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 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1FADE IN: 
INT/EXT.  BAGHDAD - DAY

Four armored transports rumble through the streets of 

Baghdad leaving large plumes of smoke in their wake.  The city has seen much combat.  There is rubble and burnt out cars on every corner.  

On top of each of these armored vehicles is a soldier clutching the trigger of a mounted cannon in their hands.  They are continuously swinging left and right looking for any threat to the convoy.  

Inside these vehicles are American Army Rangers who are covered in dust and dirt.  Their faces are unshaven and ragged.  The Rangers, each with a rifle between their knees, are so cramped inside the transport that they bump into each other with every sharp turn the vehicles make.

The convoy banks right onto another street and rumbles along.  As the vehicles roll by, a young boy hiding on the roof of a nearby building uses a wireless phone to signal the Americans arrival.

INT.  TRANSPORT VEHICLE - DAY

Inside one of the transports is a soldier, JOHN, who is sitting next to the window.  He’s handsome man, in his 30's and fit, but not muscular.  John notices the GUY sitting next to him is fast asleep, so he leans into his slumbering comrade.   

     



JOHN
Incoming! 

The guy instinctively grabs his gun nearly firing it inside the transport.  A low rumbling of laughter allows the soldiers to have a moment of forgetful peace.  

     



GUY
God damn it L.T., you 
almost made me take the 
driver's head off.
The guy is younger than John and has thick black glasses that straddle his nose.

     



JOHN

Marcus, you've been asleep 
for the last six clicks...
It's my turn to go lights out.
     



MARCUS

You’re only 31 days short.  
You can get some sleep when you 
get back into the world.

EXT.  BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY

There is movement on top of the buildings, just ahead of the transports.  The GUNNER manning the third transport's cannon notices this movement.

INT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE - DAY

Marcus bumps his shoulder into John’s in a teasing manner.

     



MARCUS

Let me see that picture again.

     



JOHN

I'm not gonna have you pleasuring 
yourself to a photo of my wife.

EXT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE - DAY

The Gunner cocks back the loading mechanism on his mounted cannon.

INT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE - DAY

      



MARCUS

Please!  C'mon man.

      



JOHN

Forget it.  I was wounded twice in 
my first week, but ever since my 
wife sent that picture...

MARCUS

Maybe it'll bring me some luck too.

JOHN

Let me sleep.

     



MARCUS

I'll let you saw wood until the 

next checkpoint if you show me 
the picture.
     



JOHN

Ok, if it'll shut you up.

John pulls out a wrinkled photograph from his left shirt pocket.  Before he can hand it over, Marcus greedily snatches it from him.

     



MARCUS

Ohh...You do not deserve a woman 
this fine.

John just smirks, pulls his helmet over his eyes and slouches down in his seat.  






NARRATOR





 (V.O.)

Portrait of an American hero:  Lieutenant John Creighton, thirty-three, husband, father, leader of men.  To him, this is nothing but a routine day in the sand carrying out another routine mission.
A FAST PAN to the omniscient NARRATOR, in his suit and tie, clutching a cigarette, standing on the dusty side-walk as the American convoy rolls past.

NARRATOR
Lieutenant Creighton has the unique distinction of being the only platoon 

leader in this war yet to have a single 

man killed in action.  But today will 
be unlike any mission or battle he has fought before.  What John doesn’t know 
is that he has already begun a journey 
that will change his destiny forever.  

And that destiny, will take him down a 
path that can only lead to the darkest corners of...The Twilight Zone.                 

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

EXT.  BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY 

The convoy motors down the street while the tired soldiers inside are lulled into a malaise by the sway of the vehicles.  No one is speaking.  All that is heard is the occasional radio transmission between the driver and head-quarters.  
A masked person's head barely pokes over the ledge of the building just ahead of the convoy.  He places a device on his shoulder. 

EXT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE - Day

The Gunner manning the cannon sees the rooftop sniper, but its too late.

     



GUNNER

RPG!

