PAGE  
3

 PAGE 14

 PAGE 14
111


 

    UNCONQUERED

                        The Revenge of Osceola

                    


                   by           

                                      Dave Campbell
                                       Jeff Probst

                                                                                April 18, 2006

FADE IN:

EXT. EVERGLADES  FLORA AND FAUNA - DAY:  Then words appear with narration, narration alternates between English and Muskogee.

“Two hundred years ago Florida was a wilderness, an unspoiled Garden of Eden from the Atlantic Ocean to the Gulf of Mexico, from Key West to the panhandle. Florida was a peninsula drained by clear clean rivers teeming with fish. The land was covered with forest and was rich in game. Thousands of Native Americans called the land home. Runaway black slaves called it freedomland. Seminoles accepted the runaway slaves into their tribes. White slave-hunters and settlers came. Manifest Destiny claimed the peninsula for the United States of America. Human lives paid for this land. Andrew Jackson invaded bringing with him a forty year war. Many men, women and children died; white, black, red and brown. Today battlegrounds have become playgrounds.”

INT. CASINO –NIGHT : Words continue with narration,

“THE SEMINOLES SURVIVED against great odds. This is a story of an unconquered people, a legacy of courage as told by the Native Americans.”

EXT.  EVERGLADES  - DAY

Circa 2007

Two airboats speed through the Everglades

The airboat riders are hooting and hollering.

Florida Senator Polly Osceola-Tommie, a Seminole woman and the leader of the Seminole Tribe of Florida and Isa Tommie, her husband a Black-Seminole, are each driving their own airboat as they race through the Everglades like fun-loving kids.

Their son Joey Tommie a junior in high school is with his dad.  Their daughter Sarah Tommie a sophomore is with her mother.

They twist and turn at breakneck speed playing a dangerous yet fun game of cat and mouse with the skill of fighter pilots on maneuvers.

The two green and black high performance propeller driven airboats are beached finishing the race with Isa just letting Polly win.

Isa jumps off of the screaming gas-powered airboat with the propeller still spinning and bows in defeat.

The Seminole Tribal helicopter is only fifty yards away sitting on the Big Cypress Swamp Reservation helicopter pad.

Polly knows that her husband let her win. She is visibly angry.

Joey also knows that his dad just let his mom win and is not pleased with the chivalry.

Sarah is thrilled that the girls beat the boys.





SARAH




Na Na Ni Naa Naa.  Girls rule





JOEY

That’s bullshit dad, why did you do that?  We had them fair and square.


ISA

Son, watch your mouth, your mother and sister are present.

Joey looks sullen.

Sarah is confused, not knowing that the boys let the girls win.  

Polly speaks to Isa.

POLLY 




You pulled up.

ISA 




I’m married remember?

Polly cools off.  Isa smiles.  Sarah finally gets it and smiles.  Joey is irritated at both parents and his sister.





POLLY 




Smart man.

Joey speaks directly to Sarah.





JOEY




We really beat you.





SARAH




So what.

Polly jumps off of her airboat and hugs Isa squeezing the wind out of the big and strong man. She then kisses him. Smiling playfully she pumps her fist in the air.





POLLY 




How’s that for the next president of the United States





ISA 




Yes dear, and the first female president, hell, the first Indian 

president.


JOEY

Oh, it’s okay for you to cuss in front of mom but not me.  That’s fair.

They all walk toward the helicopter as the airboats propellers are heard and seen slowing to a stop.

POLLY




Come on kids, your father has had his fun.

Polly stops walking and motions for everyone to hush.





POLLY




Shh.  Listen, look around.

Isa appear startled. He crouches and looks in all directions.





ISA




What?! What is it?









POLLY

No silly, look at all the beauty.  That bill that I have written, the Everglades Greenway bill, will restore all of this to how it used to be for you guys.

Joey frowns and Sarah smiles.





ISA

Honey.  I am proud of you. I know that you are taking some flack over the project from some of the other senators and even other tribal members that think you are giving away their birthright.  Now, let’s get this helicopter ride over with.

They reach the chopper.  Isa jumps in while Polly does a walk-around check-out of the turbo-prop.  The kids climb in the back and dutifully strap themselves in and put on the headphones.





JOEY




Mom let’s hurry up. Remember I’m the DJ today at the Hard Rock. 

I don’t want to be late.


POLLY

I know son, I’ll get you there on time. I’m really proud of you for 

getting this gig all by yourself.


JOEY

Right Mom, like you didn’t have anything to do with it. But thanks anyhow.

Joey’s frown turns to a smile.  Sarah frowns in jealousy. 

EXT. SEMINOLE HARD ROCK  OUTDOOR AMPHITHEATER-DAY

A Black SUV sits in the VIP parking lot with two men seated wearing sunglasses and dark suits. Both are wearing earpieces with lapel microphones for communication.

Salama Hussein, an athletic international businesswoman pulls into the parking space directly next to, and in the opposite direction to the black SUV. She is driving a luxury sedan. She  parks too close to the SUV. A teenage male sits next to her in the passenger seat.

Festivities are underway for the Seminole Anniversary event. The parking lot is crowded and busy.

After Hussein screeches to a halt she slams open her door, which bangs into the driver’s door of the SUV.

Agent John Nugent is a senior member of the United States Secret Service sitting in the driver’s seat with agent Fred Olson in the passenger seat. Olson is a fresh recruit just out of the secret service training school.





OLSON




Damn John that crazy bitch just whacked us. I’m going to go get 

her driver’s license and insurance information.

Nugent gives Olson a look of exasperation.





NUGENT




Hold on young man. You are not a road patrol officer any more. 

                                    I’ll handle this. You just sit tight and keep an eye open for the 

senator’s helicopter. We don’t know when that crazy Indian 

senator will be showing up. 

Both Nugent and Hussein get out of their cars simultaneously. Nugent slams his door shut. The windows are up and his car is running with the air-conditioner blasting cold air to combat the Florida heat and humidity.

Nugent and Hussein have a few words out of ear-shot, and  out of view of the young agent. They appear to know each other.





OLSON




Chief, do you know her? 





NUGENT




I do now, what a bitch.

Salama Hussein walks around her black luxury sedan with a scowl directed toward the occupants of the SUV.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. PRESIDENTIAL STABLE –DAY

Circa 1830’s

President Andrew Jackson walks around his beautiful black stallion. He checks out the saddle in preparation for a ride. U.S. Army General Wiley Thompson is seated on his own horse. They are alone.





JACKSON




Thompson, I don’t like what I am hearing about Florida and the 

Indians. There is a trouble-maker down there. Just when I had the Florida Restoration plan in place, the Indian Chiefs are ready to vacate their land, the settlers have their wagons hitched ready to move to Florida this wild renegade Osceola starts agitating all of the natives. Hell they are not even a tribe. They are only a band of renegades like wild damn dogs.

President Jackson mounts the stallion. 





THOMPSON

Mr. President, Osceola is a wild card. He is not a chief and he 

caught us off-guard in our negotiations with the true tribal chiefs, Micanopy, Coacoochee and the rest. But he is a very powerful warrior leader in his own right.

Both men walk their mounts to the stable door and out into the bright sunlight. The abrupt transition to light agitates the horses.





JACKSON




General, one man will not stand in the way of the United States of 

America and the statehood of Florida. I want that dog eliminated and I do not mean relocated.





THOMPSON




It will be done, sir.

President Jackson is irritated.

EXT. SEMINOLE HARD ROCK  AMPHITHEATER – DAY

Agent Nugent and Agent Olson stand at center stage of the nearly empty amphitheater.





NUGENT




Fred, I want you to sweep the bathrooms and I will sweep the 

stands for weapons or explosives. Yes, you are the new guy, and 

you get the bathrooms.

Olson responds with a naïve and fresh sense of excitement.

       
OLSON

Okay John but let me know if you find anything. This is my first 

assignment and I don’t want to miss anything, Okay?


NUGENT

Just go.

Agent Nugent walks up to the open air skybox. He unlocks the door. Inside he walks straight to the open front of the box. He feels under the table top and runs his hand along a long object. He squats down and looks under the counter. He smiles, turns and leaves the room. He intentionally leaves the door unlocked on the way out.





NUGENT [into microphone]




Agent Olson, all clear up here.

Agent Olson is in the womens bathroom. He startles an old Seminole woman who hits him with her purse and yells at him.

(  ) – denotes Native American                       language Muskogee is spoken with English subtitles.

  


SEMINOLE WOMAN




(Get out of here you pervert before I call the cops.)





OLSON



   
I am the cops.

She continues to smack him with her purse as she pushes him out of the bathroom.

Olson responds to Nugent as he is being clobbered and is stumbling out of the bathroom.





OLSON [into microphone]




All clear down here Chief.

EXT. PRESIDENTIAL STABLE – DAY

Jackson and Thompson ride slowly away from the stable on horseback.

JACKSON




Just make Osceola disappear from the 

face of this God’s green earth.





THOMPSON




Yes sir. 





JACKSON




Now, let’s see what you have under that saddle General!





THOMPSON/JACKSON




Giddyup

Both men spur their mounts into a gallop and race off into the surrounding field.

Armed sentries are posted along the perimeter and around the compound.

EXT.  HELICOPTER AIRBORNE BIG CYPRESS SWAMP - DAY

Ex-marine and combat veteran helicopter pilot Polly Osceola-Tommie lifts off the tribal chopper as her husband Isa Tommie finishes strapping himself in.





POLLY




Kids, are you ready?

Both kids give thumbs up to their mother.





ISA




Hey, wait for me to get this seat belt on. Damn. Always in a 

hurry.

The chopper levels off at cruising speed as Isa finally settles in.  He pulls out a pair of binoculars with which he scans the landscape.

Isa looks back at the kids.





ISA

Kids, I’m going to switch you off for a minute so your mother and I can talk.

Isa hits a switch that isolates the children from the communication system. He speaks to his wife while looking through the binoculars out the windows.

ISA


Polly. I have been thinking some more about Joey’s problems at 

school. We should put both of them in private school. 





POLLY




It won’t work dear. I am a state senator. How will it look to my 

constituents if our kids go anywhere but public school?





ISA




It is not about you, it is about them.

Polly is offended.





POLLY




There you go again, blame time.

Isa remains cool.





ISA




Honey, the gangs and hoodlums are really getting rough on Joey .

I know that it doesn’t matter much for Sarah, but she has always been the straight “A” student.  The bullies probably pick on him more because you are a senator. When I went to pick him up the other night from his DJ job at the school dance I heard some of the punks call him names, bad stuff that I don’t want to repeat. Racial things. It is tough for the kids, especially when they are both black and red.

Polly pilots the chopper in silence.

Isa puts down his binoculars and stares at her. He appears airsick.

POLLY 




What?

ISA 




Be kind up here, you know I get motion sickness.





POLLY




Don’t worry dear, it is not much farther to the casino. Let’s talk 

about Joey and Sarah later when they aren’t around us.  You might be right about private school. You had better put down those binoculars, you don’t look so good. 

They fly over the Big Cypress Swamp and the Everglades.





POLLY




Intolerance is a terrible human trait. Our son has Osceola’s blood 

running through his veins. He is tough and no name calling will ever change that. He has two more years and then he can attend any school that he gets accepted into. Relax dear and enjoy the flight. This is a big day for our family.

Polly looks at Isa. 





ISA 

Hey watch where we are going.  

Polly looks forward and smiles with a big grin.

Polly switches the communication system to include the kids.





POLLY


Hey, kids, look, there goes a beautiful buck to the right at three o’clock. Look at it run. It doesn’t like this big noisy bird.

Both kids pick up their binoculars.

A white-tail buck bounds through the swamp with it’s tail straight up in the air.





POLLY




Now, you know where the term high-tailing it comes from.





SARAH




I can’t see it , it’s on Joey’s side.





JOEY




Where’s my rifle when I need it?





SARAH

Joey you’re so mean.  That deer has a family somewhere. Let me see.

Sarah pushes Joey away. He gives in and begrudgingly moves for his little sister.

Isa is clearly airsick and does not look through the binoculars again. He drops them on the floor without looking down.





SARAH

Mom is this where the Everglades project of yours will be?

Polly speaks through the chopper microphone smiling and shaking her head in affirmation.





POLLY

Part of it Sarah. The tribe will restore the swamps, forests and Everglades river of grass to the native beauty made by the Great Spirit.   

Polly looks at Isa and grins.  He is ignoring what she is saying while he white-knuckles the hand grips and stares out the window to avoid vomiting.





POLLY 

Not feeling too chipper are you?





ISA

Just get me on terra firma soon and I will be okay.….Whoa! Look out!

Polly just glimpses a bald eagle paralleling her chopper. She expertly pilots the helicopter with an extreme maneuver to avert a collision with the mighty bird.

Isa grips the handles tightly and grimaces.





JOEY




Shit!

Sarah screams.





JOEY




Radical mom, that was sweet.





POLLY




What the heck was that?





JOEY




That was a huge eagle flying right next to us, cool.

Joey pulls his chopper headphones down around his neck and pulls a CD player out of his bag. He places the headphones over his ears and turns up a rap song. The chopper microphone is situated near his ear and picks up the music and transmits it to his parents and sister. 

The Seminole Hard Rock Hotel and Casino comes into view on the horizon. Banners and decorations mark the celebration of the 50th anniversary of the Seminole Tribe of Florida gaining recognition as a sovereign nation. 





ISA




Son, turn it down, it’s going to ruin your hearing.

Joey cannot hear him. Sarah reaches over and turns down the CD volume. Joey turns it back up. 

Isa turns around. He is visibly airsick and irritable. He motions to Joey to turn it down. Joey follows his father’s commands. Sarah smirks.

A large billboard advertises the celebration of the life of Osceola, the famous warrior of the Seminole War of Resistance against the United States government that ended 150 years ago.

EXT. COUNTRY CLUB GOLF COURSE – DAY

Florida Senator James Markham walks around his golfball that is teed up. A club is in his hand. He checks the range and course. Hussein walks to their golfcart and replaces her driver into her golfbag. She sits in the passenger seat.





MARKHAM




Hussein, 280 yards straight down the fairway. Nice shot. What 

aren’t you good at?

Salama Hussein remains deadpan.





HUSSEIN




Senator, cut the bullshit. We are alone now. Are you going to tell 

me why we are here? I’m sure it’s not so you can get your jollies with me again.

The senator loses his smile, assumes his stance, swings, and slices the ball. He picks up his tee and walks back to the cart and sits down next to Hussein.





MARKHAM




Salama I protect the back of a large real-estate development 

coalition, very large, with principals from Dubais, Saudi and the Emirates. They are very secretive. I have never seen the principal but I hear that he is dangerous. The coalition intends on developing thousands of acres above and below Lake Okeechobee . That plan on the brink of collapse because of one person, a Seminole and a fellow senator. She is pushing a bill that will grant the land in question to the Seminole Tribe of Florida for some, tree-hugging, save the damn environment Everglades restoration plan. She has to be removed from the equation, and soon. It is your job to see to it. The senator is Polly Osceola-Tommie. Do you understand?

Hussein sits next to the senator in the cart. She remains steely-eyed.





MARKHAM




I have been informed that you will be paid twenty million for the 

assassination of Osceola, ten now and ten when you complete the job. My people will hire some punk to create a diversion for you, some skin-head or Indian hater to heckle Osceola. Your job is to put a bullet between her eyes. Do you have a problem with that? 

Hussein’s eyes narrow to slits.





HUSSEIN




Markham I will eliminate your Senator Osceola, but watch your 

own rear-view mirror. Now it is time for me to leave. The smell of 

wet dog is too strong here for me.


MARKHAM

Are you threatening me? Do you know that I am a top contender 

for the democratic nomination for the presidency? That red-bitch is not going to stand in my way any longer.

Hussein ignores the comment and gets out of the cart. She picks up her, turns her back on the senator and walks off the course.

EXT.  SEMINOLE HARD ROCK OUTDOOR AMPHITHEATER – DAY

A large outdoor amphitheater sits at the edge of a freshwater lake. Banners are streaming. Hundreds of tribal members in their best native dress mingle with thousands of tourists waiting for the celebration fireworks and enjoying the festivities. A film documentary of  the Seminole Tribe of Florida runs continuously on the giant overhead screen in the amphitheater showing reenactment battles and the traditional daily life of the Seminoles.

All eyes and cameras look skyward as the Seminole tribal helicopter approaches and then lands.

EXT.  HELICOPTER PAD, SEMINOLE HARD ROCK - DAY

Polly, Isa, Joey and Sarah are seated in the landed chopper.  Isa is obviously shaken by the turbulent ride.  He is fighting motion-sickness and glad to be down.

Polly removes her headphones and shuts down the chopper.

 
SARAH

Dad you don’t look so hot

POLLY 




That was strange. That bird spooked me.

Isa, breathe deep.  I’ve never seen a black man look so green. 

Please don’t get sick now. It’s a photo-op. Wave and smile kids.

. 

Sarah lifts Joey’s headphone and says to him grinning,





SARAH




Wave and smile, you know the drill.

The large amphitheater projection screen now shows the four Seminole VIP’s as they sit in the chopper. Polly gives the audience her best politician wave and smile giving Isa time to recover.

ISA 

Okay, thanks 

POLLY 

Let’s go honey.

The four exit the helicopter. A high school marching band is standing near the helipad and  is playing fanfare. The crowd is cheering. They greet and shake hands on the VIP receiving line.

Two secret service agents stand ready by the helipad.

One member of the crowd is noticeably out of place. A heavily tattooed and pierced skin-head nervously looks around. He acts agitated and a little crazy. He immediately starts to heckle the senator.





SKIN-HEAD




Senator, tell us about your Everglades plan. Hey Senator, what 

about all of the poor and uninsured in Florida. What are you going 

to do about the white people? How about the poor white people 

living in trailer parks.?

Salama Hussein is in the back of the crowd. She is staring dispassionately at the scene. No one notices her, except the secret service agent Nugent who makes eye contact with her briefly.

Seminole police officer, Officer Joseph, walks toward the heckler. 

The heckler is unnerved, stops talking and backs away.

The crowd makes their way to the amphitheater which is only a short walk.

Joey Tommie skips the receiving line. He races ahead of his parents and the crowd toward the amphitheater stage.

EXT.  AMPHITHEATER – DAY

The crowd turns their attention toward the stage of the amphitheater. A teenage rock band is warming up for a performance. Children are having fun laughing and running around the open area in front of the stage. 

Joey is spinning the turn tables performing the DJ function for the music at the amphitheater.


                                   JOEY [OVER]




Ladies and gentlemen it is my great privilege to introduce 

                                    Florida Senator and the leader of the Seminole Tribe of 

                                    Florida my mother Polly Osceola-Tommie my Dad Isa Tommie 

and my little sister Sarah.

The crowd reacts enthusiastically.

Polly, Isa, and Sarah walk on stage.

Hussein is hidden by shade in the sky-box. She is wearing an earpiece for her cellphone. She give commands into her cellphone.

She watches the skin-head in the front row of the amphitheater stands that is responding to her commands on his own cellphone. He is agitated and hyperactive. 

