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FADE | N:
EXT. MEMORI AL CEMETERY - MEMPHI' S, TN - JULY 4, 1972

An ARMY SERGEANT, hol ding a fol ded Anerican flag, |eans
forward to MRS. TERESA CHAMPI ON and extends the flag in
presentation to the dead soldier's wfe.

ARMY SERCGEANT
From a grateful nation

The Sergeant |eans cl oser and whi spers sonething into Teresa's
ear.

As Teresa receives the flag the seven man Honor QGuard raise
their weapons for the first volley of the twenty-one gun
salute and fire their rifles, BANG

The second and third salvo follow i medi ately, BANG BANG
As the rifle fire echoes throughout the m sty, overcast,

af t ernoon sky, the sound of a thunderous Harl ey Davidson is
heard approachi ng.

Wal ki ng anong friends and rel atives Teresa reaches the famly
i mousi ne as a grubby, scar faced biker pulls his chopper in
at the rear of the vehicle and kills the engine. Teresa
pauses nonentarily and stares into the face of the biker.

She wal ks over to the man atop the custom polished notorcycl e;
t hey make eye contact.

TERESA
Hel | o Sol onon.
SCLOVON
Are you mad?
TERESA
No! | understand why you didn't
show up. |'msure Jimmy does. Ya

know, he tal ked about you all the
time, at | east when he was at hone.

SCLOVON
|"msorry Teri...

TERESA
You don't have to say anything
Sol onon.
Teresa's eyes fill with tears.

TERESA ( CONT' D)
When you saved his life in 69, I'd
have never thought he'd go back for
two nore tours; his odds just ran
out .

SOLOMON JUSTICE sits quietly, looking into the tear filled
eyes of his best friend s wfe.



Teresa extends the Anerican flag to Sol onon.

TERESA ( CONT' D)
Here! Because of you | had him
anot her three years. He'd just
started his third tour ya know How
can anybody be so dammed patriotic?

Solonmon is reluctant to take such a national treasure solely
intended for a hurt and nourni ng w dow.

SOLOVON
| can't Teri, please.

Teresa shoves the flag into Solonon's arns, turns, wth her
head | owered, and wal ks back to the awaiting funeral
i mousi ne, gets into the vehicle and shuts the door.

A CHORUS OF PRE-TEENS (V. Q)
Recite The Pl edge of Allegiance to
the Anerican flag as scene changes.

CUT TGO
| NT. BEDROOM - EARLY MORNI NG

Sol onmon Justice enters his closet clothed only in a towel
tucked about his waist. He walks over to a chest-of-drawers
where an Anmerican flag is displayed, housed in a wal nut frane.
He pauses and stares at the flag as if transfixed. H's
earlier years of drug abuse and viol ence, three decades of
post traumatic stress and dark nenories, siege his mnd.

On the wall behind the flag is a scul ptured plaque. It reads:
MAN OF THE YEAR - SOLOMON JUSTICE - 2009. Below, in snaller
font: The Los Angel es Police Departnment. Sol onon reaches

for the in-cased flag and wal ks back into his bedroom renoves
the flag fromits case and places it gently inside his opened
briefcase atop his desk; he shuts the briefcase and prepares
to shower. H's wife REBECCA, enters the roomwth a cup of
coffee for her husband of nore than two decades.

REBECCA
Hey tough guy. d osing argunments
today! The Jury will have it by
day's end. Finally!

Rebecca sets the coffee just inside the bathroom near the
vanity, and gives her husband a ki ss.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
See ya down stairs. Breakfast in
twenty m nutes.

Solonmon is reticent. As the bathroom envel ops in steamfrom
the heated water he drops his towel and steps into the shower.
H's entire past erupts 1nto a profuse anguish. As if awaiting
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the water to canouflage his tears, his mnd ruptures with
enotion; he sobs profusely.

CUT TGO
EXT. LOS ANGELES -- HARLEY DAVI DSON SHOP -- DAY

Five mature, hard-faced bikers m ngle anong their choppers
awaiting their |eader to nmake his appearance. HAW exits
the Harley shop. CHARGER cries out;

CHARGER
Fire'emup guys. You know the
routine.

Hawk, reaching his chopper, straddles it and brings it to
life and rolls out onto the highway. Wth a brief wave of
his hand the others follow. The thunderous roar is deafening.

MONTAGE

The furrowed determnation on Hawk's face reveal a life of
struggle in hard tinmes as he | eads his conpanions to an old
cenetery.

Specific details are featured from chopper to chopper as the
bi kers possess their turf en route to their destination.

In fearful quick glances pedestrians gawk at the six Blind
Angel s as they pass through the L. A streets. A flirtatious
group of young wonmen screamout to the bikers as they pass
the girls' party site; the bikers offer no response what-so-
ever.

BACK TO SCENE

The six bi ker procession enters a cenetery and snake their
way toward the rear of the huge ot to a place indicating
sone | ess expensive plots. They stop and kill their engines.
Hawk di smounts as he turns to his five associ at es.

HAVWK
Thanks guys. 1'Il be back in a few
m nut es.

He wal ks several yards to a serene corner where few tonbstones
are. Hawk stops, then | ooks down and kneels beside a specific
headst one.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
Judith Hawkins, it's ne again; God,
| mss you... ten long, |lonely years.

He brushes any debris fromthe stone gently and stares into
it as if making a connection with his departed nother.

HAWK ( CONT' D)
There never seened to be a right
time to tell you this nmom but...



HAVWK ( CONT' D)
renmenber when | was twelve and we
lived in that old high rise project...

He gl ances away and fiddles with a crusty | eaf as he ponders
into the endl ess sky. Hawk's eyes m st up.

HAWK ( CONT' D)
Dad was drunk... he stunbled and
fell fromthe bal cony?

H's |ips quiver slightly. He lowers his head and stares
into the headstone while caressing his nom s nane.

HAVK ( CONT' D)
| pushed himJudith... | pushed him

Tears etch down the handsone, |eather-like face of a very
hard core man who misses his only sure best friend.

HAVK ( CONT' D)
| couldn't let himhit you any nore.
| just couldn't. | felt like an old
man nom and | was only twel ve.

Hawk pauses nonentarily and brushes the tears fromhis eyes.
He lets go a manmot h sigh and sl owl y stands.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
| mss you deeply Judith. Happy
Mot her' s Day.

Hawk turns and wal ks slowy back to his awaiting friends.
CUT TO
| NT. FEDERAL COURTHOUSE -- LOS ANGELES, CALI FORNI A -- DAY

The hal | ways convey the appearance of a netropolitan subway
wal kway during rush hour, bustling with the curious, the
politically powerful and hungry, and the frenzy peculiar
only to the nedia, feeding |1 ke piranha on a fresh piece of
flesh tossed into the Amazon. Law officials bounce from
wall to wall |ooking for a progressing stream of humanity in
which to flow

| NT. FEDERAL COURTROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The District Attorney, TERRENCE CLARK, is wapping up his

closing argunents in the highly publicized nurder trial of

Frank Randal I, CEO of Randall Enterprises, a huge marketing
irmin L. A

Cark scans the twelve jurors, nmaking sure he nakes eye
contact with each one individually. Solonon Justice has
never lost a case and Clark wants this victory badly.



CLARK
You' ve toured the hone where we
believe Ms. Randall was kill ed.
Wtnesses have testified that the
Randal | s had been viol ent toward
each ot her on nunerous occasi ons.

The District Attorney deliberately points to M. Randall as
he sits between Sol onon Justice and his partner Franklin, at
t he defense table.

CLARK ( CONT' D)
And, M. Randall is the sole
beneficiary of her two mllion dollar
life insurance policy.

The District Attorney struts back and forth in front of the
jury box.

CLARK ( CONT' D)
Wtnesses have also verified that
Randal | Enterprises is presently
struggling financially. The fact
that M. Randall's fingerprints were
absent fromthe nurder weapon, is
irrel evant.

The D. A. wal ks over to the evidence table and, with his ink
pen plugged into the barrel of the stainless steel .357
Magnum he lifts the pistol into the air, chest high. He
waves the weapon slowy before the packed-to-capacity court
room finally facing the jury.

CLARK ( CONT' D)
Ladi es and gentlenen of the jury...
hear ne, please.

The jury is intensely focused on the District Attorney.

CLARK ( CONT' D)

Frank Randall, in a fit of rage and
frustration, intentionally shot his
wife to death. He's guilty! You
know it and | know it.

(pause)
You have no choice but to declare
himaguilty of nurder in the second
degree. | know you'll do the right
thing. Thank you.

The D. A returns the pistol to the evidence table, then pivots
and wal ks over to his chair and takes his seat.

JUDGE JI LES PATTERSON all ows for an intended fifteen second
pause, then veers deliberately into the eyes of Sol onon
Justi ce.

Sol onon, havi ng served under Judge Patterson nmany tines,
sits rigidly, awaiting his cue in anticipation of the famliar
preceding stare fromthe veteran, sonewhat notorious judge.



JUDGE PATTERSON
M. Justice.

SOLOVON
Thank you, Your Honor.

Sol onon stands and wal ks over to the Jury and takes a
nmonment ary pause about six feet fromthe railing and scans
the twel ve jurors.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Ladi es and gentlenen, first of all,
thank you for the integrity of serving
our justice systemin such an
honor abl e manner .

Tal king al ong the way, he wal ks to the nearest wall and pulls
a small table out in front of the jury.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
|'' mabout to take a vacation in a

few weeks. 1'mgoing to our nation's
Capitol to visit the Vietnam Veteran's
Menori al . ..

Wi le getting his briefcase and setting it on top of the
table facing the jury, he looks into the eyes of an el der
mal e juror, a war veteran, sitting in the front row

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
A nmenorial that could have had ny
name on it. And, in conjunction
with this trip I've had endl ess
menories visiting ne in the past few
mont hs. You could say, |'ve
reeval uated who I am and what | do.

Sol onon raises the top of the briefcase while continuing.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
| want to close ny case to you today
by sharing with you a very unique
pt ece of artwork.

Wth the briefcase sitting open atop the table Sol onon paces
back and forth very deliberately in front of the jury.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
This naster piece was a long tinme in
t he maki ng. Picasso would blush at
behol ding this artistic wonder.

Sol onon smiles proudly, excited about the subject matter.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
M chel angel 0's entire lifetine never
created a work of art this
extraordinary. You're going to be
amazed, | assure you
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Sol onmon notions for Franklin to cone over to his position as
he reaches into the briefcase and pulls out an American fl ag.
Cautious to see that it doesn't touch the floor he unfolds

it and extends the top stripped corner to his partner.

Franklin takes the corner of the flag and stretches it.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Pull it tight Franklin.
(pause)
| want this entire naster piece fully
di spl ayed.

Several mld favorable undertones echo fromthe gallery of
people. Solonon's tone is saturated with anticipation as
his words etch into the mnds of the jury.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Isn't this sonething! Didn't I tell
you! A master piece nore val uable
than all the gold in Fort Knox.

Terrence Cark, the D.A, is squeam sh and renews an old
habit of tapping the table with his ball point pen.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
It took longer to create this
mast er pi ece than any ot her piece of
art in the entire history of the

world... Don't forget |adies and
gentlenmen... this is ny closing
ar gunent .

Even Judge Patterson | ooks somewhat bew | dered, being famliar
with Solonon's courtroom antics from past experiences.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Did you know that, since our own
Cvil War, roughly one mllion, three
hundred thousand |ives were given to
create this piece of art?

He surveys the jury with a winkled brow, a fragnent of
enotion starts to surface. Franklin stands at the opposite
end of the flag alnost rigid, frozen to Sol onon's every word.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
More than one mllion, four hundred
t housand sol di ers wounded i n conbat,
provi ded the red which graces this
mast er pi ece. The bl ood of al nost
three mllion Anericans took part in
creating this work of art.

Sol onon takes the index finger on his free hand and strokes
it down the two inch scar on his right |ower cheek.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
That is a nunber | am personally
honored to be anong.



SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
|"mproud I was able to serve ny
country on a battlefield, even though
it was a historical nightmare for
Anerica, on both fronts.

Like a teacher in a classroom he points to a particul ar
star and calls out the nane of one of the states.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
There's Fl ori da,

He points to another at random then another.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
There's Texas... There's the great
state of California,

He brins as he points to a star representing his hone state.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
And there's nmy hone state, Tennessee,
t he vol unteer state.

The Judge, the entire gallery, even Terrence Cark, seem
caught up in Solonmon's nosaic of Anerican history.

Sol onon' s voi ce perks briskly.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Fifty kingdonms governed by fifty
ki ngs, all supervised and represented
by one virtually sovereign king, as
controversial as that proves to be
at tines.

Sol onon grasp the flag in the center and dism sses his partner
and takes the huge flag and drapes it across his shoul ders

i ke a nodern day super hero, and begi ns paci ng back and
forth in front of the jury.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Al this being said, |I've never yet
menti oned the vol ume of evi dence, or
the |l ack thereof, connected with ny
client and this trial.

The jury | ooks enraptured, electrified in expectation of
what Sol omon may do next.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
My reasoning for that is this -
What do all fifty of these smaller
ki ngdons have in comobn? Wat
connects themas a nation, as a
culture... the thread that so cleverly
runs throughout our great country?
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Judge Patterson clears his throat rather gruffly, not wanting
to interrupt Sol onon, yet feeling conpelled to.

JUDGE PATTERSON

M. Justice... take that masterpiece
of f your shoulders. | defended it
t 00.

SCLOVON

Yes Your Honor. Sorry!

Sol onon renoves the flag fromhis shoul ders very carefully,
?IPDst in a caressing manner, and neatly folds 1t over his
eft arm

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
We are all bound by a single judicial
prem se; our nation's |egacy,
genui nely denocratic and just.

Sl apping the front jury box railing once with every word, he
forcefully bell ows.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)

| nnocent until proven guilty.
(pause)

| nnocent until proven guilty.

He swirls around and points toward his client and for the
first tinme nentions his nane.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
M. Frank Randall has not been proven
guilty beyond a reasonabl e doubt.

He leans in toward the jury with his right hand up about
chin high with his fingers held out as if he's neasuring.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
| f you have so nuch as a renote,
reasonabl e doubt that M. Randal
did not commt this crine, three
mllion Anerican casualties from
battlefields all over this gl obe,
justly declare himinnocent.

In his final appeal before the jury, with the flag draped
across his arns like a loving child, just above his wal st.
He visually connects with the eyes of each juror and

del i berately pauses before making his final statenent.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Today, you are this flag. M client
is innocent, and as representatives
of nore than two centuries of American
hi story, you must allow himto wal k
away fromthese proceedings a free
man. .. thank you.
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A hushed awe quells the huge courtroom as Sol onon stands
quietly before the entire assenbly.

CUT TGO
I NT. THE JUSTI CE' S HOUSE - BEDROOM - THE FOLLOW NG MORNI NG

As the daylight begins creeping through the sheer covering

t he bay w ndow near Sol onon's desk, Sol onon lies on his bed

wi de eyed. He stares at the ceiling fan, as it slowy rotates
with a hypnotic rhythm

Rebecca rolls over toward her husband; her eyes flicker open.
She realizes Solonon's glare has a sense of deadness and
di stance all-to-famliar fromtheir past.

Sol onon has battled post traumatic stress since his tour of
duty in Vietnam especially during their early nmarried years,
the eighties. Mstly tranquil since the turn of the
mllennium this turf is well chartered to Rebecca.

REBECCA
Were are you honey?

There's no i mredi ate response.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Sol onon.

Rebecca gently |l ays her arm across her husband's | ower chest.

| REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Sol !

Her touch seens to awaken Sol onon fromhis trance-li ke state.

SCLOVON
Yeah, baby, |1'mright here.

REBECCA
So, what's goin on honey?

SOLOVON
" mjust thinkin about stuff.

Rebecca begins to caress his chest, realizing Sol onon's depth
is likely connected with sonething fromthe past.

REBECCA
Yeah. What stuff?

She snuggl es cl oser and Sol onon waps her up with his left
armand pulls her in tightly.

SCLOVON
Mom the upcoming trip, Vietnam
that damm trial... the whol e package.
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REBECCA
VWhat brought that on so early in the
nor ni ng?

SOLOVON

"' m not sure honey. Across country
on notorcycles, revisiting the Wll
again, | don't know. Every tine
go, this happens... there's just
sonmething different this trip.

Rebecca tries to take a tranquil approach.

REBECCA

VWhat's different? Reko and that
Juicer guy are going with you. You
need this honey, a two week | ove
affair wwth your notorcycle, wow

(pause)
You' ve been | ooking forward to this
for nonths. Unwi nd, be a kid again.
Go for it baby... You'll blow em
away in D. C

SCLOVON
Reb,
(pronounced with a
long "e")
| had a crazy dream |l ast night. |
never dream Do dreans have any
meani ng, ya think?

REBECCA
Sonme people think so. | guess it
depends on how nmuch pizza you' ve

had.

Rebecca's attenpt at hunor falls short. Solonon forces a
grin in order to patronize his beautiful wfe.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
kay, let's hear it Counsel or.

Sol onmon shifts slightly, adjusting his snuggle into nore of
an intimte enbrace.

SCLOVON
There was this huge cargo ship out
in the Gulf of Mexico, and an enornous
Anerican flag just floated down out
of the sky and draped itself over

the entire ship. | heard a voice
speak out. It said, "Unfinished
busi ness”. That was it!

REBECCA
Hurm  Well. ..

SOLOVON

It was so clear.



SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
It Iike, |eapt out at ne.

Rebecca sni ckers.
REBECCA
Leapt! It |eapt out at you.
(pause) _
How does sonet hing "l eapt out ?"

Sol onon sl aps Rebecca briskly on the butt.

SOLOVON
Hey, quit trying to nmess with ny
dream .. it was really vivid... you

know, | eapt.

The coupl e share a unifying chuckle; Rebecca probes into
Sol onon' s early norning disposition.

REBECCA
You m ss your nother don't you honey?

SOLOVON
Yeah... | do... | really do.

REBECCA
| know baby. | mss her too.

SCLOVON
|'d never have nmade it w thout her.
Al'l those drunken step-fathers. She
got nme through the war. Everybody
el se junped ship; not her.

REBECCA
She went through a lot for one | ady.
You were her favorite, ya know.

SCLOVON
| was just in trouble nore than the
other two. M crimnal record al nost
kept nme out of the Arny. Isn't it
strange; the only father figure |
ever had was the Chief-of-Police.

REBECCA
You were a wld child, that's for
sure... and now you're this big shot

attorney. They want you to run for
District Attorney next term ya know

SCLOVON
What do they know? They just want
to kiss ny ass because |' m successful.
But, oddly enough, |I'm considering
It.
(pause)
The only down side is that | wouldn't
make as nuch noney.
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Their early norning conversation is interrupted by the
tel ephone. RING RING Rebecca catches it prior to the
third ring.

REBECCA
Hel | o.

It's REKO, Sol onon's best friend and owner of the Kicker's
Klub, a very popul ar karate fitness center in L. A . Reko, an
African/ American, is a veteran of the Persian Gulf War. A
native of New York, he noved to L.A after his mlitary
servi ce.

REKO (V. Q)

Hey Rebecca, is Sol up yet?
REBECCA

Unhhh... Yeah he is. Just a nonent.

Rebecca extends the phone receiver to Sol onon.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)

lt's Reko.
Sol onbn takes the receiver, still stretched out in bed.
SOLOVON
Hey man. It's alittle early for

chit-chat, don't you think? Wat's
with the wake up call?

Reko is excited, somewhat giddy.

REKO (V. Q)
CGet the paper nman, get the paper!
They' re maki ng you out to be sone
ki nda super hero dude.

Reko, realizing the nedia' s relationship with Sol onon from
t he past, has purchased an early rel ease of the norning
newspaper. He cites Solonon the headlines fromthe front
page regarding his recent victory in the Randall case.

REKO (V. Q) (CONT' D)
CAPTAIN AMERICA DOES I T AGAIN A
New Ki nd of Anmerican Justice. Hey
brot her, you' ve set a new record for
an acquittal on a nurder trial.

Solonon's relationship with the Iocal nedia has been nostly
positive, especially In the past few years.

SCLOVON
What ? What have they done now?
What do you nean, Captain Anmerica?

REKO (V. Q)
Just get your paper. 1'Il see you
around twel ve.
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CLI CK. Sol onon | ooks bew | dered. He hands the receiver
back to his wife. While hanging up the tel ephone Rebecca
qui zzes her husband.

REBECCA
VWhat was that all about at six o'clock
in the norning?

SCLOVON
|"'m not sure. Sonething about Captain
Anerica, a record... a Reko alert.
You know t he nedi a.
(pause)
When does our paper run?

REBECCA
CGenerally before eight... 1'Il go
make coffee. Cone on down in a few
mnutes. Aren't you guys going to
start preparing for your trip today?

SCLOVON
Yeah, baby. [1'Il be right down.

I NT. KITCHEN -- M NUTES LATER

As Sol onon enters the kitchen Rebecca is nonitoring televised
news coverage of her husband's victory the day prior. The
| ocal news Is running the story.

NEW S ANCHOR (O. S.)
The jury, yesterday, in the Frank
Randal | trial, couldn't have been
out for nore than thirty m nutes
when. . .

Sol onon wal ks over to turn the TV off. As he reaches for
the renote a enmergency bulletin breaks in; the new s anchor
i s handed the information.

NEW S ANCHOR ( CONT' D)
Ladi es and gentl enen, the Pentagon,
in conjunction wwth the CIA and the
Federal Bureau of Investigation have
just issued the foll ow ng;

Suddenl y, Sol onbn and Rebecca are all ears.

NEW S ANCHOR ( CONT' D)
A terrorist group calling thensel ves
The Regi ne, according to a governnent
nol e, has entered our country with
plans to inplenment a chem cal or
bi ol ogi cal assault agai nst our nation.
They are asking all Anericans to be
very observant and cautious in the
days and weeks ahead. The authorities
bel i eve a sl eeper nmay be working for
The Regi ne here in southern
Cal i forni a.
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SOLOVON
Damm! It just never ends does it?
REBECCA (enphati cal ly)
A sleeper... right here in our area.

What do you think honey? Have you
heard anyt hing about this at the
of fice?

Sol onon wal ks over to the bar and sits, taking a sip of java.

SCLOVON
Just sone grapevine stuff, but nothing
in particular... nothing solid.

Parental enotions surface immediately. Sol onon and Rebecca
have a daughter, RAVEN, doi ng post graduate work on her
Masters in Crimnology at Menphis State University, in
Tennessee.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Honey, when's the last tinme we've
heard from Raven?

Rebecca scurries about the kitchen fixing toast and pouring
two gl asses full of orange juice but the new s report realigns
her focus; she's distant.

REBECCA
Friday. But, |'ve received e-nui
si nce then.

SCLOVON

She'll be flying out for the holidays
t hough, right?

REBECCA
Right. Be sure and call her before
you | eave on your trip.

CUT TGO
EXT. MEMPH S STATE UNI VERSI TY CAMPUS - DAY

A beautiful young wonman is wal king away fromthe canpus
library as she is approached fromthe rear by DANE BENJAM N,
a handsone European gentl eman.