Before the convoy could react, a red flash darts from the rooftop and engulfs the lead transport in an inferno.

INT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE - DAY

John and Marcus quickly come to attention.  They duck their heads to get a better look out the windows of the transports.

     



MARCUS

Shit!

     JOHN

They took out the lead car.

MARCUS                                                                                  

Wasn't the captain running point?

EXT.  BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY

The remaining transports hit full reverse while unleashing hell upon the rooftops.  Soon the buildings are imploding under a torrent of cannon fire.  Escaping through the dust and smoke another flash of light cuts through the air to find its target...rear transport.  The Convoy is now boxed in with flaming wreckage blocking its front and rear escape routes.

INT.  JOHN'S TRANSPORT VEHICLE

     



JOHN 

Everyone out!

     



MARCUS

What?

     



JOHN

They're gonna blow it!

EXT.  BAGHDAD STREETS - DAY

John kicks open the transports doors and pulls Marcus out by his collar.  They both escape just before another RPG takes out their transport.  The other soldiers in John and Marcus' transport aren't as lucky.  They along with the rest of the convoy are consumed in the firefight.  

Small arms fire erupts from behind one of the burnt out cars that cause John and Marcus to take cover in an ally.  They return fire.  After expending one of his clips, John sits back against the wall while Marcus takes his turn opening fire.  John begins to rummage through his pockets.

       



JOHN

Do you have the picture?

Marcus drops the clip from his rifle, and inserts a fresh magazine.

      



JOHN

Marcus!  Do you have my Wife's picture?

Marcus shakes his head.

JOHN

Shit!    

A spray of gunfire ricochets just above the two soldiers’s guarded position.  The two men drop to the prone position in order to avoid getting hit.
     



JOHN

Ok...ok.  We have to move out of 
this alley.  It's too narrow here.  
If we get boxed in they'll cut us 
to pieces.

     



MARCUS

Where the hell are we gonna go?  
The entire convoys wiped out.

     



JOHN

I don't know...we just can't stay here.

     



MARCUS

Lead the way L.T.
John and Marcus get on their feet and crouch through the other-side of the alley trying to avoid gunfire.  They move across the city quickly without drawing attention to themselves.  They duck behind shadowy corners and back roads trying to avoid all detection.  After about a mile of evasive maneuvers, they spot an American tank platoon moving just a few hundred yards ahead of them.  

But John notices a reflection of light from the window of a building flanking their escape route.  Both men crouch behind a car.

JOHN 

Look there.

     



MARCUS

Alpha Company.

     



JOHN

If we can get to them...
MARCUS

Thank God, Let's go.
JOHN

We can't go that way.  
There's a sniper just 
to the left.

     



MARCUS

Where?

John changes the clip in his rifle.
     



JOHN

Seventh floor...third window.

     



MARCUS

We can make it.  We're fast enough.  
Alpha's right there.

     



JOHN

We have to go around.

     



MARCUS

And face those RPG's again, screw that.  
You want to die, go ahead.  I'm making 
a break for it.

Before John can reason with him, Marcus makes for the tank platoon.

JOHN

Wait
Marcus runs only a few yards before a sniper’s bullet brings him down.  

     



JOHN

No!

John charges towards his injured friend.  

P.O.V. OF SNIPER

Sniper reloads and aims at John, but he doesn't yet pull the trigger.

Marcus is on his back and unable to come to his feet.  There is no visible wound on him.  John dives for his friend and drags him behind a rusted out Mercedes Benz.

     


     MARCUS

I’m cool...I’m good
Marcus' shirt has a small red dot just over his chest that’s getting larger and darker in color.  

      



JOHN

It's just a flesh wound...I bleed more 
when I skinned my knee playing little league.

John grabs his friend's hand and places it on the wound.

     



JOHN

Just keep your hand there.  

Keep pressure on it.

Blood begins to choke the words coming out of Marcus’s mouth.

     



MARCUS

I'm sorry...L.T....I sunk us good.   

