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FADE IN:

INT - GREG’S TIME-MACHINE - N/A

GREG briefly finds himself floating inside a horizontal tube, 
used as a shaft turning the hands of a giant timepiece.

Despite the exponential speeding up of the time piece, the 
water GREG floats in is relatively calm.

The water stirs, slipping around the spinning surface,leaving 
GREG undisturbed.

INT - CHILD PSYCH OFFICE - DAY

A child, GREG, lays on a psychiatrist couch, hypnotized.

PYSCHIATRIST
And where are you now, Greg?

GREG
I’m inside the clock.  The machine.

PYSCHIATRIST
And this machine is at the centre 
of the explosion?

GREG
I guess so.  I was pulled into it.

PYSCHIATRIST
You were pulled into it when the 
wave of light hit you?

GREG
The electromagnetic pulse.

The psychiatrist writes “EMP” on his note-pad beside a note 
that states GREG’s parents were killed in a nuclear 
explosion.

PYSCHIATRIST
Where are your parents while all of 
this is happening, Greg?

GREG
I don’t know.

PYSCHIATRIST
Were they with you before you 
traveled into the clock?



GREG
Pulled into the machine.

PYSCHIATRIST
Sorry, pulled into the clock?

EXT - SUBURBAN HOUSE FRONTYARD - DAY

A child, GREG, plays outside with a few toys.

His mother, MRS. D’ISM is supervising.

A low whistling approaches very slowly, GREG looks up from 
his toy.

GREG
Where’s Dad?

MRS. D’ISM
Dad’s at work, honey.

GREG immediately goes back to playing.  

MRS. D’ISM stands, looking toward the city. 

The whistling approaches closer.

GREG is distracted by the whistling as the bomb connects in a 
flash of white light.

INT - CHILD PSYCH OFFICE - DAY

GREG, the child, winces on the couch.

GREG
My mom was there.  Dad was at work.

The PSYCHIATRIST checks his clock.

PYSCHIATRIST
Thank you Greg. I’m going to count 
backward from three; when I reach 
the number one you will wake up; 
you will retain everything we 
discussed here today, accepting it 
as a matter of fact, as a distant 
memory of people who loved you.  
You will awake refreshed and ready 
to accept the challenges of life.  
Three.  Two.  One.
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GREG, the child, wakes from his hypnotized state.

PYSCHIATRIST (CONT'D)
Thanks Greg, I believe we had a 
great session today.

GREG
Did you get any answers today, doc?

PYSCHIATRIST
You mean -

GREG
Why I’m still here, but everyone 
else’s gone?

PYSCHIATRIST
Be patient Greg, the answers will 
come.

GREG is getting up and the PSYCHIATRIST is leading him to the 
door.

PYSCHIATRIST (CONT'D)
You’re a very special young man, 
Greg.  Are your Aunt and Uncle 
taking good care of you?

GREG
Yeah, they’re great.

PYSCHIATRIST
You give me a call if you need to 
talk, otherwise I’ll see you next 
week.

They are out of the office.

INT - CHILD PSYCH WAITING ROOM - DAY

GREG and the PYSCHIATRIST are greeted by GREG’s AUNT and 
UNCLE.

AUNT
How’re you doing Greg?

GREG
I’m good?  Can we stop for a ice-
cream sodas on the way home?

AUNT
The Malt Stop?
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GREG
Yeah.

UNCLE
How’s he doing doctor?

PYSCHIATRIST
Greg is a very lucky, very special 
young man.  How is doing in school?

UNCLE
His math and sciences are off the 
charts, history and literature are 
a bit of a struggle.

PYSCHIATRIST
And socially?

UNCLE
Well, there’s no evidence of 
bullying.  He’s got friends.  No 
team sports, but he’s pretty 
active.

PYSCHIATRIST
Good, good.

The PYSCHIATRIST pats GREG’s UNCLE on the shoulder, leans 
down to address GREG.

PYSCHIATRIST (CONT'D)
See you next week sir.

GREG
Later doc’.

GREG leads his AUNT and UNCLE out of the waiting room.

EXT - GREG'S AUNT/UNCLE'S HOUSE - DAY

A large backyard sporting a jungle-gym where GREG, a child, 
and his friend MARK climb and talk.

MARK
So what’s it like being hypnotized?

GREG
It’s fine.  Like sleeping.  Almost.
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MARK
What if he makes you quack lick a 
duck, or jump around on one foot or 
something?

GREG
Nah, it’s not like that, he just 
asks me questions.  Tries to get me 
to remember things.

MARK
Like how you survived a nuke?

GREG swings around punching MARK in the arm, hard enough to 
make him nurse it.

GREG
Don’t be a jerk.

MARK
You don’t be a jerk. 

GREG
There was one time though, when I 
went this trench in world war two.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD TRENCH - DAY

CHESTER (GREG), WWII a muddy trench where bullets fly from 
both sides as the Allied forces hold their ground.

WW2 SERGEANT
Chester!  Get your ammo and get 
your ass back on that line!

MARK (V.O.)
What was that like?

CHESTER looks around, reloads his rifle, and edges back up 
the trench.

GREG (V.O.)
Pretty scary.

CHESTER takes aim, fires a few rounds.

GREG (V.O.) (CONT'D)
And really dirty.
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EXT - GREG’S AUNT/UNCLE’S HOUSE - DAY

MARK
Dirty like your mom?

GREG gives MARK a sizeable punch in the arm.

GREG
Don’t be a Jerk!

MARK’s sheepishly rubbing his arm.

MARK 
At least your parents left you some 
money.

GREG
Yeah, for college.

MARK
I had to get a paper-route, and my 
Dad says when I turn 16 I gotta get 
a job to save for it.

GREG hops down.

GREG
Come’on, my Aunt’ll have lunch on 
by now, then we can go check out 
the sleugh.

INT - COLLEGE DORM - NIGHT

A modest college dorm with two sleeping areas where GREG and 
MARK reside.  There is evidence of a mountain lifestyle in 
the apartment, void of any drug references.

MARK is studying some Material Sciences books, when GREG 
enters carrying supplies to make protest signs.

MARK
Shouldn’t you be studying?

GREG
There’s a peace rally tomorrow.

MARK
You have a physics exam tomorrow.
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GREG
Have you ever known me to study for 
a physics exam?

GREG immediately sets to work making signs.

GREG (CONT'D)
That’s why I gotta get these signs 
done tonight.  So I’ll be ready to 
leave right after the exam.

MARK huffs and opens a second book to reference something 
from the first.

MARK
Well, some of us have to study.

GREG
You gotta stress less man.

MARK
Some of us don’t have the luxury of 
growing up with a crazy shrink 
programming us to be smarter.

GREG picks up a second felt marker colour, and throws it at 
MARK, who catches it before it could hit him.

GREG
Don’t be a jerk.

MARK
You don’t be a jerk.  The only 
reason you’re going is ‘cause 
Clarice is going.

GREG
Whatever man.  Don’t you have some 
studying to do?

Knock knock

Young GREG opens the door and Young CLARICE enters, with a 
big hug and kiss.

MARK
You’re not staying here tonight are 
you?

CLARICE
Hi Mark.  What’ya’ studying?
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MARK
Material Sciences, big exam 
tomorrow.

GREG
Don’t worry, we’re takin’ off for a 
while.

GREG grabs his coat and makes for the door leaving the signs 
unfinished.

CLARICE
Later Mark, good luck on your test 
tomorrow.

MARK
Don’t keep’im out too late Clarice, 
he’s got a big test tomorrow too.

CLARICE gives MARK a salute as her and GREG leave.

EXT - ANTI-WAR DEMONSTRATION - DAY

CLARICE is standing with a small click of people on the side 
lines of an Anti-War demonstration near some government 
buildings downtown.

GREG arrives with his arm loads of picket signs and starts 
distributing them amongst the small group that CLARICE stands 
with as she thanks him with a kiss.

PROTESTING FRIEND 1
Thanks Greg.

PROTESTING FRIEND 2
Great signs Greg.

CLARICE’s friends receive and inspect their respective signs 
and take-off into the crowd.

CLARICE pulls GREG in with them.

The Police SWAT arrives in Riot Gear.

A real HIPPY-TYPE PROTESTOR approaches the line of officers.

HIPPY-TYPE PROTESTOR
We’re Peaceful Protestors man, why 
don’t you just back-off.
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The Police line takes a step forward, the officer near the 
HIPPY almost hitting her with his baton as they start beating 
their shields.

An OVER-EXCITED PROTESTOR rushes in, bushing the HIPPY out of 
the way and throwing himself at the officer’s shield.

OVER-EXCITED PROTESTOR
What you’re going beat us into 
submission now?!?  Fuckin’ Facists!

The line approaches and the officer gives the OVER-EXCITED 
PROTESTOR a strong backhand with his baton stepping forward 
into his backswing.

GREG is near the front line with CLARICE and a few of her 
friends.

GREG
Come’on, we’d better get outta 
here.

GREG turns his back to the approaching police line and sweeps 
before CLARICE and her friends in an effort to shepherd them 
through the crowd, protect them from the police line.

The crowd is chaotic with pockets of protestors rushing 
toward the ensuing brawl, protestors frozen and watching in 
horror, and protestors running from harm.

GREG spots a small stream of people heading away from the 
front lines and immediately pushes CLARICE and a few of her 
friends into it when he’s knocked back by a pocket of 
fighters.

He’s caught his balance and heading back toward CLARICE and 
her friends when an officer, allowing a pocket of fighters 
through his place in line as he steps forward to deliver them 
a blow.

The officer connects with GREG’s lower back instead, send 
GREG forward.

His chest and face bounce off the pavement as the officer 
falls forward, his baton between his riot shield and GREG’s 
back.

A few crunches are heard.  CLARICE, being pushed forward in 
the stream of panic, looks back and Screams as she sees GREG 
bounced on the bloody ground under a Riot Officer.
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INT - HOSPITAL ROOM - DAY

GREG is in full traction, supported inside a rotating wheel 
where he is sleeping on his stomach when he starts coming-to.

CLARICE notices him finally stirring and rushes to his side.

CLARICE
Try to relax honey.

GREG twitches and winces.  CLARICE presses the nurse call 
button.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
Just, try to stay calm, the nurse 
is on her way.

GREG’s head is supported in tension, his jaw is wired, and he 
tries to speak.

GREG
What’s happened?

CLARICE
A cop beat you down at the protest, 
Greg.  He thought you were one of 
the rioters.

GREG
Are you ok?

CLARICE gives GREG what little affection she can through his 
contraption.

CLARICE
Oh Greg, I love you.  I got caught 
up in a rush of people trying to 
get away and I couldn’t get to you.

CLARICE cries.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
They just kept pushing me away from 
you and then I saw the cop jump on 
top of you...

GREG
I’m just glad you’re safe.

The NURSE enters.
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NURSE
Oh good, you’re talking.

CLARICE backs away from GREG to wipe tears and refocus on the 
NURSE.

NURSE (CONT'D)
We were worried that you might not 
be able to.

The NURSE grabs GREG’s chart.

NURSE (CONT'D)
And how’s the memory?

GREG
Seems fine.  Can’t seem to move 
much though.

NURSE
Well, that may come back with time.  
For now, try not to move too much, 
you have a lot of bones heeling.

CLARICE
Is he going to be ok?

NURSE
He’s recovering nicely.  There’s a 
controller near you left hand that 
will pivot the bed.

The NURSE checks GREG’s drips, one marked Intravenous, the 
other marked Morphine.  She makes a couple of notes on GREG’s 
chart and hangs it back up.

GREG starts rotating his bed through a standing position.

MARK enters as she’s leaving.

NURSE (CONT'D)
Yes, you can go in now.

MARK
Thanks.

MARK’s attention shifts to GREG and CLARICE.

MARK (CONT'D)
How ya’ feelin’ dude?

GREG
Not so great, man.
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MARK
Yeah, you’ve definitely looked 
better.

CLARICE is standing to give MARK a hug.  He immediately 
notices how tired she is.

MARK (CONT'D)
Why don’t you go home, get some 
rest Clarice, I’ll hang-out with 
danger-boy here.

CLARICE grabs her coat, she can lean in to kiss GREG from his 
new bed position and does, she touches MARK as she’s leaving.

CLARICE
Thanks Mark.  I’ll be back soon 
Greg.

She blows GREG a kiss as she leaves.

GREG
How long have I been out?

MARK
The protest was three days ago 
dude.  You took a serious beating.  
She’s been here the whole time you 
know.  The nurse wasn’t going to 
let her even see you ‘til you woke-
up, but she wouldn’t take no for 
answer.

GREG’s eyes are welling up.

GREG
Don’t let her mess-up her degree 
because of this.

MARK
Speaking of which, what’d you wanna 
do about yours?

GREG
Could you tell my prof’s?  Maybe 
they’ll let me work by 
correspondence or something.

MARK
Yeah, sure.

GREG
What does my chart say?
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MARK picks up GREG’s chart.

MARK
You’re gonna be here for a while, 
dude, broken vertebrae and the 
works.  Pretty lucky you’re not 
dead.

GREG
I can’t feel my feet Mark, and I 
can’t move anything past my right 
shoulder.  I’m pretty scared.

MARK
Your right humorous is broken dude, 
you should probably just think 
‘bout mending your bones before you 
start stressin’ ‘bout anything 
else.

GREG
You’re right.

The room falls silent.  GREG readjusts his bed position to 
better compromise between lying down and visiting MARK.

GREG (CONT'D)
What else have I missed?

INT - ENEMY DESERT SURGERY HIDEOUT - DAY

The MULLAH waits on a surgery table in the freshly sanitized 
cave. COLONEL AKBAR enters with a DOCTOR and a NURSE in 
scrubs.

MULLAH (IN FARSI)
Is everything ready?

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
The device is being delivered to 
your meditation chamber.

The MULLAH grabs the DOCTOR’s arm.

MULLAH (IN ENGLISH)
No Mistakes.

DOCTOR 
It’s a routine procedure, no 
different than a pacemaker. 
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COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
It’s easy, routine.

DOCTOR
Nurse.

The NURSE takes a mask from a tank of pressurized gas and 
anesthetizes the MULLAH for surgery.

COLONEL AKBAR turns to reinspect the diagram on the wall with 
cut-away views of a heart-monitor remote-control and a 
nuclear bomb as the MULLAH slips into unconsciousness.

EXT - COLLEGE GRADUATION - DAY

GREG is sitting near the isle, beside MARK and the rest of 
the graduating class.  Everyone is listening intently to 
CLARICE, who stands at the podium as Valedictorian.

CLARICE
So, as you travel out into the 
world on your own road of life, 
gear-up, lay-back, we’ve still got 
a thousand miles to go.

GREG and MARK start clapping and are immediately followed by 
the rest of the Graduates.  THE DEAN takes the stage.

THE DEAN
Ladies and Gentlemen, your 
Graduates.

The audience of parents, friends and extended family cheer, 
the Graduates roar up, many caps are thrown, and everyone 
rises to hug and mingle.  GREG remains seated though MARK 
stands.  CLARICE shakes hands with THE DEAN and leaves the 
stage to meet with GREG.

MARK pushes GREG in a wheel chair as the crowd of Graduates 
and families gives way to GREG’s AUNT and UNCLE, CLARICE and 
her family, MARK’s Parents.

MARK is distracted by his Parents.

MARK
Give me a second.

MARK leaves GREG, who wheels himself closer to the 
approaching CLARICE.

CLARICE leans down to kiss and hug GREG, and they share 
whispers.
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CLARICE
We made it.

GREG
You did a great job up there.

CLARICE kisses GREG on the cheek and rises up to meet the 
conversation between her Parents and GREG’s AUNT and UNCLE.

UNCLE
Truly, a fine speech, Clarice.

He extends his hand, but she hugs him.

CLARICE
Thank you, Mr. D’Ism.

CLARICE’S MOM
So, what are your plans down the 
road, Greg?

GREG
I’ll send out some resumes to some 
technology firms, but I think Mark 
and I might also try for a research 
grant.

MARK, hearing his name, joins the conversation.

CLARICE
Greg and Mark have made some major 
strides in material sciences.

MARK
We’ve been discussing starting a 
company, but it’s pretty difficult 
to find funding right out of 
school.

AUNT
Well, that might not be a problem.

GREG’s UNCLE tugs at AUNT’s arm, but she pulls away from him 
with an I know best look.

UNCLE
Maybe he’d better concentrate on 
his health first.

GREG
What are you two on about?
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AUNT
Your parents left you some money, 
for when you graduate.

UNCLE
Should be worth a few million 
dollars by now.

GREG
You’re kidding.

AUNT
They didn’t have a lot left, but we 
stashed it away in a high-interest 
account, just like they would have.

GREG is moved, frozen and welling up.

UNCLE
Well?

GREG reaches out to his AUNT and UNCLE, letting the tears 
fall.

