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FADE IN:

BLACK.

TITLE CARD:

Millennia ago the galaxy was ravaged by war and famine.  In order to maintain the peace a galactic army was formed to protect every sector of the known space.  Since it's creation, the Green Lantern Corps has stood as a force against all evil.  

Yet, war rages on...

EXT. SPACE - UNKNOWN

A vast sea of stars twinkle in a backdrop of dripping black. 

SLIDING INTO VIEW is EARTH.  The great blue sphere hangs silently in the void.  Peaceful.  Beautiful.  Breathtaking.

A bright light passes us and BLAZES(or FALLS) towards Earth.  Its shape slowly becomes apparent as it gains speed.  It's surface is smooth and circular.  

This is a SPACE CRAFT.

INT. SPACE CRAFT

An alarm rings in warning.

Red light PULSATES over the controls of this tiny, one man craft.  A RED HAND slowly moves over the controls.

ABIN SUR, a red humanoid with defined features, sits hidden in the shadows.  He breaths slowly and tends to his arm.  Or at least the place where his arm was.  Burn wounds cover the charred remains of the severed limb.

Abin Sur blinks his eyes slowly, sighs.  He's dieing.

Pulling his good hand up, he looks at the POWER RING on his finger.  It glows an EMERALD GREEN.

ABIN SUR

Search the Earth for my successor.  

The green from the ring begins to GROW, soon consuming the entire craft.

Images begin to form in the consuming green.  The faces of people, every race and color, flow past.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

Look for a life without fear who can purge all evil from the galaxy.

Abin Sur uses his last strength to smile.  His body goes limp, his eyes roll into the back of his bald head.  

ABIN SUR IS DEAD.

The space craft begins to tremble.

EXT. SPACE - UNKNOWN

The craft's hull catches fire as it enters Earth's scorching atmosphere.  It soon disappears from sight.

FADE TO:

EXT. CITY - EVENING

Darkness from rain threatening clouds swallow a hazel sky.  

Lightening SPARKS the atmosphere with white light, illuminating the steep peaks of INDUSTRIAL PLANTS as they blow thick smog into the air.  

Thunder RATTLES the very foundations of sky piercing SKYSCRAPERS, the fury of Mother Nature reflected in their mirrored exteriors. 

Darkness consumes the landscape in mere seconds as the clouds above twist and mass in the heavens.

Then, over the BOOM of thunder, a high pitched WHISTLE screams.  Growing.  Rippling the air as an...

EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET 

rips through the clouds at nearly the speed of sound.  Light from the newly found sun dances on its metal surface.

The jet pulls up, climbs higher and higher into the thin atmosphere.  It BARREL ROWS, spins in a 360 degree motion.  Then dips in a nose dive back towards Earth below.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

MARTIN JORDAN(40's) braces hard.  His face contorting from the G-Forces.

He pulls back on the controls, levels the jet.

Even under the protection of his helmet we see him smirk.  He is enjoying this.

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE - EVENING

The mechanical crew is cramped under a makeshift tent, desperately in a fight against the impending rain. 

Papers on a clipboard flap violently in the wind.  The hand of a MECHANIC reaches up to steady them.  He quickly jots down numerical readings as they're feed to him, via a computer.

The mechanic looks down at the numbers in disbelief.  

MECHANIC

(soft)

Unbelievable.

He steadies his headset as he looks over someone's shoulder at the radar.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Martin stares straight ahead.  Through the window there is nothing but thick clouds as far as the eye can see.

He looks to his side, relies on his own radar to guide him.

MECHANIC (FILTER)

These readouts are amazing.  Bring her around for one more pass and were good as gold.

MARTIN

Ten-four.

Martin twists the yoke.  The jet dips downward.

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE

ANGLE ON the soaked face of HAL JORDAN(6).  Rain POUNDS on his head.  His hair matted to his forehead.

He watches eagerly at the commotion in front of him.

With a ROAR, the leer jet burst from the sky into view.  Hovers only a few hundred feet off the ground.  Milliseconds later it pushes back up into the clouds, out of view.

Hal watches in awe, smiles a toothy grin.  He pushes into the sky a TOY PLANE, clutched in his small fingers.  He imitates the roar of his own plane with his mouth.

He strains his neck up towards the sky in an attempt to get a better view.  Not helping, he starts to walk forward.  Gingerly moving as to not inflame his hurt arm which rests in a SLING.

A GREEN MASS bumps him from behind.  Hal WRENCHES in pain, his scream covered by a sudden crack of thunder.  His legs give way and he falls into the mud below.

Hal wipes the mud from his eyes and looks up at the green mass, now forming into that of a uniformed man.

A MILITARY GENERAL 

slides under the tent.  The mechanic walks over.

MILITARY GENERAL

How are we looking?

The mechanic hands him the clipboard.

MECHANIC

I think your going to be very pleased with the results.  There's never been anything like this.

The Military General flips through the pages, studies them.

MILITARY GENERAL

Good to know that all our funding hasn't gone to waste.

MECHANIC

Sir, with the strides were making, the Air Force will be using these as scrape metal by the end of the decade.

MILITARY GENERAL

Let's just worry about getting this fighter backed by the government before planning out the future.

Outside, Hal picks himself up and tries his best to wipe the mud from his cloths.

Tears stream down his face leaving clean streaks down each cheek.

CUT TO:

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE - MOMENTS LATER

Workers wave their GLOWING BATONS in the air, signals the leer jet into its protective hangar.

The throng of mechanical personnel and the Military General -- mud caked Hal following in the rear -- run in pursuit.

The rain is relentless.  It pounds on the hangar like a thousand fists.

INT. HANGAR

The cockpit rises and Martin steps out onto the roll-away stairs.  A crowd awaits him at the bottom.

Hal slips into the doorway, finally out of the wet elements.  He watches Martin intently.

The Military General clasps a hand on Martin's shoulder.

MILITARY GENERAL

How was she?

MARTIN

Flew like a dream.  The government would be dumb not to put this into production.

MILITARY GENERAL

I certainly hope so.  It's going to be like pulling teeth to get the reps to fold on the high price tag.

MARTIN

I'm sure when they see the power and precision this fighter jet is packing, they'll have them on the front lines by the end of the year.

Martin glances up, catches Hal's eye.  Martin's demeanor immediately changes.

Hal takes a step back, lowers his head.

Martin finally looks away, returns to his charming state.

MARTIN (cont'd)

(to everybody)

Great work today guys.  Take the night off.  You deserve it.

The crowd, now in good spirits, begin to leave.  Martin pulls the Military General away towards a more private corner.

As they go, some people look down at Hal.  Mud drips off him, a brown pile now forming at his feet.  But the entire time he keeps his eyes on Martin.

Martin and the Military General stop.  Hal slowly inches toward them.

MILITARY GENERAL

Martin, you've been working yourself to death here and its starting to take its toll.  I understand your commitment but-

MARTIN

This is all I have.  It's all I've got left.

It's now evident that Martin isn't the happy-go-lucky person he makes himself out to be.

MILITARY GENERAL

I know you haven't had the easiest life these past couple months but the endless nights working aren't the answer.

MARTIN

Believe it or not, it is the answer.  You don't know what it's like for me up in the clouds.  No pain.  Complete Freedom.

MILITARY GENERAL

What about your friends?

MARTIN

I don't have friends anymore.  Just acquaintances.  People just feel I have to much emotional baggage hanging off me.

MILITARY GENERAL

And your kids?

MARTIN

Used to be my kids.  Now I'm reduced to weekend visitations.

(under breath)

Stupid b****.

MILITARY GENERAL

Listen.  Take some time off.  Do some soul searching and get you head on straight.

Martin shakes his head.

MARTIN

You know I can't do that.

Both men are startled by the sound of FOOTSTEPS.  They look over to see Hal standing a few feet away.

Martin glares at him, hard.

MILITARY GENERAL

Who is this?

Hal doesn't answer.  Martin CLENCHES his jaw muscles.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

What is your name?

A beat.  Hal forces embarrassed eyes from the ground.

HAL

(faint)

Hal Jordan.

MILITARY GENERAL

(to Martin)

This is your son?

Hal takes a step back.  The Military General puts a hand on Hal's shoulder.  Stops him.

Hal stares down, terrified at the hand.  Frozen with fear.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

It's okay.  You can stay.

(to Martin)

Why didn't you say that it was visitation this weekend?  We could have done all this another time.

MARTIN

We had to prepare for the demonstration.  The prototype must be perfect.

MILITARY GENERAL

Martin, your the best test pilot we have.  An extra flight during a thunderstorm isn't going to make it anymore ready.

Martin steps back, defeated.  The general smiles down at Hal.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

What do we have here?

He kneels on one knee and motions at the toy plane in Hal's hands.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

You know they flew these in World War two?  Without these we might not have won the war.

Hal smiles, proud of his plane.  Martin watches from the back.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

Do you like planes?

Hal nods, "yes".

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

Your father was just telling me about how much he loves to fly.  Wouldn't it be something to fly like you father?

Martin steps in front of his son.

MARTIN

(interjecting)

You don't have to do this.

MILITARY GENERAL

I'm just explaining some of our nation's heritage.

MARTIN

No, your trying to put bombastic ideas in his head.  I think it's a little earlier to be recruiting him.

MILITARY GENERAL

He could be one heck of a pilot.  Flying is in his blood.

MARTIN

He isn't some high school student with twisted ideas about war and fighting in his head.  He's a kid.

MILITARY GENERAL

But haven't you been instilling in him some values?  Or have you chalked that responsibility off to childhood as well?  It's your goal as a father to show him what the world has to offer.

MARTIN 

You don't know what kind of father I am.  Just because I do what I do doesn't mean Hal has to follow in my footsteps.  Some people are not the type that fight willingly in wars.

The Military General nods, letting this new revelation sink in.  He looks down at the embarrassed Hal.

MILITARY GENERAL 

(motioning)

Look at the boy.  Can't even stare a man in the eye.

Hal backs into a corner.  Nearly in tears.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

And he's covered in mud.  Since when have you taught your child to play in the mud?

MARTIN

It was raining.  He probably fell.

MILITARY GENERAL

You know what else is covered in mud?  Swine.

Martin GLARES, rage building in his eyes.

MILITARY GENERAL (cont'd)

If you don't make him into something more than...this, he will grow up like the rest of this country: Weak, ignorant snobs.

Hal BURST into deep SOBS.  Martin turns to him.

MARTIN

Shut up.

(Hal sobs)

Hal, shut up!

(Hal sobs)

I SAID SHUT UP!

Hal puts his hands over his mouth.  Muffles the cries.

Martin spins, leans into the Military General's face.  His index finger pokes his chest.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Don't come off trying to put the way he acts on me.  He lives with his mother after all.

MILITARY GENERAL

Then be a role model for him.  Teach him how to be tough.  Be a man.

Martin walks over, pulls Hal to his feet.  

MARTIN

I'm not a role model.

Martin grabs Hal by the back of his shirt and pushes him toward an exit. 

MILITARY GENERAL

But you are a father.  And to a kid, they are the same thing.

The Military General watches in vain as Martin and Hal disappear through the exit.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. MARTIN'S TRUCK

Martin drives blindly through the country terrain. Rain pounds heavily on his windshield.

Hal sits quietly, stares at the toy plane in his lap.

Martin looks over.

MARTIN

Don't listen to anything he told you.  He doesn't understand.

A beat.  Hal looks up.

HAL

Why?

MARTIN

It's his job to fill people's heads with lies.  To make fighting wars sound like going to the amusement park.

HAL

He said they have planes like mine.  That it was fun-

MARTIN

It's not all about fun.  Do you think it's fun to get killed and shot at?

Hal shuts his mouth.  Silence.

MARTIN (cont'd)

I didn't think so.

By the look on his face Hal's mind is churning with something.  A beat.

HAL

Do you have fun?

Martin glances down.  With each question he is losing that much more patience.

MARTIN

It's a job, Hal.  I fly to provide a life for the family.  To put food on the table and a roof over our heads.

HAL

(whispering)

You mean for yourself.

But Martin heard it.  He shoots Hal a cold stare, eyes burning.

MARTIN

What did you just say?

HAL

Nothing...

MARTIN

No, what did you say?

He points a finger at Hal's hurt arm.  The once white sling is now wet and muddy.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Do you want another one like it or are you going to answer me?

HAL

(avoids eye contact)

I said, you mean to provide a better life for yourself.

Martin grips the steering wheel, hard.  Turns and BACKHANDS Hal across the face.

Hal RECOILS, dumbfounded.

MARTIN

Don't you ever make any more smart remarks towards me.  

Tears well up in Hal's eyes.  He quickly tries to wipe them away before his father can see.

MARTIN (cont'd)

You think I don't provide for you?  Why don't you ask your mother about the six hundred in child support she's got me forking out every month?

But Hal can't stop the tears.  Martin sees him.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Your mother teach you that?  She taught you to cry like a little baby.

Martin reaches over, caresses Hal's check.

MARTIN (cont'd)

(imitating mother)

Oh my poor baby.  That's right just cry your freaking eyes out.

Hal SMACKS his hand away.

HAL

Don't touch me!

Martin SNATCHES Hal's air plane from his arms, rolls down his window, and THROWS it in front of the truck.

EXT. MARTIN'S TRUCK - CONTINUOUS

The toy plane skids along the pavement before being crushed under the weight of a GoodYear tire.  Now laying in hundreds of unrecognizable pieces.

Hal's screams fade as the truck drives down the road.

CUT TO:

INT. MARTIN'S APARTMENT

A vast show of hanging plaques and awards.  Small but well decorated and tidy.  The house of a man who rarely comes home.

Two boys(3,8) -- Hal's brothers -- lay on the couch watching a cartoon.

The door RATTLES open with the sound of MUFFLED SHOUTS.  

The ELDEST BOY jumps to his feet and flips the television off.  The SMALL TODDLER hides behind his brother.

Martin shoves Hal into the room.  A hand grasped on Hal's small neck.  He isn't going anywhere.

ELDEST BOY

What's wrong?

The small toddler sees Hal crying.  He starts to cry as well.

MARTIN

This doesn't concern you.

ELDEST BOY

What's wrong with Hal?

MARTIN

Go to your room.  Now.

The eldest boy grabs his brother and carries him to another room.  He looks apologetically at Hal before closing the door shut.

Hal tries to jerk away but Martin SQUEEZES Hal's hurt arm.  He falls to the ground in agonizing pain.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Maybe the general was right.  You do need to learn some respect.

He KICKS Hal in the side.  Hal moans loudly.

MARTIN (cont'd)

You need to learn how to take pain.  A real man doesn't give in to the pain.  Doesn't let it show.

He SMACKS Hal. 

IN THE BEDROOM

The eldest boy puts his hands over his brother's ears.    

SMALL TODDLER

Help him!

The eldest boy reaches for the phone.  But it RINGS.

IN THE LIVING ROOM

Martin hears the ringing, looks up.

MARTIN

I'm not done with you yet.

Hal does his best to crawl away.  Slowly he catches his breath.

Martin JERKS the receiver off the wall.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Yes?

MILITARY GENERAL (FILTER)

I just got a phone call from upstairs.  They saw the readings from today and were very impressed.

MARTIN

(fake enthusiasm)

That's great.  

MILITARY GENERAL (FILTER)

I asked about the possible dates of the demonstration in hopes of an agreement on something as soon as next week.

There is a long pause.  A look of concern washes over Martin's dark features.

MARTIN

And?

MILITARY GENERAL

They want to do it tomorrow.

MARTIN 

That's impossible.  We still have fuel efficiency testing to do.

MILITARY GENERAL (FILTER)

I fought for an extension but it's out of my hands.  They're giving us one shot.  We can't postpone this.

MARTIN

I can make some calls and we can-

MILITARY GENERAL (FILTER)

Martin, it is ready.  Or at least it better be.  I'll see you at oh-six-hundred tomorrow morning.

MARTIN

(desperate)

There has to be a way to get through to them.  You can help me.  Please.

MILITARY GENERAL (FILTER)

This discussion is over.  That's an order.

The line clicks and goes dead.  Martin slams down the receiver.

In a fit of rage, he turns and FLIPS the kitchen table over.  It CRASHES onto cabinets.  Wood splinters over a linoleum floor.

Frustration swells as he edges toward Hal.  Hal backs into the corner until he is trapped.

Hal closes his eyes as Martin's shadow falls over him.  

HAL

Why are you doing this?

MARTIN

I've spent the last six months watching your mother spoil you and tell you how evil she thinks I am.  Well, you are my son and as your father it is my duty to shape you into the man you can become.

Martin grabs Hal's face, JERKS it close.  Hal's eyes are drowned with fear.

HAL

Mom loves us.

MARTIN

Mom has this idea that you can be something much better than what I have, but you can't.  Want to know why?

Hal's eyes glaze over.  A tempered Martin reflected in his black pupils.

MARTIN (cont'd)

Because your just like me.  Always have been and always will.  

Martin drops Hal back to the floor.

Hal covers his ears with his hands and starts to make mimic engine noises, escaping this real life nightmare.

The sound of a real jet engine ROARS to life...

FADE TO:

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE - MORNING

...as the leer jet idles on fog covered asphalt.  Fresh rain water still drips off its metallic surface from the downpour the night before.

Several mechanics stand under the plane, examining something.

Martin approaches carrying his JUMP-SUIT and HELMET under his arms.

MARTIN

What's going on?

MECHANIC

I noticed a slight drop in air pressure during you test flight yesterday.

MARTIN

Why wasn't I told about this?

MECHANIC

It was nothing major.  Hardly worth worrying about.

MARTIN

But worth enough to run these tests?

The mechanic nods at the others to continue their work, leads Martin a few feet away.

MECHANIC

Look, we could be looking at a minor construction flaw.  If we don't find it now then we could be burning millions of dollars.  

