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I N BLACK:
Rest| ess bodies. Scuffing of feet. Sonebody coughs.

MARCO S VO CE

... W& were on a routine recon inside
Iragi-controlled terrain, assessing troop
strength for what Saddam Hussei n prom sed
to be the nother of all wars ... but
turned out to be just alittle warm up
ror t he whonpi ng he got a few years

ater.

FADE | N:
EXT. DESERT - DUSK

PROMALI NG ACRCSS undul ating | and dotted with BURNING O L
VELLS that give the vague inpression of, well, hell.

ON THE CREST OF A DUNE

A U S. ARMY BRADLEY FI GHTI NG VEHI CLE and mat chi ng HUMVER
sit, waiting.

KUWAI T, 1991

Muf f I ed THUWP of raﬁ music thruns fromthe Bradley, and | ow
voi ces stray fromthe open doors of the Hunmer.

MARCO (O S.)
Wiy can’t we go directly in ...

I NT. / EXT. THE HUMMER - DUSK

A topographical MAP glows on the LCD screen of a | aptop
ortable, faintly lighting the faces of CAPT. BEN MARCO and
is big, gentle, French guide, LAURENT TOKAR

MARCO

(poi nting)
this way --7

LAURENT _ _
Yes, well -- | see the Captain enjoys the
road | ess travell ed.

Marco is seem ngly unflappabl e, conpletely engaged by life.
MARCO
The Caﬁtain enj oys not dragging his ass
down the highway for every Tom Dick and
Qadhafi to take a whack at.

Laurent swings his finger on the arc of approach.



LAURENT
Wll. O course it is very bad, here.
And here. And here, here, here, here --
MARCO
M nes?
LAURENT

Tricky. Swedish-nade.

MARCO
Damm t .

He refers to sone satellite surveillance maps --

MARCO
Nobody at Command sai d anythi ng about --

LAURENT
Halico and d obal Omi hired private
contractors to do the work in *86, as
part of their asset security program

(beat)
Hred an lraqi firm in fact, who, now,
well -- only they know where the little
Nor di ¢ fuckers are planted.
MARCO
(turns away)

Sgt. Shaw
No response.

And we RUSH TOWMARD: A SOLDIER IN A LAWN CHAIR, face lifted
to the heavens, sitting directly between the two arnored
vehicles. This is SGI. RAYMOND PRENTI SS SHAW | ate
twenties, haunted and al oof.

MARCO _
(suddenly behi nd him
Ser geant.
RAYMOND
Sir.
MARCO
Rolling in two mnutes.
RAYMOND
Yes sir.
Beat .
MARCO

Everyt hi ng okay?



RAYMOND
Yes, Captain. Everything' s fine. Here.
(standi ng up)
"1l “rally” the troops.

I NT. THE BRADLEY FI GHTI NG VEHI CLE - DUSK 4

MJSI C bl ares around ei ght soldiers, including wiseguy PFC
ROBERT BAKER, crowded into space designed for four --

BAKER

Yo Melvin. You gonna play that hand, or
hatch it?

-- CPL. AL MELVIN grunts, then they all | ook uE, al nost in
uni son, at Raynmond when he sw ngs open the back door. PFC.
EDDI E | NGRAM a sl ender man, barely eighteen, a driver,
ejects a CD fromthe onboard stereo. Silence.

RAYMOND
W&’ re novi ng out.

Beat. He shuts the door again.
EXT. THE BRADLEY - DUSK 5

Raynmond waits. Another beat. Then sone LAUGHTER from
i nsi de the vehicle.

He shifts his shoul ders, wal ks away.

OM TTED 6-7
I NT. HUMMER - NI GHT - TRAVELLI NG 8
Marco, bug-like in night goggles, drives the infanous

H ghway of Death -- a nmacabre | andscape of abandoned cars,

trucks, mnivans, shopping baskets, broken wooden pushcarts
and festering fires; pots and pans and cl ot hes and personal
bel ongings are scattered out into the desert on either side
of the road. Laurent rides shotgun. Raynond is in the
back, facing forward, rifle at ease.

RAYMOND
Capt ai n?

MARCO
Ser geant ?

RAYMOND

Way don’t | ever ride in the Bradley with
t he other enlisted personnel ?

MARCO
(hesi tates)
Maybe | enjoy your conpany, Sergeant.



RAYMOND
Sir, | don't want to be singled out for
speci al treatnment because of nmy nother’s
position --

MARCO

Too late for that, Shaw. As a charter
menber of the Lucky Sperm O ub your
benefits include unlimted suck-up from
H gh-ranking O ficers hoping to curry
Congressional favor for their future

career noves. But. If you want to ride
in the Bradley, hey, | got no objections.
RAYMOND
(worri ed)
Trust me, sir, | don’t wsh toride in
the Bradley with the others, |I’mjust
(beat)

The nmen don’t care for me very much

MARCO
No, they don’t. But. On the plus side,
you don’t really like them either

RAYMOND
That’ s absol utely correct, Captain.

MARCO
So. See? It, you know. Bal ances out.

LAURENT
-- Unh-oh.

Marco follows Laurent’s gaze out the side w ndow --
NI GHT VI SI ON GOGGLES: JUST OVER A DUNE

SOLDI ERS ON CAMELS slip ann? | i ke ghosts, pacing the
Hunmer, parallel at maybe fifty yards --

VWH P PAN

Through the driver’s side wi ndow. nore of the CAMEL CAVALRY
tracks with them --

MARCO
Canels. You gotta be kidding ne.

BACK TO - HUMMVER - MARCO
glancing to his rear-view mrror --
IN THE M RROR - ON THE ROAD BEH ND THEM

Two dark trucks converge suddenly out of the darkness, on
either side of the Bradley Fighting Vehicle --
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They SLAM together in a pincer-wedge just in front of it,
and the Bradley CRASHES Into them-- clinbs over them off-
bal ance, and SMASHES DOWN onto the roof of one of the trucks
and is effectivelg | ow bridged -- an RPG EXPLODES agai nst

t he exposed underbelly --

-- DARK FI GURES scurry fromthe trucks.

| NSI DE THE BRADLEY -- THE MEN reacting to the attack -- Al2
Ingramis frantically running through gears to no avail --

| NGRAM
The main drive’'s gone! W’'re stuck here!

MELVI N
Everybody okay here?

THE HUMMVER -- skids around in a tight 180, stops, facing 12
back at the hel pless Bradley. Autonmatic weapons fire in
bursts, bright, and ricochet harm essly away --

IN THE HUMVER -- MARCO scranbl es up out of his seat, pops
the roof hatch and screans at Raynond - -

MARCO
Get a flare up, Sergeant!

EXT. HUMVER -- as Marco energes to take the handl es of the 13
roof - nount ed machi ne gun -- drops his NVGs back over his
eyegland FIRES at the dispersing eneny figures around the

Bradl ey --

| NT. BRADLEY FI GHTI NG VEHI CLE -- as Marco's cover fire 14
RATTLES i nsanely off the arnor --
MELVI N
Eneny di smount at two o’ cl ock! Unass the
vehi cl e!
BAKER

Quarter mllion dollars of US. Arny
hardwar e rat-fucked by a coupla used
Toyot as.

He grabs a fire extinguisher and ains it at flames flaring
froma consol e of instrunents.

OM TTED 15-16
EXT. MARCO S NI GHT VI SI ON GOGGELES: THE DESERT 17

TRACER BULLETS. A lone eneny SOLD ER runs forward |ugging a
personal rocket |auncher -- disappears behind a dune --

MARCO -- the nmachine gun JAMS -- he ducks back in, grabbing 18
Raynond's rifle and rolling toward the back of the Hunmer --
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——_PARCIiS POV -- LAURENT -- |ooking scared and slightly
guilty --

-- as Marco kicks out of the rear door, Raynond is still
searching for the flare --

MARCO
Shaw RPG one o’ cl ock! TAKE THE WHEEL

EXT. HUMVER - CONTI NUCUS

-- Marco is firing before his feet touch the ground.
Nl GHT VI SI ON GOGGLES: THE DESERT

Rocket Launcher man does a face-plant in the sand.

THE BRADLEY -- its rear door HEAVES OPEN and our guys spil
out, coughing, hacking, guns ready.

THE HUMVER - SAME TI ME -- careens suddenly away, exposing a

surprised Marco -- Raynond has lost control, fishtails into

a deep trough -- the Hunmmer lurches onto its side, engine

racing -- wheels spinning uselessly in air -- stalling --
MARCO

OCh shit, Shaw --

ANOTHER ENEMY W TH A ROCKET LAUNCHER -- slides around an
overturned trailer and Fl RES:

OM TTED

THE ROCKET hits the Bradley Fighting Vehicle at a slant into

its exposed belly, and the truck EXPLODES -- Marco’'s team
scattering, pressing thenselves into the sand, covering
their heads --

A BOY' S VO CE
(amplified)
Were you scared?

THI CK DARK SMKE nonentarily bl ankets the road. Silence.
FLASH FORWARD: A YOUNG BOY SCOUT - DAY

waiting for an answer, stares earnestly upward at:

FLASH FORWARD: MAJOR BEN MARCO - DAY

behind a podium in his crisp dress uniform H's current
self: older, tired. Lost for a nonent.

MARCO
Scar ed?
(1 ong beat)
You don’t really have tine to be scared.
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Uneasy rustling of an o.s. audience. Sonebody coughs. An
air-conditioner KICKS IN, runbling, becomng --

EXT. THE KUWAI TI H GAVWAY - N GHT - MARCO

rai ses his head. SEES:

-- the Bradley, in flanes.

-- the Hurmer, on its side in the ditch, headlights agl ow --
-- shadows of eneny soldiers, retreating across the dunes.

-- M LITARY HELI COPTERS materializing out of the snoke and
darkness ... circling ... NO SOUND - -

MARCO (V. Q)
| couldn’t hear anything, as | was
tenporarily deaf fromthe expl osion of
the Bradley ...

-- SOLDI ERS W TH GAS MASKS | ean out of the open doors of the
hel i copters and drop GAS CANI STERS down on Marco’s team

I N SLON NG MOTI ON:

MARCO S SQUAD -- the effect of the gas is imedi ate: Baker 28
coll apses in his tracks. Melvin points a gun skyward and

FI RES a burst that goes harm essly wi de of a hellcopter.

Then he falls on his back. HEAVY, LUM NOUS, YELLOW CRANGE
VAPOR swirls across the battle --

WTH MARCO -- his shirt pulled up over his nouth and nose,
he wheels to get away fromthe drifting gas, feet unsteady.
Grabs a dazed Eddie Ingramby the collar --

MARCO
| got your back, Ingram | got
-- and tries to pull himto safety ... knees buckling ... he
| ooks up:
MARCO S P.O V. - THE HUMVER -- is no longer stalled onits 29

side in the ditch, but inprobably is righted again, back on

four wheels and attacking. A vision of Raynond behind the

machi ne gun, firing at the advanci ng eneny --

WTH MARCO -- trying to process this. Coughing. Fading.

OM TTED 30
FLASH FORWARD: MAJOR BEN MARCO

Behi nd the podium Takes a sip of water, then:
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MARCO
-- and with conplete disregard for his
own |ife and safety, Sgt. Shaw single-
handedl y engaged an entire conpany of the
eneny - -

FLASH FORWARD: MAJOR MARCO
Behi nd the podium repeating hinself:

MARCO
-- of the eneny --

EXT. KUWAI TI TWO-LANE - NI GHT

The Hummer weaves through the w eckage, one of its tires
VWH RLI NG I N FLAMES -- Raynond has the nmachine gun SPITTI NG
BULLETS recklessly at the helicopters |like a cartoon hero --

RESUME: MARCO

MARCO
(rote)
Sgt. Shaw repeatedly attacked froma
nobi | e position, confounding the eneny --

EXT. KUWAI TI TWO- LANE - NI GHT

One of the helicopters EXPLODES, the other spins away,
trailing snoke and fl ames.

MARCO (V. Q)
-- neutralizing his aerial support --

RESUME: MARCO
Behi nd the podi um

MARCO
-- and finally dividing and defeating an
overwhel m ngly superior force.

I NT. HI GH SCHOOL AUDI TORI UM - DAY - CONTI NUOUS
A Boy Scout |uncheon banquet.
WASHI NGTON D. C., NOW

A full chicken buffet table, banners, flags, and over one
hundred SCOUTS, LEADERS and DADS, all | ooki ng sonewhat
attentively up at the guest speaker, U S. Arny Major Ben
Mar co.

MARCO
Li ke Corporal Smith, |ike Edwards in
Korea and Chaplain Watters in Vietnam
Raynond Shaw was awar ded t he

( MORE)
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MARCQO( CONT" D)
Congr essi onal Medal of Honor. | signed
the recommendati on nysel f.

A hand shoots up. Marco nods toward it.

ANOTHER SCOUT
Were you wounded?

MARCO
I was --

FLASH MARCO ON THE KUWAI TI TWO LANE

Turning away fromthe overturned Hunmvee, and right into a
head-high rifle-butt swng by the hands and arns of a gas
mask-wearing figure.

RESUME - AUDI TORI UM - MARCO

He bl i nks.
MARCO
-- injured. | was blown down by the
explosion. | got a concussion -- |ost
focus -- Sgt. Shaw took conmand - -

A di shevel ed man cones into the back of the room noisily,
as:

_ ~ SCaUT DAD _
Did your unit sustain any casualties?

MARCO
Yes. Two. Two of ny people were kill ed.

Silence. No nore questions. The disheveled man (MELVIN)
coughs. Marco pointedly ignores him

MARCO
The Medal of Honor is the highest award
to which any sol dier can aspire. From
the jungles of Iwo Jina to the desert of
Kuwai t, what these brave nen |’ve tal ked
about today did will never be forgotten.
Since 1917, only 970 nmedal s have been
given to a total of nore than 30 mllion
Anericans in arnms. Only three have been
awarded in the last 20 years. W knows?
Maybe soneday one of you fine boys wll
earn one yourself in defense of this
great nation.

A SCOUTMASTER, thin, bearded, stands up:

SCOUTVASTER
Maj or Marco, on behal f of Troops 484 and
488 -- just like to thank you, for com ng

to talk to us, about the Medal of Honor,
( MORE)
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SCOUTVASTER( CONT" D)

and your interesting experiences in the
Armed Servi ces.

MARCO

Thanks for listening. M famly has
clained the Arny as a trade ever since a
young gunnery officer who grew up with
Hernando De Soto | eft Spain for a | ook at
t he upper M ssi ssi ppi

(beat)
My life is in service to ny country.

MELVI N

You ever wish it’d been you?
MARCO

Excuse me?
MELVI N

Wn t he nedal . Been the hero.

Sonet hi ng causes Marco to hesitate. Then, as if he'd
rehearsed it:

MARCO
No, I'mjust proud to have been there.

He sits down. Spattering of polite applause.
INT. H S. AUDI TORI UM ENTRANCE - LATER

The luncheon is breaking up. A couple of scouts chase each
ot her through the clusters of nen. Marco’s |eaving. Men
stop himto shake his hand and thank him for com ng.

MELVI N
Maj or Mar co.

Marco turns, stares blankly into the eyes of the bedraggl ed-
| ooki ng man, who hal f - sal ut es.

MELVI N
It’s Al Melvin, Sir. Corporal Melvin.
From your unit. Desert Storm

Marco stares hard. Melvin |ooks |like a honeless guy, his
clothes runpled, his fingernails stained and broken, his
eyes wild wth fatigue and paranoi a.

_ MARCO
Mel vin. Jesus -- how are you --

MELVI N
(i ntense)
| have these dreans, Mjor.

MARCO
Dr eans.
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MELVI N
Yeah. Kuwait. You and ne. Baker, and
Ingram Raynond Shaw.

(beat)

See, | renmenber it happened the way you
just said. And then | don’'t.

MARCO
Well, we had a pretty rough tinme over
there, Al, it was hairy, and -- it was a
long time ago, now. Menories shift.

MELVI N
Do you have dreans, sir?

MARCO

Everybody has dreans, Corporal --

MELVI N
Not t hese.

Beat . Marco stares at him

MARCO
No | don’t.

Melvin's face falls, disappointed. Funbling in his clothes,
he finds a SPI RAL NOTEBOCK, dog-eared, and fat with

newspaper clippings -- tries to press it into Marco’ s hands.
- MELVIN _

It’s bad, sir. It’s nmaking nme crazy. |

wite it down, every night, after | wake

up, | try to get it all -- it doesn’t

al ways go together -- all of what | can
remenber, and --

MARCO
(gentle)

-- A, you know, maybe you should be
going to the VA and talking to a doctor,
I mean if these dreans are really --

MELVI N
-- |'ve been to doctors!

The not ebook DROPS BETWEEN THEM and PAGES SCATTER on the
floor. Both nen go down to collect them--

MELVI N
|’mso stuck, sir. | mean -- | renenber
Shaw saving us, but it does not make
sense -- it should have been you. And
Shaw, he --

MARCO
Wll, that's -- it’'s over and done.
W’ ve got to nove on --
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-- Marco rocks back on his heels as he stares down at a
SKETCHY PORTRAI T OF AN ARABI C WOMAN whose face is covered
with intricate designs -- Marco stares curiously, as if he
recogni zes her --

MELVI N
| can’t get ny head around it. | thought
maybe, if you had the dreans ..
MARCO
(shaken)

You need noney --7?

_ MELVI N
No. No sir.

Sel f - consci ous (people are staring) Ml vin shoves the
not ebook back inside his jacket.

MARCO
-- here --

Marco already digging for a crunpled twenty. Melvin waves
it off, backing away, suddenly pissed.

MVELVI N
| don’t need your noney.
MARCO
kay. Okay. Wwell, look, A, |I gotta --
MELVI N
Go.
MARCO
-- run, yeah. But.
(awkwar d)
It was great seeing you. And good | uck
to you.

Melvin just scows sadly at Marco. Flash of glass, a door
opens and cl oses, and Marco i s gone.

EXT. H S. PARKING LOT - DAY

Marco is notionless in his car, head resting against the

steering wheel. He straightens up, with a thousand-Kard
stare. H's hands are trenbling. Slowy, he grips the
steering wheel ... tighter and tighter ... until the

trenbling stops.
I NT. SUPERMARKET - CHECK- OQUT COUNTER - NI GHT
A pretty CASH ER (ROSIE) enpties Marco’ s basket: bottled

wat er, three romance novels, a bottle of No-Doz, a bag of
t omat oes and two dozen boxes of instant noodl es.
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CASH ER
Paper or plastic?

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - CORRI DOR - N GHT

Mar co cones uE the stairs with his groceries. An ELDERLY
WOVAN sticks her head out from her apartnment door:

VOVAN
-- Thirty seven

Marco stops, | ooks at her bl ankly.

VOVAN
Fromthe landing. Every week it gets
longer. |I’mworried about you.

He takes the romance novels out of his grocery bag and hands
themto her.

MARCO
None of these involve slave traders or
shei ks, Abby. | checked.

WOVAN
(bl ushes)
What do | owe you?

MARCO
(sad)
A snile.

She does.
| NT. MARCO S STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT

He enters, and a visible exhaustion overtakes him He turns
on the t.v., the lights, noves to the kitchen with his
groceries.

BEHI ND H M- ON A BULLETI N BOARD:

yel | owi ng newspaper clippings and wire phot ographs of
Raynmond Shaw. SENATOR' S SON SAVES UNIT I N KUWAI T. “LOST
PATROL” FOUND AFTER THREE DAYS | N DESERT; ALL BUT TWD
SURVI VE ORDEAL. SHAW RECEI VES NATI ON' S HI GHEST HONOR. GULF
HERO HONORED AT WHI TE HOUSE DI NNER. SHAW W NS N. Y.

CONGRESSI ONAL SEAT; W LL BE YOUNGEST MEMBER OF HOUSE ..
Marco’s not letting anything go.

In the center of the board, anongst the clippings, a worn,
yel | owned phot ograph of Marco’s patrol at their base canp in
Kuwai t, relaxed, casual, smling into the canera, while
Raynond stands stiffly off to one side.
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TVA1

42

TVA42

ON THE TELEVI SI ON TVA41
News coverage, the crowded floor of a political convention:

ROVI NG REPORTER
-- with public anxiety rekindled by the
events of Bloody Friday, with the war on
terror marching into yet another year, no
end in sight --

MARCO -- yawns as he noves through the flat -- his eyelids
flutter -- he digs in his grocery bag for the No Doz and
shakes out half a dozen. Wich he swallows dry.

ROVI NG REPORTER
-- the worries just keep growing. Polls
i ndi cate that nore than ever before,
voters are concerned about famly safety
and econom c security -- fearing that
nore and nore jobs at hone are being
shi pped overseas or taken by illega
imm grants. The American people are
clearly seeking a new agenda -- but
because this party remai ns deeply divided
on so many issues, the choice of a vice
residential nom nee may wel | Prove t he
ey unifying factor for the del egates of
this convention ...

I NT. MARCO S APARTMENT - LATER 42

Marco sits in front of his t.v., eating instant noodl es.

VO CE/ JORDAN TVA42
(on the t.v.)
W need to |look inward -- attend to our
own house -- the danger to our country is

not fromsone terrorists at large --
terrorists we’ve hel ped engender with
twenty years of failed foreign policy --

An open cabi net door behind Marco reveals ROA5 AND ROAN5 OF
| NSTANT NOCDLES in the cupboard.

ON THE TELEVI SI ON
News coverage, the crowded floor of a political convention.

A poised, silvery, avuncular man, SENATOR THOVAS JORDAN
(according to the title on the screen) on the podi um

JORDAN
-- no, the real danger is from suspending
civil liberties, gutting the Bill of

Rights, allow ng our fear to destroy our
denocratic ideals --



43

TVA3

I NT. PLAZA HOTEL SU TE - N GHT 43

The sane speech continues, largely ignored by Congressnan
RAYMOND PRENTI SS SHAW  Still intense and noody, the new
Raynond Shaw s suit is exPensive and crisp, his hair
perfect. He's playing solitaire. And winning. He ignores
t he sound of knocklng on the door.

RAYMOND
(mur nur s) _ -
| am not a professional politician.

I amnot a professional politician ..

JORDAN (T.V.) _ TV43
-- because once we start overturning our
constitutional protections, our enenies

have won.
RAYMOND
... | am... a professional politician.
Not .
KNOCKI NG on his door -- it opens, and Secret Service AGENT
EVAN ANDERSON renoves his key while SEN. ELEANOR SHAW
pretty and agel ess, sweeps in -- closing the door on her
ai de (G LLESPIE) --
ELLI E

Raynond? Darling, what were you going to
do, make me stand out there |i ke room
servi ce?

