She walks up to George and Monroe without taking her eyes of George.
DEEDEE

Hey, stranger.
george
Hey, Dee.

monroe
Hello, Deedee.  How’s your mom?

DEEDEE

Fine thanks, Allen.

(to George)

So I guess you don’t return phone calls?

monroe

George, you haven’t called the Leopolds back?  I told you four times!

george

I was getting around to it…

DEEDEE

(laughing)

Uh-huh.

monroe

Damn it, George! 

(to Deedee)

I’m sorry, Deedee. Tell your uncle Preston I’m sorry.

The Inspector comes up behind Monroe.  Monroe doesn’t see him.  
Monroe
(to George)

The Leopolds are important customers of mine!

The Inspector taps on Monroe’s shoulder. Monroe nearly jumps out of his shirt.
Monroe

Huh?!  

The inspector tears off a form from his clipboard and hands it to Monroe.
Monroe

Oh…  Everything checked out then?  Of course it did.  Why wouldn’t it?
Monroe nervously picks up George’s can of syrup and holds it out for the Customs Inspector to take. George shakes his head in disgust.
Monroe

Why don’t you just take some for yourself.  For your family. It’s fine. No — it’s fine…
Monroe turns and follows the inspector, still holding out the can of syrup.  The inspector leaves, ignoring him.  
GEORGE

Hey, why don’t you just take mine? Great!
Deedee laughs.

George and deedee
Deedee is smiling brightly at George, who pretends not to notice. 

DEEDEE

So when are we going up again?
GEORGE

Huh?

deedee

My flying lessons.  It’s been over a month, in case you forgot.

GEORGE

You’re right.  We should go again.

George doesn’t look directly at Deedee for very long, but she obviously has a crush.
george

Oh, the bi-plane.  That’s right. I’m still working on it.  A couple more days and she’ll be ready to go. I’ll give you a call.  I promise.
deedee
Okay… Hey, Mom and Uncle Preston want you to come over.

George

What… You mean right now?

deedee
They’ve been trying to get in touch with you.  They want to talk to you.
george

I’m not sure I can…
deedee

It’s business.  It’s a good thing.  I promise.

George considers, painfully.

deedee
Come on, George.  Jeez!
george

Well, okay.  It’s business, right?  I’ve got to get right back though.
Deedee
I promise. Get in.
George and Deedee hop in the Jeep and drive off the tarmac.
INT. WOODWORKING SHOP - day
The shop is overfilled with woodworking machinery and tools.  
The walls of the shop are completely covered with DOOR HARPS. Each one is spectacularly unique in its size, shape, color and design. 
(A Door Harp is a hollow wooden box strung with metal strings, like the base of small guitar.  Wooden balls hang down in front of the strings, suspended by another set of strings.  A Door Harp is usually hung on the inside of a front door.  When the door is opened or closed, the wooden balls bounce on the strings to create a warm, harmonious sound.)  

PRESTON LEOPOLD, about 50, is sitting at his workbench leaning over his latest creation.  He gently plucks at one of the strings on the Door Harp and turns a tuning screw until the pitch is just right.  
Deedee and George walk through the open door.  
Deedee 

(softly)
Uncle Preston?

Preston jumps up an inch off his chair. He drops everything with a CRASH – but the Door Harp resonates beautifully!

Preston

Oh God!  Deedee!  How many times have I told you… 

He quickly regains his composure, sees George.

PRESTON
George!

(unabashedly hugs      George)
How are you, my boy!
george

Hey, Preston.

Deedee peels her uncle off George.
Deedee
(embarrassed)
Silly… What are you working on?

PRESTON

Oh, you’re going to love this.

Preston spins around and picks up the Door Harp he was just working on.  He holds it up for George and Deedee to see.  
It’s red… heart-shaped. It has a slick rosin finish, like a violin, and is somewhat larger than most of the others in his workshop.     

Preston

What do you think?

George

It’s… neat.
Preston

Neat?  You don’t recognize it.
george

Well, no.
Preston
I’ll give you a hint.  It’s spruce on top…

(turns it sideways)

Sycamore maple on the sides…
(spins it around, taps

the wood)

And on the back, solid…

GEORGE

Red cedar - From the shipment last month!
PRESTON

A full three-quarters of an inch thick, don’t you know!  Smell it George!

George politely sniffs the wood.  Deedee giggles.

george

Ah…
PRESTON

From the Great Bear Rainforest          in British Columbia…

(closes his eyes,     inhales deeply)

The aroma will remain with this instrument forever… You can almost see the salmon leaping upstream in the Koeye River… 
He strums the strings for effect.
george

Who would’ve known the wood would make such a difference?
preston

Canadian wood, George. From the far north.  It’s the only material on this continent capable of producing such a meaningful resonance.  Remember that.

george

I will.
DEEDEE

(to Preston)
Where’s Mom?
PRESton

She’s making tea. Shall we?

Preston puts down the door harp, giving it one more plink for good measure. He offers his arm to Deedee and escorts her out of the workshop. George follows.

As he’s leaving, George closes the workshop door.  The back of the door has a dozen Door Harps attached to it.  
The door closes and the harps CLAMOR in a virtual riot of warmth and harmony.

INT. TELEVISION SCREEN

The TV screen shows the evening broadcast of ABC’s World News Tonight, with PETER JENNINGS.  Jennings is at the anchor desk. 

jennings (V.O.)

US and Canadian Diplomats walked out of meetings today in Ottawa, Ontario when officials from both nations clashed over what methods should be used to investigate and apprehend international terrorists thought to be hiding out in Canada.  The meetings came to a head when DUANE BAUMANN, the US Secretary of State, demanded that the Canadian government provide US investigators and special weapons units the authority to arrest suspected international terrorists in the Canadian provinces…

TV SCREEN - CUTS TO INT. CONFERENCE CHAMBERS IN OTTAWA
where about twenty CANADIAN AND US DIPLOMATS are seen arguing.  
jennings (O.S.)

The meeting turned sour and heated words were exchanged when Secretary Baumann accused the Canadian Security Minister of being evasive and irresponsible, saying that Canada has not given the US a good faith effort in ridding the world of known terrorists organizations.  

The TV screen shows the Canadian Security Minister as he addresses the other delegates in the room.
SECURITY MINISTER (v.O.)
We will not sacrifice the rights of lawful Canadian citizens and allow the US government and its military to simply run rampant throughout the country!...

Duane Bauman throws his hands up in the air.  He and the other US officials walk out of the meeting.
TV SCREEN – BACK ON JENNINGS AT ANCHOR DESK
JENNINGS (V.O.)
The US State Department declined further comment…
We hear the VOICES of Deedee and RACHEL LEOPOLD commenting on the broadcast.
rachel (O.S.)

Deedee, turn that down!

deedee (O.S.)

Oh, all right.

The TV goes silent.
INT. the leopold’s sitting room 
Deedee is standing near the television, which is still showing Peter Jennings with the volume low.  

deedee

He’s Canadian. Did you know that? Peter Jennings!
rachel

He is?  I didn’t know that. Really?

Deedee walks over to George and sits next to him on the chesterfield.  Deedee and George are sipping their tea, listening to Deedee’s mother, RACHEL LEOPOLD, who sits across from them.  

rachel

(continuing)

Whatever happened to this world, I’ll never know!
In the b.g., Preston is kneeling down on the floor, the upper half of his body is hidden as he searches for something deep in the back of the china cabinet. 
rachel
…so like I was saying, we’ve been quite successful with the business, George.  The whole world, it seems, has taken a liking to Preston’s Door Harps. 
GEORGE

Well they are unique.

rachel

There’s quite a number of collectors down east.  And we’ve had shows in some of the bigger name galleries. 

Deedee

(to George)
Oh, you wouldn’t believe how the phone rings.  We’re over six months behind on orders. And the money people are paying for an original Leopold! It’s absolutely crazy!
GEORGE

That’s great.
rachel

The fact of the matter is, we can’t keep up with supplies or our deliveries.  And Preston’s asked to so many functions and traveling all the time now. He’s really made a name for himself… 
preston (O.S.)

(still in the cabinet)
Don’t listen to her, George. Rachel’s the brains of this outfit.  Without her I’d still be working the flea markets.
Preston comes out of the china cabinet, pulling with him a bottle of WHISKEY.
Preston

Eureka!  I knew I’d find you!

He holds up the bottle for everyone to see.

Preston

Who’s for a mickey?
rachel

Preston, you should know better!

preston

Oh, come on, Sis. Let’s live a little!

Preston offers some to Deedee.  She nods and he pours some in her teacup.  
rachel

You still haven’t gotten rid of that Canadian whiskey?  If someone finds that in here, we’ll all be locked up 

as a pack of smugglers.
He offers some to George.
GEORGE

I’d better not. 

preston

I know, Rachel.  But you have to admit, it tastes so much better now that it’s illegal! 
Preston pours his glass full and then holds it up.
PRESTON

Okay, a toast then…

(to Rachel)

Can I ask him?

Rachel smiles and nods.  Preston turns to George, still holding up his glass.

PRESTON

George, my boy.  You’ve been such a friend, and a help to our business… I don’t know how many times I’ve asked you to make a special pickup for me, or gone out of your way to repair something or other mechanical to do with the old truck or in this decrepit house… God only knows what luck of the draw it was for us when you found your way to our little corner of the universe…  

Rachel and Deedee smile and nod.
preston

What I’m trying to say is -- how rare it is, rare indeed, in this day and age – what with all the disharmony that there is in the world – well, what I want you to know – what we all want you to know is – how much we appreciate all you’ve done for us in these last two years that we’ve known you. And don’t think we haven’t noticed you’ve asked for nothing in return. 
George

Well, it’s really nothing…

Preston

We simply want you to know what you mean to this rag-tag assemblage of a modern day family, and we’d like to make you an offer…  
George raises his eyebrows, questioning.
Preston

We’d all like you to join our little operation here.  We’d like to offer you a permanent position as our full-time pilot!  And of course, to play a role in the overall business.
George is shocked, can only manage a cough.  Each of the Leopolds drinks to the proposition.

deedee

(gleeful)
What do you think, George?
rachel

Yes, George, what do you say?

George

I, uh, well… I don’t know.  I mean this is all sort of sudden…

rachel

It makes sense for the business, George.  We’ll have more control over schedules.  Those special woods from the north that Preston needs. Not to mention all those trips that Preston has to make these days – and you know how he is about flying. He’s so much more comfortable with you being the pilot.
deedee

Yea, you can fly Preston wherever he needs to go, anytime you want.  It’ll be great!
preston

We’ll take care of everything. Lease a plane, a jet, whatever you want.  And think of it, you won’t have to live like a hermit in that nasty hangar all by yourself anymore or answer to that cretin Monroe. 

george

(clears his throat)
That means I’d be sort of around here all the time.  

deedee

Sure!
george

That’s real nice of you.  Really.  It’s just…  Why me?

rachel

We trust you, George.

The Leopolds smile at George, waiting in anticipation for his answer. 
There is an awkward silence as George seems unable to speak.  Preston takes another drink.
Rachel
I’m sure you’ll need some time to think about it.  
Preston
Of course!  Of course!

deedee

Yea really!
They all sit in silent agony, especially George, who can only manage to clear his throat…  
Deedee

(pointing to the TV)

Look!  It’s Trujillo!

Deedee jumps up from her seat and turns up the volume on the television.
television screen

On the screen we see an oddly costumed CLOWN performing a strange mime act.  It is ALEX TRUJILLO in one of his many disguises. 
Trujillo is holding up a large hand mirror. He watches his reflection as he moves it in rapid succession to positions and different angles from his face. He seems playfully surprised when he sees his reflection from each new angle.
RACHEL (o.s.)

Oh, him.

preston (O.S.)

Here we go!
DEEDEE (O.S.)

Shhh! 
As Deedee turns up the volume, we hear the voice of JOHN WALSH, renown host of the popular television program “America’s Most Wanted”. The program’s round logo is familiar, a golden eagle with emblazoned text “America’s Most Wanted”, and below “America Fights Back!”

WALSH (V.O.)
…Do you know this clown?  The Federal Bureau of Investigation,  the Bureau of Alcohol Tobacco and Firearms, and the Federal Communications Commission are searching for this man, Alexander Trujillo, in connection with a series of felony crimes including weapons smuggling and unauthorized broadcasting on regulated radio and television frequencies without a license…
The image on the television screen cuts to JOHN WALSH. Walsh sits on a stool in a studio with a large VIDEO MONITOR in the b.g.  
As Walsh speaks, the Video Monitor behind him shows a number of different silent clips of Trujillo as he parades back and forth and performs silly antics in various costumes and disguises.  
At times, TRUJILLO appears to be speaking to the camera, but we don’t hear his words.
Walsh (V.O.)
We’ve removed the audio from these video clips because authorities say Trujillo’s broadcasts are cleverly laced with subliminal messages intended to brainwash and provoke certain elements of society into aggressive behavior.

INT. THE LEOPOLD’S SITTING ROOM
As Walsh continues, we see the silent reactions of everyone in the room as they watch the program. 
First Rachel, who’s face clearly shows her distain for this Trujillo… then Deedee, who is mesmerized and amused… and then Preston, who is captivated, a little drunk… and then finally George, who is nervously alternating his gaze between each of Leopolds.
TELEVISION SCREEN

The various scenes of Trujillo on the monitor continue as Walsh speaks. 

walsh (V.O.)
Trujillo, once a respected engineer who built a telecommunications empire using his revolutionary  concepts for encoding electronic information, known collectively as Symbolic Data Structure Theory. 
The image on the television Monitor CUTS from the clown-like footage to a dated movie clip of Trujillo, who appears to be nerdish professor who is about 40.  
Trujillo stands in a large auditorium in front of a chalkboard that is covered with mysterious formulas.  He is laughing and enthusiastic as he lectures to several hundred eager students.  

WALSH (V.O.)
Professor Trujillo’s pioneering theories - dealing with quantum data transfer by the use of fractal mathematics and recursive function algorithms - are said to have revolutionized the computer processing, artificial intelligence and telecommunications industries.

INT. THE LEOPOLD’S SITTING ROOM
We see the bewildered reactions of everyone in the room once again: first Rachel, who seems lost in thought… then Deedee, who is even more mesmerized and amused than before… and then Preston, a little confused… and finally the spot on the sofa where George was sitting. 
television screen
The Announcer continues with a variety of images still flashing the monitor in the b.g.
WALSH (v.0.)

What’s less certain, are the events that led to Trujillo’s apparent break with reality and led him into a life of crime and the mastermind behind a subversive anti-social underground organization.
The monitor shows series of still photos with Trujillo and numerous world leaders and celebrities from the previous  decades.
WALSH (V.O.)

Authorities say Trujillo – once regarded as a genius in the communications arena - is now considered criminally insane and is expected to be heavily armed and dangerous.

The monitor cuts to a more recent image of Trujillo.  In this scene, he’s wearing a lone ranger mask while he rides a unicycle and juggles three colored balls.  