     



JOHN

Shut up.  C'mon...up we go.

John picks up his friend and tosses him over his shoulder.  He makes for Alpha Company.

     



JOHN

Just relax.
     



MARCUS

Your picture.

JOHN   
We're almost there.  Hey! Over here!  

I need a medic!
Before John can get within an earshot of the American platoon, a bullet tears through his left leg.  John crumbles to the ground.  He tries to re-group and pick Marcus back up.  But a shot through the right side of his chest thwart his efforts.

P.O.V. OF SNIPER

He aims at a severely wounded John, who continues to try and get up.  He sets for the shot, but something else comes into the edge of his scope's view...the cannon of an American tank.  There is a flash from the cannon's muzzle.  

Half the building comes down from the shock of the tank's blast.

American soldiers move in to help their fallen comrades.  John and Marcus lay motionless next to each-other.  A shallow pool of blood is collecting underneath them.  

     



MARCUS

L.T., I'm sorry I lost it.





JOHN




It’s ok Marcus, the cavalry is here.

The Medics carry Marcus away as he begins to lose conciousness.






Marcus




Your picture.
John is still on the ground with blood spilling out of his chest.  Medics hover over him trying their best to help him.  But John's eyes begin to glaze over.

P.O.V. OF JOHN

John looks at the faces of the medics standing over him.  They are speaking to him but he hears nothing.  His eyes move from their faces to the sky above.
FADE OUT
FADE IN:

EXT. COUNTRTY ROAD - DAY 

As we pan down from our view of the sky, we see it's no longer over the Baghdad warzone.  Rolling green hills embrace beautiful countryside.  A crystal blue lake with calm waters, reflect the heavens above.  Red apple trees embrace both sides of an abandoned gravel road running along the lake.  

John shatters the isolation as he walks up this road. A white t-shirt and jeans have replaced John's military fatigues.   

He comes across a statuesque MAN #1 sitting upon a tree stump at the side of the road eating an apple.  The Man is dressed in a jet-black Armani suit that clashes with the country surroundings.  John cautiously approaches him. 

     



JOHN                            

Um...excuse me...I wonder if... 

Man #1 cuts a piece of apple with his knife and gestures towards John. 

     



MAN #1                     

Apple? 

     



JOHN                             

Uh...no, thanks.  Could you please -- 

MAN #1                             

You sure?  It's really good.  

     



JOHN                                

I'm sure.

     



MAN #1                                     

Suit yourself pal. 

     



JOHN                           

I'm a little lost.  
    



MAN #1      

Sad thing to see, a man with no direction. 

The Man #1 cuts another piece of the apple and sticks it into his mouth.   

JOHN                              

Do you know if there is a gas station 
or phone around I could use? 

     



MAN #1                      

Mmmm...so juicy. 

     



JOHN                          

Enough with the apple! 

He shoots a cold a look at John that causes him to take a step back.  

    




JOHN                          

I'm sorry...I'm just a little frustrated, 
please I need your help. 

     



MAN #1                              

Don't know of any gas stations around here, 
no phones either. 

     



JOHN                               

What kind of hick town is this? 
I don't even remember...
where am I? 

     



MAN #1                                       

You're nowhere...you're everywhere. 

     



JOHN                          

What the hell does that mean?

Man #1 just smiles at John. 

     



JOHN                              

You think you could narrow it down 
just a bit.  I need to get in touch 

with my family...wait...wait... 

He has a flashback of a time forgotten.  A stigma of pain, death, and war flash before his eyes.  After the brief vision, John finds himself still on the country road.  But now his plain clothes have been replaced by full military uniform.

JOHN                            

We were ambushed.
John grabs his chest in the exact spot where the sniper’s bullet ripped through earlier. 

JOHN

oh no, Marcus!

    




MAN #1  

Your friend survived, you on the 

other-hand...  

       



JOHN                              

I'm dead? 

Man #1 is still eating the apple, not looking up.  

     



MAN #1                         

Does death frighten you? 






