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OVER BLACK:
SUPER: "A viper is nonetheless a viper, wherever the egg is 
hatched..." - L.A. Times, Editorial, circa 1942

FADE OUT.

UNDERNEATH BLACK HOOD. HYPERVENTILATION.
BROWN EYES FLICK OPEN. Blinking. Scanning.
A METAL DOOR OPENS. HARD SOLE SHOES step on concrete.

MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Do you know why I do what I do?

INT. INTERROGATION CELL - CONTINUOUS
A THIN MAN stands over a PRISONER- hood drawn over her head, 
handcuffed to a field operating table.

THIN MAN
Inevitability. The world is 
destined to descend into chaos. I 
am the only barrier to that fate- 
the order that keeps you people at 
bay. You know it's true. Deep in 
your heart, the fear that you feel 
in my presence...

The Thin Man touches TORTURE TOOLS- pliers, rusted scalpels, 
and AN OLD COMBAT KNIFE- on a wheeling MEDICAL TRAY to his 
right.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
You know it's to keep safe the 
world that we have fought so hard 
to build.

TWO TORTURER's walk into the cell, CLOSING the metal door 
behind them- sleeves rolled up, ready to work.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
This makes me wonder- Why it is you 
people do what you do.

The torturers go to the prisoner. She THRASHES as they UNCUFF 
her, force her onto the operation table, STRAPPING her in 
with leather straps.

PRISONER
GET THE FUCK OFF ME! FUCK YOU!
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The Thin Man SLAMS his fist into the prisoner's gut. She 
RECOILS, WHEEZES to breathe.

THIN MAN
In due time, you'll see it as I do.

TORTURER 1 grabs a DIRTY TOWEL off the floor. TORTURER 2 goes 
over to a SINK, turns the water on, letting it fill the 
basin. He grabs a PITCHER next to the sink, DIPPING it into 
the water.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
You'll realize that everything you 
thought you knew about this 
world... Was wrong. That my justice 
is the only justice.

Torturer 2 walks back to the table, PITCHER in hand. Torturer 
1 DIPS THE TOWEL into the pitcher, soaking it. He then grabs 
a hold of the prisoner's head.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
I'll give you one last chance. 
Avoid this... unnecessary mess. 
Cooperate with me, and you can 
walk, just like you've been trying 
to do this whole time. Wherever you 
want to go- you can go.

The prisoner HYPERVENTILATES, SHAKES. But then a calmness 
washes over her and she STILLS with a large EXHALATION.

PRISONER
Anywhere?

THIN MAN
Yes.

PRISONER
Then I'll see you in hell.

The Thin Man, unappreciative, MOTIONS to the torturers.

UNDERNEATH BLACK HOOD.
The prisoner's BROWN EYES FLICK back and forth.
The hood RIPS OFF and we-

FADE TO WHITE.
FADE IN:

4 4



3.

INT. ABDUL'S STUDIO APARTMENT - DAY (WEEKS EARLIER)
A studio apartment rests TURNED OVER, clearly been searched. 
The DOOR, slightly ajar, SQUEAKS OPEN.

AADILA (O.S.)
Abe...? Abe, you home?

Cautiously stepping in is AADILA- (late 20's) long, curly 
dark brown hair, brown eyes. She steps in further, closes the 
door, throws a hoodie on the bed.

AADILA (CONT’D)
(stepping further)

Jesus... What the fuck have you 
gotten yourself into...

Aadila wades through the mess, searching through it herself.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Come on... Where the hell have you 
been...

She looks all over- the BED, the KITCHENETTE, the PAPERS 
strewn across the floor.
Finally, she comes across a PLAYSTATION and a small HDTV in 
the corner. Aadila powers on both devices.
ON TV: Aadila navigates the PlayStation menu, logging in as 
"JUMPMAN_777". AN ALERT POPS UP: "1 NEW MESSAGE." She clicks 
to the MESSAGING MENU finding peculiarly worded PHRASES and 
NOTES.

AADILA (CONT’D)
What...?

ON TV: She goes into one particular thread with "HALLA2001". 
One DAY-OLD MESSAGE reads:

JUMPMAN_777: Are the bros ready?
HALLA2001: God willing, yes.
JUMPMAN_777: Let's meet then. Four 
sides. Noon. Tomorrow. It's time.

Aadila checks her PHONE: it's 11:14AM.
AADILA (CONT’D)

"Four sides"...? Shit!
Aadila throws the CONTROLLER onto the bed. She grabs and puts 
on her hoodie, HURRIES out the door.
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EXT. NYC - APARTMENT BUILDING - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila RUSHES out the front door, almost knocking into some 
asshole GANGBANGER.

GANGBANGER
Woah, woah, slow down, baby. Where 
you goin' so fast?

AADILA
Fuck off.

The gangbanger GRABS Aadila forcibly.
GANGBANGER

Eh, you gotta learn some fuckin' 
RESPECT, bitch.

Aadila HEAD-BUTTS the asshole, twists him around and puts him 
into an ARMLOCK.

AADILA
Fuck. Off. Respectfully.

She shoves him to the ground and keeps walking onto the 
sidewalk.
Taking out her cell phone, she speed dials: ABDUL. Straight 
to voicemail- BEEP.
She rushes down the street CUTTING THROUGH A GROUP OF 
MARCHING PROTESTERS- COPS patrolling the perimeter in RIOT 
GEAR.

AADILA (CONT’D)
'Scuse me. Yeah- sorry.

PROTESTERS
(repeating in unison)

WE ARE A NATION OF IMMIGRANTS. WE 
ARE A NATION OF ONE.

Aadila accidentally bumps into the PROTEST LEADER- an older 
man of particular importance. She disregards him, keeps going 
as the protesters WATCH HER LEAVE.

EXT. BUILDING ACROSS THE STREET - CONTINUOUS
The THIN MAN FROM BEFORE, watches Aadila like a hawk. Another 
AGENT steps up next to him.
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THIN MAN
Follow her. I'll head back and 
report in.

AGENT
Aight, I'm on it.

The Agent starts after Aadila. The Thin Man, watching.

INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila coming down the stairs leading into the tunnel, looks 
around for her train.

AADILA
Shit...

She walks further into the tunnel, sits on a bench, anxiously 
waits.
The Agent from the rooftop comes down the stairs, spotting 
Aadila. She SEES HIM- he tries to play it aloof.

AADILA (CONT’D)
(spooked)

Son of a-
The TRAIN'S LIGHTS APPEAR at the far end of the tunnel. 
Aadila stands, cautiously observes her tail.
The train WHOOSHES PAST, slows to a stop. Aadila gets into 
the-

INT. SUBWAY CAR - CONTINUOUS
Looking down towards the other door.

AUTOMATED VOICE (O.S.)
Stand clear of the closing doors, 
please.

The Agent steps in, GLANCES at Aadila.
Aadila waits. The doors HISS as they're released to close. 
She waits...
The DOORS SLIDING CLOSED, and Aadila BOLTS through them at 
the LAST, SPLIT SECOND back into the-
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INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - CONTINUOUS
She watches as the train ACCELERATES away- the FRUSTRATED 
AGENT watching her THROUGH THE WINDOW.
Aadila jumps down into the tracks, swiftly making her way 
over to the other side, then jumps onto the other platform. 
Onlookers GAWK. She brushes herself off as another TRAIN 
COMES from the opposite direction.

EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE PARK - LATER
Aadila rushes into the middle of a larger, CHAOTIC PROTEST- 
the angry mob wear shirts, sport signs and flags that all 
read: THE PEOPLE'S LIBERATION.

AADILA
(sotto)

Not really your crowd, is it 
Abe...?

She WADES through the mass of PROTESTERS who shout:
PROTESTERS

FUCK THE POLICE!- NO JUSTICE, NO 
PEACE!- YOU DO NOT CONTROL THE 
PEOPLE- THE PEOPLE CONTROL YOU!

Suddenly, the CROWD PARTS IN FRONT OF Aadila: people surround 
an EFFIGY- a man in a blue suit, red tie, a RED SWASTIKA 
painted on his chest.
They SET IT ABLAZE. The crowd ROARS in unison.

AADILA
Jesus christ!

Aadila recoils at the sudden BURST of flames, falling 
backward into a punk-rocking young blonde: JESS.

JESS
(winks)

Not your kinda party?
Aadila separates from Jess, keeps moving as Jess traces 
Aadila with her BLUE EYES.

EXT. NEW YORK STREETS - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila tries calling Abdul again. VOICEMAIL.
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She hurries through the bustling streets. As she does, she 
glances behind her: The CIA AGENT, fifty yards away sticking 
out like a sore thumb, walks straight toward Aadila.

AADILA
God damn it...

Looking around she sees a BUS.
Aadila starts RUNNING around people, through a CROSS STREET, 
eventually reaching the BUS.
She POUNDS on the door, running beside it as it slowly rolls 
forward. The DOOR OPENS and she gets on.

INT. BUS - CONTINUOUS
Aadila looks out the window as the bus accelerates- the AGENT 
IS GONE.

AADILA
Fuckin' spooks...

TWO CHINESE TOURISTS look at Aadila, offended. She shakes off 
their looks, but NOTICES: TIMES SQUARE PAMPHLETS in the their 
hands.

CUT TO:

EXT. NEW YORK STREETS, BUS STOP - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila RUSHES off the bus and onto the PACKED sidewalk.

AADILA
How the hell am I supposed to find 
you...

Aadila pulls her hair back, closes her eyes.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (7) and her brother Abdul (4) holding 
their parents hands, walking next to the ONE TIMES SQUARE 
building- looks of awe on their faces.

She looks up, realizing. She RUNS into-

EXT. TIMES SQUARE - CONTINUOUS
SHOVING past tourists.
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Finally, she reaches ONE TIMES SQUARE and sees her brother: 
ABDUL, sitting by himself on the sidewalk, people stepping 
around him.
Aadila approaches slowly. Abdul notices his sister, rises.

ABDUL
Sister...

AADILA
Abe!

They embrace- Abdul is practically void of emotion as his 
sister grapples him tightly. Slowly, he hugs her back.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Where the fuck have you been!

(beat)
I've been looking everywhere for 
you. Don't you realize how much 
trouble you're in?

Abdul doesn't say anything. He can't look her in the eye.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Abe.
(no response)

Say something- jesus- you're 
freaking me out.

ABDUL
My name is Abdul.

AADILA
Yeah, I know.

ABDUL
And don't take prophets' names in 
vain. Alhamdulillah.

AADILA
The fuck has gotten into you?

ABDUL
Aadila, you shouldn't be here.

AADILA
You shouldn't be here. The fucking 
FBI knocked on my door last week, 
Abe-

ABDUL
I said- don't call me that.
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AADILA
Fuck you! Do you even remember who 
I am? Or are you too brainwashed by 
those fanatics?

ABDUL
(angrier)

Don't call my brothers "fanatics"!
AADILA

Brothers! Listen to yourself! I'm 
your goddamn blood, Abe.

ABDUL
DON'T-

Abdul grabs Aadila's arms, threatening her.
ABDUL (CONT’D)

Don't ever use such language around 
me ever again.

Aadila SHOVES Abdul from his grip.
AADILA

You're lost. You're fucking lost.
ABDUL

No. Not anymore. 
AADILA

Oh yea? Care to enlighten big sis?
ABDUL

How did you even find me?
Aadila SIGHS, calms herself.

AADILA
No encryption on the front end of a 
video game console.

(off his look)
Your room's been tossed, by the 
way. I don't know how we're still 
talking now, to be honest. I had to 
pull a run-around on a fed just to 
get here.

ABDUL
But... How did you know where 
exactly I'd be?
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AADILA
I'm you sister, idiot.

(off his look)
This was always your favorite spot. 
In the whole damn city.

Aadila steps in front of Abe as he tries to avoid her gaze.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Every time we ever visited, we had 
to come right here. Shit- if 
anything- just to get you to stop 
whining about it.

Aadila lets out a laugh, wipes away a tear. Abdul smiles, 
looking at his feet.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Please, Abe. Tell me what's going 
on. Talk to your sis.

Abdul starts to break down.
ABDUL

Aadie...
Abdul hugs his sister like he would his mother.

AADILA
It's okay, Abe. It's alright- I'm 
here.

ABDUL
I'm so torn. I'm so torn...

AADILA
About what? Why haven't I heard 
from you for the past five months?

Abdul separates from Aadila.
ABDUL

Everything- what's happened to this 
forsaken country- what happened to 
us- what happened to mom... I can't 
just sit here and let them... Take 
everything from us. Our dignity. 
Our livelihood.

AADILA
Who, Abe? Who's doing this?
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ABDUL
(hardening up)

Open your eyes, Aadila. Look 
around.

Aadila blinks at her brother who literally wants her to look 
around. She does.
VIDEO BOARDS plastered on buildings show more U.S. PROPAGANDA 
than anything else. On one screen: "PROTECT YOUR FELLOW 
CITIZENS. REPORT ILLEGALS TODAY."
On another: PRES. WARREN'S STOIC POSE- written underneath, 
"SUPPORT PRESIDENT WARREN, SUPPORT AMERICA. KEEP AMERICA 
STRONG. KEEP AMERICA WHOLE."
And yet another: SOLDIERS in the middle of a BATTLE- written 
underneath, "PROTECT THE HOMELAND FROM ALL ENEMIES, FOREIGN 
AMD DOMESTIC. SIGN UP TODAY."

ABDUL (CONT’D)
We have given our souls to 
these.... Monsters. And for what? 
Cyber surveillance, public neglect- 
institutionalized racism? No, I'm 
not lost anymore, Aadila. I found 
my people- the people who fight for 
me, the people who will die for me. 
Just as I, in turn, would die for 
them. Insha Allah.

AADILA
Fucksake, Abe- listen to what 
you're saying!

Abdul notices TWO STRANGE MEN making their way towards them.
ABDUL

Get away from me.
AADILA

No, I'm not leaving you-
ABDUL

(quietly)
Aadie... Sis. Don't come looking 
for me anymore. Don't call me 
anymore. They can't know about you. 
Nobody can.

The two strange men stop next to Abdul, staring at Aadila.
ABDUL (CONT’D)

Get off me!
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Abdul SHOVES his sister away.
ABDUL (CONT’D)

Whore!
Aadila covers her face, crying. Abdul and the two strange men 
walk away. As the gap grows between him and his sister, Abdul 
looks back one final time at Aadila.
Aadila crouches down where she stands- completely 
heartbroken. Wiping her tears, she notices: A NERVOUS MAN 
fifty yards ahead of her, standing in the middle of the 
street.
CLOSER on the nervous man: SHAKING, SWEATING, WIDE-EYED.
Aadila STARES, stands up slowly.
The nervous man HYPERVENTILATES. In his right hand, a DEVICE 
with a BUTTON on it.

AADILA
RUN! EVERYBODY RUN! GET OUT OF 
HERE!

She pushes people away, starts causing a scene.
PERSON

Fuck off, psycho!
AADILA

FUCKING RUN! HE'S GOT A-
BOOM! SLOW MOTION: A COUPLE CARS close to the bomber FLIP and 
ROLL from the explosion. Aadila falls forward from the sheer 
force of the blast. People all around fall to the wayside- 
those closer to the bomb end in a bloody mess.
REGULAR SPEED: Aadila rolls over, checking herself- no 
damage. People around her are FREAKING OUT- running this way 
and that, some even DRAW their own PISTOLS. Fucking chaos.
PLOCK! PLOCK! Shots ring out, then SCREAMS. A STAMPEDE 
commences.
Aadila gets up starts running with the crowd, but stops when 
she notices ahead: THE THIN MAN running towards the scene.
Aadila cuts sideways through the crowd as another EXPLOSION 
rocks the center of Times Square. She gets out of the madness 
reaching a SIDE STREET.
Aadila catches her breath, then runs toward the SUBWAY STAIRS 
down the street.
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EXT. SUBWAY STAIRS - CONTINUOUS
Aadila reaching the top of the stairway immediately HALTS 
when she sees the CIA AGENT FROM BEFORE heading up the 
stairs, STRAIGHT FOR AADILA.

AGENT
STOP RIGHT THERE!

He PULLS his GUN, forcing her to stay put. He reaches her, 
holstering his weapon then grabbing her.

AADILA
Fuck you! I didn't do shit!

The Agent CHECKS Aadila in the gut.
AGENT

(whispering)
You have no idea what kind of perks 
my job comes with, bitch.

VOICE (O.S.)
EH.

The Agent straightens up, turns to look at several BYSTANDERS 
watching the interaction. A MAN steps toward them, 
intimidating the Agent.

MAN
Step off the girl, man. If you know 
what's good for you.

AGENT
Back the fuck off!

The man SHOVES the Agent. The Agent PULLS HIS GUN.
AGENT (CONT’D)

Back. Off.
A beat. The man takes a step back, feigning calmness. He 
turns away.

AGENT (CONT’D)
What I thought-

BAM! The man pulls and shoots his own PISTOL- hitting the 
agent.
Aadila breaks from the Agent's grip as he falls, fucking 
STUNNED. She just backs away and heads down the stairs as the 
man KEEPS SHOOTING THE AGENT.
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INT. SUBWAY TUNNEL - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila, hood drawn, sits on the bench as her TRAIN WHOOSHES 
past her, slowing to a stop.

AUTOMATED VOICE (O.S.)
This is forty-second street. This 
is a C train towards Brooklyn.

Aadila gets on the train, CHECKING the car.

INT. SUBWAY CAR - CONTINUOUS
Aadila takes a seat.

AUTOMATED VOICE (O.S.)
Stand clear of the closing doors, 
please.

Aadila takes out her phone, contemplates it.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (8) playing with Abdul (5) in a front 
lawn.

She scrolls through her contacts and calls ABDUL again.
It RINGS.

AADILA
Come on, Abe... Come on...