Hussein takes out a range-finder and zeroes in on the head of Senator Osceola-Tommie. She inputs the data into a lap-top. She stands, walks to the door and checks the lock. She then returns to her position and removes a high-powered  sniper rifle from under the same counter that Agent Nugent checked. She begins expertly dissembling and re-assembling the weapon. Once complete, she re-snaps the weapon under the table into a prepared gun holder which hides the fully locked and loaded weapon. She again looks through the range-finder and studies the senator.








MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. FORT-DAY

Circa 1830’s

Osceola is viewing a sentry guarding a fort through a hand-held scope. He is hidden at the woods edge.

A stockade fort in Florida sits set back from the surrounding pine forest. Sentries guard the wall with rifles.  Cook-fire smoke and smells are seen and smelled by Osceola. 

Osceola speaks to a strong and mature Seminole leader that squats next to him.





OSCEOLA




( Chief Coacoochee that food smells good, too good.)

The tribal medicine man Arpeika appears distrustful.





ARPEIKA




(It may be a trick.)

Dozens of Seminole men, women and children huddle just outside the closed gate. They are skinny, dirty, hungry and desperate.  

It is rainy, overcast and cold.

The gates are opened suddenly opened by the soldiers that are inside.

The Seminoles rush in. When they see the chuckwagon they rush the cook and the soldiers manning the chow line.

Now they are all smiling, happy, and festive.

A cow is roasting on a spit.

Before any food is handed out the gates are slammed shut and locked. The soldiers position themselves in front of the gate with their weapons drawn.

Thompson steps out of the doorway of the office of the commanding officer of the fort. He signals to the soldiers by spinning a white-flag around in circles.

The soldiers immediately surround the Seminoles with their weapons now trained on the hungry crowd of Native Americans.

Outside the gate at the edge of the woods the band of Seminole warriors stand ready with

Osceola, Chief Coacoochee and Arpeika.





OSCEOLA




(Chief Coacoochee, the soldiers are aiming their 

weapons at our people.)

Osceola hands the looking glass to the chief.

 COACOOCHEE

(Yellow cowards.) 

ARPEIKA




(We must leave. If we battle the soldiers they will kill the women 

and children like the jackal Jackson had done at the village last month.) 

The Seminoles outside the fort retreat into the woods and hide themselves..

Inside the fort, the soldiers shackle the tribal members. 

The cavalry mounts their horses. Foot soldiers prepare for a march.

The gate is flung open and the army marches the prisoners out, down the dusty dirt road leading away from the fort.

Inside the fort the remaining soldiers feast on the chow that was used to trick the Seminoles. Everyone is laughing and boasting about their triumph.  All except Abraham a bilingual Black–Seminole that works as a translater and cook. Abraham has a disapproving and stern facial expression.

Indian agent General Thompson stands next to Abraham watching the last of the Seminole captives escorted out of the fort gate.  Thompson speaks to Abraham.





THOMPSON




Abraham do you know where Osceola is? I had expected him to be 

asking for food with the other Indians.





ABRAHAM




No sir, but what you just did capturing those hungry Indians was 

wrong. I can only guess that Osceola will find you, you won’t have to find him.





THOMPSON




So let him.





ABRAHAM




Okay General but Osceola is a tough son-of-a bitch. I 

wouldn’t want to be on his bad side. Plus he is my friend. It isn’t 

right for you to ask me to give him up.





THOMPSON




This is not about what is right. You had better tell, your friend, to 

steer clear of me and my men or I will have to teach him a lesson 

or two.


Abraham shakes his head at the stupidity of Thompson.





ABRAHAM




 I will do that.

FADE:



EXT. SEMINOLE HARD ROCK OUTDOOR AMPHITHEATER –DAY

Joey is still at the DJ booth spinning records. The crowd is really getting in to the music.

Balloons drop from over the stage.






POLLY  [OVER]




          Welcome to the fifty year anniversary of the Seminole Tribe of 

                                   Florida and the celebration of the life of Osceola here at the 

                                   Seminole Hard Rock Hotel and Casino.  I am Florida Senator 

                                   Polly Osceola-Tommie representing the great State of Florida. Is  

                                   everyone having fun?

The crowd cheers. Polly is standing center stage, flanked by Isa, Sarah and several tribal leaders.





           POLLY

                                    The festivities are just beginning. Later this evening we will be 

                                    back to check on all of you to make sure that everyone is enjoying 

                                    the hospitality of the Seminoles. The Seminole Tribe of Florida are 





a generous people.

The skin-head heckler is seen near the front row, drinking a beer, but not speaking.

The Seminole police are watching him.






POLLY





I want to take this opportunity to officially announce that I am 





campaigning for the democratic nomination for the presidency of 





the United States of America.

The crowd goes wild.






POLLY





My platform for this election is firmly on the side of restoring the  





southern flow of Lake Okeechobee and the Everglades to how it 





was when my ancestors, Osceola and Arpeika, were leading the 





Seminoles against the United States government genocidal 





policies. The Everglades Greenway bill is soon to be voted on by 





the House. It will pass. It will be a boon for the environment and 





for tourism in the State of Florida.

The crowd claps.






POLLY

                                   You are all here for some fun and entertainment. It is my pleasure 

                                    to introduce the latest sensation in  alternative rock, Florida’s 





very own, Dozens of Others and the DJ on the turntable, my son 





Joey Tommie,  take it away boys.

The rock band which had been set up on the stage behind Polly takes her lead and starts into their first number.

INT.  WAR ROOM WASHINGTON D.C. – NIGHT

Circa 1830’s

General and now Indian Agent Wiley Thompson speaks with President Jackson behind closed doors.





THOMPSON

Mr. President, I have been made aware that the Native Americans under my charge as Indian Agent are being treated, in an inhumane manner by the army on the reservations out west.

President Andrew Jackson gets an annoyed facial expression.





 JACKSON

Mr. Thompson, you seem to be confused about your role as the Indian Agent assigned to the renegade tribes in Florida.  Your job is to relocate these savages to the western reservations, at any cost.

It is not you job, nor do I ask for your opinion about how these

renegades are being treated outside of your jurisdiction.

Agent Thompson do we have an understanding? And what about 

the clear direction I gave to you regarding Osceola? He is still 

alive. Do you have an explanation? Were my orders not clear 

enough, General?

Thompson is taken aback at the rebuke.





THOMPSON

Mr. President, you place me in a moral and professional dilemma. On one hand my post demands that I oversee fair treatment for the Seminoles. However, you Mr. President have personally mandated that the Indians be relocated, no matter the human cost.  Sir I served America in the War of 1812. I reached the rank of Major General in the Georgia Militia… 

President Jackson flies into a rage at the insubordination of his Indian Agent.  He slams his fist down on the table. A bodyguard slams the door open, shotgun ready, only to have the President wave him away.





 JACKSON

Damn you Wiley.  You and I go way back.  You need to be on my side here.  I have the southern slave owners climbing down my back because of the Seminoles willingness to accept every damn runaway in the region into their villages.  The Governor of Georgia and Alabama are threatening to withdraw their support for my reelection if I do not solve the Indian problem. Don’t forget who appointed you to this thankless job, me, and what you must do to keep it. I want Osceola’s head and I want it now.

Jackson begins to calm himself after his outburst.





 THOMPSON

Mr. President I understand.  Osceola and his band of renegades will be herded like cattle until the State of Florida is ours.  Our white-settlers have a thirst for land that is hard to quench. It is the settlers and the plantation slave-owners that will get you re-elected and will keep me in a job, not Osceola.


JACKSON

That five million dollars that President Monroe spent to buy Florida from Spain when I was a General has proven to be a pain in my ass. 

President Jackson sits down and dazes off into space as he daydreams.

FADE TO:

INT.  WAR ROOM WASHINGTON D.C. – DAY

Circa early 1800’s

A younger General Andrew Jackson speaking to President Monroe .

 JACKSON

Mr. President Spain still owns Florida.  Spain cannot defend it’s territories. I believe that Florida can be bought for as little as five million dollars from the weakened Spanish government.



MONROE

General Jackson my agents report that there are almost thirty different bands of Indians scattered throughout the Florida peninsula. South of Tampa is the hunting grounds for the natives. If we use United States Treasury funds to buy the entire Florida territories the citizens of the United States must have access to settle in the land. If we buy Florida the Indians must go.



 JACKSON

Yes sir. I couldn’t agree more. I will see to it.

INT. WAR ROOM WASHINGTON D.C. – DAY

Circa early 1800’s

The King of Spain sits alone with General Jackson.





 JACKSON




King your deal with President Monroe to sell Florida has unfolded 

exactly as I told you it would.


KING OF SPAIN

Yes General and as we agreed in private in this bag is one million 

dollars in gold. Take it, you earned it. It is a small price to pay to the broker of the deal. I never wanted Florida anyway. It is too hot and there are too many insects, snakes, alligators and hurricanes. I do not think that anyone will ever want to live there.

General Jackson takes the bag of gold and shakes hands with the king.

INT. WAR ROOM WASHINGTON D.C. – NIGHT

Circa 1830’s

President Jackson snaps out of his daydream with Thompson’s prompting.

THOMPSON

Sir, President Jackson. Sir. Yes sir. I will purge the Florida territories of the savages.  I will hunt them like dogs until every last one of the red animals is west of the Mississippi.  I have already launched a special project against our nemesis, Osceola. I will  personally eliminate him from the face of the earth.

President Jackson has a stern tone and facial expression.





JACKSON




Wiley, protect my back on this one. Do not let Osceola slip 

away again. 

FADE:

EXT. SEMINOLE HARD ROCK AMPHITHEATER- NIGHT

Polly walks to the podium as fireworks explode behind the stage.

Music blares through the many speakers spread throughout the amphitheater with DJ Joey at the turn-tables. The music fades as Polly begins speaking.

Polly stands at the podium to address the audience again. She has changed to traditional Seminole tribal clothing. She points to the casino and the fireworks behind her.






POLLY 

                                 This is a great celebration.  I am so proud of you all.  I see red, 




             black, white and brown in the audience today.  Our people, the     

                                     Seminole Tribe of Florida embrace the ethnic diversity of South 

                                     Florida and the United States. We truly are the melting pot 

                                     of the world. The Seminoles cultural heritage has been strongly 

                                     influenced by such diversity and by the acceptance of racial and 

                                     color differences.  As most of you know, I am a direct 

                                    descendant of Osceola, the most famous warrior of the Seminole                      





Tribe.  Osceola was a great leader during the sad time in our 





history caused by the Indian Relocation Act championed by the 





great enemy of  Native Americans in the early 1800’s, the former  





General and President Andrew Jackson.

The Seminoles in the crowd boo and hiss at the name of Andrew Jackson.

Polly motions the crowd to calm down.






POLLY





(My thoughts exactly.)

The entire crowd now cheers for the Senator.

The heckler has now worked his way to the front row. He has a cellphone that he listens to and then hangs up. He then starts up the verbal onslaught again.






SKIN-HEAD





Killer. Baby Killer. Tell us about your murdering of innocent 





Muslims in the Iraqi desert, Major Osceola, United States Marine 





Corps.

Polly ignores the heckler and continues her speech.

The secret service agents are talking into their microphones.

Several Seminole police officers walk toward the heckler.






POLLY





As the elected leader of both the Seminole Tribe of Florida and the 

                                    citizens of the State of Florida my job is to take the Seminoles and 

                                    the State prosperously and safely into the new millennium.

Salama Hussein is in the skybox. She removes the rifle from under the table. She levels the rifle and puts the senator’s forehead in the cross-hairs.

The heckler pushes through the several people in the front of the stage and rushes the stage. He jumps onto the front of the stage.

A Seminole police officer, Officer Joseph, responds by tackling the skin-head. They both propel off of the stage toward the ground in front of the stage.

Polly avoids looking at the heckler and police officer confrontation so that she can maintain her composure and concentration. She looks up to the top of the stands toward the skybox. 

Hussein sees Polly stare at her through the scope of the rifle. Hussein’s trigger finger tremors slightly.

An off-course fireworks explodes behind the stage. 

The explosion causes everyone on the stage to flinch.

At the same instant the flash of the fireworks temporarily blinds the assassin.

She fires at the target that had been in her cross-hairs an instant before.

Officer Joseph and the skin-head land with great force on the hard asphalt below. The heckler’s head smashes onto the hard surface. Both combatants are stunned.

Polly’s eyes dart up into the stands as the muzzle-flash catches her eye from the VIP skybox.

The bullet leaves the rifle barrel, traveling and then just grazing the forehead of the senator. The bullet pathway  tunnels under the skin of her scalp and then exiting out the back of her head with lead and copper bullet fragments, pieces of skull-bone, shards of skin and strands of muscle fragments all within a fine bloody mist.

Polly feels a sharp sting in her forehead as her head is jerked backwards from the impact of the bullet. She blacks out and crumples to the floor. 

A second very bright off-course fireworks rocket explodes to the right of the stage. 

Several men and women, some in military uniform instantly crouch or throw themselves to the ground. Most of the tourists simply stand and appear startled and confused.

Polly bumps her head against a speaker monitor as she hits the ground. 

A pool of blood begins to form around her head.

Isa had been standing next to Polly and is visibly shaken by the fireworks explosion. He is not looking at Polly when she is struck by the bullet. The crowd is temporarily blinded instantly before the bullet strikes Polly.

Isa turns to see Polly lying on the ground. He kneels to help his fallen wife.

Two secret service agents in suits, dark glasses and with visible ear-pieces rush to the assistance of the senator with automatic weapons drawn as Polly lays unconsciousness.  

The fireworks display hits a peak with explosion after explosion as the drama on the stage unfolds. The black starless sky is dramatically illuminated by the spectacle. Night appears to turn to day from the illumination of the fireworks. Mayhem erupts within the crowd of tourists and Seminoles. Smoke is thick and envelopes the stage and stands.

                                                                                     MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSIDE FORT NEAR RIVER- DAY

Circa early 1800’s

Mayhem erupts and smoke envelopes a fort full of Black-Seminoles and Native American men, women and children as cannon-shells explode. Smoke darkens the sky over the fort as a small storage shed for ammunition explodes inside the fort.

EXT. INSIDE FORT NEAR RIVER -DAY

Black and Native American men are screaming, shooting and fighting. Cannons are firing with shells bursting everywhere. Women are crying and children are either wailing or cowering from fright.

The fort walls are 15 feet high and 8 feet thick. The fort is situated on a high bluff with a  river in front, swamp in the back and streams on both sides. It is well-fortified with many cannons and many rifles.

EXT. RIVER – DAY

Rifle fire and cannon-fire from small United States naval ships on the river are directed toward the fort.

United States Army soldiers and militia positioned in the woods direct rifle fire toward the fort.

EXT. INSIDE FORT NEAR RIVER–DAY

 Rifle and cannon fire strikes near the fort’s inhabitants.

A much younger Abraham is positioned on the fort wall with a long buffalo rifle propped on a tripod. Bullets and cannon shots whiz by his head. He remains immobile, concentrating on his target.

Abraham finds his target, an officer on the deck of the lead ship. He fires an accurate shot with the long-range weapon.

EXT. LEAD NAVAL SHIP - DAY

The officer is propelled off of the ship by the blast effect of the bullet as it hits him in the chest. He lands in the river and quickly sinks.

EXT. INSIDE FORT NEAR RIVER –DAY

As the smoke of the rifle clears, Abraham sees that his shot was accurate. He jumps off of the wall and  rushes to his family huddled nearby.

Abraham speaks with his wife and children to ease their fear. 

His wife is Cherokee and his young children are mixed red and brown.






ABRAHAM





(Dear, you and the children follow me when I say go.)

His wife and children nod in obedience. Abraham picks up his smallest daughter and carries her in his arms.






ABRAHAM

                                   
(Go!)

They all run through an open and unprotected area to the other side of the fort. They stop in front of a thick wooden door. 






ABRAHAM

(Dear keep the children in this room.   Joshua you are my oldest boy.  You must watch over your mother and your sisters.)

Joshua a young boy, nods affirmatively to his father.






JOSHUA





(Yes father, please be careful. We love you.)

Abraham opens the heavy wooden door and sees several frightened black women and children huddled in the darkness. One small window lets in light and ventilation. He escorts his family into the room.

Abraham kisses his sobbing wife and hugs his frightened children.






ABRAHAM





(I love you all.)

 He closes the door. A tear wells up in Abraham’s eye after the door closes.

Abraham wipes away the tear and quickly runs to the fort leader, Benjamin, a tough looking African with tribal scars on his face.






ABRAHAM





Benjamin, I can make it to the Seminole village up the river. The 





warriors will come to our aid. They are our friends. I have heard 





that a gathering of chiefs and leaders is underway. The Chiefs, 





Kinache, Bowlegs, McQueen and Neamathla are holding council. I 





can make it there in thirty minutes. Don’t tell my wife that I have 





left the fort or she will worry herself to death.






BENJAMIN


Okay Abraham, you speak their language, go. I will watch over 


your wife and children while you are gone, but hurry back. Bring      


help. Take this.

Benjamin pulls a large-bladed knife from his belt and hands it to Abraham. Abraham hesitates, but then takes the weapon. He slides it into his own belt.






ABRAHAM





Thank you my brother.

Abraham hugs Benjamin. Benjamin pats him on the back as he turns to leave.






BENJAMIN





Go with God Abraham.

EXT.  OUTSIDE  FORT NEAR RIVER - DAY

Several small naval vessels in the river fire cannon volleys at the fort.

Abraham jumps down from the back wall of the fort carrying a tomahawk, two pistols, the large knife and a rifle. He runs rapidly away from the fort  parallel to the river.

He makes it to the swamp with bullets whizzing by his head by running erratically. The sailors on the naval vessels scream at each other to shoot him as he escapes the maelstrom.

The soldiers in the woods fire repetitive volleys at Abraham as he runs and evades the fire, escaping into the swamp.

EXT. SWAMP BEHIND FORT-DAY

Abraham runs upriver through the swamp toward the Seminole village.

He outmaneuvers several platoons of U.S. Army troops that are converging on the fort as he silently eases through the swamp.

Abraham encounters a scout in the swamp and engages in a bloody skirmish which Abraham wins but he is injured in the fight. Abraham hears the cannons continuing to fire in the background as he arrives at the village.

EXT.  SEMINOLE VILLAGE UPRIVER – DAY






ABRAHAM

(My friends I come to ask your help in protecting our people who are under attack at the fort.  The army and navy has surrounded the fort.) 

The collection of chiefs and warriors stare at Abraham, surprised at his sudden appearance from the swamp and concerned by his bloodied face and arms. One of the leaders speaks.






CHIEF HOLATA MICCO

(You are Abraham. You have helped the Seminoles by translating for us during our negotiations with the pale-face.  We will now help you.

EXT.  DECK OF LEAD NAVAL SHIP - DAY

A sailor removes a red hot cannonball with tongs from a fire cauldron on the lead naval vessel and loads it into a cannon.

In the background sailors are barking out commands.






SAILORS





Hot shot loading.  Hot shot loaded. Clear. Cover. Fire.

A sailor lights the fuse and the cannon discharges the red hot load with a loud and smoky explosion.

