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FADE IN:

CLOSE ON AN OLD MAN'S FACE, 65, and he's earned every year. 
Bushy, unkempt hair. Big, Karl Marx beard. Both would be 
white if they'd been washed in the last six months.

JULIA (V.O.)
Kindest Reader;

The man is calm. A drop of water splashes onto his forehead. 
He doesn't move. Zen.

JULIA (V.O.)
As with all my sporadic almaniacal 
excerpts, I shall open with a 
question that must impress upon the 
minds of all men:

Another drop.

JULIA (V.O.)
What is it exactly that makes, or 
perhaps more appropriately, made, 
America great?

The old man takes a deep breath, holding it.

JULIA (V.O.)
When did it fail?

Then it hits him. Literally. GALLONS of WATER SMASH into his 
FACE-- like somebody turned a fire hose on him. His face is 
gone, hidden behind the wall of water. Over the ROAR of the 
DELUGE, he CHOKES, gasping for life.

Then, as quickly as it hit him it turns off. He GASPS and 
CHOKES, water vomiting out of his mouth, nose. He sucks as 
much air as possible before the next onslaught.

JULIA (V.O.)
Let your mind masticate upon the 
philosophical pinnings of our 
country's evolution as I mark my 
predictions for the coming weeks.

Drip.

JULIA (V.O.)
Mars dances through the Fourth House 
at the start of Leo, meaning fire 
charged emotions are apt for an 
eruption, especially with tensions 
rising across all fronts.

Drip.



The man opens his eyes, breath starting to catch up to his 
heart-rate.

We PULL BACK to REVEAL:

INT. DC PRISON - INTERROGATION ROOM 11 1

The old man's tied to an inclined table. His head beneath a 
GIANT WATER PIPE. BLOODY GASHES cover his shirtless chest. 
Across from him, JULIA WINSLOW, 45, mouth twisted into a 
perpetual scowl, reads a RATTY SHEET of PAPER.

JULIA
The full moon on the 28th could spell 
financial trouble, made even more 
poignant on the 29th as Mercury goes 
retrograde.

She crumples the letter and looks up, her eyes red. Cold.

JULIA (CONT’D)
How did you get this?

The man remains silent. She glances across the room. A GUARD 
clad in a camouflage uniform stands near a water valve.

JULIA (CONT’D)
You must be quite impressed with 
yourself.

Silence. She crosses to him, puts her face right in his.

JULIA (CONT’D)
When is the next attack? Is the date 
in this letter?

His eyes finally move to meet hers. The space between them 
fills with hatred. His lips curl, just enough to show her 
she's right--

He is impressed with himself.

OLD MAN
Maybe you better turn on the news.

Julia's brow furrows in barely contained rage. She shoots a 
curt nod to the guard, who CRANKS the WATER VALVE. As the 
DELUGE CRASHES back down onto the old man's face, CUT TO:

INT. PINEHURST DORM ROOM - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT2 2

MADISON FISCHER, 23, stops her work, pops open a bright red 
can of Coke and chugs the entire thing before crumpling it 
and tossing it in her desk drawer. She's instantly back to 
scrawling equations across a sheet of paper as fast as she 
can, using a textbook as her guide.
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She doesn't look up when the door swings open. DARWIN 
FISCHER, 40, bursts in, obviously in a rush.

MADISON
I'm almost done.

Darwin goes to her dresser, starts throwing clothes in a bag.

DARWIN
I asked you to pack. 

MADISON
I already know what happened... 

She looks back at her equations, nervous. 

MADISON (CONT’D)
But they're early.

Darwin keeps packing. He's calm but intense. Every movement 
has an odd precision. The portrait of a man who knows exactly 
what needs to be done two steps ahead of everybody else.

MADISON (CONT’D)
Boston’s still got a chance. Trenton, 
Atlanta? Boned. We can save Boston.

(then, sotto)
They'll kill me if they know I know.

DARWIN
Nobody is going to kill you. 

Madison opens her desk drawer, pulls out another Coke and 
starts chugging. She holds up her text book: ALGEBRA 1; 
EXPLORATIONS AND APPLICATIONS. Darwin glances, unimpressed.

MADISON
This is their playbook. It’s not even 
clever. “Two trains depart at 
midnight, one from Philadelphia, one 
from Atlanta, both heading for 
Washington D.C.” 

DARWIN
It's a high school math book.

MADISON
Exactly. Bastards. Who knows how it’s 
subliminally affecting the youth.

KNOCK KNOCK. Madison's eyes widen. She throws her unfinished 
soda into the desk and kicks it shut. She starts talking 90 
miles a minute.
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MADISON (CONT’D)
I was right. All along. Right about 
the left. WMD. Totalitarianism. The 
Evil Empire Strikes Back.

DARWIN
It wasn't the Russians. Or the 
Democrats. Or the United Nations. 

MADISON
(re: computer)

Dude, seriously?

She nods to the computer on her desk. A POPSICLE STICK is 
taped over the webcam. 

MADISON (CONT’D)
I blocked the camera, they can still 
hear us. 

The door opens and a big, kind looking ORDERLY enters. We 
start to get it... this is a mental institution.

ORDERLY
You’re all ready, Mr. Fischer.

The sight of the WHITE-CLAD nurse riles her up even more. She 
turns to her desk and begins tearing up her equations.

MADISON
This isn’t the first attack. It 
started with French Fries. Trans-
fats, remember? Banned! Then, no more 
Cokes in NYC. Now we have socialized 
health care. Trust us with your 
lives! Not that you’ll have a choice, 
once they "accidentally" spill white-
out all over the 2nd Amendment. 

The rant continues as Darwin shifts his eyes from Madison to 
the Orderly. He's seen this all before.

ORDERLY
Your sister's in a pretty fragile 
state. Moving her now is--

DARWIN
She can’t be here.

The orderly starts handing Darwin a series of pill bottles.

ORDERLY
Haloperidol for her hallucinations. 
Quetiapine for the paranoia and 
depression. And these are just some 
mild sedatives.
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MADISON
Mind control. Emotion control. 
Sensation control. Perfect. 

DARWIN
Thank you.

He shoves the bottles into the bag of clothes. Madison backs 
into the corner. A full-on panic-attack in progress. 

ORDERLY
We can give her a tranquilizer for 
the trip --

MADISON *
Hell! No! *

DARWIN
That won’t be necessary. *

Darwin sits on the bed, close enough to take Madison’s hand.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
I'm getting you out of here.

MADISON
Out of Philly?

DARWIN
Out of Philly.

MADISON
Not to Trenton?

DARWIN
If I go my whole life not seeing 
Trenton, I’ll know I accomplished 
something.

She calms down. Climbs into Darwin’s arms for a bear hug.

He looks from his sister out the window. Long day. He watches 
the highway -- FIRETRUCKS, COP CARS and AMBULANCES speed 
toward downtown. In their midst, a NEWSVAN. CAMERA SNAP ZOOMS 
ALL THE WAY TO IT, THROUGH ITS BACK WINDOWS INTO:

INT. NEWSVAN - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT3 3

Three people jostle along in the back of the van. BROOKE 
BEAUDINE, 33, classy, pretty, flips through notes. Everybody 
else looks scared to death.

BANJO
You ever done anything like this 
before?

BANJO HAHN, 25, tries to sound casual, but Brooke sees 
through it.
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BROOKE
It's okay if you can't do this... but 
I need to know now.

BANJO
I'm fine. Nervous. A little. Fine.

BROOKE
Okay. You can't shake when you're 
holding the camera.

COOTER
Half of Philly’s gone and you're 
worried about your close ups.

COOTER STILL, 48, is fat. And if he's going to be unhappy, 
so's everybody else.

BROOKE
It’s three damaged buildings. You're 
making the kid nervous.

COOTER
The network's calling it the Butchery 
of Brotherly Love.

BROOKE
We'll call it whatever the 
authorities call it.

BANJO
I've never seen a dead body before.

COOTER
Get ready to make up for lost time. 
This is gonna be a horror movie.

BROOKE
Treat it that way. Pretend the 
director’s going to call “cut” any 
second. 

The van rolls to a stop.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
We're here.

They stare at the van door a beat, wondering about the 
carnage that awaits them on the other side.

At length, she throws open the door, revealing--

EXT. DOWNTOWN - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT4 4

--The FLASHING LIGHTS of an ARMADA of EMERGENCY VEHICLES 
dance against the destruction. 
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TWO FLAMING OFFICE BUILDINGS hug the BLOWN-OUT SKELETON of 
PHILADELPHIA CITY HALL, its iconic CLOCK TOWER TOPPLED onto 
BROAD STREET. 

Brooke sets her jaw and composes herself. Work to be done. 
Cooter and Banjo ease out of the van. Disbelief, shock, 
horror all kaleidoscope across their faces.

COOTER
Oh, my God.

Emergency workers run in and out of the tower, carrying 
people out on gurnies. Horror movie indeed. One woman's 
missing an arm. Another man's legs are completely mangled. 
Flames lick out of various floors of the tower.

BROOKE
(gently)

Get your camera.

BANJO
I'm gonna be sick.

Banjo's green. Cooter's frozen. Brooke takes charge.

BROOKE
We can cry later.

She piles out of the van and spots fire captain GUNNAR LOUIS 
corralling people away from the scene.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
(to Gunnar)

Sir. Excuse me, sir.

GUNNAR
Not now, lady.

We STAY WITH HIM as he turns and moves away, back toward the 
buildings. He taps another FIREMAN on the shoulder.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
What's the word on them other 
buildings?

FIREMAN 1
Fire weakened the structural beams. 
Chunks of hi-rise fall out every 
coupla seconds.