The SUBWAY'S LIGHTS FLICKER- all the passengers notice.
The phone STOPS RINGING and goes to voicemail. Aadila taps 
the phone, shoves it back into her pocket.

INT. MOTEL ROOM - NIGHT
The door SWINGS OPEN- Aadila steps through it and into the 
disheveled space.
CLOSING THE DOOR, she presses her back against it, exhausted.
She reaches into her pocket, pulling out an old PHOTOGRAPH, 
unfolding it.
ON PHOTOGRAPH: Aadila (8), Abdul (5), their BEAUTIFUL MOTHER 
wearing a PURPLE HIJAB and their BEAMING FATHER wearing ARMY 
FATIGUES.
She walks to the bathroom, leaving the photo on the dresser 
next to a MEDAL OF HONOR.
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INT. BATHROOM, VANITY - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila looks at herself in the mirror, stripped to her 
underwear. She twirls a CHUNK OF HAIR, preparing to cut it 
with a pair of scissors.
She PAUSES right before she makes the cut.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (8) sits on her MOTHER's lap while she 
brushes Aadila's LONG BROWN HAIR. Their dark features match 
each other's perfectly.

She CUTS her hair, observing the different length carefully.
CUT TO:

BATHROOM, TOILET - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila carefully cuts the longer excess hair into smaller 
snippets into the toilet bowl, flushing it.

CUT TO:

BATHROOM, SHOWER - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila steps out of the shower, her hair now PRACTICALLY 
BLONDE, SHORTER.
She reaches for a towel, dries her face.

MOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila, back in a tank top and shorts, mindlessly POWERS ON 
the TV.
She begins gathering her things into a DUFFEL BAG.
ON TV: The news plays out the recent terror attacks. Cuts of 
the carnage, the chaos, then Abdul's photo comes ON SCREEN.
Aadila, seeing the image, immediately INCREASES THE VOLUME.
ON TV: An ANCHOR delivers the news:

ANCHOR
...Abdul Bradbury- also known as 
Abdullah Saif al-Aadel- was 
pronounced dead at the scene.

(MORE)
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ANCHOR (CONT’D)
It's believed that the large 
explosive was triggered by a remote 
device, most likely by nothing more 
than a typical cell phone. The 
blast itself killed nearly a dozen 
of nearby civilians and disrupted 
power to several subway lines. More 
on this is our field 
correspondent...

Aadila is SHELL SHOCKED. She falls to her knees, LOSING IT.

EXT. PA TURNPIKE - SIDE OF THE ROAD - DAY
A 1998 maroon VOLVO drives down the highway. A PICKUP TRUCK 
ROARS past the Volvo.

INT. VOLVO - CONTINUOUS
Aadila at the wheel, FROWNS as the truck passes her. On the 
TRUCK'S BUMPER is a CAMPAIGN STICKER: "WARREN. KEEPING 
AMERICA STRONG."

AADILA
(sotto)

Fucking redneck...
AHEAD is a SIGN for: "STATE RD. 522 - 1 MILE".
Aadila PASSES it, contemplating. She veers to the right, 
getting into the off-ramp lane.

EXT. FARMHOUSE, CURBSIDE - EVENING
Aadila's Volvo sits at the curb in front of a BEAUTIFULLY 
MAINTAINED FARMHOUSE- its front lawn stretching between the 
car and the house.
The Volvo's door cracks open, but stops.

INT. VOLVO - CONTINUOUS
Aadila fidgets, holding the door ajar.
She then CLOSES the door, TURNS OVER the engine.

EXT. FARMHOUSE, CURBSIDE - CONTINUOUS
The Volvo slowly drives OFF SCREEN.
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INT. DINER, BAR - LATER
Aadila leans over a glass of whiskey and a half eaten 
sandwich. Seated a couple stools from Aadila is MALCOLM 
STAFFORD- (40s), mocha skin, close cropped hair, watching the 
TV above the liquor shelves as it SILENTLY DISPLAYS THE NEWS.
ON TV: Shots of various terror attacks throughout the U.S., 
CAPTIONED: "ISLAMIC TERRORISM IN THE HOMELAND." The news feed 
cuts to a previous moment earlier that day: PRESIDENT WARREN 
about to make a statement on the White House lawn.
The BARTENDER notices the feed, increases the TV's VOLUME.

PRES WARREN (ON TV)
Good morning, fellow Americans. As 
I'm sure you're well aware, in the 
past few weeks, several of our key, 
beloved cities across the nation 
have witnessed alarmingly sharp 
increases in domestic terrorism. 
Only just yesterday did New York 
City withstand yet another 
disgraceful act of cowardice and 
betrayal against the citizens of 
this fine nation we are proud to 
call home-

The Bartender SCOFFS, shakes his head, continues cleaning a 
glass.

PRES WARREN (ON TV) (CONT’D)
I come here before you today not to 
take up more valuable time, nor 
just to make amends or offer 
prayers to those hurt by these 
useless acts of violence. Instead, 
I present you, the American people, 
with a solution, one supported by 
bipartisan majorities in both the 
House and Senate alike. The plan is 
simple and effective immediately-

Aadila is watching intently now, nursing her whiskey.
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PRES WARREN (ON TV) (CONT’D)
Executive Order 5478 will designate 
several distinct zones throughout 
the United States as militarized 
districts- meaning that these areas 
are at large risk for ongoing 
counter terrorism strikes, and that 
any and all American and foreign 
civilians within these districts 
will be subject to any kind of 
search, seizure, and unwarranted 
arrest for the betterment of our 
efforts in maintaining a safe and 
extremist-free Homeland. These 
"M.D.'s" will be made fully 
transparent to the American people 
so that they may take the proper, 
necessary steps in preparing for or 
moving from such hostile areas. The 
intent is not to scare or apprehend 
innocent people-

MALCOLM
Bullshit.

Aadila GLANCES at Malcolm- he GLANCES back.
PRES WARREN (ON TV)

But to effectively stop terror 
cells from spreading or, god 
forbid, committing any more violent 
acts against innocent civilians. My 
staff will remain for questions, as 
I'm sure you all have many, but 
forgive me, as I have to-

The bartender MUTES the TV again, CURSING under his breath.
Malcolm throws back his beer, finishing it.

MALCOLM
Next round's on me, Lou.

BARTENDER
Rounds for who?

MALCOLM
(shrugs)

Everybody.
The bartender gives Malcolm another beer. 

AADILA
Hard day?
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MALCOLM
You could say that.

She holds up the rest of her whiskey, finishes it.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Lou.
The bartender gets Aadla another whiskey.

AADILA
Thanks but, I'm... I'm not sleeping 
with you.

MALCOLM
Didn't ask you to.

AADILA
Nobody's really that forward 
anymore.

MALCOLM
Fine.

(cheering)
To the end of freedom. And to not 
sleeping with you.

Malcolm waits a beat, but Aadila won't return the gesture. He 
drinks.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
I was always afraid of this moment 
but... Never thought the day would 
come.

AADILA
What day?

MALCOLM
You were watching what I was, 
right?

AADILA
Sorry- not a lawyer.

MALCOLM
What they're about to do... It's 
going to set us back another fifty 
years- hell, a hundred.

Aadila, barely involved in the conversation anymore, just 
sips her whiskey.



20.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
All the progress we made- or at 
least were making- crumbles with 
this one-

AADILA
Then leave.

MALCOLM
What?

AADILA
That's what I'm doing. Gettin' the 
fuck out of here.

MALCOLM
And go where?

AADILA
Canada seems nice.

MALCOLM
And what happens when Canada 
develops its own problems? Hm? The 
rest of the world isn't immune to 
the issues we're seeing in our own 
backyard. Shit- the E.U. is 
practically tearing itself apart. 
You think that part through yet?

AADILA
Just keep moving, then.

MALCOLM
(laughing)

That's absurd.
AADILA

It's effective.
MALCOLM

It's what cowards do.
Aadila pauses in mid drink. Lowers her glass.

AADILA
You don't know what the fuck I've 
been through.

MALCOLM
Fine. Take it your way. Say the 
best move here is out. What happens 
when people bring their baggage 
with them?

(MORE)
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Fear, anger, resentment- an entire 
nation of people displaced, lost, 
abandoning their home country in 
the hope of finding a new one? 
You'll never find peace that way.

AADILA
Maybe I just don't want to be a 
part of the shit storm anymore.

MALCOLM
No matter what you think, you'll 
always be a part of it. You didn't 
choose to be born here, to be born 
a woman, to be born to whatever 
parents you have or had. You don't 
have the choice of where or when 
you'll die. You may think you do, 
but you don't. So you think you can 
just get up and walk away, start 
fresh? Your past will haunt you 
like a bad dream. This shit storm 
will find its way to you in the 
end. It always does.

AADILA
So what's your bright idea, then?

MALCOLM
Stand up to fear. If we did that, 
then we'd find the power to conquer 
the demons that harbor it.

AADILA
(sardonic)

Chyeah. Right.
She finishes her drink, collects herself.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Thanks for the words of 
inspirational wisdom, chief. And 
the whiskey, I guess.

MALCOLM
Hey.

Aadila stops mid step, aggravated.
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
That's how they win, ya know. If 
people like me- people like you- if 
we all left, then we'd leave behind 
an angry mass of bigoted assholes 
with a lot of firepower. Now you 
look me in the eye and tell me 
that's a good idea.

AADILA
You done preaching?

MALCOLM
(rejected)

Yeah. Yeah, I'm done.
AADILA

K then. Good night.
Aadila makes her way out of the diner. The bartender calls to 
her FROM BEHIND.

BARTENDER
Eh- you didn't pay!

AADILA
He's got it for me.

Aadila exits the diner. IN THE BACKGROUND, Malcolm shakes his 
head, giving money to the bartender.

EXT. DINER - CONTINUOUS
Aadila walking through lot, reaches her Volvo. She stops 
before getting in, looks behind her at the diner for a beat.
She attempts to manually unlock the car door, but the KEY 
DOESN'T TURN.

AADILA
The hell...? Piece of shit!

She looks up, NOTICING: HER VOLVO further down the lot. She 
looks at the Volvo she's at.
QUICK CUTS of Aadila taking off and switching the two maroon 
Volvos' license plates. She's quiet and efficient.

CUT TO:

30 30
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EXT. SAME - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila's MAROON VOLVO drives out of the lot, passing by the 
other Volvo with her OLD PLATES on it.

EXT. FARMHOUSE, CURBSIDE - NIGHT
Aadila leans on the side of her car, contemplating the house.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (8) playing with Abdul (5) in a front lawn 
when their BEAUTIFUL MOTHER WEARING A PURPLE HIJAB approaches 
from the front porch. The kids and their mother run up to 
their FATHER DRESSED IN ARMY FATIGUES who slides to his 
knees, grabbing all of them in a giant hug.

Aadila composes herself, wipes a tear away. She walks towards 
the farmhouse. Reaching the-

EXT. FARMHOUSE, FRONT PORCH - CONTINUOUS
She hesitates, then KNOCKS TWICE and waits a half beat.
The FRONT DOOR OPENS- behind it, a gray man with a worn, 
tired face: THOMAS BRADBURY (70s). He SIGHS as he realizes 
who it is.

AADILA
Hi, um... Pops.

(no response)
Grandpa...

THOMAS
What are you doin' here?

AADILA
I just needed-

THOMAS
What could you possibly need from 
me?

AADILA
...to see you.

Thomas looks down, wipes his face.
THOMAS

I saw the news.
AADILA

Figures.
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THOMAS
You know you're wanted?

(off her look)
You can't be here, Aadila. I told 
you not to come back.

AADILA
I know. I'm sorry.

THOMAS
Then...?

(off her look)
Then why the hell are you here? 
Especially now, after what your... 
godforsaken brother did? After who 
knows what they hell you had to do 
with it!

Aadila breaks down, starts crying.
AADILA

I'm sorry, grandpa... I'm so 
sorry...

She instinctively hugs her grandfather- he doesn't quite know 
how to react.

AADILA (CONT’D)
(weeping)

I just wanted to hear his voice. I 
didn't know it would- I just wanted 
to tell him I missed him...

Thomas GULPS down his own tears, brings Aadila in through the 
front door, CLOSING IT.

INT. FARMHOUSE, LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila sits opposite of Thomas on plastic-covered couches. A 
few PHOTOS hang on the wall: A YOUNGER THOMAS, donned in a 
GENERAL'S UNIFORM with his now deceased wife- Thomas, again 
in uniform, saluting next to his son, MICHAEL, wearing a 
SERGEANT'S UNIFORM- the whole family with Thomas, Michael, 
Aadila, Abdul and their mother.

THOMAS
I tried to tell your father, to 
warn him-

AADILA
My brother just died, and you're 
about to go into this again?
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THOMAS
(stern)

That you kids would face a hard 
reality. Aadie, I love you and... I 
loved Abe. But the world you were 
born into, the names your parents 
insisted they gave you- Only bad 
could've come from it.

AADILA
Sorry, pops. Didn't realize names 
would insight violence and hatred.

She looks at Thomas, challenging him. Thomas SIGHS.
THOMAS

I didn't hate your mother, 
Aadila...

AADILA
Not how I remember it.

INSERT CUT: A YOUNGER THOMAS FORCEFULLY YANKS Aadila (10) 
away from her mother as TWO I.C.E. AGENTS apprehend her.

THOMAS (V.O.)
I was afraid. For you. For... 
Abdul. For your father.

Back to scene.

AADILA
Spare me the bullshit.

THOMAS
Well then what the hell'd you come 
back for? Huh!

AADILA
To say goodbye! For good.

(off his look)
You're the last family I've got. I 
just... I wanted to let someone 
know.

THOMAS
Didn't bother saying that ten years 
ago.

Thomas shakes his head, looks away. A beat.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

We're not family. Not anymore.
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Aadila stands, tears welling in her eyes. She reaches into 
her pocket, withdraws the MEDAL OF HONOR. She tosses it to 
Thomas.

AADILA
Here. You keep it. Tired of lugging 
the damn thing around.

Aadila EXITS, leaving the old man to himself.

EXT. OLD HIGHWAY - NIGHT
Aadila's MAROON VOLVO careens down the old, rural highway.

INT. VOLVO - CONTINUOUS
Aadila drives with bags under her eyes. Suddenly her CELL 
PHONE starts to RING. She looks at it- UNKNOWN CALLER.

AADILA
Shit!

Without stopping, she RIPS APART her phone, taking out its 
BATTERY and SIM CARD, franticly chucking each piece out the 
window one by one.
She PULLS OVER, stopping to let her emotions overcome her.

EXT. DAY INN - NIGHT
Aadila's Volvo pulls into the sleazy, sleepy motel.

INT. DAY INN, RECEPTION - MOMENTS LATER
AN OLD WOMAN sits at the motel's reception desk, reading 
ATLAS SHRUGGED. Aadila WALKS IN.

AADILA
Room for one, please. Name's 
Patricia-

The old woman HOLDS UP A SINGLE FINGER: "wait." She finishes 
her passage, puts the book down.

OLD WOMAN
Sure, honey.

She reaches under the desk, pulls out a ROOM KEY.
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OLD WOMAN (CONT’D)
Room 220. Fifty a night.

AADILA
Just the one, thanks.

Aadila hands her MONEY, the old woman takes it.
OLD WOMAN

(indicates the book)
You ever read this trash?

AADILA
No.

OLD WOMAN
Yeah, I'm just skimmin' it. All 
those years, people worried about 
markets this, recession that- Ain't 
shit in comparison, huh?

(chuckles, coughs)
You hear about Cleveland? Fuckin' 
shit, man.
 

The old woman pulls out a CIGARETTE. Aadila takes the ROOM 
KEY, eyeing the old woman- she has no idea about Cleveland.

AADILA
Yeah... Thanks.

OLD WOMAN
Sure thing, honey.

Aadila EXITS. The old woman LIGHTS HER CIG, takes a drag.

EXT. DAY INN, WALKWAY - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila walks towards her room when SCREAMS SOUND AHEAD- she 
STOPS.
THREE DOORS DOWN: TWO I.C.E. AGENTS pull out a WOMAN AND HER 
TWO CRYING CHILDREN from their room.

WOMAN
(in Spanish)

Please! Let us go! Please!
The Agents PASS Aadila. The woman LATCHES ONTO AADILA'S ARM.
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WOMAN (CONT’D)
(in Spanish)

Help me! We did nothing! We're just 
trying to-

I.C.E. AGENT
That's enough!

He RIPS the woman away. For a moment, the Agent and Aadila 
LOOK EACH OTHER IN THE EYE.
As they continue to the stairway, one Agent SEPARATES the 
mother from her children.

WOMAN
(in Spanish)

HELP ME! MY BABIES! HELP!
Aadila just stands there. Watching. Petrified.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (10) CRYING OUT, REACHING FOR HER MOTHER.

Aadila shakes it off, moves to her room.

INT. DAY INN, ROOM - MORNING
Aadila, in bed, WAKES to a KNOCK on her door.
She rises, tiptoes to the door- HARDER, IMPATIENT KNOCKS 
rattling it.
Aadila waits a beat, then looks THROUGH THE PEEP-HOLE: A 
POLICE OFFICER looking to his left, his right, waiting.
Aadila DUCKS AWAY from the door as the officer KNOCKS HARDER.

OFFICER
Police! Open up!

Aadila looks this way and that- trying to come up with a 
plan.

CUT TO:

EXT./INT. DAY INN, ROOM 220 - MOMENTS LATER
The officer loses his last bit of patience. He speaks into 
his RADIO.
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OFFICER
(into the radio)

Daniels, here- about to enter room 
220. Please standby for assistance, 
over.

The officer takes a few steps back, then HEEL KICKS the door 
a few times until he BREAKS IT and the door SQUEAKS OPEN. He 
draws his PISTOL, enters the room to find...
Nothing. Just an empty, tidy room. Even the bed is made. 
But... The window is open.