DANE
Mss... oh, Mss.

RAVEN | ooks back over her right shoulder to see a man cl osing
on her rather quickly. She stops and turns toward the
st ranger.

RAVEN
Are you talking to nme?
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DANE
Yes, yes | am Forgive ne for
intruding, but I couldn't help but
hear your conversation with the | ady

inthe library. | was distracted
for a nonent and suddenly you were
| eavi ng.

RAVEN
And.

DANE
It seens we're studying the sane
thing. | didn't think anyone el se

was i nterested in the psyche of the
crimnal mnd, especially in regard
to different cultures.

RAVEN
And what is it you' re researching?
DANE
Oh, I"'ma witer working on a novel
on international crine.
RAVEN

That sounds interesting. And what
is it you want from ne?

DANE
Well, nothing really. | was just
surprised to find someone working on
the sane thing |"'mwiting about.

Raven, because of her upbringing, has been in anal ytical
node since the first words were spoken. She | ooks Dane over
t hor oughl y.

RAVEN
It is an unusual field of study. M
not her is in crimnol ogy.

DANE (sm | i ng)
So it's hereditary.

Raven returns the sml e.

RAVEN

| guess. It's certainly intriguing.
DANE

That's putting it mldly.

(pause)
Wuld it be possible to share a snack
or coffee and chat about it? You
could really be valuable to ny
proj ect .
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RAVEN
|"mreally busy for the next few
days. 1'Il be back in the library

Thur sday, though. W could chat
t hen maybe.

CUT TO
I NT. LI'VING ROOM - AFTER BREAKFAST

Rebecca is standing in the living roomwth the norning
newspaper in her hands. Solonon is in his favorite chair
reviewmng a map in preparation for his trip to the nation's
Capi tol .

Rebecca rel eases a nuffl ed chuckl e.

REBECCA

Honey, you gotta hear this. They've
made you out to be an artist, not a
defense attorney. Listen!

(pause)
Sol onon Justice masterfully crafted
American history with a brush of
jurisprudence as he cleverly...

Sol onmon interrupts in a raised tone.

SOLOVON
Reb, Reb... Not now honey, we just
had breakfast. [I'll read it |ater,

okay?

Rebecca, know ng her husband woul d never permt her to finish
the article, fires back.

REBECCA
You're a prude, dude; a handsone,
rugged, intelligent prude. Maybe
you didn't hang the noon after all.

Sol onon sends her a kiss via air mail and w nks.

SCLOVON
Reko and Juicer are com ng over |ater
W' re gonna cl ean up our bikes and
make sone final preparation, okay?

REBECCA
Sure, there's plenty of cold beer.
"1l fix sonme snacks.

| NT. GARACE -- NOON

Solonmon is sitting atop his rolling garage seat, polishing
hi s custom chopper. The notorcycle is a flawl ess mechani cal
marvel, crafted in mnute detail. Soft rock nmusic is playing
at three quarter's volune, erupting fromthe speakers built
into the wall beside the work station. As Solonmon drifts
deep into thought a thunderous sound overwhel ns the nusic.
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It's Reko and JU CER.  Sol onon stands up and heads out si de.
EXT. THE JUSTI CE' S DRI VEWAY -- CONTI NUQUS

Reko, astraddle his own personal custom Harley chopper, pulls
into the Justice's driveway, Juicer followng in his custom
PT Cruiser. Solonon jokingly guides theminto the |engthy
drive as though they are airplanes taxiing into a term nal.

Reko, grinning fromear to ear, guns the throttle to a
deafening level, then permits the engine to idle.

REKO
It's that sound... that beautifu
sound. You know,
(pause)
Li ke napal min the norning.

SOLOVON
Okay, M. Apocal ypse, silence that
thing before | have to shoot it.

Sol onon greets Reko as JU CER gets out of his Cruiser and
wal ks over to the two nmen standi ng besi de Reko's bike.

Juicer is fromGermany and tal ks in abstracts regarding his
past, always redirecting conversation away from hi nsel f.
He's highly educated with a warm personality and has been a
menber of The Kicker's Klub for the past two years.

JU CER (arns outstretched)
Watch out Anerica, here we cone.

As al ways, Rebecca's timng is perfect. She struts fromthe
garage with refreshnents. As she nears the trio,

REBECCA
VWhat' Il it be guys? The bar is open.

Reko and Jui cer greet Rebecca and each man takes a beer.
Rebecca, not knowi ng Juicer very well, jokes about his nane.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
M. Juicer, Reko says you li1ke to
hit the bottle. |Is that right?

Juicer lightly punches Reko on the shoul der.

JUI CER
By-t he-way Reko, why did you m ss
| ast week's Al coholic's Anonynobus
meeting? The guys ask about you.

Juicer turns toward Rebecca with a warm sm | e.

JUl CER ( CONT' D)
| love to drink juices Ms. Justice..
Thus, Juicer. But | will also drink
a cold beer.
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JUI CER ( CONT' D)
And, thank you very nuch for this
one.

REBECCA
Sure guys. I'll leave you all to
your ot her | oves.

Wth a rai sed brow Rebecca scans the vehicles as she turns
back toward the house.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
There's nore inside if needed.

| NT. GARAGE -- CONTI NUOUS

Wth the two notorcycles and the PT Cruiser inside the huge
custom built garage the evening is spent polishing, cleaning,
and preparing. The trio nake notes and | ook over their route
to the Wall. For Solonon, this trip is a long awaited

pil grimage; |ike destiny beckoning.

Reko infornms Juicer of his early days with Sol onon

REKO
Juicer, let me tell you about ny
friend, King Sol onon. Wen |I noved
out here after the service | didn't
have anything but a dream

JUl CER
Dreans are what it's all about Reko.

REKO
| needed an attorney to advise ne.
| wanted to start nmy own pl ace, ya
know. The mlitary trained ne well

and that's about all | had... some
cash, but | needed hel p.
SOLOVON

VWhat is this Reko, true confessions?
Shut up, Reko, I'magetting msty.

REKO
Wth Sol's counsel, | now own one of
the nost popular training centers in
the city. You got this celebrity
dropping in, that big shot. Living
the dream man, living the dream

Sol onon fires back.

SCLOVON
Yeah, and all | get out of it is
free menbership for life. Sone
friend, huh Juicer?

JUl CER
You crazy Anericans.
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JUI CER ( CONT' D)
Your whole country is a dream \Way
to go Reko.

Sol onon wal ks over to the tool chest for a wench; Reko
follows. Reko throws his arm over Sol onon's shoul der.

REKO
King Sol, | owe you big tinme! You're
like a brother to nme... we're gonna

roll into D.C. like Captain Anerica
and Billy did in New Ol eans.

SOLOVON
Yeah, but no distractions this time.

CUT TGO

INT. BIKER' S NI GHT CLUB - N GHT

A haze of snoke hovers within the atnosphere as bikers and
their old ladies stir about. The juke box, blaring rock

musi c,

is al nost overcone by the chatter of conversation and

| aughter; a beer bottle crashes into a wall.

Hawk is sitting at his personal table at the rear of the
club with several other Blind Angels seated around him

CRATER

chai r,

the club's sergeant-at-arns, |eaning back on his
slurs out;

CRATER
So you're going to The Wall wth
sonme hot shot attorney fromthe city
huh? Some run that's gonna be.

HAVWK
Li sten | ane brain, Solonon Justice
did good by ne. | was |ooking prison

in the face; he cane through and I'm
a free man.

REDLI NE, a nedic during the Vietnam War, can't hold back.

REDLI NE
Butt out freak show, what's it to
you if we de-de across country with
sone attorney? He's paid up so piss
ants |ike you can drink til you
sl obber all over yourself.

Crater begins to stand, taking offense at Redline's remark
but Hawk grabs his arm Using his Presidential power as the
club's | eader Hawk orders Crater down.

HAVWK
Set down Crater. Redline's right.
Justice bled for our country; He's
planned this trip for years and ask
Lf |"d like to nake the trip with
i m
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HAVWK ( CONT' D)
Redl i ne heard about it and wants to
tag along. Nuff said!

Crater, shifting in his chair, blurts out.
CRATER
What's Hi s Honor gonna say about M.
Redl i ne' s drug probl enf

Redline slings a beer bottle across the table at Crater.
Crater quickly shifts and dodges the bottle.

REDLI NE
Don't make ne break your face, shit
head. .. agai n!

CUT TGO
| NT. BEDROOM -- NI GHT

gebecca is undressing as Sol onon wal ks t hrough the bedroom
oor .

SCLOVON
VWhat a day! [|'m proud of Reko.
He's really a good friend; he's made
a good life for hinself.

(pause)
Juicer... | don't know.
REBECCA
Honey.
SOLOVON
Yeah, baby. ..

She pauses and faces her husband.

REBECCA
Reko cane in today for a nonment; we
chatted briefly about the trip and

all. He said you guys were talking

about Vietnamearlier... did he ask

you sonet hi ng about the war?
SCLOVON

Oh,... No. Nothing specific. 1 was

tei Iing him about our mad minutes. .
they were good for releasing tension,
mlitary chit-chat, that's all.

(pause)
You know Vietnam .. the crazy war.
REBECCA
s this trip opening old wounds?
SOLOVON

VWhat ? No... no way
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Rebecca reclines on the bed as Sol onon gets undressed. She
needs to address his past bouts with post traumatic stress.

REBECCA
Sol, you know I don't want to bring
this up...

Sol onon knows his wife picked up on sonething from her _
conversation with Reko earlier; he attenpts to avoid hashi ng
it all out again.

SOLOVON
Come on Reb... please, not now.
REBECCA
Hey Mster. | can't let this go.
Talk to ne Sol... Sol onon.

Rebecca's need to hear himtell her everything is all right...
that his past isn't invading his i mediate plans for the
upconming trip. He tries to reassure her.

SCLOVON
Rebecca, how can | prepare for this
trip to visit the greatest and nost
sacred place in Anerica and not think
about what happened in Vietnanf?

He wal ks over to Rebecca's side of the bed, |ays across the
foot of the bed and props up on his el bow.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
That screwed up trial, preparing for
this trip, very little sleep al

week... 1t's a wonder |'mfreakin

sane at all. Stop worrying Reb, |I'm

fine; alittle tense nmaybe, but fine.
REBECCA

| know, | trust your judgnment. God
knows |1'd hate to see you freaking
out over the past. God | hate that

war... | hate it! It screwed up an
entire generation,
(pause)

Now t hat generation is running the
whol e program It's scary, ya know

Rebecca shifts in the bed jerking at the covers, agitated
about what Vi et nam put her husband through. She knows first
hand the shrewd ability of post traumatic stress disorder
fromnore than two decades of marriage to her soul nmate.

Real i zing she's getting overly caught up in the dark side of
t he past Rebecca throws the cover back and gives Sol onon a
consoling smle. She slides out of the bed and wal ks over
to the bedroom cl oset.
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REBECCA ( CONT' D)

Well, mster dreaner, your jacket
arrived this afternoon.
SCLOVON
What... when... where was |?
REBECCA
You were in the garage talking to
your notorcycle... Man, | think you

love that big chuck of steel nore
than you do ne, at tines.

Sol onon gets up fromthe bed and sits on its edge while
Rebecca steps out of the closet with a covered hanger.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)

They canme to the front door. | wasn't
gonna bot her you guys.

SCLOVON
Unveil that piece of cow hide | ady.
Let's see... come on, come on.

She slides the cover upward with the back of the jacket facing
Sol onon.

REBECCA
Here's | ooking at you ki d.

Sol onon sits notionl ess, beholding this unique nasterpiece
of | eather craftsmanship.

SOLOVON
Is that m ne?... wow, Reb

Rebecca continues to hold the jacket up. The leather is
beautifully crafted wwth the words, Harl ey Davidson, etched
across the bottom but it's the Arerican flag possessing the
entire back of the jacket... so centered, so vibrant, that
grabs his attention. It definitely nakes a statenent.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Easy freakin Rider, man. Ww.

Sol onon begins to sing a few words froman old favorite biker
t une.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)

Get your notor running... head out
on the highway... | ookin for
adventure... and whatever cones ny
way.

REBECCA

Ckay Captain Anerica, settle
down. ..get over here and try it on.

Sol onon briskly gets to his feet. He's excited.
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SOLOVON
Yes sir, drill sergeant. \Whatever
you say drill sergeant.

He puts the jacket on. |Its fit is like liquid |eather poured
gracefully over his upper body. It couldn't fit any better,
iIt's a special mantl e adapted specifically for Sol onon Justice
and his pilgrinmge to freedom

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Far freakin out Reb... It's awesone!
Is this cool or what?

Sol onmon reviews the front of the jacket in the full |ength
mrror on the closet door. The black ace of spades, their
death card, over the heart, a PONM A patch just bel ow the

ri ght shoul der, and a extraordi nary designed etching scrolled
across the left shoulder, partially seen fromthe front and
the rear, declaring, Qur Cause WAs Just.

Sol onon takes on a glare of distant reflection.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
What is it about Anmerica that pisses
the world off? Wiy do so many want
to destroy us and cripple what we
stand for? It just doesn't make
sense. W're good peopl e, Reb.

REBECCA
Who knows honey. It's a crazy world.

SCLOVON
Yeah! Everybody's on the rag! It's
i ke a gl obal period.

Sol onon renoves the jacket and lays it across the bedroom
sofa. He wal ks hungrily over to his wife, strolls his hand
down the neckline of her |loosely fitting transparent nighty,
andbcgresses her breast with his fingers while escorting her
to bed.

I NT. GARACE -- EARLY MORNI NG

Sol onon sits in the corner on the floor staring at his chopper
with that thousand yard stare known especially to conbat
veterans. Tear tracks are still noist on his cheeks as a

| one tear collects before dripping fromhis chin. Rebecca
enters fromthe side door still dressed in her nighty.

REBECCA
Honey... what are you doi ng out here?
It's 5:30 in the norning!

As Rebecca gets cl oser she sees pain and despair in her
bel oved husband's face; he's hurting deeply.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
No, honey... please God, no... Not
now, please not now. Dear God!
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Sol onon | ooks up at his wife through the dimy |it garage.
H s weeping revives. It's survivor's guilt. Again!

SOLOVON (al nost silently)
Reb, why did | make it back and so
many others died... Wiy? Wiy? [|'m
sorry Davi d.

The couple tightly enbrace on the garage floor as the norning
light begins to crest through the garage w ndow. Rebecca
rubs her husband as if he's a child; a soulful caress.

Rebecca pulls slightly away from Sol onon whil e peering deep
into his eyes; her hand gently stroking his hair.

REBECCA
Sol, you've done so much good, you're
such a good man. Pl ease baby...
pl ease don't go there. Fight it
dane it! Fight it!

In a nonment of silent enbrace Rebecca's eyes mst; she's
feeling her husband's pain from decades of struggling with
thg dark forces of his mnd and the tornment of past wounds
and scars.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Honey, maybe you shouldn't go to
D.C. What if you just waited?

Wth a slight quiver in his voice, Solonon feels fate is
demandi ng himto make this journey.

SOLOVON
Reb, | have to do this. [If | back
out now | actually fear for ny sanity.
|"mnore afraid of what coul d happen
if I don't go.

REBECCA
VWhat would | do if | ever lost ny
beautiful and gallant warrior? It
frightens ne when | see you like
this; | don't know what to do. |
couldn't make it w thout you Sol.

SOLOVON
Baby, don't talk like that. 1'Il be
fine.
(pause)
For some reason, | know, deep down,

that 1've gotta do this. Please,
trust ne and give nme your bl essing.

EXT. GARAGE -- (12:00 PM
The PT Cruiser is backed into the drive way at Sol onon's

home, both notorcycles are sitting side by side just outside
t he gar age.
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The PT Cruiser is being |oaded with all their necessities
and conveni ences: food, tools, beer, clothes, Sol's | aptop,
t he works.

Reko and Juicer are at the rear of the Cruiser review ng the
contents; stabilizing the gear for departure. Sol onon and
Rebecca stand together near the notorcycles.

REBECCA
You'd better call ne every day...you
got nme mster?

Rebecca delicately runs her left hand down the front of her
husbaﬂd's | eat her pants and gently, but firmy grasp his
crotch.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
You' d better make sure Private Justice
stays in the barracks... all the
t1 nme.

She pauses, while squeezing tightly, and gives Sol a death
stare known only to Rebecca Justice.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
| mean it Mster! Do you read ne?

Sol onon sl owly pushes Private Justice into Rebecca's md
section.

SCLOVON
That goes both ways little Ms. Hot
and Heavy. Private Justice bel ongs
to you exclusively... you know t hat.

Sol onon groans hungrily and places his arm around Rebecca
and presses her breast into his chest.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
" mgonna mss you lady... A lot!

REBECCA
Just how sexually explicit can one
be over the tel ephone?

Rebecca runs her hands down Sol onon's back side until she
feels sonething bulky in his belt.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Honey, do you have to take that thing

w th you?
Solonmon pulls the 9 mllineter, stainless steel Ruger, out
of his rear wai st band.

SOLOVON
Reb, you know I'm not goi ng anywhere,
especially across the freakin nation,
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SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
w t hout a weapon... you know that; |
have a permt.

Know ng how her husband feels about the right to bear arns,
she | ooks at Sol onmon with di sappoi ntnent, yet understandi ng.

REBECCA
You be careful Sol onon Justi ce..
very careful.

Sol onbn and Rebecca wal k armin-armover to the PT Cruiser
where Reko and Juicer are finalizing the packing.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
At | east keep the pistol in the
Crui ser, okay?

Sol onon hands the pistol to Reko, standing underneath the
open tail gate.

SOLOVON
Reko, put this in there with your
pi ece.

REBECCA
VWat... what... there's nore?

Reko lifts a folded towel in the corner just under the rear
seat revealing two nore hand guns and a coupl e of knives.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
Sol onon!  Oh, you guys. M/ god,
you'd think you' re going to neet the
eneny. The war is over, okay? Over!

Rebecca curiously and wi de eyed reviews the entire content
of the small cargo bay.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
VWhere's the freaki n bazooka? Damm!

She cones down to Earth and refocuses on her husband.

REBECCA ( CONT' D)
You just nmake sure you call ne at
| east once a day... okay Ceneral
Pat t on?

Maki ng sure he gives his wife a very intimate nonent, Sol onon
pulls her to hinself.

SOLOVON
| love you honey, God, how I |ove
you. Enjoy your break from ne, too.
REBECCA
Just be careful Sol... be extra

careful... | mss you already.
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Hugging his wife tightly, he whispers softly in her ear.

SCLOVON
You've got the route | laid out for
you. We're going down to San
Bernardino and hit H ghway 62, right
on up to 1-40. W' re gonna be fine
sweetie. Don't you worry.

Sol onon pushes back but maintains the enbrace, hesitant to
rel ease his genuine better-half.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
It's super slab all the way to D.C..
t he hi ghway to heaven

Rebecca kisses Solonmon with a very full noist tongue... stops
momentarily, then kisses himagain. She slowy surveys his
face before making eye contact.

REBECCA
Okay Captain Anerica... have fun
Get nme sonmething while you're there.

Sol onron and Reko wal k over to their notorcycles while Juicer
crawl s behind the wheel of the PT Cruiser. Solonon takes

his flashy new | eat her jacket off the sissy bar of his chopper
and throws it over his shoulders while putting both arns

into the sleeves; Rebecca stands smling near her husband.

REKO
If my old friends fromHell's Kitchen
could see nme now.

Sol onron waves to his nei ghbor and begins to reviewthe

i mredi at e surroundi ngs, realizing he'll be gone a while. He
rel eases a sigh, and looking directly into Rebecca's eyes,
he cries out his favorite phrase from Cool Hand Luke.

SOLOVON
Crankin em up here boss.

Both nmotorcycles jar to |life and both throttles thrust. The
t hunderous sound fills the nei ghborhood while Rebecca struts
over one final time for a kiss.

After a departing kiss she steps back as Sol onon reads her
lips. She utters silently;

REBECCA
| love you. Be careful Captain
Aneri ca.

The trio runble out the drive way and down the neatly refined
upper cl ass nei ghborhood. Sol onon takes the inside position,

Reko beside him In their mrrors they are shadowed by Juicer
in the "beer truck."
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CUT TO
EXT. LGOS ANGELES SUBURB -- DAY

Hawk and Redline are preparing for the trip, fastening packs
to their sissy bars and making a few final checks with their
machi nes before | eaving to rendezvous w th Sol onon and conpany
at a preset |location in San Bernardi no.

HAWK
| think it's awesone, slicing the
country in half on notorcycles to
pay tribute to Anerican's guardi ans.

REDLI NE
Hawk, we're guardians too... ain't
we? My nanme should be on that Wall

ya knowt
Redline is distant; sonething is bothering him

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
Hawk, is this it?

HAVK
s what it, Red Man?
REDL| NE
Li f el If thisis it man... is this

like basic training for some eterna
gig we don't know about? These drugs
are killin nme. 1 don't even know
who | amany nore. [|I'mjust tired

of the whol e program

Hawk wal ks over to Redline and places his armaround Redline's
neck and pulls himinto hinself in a brotherly fashion.

HAVWK
Where's this comng fromall-of-a-
sudden? The stuff you take is |egal.
You're disabled bro. Don't get on
that guilt trip again.

REDLI NE
Yeah, yeah... |I'mtired Hawk...just
plain tired. WMybe after we get
back fromD.C. 1'll pack it in.
Man, | feel |ike, ancient.

HAWK

We're gonna have fun Red Man. This
is the trip of alifetinme. Cruisin
with the upper crust. W' Il probably
snort caviar through a silk straw

Hawk realizes his attenpt to hunor Redline isn't working.
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REDLI NE
W're living in sonme bad tinmes man.
There's bad vi bes everywhere.
Sonething's just not right.

HAVWK
Li sten dude, lighten up. @ obal
fanati cs have the whole world on
edge, but we live in the Prom sed
Land, |I'mjust not sure what prom se.

Hawk yields to Redline's nystical nood, but declares an
ultimatum They prepare to hit the road.

HAWK ( CONT' D)
The whole world' s a freak show and |
don't give a shit. |If people hassle
us, we'll blow emaway. Nuff said.
Let's ride.

ACT TWD:
MONTAGE -- LATER -- EN ROUTE TO SAN BERNARDI NO

Sol onon | ead Reko and Juicer out of Los Angeles on Interstate
10. Sol onmon weaves his notorcycle playfully through the
center lines on the pavenent.

The beauty of California is portrayed, both man nade and
natural. The notorcycles are featured with varied road scenes
en route to neet Hawk and Redline; a manifest of freedom

Hawk and Redline are escorted by a conpany of Blind Angels
as they convoy to neet Sol onon, Reko, and Juicer, in San
Ber nar di no.

DI SSCLVE TQO
EXT. -- CONTI NUQUS -- SAN BERNARDI NO

Arriving in San Bernardi no, Solonon takes an exit ranp and
makes a right turn, pulling into a service station/truck
stop about a quarter mle fromthe Interstate.

Pani c strikes Juicer as he sees a half dozen Blind Angels
parked off to the side of the station in a paved | ot connected
to the food and beverage center. The bikers | ook

i ntimdating.

