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EXT. COLORADO OILFIELD - DAY

It is a hot day in Colorado. There are no clouds in the sky and the air is still. The background HUM of a Detroit motor penetrates the scene. Crossing the length of the field, we hear the SOUND of voices chatting (a group of oil riggers taking a break) and it mingles with the sound of the motor.  As the men talk we close in on the rig nearest the small group of men. We see that work has halted midstream and the men are sitting around eating sandwiches and listening to the radio. A young man, LARRY(22), obviously the new employee from his innocent face and shiny boots, paces distractingly as the men talk.

BOB

Larry, I swear to Christ, if you 

don’t stop fucking walking up 

and down . . .. Man, you’re 

making me dizzy.

STEVE

Come on Lar, we told you, 

the rigs fine. Relax and eat your

lunch. Too damn hot to pace.

LARRY

Goddamn it Steve, I can’t relax. 

I think we shoulda tightened up 

those bolts in the blowout 

preventer. I don’t think I set 

that valve right.

STEVE

It can wait until after we eat.

Now sit down before I fucking 

knock your ass down.

We move into the office of the Boss. The WHIRRING of an electric fan blocks the sound of a small television hooked to the wall in the far corner. The screen shows the news and mug shot images of Arab men FLASH on the screen as: “WANTED FOR QUESTIONING” scrolls along the bottom. 

The BOSS(62) is at his desk finishing a home packed lunch as his glance alternates between the TV screen and the large window in front of him that faces the oil field. We see the group of men down in front in the center of the field. The boss wipes a bead of sweat from his forehead.

We return to the workover rig although we still HEAR the men talking softly in the background. NOISE itself grows more focused giving the rig an ominous presence. We see the pipes and other equipment scattered around and begin to hear a SMALL SOUND (similar to air leaking from a tire) growing louder and more apparent. Moving to the well’s interior, WE SEE the gas begin to pressurize, slowly moving up the inside of the pipe. 

The men’s voices are now blocked out by the pressure of the gas. Larry still looks bothered and his fellow pusher, Steve, shakes his head in mock exasperation. The front door of the boss’s office opens, framing the portly man as he pulls on the cigarette in his mouth. The SOUND of the pressured gas releasing is now pervasive, blocking out everything else. We watch as the boss flicks his cigarette butt out of the open door. Just as it seems to hit the ground, WE SEE the gas rushing up the pipe 800 feet below the surface. Rather than see the cigarette connect with the earth, we watch the gas hit the unsecured wellhead. 

The natural gas ignites in a huge EXPLOSION. There are a few fallen bodies (injuries rather than death). Men are YELLING, running around, and several vehicles move back from the center of the chaos. We hear a PHONE RINGING through the madness and the camera shows the boss answering the cellular phone lying on his desk.

                                                INTERCUT:

BOSS

Steve? What in God’s name is

going on? What’s happening 

out there?

STEVE

Well fortytwo-seven’s blown. That fucking 

blowout preventer. We got a fire. 

A big fucking fire. There’s a few 

men down and equipment everywhere. 

BOSS

What? Well what the fuck are you

doing about it? What do you need?

STEVE

Some firefighters and a couple 

of ambulances for a start. I need 

a dozer to move that equipment 

out now before we lose everything. 

Who’s the best around here?

BOSS

Call 911 and get the cowboy.

EXT. COLORADO CONSTRUCTION SITE - DAY

Leaning against a bulldozer is a man. It is the cowboy, and from our first encounter with him, we realize his centrality to the story. JAKE COLE McCOY(late 30’s) is a true modern cowboy. He stands out from the other people milling about the site. Despite the hardhat and steel toe boots, Jake McCoy looks like he just got off the range. Growing up in a world of rodeos, ranches and feedlots, McCoy has the hard edge of Western experience. 

Wearing a gray shirt and Wrangler jeans, he is ruggedly handsome. His eyes are intense but bright and he wears a serenity on his face that tells us he has seen life, understands life, and is waiting for life to come grab him around the throat, again. This is a man of adventure and risk that sees the West as it was decades before; when a man was both a gentleman and a rebel, a worker and a defender of the American way of life. Jake is a patriot and an individual, aged by a seedy past with little intention of slowing down in the future. He’s our guy, our hero, our cowboy. He is just about to dig into his lunch when we HEAR a cellular phone ring. 

JAKE

This is Jake -- yep –-what -– 

shit I had plans tonight -- No,

I’ll be there -- Yep. 

(Hangs up)

Joe! Hey Joe!

JOE(early 30’s)-suddenly appears on screen:

Yeah Jake?

JAKE

I gotta head out. Seems they 

got a blowout over at Rig forty-two.

JOE

Alright. Shit Jake.

JAKE

I know, I know, but they got a fire. 

I’ll be back to finish this up 

in the morning.

JOE

You see you do, Jake. I need to 

get this done. Rig thirty-one’s gonna 

be here in two days.

JAKE

Alright.

JOE

Alright.

We watch as Jake packs up his belongings and climbs into the dozer. 

EXT. COLORADO OIL FIELD - NIGHT

The rig is still BURNING. There are now a number of vehicles and emergency personnel milling around with radios as workers try to plug the well. Light plants in every spare corner to light up the work area. The ground is soaked with water from the fire trucks. Many are just standing around watching and apparently waiting for their turn in the unfolding drama. This includes Jake who is leaning against a break hut at a safe distance from the well. The dozer is parked much closer to the well, waiting to drag out the equipment. Jake is with several workers, firefighters, oil company officials, and the site boss.

JAKE

This is fucking bullshit. I 

need to get in there and move 

that equipment before it gets 

any hotter.

BOSS

Let them plug it first, Jake.

JAKE

I should have been over there 

two goddamn hours ago when I 

first got here. Damn it Finley, 

whaddya call me for? To watch 

these monkeys dance? Shit. 
BOSS

Alright now, Jake. It’ll just 

be a few more minutes.

The radio in the Boss’s hand CRACKLES to life. 

RADIO

Johnson to Finley. Come in, over.

BOSS

Finley here. Over.

RADIO

We’re gonna unhook a couple of hoses 

and pipes, then I’ll be ready for 

the cowboy. Over?

JAKE

(walking over)

Bout damn time.

We watch as a man in a SILVER FIRE SUIT closes in on the burning rig. Jake backs his dozer in to begin pulling the charred equipment away from the fire. The firefighter is hooking the cable from the dozer to the circulation tank. Jake is operating the dozer and watching the firefighter for directions. The camera is switching between the rig and the onlookers. We see at the same time as Jake, one of the guide wires on the rig snap. 

JAKE

(grabs radio)
 


Get under my dozer quick! The 

Rig’s coming down! Get under my 

dozer! Move! Now!

The firefighter STAGGERS, seeing the rig begin to topple and he runs and dives, rolling underneath the bulldozer just in time as the rig CRASHES down on top of it. People come running. The emergency personnel pull the firefighter out from underneath and Jake from inside the crushed dozer. Jake is hurt a little. 

FIREFIGHTER

Holy shit. I thought I was --

         (turns to Jake)

Man you saved my life. I can’t 

-- My God –- Thank you man, thank you.

Jake looks at the burning pieces of pipe that has crushed his bulldozer beyond repair. The look on his face tells everything: his troubles are just beginning.

JAKE

(resigned, cynical)

You’re welcome, man. You’re welcome. 

(quieter, to himself)

Fuck. Guess in needed sometime off anyway. 

EXT.   CANADIAN BORDER - NIGHT 

Five trucks bearing Canadian license plates approach the border. It is badly manned; the camera shows only four guards. A sign states: “Welcome to North Dakota” just on the other side of a large metal fence. A radio is playing the news, but the guard closest to it is wearing an I-pod and obviously can’t hear. The lead pickup truck pulls to a halt. The driver ABDULLAH(46) is tall, probably Afghani, and intimidating. His passenger KAZIM(28) is smaller, with much more pronounced and slim features. Abdullah is in traditional dress, Kazim is westernized in a gray well cut business suit. He is smiling. 

RADIO

It is thought the two were 

part of a sleeper cell. No word 

yet as to their current location. 

The Mountain police and the FBI 

are working in cooperation to 

locate the missing men. 

GUARD

(walking up to 

lead truck)

Good evening gentleman, may I 

see your passports?

KAZIM

Passport? Which one would you 

like to see?

GUARD

Excuse me?

KAZIM

Well, I have a Canadian passport,

a Saudi passport, and an American 

passport. Which would you like 

to see?

GUARD

I’m gonna have to ask you to 

step out of the car please, sir. 

KAZIM

No, I don’t think so, sir. 

(pulls out gun, 

SHOOTS guard in chest)

The other trucks have now come to a stop and the doors are opening. Ethnic Arab men step out of every door, guns with silencers held at their waists. The guards are dead in a matter of seconds. The radio PLAYS.

KAZIM

(to Abdullah, 

in Arabic)

Turn it off. 

The driver gets out, switches off the radio in the guard hut, and presses a button releasing the metal barrier between the two countries. He returns to the car and drives across the border. The other trucks follow. A few miles further down the road, they all pull over. The truck passengers get out and change the license plates from Canadian to American, each from a different state. We see “Wyoming” on the license plate of the lead truck. There are looks and nods of understanding as the men separate. The trucks drive away. Quickly, we return to the guard hut to where a computer screen is FLASHING “ALERT ALERT” on a photographic image of Abdullah and Kazim. 

EXT.  RANCH, SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

Jake and his brother Simon are out back of a small ranch house fixing the fence around a horse pasture. They are chatting and drinking beer. Jake has an obvious BANDAGE on his upper right arm and winces each time he coils the wire around the fence post. 

SIMON

Shit Jake, sure is good to see

you. I was wondering when you 

were gonna get out here. Boys 

have been missing their uncle. 

JAKE

Yep. It’s been a while, ain’t it?

Just wish it were under better 

circumstances.

SIMON

(earnest)

Now Jake, you know you’re welcome

to stay as long as you need. 

Those insurance claims can take 

a while. Don’t you worry. 

JAKE

Yeah, I know that Simon. I just 

don’t like to outstay my welcome.

SIMON

(laughing)

You talkin’ about Sherry again?

Jake, my wife will complain about 

everyone and everything. You’re 

just the latest distraction. 

JAKE

All the same, I’d feel better if

I got myself home, see how things

are moving along.

SIMON

What about that girl of yours? 

What was her name again? Shana? 

Shandy?

JAKE

Sandy. Her name was Sandy. 

-- Remember I put my neck out of 

place last month?

SIMON

Yeah…

JAKE

Remember I had to have the 

chiropractor come out to the 

house?

SIMON

Yeah. But what’s that got to 

do with -- ?

JAKE

Sandy left for Vegas with the 

chiropractor two weeks ago.

SIMON

Shit, Jake. You and women, man. 

Never does seem to mix right.

JAKE

Just ain’t found her yet, Simon.

That’s all. 

(looks down

at fence)

Gotta go get more nails. 

HE EXITS.

Jake walks past his nephew John as he heads towards the barn. They nod in acknowledgement to each other. John joins his father, picking up the wire cutters and PLAYING with them as he talks. 

JOHN

Dad?

SIMON

What?

JOHN

Why does Mom call Uncle Jake a 

‘screw-up’?

SIMON

Well -- your Mom just don’t know 

Uncle Jake that well, that’s all. 

They never did see eye to eye.

JOHN

Whaddaya mean?

SIMON

John, when you’re a little older

I got some great stories for you

about your Uncle Jake and all 

his happenings, but until then 

just know that he is a good man. 

Sure, he’s having a little trouble

right now, and well he’s had a 

little trouble in the past, but 

he knows what’s right. He always 

figures it out in the end. 

JOHN

Huh?

SIMON

Go get your brother in. Must be

time for dinner by now. Let’s go. 

EXT. NEBRASKA HIGHWAY - DAY

Abdullah and Kazim are driving along. They speak to each other in Arabic. Kazim switches off the news radio.

KAZIM

They know.(speaks in Arabic)

(English subtitles)

ABDULLAH

They think they know but they 

      ABDULLAH CONT’D

do not know.(English subtitles)

KAZIM

We must separate, make the 

journey alone, and meet each 

other at the target.(English subtitles) 

ABDULLAH

Okay. How? When?(English subtitles)

KAZIM

We need another vehicle.(English subtitles)

ABDULLAH

I haven’t seen another vehicle 

in over an hour. This Western 

Nebraska is very lonely. What 

do you suggest?(English subtitles)

KAZIM

Allah will provide.(English subtitles) 

ABDULLAH

We are getting close. We are 

hours away now.(English subtitles) 

KAZIM

As I said, Allah will provide. 

Pull off at the next exit.(English subtitles)

EXT. HIGHWAY 30 - 20 MILES WEST OF SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

Jake had a flat tire driving home from his brother’s ranch. We meet him as he is finishing up with the repairs. Sitting in the truck with the door open, Jake talks on his cell phone.

JAKE

Joe, now you got to understand, 

I can’t make them go any faster.

-- I know. I know -- Joe, you 

gotta be reasonable -- I can’t 

work if I ain’t got the means 

-- Yep -- Yep -- Alright. 

(ends call, puts

JAKE CONT’D

phone in pocket)

Damn it. Shit. 

Abdullah and Kazim pull up behind Jake’s truck. Jake grabs a semi automatic 45-caliber handgun from under the front seat of his truck. He covers the gun with a grease rag, gets out of the truck, and walks around to the passenger’s side to talk with the approaching men. Kazim approaches Jake. As the men get closer, Jake glimpses a rifle barrel between the fabric folds of Abdullah’s Galabeya. 

KAZIM

Good afternoon.

JAKE

Help you with something?

(Jake is aware Abdullah has a gun)            

KAZIM

Actually, yes. I would like to 

buy your truck.

JAKE

What? What’s wrong with your truck?

KAZIM

There is nothing wrong. I just 

need an additional vehicle. 

JAKE

Why?

KAZIM

Excuse me?

JAKE

Why you need two trucks?

KAZIM

I will give you ten thousand American

dollars cash. This is a good 

deal yes?

JAKE

A good deal? What? Leave me 

stranded out here in the middle 

of nowhere with no truck? Now 

why do you think I would see 

that as a good deal?