JOHN




It’s not so much death...

but who you leave behind.

Man #1 looks up and surveys the surroundings.  He gestures with his hand that’s holding the carving knife.     

     



MAN #1                                  

Is it so bad around here? 

John takes in the peaceful country surroundings. 

     



JOHN                    

Actually, it’s not too bad.


MAN #1

How about this?  
Before John can blink he finds himself on a tropical beach with the Man at his side.  

EXT.  TROPICAL BEACH - DAY  

     



MAN #1
Better? 






JOHN                           

How did you...is...
is this heaven? 

MAN #1                         

No, it’s Iowa. 





JOHN                        

Iowa? 

MAN #1                         

Not a Costner fan, are you?    

    




JOHN                         

Don't watch too many movies. 

     



MAN #1                         

NO?  I can't get enough of them.  
Did you ever see Empire Strikes Back?  
Definitely the best of the Star Wars 
trilogy. 

    




JOHN                                 

I liked Return of the Jedi more. 

     



MAN #1                      

Blaspheme. 

JOHN                                 

I hate to pry, but...who are you? 

Man #1 just smiles and starts to walk along the beach.  John quickly catches up to him. 

     



JOHN                                       

Are you... 

     



MAN #1                           

I love walking just along the edge of 
the sand and the ocean.  The cool water 
running over my feet, the smell of the salt 
in my nose, the way that the waves pull you slightly into the sea as the waters recede, 

just before the next wave pushes you back out. 

    




JOHN                               

Are you God? 

     



MAN #1                          

Have you ever been deep-sea fishing?  
I wish I could go, but I get seasick. 

JOHN                                    

I don’t feel safe on water.
Man #1 turns his attention from looking out upon the ocean to John. 

     



MAN #1                           

John, is everything to your liking?  

    




JOHN                          

You know my name? 

     



MAN #1                                 

Lieutenant John Mitchell Creighton, 101st 
Airborne Army Ranger.  Served two 
Tours of duty in the Gulf War during 
the 1991 and 2003 campaigns.  Received two Silver Stars for valor and a purple heart for injuries sustained in combat.                                                       

John looks as if he is trying to formulate a thought, but no words escape his lips.                          

MAN #1  





(cont’d)                                      

Is there anything you'd like to 
eat or drink? I can provide you 
with whatever you want.

He snaps his fingers and a long table of island foods appear out of nowhere.

    




JOHN                           

Wow...thank you genie 

     



MAN #1                                   



(laughs)

If there is anything that I can help 
you with to make your stay here more 
pleasant, just let me know.

The Man #1 turns around and starts to walk away but John jumps in front of him.

     



JOHN                                    

God?

MAN #1                                    

Call me Frank.

    




JOHN                                 

You've been really kind to me with
the food and the tropical paradise 
and all, but there is something else 
I was hoping you could help me out 
with.
For a moment John and FRANK stand face to face without a word.

JOHN                             

I had a wife, Julia, and a  
son, Michael. I never met him...
shipped out before he was born. 

    




FRANK                                 

John. 

   




JOHN 

I'm gonna miss it all...his first steps, 
his first ball-game, the first time he mouths off to me...and Julia...she was my life. 

     



FRANK                                     

I know she was. 

     



JOHN     

Could you send me back? Please, that's 
all I ask.  Let me go back to my family. 






FRANK                                     

I'm sorry John.  I can't do that. 

     



JOHN                   

I didn't have a father around when I 
was growing up.  I don't want my son 
to grow up missing his father as well.  
They can't survive without my help...
Julia needs me.  Please...I need her. 

FRANK                            

John, there are rules.  

JOHN                                      

You're God!  You wrote those rules!  
You created the entire universe.  
You're telling me you can't bring one insignificant person back to life.  My family is alone.  I was all that they had.  
I beg you...send me back...for my boy's sake... 

     



FRANK   

Do you know how many times I've been 
asked this.  If I allow you back, I 
have to allow everyone.  It would 

throw the entire system into chaos.  
What you ask of me is one request 
I just can't fulfill.