MARTIN

What are you suggesting we do?

MECHANIC

Right now, everybody keeps their respective mouths shut from the boss, everything goes smoothly today, and we fix the problem before handing over the blueprints.

MARTIN

This better be something insignificant.  I'm not in the mood for crash landings today.

Martin pulls his jump-suit up over his shoulders.  Zips it.

MECHANIC

It's barely out of the ordinary.  There's nothing to worry about.

MARTIN

Who's worrying?

Martin slides his helmet on.  

MARTIN (cont'd)

If that's all, let's get cracking.

He climbs up into the cockpit.  It slowly lowers over him.

INT. MILITARY BASE

The Military General stands amidst GOVERNMENT OFFICIALS in a large windowed room.  They watch intently as the leer jet begins to taxi up the runway.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Martin flips switches.  Checks gages at either side.

He punches a covered lever.  Pulls back on the throttle.

EXT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

With a burst of speed the leer jet JOLTS from the ground, its landing gear retracts.

It quickly SOARS up into the blue sky.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Martin turns hard to the left.  

The world spins outside the window.

MECHANIC (FILTER)

Let's pick up the speed.

EXT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

BELLOWS by with extreme force.  Cutting through the thin air with a deafening WHISTLE.

CLOSE-UP: FUSELAGE

As oxygen leaks out from under a loose bolt.  It slowly CRACKS the thick glass.

INT. MILITARY BASE

The government officials watch in awe as the jet shoots by outside the glass.

The Military General smiles.

EXT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

CLOSE-UP: FUSELAGE

It CRACKS again, spreading even more.  The speed now causing other bolts to SNAP off.

Air begins to SEEP out quickly causing...

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

...the jet to LURCH.  

Martin is thrashed around a bit.  He looks at the pressure gage.  The needle slowly drops.

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE

The workers scurry along frantically, constantly checking computer readings.

The mechanic sits behind his own computer console.  His eyes grow large with realization.

MECHANIC

Oh no...

The headset crackles to life.

MARTIN

(broken static)

What's going on?

Before he can answer the line goes dead.

MECHANIC

Jordan!  JORDAN!

(to workers)

We lost contact!  Code Red!

INT. MILITARY BASE

The alarm sounds.  The pulsating RED LIGHT washes over the room.

All Government Officials look around in confusion, the Military General's smile now gone.  He knows this alarm.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Martin has the wheel in a death lock, works desperately to level the craft.  But it SPINS out of control.

Through the window we see the jet break through the clouds. It hits turbulence.

Martin's head is SLAMMED into the window.  His body goes LIMP.  BLOOD trickles down his face.

No more hope for this jet as it races towards the ground in a NOSE DIVE.

EXT. RUNWAY, MILITARY BASE

Utter chaos.  The workers run around, shouting in a desperate attempt to prevent the disaster.

In the mist of it, the mechanic circles around to a console.

MECHANIC

Do we still have him on radar?

A RADAR WORKER points to a dot as it moves farther away.

RADAR WORKER

He's going down fast.  There's no way it can pull it up now.

INT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Martin's unconscious body is pinned back against the seat.  His hands float effortlessly above his head like an astronaut in space.

The sound could burst eardrums as the craft picks up speed, like that of a rocket ship.

EXT. EXPERIMENTAL LEER JET

Explosions RATTLE the rear of the jet.  RIPPING the tail from the rest of the body.

Flames lick the cockpit.

And as it hits the ground...

SMASH!  

CRUNCH!  

BOOM!

Metal collides with rock earth.   Glass and steel shatter, saturating the horizon in a cloud of dust and gasoline fumes.

A cool desert breeze moves the dust and leaves us with a glimpse of the destruction.  The charred remains of the jet, now black and unrecognizable, lay buried in a three foot crater that it's impact created.

And for a moment, time seems to stop.  All sound draining...

FADE TO:

INT. WAITING ROOM, HOSPITAL

Hal and his two brothers sit in silence.  

The Military General enters, a box in his arms.  He can't take their stares and looks away.

HAL

What's wrong?

ELDEST BOY

Where's my dad?

The Military General kneels before them.  A beat.

MILITARY GENERAL

There's been an accident.

He reaches into the box.  Pulls out the CRUSHED HELMET of their father.  The boys stare at it, speechless. 

Hal takes it in his arms.  Rubs his fingers over the deep scratches.  Turns it over where the back is literally SMASHED IN.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. FUNERAL HOME

Guests file by a closed casket, an AMERICAN FLAG draped over it.  Surrounded by bouquets of flowers.

Hal, with his two brothers, stand mesmerized by the scene.  They shake hands and give hugs like robots.  Its been a long day.

Hal constantly stares at the casket.  No emotion ever crossing his face.

A PRIEST -- nodding and saying his "thank you's" as people exit -- stands by the door.  He notices Hal.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - LATER

The priest moves into the room.  All empty, except for Hal standing at the foot of the casket.

The priest closes the door and approaches.

PRIEST

It is alright to be sad.

Hal looks up at the priest for a moment.  Turns back to the casket.

PRIEST (cont'd)

You have lost an important loved one.  I know your cared for your father very much.

HAL

He told me not to cry.  That it was wrong to show what you feel.

The priest, distraught, thinks.

PRIEST

I'm sure now would be an exception to that rule.  Even Christ wept when he was upon the earth.

Hal moves toward one of the bouquets.  In its center, surrounded by beautiful orchids and roses, is a framed portrait.

The priest steps closer to examine it: Martin -- in uniform --stands at ease beside his son.  A younger Hal mimics the stance of his father. 

PRIEST (cont'd)

You look just like your father.  One day you will grow to be just like him.

Hal stares at the portrait.  A beat.

HAL

Will I really be like my dad?

PRIEST

Not exactly but the legacy will live on in you.

HAL

Legacy?

PRIEST

His habits, the way he carried himself, essentially, the man he was.  That's something that he passed to you that someday you will pass to your kids.

Hal reaches up to the picture, pulls it from the bouquet.  

PRIEST (cont'd)

God has promised to love and protect us.  Your father will always live on inside of you.

HAL

For once, I hope God is wrong.

And for the first time, a tear rolls from a young GREEN EYE.

FADE TO:

An older GREEN EYE.

Pulling back, we are...

EXT. TRAINING FACILITY, AIR FORCE ACADEMY - DAY

Hal(27) stands at attention in a line of soldiers.  His brown uniform blends him into the surrounding crowd.

Across, CAPTAIN RICHARD DAVIS approaches.  He stops with a click of his heels.

The line of soldiers bring their hands to their foreheads in a unison salute.  Davis returns the favor.

DAVIS

Men.  May I be the first to congratulate you on the accomplishment of completing your aerial combat training.  I know that you will serve this country proud.

He paces down the line, looks each man in the eye.

DAVIS (cont'd)

Unfortunately, no amount of training can ever prepare you for the way an enemy will think.  We can only instill in you the basics and hope that your reflexes improve with it.  That's why today we are going to test those skills in one last mission.

Davis stops in front of Hal.  He watches him for a moment.  

DAVIS (cont'd)

In battle, it is humanly impossible to escape the speed of a bullet.  Many of you will dodge attacking rounds in a dog fight, meaning some will not come back from that fight.  Your final assignment today is simply to survive.  To avoid enemy detection and to arrive at a targeted area where you can be rescued.  Let me warn you that this will not be a walk in the park.  There are times when you will be subjected to confusion and fear, but work through it.  Reject it from you mind and stay focused on your mission.

Davis smiles.

DAVIS (cont'd)

Pack your bags quickly, men.  Dismissed.

He turns and walks away as the soldiers scurry off.

INT. EQUIPMENT TENT, AIR FORCE ACADEMY - DAY

Soldiers fold and stuff their parachutes into its pack. 

VINCE HARDEY, tall and athletic, turns to his two comrades.

HARDEY

You know what they really gave us this extra mission for, Chuck?

CHUCK

To keep us on our toes?

HARDEY

No.  To give me something else to brag about.

They laugh.

HARDEY (cont'd)

I can't wait to get my real wings.  This simulation s*** isn't cutting it.  I'm ready to get out their and bust some Nazi a**.

Beside Chuck, BO finishes packing his chute.  He thrusts it onto his shoulder.

BO

I don't get this survival mumbo jumbo their always talking about.  You know what you do if your plane goes down?  Pull out you AK-47 and take their feet out from under them.

He holds up an imagination MACHINE GUN and practices shooting rounds at everyone around the tent.

Meanwhile, Chuck and Hardey finish packing their chutes.  They watch the amusing Bo.

HARDEY

Your an idiot.  You know that?

Hardey chuckles as Bo stops his gun firing.  His aim right on Hal, who's on his knees neatly packing his chute.

CHUCK

Of course, some of us might not see action at all.

HARDEY

Hey Jordan.

Hal looks up.

HARDEY (cont'd)

You take any longer on that and the war will be over.

HAL

For once I wish you were right.  That would be a big relief.

HARDEY

What are you talking about?  That's where all the action is.

HAL

If you call massive killing action.

HARDEY

In the line of fire some people have to be knocked over.  That's the way life works.

HAL

I don't see how killing is a way of life.

Hardey smiles.

HARDEY

As long as I'm the one pulling the trigger and watching the bodies fall then it can be my life all day, everyday.

A whistle sounds from an INSTRUCTOR.  He is calling everyone to the plane.

Hal puts on his chute, fastens it.  

HAL

Let's just hope no one decides to make a way of life with you one day.

He brushes past Hardey.

BO

What's that guys deal?

Hardey shakes his head and walks off.  The other two quickly follow.

INT. AIRPLANE

The soldiers sit, ready to jump, on either side of the plane.  The instructor shouts to them over the noise of the blades.

INSTRUCTOR

We are approaching the drop zone.  After landing on the ground, proceed to the target area.  Remember, there are people positioned out there with the intent to capture you.  Use anything you can find for protection, and plan you movements.

The pilot leans back and gives a thumbs up to the instructor.

INSTRUCTOR (cont'd)

Line up.  Let's go.

Soldiers line up as the instructor cues them when to leap.  Hardey nears closer to the front of the line.

Hal stands at the back, adjusts his helmet.  He looks up, watches each person leap.

His eyes fall to Hardey's chute. 

CLOSE-UP: HARDEY'S CHUTE

The right latch is crudely fastened.  A piece of cloth is exposed.  This chute is not properly packed.

Hardey moves up another place in line.

HAL

Hardey!  Your chute!

But he can't hear him over the loud, blaring engine.  Hardey moves up another space.  He is next to jump.

Hal pushes through the line.  Soldiers yelling out curses as he passes.

HAL (cont'd)

Stop!  Don't jump!

Hardey steps to the door way, waiting for the instructor's countdown.  Hal pushes past as fast as he can, does his best to edge toward him.

The instructor gives Hardey the signal.  Hal reaches out, tries to grab his arm before he jumps.  

But he's late as Hardey DROPS from the plane, mere inches from Hal's grasp.

Hal SHOVES past the remaining few in his way.  The instructor stops him.

INSTRUCTOR

What are you doing?

HAL

His chute.  It's not going to open.

INSTRUCTOR

Yes it will.

HAL

I saw it.  He's not going to make it.

Hal steps to the edge.

INSTRUCTOR

Jordan stop.  You don't understand.

Hal disappears out the open doorway.

The other soldiers jump forward for a look.  The instructor hordes back the multitude.

INSTRUCTOR (cont'd)

Back up!  Back up!

EXT. SKY - DAY

Hardey drops through the clouds, smiles.  He pulls the rip cord.  The parachute flies out in a tangled mess.  Wraps around his leg, causes him to spin out of control.

He panics, tugs at the cord disparately.

Hal sees this and puts his arms tight against his body.  SHOOTS down at a blistering speed.

Hal lands on Hardey, grabs him in a bear hug.  Does his best to steady the now spinning duo.

He reaches up and pulls his own rip cord.  The parachute drops out, catches wind for a moment.  And then, tangles with Hardey's shoot.  They jerk hard, still spinning.

Hardey starts to slip from Hal's grasp.  He falls but is caught, hanging, by the twisted cord around his ankle.  DANGLES upside down five feet below Hal.

Hal claws at his side in a harsh attempt to find the back-up chute.  But he is being thrown around to violently.  Then...

SWOOSH.  The chute explodes from the pack on its own, catches wind, snaps them upwards.  Finally, steadying them as they slowly descend.

Hal breaths in a few hard GASPS.  He looks down at Hardey, who is clenching his chest, eyes shut.  

Hardey cracks his eyes open, realizes he's safe and SIGHS.  Then braces himself for impact as they land in a...

FIELD

Hitting the ground and tumbling hard.

Hal reaches into his boot, pulls out a KNIFE.  He slices the cords out from around Hardey's legs, then leans over.

HAL

Are you alright?

Hardey GRUNTS, tries to move.

HAL (cont'd)

Is anything broken?

Hardey shoves Hal back, hard.  He pushes himself to his feet.

HARDEY

Who the h*** do you think you are?  You could have gotten us both killed.

HAL

I saw your chute.  There was a problem-

HARDEY

The only problem I have is you.  

Other soldiers land on the ground around them.  They run over.

HAL

I was trying to save you.

HARDEY

So what, your suppose to be my savior now?  Why don't you just worry about you and I'll worry about me.

Hardey wipes the sweat from his brow and pushes through the crowd.  Bo and Chuck follow him.

DAVIS (O.S.)

Hal Jordan!

Hal looks up as Davis moves through the pack.

DAVIS (cont'd)

My office, now!

Hal shrugs off his parachute, frustrated.

INT. DAVIS' OFFICE

Hal sits in silence -- helmet in lap -- as Davis paces behind his large oak desk.

DAVIS

I'm tired of having these meetings, Hal.

HAL

I know, sir.  I apologize-

DAVIS

And I'm tired of all the apologies.  The problem is, your just not responsible.  

Davis leans on his desk.

DAVIS (cont'd)

Your the best pilot out of all of them.  I've never seen the natural God given abilities that you possess.  But this recklessness will be your death one day.

HAL

With all due respect, sir, I did what I thought was the right decision.

DAVIS

That decision disrupted the entire mission.  You had every soldier, not to mention all the captains scared out of their wits.  And you could have taken the lives of two people.  

(pause)

Please stop me when I get to the positives.

HAL

His chute wasn't properly packed and tangled when it did open.  If I hadn't been there then he would be dead.

Davis sits at his desk, leans back in his seat.

DAVIS

Do you remember what I told you the mission for the day was to test?

HAL

Of course.  To prove that we can operate under immense enemy presence.  To use our minds to survive and elude any unwarranted contact.

Davis leans up.

DAVIS

Exactly.  To use your mind to survive.

Hal squints, trying to piece Davis' puzzle together.

HAL

I'm not following, sir.

DAVIS

In warfare if your parachuting from you plane, the risks of being shot down are astronomical because there is nothing you can do but take the ride.  Your pulse is racing.  Adrenaline pumping.  Your mind is confused from weighing through every possibility.  When you finally hit the ground the first instinct you will have is to just run, but that can prove suicidal.  If we are to truly to test your reasoning skills we must make you fear all of these things.

He stares down Hal.  A beat

DAVIS (cont'd)

We rigged everyone's chutes.  They weren't suppose to open.

Hal slowly closes his eyes, jaw nearly hitting the floor.

Davis stands up.  Pushes his chair under the desk.

DAVIS (cont'd)

I appreciate your enthusiasm to rush out and save people, but sometimes you have to worry about your own life.

HAL

That's not me, sir.  I can't do that.

Davis walks toward the door...

DAVIS

Then learn.

...and leaves.

The dark office now hiding Hal in the shadows.  He looks at the helmet in his lap.  Takes it and SLAMS it to the ground.

CUT TO:

A fury of PUNCHES connect with a PUNCHING BAG.  Rhythmic.  Thunderous.

Pulling back...

INT. GYM, AIR FORCE ACADEMY

...as Hal dizzily lunges at a swinging PUNCHING BAG.  Sweat dripping off him like rain.

The room is dark and deserted.  The other weight equipment hidden in dark corners like ghosts.

Hal practices JABS, CROSSES, UPPERCUTS.  Preforming each maneuver with such grace, speed, and skill.  Hal is well trained and the aggression he is letting out only adds more fuel to the fire.

He suddenly stops.  Stumbles against the wall in a daze, his head spinning.  Exhausted, he slides down the wall until he is seated on the ground.  Hal grabs a water bottle at his side and squirts cool liquid all over his face.

DAVIS (O.S.)

Where did you learn to fight like that?

Hal looks up as Davis moves from a dark corner into the light.

HAL

How long have you been there?

DAVIS

Long enough to watch you literally tear the stuffing from an old punching bag.

HAL

I'm not training or planning on fighting anyone.  I just had a lot of stored up rage I needed to get rid of.

DAVIS

Rage from this afternoon?

Hal nods, "yes".

DAVIS (cont'd)

I know I was rough on you today.  It's just that with all you have to offer...it would be a shame to see it all end over something not worth it.

HAL

But I hate to fail.  I refuse to fail.

DAVIS

Why do you care so much?  Why bother?

Hal breaths hard.  Leans back, thinking.

HAL

Because of my father.  He failed and he's now rotting in a grave because of it.

He then shoots Davis a questioning glance.

HAL (cont'd)

I also understand that Captains don't freely give private visits with a soldier.  So why are you here?

DAVIS

I know about what happened to your father.  He was a great pilot and a great man.  I figured your trying to prove something from his death.

Hal pushes himself off the floor and onto his feet.  Laughs.

HAL

Obviously you didn't know my father.

He begins JABBING at the punching bag again.

DAVIS

Why is their so much rage and anger inside you?

HAL

I'm not good a showing my feelings.

DAVIS 

Then let me help.

Hal stops.  Turns toward him.