KAZIM

Fifteen thousand dollars.

JAKE

(cocks his gun)

Not for sale.

KAZIM

Twenty thousand dollars.

JAKE

Man I said no. You understand 

‘no’? I need my truck.

KAZIM

(reaching for his gun)

No sir, I need your truck.

JAKE

You just don’t listen. 

Jake watches as Abdullah removes the AK-47 assault rifle from inside the folds of his robe and begins to FIRE it in Jake’s direction. Jake uses his truck as a shield.

KAZIM

(produces pistol)

I really must insist.

(begins SHOOTING)

As Kazim and Abdullah shoot at Jake, Jake RETURNS their fire. Jake is grazed by a bullet from Kazim’s gun before he manages to KILL him. Kazim falls hard and fast. Abdullah, gun BLAZING, keeps coming toward Jake who ducks behind his truck door. He hugs the bullet wound inches above his injury from the oil fire. Abdullah is SHOOTING repeatedly at him. Jake takes his time, blocks out the noise, and takes a single shot at Abdullah, catching him in the forehead. Abdullah’s gun FIRES blindly as his body TWITCHES and falls. 

JAKE

Shit. Welcome to Cowboy Country assholes!

Slowly, Jake approaches the bodies, KICKING them to check both of the men are dead. He takes his phone out of his pocket, wincing with pain. He walks towards Abdullah and Kazim’s idling truck. After dialing a number, Jake reaches inside the truck and awkwardly turns off the engine. 

JAKE

(grimacing

on the phone)

Sheriff? -- Jake McCoy here. 

You got a minute? -- Yeah. 

-- It’s Jake. You’re not 

gonna believe this one.

(walks around to the

back of the truck)

-- What? About twenty miles west 

of town -- Yep.

Jake looks in the back of the truck, spots something, and begins unlocking the back bed. Underneath a tarp, Jake sees tools, ropes, and more importantly, package after package of plastic explosives. 

JAKE

Holy shit -- Huh? -- Sheriff, 

I don’t have time for this. I 

got two dead bodies and a truck 

full of bad. How fast can you 

get here? -- What? -- Well shit,

guess I’ll just have to wait.-- Yep 

-- Alright.

(hangs up phone)

Jake walks back to his truck, grabs a beer from the cooler in the back of the truck and a clean rag. After WRAPPING the rag around his bullet wound, Jake pops open his beer and sits back to wait for the sheriff. 

CUT TO:

EXT. ONE HOUR LATER, HIGHWAY 30 -WEST OF SIDNEY NE - DAY

Sheriff and his deputy show up. Getting out of the car, they notice the dead bodies before looking over to Jake. 

SHERIFF

Jesus Christ Jake. What the 

fuck did you do this time?

DEPUTY

Hey, they look like them Middle 

Easterners on TV.

SHERIFF

Jake? What the hell is going 

on here?

JAKE

They attacked me.

SHERIFF

Really Jake? And why would 

these two very dead gentleman 

attack you?

JAKE

How am I supposed to know?

SHERIFF

Damn it, Jake.

JAKE

Damn it, Ken. Look in the back 

of the truck.

SHERIFF

(lifts tarp)

Holy shit. What the hell are we 

dealing with here?

JAKE

They wanted to buy my truck.

SHERIFF

Why?

JAKE

I asked them that.

SHERIFF

And?

JAKE

Never did say.

The deputy is looking around the vehicle. 

SHERIFF

I swear to God Michael, you set 

something off back there and I -- 

(turns to Jake)

You hurt bad?

JAKE

Well, the skinny one did shoot 

me in the arm. 

SHERIFF

Michael, radio in for an ambulance.

Radio in for some backup and shit,

call the goddamn Feds cause I just 

-- damn it Jake.

JAKE

(leans back,

drinks beer)

Damn Ken, figured you would have retired  




Retired by now, how ya been anyways?

EXT. HIGHWAY SOMEWHERE IN AMERICA - DAY

The CAMERA follows the other four trucks, each for a few seconds of its journey as they head to their individual locations. There is no music, just the SOUND of the vehicles driving down the road. 

EXT. HWY 30 - 20 MILES WEST OF SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

FBI agents surround Abdullah and Kasim’s truck. There is a helicopter hovering overhead. Police and ambulance people hover around Jake’s truck. There are members of the National Guard securing the perimeter. It is organized chaos. Jake’s arm is patched as an FBI AGENT(38) questions him.

SHERIFF

(on phone)

No. More likely around eight. 

Just go ahead and eat -- No that’s 

fine -- Alright, you too, bye. 

FBI AGENT

(addressing Jake)

They didn’t say anything else?

JAKE

I already told you, they wanted 

to buy my truck and when I said 

no, they pulled the guns out. 

FBI AGENT

Did they say where they were 

heading with the explosives?

JAKE

I already told you.... 

SHERIFF

Is this entirely necessary? 

Seems to me you’re wasting time. 

FBI AGENT

Gentlemen, do you understand the 

brevity of this situation?

Another agent, HARRISON(56) comes over to join them. He gives orders as he walks, showing his rank among the other officers.

HARRISON

Mr. McCoy?

JAKE

(grinning)

It’s Jake. Mr. McCoy is my 

Dad’s name.

HARRISON

(shaking hands)

Alright, Jake. I wanted to thank 

you for doing us a favor.

JAKE

What do you mean?

HARRISON

We’ve been watching these guys 

for months. A few days ago, 

they just go off the radar. Two  

nights ago they show up on some 

slaughter footage from the Canadian

border. And now we find out 

they were heading up to Cheyenne

to disable the oil refinery up 

there. They had blueprints of the 

refinery and the Hoover Dam under 

the front seat.

SHERRIF

You saying Jake saved the refinery 

and the fucking Hoover Dam?

HARRISON

I’m saying Jake here has thwarted 

a planned terrorist attack, 

secured a number of illegal 

explosives into the hands of 

the authorities, and probably 

saved a hell of a lot of lives. 

JAKE

Huh.

(grinning)

Shit.

SHERIFF

I can’t believe it. Jake McCoy, 

a goddamn hero. 

HARRISON

Yeah well, don’t start the 

celebrations just yet, gentlemen.

JAKE

Why not?

HARRISON

One of the dead men is Kazim 

Al Hadir. His brother is Nasser 

Al Hadir. Ever heard of him?

JAKE

Nope.

HARRISON

Well, in just a few hours he’ll 

have heard of you. He’s well 

known among Taliban informers for 

his connections. Nasser has been 

the money behind many of the bigger 

terror attacks in the last few 

years. He is known to have 

personally killed twenty three men and you 

just killed his baby brother.

SHERRIFF

Shit.

HARRISON

Jake McCoy you have just become 

a terrorist magnet. 

JAKE

I think I need a real drink. 

Sweetheart?

(addressing the paramedic

bandaging his wound)

Honey? Could you reach down 

beneath the front seat of 

my truck and bring me the 

bottle that you find there?

The paramedic looks at the FBI agent who nods OK before grabbing the bottle of Jim Beam.

PARAMEDIC

There you go.

JAKE

Thanks, Hon. 

HARRISON

You understand how serious this 

is Jake?

JAKE

Oh I think I do, yeah. Why? You 

leave anything out?

HARRISON

We need to assign you a bodyguard.

A bodyguard and probably a whole 

platoon of soldiers to keep an 

eye on you. You’re about to have 

company. 

JAKE

Well, won’t that be interesting.

INT.   TALIBAN HEADQUARTERS AFGHANISTAN - NIGHT

The room is surprisingly luxuriant and we are instantly aware that the owner is rich, well connected, and heavily protected. There are bodyguards hunching in corners and a gold lamp sits on a marble desk in the center of the room. NASSER AL HADIR(58) sits at the desk. His white business suit is a sharp contrast to the opulent drapery and rich furniture of the expansive home office. Nasser’s phone begins to RING. The dialogue is in Arabic but flashes in English subtitles along the bottom of the screen. 

NASSER

What? -- My brother is in the 

United States -- You are mistaken.

- I -- What is the name of 

this American cowboy? -- Pack 

a bag.(English subtitles)

(ends call,

looks at staff)

Get the car ready.(English subtitles) 

The scene closes on Nasser’s face. His anger and hatred towards Jake is obvious. 

EXT. AMERICAN HIGHWAY - DAY

MOS. All we see is the four other trucks from the Canadian border scene driving across the country. The camera focuses on each car, revealing its license plate and thus, from the viewer’s experience, their final destination. The scene is again silent and ominous. 

INT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake’s arm is BANDAGED and he is in clean clothes. A SOLDIER(27) sits on his couch watching television. Jake looks exasperated as he rinses off dishes in a small kitchen that is visible from the living room. The viewer has the impression a few days have gone by and Jake is tired of company and being stuck in the house. There is a KNOCK at the front door. Jake heads to open the door as the soldier quickly gets up from the couch and reaches for his gun as he follows Jake.

JAKE

Yeah, who is it?

TYLER

Sergeant Norris here again, Jake.

I need to talk to you. 

JAKE

Tyler, that you?

TYLER

Yes Jake. Open up.

JAKE

Why? What’s up?

TYLER

Well, I gotta introduce you to

someone.

Jake opens the door. The door widens and a well built pretty,petite woman dressed in full fatigues stands at the door.

CHRIS

(with British accent)

Mr. McCoy I am Agent Chris Bennett 

and for the indefinite future I 

am assigned to protect your person.

JAKE

What did you say, honey?

CHRIS

I am your bodyguard and my name 

Is Chris, not honey. 

JAKE

Well… ain’t that nice.

TYLER

Jake are we gonna have another 

problem here? You seem to think 

that the United States government

has nothing better to do than 

continue this intrusion on your 

existence. You need to understand:

Hadir’s men are on the way. 

They ain’t gonna stop until you’re 

dead. Chris here is the best damn 

chance you have of surviving 

this ordeal. 

JAKE

I don’t need no wo… bodyguard. 

I gotta a gun and whole bunch of

army boys on my property. Think 

we’ll manage just fine. 

(looks at Chris)

Thanks all the same.

Chris ignores Jake, rolls her eyes, pushes past him, and begins to survey the interior of the house.

CHRIS

Do you have any weapons or illicit 

items in the house that I need 

to be aware of?

JAKE

What? No.

CHRIS

No handguns? Crossbows? Nothing 

of that nature?

JAKE

Just my rifle in the truck. 

Need something to keep the damn 

prairie dogs off my land. 

CHRIS

I’m going to need somewhere to 

sleep, access to the internet, 

and space to store my equipment. 

JAKE

Equipment? Miss, I don’t know 

what you’re thinkin’ but this 

is my home. I assure you, you 

don’t want to live with me. 

Unless of course, you’re 

gonna do the dishes once in a 

while. Maybe a little laundry?

The soldier from the couch SNICKERS.

CHRIS

(glaring)

Sergeant, I think you need to 

Explain the situation to Mr. McCoy. 

JAKE

Its Jake, Mr. McCoy is…

Chris walks past Jake interrupting his thoughts as she goes back out the front door and returns quickly with boxes and bags. She begins unloading right in the living room. Just before Jake has another outburst, Tyler pulls him aside and speaks in HUSHED tones.

TYLER

Jake, you got to understand. 

Chris is one of our best. Ex- 

Navy Seal, trained by Homeland 

Security, and currently pulled 

from Secret Service detail so                         

watch your ass ‘cause the 

President seems to think killing 

two men who wanted to buy your 

truck makes you some sort of an 

American hero. Chris here is just 

doing her job. And I know if I 

was in your position, Chris here 

is the only one I would want by 

my side. Don’t let her looks deceive


you, she’s a frickin’ Bad Ass.






JAKE

You say the President sent her?

TYLER

(friendly)

Yeah man. –Let her do her job. 

JAKE

(resigned)

Why can’t the President send me 

a new dozer and pay my damn 

mortgage? Seems to me that would 

be more useful in the long run. 

Miss, you drink whiskey?

CHRIS

No, I do not.

JAKE

(sighing)

Well, I do. Seems about that time. 

The scene closes with Tyler rolling his eyes before leaving, Chris continuing to unpack, and Jake heading to the freezer to find the bottle chilling there.

EXT. DENVER AIRPORT, COLORADO - DAY

DAWUD(23), a henchman of Nasser Al Hadir, is exiting the Denver International airport. He uses his I-Phone to send a text message emphasizing the modern look of terrorism. Dawud is dressed in a tailor made business suit. The text reads: “Arrived Denver. Cheyenne by Tuesday.” As Dawud hits ‘SEND’, a car hire service vehicle pulls up in front of him and he gets inside. 

EXT. OIL REFINERY, COLORADO - DAY

Ahmed, driver of the Colorado plated truck, has pulled off the road. He is sending a reply text to Dawud that reads: “Op. Embargo imminent. Cu in WY.” Replacing the phone in his top shirt pocket, Ahmed places a hard hat on his head. He steps out of the car. We watch as he walks into an oil refinery. The scene closes with the morning work siren BLARING in our ears. 

INT. JAKE’S RANCH, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

It is lunchtime and Chris is sitting at the kitchen table eating a salad and drinking a bottle of water. Jake’s sandwich and chips lie haphazardly on the coffee table in front of the couch. Jake is standing near the front door talking on a landline telephone. 

JAKE

Yes, Mr. President? Well I sure

do appreciate that sir. Well 

that will be just fine. No, no 

I don’t need anything thank you. 

Of course not. Well I sure hope 

this spot of trouble has blown 

over and you’ll be able to get

into town for the rodeo. I heard 

you like horses sir? -- Yeah I 

got a few myself, good ones, 

mostly working horses, Leo breed 

and a Hancock. I sure hope you get 

the time to come out and see them. 


-- Mr. President?

CUT TO: 

INT. WHITE HOUSE WASHINGTON, D.C. - DAY

The President is sitting in the Oval office and a White House aide is whispering in his ear. The President nods as the aide exits.

PRESIDENT

Jake, I’ve enjoyed talking with

you very much. I appreciate the

great service that you have given

to this country. I am sure I can 

find a way to compensate you for 

your efforts and I sure would love 

to come see those horses, but Jake?

A very serious matter has just come

up and I am afraid I have to go. 

Thanks again and goodbye. 