-- soft curves conceal razor claws and titani um backbone --
she ki sses her son on the lips, straightens his collar, his
tie, lets her hands snpoth his shirt to his chest for a
little too | ong, and never stops talking:

ELLI E
| asked downstairs and M ss Freeman, your
‘“wangler’ -- helpful Ms. Freeman -- said

you were up here practicing your speech.
Honestly, | don’t understand why you

i nsi st upon isolating yourself, people
adore you, Raynond, they crave your
conpany and yet here you are, holed up,
as 1f you were sone kind of enotionally
chal | enged i ndividual |ike your father

i nstead of Raynond Prentiss Shaw, a
handsone, intelligent, people-Ioving war
hero with a great deal to offer to his
party and his country.

RAYMOND
No.



ELLIE
No what? Baby, | haven’t even asked you
a question. Your hair is too flat. And
that tie. The tie is wong.

RAYMOND
No to the question you re going to ask.
No to all the questions you pretend to
want to ask --

ELLI E
(the tie)
Sonething a little | ess busy.

RAYMOND
-- and no you may not engage in your
usual back-door political thuggery to
shovel ne onto the presidential ticket.

ELLI E
Oh. You're not interested? | thought
you were. Did | mss ny cue?

RAYMOND
O course |'minterested -- | wouldn't be
here if | wasn’'t -- but not if it neans

attacking the reputation of a statesnman

| i ke Thomas Jordan, which |I’m sure was
your plan. Let denpbcracy run its course,
nother. Let the people decide.

Now Ellie stares at him nouth agape.

RAYMOND
What .

ELLIE
I"msorry, for a second there | thought
it was your father speaking -- that

dreaded Shaw bl ood rising -- and the
stink of defeat nade nme nauseous.

RAYMOND
Mot her - -

ELLIE
And, excuse ne, when have | ever attacked
the honorable M. Jordan, despite the
shameful way his daughter toyed with you
t hat sunmer at the shore.

RAYMOND
Mot her, you chased her away --

ELLI E
She wasn’t even in your |eagque, but if
that’s how you want to renenber it.

16.
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TVA4

RAYMOND
-- you rui ned everything.

ELLI E
Ch Honey, you're oversinplifying things
somewhat -- but, yes, okay -- | pronise,
promse | will stay out of it. You have
ny word.

Raynond stares at her.

ELLI E

After all, you' re young and you have

pl enty of party conventions ahead of you
In which to discover, as your father did,
t hat denocracy is an elusive and

I nperfect science, and the neek do not
happily inherit the earth, but sinply get
eaten by the al pha dogs, chewed up

di gested and deposited on the carefully
nmown par kways of American politics.

p. 17.

Raynmond rolls his eyes. She ruffles his hair again, heads

into the bedroom

ELLIE (O S.)
One day, you will, I'msure, tearfully
menorialize nme in your acceptance speech
Don’t you have a different tie in here?
Your grandfather always let ne pick his
ties.

Raynond snooths his hair back down.

RAYMOND
|’ mwearing the one | have on.

No response.

CLOSE - CONVENTI ON PODI UM - NI GHT ( TELEVI SED VI DEO)

Raynond is speaking. Hi s tie is different. So is he: now
he exudes a telegenic warnth and vivacity, his manner
confident, easy, open
RAYMOND

I’ve always said | amnot a professiona

olitician, although I hold, and have

een held -- well, hugged -- in elected

office --

(a wnning smle:)

-- you all know ny nother, Senator

El eanor Prentiss Shaw ...
A CHORUS of cheers, and appreciative |aughter -- he’s won

them over already --
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I NT. MARCO S APARTMENT - NI GHT 45

Marco, on the sofa, stares hard at the tel evised Raynond
Shaw, as:

RAYMONDY T. V. TVA5
... and sonme of you no doubt renenber ny
father ... the late Senator John Shaw.

(he seens to want to say
nore, but doesn’t)
|’ ve been honored to serve ny two terns
in Congress. But | also grew up on the
Hll. 1’ve seen how the gane is played
by professionals --

Marco reaches for his steamng cup of coffee, his eyes never

| eaving the screen -- he just doesn’'t get this at all --
I NT. CONVENTI ON HALL - BACK STAGE 46
Ellie inthe f.g., intently watching a nonitor while, in the

deep b.g., slightly out of focus, we can SEE Raynond
speaki ng, and his convention audi ence beyond ..

RAYMOND TVA46
-- how deal s are struck, conmttees
bul | i ed, agendas bought and sold -- and,
wi th apologies to ny nother, I wish to
remain an amateur. | believe denocracy
is not negotiable. W need to secure
tonorrow, today.

El i e shakes her head fondly, and begins to nove away as
CROND ROARS - -

CONVENTI ON CENTER CORRI DOR, BACK STAGE - CONTI NUOUS 47

TRACKING with Ellie and Gllespie and his two aides, and a
posse of three other FORM DABLE- LOOKI NG PCLI Tl Cl ANS t hr ough
a hal l way crowded with NETWORK CAVERA CREWS5, STRAY
DELEGATES, HI GH SCHOOL MARCHI NG BAND nenbers and a conpl ete
DRI LL TEAM in red-white-and-blue sequined | eotards, as:

ELLI E
Bl uffi ng?

AQ LLESPI E
That was the inference.

Raynond’ s speech echoes incoherently through the corridor.

ELLI E
They shoul d be down on their fat white
knees thanking ne for saving this party
fromconmtting political seppuku.
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CONGRESSVAN HEALY
You gave them every opportunity to do the

right thing, Senator.

ELLI E
(gl ances at him

No. | gave them one opportunity. And
t hat was unusual |y generous of ne.

She pushes through a door, and into --

I NT. CONVENTI ON BACK ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

Raynond’ s speech plays, low, on a television, and half a
dozen DELEGATES and POWNER PLAYERS with “Arthur For
President” buttons grimy watch Ellie breeze in. There' s at

| east one ELDER STATESMAN in the room
VAUGHN UTLY anti ci pates her

UTLY

Party Chairman

The decision is final, Senator. Tom
Jordan is on the ticket. W don’t need
your blessing, but we'd like it.

ELLIE
(smling:)
Before we get started, |I'’mdying to know

whi ch genius here hatched the schene of
pairing a Sound Bite from Nebraska with a
relic who thinks keeping suicide bonbers
of f our busses is unconstitutional?

UTLY

All the research indicates that an Arthur-
Jordan ticket sits quite well with the

Anerican public and --
ELLI E

‘Sits quite well’ translates into how

many votes?

SENATOR WELLS

Your son is largely unknown outside of
New York. H's public service, his
Congr essi onal record, while comendabl e,

is --

_ ELLI E
My son is a war hero.

CONGRESSVAN FLORES

(cheerful)

Governor Arthur has agreed to consider

Raynond for a cabi net post.

A cold silence. Ellie stands --
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ELLI E
We didn’t cone here to have a di scussi on.
UTLY ELLI E
Senator -- (to her posse)

Did we cone here to have a
di scussi on?

SENATOR VEELLS
Ellie, you don’t have the votes to bl ock
this, or even push the nomnation to a
second bal | ot.

ELLI E

(ignores him
Even runni ng against this cut-and-fold
vice president, with his party’s record
of abysmal failure at hone and abroad,
Arthur is still unel ectable wthout help.

(cold, hard logic:)
Consider. The Governor is a corn-belt
candi date who -- scratch and sniff --
| ooks and snmells a lot |ike the kind of
| i beral -1 abor-intellectual Dukakis was,
but wi thout, thank God, the hel net.

(beat)
Assune our intrepid Arthur can carry the
Nort heast, plus his home ground, and
California. W're still dead in the
Sout h, and Sout hwest, where they win by
| andsl i des. The mid-central is a toss-
up. Tom Jordan actually becones a
l1ability in Florida because of his

Castro-appeasenent profile, and in the
Carolinas, where he funbles the mlitary
vote over his “terrorismisn’'t a war it’'s

a soci al di sease” nonsense.

The roomis surreallﬁ_silent. Ellie spins and noves |ike a
tel evangel i st, preaching to the frightened faithful.

ELLIE
You know this. Your own polls and focus
groups back ne up.

(beat)

You' re counting on Jordan to help you get
the black vote, wonen, college kids --
gut instinct says he won’t -- and Arthur
hol di ng the center -- where he's soft at
best. And who's to say the President
won’'t throw troops into another third-
wor | d skirm sh, pushing his sidekick’s
approval ratings up into the eighties
agai n, and the canpaign off the front
pages?

UTLY
VFire confident this is a winning ticket,
Ellie.
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ELLI E
What’'s your margin of error, Vaughn?
Fi ve points? Three?

(beat) ‘
| can swing that, and you know it. | can
SwWi ng seven away fromyou -- nore than

enough to split the party and --

SENATOR WELLS
(over her)
-- and deny us the Wiite House for four
nore years? No. Not even you woul d do
that, Senator. You' re bluffing.

Ellie stares at them

ELLI E

Senator, | would and will do whatever is
necessary to protect America from anyone
who opposes us.

(beat)
Am | the only one in this roomwho’s
readi ng the NSA reports? W are on the
bri nk of another cataclysm probably
nucl ear, on our own soil. Not from
randomterrorists, but fromcovert
al i ances of disaffected nations nade
bold by all these Jordan-style One
Worl ders who insist that human beings are

essentially Good ... and that our Power
is sonething shanmeful, and Evil. Never
to be used.

(then)

Make no m stake, the people of this great
country are frightened. They know what’s
comng. They can feel it. And we can

shovel themthe same old shit and call it
sugar, or armthemwth a young, vibrant,
vice president -- a war hero wth heart --

forged by eneny fire, in the desert, in
t he dark, when Anerican lives hung in the
bal ance.

I NT. CONVENTI ON FLOOR - NI GHT (VI DEO

One of Ellie’ s back-room adversaries at the m crophone,
bal | oons fall and the crowd CHEERS

SENATOR WELLS
-- proud to offer into nom nation the
nanme of the next vice president of these
United States, RAYMOND SHAAAWNNNAV - - !

Happy bedl am

21.

as
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TV50A

TV50B

TV50C

I NT. MARCO S STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GAT 50

The images on the television flicker across Marco, who
stares with apparent disbelief at the coverage:

NEWSCASTER #1 TV50
a remar kabl e devel opnent - -

ON THE PODI UM - RAYMOND (VI DEO) TV50A

Hands hel d high, linked with the presidential candi date,
ROBERT ARTHUR who is clearly eclipsed by Raynond’ s yout h,
his heroi c good | ooks, his natural charisma ..

REPORTER #1
(fromthe convention floor)
-- like a long-shot catching the favorite
on the back stretch of the Derby ...

A STACCATO FLURRY OF | MAGES -- Raynond and his nother, newsTV50B
clips, still photos -- appear behind a MAJOR MEDI A | CON

VEDI A | CON
Ra%nond Shaw bears the |ineage of the
fabled Prentiss fam |y dynasty --
grandson of |egendary industrialist and
di pl omat Tyl er Prentiss, son of
controversial Senator Eleanor Prentiss
Shaw, who took over the seat vacated b
her husband, the esteenmed John Shaw, en
he died tragically over twenty years ago.

Marco taking it all in --

VEDI A | CON
For many, Raynond Prentiss Shaw is an
enigma: mllionaire Harvard honors

student who enlists in the infantry --
| NTERCUT: NEWS FI LE FOOTAGE of Raynond’ s personal history:

MEDI A | CON
-- refusing the officer’s commssion to
whi ch he was entitled. The Medal of
Honor wi nner bel oved by the nen of the
‘Lost Patrol’ he saved from an eneny
anmbush, and then gui ded back across the
open desert to safety --

CPL. MELVIN I N 1992 TV50C
(Qulf wWar news archive, after
the squad was rescued)
Sgt. Shaw? Hell, he’s probably the
ki ndest, bravest, warnest, nost selfless
human being |’ ve ever known.

Marco reacts to the image of Melvin fromten years ago:
young, engaging, eyes alive -- Marco’s |lips nove in sync
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with words of Melvin's statenent (’bravest, warnest’
‘selfless’ ‘ever known’) -- as if he knows it by heart --
his mnd shifting --
MEDI A | CON
The war hero who dedicated hinself to
public service after Desert Storm...

PUSH I N on Marco. His eyes distant, glazed -- tranced:

MEDI A | CON
. the revol utionary science of bio-
genetics, which has, literally --

PUSH I N ON THE TELEVI SI ON: TI GHT - A RED SUPERTQOVATO

now conmands the screen, plunp and glistening in an olive-
ski nned hand decorated with intricate henna tattoos --

WOMAN S VO CE
-- transforned the common garden tonato,
t hrough genone-1|evel intervention, from
that fragile, fickle, vulnerable fruit
one nust struggle to sinply nurture to

maturity --
-- the supertomato slowy bisects itself -- opening, oozing
viscous red liquid -- revealing an inner structure far nore

suggestive of the human brain than any tomato we’ ve ever
seen before.

WOMAN' S VO CE
-- into a resilient, dependable,
categorically superior Individual in
every concei vabl e way --

-- novi ng through

MARCO S DREAMSCAPE -- where the MYSTERI QUS ARABI C WOVAN from
Mel vin’s drawi ngs -- henna tattoos on her face, as well as
her hands -- the thick, blood-red pulp of the supertomato

dri ppi ng between her fingers -- glides dreanm |y across
intricate, sun-bleached tile work through a gathering of
simlarly clothed Arabic WOVEN. A few OLDER, ARABI C MEN are
off to one side, expressionless, hands in pockets.

MYSTERI QUS WOVAN
-- strappingly resistant to parasite,
di sease, over-ripening and systemc
failure -- while, at the sane tine,
fiercely heat and water tolerant --

| MPRESSI ONS of soldiers -- MEMBERS of Marco’s squad -- flak
| ackets and BDUs, rifles at ease, sone squatting, sone
eani ng against the wall ... Cpl. Al Melvin preternaturally
engrossed in the presentation ..
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We hear a SANDSTORM ragi ng out si de, causi ng LONG DRAPERI ES
to FLUTTER and POP! like sails ... STRONG | MPRESSI ONS of
PFCs ROBERT BAKER and EDDI E | NGRAM . . .

MYSTERI QUS WOVAN
-- yet -- note the conﬁlexity of the
frontal |obe -- nevertheless retaining a
sweet, juicy ﬁlunpness rem ni scent of the
finest Englls Beef steak or Italian Plum

| MPRESSI ONS of the Anerican Flag. | MPRESSI ONS of SQI.
RAYMOND SHAW -- he waits for the nysterious wonman |ike an
pbeﬂienh sghoolboy, dutifully holding his SERVI CE REVOLVER
in his hand.

MYSTERI QUS WOVAN
Those of you with ties to the
Intelligence community may recall the
Cl A's m sqgui ded MK-ULTRA program the
K&’ s Novi chok research, and simlar half-
assed ventures in Geat Britain and China
-- under the lay-termof ‘mnd control.

53-54 OM TTED 53- 54
55 The Bedoui n wonen begin to nmake a spooky trilling sound, 55
their ZAGHAREET -- as the nysterious wonman’'s voice starts to

MORPH | NTO A MAN S VO CE:

MYSTERI QUS WOVAN
Street-corner schizophrenics with tin
foil on their heads offer sad proof of
the failure of those endeavors.

She smles, creepy, puts a hand on Raynond’ s shoul der --

MYST. W/ NOYLE S VO CE
| can assure you, this is a whole new
bal | gane.

SWERVE:

MARCO -- is here, too -- his head wapped in a bandage, he’s
wear i ng hospital greens. WRES AND TUBES are rigged to his
head, chest, arns and legs |ike sonme H G+ TECH MARI ONETTE - -

-- all coiling up into the shadows of the high ceiling, into
t hi cker cabl es and tubes beneath which robotic BRACKET ARMS
adjust, whirring softly, with his every novenent ... he's
drugged to the gills, Jjerking wth spasns as | ow vol tage

el ectricity courses through his brain ..

and the wonen’s shrill zaghareet PEAKS --
DR ATTI CUS NOYLE

a sl eek, Caucasian scientist, whose oddly accented English
is flaw ess:



56

57

NOYLE
-- when you're rescued and returned with
your patrol to conmand headquarters, what
will be anong the first duties you wll
undert ake?

ON MARCO all rigged up with his wires --

t he DREAM SOUNDS (wi nd, fabric, wonen chanting) emanate
from audi o speakers, the sandstorm s wi nd caused by huge,
noveabl e FANS . ..

| MPRESSI ON of an OLD MAN shaki ng a percussive gourd,
nmesmerizing ...

| MPRESSI ONS of the squad all rigged up Iike Marco, with
tubes and wires ... Laurent glides behind them-- |ab coat,
SURA CAL GLOVES on his hands ...

MARCO -- | ooks around -- no nore tubes or wires, and NOYLE
is now a PROIECTED | MAGE on the fabric. The dreanscape is
bendi ng, snearing ... realities overl apping.

PUSHI NG | N ON SPOCKY, HERKY-JERKY, STREAM NG- VI DEO- STYLE
NOYLE | MAGE

NOYLE

Qur Candidate’s course of treatnment will,
i nvol ve sophisticated intervention over a
sustained tinme period -- a kind of
neur ocel | ul ar conversion. Psychol ogi cal
abreaction t hrough genom c repurposi ng.

(t hen)
“But Dr. Noyle, all the literature -- all
the literature says you cannot nake an
i ndi vi dual act against his deepest noral

nature -- or his own self interest.”
(beat)

Hmmm Let’ s see.
(t hen)

Sgt. Shaw. Ever killed anyone?

| MPRESSI ONS of RAYMOND -- hyper-alert -- frighteningly
engaged, and agreeable --

RAYMOND
No ma’ am

NOYLE
Not even in conbat?

RAYMOND
|”ve never been in conbat before, nm am

NOYLE
Brilliant. Casualty tine.
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AGO

Raynmond’s wires and tubes float with himas he circles,
pl easant|y exchangi ng greetings with Marco --

RAYMOND
Capt ai n.
MARCO
Ser geant .
NOYLE
annund. Suf focate Private Baker. Kil
im

LNP?ESSION of Raynond thrusting a plastic bag over Baker’'s
ead --

BAKER _
Whoawhoa -- wait -- wait a sec --

-- Raynond’s hands twist it TIGHTLY -- Baker’s linbs in
turnoil, hands fluttering, his SHROUDED FACE suffocating in
the translucent fog of the plastic bag --

PFC. EDDI E | NGRAM -- intent upon Raynond’'s killing of Baker,
gaze unwavering, untroubled -- SOUND of the zaghareet,
peaki ng - -

NOYLE (O S.)

And at the instant he conpletes this, or
any task, Raynond has al ready forgotten
that he has ever been involved init.

RAYMOND SHAW - - all business -- focused and purposeful --
twists the bag even tighter -- the plastic bag steam ng --
tubes break, spit liquid, blood -- wires SPARK -- while
Noyl e floats through the b.g., a blur --

I NT. MARCO S STUDI O APARTMENT - NI GHT 58
Marco willing hinmself awake -- |ike a nman shaking off death
itself -- the t.v.”s a blurred reflection warped across the
wi ndow gl ass behi nd him
_ NEWSCASTER #2 TV58
(distant)

... Wsconsin makes it official. Raynond

Shaw i s the vice-presidential nomnee ...
EXT. SERIES OF SHOTS - WASHI NGTON D. C. - DAY 59
Monunments, stark and cold. Capitol HIl. Suprenme Court.
The White House. The Lincoln Menorial ... the Pentagon.
EXT. WALTER REED ARMY HOSPI TAL - DAY A60

Est abl i shi ng, as:



60

LT. COL. HOMRD (Q. S.)
Taki ng your neds?

I NT. WALTER REED HOSPI TAL - ARMY SHRINK' S OFFI CE - DAY

Marco with LT. COL. HOMRD, a kindly but pedantic Arny staff
psychiatrist, referring to notes:

MARCO
Yes sir.
(beat)
No sir.

Beat. Howard | ooks up at Marco.

MARCO
The meds make ne ... spongy. | float.
" mnot sharp --

LT. COL.. HOMNRD
The neds hel p you sl eep.

MARCO
When | sleep, | dream | don’'t want to
dream sir.

LT. CO.. HOMNRD
You' re off your neds, sleep-deprived, you
have an unexpected encounter wth a
menber of your @Qulf War recon team Al
Mel vin, who nentions sone dreans he’s
been having --

MARCO
Dreans |i ke m ne.

LT. COL. HOMRD
(i gnores)
-- and suddenly your own bad dreans cone
chargi ng back. Mde worse by your
chronic fear of them Add in all the
recent canpai gn news about Congressnan
Shaw, which is obviously rekindling your
feelings of guilt and jeal ousy --

~ MARCO _
-- I"’mnot jealous of Raynond Shaw, sir.

LT. COL.. HOMARD
Ckay. How did you feel when you heard
the news fromthe convention?

Mar co shrugs.

_ LT. COL. HOWARD
A shrug isn’t a feeling.
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MARCO
| felt ... fine. No big deal.
LT. COL. HOMRD
Fi ne.
MARCO
Yes.

(al nost angry)
G ad for him He deserves it. Raynond
Shaw i s probably the kindest, bravest,

war mest - -

MARCO LT. COL. HOMRD
-- nost sel fless human being -- nost selfless human bei ng
|’ ve ever ... you’ ve ever known.

Hal f a beat --

LT. CO.. HOMARD
You're fucking with ne, Mjor.

MARCO
No sir. I wouldn’t do that, sir.

LT. COL. HOWARD
What ot her conclusion can | draw?

Mar co says not hing. Hol ding back what he’ s thinking.

LT. COL. HOMRD
Look, we’ve been over this a mllion
times. Until you forgive yourself for
what happened that night in Kuwait, the
| oss of your nmen -- for what you did, for
what you didn’'t do ..

No reaction from Marco. The Lt. Col onel sighs.

LT. COL. HOMNMRD
How s Public Affairs?

- MARCO
I't sucks, sir. | want to get back to
Intelligence.

LT. CO.. HOMARD
Then for God’s sake, Ben, go back on your
meds. And stay on them this tinme. GCet
sone sleep. 1’1l see you in two weeks.

MARCO
Yes sir. Sane tine, sane station.

Marco starts to get up --

LT. CO.. HOMARD o
And stay the hell away fromtel evision



61-62 OM TTED 61-62

63

I NT./EXT. D.C. BOTANI CAL GARDENS - DAY 63

Festive chanpagne brunch. Lush indoor foliage. The Capitol
Dome visible in the b.g. Huge, graphic banners declaimthe
canpai gn sl ogan: SECURE TOVORROW and the ticket: ARTHUR-
SHAW

An el egant ALL- WOMAN HARP ORCHESTRA pl ays new age patriotic
musi ¢, and a thick crowm of WEALTHY PARTY I NNER Cl RCLE
nmenbers jostl e between el egant food stations, or cue up for
thirty seconds with presidential -hopeful Robert Arthur.

MOVI NG W TH - MARCO

who has two retired, old bastard Generals in his conpanK,
stars gleam ng on their shoulders. Marco s eyes scan the
room he’'s a man on a mnission:

GENERAL SLOAN
No of fense, Major, but it chaps ny ass we
gotta have a babysitter.