HAL

No.

DAVIS

Hal please-

HAL

And if you don't mind, I work out alone.

Davis complies and turns.  Hal watches until he disappears from sight.

Hal looks at the punching bag.  Reaches back, putting all his weight and force into one mammoth punch.  It rattles the walls as the bag rips off its hinge and falls to the ground.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DORMS, AIR FORCE ACADEMY

Hal trudges up the silent hallway.  A DUFFEL BAG draped over one shoulder.

He stops at a door, unlocks it, steps inside.

INT. HAL'S DORM

Pitch black.  Hal's silhouette painted by the light from the hallway.  He flips a wall switch, spreads light about the room.

Four solid white walls complete this cramped, block style apartment.  Unimaginative with no personality.  Not of sign of pictures, decorations, or color of any kind.

Hal drops his bag on a dull colored couch, plops down on a ruffled cot.  He stares at the ceiling for a moment, then sits up.

He reaches under the cot and slides out a CARDBOARD BOX.  It's contents hidden from our view.

Hal dips his hands inside and pulls out the CRUSHED HELMET his father wore.  It looks well preserved and exactly the way it did when the accident happened.  Turning it over a picture inside the helmet seeps into view.  As Hal pulls it out, we see it as the one hanging in the bouquet(Martin stands at ease beside his young son).

Hal watches, intently.  Light bounces off the glass surface of the picture's frame.

INTERCUT: Young Hal coughs up blood as his father kicks him.

But it's too much.  He returns the box underneath the cot and moves to a refrigerator.  Pulls out a BEER, drinks it back.  CRUSHES the can in his hands as he reaches back in, grabs another.

Hal is drowning his sorrows.

Tires SQUEAL.  We are...

EXT. ROAD - NIGHT

A car swerves crazily on the road.  It crosses lanes, runs up onto private sidewalks.  Every passing car blares their horn.

Splattered bits of a ROCK SONG spill out through open windows.  Inside, FOUR SOLDIERS, and Hardey, laugh drunkenly.  Each screaming the slurred words of the song.

They cut off a mini-van and turn onto a side road.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

The song finally dies down, the diver turns the radio off as it goes to commercials.  The driver looks at Hardey in the backseat by his rearview mirror.

DRIVER

(sarcastic)

So tells us Hardey?  How does it feel to get your life saved?

They laugh.

HARDEY

What are you talking about?  He didn't save me.

DRIVER

Yes he did.  You hit the ground screaming like a chick.

Bo, in the passenger's seat, turns around.

BO

You should have seen your face.  It was like this.

Bo squints his face and screams.  Everyone is nearly doubled over in laughter.  Somehow, Hardey isn't laughing as much now.

HARDEY

Yeah, whatever.  Let's just drop it.

DRIVER

Why didn't you step up, man?  If I had pulled a stunt like that, you would have kicked my butt on the spot.

BO

He disrespected you, Vince.  You should pay him back.  Let him know you aren't a wuss.

Hardey gazes out the window as they drive through a gate.  The car pulls back into the academy parking lot.

The car stops.

HARDEY

Your right.  Jordan did disrespect me.  I think it's time to waste that jerk.

Hardey steps from the car with cheers.

CUT TO:

INT. HAL'S DORM

Hal takes a sip from his beer.  He sets it down beside the new pile of CRUSHED BEER CANS.

There is a POUND at the door hard enough to rip the hinges off.  Hal stands and edges toward the door.  He reaches for the knob, but never gets there.  

The door is KICKED in.  Cracked in half.  Hal falls to the ground, the broken pieces drop on top of him.

Hardey steps in, the other soldiers close behind.

HAL

What do you want?

Hardey grabs Hal's shirt, lifts him off the ground.  PUNCHES him in the jaw.  Hal goes back down.

Hal coughs, blood drips from his mouth.  He looks up at Hardey.  Forces him self to stand.

Hardey rushes in, swings madly.  Hal manages to dodge a few but the last few connect.  Nose and stomach.  Hal doubles over in pain and falls on his cot.

HARDEY

Why don't you get up and fight me?!

HAL

You don't know what your doing.  Your drunk.

Hardey points to pile of beer cans.

HARDEY

And your not?

Hardey turns the table over.  Aluminum cans rattle to the ground like gun-fire.

INTERCUT: Martin, in a rage, flips the kitchen table.

Hal's eyes grow large.  He stares at the over turned table, panting.  He wipes the blood from his nose and stands up.

HARDEY (cont'd)

You want some more?  Come get it.

HAL

I don't want to hurt you...but you deserve it.

Hal charges hard, THROWS Hardey against the wall.  PUNCHES him.  The other soldiers see their friend in trouble and rush to help.

A soldier grabs Hal by the throat.  Hal KICKS him.  Throws him to the side.  Another leaps on Hal and takes him to the ground.  Hal pushes him off hard into another soldier.  They slam against the wall.

Hardey watches as Hal handles the soldiers single-handedly.  He flips out a SWITCHBLADE.

Hal KICKS, ELBOWS, SLAMS each soldiers down left and right.  Each move fluid, like a dance.  It's almost as if this is a bloody and bone crushing waltz.

INT. LOUNGE

Davis and a YOUNG CAPTAIN chat over their cups of coffee.

DAVIS

But if the president is to improve welfare then-

They stop to the sounds of pounding up above.  They jump to their feet and run out.

INT. HAL'S DORM

Hardey dodges flying bodies as he wades toward Hal.  He bends down and STABS him in the leg.

Hal GROANS in pain, kicks Hardey away.  He looks down at the oozing red hole in his leg.  Hal grabs Hardey from the ground, reaches back to punch him...

YOUNG CAPTAIN

Put him down!

The young captain and Davis step into the room.  Hal let's him go.

YOUNG CAPTAIN (cont'd)

Everyone out, except you two.

The other soldiers pick themselves up with MOANS.  They LIMP out the door.

YOUNG CAPTAIN (cont'd)

I thought these quarrels between you two had stopped and you could be more mature than this.  We are training you to fight in wars not to fight each other.

(to Hardey)

Private, come with me.

(to Hal)

And you...Your grounded for two weeks.

HAL

(outraged)

He threw the first punch.

YOUNG CAPTAIN

But you punched back.  Either take the two weeks or I'll make it two months.

Hal points at Hardey.

HAL

What about him?

YOUNG CAPTAIN

His father will take care of him.

The young captain leads Hardey out of the room and down the hall.  Davis turns toward Hal, sees his leg bleeding.

DAVIS

Go to the nurse then get some sleep.

HAL

Captain Davis, you have to understand.  This wasn't my fault.  I didn't instigate this fight.

DAVIS

When I told you to learn to express your feelings, this isn't what I had in mind.  I hope you understand the difference now.

Davis turns and leaves.

Hal watches him go.  He turns to inspect the damage done to his room.  Broken walls and shattered objects clutter the floor.

INT. GENERAL'S OFFICE

Large.  Well distinguished with plagues, framed newspapers, patriotic attire dresses the walls.

Hardey sits in a chair opposite the large oak desk.  His eyes almost swollen shut, cloths torn and bloody.

GENERAL JAMES HARDEY -- Hardey's father -- stares at the expanses of the Air Force Academy that looms outside an open window.  He swivels his chair, faces his son.

GENERAL HARDEY

Every time your sent here it embarrasses the family name.  The only reason they send you to me is because they think you will listen to your father.

HARDEY

I promise, it won't happen again-

GENERAL HARDEY

I'm tired of excuses, son.  You knew when you joined that it was going to be a tough trip.  That you were following down the road of many great leaders in our family, and everyone's eyes would be on you to keep the tradition alive.

HARDEY

Maybe I don't like the attention.  Can't people focus their eyes on someone else?

GENERAL HARDEY

No.  When you put on that uniform and that dog tag with the "Hardey" name on it is placed around your neck you take on the mantle.  There is so much history with you.  Please don't screw that up.

HARDEY

They were natural born leaders.  I'm not that lucky.  

GENERAL HARDEY

Nothing comes easy.  You think it is just suppose to be handed to you?  I worked hard to get the position I'm at today.  So did your grandfather, and his father and his father. 

He GAZES at Hardey with burning eyes.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

Don't you want that power?

A beat.

HARDEY

Yes.

GENERAL HARDEY

In order to achieve that power you have to be respected.  And to be respected you have to first respect the rules.

HARDEY

And what will this respect get me?

General Hardey leans back.  A twisted grin growing on his cheeks.

GENERAL HARDEY

Trust from everyone else.  The chance to provide a life for yourself that no one else can give you.  One day you'll know what that power means.

HARDEY

What does this power mean?

GENERAL HARDEY

There are many things you will learn about and discover.  Call it our legacy.

Hardey watches his father nervously.  Blood begins to run from his bruised nose.  He wipes it on his hand, stares at the red liquid.

HARDEY 

It's great that your worrying about the future but what about today.  I'm facing major heat at the moment and getting out of it alive it top priority.  I hope you can understand.

Hardey gets up from his seat, leaves.  General Hardey sits alone in his office.

He picks up the phone.

GENERAL HARDEY

I understand.

An operator answers.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

(into phone)

Get me Captain Davis.

CUT TO:

Three jets rocket overhead, in formation.

EXT. RUNWAY, AIR FORCE ACADEMY - DAY

The jets near the ground.  They touch down and slow to a stop, still in formation.

Hal watches from a distance as Hardey exits one of the jets.

A SECRETARY approaches Hal.

SECRETARY

Captain Davis wants to see you in his office.

Hal nods and follows her inside.

INT. DAVIS' OFFICE

Davis lashes out at General Hardey.  We catch them in the midst of a heated discussion.

DAVIS

This is morally wrong and you know it.

General Hardey smiles.

GENERAL HARDEY

Honestly, Captain, your in no position to tell me right from wrong.

DAVIS

Your son was in the fight as well.  This is favoritism.

GENERAL HARDEY

It is my responsibility to hand out equal punishment as seen fit for the crime.  A fight took place in a student's dorm where several traces of an alcoholic beverage were found.  That's two infractions right there.

DAVIS

You have no proof that any of this was the fault of Hal Jordan.  For all we know Vince could have started this.

GENERAL HARDEY

It is true that I did question my son about the events and I believe what he told me.  After all, I've raised him on good morals and truthful values. Mister Jordan has been known to dabble in unlawful acts on the premises.  Quiet honestly, the decision wasn't a difficult one.

DAVIS

Your logic is twisted.  I swear I will prove and expose you-

GENERAL HARDEY

Undermining a general is on the same level as treason.  Drop these verbal allegations or you will receive the same verdict as Private Jordan.

Davis watches him, SHOCKED.  General Hardey slyly SMILES.

There's a KNOCK at the door.  Hal pokes his head in.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

(waving)

Come in.

Hal reluctantly steps in.  He looks at Davis, questioningly.  Davis can't hold Hal's gaze, looks away.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

Do you know why your here, Private?

HAL

No sir.

GENERAL HARDEY

I've called you here about the matters involving what took place a few nights ago.

Hal furrows his brow.

HAL

About the fight?  But I've already received my punishment for that.

DAVIS

(off look)

The general believes it to be much more serious that previously perceived.

GENERAL HARDEY

The truth is that this is the final straw.  I've grown tired of constantly hearing about problems coming from you.

HAL

What are you saying?

GENERAL HARDEY

This rage, hatred -- whatever the h*** you want to call it -- is a threat not only to yourself but the entire operations of the Air Force.  

HAL

I'd hardly call myself a threat-

GENERAL HARDEY

Your actions can't be controlled.  We have to put soldiers in the air who can follow commands and complete a mission.

HAL

And I can't?  Your going to permanently ground me for one mistake.

General Hardey leans over his desk.  He rips the AIR FORCE PATCH off Hal's uniform.

GENERAL HARDEY

We're not grounding you.  We're discharging you.

Hal shoots Davis a look.

HAL

(to Davis)

You can't be serious.

DAVIS

My hands are tied.

HAL

(to General)

I've proved myself here.  I'm the best pilot you got, and you know it.

GENERAL HARDEY

A team is only as good as its weakest link.  And as of now, were much stronger without you.

Hal GLARES, RAGE in his eyes.  General Hardey GRINS.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

Goodbye Private.

Hal does the only thing he can.  He turns and RUNS.

SMASH TO:

EXT. GYM, AIR FORCE ACADEMY

Davis steps in, hands shoved in his pockets.  He watches as Hal curls massive DUMBBELLS.  He GRUNTS with each repetition.

Hal sees Davis approaching and quickly racks the weight.  He moves to another area and begins JUMP ROPING.  Fast and fluid, like a machine.

DAVIS

Looks like your getting a great workout.

Hal doesn't slow.

DAVIS (cont'd)

I thought the punching bag was for taking out your rage.  What's the jump rope for?

Hal finally stops, tosses the rope to the side.

HAL

I'm training.

DAVIS

You told me you weren't training.

HAL

I also told you I wasn't looking to fight anyone but that's seemed to change.

Hal turns and looks at Davis.

HAL (cont'd)

Why are you here?  Haven't you done enough already?

DAVIS

I do enough by just tolerating you.  I offered my help but you refused.  Remember?

HAL

You stabbed me in the back.  I trusted you, and you stabbed me in the back.

DAVIS

General Hardey is corrupted.  I'm sorry you had to find it out this way.

HAL

Thanks for the apology, but where does that leave me?  I'm up the creek without a paddle.

Davis steps forwards, angles his chin out for Hal.

DAVIS

Hit me.

HAL

No.

DAVIS

You want to show the way you feel?  Then hit me.

HAL

I'm not hitting you.

DAVIS

HIT ME ****IT!

Hal backs up.  Sits on the workout bench.  A beat.

HAL

The military is all I've ever known.  This is my life.  Who I am.  What am I suppose to do now?

DAVIS

I can't change what happened but I can give you an option.

Hal looks up with interest.

HAL

Which is?

DAVIS

One of our contractors has an opening for a test pilot.  It isn't that glamorous but it will get you backup in the air.

HAL

(eyes light up)

Seriously?

DAVIS

(smiles)

Pack your bags.  Your moving to Coast City.

FADE TO:

EXT. COAST CITY - DUSK

The sun peaks over the horizon, glistening against SEA and WAVES.  

PULLING BACK, we see buildings of glass and steel piercing into the sky.  The outskirts of a HUGE METROPOLIS adjacent to the sea.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. DAVIS' CAR

Davis and Hal ride silently.  Hal looks through the windshield at the huge city before him.

Davis turns and stops at a gate, flashes a pass, and moves on through it as the gate slides open.

He drives into...

EXT. FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

A huge CORPORATE BUILDING surround by huge AIRCRAFT HANGARS.  The back and sides composed with a score of CONCRETE RUNWAYS.

Davis' car rolls through the parking lot.

INT. DAVIS' CAR

It slows to a stop as they reach an open hangar.  A huge craft is being built inside.  It's hard to tell what it is at this stage.

Davis turns towards Hal.

DAVIS

Wait here.

Hal nods, "yes".  Davis opens the door and gets out, soon disappearing inside the hangar.

Hal's gaze then falls to someone working underneath the constructed craft.  A beautiful dark haired woman sees Hal sitting in the car.  

With a smile, he salutes.  She does the same, smiling back.

INT. HALLWAY, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

Davis follows CARL FERRIS(50's) down a corridor.

DAVIS

Once again, Carl, I want to thank you so much for what your doing.

FERRIS

Listen, I'm no Jesus Christ.  I owed you a favor and I'm good on my promises.

DAVIS

Still, you are making things better for yourself.  

FERRIS

I usually only take professionals but if you think this kid's a keeper then I'll take your word for it.

As they reach a door, Ferris pushes through it.

EXT. FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

They step outside and jog down a set of stairs.

Hal watches them approaching, gets out of the car.

DAVIS

Mr. Ferris this is Hal Jordan.

Hal and Ferris shake hands.

HAL

It's a pleasure.

FERRIS

(nods)

I've heard a lot of great things about you, mister Jordan.

HAL

Hopefully Captain Davis hasn't talked me up too much.  I'm not looking to disappoint.

FERRIS

I'll be the barer of disappointment.

(motioning)

Shall we get started?

HAL

Of course.

Davis reaches out and taps Hal, pulls him to the side.

DAVIS

I can see you'll fit right in here.  Mr. Ferris promised me that he would put you to work and give you a place to stay.

HAL

I wanted to thank you again for giving me this opportunity.  I told you I didn't need your help...but I'm glad you did.

DAVIS

This may not be the same as commanding a fighter jet but it's the next best thing. Ferris owns one of the best aircraft suppliers in the nation.  Play your cards right and this could lead to you being reinstated.

Hal stands up straight and salutes, turns, follows Ferris.

Davis gets in his car, pulls off.

CUT TO:

Black.  A door opens, spilling in light.

INT. OFFICE

Ferris flips on the light, illuminating a musty storage room.  Boxes, papers, and broken equipment show no spaces to walk.

Hal wades through the disaster area, a makeshift path forms as he shoves boxes to the side.

FERRIS

I know it doesn't look like much now but it's all we have at the moment.

HAL

It looks like a storage room.

FERRIS

Well, it was.  Now it's your office.  

Ferris picks up a RUSTED ENGINE PART.  He studies it.

FERRIS (cont'd)

I'll be sure to get the janitorial crew in here tomorrow.  Clean up the mess.

HAL

Thanks.

FERRIS

Listen, Hal...can I call you Hal?

HAL

That's fine.

FERRIS

Listen, Hal.  I know you've had some problems.  That you bents some rules and did some things you shouldn't have done.

HAL

Sir, I can explain-

FERRIS

You don't owe me anything, Hal.  But remember that your with me now.  To me your just another employee so don't expect any special treatment.  Got it?

HAL

Wouldn't think of it, sir.

Ferris loosens his tie, now in a cold sweat, and balances back through the boxes.