VOICE (O.S.)
I got a live one!

Gunnar follows the voice toward one of the collapsing 
buildings. ANOTHER FIREMAN waves his flashlight in the air. 
Gunnar's already rushing over.
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FIREMAN 2
There. Right through there.

He directs the beam of his light into the dark building, 
illuminating somebody's HAND, alternately CLENCHING and 
RELEASING.

GUNNAR
Let's go.

BUH-KKKKH! A giant piece of the old building crashes down in 
a cloud of ash and flame, obscuring their view of the hand.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
(calling)

Hey buddy... you still alive in 
there? Buddy? Ya hear me?

No response. The Fireman's shoulders sag. Gunnar grabs the 
flashlight from him and makes for the hole.

INT. CITY HALL - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT5 5

Gunnar picks his way quickly through the rubble.

GUNNAR
C'mon, pal. Talk to me.

He starts throwing pieces of concrete out of his way.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
You alive in here?

CRASH! Another piece of dying building heaves to the ground.

FIREMAN 2 (O.S.)
Captain!

GUNNAR
I'm fine.

He scans the area of building above him as the whole 
structure seems to GROAN.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
I'm leaving you in here unless you 
give me some sign RIGHT NOW! Ahhhh!

The hand has grabbed his trousers, almost sending him through 
the roof. He drops and clasps the stringy, brown fingers.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
Hang in there, hot dog. I'm getting 
you out of here.

Through a mess of concrete, he speaks to a half-buried Arab, 
FATHI AL FARRAD, who's eyes are half shut, breathing labored.
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GUNNAR (CONT’D)
Hey, you listening, pal? I'm getting 
you out of here.

The man's lips are moving, slowly.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
What's that?

He leans in closer. It's barely a whisper:

FATHI
Allahu Ackbar... Allahu Ackbar...

Gunnar notices something. Pulls back the man's torn up 
jacket, revealing SEVERAL PLASTIC EXPLOSIVES WIRED and 
SECURED TO HIS CHEST. Holy crap.

GUNNAR
(calling)

It's one of the bombers!

Before he can start digging again, A CREAK followed by GROAN 
sends his attention upward. He tries to dive out of the way 
as a MASSIVE WALL collapses toward him. Off its THUD:

INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT6 6

A congested hallway. Nurses scramble to keep dozens of bloody 
victims as comfortable as possible.

MATT MONROE, 43, wearing an FBI windbreaker, makes for the 
Ambulance Bay entrance, where a fleet of ER workers rush to 
meet an incoming ambulance.

Gunnar Louis is strapped to the emerging gurney. An FBI 
SPECIAL AGENT jumps out behind him.

MATT
(to the Agent)

This the bomber?

AGENT
Negative. The fireman who saved him.

MATT
Where's the bomber?

AGENT
Next ambulance.

MATT
Stay with this guy. Make sure they 
save him. 

Matt glances down at Gunnar, surprised he’s staring back.
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MATT (CONT’D)
They're gonna fix you up, friend.

His attention snaps to a SECOND AMBULANCE rolling up outside.

Another FBI AGENT hops out, escorting the gurney carrying 
Fathi the bomber.

MATT (CONT’D)
This is him?

The agent nods.

MATT (CONT’D)
I got it from here.

He stays with the gurney as it rolls into:

INT. HOSPITAL, ER - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT7 7

The PARAMEDICS push Fathi's gurney into the OPERATING ROOM. 
Matt follows behind them.

The place is a WAR ZONE.

NURSES and SURGEONS scramble between the several other blown 
up bodies in the room. SCREAMS of AGONY come from a corner. A 
NURSE with a clipboard and several rolls of colored tape on 
her belt rushes up to the paramedics and Matt.

PARAMEDIC
Blood pressure's falling with five 
respirations per minute.

She rips off some BLACK TAPE and sticks it to his gurney.

NURSE
(calling)

I need a morphine drip.

The paramedics depart. Matt steps in front of the nurse 
before she can follow suit.

MATT
Black tape is bad?

NURSE
You shouldn't be in here, sir.

MATT
You a doctor?

NURSE
Are you?

She takes her attitude and rushes to the next gurney rolling 
into the room. 
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As she passes by an operating table, we stay with DR. PENNY 
LITT, 32, already seen it all. She's surrounded by a wall of 
NURSES and is operating on 11-year-old BOY.

She glances at the TECH beside her.

PENNY
Get a swab on that rash and send it 
to epidemiology. More gauze here.

Penny's eyes don't leave the boy, so she doesn't notice Matt 
moving up behind her. He touches her arm.

MATT
I need a doctor.

PENNY
What the hell is wrong with you?

She jerks away and keeps working.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Get that catheter in him and stop the 
surface bleeding.

(calling, re: Matt)
And somebody get security in here.

Matt grabs her again.

MATT
Look, I need a damn doctor, now! I'm 
with the F--

Penny brandishes her bloody scalpel, cutting him off.

PENNY
Back off, dude.

(yelling)
SECURITY! NOW!

MATT
That man is one of the bombers. If 
somebody doesn't find a way to keep 
him alive, a lot more lives are in 
danger.

Matt nods to the fresh-faced RESIDENT aiding her.

MATT (CONT’D)
Time for junior to get his big break. 

Penny makes a snap decision. She turns to the Resident.

PENNY
(re: the boy)

Get a type cross match and a liter 
bolus, stat. Don’t kill him. 

Poor Richard's Almanack   Pilot "The Anthem" 03/15/15 11.



The Resident nods. Penny snaps off her gloves and gets in 
Matt's face.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Take your gestapo shit and get out of 
my E.R.

As she heads for Fathi, we follow Matt out the doors, where--

INT. HOSPITAL, HALLWAY - PHILADELPHIA - NIGHT8 8

-- he leans against the wall of the crowded ER. What a day. 
He reaches into his pocket and pulls out his cell phone. He 
dials and we:

INT. PENTAGON BRIEFING ROOM - WASHINGTON DC - NIGHT9 9

A SMARTPHONE VIBRATES on the table. FBI DIRECTOR MUNOZ 
glances at it then silences it.

His attention is focused on DIRECTOR OF NATIONAL INTELLIGENCE 
ELIZABETH WALKER, 49, all business and looking like she 
hasn't slept since the Clinton years.

ELIZABETH
Philadelphia is the first phase in a 
broader Islamist-based offensive with 
the potential for significant 
casualties. Open your folders, please.

The various MILITARY BRASS and SUITS around the table comply, 
breaking the security seal on the briefings in front of them.

She glances around the room. Here comes the bomb:

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
There's already been a second attack.

Various glances are exchanged.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
A small scale, surgical operation 
took place on a government 
installation at or around the same 
time as the attack in Philadelphia.

CIA DIRECTOR BUDANOV chimes in. He's 58, gruff, eats babies.

BUDANOV
Why is this the first we’re hearing 
about it?

MUNOZ
The attack occurred within a highly 
restricted site. The President wants 
to keep the intel on this 
compartmentalized.
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BUDANOV
You're saying we have a mole.

ELIZABETH
And it's the mandate of everybody in 
State, Defense and Homeland to find 
out who that may be. 

BUDANOV
But none of us know where to start?

ELIZABETH
You're looking for any signs of a 
breach.

People fidget, rustling papers to hide their frustration.

MUNOZ
Our best intel right now says more 
attacks are imminent and--

BUDANOV
And you're asking us to spy on 
American citizens with even more 
alacrity than we already do, but not 
saying what to look for... oh and by 
the way, the consequences of not 
finding what you don't know you're 
looking for is thousands of American 
deaths.

(then)
Give me a blind-fold and machine gun 
and I'll get you the same results.

ELIZABETH
Director Budanov. You serve at the 
pleasure of the President. So do your 
job and pleasure him.

Budanov is unamused. Elizabeth addresses everyone:

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
Bombs are ticking. They've been 
placed by people working for the 
government. Any agent not supposed to 
be in Philadelphia is your first 
priority. Find them. Question them.

Off Elizabeth, well aware of the skepticism around her:

INT. TAXI - NIGHT10 10

Darwin and Madison cruise along in the back of a cab. He 
looks up from the file folder he’s reading, notices she’s 
staring daggers at him. 
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MADISON
You could’ve stopped this if you’d 
listened to me. 

DARWIN
Mads, I don’t want to do this. 

MADISON
Oh. Okay. Just give me some pills and 
I’ll drool myself to sleep and stop 
bothering you. 

DARWIN
I don’t want to do that either.

MADISON
Wouldn’t work. They pumped me so full 
of that crap I'm immune, but I fake 
it real so they don’t switch to 
something new. Because I need my wits 
about me. You need my wits about me, 
too, ‘cause I see what’s coming. 

DARWIN
Me too, actually. 

MADISON
UN sanctions and martial law? 

DARWIN
Dead soldiers in another Middle 
Eastern sand trap. Happy? I’m a 
conspiracy theorist, too.  

MADISON
You’re a sheep. Eating the grass 
harvested by the New World Order’s 
propaganda combine. 

DARWIN
Probably. 

Darwin tries not to sigh; he’s heard this a million times. 

MADISON
Putin. Snowden. Bitcoin. Osama. 
Obama. Bush. George Bush actually 
said “I’m going to suspend the free 
market to save the free market.” 
Those words! Nothing like a little 
Texas pickle-tickle to wake you up 
from the American Dream. He opened 
the kitchen door for a socialist 
state and B. Hussein Obama was happy 
to stroll in and start cooking. Hope 
and change. 