_ _ MARCO
Sir, I'"’'mjust here in case you get
cornered by sone Air Force guy’s unhappy

wi fe.

The ol d general s | augh, appreciate this. Mrco stops --
eureka -- he’s found his target:

MARCO S P. O V. - ACROSS THE HUGE ROOM - RAYMOND

hol di ng si de-show vi ce-presidential court for sone enanored
young worren and their banker husbands. SECRET SERVI CE
agents, including his everpresent Anderson, maintaining a
careful perineter.

_ GENERAL WLSON (O S.)
Maj or Marco --

MARCO AND THE GENERALS
Marco forced to pull his gaze away from Raynond:
GENERAL W LSON
-- this Arny of Two’s gonna do sone recon
on the no host bar.

MARCO
Ri ght behi nd you, sirs.

Wher eupon



SENATOR ELEANOR SHAW

powers through with Gllespie and a couple of our nedia
FLAKS, giving them an earful:

ELLI E
-- billions of dollars, thousands of
troops, sacrificed on behalf of a
di sastrous foreign policy which has only
served to gal vani ze our enemes --
ELLI E MARCO
Excuse us pl ease -- Whoa - -

30.

FOR AN I NSTANT Ellie and Marco | ock eyes -- then the crowd

swal | ows her again --

GENERAL W LSON
They oughta put up a crossing guard.

GENERAL SLOAN
O rig her with an air horn.

W TH RAYMOND

-- distractedly staring at a pretty woman (JOCELYN JORDAN),

who has just entered wth Senator Jordan --

RAYMOND
(to the bankers and w ves)
| mean -- that’'s supposed to be the whole

poi nt of this great country, isn't it?
That everybody matters. Not just the
people at this party -- no offense -- but
t he people who can’'t afford to be here.

ELLI E
(arriving:)
Raynmond - -
(to the coupl es)
-- sorry to interrupt --

But she’s not. Slipping her armthrough his and steering

hi m away ...

ELLI E
You must learn not to |et yourself get
cornered by the bottomfeeders.

RAYMOND
I ncl udi ng you?

ELLI E

| devour everything in ny path, darling,
top or bottom you know that.

AT THE ENTRANCE - SENATOR JORDAN AND JOCELYN



Jordan scans the crowd, a little nervous.

JOCELYN
Are you going to be okay with this, Dad?
JORDAN
I"’mfine. Wat’'s the phrase? Broken but
unbowed?
JOCELYN

Nobody t hi nks you’ re broken.

JORDAN
It’s tinmes |like these when | m ss your
not her nost .

JOCELYN
Me too. You know what she’d say, though?
JORDAN
Yes. ‘Il magi ne everyone naked.
They both smle.
JOCELYN

Now | ' m scar ed.
RESUVE - RAYMOND AND ELLI E

... as they join a lively group of corporate heavywei ghts.
DAVI D DONOVAN i s a man possessed of a conmandi ng presence,
radiating charm brilliance and stealth. J.B. (JA

JOHNSTON i s younger than the others, a three-sport |ettermn
who graduated with distinction fromPrinceton and happily
works until there’s no one left in the office to give
instructions to. MARK WHITING i s graci ous and warm

ELLI E
Hel | o Mar k.

Ellie greets Wiiting with a fondness she reserves for old
friends -- as a forner Tyler Prentiss protégé, he now stands
confortably at the fertile crossroads where big industry
neets big governnent, and profits soar

VHI TI NG
El eanor! Congratul ati ons, Raynond. Your
grandad woul d be so goddamm proud of you.

_ RAYMOND
Nice to see you Mark. Thanks.

The follow ng flows, overlapping, easy:
ELLI E

-- Raynond, this is J.B. Johnston, from
Manchuri an G obal --



32.

RAYMOND
Yes, hi --
ELLI E
-- and David Donovan, their Managi ng
Director.
RAYMOND
-- and co-chair of the U S. International
Pol i cy Caucus.
DONOVAN ELLI E
We're strong supporters, (teasi ng)

Congr essman.

And they' re desperate to be
of service to you, Raynond.

RAYMOND

Go away, nother.

Raynond fl ashes a dazzling Kennedyesque sml e,

chuckl e appreciatively.

You’ ve earned your fee.

as the nen

~ ELLIE
The plucky idealist.
Ellie glides off, unfazed. The nmen banter on:
RAYMOND
Gent | enen, how s busi ness?
VHI TI NG
Not bad, Raynond. Business is not bad.
JOHNSTON
Coul d al ways be better.
RAYMOND
Any better, you Il have nore assets than
t he European Uni on.
DONOVAN
Don't we al ready?
JOHNSTON
We have a better business plan.
DONOVAN
O course we do, because denocracy is
inefficient.
RAYMOND
On purpose, | think. To prevent *“hostile
t akeovers.”

Johnston and Wi ting chuckl e.



DONOVAN
As long as the boat doesn’t sink, does
anyone really care who the captain is?

RAYMOND
Mot her does.
JOHNSTON
gri nni ng)

That's different.

DONOVAN
Peopl e want gas in their cars and a big
screen t.v. and just enough freedomto
get thenselves in trouble.

RAYMOND

And what does the Manchurian group want?
DONOVAN

Sane thing: freedom-- to maxim ze the

potential of a conpany.

VHI TI NG
-- O a country.

RAYMOND
Rem nd me, though: which are you?

Of their shared, collegial l|aughter --

ACRCSS THE ROOM - MARCO - MOMENTS LATER -- wat ches Raynond
take his | eave fromthe Manchurian G obal guys -- while, at
the bar, the generals have established their beachhead of
Bl oody Marys with a couple of younger nen in NAVY WH TES:

REAR ADM RAL GLI CK
Every great civilization has been
anchored by a great Navy.

GENERAL SLQOAN
Bul Il shit. You guys are sea chum ripe
for some raghead with a rocket |auncher
to put a hole in your bucket.

Marco | aughs deliberately, trying to diffuse the tension.

MARCO
(Iow
If you can’t behave yourselves, Generals,
we’' re gonna spend the rest of the day
ﬁatcring the Orioles game back at the
otel .

Wher eupon RaYnDnd parades past, with his Secret Service
handl ers, oblivious to Ben until he calls out.



MARCO
Congressnman -- Sergeant Shaw --

Raynond turning, but not stopping --

MARCO
Ben Mar co.

RAYMOND
[ know.
(strange, dreany)
Hel | o Capt ai n.
MARCO RAYMOND
It’s Major, and -- (as if it surprises him)
| need to talk to you

But he keeps wal ki ng --

MARCO
- - okay.

-- Marco frowns, watches Raynond weave through the crowd
towards Jocie, at the entrance. Marco follows, passing:

ELLI E AND JORDAN

| ocked in fierce, low battle, off to one side, voices hard,
rising out of the din:

ELLI E
You nust be heart broken.

JORDAN
About what? The political extortion you
commtted in order to destroy ny vice
presi dential bid?

ELLI E
-- Tom

JORDAN
-- | know what you’re inmagining Eleanor --
they’ re al ready making up the Lincoln
Bedroom for President Shaw s nmomry four
years fromnow [It’s not going to work.
You tried to bend John to your warped
vi sion but broke himinstead. You’l
have no better luck with Raynond --

ELLI E
(overl appi ng)
Just because the party felt a younger,
nore dynam c man could help the ticket, |
don't think it’s fair for you to single
me out and --
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JORDAN
You know, | have such contenpt for you
El eanor --

ELLI E
You didn’t al ways.

JORDAN
-- and | fear for you. But nostly, when
I think of you, | fear for this country.
Raynond is ... Raynond. And now he’s In

way over his head. But you? You are the
smler who waps her dagger in the cloak
of the flag and waits for her chance to
strike. Which I pray will never cone.

He wheel s away - -

OM TTED

| NT. BOTANI CAL GARDENS - MARCO

has found Raynond with Jocie -- outside -- but hangs back --
over heari ng Raynond’ s earnest and intense conversation with

Jocie, who is slightly unconfortable with this but trying to
make light of it --

JOCELYN
but Raynond, ny God, it’s been so
many years -- |’'ve been married and
di vorced --
RAYMOND
|’ ve changed too.
JOCELYN
That’s not what | -- but, yes, it’s
great, really -- | see that you have --
congratul ati ons --
RAYMOND
-- But ny feelings haven’t. Changed, |

nmean.

Jocie starts to say sonething, is at a loss for words --

RAYMOND
| guess |’ve never stopped -- feeling --
wondering -- how it mght have turned
out, you know, between us, if --
JOCELYN
(overl appi ng)
Raynmond -- people can't rewite their

lives --
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RAYMOND
Jocie, | haven't really had a
rel ati onship of any consequence since we
st opped seei ng each other -- doesn’'t

t hat say sonething to you?

JOCELYN _
That you nust be just about the |oneliest
person on earth, and it breaks ny heart.

Raynond is staggered -- doesn’'t know what to say --
JOCELYN
|”ve got to go -- good luck with the
canpal gn.
She hurries to her father, who is inpatiently waiting near
the entrance -- Raynond still wants to say sonething, he

wants to stop her, but --

MARCO (O S.)
Ser geant Raynond Shaw - -

Raynmond turns --

W RAYMOND
at ?

Marco slides in front of himwith a disarmng grin.

MARCO
| want to talk to you too.

RAYMOND
-- Not now.

MARCO
-- | know you're busy -- | just have to
ask you --

He starts to nove away, but Marco grabs his arm --
MARCO
| saw Al Melvin the other day -- renenber
Cor poral Melvin?

Rayrmond yanks his arm away --

RAYMOND
Don’t touch ne.
MARCO _
kay -- sorry -- but -- Melvin, he's

extremely di sturbed about what happened
to us, on the recon patrol, back In
Kuwai t - -
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RAYMOND
Don’'t ever touch ne.

Beat. Marco’s eyebrows go up

MARCO
Sorry.

Raynond’s secret service agent, ANDERSON slips hinself
between them smling politely, easing Marco away:

ANDERSON
Tried the Pad Thai, Major? I|I'mtold it
rul es.

CLOSE - COLONEL GARRET
tense and unsm | i ng.

COLONEL GARRET
What were you hoping he’ d say?

W are:
| NT. PENTAGON - CONFERENCE ROOM - MARCO

isin anore formal setting -- Lt. Col. Howard is with
COLONEL GARRET and an enlisted soldier, a WOMAN, taking
notes --

MARCO
| don’t know, sir.
(cautious, now)
It isn’t so much what he said, or didn't
say -- but his denmeanor, his attitude.
Sir, | overheard an exchange he --

COLONEL GARRET
(tal ks over this)
| think you hoped Congressman Shaw woul d
say, “yes, Major, |1’ve had those sane
dreans. Tomatoes and sandstorns. You're
not nuts, there’'s some crazy shit going
down here.”

Marco says not hi ng.

COLONEL GARRET
Maj or, we’ve been down this road with you
before, yes?

MARCO
No, sir, not this road, sir. But | hear
what you’'re saying, and | want to do this
t hrough the proper channels.

LT. CO.. HOMARD
Are you back on your meds?

37.
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Beat .

MARCO
Lt. Colonel Howard -- with respect --
|’ ve had a decade of experts telling ne
|’ve got Gulf War Syndrome. Years of
bei ng a good sol di er, denying what every
nerve ending in ny body tells me is nore
real than not. One dream over and over.
Not variations on a dream the sane one
ni ght after night after night --

LT. CO.. HOMARD
-- Your guilt and your jealousy require

you to construct this ... elaborate
fiction, so that you --
MARCO LT. COL. HOMRD

-- can avoid the truth.

MARCO
-- No sir. Sonething happened to us, in
the desert that night, on that m ssion.
Not what we thought it was. And it
happened on ny watch.

COLONEL GARRET
Have you contacted any ot her nenbers of
the unit besi des Shaw and Mel vin? Asked
t hem about the dreans?

MARCO
(fromnotes he' s nmde)
Onens di ed of cancer in “97. Villal obos,
a car crash. Atkins, suicide. Jam son,
the Pentagon, 9-11. WIlson I'mstil
trying to track down.

Garret and Howard trade | ooks.

MARCO

Sir, I know !l can’'t ask you to talk to
Congressnan Shaw, not yet, but Al Melvin,
it’s a phone call, or a quick q& -- |00k
at his notebooks, hear about what he’'s
been dream ng -- and either he wll
support the credibility of what |’ m
saylng, or he won’t. And I'll shut up.

COLONEL GARRET
And what is it you are saying, exactly,
Maj or? That you mi srepresented --
falsified -- what happened in Kuwait?
About the Medal of Honor? |In effect,
conmi tted perjury.

_ MARCO _
If you just talk to Melvin --

38.
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COLONEL GARRET

(i gnores)
-- No, no, I'msorry -- you' re saying an
entire squad of U S. Arny soldiers was
thnotized into believing that Raynond
Shaw deserved the Medal of Honor. And
soneﬂom/you’re the only one who knows the
truthn.

Silence. Marco | ooks down at his hands.

Beat . Mar co

| NT. STACE -

FAVOR Raynond,

b.g.:

OM TTED

COLONEL GARRET
Maj or Marco. You will stay clear of
Congr essnman Shaw.

MARCO
Yes sir.

LT. COL. HOMRD
And you will resune your neds, Major
That is an order.

MARCO
Yes sir.

stands up, to | eave, but --

COLONEL GARRET
Maj or, do you ever take a step back and
consi der y you’ ve renmi ned at rank for
so many years? Wile nen of |esser
prom se and inferior talent have enjoyed
the fruits of other canpai gns and noved
beyond you?

MARCO
Every day, sir.

VI CE- PRESI DENTI AL DEBATE ( VI DEO)

RAYMONDY T. V.
Sonmewhere, right now, an American sol dier
in the war on terror is worried about his
fam |y back honme. Sonmewhere, right now,
in a smll American town, his grandnother
Is standing in her kitchen -- she’s got
her nedicine bottle in one hand, she’s
opening the refrigerator with the other.
And she’s thinking: | can pay for ny
medi cine, or | can pay for ny dinner. |
can’t do both. In Anerica --

39.
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EXT. SKID ROW - WASHI NGTON D.C. - N GHT 70

RAYMOND (V. Q)
-- In America, our nothers and
grandnot hers shoul dn’t have to worry
about that. Qur brave soldiers shouldn’t
have to worry about what’s happeni ng here

-- in Arerica.
The SIDE OF A BUS with a HUGE SKIN of Gov. Arthur and
Raynmond Shaw and t he ARTHUR/ SHAW “ SECURE T / canpai gn
icon -- it SLIDES away, revealing:
MARCO -- crosses the street, wal ks al ong a row of

di | api dated apartnments --

RAYMOND (V. Q.)
-- There are gaps. Ugly chasns that we
need to bridge. The gap between rich and
poor, between governnent and the people --

-- the area is desol ate, depopul ated, an econoni c wast el and.
Under a crunbling awning and 1nto

I NT. SKI D ROW RESI DENTI AL HOTEL - LOBBY - N GHT 71

Marco checks a room nunber he's witten under an address on
a scrap of paper.

RAYMOND (T. V.) TV71
-- between true security and the notion
of feeling safe ...

A NI GHT CLERK sits behind bullet proof glass, watching the
tel evi sed debat es.

RAYMOND (T.V.)
bet ween what is real and what is not.

DESK CLERK
(about Raynond)
Dontcha | ove this guy?

I NT. SKI D ROW HOTEL CORRI DOR 72

At the far end of a |long and gl oony hal lway, we can see
Marco arrive at the door to Melvin's room He hesitates,
t hen knocks --

MARCO
Al? A Mlvin, it's Marco ...

Not hi ng. He | ooks at his watch, turns, wal ks back down the
narrow, high-ceilinged corridor -- haunting sounds of radios
and tel evisions and broken conversations -- he di sappears
down the stairs --
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I NT. FANCY HOTEL CORRIDOR - N GHT 73

Raynond cones down the brightly-lit, elegant hallway, tired,
trailing Anderson and his SECRET SERVI CE ent our age.

RAYMOND
... The eneny is anong us. The wolf is
at the door ... the fox is in the
henhouse ... the weasel is ... the weasel

is ...
They take his room keycard from him open the door --
I NT. RAYMOND S HOTEL SU TE - NI GHT 74

Ander son and anot her AGENT nove through the suite, securing
it -- Raynond | osing steam

RAYMOND
The weasel is a weasel. Frog and Toad
Are Friends.

-- returning to the door and handi ng Raynond his keycard.
The PHONE BEG NS TO RI NG - -

ANDERSON
Sir, we'll be right outside.

RAYMOND
| know. Good ni ght.

He closes the door after them Breathes out. @ ances at
his watch. Then crosses to answer the phone:

RAYMOND
You have thirty seconds, Mot her

| NTERCUT - ELLIE S SENATE OFFI CE - N GHT 75
Ellie behind her desk.

ELLI E
Am | this predictable?

RAYMOND
You have no idea.

ELLI E
I’mcalling to conplinent you, M.
(}unp%. | thought you were magnificent
tonight. So do all the network canpaign
expgrts. “Presidential” was a word they
used.

Raynond’ s second line flashes with another call.
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ELLI E
Thi s conpassionate vigilance thing is
working quite well for you. | mght have
to convert.

RAYMOND

| happen to believe init.

ELLI E
O course you do. Now Raynond --

RAYMOND
Goodni ght, Mot her.

ELLI E
Raynmond - -

Raynmond punches a button and puts his nother on HOLD.
I NT. ELLIE S SENATE OFFI CE - N GHT
Ellie listens to the dead air on the other end of her call.

ELLI E
Raynmond?

| NT. RAYMOND S HOTEL SU TE - NI GHT
Raynond stares --
THE PHONE

Mom on hold, flashing red light. The second call, light
fluttering --

RAYMOND

punches the line, lifts the receiver -- hears a strangely
fluctuating | owfrequency tone --

RAYMOND
Yes?

VO CE ON THE PHONE
(British accent)
Ser geant Shaw?

RAYMOND
(irritably)
Who is this?
CLOSE on RAYMOND S EAR - -

VO CE ON THE PHONE
Ser geant Raynond Shaw?
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Beat. Raynond’'s puzzled. Cocks his head, eyes searching
the corners of the room SOUND: a distant desert w nd

bui l ding. Then:

RAYMOND
Yes ...?

CLOSE on RAYMOND' S EYE --

VO CE ON THE PHONE
Raynond Prentiss Shaw?

-- Raynond’s senses appear to QU CKEN NOW as the LI GHTI NG

in the room changes, norphing sonehow -- even as SOUNDS of
steady percussion, and the zaghareet -- the wailing cry of
the Arab wonen -- rise out of the wind --
RAYMOND
(eyes alight)
Yes.
-- everything is brighter, sharper, nore |um nous -- nore

etched than it was just nonents ago --

VO CE ON THE PHONE

Li sten:

(t hen)
Enter the bathroom and go to the cl oset
t here.

WDE - THE SU TE

Raynond noves with trenmendous assurance across the |iving
room and down the hallway and into the bathroom --

THE PHONE
l'ight flashing, Eleanor on HOLD -- stops --
| NT. BATHROOM

Doubl e sinks, wal k-in shower, and a huge cl oset which
Raynond opens to reveal --

I NT. CLOSET

A THI CK PANEL in the back wall is just being unnobored -- the

RUSH NG ROAR of a sandstorm and - -
A MAN | N BLACK

steps through, gloves and soft-soled shoes. Raynond just
wat ching as he places a small clamshell video screen open
on the counter -- we can SEE a B&W surveillance view of the
CORRI DOR QUTSI DE RAYMOND' S ROOM with Anderson sitting the
ni ght wat ch, reading.
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The man gestures Raynond through the cl oset passageway --
I NT. A HUGE ROOM BESI DE RAYMOND' S SUI TE - CONTI NUOUS

-- where Raynond is net by TECHNICIANS in sterile gear,
surgi cal gl oves.

He’'s entered sone kind of portable, surreal operating
theater, filled with nonitoring devices and conputers ... a
one-way Vi deo-conference canera is ainmed at a big

exam nation chair in one corner, surrounded by I.V. racks
and nore techno-nedi cal equi pnent.

The man who is obviously in charge here, starts a digital
timer and turns to face Raynond. It’s NOYLE

NOYLE

Hel | o Raynond. Do you renenber ne?
RAYMOND

No sir.
NOYLE

Brilliant.

(to his group)
We have twenty mnutes for our little
check up fromthe neck up

EXT. PAY PHONE - N GHT

Marco on a public phone, across the street fromMlvin's
residential hotel. Shaken.

MARCO
gydcpd. I’msorry to hear that. Wen
Idit ...

(listens)
Yeah, | know. | know.

(deep breath)
Listen, Ms. Wlson -- can you tell ne if
Nat han was ever -- preoccupied -- with
his experience in Kuwait? D d he ever
menti on dreans or nightmares ... about
what happened ... the firefight,
afterward ..

(beat)
-- uh-huh. Sure. No, | understand.

(beat)

Thank you for --

Dial tone. He hangs up. Exhales. Looks at a list of names
and nunbers, and begins to dial another.

BLI NK.
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Marco listening to the phone on the other end of his call 82
ring, and ring and ring. Dull H SS of the city.
BLI NK.
Anot her cal l. 83
MARCO (O S.)

... nho, M. Villalobos, I"'mjust --

Arnmy’s got nme running statistics on

stress disorders, I'mtrying to gather

i nformati on on ny old squad nenbers ..

yes sir --
I NT. NOYLE S HI DDEN HOTEL ROOM - NI GHT AB84
Raynond sits in a chair, rigged up with wires and tubes
(much I'i ke he was ten years ago) -- a TRANSLUCENT BOX around
his face overlaid with a METRIC GRID, his head held
notionl ess by a sem -circular BRACE -- curved calibration
of fering precise positioning for a MCRO DRI LL that LAURENT
swi ngs down into place -- he noves aside as NOYLE takes over

-- and then a long, tiny drill bit WH RS DOM t hr ough
STERI LE LATEX stretched very tight across Raynond s head --

-- and plunges precisely and effortlessly through Raynond s
skull, then STOPS -- he has no reaction, feels nothing --

LCD SCREENS -- show a VI RTUAL MAP OF RAYMOND S BRAIN, in a
full range of prinmary colors -- sections norphing as
t houghts and nenories race through his mnd, as

M NI SCULE, | NTERWOVEN W RES -- are threaded down through the
HOLLOW core of the surgical drill, deep into Raynond’ s
brain. Noyle plays to one of the caneras:

NOYLE
No decay, no slippage. Everything
appears to be in flaw ess working
condi ti on.
(t hen)
Raynond can you renenber the deaths of
Baker and | ngranf

RAYMOND
Yes.

The LCD SCREENS show activity in areas of Raynond’s brain.

NOYLE
Describe it.

I NT. SKI D ROW RESI DENTI AL HOTEL - NI GHT 84
Marco knocki ng at Melvin' s door again.