EXT.   
OUTSIDE FORT NEAR RIVER - DAY

The hot shot lands directly in the powder magazine of the fort. A massive explosion occurs.

The fort is completely destroyed and practically leveled. Bodies and debris are scattered everywhere.

EXT. SEMINOLE VILLAGE  UPRIVER – DAY

Chief Holata Micco, the other chiefs and Abraham are startled as the sound of a very loud explosion reaches the Seminole village from the direction of the fort. The chief is interrupted in mid-sentence. 






CHIEF HOLATA MICCO

(Our scouts tell us that the pale-face soldiers are in our woods AAGH, what……)






ABRAHAM





No! My family is there, (please help me…)

Abraham and all the chiefs are shocked but promptly move into action.

Chief Holata Micco commands his band of warriors to action.






CHIEF HOLATA MICCO





(Men, grab your weapons. We go now.) 

Abraham nods his gratitude and immediately leaves the village at a full run returning along the same path back to the fort. 

EXT. LEAD NAVAL SHIP-DAY

The sailors duck for cover as the fort explodes. They come up cheering until they realize that hundreds of innocent women and children have been killed. The sailors witness with horror the devastation that they have inflicted upon the innocent civilians.

Only a few feeble cries and moans are heard from the rubble. Even the older war-hardened sailors and officers cringe at the scene of terrible carnage. Some of the younger sailors are physically sickened by the sight.

The sailors realize the gravity of their destruction of the fort and most of its inhabitants. They pull their anchors and sail away as quickly as possible.

The army soldiers in the surrounding woods beat a hasty retreat to leave the scene of destruction. 

EXT. SWAMP BEHIND FORT-DAY 

Abraham runs toward the fort from the Seminole village. He encounters and kills several soldiers along the way with a ferocity that is fueled by his drive to reach his family.

EXT. INSIDE DESTROYED FORT-DAY

Abraham reaches the destroyed fort and finds only a few survivors wandering around dazed, charred and deaf.

He searches frantically for his family, calling their names. He wails in sadness knowing that his family must be dead.

Abraham finds his entire family dead. Their bodies are charred and disfigured from the violent explosion. His sadness turns to rage.

Chief Holata Micco and his warriors arrive as Abraham is grieving over the bodies of his wife and children. Abraham cannot be consoled. 

Several warriors are visibly sickened by the scene of human carnage.

Chief Holata Micco enlists Abraham to avenge the murder of his family at the hands of the white-man.






CHIEF HOLATA MICCO





(Abraham, listen to me, the Great Chief Tecumseh tells us to let 

                                    the white race perish.) 






ABRAHAM





( Perish they will , I’m with you.)

Smoke and fire rapidly engulf the fort forcing Abraham, the Seminoles and the few survivors to withdraw from the red-hot blaze. Smoke is everywhere.

                                                                              MATCH CUT TO:

EXT.  SEMINOLE HARD ROCK CASINO OUTDOOR AMPHITHEATER - NIGHT

Circa 2007.

Smoke is everywhere. Polly slowly regains consciousness while the fireworks reach a feverish pitch. She begins to tremble uncontrollably and then she begins to sob. Isa holds her gently in his arms. Her head and upper torso are covered in blood.

The secret service agents are hovering right next to Isa and Polly, suspiciously scanning the crowd for trouble.

The amphitheater is a scene of chaos.

The skin-head begins fighting Officer Joseph as they both recover.

Joseph is bitten by the skin-head while trying to subdue him. A second Seminole officer, Officer Sam, arrives to provide assistance to his partner.






OFFICER JOSEPH





 (Ouch you idiot.) Sam taze this asshole.

Joseph lets go of the skin-head and steps back. The skin-head calms down just long enough to realize that something bad is about to happen to him. He turns to see the Tazer fired at him. He falls to the ground incapacitated.

The sound of ambulance sirens add to the cacophony.

A bald eagle circles high overhead, above the fireworks, seemingly oblivious to the exploding fireworks, lights and sirens. 

A bald eagle scream mixes with the fireworks explosions, sirens , music blasting, children crying, and women frantically calling for their children in the smoke.

Isa is kneeling. Polly is lying face up in his arms. The blood continues to stream down her face and the back of her head.

Polly regains consciousness but she is dazed.






ISA 

Polly, can you hear me? You hit your head. You look like you just saw a ghost. Damn it’s like being in the army again around here.

Isa rips off a piece of his shirt and applies a pressure dressing to Polly’s head wounds with first-aid expertise learned in the army.






POLLY 

I just had a vision. It was terrible. And I have a serious headache right now.  Help me up.  

Polly then gets a frantic look and sits bolt upright.






POLLY





Where are the kids? Where are Joey and Sarah?

Isa soothes his wife’s worries.






ISA 

 The kids are okay. Sarah is right here, and here comes Joey now.


SARAH

Mom, are you okay?


JOEY

Dad, let me hold some pressure on that. Hi Mom. You are a mess.

Joey takes over the first-aid direct pressure with a show of maturity.






POLLY 

Isa, I need you to take me to the medicine man Charlie Arpeika. Right now we need to get out of this crowd. 

Isa nods as the paramedics rush to the side of Polly. They leave the bandage in place since the bleeding has stopped.

Joey says to the paramedics,






JOEY 





She hit her head on the speaker and had a temporary loss of 





consciousness. She has one or two lacerations on her head causing 





the hemorrhage.

Isa looks at his son surprised by Joey’s knowledge of first-aid.

Joey says to his father,






JOEY





Boyscouts, Dad.

The paramedics take over, hook up I.V’s, EKG’s etc.

EXT. FIREWORKS DISPLAY BOOTH –NIGHT

Several fireworks technicians are screaming at each other as they continue to  light fuse after fuse. The teenage passenger from the vehicle of Salama Hussein is the recipient of their displeasure.






FIREWORKS TECHNICIANS





You idiot, We’re screwed. They will never hire us again. What the 





hell were you thinking . I should kick your ass.

INT. SKY BOX – NIGHT

Hussein expertly disassembles the sniper rifle and hides the components in a stuffed alligator toy. 

She dials her cellphone calmly but quickly as she continues stowing the rifle.






HUSSEIN






         {into cellphone in Arabic with English subtitles}





{The skin-head has been taken away, but the senator survived.  I 





understand that the vote is soon. It will be done.}

EXT. SEMINOLE HARD ROCK AMPHITHEATER-DAY 

As the paramedics begin their work Polly sees a solitary figure walking away from the crowd, carrying a stuffed alligator. The solitary figure is Hussein. She is the only person in the audience that has her back to the stage and is walking away. 

Isa also sees the Hussein but is too absorbed with taking care of Polly to pay attention.

The secret service agents catch a glimpse of the individual leaving the amphitheater but are engrossed by the drama of the heckler being arrested, their senator laying bleeding on the stage, and the general chaos in the crowd.

Young agent Fred Olson notes his suspicion to the older agent John Nugent.






 OLSON





John, suspect at eleven o’clock.






NUGENT





Fred, what are you getting all goofy about, they already arrested 





the perp. What are you going to do next , arrest the kid that 





knocked over the fireworks holder?






 OLSON





Did you see a muzzle flash, up there, up real high, I think 

                                    from the VIP room?






NUGENT





Muzzle it Fred. What you saw was the flash of the fireworks not a 

                                    muzzleflash. Damn. Concentrate on the senator. Keep your





eyes on her. 

Agent Nugent frowns and mumbles under his breath.






 NUGENT





Damn greenhorn.

The entire crowd, in fact the entire world is staring at the senator, live, through the network  cameras. The giant screen shows the drama unfolding on  the stage.

The two secret service agents continue to scan the crowd and speak into their microphones. Their weapons remain out and at the ready.






NUGENT [into microphone]





Yes sir she is safe. She just hit her head on a cabinet. 





….No…No shots were heard or seen……No sir….. The flash of 





 fireworks temporarily blinded all of us.

Agent Nugent shoots a sour look at agent Olson.






NUGE [into microphone]





Yes sir, we will stay with her ….Yes sir, we stand ready. 

Hussein slips into the luxury sedan and speeds off.

The eagle screams softly in the distance. Polly looks up inquisitively.

The agents have re-holstered their automatic weapons but their hands remain inside their sports coats. Additional weapons are seen strapped to their flanks inside their jackets.

FADE TO BLACK:

EXT.  BLACK-SEMINOLE VILLAGE ON RIVER – DAY

Circa 1810’s

Abraham  lives in a riverside Black-Seminole village with a band of warriors under the leadership of Black-Seminole John Cavallo.  Cavallo is a powerful political figure, skilled warrior and effective leader amongst the Black-Seminole population in Florida.

Abraham sits with Cavallo and other Black-Seminole warriors and leaders in Council at the village. 

The mood is somber.





ABRAHAM




Men the scouts from our red brothers to the north tell us 

                                    that General Jackson and his army and the volunteer militia 

                                    from Tennessee are marching on our village this very day. 

                                    Jackson has already burned several villages and has killed 

                                    and captured many of the red man and our black people.





CAVALLO




I know the man. He is cruel, mean and sadistic..  I hear that the 

                                    President has given the army orders to wipe out all the 

                                    Indians in Florida or send them out west, and to send all 

                                    black men, women and children back to the plantations 

                                    where the President Jackson in Washington says we belong. I 

                                    for one will not go easily. If I am forced to go, I will not 

                                    stay on a reservation. Mexico is only a horse ride to the south of 

the reservations.

The crowd of black leaders and warriors are restless, angry and fearful for their families.





ABRAHAM




Men, we do not have adequate supplies or man-power to 

                                    fight the army right now.  I will be taking my people out of 

                                    the village and into the swamp to hide until the army is 

                                    gone.  I am sure that the army will steal or burn 

                                    everything in their path.  We will be taking what we can 

                                    carry.  But we will have to leave the animals or they will 

                                    give away our hiding places.  I recommend that you all do 

the same.  I am going to seek help from the hereditary chief of the Seminoles, my friend Micanopy.  He may be able to help us after 

                                    General Jackson has left the area.

INT.  IMAX THEATER-DAY

Circa 2007

Beautiful nature sights and sounds of the swamp are seen. Alligators, birds, turtles, fish and mammals abound.

EXT.  TOURIST VILLAGE- DAY

Tourists exit the giant screen indoor theater where they were watching the Big Cypress Swamp movie. They exit into the bright sunlight and enter an authentic Seminole Village theme park. 

They board a tram for a ride through the theme park.

EXT. BLACK SEMINOLE VILLAGE ON RIVER –DAY

Circa 1810’s

General Jackson and his troops torch the evacuated village.  The cattle are slaughtered, with a few heads taken as food for the troops.  The crops are all trampled by the horses or burned or burned by the soldiers. 

EXT. SWAMP BEHIND TOURIST VILLAGE – DAY

Polly and Isa talk while walking through the swamp trail behind the tourist village. Polly’s head is freshly bandaged.






POLLY 

Isa I have to tell you something embarrassing.






ISA 

Polly we have been married for twenty years and best friends since we were kids, growing up here in the Big Cypress. Nothing you tell me should embarrass you because I already know all of the embarrassing stuff. 


POLLY





Thank you. I really love you Isa.


ISA

Do you remember the stories the Medicine Man Charlie Arpeika used to tell us about Checoter?  Osceola’s first  wife was a Creek, she and Osceola had several children before she was kidnapped.


POLLY

Our children are of that same lineage.


ISA

Her kidnapping helped turn Osceola against the Indian Agent Wiley Thompson, hell it was the kidnapping that convinced Osceola to go on the warpath against the soldiers sent by President Jackson. 






POLLY 

I believe that Thompson and Jackson tried to assassinate Osceola.

An eagle screams in the distance in the direction that they are heading.






ISA





Where did you learn that?






POLLY





I don’t know. But it’s not crazy to imagine someone 





wanting to get me out of the way with the Everglades 





Greenway bill so close to passing. There will be a lot of land 





ownership and money changing hands if the bill passes.

Polly sees the eagle circling overhead.






ISA





So what is it that you need to tell me?






POLLY 

I saw the fort, the one the history books call the Negro Fort. I saw it blow up. It was completely destroyed and nearly everyone in it. I saw Abraham, Micanopy’s interpreter, I don’t know how it knew it was him, but I did. Maybe it was the stories that Charlie Arpeika used to tell us when we were kids sitting around the fire during story-time.






ISA 





Hum. That is a pretty strange story. I can see why you arranged 

                                    this weekend at the tribal village. What do you make of the eagle?

Isa and Polly looking at each other, Isa with a queer look and Polly with an “I don’t know” look.

He reaches to touch Polly’s arm as the eagle screams very loudly. 

It abruptly flaps past the heads of Isa and Polly.

Both are startled. Isa withdraws his hand reflexively and ducks.

Polly stoically remains standing.






ISA 





What the hell? Come on, let’s take a shortcut that I know.






POLLY





Yea.

They begin running along the short cut to the village off of the pathway. When they finally slow down they are out of breath and dirty. They are bloody from the scratches of the underbrush on their faces and arms.






POLLY 

Damn, I’m out of shape. Something strange is going on here. That vision that I had very real, as real as Iraq.

Polly stops walking, kneels, puts her hands in her face and weeps.

EXT. IRAQ DESERT HELICOPTER COCKPIT – DAY

Circa 1990

Major Polly Osceola pilots a helicopter through a firefight in the desert. It is a hectic scene of rapid-fire gunfire as rebels shoot at Osceola’s helicopter. She is attempting to rescue and evacuate wounded marines. Both she and her co-pilot are wounded. She unleashes machine-gun fire and rockets to support her mission and to protect a retreating platoon of soldiers in the rear.

EXT. SWAMP BEHIND TOURIST VILLAGE – DAY

Isa hugs Polly to comfort her.






ISA





Polly, honey, it’s okay.

Polly sobs. She then regains her composure.

Isa and Polly walk through the swamp in silence. They are both deeply absorbed in their own thoughts. They find and follow the marked road that guides them along to their destination. Security cameras are seen tracking their movement.

They reach a locked high-tech security gate. Isa opens the gate with a code.

The private Seminole village comes into view in an oak hammock. Small curls of smoke drift skyward from the cook-fires. 






ISA 

Let’s see what the Medicine Man has to say. Maybe you hallucinated from a brain concussion. 






POLLY 





I hope that is all it was. Maybe we should have 

                                    brought the kids today. You’re sure they are okay? Were there any 





strange cars or people snooping around? I get nervous with the 





kids.






ISA





No dear they are fine. It’s just your motherly instincts.






POLLY





Did you see anything funny?

Isa thinks for a moment.






ISA





I did see a woman of middle-eastern descent come down from the 





upper deck and walk away while everyone else was staring at the 





mayhem down in the front.

EXT.  PRIVATE VILLAGE - DAY

An old Seminole man, Charlie Arpeika is dressed in casual traditional as he waits for the pair at the edge of the authentic Seminole village.  

Polly and Isa approach Charlie. Children are seen playing in the background. Adults in traditional Seminole attire are busy at the daily routines of village life, including cooking, skinning alligators, making dugout canoes, tanning deerskin hides and weaving the multicolored cloth.

Polly and Isa are sweaty, muddy, bloody and disheveled from the swamp journey.






POLLY 





Great Grandfather it is so nice to see you. It has been too long.

Charlie Arpeika offers big hugs to both Isa and Polly.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA 

Yes my child it has been many moons.


ISA

Yes Grandfather it has been.


CHARLIE ARPEIKA





You both look like you ran a marathon to reach our village, with a 





ghost spirit chasing you.

Polly and Isa exchange glances and groan.

Charlie Arpeika speaks with wisdom.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA

( I knew that you were coming.) The internet you know. I am not the purist that our ancestors and my great, great grandfather Arpeika would have wanted. I can’t get by without e-mail. And how about text messages?  Have you two tried  that yet?







POLLY





Yes sir.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA

I still remember the telegraph. After your email I had the young men do some hunting and fishing and the children picked a few veggies for a good old-fashioned family meal to celebrate your visit. ( Our sofkee will be spiced up with venison, wild hog and gator tail tonight.) So…when do you want to discuss the reason for the visit?






ISA 

Polly will speak to you alone after our meal Charlie Arpeika. Now how about that meal? Icould use a bottled water or a Gatorade or anything wet. 


CHARLIE ARPEIKA

Ha Ha, Gatorade, alligator juice, that’s a joke right?

Charlie Arpeika  laughs.

Polly and Isa chuckle at the sense of humor that their grandfather still has.






POLLY





Grandfather, you are funny. Now let’s get something to eat and 





drink. (I love sofgee with wild hog, that’s my favorite.) 

They walk toward the center of the village.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





Tribal members continue to visit us in the secret village for 

                                    spiritual rejuvenation. Tribal children are invited to stay for 

                                    periods of communal child-rearing and for education in the ways                       

                                    of the Seminole tradition. ( The children learn our native languages 

                                    Muskogee or Hitchiti.)






ISA





Joey and Sarah are ready for their 

                                    adolescent education program here at the village. Joey has been 





having racial problems at school.  His half black and half Seminole 





genetics creates problems with some of the rednecks in his school. 





Sarah doesn’t get picked on the same way. She is a girl so her 





ethnic traits are viewed as exotic but because Joey is a guy it is the 





opposite.  His Black-American and Native American heritage 





makes him a half-breed. Humans can be so cruel.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





(The differences between male and female in the human race is 





profound. The Great Spirit and all religious groups world-wide 





teach this.) Teaching the traditional Seminole values and the 





language skills take lots of face to face time with the kids. The 





extra money that we receive from the casinos does not replace the 





need to spend plenty of quality time with our youth. They are our 





future. We must cherish them and shower them with love and 





education to make them grow into men and women (that the Great 





Spirit will be proud of.)  

INT.  LARGE DINING LODGE - NIGHT

Dozens of tribal members of various shades of black and red, children, women and men all dressed in traditional garb sit at the tables.  Muskogee and Hitchiti are intermingled with English. There is lots of laughter, many jokes, and plenty traditional Seminole food and drink.

As the meal ends, the children scatter and the adults bring out the adult drinks and pass the traditional tobacco pipe around. Idle chatter develops between the adults. 

The children can be heard in the background playing hide and seek in the dark.

A few teenagers start up a traditional flute and drum musical jam session.

INT.  CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE – NIGHT

The music is loud and then fades to soft.

Polly and Charlie are alone. They are seated cross-legged while they talk.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





Polly, I know of this vision that you have had. I had the same 





vision, and others, when I was a young man. You and I have been 





chosen by the Great Spirit as the keepers of our history and our 





culture. You have been given a great gift and an even greater 





burden. Does your husband know of these visions?

Polly looks down at the ground and shakes her head negatively.






POLLY 

Grandfather, I do not share all of my burdens with my husband. Now that I am running for the presidency of the United States he really has a huge burden himself.  He only knows of some of my visions.

Polly shifts her eyes to the ornate leather pouch of Osceola on the medicine man’s chest and the deerskin medicine bag on a table next to him loosely. She gazes intently at the leather pouch.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA






Polly you are a natural leader. You have been given that gift from 

                                    the Great Spirit. It is time.






POLLY





Time?