GREG
Thank you...

They hug tightly.

GREG (CONT'D)
For everything.  Thank you so much.

AUNT
We might not be your parents, Greg, 
but you’re our son.

They let go.  GREG turns to his friends, looking on.

MARK
Greg?

GREG
I guess we’re in business.

CLARICE
Seriously?

GREG
Seriously.

The three friends cheer and slap hands and hug.  Their 
Guardians share a joyful chat.
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INT - PHYSIOTHERAPY OFFICE - DAY

GREG is walking between two balance bars.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST
You’re doing great Greg.

GREG’s leg muscle spasms and he almost falls.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST (CONT'D)
Another spasm?

GREG
Yeah.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST makes a note on GREG’s file.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST
How are the muscle relaxants 
working for you?

GREG
I stopped taking them, kept messing 
up my stomach.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST makes another note.

MARK and CLARICE arrive.

MARK
How’s he doin’ doc’?

PHYSIOTHERAPIST
Oh I’m just his therapist, you’ll 
have to ask him yourself.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST hangs up GREG’s chart.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST (CONT'D)
I’ll be back in a couple of 
minutes, nothing strenuous before I 
get back.

CLARICE
We’ll look after him.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST leaves, MARK and CLARICE move into 
position in case GREG needs help.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
How are you making-out, Greg?
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GREG
Stupid muscle spasms, just when I 
think I’m good.

GREG makes a few steps.

MARK
You’ve made major progress dude.

GREG
Yeah right.

CLARICE bounces in to peck him on the cheek.

CLARICE
You’re doin’ great Greg, you’ll be 
walking on your own again in no 
time.

GREG
How’s the business coming along?

CLARICE
All registered and legal.  The 
three of us are listed as the 
directors of D’Ism Inc.

MARK
We scouted out a couple of 
locations, we’ll have to get your 
opinion on.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST arrives with GREG’s DOCTOR.

DOCTOR
Hello Greg.  How are you feeling 
today?

The Doctor has a good look at GREG as he continues to support 
himself on the bars.  The PHYSIOTHERAPIST lingers in the 
background.  MARK and CLARICE give the doctor space.

GREG
I’m alright.

DOCTOR
I hear you’re not taking your 
muscle relaxants anymore?

GREG
I can’t take anything you’ve been 
prescribing.
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DOCTOR
And the pain isn’t too much for 
you?

GREG twitches, hiding an obvious spasm -

GREG
I Live With It.

The DOCTOR supports GREG, gently directing him into 
completing a step forward.

DOCTOR
I see.

The doctor releases GREG, who is now stationary and stable, 
takes GREG’s chart in hand, and pulls out his pen.

CLARICE
Is everything alright?

The DOCTOR finishes his browse of GREG’s chart and makes a 
few notes.

DOCTOR
I’m going to change your 
prescription.  Continue on with 
your physiotherapy as usual.

The DOCTOR hangs up GREG’s chart.

DOCTOR (CONT'D)
I’ll be right back with your 
prescription.

The DOCTOR leaves and the PHYSIOTHERAPIST steps in.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST
That’s probably enough for today 
Greg.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST pulls GREG’s wheelchair around.

PHYSIOTHERAPIST (CONT'D)
Your friends are welcome to wait in 
here, why don’t you get changed?  
Your Doctor will be right back.

The PHYSIOTHERAPIST finishes helping GREG into his chair and 
leaves the room with GREG’s chart.

GREG
I’ll be right out guys.
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GREG enters the changing area and closes himself in.  MARK 
and CLARICE are checking out some of the equipment.

MARK
This place looks like a torture 
chamber.

CLARICE
I wish I could make it easier for 
him.

MARK
He’s just so determined to get back 
on his feet.

CLARICE
The material you guys are working 
on, do think it could be used for 
something like this?

The DOCTOR enters.

DOCTOR
Greg?

MARK
He’s just changing.

GREG enters.

GREG
Yes?

The DOCTOR approaches GREG pulling a small package and a 
paper prescription from his pocket.

DOCTOR
This should help with your 
symptoms.  Instructions are in the 
package.  No driving or machinery 
until you know how it affects you.  
There’s a list of pharmacies and a 
note that you will have to keep on 
you at all times.

The DOCTOR hands the package off to GREG.

GREG
Jesus.  Anything else I should 
know?
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DOCTOR
Come see me if you have any 
problems, and good luck in your 
physiotherapy Greg.

The DOCTOR pats GREG’s leg as he makes his way out.

CLARICE
Holy crap, what’d they give you?

MARK
I bet it’s Oxiconten or some shit 
like that.

GREG opens the package as MARK takes position to push the 
chair.

GREG
It’s cannabis!?!

MARK
No way!?!

CLARICE
Seriously?

GREG pulls out a joint.

GREG
Seriously.

MARK
That’s awesome!

CLARICE
As long as it works.

GREG puts the joint back into the package as they leave the 
Physiotherapy Office into the rooms beyond.

GREG
As long as it works.

EXT - D'ISM BUILDING (FIRST YEARS) - DAY

GREG and CLARICE pull up in a car, they get out, GREG stands 
with a cane.

CLARICE
This is the other building we 
found.

21.



GREG
It’s a heritage building.

GREG approaches the building quizzically.

GREG (CONT'D)
I love it.

CLARICE
We thought you might.  It doesn’t 
matter so much anymore, but only 
the main floor is wheelchair 
accessible.

GREG and CLARICE peak through the window to the empty floor 
and rotting floor boards inside.

GREG
It’ll take a lot of work.

CLARICE
The realtor said it pretty much has 
to be gutted and rebuilt from the 
inside.  It’s a heritage building, 
so the outside has to stay the 
same.

GREG checks the door, it’s open.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
The cool thing is, we could buy it 
from the city for a dollar.

GREG and CLARICE enter the building.

GREG
Not anymore.

CLARICE
What do you mean?

GREG
I had Mark go down to city hall 
today to buy it.

CLARICE
I love you Greg D’Ism.

GREG and CLARICE kiss.
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INT - D'ISM BUILDING (FIRST YEARS) - NIGHT

GREG is looking out the window of the second floor of the 
D’Ism Building, lost in a happy memory.

Siren

An unfamiliar Air-Raid Siren goes off in the distance.

GREG sees a few small streaks and flashes of light in the 
distance beyond his reflection.

He re-focuses on the world outside as he hears a familiar 
ringing, surprised to find he’s stuck in a childhood memory 
of the day his parents died.

A bright flash occurs in the distance, as a mushroom cloud 
develops part of GREG is drawn through the window toward it, 
CLARICE enters and grabs GREG’s shoulders in a loving hug, 
just before that part of GREG drew his body through the 
window with it.  The world beyond his reflection returns to 
normal and his attention snaps to CLARICE.

CLARICE
It’s a beautiful building Greg.  A 
little bit of elbow grease and 
we’ll really have something here.

GREG hugs CLARICE, and looks suspiciously out the window.

INT - ENEMY DESERT MANSION - MORNING

Knock knock

The MULLAH rests in his bed when he hears a knocking on his 
door.

MULLAH (IN FARSE)
What is it?

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
It is Colonel Akbar sir.

MULLAH (IN FARSE)
Enter.

COLONEL AKBAR enters.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
How are you feeling today, sir?
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MULLAH (IN FARSE)
I am recovered nicely.

The MULLAH beats lightly on his chest.

MULLAH (IN FARSE) (CONT'D)
Strong like Ox.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
Good.  The preparations are 
complete.

MULLAH (IN FARSE)
I will meet you in the laboratory 
in an hour.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
Sir.

COLONEL AKBAR pays homage to MULLAH and leaves to make 
arrangements for his visit to the laboratory.

The MULLAH gets up, a little less Ox-like than suggested, and 
readies for the visit out of his bedroom.

INT - ENEMY DESERT NUCLEAR LAB - DAY

Scientists and Soldiers hurry around a weapons laboratory.

The MULLAH arrives.

COLONEL AKBAR is warned by a Soldier of the MULLAH’s arrival.  
He turns to the Scientists working next to him, a nuclear 
warhead sits on a mount nearby.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
Ready yourselves.

COLONEL AKBAR receives the MULLAH and directs him toward the 
nuke.

COLONEL AKBAR (CONT'D)
Hear is the warhead, sir.

MULLAH
And where is the trigger?

A SCIENTIST is pushed to explain.
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SCIENTIST
The receiver is here, sir, 
connected to detonate the bomb, 
once it is synchronized with the 
transmitter in your chest.

The SCIENTIST starts pushing buttons on the nuclear device.

MULLAH
How long will it take before it is 
active.

SCIENTIST
I am just synchronizing it now, 
sir.

The MULLAH turns to COLONEL AKBAR.

MULLAH (IN FARSE)
I want the device delivered to my 
meditation cavern as soon as 
possible.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
As you wish.

MULLAH (IN FARSE)
No one else is to know about.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSE)
I will see to it personally.

Beep - the device is synchronized.

SCIENTIST
There.  Now if your heart stops, 
this nuke will destroy anything 
within a about a hundred kilometers 
of it.

MULLAH
Excellent.

The MULLAH shakes hands with the SCIENTIST, distracting him 
as COLONEL AKBAR draws his gun in the background.

As the MULLAH turns to exit, the Scientists are immediately 
killed by COLONEL AKBAR by gunshots to the head.
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INT - D'ISM BUILDING (FIRST YEARS) - DAY

GREG has just hung up the phone.  CLARICE, ALBERT, MARK, LIZA 
and GREG are working away in their respective offices.

CLARICE comes into GREG’s office.

CLARICE
So?  What’s the news?

GREG
How’s Liza and Albert working out?

CLARICE
No problems, still professional.  
Maybe a bit more nose-to-grindstone 
now that they’re not a couple, but 
no fights.

GREG
Good.

CLARICE
Quit changing the subject Greg.  
What’s the news?

GREG
Assemble the troops, I’ll tell 
everyone at the same time over 
pint.

GREG gets up from his desk and grabs his coat as CLARICE 
leaves his office to gather everyone.

INT - GURU'S PUB - EVENING

CLARICE, ALBERT, MARK, LIZA and GREG have all received their 
drinks, the very young barmaid BECCA is walking away with an 
empty tray as GREG stands to announce:

GREG
I just wanted to start by saying 
thank you to Albert and Liza, 
without your help we would still be 
hammering away at the design of our 
manufacturing equipment.  Instead, 
we’ve just gotten approval from the 
Tsuu Tsina Council for the first 
D’Ism factory.  
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Peers Technology is going to be 
made on the Native Reserve, in the 
most revolutionary, ecologically 
friendly factory ever built.

MARK/CLARICE
Yes!

Everyone clinks glasses and takes a sip.  ALBERT and LIZA are 
happy yet seem mildly concerned.

GREG sits, and leans in to address ALBERT and LIZA.

GREG
First thing next week, I want you 
two to start work on redesigning 
the building to make use of our new 
material, and start brainstorming 
about different applications.

ALBERT
Yeah, we could do that.

LIZA
Yeah, cool, thanks.  I thought we’d 
be looking for new jobs.

GREG
You’ve proven yourselves, we’ll 
hang on to ya’, see what you’re 
capable of.

LIZA
Wow, thanks Greg, that means a lot.

ALBERT
Yeah, thanks.

GREG clinks glasses with ALBERT and LIZA, and takes his sip 
leaning back to leave ALBERT and LIZA a chance to enjoy their 
newfound job security.

EXT - DOWNTOWN DEPRESSION - MORNING

The sun is still rising over the neighboring buildings in 
this small city, shining through the windows in a yellowing 
glow, illuminating the buildings through the cloud of 
pollution over the skyscrapers of the larger city beyond.

The downtown core of the suburb town of Depression is quiet 
except for the city-commuter bus doing it’s return 
round,empty except for TRICIA MCALLISTER, who pulls the bell-
cord to force the bus to stop at the next bus stop.
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The bus hits full stop. TRICIA steps off, assesses her 
surroundings against the map on her phone, and heads straight 
for the non-descript, three-story brick building with D’Ism 
marked on the door.

INT - D'ISM 2ND FLOOR (EARLY YEARS) - CONTINUOUS

GREG D’ISM, a young man of early thirties, stands at the 
second floor window, lost in the beauty of rustic brick and 
concrete buildings.

Behind him, an environment mixed between work and play 
inspires creativity amongst the staff of D’Ism  Incorporated.  
CLARICE D’ISM, GREG’s wife and assistant, approaches from her 
office.

CLARICE 
Uh Greg,

GREG 
Clarice?

CLARICE 
Tricia McAllister arrived.

GREG 
Great

GREG checks his watch.

GREG (CONT'D)
-good sign.

CLARICE 
Do you mind giving her the tour? 
I’ve got a conference call in five.

GREG 
Not at all. Do you have time to 
greet her with me?

CLARICE takes GREG’s arm and they walk toward the spiral 
staircase at the centre of the office space.

INT - D'ISM 2ND FLOOR (EARLY YEARS) - CONTINUOUS

CLARICE is back in her office on a conference call when GREG 
and TRICIA come up the spiral staircase unto the 2nd floor.
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GREG 
On the second floor is Clarice’s 
office, my office, the kitchen and 
lounge areas.

TRICIA 
Kitchen and Lounge area?

GREG 
Yeah, sometimes we like to 
celebrate after a project 
milestone, or when you’re on a roll 
and can’t seem to get home, there’s 
a place for some nosh and some 
distraction.

TRICIA 
Nice. I was a bit worried about 
being so far from my apartment.

GREG 
Oh right, you still live in the rat-
race.

GREG notices TRICIA’s look, and moves on with the tour.

GREG (CONT'D)
So there’s an employee-only 
washroom - shower, linen closet -
help yourself as needed.

TRICIA 
All the comforts of home.

GREG 
There’s a spare room on the third 
floor, and of course the lounge-
couches

TRICIA 
No drunk employees driving home

LIZA, CLARICE’s assistant, approaches.

LIZA 
drunk, sleep-deprived... or 
sometimes when the project requires 
a split shift or something.

LIZA shakes TRICIA’s hand.
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LIZA (CONT'D)
Hi, I’m Liza.  We’ll be working 
together in design.

TRICIA 
Tricia McAllister.

LIZA 
That’s quite a grip.

TRICIA 
Sorry.

LIZA 
Do you workout?

TRICIA 
I practice a few martial arts.

LIZA 
Really?!? Do you teach it?

TRICIA 
I used to, that’s actually how I 
paid for university.

LIZA 
I taught Yoga on the roof last 
summer, but no one would show up 
when the snow started falling.

LIZA casts a playful-malicious look at GREG.

TRICIA 
Ahh.

GREG (TO LIZA) 
Sorry Liza, (to TRICIA) I should 
show you the lab now, introduce you 
to Mark and Albert.

LIZA (TO TRICIA) 
We’ll talk.

LIZA returns to her office.

GREG leads TRICIA back to the spiral staircase, and they head 
down toward the cellar.
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INT - GURU'S PUB - EVENING

GREG is standing, addressing CLARICE, MARK, LIZA, ALBERT and 
TRICIA, everyone is more than one drink into the evening.  
BECCA lingers within earshot, busying herself.  TRICIA sits 
near ALBERT.

GREG
I know that today’s announcement 
has come at a bit of a surprise.

MARK
They aren’t even looking for supply 
contract.

GREG
That’s right, they’re looking for a 
service contract, which means that 
they expect us, or at least our 
“team”, to be their soldiers.

ALBERT
Fuck that.  Tell’em to use their 
own people.

LIZA
They haven’t had anytime with the 
technology, and we haven’t had 
enough time to make it idiot 
resistant.  That’s why they’re 
asking us.

MARK
If they had taken us up on our 
offer in the first place - 

GREG
We were working on it, this 
conflict just took a bad turn 
quicker than anyone expected.

ALBERT
Well aren’t we just mister 
politically correct.  It’s a war, 
has been for a long time.

LIZA casts ALBERT a dirty look, trying to think of an 
argument, TRICIA notices and so does GREG, an argument about 
to erupt.
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GREG
It’s no secret that I’m a patriotic 
schmuck, I’m going to take the 
contract.

CLARICE, still seated beside GREG still standing, takes 
GREG’s hand.

GREG (CONT'D)
I realize it’s more dangerous than 
anything any one of us ever thought 
we would be involved in, there is 
no way that I could ask any of you 
to join me on this.

CLARICE
If you’re going, I’m coming with 
you.

MARK
You know I’m in.

LIZA
Do you really think the Peers 
material is as good as we think?

MARK
You’ve seen the tests Liza, you 
know what it’s capable of.

TRICIA is looking into her heart.

LIZA
Ok.

ALBERT
Ok?

LIZA
Someone’s gotta finish this war 
Albert, don’t you at least wanna 
know it’s someone on our side who 
does?

ALBERT
Yeah, but that’s what soldiers are 
for.