John gives up trying to plead his case.  He turns his face away from Frank and looks out to the crashing waves. 

     



JOHN                                    

How do you stop the pain?  

     



FRANK                                 

I’m sorry.  If you want, I could make 
you forget...wipe them from your memory 
until the time...  

     



JOHN                                 

No...no thanks. 

FRANK                              

Yeah, I knew you'd say that.  
Well John...I've got to go.  You wouldn't 
believe how tough a job it is to run 
the universe.  Yoda only had one Skywalker 
to look after, I have six billion.

     



JOHN                                    

But I have so many things to ask you...
so much I need explained. 

FRANK                                    

Let me see...Oswald acted alone, there is 
no Loch Ness Monster, there are aliens on 
other planets, Atlantis is a myth, and Elvis 
is still alive. 

They have a little chuckle together.  Soon John starts to look around the beach with a puzzled look on his face.  

      



JOHN                                      

I thought heaven would have a lot more 
people.  I haven't seen anyone, except for you, since I got here...Where is everyone else?

     



FRANK                                  

Did you ever see that old TV show where the guy was running around an abandoned city looking for all the missing people but all he could find was cardboard cut-outs of them?

John can only shrug his shoulders.

     



FRANK                                     

Do me a favor and watch some TV during 
your tenure here.

     



JOHN                           

You got it.  God, when will I see my 
family again? 

Frank puts is hand on John's shoulder to console him. 

FRANK                                    

Call me Frank. 

And in a flash, Frank disappears and John is alone on the beach.  He looks to the sky, with eyes shut, and breathes in the sea air.  Then something occurs to him that causes a puzzled look upon his face. 

     



JOHN                                         

(To himself)                                

Frank? 

John can’t help but smile. 

EXT. TROPICAL BEACH - TWILIGHT 

John lays down on the soft white sand and watches the sun melt into the blue waters.  But he is not alone.  MAN#2 is sitting on the beach as well, just a few yards behind John.  They are the only people in sight.  

Man #2 is dressed in gleaming white pants and white Cuban style shirt.  His over-the-shoulder blonde hair is slicked back and perfect in form.  He speaks to John while looking out upon the waves.    

     



MAN #2                                       

Nice view huh?                                    

John is startled to find someone else on the beach with him.  He looks over his shoulder to get a better view of Man #2. 





JOHN

I didn’t know there was anyone 

else here...I’m John.






MAN #2




I hear you like the ocean.





JOHN

I love the ocean, but I don’t 

like being in the water.



MAN #2




Not a swimmer?






JOHN

It’s not that, I just don’t like 

floating in the water and not being 

able to see what’s swimming below.  
Freaks me out.


MAN #2  




Maybe you’ve seen Jaws one too 

many times.



JOHN
I guess.






MAN #2




There is something else I 

heard about you.



JOHN

What, my ignorance of Kevin 

Costner films?






MAN #2

I heard you want something really bad.  Something the big guy refused to do.


JOHN

I don’t...



MAN #2

John...I can make it happen.

FADE OUT

FADE IN:

EXT. TROPICAL BEACH - TWILIGHT 

John gets up and starts to slowly walk towards Man #2.

     



JOHN                                   

Who the hell are you? 

Man #2 smirks...he sticks his arm out to shake John's hand.  John shakes it tentatively.       

MAN #2                                      

They call me the liberator...amongst 
other things.  I'm here to save you 
from this prison. 

     



JOHN                            

Prison?  Take a look around...this 
is paradise...huh, who would call 
heaven a prison?      






MAN #2 

Heaven? (scoffs)  I expected you to be 
a little more intelligent.

     



JOHN                                                     

Have we met before?



MAN #2

You may have not seen me, but I’ve 

been watching you for a long time.

Man #2 makes a cigarette appear with a slide of hand.






MAN #2




Got a light?         