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





(Time for you to become a medicine-woman, a healer as well as a 





leader of The Tribe.)

Charlie Arpeika has a very serious look about him. He begins to rock gently. 

A slight shift in the direction of the wind causes the smoke from the large cook-fire to drift through Charlie Arpeika’s chicee.

He rubs the leather pouch repetitively and reverently between his fingers.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





This amulet was passed to me and will now be passed to you by 





(the power of the Great Spirit. Sealed inside the amulet is a 





combination of magical stones and herbs.)

He pats the deerskin wrap gently.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





(The tribal medicine bag contains the 





strength of our tribe and the passion of the Great Spirit.)

Charlie Arpeika gently removes the amulet and places it around Polly’s neck.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





Some in the tribe think that I am crazy. But I know in my heart 

                                   
that the power of the tribal medicine bag is enhanced by the power 





in this amulet. 

Polly smiles and chuckles. 






POLLY





Grandfather you may be a little silly but not crazy.

Charlie Arpeika also smiles and pauses before he continues.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA




            Now don’t get me wrong. I am a big fan of modern western 





medicine as well. The University of Miami is my favorite.






POLLY





Grandfather, this worries me. I only have so many hours in the 





day. I am a working mother. And now you want me to be a 





medicine-woman.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





My child it is not I that makes you a medicine-woman. Politics come and go. You will not be a senator or the President forever. But (you were born as a leader of the tribe. You are chosen by the Great Spirit to be a healer.) Use your healing power  the evil that dwells in every human heart.

Polly holds the leather bag in both hands and is lost in deep thought.






POLLY





Grandfather, I have drafted legislation that will restore the southern 





flow of Lake Okeechobee and the Everglades down to the Gulf. 





Some powerful landowners and developers, even some tribal 





members are very angry with me. It is impossible to make 





everyone happy, no matter how hard I try.

Charlie Arpeika watches her and strokes the deerskin medicine bag.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





Be cautious my child, the world remains full of evil people,





remember the seven deadly sins that Shakespeare weaved into his 





great works. Greed is one of them, envy is another.

Polly looks up out of her blank stare and smiles at her grandfather.






POLLY





Shakespeare, wow, you really do amaze me.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





You and I share many important secrets of the Great Spirit, 





including our DNA.

An eagle faintly screams from far away.  Charlie Arpeika hears it. He looks out into the dark night in the direction of the eagle.

EXT.  FIRESIDE PRIVATE VILLAGE - NIGHT

Isa is sitting by the bonfire telling a story to several children.  Some are listening in awe while others are laughing and carrying on.  Isa is very patient with the children. 

A teenage couple  can be seen fading into the darkness speaking in hushed tones as they slip away.






ISA

(This story is about the famous Black-Seminole John Cavallo and his escape with Chief Coacoochee and eighteen other Seminoles from the prison at Castillo de San Marcos in St. Augustine.)

How many of you have already taken the field trip to St. Augustine with your class at school?

Some of the younger kids do not understand Muskogee. Isa waits patiently while the older kids translate the Muskogee for the younger children.

Several children raise their hands.






ISA





Good.

The smoke of the fire gently turns toward Isa as he resumes the story. 






ISA





(The brave warrior Osceola was deceived by an evil man, General 





Thompson. Thompson was supposed to be the Seminoles friend 





and the whole time he was really their enemy.  The Tribe trusted 





this evil man when they should have been wary of him.)  Are there 





any times when you children should be afraid of people that you do 





not know?

One small kid blurts out.






KID





Strangers, don’t talk to strangers....

They all laugh.






ISA





That is right.  (Be wary of strangers.)

A screech owl fills the night air with it’s sound as Isa becomes enveloped in smoke as the wind shifts.

INT.  CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE - NIGHT

The well-worn deerskin medicine bag is unfolded and all of it’s contents exposed. 






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





(Polly Osceola-Tommie, behold the spiritual and medicinal 

                                    pharmacy of the Seminole Tribe.)

Polly is very solemn.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





Let’s begin your homework. Up here in the corner is 





foxglove. This is a powerful medicine for the heart muscle. The  

                                    medicine digoxin is the active ingredient. Next, here is the bark of 





the cinchona tree. It can relieve relieve abnormal heart rhythms. It 





is a potent anti-arrhythmic.

Polly looks astonished at the technological expertise of the old man. 






POLLY





Grandfather, you really amaze me. How do you keep up with 





everything.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





The internet.  

Polly smiles at Charlie.






CHARLIE ARPEIKA





(Let’s keep going…… )

EXT. FIRESIDE IN PRIVATE VILLAGE-NIGHT

Several small children are asleep on deerskin blankets with a fur pillows.






ISA

(The greatest Seminole warrior was Asi-Yaholo,) Osceola.  Let me tell you about the birth of young Billy Powell.  That was Osceola’s name before he took on his warrior name. He was born in a deerskin hut, naturally.

INT. CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE - NIGHT

Charlie Arpeika chants..

 The fire crackles and smoke floats around. 

A small smoke pot burns a special blend of ingredients taken from the medicine bag.

Charlie Arpeika and Polly breathe softly. Their mood is mellow.

Childrens noises and voices float in from the campfire. 






CHARLIE ARPEIKA

( Polly .. Polly ..Ussa Yaholo.. remember.. remember…go back.)

EXT. FIRESIDE IN PRIVATE VILLAGE – NIGHT

Isa rocks gently.






ISA





(Osceola’s name came from Asi-Yaholo), the Muskogee 

                     

words mean black drink singer.

Smoke floats around the kids and Isa.

Isa’s voice fades. Some kids are fidgety and playful, horsing around. 

INT. CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE – NIGHT

Polly gently rocks back and forth rhythmically.

   


              CHARLIE ARPEIKA(OVER)

(Ussa Yaholo.  Remember him.  The Great Spirit flowed through him.)  


Smoke wafts around her black pony-tailed hair and dark skin.  Her eyes are closed. Her breathing is even and slow.

                                                                                 MATCH CUT TO:

EXT.  RED STICK CREEK VILLAGE ALABAMA BIRTHING HUT - DAY

Circa  early 1800’s

A Creek woman stands guard, squatting, rhythmically rocking back and forth. Her breathing is even and slow.  She is just outside the entry-way into a hastily built deer-skin hut.  Her black hair is in pony-tails.  Her eyes are wide-open and alert. A small stream passes close by. The village is on the other side of the stream.

INT. BIRTHING HUT-DAY

An older Creek mid-wife and a young mid-wife in training tend to Polly Powell, a young pregnant Creek woman as she goes through childbirth.  Contractions are evidenced by Polly’s grimacing.

Polly Powell is stoically silent. 

The older mid-wife coaches Polly Powell to push with each contraction, and then encourages her to rest between contractions.

The younger mid-wife sits behind Polly Powell cradles her and supports her back. She whispers encouragement to the mother–to-be. 

Her hair is disheveled. She is grimacing and sweaty. 

The baby is born with all of the usual sticky and bloody mess.

The young mid-wife holds Polly Powell while the placenta is delivered.

The older mid-wife holds the newborn and snips the umbilical cord between her long and sharp fingernails after wrapping two thin leather strings around the cord as a tourniquet. 

The older mid-wife immediately takes the blue non-breathing infant outside to the ice cold stream where she dunks and cleanses him.  A giant wail erupts as the first breath of life enters the lungs of the newborn as he responds to the ice cold water.

The loud cry of the newborn echoes through the nearby village causing many of the tribal members to smile and show joy.

The loud wail of the newborn Osceola startles a doe that is drinking from the stream near the birthing hut.  The deer startles, the white tail stands straight up and the doe bounds away. 

The new mother has a joyous smile spread across her sweaty face when she hears her youngster cry.





POLLY POWELL




(My baby is loud.)

The older mid-wife wraps the infant in a soft deer-skin hide and brings him inside to the mother.

Polly Powell is just finishing being cleaned by the younger mid-wife as the newborn is placed on her breast where he promptly begins to suckle.  She checks the newborn’s sex organs, fingers and toes.  She is satisfied.





POLLY POWELL




(A boy.)

Polly smiles and the mid-wives  beam with joy and a sense of accomplishment. 

EXT. OUTSIDE BIRTHING HUT FOUR WEEKS LATER - DAY

Polly Powell exits the hut with a strapping 4 week old infant boy. Both are dressed in their finest apparel for the public presentation of the infant.

Polly returns to her family lodge where she presents her child to the father, William Powell.

William Powell is a strapping burly white trapper.  He is holding two other children, Billy’s sisters, as Polly walks the short distance from the hut to the family lodge.

Polly smiles at her husband that she has not spoken to nor slept with for four weeks.





WILLIAM POWELL




(It has been a long four weeks, you look beautiful.)

They both have loving smiles for each other.





POLLY POWELL




(He is named William Powell after you, his father.  He is a strong 

baby.  The medicine-man says that he had a vision that our child will be a brave warrior.)

William Powell is a beaming new father. He gently places his daughters down to as he holds out his arms to receive and cradle his young son. 

Billy lets out a wail as his mother hands him over to the proud father.

Animals are startled in the nearby woods at the sound of the infant Osceola’s cries.





WILLIAM POWELL

(He is strong.  He thinks I am a monster.)  I will call him Billy, Billy Powell.








MATCH CUT TO:

EXT. RED STICK CREEK VILLAGE ALABAMA  –DAY

Circa 1810’s

A wailing baby boy lies on the breast of his dead young Creek mother. 

General Andrew Jackson rides triumphantly through the village which has been devastated by his soldiers.  The crops are burning, the cattle lay slaughtered in the pens, the dwellings are all burning.  Many dead warriors, women and children lay scattered about the scene of carnage.

Polly Powell has not aged well. She is supported by her strong young son Billy Powell.

They are marched out of the village under guard.  They are bloodied and beaten. They leave behind a scene of mayhem.

Billy Powell passes General Jackson who is on horseback. Their eyes lock.  Billy thinks to himself.





BILLY POWELL (OVER)

(You are an evil man.  You made my father and sisters leave us.  I will kill you myself.)  

Billy Powell stands his ground as the General rides in a collision path with the boy and his mother. 





 JACKSON

Out of my way you savage.  Move the old lady before I trample you both.

At the last minute General Jackson turns his horse rather than colliding with the boy and his mother.





BILLY POWELL




(Pale-face.)

Billy Powell turns and follows the General with his eyes as the General rides away.

General Jackson turns to another officer on horseback.





 JACKSON




Damn animals. I’m going to run every one of them off of this 




peninsula.

Billy Powell whispers to his mother.





BILLY POWELL




(Mother I will avenge the murder of our tribal members here 

                                    today.  Jackson will feel the sting of my arrow.)

A foot-soldier witnessing the lack of respect shown by Billy to his General walks right up to Billy and slams the butt of his rifle into Billy’s face.

Billy is knocked down.  He spits blood and jumps up to fight the soldier.  Billy’s old mother instinctively tackles her son and holds him down while the General and the soldiers leave.

Jackson sees the confrontation and circles back.





 JACKSON




Soldier, if he gets up shoot him.





POLLY POWELL




(Your time will come my son.  If you get up 

                                    the soldiers will kill you and me, both.)

Billy Powell struggles only for an instant.  He then lies still out of respect for his mother.

The village burns in the background.

The General and his mount pass the blazing fires as they leave the opposite direction of the forced march of the survivors.

                                                                                           MATCH CUT TO:

EXT.  ALABAMA  CREEK WAR COUNCIL – NIGHT

Circa late 1810’s

A giant bonfire crackles and roars in the center of a field that serves as an outdoor amphitheater.

A War Council of Chief Tecumseh with a thousand Creek warriors and leaders is assembled to hear the words of the great Shawnee Chief.

.

                         
 TECUMSEH

(Our tribes will be stronger if we unite as one against the paleface.)

Tecumseh’s actions and words cause great excitement in the audience yet a respectful quiet covers the thousand member audience.  His oratorical skills are profound.

A warrior whispers without turning his head to a fellow warrior.





WARRIOR 

(The Great Spirit speaks through the words of Chief Tecumseh.)

The fellow warrior nods in acknowledgement.

The excitement in the warriors is shown by the shaking of tomahawks, knives and rifles toward the sky.

A teenage Billy Powell hides in a tree just behind the audience accompanied by two of his friends Joe Bear and Panther.. 

Billy shakes his own tomahawk and in the process loses his grip and falls out of the tree.

BILLY POWELL

UUGHH !



The air is knocked out of Billy. As he lies stunned on the ground he thinks to himself,





BILLY POWELL (OVER)




(Ouch, that really hurt.  I hope I can move my arms and legs.)

A single warrior standing next to the tree from which Billy falls is startled as the youngster strikes the ground.

Tecumseh sees him fall but does not stop his message.

Tecumseh looks at Billy Powell as he lies on the ground breathless.

Billy feels the piercing gaze of Tecumseh. Billy thinks to himself,





BILLY POWELL (OVER)




(Chief Tecumseh’s gaze is so powerful that I cannot move.)

A warrior looks up and sees the other two boys hiding in the tree.  

Another warrior leans over to help the fallen teen.

Tecumseh’s voice booms above the background noise.



 TECUMSEH

(The Muskogee is a mighty nation. Now the Muskogee are silent.)

Tecumseh waits for the deafening roar of the war-whoops to quiet down.  He looks at and addresses Billy Powell.

                                      
   CHIEF TECUMSEH

(Young warrior shake off the dust of our fathers land and come here to me.)

The warriors disapprove of the nuisance of a youngster disrupting the Council.  Billy is frightened, but slowly makes his way through the stern eyes of a thousand warriors.

He arrives next to Tecumseh.  Billy shows respect given the grave circumstances surrounding this message by the great Tecumseh.

Billy also realizes that he is in big trouble.  He thinks to himself,





BILLY POWELL(OVER)

(Mother will not be able to help me now.)  

Billy is still clutching his tomahawk.  He is able to take only short spasmodic breaths.

Tecumseh addresses the audience.

 TECUMSEH

(This young warrior represents the future of our great people.  Will you have the pale-face rob us of our future, kill our women and children, and our children’s children?) 

The two other boys cling to their perch in the tree.

 The crowd reaches an excited and feverish pitch.  It is a chaotic scene. Tecumseh still has the floor to speak. 

Billy’s friends remain frozen in the tree hidden by the darkness of the shadows of the branches. 

All attention is focused on Billy Powell and Tecumseh.

The surrounding darkness is broken only by the light of the huge bonfire.  The darkness allows the two teens to slip down the tree and fade away into the surrounding woods.

Joe Bear

(Whew, Panther that was a close call.)

                                    
Panther

(I almost fell on Billy.)

                                          
Joe Bear

(Did Chief Tecumseh see us?)

Panther

(Duh, Joe Bear, he looked right at us.  I felt his eyes burning like a knife in my head.)


                                    
Joe Bear

 (Panther you better check you pants.  Chief Tecumseh scared the shit out of you.)   

Joe Bear holds his nose as they fade away into the darkness.

Panther walks with a load in his loin cloth.

Back in the center of the War Council young Billy Powell stands in front of the great Chief Tecumseh.

The crowd of warriors calm down.  All that can be heard is the sound of the blazing fire.

                                    
 TECUMSEH

(Young warrior from what tribe do you come?)



BILLY POWELL

(The Red Sticks of Tallassee Alabama, Great Chief. I am a Creek.)

      
 TECUMSEH

(And your parents?)

                                    
BILLY POWELL

(My mother is Polly Powell of the Lower Creeks and my father is....)

Billy Powell’s voice fades to a whisper. 




 
BILLY POWELL

(I am of the tribe of the Prophet Peter McQueen.)

 



CHIEF TECUMSEH

(Your name?)

BILLY POWELL

 (Billy, Billy Powell)

 Billy’s voice grows in strength.

A visibly straighter, more erect, bleeding and more brave youngster is watched by the entire crowd of unapproving and hostile warriors. 

One warrior whispers to another.





WARRIOR




(I know that kid, that’s Billy. He is the toughest ball player south 

of Carolina.)

The other warrior nods in agreement.

Tecumseh looks up from his focused concentration on the youngster and surveys the crowd.

Tecumseh raises a hand to silence the growing murmurs of the grumpy warriors.

Silence instantly descends on the crowd. 

A leather medicine bag is seen adorning the battle dress of Tecumseh.  It hangs conspicuously from a leather cord around his neck.

Chief Tecumseh removes the amulet from around his neck.  He motions to Billy Powell to lean forward.






CHIEF  TECUMSEH





(Billy Powell protect this amulet.  It has been passed 

down through many generations.  I am a Shawnee,   you are a Red Stick Creek, we are one.  Use it wisely.  It will turn you to dust if you allow evil to enter your heart.  You must fight the pale-face.  Take this power of our Great Spirit and become a great leader and warrior.)  

Billy Powell leans forward and accepts the amulet.

Billy stands up straight.  All eyes are on the amulet hanging prominently around the skinny teenagers neck.

Suddenly a bald eagle startles the chief, warriors and Billy by blasting out of the sky, screaming and striking Billy in the chest with its talons.

The eagle tries to grasp the amulet but just misses, gouging deep lacerations in Billy’s chest muscles.

Billy is violently thrown backwards and lands flat on his back on the ground.

The eagle screams as it flies away and mysteriously disappears into the smoky sky.

Chief Tecumseh is visibly shaken by the sight of the eagle.

Billy stands up and shakes himself off. Blood runs down his chest and stains the amulet.

Tecumseh speaks directly and forcefully to Billy Powell.






CHIEF TECUMSEH





(The Great Spirit is with us.  Billy Powell get up now!) 

Tecumseh turns to quiet the aggressive crowd of warriors. 

                                    
CHIEF TECUMSEH

( Our future is this young brave warrior.  He will henceforth be called Asi-Yaholo.  He will be a proud warrior and leader of your people.   He will pass the amulet on to a tribal leader when it is time. He is a leader of his tribe. ASI- YAHOLO.) The paleface will  call him  Osceola.

Tecumseh then turns to address Osceola.






CHIEF TECUMSEH





 (NOW GO!)

Young Osceola runs through the crowd of warriors, into the night.

EXT. GREEN CORN DANCE – NIGHT

The festivities of the Green Corn Dance are in full swing.

Osceola finds his two friends mingling with the other boys.





OSCEOLA




(Joe Bear and Panther you won’t believe this.)

Osceola brings them both close in a huddle and whispers the story to them.





JOE BEAR




(Sure.)





PANTHER

(What is your new name ?)





OSCEOLA




(Asi-Yaholo but you can call me Osceola.)

The two friends enviously look at each other and look at and touch the amulet. Panther is munching on a handful of pumpkin seeds.





JOE BEAR




( Panther your name is  Pumpkin-head)

Panther smacks Joe Bear with a backhand.

Osceola laughs deeply as Joe Bear lands flat on his back. Joe Bear and Panther wrestle as friends. Osceola dives into the fray which turns into a free-for-all with other kids joining in the big wrestling fest.

The Green Corn Dance continues in the background.

Tom-Tom drums pound out a beat.