WALSH (V.O.)
If you have a tip on this case, or if you’ve any knowledge regarding the whereabouts Trujillo, please, take no action on your own.  The FBI, ATF and the FCC urge you to contact us here at the “World’s Most Wanted” at 1-800-CRIME-TELEVISION.  
O.s. we hear the unmistakable CHIME of a door harp.
INT. THE LEOPOLD’S SITTING ROOM
Preston, Rachel and Deedee look around the room.  George is gone.
preston

George?

ext. airport runway – day

George’s cargo plane lands on a runway at a small urban airport.

airplane parking/refueling area
George hops out of the plane.  
He gives the thumbs up to a Fuel Handler who is attaching a fuel hose on the underside of the wing.

George walks toward the terminal.
INT. PILOT’S LOUNGE 
George is drinking a cup of coffee and getting a chocolate bar from a vending machine.  
Looking through the large observation window we see an airplane take off the runway.  We can just see the tail of George’s plane parked in the refueling area.

After getting his candy, George takes a big bite, sips his coffee and ambles up the observation window.  
When he looks out the window he sprays a mouthful of coffee and half-chewed candy bar all over the glass.
INT./EXT. Airplane parking-refueling area – through window 
THREE MEN in dark suits and sunglasses are standing near George’s plane.  Two undercover police cars, SIRENS FLASHING, are parked near the Fuel Truck.  

One of the cops is handcuffing the Fuel Handler.  The other two Men are examining a glass full of the golden fluid the Fuel Handler was draining from the wing of George’s airplane.  
George (O.S.)
Oh shit!

INT. PILOT’S LOUNGE 

George starts toward the door in a panic, then thinks better of it and walks calmly out into the hallway.  
Beat.

ON DOORWAY
George sprints past the doorway, coming from the opposite direction he first went.  

A second later two plain-clothes cops, guns drawn, dash past the doorway behind George, shouting ad lib., “Freeze, Scum-ball! You’re done!” 
int. INTEROGATION ROOM

George sits alone and melancholy at a table in the stark interrogation room.  
His hands are cuffed behind him.  He is staring at his reflection in the two-way mirror that hangs on the wall opposite him.

The door opens.  Dawn Griffin glides into the room carrying a thick manila file folder and closes the door behind her.  She’s wearing a low-cut dress, high-heels.  
She leans over George from behind unlocks his handcuffs. 
dawn

(softly, on his 
 neck)

George Brimmer.
Dawn walks slowly to the other side of the table and paces in front of him. She’s built like a brick shithouse.
dawn

I’m Special Agent Dawn Griffin. You’re in a lot of trouble, Brimmer.
george

It would appear…
She slams the file folder down on the edge of the table.  It falls off the edge and papers and photographs and other notes scatter everywhere on the floor.

dawn

Oh Crap!

George stifles a laugh.  He can’t help but look down the top of Dawn’s dress as she bends down to pick up the papers.  
Dawn puts the crumpled papers, photographs and notes in a  pile on the table as she talks.

dawn

I know, I know.  To you, it’s just a little Canadian whiskey.  Nobody gets hurt, right? But it’s a felony smuggling charge these days, you know?  

(at the mess)

Damn!

George

How come I haven’t seen a lawyer?
dawn

A lawyer?

Dawn stands up and slides all of the papers off the table again, sending them flying across the room.

iNT. OBSERVATION ROOM

FBI Special Agent Richard Vogel is watching through the two-way mirror.  He’s rubbing his temples.

dawn (O.S.)

You’re in way too much trouble for  a lawyer!
int. INTEROGATION ROOM

Dawn pulls up a chair and sits across from George.  She lights a cigarette.
dawn

I know you don’t smoke or I’d offer you one.

She blows smoke in George’s face.

DAWN

I know a lot about you George. Ex-navy fighter jock.  Kicked out, though, after only a couple of years, right?  And what was it for?   Oh, yes, insubordination. A long list of things, really.  You even hit a superior officer one night in the O-Club.  You seem to have trouble playing nice with others.
george

So? 

DAWN

You live alone. In an airplane hangar, no less. But that’s not so strange, for you.  Being an orphan and all.  
George glares at Dawn.

dawn

(continuing)
Uh-huh.  The little orphan boy that nobody wanted… Oh, you had a few foster homes growing up, one that even lasted a few years.  Of course, you haven’t spoken to your foster parents in ages. They don’t even know if you’re alive.  But the hell with them - You don’t care. You don’t care about anybody.  That is, except yourself, right?

Dawn takes another drag of her smoke.
DAWN

(continuing)
You don’t go out much. You don’t have any friends. No women. Hell, you don’t even have a dog!  You just fly around like a little bird all by yourself. Why is that, George?

George stays quiet.
dAWN

I’m surprised you haven’t exploded yet, living all by yourself like that.
(softly)

Maybe you’re just real good at entertaining yourself?

george

Could we just get to the point here please?

dawn

Right. You’re right.

Dawn takes a long drag off her smoke, then blows smoke at George again.
DAWN

The point is, Mister Georgie Brimmer, that you are fucked beyond belief…  And there’s only one person who put you here. Do you understand that?  

(leans close)

And I like to have my fun.

We HEAR A LOUD POUNDING from the other side of the wall.  Dawn glances over at the two-way mirror, then smiles.      
DAWN
Would you excuse me for a moment?
observation room
Dawn and Vogel are standing face to face. We see George in the b.g. through the two-way mirror. He’s resting his head in his hands.
vogel

What in the hell are you doing?

dawn

What?…
vogel
Just stick with the program! 
dawn

(brushes his lapel)
Jealous?

vogEl

(pulls her hand away)
Of course not…  We can’t make any mistakes.

dawn

Don’t worry.  I know what I’m doing.

(she traces her lip
 with her tongue)

You know that…
Dawn turns and leaves.  Vogel bites his lip as he watches her go.
INTERROGATION ROOM

Dawn is looking through the cluttered papers on the floor. She picks up several 8 x 10 photographs and slaps them down on the table in front of George.

insert PHOTOGRAPHS – George’s pov
Dawn lays out on the table six photographs of Alex Trujillo in various stages of his career and life: a young man, a professor, businessman, a clown, etc.

DAWN (O.S.)

You’re nobody George. But this guy, he is one slippery fish.
george (O.s.)

Trujillo? 

back to scene
George and Dawn are looking over the photos.  

dawn

He’s a menace.

george

I don’t get it.
dawn

I’ll explain it to you… It’s this little bootlegging game of yours — you really have no idea what you’ve gotten yourself into, do you?  

george

I haven’t admitted to anything.

dawn

You’re not dealing with amateurs here.  We’ve got you with your pants down -- reels of surveillance tape with you picking up whiskey on your little jumps to Canada, hiding it in the false fuel tanks, then unloading with your connections here in the States. It was a neat trick, but people talk easy enough if they’re properly motivated, one way or another.
George drops his head down on the table. 

dawn

Prohibited liquor from Canada.  It sells real good on the black market though, here in the States, doesn’t it?  No tariffs, no taxes, no rules. Nobody gets hurt. And it’s a cash cow.  Sort of un-American, but who cares? It makes people rich on both sides.  Too bad you don’t get much of the money. Hell I’m embarrassed to tell you how much money is in it, knowing the crumbs they give to you.

george

(lifts his head)
So, now what?
dawn

Like I said, I’m not interested in you, Georgie.  But on your little trips, you’ve crossed paths with a number of characters who I am interested in.  Some of them we think are in Trujillo’s underground.
george

Underground? You’re making a mistake. I don’t know anybody.  And for sure, I don’t know Trujillo.

dawn

(smiling)
I believe you, George.  But you’re close… I can promise you that.
Dawn lights up another smoke.  After she puts down the pack, George takes out a cigarette and slips it in his mouth.  Dawn smiles and lights it for him.
george

You want me to help you get Trujillo.
dawn

Help us find him.  That’s all.  Either that, or we lock you up right now and throw away the key. Your call. Pretty simple equation, I’d say.
George looks over the pictures one more time.
DAWN

You don’t owe him anything, do   you, George?

george

He’s a nut.

Dawn smiles.

Squad room

Preston and Monroe are standing at the edge of the squad room with Vogel and Dawn.  They are talking in hushed tones.
monroe

(nervous)
…And my plane? What about my plane?

I’ll go under without my plane.

vogel  

No worry there.  It’s still at the hangar.
MONROE

I’ll brain him, that’s what I’ll do!
Preston

Listen to the man, Allen.
VOGEL
As I explained, we don’t believe Mister Brimmer had any knowledge of the smuggling operation. Some of these crooked fuel companies have even been duping the major airlines!  He was an innocent bystander.  We’re quite sure.
Preston

Of course. George wouldn’t do such a thing.

dawn

(coy)
Nope. He didn’t know anything about it.  Poor slob.
vogel
Believe me, Mister Monroe, you’re importing business has checked out, you’ve checked out, and Mister Brimmer’s checked out as well.  We’ve already apprehended most of the smuggling ring.  We’d like to think we can rely on Mister Brimmer as a material witness.  We’d appreciate your help in making sure all this works out, for all of us.
MONROE 

Of course.  Of course.  I just don’t see how this could happen.  I run a clean operation!

vogel

I know you do.
A police SERGEANT escorts George out into the squad room.  George looks miserable.  
As soon as George is brought over to Monroe and Preston, Monroe takes off his cap and whacks George over the head with it.
monroe

What’s the matter with you?

preston

(pulls Monroe back)
Come on, Allen.  Get a grip!

The police sergeant escorts the three men out of the squad room.  Dawn watches them leave, grinning.  
INT. AIRPLANE HANGER – NIGHT
An old bi-plane is parked inside the dark hanger. Tools are scattered about.

Monroe is alone, pacing back and forth in the dimly lit main hangar area.  His angry voice echoes throughout the hangar.  He’s clanking tools, throwing old parts around as he shouts.

mONROE

You’d better straighten up, George, change your ways - that’s what I’m saying! I mean I just don’t get you! I never saw anyone who could fix anything that goes haywire with an airplane the way you can, any airplane. 
There is an upstairs level inside the hangar, where an old office has been converted into a STUDIO APARTMENT for George.  Monroe looks up periodically to the light glowing from the open doorway to George’s apartment.
mONROE

(continuing)
And I shouldn’t give you a big head here, but some days you’re even a fairly decent pilot. Some days, mind you!  So I have to keep asking--what in the hell are you trying to accomplish with you life?  To me, it looks like you’re not much good to anybody! 
George’s Apartment
Preston is rummaging in George’s apartment.  He finds an old Navy Photo of George in his full dress uniform – George is standing on the deck of a aircraft carrier in front of an F-14 Tomcat.  

Preston takes snort of whiskey from a small flask.
George has just gotten out of the shower and is getting dressed.  

monroe (o.s.)

Just look at you.  What are you doing? Wasting your life away, and with a bunch of booze-smuggling Canadians.  God!

preston

(wearily)
Once again, Allen, George didn’t know about the whiskey.
Preston continues looking through George’s things, which doesn’t amount to much, other than a large number of well-worn books that are scattered around the floor.  

monroe (O.S.)
Well I would hope not!  For Christ- sake, now you got me wrapped up with a bunch of no-good Canadians!

george

And all Canadians are no-good Canadians, right?

monroe (o.s.)
That’s right! Watch the news sometime!  We have laws in this country, you know!  A system to follow.  You don’t follow the rules, the system breaks down.  It’s that simple.
preston

Oh, crimany sakes!

monroe (O.S)
I should fire your ass. That’s what I should do!  I should kick your tail right out of here. That’d be the best thing for me.

preston

(looks to George, questioningly)
Well now, maybe you should.
George shakes his head no. Monroe pokes his head inside the door, and then comes into George’s room.
monroe

How can I possibly trust you again?  Huh? Answer me that.  No-sir, you’re grounded. I’ve got too much on the line here.  No way - if you want to stay you can just work on the airplanes.  I’ll let you fly again in a few years maybe…

GEORGE 

Years!? 
preston

Now, wait a minute Allen.  You need George. He’s the only pilot you’ve got who’s qualified for international flights.  How are you going to keep me supplied?  
monroe

Oh hell. Those whatever-they-are’s you make.
preston

I’ve got a big shipment of mahogany coming in next week.  My order flow will fall apart.  That won’t do at all.

monroe

Put yourself in my place.  

preston

I need George to fly me that order. So do you, right? So how about if I went with him?  I could use a little face time with my supplier.  And I’d make sure everything was on the up and up with George here.
monroe

(thinks about it)
I’ll think about it.

Monroe leaves.

George sighs in relief.  Preston silently celebrates by shaking his fists in the air and mouths, “Yes!”  George smiles.
monroe (o.S.)

(echoes from outside as     he leaves the hangar)
I said I’d think about it!

int. cargo plane
George is flying the plane with Preston in the co-pilot seat.  They are wearing headsets with microphones so they can talk over the roar of the engines.

Preston is nervous, sweating.  He’s cradling a LARGE BLACK SATCHEL in his lap.  He takes a swig from his flask.

george

Don’t worry.  I haven’t crashed   one yet.

preston

Don’t mind me.  I’ve always  been like this. Can’t seem to do anything about it.

(drinks)

I tell myself, “nothing will go wrong,”  but something deep inside me won’t listen. I don’t know what it is… being in a confined space, not having a sense of control, the recycled air, or what?
Preston takes another swig from the flask.

george

Better go easy on that.

Preston

Really? It’s the only thing that seems to help.

george

Hey, man, I really appreciate you helping me out with Allen the other day.

preston

Oh, don’t mention it.  You know, George, our offer is an open one. We’d like you to come over to our side whenever you’re ready.

george

Thanks.  You’re a good man, Preston. 

preston

You know what your problem is, George?

george

What’s that?

Preston

You’re too much of a lone wolf.

george

I seem to get along a lot better with people that way.  You know, when there aren’t any people around.

preston

I know what you mean.

(drinks again)

But you know what?  If you don’t like the way things are with the world, you’ve got to get out there and do something about it!

george

I get out there.

preston

(getting sick)
Sure you do. 
George pulls out a barf bag and hands it to Preston. 
Preston leans over the bag and lets loose.
EXT. SMALL AIRPORT RUNWAY

George is walking on the landing strip toward his airplane. TWO CARGO HANDLERS are loading wood into the cargo door with a forklift.

George notices Preston talking to one of the Cargo Handlers.  
Preston hands the Cargo Handler the Black Satchel he had with him on the plane and slaps the guy on the back.

George seems puzzled.

int. police headquarters – dawn’s office

A young detective, STANLEY PORTER, comes up to Dawn’s half-open door. He knocks once, sees she’s not in.  He goes inside and shuts the door.

Once at Dawn’s desk he opens a drawer and sees several photographs tucked away to one side.  He pulls them out and starts flipping through them.
insert PHOTOS – Stanley’s pov  

All of the pictures are surveillance photographs of George.  They include shots of him with Monroe, working on airplanes at the hangar, unloading cargo, even getting out of the shower.
dawn (o.s.)

Can I help you find something,  Stan?

back to scene
Stanley looks up.  Dawn is standing in the doorway.
stanLEY
Oh, hi.

Dawn shuts the door, smiles and walks slowly to him.

dawn

You know, you really don’t want to get crossways with me.

Once in front of him, still smiling, she cocks her head to one side.  Then with one deft motion, she belts him one in the mouth.
INT. HALLWAY

Vogel walks past Dawn’s office.  We hear some faint SCUFFLING noises coming from inside -- like furniture being moved.

