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FADE | N

EXT. BRI TI SH COUNTRYSI DE AERI AL VI EW- N GHT

An affluent area in the British countryside stretches before
us. Dozens of garden estates, their courtyards respl endent
with fountains illumnated with tasteful spotlights and ot her
trappi ngs of wealth both old and new.

A solitary taxi speeds along the country roads.

I NT. TAXI - N GHT

The car’s headlights illumnate the hedge-growth at the sides
of the road, as the taxi weaves al ong the nmeandering road.

It turns down a private road. Ahead, the towering entrance-
way of a COUNTRY MANCR

The taxi drives through into the open courtyard and. ..

EXT. COUNTRY ESTATE - N GHT

...Screeches to a halt outside the door.

I NT. TAXI - N GHT

MAX, the m ddl e-aged, dishevelled, occupant of the taxi BEEPS
the horn repeatedly.

EXT. COUNTRY ESTATE - N GHT

The | arge, Qak door of the Manor opens to reveal DONALD COCK,
a forty sonething paradigmof wealth and influence, in a
striped dressing gown.

He wal ks uncertainly towards the taxi and crouches to peer at
its unkenpt occupant. The beard, the wild eyes, the sweaty,
dirty cl ot hes.

DONALD
Max ?



MAX
| haven’t got nuch tine, Don, get
in.
(Beat)
Get the fuck in!

As soon as Donald is within the confines of the taxi, the
taxi speeds off into the night.

I NT. TAXI - N GHT
Donald glares at the rear-viewmrror, into the eyes of Max.

DONALD
| thought you were a screenwiter.
When did you take up Taxi driving?

MAX
About twenty seconds after | killed
the guy that owned it.

DONALD
You kill ed soneone?
MAX
| had to.
DONALD
Are you going to kill nme?
MAX

How | ong have | known you? W're
friends. Not unless...

DONALD
Unl ess what ?

MAX
Forget it. | need help, man. |I'm
bei ng chased. | need a place to

crash out. Maybe an enpty house for
sal e, abandoned far mhouse.
Anyt hi ng.



The t axi

DONALD
There’s an industrial estate, not
far fromhere. | think there’'s an
ol d war ehouse, and an abandoned
scrap-yard or sonet hi ng.

MAX
Per f ect .

DONALD
So, are you going to tell nme who is
after you?

MAX
Ha ha, baby. Are you ready for it?
The Il lumnati.

DONALD
The Illumnati. For a creative
person, this is pretty unoriginal.

MAX
Call *emwhat you want. The Cabal,
the Commttee, the Goup, the
Corporate Elite, The New Worl d
Order. The Busi ness nmen, who own
the Politicians, control the nedia,
the printing press, who run this
wor | d Everyone and everything. The
[l1um nati, man

DONALD
|"ma Scientist but | don’t need to
be a psychiatrist to recognise
Conspi racy Paranoi a.

MAX
Ch man, that would be good. If it
was all just a delusion. Fuck, that
woul d be beautiful. Wich way?

DONALD
The next |eft.

turns onto anot her road.



DONALD
So, what woul d these peopl e want
with a screenwiter |ike you?

MAX

| magi ne you were in charge of a
group so powerful that they wanted,
and were able, to run the entire
wor |l d. The whol e shebang. How do
you maintain control, man? How do
you keep all these people singing
fromthe same hymn sheet, keep them
all noving in the sane direction?

DONALD
Alright, I'll play. The Mlitary,
Laws, i deol ogi es?

MAX
CGCo nore fundanental, nan

DONALD
Rewar d systens, penalties for
failure to conply. Greate a
psychol ogi cal need that only you
can fulfil, the desire for security
for instance.

MAX
Cl oser. How do they do all that?
Stories, man. Stories. That's al
there is. A global framework of
stories. Make believe | egends,
nyths, msinformation that we
fabricate, then push out in the
papers, on TV, the radio, over the
Internet. Stories created to have a
speci fic psychol ogi cal effect on
t he people, to nake them behave in
a certain way whilst all the tine
they believe they have free-wll.
That their actions, their fucking
opi nions, nman, are their own.



DONALD
And you're telling ne you re one of
these story witers.

MAX
Bingo! Al the shit you see on TV,
|"mpart of a group that invents it
all to order.

DONALD
To control world events, you d need
mllions invol ved.

MAX
Pyramds, man. It’s just a pyramd
schene. The sl aves at the bottom
you sonewhere in the mddle, the
Private Banks sonewhere near the
top and then at the very apex. The
Col l ective, who run the |lot. They
set the agenda, their mnions just
foll ow orders. They don’t even know
who they’ re working for

DONALD
An old story. Do you have proof?
VAX
Vel | that’'s the Huckleberry, isn't
it? | have. |1’ve been collecting

it, over tine.

DONALD
And this all powerful syndicate
just let you go with all their
secrets?