FERRIS

My daughter will be here any moment to get you settled.

HAL

Daughter?

FERRIS

Yeah, Carol.  She's just as much a boss as I am so listen up.

Hal nods.   

HAL

Wait.  What about a place to stay?

Ferris turns back, looks around the room.

FERRIS

Remind me to tell that janitor to bring a cot in here too.

Hal give him a "you-have-to-be-kidding" look.

FERRIS (cont'd)

What?  You don't like the idea of working at home?

Ferris winks and leaves.

Standing alone, Hal starts to dig through the clutter.  He opens boxes, reads over the old schematic sheets the it contains.

Something catches his eyes.  Hal grabs it and pulls it to his face.  It's an old FLYER HELMET.  Worn and CRACKED from repeated use.

INTERCUT: Young Hal moves his hand over his father's CRUSHED helmet.

Someone stands in the doorway.

WOMAN (O.S.)

So your Hal Jordan?

Looking up, Hal sees the beautiful dark haired woman from before.  Even more breathtaking than she first appeared.

HAL

Yes I am.  And you are?

WOMAN

Carol Ferris.  

(off Hal's look)

Surprised?

Hal tosses the helmet to the side and moves towards her.

HAL

A little.  I didn't expect one of the owners to be working on an aircraft like that.

CAROL

I can see you've been talking to daddy.

HAL

So your not part owner?

CAROL

Not yet, anyway.  I'll inherit the place once my dad passes away.  He usually tells that story to all the new folks to keep the wise.  

HAL

You mean he tells it to all the guys?

Carol smiles.

CAROL

Only the good looking ones.

Hal winks.  Carol sees it and shifts, uncomfortably.

CAROL (cont'd)

But he has nothing to worry about.  I'd never date a pilot.

HAL

Why's that?

CAROL

The job carries to much baggage.  I mean testing a new aircraft is a huge risk.  So many things could go wrong.

HAL

Isn't that what makes the job worth while?  The risks?

CAROL

But doesn't it scare you up there?  Don't you fear that one mistake could be the end?

HAL

The sky is my safe haven.  It's the only time I never feel fear.

Carol looks at him strangely.

CAROL

Did your write that line yourself or did you get some help?

HAL

And your jokes are any better?

They laugh.  Carol sneaks a peak over his shoulder.

CAROL

(sarcastic)

I see you got the deluxe office.

HAL

It's fine.  I'm not the kind to sit behind a desk all day anyway.

Carol's gaze falls down on Hal's Uniform.

CAROL

I have to get you out of those cloths at once.

HAL

Excuse me?

She bursts out laughing.

CAROL

I mean into your uniform.  Your first flight is tomorrow.

CUT TO:

EXT. SMALL RUNWAY, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION - DAY

Hal -- in orange jumpsuit -- is led by Ferris towards a small runway.  A rusty trainer jet sits idles on it.

HAL

I'm flying this?

FERRIS

It might not look like much, but it packs on h*** of a punch.

Hal grabs his helmet, climbs inside.

FERRIS (cont'd)

This is your chance to put your money where your mouth is, so to speak.  Show us what you got.

Hal nods and tightens his helmet strap.

INT. TOWER

Ferris stands over TECHNICIANS' shoulders as they man radars and computer consoles.

TECHNICIAN I

Everything's a go.

EXT. TRAINER JET

...as it breaks through the clouds.

FERRIS (FILTER)

Alright Hal.  Let's take it up to thirty-thousand feet.

INT. TRAINER JET

Hal pulls back on the throttle.  The jet ZIPS higher into the sky.

Slowly, a smile creeps over Hal's face.  He flips some switches and the jet dips, hard.

INT. TOWER

TECHNICIAN II

Whoa.

Ferris marches over.

FERRIS

What's happening?

TECHNICIAN II

(motioning to radar)

He's dropping, and fast

Ferris frantically pounds on his RADIO.

FERRIS

Hal, can you hear me?  HAL!

TECHNICIAN I

I don't understand, everything seems to be working.  The engine and fuel levels are checking out.

TECHNICIAN II

Something's happening up there!  He's still dropping!

INT. TRAINER JET

With a huge ROAR the jet BLOWS by the tower, shakes the very foundation.

Hal is BEAMING...

INT. TOWER

...while Ferris is FUMING.  Technician II swivels around to face Ferris, smiles

TECHNICIAN II

At least we know he can fly.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. HALLWAY, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

Carol exits her office, her briefcase draped over her shoulder by a strap.  She locks the door, walks down the hall.

Muffled SHOUTS ring out from somewhere down the hall.  She follows the sound, realizes it is coming from her father's office.

Moments later, Hal creeps out from Ferris' office.  His face somewhat flustered.  He looks up and sees Carol, turns and walks the opposite way.  Carol runs after him.

CAROL

What's wrong?

HAL

I'm not really in the mood to talk.  If you must know, ask your father.

CAROL

I know my father is tough but that's because he wants it his way.

HAL

That's the problem.  It's his way or the high way.

CAROL

He is the boss after all.

Hal stops, turns toward her.

HAL

Then maybe I'm in over my head.  I can't take getting forced to do it any other way other than my own.

CAROL

You just got here.  Don't go out like this.  Give it time.

He leans back against the wall.  SIGHS.

HAL

Your right.  

CAROL

I know all this is new and not easy on you.  If there's anything I can do to help you, just let me know.

Hal leans up, smiles.

HAL

Well, there is something...

CAROL

I'm listening.

HAL

I could use a good drink right about now.  And the company of a lovely lady just might pull me out of this slump.

Carol smiles back.

CAROL

I'd love to, but-

HAL

You've got other plans?

CAROL

(points to her briefcase)

I've got a ton of paper work and blueprints to go over asap.

HAL

Come on.  You've got all weekend to do that.  Just a few measly hours?

Carol stares into Hal's crystal clear GREEN EYES.  Her heart melts.

CAROL

Okay.  But only a few hours.

Hal puts his arm around Carol, they push towards the door.

CARL

watches the two leave from his office window.  He SCOWLS.  Drops the blinds.

THUMPING music.  Glass CLINKS.  We are...

INT. BAR - LATER

Hal leads Carol into this small, cozy pub.  They quickly find a table and sit down.

A WAITER approaches.

WAITER

What can I get you guys to drink?

HAL

I'll take a beer.

He motions to Carol.

CAROL

A coke for me is fine.

Hal shoots Carol a confused look as the waiter walks off.

HAL

So you don't drink?

CAROL

No.  Alcohol hasn't had the best effect on my family.

HAL

What do you mean?

CAROL

My mother smashed a car head on one night after work.  It killed her instantly.  The guy had been drinking.

Hal arches his eyebrow.

HAL

I'm sorry to hear that.  If I had known I wouldn't have brought you here.

CAROL

Your fine.  As long as you can drink responsibly and not do anything stupid.

He nods.  

The waiter comes back with their drinks.  Hal raises the beer to his lips, thinks better of it and sets it on the table.

CAROL (cont'd)

So what about your family?

HAL

I have two brothers.  My mother hasn't been around for years.

CAROL

And your father?

HAL

He died...during his job.

CAROL

What job did he do?

HAL

Well...he, ah-

CAROL

He flew?

Hal looks up.

HAL

Yeah.  

Carol stares at her coke.  A beat.

HAL (cont'd)

But I'm different than him.  He messed around, made mistakes.

CAROL

So he was reckless?

HAL

Exactly.

CAROL

And your not?

HAL

That day there was a problem with his plane.  He had no control over it.  Let's please get off the subject.

Nervous, Hal drinks heavily from his beer.  He doesn't seem to notice that Carol is watching him.

For a moment they sit in silence.

HAL (cont'd)

What's with the aircraft?

CAROL

Pardon me?

HAL

That huge aircraft you were working on the other day.  What is it?

CAROL

Hopefully what pulls the company out of debt.  It's a new prototype Stealth Bomber.  Very advanced.

HAL

Advanced Stealth Bomber.  That's deep.

CAROL

In fact, that's the information I'm going to look over tonight.  Well, was going to look over.

HAL

I'm sure the government will be down at your place in no time.

CAROL

I certainly hope so.  We've been losing most of our contracts to the Emsdale Aerial Facility.  To much longer and we may be looking at bankruptcy.

Hal takes the last sip of his beer, pushes it to the side.

HAL

Bankruptcy?  I knew things were down but this is serious.

CAROL

Tell me about it.  My dad has the "if it isn't broke don't fix it" mentality.  He needs to understand that with the advanced technology out now, he can do so much more with these planes.

HAL

Don't worry.  You'll pull out of this fine.

Hal sees his empty beer bottle.  He watches Carol sip the last of her coke.

HAL (cont'd)

How bout I get us another drink?

He grabs the two glass and gets up, marches to the bar.

The BARTENDER, washing out glasses, advances.

BARTENDER

What'll it be?

HAL

Another coke and I need something strong. 

BARTENDER

(smiling)

I've got just the thing.

Hal leans on the bar, waits.  In the far corner...

A ROUGHNECK 

chats with his lackeys.  He sees the alone Carol and gets up from his seat.

THE BARTENDER 

sets a series of SHOT GLASSES in front of Hal's face.

HAL

What is this?

BARTENDER

Family secret.  Enjoy.

Hal starts downing the shots one after another.  He WINCES.  It's strong stuff.

CAROL 

looks up as the roughneck sits down beside her.  She shifts uncomfortably.

ROUGHNECK

I've never seen you here before.  What's your name?

CAROL

(off look)

If you don't mind, I'm here with somebody else.

ROUGHNECK

Your not with them now.

CAROL

He just stepped away for a moment.  He'll be back at any second.  Please just leave.

ROUGHNECK

Ah, your on a date?

CAROL

No.  He's just a friend.

The roughneck leans in closer, CLUTCHES Carol's hand.

ROUGHNECK

Evidently your friend doesn't know how to treat a lady.

Carol JERKS her hand away.

HAL 

sips the last shot, begins coughing uncontrollably.  He stands up and tries to walk, WOBBLES.  He's obviously tipsy.

CAROL

Hal!

Looking up, he sees the roughneck with a firm grasp around Carol's shoulder.

HAL

Take your hands off her!

The roughneck leans in.  His mouth at Carol's ear.

ROUGHNECK

It's a little stuffy in here.  How about we take this outside.

He JERKS Carol from her seat, pulls her out the back door.

Hal runs through tables, dodges standing people.  He nearly falls several times.

The roughneck's LACKEYS stand up, follow Hal out the door.

EXT. REAR EXIT, BAR - NIGHT

Hal emerges from the exit, watches the roughneck literally DRAG Carol towards his MOTORCYCLE.  He runs up, throws the roughneck's arm off of Carol.

HAL

Get your hands off of her.

The roughneck turns, PUSHES Hal.  Hal returns the favor.

CAROL

Hal, don't do this.

HAL

(to Carol)

Just stay back.  I've got this

SMACK!

Hal falls backwards from the force of the punch.  He wipes the blood that drips from his mouth.

Hal leaps from the ground, punches the roughneck in the stomach.  He then KICKS him in the chest, knocking him back.

Hal steps forward, stares him down.  Then strangely, a smile creeps over the roughneck's face.  Hal arches a brow, confused.

BAM!

Hal goes down hard.  A lackey stands behind Hal, bat in hand.  The lackey BEATS Hal over and over with the bat.  Hal screams out in pain.

LACKEY I

You want to fight now, little man?

And a rasping voice from within the moans.

HAL

Yes.

With lighting reflexes, Hal's foot comes up, SNAPS the bat in half.  The lackey stares at the splintered wood in his hand, then WRETCHES in pain.  

A CRACK explodes from the lackey's leg as Hal bends it in the opposite way it's suppose to.

The other lackeys jump on Hal.  He takes them down two at a time.  KICKING one, FLIPPING another onto his partner, DUCKING a punch and ELBOWING the other in the neck.

Each lay on the ground, CRAWLING away in the dirt.

BLAM!  BLAM!

Gun fire explodes over Hal's head.  He turns to the BARREL of a pistol just inches from his face.

The roughneck LAUGHS.

ROUGHNECK

Pretty quick for a pretty boy.  Let's see if your quick enough to dodge this.

He cocks the gun.  Hal watches the black barrel, terrified.

The roughneck shoots Carol a look.  She is CRYING.

ROUGHNECK (cont'd)

Just a moment sweet heart.  Daddy's just got one more piece of unfinished business.

CLOSE-UP: GUN

The roughneck's finger tightens over the trigger.

Suddenly, Hal drops backwards...

BLAM!

...as a bullet whizzes by his face.

Hal hits the ground on his back, legs coming up in a BICYCLE KICK, knocking the gun from the roughneck's hand.  Then he flips back on his feet.

The roughneck's jaw is nearly to the floor, SHOCKED.

HAL

Good night.

A fist connects with a face.  The roughneck falls like a rag doll, his world now black.

Hal closes his eyes, doubles over in DRY HEAVES.  He tries desperately to catch his breath.

Carol walks over to Hal.

HAL (cont'd)

Are you alright?

She SMACKS him.  Hal looks up, taken aback.  She SMACKS him again.  Then again.

CAROL

You could have been killed.

HAL

This guy had you in a bear hug and was about to put you on the back of his motorcycle.  I can't just stand still-

CAROL

He had a gun, Hal.  A gun.

HAL

But he could have done something much worse to you.  Don't you know what characters like that are looking for?

Carol turns and starts walking away.

CAROL

I'm a big girl.  I can take care of myself.

Hal, defeated, follows after her.

HAL

Listen...I'm sorry I just jumped in.

CAROL

I don't get you sometimes.  First the flight for my father and now this.  Did you not think about the repercussions of what your decisions can carry?

HAL

No I didn't.  I saw you in trouble so I jumped into action.  I come from the Air Force, remember?  I'm taught to put other's life before my self.  To help people.

Carol and Hal come around the corner, entering the parking lot.  They edge towards Hal's car.

He pulls out his keys and unlocks the driver's side door.

CAROL

Hal, you've been drinking.

HAL

Okay?

CAROL

Don't you think it would be better if you didn't drive?

HAL

I just fought three guys, including one with a gun, so I think I'm fully capable of driving.

Carol stops, GLARES at him.

CAROL

What is going on with you?

HAL

Please don't nag.  I'm not feeling well at the moment.

CAROL

What's with all that gib gab about caring for others, then you would try to drive me around while your intoxicated?

HAL

Fine.  If it'll make you happy, you drive.

Carol shakes her head.  She reaches in her purse and pulls out a cell phone.

CAROL

Your not the guy I thought you were.

Hal opens his car door and gets in.  Slowly cranks the ignition.

He SMACKS the wheel in frustration and pulls off.

Carol DIALS a number.  The line picks up.

CAROL (cont'd)

Daddy?

FERRIS (FILTER)

Is everything alright?

CAROL

Everything's fine.  I just need a ride.

A ROCK SONG crescendos from the distance.  Burning noise.  Deafening.

We are...

INT. HAL'S CAR

The radio blares sounds at full volume.  It rattles the doors.

Hal grips the steering wheel tightly, clenching and unclenching his jaw.

All lights outside start to blur together.  The outside beginning to fade.

INTERCUT: SERIES OF SHOTS

-Young Hal lays in the mud.  His toy plane in his arms.

-Young Hal is kicked by his father.

-Hal is stabbed in the leg with a knife.  He screams.

-Hal stares into the black barrel of a gun only inches from his face.

-Carol repeatedly smacks Hal.

CAROL (V.O.)

Your not the guy I thought you were.

A HORN BLARES in the distance.  Headlights BLIND us bringing us back to reality.

Hal's eyes flash open.  He panics and swerves into another lane.  A car advances head on.

The breaks SQUEAL with fury as Hal punches them hard, JERKS the wheel to the left, sending the skidding vehicle into a GRASSY MEDIAN.  

Momentum carries him to quickly.  A ROADSIDE BILLBOARD only feet away.

Hal GRITS his teeth, prepares for impact.

But the sound of a RUSHING WIND catches his senses, leading in a BRIGHT EMERALD LIGHT drawing near.  

It ultimately washes the screen in a GREEN GLOW.  Hal's screams now gone.

FADE TO:

INT. BLACK CONSTRUCT

Hal stands there, terrified.  His eyes flicker in every direction.  He tries to distinguish his new surroundings.

But there is nothing.

Black in every direction.  No walls, ceiling, there might not even by a floor if Hal wasn't standing upright.

ABIN SUR (O.S.)

Hal Jordan.

Hal watches in amazement as this alien being steps from the shadows.  

HAL

Who are you suppose to be, God?

ABIN SUR

Hardly.  My name is Abin Sur and I'm just like you Hal Jordan.  Only I come from planets and galaxies that your people have never laid eyes on.

HAL

How do you know my name?

ABIN SUR

The guardians have been watching you for many years.  You are a very special person on your planet.

HAL

Watching me?

Abin Sur steps closer.  He wears the GREEN LANTERN UNIFORM.  Hal looks at the chest INSIGNIA, captivated.

ABIN SUR

I was a member of the Green Lantern Corps.  A special force used to unite the galaxy and maintain peace.

HAL

You mean there's an army of aliens flying around the galaxy?

ABIN SUR

Not only aliens but humans as well.  You see, Hal Jordan, the galaxy is divided up into sectors.  These sectors are much like the states in your country.  One Green Lantern is appointed to reside over their sector

HAL

Earth is part of a sector?

ABIN SUR

Yes.  Sector 2814.

HAL

I've never heard of that.  Why doesn't anyone from earth know about this "sector" or beings like you?

Abin Sur smiles.

ABIN SUR

It's no secret that earth is far behind the technological advancements that other planets have achieved.  While there are smart people on your planet, they don't understand how to utilize the power of their mind.

Hal nods, trying to muster up the understanding.

