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FADE IN:

INT. BANK OF TEHRAN, TEHRAN - DAY

SHEIKH IMAN RAHMANI (40’s), enters the lobby escorted by 
BODYGUARDS. Wearing colorful clothes and dark shades, he’s 
a walking, talking stereotype of big Middle East money.

NAVID ARAM (60’s), the bank’s President, looks up from a 
computer, worry on his face. He hurries over.

NAVID
(in Farsi)

Sheikh Iman. Yes, we were hit with a 
virus, but let me assure you, your 
accounts have not yet been compromised. 

SHEIKH IMAN
(also in Farsi)

“Yet?”

INT. PRESIDENT NAVID ARAM’S OFFICE - DAY

A computer scans the Sheikh’s thumb print, it’s a match. 
The Sheikh enters his account number on a numeric pad, and 
then a new password for each account. 

NAVID
(relieved)

Success. Your passwords have changed and 
your accounts are secure. May I help you 
with anything else, Sheikh Iman?

SHEIKH IMAN
Restroom please.

NEAR THE CLIENT COFFEE MACHINE

Navid watches the Sheikh enter the bathroom. A CLERK, 
making coffee beside him, turns to Navid.

CLERK
Rejoice: our testicles aren’t on the 
Sheikh’s cutting board.

As Navid grunts, the lobby door bursts open. Another LARGE 
DELEGATION enters, led by a familiar man: SHEIKH IMAN. 

The real Sheikh Iman.  

REAL SHEIKH IMAN
OK, I’m here. Now what’s the emergency?



Navid’s eyes go wide - the real Sheikh notices.

REAL SHEIKH IMAN (CONT’D)
My money. Is it safe?

Navid’s gaze flies to his computer screen, the Sheikh’s 
accounts are depleting.

INT. BATHROOM - DAY

Navid bursts inside. The fake Sheikh’s outfit is in a pile 
in a stall. Navid runs to an open window - outside, the 
streets of Tehran are PACKED. The Thief, gone. 

EXT. STREETS OF TEHRAN - DAY

Our THIEF peels off fake thumb prints, wig, moustache - 
looks completely different. On his cell phone, an app for 
his Swiss Bank Account reads 330 million. Got it! He steps 
on a bus as police cars roar past, sirens blaring.

INT. HOTEL RESTAURANT - NIGHT

The Thief, now in a sharp tailored Kiton suit, is seated 
alone in the five star restaurant. ZEIN, a beautiful 
Iranian woman in traditional dress and hijab, passes by. 

She slips him a PHONY VISA on the way. The Thief takes the 
document. But despite the hard looks from the other MALE 
PATRONS, he won’t let go of her hand. As their eyes meet -

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

We follow his discarded Kiton suit and her discarded hijab  
to a canopy bed where Zein and the Thief are having sex. 
They both climax - her loudly, him with just a grunt, then 
collapse, sweaty and satiated, into each other’s arms.

ZEIN
I can’t go with you.

The Thief flinches, it hurts. 

ZEIN (CONT’D)
I do love you. And in another life, I 
would follow you anywhere. But we are not 
in another life. You will be hunted like 
a dog...by dogs. 

(emotional)
I cannot live like that.
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Zein slips out of bed, grabs her clothes, pulls them on. 
In the distance the Thief hears something. Feint, but 
distinguishable: it’s a Helicopter. And his woman...his 
lover...his partner...is leaving.

THIEF
Zein.

Zein pauses, turns, locks eyes with our Thief. There’s a 
darkness to his face, one we didn’t see earlier. She spins 
back to the door, lunging to escape.

EXT. THIEF’S HOTEL - NIGHT

An IRANIAN ATTACK HELICOPTER THUNDERS through the night. 

INT. THIEF’S HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

The Thief slices open the cover of his phoney Visa, 
revealing a sophisticated tracking device. Betrayed, he 
tosses it onto Zein’s body, splayed on the floor, her neck 
snapped. Then turns to his balcony and steps outside.

ON THE BALCONY

It’s more than just a single helicopter approaching. It’s 
an entire FLEET of attack helicopters. And on the ground, 
SEVERAL PLATOONS OF IRANIAN REVOLUTIONARY GUARDS. We push 
into the Thief’s face, full of rage and betrayal.

INT. INTERROGATION ROOM - NIGHT

A small framed portrait of the AYATOLLAH, the only 
decoration in the bland room. Our Thief, tied to a chair, 
glares at it. A TORTURER enters. Pliers in his hand. As he 
clips them together - SNAP SNAP SNAP! 

INT. DIRECTOR’S OFFICE - LANGLEY - DAY

A light bulb turns on. It’s on a computer screen - Skype. 

JOHN LOCKE (40), Director of the CIA, handsome, 
intelligent and charismatic, is Skyping with his daughter 
CASEY (10). She’s sweet, but feisty. She’s showing off her 
science fair project, a solar panel built entirely out of 
spare parts. Powerful enough to turn on the light bulb.
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CASEY
...and it generates enough energy to 
power a light bulb - fluorescent, of 
course. Think green.

LOCKE
(proud)

Green? Casey, you’re gonna take first 
place.

CASEY
Who cares about the science fair? I want 
to sell it.

LOCKE
I’ll take two.

Casey beams.

KAREN (O.S.)
Casey? Casey, c’mon we’re late!

LOCKE
You better beat it. 

CASEY
Right. Later, Dad.

Casey scrambles off as KAREN (35), a natural beauty, 
enters the room. She looks at the computer, sees Locke.

KAREN
Oh, John! I thought she was on with Kevin 
again. She just finished it this morning -  
she was so excited to show you.

LOCKE
Who the hell is Kevin?

KAREN
She’s getting to that age. You’d know if 
you were...

She stops. It’s not fair and she knows it.

KAREN (CONT’D)
I’m sorry, I am. It just gets hard.

LOCKE
Karen, listen, I know I’ve been 24-7 for 
the past...

KAREN
Twenty years.
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LOCKE
(serious)

I’m going to slow down. Trust me.

KAREN
No you aren’t. You’re going to be 
President.

A bittersweet smile on Karen’s face.

KAREN (CONT’D)
And I’ll be right beside you.

We get it. These two are in love through thick or thin. A 
KNOCK AT THE DOOR. Locke looks up, sees BERNIE CAMPBELL 
(40) his Deputy Director - a heavy set man with a dire 
look on his face.

KAREN (CONT’D)
Go. 

Karen kisses the camera lens, disconnects. Locke looks to 
Bernie. What’s so important? Bernie says it in a word:

BERNIE
Calico.

INT. HALLWAY, LANGLEY - DAY

Locke and Bernie hurry through a bustling hallway toward 
the CIA Situation Room.

LOCKE
When did he surface?

BERNIE
Ten minutes ago. 

LOCKE
Where?

BERNIE
A prison in Tehran.

LOCKE
Tehran?

BERNIE
Intel’s vague. We know that a show trial 
found him guilty of grand larceny. 
Apparently, he tried to rip off a very 
powerful sheikh for hundreds of millions.
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LOCKE
(incredulous)

He’s a thief now?

BERNIE
The Iranians knew that he was one of 
ours, John. We expect an execution soon, 
tomorrow latest. Maybe today.

LOCKE
If they kill him, we don’t find out what 
he’s been doing for the past year, or 
which assets he’s betrayed. He could have 
compromised our entire foreign mission.

Locke stops, a hand on the door to the Situation Room. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Gut check?

BERNIE
We’re fucked.

INT. THE SITUATION ROOM - DAY

A sprawling room of desks, monitors and CIA AGENTS. Real 
time satellite imagery plays on the screen. Engraved on 
the wall, we see a bible verse: JOHN 8:32, “...Ye shall 
know the truth and it shall set you free.”

Calico’s bio is up on the screen. He speaks fifteen 
languages. He’s a proficient assassin. He’s also a master 
of disguise. To use a cliche, the man is a true super-spy.

AGENT KIM DAWSON (30’s), who runs the Situation Room, 
approaches Locke and Bernie as they enter.

DAWSON
He’s under major distress, sir.

Locke hurries to the speaker phone. The room FALLS SILENT. 
Locke hits a blinking button, takes them live.

LOCKE
This is Director John Locke.

CALICO (OVER THE PHONE)
John? John, thank God-

WHACK! It sounds like a 2x4 just cracked into the back of 
Calico’s skull.
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Another voice speaks, this one with a distinct Iranian 
accent. We will reference this voice as the TORTURER.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
Director John Locke of the Central 
Intelligence Agency?

LOCKE
Who is this?

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
Your concern should be on the man 
bleeding at my feet, not my name.  

CALICO (OVER THE PHONE)
John, they’re gonna hang me.

WHACK! This time we hear Calico whimper. Jesus.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
Your secret agents are not as tough as 
Hollywood would like to think.

LOCKE
The man you have in your possession is no 
longer an employee of the CIA, but he is 
an American citizen. He has a right to 
due process.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
Please. He is a pig and a traitor. Under 
your system, he would earn the death 
penalty. Under our system, he has earned 
the death penalty. What’s the difference?

LOCKE
The difference is that he’s an American.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
He also tells me he was your protege, is 
that why you want him back? So that you 
can spank him for not following orders? 
There is one way, Director Locke, and 
only one way, to get him back on American 
soil. I want access to Abdul Kundi.

Locke freezes. Abdul Kundi’s photo and bio pops up on the 
monitors, along with the words: Nuclear Physicist - 
Miniaturization Expert.

LOCKE 
(lying)

We don’t have him.
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TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
(impatient)

Abdul Kundi is in a CIA black site in 
Poland. That was confirmed by the asshole 
bleeding at my feet. But don’t blame him, 
I used my most prized techniques before 
he started talking. 

Locke and Bernie exchange a look. Fuck.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE) 
(CONT’D)

We want him in Tehran, tonight. In 
exchange, your Calico will be back on 
American soil within 24 hours. He has 
greatly compromised your national 
security. I imagine you would like to 
know how? 

CALICO (OVER THE PHONE)
John. Please. Get me out of here. I swear 
to God, I’ll tell you everything.

Calico breaks down into sobs. Locke internalizes it all, 
his gaze fierce and intelligent. Then - 

LOCKE
Calico is an American citizen. I demand 
his release.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
(chuckling)

You demand?

LOCKE
I can not and will not trade him for a 
suspected terrorist.

TORTURER (OVER THE PHONE)
So be it. Stretch his neck.

The line goes dead. Everyone freezes. Oh God. 

LOCKE
Get Calico. Whatever it takes.

The room bursts into frenzied action. Agents attempt to 
locate Calico on satellite imagery. Telephoning embassies. 
A mad swirl of chaos, and in the midst of it -

Locke glowers, his gaze locked on the many faces of Calico 
displayed on the screens before him.

CUT TO:
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INT. OVAL OFFICE, WHITE HOUSE - DAY

The same look on Locke’s face, but he’s a little bit 
older, a little bit grayer, and a lot more presidential.

SUPER: SIX YEARS LATER

President John Locke sits behind the Oval Office’s 
Resolute desk, watching a TV with his CAMPAIGN STAFF.

ON THE TELEVISION:

DEBATE FOOTAGE between Locke and his Republican opponent, 
SENATOR DANIEL ESPOSA (40s). Esposa is very charismatic.

ESPOSA (ON TV)
...today, when everyone has GPS in their 
cell phones, when satellites can pick up 
a candy wrapper on the street, it is 
critical to assure our citizens that our 
spy apparatus is being directed at our 
enemies, not the American public.

LOCKE (ON TV)
I can assure you, Senator Esposa, that no 
one is spying on the public.

ESPOSA (ON TV)
(biting)

As the former director of the CIA, you 
would know, wouldn’t you, Mr. President?

(to the camera)
Look. I believe that America can do 
better than simply lurk in the shadows. 
We can lead in broad daylight, wear our 
intentions on our sleeve, and if I get 
your vote, I promise to do exactly that.

DAVID FIFE (50s), Locke’s Campaign Manager, turns off the 
TV. The group of campaign advisors looks to Locke.

LOCKE
OK, I had an off night.

FIFE
With all due, respect, Mr. President, it 
was disastrous. He’s painting your 
administration as the most secretive in 
history. And he’s succeeding. We have to 
change the narrative, or you won’t have a 
second term.

(beat)
Mr. President. I’m begging you. 
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Don’t go to Camp David. Spend the weekend 
campaigning instead.

LOCKE
Russia, Israel and Britain have agreed to 
reduce their nuclear stockpiles. All I 
have to do is convince Iran. This is an 
issue we can lead on in “broad daylight.” 
It’s a chance to make the world a safer 
place - it’s an opportunity that may not 
be here later.

FIFE
And if the Iranian President doesn’t 
comply?

LOCKE
He will. I’ve had assurances.

DURAND (O.S.)
Through whom?

Locke turns to FRANK DURAND (50s), a bulldog of a man, the 
Secretary of State. Locke and Durand do not get along.

LOCKE
Assets. 

DURAND
CIA assets?

Of course, CIA.

DURAND (CONT’D)
Mr. President, I agree with David. Iran 
can’t be trusted. If they change their 
mind, if they expose your CIA assets as 
your crutch, it’ll only reinforce the 
narrative that you’re this country’s spy-
in-chief, not commander-in-chief. 

FIFE
The political risks are enormous. If you 
want to get re-elected, punt until after 
November 6th.

LOCKE
Thank you, gentlemen. I’ll take your 
advice into consideration.

Yes. That’s President-speak for Fuck Off.
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INT. CASEY’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Locke knocks on the door. No answer. He tries the door 
handle. It’s locked.

LOCKE
Casey?

Silence. Locke looks to PETE RAMSEY (40s), an intimidating 
Secret Service Agent, who stands guard nearby.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Casey, I’ve got a big man with an even 
bigger gun out here, open the door.

The door opens, Casey (now 16) appears. She hands Locke a 
piece of paper. 

CASEY
Here you go, Mr. President.

She slams the door on him. And locks it. Locke reads the 
piece of paper. It’s the White House Menu, “White Fish 
with Asparagus and Scalloped Potatoes” is circled.

LOCKE
There are more perks to being the 
President’s daughter than food, you know.

(beat)
Casey, I have to go to Camp David for a 
couple of days. Maybe you can meet me 
there after the summit is over - we could 
have a little down time together.

(beat)
I love you kiddo.

INSIDE CASEY’S BEDROOM

Casey looks up from her iPad glumly, listens to Locke’s 
footsteps retreat. First Daughter: 1 - President: 0. She 
looks back to her iPad and we see what she’s looking at: 
Photographs of Karen, her mother, in happier days.

As she swipes through the pics, Karen gets thinner and 
thinner, and sicker and sicker. Cancer. As we see Karen 
get closer and closer to death, as we linger on one last 
pic of Casey holding her mother’s withered, frail hand, we 
hear HELICOPTER BLADES RAMPING TO LIFE.

EXT. WHITE HOUSE LAWN - DAY

Locke climbs into Marine One as the propellers spin. An 
AIDE catches him from behind. 
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AIDE
Mr. President! Bernie called - he wanted 
to make sure that you don’t forget this!

Locke turns and sees a gold ballpoint pen in the Aide’s 
hand. Locke rolls his eyes, mutters...

LOCKE
Thanks.

And takes the pen. He climbs inside the chopper, shuts the 
door. As Marine One lifts off from the White House lawn, 
it kicks off a...

MONTAGE:

*Aerial shots of Marine One flying to Camp David. 

*Locke, inside, studies a CIA document on his iPad titled: 
CAMP DAVID NUCLEAR TALKS. Mostly diagrams and satellite 
imaging of nuclear sites in Iran. He focuses on an image 
of a partially built soccer stadium in Tehran, a suspected 
secret nuclear site known as FIRE LION.

*Out the window, we see three other VH-3D Sea King 
helicopters, flying in formation with Marine One. Several 
F-15 Fighter Jets fly escort.

*On the ground, a motorcade twists through the Catoctin 
Mountains. We see military roadblocks, keeping the PRESS 
and MEDIA in THURMONT, the closest town to Camp David. 

We END THE MONTAGE as...

An epic view of CAMP DAVID appears. It’s a rustic, heavily 
wooded camp and, at the moment, also snowbound. In 
addition to its Presidential lodges, we see hiking trails, 
horse stables and a skeet range. It’s gorgeous.

PILOT (ON THE PA)
Approaching LZ. Buckle up.

Locke fastens his safety belt, then looks out the window. 
SEVERAL PLATOONS wait in formation. One man, in a rumpled 
suit/tie, looks out of place. It’s Bernie (also six years 
older) now Locke’s Chief-of-Staff. 

EXT. LANDING ZONE, CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

As Marine One and the other Sea Kings land, Bernie looks 
to his cell phone, texts: Update? Hits SEND.

12.



INT. FIRE LION, HEART OF TEHRAN - NIGHT

A construction worker, SAEED GOLI (30s), gets the text. 
Writes back: At site. Then looks to his surroundings.

On the surface, Fire Lion is a large soccer stadium under 
construction. Bulldozers, cement mixers, jackhammers, the 
works. Saeed weaves through the activity, heads toward

A FREIGHT ELEVATOR

where he scans his badge. Enters the elevator. As it 
descends, Saeed strips off his construction uniform 
revealing a lab coat and RADIATION DETECTOR. The elevator 
reaches the bottom and opens, revealing

THE NUCLEAR WEAPONS LAB

A high tech facility with several centrifuges. Saeed heads 
to his computer station where COLLEAGUES look nervous, 
their gaze on a SECURE BUNKER beyond the centrifuges. 

We can only see a piece of the bunker, but it’s STUFFED 
WITH IRANIAN REVOLUTIONARY GUARD - something big is 
happening. We hear a MUSLIM BLESSING echo from inside.

SAEED
(in Farsi, to a colleague)

Cleric?

COLLEAGUE
(nervous)

Ayatollah.

Saeed goes ghost white. He pulls out his cell phone.

EXT. LANDING ZONE, CAMP DAVID - DAY

As Marine One’s propellers slow to a stop, Bernie gets 
Saeed’s text. It simply reads: Ayatollah. Blessing.

Bernie’s face drops. He looks quickly to Marine One.

The Helicopter PASSENGERS exit their short staircases, and 
we’re given a moment to meet our PLAYERS: 

1) President Locke.

2) HELEN PIERS (40s), the British Prime Minister. One part 
prim and proper. One part shrewd.

3) NIKOLAI KUZKIN (50s), the Russian President. Bold and 
full of machismo. 
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4) OREN STAVI (50s), the Israeli Prime Minister. 
Thoughtful and pragmatic.