EXT. DAY INN, BACK PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS
FOLLOWING AADILA as she RUNS to her car, climbing in-

INT. VOLVO - CONTINUOUS
Starting it up and pulling through the lot. As she ROUNDS 
through the lot to the front of the DAY INN, we see BEHIND 
HER, THROUGH THE BACK WINDSHIELD: OFFICERS GOING DOOR TO 
DOOR, rounding up individuals.

EXT. PARKING LOT - CONTINUOUS
The Volvo passes a PARKED, BLACK SUV- the SHADOW OF A MAN 
barely visible through the driver's window, watching the car 
pass.

INT. VOLVO - MORNING
Aadila's parked on the side of the road, looking over a PAPER 
MAP- clearly lost.
A BEAT-UP YELLOW HONDA ZOOMS past. Aadila DUCKS DOWN in 
reaction. She slowly lifts her head, watching the car drive 
on.

CUT TO:

INT. SAME - LATER
Aadila, driving again, TURNS THE RADIO ON. She FLIPS THROUGH 
FUZZ and VARIOUS STATIONS, all of which are TALK OR NEWS 
SHOWS. She stops on a channel.
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REPORTER (O.S.)
...earlier this morning. In the 
spotlight today, President Warren's 
Executive Order is in full effect 
as police and military patrol alike 
have begun making rounds in several 
recently named M.D.'s- or 
militarized districts- informing 
immigrants, Muslims and those of 
Middle Eastern descent the-

Aadila CLICKS the radio OFF. SIGHS. She passes by a SHELL 
STATION on the right, SLOWS DOWN, contemplating.
ON THE DASH: the GAS LIGHT is red, the meter nearly at EMPTY.
Fully stopped, Aadila fidgets in thought.

AADILA
God damn it...

She U-TURNS, drives back to the Shell station. As she pulls 
into the LOT, we see: THE BEAT-UP YELLOW HONDA from before 
and next to it pumping gas- JESS.
Aadila parks and turns off her engine next to the only other 
pump. Observing Jess, she hesitates, then gets out.

EXT. SHELL STATION - CONTINUOUS
Jess stares at Aadila hungrily as she gets out of her Volvo. 
Aadila tries to ignore her, turning to the pump.
On the CREDIT CARD READER is a HANDWRITTEN NOTE that says: 
"CARD READERS NOT WORKING. PREPAY INSIDE. CASH ONLY."

JESS
Cash only, babe.

AADILA
Uh, yeah, I see that, thanks.

Aadila FREEZES, terrified to go inside.
JESS

You... Need a couple bucks...?
AADILA

No. No, I got it.
She walks toward the station. Reaching the door, Aadila 
hesitates then pulls it open.
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INT. SHELL STATION - CONTINUOUS
The DOOR CHIMES as Aadila steps through the threshold. Taking 
just one step forward, she STOPS upon seeing the TV SCREEN 
nearby the register.
ON TV: Scenes from the NYC bombing and pictures of Abdul... 
and Aadila.
The MAN at the register NOTICES Aadila.

MAN
Can I help you, ma'am?

Aadila is PETRIFIED. The Man DOUBLE-TAKES between Aadila and 
her PHOTO ON TV.
The DOOR CHIMES again- Jess stepping through and grabbing 
Aadila's shoulders. She PLANTS A KISS on Aadila's lips. The 
Man just GULPS at the sight. Jess smiles knowing she's got 
his attention.

JESS
Forgetting something, babe?

Jess holds up a couple DOLLAR BILLS.
JESS (CONT’D)

Gawd, this one... Such a ditz. 
C'mon! Rootbeer, remember?

Jess pulls Aadila forward by her hand.
JESS (CONT’D)

Ooh and these!
She picks up a SNACK from one of the aisles.

JESS (CONT’D)
Love these things!

She keeps PULLING Aadila towards the fridges in the back.
The Man- watching, following them with his stupefied gaze.

FRIDGE SECTION - CONTINUOUS
Jess pulls Aadila CLOSER to her as they lean into the fridge.

AADILA
(hushed)

Who the fuck are you?
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JESS
Do you wanna get out of here alive?

Aadila, getting it, NODS.
JESS (CONT’D)

Okay, then. Follow my lead.
Jess plucks out and hands Aadila a ROOT BEER. They straighten 
up, and walk back to the-

REGISTER COUNTER
Jess sets the ITEMS onto the counter. The Man slides them 
closer while EYEING Aadila.

JESS
Also, five on two.

Jess notices the DIRTY MAGAZINE opened behind the register.
MAN

Ten eighty five.
JESS

Actually, uh, if you don't mind...
She reaches past the man, FLASHING her eyes at him as she 
picks up the DIRTY MAGAZINE.

JESS (CONT’D)
I mean, if you're finished looking 
at it, or... Whatever.

The Man's FROWN FADES as he CLEARS HIS THROAT. He PUNCHES 
into the register.

MAN
Seventeen ninety please.

CUT TO:

EXT. SHELL STATION - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila and Jess exit the store and walk to their vehicles.

JESS
We got twenty- maybe thirty minutes 
before-
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AADILA
Yeah- thanks and all- but I don't 
need any help.

JESS
(offended)

I really don't think you're in a 
position to be so bold, miss.

AADILA
Oh yea?

JESS
Judging by the sickly, fear-induced 
paleness in your face- off and on 
TV- I'd say so, yeah.

AADILA
Why do you even care?

JESS
Aside from certain carnal urges? 
Terrorists don't run from their 
flock with a new hair-do. 

(off her look)
Look- the guy they wanted they 
can't have anymore, so they're 
going for the next best thing- 
relatives. That about right?

Aadila nods sadly.
JESS (CONT’D)

Yeah...
Jess glances at the Shell station: THROUGH THE GLASS DOOR the 
man cranes his neck to try and see what's going on outside.

JESS (CONT’D)
Then you need my help.

AADILA
Why?

JESS
Listen, chica, if you want answers 
then just follow me to a place 
where I can actually give you 
answers. Without the looming threat 
of being arrested, or worse? 
Comprende?

AADILA
Fine...
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JESS
Good. Pump your five dollars' 
worth- then follow me.

They head for their respective vehicles.
JESS (CONT’D)

Oh wait!
She runs up to Aadila, points to the ROOT BEER in Aadila's 
hand.

JESS (CONT’D)
You want that, or...?

Aadila ROLLS HER EYES, gives Jess the root beer.
JESS (CONT’D)

Thanks! Oh, I'm Jess, by the way.
AADILA

Aadila.
JESS

Cool. Okay, so- Oh you uh...?
She offers the DIRTY MAGAZINE. Aadila SCOFFS, turns to her 
car. Jess shrugs, moves back to her Honda.

EXT. FIELD - EVENING
Jess' Honda rolls into an open field. Aadila's Volvo not far 
behind. Jess WAVES to Aadila, POINTING further into the 
grassy field.
IN THE FIELD are several rusted, torn apart chassis.
Jess gets out, goes into her TRUNK and pulls out a GAS CAN. 
She walks over to Aadila who gets out of her Volvo.

AADILA
What is this place?

JESS
I dunno- Just some rustyard I 
passed when driving into New York a 
couple days ago.

Jess presents the GAS CAN.
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JESS (CONT’D)
Hope you're not attached to that 
piece of shit.

CUT TO:

EXT. SAME - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila and Jess lean on the Honda's hood, watching the Volvo 
BURN FROM A SAFE DISTANCE.

JESS
So what's your master plan?

AADILA
You mean now that you've torched my 
only means of escape?

Jess SHRUGS.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Well I was going to Canada.
Jess starts LAUGHING.

JESS
I'm sorry, it's just- you know 
you're going south-west, right?

AADILA
Goddamn it... Trying to stay hidden 
on these fucking back roads.

JESS
Why?

AADILA
You saw the news.

JESS
So you are a terrorist?

AADILA
(stern)

No. I'm not.
JESS

You really think running north will 
solve everything?
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AADILA
Jesus- What is it with people in 
rural Pennsylvania? It's not your 
fucking problem, now is it?

Jess clams up, looks at the fire for a beat.
JESS

Oh shit!
AADILA

What?
JESS

That's where I've seen you! In New 
York!

(off her look)
Yeah, you fell into my arms. Aw, oh 
my god... How poetic!

AADILA
You're out of your...

(realizing)
At that protest? Where Warren's 
effigy was torched?

JESS
Yea. That's definitely it. Never 
would forget such a pretty-

AADILA
You're an anarchist- Shit! You're 
probably wanted too.

JESS
NO... I prefer the term, 
"activist."

AADILA
You're a pipe-bomber-

JESS
(defensive)

Well last time I checked, you're 
the one wanted for blowin' shit up- 
not me.

A BEAT- that hit Aadila hard. Jess immediately regrets it.
JESS (CONT’D)

...Shit...
AADILA

Fuck you.
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Aadila straightens up, picking up her DUFFEL BAG. She goes to 
the passenger door, waits for Jess.

JESS
You really want to get out of here?

AADILA
That's what I said.

(a beat)
Now you gonna drive me to a train 
station or what? You kinda owe me, 
considering.

Jess thinks it over for a sec, gives in.
JESS

You won't get through that way. 
Feds are lining the borders coast 
to coast. But...

Jess hops onto her feet, heads for the driver's side door.
JESS (CONT’D)

Lucky for you, I know someone who 
specializes in this kind of thing.

AADILA
Who?

JESS
The less you know, babe. The less 
you know.

Jess gets in the Honda. Aadila, confused, follows suit. The 
Honda then moves to the road and DRIVES OFF.

INT. HONDA - MORNING
Aadila sits in the passenger seat, fast asleep. She starts 
twitching.
INSERT CUT: Aadila's mother reaching for something, YELLING, 
PLEADING.

Aadila SNAPS awake, collects herself. She looks around the 
car.

AADILA
Jess...?

For a second, Aadila starts to panic- but then she sees Jess 
OUTSIDE HER WINDOW at a PHONE BOOTH. Aadila gets out.
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EXT. REST STOP - CONTINUOUS
CLOSING the car door, Aadila walks over to Jess who fiddles 
with the pay phone.

JESS
(sotto)

God damn... Friggin' piece of...
AADILA

Morning.
JESS

Oh, hey. Morning sleeping beauty.
(back to fiddling)

Anybody ever tell you how loud you 
snore?

AADILA
This your morning routine? Some 
people brush, floss, maybe go for a 
jog, eat some oatmeal...

Jess presses a DISTINCT COMBINATION of buttons on the 
payphone: 0-0-0, HOLDS THE STAR AND POUND KEY, then HANGS UP 
THE PHONE. CHINKS sound from the coin dispensary.

JESS
Score!

AADILA
Do you sleep? Ever?

JESS
(shrugs)

I caught a couple z's in the lot 
late last night. You mind?

Jess indicates for some privacy. Aadila steps out, SLIDING 
THE BOOTH CLOSED.
INSIDE THE BOOTH, Jess puts in the quarters, dials a number. 
Waits.
A FEW FEET AWAY: Aadila watches, eavesdropping as Jess starts 
talking.

JESS (CONT’D)
It's Jess. ...No. No, I'm positive.

(beat)
Outside Cleveland. Maybe... Thirty 
miles.

(beat)
(MORE)
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JESS (CONT’D)
Yeah, I know, I know- Listen- Um... 
I may have picked up-

Aadila INCHES CLOSER to the booth.
JESS (CONT’D)

No, she's harmless, I'm telling 
you.

(beat)
Yeah, heading for the maples.

Jess turns around, looks at Aadila.
JESS (CONT’D)

Her own reasons- she didn't really 
say. Shit's fucked, that's why.

(beat)
Okay. Okay. We'll be fine. Alright.

Jess HANGS UP, SLIDES THE BOOTH OPEN and steps out.
JESS (CONT’D)

Nosey.
AADILA

You were talking about me.
JESS

Yea. Had to clear a few things up.
(off her look)

It's fine- we're good. Come on.

INT. HONDA - LATER
Jess driving, Aadila staring out her window.

JESS
Not much for talking, are ya?

AADILA
To you? Not really.

JESS
I'm good at just talking, ya know. 
Can be at you, with you-

AADILA
(annoyed)

What's on your mind then, Jess?
JESS

The twin towers- Conspiracies, 
really. You a truther? 
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AADILA
(not amused)

Can't say I am.
JESS

Yeah, me neither.
(off her look)

Well, not entirely- look, it's the 
idea of it, ya know? That big 
brother could shit on us like that.

Aadila presses further into her chair, obviously bored.
JESS (CONT’D)

It's like, the levels at which 
these superpowers act- It's another 
dimension- Fuck, another universe 
compared to what we live every day.

AADILA
Uh huh.

JESS
You remember the stand off we- the 
US Navy- had in the South China 
seas?

AADILA
(surprised at herself)

Uh- Yeah, actually.
JESS

That's what I'm talkin' about. 
There was no point of contention. 
No resource to win over. Putin, 
Beijing, the US- they just wanted 
to flex their balls.

AADILA
(mocking)

Look at my nuclear submarines- No, 
look at mine.

JESS
Exactly. World War III. Fuckin' 
that close. Why? Because people at 
that level of power just do what 
the fuck they want, whereas us? 
We'd be the ones picking up after 
their atomic playground scuffle.

AADILA
That why you're with the People?
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JESS
Among others, yea...

Jess NOTICES something in the mirror.
JESS (CONT’D)

The hell is going on back there...
Aadila turns around.
BEHIND THE HONDA: A RED PICK-UP TRUCK and a BLACK SEDAN, 
DUELING, DRIVING WRECKLESSLY.

AADILA
Think that's a cop?

JESS
No... Jesus!

The red truck ZOOMS past the sedan and CUTS in front of Jess' 
Honda. The black sedan RACES in front of the pack, attempts 
to cut off the red truck, but ends up COLLIDING its back 
bumper with the red truck's grill.

JESS (CONT’D)
Shit!

Jess SLAMS THE BRAKES when the sedan and the red truck SWERVE 
and COLLIDE HARDER, sending them into a ROLLING CRASH.

AADILA
Holy shit!

Jess unbuckles, gets out.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Jess! Jess- Ugh, goddamn it...
Aadila FOLLOWS.

EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Jess RUNS UP to the wreckage, TWO MEN CLIMBING OUT of their 
respective vehicles.

JESS
Hey what the fuck! You fuckin' 
stupid? You could'a killed me!

MAN 1- a real backwoods look to him- FALLS out of his red 
truck. He stands, a PISTOL in his hand. Jess stops.
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AADILA
Jess. Jess that's enough.

Man 1 EYES them both, then walks over to the sedan as MAN 2- 
clearly an immigrant- climbs out, HEAD BLEEDING. Man 1 GETS 
CLOSER.

JESS
Hey.

(beat)
Hey!

Man 1 AIMS- COCKS- PLUGS MAN 2 in the head.
AADILA

Fuck!
Man 1 turns to Jess and Aadila, AIMING.

MAN 1
Fuck you want?

(beat)
Aw, him? Fucker's a raghead. Got a 
problem with that?

AADILA
(hushed)

Jess, let's go.
JESS

What if I do?
Man 1 walks slowly towards them.

MAN 1
I'd take offense. That's wha-T.

JESS
You not done killin' today, 
hillbilly?

AADILA
JESS!

The man inches CLOSER. Aadila gets in between them, pushes 
against Jess.

AADILA (CONT’D)
That's enough.

MAN 1
Yurr girlfriend. She looks... 
familiar.
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The man is even CLOSER.
MAN 1 (CONT’D)

Like I seen her before.
Man 1 TAKES A HOLD of Aadila.

MAN 1 (CONT’D)
Like-

Aadila GRABS the man's GUN, PULLS him forward and REVERSES 
HIS KNEE in one SOLID KICK. He FALLS BACKWARD, SCREAMING, 
dropping his gun.
Aadila GRABS a JAW-DROPPED Jess.

AADILA
Let's. Go.

They head back to the Honda, get in, and DRIVE OFF.

INT. HONDA - CONTINUOUS
Jess drives, but keeps LOOKING at Aadila expectedly.

AADILA
What?

JESS
What? What do you mean "what"??

AADILA
You almost got us killed.

JESS
You reversed his knee.

AADILA
He shot a man in the head!

JESS
(disturbed)

Yeah- It's getting worse. 
Everywhere. Where the hell'd you 
learn to do that anyway?

AADILA
My grandfather sent us to military 
school after...

Aadila trails off, looks out he window, despondent.  
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JESS
After what?

Aadila doesn't respond.

EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
JIBBING UP as the Honda careens down the highway.

JESS (O.S.)
Well- You're gonna have to teach 
that to me sometime.

INT. HONDA - NIGHT
The Honda pulls up a dirt road leading to a MAKESHIFT MILITIA 
BASE.

JESS (O.S.)
Hey- buzz-saw- wake up. We're here.

AHEAD: TWO DEMOCRATIC ALLIANCE [DA] GUARDS walk towards the 
car, AK 47's IN HAND.

JESS (CONT’D)
Nothing says hello like an AK...

AADILA
(panicked)

Don't you know these people?
JESS

Yeah! Well- not entirely. I know a 
couple.

A THIRD MAN comes out from a building to the right- his 
features disclosed in the shadows.

MAN
PULL OVER! NOW!

EXT. DA SAFE HOUSE - CONTINUOUS
The Honda pulls into a makeshift PARKING LOT next to several 
other vehicles. Jess and Aadila get out of the car.

MAN
HANDS ABOVE YOUR HEADS!

GUARD LIGHTS SHINE on Aadila and Jess as the three men 
approach, WEAPONS TRAINED.
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JESS
Boys! Boys! Ease up... I called 
earlier- Spoke to Malcolm?

MAN
Jess?

The man steps into the light- it's MALCOLM, his rifle resting 
at his side.

MALCOLM
Where the hell have you been?

JESS
Took a little detour.

MALCOLM
You should've been here hours ago.

(notices Aadila)
This your detour?

JESS
Hitch-hiker.