     



JOHN                                       

I didn't know people smoked in heaven.
MAN #2 conjures up a tiny flame radiating from his index finger.
     



MAN #2                              

Well...I'm not exactly people.

He takes a big drag off his cigarette and blows the smoke out.                                    

JOHN                                     

You're an angel?

     



MAN #2                               

Retired.

     



JOHN                                  

Angels have the option to retire? 

MAN #2                                          

It was more of a forced retirement.  
I had a slight disagreement with               management on how to run the show, 
so I was set to pasture. 

John begins to withdraw slightly from Man #2.

     



JOHN                              

The devil. 

MAN #2                              

Oooooo...call me Lu. 

     



JOHN    

What do you want from me...Lu. 

     



LU  

It’s not what you can do for me, 
it’s what I can do for you. 

     



JOHN 

And what's that exactly?  I'm already 
lounging in a tropical paradise, with all 
the food and drink I want.  What could 
the devil give me that God hasn't already? 

     



LU                                       

Oh not much...just your family for starters. 

     



JOHN                                

What?  That’s impossible.
Lu takes another puff from his cigarette.

     



JOHN

Why should I believe the devil?                                            

     



LU 

Why should you believe God?  I can 
take you to your wife and child. 

     



JOHN                                   

Leave me alone. 

     



LU 

John...

     



JOHN                                    

Don't you have to go and corrupt 
society or something?

     



LU                                            

I do have to visit your son in a 
few years.

JOHN                                      

You bastard!

John springs towards Lu and wrestles him to the ground.  He wraps his fingers around Lu's throat and squeezes with all his might.  Lu doesn’t seem to be fighting back. 

     



LU                               

Ahh...Such hostility...and you’re...ugh...
one of the so-called good souls...

     



JOHN                                     

Stay away from my family.

     



LU

I can help you reunite with them...ugh...
I can give you your life back. 

John lets go of Lu and regains his composure.  Lu sits up and rubs his sore neck.
     



LU                                          

Could use that strength on my side.

     



JOHN  

What's in it for you?  My soul? 

     LU                                 

Deal with the devil and you lose 

your soul...such a cliché.  

JOHN                                     

How are you going to help me get my 
family back?  God said He couldn't 
do it. 

     



LU                            

Couldn't...or wouldn't? 

     



JOHN                                     

I'm not listening to your crap. 

John gets up and starts to walk away...but hears the voice of his wife calling his name.  He turns around and no one is there.  As he turns back around he finds Lu is standing in front of him.  John charges towards Lu and gets in his face. 

 



JOHN                            

God wouldn't lie to me.  He doesn't lie...
You lie!
     



LU                               

Jesus, everyone thinks I'm such a monster.   John, you misunderstand my agenda.  I’m 
here to help you, help all man-kind.  
I told you I'm a liberator.  I free you 
from God’s tyrannical rules, from his 
so-called heaven.  It pains me to see 
the way that he treats my you.  

     



JOHN                                      

And what way is that?

     



LU                                          

Like you’re his science project.  I just want to allow you to have and do what you want, without all his restrictions, his damned preconceived notions of guilt, shame, or self-doubt.  It's nothing but a sack of bricks he makes you carry.  Just set it down...


JOHN

It’s not right...you’re not right



LU

I give man his freedom. 





     JOHN                                    

You've given us nothing...except fear, 

hate, in-difference... 

     



LU                                          

I give you passion; I give you the will 
to accomplish anything.  I'm your muse.  
John, the soul has wants...needs...I 
provide for those needs.  He wants 
you to believe that I hate you.  I 
don't hate you John.  I don't wish 
pain upon you. I want to give you 

what your heart desires the most.   

    



JOHN                                 

So...you love me and God hates me?  
Is that it?  Is that your pitch? 

     



LU                                        

God doesn't hate you John...He envies you.  
He wishes he could have the free will that 
you have.  God's entrenched in an existence 
that he's bored with.  Why do you think he created you?  You're nothing but a hobby to him...entertainment...cosmic HBO. 