LIZA’s about to explode, but TRICIA fills in -

TRICIA
You’re going to need my help.
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ALBERT
You’re help?

TRICIA
I was telling you Albert -

INT - TRICIA'S ELEMENTARY SCHOOL OFFICE - DAY

TRICIA - a little girl in the school principal’s office - 
sits beside her MOTHER across from the PRINCIPAL.

PRINCIPAL
I honestly don’t know what to 
suggest.  Tricia is a very bright 
young girl.

The PRINCIPAL closes the folder that held TRICIA’s straight 
“A” grades.  TRICIA is fidgeting.

PRINCIPAL (CONT'D)
She just needs to find some focus 
for her abundance of, physical 
energy.

MOTHER
I just don’t know where this recent 
hostility has come from.

TRICIA
I’m bored.

PRINCIPAL
Unfortunately I have no choice but 
to expel her.

MOTHER
Comeon Tricia.

TRICIA’s arm is grabbed her MOTHER and she is dragged out of 
the PRINCIPAL’s office.

TRICIA (V.O.)
When I got kicked out of that 
school, my Mom sent me to live with 
Aunt - 

EXT - TRICIA'S ASIAN RELATIVE'S COMPOUND IN JAPAN - DAY

TRICIA, a little girl, steps out of a Taxi at the entrance to 
a Japanese Garden.
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TRICIA (V.O.)
In a Japanese monastery.

Little TRICIA’a AUNT runs out to welcome TRICIA.

AUNT
Oh my word, Tricia?  You’re so big!  
Come-in come-in.

Little TRICIA’s AUNT escorts TRICIA through the Garden where 
a small group of children are being taught in Japanese, a few 
older kids practice martial arts against some sparring, a 
toddler practices against a statue.  People of all ages 
meditate in little oasis.  The AUNT is explaining things to 
TRICIA as though ad-libbing TRICIA’s voice.

TRICIA (V.O.)
There they taught all kinds of 
academics, Buddhist meditation, and 
martial arts.

TRICIA, practices against a statue.

TRICIA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
By the time I left, I was 
considered a master.

INT - GURU'S PUB - EVENING

ALBERT turns his attention from TRICIA to GREG.

ALBERT
Did you know about all this?

GREG
I suspected.

TRICIA
Anyway, I’ll start us on a training 
circuit.  Liza, incorporating yoga 
would be a really good idea too.

LIZA
So, what about you Albert?

ALBERT
I don’t know.  I was never cut out 
for this shit.  I should never have 
been here in the first place.  
Fuck.
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INT - D'ISM BUILDING (FIRST YEARS) - DAY

A Young ALBERT is studying in his cozy little den, hidden 
amongst the debris of stashed in the basement of the Heritage 
Building in the process of being purchased by D’Ism Inc.

ALBERT (V.O.)
I’m only here ‘cause I was too poor 
to afford the dorms in University.

Creak - ALBERT is distracted from his books when he hears 
GREG and CLARICE enter on the Main floor above his head.

EXT - DOWNTOWN DEPRESSION (EARLY YEARS) - NIGHT

BECCA, the barmaid, reaches in collecting empty glasses.  As 
she steps away from the table the floor creaks.

TRICIA
A lot of people join the army 
because they too poor to afford 
University.

ALBERT
I know.  I didn’t want to be one of 
them.

INT - ALBERT'S CHILDHOOD HOME - NIGHT

ALBERT as a child plays with some robot toys in a modest 
suburban home, under the watchful eye of his MOM.

ALBERT (V.O.)
Everything was normal, we weren’t 
even at war, but my dad was in the 
army, doing something in the Middle 
East,

A news interruption comes on, distracting his MOM into 
turning up the volume.

NEWS ANNOUNNCER
... more soldiers were killed today 
in a road-side bomb.  This marks 
the seventh incident this year as 
officials say ...

Photos of the fallen soldiers are flashed on the screen, 
ALBERT’s MOM recognizes her Husband’s picture and bursts into 
tears.
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MOM
Oh no.  No!

ALBERT is distracted from his playing in time to catch his 
MOM as she bursts from her chair to smother ALBERT into her 
emotion.

Cradling him, rocking him back and forth for her own comfort.

ALBERT (V.O.)
He was killed, and my Mom slipped 
into depression.  But I remembered 
what he taught me.  Even when Mom 
went away.

EXT - ALBERT'S STREET-TEEN - EVENING

ALBERT carries an over-stuffed backpack into a suburban 
alleyway.

He’s confronted by a couple of bullies.

BULLY 1
Hey look, it’s that geeck from 
physics who always wears the same 
clothes.

BULLY 2
Yeah, what’s with you dork?

BULLY 1
Wonder what he’d do if someone 
ripped those clothes.

BULLY 1 reaches out and rips at ALBERT’s jacket shoulder, the 
jacket rips a little, and his backpack falls to the ground.

ALBERT (V.O.)
He taught me how to fight - 

ALBERT lunges forward, in two hits BULLY 1 is on the ground 
and BULLY 2 is backing away.

ALBERT (V.O.) (CONT'D)
- and he taught me how important it 
was to finish high school.

ALBERT collects his textbooks and fastfood-worker uniform 
back into his backpack.  Before hurrying off down the alley.
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He is hiding behind a garage at the end of the block watching 
the BULLY’s leave in the other direction, before walking back 
up the alley to a run-down garage.

ALBERT (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I learned how to fend for myself.  
How to survive without anyone, and 
I didn’t need anyone’s help.

ALBERT is studying by a streetlight shining through the 
window of the vacant suburban garage he calls home.

EXT - D'ISM BUILDING (FIRST YEARS) - DAY

ALBERT quickly douses his lights and disrupts his den to look 
more like the rubble he’s surrounded by, as he hears 
footsteps of CLARICE and GREG coming down stairs.

ALBERT (V.O.)
If you hadn’t found me there, I 
still would have finished, and I’d 
still be successful.

GREG flicks on a light, and suddenly he and CLARICE are face-
to-face with ALBERT who stands timidly stunned in a corner 
like a scared rabbit.

EXT - D'ISM BUILDING (EARLY YEARS) - NIGHT

ALBERT gets up from his desk in his D’Ism office, and walks 
down the hall into his room where he lays down on his bed and 
looks at the ceiling contented.

ALBERT (V.O.) 
But you took me in anyway, made me 
comfortable; and I don’t know if I 
would have ever known what a 
family’s like again.  How the fuck 
did we get into this mess?

INT - D'ISM CELLAR FLOOR (EARLY YEARS) - CONTINUOUS

ALBERT GUNN and MARK WELLS are working in their 
lab,conducting a test on a piezoelectric material that seems 
to dance momentarily as GREG enters with TRICIA.

GREG 
Mark, Albert, how’s everything 
coming along?

37.



MARK 
Good morning Greg, everything’s 
progressing nicely.

ALBERT 
The materials are easier to control 
now than we originally thought 
possible.

GREG 
Excellent.

MARK 
Clarice mentioned something about 
your anniversary?

GREG 
Oh yeah, thanks for the reminder, 
she wants to make Friday a party 
day, so feel free to bring your 
significant other (to TRICIA) if 
you have one.

TRICIA (ASIDE)
Not since highschool.

GREG 
Sorry Mark, this is Tricia, the new 
design specialist we were looking 
for.

TRICIA shakes MARK’s hand, and is promptly greeted by 
ALBERT’s.

ALBERT 
I’m Albert Gunn... Controls 
specialist.

TRICIA 
Well then, I guess we’ll be working 
rather closely on this project.

ALBERT 
It’ll be my pleasure.

GREG 
How’s our fabric holding up Mark?

MARK 
I think we finally stumbled on the 
spider-web technology we were 
looking for Greg.
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TRICIA and ALBERT’s attention is diverted from their 
flirting.

GREG 
So the electro-magnetic-mechanical 
bond?

MARK 
Exactly as you suspected.

MARK hands the fabric, still wired into the control panel, to 
GREG, who finds the texture agreeable and passes it to TRICIA 
for her inspection.

ALBERT 
And now we have the ability to 
really control that bond.

ALBERT presses a button on the control panel and the fabric 
quickly becomes smooth and flat and rigid in TRICIA’s 
fingers, startling her and causing her to drop it.

GREG, chuckling, picks up the fabric and puts it back on the 
table.

CLARICE enters.

CLARICE 
Hi Mark

MARK 
Oh hi Clarice, we were just talking 
about Friday.

GREG 
How’d the conference call go hon’?

CLARICE 
They’re escalating the war effort.

GREG 
More?

CLARICE 
They want us to step up the coat, 
and the time line for Project 
Fiction.

MARK 
The best we could do is six-months.

CLARICE 
That’s what I told them.
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GREG 
It’s going to be an intense six-
months.

CLARICE 
I told them that too.

CLARICE grabs the remote from the counter for the monitor on 
the wall.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
And there’s one more thing.

She’s flipping channels to the news.

GREG 
What’s that?

She lands on a new channel that announces that we’re under 
attack.

CLARICE 
They’re using nukes.

Suddenly, the Emergency Broadcasting System is engaged, 
CLARICE verifies by trying a couple of channels.

INT - D'ISM CELLAR FLOOR (EARLY YEARS) - DAY

Ring -

GREG hears a familiar ringing in his ear, an evolution of the 
emergency broadcast system.  He seems to disappear from the 
room, though his body remains still with the others watching 
the news broadcast.

INT - CITY NEWS STATION STAGE - DAY

A serious and familiar looking announcer sits behind the 
typical news-show desk.

LOCAL NEWS HOST 
We have just learned that terrorist 
aircraft are headed toward our 
city.

The producer buzzes in his ear.
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LOCAL NEWS HOST (CONT'D)
We now take you live to the edge of 
the city where local reporter Rick 
Caster is reporting:

EXT - CITY NEARBY D'ISM - DAY

Local Reporter RICK CASTER is listening to his ear-plug at 
the edge of the City, that is just starting to wake up to 
panic-pase in the distance as fighter jets approach and flyby 
overhead.

RICK CASTER 
Thanks Rick. You just saw three air-
fighter-jets soar overhead, hoping 
to intercept the approaching 
terrorist planes.

RICK’s ear buzzes a bit more.

RICK CASTER (CONT'D)
We’ve just learned that there are 
five Terrorist jets approaching, 
possibly with a nuclear payload.

RICK’s ear continues to buzz, the camera-man focuses in to 
the confrontation of jet planes overhead.

Two enemy jets split off. One gets shot down by the ensuing 
friendly jet. The other split enemy arcs back catching the 
friendly killer off-guard and shoots him down. Sky scrapers 
are hit by falling planes. The lead enemy plane is shot down 
by a friendly and the split enemy shuffles in with the others 
to bombing formation.

An enemy fighter plane drops a bomb over the city and the 
enemies take-off. The friendly jets are in hot pursuit and 
shoot down another enemy before the bomb connects with the 
earth.

A flash of light and a shock wave spreads out.

INT - D'ISM CELLAR FLOOR (EARLY YEARS) - CONTINUOUS

GREG can hear a strong ringing in his ears as the tv signal 
goes out.

Everyone else is frozen, including GREG’s body, as GREG 
stretches through the window -
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EXT - CITY NEARBY D'ISM - DAY

-drawn into the gravity of the initial implosive-explosive 
reaction, GREG stretches along the Electro-Magnetic Pulse 
toward the street in front of the TV-Station where the bomb 
landed.

INT - GREG’S TIME-MACHINE - N/A

GREG briefly finds himself floating inside a horizontal tube, 
used as a shaft turning the hands of a giant timepiece.

Despite the exponential speeding up of the time piece, the 
water GREG floats in is relatively calm.

The water stirs, slipping around the spinning surface,leaving 
GREG undisturbed.

INT - THE GURU'S PUB - NIGHT

GREG is coming to in the first booth of dark Irish pub, a 
cigarette burns abandoned in the neighboring booth, there’s 
some soft music below the rain on the window as the Barmaid’s 
muffled voice getting clearer asks again

BECCA 
Are you alright?

BECCA, the Barmaid, pushes a coffee closer to GREG, giving 
him something to focus on.

GREG 
Uh, thanks.

He takes a sip too quickly, and it’s hot.

BECCA sits across from GREG, who takes a smoother sip from 
his coffee, still unaware of the trickle of blood from his 
forehead.

BECCA tries to hand him a napkin.

BECCA 
You’re bleeding.

She reaches forward and dabs his head before handing him the 
napkin for confirmation.

GREG 
Thanks.
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BECCA 
So, what’s your name?

GREG can’t focus.

GREG 
I. I’m not sure.

GREG trembles down the cup of coffee.

GREG (CONT'D)
Do you know how I got here?

BECCA 
I didn’t see you come in, but you 
were passed out before you finished 
one beer. I thought you’d be better 
off with a coffee.

GREG 
Thanks.

BECCA gets up.

BECCA 
The kitchen’s closed. Otherwise, 
I’d have brought you a menu.

GREG 
This’ll be fine.

BECCA 
Nice coat.

BECCA heads back to the bar to busy herself.

GREG checks his pockets. Finds his wallet. $2000 dollars in a 
small stack of assorted bills. Driver’s License:

GREG 
Greg D’Ism.

He puts his wallet back and pulls out a pocket computer from 
his coat pocket. The D’Ism computer screen shows a three 
dimensional image of his coat with the heading “relaxed” and 
status indicators showing a 42% charge, resistance nil, 
locked.

GREG (CONT'D)
Hmm. Nice coat.
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GREG puts the pocket computer away, dabs his forehead again, 
making sure the blood stopped, and checks his other inside 
pocket.

A discrete little tin and a piece of paper folded like an 
origami lock-box. The tin has a few joints and a pack of 
matches.

GREG (CONT'D)
Uh-oh.

BECCA takes notice of GREG as he closes a little tin and 
unfolds some origami.

GREG’s letter is an official government declaration:

GREG (READING) (CONT'D)
Due to injuries received in the 
service of his country, Greg D’Ism 
is legally entitled to the 
medicinal use of...

GREG puts the paper on the table and takes a sip of coffee. 
The unattended cigarette in the booth nearby is dwindling out 
at filter.

GREG takes a joint and matches from his tin, he lights a 
match, lights the joint, makes sure it’s going and puts out 
the match in the ashtray.

BECCA arrives.

BECCA 
May I join you?

GREG 
Oh, please do.

BECCA sits and GREG puffs again before passing the joint.

GREG (CONT'D)
I thought you might bust me.

BECCA juggles some smoke and passes the joint back.

BECCA 
I was worried you might panic.

GREG is taking a drag and passes the letter to BECCA, who 
reads it.
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GREG 
Seems I have no reason to worry 
‘bout it.

BECCA finishes the speed-read, and starts refolding the 
paper, perfectly, without thinking.

BECCA 
Good score.

GREG passes her the joint, she passes him his refolded paper 
square.

GREG 
Thanks.

BECCA 
Are you ok darling?

She hands him back the joint.

GREG 
Did I have this cut on my head 
whenI got here?

BECCA 
I didn’t notice it until I brought 
you your coffee. Seemed pretty 
fresh.

GREG dabs his forehead again.

GREG 
Could it have happened in a dream?

BECCA 
It’d have to have been a pretty 
intense dream.

GREG 
I was in a barn

INT - DUSKY BARN - NIGHT

The old barn looks active, or freshly deserted, despite the 
wear of the wood that makes it. A Jack-Rabbit hops into the 
shelter.

GREG
-as a rabbit.

45.



The Jack-Rabbit hops further into the barn, toward an empty 
horse stall with an exposed bag of oats, and a pile of hay 
nearby.

A pitch fork hangs on the wall beside the stall. The shadow 
about the pitch fork grows as the Jack-Rabbit hops into the 
stall.

GREG (CONT'D)
There was a shadowy figure

The shadow consumes the pitch fork, and moves towards the 
Jack-Rabbit.

GREG (CONT'D)
- it cornered me

The pitch fork points out of the shadow at the Jack-Rabbit, 
slowly advancing.

GREG (CONT'D)
- the pitch fork

The shadowy figure advances on the Jack-Rabbit.

INT - THE GURU'S PUB - NIGHT

GREG dabs his forehead again, the blood well-clotted,realizes 
his joint had turned into a microphone, so he passes it back 
for BECCA’s comment.

BECCA 
Sounds like you need to stop 
blaming yourself.

She hands the joint back. GREG’s grasping to understand.

GREG 
Blaming myself?

BECCA 
I’m no shrink darlin’, but I know 
enough about dreams and rabbits to 
know it represents an innocent 
victim.

GREG butts the joint in the ashtray.

GREG 
What do I owe ya’?
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BECCA 
Just two-bucks for the coffees.

GREG notices the small pile of sugar packets on the 
table,suggesting he’s had more than a couple cups of coffee. 
He stands up taking a five from his wallet.

GREG 
Thanks. Keep the, the change.