Locke and Piers share a comfortable look. Kuzkin avoids 
everyone’s gaze entirely while Stavi smiles warmly.

All four World Leaders meet in the center of the LZ, then 
pose for PHILIP ABRAHAM (30) the White House photographer. 

A FORMATION OF MARINES snaps to attention and salutes. As 
the leaders pass, Locke’s gaze is drawn to a LIMOUSINE 
MOTORCADE trundling through the front gate to the cabins.

Inside the Motorcade? Our fifth and final player in this 
drama: IRANIAN PRESIDENT ASAD AL-LIBI (50s). Bernie 
approaches Locke, eyes on the motorcade as well.

LOCKE
Should I be worried that a man who’s 
afraid of flying also has his finger on 
the button?

BERNIE
Very much so, Mr. President.

(softly)
The Ayatollah’s at Fire Lion. My asset 
said it’s some sort of blessing ceremony.

LOCKE
Blessing what exactly?

BERNIE
We don’t know.

LOCKE
We need to know. Get him closer. 

Locke remembers something - pulls the gold pen from his 
breast pocket. Hands it back to Bernie.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
And Bernie, I’m surrounded by men with 
guns. I don’t think I need this anymore.

Bernie reluctantly takes the pen back - fiddles with the 
button on top - prompting not the pen tip, but an inch-
long, very sharp blade to pop out. Spy shit.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

Secret Service Agent Pete Ramsey waits in a golf cart. 
Locke gestures for him to scoot over.
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LOCKE
It’s the only place I’m allowed to drive.

Ramsey moves over. Locke climbs behind the wheel.

BACK AT THE LZ

Abraham keeps snapping photos. Through his lens, we 
establish Camp David: 

*There is a host of defenses. In addition to the Navy 
Seabees, the beautiful estate is GUARDED BY MSC-CD (Marine 
Security Company, Camp David), one of the Marine Corp’s 
most elite units. 

*A PLATOON OF MARINES heads toward IRANIAN PRESIDENT AL-
LIBI’S CABIN to take up defensive positions - they’re 
immediately confronted by Al-Libi’s personal security - 
the IRANIAN REVOLUTIONARY GUARD. 

*An aggressive confrontation and the Marines finally give 
up, walk away. The Iranian Guard will defend Al-Libi - not 
the Americans.

INT. SITUATION ROOM, ASPEN LODGE - DAY

Locke sits at the head of a table flanked by CABINET 
MEMBERS, including Durand, Secretary of State, and GENERAL 
JOSE RODRIGUEZ, Chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. 
Bernie stands in the corner. Quiet. Observing.

DURAND
Iran could have as many as twenty active 
weapons, Mr. President. They’re already 
under UN sanctions. At this point, why 
would they give them up? 

RODRIGUEZ
They won’t. We should have attacked 
before they got the bomb. 

BERNIE
They got the bomb under the last 
administration, not ours.

Everyone turns to Bernie. It’s obvious nobody likes him.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Besides, we had Kundi locked up, we 
didn’t think they had the technology.
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RODRIGUEZ
Kundi isn’t the only man on earth willing 
to sell nuclear secrets.

LOCKE
It doesn’t matter. Iran has the bomb. The 
question is, how do we convince Al-Libi 
to get rid of it?

RODRIGUEZ
Al-Libi doesn’t matter. The Ayatollah is 
the Supreme Leader. It comes down to him. 
And the Ayatollah will only respond to 
force. You try do this with words alone 
and we’ll all be played for fools.

(leaning forward)
Our air force can be bombing Tehran 
inside of three hours. Let the talks 
fail. Blame it on Iran. And strike his 
nuclear arsenal tomorrow, before he can 
launch it. With Al-Libi here, in America, 
he’ll be powerless to stop us.

LOCKE
(incredulous)

We’ll have lured a World Leader inside of 
our borders to wage an attack.

RODRIGUEZ
And the world will be safer for it.

Unbelievable. How will Locke convince the World Leaders 
when he can’t even gain the trust of his own cabinet?

INT. ASPEN LODGE - BEDROOM - DUSK

Locke stares at the Fire Lion spy pics on his iPad. His 
gaze drifts to his wedding ring. He opens Skype. Hits 
“Video Call,” on Casey’s profile picture, but a “Call 
Declined” message pops up. 

KNOCK. KNOCK. KNOCK.

LOCKE
Come in.

The door opens. It’s Bernie, holding a pool stick.  

BERNIE
The wolves are gone. Your break.
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INT. POOL TABLE, ASPEN LODGE - DUSK

CRACK! Locke hammers the break. Several stripes and solids 
rocket into the pockets. Locke starts to run the table.

LOCKE
My campaign manager thinks we lose re-
election if I don’t convince Iran to sign 
a disarmament treaty. 

BERNIE
He’s right.

LOCKE
And the General thinks the only way to 
get Al-Libi to disarm is war. 

BERNIE
He’s right too.

LOCKE
You know, I ran for the presidency with 
one goal in mind: to make the world a 
safer place. I’m beginning to think its 
bullshit.

CRACK! CRACK! CRACK! Locke practically clears the table, 
hammering in both stripes and solids. He’s very good.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
There is one other way to twist Al-Libi’s 
arm: Fire Lion.

BERNIE
Mr. President. We don’t know what’s going 
on at Fire Lion. 

LOCKE
We know they’re enriching uranium. We 
know the Ayatollah was there an hour ago.

BERNIE
Yes, and for all we know, the Ayatollah 
was blessing the site for decommission.

LOCKE
And if he was blessing the site’s 
success?

BERNIE
If Fire Lion works, and if it goes 
public, they’d most likely hemorrhage the 
few allies they have left. 
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LOCKE
Russia. Without Russia, Iran would be 
completely isolated. They depend on the 
Russians for food, loans...legitimacy. 
Without them they’re screwed. Without 
them we’d have leverage, real leverage.

BERNIE
If Fire Lion is operational. 

A beat.

LOCKE
We need confirmation. Get him closer and 
use whatever resources to get him and his 
family the hell out of there.

Locke sets his sights on the last ball on the table - the 
eight ball. CRACK! Locke hammers it, but the ball bounces 
out of the pocket. An unsettling moment. 

Locke looks to Bernie. It’s his shot and it’s a gimme - 
even a five year old could make it. Bernie hesitates.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
I keep you around because you never 
bullshit me. Don’t start now.

Bernie nods, then softly knocks the cue ball. The eight 
ball falls in. Locke throws his cue stick on the table.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
(muttering)

Good game.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - DUSK

A gentle snow falls. Locke exits, hunkered deep in a heavy 
coat. Ramsey gestures to a golf cart.

RAMSEY
Mr. President?

LOCKE
Thanks, Pete. But I think I’ll walk. I’d 
like a little time alone.

Locke walks on and SIX SECRET SERVICE AGENTS fall into 
line behind him. Yes, this is the President’s “alone” 
time. Big joke.
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INT. DINING ROOM - NIGHT

Everyone is gathered inside. The World Leaders all sit 
around the table - big fake plastic smiles on. Abraham 
lines up his camera shot. CLICK. CLICK. CLICK.

Finished, the five world leaders take their seats at a 
dinner table. The food is gourmet, but distinctly 
American. Salad, steak and chicken, potatoes, green beans. 

The World Leader’s AIDES all stand behind their bosses 
against the wall. Al-Libi is also the only one to have an 
Aide at the table. It’s OMID GIVI (40s), his TRANSLATOR.

Locke is at one head, Al-Libi and his Translator at the 
other. Russia, Britain and Israel sit in between.

LOCKE
I’d like to start by thanking all of you 
for coming. I would also like to remind 
you that the world is watching. What we 
do here tonight will send a powerful 
message. We can all either strive for a 
free and prosperous world...

Locke looks Al-Libi in the eye.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
...or one where we live in fear of a new 
atomic age. 

Omid finishes, speaking softly to Al-Libi. Al-Libi smiles 
broadly and gestures, speaking in Farsi.

OMID
(translating)

Go on, go on. I love a good story.

Oren Stavi, the Israeli PM groans. Nikolai Kuzkin, the 
Russian President, gestures to a server for more butter 
and Helen Piers, the British PM pipes up.

PIERS
Well, I would like to thank President 
Locke for hosting these talks, especially 
in an election year, in such a difficult 
political climate. Britain is dedicated 
to a safe and secure world.

KUZKIN
Yes, and let’s be honest with each other, 
safety and security often requires a 
deterrent. A nuclear deterrent.

19.



PIERS
It doesn’t have to. 

STAVI
The question each of us must ask is how 
do we ensure safety for our people when 
our neighbors, our nuclear neighbors have 
pledged to wipe us off the map?

Stavi glares at Al-Libi, who remains silent. Then Al-Libi 
speaks quickly. Omid translates:

OMID
I love this salad. 

(to Locke)
What is the name of the dressing you put 
on top of it?

LOCKE
Italian.

OMID
Italian? Amazing. Americans and Italians 
working together. And this just sixty 
years after Mussolini! You see, my 
friends - anything is possible.

Al-Libi digs into his salad. Locke looks to Bernie, who’s 
constantly monitoring his cell phone for news from their 
asset, Saeed, at Fire Lion. Bernie shakes his head - no 
word. Locke looks back to the table.

LOCKE
Our intelligence estimates that there are 
2,500 active nuclear weapons in existence 
today. Our biggest fear isn’t that a 
country will use them, it’s that a 
country will lose one. That a single 
loose nuke will be smuggled into a port 
or across a border and detonated in a 
major city.

Al-Libi speaks to his translator, and in turn:

OMID
So says the only country in the room who 
has actually used a nuclear weapon.

Everyone turns and looks at Al-Libi, who is looking for 
more salad dressing. Al-Libi continues, Omid keeps up:

OMID (CONT’D)
I am sure the people of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki would scoff at your assertions. 
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If anyone has proven themselves too 
immature to possess the bomb, it is the 
United States of America.

KUZKIN
I must agree with my Iranian friend. 

(to Locke)
You should be careful to launch 
accusations you cannot support. The 
Iranians have equal rights to nuclear 
technology.

STAVI
Your Iranian “friends” supply weapons to 
terrorists!

PIERS
We cannot afford a nuclear arms race in 
the Middle East.

KUZKIN
Israel already has nukes! Iran doesn’t 
even have ICBMs! 

(to Helen)
How can they threaten you?

PIERS
This technology is getting cheaper. 
Access is becoming more prevalent. What 
happens when non-state players like Al-
Qaeda are able to detonate them? 

KUZKIN
When Al-Qaeda can launch an ICBM, I’ll be 
worried. Until then...

Kuzkin stands.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
...I plan on pondering this complete 
waste of time on my sixteen hour trip 
back to the Kremlin.

It’s falling apart. And Al-Libi is just sitting there, big 
grin on his face, eating it all up. Locke can’t stand it. 
Bernie sees it, shakes his head “no” they still don’t have 
confirmation. But Locke goes for it.

LOCKE
Iran doesn’t have ICBMs because they 
don’t need ICBMs.

A big beat. Locke glares at Al-Libi.
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LOCKE (CONT’D)
Fire Lion.

Al-Libi’s smile falls.

KUZKIN
Fire Lion? What are you talking about?

BERNIE
(interrupting)

Mr. President-

Locke holds up a hand. Stops Bernie in his tracks.

LOCKE
Our intel has verified an Iranian nuclear 
miniaturization program - more popularly 
known as a “Suitcase Nuke.” They don’t 
need a missile to deliver it. It’s small 
enough to drive over the Israeli border, 
to ship it to a New York port, a British 
port, a Soviet port. Or to sell to a 
terrorist organization and let them do 
the dirty work.

(directly to Al-Libi)
Or were you just making them small 
because you think they’re cute?

Silence.

Locke pulls out his tablet, shows off the satellite photos 
of Fire Lion. Al-Libi can’t disguise his shock.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
We also know that you learned English in 
grade school. So why don’t you lose your 
bullshit translator and negotiate with me 
directly.

Whoa. Everyone turns to Al-Libi. Their next course of 
action - negotiate or end the talks - comes down to this. 

Locke is bluffing, of course, he has no hard evidence, but 
will Al-Libi call his bluff? Al-Libi considers Locke, then 
looks to the WAITER and, in perfect English, says:

AL-LIBI
More Italian dressing. Please.

Shocked, everyone sits back down.

Serious talks - real talks - can now begin.
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INT. ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Later. Bernie slaps Locke on the back.

BERNIE
You did it, John. Jesus Christ - you 
fucking did it! Al-Libi is going to 
dismantle their entire program and we 
won’t lose a single nuke!

LOCKE
I want your asset at Fire Lion to follow 
through. Verify that it’s operational.

BERNIE
It has to be operational. Al-Libi just 
bought the bullshit-

LOCKE
Yes, he bought it. But I want to make 
sure that he’s not paying with bullshit.

BERNIE
But Mr. President-

A KNOCK at the door interrupts him. The door opens, 
revealing Agent Pete Ramsey.

RAMSEY
The British Prime Minister is here.

Locke nods for Bernie to leave - Bernie passes Piers.

BERNIE
Madam Prime Minister.

Bernie exits, leaving Piers and Locke alone. There is a 
connection between them that is hard to deny.

PIERS
You actually went out on a limb in there. 
How unlike a president mired in an ugly 
election season.

Locke pours them each a scotch, hands her a glass.

LOCKE
I learned something in the last four 
years. If you aren’t going to swing for 
the fences, don’t swing.

They clink glasses.
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EXT. CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

Bernie hustles along a path, past SEABEES entering:

INT. BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT

Bernie hurries through the empty bowling alley, up the 
service lane to

THE BACK OF THE BOWLING ALLEY

where the machines set up the pins. He walks to the back 
wall, punches a code into a number pad, and the wall 
slides open, revealing an entry.

INT. LISTENING ROOM, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Bernie enters the secure listening room. We see an array 
of high-tech eavesdropping equipment. Agent Kim Dawson, 
the CIA agent we saw in the situation room at the 
beginning, sits behind a monitor. 

The VOICES of the WORLD LEADERS play over the speakers. 
And not just Al-Libi’s. Nikolai and Stavi’s too. Bernie 
has bugged all of their cabins. 

BERNIE
What are they saying?

DAWSON
A lot. They’re all serious. Bernie, I 
really think we won.

This produces a rare grin from Bernie.

INT. ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Piers and Locke drink.

PIERS
It’s all about Russia, you know. If 
Nikolai changes his mind, we’re fucked - 
Al Libi will keep his nukes.

LOCKE
Then we’ll have to make sure Nikolai 
keeps his word.

PIERS
And you think you can do that?
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LOCKE
No. I think we can do that. We announce 
the broad strokes of our treaty now. 
Hopefully, going public will put enough 
pressure on Nikolai to stay in line.

Piers eyes Locke carefully, it’s mixed with admiration and 
skepticism.

PIERS
How much of what just happened was 
political and how much was for the good 
of the world?

LOCKE
20 political, 80 for the world.

PIERS
(chuckling)

Come on, John. If you don’t win this, 
you’re sunk. Esposa will trounce you.

LOCKE
Maybe.

PIERS
And maybe you’re letting that color your 
logic. Announcing an agreement to the 
world now is a mistake. We have a 
handshake. If Nikolai doesn’t abide, if 
he doesn’t cut off aide-

LOCKE
If we don’t announce it, he’ll have no 
motivation to follow through. 

PIERS
This kind of guess-work puts us all in 
danger. The old Locke would never be so 
reckless. This election has made you 
desperate. I’ll stand by this, by you, 
but I can’t help but think this is all a 
house of cards.

Her gaze slips to Locke’s wedding ring. He notices.

LOCKE
(emotional)

I wanted the White House. All she wanted 
was a white picket fence. 

PIERS
Campaigning doesn’t give someone cancer.
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LOCKE
No. But it couldn’t have helped.

PIERS
You can’t control the uncontrollable. You 
couldn’t with Karen and you can’t with Al-
Libi. Has it occurred to you that Al-Libi 
wants you to win?

It’s plain on his face - no, it hasn’t.

PIERS (CONT’D)
For men like Al-Libi, nothing is more 
satisfying than the public humiliation of 
an American President.

Piers steps close. They’re face to face. Dead serious.

PIERS (CONT’D)
If we announce an agreement here, only to 
have Al-Libi go home and detonate a nuke, 
what happens to your stature on the world 
stage? What happens when the treaties you 
negotiate become worthless? You’re an old 
spy, John. Consider the angles. Every 
angle. Recklessness topples both peasants 
and kings, just the same.

EXT. AL-LIBI’S CABIN - NIGHT

Al-Libi walks to his cabin. It is still heavily guarded 
with IRANIAN GUARDS. Not an American in sight. 

INT. AL-LIBI’S CABIN - NIGHT

Al-Libi enters the cabin. His tough-guy facade melts away. 
He grows sweaty and nervous. His cell phone rings.

AL-LIBI
(to Omid)

I need privacy.

Omid steps outside. Al-Libi speaks into the phone:

AL-LIBI (CONT’D)
Yes. That’s right. They want to announce 
it...tonight!...are you sure?...okay, 
okay, I will get the blessing.
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INT. FLAG ROOM - NIGHT

Locke enters the flag room. Helen follows. Kuzkin and 
Stavi are already there, sitting on a small stage. 

Abraham, the White House photographer, snaps photographs 
as a small FILM CREW prepares to broadcast the treaty 
announcement to the world.

Kuzkin glares at Locke and Piers. Too chummy. Locke sits, 
his gaze goes to Al-Libi’s empty chair. Then to Bernie, 
who adjusts a tiny earpiece, barely visible.

BERNIE (INTO MIC) 
(softly)

Dawson, where’s Al-Libi?

DAWSON (OVER HIS EARPIECE)
Still in his cabin.

EXT. AL-LIBI’S CABIN - NIGHT

Al-Libi hangs up, turns to Omid, who has just returned to 
the cabin.

AL-LIBI
The Americans want to announce an arms 
agreement. We need permission from the 
Ayatollah to commence our plan. Make sure 
he knows they’ve discovered Fire Lion.

OMID
I’ll get him on the phone, Mr. President.

Al-Libi nods, walks toward his bedroom.

INT. AL-LIBI’S BEDROOM - NIGHT

Al-Libi turns on the light. He looks around the room, 
nervous habit. His gaze sticks to the bathroom.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

Steam. Hot water pours from the faucet. Al-Libi splashes 
water on his face, stares at himself in the cloudy mirror. 
He inspects a barely perceptible scar behind his jawline.

AL-LIBI
(to himself)

The things you do for your country.
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He dries his face with a wash cloth. In the cloudy mirror, 
we see the door of a large wardrobe open in the bedroom. 

