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OPEN ON:
INT. COCKPIT OF CARGO PLANE - DARK, OVERCAST DAY
SFX: Plane, loud.

A young pilot sits at the controls of a light cargo plane
studying a map of the immediate area. He seems relaxed and
confident, lighting up a cigarette as he looks down at the
ocean below. He then makes radio contact, purposely
trying to sound urgent.

: PILOT
Mayday, mayday, this is Conan
12421. 1I'm experiencing engine
problems.

A message comes back to him.

TOWER (V.0.)
Conan 12421, this is Boston Tower.
What is your position?

PILOT
Boston, C12421, I'm two miles east
of Grogan Island. Visibility is
approximately five miles, altitude
12,500 feet, and I'm falling.

The pilot sets the plane on automatic control, and casually
gets up from the cockpit seat and enters the cargo hold
behind him.

INT. CARGO HOLD

He takes a small, important-locking canvas bag out of a
cargo container and secures it in his leather jacket.

INT. COCKPIT

Returning to the cockpit, he continues to call in his
distress message, making it sound as though his radio
is misfunctioning.
PILOT
Bos...is...altitu...ing one mile...
ap...Grogan Island and...ing.

He puts on a rubber vest as he begins to circle the area.

He smiles, obviously finding the precise location he's
loocking for.

EXT. OCEAN - DARK OVERCAST DAY

TWO PORTUGESE FISHERMEN, obviously brothers, scan the
horizon from the deck of their anchored fishing boat.



®

INT. COCKPIT

The pilot takes the rubber raft from behind his seat,

sets the plane in a decline, opens the cockpit door and
jumps out of the plane.

EXT. ATLANTIC OCEAN - DARK, OVERCAST DAY

Cargo plane is coming down from the sky at a gentle angle,

looking more like it's going to land than crash. It smoothly

cuts straight into the sea.

EXT. OCEAN - DARK, OVERCAST DAY

The pilot is afloat in the rubber raft. He looks calm
as a fishing boat comes towards him. Two Portugese
Fishermen, obviously brothers, wave to him as they
approach, but few words are spoken as the fishermen
lower a canvas bag on a rope to the pilot. He takes
the steel box out of his jacket and puts it inside

the bag. They pull it up and quickly depart. The
pilot takes out a comb and runs it through his hair,
then leans back, casually waiting to be rescued.

SMASH CUT:

EXT. NORTHERN CALIFORNIA - BRIGHT SUNNY DAY
MUSIC: Santana's '"American Gypsy"
(Opening titles run over the sequence.)

AERTAL SHOT starting at Point Reyes moving along the
powerful, rocky coastline, then heading east over the
lush hills of Marin County to Highway 101. We follow
101 north, descending slowly as we see two motorcycles
and four police cars coming towards us. As we descend
further, we see the approaching police caravan take the
exit on their right and circle around on an access ramp,
putting them on Highway 12 eastbound to Sonoma.

CUT TO:

GROUND LEVEL SHOT of the police cars on Highway 12
which is bordered by grape vines on both sides. They
pass a sign on the highway that reads "Sonoma County."
They pass large and small vineyards, as well as the
chateau-like headquarters of operations like Kenwood,
St. Francis and Chateau St. Jean.

(CONTINUED)



CONTINUED:

We FOLLOW the police cars as they turn off onto a bumpy
dirt road, passing a homemade sign that says "GLORIOSO
VINEYARDS, EST. 1681," until they eventually pull up
in front of a large, deteriorating ranch-style house.

EXT. GLORIOSO HOUSE - DAY

Barking dogs come running as the police cars park in
front of the house.- MR. GLORIOSO, sixtyish, comes
out of the front door. Four policemen go up the walk,
the rest remain in their cars. Sitting in the back
seat of one of the cars is JOHNNY GLORIOSO, thirty,
wearing crumpled clothes, a four days' growth of
facial hair, and handcuffs. He squints as the cops
help him out of the car.

COP {1
We finally found him, Mr. Glorioso.

COP #2
He was way the hell up in Santa
Rosa. We found him sleeping in
the men's room of a Shell station.

MR. GLORIOSO
(to Johnny)
What the hell's the matter with
you? Where you been for four
days?

Johnny doesn't answer, he just shrugs his shoulders.

COP {1
We don't know where his car is.

MR. GLORIOSO
Where's your car? What the hell
did you do with your car?

JOHNNY
I don't know, Pop. Maybe somebody
stole it.

COP 43

If I take these handcuffs off,
you gonna behave yourself?

(CONTINUED)











































































































































