GREG heads for the door. The BARTENDER, an only slightly 
older version of GREG, enters from the back as GREG heads out 
the door.

BARTENDER 
Guess he hasn’t quite figured it 
out yet.

BECCA smiles through teary-eyes, and begins tidying up after 
GREG.

EXT - DOWNTOWN DEPRESSION NEARBY PUB - NIGHT

GREG leaves in the rain to retrace his steps down the 
decaying commercial street.  He’s headed to the door marked 
D'Ism.

The streets and sidewalks seem to steam from their own heat.

GREG’s navigating by instinct.

EXT - D'ISM BUILDING - NIGHT

GREG reaches a familiar old building with D’Ism marked on the 
entrance door.

GREG 
D’Ism.

He reaches for the knob.

The knob recognizes his approach and his hand, so the lock 
releases, the knob turns and the door opens automatically.

INT - D'ISM 1ST FLOOR (PRESENT) - NIGHT

GREG takes a couple of steps in toward the spiral stair case 
that seems to be stuck between the ceiling and floor in the 
centre of the otherwise stark, dark empty space.
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The floor welcomes GREG’s footsteps piezoelectrically.

D’ISM BUILDING 
Welcome back Greg. A bath has been 
drawn for you on the third floor.

GREG searches for a speaker, or camera, or some other focus 
point, distracted on his way to the staircase.

He grabs the railing, looks up and down and notices a 
strange, slight transparency to the ceiling and floor at the 
points the staircase would go through.

GREG starts up the staircase, reaching up through the ceiling 
when he’s close enough.

INT - D'ISM 2ND FLOOR (PRESENT) - NIGHT

Right after GREG’s hand slips below the step of the 
staircase, his head pops up. Looking around to catch the 
kitchen, the video wall, electronic posters, and some couches 
in a lounge area. GREG heads toward the couch, and falls upon 
it.

INT - D’ISM 2ND FLOOR (PRESENT) - NIGHT

beep

GREG stirs on the couch to the sound.

beep

It’s coming from his coat pocket.

beep

The pocket computer, he’s found it.

beep

It’s demanding a new password.

GREG 
Password?

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Did you forget your password Greg?

GREG 
I think I have amnesia.
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GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Who’s the Barmaid Greg?

GREG 
Becca?

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Accepted. Please say new password 
now:

GREG 
Amnesia.

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Please confirm new password now:

GREG 
Amnesia?

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Accepted.

GREG sits up, taking a good look at his Pocket PC: PEERS by 
D’Ism. He takes out a joint and lights it, diving into his 
PC’s touch-screen.

He starts reading up on his coat, flipping through the modes: 
relaxed - charge - safe - hide - wing, each with various 
degrees of rigidity.

GREG accidentally hits an alarm button.

beep-beep-beep-beep-

INT - DESERT DUG-OUT SHELTER - NIGHT

beep-beep-beep-

GREG sits up from his cot in the dug-out-style tent, and 
quickly grabs the Pocket PC from the coat hanging next to him 
and turns it off. ALBERT, CLARICE, MARK, TRICIA, and LIZA all 
begin to stir in their cots.

Bombs can be heard in the far distance. Suddenly

thud

-something really close, the shock-wave shakes the tent 
waking everyone up.

thud-thud
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On instinct, the tent still flapping in the storm of 
explosions, everyone’s huddled in corner nearest the 
bombing,with their coats on, in safe mode.

boom

A really close bomb hits, throwing debris at the tent door. 
GREG leads the crew toward the door.

EXT - DESERT DUG-OUT SHELTER ENTRANCE - NIGHT

GREG opens the tent door to find Colonel McPHEE’s carcass 
drawn across the entrance, a clipboard in his hand.

thud

GREG reads the clipboard advising D’Ism team to the Canadian 
Jet hanger - project-fiction is go. He takes the paper from 
the clipboard and puts it in his pocket.

GREG 
We’re up.

Following GREG’s lead, everyone flips their collars up Elvis-
style, and follows him over the Colonel’s carcass toward the 
hangers.

EXT - DESERT COALITION BASE - NIGHT

The D’Ism Crew runs through the base, under attack from a bit 
of a distance, to the hangers.

thud-thud

The front line is drawing closer to the hangers. MARK and 
GREG sprint ahead as the dug-out tent they came from implodes 
under the impact and fire of an enemy bomb.

They run to a shed with a Canadian Flag on it, between the 
British Hanger and the American hanger, GREG opens the outer 
door for MARK to step in and open a cellar-door inside the 
shed.

The D’Ism Crew piles into the cellar.
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INT - CDN JET IN UNDERGROUND HANGER - NIGHT

MARK is already preparing the Jet for take-off. ALBERT, 
TRICIA, LIZA help CLARICE grab weapons from a locker: plasma 
grenades, gravity mines, laser-sniper-handguns, and some 
titanium hard-goods in a bundle.

Everyone piles into the Jet, MARK and GREG in the 
pilot/copilot chairs. CLARICE is handing out weapons as 
everyone sits and straps-in: grenades, mines, guns to MARK 
and GREG (ALBERT, LIZA, TRICIA and her already had 
theirs),along with swords for MARK and GREG, and a chain-mace 
for LIZA before dividing the remaining assortment of knives 
between TRICIA, ALBERT and herself.

GREG (ON COM)
This is your captain speaking.

MARK gives a smile.

GREG (CONT'D)
Please ensure your seats are 
upright, seat-belts fastened, tray-
tables and luggage properly stowed.

CLARICE takes her seat and straps in as the Jet starts off, 
from a low-rumble through the audible frequencies before 
almost silently (ultrasonically) taking off using a 
slipstream-shell of PEERS.

MARK (ON COM)
We may experience some slight 
turbulence throughout the flight 
due to missile-fire and other heavy 
artillery in the area.

ALBERT 
And don’t forget about the no-
smoking sign!

EXT - CDN JET IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

The desert sand behind the shed bounces like popcorn, 
separating to make way for the D’Ism Jet to drift up like an 
alien space-ship.

Clear of the sand, the Jet sets forth toward the sky 
perpendicular to the front-line.
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TRICIA 
I thought they were all using our 
fabric.

INT - CDN JET IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

Inside the Jet, everyone is seated.

LIZA 
Who?

TRICIA 
All the army guys. I mean, the dead 
guy by our tent.

MARK 
It was deemed too expensive for the 
current budget.

ALBERT 
He was a Colonel.

LIZA 
Colonel McPhee.

TRICIA 
Exactly my point. You’d think they 
would have at least had the high-
officials outfitted like us.

CLARICE 
We even offered it discounted, with 
zero-percent financing.

GREG 
They’re taking one unit every few 
weeks for product testing.

MARK 
Who cares? When we’re done with 
this mission, we can go back to 
making sport gear.

CLARICE 
Cheers to that.

TRICIA is looking through the window as they approach the 
battle’s vicious front-lines.

TRICIA 
I wish they’d reconsider.
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EXT - DESERT BATTLE FRONT LINES - NIGHT

The battle wages on all around.

UNKNOWN SOLDIER 1 is caught off guard by the strange flight 
of the D’Ism Jet when his chest explodes from a close-range 
blast of bullets as an enemy unloads his automatic rifle.

UNKNOWN SOLDIER 2, another soldier is behind him, 
spattered,shooting, shouting and running head first into the 
nearby enemy line.

UNKNOWN SOLDIER 2
DIE!

He drops one of his guns, arm still attached, taking out a 
couple more enemies with his remaining gun and arm as the 
enemy bullet-spray cuts into his stomach and spine and chest 
and head.

LIZA (V.O.)
And first-person shooter games.

INT - CDN JET IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

TRICIA 
What?!?

LIZA 
PEERS. It’s perfect for computer 
games.

CLARICE 
Just remember, this isn’t a video 
game, be careful.

GREG (ON COM)
Make sure you’re set to wing.

The D’Ism Crew checks their Pocket PC’s, almost everyone 
makes an adjustment.

GREG is leaning out of the cockpit addressing the crew.

GREG (CONT'D)
As soon as we land, make sure you 
switch to safe, we’ll re-group and 
head for the clubhouse.

ALBERT 
We really have to jump?
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GREG 
We’re ghost riding the plane 
Albert. You don’t want to be on it 
when it lands.

ALBERT 
Where’s it goin’?

CLARICE 
There’s an enemy base about a 
hundred clicks from where we’ll be 
landing.

ALBERT 
Copy.

CLARICE 
You’re right about the soldiers 
Tricia.

TRICIA 
It just seems wrong that they’re 
not better protected.

CLARICE 
One of these days the west is going 
to choke on their greed. This war’s 
gone nuclear, we’re not fighting 
power anymore, we were never 
fighting for freedom, we’re 
fighting for our right to live.

GREG leans in to address MARK directly.

GREG 
Come’on, we’re almost there.

MARK pushes a few buttons to set the Jet on autopilot, 
everyone’s undoing their belts, checking their weapons and 
moving toward the door.

EXT - AIR OVER ENEMY STRONGHOLD GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

The D’Ism Jet flies silently over a small assortment of enemy 
tanks, Light Armored Vehicles (LAVs), and exposed troops 
moving across an enemy-occupied golf-course, when it poops 
out the 6 D’Ism Crew.

The crew members tumble through the sky unnoticed. When they 
reach a suitable velocity, they stretch-out, their coats 
stiffen into a wing, and they glide gracefully over the 
moving enemy reinforcements, into an attack formation.
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GREG gives a nod to the crew, pulls a plasma grenade and his 
gun, the rest of the crew follows suite.

MARK aims for an official.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

One enemy high official, riding in an open-top vehicle amidst 
the remaining reinforcement battalion, turns his up towards 
the D’Ism Crew just before his head opens up, immediately 
followed by three other officials’ heads.

EXT - AIR OVER ENEMY STRONGHOLD GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

GREG
Let’s spend some money. 

GREG drops a plasma grenade on a tank. A LAV and remaining 
tanks are also hit, enemy heads have turned and the gunfire 
starts. 

ALBERT 
Fire!

Laser pulses, gunfire, explosions, the occasional plasma 
glow... The D’Ism Crew has laid most of the enemies to rest 
by the time they land.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE - NIGHT 

GREG, TRICIA, LIZA, CLARICE, ALBERT and MARK land under fire.

Their Pocket PC’s automatically switch to “safe” mode, 
catching and deflecting bullets. The Crew returns fire, 
slowly moving forward, taking out enemies with almost every 
shot. 

LIZA accidentally steps into a shot fired from an enemy 
trooper on a suicide charge, her head explodes out the back, 
right in front of TRICIA, hitting ALBERT’s face. 

ALBERT
Ahhrghh! 

ALBERT charges forward, shooting like a madman. TRICIA turns, 
ghost white, falling to her knees, she vomits.

CLARICE
Oh shit - oh shit - oh shit 
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CLARICE starts fumbling around LIZA’s corpse’s coat, pulling 
her weapons and Pocket PC in a mad rush.

GREG 
Quickly now, quickly. 

GREG helps CLARICE up and they run away from LIZA’s carcass.

GREG (CONT'D)
We gotta’ run!

GREG grabs TRICIA up and into motion, an almost instant 
stumble/run toward ALBERT’s mad charge. MARK is with the 
pack, occasionally side-stepping to fire-off a few more 
shots.

An enemy soldier slips in from the side, quick to 
investigate/loot LIZA’s body.

TRICIA is back to reality, she grabs a few pieces of LIZA’s 
gack from CLARICE. GREG, and MARK add to their pockets too.

The investigative enemy is joined by two more soldiers.

beep-beep-beep

LIZA’s coat beeps a short warning before almost instantly 
getting hot, glowing, creating a plasma field around it that 
engulfs and melts away the three enemy soldiers and the 
earth, a couple meters in the diameter of the plasma sphere.

The glow disappears leaving nothing but a hot crater.

The light is distraction enough for the Crew to hide in a 
sand-trap.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE SAND TRAP - NIGHT

CLARICE hands out the rest of LIZA’s weapons, hanging on to 
the Pocket PC herself.

ALBERT takes a grenade and a mine. His eye is twitching. He 
takes a couple steps away from the group in the direction the 
plane was headed, bends down and vomits.

EXT - DISTANT ENEMY STRONGHOLD - NIGHT

The D’Ism Jet is finally in the enemy base’s airspace. It’s 
noticed, but it’s too late.
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By the time a few belt-fed machine-gun rounds have hit it, 
and the turrets have turned to aim, the D’Ism Jet connects 
with a central communications building.

The Jet was carrying a nuclear payload.

The familiar ring can be heard in GREG’s ears.

Before the mushroom cloud ensues, the EMP stretches across 
the horizon toward the D’Ism Crew.

At the center of the blast and EMP, GREG can be seen, drawn 
into the gravity of the implosion.

INT - D'ISM 2ND FLOOR (PRESENT) - NIGHT

Thud

GREG’s Pocket PC falls to the floor as he rolls over on the 
couch, realizing his age and the mistake of falling asleep on 
the couch.

He picks up the Pocket PC, picks himself up to a seated 
position, picks a joint and matches from his tin on the table 
and lights it.

Focusing on his Pocket PC.

GREG 
How do you work?

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
I’m voice activated, with a touch 
screen interface.

He didn’t expect a reply.

GREG 
Oh.

GREG tries to assess his surroundings.

GREG (CONT'D)
Where am I?

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
The second floor of the D’Ism 
Building, in Depression, a 
metropolitan suburb.

GREG 
Thanks.
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He drags himself up, and looks around.

The kitchen, GREG helps himself to a glass of water.

Looking at the spiral staircase in his current state, GREG 
assumes that up is the only way.

INT - D’ISM 3RD FLOOR (PRESENT) - CONTINUOUS

GREG comes up the staircase into the studio-lobby-style room 
with a couple of doors on each wall.

The Pocket PC is showing a schematic of the 3RD Floor, two 
spare bedrooms, one master bedroom, two full bathrooms, one 
with a light on and the door open.

GREG enters the bathroom to find a large bathtub, bath drawn, 
he tests the water, it’s just right.

GREG 
Hello!?!

D’ISM BUILDING 
The water is forty-two degrees 
Celsius, as specified, sir.

GREG was expecting to see someone. He looks at his Pocket PC, 
which is now showing 42oC inside the schematic image of the 
bathtub.

He sighs. Removes his coat, folding it and putting it beside 
the tub, he notices the tag again that reads PEERS.

GREG 
What’s PEERS?

GREG puts the Pocket PC neatly on top.

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
Piezoelectric Energy Recover 
Systems. A D’Ism technology based 
on materials capable of converting 
between electrical energy and 
electromechanical energy on a 
molecular level.

He drops his clothes in a pile on the floor and steps into 
the tub.

GREG 
What about the Jet?
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D’ISM BUILDING 
Jets.

The Pocket PC displays a schematic of the D’Ism Jet 
Prototype, and the D’Ism Building turns the bathtub’s Jets on 
as GREG relaxes into the noise.

GREG’S PC - CLARICE’S VOICE 
The D’Ism Jet uses a combination of 
PEERS technology and electric 
servomotor gyroscopes to create 
slip -

The noise of the tub’s Jets takes over completely.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE SAND TRAP - NIGHT

Time is dragged back with GREG, spinning back into himself 
just before the D’Ism Crew lands in the midst of the Enemy 
Golf course.

They land again and the battle continues. The enemies advance 
the same way they did before.

GREG takes out the advancing enemy that had previously killed 
LIZA, then turns to catch the three enemy soldiers flanking 
them.

The Crew continues firing, running toward the sand trap, and 
clearing the field of advancing enemy soldiers. 

GREG can feel something creeping up on him.

EXT - DISTANT ENEMY STRONGHOLD - NIGHT

The D’Ism Jet makes it’s decent into the Enemy Base.

It’s noticed too late, just like before, and crashes into a 
huge explosion, but this time, no EMP.

Instead, the nuclear payload spatters outward like a dirty-
bomb spitting radioactive material throughout the Base and 
melting it into the ground like China-Syndrome.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

The D’Ism Crew all stop to take a look at the explosion in 
the distance. A bit of a mushroom cloud, nothing like the 
last one, and no EMP.
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MARK takes another look at his Pocket PC.

MARK 
Come’on!

He turns toward the Clubhouse, Enemy Stronghold at the Golf 
Course, and runs, waving the others on.

CLARICE, TRICIA, LIZA, ALBERT and GREG follow, popping off 
the occasional laser-shot -

INT - ENEMY'S HEAD - N/A

In the front, a little green mark turns the flesh red.

A red crater is created in the brain, drawn into the glowing 
flesh dot.

The skull caves into the crater, the hair and flesh 
incinerated, diesel’d under the pressure and friction and 
energy and heat with very little spatter.

The cone-hole created by the display of gravity is almost 
entirely cauterized

EXT - ENEMY GOLF CLUBHOUSE - NIGHT

- An Enemy soldier falls to the ground, his head having 
imploded under the laser fire as the D’Ism Crew runs toward 
the Clubhouse.