A KILLER in Marine camo steps out, walks toward him. Al-
Libi pulls the wash cloth from his face just as the Killer 
wraps a garrote around Al-Libi’s neck. 

Yanks it tight. 

Instant ring of blood. 

Al-Libi GASPS a BLOODY GURGLE.

INT. LISTENING ROOM, BUNKER - NIGHT

Dawson listens carefully, but can’t hear Al-Libi’s gurgles 
over the GUSHING BATHROOM FAUCET. Wait was that a gasp? 

BERNIE (OVER HER EARPIECE)
What in the hell is he doing, Dawson?

DAWSON (INTO MIC)
Bathroom. He’s still at the sink.

INT. FLAG ROOM - NIGHT

Everyone is irritated. Al-Libi is thirty minutes late. 
Bernie, however, is more than irritated. He’s concerned. 

BERNIE (INTO MIC)
Ramsey, get over there. Find out what the 
delay is with Al-Libi.

Locke sees Bernie’s concern, starts to stand. Bernie 
shakes his head - hold on. Locke bites his lip, forces 
himself to go back to the small talk with the others.

EXT. AL-LIBI’S CABIN - NIGHT

SECRET SERVICE, led by Pete Ramsey, hurry through Camp 
David to Al-Libi’s cabin. The Iranian Guards stop them.

IRANIAN GUARDS
You must have permission from President 
Al-Libi, that was the arrangement.

RAMSEY
(flashing his badge)

I’m head of Secret Service. 
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I have orders from President Locke to 
escort your President to the flag room. 
He’s late for the announcement. 

The Iranian Guards look at each other, look at Ramsey’s 
badge and then let him in -

INSIDE AL-LIBI’S CABIN

The Guards enter, look at Omid, who is on the telephone.

IRANIAN GUARD
What are you doing?

OMID
(nervous)

Holding for the Ayatollah.

IRANIAN GUARD
Where is the President?

Omid looks to the bedroom door. The Iranian Guard walks 
over, listens - hears the SINK RUNNING. 

IRANIAN GUARD (CONT’D)
How long has he been in there?

Omid shrugs. The Guard KNOCKS.

IRANIAN GUARD (CONT’D)
President Al-Libi. Are you OK?

(beat)
Mr. President?

RAMSEY
I have a key.

The Iranian Guards turn to Ramsey, see the keycard in his 
hand and nod. Ramsey opens the door. We don’t see inside 
but we do see the men’s horrified reactions.

RAMSEY (INTO MIC)(CONT’D) 
Al-Libi is down. Repeat, Al-Libi is down.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. FLAG ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Bernie hears Ramsey’s call in his earpiece.

BERNIE (INTO MIC)
Down? What do you mean down?
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RAMSEY (INTO MIC) 
He’s dead.

A big beat. Then all business.

BERNIE (INTO MIC)
Detain the Iranians. Lock down the cabin. 

Ramsey turns to the translator, still on the phone. The 
Ayatollah finally answers, and Omid barks:

OMID (INTO PHONE)
Your Holiness, I have terrible news. The 
Americans have-

Ramsey snatches the phone, hangs up. The Iranian Guards 
raise their weapons, point them at Ramsey.

RAMSEY
You don’t want to do that.

The Guards follow Ramsey’s gaze to the door, where TEN 
SECRET SERVICE AGENTS stand, pistols leveled. The Iranians 
slowly lower their weapons.

INT. FLAG ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Bernie heads over to Locke, puts on his fake “everything’s 
fine” face.

BERNIE
I’m sorry, Mr. President. We just heard 
that Al-Libi has fallen quite ill. Some 
sort of stomach bug.

STAVI
(in Hebrew)

...bullshit...

KUZKIN
(chuckling)

Maybe too much Italian dressing.

Kuzkin pats Locke on the shoulder.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
There’s always tomorrow...

(eyeing everyone else)
...if everyone’s still in the mood.

Kuzkin departs, flanked by his AIDES. 
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STAVI
Al-Libi won’t go through with it, John. 
You should’ve shared the Fire Lion 
intelligence with us months ago.

It wasn’t verified, it’s still not verified. Of course, 
Locke can’t say that.

LOCKE
Al-Libi will pull through. Maybe he just 
needs a night to sleep on it.

STAVI
That’s all he has: a night.

Stavi turns with a huff. Once gone, Piers looks at Locke, 
an “I told you so,” look on her face.

PIERS
Maybe we all need a good night’s sleep.

Locke nods, and Helen takes her leave too. Finally alone, 
Locke turns to Bernie, who’s been quietly giving orders to 
Dawson on his mic. Locke is pissed.

LOCKE
I want you to find out what Al-Libi’s 
doing. I want a transcript of every word.

BERNIE
Mr. President.

LOCKE
And I want to meet him, first thing in 
the morning, just the two of us.

BERNIE
John. 

Locke turns, sees the worry in Bernie’s eyes.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
An assassin penetrated Al-Libi’s bedroom. 

Locke blinks. What? 

BERNIE (CONT’D)
He’s dead. I’m trying to keep it quiet. 
This gets out before we can control the 
story, and it won’t take Oren Stavi 
invading Iran to spark a war. 

As Locke processes the information, Bernie takes out the 
gold pen, tucks it back into Locke’s breast pocket. 
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This time, Locke doesn’t give it back.

INT. FIRE LION, HEART OF TEHRAN - DAY

Saeed drinks a coke in the break room at Fire Lion, his 
gaze on the heavily guarded secure door. 

A delegation exits - a mix of government and military. 
Saeed spots a familiar man in black robes and turban: THE 
AYATOLLAH. Grim. Rushing out as if there is an emergency.

DR. ROSTAM NABAVI, a senior scientist, exits the secure 
wing, addresses the Scientists in the centrifuge room. 

DR. NABAVI
On orders of the Ayatollah, today we 
close early.

As MID-LEVEL SCIENTISTS prepare to depart, Saeed eyes 
several concrete “pill boxes” - tall empty storage boxes 
for contaminated materials. One of them is empty. 

EXT. ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Both Secret Service and Marines now guard the Aspen Lodge.

INT. ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Locke paces. Ramsey, Durand, Rodriguez, Bernie and Dawson 
are also inside. Everyone is listening intently to the 
audio Dawson recorded from Al-Libi’s lodge. Above the 
sound of the faucet, they hear his final words:

AL-LIBI (ON THE RECORDING)
The things you do for your country.

Dawson hits STOP on the recording.

DURAND
What was he doing before he went to the 
bathroom?

DAWSON
Talking about calling the Ayatollah.

RAMSEY
They did call the Ayatollah, but I hung 
up on him before his Aide could get the 
message across.
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RODRIGUEZ
Jesus Christ. Do they know?

Everyone looks to Bernie, the intelligence man. He looks 
up from his cell phone.

BERNIE
According to my intel, they are closing 
the facility early for the day.

RODRIGUEZ
What does that mean?

BERNIE
Unclear. My asset is trying to get 
closer.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
If Iran knows. They’re a secretive state - 
they won’t go public until they have a 
strategy in place.

DURAND
A strategy for what?

RODRIGUEZ
War.

Bernie nods, Rodriguez is right.

BERNIE
We still have time to shape the story. We 
just don’t know how much time.

RODRIGUEZ
OK. Al-Libi didn’t allow anyone in or out 
of his cabin. So whoever did it must have 
come from his delegation.

RAMSEY
That’s doubtful, sir. His entire 
delegation is accounted for. No one is 
missing and no one has blood on them -  
there was a lot of blood.

DURAND
Do we have surveillance video?

RAMSEY
Yes. We didn’t see anyone unauthorized 
coming or going.

DURAND
So the killer’s still inside the cabin?
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RAMSEY
Definitely not, sir, I searched it.

RODRIGUEZ
OK. So it was a deranged American. A 
deranged Russian. A deranged Brit or 
Israeli. We won’t know until we catch 
him. No one would believe that we’d plot 
to kill a world leader at Camp David. 

DURAND
(concurring)

It would be too obvious.

RODRIGUEZ
A deranged patriot. That’s our out.

LOCKE
There is no out. 

Everyone looks at Locke, who’s been strangely silent. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
No world leader has ever been 
assassinated on foreign soil. It doesn’t 
matter what we say. This means war. 

(to Ramsey)
Double the detail on Helen, Nikolai and 
Oren. If the Assassin is willing to come 
after one of us, we have to assume he 
would be willing to do it again.  

Locke exits to his bedroom. 

DURAND
He’s gonna crack.

BERNIE
(fierce)

No. He’s not.

INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

Locke stares at the PLATOON OF MARINES standing guard 
outside. He looks down at his wedding ring, plays with it. 
God, he could use Karen right now.

BERNIE (O.S.)
Gut check?

Locke turns, sees Bernie. Appreciates the role-reversal.
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LOCKE
We’re fucked.

BERNIE
John. No matter how bleak this looks, 
it’s still a political situation. And as 
long as it’s political and not military, 
there’s a way to avoid war. But if you 
don’t lead us, your own cabinet is gonna 
fuck us three ways from Sunday.

Locke looks out the bedroom window, thinking.

LOCKE
(regaining his confidence)

OK. As of now, Camp David is sealed. No 
one comes in or out. I want a complete 
media blackout. And cut the Internet and 
cell towers. No leaks. No one outside of 
this cabin finds out what happened until 
we find the killer and figure out what in 
the hell is going on.

Bernie nods. That’s his boy.

BERNIE
Yes, Mr. President.

LOCKE
And Bernie. I want to see his body.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Locke hurries through Camp David with a platoon of 
Marines, Bernie and Secret Service. 

INT. AL-LIBI’S CABIN - DAY

Ramsey enters, followed by Locke and Bernie. Ramsey passes 
them plastic booties and hair nets. 

RAMSEY
Mr. President, just as a precaution. We 
haven’t run forensics yet. 

Locke pulls on the protective clothing. He walks to the 
bedroom, pushes open the door, revealing the murder scene.

INSIDE AL-LIBI’S BEDROOM

Al-Libi’s body is in a heap on the bathroom floor. 
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BERNIE
Mr. President...

Locke follows Bernie’s gaze. On the wall above the bed, we 
see two words written on the wall in Al-Libi’s blood:

LOCKE’S LAMB

Locke studies the bloody words.

LOCKE
In Islam, lambs are sacrificed for Eid al-
Adha, the celebration of Abraham’s 
willingness to sacrifice his son for God.   
At the last minute, God allowed him to 
sacrifice a lamb instead of his boy.

BERNIE
So he sacrificed Al-Libi for you?

Locke thinks for a minute.

LOCKE
Or he sacrificed Al-Libi instead of me. 

Creepy interpretation. Locke returns to his investigation.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
If he thinks he could’ve killed me, he 
must be an American. Someone who could 
get close to me here at the camp - a 
Marine. A Seabee.

RAMSEY
Or someone impersonating a Marine or 
Seabee. He could’ve slipped into the camp 
before we arrived. Just like he did here.

BERNIE
Impossible, I personally approved all 
arrivals.

LOCKE
Regardless, he killed Al-Libi in the 
bathroom...

Locke follows bloody footprints across the room.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
...put up his graffiti...

Locke follows bloody footsteps to the wall, where they 
seemingly disappear.
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LOCKE (CONT’D)
...and then walked through the wall?

It doesn’t make sense. How did he get out? Locke looks 
everywhere, his gaze finally sticking to an AC duct.

Locke unscrews the duct, reaches into the darkness of the 
ceiling and pulls out a stool with a rope tied around it.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
He got in and out through the roof.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

We see Ramsey climb through the killer’s escape hole in 
the roof. Old oak tree limbs stretch out over the cabin, 
surely the way he escaped. Into the canopy.

A MARINE discovers footprints at the base of a tree not 
too far away, where the killer dropped from the trees. In 
no time at all, a platoon of Marines is chasing after the 
footprints in hot pursuit.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

Various action shots of search party:

*A snowmobile bursts onto screen, followed by five others. 

*Elsewhere Marines on foot march through the snow.

*Marines in trucks and ATVs patrol the Camp.

EXT. CAMP DAVID GATES - CONTINUOUS

Bernie stands in front of REPORTERS gathered for any 
breaking news of the nuclear talks.

BERNIE
I apologize, but all of the world leaders 
are requesting privacy as we work through 
the talks. We’ll release information at 
the appropriate time.

The REPORTERS and CAMERAMEN grumble. Bernie walks away and 
the media folk start to pack it up and get in their vans.
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INT. BATH HOUSE - NIGHT

A make-shift “prison” in the Camp David bath house. The 
detained Iranian Agents glare at their American captors, 
the SECRET SERVICE. Omid’s CELL PHONE, sitting next to the 
Americans, RINGS REPEATEDLY. An Agent looks at Omid.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
Who keeps calling?

OMID
Ayatollah.

The Agent turns white. The phone suddenly stops mid-ring. 
Close on the cell phone - which now reads NO SERVICE. 

INT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Kuzkin looks out his window. Sees increased activity by 
the Seabees, especially around Al-Libi’s cabin. There are 
now MARINES guarding it instead of Al-Libi’s men. 

KUZKIN
(in Russian)

Get Al-Libi on the phone. Tell his people 
I want to wish him a speedy recovery.

The Russian Aide pulls out his cell phone.

AIDE
No signal.

Kuzkin looks to his own cell phone, no bars. He turns to 
his laptop, no internet connection. 

Kuzkin’s gaze back to the window, he sees a PLATOON of 
Marines approaching his cabin. He looks to Helen’s cabin, 
sees her standing outside, smoking a cigarette. A platoon 
of Marines is also approaching Piers. 

KUZKIN
How about we see how the phone service is 
working at the Prime Minister’s cabin?

EXT. CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Locke hurries through Camp David, flanked by Marines and 
Secret Service. Ramsey gets a report over his earpiece.

RAMSEY
All communications have been shut down, 
Mr. President.
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LOCKE
And the assassin?

RAMSEY
We’re scouring the camp and have platoons 
conducting rotational head counts. If 
he’s hiding amongst us, we’ll find him. 
In the meantime, we need you to take 
refuge in the bunkers.

LOCKE
The bunkers are relics of the Cold War. 

RAMSEY
They’re also impenetrable, Mr. President. 
No one has access but you.

LOCKE
I can’t catch the killer if I hide away 
underground.

Bernie joins the group, hurrying over from the darkness.

BERNIE
Mr. President. Nikolai and Oren are at 
Helen’s cabin, they want to talk to you. 

Locke turns toward Piers’ cabin. He can just make it out 
through the woods. 

BERNIE (CONT’D)
I think it’s best to keep them at arms 
length until the situation is secure.

LOCKE
We need them happy. 

BERNIE
Believe it or not, Mr. President I can be 
charming when I need to be.

Locke nods, and Bernie heads off toward Piers’s cabin.

EXT. HELIPAD, CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

MARINES patrol the area. It seems very secure. The three 
Helicopters sit silent, their pilots inside at high alert.

BEHIND THE CLUB HOUSE

A MARINE sees a passing shadow in the woods. It stops 
suddenly. The Marine fingers his gun’s trigger, then moves 
toward it cautiously. 
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A BUCK jumps out. Spooked, the Marine leaps back, chuckles 
at his nervousness, and turns around to find himself face 
to face with:

THE KILLER 

The Marine starts to cry out, but the Killer slits his 
throat. Straight brutal. The Marine drops and the Killer 
turns to SEVERAL EXHAUST PIPES poking out of the ground. 

He sneaks over, pulls several cylindrical cannisters from 
his backpack and slips them into the center pipe - a 
perfect fit. The cannisters cut for the job.

Then he takes the Marine’s assault rifle, and his gaze 
goes to a nearby refueling truck and the three VH-3D Sea 
King helicopters, guarded by a PLATOON OF MARINES. 

The Killer points the assault rifle up and FIRES SEVERAL 
SHOTS into the night sky.

INT. MARINE ONE - NIGHT

TWO PILOTS watch a FLURRY OF ACTIVITY outside of their 
chopper. Marines are following the GUNSHOTS to their dead 
colleague’s body. Pilot 1 turns to Pilot 2:

PILOT
The hell’s going on?

SEVERAL KNOCKS AT THE DOOR. Pilot 1 turns and sees a 
MARINE. He unlocks the door. The Marine climbs on board.

MARINE
You guys doing all right?

PILOT
What’s going on?

MARINE
Someone infiltrated the camp. We’re 
securing the exits. No way he’s escaping 
the perimeter, not on foot, that leaves 
the choppers. 

PILOT 2
If you think we’re gonna fly his ass out, 
you’re a god damn fool.

Pilot 1 notices blood on the Marine’s uniform. As the 
realization dawns on him...
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The Killer throws a knife, sticks it right in the man’s 
throat. The Pilot lunges for the radio, but the Killer 
catches him from behind. Breaks his arm. Kicks out the 
knee, clamps a hand over his mouth, stifling the scream. 

The Killer’s gaze goes to the President’s seat, sees the 
name President John Locke on a small plaque, scowls. Then 
looks at an American Flag hung on the wall above it.

INT. HELEN PIERS’S CABIN - NIGHT

A wall clock ticks off the seconds. Kuzkin, Stavi and 
Piers sit in chairs before a fire, facing each other. A 
TENSE SILENCE. Finally, the door opens, revealing Bernie. 

KUZKIN
We asked for the President, not his dog.

Bernie stares at Kuzkin for a long beat, then:

BERNIE
The President is otherwise engaged.

KUZKIN
Otherwise engaged?! Why am I otherwise 
engaged as a fucking prisoner on an 
American fucking naval base?! 

(jabbing a finger at Bernie)
You’re a spook. Your boss is a spook. And 
I don’t trust fucking spooks!

PIERS
Bernie. I believe the Russian President 
is trying to ask, “What’s going on?”

BERNIE
Someone’s infiltrated Camp David. We 
think its just one man, but we’re not 
taking any risks. Now that you’re all in 
one cabin, I’m going to ask you to stay 
here.

KUZKIN
Infiltrated Camp David? How is that even 
possible?

BERNIE
We’re working on that. We’ll need your 
aides accounted for as well.

PIERS
Bernie, no offense, but we came with 
diplomats, not “infiltrators.”
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STAVI
And you don’t infiltrate Camp David as a 
ploy. The punishment is far too severe.

All eyes turn to Oren, who’s been quiet. 

STAVI (CONT’D)
Only a man here to do something serious 
would take such a risk.

A beat.

KUZKIN
Where’s President Al-Libi?

BERNIE
In his cabin, throwing up his Italian 
dressing. We’ll chopper all of you out of 
here as soon as we secure the Camp.