EXT.  SEMINOLE VILLAGE ATHLETIC FIELD – DAY

Circa 1820’s

Tom-Tom drums transition into the sound of athletes running as two teams converge toward the center of the field.

A well-worn hard brown leather ball about 4 inches in diameter rolls and comes to rest in a slight depression in the center of the field. 

Immediate loud and thunderous war-whoops are heard with the stampeding sound of a dozens bodies and two dozen feet pounding the ground running a full speed toward the center of the field where the ball lays.

Mid-field collisions occur between many of the Seminole athletes and their sticks playing lacrosse.

A teenage Osceola reaches the ball first and scoops it up in his stick an instant before he turns slightly to the side and slams into his competitor.

Osceola bounces off, unscathed, and runs, dodges and swerves as he progresses his team members downfield.

The ball is passed skillfully back and forth between his teammates.

The opposing team quickly assumes the defensive positions.

A shot by Osceola scores.

A young Creek girl at the sidelines cheers for her favorite athlete.  The young Checoter clearly has a crush on the unsuspecting older athletic star, Osceola.

Checoter is watching the game with a group of her young female friends.  The spectators, both children and adult hang together in same-sex groupings.





CHECOTER




(Osceola is so handsome.  Sallie, He doesn’t even know my 

name.)





SALLIE




(Checoter you are just a girl and he is a big warrior and athlete.)  





JANE





(Look over there.)

The group of young girls look over at a group of older teenage girls that are all swooning over Osceola.

Osceola is on the field with his buddies oblivious to the girlish antics on the sidelines.  He could not care less.

Checoter just stares and smiles.

Just then the leather ball is passed by Osceola to his teammate standing near Checoter.

The teammate is distracted by the pretty girls on the sidelines and misses the pass.

The ball strikes Checoter squarely on the cheek.

Osceola immediately rushes to the aid of the young girl.

The game stops and all eyes are on Osceola and Checoter.





OSCEOLA




(Are you okay?)

Checoter has her hands over her face.  She is injured but stoic.





OSCEOLA

(Let me see.)





CHECOTER

(It’s okay.  You didn’t mean it.)

Checoter’s friend Jane whispers to Sallie.





JANE




(He is gorgeous.)





SALLIE




(How handsome.)

Osceola gently peels Checoter’s hands off of her face. 

A big raspberry is forming on her cheek.

Osceola looks at her face with concern.





OSCEOLA




(You are pretty, even with a bruise.)





CHECOTER




(I’m almost thirteen.)





OSCEOLA




(And I am older..)

Checoter smiles widely. 





CHECOTER




(I’m okay Osceola.)





OSCEOLA




(You know my name. What are you called?)





CHECOTER




(Checoter, Checoter is my name.)

Osceola leans forward and innocently kisses the young girl on the injured cheek.  She blushes.





OSCEOLA




(Well then, Checoter I am sorry.)

He reaches down and picks up the leather ball and sprints back on-field to resume the game.

Checoter is speechless.

Her friends swarm around her.





SALLIE




(He kissed you.)





JANE




(No fair.)





CHECOTER


(He kissed me.)

Both friends look at Checoter’s raspberry and groan at the sight.  

EXT.  GREEN CORN DANCE  - DAY

Circa late  1820’s

A muscular young adult Osceola stands with several of his peers and are adorning themselves for the evening festivities.

The village is crowded with many different clans that have traveled to the Green Corn Dance.  Many differing tribal colors and adornments are evident.

Osceola catches a glimpse of a visibly older and now mature Checoter as she passes by in a crowd of her peers.

Their eyes meet. Checoter instantly recognizes Osceola but he doesn’t recognize her. She waves.

He stares not knowing who she is. He is embarrassed for staring and  quickly averts his eyes.

He is standing next to Chief Coacoochee who takes notice and makes fun of him. 





 COACOOCHEE




(Osceola you have an admirer.)

Osceola looks at the Chief, then looks back at Checoter, then back at the Chief. 





OSCEOLA




(Chief Coacoochee who is that girl?)





CHIEF COACOOCHEE




(That is Checoter. She is beautiful.)

Osceola turns to see that Checoter is waiting for a response. Osceola returns the smile.

Osceola walks over to Checoter as her friends scatter.





OSCEOLA




(I know you from somewhere.)





CHECOTER




(Osceola, you gave me my first kiss.)

Osceola is perplexed and embarrassed, and then remembers.





OSCEOLA

(You’re the little girl, Checoter.)  You look …older… and different.)

Checoter coyly turns her face and points to her cheek.  A faint darker brown region scars her cheek.

Osceola thinks for a moment and then instinctively leans forward and gently kisses her cheek again, a little bit more maturely than the last time years before.





OSCEOLA




(Checoter, a beautiful name.)

They both smile.  Osceola leans forward and touches her scarred cheek.





OSCEOLA




(Your poor little bruised cheek.)





CHECOTER




(Yes, Osceola it has been a constant reminder of you.)

Checoter is beaming.





OSCEOLA




(May I walk with you?)

Checoter accepts the offer.

Osceola  is proud to be seen walking with such a pretty young Creek woman.

The remainder of the day the two young adults enjoy the festivities of the Green Corn Dance in each other’s company.

EXT.  GREEN CORN DANCE-NIGHT

Osceola and Checoter snuggle around the bonfire.

The festivities allow them some private time.





ARPEIKA




(Chief Coacoochee the pale-face threatens our way of life.)





COACOOCHEE




(Yes but they offer us safety and money if we move to the 

reservations out west.)


ARPEIKA

(I do not trust the pale-face and I never will.)

Chief Coacoochee and the medicine-man Arpeika meet and greet the crowd.

The medicine bundle, a deerskin with the hair side out is seen tucked under the arm of Arpeika.

Two mature Seminole women whisper to each other out of earshot of Arpeika.





WOMAN 




(Do not get too close to the medicine-man.  He has war 

                                    medicine. It will knock a woman to the ground.)  

Checoter and Osceola are sitting nearby and overhear the women. 





CHECOTER




(Is that true?)





OSCEOLA




(Yes.) 

Checoter looks inquisitively at Osceola.





OSCEOLA

(Chief Tecumseh gave me this.)

Osceola pulls the leather amulet from under his shirt.





OSCEOLA

(He said that this is powerful medicine.  Arpeika the medicine-man agrees.)

Osceola leans forward and whispers the story of Arpeika in her ear.

FADE:

EXT. VILLAGE- DAY

Circa 1810’s

Arpeika looks at the amulet hanging around the young Osceola’s neck. 





ARPEIKA

(Tecumseh gave you this?)

Osceola has a proud look.





OSCEOLA




(Yes.)

Arpeika rubs the amulet between his fingers. He motions to Osceola to sit down next to him. They sit.





ARPEIKA

(Asi-Yaholo You are chosen to be a powerful Seminole leader. Osceola men will try to kill. You must remain pure of heart and defend your tribe.)

FADE:

EXT.  GREEN CORN DANCE - NIGHT

Osceola leans back after telling Checoter the story of Arpeika.

CHECOTER

(Has anyone tried to kill you?)

OSCEOLA




(Not yet.  Which clan are you from?)

CHECOTER

(The Lower Creeks near Tuscaloosa.) 





OSCEOLA

(My father went out west with my little sisters because of General Jackson and his army.)

CHECOTER

(Tell me about your father.)

Osceola hesitates and then whispers.

OSCEOLA

(He was white….  My mom was a Red Stick Creek.)

Osceola and Checoter are bumped by a rowdy group of teenagers which forces them close together. They both smile. 

Later that night as the festivities wind down, Checoter and Osceola sit by themselves near a lake with the moon shining brightly.  It is a romantic setting.  They laugh and toy with each other freely, fairly unencumbered by shyness.  They are adults and act accordingly.

They take a long walk around the lake, enjoying each other’s company.  The night ends as the sun begins to rise. Checoter runs back to her lodge in a race against the dawn.





CHECOTER




(Hurry, if my father finds me out he will get mad.) 





OSCEOLA

(I’m hurrying.  I’d rather fight a boar than tangle with your dad.)

The two lovers make it back to the village as the first rustling of morning begins in the quiet village.  A quick kiss and they part.  Checoter slips quietly into her lodge.

EXT.  END OF GREEN CORN DANCE- DAY

The out-of-town participants in the Green Corn Dance begin leaving the area to return to their own villages.

Osceola approaches Checoter’s family as they are packing their horses to leave.  Osceola approaches Checoter’s father.  Osceola presents a gift of a hand-made hunting knife to Checoter’s father.  

Her father is a strong Creek with many war and hunting scars.  He is a tough looking character.





CHECOTER’S FATHER




(Who are you?)





CHECOTER

(Father, this is Osceola, the warrior that I spoke of.)





OSCEOLA




(Please take this gift as a token of my for love Checoter.  I promise 

to take care of her.) 

Checoter’s father gives Osceola a stern look and then looks at his daughter and his wife.  

A long pause.





CHECOTER’S FATHER

(I have been kept in the dark again.)

Checoter and her mother encourage him to accept the gift.

He looks back toward Osceola.





CHECOTER’S FATHER

(You will work with me for one moon in the fields and you will train our young warriors in the art of war.   I know of your reputation as a fearless warrior Osceola. Then we will talk. Deal?)

Checoter’s father extends his hand for affirmation.

All eyes now stare at Osceola pleading with him to agree, especially those of Checoter.

Osceola plays with the crowd by kicking the dirt, looking down at his feet, and stalling. 

Then he quits play-acting and joyfully and exuberantly agrees.  He smiles.  They all laugh. 





OSCEOLA




(Deal.)

The two men shake hands.

While still maintaining a firm grip on Osceola’s hand, Checoter’s father gives Osceola a big bear hug.

Everyone is smiling.

MATCH OUT TO:

INT.  CHICEE –  NIGHT

Circa 1830’s

A more mature Osceola and Checoter are smiling, caressing and loving each other in the privacy of their own bed. 





OSCEOLA

(Thompson is a liar. These white-men aim to destroy us and steal our land.  Checoter do not trust the white-men.)

Checoter smirks.

CHECOTER

(I can take care of myself and the children.  It is you that the whiteman wants gone or dead.  Come back under this deerskin.) 





OSCEOLA




(The children)





CHECOTER




(Shhh.)

Checoter and Osceola snuggle amorously under the animal skin comforter as their two young children sleep soundly nearby in the other side of the chicee.

EXT.  TRIBAL VILLAGE BONFIRE - NIGHT

Chief Coacoochee, Osceola, John Cavallo, Chief Micanopy, Chief Alligator, Chief King Philip and other tribal members in a Seminole village discuss the fate of their relocated family and tribal members. They sit around a bonfire.





CHIEF COACOOCHEE

(Men, we are promised hunting grounds, land and money if we relocate to the reservation west of the Mississippi River.  Our people that have relocated are living in deplorable conditions.  None of the promises of Agent Thompson are true.)

Loud and heated criticisms are voiced in a raucous scene.

Osceola spews hatred.





OSCEOLA

(The government agent, Thompson will tell us lies.  All the while he acts like our best friend.  He is a wolf in a deer’s hide.)

John Cavallo, the Black Seminole in the crowd is visibly angry.





JOHN CAVALLO

(Safe and better than here.  I never believed it.) 

The crowd quiets down.

Crackling of bonfire, hushed conversations occurring simultaneously between parties.

Little children playing, teens roving in gangs, women huddled together, a typical informal party atmosphere, a family gathering.

INT.  FLORIDA COASTAL TOWN TRADING POST - NIGHT

Inside a trading post Indian Agent General Wiley Thompson is standing in close quarters with two rough and tough looking white men.

All three speak with their backs to the wall as a defensive posture.

They speak in hushed tones as shoppers mill around the trading post. The shoppers appear uncomfortable to be too near to the three men.





THOMPSON




Now I hope that you two understand the plan. Do you have any 

                                    questions? Jeremiah?  Jed?





JEREMIAH




No, not me.





JED




When do we get paid?

Thompson pulls a leather purse out of his pocket and hands it to Jed.

The slave trader bounces it in his hand for weight.  A questioning look forms on his brow.





THOMPSON




Half now.  Half when you deliver Checoter to the Williamson 

                                    plantation in Valdosta. Mr. Williamson will pay you the second 

                                    half there.  If you get caught I will deny ever knowing either of 

                                    you.  In fact, you don’t want to find out your fate if you ever 

                                    disclose our business arrangement for the kidnapping of Osceola’s 

wife, Checoter.  Trust me when I say that President Jackson himself will unleash hell’s fury on you.

Jed appears angry at the threat but satisfied with the financial arrangement and  puts the money bag in his pocket.





JEREMIAH




How long are you going to keep Osceola occupied while we tie up 

                                    and steal the squaw?





THOMPSON




Long enough Jeremiah but once you and Jed get her you had better 

high-tail it to Georgia or your scalps will be hanging on a pole by 

Osceola’s lodge.

EXT. FLORIDA COASTAL TOWN-DAY

The slave-traders are lying in ambush in the alley between the trading post and abarn.

Checoter is kidnapped by the two slave-traders while Osceola is engaged in heated conversation with Agent Thompson across town. 

She is hijacked while her two young children are left playing on the porch of the trading post.

She is spirited away in a wagon driven out of town by the slave-traders bound, gagged and hidden under cover.

Across town, Osceola and Thompson verbally abuse each other.

A few of Osceola’s warriors and a contingency of U.S.Army soldiers stand guard at the meeting between Osceola and Thompson. 

Both sides storm off, followed by their bodyguards.

Osceola returns to the trading post and finds the proprietor tending to his children.





OSCEOLA




(Where is my wife?)





PROPRIETOR




(No speak Seminole.)

Osceola picks up his children, one in each arm, a young boy and a young girl.  They both cry.  Osceola gives directions to the warriors with him.





OSCEOLA

(Men find Checoter.)

EXT.  TRIBAL COUNCIL  - NIGHT

The leaders  Holata Emathla, Jumper, Osceola, Charley Emathla and  Micanopy are all present in this private meeting .

OSCEOLA

(I strongly oppose the abandonment of our lands to the paleface.)



HOLATA EMATHLA

(We have agreed to two treaties with the white man. I will take the pale-face money and move west.)

In deference to the other great leaders present, Chief Jumper waits his turn to speak.





 JUMPER

(I am of the same tribe as the brave warrior Osceola, blessed by Chief Tecumseh that sits amongst us tonight, my brother Holata accurately describes my opinions on this important matter that we council on tonight.)

INT.  FORT KING MEETING ROOM  - DAY

The next day a meeting with Thompson is held.

Chief Micanopy is in his finest garb. He is accompanied by Abraham serving as interpretor.





 MICANOPY

( The Treaty of Moultrie Creek has guaranteed our 

people at least seven more years of peaceful living in    

Florida.)

Abraham translates the chief’s words to Thompson and Thompson’s words to the Seminoles.

Chief Charley Emathla shakes his head in agreement with the words of Chief Micanopy. 





 JUMPER

(I have considered my earlier comments and have a change of opinion.  I no longer favor relocation.)





 THOMPSON




You are fools if you do not honor your commitments that 

                                    you have made in your treaties with the United States.

Chief Jumper speaks to the other Seminoles with his back turned to Thompson. He motions to Abraham to not translate this to Thompson.





CHIEF JUMPER

(I had a vision last night. I must share it with you my fellow tribal 

members. This is not for the forked tongue Thompson.)

FADE :

EXT.  RESERVATION  – DAY

A panoramic view of a Seminole reservation village west of the Mississippi in the Oklahoma territory. Tribal members are emaciated. The living quarters are pitiful wooden shacks with no insulation and leaky roofs. Children play in muddy, cold playgrounds. The men have no work and are sitting around idle. The women toil over the limited food resources that the government gives them.





 JUMPER (OVER)

(Our relocated brothers and sisters live in squalid circumstances.   I say no to the relocation.)

FADE TO:

INT.FORT KING MEETING ROOM -DAY

Thompson goes into a rage, yelling curse words at the chiefs, accusing them of all kinds of evil and stupidity.





THOMPSON




Speak to me you savages. 

A huge bald eagle screams and crashes through the window.  The eagle attacks Thompson.  The eagle then just as quickly flies out of the window.

All of the Seminoles are speechless and in awe.  

Thompson is bloodied and shaken.





THOMPSON




What the hell.  

He draws his side-arm and fires at the departing eagle.  

Osceola instinctively leaps forward and smacks the gun out of Thompson’s hand.
The handgun lands on the floor.

The agent throws up his hands and storms out of the room. He turns at the door and shouts.





 THOMPSON




You will all be sorry for today. Your families and your 

                                    future family. All of you. The great President Jackson is a kind 

                                    man. He loves the Indians. He will be very angry and 

                                    disappointed.

Thompson leans down, picks up his side arm and exits.

After he slams the door Abraham translates the words, with some editorial revision, to the chiefs.  





ABRAHAM

(Thompson says that you are all strong and brave warriors and chiefs and he is a yellow-bellied coward.)

All the Seminoles laugh raucously. 

INT. SEMINOLE WAR COUNCIL LODGE OUTSIDE FT KING-NIGHT

Chief Jumper addresses his fellow chiefs and warriors.





 JUMPER




(I have learned that the United States government has 

                                    been lying to us about the living conditions on the 

                                    reservations out west.)

Osceola is in a rage.





OSCEOLA




(Thompson has proven to be the enemy of the Seminole People 

and my personal enemy.  Agent Thompson says that he is assigned 

to protect our people from the government and from the white 

land-stealers and the white murderers of our women and children. 

Thompson has stolen my wife, Checoter. My children have no 

mother.  He has driven a dagger into the heart of Osceola.  Osceola 

will drive a dagger into the heart of Thompson. Tonight we will 

draft our war plans for revenge.) 

FADE BACK TO:  

INT.  WAR ROOM WASHINGTON D.C. - DAY

President Jackson speaks to his war leaders visibly showing his frustration. 





PRESIDENT JACKSON

The commanding general of the troops in Florida is now directed to find where the Seminoles women and children are living and capture them. We will use the families of these savages to force the warriors to leave Florida. We will use the Seminoles weakness, their love and respect for their tribe and their family against them. All if fair in war.

INT.  FORT KING MEETING ROOM NEXT DAY - DAY

Thompson, Charley Emathla, Holata Emathla, Micanopy, Arpeika, Hoalata Micco,  Osceola and others all look suspiciously at Thompson.

Jumper whispers to Osceola.





JUMPER




(Thompson is lying.  He thinks that we are stupid savages.)





OSCEOLA

(We will prove to him the penalty for his deceitful behavior is death.)

Beads of sweat form on Thompson’s forehead.  His facial expression and body language betrays fear.





OSCEOLA




(Thompson, what makes you afraid?)

Abraham translates





THOMPSON

Men we are here to discuss your obligations to the treaties that you have signed, not my personal issues.

 JUMPER

(Mr. Indian Agent my people cannot say they will go.)

Thompson lashes back to hide his fear. 





 THOMPSON

This is foolish.

As he speaks a loud murmur of dissent arises from the Seminole leaders.  