Vogel stops.  He turns and goes back to Dawn’s door and opens it.
int. dawn’s office
Dawn is pounding Stanley’s head against the top of her desk. She has one of his arms twisted behind his back.
Vogel quickly closes the door, and clears his throat, looks sternly at the scene.  Dawn and Stanley both look up.  Stanley’s mouth is bleeding.

dawn

What!

vogel

Is there a problem here?

Dawn shoves Stanley away from her desk. Stanley tries to get himself together, wipes his mouth.  Dawn is breathing hard, pumped up.

stanley

No sir.
int. george’s room – night
George is fixing a sandwich, having a beer, reading a book.  His TELEVISION is on in the b.g. 
TV SCREEN

The screen shows CNN’s CROSSFIRE program. The program’s stars, BILL PRESS, ROBERT NOVAK, and TUCKER CARLESON are arguing about the Canadian situation: 
carleson (V.O.)

Why should we back down? It’s only Canada!

novak (V.O.)

Well, it’s not like we can just run a couple thousand tanks up to the border and say, “Give us what we want or we’ll blow you guys away!” now can we?...

press (V.O.)

No kidding. That would really ruin the hockey season.
Back to scene
George, still reading, lays down on his cot, with his snacks at his side. The picture on television starts to sputter with snow and static, a BUZZING noise.  George looks up at the screen.

George uses the remote to turn the channel. But the same interference is on all the stations.  Then a new picture comes onto the screen, which is also on all the channels.
Television SCREEN  

On the television we see an empty hockey arena – the arena lights still FLICKERING on.  A fully-dressed GOALIE is skating around on the ice and SINGING OPERA.

The shot narrows in on the Goalie, coming out on the ice, with an unsteady HAND HELD feel to it.  The Goalie slashes to a stop in front of the goal and looks at the camera.  

We can’t see the Goalie’s face since he’s clad in heavy pads and has a Kevlar mask, but he seems familiar.
GOALIe
Hello sports fans!

TWO BABES wearing mini-skirts and ice skates SWOOSH past the net. They are carrying hockey sticks and wearing the same GREEN JERSEYS as the Goalie’s. 

GOALIE

Don’t you just love hockey?
In honor of the upcoming hockey match between the Vancouver Canucks and the Phoenix Coyotes, I thought we’d go over a little defensive theory in tonight’s program.
THREE MORE BABES in mini-skirts, swoosh past the net in the opposite direction as the first two.  They also carry hockey sticks, but are wearing BLUE JERSEYS.

GEORGE

puts down his book and sits up to watch the television.
int. hockey arena – hand-held camera’s pov
The Goalie lifts his mask momentarily to put in a mouthpiece, and we see that it’s none other than Alex Trujillo.

trujillo

(through mouthpiece)
Believe me, there’s a lot more to hockey than just a bunch of guys skating around and beating the crap out of each other.
Traditional hockey ORGAN MUSIC is piped into the arena and plays throughout.  The babes line-up for a face-off near the goal.  
The puck is dropped and the Babes attack! These babes can really play! 

Three-on-two, the Blue team, passes off quickly.  One of the Blues makes a quick slap shot at Trujillo’s goal.  The puck ricochets off his facemask. 
TRUJILLO

Ugggh!  For example, how do you stop a slap shot coming at you over one-hundred miles per hour?

Trujillo regains his position in front of the goal.  The Green and Blue teams are fiercely battling for the puck. After delivering a ferocious body check, the Blue team’s Forward fires a wrist-shot at Trujillo’s goal.
trujillo (o.s.)

It takes a combination of good position, fast reaction time, but most important –  
Trujillo catches it with his glove.
trujillo 

Mental preparation…

He skips the puck back out to the center ice.  The Babes start fighting for it again.  Trujillo continues talking as the hand-held camera follows the action.
At center ice the three Blue players once again overpower the two Green defenders.  One of the Blues drives toward Trujillo with the puck.

TRUJILLO (o.s.)

 (adjusting)
Where should the goalie’s focus be when an opponent comes down the ice at him?  The players stick?  His eyes?  His shoulders? No--
The Blue Forward launches another slap shot at the goal. Trujillo drops to his knees and stops the puck with a kick-save. The Blue Forward grits her teeth, frustrated.

Trujillo hops up and addresses the camera.

trujillo

With only milliseconds to react, it’s critical that his focus the whole match remains entirely and completely on the puck. But must also constantly be aware of his   own position, the crease, and on  his goal. In short, his mind needs to be everywhere!
The Blue Forward whizzes past Trujillo and jams her stick at the back of his skates -- He drops to the ice hard on his ass.

Trujillo hops back up and the game resumes.  Trujillo backs into position, keeping himself square with the puck, as the Blues try to develop another offensive play.
Trujillo 

As you can see, the fundamental problem lies in how to keep focused on the puck, while at the same time, maintaining a proper position in front of the goal.

The Blues and Greens are really going at each other. A Green player collides full speed with the Blue player moving the puck. The other Green glides past and picks up the puck. 

trujillo

The goalie uses several tricks to do that…  He watches the markings on the ice, the center ice, the blue lines, the dots. Occasionally, you might see him poke the goalpost behind him with his stick to establish his frame of reference.

The Blues are coming at him again.  The same Blue Forward has the puck.

trujillo

In this way, he completely loses his sense of self. He becomes one with the puck, and the battle going on in front of him, a mental state most goalies aptly call “the zone”…
Another shot on goal.  Trujillo makes a stick-save.  The Blue forward GROANS loudly.  Trujillo lifts his goalie mask turns to the camera. 

trujillo

(at the camera)
And voila, he’s invincible.

Trujillo wipes his brow.

trujillo

And therein lies the value of this exercise -- recognizing the limits of human perception, but not of human possibility, putting aside our sense of self and experiencing what is real… 

The Blue Forward SCREAMS and lunges at Trujillo, driving him into the back of the goal. The goal posts are ripped from their moorings.  
Trujillo and the Blue Forward pummel each other as they slide backward on the ice with the goal.
The other players jump into the net and join in the brawl, fists flying -- ad lib. Screams and grunts while all slide around fighting in a tangle of humanity in the net.

GEORGE’S TELEVISION SCREEN

The brawl between Trujillo and the Hockey Babes continues on George’s television.  
Then picture starts to sputter and then zaps back to a local evening news broadcast.  The LOCAL NEWS ANCHOR looks up from his notes, a surprised look on his face. 

news anchor

And we’re back folks.  Sorry about that.  It looks like we were “Trujillo-ed” again.  Man, why can’t they do something about that guy!

The CO-ANCHOR hurries back on the set, attaches her microphone to her dress as she takes her seat.

CO-ANCHOR

No kidding, Ted.  Well, maybe we can get back to the news now…

george

Stretches out on his bed, looks distantly up at the ceiling as the regular news program resumes.

int. the hangar – day

George is in the main hangar area, wearing a welder’s mask, working underneath an old bi-plane.  He’s crouching down as he spot-welds something on the landing gear.
The hangar goes black for a moment when he kills the flame from the welder’s torch.

dawn (o.S.)

Is that you in there?
George lifts up the mask. 
He looks up toward the open hangar door, squinting at the bright light coming in from outside.  
As his eyes adjust, he sees the outline of a perfect pair of legs, silhouetted through a light-colored dress and from  the brilliant sunlight coming through the hangar door.

George looks for a moment, then stands up quickly and smashes his head on the underside of the wing.

dawn

(laughing)

See, it is you.

George scrambles from underneath the airplane, pulling the welder’s mask of his head.

george

Hello.  

(looking around)

What are you doing here? I mean…

dawn

I know, I really shouldn’t have come here.

george

No – that’s okay. I meant…
dawn

You’re filthy.

george

Yea.
George pulls out a greasy rag from his back pocket and smears it over his face.  
Seeing the dirty rag, he goes over to the water cooler.  Dawn follows.
george

Can I get you anything to drink?

dawn

Sure. You got any whiskey?

George hesitates for a moment.

dawn

Just kidding.

George stops at water bottle.  He wets his hands, splashes some water on his face, tries to straighten his hair.
dawn

So, have you made any progress?

george

Sorry?
dawn

(giggles)
With your assignment.
george
Oh, no.  Not really.  But I’ve got an idea or two that might…

dawn

(looking away)
I don’t want to hear about your ideas, George. What I want is results.

Dawn fumbles through her bag, pulls out a business card and hands it to George.

dawn

When you have something, we’ll meet here. Call me at the number on the back…  Sometime… Maybe even if you just like feel like it.
George
Sure.  

(looking at the card)

You seem different.

dawn

Oh?

george

Nervous…

dawn

Oh, well.  That’s right. I’m some sort of freaky spider woman or something, right?   

george

That’s not what…

dawn

Forget it.

She turns and walks quickly toward the hangar door.  George watches her go.  She gets half-way to the door.

george

(holding up the card)
I’ll call you.

dawn

(turning)

We’re both out for the same thing, you know that, Brimmer?

George is puzzled.

dawn

Ourselves!

She spins around and makes for the door again.  We hear Deedee call from outside.

DEEDEE (O.S.)

George!

Deedee rushes into the hangar doorway just as Dawn makes it to the same spot.  Dawn and Deedee collide and both of them hit the ground with a thud.  
George grimaces, holding his hands on his head.

Deedee tries to help Dawn up.  But Dawn springs up to her feet and pushes Deedee aside.

dawn

Get out of here you little punk!

deedee

Hey, watch it!

Dawn storms off.  Deedee walks up to George.  We hear Dawn’s car START UP and her tires SCREECH as she pulls away.

deedee

Who was that?

george

Oh, she was just looking for directions.

deedee

Uh-huh…
george
What’s up?

deedee
Oh!  Guess what?

(she holds up four tickets)

For the big game!  Uncle Preston got them.  We’re all going!  I mean,

if you can take us up to Vancouver. Would you like to go with us, George?  Please?
george

(thinks)
Well…

(gives in)

I might…
 deedee
Cool!

int. hockey arena – night
The arena is packed with crazed Canadian and U.S. hockey fans, many of them waving the flags of their homeland.  The SCOREBOARD says it’s ten minutes into the third period, the score is tied two to two. 
The ROAR of the crowd is deafening.
We hear the game’s television announcers, a play-by-play guy, GARY, and the color guy, BILL (a la ESPN’s GARY THORNE and BILL CLEMENT). 

GARY (V.O.)
Well it’s certainly turned into the firestorm we expected, between the Vancouver Canucks and the Phoenix Coyotes in regional playoff action, Bill…
The Canadian and U.S. players fly up and down the ice after the puck.  We see a series of fierce body checks and  turnovers in a fast-paced game.

announcer’s booth

We see the Television Announcers in the booth, smiling at the camera.  In the b.g. we see the huge crowd in the arena, and below, the action on the ice.  

GARY

(continuing)
…perhaps since this might turn out  to be the last Stanley Cup season in history -- with the NHL being divided at the end of the Season into separate U.S. and Canadian leagues. One of the many bitter consequences of the deteriorating relationship we’ve seen between the two nations.
BILL 
No doubt about it, Gary. It’s been a brutal engagement to say the least. All tied up, two-two in the third. I can’t believe the intensity we’ve seen from the Canadian and U.S fans, much less the players!  

ON THE ICE
A Canadian player drives toward the goal with the puck.  The U.S. defensemen try to close the lane in front of him.  
GARY (V.O.)

And we’ll get a shot here!
The Canadian player fires a wrist shot between the skates of one defenseman.  The Coyote’s goalie spins off balance and lands on his back, but he’s just able to trap the puck under his leg before it slides into the net. 
BILL (V.O.)

Holy Moley! Chapmann spreads out from coast to coast to make the save! Incredible! I think he stopped that one with the blade of his skate!
in the stands
We see George, Deedee, Preston and Rachel amid the mass of fans in the arena.  Deedee and Preston jump up in the air, giving each other a high-five.

gary (v.O.)

Tell me I’m wrong, Bill, but Vancouver has had the puck deep most of the game.  The Phoenix forwards seem to be getting beat on the boards.

on the ice
A Canadian player delivers a crushing body check to a Phoenix Coyote player. We hear “Oooh’s” coming from the stands.
bill (v.O.)

Oh! And there you see it.  What a check! That’s gonna hurt in the morning!
gary (v.o.)

Manning took a vicious blow to the head on that one! And the U.S. fans don’t like that one bit.
In another part of the stands, a large section of U.S.A. fans jump up, booing. 
Another Phoenix Coyote player spins around toward the Canadian player who delivered the check.  The two players collide hard at center ice and start pummeling each other. The referee watches nearby.
gary (v.o.)
Here we go!

bill (v.o.)
You better believe it!  McBride’s clearly trying to get the Coyotes  going here.  We’ll see if it works.

The fighting players hold on to each other’s jerseys, exchanging blows to each other’s face and head.  The crowd erupts in a FRENZY.

iN THE STANDS
Preston jumps up in the air waving his hands joyfully.  Rachel and Deedee are shouting, with anger on their faces.  George stays seated, watching quietly.

In another part of the stands.  A wild-eyed MOM and DAD, with a Canadian flag, jump up from their seats screaming their approval over the fight. 
Their five-year-old daughter, BECKY, sits at their side.  She’s uninterested in the game and is playing with her doll.

On the ice
Two more players join in the fray and start powdering each other with quick punches to the face.
gary (v.o.)
I’m starting to think these fellas don’t like each other.

The officials wrestle the four fighting players to the ice.

Bill (V.O.)

Okay, the officials are putting an end to that, but you’re right, Gary, the final period is shaping up to be a doozy!  It’ll be interesting to see who gets out of here alive!
another section of the stands
A group of Vancouver fans are facing off with a group of Coyote fans, shouting, throwing drinks, throwing the  finger.
gary (v.O.)

No penalties called and play resumes.
The fans bring their attention back to the ice.  Everyone in the entire arena is on their feet.  The ROAR of the crowd is deafening. 
on the ice

As a U.S.A. player crosses the blue line with the puck, a Canadian player drops his shoulder and drives through the midsection of the Coyote player, sending him to the ice.
The Canadian player goes for the puck, but another Coyote player slaps the Canadian across the face with his hockey stick.  
The Canadian bends over covering his face.  The referee BLOWS HIS WHISTLE.

GARY (V.0.)

And there’s a little pay back for the pop Manning took.

bill (v.0.)

You betcha, Gary, but McBride will get a call for that one. High-sticking, but wow, it’ll only be a two-minute penalty.
GARY (v.o.)

Yup, and that’s just adding fuel to the fire.
The hurt Canadian stands up, revealing a huge welt on the side of his face, his eye already almost swollen shut.  The Canadian charges toward the American player who is gliding toward the penalty box.

gary (v.o)

This isn’t over yet!  
The Canadian smashes into the back of the U.S. player and drives him into the boards. The arena erupts in WHISTLES and HOWLS from the fans.

The Coyote player covers up while the Canadian throws a barrage of punches.  

Players from both teams swarm the area and start slugging it out. 

gary (v.o)

Now they’re all teeing off against one another.  You can bet there’ll be some misconduct calls on this one, and some fines to boot!

bill (v.o.)
Look at this thing.  We’ve got brawls going on all over the ice. It’s turning into a real brew-ha-ha!
Players from benches of both teams jump onto the ice.
gary (v.o.)

Here they come off the bench!  Look out!