Sol onon |l eads the trio right up to the other notorcycles,
noddi ng to the other bikers already parked. Reko follows as
Juicer intentionally parks the PT Crui ser several yards from
the smal |l crowd.

Sol onron and Reko kill their engines and get off their
not orcycl es. Sol onon wal ks over to the | eader of the pack
and extends his hand.
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SOLOVON
Hawk... how s it going man?

Reko and Jui cer are shocked, yet somewhat relieved that
Sol onon seens to know this particul ar biker.

HAVK
M. Justice... you nade it... dad
to see you sir.

RekoI?nd Juicer are in awe, not really sure what to nmake of
it all.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
You weren't jiving ne about your
scooter man. Ww. .. what a | ooker.

They stroll over to Solonobn, realizing it's probably safe to
do so. Reko takes the initiative, overconme with curiosity,
yet conscious of his tone.

REKO

Hey Sol, you know these brothers?
SCLOVON

Yeah Reko. | neant to tell you

earlier but | got caught up In
preparing for the trip, that trial..
you know, sorry... Hawk and one of
his friends are going with us.

Sol onon excuses hinself and pulls his two conpani ons aside
for a brief explanation.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Just before this Frank Randall trial,
Hawk was up on an assault and battery

charge. H's club hired nme... I'm
sure | nentioned it to you.

REKO
I }hink |'d renmenber such a case
Sol .

The trio have the appearance of a football teamin a huddle.

JUl CER
Ww, nobody told ne about these
guys... what's the deal ?

Sol onon, realizing fromtheir tones and bew | dered | ooks,
t hey need i medi ate consol ati on.

SCLOVON
Hey guys, everything's cool. These
dudes are just two veterans wanting
totake a trip to visit D.C. and see
the nmenorials and stuff... nothing
el se... okay? Jeesh... lighten up
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REKO
Sure man, If you say so... |I'd already
gone into ny nental conmbat node for
crying-out-loud. | didn't clinb out

of Hell's Kitchen to be killed by
the Blind Angels.

JUl CER
Hey... | cane to have fun. |f Sol onon
t hi nks these guys are okay, then..
that's enough for ne.

They break the huddl e and wal k back over to the Blind Angels.

HAWK
| s everything okay M. Justice?

SCLOVON
You know it man. Everything's fine.

Sol onon i ntroduces his friends.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Hawk... this is Reko, and this guy,
driving our beer truck..

Sol onmon grins, not able to resist the beer truck pun from
the ol d days.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
This is Juicer.

Hawk, about six foot, two inches tall, blue eyes, with raven
bl ack hair just over shoul der |ength, extends his hand.
HAWK
Reko... glad to nmeet you brother..
Juicer... you too nan.

Hawk calls for Redline to cone over. The other Angels are a
few yards away, in a small group

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
This is Redline. He's the other guy
L was telling you about M. Justice..
eis...

Sol onon doesn't like the title Mster before his nane. His
southern nature sinply won't allow for such persona
formalities anmong friends.

SOLOVON
This M ster Justice crap has gotta
stop. |I'mjust an attorney; not

sone freakin potentate, okay?

HAVWK
You got it.
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HAVWK ( CONT' D)
Hey, man, you really got ne out of a
bi g one when you got ne off those
char ges.

Hawk sl aps Sol onon lightly on the back.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
If it wasn't for you |I'd probably be
doing tinme wth a bunch of outl aw
bi kers. You' ve gotta respect that.

Hawk introduces everyone to Redline and the small group begin
to communi cate, feeling nore at ease.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
These ot her dudes just escorted us
out. They'll be leaving shortly.

After some mngling and shop talk Solonmon finally w nds up
besi de Hawk as they begin to saddl e up.

SCLOVON
Hawk. .. why Redline? Were' d he get
t hat handl e?

HAWK
He was a nedic in Nam |[If ya got
hit, he was the dude you needed first
and he got there in a hurry.

SCLOVON
" minpressed.

HAVWK
Yeah...well, he's had his share of
hard knocks. Hs wife left himwhile
he was over there, then his second
wife left. He had a son that died
froman overdose a couple of years

ago... He still has night mares about
the war... a few problens, but he's
good peopl e.

Hawk | ooks over at Redline. Redline and Hawk's eyes neet.

HAWK ( CONT' D)
Alot of soldiers died in his arns.
Survivor's guilt... ya know?

SOLOVON
Yeah... been there, done that. W
just got no respect when we returned.

HAVWK
You guys were dunped on big tine.
For what it's worth Sol... |I'msorry.

(pause)
You get national rejection and they
freakin kill us with parades and
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HAWK ( CONT' D)

cerenoni es... sonebody's got their
head screwed on backwar ds.
SOLOVON

Hey brother, you did a great service
in the Mddle East. You deserved
what you got. Thank God for it. Be
proud Hawk.

The four bikers and Juicer, each to their perspective

machi nes, prepare for the next |leg of the journey. Hawk and
Redline, reallzing the nature of the trip, renove their colors
and put themin the Cruiser. Solonpbn nods at Hawk in an
affirmative manner... it's the smart nove.

Hawk realizes Solonon is placing a ot of trust in him by
asking himto tag along across the breadth of the entire
nation. Hi s desire is to be Joe Ctizen, not an outlaw biker.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Ckay guys... we'll push on up to
Bar st ow and spend the night there.

Let's do it.
REKO
Ya- hoooo!
DI SSOLVE TGO
EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT -- BARSTOWN CA. -- MORN NG

The five man teamis gearing up in the notel parking lot for
t he upcoming trip, giving their machines the once over before
departure. Sol onon wal ks over to Hawk.

SOLOVON
Hey bro. |'m sure you guys are
packing. It'd be better if Juicer
kept your weapons in the Cruiser...
they' Il be close enough if needed.

HAVK
Yeah, good idea; the heat may pul
us over just for the hell of it.

SCLOVON
Ri ght... gangsters on notorcycles;
just like the old days. Can ya
believe it... now I'mthe | aw

Sol onon nekes a special effort to rub shoulders with Redline
bef ore departure and pays a conplinent to himabout his
not or cycl e.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Ni ce | ookin ride, Redline.
(pause)
Hey brother, thanks... and wel cone
hone.



Redl i ne | ooks nmonentarily shocked.

REDLI NE
Thanks... what do you nean... thanks
for what?

SOLOVON

In Nam brother. W were never

wel comed hone. When | meet a fell ow
Vietnamveteran | always tell him
thanks... even if it is alittle
late... just something | do.

Redline fights the enotional onslaught of years of
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rejection,

hurt, and loneliness, all of which imediately erupts with a
sole word froma fell ow soldier of his own nightmarish war

REDLI NE
You're right Sol... no one's even
said that to me. Thanks brother;
t hat means nore than you know. ..
thanks for letting us tag al ong..
mean it.

The bi kers depart, followed by Juicer. They convoy through
Arizona, New Mexico, and into Texas. The beauty of the
American west i s paramount, bearing credentials of providence
and majesty. The free spirit of the journey is dom nant as

the American | andscape speaks with a silent visual
fingerprint; the precision DNA of independence.

FADE | N:
EXT. ROADSI DE REST AREA -- AFTERNCON

of nature's

As the nomadic bikers pull into a rest stop just inside the
Texas border Sol onobn spots a worman tal king on a pay phone

near the parking area. As the bikers park and kil

their

engines it's obvious the lady is frantic and enotional.

Sol onbn stands in ear shot of her conversation while the
other four nmen wal k toward the rest roons inside the

i nformati on center.

BRI DCET
No, no... |I'mnot com ng back. |
can't take it any nore Scott, | just
can't... | won't! | want out.

She grasp her forehead with her free hand as she | owers her

head, sighing deeply.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
| don't care what you do.... you'l
just have to find ne then..

BRI DGET MONTANA hangs up the receiver and hurriedly wal ks
toward her vehicle with her twelve year old son, Mark.

Sol onon heads toward the woman to see if she's al
to of fer any assi stance possible.

right and
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As Bridget sees Sol onon getting closer, because of his
appear ance, she becones def ensive.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
Ckay m ster, that's far enough.

don't know what you want... whatever
it is 1 don't have it. Please just
| eave nme alone... it's been, like, a

real ly bad day.

Bridget reaches into her purse for a small can of mace.
Sol onon proceeds with caution, aware that his attorney persona
i s hidden beneath | eather, bugs, and hours of road grine.

SCLOVON
Ma'am | don't want anything. Honest.
|"man attorney and | couldn't help
but overhear you.
(pause)
Are you in sone kinda trouble?

BRI DGET
An attorney... bullshit. You' re not
no freakin attorney. Get outa here
right now. .. idiot!

Bridget makes a get away notion with her hand.

SOLOVON
Yes ma'am.. | aman attorney. |
realize | don't |look |like one at the
moment, but... do you need any hel p?

Sol onon steps closer cautiously, not sure what she's reaching
for inside her purse.

Bridget pulls a small can of mace from her purse and raises
it slowmy, but hesitates.

BRI DGET
What daya wanna help ne for?

She keeps the nace extended toward Sol onon.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
| don't need a | awyer...on top of
that I'mflat broke... so just get
outta here... please.

She begins to weep. Fromcatching the latter part of her
side of the conversation, Solonon assunes there is nore to
this than a nere donestic squabbl e.

SOLOVON
Are you running fromsonething... or
soneone? Are you in any danger?

Bridget, hoping Solonon is genuine, opens up slightly.
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BRI DCET
If you're a | awer, then what are
you doing in a freakin notorcycle
gang, or whatever?

Grasping his jacket collar he senses an open door

SOLOMON
Ch this... I"'mon vacation with sone
friends. |1'mjust a notorcycle freak,

that's all.

He points to the other notorcycles and grins. The other nen
are headed back toward Sol onon

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
These guys are friends of m ne.
We're just traveling across country

together... headed to Washi ngton.
BRI DGET
An attorney huh? Ww, | guess you're

incognito then. Do you mnd if |
see sone identification?

He reaches for his wallet, knowing this total stranger has
cause to be suspicious, even frightened.

SCLOVON
O course not. | guess you could
say we're undercover. Yeah.

He extends his driver's license to Bridget in an effort to
set her mnd at ease. She exam nes his license, verifying
the truth of his identity.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
VWhat's the matter? Your little chat

didn't sound very pleasant... what's
the deal? Are you in a jan?

BRI DGET
Yeah, you could say that... | split
frommnmy old man last night. | can't
take his crap anynore... 1've had

it.

Bridget returns his |license and puts the mace back into her
purse. Her shoul ders drop as she rel axes sonewhat.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)

He was passed out when | left... or
overdosed. | just got in the car
and drove.

Sol onon | ooks at Mark, Bridget's son, grins and gives hima
friendly wnk. Mark snuggles closer to his nother, however,
a half smle creeps out one side of his nouth.
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SCLOVON
Is he an alcoholic? Drugs... what?
BRI DGET
That's an understatenent... he's a
freakin idiot... and that's puttin

it mldly. He's into all kinds of
crazy stuff.

SCLOVON
We're just passing through and thought
we'd take a break. |Is there anything

we can do for you before we nove on?

Bridget waves her hand toward the blue Monte Carl o parked
across the parking lot; one tire is flat.

BRI DCET
Well... you could start by fixin ny
flat tire... that woul d hel p.

Now, only yards away, the others notice Sol onbn chatting
with a very attractive femal e stranger. Reko hunorously
chi des;

REKO
Hey brother, your wife's gonna Kkick
your butt. You' d better be cool.

Sol onon calls the nmen over to where he and Bridget are.

SOLOVON
Hey guys, | want you to neet soneone.

Sol onmon turns toward Bridget.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Your nane is...

BRI DCET
Bridget... Bridget Montana.

They assenbl e around Sol onon and Bridget at a picnic table
near the phone booth. Solonon directs his hand toward each
of the other nmen as he introduces themto Bridget.

SCLOVON
Bridget, this is Reko, Hawk, Redline,
and Jui cer.

Bridget, fiddling in her purse for a cigarette, nuffles her
remarKk;

BRI DGET (al nost silently)
A bird, a drunk, and his friends.
Man, am | ever |ucky at neeting nen.

Each man greets the beautiful, well devel oped blonde with a
smle and a nod.
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BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
d ad to neet you guys. You woul dn't
happen to have an extra beer would
you? | sure could use a cold one
J ust about now.

Jui cer goes to the Cruiser as the others gather around the
picnic table for a break before fixing Bridget's flat tire.
Juicer returns with a cold beer

JUl CER
Here ma' am Take a | oad off.

Bridget is |less defensive, feeling a bit safer. Al though
her new acquai ntances | ook rough she senses the nen are
sincere about their desire to help.

BRI DGET
Thank you very much

She bottoms-up the beer can, drinking half of it.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
| wish I'd had this an hour ago..
Pardon ne for saying so, but you
guys look like a circus act on your
way to a carnival.

HAVK
Yes ma' am  Appear ances can be
m sl eadi ng.

Sol onon, curious, but wanting to help, continues to pry.

SOLOVON
So, Ms. Bridget Mntana, before we
fix your flat tire, tell us... what's

your story? W can't just |eave you
and M. Handsone there, stranded.

Bridget, desperate for any sense of direction, reaches out
to this rugged, grine covered band of strangers.

BRI DGET
|"ve been married to Scott for the
| ast fourteen years.

She nods toward the pay phone.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
He's really a good guy, but in the
past few years he's started acting
ki nda weird and suspicious... out at
all hours. He's becone a nystery
man that | don't know anynore.

HAVWK
What do you nean, suspicious?
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BRI DGET
|"'mnot sure really. He's always
sneaki ng around... odd phone calls

in the mddle of the night. He has
a separate phone line in the basenent

and keeps the door |ocked; |I'm not
even permtted down there.
SOLOVON

Do you have any idea what, or who,
he could be involved wth?

BRI DCET

No, but it's driving nme crazy...
he's always edgy and yelling at ne
for no apparent reason. Screw him
| can't take it anynore. | know
he's hiding sonething, that's for
sure. He's probably screw ng around.

(pause)
And these weird guys com ng around..
| never know when they're com ng.
They' re from Europe or sonewhere
i ke that.

SOLOVON
Where do you live?

BRI DGET
I n Al buguer que, New Mexi co.

HAVWK
We cane through there. You' re not
very far from home then

BRI DGET
Not far enough. He kept ranting on
and on about the car, "I need that
car, | need that car. You' re gonna
get nme in a lot of trouble."”
(pause)
What am | supposed to do... wal k?

She takes the final swig of her beer and sits the enpty can
on the table and flicks her cigarette toward the pay phone.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
| never drive the dammed thing anyway.
He's always gone in it, or has it
| ocked up... and he hides the stupid
keys so | can't go anywhere?

Jui cer volunteers to change the flat tire on Bridget's car.
He wal ks around the table to Bridget.

JUl CER
If you'll give ne the keys I'Ill get
started changi ng your tire.

Redl i ne offers his assi stance.
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REDLI NE
"1l give you a hand, Juicenan.

The two nen wal k about fifteen yards to the Monte Carlo and
Juicer sticks the key into the trunk lid; it pops open.

Redl i ne scranbl es around inside the trunk |ooking for the
jack. Upon lifting the spare tire cover he notices a folder
neatly taped to the underside of the tire cover.

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
VWhat's this?

Jui cer reaches for the thick fol der

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
Hey, me first dude... what's your
hang up with juices anyway?

JUl CER
So |'ma health nut. Let me see
t hat .

Jui cer reaches for the sealed folder but Redline, curious of
its content, pulls it away and opens it; the paperwork appears
to be sone sort of official docunents.

Redline turns toward Sol onon and Hawk while review ng the
docunents inside the fol der.

REDLI NE
Hey guys, you'd better get over here
and check this out.

HAVWK
VWhat is it Redline? How many nen do
you need to change a freakin flat?

REDLI NE
It's not that. W' ve found sonet hing.
You' d better have a | ook.

Sol onon, Hawk, Reko, and Bridget, wal k over to the rear of
the car. Mark, Bridget's son, stays at the picnic table.

By now Redline has | ooked through the first few pages, Juicer
st andi ng besi de him

As the others reach the car trunk Redline hands the paperwork
to Sol onon.

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
You're the legal mnd here, | ook
this stuff over.

SOLOVON
lt's some kind of dossier.

| medi ately Sol onon is suspicious, recalling the things
Bridget just shared. He flips through the pages slowy.
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Part of it |looks Iike a blueprint or
a layout of sone sort... the docunents
probably explain it.

The content | ooks famliar to Sol onpn.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Look at this. Sone of this refers
to engineering; |I've seen stuff |ike
this before.

Sol onon points to sone witing at the bottom of one of the
pages as the others huddl e around him

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
The Bl ack Eagle - renodel. That's

gotta be encoded. It's a diagram of
sone sort... sonme kinda bird or
sonmet hing. Mt hol ogy maybe.

JUI CER

It's probably just sone project her
husband i s worki ng on.

Sol onon reviews the eyes of the others as they're al
transfi xed on the paperwork; Juicer is fidgety.

SCLOVON
s there such a thing as a bl ack
eagl e? Sounds |i ke mythol ogy.

REKO
Everyt hi ng was encoded during Desert
Storm especially special ops. Could
be a code nane.

SCLOVON
Yeah... possibly. | get bad vibes.

Sol onon turns to Bridget.
SCLOVON ( CONT' D)

Do you care if we | ook through the
trunk to see if we can find anything

el se?
BRI DGET
Hey guys, it's not my car. | just
left init. | don't care if you
shred the damm thing... go for it.
SCLOVON
What does your husband do Bridget?
BRI DGET
He's an el ectrical engineer... works
odd hours too... he does a |lot of

work with computers.
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SOLOVON
That explains sonme of this stuff.
But what does it nean?

Sol onon taps Hawk on the shoul der and they both head back
toward the picnic table to further exam ne the paperwork.
Reko fol |l ows.

HAVK
Redline, see if you can find anything
el se in there.

REDLI NE
You got it man. Juicer, let's have
a | ook-see.

Wth the papers spread out across the table's surface the
three men, with Bridget sitting close by, attenpt to piece
together a cryptic puzzle.

REKO
Well, it's obviously a diagram or
| ayout of sone kind... we just gotta

figure it out.

HAVK
| agree Reko. W need to connect
the dots. Hubby has sone bad
connections, | can feel it.

SCLOVON
Bridget, he may be involved with
sonet hi ng heavy... possibly dangerous.

A few mnutes into the search of the trunk, Redline nakes
anot her di scovery.

REDL| NE
Quys, | think we've found the nother
| ode. Get over here, check this

out .

They rendezvous at the trunk of the Monte Carlo for the second
tine.

Redline points to a small black button shaped object stuck
in an out-of-the way place on the inner walls of the trunk,
just behind one of the netal struts. They also find an

al um num box, tightly sealed and wel |l hidden.

Redl i ne points to the device wi thout naking contact with it,
and then to the al um num box.

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
What do you make of this?

SOLOVON
Looks i ke sone kind of sensor or
tracki ng devi ce.
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Sol onon reaches into the trunk and picks up the box. Pulling
it out cautiously.

Bot h Vi et nam vet erans have etched within their mnds the
booby-trap syndrone.

REDLI NE
Careful King Sol... careful.
HAVWK
VWhat is all this? | think I'm
rushi ng.
JUl CER

This guy probably works for the Feds,
M crosoft, or sonething hush-hush.

HAVWK
Maybe, but hubby wants to keep track
of the car.

REKO
O sonebody wants to keep track of
hubby!

Sol onon opens the box and spies an el ectronic device,
rem ni scent of a detonator; possibly an advanced gui dance
system

SOLOVON
Look at this! This is one wild | ookin
gadget... right outa the future.

The others crowd around to see the newy discovered trinket.

HAVWK
|'ve seen stuff like this in the
mlitary. Sol, that's a guidance
mechani sn1 advanced t oo.

Bridget, recalling her last tel ephone conversation with her
husband, Scott;

BRI DGET
He was furious when he realized I'd
left in his car. He even threatened
to kill me if I didn't bring it
back... inmediately!

Sol onon reviews his road warriors like a swat team comander
| ooki ng over his teamprior to any upcom ng action; a rush
of adrenaline generates throughout his body.

Real i zing they've stunmbl ed upon nore than the typical dansel
in distress scenario, Solonon expounds.

SOLOVON
Let's exanm ne what we do know a
|ady on the run, a vehicle that is



SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
i kely being tracked, | oaded with
secretive papers and a supposed
gui dance device. W can't be sure
how much tinme we've got, or just how
many players may be on hubby's end.

Reko interjects.

Real i zi ng

Somet hi ng
rel evance.

REKO

We've gotta help Bridget, Sol
HAVWK

Reko's right Sol. W can't |eave

her to deal with sone psycho hubby
al one.

45.

tine to be a factor, Sol onon nakes a suggesti on.

SOLOVON
If I didn't learn anything else in
the war | definitely | earned one
t hi ng.

| earned over thirty years ago suddenly has

The others listen attentively.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Ambush!

REKO
What ? Anmbush... | don't get it.

Hawk | eans in closer, eager for details.

Redl i ne pi

HAWK
Spit it out Counsel or.

SCLOVON
kay, sonebody's gonna cone for this
vehicle... right?

cks up on the war vibes;

REDLI NE
Right... and we'll be waiting.

Hawk, i mredi ately becones enli ght ened.

HAWK
They' || never know what hit em

Sol onmon turns to Bridget and reaches for her hand; with a

consol i ng

grip he unveils their strategy.

SCLOVON
Can you call Scott again Bridget and
feel himout... give us an idea of

what he may be up to... probe for
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
any information regarding his
i mredi at e agenda?

Bridget, although bewildered with all that's happeni ng, feels
she has no other choice. Feeling caught in the mddle, yet
wanting to hel p, she conplies.

BRI DGET
Sure Solonon, |'I1I...
SCLAOVON
Call ne Sol sweetheart.
BRI DGET
Sure Sol. Just tell nme what you

want me to do.

They gather around the picnic table. The scene takes on the
appearance of a high |level briefing.

SCLOVON
Here's what | suggest. Hubby doesn't
know you' ve net us, right?

Bridget nods in the affirmative.

BRI DGET
Ri ght .

SOLOVON
This gives us the edge. Call and
tell himyou'll leave his car in
Amarillo at a notel... you'll take a
bus to...

He doesn't know where Bridget is going; Solonon | ooks across
the table at the beautiful blonde for her destination.

BRI DGET
l"mgoing to ny nother's... in
Houst on.

SOLOVON

You' re gonna take a bus to Houston,
to your nom s house. Convince him
that you' re sorry. No hard
feelings...all that crap... and you'l
call himin the norning and tell him
exactly where you' ve left the car..

okay?
BRI DGET

Right. Do you want ne to call now?
SCLOVON

Yeah, nmake the call. |If anyone el se

is involved the less tinme we give
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
themto get their act together, the
better.

An air of excitenent invades the veterans in anticipation of
any upcom ng encounter. Their warrior spirit is revived.
The unexpected detour fromtheir vacation plans give birth
to a bond of brotherhood; they're a team

Bridget heads for the phone booth a few yards fromthe picnic
table. Inserting the necessary coins she picks up the
receiver and dials ... RING RING RING

SCOTT MONTANA, knowi ng the trunk's content, realizes the
consequences of his m ssing vehicle could prove deadly.