CUT TO:

INT. JAKE’S RANCH CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

JAKE

(excited, nervous)

Sure Mr. President, I understand.

Thanks for callin’ and don’t 

work too hard -- Alright, we’ll 

see ya.

(to Chris)

That was the frickin’ President! 

Can you believe it? The damn 

President calling me.

CHRIS

(unperturbed)

That was a little short and sweet.

How is my old boss?
JAKE

(gruffly)

Busy.

CHRIS

(sighing)

Okay then. Just how long do we 

intend to play this game, Mr. McCoy?

JAKE

I’ve told you its ‘Jake’ and I’m

not playing any games. Just getting

a little tired of all these people.

It’s a little difficult to work 

and pay your bills when you can’t 

leave your damn house.

CHRIS

You understand it’s for your own

protection.

JAKE

Yeah? Well what about my sanity?

What you doing to protect that?

Chris turns back to her lunch ignoring what seems like just another slight between the two of them. 

JAKE

I’m going out to see the horses.

CHRIS

(getting up)

Well then, so am I.

JAKE

(annoyed)

There are so many soldiers outside,

I’ve lost count. Do you really 

need to follow me everywhere I go?

CHRIS

Just trying to do my job.

JAKE

(exasperated)

That’s all I ever hear ‘just 

doing my job’. Shit. What about 

“my” job? What about “my” life?

CHRIS

It has only been about three weeks.

Don’t you think you’re being a tad melodramatic?

JAKE

No I don’t.

Jake turns away from Chris, opens the back door, and SLAMS it behind him.

CHRIS

(following)

No, not dramatic at all.

EXT. COLORADO HIGHWAY - DAY

Dawud is back in his car and driving away from the refinery. He has removed his hat and is wiping dirt off his face as he drives. He looks worried, anxious, and guilty.

DAWUD

(to himself)

May ALLAH forgive me.

The short contemplative scene closes as Dawud passes by a sign reading: “Welcome to Wyoming. The Cowboy State.”

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake and Chris are out in the stables. Chris watches from the doorway as Jake STOMPS around inside clearing out muck and replacing straw and water. He pats a nearby horse tenderly.

JAKE

Hey there fella. How ya doin? 

I know I know, all these people

botherin’ you. It’s okay Roller, 

they’ll be leaving soon. 

CHRIS

Good to see that you know how 

to be nice to something, even if

it is just a horse.

JAKE

Just a horse? Lady you got a lot

to learn.

CHRIS
What’s that supposed to mean?

JAKE

Roller here is more reliable 

than most people I know. One 

of the best saddle horses I ever

sat on. Got more heart than he 

knows what to do with most of 

the time.

(beat)

There’s something about a good 

horse that you can’t replace. I 

think it’s a kinship that grows.

CHRIS

What? Like family?

JAKE

Kinda. More like old friends.

(pats Roller)

We’ve covered a lot of ground 

together.

CHRIS

Sounds nice.

JAKE

(softer)

Reckon it is. 

The warm fuzzy moment is interrupted by Tyler. He is walking FAST and talking on a satellite phone as he approaches the pair in the stables. 

TYLER

Yes sir. I understand. No. 

Of course. 

(hangs up)

Jake, we’ve had an 

incident down in Colorado. The 

Suncoar refinery just experienced 

a major catastrophic explosion.

They think it was a terrorist 

attack.

CHRIS

Linked to the incident involving 

Jake?

TYLER

Perhaps. Intell isn’t positive, but

it does mean we need to send some

of these guys -- 

(indicates soldiers)

down there to help out.

CHRIS

But what about us? What about 

McCoy?

JAKE

Oh, nice to hear you’re so concerned.

CHRIS

It’s my job…

JAKE

(interrupting)

Yeah, I know; I’m just a job. 

(turns to Tyler)

So Ty, do you think it’s linked? 

Could it be that Hadir guy your 

friend Harrison was talking about?

TYLER

Could be. We just don’t know.

CHRIS

What exactly happened?

TYLER

Again, we just don’t know yet. 

I gotta get down there and check 

things out for myself. Stay close 

to Jake. Things could be about 

to get heated.

JAKE

Damn it Ty, I don’t need a 

babysitter. I’m about sick and 

tired of all this. Take all these 

boys down to Colorado with you; 

I don’t need protecting. It’s 

been almost a month and no one’s 

come after me.

TYLER

Yeah, but they’re getting close, 

Jake. Two attacks out west in a 

month? Something’s connected. We 

just can’t take the chance.

JAKE

  You ain’t takin’ no chances here, 

Tyler. I have a life. I have bills

to pay and work to do. I can’t 

sit here waiting for some terrorist 

to maybe show up on my doorstep. 

Life is for livin; Tyler. This ain’t 

Livin’. This is hidin’.

CHRIS

Here we go…

JAKE

You know what? Why don’t you go

down to Colorado with him? I’m 

sure they could use someone like 

you. You could irritate the 

terrorists into submission.

CHRIS

(losing temper)

I have had just about enough of 

this. I get less stressed following

a presidential motorcade than 

having to deal with you every 

day for the last three weeks. 

Haven’t you figured it out yet? 

You’re more important alive than 

dead.

JAKE

(thinking)

What you sayin’?

TYLER

Chris that’s enough….

CHRIS

(avoiding)

I’m not saying anything. Forget 

it. Let’s go inside and see if 

this is on the news yet.

JAKE

(really angry)

I don’t want to go inside. I want 

to know what little Miss Perfect 

here was gonna say.

TYLER

Jake, it doesn’t matter. 

JAKE

No! What? -- Shit. What am I 

to you people? Bait? Is that why 

I’ve had her up my ass for the 

last month, so you could use me 

to find the bad guys? What the 

hell?

(resigned, frustrated)

Damn it, I need room for my head.

(walking away)

Ya’ll have fun down in Denver.

CHRIS

(softer)

When are you going to get with 

the program, Mr. McCoy?

JAKE

Never. God willing. Never. 

CHRIS

Damn it McCoy!

Chris moves to grab Jake. He shrugs her off angrily. They stop walking and confront each other.

JAKE

Get your damn hands off me. I 

hate to break it you to lady but 

this is the United States of America

and I am an American. If I want 

to leave, I will leave. I’m not 

under arrest. I’m not a terrorist. 

So why don’t you go do your job, 

catch the bad guys, and leave 

me the fuck alone!

CHRIS

Where are you going now?

JAKE

(sarcastic)

I’m going down to the bottom pasture to check on the steers, not that 

it’s any of your business.

CHRIS

(catching up)

It is my business.

JAKE

Don’t you get it lady? -- 

You ain’t wanted.

Chris stops walking, obviously hurt. Tyler stands back, 

knowing he has other matters to deal with. Jake storms over to his truck. Slowly, reluctantly, and after a glance in Tyler’s direction, Chris after watching Jake drive away walks slowly towards the driveway and her waiting Hummer. 

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING.

We watch as Jake appears to drive his truck further onto his property. As soon as he is out of Chris’ line of sight, he turns sharply, driving toward the side entrance to the ranch. The soldiers on sentry duty at the gate WAVE at Jake to stop. He pulls up to the soldiers.

JAKE

Hey fellas. Getting a little nippy 

Out, huh?

SOLDIER

Mr. McCoy. What’s going on?

JAKE

Running down to the feed store 

real quick.

SOLDIER

Agent Bennet aware of this little 

excursion?

JAKE

Sure as shit. She’s gonna follow 

me in a minute, just checking her 

oil before she leaves. I wanted to 

drive my own truck down. You know 

agent Bennet, thinks she’s too good 

to ride in ol’ Betsy. 

(taps steering wheel)

-- You wanna open that gate for me, son?

Although a little taken aback, the young soldier retreats, swinging the gate open and letting Jake pass. Jake’s face turn stony as soon as he has driven off the ranch. 

INT.   RED’S SALOON – CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Chris is sitting at the bar when Jake walks in.

CHRIS

I could have given you a lift.

-- Glad to see you finally made it.

JAKE

How the fuck?

CHRIS

Didn’t your mother tell you Jake? 

Never underestimate a woman. 

Jake snubs Chris and ignores her comments, orders a beer, and sits down. He watches the TV above the bartender, MIKE (33 African American) as he gulps the drink greedily. He is refreshed but not relaxed. Chris hovers, one eye on Jake, one eye on the half empty room around her. The news is showing live footage of the devastation at the oil refinery in Colorado. 

ANCHOR WOMAN

A horrific fire broke out after

the first explosion which seemed

to trigger a whole series of 

blasts throughout the plant. It 

is still not clear how many lost 

their lives today or when, if ever, 

the plant will be back in operation. 

The possibility of terrorist 

involvement has yet to be confirmed

by the authorities. We’ll keep 

you posted throughout the night. 

JAKE

Goddamn it. Those rotten mother

fuckers. God damn it. All

those guys.

JAKE (CONT’D)

(finishes beer)

Mike? Another one over here and 

fuck it, give me a chaser. 

Double Beam, straight.

As Jake continues to watch the television and Chris continues to watch the room, WE SEE a beer delivery truck pull up outside through the window. 

MIKE

Damn, they’re early. That’s a first.

CHRIS

(serious)

Jake it’s time to leave. It’s 

going to get rather busy in here.

JAKE

(sulking, depressed)

I can’t hear you. You’re in Colorado. 

The deliverymen begin to bring cases of beer through the bar’s front doors. Their hats are low on their heads and they are wearing bulky jackets. The viewer recognizes both Dawud and Ahmed in the assortment of beer carrying men. They traipse slowly behind the bar.

MIKE

No Dave today? He sick?

AHMED

Erm… yes.

MIKE

Well, what’s wrong with him? 

Seemed fine the other day.

AHMED

I…

(proffers clipboard)

please sign.

Although Ahmed is trying not to talk so no one hears his thick Saudi accent, Chris is already suspicious. She discreetly unsnaps her sidearm. At that moment, a customer comes through the front door. The men continue to deliver beer. 

CUSTOMER

Hey, I seen Dave’s van. Where’s 

he at?

MIKE

Don’t know. Don’t know none of 

these guys.

CUSTOMER

(To Dawud)

Where’s Dave?

(peering closer)

Who the fuck are you?

The scene speeds up. Chris reaches for her gun as Ahmed produces his. Jake turns to watch the scene as he gets up from his chair. As Dawud goes to shoot a customer, Chris SHOOTS at him. Ahmed aims at Jake, but is pushed aside by another barfly. The room breaks out in chaos as some people run for the exit, others lay on the ground, and others still try to get in on the action. The deliverymen keep attempting to shoot or hit Jake but Chris KILLS them as they get close. All Jake manages to do in the time that Chris OPENS FIRE is HIT a third deliveryman over the head with his empty beer bottle. 

CHRIS

Jake?

JAKE

Right here.

CHRIS

Call the damn police!

MIKE

I’ll get it -- Jesus Christ.  

The scene is slowing. All we see now is dead terrorists, one badly wounded customer, a few dazed patrons, Jake bloodied, and Chris BREATHING HEAVILY. 

CHRIS

Shit.

JAKE

You can say that again.

CHRIS

Are you all right? 

JAKE

I’m fine.-- Thanks. You got 

that one right in the damn head.

CHRIS

Just doing my job. -- Have you 

figured out why I’m here yet?

The scene ends with Jake and Chris locking eyes for a few seconds in mutual respect before Chris heads outside to secure a perimeter. The bartender is on the phone with the police and checking to make sure the men on the floor are dead. Jake returns to his seat and slightly dazed finishes his shot of whiskey. 

INT. TALIBAN HEADQUARTERS, AFGHANISTAN - NIGHT

Nasser is PACING the room. Bodyguards retreat to corners to escape his mood. He is waiting for the phone to ring. Finally, it RINGS.

NASSER

(impatient)

Well? -- What? How can this be? 

  


-- One woman and a cowboy? I 

cannot believe. -- Of course not. 

Now he will be even harder to 

get to. -- This is not good enough! 

This will not happen! My brother 

will be avenged! -- What? Now?

Nasser uses a remote control on his desk to turn on a small television built into the wall. He switches to CNN. 

ANCHORMAN

Cowboy hero, Jake the Colt McCoy

has just undergone another lucky

escape. McCoy was the man who 

last month unwittingly foiled 

ANCHORMAN (CONT’D)

a terrorist plot in Western Nebraska.

Today McCoy was caught in the 

crossfire in a saloon shooting 

in downtown Cheyenne, Wyoming. 

Six men of Middle Eastern origin

were pronounced dead at the scene.

We’ll update this story as soon

as we have more information on 

the identity of the dead gunmen. 

Cindy, it’s over to you.

NASSER

(throwing remote)

No! That is enough!

Nasser loses his cool and SMASHES the television screen with a random expensive artifact off his desk. After calming himself, he picks the phone back up.

NASSER

I want the cowboy dead. 

(beat)

Really? Well in that case, if 

I cannot have a dead cowboy, I

will have a cowboy’s dead brother.

See to it. 

(hangs up)

EXT.  RANCH - SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

SIMON(37), Jake’s brother is leaving the house. His two young sons are watching from the window. It is morning and Simon is obviously leaving for work. His wife, SHERRY(30) stands at the front door. 

SHERRY

Alright, hon. We’ll see you tonight.

Hey, don’t forget to stop at 

Lindsey’s and get that fabric 

for the boys’ costumes. 

SIMON

Right, right, I almost forgot. 

What they doing this year for 

Frontier Days?

SHERRY

Battle of Fort Kerney. It’s gonna 

be dramatic if nothing else.


SIMON

(laughs)

Right on.

SHERRY

(laughs)

See you tonight. Love you.

SIMON

Love you too.

Simon climbs into his truck. He places his lunchbox on the passenger seat, puts on his seatbelt, and places the key in the ignition. He WAVES to his wife and kids. Simon turns the ignition key. To the horror of his family, the car EXPLODES. The glass window and the sound of the car bomb exploding silence the childrens’ SCREAMS. 

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake and Chris are in the stable. Only this time, Chris is assisting Jake with horse related tasks. They seem more comfortable with each other now.

JAKE

It’s almost time for the rodeo.

CHRIS

What rodeo?

JAKE

What rodeo? Where you been? 