MARCO
Al? You in there?
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89

Still nothing. He checks the hallway, takes an Arny utility
knife fromhis pocket and forces the | ock --
I NT. MELVIN S APARTMENT - NI GHT 85
The light swtch doesn't work. dick, click. Eerie shudder
of neon fromthe sign on the building, shapes crowd the
room claustrophobic ..
... Marco has a PENLIGHT -- he turns it on, sweeps in front
of himwith its weak beam
THE ROOM -- stacked floor to ceiling with old newspapers,
magazi nes, and HUNDREDS AND HUNDREDS OF NOTEBOCOKS, covering
nearly every avail abl e surface.
Marco pi cks up a notebook. Mowves to a desk and sits. Opens
t he book --
OM TTED 86- 87
BEAM OF THE PENLI GHT ai ned down at pages filled with CRUDE 88
DRAW NGS OF BRAI NS/ TOVATCES -- nunber - gi bberish (cross-
sections, size and wei ght paranmeters, and grow h seguences)
-- AMERI CAN FLAGS - -
-- in the margins, many attenpts to capture |ikenesses of
DR. NOYLE AND THE MYSTERI QUS ARABI C WOVAN, repeatedly
crossed out, never right.
FLASH: DREAMSCAPE FB88
Noyl e turning toward us, eyes bright --
RESUME - MARCO
-- under the headl i ne WHAT HAPPENED, extrenely small,
cranped handwiting that goes on for pages --
“The recon ends without incident, and we are
heading back to forward command ...”
RAYMOND (V. Q.)
(fades up:)
... we’'re heading back to forward
command. The night is clear. Stars but
no noon - -
Marco closes the book, opens another journal. Same
drawi ngs. Sane title page. Sane cranped witing, that
begi ns exactly the sane way --
TI GHT - RAYMOND ( STREAM NG VI DEO) 89

The video feed from Noyl e’ s hidden hotel room caneras,
digital, herky-jerky:
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FB9O

FBOOA

91

RAYMOND ( VI DEO) TV89
-- W' re engaged unexpectedly by ground
forces with helicopter support. In the

ensuing firefight, Eddie |Ingramgets
hi nsel f separated to the left. Baker
goes after him...

INT. MELVIN S ROOM - NI GHT 90

Marco reading these sanme words, which Melvin has scrawed in
hi s journal s:

RAYMOND (V. Q)
... An incomng nortar shell kills them
both instantly, before | amable to --

FLASH CUT: A G ANT MONI TOR FBOO

Marco’ s whol e squad, staring at a digital screen aninmation
of Raynond’s one-man mlitary fire-fight -- a Cd Hunmer
with a flamng tire, Raynond heroically spew ng nmachi ne gun
fire at the eneny, exactly as we’'ve seen It in Marco’'s
retelling:

THE TEAM
(reciting together:)
-- kills themboth, instantly, before
Sergeant Shaw is able to | ocate and
elimnate the source of the ordnance ..

SHOCK CUT: REFLECTED IN A SURA CAL M RROR - MARCO FBOOA
Straﬁped to a chair back in the dreanscape, head back, his
nmout h pried open and a hypoderni c needl e plunged deep up
into his palette -- thin electrode wires splayed across his
face and neck -- Noyle's just behind him--
TAPED VO CE

(distant, foreign, precise:)
| ocate and elimnate the source of --

BLI NK.
I NT. MELVIN S ROOM - MARCO 91

flips conmpul sively ahead through the notebook, |it by the
harsh beam of the penlight. Endless, repetitive witing.
FEVERI SHLY RENDERED | MPRESSI ONS of the dreanscape, nedi cal
aﬁparatus, choppers, guns -- MORE and MORE i mages of Raynond
Shaw -- of Raynond strangling Baker --

-- and A DRAW NG OF A MAN VWHO M GHT BE MARCO, unfi ni shed,
ﬁncgrtain except for the eyes -- Marco with a GUNin his
and - -
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93

FLASH: EDDI E | NGRAM FBO1

-- as a bullet hole is punched in his forehead -- FALLING
AVAY -- wth a | ook of astonishnment on his face -- bl ood
just beginning to seep fromthe wound --

RESUME - MELVIN S ROOM - MARCO
he drops the notebook like it’s on fire --
TIGHT - ON THE FLOOR - THE NOTEBOOK

-- SKETCHES of Eddie Ingramwth a bullet hole in his
forehead --

MARCO
-- topples the chair as he stands up -- and then:
THE BARE, OVERHEAD LI GHTBULB | N THE ROOM

shudders to life -- dies -- glows again -- brighter -- AND
NOW MARCO SEES:

THE WALLS OF MELVIN S APARTMENT

are COVERED wi th DRAW NGS and SCRAW.I NGS and newspaper
cIipPings and patterns made with paper plates and enpty
Noodl e containers -- the crazy patterns of the tiles from
Noyle’'s dreamlab -- it'’s as If Marco has entered the mnd
of a mad man -- everything fromthe notebooks, and nore,
much nore -- dom nated by tornmented, repeated inmages of
Raynond Shaw -- Marco is stunned --

PUSHI NG I N -- as a painstakingly rendered DRAW NG OF RAYMOND
SHAWTfills the screen: wild-eyed with SNAKES withing out of
hi s head, Medusa-Ilike, EVOKING THE WRES AND TUBES FROM
MARCO S NI GHTMARE DREAMSCAPE - -

TI GHT - NOYLE (VI DEO STREAM NG 92
Pi xel s bl own out and distorted, stream ng insanely -- Noyle
stares right into canera, intent:

NOYLE TV92

Questions?
SCREAM COF A TRAI N.
I NT. BULLET TRAIN TO NEW YORK - DAY 93
Marco sits at a w ndow, eres cl osed, head pressed to the

gl ass, the world just a blur beyond him He opens his eyes,
SEES:
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LAURENT TOKAR
sitting down across fromhim Smling.

LAURENT
(French accent)
Is this seat taken?

SKI P
I NT. BULLET TRAIN TO NEW YORK - DAY

Mar co opens his eyes -- head pressed to a wi ndow, the world
a blur beyond him-- SEES:

Not hi ng. An enpty seat opposite him Laurent was a dream
Marco | ooks around, self-conscious, and --

THROUGH THE SEATS - A WOVAN S FACE

staring back at him Not enough to tell nuch nore than
she’s pretty. Marco | ooks away, out the wi ndow. Then back.
She’s gone. Anot her dreanf

WOMAN' S VO CE (RCSI E)
Maryl and’ s a beautiful state.

Marco junps -- looks. The pretty woman is sitting down
opposite him folding and pushing asi de a newspaper with the
headl i ne: WHI TE HOUSE | NSI STS WAR ON TERROR | S STI LL

W NNABLE. COST OF PERUVI AN CAMPAI GN HI TS $100 BI LLI ON.

Bel ow the fol d: ANGRY MOB Kl LLS MJSLI M STUDENT AT YALE.

MARCO
This is Del awar e.

ROSI E
| know. But, Maryland, it’s a beautiful
state anyway.

He’'s staring at her, trying to figure out --

ROSI E
Paper or plastic.

MARCO
VWhat ?

RCSI E
Fromthe grocery store. You were
wonderi ng where, we, you know -- and
right at the check-out stand, “paper or
plastic,” that’s ne. | see you all the

time. Bennett Marco. Checks fromthe

First National Bank, and you al ways put

your spare change into the March of D nes
( MORE)
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Beat .

RCSI E( CONT' D)
t hi ng.
(beat)
Romance novel s, instant noodl es, No- Doz
and t omat oes.
(Marco frowns)

Anyway, |’ mon vacation, holiday in the
Gty and so forth, | saw you sitting here
| thought, okay, girl -- it’s now or
never.
RCSI E
You headed to New York City?
MARCO
Yeah.
RCSI E
Busi ness?
MARCO
No. @y | knew ... inthe Arny. He's in

politics now W' ve kinda | ost touch.
(awkwar d beat, then)
What’ s your nane?

RCSI E
Eugeni e.

MARCO
‘Scuse ne?

RCSI E

Yeah. Crazy French pronunciation and
all.

MARCO
It’s pretty.

ROSI E
Thanks.

MARCO

| guess your friends call you Jenny.

RCSI E
Not yet they haven't, thank God. But you
can call me Jenny.

MARCO
What do your friends call you?

RCSI E
Rosie. M full nane is Eugeni e Rose.
I’ve always liked the Rosie part better.
Eugenie is, well, fragile.

50.
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MARCO
Still. Wen | asked you your nane, you
said it was Eugenie.

ROSI E
Yeah. Well. Maybe ‘cause | was feeling

fragile. At the tine.
Beat. Their eyes |lock. Marco blinks --

FLASH RCSIE -- A bullet hole in her forehead. Trickle of
blood. Still smling, as if she’s unaware of it.

RCSI E
Are you okay?

BLI NK.

ROSIE -- as before. No head wound. Slight | ook of
puzzl enent, because --

MARCO -- is on his feet, rattled, noving out to the aisle --

MARCO
Excuse ne.

-- and LURCHI NG toward the back of the train, nearly |osing
hi s bal ance as he goes through the sliding doors.

I NT. TRAIN CORRI DOR - AS BEFORE

-- Marco catches hinsel f, hands agai nst the bul khead wal
near the bathroom Anot her PASSENGER squeezes past him
headed in the opposite direction. Marco tries the bathroom
door. Locked. OCCUPIED. Marco reaches into his pocket for
a plastic vial of nedicine. Tries to shake one of the TINY
PILLS QUT, but --

A BURLY PASSENGER i n the bathroom enmerges, accidentally
brushes the bottle from Marco’'s hands -- THE PI LLS scatter
onto the floor --

Bl G MAN MARCO
Sorry. | didn’'t know you It’s okay. It’s okay.
were --

-- Marco’s DOWN ON HI S KNEES, struggling to gather the pills
and put themback in the plastic vial. The big man goes. The
AUTOVATI C DOOR cl oses, SPI KING Marco across the shoul der --

MARCO
OwWdammt --

He rocks back, and the bat hroom door H SSES shut.

ROSIE -- sinks down next to him Calm Deftly plucking the
pills fromthe floor.
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ROSI E
My nother would tell you to wash these.

Marco | ooks up at her blankly. She takes the vial, caps it,
gi ves it back.

_ RCSI E
| didn’t nean to upset you.

MARCO
It’s not you, it’s me. |I’mnot -- ny
head - -
(gestures usel essly)
-- nothing' s ..
(stares at her)
I wish | snoked.

RCSI E
I[t’s way overrat ed.

They stare at each other. Then:

MARCO
Rosi e, I’mgonna go in here, wash ny
face, take ny pill, and get nyself

t oget her.
Marco ducks into the bathroom and shuts the door.
I NT. TRAIN MEN S ROOM - DAY
Marco cups water in his hands and snears it on his face,
wping it away with a paper towel. He comes up looking in
the mrror, avoiding his own gaze as --
IN THE M RROR: THE DOOR OPENS
and a man cones partway in -- nowit’s Dr. Noyle.

Marco pivots -- no Noyle. The door is shut, |ocked. He's
all alone. Losing his mnd.

I NT. TRAIN CORRI DOR - ROSIE

Lost in thought. Faint smle. She puts her hand fl at
agai nst the door, then turns and heads back to her seat.

I NT. TRAIN MEN S ROCOM - MARCO

Turns to the mrror again ... and again SEES Dr. Noyle
behi nd him smling:

~ NOYLE
Hel |l o Captain. Do you renenber ne?

KNOCKI NG at the door, a pass-key rattling in it --
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I NT. TRAI'N CORRI DOR - MARCO 99

energes fromthe bathroomto find an irritated CONDUCTOR now
awkwardly trying to extract his key fromthe door, and Rosie

wai ti ng.
CONDUCTOR ROSI E
Are you okay, sir? Ben?
MARCO
Yeah.
RCSI E
Jesus. You've been in here twenty
m nutes. | thought you' d fallen off.

Nhrcohs}ares at Rosie. Twenty m nutes? The train SHUDDERS
to a halt --

I NT. PENN STATI ON - DAY 100

Marco cones up the escalator, into a SEA OF COYMUTERS
Monentarily lost. Rosie is behind him a nonent later with
her bag, and --

ROSI E
|’ mgonna get a cab, you want ne to drop
you somewhere?

MARCO
No. |’ m okay, thanks.
_ RCSI E
Your friend gonna neet you here?
MARCO
No.
Beat .
RCSI E
El Dorado 59970.
(of f Marco’s frown)
My cell phone, in case you -- you know.
| like to say it the old way -- can you
remenber the nunber, or should | wite it
on your chest with a sharpie?
MARCO
(small smle)
["1l remenber.
Beat .
RCSI E

You’ re sweati ng.



MARCO
What ?

Marco feels his shirt -- soaked. Long beat. She reaches
out and feels his forehead. No fever. Sizing himup.

_ RCSI E
Listen. You got a place to go and get
freshened up?

EXT. NEWYORK CI TY - DAY

Crane down as a cab pulls to the curb ... and Marco and
Rosi e energe ..

NEWSCASTER (V. Q)
Pent agon wat chdogs today accused the
private equity fund Manchurian d obal of
grossly overpricing plasm and ot her
critical nmedical supplies during the
recent | ndonesian incursion, even as the
conBany secured a half-billion dollar
no-bid contract to provide combat support
services to Anerican soldiers preparing
to nobilize in Sri Lanka ..

101 INT. ROSIE S COUSIN S APARTMENT - DAY 101

ROSIES VO CE (O S.)
It’s nmy cousin' s place --

Rosie lets Marco in. It’s incredibly cranped, everything in
one room w ndow facing a brick wall, lots of play posters.
RCSI E
-- there’'s ... aviewof the park ... if

you go out on the fire escape and ki nda
tilt your head ..

Marco puts down the suitcases and waits in the nmddle of the
room whi |l e Rosie takes off her coat, turns on sone |ights.

ROSI E
[’mnervous. |I'msorry. | yak when |
get nervous.

~MARCO
Me, | get quiet.

Anot her awkward beat. She stands there. Studying him

RCSI E
You okay?
MARCO
Dreans, |’ve been having these --

Catches hinself. That’'s just how Melvin said it.
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RCSI E
I s that what happened on the train?
MARCO
Sort of.
Beat .
MARCO

| could be dream ng you

RCSI E
VWhat if you are?

MARCO
You' d be the best dream|’ve had in a
l ong time, Rosie.
Beat. Rosie smiles at him

ROSI E
If that’s a line, Ben Marco, it kinda
wor ked.

I NT. BATHROOM - SHOWER - MARCO

102

The water cascades down on him He feels around on his back

where the door on the train whacked him-- there’s an old
scar -- maybe a bullet wound -- CAMERA CURLS around as he
twi sts, contorts, pushes on it and feels a tiny lunp --
OM TTED
_ ROSI E' S VA CE
(di stant)
Ben?
TI GHT - MARCO S HAND
turning off the shower, hard --
RESUME - ROSIE'S COUSIN S APARTMENT

She’s sitting, watching the closed bathroom door. No noi se
fromthe shower.

ROSI E
Earth to Ben -- how re you doing in
t her e?
| NT. BATHROOM - MARCO
hyper, rummagi ng through the vanity, searching for -- pair
of cuticle scissors, tweezers, anything sharp -- a little

basket of sanple perfunmes CRASHES into the sink --
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ROCSIE (O S.)
( KNOCKI NG | oudl y)
Ben, what’'s going on -- are you okay --7?

Marco noves to his clothes, finds a Pocketknife in his
pants. Opens it -- twists it clunsily in his fingers to
reach the scar on his back he can only barely see in the
mrror --

| NTERCUT - ROSIE - OUTSI DE THE DOCOR

-- Rosi e’ s KNOCKI NG HARDER, NOW

RCSI E
Ben, | need you to open this door. GCkay?
Just for a sec.

(beat)
You're scaring ne. Ben --?

I NT. BATHROOM - MARCO

He SLASHES at the |lunp. Blood bl ossons. SLASHES agai n,
oblivious to pain.

RCSI E
BEN MARCO ?

PUSH I N as Ben presses the bl ade sharply down into his skin
cutting a slit through which the blunt edge of

AN EXTREMELY TI NY OBLONG THI NG

It slides out into Ben's bl oody fingers.

Rosi e’ s PUSHI NG agai nst the door, trying to force it open.
MARCO

puts his trenbling hand under the faucet, delicately holds
the thing between two fingers, turns on the water --

THE DOOR - ROSIE

breaks in -- sees the BLOOD smeared down Marco’ s back --
RCSI E
Ch Jesus.
-- and the knife in his hand -- she pushes himaway --
MARCO

-- loses his grip on the oblong thing before he can even get
a good look at it, and it goes into the sink --

MARCO
SHI T. Ch no NO ...
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-- and down the drain -- Marco twi sts the faucet off, and

DI VES TO
FLOOR LEVEL - UNDER THE SI NK
where he puts both hands on the fittings of the u-joint trap
and struggles to get them|oose -- succeeding finally, water
spewi ng everywhere --

-- the trap falls to the floor, disgorging soap chips, sliny

hai rbal I s and pi pe corrosion and water ... but not the thing
he wants. It’'s --
MARCO
-- Gone. Shit.
MARCO -- rests his head on the cool tile, eyes far away.

Def eated. Rosie crouches next to him A little scared.

She blots the blood fromhis back with the towl, and then
presses her ice pack against it.

MARCO
Tell ne you saw that.

Rosi e just stares at him

MARCO
(hol I ow)
You didn’t. You didn't see it.
RCSI E
See what ?
Marco cl oses his eyes.
MARCO
Pr oof .
RCSI E
O what ?
_ MARCO
My sanity.
EXT. | SOLATED WAREHOUSE - ON THE HUDSON RI VER - DAY 110

Stark building with a huge parking ot and only one car
parked init. A CAB pulls through the open gate, stops.
Marco gets out.

DELP (V. Q)
I npl ant del usi ons. Nunber three on the
paranoid top ten |ist.
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112

I NT. WAREHOUSE STAI RWAY - DAY 111

Ben and RI CHARD DELP ascend at a good clip. Delp wears a
| ab coat, trappings of a nedical researcher

MARCO
This wasn’t a del usi on.
DELP
That’ s what they all say, Marco.

(t hen)
Sonme wi cked shit got sprayed on you guys
during Desert Storm Besides all the
depl eted uranium | nean ..

He stops, unlocks a door, and they go --
I NT. DELP'S RESEARCH LAB - SKY BOOTH - DAY 112

A narrow, glassed-in space with a cluster of nonitoring

equi pnrent agai nst the wall of darkened wi ndows. Fl uorescent
lights flicker on, revealing a CAVERNOUS SPACE BELOW in
which an intricate MAZE of CACGES contains unhaPp%, SCREAM NG
research MONKEYS with Orwellian stainless-stee ardwar e and
antennae bolted to their bisected skulls. Strange SOUNDS
and various LI GHTI NG EFFECTS energe fromthe different
sections.

DELP
| personally know of a couple of
Rangers who swear that they see only in
tertiary colors now --

MARCO
-- Del p.

DELP
-- and can pick up sports talk radio in
their cortical block if they get too
close to a Con-Ed transforner.

MARCO
-- Delp. It’s not Gulf War Syndrone.
Del p has known Marco too long, and too well, not to take him
seriously.
DELP

The Ar did try this tiny inplantable
. D tgyng -- you could inbed it under
the skin, then scan it |like a bar code
for medi cal energency information, blood-
DNA. Pentagon ordered up half a
mllion, and stuck about five thousand
experimentally into high-risk soldiers
and infantry. But the field hospitals
hated ‘em so the whol e deal got eighty-
si xed and forgotten.



MARCO
The Arny never put one in ne.

DELP
TPat you know of, Marco. That you know
of .
(then)
How d you find nme?

MARCO (V. Q)
| |1 ooked under Mad Scientists in the
yel | ow pages -- there was a full page ad.

DELP
Ha ha.

Marco stares down into a big pit. Anmong the racks of
equi pnent are two primate-sized stainless-steel beds with
restraints and |1.V. trees waiting.

MARCO

What are you studyi ng here, Del p?
DELP

Fear .
MARCO

For the Agency?

DELP
Nah, CIA cut ne loose in ‘97 during the
Macedoni an debacle. Now I’ve got this
little grant fromcCall-Mart.

Call -Mart? Fear? Marco |ooks at the nonkeys. Doesn’t want
Lo knom%any nore. He shifts his gaze back to Delp. Studies
im Then:

MARCO
Look, Delp. The things | dream about
Kuwait feel nore real to ne than what |
renenber happeni ng there.

Del p just waits.

MARCO
| feel Iike somewhere along the |ine,
|’ ve been ... brainwashed or sonething.

Al'l scranbl ed up.

DELP
W' ve all been brai nwashed, Marco.
Rel i gi on, advertising, television.
Politics. W accept what’s nornal
because we're told it's normal and we

crave normalcy. Hell, look at the
Cermans under Hitler. Disco, in the
seventi es.

( MORE)
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DELP( CONT' D)
(beat)

As for sonebody inbedding electric probes
and conputer chips in your brain to nake

ou do things -- it’'s horseshit, man. A

ittle Electro-Convul sive Therapy and
sl eep deprivation will do the trick for a
fraction of the price. Ask the Uzbeks.
And you woul d renenber it.

MARCO
What about ny dreans?
DELP
(shrugs)
What if all this is the fucking dream and
you' re still back in Kuwait?
MARCO

You’' re not hel ping ne.

DELP
I am You' re not hel ping yourself.
|"msaying reality is consensual, man.
You just gotta prove it up. O play it
out .

EXT. TIMES SQUARE - DAY

A bl ack linmo snakes through gridl ock,

cacaphony of

news headl i nes.
the front fenders of the car

escort.

reflecting back the

60.

113-114
115

i mges thrown by ad screens and running |.e.d.

I NT. LIMO - RAYMOND SHAW

alone with his canpai gn handler (M RELLA FREEMAN, who
murnurs al nost inaudibly into a cell phone) and his

t houghts. H's face goes in and out of shadow.

bl urs past.

EXT. TIMES SQUARE CAMPAI GN OFFI CES - DAY

The worl d

Tiny American flags flap on either side of
PCOLI CE MOTORCYCLI STS provi de

116

117

REPORTERS and CAMERA CREWS poised as the linmo pulls to the

curb, Anderson gets out of the front seat and opens the door
A SVMALL CROAD of SUPPORTERS cheers. REPORTERS
| ob questions frombehind a barrier:

for Raynond.

REPORTER #2
Congressman Shawt Why do you and CGov.
Art hur oppose deploying troops in
| ndonesi a?

RAYMOND
We can’t clean up the world with dirty
hands.



MOVI NG W TH - MARCO

as he keeps pace with Raynond, wal ki ng, novi ng behind the
reporters, pushing to get to the front of the barrier --

REPORTER #2 REPORTER #3
What about your nother’s Do you think your nother’s
| atest allegation of a hel pi ng or hurting your
nucl ear attack from a secret canpai gn?

al liance of rogue states?