IN THE STANDS

A groups of Canadian fans and Coyote fans are pushing and shoving against one another.  The chaos on the ice is spreading throughout the entire arena.

penalty box

A fan jumps into the penalty box where a U.S. players sits.  The player and the fan start pummeling each other, but the fan takes a quick left from the player and falls to the ground. 

BILL (V.O.)

Will you look at this!  JUST LOOK AT THIS!
The Announcers continue their v.o., describing the chaos in the arena, ad lib. 

Another part of stands
The Mom and Dad we saw from before are both boxing the air in front of them, screaming furiously.  
Down below, we see that their little girl, Becky, has wandered off, leaving her doll behind.  In the frenzy, her parents haven’t noticed she’s missing.
LOCKER ROOM/TUNNEL area
Becky, has found her way into the tunnel between the locker room and the arena. TWO SECURITY GUARDS are in the tunnel, but they are riveted to the chaos in the arena and don’t notice the little girl.

Becky walks right past them to the empty player bench area.  

in the stands

Canadian and American fans are scuffling with each other, cheering, throwing shoes, drinks and miscellaneous vegetables down on the ice as the brawl continues.  

Another part of stands
Becky’s Mom and Dad are still screaming at the fight happening on the ice. 

Another FAN standing in the row behind them picks up Becky’s doll and throws it out on the ice.

The Mom and Dad notice their daughter isn’t there, and frantically scan the area for her.

becky’s mom

Becky?!!!
THE DOLL

Sails high up in the air, spinning slowly, until it SMASHES headfirst into the ice.

Player BENCH AREA
Becky giggles at the commotion as she looks through the glass that separates the player’s bench area from the ice.

Then she notice her doll sliding across the ice.

BECKY
Dolly!

She notices the open gate leading out to the ice.
IN THE STANDS
Becky’s parents are scrambling up and down different isles looking, shouting, for their daughter.  

on the ice

Becky is slipping and sliding toward her doll.  She falls down on her rear end, “Ouch!”

The fighting players tower over her like giants as they beat on each other.  But none of them notice the little girl struggling to reach her doll. 

IN THE STANDS 
A WOMAN points down to the ice. 

WOMAN

Oh my God! What’s that?

bill (V.O.)
Hey now.  What have we got here!   Now, it looks like a little kid has wandered out on the ice. 
gary (v.o.)
And none of the players or officials have seen her.  Somebody better spot her pretty quick! Lord have mercy!

Becky’s mom looks down on the ice and sees her little girl slipping and falling among the fighting players.

becky’s Mom

Becky!  No!  

Both of Becky’s parents fight their way down the stairs to get to the ice.  They don’t make much progress because of all the pushing and shoving in the stands.

on the ice

Becky, on all fours, pulls her way to her doll. She picks it up and holds it close to her.

becky

Naughty girl, Dolly.
Becky looks up.  From her position at center ice, we see the chaos of the fans rioting in the stands and the players fighting on the ice.  
Two players are fighting ferociously only ten feet away from Becky.  The sharp blades from their skates fly through the air as they toss each other around the ice.

Seeing such chaos, Becky bursts into tears.
A LINE JUDGE
The Line Judge is slammed to the ice on his back.  We see a fist smash into his jaw and turn his head sharply to one side.
With his head turned, the Line Judge can see Becky across the ice.
The Line Judge brings his whistle to his mouth and blows. The Coyote player on top of him, looks up, sees Becky.  The Line Judge and the Coyote player look at each other for a moment. Then they both hop up on their skates and start toward Becky.
Becky is huddled with her doll.  The two players fighting near her are tangled together, dangerously close to her now.  They still don’t see her.

in the stands
We see George and Deedee pointing toward the ice.  
Preston is in a shoving match with an lady that is 10 years his senior.  She pegs him a good shot on the chin and sends him reeling.  
At rinkside
Becky’s parents are looking through the glass at their daughter.  Two SECURITY GUARDS are pulling them back. 
becky’s mom

Somebody please help us!
on the ice
As the Line Judge and the Coyote player skate toward Becky, they are both blindsided by two Canadian Players. All four collide and scatter in different directions on the ice.
Another pair of dueling US and Canadian players notice Becky and see she’s in danger.  They both stop fighting and make their way toward Becky. 
in the stands
The concern for the little girl is spreading through the arena as quickly as the fighting did moments before.

Nearly all the fans are standing, shouting down at the ice, watching with dread.

on the ice
Other players on the ice seem to begin noticing Becky.  But not the two who are still in mortal combat right next to her.  

One of the fighting players near Becky picks up the other, preparing to deliver a body slam. Becky is right below them.
The other Coyote player and Canadian player are making their way toward Becky’s location, shouting at the top of their lungs. The Coyote player approaching the scene grabs the Canadian player’s shoulder and launches him face first toward Becky.  
becky

looks up, frozen in fear.  We see the shadow of the skater about to be body slammed on top of her.

From the side, the approaching Canadian player slides into the frame, curling Becky up his arms, and then he whisks her out of view.  

A split second later, the skates of the player being body slammed are driven into the ice exactly at the spot Becky was sitting.
WIDER VIEW

We see Becky and the Canadian player bounce into the boards. The player absorbs most of the blow with his back.

RINKSIDE

Becky’s Mother and Father have broken through the dasher boards and made it onto the ice.  They are slipping and sliding their way toward Becky.   
in the stands

The entire arena is dead quiet.  All players, fans, cameras, announcers are looking to see if Becky is okay. 
The arena’s large TELEVISION MONITOR shows the crumpled Canadian player at the boards.  We can’t see Becky at all.
The only sound that can be heard is the voice of Becky’s mother as she slips and slides her way toward Becky. 
becky’s mom 

(crying)
Becky! Oh my baby!  Are you all right?  Becky?

ON THE ICE
Becky crawls up on the Canadian player’s chest.  She’s holding her Dolly and laughing gleefully.

becky

Mommy?
Becky’s mom picks her up.  Becky, her Mom and Dad embrace.  We hear the Announcers cheer!
	Bill (V.O.)

She’s Okay!
	Gary (v.O.)

She’s Okay!




The arena
erupts CHEERS, SHOUTS and WHISTLES. Confetti starts flying everywhere.  A celebration begins. 
On the ice

Canadian players, U.S. players and officials are cheering, hugging, and high-fiving each other.

Players from both teams pick up the Canadian player who rescued Becky.  They put him on their shoulders and parade him around the ice. 
ANNOUNCER’S BOOTH

Gary and Bill are jumping up and down, hugging each other.

IN THE STANDS

Throughout the arena, all of the fans are rejoicing together, hugging.  

We see Deedee, George and Rachel hugging and cheering. George gives Deedee a quick kiss on the lips.  Deedee is flabbergasted.

Preston is talking excitedly with the older gal who pegged him earlier.  Preston kisses her cheek.

George looks around at the crowd, elated.  He throws his arms up in the air and cheers.

int. george’s apartment in the hangar - day
George is looking himself in the mirror and straightening his hair.  He has cleaned himself up, put on clean clothes and is even wearing a jacket.
He looks down at a the card Dawn gave him.  He shuts the television off and leaves the hangar.

EXT. HANGAR - Day
George drives away from the hangar in his pickup.

Deedee pulls up in her jeep and stops at the hangar door.  

int. deedee’s jeep

Deedee notices George’s pickup is gone and the hangar door is closed.

She looks down the access road and sees George’s pickup pulling away from the airport.  
She watches for a moment, then drops the Jeep in gear and speeds off after George.
int. the seattle aquarium – the underwater dome 

We are in a spherical underwater room which provides all-around views into a 400,000 gallon tank filled with fish.
Schools of salmon flash in the filtered sunlight from above, large cod lurk between the underwater reefs, sharks prowl among the brightly-colored rockfish.

A scuba diver is in the tank feeding whole fish to the sharks.  
George strolls around the circular room, alone.  He’s engrossed in the spectacular display of color, movement, light and shadow. But he seems a little uneasy.  

dawn (O.S.)

Do you think they have souls?

George turns, sees Dawn.

DAWN

The fishes… 
(looks through the glass)
Their eyes are nothing but dark little circles. Empty holes. I can’t imagine them having real thoughts, or souls. Can you?

George’s fascination is now focused on Dawn’s face.  She turns and flashes her riveting eyes.

dawn

(smiling)
I suppose I’ve known people like that too.
george

I suppose.

George strains a smile. There’s an awkward, long silence.

dawn

Do you have something for me, George?

george

Oh…  I wanted to talk to you about that.  Could we just maybe…

(points up)

If you don’t mind.

dawn

(laughs)

My, my.  Is the fighter pilot a claustrophobe?

George walks past Dawn to the exit.  She follows.
george
I could use some fresh air…

dawn

(amused)
Uh-huh…
EXT. WATERFRONT STAIRWAY

Dawn and George briskly walk up a long wooden stairway that connects the waterfront with Pike Place Market area. 
They weave through a large number of tourists who are having difficulty climbing up the long stairway. 
dawn

(mad)
So you don’t have anything then.
GEORGE

I’m trying to help.

dawn

Why did you bother to call me if you don’t have anything?  
george

Well, there’s a good reason for that.

dawn

Really!

george

You tell me then, how am I supposed to find Trujillo?...
George stops himself, nervously scans the area to see if anyone heard him.

GEORGE

(hushed)

How am I supposed to find Trujillo for you if you won’t let me fly with… a full load of fuel.  How am I supposed to meet up with that certain element you’re looking for?
dawn

(loud)
I’m a cop, George. Did you forget that smuggling WHISKEY into this country is illegal?!  What am I going to do, say “sure, go ahead, break the law.  I don’t care!”

george

Well, not exactly.

dawn

Good, because it’s not going to happen.

george

Well -- let’s just make this as difficult as possible then!
At the top of the stairway, George stops to catch his breath.  He looks around and sees the
EXT. PIKE PLACE MARKET

He watches as Dawn continues walking into the Pike Place Market, a colorful outdoor marketplace where hundreds of tourists and locals stroll between vegetable stands, fish shops, flower stalls and artisans selling their crafts.

We see Dawn walking up ahead, past some street musicians.  George hurries after her.

We see the famous old clock and lettered neon lights that read “Public Market Center.”
FISH MARKET

A STORE CLERK takes a large fish from the display stand in front of the shop. He whistles and throws it inside the shop to another clerk who catches the fish and quickly wraps it in paper. 

GEORGE AND DAWN

stroll past the fish shop.  George watches the fish-throwing, intrigued.

dawn

You don’t get out much, do you.
george

I get out.
dawn
Uh-huh.

They continue walking past the outdoor booths and stands that are everywhere in the market, stopping occasionally to examine the fresh vegetables and unique crafts.
dawn

I take my job seriously, George. But that’s not all there is. Isn’t that what they say?
george

Some people say that.

DAWN

And what do you do in your spare time?

george

I fly. 

dawn

That’s right.  You’re always up in the clouds. Up where it’s safe. All by yourself.
george

Right.  So what do you do for fun?  Go out to the shooting range? Maybe roust homeless people on your days off?
Dawn stops at a flower stall.

DAWN

(laughs)

What I meant was, I think I know what it’s like.  You can’t really trust people these days.

She leans over to smell the flowers.  

DAWN

It’s not easy, lonely, sometimes, being a cop…  
She turns back to George.  He’s holding a single flower out to Dawn.
Dawn takes it and smells it.  Looking at George she breaks the flower off from the stem.

She smiles, then slides the flower into her hair.
GEORGE

How about I buy you a drink?

deedee

is standing by a shop window across the square.  She watches with a pained look on her face as George and Dawn walk away from the flower stall.

int. jazz club – night
A musician is on a small stage, under a blue spotlight,  playing a haunting blues riff on the cello. 
George and Dawn
are sitting at a table in the center of the busy club.  George quickly finishes a shot of vodka and slaps the shot glass down. 

There’s a half dozen empty shot glasses apiece between George and Dawn on the table.  Dawn starts to light a cigarette.  Then changes her mind.
george

(gasping)
… So I just left. There wasn’t anything keeping me there. Nothing I wanted to do, except fly. So I joined the navy.  They paid for my school, taught me to fly. It just didn’t work out once I got there for some reason.
dawn

All those rules cramped your style, I’ll bet.

george

(laughing)

Something like that…  Now you.
Dawn smiles, tips back her shot of Vodka.  
dawn

Let’s see…
George

Oh come on!

She looks around the club.
dawn
Okay.  My father was a musician.  A sax player.  And the piano.  
(waves her hand over      her head)
Like this. Man, what a dreamer he was…
george

Cool.  Do you play anything?
dawn

(serious)
No. 
george

What…
dawn

(looks at the stage)
Well, I did for a while when I was young.

GEORGE

(looks at the stage)
Really?! The cello?
dawn

Really!
The cello player finishes his number, then freezes.  The audience claps and whistles.
george

No! I’m trying to picture you…
dawn

Really!

george

(laughing)
I can’t see you… 
A five-piece jazz ensemble picks it up on the stage.  It’s a fast moving dance beat.
When she hears the beat, Dawn jumps up and (with some difficulty) pulls George out to the tiny dance floor.

She’s an amazing dancer.  George tries to keep up.  

Finally, he pulls her close and holds her tight against him.

They look into each other’s eyes, swaying to the music.  George kisses her gently.

In Back of the club
Deedee is sitting in the shadows, watching grimly.  When she sees George kiss Dawn, she jumps up and runs toward the door.

As she runs out she bumps into a man standing in the shadows near the doorway.

After Deedee is gone, we see that the man she bumped into was Stanley Porter, Dawn’s rival from the detective unit.  

Stanley sits down, waves off the waitress, and intently watches Dawn and George as they dance.

DANCE FLOOR

Dawn has her head pressed against George’s chest as they continue to slow-dance.  The band obliges them with a mellow tune.
george
(drunk)
Explain something for me. How come you want this Trujillo guy so much?
DAWN
(drunk)
What?

george

I mean-he’s just some nut, right? 

dawn

What’s so hard to get?  He’s the bad guy.  I catch bad guys.

george

Yea, but… I don’t see how he’s hurt anybody or anything. What’s the big deal?
Dawn stops dancing, looks squarely at George.
dawn

Hurt anything?  He’s trying to hypnotize the whole country. My God,  he’s an anarchist! Don’t you see that?!
george

I was just asking.
dawn

I don’t believe this.  You’d better get this straight, George.  Right here, right now! What we’re doing here is one thing.  But getting Trujillo is for REAL. 

george

Okay then, I’ll try not to be so real from here on out.

She slaps him hard across the face.
dawn

Damn it! You had to ruin the whole thing!

George

I was just asking a question. Can’t you stop being a cop for just one minute?
dawn

(turns to go)
It’s what I am!
George

Great-—I’m not supposed to ask any questions?  And what, you can throw me in jail for not minding you?
She goes to their table, gets her purse, and storms toward the exit.
george

Wait! I don’t get it.
dawn

You’d better believe it! Not now, you’re not getting ANYTHING!

stanley porter

Watches from his table as Dawn storms out. He seems amused.
In the b.g., George stands alone on the dance floor, stunned.  The band members look at him and shrug their shoulders, “women”.

ext. sidewalk – night

George stumbles down a vacant sidewalk in a commercial district.  
He turns down a dark alley.  

alley
George strolls down the alley.  Nobody else is around. 