     



JOHN                           

No...NO!  You lie. 

     



LU                                

Face the truth John.  
Stop being so naive.

     



JOHN                                     

Shut your mouth!  

John looks up to the sky for assistance.  

     



JOHN                                    

God!  Help me! 

     



LU                                      

He's not coming John...
He's forgotten you... 

     



JOHN                         

God...Frank...please! 






LU                                          

Oh no, he didn't tell you to call him 
Frank did he?  What a joker.  

     



JOHN                                

Please.

    
 



LU                                       

John, come to your senses...I'm your 
only ticket out of here. 

After a few moments, John notices that God doesn't return to help him.  He just looks at Lu.  John's out of breath and emotionally drained. 

     



JOHN                                     

You can get me back with my family? 

Lu smiles and puts his hand on John's shoulder.  They disappear from the shore. 

FADE OUT
FADE IN:

EXT.  ABANDONED CITY - NIGHTTIME 

The corpses of burned out cars flank hollowed out buildings.  The ghostly afterglow of lingering fires illuminate the streets.  Lu shadows John's every step.  

     



JOHN                                  

I think I've been here before...
Where exactly are we?

     



LU                                    

Home.






JOHN

This doesn’t fell right.  Why 

are you taking me through here?



LU

Just a bit farther, your family 

is closer than you think.

A figure appears in the road, standing just ahead of them.  The figure has an apple in his hand he's gently tossing up and catching.   

     



FRANK                                    

Hello Morning-Star...been a while. 

     



LU                                       

Too long...what can I do for my old master? 






FRANK                                      

Let John be.  You have no claim to him. 

     



LU                                        

(Sarcastically)                                

I don't?

     



JOHN                                  

God? 

     



LU                             

You above all others know that I have 
an interest in young John...besides, 
he follows me willingly. 

     



FRANK                                      

If he knew where you were leading him, 
I doubt he would follow so easily. 

Lu turns to John.

     



LU                                      

I've always given you free will.  You could 
go with him or me.  Just remember...Julia 
and your son are down a path that he can't 
lead you. 

     



FRANK                                   

Don't listen to him John.  
Give me your hand. 

     



LU                                       

Why should he ignore my words? 

(turning to John)...He failed you. 

John again looks to Frank for direction.

     



JOHN                                    

God? 

Lu starts to circle around John much like a hawk circles a rodent before it strikes. 

  




LU                                      

He is the father of our existence.  

He has the power to extinguish the 

entire universe with a snap of his 

finger...All you asked of him was a 
simple request.  He could have put 
you back with your family just as 
easily as you draw breath.  And what 
did he do? 

     



FRANK                                    

That's enough.  

     



LU                                         

He ignored you like so much a stray 
dog in the street. 

Tears begin to well in John's eyes, knowing he's going down a dark path, but he can't help it...Lu's words consume him. 

     



JOHN                                      

He ignored me? 

     



FRANK                                 

John, I've always been with you, 
watching over you. 






LU                                      

That's all He does is watch...
watches you die in combat, watches your 
family starve, watches you as he plays 
his pranks... 

John's tears begin to be infused with rage. 

     



JOHN                                     

No 

LU




Just watches...






JOHN




No






LU                               

...cosmic HBO. 

     



JOHN                            



(To Lu)

NO!  I made a mistake following you.  



LU

John.



JOHN

My son would not want me to join with you, even if it meant never meeting eachother. 





 
LU



Don’t be a fool.





JOHN

Lu, you said yourself, you give man 

choices.  I have made mine.







LU




Listen to me...








FRANK

Enough!
A roll of thunder resonates through the clouds.






FRANK




He made his choice.






LU




You’ll never again see your family.






JOHN




I understand that.
     



LU                                                        
So be it...what a waste.
Lu backs into the shadows of one of the buildings and disappears.
     FRANK                              

John... 

Without another word, John lunges toward Frank.  He grasps him from around the collar with both hands.

