
“Criminal”

Cook/Weisberg

EXT/INT.  MEN’S CORRECTIONAL FACILITY - DAY

Low-slung brick buildings.  Dead winter grass.

An extraction TEAM, wearing body armor and carrying plastic 
shields, proceeds through the prison block.  Doors unlocked and 
locked.  

INT.  WARDEN’S OFFICE - SAME

The WARDEN, a harried man in his late 50’s, opens a file drawer 
for two Officers from the Special Activities Division of the 
Central Intelligence Agency.    

WARDEN
Just so wherever you’re taking him 
knows-- this is him.  His own drawer.

The Warden begins flopping files onto his desk-- 

WARDEN (cont’d)
There’s a reason...

Incident reports filled with pictures of unspeakable carnage:

WARDEN (cont’d)
Here.  Start here.  First incident we 
know of.  Shopping at Walmart in 
Tallahassee.  Bumped her cart into 
his... happens all the time... an 
accident... but this guy grabs a bottle 
of Tide and beats her to death.  Then 
keeps shopping.  Had no idea he’d done 
anything wrong.
 



X-CUT WITH

Inmates clear a path as the Extraction Team moves past common 
areas and down into the wing which houses solitary confinement.

To a door.  Once open, they descend a long staircase.  A longer 
corridor.

To another steel door-- this one with no key hole.  Once 
they’re in position, one of the Team mumbles into his walkie 
and the door descends into the floor revealing...

JERICO STUART.

He stands in the center of this cement grave-- all muscle and 
sinew.  A collar around his neck is attached to a thick wire 
leash bolted to the ceiling-- making it impossible for him to 
touch any of the walls.

WARDEN (V.O.)
One minute you think he’s sweet and 
harmless-- this is what was left of a 
prison Trustee who served him cold 
mashed potatoes.  I have no way to 
discipline him-- you can’t punish 
someone who doesn’t understand they did 
anything wrong.  Got no understanding 
of society.  How people are supposed to 
behave.  

The floor is concave, with a hole in the center-- like a large 
toilet bowel.  Above him is an open chute, a video camera, and 
a shower head.  

Jerico may be 30.  He’s been in this room for the last 5 years 
and will remain here for the rest of his natural life.  

WARDEN (V.O.)
No impulse control-- no sense of 
proportion.  Unable to calculate the 
potential negative consequences of his 
actions.  A total lack of empathy for 
anybody or anything.  He feels nothing-- 
no hatred-- no love-- 

The LEADER of the extraction crew lowers his visor:

LEADER
Jerico.

Jerico's head swivels toward the cluster of men.  As if their 
presence doesn’t surprise him-- 

JERICO
Haircut day?
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Suddenly, there’s a RUMBLE.  The already tense men flinch.  
Jerico grins:

JERICO (cont’d)
Lunch!

Jerico runs half-way around the circumference of the "bowl", 
his leash whipping overhead.  In mid-stride he catches a 
cardboard box that’s dropped through the chute above.  Rips it 
open: two desiccated hot dogs, no buns, and a carton of milk.

As Jerico wolfs down his meal, we realize that 3 fingers on his 
left hand are dysmorphic.  Permanently clenched.  Clawed.  
Useless.

LEADER
You gotta come with us.  

JERICO
I can’t.

Jerico LUNGES toward the cluster of Guards-- his leash snapping 
taut. 

JERICO (cont’d)
(grins)

I got a chain around my neck.

The Leader signals to one of his men, who raises an air pistol. 
PFFFT.  A dart hits Jerico.  

JERICO (cont’d)
You know you gonna need two of these.

The men look at each other-- the Leader nods.  Another dart 
fires-- hitting Jerico in the middle of his back.  

Enraged, like a rabid dog, unable to reach the dart, Jerico 
begins running in a mad circle around the edge of his “bowl”... 
until finally the drugs kick in and he sags against the collar.

The extraction Team moves fast now.  Dog collar off.  Straight 
jacket on.  Leg shackles.  Then they fireman carry him out of 
the block. 

INT.  CHOPPER.  FLYING - MOMENTS LATER

The Two intelligence Officers, BOYNTON and GREENSLEEVES, ride 
in the rear of the chopper.

Sandwiched between them, strapped to a gurney, Jerico awakens.  
Straight jacket.  Legs shackled.  Hey!  They’re flying!  

Boynton holds a clipboard in front of Jerico's face:
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BOYNTON
Read and sign.

Realizing the prisoner’s hands are tied, Greensleeves scrawls 
Jerico’s signature.

GREENSLEEVES
He signed.

(to Jerico)
Not even curious?

Jerico’s gaze turns toward the window-- a swath of warm 
sunlight bathes his face-- a feeling he hasn't had for years.

JERICO
This is nice.

Super over: 4 days ago.

AMSTERDAM.  

Away from the picturesque canals, a down and dirty kebab shop.

JAN STROOK, in his late 20’s, hair like Jesus, emerges with his 
takeaway lunch of schwarma and chips.  Eating out of the greasy 
bag, he strolls back toward the squat where he lives and works.

EXT/INT.  THE SQUAT - LATER

A building covered with graffiti.  Nearby storefronts boarded.  
Kids lounge in the stairwells.

Jan reaches the top level-- mattresses on the floor; space 
heaters; hot plate; microwave... and high end computer servers.  

Guys and girls-- all about Jan’s age, face computer screens 
blazing with raw code.  They’re throwing logic bombs at secure 
sites-- looking for chinks in the armor.

Hackers working toward a new world order.  Part of an an 
anarchist group called 1WORLD1.

Jan settles at his workstation-- his laptop rigged to  four 
stacked screens.  For this guy, the bloom is off the rose-- the 
free drugs and free pussy has gotten old.  He wishes he’d just 
taken the corporate path.  He’d be driving a Porsche by now.

He doesn’t even glance at his computer screens-- finishing his 
snack.  

Code is blistering across them-- on one... a message is 
blinking.  “SSBN 743 authentication accepted”. 
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Suddenly interested, Jan CLICKS...

INT.  SSBN LOUISIANA.  COMMAND DECK - SAME

A nuclear submarine at depth.  A full watch on duty.  Computer 
screens are BLINKING OFF.  Black.  Alarmed Officers alert the 
Captain...

X-CUT WITH JAN STROOK’S MONITORS

The SAME computer screens that just blinked off-- are NOW ON 
HIS SCREENS.

Jan stops mid-munch.  Curious, he highlights a missile silo.  
Clicks it.  It turns red.    

WEAPONS DECK.

A missile is hydraulically raised into its firing tube.  
Sailors realize-- they have a hot bird.  Instantly on the phone 
as LIGHTS begin flashing.

COMMAND DECK.

Officers scramble, feverishly attempting to regain control of 
the most powerful killing vehicle the world has ever known.

JAN STROOK.

His heart is racing.  His schematic shows the missile in its 
tube.  Fire sequence initiated.

A dialogue box opens requesting: COORDINATES.

Jan drops his schwarma.  He yanks the cable on his laptop-- 
disconnecting himself from the servers-- instantly his screens 
go black.

COMMAND DECK.

They’ve regained their screens-- control of their systems.  

The Missile is UNLOADED from its tube... 

Relief leads to consternation.  What the fuck was that!?

JAN STROOK.

A man who just pulled the winning lotto ticket, he tucks his 
laptop into his messenger bag and walks out of the Squat saying 
nothing to nobody.

Super Over: 3 Days Ago
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STREETS OF AMSTERDAM.

Four in the morning.  Two bread trucks roll through empty 
streets.  They slow but don’t stop as heavily armed commandos 
wearing street clothes roll out, led by FITZ COLE.  A muscled 
veteran of hot zones.  He turns to his boss:

FITZ COLE
You’ll have ten minutes before the 
locals show an interest.

He’s talking to the last guy off the truck.  BILL POPE. 

In his mid 30’s, this guy looks like he could run for President 
one day.  Groton.  Georgetown.  Rhodes Scholar.  He could’ve 
written his own ticket but chose the CIA.  

UPSTAIRS.

The hit squad crashes through the door of the loft.  It’s fast.  
It’s silent.  Scared kids zip-cuffed face down.

BILL POPE
Tag everyone.

The Commandos use digital DNA analyzers-- inserting probes into 
the mouths or nostrils of their reluctant captives-- we HEAR a 
vacuum sound as the analyzer sucks up a miniscule amount of 
DNA.  The machines make an instant comparison with a DNA map in 
its memory.

A young female officer with a page-boy haircut, MARTA LYNCH, 
waves a scanner across the servers... the feedback tells her  
to follow a bundle of wires to an abandoned work station.  Jan 
Strook’s cluster of monitors.

MARTA LYNCH
Here.

Marta plugs in the baddest laptop you ever saw.  As she works, 
a tiny green light appears on one of Strook’s screens. 

MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
Bill.  He’s watching.

Pope comes over to the monitors.  Staring into the green  
light:

BILL POPE
Hagbard?   

Hundred dollar bills begin raining down across the screen.

Followed by a GIF of a nuclear explosion-- on a loop-- over and 
over.
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MARTA LYNCH
That’s not Hagbard.  This guy is 
selling out.  It’s a ransom demand.

This is good news.  Bill stares into the green light.

BILL POPE
Whatever you want.  Wherever you want.

Bill turns his phone toward the green light.

BILL POPE (cont’d)
My number.  Let’s do this thing before 
Hagbard gets on you.

The green light flashes off.

EXT/INT.  SIBERIE COFFEE HOUSE - SAME

Overlooking Brewers’ Canal is a 20 year old pot shop.  Cracked 
leather, dim lights, Turkish coffee.  Sitting in an overstuffed 
chair in the window is Jan Strook.

He’s transferring an encrypted key string from his laptop to a 
USB stick.  

This is now the trigger mechanism.  

Undoing his belt, we see there’s a hidden compartment inside 
the buckle.  Jan conceals the stick in the buckle.

He walks into the kitchen and drops his laptop into the deep 
fryer-- the moment the electronics hit the hot oil... it 
crackles, pops.  Black smoke belches as it melts.  That’s one 
dead laptop.

He sends a text message to Bill Pope and walks out.  

BY THE CANAL.

Jan unlocks a bicycle... HEARS the sound of loud motorcycles.  
Looking across the Canal, he SEES two rice rockets flanking two 
black sedans.  Going fast.  

Then they’ve made him.  The trailing sedan SCREECHES to a stop.  
BACKS UP FAST... the lead sedan and the motorcycles are heading 
to a bridge to cross over.

These guys are 1WORLD1 internal security-- screaming to each 
other in Dutch.  

SHIT!  Jan leaps on a bicycle and pedals into an alley.  
Narrow.  Cobbled.  Shops clustered tight together.  Behind-- 
the motorcycles enter-- spraying late night partyers in their 
wake.
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Jan ducks behind a passing trolley-- grabs hold at an open 
window-- surfing alongside.  

A sedan-- coming from the opposite direction swerves right at 
him.

Jan pulls himself-- torquing his legs up in the air as the 
sedan SIDESWIPES the trolley, demolishing the bike right 
beneath him.

Jan leaps clear and runs into the red light district.  

THE OLD CHURCH.

At the periphery of the red light district, the 1WORLD1 sedans 
and rice rockets converge-- parking in the church square.

The Security team runs to pursue Jan.  Led by a transgender. 
Tall, beefy.  Wearing a wig and a dress.  On his radio 
directing the pursuit in a deep man’s voice.  This is ELSA 
MUELLER.

EXT.  RED LIGHT DISTRICT - SAME

The only place in Amsterdam that’s wide-awake and partying.  
Jan is trying to make himself disappear in a grand bazaar of 
whores.  Semi-clad women pose in windows bathed in red light.  
Some of these windows face the street-- most face an interior 
jumble of intersecting hallways and levels. 

Jan ducks into the indoor maze.  Narrow.  Dizzying.  Neon.  
Busting through curtains and closed doors-- knocking people 
over-- looking for an escape.  

Behind Jan-- his Pursuers use CLUBS on Bouncers stationed at 
the entrance... SCREAMING follows their intrusion into this 
otherwise peaceful den of iniquity.

We SEE Jan struck across his back-- falling over a railing to 
the level below and scrambling... toward the rear of the 
complex where he’s trapped.

But the cavalry is here.  Greensleeves.  One of Bill Pope’s 
squad: 

GREENSLEEVES
Your ride’s waiting down there.

He opens curtains-- heaves Strook out the second story window.  
Closes the curtains.  Stands there.

Just then Elsa appears-- stares at Greensleeves.  Where’s Jan!?  
Elsa moves on-- continuing to hunt.
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CANAL BELOW.

Jan plummets-- crashing through the glass roof of a berthed 
tourist boat in the canal.

Bill Pope and Fitz Cole roar up the canal in a speedboat... 

Pope spots Jan, bloody, staggering across the deck of the 
tourist boat.  Pope pulls alongside.

BILL POPE
Get in.

From the building above we HEAR gunshots.  Fitz returns fire.  
Jan leaps across and Bill pulls away.

BILL POPE (cont’d)
Give me one reason I shouldn’t kill you  
right now?

JAN STROOK
I posted a poison-pill in the cloud.  
If I don’t issue a command every 72 
hours a missile will fly.  Random 
target.  I want money for a new life.  
A new identity... then I give you 
everything.  Something happens to me-- 

Jan gestures-- emulating a mushroom cloud.

They’re interrupted by another SPEEDBOAT surging toward them 
from an intersecting canal.

Bill throws down the throttle as we weave through the canals of 
Amsterdam.  Under bridges-- careening tight turns.

Shots FIRED from behind.  Fitz FIRES-- hitting their gas tank 
causing an EXPLOSION.  But ANOTHER speedboat cuts around it...

Bill is on a long straight-away... glancing up to the street... 
he sees a LORRY-- running parallel to him. 

Up ahead, a BOAT RAMP.  As Jan SCREAMS-- Bill veers directly 
toward it.  The boat flies up the ramp-- AIRBORNE... and INTO 
the rear of the moving lorry. 

Marta slams the rear doors and they disappear into the city.

EXT.  RED LIGHT DISTRICT - LATER

1WORLD1 Security Guys sit handcuffed at the curb.  Local Cops 
take statements from the prostitutes.  

Elsa Mueller has avoided arrest.  Approaching him-- out of the 
crowd of looky-loos-- is a man on a bicycle.  Front basket 
filled with bread.
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Mueller lowers his gaze as the biker nears.  He’s in his 40’s.  
Looks like a lean health food freak.  A man we’ll come to know 
as HAGBARD.

HAGBARD
Maybe if you still had some balls we 
wouldn’t be in this mess.

EXT.  AIRFIELD.  OUTSIDE AMSTERDAM - LATER

The Lorry idles next to a waiting jet.  Engines whine.  Pope 
leads Jan toward the plane where the rest of Pope’s team waits.

Jan stops.  Looking at all these strange faces.  He’s nervous.  

JAN STROOK
(to Pope)

Just you and me.  I deal with nobody 
else.  

As Bill considers his options.

JAN STROOK (cont’d)
You know who we’re up against.

Bill indicates Fitz...

BILL POPE
My baby sitter comes with us... you’re 
not worth dying for.

INT.  JET - MINUTES LATER

Pope, Strook, and Fitz are strapping in.  They HEAR over the 
intercom:

PILOT
We’ve been delayed.  Customs wants to 
check the manifest.

An understandably paranoid Jan Strook practically jumps out of 
his seat.

JAN STROOK
NO!  Take off.  Just do it.  Get us out 
of here.  That’s not Customs.  It’s 
Hagbard.

Pope goes up to the cockpit--

BILL POPE
We take off.  

PILOT
And I lose my license?

"Criminal"                           Cook/Weisberg     10.



Pope presses a gun to the Pilot’s head.

BILL POPE
Yes.

The jet throttles... and we’re UP.

BILL POPE (cont’d)
Change of flight plan.

INT.  ANOTHER PLANE.  AN AIRBUS - LATER

Hagbard is in a much better private Jet.  Elsa Mueller and a 
full contingent of 1WORLD1 security.

Hagbard manipulates a tabletop screen-- like an enormous iPad.

We see the logo of the Central Intelligence Agency and realize 
he’s in their system.  Photos and dossiers on Bill Pope and 
Fitz Cole.  And he’s listening to a phone call from Pope’s 
plane:

BILL POPE (PHONE)
(to Langley)

We’re going to bring him in through 
Philly.  Clear the safe house at the 
Georgetown address.  

Super Over:  Yesterday 

EXT/INT.  TUMI LUGGAGE STORE.  GEORGETOWN MALL - DAY

On heightened alert, Bill Pope enters the luggage store.  