OSCEOLA

(We are not surprised by the disrespect that you show us today.  Your lack of courtesy and dishonesty betray your true intentions.  You are to deliver a message from me, Osceola, to your leader in Washington, Jackson.  The young boy that he disrespected years ago, this scar is a reminder of that disrespect. )

Osceola pulls back his hair to show the jagged forehead scar caused by the rifle stock.

OSCEOLA

(That boy will not bow down to his nor your lies and deceit.  My people will remain in the Seminole land of Florida. My warriors will treat your soldiers as enemies on our land. You are warned.)

Osceola has a hand on his tomahawk as he speaks.

Micanopy is visibly angry and  shouts at the agent.





CHIEF MICANOPY

(Agent, I am the Chief, by birth, Chief Micanopy of the Seminole Tribe.  I have been willing to abide be the will of the United States government until now. Your words are false.  Your intent is devious.  I, for one, never signed the Treaty of Payne’s Landing.)

Thompson spits on the feet of Chief Micanopy. This show of disrespect causes all of the Seminoles to brandish their weapons.

Thompson’s voice cracks.





 THOMPSON

Chief you touched the pen therefore you are considered to have signed the treaty.

A loud and angry response comes out of all the leaders present in the room. A chaotic scene of anger erupts. Hand guns and rifles are leveled by the U.S. Army soldiers.

Thompson backs toward the exit door, slides his hand down his side and rests his hand on his service revolver.





 THOMPSON

Quiet, quiet I say, you savages have not heard the end of me……Lt. Smith it is time to go.

Lt. Smith nods.

Thompson backs out of the door first then the soldiers follow.  The last soldier to leave is a young timid officer Lt. Smith.  Osceola taunts and frightens the Lt. Smith as he leaves.

Osceola addresses Lt. Smith .





OSCEOLA




(Tell your chief, Thompson, that he has disrespected his last 

Seminole.)

Lt. Smith shuts the door as he leaves. The Seminoles put away their weapons. Arpeika addresses Osceola.  





ARPEIKA

(Osceola you must kill Thompson. You have my blessing.)

Osceola opens his shirt and exposes his scars from the eagle attack when he was younger.





OSCEOLA

(There scars mark my vow to carry out the revenge of our tribe against Thompson.)





ARPEIKA

(The scars are the mark of the Great Spirit.  You must avenge the death and torture of our people at the hands of Thompson and Jackson.  Osceola you are chosen.)


OSCEOLA

(Yes, Arpeika you are our spiritual leader and healer.  I am our warrior. I will kill Thompson.)

INT.  WAR CHAMBERS WASHINGTON - DAY

President Jackson speaks to his assembled generals and advisors.





 JACKSON

They are to be hunted like dogs and erased from the earth.  Is this 

understood?

One adviser stands and timidly voices his opinion.


ADVISER

Mr. President, there are citizens and senators that will view such actions as war crimes and genocide…

President Jackson pounds the table, spitting fury at the adviser.



JACKSON

Sit down.  These so-called citizens and spineless senators can cuddle up to their wives or mistresses every night, without a care in the world while I must run the country.  Genocide.  Ha.  Is it genocide when we slaughter cattle?  Is it genocide when we kill our pigs and chickens?  No.  Indians are not humans.  Now you will leave this room and this city before I make you to carry this message personally to the warrior animal Osceola.  Go.

The advisor backs out of the room. No one else moves or says a word.

INT.  FORT KING TRADING POST– DAY

Osceola stands on the front porch of the trading post. He prepares to enter the store just outside the fort with a couple of his warriors accompanying him.

His warriors enter ahead of him.

A bald eagle nest is seen at the top of a nearby tree with an eagle perched next to the nest.  Baby eagle’s are seen popping their heads up.  Osceola lingers as he stares back at the eagle.

The eagle looks at Osceola.  Osceola grimaces and pushes his clinched fist against the scars on his chest.  His knees buckle and he falls to his knees in pain.  The episode vanishes as quickly as it came on. He recovers and stands up.

As he enters the front door, Lt. Smith is in the store.  The officer makes eye contact with Osceola.  Osceola taunts him.  The officer is intimidated and leaves out the back door.  Osceola thinks to himself:





OSCEOLA (OVER)

(The Great Spirit speaks to me.  The eagle watches.  There is danger.)

Osceola and his warriors shop.  They pick out several items and staples.  Osceola places a keg of gunpowder and a bag of lead shot on the counter near the cash register.  Soldiers are seen approaching the store through the front windows.

Osceola points to the keg of powder and the bag of shot and places several coins on the counter.  The clerk appears nervous.

Thompson slams open the front door to the store.  Several soldiers follow including the timid young officer, Lt. Smith.





THOMPSON




Osceola you are not authorized to buy powder or lead shot from us.

There is no interpreter present so Thompson just says no and points to the powder and shot.

Osceola and the warriors are hostile.  

Osceola spits his words.





OSCEOLA

(I am an Indian, a Seminole. I will buy powder and lead when I want it.)

Several more soldiers burst into the store as Osceola is shouting at Thompson.  





THOMPSON

Lt. Smith you are to arrest Osceola now.

Dozens of guns are leveled at Osceola and his warriors.  They stand firm.  A temporary stand off ensues.  Osceola looks at his warriors and Lt. Smith.  





OSCEOLA

(Men, I will go with the soldiers, but not you.  It is me that Thompson and Jackson want to silence.  Go and report this declaration of war by Thompson here today. Report to Chief Micanopy and Chief Coacoochee.)

Osceola places his tomahawk, which he had brandished, back into his waist band.  He projects his outstretched hands and is placed into handcuffs.

He is escorted under guard out of the trading post and to the stockade. 

His warriors leave the trading post and run into the woods.

Lt. Smith displays bravado while pointing his rifle at the handcuffed Osceola.  He pushes Osceola causing Osceola to fall face first into the ground.  Osceola gets up spitting blood and covered in dirt.  He stares at Lt. Smith.  Lt. Smith cowers.

Osceola spends six days and nights in the stockade in chains.  The soldiers and white settlers show him disrespect during his six days of captivity.  

Lt. Smith is particularly rude and disrespectful to Osceola during the captivity.

At noon on the sixth day, Osceola’s chains are removed and he is escorted to the gate.  As he leaves the fort, he sees Thompson and Lt. Smith watching from a window. Osceola thinks to himself,

OSCEOLA (OVER) 

(You two have seen your last year on Mother Earth. The next time I see you will be down the end of my rifle barrel and on the blade of my scalping knife.  You declare war on us.  Osceola will bring war to you.)  

EXT.  ROAD TO FORT KING - DAY

Chief Micanopy, Chief Jumper and Chief Halpatter – Tustenuggee and their warriors hide in ambush.  

Dozens of soldiers under the command of Major Dade march single file, out of the woods trail into a clearing.  The soldiers nervously look around.  

Chief Micanopy huddles with Chief Jumper behind a palmetto thicket.  





MICANOPY

(Chief Jumper,  Osceola has not returned from his battle with the liar Thompson.  The soldiers will reach the best ambush site in a few moments.  Do we attack without Osceola and his warriors?  I defer to your judgment.)





JUMPER

(My Chief you honor me.)

Jumper turns and bows his head in thought and prayer.  He then looks up sternly and speaks in a hushed tone to Chief Micanopy.





JUMPER

(We will attack.  Chief Micanopy, you will fire the first shot.)

When the lead officer of the U.S. Army reaches the chosen site, Micanopy rides his horse just out of cover, levels his rifle and fires, killing the officer.  Instantly, the Army soldiers are barraged by thunderous rifle fire as all of the warriors fire almost simultaneously.

Half of the soldiers are killed or seriously wounded and do not move.  All of the horses are shot quickly by the warriors in a second volley.  War-whoops echo through the clearing.

The surviving Army soldiers return fire wildly with no real targets.

The soldiers are screaming commands.  The soldiers are in chaos.

The warriors narrow the circle around the soldiers, picking them off one by one until they are down or dead.

Micanopy rides through the battle scene and speaks to all the warriors.  





MICANOPY

(Men, you have proven yourselves strong and brave here today.  The pale-face will not sell us powder, guns or lead.  Therefore, we will collect our armaments from the dead bodies of these invaders of our homeland.  You will continue to show respect for our enemies even as they lay dead.)

The warriors go through the carnage collecting guns and ammunition.  They are respectful of the bodies of their enemies. 

EXT.  INSIDE FORT KING – DAY

Agent Thompson and Lt. Smith are in conversation. 





THOMPSON

I have to help every damn slave trader in Florida capture the runaways, over and over again. We catch them, they sell them and then they run away again to the Seminole villages.

EXT. OUTSIDE FORT KING - DAY 

Osceola assembles his warriors in a hammock.





OSCEOLA

(The snake tongued Thompson will wrong our people no more.  He stole my woman.  He lies.  He dies today.)

Osceola and his party disperse to the ambush site outside the fort.

Agent Thompson and Lieutenant Smith  walk outside the fort, alone and unprotected by the guards of the fort.

As the two officers walk along the road Osceola and the warriors jump from the grass and trees where they have been hiding and open fire with a blistering onslaught of rifle fire. Thompson and Smith are killed instantly.

War-whoops reverberate through the woods as the sounds of the rifle fire fade away.

On the fort walls the soldiers take defensive positions.  Soldiers can be heard screaming, “Shut the gates,” “They’re coming.” “Positions.”  “Stand-ready.”

Osceola and his warriors scatter and leave the scene of the ambush.

EXT.  ROAD TO FORT KING - DAY

A band of Black Seminoles led by John Cavallo ride up to the battle scene on horseback. 

The Seminole warriors are tending to their injured.  The U.S Army soldiers lay dead.  

Cavallo rides up to Micanopy and dismounts.

A cookfire is burning with chickens confiscated from the soldiers roasting on palmetto spits.





CAVALLO

(Great Chief Micanopy, your warriors have sent a message to the white-man today. My villagers are nearly starved.  The soldiers have burned and pillaged our crops, animals and houses.  May we take the excess food of the soldiers that your warriors cannot carry?)





MICANOPY

(Yes, John Cavallo, you and your tribe remain our strong allies and friends.  We always share with you as you have always shared with us.)

Cavallo and his cavalry dismount and collect food.  

Cavallo speaks to his men.





CAVALLO

I still have the confidence of the soldiers at Fort King.  I will go to the fort with this supply of gopher turtles for the white officer Thompson.  He pays me well.  I will learn the Army’s plans.  You men carry on.  I want nothing for myself.  

Cavallo remounts his horse and rides up to Micanopy.





CAVALLO

(Chief Micanopy I will report to Osceola that which has occurred today.  I am riding to the fort.)


MICANOPY

(We pray that your journey is safe John Cavallo.)

Cavallo mounts his horse, takes a long drink of water and rides away at full gallop.  A bag of gopher turtles hangs off of the saddle.  One turtle sneaks his head out and wiggles free and falls to the ground as Cavallo rides off.

One of the Seminole warriors sees the turtle fall.  He picks up the turtle and proceeds to butcher the turtle for food.  The turtle meat is put on palmetto sticks and roasted over the fire with the chickens.

EXT.  BATTLE SCENES FLORIDA – DAY

A montage of battle scenes unfolds with Osceola, Chief Micanopy, Chief Coa Hadjo, Chief Coacoochee, Chief Jumper, John Cavallo and their bands heroically fighting the U.S. Army and militia. 

The battle scenes range from swamp, to forest, to river.  Osceola is injured with a gun shot wound to his arm.  A few Seminoles and Black-Seminoles are wounded or killed.  Many more U.S. Army soldiers and militia are wounded and killed.

EXT.  SEMINOLE WAR CAMP – NIGHT

Osceola, Chief Coa Hadjo and their warriors eat, drink and smoke around a small campfire.

They are all beaten, battered and bloody from their many battles.  

Osceola and Coa Hadjo speak privately to each other away from the other warriors.  Both men appear thin, haggard and tired.





OSCEOLA

(Chief, my friend Coa Hadjo, these army soldiers and militia are multiplying faster than we can kill them.)


COA HADJO

(Yes, Osceola, yet they fear us and they fear the growing resistance that our black brothers with John Cavallo are bringing to the conflicts.)


OSCEOLA

(We have gotten word that the General Jesup wants to meet with us under the protection of the white flag of truce to parlay.  He must be tired of having his soldiers beaten over and over again by our warriors to be left for the buzzards and the maggots.)


COA HADJO

(We should take him up on his offer.)  

OSCEOLA

(Chief, I do not trust them, it may be a trap.  Don’t forget when the white soldiers trapped our people at the fort by offering food.  Chief Coa Hadjo, I defer to your judgement.)


COA HADJO

(We will go to the parlay with our white flag in plain view.)

EXT.  FIELD SOUTH OF ST AUGUSTINE - DAY

Osceola and Coa Hadjo, under white flag, parlay with General Hernandez. 

General Jesup’s troops surround and capture Osceola, Chief Coa Hadjo and many warriors in this cruel violation of the established custom of parlay in warfare.

EXT.  ROAD TO CASTILLO – DAY

Osceola is en-route to prison with many fellow Seminole warriors

Osceola is shackled, bruised and dehydrated.  He is walking while the soldiers ride horseback.  The sun is blazing.

Osceola speaks to a nearby soldier in broken English. 





OSCEOLA




Water, my people, water.

The soldier at first ignores Osceola.  Osceola persists.

The soldier turns his horse and without saying a word swings the butt of his rifle into Osceola’s forehead knocking him unconscious.

Chief Coa Hadjo silently lifts the unconscious and bleeding Osceola over his shoulder and continues to march.

The soldier is smiling and laughing and the other nearby soldiers do the same.

INT.  PRISON CELL CASTILLO - NIGHT

The prison cell is dark, damp and dirty.

Osceola lays in a corner, emaciated and sickly.

Dozens of Seminole men and women  are squeezed into the cell.





OSCEOLA

(Chief Coacoochee and my friend John Cavallo, I am saddened that both of you have also been captured, but I am glad that you have both created an escape plan. I will not be going with you.)

 COACOOCHEE

(Of course you will.)


JOHN CAVALLO

(Osceola, you must.)


OSCEOLA

(Men, look at me. I am physically broken, but my spirit is strong. I will not be going.)

All of the Seminoles are disappointed but understand. No more is said about it.

A single 8 inch ventilation shaft fifteen feet up the wall lets in air and light.   The walls are 8 feet thick and made of sharp coquina shells and mortar. 

Chief Coacoochee is extremely thin as are most of the prisoners.

John Cavallo wedges a broken knife blade into a crack half-way up the wall under the ventilation shaft.

The men and women cover themselves with animal fat from a can that is pulled from a hiding place.

Osceola motions to Coacoochee to stoop down and listen to him.

Osceola grabs the greasy shoulders of Coacoochee and whispers into the chief’s ear. 





OSCEOLA

(Chief, my life is almost over.  The pale-face has destroyed my body.  But my spirit lives.  The burden of protecting our people rests with you.)

Osceola reaches to the amulet, removes it, and places it over Coacoochee’s head onto the chief’s neck.





COACOOCHEE




(I am honored great warrior.)

Coacoochee stands up, turns and walks to the wall under ventilation shaft.

Osceola arises behind him and walks to the wall under the shaft. Osceola leans forward against the wall and forms a human ladder using his body.

John Cavallo boosts Chief Coacoochee up onto Osceola’s back. The chief uses the blade in the wall as a foot hold.  Coacoochee is the first to escape.  He has a home-made rope of bed sheets tied to his foot. The other end of the bed-sheet is tied around Osceola’s chest as an anchor.

Coacoochee wiggles into shaft with the amulet tied to his other foot to allow passage through the tight hole.  Sharp shells cut away his skin as he wiggles through the shaft.

EXT. OUTSIDE PRISON WALL CASTILLO – NIGHT

Once through, Coacoochee falls into the muddy moat around the fort.

INT.  PRISON CELL CASTILLO - NIGHT

Osceola helps each of the escapees as a human ladder.

All the prisoners escape leaving Osceola alone in the room. He crumples to the floor after the last escapee reaches the shaft.

EXT.  OUTSIDE PRISON WALL CASTILLO – NIGHT

All the escapees stay hidden in the muddy water with their backs to the wall until the last Seminole escapes.

It is raining and windy.

The escapees alligator crawl through the moat and then crawl across the exposed ground to the cover of the woods.  They re-assemble in a clearing out of view of the prison guards.  





 COACOOCHEE

(Fellow Seminoles, Osceola has given his last energy, his respect and his life to us.  Each of you must convey the message of Osceola’s heroism.  He is a great Seminole, now go.)

They disperse into the night.

INT.  PRISON CELL CASTILLO – DAY

Morning light shines in through the shaft.  Morning crickets and birds are heard.  

The sound of keys mixes with the shuffling of a guards feet and the clanking of breakfast trays.

The slot on the door opens and the guard peers in carefully.

Osceola is on the floor covered in grease.  He raises his head, sees the guard, and gives him the universal sign of the middle finger.

The guard sees that the room is otherwise empty and sounds the alarm.

The guard slams open the door. He and several additional guards swarm into the room.  They are cursing.  Osceola is callously dragged out of the room.

INT.  WARDENS OFFICE - DAY

The warden looks at Osceola’s crippled body without any compassion.





WARDEN




Clean up this animal and take him to Fort Moultrie. General Jesup 

tricked Osceola now he can guard him.  I do not need a martyr under my watch.  

INT.  PRISON CELL FORT MOULTRIE - DAY

Circa months later.

Osceola lays in his prison bed emaciated, discolored, haggard, and dying.  Raspy breathing with a hacking cough is evidence of a debilitating and fatal lung and throat infection. Fellow imprisoned tribal members are at his bedside. 

He cannot speak due to the throat infection. He communicates through his bilingual young daughter Becky. She reiterates and amplifies Osceola’s whispers into Muskogee.

OSCEOLA [whispers]

(My life near  end. Stand strong against  pale-face. Fight Jackson. Arpeika is correct. Pale-face liars. Great Spirit calls me.)

Osceola arises from his prison bed.

He thanks his young daughter for her help.

A bald eagle screams and flies past the prison window in full view of all prisoners and guards.

EXT.  FORT WALL – DAY

The guards take pot shots at the eagle.   The guards miss the bird.  A second eagle arrives and circles, then more until the sky is full of eagles.

INT.  PRISON CELL, FORT MOULTRIE – DAY

Osceola motions to his two children, a boy and a girl.  They come to him and he hugs and kisses them. 

Osceola points out the prison window at the circling eagles as he returns to lie in his bed. 

Becky again listens to his whispers which are now more quiet. She sobs.





BECKY




(The Great Spirit circles our prison waiting to take my spirit to the 

after-life.)

EXT.  FORT WALL – DAY

The eagles scream as they circle the fort.  They begin to dive-bomb the guards causing them to run for cover.

INT.  PRISON CELL FORT MOULTRIE – DAY

He whispers to Becky.

Osceola is in bed.





BECKY




(The troubles worsened years ago. My father wants the guards to 

learn our history so that they ant their children will understand.)

All the Seminoles and the guards gather close and listen intently to Becky as she speaks for Osceola. She speaks in English and looks at the guards as she speaks.