SCOTT (V.0)
Yeah, hell o.

BRI DGET
Scott... it's ne..

Scott is in panic node;

SCOIT (V.Q)
Bridget, where are you woman? You'd
better get back here, you hear ne?
|"mgonna be in a lot of trouble if
you don't get that vehicle back..
now | need it a.s.a.p.

Bridget attenpts to get a word in, however, Scott is frantic
about the vehicle.

SCOIT (V.Q) (CONT' D)
There's nore to all this than you
know. Just do what | say, dammt.
BRI DGET
Ckay, okay, Scott. Settle down.
Don't freak out. | don't want your
precious car, | just want out.
SCOTT (V.Q)

You don't understand Bridget. That
car is inportant to some very nasty
people. If | don't get it back here,
they'Il hurt me big tinme... and you

t 00.

BRI DCET
Li sten Scott! Right now | don't
care about you or the car, or for

that matter, anything else... just
| eave nme al one and let ne go!
SCOTT (V.Q)

Were are you anyway?
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BRI DGET
That doesn't matter. 1'Ill |eave the
car at a notel in Amarillo. [|'lI
call you in the norning and tell you
which one, all right? 1'Il take a

bus to nonis.

SCOTT (V.Q)
Bridget, you'd better not be jerking
my chain. You re gonna get all of
us hurt playing your silly little
ganes. What'd you | eave for anyway?

The nother in Bridget flares up.

BRI DCET
You haven't even ask about MarKk.
Al'l you care about is your shit-head
friends. Damm you!

(pause)
You're a sorry father Scott. | know
you're in sonme kinda trouble; screw
you. I'Il be in touch.

Bri dget places the receiver back on the tel ephone, CLICK
and turns back toward Sol onon and Hawk, standi ng near by.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
| didit. [|'msure he was al one; he
woul dn't have tal ked that way if
anyone el se was around. Did | do
okay?

SCLOVON
You did great Bridget... just great.

Hawk throws his armacross Bridget's neck in a conforting
manner as they wal k back to the others.

HAVWK
Things are good Bridget, we're here
to help. |It's gonna be okay.

The anbush is set.
CUT TO
EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT -- AMARILLO, TX -- EVEN NG

The five nmen, Bridget and her son Mark, are at a notel just
off Interstate 40 east of Amarillo.

SCLOVON
Hawk, we've made sonme good tine since
we |left L.A  Find a bar near by and
"1l get us all a room and nmake sure
Bridget and Mark are bed down for
t he ni ght.
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HAWK
Good i dea. | could use a little
down ti ne.

Sol onmon pulls a business card fromthe inside jacket pocket
of his new |leather attire and hands it to Hawk.

SCLOVON
Here's ny cell nunber, buzz me when
you' ve found a place. 1'll take

care of business on this end.
Sol onon rallies the nen near the rear of the PT Crui ser.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)

Li sten guys, | don't figure Scott to
wait for any phone call; he's tracking
the car now, or whoever he's connected
wit h.

REKO

That dude's gonna nmake hi s nove
a.s.a.p.; he's probably already on

t he road.
HAWK

And he's not |likely to conme al one.
SCLOVON

That's the way | see it. W've gotta
be at | east three or four hours ahead
of hi mthough.

HAVWK
Sol, get our roons on the opposite
side fromBridget and the kid.

SCLOVON
Good call Hawk. I'Il work it out...
you guys get to a bar and buzz ne.

Hawk, Reko, Redline, and Juicer in his Cruiser, pull out
fromthe parking lot in search of a nearby bar. Sol onon
wal ks over to Bridget, still sitting in the Monte Carlo
awai ting sonme instructions as to what to do.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Hang tight here Bridget and I'Il get
you and Mark a room W'Ill help you
get things worked out for your trip
tonorrow. Don't worry.

Sol onon reaches in and ruffles Mark's hair softly.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Hey trooper... you okay?

MARK
Yes sir, |'m okay.
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MARK ( CONT' D)
|"mreally tired though

SOLOVON
We're gonna take care of that son
G ve ne about fifteen m nutes and
"1l have you both in a room and
ready for a little shut-eye.

Mark grins at Solonon thankfully. Bridget grabs Sol onon's
armas he pulls it fromthe vehicle; she needs any consol ati on
she can get.

BRI DCET
You sure have been nice to us Mster
Attorney. Are you ny knight in
shi ni ng ar nor?

SOLOMON (sm | i ng)
Hey | ady, what kind of counsel or
would | be if | didn't try to help
soneone in need... especially a
beautiful lady with her son... [1'1lI
be right back

CUT TO
I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Bridget and Mark have brought in what few things they have
with them and Bridget is noving about in her notherly fashion
preparing Mark for bed. Solonon sits in a chair awalting
Hawk' s cal | .

BRI DGET
Well, mster knight, so you're
married?
SOLOVON
Yes ma'am for nearly thirty years.
BRI DCET
Ww, |I'minpressed. Sone peopl e get

all the good fortune and | get a
damm sandwi ch with stale mayo

SOLOVON
Bridget, your husband is crazy to
| ouse this up. He's blowin it!
Somet hing's got into his head.

Bri dget shadows her son as Mark crawls into bed.
BRI DGET

It was good once, but for the past
few years he's been involved wth
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BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
sone weird people and our marriage
has fallen apart.

As Bridget wal ks between Sol onon and the bed she intentionally
brushes against his leg with her thigh. Mrk is falling

asl eep and Bridget sits on the edge of the bed near the chair
Sol onon i s occupyi ng.

BRI DGET ( CONT' D)
How can | ever thank you for hel ping
me? | don't know what | woul d have
done if | hadn't run into you guys.

Bri dget reaches over and places her hand on Sol onon's | eg.

SOLOVON
Bridget, I'mjust glad we...

Sol onon's cell phone rings, RING the conversation is
interrupted. Solonon is expecting a call from Hawk.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
| need to get this Bridget.

The caller IDtells Solonon the call is from hone.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Rebeccal!

REBECCA (V. Q)
Sol, it's ne baby. Sorry for the
intrusion, but | can't reach Raven.

Sol onon detects sonmething awy in her voice, but plays it
dowmn with a soothing tone.

SCLOVON
What daya nean Reb? | talked with
her before we left. She was excited
about her research... She's okay...
probably out... you know... coll ege.

REBECCA (V. Q.)
No honey, |'ve been trying every
since you guys left. Her apartnent,
her cell, her friend Rachel doesn't
know anyt hing. Sonething' s not right,
| just knowit. |I'mworried.

Sol onon stands and begins to pace slowy. As he sees Mark
asl eep his fatherhood surfaces.

SCLOVON
Keep trying Reb. ['ll touch base
with youinthe AM It's okay honey,
don't worry, she's fine.
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REBECCA (V. Q)
Okay Sol. Are things okay with you

guys?
SCLOVON
Things are great Reb. W're in Texas
and nmaki ng some good tine... tired
as crap. W'Ill do details later

okay? Everything' s good baby. Love.

REBECCA (V. Q)
Ckay. Bye Sol. Love.

Bridget detects sonething foreboding from Sol onon's end of
the conversation with his wfe.

BRI DCET
Are things okay M ster Counsel or?

The call catches Sol onon of f guard and arouses suspi ci on
regardi ng the whereabouts of his daughter, Raven.

SOLOVON
Huh? ... OCh yeah, things are fine.
My wife hasn't been able to contact
our daughter in the past few days; a
l[ittle unusual. She's at coll ege.

CUT TGO
EXT. MEMPH S STATE UNI VERSI TY - HI GHLAND AVENUE - NI GHT

Raven Justice and Dane Benjam n exit an apartnment conpl ex
near the Menphis State University canpus. A black shiny
vehicle pulls up to the curb and Dane opens the door. Raven
gets abruptly rushed into the autonobile.

Dane surveys the area |i ke a |lighthouse beacon before getting
i nside the vehicle behind Raven. He shuts the door and the
car drives off into the night.

CUT TO
| NT. MOTEL ROOM -- NI GHT
Sol onmon's cell phone rings again. RING RING It's Hawk.

SOLOVON
Yeah! Just a m nute.

Sol omon nmuffl es the phone and turns to the seductive bl ond.
SCLOVON ( CONT' D)

It's Hawk, Bridget. 1've gotta go
for now. I'll check back in |ater.
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Bridget smles with thoughtful enticenent and wal ks Sol onon

to the door. In her best seductive, soft soundi ng voi ce;
BRI DCET
Pl ease do... that is, check in later

Sol onon exits the roomas Hawk gives directions to the bar,;
about three quarters of a mle up the sane street the notel
is on.

CUT TO
| NT. LOCAL BAR -- LATER

As Sol onmon wal ks t hrough the door he is invaded by a heavy
nmetal tune reverberating fromwall to wall. True to form
Hawk has found what appears to be a typical biker's bar.
Most of the patrons | ook rough, even nean.

Sol onon enters as his friends wave to get his attention.
Hawk, figuring the need for a strategy neeting, has found a
table dimMy lit toward the back of the room The veteran in
Hawk picks a corner table, protecting their rear.

As Sol omon anbl es through the snoke filled atnosphere toward
the rest of his team a couple of wonen at the bar cast
flirtatious glances his way, one strokes his armgently. He
replies only with his half cocked smle as he wal ks by.

He seats hinself, careful to nmake sure his back isn't openly
exposed to the door, his phobia fromthe war.

Redl i ne scans the room cautiously.

REDLI NE
| " ve got your back brother.

Sol onon thanks Redline with eye contact and a nod.

SCLOVON
Okay guys, let's talk strategy.

Qs the nmen get settled, the waitress brings a fresh round of
rew.

Reko speaks up first. Having clinbed out of poverty in New
York, serving six year in mlitary intelligence, his mnd is
conputerized wth tactics and ranpaging with ideas.

REKO
Sonebody has got to watch that Monte
Carl o every mnute of the night.
Jui cer, can we use the Cruiser for a
st ake out?

JUl CER
Sure, whatever you think guys.
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REDLI NE
Good i dea.

Jui cer gets up, surveying the snoke filled room

JUl CER
Yeah...uh, Ww, | forgot to call a
busi ness partner about a real estate
deal ; sone unfini shed business..
"Il be back in a few

Jui cer | eaves the table and heads toward the front door of
t he bar.

Sol onon glares at a filthy ashtray at the center of the table
moment arily; unfinished business rings a nental bell, however,
no i medi ate connection is nade regardi ng his dream

From anot her table a biker eyes Hawk with a furrowed brow.
After a nmoment of analysis he stands up and wal ks toward
Hawk' s t abl e.

Wal ki ng up between Redline and Hawk the stranger pulls a
Bowi e knife frombeneath his jacket and slanms it 1nto the
center of the table; the ashtray is shattered and gl ass
scatters in all directions.

Bl KER (hostile)
You're the | eader of those punks in
L.A ain't ya? Yeah, you're the
shithead that beat the crap outa ny
brother at Sturgis |last year.
(pause)
kay Hawk... It's pay back tinmne.

The bi ker lunges at Hawk and three of his friends junp in
fromthe rear. Everything erupts.

Instinctively, Reko works his karate magic with one of the
bi kers, taking himdown with a |ightning fast nove just as
the outlaw pulls a pistol from his hidden shoul der hol ster
and fires. BANG The shot hits a | anp above their table;
the biker hits the floor unconsci ous.

Hawk turns and hits his accuser in the groin with an uppercut;
he doubl es over in pain and falls to the floor. Redline
grabs one bi ker just as Reko pulls away from his downed
opponent .

Reko notices Redline's struggle as they stunble across the
tabl e debris, he swrls and kicks the bi ker across the face
with the heel of his boot; the biker drops instantly.

Having pulled the Bowie knife fromthe center of the table
Sol onon throws the fourth biker to the floor and presses the
knife firmy across his throat. Sol onon's violent past has
resurfaced; his old Solonon is resurrecting.

SOLOVON
Hawk, who are these bastards?
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
VWhat's the deal, brother? Shit.

Hawk st oops beside his accuser with a broken beer bottle
agai nst his tenple.

HAVWK
Long story King Sol .

Hawk | ooks deep into the eyes of his accuser with an
ul timatum

HAWK ( CONT' D)
Leave now and it's over.

He drags the broken bottle's edge down the biker's cheek.
Bl ood runs.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
O herw se. ..

Redl i ne | ooks at the bartender demandi ngly.

REDLI NE
No law... got it?

The bartender nods in the affirmative.
Jui cer appears, as if out of no where.

JUl CER
God! | leave you guys for a mnute
and things fall apart. Wat happened?

Sol onbn | ooks at Hawk, then at Redline and Reko.

SCLOVON
kay guys, let's not forget what's
up the road.

Redline holds the rival's pistol on the bikers as Sol onon
and conpany collect for departure. Solonon |ays two one
hundred dollar bills on the counter as they |eave, for
damages.

Hawk is di sgusted.
HAWK
Sorry Sol... that's the last tine
go into a bar unarned.
CUT TO
EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT-- N GHT -- LATER
The adrenaline is punping as the team gathers near the Cruiser

in a dark corner of the parking lot. The stake out is
under way.
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SCLOVON
| got two roons on the opposite side
of the notel from Bridget and the
kid; the bikes are out of sight.

REKO
Just two?
SOLOVON
Yeah... sonebody's gotta stay in the

Cruiser. W'Ill need to double up
too, just in case.

HAVK
['Il take first shift then... Redline?

REDL| NE
You' re on, Hawk.

Sol onon clears the air about their detour and wants it
understood that no one need participate if they feel
unconfortabl e about deviating fromthe initial vacation plans.

SCLOVON
Quys... | didn't expect this.
don't see how we can refuse to help

Bri dget.

In the same manner Sol onon has connected with jurors in the
past he feels the need to nmake eye contact with each nan.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Things coul d get out-of-hand. There's
no guarantees. W have no idea what
}hia is all about, or where it could
ead.

REKO
Let's make sure Bridget and the kid
are clear and see how things go. W
can't bail and just |eave them here.

Redl i ne | ooks at Hawk. Hawk nods in the affirmati ve.

REDLI NE
Let's play it out.
HAVWK
|"mvery curious. | wanna see this
through. |'m pissed off anyway. |
need to break sonething, or sonebody.
JUl CER

It's possible all of this adds up to
not hi ng; just a crazy husband. W
can't know anyt hing for sure.

Hawk | ooks sternly into Sol onon's face.
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HAVWK
The mlitary in me says that dossier
spells trouble; | can feel it.
SCLOVON

Al right, let's do it. Hawk, Juicer
has a phone in the Cruiser. Call ne

in a couple of hours and I'Il cone
down and relieve you.

REKO
Make sure I"'mup. |'ll double with
you, Sol.

Sol onon, uncertain about Juicer, keeps himat arnms |ength.

SCLOVON
Let's get it done. Juicer, rest up;
we'll see how things play out.

Wth anticipation, the nmen disperse to their perspective
assi gnnents.

CUT TO
I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- LATER

Wearily, Solonon and Reko shuffle about the room preparing
to get as nuch rest as possible.

SOLOVON
Reko, did you notice a man in the
bar seated at a table near the
j ukebox?

REKO
Those bi kers?

Sol onon, preparing to brush his teeth, |eans over the sink.

SOLOVON
No, this dude was al one. He | ooked
outa place. His clothes were
different... you didn't see hin®P

REKO
No. How was his clothes different?

SCLOVON
| don't know. They just were. He
kept |ooking at ne. He rem nds ne
of a guy |I've seen at a couple of ny
trials... It was just odd.

Reko is stretched out on one of the beds.

REKO
Good odd, or bad odd?
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Sol onon | ooks at hinself in the mirror with a toothbrush
full of paste. He notices the stressful lines in his face,
the scar fromthe war. He exanmines his eyes, as if to find
revel ati on about sonet hi ng beyond hinsel f.

REKO ( CONT' D)
Sol ...good odd or bad odd?

SCLOVON
Just odd.
(pause)
Reko, do you believe in dreans?

REKO
Hey, | survived poverty; yeah,
believe in dreans. That's what life's
all about. You hel ped ne get started

in L. A

SOLOVON
Not that kind of dream uh, never
m nd.

REKO

What's going on inside that naze you
call a mnd? You okay?

CUT TO
EXT. MOTEL PARKI NG LOT -- EARLY MORNI NG

The PT Cruiser is parked strategically at the rear section
of the notel parking lot with a clear view of the Monte Carl o.

Hawk is outside the Cruiser relieving hinself while Redline
keeps an eye on the car frominside. A black pickup pulls

up and kills its lights and sits silently for the next several
m nut es.

Redl i ne covers the interior light with a towel while Hawk
carefully gets back inside the Cruiser.

REDL| NE
W' ve got conpany.

HAVK
Yeah, | noticed. This could be it
Redman... |'d better call Sol.

Hawk di als Sol onon's cell nunber and with a brief statenment
he hangs up.

HAVK ( CONT' D)
Sol... they're here.

Sol onron and Reko | eave the roomw th their weapons and head
for the back side of the notel down the dark side of the
parking |lot, near the Cruiser.
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The four nmen assenble. They crouch behind the Cruiser,
everyone checks his weapon.

SCLOVON
Let's not forget where we are.
What ever you do don't fire your piece.
We need to get the drop on these
dudes and find out what they're up
to.

Suddenly, the truck door opens on the passenger's side. A
tall, slimman, gets out slowy. The driver remains
stationary, visually scanning the i medi ate area.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Hawk, take Redline and get behind
the truck and cover the driver.

HAVK
Done.
SOLOVON
Reko, let's get M. Linky.
HAVK
Come on Redline... let's do it.

Hawk and Redline nmake their way to the rear of the pickup
whi | e Sol onon and Reko follow the |Iine of parked cars as far
as possible, using themfor cover.

The exited passenger slithers over to the Monte Carlo and
begins to stick a key into the driver's side door |ock.

Just as the stranger begins to unlock the Monte Carl o,
Sol onbn, from out of the darkness, cones across the hood of
the car with his 9mm Ruger

SOLOVON (with authority)
Hold it m ster.

The driver of the truck gets out to assist his partner.
Hawk throws down on himjust as he steps clear of the truck;
grabbing himfromthe rear by the collar.

HAVWK
Don't even flinch, or I'lIl drop you.

The man attenpting to unlock the car is SCOIT MONTANA
Bri dget's husband.

SCOrT
Hey m ster, don't shoot. |'mjust
getting ny car... honest!

Sol onon steps closer, getting in Scott's face.

SCLOVON
Shut up di ck- head.



60.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
You're in deep shit, pal.

Scott attenpts to further explain,

SCOTIT
["m..

Sol onon hits himacross the nmouth with an open hand.

SOLOVON
|"mnot in the nood, got it? You' ve
screwed up nmy week and I'ma little
pi ssed-of f. Just shut up!

Scott, totally caught off guard, rubs his hand across his
lip and reviews it for blood.

Hawk and Redline wal k the other man across the dimy lit
parking lot to where Sol onon and Reko have Scott.

HAVK
It's your nove Sol

SCLOVON
Let's take emup to the roomand pry
their m nds open. They will talk.

CUT TO
I NT. MOTEL ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

The two nmen are seated in chairs placed at the rear of the
room Sol onon visually anal yzes the man with Scott.

SCLOVON
You gotta nanme dude?

GHETTO | ooks at Sol onon, reviewi ng his jacket fromtop to
bottom he speaks with an English accent.

GHETTO
You may call ne Sir.

Hawk wal ks a few paces over to Ghetto and punches himin the
mout h forcefully.

HAWK
Do you have a nane yet, sir?

Ghetto slunps to one side, nearly falling over. Spitting
bl ood, he replies;

GHETTO
Ghet to.

Hawk hits him again.
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SOLOVON _
VWhat we got heeer, is a failure to
conmuni cat e.

SCOTT (enphatically)
That's his nane, that's his nane..

honest .
REKO

That's not a nane... it's a pl ace.
GHETTO

| was born in the ghettos in New

York City. | couldn't control what

| was called; it's a nicknane.
SOLOVON

Are you from New York then?
GHETTO

Hell no. | wsh they'd blown the

whole city up on 9/11.

The first revelation of any anti Anmerican sentinment surfaces.
Sol onon grabs himby his shirt collar and pulls himto his
feet and slaps himtw ce.

SCLOVON
You piece of shit. [I'll gouge your
freakin eyes out; you sack-a-shit!

Sol onmon throws himto the floor and turns around where Ghetto
can see the flag on the back of his jacket.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Does the art work piss you off?

He reaches for Ghetto again. Reko grabs Sol onon by the arm

_ REKO
Sol, wait! WAit! Let's get sone
informati on outa these sl eaze balls
first.

Sol onon pauses nonentarily.

SCLOVON
kay, M. Scott Mntana, |'Il ask
you. Wiere's this piece of shit
fron? | want the truth

Scott | ooks surprised by the fact that Sol onon knows his
full name.

SCOTT
He's from Europe.

REDLI NE
That explains a |ot; Euro-trash.



62.

HAVWK
Yeah, don't it though. Maybe he's a
French fry or sone shit |ike that.

SCLOVON
We need to think, guys. Let's secure
t hese dudes for now.

Reko and Redline tape the two captives' arms to their chairs
securely and stretch a piece of tape across their nouths.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Ckay guys, let's talk.

The tension of a hundred trials, restless nights, and bouts
Wi th post traumatic stress disorder glare from Sol onon's
eyes. He's unaware that he's crossing a dangerous |ine.

Redline is wound tight. He pulls a silencer out of his inside

j acket pocket and fastens it to his pistol. Reko observes a
dar ker atnosphere closing in; he's alarned.
REDLI NE
Proceed with caution, yet in silence.
SCLOVON

We need a secure place to take these
bastards. They're gonna tell ne
what this is all about or sonebody's
gonna bleed... a lot.

HAWK
| can fix that.

Sol onon | ooks at Hawk regarding his conment.

SCLOVON
What ? Do you have an angl e?

The Blind Angels have a chapter in Texas.

HAVWK
Do | have an angle? Counselor, we
have a chapter here. Let nme nake a
fewcalls and 1'Il see what | can
arrange.

SOLOVON
Do it man, do it. The fewer that
know anyt hing, the better.

HAWK
kay, me and the Redman will go next
door and meke the call fromthere.
This shoul dn't take | ong.

Hawk and Redline | eave for the room next door while the two
captives remain with Sol onon and Reko.
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REKO
Sol, wait up man. W can't just run
of f somewhere with these guys. This
coul d be sone dangerous stuff here.

SOLOVON
You wanted to get sone info, Reko.
Let's get infornmed before we nmake
any drastic deci sions.

REKO
It | ooks |like you' ve already nade
one. W don't need to get all up in
sonebody' s busi ness w t hout know ng
what we're involved with. Don't get
all cross-exam nation on ne, Sol.