A SALESMAN approaches.

BILL POPE
My wife was in last week and ordered a  
T-Tek duffel in yellow.  Has it come in 
yet?

Other customers enter and exit the shop... idly shopping. 

SALESMAN
We were only able to locate a red one, 
sir.  

The Salesman pulls a red duffel from underneath the counter.  
Pope unzips it.  Inside-- stacked with bundles of hundred 
dollar bills and a U.S. passport.

BILL POPE
She’s going to be disappointed.
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The Salesman notices a man gazing in through the window.

SALESMAN
Friend of yours?

Pope glances.  Fuck.  

BILL POPE
Is there a back way out?

SALESMAN
Through the stockroom.  Your receipt.

IN THE STOCKROOM.

Three of Hagbard’s men wait... listening to the exchange out 
front.

POPE.

As Pope takes the receipt, he realizes that the word “NO” is 
written on it.

The Salesman’s eyes flick to the video surveillance bubble over 
the counter.

Pope grabs the duffel and runs out the front. 

INT.  WASHINGTON D.C. SUBWAY - LATER

Bill Pope.  On a train pulling into Dupont Circle.  He’s  
scanning the faces around him.  

He makes eye contact with a beefy “woman”.  It’s Elsa from 
Amsterdam.

The doors open.  Pope bolts.  Up the escalator-- dialing his 
phone.  We notice that he DOES NOT have the duffel.

BILL POPE (CELLPHONE)
They’re all over me.  Three teams 
switching off.  I stashed the money.  I 
need an interdict location.      

Behind him, Elsa and another man push their way up the 
escalator after him.

Pope emerges into Dupont Circle and jumps into a cab.

TAXI-CAB.

Pope listens... relays an address to the DRIVER...

BILL POPE (cont’d)
1500 Half Street.  South West.  It’s a 
cement factory.  And not too fast. 
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The driver punches the address into the Nav and drives.

DUPONT CIRCLE.

Elsa-- standing curbside-- is on his phone...

ELSA MUELLER
DC Cab.  License number...

INT.  THE CAB - SAME

Pope is watching the rear window.  Two SUV’s are jumping around 
slower traffic-- gaining on the cab.  He makes a call:

BILL POPE (CELLPHONE)
They’re on me.  Two cars.

A Voice on the other end of the phone:

VOICE (PHONE)
Welcome party rolling.

EXT.  CEMENT FACTORY.  1500 HALF STREET, S.W. - LATER

Vans pull to a halt at the gates of a cement factory.  CIA 
Operators pour out.  The vans pull away.  The Operators melt 
into the cement factory... setting a trap. 

EXT/INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

This is a red, white and blue double decker tourist bus.  But 
this particular bus isn’t going to the Lincoln Memorial.

The top is open-- sitting above, “enjoying” the view, is a 
motley collection of expressionless killers-- all decked out 
like ordinary tourists.  We might see that they are armed.

Below decks, the windows are blacked out.  It’s been 
transformed into a mobile command and control center.  
Computers.  Satellite links.  Weapons.  Etc.

All overseen by Hagbard who sits at his touch table on which he 
brings up the Cab Driver’s Nav-- and reprograms it.  Child’s 
play.

INT.  THE CAB - SAME

The Cabbie’s NAV blinks and a new route is set-- unnoticed by 
the Driver.

They’re on the Southwest Freeway.  Pope glances behind.  The 
pursuit vehicles are still on them.
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Instead of turning off at South Capital Street, the Cabbie 
blithely follows the instructions on his Nav... keeps going 
straight onto M street S.E. which is a one lane access road 
squeezed between the freeway and the Anacostia River.

BILL POPE
Is this Half Street?

Glancing at his Nav:

DRIVER
Must be.  But I don’t see no cement 
factory.

Suddenly they’re at a dead end-- with only a vacant lot to 
their right.  A bait shack.  A shitty broken down marina.

And in the lot... the tourist bus.  

The SUVs have the cab pinned in from behind.    

Pope hasn’t trapped them.  They’ve trapped him.  

Men get out of the SUVs.  A bullet shatters the Cab’s 
windshield.  The Driver instantly dead.

Pope ducks down-- removes the sim card from his phone and 
destroys it.  Then he’s dragged from the cab...

EXT.  CEMENT FACTORY - LATER

Bill Pope never showed at the designated location.  The 
Operators who had set up the trap are now milling out in the 
open drinking coffee.  Several Government vehicles.

Working his phone is QUAKER WELLS... early 50’s.  He’s been 
through the wars with the scars to prove it.  Not much rattles 
him.  He’s Bill Pope’s section chief at CIA.  

And then he gets word... the vehicles are all mobile.

EXT/INT.  BAIT SHACK - LATER

The tourist bus is gone.  In the bait shack, cages filled with 
live crickets.  Gnat repellent.  Tubs of green worms.  Tackle.  
A cooler full of ice.

And a tank holding briny water.  Several thousand crayfish feed 
on Bill Pope’s open wounds.  The man was tortured and horribly 
killed. 

Quaker Wells, Greensleeves and Marta-- all deeply shaken.
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QUAKER WELLS
We mourn later.  We have to find the 
rabbit before Hagbard does.

GREENSLEEVES
Unless it’s too late.  Unless Bill gave 
him up.

MARTA LYNCH
He’d never do that.  

QUAKER WELLS
Our Dutchman’s somewhere in D.C. 
waiting for Billy to show up with the 
ransom money.  Retrace every move he  
would’ve made... every place he 
would’ve gone.  Where did he ditch the 
money?  Where did he hide the Dutchman?  
Get into his head, people.

INT.  CAFETERIA.  MEDICAL COMPLEX - SAME

Jan Strook-- wearing a white lab coat, is in the basement 
cafeteria of a medical research facility.

Eating off a tray, he’s surrounded by similarly clad 
researchers, doctors, and grad students.

He’s got books in front of him.  Pretending to be studying.  
But he’s staring at the wall clock-- seething.

Why are they fucking with him?  Why is Pope awol?  

He’s going to have to prove he’s serious.  

Heading out, he deftly snags a backpack from under a chair.

INT.  OFFICE - MINUTES LATER

In a top floor office-- windows overlook the medical campus of 
Georgetown University.  

Jan pulls a laptop out of the backpack-- boots it...

Undoing his belt, he removes the thumb drive hidden in the  
buckle and plugs it into the laptop’s port.

We SEE code flashing.  We SEE maps.  A counter.  It doesn’t 
take him longer than 30 seconds...
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INT.  THE WHITE HOUSE - SAME

We’re in the office of National Security Advisor, a brusque 
Southerner named RUSS DEANE.

With him is ADMIRAL DEKE LANCE, Director of Clandestine 
Services, CIA.  In his 60’s.  Ex-Navy.  

ADMIRAL LANCE
Total cluster fuck.

RUSS DEANE
Why was Pope bringing him in solo?

ADMIRAL LANCE
Strook was paranoid we were going to 
ram an electric prod up his ass to get 
him to close the wormhole.  

RUSS DEANE
In retrospect, that may have been the 
right move.

(beat)
How hard can it be to find a Dutchman?

ADMIRAL LANCE
Harder than you’d think.  

RUSS DEANE
And we believe this poison pill 
scenario?  That a missile’s going to 
fly every 72 hours?

ADMIRAL LANCE
We’re not sure.  But we’ve thrown up a 
new firewall and put the Louisiana at 
depth-- no signal can reach her.

Deane’s phone rings... after a moment he hangs up.

RUSS DEANE
You should’ve put ‘em all at depth.  
The Ohio!

The two men are on the move-- out into a hallway... down 
backstairs... and into the situation room.

EXT/INT.  ABOARD SSBN OHIO.  NEAR HAWAII - SAME

Controlled panic.  The Captain orders the ship into a full dive 
as the Fire Deck tries to regain command of their systems.

Voices ricocheting across the deck:

CAPTAIN
Shut that tube down!  

"Criminal"                           Cook/Weisberg     16.



OTHER VOICES
Missile is armed, sir!
What are the firing coordinates?    
Random, sir!                      
Random!? 
Tube pressurized!  

An intercontinental Ballistic Missile FIRES.  

It plows up through the water like a breaching whale... 

Bursting above the surface-- its primary thrusters ignite as it 
sears into the night sky spewing orange flame.

INT.  SITUATION ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Deane and Lance are tracking the shot-- on an open line with 
Missile Command at Norad.  Many voices.  

The missile reaches apogee...    

RUSS DEANE
Trajectory? 

NORAD
Indian Ocean.

EXT.  INDIAN OCEAN - CONTINUOUS

We watch the missile streak like an asteroid down... down.. 
down...

Slamming into empty ocean.  A nuclear detonation.  

Mushroom cloud rising.

INT.  SITUATION ROOM - SAME

Stunned silence.  They know they were lucky this time... but 
this shit is REAL!

Deane turns to Admiral Lance:

RUSS DEANE
I thought we had 72 hours.

ADMIRAL LANCE
The game has changed.
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INT.  OVAL OFFICE - LATER

Deane and the Admiral brief the PRESIDENT-- standing around the 
perimeter are various Chiefs of Staff.

RUSS DEANE
We’re announcing that the detonation in 
the Indian Ocean was a Pakistani 
underwater nuclear test.

PRESIDENT
India will go ape-shit.

Fuck.  This could mean a war.

PRESIDENT (cont’d)
Can’t we just pull the plug on all the 
fire/control systems on our submarines?  

Another MILITARY guy speaks up:

MILITARY
Systems are specifically designed to 
prevent that to thwart sabotage.

ADMIRAL LANCE
The Navy has moved three of our fish 
into friendly ports to offload the 
missiles.  The rest are being put at 
maximum depth-- no signal should be 
able to reach them.  

PRESIDENT
No signal “should” reach them-- or no 
signal “can” reach them?

There’s silence.

MILITARY
There’s a difference of opinion on 
that.  

PRESIDENT
How reassuring.  

(turns to Admiral Lance)
And this Hagbard--?

ADMIRAL LANCE
Real name: Karl Koch.  One of the 
founding members of the Chaos Computer 
Club.  The guys who invented hacking.  
Got involved with espionage and was 
found burned to death in a forest in 
Lower Saxony.  Except he wasn’t.  Last 
year we believe he was responsible for 
destroying China’s Xian Bing-3 
satellite surveillance system. 
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A computer screen plays a YouTube video... a younger Hagbard:

HAGBARD (VIDEO)
I have never sought power.  I have 
sought to disperse power, to set men 
and women free.  Everybody's free. 
But government’s job is to cloud that 
truth.  And turn it on its head.  To 
tell you that your freedom can only be 
found in them-- protected by them.  The 
power of the few who enslave the many.  
To bind you to your job through fear of 
its loss.  Fear is the first step of 
slavery.  They give you the illusion of 
freedom while keeping you in their 
chains. 

(beat)
Governments must fall in order for the 
spell to be broken. 

The VIDEO ends...

ADMIRAL LANCE
An anarchist in search of a new world 
order.  

PRESIDENT
In which he controls the nukes?

Silence in the room.

ADMIRAL LANCE
The Dutchman is out there somewhere 
waiting for Bill Pope.  He’s just shown 
us how annoyed he is at being kept 
waiting.  

PRESIDENT
Find him.  Before Hagbard does.

ADMIRAL LANCE
Yessir.  We’re trying to reconstruct 
the last hours of Pope’s life.  By 
whatever means necessary.

PRESIDENT
What does that mean exactly?

ADMIRAL LANCE
You don’t want to know.
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EXT/INT.  IARPA.  COLLEGE PARK, MARYLAND - LATER

The Intelligence Advanced Research Projects Agency is housed in 
an innocuous building with no signage.   

On the run, Quaker Wells leads Bill Pope’s body as it’s wheeled 
into a chilled laboratory.

Waiting-- DR. MICHAEL FRANKS, 35, a tightly wound 
neuroscientist and his research team.

DR. FRANKS
How long’s he been down?

QUAKER WELLS
Two hours.  

His guys heave the corpse from the gurney onto an operating 
table. 

Franks looks at Wells: 

DR. FRANKS
You’re not going to want to watch this.

QUAKER WELLS
He was one of mine.

Techs are already at work draining what’s left of Pope’s blood.

DR. FRANKS
Oxygenate and inject saline.  70 
degrees.

One of the TECHS blanches at the sight of Pope’s massacred 
flesh.  

TECH
He was tortured.

Franks and the Techs look at Wells who remains taciturn. 

DR. FRANKS 
Arterial pump.

A Tech jams a clamp at the base of Pope’s neck and hits a 
switch.  An engine whirs.

Saline solution geysers out his chest wounds.

DR. FRANKS (cont’d)
Stryker Saw.

The Techs look at him-- uncertain.  Franks grabs the 
oscillating saw.
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QUAKER WELLS
What’s your success rate with this?  
Give me a percentage.

DR. FRANKS
You need to leave.

Franks presses the saw against the back of the dead man’s 
spinal cord to remove the head.  

The saw WHINES as it chews-- spitting blood and bone.

Wells walks out. 

LATER.

Bill Pope’s brain, shrinkwrapped in plastic, is fed through a 
laser saw-- being sliced like prosciutto into microscopically 
thin sheets.  A robotic arm transfers each sheet to a scanning 
bed. 

Miniature diodes come to rest on the slice, delivering a small 
electric charge.  Even though this brain is clinically dead, 
the charge fires the neurons one last time-- allowing computers 
to map the neuronal topography of Bill Pope’s mind.  

They are literally “getting into his head”.

INT.  ANOTHER PART OF THE RESEARCH CENTER - SAME

Franks and his crew anxiously watch wall mounted screens 
displaying faces and matching medical profiles. 

A race against time.  The team works the phones... cutting 
through red tape.

One of the screens stops on a profile of an Afghan War Vet.  A 
scruffy GRAD STUDENT scans the medical history.

GRAD STUDENT
Concussion syndrome.  IED.  Treated at 
the VA in Atlanta. 

He hands a printout to Franks.

DR. FRANKS
Subdural hygroma.  Too much scarring.  

Franks tosses the printout aside and turns to Wells.

DR. FRANKS (cont’d)
Get me more candidates or we’re going 
to need to reset the search parameters.
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MARTA LYNCH
I’m thirty minutes away from clearance 
for Postal Employees.  It’s gotta be 
voluntary, though.

QUAKER WELLS
Fuck voluntary.

MARTA LYNCH
They have a Union.

BOYNTON
We got Federal prisons.

TECH
That’s gonna be a hotbed of sweet 
dendrites. 

The Tech sees Wells’s confusion...

TECH (cont’d)
Unformed stem cells of the brain.

DR. FRANKS
Our ideal candidate has Frontal Lobe 
Syndrome.  A malfunction caused by an 
insult to the brain-- some kind of 
trauma.  The frontal lobe remains in an 
undeveloped state.  

The computer renders another hit.  

GRAD STUDENT
Intracranial hemorrhage.  

DR. FRANKS
Arterial erosion.  Next.

On the screen is a mugshot.  JERICO STUART. 

DR. FRANKS (cont’d)
Breakdown.

Medical data spews... nobody speaks-- everyone scanning the 
information.  

Franks steps closer to the screen.  He’s searching for a 
medical reason to exclude this candidate... 

Super Over:  Now
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EXT.  IARPA RESEARCH FACILITY.  ROOFTOP - NIGHT

Chopper blades wind down.  The rear door opens.

Jerico glances out to see several Orderlies waiting.  We can 
see the fear in his eyes now.  Fear of the unknown.  Fear of 
these strangers all around him. 

JERICO
I want to go home.  

But he’s ignored.  His gurney is passed down to the Orderlies.  

As they spin him toward an open elevator, Jerico lifts his 
chained legs, encircling an Orderly’s neck, ankles lock.  
Torquing his body sideways, he slams the guy’s face against the 
edge of the gurney.  Blood gushes from a nasty gash. 

It takes three others to finally wrestle the Orderly free and 
throw straps around Jerico's legs. 

OPERATING SUITE - MOMENTS LATER

Jerico is wheeled into the theatre where Dr. Franks is waiting 
with a syringe.

DR. FRANKS 
Jerico.  I’m Dr. Franks.  I’m going to 
take care of you.  Your medical history 
states you suffered a head trauma in 
childhood.  

Jerico responds with forthright honesty.

JERICO
Yessir.  It made me not right.

DR. FRANKS
Let me explain what's going on here-- 
we use theta waves to reprogram dormant 
neuro-dendrite clusters and--

JERICO
Doc-- my explaining is simpler: you 
hurt me... I hurt you worse.  Okay?