HAL

Why are you telling me this?  What does it have to do with me?

ABIN SUR

Even with our advancements, we can't escape the clutches of death.  When the Green Lantern of a sector passes away another must be called up to take their place.  That is why your here.

Hal steps back, arches a brow.

HAL

You want me to be the Green Lantern over earth?

ABIN SUR

(smiling)

Precisely.

HAL

Why me?  I'm sure their are other fully capable people of handling the job.

ABIN SUR

A member of the Green Lantern Corps. must posses a fearless demeanor.  Put the lives of others before their own life.  This is you.  Don't you agree?

HAL

I have fears.

ABIN SUR

Not in the line of battle.  You only fear what you cannot change.  What you cannot control.

Hal looks off.  A beat.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

Has it not been in your being to help those around you?

Hal thinks it over.

HAL

Yes.  It's why I joined the Air Force.

ABIN SUR

This is your chance to fulfill that destiny.  To become something greater than anything that has come before you.

HAL

What if I don't accept?

ABIN SUR

For hundreds of years I was the Green Lantern of sector 2814.  But my efforts to purge Earth of its hate failed.  I didn't understand their premature thinking.  I couldn't stop the wars, famines, corruption that plagues every corner of the globe.

Abin Sur clasps both his alien hands on Hal's shoulders.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

But you understand what they think and how they live.  You can finally make a difference and bring peace after my death.

Hal SHRUGS away from Abin Sur's touch.

HAL

Your dead?

ABIN SUR

My planet has also been in war.  This from outsiders who feel that power is the only way to gain respect from the guardians when, in truth, it is the complete opposite.  My casualty has been a huge loss for my people.

HAL

I'm sitting here talking to some dead...being.  That means I'm dead too.

ABIN SUR

No.  This is merely your self-conscience.  Your thoughts, desires if you will.

HAL

Then the wreck...it really happened?

ABIN SUR

Yes, but your life has been spared.  Your time of triumph has fully come.  Do you want to see?

Hal shifts his weight to either leg, thinks.  A beat.  

He looks up.

HAL

Yes.

Abin Sur smiles, steps back into the darkness.  Hal squints to see him.

Then a blinding EMERALD GLOW surrounds Abin Sur.  He begins to LEVITATE off the ground.

Hal is pushed back by the force.  It is beautiful, powerful, exuberant.

Abin Sur then returns his feet to the ground.  The EMERALD GLOW subsided, sucked into the RING on his finger.

HAL (cont'd)

It came from the ring.

ABIN SUR

We only poses the abilities that we are born with.  This ring was crafted to give us the advantage.  It's the means of our enhanced powers.

HAL

How do you control it?

ABIN SUR

Merely by your self-conscience.  In our minds we can run faster, jump higher and are stronger.  This allows us to channel that desire into reality.

Abin Sur holds out his hand, lets the ring illuminate their faces.

A shape begins to form from the ring.  The shape of a man's head.  Hal stares intently.  He steps closer as the form becomes clearer.

Finally becoming the face of Martin Jordan.  Disgusted, Hal steps back.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

But never forget your place.

HAL

My father.  How did you know?

ABIN SUR

This "power ring" is capable of anything.  It's how I found you today.  How we've watched you and studied you your entire life.

Hal steps forward, looks at the green hologram.  It's so life like, so real.

Abin Sur lets the image fade.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

Remember that you are a protector of the peace and not a maker of war.  Only threaten those enemies that threaten you.  It is our code.

HAL

What if someone breaks this code?

ABIN SUR

(serious tone)

Then their world will turn against them and punish them.  But the punishment of the Corps. would be much greater.

Hal nods, understanding.  He keeps his eyes on Abin Sur, not even blinking.

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

Time has exceeded us.  Protect your sector well.  Remember, the Guardians are watching.

HAL

It's to soon.  I don't understand-

ABIN SUR

Search you conscience.  You will learn the full capabilities and limitations off your ring.

Abin Sur raises his hand to the air.  It glows. 

ABIN SUR (cont'd)

Soon the Gardians will call for you.  You will travel through space to Oa.

Hal opens his mouth to answer but GREEN LIGHT EXPLODES from the ring.

Covering Abin Sur.  Covering Hal.  Covering us.

CUT TO:

BLACK.

CRUNCHING glass.  A SIREN wails in the distance.  Mumbled VOICES.

We are...

EXT. STREET - NIGHT

CLOSE-UP: HAL

As sound drowns in around him, Hal's eyes slowly flicker open.

POINT OF VIEW: HAL

He blinks.  BLURRY images file by.  Unrecognizable.

PARAMEDIC (O.S.)

Can you hear me?

Hal's eyes finally begin to adjust.  A PARAMEDIC stands over him.  A black star-filled sky looms behind his head.

END POINT OF VIEW

Hal lays on his back.  His clothes tattered and torn.

PARAMEDIC (cont'd)

My name is John.  I'm with the Coast City EMS.  You've been in an accident.

The paramedic shines a light into Hal's eyes, checks his pupils.

HAL

(groggy)

An accident?

PARAMEDIC

A car accident.

Hal begins to lean up.

PARAMEDIC (cont'd)

Please, you could be hurt.  Don't move.

He does anyway.

HAL

I'm fine.

Looking around him, Hal's sees that he's in the middle of the street.  Broken glass and burning scrap metal lay around him, feet away.

Traffic is a standstill on either side.

HAL (cont'd)

Where's my car?

A glazed look passes over the paramedic's eye.  He turns and points to a spot about twenty feet away.

Hal's car lays in two pieces.  The front is wrapped around the roadside billboard.  The rear is upside down in an adjacent gully.

PARAMEDIC

Are you sure your okay?  No broken bones?

HAL

No.  Except for this.

Hal reaches up and feels a huge GASH on his right temple.  It appears very deep and oozes blood.

PARAMEDIC

That will take a few stitches but shouldn't be a problem.  Is there any head trauma?  Do you have problems thinking straight?

Hal takes a deep breath.

HAL

No.

(paramedic looks strangely)

Why are you looking at me like that?

PARAMEDIC

We found you in this very spot.  You had to have been thrown from your car at least thirty feet and all you have to show for it is a deep gash on your temple.  The thing is, you shouldn't be alive accounting from the damage to you car.  Yet your sitting here with virtually no damage.

Hal looks away.  H glances at the two SMASHED pieces of his car.  Both FLATTENED under the impact.

CUT TO:

INT. EMERGENCY ROOM, HOSPITAL

A NURSE finishes stitching up Hal's temple.  She begins to wrap it in gauze.

The nurse finishes quickly and hands Hal a bag with his cloths in it.

A DOCTOR comes in, studying his clipboard.

DOCTOR

You must be the miracle himself.

HAL

I guess you could say that.

DOCTOR

It's no secret that everyone here is wondering why your alive and I'm not going to even try to explain the possibilities to that.

HAL

All I can account to is that I'm a very lucky guy right about now.

DOCTOR

These are the kind of things that make you wonder if there really is a higher being out in the universe.

Hal glances up.

HAL

I understand completely.

The doctor flips a few pages on the clipboard.  Hal pulls his shirt on puts it on.

DOCTOR

And you don't remember anything from the crash?

HAL

No.

DOCTOR

What's the last thing you remember.

INTERCUT: Abin Sur stands before him.

HAL

I don't know.

Hal slides the shirt over his head, but something in the pocket is stabbing him.  

He reaches in and produces a SILVER POWER RING.  A GREEN LANTERN INSIGNIA on it's top.

HAL (cont'd)

Where did I get this?

The doctor looks up from his clipboard.

DOCTOR

It was on your finger at the crash.  We had to take if off for safety purposes.  Mighty strange design.  Looks European.

(off Hal's look)

Is something wrong?

Hal studies the inside of the ring.  An ENCRYPTED MESSAGE(in an unearthly language) glistens.

HAL

No.

A POLICE OFFICER steps into the doorway, nods to the doctor.  The doctor nods back, quickly leaves.

POLICE OFFICER

Hal Jordan?

Hal quickly returns the ring to his shirt pocket.

HAL

Yes?

POLICE OFFICER

I was called by the hospital just after you arrived.  They seemed to have found traces of alcohol in your system.  Your under arrest for driving while intoxicated.

The police officer steps forwards, slaps CUFFS on Hal's hands.

INT. ENTRANCE, HOSPITAL

Carol BURST through the front doors in a mix of tears and sweat.  She sees Hal emerge from the elevator, hands cuffed and the Police Officer guiding him.

HAL

Carol?

CAROL

Hal, I saw what happened on the news.  Are you alright?

HAL

I'm fine.

POLICE OFFICER

Move it.

The police officer pushes him toward the door.  Carol runs to keep up.

CAROL

What's going on?

HAL

Carol, just go home.  There's nothing you can do now.

EXT. ENTRANCE, HOSPITAL - NIGHT

The trio emerges and advances towards a parked POLICE CAR.

CAROL

Where are they taking you?

Hal pauses, turns back.

HAL

You were right.

The police officer lowers Hal into the back seat.  Carol stands there as they drive off.

INT. FERRIS' CAR

He watches as his daughter slowly opens the door and slides inside.

FERRIS

He is a bad seed, hon.

Ferris puts the car in gear.  Pulls off.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. JAIL CELL

Tiny.  Rusted metal poles meet a roach infested cement floor.  Everything expected from a prison and much worse.

Hal lay on torn sheets.  The rock hard springs SQUEAK with every deep breath.  He stares at a crack that runs nearly five feet across the ceiling.

He sits up, reaches in his pocket for the ring.  

Light DANCES off its perfect surface.  Hal turns it up once again, searching for the alien inscription.

He finds it, but something is different.  The letters now arranged in readable English.

Hal hops from the bed, runs to the bars where he can be in better light.  TILTS the ring for the perfect angle.

GREEN LANTERN OF SECTOR 2814

He FLIPS the ring over.  The THE GREEN LANTERN INSIGNIA shines with an emerald glow.

FOOTSTEPS.

A SECURITY GUARD approaches, sticks a key into the lock, pulls the bars open.

SECURITY GUARD

Come on.  You've got a visitor.

INT. ROOM, JAIL

The only furniture is a table and two chairs.  A figure sits on one side of the table but we can't see their face.

The security guard leads Hal in the room.  Hal finds his seat.

SECURITY GUARD

You have ten minutes.

The security guard leaves.

Hal turns toward the person seated across from him.  

Davis stares back with sad eyes.

DAVIS

Hal, what are you doing here?

Overwhelmed, Hal sits there a moment.  Finally forces his mouth to move.

HAL

I made a mistake.

DAVIS

The point of making mistakes is to learn better for the next decision.  Not to fall flat on your face every time you get the opportunity.

HAL

That's just who I am it seems.  When I left the Air Force I thought all my problems were behind me.  But I've learned that I can't escape them.

DAVIS

You make the problems not the problems make you.  You can't live everyday the same and expect them to be different.

HAL

Why should I try?  My father couldn't escape his problems and neither can I.

DAVIS

Your not your father.

HAL

Sometimes I feel like I am.  And that scares me.

Davis leans back.  A beat.

DAVIS

Have you ever wondered why I try to pry into your personal life so much?  It's because me and everybody else sees something inside you that nobody else has.  Your just to stubborn to see it yourself.  You walk around feeling like you have something to prove to everybody.  

HAL

There are people out there who have much more to live for than I do.

DAVIS

Nobody goes into war without a strategy.  You can't run into a fight without thinking things through.

HAL

All I saw was Carol getting hurt.  There is no way I can sit back and let that happen.

DAVIS

But putting her in harms way isn't going to save her.  One wrong move last night and there could have been two dead bodies laying in a gutter somewhere.  I can't change the fact that you don't care about yourself, but next time you do something dangerous think about Carol and think about me.  There are people who care about your life.

Davis gets up.

DAVIS (cont'd)

Mr. Ferris is waiting in the car to take you home.  Enjoy your freedom, because that's all your ever getting from me again.

He leaves the room.

Hal sits there by himself.  He buries his head in his hands, SOBS.

CUT TO:

INT. FERRIS' CAR

Ferris drives Hal.  His eyes are red, drooping.

FERRIS 

Carol is precious to me.  She's all I have left since my wife died.  

HAL

I'm sorry about the danger I put her in.  I swear that nothing like that will happen again.

FERRIS

Your the best d*** test pilot I've ever had.  But if you ever mess with my daughter again your a** is out the door.  I refuse to lose her too.

Hal nods.  He watches the Coast City spares roll by outside the window.

FERRIS (cont'd)

The Captain is a good man.  He didn't have to bail you out like that.

HAL

I know and I'm very greatful.  I just wish he hadn't come all this way for that.

FERRIS

He didn't.  He was referring another test pilot.

Hal quickly SNAPS out of his daydream.

FERRIS (cont'd)

Don't worry.  You'll meet them soon enough.

INT. OFFICE/HAL'S APARTMENT

The office(now cleaned out) hosts a bed in one corner and a small fridge.  It's still a cramped place to work, or live.

Hal walks into the office.  Rage filled tears roll from his tormented eyes.

He throws his stuff down and moves to the bed.  He slides out the CARDBOARD BOX from underneath it.  Stares at his father's CRUSHED HELMET and several PICTURES inside.

DAVIS (V.O.)

...me and everybody else sees something inside you that nobody else has.  Your just to stubborn to see it yourself.

FADE TO:

RED, BURNING LIGHT.  Dancing FLAMES of a FIRE.

We are...

EXT. ALLEY - NIGHT

A fire burns quietly in a metal trash can.  Hal stares into its bright light.

He reaches to the cardboard box at his feet.  Pulls the stuff out and tosses it in the fire.

HAL (V.O.)

My memories of the past have effected this present.  I have to rid myself of everything that has caused me pain.

The flames lick over the helmet.  MELTING it.  Turning it to black ASH.

INT. OFFICE/HAL'S APARTMENT

Hal stands in the darkness.  He slowly slides the power ring from his pocket, places it on his raised INDEX FINGER.

HAL (V.O.)

Abin Sur told me of an Earth he couldn't save.  A people he didn't understand.  But I know these people.  I am these people.  Their wars and corruption can be stopped.

He points the ring at his desk, concentrates.  With great effort the table raises off the ground.

HAL (V.O.) (cont'd)

The world needs a hero.  A savior.  A force to stand behind.

Hal lowers the desk back to the floor.  He stares at the ring and smiles.  He holds the ring above his head.

GREEN AURA erupts around him, casting the room in an eerie green.  A force starts to sweep through the room.  It blows papers around like a whirlwind.

Hal closes his eyes, drinking in the energy.  He begins to levitate off the ground.

HAL (V.O.) (cont'd)

This is where Hal Jordan ends...And Green Lantern begins!

Hal's eyes FLASH open.  GLOWING GREEN PUPILS stare back at us.

CUT TO:

EXT. DIRTY STREET, COAST CITY - NIGHT

A bad street in a bad part of town.  PUNKS loiter on the sidewalks.  GANGS rev the engine of their HARLEY'S at passing girls.  Nobody in their right mind would risk coming down here at night.

A HAGGARD MAN drudges up the sidewalk,  tattered clothes dangle from his shoulders and waist.  He twitches from a drug withdraw, mutters some inaudible words to himself.

He checks both ways before ducking into a MINI MART.

INT. MINI MART

Dirty.  Broken cans sit on near barren shelves.  The only thing worth mentioning is the freezers full of beer cans and liquor.

The STORE CLERK sits in a chair, feet propped up on the counter.  He gingerly flips through a PLAYBOY.

A gun cocks.  The store clerk looks up.

The haggard man stands there sweating.  His eyes are demented, crazed, insane.

HAGGARD MAN

The money!  Now!

The store clerk eases from his seat, hands in the air.

STORE CLERK

Take it easy.

Haggard man waves the gun around like a baton.

HAGGARD MAN

No talk!  No talk!  I'll shoot I swear.

The store clerk opens the register, starts dumping bills into a paper bag.

Haggard gets in patient, BLAM, fires the gun.  The store clerk CRUMPLES.  

He erratically shoves the bills into the bag.  He drops to the floor to pick up the ones that may have fallen from his grasp.

EXT. MINI MART - NIGHT

BURSTING from the door, the haggard man runs up the sidewalk.  A full paper bag now clutched in his dirty hands.

He abruptly turns into an alley and disappears from view.

A second later a GREEN BLUR flashes in the sky.  Here and gone in a millisecond.  It follows.

INT. ALLEY - NIGHT

The haggard man runs into the dark shadows.  He pants loudly.

HAGGARD MAN

I got the money!  The money!

A DRUG DEALER steps from a shadow at the alleys end.  The bill of a hat covering most of their face.

DRUG DEALER

Show me.

The haggard man opens up the brown paper.  The drug dealer stares at the crumbled bills inside.

HAGGARD MAN

How much I get for this?

The dealer smiles, pulls from his pocket a bag of WHITE POWDER.

DRUG DEALER

Some new stuff I just got.  You tell anyone where you got that and you die.  Now get out of here.

But the haggard man drops to his knees.  He violently twitches as he forces the bag open.

DRUG DEALER (cont'd)

Don't do that here.  Someone could see you.  Go hide somewhere else.

HAGGARD MAN

I'm sick.  Got to have it now.

The dealer slowly backs up, prepared to run.

The haggard man gets the bag open, snorts the powder.  He coughs and tosses the bag down.

HAGGARD MAN (cont'd)

Sugar!  D*** SUGAR!

He advances toward the dealer.

HAGGARD MAN (cont'd)

You lie!  Give my money!

DRUG DEALER

I can't.  A sales a sale.

Haggard pulls out his gun.

HAGGARD MAN

Then die!

BLAM!  BLAM!

Two quick shots, point blank.

The dealer forces his eyes open, amazed that somehow neither bullet connected.  Then he notices it...