Sol onon grasp Reko's shoul der attenpting to confort him

SOLOVON
Chill brother, just chill. W're
just taking care of business. Right?
REKO

Unfi ni shed business is trouble dude.
CUT TGO

| NT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- N GHT
The five nmen, with their two prisoners, set up a tenpora
outpost in a run down party house just outside of Amaril

r
I

used by a Texas chapter of the Blind Angels; the house is

avai l able as long as they need it, no questions ask.

y
0

The bi kers and Jui cer are seated, sipping suds and snacki ng
in the shanbled remains of a used-to-be living room Bull et
hol es are everywhere. Scott Mntana and CGhetto are tied up
in an adjacent roomwth their nouths taped shut.

REKO
Hey Sol, Bridget had a thing for you
didn't she?

SOLOVON

No way Reko. She was just |onely.
She was a | ooker though. Wow

REKO
You got that right.

REDL| NE
Amen to that!

Hawk | ooks at Redline, then glancing toward Reko.

HAWK
Did you guys doubl e check that truck
for any hi dden bugs or evidence?
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REDLI NE
Thorough. It was spotl ess.

JUl CER
|"msure Bridget is glad to finally
get that car cleaned out and on the
nmove agai n.

SCLOVON
It's wonen |ike her that deserve a
break... She's way overdue too..

Sol onon hol ds up a beer as a toast to Bridget; all the others
conpl y.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Saf e passage | ady, safe passage.

Eager for information fromtheir captives, Sol onon stands
and begins to pace back and forth | ooking at the filthy,
tattered floor, speaking softly but to no one in particular.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Unfi ni shed busi ness... unfini shed
busi ness. ..

His eyes drift toward Juicer unconsciously only to realize
Juicer is staring back.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)

Okay guys. I'mintending to find
out what these creeps are up to. |If
anybody wants out feel free to split.

Thi ngs nmay get nasty.

A nmonment for contenplating creates conplete silence. The
hush is broken by Redline opening another beer can, POCP.

HAVWK
This is our gig. Let's finish what
we started. Maybe our vacation has
anot her fl avor.

The others stand. Everyone drifts into the next room where
the two prisoners are awaiting. As they enter the room
Redl i ne bell ows out. ..

REDLI NE
Is this the informati on boot h?

Wthout realizing it the veterans' hunger for action is
beginning to cone alive. They're opening a door to madness.

Sol onmon i s savoring being unplugged fromthe halls of justice,
the court roomdrama, the suit and tie world of plastic
formality. He is nestling into an outlaw culture that was

hi story, now beckoning for revival.
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Sol onron wal ks over to where CGhetto is seated and | ays the
paperwork found in the trunk of Scott's car on a table and
di splays the tracking device and the third item believed to
be a gui dance nmechanism The two captives are surprised at
t he discovery of the dossier and the gui dance device. They
gl ance at each other fearfully.

SOLOVON
Take that tape off their nouths.
We'll deal wwth the Euro first.

Reko renoves the tape fromboth nmen briskly. Each man rolls
his head to one side fromthe pain.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
kay M. CGhetto... Explain this!

Chetto attenpts to rub his nmouth on his shoul der

GHETTO
|'ve never seen this stuff.

Hawk, eager to inflict pain, takes a couple of steps, then
WHAM he knocks CGhetto to the floor.

HAVWK
Maybe that'll help clear your head.

CGhetto, blood dripping fromhis |lip, nods negatively.

Hawk picks himup and hits himagai n knocki ng hi mback to
the floor. As he pulls Ghetto up again, Reko interrupts.

REKO
Sol, this is no way to get these
guys to talk. W can't beat on them

SOLOVON
VWat if |ives are at stake here,
Reko? They may be connected to
sonet hing big? Renenber the new s
flash before we left L.A?

Sol onon nods for Hawk to continue. He sets Ghetto up for
the third time. WHAM Again, Chetto hits the floor

Redl i ne, watching the action with an approving smrk on his
face, pulls his five inch blade, and interjects;

REDLI NE
Okay, slumlord, let's hear it.
VWhat's this crap all about?

CGhetto utters through the bl ood and pai n;
GHETTO

| don't know anything. | can't tel
you what | don't know.
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Redl i ne steps forward with his knife.

REDLI NE
Hol d hi m Hawk. ['ll make himtalk.

Scott Montana has never seen this side of the real world.
Hs facial expressions reveal Gietto's pain, etched within
his own personal fears.

SCOrT
Tell them Ghetto, tell em They're
gonna kill you

Jui cer speaks up for the first tine.

JUI CER
W can't do this. This is wong!

Reko, trying to find a degree of sanity within the rage,
grabs Sol onon by the arm

REKO
Sol, this isn't our job. Let's |et
the authorities handle this. Cal
sonebody. Just give em up man.

Sol onon, is agitated.

SCLOVON
Definitely not. This could be urgent.
It'Il take those jerk offs weeks...
believe nme, | know the system.. no

way!

As Hawk gets a good grip on Ghetto, Redline waves the knife
in Ghetto's face. He proceeds toward his chest.

Reko lifts his armto stop Redline. Scott caves.

SCOrT
No, no. [I'Il tell you... I'Il tell
you all 1 know. Just don't cut him

Sol onon | ooks over at Reko and grins.

SOLOVON
See Reko. It pays to work these
t hi ngs t hrough.
The situation is exceeding rational. Reko feels conpelled
to have a private nonent with his best friend.
REKO

Could | speak with you privately for
a nonent M. Hot Shot?

Sol onon conpl i es,
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Hey guys, give us a mnute.

The two nen step into the next room Reko | ooks at
friend, perplexed and agitated.

REKO
Have you flipped man? 1|s Sol onon
Justice inside that body or has sone
alien invaded your little tent there?

SOLOVON
Reko, if these asshol es are planning
sonet hi ng agai nst America, | wanna
know about it... that's all. You're

mlitary. That's a guidance device..
you know it is.

REKO
Yeah, but you're acting |like Bonnie
and Clyde man. You scare ne
sonetinmes, ya know

SOLOVON
Look bro. If this gets over our heads
we'll junp ship. But let's see what
they're up to first.

REKO

Over our heads! Man, 1've whi pped
up on a |lot of people, but torture,
that's sonet hing el se.

SCLOVON
We haven't tortured anybody... yet.

Sol onbn smi |l es at Reko.

REKO
(kay Captain Anerica, let's save the
freakin day... just stay sane...

Si mrer.
The two nen enbrace in a gesture of oneness.

REKO ( CONT' D)
I"'mwi th you man. Don't sweat that;
are you sure you're okay? That's
what matters to nme right now.

Sonetimes | feel like you' re a hand
grenade with the pin already out.
SOLOVON

|"mfed up Reko. Terrorists are
crapping on the entire gl obe, innocent
peopl e gettin dunped on. Body parts
and body bags get top billing on the
news every freakin day. People being
beheaded because sone shithead can't
have his way. Screw that!

hi s

67.
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They return to the other room Sol onbn wants a one-on-one
mLth Scott, hoping he may spill the beans just to square
t hi ngs.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Your guys care if Scott and nyself
crui se out back for a chat?

HAVK
G for it, man. W definitely need
to know sonet hing, a.s.a.p.

EXT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- EARLY MORNI NG

Sol onron and Scott are in the back yard near a clunp of trees.
It'Il be day light soon; everyone's tired and drained from
t he hectic pace of the past few days.

Sol onon gl ances out toward the front yard where his notorcycle
can be seen. He sees a stranger sitting atop his chopper,

but convinces hinself it's not real, just strain. The

t housand yard stare envel ops his countenance.

Forcing hinmself to focus, he addresses Scott.

SOLOVON
Tired?
SCOrIT
Yeah... M. Justice, | don't know
what you want; | wish I'd never net
these guys. | just got in over ny
head.
(pause)
Then, | wasn't sure how to get out
of it all. These nmen are dangerous..
they're terrorists, plain and sinple.
SCLOVON

Terrorists? Explain.

SCOTT (enphatically)
They plan to kill people, and lots
of them

SOLOVON
VWhat's all that stuff we found in
your car trunk? Believe nme Scott, |

can help you... or | can hurt you.
If this is crucial, you need to cone
cl ean now.

Sol onon wal ks over to the corner of the house and veers toward
the front yard as a precautionary nmeasure. Again his

peri pheral vision catches the fading glinpse of sonmeone on

hi s chopper; he turns, then | ooks again. Not hing!

After the past two years of extrenme guilt due to so nmany bad
decisions, Scott feels its tinme for confession. He's
frightened; finally, a potential escape route.
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SCOrIT
M. Justice, | love ny wife. W had
a great marriage once, but out of ny
desire to upgrade our lifestyle |
made sone bad deci sions.

SOLOVON
You have a beautiful wife and son,
Scott. How could a guy flush al
that? Wio is this prick you' re with?
(pause)
VWhat's all this about?

SCOTT
It was after the new year of 2005;
March maybe... | got this call.

SOLOVON
From who?

SCOrT

Afirmwanting ne to contract with
them on this hush-hush project. It
sounded legitimate, it even sounded
exciting... after a few phone
conversations | felt this could be
that once-in-a-lifetinme opportunity
everybody dreans about.

Sol onmon is not concerned with the |ong version of Scott's
story.

SOLOVON
|'"d like to hear all the details
Scott, but for now, | need specific
information... all that paperwork...

t he dossier, what does it nean?

Scott hangs his head and | eans upon a tree near the corner

of the house, his hands still bound behind him Shamefully,
with a | ow voice he replies.
SCOTT

It's all a detailed plan, M. Justice.

Scott slowy lifts his head and | ooks Sol onmon right in the
eyes.

SCOTIT (CONT' D)
They have plans to destroy Washi ngton
D.C. with anthrax.

Sol onon i s shocked! He shortens the distance between hinself
and Scott. Standing face to face he responds.

SCLOVON
They... who are they?
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SCOrT
|"mnot privy to everything, but the
plan is to drop inhalant anthrax on
D.C. and shift the blane onto the
M ddl e East. They're part of an
organi zation call ed The Regi ne.

Fear and anger invade Solonon's mnd. He's flooded with
t hought s of body bags.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)

They nean to kill a | ot of
Americans... and soon. |If you'l
get the dossier, I'lIl show you the

whol e | ayout as best | can.
I NT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

Sol onon and Scott enter the roomwhere Ghetto and the others
are. Reko, Juicer, and Redline are asleep. Hawk is standing
vigil over Ghetto, slunped in a chair, npaning.

Scott is seated and secured and silenced for the night.
Hawk turns toward Sol onon,

HAVWK
Wl |, how was your interrogation?
Did he open up?

Sol onbn takes a seat at the table.

SCLOVON
You' re not even gonna believe this.
Thi s guy says the people he works
for are terrorists. The real MCoy.

Hawk chuckl es softly in disbelief, however, Solonon's tone
and facial expressions declare otherw se.

HAVWK
You for real? How do you know?
VWhat kinda trip is this?

SCLOVON
According to Scott... you sure we're
safe here Hawk? No one's gonna drop
i n unexpectedl y?

HAVWK
No one... not even the | ocal chapter
is gonna hassle us while we're here.
| made sure of that. This place
isn't even on the nap.

SOLOVON
Good. Let's make sure everything is
secured and get a little shut eye.
| "' m beat .
(pause)
M. Mntana has a lot to tell us.
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
We'l|l see what's what after he spills
his gut in the A M |1'mgonna check
on the bikes.

Hawk speaks warily as Sol onon | eaves the room

HAVWK
| guess the vacation is shot to hell.

EXT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- CONTI NUOUS

Sol onon steps onto the front porch, then into the yard where
the notorcycles are. Only the bold stars and a full noon
illumnate the night. As he steps fromthe bottom step and
into the yard he raises his head, again he sees soneone
sitting atop his notorcycle, somewhat translucent.

Feeling no threat, Solonon cautiously proceeds, veering from
side to side for anything suspicious. The inmage solidifies
as he approaches. Solonon is startled, but unusually calm

SOLOVON
M ster, get off of that chopper...
NOW

PRESENCE replies quite brazenly.

PRESENCE
No one is on your nmachine but you,
Sol onon Justi ce.

Sol onon gets cl ose enough to touch the stranger.

SOLOVON
VWhat, what kinda trip are you on?
Who are you and what are you doi ng
here? Get off or suffer!

The presence intentionally remains where he is.

PRESENCE
" m Presence... Your presence.

Sol omon grins with a nuffled snicker. He reaches out to
grab the stranger but his hand passes through him

SOLOVON
VWhoa! What the...

He's shocked, even frightened, yet feels a sense of inner
peace that's unexpl ai nabl e.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)

It's all nental. God I'mcrackin
up. Focus Sol onon, focus.
PRESENCE

No Sol onbn. You're fine.



72.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)
| assure you I'mas real as you are;
| am "your" presence.
(pause)
|"ve been sent fromthe Qher Side
to hel p you; your future hol ds danger.

Sol onron and Presence are face to face, eye to eye. He passes

hi s hand t hrough Presence again, still in awe. Hi s knees
weaken and buckl e slightly.
SOLOVON

What daya nean, fromthe Qher Side,
to help ne do what? Wat danger?

PRESENCE
Did you think this is all there is
toli1fe? Wiy? This is only the
begi nni ng.

SCLOVON
You're nmy presence. That's
ridiculous. 1'mright here!

PRESENCE
That's common nortal logic. It's
al ways the here and now, isn't it?
Renenber ne in the bar, in the court
room.. and the jungle in Vietnan?

Sol onon has slowy circled Presence, |ooking himover
t horoughly, wondering about the reality of it all.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)

You're about to fulfill your destiny;
a major part of it anyway.
(pause)
Renenber your drean?
SCLOVON

How do you know about ny drean?

Sol onmon is invaded with disbelief and feels his sanity is
bei ng chall enged; his fatigue is in overl oad.

PRESENCE
You're in danger... that's why the
O her Side has sent ne.

SCLOVON
Details dude. Wat madhouse did you
escape fron? You're freakin me out

sli ck.

PRESENCE
No details. One anong you wil |
fulfill his destiny shortly and be

t aken.
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SOLOVON
What ? What do you nean, taken?
PRESENCE
|"'mnot permtted to disclose any
thing further. | can only tell you
what |'mauthorized to... I'll see
you on the ship.
SOLOVON

What ship? Okay, shit-for-brains,
tell me what this is all about.

Presence begins to fade, becom ng invisible. As he disappears
his voice faintly echoes;

PRESENCE
The dream Sol onon, you have unfi ni shed
busi ness.

Sol onon stands rigidly, |looking at the notorcycles. He rubs
his eyes in fatigue and then touches the seat of his bike;
it's warm H's body quivers. He shakes his head briskly,
to gain conposure. A door has nystically opened from beyond.

I NT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- MORNI NG

The two prisoners are slunped in their chairs, half awake.
Juicer is asleep on the floor in his sleeping bag.

Redl i ne and Hawk wal k through the front door as Sol onon sits
at the kitchen table | ooking distant. A ghostly haze
perneates the atnosphere as if breedi ng darkness.

REDLI NE
VWhat a night. | feel spent, man.

Hawk wal ks into the next room and ki cks Jui cer.

HAVWK
Get up man. We have a lot to do
t oday.

Jui cer awakes. Redline walks to the corner of the kitchen,
at Sol onon's back and pulls sone pills out of his pocket and
washes them down with coffee. He pivots behind Sol onon.

REDLI NE
Let's get on with it. Let's get
t hose convicts up.

Reko, entering through the back door, turns to Sol onon and
notices the distant ook on his tired friend's face.

REKO
Earth to Sol onbn, Earth to Sol onpn.

Sol onon jolts back to consci ousness.



74.

SCLOVON
Let's get Montana, Redman; he's got
sonme explaining to do. Leave Ghetto.

EXT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

The five man team stands abreast just off the front porch
wi th the dossier open, laying on the waist high porch. Scott
Mont ana stand slightly to their front.

SCLOVON
Ckay Scott, enlighten us.

Scott peers through the broken wi ndow above himand sees
CGhetto sitting inside, still tied up. He turns back to the
dossier and then scans his captors' faces.

Ghetto has worked the tape across his nouth | oose with his
t ongue.

GHETTO
We know where your famly |ives Scott
Montana. You talk and they' Il al

di e. | swear it!

Redl i ne hops upon the porch and hurries inside. Through the
broken wi ndow, the nen, fromthe front yard, see Redline
pound CGhetto in the face several tines.

Redl i ne exits the house.

REDL| NE
Get on with it.

Scott flips three pages into the dossier and points to a
diagram It's |abeled, The Bl ack Eagl e.

SCOrT
That's the Vietnam Veteran's Menori al
They' ve code naned it The Bl ack Eagl e.

Just below the diagramis the word, renbdel
SCOTT ( CONT' D)
The date for the strike is Veterans'
Day of this year.
Juicer reveals agitation

JUl CER
How do you know? Wat the..

Reko interrupts.

REKO
Shut up Juicer... let himfinish.

Scott lowers his head in anguish, then | ooks at Sol onon,
t hen at Hawk.
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SCOTT
t's all com ng down when the crowd
s expected to be the | argest.

SCLOVON
What's com ng down... exactly?

Ghetto hears everything being said through the broken w ndow,
yet out of fear of another beating, remains quiet.

Hawk steps up to Scott, face to face, and grabs both his
shoul ders then follows up with a slap across the face, POP!

HAVWK
If you're lying to us I'll gut you
like a fish... and enjoy it.

Scott trenmbles; his eyes mst.

SOLOVON
VWhat kind of strike, from where?

SCOIT
The others are waiting for us to
arrive. They're on a cargo ship in
the @ulf of Mexico...

Sol onon scratches his brow in disbelief attenpting to
conprehend everything; he remenbers his dream Thoughts of
his encounter with Presence taunt him everything seens
surreal. A quiver surges through his body.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
"' m not sure how they've done it.
(pause)
| was hired because of ny engi neering
abilities with electronics and
conputers... | didn't know t hey were
terrorists.

The nmen | ook at each other conpletely stunned, in unbelief.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
They plan to fly a small renote
controlled aircraft | oaded with
expl osives into the Washi ngt on
Monunent .

Past terrorists' events and failed attenpts ranpage within
each veteran's mnd like a p.t.s.d. nightmare.

REKO
From a shi p?

SCOrT
The pl ane's conputer is programred
to fly into the nmonunent after
releasing 200 liters of inhal ant
ant hrax over the area.
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SCOTT (CONT' D)
Once the plane turns inland the
sensors wll begin the release. By
the time it crashes and expl oded al
the anthrax will be dunped.

(pause)
The runway is assenbl ed on board the
ship. 1 don't know... they've planned
it all prefab... it's al

di sassenbl ed. That's how t hey got
it into U S waters.

The nmen | ook at each other, nesnerized with fear of what
such an act would do to the American people, their people,
the famlies they sacrificed to protect.

SCOTT ( CONT' D)
The pl ane has a newy devel oped
stealth systemand wll fly bel ow
one thousand feet over the ocean,
t hrough the GraveYard of the Atlantic,
the Virginia coast. Then it wll
turn inland...

Redline pulls his .45 arny issue pistol frombeneath his

j acket and blows a hole in the wall, BANG then another,

BANG. One round alnost hits Ghetto. Everyone is nonmentarily
startled by the shot, however, Hawk follows suit with his

pi stol, BANG BANG BANG

REDLI| NE
| need to kill sonebody.

Juicer takes a few steps backward, startled and fearful of
t he atnosphere's unpredictability.

Sol onon steps closer to Scott and pulls his Ruger from beneath
his belt and places it to Scott's tenple.

SCLOVON
"1l blow your brains out and spit
in the bullet hole if you' re shitting
ne.

Sol onbn | ooks di stant and nuses for a nopnent, then turns
back toward Scott.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
That woul d kill thousands, contam nate
the nation's Capital. Qur governnent
woul d be tenporarily paralyzed and
woul d have to go underground... US!
Damm it, this isn't happeni ng!

Scott trenbles, afraid to nove. Reko i ntervenes.

REKO
kay Sol, cool it man.
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Reko steps over and places his hand on top of the barrel of
Sol onon' s pistol and pushes it down while staring into
Sol onon' s eye from besi de him

REKO ( CONT' D)
Thi nk brother. Maybe we shoul d nake
sone phone calls. This is all Iike,
really out there, sone deep shit.

Sol onmon is abrupt.

SCLOVON
Screw t he phone calls Reko. If you
want to call sonebody, just do it.
| " m supposed to be here, this is al
happeni ng for a reason.

As the realization of what's com ng down genui nely dawn on

each man, tension and anxiety nounts... even fear.
REKO
We gotta do the right thing here
man.

Sol onobn | ooks at Reko w th disdain.

SOLOMON (agitated)
What is the right thing Reko? Cal
the Feds, the C.1.A, what? Do you
have their freakin nunber?

REKO
You know what | nean Sol onon.

SCLOVON
Yeah, yeah! Shit... shit.

Sol onon wal ks away fromthe others and nods for Redline to
keep an eye on Scott. Hawk follows Sol onon.

HAVK
Let's play this out King Sol. This
is our gig man, let's see where it
t akes us.

SCLOVON
We gotta get on that ship, Hawk.
Sonehow, soneway.

HAVK
| can get sone nore troops, nore
fire power.

Sol onbn realizes Hawk is ta
arned to the teeth. He mul |

SCLOVON
Not now. Maybe we can pull this
off. WII they come |ater if needed?

ki ng about nore bikers, probably
s it over briefly.
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HAWK
Anytime, anypl ace...

The five man team assenbl e near the front porch. Sol onon
| ooks at Scott several yards fromthe team

SOLOVON
Scott, can you get us on board that
shi p?
Scott, hoping for sone degree of redenption, replies;
SCOrIT
W' re supposed to call them when we
arrive in Galveston. | think so..

YES!
EXT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE -- LATE EVEN NG

Wth a decision to remain at the safe house for the night,
everyone is indoors except Solonon. The vacation is becom ng
a conceivabl e deadly showdown. Destiny beckons.

Sol onmon is near the front porch dialing his cell phone, RI NG
RING Rebecca answers.

REBECCA (V. Q)
Hello. Sol is that you baby?

Sol onbn detects a broken tone in Rebecca's voice.
SOLOVON
Hel | o sweetheart, how are things?
Any word of our daughter?

REBECCA (V. Q)

| still can't reach Raven, Sol. |I'm
worried sick... and very | onely.
SOLOVON

Isn't your sister there?

REBECCA (V. Q)
Yeah baby, but that's not the sane.
| have a bad feeling. Were are you
guys anyway?

SOLOVON
We're still in Texas. W head out
in the A M Sone things have change

sweeti e.

REBECCA (V. Q.)
What daya nean, changed, Sol onon?

Sol onon slowy paces in the front yard scanning the area as
he tal ks.
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SCLOVON
Long story Reb. W may be detoured
for a while, that's all.

Rebecca becones nore frantic and denmandi ng.

REBECCA (V. Q)
Ckay, details mster. |[|I'mfreakin
out here and you're changi ng your
pl ans. What for? Have you not heard
me Sol onon?

Rebecca rarely calls Solonmon by his full nane.

SOLOVON
We've just gotta go to Galveston to
help out a friend; it's a long story.
"1l fill you in later, it's nothing.

Sol onon is reluctant to overstate the situation know ng
Rebecca is upset; he hears nothing fromhis wfe.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Renmenber the dream | told you about?