DR. FRANKS
(wary)

Okay...

Even though the man is strapped down, he scares the shit out of 
Franks.

Franks cautiously injects a sedative.  Jerico goes limp.  
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The gurney is slid underneath the spider-like operating arms 
which settle on Jerico’s forehead.  High-speed micro-drills 
penetrating his skull.  

CONTROL BOOTH OVERLOOKING THE OPERATING SUITE.

Two holographic images of two distinctly different brains 
appear to float in front Wells.  An eager-beaver TECH is  
anxious to impress:

TECH
Memory is nothing more than billions of 
electrical switches, like a computer.  
Patterns of neurons.  We’re going to 
reformat the frontal lobe in the target 
brain-- to exactly duplicate the neuron 
patterns from the donor.  And voila-- 
memory transfer.

Wells gives him a cold look.

QUAKER WELLS
Theoretically.

The Tech appraises Wells-- the Master Spook.

TECH 
You’re Covert, right?  My brother-in-
law, he was trying to get into-- 

Greensleeves suddenly appears-- a firm hand on the Tech’s 
elbow.

GREENSLEEVES
Why don’t we step away, sir.

Greensleeves leads him away from the boss.

Wells turns back to view the procedure.  Is this really their 
best hope?

Bundles of micron thin electrodes now protrude from the holes 
drilled in Jerico’s skull.  As the electrodes fire, stimulating 
his damaged frontal lobe, his face and jaw twitch and jerk 
involuntarily. 

EXT.  GEORGETOWN MEDICAL CAMPUS - NIGHT

Still wearing his white lab coat, an increasingly agitated Jan 
Strook wanders the University campus.  Hungry and out of money,   
he glances into the brightly lit Student Union.
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INT.  STUDENT UNION - CONTINUOUS

The perimeter walls are lined with food booths.  College clubs 
looking to sign up members are offering snacks.  

He approaches a booth where students are wearing military 
uniforms: ROTC

ROTC
Bowl of Chili?

As Jan scarfs it down...

ROTC (cont’d)
Ever thought of a career in the 
military?  We need medical 
professionals.

JAN STROOK
Fuck you.

And he walks on... hunting for more free food.  

Jan approaches the Chinese booth-- a pretty ASIAN GIRL holds up 
a pastry to draw him closer...

ASIAN GIRL
Lychee nut mille feuille?  Made by the 
China Club.  You’re going to like it.

While accepting the yummy-ness... Jan glances at all the other 
international flags draped around the room.

And he realizes...

Why does he have to sell to the Americans?  Who else might pay 
handsomely for the trigger?

INT.  IARPA.  POST OP. SUITE - NEXT DAY

White.  Antiseptic.  Jerico’s head is bandaged.

He wakes up with a start.  One wrist is cuffed to the bed rail.

A NURSE is bedside.  She hits a button to alert others.

Jerico’s head hurts so badly he can barely focus.  Pulls 
himself upright.  

NURSE
Please lie back down.

Jerico drops the Nurse with an elbow driven to her head.  

He staggers toward a mirror-- dragging the bed behind him.
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He tries to focus-- staring at himself in the mirror.  With his 
free hand he tears off the bandages-- revealing a series of 
tiny red welts on his forehead.

The door opens.  Wells-- and two beefy US Marshals.  He glances 
down at the Nurse who’s cradling her bleeding ear.

QUAKER WELLS
Out.

The Nurse scrambles out of the room as Dr. Franks enters-- 
approaches Jerico.

DR. FRANKS
Your head is going to hurt due to mild 
brain swelling.  But you’ll be fine.  
I'm going to give you a shot.  It's a 
vessel dilator.  It'll help your 
headache.

Franks reveals a syringe.  In a flash, Jerico catches Franks' 
wrist, twists it, and plunges the needle into the Doc's chest.

The Marshals instinctively make a move toward the inmate.

A very surprised and increasingly dizzy-looking Dr. Franks 
stands between them-- the needle still bobbing.

QUAKER WELLS
Take the Doctor out.

The US Marshals hesitate...

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Now.

They escort Franks out of the room, leaving Quaker alone with 
Jerico.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Do you remember who I am?  

Jerico is fixated on his left hand.  The fingers are no longer 
“clawed”.  They’re working.  What the fuck!?  How is this 
possible?  He wiggles them... his hand is completely normal.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Look at me!

Jerico gazes at Quaker-- like a child not wanting to disappoint 
a parent.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Do.  You.  Remember?

JERICO
Remember what, boss?
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Wells feels that maybe he’s getting somewhere.  He opens a 
folder.  Photographs.  Shows him Jan Strook. 

QUAKER WELLS
Jan Strook.  You flew him out of 
Holland.  

Nothing.  Wells shows photos of the squat in Amsterdam.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Remember this?  You were there.  
Hackers.  1WORLD1.  They work for 
Hagbard.  Jan Strook dug a wormhole 
into Raytheon’s fire and control 
systems--

Jerico just stares at the man like he’s talking Chinese.

JERICO
Wormhole?

Quaker thinks he’s getting somewhere...

QUAKER WELLS
He can launch missiles from our 
submarines... anywhere in the world... 
anytime he wants.

JERICO
Wormhole.

Jerico is fascinated by the word.  

QUAKER WELLS
Strook figure he’d struck it rich.  
Screwed Hagbard.  Tried to make a deal 
with us.  You and Fitzy picked him up 
in the canals...

Quaker shows surveillance shots of the boat chase...

FLASH.  Jerico’s head jerks... FAST SHOTS... the speedboat in 
the canal.

JERICO
What’s happening?

Quaker is staring hard at Jerico.  A glimmer.  

QUAKER WELLS
Do you remember?  Do you see it?  
Strook would only deal with you.  So 
you made the call.

He presses... laying down more photos...
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QUAKER WELLS (cont'd)
We backed off.  But we were there when 
you flew him into Philly.  Followed 
when you drove him down to D.C. and put 
him in the safe house.  

With every photograph-- Jerico experiences a shock of MEMORY.

He sees FLASHES of Jan Strook... of the drive.

QUAKER WELLS (V.O.) (cont’d)
Do you remember?

Jerico is jarred.  What’s going on here?  How can he “see” 
these things? 

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
But the safe house was compromised.    
It was hit by Hagbard so you moved him.  

(beat)
Where is Jan Strook right now?  You 
were headed back to him.  You picked up  
the passports.  The ransom money.  You 
were going back to close the deal--

Jerico sees a red DUFFLE BAG stuffed with bundles of hundred 
dollar bills.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Where were you going?  Where did you 
hide him!?   

END MEMORY

Jerico snaps back.  For the first time in his life, his brain 
is working.  He’s able to calculate.  And he calculates that 
there’s a lot of money in that duffel.

JERICO 
You got me confused with somebody else.  

QUAKER WELLS
Your daughter’s name.  What’s her name?  
You know it.

Jerico’s fighting for self-control.

JERICO
I don’t got no kids.

QUAKER WELLS
Zoe!?  

He shows Jerico a picture of a sweet five year old girl.
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JERICO
I don't got no kids.  Gotta be married 
to have kids.

Then a final picture... a Woman we'll come to know as Jill.  

QUAKER WELLS
Your wife.

A blank look from Jerico.  

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
C’mon dumbshit!  Something?!  
Anything!? 

JERICO
They got hotdogs here?

Wells sags.  Failure.  He walks out.

HALLWAY.

Franks and the Team converge on Quaker-- eager for the verdict.

QUAKER WELLS
We’re nowhere.  Get another candidate.  
Figure out what you did wrong and get 
me some memories. 

DR. FRANKS
You gave me a corpse!  The neuronal 
viability decreases every hour... 

QUAKER WELLS
What other options do we have?

DR. FRANKS
He was it.

QUAKER WELLS
How long you been working on this 
protocol?

DR. FRANKS
12 Years.

QUAKER WELLS
Can we get a refund?

Wells addresses the US Marshals:

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Lose him.
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IN JERICO’S ROOM.

He appraises himself in the mirror.  

In his reflection he sees not himself but BILL POPE.

EXT/INT.  SECURE SEDAN - DAY

Bombing down the freeway.

The Marshals sit in front.  Jerico in back.  A metal cage 
separates them.  Windows barred.  A mobile prison cell.

Jerico stares at the Driver’s neck.  

BILL POPE MEMORY:

Physiology class for CIA Trainees learning how to kill.  A 
group, including Bill, observe an INSTRUCTOR demonstrating with 
a life sized rubber medical model...

He points to the side of the model’s neck.

INSTRUCTOR
The goal is to puncture the Jugular 
Trunk where it intersects with the 
Common Carotid Artery.

END MEMORY

JERICO
(trying out the words)

Common carotid artery.

His hands zip-cuffed in front of him, Jerico uses his thumbs to 
RIP a hole in the vinyl seat between his legs.  He pulls out 
the stuffing to reveal the springs beneath.

Grabbing hold of a spring, he torques it-- back and forth--
weakening the steel until it snaps loose. 

Jerico straightens it... giving him a slim, two foot long shiv 
with a jagged point.  

He aligns it through the cage... its point hovering at the back 
of the Driver’s neck.

Up ahead... he sees they’re approaching an overpass.

Jerico PLUNGES the spring into the Driver’s pulsing jugular 
vein and aorta.  Blood SPURTS... a firehose.  
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INT.  SECURE SEDAN - SAME

The Driver grabs his head as he suffers an immediate, life 
ending stroke.

Jerico drops to the floor-- bracing himself.

EXT.  HIGHWAY - SAME

The Secure Sedan swerves hard... SMASHING into a concrete 
abutment supporting the overpass.

The car is t-boned.  The Second Marshal hurled through the 
windshield.

The vehicle behind them can’t avoid the crash-- it somersaults 
sideways directly into the abutment.

Jerico calmly pulls himself free of the wreckage.  He runs his 
wrists over a jagged piece of metal-- sawing his plastic cuffs 
apart.

He moves quickly to the second car.  Sees the passenger.  A 
Man.  Dead.

Finding zip-cuffs on the belt of a dead Marshal-- he cuffs the 
Man’s hands and hauls him into the backseat of the Secure 
Sedan.

Then Jerico crawls up the embankment... toward freedom.

EXT.  HIGHWAY.  SCENE OF THE CRASH - LATER

Cops mill around the wrecked vehicles.  Tarpaulins cover the 
dead bodies.

A HIGHWAY PATROLMAN holding a cell-phone to his ear approaches 
the SCENE COMMANDER:

HIGHWAY PATROLMAN
Two US Marshals transporting a 
prisoner.

SCENE COMMANDER
Tell ‘em all three are DOA.

EXT/INT.  GAS STATION.  MINI-MART - LATER

Jerico enters a Mini-Mart and approaches the CLERK-- a kid with 
facial piercings.  He gazes at the guy for a long uncomfortable 
moment.  Finally...

JERICO
Bag.
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Intimidated, the Clerk hands over a bag.  Jerico spots the 
hotdog kiosk, dogs slowly rotating on heated rollers.  Seems 
mesmerized by them.

CLERK
You wanna dog?

Jerico reaches around the divider and grabs one.  Munches on it 
as he shops... chocolate milk, aspirin, beef jerky, candy bar.  
Loading the items into the bag. 

Warily, the Clerk watches Jerico.  On the shelf below the 
register-- a pistol.  The Clerk quietly slides it out.  The 
pistol hangs below the counter... in the Clerk’s grip.  

Jerico dumps his bag on the counter-- daring the kid:

JERICO
Ring it up. 

The Clerk doesn't move-- the pistol heavy in his hand beneath 
the counter. 

CLERK
If I do.  If I open the drawer--

JERICO
I'm gonna rob you.

CLERK
I'm responsible.  Anything missing I 
gotta pay.

Jerico is unmoved by the Clerk's plea-- the kid shows the 
pistol.

CLERK (cont’d)
I got a gun...

JERICO
I know.

The Clerk's heart is racing.  He opens the cash drawer and 
pulls out a fistful of bills.  Shoves them into Jerico's bag.

OUTSIDE THE MINI MART.

A Toyota Tundra is fueling.  The DRIVER, a burly red neck.  The 
rear door of the crewcab is open-- inside, three Hillbillies 
drink beer. 

Jerico heads for the Driver at the pump: 

JERICO
I'm stealing your truck.
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DRIVER
What was that!?

JERICO
I'm stealing your truck.

Bemused, the Driver leans into the truck to bring his buddies 
up to speed.

DRIVER
Hey!  Guy says he's stealin' our truck!

As the other three Hillbillies climb out, surrounding Jerico:

DRIVER (cont’d)
You're gonna have to kill us to do it.

JERICO
Okay.

Before the Driver can react, Jerico has snatched the gas pump 
and shoved it into the man's mouth-- smashing front teeth-- the 
fuel nozzle then shoved down his throat.  

The other three Hillbillies can't believe their fucking eyes as 
Jerico turns on them-- without anger-- just like a guy told to 
empty a trash can.

ANGLE ON THE CLERK.

Watching through the window.  He's hunkered down, clutching his 
pistol.  Even from inside, he can HEAR the awful noise of flesh 
meeting metal-- and losing.  The Clerk locks the front door and 
shuts off the lights.

Then he hears the Tundra drive away.

In the dim light by the pumps, the Clerk makes out the shapes 
of what used to be four men.

EXT.  HIGHWAY - LATER

Behind the wheel of the Tundra, chugging on a chocolate milk,  
Jerico sees signs promoting: COUNTY FAIR.  Directly ahead, he 
pulls into:

EXT.  WINCHESTER, VA FAIRGROUNDS - LATER

The lights.  The music.  Jerico riding a Ferris wheel.  Eating 
cotton candy.  

Walking the fairgrounds later, there’s a child-like innocence 
as he delights in the simplest of pleasures.
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People laughing nearby-- he tries to join in-- wants to be a 
part of that... but it’s just awkward as they move on without 
acknowledging him.  

Not sensing the group’s discomfort, Jerico follows them but...

He's suddenly fixated by a girl walking past-- her exposed 
shoulder-- a tattoo of a green and yellow butterfly.  

BILL POPE MEMORY:

A darkened bedroom.  The curve of a naked back.  He’s nuzzling 
down a woman’s spine into the valley of her lower back which is 
graced by a tattoo of a green and yellow hummingbird.

ANGLE ON JERICO.

Rocked by the memory.  He knows who that woman is.  

EXT.  FAIRGROUND PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER.

Jerico is at the wheel, his brain flooding with...

A BILL POPE MEMORY:

Bill luxuriates in a steaming shower.  She’s there again. 
Joining him.  The hummingbird.  Soaping his chest.

Bill emerges from his house into a warm sunny morning.  He's 
happy.  Green lawn.  Perfect hedges.  Birds chirping.  Down to 
the mailbox to get the morning paper.  We SEE the number on the 
box.

MATCH CUT TO:

EXT.  SUBURBAN STREET - PRE DAWN.

The same mailbox.

As we pull back, we realize that the Tundra is parked in the 
same pristine suburban cul-de-sac we just saw in Pope’s memory.

Jerico gazes at the house... then suddenly, confidently, moves 
up the driveway.  Doesn’t head straight for the front door.

Instead, he jumps a hedge... climbs over a porch railing and 
sidles up to a security keypad.  

We see what Jerico already knows-- a motion activated video 
camera pointed down at the front door.
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Jerico removes his hoodie-- tosses it down the steps.  A motion-
activated floodlight FLASHES ON.  The camera SWIVELS.

Jerico enters a code as the camera begins to swivel back toward 
him.  CLICK.  The front door is open and he’s inside.

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - CONTINUOUS

Jerico moves quickly.  Through the kitchen.  To a utility 
closet.  A small rope with spools of various packing tapes.

Then he’s climbing the stairs. 

IN THE DARK MASTER BEDROOM.

A woman, JILL POPE, lies sleeping-- alone in the very large 
bed.  Bill Pope’s wife.  Lying on her side, we SEE the tattoo 
of the hummingbird in the small of her back.

Jerico looms over her-- RIPS off a length of tape.

The sound startles her awake.  Every woman’s worst fear.  

Jerico slaps the tape across her mouth-- forcing her back down 
on the bed.  Jill’s eyes are wild with panic.  She thrashes.   
A scream trapped in her throat.

Jerico grabs her wrists and yanks them over her head.  Using a 
figure-eight, he secures her hands to the headboard...  

This is professional quality... something “he” has done before.

Jill strains to turn her head-- abject fear-- heart pounding.  

He’s on the bed-- forcing her legs up...