MALCOLM
What's your name?

AADILA
Patricia.

Jess throws Aadila a look. Malcolm NOTICES.
MALCOLM

Your real name.
He moves his RIFLE to BOTH HANDS.

AADILA
Aadila.

MALCOLM
(realizing)

Aadila... Bradbury? Shit! Put her 
in a cell.

JESS
Malcolm-

MALCOLM
You've done enough, Jess.

The DA guards let their AK's hang to the side while they 
apprehend Aadila, CUFFING her. As the guards walk Aadila past 
Malcolm, he REMEMBERS who she is.
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Wait- You... 

Aadila REALIZES who he is.
AADILA

You were in Rockhill. In that 
shitty diner.

MALCOLM
Who are you?

AADILA
I already told you. You don't know 
what the fuck I've been through.

MALCOLM
Trust me. That's damn clear now.

The guards drag Aadila toward a smaller building across the 
complex. Malcolm walks up to Jess.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
You- I vouched for you.

JESS
Malcolm, I'm telling you-

MALCOLM
You brought an outsider who's not 
only wanted by the feds but is 
affiliated with an active terrorist 
cell- to a safehouse? Use your 
brain, Jess. You don't get second 
chances with us. Don't give a shit 
who you know.

Malcolm heads back to the BUILDING HE CAME OUT FROM EARLIER.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Let me know if you want to stick 
with the pros.

Jess looking to the ground- frustrated, embarrassed.

INT. DA SAFE HOUSE, CELL - LATER
Aadila sits in the makeshift jail, BEHIND BARS, on a cot 
resting on the bare cement floor.
A DOOR OPENS nearby. FOOTSTEPS make their way towards Aadila- 
it's Jess. Aadila doesn't acknowledge her presence.
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JESS
Aadila...

(no response)
Look, I didn't expect them to react 
this way.

Jess sits on the cement floor.
JESS (CONT’D)

We can still get you out of this.
CUT TO:

INT. DA SAFE HOUSE, HOLDING CELLS ENTRY - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm walks through the door holding a TRAY OF FOOD. He 
STOPS when he hears Aadila and Jess CONVERSING.

AADILA (O.S.)
No, you were right Jess.

CUT TO:

CELL - CONTINUOUS
AADILA

Malcolm, too. There's no escaping 
who I am. No escaping my past. 

JESS
What do you mean, "Malcolm too"?

AADILA
Ran into him at a diner in 
Pennsylvania, believe it or not. He 
and I had pretty much the same 
conversation you and I did 
yesterday. He was right...

HOLDING CELL ENTRY - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm leans against a wall, listening.

AADILA (O.S.)
No point in running if the past 
follows you like a dark cloud...
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CELL - CONTINUOUS
JESS

Aadila?
(beat)

What happened to you?
Aadila contemplates the question, brushes her hair behind her 
ears. 
INSERT CUT: Aadila's mother being APPREHENDED by TWO I.C.E. 
AGENTS, dragged from a small house's entry. Aadila (10) 
opposite to her mother, being HELD by a YOUNGER THOMAS. Abdul 
(7) RUNNING DOWN THE HALL towards his mother- SCREAMING and 
CRYING.

Before she can begin- Malcolm WALKS INTO VIEW BEHIND JESS.
MALCOLM

I'm sorry, Jess. You can't be in 
here.

Jess hesitates, then gets up and EXITS. The DOOR SLAMS behind 
her.

AADILA
So. What are ya gonna do? Turn me 
in? Put me in front of a firing 
squad?

Malcolm contemplates the question. He then opens the cell 
door, setting the TRAY OF FOOD down onto the ground. He steps 
back out, CLOSING and LOCKING the cell.

MALCOLM
It's not exactly gourmet cooking, 
but you gotta eat.

(beat)
Tomorrow, we'll figure out how to 
handle your... Arrival. Until then, 
try and get some rest.

Malcolm starts to leave.
AADILA

What is this place?
Malcolm STOPS. A beat.

MALCOLM
America's last chance.

He EXITS. Aadila reluctantly PULLS THE TRAY OF FOOD closer.
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INT. DA SAFE HOUSE, HALLWAY - MORNING
Aadila is ESCORTED BY AN ARMED GUARD through an old, factory 
hall. She's CUFFED and looks like she hadn't slept a wink.
The guard comes to a DOOR- OPENS IT and they step into-

MALCOLM'S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm watches a NEWS BROADCAST on the TV behind his desk. 
He GLANCES BACKWARD, then turns back to the TV.

DA GUARD
Malcolm?

MALCOLM
Go ahead and uncuff her, Jones.

DA GUARD
Yessir.

The guard UNCUFFS Aadila's wrists.
MALCOLM

(still watching TV)
Please- take a seat.

Aadila rubs her wrists then sits in front of the desk.
ON TV: Shots of HUNDREDS, THOUSANDS of people being put into 
queues, captioned: "FAMILIES AWAITING EVACUATION BUSES FROM 
Militarized Districts."
Malcolm SWITCHES THE TV OFF and sits.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
I hope you understand my 
apprehension to you being here.

AADILA
All I want is to leave this fucked 
up country. Alright? Jess said 
you'd help me do that.

Malcolm sits back, SIGHS.
MALCOLM

I know. I just have to ask you a 
couple questions.
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AADILA
Depends- Who's asking?

(off his look)
I don't know who the fuck you are.

MALCOLM
Name's Stafford- Malcolm. One of 
several regional leaders of the DA.

AADILA
DA?

MALCOLM
Democratic Alliance- I can't tell 
you anything else until-

AADILA
Malcolm. I'm not a fucking 
terrorist. I'm no one. 

Malcolm lets that sink in.
MALCOLM

I need to make sure I don't regret 
letting you leave.

AADILA
Why?

MALCOLM
Jess told me what happened on the 
way in. You got some fight left in 
you. I just need to make sure which 
side you're fighting for.

Aadila, annoyed, gives in.
AADILA

You wanna know why my brother blew 
up Time Square?

(off his look)
I'll tell you why- because he was 
in pain. He was lost. He was angry.

(beat)
And he didn't know how to handle 
those emotions, so he let the wrong 
people handle them for him.

MALCOLM
And you do?
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AADILA
No. Nobody does. 

(breaking down)
But at least I can-

Aadila can't go any further. She COVERS HER MOUTH as she 
begins to WEEP.

MALCOLM
(tender)

Why are the feds after you?
Aadila TRIES TO COMPOSE herself.

AADILA
I was there- that's true, alright? 
I was trying to find him- to stop 
him.

MALCOLM
(tender)

And the bomb?
Aadila WEEPS, talks through it.

AADILA
He said... He told me... "Don't 
call me anymore." How was I 
supposed to know?

(beat)
How the fuck was I supposed to know 
what that meant!

(cries)
I killed him... I killed my 
brother.

Malcolm gets up, walks over to Aadila and rests a HAND ON HER 
SHOULDER.

MALCOLM
You didn't kill him, Aadila. His 
choice to be there, to be who he 
became- that killed him. Long 
before you found him again.

Aadila starts to CALM DOWN.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

I could use a walk.
(off her look)

Come on.
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EXT. DA SAFE HOUSE, GROUNDS - MOMENTS LATER
Malcolm and Aadila stroll through the middle of the complex, 
surrounded by the rusted steel and stained cement-brick 
buildings.

MALCOLM
This is the part where you ask what 
this place is.

(off her look)
Used to be an auto plant. Chevy, 
maybe. To be honest we don't know 
and we don't care. Now? It's one of 
many DA safe houses.

AADILA
So- what, are you guys like the 
People's Liberation?

MALCOLM
An off-shoot, actually. About when 
Warren proposed he run for his 
third term, certain pockets of the 
People's Liberation grew a 
stronger, more defined resistance 
geared toward defending and 
protecting civilians from our own 
government.

AADILA
Order out of anarchy.

MALCOLM
It was inevitable, considering the 
circumstances.

AADILA
Viva la resistence.

MALCOLM
Exactly.

AADILA
How long have you been a part of 
all this?

Malcolm SLOWS TO A STOP. SIGHS.
MALCOLM

My daughter was mixed up with the 
People long before I even paid 
attention to all the shit going 
down.

(MORE)
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
The Muslim travel bans, I.P. 
address search warrants- hell, I 
haven't even voted for the past 
twelve years.

AADILA
You just ignored everything? There 
were race riots after Warren's 
first election.

MALCOLM
What, just because I'm black I 
should also be an activist? Truth 
is, I was too worried about the 
day-to-day- all the other shit was 
too far out of my hands. Until...

(beat)
Maya was gone. Disappeared. Just 
like that.

AADILA
I'm so sorry, Malcolm.

MALCOLM
That's the world we live in now, 
isn't it? Get in too deep without 
covering your tracks- feds'll find 
you.

They start walking again.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

I tried to track her down- met 
people she met with- eventually 
found myself becoming an active 
member of what we now call the DA. 
Been keeping myself busy since.

AADILA
Do you know where she went?

MALCOLM
No. Not exactly.

AADILA
Then, where do you think?

Malcolm contemplates the question for a beat, then takes out 
a SMART PHONE, flicking it on.

MALCOLM
Somewhere like this.
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Malcolm hands Aadila the DEVICE. Aadila sits on a cement 
block.

AADILA
What...?

MALCOLM
Internment camps.

ON THE PHONE: Aadila flicks through SURVEILLANCE PHOTOS of 
RURAL CAMPS and the DEJECTED PEOPLE WITHIN- mostly people of 
color.

AADILA
Where?

MALCOLM
All over- some bigger than others.

AADILA
These people... They're all-

MALCOLM
I know. But, despite what you're 
seeing, the camps weren't made 
based on race.

AADILA
What then?

MALCOLM
Religion, mostly. Then- alleged 
"enemies of the homeland".

AADILA
Jesus christ...

Aadila swipes to a PHOTO of A LITTLE GIRL BEHIND CHAIN LINK 
FENCING.

AADILA (CONT’D)
When I was a kid, my mom... 
Immigrations took her away. You 
don't think...?

Aadila looks up at Malcolm who just shakes his head.
MALCOLM

I'm sorry, Aadila.
(half-beat)

Unfortunately, our stories are 
among countless others.

(beat)
(MORE)
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MALCOLM (CONT’D)
These camps weren't even legal 
before. But now with Warren's 
executive order...

(half beat)
We need stronger defensive support. 
Certain military officials have 
already expressed-

AADILA
(realizing)

You saw Thomas.
Malcolm FOLDS HIS ARMS, breaks his gaze.

AADILA (CONT’D)
(sotto)

Fuckin' kidding me...
Aadila gets up, SHOVES the smart phone back into Malcolm's 
hands, and walks. Malcolm, catches up.

MALCOLM
He's your grandfather.

AADILA
Yeah- And a pretty shitty one, at 
that.

MALCOLM
He's a retired general. With the 
right connections-

AADILA
What, you can't convince that 
asshole to start a civil war on 
your own?

MALCOLM
We don't want a war-

AADILA
This isn't 1861, Malcolm. What 
you're talking about could be the 
end of us.

MALCOLM
It would help us fight for our 
freedom. That's whole reason you 
and I are even here.

AADILA
The founding father's didn't know 
the power of an atomic bomb, 
Malcolm.

(MORE)
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AADILA (CONT’D)
(beat)

Do what you want. Just leave me out 
of it.

Aadila continues walking. Malcolm stops- frustrated, 
dejected.

MALCOLM
Aadila.

Aadila stops, turns around.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Tomorrow morning rolls around, 
you'll have your ticket to outta 
here.

(beat)
It's not your fight anymore.

Malcolm turns, walking away in the opposite direction, 
leaving Aadila by herself.

INT. DA SAFE HOUSE, BUNK - EARLY MORNING
Aadila wakes as Jess TAPS HER SHOULDER.

JESS
Rise and shine.

AADILA
Already?

JESS
Dispatch gets here in an hour. 
C'mon- up and at 'em.

EXT. DA SAFE HOUSE, GROUNDS - MOMENTS LATER
Jess helps A FEW DA ready a MID-SIZED, UNMARKED MOVING TRUCK, 
taking a few GUNS AND SUPPLIES into the bed.
Aadila comes out of the BUNK HOUSE, her DUFFEL BAG slung over 
her shoulder. Jess, coming out of the TRUCK, sees Aadila, 
approaches her.

JESS
I'll take that.

AADILA
Thanks.
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JESS
Just doing my duty, ma'am.

Jess mocks a SALUTE, grinning.
AADILA

You make a great jarhead.
They walk to the TRUCK. Jess jumps up into the BED. Aadila 
leans in, taking a look.
POV: FOUR AK-47's are secured to the truck wall, other 
supplies neatly organized in a corner-mounted WALL UNIT. Jess 
sets down the DUFFEL BAG with a couple others.

AADILA (CONT’D)
You sure you know what you signed 
up for, Jess?

JESS
Doing what's necessary is easy, 
Aadila.

Jess jumps down from the truck bed.
JESS (CONT’D)

It's convincing yourself to do it 
that's the hard part.

(indicating)
Think that's our party.

FROM A DISTANCE: Another MOVING TRUCK approaches the safe 
house.

EXT. SAME - MOMENTS LATER
Jess and Aadila help various WOMEN, CHILDREN and MEN- all 
dirty, tired, some beaten- into the TRUCK BED. Aadila picks 
up and sets one particular LITTLE GIRL onto the truck bed.
She turns around, GRABS Aadila in a HUG. Not letting go.

INT. TRUCK BED - LATER
Aadila, A DOZEN REFUGEES and THREE DA sway this way and that 
as the truck drives. Jess sits ACROSS from Aadila. The LITTLE 
GIRL NESTLES under Aadila's arm.
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EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - DAY
The MID-SIZED MOVING TRUCK careening down the road, LAKE ERIE 
in the distance.

INT. TRUCK BED - MOMENTS LATER
The TRUCK HALTS, its ENGINE CUTS. The SOUND OF CAB DOORS 
SWINGING OPEN then CLOSING.
People start to STIR, fear in their eyes.
The BED GATE UNLOCKS and OPENS, letting in light. TWO DA 
stand at the open end, AK's at ease.

DA 1
Ok, gang. Hope you brought your 
swim suits.

They WAVE at the refugees to exit as the OTHER DA near the 
bed gate climb out.

EXT. FOREST PRESERVE - CONTINUOUS
The refugees file out of the truck bed. Aadila- the little 
girl clinging around her shoulders- follows Jess, the last 
off the truck.

DA 1
Okay, listen up. This is as simple 
as they get. We hike about a mile 
through the scenery, reach the 
shore and await transport that'll 
be arriving shortly thereafter. If 
we're lucky, they'll already be 
there. Clint and Porter- with me. 
Jess, Russell and Hollowell- hang 
back. Aight? Aight. Let's move out.

Jess and Aadila TRADE A LOOK. Jess takes Aadila's duffel bag 
over her shoulder.

JESS
It's fine. You pack light. Besides, 
you've grown a tumor.

They follow the others further into the forest.
It's lush, peaceful even. The WIND BRUSHES through the 
thickets. Aadila looks up.

74 74

75 75

76 76



59.

AADILA
(sotto)

Sounds like the ocean.
LITTLE GIRL

What's the ocean like?
AADILA

(off guard)
Um- big. Not too cold, if you're 
lucky. And sand... Warm sand.

LITTLE GIRL
Do you go to the ocean a lot?

AADILA
No. Just once...

INSERT CUT: Aadila (5) and Abdul (2) sitting in the sands of 
a Virginia beach. Their mother and father join them.

JESS
(hushed)

Aadila!

Jess grabs her, pulling them down into a crouch.
AADILA

What's going on?

Jess MOTIONS: "look left." Aadila turns.
POV: IN THE DISTANCE is a FIGURE moving out of sight.

AADILA (CONT’D)
The fuck was that?

JESS
Not one of us.

AADILA
I'll run up and warn the others. 
You let the back know- keep em 
quiet, and low. Okay?

Jess NODS. Aadila RUNS through the forest as quietly as 
possible- the little girl still clinging around her neck. As 
she passes REFUGEES, she TAPS them, MOTIONS to stay LOW and 
QUIET.
Aadila reaching the front, gets the DA's attention.

DA 1
What is it?
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AADILA
Shh!

She gets them all to CROUCH with her.
AADILA (CONT’D)

We're not-

CRACK! A SHOT TAKES DOWN PORTER.
DA 1

Shit! Porter!
DA 1 runs to the dying woman, attempts to address her NECK 
WOUND- it's no use.

LITTLE GIRL
(scared)

I don't wanna die!
AADILA

Shh, we'll be fine, sweetie-
(to the DA)

We need to move further east- into 
the trees. NOW.

CRACK! Another SHOT SMACKS into a tree.
DA 1

Lead the refugees into cover- we'll 
hang back and suppress advancement. 
Go!

Aadila doesn't hesitate-
AADILA

(to the refugees)
Alright- on me! Let's go!

She leads the REFUGEES off the trail and into DENSER FOREST. 
People move fast, too scared to make much noise.
BRRRAP! BRRRAP! AK's unleash into the forest behind Aadila's 
group, along with single POPS and CRACKS from border patrol.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Everybody with me?. We're almost 
there!

The SHORE can be seen through the thickets in the NEAR 
DISTANCE. The GUNFIRE nearby INTENSIFIES. A BULLET RIPS into 
a tree JUST AHEAD of Aadila. She RECOILS and TRIPS, FALLING 
HARD to the ground.
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SLOW MOTION: The refugees still running for the shore. The 
LITTLE GIRL a couple feet ahead of Aadila, reaching out to 
her.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (10) REACHING to her mother. Her mother 
REACHING BACK, her PURPLE HIJAB falling to the floor as 
I.C.E. pull her away.

REGULAR SPEED: Aadila SNAPS OUT OF IT. She grabs the little 
girl, SPRINTS, catching up with the group as they all reach 
the-

EXT. LAKE ERIE SHORELINE - CONTINUOUS
A SMALL BOAT SPEEDS towards the edge of the forest. A MAN on 
the boat WAVES BOTH ARMS, POINTS to the SHORE.