REBECCA (V. Q)
Yes. \What about it?

SOLOVON
| think it's comng true... trust ne
Reb. | gotta go. Keep trying to
get Raven. She's okay Reb, don't
worry. I'Il stay in touch. Love.

CLI CK. Sol onon, for the sake of sanity, reluctantly turns
his phone off realizing his wife will call back.

CUT TO
I NT. THE JUSTI CE' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Rebecca paces wearily in her kitchen feverishly attenpting
to reconnect to her husband's cell phone.

REBECCA
Sol... Sol... Solomon! | need you
baby... | ove.

CUT TGO
EXT. A SMALL ABANDON HOUSE - MORNI NG

Everyone is packed. Scott and Ghetto are secured in the
rear of the PT Cruiser; everything appears dark through the
tinted windows. For security they ride with two bikers in
front of the cruiser and two at the rear to observe the
prisoners in transit. Each biker is fully arned.
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SOLOVON
Ckay guys, we have a hard driving
six hundred mles... and we gotta
get it done. Short stops when
needed... to fuel up and enpty out...
that's it.

Everyone doubl e checks his gear, fearful about their upcom ng
encounter. Adrenaline is high. Preparing for sone degree
of eneny contact, the notorcycles thunder to life.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Gentlenmen... let's get it done.

The team of nmen, with their prisoners, thunder out of the
secl uded area just outside Amarillo. They stream sout heast
toward Dal las/Ft. Worth.

MONTAGE:

The glistening details of each notorcycle and determ ned,
tenpered faces are captured with the beautiful |andscape
featured fromvarious angles and | ocati ons.

Shots of dusk and dawn transition, projecting the inmagery of
a special envoy delivering an inval uable cargo to sone
magi strate at a location yet uncertain.

CUT TO
EXT. GALVESTON, TEXAS -- STORAGE FACI LITY -- DAY

Sol onon has rented a van and the notorcycles are stored safely
in a storage facility. 1In silence, the nen | oad up the van.

The two prisoners, Solonobn, Hawk, and Redline, are in the
aented van. Reko rides in the PT Cruiser with Juicer. They
epart.

Sol onon | eads off, heading for the coast. 1In the rear view
mrror he sees Presence sitting in the back seat next to
Redline. H's eyes widen; he shakes his head, trying to stay
connected with reality.

SOLOMON (excited)
Hawk. .. who's in the back of the
van. .. VWHO?

Hawk | ooks at Sol onon.

HAVWK
You sound |i ke an owl, brother.
What daya nmean who's in the back seat?
You know who.

Sol onon grabs Hawk by the armfirmly with his free hand and
with a firmcountenance and denmandi ng tone;
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SOLOVON
Count Hawk, hurry! Count... how
many?

Hawks turns toward the rear, agitated with the request.

HAVWK
Three nmen! Three! How many do you
think there are?

Sol omon, reviewing the mirror with consistency, sees Presence
beside Redline. As he utters his reply, Presence fades.

SOLOVON
Three Hawk. Just three.

Sol onmon finishes a beer and throws the enpty can in the floor
while attenpting to consol e Hawk;

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Long day bro; tired eyes. Sorry.

Hawk, with a raised brow, nakes eye contact with Redline
wonder i ng about Sol onobn's state of m nd.

EXT. RESTAURANT -- MOMENTS LATER

Sol onmon pulls into a restaurant to an uncluttered isol ated
area and kills the engine. He turns toward Redline in the
back seat.

SCLOVON
Redl i ne, get Scott up front. Free
hi mup so he can nmake this call

They open their doors and step out.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
Hawk and | will escort himinside to
make the call. Watch idiot!

Redl i ne places his hand on his .45 inside his belt.

REDLI NE
Take your tine guys. W're on
schedul e. Just be careful.

Reko and Juicer |look on fromthe Cruiser while Redline remains
wth Ghetto in the rented van. They can see the row of

t el ephones inside the restaurant and watch as Sol onon and

Hawk hover around Scott as he makes the nuch anti ci pated

tel ephone call to the awaiting terrorists in the Gulf.

I NT. PT CRU SER -- CONTI NUOUS

REKO
| never thought anything like this
woul d be com ng down. W I1d huh,
Jui ceman?
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JUl CER
Yeah! W need to just drop this
whol e thing. Maybe these guys are
fl akes or sonmething; there's no
telling what they're up to, or who
they are. | doubt they're terrorists.

REKO
We shoul d know soon. Sol is good at
pi cking things apart. He's extrene,
but | trust his judgnent.

JUl CER
W may all be surprised the way things
turn out. You guys are peculiar
anyway. You're different fromthe
rest of the world. You ve got a
whol e separate thing going on

Reko | ooks at Juicer curiously.

REKO
What do you nean... surprised? W're
no different. W just believe in
what we're all about, that's all.

JUl CER
Things aren't always what they appear
to be. | don't know .. we'll know

soon enough... Here they cone!
EXT. RESTAURANT -- CONTI NUOUS

Sol onon, Hawk, and Scott, return to the others waiting in
the parking lot. Reko, Juicer, and Redline get out of their
vehi cles; the nmen huddle briefly.

SOLOVON
Everything's set. They're sending a
boat tonight at a |aunch pier on the
coast. Right Scott?

SCOrT
|"ve got the directions, the
password... we're set.

Jui cer prods regardi ng Ghetto.

JUl CER
Did they ask about the other guy?

Hawk and Sol onon | ook at Juicer in unison. Scott disregards
Juicer's inquiry.

HAVWK
| can't believe this is happening.
Shit's com ng down. Man
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The team hit the road again and find a place to rest in
preparation for their rendezvous with the unsuspecting
terrorists later that night.

They nerge at a secluded coastal location a few mles up the
beach fromthe rendezvous pier. The two vehicles are hidden
in a treed area near the beach. There's a brisk, chilled
breeze blowing in fromthe gulf; a stormis brewing, in nore
ways than one.

Sol onon purposely gets alone with Redline. He senses
Redline's inner struggle and angui sh, certain the sanme denons
that haunt himare also gnawing at his fell ow veteran

Sharing the sane war has caused the sane aftermath. Both

men haunted by the past... their hell.

Their brief canp is quiet. Silence and anticipation shroud
their isolated transitory donain.

Sol onon and Redline stroll quietly down the beach to an old

washed out overturned fishing boat. Sol onon | eans agai nst

t he boat as Redline paces slowy in a back and forth rhythm

briefly glancing at the water, then, to the sand at his feet.

SOLOVON
Who did you serve with in Nam
Redl i ne?
REDLI NE
The 173rd Airborne... And you?
SOLOVON
196th Infantry. | was in the
Hi ghl ands.
REDLI NE
Bunmer huh?
SOLOVON
It wasn't so bad. It was the freakin
jungl e that whi pped our ass.
REDLI NE

Real ly! Like the heat wasn't enough,
not to nention those little Asian
dudes.

Sol onon | ooks intentionally into Redline's face just as
Redline turns and faces him he stops his pacing.

SOLOVON
Do you ever have trouble with the
war, nman?

REDLI NE

You know Sol onon, it never goes away.
It's all about coping, you know that.
|"ve broke down a tinme or two... or

t hr ee.
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Sol onon, knowi ng the subject is touchy, wants to console his
conrade-in-arnms, uncertain about the days ahead. He attenpts
to open things up with a personal account.

SOLOVON (al nost silently)
Man! The day that R P.G hit David,
he was standing right beside ne; a
coupl e of yards away. W' d already
| ost fifteen nen that day and the
rain was nercil ess.

Sol onon' s voi ce shows enotion. He |ooks deep into the sand
at his feet, then glances to the horizon.

SOLOVON ( CONT' D)

He was blown all over ne... and |
was blown to crap, soaked in bl ood,
his and mne. It was a direct hit.

|'"d called himover to ny position,
and | can't even renmenber why.

(pause)
That | uggage gets heavy too. There's
alot of guilt, ya know? And
constantly dealing with injuries.

Redl i ne | ooks toward the distant waters as if he's | ooking
for a redenption vessel. He sighs heavily but speaks softly.

REDLI NE
Thanks for letting us tag al ong Sol .
It's good to be wwth brothers. |

really need this right now... even
with this crazy twist, there's a
peace inside. It's uncanny.

The two nen remain quiet for a few nonents. Finally, Redline
opens up.

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
| had eight men die in nmy arns. Two
were ny closest friends and | was
powerl ess to help them | beat on
their chest, | even threw one down
t hi nki ng he m ght get back up. Huh..
he didn't.

SCLOVON
|"msorry man. We're not God. You
di d what you were supposed to. Think
about the ones you did save.

REDLI NE
| wwsh it was that sinple. Scars
are nore than what's visible.

SOLOVON
Yeah, | know... all to well.
(pause)
My wife alnost |eft ne because of
t he ni ght mares.
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
The eighties were hell. | even
suggested she go; at the tine it
woul d' ve been better for her... |I'm
so glad she didn't.

Redline has finally set down beside Sol onon, using the boat
as a back rest. Both nen |look to the distant endl ess waters.

REDLI NE
My wife did | eave.

Redline smles briefly and snickers softly.

REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
She said | should get over iIt.

SOLOVON
Yeah! That seens to have been the
worl d's answer for us... hey, just
forget about it. Screw that.

REDLI NE
In the md eighties | lost it. |
shot up the house, the car, the
nei ghbor hood. .. | snapped. There
was just nobody to talk to... who
coul d understand that shit? | went
into sone kind of enotional coma.
(pause)

son died froman overdose on his
twentieth birthday... | did three
years for something | didn't do..
screw that too! M nane should be

on that Menorial... and these pricks
plan to blow it up?
SOLOVON

Had | not nmet Rebecca |I'd be dead
today. She was ny redenption.

Sol onon' s count enance brightens as he recalls neeting his
wife.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
W net at a party our club crashed
in Menphis... what was that all about?
She pulled nme right outa hell. |
was mainlining, running stuff all
over creation, alnost killed in two
snoog outs... stateside. Can ya dig
t hat ~

REDLI NE
| renmenber when the Angels took ne
in. The Blind Angels were nmy own
kind, ya know. Ww, did | get drug
over the coals on that one.
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REDLI NE ( CONT' D)
(pause)
Did you know they were forned froma
bunch of veterans that didn't fit in
when they came hone fromthe Nan?
Sounds bi ographi cal doesn't it?

SCLOVON
Yeah, | did. That's one reason
t ook Hawk's case a couple of years
ago. He's got heart; he's |ookin
for sonet hing.

REDLI NE

Aren't we all! He's got sone war
stories too. He was al nost |eft
behind on a mission in lraq the first
go around, it scared hi mgood.

(pause)
He thinks a lot of you Sol. He'd
die for a brother in a heartbeat.
There was this dude, a few years
back, slapping his little kid around
in a parking lot. W were cruisin
by... Hawk spotted it. W pulled
in, there were about eight of us.
Hawk beat the crap outa that dude.
Told him "you hit that kid again

mster and 1'Il ook you up and do
it again".

SOLOVON
Justice has its own way. Strange,
huh?

The two nmen notice Reko headed their way. They stand just
as Reko gets to their position. It's alnost dark, an hour
from rendezvous.

REKO
VWhat's up guys!... Sol, what's the
deal here? |If this is all legit, we
need rei nforcenents.

SCLOVON
Chill Reko. Let's just see if we

can get on the ship.

Sol onmon throws his arm around Reko's neck as the three nen
start back toward the vehicles. Not fully convinced the
whol e package is real, Reko's play-it-safe attitude is
obvi ous, yet unpopul ar.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
If it gets crazy we'll junp ship and
call in the artillery, okay? Let's
see what happens.
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REKO
Listen, if this is on the up-and-up,
we' re gonna need all the help we can
get .
(pause)

| don't want ny black hide nailed to
the wall of some freakin ship in the
m ddl e of the Gulf of Mexico. Jeesh,
we ain't even suppose to be here.

As the nmen collect around the vehicles for a last mnute
review of their strategy, a mld rain blows in. Thunder is
heard runbling in the distance and |ightning flashes through
the |l ow setting clouds on the ocean's hori zon.

Sol onon surveys the water, the beach, the sky, while rel easing
a heavy sigh of anticipation; there's no turning back. His
legal mnd and his mlitary mnd are | ocked in an intense
struggle for control of a patriot very near sanity's edge.

ACT THREE:

CUT TO

EXT. RENDEZVOUS Pl ER -- LATER -- N GHT
the aulf; It is

n
n the van, while Hawk,
of shrubs with Scott.

The huge freighter sits distant, out i
vast ! Redl i ne wat ches Ghetto, still i
Reko, and Sol onbn crouch behind a row

Hawk | ooks at Scott, grabbing himby his collar.

HAVWK
You'd better watch every word you
say. You turn on us and I'Il Ki
ya, got it?

Scott nods, yes. The tension is imense. Solonon's heart
is beating wth the cadence of a Congo drum certain the
ot hers can hear it's poundi ng.

SOLOVON
Scott, you pull this off and you're
clear... don't screw this up

SCOrIT
M. Justice, |"'mwth you. | wanted
out way back, but, now I can hel p.
Pl ease... trust ne.

A speed boat energes out of the darkened waters, approaching
raptdly. An exchanged flash of light confirns their
prearranged signal. The teamis fear, m xed with uncertainty,
I's quelled by their mandate to succeed. This is a nust!

SCOIT ( CONT' D)
|"mglad they waited until it got
dark. That should hel p us.
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SOLOVON
They're hiding too, the sane as we
are. W really need to pull this
off... God, this is insane.

As the boat slips atop the sandy shore a man on board kills
the engine; only two nen are spotted aboard the vessel.
Scott wal ks toward the boat fromout of the shadows, and in
a nuffl ed tone calls out the passwords.

SCOTT
The Vi ki ngs have sail ed.

One of the TERRORI ST on board slips over the side of the
boat and | ooks in Scott's direction. He answers back;

TERRORI ST
They have anchored in safety.

The terrorist aboard the speed boat surveys the area visually.
Hawk is sl unped behind a hedge row with his pistol ready
while Scott diverts the terrorists' attention. Sol onon and
Reko slither fromthe darkness and attack the two nmen. The
terrorist ashore is subdued and silenced by Reko in a bl ur

of sleek karate noves. Solonon junps the man on board,

cl ubbing himfromthe rear.

Real i zing they are expected to return with two extra nen
they | eave the two unconscious terrorists tied up, on shore
with Redline, Juicer, and Ghetto. Scott, Solonon, Hawk, and
Reko board the speed boat for the return trip to Unfinished
Busi ness.

In route, Solonon undergoes an abrupt, unpredicted,
psychol ogi cal netanorphosis, of sorts. A surreal sense of
provi dence and forebodi ng so overwhel m hi mthat his body

undergoes several nonents of spasnodic behavior. It's obvious
to Reko sonething's not right; he fears an eruption
REKO

Hey Sol, you okay?

Sol onon attenpts to shake hinself into reality.

SOLOVON

Yeah Reko.... stuff's com ng down.

| hope I'm not wong about all this.
REKO

So, now ya wanna nmake a phone call!

Hang tuff.

Sol omon kills the engine as they near the ship about one
hundred yards to their front. The boat's speed drifts them
into the ship without incident. To their surprise there's
no | ookout visible on the deck.

The rain is worsening with each passing nonent; the |ightning
appears as if heaven is taking snapshots of the entire ordeal.
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The boat drifts up to the | adder wel ded down the side of the
huge cargo vessel. To the right of the |adder, in bold white
letters, are the two haunting words in Sol onon's dream
Unfi ni shed Busi ness; he grips his Ruger tightly. Hawk ties
of f the speed boat to the floating nonster as the others
ascend the netal |adder.

HAVWK
| can't believe these guys. \Were
i s everybody?

SCLOVON
Just be quiet and careful, so far so
good.

EXT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- CONTI NUOUS

The rain soaked deck is occasionally illum nated by burst of
lightning; it's cluttered with crates and ropes.

The nmen crouch as they creep along the railing |ooking for
an opening that will lead theminto the bowels of conplete
uncertainty. The atnosphere breeds danger.

A bundl e of crates, covered with a tarp, |ay against a hatch
adj acent the door way. Sinultaneously, thunder invades the
night as a lengthy bolt of celestial electricity illum nate
their position. As Solonon's eyes fall across the crates he
sees Presence standing next to the cargo. He rubs the water
fromhis face and takes a second | ook.

Presence utters over the boi sterous storm

PRESENCE
"1l see you on the ship Sol onon..
remenber!

Al t hough the downpour contributes to the potential for optical
illusion, sonething isn't par with Sol onon and Reko knows
it.
REKO
Sol... Sol..

As Reko's words reach Sol onon, Presence fades.

SOLOVON
Qui et Reko... wait!

The four nmen are aligned along the railing awaiting their

| eader. Sol onmon | owers his rain soaked face for a nonent,
his |ips nove, yet no vocal expression. He |ooks back at
the team soaked, chilled, and totally uncertai n about
anyt hi ng upcom ng. Everyone is arned; the anticipation has
reached maxi mum overdri ve.
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Sol onon grasp the handl e and slowy opens the door that | eads
into the inner sanctuary of Unfinished Business.

CUT TGO
| NT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- N GHT

An evocative odor perneates the atnosphere as they cautiously
creep into the vessel's interior; the snell taunts Sol onon.
Hi s war experiences buried in nightmari sh tonbs of yesterday,
erupt, with flashes of death and burnt corpses.

Sol onon backs the hammer on the Ruger and pats his jacket
pocket for extra clips of ammunition. He spies a hallway
with light creeping under a door way several yards down the
metal grated flooring. Voices are detected faintly over the
rage of the strengthening stormas it pounds the steel hulled
cargo vessel, swaying in the windy downpour. They proceed.

Sol onon throws the door open and hastily steps into the room
the others enter imediately. Four terrorists are caught

off guard. Realizing the intruders to be strangers, one of
the terrorist grabs his pistol fromhis wai stband and
frantically fires two shots at Sol onon, BANG BANG

As the other terrorists reach for their weapons and scranble
to their feet Solonmon returns fire, BANG BANG One bullet
hits one of the terrorist in the leg just bel ow the waist.

A haunting stench inpacted by the sudden gunfire resurrect
Sol onon' s i mages of war; he's overtaken with thoughts of
dead friends. The severe nental anguish is distorting his
focus, logic and perception vanish; he has a fl ashback.

CUT TGO
EXT. JUNGLE - EVEN NG - FLASHBACK

An eneny anbush expl odes upon the Anerican patrol; six
Anmerican soldiers drop dead instantly. The pl atoon races
for cover while returning fire into a tree |1 ne about thirty
yards to their front, on the outskirts of a small village;
the village is in flanes.

Bl ood soaked, dead bodies clutter the ground near Sol onpbn as
three eneny rockets hit close by, BOOM BOOM the third rocket
makes a direct hit on a G1. as he sprints for cover, BOOM

he di si nt egrat es.

The CAPTAIN frantically barks orders to his radiotel ephone
operator from behind a rice paddy dike.

CAPTAIN (O S.)
| want gun ships! Get those dam
things in here NON¥ W need Medevacs
a.s.a.np.

Bl TTERVWEED has taken two rounds in the stomach. He's bl eeding
prof usel y; bl ood gushes from his nose and nout h.
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He's barely conscious, while Sol onon slunps over himin a
protective manner. The CAPTAIN crawl s by Sol onon's position
as he grasp his armpulling himaway.

CAPTAI N ( CONT' D)
Let himgo Justice; you can't help
hi m now.

Sol onon attenpts to encourage Bitterweed;

SCLOVON
Hang on man! Choppers are in bound!

He | ooks around frantically then cries out;

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
MEDI C!' MEDI C

A serene smle overtakes Bitterweed s bl ood soaked
countenance. He grabs Sol onon by the arm and pulls hi mdown,
nearer to his lips. Bitterweed coughs, as blood spurts from
his nouth it his Solonon's face. He struggles to speak.

Bl TTERWEED
Sol, | see... | see a long, black
granite headstone, so beautiful, it
has ny nanme on it - Janes T. Bitter
And, and, Easy Joe... his nane's on
it too. It's full of nanes...

Bitterweed' s grip releases as his nuscles | oosen in death;

an angelic sm| e appears chiseled upon his bl ood soaked face.
Sol onon si ghs deeply, his eyes npisten as he crawl s away
from anot her dead friend.

Sol onmon sprints for better cover as another incom ng rocket
hits the 1mediate area, BOOM the snmall arns fire is intense.
Dust and debris fill the air as he finds a nmonent of safe
haven behi nd a huge boul der energing fromthe ground.

The sound of rotor blades nerge with the rifle fire and
expl odi ng rockets as Sol onon coll ects hinself and prepares
toreturn fire. H s peripheral vision catches a glinpse of
soneone el se behind the huge rock beside him

SCLOVON
You okay man? Are you hit?

There's no reply. Solonon pivots for a better |ook at his
conrade. It's Presence. He quickly returns a burst of fire
toward the eneny's position then swngs around to check on
his conrade; no one's there.

CUT TO
BACK TO PRESENT DAY

Real i zi ng Sol onon is struggling Hawk steps up. He fires two
shots into sone crates near the terrorists: BANG BANG
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HAWK
Drop emor die... NON DOIT!

Al four terrorists drop their weapons imedi ately.

Sol onbn denmands i nmedi ate attention, however, the flashback
is afirst for Reko; he's in unchartered waters.

Sticking his thunb between the backed hammer and the firing
pin on Sol onon's Ruger, he steps directly in front of Sol onon.

REKO
Sol onon, you okay?

It's obvious Solonobn's in a daze. He |ooks around slowy,
staring at Hawk, then at the terrorists; he starts to weep.
Reko proceeds.

REKO ( CONT' D)
It's me Sol onon, Reko.

Sol onon pauses and | ooks at Reko very wi de eyed. He throws
one hand up and feels for the closest wall. Wth a conplete
| ook of alienation he |eans toward the wall while struggling
to squat. Finally, he collapses on his knees and falls

agai nst the wall as tears stream down his face.

SOLOMON ( enot i onal | y)

Bi tterweed, hang on... hang on.
Eonebody get those damm gun ships in
ere.

Reko's not sure what to do.

REKO
Scott, freeze...NON Hawk, stay
alert. Don't take you eyes off these
bast ar ds.

Hawk, fanning his pistol fromone terrorist to another,

HAVWK
|"ve got this end Reko. Just see
what's up with Sol

REKO
He's having a flash back!

HAVWK
VWhat? That's bad shit. Has that
ever happened before?

Reko, bends over, checking on Sol onon.

REKO
Not when | was around.
(pause)
He'l | be okay, just give us a mnute.
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Reko pulls Sol onon's chin up with his hand.

REKO ( CONT' D)
Hey Sol onon, you okay?

Solonon sits quietly for a nonent, wi pes his eyes, then | ooks
up at Reko; his mnd is ranmpagi ng, a nonment seens eternal
Then... finally;

SOLOVON
Are we on a ship?

Reko grins, not sure how to respond.

REKO
Yeah, a freakin freighter

SOLOVON
Is it in the Gulf of Mexico?