Then he sees:

A photograph on the night stand.  A wedding picture.  A young 
Bill and Jill barefoot in the surf-- the hem of her wedding 
dress submerged in the ocean swirl.

A rush of emotion.  

Jerico is falling INTO THE PHOTOGRAPH.

The salt spray.  The sea air.  A cluster of friends on shore 
cheer as he cradles her in his arms and together they plunge 
into the warm waters.

They surface laughing and kiss.  He feels an upsurge of pure 
love for this woman.

END MEMORY
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Jerico stops dead.  Like he’s taken a bullet between the eyes.

These are the first emotions he’s ever experienced.  His 
damaged frontal lobe has been temporarily repaired... and is  
teeming.

Looking down at the terrified Jill, he’s rattled.

He can’t harm this woman.  He loves her.

Stumbling off the bed, he turns and leaves the bedroom.  Down 
the hall.  To another bedroom door. 

Behind him-- we hear muffled SCREAMS from Jill.

Jerico opens the door.  He knows what’s inside here... who’s 
inside here...

ZOE.  Bill and Jill’s 5-year-old daughter.    

She’s beautiful.  Innocent.  Sleeping.

MEMORIES FLOOD:

Jill giving birth.  Zoe’s first steps...

Jerico’s stabbed by overwhelming emotions.  They don’t belong 
to him.  He doesn’t want this.  It’s unbearable.

He clutches his throbbing head.  The neuronal activity making 
his frontal lobe ache. 

He needs relief.  He careens back through the master bedroom 
past a horrified Jill-- 

He looks at her-- his face a mask of pain-- but he can’t stop 
the tender words from flowing out of his mouth:

JERICO
Jill.  

(remembering)
Gillette.  “The best a man can get.”

Her eyes register shock.  It’s what Bill used to say.

Jerico wants to untie her.  He wants to hold her tenderly.  He 
wants to comfort her fear.

The conflict between who he actually is and the man whose 
memories and emotions are now searing through his brain is 
tearing him apart.

Desperate, he plunges into the bathroom.
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BATHROOM.

Jerico flings open the medicine cabinet and downs a handful of 
aspirin but his head is still exploding.

He strips down and melts into the steaming shower.

MINUTES LATER.

Jerico stands in front of the mirror.  Fixes a resolve.  He’s 
going to be himself-- not this other fucker.

BEDROOM.

Jill’s terrified eyes are riveted on Jerico as he returns to 
the bedroom.  He’s naked-- toweling his hair.  

Opening Bill’s closet, Jerico grabs the first items he sees.  
Roughly dresses himself.  

He spots her purse-- rifles it-- emerging with twelve dollars  
cash and the ATM card.

He rips the tape off Jill’s mouth.

JERICO (cont’d)
You change the pin?

Jill just stares at him.

JERICO (cont’d)
Sixty-nine sixty-nine?

Seeing her surprise.

JERICO (cont’d)
Yeah.  I know stuff.

Jerico disappears into the bathroom and returns with the 
laundry bag from the hamper-- dumps out the clothes.

Grabbing Jill’s still bound hand-- he tries to yank off her 
wedding ring.  Stuck.  He spits-- using the saliva to free it.  
Into the bag.

JILL
Please.  You can have whatever you 
want.

JERICO 
No shit.

JILL
Who are you?  How do you know all this?

Jerico takes a sock from the pile of hamper clothes and shoves 
it in her mouth-- tapes over it-- then leaves the bedroom.
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FOLLOW JERICO.

Out of the bedroom... down the hallway into a small study.

He peruses the room... selects an antique inkwell and an ornate 
clock.  Everything into the laundry bag.

Then he heads downstairs.

THE BEDROOM.

Jill’s brain is racing.  She’s fighting to keep her wits about 
her.  To protect her child.  Madly, she rubs the tape that 
binds her hands against the rails of the iron headboard.  The 
friction starts to saw through...

DOWNSTAIRS.

Jerico plunders the living room and dining room.  Making quick 
work of it.  Knowing what’s good.  Loading items into the 
laundry bag. 

THE BEDROOM.

Jill’s cut her hands free.  Rips the sock out of her mouth and 
reaches for the panic button on a panel near the bedstand.  She 
hits the button.  A light on the panel changes from green to 
red.  

EXT.  CIA - SAME

Establish the CIA campus at Langley.  

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

Wells’ haggard team is still trying to find Jan Strook. With 
the failure of the Jerico experiment, they have to rely on old-
fashioned detective work. 

We see smart-boards covered with lines and arrows as they try 
to reconstruct the last hours of Bill’s known life.

In the b.g. a television broadcasts CNN:

ANCHOR (TELEVISION)
The Pakistani Government continues to 
deny responsibility for the underwater 
nuclear test conducted in the Indian 
Ocean yesterday.  The Indian 
Government, in response, has sent an 
additional 50,000 troops into the 
disputed Kashmir region, adding to the 
increasing tensions...
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Boynton and Marta are scanning backup DVDs from the DC Metro 
closed circuit security cameras. 

MARTA LYNCH
There’s Billy.

Boynton stops the DVD.  We see grainy footage of a crowd 
stepping off a subway car at Dupont Circle.  Marta starts 
zooming in on faces of other passengers.  Facial recognition 
software searching for matches... Elsa.

BOYNTON
Got one.

An Interpol mughsot comes up on the screens.  

MARTA LYNCH
Elsa Mueller.  Formerly Eric.  German 
national.  One of Hagbard’s.

She calls over to a computer TECH...

MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
Put his face in the system.  If he’s 
still walking around out there we might 
nail him.

BOYNTON
Nail “her”.

MARTA LYNCH
Whatever.  Like I need more competition 
for a date.

Another OFFICER sees a light flashing on his console...

CIA OFFICER
Silent alarm at the Pope house.   
Why’re they still on our system?

Marta shakes her head sympathetically.

MARTA LYNCH
Probably Zoe hitting the button again.

BOYNTON
Make the call.

Following procedure she lifts the phone.

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - SAME

The PHONE RINGS.  It’s an odd, chirping tone.  

Jerico spins-- fully alert.  His Bill Pope memories are in 
hyperdrive.
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He answers the phone at the foot of the stairs.

JERICO  (PHONE)
Yo.

X-CUT WITH CIA

MARTA LYNCH (PHONE)
Security code please.

JERICO (PHONE)
“Saint Croix is full of joy”.  Zoe hit 
the button again.  Sorry, Marta.

MARTA LYNCH (PHONE)
Not a biggie.  Just hit the reset code.

Jerico hangs up and confidently enters a code in the panel. 

Fury crosses his face-- he grabs a fire poker and heads to the 
stairs.  Going up, he’s slowed by the family photos that adorn 
the staircase wall... stops.

THE BEDROOM.

Jill has heard all.  Watches as the light on the security panel 
flashes green again.

Who the fuck is this man?

Then to make matters worse!  The ringing phone has awoken Zoe.  
And she’s calling:

ZOE (O.S.)
MOMMY!

Not hearing her mother’s voice reply, the little girl quickly 
transitions to full tantrum mode:

ZOE (O.S.) (cont’d)
MOMMY!  DADDY!  MOMMY!

Desperately, Jill struggles to free herself and get to her 
daughter.  

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

At CIA, Marta sees the panel reset.  Turns to Boynton:

MARTA LYNCH
You were right-- he said it was Zoe. 

BOYNTON
He!?  Who’s he?
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MARTA LYNCH
He knew the code-- and my name.

Boynton and Marta stare at each other for a beat...

MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
Who could’ve known all that?

They all realize...

MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
Jerico Stuart.

BOYNTON
He was declared DOA.

MARTA LYNCH
Un-declare it and get Wells.
He’s remembering!

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - SAME

Still on the stairs, Jerico is caught in the emotional recall 
brought on by the family photographs on the stairs.

He can only watch as Jill, finally free, races out of the 
Master bedroom and into Zoe’s room.  Door slams.  Jerico hears: 

ZOE (O.S.)
Where were you?  Where’s Daddy?  
Where’s my bo-bo.  I want my bo-bo.  I 
need it!

The child’s cries are like a hot hand on his heart.  Fuck this.  
He’s out of here.  Jerico descends the stairs and grabs the 
loaded laundry bag.

ZOE’S ROOM.

Jill has pushed a bureau to block the bedroom door.  She’s 
trying to comfort the child and get her panicked fingers to 
operate her cell phone.

JILL 
Shhh.  Baby.  Shhh.  Mommy’s sorry.   

But Zoe’s SOBBING uncontrollably.

ZOE
Where’s my bo-bo!

DOWNSTAIRS.

Jerico is listening.  Frozen. 
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REMEMBERING: The umbrella stand.

Bill walking through the front door-- Zoe in his arms.  The 
phone RINGS.  As he leans over to put Zoe down-- reaching for 
the phone, Zoe’s well-loved stuffed elephant falls into the 
umbrella stand.

UPSTAIRS. 

Zoe is still wailing...

ZOE 
I NEED IT!!

The bureau bucks as Jerico shoves against it.  Jill recoils, 
clutching her daughter.  With another heave the door swings 
open. 

Jerico stands in the doorway.  He’s holding the elephant.

Before Jill can stop her daughter, Zoe surges toward the 
stuffed elephant-- taking it from Jerico’s outstretched hand.

JILL
Get out of here.

Jerico flings the ATM card at Jill.

JERICO
Change the pin, Jill.

And he's gone.

Zoe stares at her mother-- who’s struggling to find some sort 
of explanation for a 5-year-old... for herself.

Jill goes to the window... watches Jerico get into the Tundra 
and drive off.

EXT/INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - LATER

A convoy of government vehicles-- lights flashing-- swarms into 
the cul-de-sac.

CIA Officers pour out of cars.  Securing the area.

Jill emerges from the house as Wells charges up the path.

QUAKER WELLS
You alright?  Zoe?

Jill nods as Officers swarm into the house.

Wells shows her a mugshot of Jerico.
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QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
This him?

JILL
He knew things-- my pin number-- our 
secure code-- he called me Gillette for 
Christ’s sake.  Only Billy called me 
that.  Who is he?  What the hell’s 
going on!?

Confirmation.  

QUAKER WELLS
What was he driving?

JILL
Some kind of truck... silver.  Toyota I 
think.

QUAKER WELLS
What was he wearing?

JILL
He took Billy’s clothes.  White shirt.  
Jeans.  Who is he, Goddamnit?

QUAKER WELLS
What else did he take?

JILL
Why am I asking all the questions and 
you’re getting all the answers?

QUAKER WELLS
Trust me, Jill-- we want to know the 
same things you want to know. 

JILL
Trust you!?  You lie for a living.  You 
owe me the truth.  I need to know... 
How did Bill die?

Wells uses his controlled, calm voice... he’s not going to tell 
this hysterical civilian shit.

QUAKER WELLS
He got hit by a car.

JILL
Fuck you, Wells.  And get your people 
out of my house.
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INT.  PAWN 24-7 - LATER

A pawnshop.  Jerico heaves the overloaded laundry bag onto the 
counter.  The PAWNBROKER’s friendly but it’s not his first day 
at school.

PAWNBROKER
What’ve we got?

JERICO
Trash for cash.  

Items from the house dump out.  The Pawnbroker examines the 
silver hair brush.   

BILL POPE MEMORY:

Jill tenderly brushes Zoe’s first wisps of hair with this 
heirloom brush.

Jerico shakes off these stifling emotional memories like he’s 
shedding a sweater that’s too hot.  Shoves the hair brush into 
his pocket.

Then he winces-- driving his thumbs against his temples-- 
massaging.

PAWNBROKER
You okay?

JERICO
My head hurts bad.

PAWNBROKER
Sorry, man.

JERICO
Not your fault, man.

The Pawnbroker makes a list... calculator humming.

PAWNBROKER
Total resale I got at three thousand 
six hundred.  Loan to value is 20% so I 
owe you--

JERICO
Seven twenty.

The guy checks his calculator... impressed... 

PAWNBROKER
You’re pretty smart.

This stops Jerico-- surprised by himself.
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JERICO
Yeah.  I am.  

The Pawnbroker counts out the cash which Jerico carefully folds 
and places in his right front pocket.  Tucked next to the 
register is a roll of duct tape.  Jerico rips off a piece and 
uses it to seal the top of his pocket shut.

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - LATER

The Team tries to back-track Jerico’s movements from the car 
crash site.

MARTA LYNCH
A silver Toyota Tundra was stolen from 
a gas station a mile from where the 
Marshals wrecked.

QUAKER WELLS
That’s gotta be our boy.

Greensleeves is watching a wall monitor:

GREENSLEEVES
If anybody is looking for confirmation 
on that...  

ANGLE ON A WALL MONITOR.

Jerico Stuart exiting the mini-mart.  Taking down the 
Hillbillies. 

MARTA LYNCH
Christ.

Jerico drives off. 

GREENSLEEVES
And get this... the vehicle had  
LoJack.

EXT.  CITY STREETS - DAWN

Police cars-- sirens wailing-- converge on a banged up Honda.  
The confused driver-- the Clerk from the mini-mart.

Cops have him cuffed against his vehicle.  One of them fishes a 
cigarette-pack sized homing beacon marked LOJACK from the 
backseat.

GREENSLEEVES (V.O.)
But Jerico pulled a Mexican lollipop. 
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INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

Everyone’s realizing--

BOYNTON
We gave field op skills to a psychotic 
killer.   

MARTA LYNCH
Our own Frankenstein.

EXT.  OLD TOWN, ALEXANDRIA, VIRGINIA - SAME

Jerico’s driving as if on auto-pilot.  Free as a bird.  Money 
in his pocket.  Tunes cranked on the radio.  

Quaint, red brick buildings.  Tree lined streets. 

JERICO 
What else you got for me, Billy?  
Where now?

There’s something about this place.  

He “remembers” it.  It’s familiar-- comforting.  He jams on the 
brakes.  Cars squeal and swerve.  He parks. 

EXT.  FARMERS’ MARKET - MOMENTS LATER. 

City Hall Square.  Temporary stalls sell fruit and vegetables.  
Artisans with blown glass; painters; sculpture.  

The permanent local businesses have tables and chairs out on 
the sidewalks.  It’s festive.  Packed.

Jerico ambles through... as if his body knows where to go, he 
just follows along... 

EXT/INT.  CHINA.  GREAT HALL OF THE PEOPLE - SAME

The seat of the People’s National Congress-- an impressive 
white columned building in Beijing.

We FOLLOW a YOUNG SOLDIER clutching a bamboo tube-- he’s moving 
fast.  Behind him-- two armed guards keep pace.  The Soldier 
mutters to himself, rehearsing:

YOUNG SOLDIER
Castle Bravo.  Castle Bravo.
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EXT/INT.  IRANIAN PARLIAMENT BUILDING - SAME

A soaring white pyramid in Teheran.  Black Audis pull to a side 
entrance.  Men in robes hurrying to meet in emergency session.

EXT.  JUNGLES OF COLOMBIA - SAME

On the estate of a drug lord, a group of men are in the stands 
of a private bull ring into which two pissed-off bulls charge-- 
sending three trapped men scrambling for their lives.

Presiding is ZEPETA... a cartel overlord who hangs up a secure 
satellite phone and turns to an associate:

ZEPETA
What’s Castle Bravo?

EXT/INT.  CAFE.  OLD TOWN, ALEXANDRIA, VIRGINIA - SAME

Jerico enters a French Patisserie where he “recognizes” the 
proprietor-- a small, bird-like French woman named FRANCOISE.

JERICO
Bonjour Francoise.

Francoise clearly doesn’t recognize Jerico but gives him a 
cheerful “bonjour”.

JERICO (cont’d)
Pamplemousse, boule sucre et macchiato.

FRANCOISE
Tout de suite.

Jerico stops.  Amazed.  He just spoke a language that he 
doesn’t speak.

JERICO
What did I just say?

FRANCOISE
Grapefruit, sweet roll and coffee.

Jerico is delighted.  Trying out the words.  Letting them roll 
off his tongue...

JERICO
Pamplemousse.  Pample-mooose!  

He turns to a CUSTOMER standing behind him:

JERICO (cont’d)
I speak Spanish, mother-fucker!
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CUSTOMER
French.

Jerico PUNCHES the customer in the face.

As bedlam breaks out all around him, a distracted Jerico 
catches sight of a Barnes & Noble across the street.  Calmly, 
he heads outside...

A BILL POPE MEMORY smacks him in the teeth:

The duffel full of money next to shelves of rare books.  “He” 
is hunched low-- removing volumes from a deep shelf... stashing 
the duffel behind and replacing the books.  As he stands-- he 
sees a PLAQUE:

“The books of George Washington”.