RAYMOND
Quys -- | gave up a long tine ago trying
to second-guess ny nother. |’ mjust
surprised the rest of you haven't.
MARCO
Do you ever dream about Kuwait?
Heads turning to find Marco, folder under his arm-- strange
| ooks -- Secret Service poised to react, but Raynond sl ows,
| ooks -- sees Marco. A cloud passing over his features:
RAYMOND

| can never renenber mny dreans.

MORE QUESTI ONS | obbed out, overl appi ng, but Raynond ignores
them Marco pushes through as Raynond assures Anderson:

RAYMOND
-- it’s okay. | know him it’s okay.
(to Marco)
Why did you ask nme about Kuwait?

AS THEY WALK TO THE FRONT DOOR - -

MARCO
(pleasantly:)
| didn’t. | asked you about your dreans.
M RELLA
(covers the phone)
M. Shaw, excuse nme -- they want to know
if youll do an interviewwith Larry King
at six.
RAYMOND
No.
They go --
118 | NT. CAMPAI GN OFFI CES - LOBBY - CONTI NUQUS 118

There’s a reception desk, sonme VOLUNTEER stations, SECURITY,
and | ots of posters and pronotional material and canpai gn
panphl ets for wal k-in public consunption. TWD ESCALATORS
provi de access to an upper |evel --



A SECURI TY GUY passes a WAND up and down Marco,

back, casua

M RELLA
No to the interview, or no to six?
RAYMOND
He wants to tal k about ny nother. No.
(t hen) _
What do you want from ne, Captain?
_ MARCO _
Forty m nutes of your tinmne.
M RELLA
Congressnman - -
MARCO

Private tine.

and conprehensive --

RAYMOND
This is as private as it gets for ne
anynor e.

M RELLA
Congr essnman Shaw - -

Raynond hol ds up his hand. Wiits. Anderson. Mrella,

Raynond,

al |

staring at Marco. He doesn’'t want to get

this right here, but --

MARCO
There are these dreans that ... sone of
the nmen fromour unit have been having.

RAYMOND
I ncl udi ng you?

MARCO
It’s a question of what actually happened
the night our patrol was attacked --

RAYMOND
That’ s easy.
(al nost automatic)
W' re on a routine recon inside Iraqi-
controlled terrain. W’ re anbushed. RPG
incomng. Mortar fire, total chaos.
You’ re knocked unconsci ous --

MARCO
(cuts himoff)
-- Yeah, that’s how | renenber it, too.
(beat)
But | dream sonet hing el se.

p. 62.
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Beat. A giant SECURE TOVORROW | ogo | oons above the
escal ators, flanked by beam ng |i kenesses of Robert Arthur
and Raynond Shaw.

RAYMOND
Am |1 in your dreans?

MARCO
Yeah.

Raynond stops just before the bottom of the escal ators.

RAYMOND
Savi ng everybody?

VOLUNTEERS pass between them going up and down the
escal at or.

MARCO
It’s nore conplicated than that.

Marco reaches into his folder, pulls out one of Melvin's
not ebooks - -

MARCO
-- Melvin, he nmade draw ngs, and wote
down what he dreamed -- it’s all in here.

-- and Raynond’ s staring at the notebook without taking it,
the way Marco once did with Melvin. Anderson and Mrella --
the staffers in the office -- are all staring at Marco the
way the Boy Scouts once stared at Ml vin.

RAYMOND
| don’t have dreans, Captain.
(then, gently:)

Maybe you should ... see sonebody -- talk
to sonebody who specializes in this kind
of thing --

MARCO

|’ ve been to doctors.
which is exactly what Melvin said to him

MARCO
kay. Okay, |'msorry.

Marco nods again, nunb, nmakes a vague, resigned gesture.
Raynmond sm | es, exuding practiced, professional synpathy,
and gets on the escal ator.

RAYMOND
Take care, Captain.

MARCO
" mnot crazy, Shaw.
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He janms the notebook back into his folder, starts to wal k
away. Raynond watches him rising. Then:

RAYMOND
(calls after)
Captain --
(t hen)
-- Mjor.

(wal ki ng back down, agai nst
the rising steps)
Ben.

Marco stops, turns.

RAYMOND
Are you hungry?

I NT. RAYMOND S PRI VATE MEETI NG ROOM - CAMPAI GN HQ - DUSK

Huge posters featuring Raynond’s face, enblazoned with
SECURE TOVODRROW st acked against the wall. A desk covered
wi t h papers and enough take-out Chinese food for ten people,
and Raynond sits behind it, nursing a glass of w ne, and

poi ntedly ignoring Melvin's notebook, while:

RAYMOND
L kill Baker?

MARCO
It’s a dream --

RAYMOND
No.

MARCO
-- coul d nean sonet hing el se.

RAYMOND
No.

MARCO
-- could be I’"mjust supposed to think
you di d.

RAYMOND
-- | killed the eneny. | didn't know
them either. So it was okay. And,
anyway, | renenber what we did in Kuwait,
| remenber it perfectly.
(frowns)
| just don’t renenber actually doing it.

MARCO
Maybe you didn’'t.

RAYMOND
NO  What a thought.

119



Now he ﬁicks up the dream book. Marco watches. Raynond

flips through the pages for a nonent, dismssively. Then
stops at sonething Melvin has drawn. Frowns. Ralses his
eyebrows. C oses the notebook and sets it down:

RAYMOND

Life is so bizarre, isn't it?
MARCO

Wi ch part?
RAYMOND

I don’t know. This canpaign. Politics.
My whole public Iife and persona -- |
mean, posing and grinning |ike a goddamm
sock puppet, shaking hands with total
strangers who' ve got to be blind if they
can’t see what | am at the core, what ny
not her has made ne. A Prenti ss.
Ferociously, a Prentiss -- but not a
Shaw, God forbid.

MARCO
| see.

RAYMOND
No, you don’t. You can’t. Every detai
of nmy existence is preordained. Case in
oint: 1 was twenty years old before
ad a friend --

MARCO
Look, Raynond, what you just said --
RAYMOND
-- worse, agirlfriend -- well, fromny
poi nt of view, anyway --
MARCO
-- what you said about not renenbering
t he anbush --
RAYMOND
-- a friend outside ny nother’s circle of
aﬁproved encounters -- God only knows
at lies Mother told her to chase her

away. Precipitating ny sole act of

rebellion, stormng off and enlisting --
grimaces)

-- in the Arny. Wich, ironically, only

served to gild ny Prentiss resunme. You

know. “fluent in five |anguages, Phi Beta

Kappa, Medal of Honor, blah blah blah.”
(beat, frowns)

But after the war | came back to her.

And ... this. Wat Mther calls ny

“Mani fest Prentiss Destiny.”



MARCO
Wiy did you conme back? Wat happened?

h RAYMOND
at?

Seemi ng startled, Raynond’'s reverie is broken. His eyes
harden as he refocuses on Marco.

RAYMOND
Weren't you listening? Mother happened.
(then)
You know, the truth is, | hate it. 1’ ve

al ways despi sed the medal. And the
cloying adul ation of the little people,
your pitiful jeal ousy --

MARCO
-- who said | was jeal ous?
RAYMOND
| don’t have the dreams, Ben.
MARCO _ _
How can you not renmenber saving the unit?
RAYMOND
| do. | said | did.
MARCO
You said you don’t renmenber doing it.
RAYMOND
When | think about that night, it’s as if
I know what will happen, Ben, but | never

get to the part where | feel that it
actually did hapP But think that’s
probably perfectly nor mal .

MARCO
Did You ever talk to anybody about this
ittle discrepancy?

RAYMOND
What? No. Wio would I ask? M old Arny
“buddi es,” who | ove and adore ne for
saving their pathetically uninportant --
present conpany excluded -- asses?

MARCO

No. You ask Arny Intelligence.

(getting excited)
Look, we can go together, tonorrow. You
tell themwhat you just told ne,
everything you do renmenber, what you
don’t “exactly” renenber, about Kuwait,
let “emrun some tests on you --



RAYMOND
|’ msure the press would have a field day
with that.

MARCO

Raynmond. They put an inplant in nme. |
found it this norning. Maybe they put
one in you.

RAYMOND
Nobody’ s put anything in ne.

MARCO
Geat. Let’s prove it. W can go get an
X-ray -- we can check it right now --

Marco noves toward him Raynond backs away --

RAYMOND
| want to be supportive of you, Ben, |
do, but --
MARCO
Just check your back, Raynond --
RAYMOND
-- this can wait until after the
el ection.
MARCO
What are you afraid of? See if there’'s a
scar.
RAYMOND
You should leave. This is not, this is
not --
MARCO

-- just check --

_ RAYMOND
(wi t hout checki ng)
There’ s not hi ng there!

Marco LUNCES at Raynond -- grabs himby the collar of his
shirt and YANKS it down, buttons Fopping, i nni ng Raynond’ s

arns against his sides -- they fall, together, over the
desk, onto the floor -- Chinese food scattering.
MARCO

Sonmebody was in your head, with big steel-
toe boots, a couple of cable cutters and
a chai nsaw, and they went to town!

Neurons got wasted, circuits rew red,
brain cells obliterated --

KNOCKI NG at t he door:



p. 68.

ANDERSON ( Q. S.)
Congr essnman Shaw?

MARCO
-- you don’t even know what they did!
You don’t -- you can’t CONCElI VE what they
did to you -- and you're worried about
sone | ane-ass reporters?!

-- Raynond struggling, helpless, as Marco checks his back,
his shoulder -- finds a small scar just like his own --

Ben - -

MARCO
If I"mwong they can put ne the fuck
away - -

ANDERSON (O S.)
-- are you okay?
RAYMOND MARCO
-- there -- there's --
sonet hing --

| NSI STENT KNOCKI NG at t he door. Marco CLAWS AT THE SKI N on
RAYMOND S BA -- sinks his teeth in --

-- Raynond shakes himoff, and Marco SLAMS into the wall.

The of fice door BANGS open --

Ander son and ot her agents SWARM Marco -- there’s bl ood
sneared on Marco’s nouth, his jaws are clenched --

ANDERSON
(di sbelief)
He bit him
(at Raynond)
Sir, did he bite you?

RAYMOND
No.

MARCO -- shoved to the floor --- twisted -- handcuffed --
bl ood SMEARI NG across the carpet -- his eyes wild with
adrenal i ne and fear --

RAYMOND -- his hand goes to his back -- his eyes LOCK with
Marco’'s for an instant -- then Marco i s hustl ed out the
door .
ANDERSON
Sir --
RAYMOND

NOTH NG HAPPENED
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Horrified canpai gn workers crane necks to see inside. Mite

wi th shock, Raynond pulls his hand away from his back

H des the bl ood.

OM TTED 120
EXT. MANHATTAN - STATUE CF LI BERTY - DAY Al21

The giant lady is gilded by sunlight, virgin and
unappr oachabl e.

ELLIE (V.Q)
You want to hel p hinf

I NT. ELEGANT MANHATTAN RESTAURANT - PRI VATE ROOM - DAY 121

Raynond and Ellie. Through the wavy glass we see a crowded
di ning room the ever-present Secret Service.

RAYMOND
No. That’d be political suicide. O
course not. | want you to help him
ELLI E

| can’t even inmagi ne why.

RAYMOND _
Because | feel sorry for him Because |
said | woul d.

ELLI E
What should we do? Mke hima General ?

RAYMOND _
Mt her. Look. M canpaign people are
getting a restraining order, he's going

on all the security watch-lists -- but |
won't lock himup. |’mnot pressing
char ges.
ELLI E
What ?
RAYMOND
It’s conplicated -- | don’t know. It’s
just conplicated and | don’t want to talk
about it, I want to get back to the
canpai gn and focus on --
ELLI E _ _
You don’t actually believe his story?
RAYMOND
No. But he does. And he's a fine
soldier and ... ny friend. And if his

slimhold on sanity requires that |
tolerate his delusions until he can get
( MORE)



RAYMOND( CONT' D)

help, I'll doit. It doesn’t dimnish
nme. And I'mnot afraid of him

ELLI E
This is why voters | ove you. Your
humanity and everything. |’ve never
proj ected humanity.

RAYMOND
Yes, | think telling people you want to

“round up all the towel heads and throw
Lheg1in a deep pit” probably tips your
and.

ELLI E
(laughs)
That was a | oke, you dreadful boy.

A BUSBOY delivers Ellie her neal: a thick steak stuffed with
viscous grey -- off Raynond’s disgust:

ELLI E
Car pet bag st eak.

RAYMOND
Stuffed. Wth oysters?

She starts to cut neat into child-like, bite-sized pieces
and put themon a side plate, for Raynond.

ELLIE
The steak part is nostly for you.
Doesn’t it | ook yummy?

RAYMOND
My God. In the world s literature of
food could there possibly be a nore
vul gar di sh?

_ ~ ELLIE
And eating it is an absolute sexua
experience. Try sone.

RAYMOND
Prom se ne that you' Il help him

Ellie stops, sighs, puts her fork down and reaches for the
over si zed-satchel that doubles as briefcase and purse.

ELLI E
Oh, Raynond, how much do you really know
about your “friend?”

Ellie finds two thick files and pl ops them down, as
punctuation, in front of Raynond.

122 EXT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG ( MANHATTAN) - DAY 122
Establ i shing --
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PHOTOGRAPHS - SCENE PHOTCS - AL MELVIN S DEAD BCODY

being pulled fromthe chilly waters of the Potomac. Sone
clinical AUTOPSY gl ossi es.

MARCO (V. Q)
Al Melvin ..

I NT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG - CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Marco stares, troubled and sad, at bl eak photographs of Al
Melvin' s bl oated, waterl ogged corpse.

MARCO
| went to talk to him But he wasn’'t
t here.

Across fromhimare three inpatient FBI AGENTS ( RAM REZ,
WLLI AMS and JONAS?. Ram rez has the notebook Marco took
fromMlvins. WIIlians pushes a tiny digital tape recorder
cl oser to Marco

AGENT W LLI AMS
Tal k about what ?

Marco hesitates -- looks to Lt. Col. Howard, who sits
grimy, off to one side, with Col. Garret.

AGENT W LLI AVS
Dr eans?

A |l one woman, SPECI AL AGENT VOLK, sits in a distant corner
on a folding chair. She's inplacable, staring intently at
Marco. Ramrez holds up the notebook -- a page of crazy
drawi ngs and text.

MARCO
Yeah, there are hundreds nore of those in
his apartnment. Did your people check out
his place --?

AGENT JONAS
Col onel Garret kindly showed us the file
on you, Marco, you're the shit: Specia
Forces. Rangers. Delta.

MARCO
| wanted to talk to Corporal Melvin about
some unanswer ed questions invol ving our
reconnai ssance mssion in Kuwait, back in

‘91 --
AGENT JONAS
(tal ks over him
And he wasn’t there, so, what -- you

thought it’d be okay to break in and wait
for hinf
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Marco carefully, respectfully stacks the photographs of
Melvin and turns them over. Exchanges a glance wth the
femal e agent.

MARCO
(at Howar d)
| know this ganme. WII you explain to
themthat | know this gane?

AGENT RAM REZ
Ohn right. Arny Intelligence. 1Isn't that
an oxynoron?

MARCO
Yeah. Kinda |like ‘special agent.’

COLONEL GARRET
Cut it out, Mjor.

AGENT W LLI AMS
What’'s your obsession with Raynond Shaw?

AGENT RAM REZ
Man of his dreans.

MARCO
Li sten, you m ght want to advise your ME
to check for an inplant in Corporal
Melvin’s back -- under the skin, just shy
of the scapula, left side ... if he’ s not
| ooking for it, he won't find it.

I npl ant. The Feds just stare at him Like he s nuts.

MARCO
| didn’t have anything to do with
Corporal Melvin's death.

AGENT JONAS
Yeah, but, that’s your opinion, and
judging fromyour file here, apparently
you don’t know your shit from your
oatneal, ny friend --

Mar co snaps, spins out of his chair and |unges at Jonas --
Lt. Col. Howard and the other agents step between the two
men -- pull them apart --

LT. COL. HOMNRD
(re: Jonas)
Get this man out of here.

AGENT JONAS
(tauntin? Marco)
Go ahead, nutball. Try it.

Marco PUNCHES t he agent so hard it knocks himdown to the
fl oor between the other two.
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AGENT JONAS
-- He hit ne! Fuck!

MARCO
He said | coul d.

Col onel Garret shoves Marco back into a chair, stays in the
m ddl e of the fracas, while --

LT. COL. HOMRD

Okay, OKAY --! That’s enough.
Gentl enen, | need a nonment with Mjor
Marco. Now.

The Federal Agents retreat with their bl oodi ed-nose, cold-
cocked col | eague, door sl amm ng behind them

ELLI E %V. Q)
Evidently this has been going on for
years ...
Only Agent Vol k remai ns, unnoved by what just occurred.
CLOSE ON - MARCO, catching his breath.

ELLIE (V.Q)
Sad little Tin Sol dier.

| NT. ELEGANT RESTAURANT - PRI VATE ROOM - DAY
Ellie eats, while Raynond flips through Marco’s extensive

file: cross-agency surveillance, Arny psychol ogi cal
profiling, FBI updates. Repeated buzzwords |ike: “nmentally

unstable,” “obsessed with Raynmond Shaw,” “del usional,”
“borderline functional,” “acute stress disorder "
ELLI E

Isn’t it disgraceful the way troubled
i ndividuals are allowed to sinply wal k
around with the rest of us until
somet hi ng horri bl e happens? Anot her

failure of the HMOs. |’ mthinking of
sponsoring a bill, with Senator Friednman
of Rhode Island --
RAYMOND

-- | don’t care.

_ ~ ELLIE o
Vell, imagine how terrified your ﬁeople
wer e yesterday when Maj or Marco showed up

at the airport and you invited him-- ny
God, invited him-- to tag al ong.
Knowi ng what they knew.

RAYMOND
| know him | served under him He was
a good man.
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ELLI E
That’ s what the nei ghbors al ways say
about serial killers.

Raynond stares at an old PHOTOGRAPH OF MARCO curled up in a
fetal position, on a V.A hospital bed.

ELLI E
(sighs)
Per haps we could arrange a pronotion to a
| ess stressful posting. Sonmewhere tropical.

125 I NT. FEDERAL BUI LDI NG - CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY 125

Marco wi th Howard, who's visibly upset. He |ikes Marco, it
breaks his heart to watch himunravelling Iike this. Agent
Vol k remains in her chair, on the other side of the room
The door opens, and Col. Garret cones in with WIlianms and
Ram rez, who gives Marco back his personal effects:

AGENT W LLI AVS
CGoodbye.

AGENT RAM REZ
Get out of here.

LT. CO.. HOMRD
He’'s free to go?

AGENT RAM REZ
Yes. Shaw won’t press charges.

AGENT WLLIAVMS
And your boy’'s got juice with inportant
friends. |It’s today s daily double.

Agent Vol k cl oses her notebook and noves past WIlianms as he
pi cks up the tape recorder. She glances at Howard, exits.

COLONEL GARRET
Someone from Senator El eanor Shaw s office
call ed and intervened on your behalf.

A beat as Ramrez and WIllians | eave the room Marco,
trying to process all this:

COLONEL GARRET
Maj or, you have reached the term nal end
of the Arny’s patience. You're relieved
of duty, effective immediately.

LT. CO.. HOMRD
There’s a young neurol ogi st at VWalter
Reed. Zahn.

MARCO
Sir, | know all about Dr. Zahn --
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128

LT. COL. HOWARD
He' s had consi derabl e success with Gulf
Syndrone --

MARCO
-- he was that guy at Guantanano who --

LT. COL. HOMARD
(cuts himoff)
| want you to get your affairs in order
and report to himfor evaluation and
treatnment first thing Monday norning.

MARCO
Sir, | know about Dr. Zahn. Renenber?
He’s that guy who --
(catches hinsel f)
Sir. Yes sir.

(beat)
["msorry.
LT. COL. HOMRD
Me too, Ben.
OM TTED 126
SERI ES OF X- RAYS 127

mcro-circuitry, neat as a pin --

DELP' S VO CE _
| thought you said you lost this.

TI GHT - THROUGH A STERECSCOPI C M CROSCOPE - THE | MPLANT

falls into focus, snooth and etched with integrated circuits
as intricate and beautiful as a henna tattoo ..

MARCO S VA CE
| found it again.

and parts are noving. Nano-nechanics, alive --
I NT. DELP'S LAB - SKYBOOTH - NI GHT 128

Delp jerks away fromthe m croscope, |ooks at Marco,
extrenely spooked.

DELP _
These are not sugposed_to exi st, nman.
These are only theoretical.

-- leaves the statenment hanging --



129 INT. DELP'S LAB - MAIN FLOOR - MOMENTS LATER 129

Del p freaked and hyper, gathering wi res and whatnot from

shel ves -- a veritable arm oad, as:
DELP
You sure you want to do this?
MARCO
Yes.
DELP
-- because | don’'t.
MARCO
[l owe you one.
Del p rounds a corner -- nonkeys scranbling around their

cages as he cones to the clearing where Marco sits on one of
the experimental gurneys, using a pen to wite on his arm

DELP
No. I'Il still owe you for getting ny
sorry ass out of Al bani a.

MARCO
-- Talk to nme about the inplant, Delp.

DELP
Manchurian d obal. Heard of en?

(of f Marco:)

O course you haven't. That’s how big
they are. Imagine not just a corporation,

Mar co, but a goddamm geopoliti cal
extension of policy for every President
since Nixon. Need a coup? They' Il train
your freedomfighters. And |ater when

t hose guys becone terrorists? They build
the holding cells to put “emin. Going to
war? They’ || supply the staging
facilities, weapon systens, hardware,
software, intelligence, food, ammo,

medi cal supplies, and officer |atrines.
Done fighting? They' |l do the nDP up,
provide security, pave roads, build

school s, feed survivors, drill for water
punp the oil, and polish the silver before
they pack up for the next war.

MARCO
Delp --

DELP

-- no noral conpass, man, cash is king.
Hel I, during Bosnia? They worked ethnic
cleansing Ii ke a commodities market:
Serbs for Croats, Croats for Serbs --



MARCO
You said the Arny inplants were for
medi cal energency dat a.

DELP

The ones they publicized were.
MARCO _

What -- there was a parallel project?
DELP

Oh man, was there -- all kinds of scary

i npl antabl e shit the dinton watchdogs
finally freaked out about, and cl osed down.

MARCO
How do you know all this?

DELP
Cuz they funded ne to make sone of their
scary shit.

MARCO
Del p, what does this inplant do?

DELP
I don’t know. At the very |east, GPS,
for someone who wants to know where you

are 24-7-365. The rest, | don’'t want to
know. You don't want to know -- shit --
it’s out of you, and you' re still alive.

That’ s the good news.
(off his arm
What are you doi ng?

| NTERCUT - MARCO S FOREARM -- he’s scrawling words on his palm
with a ballpoint pen: ROSIE. RAYMOND SHAW NMANCHURI AN- GLOBAL . .