Under a rock? You’re in Cheyenne

Chris, home of the biggest rodeo 

in the whole world. Once a year we

have this weeklong festival called

‘Frontier Days’ with lots of bull

riding and horseracing. Its one 

hell of a good time. Usually try 

to get involved. Haven’t had the 

money this year.

CHRIS

Well, that sounds nice. Perhaps 

you’ll have the opportunity to 

attend. -- You know, things have 

been pretty quiet the last few days.

I received a call from Tyler down 

in Denver. He says they identified 

the terrorist’s truck as one of 

the ones from the border incident. 

They managed to detain another 

vehicle headed to Utah. This could 

all be over in matter of days.

JAKE

What? Then I can get back to work?

CHRIS

Well, when you get that new dozer.

JAKE

Oh right. Shit, I almost forgot 

about that.

CHRIS

Really? Seems like that’s all 

I ever hear you bitch about.

JAKE

(laughing)

Me? Bitch? Nah….

They begin walking outside and notice the air has turned cold. 

CHRIS

Huh. Can’t keep up with the 

weather around here.

JAKE

You are in Wyoming you know. 

Weather changes at the drop of 

a hat. Guess I’m just used to it. 

Chris’ phone RINGS. Taking it from her pocket, she answers. 

CHRIS

Yeah this is Chris. Oh hey Tyler.

-- What? -- Oh -- Yeah, he’s 

right here.

Chris’ face registers shock and sympathy. The audience knows it’s ‘the phone call’. Jake realizes something is wrong when he looks at Chris’ face. He takes the phone from her silently.

JAKE

Tyler? -- Okay.

(takes a deep breath)

Go ahead. -- Dear God, not 

Simon. Not Simon.

Jake is crushed. We see him almost crumble. Almost, but then we feel his silent rage. There are a few moments of pregnant silence.

JAKE

Tyler. You still there? I’m 

gonna kill those bastards, you 

hear me? Every last one. I don’t 

care, use me as bait, do whatever 

you have to do, but let me be 

there. -- Yep. Bye.

CHRIS

Jake, I’m so sorry. I don’t know 

what to say.

JAKE

Not much to say really.-- I need 

a drink.

The pair begin to walk back up to the house. The mood is sober, serious, and tense making the HONKING SOUND of a delivery truck almost alarming as it cuts through the sadness. Both Chris and Jake look toward the sound. Pulling into Jake’s driveway after a wave from the soldiers out front is a flat bed semi carrying a brand new bulldozer.

CHRIS

The insurance company called.-- 

Sorry Jake, I would have 

cancelled it had I known.

JAKE

(stone cold)

Think we could return it and get 

my brother back instead?

Chris places an arm of empathetic friendship around Jake as they walk soberly into the house. 

INT. JAKE’S RANCH, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake sits haphazardly on the couch in his front room. A half-empty bottle of Jim Beam whiskey sits on the low coffee table. Jake is dazed, sad, angry, and bewildered all at once. He is simultaneously wracked with grief and guilt. 

Jake is watching the news and the attacks just keep happening. He says nothing but we see emotion build inside to a point it seems he will sadly explode. The TV plays but the SOUND FADES in and out as it is overlaid with soundtrack, something melancholy along the lines of Johnny Cash’s “Hurt”; sobering and intense. 

The news continues to filter through the IMAGES, sometimes in English, sometimes English with a European accent, sometimes Arabic with subtitles. We are viewing the global reach of terrorism as we view the personal touch of grief. Jake FLICKS the remote to no avail. 

ANCHOR

“With more breaking news, we now 

join our affiliate in Salt Lake. 

Sandy, can you tell us what’s 

happening?

SANDY

Well John, it’s another sad day

as we uncover the fifth refinery 

attack in six weeks. With the group 

responsible for the attacks still

SANDY (CONT’D)

unknown, oil manufacturers and 

producers alike go to work everyday wondering if this will be their 

last. 42 men were killed in this 

morning’s bombing. The scene is 

closed as bomb removal robots 

search the plant for additional 

explosives. The plant owner was 

unavailable for comment as he 

wanted to break the news in person 

to as many families as he could. 

This is a small community just 

miles west of Salt Lake. Another 

item John, it seems for the American 

Worry List.

CUT TO:

INT. NASSER’S HOME AFGHANISTAN - NIGHT

Nasser sits, a cold cup of sage tea on the table. His eyes are holding back tears of grief. A woman, AYISHAH (30) enters and passes a large piece of paper to Nasser. Nasser looks to see his brother’s image in the traditional format of the Palestinian martyr poster. There is no joy or satisfaction in Nasser’s eyes. He reads his brother is a martyr but it means nothing. Nasser hands the poster back to Ayishah and turns on the television set.

ANCHOR

Good evening from Al Jazeera. 

The Americans remain troubled 

by attacks on their oil factories. 

The American government seems

unable to discover the identities 

of the attackers. There are rumors 

among the international community 

that the men are of Afghani origin. Officials deny the allegation 

and suggest to the American 

authorities to discuss the matter

with their Saudi Arabian friends.

CUT TO:

INT. STOCK MARKET, WALL STREET - DAY

We watch the big board as the price of oil from several countries FLUCUATES rapidly. Brokers and traders SCURRY nervously. The focus is a man on a cell phone.

BROKER

Yeah, Mitch? We got a problem. 

Oil’s fluctuating so bad I can’t 

hardly register the numbers before 

they change. Things are out of 

control. You need to call the 

Fed and get them to stabilize 

this shit before all hell breaks 

loose -- What do I mean? Damn it 

Mitch you’re not that young! 

Remember the OPEC crisis in the 

seventies? If this doesn’t settle soon, 

the cars are going to be lined up 

for miles -- Huh? No I didn’t 

get one. Well shit Mitch grow a 

goddamn corn field and get going 

cause time’s running out. If these 

motherfuckers don’t quit blowing 

up the refineries, next thing 

we’ll be lining up around the block 

for fucking corn.”

CUT TO:

INT. JAKE’S RANCH CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake turns his head from the news, puts down his glass and goes to leave. This is when we become aware of Chris in the corner shot, discreetly sitting in the kitchen, her sadness and empathy for Jake not lost on the audience. She has been there the whole time, watching him. 

JAKE

I’m gonna check on the horses.

                                                      EXITS:

Chris waits a respectful few seconds before following. The audience gets the impression that Chris has changed her opinion of Jake a lot. Her job has gotten personal; her eyes want to hug Jake, to comfort him in some way. Her body language is intense as she closes the back door behind her.

CUT TO:

EXT. OPEC HEADQUARTERS  VIENNA, AUSTRIA - DAY

A blonde female NEWS ANCHOR stands outside the gates of the OPEC headquarters. We see men and women dressed in formal business attire (both Western and Near Eastern) walking up the steps into the building. The shot shows both the new anchor and the camera operator. 

NEWS ANCHOR

Behind me the leaders of the 

international oil community gather

to discuss recent events in the 

United States. America has been 

attacked five times in six weeks with 

explosive devices placed around 

oil refineries in their western

states. Not only countless deaths

but now chaos at the petrol pump

as the price of oil rose with 

increased demand and shorter supply.

Today American representatives hope 

to convince the OPEC members that 

a lower price on international oil 

is necessary to keep the country 

running. There has been some 

hostility to the US lately after 

their decision to narrow oil 

buying to countries they have 

strong diplomatic relations with.

Iraq, Egypt, Israel, and Saudi Arabia 

have enjoyed the economic boost 

but at what cost to the American 

people? The American President 

will meet with the Saudi Royal 

Family this evening at a private

venue to discuss the matter. All

this in the lead up to next week’s

G8 summit. The agenda there? Among

other things the newly devised 

energy redistribution program is 

on the table. The program is designed 

to share remaining fossil fuels 

NEWSANCHOR (CONT’D)

more evenly among nations in 

light of recent green innovation. 

The embargo tax for countries 

not adhering to use standards 

has been controversial. Government 

officials in Europe and America 

state there is no evidence 

to connect the refinery attacks 

with the embargo tax. Hannah, 

back to you in the studio.  

CUT TO:

EXT. NASSER’S HOME, AFGHANISTAN - DAY

Nasser is dressed in traditional grieving clothes. We get the impression a memorial service is taking place. There are numerous copies of the martyr poster waving about. The whole family is present from grandparents to grandchildren. People are hugging, women are CRYING, and men are standing resolute. The scene is familiar yet alien to the viewer, whether from TV or from attending similar services in the West. The tone is sad and traditional music PLAYS. Nasser makes a discreet call on his cell phone, turning the scene bitter and suspicious. 

CUT TO:

INT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - NIGHT

Only a soft bulb LIGHTS the stable’s interior. The rest is almost darkness as Jake pets his horse sadly. He begins to brush the horse down but BREAKS. The change is subtle but obvious as he stops brushing and lays his head against the horse, BREATHES HEAVILY, and just stays there. 

From the darkness, we see Chris approaching. She hesitates for only a moment before going up to Jake. Chris embraces him from behind. Jake turns and Chris steps back. They look at each other in that way you know the ‘vibe’ between them has altered; they are closer, they need each other. There is no sexiness or romance to the scene, just two people finding each other. Jake pauses before embracing Chris. 

CUT TO:

INT. WHITEHOUSE, WASHINGTON D.C. - DAY


The President is sitting at his desk as various aides make hushed phone calls in the corners of the room. The President looks tired and frustrated. His country is being attacked, the economy is in trouble, and an oil crisis looms. The low tech actions of the terrorists make them harder to track. The snippets of conversation we hear from the aides makes this apparent to the viewer, watching as the President listens to the news from a small laptop on his desk. 

ANCHORWOMAN

Oil companies have in many areas

temporarily halted production in

light of recent events. Katie 

Newhower is on the scene in Oregon

today to find out why American 

companies would succumb to fear 

of terrorists attacks. Katie?

KATIE

Thanks Angela. Here with 

Bob McCann, owner of the Aurora

Oil company out here in Oregon. 

Mr. McCann, would you agree with 

Angela that you have halted production because you fear a terrorist attack 

on your plant?

McCANN

First of all, I don’t fear terrorists.

What I fear is losing all my money 

and what my workers fear is not 

having a job to return to after 

all this craziness is over. And 

for the record, we have not halted 

production entirely. We are still 

working with our American counterparts

to supply them with the oil we 

promised. What we have done 

is halt production on all of our 

overseas contracts until further 

notice. All the plants that have 

been targeted had a large export 

sector in their facility. We’re 

just trying to stay a step

ahead and with less workers coming

into the plant. It is easier to 

keep track of who belongs and who 

doesn’t. 

KATIE

What about your workers?

McCANN

Most of them have been redirected

to other projects within my holdings,

a few sadly are enduring temporary 

layoff. Overall, it seems a small 

price to pay to stay safe and in 

production. 

KATIE

And when do you think the current

crisis will come to an end?

McCANN

Lord I don’t know, but soon, God

willing it’s soon. 

EXT. SIMON’S RANCH - SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

Simon’s two sons, JOHN(9) and WYATT(12) whom we saw earlier, were  playing catch together in the yard. The boys are both dressed for their father’s funeral and seem to be only going through the motions of playing the backyard game. Jake leans against the small fence at the yard’s perimeter smoking a cigarette as he watches his two nephews. He is dressed in formal western attire, with a new black hat upon his head. Tyler approaches slowly, also dressed for the funeral.

JAKE

(without shifting his gaze)

You know, me and Simon used to 

play catch together. But that 

was a long time ago. 

TYLER

How you doin’, Jake?

JAKE

Well hadn’t smoked for eight 

years until this morning. Still 

tastes as expensive as ever. 

(discards cigarette)

TYLER

Look man, I know what you must 

be going through.

JAKE

(angry)

Damn it Ty, you don’t know. It’s

not your brother laying in that

house right there. 

TYLER

(serious)

Nah man, you’re right. It’s not 

my brother laying in there. It 

was my brother layin’ at my momma’s

house four years ago.

JAKE

(quiet)

I didn’t know. -- I’m sorry. 

What happened?

TYLER

He was shot. 

JAKE

I’m truly sorry. 

TYLER

I always told him be a good guy 

cause the bad guys always end up 

dead. He didn’t listen, didn’t 

care, didn’t wanna hear what 

his little brother had to say.

We drifted when I enrolled in the 

academy. Chaz figured me as a 

traitor to the streets, an enemy 

to be avoided.

JAKE

You were on bad terms when he died?

TYLER

He hadn’t spoken to me in years. 

(turns to Jake)

TYLER (CONT’D)

At least you had that, man. 

(sad)

At least you knew your brother

loved you.

JAKE

Your brother loved you too, Ty. He

just didn’t understand you. But

that itself is sad. I understood

Simon, the choices he made, the 

life he chose to live… and I think

he understood me, why I am how I am.

Yep, I’ll always be grateful for that.

TYLER

It gets easier man. I know that 

sounds lame, but it’s true.

JAKE

Yeah, I know. Just hurts like a 

Son of A Bitch right now.

TYLER

Yeah, I remember that.

JAKE

I miss him, Ty. I miss my brother.

Tyler places a knowing hand on Jake’s shoulder and both men lower their heads, seemingly contemplating the grass at their feet. Chris walks towards them a little ways. She is accompanied by Sherry who looks lost, empty, and widowed. 

SHERRY

Jake, its time honey. Boys, put 

that ball in the house and let’s

get ready now. 

CHRIS

(to Tyler)

The cemetery’s been swept as has 

the church. Secret service

will do one last check before 

contacting the funeral home. 

(to Jake)

Hey.

JAKE

Hey.

CHRIS

You hanging in there?

JAKE

Always have, always will.

(pats Chris’ arm)

CHRIS

We’ll get them, Jake. Don’t you 

worry. 

JAKE

I know you will.

An agent signals Tyler from across the lawn.

TYLER

Alright folks. Time to face it.

The black clothed group walks towards the waiting cars.

INT. FUNERAL HOME - SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

Six men are crowded in the basement of the funeral home. There is a steel table at the center covered with bags, papers, and an assortment of indistinguishable items. One man presents us his back and the other five men are pulling on jackets, tightening ties, and shining shoes. No one is talking and it takes a while to notice that something is not quite right with the scene. A phone RINGS. The man nearest the camera (MAN 1) answers without speaking, listens for a few seconds and then speaks. 