AADILA
Okay, come on! Let's go!

VOICE (O.S.)
FREEZE! STOP NOW OR I'LL SHOOT!

A BORDER PATROL GUARD APPEARS from the WEST EDGE OF THE 
FOREST, his RIFLE TRAINED on the refugees. Aadila and the 
others look on- HELPLESS.
A VOLLEY OF SHOTS CRACK from BEHIND the group- it's Jess, and 
she's DOWNED THE PATROL GUARD.

JESS
GO! GET TO THE SHORE!

Aadila and the refugees meet the boat as it nearly CRASHES 
into the SHORE. Staying on the shore, Aadila makes sure 
everyone gets on safe.

AADILA
Jess!

Jess, still FIRING into the forest, makes her way to Aadila. 
There's a PAUSE in the fight.

AADILA (CONT’D)
You need to stay here- make sure 
they make it.

JESS
What are you doing?

Aadila HANDS THE LITTLE GIRL TO JESS.
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AADILA
Get her on the boat. I'm going 
back.

JESS
I thought you were-

AADILA
You were right. Okay? No more 
running.

(beat)
Go!

Aadila RUNS BACK into the forest. Jess WATCHING HER- 
impressed.

EXT. DENSE FOREST - CONTINUOUS
DA 1 RUNS TOWARD Aadila.

DA 1
Fall back!

A COUPLE SHOTS SMACK into his back- he goes down. Aadila, 
CURSING, DROPS TO THE GROUND. SILENCE.
She ARMY CRAWLS toward DA 1- he's gone. She grabs his AK-47, 
CHECKS it, SLINGS IT over her back. She CRAWLS to a DITCH, 
sits behind a THICK TREE and READIES HER RIFLE.
SHOUTS FROM THE FOREST- FOOTSTEPS APPROACHING. Aadila just 
EXHALES... and waits.
TWO BORDER PATROL GUARDS appear in the NEAR DISTANCE BEHIND 
Aadila. BORDER PATROL 1 KNEELS, SIGNALS for the other to 
advance. BORDER PATROL 2 INCHES FORWARD, checks DA 1's dead 
body. He WAVES for Border Patrol 1 to FOLLOW and RUNS- right 
past Aadila.
He STOPS, getting cover from a tree, TURNS AROUND to SIGNAL 
at Border Patrol 1. He DOUBLE TAKES as Aadila PUMPS THREE 
ROUNDS into his chest.

BORDER PATROL 1
FUCK!

He OPENS FIRE onto Aadila's position. Aadila HUNKERS LOWER to 
the ground. BEHIND HER, Border Patrol 1 ADVANCES. Right 
before he FLANKS Aadila, she SLIPS OUT and FIRES- downs him.
Aadila gets up, continuing further into the forest.
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VOICE (O.S.)
There you are.

Aadila CROUCHES, LOOKING for the voice's source.
VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)

I'll admit- I'm impressed by 
your... Tenacity.

Aadila SITS with her back to another TREE.
VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)

Tell me- Did you know that your 
brother was going to plant that 
bomb? That it wasn't a suicide 
vest?

Aadila CLOSING HER EYES, fighting her anguish..
VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)

Treason, murder- either way you 
look at it, Ms. Bradbury- you're a 
threat to yourself and everyone 
around you.

Aadila is BREAKING DOWN. IN THE DISTANCE BEHIND HER a FIGURE 
STEPS OUT from the trees- THE THIN MAN- his PISTOL at ease.

THIN MAN
But I can help you. I can give you 
what you want- let you leave- 
unharmed. All you have to do, is 
cooperate-

CRACK CRACK! GUNFIRE forces the Thin Man to DUCK BACK UNDER 
COVER. 
JESS RUNNING towards Aadila, joins her cover.

AADILA
What are you doing?

JESS
It's okay- boat's off.

AADILA
The others?

Jess leans out FIRING ANOTHER VOLLEY. Ducking in again-
JESS

Just you and me.
(half beat)

(MORE)
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JESS (CONT’D)
Listen, we got one shot out of 
here.

Jess holds up a GRENADE.
AADILA

THAT'S your plan?
JESS

Toss and run. He's a fed right?
AADILA

Yeah, think so-
PISTOL SHOTS CRACK into the tree.

JESS
Then we'll take his fancy-ass ride.

MORE SHOTS- Jess BLINDLY FIRES BACK.
AADILA

You're insane.
JESS

Yeah.
They COUNTDOWN IN SILENT NODS: 1, 2, 3...
Aadila takes off, to the RIGHT, FIRING as she runs.
Jess LAUNCHES HER GRENADE towards the Thin Man- a perfect 
toss. She runs after Aadila. IN THE BACKGROUND the Thin Man 
jumps from the SMALL EXPLOSION.

AADILA
How many more?

JESS
Don't know- let's not stick around 
and find out.

EXT. EDGE OF FOREST, ROAD - CONTINUOUS
Aadila and Jess sprint out from the forest to a parked BLACK 
SUV, climb into it. IT STARTS and then DRIVES DOWN THE ROAD.

EXT. DA SAFE HOUSE - LATER
The BLACK SUV SPEEDS into the complex- BRAKES to a sudden 
halt.
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Jess and Aadila EXIT the vehicle, entering a CHAOTIC TWIRL of 
an evacuation.

JESS
What the hell'd we miss?

AADILA
Can't be good.

The start through the grounds, walking towards the main 
building.

AADILA (CONT’D)
How'd they know we'd be there?

JESS
Beats me. Told you- shit's really 
starting to hit the fan.

They reach the DOOR to the building, but right before Jess 
reaches to open it- Malcolm steps through.

MALCOLM
Jess- Where are the others?

Jess SHAKES HER HEAD.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Aadila?
A SMILE creeps onto Malcolm's face.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Thought you weren't stickin' 
around.

AADILA
(shrugs)

Here I am.
MALCOLM

Good.
He SHOVES A BOX into Aadila's arms.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Carry that. Both of you- with me.

The walk towards THREE PARKED HUMVEES in the near distance.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

We've been getting reports all 
morning across the states of an 
increase of raids. Then, this-
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Malcolm takes out his SMARTPHONE- hands it to Jess.
ON PHONE: A SHAKY VIDEO of what appears to be pillars of 
SMOKE RISING ABOVE THE HORIZON. Then, A DRONE FLASHES through 
the sky- the FLASH of another bomb erupts more SMOKE into the 
air.

JESS
Jesus christ...

AADILA
Was that-

MALCOLM
(nodding)

Drones. They're using drones on 
their own god damn citizens.

Jess gives Malcolm's phone back to him.
AADILA

Yeah well technically they- we- are 
insurgents now.

MALCOLM
Either way- What we're witnessing 
is a coordinated attack. They must 
have sniffed out these cells among 
others.

JESS
Cleveland?

MALCOLM
Yeah, that's what started it. Riots 
have been on the rise since last 
week. Didn't think it would 
escalate this quickly.

They reach the HUMVEES- Aadila PLOPS the box into the open 
trunk of one. 

AADILA
Then what's all this about?

MALCOLM
We have a large presence in 
Cleveland. If the feds find 
anything there- we'll be found soon 
after.

AADILA
Thought you were against running.



67.

MALCOLM
Who said anything about running?

(off their looks)
We're going to assist.

Malcolm turns, heads back toward the main building. Jess and 
Aadila follow.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Jess- You got contacts with the 
People in Cleveland?

JESS
Course.

MALCOLM
We'll need them. Make sure they 
know we're passing through.

AADILA
Passing through? I thought you said 
we're assisting?

Malcolm slows, stops.
MALCOLM

After Cleveland- We're heading back 
to Rockhill.

AADILA
Christ... You really can't let this 
go, can you?

JESS
Let what go?

AADILA
Malcolm wants my grandfather to get 
the military on our side.

JESS
Why? What's your old man got to do 
with all this?

MALCOLM
He's a retired general who's got a 
rolodex filled with dissent. He 
could be the key in providing the 
DA with defensive capabilities.

AADILA
"Defensive"... What you'll get is 
an all-out war.
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MALCOLM
We want a fair fight.

AADILA
Who the fuck is "we" anyway? 
Where's this supposed democracy 
supporting your decisions?

MALCOLM
If we don't get some type of 
serious firepower on our side, 
there won't be a democracy to 
support anything.

AADILA
Cut the shit, Malcolm. I'm here 
because of what you told me. That 
the only way to move forward is by 
standing up to fear.

Malcolm let's this sink in.
AADILA (CONT’D)

So- you want me to help? Don't ask 
me to buy into this fear mongering 
bullshit. What revolution do you 
know that's set everything to 
right?

MALCOLM
Your grandfather has connections to 
different officers who are actively 
seeking a way to break from federal 
control-

AADILA
If you think I'd ever go back to 
him-

MALCOLM
Eh- Listen to me! 

Malcolm gets in Aadila's face.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Whatever you got to do- do it. If 
this hatchet ain't buried by the 
time we get to him-

AADILA
If we get to him.

Malcolm takes a step back. Visibly frustrated.
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MALCOLM
You're in a unique position, 
Aadila. All the shit you've gone 
through- the pain your family's 
suffered- You can rise above it. 
You have to.

Malcolm moves toward the building ahead.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

I'll be going back. With or without 
you. Remember- You're the one that 
chose to stay.

Malcolm enters into the building.
JESS

Come on.
Jess nudges Aadila, and they go to help other DA as they 
prepare to evacuate.

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGHWAY - DAY - ESTABLISHING
AN AERIAL VIEW of the highway, on it: a CONVOY- three HUMVEES 
and one CARGO TRUCK- careening down the road. The CLEVELAND 
SKYLINE IN THE DISTANCE- SMOKE BILLOWING above the buildings.

INT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm in the passenger seat, looking over a HEAVILY 
ANNOTATED MAP OF CLEVELAND. Several other DA populate the 
rest of the humvee- young, draped in second-rate armored 
vests and scared.

INT. HUMVEE 2 - CONTINUOUS
Jess and Aadila sit in the backseat of the humvee, dressed in 
the same hand-me-down fatigues and vests as the other DA. AK-
47's sit muzzle-down in between their legs.

JESS
You alright?

AADILA
No.

A beat.
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JESS
Was your brother always... Ya know.

AADILA
No. He was sweet.

INSERT CUT: Aadila (7) playing with Abdul (4) in a backyard. 
LAUGHING, WRESTLING, LAYING IN THE GREEN GRASS- kids in their 
own dimension.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Care-free. Always laughing.

JESS
What happened? To him- to you?

Aadila SIGHS, looks out the window.
AADILA

My mom was taken away.
INSERT CUT: I.C.E. AGENTS pull Aadila's MOTHER out the 
threshold of a house. A YOUNGER THOMAS holds Aadila (10) 
back.

AADILA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Somebody tipped off immigration.

Abdul (7) RUNS down the hall, reaches his mother. The two 
embrace, but then Abdul is SHOVED away by an Agent, so hard 
that he falls backward and knocks his head into a table. He 
lay on the floor, BLEEDING and CRYING as his mother is taken 
away.

AADILA (O.S.) (CONT’D)
My dad was arrested, and... We 
never saw my mom again.

BACK TO SCENE:
AADILA (CONT’D)

Once the charges were dropped and 
dad was released... We were broken. 
All of us. Dad went back to Syria 
as a merc, died in a chopper crash. 
After nine years of military school 
and living with our general of a 
grandfather- Abdul turned 16, 
bolted. Me going after him.

(beat)
Obviously, nothing good ever came 
of that.

Jess NOTICING the SMOKE RISING ABOVE CLEVELAND'S SKYLINE.
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JESS
I'm glad you stayed, Aadil'.

AADILA
Why?

JESS
Because- 

(off her look)
Your stronger than anyone here.

INT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm PICKS UP A SHORTWAVE RADIO.

MALCOLM
This is Auto Comm 1: Cavalier Comm 
3 come in, over.

Nothing but FAINT WHITE NOISE comes through the radio.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Cavalier Comm 3, do you read me?
DA

Sir-
CUT TO:

INT HUMVEE 2 - CONTINUOUS
Aadila NOTICES SOME WHITE OBJECT in the sky.

AADILA
(indicating)

Jess...
JESS

Shit- We got drones above!
CUT TO:

INT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
They PASS A BURNING CAR on their right. Malcolm SWITCHES 
FREQUENCIES.

MALCOLM
Auto Comm 2, fall back! Get off the 
road! Repeat- Divert! Divert! 
Reapers in the sky-
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AN MQ-9 REAPER APPROACHES FROM THEIR 12 O'CLOCK, DROPPING 
LOW, FIRING its AIR-TO-SURFACE FLAC GUN. The DA driver 
SWERVES-

CUT TO:

INT. HUMVEE 2 - CONTINUOUS
OUT THE WINDSHIELD: Humvee 1 SWERVES WILDLY. Then, the FLAC 
ROUNDS WHIZ by, STRIKING THE GROUND AROUND THEM.

JESS
SHIT!

DA
HANG ON!

They SWERVE, avoiding the fire, but ONE ROUND SLEDGES through 
the windshield and HITS THE DA DRIVER, passes through him and 
out the passenger door.

CUT TO:

EXT. HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Humvee 1 SWERVES AND CRASHES INTO AN ABANDONED TRUCK.
Humvee 2 VEERS LEFT and BURSTS THROUGH the safety barricade.

CUT TO:

EXT. SIDE OF HIGHWAY - CONTINUOUS
Humvee 2 ROLLS off the safety barricade, TUMBLING DOWN THE 
HILL.

CUT TO:

INT. HUMVEE 2 - CONTINUOUS
A horrific scene- the DA THROWN AROUND LIKE RAGDOLLS. Aadila 
and Jess are the only two STRAPPED IN.
They ROLLS and BOUNCE down the hill.

CUT TO:
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EXT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
Malcolm and TWO OTHER DA climb out of the humvee- lightly 
injured.
Malcolm turns around. DOWN THE ROAD: The REAPER lets a ROCKET 
FLY and it EXPLODES HUMVEE 3. THE REAPER SOARS PAST Humvee 
1's position.
Malcolm REACHES INSIDE the Humvee, pulling out his M16.

MALCOLM
SAM! Get the SAM ready!

TWO DA go to the back of the Humvee, opening it's door.
CUT TO:

INT. HUMVEE 2 - CONTINUOUS
Aadila JOLTS awake. She looks around, gathering her senses. 
The DA are all dead. Jess to her left, is PASSED OUT, HEAD 
BLOODY.

AADILA
Jess! Jess!

CUT TO:

EXT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
The DA have built a small, stationary SURFACE TO AIR MISSILE 
LAUNCHER, loading it.
APPROACHING FROM THEIR TWELVE: The REAPER FLYING LOW.
Malcolm CROUCHES next to the SAM, looking at a PRIMITIVE 
TARGETING MECHANISM. It BEEPS faster and faster.

MALCOLM
Get ready!

The DA- poised, ready to fire.
The REAPER- RIPPING THROUGH THE AIR, getting CLOSER.
The SAM's BEEPS get FASTER and FASTER until it sounds like 
one single TONE.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
We got a lock!
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The SAM FIRES.
CUT TO:

EXT. HILLSIDE - CONTINUOUS
Aadila CARRIES JESS ON HER BACK, both their AK's SLUNG over 
Aadila's shoulder.
BEHIND THEM: Nearly simultaneously, The REAPER EXPLODES INTO 
A FIREBALL in the sky and an AIR-TO-SURFACE ROCKET EXPLODES 
on the ground near Humvee 1's position. Aadila FALLS TO THE 
GROUND as the Reaper's remains CRASH AND EXPLODE on the 
highway in the near distance.
Jess STIRS. Aadila spins over onto her back, checking 
herself, searching the skies. She NOTICES the FRESH PILLARS 
OF SMOKE rising above the highway.

AADILA
Shit!

JESS
(dazed)

Wha... What's going on?
ANOTHER REAPER SCREECHES IN from nowhere, LAUNCHING A ROCKET 
onto Humvee 2- BOOM!

AADILA
Fuck! Jess- We gotta go!

JESS
Where's Malcolm?

Aadila helps Jess up, puts an AK on her shoulder.

EXT. HIGHWAY, HUMVEE 1 - MOMENTS LATER
Malcolm LYING ON THE ROAD, STILL BREATHING. The other DA LAY 
STILL on the pavement.
IN THE NEAR DISTANCE: Aadila and Jess cautiously rise up from 
the side of the highway. They PAUSE, then BREAK for the 
humvee.
Reaching the crash site, Jess immediately goes to Malcolm.

JESS
Malcolm? Hey, Malcolm.

Aadila watches behind Jess, scanning the skies.

94 94

95 95



75.

Jess ROLLS MALCOLM onto his back- his head BLEEDING and BLOOD 
POOLING near his RIGHT PEC.

JESS (CONT’D)
Shit... He's still breathing.

Aadila looks around- notices the SAM knocked over on the 
road. Going to it-

AADILA
Think this still works?

JESS
Your guess is better than mine.

Aadila INSPECTS the SAM, putting it upright. Jess observes 
the surrounding site.

JESS (CONT’D)
The whole convoy's been blown to 
shit.

Malcolm COUGHS HIMSELF AWAKE- GROANING in agony.
JESS (CONT’D)

Morning.
AADILA

Jess.
AHEAD IN THE SKY: the other REAPER making a final pass.

MALCOLM
(coughs)

Missiles... in the trunk.
(pushes Jess)

Go on!
Jess goes to the trunk- she pulls out TWO MISSILES.

JESS
You know how to work that thing?