Some graffiti is spray-painted on the brick wall in the alley.  It reads “Trujillo for President.”

GEORGE

(mumbling, whiney)

What we’re doing is one thing, but Trujillo – That’s for REAL!
Half-way down the alley, near a stack of cardboard boxes, George turns and faces the brick wall.  He opens his zipper.  

George doesn’t see the old HOMELESS MAN who is leaning against a dumpster about ten feet away from him.

homeless man (O.S.)

Hold it right there!

George turns, sees the man.

homeless man

(angry)

Does that look like a toilet to  you?

George
(looks around)

No.

homeless man

That, sir, is my bed! That…

(points to the opposite wall)

is the toilet.

george

Oh.

George spins around and staggers to the opposite wall and relieves himself.  

Finishing up, he shivers a bit, zips up.
A BASEBALL BAT

Comes down hard on the back of George’s head.  He falls to the street like a sack of flour.

A VAN
pulls into the alley and SCREECHES to a halt in front of George.  The Homeless Man squints at the bright headlights.

The dark figure of a MAN hops out of the van.  The man from the van and the man with the bat pick up George and toss him into the back of the van.

Moments later, the van is screeching away. The Homeless Man watches.

HOMELESS MAN
Damn kids!
INT. large CARGO Jet – cargo bay - NIGHT
We hear the loud, distinctive ROAR of the jet’s turbine engines.  The large cargo bay is dark, but it appears to be empty.  

We slowly move up toward the dim light emanating from the cockpit, its door partially open.

COCKPIT 
The cockpit is illuminated by the faint glow of the instrument panel.
George is slumped over, strapped in the pilot’s seat, still unconscious.  He is wearing a headset with a microphone.

We hear a LOUD FILTERED VOICE on the headset.

voice (v.o.)

Wake up, George.
George jumps up his seat.

He looks around the cockpit, panic stricken, as though he had fallen asleep at the wheel. 

george

AAAAHHHHHHH!!!!

Holding on to the stick with one hand, he runs the fingers of his other hand over the gauges and switches on the instrument panel.
george

OH GOD!

He looks out the pilot’s side window.
ext. runway 

We see the cargo plane parked and idling harmlessly on the runway of a small airport.

We see a flash of lightning in the b.g.  There is a slight drizzle.
GEORGE (o.s.)

SHIT! SHIT! SHIT!

INT. COCKPIT – on george

george

(grimacing)
SHIT!

George leans over, rubbing his eyes.  He slides his hand over his forehead, over top of the headset, and tenderly feels the bruise on the back of his head.

Lightning flashes nearby, the CRACK of THUNDER rumbles over the noise of the engines. 
The Voice comes over George’s headset again.  
VOICE (v.o.)

Welcome aboard, George!

GEORGE 

(jumps)
Oh Shit!

George rips the headset off. 
He looks suspiciously at the headset for a moment, then he slowly raises one of the headphones to his ear.

voice (V.O.)

Hello?  George?  Are you there?

George slaps the headphones back on, forgetting about the tender spot on his head.

george

(grimaces)
OW! WHO THE HELL IS THIS?

voice (v.O.)
This is Alexander Trujillo, George.

GEORGE

Who? What?!!

voice (V.O.)
Alex Trujillo.  

GEORGE

(calmer)
Alex Trujillo?

TRUJILLO (V.O.)

That’s right…

	george

Well what in the hell is the matter with you, anyway?!! Are you nuts?! What’s with you having somebody whack me over the head in an ally? You could’ve killed me! And then you throw me in this aircraft while the jets are running. For cryin’ to Jesus!
	TRUJILLO (v.O.)

…

…

…  

George…

…

…

…

George…

…

… 

…

…

GEORGE, SHUT UP!




george
WHAT?!

TRUJILLO (v.O.)
…I’m sorry about your head, George. It wasn’t supposed to happen that way.

george

(softening)

Well I would hope not!

TRUJILLO (v.O.)
I have to be careful. You can understand, can’t you?  I’ll say it again, “I’m sorry.” Do you forgive me?

george

So what do you want?

TRUJILLO (v.O.)

I want you to fly this airplane to where I’m at, so we can meet.

george

(crosses his arms)
Oh, really? Well that’s rich! How do I know after I’m in the air you won’t just have one of your goons shoot me down!  

TRUJILLO (v.o.)
Come on, George…

george

And have you seen this weather here?

TRUJILLO (v.O.)
I’ve filed your flight plan, everything has been cleared and official.  Look, it’s all plotted on the G-P-S.  

George looks over an LCD screen on the instrument panel that outlines the flight path.  He hesitates.
TRUJILLO (v.O.)

Was I incorrect in assuming that you have the expertise required to manage this type of aircraft?  It’s much more sophisticated than what you’re used to, I realize…

George

(scowls)
Of course I can fly it!
TRUJILLO
Are you sure? It is raining a little, after all… 
EXT. RUNWAY

The cargo plane takes off into the night.  As we watch the plane climb, we continue to hear George and Trujillo talking over the headset.
TRUJILLO (v.o.)

Oh, George, by the way…

george (O.s.)

Yes?

TRUJILLO (V.O.)

You’ll need to bring the plane back here when we’re done.

(beat)

It’s a loaner.

george (O.S.)
Fine.

(beat)
Does the owner of this airplane know he’s loaning it to us?

TRUJILLO (V.O.)

Not yet.

George (O.S.)
Great.
INt. cockpit
George is looking over the instruments, his hands on the stick.  He seems comfortable at the controls. 
We see an occasional FLASH of lightning through the cockpit windows.

TRUJILLO (v.o.)
Fascinating, isn’t it?
george
What’s that?

TRUJILLO (V.O.)

Flight… It’s remarkable how man   has taught himself to fly, even though five million years of human evolution didn’t find it necessary for his survival.

George contemplates this thought, but only for a moment.
george
So why do you do it?

TRUJILLO (V.O.)

I’m sorry?

george

Your crazy stunts. You know, the clown suits, the juggling, the special programs on the Television…

TRUJILLO (V.O.)
Oh! You mean, it isn’t self-evident?
george
Uh… I guess I’m not sure what you mean by that exactly. But that’s sort of what I’m getting at — you’re like really into these riddles that nobody even gets…
TRUJILLO (V.O.)
The value is in the message, George, not the messenger.
george

(sarcastically)
Oh, well…  Now I see. That explains it!
TRUJILLO (V.O.)
Can I ask you a question?

george

Go ahead.

TRUJILLO (V.O.)
When you fly, do you normally regard  you and your aircraft as separate objects, merely traveling in the same direction? Or is there more to it than that? 
George considers.

TRUJILLO (V.o.)

Think about it… Have there been moments in flight when you’ve lost your sense of self entirely? Where, one moment you were the man, George Brimmer, the pilot, and in the next moment, the separation that normally exists between you and your aircraft simply dissolves? I’m sure you have.

trujillo (V.o.)

(continuing)
It’s more common than you might  think -- the unmistakable oneness that you and your airplane become, indistinguishable and together, somehow becoming one with everything that is, with the air flowing past the wings outside, the clouds, the sky, the sunshine?… Everything.
George nods, contemplating.

trujillo (V.O.)
(continuing)
It’s been described by mystics throughout the ages… Refreshing, isn’t it? Especially when you see that most of humanity has chosen to endure in the shadows, with nefarious philosophies draped over them from the moment they are born – Consider the manufactured dichotomy of mind and body. Can you tell the difference, George, between what is an artifact of human perception, and what is it real?   

George sees something in the reflection from the windshield.  He slowly turns around in the pilot’s seat.  

Lightning FLASHES in the cockpit. In the flash of light we see Alex Trujillo standing in the cockpit doorway.

TRUJILLO
Hel-…

george

(lets go of the stick)
Ahhhhh!

The plane lurches forward.  Trujillo falls forward onto George’s lap.

TRUJILLO
…looooooooooooo!

With Trujillo on his lap, George spins back around in his seat and grabs the stick.  Trujillo holds on tightly to George’s head.  “Ahhhhhhhhhhhh!” 

George regains control of the airplane and it levels off.  Trujillo stops screaming a second later.
Trujillo opens his eyes.  He’s face to face with George, still huddled up in George’s lap.  
Trujillo lets go of George’s head and smiles.
George quickly motions with his head for Trujillo to get off.  Trujillo slides into the co-pilot’s seat.

They both look straight ahead for a while without speaking. Both of them are still trying to catch their breath.

george

(sternly)
That was lovely. Real slick.
TRUJILLO
I’m sorry.

george

What’s next?  No -- let me guess. You’ve got a bomb on the airplane and you’re going to blow us up!

They both sit tensely, looking straight ahead.  

int. cockpit – several minutes later
George and Trujillo are still looking forward.  Both are calmer now.  George flips a switch on the control panel. 

GEORGE

Okay.  That’s it.  The end of your flight plan.  And of course, no airport within a hundred miles.
TRUJILLO
I just wanted a little time alone with you, George.  So we could talk.

george

Well you’ve got my attention. 
TRUJILLO
In answer to your earlier question, George, about why I do what I do… A more direct answer would have been, “because the world needs a teacher.”  
george

A teacher…
TRUJILLO
Yes.

george

A teacher…

trujillo
It’s needed at times.  History bears that out.

george
And that’s you?
TRUJILLO
Nobody else seems willing.

george

And exactly what are you supposed to be teaching the world?

TRUJILLO
That’s not important.

george

Oh, well, of course not! 

TRUJILLO
I mean it’s not important right now, George.  You’ll understand when it’s the right time for you. Everyone will.  If I just came out and told everyone exactly what it is they needed to know, they wouldn’t listen.  You know how people are…
george

Sure. You know what? I don’t have  the slightest idea what you’re talking about!

TRUJILLO
(nodding)
I know what you mean. Believe me. Anyway, can you just circle around this area for a little while? Take us down to around twelve-thousand feet and say, one-hundred-fifty knots. That’d be great.
George looks over at Trujillo, then he banks the airplane in a hard turn.  Trujillo is caught off balance and smacks his head on the side wall.

george

Oh, sorry.

The plane stabilizes.

TRUJILLO
(holding his head)
I’d like you to help me, George. That’s what this is all about.

george

What do you mean?

trujillo

With my work.
george
You want me to work for you?
TRUJILLO
I wouldn’t call it work, really. I’ve got a virtual army behind me. Did you know that?

george

So I’ve heard.  But I’m not really into guns and bombs and stuff like that.
TRUJILLO
Oh, I’m not either.  My only weapons are ideas -- much more powerful.

George is silent.

TRUJILLO
I could use your help, George. There’s not a lot of people I can trust.

george

You don’t even know me.

TRUJILLO
I think I do.
george

You do realize that you’re being somewhat vague still…
trujillo

Unfortunately, it’s necessary at this juncture.
george

And would you be paying me?

TRUJILLO
If you’d like. 

george

Oh, I’d like. And I’d be flying?

TRUJILLO
Of course.

(beat)

And you realize you would have to discard your current identity?  It’s a standard precaution.
George considers.
TRUJILLO
I know it’s difficult.  I gave up everything for this…  My love, my work, my life.  I had it all too, George. But this is that important.
TRUJILLO (CONTINUING)

(leans in)
How about if, for now, you just say you’re open to the idea?  

george

Being open is the same thing as being vulnerable.

Trujillo gets out of his seat, slaps George on the shoulder. 
Trujillo
(laughs)

That’s true… So true. It reminds me…  I want to show you something.
Trujillo goes to the back of the cockpit out of George’s view. George looks forward, listening to Trujillo’s voice on the headset. 

Trujillo (O.S.)

You shouldn’t forget, George, how the world is always changing. And so are you, right along with it.  Whether you want to or not. Just look at me for example! by the time I figured out who I really was, I was already somebody else…
As Trujillo speaks over the headset, we hear muffled SCUFFLING sounds as he works on something in the cargo bay.
george

Now you see?  There again.  That really doesn’t make any sense.
TRUJILLO (O.S.)
You know some old friends of mine, George. The Leopolds, right? Let’s see, there’s Rachel… Her brother Preston, sort of a prissy boy as I remember him…  And Rachel has a daughter now… Deedee?
george

How do you…

A LOUD MECHANICAL WHINE is heard from the cargo bay. The plane bounces - as though hitting turbulence - and starts to shimmy and shake.  
George looks back through the cockpit doorway.

CARGO BAY - GEORGE’S POV 
The cargo bay door is open.  Trujillo stands in the violent winds next to the open door.  He’s wearing a helmet and has a parachute strapped to his back.
TRUJILLO

(shouting)
I’ll see you soon, George!
With a quick wave, Trujillo leaps through the door and disappears into the night sky.

COCKPIT
George flips a switch and the cargo bay door closes.  He banks into a hard turn.

EXT. AIRPLANE
The plane circles back. 

LIGHTNING FLASHES and we see an open parachute being tossed around in the wind below.
int. cockpit
George is looking at the G-P-S unit, memorizing the coordinates.

George looks over and sees something on the co-pilot’s seat where Trujillo was sitting.  

He reaches over and picks up a tattered photograph.

insert PHOTOGRAPH – george’s pov
We see a picture of a happy young couple standing outdoors, at the edge of a high precipice with a scenic canyon view in the b.g.

The man is holding up a one-year-old baby on his shoulder, lifting her hand so that she’s waving in the photo.  The man in the photo is a YOUNGER ALEX TRUJILLO.  

George suddenly recognizes everyone in the photograph.

george (O.S.)
Rachel?…   Dee?…

back to scene – on george

who is vacantly staring at the picture.

george

No!

ext. the leopold’s front porch – sunrise

George BANGS his fist on the front door.  
The door opens.

It’s Deedee. She’s in her bathrobe. Her face is still full of sleep.  

george

Hey, Dee…

She frowns and slams the door in George’s face. We hear the Door Harp CHIMING from within.
George BANGS on the door again.
george

Come on, Dee!  Let me in! I really need to talk to…

The door opens. This time, it’s Preston in his bathrobe. George pushes his way inside.

preston
What is it, George?  What’s the matter?

george

Oh, you know darn well and good what’s the matter!
INT. KITCHEN

George storms into the kitchen, Preston follows close behind. Deedee is making coffee, ignores George.  
george
You think you know somebody! But   it just goes to show you, you can’t really know anybody in this world.
George is looking quickly through each cupboard, rummaging through each drawer, making a mess of things.

george

You just can’t!  It’s impossible!
 preston
George, please!  What are you talking about?
george

(in Preston’s face)
HA!

George continues quickly rummaging through every corner of the kitchen.

george

(looking around)
Where are you?  
preston

You look awful.  What happened to you?

Rachel comes into the kitchen, also in her bathrobe.  She looks confused.

george

I’ve been played.  Like a HARP you might say!
George storms out of the kitchen.  Rachel and Preston follow.
LIVING ROOM

George dives under the coffee table and looks closely at the underside of the table, running his fingers up and down the table’s legs.

george

(shouting)

The deal’s off!  Do you hear me?!
Preston and Rachel watch George, puzzled, concerned.

rachel

George, you’re scaring me.

preston

What are you doing?
GEORGE

And all those flights to Canada. For special wood!  RIGHT!  I’m such an idiot!