He is surrounded by a GREEN AURA from somewhere above.  A shield.

Haggard fires again and again.  His clip finally empty.  But the bullets don't pass through the shield.

Finally, the Aura dissipates.  Many bullets RING as they land on the ground.

They stare at each other in amazement.

HAGGARD MAN (cont'd)

What the h***?

A POWER BEAM is shot from above, knocks the gun from his hand.  He recoils in pain.

Suddenly, the haggard man is JERKED into the air.  Thrown almost twenty feet away, slams into brick and passes out.

The dealer runs over, checks him.

He backs up, terrified.  Wipes sweat from his brow and reaches into his jacket to pull out a MACHETE

DRUG DEALER

SHOW YOURSELF!

A green blur at his right.  He turns.  Gone.

A green blur behind him.  He spins.  Gone.

By now the dealer is breathing, heavy.

DRUG DEALER (cont'd)

Fight me like a man!

Something, quick, catches and shoves him to the wall.

The dealer GAGS, a GLOVED HAND at his throat.  He stares in horror.

POINT OF VIEW: DRUG DEALER

Piercing eyes GLARE from a GREEN DOMINO MASK.

Green Lantern.

END POINT OF VIEW

GREEN LANTERN

No evil shall escape my sight.

A RIGHT CROSS sends the dealer sprawling to the ground.

CUT TO:

INT. MINI MART

The store clerk leans against the counter in pain.  Blood running from the bullet wound he received in the shoulder.

He screams into the phone.

STORE CLERK 

(in phone)

I don't care if you have no units available, I've just been robbed!

The bag of money drops onto the counter in front of him.

He looks up, searches the store.  Empty.

STORE CLERK (cont'd)

(in phone)

Never mind.

CUT TO:

EXT. PARKING LOT, DONUT SHOP - NIGHT

Two over-weight cops lean on a squad car.  They enjoy a box of fresh donuts.

A GREEN BEAM drops the two men(haggard and dealer) onto the squad car.

One cop stops mid bite.  A bit of donut hanging from his lip.

The other cop PEERS into the sky.  A green trail BLAZES away into dark clouds.

EXT. SKYSCRAPER - NIGHT

Green Lantern, in all his glory, stands over looking the city.  For a moment there is peace, a gentle wind blows his hair.  

Inside the mask, Hal smiles.  The first time in a long time.

He leaps off the building and is gone.

CUT TO:

INT. HANGAR, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

A small TRAINER JET sits on an elevated platform, tubes from a computer console connect to parts of the exposed motor.  The motor ROARS, nearly deafening the hangar.

Hal, with protection over his ears, checks the running motor.  He writes things down then moves over to a computer console beside the elevated platform.

Numerical readings from the tubes are fed to the computer.  Hal looks over them with interest.

He hits a button to the side, the jet's engine dies.  

He tosses the protection from his ears.  Yawns long.

Something catches his attention.  He watches as Carol enters in a back door.

CAROL

How are you?

Hal begins disconnecting the tubes from the engine.

HAL

I've been worse.

CAROL

You sure?  You look horrible.

HAL

Kind of a rough night last night.  I didn't get much sleep.

CAROL

You should take some time off and rest your eyes.

HAL

Thanks, but I'm fine.  

(pause)

Why do you care anyway?

She steps closer, pulls Hal's hands away from the engine.  He turns.

CAROL

I know you probably hate me for what happened.  I just wish you could live through one night without putting on your "tough guy" act.

Hal goes back to disconnecting the tubes.

HAL

You better go.  Daddy might catch you talking to me.

CAROL

He is just trying to protect me.

HAL

From what?

CAROL

From you.  Pay no attention to his threats.  You're the best test pilot he has ever had and he's not going to fire you that easily.

HAL

Then why is he hiring someone else?

CAROL

Somebody has to fly the Stealth Bomber for the demonstration next week.  Someone he can trust-

HAL

I'm suppose to gain back trust by watching this chump steal my job?  Please...

CAROL

You don't even know him.  So don't judge him.

Hal GRITS his teeth, holding back his words.  He turns his attention back the jet.

Carol watches him work.

CAROL (cont'd)

What is all this for?

HAL

This trainer jet is in shambles.  The coating has nearly rusted off, not to mention the throttle is stripped.

CAROL

They are learning.  It's suppose to have some bumps and bruises.

HAL

There has to be an easier way to train newbies other than taking them up in a flying coffin.

CAROL

(smiling)

And yet another bullet to my "why I don't date pilots" list.

They laugh for a moment.  Hal looks up.

HAL

Why did you really come here?

CAROL

To talk about us.

HAL

There is no us.

CAROL

I just want to be friends, Hal.

HAL

That's not the way I see it.

CAROL

Well, that's all I have to offer.  Just try to get to know me first instead of moving fast into things.

HAL

I'm a pilot.  All I know how to do move fast.

Carol steps closer, pleading.

CAROL

Please understand, Hal.

Hal looks down at her.  Not a bit amused.

HAL

I better go.  I don't feel like risking my job for the "let's be friends" speech.

Carol stands in disappointment as Hal walks away.

INT. TOWER

Hal enters into the back door.

Ferris watches through the window as a jet ZOOMS by the glass.  He turns around, sees Hal.

FERRIS

Jordan, I'm glad your here.

He motions for him to come over.

HAL

Why did you call me here?

FERRIS

The knew pilot just arrived.

Hal points to the jet, now just a dark dot high in the clouds.

HAL

He's flying already?  He just got here.

FERRIS

Just couldn't wait to get started.

CUT TO:

EXT. RUNWAY - DAY

The jet lands.  As it slows to a stop, workers quickly run out to assist it.

Hal and Ferris emerge through a back door.  The approach the jet.

FERRIS

I wanted you to be the first to meet him.  Rest assured that he's not here to take your place but just for the demonstration.

HAL

You know I could fly it.

FERRIS

But he has flown huge crafts like the Stealth Bomber before so he has the experience.  If were going to make a sale it has to be perfect.  No offense?

Hal doesn't answer.  He just GLARES at the pilot who has just hopped down from the plane.  The pilot's helmet covers his face.

FERRIS (cont'd)

I'll take that as a yes.

They approach the pilot, who is turned around talking to a technician about something with the jet.  The pilot takes off the helmet.  We only see the back of his head, as it flows with rich BROWN HAIR.

FERRIS (cont'd)

Hal Jordan, this is our Stealth Bomber pilot.

The pilot spins around.  Hal GASPS.

VINCE HARDEY.

Hardey smiles.

HARDEY

Well well, if it isn't good ol' Hal Jordan.

HAL

Hardey?

Ferris looks at both of them.

FERRIS

You two know each other?

HAL

We trained together in the Air Force.

HARDEY

Yes we did.  To bad things had to end the way they did.  Right, Hal?

HAL

Right...

FERRIS

I hope that your...friendship will destroy any bad feelings that might have arose between you two.

HAL

I'd hardly call us friends-

HARDEY

Oh come now, Hal.  We grew together.  Flew together.  Shared our pain and victories together.  We're practically family.

Hardey WINKS at Hal, who just GLARES back.

HARDEY (cont'd)

If you will excuse me.  I have a lot to study and prepare over for my test flight next week.

Hardey moves, BUMPS into Hal's shoulder as he passes.

FERRIS

Wait a moment and I'll show you your office.

Hal grabs Ferris' arm.

HAL

You can't let this guy fly.  He's arrogant and conceded.

FERRIS

I'm not in a business about personality.  If you can walk the walk then I don't get a rat's a** if you can talk the talk.

HAL

I know how him and his father's work.  There only in it for themselves.

Ferris looks at his watch, fakes enthusiasm.

FERRIS

Would you look at that.  Seems to be your lunch break.

He starts walking toward the waiting Hardey, stops and turns back.

FERRIS (cont'd)

Our meeting with the officials is at one.  I still want you on the ground team for the flight.  Don't be late.

Hal watches Ferris walk away.  He puts his hand on Hardey's back and ushers him toward the building.

INT. LOUNGE, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

A tiny room with couches and chairs.  A snack and drink machine face each other in opposing corners.

Ferris steps to a table in which Hardey is already seated.  He puts a cup of steaming coffee in front of him.  

FERRIS

Thanks for coming on such short notice.

HARDEY

No problem.  Listen, my father briefed me on your situation on the way over here.  Quite a machine you've designed.

FERRIS

Everything is state of the art.  Opposing countries won't even know what hit them.

Hardey leans back, smiles.

HARDEY

Perfect.  I know all your hard work won't go to waste.

Hardey's cell phone RINGS loudly.  He checks it.

HARDEY (cont'd)

I'm sorry but I must take this call.

Ferris stands up.  He pushes his chair under the table.

FERRIS

No worries.  I have to get moving myself.  It's a busy week.  Listen, I'll have my daughter to come by and help you settle in a moment.

Hardey nods, puts the phone to his ear.

Ferris nods, exits the room.  Hardey waits until his is gone.

INTERCUT: HARDEY/GENERAL HARDEY

HARDEY

(into phone)

Yes.

GENERAL HARDEY

How is everything?

HARDEY

You were right.  This place is a dump.

GENERAL HARDEY

Just do your job.

HARDEY

I can't stand much longer with these hicks.  They don't seem to know which way is up.

GENERAL HARDEY

But if its true about the functionality of this Stealth Bomber then the government is going to sign the sheets on sight.  I wouldn't want anybody else flying it but you.

HARDEY

There's something else.  Hal Jordan is here.

GENERAL HARDEY

The private?  So this is where he's been all this time.

HARDEY

Captain Davis probably had something to do with it.

GENERAL HARDEY

Yes, the poor Captain.  He always had a problem with burying his hands into others affairs.  Just lay low for now.  Don't draw a lot of attention.

HARDEY

I wouldn't think of it.

The door opens.  Carol steps in, stunning as ever.

GENERAL HARDEY

And try to make the best of it.

HARDEY

You know...I may like this place after all.

Hardey GRINS.  Flips his phone shut.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. MAIN STREET, COAST CITY - DAY

The lunch time crew moves like a horde down sidewalks.  Men in ties talk on cell phones.  Women in business suits carry briefcases.

Hal moves through the crowd, hands shoved in his pockets.

A siren WAILS close by.

Hal turns just as TWO FIRE TRUCKS careen by.  They part the stand still traffic like Moses parting the Red Sea.

Hal looks down at his ring, DARTS into a nearby alley.

Moments later Green Lantern BLAZES by in a glowing cloud, following the fire trucks.

EXT. MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY

Smoke and flames flap outside the open windows of this four story building.  A black cloud rising up into the air above.

Down on the ground, the fire men help usher the last of the kids from the building.

The FIRE CHIEF pulls close to a woman with a hacking cough.  The woman, a PRINCIPLE, attends to the kids.  She tries to calm them down with words of encouragement.

FIRE CHIEF

What's the story here?

PRINCIPLE

As far as we know it came from the cafeteria.  It spread so fast we couldn't stop it.

FIRE CHIEF

But is everybody out of the building?

The principle examines the scene.

PRINCIPLE

We've got all teachers and student out.  I'm not sure about anyone else.

Green Lantern passes overhead, drowning the block in green light.  He bursts into a second story window.

The students point and gasp.  Some jump around with excitement.

FIRE CHIEF

What the heck was that thing?

A look of panic crosses over the principle's face.

PRINCIPLE

Oh my God...There could still be some people in the cafeteria!

INT. HALLWAY, MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

Green Lantern lands in a crouch and surveys the area.

The hallway disappears a few feet ahead in an out pour of black smoke.

He holds out his ring, shines a huge beam over the hall.  It acts like night vision goggles, allowing him to see through the smoke.

Green Lantern runs forward.

EXT. MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

A fireman TWISTS a hose onto a fire hydren.  

He JOGS to catch up with the other firemen as the fire chief leads them into the burning school.

INT. CAFETERIA, MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

Wooden lunch tables cave under the burning embers.

The double doors at the entrance EXPLODE, wood SPLINTERS inward from a POWER BEAM.  Green Lantern steps in.

He runs toward the kitchen, shielding his mouth from inhaling the smoke.

INT. KITCHEN, MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

THREE LUNCH LADIES huddle together in the corner, coughing uncontrollably.  They slowly try to slide down a wall and past burning equipment.

Flames LICK up onto the ceiling tiles, SNAPS them like twigs.  The fire advances toward the women.

Green Lantern KICKS in the door.  Hears the desperate CRIES.

GREEN LANTERN

WHERE ARE YOU?!

CRASH!

A burning TIMBER falls from above.  It traps the ladies in the corner.  Green Lantern looks over and sees the women.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

Hold on!

He LEAPS over a stove.  The ladies look in astonishment.

Iconic, Green Lantern stands calm around a fiery backdrop.

LUNCH LADY I

What are you doing here?

GREEN LANTERN

I'm here to help.

He points his ring at the burning timber, begins to lift it.  It rises about three feet then drops.  He looks at his ring.

He puts it out and tries again, SQUINTS with determination.  His power beam slowly dissipates and the timber drops again.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

What's happening?

The ring SPARKS then dies.

LUNCH LADY II

Help!

GREEN LANTERN

Hold on!

He looks around for another route.  Jumps onto a sterling silver refrigerator, finds a clean beam above.  He grabs it and uses his leverage to swing over by the ladies.

Green Lantern KICKS the burning timber.  Nothing happens.  He does it again and again.  Nothing.

He sees something.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

Duck.

The ladies cover their heads.  He uses all his might to side swipe the bottom of the timber, it dislodges and start to slide towards the ladies.

Green Lantern lays into the falling beam with his shoulder, his weight behind it.  With contact his shoulder CRACKS.  The timber BREAKS in two and falls aimlessly beside the ladies.

Green Lantern grabs his shoulder in horrible pain.  He YELPS.

He grabs the ladies with his free hand.  

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

We have to go now.  This whole place is coming down.

LUNCH LADY I

Your hurt.

LUNCH LADY III

This way.

She points to a side exit.  It's path nearly clear.

They wade through the smoke and flames, CRAWLING overtop appliances and DUCKING when the fire disrupts their path.  They finally reach the door.  

One of the ladies checks the door.  Its locked.

GREEN LANTERN

Stand back.

(point ring at door)

Come on.

He concentrates hard.  The ring FLASHES to life for a moment before dieing again.

LUNCH LADY II

Who are you?

GREEN LANTERN

I don't know anymore.

He looks up above.  There is a window.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

The window.  It's the only way out.

The ladies start to climb up a cabinet that's below the window.

More of the ceiling CRASHES down merely a foot away.  Green Lantern dodges it.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

Hurry!  We don't have long!

And he doesn't.  Just then the ceiling gives way.  Wood, tiles, insulation, etc. piles on top of Green Lantern.  He's pinned to the ground.  The weight is crushing his chest.

The women stop.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

(with his last breaths)

Go...just go...

They climb out.

INT. CAFETERIA, MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

The women hop from the window to the ground.  The firemen BURST in the back door, spraying the hose.

The fire chief runs to the women's aid.

FIRE CHIEF

Are you alright?

LUNCH LADY III

We're fine.

FIRE CHIEF

We've got to get you out of here.

He starts pushing them towards an exit.

LUNCH LADY I 

No!  There's someone still in there.

LUNCH LADY II

He saved us.

He nods, turns to another fireman.

FIRE CHIEF

Jones.  Get these ladies out of here.

INT. KITCHEN, MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL

The team of fire fighters step through the already shattered door.  The start to SPRAY water everywhere.  It quenches the fire.

Green Lantern lays under the debris.  He gasps for air.  

Water then wets his face as the fire on the debris dies...

...and the Power Ring flickers back to life.  Green Lantern uses a beam to THROW the weight from his chest with force.

EXT. MIDTOWN ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - MOMENTS LATER

The three ladies wear oxygen masks.  A paramedic tends to their minor burns.

They stand up as the firemen emerges from the wreckage.  The fire chief runs over.

LUNCH LADY I

Where is he?

LUNCH LADY II

Did you save him?

FIRE CHIEF

We searched the entire kitchen.  Nobody was in there.

With a WHOOSH their hair is blown.  GREEN LANTERN shoots up into the sky.  A green trail following him.

LUNCH LADY III

(pointing)

There he is.

EXT. SKY

Green Lantern tries to fly but he can't keep steady as he swerves up and down.  

His BROKEN ARM lays limp at his side.

EXT. SKYSCRAPER

Green Lantern dips down for a landing but is approaching to fast.  He TWISTS preparing for impact.  And SLAMS into the gravel roof kicking up dust clouds, MOANING as he finally slows to a stop.

Green Lantern rolls onto his back, stares up at the sky.  His suit covered in dust and his DOMINO mask nearly burnt off his face.  He pulls off the mask and tosses it away.

A weathered Hal tends to his hurt arm.  He uses his good arm to slowly lift it.  He screams through his teeth.  And finally...

CRACK.

...the shoulder POPS back into place.  Hal DROPS onto his back again.  His chest rises with quick, rapid breaths.

EXT. ALLEY, SKYSCRAPER

Hal lowers himself down to the ground.  He slides a trash can to the side where a box hides Hal's cloths, takes them out.

A faint BEEPING.  Hal digs into his pants pocket, pulls out a watch.  He sits a button, which kills the alarm, and checks the time.

1:30 pulsates over the LCD screen.

HAL

I'm late.

He quickly throws his cloths on, runs off.

CUT TO:

INT. MAIN HALLWAY, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

Hal SPRINTS down the long hallway, just finishing the buttons on his shirt.  Huge oak DOUBLE DOORS stand at the end of the hallway.  The CONFERENCE ROOM.

Hal stops at them, straightens his shirt one last time, and opens the doors.

INT. CONFERENCE ROOM

Massive room.  Round wooden table in the center, surrounded by expensive plush chairs.  All empty.