     JOHN                                        

WHY GOD?  Why?  I was a good man...
I believed in you, believed you 
would help me through the war and 
get back with my family.  Instead 
you took me from the people that I
love, and for what?  What purpose 
did my death have?  What so-called 

plan did you have in store? 

John's grip on Frank starts to loosen up.  He takes a few steps back.
     



JOHN                                      

What did I do that made you turn 
your back on me?  

FRANK                                     

You are your father's son. 

     



JOHN                                 

What? 

     



FRANK                                     

You know, he asked me that same 
question once...a long time ago. 

     



JOHN                                      

I never knew my father. 





FRANK                               


Oh...he certainly knows of you. 

John approaches Frank nose to nose.  

     



JOHN                                    

Who was my father? 

Frank doesn't answer back, He just looks into John's tear soaked eyes. 

     JOHN                             

No...no...Lu, The devil. 

Frank, not saying a word, just continues to look upon John. 

     



JOHN                                    

The countryside, the beach, the devil 
couldn't be in...we were never in 
heaven, were we? 

FRANK                                     

You are a good soul John Crichton... 
but being the son of Morning-Star meant 
one day he would come for you and you 
would follow.  I had to do something to 
avoid that fate, and the chaos of the 
Gulf Wars created an opportunity. 
     



JOHN                              

I'm the... 
    

FRANK                                     

Even though you are a good man, your bloodline did not allow me to have dominioin over your soul in order to take and protect you in heaven.  But I still had the power to hide you from your father in a region between heaven and hell...stow you away on some pseudo tropical coast, but he still found you.

John begins to crumble at Frank's feet.
       



JOHN




That’s why there was no one else around






FRANK                            

Through you, your father would put the 
world into darkness.  You are the key 
to his ambitions.  I couldn't allow it.      

JOHN                                           

He promised my family. 

     



FRANK                                

Lies...his specialty.  

     



JOHN                                         

If the devil is my father, does that 
make me your enemy?  Am I destined 
to be damned...as he was? 

Frank grabs John by the shoulders and pulls him up. 

     



FRANK                              

John, I'm going to tell you what I told 
your father many years ago.  You are not 
born damned.  Evil is a path you take willingly...Your destiny is not that 
of his.  

     



JOHN                                     

It's too late for me...I am his son... 

John breaks away from Frank and begins to falter.  Tears have dried on John's face leaving dark tracts on his cheeks. 

     



JOHN                                        

...leave me. 

     



FRANK                              

Never.  I'll always be with you.  
But to follow me is your choice.  

Just as it was your choice not 
to follow your father.  I had 
to be sure whose side you were on 
before I could allow you into my 
kingdom and you have more than proved 

yourself to be worthy.  But as I said before, I have no dominion over your 
soul to force you into heaven or hell.  
So you must decide what road to take now. 

John slowly bows his head. 

JOHN                                     

What should I do? 

Frank extends his arm out to John.

     



FRANK                                    

Take my hand...and follow me. 

John looks up to Frank. 

     



JOHN                                    

Out of hell? 

FRANK                                      

And into the light. 

John and Frank begin to walk out of the abandoned city.  Frank offers something to John. 

FRANK                                   

You want a piece of my apple? 

     



JOHN                         

Yeah...actually, I would.    

Frank flips the apple to him and John takes a bite. 

     



JOHN                                 

Didn't eating your apple get 
some people into trouble a while back?

     



FRANK                                  

Don't believe everything you read.

     



JOHN                                

Yeah.

     



FRANK                                

I almost forgot, I think you lost this.

John is handed the same photograph of his wife that was lost during the Baghdad ambush.

     



JOHN                                   

How did you get this?


FRANK                      

Remember...creator of the universe.

JOHN                                   

Thank you. 
     



FRANK                         

Wanna catch a flick later?

     



JOHN                                    

How about Return of The Jedi?  
Best of the Star Wars trilogy.

     



FRANK                                 

Blaspheme. 

They both have a chuckle and dissolve away. 

FADE OUT