SURVELLIENCE ROOM

We see Vogel, Dawn and a TECHNICIAN standing near a electronic control panel.  
The commotion at the Leopold’s house can be HEARD over a speaker on the control panel.  
GEORGE (O.S.)
(filtered)
You didn’t tell me the whole story! The deal is off! No deal! Do you understand?!
Dawn nervously lights a cigarette. Vogel looks at Dawn, scowls.
Leopold’s living room

George slides out from under the table.  He pulls the cushions off the sofa.  
Not finding what he wanted there, he turns goes to the china cabinet and opens the doors.

george

So what was it? Drugs? Money laundering?  You know what? I don’t even care!
Deedee comes in the living room with her coffee.  She looks really puzzled.

DEEDEE

I think you better find yourself a new girlfriend, George. That one you’ve got now looks to be little too rough on you.
george

(looks at Rachel, angry)

And you!  

He holds his hand out toward Deedee.

GEORGE

How could you?

Rachel sits down, stunned.  

pRESTON

(concerned)
She doesn’t know, George.

George

Now how on heaven and earth could that be possible?

rachel

He means Deedee, George.  Deedee doesn’t know.

deedee

Know what?
george

Oh!  Well… under the circumstances  I guess I can understand that. After all, we’re potentially dealing with genetic time-bomb here!
George continues shuffles through all the knick-knacks in the china cabinet. 
GEORGE

DOOR HARPS! RIGHT! Who knows what you’ve been tucking away in those goofy little boxes.
PRESTON

George, please.
george

It must have been good money, whatever it was.  Because you wanted me to come join the “operation” – or whatever it is - FULL TIME!
rachel

George, we need to talk.

George hops up, looks around the room, breathing heavy. His eyes stop at the unlit fireplace.
george

Believe me.  The less we all say now, the better.

RACHEL

(to Deedee)
Dee, Honey, would you mind giving us a few minutes alone with George?

DEEDEE

No way!

George dives into the fireplace.  He reaches his hand up the vent and feels around. 

george 

(shouts up the chimney)

You really had me going! You know that? I left myself wide open for this one, didn’t I?

Finding nothing in the chimney, George starts sifting through the soot at the bottom of the fireplace. Plumes of ash rise into the living room.
rachel
George, get out of there!

George comes out of the fireplace, coughing, his hands and face black with soot.  Preston places his hands on George’s shoulders. Ashes fly off George’s clothes.
preston

Listen to me, George. It was only,  microelectronics. Satellite transmitters, telecommunications chips. That sort of thing.
george

(shouts)

Shut up!

preston

I just wanted you to know.  We’re not into drugs or anything dangerous like that.

DEEDEE

What?!
george

Shhhh!  Preston, be quiet!
Rachel

And we haven’t seen him directly or heard from him in years, George. 
DEEDEE

Who?!

rachel

Dee, HUSH!

RACHEL

(to George)
We didn’t even know what all that electronic equipment was for. Until we started seeing those television programs being interrupted.
preston

He set it all up for us.  The pick-ups.  The drop-offs.  We were only couriers. He asked us to help him.
deedee

Who is HE?!
preston

Please, Dee. Not now.

(to George)

We had to get it all from people  out of the country, so it couldn’t be traced. 
george

(shaking his head wildly)
Look!  I really don’t want to hear about this right now.  Okay? 
deedee

Have all of you gone crazy?!
preston
I know all this must be a shock to you, George. Maybe you should sit down for a while.

rachel

We tried telling you, George. But you ran off so quickly.
George pulls away from Preston.  He goes to the front door and turns around.

george

What am I, everybody’s idiot?

(then shouts)

Okay! Everybody listen up. I’m leaving now!  And I won’t be  involved in this fiasco any more,  in any fashion whatsoever! Find somebody else!  
George starts to leave, then turns back inside.

george

(shouting)
And I don’t believe you EVER played the cello!  

George leaves.  Preston, Rachel and Deedee look at each other, puzzled. 
SURVELLIENCE ROOM

Vogel and the technician look at each other, puzzled.  

Dawn has a distant look on her face as she exhales a thick plume of smoke from her cigarette.  
int. hangar - george’s apartment – day 
Georges, holding a knapsack, stands in the doorway looking around his apartment.  
He turns and leaves. 
EXT. RUNWAY – GEORGE’S BIPLANE  
takes off.
ext. the leopold’s home
A DOZEN VEHICLES, marked and unmarked police cars, converge in front of the house. 
A SWAT VAN pulls up and stops in the front lawn.  A SWAT TEAM spills out of the van.  The men take up positions around the house. 
A HELICOPTER is hovering above the house.
ext. THE BIPLANE - FLYING

over the countryside.  The biplane climbs straight up, turns over on its back, and then completes a mid-air loop.
ext. the biplane’s OPEN-AIR COCKPIT
George looks over his shoulder at the ground below. He banks the plane and gradually levels off.  

EXT. BIPLANE - flying
The biplane flies over a peaceful setting of farm fields and pastures below.
INT. THE LEOPOLD’S LIVING ROOM (MOS)
FIVE COPS are trashing the living room as they search for evidence.
Rachel and Deedee are leaning up against the wall and are being frisked by TWO SWAT OFFICERS.  
ANOTHER SWAT OFFICER stands nearby, his rifle aimed at them. Rachel is stoic, Deedee is crying.

INT. preston’s workshop (MOS)
Preston is laying spread-eagle on the floor with THREE COPS on top of him. One of the cops holds a pistol to the back of his head, shouting, MOS.  Another yanks Preston’s arms behind his back and cuffs him.  

In the b.g. two other cops are swinging axes and sledge hammers, smashing open all of the Door Harps and looking inside them. 

EXT. THE BIPLANE – FLYING

We see the back of George’s biplane as it flies toward a horizon spiked with jagged mountains.
The late afternoon sun is low in the sky.

EXT. THE LEOPOLD’S HOUSE (MOS)
Several police officers are escorting the Leopolds out of the house and putting them in separate vehicles.  A CROWD of onlookers has gathered in front of the house.     
COPS, DETECTIVES, POLICE DOGS, etc. are scurrying around the front lawn.  A police line is being put up around the house. 
A TELEVISION NEWS VAN is parked in the street. A NEWS REPORTER stands in front of the camera providing her live report from the scene.

Dawn Griffin and Richard Vogel stand in front of their unmarked police car watching as the Leopold’s are taken away.  
EXT. RURAL AIRSTRIP – Sunset

George’s biplane lands at a tiny rural airport.  

The biplane pulls up to the parking area near the small terminal building.

INT. TERMINAL building - NIGHT
The one room terminal building is rustic, decorated with  trophy mounts of game animals, and has a small bar area. The place is empty except for George and the BARTENDER. 
The Bartender, who is also the small airport’s, cook, baggage handler and air traffic controller, is washing glasses behind the bar. 

Georges sits alone at the bar eating a sandwich and drinking coffee while he watches CNN on the TELEVISION behind the bar. Suddenly his jaw drops.
news anchor (V.o.)

…And we’ve got several new developments from lakeside Seattle suburb of Yarrow Point, where three individuals in the same family are being held in federal custody and are being questioned for potential ties to the notorious media terrorist Alexander Trujillo…
TELEVISION SCREEN

The NEWS ANNOUNCER is at the CNN news desk.  A monitor is behind him showing clips of Rachel, Deedee and Preston being taken into custody.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)

A press conference began just moments ago at FBI headquarters in Seattle. An FBI official is now  providing a briefing on the potential charges for the three individuals and their potential involvement with the Trujillo’s underground – a mysterious criminal organization that has been vexing investigators for nearly two decades and their inability to locate its members. We take you now to the press conference already underway in Seattle.
int. bar – george

stares open-mouthed at the television screen, still frozen. In the b.g. we see the Bartender looking at George, puzzled.
TELEVISION SCREEN

The CNN program cuts to the FBI media room, where Richard Vogel stands at a podium addressing several REPORTERS.  Dawn stands behind him, looking fidgety, self conscious.
VOGEL
As we’ve said a couple of times  now, the names of the individuals apprehended in today’s enforcement action have not been released to the public. That information…

The voices of several REPORTERS break in. 

Reporter

Yes, but the neighbors have already told us the family’s name is “Leopold” and that they have a business manufacturing some sort of musical instrument…

vogel

I prefer not to get involved with those details right now. But what I can say is that we do have clear evidence that these individuals have intimate ties to the aforementioned, Alexander Trujillo, who, as we said, is now considered among top five in the FBI’s list of most wanted criminals…
reporter

So, then, you don’t believe  Trujillo is one of the three that you currently have in custody?
VOGEL (V.o.)

No… I mean Yes…  That is, No,     that is correct, Mister Trujillo is not among the three individuals we apprehended earlier today.
INT. BAR
George is no longer at the bar.  His has left his half-eaten sandwich.

We hear the muffled noises of a small AIRPLANE ENGINE STARTING up outside. The Bartender looks at George’s empty seat, puzzled.  

vogel (O.S.)

(continuing)
However, we do believe these suspects will be instrumental in the agency’s eventual success in locating, apprehending, and ultimately convicting Mister Trujillo to the fullest extent possible…
ext. george’s biplane – FLYING - night
The biplane is circling above a rural area.  We see scattered lights from farm houses down below.  

Lights from a big city can be seen in the distance.

The plane flies over one pocket of bright lights that seem out of place in an open field.  
As the plane approaches, we see the distinctive features of a FERRIS WHEEL, then we see OTHER AMUSEMENT RIDES, and OTHER CARNIVAL ATTRACTIONS and CROWDS of PEOPLE milling around below.  

ext. open air cockpit
George is looking at a hand-held G-P-S unit as he circles the carnival below.

He looks down to a nearby area.

GEORGE’S POV – GROUND BELOW
George sees lights of a half empty parking area.  A narrow dirt road is nearby.  
GEORGE (O.S.)
This is gonna hurt!
ext. dirt road
The biplane is coming in low and slow over the dirt road. Some KIDS playing in the parking lot see the plane coming down and run to the fence to watch.

GEORGE’S POV

The nose of the airplane is lined up with the dirt road.  

The road is dark and difficult to see, but it is gradually getting closer and closer as the plane descends.
george (o.s.)

WHY AM I DOING THIS?!!!!

ext. dirt road

The  biplane touches down gently on the dirt road.  Dust from the road flies up in the air.  

The plane makes it about fifty feet down the dirt road, then hits a bump and bounces up in the air again.  

The plane comes back down hard on the road and the landing gear is immediately torn from the bottom of the plane.

The plane slides across the dirt road, scraping the bottom of the fuselage on the ground with a great GROANING NOISE.

The plane crashes through a fence and finally comes to a stop, still upright, in a pasture amid a huge plume of dust.  

A CROWD of about twenty people is gathering on the dirt road near the pasture. 

SEVERAL MEN run toward the airplane and disappear in the plume of dust hovering around the crash site.   

EXT. BIPLANE cockpit
TWO MEN emerge through the cloud of dust and stop at the biplane’s cockpit.  
The cockpit is empty.  The two men look at each other, puzzled.

EXT. DIRT ROAD
George is walking behind the crowd toward the carnival grounds. Apparently, nobody noticed George when he snuck out from behind the cloud of dust at the crash site.
EXT. CARNIVAL midway – NIGHT
George walks through the crowded carnival midway.  

He notices that some of the GAME BOOTH’S give DOOR HARPS away as prizes.

He looks carefully into the faces of the HAWKERS, refreshment stand VENDORS and CARNIVAL-GOERS as he passes through the crowd.
Many of the people he sees are looking coldly back at him.
DUNKING BOOTH

The sign on the attraction reads “DUNK SQUISHY THE CLOWN”.  A crowd has gathered around the dunking booth.  

George walks up into the crowd and eyes Squishy.
Inside the booth on the dunking platform sits SQUISHY who is taunting a BIG GUY who is getting ready to throw a softball at the target.  
The Big Guy throws and misses.

squishy
Oh, my God! What a LOSER! I can’t believe you missed AGAIN!  My grandmother throws better than you, ya’ big fat-head!

BIG guy

(points at Squishy)

Hey! Fuck you, asshole!
The Big Guy’s GIRLFRIEND is just as mad as he is.

SQUISHY

Come on you cowards.  Who’s next?
The Big Man gives the HAWKER another five dollar bill and gets three more balls.  

George is studying Squishy carefully.

SQUISHY
Well, that certainly puts me in my place then, doesn’t it… Hey, but seriously, you know what? They’ve got all kinds of new surgeries these days.  I’ll bet they can even fix that hideous growth you’ve got there growing on top of your neck!

The crowd laughs.  The Big Guy launches another softball at the target and misses.

big guy

Shit!

girlfriend

Come on, Teddy. Get him!
SQUISHY
(to the Girlfriend)
Hey, Honey.  It’s frustrating, I know. I know…
(to Big Guy)

Come on, Hero – now look – your mom’s getting upset. You know what?  I’ll bet the old broad’s kind of like your high school guidance counselor… her hopes a tad bit too ambitious for you?  

The crowed bursts out in laughter. 
The Big Guy launches another softball, grunting.  It’s a near miss. The crowd laughs hysterically.
squishy
Wow, what was that?  A muscle spasm?

big guy

You’re going down!

SQUISHY

It’s all right. I’m sure you’ve got lots of other talents.  Hey, how about we  slap a few posters up on your big ol’ forehead and make you into a walking billboard. Yea! We’d  make millions!   
The Big Guy launches his last softball.  This time the ball goes straight at Squishy, but bounces harmlessly off the cage. 

George eyes are fixed on Squishy.
SQUISHY

Wow! Okay, that’s O-for-six. Why don’t you run along now and give the kiddy carousel a try. I’ll bet your pretty good at that one.  Yea! And don’t worry! I think there’s a fork-lift over there to help you get your head up on the pony! 
The Big Guy walks slowly up to the cage.  He looks like his big head is going to explode.
squishY

What is it? Did I say something?

The Big Guy looks over the cage.
squishy
What’s the matter? Don’t you have a sense of humor?

The Big guy walks slowly to the side of the cage, where the  target is.  The crowd is silent.
squishy

Come on now…  I can’t swim.

The Big Guy smashes the target with his fist and the platform drops Squishy into the water tank, SPLASH.  
The Big Guy and his Girlfriend walk away, fuming. The crowd is cheering.  George is gone.
EXT. CARNIVAL TRUCK PARKING - NIGHT
Squishy, soaking wet and huddled in a blanket, scampers through a maze of TRACTOR TRAILERS used for moving the carnival from place to place. Nobody else is around.
Squishy darts toward one of the larger trailers and scampers up the steps to the back door.  This particular trailer has several large POWER CABLES feeding into it and THREE SATELLITE DISHES on its roof.   

Squishy stops at the top at the top of the steps and looks behind him to see if anyone is around.  Nobody is there. He turns to open the door.

As Squishy opens the door, George dashes up the steps and pushes Squishy through the door.  
INT. TRAILER  
George and Squishy fall to the floor inside the trailer. They wrestle around for a bit. 
squishy

      (struggling)
You’re gonna pay for this whoever you are!  I know Clown-fu!

In a short while, George is on top of Squishy, his hands on his throat.  Squishy recognizes George.
squishy

Hey, I know you!