(MORE)
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They picked a guy who seems by 
elocution, grace, race and every 
other observable factor to be the 
polar vortex opposite of the previous 
guy. But on paper?? THEY’RE THE SAME! 
Not that they’re anything but figure-
heads. But still. Point stands. Are 
you listening?

The CAB DRIVER looks in the rear view.

CABBIE
I’m hopin’ Sarah Palin runs in 2016. 

MADISON
Sarah--? Sarah Palin. Stop the cab. 

CABBIE
We’re on the freeway!

DARWIN
Don’t stop the cab. 

MADISON
Anybody who thinks Sarah Palin is the 
answer is part of the problem. Either 
passively, as an idiot, or actively, 
as a subverter. 

The Cabbie starts to pull over. 

DARWIN
I’m sorry. She has paranoid 
schizophrenia and is prone to 
judgmental outbursts. Just know she 
feels worse than you and keep 
driving, please. 

CABBIE
You on the lam or sumpthin?

Darwin turns around to see a COP CAR and a FED-SLED behind 
him. The cabbie pulls over and FBI AGENT GORDON CHAPMAN, mid-
40s, approaches. Darwin rolls down the window to greet him.

GORDON
Darwin Fischer?

DARWIN
That's right.

GORDON
Gordon Chapman, FBI. I'm sorry for 
the inconvenience, sir, but I need 
you to come with us.

MADISON (CONT'D)
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DARWIN
No inconvenience. But I think there 
must be some mistake.

He pulls out his own credentials and shows them to Gordon.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
I'm CIA. I'm on my way back to 
Washington--

GORDON
Yes sir, but I'm afraid you're going 
to have to come with us.

(peering in)
Your sister, too.

Darwin digests it a minute... but whatchya gonna do?

DARWIN
Sure...

He studies the FBI man in front of him, a little nervous, 
actually. And as he does, something weird happens: the lights 
around him FADE, the cab and surrounding scene MELTING into a 
DULL GRAY. Darwin's face changes, too. His HAIR GROWS and 
TURNS GRAY and DIRTY, a BEARD BRISTLES and GROWS.

Suddenly, we're looking at A MUCH OLDER DARWIN. Bushy, 
unkempt hair. Big, Karl Marx beard. Gashes cover his 
shirtless chest. Widen to find that we've been here before, 
in the future:

INT. DC PRISON - INTERROGATION ROOM 1 - MORNING - FUTURE11 11

Darwin, the aged torture victim that opened the show, huddles 
in the corner. He's dry now, and completely alone, sitting on 
the cold floor of an empty room.

Drip.

Water dripping from the giant WATER MAIN is the only sound.

Drip.

Darwin shivers, staring at it. The door swings suddenly open. 
A GUARD enters, throws Darwin a shirt. He immediately puts it 
on and stands.

WHUMP! The guard hauls off and socks him in the gut. Darwin 
doubles over, collapsing onto his knees. The guard grabs him 
by the shirt and starts dragging him to the door.

UPCUT TO:
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INT. DC PRISON - DARWIN'S CELL - MOMENTS LATER12 12

Darwin is shoved into the windowless, sterile hole-- one of 
several just like it in a row. The gate swishes shut as 
Darwin collapses on the floor.

Before the guard can go, Darwin's cracking voice stops him.

DARWIN
I know who wrote all those letters... 
who's behind the attacks.

Darwin looks up, smiling.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
Poor Richard. Poor, poor Richard.

Darwin begins LAUGHING. Whatever crazy lives in his sister 
must have made his brain home, too. The guard, pissed, grabs 
Darwin by the shirt collar and jerks him forward, SHUTTING 
HIM UP by CRACKING his SKULL into the bars of the cell and 
SMASHING US BACK TO:

INT. NEWSVAN - NIGHT13 13

Brooke sits with Banjo and Cooter, reviewing footage. They're 
watching Gunnar rush into the burning building just before it 
collapsed around him. All three are pretty shook up.

BROOKE
He's a hero.

COOTER
He's going to win us an Emmy.

Brooke shoots daggers at him.

COOTER (CONT’D)
What? It's a tragedy. I hope he 
lives. But this is amazing footage.

(then)
Fast forward to the rescue guys.

The footage skids quickly by. Banjo slows it to normal speed 
again as a team of rescue workers pull first Gunnar, then 
Fathi the Bomber out of the rubble.

BROOKE
This is great shooting.

Banjo is unresponsive, still numb from the day. They watch as 
the rescue workers rush Gunnar away. Now Fathi.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
Wait. Pause it. Back it up a little.

Banjo complies.
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BROOKE (CONT’D)
I know that guy.

Brooke points at an OLIVE-SKINNED COP pushing Fathi's gurney.

COOTER
He's a cop, you're a reporter. B.F.D.

BROOKE
I don't think he's a cop... he 
delivers my take-out.

COOTER
Whoopity doodle.

BROOKE
You don't think that's weird?

COOTER
Nope.

BROOKE
It’s a Lebanese place-- 

COOTER
So you’re paranoid and a racist.

BANJO
There. Look.

He's been rewinding the clip and playing it forward again. He 
plays it back for them in super slow motion.

BANJO (CONT’D)
Lebanese food cop guy takes something 
out of the bomber's pocket. Boom. 
Right there.

It's hard to see, but it looks like the Cop's hand is darting 
into Fathi's jacket. Cooter ain’t buyin’:

COOTER
We're going to the hospital.

BROOKE
Wait--

COOTER
Wait yourself. The story is the 
fireman, and the fireman's at the 
hospital.

BROOKE
A guy could be masquerading as a cop 
in the middle of a terrorist attack.

Cooter considers her for a second.
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BROOKE (CONT’D)
Restaurant's on the way to the 
hospital. Give me five minutes.

Cooter relents. OFF BROOKE: 

INT. PHILADELPHIA FBI - HALLWAY - NIGHT15 15

Matt glances through the last few pages of a thick file. He 
hands it off to an AIDE, takes a deep breath and steps into--

INT. PHILADELPHIA FBI - INTERROGATION ROOM - CONTINUOUS16 16

-- Where Darwin sips a cup of water. His suit jacket is 
draped over his chair. Darwin stands when Matt enters.

MATT
Special Agent in Charge Matt Monroe.

DARWIN
Darwin Fischer. Where's my sister?

MATT
She's fine. I just spoke with her. 
Wanted a Coke.

(then)
She's got a real bee in her bonnet 
about this attack.

Darwin smiles a little. Both of them sit.

DARWIN
She told you about the coming 
collapse, I see.

MATT
Wiretaps, data-mining, surveillance. 
We look more like Russia in the 1980s 
than Russia does. And we still can’t 
stop something like this happening. 
Maybe she's onto something.

DARWIN
Maybe she is. Comrade.

Their geniality is undercut by the steeliness in their eyes-- 
these guys are obviously sizing each other up.

MATT
I'm sure she appreciates a brother 
who visits so often.

DARWIN
Every week. Like clockwork.
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MATT
I'm the same way. Get back to Atlanta 
to visit my old pappy as often as I 
can. Shame what happened down there, 
too.

Darwin looks up, his surprise genuine.

DARWIN
I hadn't heard.

MATT
Hasn't gone public yet. Bomb went off 
at a government building.

DARWIN
Which one?

MATT
My bosses' bosses don't even know 
yet. But they think the link between 
the attacks is an insider.

DARWIN
And here I am on a surprise trip to 
Philadelphia.

(then)
Well, I'm flattered. But I am just an 
analyst.

MATT
You weren't born an analyst.

DARWIN
Aha.

MATT
The file on your work in Bosnia makes 
an amazing read. I hope they gave you 
one of those special CIA medals you 
can never talk about or show anybody.

DARWIN
You're kind. Say, and don't take this 
the wrong way because there's a 
compliment here somewhere, but 
shouldn't the FBI ace in charge of 
the Butchery of Brotherly Love be 
doing something more important?

MATT
My best lead is on an operating table 
right now and since we had to bring 
you in, I thought it might be less 
insulting if I handled the 
questioning.
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DARWIN
You haven't asked many questions.

Touché. Matt changes tack.

MATT
Are you bitter?

DARWIN
Pretty much.

MATT
Did you help terrorists blow up 
Philadelphia?

DARWIN
Nope.

Matt studies him. Darwin's face is a blank slate.

MATT
They make me ask that last one. 

He stands, Darwin follows suit. Their handshake is clearly 
for formality's sake.

MATT (CONT’D)
Thanks for your time.

Darwin nods, curt, then departs. Off Matt, thinking, his face 
suddenly begins to MORPH. As with Darwin before, the WORLD of 
the PRESENT MELTS AWAY and we find ourselves:

EXT. COUNTRY ROAD - FUTURE - NIGHT

Matt, like Darwin, AGES 15 YEARS before our eyes.

He sits in the woods, camouflaged in black and well-hidden 
amidst the trees. He casually studies a WOMAN on the road, 
who cradles her BLOODY, LIMP 15-YEAR-OLD DAUGHTER. Matt 
quietly munches a candy-bar, dispassionate to her SOBS. 

He sits up suddenly at the ROAR of an ENGINE around the bend. 
The woman also jumps up. She runs into the middle of the 
street, waving her hands wildly as 

A SMALL CONVOY - two cop cars and a Mack Truck - break the 
pristine of night as they ROAR to a stop in front of the 
frantic woman. From Matt’s POV:

WOMAN
STOP! Please! Please, we need help!

COP
(through PA)

Step aside. 
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WOMAN
My daughter... we were attacked. They 
came from the woods and took our car.

The Mack truck BLASTS its AIRHORN, but the woman doesn’t 
move. The lead car tries to pull around her. She again blocks 
their path. It’s very Tiananmen Square. 