MAN 1

Okay.

(gestures to Man 2 and

points to a phone on the wall)

The wall phone RINGS. MAN 2 holds his forefinger to his lips, indicating that the rest of the company should stay silent.

MAN 2

(answering with a 

thick western accent)

Sidney Funeral Services, this 

is Todd. How can I help you today?

-- Why yes sir, we are all ready 

for the McCoy service. The body 

has just arrived at the front 

door and our men are loading 

Mr. McCoy as we speak. Such a 

sad and unexpected day for the 

McCoy family. -- Alright sir, 

we understand -- No, all our 

employees were checked yesterday 

by the Secret Service boys and 

we have had no changes since 

that time. -- Of course. We will 

take Mr. McCoy to the chapel and 

then we’ll wait for the family 

to depart before loading him back 

into the hearse and making our 

way to the grave site. – Alright, 

sure. Well, we sure do appreciate 

you taking these precautions

in such uncertain times. Will do. 

Alright. Uh huh, bye now.

(to group, in Arabic)

Load the weapons and let’s go.(English subtitles)

To the camera:

Just as the audience realizes what has happened, the man who had his back to the turns around. He is using a compact mirror to apply the last touches of skin pigment makeup to his face, covering the last indication of his ethnic origin.  He closes the mirror, places it on the steel table, and walks over to the nearest autopsy drawer. Pulling it open, he removes the nametag that reads “Todd Andrews-Services Director” from the dead man’s chest and places it on his own suit lapel. The men leave the room. 

INT. WHITEHOUSE, WASHINGTON D.C. - DAY

This time the President is PACING as he talks to the Vice President.

PRESIDENT

Damn it Alex, what are we gonna do?

I’ve got refineries running scared,

the Saudis accusing me of all 

kinds of nonsense, and a damn 

oil riot in Michigan. It’s difficult

to keep track of all that’s going 

wrong. Our troops are stretched 

thin and far from home and Congress

is riding my ass like an unbroken 

mule. What am I supposed to do?

VICE PRESIDENT

Well, sir. It seems like a stupid 

answer to say catch the bad guys but…

PRESIDENT

You think I’m not trying? My man

Tyler down in Cheyenne is trying

to set up a sting operation but 

when you don’t know who they are 

or where they’re going next, it’s

a little difficult to put into 

operation. These guys are new, 

coming out the woodwork. Probably

been hiding in a cave for the 

last ten years. 

VICE PRESIDENT

What if we did know where they 

were going next?

PRESIDENT

What are you talking about?

VICE PRESIDENT

We know that Hadir has it in for 

Jake McCoy. What if we made 

sticking around the area a little 

more enticing?

PRESIDENT

Go on.

VICE PRESIDENT

You know the refinery in Cheyenne

has been under heavy guard for 

weeks now? There hasn’t been an 

incident in days. 

PRESIDENT

Get there, Alex.

VICE PRESIDENT

If we release some of our stored

oil supply, lowering the price of

gas, and restoring a little order,

we could then remove, or seemingly

remove, the guards from around the

Cheyenne plant. Then we release a

fake news item stating that Cheyenne, although not exporting oil, has

become one of the few refineries 

left in operation out West. We make

it clear that if we lose Cheyenne, 

the walls come tumbling down. We 

do it on a day when we can account

for a large majority of the Cheyenne population, keep them safe without

raising the alarm. They have this 

rodeo down there every year, took 

the wife last summer, seemed to enjoy it 

and anyhow, most folks go there on 

the last day. It’s a big old party 

for the cowboys and their friends. 

Seems a fine time to trap some 

terrorists. 

PRESIDENT

How long have you been thinking 

about this Alex?

VICE PRESIDENT

Just sort of came to me.

PRESIDENT

Really? Seems to me, the Vice 

President of the United States 

spends far too much time watching 

the TV.

VICE PRESIDENT

Perhaps. But it could work.

PRESIDENT

(thinking)

Maybe it could. Other options?

VICE PRESIDENT

Continue to poke around in the dark, 

blinded by misinformation and 

misinformed intelligence agencies 

who don’t have a damn clue on how 

to catch this new breed of ghost. 

PRESIDENT

Get Cheyenne on the phone.  

EXT. NEBRASKA CEMETERY - DAY

The coffin is obviously late as we watch people looking around, checking their messages, texting discreetly, or smoking cigarettes. The open grave looms in front of Jake and Chris and we sense a little anxiety mixed in with the grief. The two seem to be distracting each other from their surroundings and they talk discreetly. 

JAKE

Maybe they got a flat tire.

CHRIS

Tyler called earlier. He said 

they were waiting for the family

to leave so as not to distress 

any of you further. 

JAKE

Nice thought, but its turning cold. 

John and Wyatt shouldn’t be out in

this wind. Last thing Sherry needs 

is two kids down with the earache.

CHRIS

Shouldn’t be much longer.

(smiles weakly)

How are you doing?

JAKE

Okay. Well I’m a little tired.

CHRIS

You’ve had a time of it lately. 

I’m sorry we have interrupted 

your life so much.

JAKE
   Not your fault. It’s mine. Should

never have lost my temper with 

those two men in the first place. 

CHRIS

It was self-defense Jake. And 

look what you helped prevent. 

We’ve lost hundreds of good people

in the last few weeks. Because 

of you, it wasn’t thousands.

You did good, you must know it, 

and Simon knew it too. 

JAKE

I know. Thanks. I just miss him, 

worry for the boys and Sherry.

CHRIS

It’s a good job they have such a

wonderful Uncle nearby. You’ll 

be there for them Jake, you know

you will.

JAKE

How’d you get so wise so young?

CHRIS

My father was a wise man. I’m 

far from that.

JAKE

He an English man?

CHRIS

A Montana man, actually. It’s 

my mother who’s English.

JAKE

Unusual combination, if you don’t 

mind me saying so. 

CHRIS

Course not. They met at work. 

(smiles)

I am a product of globalization.

JAKE

Ha! Glad you weren’t embargoed.

(laughing a little)

God that feel’s good.

CHRIS

(softly serious)

It’s all going to be okay, Jake.

(Jake smiles at Chris)


CUT TO:

INT. HEARSE SIDNEY, NEBRASKA - DAY

The six men are in the hearse driving to the grave site. Man 2 is prying open the coffin lying between the four men in back. He forces the lid open revealing a large number of guns where a body should be. These men intend to come out blazing. Someone is praying and another is cleaning his face with bottled water. Man 1 is driving.

MAN 1

(in Arabic)

We are almost there. We must 

be prepared to meet Allah today, 

knowing we have served our nation 

well and revenged our brother Nasser. (English subtitles) 

MAN 2

We do this for Afghanistan!(English subtitles)

GROUP

Yes!(English subtitles)

MAN 2

We do this for Allah!(English subtitles)

GROUP

Yes!

MAN 1

Allah Akbar!

GROUP

Allah Akbar! Allah Akbar!

CUT TO:

EXT.  NEBRASKA CEMENTERY - DAY

Sherry approaches Jake and Chris (she has been talking to her guests) with the two boys standing washed out behind her.

SHERRY

Hey. I think I’m gonna let the 

boys sit in the car for a little

while out of this wind.

JAKE

Yeah, not a bad idea.

SHERRY

Thanks Jake. - - For everything. 

Simon was proud of you, you know, 

for stopping them terrorists; he 

wouldn’t have wanted it any other 

way. You understand?

JAKE

(nodding in agreement)

I’ll always be there for ya 

Sherry and the boys. You know 

that right?

SHERRY

I do now. 

(turns and begins

to walk away)

CUT TO:

INT. HEARSE - SIDNEY, NEBRASKA – DAY

The men’s faces are calm and eerily determined.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEBRASKA CEMETERY – DAY

Sherry approaches her vehicle with her two boys. 

CUT TO:

INT. HEARSE SIDNEY, NEBRASKA – DAY

The men MUMBLE prayers as they check their ammunition.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEBRASKA CEMETERY - DAY

Sherry helps the boys into the backseat of the car as the hearse arrives. This makes Sherry pause at the driver’s door. She stands outside the car, a little sad and dazed.

JAKE

They’re here. Good.

CHRIS

Told you everything would be okay.

Chris lets her guard down then and squeeze Jake’s hand. Jake holds on to her hand, not letting go. 

The back doors of the hearse open up at the same time as the driver and front passenger get out. As they reach for their guns in the front seat, the men in the back are SHOOTING the Secret Service people who came to inspect the hearse’s interior. A split-second passes in frozen terror before all hell breaks loose. People RUN for cover, run for their cars, and hit the ground. 

JAKE

(to Sherry)

Get those kids out of here!

MAN 1

Mr. McCoy!

Jake looks up in time to see a gun being FIRED at his head. With a quick movement he SPINS his body outward, catching the bullet as a graze wound on his left shoulder. Bullets are flying and Chris has BLOOD on her ear indicating a near miss. She stands still dazed by the impact of the shot. Jake pulls Chris down into the open grave which they use as cover. Chris seems a little dazed. 

JAKE

Chris, you okay?

CHRIS

I’m fine, just a little dazed.

JAKE

Now is not the time to be dazed.

Get it together quick and get shooting.

Chris wipes the BLOOD from the side of her head, reloads her gun, shakes her head as if to clear it, and starts FIRING her gun in the direction of the hearse. 

JAKE

(firing wildly)

This is my brother’s funeral 

you assholes! Fuck you!

Jake TAKES TWO MEN OUT in rapid succession. Tyler is radioing in the helicopters from nearby. Cars are SKIDDING away everywhere. The three remaining gunmen have scattered behind grave markers and now play tag with the remaining agents. Sherry’s head is almost clipped by a bullet that strikes her window as she drives the children away from the danger zone, making her SCREAM. Jake turns his head to look at Sherry and feels the WHIZZING SQUEAL of bullet too close to his head. He jumps back into the grave and starts shaking Chris who has slumped down against inside the grave as though she has fainted. The blood dripping from her ear looks severe.

JAKE

Chris! Chris! Wake up. Jesus 

Christ Chris wake up! 

Chris does not respond and Jake takes her spare cartridge from her waistband and reloads her gun, FIRING once again. It is Jake and Tyler against Man 1. It is an Old West style shootout in the middle of the cemetery. Another agent is down. Another gunman is down. The SOUND of shooting begins to slow. There is another gun battle taking place a few hundred yards away now and the smoke and dirt and cars are clearing. 

TYLER

Jake!

JAKE

Over here!

TYLER

Where?

JAKE

In the grave! Tyler? Chris is 

Hurt!

TYLER

(professional)

Where is he?

JAKE

Behind the hearse. Think he has 

more ammo in there.

TYLER

I’m going in!

JAKE

No!

Tyler moves forward. Man 1 sees Tyler and starts FIRING in his direction. Tyler goes down and Jake goes wild.

JAKE

(jumping out 

of grave)

For Simon you asshole!

Jake SHOOTS and walks forward, never stopping, not thinking, just shooting. Eventually after a few dragged out seconds, the gunman slumps to the floor, his empty eyes staring upward. When Jake realizes he’s down, he falters, goes to slump himself but remembers his friend. Looking at Tyler, Jake sees him on the radio calling for help. As helicopters begin to land among the destruction, Jake STAGGERS, climbs into the open grave and gathers Chris’ body in his arms. 

JAKE

Chris! Please! No, Chris, please!

EXT. WHITE HOUSE LAWN - WASHINGTON D.C. - DAY

The President is giving a brief news conference on the lawn, an update on the oil terror crisis, when he is approached by an aide who whispers in his ear. Making his apologies, he returns inside to answer the phone.

PRESIDENT

(on phone)

Sergeant Norris, how are you 

feeling? I’m glad to hear it. 

-- Look Tyler, we need to come 

up with a new plan. I am no longer 

comfortable allowing a well meaning

citizen to carry the burden of 

this operation. Jake McCoy has 

more than played his part. I’ll 

get back to you with the details. 

-- Alright, you take care. 

There is a KNOCK at the door. The Vice President comes in SIGNALING the two floating aides to go out. He closes the door with self-restraint.

VICE PRESIDENT

(coming into 

the room)

Mr. President? Intell has just 

informed me that you have changed 

your schedule.

PRESIDENT

That is correct, Alex.

The president seems overworked, worried for the country, for his men, and as though he is preparing to tell the Vice President something very important. He is Washington preparing to join his troops.

PRESIDENT

Alex, there may come a time  

when this will be your office.

I hope that you will uphold the 

constitution of this country to 

the best of your ability and follow 

through on all our plans. 

VICE PRESIDENT

Sir? What are you talking about? 

Why have you changed next week’s 

program?

The President is ignoring the questions, causing the Vice President to get angry with his friend. 

VICE PRESIDENT

Dammit Mr. President, what the 

hell are you up to?

PRESIDENT

(sadly)

I swore an oath to uphold this 

country, to protect its citizens, 

and there are terrorists crawling 

across our land. I am failing, Alex.

VICE PRESIDENT

Sir… 

PRESIDENT

We must send a sign that this 

will not be tolerated. We must 

regain control. I must regain 

control for the people of this 

nation. They do not deserve to live in 

a state of terror. Not on my watch

Alex, not any more. I have to go 

to Cheyenne, lay the trap, and 

clean up this mess.

VICE PRESIDENT

But you’re the President of the 

United States! You can’t be the

bait in a terrorist sting operation! 

What are you thinking? You are 

the President!

PRESIDENT

Exactly Alex, I am the President. 

Isn’t it about time a President 

in this country stood up and put 

himself on the line? -- Our first 

President rode with his troops 

through countless battles, sacrificed

all he could to keep this country 

free from tyranny. 

(softer)

I want to be a good president, Alex. 

I want to help this country any 

way that I can. Because that’s 

how it should be. I was elected 

to this office because of my national security programs. I can no longer

ask my fellow Americans to give 

their all if I too am not willing

to do the same.

VICE PRESIDENT

I’m going with you.

PRESIDENT

No Alex, you’re staying here. 

Someone’s gotta mind the store. 

Besides, I think I’ve got some new 

friends out West. I’m not doing 

this alone. It’s time, Alex. It’s 

time for a new chapter in American

history. I don’t want to lose 

any more good people.