BECKY (OVER)

A few years ago one of our tribes of Seminoles under the leadership of Chief Black Dirt was tricked into believing that  relocation to the reservation land would be like a vacation.  They were told a pack of lies by President Jackson about the living conditions.  They agreed to leave by ship and were encouraged to bring all of their most valuable possessions with them especially all of their gold, coins and paper money.  The trip was a trip to the Hades.

FADE:

EXT.  WEST COAST FLORIDA PORT – DAY

Becky continues to narrate the story.

A montage of images are seen as Osceola’s mental images.  

An active marine port town on the west coast of Florida.  Sailing vessels are docked and anchored.

U.S. Army soldiers guard about 400 relocating Seminoles that are traveling to the Indian reservation west of the Mississippi River.

The Seminole, men, women, and children have all of their belongings with them.  They appear well-fed and in good health.  They are smiling.  A festive atmosphere is apparent.

They load a large sailing ship.  The guards act suspiciously with a few of the older and wiser Seminoles noticing the duplicative behavior.

Once at sea, the tone and behavior of the guards dramatically changes.  They treat the Seminoles like cattle instead of humans.

The Seminoles are locked below deck in cramped quarters.

Those who resist or complain are beaten and chained to shackles.  A few are summarily thrown overboard to drown.

Seminoles begin to die of dehydration, disease and heat stroke.  Many of the dead bodies are thrown overboard while out to sea.  Sharks follow the death ship. 

Once the ship reaches the river no more bodies are thrown  overboard.

The stench of decomposing bodies, human feces, urine and vomit is so overpowering that people downwind on the shores of the river are sickened.

The ship docks up the Mississippi River.

Scores of dead and decomposing bodies wrapped in soiled burlap and unloaded under cover of darkness. Army soldiers dig a mass burial grave out of town and dump the evidence of genocide into the grave..

The next day sick, dirty, emaciated and weakened survivors are herded off the ship.

They survivors are fed a meal, cleaned up and given water as a show for the townspeople.

The guards now act compassionately toward the “passengers.”

The Seminoles are forced to leave behind all of their belongings on the ship.  The guards loot the valuables of the Seminoles.

Survivors are marched west toward the reservation through harsh conditions. More tribal members die during the forced march.

They arrive at the reservation to find stark conditions and make-shift housing. A mishmash of supplies are hastily unloaded off of wagons.

Marauding bands of hostile neighboring Native Americans raid the supplies of the freshly arrived relocated Seminoles.  The new arrivals are too  sick or fatigued to mount an effective defense.

The leader of the tribe Chief Black Dirt is a survivor. 

As the sun sets on the reservation village the chief and several tribal members shiver around the cook-fire. The chief looks around at his stoic but downtrodden tribal members. He finally breaks down and sobs.

A small child tries to comfort him.





SMALL CHILD

(Chief Black Dirt, do not cry, it is not your fault that we are here.  I miss our home in Florida also.  When can we go home?)

The chief takes the child into his arms, dries his own eyes and gently strokes the child’s head.  

He gathers his courage, forces a smile and says to the child,





BLACK DIRT




(My child your strength is my encouragement. We will survive and 

prosper here. This is now your home.)  

FADE TO

INT.  PRISON CELL FORT MOULTRIE – DAY

Becky hugs her father as she finishes telling his story about Black Dirt.

The prison doctor, Dr.Weeden abruptly enters the prison cell. He motions to Osceola to sit up in bed for an examination.

Osceola barely manages to pull himself up with Becky’s help.

The surgeon is guarded by several U.S. Army officers. He examines Osceola’s throat.  





DR. WEEDEN

Your vocal cords are infected.  That is why you cannot speak.

Becky  translates.  

The mood is somber. 

Osceola whispers into Becky’s ear.





BECKY




My father wishes that you soldiers bring him his knife, tomahawk, 

rifle and headdress with his warpaint. He says that he will die 

today and he must be dresses and equipped for the after-life.

She sobs as she speaks.

The officer is deeply moved by the daughter Becky’s love for her father agrees to the request. He sends Dr. Weeden and a soldier to fetch the warrior’s personal belongings from a storage room.

The armaments and apparel are brought into the room by Dr. Weeden and the soldier.





COMMANDING OFFICER




Doctor is that all?





DR. WEEDEN




Yes sir, but we could not find Osceola’s knife.

At that moment the knife falls out of the pants leg of the doctor and clanks to the floor. Everyone in the room stares at the doctor as his thievery is revealed.





OFFICER

Dr. Weeden, I am appalled.  If you have any other artifacts or stolen items from these prisoners you will immediately retrieve them and turn them in to the quartermaster. I would court-martial you if I thought that President Jackson shared my concerns for the Seminoles as humans. He does not.  

The disgraced doctor leaves the room in silence.

Becky picks up the knife and hands it to her father.  

BECKY

(Father take this scalping  knife to protect you in the next hunting ground.) 

A tear wells up in Osceola’s eye.


Osceola applies red paint to half of his face, his neck, his throat, his wrists, the back of his hands and the handle of his knife.  He places the knife in his waist band.

He smiles and shakes hands with all of the officers and Seminoles in attendance.  He hugs and kisses his family.  He then signals his children to help him back to bed where he lies down.

He withdraws his scalping knife and the soldiers instinctively place their hands on their sidearms.

Osceola folds his arms across his chest with the scalping knife in his right hand, closes his eyes and dies peacefully.

The eagles scream outside as Osceola exhales his last breath.

EXT. FORT WALL –DAY

The eagles turn to smoke and disappear.

The soldiers cower in fear at the supernatural event.

Smoke floats around the body of Osceola.

The smoke encircles Becky’s head. She curiously breathes it in.

TRIBAL MEMBER




(Osceola’s spirit has passed to his child.)

The tribal members show respect to Becky. 

The soldier’s take a few steps back frightened by the mystical event.  

The doctor is called back in the room to examine and pronounce death. 





DR. WEEDEN




He is dead.  I will take him to the morgue.





COMMANDING OFFICER




Soldier you are to accompany the doctor and secure all of the 

personal effects of Osceola. I will personally deliver them to his 

daughter.

Becky responds in a mature and respectful manner.





BECKY




Sir thank you for the kindness and concern that you have shown 

for my father. He was a good father. He loved his family and his 

tribe.

FADE:

EXT. SWAMP   - DAY

Chief Coacoochee, Arpeika and their warriors prepare for battle as the U.S. Army advances on their position in the swamp. They secure primary and secondary hammocks surrounded by swamp . War dress and weaponry is in full display. The warriors prepare with deliberate silent actions.

Osceola’s headdress, tomahawk, scalping knife and rifle are posted as a shrine in the secondary hammock.

Sawgrass is cut down to allow for a clear firing line.

Trees are notched for stable aim and prepared with additional guns for fall-back positions. 

EXT.  SWAMP - DAY 

Later that day a U.S. Army detachment reaches the battlefield.

The Seminoles battle a large force of U.S. Army and militia soldiers. 

The fighting retreat and guerilla style of Seminole warfare is seen as the Seminoles decimates the much larger opposing force.

The Seminoles disperse into the surrounding swamp leaving the soldiers to count their dead.  As they vacate the secondary hammock the headdress, tomahawk, scalping knife and rifle of Osceola are secured and removed by two warriors.

EXT.  BIG CYPRESS SWAMP – DAY

Circa - A few months later.  

A montage of Seminoles under the leadership of Arpeika as they travel deeper into the swamp with the U.S. Army in pursuit.

The women children and older men hide in the swamp and palmetto thickets as the soldiers march through the area.

A scout for the army finds a child hiding under a palmetto and grabs the screaming child.

Arpeika is nearby and immediately reveals himself to the scout.





ARPEIKA




(Fight me coward.)

A vicious fight takes place between Arpeika and the scout. Arpeika kills the scout. 

The child runs to his mother where he remains hidden until the fight is over.

Arpeika throws it into a palmetto thicket after he salvages the guns and ammunition from the scout’s dead body.

He gathers his band of Seminoles.





ARPEIKA




(We must go deeper into the swamp.)

 They travel further into the swamp through deeper and deeper water.

One of the tribal members carries Osceola’s headdress, tomahawk, scalping knife and rifle protecting the items from the water.

As they wade through the swamp Arpeika carries two small children. He speaks to their mother,

ARPEIKA




(We will not leave Florida. The pale-face will not be allowed to 

prevail.)

Arpeika’s surviving Seminole band hikes and wades through a chain of hammocks in the Big Cypress Swamp. A secluded hammock is found by the tribe.  They make camp and begin building chicees, animal skin racks and cooking fire pits.

The men hunt alligators, fish, turtles, frogs, birds, white-tail deer, bear, panther and wild hogs using spears, bow and arrow and knives.

Dug-out canoes are fashioned out of the trunks of felled tree trunks.

Chicees are built from cypress logs and sabal palm fronds.

Coco-plum berries are picked and eaten regularly.    

INT.  TRIBAL COUNCIL HOUSE – NIGHT

Circa early 1860’s

Arpeika is comfortably dressed in Seminole clothing.

He applies a dark, sticky concotion to his exposed skin as the mosquitoes begin their nighttime attack.





ARPEIKA

(I pray for the Great Spirit to bless the children of the fallen Seminoles.)

The other Council members speak one at a time directing their words to their spiritual leader Arpeika.

Miami Jimmy is a solid framed man.





MIAMI JIMMY

(President Jackson proved that the pale-face wishes to rid the earth of the redman.)

Old Charley is the oldest member of the tribe.





OLD CHARLEY

(Arpeika you have  earned the position of leader of our unconquered tribe.)

ARPEIKA

(Fellow Seminoles the white-man has forced us here into the Big Cypress Swamp. They ran us like dogs between the swamps, the rivers, the Everglades and Lake Okeechobee. We hide our trails and footpaths in the swamp and water so the paleface will not be guided to our women and children. This is where we must live now.  We hear that the North is preparing to battle the South in a great civil war.  Let us pray that they will forget us.  We will rise again as a tribe with strength and courage.)

The assembled Seminoles are resolute in their conviction to remain independent. 

Arpeika is rocking back and forth as the sounds of the fire and the background noise of the night increases in volume.

Animal hide tom-tom drums and wooden flutes softly drone in the soft night-time breeze.

The smoke of the fire encircles Arpeika as he puffs on the pipe.








MATCH CUT TO:

INT. CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE – NIGHT

Circa 2007

Smoke encircles Charlie Arpeika as he continues to chant.

Polly comes out of her dream state.

Charlie Arpeika opens his eyes widely as he sits bolt upright with a startled look.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Child sit still. Let me examine your head wound.

He washes his hands in turtle-shell basin.

The medicine man  palpates the laceration on Polly’s forehead. He runs his fingers along the bullet trajectory to the back of her scalp where he finds the other scalp wound.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Polly is this area tender between the two lacerations?





POLLY




Ouch, Yes, Go easy grandfather I am just a girl.




Charlie touches a still wet and bloody exit wound on the back of Polly’s head.  She winces in pain as he sticks his finger into the wound.   He brings his index finger into the light.

The finger is covered with bloody fluid sprinkled with shards of shattered bone and fragments of lead and copper from the bullet that struck Polly’s skull.

Charlie instinctively recoils from the sight.

He immediately assumes a defensive posture and suspiciously glances out into the darkness surrounding the light from the campfires and lanterns.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Child, you have been shot. 

He shows Polly the debris on his finger.  He wipes his finger and gently touches her head again as he speaks.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




This is an entry wound and this is an exit wound from a small 

caliber copper jacketed bullet. Your skull deflected the bullet.


POLLY




Five millimeters closer and I would be dead.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Yes.





POLLY




I saw the muzzle-flash in the sky box as the fireworks exploded.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Senator someone tried to assassinate you.

INT. HALLWAY NEAR SENATE CHAMBERS,TALLAHASSEE-DAY

Hussein walks down the hallway. She passes the Senate Chambers and stops at a door marked Senator Anthony Markham.

She discretely removes a blonde wig , floppy hat and sunglasses just before she opens the door.

Inside she looks around as the door is pulled shut.

INT. SENATOR MARKHAM’S RECEPTION AREA-DAY

Shirley Pickett, Senator Markham’s long-time secretary greets Hussein  as someone who is well known but not well liked.





PICKETT

Oh, Ms. Hussein, I didn’t know that the Senator was expecting you.

Hussein scowls.





HUSSEIN




He isn’t but he will see me. Now.

Pickett turns to ice as she calls in through the phone. 

Hussein is already opening the door. 

Pickett writes the name Hussein in her log book. 

Hussein sees the action of the secretary as she enters the office.

INT. SENATOR MARKHAM’S OFFICE-DAY

The senator waits for the large wooden and sound-proof door to shut. He then angrily growls at Hussein.





 MARKHAM




Hussein what the hell happened? You really blew it. There will be 

hell to pay for your screw-up.

Hussein smiles seductively at Markham. She walks straight through the room, around the desk and comes up behind the senator’s chair. He smiles .





HUSSEIN




Senator, calm down, it will be okay. Let me rub those tense 

muscles in your shoulders.

He closes his eyes and relaxes. She begins to give him a shoulder massage. She then says in a husky voice,


HUSSEIN (OVER)

Who do you think you have been working for Senator Anthony Markham?

While his eyes are still closed he has a flash back of Hussein’s voice on the phone.

HUSSEIN




Senator the money man is me.

His eyes pop open an instant before she breaks his neck.





HUSSEIN

When you want a job done right, do it yourself.

Hussein walks back to the door and enters the reception area. She walks right up to Shirley Pickett and unceremoniously walks around Pickett’s desk, reaches up and breaks her neck.

She wipes the door-knobs with her blouse. 

The page in the open log book is torn out as well as several sheets underneath and placed in her pocket.

She replaces her sunglasses, wig and hat and walks out incognito.

She locks the door on the way out and hangs the “Out to Lunch” sign on the doorknob.

FADE:

INT.  CHARLIE ARPEIKA’S CHICEE – NIGHT

Polly winces, becomes wide-eyed with fear and jumps up. 





POLLY

I have to get to our kids. Whoever tried to kill me may try to hurt Joey or Sarah. 

Polly races across the village commons as she calls out behind her,





POLLY




Grandfather I will call you.

She finds Isa and gives him a quick verbal explanation out of earshot of the children gathered around the camp-fire. They race to the gate.

FADE TO:

EXT.  SWAMP-NIGHT

Polly and Isa run through the swamp trail short cut. The sawgrass and lowhanging branches tear up the skin of the face and arms of the couple.

Polly and Isa stop running long enough for Polly to call Sergeant Mitchell Billie of the Seminole Police Department.





POLLY [ into cell-phone]




Mitchell, Hi this is Polly… I  have a big 

problem….Thank you, Please pick up Isa and me at the parking lot of the tourist village. Also send a SWAT team to my home immediately. Our children may be in danger. Someone has tried to assassinate me. Call the secret service. Please hurry.

She clicks the phone shut and they take off running through the swamp.

As Polly and Isa emerge from the swamp bloody, wet and dirty, Salam Hussein enters the swamp at the other end of the same parking lot. She is in full camo with multiple weapons.  Hussein and the Tommies do not see each other. Hussein breaks into a run as she enters the swamp heading for the private Seminole village of Charlie Arpeika.

EXT.  SWAMP – NIGHT

Hussein races to the private village through the same path marked by the exit of Isa and Polly.  Snapped branches and flattened sawgrass  mark the path for the assassin.

Hussein reaches the security gate and uses bolt cutters to cut through the fence and enters the village.

EXT. PRIVATE VILLAGE – NIGHT

Hussein covertly sneaks through the village using night vision goggles to search the chicees for Polly.

Charlie Arpeika meditates. His eyes pop open as he senses danger.

His cell-phone rings. He answers. The face of the cellphone reads POLLY OSCEOLA-TOMMIE  298-1102.

The sound of the phone attracts the attention of Hussein.

Hussein sees Charlie Arpeika through  her night vision goggles. She drops her goggles around her neck and raises her rifle with a night-vision scope and silencer. She lines up the cross-hairs with the cellphone and reads the name on the phone.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA [into cellphone]

Hello my child. Did you make it out of the swamp okay?  …Good. Call me when you two get home.   Give Mitchell my regards…thank you for the words of caution…I love you too.  You will be at your home on the reservation in about thirty minutes, good. Bye.

INT. PATROL CAR –NIGHT

Polly sits in the front passenger seat of the speeding patrol car of her cousin Sergeant Mitchell Billie. Isa is in the back seat behind the cage.





POLLY [into cellphone]




Yes grandfather, we are on our way home with Sergeant Billie, 

Mitchell, your nephew…. Yes he is fine and says hello… Please be careful, there are still some bad people out there.  Yes I know that there will always be white-men wanting to take from the Seminoles, that is nothing new. We will be home in about thirty minutes. Keep your eyes open. Bye.

EXT. PRIVATE VILLAGE – NIGHT

She is able to see that Charlie Arpeika is speaking to Polly. She has her man.

She stalks closer and closer until she in right behind Charlie. She overhears the second half of the conversation.

Charlie Arpeika feels the cold barrel of the rifle on his neck. He slowly turns and closes the cellphone.

He is staring at the rifle of Hussein.





HUSSEIN




Old man do not make a peep or I will kill you and everyone here.

Charlie Arpeika does not move and does not speak.





HUSSEIN




We are leaving now. Lead the way out the gate, quietly, if you 

value the lives of the children here.

Charlie Arpeika walks out of the village with Hussein behind him. She takes away his cellphone.

INT. PATROL CAR – NIGHT

Polly speaks to Mitchell. Mitchell is driving with the blue lights flashing and the siren on.





POLLY




Please hurry.

Sergeant Billie is on the radio calling ahead and coordinating the police force.

Helicopters, SWAT vehicles and patrol cars are mobilizing en-masse toward Polly and Isa’s house.

EXT. SWAMP TRAIL –NIGHT

Hussein forces Charlie Arpeika to run along the lighted trail out of the private village toward the parking lot next to the tourist village.

They reach the parking lot and Hussein forces the winded old man into the trunk and shuts the lid.

She climbs behind the wheel of her sedan and drives the toward Polly’s house.

INT. TOMMIE HOUSE –NIGHT

The phone rings and Polly’s sister Emily answers. Her eyes widen in fear during the conversation.





EMILY [into phone]




Hello .. hi sis..yes, well Sarah is but Joey is still at his DJ gig….




He should be home soon….. Polly he can take care 

of himself.   Oh shit….you got shot?...Alright…hurry.

Emily hangs up flustered. Sarah had walked up behind her aunt and overheard the conversation.





SARAH




Aunt Emily what is wrong?





EMILY




Nothing sweety. Will you help me lock all of the doors and 

windows.





SARAH




That doesn’t sound like nothing.





EMILY




Just help me, you go upstairs and I will do downstairs.

Sarah goes upstairs and locks windows. She gets to Joey’s door. The signs on the door forbid her entering his room. She does not go into Joey’s room.

INT. DANCE CLUB –NIGHT

Joey is DJ for a raucous dance crowd with lights, loud music and dancing. 

Joey wraps up his last song and says good night to the crowd.