George pulls off Squishy’s wig and wipes some of the makeup off his face.  We see that Squishy the Clown is really another one of Alex Trujillo’s disguises.

george

Yea, Squishy. I know you too… You’re the psycho-clown from hell!
trujillo

You’ve thought over my offer then?

george

(choking Trujillo)
Your Offer?!  Do you know what you did?

trujillo

(gasping)
Please… Don’t…

George lets go of Trujillo’s throat and gets up.  

GEORGE

What the hell are you doing here anyway?

Trujillo gets up, holding his throat. He flips a switch on the wall of the trailer.

As the trailer powers up, lights covering both walls of the trailer FLICKER and HUM, and we see a sophisticated telecommunications control center.  

Electronics line the entire length of the trailer’s interior and include and array of electronic control panels, video monitors, and a moving electronic map showing the orbits of several satellite above the earth. 
george

(awestruck)

So, you have cable?

INT. TRAILER – A FEW MINUTES LATER

Trujillo sits sullenly in a chair at the control panel watching taped footage of the Leopold’s arrest, intercut with CNN commentary about the suspects.
George stands behind Trujillo, looking around at all the electronic gizmos.

george

This is where you do it.  This is how you break into all the television shows with your own programs.
trujillo

(watching screen)
This is entirely unexpected.

george

I’m sure.  But what are we going to do about it?

trujillo

I don’t know.

george

You don’t know…  That’s great! You used them to get you all of your little gadgets here, and now they’re paying for it! You do realize that you’re the one who got them into this mess, don’t you?…
trujillo

Of course I do!

Trujillo turns, looks up at George.

george

Who do you have that can help us?

trujillo

Help us?

george

What’s the matter?

trujillo

Well, there is nobody else. It’s just me.  
george

What do you mean? What about your army? You said you had your own army!  The underground… 
trujillo

I said I had a virtual army.  Big difference.  And the cops can never catch them because there is no underground.  There never was. It’s just me.  

george

Well then, who was it that whacked me over the head? ... Oh, great, that was YOU!

trujillo

Oh, no! I could never do anything like that.

george

Well who then?  Who did that?
trujillo

I don’t know -- just some street thug. You still don’t forgive me for that do you?  

GEORGE

Not really. No.

trujillo

Oh… I just give a little cash to people - waitresses, delivery boys or whoever - when I need something done. They don’t even know who I am. I told you, there’s not a lot of people I can trust.

george

That’s just great!  It’s only you?

TRUJILLO

Just me. 
george

Well then, what are YOU going to do?
TRUJILLO

Just give me a minute to think about it! Would you please?

george

(waving his arms around   the truck)
What, now the Wizard of Oz has run out of ideas?! 
George glares at Trujillo.  Then, his glare turns to a slight grin. 

George moves closer, placing his hands on Trujillo’s shoulders. 

trujillo

What?…
int. police squad room - day
Dawn is talking to Vogel and TWO OTHER DETECTIVES at the water cooler. Dawn looks up and sees George standing on the other side of the room.  
Dawn excuses herself from the other cops and treads slowly up to George, smiling faintly.  The other detectives watch suspiciously, especially Vogel.

DAWN AND GEORGE - VOGEL’S POV

George and Dawn talk for a moment, George is nodding. Then Dawn reaches up and kisses him on the cheek. George turns and leaves the squad room.
squad room
Dawn saunters back to the water cooler, laughing. 
vogel
What is it?
DAWN

Well, I think it’s time we release the Leopolds.

VOGEL 

Why?
dawn

He just brought them their “get out of jail free card”. I knew our Georgie wouldn’t let us down!  
dawn

(to a detective)

Go get them out. And bring them here. Now!

The detective scampers off.
vogel

What are you talking about?
Vogel looks up.  He sees George reentering the squad room.  This time with a laundry cart.

George pushes the laundry cart up to the water cooler and stops in front of Vogel and Dawn.  Several OTHER COPS move up to take a look.
George removes a blanket from the top of the cart and reveals what is underneath -- Alexander Trujillo bound up from head to toe and with a gag in his mouth. He’s an awful sight, all roughed up, and still partially in his Squishy costume and makeup.
A DOZEN COPS, including Vogel, instinctively pull their guns from their holsters and point them at Trujillo. Trujillo winces in fear.
EXT. COURTHOUSE STEPS – DAY
Cops in riot gear guard the courthouse.  A large CROWD has gathered below the courthouse steps, with representatives from all portions of American society – in all its weirdness and magnificence. 

We hear the v.o. of a TELEVISION REPORTER. 

REPORTER (V.O.)

And here we are reporting to you live from the steps of the United States District Court in Seattle,  from the location where the infamous Alexander Trujillo is facing multiple federal charges in what some people are starting to call the “Trial of the Century.”
We see and hear several groups chanting “Let Trujillo Go! Let Trujillo Go!” 
Several people are wearing T-shirts with Trujillo’s picture, others are carrying picket signs “Free Alexander the Great”, etc.
At the steps of the courthouse we see the Television Reporter, who is on-camera.    

The obligatory GOOFBALL gets behind the Reporter, makes faces and waves at the camera. The Goofball lifts his shirt over his head. 

reporter

It’s been a roller coaster ride  here in Seattle and across the entire country…  
In the b.g., the Goofball turns around, drops his pants and moons the live international television audience.

reporter

(continuing)

Even though most Americans have   had to rely on only second-hand reports of the trial, after Federal JUDGE HANNA PIERCE barred television cameras from the courtroom.
In the b.g, a cop grabs the guy and wrestles him to the ground.   
Reporter

(laughs)
And a virtual media circus ever since Mister Trujillo was indicted on twelve federal charges that included conspiracy to commit acts of terrorism, weapons smuggling, and treason.  To focus  on the more serious charges, the Justice Department has dropped several other lesser felonies – such as unlawfully interfering with regulated satellite transmissions and illegal television and radio broadcasting without a license… 
int. federal courthouse – conference chamber - day

Vogel and Dawn are sitting at the conference table with the Federal Prosecutor, DAVID ROWE, an Assistant U.S. Attorney General, and his TWO ASSISTANTS. 
vogel 

…Well you suits just better not screw this thing up. We gave you everything you needed.

rowe 

All I’m saying is, if we had some corroboration from a real person - someone other than a federal agent, then we’d have a slam dunk.  All our evidence is from the God damn cops… No offense.

assistant

To that crowd out there – to them it’s like we’re Big Brother and he’s Billy the Kid. 

vogel

Billy the Kid! He’s a terrorist!
George is looking out the open window that faces the front of the courthouse.  
He’s looking at the LARGE CROWD that has gathered outside.  We can just barely make out the sounds of SHOUTS and CHANTS coming from the crowd. 
GEORGE’S POV

He sees Preston, Rachel and Deedee being escorted through the crowd and into the courthouse. 

dawn (O.S.)

Right… One more time then…     Hello, George?  

Conference chamber

George turns to the others.
Dawn

Would you mind? I hate to make a federal case out of this, but we’re in the middle of a federal case here.  

George lumbers over to the table and sits down.

dawn

Now – these gentlemen here believe you could spice up your testimony a little bit…
george
I already testified. 
vogel

Worthless! You haven’t given us shit!  What have you given us?  You flew that fruitcake around in your airplane a couple of times, you found him hiding out at God damn circus?  We need an eyewitness that can testify to seeing that scumbag commit a crime for Christ’s sake!

dawn

Come on, George.  You know what we want. You know that clown was smuggling weapons, probably drugs, God only knows what else… 

george

But I didn’t see…

dawn

George, Honey, you know he’s been doing it…  You saw all the stuff we picked up on him, right?
rowe
Just where are we going with this?

dawn 

And how many times have you seen him on the TV?

Rowe
I don’t want to hear this! No way!

(to his assistants)

Come on.  We’re due in court.

Rowe and his two Assistants get up to leave.  After his assistants leave, Rowe stops at the doorway and looks back for a moment at Dawn and Vogel.  Then he leaves.
vogel

I want to make something very clear to you, Mister Brimmer… If this trial doesn’t fly right, you can just forget about your immunity. It’s gone!  

(snaps his fingers)

Like that!

george

I want to know something. What did he really do?  

Vogel smashes his fist on the table.

vogel
He’s trying to tear apart everything we have.  He thinks he’s smarter than the rest of us! He thinks he knows what’s best for everybody! 
george
But was he blowing things up?
vogel

You bet your ass he was!  

george

I don’t know.

vogel

Who the hell cares what you think!
VOGEL (CONTINUING)

(beat)

This is a lot bigger than you, Brimmer.  Here’s what you’re going to do. You’re going to get up on that stand and say you helped Trujillo smuggle guns and explosives into the country from his shit-friends in Canada.  You’re gonna say you were just in it for the money.  Then when you learned what he was up to, blowing up the god damn Space Needle, you couldn’t live with yourself.  That’s why you brought him in.  A real change of attitude, right? Now you’re a big friggin’ hero!
George looks down at his hands. 
vogel

You don’t have a choice here! If you don’t play along your ass is in the can for life, right along with Trujillo’s!

No reaction from George.

vogel

And the same goes for those goofball Leopolds – they are in for the same shit-time as you!

George looks up.

vogel

(continuing)
Fuck our deal! You don’t play along with this, I’ll put you and your fruit-loop friends away forever.  

George grits his teeth, furious.
dawn

(to Vogel)

Give us a minute, Dick…
Vogel leaves the conference chamber, slams the door behind him.
dawn
You’re on thin ice with me. You  know that?

George doesn’t look up. Dawn gets up from her chair and circles behind him. 
She leans over and starts to kiss his neck.

dawn
(softly)
We’ve got to get this thing over with so we can get on to bigger and better things… 

George turns and faces her. She is still leaning over him.
Dawn sits down on George’s lap and kisses him passionately. George isn’t receptive at first. He finally gives in--
dawn
(still kissing him)
You’ll help me out, won’t you, Baby... 

dawn

(continuing)
Let me set the whole thing up.  You’ve got to trust me…

Dawn seems to be losing herself in the moment as she kisses George. Then George stops kissing her, he pushes her off his lap and stands up.
dawn

(hurt)
Oh, I see. 

She takes a moment to gather herself, straightens her hair. She moves up to face George.
george
That guy would have trouble handling a fly-swatter. 

dawn

George, please…  

george
He didn’t do anything, really, did he? Except say a few things some people didn’t like.

(beat)

And you… 

She slaps George’s face.

Dawn steps back, calms herself. George is looking at her.

dawn
(calmer) 

You can’t just do this one thing?  For me?... For us?... For yourself?
George looks up.  Shakes his head “no”. Dawn storms toward the doorway.
DAWN

I don’t know who’s the bigger fool here, me or you… 
ext. courtroom steps - day
The reporter is still taping her segment.
reporter

…and today, day fourteen of the trial, the defense team will likely wrap up the presentation of its case. A daunting task in light of the prosecution’s powerful case against Trujillo that was presented over the last several days by Assistant US Attorney General, David Rowe…    
int. courtroom
The courtroom is packed. People in the gallery standing in front of their seats.  
Dawn comes in and stands in the gallery next to Vogel. She looks flustered.

reporter (o.s.)
(continuing)
The defense team definitely needs a small miracle in the final days of the trial -- after the incredible array of evidence and testimony from federal agents who have been investigating Trujillo’s subversive activities over the past eighteen  years. 
Trujillo stands with the defense team. Trujillo’s lawyer, MELVIN SEGAL, is speaking quietly to Trujillo, but Trujillo doesn’t seem to be listening.
reporter (O.S.)

Evidence brought forth to date includes a number of weapons and explosive caches uncovered in several locations throughout the country, recorded communications between Trujillo’s underground and known terrorist organizations hiding out in Canada, and not to mention a number written plans to blow up several undisclosed federal buildings and public landmarks.  

Trujillo turns to look behind him. He smiles.  Rachel, Preston and Deedee are standing in the gallery behind him.  They smile back at him, reassuringly.

REPORTER

(continuing)
Unfortunately for the prosecution, no one from Trujillo’s underground criminal organization has been identified. Nor have any of its members come forward on their own behalf or taken advantage of the Justice Department’s open-ended immunity deal, which offers immunity and federal pardons for anyone that provides material evidence to the prosecution.
People in the gallery watch as Judge Hanna Pierce, about 65, enters the courtroom.  She has a dour look on her face as she plods up to the bench. 
reporter (O.S.)

An added difficulty for the defense team has been Alexander Trujillo’s reluctance to cooperate or even speak with his own defense council!  An irony to say the least, in light of Trujillo’s numerous premeditated disruptions of commercial television broadcasts. In fact, the only statement made by Trujillo since his arrest has been, “Now, trust what you know.”  

Judge Pierce drops the gavel, and everyone takes their seat.

JUDGE PIERCE
(gruffly)
All right.  Lets do this.
int. courthouse - alcove Area – outside courtroom 
A series of photographs are hung in on the walls of the alcove area – they date from the 1850s to the present and illustrate the history of Seattle.  
The photos include a portrait of Chief Seattle, historic buildings, the Space Needle and the modern skyline of downtown Seattle.
Deedee is alone in the alcove looking at the photographs. She is sobbing.
Hallway

Several people are scurrying through the hallway.

George walks down the hallway toward the courtroom. A SECURITY GUARD is about to open the door for him when he looks into the adjacent alcove and sees Deedee.
ALCOVE

George walks up behind Deedee.  She sees his reflection in the glass display case she’s huddled in front of.
deedee

(shakes her head)
I don’t get it…

George places his hand on her shoulder.  She turns around quickly.
deedee

How could you do this to my family?
GEORGE

I had to do something. You were all in jail. 
deedee

My whole life, I don’t have a father.  Then, one day, I find out I do have a father.  At the same time, I find out he’s some fugitive madman scientist or something and that he’s probably going to jail for the rest of his life, or maybe even be executed for treason… 
george

Dee, I’m sorry.

deedee

Everything about my family, everything I thought about my   life, everything has been a lie!
George reaches out to Deedee.  

deedee
Don’t! 
(backs away)

We trusted you, George.  All       of us!
Deedee hurries out of the alcove and goes across the hallway toward the courtroom.  The Security Guard opens the door for her and she goes inside.
HALLWAY
George glumly walks toward the courtroom door.  He stops ten feet short of the door.  
The Security Guard, with his hand on the door, looks at George.  George stares back, but seems to be looking right through the closed doorway.
George turns and looks down the hallway and sees the EXIT SIGN.  Underneath the exit sign, George sees TWO MEN in suits talking.  One of the men has a POLICE BADGE clipped to his belt, and a GUN HOLSTER can be seen under his jacket.  
UNDER the EXIT SIGN

George approaches the two men.  We see that the man with the badge is Stanley Porter, Dawn’s rival from the detective squad.
GEORGE

(sheepishly)
Excuse me.  Could I talk to you for a minute?

Stanley nods at the other man, who leaves.
INT. COURTROOM

George comes into the courtroom, finds his seat a few rows behind Dawn and Vogel. 
Trujillo’s defense attorney, Melvin Segal, is sitting at the defense table.  He has just finished questioning George’s boss, Allen Monroe. Segal throws his pen down on the table, frustrated. 
judge Pierce
(to Rowe)
…Any cross, counsel?
ROWE
(smiling)
No, Your Honor.

JUDGE PIERCE

The witness may step down.

As Monroe steps down from the witness stand, a LEGAL ASSISTANT hurries up to the defense table and starts whispering something to Segal. Segal seems puzzled.
JUDGE PIERCE

(impatient)
That’s all of your scheduled witnesses, Mister Segal.  Are you ready to rest?