The scene ends soberly with both men contemplating the days ahead in silent self-reflection. 

INT. HOSPITAL WARD, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - NIGHT

Tyler PACES a corridor in front of a patient’s room in a hospital. There are army intelligence agents and a few secret service men milling about. Tyler’s arm is BANDAGED. Jake’s shoulder has been cleaned up and he sits on the floor, leaning against the wall, staring blankly at the door to Chris’ room. A nurse goes in, Jake stands up and there are a few seconds of waiting for both the characters and the audience. The nurse exits.

NURSE

Mr. McCoy? She’s asking for 

a Mr. McCoy?

JAKE

That would be me.

The nurse holds open the door to Chris’ room and Jake steps inside. 

CUT TO:

INT. CHRIS’ ROOM, HOSPITAL, CHEYENNE - NIGHT

Chris lies weakly on propped pillows. There is a saline drip in her arm and a thick BANDAGE around her head. She smiles at Jake as she takes a little oxygen from a mask.

JAKE

Hey there lady. What? I wasn’t 

paying you enough attention so 

you had to go get your ear blown off?

CHRIS

(slowly)

Wasn’t doing much else, besides 

now I don’t have to listen to you 

bitch as often.

Jake walks around the room, coming to Chris’ side and holds her hand. 

JAKE

I am so sorry Chris that this 

happened to you. You saved my life

and I will be forever grateful. 

I thought I was losing you too.

CHRIS

(smiles, holds

Jake’s hand)

Well, thanks for saving my life. 

If you hadn’t pushed me in that 

grave, I might not be here today.

JAKE

Well, I’m glad I pushed you then.

-- Is there anything I can do, Chris?

Is there anything you want?

CHRIS

I want you to get the bastards. 

Every last Goddamn one of them.

JAKE

Yes, Ma’am.  

INT. BEDROOM NASSER’S HOME, AFGHANISTAN - DAY

Nasser is packing a suitcase. His wife AYISHAH(30’s) enters, catching him. The entire scene is in Arabic.

AYISHA

What do you think you are doing?(English subtitles)

NASSER

Woman do not question me. These 

are difficult times.(English subtitles)

AYISHA

Do you think I am a stupid woman? 

Do you think I don’t know what 

you intend?(English subtitles)  

NASSER

Either pack my bag for me or 

leave me to myself.(English subtitles)

AYISHA

I will do neither.(English subtitles)

NASSER

This does not concern you.(English subtitles)

AYISHA

My children have just lost their 

uncle and they are about to lose 

their father. This concerns me 

more than anyone else.(English subtitles) 

NASSER

I am coming back.(English subtitles)

AYISHA

(sadly, gravely)

No you are not. That Cowboy 

will kill you. And I and your 

children and maybe your children’s 

children will pay the price.(English       

               subtitles)

NASSER

Allah means for us to succeed. 

We have as much right to as much 

oil as the Americans. We must 

show them we will not back down.(English 

               subtitles)

AYISHA

You will die foolishly. How 

brave of you. And perhaps because 

of your foolish death, the people 

of Afghanistan will suffer too.

You will not get us more oil, 

you will get us more death.(English 

               subtitles)

NASSER

How dare you speak to me like 

this?(English subtitles)

AYISHA

Because I love you and there 

are more sad days ahead. I am 

just preparing.(English subtitles)

NASSER

For Kassim.(English subtitles)

AYISHA

No Nasser, no my love. It is 

for yourself. This selfish act 

you do.(English subtitles) 

Ayisha looks on as Nasser continues to pack his case and everyone knows Nasser is off to die, including Nasser. 

EXT. FRONTIER DAYS FRONT – GATE - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

The CAMERA acts as passive observer as we watch people lining up, buying tickets, and going through the turnstile into the fair. The CAMERA focuses on specific visitors,—obviously undercover intelligence and soldiers—as they file into the park mixed among the regular citizenry. The scene is a wash of cowboy hats, kids, and long lines. Observing only momentarily, the CAMERA leaves.

INT. HOTEL ROOM, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

We are watching the TV. There is a man putting shoes on as he sits on the end of the bed. He is angled in such a way that we do not know who he is. The news is playing.

ANCHORMAN

Today the President travels to 

Wyoming to mark the reopening 

of the Cheyenne refinery, object

of the foiled terrorist plot that

took place three months ago. 

But it seems the war on the home 

front is settling down as the 

President stated earlier that 

he feels confident of his visit. 

There are rumors that Jake McCoy, 

the local Cheyenne man who stopped 

the attack will be meeting the 

President at the refinery as a 

show of strength and a sign that 

things are turning around. In 

other news, the price of oil 

continues to climb back down to 

pre refinery attack prices. The 

government’s decision to release 

some of the reserve stock…

There is a KNOCK at the door and the man on the bed presses the mute button on the remote control lying beside him. We HEAR a second knock.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT

Mr. President?

PRESIDENT

Yes.

He gets up, opens the door, revealing to the camera Jake flanked by two Secret Service men. 

JAKE

Good morning, Mr. President. 

Welcome to Cheyenne. 

PRESIDENT

Good morning, Jake. It is so good

to see you. I hope you are well?

JAKE

Well as can be expected.

PRESIDENT

I was so sorry to hear about your 

brother and the incident at the 

funeral.

JAKE

Thanks, sir.

PRESIDENT

Truly, I am very sorry. 

Jake edges into the room and Secret Service stays in the hallway, keeping watch. They shake hands, slowly and with great emphasis. The reason for the emphasis is revealed later. 

JAKE

Yes, sir. 

PRESIDENT

Sorry for all the cloak and 

dagger stuff there Jake, but we 

PRESIDENT (CONT’D)

are in the middle of something

here and well, I didn’t want to 

take any chances.

JAKE

That’s alright, sir. I don’t mind. 

Is everything OK?

PRESIDENT

Yes, Jake. I think so now. 

JAKE

Just checking you didn’t need 

any help.

PRESIDENT

Jake, you have done so much more 

than I could ever have expected.

(grasping Jake’s

arms in friendship)

You have done more for your country 

than most men and you should be 

proud, very proud.

JAKE

Wasn’t nothing.

PRESIDENT

You are a good man, Jake. And I’m 

sorry we couldn’t do all this 

formally and in public, but well…

I wanted to shake your hand and 

give you some sort of reward.

JAKE

That isn’t necessary. 

PRESIDENT

No Jake, you deserve to follow 

your dreams. 

JAKE

It’s OK sir, really.

PRESIDENT

Well anyhow, I have arranged a 

     PRESIDENT (CONT’D)        

day for you and your family at 

the Frontier Days finale. The 

men outside will take you and 

your nephews and Sherry to the 

event. And don’t worry, you will 

be surrounded by loyal members of 

America’s security detail so relax, 

have fun, and start to see the 

quiet after the storm.

JAKE

Thank you. But, do you mind if 

I take my own truck? Me and Betsy 

are kinda attached.  

PRESIDENT

Betsy? Sure, why not. The rest can 

follow in the Secret Service car. 

(They shake hands again)

The pleasure is mine Jake, all 

mine. 

INT. CAR, HIGHWAY IN WYOMING - DAY

Nasser sits in the back seat of a chauffeur driven car with TINTED WINDOWS not dissimilar to the vehicles used by the Secret Service. Note: A similarity that becomes important later in the story). He, like his earlier comrades, is wearing WHITE FACE MAKEUP to drastically whiten his skin. He is watching the news, the same news as the president was watching, from the laptop on his knee. He places the computer aside and we see his mental preparation for the coming conflict. He fingers a small handgun lightly before attaching a silencer. Sitting back in his seat, he contemplates the drive through darkened windows.  

EXT.  FRONTIER DAYS, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

We are with Jake and his family who are being followed not very discreetly by Secret Service agents. The two young boys look happier and Sherry, seeing their faces, feels it too. Jake is absorbing the sights, sounds, and smells of the rodeo atmosphere. The group are carrying snacks and souvenirs, indicating they have been there for some time. Sherry leads the group over to a temporary stable area. 

SHERRY

Jake, I gotta  tell you something.

JAKE

Uh oh… what?

SHERRY

Well, the President told me something and…

JAKE

The President called you?

SHERRY

Yes, after Simon’s funeral. We 

talked for a while. And well…

Sherry has stopped and stands in front of the group with her back to a stable door. She produces a key from her purse and begins to unlock the door. 

SHERRY

We talked about what would make 

you happy. And well…

Sherry pulls back the stable door to reveal a beautiful Quarter horse, perfectly groomed and looking like the best horse in the world. Next to the horse stands Chris, her larger bandage removed and her ear covered more discreetly with a small bandage. Without a glance at the horse, Jake rushes to Chris and tenderly but excitedly hugs her. 

JAKE

Hey! Wow. Are you OK?

CHRIS


Sure -- Like your present?

Jake ponders the horse before going over to stroke his mane.

JAKE

Well hey there hotshot.

SHERRY

The President didn’t just get you a 

new horse, he talked to the Rodeo Stock         

        SHERRY (CONT’D)

Contractor. They want you to be a pickup man 

In the last Rodeo today. 

Jake’s face lights up with a bit of the old spirit we haven’t seen since he was sipping whiskey at a crime scene. 

SHERRY

I know it’s not much Jake, but

even the President can’t turn 

back time and let you compete 

in the full rodeo. I’m sorry.

JAKE

There ain’t nothing to be sorry 

for. A perfect day. A damn perfect

day. 

Jake hugs his nephews as Chris and Sherry look on, the moment a temporary lull in the storm. 

INT. PRESIDENT’S HOTEL ROOM, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

A Secret Service agent is listening to a small radio type device as the President PACES and ponders the room’s short length. 

AGENT

It’s time, Mr. President.

PRESIDENT

Well alright.

They exit the room together and we watch as the President walks down the hall, descends the backstairs, and goes into a conference room in the lobby. There is no indication he is leaving the building. We catch a quick glimpse of TV cameras and microphones. as the door closes on the scene. An omniscient voice from behind the door wanders into the scene as the scene FADE OUT.

VOICE

Please stand right here, Mr. 

President. We are ready to go.

                        NOTE:

The voice represents the special effects director of the scene we cannot see. Could be someone famous like Spielberg or Lucas, who we glimpse, and whose voice we recognize.(The audience is now in on the scam). 

INT. NASSER’S CAR OUTSKIRTS OF CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

We watch the news with Nasser on the laptop in the back of his car. The IMAGE is of the President and Jake shaking hands in front of the Cheyenne refinery. The scene is exactly the same as when the President greeted Jake in his hotel room, the b.g.superimposed. Behind the two are a crowd of people, oil workers, plant managers, press, and TV people; a huge smiling waving crowd. Nasser takes out his satellite phone, dials, and speaks.

NASSER

It is a go.

(to driver)

Faster. 

The car PICKS UP PACE and the CAMERA watches as Nasser passes a sign that reads: “Cheyenne Refinery 22 miles. Next service station 4 miles.”

              CUT TO EXT. CHEYENNE HIGHWAY- WOMING – DAY:

The CAMERA watches as several Secret Service type cars take off, change direction, or simply head out of a parking space in town and set off toward the refinery. These are Nasser’s men, their destination apparent by the guns at their sides, and the small radios in their ears. 

EXT. FRONTIER DAYS – CHEYENNE - WYOMING - DAY

Jake is standing off to the side of the main rodeo arena, brushing down his gift horse. His nephew calls to him from the stands.

JOHN

Uncle Jake! Good luck!

Jake looks over to his nephew and WAVES, pausing in his tracks as he surveys the crowd. The final rodeo is about to start and PEOPLE are crowding in to the bleachers. As Jake watches though, something begins to change, forcing him to look over his shoulder as he saddles the horse, tightening the straps and petting him on the head. Finally, what Jake is seeing becomes so blatant, he stops preparing the horse altogether. What Jake sees is a lapse in logic. People are getting up to leave as new people are pouring into the stands. Those getting up seem to cock their ear, or indicate they have been signaled some other way. They make their way to the nearest exits, all men and women in their mid twenties, all well groomed and fit, all agents of the government and army. Jake watches bewildered as he puts things together. He turns to Chris who has been standing to the side happily watching Jake, taking photographs of him, the horse, and the crowd. Jake watches as Chris’ realization, similar except through the viewfinder of her camera, becomes apparent. The two stare at each other.

CHRIS

Something’s wrong.

JAKE

(suspicious)

What’s happening? What’s going 

on? Chris?

CHRIS

I’m not sure. Really I’m 

not, but those people don’t belong

here and now they’re leaving 

in an awful hurry. 

JAKE

Nasser!

CHRIS

The refinery!

JAKE

(looking wistfully at 

the other riders)

Goddamn it. Isn’t it always 

Something.

(to Chris)

I got to go.

CHRIS

Where?

JAKE

To find out what’s going on, see 

how I can help.

CHRIS

Don’t be silly, Jake. Whatever’s 

going on, let the professionals 

take care of it.

JAKE

You know I can’t do that, Chris. 

If something is going down and 

Nasser is in town, well shit, me 

and hims about to have words. 

Jake kisses Chris as he passes her. Tying the horse off to a nearby fence and patting his head gently, Jake begins to exit. After a moment’s hesitation, Chris catches up with Jake.  Sherry comes running after them, the boys following holding the hands of a muscular looking agent. 

SHERRY

Jake McCoy, don’t you dare!

JAKE

Now Sherry, let me be. I have to 

go check on something.

SHERRY

No, you have to stay here. The 

President told me…

JAKE

(beat)

Told you what Sherry? What’s 

going on here?

SHERRY

He just wanted to take the burden 

off you, Jake. Said we have given 

enough and we have. You have to 

stay here.

JAKE

Sherry…

SHERRY

I promised…

JAKE

That Nasser guy who killed Simon 

could be here.

SHERRY

Well there’s a lot of people 

looking for him. You need 

to stay out of it this time. 

It’s not your fight.

JAKE

Not my fight? Damn it Sherry, we 

lost Simon because of all this. 

I don’t want to lose anyone else. 

If there ever was a fight that was 

my fight, well shit this would be 

that fight.

SHERRY

I don’t wanna lose anyone else, 

Jake. The boys need their Uncle.