END MEMORY.

Jerico stops a PEDESTRIAN:

JERICO
Yo.  Where they keep the old books at?  
I’m tryin’ to find a bunch’a money.

The woman just stares.

JERICO (cont’d)
Stashed next to old George Washington 
books?  

PEDESTRIAN
A library?

Jerico grins.  Library.

JERICO
Where they keep a library at?

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

Pondering, Hagbard sits at the touch table.  Elsa hovers.

Hagbard has hacked into the CIA Ops Center.  He’s getting a 
real-time feed.  Monitoring the search for Jerico Stuart.

ELSA MUELLER
Who is this man and why do they care?
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EXT/INT.  MARTIN LUTHER KING LIBRARY - DAY

A white, low slung steel and glass cube.

Jerico cuts directly to the front of the line at the Reception 
Desk:

JERICO
You got George Washington books here? 
Old ones!?

An annoyed, no bullshit LIBRARIAN glares at Jerico.

JERICO (cont’d)
His books.  Where they at?

The Librarian indicates annoyed people behind Jerico.

LIBRARIAN
There’s a line.  

JERICO
And I’m at the front of it.

There’s a moment... this man seems dangerous.  The Librarian 
caves... types on her terminal.  Jots numbers onto a piece of 
paper.

UP IN THE STACKS.

Jerico is hunting.  American history.  “The Ascent of George 
Washington”, “Washington, A Life”, “Being George Washington...”

Jerico, knowing this isn’t right, sweeps the volumes out of the 
shelves.

Frustrated.  Furious.  He’s seized by a migraine.  Worse than 
it’s ever been.  Falls to his knees... eyes watering:

JERICO 
My freakin’ head!  

AT RECEPTION.

An agonized Jerico staggers to the Librarian who’s stamping the 
cards inside the jacket covers... using a heavy date stamp-- K-
CHUNK, K-CHUNK.

JERICO 
Hey-- is there a better library 
somewhere?

The Librarian looks up-- this asshole again.
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LIBRARIAN
In the District of Columbia?  In the 
world?  Or in the universe?

Jerico hurtles the reception counter, grabs the date stamp and 
BEATS the Librarian with it.

LIBRARIAN (cont’d)
30!  More than 30!  

The Librarian, her face cut and hair matted with blood, 
desperately thrusts a flyer listing all the libraries in the 
Metro DC area at Jerico.

Two other Librarians FREAK OUT... grabbing phones... SCREAMING 
for security...

Jerico staggers across the lobby... the headache crushing his 
brain.  

Nauseous.  His vision narrowing.  He zeroes in on a bank of 
public access computer terminals.  

Through the pain-- starts typing... the Librarian’s blood 
staining the computer keyboard.

Meanwhile, Security Guards have rushed into the lobby, 
descending on the wounded Librarian.  Walkie-talkies SQUAWKING.

But Jerico’s in his own world-- completely oblivious to the 
fracas he’s caused... to the possible jeopardy... 

On the terminal, a CIA welcome screen pops up-- asking for a 
password.

Jerico waits... searching Bill’s memories...

Then he has it... types but... ACCESS DENIED.

Jerico squeezes his eyes shut-- searching his brain...

WE SEE a jumble of computer code-- computer screens-- unrelated 
words and numbers... and then...

BILL POPE MEMORY:

Marta.  Marta at her desk-- entering her password-- while 
glancing at a box of tea on her desk... LAPSANG SOUCHONG.

Jerico’s eyes open-- he enters the strange word and CIA’s 
Secure Website OPENS.
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INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

Greensleeves is caught off-guard by the sight of Marta 
returning to the bullpen.  

GREENSLEEVES
Marta!?  Were you just on the system 
remotely?

Marta rushes to her desk... types in her password.  DENIED.

GREENSLEEVES (cont’d)
Somebody’s logged on as you.

MARTA LYNCH 
That’s gotta be our boy!

BOYNTON
Christ-- block it!  Shut him down!

GREENSLEEVES
Somebody pull all our passwords!

BOYNTON
Can we crash it?

QUAKER WELLS
No!  I want him in there.  Let him go.  
Show me what he’s looking for!

A COMPUTER TECH hollers over to them:

COMPUTER TECH
I can’t get into the account.  He’s 
locked me out.

QUAKER WELLS
Where’s the access point?

The Computer Tech works frantically-- finally:

COMPUTER TECH
A terminal at MLK Library. 

INT.  MLK LIBRARY - SAME

Jerico has CIA personnel files on his screen.  

Finished, he heads toward the front door... someone near the 
crowd at the front desk recognizes Jerico... a SHOUT goes up.

A burly SECURITY GUARD charges.

SECURITY GUARD
Hey, you.
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Jerico turns.  Doesn’t run.  

JERICO
Yessir?

Watches this very angry guy coming at him... realizing this 
Guard’s going to mess with him.

Jerico turns totally professional.  Totally cool.

Totally Bill Pope.

Jerico shoots a kick into the guard’s kneecap... which SNAPS 
backwards with a sickening POP-- the man buckles.  As he’s 
falling, Jerico snags his weapon from its holster.

By the time he’s lying on the floor, Jerico has the gun pointed 
at the Guard’s temple.  It’s a frozen moment.  Jerico staring 
down into the Guard’s scared eyes. 

JERICO (cont’d)
I don’t feel good.  They did things to 
my brain.

Jerico heads toward the door-- drops the weapon into the book 
return bin and is gone.  

EXT.  MLK LIBRARY - LATER

Government vehicles converge.  The Team swarms into the 
library.  Cordons established.  

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

Wells puts a call on the box:

QUAKER WELLS
Talk to me.

X-CUT WITH MLK LIBRARY

Greensleeves and the Computer Tech are in the library.  A 
paramedic attends to the Security Guard. 

GREENSLEEVES 
The psycho attacked a librarian and 
security guard.  He wanted a list of 
local libraries.

QUAKER WELLS 
Libraries?  That man’s practically 
illiterate-- it’s gotta be Billy.  
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The Tech is running a diagnostic on the computer terminal 
Jerico was accessing.  It looks like scrambled cuneiform... but 
this guy can read it.  

COMPUTER TECH
He accessed Google Maps... input an 
address.

QUAKER WELLS
Do you have it?

COMPUTER TECH
1600 34th.  That’s Dr. Franks’ house.

EXT.  GEORGETOWN STREET - LATER

Jerico lurks.  Dr. Franks emerges from his front door carrying 
a bike-- going on his Sunday ride.   

Franks cycles down 34th street, unaware that the Tundra is now 
shadowing him.

Jerico speeds up-- sideswiping the rider. 

Franks is hurled over the handlebars, scraping and bruising to 
a stunned heap.  

As he regains his senses... 

Jerico looms over him.  

JERICO 
What’s up, Doc?  Remember me?  ‘Cause I 
remember all kinds of things I 
shouldn’t be remembering and it’s like 
my head’s bein’ crushed from the 
inside.

Franks can’t believe it.  The Download worked.

Jerico kicks him-- HARD.

JERICO (cont’d)
Did you hear what I just said?  My 
skull’s splitting apart and so’s yours 
gonna be less you help me!

But instead of hitting him again, Franks watches Jerico double 
over in pain-- clutching at the sides of his head. 
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INT.  CIA VEHICLES.  ROLLING - SAME

A convoy.  Lights and SIRENS.  In the lead car-- Wells and 
Greensleeves.

GREENSLEEVES
Franks’ phone puts him six blocks from 
his house...

EXT/INT.  PHARMACY - SAME 

A small, neighborhood pharmacy.  As the Pharmacist fills 
Franks’s prescription, Jerico rips a bottle of aspirin off the 
shelf... but Franks stops him.

DR. FRANKS
It’ll thin the blood and counteract 
with what I’m about to give you.  Just 
hang in there.

JERICO
What did you do to me?

DR. FRANKS
We used artificial Theta stimulation to 
re-configure the neuronal structure in 
your frontal lobe.  

JERICO
You gave me 123 different ways to kill 
you so speak English.

Franks is stunned--

DR. FRANKS
You got skill sets!  

JERICO
Answer my question.

DR. FRANKS 
You have a damaged frontal lobe so the 
front part of your brain was more or 
less empty.  We put Bill Pope’s memory 
in it.  Now you know what he knew.

Jerico leans against the counter-- shouts at the pharmacist:

JERICO 
Faster the fuck up!

Jerico sees the shocked expression on the man’s face.

JERICO (cont’d)
That was mean.  I’m sorry.  
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Then he spins on Franks.

JERICO (cont’d)
Did you hear that!?  I’m not sorry!  
That’s him-- not me.  

DR. FRANKS 
His personality traits are affecting 
your behavior. The re-patterning will 
fade over time-- so will the headaches.  

JERICO
How long?

DR. FRANKS
I don’t know.

(pressing)
The memories-- are they chronological?  
Do you remember Pope first as a little 
boy-- then as older-- then grown up?

JERICO
It’s kicked off by shit I see.

DR. FRANKS
(eyes light up)

Unlinked information across domains 
recalled by sensory events.

Franks sees the Pharmacist approach the counter with Jerico’s 
prescription-- realizes his time’s short.

DR. FRANKS (cont’d)
What about muscle memory?

Jerico holds up his left hand.

JERICO
You fixed my hand.

Holy shit!  The implications are staggering.

DR. FRANKS
Cognitive.  Senses-- smell-- touch... 
anything different there?

Jerico stumbles to the counter-- pops the top off the bottle 
and downs a couple of pills.

JERICO 
I met his wife and his kid.

DR. FRANKS
And..?

JERICO
There was something.
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DR. FRANKS
What do you mean “something”?

JERICO
People always told me I didn’t have no 
feelings about this or that.  I didn’t 
know what they were talking about. 

DR. FRANKS
And now?

JERICO
It’s something.  Some.  Thing.  I don’t 
know what the some is and I don’t know 
what the thing is.  But I know it’s 
messing me up.

DR. FRANKS
Or making you better.

Jerico’s headache is easing...

DR. FRANKS (cont’d)
Your damaged frontal lobe.  How’d that 
happen?  

JERICO 
When my daddy figured out he wasn’t my 
daddy-- he threw me out a car window.  

Jerico starts to walk out of the Pharmacy... Franks pursues.

DR. FRANKS
I can get your sentence reduced.  I 
can.  Come back to my Lab.  

JERICO
(smiling at him)

You gave me his brain.  I do math now.  
I talk languages.  I go where I want.  
Do what I want.  Everything’s 
different.  I’m brand new.

DR. FRANKS
You can trust me.

JERICO 
No I can’t.

Jerico pushes out through the pharmacy door.

JERICO’S POV:

A phalanx of government vehicles.  Guns drawn.  

As if this was all meant for someone else-- Jerico heads over 
to his Tundra.  Until--
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QUAKER WELLS
Jerico!

Not aware that this party’s for him...

JERICO
Hey guys!

As he’s swarmed:

JERICO (cont’d)
What’s wrong?

IN THE BACKGROUND.

The Tourist Bus lurks. 

Hagbard watches as Jerico puts up no resistance-- led away by 
the Feds.

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - LATER

A glassed-in conference room.  Jerico is alone in here.  Hands 
cuffed in front of him.  The table is overflowing with food 
and, although shackled, Jerico is enjoying a feast.

He seems unaware that the back wall is plastered with 
photographs of Bill Pope’s life; surveillance photos; 
Amsterdam; Jan Strook; the aircraft arriving in Philadelphia.

Watching Jerico from the other side of the glass-- Wells’ whole 
team.  Bill Pope’s former colleagues.  And Dr. Franks.

The Admiral enters:

ADMIRAL LANCE 
Just so I can properly brief the Joint 
Chiefs before I’m asked to resign: the 
target for your experiment was not some 
hero from Seal Team Six... but instead 
you chose a sociopath. 

DR. FRANKS
You have to understand what we’ve 
accomplished-- there’s something about 
the unique defect in his brain-- the 
type of damage it suffered-- that he 
was a small child so the stem cells 
were still intact... it allows our 
protocol to work!  It might take a 
hundred years to find a candidate this 
good again.
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ADMIRAL LANCE
What I understand is-- you’ve put a 
highly trained agent in the body of a 
psychotic killer-- who’s the proud 
author of two dead US Marshals and a 
couple of civilians, a car-jacking, and 
a home invasion robbery.  

The Admiral addresses the room:

ADMIRAL LANCE (cont’d)
We have chatter that 8 nations are 
bidding for the wormhole to our nuclear 
submarines.  And the son of a bitch has 
promised a proof of what they’re 
buying.  Find me that Dutchman.

Quaker takes a moment-- watching the Admiral stalk away.

MARTA LYNCH
Wells.  

She motions into the conference room...

Jerico has removed a photograph of FITZ off the wall.

MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
He’s remembering.

They step into the room.  

QUAKER WELLS
What’ve you got, Jerico?

Jerico looks up.  Scrutinizes Wells.

JERICO
I didn’t like you, did I?

Everyone looks at the floor-- this was obviously widely known.

JERICO (cont’d)
You stole money.  From the Company.  In 
Austria.  You and me-- we were running 
a dead-beat asset and you pocketed the 
cash.

This revelation is stunning to the rest of the room...

Quaker tries to regain control of the situation:

QUAKER WELLS
You help us-- you name your price. 
Whatever you want.

JERICO
Yeah.  Okay.  I know what I want.
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LATER.

Jerico is admiring his brand new pair of Nike sneakers.  He’s 
beaming-- as excited as a six year old on Christmas morning.

INT.  DR. FRANKS’ HOUSE - LATER

A narrow entryway.  A tight staircase.  Franks pulls himself  
upstairs.  Is it too early for a drink?

He stops.  Hears something.  Warily he peers into the kitchen.

Hagbard is frying sausages.  

DR. FRANKS
Excuse me?

HAGBARD
Come.  Doctor.  Sit.  Eat.

Franks is retreating but realizes there’s a burly woman behind 
him.  Elsa.

Hagbard spears a lovely brown link and holds it aloft--

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Wurst?  Sausage? 

He plates the thing. 

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Well, sit down.

Franks sits at his kitchen table.  Staring down at the 
glistening sausage.  

Hagbard sits opposite him and cuts the sausage-- and holds it 
out for Franks to taste.  But Franks’ lips remain pursed.  

Never mind, Hagbard pops it in his own mouth.  Chews.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
To take a man’s thoughts-- feelings-- 
perceptions-- and implant them in 
others-- that’s been the select 
brainwashing purview of governments 
through millennium... but you’ve 
whittled it down to a specific 
individual.  Amazing.

DR. FRANKS
Who are you?
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HAGBARD
The man in the machine.  The Illuminati 
Primus.  A fellow traveller.  You and I 
are very much alike.  We understand 
each other.

Franks doesn’t understand at all.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
There you were-- Carnegie Mellon-- 
brain sciences-- standing alone against 
the machine.  There I was-- a lonely 
kid whose only friend was a 64k modem.  
They tried to kill me too.  But we 
persevered didn’t we?  Because we knew 
that every fact of science was once 
Damned.  Every invention was at one 
time considered impossible.  Every 
discovery is a nervous shock to some 
orthodoxy.  Everything on earth that is 
man-made is the concrete manifestation 
of some man's refusal to bow to 
Authority.

(looking around)
Is there beer?  What is Wurst without 
beer?

He hunts... finds a Bud Light.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
And you prevailed, good Doctor.  I 
drink to you.  And I will prevail too.

DR. FRANKS
What do you want?

HAGBARD
What do I want!?  If a single  
individual was responsible for 
enslaving seven hundred thousand 
Africans, or wiping out the native 
Indian population through deceit, 
murder and disease, or encouraged the 
proliferation of street drugs to 
sublimate an otherwise enraged 
underclass--

(shaking his head)
What would you do with such a person?  
Kill him, of course.  But when that 
person is a Government-- evil becomes 
legal.   

(brightening)
Let’s drink to an end to Government.  

He drinks heartily.

DR. FRANKS
Without Government there’s chaos.
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HAGBARD
And in chaos-- freedom.  You want 
freedom don’t you Doctor?

The threat is implicit...

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Then tell me about your creation.  
You’ve put Bill Pope in his head.  What 
does he know?  Does he... remember?

Franks’ mind is reeling.  He’s suddenly wishing he’d let them 
install a panic button.  

Sensing the Doctor’s hesitation, Hagbard reaches across the 
table and grabs hold of Franks’ wrists-- almost comforting.  
Then firmly.