Reko gl ances up at Hawk, then back at Sol onbn. He pats
Sol onon gently on the shoul der.

REKO
It is. And the heavens are crying
i ke a nuther.

As the huge vessel sways, Solonon smles at the rain remark
then points to the other nmen along the wall;

SOLOVON
Is that the eneny?

Reko snorts somewhat hunorously; relieved.

REKO
Wel come back brother. Are you okay?

Sol onon, standing to his feet w ping his eyes.
SOLOVON
VWat a trip, WOW Yeah, 1'IlI| be
fine. Don't worry. Sorry guys.

Reko and Hawk take a deliberate pause to make sure Sol onon
is up to par.

Finally, Solonon turns to one of the TERRORI ST.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
How many others are aboard this ship?

The terrorist is nute. Solonon fire a shot just over the
man's right shoul der, BANG

The | ook in Solonon's eyes shows reason for concern; his
nood is volatile and unpredictable.
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SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
"1l kill you if you don't answer ny
guestion. In fact, don't answer...

Sol onon raises his pistol directly toward the terrorist.

REKO
Sol, easy man. | don't want you
checki ng out agai n.

Wth a English accent, the terrorist |ies.

TERRCRI ST
None. No nore, we're all there is.

SCLOVON
Bul I shit! Ckay, let's get emtied
up and secur ed.

Sol onon wal ks over to the man behind an ol d desk and puts
his pistol under his chin. The atnosphere is energized with
uncertainty, death |oons; there are no pl ans.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
You lie to ne and I'Il bl ow your
brai ns out. Understand?

The terrorist is frozen with fear. Sol onon points to Scott
and ask the terrorist;

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Do you know this nman?

The terrorist nods in the affirmative. Attenpting to confirm
Scott's story Sol onon qui zzes further. He forces the bore
of his Ruger deeper into the man's skin.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
VWhat does he do?

TERRORI ST (nuf fl ed)
He built our conputer system

Sol onon addresses Scott, referring to the terrorists.

SCLOVON
You're with these guys for now.

SCOTT
| under st and.

The four terrorists and Scott are secured in the noist, putrid
at nosphere of the ship. Hawk interjects.

HAWK
| "' m goi ng back to shore and get
Redl i ne, Juicer, and those other
creeps. That storns getting worse.
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SCLOVON
Good idea. This could be a |ong
night... what is that freakin snell?

The terrorists are secured, sitting on the floor along the
wal | .

REKO
Sol, will you be okay if I | ook around
t he shi p?

SCLOVON
|"d rather you not go al one Reko.

REKO
| won't go far, just a | ook-see.

SCLOVON
Yeah man. Sorry bout earlier. As
crazy as it sounds, it cleared ny
head... | think.

Hawk and Reko | eave the room sinultaneously. The rain has
pi cked up as the huge vessel rocks rhythmcally with the
waves. A whistling wi nd echoes throughout the vessel's
corridors like a nysterious perplexed heart beat.

The creaking of the ship's novenent, in conjunction with the
wi nd make listening difficult.

The terrorist with the I eg wound is | oosing blood and npans
loudly fromthe pain. Solonon is edgy.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Shut up!

Reko finally discovers a Captain's Quarters at the far end
of the hallway. He grasp the door knob and turns gently;
the door is locked but a light is visible beneath the door.

A newspaper is pushed under the door into the hallway. Reko's
eyes wden in amazenent. |It's a copy of the L. A paper
telling of Solonobn's courtroomvictory with the Randall case.
Reko's eyes fall across the very words he shared wi th Sol onon
over the phone before they left L.A ; CAPTAIN AVERI CA DCES

I T AGAIN;, A New Kind of Anerican Justice

Bl SHOP steps into the hallway fromthe doorway adjacent Reko's
position and puts a pistol into Reko's back.

Bl SHOP
Lay the gun down mster... very
sl ow vy.

Reko conplies. The |ocked door opens with a creak. Dane
Benjamn invites Reko to join him

DANE
Cone in! Wl come!
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DANE ( CONT' D)
Let's see... Reko, isn't it?

I NT. CAPTAIN S QUARTERS -- CONTI NUOUS

Dunb-f ounded by the sudden tw st, Reko steps inside the room
Dane Benjamin Is seated in a chair with a glass of wine in
his left hand, his pistol in the right.

Six television nonitors align one wall; the entire shipis
under surveillance. Reko sees hinself on one of the screens,
anot her is focused on the railing where Sol onon and conpany
cane aboard. On a third he sees Sol onbn, Scott, and the
four terrorists in the room down the corri dor.

DANE (arrogantly)
| woul d have thought you m ght wait
until after the storm You're early!
(pause)
Let's pay a visit to M. Justice,
shal | we?

| NT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- CONTI NUCUS

Dane, Bi shop, and Reko, proceed back to the room where the
terrorists and Sol onon are. Dane raps on the cl osed door,
reali zing he has the upper hand.

DANE
M ght we cone in for a nonment, Captain
Anerica?

Sol onon, not recogni zing the voice, turns and faces the door.
He scans his prisoners; they're all smrking. Reko's voice
penetrates the door.

REKO
Sorry Sol. I'mcomng in, be cool
There's two of them they're arned.

Reko opens the door and the three nmen enter the room \Waving
hi s weapon conmmandi ngly, Dane notions for Solonon to lay his
pi stol down. Dane's insolence is belligerent.

DANE
Let's get these nmen untied... NOW

Dane introduces his partner, with clarifications.

DANE ( CONT' D)
This is Bishop. Since we mngle
anong others we need nanes. Aren't
we special? Aliases of course.

As the five nen are freed, ONE hits Scott in the face with a
furious fist. Scott falls to the floor; the same man ki cks
himin the chest repeatedly.
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ONE
You freak. W should have known
better than to trust you... you're
di sgusting... you're all weak.

Dane interrupts.

DANE
kay One, that's enough... Two...
Four, tie up our friends. | think
we' re expecting a few nore guests,
are we not? Three... plug that wound,
before you bl eed to death.

As Sol onon and Reko are being tied up Sol onon interjects.

SCLOVON
Who are you?
DANE
You'll find out soon enough.
(pause)
Two. .. Four, go top side and wait

for the others to return! Be sure
t hey get aboard before you reveal
yoursel ves... get back a.s.a.p.

SCLOVON
What's with the nunbers gane?

Dane wal ks over, standing face to face with Sol onon.

DANE
"Il take nunbers over nanmes any
day, Mster Attorney; either that or
an alias. | chose the nane Benjam n
very carefully... you figure it out.
You can't run down a nunber on a
conputer... now can you?

EXT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- N GHT

The wind and rain are deafening; the rain - horizontal.

Li ght ni ng burst appear as strobe lights, with each flash the
rain captures the forte of mllions of shiny silver
projectiles falling fromthe heavens |ike mniature
crystalline bullets. The stormsteadily worsens.

From t he swayi ng deck the two drenched awaiting terrorists
observe the speed boat returning, hopping fromwave to wave.

I NT. CAPTAIN S QUARTERS -- LATER

Dane, Bi shop, Solonobn, and Reko are in the Captain's Quarters,
along with Scott, awaiting Hawk's return from shore.
Cccasionally Dane reviews the nonitors for updates. Sol onon
and Reko sit tied in chairs with their hands behi nd them
Scott sits bound in an opposite corner.
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The other terrorists have relocated to the ship's warehouse;
the nonitors reveal One, Three, and Five in the huge room
assenbling a snmall stealth airplane atop a hydraulic platform
el ectroni c gadgets and conputers decorate the area with a
spasnodi ¢ amnbi ance.

DANE
When your friends return | have a
little surprise for you. It wll be

quite revealing. You see, you were
del i berately brought here. You'l
be i nmpressed, | assure you.

Sol onon gl ances at the nonitor for the doorway of the quarters
t hey occupy. He sees Presence lurking in the hallway outside
t he door. Sol onbn speaks softly, yet warily into the air.

SOLOVON
Do sonet hi ng!

DANE
You Anericans, always sticking your
noses i nto other people' s business.
Sonmewhat your history isn't it?

Dane wal ks back and forth in front of the two nen as if
| ecturing to inferiors.

DANE ( CONT' D)

Europe is fast becom ng an econom cal
giant, you mght say, a force to be
reckoned with; a global piranha.

(pause)
However, there is this young little
rich kid that forever seens to
underm ne its nonmmy. Al ways breaking
the rul es and aggravating his
superiors; nessing up the playground.

Sol onon keeps his eyes on the nonitors, as does Reko.
Presence has vani shed only to reappear in the corner of the
Captain's Quarters.

Dane's pacing has halted. He pivots slowy and faces his
two prisoners.

DANE ( CONT' D)
The little rich bastard 1s about to
be puni shed. That young dolt is
America. You conceited rascals and
your cry of sovereignty; your stopping
gl obal progress... and |I've been
pai d handsonely to punish you

Dane' s haughti ness swel | s.

DANE ( CONT' D)
Wth the United States out of the
way, Europe can dom nate the gl obe
as we've been destined to do... we'll
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DANE ( CONT' D)
have to destroy a few ot her obstacles,
but, with gl obal hunger and all,
what's a few mllion dead foreigners
anong friends? Wo'lIl mss then?

SERI ES OF SHOTS

The terrorists are assenbling the stealth plane in the bowel s
of the huge cargo vessel, with a crate |aying against the
wal | behind the aircraft with the top renoved; al um num
canisters lay atop the packing content.

Hawk is steering the speedboat as it nears Unfinished Business
whil e Redline stands guard over the two terrorists. Wter
runs fromthe nen's faces blurring their vision as the storm
rages. Juicer |l ooks on fromthe rear of the vessel

Rebecca Justice, with a desperate countenance, is standing
in her bedroomin L. A staring at the Anerican flag atop
their dresser; the flag her husband used in the Randall case.

BACK TO SCENE
I NT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- GALLEY -- LATER

Dane, Bi shop, Sol onbn, Reko, and Scott, are assenbled in the
gal l ey. Hawk, Redline, and Juicer, enter, their hands bound
behind them Two, Four, and Chetto, follow themin. Gretto's
face is bl oody and swol | en.

The tilting of the vessel nakes standing upright a
concentrated effort. Hawk and Redline are seated beside
Sol onbn and Reko. Ghetto stumbles over to Redline and hits
himin the face forcefully.

GHETTO
You're going to die on this shinp.
Pay-back's a bitch, M. Redline.

Dane interrupts.

DANE
Not now Ghetto, in due season

Dane | ooks at Four.

DANE ( CONT' D)
G help with the assenbly of the
pl ane. W have a deadline to neet.

Dane wal ks over to Juicer and cuts the rope binding him
Juicer is the Regine's sleeper, planted in L. A years earlier.

DANE ( CONT' D)
Well, Captain Anerica, | think you
know ny friend here.
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Solonon is startled; Juicer is a terrorist and can't keep
silent any longer. He addresses the Anericans.

JUI CER

You were com ng here, one way or the
other. W sinply didn't count on
Ms. Montana | eavi ng her husband.
That wasn't part of the plan.

(pause)
| f Scott had handl ed his donestic
affairs nore cautiously...

Five enters the galley fromthe ship's warehouse to greet
his old friend, Juicer; his pistol 1s protruding fromhis
wai st band. Juicer reaches for Five's pistol, then wal ks
over to Scott Mntana and | ooks himin the eyes.

JUI CER ( CONT' D)
No harm done Scott. Everything worked
out. We're here... still undetected.
Now your wife is out of the way and
we can nmake sonme progress.

Juicer throws his armacross Scott's shoulders as he smles
in a forgiving manner. As he surveys the other nen, he takes
two steps away from Scott, raises the pistol and shoots him
in the forehead, BANG Bl ood spurts, Scott slunps in death.

Sol onon is enraged; he grow s |ike an ani mal.

SOLOVON
G rooo00. . ... aahhhh!

JUl CER
We don't need him any nore.

Sol omon squirnms to free hinself.

REKO
You bastard. You didn't have to
kill him..

JUl CER

Even the attorney is speechl ess.
TPF sl eeper is awake, and pissed
of f.

Dane grabs Sol omon by the armand pulls himto his feet.
The storms effect on the ship causes Dane to nonentarily
| ose his bal ance; Sol onobn sways as he stands.

DANE
Come M. Justice. W have a surprise
fﬁr you. You're going to appreclate
this.



101.

Dane and Sol onon | eave the galley, Juicer and Five follow
Bi shop and Ghetto guard Reko, Hawk, and Redli ne.

DI SSOLVE TO
| NT. STORAGE ROOM -- MOMENTS LATER

Upon entering the room Solonon is jolted. Hi s daughter,
Raven, is bound to a high back chair and gagged. Her finger
is taped through the pin of a hand grenade fastened to a
pole with a brace under her el bow for support.

Sol onmon shifts about attenpting to get his hands free.

SCLOVON
"1l rip your face off. |If she so
much as has a bruise on her 1|
beat you into a cona.

Jui cer giggles tauntingly. Solonon turns and faces Raven,
attenpting to get closer.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Are you okay honey? Have they hurt
you?

Horrified, Raven nods, attenpting to pacify her dad.

Now out ed, Juicer is enjoying the nonent. Dane's cocky
attitude is repul sive.

DANE
It doesn't appear you are in any
position to threaten, Counsel or.
You daughter is fine. She's
conpletely intact, | assure you

Dane expl ai ns.

DANE ( CONT' D)
You see, we have a very Inportant
partner incarcerated,;

Dane snickers at the stupidity of the arrest.

DANE ( CONT' D)
For a custons violation. Can you
believe that? A terrorist with a
custons violation... ny, ny, my.

Jui cer wal ks over and pulls the brace from beneath Raven's
el bow and forces Solonbn to | eave the roomwith them Sol onpn
expl odes.

SOLOVON ( enr aged)
VWhat are you doing? You can't |eave
her like that. You're insane. |If
she dies...
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Dane sl anms Sol onon agai nst the wall in the hallway.

DANE
That's up to you M. Justi ce.

Sol onon screans out as they force himdown the corridor
| NT. HALLWAY -- CONTI NUOUS

SCLOVON
Stiffen your arm Raven... don't drop
your arm baby... RAVEN

They prod Sol onon further away fromthe room

JUl CER
She's good for maybe five or ten
nLnutes, dependi ng on how athletic
she is.

| NT. CAPTAI N S QUARTERS -- CONTI NUOUS
Sol onmon's face is flush, his eyes are nmaddeni ng. Sone

docunents are in an I N basket atop a desk; Dane picks them
up, wavi ng them as he expl ai ns.

DANE
Si gn these and your daughter is safe.
Don't, and she dies... as do you and
your friends... we'll kill thousands

of Anmericans, infect your nation's
Capital, and weck your econony, fly
safely back to Europe and live like
royalty.

SCLOVON
What is it? Sign what?

JUI CER
Legal papers. You have to represent
Napol eon... the one incarcerated.

DANE
Napol eon is a key figure in our
organi zation. Should your Feds dig,
they may uncover a few secrets. W
need himfree at any cost. Having

you in our pocket wll prove

i nval uabl e.
As the ship sways, Five falls against the wall grabbing a
nmetal strut extending fromthe ship's wall. Lightning strikes
the vessel's exterior. The atnosphere crackles. The interior
wal |l illum nates as thousands of volts of stellar electricity
run through Five. The roomexplodes with illum nation

Five cries out violently as he jerks, his hair ignites, one
eye pops fromthe socket; he slunps to the floor dead.

Sol onmon quickly turns with a kick and hits Dane in the jaw
forcefully.
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As Dane falls to the floor he fires at Sol onon, BANG  Sol onobn
runs into himwth a body block. Dane fires again, BANG

and grazes Sol onon's shoul der. The shot, with the sway of

t he vessel, takes Sol onon down; Dane straddl es himas Juicer
rushes over to hel p.

DANE (threatening) (CONT' D
You Americans, always ready to fight.
|f you weren't inportant to us, 1'd
kill you right now. .. renenber your
daughter, mster attorney. She could
bl ow at any nonent.

SOLOVON
"1l do whatever... 1'Il sign
anyt hing, just help Raven.

Dane gets up with the pistol to Sol onon's head.

DANE

Easy... easy.

Sol onon gets up, his hands still bound behind him

DANE ( CONT' D)

G ve ne your word you'll defend

Napol eon, if needed.
SOLOVON

Yes, yes! | defend whoever. Hurry!
DANE

| f you back out, your entire famly
will be killed; believe ne, we wll
do it too.

Breat hi ng heavily Sol onon swears.

SOLOVON
If I say I wll... I will!

Sol onmon is untied | ong enough to sign the | egal docunent.
Jui cer holds his armwhile Dane keeps the pistol pressed
agai nst Sol onon's tenple. He signs.

DANE
No hurry Captain Anmerica. The grenade
isn't arnmed... it's a dunmmy!

Wthout renorse, Juicer grabs a blanket froma cot and covers
Flve'g snol dering body. Dane conpletely ignores his dead
conr ade.

SCLOVON
How did you get ny daughter? Wy
me?



104.

DANE
We've had this planned since the
turn of the mllennium Think of
it, toinfect an entire country,
ruin its econony, and nmake it | ook
like a mddle eastern project...
brilliant, yes?

As the ship tilts fromside to side, Dane points his weapon
at a bench.

DANE ( CONT' D)
Sit... it's just wisdomto have a
good attorney on the payroll. Qur
or gani zati on has watched you for
years; no one beats Sol onon Justi ce.

Dane makes hand gestures as he conti nues.

DANE ( CONT' D)
W' re Europeans and our attorney is
Captain Anerica. Justice represents
The Regi ne... classy.

(pause)
However, we didn't foresee Napol eon
getting jailed on a custons char ge.
And, to make absolutely sure you
woul d take the case, thus, enters
Raven Justice; we needed insurance.

Raven is brought in fromthe storage room her hands bound
behi nd her. Sol onon | ooks at his daughter with a consoling
smle, then at Dane.

SOLOVON
You could have left her out of it.

DANE
It was our ace-in-the-hole M.
Justice; certainly you can see the
value in that. You know, doctor's
def ense, murder cases; we reviewed
your case history. Qur Reginme is
deeply ingrained within your
gover nment .

Sol onon jostles for any type of opportunity.

SCLOVON
Can | talk to ny daughter alone for
a mnute?

Dane surveys the room for anything Sol onmon could use to free
hi msel f. He commands Raven to set down and renobves the tape
fromher nmouth. As he reaches for the door;

DANE
Ten m nut es. ['ll check on the
others. Ten m nutes.
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Dane and Jui cer step out of the room and cl ose the door.
CLI CK; Dane | ocks it.

Sol onron and Raven grasp for understanding of their
ci rcunst ances, encouraged briefly by their union.

SOLOVON
| "' m gonna get you outta here baby,
don't worry. |I'mso sorry.

RAVEN
What's goin on daddy? Were are we?
Who are these peopl e?

Presence appears just inside the door. Raven lets out a
curdling cry;

RAVEN ( CONT' D)
AAAHHHH. .. who's that?

Sol onon sees Presence but, until now, didn't think anyone
el se could. He struggles to explain sonething he doesn't
under st and.

SOLOVON
Uuh, Raven... this is Presence.

Raven's entire body is frigid in shock and disbelief.
RAVEN
WHO? How d he get in? The door
didn't open.

There is no concei vabl e, rati onal answer.

SOLOVON
It's a long story Raven. Trust ne,
"1l explain later. 1t's not

i nportant now.

RAVEN (frantic)
Not inportant! A man appears from
out of thin air! Daddy, what's
happeni ng, what's goi ng on?

Presence steps in front of Sol onmon and Raven. Raven exani nes
hi m t horoughly as her eyes widen in amazenent; she opens her
mout h to speak, but nothing conmes out.

Presence wal ks over to set down beside Sol onmon on the bench.
Wil e doing so the ship tilts briskly and Presence passes
t hrough Raven's arm Raven faints.

SOLOVON
| s she okay? | didn't think anyone
el se could see you. Who are you
anyway ?
(pause)

W're in tons of trouble.
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Way didn't you tell nme about this?
Do sonmething. Are you an angel or
what ?

PRESENCE
Those who are attached to you by
bl ood are allowed to see ne, the
Oher Side allows it.

Sol onmon is overwhel med with Presence, yet perturbed.

SOLOMON (frustrated)
There ain't no other side.... the
ot her side of what? The wall, the
door, the ocean, WHAT? Do you realize
what these idiots are planning to

do?

PRESENCE
We only have a nonent Sol onon.
Li sten!

Presence straightens Raven up in the chair, then takes a
smal|l picture fromthe manilla folder in the IN basket, atop
the desk and slides it into Sol onon's hip pocket.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)
You'll need this, show it to Reko.
Raven is fine... global consequences
are in the bal ance, powers are
shifting. Your world will soon
change.

Presence pl aces one hand on each side of Solonon's wound and
says sone unintelligible gibberish. The wound di sappears.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)
You will be needed agai n.
(pause)
Kings are presently plotting to
dom nate the globe. Mich blood wll
be shed in the years ahead.

Sol onon | ooks into Presence's eyes, intrigued, and |eans
toward himin examination. Raven remmins unconscious.

Presence begins to share regarding the O her Side.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)
The O her Side is eternal... There's
far nore awaiting after this life.

Hi s declaration is interrupted when a key is stuck into the
| ocked door. As the door opens Presence fades.

PRESENCE ( CONT' D)
| will help you Solonon... trust ne.
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CGhetto and Bi shop conme for Sol omon and his daughter to take
themto the ships | aboratory where the other Anerican
pri soners have been assenbl ed.

Bl SHOP
Come M. and M ss Justice. Justice
isin nmy hands, | like that; it has
aniceringtoit.

Ghetto vents by hitting Solonon in the stomach, POW

I NT. SH P'S LABORATORY -- LATER

The Anericans are tied up and seated along a table. Dane,
Bi shop, Juicer, and Ghetto, chaperon the Anericans while

One, Two, Three, and Four finalize assenbly of the renote
stealth aircraft and | aunch details in the ship's warehouse.

DANE
| know you're bursting with curiosity.
So, I'Il share our ingenious, naster

plan to destroy your econony. Good
bye Anerican doll ar.

Redline is the ol dest anong the Anericans and a |ifestyle of
hard |iving and di sappointnments birth a chal |l engi ng questi on.

REDLI NE
Qur country has paid dramatically
for gl obal denocracy; an enornous
price in blood and I n noney. Wy do
you want to destroy such a powerfu
partner of independence? Wat's
behind all this?

Ghetto kicks an enpty chair.

GHETTO
You just don't get it do you? Your
country has neddl ed agai nst world
uni fication for decades. W' re about
to change that once and for all!
You jerks have pissed a | ot of people

off... alot of big, powerful people.
DANE
Let me put it like this Mster
Redline... let's just say it's
genetic... hereditary; handed down
fromour ancestors. W were born to
ki}l and destroy, torule. It's a
gift!

Dane | ooks at Ghetto and smrks. Chetto's dark conedi c tone
is overtly revealing.

GHETTO
Let's just say, our parents did it,
and their parents did it, and da-da-
da- da- da.
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Sol onbn | ooks at Hawk, then Redli ne.