They have it all worked out. They 

don’t need you to go. So stay here. 

JAKE

All worked out, huh? Really? Tell 

me Sherry, was the Secret Service 

exiting the rodeo in one big go 

part of the plan?

SHERRY

Damn it Jake.-- It’s a trap, 

it’s all a setup to get Nasser. 

He thinks he’s going to get you, 

the President, and the refinery. 

But that won’t happen if you stay 

here. And the President stays 

where he is and the people at the 

refinery kick some major butt. 

Why can’t you just stay?

JAKE

Cause something’s gone wrong. 

I can’t sit here and not do anything.

SHERRY

No Jake no.

JAKE

They killed Simon!

SHERRY

And they’ll kill you too. Then 

what’ll the boys have left?

Chris has been talking on her cell phone and now catches Jake’s attention, interrupting the conversation.

CHRIS

That was Matt. Tyler has him on 

detail at the Denver Airport. A 

white man fitting Nasser’s 

description just got sent over 

the wire. By the time the airport 

made the connection, he was gone.

JAKE

That’s it?

CHRIS

Well no… they saw him getting into 

a black car at the entrance, but 

the security camera didn’t catch 

the plates. 

JAKE

Jesus Christ, all this high tech 

gadgetry and they still can’t 

read a fucking license plate 

from space!

CHRIS

Well they can, just not this one. 

It was deliberately covered with 

mud. Old but easy.

JAKE

These guys are all about the low 

tech huh? Well, I gotta little low 

tech of my own….

SHERRY

Jake, for God’s sake!

JAKE

(softer)

No one’s gonna kill me Sherry. 

Not today.

Jake resumes leaving the arena. The agent with the boys radios in Jake’s decision.

AGENT

Yeah. We have a renegade cowboy 

on our hands. I need backup.

-- Really? Cause he’s leaving 

right now.

The scene speeds up as Jake exits the arena, goes through the front gates of the fair, gets into his pickup truck, checks his Winchester rifle is loaded, and starts the car. Chris catches up with him just in time, slipping into the passenger seat with a look that tells Jake there is no point arguing with her.  

EXT. CHEYENNE REFINERY - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Dozens of Tyler’s men are positioned around the outside of the refinery. There is no crowd of workers or press to be seen. It’s all a setup and Tyler knows the bad guys are on their way. The group is well armed and we have the impression of an Old West taking place in modern times. Jake lifts his radio to address his troops. 

TYLER

They are on their way. I need 

everyone to give one hundred ten percent 

today.I need you to fight for our flag today, 

for our country, and all that we hold close. 

Shit. I just need you to win today. Copy? 

RADIO

(a multitude of voices)

Copy.

TYLER

This is big, let’s come out on 

top. Over and out. 

EXT. PRESIDENT’S HOTEL, CHEYENNE WYOMING - DAY

Jake pulls up in the parking lot and is immediately surrounded by armed government agents. Chris steps out of the truck showing her badge to all the officers. 

JAKE

Goddamn it, get out of my way! 

I need to see the President.

AGENT

President is not here, sir. You 

need to leave the perimeter.

JAKE

Bullshit! I know he’s here. I need 

to talk to him. 

CHRIS

(flaunting credentials)

If not the President, we need 

Sergeant Tyler Norris. It is a 

matter of national security.

Agent Harrison from the crime scene at the beginning of the story has come out of the hotel lobby doors and surveys the scene before him.

HARRISON

Well, well, well, Mr. McCoy. I 

should have known I hadn’t the 

seen the last of you.

JAKE

Harrison? That you? Shit man, what’s 

going on? Where’s the President?

HARRISON

Now Jake, he is just fine. We have 

this under control.

JAKE

Under control? Bullshit! I just 

seen hundreds of agents scrambling 

so fast you’d think they’d been 

asked to clean the horse shit 

out of the arena. What’s going on? 

Harrison realizes that not only is Jake attracting a lot of attention, he is talking very openly about very secret information.

HARRISON

(To other agents)

Stand down. Let them come inside. 

Jake? How’s about you and Agent Bennett 

come inside? I’d like to talk to 

you some more.

Jake and Chris exit the truck fast but warily and follow Harrison quickly inside.

CUT TO:

INT. HOTEL LOBBY - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

The doors the President entered in his last appearance are opening. The special effects team files out of the room in a disheveled row. Harrison indicates Jake should step inside the room. The President sits, looking worried.

JAKE

Mr. President. What’s going on here?

PRESIDENT

Chris? Jake? What on earth?

HARRISON

He was causing a scene in the 

parking lot, Mr. President I thought 

it best to bring him inside and 

alleviate his fears. So sorry to 

interrupt.

PRESIDENT

That’s alright Harrison, just a 

bit of a surprise, that’s all. 

Jake, I certainly appreciate your 

concern, but this is not the time. 

I must -- 

JAKE

Sir, excuse me, but what the hell 

is going on? My sister-in-law has 

informed me that you have a plan 

JAKE (CONT’D)

to catch them guys up at the refinery. 

Well that’s just fine, wish I’d 

known an all but okay. But then 

we’re at the rodeo and there is a 

mass exodus of your people. Now 

I know something is wrong.

PRESIDENT

The United States Army is handling 

the matter.

JAKE

You mean Tyler and his boys? 

Are they okay?

PRESIDENT

(gravely)

Jake really, this is not your 

concern.

JAKE

He is my friend; he saved my 

life and Chris’. Where is he, sir?

PRESIDENT

(too tired to fight)

At the refinery. There are more 

on their way than we had anticipated. 

The agents you saw leave the rodeo

are backup to help Tyler and his 

men hold their ground. 

JAKE

What? Tyler doesn’t know what’s 

heading for him?

PRESIDENT

Jake, I’ve known Sergeant Norris 

for a while now and I think he 

knows exactly what’s heading his way. 

JAKE

Well, that’s good to know. Thank 

you, Mr. President. I am sorry to 

interrupt. I’ll just let you fellas 

JAKE (CONT’D)

get on with things. Let me know if 

there’s anything I can do.

PRESIDENT

Stay out of it Jake and stay safe. 

Go back to the rodeo.

JAKE

(exiting)

Alright. I’ll go to the rodeo. 

Thank you, sir. Good luck, Mr. President. 

                                                    CUT TO:

EXT. PRESIDENT’S HOTEL – CHEYENNE, WYOMING – DAY      

The parking lot is now almost empty. We see Jake’s pickup, battered and worn, a stark contrast to the sleek black cars all around. Chris and Jake climb in.

CHRIS

So what’s the plan?

JAKE
Well, figure we need to go help 

Tyler.

CHRIS

Alright. 

JAKE

Figure we need a little more 

fire power than we have currently.

Both look at the rifle and handgun that constitute the totality of their arsenal.

CHRIS

Yes, but where are we going to get 

additional weaponry in a hurry?

JAKE

Why…

(grinning)

I know the perfect place.

Jake starts the engine and the pair drive away from the hotel, heading back to Jake’s ranch.  

INT. CAR ON HIGHWAY - WYOMING - DAY

Nasser is driving ever closer to the refinery. As he drives, he passes signs for a rodeo. Jake’s truck passes by Nasser’s rear window. Their eyes lock for a second unknowingly (TINTED WINDOWS) and all sounds stop as the two vehicles pass, time has slowed and the viewer watches the dawning realization on Nasser’s face. He turns in his seat to track the car with his eyes. The next Exit Sign BLINKS in the periphery of his vision. 

NASSER

(to driver)

Change of plan, pull off at the 

next exit. 

Nasser pulls out his satellite phone, presses a few buttons, and begins to speak.

NASSER

There has been a change of plan. 

ALLAH has provided. Cars Alpha 

to Gama continue with original, 

instructions. Everyone else come 

to Exit 13. Hurry, there is not 

time. Get here.

Nasser steps out of the pulled over car. There is no one around and he uses a remote control to open the trunk. Inside are three duffel bags. He takes them and places them on the back seat. Climbing back in the car, he waits for a few seconds impatiently before two cars pull up next to him. The two men get out of their car. 

NASSER

I have seen the cowboy and he 

seems to be heading home unguarded.

We shall give him time to become 

comfortable before we send him to 

meet his God. Stay behind me and

be prepared. 

They get back in their cars and slowly drive towards Jake’s place. Back inside the car and Nasser mumbles to himself.

NASSER

Next time, Mr. President.

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake and Chris are just turning into Jake’s driveway.

CHRIS

So the plan is to load up on 

weapons and create a blockade?

JAKE

Yeah, why not. They’ll be expecting 

Troops to be at the refinery 

and the rodeo, but on the road behind 

a couple of rocks and a broken down 

truck? Nah! Not the Americans. That’s 

far too low tech.

(smiles)

CHRIS

Okay I get it. But where do we 

get the guns?

JAKE

Step into my parlor….

They back up outside the front door before going inside. Jake is leading Chris to the back of the house. Jake leads Chris by the hand to the back bedroom.

CHRIS

Jake, now is hardly the appropriate 

time…

JAKE

Calm down, you’re safe with me. 

CHRIS

I know better than that, Mr. McCoy. 

JAKE

(Ignoring Chris’ remark)

Now Chris I have not made a 

habit of lying to the Federal 

Government…

CHRIS

That’s good to know.

JAKE

And I don’t intend to make a 

habit of it.-- well I guess 

we’ll have to take each case on 

its individual merits but…

CHRIS

Jake….

JAKE

I lied to you, Chris.

CHRIS

Oh.

JAKE

When we first met, you asked me 

if I had any other weapons beside 

my rifle in the house. Well…

Jake pushing a small box out of the way with his foot, rips up a piece of carpet to reveal a metal ring. Jake pulls on the ring to open a trap door. Chris peers in the hole. A small room probably connected to the basement is visible filled to overflow with guns, bullets, knives, flashlights, and food: everything one could imagine to survive a civil war and nuclear attack all at the same time. Chris is flabbergasted, can’t speak, eyes popping as she looks at Jake.

JAKE

Well, I was Eagle Scout and this 

is Wyoming.

CHRIS

Be prepared indeed. 

Laughing slightly, she lets Jake know its okay and they begin hauling equipment out of the cupboard and onto the bed. 

CUT TO:

EXT. OIL REFINERY – CHEYENNE, WYOMING DAY

Tyler still stands on a watchtower platform surveying the road leading up to the refinery. Most of his men are now out of sight with a few positions at odd angles among the buildings and machinery. The SOUND of cars rumbling in the distance gets closer.

TYLER

(into radio)

Don’t move until I give the word.

The cars come into view and for a moment Tyler’s face reflects confusion. Because the cars look like Secret Service and one has an American flag on its hood. It looks like a presidential motorcade. 

TYLER

(into radio)

(whispering)

I said nobody move.

The cars pull up to the closed gates and stop. 

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Jake and Chris have begun loading the guns and supplies onto the back of Jake’s truck. They see what appears to be three Secret Service vehicles pull into Jake’s driveway. 

CHRIS

Expecting company?

JAKE

Them your boys?

CHRIS

No. 

JAKE

How can you tell?

CHRIS

Not enough cars. 

They both retreat slowly behind the pickup truck as a temporary shield. 

JAKE

God, I hope it’s Nasser. 

CHRIS

Well, I don’t.

JAKE

Why not?

CHRIS

Because if it is, we are outnumbered 

and most probably out of time. 

Without backup or others to help 

load these guns, we don’t stand 

a chance.

JAKE

Good to see you can stay optimistic 

in a crisis. Come on, grab that 

AR 15 over there and let’s welcome 

Our uninvited guests. 

As Jake stands up behind the truck, he points his rifle straight at the windshield of the oncoming car. He aims and fires. We watch the bullet fly, but the scenes change so quickly it becomes the first bullet in the shootout at the refinery.

CUT TO:

EXT. REFINERY CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

The bullet PINGS uselessly off a metal brace a few feet from a soldier’s head. The soldier looks to Tyler who shakes his head. Below, around the open car doors of the fake motorcade, the terrorists are stunned their warning shot returned no fire. Blinking into the wind, they look for agents, seeing only a few outlines, corners of hats, toe of boots. They don’t know what they are facing and so they are cautious. But they are not too cautious and begin to raise heads and look around for their opponents.

TYLER

(quietly)

It’s a go.

Immediately, the SOUNDS of hundreds of booted feet clang on platforms, walkways, and concrete. Everywhere the soldiers come forward creating a vast unbroken line of defense around the entire refinery and inside it. There has to be at least 500 men visible. As the terrorists turn to look at their exit, Navy Seals reveal themselves from under sagebrush and rocks. The motorcade is surrounded guns point at soldiers and terrorists alike; a Mexican standoff.

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Both parties are FIRING at each other rigorously and the players are battened down behind car doors on both sides. Jake manages to get a rocket launcher onto the back of the truck and begins loading it.

CHRIS

Where on earth did you get that?

JAKE

Our Afghani friends.

CHRIS

(as she continues to shoot

never looking at Jake)

What? You mean that day you killed 

those two guys? Jake, that is evidence 

in a terror plot.

JAKE

Well, I wanted a souvenir and 

look, its coming in handy. 

Jake FIRES the rocket and it EXPLODES a few feet from one of the cars, causing a DOUBLE EXPLOSION. Chris has never stopped shooting and Jake rejoins her. 

CUT TO:

EXT. OIL REFINERY -  CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

The stand off is still in place. Tyler slowly walks forward to address the surrounded men.

TYLER

Gentleman. I am Tyler Norris 

of the United States Army and 

I am holding you in accordance 

with the Anti-Terrorism Act. You 

are to be detained and held for 

questioning. Put down your weapons. 

The terrorists look a little confused and bewildered. A man of Middle Eastern or Mediterranean origin stands next to Tyler. He repeats Tyler’s words in Arabic. After a moment’s pause we HEAR the chant “Allah Akbar” amid the hailstorm of offensive GUNFIRE.

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

With one car out of commission and another two men down, Chris and Jake are holding them off but not for long. Just as the SOUNDS of local police sirens make their way into the sound and visual of the scene, the men in Jake’s driveway launch their own small missile directly at Jake’s house.

JAKE

Get down!

The missile SMASHES into Jake’s living room, tearing it apart and exiting through the other side of the house, ending in the side of a nearby hill. Grabbing a couple of handguns and Chris’ hand, Jake jerks to his feet.