The Soldier beside him grabs his gun and his walkie-talkie

ENEMY SOLDIER ON WALKIE (IN FARSI)
We’re under attack - Reinforcements 
to the South Walls - Do you copy?

A siren sounds in the building and Enemy soldiers approach 
from around the building.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

A walkie-talkie in the hand of a fallen soldier where the 
D’Ism Crew landed buzzes -

ENEMY SOLDIER ON WALKIE (ON WALIKIE) 
(IN FARSI)

Reinforcement troop? Do you cop-
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EXT - ENEMY GOLF CLUBHOUSE - NIGHT

The ENEMY SOLDIER ON WALKIE falls dead, his grey-matter 
sucked into the speaker of his Walkie-Talkie when it’s hit by 
a Laser blast from CLARICE.

ALBERT ducks back, reaching into his coat under the cover of 
the rest of the Crew. He goes unnoticed as he snorts a hit of 
Cocaine from a little vile.

He looks up as the front-line retreats to include him, in 
arush with a little white powder left around his nose. TRICIA 
notices.

TRICIA 
Oh no Albert.

ALBERT makes eye contact with TRICIA, his look continues to 
intensify into severity and he bolts off toward the oncoming 
enemy soldiers.

ALBERT 
Die!

TRICIA 
Albert No!

ALBERT’s shooting like mad, taking out soldiers left and 
right, his coat slipping away the onslaught of enemy gunfire.

LIZA grabs TRICIA’s coat, pulling her back from her pursuit 
of ALBERT. TRICIA stumbles back. LIZA fires a couple of 
shoots toward the enemy soldiers, makes eye contact with 
TRICIA, who catches her balance and fires at an enemy sniper 
taking aim at ALBERT.

click - Boom!

ALBERT’s stepped on a land-mine, he’s hurdled through the air 
backward toward the D’Ism Crew.

ALBERT falls amongst the Crew. His legs are shattered, but 
his coat kept the rest of him safe, except for his heart, 
destroyed under the adrenalin and cocaine and trauma.

MARK checks -

MARK 
Shit. He’s dead.

TRICIA 
Stupid fucking Coke-head!
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TRICIA kicks ALBERT’s body, crying. LIZA pulls her back.  
MARK starts grabbing ALBERT’s weapons, Pocket PC, handing 
them out in a rush.

MARK 
Switch to WING!

CLARICE, TRICIA, LIZA all switch to “wing” mode. MARK 
switches to wing and holds out a gravity mine.

CLARICE pulls GREG back from a short firing spree

CLARICE 
Wing!

GREG sees MARK about to toss the gravity mine into the air 
and quickly switches to wing.

EXT - AIR OVER CLUBHOUSE - NIGHT

MARK tosses a gravity mine into the air, a giant lob towards 
the Clubhouse, and shoots it at the peak of the arch.

The gravity mine goes off, tossing the D’Ism Crew into the 
sky toward it, along with a couple of enemy soldiers, and 
ALBERT’s Corpse, his coat warns

beep-

The Crew’s coats stiffen up, allowing them to glide further 
skyward toward the Clubhouse.

beep-beep

ALBERT’s coat melts-down in an airborne plasma sphere that 
consumes the enemy soldiers as well as ALBERT and the 
miscellaneous debris drawn into the gravity mine.

A giant teardrop of glass (melted sand) and enemy soldiers 
and ALBERT falls to the ground.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF CLUBHOUSE - NIGHT 

GREG, CLARICE, MARK, TRICIA and LIZA all land behind the new 
glass-teardrop sculpture, regrouping behind it’s cover. 

GREG 
Is everyone alright? 

TRICIA 
Everyone except Albert. 
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GREG 
I’m sorry, Tricia, I didn’t know. 

TRICIA 
He told me he was done with it. 

TRICIA kicks the teardrop. 

TRICIA (CONT'D)
Fucking idiot.

MARK 
Here.

MARK hands ALBERT’s Pocket PC to TRICIA. She puts it in her 
pocket and turns away.

CLARICE notices some blobs getting bigger in the distorted 
glass.

CLARICE 
We’ve got incoming.

TRICIA’s attention is turned right away, the anger and sorrow 
mixing with revenge, she draws a knife.

MARK and GREG draw swords, Liza pulls out her knife.

The bigger blobs split until there’s five, one stops and the 
other four move two by two around the glass until

- GREG lunges forward, slicing the first Enemy Soldier with 
his sword, over extending a little, grabbed with one hand by 
CLARICE as she pulls a knife from her coat and tosses it into 
the next soldier’s forehead in one smooth motion.

- on the other side, LIZA drops her chain-mace and bounces it 
to motion with the flick of her wrist.

In a single smooth sweep, she leads from her hip swinging the 
ball into the lead Enemy Soldier’s face, crushing it 
completely into the back of his skull and dropping him to the 
ground. LIZA spins her entire body bringing the chain-mace 
back up to momentum as she stretches forward causing the ball 
to shatter the next soldier’s chest against the solid glass 
teardrop. The shots he fired taken away by her coat.

- the last enemy soldier sees LIZA approaching and takes aim 
at her head as she stretches too far around the teardrop in 
her attack.
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TRICIA tosses her knife into the air above the teardrop, it 
falls into the top of the enemy soldier’s head, knocking him 
dead before he can pull the trigger.

MARK sheaths his sword, peaks out of the teardrop’s safety 
with his gun ready.

EXT - CLUBHOUSE BALCONY - NIGHT

An Enemy Soldier tries to knock his radio into replying

ENEMY SOLDIER ON BALCONY (IN FARSI)
Do you read me? We are under 
attack!

He changes the frequency on his walkie-talkie

ENEMY SOLDIER ON BALCONY (CONT'D) (IN 
FARSI)

This is Major Rashid

brbb

His walkie buzzes to indicate he’s message didn’t go through, 
he swears at the radio chatter and smacks it into listening.

ENEMY SOLDIER ON BALCONY (CONT'D)
Hello -

The Enemy Soldier’s chest twitches, tossing him into the side 
of the building, then three more laser holes open up in him, 
convulsing his body and dropping him to the ground.

EXT - ENEMY GOLF COURSE - NIGHT

MARK fires one more shot into the Enemy Soldier on the 
Balcony of the Clubhouse, before turning back to the Crew.

MARK 
I think I got him before he could 
radio in.

GREG 
Strong work. Gather-in.

CLARICE, MARK, TRICIA and LIZA gather close to GREG behind 
the giant glass teardrop. GREG takes CLARICE’s hand, she 
takes MARKS and so on.

64.



GREG (CONT'D)
I want to take a moment and 
acknowledge Albert Gunn, his 
contribution to our lives.

TRICIA 
Thank you Greg.

The D’Ism Crew, holding hands, bows their heads for a moment. 
In the silence, there’s noise from the radio on the Clubhouse 
Balcony.

MARK 
Come-on, let’s make sure Albert’s 
sacrifice’s worth it.

TRICIA 
Yeah.

The Crew unlocks hands and runs in formation to the 
Clubhouse.

INT - CLUBHOUSE OFFICE - NIGHT

LIZA, CLARICE and GREG are rummaging around the office 
gathering information when TRICIA comes in from the balcony 
with MAJOR RASHID’s damaged walkie-talkie. It’s on, but the 
speaker and screen are broken.

TRICIA 
It’s bl-

She drops the walkie-talkie and lurches forward, out of the 
room where she can be heard throwing up.

CLARICE takes some pictures of some maps, loading them into 
her Pocket PC.

LIZA goes to help TRICIA recover from the loss of ALBERT and 
peeling the radio from a human carcass.

GREG finds a drawer in the Major’s desk with a radio earpiece 
and a printout of codes.

GREG 
Score.

He takes the printout, and starts loading pictures of the 
pages into his Pocket PC.
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LIZA walks in with TRICIA, tidying herself up. TRICIA notices 
a radio on a charger near the entrance, picks it up and hands 
it to GREG.

TRICIA 
Try this one.

GREG 
Thanks Tricia.

GREG gets up, meeting TRICIA half-way and taking the walkie-
talkie before hugging her.

GREG (CONT'D)
Get angry, Tricia, and don’t forget 
rule number one.

TRICIA 
Don’t panic.

GREG breaks off the hug in a satisfied smile that infects 
TRICIA.

GREG 
Let’s go. Mark’s probably got the 
LAV prep’d.

TRICIA, LIZA, and GREG leave the office for the Clubhouse 
Garage. CLARICE quickens her picture taking.

INT - CLUBHOUSE GARAGE - NIGHT

MARK is just finishing up underneath the Enemy Armored 
Car(LAV) when GREG walks in.

MARK 
It’s all hooked up Greg.

GREG drops the radio, code papers and officer’s hat on the 
passenger seat.

GREG 
Excellent. Here, help me with 
these.

GREG directs MARK to a shelf of enemy armament, they grab a 
lot of grenades and other conventional weapons, and load them 
up into the LAV.

CLARICE arrives, working on her Pocket PC.
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CLARICE 
Most of these maps are coded.

GREG takes notice of CLARICE’s Pocket PC.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
I’ve got a bit of a legend worked 
out, but it’ll take time to 
decipher the rest.

CLARICE flips through some maps.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
This looks to be a relay cache, and 
the Forward Operating BASE is here.

GREG pauses her at one map.

GREG 
What’s this?

CLARICE Looks like it’s just a close up of part of the relay 
trail.

GREG (CONT'D)
There’s no markings on it.

TRICIA and LIZA arrive with arm loads of snacks.

LIZA 
We found some munchies.

MARK 
Alright. Let’s get goin’.

MARK hits the garage door up button, and jumps in the driver 
seat of the LAV.

GREG holds the door for LIZA, TRICIA and CLARICE before 
following.

INT - STOLEN ENEMY LAV - NIGHT

GREG sits in the passenger seat with the Major’s hat on.

Mark is driving.

LIZA, CLARICE, and TRICIA are across the back behind the 
tinted windows. LIZA starts handing out snacks. CLARICE takes 
some and nudges TRICIA out of her staring contest with the 
scenery to pocket something for when her appetite returns.
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GREG takes a little stash for the front seats.

TRICIA 
I wish I knew what got into him.

CLARICE 
You know what got into him Tricia, 
about a gram of coke.

TRICIA 
I could have stopped him if I knew 
he was back on it.

GREG cracks his window, and lights a joint. TRICIA turns to 
look back out the window, GREG tries not to let the second 
hand smoke cloud the LAV.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
I just wish I could’ve given him 
asecond chance.

GREG coughs, just a little, and the joint turns into a 
scepter as his eyes glaze over.

EXT - SUBURBAN HOUSE FRONTYARD - DAY

A little boy - GREG - runs out onto the front lawn,distracted 
only briefly by his Mom’s calling from the house

YOUNG GREG’S MOM (O.S.)
Greg?!?

He’s fascinated by the mushroom cloud and rainbow that’s 
approaching him from the city in the distance. There’s a 
ringing in his ear that becomes so loud it drowns out the 
rest of his Mom’s pleas as she runs out the front door in 
time to see her little boy knocked over by the shock-wave and 
she herself is blown back into the house along with their 
front windows.

EXT - SUBURBAN HOUSE FRONTYARD - CONTINUOUS

GREG’s world is turning like he’s lying on a compass needle 
showing the centre of the nuclear blast as North.

It settles and the little boy is drawn into the moment of the 
nuclear implosion.
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INT - GURU'S PUB - NIGHT

A young man - GREG is head-down on the table of the end 
booth. A vacant cigarette lingers in the ashtray of the 
neighbouring booth. A string of drool connects GREG’s mouth 
to the little pool on the table below.

BECCA is tapping his shoulder, holding a tray with a single 
pint of Guinness in the other hand. GREG awakens

BECCA 
Are you sure you’re alright?

GREG’s collecting himself, wipes the drool.

GREG 
Yeah, I uh, I guess I was pretty 
tired.

BECCA 
Your Guinness.

GREG 
Thanks.

BECCA places the blackish-perfect-pint down on a coaster in 
front of GREG and departs.

He grabs the glass, salvation. Drinks it like the dehydrated 
without noticing the unhappy face drawn in the foam on the 
top.

A big sigh, the tension relaxed. On what would have been the 
final tip-back

INT - SUBURBAN HOUSE BEDROOM - DAY

A young man - GREG wakes up in a cold sweat under heavy 
blinkets.

beep - Beep - BEEP

The alarm comes into focus and GREG rushes to press a button.

Brfpt

The alarm switches to radio
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OLD DJ (ON RADIO)
It’s 9 am, you’re listening to DMGH 
FM Radio, and here is your news for 
this hour

GREG gets up.

GREG 
Oh crap, I’m late.

GREG starts getting ready for work, listening to the radio 
news report, trying to catch up to the day.

LADY DJ (ON RADIO)
The war in the Middle East 
continues to escalate;

LADY DJ (ON RADIO) (CONT'D)
with the coalition front-lines 
advancing, the enemy forces have 
resorted to weapons of mass 
destruction, destroying a southern 
Forward Operating Base, or FOB, 
with a ten-megaton nuclear bomb - 
killing thousands of coalition 
soldiers and civilian workers - 
Major Collins Reports:

GREG is brushing his teeth, finishing up his morning 
routine,getting ready to go to work and run his business.

MAJOR COLLINS (ON RADIO)
At zero-six-hundred hours this 
morning, the enemy forces deployed 
three mid-range missiles with 
nuclear payloads targeted at the 
coalition Southern FOB. Two of the 
mid-range missiles were 
successfully disabled with Canada’s 
Patriot Missiles however, one of 
those enemy missiles contacted the 
Southern FOB. The FOB was 
completely destroyed by an 
estimated nuclear payload in the 
ten mega-ton range. The coalition 
forces have already begun a nuclear 
retaliation campaign

GREG’s ready for work and about to switch off the radio

MAJOR COLLINS (ON RADIO) (CONT'D)
destroying the enemy base and 
missile launch site.
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click

INT - STOLEN LAV - NIGHT

pfsttt

The enemy walkie-talkie buzzes

ENEMY SOLDIER VOICE (ON WALIKIE) (IN 
FARSI)

Major Rashid’s Vehicle is on route 
repeat, Major Rashid is on route. 
Over.

GREG puts out his joint, tosses it and rolls up the window, 
turns to see MARK’s smile.

MARK 
I think that’s us they’re talking 
about.

GREG looks back to the ladies in the back seat.

GREG 
We’re going to need a plan to get 
into the compound

TRICIA is still looking out the window.

GREG (CONT'D)
- Tricia,

Her attention is drawn from her shock.

GREG (CONT'D)
we’re going to need your expertise 
on this one.

TRICIA 
Oh, yeah, of course.

CLARICE pulls out her Pocket PC and TRICIA and LIZA focus in 
on the maps on screen. Faces illuminated by the Pocket PC’s 
changing glow.

GREG turns back to the road ahead.
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EXT - DESERT - NIGHT

The stolen LAV slows down to respect some construction on the 
roadside, the enemy is setting an IED into the edge of the 
road.

The enemy soldiers stand up at attention and salute GREG in 
Major Rashid’s Hat as they cruise past.

INT - STOLEN LAV - NIGHT

CLARICE, LIZA and TRICIA are still in the glow of CLARICE’s 
Pocket PC. TRICIA leans back smugly.

TRICIA 
I have a plan.

EXT - ROADSIDE DITCH - NIGHT

GREG and MARK are redundantly changing a tire on the LAV 
while CLARICE, LIZA and TRICIA work on the inside.

TRICIA (V.O.)
We can connect the LAV through 
Albert’s computer and control it 
remotely. Rig up one of our plasma 
grenades on remote trigger, should 
make a nice explosion with all the 
gunpowder in the trunk. So, we 
ghost drive the LAV-bomb into the 
enemy base. Gate’s open, guards are 
distracted, and we take out a pile 
before making our entrance on foot.  
We just have to hope we don’t get 
stopped going through the 
checkpoint.

MARK is tightening up the lugs with the LAV still jacked up.

GREG 
Strong work.

GREG is looking at his Pocket PC, scanning the area for signs 
of life.

GREG (CONT'D)
Still looks like we’re alone.

MARK 
Hey, give me a gravity mine.
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GREG hands MARK a gravity mine, MARK matches it with one of 
his own, he slithers slightly under the LAV and sets the two 
mines on part of the frame with a solid back and tiny ledge 
on the front so the bombs are tilted back, ready to fall 
after a quick stop. GREG helps MARK out.

MARK (CONT'D)
Should help us with that first 
check-point.

TRICIA gets out, followed by CLARICE and LIZA.

TRICIA 
We’re green.

GREG 
Excellent.

MARK lowers the jack. GREG tightens the last turn on the lug 
nuts.

MARK 
I set up a trap so, make a hard 
stop at the outpost, then get it 
the hell outta there.