WOMAN (CONT’D)
Please! She’ll die!

The cop car REVS its engine, ready to run her down. Matt 
pulls out an RPG LAUNCHER. With a PUH-THUNK, we STAY WITH  
THE ROCKET as it launches out of the barrel and 

KABOOM! 

The second car EXPLODES. The cops in the lead car can't react 
before the woman has a pistol out and puts two terminal 
bullets through the windshield.

THE DRIVER of the truck jumps out and takes off running. He 
reaches the back of his truck and BAM! gets laid out by a 
FIST in his FACE as the 15-year-old appears.

Before the driver can peel himself off the ground, the Woman 
is there to do it for him. She grabs his greasy hair, pulling 
him up and shoving him to the back doors of the truck as she 
trains a gun on him. We get our first good look at her:

BROOKE
Open it.

15 years older, but it’s Brooke all right. The Truck Driver 
complies, earning a swift trip to unconsciousness when she 
knocks his head into the side of the truck.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
(to the girl)

Got a light?

MATT (O.S.)
Here.

Matt appears behind them, tosses her a flashlight. He turns 
to the girl:

MATT (CONT’D)
Nice punch. Just like your old Daddy 
showed ya. You ok? 

She nods, he kisses her on the head. 

BROOKE
Not worried about me?

Poor Richard's Almanack   Pilot "The Anthem" 03/15/15 22.



MATT
You’re always alright. 

He kisses her, too, for good measure. 

Brooke climbs in, the beam from the light falling on a large 
tarp-covered object sloppily tied down. Matt whisks the sheet 
away, revealing a PLAIN IRON BALL SUSPENDED IN LIQUID in the 
middle of a LARGE, UNREMARKABLE, METAL SARCOPHAGUS.

Brooke’s clearly unimpressed.

BROOKE
That's it?

As she studies it, her face tightens and the world MELTS AWAY 
as we MORPH BACK TO THE PRESENT. The JINGLE of bells on a 
door carries us to:

INT. FAMISHED FEZ CAFE - NIGHT

Brooke, 15 years younger and fresher, leads Cooter into the 
little hole of a restaurant. It's the kind of place where you 
mistake the kitchen for a bathroom.

COOTER
You eat here?

BROOKE
Delivery.

An old LEBANESE RESTAURATEUR appears with menus.

RESTAURATEUR
Three for lunch, perhaps?

COOTER
Nope.

BROOKE
Hi. Are you Adib? We talk on the 
phone a lot. I'm Brooke Beaudine.

RESTAURATEUR
Kafta Kebab and Baba Ghanouj.

BROOKE
That's me.

RESTAURATEUR
For take out, perhaps?

COOTER
No food. Ever. We want to talk to 
your delivery boy.
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BROOKE
Wisim, or Wisam, I think his name is.

RESTAURATEUR
Wisam. Yes. He quit last week.

Brooke catches the glance of an unfriendly looking WOMAN in 
the back of the restaurant, listening intently to their 
conversation. Her leering is a bit disconcerting.

BROOKE
Do you know where he is?

RESTAURATEUR
You had bad service?

BROOKE
No, he was fine. We... I--

COOTER
She's hot for his jock and wants his 
phone number. Can you help or what?

(off the Restaurateur's 
confusion, slowly:)

They're soul mates.

The Restaurateur smiles his understanding, and obviously 
thinks Brooke's apparent crush adorable.

RESTAURATEUR
He's changed his address. New phone, 
too. Very sudden, these changes.

Brooke shoots Cooter an "I told you so" glance.

BROOKE
He mention why?

RESTAURATEUR
He got a bigger salary when his 
police training finished, perhaps?

COOTER
No kidding. Wisam is a cop, huh?

He glares at Brooke before turning and storming out. Jerk.

RESTAURATEUR
Maybe the police can help you find 
your soul mate?

Brooke smiles to the Restaurateur. She glances back to the 
creepy woman in the back, but her booth is now empty and the 
woman's nowhere to be seen.

BROOKE
Thanks for your help.
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Brooke heads for the door. Off it's SLAM:

INT. BOSTON GENERAL - ER - NIGHT19 19

Penny works diligently to fix up Fathi.

PENNY
We need to drain this fluid in the 
left arm. Prep for an escharotomy.

She glances across the operating room where the Resident 
still works on the young boy she left him with. His 
desperation says things obviously are not going well.

A NURSE refocuses Penny's attention.

NURSE
Blood pressure's spiking.

A MACHINE starts BEEPING erratically.

PENNY
(uh-oh)

PEA arrest. Cardiac tamponade. Get a 
20 gauge cardiac needle and aspirate 
the pericardium.

NURSE
He's going Bradycardiac... Flatline.

The BEEP of the machine confirms her statement.

PENNY
Paddles.

(then)
Clear.

She jolts him. Nothing. She waits five seconds, glancing at 
the Resident and boy. There’s paddles out there, too.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Again. Clear.

The EKG beeps back to life. Her cardiac needle has arrived. 
She grabs it and jams it hard into Fathi's chest.

NURSE
He's stabilizing.

Penny looks across the room again. The Resident snaps off his 
gloves, awash with disappointment. One of his nurses glances 
at the clock and pulls the sheet over the young boy's head. 
Penny sees red.

She tries to put a cap on her boiling rage when she looks 
back at Fathi. But she can't, so:
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PENNY
Forget the escharotomy. This sack of 
shit needs a debridement.

NURSE
That's gonna be a lot more painful--

PENNY
Good. I'll be back in three minutes.

She snaps off her gloves and heads for the door, but before 
she gets there they SLAM OPEN and SEVERAL MEN in BIOHAZARD 
SUITS enter. Their burly leader stops her.

PENNY (CONT’D)
Now what?

BIO SUIT
I need Dr. Penny Litt.

PENNY
You got her.

BIO SUIT
You ordered an epidemiology report on 
an 11-year-old boy. Where is he?

PENNY
On his way to the morgue.

The Bio-Suit guy nods to one of his AIDES, who scrambles 
away. Penny tries to move past them, but Bio-Suit grabs her.

BIO SUIT
Stop.

PENNY
Screw off.

BIO SUIT
This room is being locked down.

He hands her a sheet of paper, which she reads incredulously.

PENNY
A bunch of goat herding Bedouins did 
not suddenly become highly 
sophisticated virological engineers, 
so I say again--

She shoves the paper back at him.

PENNY (CONT’D)
--SCREW OFF.
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She steps around him and he grabs her again, harder. Wrong 
move. Penny's shove is powered by the choler of a long and 
bloody day. Bio-Suit stumbles backward, almost falling.

PENNY (CONT’D)
What is with people and grabbing me?

Bio-Suit manages to regain his footing.

PENNY (CONT’D)
The longer you keep those doors shut, 
the more people I can't save and--

(nodding to Fathi)
--The more notches that son-of-a-
bitch gets toward his martyrdom merit-
badge.

The Bio-Suit guy brandishes the crumpled paper in his hand.

BIO SUIT
This is no mistake. Electron 
microscopy, triple checked, two 
different labs--

PENNY
No terrorist in the world has the 
technology to genetically mess with 
small pox.

BIO SUIT
Look at your wrist.

She holds his gaze a second before glancing down. Two big 
PUSTULES have formed inside of RED RASH. Penny's face sinks:

PENNY
Holy shi--

INT. PENTAGON - ELIZABETH'S OFFICE - MORNING20 20

Elizabeth stands in her massive office. CIA Director Budanov 
stands nearby. They’re one step away from physical blows.

BUDANOV
(mocking)

A government installation suffered a 
surgical strike.

(then)
It was the CDC for God's sake.

ELIZABETH
The President didn't want pandemonium 
in the streets until the threat of a 
biological attack was confirmed. We 
thought we'd have days, not hours.
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BUDANOV
Back in Kansas we'd say you really 
screwed the pooch, Madam Secretary.

ELIZABETH
And in New York, we'd say you're a 
dick, Director. This attack falls on 
your doorstep.

BUDANOV
This was a Bureau failure--

ELIZABETH
The small pox stores in the CDC were 
destroyed, not stolen. 

She lets that sink in before helping him piece it together:

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
They wanted to be sure we couldn't 
use it to manufacture more vaccine, 
which means they already had it, it 
came from overseas and the CIA damn 
sure should've known about it.

Budanov smolders, but says nothing. Elizabeth takes the 
opportunity to regain her composure.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
The President is also considering the 
possibility that this is a home-grown 
problem.

She reaches into her desk and produces a sheet of paper, 
handing it over. Budanov gives it the once over.

BUDANOV
This goes into effect and you can 
expect my resignation.

ELIZABETH
And mine.

Not what Budanov was expecting. The bitterness blanketing the 
room lifts ever so slightly.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
I have no intention of waterboarding 
every farmer who buys a bag of 
fertilizer. But unless we find this 
mole, or you prove definitively the 
virus came from the international 
black market, that's exactly what's 
going to happen.

Before he can respond, her office door flies open and FBI 
Director Munoz enters.
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ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
What is it?

MUNOZ
NSA catchers in the Utah facility 
just took down a major al-Qaida 
website and found this message 
repeating in a sub-routine.

He hands her a sheet of paper. Her face falls.

MUNOZ (CONT’D)
We don't have details on where, but 
we can assume the attack will be of 
similar magnitude.

BUDANOV
What attack?

Elizabeth hands him the memo.

ELIZABETH
The one occurring sometime in the 
next twelve hours.