SOLOVON
At | east now we know... your roots
are showi ng. You want tyranny under
the pretense of denocracy.

Ghetto linps over to Raven sitting next to her dad. To
ant agoni ze Sol onon he back hands her across the face, SLAP.

Solonon jolts in his seat.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
You son-of-a-bitch

He attenpts to consol e Raven with eye contact.

GHETTO
| put up with your crap for days.
Shut your sliny nouth, Justice.
Next tine...

Hawk responds to Chetto.
HAWK ('t hr eat eni ng)
You freakin lowife. Untie me so we
can chit-chat, how about that?

Sol onon struggles to get free, stonping the floor repeatedly.
Raven is in pain; blood trickles fromher |ip.

An eruption is brew ng..
SOLOVON
Damm you to hell! You maggot. |'ve
got sonething for you, Ghetto.

For Sol onbn's sake, Reko redirects.

REKO
|'d like to know how you pulled it
all off Juicer... you just noved in
and |ived anong us, huh?

GHETTO
Brilliant wasn't it Reko. And, al

the while we were brewing up a storm
We're gonna destroy this dam pl ace,
finally.

JUl CER
| just slept through it all dude.
The sl eeper | earned nuch sinply by
staying out of the way and observi ng.

REKO
You're all insane. You'll run for
the rest of your |ives.
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DANE
No. We'll get mllions for this..
and the perks... wow. Wio do you
think is paying us to do this, anyway?
I f you knew you' d be shocked.

Reko taunts the terrorists, hoping Solonmon wll pick up the
Vi be.

REKO
What is it Sol, they say about guys
like these. They're sissies... little

pussies! No, no...that's not it.
Sol onon joins in.

SCLOVON
They're panty wai st! Leaches that
can't make it on their on. They
have not hing unl ess they're bl eeding
others to get it. Little rejected,
abused chi l dren.

Jui cer rails back.

JUl CER
| woul d have thought better things
fromyou nmen... especially from

Captaln Anerica... childish remarks,
from supposed warriors. You won't
have a nation to be proud of nuch

| onger.

Sol onon throws icing on the cake, hoping to antagonize the
terrorists.

SOLOVON
If you' d only trained himbetter
Reko. He could just beat the shit
outa you and settle it all, huh?

REKO
You know t hose suprenaci sts; tougher
t han everybody else, til they get a
nose bl eed.

HAWK
They'd never nmake it in our world.
Qur whole nation is built with bl ood
and guts... not juice.

Sol onron and Reko | augh out purposefully, hoping Juicer wll
pi ck up on Reko's challenge. The Americans need a break.

Juicer pulls Dane and Chetto aside as Bi shop stands guard.
After a few nonents huddl ed together they cone to terns.
Juicer turns and faces Reko, challenging himto a karate
bout, wth stipul ations.
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JUI CER

Since I'ma rookie, you should be

able to take me with one arm.. right?
REKO

You're a piss ant...
JUl CER

Stand up Reko. Let's see.

Reko stands up; he's untied. Dane uses sone duct tape to
secure Reko's left armto his side, rapping his body several
tinmes.

An area is cleared in the center of the floor. The Americans
are slid to one side. Dane and Ghetto stand arned as
overseers; Ghetto is anxious to see Anerican bl ood.

The two nen stand center in the clearing. Juicer quickly
swrls and kicks at Reko with his right foot. Reko grabs
the under side of Juicer's leg with his free armand flips
hi m over; he hits the floor hard, WHAM

Li ghtning strikes the ship for the second tine. The sound
is remniscent of a |oconpbtive steam ng through the center
of the room a steel beam blast through the side interior
wal | hitting Ghetto and knocking himdown forcefully. His
shoul der is torn open.

The chaos term nates the fight. Solonon's chair is upended
and he falls into an overturned desk; as the ship tilts, the
desk drawer slides open and a box cutter falls out. Dane
erupts with commands.

DANE
Ckay people, settle down. Reko,
sit! Juicer, get the Counsel or back
up... Ghetto, are you allright?

As Juicer pulls Solonon back up, Sol onobn grabs the box cutter
with his hand and conceals it within his fist.

CGhetto lies still, bleeding and groaning. One and Four rush
into the roomfrom down the hallway.
FOUR

What's going on in here? Was that
an expl osi on?

JUl CER
It was lightning idiot, |ightning!
And it nearly killed us... check on

Ghet to.

After several mnutes of tallying and first aid, One and
Four return to the assenbly room Finally, Dane orders the
pri soners bed down for the night. Bishop throws a few

bl ankets at their prisoners. No food.



111.

Rest isn't possible. The stormis gaining strength with
each passing nonent. Raven is sea sick. The ship has | ost
sonme el ectrical power. Dane and Juicer double check the
prisoners; only a few hours left until dawn.

I NT. CAPTAIN S QUARTERS -- LATER

Dane sits at his desk. Bishop is stretched out on a near by
cot. The dimy lIit roomflickers with each power surge.

El ectrical shortage has obstructed the nonitors, they flicker
on periodically. Two silhouettes are briefly captured
boardi ng the ship as Dane gl ances at the wall of nonitors.

He notices a brief blur but disregards it due to the

ci rcunstances. The nmonitors flicker and go bl ank.

Bl SHOP
Do you think we'll pull this off?
W weren't prepared for this storm
It's eerie! Like out of nowhere!

DANE
It's only a storm it'll pass. Qur
destiny supersedes everything el se.
W will get this done.

Bl SHOP
We've [ost two nen already and we're
on a pressing schedule. That's fact!

I NT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- MOMVENTS LATER

Two nen enter the ship feeling their way through dimy lit
hal | ways and corridors until they detect sonme Iight com ng
fromthe ship's | aboratory. They pause outside the door.

I NT. SH P'S LABORATORY -- CONTI NUOUS

Sol onbn has freed hinself with the box cutter and, in the
faint light, crawms quietly to Hawk's position and cut his
ropes. Everyone el se appears asl eep.

SOLOMON (whi speri ng)
You take Chetto, I'll get Juicer.

Hawk nods in the affirmative. The two nen quietly slither
to the other side of the room

Sol onon and Hawk take position. Quickly, Solonon grabs Juicer
andkslans the box cutter forcefully agalnst his neck. Juicer
awakens.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Move an eye brow and I'Il slit your
t hr oat .

Hawk hits Ghetto in the back of the head wwth a pipe. The
noi se awakens the others in the room



112.

As a soft murnur ushers forth, the two nen who recently
boarded the ship, burst into the roomwth guns drawn. The
ship's power is restored.

CHARGER
Get your hands up. Everybody! Now,
Now!

Hawk recogni zes the deep voi ce.

HAVWK
Char ger ?
CHARGER scans the roomfilled wth prone bodi es.
CHARGER
Hawk? Hawk? Are you okay?
HAVK
What took you so long? | was startin

to worry.

Sol onon | ooks at Hawk astoni shed, ignorant of Hawk's earlier
action.

HAVWK ( CONT' D)
t a long story, King Sol. I'll
i you in later... the other guy
s Doc.
Hawk unties Redline. Solonon frees Raven. GChetto appears
unconsci ous, possibly dead. Charger and DOC tie up Juicer.

HAWK ( CONT' D)
There's sonme nore of these nuthers
around here sonepl ace.

Redl i ne responds to his two old biker friends.

REDLI NE
Never thought |I'd be happy to see
you two creeps.

CHARGER
| was sure we'd drown before getting
here. W had trouble finding a boat.
We had to confiscate one.

As the nmen prepare for their next nove, CGhetto hurls a knife
across the roomat Solonon; it's blade flickers in the |ight
as it slices through the air. Just as the knife reaches
Solonon, it stops in md air, an inch fromhis heart. Sol onon
seesbrrgsence standing in front of himholding the knife by
its ade.

PRESENCE
}FIS you to trust ne. And one

|
Wi e taken.
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As Presence lets go of the knife and it hits the floor in
front of her father. Raven sees Presence and screans out

RAVEN
Aaahhhhh!

Everyone | ooks at the knife with astoni shment, then at Raven.
Charger rushes to Ghetto and beats himfuriously, finally
stabbing himin the chest with his knife. Ghetto is dead.

SCLOVON
Raven, you okay?

Raven is staggered enotionally.

RAVEN
Who was that? It was the guy from
the other room Dad! Daddy!

Sol onon | ooks at the others, then back at his daughter.

SCLOVON
What guy, where? It was just the
light Raven, that's all.

The ot her nmen | ook at Sol onbn, awed by what they just
wi tnessed. They review each other in unbelief.

Suddenl'y, a hand grenade tunbles into the roomfromthe
corridor. It bounces across the floor; Redline instinctively
dives on it. BOOM

The deaf eni ng expl osi on sends bl ood and shrapnel into every
inch of the room The blinding glare engulfs the |aboratory.
Li ke phantons, totally other worldly, Raven, Hawk, Reko,
Charger, Doc, and Sol onon are shielded. As instantly as
each Presence appears, it fades fromvisibility.

Sol onon wi t nesses Raven's Presence, however, not the others.
Real i zi ng something protected themall fromdeath they | ook
at each other in total bew | dernent. Raven weeps.

Sol onmon rushes to Redline. He's breathing faintly; his
stomach bl own open. He grabs Sol onon by his jacket and pulls
himto his nouth and utters faintly, then stops breathing.
Monentarily Solonmon is frozen; he thinks of Bitterweed.

DCC
Hey man... how is he?

Sol onon gl ances away briefly.

SOLOVON
He' s dead.

Hawk junps into the hallway and sees a fleeting figure; he
fires his pistol, BANG BANG One round hits Dane in the

| eg, dropping him Hawk drags himback into the | aboratory.
Still alive, Dane collapses to the floor.
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HAVWK
| got himin the leg. How s Redline?
SOLOVON

Sorry Hawk. He's gone brother.

Redline's death hits Hawk hard. He takes on a distant stare,
his eyes noisten. He pulls Dane to his feet and throws him

agai nst the wall; then again. He glares into Dane's face.
HAVWK
Before we | eave here, I'll kill you

The ragi ng thunderstorm has nuffled the explosion and gunfire.
The other terrorists are clueless, slunbering in the
war ehouse.

Juicer is bleeding fromthe grenade. Ghetto is dead, but
Bi shop i s unaccounted for. Dane is bl eeding profusely.

Sol onbn wal ks over to Dane and kicks himin the face, bl ood
gushes out. He places his foot on Dane's injured |eg;

DANE
Ahhhhhh!

SOLOVON
You' re gonna hel p us get those other
shitheads in here or I'll crush your

face til your eyes pop out.

Sol onon grabs a piece of steel lying in the floor fromthe
earlier mayhem He raises it above his head and stares into
Dane' s eyes.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
What's it gonna be?

Jui cer interrupts.

JUl CER
The war ehouse door is |ocked. There
shoul d be a key in Dane's pocket.

Sol onon scrounges i nto Dane's pocket and finds sone keys.
SOLOVON
Hawk, wi Il your friends watch these
freaks while we get the nunbers gang?
Hawk | ooks at Charger and Doc.

CHARGER
Do what you gotta do.

The terrorists are all secured. Sol onon | ooks at Raven.

SCLOVON
Stay here honey. You'll be safe.
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SOLOVON ( CONT' D)
W gotta do this...

I NT. UNFI NI SHED BUSI NESS -- LATER

Sol omon, Reko, and Hawk, capture, then escort the terrorists
from the warehouse back into the roomw th the others,
recovering all their personal weapons.

Al of the terrorists are tightly bound and gagged and seated
on the floor along the wall. Sol onon paces back and forth

in front of them nunbling and hol ding his stomach with one
hand, his Ruger in the other. Sol onon threatens;

SOLOVON
" m pissed off, nmad... infuriated..
you know, sorta vindictive! Have
any of you ever been in actual
conbat... do words live bravery or
courage ring any bells in that enpty
attic you call a brain?

Sol onon continues, like a nother in pain to give birth; his
soul painfully opens. The terrorists stare in a blind gaze.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
You desire to destroy a guardi an of
wor |l d peace. You have no idea of
freedom actually being able to live
your life the way you desire to live
It.

He proceeds in a idealistic anger, rem niscent of his nmany
years as a defense attorney. Hi s case is conpelling.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
The very word Anerica, neans cloth.
Cloth! W' ve hel ped hold this sick,
traumati zed worl d together since the
first world war. And you nad nen
want to destroy us...US!' You want

to show your appreciation... is that
it?

Hawk, Reko, Charger, Doc, even Raven, look on as if in a
class roomlistening to a conpelling |lecturer.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Cloth binds wounds. C oth shelters
and keeps people warm Cloth is the
nmost used product in the entire world
for good.

The stress of the past days surface and years of serving his
country, mlitarily and judicially, jet to the threshold of
all that Sol onon Justice stands for.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
What our flag represents you mani acs
can never know.
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SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
|"ve watched friends die, their blood
on ny clothes... trying to help sone
country we knew little or nothing
about, all because we believed in
what we were sent to do; a people in
need and hurting - we wanted to
hel p... Nuff said!

Sol onon renoves his jacket and waves the flag on the back in
front of the terrorists.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
This cloth has al ways provi ded
freedom an arnor-bearer for
denocracy. Now it's gonna judge you
and send you to hell. CQCops, we wn
agai n!

He | ooks at Redline's body |lying across the roomin a pool
of blood. He visually surveys the imediate area. Everyone
i s speechl ess.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)
Reko, rempve any indicators of our
presence here.

(pause)
Hawk and | will lock these nurderers
up in a safe place... Raven, help
Reko.

Charger and Doc pitch in and assist Reko and Raven. Sol onon
and Hawk escort the remaining terrorists to the far end of
the ship opposite the anthrax and the satellite aircraft.

Al ong the way Bishop junps out into the hallway firing his
pi stol, BANG BANG BANG Everyone instinctively crouches.
Bot h Hawk and Sol onon fire back, three shots each, BANG
gANg, BANG BANG, BANG BANG  Bishop, hit four tines, falls
ead.

Wth the terrorists secured in a | arge storage room Hawk
coll ects sonme exclusive itens needed in order to fulfil
their plan for renoving the garbage and finalizing their
unfini shed busi ness.

Sol onron and Hawk enter the huge storage roomat the far end
of the ship, and cl ose the door.

CUT TO
EXT. GALVESTON, TEXAS -- MORN NG
The storm has vani shed as suddenly as it appeared. The sun
begins its accent over sone dissipating clouds on the
nmystical Iy auburn horizon.
Sol onon, Reko, and Hawk, are getting their choppers out of

storage. Raven sits in the rented van pondering recent
events. Sol onon calls Hawk aside regardi ng Redli ne.
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Hawk uses the opportunity to clear the air about Charger and
Doc.

HAVWK
Sol, when we were at the safe house
| made a call... you know, just in
case. | told Charger to show up
only if they hadn't heard from nme by
a set tine.

SCLOVON
"' m gl ad soneone was t hi nking
straight. 1It's a good thing you did
call. WIIl your friends get Redline's
body back to L.A. ?

(pause)

| feel like |I've been drug through
hell by a stubborn mule.

HAVK
It's all taken care of. W'Ill send
some guys back for his bike |ater.
As for as hell goes, I'"'msure | ran

outa gas downtown. Nuff said!

The two nen cl ose ranks and Sol onon whi spers to Hawk regardi ng
Redl i ne' s dyi ng request.

Reko | eaves his bi ke and wal ks over to Raven seated in the
rented van.

RAVEN
Reko, can you hel p me understand any
of this? Were are the terrorists?
Are they dead?

REKO
We'll call the authorities before we
| eave Raven. Your dad's been through
a lot, so give hima break, okay?
He's a special nman!

RAVEN
Yeah, | know. Sonetines he scares
me though... you know, in a good

way. He's just so fearl ess.

Sol onon wal ks over to the van and hands his daughter a credit
card and sone cash

SCLOVON
Take the van to Houston and get a
flight home. You can turn the van

in there. Stay with nomtill we get
back... after we get to D.C. we'll
have the bi kes shipped hone and fly
back to L. A

RAVEN

Dad, just conme home with ne.
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RAVEN ( CONT' D)

You' ve been through a lot; I'mworried
about you.

SCLOVON
We've all been through a | ot, honey.
| have to finish this. [It's about
closure, Raven. W owe it to Redline.
We need this, okay? 1'Il call your

nmom and brief her; she's gonna freak,
huh? See ya soon honey.

Raven, feeling some responsibility because of her ki dnapping,
wants her father to know her side of what's happened.

RAVEN
Daddy, |I'msorry. | thought Dane
was legitimate; | studied hard on

that project and felt | could get
sonme fresh insight, ya know.

SCLOVON
It's okay Raven. | know you neant
well. Hey, | taught you didn't 17?

(pause)
You did get sone fresh insight, don't
ya think? Hey, OJ.T.

Raven, smling, feels consoled somewhat. She gives her dad
a kiss and reluctantly rolls forward in the van.

As he | ooks on Sol onon's hand brushes his hip pocket; he
remenbers the picture Presence placed in it on the ship. He
wal ks over to Reko.

SOLOMON ( CONT' D)

Reko. | found this picture in a
file in the Captain's Quarters.
He's call ed Napoleon. | think he's

in jail sonepl ace.

Sol onon raises the picture. As Reko |ooks at the crunpled
photo, his jaw drops. He becones enotional and stringent.

REKO
Where' d you get this? This is ny
dead brother. He's been dead for
ei ght years.

SOLOVON
VWhat ? How so?

Reko chal |l enges in an upset tone.

REKO
It's nmy brother Sol. [I'd know ny
own brother anywhere. That's him
SOLOVON

Real ly! How d he die?
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REKO
In a car accident in Europe.

Sol onmon | ooks at his friend, then away.

SCLOVON
Did you attend his funeral ?

Reko takes on a bew | dered distant | ook. In a quieted tone;

REKO
No! His car plunged into a river.
They never found his body.

As Raven pulls out for Houston, Hawk makes an anonynous phone
call to a local newspaper reporter with details about the
terrorists' plans and where to find all the evidence on
Unfi ni shed Busi ness.

The three nen conclude sonme |ast minute preparations for the
final leg of their journey; the run to The Wall.

HAVWK
King Sol, are you sure the expl osion
won't hurt any of our guys when they
board the ship?

SOLOVON
| double checked it Hawk. It'll get
their attention, that's all... then
t he garbage will be taken out.

REKO
| hope we're making the right nove
her e!

SOLOVON
They' Il never be able to connect

anything to us. Wen they find
everything, the evidence will tel
the whole story... sorry for the

di straction guys. Let's saddle up..
our business here is finished.

HAWK
Were we distracted? | didn't notice.

The nen take a respectful sigh before departing. Their

machi nes are idling |ike a nechanical heartbeat awaiting its
next exercise. Loaded and road ready they drift out onto

t he highway. Reko cries out;

REKO
REMEMBER THE ALAMO

SERI ES OF SHOTS

Sol onon, Hawk, and Reko, are cruising down the Interstate
atop their chroned chariots.
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Each man's face paint its own canvas of the recent ordea
and the death of a close friend and a fellow soldier.
Sol onmon's flag breaths fresh life.

Two reporters and a dozen | aw enforcenent officials board
Unfi ni shed Busi ness from a Coast Guard vessel.

The terrorists sit snugly tied to a series of chairs. Each
man' s i ndex finger is taped through the pin of a hand grenade
strapped to a pole in front of him a brace hol ding each
man's armin a stable position. A small rope is tied to

each brace connected to a single rope rigged to a door a

safe di stance down the ship's corridor. On the wall opposite
the terrorists, in huge bold letters, are painted the words,
CAPTAI N AMERI CA

A | aw enforcenent official reaches for the booby trapped

door, set to renove the braces from beneath each terrorist's
arm when opened. The door is gently pulled open by a federal
agent and the braces are renoved from beneath each terrorist's
arm jerking the pins fromeach grenade.

A powerful explosion is heard froma distant part of the
huge freighter. The reporters and the authorities scurry
toward the sound as snoke billows fromthe ship

CUT TO
EXT. THE VI ETNAM VETERAN' S MEMORI AL -- AFTERNOON

A current Anerican four star general is addressing the massive
crowmd on the Mall grounds as the three bikers zigzag about
the Capitol streets nearing the nenorial festivities.

FOUR STAR GENERAL (V.OQ.)
Since the turn of the m 1l ennium
Ameri ca has beconme a much safer place.
A pl ace where goodness may flourish
and |l ove of country is not a martyr's
cry, but a hand extended to help a
brother or sister in need. My
freedomring... for all people
globally. Terror nmust die for the
free spirit of mankind to prosper..

EXT. THE VI ETNAM VETERAN S MEMORI AL -- LATER

Twilight is settling in and the enornous crowd has thinned.
The Menorial serves as a vast blackened mrror arresting the
nmovenent of every person within its wing span captured from
its enbedded | ocation within the Earth.

Sol onon, Reko, and Hawk, walk slowy toward the center of

the Menorial. Their imagery is seized within the arny of
names engraved on the black granite. As Sol onon | ooks deeply
into the brilliant dark tonb of America' s nightmare, as if

| ooki ng for his soul, he beholds the reflection of Presence
st andi ng beside him
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In silence the nen wal k to a specific panel near the center

of the menorial. Solonon takes Redline's colors froma canvas
bag and hold them up shoul der high. He hands the jacket to
Hawk and he gently displays Redline's jacket, face up, at

t he base of the Wall, The Black Eagle, fulfilling Redline's
deat h w sh.

A prom nent patch on the breast of Redline's jacket front
speaks volunes. |It's the national synbol adopted for American
pri soners of war and those regarded as mi ssing in action.

It says sinply: PONM A

SCLOVON
Wel conme hone friend. Your cause was
just. Rest with your brothers;
finally - peace. Tell the guys |
sai d hello.

Sol onon | ooks hard into the Black Eagle, the realization of
the recent ordeal and a thousand years of struggle and despair
mushroom .. his eyes mst... Sol onon weeps openly.

SCLOVON ( CONT' D)
Tell Bitterweed and Crazy Joe their
Ser geant says hell o.

Li ke an other worldly phenonenon, the presence of over one
hundred fifty eight thousand souls are seen housed w thin

t he nanes of the dead etched into the Menorial, fromone end
of its wingspan to the other, dressed as gallant warriors
fromthe O her Side.

As the phantom sol diers stand, they drift into two groups,
maki ng way for a recon patrol. As the patrol energes from
the depths of the tonb, out of the bowels of the Earth, the
three bikers stand in awe. Redline is wal king point for the
recon team The entonbed presence of nobility and sacrifi ce,
once again, utters encouragenent and thanks to those who
remai n out si de.

DI SSCLVE TQO
I NT. THE JUSTI CE' S HOUSE - MORNI NG

Rebecca Justice sits in a chair smling, gently swayi ng her
head fromside to side, while |ooking at the norning paper.
The story of Unfinished Business is front page. The headlines
read; The Search for Captain Anmerical

The Anchor Man on the norning news tel ecast spews forth al
the revealing details of the incredible discovery aboard
Unfini shed Business. As Rebecca sits enthralled in the flood
of recent revelation, there is a knock at the front door:
KNOCK, KNOCK, KNOCK

THE END
FOR DAVI D
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