TRICIA 
Gotcha. That the gravity mine?

MARK 
Gravity mines.

TRICIA 
Nice.

CLARICE 
Comeon.

CLARICE leads the crew back around the LAV. To the roadside 
they look like they’re going to climb back in, but they hide 
in the ditch instead.

TRICIA’s face is illuminated by the glow of Albert’s Pocket 
PC, at the controls of the LAV as it speeds away leaving the 
D’Ism Crew in the ditch.

EXT - LAST ENEMY OUTPOST - NIGHT

Eshaa prayer call plays over horn speakers.
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An Enemy Soldier on one of the two lookout towers that gate 
the road spots the on-coming D’Ism-modified LAV, and 
interrupts the evening call to prayer.

ENEMY SOLDIER ON TOWER (IN FARSI)
Major Rashid! Major Rashid!

There are enemy soldiers on the top of two towers that gate 
the road, a couple more coming out of one of three large 
buildings making up the Outpost. A few soldiers working on 
the ground near the towers stop, everyone preparing to salute 
the oncoming Major’s LAV.

The LAV approaches a little on the fast side, and only two 
silhouettes, hard to make out, can be seen through the tinted 
windows.

EXT - ROADSIDE DITCH - NIGHT

MARK looks over TRICIA’s shoulder as she remotely controls 
the LAV from her Pocket PC in the ditch.

MARK 
Now remember, a quick stop between 
the gate and high-tale it outta 
there.

TRICIA 
Got it.

EXT - LAST ENEMY OUTPOST - NIGHT

The LAV comes to a halt between the gates.

The Enemy Soldiers are all at attention and salute.

Underneath the LAV, two D’Ism gravity mines leapt off the 
framework, hitting the ground and triggering a 3-second 
timer.

The LAV speeds off again, some soldiers drop their salute and 
others turn while saluting to follow.

One Soldier notices the gravity mines and starts walking 
toward them.

EXT - ROADSIDE DITCH - NIGHT

th-thud!
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GREG, CLARICE, LIZA, MARK and TRICIA hear the gravity mines 
detonate from the ditch.

TRICIA 
Nice.

MARK smiles.

GREG 
Comeon, we’re not going to have 
much time.

The D’Ism Crew gets up and moves swiftly along the roadside 
on foot, MARK helping TRICIA along who remains distracted in 
her Pocket PC.

GREG is also periodically checking his Pocket PC, which is 
scanning the surroundings for signs of life.

TRICIA 
hold-on.

TRICIA slows to a slow walk. MARK looks over her shoulder. 
The other three slow down too.

MARK 
She’s at the gate.

EXT - ENEMY BASE - NIGHT

The LAV slows down, a little faster than usual, but slow 
enough to keep the outer guards at ease while they salute.

Instead of slowing down more, the LAV accelerates when it 
enters the gate.

Enemy Soldiers saluting to receive MAJOR RASHID jump out of 
the way of the empty LAV.

Screams and cries and a few are run down as the LAV crashes 
through the compound toward a large building.

crash

The LAV crashes into, sticking through, the side of the 
building. Wheels still spinning, engine still running, wall 
crumbling, LAV shifting.

EXT - ROADSIDE DITCH NEAR LAST OUTPOST - NIGHT 

The D’Ism Crew is running again. 
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TRICIA 
Soldiers are approaching the crash.

INT - ENEMY BASE - NIGHT

The building was a mess hall, at meal time, the LAV is 
sticking into the kitchen.

A lot of Enemy Soldiers are cautiously approaching the crash, 
in formation with others on the lookout for a trap.

The LAV shifts again on the fatiguing wall, a tire hits the 
ground and it lurches forward.

The LAV jumps off the wall, crashing through the kitchen and 
into the mess hall, tossing a handful more soldiers into 
critical injuries.

EXT - LAST ENEMY OUTPOST (POST BLAST) - NIGHT

The Crew finds the Outpost Gate Towers diminished to rubble 
in the middle of the road.

TRICIA 
It’s hit an inner wall.

crack

A shot zips past resetting the pace of the Crew, LIZA takes 
the flank behind MARK and CLARICE, with TRICIA approaching 
GREG.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
Looks like a mess hall at meal 
time.

crack

Another shot zips by.

LIZA (INAUDIBLE GARGLING)
help

LIZA stumbles forward, trying to call for help through a hole 
in her throat as she trips-up CLARICE and MARK; she’s been 
shot through the neck and her larynx was ripped apart.

MARK 
Oh shit.

crack
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Another shot and CLARICE has the sniper made, she fires three 
shots and hits the sniper, joins MARK in helping LIZA back 
toher feet.

But LIZA stops.

LIZA (INAUDIBLE GARGLING)
I can’t go on

GREG and TRICIA gather up to MARK, TRICIA and the dying LIZA 
as LIZA starts handing out her weapons.

TRICIA 
Liza?!?

LIZA falls to her knees handing CLARICE the chain-mace, and 
TRICIA her Pocket PC.

LIZA (INAUDIBLE GARGLING)
run!

LIZA falls out of MARK’s steadying hands, face-down, as good 
as dead.

CLARICE tugs MARKS arm coaxing him to run, together they 
remind TRICIA and GREG and the Crew is turned and sprinting 
away from LIZA along the path of the modified LAV.

EXT - ROADSIDE DITCH TOWARD BASE - NIGHT

The D’Ism crew is running, near the base, when the sudden 
glow of LIZA’s plasma release creates a silhouette for the 
enemy guards.

They’ve been spotted despite the distraction of the LAV in 
the mess hall.

crack-crackcrack

The enemy shots start ringing out. 

GREG 
Now Tricia! 

TRICIA, running, remembers Albert’s Pocket PC is still in her 
hand (LIZA’s is in her pocket). 

TRICIA 
Oh right!?! 

TRICIA presses a button on her touch screen.
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ba-THUD!

The shock-wave extends out of a large glow from the mess-hall 
building as the LAV-bomb explodes in plasma grenades and 
gunpowder that augments a gravity mine.

Everything in the shock-wave is struck back toward the center 
of the blast, knocking a few guards off their feet, and 
destroying anyone close to it with the plasma glow.

GREG and MARK fire off a few laser shots to hit the last 
couple of confused guards left standing in front of them.

INT - ENEMY BASE OUTER WALL - NIGHT

GREG, CLARICE, TRICIA and MARK enter the main building 
through the hole their LAV created in the mess hall.

Some spatter remains on the walls, tossed out in the initial 
explosion and protected from the gravity mine implosion by 
the walls.

Looking down through the hole the Plasma created, a large 
cache of weapons stored below the mess hall was also hit. 
CLARICE points it out to GREG.

GREG 
Nice Work Tricia.

GREG watches as TRICIA looks down at the all-but-empty 
weapons locker and smiles.

Enemy Soldiers burst into the mess hall behind GREG and open 
fire on him with automatic weapons.

GREG’s coat is working overtime as he turns to face the 
onslaught.

It’s completely overcharged by the time GREG takes aim.

The overcharged energy of his coat lurches through his coat 
along the Enemy’s automatic gunfire.

The other three D’Ism Crew pop off a soldier each as GREG’s 
victim is tossed back against the mess hall wall where his 
body hangs from the impact and releasing electrical charge 
surging and dissipating over his animated corpse, heating up 
his weapon until a sixth Enemy Soldier comes around to find 
his fallen friend grabbing his gun barrel that slips through 
his flesh from the electrical heat as the heat hits the 
remaining ammo, killing him.
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GREG hits the last Enemy Soldier sending him into the weapons 
locker below.

MARK 
That was different.

GREG 
Different?!?

GREG leads the Crew through the door the Enemy Soldiers, 
Officers (at closer inspection), came in.

INT - ENEMY BASE FOYER - NIGHT 

The D’Ism Crew enters a foyer between the mess hall and the 
officer’s mess. GREG

Ah crap. GREG’s noticed his Pocket PC is fried. He holds it 
up showing the Crew. TRICIA recognizes it, and pulls LIZA’s 
Pocket PC from her pocket, hands it to GREG. 

GREG links it up to his coat. 

MARK 
Ok, let’s keep him safe until it 
syncs up.

MARK takes the lead, TRICIA and CLARICE flank with GREG in 
the middle. CLARICE points down some stairs.

CLARICE 
Down there. Should be the main 
control room.

MARK leads the Crew to the stairs.

INT - ENEMY BASE HALLWAY - NIGHT 

Two Enemy Soldiers are crouched in the hallway. They start 
firing as soon as they see MARK’s feet. A few laser blasts 
collapses the two Soldiers to the floor. The Crew continues 
into the hallway. 

A couple more Enemy Soldiers emerge and are quickly disposed 
of. 

MARK nods at a door. CLARICE opens it, met with gunfire. 
Soldiers fortified behind a table. 

GREG tosses a plasma grenade into the room, and CLARICE 
closes the door.
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thud

The room glows behind the door and the Crew proceeds to 
another door where a commotion can be heard from outside.

GREG checks to confirm that LIZA’s Pocket PC has sync’d 
successfully to his coat, and nods at the door to MARK.

INT - ENEMY BASE OFFICE - NIGHT

MARK storms into the central office, laser fire from one 
hand, sword in the other. 

MARK the wild gunman lands one lucky laser blast on an Enemy 
Soldier before the one hiding behind the door steps up. 

ENEMY SOLDIER BEHIND DOOR 
Infidel! 

MARK is knocked cold by the butt of a gun.

INT - ENEMY BASE OFFICE - NIGHT

MARK falls to the ground, knocked out by a Soldier hiding 
behind the door.

CLARICE takes out the Soldier Behind Door with a point-blank 
range laser-blast to the head.

As he falls to the ground, CLARICE and TRICIA step in firing.

Four remaining Enemy Officers are disposed of leaving only 
the Colonel.

GREG walks in gun drawn, to find CLARICE and TRICIA with 
their guns aimed at the Enemy Colonel, who is peaking up from 
behind his desk with his arms raised in submission.

COLONEL AKBAR 
Don’t shoot. I am Colonel Akbar. I 
surrender. Don’t shoot.

GREG 
Where’s he?

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
Where is who sir?
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INT - ENEMY BASE OFFICE - NIGHT

TRICIA is propping an Enemy Soldier’s Corpse against the 
office door, locking it shut with the D’Ism Crew and COLONEL 
AKBAR inside the office.

CLARICE is tending to MARK, propped up and about to get hit 
with some smelling salts that CLARICE cracks, and MARK has to 
shake off the sour-hit.

GREG cracks COLONEL AKBAR in the face, it’s not the first 
time, but this time COLONEL AKBAR has to try and shake it 
off.

GREG 
Where’s your Mullah?

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
infidel.

GREG walks back and check on MARK with CLARICE, leaving 
COLONEL AKBAR to stew under TRICIA’s watchful eyes.

MARK gets up with a little help from GREG and CLARICE.

GREG (TO CLARICE)
I need you to program the coats to 
discharge through the guns when 
they’re hot.

CLARICE 
Like an overcharge valve?

GREG 
Yeah, that lightning in the mess 
hall was, sketchy.

CLARICE 
On it.

CLARICE starts programming her Pocket PC.

MARK leans up on The Colonel’s desk, getting focus on reality 
with a stinging headache.

The Colonel is still a little better off than MARK who locks 
eyes to draw strength.

COLONEL AKBAR 
You look like shit.

81.



MARK accepts his challenge with adrenalin-fuel, and is quick 
to lean across with a Really Hard right hook to COLONEL 
AKBAR’s face.

MARK 
Follower. Where’s your fuckin’ 
Mullah.?.

The Colonel looks up to MARK, blood from his mouth gathered 
up and spit at MARK

COLONEL AKBAR 
Infidel!

MARK 
Infidel?!?

MARK wipes off the spit.

MARK (CONT'D)
We come here to return your 
democracy, to lend aid and respect 
to your women and children!

MARK punches the Colonel’s face again.

MARK (CONT'D)
We build bridges and schools for 
you, and you blow them up!

Again.

MARK (CONT'D)
We educate your tradesmen.

Again.

MARK (CONT'D)
And to keep you

Again.

MARK (CONT'D)
- from raping your children

MARK lands one more punch, overextending through the 
Colonel’s nose and falling across the desk exhausted, to be 
brought back to a guest-seat by GREG.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
infidel.
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GREG 
Just relax Mark.

MARK (TO COLONEL AKBAR)
I don’t pray, and I’ve never read 
the Koran, but I’m still a better 
Muslim than you are.

GREG sits up on the Colonel’s Desk and pulls out a joint.

He lights it with a lighter on the Colonel’s desk and steals 
his hat.

Takes a few puffs, a long inhale, and exhales into COLONEL 
AKBAR’s face causing the cigar smoker to choke on GREG’s 
joint.

COLONEL AKBAR (IN FARSI)
American asshole.

GREG (INHALING)
Canadian.

COLONEL AKBAR 
What?

GREG exhales into COLONEL AKBAR’s face causing him to cough a 
little more.

GREG 
Canadian Asshole. Asshole.

GREG takes one more big breath exhaling into COLONEL AKBAR’s 
face before handing the joint off to MARK in the chair behind 
him, who’s nursing his hand with TRICIA’s help.

GREG (CONT'D)
Your Mullah.

COLONEL AKBAR 
my Mullah...

COLONEL AKBAR’s eyes are well glazed, he’s smiling through 
tears in a momentary reflection of his Mullah.

His eyes focus on a large wall poster of the enlarged image 
of road with no markings between the Golf Course and the Base 
that the D’Ism Jet took out earlier, GREG catches it just 
before the Colonel’s fury returns.

COLONEL AKBAR (CONT'D) (IN FARSI)
Never! You will die infidel!
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The Colonel is tossed back into his seat by GREG as GREG 
walks straight over to the poster, taking the last bit of the 
joint back from MARK along the way.

GREG 
Thanks Colonel Akbar.

Beside the poster, GREG turns to look at the Colonel.

GREG (CONT'D)
You’ve been adequately helpful.

COLONEL AKBAR 
Fuck you, you fucking Infid-

MARK lurches forward one more time, knocking the Colonel cold 
with a left hook.

GREG 
Thanks Mark.

MARK’s shaking off his hand.

MARK 
Just happy to help Greg.

GREG 
Sorry ‘bout your head.

MARK smiles and rubs the back of his head.

MARK 
It’s ok. Thanks for the med’s.

CLARICE is by the door.

CLARICE 
Uh guys, we should probably get 
going. Now that we know where we’re 
going.

GREG 
How’d you make out with the 
lightning?

CLARICE 
I updated everyone’s computers by 
Bluetooth. Any surpluses will go to 
the guns first.

MARK 
Cool.
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TRICIA jumps to it.

TRICIA 
Comeon. I noticed a garage on our 
way in.

THE D’ISM CREW LEAVES COLONEL AKBAR TO 
BLEED TO DEATH, OR DIE OF SHOCK, OR 
ASPHYXIATE ON HIS OWN BLOOD, WHICHEVER 
COMES FIRST.

INT - ENEMY BASE GARAGE - NIGHT

GREG enters the Garage wearing the Colonel’s Hat, which 
catches the lone fire-watch Enemy Soldier off guard enough 
for GREG to unsheathe his sword and swing it through the 
Enemy Fire-Watch before his gun could be drawn.

There’s another Armored Vehicle (LAV) and small cache of 
weapons.

GREG 
Clear.

MARK, TRICIA and CLARICE enter.

GREG finds keys in the LAV while MARK finds a fridge, empty, 
save a half-full jar of hot-sauce and another of milk.

MARK 
Just once, a cold beer would be 
nice.

MARK closes the fridge and joins CLARICE, TRICIA and GREG at 
the LAV.

CLARICE 
Back to the golf course?

GREG puts on the Colonel’s Hat.

GREG 
Back to the golf course.

The D’Ism Crew piles into the new LAV.

EXT - D'ISM BUILDING ROOF - EVE

TRICIA is just wrapping up leading GREG, MARK, 
ALBERT,CLARICE, and LIZA through an advanced martial-arts 
workout routine.
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LIZA takes her place as the GREG, MARK, ALBERT and CLARICE 
exhausted cheer:

CLARICE, GREG, MARK, ALBERT 
yeah

ALBERT 
the come down

LIZA begins running the crew through a series of yoga poses, 
flowing them gracefully down to lying on their backs.

GREG Let’s meet at the pub after this, give ourselves a 
little send-off since we’re shipping out tomorrow.

CLARICE 
Ooh I like.

LIZA 
Namaste

CLARICE, GREG, MARK, ALBERT, TRICIA 
Namaste.

The crew gets up from their posing and heads down into the 
D’ISM BUILDING.

INT - GURU'S PUB - NIGHT

GREG opens the PUB Door from outside letting MARK, ALBERT, 
LIZA, TRICIA and CLARICE in.