Aadila MESSES with a few BUTTONS and SWITCHES. 
AADILA

I'm a fast learner.
Jess approaches the SAM- figuring it out, LOADS THE CHAMBER.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Isn't there supposed to be, like, a 
targeting system or something?
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They accidentally LAUNCH A MISSILE into the sky.
JESS

Shit! What the hell!
AADILA

I didn't do that!
MALCOM'S HAND GRABS THE TARGETING SYSTEM.

MALCOLM
Give me that.

He SLUMPS to the ground behind the humvee, exasperated.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Load it!
Jess reloads the SAM.
IN THE SKY: the REAPER IS GETTING CLOSER.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Ready!

The SAM BEEPS in an INCREASING ARPEGGIO.
The REAPER FIRES ITS FLAC GUN, barely missing them.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
NOW!

Aadila FIRES the SAM. She and Jess dive behind the humvee.
The REAPER FIRES A ROCKET- the SAM MISSILE COLLIDES WITH IT 
IMMEDIATELY- the EXPLOSION sends the reaper into an 
UNCONTROLLABLE DIVE, CRASHING about 100 YARDS from them.
All three of our heroes can't believe their eyes- can't 
believe they're alive. Malcolm DROPS THE TARGETING SYSTEM.

MALCOLM (CONT’D)
Nice work.

CUT TO:

EXT. OUTSKIRTS OF CLEVELAND - EVENING
Humvee 1- barely functioning- CHUGS slowly down a road closer 
to downtown. All around is the AFTERMATH of an EVACUATION and 
TARGETED BOMBINGS.
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INT. HUMVEE 1 - CONTINUOUS
Jess driving, Malcolm beside her, and Aadila in the back.

AADILA
God...

JESS
Where the hell'd everybody go?

MALCOLM
Looks like they E-vac'ed civilians 
beforehand- At least... I hope 
that's the case.

The humvee GIVES OUT, HISSING AND CLICKING as the engine 
dies.

JESS
Goddamn it...

MALCOLM
It's alright- agh!

Malcolm struggles, sits up straight.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

(exhales)
Better off in a civilian car 
anyway.

He turns to Aadila.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

Do you see now, Aadila? What we're 
up against?

Aadila fidgets, staring at the rubble surrounding them.
AADILA

There's no police... No troops- 
nothing.

MALCOLM
Why use troops when you can get in 
fast with-

AADILA
No- There weren't any troops.

(off their looks)
They used tech to do their dirty 
work, right? What's that tell you?
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MALCOLM
That we're in an age of-

AADILA
That they can't use anything else. 
Send raptors, and they'd have the 
UN up their ass.

JESS
And mobilizing ground troops would 
take too long.

AADILA
Not to mention, military dissent-

MALCOLM
Nobody wants to give that order.

AADILA
Which means, they can only use 
unmanned attacks. For now, at 
least.

Aadila leans forward, excited.
AADILA (CONT’D)

We can break the feds without 
inciting warfare.

MALCOLM
How?

AADILA
Jess- you know any black hats?

JESS
Plenty- People's Lib is basically 
operated though the dark web.

AADILA
We break into defense networks- 
plant a virus that effectively 
shuts off all communication from 
unmanned units and missile silos-

MALCOLM
(to Jess)

You know anyone who could do that?
JESS

'Course.
MALCOLM

Do it fast?
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JESS
Definitely.

MALCOLM
Aadila.

Aadila winces- she knows what's coming.
MALCOLM (CONT’D)

We still need Thomas. He can get us 
in wherever we need-

AADILA
I know. I know.

She slumps back in her seat, looks out the window.
AADILA (CONT’D)

I'll deal with him.

INT. FARMHOUSE, LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
Thomas sits watching the NEWS ON TV: REPORTS of "TERRORIST 
ATTACKS" IN CLEVELAND.
The SOFT THUDS OF FOOTSTEPS sound from his front porch. 
Thomas gets up, heads to the foyer.

INT./EXT. FOYER/FRONT PORCH - CONTINUOUS
Grabbing his SHOTGUN from the corner by the front door. He 
CHECKS it, readies himself, then SWINGS THE DOOR OPEN, weapon 
at ready.
OUTSIDE is Aadila, her hands UP.

THOMAS
God. Damn. It.

AADILA
Listen to me-

Thomas COCKS the shotgun, TAKES A COUPLE STEPS FORWARD.
THOMAS

You are tresspassin'. Either you 
get the fuck out of here or-

AADILA
Or what, Thomas.
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Aadila STOPS BACKPEDALING. She takes the SHOTGUN IN HAND, 
FORCING THE BARREL AGAINST HER FOREHEAD.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Go head.

Thomas tries to SHAKE IT LOOSE.
AADILA (CONT’D)

You want me gone? Huh? Then go 
ahead!

THOMAS
Stop it-

AADILA
DO IT!

THOMAS
That. Is. E-NOUGH!

Thomas PULLS the gun out of her grip and SLAPS Aadila.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

Your father would-
AADILA

My father is dead!
A beat.

AADILA (CONT’D)
Before Syria- before the crash. He 
died when you let them take mom-

THOMAS
All these years, you put your hate 
and frustration onto who? Not the 
feds, not the terrorists who 
created the world we live in now- 
but onto me.

AADILA
Terrorists didn't create this 
world. We did. Out of reaction to 
the fear we had of other people- 
fear of the possibility of 
violence. And, based off what? 
Fucking clothing? Skin color? 
Religion?

(beat)
That's where this shit came from. 
Not my mom.

(MORE)
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AADILA (CONT’D)
Not her trying to escape her own 
hell in trade for another.

Thomas avoids eye contact- rubbing the stubble on his cheeks. 
A beat.

THOMAS
I want you out of here.

AADILA
No. I'm not going anywhere.

Thomas NOTICES: Jess approaching with an injured Malcolm at 
her side.

AADILA (CONT’D)
I'm not the one who needs help this 
time.

Thomas brushes past Aadila, goes to Malcolm.
THOMAS

Jesus- What'd they do to you?
MALCOLM

They didn't do anything.
(off his look)

Feds sent drones into Cleveland.
THOMAS

Reapers?
Malcolm nods.

JESS
Uh- You mind?

Thomas helps Jess walk Malcolm into the house. Aadila stays 
on the porch as they pass.

THOMAS
(to Aadila)

Don't just stand there.
Aadila enters, CLOSING the door behind her.

INT. FARMHOUSE, LIVING ROOM - MOMENTS LATER
Jess and Thomas work together- Jess dresses Malcolm's HEAD 
WOUND while Thomas carefully removes SEVERAL SHRAPNEL from 
Malcolm's RIGHT PEC.
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THOMAS
Shit, Malcolm. Why'd you get 
yourself tied up in all this?

MALCOLM
Why'd you join the Army?

Thomas NODS in reaction: "touche."
AADILA

How exactly do you two know each 
other?

MALCOLM
My dad was a first lieutenant. Died 
serving in Iraq when I was just a 
kid.

THOMAS
Damn fine officer, that man.

Thomas PULLS OUT ONE FINAL, LARGE SHRAPNEL- placing it into a 
SMALL GLASS BOTTLE OF SOLUTION. He CLEANS the wound, then 
offers the bottle to Malcolm.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
Souvenir.

Malcolm takes the bottle, winces as Thomas continues 
bangading the wound.

MALCOLM
Thomas- your grandfather- was a 
strong mentor for me since my own 
father passed.

AADILA
(to Thomas)

You never mentioned this to me.
THOMAS

You were a child. Besides- not like 
you would've stuck around to learn 
anything from him, anyway.

Beat.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

And you shouldn't be here now. Do 
you realize what danger you're 
putting me in?

AADILA
The danger you're in?!
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MALCOLM
Aadila-

AADILA
No- You wanted to come here, now 
you have to deal with his shit!

THOMAS
Don't you dare talk to me that way-

AADILA
Why? I'm not family anymore- I can 
talk to you however the fuck I 
want!

MALCOLM
That's enough!

Thomas and Aadila STOP- STARING AT EACH OTHER like they want 
to rip each other's throats.

AADILA
You remember what you said to me, 
all those years ago?

INSERT CUT: Aadila (10) being held back by a YOUNGER THOMAS.

AADILA (CONT’D)
"It was inevitable."

THOMAS
I didn't mean-

AADILA
I was ten!

Outside, a SIREN winds up in the distance- BLARING into the 
night, demanding everyone's attention.

JESS
What the hell...?

Without a word, Thomas makes his way outside.

EXT. FARMHOUSE, FRONT PORCH - CONTINUOUS
Thomas BURSTS through the screen door. Aadila following.

AADILA
What's going on?
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In the distance, we hear the soft sounds of PANIC- TRUCKS 
FIRING UP, PEOPLE CRYING OUT, etc. Thomas, taking it all in, 
realizing, moves back inside.

THOMAS
Get in the house.

INT. FARMHOUSE, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS
Thomas and Aadila re-enter. Thomas immediately turns the TV 
on.
ON TV: FOOTAGE OF A MUSHROOM CLOUD. Captioned, "NUCLEAR BLAST 
NORTH OF NYC."
Thomas CRANKS THE VOLUME.
ON TV: The ANCHOR NARRATES the scene.

ANCHOR (O.S.)
(extremely nervous)

And... Yes, it's confirmed this was 
a hydrogen bomb- not simply a 
nuclear explosion- it landed just 
fifteen minutes ago in... Um- 
excuse me. Landing south east of 
the Hampton Bay- Oh god...

ON TV: They CUT to the AFTERMATH in the HAMPTONS... 
Buildings, beaches and greenery overcome with FLASH DAMAGE.

ANCHOR (O.S.) (CONT’D)
(extremely nervous)

Um, I'm being told this was a 
failed terrorist attack intended 
for Manhattan- Oh my god...

Thomas LOWERS THE VOLUME. A LONG, HARD BEAT. Finally-
THOMAS

Nobody would be so stupid to...
JESS

It was us.
(off their looks)

Think about it- they're trying to 
start a war with... Fuck! Anyone!

THOMAS
You said they used Reapers in 
Cleveland?
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MALCOLM
Yeah, why?

THOMAS
Max payload of fifteen hundred 
pounds and the right operator at 
the throttle would do the trick...

AADILA
Holy shit...

MALCOLM
We can't lose our heads.

JESS
Listen, Mal, I'm all for calm 
reasoning- but right now I AM 
FLIPPING THE FUCK OUT.

A beat of SILENCE. Everyone's in SHOCK.
THOMAS

Aadila?
(off her look)

I'm sorry. For everything.
Another beat.

AADILA
Me too. Me too...

They watch the TV in SILENCE.

EXT. FRONT PORCH - MOMENTS LATER
Thomas stands on his porch, listening to the distant PANIC 
when Aadila comes out the front door. She stands next to him 
for a beat.

AADILA
Abe was gone long before I found 
him again. I did all I could.

(beat)
He's the only reason I left, you 
know.

THOMAS
I know, Aadie. He was your little 
brother. Nothing'll change that.

A beat.
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AADILA
(sighs)

We have an idea- if you're willing 
to hear it.

Thomas studies her, then NODS.
AADILA (CONT’D)

We have a connection to a large 
network of blackhats through the 
People's Liberation. It's possible 
that if we gain access to the 
military's comm network... We could 
cut them off from their own 
weapons.

(beat)
Drones, nukes- anything that needs 
a signal to fire, we could keep 
cold.

THOMAS
You sure about this?

AADILA
Jess just made contact- dozens are 
already working on the code.

THOMAS
Now you just need an in?

Aadila looks away, bracing herself.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

What I meant-
Thomas turns to his granddaughter.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
All those years ago- Wasn't that 
your mom was destined to be taken 
from you in the way she was.

(beat)
The injustice, the pain, the 
turmoil you and your brother would 
have to face- That was inevitable.

Aadila starts to cry. Thomas wipes a tear from her face.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

I'm proud of you, Aadila. You're 
strong- stronger than you realize.

(half beat)
I wish you never left me.

(MORE)
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THOMAS (CONT’D)
I thought... I thought I'd be alone 
for the rest of my life.

They embrace warmly.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

You were right, ya know. 
(off her look)

You don't need my help. We need 
yours.

Thomas kisses his granddaughter's head, then let's her go.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

I need to call someone.
He heads for the front door- opening it.

AADILA
Who?

Thomas pauses, turns to Aadila.
THOMAS

Old friend- Somebody who can get 
you in.

He walks inside as the porch door HISSES SHUT.

EXT. HIGHWAY - MIDNIGHT
A BLACK TRUCK driving down the highway. IN THE DISTANCE: the 
BLINKING LIGHTS of an AIR FIELD.

EXT. AIRBASE, MAIN DRIVE - MOMENTS LATER
The BLACK TRUCK slowly makes its way deeper into the Air 
Force base.
A FEW PATROLLING AIRMEN STOP and watch as the truck goes by.

EXT. AIRBASE, REVETMENT - CONTINUOUS
BRIG GENERAL GOWER and CAPTAIN LELAND stand awaiting the 
oncoming truck. TWO AIRMEN guard them at their sides.
The truck reaches the revetment, pulls up next to an F-22 
RAPTOR. The Airmen train their weapons on the truck.

AIRMAN 1
Step on out- Slowly.
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The driver's door opens, Thomas stepping out.
THOMAS

Nick.
GOWER

Tommyboy!
The two men approach each other, grabbing the other's hand.

THOMAS
You look like shit.

GOWER
Feel like it too. You're not so 
easy to look at either, old man.

THOMAS
Yeah, well...

Gower looks past Thomas, at the truck.
GOWER

(weary)
Who else you draggin' with ya?

THOMAS
Three others.

Gower NODS at the AIRMEN guarding him- they train their 
weapons on the truck. Thomas tenses up.

THOMAS (CONT’D)
(quiet)

Nick- Really?

INT. THOMAS' TRUCK - CONTINUOUS
Aadila, Malcolm and Jess tense up.

AADILA
What the fuck...?

JESS
They know about you?

MALCOLM
Sh! Just- Keep. Calm.
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EXT. AIRBASE, REVETMENT - CONTINUOUS
GOWER

It's the times we're livin' in, 
amigo. Who's in the truck?

THOMAS
Allies.

(off his look)
You told me you'd help me-

GOWER
You. Not you "and." Get 'em out.

THOMAS
Nick-

GOWER
You get them out. Then we'll talk.

INT. HANGAR, BRIG GENERAL'S QUARTERS - MOMENTS LATER
Gower DROPS HIS HAT onto his oak desk, leans on it, looking 
at the others who are seated in front of the desk like 
cadets.
Thomas EYES the AIRMAN standing guard at the door.

THOMAS
Why am I gettin' the feeling this 
is an interrogation?

GOWER
Because it is.

Gower addresses everyone, one by one, POINTING at them.
GOWER (CONT’D)

(at Jess)
Name.

JESS
Jess.

(off his look)
Jessica Michaels.

Gower POINTS to Malcolm.
MALCOLM

Malcolm Stafford.
Gower moves his gaze to Aadila, who tries to wihtold her 
panic.
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AADILA
Marley. Williams.

Thomas GLANCES at Aadila- Gower SEES his reaction, takes a 
mental note.

GOWER
You mind telling me what this is 
all about, amigo?

THOMAS
(astounded)

We dropped a nuclear warhead next 
to New York City!

Gower doesn't break his gaze- but he's clearly hit hard by 
what Thomas just said.

GOWER
"We"?

THOMAS
Somebody with the authority gave 
the order.

Gower stands up straight, goes to the large window behind his 
desk, looking out onto the air field. He glances at the 
guard, waves him out. The Airman leaves the room, closing the 
door behind him.

GOWER
(sighs)

How do you know it was the U.S.?
(shrugs)

We got a list of enemies longer 
than you care to know now, Thomas.

THOMAS
Something tells me you know.

Gower turns around, faces Thomas.
GOWER

I don't.
THOMAS

You always were shit for lying, 
Nick.

GOWER
You think this is easy, Thomas? I'm 
the brass here- not you. I stuck 
around. Not. You.
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THOMAS
God damn it, man- At what point do 
you realize what's right under your 
nose?

Gower looks straight at Aadila. She shifts in her seat.
GOWER

When you're fighting a war that you 
can't see- Best to join the winning 
team.

MALCOLM
And what about now? Fighting 
against the very people that you 
swore to protect.

GOWER
We protect the flag-

MALCOLM
You protect your own damn egos. And 
whoever prints your bonds.

GOWER
Your "ally" ain't helping your 
case, here, Thomas.

Thomas leans in on his knees, looking his old friend square 
in the eye.

THOMAS
You remember way back- When you 
were stationed in Kuwait? You 
called me one time-

Gower grows uneasy, looks to his feet.
THOMAS (CONT’D)

You said to me, "We're bombin' any 
Arab that looks at us wrong." I 
didn't have to see your face to 
know what you were really saying.

(beat)
Nick- We can stop what's comin'. 
You could be known for how many 
lives you save today. Right now.

A beat. Gower shakes his head.
GOWER

How?
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MALCOLM
Cut off def comm from their own 
weapons.

JESS
It's just a couple keystrokes. 
Nobody will have access when I'm 
through.

GOWER
Those are some famous last words, 
missy.

MALCOLM
What Jess is trying to say-

JESS
Nobody will have access.

(mocking)
Misters.

A half beat- Gower eyes Aadila who nervously glances back.
JESS (CONT’D)

The program destroys communication 
by flooding the network with its 
own- it's a closed loop.

(off their looks)
Ugh- Okay. Look- Here's the virus- 
Here's the network-

Her LEFT OPEN HAND- the virus- overtakes her RIGHT FIST- the 
network.

JESS (CONT’D)
Any attempts to make contact with 
the network or the virus itself 
simply won't get through. Meaning- 
no nukes, no drones. At least not 
until somebody gains access to the 
physical place of entry.

MALCOLM
It's enough to cause a delay. Any 
schisms of the military can happen 
in the weeks of darkness.

GOWER
Weeks?

JESS
It'll take at least one to locate 
where the hack took place.
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Gower let's all this sink in, realizing-
GOWER

You wanna break in here.
MALCOLM

There's a DA branch nearby-
GOWER

What the hell's a district attorney 
got to do with this?