_ MARCO
Back-up in case this nakes nme forget sone
stuff | want to renenber.

DELP -- eases Marco back on the gurney, deftly puts sone
I.V. taps into his arnms. Marco’ s | egs hang over the edge.

DELP
These are built for the nonkeys, so bear
with nme, man.

SERIES OF SHOTS -- he’s putting thread-thin el ectrodes I NTO
Marco’ s head, just beneath the skin.

DELP
|"’mputting you on a cocktail of
nmet hohexitol to take the edge off.

MARCO
Edge of f what ?



p. 78.

DELP
‘“CGetting clarity.” O whatever you want
to call it -- ECT not being the precise

science that, say, |eeching is.

Wres snake across the floor to the ECT [ El ectro-Convul sive
Ther apy] unit.

MARCO
You don’t think this is going to work.

DELP
It’s the desperation nove, man. But,
hey. There 1s a school of thought, says

a victimof induced abreaction -- if
you' re at all correct about what happened
to you -- can have it effectively
unscranbl ed by el ectroshock.

MARCO
"1l get ny nmenories back.

DELP
Yup.

MARCO

And if it doesn’t work?

DELP
-- if your brain’s been not just washed,
but dry-cleaned --?

Takes out a bite-guard and puts it in Marco’ s nouth:
DELP
-- you’ re fucked.

(then)
Try to rel ax, okay?

He throws the switch, sending electric current through
Marco’ s head --

-- Marco’s body ARCHES off the table and he goes into
seizure --

MOMVENTS OF TRUTH - RAPI D FI RE

FB129- FBA129 OM TTED _ FB129- FBA129
FBBlZQb— jEttlng | ow across sparkling, azure water as dawn FBB129
reaks --
FBC129-- inside of a helicopter -- dawn’s early |ight FBC129
f!Fttering -- Laurent -- gas mask down -- confers with a
ilot --
FBD129-;|FtiII jetting | ow across water, now toward an abandonedFBD129
village --
FBE129-- beach -- FBE129
FBF129-- ruins of an ancient caravansary -- FBF129

FBGL29-- SPIN DOMN on the upturned face of NOYLE, and -- FBG129



p. 79.

FBH129-- Marco’s HEAD SLAMVED DOWN, hard surface, a gun-like FBH129
ELECTRI C | MPLANT device FIRES its package into the skin
near Marco’ s shoul der-bl ade --

FBI 129-- inpressions of Melvin, Ingram Baker, drugged, wred FBI 129
up - -

FBJ129-- Raynond rel easing Baker’'s throat -- FBJ129

FBK129-- A GUN FIRES -- Eddie Ingram ten feet away, hole in hi sFBK129
head, falling --
-- REVERSE ON MARCO, reacting, all wired up --

FBL129-- the GUN falling to the crazy pattern of the tile -- FBL129
FBML29-- and Marco running, wres popplng off as he RUSHES FBML29
FORWARD -- toward daylight, past platoon nenbers, wres and
| . V. tubes snaking upward, watching ani mated Raynond Shaw

hero footage on a plasnma screen --
FBN129-- breaking outside, a glinpse of the azure sea waiting FBN129

there --
-- but DOWN, TACKLED - -
FBO129 OM TTED FBO129
t he SCREEN BLOOVS WHI TE, and conpletely enpty -- like an

Arabi an desert --
130 EXT. CENTRAL PARK - DAY 130
Mar co opens his eres to the glare of a crisp autum sun,
surreal colors: blue sky, shi mrering green, the skyline.
H's head is in Rosie’s lap, he lies curled in the grass.

A banana-yel | ow notorized nodel plane buzzes in tight
circles overhead.

Rosi e’ s tal king, but Ben can’'t hear her. Just the buzzing.
She stops, |ooks at him

RCSI E
Bl ank agai n?

Marco tries to say sonething, his nmouth is dry.

RCSI E
He said this woul d happen.

Marco stares, trying to orient hinself. H's armcones up to

shade his eyes -- nothing witten on it.
MARCO
Who?
RCSI E

Your friend.

MARCO
| don’t renmenber a friend.

Not hi ng.

RCSI E
Kind of |ike a conmputer system crash --
your brain goes down, then you boot up
( MORE)
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131

131A
131B
131C

TV131

132

Rosie sm | es.

ROSI| E( CONT' D)

again, but you lose all your RAM
(hesitates)
Do you renenber ne?

MARCO
~ (after a beat)
Eugeni e Rose.

Marco cl oses his eyes again and --

80.

SCREEN GOES BLACK.

Sil ence. Two beats.

Then the SOUND OF A TELEVI SI ON f ades up:

NEWSCASTER #3
U. S. planes bonbed selected sites in
Qui nea today, acting on intelligence that
the African nation’s mlitary regi ne had
secretly resuned its chem cal weapons
program. ..

ﬁthen)

Meanwhi l e, over a mllion signatures are
on petitions calling for a nationw de
recount arising fromtouch-screen voting
machi ne mal functions. Citizens for Fair
El ections clains the nmachines may have
m scount ed the popul ar presidential vote
by nore than twenty percent

TI GAT - A TELEVI SI ON (VI DEO)

Canpai gn footage of Raynond Shaw visiting schools in the
inner city, Arthur riding horses in Womng, the two nen

nmeeting wth

INT. ROSIE S

busi ness | eaders in Chicago.

NEWSCASTER #4
. | at est USA Today polls indicate a
“secure tonmorrow for Gov. Robert Arthur
and Congressman Raynond Shaw. The duo
hol ds a conmandi ng | ead, entering the
| ast two weeks of the canpaign ..

COUSI N' S APARTMENT - NI GHT

TV130

131
131A
131B
131C

TV131

132

Marco wakes up, still in a bed. Al one. The roombathed in

blue Iight fromthe smal

A 60- M NUTES

TYPE | NTERVI EW

| NTERVI EVER
Senator -- does it bother you that your
son publically repudiates so many of your
nore -- | don’t know -- controversi al
pol i cies?

ELLI E

No. He’'s his own person. Wile Raynond
may di sagree with me on sone issues, |
( MORE)

tel evi sion where the news drones.



TV132 OM TTED

Rosi e cones out of the bathroom wearing a |ong New York

ELLI E( CONT' D)

think we share the sanme fundanenta
vision of what this country can be.

| NTERVI EVEER
Which is --?
ELLI E
Better. Better and better -- safer,

braver, stronger. A beacon of freedomin
a world troubled by shadows. W --

America -- must prevail. The survival of
nodern civilization -- freedom and
denocracy -- depends upon it.

| NTERVI EVER _
So the two of you agree to disagree.

ELLI E

(light)

No normal man ever listens to his nother,
So -- what other choice to | have?

Rangers jersey, bare-legged, barefoot, hair wet froma
shower. Beautiful.

A | ong beat.

MARCO
It’s Wednesday.
RCSI E
Yes.
MARCO
Central Park was Monday. | canme hone
Fri day.
~ ROSIE
(sm | es)

That’s right.

Marco stares at the t.v. as she sits on the

edge of the bed, rubs her hair with a towel.

MARCO
How did | get here?

RCSI E
You cal |l ed ne.

MARCO
El Dorado 59970.
beat
I remenber ed.
beat)
| renmenber, and | didn't dream

81.
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RCSI E
It’s been weird, talking to you. Know ng
that you could fall asleep wth your eyes
open and wake up and have forgotten the
ol e conversation. | hope to God that
part’s over.

MARCO
VWhat'd we tal k about?

RCSI E
(vague)
Stuff.
(then)
You said you “loved” nme. Not to scare
you. Qut of nowhere, but nore than once.

MARCO
| renenber that.

Beat. She smiles. She leans in, kisses himlightly.

ROSI E
Li ar.

MARCO
VWhat el se did we tal k about ?

Rosi e opens her nouth --
SCREEN GOES BLACK.
Two beats of silence, then --
133 INT. RCSIE S COUSIN S APARTMENT - BEDROOM - DAWN 133

Marco wakes up. Cear headed. Calm Rosi e is asl eep
besi de himon the bed. The television is off.

134 I NT. BATHROOM - DAWN 134

Marco drinks water fromthe faucet, wi pes his nouth. Stares
at hinself in the mrror -- he |ooks |iIke death warnmed over.
Starts to smle ...

but his eyes stray up to the half-open mrror of the
vanity -- reflecting, behind him the bathroomwall: towel
racks, wall paper, a high VENT ... with A FAINT RED LED
gl owi ng | NSI DE

JUWP CUT: MARCO

Standi ng on the edge of the tub, stretched out, face pressed
up to the vent, trying to see inside --
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136

SUBJECTI VE: MARCO (B&W - THROUGH THE VENT

Looki ng back at Marco, peering in. Slightly warped by the
| ens. Freaking out.

RESUME - MARCO
He can just nake out the shadow of a TINY VI DEO CAVERA,
wi res snaki ng back into the ducting, mcro-Ilens adjusting
automatically to focus.
He slips off the tub, nearly falls, catches hinmself --
CRASH:
I NT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE ROSIE' S COUSI N S APARTMENT - DAWN 135

Rosie’s purse is dunped out on the floor, and Marco’s
tearing open her suitcase.

He's dressed, now, even has his coat on.

Rifling through her clothing, discovering, am dst her
bel ongi ngs:

FI LE FOLDERS, NOTES, REPCRTS

Miuch of the same material that El eanor Shaw showed Raynond.
Incrimnating stuff about Marco, tinetables, surveillance
phot ogr aphs, psychiatric eval uations and

AUDI O TAPES

M crocassettes, neatly | abelled with dates and hours ..
MARCO -- his world is caving in ..

| NTERCUT - SUBJECTI VE: (B&W - LI VI NG ROOM SURVEI LLANCE

RCsSI E
Ben?

Rosie, rolling off the bed, sleepy, |ooking around for
Marco - -

INT. ROSIE S COUSIN S APARTMENT DOORWAY - -
Rosi e swings the door open to the hallway. Her heart sinks.

RCSIE' S POV -- the deserted hallway. Her enptied suitcase

and handbag -- the contents scattered in disarray ... Marco
i s gone.
EXT. APARTMENT BU LDI NG - DAWN 136

Marco bursts out of the doormar, into the grey |light of
norning, and runs, the files fluttering under his arm



137
138

139

140
141

142

OM TTED 137
I NT. SKYBOOTH OF DELP' S LAB - DAY 138

A CARETAKER rattling keys inpatiently behind him Marco
stands | ooking down into the pit of the abandoned | ab.

Del p and the nonkeys are gone. Enpty cages and unpl ugged
equi prent are all that remain of Delp and his fear project.

The utter quiet is deafening.
EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - DAY 139

Mar co novi ng, head down, eyes everywhere -- anybody coul d be
follow ng him Kbody coul d be watching him Anybody
could be part of t

~ ROSIE' S VA CE
(audi o surveill ance tape)
You said you “loved” ne ...
OM TTED 140
I NT. NEW YORK PUBLI C LI BRARY - ENTRANCE LOBBY - DAY 141
Marco enters, heads for the nain desk --

ROSIE S VO CE
... Not to scare you. Qut of nowhere,
but nmore than once.
TIGHT - |1.D. PHOTO CAVERA
Marco has his picture taken -- FREEZE --

MARCO S VA CE
I renenber.

TIGHT - AN |.D. CARD

Rolls out of the printer and drops on the main desk counter,
Marco’'s picture staring up at us --

VWH R of rew nding audio --
I NT. NEW YORK PUBLI C LI BRARY - DEEP IN THE STACKS - DAY 142

Marco deep in research, at a small table covered with books
and paper -- a crazy man’s kind of chaos.

MARCO S VA CE
(bl eedi ng t hrough ear phones)
What el se did we tal k about ?
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The file he stole fromRosie’s is disenbowel |l ed across the
desktop. A library tape machine plays one of the
surveillance tapes he's stolen from Rosi e’s.

| NTERCUT - M CROFI CHE

HEADLI NES flip past ... MANCHURI AN GLOBAL TO SUPPLY PRI VATE
ARMY FOR BELORUSSI AN WAR.  EQUI TY GROUP ANNOUNCES JO NT-
TREATY W TH SPAIN. SAHARAN CONGRESS | NVI TES MAN- GLOBAL TO
VIRl TE NEW CONSTI TUTI ON . .

ROSIE' S VO CE
Raynond Shaw. And about what haPpened to
K after you were captured. ack
ellcopters secret | aboratories, mnd
drugs, mad scientists, shock-torture ..

MARCO S VA CE
You don’t believe any of it.

ROSI E' S VA CE
It’s crazy. It sounds crazy.

TIGAT - A COPY MACHI NE
As Marco nakes copies, one after another --
MARCO S VO CE
-- maybe that’s what they want. Mybe
that’s what they want.
TI GAT - PHOTOCOPI ES

(}ajny NEWS and PUBLICITY PHOTOS of: Civilian Advisors with
the Mij ahedin in Af ghani stan, pre-fab Refugee Encanpnents in

Chechnyva, Wapons Systens Brochures, Minchurian d oba

Exggutivgg neeting with Saudi diqnitaries in robes ... same
Executives at a WO summ t ...

VWH R of the tape rew nding again, then:
| NTERCUT - TAPE MACHI NE

Marco pops out one tape, pushes in another. WH R of the
tape rew ndi ng again, then:

MARCO S vA CE
W flew | ow across water. Ccean.

| NTERCUT: A MAP OF THE M DDLE EAST

the tiny islands off Qatar. Marco circles an area in
central Kuwait, then traces an arc circunscribing ocean and
| and forns. Possible |ocations of:

143



MARCO S VO CE
It was like a field hospital, set up in
this ... I don’'t know.

ROSIE' S VA CE
Mlitary?

MARCO S VA CE
No. Maybe. Western nedicine, nodern
equi pnent. State of the art equi pnent.
W were all hooked up to IV tubes and
wires and nonitors -- stuff |’ve never
seen before.

FB143 ELASHBACK: ROSIE S APARTMENT

Si | houet t es.

86.

_ : _ Marco, on the bed, nunb. Rosie sits opposite,
listening intently.

RCSI E
Were you tortured, Ben?
MARCO
No. Yes.
(beat)
There was pai n.
(beat)
There were invasive procedures.
RCSI E
For exanpl e?
MARCO
[ nvasive. They went inside nmy head.
(beat)
-- | watched Raynond Shaw kill soneone.
| watched himkill Private Robert Baker.
Li ke it was not hing.
MARCO
And | think they made ne kill soneone

too. One of ny people. Kid nanmed Eddie
| ngram

ngobeat)

| renmenber Omnens thought he could rap.
Wl son had this prompicture of his wife
he kept inside his helnet. |ngram was
gonna go to Grad School. Philosophy. Al
Mel vin, he was career. Baker |ied about
his age ... barely eighteen when ...

Rosie tries to touch him but he stops her --

MARCO
| remenber thinking: | gotta get ny nen
out of here. | gotta get free. | gotta
hel p t hem
(beat)

( MORE)

FB143
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MARCQO( CONT' D)
A sol di er needs to know who his eneny is.
We t hought we knew. We thought we knew.
-- WHR of audio fast-forward - -
RESUME - LI BRARY 144
Marco takes his thunb off the shuttle button and --

-- finding, finally, an inside page of the SCl ENCE &
TECHNOLOGY section of the Tines, with the headline:

MANCHURI AN HOPES NEW | MPLANTS SAVE LI VES

... and a p.r. PHOTO of Managing D rector David R Donovan,
smling, flanked by a TEAM OF SCl ENTI STS. The caption only
nmenti ons Donovan by name -- in the picture his hand is

extended, he’s got a tiny inplant device cupped in his palm

RCSI E S VA CE
Did he have a nane?

Who? MARCO S VA CE
(0)

Marco stares at the photograph.
PANNI NG Tl GHT - ACROSS THE SCI ENTI STS

in the b.g. of the photograph. HOLDI NG on one, half-hidden,
just slightly out of focus.

It’s Noyle.
ROSI E'S VO CE
The person who did this, Ben -- what was
his nane? Can you renenber?
A long beat. Marco racks his nenory. Distant drone of DR
NOYLE' S VA CE S.O.h, fighting its way into Marco’'s
nsci n . Then --

MARCO
Noyle. They called himDr. Noyle.

PUSH in until Noyle is just a mass of pixels --
CRASH:
TI GHT - COWPUTER STATI ON - ANOTHER SECTI ON OF THE LI BRARY 145
A Googl e search. Marco types the nane: NOYLE.
| NTERCUT - COVPUTER SCREEN -- A GOVERNMENT website:
SOUTH AFRI CAN TRUTH AND RECONCI LI ATI ON COW SSI ON
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Thunbnai | photos of “25 SCI ENTI STS ACCUSED OF HUVAN
EXPERI MENTATI ON ON PCLI Tl CAL PRI SONERS. ”

SCROLLING DOMN ... UNTIL a photo of Atticus Noyle is center-
screen. Smling out at us.

CLI CK: HEADLI NES -- “Capetown U. Scientist Expelled: Alleged
ClA Ties” -- “Cenone Researcher Sought For Questioning by
The Hague” --

ON MARCO -- energi zed by what he’'s seeing --

CLI CK: SLIDE OVER NOYLE' S FACE -- key words |like “genetic

nenory enhancenent,” “behavioral nodification” ... a
QUI CKTI ME VI DEO t hat Marco activates, and --

I N STREAM NG VI DEG. NOYLE 146

H s sanitized, early sales pitch, all digitized and degraded
-- an old web interview

NOYLE
... we really can reinvent ourselves, you
know, by the renaﬁping of the human
genone. Adjust character and Bersonality
the way we do tummy tucks and breast
augnentation. Generate extraordinary
abilities in math, nmusic, athletics.
Tweak the synpathy gene, boost self-
confi dence --

CLOSE - ON MARCO

staring, excited -- the freak fromhis nightmares is real --

NOYLE (O S.)
(stream ng audi 0)
-- inplant nenory to offset the ravages
of dermentia, or free an individual from
the traumatic burden of his past

EXT. PENN STATI ON - DAY 147

Rai ning, hard. Marco hurrying toward the station entrance,
his research janmmed under his arm and in a grocery bag he’s
found sonmewhere

Collides with a guy in a suit. Papers go everywhere --
Marco YELLS at the guy and scranbles to pick up his
docunents, shoving people out of the way --

FREEZE FRAME.
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SERI ES OF STILL SURVEI LLANCE PHOTOS - SAME

Marco scranbling to get his stuff back together. He |ooks
i ke a crazy street person.

CRASH:
EXT. WASHI NGTON D. C. - CAPITOL H LL - DUSK 148
A sun throws yell ow across the Mall, and the Senate O fice
Bui | di ngs are ribboned with shadows.
I NT. SENATOR JORDAN S OFFI CE - DUSK 149

Jordan behind his desk, staring at a white business card
while a high-strung AIDE | eans in, talking | ow

Al DE
| called the Pentagon. They told ne he's
on nedi cal |eave

The calling card is Marco's, fromArny Intelligence. Jordan
flips it over. Marco has scrawl ed “DO YOU STILL WANT TO BE
VI CE PRESI DENT?”

~ AIDE _
Secret Service, they' ve got himon a
couple of their watch and observe |ists.

Through a gap in the doorway, Jordan can SEE Marco sitting
in his outer office, bag of evidence at his feet, hunched
forward, staring at the floor.

Al DE
| guess there's been sone trouble with
thi's guy, involving Congressman Shaw.

At the nention of the Shaw name, Jordan | ooks up --
I NT. JORDAN S OFFI CE - CONFERENCE TABLE - DUSK 150

Jordan sits behind the table, all of Marco’s docunents and
evidence arranged tidily in front of himin nmeagre piles,
Mar co paci ng, watching as Jordan finishes exam ning a thick

Atticus Noyle conmputer print-out.

JORDAN
Nobody wi Il believe this.

MARCO
Nobody bel i eved Wt ergate.

He sits down, opposite Jordan. A SENI OR STAFF MEMBER sits
on a chair in the corner, taking notes on a | aptop.



MARCO
O &lahoma City, or the Wrld Trade
Center. You wouldn’t have believed
Gswal d before Kennedy got shot.

JORDAN
Anong t he sharehol ders of Manchuri an-
G obal, should they ever publish a list --
which they won't -- you would find forner
Presi dents, deposed Kings, trust fund
terrorists, fallen Comuni st dictators,
Ayat ol | ahs, African Wr-Lords, and
retired Prine M nisters.

He puts the Noyle file down, pushes everything away.

MARCO
| can’t touch them | get that, |’ m not
stupid, sir.
_ JORDAN _
You bring me runors and conjecture.
MARCO

| started with nightmares, sir. Runors
and conjecture are a giant |eap forward.

JORDAN
Ni ght mares you’ ve interpreted, using as
Brinary resources a) your spotty nenory,
) the internet -- sacred sanctuary of
idiots and nutters -- and c) a crazy
man’ s not ebook, along with evidence you
chewed out of a man’s back -- all neatly
stitched together with the common thread
of a powerful, well-connected private
equity fund -- who will plead i1gnorance,
and be shocked, shocked, to | earn what
sonme of their subsidiary partners are
engaged i n.

_ MARCO _
| don’t give a rat’s ass about Manchuri an
Gobal! Sir, I don't care about them

That’ s not why |’ m here!

A cold silence. Marco stares at Jordan, pulls out one |ast
pi ece of paper.

MARCO
| |1 ooked you up too, Senator.

Jordan adjusts his position, frowns back at Marco.

MARCO
You were in the Arny.
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JORDAN
Drafted. | didn't make nuch of a
soldier, |I'"mafraid.

MARCO

That’s not what | saw in the record. You
know how it works, sir: wars are fought
one battle at a tine. And battles you
win one bullet at a tine.

Jordan nods again. Lost in thought.

MARCO
And |’ d be IKing if I told you I hadn’'t
factored in huge that you ve got a vested
personal, political, and patriotic
Interest in how this shakes out.

Jordan surveys the nmass of paperwork spread out before him
Looks up at Marco.

CRASH:

EXT. ELEANOCR S VIRG NI A MANSI ON - NI GHT

A limousine pulls up in front, followed by a car full of
Secret Service. Anderson floats out and opens the door for
Raynond . .

I NT. PRENTI SS MANSI ON - NI GHT

An argunent in progress as Raynond shrugs off his overcoat
into the hands of a SERVANT.

The | ow murnmur of Jordan’s voice, then | NCREDULOUS LAUGHTER
fromElIlie.

Raynond proceeds down the hallway to --
I NT. STUDY - CONTI NUOUS

Raynmond entering, closing the door behind himas Ellie
t hrows docunents across the room at Jordan

ELLI E
The man is insane, Tom-- full-blown
schi zophrenia -- he’'s been stal king
Raynond -- the FBlI is already all over
this, 1"ve seen their files -- have you

tal ked to thenf

Now t hey see Raynond, under the inposing Andrew Weth
pai nting of Tyler Prentiss that dom nates one whole wall of
the study, and Ellie stops.