BECCA approaches from behind the bar using body language to 
direct the D’ISM CREW to a suitable table.

BECCA 
Hi, welcome back guys.

GREG approaches last and people have already started sitting 
down.

GREG 
I’ll have a pint of Guinness 
sweetheart, whiskey, rocks, water 
and lime for The Mrs.

BECCA turns to the table, now seated.

BECCA 
And everyone else?
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TRICIA 
house red?

LIZA 
Ooh, that sounds good to me too.

ALBERT 
Guinness.

MARK 
Guinness.

BECCA crouches down between GREG and CLARICE linking GREG’s 
arm in hers, and addressing him 

BECCA 
and will you be buying as usual 
Mister D’Ism.

GREG 
as usual, my darling Becca.

BECCA winks to GREG before getting up and heading back to the 
bar.

CLARICE reaches over to tug on GREG’s arm, linking it and 
leaning in.

CLARICE 
Were flirting with the barmaid 
Greg?

GREG leans in for kisses between words

GREG 
A little, but you know I only dine 
at home.

CLARICE continues the intermittent chat and kiss

CLARICE 
speaking of dining, maybe we should 
order some food.

MARK 
There are other people at the table 
you know.

GREG 
Sorry guys. Tappa spread?

ALBERT 
Extra baby stuffed Yorkshires.
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BECCA is approaching from the bar with a large tray load of 
drinks.

TRICIA 
We should probably get some extra 
wings too.

BECCA sets the tray on the neighboring table and starts 
handing out the drinks.

BECCA 
So a tappa spread, extra wings and 
yorkies?

CLARICE 
Yes please.

BECCA winks at CLARICE, finishes her hand-out and returns to 
the bar with tray as TRICIA raises her glass, the Crew 
follows suit, Guinnesses just finishing their settle.

TRICIA 
I just wanted to say thanks, for 
hiring me, it’s great to be a part 
of such an awesome team.

ALBERT 
Thank you, Tricia, for joining our 
team.

MARK 
You are a most invaluable asset 
already.

Everyone clinks, the Guinnesses almost finished, everyone 
else sips and rests their glasses. GREG talks through his 
pint.

GREG 
It’s not easy, being a part of this 
crew, we ask a lot, this year has 
proven to be a 24 - 7 commitment 
for all of us, and I can’t thank 
you enough for your help.

The Guinnesses are finally ready, glasses are re-raised and 
clinked and everyone sips.

MARK 
Yeah, and thanks for everyone 
pitching in to get the C-Can loaded 
today. That was a lot of work.
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LIZA 
Thanks for reminding us Mark.

ALBERT 
I wish we didn’t have to do this 
mission.

GREG 
I’m not making you go Albert, it is 
in no way going to jeopardize our 
relationship if any of you decide 
you’d rather not join this mission.

ALBERT 
It’s not that. I mean, in the broad 
sense. It’s a stupid war.

LIZA raises her glass.

LIZA 
Here - hear!

Everyone else joins in with another clinking and drinking.

EXT - STREET NEAR D'ISM BUILDING - NIGHT

CLARICE, ALBERT, GREG, MARK, TRICIA, and LIZA are walking 
down the street after drinking; hanging off of each other for 
support.

LIZA 
So, are you scared?

ALBERT 
Nah, I’m not scared. I’m ready.

MARK 
We have the technology.

ALBERT 
We have the power!

They laugh and break the tension away from GREG who stays 
back in it, in the flickering light of a display window 
television screen that seems to glow a dull grey.

MARK (V.O.)
Greg?
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INT - STOLEN ARMOURED VEHICLE - NIGHT

MARK is driving the new LAV on the same trail they came from.

GREG sits in the passenger seat, lost in the light of the 
screen on his new Pocket PC.

MARK 
Greg?

CLARICE and TRICIA sleep in the back seat.

MARK (CONT'D)
So. Do you know where we’re going?

GREG 
It looks like the golf course 
service road extends right back to 
the airfield. We’re going to stop 
somewhere in between.

GREG holds up his Pocket PC with the photo of the poster-map 
with no markings, MARK has a look then eyes back on the road.

MARK 
Then?

GREG 
Then we’ll just have to use our 
intuition. Pretty impressive 
really.

MARK 
What’s that?

GREG 
They seem to use a messenger relay 
to communicate with their leader.

MARK 
You mean, like the Aztecs.

GREG 
Exactly. Only one person needs to 
know the actual location of the 
guy.

MARK 
Everyone else gets a hectare to 
search in case of a communications 
breakdown.
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GREG 
Buys’em some time if it’s us 
infidels who are looking for him.  
So we’re going to hope for some 
clues.

MARK 
Copy that. hoping for clues.

EXT - GOLF COURSE ENTRANCE - NIGHT

The LAV rolls into the Golf Course.

Evidence of their previous appearance abounds.

They cruise along undaunted by the large glass teardrop 
sculpture nearby.

GREG (V.O.)
Hey

INT - STOLEN ARMOURED VEHICLE - NIGHT

GREG’s looking into the back seat, trying to get CLARICE and 
TRICIA’s attention from sleeping.

GREG 
Hey

They stir as MARK takes a bump.

GREG (CONT'D)
Sorry ladies, you’re gonna have to 
get up now.

CLARICE and TRICIA sit up stretching and rubbing their eyes 
into reality.

TRICIA 
Where are we?

MARK 
Golf course

EXT - GOLF COURSE 9TH HOLE - NIGHT

Not far away is the aftermath of the D’Ism Crew landing.

MARK (V.O.)
-nineth hole.
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The service road takes the LAV past the green on the 9th hole 
of the golf course.

CLARICE (V.O.)
That means we’re getting close.

The road leads to a desert behind the golf course.

INT - STOLEN ARMOURED VEHICLE - NIGHT

In the back, CLARICE has pulled out her Pocket PC, TRICIA is 
moving over to its glow.

CLARICE 
I programmed the coordinates of 
that areal image.

CLARICE presses a few buttons.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
About thirty degrees East.

She pears through the windshield at the horizon, referring 
back to her Pocket PC.

CLARICE (CONT'D)
Head for the third star just left 
of the GAP.

MARK turns the LAV off the dirt road onto the desert sands.

TRICIA 
And straight on ‘t - (’tilmorning?)

-boom!

TRICIA is rocked before she can finish the Peter Pan quote, 
along with everyone else in the LAV.

EXT - DESERT NEAR GOLF COURSE - NIGHT 

The LAV has hit a land-mine, and is tossed into the air. The 
LAV flips mid air. Twice. It connects with the ground and 
rolls one more time. LAV bits fly and the outer walls 
crumple.

It comes to a stop in the dust.
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INT - STOLEN ARMOURED VEHICLE - NIGHT 

The D’Ism Crew is clearly rattled. 

GREG 
Is everyone alright? 

MARK stirs. 

GREG (CONT'D)
Anyone? 

MARK 
I’m ok. 

They look into the backseat and see CLARICE and TRICIA 
clearly unconscious. GREG Shit.

MARK and GREG jump into the back of the LAV and pull TRICIA 
and CLARICE out respectively. MARK cracks some smelling salts 
for TRICIA. GREG’s checking CLARICE for vital signs. TRICIA 
stirs away from the salts, still far from consciousness. 

GREG 
Shit. 

CLARICE has no vitals. 

MARK sees it in GREG’s reaction. 

MARK 
oh no. 

GREG 
Shit-shit-shit.

GREG starts fumbling through tears and CLARICE’s coat pulling 
her Pocket PC, grenades and mines. MARK leaves TRICIA on her 
own, safely away from CLARICE on the other side of the LAV.

beep

GREG is folding CLARICE’s arms onto her chest when MARK grabs 
him by the collar, hoisting up and back and to his feet

beep

-stumbling away from her toward TRICIA on the other side of 
the LAV.

beep
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A light burst on the other side of the LAV rocks the crumpled 
vehicle as CLARICE’s coat melts her down in a plasma ball.

MARK tends to TRICIA, picking his smelling salts cannister 
from the ground, trying to keep her out of shock.

GREG vomits. Starts fumbling in his pocket for a joint.

Finds it.

Lights it.

EXT - DESERT LANDMINE SCENE - NIGHT

GREG tosses his roach, he’s transferring information from 
LIZA’s old Pocket PC to CLARICE’s old Pocket PC, occasionally 
a tear falls.

GREG 
How’s she doing?

MARK is still tending to TRICIA, who is starting to show 
signs of coherence.

MARK 
She’s coming out of shock; I don’t 
think there’s any real physical 
damage.

TRICIA and MARK are trying to stand up.

MARK (CONT'D)
How are you holding up?

GREG 
Just transferring my coat to 
Clarice’s computer.

TRICIA 
Oh no. Greg. I’m so sorry.

GREG 
Come-on, we’re close, we’ve got 
work to do.

EXT - DESERT LANDMINE SCENE - NIGHT 

GREG is hooking up LIZA’s Pocket PC to a land mine. 
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GREG 
We’re going to delay the second 
charge of our gravity mines. 

MARK and TRICIA are following suit with their own PC’s and 
mines. 

GREG (CONT'D)
Switch your coats to wing. 

GREG unhooks his and hooks up another mine. 

GREG (CONT’D)
We use the inertia to glide above 
the rest of the booby traps. 

GREG hooks up his last gravity mine, and looks like the 
others are just finishing up too. 

MARK 
I get it 

MARK’s unhooking his last mine. 

MARK (CONT'D)
-toss it ahead like a vacuum-drive. 

TRICIA’s unhooking her last one.

TRICIA 
Have either of you ever tried this 
before?

GREG’s unhooking his last one. 

GREG 
Something like surfing I think. 

They gather up and pocket their mines. 

TRICIA 
Guess that means no.

MARK turns to TRICIA 

MARK 
Are you ready for this? 

She replies to GREG too 

TRICIA 
Sure. Why not? 
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GREG 
Get ready to jump.

GREG tosses a D’Ism Gravity Mine like a flying disk in the 
direction they were headed in the LAV. The mine hits the 
ground.

GREG (CONT'D)
Jump! 

The mine is triggered as MARK, TRICIA and GREG jump as high 
as they can.

ba

The first reaction of the Gravity Mine is triggered causing 
an outward burst of energy that sends them up a little 
further into the air behind them.

thud

The second reaction of the Gravity Mine is triggered causing 
an incredible implosion that reaches past the initial blast 
drawing it all into the resulting explosion of diesel’d 
fuels.

MARK, GREG and TRICIA’s coats are stiff from the first 
reaction, and the second reaction pulls them forward fast 
enough to generate some loft, sending the three into the air.

EXT - AIR NEAR DESERT - NIGHT

boom - boom

MARK is almost sucked into the second reaction of the gravity 
mine as two nearby enemy mines are detonated by the gravity 
mine’s explosion and debris.

The shock wave is enough to toss MARK up, tumbling further 
skyward.

GREG whirls another gravity mine ahead of them. The mine hits 
the ground and goes. Reaction one sending them up and back on 
a heat-wave updraft. The second reaction hits pulling them 
forward, fast.

boom

Another enemy mine is triggered.
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The shock wave is a nice updraft at this distance, casting 
MARK and GREG and TRICIA into a nice comfortable glide above 
the desert.

EXT - AIR NEAR DESERT MINI-HOLD - NIGHT 

TRICIA is gliding above GREG and MARK when MARK notices a 
messenger running along the road. 

MARK 
Look. There.

GREG
Must be an urgent message.

TRICIA sees MARK notion to GREG, directed to the messenger, 
she swoops down to GREG while drawing her gun and taking aim. 
A low glow can be seen just over a ridge ahead.

EXT - NEAR DESERT MINI-HOLD - NIGHT

An Enemy Messenger is running along the roadside with an 
urgent message. He draws his walkie-talkie without breaking 
pace. Pushing the talk-button

ppssfftt

- the Enemy Messenger’s face implodes from TRICIA’s laser 
blast leaving some spatter on the walkie-talkie that slowly 
falls from his hand as his carcass’ momentum subsides and 
falls like tripping an exhausted athlete.

The D’Ism Crew is loosing altitude fast.

EXT - AIR OVER DESERT MINI-HOLD - NIGHT

crackle

A commotion can be seen as the light on the horizon suddenly 
flickers with flashes and shadows, signs of life and movement 
as the strange crackle of a mortar ripping the air gets 
louder.

sha-boom!

The sound of the original blast hits the D’Ism Crew just as 
the mortar fired hits MARK square in the chest.

GREG 
Mark!?!
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The explosion sends GREG and TRICIA tumbling skyward again.

TRICIA 
Mark!?!

crackcrack... boom!-crackcrack... boom-boom... crackcrack...

Explosions and gunfire as GREG and TRICIA regain composure in 
the air just before reaching a large enemy reinforcements 
party set-up for the night.

Behind them, MARK’s corpse has fallen to the ground, the 
beeps are smothered by the enemy gunfire, there’s a plasma 
sphere, a few enemy shots are sent to it, then darkness.

GREG and TRICIA duck and dodge the heavy fire, their coats 
handle the bullets.

GREG pulls out a couple of plasma grenades, looses a bunch of 
altitude right over the enemy, and tosses them.

One hits a tank that was aimed and about to hit him, the 
shock wave tumbles GREG back up to TRICIA.

The other plasma grenade explosion graces a weapon’s stash.

baboom!

There’s chaos under the explosion as the enemy reinforcement 
party is consumed in fire and shrapnel and concussive 
pressure.

GREG and TRICIA are tossed way up into the desert night sky 
by the shock wave and the up draft.

EXT - AIR OVER DESERT - NIGHT 

GREG and TRICIA are gliding down from the sky.

GREG 
Looks like our landing.

GREG points out a little sand dune.

TRICIA 
This is gonna’ suck, isn’t it?

GREG 
Just try to swoop up to it, loose 
your momentum and fall onto it.
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TRICIA 
Yeah, tuck’n’roll right?

GREG 
Right.

GREG swoops down in front of TRICIA so she can see how it’s 
done.

He swoops up, dangerously close to the surface of the sand 
dune.

He’s headed straight up, a few meters from the top of the 
dune when GREG tucks into a ball.

TRICIA swoops down behind him.

GREG falls back down to the dune’s edge, tumbling down the 
side of the dune.

TRICIA follows, loosing extra momentum as she graces the dune 
when arching back to straight-up, but still continues an easy 
four meters above the dune before tumbling down the side of 
it.

EXT - DESERT - NIGHT 

GREG’s brushing himself off when TRICIA tumbles down to him. 
GREG helps her up as she brushes herself off.

GREG 
You alright? 

TRICIA is finishing brushing herself off. 

TRICIA 
Sure. Just fine.

GREG 
Good angle for the fall at least.

TRICIA 
Yeah, great angle.

GREG smiles off the sarcasm, looks at his Pocket PC.

GREG 
We must be close.

TRICIA has a look at GREG’s screen and a head-ache washes 
over her.
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GREG (CONT'D)
You ok?

TRICIA 
Head-ache.

GREG puts a hand on TRICIA’s neck.

Feels no breakage.

GREG 
Let’s find a place to rest for a 
bit.

TRICIA 
You look like you could use some 
sleep.

GREG 
It’d probably do you some good too.

They walk toward a couple of sandstones near the dune.

TRICIA 
Here looks good.

GREG 
Comfy. Back to back, we’ll put our 
coats over us like a tent, in hide 
we should look just like a rock.

TRICIA pulls out her Pocket PC, switches her coat to hide 
mode. GREG’s done the same.

They sit down, back-to-back, and put their coats over top 
like a make-shift tent.

GREG (CONT'D)
Mind if I smoke?

GREG already pulling out a joint. 

TRICIA 
Please do, it’ll probably help me 
sleep. 

GREG lights his joint with a match. 

TRICIA (CONT'D)
We must be close. 

The smoke fills the would be tent.
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INT - GURU'S PUB - NIGHT

GREG’s drunk.

There’s a couple of empty pint glasses on his usual table.

GREG tips back the rest of his current pint of Guinness and 
lets the glass fall to the table in his hand.

GREG 
Becca!

She’s rolling her eyes behind the bar, readying some coffee 
service on a tray.

GREG holds his empty pint glass up.

GREG (CONT'D)
Becca ge’me one more.

BECCA approaches GREG’s table with coffee service instead of 
another Guinness pint. She sets the tray down and starts 
exchanging the coffee service with GREG’s empty pint glasses.

GREG (CONT'D)
I said a Guinness, not a coffee. I 
know they look the same, but

BECCA 
I think you’ve had enough for the 
night. Besides, don’t you have 
something you should be doing right 
now?

BECCA directs GREG to a Shadowy Figure standing outside the 
pub in the rain.

BECCA’s finished loading the trays and GREG’s still watching 
the Shadowy Figure watch him when BECCA leaves for her 
sanctuary behind the bar.

GREG gets up and heads to the pub door with the Shadowy 
Figure still obviously staring.