The now familiar melting of the present scene MORPHS us to 
the future, where--

EXT. SURSUM CORDA HOUSING CO-OP - DC - NIGHT - FUTURE21 21

--ELIZABETH WALKER, now 15 years on, strides purposefully 
down the antiseptic sidewalk alongside the cookie-cutter 
townhomes. Her elegant overcoat, well coiffed white hair and 
CLICKING HEELS are the only signs of life on the cold, 
concrete street. 

She turns down a obnoxiously bright alley and moves down some 
flourescent-lit steps to a basement door. She looks into a 
SMALL CAMERA mounted beside the door and a lock slides open. 
She steps into:

INT. THE BASEMENT - FOYER - CONTINUOUS22 22

For all the infecund cement and plaster outside, this joint's 
got a cozy feel about it.

She tosses her overcoat on a rack, nodding to the woman 
standing beside it. PENNY LITT, the surgeon, now 15 years 
older, nods back. Her skin is mottled by small-pox scars. She 
opens a METAL-LINED BAG and Elizabeth deposits her phone and 
watch inside. Penny cinches it shut, hangs it on a hook next 
to several other bags. 

PENNY
Everybody's here.

Good. Elizabeth strides confidently into:
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INT. BASEMENT - MEETING ROOM - CONTINUOUS23 23

The gathered GROUP goes immediately silent when Elizabeth 
enters. The METAL SARCOPHAGUS Matt and Brooke stole is in the 
middle of the room. Elizabeth gives it a cursory once over.

She turns to the gaggle, eyes landing on Matt and Brooke.

ELIZABETH
You were on the recovery team?

MATT
We were the recovery team.

Her curt smile is her way of saying well done. She addresses 
the larger group, pulling a stack of ratty parchments from 
her pocket.

ELIZABETH
Poor Richard's latest Almanack. 
Ready?

She looks to Penny, now sitting at a laptop computer.

PENNY
Lay it on me.

ELIZABETH
Jupiter in Aries bodes well for the 
esteem of the state, but be wary of 
Neptune in the sixth house causing 
questions of morality. Christmas 
shall fall on the 25th, but greedy 
families with fat fingered children 
will open their presents the eve 
before. Cooler weather to the north; 
warmer in the south.

(then)
Got it?

PENNY
Decoding.

She clacks at a few more keys before her printer WHIZZES to 
life. She hands the sheet to Elizabeth, who reads it over.

ELIZABETH
(to Matt)

Tell him it's time.

Matt nods and off him:

MATCH CUT TO:
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INT. DC PRISON - DARWIN'S CELL - NIGHT - FUTURE24 24

Matt, now clad in a PRISON GUARD'S UNIFORM, pushes a cart 
down a long stretch of cellblock. He shoves a tray of food 
into the greedy hands groping from each cell he passes, 
pausing when Cell 6-D ignores him.

MATT
Hey. Chow. Hey!

He clangs on the bars. Darwin rolls over on his cot, then 
takes the tray.

DARWIN
Socialism kills, you know.

MATT
Shut up and eat.

Matt pushes the cart on and moves away. After he's gone, 
Darwin feels along the bottom of the tray.

TAPED TO THE UNDERSIDE is a small ENVELOPE. Darwin 
surreptitiously tears it open to find a schematic, a MATCH 
inside of a SMALL GLASS VIAL and piece of paper with one word 
and a date scrawled on it: KEY 10/25. Shoving the envelope in 
his pants, he sits back on his cot and we MORPH TO:

INT. DARWIN'S HOUSE - KITCHEN - WASHINGTON DC - DAY25 25

Darwin's pouring some oatmeal into a bowl, reading the 
directions on the side of the box. A little water into the 
bowl and in the microwave it goes.

Satisfied, he turns, startled to find Madison there. She 
looks rough. Red, puffy eyes. Hair everywhere.

DARWIN
You look like something out of a 
Japanese horror movie.

MADISON
There’s something crawling around 
inside of me. 

DARWIN
Are you playing along, or -- 

MADISON
I felt it wiggling between my veins. 

She’s serious but unnervingly calm. BEEEP! Saved by the bell. 
Darwin pulls the bowl out of the microwave: 

DARWIN
Nothing a big bowl of oatmeal can't 
fix.
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MADISON
Why aren’t people living in constant 
terror that cockroaches are entering 
various orificees and setting up 
colonies while we sleep. They can 
live anywhere. I bet ten thousand 
could easily fit inside your colon. 

Madison sits down, grabs the sugar bowl, dumps almost all of 
it into her oatmeal. She takes a bite and gags. 

MADISON (CONT’D)
Blech! It’s like eating baby vomit. 
Mom always made me eggs. 

DARWIN
Mom made oatmeal. And you ate it. 

MADISON
She didn't put me in a retard 
warehouse. I ate it out of gratitude.

DARWIN
You’re not going to make me feel bad, 
Madison.  

MADISON
Right. The CIA doesn’t hire people 
with emotions. Forgot. 

(then)
Answer my question.

DARWIN
You didn't ask a question.

She pauses, considering him. Is that true? Then: 

MADISON
How quickly can you get me out of the 
country? The FBI must’ve been reading 
my Newsletter. I can’t believe they 
let us off so easy last night...

DARWIN
They stopped us because of my job. It 
was one hundred percent about me. 
Okay? I know it doesn’t feel that way 
to you, but it’s true. 

Madison smiles a little, sad.

MADISON
I could literally say the same exact 
thing to you. And you’d feel the same 
way I do. “Poor, crazy fool.”

She hangs her head. Equal parts ashamed and sad. 
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MADISON (CONT’D)
Is it so outrageous to think I may be 
right once and awhile? 

Darwin sits beside her. Wants to believe his sister. 

DARWIN
Why do you think they stopped us? 

Madison pauses. Suddenly hesitant. 

DARWIN (CONT’D)
It’s ok. 

MADISON
It’s just... look. If I give you the 
red pill, and you know what I know, 
they’re going to come after you, too. 

DARWIN
They’re going to assume you told me 
anyway. Come on, Alice. Take me down 
the rabbit hole. 

Madison considers. Nods. Ok, here goes:

MADISON
The Soviet Union faked its death so 
it could lull the United States into 
a false sense of security, destroy it 
and take it over. And I figured it 
out.  

DARWIN
Oh. 

MADISON
What do you think happened to all the 
spies that were in this country after 
the Soviet Union allegedly collapsed? 
Think they went home to freeze their 
balls off in Siberia? Or do you think 
they stayed here in their cushy 
American jobs? Getting promoted to 
higher and higher levels of 
government, finance, industry? 25 
years later? They’re making policy 
decisions. Red Dawn, baby--

She’s wound herself up again, but stops short at the sound of 
the DOORBELL. Her face goes white... 

DARWIN
It’s Julia. She's taking off today to 
stay with you.

Madison's relief melts quickly into disappointment.
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MADISON
You can’t leave me with her! I 
thought you two were breaking up.

DARWIN
No.

Darwin is already in:

INT. DARWIN’S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - WASHINGTON DC - DAY26 26

Darwin opens the door, greeting JULIA WINSLOW, 33, with a 
peck on the cheek. 

DARWIN
Everything go okay?

JULIA
Our offices are gonna be closed 
because of the attack.

She smiles over to Madison, lingering in the doorway. 

JULIA (CONT’D)
Hey, Mads. How’s my favorite soon-to-
be sister?

MADISON
In-law. Our bloodlines will always be 
separate. Enjoy the baby vomit. 

Madison glares at Darwin, disappointed, then heads for 
another room, leaving her oatmeal bowl. 

JULIA
Why does she still hate me?

MADISON (O.S.)
(calling from the other 
room)

Because you talk to me like you talk 
to your dog. Who’s not stupid either, 
by the way. 

DARWIN
(sotto, to Julia)

Less about hate, more about crazy. 
Keep an eye on her, let her do her 
own thing.

JULIA
You'll be pretty late?

DARWIN
I may not be home till tomorrow. Call 
if you need anything.
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He kisses her.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
Love.

JULIA
Love.

Off Julia, watching him go:

EXT. BOSTON GENERAL - DAY27 27

Cooter, Banjo and Brooke stand behind the yellow police tape 
in the midst of several other newscasters. Cooter's sizzling.

COOTER
Good thing we stopped by your crap-
hole restaurant.

BROOKE
The five extra minutes it took--

COOTER
--kept us from being the only news 
crew in the world on the inside of 
the mysteriously locked-down-and-
nobody-knows-why-yet hospital.

BROOKE
They wouldn't be telling us anything 
more if we were inside than they are 
now.

COOTER
At least we'd be in there making that 
fireman into a hero.

BROOKE
That's your problem, Cooter. You're 
always trying to make news instead of 
finding it.

BANJO
Fighting's not going to solve--

BROOKE
Shut up.

COOTER
Shut up.

Banjo does. He busies himself setting up his camera.

COOTER (CONT’D)
Know what, Brookie-cookie? I don't 
like you. In fact, I hate you. You're 
a self-righteous, condescending 
bitch.
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BROOKE
Then fire me.

COOTER
I can't.

BROOKE
Yeah you can't, because I'm too good 
at my job.

COOTER
'Cause you're hot. And that gets 
ratings. News is a business, 
sweetheart. And you know what sells? 
Sex and Death.

BROOKE
Which in your case are two once in a 
lifetime events.

COOTER
You think you're some ground breaking 
reporter? You're a ditz shilling fear 
and mayhem for money, and you 
wouldn't even be that if it wasn't 
for your melon sized tee-taas. Get it 
through your thick, blonde skull: 
you're the wet dream the network 
needs to advance their agenda.

He has quite an effect-- Brooke is doing everything she can 
to refrain from going nuclear on him.