STAVI
Sounds like someone already beat us to 
the punch.

Bernie cocks his head and hears HELICOPTER PROPELLERS. 

EXT. HELIPAD - NIGHT

Marine One’s PROPELLERS BEAT THE AIR. The nearby Marines, 
caught off-guard, huddle against the powerful gusts. 

TWO PLATOONS race toward the chopper. It’s now fully 
surrounded. Guns trained on the unauthorized departure, 
floodlights burst into the cockpit. 

The Marines strain to see the pilot through the darkness. 
And then they see them. Not our Killer, but the two 
pilots, both dead and draped in the American flag that 
once hung inside of the chopper above Locke’s seat.

PLATOON LEADER
FALL BACK!!!!!!!

Too late. Marine One BLOWS. The blast lights up the 
refueling truck and two other Helicopters on the helipad. 
The entire helipad, and the Marines, go up in a fireball.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Bernie, leaving Piers’ cabin, grabs cover as the explosion 
rocks the camp.
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INT. HELEN PIERS’S CABIN - NIGHT

All are stunned. Helen slowly stands, watching the 
fireball in the inky black sky. We see it all over her 
face: This isn’t supposed to be happening.

EXT. THURMONT DINER - NIGHT

A quiet diner in Thurmont, Maryland, just six miles from 
Camp David. Several NEWS VANS litter the parking lot.

INT. THURMONT DINER - CONTINUOUS

A TABLE OF REPORTERS eat, looking bored to death. One of 
them facing the window sees the distant fireball rise up 
and then dissipate and nearly spits up his key lime pie.

REPORTER
Holy shit.

The Reporters all reach for their cell phones.

INT. ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Agent Dawson turns to Locke and his Cabinet.

DAWSON
Time to take you to the bunker, Mr. 
President. 

(to Locke’s Cabinet)
All of you.

Off Locke’s grim face -

INT. BEDROOM, ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Ramsey rips a corner of the carpet up, revealing a thick 
steel trap door. He uses a knife to pry open a narrow 
steel flap - a control panel is beneath it.

Ramsey steps back. Locke steps forward - punches in a code 
- and we hear a HEAVY LOCKING MECHANISM OPEN.

Ramsey heaves open the trap door, revealing a dark pit. 
Fluorescent lights turn on, one by one. A steel ladder 
descends some fifty feet to a cramped tunnel.

LOCKE
There’s a reason the past few Presidents 
never went down here.
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RAMSEY
You can monitor the surface from the War 
Bunker, Mr. President. I’ll send word 
just as soon as it’s safe.

Locke nods and steps into the bunker.

EXT. HELIPAD, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

SEABEES rush to evacuate the dead and wounded. Fire Trucks 
attempt to douse the raging fire - little luck.

PLATOON LEADERS shout commands to their MARINES, who fan 
away from the wreckage, assault rifles lowered, chasing 
after SEVERAL DOGS, who are hot on the trail of

THE KILLER

who runs like hell through the woods, leaps onto a planted 
snow mobile, cranks the engine. He speeds through the 
woods, cutting the powder, dodging trees.

SEVERAL MARINES spot him, open fire. He cuts back toward 
Camp and sees an entire platoon racing toward his flank. 

He opens fire, kills two and cuts back into the thick 
trees. Not fast enough. Bullets rip into his snowmobile. 
Flanked on both sides, he gooses his now-limping snow 
mobile toward 

THE POOL HOUSE

He smashes through a wood fence, flies off his snowmobile. 
Both man and machine tumble down an incline, crash onto a 
FROZEN POOL. The ice is solid for a beat, then CRACKS. The 
snowmobile sinks, taking the Killer with it.

OUTSIDE OF THE POOL HOUSE

MARINES surround the small complex, kick down the door, 
rush inside, AR-15s up. They reach 

THE POOL 

and surround it. Beneath the small icebergs, they see the 
busted snow mobile at the bottom of the pool.

PLATOON LEADER
Light it up!

The Marines open fire into the pool, destroying the mini-
icebergs and everything underneath. After a savage minute, 
the Platoon Leader finally holds up a hand.
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The MARINES HOLD THEIR FIRE  

All is still. Until the Platoon Leader is SHOT THROUGH THE 
BACK OF THE HEAD. Shocked, the Marines spin, OPEN FIRE at -

THE ROOF 

where the Killer slips over the iced shingles, rolls for 
an opening in the center of the roof, tumbles inside of an 

ATRIUM

at the center of the pool house. Four glass walls surround 
the atrium - he’s quickly surrounded on every side. He’s 
caught. He’s dead. Everyone OPENS FIRE.

But the bullets STICK INTO THE GLASS - bulletproof. The 
Killer drops his gun and as he raises his hands to 
surrender, we see a grin.

EXT. HELIPAD, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

It’s snowing heavily now, almost blinding. But even all 
that snow can’t put out the fire - too much fuel. 

CAPTAIN
It’s too hot! Let her burn!

All they can do is try to remove the wounded. As the 
Seabees fall back, we push into the exhaust hoods poking 
out of the ground behind the helipad, and 

INSIDE

we see the Killer’s steel containers. They are being 
dissolved by a superheated acid inside. The acid begins to 
eat away at the grate underneath them.

INT. BUNKERS, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Water drips from a pipe in the cramped tunnel. Locke and 
his Cabinet, flanked by Marines, hurry past the drips, 
approaching a secure door. Locke types in his code, the 
door unlocks, and they push into 

THE WAR BUNKER

Deep underground. It’s littered with computer equipment - 
but none of it is state of the art - maybe early 2000s. 
Durand looks around as Locke powers up the equipment.
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DURAND
You’re supposed to wage war out of here? 

LOCKE
We moved everything to Site R. It’s 
deeper in the mountain - more secure. 

The monitors leap to life, revealing everything - from 
Camp David surveillance monitors to CNN. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
But this doubles for an internet 
connection just fine.

Locke’s gaze sticks to a CNN report with WOLF BLITZER - 
showing distant video of the explosion at Camp David.

CNN REPORTER (ON THE TV)
...don’t know what to think. Camp David 
isn’t exactly a place you can call. We’re 
waiting on a statement from the Pentagon.

WOLF BLITZER (ON THE TV)
Could it have been an attack?

CNN REPORTER (ON THE TV)
That’s certainly a possibility, though I 
don’t know how. Camp David is probably 
the safest place on Earth.

Bernie’s face suddenly pops up on a monitor. 

BERNIE (ON THE MONITOR)
Mr. President. We’ve got him. I’m having 
him taken to the bunkers now.

DURAND
The Bunkers? Don’t bring him down here.

BERNIE
With all due respect, Mr. Secretary. This 
man just killed a World Leader. We don’t 
know who else may be involved. You want 
to make sure he can’t escape? That no one 
can help him? Put him where only one man 
has the security code: the President.

Durand looks to Locke. Locke deliberates, then:

LOCKE
Do it.
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EXT. BUNKER ENTRANCE, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

A different Bunker Entrance - this one hidden in the earth 
in the woods. TEN SECRET SERVICE AGENTS and Bernie wait 
impatiently - their prisoner, the Killer, is with them, a 
black hood over his head.

The light on the control panel turns green. The Marines 
open the trap door, help the Killer into the hole. 

BERNIE (INTO MIC)
We’re in.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. WAR BUNKER - NIGHT

Everyone watches Bernie, Secret Service and their prisoner 
slip into the bunkers. Locke types a code onto a panel, 
securing the door. They watch the monitors as the group 
makes its way into the depths. Locke turns to Dawson.

LOCKE
I want to see him.

INT. HOLDING CELL, BUNKER - NIGHT

The Killer lies on the floor, stripped naked, his torso 
insanely strong. His hands and legs zip-tied together. 
SEVERAL SECRET SERVICE AGENTS are water boarding him - 
it’s terrible. They jerk him upright.

AGENT #1
Why’d you kill Al-Libi?

KILLER
(gagging)

Locke...only talk...to Locke.

They shove him back down, drop the towel on his face and, 
as they dump more water on him -

IN AN OBSERVATION ROOM

Locke stares at the gruesome scene - unflinching. He’s ex-
CIA, he’s seen this before. Dawson waits in the back of 
the room. Bernie enters and speaks softly to Locke.

BERNIE
I just learned that after the explosion, 
he ran straight to the pool house. 
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LOCKE
So?

BERNIE
Every window at Camp David is bullet 
proof. The pool house has an atrium, the 
only building with bullet proof windows 
on all four sides.

Locke turns to Bernie.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
He dropped into a cage, Mr. President. He 
wanted to be caught.

Locke turns back to the Killer, still gagging - 

KILLER
Locke!...talk to...LOCKE!

Locke chews on his lip, considers him.

LOCKE
We have to know why. 

Locke moves for the door. Bernie stops him with a hand.

BERNIE
It’s been a while since you interrogated 
anyone, Mr. President.

LOCKE
You kidding me? I try to get a straight 
answer out of Congress every day of the 
week.

INSIDE THE HOLDING CELL

Locke and Bernie enter. The Agents jerk the Killer 
upright. As the Killer coughs and gags -

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Get him a chair.

The Agents shove him to a folding chair, handcuff him and  
shackle his legs. Locke sits down across from him, watches 
the Killer huff and wheeze. 

The Killer is almost neutral, he could pass for any 
ethnicity. His eyes are the only thing that stand out, 
they’re intense. Ice cold. Not that he intimidates Locke.
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LOCKE (CONT’D)
Before I was president, I worked for the 
CIA. I was stationed in West Berlin, 
before they tore down the wall. My job 
back then was asset debriefing. We had 
tunnels that we used to move East 
Berliners back and forth, men and women 
who risked themselves and their families 
because they believed in what we believed 
in: liberty. If the Stasi caught them - 
and they did catch more than a few - it 
meant certain death. Those men and women 
were heroes, but every once in a while, 
we got a double agent, and it was my job 
to sniff them out and deal with them. Do 
you know how I did this? 

(leaning forward)
I told them everything. About America’s 
values. About America’s justice system. 
About our fair trials, and how a jury of 
his peers would find him guilty. About 
the death penalty. About the electric 
chair. About our uncompromising--

KILLER
(interrupting, bored)

“--sense of right and wrong. And every 
time, he would either break or crawl back 
under the wall, never to return.” 

(shrugging)
Heard it once, heard it a thousand times.

Locke clams up, taken back. The Killer knew the story. How 
in the hell did the Killer know the story?

KILLER (CONT’D)
Did you forget about me, John? Say it 
ain’t so.

LOCKE
Who are you? 

KILLER
James.

Bernie writes that down. Then stops as:

KILLER (CONT’D)
William...Raul...Anthony...Cesar...

The Killer perfectly changes the inflections of his voice 
to match the ethnicity of each of these names, until-
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LOCKE
(shocked)

Calico.

He looks radically different from the man in our opening.

CALICO
You didn’t recognize me for a reason, my 
friend. I’ve had a lot of work done.

Calico leans back, smiles.  

CALICO (CONT’D)
You look good, John. The President thing 
fits - you always did have nice hair.

(to Bernie)
And Bernie. Kissing presidential ass 
taste any better than CIA ass?

BERNIE
Better than terrorist ass.

CALICO
Well, I’m glad we have this time to catch 
up. I never did tell you how I ended up 
in an Iranian jail. 

BERNIE
Let me guess: you got greedy. No, wait 
you slept with the wrong woman.

Off Calico’s face, we can see that it’s both.

LOCKE
You ended up in an Iranian prison because 
you betrayed your country. You used your 
training - what I taught you - for your 
own personal gain. And you got caught. 

CALICO
No. I ended up in an Iranian prison you 
refused to give me my due. 

LOCKE
You mean I didn’t look the other way when 
you sold out our assets.

CALICO
They were shit assets, John. I deserved 
better. I was the best agent you had. 

(a beat)
But you forced me into the cold - you 
left me for dead.
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LOCKE
I tried to save you. 

CALICO
You left me with a rope around my neck. 
And now I’ve returned the favor. The 
Ayatollah’s been quiet, hasn’t he? You 
think that’s because he’s carefully 
wording a public denouncement of his 
suitcase nuke program? Or is he about to 
say fuck it and push the button himself?

LOCKE
The Ayatollah isn’t aware of the 
assassination.

Calico remains silent. 

BERNIE
Mr. President. He had a satellite phone 
on him.

Locke looks to Bernie, who has Calico’s SAT phone in his 
hand. Bernie has found a disturbing photo - it’s of Al-
Libi, dead, in the bathroom. 

BERNIE (CONT’D)
I think we can assume the Ayatollah 
knows.

LOCKE
(to Calico)

Did you send that photograph out?

Silence. Locke studies Calico, the man is implacable. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Your daughter was what, three when you 
left the farm? She must be nine by now. 
How’s she doing?

Calico’s implacable facade cracks.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
No need to answer that - I know you don’t 
know. Do you know how I know that?

CALICO
(burning anger)

Because you’ve been watching her. 

LOCKE
She’s not the best student in her class 
but she’s near the top. 
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She’s learning clarinet and has a crush 
on a kid named Brian. She’s the spitting 
image of her mother - beautiful. 

CALICO
Fuck you.

LOCKE
Fuck you, Mr. President.

(leaning in)
She’s in Fairfax. I can make sure you do 
your time in Arlington County, just 
twenty minutes away. I’ll get you 
visitation rights. It’s not too late to 
be her father. All you have to do is 
cooperate. 

(beat)
Is Fire Lion operational?

CALICO
That’s like asking are you going to be a 
one-term President.

LOCKE
(getting it)

Al-Libi was going to sign a treaty and 
then sell the bombs? To humiliate me?

CALICO
That sounds like a conspiracy, Mr. 
President. I’m afraid I don’t know much 
about those.

Locke leans back. 

LOCKE
When did they produce their first 
suitcase nuke?

Silence.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
How did you penetrate Camp David?

More silence.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Who are you working with?

Yes. More silence. Locke grabs him.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Who was Al-Libi going to sell those bombs 
to?
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Silence! Locke kicks Calico - knocks him hard to his back. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
WHO?!

CALICO
(laughing)

Is this the part when you threaten me 
with America’s justice system?

LOCKE
No. This is the part when I break you.

Locke looks to Dawson, nods, then storms out of the 
bunker. Dawson and her agents grab Calico, jerk him 
violently upright and redouble their efforts.

INT. PILL BOX, FIRE LION - DAY

Saeed watches through the door of the concrete pill box 
where he is hiding. The centrifuge area is empty. He looks 
down to his radiation detector.

He pushes its small LED screen with his thumb until the 
pixels beneath the screen scramble and smear. Unreadable. 

A REVVING TRUCK ENGINE startles him. It’s coming from the 
secure lab. He hurries out of his hiding place through the 
centrifuge area. 

Saeed heads for the secure laboratory and reaches the 
secure bunker entrance just in time to see:

A ROLLING DOOR SLAM SHUT on what appears to be a departing 
cement mixer.

Saeed blinks. They’re moving something. His gaze flies to 
the left. He sees FIVE BOMB STATIONS. There are suitcase 
bombs at every station but one. One bomb is missing. 

GUARD
What are you doing here? You were ordered 
to leave!

Saeed turns back around, sees a guard - flanked by EIGHT 
MORE GUARDS. The Guard looks down, sees that Saeed is 
holding his cell phone. And on his cell phone, he sees 
that Saeed took a photo of the empty bomb station. 

The guard gets it. Pulls out his gun. Saeed stays still, 
sweat pours down his face. Saeed is fucked, so he does the 
only thing he can do, he smashes the phone against the 
ground as a bullet rips through his skull.
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INT. BUNKER TUNNEL - NIGHT

Bernie walks away from Calico’s holding cell, his cell 
phone in hand. There’s no signal of course. He takes out 
his SIM card and inserts it into Calico’s satellite phone. 

The phone powers up - an eternity. No updates from Saeed. 

As Bernie is about to pull out the card, the phone buzzes. 
1 New Message. Then 2. Then 3. Bernie checks them. 

They’re photos - blurry but clear enough. A blurry pic of 
the cement mixer leaving Fire Lion. A couple more of the 
empty bomb station. On Bernie’s incredulous face, we hear:

IRANIAN VOICE (ON A SPEAKER)
(impatient)

Abdul Kundi is in a CIA black site in 
Poland. Your friend just told me. 

AL-LIBI (ON A SPEAKER)
More Italian dressing. Please.

INT. WAR BUNKER - NIGHT

Locke, Durand and Rodriguez listen to the voices through 
the speaker. Ramsey operates the computer.

LOCKE
Can you sync those side by side?

IRANIAN VOICE
(impatient)

Abdul Qadeer Khan is in a 
CIA black site in Poland. 
Your friend just told me. 

AL-LIBI
More Italian dressing. 
Please.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Again. Slower this time.

Ramsey slows it down so that the words start running 
together.

IRANIAN VOICE
(impatient)

Abdul Qadeer Khan is in a 
CIA black site in Poland. 
Your friend just told me. 

AL-LIBI
More Italian dressing. 
Please.

It sure does sound like the same guy. Ramsey looks at a 
monitor, there’s a read out.
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RAMSEY
Ninety-two percent likelihood that its 
the same man. Close. 

LOCKE
But not exact.

RAMSEY
Voices change, Mr. President. 

Bernie enters. Grim. Bernie gestures for privacy.

BERNIE
Mr. President...

LOCKE
We’re close to war. Everyone here needs 
to know - spit it out.

BERNIE
Fire Lion is operational. My asset just 
confirmed it. 

DURAND
Jesus.

LOCKE
How many bombs have they produced?

BERNIE
It’s not how many they produced, it’s 
that one is missing. 

Bernie hands Calico’s sat phone with the photos to Locke -
everyone crowds around. Locke swipes through them, focuses 
on the empty bomb station.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Those are core stations - where they 
insert uranium into the bomb. One bomb is 
missing.  

RODRIGUEZ
We have to assume they’re positioning the 
weapon as part of their retaliation.

Bernie nods - Rodriguez is right.

LOCKE
It’s called a suitcase nuke for a reason - 
it’s small. Impossible to track without 
picking up a radiation trail. It could 
easily be repositioned without us 
knowing.
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RODRIGUEZ
Israel’s just an 800 mile drive. Hell, 
they could fly it out of Tehran 
International and detonate it before they 
reach our customs!

DURAND
How do we know there aren’t more missing?

BERNIE
We don’t. 

DURAND
Well have your guy to find out!

BERNIE
He’s no longer answering his texts. 

Bernie and Locke share a look - he’s dead. Locke turns to 
a SEABEE, sitting at the computer console.