Elsa punctures Franks’ neck with a short pike.  Blood spews 
with every heartbeat-- four feet sideways across the room.

As Franks tries in vain to free his arms-- Elsa shoves a finger 
into the hole-- two knuckles deep, which plugs the hydrant.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Shhhh.  You’ve barely lost one pint.  
It’s not even a medical emergency until 
you lose 4.  So relax.

(beat)
Now let’s try this again before your 
condition turns serious.  What does 
Jerico know?

Hesitation.  Finger removed-- another gusher.  Instantly, 
Franks gives in:

DR. FRANKS
He’s retrieving unlinked information 
across domains recalled by sensory 
events-- smells, sights, sounds.

The finger is replaced.  Hagbard is impressed.

HAGBARD
Take Jerico to where they knew Pope was 
and try to trigger him?

Franks nods.  Abruptly Hagbard stands.  

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Let’s go sightseeing.

Hagbard walks out.  Elsa’s finger, still in Franks’ neck, urges 
him out of his seat... following.
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EXT.  CONDO BALCONY - LATER

Jerico and Wells stand on the balcony.  Behind, other officers 
mill around in a completely empty apartment... only decorated 
by chunks of missing plaster-- a singed wall-- bullet holes.  
Obviously this condo was the scene of a bad-ass battle.

Jerico fixes his gaze to the right-- over the towpath on the 
C&O Canal.  Across a pedestrian bridge and up 33rd street.  

BILL POPE MEMORY:

Fitz walking down 33rd street carrying a bag of groceries and a 
tray of Starbucks. 

Fitz answers his cellphone.  We realize... 

BILL POPE (CELLPHONE)
Our house guest wants some weed.

Fitz leans into the bushes next to him and pulls out a handful 
of shrubs.

FITZ COLE (CELLPHONE)
Got it.

Jan Strook grabs Pope’s cellphone-- snaps out the battery.

BILL POPE
Relax.  It’s a burner.

JAN STROOK
From Company inventory?  Don’t you 
understand who you’re dealing with?  
Hagbard has the serial numbers for 
every sim card in your system because 
we hacked the Taiwanese manufacturer 
two years ago.

Bill is impressed.

We watch Fitz cross the pedestrian bridge toward the condo 
building.  Behind him-- we may notice the Tourist bus idling. 

Fitz proceeds toward a car parked outside the building’s 
entrance-- hands two men the tray of Starbucks and goes into 
the building... 

Coming up 33rd Street from the river, two cars-- unleashing 
massive firepower into the CIA car at the building entrance.

END MEMORY.

JERICO
Two cars came up from the river and 
they killed the guys out front.
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Finally!  Wells feel like he’s getting somewhere.

Jerico, half in a trance, turns and opens the glass door to go 
back into the condo.  We see that the place is fully furnished.

A BARRAGE OF GUNFIRE EXPLODES.  Three men.  One dead on the 
floor.

The other two are FIRING at fleeting figures in the kitchen.

IT’S A BILL POPE MEMORY.

The NOISE is jarring.  Terrifying.

Reflexively, Jerico CLOSES the door.  Shutting out the noise.  
The memory stops.

QUAKER WELLS
What?

It’s all silence once again.  The empty condo.  The other CIA 
Officers.  Steeling himself, Jerico opens the door again.

The GUNFIRE, SMOKE, NOISE...

Jerico “walks through” the battle itself-- stopping and 
starting it at will... freezing it by shutting out the memory.

Two Killers lie dead.  2 others have pinned Bill, Fitz and 
Strook in the kitchen...

Jerico is now in Bill’s shoes looming over a BADLY WOUNDED 
Fitz.  Jan Strook cowers.

Bill opens a cabinet under the sink... searching for something.  
Anything.  Pulls out a can of OVEN CLEANER.

The Two remaining Gunmen are firing through the “pass-through” 
from the dining area.

Bill leans up and blindly returns fire... the Gunmen 
momentarily duck and cover.

Taking advantage of the lull, he darts to the microwave... in 
goes the pressurized metallic can of oven cleaner.  He peels 
off an extra ammo clip and thumbs the bullets into the 
microwave.  Shuts the door-- presses “START”.

Bill shoves Jan into a small pantry and pulls Fitz in behind.

Gunmen moving... searching... getting closer...

BOOM.  The microwave EXPLODES.  Going off like a hand grenade.  
Killing a guy.

Pope opens a door which reveals a trash chute.
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BILL POPE
Let’s go.

FITZ COLE
You go.  I got this.

Before Bill can stop him, Fitz bursts out of the pantry-- he 
and the final Gunman fire simultaneously.  Both men die 
instantly.

Battle over.

END MEMORY

Jerico stands where Fitz died.

JERICO
Fitz was Bill’s friend.  I never had a 
friend.

QUAKER WELLS
What about Strook?  Where did Billy 
take Strook?

Jerico points to the trash chute.   

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

Hagbard sits at his touch table.  He’s hacked into the security 
system at Dulles Airport.  Scans the departure lounge.  He 
isolates a passenger. 

Hagbard’s fingers fly as he digitally alters the Passenger’s 
facial characteristics to match the face of...

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

Officers are anxiously hunched over consoles as the manipulated 
images appear revealing... 

Jan Strook.  

ADMIRAL LANCE
(on a phone)

Facial recognition’s flagged him at 
Dulles waiting to board a flight to 
Panama.  We delayed the plane-- nobody 
touches him-- goes anywhere near him-- 
until we get there.
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EXT.  THE CONDO BUILDING - SAME

The team emerges through the garage.  Wells is on the phone 
with the Admiral-- hangs up.

QUAKER WELLS
Strook’s been flagged in a terminal at 
Dulles.  We roll now.

MARTA LYNCH
(re: Jerico)

What about--?

QUAKER WELLS
You and Boynton take him back to 
Langley-- and throw him in cold 
storage. 

(to Jerico)
You want a hotdog?

JERICO
I like hotdogs.

QUAKER WELLS
Then they’re taking you for a hotdog.  
Best in the city back at the office.  
Okay?

JERICO
Okay.

Wells, Greensleeves and most of the team race to cars and tear 
ass down to Water Street leaving Marta and Boynton to deal with 
a now irrelevant Jerico.

Jerico turns to Marta:

JERICO (cont’d)
Shotgun.

INT.  CAR.  DRIVING - LATER

Marta at the wheel.  Jerico sits up front next to her.  In back 
sits Boynton.  

As they roll onto the Theodore Roosevelt Bridge... Jerico drums 
his fingers on the armrest.

MARTA LYNCH
That’s so freakin’ spooky.  That’s 
Billy.  He did that.

Jerico continues...
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MARTA LYNCH (cont’d)
But you’re not him.  Nothing like him.  
Got it?  So stop!

Like a scolded child, Jerico stops.  Then he realizes...

JERICO
Cartagena!

This word strikes a nerve with Marta...

MARTA LYNCH
Shut your mouth.  Don’t you dare say 
another word.  Nothing happened.

She drives in heated silence, broken by...

JERICO
That guy at the airport-- that’s not 
the guy.  

BOYNTON
Jan!?  What makes you say that?

JERICO
(so quiet)

I stole his wallet.  His passport.  

BOYNTON
You?

JERICO
Billy.  Wanted to make sure he wasn’t 
going anywhere.  

INT.  DULLES AIRPORT - SAME

Quaker and his men have fanned out through a terminal.  The 
Admiral and a team from Langley are already in a heated 
confrontation with Airport Police and TSA.

ADMIRAL LANCE
How can facial recognition put a guy 
here who isn’t here?   

QUAKER WELLS
Hagbard. 

The Admiral’s phone buzzes...

ADMIRAL LANCE
The Alabama’s lost her Fire Control.
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EXT.  THEODORE ROOSEVELT BRIDGE - SAME

Almost to the far side of the bridge... Marta sees a BUS in 
front of her suddenly spin sideways-- blocking the road.  Armed 
men spill out.

Marta reverses.  Spins.  Opposite direction-- carving through 
the cars.  But up ahead-- another BUS.  Brakes SCREECH as she 
stops.  Trapped on the bridge.

Men with heavy artillery approaching from both ends.

They could kill them all... but they’re not firing because:

JERICO
They want me.

MARTA LYNCH
Just stay down.

The windshield spider-webs-- a single shot through Marta’s 
forehead.  Then another.  Boynton dead.

Jerico spins the wheel and throws his foot onto Marta’s-- the 
car spins... keeping the killers at bay.  Tires SMOKE. 

Jerico straightens the wheel-- the car leaps forward-- DIRECTLY 
toward the railing.  Through it.  OFF THE BRIDGE and into the 
treetops that peek up from below.

The car tears through the branches-- Jerico thrown around 
inside-- and slams into the marsh of Roosevelt Island below.  
The canopy above shields Jerico from his hunters.

EXT.  THEODORE ROOSEVELT ISLAND - MOMENTS LATER

As Jerico crawls free of the wreckage, he sees a branch has 
gone completely through his left leg. 

BILL POPE MEMORY:

A medical kit... built into a false hot water heater in the 
basement of Pope’s house.

END MEMORY

Jerico is interrupted by a Park Ranger getting out of his golf 
cart.

PARK RANGER
You okay, sir?

JERICO
My leg is bleeding.  I’m stealing your 
cart.  
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PARK RANGER
Say what!?

Jerico shoots an elbow into the Ranger’s face.  Down and out. 
He heads for the golf cart.

ON THE BRIDGE ABOVE.

Elsa stands at the break in the railing-- glancing down into 
the tree tops.  He lost Jan Strook.  He’s not losing Jerico.  
With a leap, Elsa plunges down through the branches... 
following his prey.

ON THE ISLAND.

Behind the wheel of the golf cart, Jerico is about to drive 
away when he HEARS crashing above him and an incredible THUMP 
on the roof of his cart.

It’s Elsa who hits hard and plummets forward.  Dazed.  Lying on 
the ground in front of Jerico... semi-conscious.

Jerico drives OVER Elsa and makes his get-away.

INT.  SITUATION ROOM.  WHITE HOUSE - SAME

Russell Deane, The President, and white knuckled staff watch 
satellite telemetry of a nuclear missile off the Alabama.

RUSS DEANE
Trajectory?

MILITARY OFFICER
Confirmed.  Castle Bravo.  This guy’s 
going to hit the nail on the head.

RUSS DEANE
Why Castle Bravo?

PRESIDENT
Site of our first thermonuclear test in 
1954-- so that’s where he’s running his 
own test.  Maybe he likes the irony.

EXT.  BIKINI ATOLL.  MARSHALL ISLANDS - SAME

The ICBM flames toward what was once paradise-- now a moon 
crater.  Direct hit.  Center of the crater.

The warhead detonates.  A shock wave rips the water-- sending a 
boiling tsunami off in every direction and a mushroom cloud 
high into the atmosphere.
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EXT.  CUL-DE-SAC - LATER

In agony, Jerico drives the golf cart into Bill Pope’s cul-de-
sac.  

He stops-- staring at a Dodge Charger.  No hubcaps.  

The vehicle is empty.  But he knows... looks around.  Rooftops.  
Bushes.  They’re here somewhere.  Monitoring Jill’s house.

Jerico looks at the license plate-- the last 4 digits of the 
plate read 8777.  Returning to the driver’s door, he punches in 
8777 into the keypad.  The door clicks open.

INSIDE THE CHARGER.

Jerico pops open the center armrest.  An illuminated keyboard 
swings up and out.  A screen buried in the dashboard lights up.  
He puts on a headset-- adjusts the microphone.  Begins 
typing...

JERICO
This is AIF dispatch 319 for OIC.

X-CUT WITH

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

A defeated Quaker Wells sits with what’s left of his ravaged 
unit.  Surveillance footage of the carnage on the bridge plays.  

Wells picks up his blinking phone line...

QUAKER WELLS 
This is Wells.  Go.

As he speaks, Jerico is scanning his voice print...

JERICO 
Sir, observation team at 4600 Clearview 
Place is requesting permission to stand 
down.

QUAKER WELLS 
The Pope house!?  There is no Goddamn 
way any observation team is standing 
down.  Got it!? 

Angrily, Wells terminates the call-- realizes the Admiral is 
waiting for him.  

ADMIRAL LANCE
Jan Strook delivered his proof directly 
on target.  He’ll have a buyer.  NSA is 
tracking the signals for us.
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INT.  THE CHARGER - SAME

Jerico re-edits the recording he’s just made of Wells... 
stopping and starting.

EXT/INT.  ANOTHER HOUSE IN THE CUL-DE-SAC - MOMENTS LATER  

Two Agents, the OBSERVATION TEAM, keep vigil from inside a 
neighbor’s house.  Headphones on their ears.

High-tech lasers on tripods shoot beams at the windows of the 
Pope house.  They could hear a mouse fart in there.  But right 
now there’s no activity-- nobody home.

A Teenager lounges on the sofa-- playing a video-game... 

A phone vibrates.  One of them answers... 

QUAKER WELLS (PHONE)
This is Wells.  

OBSERVATION TEAM
Yessir.

QUAKER WELLS (PHONE)
The Pope house.  Stand down.  Got it!?  

The call terminates.  The Agents pack their gear.

OBSERVATION TEAM
(to the Teenager)

We’re out’a here.  Thank your mom.

EXT.  BUSHES NEAR BILL POPE’S HOUSE - LATER

Jerico watches as the Charger drives off.  He hobbles toward 
the house. 

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

On the verge of passing out, Jerico eases himself down the 
stairs into the basement.

He passes the washer/dryer and approaches dual hot water 
heaters.  Reaches behind one.  Pulls a release lever.

It OPENS.  A bright light flashes on from within: 

An emergency locker.  First aid; a gun; money; passports; 
cellphones.

Jerico grabs a pre-loaded syringe marked “morphine” and drives 
it into his thigh.
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The pain immediately subsides.  He can breathe.

Using surgical scissors, he cuts away his pantleg.

The shard of wood protrudes from the side of his thigh up 
through the front.  Clear through.

From the locker he removes anaesthetic sprays... spraying the 
wound... numbing it.

Then YANKS the wood free.  Blood pulses out.  Jerico packs 
wadding front and back.     

From above, Jerico HEARS a car’s doors close.

ON THE FRONT STOOP.

Zoe kicks at the front door-- as Jill enters the pass code.

JILL
Okay... okay...

Zoe sulks into the house and disappears, leaving Jill 
confounded once again about how to help her daughter cope with 
the loss of her dad.

Then she realizes that the door to the basement is open.

Warily, she pulls a baseball bat out of the umbrella stand-- 
waits for Zoe to trudge into the backyard clutching her bo-bo. 

Jill carefully descends the basement stairs.

BASEMENT.

It’s dark down here.  Jill can see the reflection of a bright 
light from around a corner where the washer/dryer is located.  

Baseball bat at the ready, she silently moves to round the 
corner.  Then stops.

There he is.  The intruder.  Sitting on the floor.  Clearly 
wounded.  Absorbed in his work.  Taping his thigh.

Attached to a support column next to Jill is a phone.  

Slowly, she lifts it out of its cradle.  She’s about to dial 
when Jerico turns-- the gun now in his hand-- pointed at her.

Neither one moves.  He glances down at the wound. 

Then he slides the pistol across the floor to her feet.  Jill 
picks it up-- she’s staring at the water heater-- amazed by its 
secret compartment.
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JILL
Who are you?  How did you know this was 
down here?  I didn’t know this was down 
here!  Did you work with Billy?

JERICO
I don’t think anybody like him ever 
would’a worked with somebody like me.

JILL
He was murdered, wasn’t he?

JERICO 
Tortured first.

This makes Jill’s knees buckle.

JERICO (cont’d)
It’s all about some guy who broke into 
a computer.

JILL
Who killed him?

JERICO
I don’t remember yet.

JILL
Remember?

JERICO
They stuck him in my head.  

JILL
What!? 

JERICO
All the stuff he knew-- all the stuff 
he could do... I got it all scrambled 
up inside me.

JILL
That’s impossible.

JERICO
The first car you two ever bought.  
Used Subaru hatchback.  Bum clutch.  
Blew the first week.  Cost you 1100 to 
get it fixed.

JILL
“Gillette.  The best a man can get”.  
My pin code.
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JERICO
I told you.  They put him in my brain. 

(beat)
You change the code?

She nods.  Jerico points at a dusty trophy.

JERICO (cont’d)
Gymnastics.  You invited him to your 
meet on your second date to show off.  
You’re a research Doctor now, huh?  
Must be pretty smart.  I never went to 
school.

From the backyard comes a yell:

ZOE (O.S.)
Mommy!  I’m hungry!