COOTER (CONT’D)
That's how every news corp works. 
Wanna change it? Open a tumblr 
account.

Brooke sizes him up, trying to control the building rage.

BROOKE
Good idea. I quit.

COOTER
Then we’ll sue you for breach.

Uh-oh. She spins on him.

BROOKE
You know, I've always wanted to say 
this.

COOTER
What?

WHAM!! She socks him, laying him out across the ground.
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He's out cold. Brooke shakes her hand, then storms off. Banjo 
is frozen, staring down at the crumpled form of Cooter.

BANJO
Holy crap.

INT. BOSTON GENERAL - ROOM - DAY28 28

Matt pushes through the doors into the quarantined ER. He 
scans the room for Penny. She's over the bed of one of the 
victims, trying to make them comfortable.

MATT
Dr. Litt?

She turns, surprised and unhappy to see him.

PENNY
And me without a patient to abandon.

(off his look)
I saved your damn bomber, but that 
little boy died because of it.

MATT
It's not going to be in vain.

PENNY
Save it.

She starts to move away. Matt steps in front of her, earnest.

MATT
There's going to be another attack.

PENNY
Sounds like you guys are doing a bang-
up job.

She steps around him and keeps going. Tough nut to crack.

MATT
I want you to help me interrogate the 
bomber.

Penny regards him a moment...

PENNY
What kind of help?

CUT TO:

INT. BOSTON GENERAL - ROOM - DAY29 29

Matt and Penny enter. The FBI Agent we met earlier stands 
over the intubated body of Fathi, the bomber. A POLICE GUARD 
props up a wall behind them. Matt looks to the Agent. 
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AGENT
Still nothing. Maybe he doesn’t speak 
English? 

Matt nods him and the cop out. They pull the door shut. Matt 
pulls the curtain to block any view from the window. He turns 
to Fathi, cold as ice:

MATT
Alright, friend. We'll do this your 
way.

(to Penny)
Make sure he stays conscious. I want 
him to be able to feel everything.

Fathi's eyes widen a little bit. He speaks English, alright. 
Matt jerks the IV out of Fathi's arm. He GASPS in pain.

MATT (CONT’D)
No more morphine. Ready to talk?

Fathi, defiant, starts chanting his mantra:

FATHI
Allahu Ackbar... Allahu Ackabar...

MATT
Only going to get worse from here.

He slaps a hand down on Fathi's shoulder, gloved fingers 
falling near some of his bandages. It's not painful. Yet.

MATT (CONT’D)
Where's the next attack?

Fathi's eyes glimmer with insolence. Matt's thumb moves over 
one of the bandages. Even the touch makes Fathi wince.

MATT (CONT’D)
You're only alive because Dr. Litt 
had to let a boy die to save you 
instead. Think Allah feels Ackbar 
about that?

Penny winces at the mention of the kid. And Fathi's arrogance 
is making her crazy.

MATT (CONT’D)
(to Fathi)

You have any idea how many kids you 
killed today?

Fathi's scared, but he's gonna try to prove he's not:

FATHI
Not as many as will be dead tomorrow.
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Matt's hand grabs Fathi's jaw and squeezes.

MATT
I am going to make you hurt in ways 
you never knew possible.

Penny studies Matt, who releases Fathi's jaw. Then:

PENNY
I need to change his bandages...

MATT
Later.

She ignores him, gingerly lifting the gauze from Fathi's 
abdomen and revealing an ATROCIOUS BURN.

PENNY
That kid who died was named Otis. 
Only-child. Allergic to dairy. You 
know how bad it would suck to be a 
kid and be allergic to ice cream?

She gingerly lays a new gauze bandage across the burn, then 
spots some WRAPPING TAPE on the shelf. Matt sees where this 
is going.

MATT
Doctor--

PENNY
(to Fathi)

That burn'll never heal if your 
bandages keep coming off.

RIIIIIP! She tears a piece of tape off, staring into Fathi's 
eyes. He's got a bad feeling about this...

PENNY (CONT’D)
You just sit tight while I tape that 
down.

She slides the bandage down a little bit, revealing the edge 
of the burn. She positions the tape over the exposed wound, 
ready to press it down. Fathi's lips start to tremble.

MATT
Where are the other bombs? When do 
they go off?

Still nothing.

MATT (CONT’D)
Come on, Fathi.
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Fathi holds fast. Penny silences the ethical argument roaring 
through her brain, pressing the tape onto the burn. Fathi 
GROANS in pain.

PENNY
(to Matt)

That look crooked to you?

Her voice cracks-- the weight of what she's doing isn't lost 
on her. Matt doesn't respond. He knows how bad this is going 
to hurt...

RIIIIIP! Up comes the tape, bandage and what little skin was 
left over the burn.

Fathi's SHRIEK is deafening. Matt quickly smothers the sound 
with a pillow, waiting for the howl to devolve into sobs. He 
glances at Penny, disgusted.

MATT
My God.

She bottles her emotions and jerks the pillow away. Sympathy 
in check, she's damn scary.

PENNY
You won't die, shitheel. You'll spend 
every minute of your long life in 
agony, but I swear to God I'll keep 
you alive.

She rips off another piece of tape, and is about to press it 
onto the burn, but:

MATT
Wait.

(to Fathi, desperate)
Where are the other bombs? Come on!

Fathi's eyes dart back to Penny.

FATHI
Trenton. Department of Labor 
Building...

MATT
When?

FATHI
9:07.

Penny swallows hard. Matt glances at his watch and bolts out 
of the room, leaving Penny, white as a sheet and shaking. Off 
her last look at Fathi:
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INT. DARWIN'S HOUSE - WASHINGTON DC - DAY30 30

Darwin rushes through his already open door-- the look on his 
face says something bad is going down. Distraught Julia 
stands in the living room.

DARWIN
What happened?

JULIA
She's in there.

Her nod sends Darwin toward the bathroom, where he finds TWO 
PARAMEDICS tending to MADDIE.

DARWIN
Madison! Are you okay? Is she okay?

PARAMEDIC
She's going to be fine.

Her wrists are bandaged. There's blood in the bathtub.

DARWIN
Oh my God.

He embraces his sister, and she clutches onto him, crying.

PARAMEDIC
She's going to need stitches in that 
left arm. She cut pretty deep. 
Managed to miss the arteries, though.

DARWIN
Come on, sissy. Let's go with these 
men.

Madison shakes her head.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
They need to take you to the 
hospital. They want to help you, 
okay?

Madison looks at him through her teary, red eyes.

MADISON
Just you...

Darwin nods. Ok. To the Paramedics:

DARWIN
It may be best if I take her.
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INT. DARWIN'S HOUSE - WASHINGTON DC - MOMENTS LATER31 31

Darwin's at the front door with Julia. The paramedics are 
already down the hall.

DARWIN
I’m sorry. She just--

JULIA
I’m only stressing her out. It’s ok.  
I’ll see you at St. Joe’s. 

Julia nods and heads off. Darwin shuts the door. Sits down 
next to his sister, who's shivering on the couch.

DARWIN
How you holding up, kid sister? Ready 
to go?

MADISON
Are they gone? Julia too?

Darwin nods and Madison is instantly composed. The tears are 
gone, the hysteria with them.

MADISON (CONT’D)
I'm not going to the hospital.

DARWIN
Mads, I know this is--

She puts her hand in his face. She's holding something. A 
squished bug, maybe?

DARWIN (CONT’D)
What?

MADISON
Just look at it. It’s what was 
crawling around in me.

She plops it Darwin's hand. It's a piece of metal. Definitely 
man-made.

DARWIN
What is this?

MADISON
Ain’t a cockroach. The FBI put it in me 
last night. Told you.

Off Darwin, not sure what to believe:

EXT. BOSTON GENERAL - DAY32 32

Brooke is perched against the back wall of the hospital, 
smoking a cigarette. She nods to Banjo as he approaches.
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BANJO (O.S.)
Never pegged ya as a smoker. Or a 
fighter, either, I guess.

BROOKE
Smoking's so stupid. I only do it 
when I feel like I've been stupid 
enough to justify it.

BANJO
Punching Cooter might be the 
highlight of my life. That fricken 
slob deserved it.

BROOKE
Where is he now?

Neither of them pays any heed to the car pulling up nearby.

BANJO
Gone. Thinks you broke his nose.

BROOKE
(re: the hospital)

Any word on what's going on inside 
this place?

Banjo shakes his head.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
Weird. Something very bad is 
happening.

Brooke glances over at the car, surprised to find the CREEPY 
WOMAN from the LEBANESE RESTAURANT getting out and 
approaching them. Brooke's a little uncomfortable.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
(to Banjo)

That's the woman from the restaurant.

WOMAN
You are the woman on the news?

BROOKE
Brooke Beaudine. Channel Nine--

Before she can finish, the woman produces a GUN. BANG! She 
shoots Banjo. Before Brooke can react, the butt of the gun 
cracks down on her skull. As she crumples, DEPARTMENT STORE 
MUZAK carries us to:

INT. SPORTS AUTHORITY - DAY33 33

Darwin, on a mission, walks by aisles of sporting goods and 
soccer moms. He spots ALEX, 58, a store employee, stocking 
jock straps.
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DARWIN
Hello, Mr. Stavin. How’s life in the 
jock strap business.

Alex’s lips curl down when he sees Darwin. His thick Eastern 
European accent matches his thick Eastern European brow:

ALEX
Bad news for you, they don't make 
extra small.