LOCKE
Can you interface with our satellites?

SEABEE
Yes, Mr. President.

LOCKE
Get me what we have over Fire Lion.

The Seabee turns to the computer, punches in GPS 
coordinates. Soon, satellite imagery of Fire Lion appears. 
From the surface, it looks like a soccer stadium, still 
under construction. But it’s much more than that.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
(to Bernie)

When did he send that text?

BERNIE
Time stamp says twenty minutes ago.

LOCKE
(to the Seabee)

You heard him.

The Seabee rewinds the footage - but we don’t see anything 
suspicious. Just a fleet of construction vehicles. Locke 
looks at the blurry cement mixer in one of Saeed’s pics, 
then looks back to the satellite footage.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Can you get closer to those cement 
mixers?
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The Seabee zooms into the cement mixers - one of them is 
not mixing. And it’s headed out of Fire Lion.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Look. Right there. 

(studying it)
It’s not mixing. Follow it.

The Seabee locks the satellite into “Follow” mode. The 
cement mixer exits Fire Lion and heads toward a highway.

DURAND
Mr. President.

Durand points to a wall of TV screens, every network is 
showing footage of the fireball going up over Camp David.

DURAND (CONT’D)
We have to explain this. 

BERNIE
Mr. President. You have to lie about 
this. Otherwise, we go to war. Right 
here. Right now. We need time.

Locke deliberates, looks back to the cement mixer footage.

LOCKE
(to Rodriguez)

OK. I want the entire Pentagon watching 
that cement mixer. And get me the 
playbook on striking live nukes.

RODRIGUEZ
Yes, Mr. President.

Worried looks all around, though none more than Locke’s.

EXT. GATES, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

THE GROUP OF REPORTERS huddle against the cold. They snap 
photographs and shout questions to a very beleaguered 
Abraham, who is setting up a microphone.

JOURNALISTS
What happened? Was anyone hurt in the 
explosion? Why haven’t we heard from any 
of the World Leaders?

ABRAHAM
There will be an official statement 
shortly. That’s all I know. 
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INT. BEDROOM, WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

Casey, awake in bed, watches breaking news footage of Camp 
David. She picks up her iPad - tries to Skype her Dad. 
Gets the message: USER OFFLINE.

INT. WEST WING OFFICES, WHITE HOUSE - NIGHT

Casey hurries inside, discovers that the OFFICE STAFF is 
buzzing - all the TVs are on. Camp David on the news.

CASEY
Is my Dad OK?

David Fife, the campaign manager, looks up. Concern, then 
he grins.

FIFE
Do you want to talk to him? 

He extends his phone.

INTERCUT WITH:

EXT. CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

Locke holds a satellite phone to his ear. The Journalists 
at the gate are waiting for him.

CASEY
What’s going on? I saw an explosion on 
TV.

LOCKE
Everything’s fine. 

CASEY
I tried to Skype you.

LOCKE
Only satellite phones work right now. 
I’ll explain everything later.

CASEY
You don’t sound OK.

LOCKE
I’m. Fine.

CASEY
Dad. You’re full of shit.
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Abraham nods to Locke - everything is ready.

LOCKE
Look, I have to go. I swear I’ll call you 
first thing in the morning.

AT THE FRONT GATES

The gates raise and we see Locke, flanked by Bernie and 
Secret Service. As Locke, looking Presidential and in 
charge, approaches the podium. THOUSANDS OF CAMERAS CLICK. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Good evening. Sorry to see you all up 
past your bedtimes, especially for 
something like this. I know that many of 
you have reported an explosion. I want to 
personally assure the country, and the 
world, that everything is perfectly fine. 
We had an old gas line catch fire. It 
went up far away from our facilities. 

INT. BUNKERS, CAMP DAVID - CONTINUOUS

Piers, Nikolai and Oren watch the broadcast, shocked.

LOCKE
In the meantime, we’re all trying to get 
a little sleep. Today has been very 
productive, and we’ve got another big day 
tomorrow. So thank you and good night.

Locke coolly turns, heads back inside of Camp David.

KUZKIN
He’s lost his fucking mind.

Even Piers looks annoyed, very annoyed. She stands, moves 
toward SEVERAL MARINES guarding the bunker door.

MARINE
For your own protection, Madam Prime 
Minister.

PIERS
You’re holding three of the most powerful 
people on earth against their will. Open 
this door.

A nervous moment as they exchange a glance. Then - 

MARINE (INTO HIS MIC)
Bernie, they all want out. 
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EXT. BUNKER ENTRANCE, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Locke punches in his code on the bunker door. It unlocks, 
revealing Piers, Kuzkin and Stavi, flanked by their Aides 
and a platoon of Marines. 

The group stumbles out, sees the full extent of the 
devastation - the burning Helipad, bullet-ridden vehicles.

STAVI
My God.

PIERS
Where’s Al-Libi?

LOCKE
There’s something I need you to see.

INT. MEDICAL ROOM - NIGHT

The world leaders stare at Al-Libi’s body, spread out on a 
steel table. Bernie watches from the wings.

LOCKE
We’ve just learned that Fire Lion is 
operational. The Ayatollah knows about Al-
Libi’s assassination. We think he’s 
already mobilized an active suitcase nuke 
for a retaliatory strike.   

PIERS
Jesus. 

KUZKIN
Operational? Fire Lion? A nuclear 
facility we only learned about hours ago?

(pissed, to Bernie)
Maybe, if you’d shared your intelligence, 
we could’ve neutralized the threat before  
this assassin struck. Or did you want him 
to strike? 

BERNIE
(pointedly)

If I was going to assassinate someone 
here, it wouldn’t have been Al-Libi.

PIERS
We have to destroy Fire Lion. Now. Before 
Al-Libi’s death is made public. We’ll at 
least neutralize some of the bombs.

Oren holds up a calming hand.
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STAVI
If we strike now, it’ll look like we 
conspired to murder Iran’s president in 
order to destroy his nuclear facilities. 
Do any of us really want to read that 
headline in the morning?

PIERS
Then what exactly would you have us do?

Oren taps his skull.

STAVI
I would have us think. 

LOCKE
(agreeing)

We’re pretty sure we’re tracking the 
loose nuke. If it looks like it’ll be 
deployed, we’ll hit them. In the 
meantime, the world thinks we’re asleep. 
That gives us a few more hours.

KUZKIN
For what?

LOCKE
We caught the assassin. I think I can get 
him to talk. If we can catch his 
conspirators, maybe we can keep the 
Ayatollah from “losing” anymore bombs.

PIERS
Conspirators?

A heavy silence, then...

LOCKE
Does anyone here really think that one 
man could break into Camp David and 
assassinate a world leader on his own?

The World Leaders, suddenly suspicious, take careful stock 
of each other. No. They. Don’t.

INT. HOLDING CELL, BUNKER - NIGHT

Water dumps on Calico’s face. Agent Dawson strains to hold 
him down as her colleagues water board him for the 
hundredth time. Desperate, he smacks the floor. Submits. 

CALICO
Zawahri...Ayman...Zawahri.
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AGENT
Ayman al-Zawahri, the leader of Al Qaeda 
is going to buy a nuke from the Iranians?

Calico nods, gasps for air. Dawson is skeptical.

DAWSON
Again.

They grab Calico -

CALICO
No...No...NO!

Suddenly, a HUGE WHINE. The lights flicker. When they come 
back on and Calico is loose! Again darkness. Calico 
attacks. The SNAP OF BREAKING BONES. Stray gunfire. 

Lights flash back on - three are dead. Calico has a gun. 
More Darkness - more gunfire. As the light strobes -

Dawson leaps for the door. Out of bullets, Calico grabs 
her. She puts her elbow into his nose, kicks him in the 
groin, puts up a good fight. But not good enough.

The light stays on long enough to see Calico drive her 
headfirst into the bucket of water. As she drowns, 
darkness again - this time for good.

INT. WAR BUNKER - NIGHT

It’s pitch-black in here too. Ramsey shouts to Locke’s 
Cabinet, who now hold emergency lanterns.

RAMSEY
Let’s go! Everyone back to the surface!

As the group moves for the exit - 

INT. MACHINE ROOM - NIGHT

SEABEES rush into the machine room, skid to a stop. Before 
them, SEVERAL GENERATORS have been destroyed, seemingly 
melted away. One of the Seabees approaches it, reaches 
out, touches one of the melted machines.

Splat. Acid drips on his hand from above. The Seabee 
screams as it eats down to the bone.

LATER
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Bernie looks up from the melted generator, sees the acid 
dripping steadily from the fire on the helipad above.

BERNIE
What do they power?

MECHANIC SEABEE
Just the bunkers. The Camp itself is 
fine.

The bunkers?

BERNIE
Calico.

(hurried)
How long before you can fix it?

MECHANIC SEABEE
There’s no fixing it, the entire unit has 
to be replaced. I can siphon power from 
the Camp’s genies as a patch, but we’re 
looking at two, maybe three hours.

BERNIE
As fast as you can.

Bernie turns, storms out, barking quickly into his mic.

BERNIE (INTO MIC) (CONT’D)
Dawson, this is Bernie. 

(beat)
Dawson.

He’s met by silence.

INT. HOLDING CELL, BUNKER - NIGHT

A SQUAD OF MARINES searches the place with night vision 
goggles. Through their grainy green vision, we see the 
bodies of several Secret Service Agents. We see Dawson. 
Dead. 

MARINE
No survivors, Mr. President. And no 
Calico. This dog’s in the wild.

INT. SITUATION ROOM, ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Locke stares at the heinous scene on one of his video 
screens, broadcasting the Marine’s POV.
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LOCKE
We catch him. We do not kill him. Do you 
understand me, Sergeant?

MARINE
He’s trapped in the bunkers, sir. He 
can’t get out without your code. We’ll 
get him. Alive.

There’s a LOUD NOISE from the bunker trap door. Locke 
turns - stares at it, a tense moment, then -

RAMSEY (THROUGH THE TRAP 
DOOR) 

It’s Ramsey! Open the door!

Locke hurries over, opens the door - Ramsey, followed by 
Durand, Rodriguez and their Aides, emerge. Locke closes 
the bunker door - secures it with his key code.

LOCKE
Any sign of him?

RAMSEY
No, sir. 

Locke looks to a monitor - we see a blueprint of the Camp 
David bunkers. There are three levels of twisting tunnels. 
We also see green dots representing the Marines hunting 
Calico - a total of ten.

LOCKE
There’s no power. He can’t access our 
weapon systems, he can’t steal 
information from our servers - why in the 
hell is he down there?

A PHONE RINGS. Locke spins on Bernie. 

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Why are the phones working? I ordered 
them off.

BERNIE
We can only stay silent for so long 
without rousing suspicion, Mr. President.

An AIDE answers -

AIDE
It’s the Iranian Vice President, sir. 

This is spinning out of control. 
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LOCKE
I’m not available.

A dire beat. Then the Aide nods, turns back to the phone, 
relays the excuse. Rodriguez, who is on another phone with 
the Pentagon, shares a look with Durand. Durand mouths:

DURAND
War.

Rodriguez nods, turns to Locke.

RODRIGUEZ
Mr. President. Our experts say that 
hitting the trucks with missiles from a 
drone could risk a detonation. Our best 
chance of success is a helicopter attack, 
followed by boots on the ground.

LOCKE
No boots on the ground.

BERNIE
Mr. President-

LOCKE
What?!

Locke spins on Bernie - then calms seeing Bernie’s face.

BERNIE
Your colleagues would like to have a word 
with you. In private.

LOCKE
Which ones?

BERNIE
All of them. 

INT. OREN STAVI’S CABIN - NIGHT

Oren Stavi’s AIDES work the phones, speaking to MOSSAD, 
Israel’s secret service. Ramsey guards the door. Locke 
sits at a table across from Stavi - both men’s gaze is on 
the TV, where we see B-Roll of Senator Esposa, Locke’s 
opponent.

ESPOSA (ON TV)
...to be frank, I don’t think he 
understands the definition of the word 
“liberty.” Mr. President, when my wife 
calls, I don’t want you listening!
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As the AUDIENCE APPLAUDS, Stavi turns to Locke. 

STAVI
Handsome son-of-a-bitch. He’s also an 
idiot. 

LOCKE
I appreciate the support.

STAVI
John. You know that Fire Lion changes 
everything. Terrorists, non-state 
players, could possess nuclear weapons. 
How could we convince a handful of 
zealots to relinquish such terrible 
weapons? If we fail tonight, our 
influence, America’s influence, will be 
devastated.

LOCKE
Then we can’t fail.

STAVI
There’s more to it than that. Even if we 
avoid war, we must destroy Fire Lion.

LOCKE
Fire Lion is in the heart of Tehran. We 
bomb it, war will be inevitable.

STAVI
Contrary to popular belief, Israel only 
wants peace. And in our pursuit of peace, 
we have learned that discretion is the 
better part of valor. Surely an old spy 
like yourself would agree?

Oren looks to the TV, now broadcasting the fire ball.

STAVI (CONT’D)
I hear that gas explosions are 
particularly contagious this time of 
year. Keep us out of a third world war, 
and I’ll take care of Fire Lion. Quietly.

EXT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

Ramsey knocks on Kuzkin’s door. Locke waits behind him.

RAMSEY
President Locke is here, as requested.
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The door flies open, revealing Kuzkin. He’s irate and in a 
hurry. Behind him, Aides scramble - packing and working 
the phones. Kuzkin jabs a finger at Locke, growls - 

KUZKIN
We’re surrounded by Marines! I can’t shit 
without one wiping my ass! But someone 
gets in and kills the President of Iran?! 
This is your fault. This is your burden. 
And when millions perish in atomic ash, 
it’ll be your head.

LOCKE
As you’ve so colorfully illustrated, the 
clock’s ticking. Now how can I help you?

KUZKIN
I want out of here.

LOCKE
New transport helicopters will land in 
the morning.

KUZKIN
Al-Libi is dead - give me his fucking 
limousine!

LOCKE
If you leave now, the press will ask 
questions. You’d jeopardize everything.

KUZKIN
Would you rather me step in front of the 
cameras and tell the world that the 
Iranian President is dead? 

(beat)
Limo. Now.

Kuzkin slams the door in Locke’s face.

INT. HELEN PIERS CABIN - NIGHT

A calm, controlled scene, unlike the chaos at Nikolai’s 
cabin. Piers’s Aides work the phones - MI6 and Scotland 
Yard. Locke and Piers stand near the bar drinking scotch.

PIERS
Let’s say that you’re right. Let’s say 
this Calico has a conspirator. Wouldn’t 
it make sense that it was someone close 
to you? 
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The killer could have slipped in a few 
days, a few weeks, before our arrival, 
but where did he get the blueprints of 
the camp? And why did he want to get 
caught? He wanted you to take him to the 
bunkers, John. He planned on destroying 
the generator to escape. 

(beat)
Who suggested you put him there?

Locke looks down at his gold pen. 

Bernie. 

INT. SITUATION ROOM, ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

A CU of Bernie. He stares at a monitor, currently showing 
grainy Night Vision from the Marine Squads in the bunker. 

Bernie’s gaze alternates between the live stream and the 
digital Bunker blueprint, showing our marines’ location.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. BUNKERS, CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

A MARINE SQUAD moves stealthily through the darkness, AR-
15s levelled. The Squad turns into a new corridor and 
HEARS FOOTSTEPS. 

MARINE
Any other unit out our way?

Bernie looks to the blueprint.

BERNIE
Negative. Pursue ‘em.

The Squad Leader nods and moves off in hot pursuit. But 
it’s confusing, there are a lot of echoes. They twist 
through several corridors only to find themselves at  

A DEAD END ON THE BOTTOM LEVEL - LEVEL 3

They freeze, realizing the trap, moments before:

DEAFENING GUNFIRE fills the cramped space. The MARINES are 
slaughtered in the darkness.

BERNIE (INTO MIC) (CONT’D)
The eastern corridor! They need back up! 
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On the blueprint, other dots rush toward the gun fight. 
But it’s chaos. Horror and violence fills the night vision 
monitors as the dots blink off, one by one.

INT. CORRIDOR, BUNKERS - NIGHT

The last Marine Squad takes cover on the third level. In 
the distance, they hear a HEAVY GRATING SOUND. They all 
spin toward the noise - weapons lowered. 

BERNIE (IN THE MARINE’S EARPIECE) 
Remember. We need him alive.

LEAD MARINE
(nervous)

Fuck this guy. 

The Lead Marine readies his weapon, leads his team toward 

THE WAR ROOM

The source of the grating sound. The bunker where Locke 
and his cabinet holed up before the lights went out. 
There’s no power. Bodies are strewn about the room - this 
is definitely where Calico killed a bunch of the Marines.

LEAD MARINE (CONT’D)
Everyone’s dead. No Calico.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. SITUATION ROOM, ASPEN LODGE - CONTINUOUS

BERNIE
Stand still. Give me a good view.

The Lead Marine obeys, slowly looking around the room. 
Bernie studies it on the monitor - sees a pile of bodies 
in the corner. Remembers something.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Clear the pile in the corner.

The Marines clear the bodies, revealing a floor grate.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Open it.

They move the grate, revealing a dark hole in the floor. 

DURAND
What in the hell is that?
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Bernie turns - notices that everyone in the situation room 
is riveted by the action on the monitors. 

BERNIE
It leads to the basement. 

DURAND
Basement?

BERNIE
Bottom of the bunkers. It’s the 
President’s last resort scenario. We had 
it sealed off years ago.

(off Durand’s look)
Hasn’t been much threat of thermonuclear 
war lately. 

DURAND
Until now.

LEAD MARINE
(nervous, to Bernie)

Lookin’ for your lead.

BERNIE
Check it out.

The Lead nods, puts one leg in and then the other. He 
descends into the darkness and his team follows. The 
screen goes dark - all they can see is rock.

LEAD MARINE
I’m at the end of the duct. I think it’s 
the ceiling of the basement.

BERNIE
If you drop in, can you get out?

LEAD MARINE
If someone stays above, yes.

BERNIE
Do it.

The Lead Marine drops. And when he finds his feet - his 
night vision reveals a cavernous room, filled with ROW 
AFTER ROW of what looks like safety deposit boxes. 

A few of them have been ripped open, their contents 
spilled on the floor. He leans down and picks up a handful 
of folders - inside? Classified schematics of weapon 
systems - everything from pistols to nuclear missiles.
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WHOMP - The Lead Marine is hit square in the chest by a 
projectile. He crumples, blinks - shocked to be alive. 