MALCOLM
No- Democratic Alliance. We can 
provide additional defense-

GOWER
Jesus. Fuckin' rebels...

Gower TAPS the desk subconsciously.
THOMAS

This is bigger than you, Nick. Than 
all of us. This is your chance to 
protect your country. From itself.

GOWER
(struggling to agree)

How long will it take?
JESS

For the patch- maybe an hour.
GOWER

How do you expect us and these... 
"DA" to communicate?

JESS
The patch will only affect weapons 
that require remote signals to 
launch and control. Your jets will 
still work.

MALCOLM
DA uses short waves for comm. 
Relaying messages station to 
station.

Gower NODDING, turns around to looks back to his airfield.
GOWER

If this is to work- I mean, really 
work- we'll need as much time as we 
can buy.

(MORE)
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GOWER (CONT’D)
(turning around)

I need the feds on my side for as 
long as possible.

Gower looks at Aadila.
GOWER (CONT’D)

Your granddaughter- Aadila, right?
(off Thomas' look)

She's got your nose, Thomas. Can't 
hide that.

THOMAS
No. Absolutely not.

GOWER
Thomas-

THOMAS
She's family!

GOWER
And what you're asking of me- of 
us- is treason!

(half beat)
We all need to sacrifice, here, 
Thomas. I'm sorry.

Aadila stands up next to Thomas.
THOMAS

Aadila-
AADILA

It's alright.
(half beat)

I go to the feds- You make damn 
sure the DA get what they need.

JESS
Aadila- You know what they'll do to 
you?

AADILA
(turns to Jess)

No. I don't. No more running- 
Remember?

A beat as Gower LOOKS OVER Aadila.
GOWER

Aight. You have my word-
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AADILA
Need more than that.

GOWER
If they don't make it- None of us 
will.

Aadila looks at her grandfather- at Jess- unsure. Finally, 
she EXTENDS A HAND- Gower SHAKES it.

GOWER (CONT’D)
God help us all.

EXT. RAMP - DAWN
Aadila watches as AIRMEN ready F-22's, fortify the base.
IN THE NEAR DISTANCE: Malcolm accompanies an OFFICER, 
discussing their plans. Malcolm slows to a halt, seeing 
Aadila. He NODS at her.
CLOSE ON AADILA: She NODS back.
Jess appears, walking out from the hangar. She makes a B-LINE 
to Aadila. Reaching Aadila, Jess SHOVES her- tears in her 
eyes.

AADILA
What the hell!

JESS
Fuck you!

(half beat)
You don't have to-

AADILA
Jess... Listen to me.

Aadila takes ahold Jess' hands. Jess can't look her in the 
eye.

AADILA (CONT’D)
I wouldn't be here without you-

JESS
Don't. Please...

AADILA
It's my turn, Jess. I have to go. 
For you. For everyone.

Jess EMBRACES Aadila, CRYING into her shoulder. They hold 
each other for a beat.
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AADILA (CONT’D)
I'll be fine. Don't worry.

JESS
I've never felt so close. To 
anyone.

AADILA
(joking)

Yeah, well, almost dying together 
has that affect.

(off her look)
I'm kidding, meathead.

Aadila KISSES Jess' cheek.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Go on. Do what you need to do. I'll 
handle my end of the bargain.

They separate. Jess WIPES her eyes.
JESS

I'll find you. Don't give a shit 
who's got you or where. I'll 
fuckin' find you!

Jess backpedals to the hangar.
JESS (CONT’D)

You hear me!
She goes back to the hangar.
A HAND FALLS on Aadila's shoulder- it's Thomas.

THOMAS
It's time.

(off her look)
We're in this together. You and me.

Aadila looks as if she's about to object, but then takes her 
grandfather's hand in her own. They watch the happenings on 
the base for but a moment longer.

INT. FARMHOUSE, LIVING ROOM - LATE MORNING
Aadila and Thomas sit in silence, handcuffed. TWO AIRMEN 
guard them, RIFLES ARMED AND READY.
FOOTSTEPS ECHO from the front porch. The DOOR OPENS as the 
FOOTSTEPS enters the foyer.
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Gower and THE THIN MAN appear at living room's threshold. The 
Thin Man looks. At every. Person. In. The room.
Ending on Aadila- he approaches her like a wolf.

THIN MAN
Ms. Bradbury. Do you have any idea 
the trouble you've caused me?

The Thin Man gets in Aadila's face, pausing briefly before he 
GRAPPLES THOMAS' THROAT.

AADILA
LET HIM GO!

THIN MAN
We're all faced with choices-

THOMAS
(wheezing)

Don't... Listen to him...
AADILA

STOP- You fucking maniac!
THIN MAN

Yours is a rather simple one-
AADILA

I'll tell you everything!
The Thin Man EASES HIS GRIP, turns to Aadila.

AADILA (CONT’D)
New York- My brother. Everything...

(half beat)
Just let him go. He's got nothing 
to do with it. Any of it.

The Thin Man RELEASES Thomas.
THIN MAN

Very well, Ms. Bradbury.
(calling out)

Alright.
THREE CIA AGENTS file into the living room, apprehending 
Aadila and Thomas.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
Load 'em up.

(to Aadila)
We'll be taking a little ride.
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The Thin Man turns and WALKS OUT of the living room. As he 
exits-

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
(nods at Gower)

General.
Gower and Thomas' glances meet as Aadila and Thomas are 
escorted out of the living room. Gower looks down- ashamed.

EXT. FARMHOUSE, FRONT PORCH - CONTINUOUS
As Thomas and Aadila step outside, they are IMMEDIATELY 
BAGGED WITH BLACK HOODS.

AADILA
(hyperventilating)

Grandpa!
The Agents continue walking them down the DRIVEWAY.

THOMAS
It'll be alright, Aadie-

Thomas is PULLED IN ANOTHER DIRECTION OFF SCREEN.
THOMAS (O.S.) (CONT’D)

You'll be alright!
AADILA

(panicked)
Grandpa!

(sotto)
Shit! ...shit!

Aadila and the two Agents escorting her reach a sinister 
looking BLACK SUV. One Agent opens a door while the other 
SHOVES Aadila inside.
In the near distance, a GUNSHOT breaks the dead air. Then 
another SHOT.

AADILA (CONT’D)
GRANDPA! THOMAS!

An Agent SLAMS the door shut as Aadila CRIES IN AGONIZING 
GRIEF.

INT. BLACK SUV - EVENING
Aadila, stilled hooded, sways in silence in the back seat. 
The TWO AGENTS FROM BEFORE are in the front- also silent.
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EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - ESTABLISHING
ABOVE a RURAL, DECREPIT TOWN surrounded by SEVERAL LEVELS OF 
BARBED WIRE FENCING.
The town has clearly been built out to house thousands 
occupants. SIX ROWS OF BARRACKS- three on each divided side 
of the camp- and a LATRINE and MESS TENT per each side. FOUR 
GUARD TOWERS surround the perimeter, and ONE CONCRETE 
BUILDING at the edge of the camp. 
TREES and LUSH WILDLIFE SURROUND the entire camp- concealing 
it from the ground.

INT./EXT. BLACK SUV - CONTINUOUS
The SUV ROLLS TO A STOP. The Agents EXIT.
Aadila's door opens shortly after, and the Agents FORCE HER 
OUT.

AGENT 1
Get the fuck up! GET UP!

They PULL HER OUT and SHOVE HER FORWARD.
CUT TO:

INT. CONCRETE BUILDING, ISOLATION CELL - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila FALLS FORWARD into a bare, concrete cell. Completely 
empty save a BUCKET and a SPONGE.
An Agent RIPS OFF HER HOOD, UNCUFFS HER.

AGENT
(points to the bucket)

Toilet.
(points to the sponge)

Shower.
(indicates the floor)

Sleep wherever you want- on the 
house.

The Agent EXITS- the METAL DOOR SLIDES SHUT, LOCKS, behind 
him.
Aadila immediately LURCHES for the bucket, VOMITS into it.
She stops, starts to cry, but then... Hears something. She 
calms herself, listening carefully. We hear it too- the SOFT, 
INAUDIBLE WHISPERS OF PRAYER... and WEEPING.
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AADILA
Hello?

The whispering STOPS. SILENCE.
AADILA (CONT’D)

Hello?
(hitting the wall)

Hello!
A BANG on the metal door.

OFFICER (O.S.)
SHUT THE FUCK UP!

Aadila gulps, sits on the concrete and rests her head into 
her knees. She STIRS, noticing she's sitting on something.
She reaches into her back pocket and pulls out: Her father's 
MEDAL OF HONOR- etched on the back of it: "MICHAEL A. 
BRADBURY"- and the PHOTO of her family. Aadila CLUTCHES them 
desperately.

CUT TO:

INT. SAME - MIDNIGHT
Aadila, barely asleep, wakes up when she hears the WHISPERING 
again. This time, it's just loud enough for us to hear-

WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.)
...there was never any more 
inception than there is now. Nor 
any more youth or... or age than 
there is now. And will never be any 
more perfection than there is 
now... Nor any more heaven or... or 
hell... than there is now...

Aadila, pondering the passage she hears before the voice 
disappears again, falls back to sleep.

CUT TO:

INT. SAME - MORNING
Aadila, now sitting against a wall, shakes her leg nervously. 
She drops her head, EXHALES. She gets up- restless.
Pacing around the tiny cell, she hears a door down the hall 
SLIDE OPEN- half beat- SLIDE SHUT and LOCK. Then again- 
closer. Again- even closer.
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AADILA
Hello!? HELLO!

Doors keeping opening and closing. Getting closer to her own.
AADILA (CONT’D)

I SAID I'D TELL YOU EVERYTHING! YOU 
MOTHERFUCKERS!

She starts to cry.
AADILA (CONT’D)

(sotto)
Grandpa... God damn it!

SILENCE. Aadila steps back from her door, holding her breath.
The DOOR UNLOCKS- SLIDES OPEN, revealing: A WOMAN- battered, 
chained to a CART containing FOOD TRAYS. She takes one tray, 
gently puts it on the floor, and SLIDES it further inside 
Aadila's cell.
They look at each other for a beat. The woman checks behind 
her shoulder nervously. Finally-

WOMAN
(whispering)

They will take. No matter what. 
They take.

A SOUND ECHOES from down the hall, startling the woman who 
quickly SLIDES Aadila's metal door SHUT, LOCKING IT.

AADILA
Wait! WAIT! PLEASE!

The woman repeats her process down the hall- door SLIDES 
open, half beat, door SLIDES SHUT and LOCKS.

AADILA (CONT’D)
(sotto, tearful)

Please... Please...
She wilts into a crouch, hugging her knees.

WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.)
Lord- Bless the food you have 
provided for us and save us from 
the hellfire- this hellfire. Let 
your grace and mercy show us how to 
be courageous. Let it save us. Let 
it enable us to endure. 
Bismillahi wa 'ala baraka-tillah.
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Aadila calms down. She SLIDES her tray closer, begins to eat 
the RICE AND BEANS with her fingers.

CUT TO:

MONTAGE - SAME
A) Aadila trying to sleep at night.
B) Aadila hesitantly wiping her face, her body, with the dry 
sponge.
C) Aadila crying, brushing her hair back over and over. She 
pulls out the PHOTO of her family from a CRACK in the wall. 
She WEEPS.
D) Aadila- sleep deprived, sullen, staring at a wall. She 
turns her head as she hears the WHISPERING VOICE again.

WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.)
Lord-

E) Aadila eating her food, forcing it down. Wincing.
WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)

There is little left within me-
F) Aadila doing pushups. Situps. Looking a little crazy.

WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Little fight. Little life. Small 
bits of what once was.

G) Aadila CRYING, starts to punch the cement wall.
WHISPERING VOICE (O.S.) (CONT’D)

All I ask from you is to lift me 
up. To let me be strong. Even 
though I know it not.

BACK TO SCENE
Aadila standing in front of her cell door. Looking through 
her eyebrows. We hear the DOORS SLIDING OPEN AND SHUT down 
the hall- food is being served.
Finally, the door next to Aadila's SLIDES SHUT and LOCKS. 
FOOTSTEPS STOP in front of Aadila's cell. She's poised, ready 
rush whoever is behind the door. She BREATHES, readying 
herself...
The DOOR UNLOCKS. It begins to SLIDE OPEN... Revealing...

119 119

120 120



103.

TWO ARMED GUARDS. Aadila hesitates. Doesn't know what to do.
GUARD 1

You're one lucky bitch.
(of her look)

Got some real allah-ackbar 
motherfuckers comin' in today. 
Which means you get to move.

GUARD 2
Let's go! Move!

Aadila does as told and is escorted out by the guards.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - MORNING
Aadila is marched towards the LATRINE by TWO ARMED GUARDS, 
passing HUNDREDS OF STARING WOMEN AND CHILDREN.
Most are Middle Eastern- some African-American and Latina- a 
small minority are Caucasian. They all wear the same 
uniforms- DENIM PANTS, a THICK OXFORD WHITE SHIRT, and 
nondescript, BLACK SHOES.
Aadila NOTICES ACROSS THE WAY: a BARBED WIRE FENCE separating 
the women and children from the MALE POPULATION on the other 
side. 
They reach and enter the latrine.

INT. LATRINE, SHOWERS - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila rinses off in the grimy, cold water SPEWING from the 
shower head above her. One of the GUARDS WATCHES HER from the 
bathroom's entrance.
Aadila turns away, covering herself, turns off the water.

INT. SAME - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila- naked, covering herself as best as possible- stands 
before the guards for a beat. Finally, they toss her a TOWEL 
and PLOP her UNIFORM on the floor in front of her. They EXIT.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP, BATHROOMS - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila steps back into the camp grounds. The guards escort 
her towards SEVERAL ROWS BARRACKS.
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As they walk, a JET SCREAMS OVERHEAD. Aadila and only one of 
the guards STOP, look up.

GUARD
(to the other)

What? We're at war, remember?
(at Aadila)

Hey- Let's go!
Guard 2 SHOVES Aadila forward. They keep walking.

INT. BARRACKS - MOMENTS LATER
In the barracks is a MOTHER AND TWO DAUGHTERS- could be 
hispanic, could be Middle Eastern- folding up clothes, 
organizing them back into their footlockers.
Their DOOR OPENS- the guards and Aadila at the threshold.

GUARD 2
Okay, dirtbags.

(slowly, loudly)
THIS IS YOUR NEW ROOM-MATE. ROOM. 
MATE.

(off their looks)
Christ...

Guard 2 PUSHES Aadila inside.
GUARD 2 (CONT’D)

(to Aadila)
Home sweet home.

The assholes LAUGH then EXIT. Aadila shamefully sits on her 
cot, the family OBSERVING HER.
The MOTHER gets up, walks to Aadila, sits next to her. She 
hesitantly puts her arm around Aadila's shoulders. Aadila 
begins to cry.

INT. MESS TENT - DAY
A FOOD TRAY gets a SLOPPY SCOOP of RICE AND BEANS.
Aadila, holding the FOOD TRAY, walks away from the counter.
AT A TABLE: Aadila sits down, begins to eat. Another JET 
SCREAMS BY UP ABOVE. Aadila shoots up to the nearest clear 
plastic window, looking for the jet.

GUARD (O.S.)
Inmate!
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Aadila SLOWLY TURNS AROUND. The GUARD comes into view, RIFLE 
AIMED at Aadila.

GUARD (CONT’D)
Sit. Down.

Aadila does as told. The guard relaxes, but keeps his EYES ON 
AADILA. She eats- STARING back at the guard.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - EVENING
GUARDS WATCH VIGILANTLY as internees return to their 
barracks. Aadila walks toward hers, looking up to the sky. 
Hopeful.

INT. MESS TENT - DAY
FOOD TRAY: Rice and beans. AADILA: reluctantly eating.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - DAY
Aadila WORKING- mending one of the fences. Guards watching 
her and OTHERS as they work. ANOTHER JET FLIES ABOVE. Aadila 
can't help but glance at the sky again and again.

INT. BARRACKS, AADILA'S BUNK - NIGHT
Aadila lays in bed- void of emotion. The mother and daughters 
PRAY QUIETLY- clearly a routine.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - DAY
Aadila walking to the latrine.

INT. LATRINE, SHOWERS - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila showers in the same shitty stall from before. She's 
LOST WEIGHT- a FEW CUTS ail her ribs, arm and back.

INT. MESS TENT - DAY
FOOD TRAY: Rice and beans. AADILA: looking off, not eating... 
But then finally takes a bite.
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EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - DAY
Aadila and TWO OTHER WOMEN REPAIR the WATER PIPES leading to 
the latrine as TWO GUARDS keep watch.
Yet ANOTHER JET FLIES BY- this one, however, is EXTREMELY 
LOW.

GUARD 1
Shit!

GUARD 2
What the fuck are they doin' up 
there?!

(noticing the internees)
BACK TO WORK! BACK TO WORK!

EXT. LATRINE - MORNING
Aadila- freshly showered- walks past a LONG LINE of people 
waiting to get in the latrine.

EXT. BARRACKS - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila walks towards her bunk, STOPS when she overhears TWO 
GUARDS WHISPERING TO EACH OTHER.

GUARD 1 (O.S.)
...yea but you don't know that!

Aadila PEEKS from the other side of a barracks wall.
POV: The two guards nervously chat, clearly self-conscious of 
who could be listening.

GUARD 2
All I know is something's not 
right-

POV: Guard 1 GLANCES in Aadila's general direction.
Aadila DUCKS out of view and HURRIES toward her bunk.

INT. MESS TENT - DAY
FOOD TRAY: JUST RICE. AADILA: Still standing in line, can't 
take her eyes off the tray- a SMILE GROWS on her face.
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COOK
Move along.

(no response)
I said MOVE!