EXT. MOTORCYCLE ON STREET – NIGHT

Joey is racing through the streets on his motorcycle. His cellphone is on his belt behind his back. It is blinking with the name POLLY OSCEOLA-TOMMIE. He cannot hear the cellphone as it rings.

EXT. TOMMIE HOUSE - NIGHT

Police-cars and SWAT vehicles surround the house. Police lights are everywhere. Helicopters beat the air overhead.

The patrol car with Sergeant Billie and the Tommies screeches to a halt on the front lawn.

Polly and Isa roll out of the patrol car and race to their front door with Sergeant Billie close behind. Isa reaches the front door first, pushes it open and rushes in.

Polly and Isa race into the home where Polly’s sister and Sarah are safely in the care of the reservation police officers, Officer Sam and Officer Joseph. They are having a festive time with popcorn and soda.





OFFICER JOSEPH




Hi guys. Everything is under control here.





OFFICER SAM




Yep.

Officer Sam looks at the disheveled Isa and Polly. 

Both officers seem enamored with the beautiful sister of Polly, Emily.

SERGEANT BILLIE

Everything is under control huh?  What are you two doing in here? Who is protecting  the perimeter? Do you even know? 

Both officers look busted.





SERGEANT BILLIE




I didn’t think so. Get out there and secure the area. Go.

The two officers obediently jump up and scurry out of the house.

The two secret service agents rush in through the open front door just as the officers are leaving.





AGENT NUGENT

What the hell is going on here?  

Officer Sam and Officer Joseph look at each other. They do not know who or what these two gun-wielding men are. They react instinctively.

Officer Joseph slams Agent Nugent to the ground with a tremendous tackle while Officer Sam plows into Agent Olson and pounds him into the wall. The officers immediately flip both agents face down and apply handcuffs and then disarm the agents.





SERGEANT BILLIE




Whoa boys. I know that these assholes may deserve what they just 

got, but they are on our side. They are the secret service agents assigned to the Senator. 

Both officers look at each other and raise their eyebrows.





OFFICERS




Oops.





OFFICER JOSEPH




Next time I suggest that you introduce yourselves more properly.

The officers uncuff the bloodied and helpless secret service agents.

Agent Nugent spits out a mouth full of blood onto the carpet.

Tensions in the room ease.

Polly grabs a towel and throws it to Agent Nugent. She looks at the spittle on the rug and he obediently gets on his hands and knees to clean it up. She speaks to the senior agent.





POLLY

Agent you need to report to your superior that I have been the victim of an assassination attempt.

The older secret service agent John Nugent stares at the senator.  The younger agent answers for him.





AGENT OLSON




Yes maam.  Wow, that is wild.  What happened?

Polly turns toward the younger agent.





POLLY

Agent  please pass along the communication immediately. Emily Joey is not home yet?

EXT. ROAD TO TOMMIE HOUSE –NIGHT

Hussein’s sedan has picked up speed. She arrives at the reservation community to see a huge police presence. She discretely drives past and parks at a distance up the street. 

The helicopters, police cruisers and SWAT vehicles leave the area.

EXT. ICE CREAM SHOP – NIGHT

Joey parks his motorcycle in a popular teen hang-out ice cream shop. It is crowded with kids from school.

As he gets off of the motorcycle and removes his helmet a big Ford pickup full of rednecks pulls up next to the motorcycle. One redneck sees the long ponytail on Joey and intentionally opens the truck door to knock the motorcycle over.

The rednecks in the truck all laugh at Joey.

Joeys’s friends milling around outside the ice cream shop come to his rescue. Several girls walk up to the rednecks and intervene. 

A police cruiser pulls up and the rednecks climb back in their truck and leave.

The friends help Joey lift his motorcycle back up for which Joey is thankful.





JOEY




Thanks you guy. I don’t think those guys like my pony-tail.

He sees that a message from his mom is on the cell-phone. He calls home.

INT. TOMMIE HOUSE – NIGHT

Polly answers the phone. She sees the caller I.D. as it is ringing.





POLLY




Shh. It is Joey. [into phone] Hi son, are you okay? Where are you? 

…How was your gig?....Good…Please come straight home after you leave your friends….Yes, everything is okay here. Wear your helmet. Bye.



ISA

Honey, he will be alright. Let’s go upstairs and get cleaned up.

Isa turns to Sergeant Billie.





ISA




Mitchell will you see to it that we have a Seminole officer 

standing guard outside?

Sergeant Mitchell Billie turns to the two agents.





SERGEANT BILLIE




No hard feelings?

Both agents shake their heads.





SERGEANT BILLIE




Isa I will take care of it. 

INT.  TOMMIE BEDROOM-NIGHT

Polly and Isa are finally alone in their bedroom after all of the police are gone, except for the two secret service agents and a lone uniformed officer that are stationed outside.

They are showered and cozy. Sarah is in her bed and Aunt Emily has gone to her own home with the help of a Seminole police officer escort.





ISA

Dear I may have seen the assassin. A woman was walking away after you fell and hit your head. I didn’t think much of it at the time.





POLLY

I saw the same person a woman and she was carrying a stuffed alligator.  





ISA

Yes that was her.  Why would someone try to kill you?  And what about the skin-head?  Maybe he was a diversion.  Maybe the fireworks were a diversion.

Polly thinks for a moment.





POLLY

This does not sound like the work of a lone assassin.  The bill I drafted must have pissed someone off. Are the guns loaded?

Isa pulls two semi-automatic assault rifles from under the covers.





ISA




Yep.

EXT. STREET OUTSIDE TOMMIE HOUSE – NIGHT

Hussein exits her sedan still in her camo and carrying the rifle. Additional weapons are on her person.

She opens the trunk and roughly hoists Charlie Arpeika out of the compartment. 

She forces him to walk toward the Tommie house. She has a pistol with a silencer aimed at his back. As they near the house the Seminole police officer , Officer Joseph, sees and greets them. The officer recognizes Charlie Arpeika and is not concerned.





OFFICER JOSEPH




Charlie, Charlie Arpeika? Is that you? (What are you doing here?)

Hussein steps from behind Charlie Arpeika and fires several rounds from her pistol into the chest of the officer. He falls backwards to the ground.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




No, No.

Charlie rushes forward to kneel over the stricken officer. 

Hussein fires a single additional shot into Charlie Arpeika’s back. He falls face forward on top of Officer Joseph. A blood stain immediately forms on Charlie’s back. As he falls on Officer Joseph it is apparent that there are no blood stains on the chest of the unconscious officer. Charlie’s body lands on the officer and hides that fact from Hussein.

Hussein stalks through the yard toward the house. She spots the agents.

Agent Olson and Agent Nugent have their backs to Hussein as she closes the gap and then fires several shots into the back of Olson. He falls forward to the ground. 

Agent Nugent stares down at Olson’s body in disbelief for a split second then he reacts by spinning to confront the enemy while simultaneously reaching for his firearm.

He stares face-to-face with Hussein. She has her pistol aimed at his face. He drops his hands away from his weapon.





NUGENT




Hussein. It’s you. Damn.  What the hell did you have to do that 

for? He doesn’t know anything.


HUSSEIN

You fool did you think that you could participate in the assassination of one of your own senators and live to tell about it.


NUGENT

Wait. Wait. Hussein.  You and I are on the same team here. We are just taking orders from….

Hussein cuts him off in mid-sentence.





HUSSEIN




Fool I am who you have been taking orders from. You work for 

me.

She pulls the trigger and the bullet strikes Nugent between the eyes.

Hussein continues toward the now unguarded house.

Charlie Arpeika is breathing and begins to move. He rolls off of the officer and crawls toward the house.

INT. TOMMIE HOUSE MASTER BEDROOM – NIGHT

Isa snuggles up to Polly as she relaxes in the comfort of her own bed.  She takes the rifles from Isa and leans them against the wall next to the bed.

ISA




You must be on the shit list of some of the wealthy developers and  

land-baron farmers.  Hell, big sugar probably wants to scalp you.





POLLY




No, actually the farmers stand to gain by selling off  their 

land for a huge profit because of the increase in land prices in South Florida. 

Polly rubs the amulet between her fingers. 

Isa notices for the first time the leather pouch with the Native American symbols and decorations wrapped around Polly’s neck.





ISA

Charlie gave you his leather pouch?


POLLY

Yes I am going to become a medicine-woman for the tribe.


ISA

Where are you going to find the time, mom, wife,senator, chairman, president and now medicine-woman ?  

Polly laughs seductively.





POLLY

Oh the big black man finally notices his squaw. Come here big boy let’s talk shop later. I have something else on my mind.





ISA

Suits me, I always aim to please my red woman.


POLLY

What about Joey? Let me call him again.


ISA

You can call him in a couple of minutes.

The exhausted couple catch their second wind and disappear under the big and soft animal hide comforter.

EXT. TOMMIE HOUSE – NIGHT

Hussein snips the phone lines, jimmies open a window and slips inside the house.

Joey pulls up to the front of the house at the same time.  He dismounts his motorcycle and walks through the front yard toward the house. He trips over Charlie Arpeika and falls on him. 

Charlie clasps a hand over a startled Joey’s mouth.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




SShh.  Joey, it’s you great grandfather, Charlie.  Be very quiet.





JOEY




Okay. What the hell is going on?





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




I was shot. There is an assassin in your house that intends to kill 

your mother, father and sister. You must save them. There is no 

time.

Joey attempts to jump up but Charlie Arpeika holds him down.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




Joey, you must kill the assassin. You must become a Seminole 

warrior tonight. 

Joey pulls his cellphone off his belt and hands it to his great grandfather.





JOEY




Grandpa Charlie, call 911, I must go.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




You have the blood of Osceola the warrior 

in your veins. Use it.

Joey quickly goes to the side of his house and climbs up to his own bedroom window. The window is unlocked as he left it. He climbs in.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM –NIGHT

The animal skin comforter is moving with Isa and Polly under it. A noise is heard in the room. Isa’s head pops out from under the wrong end of the bed.  Hussein is standing in the open doorway with her pistol aimed at his head. 

Isa glances at the rifles leaning against the wall.

Hussein sees them and shakes her head at Isa to say, ‘don’t even think about it.”





POLLY [from under the comforter]




What is it?

Isa lunges for the rifles .

Hussein rushes him and strikes him in the head with the butt of her rifle. He is knocked unconscious and falls to the floor, naked, face down, bleeding from the back of the head.

Polly’s head pops up from the other end of the bed. She is staring at Hussein. Hussein has the rifle aimed at her head.





HUSSEIN




You are not easy to kill senator.

Polly remains motionless.





HUSSEIN




Bring your hands out from under the covers. You have a choice to 

make. 

Hussein looks at Isa and confirms that he remains unconscious. She moves the assault rifles of the Tommies out of the reach of either Polly or Isa.





HUSSEIN




The Everglades Greenway bill which you are sponsoring will 

personally cost me over a billion dollars if it passes. My land holdings are held in a variety of corporate and farm entities that stretch from the Kissimmee River to Everglades City. I cannot allow you and your tribe to ruin my plans to develop the Everglades into the biggest residential area this side of Dubais. I am going to pave the Everglades and I will not let you stop me.





POLLY




Whatever your name is you may kill me but you will have the 

entire Seminole Tribe of Florida to battle. The Everglades and the swamps are not yours to ruin. They are the legitimate property of all of the Seminoles.

INT. JOEY’S UPSTAIRS BEDROOM – NIGHT

Joey searches his room for a weapon. He has a cheap flashlight. He only finds his paintball gun and a Swiss army knife. He spies his paintball camoflauge suit and puts it on. He carries the weapons to his door.

He cautiously peers out into the hallway. He sees nothing. He sneaks next door to his sister Sarah’s room. She is asleep in her bed. He puts his hand on her mouth and awakens her. She lets out a scream which is quickly subdued by Joey.





JOEY




Sarah be quiet it’s me Joey.

Sarah pulls Joey’s hand off of her mouth. She is mad but she whispers.





SARAH




What are you doing you freak?





JOEY




Mom and Dad are in trouble. You have to hide quick get under the 

Bed do not make any noise. Do not come out unless me or Dad 

tells you.

Joey leaves Sarah’s room. She crawls under the bed.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM –NIGHT

Hussein and Polly hear Sarah’s brief scream.





POLLY




If you hurt my children you will die.





HUSSEIN




You are hardly in a position to make such statements.

INT. HALLWAY UPSTAIRS – NIGHT

Joey creeps along the hallway toward his parent’s bedroom. The door to the bedroom is open and Joey can see Hussein aiming a gun at his parent’s bed.

Hussein looks out of the well-lighted bedroom into the dark hallway. She does not see Joey hidden in the camoflauge suit. He is hidden in the shadow below the lighted curio display case of Osceola’s headdress, tomahawk, rifle and scalping knife.

Hussein shuts the door to the bedroom.

Joey stands and turns to look at the contents of the display case. He smashes the glass with his paintball gun stock. It creates a loud noise. He grabs the tomahawk with his left hand and holds the paintball gun in his right.

Hussein hears the smashing glass. She flinches and looks toward the door. Polly tenses.  They look back and forth at each other as they gauge the situation and the response needed.  The assault rifles are well out of reach.

Hussein reacts. She rushes to the bedroom door and swings it open. She looks in the direction of the noise and sees  Joey holding his weapons. She swings the rifle in his direction and aims from the hip.

Joey was already aiming the paintball gun at the door when it is flung open. He sees the face of Hussein recognizes that she is the assassin and he opens fire with the paintball gun. He strikes Hussein with a volley of paintballs in the face.

Polly reacts by launching herself out of the bed naked but covered by the animal skin comforter. She catapults toward Hussein and strikes her with tremendous force as Hussein is being blinded by the paintball volley.

The force of the tackle propels Hussein and Polly out the doorway across the hallway and over the banister of the second floor.

Hussein squeezes off one round of the rifle which strikes the headdress of Osceola just to the side of Joey’s head. Ostrich feathers fly.

Hussein and Polly crash to the floor and lay stunned and unmoving.

Hussein moves first. She gets to a standing position as Polly is just beginning to get to her knees. Hussein has lost her rifle in the fall.  She reaches to her holster and pulls out the pistol with silencer.

She levels the weapon at Polly. She begins to squeeze the trigger.

The front door of the house slams open. Charlie Arpeika is standing framed in the doorway. He is all bloody.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




No!

Hussein is startled and turns the gun on Charlie Arpeika. She fires and shoots him. He is struck in the shoulder and falls backwards into the doorway.

Joey switches hands and instinctively takes aim at the back of Hussein’s head with the tomahawk of Osceola. He throws the weapon with all of his force. The tomahawk spins over and over as it courses along the trajectory toward Hussein’s skull.

Hussein spins back toward Polly and begins to squeeze off a round.

Whack!

The tomahawk hits the skull of the assassin. The pistol falls from her hand.  Her head and then her entire body are violently knocked forward by the momentum of the tomahawk. She falls face down on the floor, dead.

Polly stands. She is still covered by the animal skin comforter.

Polly looks up to see Joey standing at the banister. Their eyes lock for a moment. A tear wells up in the eye of Joey. 





POLLY




It’s okay now son.

Joey acknowledges. He turns toward the master bedroom door and walks in to check on his father.

Isa comes straggling out of the bedroom  dazed.

Joey grabs him and helps him walk down the hallway.





JOEY




Sarah, Sarah, come out now. It’s over.

Sarah comes out of her bedroom door as Joey and Isa are walking down the stairs.

Polly picks up the pistol and rushes to the aid of Charlie Arpeika.

As she heads toward her front door Sergeant Billie rushes in. He trips over Charlie and falls flat on his face. Charlie groans proving that he is alive.

Hussein is dead in a growing pool of blood. 

Osceola’s headdress is crooked in the display case. An ostrich feather floats down to the floor next to the head of Hussein .

Officer Joseph stumbles into the front door. His shirt is open exposing a bullet proof vest with multiple bullets imbedded in the fabric.





OFFICER JOSEPH




Senator I was in the marines also. Body armor don’t leave home 

without it.

All smile, laugh, cry and hug each other.

Finally Agent Olson stumbles through the front door. He also looks intact until he turns around and multiple holes are seen in his jacket with his own body armor exposed.





OLSON




Nugent took one between the eyes.

They all stop laughing and become somber.

An eagle screams in the distance.

INT. PRESS CONFERENCE ROOM-DAY

Senator Polly Osceola-Tommie is addressing the assembled media. She wears standard business attire but with a splash of Seminole adornment. She is bandaged.





POLLY





 The assassinations of our colleague Senator Markham and his 

assistant have struck a blow to all of us. Several days ago an 

assassination attempt was made on my life. Last night the assassin was killed in another attempt.

A collective gasp is heard from the assembled members of the media as well as the other members of the House and Senate that are at the press conference. The gasp is followed by chaotic conversations and exclamations. The ever-present media begin flashing their cameras.

INT. SEMINOLE TRIBE OF FLORIDA BOARDROOM-DAY

Tribal leader Polly Osceola-Tommie addresses her fellow tribal members,





POLLY

By now you all know that an assassination attempt was made on my life at the festival. The assassin was killed by the warrior Joey Tommie, my son. It was Osceola’s tomahawk, the one that killed the murderous Indian Agent Wiley Thompson that killed the assassin last night. The white-man and their government have molested and murdered the Native Americans since Ponce de Leon first brought Europe to the Americas.  President Jackson and his genocidal policies have been replaced by greedy real-estate developers. There is no one better to protect the flora and fauna of the everglades, swamps and forests than the Seminoles. Recall to the words of the Great Tecumseh. He preached unity to all of the Native American tribes. He tried unsuccessfully to convince the Native Americans of the danger of acquiescing to the white man and his government. The Seminoles fought the evil empire of the white-man. Osceola, Chief Coacoochee and the other brave warriors and chiefs took the fight to President Jackson and his army. 

Polly pulls the amulet from under her shirt.





POLLY

The power of the Great Spirit resides in this amulet handed down as a gift from the Shawnee Nation to the Seminole Nation.

 Our strength that we have as a sovereign nation is in unity. 

Tecumseh preached it. We must not ignore his pleas from two hundred years ago. We must never give in to the white-man. We were, we are, and we will remain unconquered.

EXT.  PRIVATE SEMINOLE VILLAGE - DAY

Charlie Arpeika, Polly and Isa sit outside on a beautiful day.

They watch joyfully as Joey and Sara Tommie play a coed game of  lacrosse Seminole style.

All of the children are wearing modern-day lacrosse helmets but the sticks and balls are traditional.






POLLY




Grandfather thank you buying helmets for  the children.





CHARLIE ARPEIKA




My child while it is important that the cultural heritage of the 

Seminoles be preserved, but it is also important that the health and well-being of our people is protected.  





ISA




Charlie we both feel so comfortable out here in the village. 

Everyone is so supportive 

Charlie, Isa and Polly sit back down and enjoy more of the lacrosse match.

Polly turns to gaze out across the swamp at the setting sun. She sees an eagle floating in the air currents. The eagle seems to be watching the lacrosse match.

The eagle and Polly gaze at each other.

The eagle screams.

Polly smiles. 

The eagle turns toward the setting sun and slowly flies away and seems to turn to smoke.

Polly turns back to watch her children play.





THE END 