Calico stands at the opposite end of the bunker, a 
PROTOTYPE RIFLE in hand. The Marine looks back down, sees:

A large capsule embedded in his body armor. Suddenly, it 
cracks open and a CHOKING GAS bursts out. Quickly fills 
the basement - the remaining Marines, hidden in the duct, 
drop like flies. 

Calico fills one of the dead Marine’s Night Vision goggles 
- gas mask firmly in place. He holds up the rifle, says - 

CALICO
Fun toy.

And then his foot comes down - smashing the night vision 
goggles, plunging Bernie’s monitor to static.

INT. SITUATION ROOM - NIGHT

Locke and Piers enter. Bernie, Durand, Rodriguez look up. 

LOCKE
Tell me you’ve got him.

They don’t. And it’s worse than that.

RODRIGUEZ
They’re all dead, sir.

MOMENTS LATER

Locke gawks at the violent footage of the Marines being 
wiped out in the basement.

LOCKE
Where did this happen?

BERNIE
Basement. 

Locke looks to the bunker blueprint, sees the basement.

LOCKE
What’s down there?

BERNIE
Storage. 

LOCKE
Storage for what?
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BERNIE
Prototypes - weapons, intelligence tools, 
control systems. We thought the bunkers 
beneath Camp David was the safest place 
to store them.

LOCKE
We?

Me. Bernie doesn’t have to say it.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Why didn’t you tell me?

BERNIE
I didn’t think it was pertinent. 

Locke shakes his head, looks back to the monitors - a 
tally of the dead marines are on the screen. It’s at 10. 
Locke walks over to the monitor - glares at the number. 

LOCKE
(without looking at him)

That’ll be all, Bernie. 

Rodriguez and Durand smirk - they love it. Bernie sees it, 
then nods, simply saying:

BERNIE
Mr. President.

Bernie exits, pushing past Piers. Then Locke turns back to 
the blueprint. His gaze focused on the basement. 

LOCKE
Get a robot down there. Now. 

INT. BUNKERS - NIGHT

A robot on four wheels with a bright light drives the 
length of a tunnel and enters the War Bunker. 

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. SITUATION ROOM, ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Locke, Durand and Rodriguez all watch the robot’s video 
feed on the monitor. The robot inches to the open grate. 

A small camera extends over the hole - we see via night 
vision the floor of the basement, but nothing else. The 
ROBOT OPERATOR, sitting next to Locke, says -
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ROBOT OPERATOR
I can go in.

Locke nods. The camera tucks back into the robot. Two more 
wheels, acting like bumpers, rise above the machine, and 
then the operator nudges it into the hole.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

The robot tumbles down the duct, bounces off the walls, 
hits the stone floor and bobs to a stop. Is it broken? A 
tense moment, then the wheels whip back down into place. 

The camera extends and the Robot Operator pans around the 
room. The floor is littered with PROTOTYPES - weapons, 
computer chips, cameras, you name it. Calico is at the 
wall of “safes” - drilling out box after box.

LOCKE
Get closer.

The Operator nudges the robot closer to Calico. Calico 
shouts over the ROAR OF HIS DRILL.

CALICO
I can picture the board meeting now - 
“who the hell is gonna break into Camp 
David? Let’s keep everything there.”

Calico gets another box open - reaches inside. Pulls 
something out - it’s a simple jumpdrive. 

Calico walks over to a dead Marine, takes the man’s knife. 
Calico lifts his shirt, and digs the knife into his 
stomach. Everyone in the Aspen Lodge turns - shocked - 
everyone but Locke, who watches intently. 

Calico digs out a thin transmitter, surgically hidden 
inside of him. He wipes the blood off the device and plugs 
the jumpdrive into it.

A small green light flashes on the device. A long needle 
pops out of the transmitter like the blade of a stiletto. 

Calico sets the device on top of the lockers, getting the 
needle as high as possible.

DURAND
What in the hell is that?

LOCKE
(getting it)

Transmitter.
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DURAND
For what?

Locke’s gaze flies to the monitors with the satellite 
imagery of the cement truck. It suddenly flickers, then...

A Will It Blend informercial pops up - the sales guy is 
blending an iPad. The Seabee Tech operating the satellite 
tries to fix it. Can’t. Every stomach sinks. 

RODRIGUEZ
We just lost visuals on the bomb.

DURAND
Recode the satellite! Get it back on 
line!

LOCKE
Don’t bother. You can’t. Not as long as 
he keeps transmitting.

Locke looks back to Calico’s monitor. Weary, Calico sits 
down, he knows that he has Locke by the balls. 

CALICO
So the day finally arrives: the great 
John Locke is brought to his knees.

(looking around)
And from a basement, at that. Ha!

Locke walks closer to Calico’s monitor - raging mad. 
Calico looks to the transmitter.

CALICO (CONT’D)
What’s the acronym you came up with for 
that software? S.A.D. Right? Satellite 
Automated Disruption? CIA worked on that 
one for years - overwhelms a satellite’s 
navigational system with a constant 
barrage of bullshit GPS coordinates. 
Presto - no more eyes over Fire Lion.

As Calico rambles, Locke turns to Rodriguez. 

LOCKE
He’s beneath a hundred feet of rock. 
Could he transmit to a satellite?

RODRIGUEZ
Not without a relay.

LOCKE
Someone here? On the surface at Camp 
David? They’re boosting the signal?
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RODRIGUEZ
Makes sense to me, sir-

Piers interrupts by jabbing a finger at Calico’s monitor.

PIERS
Locke. 

On the monitor, the spy is waxing poetic, but he’s also 
fiddling with the prototypes strewn across the floor.

CALICO
...and so now my mission ends. This place 
is guarded by five hundred men. You can 
have F-15s scrambled overhead in minutes. 
Every entrance and exit guarded by big 
burly men. A suicide mission to the rock 
bottom of Camp fucking David. Nothing 
left for a rogue spy to do but sit and 
play with all these neat toys.

Calico picks up a specific prototype - a computer chip.

CALICO (CONT’D)
I knew your ego wouldn’t let you destroy 
this one.

Locke stares at the chip. His face falls.

CALICO (CONT’D)
I helped you come up with this one too. 
We named this one together. What was it?

LOCKE
1984.

CALICO
1984.

Angry, Piers walks to Locke.

PIERS
John. What does he have?

Locke ignores her. On the monitor, Calico grabs the robot - 
the wheels spin impotently. He pops open the guts of the 
machine - jerks a few wires, and the robot goes dead.

ROBOT OPERATOR
I’ve lost control.

Calico inserts the chip into the robot, reseals it. 

CALICO
Imagine a world with absolutely no 
privacy. 
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Where the government can see every aspect 
of your life, simply by taking a 
photograph.

Calico points the robot’s computer at himself. On Locke’s 
monitor, a square superimposes itself over Calico’s face  
and, suddenly, a wealth of information floods the screen.

Social Security numbers. Bank records. Churches he 
attended. Airplane tickets he bought. Every transaction 
he’s ever made with a credit card. Simply by pointing a 
camera at him. It’s facial recognition of untold power.

CALICO (CONT’D)
Where does your responsibility to keep me 
safe begin and my right to privacy end? 

Calico’s info keeps scrolling on the screen. We see photos 
and video from when Calico was a boy to the present. His 
life in the CIA. Photos of Calico and Locke, together.

And then it becomes a horror story - one of plastic 
surgery and murders attributed to Calico while rogue.

He’s captured by the Iranians. He joins them. We see words 
like “Interrogator” and “Executioner.” 

We see photos and video of Calico with Al-Libi. We see 
Calico rise up the ranks until he’s Al-Libi aide. Locke 
catches something in the last bit of video - video taken 
inside of Al-Libi’s palace. 

It’s Calico, a rare smile on his face, fooling around. He 
fake “jumps” in front of Al-Libi - pretending like he’s 
taking a bullet for the man. As the camera pans through Al-
Libi’s entourage, Locke sees something...strange...

CALICO (CONT’D)
John 8:32.

...the video ends suddenly, leaving us with just Calico, 
smirking in the basement. 

CALICO (CONT’D)
There’s a tunnel on Level 3 that leads to 
Site R. They’ll only let me through with 
a Presidential escort. Get me out, John, 
and I’ll tell you everything. It’s your 
only chance to stop the devastation I’ve 
laid at your doorstep. I’ll meet you at 
the entrance to the tunnel.
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Calico yanks the chip out of the robot. Then smashes it. 
The screen cuts to static, and Locke immediately turns to 
the SEABEE Operating the computer monitors. 

LOCKE
Play back the video we just saw. The end, 
after Calico is with the Iranians.

The Seabee nods, rewinds the footage. Hits play. And we 
see Calico in Al-Libi’s office again, when he’s pretending 
like he’s saving Al-Libi’s life.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Pause it...now.

The Seabee hits pause. Locke gawks. In the room - Locke 
sees two Al-Libis. Two Al-Libis. Piers, also shocked, 
looks to Locke. 

INT. LISTENING ROOM, BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT

Bernie sits at the same listening station Agent Dawson sat 
at to spy on the cabins. With Dawson dead, Bernie now 
wears the earphones. And he’s spying on the Aspen Lodge. 

He’s making notes - we see on a scrap of paper: S.A.D. - 
1984. Site R. Transmitter.

RODRIGUEZ (ON THE SPEAKER)
Mr. President, the transmitter.

LOCKE (ON THE SPEAKER)
We have six hundred people here - any of 
them could be the relay. If we alert the 
camp, the transmitter will move. 

RODRIGUEZ (ON THE SPEAKER)
So we look for it quietly?

LOCKE (ON THE SPEAKER)
No one outside of this room is to know. 
And call the clinic. Let them know I’m on 
my way to inspect Al-Libi’s body. 

Bernie jerks off the headphones, bites his lip. His gaze 
goes to his notes, focusing on the word: Transmitter.

EXT. BOWLING ALLEY - NIGHT

Bernie steps outside of the bowling alley. It’s busy. 
MARINES scurrying about, the helicopter LZ still on fire 
and, heading toward the clinic, Locke’s delegation - 
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Locke and Piers in the center. Piers looks Bernie’s way. 
Bernie steps quickly into the shadows - disappears.

Piers misses him. She and Locke enter the clinic. In the 
clear, Bernie looks to a host of microwave antennas 
towering over the communications room - antennas that 
could be transmitting a signal to our wounded satellite. 

Just below the antenna sits a field of military vehicles. 
Vehicles that are so close to the antennas, no one would 
know if they were also transmitting a signal.

INT. MEDICAL ROOM - NIGHT

Locke, Piers and the Doctor study Al-Libi’s body. Locke 
compares it to CIA stats on his tablet. 

Al-Libi has identifying marks, including a long scar from 
an appendectomy and a birth mark on the back of his arm. 
This body has both.

LOCKE
Let’s turn him over.

Locke and the Doctor flip the body, identify another the 
birthmark. Locke bites his lip - what’s he missing?

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Can you blood type him?

The doctor nods. He jabs a needle into the body’s arm, 
pulls dark red blood from the body. 

EXT. MILITARY VEHICLE LOT - NIGHT

The lot is active - Marines hopping in and out of Jeeps 
for patrol. Bernie strolls through the field as 
inconspicuous as possible. He skips most of the vehicles, 
looking for something in particular, and then he sees it:

Al-Libi’s limo. 

A RUSSIAN DRIVER is walking to the limo, ready to pick up 
Kuzkin. Bernie watches the Driver climb behind the wheel.

EXT. CAMP DAVID - NIGHT

Locke and Piers huff steam in the cold. They’re alone - 
their guards a distance away, out of earshot. Piers looks 
up from a medical report - we see the pages of the report: 
the Blood Types don’t match.
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PIERS
They don’t match. Are you sure you have 
Al-Libi’s real blood type? 

LOCKE
Yes. We have accurate medical information 
on every world leader.

Piers lowers the report, irritated. 

PIERS
Mine?

Silence.

PIERS (CONT’D)
Jesus, John. Is nothing sacred?

LOCKE
John 8:32. “And ye shall know the truth 
and the truth shall make you free.” It’s 
engraved in the wall at Langley. Calico 
asked me to remember it, just before he 
showed me footage of Al-Libi’s double. 

PIERS
With the help of 1984. What is that?

LOCKE
Ten years ago, when Calico was still with 
the CIA, we developed a chip capable of 
advanced facial recognition. You 
photograph someone and it will pull any 
bank account number, any medical record, 
any media source, that’s ever spent time 
on a personal computer, internet server 
or satellite around the world. It was too 
invasive. It never made it out of R&D. I 
had every prototype destroyed except for 
the one we just saw.

PIERS
And Calico stole it.

LOCKE
My people thought it was safe.

PIERS
Bernie thought it was safe.

A painful beat.
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PIERS (CONT’D)
Al-Libi never wanted an arms pact. He 
wanted a fight, but the Ayatollah 
wouldn’t give it to him. So what’s the 
surest way to force a nation into a war?

LOCKE
Assassination on foreign soil. 

PIERS
Only Al-Libi isn’t suicidal. He’s a head 
of state and that means he’s as 
narcissistic as the rest of us. So he 
sends his very convincing double. 

LOCKE
And now that we know, there’s a chance to 
stop it.

PIERS
It’s too late. There’s a loose bomb out 
there and you lost visuals. You won’t 
find it until after it goes off.

LOCKE
We find the relay and we find the 
transmitter - we’d get our satellite 
back. We could stop the bomb. 

(beat)
The only way to do that is to meet 
Calico. He’s holding all the cards.

Piers tenses, worried.

PIERS
I hope to God you’re right. If you’re 
not, the world will never be the same.

LOCKE
If I don’t come back, it’ll be up to you 
to clean up the mess. 

PIERS
I’ll do whatever I have to do to secure 
my country.

Locke grabs Piers’s hand. Surprised at the intimate 
contact, she steps away - off balance.

LOCKE
Tell me you’ll do everything possible to 
keep the world from war.
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PIERS
Of course.

Locke holds her hand another beat, then nods. Looks to 
Ramsey, a short distance away, and shouts.

LOCKE
Let’s go.

INT. MACHINE ROOM - NIGHT

The Mechanical Seabees are hard at work fixing the busted 
generator. One of them shouts to the other.

MECHANIC SEABEE 1
President wants to know how much longer?

MECHANIC SEABEE 2
An hour, maybe two. 

As Mechanic Seabee 1 relays it over his radio - 

INT. BEDROOM, ASPEN LODGE - NIGHT

Locke opens the bunker’s trap door - it’s pitch black 
inside. Locke and Ramsey stare into it. Ramsey gets the 
generator report over his earpiece, says - 

RAMSEY
Lights won’t be on for a while.

LOCKE
(looking at his watch)

We can’t wait.

The surviving Secret Service Agents pull on bullet proof 
vests. Ramsey hands a vest to Locke. It’s a strange 
moment, but Locke takes it. 

IN THE SITUATION ROOM

Rodriguez and Durand turn away from the satellite monitors 
(still showing bad TV) and head into the bedroom.

RODRIGUEZ
John. 

Locke looks up. 
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RODRIGUEZ (CONT’D)
You’re the President of the United 
States. And you’re putting on a bullet 
proof vest. I can’t let you do this. 

LOCKE
It’s the only way to get Calico to talk.

DURAND
We need a contingency plan, in case you 
don’t get out.

They’re right.

LOCKE
Site R has command and control 
facilities. I’ll meet you there by the 
tunnel. If I don’t make it out, tell the 
Vice President you have my permission to 
blow Fire Lion to hell and back. 

Locke pulls on his bullet proof vest, then notices 
something. His gold pen is missing from his jacket...

RAMSEY
Everything OK, sir?

LOCKE
Fine. Let’s go.

Locke and Ramsey turn to the trap door, and descend into 
the darkness.

EXT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

Al-Libi’s limo pulls up to the front of Kuzkin’s cabin.

INT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

A KNOCK on the door. Kuzkin, his luggage packed, throws it 
open, revealing Bernie - the limo parked behind him.

BERNIE
I was afraid you were gonna leave without 
saying goodbye.

Kuzkin slams the door but Bernie sticks his foot in it.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Five years ago you had sex with an 
underage prostitute. She had twins - Anna 
and Sasha. 
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You bought them an apartment in St. 
Petersburg and provide them with a yearly 
stipend of close to two million rubles, 
courtesy of the Russian taxpayers, of 
course. 

(off Kuzkin’s burning face)
I imagine your political opponents would 
love to meet the entire family.

KUZKIN
What do you want?

BERNIE
Just to talk.

KUZKIN
About what?

Bernie’s gaze goes to the pool table in a back room.

BERNIE
You a billiard’s man, President Kuzkin?

Kuzkin glares at Bernie, then looks to an AIDE.

KUZKIN
Search him. 

(explaining)
I’d hate to suffer Al-Libi’s fate. 

Kuzkin’s Aide walks over, pats down Bernie. All that he 
finds is Locke’s gold pen. The Aide hands it to Kuzkin.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
Thank you. Why don’t you fix us a couple 
of drinks.

The Aide nods, exits. Kuzkin inspects the gold pen, then 
clicks the pen top - the inch long blade pops out. 

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
Someone’s been watching too many James 
Bond movies.

Nikolai pockets the gold pen - Bernie’s last defense.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
You want this to stay private? Better rip 
your bugs out of the wall too.

The big Russian grins - fills a glass with water from the 
bar, holds it out to Bernie. And knows about the bugs?
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MOMENTS LATER

Embarrassed, Bernie drops five bugs into the glass of 
water. Satisfied, Kuzkin gestures to the racked balls.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
Your break.

Bernie lines up his shot and, as he CRACKS the cue ball -

INT. TUNNEL TO SITE R, BUNKERS - NIGHT

Locke, Ramsey and the Secret Service arrive by foot at the 
mouth of the narrow tunnel to Site R. Calico is there, 
standing next to TWO COVERED JEEPS. The tunnel is just 
wide enough for a single jeep to pass.

RAMSEY
Wait here, Mr. President.

Ramsey approaches Calico.

CALICO
Be gentle.

Ramsey isn’t gentle. He pats him down thoroughly. He finds 
nothing but the stolen chip. 

Meanwhile, Secret Service pulls the covers off the jeeps, 
climb into both of them. Ramsey tosses the chip to Locke, 
who is also climbing into a Jeep.

CALICO (CONT’D)
(to Locke)

I expect to get that back.

RAMSEY
Get in the Jeep.

Ramsey shoves Calico hard. He stumbles but doesn’t fall. 
Calico climbs into Locke’s Jeep, sits down opposite the 
President. Calico grins. Locke doesn’t.

LOCKE
Who’s relaying your signal on the 
surface?

CALICO
A relay? You figure that out before or 
after I told you about Al-Libi’s double?