UPCUT TO:

INT. SPORTS AUTHORITY - ALEX'S OFFICE - MOMENTS LATER34 34

Alex opens the door; he walks with a distinct limp. Boxes of 
inventory shrink the already cramped office. Alex moves a bin 
of goggles off the only chair, gesturing for Darwin to sit.  

DARWIN
(re: crappy office)

Took a couple decades, but you and 
capitalism seem to have finally come 
to terms. 

ALEX
In retrospect, defecting has been 
wonderful. Got me out of a loveless 
marriage, away from the 
responsibility of raising my 
children. I’m never more than a mile 
from a McDonald’s. I can’t believe I 
had to be kidnapped, shot and 
tortured to be convinced of its 
merits.

He glares. Darwin’s unmoved. No love lost between these two.

Darwin pulls out a small plastic baggie and holds it out to 
him. Inside -- the metal bug Maddie pulled from her arm.

ALEX (CONT’D)
I thought my rich old Uncle Sam went 
broke. 

Darwin pulls out some bills, hands them over.

DARWIN
He printed more. 

Alex takes the money, then begrudgingly the baggie. Drops the 
chip into his hand, interest starting to pique. He pulls a 
magnifying lens from his desk and takes a closer look.
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ALEX
More than a tracking chip. Has little-- 

(in Russian)
Flagellum. For swimming.

ANGLE ON THE CHIP, through the magnifying glass. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
Send it to different parts of the 
body and give somebody a urinary 
tract infection or diarrhea.

DARWIN
Or a stroke. Or a hallucination. 

ALEX
Not as funny to watch, but ok. KGB’s 
been working on this for a decade. 

DARWIN
KGB. 

ALEX
Turtle with a new shell is still a 
turtle. 

DARWIN
So the chip is Russian. 

ALEX
I would say yes, but they’d never let 
this technology into American hands. 
So I say only maybe. Where did it 
come from? 

Off Darwin’s reticence, Alex smiles. Pulls out a cigarette, 
lights it. Cracks the window so he can blow the smoke out. 

ALEX (CONT’D)
I see. You found it jammed inside a 
US citizen and you’re hoping to high 
heaven it is Russian because the 
alternative is... not so good.

(then)
You’re going to have to change the 
National Anthem one of these days. 
“Land of the free” is getting to be 
false advertising. 

Darwin takes the chip back, turns to go but stops himself at 
the door:

DARWIN
How many spies did the Soviets have 
here at the end of the Cold War?
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ALEX
(re: chip)

If that thing was packaged and sold 
at the Apple store, people would camp 
outside for a week and pay a thousand 
bucks to have it rectally implanted. 
Maybe it came from Russia. But you 
Yankees. You’re doing it to 
yourselves. 

As Darwin stares at the chip, the world of the present MELTS 
AWAY, MORPHING to:

INT. DC PRISON - DARWIN'S CELL - NIGHT - FUTURE35 35

Old Darwin, eyes closed, uses his finger to trace a route on 
the small schematic he's holding. He finishes and opens his 
eyes, pleased that his finger ended right where it was 
supposed to.

He crumples up the sheet, along with the scrap of paper with 
the scrawled date on it. He dumps the MATCH out of the GLASS 
VIAL and sets the sheets on fire, carefully putting the vial 
back in his shirt pocket.

Moments later, the LIGHTS of the cell block begin BLINKING 
OUT, one section at time.

The MURMURS of the INMATES start to prattle through the block 
as EMERGENCY LIGHTS FLICKER. Suddenly, one voice rises over 
the others:

INMATE (O.S.)
The gates are open! They're open!

An ALARM SOUNDS. CELL DOORS SLIDE OPEN all over the block.

PRISONERS start throwing trash, SCREAMING in SAVAGE GLEE as 
they run up and down the aisles.

Darwin pushes his cell door open and starts moving toward the 
main floor, where GUARDS flood through different entrances.

BATONS CRACK down on SKULLS as order struggles to find a 
foothold, but Darwin sidles along, undaunted. He's heading 
for an AUXILIARY DOOR in a far corner, where a LONE OFFICER 
stands guard.

As he gets closer, Darwin starts picking up steam-- hauling 
ass toward the guard. When he's close enough to see a face, 
we recognize it-- Matt Monroe. Darwin's about to barrel into 
him when Matt puts him down with a baton CRACK to the FACE.

Matt grabs him by the hair, SOCKS him again in the face.

MATT
Get back to your cell.
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He's mean as hell and dead serious... but through the 
viciousness, he slides a security fob into Darwin's pocket. 
Another punch to the face and Matt moves on, looking for 
another rioter to harass.

Darwin lies a second longer, then quickly hops and uses the 
security card to open the auxiliary door. He steps into:

INT. DC PRISON - SUPPLY CLOSET - CONTINUOUS36 36

He shuts the door quickly behind him. There's barely enough 
room for the industrial strength brooms, let alone Darwin. He 
wiggles his arms above his head, pushes a loose ceiling panel 
to the side and struggles to climb through.

INT. DC PRISON - CATWALK - CONTINUOUS37 37

Darwin emerges onto a catwalk, his face lit only by the light 
of the dim supply closet below him. He closes his eyes and 
retraces the familiar pattern on his palm. Bearings gathered, 
he opens his eyes and heads off into the darkness.

INT. DC PRISON - SOLITARY CONFINEMENT - DAY38 38

A LONE GUARD walks between the solid metal doors of the 
solitary ward. Emergency lights cast long shadows, his shoes 
CLICK as he paces.

Behind him, a grate in the ceiling slides silently open. 
Darwin drops into the light of hallway, bare feet land 
silently as he melts into the nearest shadow.  This man 
wasn't just a spy... he was a very, very good one.

He's on top of the guard in no time and before the man can 
utter a syllable CRACK! Darwin snaps his neck. He grabs the 
man's ID badge and heads for one of the cells.

He swipes the badge against the door and it swings open. The 
sharp light from the hall knifes through the darkness, 
illuminating a single eye, blinking in the intensity.

DARWIN
Gunnar Louis. My name is Darwin 
Fischer and I'm here for the key to 
your machine.

The man in the cell steps into the light, revealing his face. 
GUNNAR LOUIS has had a rough couple of decades. A patch 
covers his right eye, scars railroad across his face.

GUNNAR
You found it?

DARWIN
Poor Richard found it.
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Gunnar's swell of hope is fleeting-- they don't have time to 
screw around, and they both know this next part sucks.

GUNNAR
You'll need my fingerprint 
authorization to access the DNA 
drive. Use a sample of my blood to 
start it, then you can reprogram the 
security codes to somebody else.

Darwin holds up the glass vial.

GUNNAR (CONT’D)
That'll do 'er.

(a big sigh, then)
Son of a bitch.

DARWIN
You're an incredible human being.

Gunnar tears the sleeve off his shirt, biting down on the 
rolled up cloth.

He lays his index finger across the door jamb, so that it's 
resting against the outside wall. He takes a couple breaths 
to get psyched up, then gives Darwin a nod.

Darwin throws all his weight into the HEAVY DOOR, SLAMMING it 
with sickening THUD... then does his best not to vomit.

On the other side of the door, Gunnar retracts his now four-
fingered hand to his chest, SCREAMING through clenched teeth. 
As his eye squeezes shut in pain, the world MORPHS. The 
prison fades away, Gunnar's face starts to change-- the scars 
fade, the eye patch vanishes and we're back in:

INT. BOSTON GENERAL - ROOM - DAY39 39

Gunnar, still comatose, lies peacefully on his hospital bed. 
Penny stands over him, checking his blood pressure. She's 
very pretty when she doesn't have all of her shields up.

She doesn’t see Matt approach. 

MATT
How's the hero?

Here come the shields.

PENNY
Aside from two broken arms, a crushed 
vertebrae and second degree burns on 
two-thirds of his body? He’s got 
smallpox. 
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MATT
They found a few guys in suicide 
belts in Trenton because of you. I’m 
on my way, but I wanted to thank you. 

PENNY
Quarantines don’t apply to feds?

MATT
They’re letting people who were 
vaccinated as kids go home. 

(then)
I’m old. 

She doesn’t respond. 

MATT (CONT’D)
You saved a lot of lives today. You 
shouldn’t feel bad about what you 
did.  

PENNY
Yeah. Revenge is really a bowl of 
cherries. 

MATT
Long as they’re served cold, the 
metaphor still works. 

He smiles. She finally offers a wry smile back. Off Penny, 
watching him go:

EXT. DEPARTMENT OF LABOR BUILDING - TRENTON - DAY

Establishing. The morning sun shines hopefully. It’s a good 
day for a win. The serenity yields to the CLAMOR OF SIRENS as 
the CAMERA FOLLOWS a fire-truck to a high-rise.

INT. DEPARTMENT OF LABOR BUILDING - TRENTON - DAY41 41

The lobby swarms with SWAT OFFICERS, BOMB SQUADS and FEDS. A 
wave of excitement parts the crowd when MATT MONROE, leading 
a handcuffed TERRORIST, pushes toward the lobby doors. More 
FBI GUYS follow behind him, each escorting a PRISONER.

A ROAR of APPLAUSE fills the lobby as our heroes hand their 
bad guys off to the waiting MARSHALS. Matt smiles as hands 
shake and backs are slapped...

This is what it feels like to save the world.

Matt shares a hand shake with a fellow AGENT. No words 
necessary, just a job well--

BA-BOOM-KSHHHH!
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The THREE STORY WINDOWS of the lobby suddenly shatter in the 
deafening CLAP of an EXPLOSION. Anyone standing is KNOCKED 
off their feet. SHARDS of GLASS slice people to ribbons.

When he opens his eyes again, Matt's world is moving in slow 
motion. It's SILENT-- the ringing in his ears has drown out 
all other sound. Blood courses from a gash into his eyes, 
blinding him.