Except for Carol putting files and paperwork into her briefcase.  She looks up at Hal, angered.

CAROL

What happened to you?

He looks down at himself and realizes that he still must be covered in dust.  

HAL

Where is everybody?  The meeting.

CAROL

It's over.  And you missed it.

HAL

I know I'm a little late but they couldn't have finished this fast.  I mean, this is big deal.

CAROL

The government has been watching our progress every since we started the stealth bomber project.  Once they checked over the schematics and reports they were satisfied.

(off look)

Hal, I know that you might not care about what I say or do anymore but I thought you cared about this company.  This is what could make or break us, not to mention what will decide if you have a job in the future or not.  I thought you at least cared that much.  But I was wrong.

Carol locks up her briefcase and brushes past Hal.  He follows her into the hall.

INT. MAIN HALLWAY, FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

HAL

I need to tell you something.  Its about why I haven't been myself lately.

CAROL

I don't have time to listen to your excuses anymore.

HAL

Then let me come by your place tonight.  This is very important.

CAROL

Can't.  I have plans.

HAL

What?  About the Stealth Bomber?

CAROL

You could say that.

HAL

You know it frontwards and backwards, Carol.  Can I just have five minutes of your time?

She stops dead in her tracks, spins toward him.  She GLARES at him long and hard.

CAROL

I better go.  I don't want to risk your job by talking to you.

Carol give him a quick and sarcastic grin, turns and walks off.

Hal stands there watching her go.  He seems beaten and broken.  Not the strong and confident man he used to be.

Looking to his left, Hal sees movement out a window.  Below on the runway, Ferris watches the MILITARY OFFICIALS board a plane.  SECRET SERVICE men check the premises.  

Hal takes off running after it.

EXT. RUNWAY

Hal runs as hard as he can.  His shoes DIGGING and CRUNCHING into dirt at a frantic pace.  But he's too late.  The plane takes off.

Panting, Hal stops behind Ferris.  Ferris addresses him without turning around.

FERRIS

I forgave you for the problems you had in the Air Force.  I even forgave you for almost killing my daughter...

He finally turns around.

FERRIS (cont'd)

...but I can't forgive you for this disrespect.  It's making me wonder if the decision I'm about to make is the best one, but I don't really have a choice now do I?

HAL

What decision? 

FERRIS

I got a phone call this morning.  Seems like your friend Vince Hardey had to leave on some kind of family crisis.  The point is, no matter how much I want to fire you right now I need you on this team.  And if Hardey doesn't get this dilemma resolved soon, your my only pilot.

The power ring on Hal's finger begins to PULSATE on and off.  He quickly shoves it into this pocket.

FERRIS (cont'd)

(growling)

You screw this one up and I'll break you with my bare hands.

Ferris STOMPS off.

FADE TO:

EXT. MILITARY PRISON - NIGHT

A camouflage HUMMER speeds through an iron gate, GRINDS to a stop at the front door.  Hardey steps down from the passenger's side.

An ARMY GUARD motions for Hardey to enter into a side door.  He quickly follows him, close behind.

INT. MILITARY PRISON

Hardey walks into a room with a GLASS PARTITION(two chairs separated by glass).  The army guard pats Hardey down then motions for him to take a seat.

Moments later General Hardey is lead in, his hands cuffed in front of him.  He sits down across from his son.

They both grab the phones and puts them to their ears.

GENERAL HARDEY

Glad you came, son.  You look well.

HARDEY

Why are you here?

GENERAL HARDEY

(smiles)

Seems as if my past has finally caught up with me.

HARDEY

I thought everything was going as planned.

GENERAL HARDEY

Well, it looks as if Captain Davis has been snooping around.  I had a feeling he was on to me.

HARDEY

Why didn't you say anything?

GENERAL HARDEY

I was hoping this thing would just blow over.  I didn't want to pull you into the family affairs until you were ready.

HARDEY

What family affairs?

GENERAL HARDEY

I've told you about the family history and the power you receive from position.

HARDEY

(impatient)

Yes, I remember.  What does this have to do with you being in jail?

GENERAL HARDEY

They tapped my phone lines, Vince.  Read my conversations.  Learned who my allies were.  I had plans for the future.  A life that you could only dream of.  Money like you could never imagine.  That dream is over for me but it doesn't have to be for you.

Hardey racks his brain, realizing...

HARDEY

The Stealth Bomber...

GENERAL HARDEY

Sending you to Ferris' was the only way to get the information I needed.

HARDEY

You stole the blueprints...

GENERAL HARDEY

The past generals in our family only had the power that superiors granted them.  But money...it brings its own power.  People fear those with unlimited resources.  We could have had wealth beyond our imaginations.

Hardey stands up quickly, his chair knocked to the floor.  He drops the phone to his side.

General Hardey stands up too.  He screams into the phone, his words leaking through the dangling receiver on Hardey's end

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

You can finish it, son!  Reclaim the family name!

The Army Guard comes in and JERKS General Hardey from his seat.  He screams one last phrase before the connection is lost.

GENERAL HARDEY (cont'd)

SECOND ON THE LEFT!  TWENTY-NINE!  THIRTEEN!  FOUR!

Hardey stands there in silence and stares at the place his father once was.  Mouth agape.

CUT TO:

INT. GENERAL'S OFFICE

PITCH BLACK.

A door opens illuminating Hardey's silhouette.  He turns on his FLASHLIGHT and closes the door.  The glow throws eerie shadows on his face.

He runs to the desk, which is covered with papers.  He scans them quickly, tosses the ones which don't pertain to his mission to the side. 

Stopping to contain himself, he slowly lowers his flashlight and uses it to count the drawers.  He stops on one.  The second drawer from the left.

He slides it open, pulls out all the papers.  At the bottom of the drawer, hidden from under the once stacked papers, is a tiny SAFE.  Hardey begins to turn the dial. 

Right...twenty-nine.  Left...thirteen.  Right...four.  

CLICK!  He opens the latch to produce what he has been looking for(a folder spilling over with readouts).  

Hardey pulls the folder up uncovering the shinny surface of a PISTOL also buried in the safe.  Smiling, he shoves the folder deep into his coat and secures the pistol in his pants.

SMASH TO:

INT. OFFICE/HAL'S APARTMENT

The power ring continues to PULSE in his hand.  The green glow washes over his grave face.

HAL

First, this thing shorts out in the school and now this.  I have a feeling this Green Lantern stuff isn't all it's cracked up to be.

Hal puts his head down, rubs his eyes.

A POWER BATTERY, in the shape of a glowing lantern, materializes in front of him.  It's as bright as the sun.

Hal shades his eyes, steps forward towards it.  In the Battery's center is an indention the same shape as Hal's ring.  He notices it too.

Slowly, he pushes his ring into the Lantern.  CLICK...it connects, begins recharging the ring like a battery.

Rejuvenation flows through every stem in Hal's body.  He spreads his arms and drinks the energy in.

Hal smiles.

CUT TO:

The blades of a POLICE CHOPPER slices effortlessly through the air, spitting water in every direction as the slow patter of a night's rain drips down.

The chopper dips low.  It's SEARCHLIGHT hits something moving on the ground below.  Something fast.

In the distance a police siren wails.  Then another.  Then another.

We are...

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY - NIGHT

A YELLOW VAN CAREENS around a slick turn.  Cars honk loudly and swerve to get out of the mad van's destructive path.

POLICE CRUISERS follow closely in pursuit, in turn skidding around the curve also.

INT. CHOPPER

As the pilot does his best to keep the stabilized spotlight on the crazed van.

A CAMERA MAN hangs out the other side, rain bounces off his balding head.  He yells to the pilot.

CAMERA MAN

Your loosing him.  Take it closer.  I need a clearer shot.

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY

The chopper dips, abruptly just as...

...the van blows through an intersection.  Cars SKEW over the slick pavement, crash into each other and wrap themselves around light posts.  They slide to a stop, a METAL ROAD BLOCK now formed from the wreckage.

INT. POLICE CRUISER - CONTINUOUS

Slamming on the break, the cops swerves to avoid the danger in front of him.

He SMACKS the wheel in frustration.

The police cars are blocked from further pursuit.

INT. CHOPPER

Through the windshield, smoke and fire erupt from the metal road block.

CAMERA MAN

The cops are out.

INT. POLICE CRUISER

The cop grabs his radio.

COP

Were blocked in, chief.  There's no way anyone's getting past this.

But a high pitched WHISTLE catches his attention.  Something is fast approaching like a rocket.

Green Lantern FLIES over the road block.

COP (cont'd)

Oh my God...

INT. YELLOW VAN

A BLOODY MAN with red over his face and shirt does his best to avoid hitting cars head on.

Something is beside him.  He turns to see Green Lantern hovering a foot outside his window.

GREEN LANTERN

Pull over!

The bloody man jerks his wheel to the right, SLAMS into Green Lantern...

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY

...sending him crashing into a building.  He drops from the wall into a cluster of TRASH BAGS below.

Green Lantern fights to get to his feet and notices that everyone on the sidewalk has stopped and is staring straight at him.

He leaps up and is off after the van.  Ascending up to get a bird's eye view of the van.

He FIRES a power beam at the van and tries to lift it.  It fails.

GREEN LANTERN

Not again!

INT. CHOPPER

PILOT

(off Green Lantern)

What is that...thing?

CAMERA MAN

I don't know but follow it.

(smiles)

We've just gotten ourselves another story.

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY

The yellow van barrels ahead, approaching another intersection.

Green Lantern follows his gaze up ahead.  He sees an oblivious car about to drive right into the van's path.

As it reaches, the car slams on breaks but its to close.

Green Lantern fires a beam, lifts the car out of the air, allowing the van to drive right under it.  He puts the car back on the ground, flies after the van.

He forces another beam at the van.  It bounces off like nothing touched it.

INTERCUT: Green Lantern tries to move the flaming timber.  His ring dies.

GREEN LANTERN

So its not fire...Yellow?

He pulls his arms in tight, points his head down, dips towards the van like a bullet.

INT. YELLOW VAN

The bloody man looks in his rearview mirror.  A green blur is dodging through the traffic behind.  It's coming fast.

He reaches to his passenger's seat where a bloody knife lays.  The weapon of a murderer.  He Grabs the knife and leans out the van.  

HEAVES the knife at Green Lantern.

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY

Green Lantern sees a metal object approaching.  A quick power beam turns it to ash.

POINT OF VIEW: GREEN LANTERN

The BLACK tires of the van spin in a fury over pavement.  The only part of the van NOT YELLOW.  

END POINT OF VIEW

Green Lantern fires a power beam.  The tires EXPLODE, sparks RAIN as metal grinds asphalt.

The van falls onto its side, slides up onto the sidewalk, crashes over a fire hydrant.  Water SPRAYS into the sky like a geyser.

INT. YELLOW VAN

The bloody man, now bruised and broken, claws desperately at the seat in an attempt to climb out.

Suddenly, the door is RIPPED off it's hinges.  Green Lantern reaches in and PULLS the bloody man out.

EXT. VARIOUS STREETS, COAST CITY

The police cars slide around the corner.

Green Lantern sees them.  He drops the bloody man to the ground and flies off.

The first police car stops.  The cop gets out.  He looks at the bloody man then up in the sky.

COP

It was him.

A search light then DROWNS the scene.  The cop looks up to see the chopper hovering above.

FADE TO:

EXT. CAROL'S APARTMENT

Hal steps to the door, takes a deep breath and blows it out.

He RINGS the doorbell.

Seconds later, Carol opens it.  She seems taken back by Hal standing there.

CAROL

What are you doing here?

HAL

I really need to tell you something.

CAROL

I'm sort of busy right now.  Can this wait?

HAL

No, it will just take a sec.

Carol rolls her eyes, nods.

HAL (cont'd)

I know you think that I don't care but I do.  I mean I care about everything.  You, the company, even the test flight tomorrow.  It's just that I've had a lot on my mind the past few weeks and it's just taken some time to clear.  But I've got my head on straight now.  I just need to know that everything is fine between you and me.

CAROL

We've already tried to have this discussion once before-

HAL

And I was to stupid not to listen.  But I'm listening now.

HARDEY (O.S.)

Carol, come in here.  You've got to see this clown.

Carol bows her head, embarrassed.  Hal steps back, confused.

HAL

What?

CAROL

Hal, listen its not what you think.

HAL

Then why is he in there?  You can't trust him.

CAROL

Maybe you can't but he's been nothing but safe around me.  Please come in.

HAL

(through clenched teeth)

I don't believe this.

CAROL

Please.

Her pleading eyes are to much.  Hal follows her into the apartment.

INT. CAROL'S APARTMENT

Hardey looks up from his seat on the couch.  His OVERCOAT folded in his lap.

HARDEY

Jordan?  What are you doing here?

HAL

Why are you back so soon?  I thought you had family problems.

HARDEY

Geez, already with the twenty questions?  If you must know, dad wasn't feeling well so I just helped put him to bed.

(off Hal's look)

What's wrong?  You seem disappointed.

HAL

Not disappointed.  Just surprised.

HARDEY

Sorry to ruffle your feathers.

Hal grabs Carol's arm, leans in close.

HAL

You don't believe that crap about his father do you?  Something's up.  I can tell.

CAROL

I appreciate the concern, but the acts getting old.  Either be my friend like I've asked or leave.

They break.

Hardey turns up the television.

TELEVISION (V.O.)

The man coined the "Green Lantern" single handedly captured the notorious serial killer Jack Herman last night.  Many believe him to be the same man who made an appearance in the school building last week, where he saved three.

This peaks Hal's interest.  He runs over.

HAL

What's that?

HARDEY

Some goon on the news...

On the television is a high view of Green Lantern flying down the street after the yellow van.  As taken from the chopper.

HARDEY (cont'd)

...Seems like a big stretch even for the Coast City evening news.

HAL

Right.

Hardey gets up, lifts the overcoat from his lap and drapes it over the couch.  He walks over and puts his arm around Carol.

HARDEY

We've got dinner reservations in half and hour and I don't want to be late.  So long, Jordan.  See you at the demonstration tomorrow.

As they walk towards the door, Hardey WINKS.

Hal watches as they leave.  He stands there alone in silence for a moment.

ANGLE ON Hardey's jacket, still draped over the couch.

CUT TO:

EXT. ITALIAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT

The night cries out as RAIN pours down.

A VALET fights the elements as he hurries to take arriving guest's cars.  The restaurant is still extremely busy, despite the horrid weather.

INT. ITALIAN RESTAURANT

Soft music.  The only light is from the candles on every table.

Carol and Hardey sit at a table beside a window.  Hardey POURS himself a glass of champagne and sticks his fork into the fine food in front of him.  

Carol stares out the window, watching the rain stream down its clear surface.  She is obviously lost in her thoughts.

HARDEY

Is something wrong?

Carol looks over.

CAROL

What's that?

HARDEY

I asked if something was wrong.  You seem out of it tonight.

CAROL

I guess you can say I've had a lot of my mind lately with the demonstration tomorrow.

HARDEY

Hey babe, just relax.  You've got the golden boy here flying for you.

CAROL

Yeah, daddy was surprised to see you back so soon.  We figured that your family problems would have to force us to put Hal behind the wheel.

Hardey laughs.

HARDEY

Forget about Jordan.  He's a lost cause.

CAROL

I wouldn't say that-

HARDEY

They told me about your little...experience with him.  Glad to see your smart enough to get away when you can.

Carol takes an uncomfortable sip from her water.

CAROL

Hal seems to think your just as dangerous.

HARDEY

You don't honestly believe that, do you?

CAROL

I'm not sure.

Hardey reaches across the table, grabs her hand.  She stares down at it.

HARDEY

Come away with me tomorrow.

CAROL

Excuse me?

HARDEY

After the demonstration.  Run off with me.  Forget you problems and get away from everything and everyone in this city.

CAROL

I hardly know you.

HARDEY

We'll learn to love each other.  Come on, you know you want to.  I can give you all the money your heart desires.  Our names will be the most talked about in history.

She tries to pull her hand away but he tightens his grasp.

CAROL

And how do you plan to do that?

HARDEY

Now, I can't give away all my little secrets.  You'll just have to trust me.

Carol pulls harder, JERKS her hand away from his.

CAROL

Your scaring me, Vince.

He looks at her.  There is a strange gleam in his eye.  Almost looks possessed.

She stands up, KNOCKS her chair over.  The other guests there turn to see the commotion.

HARDEY

It's your last chance.  Luxury or poverty?

Carol secures her purse and gets up from the table.

HARDEY (cont'd)

Fine.  But you better say good-bye to Hal for me.  You might not see him for a while.

Carol pauses on those words, ponders over them.  She then turns and runs for the door.

Hardey, upset, leans back in his chair.  He realizes that everyone in the place is starring at him.  Their eyes BURNING into him.

He puts on a fake smile.

HARDEY (cont'd)

Guess she didn't like the pasta.

No laughter.  Everyone turns back to their dinner.

Hardey stands up, throws some crumpled bills on the table, and takes off after Carol.

EXT. ITALIAN RESTAURANT - NIGHT

Hardey emerges through the door, runs into the pouring rain.

He looks both directions.  Carol is out of sight.

CUT TO:

EXT. STEALTH BOMBER HANGAR - LATER

Huge.  Massive.  Towers over the other hangars around it.

A figure steps into the frame, dripping wet.  The figure walks towards the hangar.

INT. STEALTH BOMBER HANGAR

The figure flips a switch, light fills the hangar.

The Stealth Bomber looms overhead, taking up the entire place.  It's camouflage surface GLEAMS off the light.  Large BURNERS hang underneath its outstretched wings.  This almost doesn't look real, like something seen in a science fiction movie.

CLOSE on the figure as he pulls his coat off.  It's Hardey.  A CROWBAR in his hand.

He flips the lights back off, RUNS to the Bomber, SHOVES the crowbar into the locked hatch and FORCES it open.  