SEGAL
Uh, no, Your Honor… 
(nodding to the 

Assistant)

The defense would like to recall George Brimmer to the stand.

Rowe
Objection, Your Honor! The defense is obviously grasping for straws now.

segal
We have the right to reexamine some of the earlier testimony provided by this witness, Your Honor.
rowe
On what basis?
judge pierce
Mister Segal, where are you going with this?

Segal
Some of his prior testimony has come into question, Your Honor, in light of some new information. 

rowe
What information? 

ROWE (CONTINUING)

(to the Judge)

Judge Pierce! You can’t let him get away with this! He hasn’t provided any useful information yet!  It’s time to close!
judge Pierce
I don’t like people telling me what to do in my court, Mister Rowe!  You’ll have the option to cross-examine…

(to Segal)

Get him up here!

George stands and walks up the isle to the front of the courtroom.
judge pierce
This better have merit, Mister Segal, or the next time you’re in my courtroom you’ll be sweeping the floors!

George sits down on the witness stand. 

judge pierce
You’re still under oath, Mister Brimmer.  
George

Yes Ma’am.

Segal slowly approaches the witness stand, paces back and forth in front of George.

judge pierce
(impatient)

Proceed, counselor.

segal
Nice to see you again, Mister Brimmer.

george

I’d say the same, but the judge tells me I’m still under oath.

Mild LAUGHTER is heard from the gallery.  Judge Pierce quickly uses her gavel to bring quiet back to the courtroom.

SEGAL
Well, Mister Brimmer, it’s occurred to me over the course of this trial that you are one of the only people in the world who has had some form of personal contact with Mister Trujillo over the last several years.
George

I don’t know about that…

segal
Well, let me put it this way… you’re the only individual that this court has access to right now…  How about that? 
Segal looks at the Leopolds.
segal
He hasn’t even been in touch with his own daughter.

george

I suppose. But he wanted to hook up with his family again. That’s how I came into the picture.
segal
Fine… But since you seem to have  the most first-hand experience with Mister Trujillo, I’d like to ask you a couple questions about that… 
(beat)

Do you believe Mister Trujillo is really a terrorist?

rowe
Objection! He’s asking for an opinion! 

segal
Let me phrase it better…  Mister Brimmer, on the occasions when you were with Mister Trujillo, did you ever see him with weapons of any kind?

GEORGE

No.

ROWE

(stands up)
Objection, Your Honor!  We’re simply rehashing the witness’s previous testimony.  We’re not going to get anything more out of him!
segal
With respect, Your Honor, this is going somewhere important.

judge pierce

You’d better get the point, Mister Segal.  
SEGAL
(to George)
I repeat… Did he ever mention anything to you about weapons or bombs or engaging in any form of violence?

george

No.

segal
Never?… 

george

Wait…

segal
(surprised)

Yes?
george
He did say once, that his only weapons were ideas.

segal
(relieved)
Really.  Hence, the television and radio broadcasts? I’ll remind you that the court is not considering those issues in this trial.
george

That’s right.  I didn’t get it at first.  I thought he was just a nut-basket.
There is LAUGHTER in the gallery.

GEORGE
But now I know he’s just been trying to say something.  He’s been trying to get his ideas out to the whole world. His message.
segal

Yes? And what message is that?
george
I think he’s just been trying to tell us that we need to turn the lights back on.

We hear MILD LAUGHTER again from the gallery.
segal

I’m sorry?
george

He’s been saying that we need to turn on the lights.  Really, he’s been telling us all about how the lights work and why we need them on. But you know what?  I think he’s missed the boat there…

(to Trujillo)

Sorry, Professor.

Trujillo raises his hand, shakes his head to indicate “no problem.”
george

(continuing to Segal)
You don’t need to understand what happens to make the lights go on.  You don’t need to understand where electricity comes from, how it gets to your house, or how a light bulb works.  All you need to do is flip the switch and you have light!

segal
I’m afraid you’re starting to sound a lot like Mister Trujillo now.

Muffled Chuckles in the courtroom again.  Trujillo seems tickled too.
george
What I mean is, what Alex Trujillo has been talking about all along is simple…
segal

Yes?

george

It’s faith.

Segal looks puzzled.  Hesitates.

Trujillo is beaming.

george

Faith…  If we’re going to make it…  if humanity is going to make it, we need to have faith. Otherwise we’re going the way of the dinosaurs.
segal

Faith, you mean, like in God?

george

Something like that. In God, in the world, in each other. 
SEGAL

I’m afraid you’re losing me now.

George
It’s like somewhere, a while back, we all decided to shut the lights off.  I don’t know how it happened exactly, but look around you. Look at the world today. Look at all of us. You know it’s true.  It’s like we shut out the lights, and we forgot how to turn them back on. 
george

(continuing)
He’s been saying that we’ve forgotten the simple idea that to survive, we’ve got to have faith in each other.  And now, it’s like we’ve run out of fuel.  And if we don’t get it back, we’re never going to make it… We’re never going to get anywhere.  That’s what Trujillo has been saying this whole time. 
segal
That seems like a simple explanation for all of this apparent trouble Mister Trujillo has been accused of causing.

George looks at the Leopolds, smiles.

george

Yea.  It is.  It is simple, and it’s been right here in front of us the whole time. But it means everything, it touches everyone, and it spreads out like the lights when you turn them on. We need each other.
Segal turns back and sits down.
segal
I see.  Not the philosophy that generally comes to mind when we envision a terrorist.  Thank you, George.

JUDGE PIERCE

Your witness, Mister Rowe.
Rowe gets up and stands in front of the witness stand.

As Rowe questions George, Segal and his assistant continue to confer together at the defense table.  At times they seem to be in a heated argument, shouting in whispers.

rowe

(smirking)
I think the whole world owes you a big “thank you,” Mister Brimmer. By yourself, you apprehended Mister Trujillo, a dangerous criminal who successfully evaded the authorities for nearly two decades. Kudos!  
george

You arrested the wrong people.

rowe

Who? The Leopolds?  Did we?
rowe

(continuing)
Oh that’s right… You are very fond of the Leopolds. You’re friends, correct?  

george

Well, I’m not sure about that anymore.  But they’re good people.

rowe
Is there something about this relationship between you and the Leopolds that we’re missing, Mister Brimmer?

george

I don’t know.
rowe

Were you aware that the Leopolds – all of them - are Canadian citizens?
GASPS and MURMERS are heard from the gallery.
segal
Objection!  Relevance?!

judge

I’ll allow it. Answer the question.

rowe

Did you know the Leopolds were Canadian?

george

Well, no… 
Rowe
You didn’t know that? They were your friends, and they didn’t tell you?

george

No.

rowe

Really?  Why do you think they were hiding it from you? There’s a lot of tension these days, between Canadians and Americans. Some people don’t trust Canadians.  There are supposedly dozens of illegal terrorist organizations hiding out in Canada these days.  You read the papers.  It’s a big problem! Our countries are constantly arguing over it.
GEORGE

But that’s sort of what I’ve… what Mister Trujillo has been saying. I mean, my God… We’re nearly in a cold war. And with who?  The Canadians?  I mean, come on! How did all this happen?  They’ve always been our friends. They’ve always been just like a part of us.  Hell, they ARE us!  

Rowe
But, George, we’re talking about faith, right? Trust! The Leopolds didn’t trust you… They didn’t trust you enough to tell you they were Canadians.  They didn’t trust you enough to tell you they had connections to Trujillo.  Surely, you can see that now?

george

They’re not terrorists. I know.
rowe

How do you know?  How do you know the Leopolds aren’t involved with known terror groups hiding out in Canada? How do we know they’re not involved in smuggling weapons of mass destruction into this country with Mister Trujillo over there?  How do you really know?
George looks carefully at each one of the Leopolds.
george
(to Rowe)
I know.
rowe
But everything points to that as a possibility.  How can you be sure?

george

I just know.

rowe

This is a court of law, Mister Brimmer.  We rely on evidence here!  Facts! The fact of the matter is that you don’t know!  You just think you know! And FAITH, doesn’t carry any weight here.
rowe

(to judge)

As I’ve been saying, this witness has nothing to offer, Your Honor.

Rowe sits down.

judge pierce

Are we done now, Mister Segal?

Segal stands.
Segal
I’d like to redirect, Your Honor.

rowe

I can’t believe this.

judge pierce

(admonishing)

Mister Rowe!  Enough!

(to Segal)

Mister Segal.  Stick to the topics of cross-examination… And be concise. 
Segal approaches the witness stand.
segal
Mister Brimmer, you mentioned that you know the Leopolds don’t have any connections to terrorist groups.  The prosecutor’s point was that you don’t really know this. You just believe it.
GEORGE
Some things you just know.
segal

I’m not going to argue that with you, George. But my colleague, Mister Rowe, was merely pointing out that a court of law requires evidence.  What you are referring to is something quite different… What you say you know has to be interpreted in this courtroom as something else you mentioned. Faith… You have faith in the Leopolds.  You believe in them.

george

Yes. They’re not terrorists, or spies or anything like that.

segal

Fine.  But it’s not blind faith is it?
george

I know them.  And I know who they are. 
segal

You also said you don’t believe that Mister Trujillo here was involved in any terrorist plots, with smuggled weapons, or that he is guilty of any the charges being examined in this court.  Right?
george

That’s right.

segal

Isn’t that the same thing? You have faith, or you believe, that Mister Trujillo isn’t a terrorist. So therefore, he isn’t a terrorist? You can see why that’s is causing us all difficulties here. 
george

No… That’s not quite the same thing.
segal

Well, what then?

George looks over at Vogel, then Dawn. They are both fidgeting in their seats.
He looks over at the Leopolds.  Rachel flicks a tear from her eye.

segal

(continuing)
You haven’t known him as long as  the Leopolds.  So how do you know?  How do you really know Mister Trujillo is innocent?

george
Because of a lie.

The collective GASP is heard from the gallery.  And then,  a low MURMER. Judge Pierce calls for order.  
  segal

What do you mean, George, 
”because of a lie?”
george
(beat, George points to Vogel)
Special Agent Vogel.  He told me to lie. 
Vogel jumps up.

vogel

Shut up! Keep your mouth shut you crazy fool!

judge pierce

No more or I’ll clear the courtroom.  No more, do you hear?!

(to Segal)

Continue, Mister Segal.  You’ve got my attention!
The Bailiff approaches Vogel.  With Dawn’s help, he’s able to make Vogel sit down.

George points to Vogel and Dawn.
george

They told me to lie, to say I saw him with weapons, that he had plans to blow things up and kill people. But it never happened.  Now, why would they want me to lie? To me it’s pretty obvious - because they didn’t have any real evidence, because they know he didn’t do any of it. Because of that lie, I know he’s innocent.

vogel
(jumps up again)
You son of a bitch! 

Several security officers approach Vogel and Dawn.  But they seem unsure of what to do, other than try to calm Vogel down.  He’s shouting and screaming like a mad-man.
SEGAL

Your Honor, in light of this testimony, I move for a mistrial!

People start shouting throughout the courtroom. Rowe is leaning over the prosecution table, rubbing his forehead.
The courtroom is in chaos, people are cheering, hugging. Judge Pierce is pounding her gavel on the bench trying to regain order in the courtroom, but with no success. 

judge pierce

Order!  Order! That’s it! Quiet down!  Everybody! I declare a mistrial.  This is ridiculous! I want to see counsel in my chambers! Now you two stop pushing each other. 
This is a mistrial. Did you hear me?!...
courthouse hallway

A courtroom SPECTATOR rushes out into the hallway shouting.
spectator

It’s all a sham! They set Trujillo up!  The cops set him up! It’s a mistrial!
He continues outside to the courthouse steps.

ext. courthouse steps

The spectator shouts the news to the crowd. “MISTRIAL!”
The news of the mistrial spreads through the crowd like a wave.  The television reporters start broadcasting the story immediately.

REPORTER 

… And as you can see, I haven’t seen an event bring so many different people together, from all nationalities, all races, all religions, from all walks of life…
CHEERS and SHOUTS erupt from the crowd!  Everyone – even Canadians and Americans! – are celebrating together.
int. courtroom
The courthouse is in pandemonium. Judge Pierce is still trying to get everyone’s attention. 

The Leopolds rush up to hug Trujillo.  Small fights have broken out in several places. The security guards can’t keep things under control.

George smiles at Deedee, then Trujillo.  George shrugs his shoulders, then gets down from the witness stand. He starts making his way for Trujillo and the Leopolds.
Vogel and Dawn

Are still fighting off the security guards and the bailiff. Vogel looks shattered.
In a flash, Vogel grabs a gun from one of the security guards. SCREAMS and SHRIEKS are heard! Several people hit the floor.  Others scatter.
Vogel points the gun at Trujillo.

GEORGE
sees Vogel with the gun.  Instantly, he dives toward Trujillo.

COURTROOM

A SHOT RINGS OUT from Vogel’s gun as George dives between Vogel and Trujillo.

Immediately after the shot, Dawn hits the gun away from Vogel. A half-dozen people, including Dawn, dive on top of Vogel and have him subdued on the floor.  

George falls to the ground, a bullet hole in his chest.

GEORGE
is lying on his back looking up at the ceiling.  He’s gasping for air, barely conscious.

Deedee drops at George’s side, screaming.  She leans over him.

deedee

George!  No!
deedee’s FAce - George’s POV

We see Deedee’s grieving, crying face as she looks down on George. Noise of the courtroom are filtered, and strangely turning to a HISSING sound.
Deedee’s face seems to fade, get blurry, DISSOLVES into the image of a cloud-filled sky. 
The HISSING sound gets louder, turns into a loud BUZZ, like the sound of an airplane.

EXT. CLOUDY SKY – on flying biplane
We see George’s biplane zooming through the clouds.  It breaks through a cloudbank then is surrounded on all sides by clear blue sky.

ext. grassy meadow

Rachel, Preston and Trujillo are standing up in the beautiful grassy meadow, dotted with wild flowers.  They are looking up at the biplane as it circles overhead.  

It looks like they’ve just finished having a picnic.  They are smiling, waving as the plane circles above them.
FRONT COCKPIT

Deedee is at the controls. She is looking down at the ground below, waving down below to Rachel, Preston and her father. 
She seems ecstatic, awestruck by the wonderful sky.  She turns around to look behind her.  

REAR COCKPIT

George has a peaceful look on his face, enamored by the beautiful blue sky, being with his friends.  He notices Deedee looking at him.  

George looks at Deedee.  He smiles warmly and gives her the thumbs up.

GEORGE’S FACE

Smiling, completely content.

INT. COURThouse HALLWAY

Several police officers are hauling away Vogel in handcuffs.  

Dawn follows.  She is also being escorted away in handcuffs. She’s crying and struggling violently as two officers hold her firmly.  She’s not trying to escape. She’s trying to get at Vogel and tear him apart.
INT. COURTROOM

Deedee is still leaning over George, sobbing. Trujillo, Rachel and Preston are also huddled together over George. 

George’s face still seems to be looking up at Deedee, a faint smile still on it.

From above, we see an EMERGENCY MEDICAL TEAM rushing into the courtroom.  The crowd backs away to let them through to George.
FADE OUT:

THE END