She does as told.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - DAY
Aadila is escorted by a GUARD towards a SHED in the near 
distance, carrying a PALE OF TOOLS. She SLOWS, NOTICING 
something to her left.
ACROSS THE CAMP: HEAVILY ARMED GUARDS make haste carrying 
supplies into the nearest guard tower- WEAPONS, AMMUNITION, 
the works.
Aadila, now completely stopped, can't help but GAWK. The 
guard SHOVES HER with the butt of his rifle.

GUARD
Fuck you eye-ballin'! Fuckin' move, 
hadji!

Aadila turns to the guard, throwing daggers with her eyes.
AADILA

Haven't heard many birds lately. 
You?

The guard AIMS his rifle STRAIGHT AT HER FACE.
GUARD

What'd you just say to me? 
Something like, "I'm gonna stab you 
with this screwdriver?" I think 
that's what you just said. Inn't 
it?

CHCK-CHCK. Aadila cooly turns around. Moves toward the shed. 
The guard eases up, but looks around- clearly nervous about 
something.

INT. BARRACKS, AADILA'S BUNK - EVENING
Aadila walks in through the door, IMMEDIATELY FREEZING: THE 
ROOM IS ABSENT of its normal occupants and the THIN MAN sits 
on Aadila's cot.
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THIN MAN
You have been busy, haven't you, 
Miss Bradbury?

The Thin Man holds up: HER FATHER'S MEDAL OF HONOR.
Another AGENT WALKS THROUGH THE DOOR- TAZES Aadila and 
catches her limp body.

EXT. ALEPPO STREETS - DAY (NIGHTMARE)
Aadila stands in the middle of a BATTLE. BULLETS RIP through 
the air, demolishing all in their path.
ACROSS THE WAY: Aadila's FATHER runs toward a CHOPPER- 
another SOLDIER thrown over his shoulders. He climbs aboard 
the chopper, gives the SIGNAL to go.
Aadila runs through the chaos towards the chopper.
Her father NOTICES HER- BECKONS HER TO HURRY.
Aadila JUMPS ON right before the chopper lifts off the 
ground.

INT. CHOPPER - MOMENTS LATER (NIGHTMARE)
Aadila's father SHOUTS ORDERS at her as if she were a 
soldier. All of a sudden- an EXPLOSION ROCKS the chopper, and 
they SPIN OUT OF CONTROL.
As Aadila LOSES IT- her father grabs her shoulders-

MICHAEL BRADBURY
Calm down! Don't let it control 
you! Stand up to it! Then you'll-

They CRASH INTO A LAKE. WATER ENGULFS THEM and Aadila begins 
to CHOKE.
END NIGHTMARE.

CUT TO:

UNDERNEATH BLACK HOOD. HYPERVENTILATION.
BROWN EYES FLICK OPEN. Blinking. Scanning.
A METAL DOOR OPENS. HARD SOLE SHOES step on concrete.
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MALE VOICE (O.S.)
Do you know why I do what I do?

INT. INTERROGATION CELL - CONTINUOUS
CLOSE ON THE THIN MAN.

THIN MAN
Inevitability.

CUT TO:

MONTAGE - SAME
A) Aadila THRASHES as the torturers uncuff her, force her 
onto the operation table.

AADILA
FUCK YOU!

B) One torturer RIPS OFF AADILA'S HOOD, SHOVING THE WET TOWEL 
onto her face.
C) Aadila CHOKES as they WATERBOARD HER.

THIN MAN
WHO ELSE WAS INVOLVED! WHO ELSE!

D) Aadila GASPING FOR AIR. The Thin Man, visibly frustrated.
THIN MAN (CONT’D)

Again.
TORTURER

She can't take much more-
THIN MAN

AGAIN!
The torturer SHRUGS, covers Aadila's face again- she SCREAMS 
and THRASHES WILDLY.

BACK TO SCENE
Aadila turns, VOMITS and COUGHS UP water.
The Thin Man stands over her. SEETHING.

THIN MAN
(shouting)

How did Gower find you?
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AADILA
(hyperventilating)

I- I don't fucking know!
The Thin Man BREATHES, tries to control the anger bursting 
through.

THIN MAN
I told you, Aadila. I told you. 
There is only one way out of here.

The Thin Man waits, but Aadila is fading- her BREATHS shallow 
up. He turns to the torturers-

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
Leave me with her.

(off their looks)
It's alright. I'll take it from 
here.

The torturers set down the towel and pitcher of water and 
EXIT.
The Thin Man pulls up a stool, sits. EXHALES.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
(mocking)

Your grandfather- now that was one 
tough man.

AADILA
Please... Please stop.

THIN MAN
Nothing gets to those jar-heads. 
You could saw off their arms, snap 
off their toes- nothing. They're 
trained for that kind of pain. Not 
you.

AADILA
Shut up- SHUT THE FUCK UP!

THIN MAN
That's why I gave him the simple 
choice. A matter of yes or no- a 
completely logical decision.

(off her look)
And here you are.

AADILA
(weeping)

No... The gunshots...
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THIN MAN
I never promised him his life. Just 
yours.

(half beat)
So. You have a choice, Aadila. 
Either you tell me which air base 
was infiltrated- or I give the 
final order to burn this camp- and 
everyone in it- to the ground.

Aadila immediately calms down.
AADILA

...what did you say?
THIN MAN

What. Air base.
AADILA

(realizing)
Air base...?

Aadila begins to SMILE, begins LAUGHING. The Thin Man steps 
back, LOSING HIS TEMPER.

THIN MAN
This is your decision, Aadila. YOUR 
DECISION!

The Thin Man LOSES IT- he KNOCKS OVER the TRAY OF TORTURE 
TOOLS.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
I WILL BURN EVERYONE FUCKING MAN, 
WOMAN AND CHILD IN HERE ALIVE! 
THEIR BLOOD WILL BE ON YOUR-

AADILA
Go ahead! Fuckin' do it then! 

(off his look)
It doesn't matter what I tell you- 
you're still gonna be here! 
Torturing, killing- in the name of 
what. IN THE NAME OF WHAT!

(half beat)
The only way to win this so-called 
war of yours is to kill every last 
person in the whole fucking world. 
Until there's no one left. To defy 
you. To threaten you.

The Thin Man SEARCHES the floor, looking for something.
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AADILA (CONT’D)
Until your own children rise up 
against you because of the fucking 
monster that you are!

He reaches down and comes up with a RUSTY SCALPEL.
AADILA (CONT’D)

So go ahead! It doesn't matter what 
you do! This won't end with me! And 
it won't end with you!

Right as he PLUNGES THE SCALPEL into Aadila's ABDOMEN- the 
LIGHTS GO OUT at the sound of an EXPLOSION and JETS 
SCREECHING ABOVE.
The torturers ENTER-

TORTURER
Sir! You have to get out here!

The Thin Man moves to the door, leaves the scalpel in 
Aadila's stomach.

THIN MAN
Let's go.

TORTURER
Sir, the doors- they auto-lock-

THIN MAN
FUCKING WATCH HER THEN! Make 
yourself useful for once.

(starts down the hall)
She'll be dead soon enough.

The Thin Man EXITS with one of the torturers. The other 
stands at the doorway, nervous looking down the dark hallway.
Another EXPLOSION RUMBLES. He looks back at a WHEEZING 
Aadila.

TORTURER
Fuck this.

He takes off down the hall.
Aadila STRAINS HERSELF trying to push away her pain. Outside, 
a BATTLE ENSUES.
Aadila's BREATHING SHORTENS to SHALLOW GASPS- she CRIES OUT 
in agony. Another EXPLOSION echoes from a distance.
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Aadila takes a DEEP BREATH then starts PULLING her wrists 
away from the leather ties to the field operation table. She 
PULLS WITH ALL HER STRENGTH until one of the ties BREAKS.
Aadila reaches for her STOMACH- the scalpel still JUTS out 
from her. She pulls it out- not a terribly deep wound, but 
enough to cause worry. She lets out a SHRIEK as the scalpel 
exits her abdomen.
A beat as she regains her BREATH, shallow and fast. She 
forces herself to cut her remaining ties free.
She rolls off the table, CRASHES to the floor in agony. She 
looks up: an old COMBAT KNIFE lies near the dark corner of 
the room.

INT. HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER
Aadila- pale, weak, clutching the combat knife- stumbles out 
from the interrogation cell into the significantly dark 
hallway. She goes down the hall, rounds the corner, 
continuing as fast as she can.
Reaching an intersection, she TURNS ABRUPTLY TO HER LEFT when 
she hears a GUNSHOT. The movement causes her to FALL TO HER 
KNEES, grabbing her ABDOMEN. She HOLDS IN a GASP OF PAIN.
HER HAND: Dark red with fresh blood.
TWO MORE SHOTS ECHO from down the hall. She looks up as TWO 
GUARDS run towards her direction. Aadila quickly flattens 
herself against the wall. The preoccupied guards don't even 
notice her, turn down the hallway out of sight.
She rises slowly, grimacing. She keeps going.
She turns another corner, passes by SEVERAL METAL DOORS. 
Realizing what they are, she SLIDES one open.
IN THE ISOLATION CELL: the dead body of a prisoner- shot in 
the head.
Aadila moves to the next door- the same behind it.
And another. And another after that.
Aadila crumbles to her knees at the revelation.

AADILA
(crying, sotto)

I'm so sorry... I'm sorry...
She stops, hearing something...
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VOICE (O.S.)
(distant, weak)

Help... Help!
Aadila gets up- clenches her stomach. She hurries to the 
familiar voice.
She opens a door- nothing. Aadila recognizes the cell, steps 
into it.

INT. ISOLATION CELL- CONTINUOUS
She locates a CRACK IN THE WALL- pulls out her family photo. 
A beat. 

VOICE (O.S.)
...help!

She steps back into the-

HALLWAY
Then opens the neighboring door. 

INT. ISOLATION CELL - CONTINUOUS
A YOUNG MAN curled up on the cement floor cries for help.

YOUNG MAN
Please... Help me...

The DOOR SLIDES OPEN- FEET RUSH IN and...
INSERT CUT: Aadila (10) rushes to Abdul's (7) side as the 
I.C.E. AGENTS take their mother away. He SCREAMS, holding his 
bleeding head as Aadila comforts him.

AADILA (O.S.)
(a mix of young and old 
Aadila's voice)

It's alright- I got you.

BACK TO SCENE:
Aadila CROUCHES INTO VIEW, helps the Young Man to his feet. 
They get moving.
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INT. HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS
As they make their way down the hallway, the GUNFIRE 
INTENSIFIES OUTSIDE.
The Young Man begins to WHISPER different PRAYERS.
The DOORS AHEAD let in DAYLIGHT through their windows- 
they're close to escaping, but Aadila SLOWS to a halt, 
succumbing to her wound. Both FALL to the floor. Aadila tries 
to gather her strength, clutching her stomach.
Ahead, the DOORS OPEN and CLOSE.

THIN MAN (O.S.)
You.

Aadila looks up from the ground. The Thin Man approaches- 
BLOOD ON HIS SHIRT above his gut.

THIN MAN (CONT’D)
If only you had listened to me, 
then maybe you could have saved 
them.

He limps closer.
THIN MAN (CONT’D)

You see? That's the problem with 
you people. Always fighting- 
always. But all you have to do, is 
lay down your weapons and my 
existence would no longer be 
necessary. None of this would be 
necessary.

He's now crouching in front of Aadila.
THIN MAN (CONT’D)

And this blood wouldn't be on your 
hands.

The Thin Man takes out his PISTOL and AIMS IT at the Young 
Man's head. But, before he shoots, Aadila LUNGES for his 
hand, forcing it up and away from the Young Man's temple.
Aadila's adrenaline surges- she SHOVES the THIN MAN against a 
wall, HEAD BUTTS him- breaking his nose. She SWINGS WILDLY at 
him with the combat knife- barely missing as the Thin Man 
PUNCHES Aadila's stomach wound- she recoils, but she COUNTERS 
with her own UPPERCUT into his broken nose.

151 151



116.

Then, they grapple. The Thin Man loses his pistol. Aadila 
loses her knife. They trade a couple weak punches, but then 
Aadila KNEES THE THIN MAN RIGHT IN HIS STOMACH WOUND.
They separate- Aadila SEES the dark pool of blood grow larger 
on the Thin Man's shirt. He SLIDES to the floor- forcing his 
BLINKS, trying to stay awake.

AADILA
You wanted to know why I do what I 
do.

(off his look)
This is why.

She picks up his PISTOL from the floor, then helps the Young 
Man back to his feet and they head for the DOORS.
The Thin Man's eyes close... And he lay still.

EXT. INTERNMENT CAMP - CONTINUOUS
Aadila and the Young Man step into a CHAOTIC SCENE- DA 
SOLDIERS press closer to the barbed wire while the internment 
camp GUARDS try to FIGHT THEM BACK from a watch tower.
WOMEN AND CHILDREN RUNNING this way and that- trying to 
escape the violence.
Aadila takes the Young Man to some cover, resting him on the 
ground. She WHEEZES, looks down at her stomach- the 
bleeding's getting worse.

YOUNG MAN
Here-

(hands Aadila the Medal of 
Honor)

The man- he dropped it. I believe 
it's yours.

Aadila takes it.
AADILA

Thank you...
She takes another beat, then pockets the medal.

AADILA (CONT’D)
The people trying to break in- 
they'll help you. All of you. Just 
stay here and wait for them. Okay?

The Young Man nods. Aadila nods back, then moves as fast as 
she can to the closest watch tower.
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INT. WATCHTOWER, LOOKOUT POST - MOMENTS LATER
SEVERAL GUARDS CONCENTRATE FIRE on a particular area on the 
perimeter.

GUARD 1
There! Over there!

They don't notice Aadila CREEP UP behind them. She takes aim, 
but stops, noticing something: an RPG.

GUARD 2
HEY!

One of them spots her, FIRES.
She DUCKS DOWN, FIRES BLINDLY from behind a crate. They stop 
when a CHOPPER SOUNDS ITS APPROACH.

GUARD 1
Shit! CHOPPER! Get the RPG!

Aadila stands up- BLASTS all three distracted guards in quick 
succession. The chopper MOVES ON, but then we hear something 
RIP through the air and then... BOOM!
The chopper SPINS PAST the open side of the watch tower, 
CRASHING AND EXPLODING onto the ground below.
Aadila RUNS OUT onto the-

EXT. LOOKOUT DECK - CONTINUOUS
Sees the WRECKAGE and the dead DA by the fence.
She turns to her THREE O'CLOCK: another WATCH TOWER not only 
prevents DA from entering, but they FIRE UPON INTERNEES.
Aadila grabs the RPG, LOADS IT, AIMS...

AADILA
(exhales)

Come on... Come on...
She KEELS OVER suddenly, cursing and wheezing from her 
stomach. Grimacing, she straightens up again, BREATHES OUT 
and...
FIRES. The rocket SCREAMS across the compound and EXPLODES 
inside the watch tower's lookout deck. In a chain reaction, 
the watch tower EXPLODES again- guards falling from the blast 
to the ground.
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Aadila's breathing shallows. She smiles. The RPG falls from 
her limp grip.
Aadila moves to a wall, grimaces as she slides down it to the 
floor, then straightens out to lay flat. In the distance is 
CHEERING, HOO-RAHS, and a cease fire.
POV: The blue sky, swathes of clouds swirling around, and 
trees RUSTLING peacefully in the wind.
AADILA closes her eyes.
INSERT CUT: Aadila (5) and Abdul (2) sitting in the sands of 
a Virginia beach. Their mother and father join them.

JESS (O.S.)
Aadila! Aadila!

POV: JESS RUSHES IN FROM THE SIDE.
JESS (CONT’D)

Shit- What They do to you?
AADILA

Jess...
Jess wipes away her tears, holding Aadila up.

AADILA (CONT’D)
What took you so long?

JESS
(laughs)

I told you I'd find you.
AADILA

Did you... Did it work?
JESS

It worked! It fuckin' worked!
AADILA

You did it...
JESS

We did it. Thanks to you.
Aadila closes her eyes again.

JESS (CONT’D)
Hey- Hey, Aadila! Stay awake!
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AADILA
(fading)

Can you hear it...?
JESS

Aadil'? Aadila!
Jess tries to keep Aadila awake- but her stay shut.

AADILA
...the ocean...

TIME SLOWS. Jess CALLS OUT to someone. Everything FADES into 
the low, peaceful sound of WAVES coming and going and 
CHILDREN LAUGHING.
SLOWLY WE...

FADE TO BLACK.

OVER BLACK.
AS CREDITS ROLE, various NEWS SEGMENTS play WITHOUT VIDEO:

REPORTER 1 (O.S.)
...has been confirmed to be the
sister of Abdul Bradbury, the
Syrian-American suicide bomber
responsible for the recent attacks
on New York City...

REPORTER 2 (O.S.)
...Sources claim that the
hacktivism group, Anonymous and the
anarchist collective calling
themselves the People's Liberation 
have released petabytes worth of 
data farmed by the U.S. government 
while spying on their own 
citizens...

REPORTER 3 (O.S.)
...President Warren denies all
evidence tying himself and various
other members of the U.S. military
and elected officials to the
nuclear attack that happened just 
off the shore of New York City only 
months ago in addition to the 
internment camps housing upwards of 
half a million American citizens...
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REPORTER 4 (O.S.)
...the U.N. sanctions against the
United States to remain effective
until the full impeachment and
conviction of President Warren,
Vice President Lockhart, and
several Senators and Cabinet
members. Until that time we'll be 
seeing...

REPORTER 5 (O.S.)
...a momentous occasion here in the 
capitol. Let's not waste anymore 
time, we'll take you live to the 
scene in Washington, D.C.

FEMALE VOICE (O.S.)
...WE are the people, by the
people, who fight FOR our people.
We stand here before you today not 
as enemies of a state, but as 
allies. Your allies. A democratic 
union that shall serve you justly 
once again.

THE END.