Max turns the car radio on. Dials in to a News Station



RADI O PRESENTER (Q S.)
...evacuations are continuing from
the city centre as fire-fighters
continue to tackle the large bl aze
that has so far clained twelve
lives and threatens...

Max turns it off.

DONALD
You kil led those peopl e?

MAX
| started it. In ny Apartnent
Conmplex. It’s just plausible enough
that | could be dead to give ne a
chance to get away. Collatera
danage. N ce euphemsm isn't it?
One of ny colleagues invented it. |
had no choi ce, Don. There’s bigger
t hi ngs at stake.

DONALD
Max. Pull over, let me out, turn
yourself in. 1'Il vouch for you,

anyone will be able to tell you' ve
had some ki nd of psychotic episode.

MAX
Wiere’ s this fucking scrapyard?

DONALD
( BEAT)
Right at the end of this road, then
strai ght down for a few hundred
yar ds.

They drive down a deserted road. At the end of the road is an
iron gate, padl ocked. The taxi conmes to rest in front of it.

EXT. SCRAPYARD - N GHT

Max gets out, scurries to the boot and pops the trunk.



An unconsci ous wonan hog-tied in the back.
Max ignores her, snatches a tire iron fromthe boot.

He heads for the gate, smashes the padl ock and slides the
gate open. He clinbs back in the taxi drives the car through
the gates and parks in the courtyard of the disused
scrapyar d.

I NT. TAXI - N GHT
Donal d points off into the darkness.

DONALD
There are offices over there. No-
one will find you. You can let ne
go Now.

Max hands Donal d a pi ece of paper

MAX
Wul d you like to read your own
sui ci de note?

Donal d snatches it fromhim

DONALD
What the hell is this? It’s in ny
handwiting, but | never wote it.

Max takes a nobile phone fromhis pocket, opens a video file.
ON SCREEN
The digitised Donal d Cook hol ds court from behind a desk.

DONALD
.1 have released a virus. Hghly
contagious with a 97%fatality
rate. The ultimate cure for over-
popul ated Earth. A reset button
that will...



I NT. TAXI - N GHT

Donal d | eans back agai nst the seat in shock.

DONALD
That’s inpossible. |1’ve never said
any of that.

MAX
| know you didn't. | wote it all.

They’'re calling it Qperation Fresh
Air. They digitised your face, |ike
they did with Bin Laden. Are you
starting to believe ne, yet?

DONALD
If this is real, and I’ mnot saying
it is. Have you considered it’s
just a test?

MAX
| have. Have you considered it’s a
test for you? How | ong have you
wor ked for then?

DONALD
Six years. | couldn’t have
conpl eted ny research w thout their
hel p.

MAX
What are you going to tell then? If
it was a test of ne, |1’ ve al ready
failed. If it’s a test of you
there’s four possibilities. One, if
it’s not just a test and it’s real,
and you tell them about nme they are
going to kill me, then kill you and
use your research to kill billions.
Two, if you don't tell them and
it’s true, you and billions of
others are going to die anyway.
Three, if it’s a test and you don’'t
tell them they' Il kill you



Four, if it’s a test and you do
tell them then you |l be nurdering
me. And they’ |l know that you ve
been conprom sed

DONALD
There’ s another possibility. |
created the test to test your
| oyal ty.

MAX
| thought of that. That's why I
ki dnapped your daughter. Tell ne
you created the test, 1’1l let her

go.

DONALD
| didn’t create it. What are we
going to do?

VAX
Man, | knew | could rely on you.
|"ve got the proof on them we can
stop them together. First we'll...

EXT. SCRAPYARD - N GHT

The lights in the yard go on.

VAX
| thought you said this place was
desert ed?

DONALD
They’ ve found us. Get out of here,
drive!

Max tries to start the car. It’'s dead.

MAX
Shit! Get out!

The door | ocks engage thensel ves. They’'re trapped in.



10.

MAX
They' re control ling the fucking
taxi! It’s inpossible, there’s no
way they coul d have known whi ch
taxi |'d take.

DONALD
Smash the gl ass. Snmash the fucking

gl ass.

The pair punch and kick at the glass, their efforts bounce
of f ineffectually.

A huge magnet swings into action above them It hovers above
the car then sweeps down and Attaches itself to the roof.

DONALD
Ch, God no.

The taxi lifts fromthe ground.

Max and Donal d’s attenpts at escape get nore and nore
frantic. They scream as the car sw ngs inexorably towards the
cavernous nouth of the METAL CRUSHER

The taxi is fed inside the nachine. Max and Donal d’ s screans
are drowned out by the sound of the netal being conpacted.

The taxi, now a square lunp of netal, is ejected fromthe
machine. A man, silhouetted by the spotlight behind him
wal ks towards it. He raises his wist to his nouth.

S| LHOUETTE
The re-write was a success. Project
Fresh Air has the Geen-light.

The man | eaves. The lights of the scrapyard go out.
The netal cube is left to stand in the noonlight. If you I ook

cl osely, you can see the blood pouring down the side.

FADE TO BLACK