Triggered by the hungry child, Jerico pops into Bill Pope mode:

JERICO 
Sunday.  Fried Chicken and Waffles.  
You do the chicken in buttermilk 
batter.  I always do the waffles.

Jill’s stunned.

JERICO (cont’d)
That’s your husband, right?  It’s the 
way it worked, right?  I know how much 
syrup the kid likes on her waffle.  I 
can fix it all up, Jill and I never 
cooked anything in my life but a hot 
dog. 

JILL 
You remember everything?

JERICO
I get pieces.  Things pop up.  Places 
trigger ‘em.  Things I see.  Don’t ask 
me how they did it-- but they did it.  

JILL
Why?

JERICO
Looking for deets about where he 
stashed someone before he died.

Again Zoe calls:

ZOE (O.S.)
MOMMY!
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JERICO
Go to your kid.  I’ll finish and get 
out.

Jill has a decision to make.  She knows how dangerous this man 
is-- but she has the gun.  Seeing her hesitation:

JERICO (cont’d)
Billy could never hurt you, Jill.  So 
neither can I.  

JILL
Go out that window.

JERICO
Fair.

Keeping the gun and the phone, she heads upstairs.  We HEAR the 
lock CLUNK. 

Jerico finishes wrapping the wound.  A professional job.  He 
stands-- the initial pain almost causing him to black out...

Next to the washing machine is a pile of clothes-- finds a pair 
of Bill’s jeans.

INT.  KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Jill’s world is spinning.  Adrenaline blasting.  She takes a 
deep pull off a bottle of beer trying to calm down.

The microwave BEEPS... chicken tenders defrosted.

EXT.  FRONT YARD - SAME

Jerico emerges through the basement window into the front 
driveway.  

He approaches Jill’s car-- gets in-- flips down the visor.  The 
keys fall into his hand.

He’s about to go when...

He looks down the side of the house into the backyard.  

Sees the sad little girl in the flowerbed... burying the 
stuffed elephant. 

Jerico feels an emotional surge.  At first he’s angry-- trying 
to dismiss these feelings... but Bill’s presence is powerful.  
It’s a tug of war.

Jerico skirts the side of the house-- into the backyard.  
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JERICO
What are you doing?

ZOE
My bo-bo is dead.  I need to give it a 
funeral.

Jerico glances over at a trampoline.

INT.  KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

Jill, frying the tenders, HEARS laughter from the backyard.    

BACKYARD.

Jerico’s on the trampoline-- Zoe in his arms-- bouncing ever 
higher to the child’s glee.

Jill steps out onto the back porch.

JILL
STOP!

ZOE
Why mommy?

JILL
Dinner is ready and he has to go.  NOW! 

ZOE
Nooooooo.

JILL
Zoe!

Zoe’s face darkens, she scrambles off the trampoline, going 
into a full shit-fit.  SCREECHING.

Jerico reached down and lifts Zoe off the ground-- holding her 
by the scruff of her shirt...

JERICO
Fly.

Zoe transforms instantly-- she knows this game-- sticks her 
arms and legs out-- like an airplane.  Jerico spins her through 
the air-- heading toward the kitchen and a waiting Jill.

ZOE
Make the sound.

Jerico starts making growling airplane engine sounds... finally 
delivering a now jubilant child into her mother’s arms.
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ZOE (cont’d)
He did it just like daddy.  Make him 
stay, mommy.  

Jill’s caught.  In the moment, it’s like Billy has come back to 
her.  Jerico’s caught too. 

JERICO
I’ll do the waffles.  Then I’ll go. 

INT.  RED LOBSTER - SAME

Greensleeves, sitting alone in a booth, tucks into a ton of 
seafood all by himself when his phone rings.  A Tech from the 
bullpen...

TECH (PHONE)
Facial recognition made a possible hit 
on Elsa Mueller.  At Nordstroms in 
Rosslyn.  Five minutes from your 20, 
sir.

Greensleeves is on the move-- still wearing the bib which he 
rips off at the door.

INT.  NORDSTROMS - MOMENTS LATER

Elsa, limping-- one of her high heels broken, hits the ladies 
shoe department.

ANGLE ON GREENSLEEVES.

Cautiously entering the store.  Scanning... the cosmetics... 
the escalators...

Then he sees her.  He’s about to make a call for backup when 
Elsa stands and heads directly toward him-- cradling a pair of 
turquoise Manolos. 

Greensleeves pockets the phone and pretends to be just another 
casual shopper... all the time keeping a wary eye on Elsa.

As Elsa takes various articles off racks, she gets nearer, 
forcing Greensleeves to retreat.  

She doesn’t appear to notice him, but as he backs up, 
Greensleeves is inadvertently becoming cornered.

Behind him, only the corridor to the DRESSING ROOMS. 
Greensleeves has no choice but to go into the Dressing Rooms.
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THE DRESSING ROOMS.

He ducks into a stall.  Hiding.  Locks the door.  Pulls out his 
phone but he stops because--

Elsa has picked the adjacent stall.  Is changing.  Draped over 
the top of the divider-- her dress.  Her bra.  

And then ELSA HERSELF... she has jumped atop the divider and 
now swings the spike of her Manolo directly into Greensleeves’ 
skull.

INT.  JILL’S KITCHEN - LATER

Jill watches uncomfortably as Zoe helps Jerico pour batter onto 
the waffle iron.

ZOE
Now we wait til the light goes green.

She smiles at Jerico.  This tugs at his heart.  He doesn’t know 
whether these feelings are Bill’s or his own... all he knows is 
that this is the happiest moment of his life.

LATER.

The TV set blares a Wile E. Coyote cartoon.  Jerico sits hip-to-
hip next to Zoe-- on the floor.  As the Coyote once again meets 
a self-inflicted death, Jerico nudges Zoe...

JERICO
Beep.  Beep.

ZOE
Beep.  Beep.

He sticks his new sneakers up into the air...

JERICO
New shoes.

LATER.

Jill, still tight and uneasy, does dishes.  She sees Zoe 
passing by wearing a pink tutu... followed by Jerico. 

ZOE
(points at the piano)

Play.

JERICO
Don’t know how.

Zoe, undeterred by the lack of music, begins to twirl.
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Jerico approaches the piano.  Stares at it.  HE HEARS... “The 
Nutcracker” in Bill’s memory.

Sitting at the piano, Jerico realizes... he can do this.  Hits 
the first notes tentatively-- then more... 

ZOE
You know it!

Jerico’s swept into the music... moved.

Jill steps out of the kitchen.  Watching Jerico-- this familiar 
scene-- her heart clutches in her throat.  Tears run down her 
face, the sense of loss so deep.

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

Hagbard’s not a man used to losing.  He turns to his unwilling 
guest:  Dr. Franks.  The man is pale.  Neck bandaged.

HAGBARD
Tell me something I don’t know, Doctor.

Franks just stares at him.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
In order to do your procedure-- you had 
to first scan Jerico’s frontal lobe.  

(Franks nods)
You must have injected him with a dye.

DR. FRANKS
Radio isotope Gadolinium 64.

HAGBARD
Good!  We know when it was administered 
and we know the half-life of 
Gadolinium.

Franks is intrigued in spite of himself.

DR. FRANKS
He’s giving off a radio active 
signature.  But it’s so faint.  There’s 
no way--

Hagbard turns to his workstation.

HAGBARD
Are you familiar with N.E.S.T?

Hagbard’s fingers fly--
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INT.  N.E.S.T. - SAME

The Nuclear Emergency Search Team, headquartered at Andrews Air 
Force Base.  They’re tasked with sniffing out potential 
radioactive dangers.

A hangar.  It’s dark in here.

Suddenly lights flash on a large control console kicking to 
life-- but there’s nobody there.  Being operated remotely by 
Hagbard.

Lights now flood the hangar.  We SEE various DRONES sitting 
idly.

HAGBARD (V.O.)
Nuclear Emergency Search Team.  They 
keep your nation’s capital safe from 
nuclear threat.

The massive hangar doors open... 

A Drone POWERS UP.  Propeller spinning.  It turns.  Slides out 
into the night... and lifts off.

EXT.  SKIES OVER D.C. - LATER

The Drone soars silently over the city.  In its nose: 
scintillation Detectors.  Sodium iodide crystals.  They can 
“smell” even the faintest radioactive trace.

X-CUT WITH HAGBARD

His touchscreen tabletop shows a “God’s Eye” 3-dimensional 
image of Washington.  

Fingers fly across the table... bringing up incredible detail 
of buildings-- inside buildings-- under ground.  Touching a 
residence, they have information on everyone living there-- 
names, jobs, banks, internet id’s, license numbers, medical 
records.

HAGBARD
Zeroing out for everything except 
Gadolinium 64.

As the drone trolls across the city, GREEN DOTS begin to 
sprout... low-level radioactivity.

Hagbard fingers each dot... which reveals data on each  
radioactive source.

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Hospital.  MRI machines.
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The Dot disappears.  Another Dot is highlighted.  A house in 
Chevy Chase.  Data appears about the occupant.  

HAGBARD (cont’d)
Male.  59.  Non-Hodgkin’s lymphoma.  
Chemo patient.  Sad.  

This is clearly going to be a long night.

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - SAME

Jerico sits on the couch.  Jill sits opposite-- Zoe sleeps in 
her mother’s lap curled around her bobo.

JILL
You know everything about me-- I don’t 
know anything about you.  Who are you?

Jerico struggles to find an answer.  Finally...

JERICO
Nobody and nothing.

(brightening)
But prison’s been good for me.  They 
keep me chained up.  Away from people.  
My mom did too.  Kept me in a dog cage.  
Stopped me from doing bad stuff.  
See... my brain don’t work right.  But 
havin’ your man inside me... it’s like 
putting on glasses for the first time.  
You know.  Before-- you thought you 
could see pretty good-- then bam-- the 
whole world’s different.  It’s nice.  

(beat)
But Doc said it’ll go away.

Jill sees the sadness in his eyes.

JERICO (cont’d)
One good thing is-- I won’t have to 
feel no more.  It jangles me up.  
Easier not to feel.  

JILL
You can feel what he felt?

Jerico shrugs.

Jill struggles with baring her inner-most fears...

JILL (cont’d)
In college we did everything 
together... there was this funny thing 
he would do.  He’d kind of touch the 
tip of his nose and... it was our 
little signal.  Our thing--
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Jerico-- remembering-- makes the exact move.  Seeing it again 
almost brings tears to her eyes. 

JILL (cont’d)
It reminded me how much he loved me.

(beat)
Then he changed.  Work.  All the 
secrets.  Everything changed-- small 
things-- big things... the nose... 

(beat)
I think I lost him. 

The question gets lodged in Jill’s throat.

JERICO
You want to know if he still loved you?

She doesn’t nod.  Doesn’t blink-- waiting for the answer.

JERICO (cont’d)
I know what that word is supposed to 
mean.  But I don’t know what it means.  
I don’t know what I’m supposed to be 
looking for. 

Jill thinks...

JILL
Well... our wedding.  Barefoot on the 
beach. 

JERICO
St. Croix.

JILL
Yeah.  We got married at dawn.  

Jerico gets Bill Pope MEMORY FLASHES.  The Wedding.  The dress.  
Staring into Jill’s eyes.

JILL (cont’d)
Or the time we took the balloon flight 
over the canopy in Costa Rica.

Jerico remembers: the soaring, sailing arc over a sea of 
green... clutching Jill close.

JILL (cont’d)
Me handing you Zoe for the first 
time... she was so small-- so perfect.

Jill stops suddenly, realizing that tears are running down 
Jerico’s face.

Then he realizes it too.

He’s feeling love for the first time.  
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JERICO
You never lost him.  I feel it.  It’s 
still here.

A huge weight is removed from Jill.  

JERICO (cont’d)
Now I know what it is!

Jerico is laughing through his tears.  It’s a wondrous moment 
for him.  He places a hand over his racing heart...

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - SAME

It’s grim.  They’re working against the clock and losing.

The Admiral enters.  

ADMIRAL LANCE
NSA says the bidding is done.  We’re 
tracking the buyers.  They’re coming to 
meet the seller.  We follow them to Jan 
Strook.  Put an end to this thing.

QUAKER WELLS
Who’s the lucky winner?

Lance indicates the big screen-- a flight path from South 
America toward Washington D.C.

Then photographs of Zepeta and various men we saw sitting with 
him by the bull ring in Colombia.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Cartel is looking to step up their 
game.

INT.  TOURIST BUS - DAWN

Sleepless, Hagbard hunts.  Half-dead, Dr. Franks watches.

DR. FRANKS
The G-64 is degrading fast.  You’re not 
going to find him.

HAGBARD
Recalibrating to 3 rads.

Most of the dots disappear... narrowing the search parameters.  
Hagbard fingers a dimly glowing green dot.  “Subject unknown”.

The tabletop features the Drone’s POV as it dives into suburban 
Virginia.
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EXT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - MOMENTS LATER

The drone’s propellers swivel upward, turning it into a 
helicopter as it descends toward Bill Pope’s house.

Thermal cameras pinpoint the location of three individuals 
inside... adjusting toward a window... we SEE: 

INT.  THE POPE HOUSE - SAME

Zoe comes downstairs... she finds Jerico asleep on the couch.  
Gently rocks him.  Eyes opening-- Jerico smiles.

ZOE
Oatmeal.

Jerico obligingly rolls off the couch.

HAGBARD (V.O.)
A picture of domestic bliss.

As Jerico rips open packets of instant oatmeal, he focuses on a 
Georgetown refrigerator magnet: the blue and white bulldog.

BILL POPE MEMORY:

The same banner-- over the door of a library.  The Riggs 
library at Georgetown University.

We are carrying a duffel-- moving fast-forward then slowing.  
Up a stairway.  To a locked cage containing rare books.  Using 
a key.  Placing the duffel-- we glance in and SEE money and a 
passport-- behind a set of GEORGE WASHINGTON books...

END MEMORY

Wearing sweats, Jill has joined them in the kitchen.

JILL
Jerico? 

But Jerico’s mind is on the money:

JERICO
At the school.  There’s a cage.  In the 
library.  A key.

JILL
The rare book collection at Riggs 
library.  He liked to go there 
sometimes and just disappear in the old 
books.

JERICO
Where’s his keys? 

"Criminal"                           Cook/Weisberg     83.



She considers for a beat.  Then goes to a table in the front 
hall-- retrieving her husband’s key ring.  Handing it to him.

JILL
Where are you--

JERICO
We’re going to be rich.

“Instinctively” Jerico kisses her goodbye.  The act catches 
them both by surprise.  Both embarrassed.

JERICO (cont’d)
You smell like oranges.

Jerico stops at the door.

JERICO (cont’d)
I wish I could keep being him.  He 
knows what’s right and what’s wrong.  
And he loves you.  I never had that.

And he’s gone.   

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE.  GARAGE - CONTINUOUS

Jerico is at the wheel of Bill’s Ford Focus.  It may look like 
a piece of shit-- but there’s a Boss 302 engine under the hood.

Pulling out of the garage-- up the street-- the Drone drops 
down behind him.  Following.

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

The bus is on the move-- fast.

Hagbard is watching the Ford Focus on his tabletop display.  He  
calls to the driver:

HAGBARD
He’s headed toward Arlington.  Get on 
the 395.  Thank you for your help, Dr. 
Franks.  It’s been a pleasure. 

Elsa lifts Franks and heaves him off the moving bus.

X-CUT WITH JERICO

Jerico powers the Focus through the streets of Arlington.  The 
Drone follows.

The occupant of a high rise stands naked at her penthouse 
window greeting the dawn... as a car sized creature (the Drone) 
cruises past. 
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Down below, Jerico blithely drives on.

He enters a tall parking structure.  The Drone loses him 
inside.  It circles around... trying to locate the car.  Up a 
level-- searching... where the hell is he?

Up another level.  And another.  Until its nose peers through 
the railing on the roof level-- realizing too late-- that:

The Focus is tear-assing right for it-- up the ramp.  All 600 
pound feet of torque cranking.  Engine screaming.

Just before the car reaches the railing, WE SEE Jerico bail 
out.  He tumbles clear.  The car SMASHES through the rail and 
HITS the drone head-on.  

Both machines fall to the ground in an EXPLOSIVE mess.

HAGBARD.

Slack jawed.  He could scream at the Driver to hurry-- but he 
knows he’s lost his prize.

EXT.  DULLES AIRPORT - SAME 

A Private jet taxis to the Private Air Terminal.

Emerging from the plane, five South American “businessmen”, 
including Zepeta.  