LOCKE
You’re not as smart as you think.
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CALICO
I’m smart enough to keep my mouth shut 
until I’m safely out of this tomb.

A burning beat. Then - 

LOCKE
Go.

Ramsey guns the gas, and the two Jeeps roll toward Site R.

INT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

Nikolai and Bernie are mid-game. It’s Kuzkin’s turn - he’s 
stripes. Crack! Corner pocket. He lines up his next shot.

BERNIE
We lost the suitcase nuke that left Fire 
Lion. We were following it via satellite, 
but Calico managed to run interference. 

CRACK! Kuzkin nails one into the corner pocket.

KUZKIN
(shrugging)

I gave Iran ten billion in aid last year. 
I guarantee you that bomb isn’t headed 
for Mother Russia.

BERNIE
So you don’t care?

KUZKIN
I care. There’s just nothing I can do.

BERNIE
You could order your driver to stop 
transmitting the jamming signal. 

WHIFF! Bernie scratches - a terrible shot. And a tense 
standoff. He looks to Bernie, who glares right back.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
The limo was parked beneath our microwave 
antennas to mask the transmitting signal. 
And now you’re trying to drive it out of 
here so that no one can stop it.

Bernie lines up his shot, knocks it in, runs the table as 
he lays out his evidence against Kuzkin.
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BERNIE (CONT’D)
And then there’s Abdul Kundi. A nuclear 
scientist who’d perfected the 
miniaturization process. We had him 
locked up - Al-Libi tried to trade Calico 
for him years ago. We didn’t bite. Al-
Libi must have gone somewhere else for 
the miniaturization technology.

KUZKIN
Where? To me?

BERNIE
Russia and the United States are the only 
two countries with working miniature 
nukes, and I’m pretty sure it wasn’t us. 

CRACK! Bernie knocks in the eight-ball, winning the game. 
Bernie considers Kuzkin, then tosses the triangle to him.

BERNIE (CONT’D)
Loser racks.

INT. SITE R - NIGHT

Rodriguez and Durand arrive at Site R - a high tech 
command and control bunker, like the War Bunker at Camp 
David, only ten times bigger and more sophisticated.

They’re met by an AIR FORCE LIEUTENANT, who rushes toward 
them, a broad smile on his face.

LIEUTENANT
Good news!

AT THE CONTROL CENTER

They have visuals on the satellite monitors again. They 
can see the cement mixer parked at a construction site on 
a SPRAWLING COMPLEX. Rodriguez looks to the Lieutenant.

RODRIGUEZ
Is that what I think it is?

LIEUTENANT
(nodding)

It’s IKA. Iran’s international airport.

Jesus Christ. The bomb could have gone anywhere.
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INT. TUNNELS TO SITE R - NIGHT

The Jeep races through the dark tunnel approaching Site R. 
Calico finally speaks, his gaze on the chip.

CALICO
Does the rest of the country know that 
1984 is active?

LOCKE
It’s not. I defunded it last year.

CALICO
Defunded it? It looked like it was 
working pretty well to me, John.

LOCKE
Mr. President.

CALICO
(chuckling)

C’mon. Really? Your wife used to cook for 
me. I am so sorry about Karen. The Big C. 
Must have been a hell of a thing in the 
middle of an election. But I bet you 
didn’t mind the sympathy votes.

LOCKE
Mention her again, I’ll order you shot.

Calico grins, raises his hands.

CALICO
Hey, ok. Topic’s off limits. You know, I 
remember a time when you didn’t give a 
shit about all this and now look at you. 
President of the United States. 

(beat)
Most people would kill to have their best 
friend grow up to be President, but here 
you grew up to be President to kill your 
best friend.

LOCKE
We’re not friends.

CALICO
You’re right. We’re brothers.

LOCKE
We’re nothing. You’re an asset. And if 
you give me what I want, I’ll give you 
what you want - safe ferry through Site 
R. But that’s all that I’ll promise you. 
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Once you’re out, I’ll do everything in my 
power to bring you to justice.

CALICO
Justice? Have you ever had “justice” 
Iranian prison style?

Calico lifts his shirt, his chest a mess of scar tissue.

CALICO (CONT’D)
They only let me live because I told them 
how much I hated you. I told them I’d go 
to the ends of the earth to make you 
suffer for what you did to me. Al-Libi 
eventually took a liking to me, and when 
he became President, recruited me for 
this mission: Start the war you’re now 
trying to prevent. But he doesn’t have to 
win.

Calico looks to the chip - his interests are clear.

CALICO (CONT’D)
What’s peace worth to you, John? 

Calico reaches out a hand. Locke hesitates, then gives him 
the chip. Calico smiles, slips it into his shirt pocket. 

LOCKE
Before you get out of here you’re telling 
me two things: the relay’s location and 
where the real Al-Libi is.

Calico looks beyond John - the Jeeps are approaching the 
end of the tunnel and a set of wide double doors that 
guard the entrance to Site R.

CALICO
Site R. 

(back to Locke)
Al-Libi’s biggest mistake was believing I 
valued your death more than my life. It 
looks like we’ll both live to fight 
another day. I’ll tell you where the 
relay is now and where Al-Libi is hiding 
after I’m safely on the surface.

LOCKE
Deal. The relay.

But before Calico can get it out, the doors to Site R 
burst open, revealing a PLATOON OF MARINES. Rodriguez is 
behind them - ordering them to attack.
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RODRIGUEZ
Secure the President!

Betrayed, Calico’s face twists into a snarl. 

INT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

CRACK! Bernie breaks. As he knocks in a few balls, Kuzkin 
glares at him, gestures to his Aide for drinks.

KUZKIN
You’re the worst of your kind, an 
information whore. You have assumptions, 
not facts.

Bernie misses. It’s Kuzkin’s shot, but Kuzkin has 
completely forgotten about the pool game. 

BERNIE
What I have is information, and in this 
day and age, there is nothing more 
valuable. And believe me, Nikolai, it is 
a commodity. It can bought. 

Kuzkin takes in the subtext and picks up his cue stick. As 
he starts to knock in a few balls...

KUZKIN
Go on.

BERNIE
I now know that you’re willing to do 
anything for power, so I have to assume 
that you’d pay anything to have the ear 
of someone so close to the President. 

KUZKIN
And why would you betray your boss?

BERNIE
Because he never would’ve won without me. 
I should be president - not him.

Kuzkin knocks in the eight ball. Wins the game. Then turns 
to Bernie, studies him.

KUZKIN
You’re the one who snuck Calico into the 
camp, aren’t you?

What? It knocks Bernie off balance a moment. He’d assumed 
Kuzkin had snuck Calico in. 
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BERNIE
(recovering)

Now you’re the one making assumptions.

KUZKIN
No, Bernie. I’m the one who’s going to 
make you rich.

The door opens. It’s Kuzkin’s Aide with the drinks. They 
each take one and clink glasses. Drink. Then Kuzkin nods 
to the triangle, a grin on his face.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
Loser racks.

BERNIE
Yes. I suppose he does.

Bernie turns for the triangle, and-

Kuzkin’s Aide grabs Bernie from behind, jabs a hypodermic 
needle into his neck. Plunges it. Bernie goes white, then 
slumps immediately to the pool table. 

KUZKIN
I’d have to be an idiot to believe that 
Locke’s pitbull would betray him - I did 
not become President by being an idiot.

Kuzkin takes the hypodermic needle, shows it to Bernie.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
See if you can guess this one: All 
natural. Completely undetectable. Looks 
like a heart attack. I imagine an old 
spook like you has used it before.

Bernie crumples to the floor - spittle on his lips.

BERNIE
Adrenaline...OD... 

KUZKIN
Very good. And for a man of your size, I 
figure it’ll take at least a few minutes 
to kill you. Plenty of time for me to 
call an ambulance. 

Bernie gasps. Kuzkin leans down, whispers in his ear.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
All you have to do is answer one 
question: Who else knows about the 
transmitter in the limo?
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Bernie clutches his heart - it’s thudding wildly.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
Tell me. And the pain will stop.

Bernie squirms. Hisses through his teeth. Kuzkin squats, 
leaning in close to hear him.

KUZKIN (CONT’D)
C’mon, Bernie. Take your best guess. What 
does your gut tell you?

That gets Bernie talking, though not for the reason Kuzkin 
thinks. He finds it hilarious. 

BERNIE
My...gut?!

KUZKIN
Yes. Your gut.

BERNIE
My gut says... 

With his last bit of strength, Bernie grabs Nikolai, jerks 
him close, then hisses:

BERNIE (CONT’D)
You’re fucked.

Bernie dies. Kuzkin glares at his body. 

KUZKIN
America had the 20th century. She will 
not have the 21st.

Kuzkin pulls out Bernie’s gold pen, and tucks it carefully 
back into Bernie’s jacket - right where it belongs.

EXT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

Kuzkin and his Aides hurry to the limo - still idling. 
They open the door and reveal the Driver, bound and 
gagged. The roof is torn open, revealing a mess of severed 
cables. Bernie has already destroyed the transmitter. 

INT. TUNNELS - NIGHT

The Marines from Site R rush into the tunnel, weapons 
levelled, Rodriguez still barking orders.
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RODRIGUEZ
The President! Protect him!

Calico leaps from Locke’s speeding Jeep, hits the ground 
and rolls. He comes up like a boxer - grabs a Secret 
Service Agent - snaps his neck and takes the man’s pistol. 
Calico turns on Locke, whose Jeep is skidding to a stop. 

Calico fires. THREE GUNSHOTS, right into Locke’s chest. 
Ramsey, who was inches from Locke, throws himself over the 
President and jerks him out of the jeep.

Ramsey and Locke hit the tunnel floor. Ramsey rips open 
Locke’s shirt - all three bullets hit his vest.

RAMSEY
Thank God.

Ramsey looks up, finds himself face-to-face with an 
explosive, fastened beneath Locke’s Jeep. Booby-trapped. 
Calico is training his pistol on the explosive. Ramsey 
gets it, leaps to his feet, drags Locke with him, screams -

RAMSEY (CONT’D)
Site R! Go! Go! Go!

Calico fires. On his second shot, he hits the explosive. 
Locke’s Jeep goes up. Ramsey dives into Site R with Locke 
as an enormous fireball fills the tunnel. 

Rodriguez kneels next to Locke - shouts to him.

RODRIGUEZ
Mr. President! Listen! We don’t need 
Calico anymore - someone destroyed the 
transmitter - we have the satellites back 
- we’re tracking the bomb now!

Locke jerks out of Rodriguez’s grasp.

LOCKE
There’s more to Calico than the relay!

RAMSEY
Speaking of Calico - shut the doors!

Rodriguez turns, punches a “close” button. The doors 
groan, and Locke leaps back into the tunnel - just as they 
slam shut. Silence. Ramsey looks around - eyes wild. Locke 
is gone.

RAMSEY (CONT’D)
(getting it)

Open the door. OPEN THE FUCKING DOOR!
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As Rodriguez fumbles around to open the door -

INT. TUNNELS - NIGHT

Locke charges after Calico, who has jumped into the 
surviving Jeep. The vehicle is on fire from the explosion - 
but the engine turns over. Calico shifts to reverse, guns 
the gas and the vehicle jumps back as Locke leaps onto it.

Calico, speeding in reverse, loses control of the Jeep. It 
slams into a wall, FLIPS, throws both Locke and Calico 
clear. It spins, quickly wedging itself between the tight 
walls of the tunnel.

Locke drags himself to his feet. He looks for Calico, but 
the killer isn’t on his side of the Jeep. Instead, he 
hears him running away, on the other side of the Jeep.

LOCKE
Calico!!!

Locke squeezes past the Jeep, finds himself staring at the 
black mouth of a narrow side tunnel - a maintenance 
tunnel. Locke takes a deep breath, and plods into the

NARROW MAZE OF SIDE TUNNELS

It’s pitch black. This tunnel is serpentine - twisting 
around on itself, branching in different directions, 
always at an incline - every so often there are stairs. 

ON LOCKE

Locke, blind, does his best to find Calico, but he’s out 
of shape, out of breath, out of practice.

ON CALICO

Calico, on the other hand, is in his element - the 
shadows. He prowls around Locke - toying with him.

CALICO
You fooled the country, Mr. President. I 
know who you really are - a man who 
abandoned his prized pupil. A man without 
honor, without loyalty - a man unworthy 
of your office...

Calico hears Locke approaching - lowers his pistol, ready 
to ambush him. 
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CALICO (CONT’D)
But don’t worry, when they find your 
corpse, I’ll make sure the country knows. 
I’m gonna spell it all out for them. I’m 
gonna spell it in your blood.

Calico moves fast around the corner where he heard Locke’s 
footsteps - but Locke isn’t there. He’s behind him. Calico 
gets it - but too late. Locke has him. He wraps an arm 
around Calico’s neck and wrenches Calico’s arm back, hard. 

Calico loses his gun. Locke plants Calico’s face against 
the stone wall. Calico’s nose breaks. Locke slams the 
stunned man to the ground, head first. CRACK! As Calico 
moans on the floor - Locke lords over him.

LOCKE
Where’s Al-Libi?

A SUDDEN LOUD MECHANICAL GRIND. 

And the tunnel’s fluorescent lights turn back on.

CUT TO:

INT. GENERATOR ROOM - NIGHT

The busted generator WHIRS TO LIFE. The Mechanic Seabee, 
proud of himself, stands up - shouts - 

MECHANIC SEABEE
Got it!

BACK IN THE TUNNEL

As the lights pop, Locke blinks, blinded. Calico lashes 
out - smashes Locke’s kneecap. And Locke, near a set of 
stairs - tumbles down. He hits the bottom hard, blacking 
out a moment. When he opens his eyes - Calico is gone. 

FOOTSTEPS

It’s Ramsey, flanked by a few Marines. Ramsey’s big hands 
are immediately on Locke, hefting him to his feet.

RAMSEY
Mr. President! Are you okay?

LOCKE
Calico - go after him!

The Marines scurry up the stairs after Calico. Ramsey 
stays with Locke.
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RAMSEY
Sir. They found the cement mixer at a 
construction site near the airport. We 
think it left Tehran on a plane.

LOCKE
How long ago?

RAMSEY
Four...five hours tops.

Jesus.

LOCKE
Get me to Site R.

INT. TUNNEL - NIGHT

A Jeep, with Ramsey and Locke, roars to Site R.

INT. SITE R - NIGHT

Locke rushes into the high-tech facility. The Lieutenant 
hops to his feet, EVERYONE PRESENT salutes.

LIEUTENANT
Welcome to Site R, Mr. President.

LOCKE
I’m not here - I’m sleeping peacefully at 
Camp David.

LIEUTENANT
Yes, Mr. President. Understood, sir.

IN THE COMMAND ROOM

This command center dwarfs Camp David’s situation room. 
It’s a remote Pentagon. On the monitors -- we see charts 
of every potential airport 4 - 5 hours outside of Tehran.

The bomb could be headed to any of them.

Locke enters, everyone hops to their feet. Salutes. 

LOCKE
Put those hands down, boys - where’s our 
nuke?

Durand points out the potential airports on the monitor.
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DURAND
Based on flight times out of Tehran, we 
believe that all of these airports are in 
range. We’re working with each country to 
mobilize intelligence agents.

LOCKE
Keep this quiet. If whoever has the bomb 
gets wind that we’re onto them, they’ll 
just detonate it. It’s a nuke - they 
don’t have to be close.

DURAND
Yes, Mr. President, we’re being discrete.

RODRIGUEZ
Sir...

Locke turns to Rodriguez. He stands near another monitor - 
this one showing amassing naval and airforce positions in 
the Arabian sea.

RODRIGUEZ (CONT’D)
Officially, we remain at DEFCON 4. 
Unofficially, we’re at DEFCON 1. In the 
event that nuke goes off, we’re fully 
prepared to retaliate. 

Locke nods, then hones his complete attention on the maps 
of potential airports. None of the major western cities 
are in range from Tehran. 

LOCKE
He’d want to hit the West. But there’s no 
direct flights into the US. They’d risk 
the bomb being detected on a layover.

Locke’s gaze goes to Europe. It goes to London. Bingo.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Are there any direct flights to London?

DURAND
Yes, sir.

LOCKE
How long?

DURAND
Ten hours, sir. Maybe we have time.

Maybe.
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LOCKE
Are you sure that map represents every 
flight out of Tehran?

DURAND
Every flight Tehran has listed.

LOCKE
Call Heathrow. See if they have anything 
different on their end.

Durand grabs the phone. Starts talking. Locke’s gaze 
drifts to a monitor broadcasting CNN - there’s footage of 
Al-Libi’s limo leaving Camp David.

WOLF BLITZER (ON TV)
...we don’t know which World Leader has 
left, just that a World Leader has left. 
Not something we’d expect in the middle 
of the night. The question on everyone’s 
mind? What is going on at Camp David?

DURAND
Sir - there’s a private jet coming into 
Heathrow from Tehran. 

Locke rips his gaze off the TV, back to Durand. The man is 
ghost-white.

DURAND (CONT’D)
It’s a Cessna Citation X. Fastest jet on 
the market. Tehran didn’t have it listed.

LOCKE
When’s it due to land?

DURAND
It already has.

A breathless moment. Then:

LOCKE
The Prime Minister’s still at Camp David. 
Get her on the phone - now!

INT. CESSNA CITATION X, HEATHROW AIRPORT - DAY

The Cessna Citation X is a Seven Person private jet. The 
“Fasten Seat Belt” light turns off and we see a GORGEOUS 
AIRLINE ATTENDANT address her SEVEN IRANIAN PASSENGERS - 
any of which might be carrying the suitcase nuke.
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AIRLINE ATTENDANT
(in Farsi)

On behalf of Corpora Air, we’d like to 
thank you for your business. And 
remember, there’s no need to visit 
baggage claim - your luggage is already 
waiting on the runway for you. Here at 
Corpora, our motto is speed.

INT. HEATHROW - DAY

A FLOOD OF PLAIN CLOTHED BRITISH AGENTS rush through 
Security at the airport. 

AT A PRIVATE GATE

The Seven Iranian Passengers exit the gangway, enter the 
airport, all of them toting large suitcases.

INT. SITE R - CONTINUOUS

Everyone works nervously - except Locke. He’s cool, 
comprised and in charge. This is his moment.

LOCKE
Cross check the passenger names with 
photos in the CIA database. Get them to 
MI6 immediately. 

Photographs of the passengers flash onto the monitors.