JAKE

We got to go now!

They begin running through the devastated house into the backfields. The remaining terrorists leave their car, some RUNNING after Jake and Chris and some now in a small shoot- out with the sheriff and his men. We HEAR the sheriff radioing for backup as the scene closes.

CUT TO:

EXT. OIL REFINERY, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

Tyler and his men survey the small group of dead bodies that litter the ground right outside the refinery’s fence. Everywhere medical people check the wounded, coroners zip up bodies into black bags, intelligence agents collect shells, and Tyler is on the phone with the President. 

TYLER

Yes sir. Twenty four dead. All suspected 

Taliban sleeper cell agents from 

across the Canadian border -- 

Thank you Sir -- No, two wounded, 

no deaths. A good day’s work. 

Yes Sir -- Jake McCoy? No Sir. 

He went to the rodeo with his 

family -- And he’s not with you?

Another agent taps Tyler on the shoulder who tries to shoo him away indicating the importance of his call but the agent is insistent. 

TYLER (CONT’D)

Mr. President? Could you possibly 

hold on for just a second sir? 

Thank you.

(to Agent)

What?

AGENT

We’ve ID’d all the bodies.

TYLER

And?

AGENT

No Nasser.

TYLER

What?

AGENT

He’s not here.

TYLER

But he was spotted. Where the 

fuck did he go?

Realization shows in Tyler’s face as he begins walking hurriedly to his own vehicle.

TYLER

Mr. President, we have one 

more problem….

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH, CHEYENNE, WYOMING - DAY

SHOOTING behind them as they run, Jake and Chris reach the stables at the back of the property. As the scene progresses, the weather goes from bad to worse; the hot day turns into a STORMY late afternoon. A quick glance behind them reveals just two attackers, Nasser and another man, AHMED (46) coming after them. All the others are tied up with the sheriff or dead. Jake and Chris go inside the stables. The horses are frightened.

JAKE

It’s alright, we gonna get you 

out of here. OK?

CHRIS

Where’s the saddle?

JAKE

Saddle? We don’t have time for 

that shit. Get up and get going. 

CHRIS

Huh?

JAKE

Cowgirl(up) Chris! Let’s go!

CHRIS

Jake!

Chris SHOOTS at Ahmed who’s rain soaked form has just appeared behind Jake who is distracted as he tries to move the horse out of its stall. Ahmed catches the bullet in the chest and falls heavily, his body half in and half out of the stable. Both Jake and Chris look towards him allowing Nasser to sneak up behind Chris. He places a gun barrel at her temple.

CHRIS

Hey!

JAKE

(looking to Chris)

Get the fuck off of her you asshole!

Nasser grabs Chris by her hair and pulls her closer to him, using her as a shield.

NASSER

We have unfinished business McCoy.

JAKE

Yeah ‘we’. Let her go. 

NASSER

Certainly. 

Nasser, pulling Chris like a rag doll SLAMS her head into a nearby post before releasing her body. Chris SLUMPS to the floor in a crumpled heap.  Nasser keeps his eyes trained on Jake who is standing behind his horse, his body only half- visible behind the animal. 

Chris GROANS slightly from the floor but does not move. Jake moves around the horse, revealing to Nasser the gun that has been cocked and pointed at Nasser the entire time. 

JAKE

You started this, not me. 

NASSER

You killed my brother.

JAKE

Yep, cause he was a terrorist 

and about to hurt a whole bunch 

of innocent people. What did my 

brother do that was so bad?

NASSER

Nothing. He was just easier to 

kill than you.

Jake’s self-restraint is apparent from the bloodless grip he has on the pistol in his hand. The two men stare at each other and the sound of freak hail reverberating off the stable’s roof fills the sound vacuum. 

NASSER (CONT’D)

Your brother’s death is your 

fault. You should learn to stay 

out of other people’s business.

JAKE

The right to live free and safe

from pricks like you is my business 

asshole.

NASSER

(Pulling back trigger

pointing at Chris)

Your empty insults do nothing 

for me. I am sick of you Americans 

with your liberties and excess. 

You people need to learn the pain 

of sacrifice.

Chris flinches but is dazed and logistically powerless, crouched on the floor, only feet from Nasser’s gun. 

JAKE

Fucking coward! Leave the girl 

and fight me like a man. What? 

Don’t how to fight without a 

little piece of steel in your hand? 

Bullshit! I killed your brother 

motherfucker, come and fucking get me.

NASSER

(considering)

I assure you, you will lose, cowboy.

JAKE

Well, put down your fucking gun 

and prove it. 

Nasser backs away from Chris and throws his gun across the barn floor. The two begin to BARE KNUCKLE FIGHT. There seems to be an equal amount of kicks and punches and knocks down and get back ups on both sides. The confined space of the barn, the ANXIOUS horses, and the STORM outside all combine to make the moment close, intense, and raw. The men are getting BLOODIER and more bruised, both fighting for their lost brother’s honor. This is a fight, but comes across as a dance of grief and revenge. Finally, Nasser delivers a particularly hard blow, catching a tired and already injured Jake badly, knocking him to his knees, his eyes blinking back BLOOD, his brain swimming from a hundred knocks. Nasser holds Jake up and slowly, tiredly removes a small knife from his inside pocket and holds it to Jake’s throat.  

JAKE

Fuck you. 

NASSER

This is for Kassim.

JAKE

No its not, it’s for hate.

NASSER

(pushing harder 

with the knife)

You are right. It is for hate.

Just as Nassers goes to cut Jake’s throat, Chris appears from behind and takes a swing at the back of Nasser’s head with a hay hook. Being disorientated, Chris’ steps are clumsy and her efforts full of GRUNTS and HEAVY BREATHING so Nasser is aware of her approach. 

NASSER

Fucking bitch!

(pushing Chris)

Nasser ducks to avoid the blow, losing his grip on the situation and his knife, which falls to the floor. With both Chris and Jake functioning, Nasser is outnumbered and unarmed and looks for an escape. 

JAKE

No!

A tired Jake makes a grab at the back of Nasser’s suit jacket but misses as Nasser dodges away. He KICKS Jake, knocking him down to the floor beside Chris. Turning, Nasser mounts the horse Jake was working with.

JAKE (CONT’D)

Roller!

Nasser pushes his way out of the barn, TRAMPLING Ahmed’s body in the process. Outside the afternoon has turned dark and brooding, the combination of WIND, RAIN, and heat is palpable allowing Nasser to seemingly disappear into the chaos. Jake stumbles to his feet.

CHRIS

Jake! Don’t! Help will be here 

soon. Stay put. 

JAKE

You know I can’t do that.

Jake notices Nasser’s discarded gun on the barn floor and picks it up. 

CHRIS

Let it go! Please?

JAKE

Chris I have to go. He can’t get 

away that easily. 

Jake opens the stall of the remaining horse and MOUNTS him painfully. His numerous injuries give the impression of a lost cause but the determined set of his face tells another story. 

CHRIS

(attempting to stand)

I’ll go with you.

JAKE

Bullshit. Call Tyler. Stay here 

until I get back.

Jake begins to turn the horse out of the barn. Chris’ face is anxious.

JAKE (CONT’D)

 I’m gonna kill that Son of a Bitch.

CHRIS

(sitting back down, talking quietly)

That will make you no better than he is.

Jake needs nothing more and KICKS the horse into action, BOLTING out of the barn and into the rain. 

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH - CHEYENNE, WYOMING – DAY

Jake is riding into the onslaught, almost blind by the WIND and RAIN lashing at his face.

JAKE

(yelling)

Nasser! You fucking coward!

In the distance, across the prairie, Jake glimpses Roller and Nasser. They are GALLOPING fast but Nasser turns, seeing Jake, and speeds up even more. Jake pounds after him, pushing the wet horse to its limits in the process. The scene is a cacophony of POUNDING HOOVES and DRIVING RAIN. Both men are experienced riders but Jake’s rage fuels his intent and it doesn’t take long before he begins to bridge the distance between the two horses. 

JAKE (CONT’D)

Nasser!

NASSER

(driving his horse harder)

You will lose cowboy!

JAKE

Fuck you!

The ground beneath Jake’s horse grows softer with rain. Looking down, Jake notices a growing number of prairie dog holes as they ride further out into the wilderness. Seeing few options, Jake drives the horse on.

Ahead, Nasser spots a stream in front of him and after glancing back at Jake, kicks the horse hard, pulling on his mane as they reach the stream. Nasser and Roller clear the stream easily but stumble on the landing.

NASSER

Aargh!

JAKE

Roller!

Jake draws to a halt, watching in horror as Roller lands awkwardly on the other side of the stream. The horse CRIES OUT in pain as he catches his foot in a prairie dog hole. Holding tight to Roller’s mane, Nasser tumbles with the horse. Roller lands on top of Nasser and his cries grow muffled. The horse rolls to the side, revealing Nasser’s broken yet still breathing body.  

Jake blinks rapidly a few times and then draws the gun from inside his pants. Dismounting, Jake begins to walk towards Nasser who is GROANING and MUMBLING softly. 

NASSER

May God forgive me. May Kassim 

forgive me. I am unworthy. I am 

wretched. I will not go silently. 

I will not go silently. 

Nasser begins to feel carefully around his sock line, drawing his leg up painfully to improve his reach. We see a small pistol appear from the folds of his sock. He aims in Jake’s direction. 

JAKE

Nasser?

Jake has been slowly, warily, making his way towards Nasser. The rain blinds him from seeing the gun, but when he is just yards away, Nasser FIRES.

JAKE

Aaah!

The bullet catches Jake in the knee and he goes down, writhing with pain. Nasser begins to lose control. He is now murmuring prayers between blood-filled-coughs.

Roller WHINNIES, looking toward the falling Jake. Nasser’s stumbled prayers coupled with the injured horse provide Jake with just enough rage to drag himself over to the agonized Nasser.  

NASSER

You are weak, cowboy.

JAKE

Not as weak as you, asshole. 

NASSER

(mumbling incoherently)

I triumph in this world and 

the next by the weight of my 

sacrifice -- the prophet tells 

me so -- I am Allah warrior -- 

I…

Jake is almost on Nasser now and pulls himself painfully into a semi-kneel, POINTING Nasser’s gun at his head. Nasser, despite his delirium recognizes his gun and in it his end. He begins one last prayer as Jake takes aim at his head. 

NASSER (CONT’D)

Allah Akbar. 

Jake wavers. Nasser stares up at him, fear now replacing anger. Jake stares at Nasser, his hand SHAKING with restrained anger.

JAKE

(SHOOTING the ground an 

inch from Nasser’s head)

Fuck you Nasser. I’m not you. 

And I never will be you.  

NASSER

You’re giving up?

JAKE

Enjoy Guantanamo, motherfucker. 

TYLER

(far off)

Jake! Shit Jake? Where are you? 

Jake has no strength to reply but Roller WHINES and Tyler finds his way through the LASHING RAIN to Jake’s fallen form. 

TYLER

(talking on radio)

I got him. About half a mile from 

the ranch. Shit, send some help, now!



(to Jake)

Man are you gonna be OK?

Jake nods ’yes’, but keeps his eyes on Nasser. Tyler grabs Nasser, flipping him over and places handcuffs on him. Nasser YELLS in protest as Tyler’s backup comes over.

TYLER (CONT’D)

(to backup)

Get that piece of shit out of 

here. 

(to Jake)

Thank God you didn’t kill him, 

Jake. He’s the only one left. 

Maybe now we’ll get some answers.

JAKE

Where’s Chris? How’s my horse?

TYLER

I think your horse is OK. 

Chris is fine. You did it, Jake. 

JAKE

Simon?

TYLER

Yeah man, your brother would be proud.

Jake falls onto his back in the mud holding his injured knee WRITHING in pain as the paramedics arrive.

CUT TO:

EXT. JAKE’S RANCH CHEYENNE, WYOMING - NIGHT 

Jake’s property is LIT by floodlights. Both Jake and Chris are being bandaged up by paramedics. Once again, Jake’s property is crawling with Army and federal agents as they inspect the terrorist massacre that is Jake’s front yard. 

CHRIS

So what are your plans for next 

week?

JAKE

Not much, you know recovering 

from bullet wounds, putting the 

living room back together, cleaning 

the dead terrorist goop from the 

place, nothing pressing, why?

CHRIS

Want some company?

JAKE

You hanging around every hour of 

every day, intruding on my life? 

Sure, any time.

The President and his entourage enter the scene, squeezing past the wreckage in Jake’s driveway. The head car drives directly up to Jake, Chris, and Tyler. As the President gets out, Secret Service agents create a perimeter around him. The sheriff tries to peek past the agents to watch the scene.

PRESIDENT

Well Jake, I was planning on 

stopping by to see you on my way 

out of town. But…

JAKE


Yeah, (smiling with agony) Please excuse 
the mess. I didn’t know you were coming.

The President notices that Jake and Chris are holding hands and he smiles as he reaches into his pocket.

PRESIDENT

Agent Bennett, you seem to have 

made quite an impression here. 

   CHRIS(CONT’D)

Yes sir Mr. President.

PRESIDENT

I can see you are busy at the moment.

(hands check to Jake)

But I wanted to make sure you 

got this.

JAKE

(blinking)

Two and a half million? For what?

TYLER

(smiling)

Jake, you killed quite a few 

terrorists recently. That’s reward money

you have coming to you.

(surveys the scene)

Might be more to come. 

PRESIDENT

Thank you Jake for doing what 

we struggled to do. It is a pleasure 

and honor to know you.

JAKE

Two and a half million? Damn.

PRESIDENT

(looking around)

It may help with a little yard work.

After shaking a stunned Jake’s by the hand, the President makes a graceful and poised exit. 

JAKE

Two point five million?

TYLER

Well, Jake you about ready for a drink?

CHRIS

I’ll drive.

JAKE

Ty, you’re a damn mind reader. 

Help me to the car, would ya?

Tyler and Chris help Jake to his feet. They walk toward Chris’ car, propping Jake up as they go.

TYLER

I’m buying.

JAKE

Shit. With two point five million? Drinks 

are on me. Hell, I might buy the



damn bar for ya, my friend.

 END