Next to him, the Agent he just met is either dead or close to 
it. Matt struggles to his feet, confused, looking for 
something but not knowing what.

His feet carry him instinctively outside, but he ducks back 
in as massive CHUNKS of BUILDING crash from the FIERY tower 
ACROSS THE STREET. Those who can, SCRAMBLE for cover amidst 
the CONCRETE and BODIES SMASHING to the ground.

He steals a glance up the avenue. THREE MORE BUILDINGS 
SMOLDER.... Off Matt, trying to grasp this latest tragedy:

INT. PENTAGON - BRIEFING ROOM - DAY43 43

The same GRIM GROUP of intelligence gurus who gathered in 
this room earlier have gathered again. Attention is focused 
on the grainy, ARABIC AUDIO RECORDING playing on the briefing 
room speakers, but eyes keep darting to Elizabeth.

A TRANSLATOR struggles to keep up with the tape.

TRANSLATOR
Learn from your martyred brothers. 
Take up the cause of the mujahideen.

Elizabeth gazes down at the document in front of her.

TRANSLATOR (CONT’D)
The mothers of America's Imperialists 
shall weep as their sons are 
butchered in their own homes.

Elizabeth swallows hard, aware of what she's about to do.

TRANSLATOR (CONT’D)
God willing, the coming days will 
rain death upon our enemies and bring 
hope to your breast.

She takes a pen, scratching her signature across the sheet.

ELIZABETH
That's enough.

Somebody turns off the recording.
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ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
Presidential directive 10-209 is now 
in effect. Given the clear and 
present danger of complicit agents 
within the United States working with 
the jihadists, I am authorizing 
immediate counter-intelligence 
measures be taken overtly against any 
and all domestic suspects.

She glances at the people in this room, considering the 
absolute power she's bestowing upon them.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
The complete aggregate of US 
Intelligence capabilities is at your 
disposal.

Her eyes lock with Budanov.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
And while using them to police our 
own citizens may seem a direct threat 
to our liberty, the President--

She barely hesitates, just enough so we know she's lying.

ELIZABETH (CONT’D)
--And I, recognize that liberty 
cannot exist when crippled by 
absolute terror.

The company line settles into the brains around her. She 
wants to say more... but instead, nods her head and exits.

INT. APARTMENT COMPLEX - NIGHT44 44

Brooke is tied up and unconscious on the floor of a dumpy, 
cramped apartment. VOICES, speaking some eastern European 
language, float in from another part of the apartment.

Her eyes flutter open, light peeking in from the adjacent 
room searing through her pounding head. She takes stock of 
her surroundings, gaze falling on another crumpled body-- 

BROOKE
(sotto)

Cooter.

She wriggles closer to him, kicking him.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
Cooter.

He MOANS a little, consciousness slowly coming back.
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BROOKE (CONT’D)
Shh!

COOTER
Brooke? Where are we?

BROOKE
That woman from the Lebanese 
restaurant hit me. She shot Banjo.

Cooter's silent. When Brooke realizes he's crying, the 
gravity of the situation starts to really dawn on her-- 
they're going to die in this dump.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
Keep it together.

She listens to the voices.

BROOKE (CONT’D)
Is that Russian?

WISAM (O.S.)
No.

The lights flick on. WISAM, the cop from Banjo's footage, 
stands in the doorframe. He's clad in his police blues.

WISAM (CONT’D)
It's Chechen. They're talking about 
how to use you. My sister thinks we 
should kill you. But a news anchor 
may be quite helpful to us.

COOTER
We'll do whatever you want us to. I 
swear to God.

WISAM
Yes. You will.

Brooke summons all of her courage.

BROOKE
I won't.

She tries to sound confident, but in the scariest moment of 
her life her voice sounds like a squeak.

COOTER
Shut up. Shut up. Please. God.

Wisam smiles.

WISAM
You're brave.
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BROOKE
I'm not a mouthpiece for terrorism. 
I'll die first.

WISAM
No. You'll be tortured first. To be 
sure you're not one of them.

Them? Means nothing to her. She's just trying to stop the 
violent, terrified palsy shaking through her body.

WISAM (CONT’D)
(calling)

Ajza!

The woman from the restaurant enters. Wisam says something to 
her in Chechen. She escorts Cooter out of the room.

WISAM (CONT’D)
His cooperation has bought him food 
and water. Your bravery has bought 
you this room.

Fear covers her face as the last light of the world is choked 
out by the closing of the door. As her cell goes black, we:

EXT. DARWIN'S HOUSE - WASHINGTON DC - NIGHT45 45

KEYS hurriedly JINGLE into the lock, and Darwin steps into:

INT. DARWIN'S HOUSE - WASHINGTON DC - CONTINUOUS46 46

Madison rocks back and forth on the ottoman, knees hugged to 
her chin, in the light of a single lamp.

DARWIN
What are you doing up?

MADISON
Trenton? 

Darwin nods. Madison starts to lose it.

MADISON (CONT’D)
I knew it I knew it I knew it. So 
many people... So many dead people. 

DARWIN
Hey. You said we could still save 
Boston, right? 

(off her)
So we save Boston. 

He’s finally taking her seriously, and it means a lot -- 
enough to calm her down. He kisses her head, steps into:
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INT. DARWIN’S HOUSE - BEDROOM - WASHINGTON DC - DAY47 47

Julia is throwing clothes into a suitcase. 

JULIA
Darwin. Where are we going?

DARWIN
You’re going to your parents’ place.

JULIA
Where are you going?

Darwin hesitates for a second, then shakes it off.

DARWIN
The Jones' farm. Once we're safe, 
I'll get in touch.

JULIA
You’re really freaking me out. What’s 
happening?

Darwin glances back out the door at Madison. He pulls out the 
baggie with the chip in it. Sotto:

DARWIN
The FBI put this in Madison's arm. 

Julia studies it. She's having trouble wrapping her mind 
around this.

DARWIN (CONT’D)
She was right about... I don’t even 
know. Something... 

He trails off. Shaking his head. He’s scared, too. Julia puts 
a hand on his cheek. Pulls him into a hug. And as she does, 
the PRESENT again MELTS AWAY. Julia's hair CHANGES COLOR as 
her face AGES. The bedroom melts away and MORPHS TO:

INT. DC PRISON - COMMAND ROOM - NIGHT - FUTURE48 48

Julia Winslow. The comforting woman we've just seen is the 
same torturous superintendent who nearly drowned Darwin at 
the top of the show. Her henchman stands beside her. Another 
GUARD works furiously at a panel.

He clicks a few more keys and suddenly a wall of security 
monitors HUM to life.

GUARD
All systems are back online, ma'am.

The Henchman spots something on one of the screens.
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HENCHMAN
There.

On the monitor, Darwin bolts down a hallway as the lights of 
the prison FLICKER to LIFE above him. The guard leans into a 
microphone.

GUARD
Inmate 69253 dash 0 located. Cell 
Block 6, sector 2.

An affirmation CRACKLES back on the room's speakers. The 
guard spins around to Julia.

GUARD (CONT’D)
Do you want him in interrogation?

Julia doesn't flinch. Whatever her feelings were for Darwin, 
we know them now for sure:

JULIA
Kill him.

As the guard turns to deliver the command into his 
microphone:

INT. DC PRISON - HALLWAY - SAME49 49

Darwin, running as fast as his bare feet will carry him, 
curses under his breath as the lights above him continue to 
BUZZ back to life.

Behind him, he hears the ANGRY SHOUTS of GUARDS getting 
closer. He doesn't look back, though. His eyes stay focused 
on the DOOR at the end of the hall, which he slams through 
seconds later.

EXT. DC PRISON - COURTYARD - CONTINUOUS50 50

A LAUNDRY TRUCK cuts through sheets of rain in the early 
light of dawn. It's heading for the prison's wide open gate. 
Darwin turns on the jets, sprinting for it for dear life.

A SIREN BLARES from a WATCH TOWER as BULLETS start SPITTING 
UP THE MUD AROUND HIS ANKLES.

His eyes are wild. GRUNTS and SOBS of HOPELESSNESS escape 
clenched teeth.

He HEARS THE BULLET before it lands in his shoulder with a 
sickening THUNK. He peels himself up from the mud, still 
staggering for the truck.

THUNK. THUNK.
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Two more bullets. Sheer will brings him back to his knees, 
but it's too late. The truck is through and the gates are 
already closing.

He smiles.

THUNK.

His face falls into the mud as the first of the guards reach 
him.

MATT
Darwin.

He flips the dying man onto his back. Blood trickles from his 
lip as the life drains from his body. He slaps the VIAL into 
Matt's hand, which he quickly shoves in his pocket.

DARWIN
This was the only way.

Matt tries to keep it together as OTHER GUARDS rush up.

MATT
(to the guards)

Nice shooting.

Back in character, he laughs down at Darwin.

MATT (CONT’D)
Pig.

He spits in his face as a loudspeaker BUZZES to life.

LOUDSPEAKER
(in Russian)

Six AM. Present Arms!

The guards all snap to attention and turn to the east. 
Moments later, MUSIC CRACKLES over the PA SYSTEM. In 
terrifying, intimidating unison, the guards start SINGING in 
RUSSIAN.

Darwin, last life leaving his eyes, finds the object of the 
guards attention. A FLAG unfurls in the rain, its BLOOD RED 
fabric broken only by the YELLOW SICKLE AND HAMMER in its 
corner.

As the thunderous crescendo of the SOVIET NATIONAL ANTHEM 
crests:

END OF SHOW
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