INT. HEATHROW - CONTINUOUS

Photos of the Iranian Passengers download onto the British 
Agents’s smart phones. Two agents spy a passenger - 
beeline it to him. And in seconds, rip his luggage away 
and escort him quietly toward a SECURITY ROOM.

INT. SITE R - CONTINUOUS

Everyone watches the news monitors, breathless. Durand, on 
the phone, updates Locke via MI6.

DURAND
They have five of the passengers in 
custody - no, six. They’re all clean. 

LOCKE
Show me the seventh passenger.
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A TECH brings up the photo of the last missing passenger. 
He’s a big burly mother. That’s him.

DURAND
MI6 wants to evacuate the airport, sir.

LOCKE
He’ll detonate it as soon as he sees 
people flee.

DURAND
It’s their only hope.

LOCKE
To run away from a nuclear explosion? 

Yes. It’s ridiculous. Locke trains his gaze back on the 
seventh passenger.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
They’re only hope is to find him. 

INT. HEATHROW - CONTINUOUS

We’re on the Seventh Passenger. He’s dragging a large 
suitcase - he’s a bit jumpy. A bit nervous. And he’s 
walking straight for customs. He also sees a sudden influx 
of plain clothed agents. He knows they’re British 
intelligence. It’s just too obvious. He takes a moment.

And then runs.

BRITISH AGENTS
You! Stop! Stop right there!

But the Seventh Passenger doesn’t stop. He hauls ass, 
dragging his heavy suitcase behind him. He gets halfway 
back to the private gate when - 

WHAM! He’s blind-sided by the butt of a pistol. The man 
goes down, cold - his suitcase slides across the floor to 
a stop. Everyone FREEZES. Thank GOD it didn’t go off. 

INT. SITE R - CONTINUOUS

Durand looks to Locke.

DURAND
We got him.

Locke exhales. The room cheers loudly. But Durand’s face 
suddenly falls.
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DURAND (CONT’D)
Mr. President. Wait. There’s a problem.

INT. HEATHROW - CONTINUOUS

A small group of Agents stand above the Seventh 
Passenger’s now-open suitcase. We see stuffed animals 
inside - not a nuke. One of the stuffed animals has been 
ripped open, revealing jewels.

AT CUSTOMS

The gorgeous Airline Attendant watches the scene. Her 
Custom’s Officer hands her passport back to her, saying - 

CUSTOMS OFFICER
Thank you. Welcome to London.

And she turns toward 

THE FOOD COURT

Pulling her LARGE SUITCASE along behind her. 

INT. SITE R - CONTINUOUS

Locke gets it immediately.

LOCKE
The flight crew. 

(to Durand)
Tell them its someone on the flight crew!

As Durand barks into the phone -

INT. FOOD COURT, HEATHROW - CONTINUOUS

The gorgeous Airline Attendant sits at table. The place is 
packed. Perfect for detonation. She looks down to her 
luggage and PEELS THE BACK CANVAS OFF, revealing a 
sophisticated detonation device. She primes it, then 
fingers the trigger that will detonate the bomb, a prayer 
on her lips. She finishes - licks her dry lips, and - 

A Taser hits her in the neck. Her hand tightens, nearly 
flipping the trigger, and then she slumps to the side, 
just in time to be caught and whisked away by several 
plain-clothed agents. 

Three more agents secure the suitcase. One of them 
confirms the suitcase nuke with a Geiger counter. 

100.



A FOURTH AGENT pulls out his badge and shouts:

AGENT
Hello, everyone! Please listen - You need 
to evacuate the food court immediately. 
Don’t be alarmed, but it appears that 
there may be a gas leak.

As the CUSTOMERS DISPERSE -

INT. SITE R - NIGHT

Locke is slumped in his chair - everyone else is 
celebrating. Many congratulations. But amidst it all, 
Rodriguez leans down to Locke - whispers in his ear.

RODRIGUEZ
The Ayatollah will know his bomb didn’t 
go off. He’ll send another. And another. 
And another. We have to destroy it.

Locke follows Rodriguez’s gaze to ships amassing in the 
Arabian Sea...and to the satellite footage of Fire Lion.

LOCKE
I won’t go to war over Al-Libi’s double.

RODRIGUEZ
You will if the Ayatollah doesn’t believe 
you. Destroy it, Mr. President. 

RAMSEY (O.S.)
Mr. President.

Locke turns, sees Ramsey, listening to his earpiece.

RAMSEY (CONT’D)
It’s Bernie.

INT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - NIGHT

Locke stares at Bernie’s body, sprawled out beneath the 
pool table. He walks over to the bar, picks up the water 
glass with the bugs inside of it. As he studies them - 

RAMSEY
Kuzkin’s people called before they left. 
Said he barged in hot and heavy making 
unfounded accusations until he worked 
himself into a heart attack. They said 
for a man his size, he had it coming.
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LOCKE
And where’s President Kuzkin now?

RAMSEY
An hour outside of Dulles.

Locke looks back to Bernie’s body. 

LOCKE
Give me a minute.

Ramsey exits. Locke squats, turns Bernie’s face towards 
his. He spies a small red blot of blood where the needle 
went in. Pulling his hands back, he realizes he got some 
blood on him - blood Bernie had vomited up when he died.

IN THE BATHROOM

Locke washes his hands, but the blood won’t come off. He 
scrubs and scrubs and scrubs. It’s not working.

Locke looks in the mirror, the blood is on his clothes, a 
little on his face. 

He slides down the wall. The weight of the day gets to him 
and he is overwhelmed with emotion. He can’t go on.

Locke looks up, completely defeated...

...and then he notices something. 

Something in Bernie’s jacket.

BACK NEAR THE POOL TABLE

He walks to Bernie and pulls the gold pen out of the dead 
man’s jacket. He pushes the button - and the blade pops 
out. But then he unscrews the cap, revealing a second use 
for the pen - a hidden microphone. 

EXT. NIKOLAI KUZKIN’S CABIN - DAWN

The sun finally rises over the horizon. Locke steps out of 
the cabin, approaches Ramsey, who is waiting nearby.

RAMSEY
General Rodriguez is in position to 
strike Fire Lion, Mr. President. All he 
needs is your authorization. 

Locke barely hears him. He’s lost in thought, his gaze on 
the snowy woods.

102.



LOCKE
Sure is beautiful here, isn’t it, Pete?

RAMSEY
Yes, sir, it is.

LOCKE
As good a place as any to lose an 
election, wouldn’t you say?

RAMSEY
Sir?

LOCKE
Tell General Rodriguez to hold his 
position. I have to brief the American 
people first.

Locke crunches his way through the snow to his golf cart. 

INT. FLAG ROOM - MORNING

Abraham stands behind the broadcast camera. Locke sits 
before the flags where, just fourteen hours ago, he and 
the other world leaders had gathered to announce a major 
peace treaty. Now he stares at the camera alone. Lost. 

ABRAHAM
Five...four...three...

Abraham counts down the “Two” and the “One,” using just 
his fingers. A light turns Green and Locke is live.

LOCKE
Good morning my fellow countrymen. Last 
night, this government, here at Camp 
David, entered into negotiations with 
four of the twelve nuclear powers. Our 
hope was to sign a nuclear proliferation 
treaty. Our hope was to lead the world to 
total nuclear disarmament. Unfortunately, 
things did not go as planned. 

Locke hesitates, weighing his next words.

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. LIMO - MORNING

Kuzkin watches Locke fidget on the limo’s TV.
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KUZKIN
The hell are you doing, John?

INTERCUT WITH:

INT. HELEN PIERS CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Piers also intent on Locke’s speech.

LOCKE (ON TV)
I’m sorry...

Locke takes a long drink of water. Composes himself.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
I wish to speak directly to the Iranian 
people. Last night’s nuclear talks bore 
no fruit. But not for the reasons you 
think. People of Iran, I have shocking 
news. Last night, your president, Asad Al-
Libi, asked my administration for 
sanctuary as a protest against your 
system of government. He’s defecting.

Nikolai’s face drops.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Defecting to make a statement. To tell 
the world that the Ayatollah denied him 
the negotiating power needed to reach an 
arms agreement. And as President, I have 
agreed to provide him with shelter. For 
now, he desires privacy, but he has 
assured me that he will step forward to 
explain his actions when he feels it is 
time. I hope that this reminds all of us 
that we are citizens of the world first - 
global stewards of each other. Thank you, 
and God bless all of our nations, great 
and small.

Locke looks to Abraham, who cuts the camera.

ABRAHAM
(shocked)

We’re cut.

Locke nods, leans back, considers what he’s just done. He 
looks to a TV screen and sees the shocked face of a 
REPORTER outside of Camp David. Exactly the reaction he 
was hoping for.
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INT. COMMAND ROOM, SITE R - MORNING

The television monitors broadcasts TV reports from around 
the globe. Everyone is incredulous.

WOLF BLITZER
I want to know what this means - does the 
Iranian Constitution provide any cover 
for their President defecting? I suppose 
the Shah left Iran, but he was a King, 
not a President.

On another channel.

GEORGE STEPHANOPOLOUS
The Shah left Iran in the 70s, it seems 
that President Al-Libi has also left.

On another channel, Locke’s opponent, Senator Esposa, 
chimes in.

SENATOR ESPOSA (ON TV)
I have calls into the White House and the 
Iranian embassy. Nobody has answers. 
Nobody can even verify that the Iranian 
President is missing. Someone had better 
clear all of this up...

Suddenly, the news cuts to the REAL AL-LIBI, speaking from 
his private jet.

AL-LIBI (ON THE TV)
...Let me be clear. I left Camp David, 
not Iran. President Locke insulted our 
nation by demanding that we sacrifice 
weapon systems critical to our survival. 
His defection story is at once ridiculous 
and delusional - an invention by an 
unstable man in an attempt to humiliate 
me. I would urge the American electorate 
to ask themselves - do you really want 
this man to lead your country?

INT. AL-LIBI’S PRIVATE JET - CONTINUOUS

A CAMERA MAN says - 

CAMERA MAN 
(in Farsi)

We’re cut, sir.

Al-Libi slumps - his phony bravado gone. Nervous, he turns 
to an AIDE, holding an air phone.
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AIDE
It’s the Ayatollah, Mr. President. He 
says he has some questions for you.

Al-Libi takes the phone. His voice cracks.

AL-LIBI (INTO THE PHONE)
Your Holiness? Let me explain.

INT. OREN STAVI’S CABIN - DAY

Locke turns off the TV, looks to Oren.

LOCKE
Fire Lion is all yours.

STAVI
Israel thanks you, Mr. President.

EXT. GATES, CAMP DAVID - DAY

The entire Iranian Delegation is piled into a Jeep, ready 
to leave Camp David. Locke addresses them, specifically 
Omid, the translator.

LOCKE
You all saw what happened here last 
night. Your leader lied and deceived you 
in an attempt to agitate war. He failed. 
But you would all do well to remember 
that your President is still alive and in 
full control of the Iranian punitive 
system. If you choose to talk about any 
of this, I won’t stop you. But I cannot 
say the same for your President. 

Omid nods, translates to the Iranians. It’s clear on their 
faces that they won’t say a word.

EXT. HELEN PIERS CABIN - DAY

Piers watches the Iranian delegation exit from her porch. 
Behind her, SEVERAL AIDES exit her lodge, their luggage in 
hand. Several golf carts approach, guarded by the marines. 
Locke drives the cart in the center. Off Piers’ silence.

LOCKE
Hop in.
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INT. CART - DAY

Locke drives toward a nearby field where several new Sea 
King helicopters sit, waiting to whisk Locke and Piers 
back to Washington DC and Dulles Airport respectively.

LOCKE
Thank God we found that bomb.

PIERS
Yes. Thank God. Thank God for MI6.

Locke eyes Piers. She’s a bit stand-offish for such a near 
disaster.

LOCKE
You OK?

PIERS
Yes, it’s just that...

(mad)
You lied on national TV. You just 
committed political suicide. You’ll never 
win reelection. How could you do that?

LOCKE
It was easy. I shamed Al-Libi into 
surfacing. The Ayatollah will never allow 
another nuke to leave Fire Lion - not 
when he knows that Al-Libi tricked him 
into losing the first one.

PIERS
We were at the brink of war. The world 
will never know you just sacrificed your 
presidency to stop it. 

LOCKE
I was a spy long before being president. 
I’m used to being ignored.

(beat)
It wasn’t Bernie, Helen.

Locke holds up the gold pen with the knife and microphone. 
Piers looks at the recording device.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Kuzkin provided Fire Lion with a 
miniaturization design. He was also 
hiding the transmitter. Bernie caught him 
on tape, and Kuzkin killed him for it.

Piers looks to the gold pen.
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PIERS
Jesus. So what are you going to do?

LOCKE
Nothing.

PIERS
Nothing?

LOCKE
We beat him. He lost. We’re not going to 
war. There’s nothing else to be done.

PIERS
But Bernie was your friend.

LOCKE
He was also a CIA man. He played the 
shadow-game quite well himself, it’s 
fitting that he died in it. If I 
retaliate, his death would be in vain.

They stop at the helicopters. Locke stares at Piers a 
moment longer, studying her.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
On the tape, Kuzkin accused Bernie of 
sneaking Calico into Camp David - meaning 
Kuzkin didn’t. 

(beat)
Bernie didn’t either. But your people 
were here a week ahead of time, making 
sure that your cabin was secure.

Piers goes absolutely cold at the implicit accusation. 

PIERS
And they were secure. Al-Libi’s double 
was assassinated. Not me.

(leaning in)
It will never be me.

A dramatic beat. Then Piers climbs out. Locke leans over.

LOCKE
Helen.

She turns.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
We’re allies. As President, there isn’t 
much I can do. But when I’m not 
President, it’ll be a different story.

108.



She pales a bit, then heads for the helicopter. As Locke 
watches her Sea King RISE INTO THE AIR, Ramsey approaches.

LOCKE (CONT’D)
Calico?

RAMSEY
We’re still looking, sir.

As Locke considers Ramsey’s words, we hear HAIL TO THE 
CHIEF being played by a marching band, and -

EXT. UNITED STATES CAPITOL - DAY

Inaugural Festivities are in full swing. The CROWD IS 
HUGE. Locke stares at it from the Capitol, unsure of how 
to approach this. To his right, Ramsey nods, saying:

RAMSEY
They’re ready.

Locke walks down the corridor, and out to -

EXT. PATIO, UNITED STATES CAPITOL - DAY

He meets his opponent, DANIEL ESPOSA and DANIEL’S WIFE. 
The two shake hands before the ROARING CROWD, and Locke 
whispers:

LOCKE
Good luck, Mr. President.

He turns to the crowd, waves, and makes his exit. He meets 
Casey on his way to a grass field, where Limo One waits to 
take him for his last ride onboard Marine One.

INT. LIMO ONE - DAY

Casey looks to Locke, who is staring at Daniel Esposa, the 
new president, through his open window.

CASEY
You okay?

LOCKE
I’m okay.

CASEY
Does this mean I can go to the mall 
without the thug with the gun?
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Casey nods to Ramsey, sitting up front.

LOCKE
I don’t know, what do you think, Pete?

RAMSEY
Not a good idea, sir.

As Casey huffs, sinking back into her seat, she takes 
Locke’s hand into hers. 

CASEY
If I could’ve, I would’ve voted for you.

Locke looks to his daughter, a small smile on his face.

LOCKE
Then between you and me, I’m glad that 
you couldn’t. 

Casey cocks an eyebrow - he wanted to lose? As the limo 
drives away, toward Marine One for Locke’s last helicopter 
flight, we hear Daniel Esposa’s acceptance speech:

DANIEL
...and together, with our friends and 
allies around the globe, I promise you 
this: we will usher in a new age of peace 
- one out of the shadows of the past - 
where together, we will finally shirk the 
shroud of mistrust and political 
brinkmanship, where we will come together 
as not one nation, but one world, under 
God.

LOCKE
(to himself)

Good luck.

Locke rolls up his window.

EXT. CAFE, DUBAI - DAY

An exotic cafe. Calico sits in the corner, pretending to 
read a newspaper. The headline reads:

HUGE GAS EXPLOSION AT STADIUM KILLS HUNDREDS IN TEHRAN

Calico watches the CROWD. Finally, SHEIKH IMAN RAHMANI 
appears, the same man we saw in the intro. 
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Calico points his camera at him - takes a picture. Almost 
instantaneously, Sheikh Iman’s information starts 
scrolling across the camera’s LED screen. We see the 
Sheikh’s entire life, from birth until present, and every 
bank account password he owns. 

Calico slips the camera back into his pocket, pulls out a 
few bills to pay and freezes. On the bill, written in 
English, we see a bible verse: John 8:32.

Calico’s gaze flies around the cafe, but all he sees are 
Arab faces - Locke isn’t anywhere to be found. 

Calico sweats, but abnormally. His throat suddenly 
constricts - his heart thunders - his gaze flies back to 
his Turkish coffee - the cup is empty.

He drank the entire thing.

Poison.

Dying, Calico shoves out from his chair, stumbles past 
PATRONS, bursts outside -

EXT. CAFE, DUBAI - NIGHT

Where he stumbles face-first into a JOGGER.

JOGGER
Whoa. Sorry there, pal. Hey, are you ok?

Calico gawks at the Jogger. It’s... 

CALICO
...Locke--

It’s also Calico’s last word. He gags. His heart pounding 
wildly. Locke slips his hand into Calico’s pocket, steals 
back the camera with Locke’s chip. Then shouts...

LOCKE
Help! I think he’s having a heart attack!

A COUPLE OF COPS turn toward them, and we see Ramsey 
keeping careful watch a short distance away.

INT. HOTEL - DAY

Locke arrives back at his hotel, followed by Ramsey and 
SEVERAL OTHER SECRET SERVICE AGENTS. He enters his hotel 
room, finds Casey on the bed reading Dubai tourist books. 
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CASEY
Hey, it says they have the best lamb 
kabob in the world here. Hungry?

LOCKE
Starving. 

CASEY
Great. Give me five.

Casey hops up, hurries to the bathroom. Locke’s gaze goes 
to the TV where we see Helen Piers, welcoming Nikolai 
Kuzkin to London on an official diplomatic visit. 

LOCKE
Hey, I know you’ve never been to London. 
Want to swing through on our way home? 

CASEY (THROUGH THE 
BATHROOM DOOR)

Are you kidding me? I’d love it! You sure 
you won’t get bored though? You’ve been 
there a zillion times.

Locke pulls Calico’s camera from his pocket. 

LOCKE
I’ll find something to do.

He snaps a photograph of Piers and Kuzkin on the TV. As 
their private information spills across the camera’s LED 
screen, we...

CUT TO BLACK

THE END.
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