GREG opens the pub door

GREG 
Hey!?!

The Shadowy Figure just continues to stand there, so GREG 
exits the pub to get closer, a better look.
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GREG is cast into an almost black-rainy-fog.

EXT - DESERT - DAWN

GREG twitches awake, sending him into standing, holding his 
coat, which is flat black - out of power and unable to 
camouflage.

TRICIA, still mostly sleeping, falls backward without GREG’s 
bracing, under her dead-black coat.

GREG chuckles.

GREG 
Sorry ‘bout that.

TRICIA’s stirring under the coat, pulling it off and herself 
up.

TRICIA 
I’m used to it.

They exchange smiles, short lived under head-ache.

GREG 
Still there?

TRICIA 
It’s like someone’s melting it from 
the inside, or trying to hack it, 
or - ahhhh

TRICIA holds her head with her palms pressing against the 
sides of her head.

TRICIA (CONT'D)
- just a little throbby.

GREG 
Try to push the feeling out. 
Visualize it, and channel it out 
your third-eye.

GREG helps TRICIA up, and they climb into their jackets.

TRICIA 
We should start walking, maybe 
it’ll help.

GREG 
Of course.
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They start walking.

EXT - DESERT - CONTINUOUS 

GREG gets a chill through his nervous system and turns to see 
TRICIA falling to her knees. 

GREG 
Did you feel tha -? 

TRICIA is holding her head. 

TRICIA 
Get out!! 

GREG 
Tricia? 

GREG crouches to her. 

TRICIA 
I can feel him Greg. 

GREG’s fumbling for a joint and a match. 

TRICIA (CONT'D)
We’re close and I can feel him 
trying to get into my head. 

He gets the joint lit. 

TRICIA (CONT'D)
Get Out!! 

GREG taps her on the shoulder. TRICIA looks up and reaches 
out for a puff of Greg’s joint revealing the blood coming 
from her ears.

GREG 
Tricia, your ears

GREG’s index finger touches a little blood off her ear as she 
tries to take a puff, but she drops the joint instead when 
she sees the blood on GREG’s finger.

She’s shaking as GREG reaches down to pick up the joint and 
give it back, but freezes when he sees a bit of blood 
trickling from her tear-ducts.

TRICIA 
Aaahhhh!
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TRICIA yells out, clamping her head between the palms of her 
hands, knocking GREG back joint in hand.

GREG 
Tricia?!?

Her grip tightens and blood is coming from her ears, eyes and 
nose.

TRICIA 
AaahhhhOoouut!

GREG’s frozen, only a hint of him inching back away from 
TRICIA.

She slumps forward.

GREG’s eyes are watering but he’s silent, backing up to his 
feet, unable to turn away, instinctively backing away from 
TRICIA’s impending meltdown.

beep - beep - beep

GREG 
Goodbye Tricia.

GREG’s illuminated by TRICIA’s coat melting her down.

He recognizes the burning joint in his hand, takes a puff of 
it and turns to continue on.

EXT - DESERT - CONTINUOUS 

GREG rubs his temples. His eyes are streaming, trying to 
relieve the pressure building in his brain.

He cracks a smelling salts cannister and sniffs it, trying to 
shake the pressure off.

GREG smears some salts on his forehead like a bindhi-dot, 
walks on.

EXT - DESERT - CONTINUOUS 

GREG continues walking through the pain. Somehow the ground 
feels different, his feet heavy, he stumbles to his knees.

thud

He’s plopped his knees down onto something firm. Hollow. GREG 
takes his hands from his head to brush some sand away. 
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Plywood. He fumbles around on hands and knees for an edge. 
GREG brushes a bunch more sand off the plywood chunk and 
moves into position on his knees at one edge.

He lifts and stands the plywood up revealing a hole 
underneath. A hole of glass in the desert sand.

GREG
a plasma drill. 

He tosses the plywood to the side and crouches to touch the 
glass.

GREG looks down the hole and sees a red glow that hides it’s 
true depth. He stands up, takes a deep breath, and steps into 
the hole.

INT - MOLTEN DESERT HOLE - CONTINUOUS 

GREG is falling down the hole. Picking up speed. His coat is 
flapping.

The red glow gets brighter until GREG hits a polymer gelatin -
like something used to clean-up an oil spill - that seems to 
glow red as it softly passes GREG through it.

INT - MOLTEN DESERT CAVERN - CONTINUOUS

GREG slips into the red glow of the cavern and out of the 
transferred light of the gelatin, which shows GREG’s 
reflection on this side of it.

GREG can’t help but notice the red light that seems to be 
glowing from the smelling-salts smear on his forehead.

He focuses on his reflection of it, and notices an old naked 
South-Asian man, the MULLAH, floating in lotus meditation 
above a strong red glow behind him.

GREG’s feelings of vengeance surface with a couple of angry 
breaths.

GREG refocuses on his bindhi-dot and slows his breathing.

He grabs the handle of his sword.

His breath smooths out. He notices his bindhi-dot has changed 
to white, almost fluorescent.

The MULLAH’s hands and arms begin to stir.
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In a single smooth motion, GREG inhales deeply through the 
motion of getting up, drawing his sword and turning.

His first step changes his breath and primes his sword for a 
thrust.

Continuing the smooth motion, GREG exhales through a few more 
steps, extending his body, shoulders, arms, hands, sword into 
the waking MULLAH’s chest.

INT - MULLAH'S CHEST - CONTINUOUS

The blade of GREG’s sword has penetrated the MULLAH’s chest, 
flesh and ribs.

The tip slides smoothly, serenely past the MULLAH’s trigger 
signal broadcaster, toward the sensor that will trigger it 
when the heart it’s attached to stops beating.

The tip almost collides with the sensor when the MULLAH’s 
heart is pierced by the tip of GREG’s blade.

bumb-bump bumb-bump

A few last heartbeats pulse over the blade, releasing blood 
through the whole on the compressive beat, consuming the 
blade on the vacuum stroke.

bumb-bu-

The MULLAH’s last heartbeat.

A signal, like an alarm, is transmitted by the pace-maker 
like signal device along the titanium blade.

INT - MOLTEN DESERT CAVERN - CONTINUOUS

The signal from the MULLAH’s chest can be sensed by GREG 
through his blade. The MULLAH smiles maliciously, still 
waking out of his meditation, his last heartbeat tired-out by 
the blade of GREG’s sword. 

The nuclear bomb located just below the MULLAH, below the 
source of red light that filled the glass cavern, keeping the 
MULLAH safe from radioactive spill-off from the storage of 
the bomb, and it receives the MULLAH’s signal.
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GREG takes a deep inhale - the nuclear bomb is exploding - 
GREG’s eyes glaze over - the white’ish smear on GREG’s 
forehead is projecting a green’ish glow through the radiation 
- the MULLAH slumps forward, dead -- a familiar ringing in 
GREG’s ear - GREG’s eyes are tearing uncontrollably and he 
has all-but projected himself through the glow of his third-
eye.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD TRENCH - NIGHT 

A familiar ringing in GREG’s ear. 

GREG is sleeping in a trench, propped up in a chair against 
the side wall in muddy Sergeant Major fatigues.

An occasional spattering of machine gun fire rattles 
overhead.

A WW2 PRIVATE is nudging GREG’s shoulder.

What he’s saying starts to fade in above GREG’s ringing.

WW2 PRIVATE 
sergeant. Chester!

GREG looks up, lets the WW2 PRIVATE, the Messenger, come into 
focus.

WW2 PRIVATE (CONT'D)
We move at dawn, use the sunrise to 
our advantage.

GREG pushes himself to standing, turns to look over the top 
of the trench, across the field to the row of sandbags 
indicating the location of the enemy trench. He turns back to 
WW2 PRIVATE and returns to sitting.

GREG 
Sunrise surge, copy.

Sitting, GREG immediately returns to trying to sleep.

WW2 PRIVATE 
Thank you Sergeant Chester.

The message Heard, Understood, and Acknowledged; the 
Messenger looks around for the mess hall.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD TRENCH - DAWN 

The dull ringing persists in GREG’s head. 
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The sun is just starting to rise to the horizon behind the 
coalition forces trench.

crack-crack-crack

A few spatters of enemy gunfire continues. A Private-Major is 
nudging GREG’s shoulder. 

PRIVATE-MAJOR 
Sergeant Chester. 

The entire battalion is waiting in the trench, ready to 
attack, poised in courage and fear behind the PRIVATE-MAJOR.

PRIVATE-MAJOR (CONT'D)
Sergeant Chester. Wake-up Sir.

The PRIVATE-MAJOR gives GREG another hard nudge with his gun, 
pushing GREG awake.

GREG lets the PRIVATE-MAJOR come into focus. The battalion 
starts to come into focus behind PRIVATE-MAJOR.

PRIVATE-MAJOR (CONT'D)
It’s dawn, sir.

GREG is collecting himself at a seemingly all-too casual 
pace.

GREG 
Yes, of course. Dawn. Sunrise 
surge. Almost forgot.

PRIVATE-MAJOR 
Your orders sir?

GREG 
Any machine guns?

PRIVATE-MAJOR 
We have three Brownings sir.

GREG 
Then we’ll hold them down with some 
cover fire.

The PRIVATE-MAJOR turns to another Private behind him.

PRIVATE-MAJOR 
Ready the thrity-cal’s for cover 
fire.
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WW2 PRIVATE 2 
yes sir.

The PRIVATE runs off down the trench. The PRIVATE-MAJOR turns 
back to GREG.

GREG 
Soldiers ready?

PRIVATE-MAJOR (PROJECTING)
Soldiers Ready!

WW2 SOLDIERS 
Sir, yes sir.

bangbangbangbangbangbangbang

The Browning Machine Guns start firing off rounds in the 
distance.

GREG 
Attack!

GREG turns and starts running up and over the trench wall.

He is joined by the stampede of soldiers surging from the 
trench.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD - DAWN

GREG is running with the WW2 Battalion, spreading out across 
the German wheat fields toward the enemy trenches. The Enemy 
starts firing again, blindly across the wheat at the shadows 
stretching across the horizon.

The silhouettes that spread out with shadow provide no way of 
telling how close the shadow-casters are. A few of the 
Battalion drop out of sight, legs shattered by the shrapnel 
of enemy bullets. Grain jumping off the wheat with German 
reaper-bullets. GREG, running, drops to his knees, smashing 
down on the ground hard. His knee’s been blown out. 

MARK (V.O.)
-three, two, one.

INT - D'ISM 2ND FLOOR - NIGHT 

A familiar, dull ringing persists in GREG’s head. A Young Man 
- GREG, sits up quickly from the central couch of the D’Ism 
Building’s 2nd Floor. 
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Another Young Man - MARK, is beside him. The rest of the 
party patrons are waiting, quiet, a-gasp.

MARK 
You alright? 

GREG 
What a trip.

GREG smiles and the party continues, MARK tending to GREG 
with a crowd of the particularly curious.

A Party Patron singles out MARK.

PARTY PATRON 
I have never experienced a past 
life regression before.

The PARTY PATRON leads MARK away.

PARTY PATRON (CONT'D)
I have so many questions.

GREG lies back, the crowd of the particularly curious split 
in conversation amongst themselves and following MARK.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD - DAY 

The familiar, dull ringing persists in GREG’s head. 

The sound of the Brownings can be heard over the wheat field. 
The WW2 Battalion is surging forward with increasing success. 
GREG is being dragged back toward the trenches when he comes 
to. 

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Take it easy sir. 

GREG 
What’s going on? 

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
You were shot, I’m takin’ you to 
the medic. 

GREG goes over a bump, emphasizing his wounded knee. 

GREG 
Ahhh! My leg!?! 

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Sorry sir, almost there. Hold-on. 
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JOHNNY changes position under GREG’s realization of a working 
leg, so JOHNNY can help him instead of dragging him. The 
Brownings are reloading.

GREG 
What’s your name Private?

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Johnny sir.

A few enemy shots zing past, picking up GREG and PRIVATE 
JOHNNY’s pace.

GREG 
Pleased to meet you Johnny, I’m 
Greg.

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Right sir, almost there.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD TRENCH - DAY

The dull ringing persists.

GREG is handed over to the Medics, JOHNNY stands talking to 
one.

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
I think he’s in shock

GREG is put on a stretcher.

PRIVATE JOHNNY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
- It’s clearly Sergeant Chester, 
but he kept sayin’s name was Greg

GREG’s belt, removed from his waste, is wrapped around his 
lower thigh as a tourniquet.

PRIVATE JOHNNY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
- shot in the knee

A backpack, presumably GREG’s, is taken apart, the bed-roll 
placed under GREG’s head, the rest in position for his 
wounded knee. GREG passes out when his leg is placed into 
position atop the backpack.

PRIVATE JOHNNY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
- Chester

PRIVATE JOHNNY is nudging GREG awake.
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PRIVATE JOHNNY (CONT'D)
-Sergeant Chester !?!

GREG 
wha’ -where am I?

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
You’re in Germany sir.

GREG tries to sit up, but the pain and PRIVATE JOHNNY’s hand 
keep him down.

PRIVATE JOHNNY (CONT'D)
You’ve been shot sir, the medics 
said I gotta keep ya’wake.

GREG 
What day is it?

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Thursday sir. The 26th of July.

The dull ringing tone changes and suddenly becomes very 
distant, and drowns out PRIVATE JOHNNY’s utterance in GREG’s 
ears.

EXT - AMERICAN A-BOMB TEST GROUNDS - DAY

The first successful test of an Atomic bomb is underway.

The signature Electro-Magnetic Pulse (EMP) and mushroom cloud 
are spreading out from the blast sight.

EXT - WW2 BATTLEFIELD TRENCH - DAY

The distant ringing is drawing GREG’s attention, still in the 
recovering position in the trench, PRIVATE JOHNNY beside him.

GREG closes his eyes to accept the approaching Electro-
Magnetic Pulse.

PRIVATE JOHNNY 
Sergeant Chester?

GREG is being drawn into the core of the Atomic blast.

INT - EMP - N/A

GREG sees red.
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PRIVATE JOHNNY (V.O.)
Sir!?! Wake-up Sir!?!

The ringing consumes PRIVATE JOHNNY’s voice.

The ringing climaxes and flashes to white.

FADE TO WHITE

INT - D'ISM 3RD FLOOR BATHROOM - NIGHT

The ringing is only so slowly just starting to fade.

A silhouette is coming into focus.

The red-bath light is off. The harsh white light and shadow 
of BECCA in silhouette. 

GREG’s coat and Pocket PC both shut down from depleted 
batteries, with his clothes on a pile on the floor. BECCA is 
reaching into the tub, pulling a lifeless GREG up out of the 
water.

BECCA 
Come’on Greg - come’on.

GREG’s eyes twitch behind the lids.

He gasps awake and further into BECCA’s catching arms.

GREG 
I’ve gotta go back - I have to 
save’em

GREG’s eyes are distant, he relaxes in BECCA’s arms.

BECCA 
It’s ok Greg - you’re going to be 
ok.

He gasps.

GREG 
Noooo...

He weeps.

GREG (CONT'D)
I wanted to go back - to save them - 
but I went too far - I couldn’t 
affect it.
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BECCA 
I know Greg.

GREG 
I can’t go back now. They’re gone 
and I can’t go back anymore to save 
them.

BECCA cradles GREG.

BECCA 
I’m sorry Greg.

GREG collects himself out of BECCA’s arms, putting her into 
view.

GREG 
Where did you come from?

BECCA 
I was worried about you, so I 
followed you from the pub.

INT - EARLIER AT THE D'ISM BUILDING - NIGHT

BECCA sees GREG go up the spiral stairs from the window of 
the D’Ism building where she stands in the rain.

BECCA (V.O.)
I tried the door

EXT - D’ISM BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

She approaches the door and tries the knob, it’s locked, she 
sighs.

BECCA (V.O.)
- and it was locked at first

BECCA walks away from the door, very slowly making her way 
past the windows of the D’Ism building.

BECCA (TO HERSELF) (CONT'D)
Be well Greg.

The door to the building opens. BECCA turns to see it, and 
follows the sign leading her inside.

BECCA (V.O.) (CONT'D)
- but as I was walking away, the 
door opened, so I went in.
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INT - AT PRESENT IN D'ISM 3RD FLOOR BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS 

GREG is tuned into BECCA and her story. 

BECCA Eventually, the building led me to you here, and just 
in time. 

GREG’s eyes well up. 

GREG 
Thank you. 

They return to a hugging embrace, GREG’s head on her chest. 

BECCA 
Maybe I should stay with you 
tonight -

GREG 
I’m sorry Becca. 

BECCA 
Besides, someone’s got to make sure 
you make it to work in the morning. 

GREG 
Work? 

BECCA 
Oh honey, you are having a bad day. 

GREG pulls back from the embrace for some eye contact. 

BECCA (CONT'D)
Don’t you remember? It’s your pub.
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