151- A152
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RAYMOND
Al over what?

ELLI E
Your bipol ar war buddy has been sharing
his dreans with Senator Jordan.

JORDAN
Hel | o Raynond.
Raynond smiles -- it's terrifying -- the fragile, forced,
frigid smle of a man in pain.
RAYMOND

Hell o Senator. How s Jocie?

ELLI E
Can we please not go down that road?
Tom have you fact-checked this with

anyone?

Jordan ignores her, picks up a picture of Noyle and snoot hs
it onto the desk for Raynond to see, as:

JORDAN

Do you recogni ze this man?
RAYMOND

No.
JORDAN

H's nane is Atticus Noyle. He is a South
African scientist and nercenary. Someone
our ClA turned to for covert mnd warfare
agai nst the Soviets in Afghanistan,
someone who has sold his technol ogy and
services to terrorists and rogue states.

RAYMOND

What’s he got to do with ne?
JORDAN

Maj or Marco clains that this man --

ELLI E JORDAN

-- In his dreans. -- brai nwashed you --

JORDAN

-- contrived to have you win the Medal of

Honor -- and has you poi sed to becone the

first privately owned and operated Vice
President of the United States.

RAYMOND
Sir, |'"ve talked to Ben Marco. He's
si ck. Del usi onal



JORDAN
Nevert hel ess, he’s pulled fromhis nad
hat sonme remarkably | ucid connections
bet ween his dreans of your exploits in
Kuwait, and this Dr. Noyle, and the
private equity fund Manchurian d oba

Raynmond frowns, |ooks fromJordan to Ellie.

JORDAN
... your nother’s primary political
benefactor for the past fifteen years.

ELLI E
Christ, Tom They contribute to half the
Senate. Both sides of the aisle.

RAYMOND
What are you sayi ng?

JORDAN
At the tine of Desert Storm Dr. Atticus
Noyl e was wor ki ng under a research grant
from Manchuri an d obal. Your nother’s
friend. Devel oping deep inplant behavior
nodi fication. Genonic reconstruction

RAYMOND
What ?
_ JORDAN
There is reason to believe that you have
becone a ... marionette, Raynond.

Consigned to a nmulti-national syndicate
so that they can bend the world to their
own specifications.
RAYMOND ELLI E
What ? Tom - -

JORDAN
Rogue scientists. Mnd control.
Manchuri an G obal. You. Connect the
dots, Raynond.

ELLI E
My God, Tom --

JORDAN
Where was your fanous “Lost Patrol” for
those three “m ssing” days? El uding
capture in the desert, or being
m crowaved by this Atticus Noyle, at a
secl uded Manchurian d obal field hospita
an hour’s chopper ride from your
abducti on point?



ELLI E
(not unki ndly)
-- Has the |l oss of the nom nation driven
you around the bend? Seizing upon Mj or
Marco’ s ravings like --

JORDAN
If this conmes out, true or no, it would
be catastrophic for the canpaign. For
the country!
(beat, a threat?)
And it will come out.

Silence. The statement hangs there.

RAYMOND
Senator, what are you suggesting | do?

JORDAN
For now? Wt hdraw.

~ ELLIE _
He’s not going to step down on the basis
of a crazy man’s fantasy --

JORDAN
-- bow out gracefully. Personal reasons.
An obscure illness. Yield your spot on

the ticket, and go into seclusion ..

He gl ances coolly at Ellie --

He starts to

JORDAN
... and then surrender yourself to
federal authorities, help themtrace this
thing to its source, and address the
damage that nay have been inflicted on
you. 1’1l be waiting for your press
announcenent first thing in the norning.

ELLI E
Tom If there’s even an inkling of truth
in your charges, believe nme, | wll get
to the bottomof it.
JORDAN
You have twel ve hours, Senator.
| eave --
ELLI E
~ (unintim dated) _
But if 1t’s not -- true? | wll see you

i npeached on the floor of the Senate, and
bury you.

94.



Jordan wal ks out. Raynond and El eanor have hardly noved.
Sound of the front door opening, closing ...

RAYMOND
If these peopl e have sonehow done
something to nme, Mdther, | will undo it --
ELLI E
-- we’' Il undo it together --
RAYMOND

-- and | pray to God you’'re not part of
It --

_ ELLI E _
-- Lf they’ve done anything --
RAYMOND
-- Mot her!
(beat)
| have -- | have been dream ng about --
ELLI E
Raynmond. [|’'Il take care of this -- don't
worry --
RAYMOND
-- and the inplant, | think the inplant
was - -
ELLI E _
-- please, Raynond! Sit down.
RAYMOND
(i gnores her)
-- | need to -- call -- Ben -- said there
were tests | could have done, to see
what - -
ELLI E
Raynmond - -
RAYMOND
-- to see where they' ve --
ELLI E
Ser geant Shaw - -
Raynond sl ows -- curious to be addressed like this --
RAYMOND
What ?
ELLI E

-- Sergeant Raynond Shaw - -

RAYMOND
Mbt her



He's turning -- the roomconming alive -- light shifting,
intensifying -- that terrible vividness -- and the wail of
t he zaghar eet

EXTREMELY CLOSE ON - ELLIE

ELLI E
Raynmond Prentiss Shaw - -
(sad)
Li st en:
CRASH:

155 OM TTED 155

156 EXT. CHESAPEAKE BAY - JORDAN S HOUSE - DAWN 156
A lacy fog rising fromthe reeds on the shoreline as the
Senator drags his kayak fromunder the pilings of a
pristine, clapboard cottage to the edge of the water.

157 I NT. JORDAN S HOUSE - DAWN 157
The house is beautiful, everything perfect. FLOAT through
FI NDI NG Jocie in a back bedroom waking slowy in a huge
bed, hearing the splash of her father’s oar in the water,
rolling to ook out the wi ndow and watch her father, in his
kayak, paddling away ...

FBA158 JETTI NG LOW FBA158
across sparkling water, as dawn breaks -- just like Marco's
retrieved nmenory -- toward a distant shore, that becones --

A158 EXT. SOVEWHERE ON THE M D- ATLANTI C COASTLI NE - DAWN A158
A BULLET TRAIN races north --

158 I NT. TRAIN - SOVEWHERE | N MARYLAND - DAWN 158
Marco jolts awake, as if froma bad dream startled --
cranped in a seat, just another runpled, mearr traveller --

a CONDUCTOR S VO CE drones destlnatlons “Phi | adel phi a,
Bal ti nore, Newark, New York City ...~
159 EXT. CHESAPEAKE BAY - JORDAN S KAYAK - DAY 159

The Senator rows with confidence, his bow cuts the gl assy
surface of the bay, fog ripples away fromhim dreany.

Up ahead, he can see the ghost of his house. And a figure
on the shoreline.

JORDAN
Who's that?



RAYMOND
lt’s nme, sir.

JORDAN

stops paddling, and lets the kayak drift in. He' s breathing
hard, sweat glistening on his face.

RAYMOND
sl oshes down into the water, wades out waist-deep --

JORDAN
Wai t. Oh, don't do that, | can --

RAYMOND
| cane to apol ogize, sir.

JORDAN
-- the water nmust be freezing. Wat are
you doi ng? Raynond. Don’'t bother, |
can --
Raynond catches the bow of the kayak, turns it.

RAYMOND
[’msorry.

JORDAN
| amtoo. But, your nother nust --

Wth one notion, Raynond R PS t he two-bl ade paddl e out of
Jordan’s hand, and FLIPS the boat over --

- RAYMOND
I’msorry, sir.

-- Jordan goes under, legs trapped in the kayak --
160 UNDER THE WATER - JORDAN 160

flailing -- trying to get out of the kayak, incapacitated by
the cold water --

161 I NT. JORDAN S HOUSE - DAWN 161

Joci e wanders, sleepy, into the main room pulling on a
hooded sweatshirt -- and SEES, THROUGH THE BAY W NDOWE:

-- her father’s upended kayak.
-- afigure in the water, as if trying to save him--
162 EXT. JORDAN S HOUSE - DAWN 162

Jocie sprints down toward the water, screamng --



JOCELYN
DADDY!

-- Raynond turns and sees her running toward him For a
nonment tinme stands still -- Jocie trying to process Raynond
Shaw in the water with her father, and Raynond trying to
process, through the curtain of his fractured consci ousness,
Jocel yn Jordan

JOCELYN
| eaps into the water, thinking she’ll help wwth a rescue.
The cold hits her |like a sl edgehammer -- followed by the
realization Raynond’'s trying to drown her father --
JOCELYN

Raynond, what are you doing?! No! Stop

it! Stop --!
She tries to shove Raynond away fromthe boat, but
RAYMOND
turns, grabs her by the hood of her sweatshirt --

-- and whi psaws her out into the deeper water, shoving her
under it.

Jocelyn’s hands claw at him but he's stronger, and the
wat er has no effect on him

She thrashes wildly ... and he | ooks down at her through the
water, hair flowing, utterly beautiful ... as if in a dream
RAYMOND

far away)
Shhhhhhhh.
Jocel yn weakens ... succunbs ... her body floats away.
163 NEWS COVERAGE - LATER - SAME DAY (VI DEO 163
TVA163Col d tapestry of images behind the MAJOR MEDI A | CON: TVA163
Jordan’s official Senate portrait, file photos of Jordan and
Joci e together, Jordan’s house.
TV163 MEDI A | CON TV163
the five-term Senator -- and recent
front-runner for his party’s vice
ﬁresidential nom nation -- appears to

ave accidentaIIK drowned when his kayak
overturned near his Chesapeake Bay hone.
Police say his daughter, Jocelyn, 35, nmay
have been trying to rescue Jordan when
she was, herself, overcone by the icy

wat er
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165
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167

CAMPAI GN COVERAGE - SAME DAY (VI DEO)

an i npronptu stand-up wi th visibly-shaken presidenti al
candi date Arthur outside ARTHUR- SHAW canpal gn headquarters:

164

ARTHUR TV164

Horrible, horrible thing. Senator Jordan

was a statesman of the highest integrity.
(fighting enotions)

Tom Jordan was a friend. A damm fine

man. A great Anerican.

I NT. PENN STATI ON - MANHATTAN - MARCO

staring nunbly at the news report on a little portable t.v.
in a NEWS Kl OSK - -

I NT. CAWMPAI GN RALLY - DAY

SLOW NG MOTION: the world a blur around Raynond as he wal ks
a gauntlet of reporters shouting questions: about policy,
about Jordan. Expressionless, he just keeps wal ki ng, but
his |ips nove --

-- “tragedy” -- “senseless” -- “great |oss” --
EXT. GROUNDS OF ELLIE' S MANSI ON - DAY

Donovan wal ki ng besi de Senat or El eanor Prentiss Shaw.
VWhiting just behind them Further off on the grounds, a
LONE FI GURE di screetly tracks with the group.

DONOVAN
You trusted us to bring you back your
boy, and we delivered. W trust you with
our technology -- and suddenly you turn
himinto a common hit man.

ELLIE
cool as ice) _

How fucking dare you. | trusted you with
ny son, and you --

DONOVAN
-- you didn’t even ask us.

ELLI E
Oh, don't lecture ne. You swore it was
fail safe: no | eaks, no dreams -- not even
shadows of what was done to Raynond --

DONOVAN
You needed to ask before you acted. This
is not a --

ELLIE

(tal ks over him
-- Tom Jordan was going to destroy
( MORE)

165

166

167
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ELLI E( CONT' D)

everything we’ ve worked toward, and every
one of us along with it, and you wanted

me to call a neeting?

VHI Tl NG
She’s right, David, if Jordan had gone
public --

DONOVAN
Look. In the larger course of history,
there are key players, and role players,
and -- I'msorry -- we are all role
pl ayers, with fixed values and fi xed
agendas, that get wei ghed against --

ELLI E

Bul I shit.

(t hen)
We're tal king about ny son and the future
of this country.

(beat)
Not just the untold billions to be made
by your shareholders in pursuit of your
i nsati abl e corporate mandate to
capitalize on every single destructive
nove currently being nade by nankind.

DONOVAN
I thought we understood each other.
ELLI E
Ch, we do. Your God is noney --
DONOVAN ELLI E
-- and yours is? -- and you' |l do anything to
get it, and keep it. |
know.
VWHI Tl NG
Ellie --
ELLI E

But I"'mwilling to take the big risks --

| ook out at destiny and junp. Mke

hi story, not just witness it. My God,

where are all the nmen anynore -- yes, |

made a decision, and -- | saved your

pl an. X&ic% neans that you can trust ne.
eat

And you’' Il have to. Because, ny father,

Tyl er Prentiss? He never asked. He just

did what needed to be done.

168 INT. ROSIE S COUSIN S APARTMENT - N GHT 168

Rosi e asleep. PUSH IN RAPIDLY ... then a HAND conmes down
hard and efficiently against her throat --

-- she wakes up, fighting for air --
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MARCO
(a whi sper)
How does the President die?

He sits on top of her, pinning her arnms down. She struggles
to say sonething. Mrco shakes his head.

MARCO
What ot her reason woul d theY have for
putting Raynond Shaw into place? Chain
of succession. The vice presidency is
just a stepping stone, isn't it?

He rel eases her throat, and she gasps for air --

MARCO

When. \Were. How.
(t hen)

|’ mgonna stop this. W’Ill go to the
Feds. You and ne. And tell thema
story.

RCSI E
VWo' Il -- believe --

MARCO
Maybe they will, maybe they won’t. |
don’t know. | don’t care any nore. |It’s
all 1 have.

Rosi e bucks -- gets a hand free -- SLUGS Marco, and they
tunble off the bed in a tangle of blankets and Iinbs --

RCSI E
conmes up holding a 9 nmrevolver to Marco’ s forehead.

RCSI E
| am the Feds.

She coughs. Marco stares at her, dunbfounded.

RCSI E _
W’ ve been watching you, trying to sort
this out. It’s either you're telling it

strai ght and we’ve all got sonething big-
time to worry about, or you' re crazy and

dangerous -- either way we’ ve had to keep
you on a short |eash, ‘cuz if we |ock you
up we’'ll never know.

(beat)

And we can’'t tell anybody because we
don’t know how deep this river runs.
(beat)
If there is a river.
(of f his expression)
You got away from ne.
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MARCO
Senat or Jordan and his daughter were
nmur dered. And Raynond Shaw is the
reason.

RCSI E
shakln% her head)
Ch Ben. The thing is? want to believe
you. God hel p ne Ben, I do.

MARCO
-- | amclearer on this than |’'ve ever
been --

RCSI E _
Everybody el se wants you junked up on
Thorazi ne and just not a probl em any
nor e.

_ MARCO
It’s regine change, in our own country --

rich guys, funding bad science, to put a
sl eeper in the Wiite House --

_ RCOSI E
Listen to yourself. You' re a poster boy
for paranoid fantasies.

Beat. Silence, broken only by their breathing.
MARCO
| screwed up. Jordan was mny trunp card,
and | screwed it up.
(t hen)
Either help nme, or shoot ne, Rosie.

There’s no middle ground anynore. Make a
choi ce.

He gets up -- Rosie’s not going to shoot him--

RCSI E
| made a choice when | net you, Ben

SMASH CUT TGO
169 NOYLE 169
frowning --

NOYLE
Raynond -- Raynond --

TURN:
DREAMSCAPE - AS BEFORE

Raynmond hands a service revol ver past Noyle, to
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MARCO -- who prines it, ainms --
NOYLE (O S.)

Captai n Marco, would you pl ease shoot
Private Ingramso we can nove on?

- - MARCO SHOOTS | NGRAM I N THE FOREHEAD - -
I NT. LI MOUSINE - MORNI NG 170

RAYMOND
Aaaahhhhhhh --!

Raynond awakens with a startled shout, face fl ushed,
sweating. Terrified --

M RELLA/ ANDERSON
Aaaahhhhhh - -1

-- Raynond finds hinmself in the back seat of his linp, his
canpai gn aide Mrella, her assistant, and Anderson, al
startled and shouting too --

M RELLA
You okay?

RAYMOND
Yeah. Yes. Bad dream

ANDERSON
W’ ve arrived, Congressman.

Raynond sits up.

RAYMOND
Ckay.
EXT. P.S. 16 - WESTCHESTER - DAY 171
Raynond energes to caneras and fanfare -- it’s el ection day,

and he’s going in to vote.

Ander son and ot her agents clear a path up the steps into the
ELEMENTARY SCHOOL VOTI NG SI TE. Reporters shout questions
that Raynond just answers with his professional snile.

INT. P.S. 16 - GYMNASI UM - DAY 172

A tenporary polling place. Flags, tables, not too crowded.
VOTERS st eppi ng out of the way. POLL VOLUNTEERS pressing in
to shake hands and w sh Raynond Shaw good | uck. And

RCSI E
on the edge. She badges Anderson, and talks to him He

nods, noves over and talks quietly to Raynond as Raynond
signs his nane in the voter registration |og.
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Then |l ets Rosie guide himto a booth on the end --

I NT. VOTI NG BOOTH - RAYMOND 173
pulls the giant lever, the curtains close, finds --

A NOTE -- folded, taped to the nmachine.

RAYMOND -- opens it, reads it.

VOTI NG BOOTH - MOMENTS LATER -- the curtain opens and
Raynond steps out, smling again. Caneras flash, video
crews wave boom m kes, expecting a sound bite:

RAYMOND
| was on the fence when | wal ked in there
... but then I saw ny nane on the ball ot
and | knew what | had to do.

Laughter. He whispers to a poll volunteer, and she points
hi m down a hal | way - -

INT. P.S. 16 - CORRI DOR 174

Raynond, Rosie and his Secret Service detail -- Rosie |eads
themto a doorway, holds it open for Raynond, but puts her
hand |ightly on Anderson’s chest when he starts to go in to
sweep the room - -

RCSI E
It’s clean.
INT. P.S. 16 - SPECI AL ED. ROOM - DAY 175
Smal |, and private. Raynond turns on the light. Marco is
in the corner, waiting. H's Noyle File in one hand.
MARCO
How s your back?
RAYMOND
It hurts.
MARCO
[’msorry.

Raynond cl oses the door, turns, takes in the room tiny
chairs and tables, walls covered with kids’ draw ngs, and
nea&ly every object in the roomnaned and | abelled with 3x5
cards.

RAYMOND
|’ ve been having the dreans, Ben.

MARCO
That’ s good.
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RAYMOND
Good? They're inside ny head. They got
i nside, the way you said they would --

MARCO
W' ||l get ‘emout.

Raynmond is digging into his pocket.

RAYMOND
They're all ... twisted together -- and |
dream things, terrible things, that can’t
possi bly have happened. [|’m gone, Ben --

I’mlosing it --

From his pocket, Raynond renoves something w apped in
ri bbon: his MEDAL OF HONOR

RAYMOND
| don’t deserve this.

MARCO
Raynmond - -

RAYMOND
Joci e’ s dead.

MARCO
| know.

RAYMOND
-- and the Senator.

MARCO
Yeah.

RAYMOND
Dd | doit?

MARCO

| think so, yeah

Raynond presses the nmedal into Marco’s hand. Cl oses Marco’s
fingers over it, formng a fist --

RAYMOND
| don’t renmenber. | don’'t remenber it.

Raynond | ooks up at Ben. Unconprehendi ng.

MARCO
Did they tell you what they want you to
do, Ray? W gotta know what’ s gonna
happen, we gotta know when’s it gonna
happen -- you can help ne do this -- |
can get the Feds, the police.
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OM TTED

Raynond’ s cell phone rings. He ignores it.

RAYMOND
Are we friends, Ben? | want to believe
we were friends.

MARCO
W' re connected -- that’s sonmething -- on
sone | evel nobody el se can under st and.
You coul d have had nme | ocked up -- but

you didn't! That proves there's a Eart
they can’'t get to, deep inside -- the
part where the truth is, and they can't
touch us there. That’'s what we need to
tap into, Raynond, that’s the part where,
you and nme, we’'re gonna take them out.

RAYMOND
| thought you were smarter than this.

Wth a sad grin, Raynond takes the ringing phone fromhis
i nsi de pocket .

RAYMOND
You don’t think they saw this com ng?
You don’t think they factored you in?

MARCO
Raynmond, listen to ne! The fact is that
Jocie was a m stake, and we’'re gonna nake
‘empay for it.

RAYMOND
|’mthe eneny, Major Marco, and the only
way to stop nme is to kill ne.
(into the phone, pleasant:)

Hel | 0?

MARCO RAYMOND
No! Come on, Ray -- fight (into the phone)
it -- Yes not her.
A class BELL RINGS --
| NTERCUT - CORRI DOR - DAY
Students flood the hallway -- Laurent Tokar wal ks ri ght past

Rosi e and Anderson, heading toward the special ed room --
RESUME - THE SPECI AL ED ROOM

MARCO
Hang up

176
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RAYMOND
(into the phone)
Yes, he’s right here.
Raynond extends the phone to Marco.

RAYMOND
She wants you.

Marco hesitates. Me? But takes the receiver --
| NTERCUT - ELLIE S PLAZA HOTEL SU TE - MORNI NG 180
on the phone in her |avish room

ELLI E
I's this Mjor Marco?

o MARCO
Yes it Is, Senator.

ELLI E
-- Maj or Bennett Marco --

Marco reacting quizzically -- sound of the distant w ndstorm
buil ding --

EXTREME CLOSE UP - MARCO - HI' S EAR -- at the phone:

MARCO
Yeah ...?

MARCO S EYES flicker to Raynond s eyes --

ELLI E
Bennett Ezekiel Marco --

-- Marco’s senses are quickening -- the light literally
changi ng around him-- that terrible LUMNOSITY -- as --
SOUND of fabric, in the wind -- the SANDSTORM RAG NG - -

Marco’ s eyes shining now, hyper-alert -- a warrior’s eyes --
MARCO
Yes.
ELLIE S VA CE
-- Listen:
CRASH:
INT. P.S. 16 - CORRI DOR - MOMENTS LATER 181

The happy chaos of scream ng kids. Raynond energes,
smling. Surrounded inmediately by Anderson and his secret
service detail, and escorted out of the buil ding.
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ROSI E
fights through the throng of students --

-- to the office door. She bangs on it -- PUSHES it open --

182 I NT. SPECI AL ED. OFFICE - DAY - ROSIE 182
Errpt%. Marco gone. The Noyle File lies open -- and enpty --
on the floor. She rushes through a connecting door --

183 I NT. AUDI TORI UM - CONTI NUQUS 183
-- third-grade students |oud, happy, rehearsing a patriotic
“Abe Lincoln” election day skit -- no Marco here -- she’'s
|l ost him --

184 I NT. SPECI AL ED. OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS 184
Rosi e cones back through, out into the hallway and stands,
in the river of children -- she’s lost Ben --

185 EXT. P.S. 16 - FRONT STEPS - DAY (VIDEO 185

TVA185News footage of Raynond energing fromvoting, waving, and TVA185
headi ng back to his car --

TV185 NEWSCASTER #6 TV185
Candi dates made ritual trips to the
voting booths today ...