Hardey CLIMBS inside.

CUT TO:

INT. CAROL'S APARTMENT

Carol sits in front of the television.  The colors reflecting off her face as she flips the stations.

Every channel has the same thing.  The news about Green Lantern.

CAROL

Is this all there is to talk about?

In frustration she flips it off, tosses the remote down.

She stands up and wipes the tears from her eyes.  Her attention is brought to Hardey's overcoat, which is still draped over the couch.

Rushing over, she picks it up and throws it against the wall; finally releasing her anger.  But something falls out.  A FOLDER.

Carol picks it up, opens it.  She stares in horror at the STEALTH BOMBER BLUEPRINTS, SCHEMATICS on everything, and an ENCRYPTED MESSAGE consisting of numbers and backwards letters.

INT. SAME - LATER

Carol sits in front of her lap top.  She searches for something, clicking the mouse frantically.  Finally, she stops.  Her eyes move as she reads.

CAROL

Can't be...

We see what she does.  A web site documenting General Hardey's arrest.

CAROL (cont'd)

(reading)

General James Hardey was arrested last week on charges of government extortion.  Upon search of his office were found several hundred files on military prototype weapons and several documented phone messages with a terriost nation.

Carol looks down at the opened folder, spilling with Stealth Bomber information.  Realizing...

CAROL (cont'd)

No!

She grabs up her stuff and runs out the door.

FADE TO:

EXT. COAST CITY

The sun peaks over the harbor, covering the sky in an ORANGE HUE.

An engine ROARS with intensity, deafening.

We are...

EXT. MAIN RUNWAY

The Stealth Bomber is slowly rolled out of the hangar.  Half a dozen technicians stand around the craft waving it out with their orange cones.

A gold cart taxis Hal out to the run way.  He watches the commotion closely.  His hair blows in the slow wind.

INT. TOWER

Ferris, sweating with nervousness, stands amidst SUITED GENTLEMEN.  A broad shouldered GENERAL GAINS stands with Carl.

FERRIS

I know you won't be disappointed, sir. 

GENERAL GAINS

I'm going to be straight up with you, Mr. Ferris.  If it performs like we have perceived then I will sign that contract on the spot.

EXT. MAIN RUNWAY

The technicians now assist Hal in an inspection of the craft.  He seems please and crawls into an open hatch.

A technician turns and gives a thumbs up to the tower.

INT. TOWER

TECHNICIAN I

We've just gotten clearance.

Ferris pulls on his headset.

FERRIS

Can you here me, Hal?

INT. STEALTH BOMBER

Hal TIGHTENS the straps on his harness.  He flips a few switches.  The RUTTERS begin to PURR from behind.

HAL

Loud and clear.

FERRIS (FILTER)

You've been cleared.  Good luck.

Hal pushes his helmet on, secures it.  He closes his eyes and says a quick prayer.

INT. TOWER

Down below the Stealth Bomber begins to pick up speed as it speeds down the runway.

Suddenly, Carol BURSTS into the door.

CAROL

Stop him!

Ferris turns slowly making sure he hasn't gotten a bad reaction from General Gains.

FERRIS

(through clenched teeth)

What's the meaning of this?

She steps forward with the folder.  Ferris takes it from her hands.

CAROL

General Hardey wasn't sick, he was arrested.  He was caught giving terriosts blueprints for our government's new weapons.

She pokes a finger at the blueprints hanging from the folder.

CAROL (cont'd)

This was in Mr. Hardey's coat.  His father must have given it to him when he left town.

FERRIS

Honey, he was going to fly it after all.  Don't you think this may be part of his procedures?

CAROL

He was babbling on and on last night.  He wanted me to run away with him today.  He promised me money and power.

General Gains steps forward, interested.

GENERAL GAINS

You mean Vince Hardey?  The Air Force discharged him a few months back.  

FERRIS

What for?

GENERAL GAINS

During a spy mission over Iran he ordered his squad to ambush enemy presence.  They opened fire back and nearly killed his entire squad.  The government ordered a court marshal but he threaten an official and went AWOL.  This guy is dangerous.

Ferris JOLTS around just to see the Stealth Bomber lift off into the atmosphere.  

He quickly PUNCHES at his radio. 

FERRIS

We've got a problem.  Bring it down.

INT. STEALTH BOMBER

Hal listens intently to Ferris' distress signal.

HAL

What's the problem?

Then, STATIC.  The line goes dead.

INT. TOWER

Fear sweeps over Ferris' face.  He pulls his headset off and drops it to the ground.

FERRIS

We've got huge trouble.  Let's go.

They run from the room.

INT. STEALTH BOMBER

Hal looks over to the radio console.  Hardey stands there with knife, cutting the wires.

In his other hand is his father's PISTOL, pointed at Hal's temple.

HARDEY

One inch and I drop you.

HAL

Take it easy.

HARDEY

Get up.  Get up!

Hal reaches down and flips on the AUTOPILOT.  He unbuckles his harness and stands up.

Hardey pushes him against the wall, pulls some HANDCUFFS from his pocket and cuffs him to the side.

He then hopes in the pilot's seat, turns off the autopilot, and start turning the Stealth Bomber hard to the left.

EXT. FERRIS AIRCRAFT CORPORATION

Ferris and Carol SPRINT to a parked car.  The stealth bomber is barely noticeable in the sky above.

CAROL

What is happening?

Ferris looks up.

FERRIS

It's turning around.  We've got to follow it.

CAROL

Don't worry.  Hal's not going down without a fight.

FERRIS

That's if he's alive to fight back.

They lower into the car.  The engine REVS, they pull out.

INT. STEALTH BOMBER

HAL

Why are you doing this?

HARDEY

This Sovients will pay millions for this new Stealth Bomber.  No, make that billions.

HAL

You'll be a hunted man the rest of your life.  Always in hiding.

HARDEY

No, I'm going to buy my own little island somewhere in the pacific.  No one will ever find me.

HAL

You know that can't happen.  Who says the Sovients won't turn on you once you given them what they want?

HARDEY

I have their word-

HAL

Their terroists, Vince.  Their word isn't worth s***.

Hardey spins around, gun pointed.

HARDEY

Why don't you shut up!  You know, we've never really gotten along well.  I thought this was an opportunity to change that.  We can work together and split the money right down the center.

CLOSE-UP: HAL

As he slips his free hand into his pocket, pulls out his POWER RING.  He gingerly slips in on his finger.

HAL

How can you turn your back on your own country?  It's given you everything.

HARDEY

Your wrong.  This country has punished us both by making us fight in wars where we didn't even know what we were fighting for.  Now look at you and me.  

Hal holds the power ring to the cuffs, FIRES a beam.  It melts the cuffs, Hal slips his hand out. 

He sneaks forward, reaches over the seat and GRABS Hardey in a head lock.  Hardey fights back, swings.  His movement's JAR the controls.

The Stealth Bomber JOLTS.

Hal pulls Hardey out of the seat and throws him to the ground.  Hardey looks up, his eyes intense.

HARDEY (cont'd)

Powerful hold you had there.  Did you learn that from your father?

HAL

What do you know about my father?

HARDEY

People knew about what he used to do to you, but he was to big of an asset to get rid of.  They let the abuse on you continue for sake of power.

HAL

Liar!

Hal grabs him by the collar and lifts him into the air.  HEAD BUTTS him.  Hardey's noses EXPLODES with blood.

HARDEY

The same government that you trust so dear are the same ones who let your father rule your life.

Hardey charges, tackles Hal, forces him back on the control console.  He leans towards Hal's ear.

HARDEY (cont'd)

(whisper)

And your just like him.

HAL

No!

Suddenly, the Stealth Bomber JERKS upward then DIPS losing altitude.  Hal and Hardey are thrown to the ground by the force.

Hal tries to stand up but he is being tossed around to violently.  An elbow flies into frame...

BAM!

...and into Hal's ribs.  They CRACK.  Hal doubles over in pain.

Hardey digs is nails into the carpet, crawling to the rear of the craft.  He SWINGS open a hatch and LEAPS out.

EXT. STEALTH BOMBER

A parachute EXPANDS from Hardey's back.  He floats ominously towards a thick FOREST.

INT. STEALTH BOMBER

Hal uses all his strength to climb into the pilot's chair, fighting the G-Forces.  He fights desperately to steady the controls but its no use.

He then forces his eyes steady to out of the windshield.  The Coast City skyline is approaching.

INT. FERRIS' CAR

Ferris MASHES the gas, SLAMS the horn in an attempt to weave through the rush hour traffic.

Carol leans her head out the window and keeps track of the Stealth Bomber.

CAROL

It's going to crash into the city!  We've got warn everybody!

FERRIS

Hold on!

He jerks the wheel, JUMPS up onto the sidewalk.

A WINO wakes up, watches the crazed car zoom by.  The wino shakes his head and goes back to sleep.

EXT. STEALTH BOMBER

Hal uses all his strength to pull himself to the hatch.  He slides out, drops into the sky.

He pulls his ring in close, letting green consume him.  His uniform MATERIALIZES around him.

Green Lantern DARTS towards the city.

EXT. COAST CITY

Green Lantern SHOOTS a power beam at the Bomber, trying to move it.  It shifts a small amount but continues falling.

GREEN LANTERN

It's too heavy!  

He turns and drops towards the street.

EXT. STREET, COAST CITY

The masses now see the danger as the falling craft fast approaches.  They scream and run.

Green Lantern lands on the street.  He starts using his ring to push people away, disable cars, and move them out of harm's way.  He's clearing the area.

INT. FERRIS' CAR

They turn a corner just as a GREEN BEAM pushes them, along with about ten other cars, down the street.

Carol LEANS out the window, watches Green Lantern moving everything as fast as he can.

FERRIS

What is it?

CAROL

Green Lantern!  He's real and is trying to save everybody!

Carol hops out of the car.

FERRIS

Get back in the car.  It's dangerous.

CAROL

If I don't help him then he's going to die saving us.

EXT. STREET, COAST CITY

Green Lantern screams in agony as he is pushing himself to the limit.  Sweat drips down his brow and over his mask.

Carol is running towards him but then is sideswiped by a moving car.  She's thrown to the sidewalk.

He sees it.

GREEN LANTERN

CAROL!

He SPRINTS over, picks her up.  She is still conscience.

CAROL

You can't save them all.  Save yourself...

She passes out.

GREEN LANTERN

No!  I can save them!

Suddenly, everything goes dark as night time.  Green Lantern looks over his shoulder to see the Stealth Bomber has blocked the sun, mere hundreds of feet before crashing into buildings.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

It's not over!

He closes his eyes, concentrating.

Green ERUPTS around him, slicing into the falling bomber.  It shifts a little bit.

Concentrates stronger.

The bomber lifts a little.

Green Lantern SCREAMS with all his might.  His eyes erupting with green.  His uniform tearing, and with each tear spills out green light.

Finally, it EXPLODES from him like a bomb.  Rising.  Drenching the street in a GREEN FORCE FIELD.

EXT. COAST CITY

The AURA rise up through the buildings like a smoke fire, consuming, protecting.  Before long the whole city is bathed in green light.

EXT. STEALTH BOMBER

It continues until it touches the Stealth Bomber.  The bomber MUSHROOMS into a million pieces.

The burnt metal now raining down on the city.

The green force field slowly DISSIPATES.

EXT. STREET, COAST CITY

And as it fade the people open their eyes looking around.

Carol BLINKS a few times before her eyes focus.  She then realizes that she is on the ground and not in her savior's arms.

Green Lantern is gone.

An ELDERLY MAN helps Carol to her feet.

ELDERLY MAN

He saved you.

She looks up into the sky for a moment, then smiles.

CAROL

No.  He saved us all.

A shout from the back of the crowd...

FERRIS (O.S.)

Carol!

She turns to see her father running towards her.  She runs to meet her dad.

FERRIS (cont'd)

Are you alright?

CAROL

Yes.

He locks her in a LONG EMBRACE.

EXT. FORREST

Hardey hangs from a tree, his parachute tangled in its branches.  

He watches with amazement at the explosion before him.  The Stealth Bomber debris falling like fire works.

Hardey unsnaps his parachute harness and drops to the ground.  He stands up and dusts his cloths off.

LEAVES RUSTLE BESIDE HIM.

Hardey looks over.  Nothing.

BRANCHES CRACK above.

Harder pulls out his gun, points it above.  He starts to back up.

Green Lantern drops from the trees to the ground in front of him.  His uniform nearly ripped to shreds.

HARDEY

You!

He fires the gun.  But Green Lantern blocks every shot.

Running over, he THROWS Hardey to the ground.  Stands over him.

HARDEY (cont'd)

What do you want with me?

Green Lantern pulls off his mask, revealing an angered Hal.  Hardey gasps with shock.

HAL

Now your going to die for what you've done.

HARDEY

You've saved my life once before.  You don't have it in you to kill me.

HAL

Hal Jordan will never kill you, but Green Lantern will make you wish for a quick death.

Hal SHOVES the power ring into Hardey's forehead.  He closes his eyes as he reads Hardey's thoughts.  

Hardey twitches violently.

Hal finally pulls the ring away.  The shape of a green lantern now imbedded in Hardey's forehead.

Grabbing him, Hal leaps into the sky.

CUT TO:

BLACK.  Hardey's CRIES ring in the distance.

FADE TO:

INT. PARK, COAST CITY - DAY

A gorgeous grassy plain covered in furvish tees and flowers.

Carol sits on a park bench watching a group of young children chase after birds.  She laughs.

Hal is standing behind her, watching.  He takes a seat beside her.

CAROL

Long time no see.

HAL

That it has.  How has it been these past few weeks?

CAROL

Surprisingly good.  But daddy's been in a sort of turmoil with the company.  The Stealth Bomber is all we had to save us from bankruptcy and it nearly destroyed the city.

HAL

Then build another one.  There's no Vince Hardey standing in the way this time.

CAROL

I still don't understand how that anonymous source got all that information on him.  They gave the police names, file locations, even passwords and bank codes.  It's like they read his mind.

Hal chuckles.

HAL

Pretty amazing if you ask me.

Carol shifts, faces him.

CAROL

I wanted to apologize.  You were right about everything and I should have listened.

HAL

And I'm sorry too.  I should have thought about you before myself that night.

CAROL

Can't we just start over and get it right this time?

Hal stands up.

HAL

I would love to, but I can't right now.  I have a meeting with some very important people.

CAROL

About what?

HAL

A permanent job position doing something I love.  Helping people.

She nods stands up and HUGS him.

CAROL

There's always a job with us if you need it.

HAL

I'll be back soon.  Don't worry.

Hal turns and starts to walk away.  Carol watches him go, something turning in her head.

CAROL

Hal?

He turns back.

CAROL (cont'd)

Please come back soon.  This city's still scared about what happened and I don't know if I can walk the streets alone without someone who's willing to protect me.

Hal smiles.  He runs and grabs her in his arms.  They KISS, passionately.  Carol squeezes him tight.

HAL

Don't worry...

CUT TO:

EXT. SPACE

Stars dot the sky.

HAL (V.O.)

...Even if Hal Jordan isn't around there will always be somebody to protect you.

A massive planet expands into view.

SUPER: OA

INT. GRAND CHAMBER, OA - UNKNOWN

Hal -- in Green Lantern uniform -- kneels before a council, their seats hover feet above in the air.  Each one is a different race of alien beings.  Some are huge, others small, all in different colors.

A huge HUMANOID CREATURE standing eight feet tall stands before Hal.  He beckons for him to stand.

This is KILOWOG.  A mighty warrior whose red twisted face GLARES at the smaller human.  A black cloak hangs over his muscled shoulders.

KILOWOG

We are pleased with your recent actions on Earth.  The Guardians have decided that you shall become the permanent guardian of Sector 2814.  We know you will serve the galaxy proud.

Hal bows in appreciation.

KILOWOG (cont'd)

However, your skills with your power ring are still raw.  You must be trained in order to reach your full potential.

A figure emerges from the darkness standing toe to toe with the new hero.  SINESTRO.

KILOWOG (cont'd)

Sinestro is very powerful in his ring wielding.  He will guide you onto the right path.

Sinestro turns to Hal, smirks.

KILOWOG (cont'd)

Let us stand in unison for this new guardian.  

Kilowog holds his ring into the air.  The other Guardians above do the same, each ring giving off brilliant like.

Hal steps back, holds his hand out.  The LANTERN POWER BATTERY dissolves in front of him.  

He inserts the ring, letting the energy take over.

The Guardians above CLAP in approvement.

From inside the aura, Hal's voice fills our ears like a GROWL.  Enveloping the entire room.

GREEN LANTERN

In brightest day...

EXT. UNIVERSE

As we float by the planets.  Pluto, Uranus, Jupiter...

GREEN LANTERN

...in darkest night.

...finally slowing as Earth LOOMS before us.

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

No evil shall escape my sight.

EXT. BRIDGE, COAST CITY - DAY

Green Lantern stands high atop a huge bridge.  Coast City stands before him.

He basks in the sunlight, the wind blows his hair.

Then he leaps off.  A green trial blazing through the city.

GREEN LANTERN

Let those who worship evil's might...

And as Green Lantern swoops through the tall skyscrapers and down the busy streets onlookers point up to the sky.  Waving in appreciation of their hero.

Hope has flooded the city.  For the first time the people are happy and safe in a place were crime is apparent on every street corner.

Then Green Lantern turns up, climbing straight towards space.  Dropping and curving, his green trail forming something in the sky.

As he moves a GREEN LANTERN shape floats atop with the clouds, made from his trail.

Then Green Lantern turns and heads towards us...

GREEN LANTERN (cont'd)

...beware my power, GREEN LANTERN'S LIGHT!

...as the screen washes over in green.

FADE OUT.

CREDITS.

END.