186 EXT. ANOTHER POLLI NG PLACE (VI DEO 186
TVA186 SI M LAR footage of Arthur emerging, waving to the caneras. TVA186

TV186 NEWSCASTER #6 TV186
... Governor Arthur, casting his ball ot
in North Platte, will spend el ection
night in the Big Apple, with running-mate
Raynond Shaw . ..

PULL SLOALY BACK:

187 OM TTED 187
188 | NT. PLAZA HOTEL SU TE - LATE AFTERNOON 188
TV188 A beautiful suit laid out on the king-size bed ... shoes TV188
the television ON, but silent: network election night
coverage ... nunbers flashing. Arthur/Shaw are exit poll
wi nners in Al abama, Florida, Maryland, Pennsylvania, New
York ...
ELLIE (V.Q)

The bullet wll pass over your shoul der,
just mssing your head on the way to its
t ar get
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| NT. BEDROOM - LATE AFTERNOON 189

where Raynond sits, stripped to the waist, watching the
mrror as his nother |loons over him in a beautiful Chinese
silk dress, conbing his danp hair.

ELLI E
... because, of course, the assassin --
t he deranged, obsessed, tragically
paranoi d, |one gunman -- is trying to
kill you.

RAYMOND
The Major is an excellent marksnan.

She touches his bare shoul der, | eaves her hand there.

RAYMOND
But what will happen to hinf
ELLIE
gentl e)
The assassin always dies, baby. It’s

necessary for the national healing.

She takes his shirt off a hanger, he stands up, and she
starts to dress him--

ELLI E
l’msure you will never entirely
conprehend this, darling, and | know, the
way you are right now, this is like
trying to have a whi spered conversation

with soneone on a distant star ... but it
must be said, Raynond -- | did this for
you -- so that you coul d have what |

could not, what your father didn’t want --
what %our grandf at her dared to dream

possi ble --
She runs her hands through his hair. Tears fill her eyes.
ELLI E
-- when you ran away to join the Arny,
after that girl, after Jocie -- when you

swore you’ d never speak to me again, |
felt your father’s shadow pass across us,
and | couldn’t et himruin you the way
he rui ned hinsel f.

(beat)
That’ s when Mark Whiting came to nme with
talk of extraordinary scientific
br eakt hroughs ... Attitude adjustnent ..
Reconciliation ... Geatness. So | let
them take you, and change you. Not too
much. Not so nuch that you' d notice.
Just enough to bring you back to ne.
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RAYMOND
Yes, nother.

ELLI E
And | ook what you have, now Look how
far we’ve cone! It’s working, darling --

they think they own you, but they are
very, ver% wong. You' re not sonething
u

they can y and sell, Raynond, not for
any price -- we’'re one, and there’ll be
no stopping us now, will there? W're

going to save this country in the hour of
Its greatest need.

Raynond is dazzled by Ellie’ s radi ance.

RAYMOND
Yes, nother.

She straightens his tie. Her hands caress her son’s
shoul ders.

ELLIE
How nmuch you | ook |ike ny father, now --
you have his hands, and you hold your
head in the sanme proud way. And when you
smleit'’s likel'malittle girl again,

and o . . . .
When yoglgagnzlY?|¥WE;F§%iIyéq(a——
Raynmond noves to her -- their enbrace is all consumng --
I NT. REGENT WALL STREET - GRAND BALLROOM - DUSK 190

A DI ZZYI NG OVERHEAD SHOT, slowy tw sting: canpaign
volunteers mlling through enpty chairs, dozens of t.v.
nonitors glow with early el ection coverage, a STAGE BAND
war m ng up, bass thunping, the roomfestooned with *SECURE
TOMORROW banners, and --

TWO VAST FLOOR- TO- CEI LI NG, VI RTUAL WALL- TO- WALL SCREENS,
specially installed for the occasion, define the entire east
and west walls of the ballroom They glow pure blue, as if
wai ting --

I NT. DI SUSED PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - HI GH ABOVE THE FLOOR 191
A LAM NATED ALL- ACCESS SECURI TY BADGE dangl es from

Anderson’s neck as he pushes the last screw back into a

cooling vent along the wall.

I NT. SERVI CE CORRI DOR 192

Ander son emnerges as anot her SECRET SERVI CE AGENT cones down
t he hal lway --
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ANDERSON
Al clear.

He cl oses the lighting room door.
193-194 OM TTED 193-194
195 | NT. GRAND BALLROOM - ON THE G ANT SCREEN, ABOVE THE STAGE 195

renot e-cam i mages of the enpty stage and podiumblink to
life, enornous, finding focus, and --

AT THE BACK OF THE BALLROOM - ENG NEERI NG CONSCLE

a DI RECTOR and a team of TECH GUYS nurnur in headsets,
commanding a matrix of nonitors, control panels and m xi ng
boards. ON ALL THE SCREENS: different views of the enpty
stage, from various caneras.

196 ANOTHER ALL- ACCESS SECURI TY BADGE 196
just like Anderson’s. PAN UP

MARCO -- resplendent in dress uniform hair trimed, a man
reborn. He |ooks so rejuvenated, for a nonent even we don’t
recogni ze him

I NT. SERVI CE HALLWAY - MARCO

steps over television cables and power lines, follows their
drunken path to the end of a narrow corridor --

UNLI T CORRI DOR

Marco slips in and out of darkness. Passing no one. NO SE
echoi ng insanely fromthe ballroom

197 I NT. DI SUSED PRQIECTI ON BOOTH 197

Marco enters, closes the door. Takes his coat off and folds
it neatly and puts it on the floor. FOLLONH M as he stoops
to find a H G+ TECH METAL CASE hidden in the air vent

... he opens it, revealing a disassenbl ed SNl PER RI FLE,

st ereo RANGEFI NDER EYEPI ECE, |ive rounds, sandbag, tripod
and a S| DEARM ...

... he turns toward the back of a MASSI VE WALL-GRI D of LIGHT
FI XTURES facing outward to the auditorium hot w th RED

VHI TE- AND- BLUE r adi ance.

He wal ks to the grid and peers through it --

PUSH OUT:
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I NT. BALLROOM - STAGE - A PROCESSI ON OF CAMPAI GN WORKERS 198

wal ks out of the back of the stage, a VIDEO A.D. with a
headset | eadi ng them backpedaling, barking instructions
| ost in the general din.

They all hold big, hand-printed NAME CARDS: Gov. Arthur’s
ai de, TATUM (Q&Q dreadl ocks) clowns around with his “Pres.
Arthur” placard. Oher p.a.’s and assistants hold: “FEirst
Lady Arthur”, “Arthur Kids”, “FEriends & Bob”. Mrella

Freeman has her “V.P. Shaw'; Gllespie, trying to | ook

anmused (but not very) his “Sen. Shaw Veep’s Mni sign.
BACK OF THE ROOM - ENG NEERI NG CONSCLE

The Director speaks into his headset, his voice broadcast
over the house speakers:

DI RECTOR
Okay. Crowd cheering. Mich el ation.
The president noves to his mark --

CRASH:

199-205 OM TTED 199- 205

206

TV206

207

208

FLURRY OF | MAGES (VI DEO) 206
Over | appi ng news reports:
NEWSCASTERS (#7/ #8/ #9) TV206
(gar bl ed, overl appi ng)
CBS/ ABC/ CNN FOX proj ect Robert Arthur and
Raynond Shaw to be the next President and
Vi ce President of/have won the

presidential election/have been el ected
by a | andslide --

| NT. REGENT WALL STREET BALLROOM - NI GHT 207
Bedl am Packed now with cel ebrants. CONFETTI rains down,

t he CHEERI NG over powers even the rock and roll band as it
strikes up a post-punk rendition of “Yankee Doodle.”

I NT. SECURI TY COWAND CENTER - NI GHT 208

TWO DOZEN MONI TORS show di fferent angles of the entrance,
corridors, security |lanes, but --

RCSI E

is off to one side with a couple other Feds and a SECURI TY
QJY, reviewing the entry tapes fromearlier --

ON THE SURVEI LLANCE MONI TOR

peopl e whoosh through gates in digitized triple tine --
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ROSI E
St op.

-- there’s Marco. The imge slows. Marco noves herky-jerky

through the security station, stop-action. Rosie pretends
she’s interested in sonebody else -- then:

RCSI E
No ...

The tape resunes triple-tine --
| NT. PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - MARCO

Deli berately hand-feeding live rounds of ammo into his rifle
-- CLICK, CLICK, CLICK --

-- he’ s ready.

CRASH:
OM TTED
| NT. REGENT WALL STREET BALLROOM - ON THE STAGE
Arthur and Shaw and their entourage explode victorious from
the back, just like in the rehearsal. |CONIC SAVPLI NG of
“regul ar Americans” in full-dress uniform acconpany the
wi nners: a soldier, a sailor, a fireman, a marine, a
pol i ceman, a fighter pilot, everybody waving, smling.
THE CROAD -- ecstatic
RCSI E

A tiny island of worry in a sea of celebration. The huge
light grids ripple with patriotic bunting effects.

She scans the crowd, the perineter, the bal conies ..
ON THE d ANT SCREEN, BEH ND THE STAGE

an ENORMOUS cl ose-up of Arthur --

THE TWO COLOSSAL WALL- TO-WALL SCREENS

are alive with soaring, | MAX-style postcard footage of
Aneri cana: Monunent Vallg%, Pi ke’ s Peak, Colunbia River,
ea

gol den waving fields of t -- city skylines -- perfect
beaches -- mmjestic off-shore oil rigs -- galloping herds of
buffal o -- the breathtaki ng grandeur of American nature,

Aneri can achi evenents --
| NTERCUT - MONI TORS

Various angles on-stage of Arthur, his wife, his famly,
cl ose and | oose --

209

210
211
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THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE - SAME TI ME 212
Crosshairs finding, |locking on Arthur -- who is waving, and

sl ow ng to shake on-stage supporters’ hands --

BALLROOM FLOOR - ROSIE 213
staring up at the left-side lighting grid ... where she

thinks she saw novenent. As it blinks OFF, and then ON
again in a different pattern, there’s the SILHOUETTE of
somet hi ng.

A figure behind the grid. Marco? She’'s sure of it --

-- and she’s noving, pushing her way toward an exit, pulling
atiny wal kie-talkie fromher pocket and yelling into it --

THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE: 214

Rock-steady on Arthur and his hundred-watt smile, as he now
separates fromthe procession and noves to his center stage

mark -- just like in the rehearsal.
The crowd begi ns to CHANT.

ON THE STAGE - RAYMOND 215

Cal m and focused. Smiling. H's nother |eans close,
whi spers sonething --

I NT. SERVI CE HALLWAY - BEHI ND THE BALLROOM - NI GHT 216

Rosie joined in stride by Feds fromthe conmand center --
SOUND of the cel ebration boons through the building --

I NT. STAI RWELL 217

Rosi e | eads the way, two steps at a tine, pulling her gun
from her hol ster and checking the clip --

MARCO S EYE 218
cl ear and unwavering -- his pupil tightening as --
THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE 219

Arthur turns to Raynond and gestures --
ON THE STACGE - ELLIE 220

Fbrmgyes shining as Raynond steps forward -- the ROAR of the
crowd --

| NT. PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - MARCO 221
He slips his finger through the trigger guard --
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THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE 222
Cross-hairs on Arthur. But a DARK BLUR suddenly passes in
front of Arthur, nonentarily ECLIPSING Marco’s view --
| NT. BALLROOM - ENG NEERI NG CONSOLE - SAME Tl ME 223
A few of the canera nonitors have enpty frames, waiting for
Raynond to arrive, but --
DI RECTOR
Danm t, Shaw m ssed his first position --
(t hen)
Find him-- go with him--

ON THE STAGE - SAME TI ME
Raynond has joined Arthur center-stage, instead of noving to
the rehearsed first mark --
I NT. PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - MARCO 224
his finger notionless inside the trigger guard --
THROUGH THE SCOPE: ARTHUR AND RAYMOND 225
But Raynond is blocking Arthur now -- he’s waving, staring
up into the lights ... searching. Finds the spot he’s been
| ooking for --
CLOSE ON - MARCO 226
Frowni ng. Raynond has nade Marco’s shot inpossible -- kill
Arthur, and he kills Raynond t oo.
I NT. PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - MARCO 227
com ng off the eyepi ece of the scope.
OM TTED FB227
He wi pes sweat out of his eyes. Blinks. 228
ON STAGE - ELLIE - SAME TI ME 229
Appal |l ed at Raynond’'s departure fromthe plan.

230-233 OM TTED 230- 233
ON THE G ANT SCREEN, ABOVE THE STAGE 234
A sprawl i ng hero shot of MI. RUSHMORE, featurin
traditional quartet, plus stony CAd additions of PRESI DENT-

ELECT ARTHUR, and RAYMOND PRENTI SS SHAW
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BALLROOM - ENG NEERI NG CONSOLE

DI RECTOR
Now nusic --

MJSI C starts: a post-punk cover of the Kinks “Better
Thi ngs,” bl aring.

ABOVE THE BALLROOM - LI GHTI NG GRI DS

change to rippling American Flags --

| NT. BALLROOM - SAME TI ME 235
Musi ¢ pul sing, the room exploding with col or and

celebration, lights flaring, side walls alive with iconic
Anerican i mages --

The raucous crowd starting to CLAP in rhythm-- people
CROONI NG al ong with the song’s chorus, as --

ON STAGE - A JuBI LATI ON TABLEAU

peopl e wavi ng, huggi ng, dancing -- nore super-insiders

Joining the throng onstage, shaking hands, high-fiving --

OM TTED A236
STAGE - RAYMOND B236

turns and snmles at his nother. Myves toward her --

I NTERCUT - VARI QUS MONI TORS - SAME TI ME

-- Ellie, stunned -- painfully aware that the eyes of the

world are on her -- and Raynond noving, taking his nother’s
hands -- inviting her to dance.

PRQIECTI ON BOOTH - MARCO C236

pl aces his eye to the scope --

THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE - ARTHUR D236
Marco finds him-- adjusts the crosshairs --

I NT. SERVI CE HALLWAY - SAME TI ME 236
Rosi e and the Feds sprint toward Marco’s projection booth --

ON STAGE - RAYMOND AND ELLIE 237
as Ellie surrenders to the nonent, and enters Raynond s arns

-- what el se can she do? -- this is her son, her dream|is

hal fway there ... and the President can di e another day.
They swirl off to the nusic --
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THROUGH MARCO S SCOPE - ARTHUR 238
perfectly centered in Marco’s sights, but then --

-- Raynond and Ellie glide in front of Marco’ s target --
lingering in Marco's eyeline, Raynond stares up into the
scope -- eyes trusting, urging, as if he's saying: now --

-- then ARTHUR | S ALONE AGAIN, in the center of the
crosshairs, waving and grinning at the ROARING CROND |i ke a
man who’'s just been el ected President, but --

-- MARCO s cross-hairs SWNG OVER, finding RAYMOND AND ELLIE
again --

STAGE - ON ELLIE - SAME TI ME 239
| ooking into Raynond’s eyes ... follows his gaze up into the
dazzling glare of the stage lights -- first shadow of doubt

crawl i ng across her --

THROUGH THE SCOPE - ELLI E AND RAYMOND 240
They’re right in Marco' s cross-hairs.

MARCO A241

Commtted. Al nost serene.

ELLI E 241
Eyes wide -- realizing too late --
| NTERCUT - MARCO 242

Pulls the trigger. BAM BAM BAM

Raynond and his nother are kicked back into the horrified
cel ebrants on the stage --

-- the sane bullets ripping through both of them --

-- toppling together, dead before they hit the ground --

I NT. PRQJECTI ON BOOTH - SAME TI ME 243
The Feds KICK the door in --

MARCO

calmy putting a clip into the handgun fromhis kit --
starting to raise it --

RCSI E
BEN! ! !

She shoots him
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W DE - THE BALLROOM - N GHT 244

BALLOONS cascade down on a nearly bl ack-and-white tabl eau of
pandenoni um and chaos, against the soaring wall-to-wall

I mges of Anerica’ s greatness displayed on the | MAX screens.
Scream ng and shouting. President-elect Arthur vanishing in
a phal anx of Secret Service. VIDEO CREWS pressing in on the
stage, norbidly curious ...

... and a strange clearing around the bodi es of Raynond and
El eanor Shaw, crunpled, bloody ...

still locked in their enbrace.

| NTERCUT - | MPRESSI ONS OF NEWS FOOTAGE - ON A MONI TOR A245

TVA245Crowds pressed to the Regent rear entrance -- frantic TVA245

245
TV245

cops clearing the way for BODY BAGS energi ng on stretchers,
one, two ... three -- this third one guided and fiercely
attended by Rosie through the confusion -- shoved into a
wai ting norgue truck ... VWE ARE

I NT. A HUGE OFFI CE SOVEWHERE - NI GHT 245

Donovan stands in front of a massive flat-screen tel evisionTV245
wat chi ng the mayhem at the Regent Wall Street ballroom

PULL BACK TO REVEAL: a nunb collection of horrified
Manchuri an G obal executive office enployees, watching in
silence ... a visibly shaken Witing, ashen-faced, head in
his hands, eyes red with tears, and Johnston, stunned,
pacing --

JOHNSTON
Jesus. Jesus H Christ ... Jesus H
Chri st

TI GHTEN on DONOVAN. Expressionl ess, except for a cryﬁtic
fromn. He raises his armand uses a renote to kill the
pi cture.

SCREEN GOES BLACK.

246-247 OMTTED 246- 247

248

A VIDEO STILL FRAVE NMATERI ALI ZE 248

flickering on. The SECURI TY FOOTAGE of Marco entering the
Regent WAll Street hotel. Hi s face turned away.

FLI P

ANOTHER FRAME -- Marco turning toward us. H's FACE becom ng
artificially highlighted, digitized -- MORPHED. ZOOM I N as
his features BEG N TO CHANGE. Non-descript. New features
engrging. Caucasi an. Not Marco. CLICKING of a keyboard,

and --
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ROSI E'S REFLECTION -- becones visible across the screen of
THE VI DEO MONI TOR on which the security footage flickers.
W are:

I NT. VIDEO CA@ BOOTH

Where an ENG NEER wor ks keyboard and nouse, digitally
altering the footage of Marco as Rosie watches, intently,
fromjust behind him

ROSIE'S BOSS commands the room suit and tie, inpressive.
Everybody waiting for his decision, he nods his assent --

-- further back in the same room ... another senior FEDERAL
AGENT, Special Agent VOLK, from Marco's interrogation ..
and Col onel Garret |eans against the far wall, arnms fol ded,

expressi onl ess.

MEDI A | CON (V. Q)
(fadi ng up)
... the FBlI today rel eased security
footage of the assassin of Raynond and
El eanor Prentiss Shaw entering the hotel
two hours before the fatal shooting ...

The Engi neer finishes what he’s doing, resets the tape and
now it begins to PLAY again, IN REAL TIME -- and we watch a
white man in uniformgo through security, as:

NETWORK NEWSCAST (VI DEO)
The footage we’ve just seen playing behind:

MEDI A | CON

authorities say the gunman, a white
mal e, 30 years of age, may be a civilian
mlitary contractor who was believed to
have been killed in a car bonb expl osion,
four years ago. The alleged assassin was
at that tine a covert operations
speci al i st enpl oyed d obal Endeavours, a
UK subsidiary of the equity fund
Manchurian d obal. A second forner
Manchuri an G obal subcontractor was taken
into custody by federal agents at
Chicago’'s O Hare airport early this
norni ng. Laurent Tokar made news years
ago during the first Persian Gulf War for
his alleged involvenent in the anbush on
the Lost Patrol. Authorities would
nei ther confirmor deny a connection
bet ween the two nen.

PUSH PAST her, TIGHTEN IN on the inmage of the | one gunman
and the i mage expl odes into pixels acconpanied by --

-- the rising SOUND of the BLADES OF A HELI COPTER, under:

249
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TV250
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VEDI A | CON
President-el ect Arthur has vowed to
bring to justice whatever nation -- or
nations -- are responsible. Still

reeling fromthe recent tragic | oss of
Senat or Thomas Jor dan, Congress has

al ready announced a fresh i1 nvestigation
into Jordan’s death, in an effort to
learn if it is in any way related to the
assassi nati ons of Raynond and El eanor
Shaw . ..

EXT. OCEAN - DAY 251

VE ARE JETTI NG LOW and inFossiny fast across whitecapped
azure water, toward crunbl ed ruins of a | ong-abandoned
village on an enpty beach -- we renenber it vividly from
Marco’s nenory -- arriving to slowly SPIN and hover over the
remants of an ancient caravansary:

EXT. DESERT | SLAND BEACHFRONT - ARABI AN SEA - DAY 252
H GH ANGLE, DOMN on Marco and Rosie, noving across the

ntricate, sun-bleached tile work we renenber from Novyle’s
ab.

Marco | ooks past her, to the water, which stretches out from
here, as if to forever.

MARCO
| renmenber running.

Hs armis in a sinple sling. He noves |ike a man who’s
been shot, and not quite recovered -- noves past Rosie, out
of the broken-down ruins ..

MARCO
| had to get out where the sky was.

. Rosi e notions the soldiers to stay back, follows him by
her sel f

MARCO
| had to get to the water. Escape.
Regroup. Cone back, and get ny nen.

PULL BACK as they wal k down the beach to the sea. A few
tunbl e-down buil dings are all that renmains of an ancient
seasi de town. Marco approaches the water’s edge, sl ows,
starts to crouch ...

MARCO
| thought: if | can {ust get to the
wat er, everything will be okay.



p. 121.

CLOSE ON A PATCH OF SAND - -

MARCO S HAND ENTERS FRAME hol di ng a photograph, laying it
upon the sand -- it’'s the SNAPSHOT of the patrol that we
remenber fromhis apartnent -- the nen smling, hopeful --

MARCO S HAND reenters the frane, now pl aci ng Raynond’ s MEDAL
OF HONOR on top of the photo -- MARCO S HAND wi t hdraws ...
and a gentle wave of water washes over the photo and nedal
... A MOVENT LATER the wave wi thdraws, taking the nedal and
thedphoto withit ... we are left with only the glistening
sand.

_ NOYLE (O S.)
Captain Marco --

Marco stands, stares out, uncertain, at the horizon --

NOYLE (O S.)
-- when you're rescued and returned with
your patrol to conmmand headquarters, what
will be anong the first duties you wll
undert ake?

MARCO (O S.)
Il recommend Sergeant Shaw for the
Medal of Honor, ma’am He saved our
lives, termnated the eneny and | ed us
across the desert to safety.

NOYLE (O . S.)
Yes. Brilliant. But there were
casual ti es?

MARCO (O S.)

There are always casualties in war.

BLACKQOUT.