From the roof of a nearby Terminal, CIA surveillance tracks 
their every move.

INT.  BILL POPE’S HOUSE - LATER

Zoe races out of her bedroom-- Jill in pursuit-- both laughing.

JILL
Shower time, young lady!

ZOE
I have to refresh my lips first.

JILL
Don’t you dare.

Zoe tears into the master bath and immediately climbs up onto 
the counter-- opening a cabinet filled with beauty supplies.  
Grabs a lip-gloss-- applying it “expertly”.  

ZOE
I’m a hot mess!

JILL
Oh-- lovely!
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Jill snatches her off the counter-- opens the shower door.  
Without looking inside, she reaches--

Doesn’t realize that ELSA is INSIDE THE SHOWER.  Jill’s hand 
searches for the knob--

JILL (cont’d)
Off with those pj’s, hot mess. 

Elsa GRABS Jill’s wrist.  She SCREAMS.

EXT.  HILTON HOTEL.  WASHINGTON.  DULLES - SAME

The South American businessmen exit an airport shuttle at the 
low slung Hilton Hotel.

ANGLE ON A SEDAN.

Snaking past.  Inside, CIA Officers.  One of them on his phone:

CIA OFFICER 
They’re checking in.   

THE HELICOPTER.

Wells doesn’t fucking buy it:

QUAKER WELLS
Carlos Zepeta does not stay at Airport 
Hiltons.  Somebody get in there.

HILTON LOBBY.

Officers move to the front desk...

HELICOPTER.

Wells is getting a report:

OFFICER (RADIO)
They had cars waiting in the 
underground garage.  Two Mercedes.  
They’re already gone.

He taps the Pilot and the bird circles out over the beltway.   
Did he lose them?  Then... 

TWO MERCEDES 500’S.

Cruising in tandem toward D.C.
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EXT.  GEORGETOWN UNIVERSITY CAMPUS - LATER

Jerico walks through the main quadrangle at the entrance to 
Georgetown University.

His memories pulling him toward Riggs Library. 

But before entering... he stops... staring fixedly across 
campus.  Remembering--

BILL POPE MEMORY.

Pope leads a shaken Jan Strook toward a Medical Research 
Building.  Into an elevator.  Top floor.  To a door marked 
“Jill Pope”.  Entering a combination.  And into a small office 
overlooking university fields and other buildings.

END MEMORY.

Jerico turns and refocuses on the money and Riggs Library.

INT.  MEDICAL RESEARCH OFFICE - SAME

Same office.  Food containers-- sink washed underwear and socks 
drying on the radiator.  Jan’s going stir crazy trapped in this 
office.

He hovers at the windows-- staring out with binoculars.  
Waiting for his buyer.

INT.  RIGGS LIBRARY - SAME

Jerico walks into the stately Riggs Library-- a symphony of 
elegant brass that looks like the inside of a pipe organ.

He scans.  Hunting for memory.  Then his head whips around-- 
and up at the third floor.  Honing in.  He’s got it.

THIRD FLOOR.

Jerico emerges from the stairwell.  Ahead, he can see the 
“closed stacks”.  A caged area, woven metal mesh from floor to 
ceiling, holding rare and important volumes.  

Approaching the cage door, Jerico pulls out Pope’s keys.  But 
he fumbles.  Looking at his left hand, Jerico sees that his 
fingers are CLAWED.  Stiffening.  Again.  

Is it going?  Leaving him?  Is he losing Bill Pope?

Angry, he massages his fingers back to life.  

Unlocking the door.  Glancing into the carrels.  Nobody else 
here.  He moves through the narrow aisles... knows he’s getting 
close.
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He reaches the last aisle... turning on the lights.  Bottom 
shelf.  The plaque: The Books of George Washington.  Dumping 
the volumes onto the floor, Jerico pulls out the duffel we SAW 
earlier.

Inside-- bundles upon bundles of cash.  More money than Jerico 
has ever seen in his life-- more money than he ever could have 
imagined.  He rubs one of the bundles across his face like it 
was soap.

The lights overhead flicker briefly.

Jerico, heaving the duffel, heads for the door.  As he reaches 
it...

We realize: standing on the other side of the door-- Hagbard. 

Jerico stops.  The man’s face triggering:

BILL POPE MEMORY

His hands and ankles are tied to the legs of a crayfish tank so 
that his torso floats in the brackish water.  Crayfish crawl 
over his naked chest... pincers digging into his flesh.

Hagbard looms over with a filleting knife.  Each slice drawing 
blood-- driving the crayfish into a feeding frenzy.

END MEMORY.

JERICO
You’re the guy killed me.

HAGBARD
Good memory.  

JERICO
You hurt me.  I hurt you worse.

HAGBARD
I respect your creed.

Jerico grabs the door-knob.

Now we realize-- out of view-- Elsa is pressing the ragged 
wires of a busted overhead light fixture to the mesh door of 
the cage.  

When Jerico grabs the knob-- he completes the circuit...

Boom.  He’s blown backwards-- out of his shoes-- by the high 
voltage.  The door swings wide open.

Incapacitated by the voltage, Jerico’s muscles involuntarily 
spasm as Hagbard and Elsa stand over him. 
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HAGBARD (cont’d)
Let me tell you my creed.

And he savagely kicks Jerico in the head.

JERICO
You’re not gonna kill me, boss.  You 
kill me you don’t find the Dutchman.

HAGBARD
So true.  But I always plan ahead.

EXT.  PROSPECT STREET - MINUTES LATER

The tour bus idles.

Surrounded by Hagbard’s men, Jerico stares through a window-- 
inside he can see Jill and Zoe... 

The desperate look in Jill’s eyes triggers Jerico to lash out. 
Trying to get to the bus’ door... but he’s immediately 
pummeled.  It’s almost like he doesn’t feel the pain of the 
beating.  But finally he’s subdued.

HAGBARD
Just do what we tell you and they’re 
fine.  Take me to Jan right now.  

We see something in Jerico’s eyes: Bill Pope forming a plan.  

JERICO
That money was for the Dutchman.  It 
was the deal.  You want to make sure he 
doesn’t screw with the trigger-- we’re 
going to need it.

Elsa tosses him the duffel.

HAGBARD
If you try to run or involve the police 
in any way-- they will die ugly.

EXT.  BELTWAY - SAME

The two Mercedes sedans wend their way through traffic heading 
into D.C. 

We may notice follow cars keeping a healthy distance and the 
pursuit helicopter overhead.

EXT.  CANAL ROAD - LATER

The Mercedes sedans exit Canal Road heading up into the 
University complex...
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INT.  HELICOPTER - SAME

Wells sees...

QUAKER WELLS
They’re exiting into the Georgetown 
Medical Center...

He indicates to the pilot--

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
Put us down behind that building.

EXT.  MEDICAL CENTER - SAME

Jerico leads Hagbard and Elsa toward the Medical Research 
Building.  

But then they stop dead as...

Directly ahead of them, the helicopter lands-- three Strike 
Team members stream off-- followed by Quaker Wells.  

The realization sinking in that they’re too late.  

HAGBARD
(to Jerico)

Your wife and kid just died. 

Jerico is watching Wells round the corner of the building.

JERICO
No.  They’re going the wrong way.  

Jerico points at the Research Building.

JERICO (cont’d)
Your guy is in that building there.

Hagbard and Elsa exchange a look.  They have to risk it but...

ELSA MUELLER
(to Hagbard)

Not you.  You’re too valuable.  I’ll 
get it and meet you at the plane.

Hagbard takes a beat.  So close to coming face to face with the 
traitor.  But he has to agree.  

Hagbard returns to the bus, one guy leaving with him.  

The other joins Elsa and Jerico as they head into the research 
building.   
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INT.  JILL POPE’S OFFICE - SAME

Jan Strook is watching as the Colombians’ cars enter the 
parking structure across from the office.  But his bird’s eye 
view tells him something else....

The CIA is all over this.  He can see the chase cars.  He sees 
Wells and the Strike Force moving across a quad.  FUCK!

He sends a text.

INT.  MERCEDES - SAME

Zepeta checks his incoming text.  

THE CARS.

Whip around-- heading back down.  They SMASH head on into the 
first CIA chase car.  Men spill out of all the vehicles... 

There’s a beat.  One of the Colombians raises a weapon.  
Gunfire erupts from all sides.

EXT/INT.  MEDICAL RESEARCH BUILDING - SAME

On the side of the building is an employee door with a punch-
pad.  Jerico stops.  Closing his eyes.  Trying to remember...

Then he has it... punches in the number.  They’re in.

This convinces Elsa they’re in the right place.

Through corridors.  Past locker rooms.  Various students 
milling around.  To a set of elevators.

ELSA MUELLER
What floor?

Jerico’s working it...

JERICO
It was high.  Top floor.

They ride up.

HALLWAY.

Getting off the elevator, they proceed down a hallway, passing 
various offices.  

As Jerico turns a corner he spots out of the corner of his eye 
a small nameplate on a door ahead marked “Jill Pope”.  

Jan’s in there and he knows it.

"Criminal"                           Cook/Weisberg     91.



Immediately he spins around as if he’s made a wrong turn.  
Indicates a large research lab...

JERICO (cont’d)
Through there.  It was through there.

RESEARCH LAB.

Jerico leads Elsa and the other man into a large, open lab 
space surrounded by offices, research students.  Computers.  
Gas Chromatographs.  Chemicals.  

These guys are out of place.  A RESEARCHER turns from her work:

RESEARCHER
Can I help you?

ELSA MUELLER
Shut your hole.

Jerico motions toward a corner office.

JERICO
There.  That’s the one.

Immediately, Elsa and the other man approach the door and KICK 
it in... storming inside.

Behind them, Jerico backs off-- from shelves he grabs two 
bottles-- hurls the first toward the corner office door: nitric 
acid... 

Hurls the second: sulphuric acid...

JERICO (cont’d)
(to the researchers)

Get out!

The researchers see what’s coming and bolt.

He grabs a beaker of glycerin...

IN THE CORNER OFFICE.

Elsa and the Other Guy rip apart the office in their search for 
Strook’s computer.  They hear glass shattering.  What the fuck?  
The Other Guy opens the door just as the glycerin beaker 
shatters...

Explosion.  Rolling thunder and ensuing fireball lifts Elsa’s 
cohort and thrusts him backwards through the window.

Sprinklers.  Alarms.  Smoke.

Jerico is gone.
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JERICO.

Storms up the hallway.  Faces peer out of offices-- including:

Jan Strook.  Who doesn’t know Jerico from Adam.  

Jerico grabs Jan and shoves him back into...

INT.  JILL POPE’S OFFICE - CONTINUOUS

Jerico hurls Strook across the room and locks the door.

JERICO
You don’t know me.  But I know you.  

He heaves the duffel of money.

JERICO (cont’d)
You and Pope made a deal.  He’s dead.  
But he’s making it good.  Here’s your 
money and your passport.

Jan gapes at him--

JERICO (cont’d)
You’re going to do what I tell you and 
maybe you live to spend it.

INT.  PARKING STRUCTURE - SAME

Wells, surveying the damage from the shootout with the 
Colombians, is drawn by the alarms from the Medical research 
building.  The screams.  The smoke pouring from the top floor.  

This is no coincidence.  He races down the stairs... 

INT.  RESEARCH LAB - SAME

Elsa staggers down the hallway in search of Jerico.  People all 
around him struggle to come to their senses in the aftermath of 
the explosion.

Burned and increasingly desperate-- through choking smoke.  

Then he realizes.  Only one office door in the hallway remains 
CLOSED.  

Then he sees the nameplate. 

INT.  JILL POPE’S OFFICE - SAME

Jan finishes his work.  Pulls a USB stick from his laptop.
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X-CUT OUTSIDE THE OFFICE DOOR

Elsa tries the knob.  Locked.  Shoots through the door and 
crashes into the office.

ELSA POV.

Jan is holding out the USB stick-- looking down in horror as...

Elsa shoots Jerico-- the force of the bullet spins him around.  
Slams into the credenza-- upending it.  All the knick-knacks 
tumbling on top of his prone body.  His shoulder bleeding 
badly.  

ELSA MUELLER
(of the stick)

Is that it?

JAN STROOK
Yeah.  It’s all on the stick now.

Elsa snatches it-- plugs the stick into his phone’s port-- 
confirming.

JAN STROOK (cont’d)
I’m sorry.  Tell Hagbard I’m sorry.

Elsa speed-dials Hagbard.

ELSA MUELLER
We have it.  Jan says he’s sorry.  
Okay.  I’ll tell him.

Elsa shoots Jan in the head.  

ELSA MUELLER (cont’d)
Sending data now.

But before he can hit the send button...

ANGLE BEHIND ELSA.

A bloody Jerico rising.  He reaches for a crystal award in the 
shape of a star... drives it through Elsa. 

For a moment, the giant trans-gender is stunned.  He spins 
around-- already firing-- spraying the windows and walls.  

Then drops dead.

QUAKER WELLS.

Comes through the door followed by his Strike Team.

Wells surveys... Elsa dead.  Jan Strook dead.  

The computer open on the desk.  Victory.
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He looks at Jerico with barely concealed amazement. 

QUAKER WELLS
You okay?

JERICO
Extra hole I don’t have no use for.

Quaker gives him a wan smile-- motioning toward Jan and Elsa--

QUAKER WELLS
I don’t know how you did this.  Whether 
it was you or Billy... but either way, 
we’re going to make sure you get all 
the hot dogs you can eat.

JERICO
Thanks boss.  

QUAKER WELLS
I have to put the cuffs on.

JERICO
Yeah.  

Jerico turns around-- offering his wrists.  Face to face with a 
family photo-- of Jill with Billy and Zoe, as he is cuffed.

QUAKER WELLS
(to his guys)

There’s an emergency room in the 
hospital next door.  Make sure this 
American is first in line.  

Wells sits in front of the valuable laptop.  Before Jerico is 
led out...

JERICO
Hagbard is the one who killed Billy, 
you know.  Tortured him.

Quaker lets this sink in...

JERICO (cont’d)
I’m gonna get him.  And I’m going to 
hurt him worse. 

QUAKER WELLS
(yeah, right)

Good for you.

Quaker gets on the phone to the Admiral... as Jerico is led out 
of the room.
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INT.  GEORGETOWN HOSPITAL.  EMERGENCY ROOM - LATER

The two CIA officers look on as...

With his hands still cuffed behind him, Jerico sits on an 
examining bed... a DOCTOR inspecting the gunshot wound fills a 
syringe...

DOCTOR
I’m going to give you something to help 
the pain and numb the wound.  Okay?

JERICO
You’re gonna need two of those, boss.

The Doctor shoots Jerico a grin...

DOCTOR
Believe me-- you’re not going to feel 
anything.

The Doctor injects the wound.  Jerico relaxes.  Smiles.  Urine 
soaks his pants and dribbles loudly on the floor.

DOCTOR (cont’d)
Don’t worry.  That happens.  I’ll get 
an Orderly to clean you up.

The CIA guys roll their eyes as the Doc goes out to summon an 
Orderly.  

They don’t want to watch this... they jockey their way out of 
the room as the Orderly enters and unbuckles Jerico’s pants.  
The door closes.

As the Orderly tugs Jerico’s pants over his shoes-- Jerico 
KICKS him in the side of the head.  The guy drops.  
Unconscious.

Jerico steps up onto the bed, turns around, and hooks the 
handcuffs to the IV pole behind him-- then drops to the floor.

The force from his weight snaps his arms up OVER HIS HEAD-- 
shoulders dislocating from their sockets... 

He’s now able to bring his arms down in front of him.

Even though he’s had a painkiller-- this is a killer.

Jerico lunges sideways at the wall-- jamming one shoulder back 
into its socket-- then the other side.

Leaning down, he runs his cuffed wrists along the bed’s lower 
railing.  Pressing the lever with his foot, the bed slowly 
descends... grinding against the links... until they SNAP.
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OUTSIDE THE ROOM.

The two CIA guys maintain their vigil.

The “Orderly” emerges from the room pushing a laundry cart.  

We realize that the Orderly is Jerico-- now wearing the man’s 
overalls and hair net.

ENTRANCE TO THE EMERGENCY ROOM.

Ambulances linger.  Jerico approaches one-- gets behind the 
wheel and peels out.

INT.  AMBULANCE - CONTINUOUS

Jerico pulls Elsa’s phone (USB stick still protruding) from his 
pocket and hits redial.  As it connects...

JERICO
You got what I want.  I got what you 
want.  We trade.  Tell me where to 
come.

EXT.  POTOMAC AIRFIELD.  FORT WASHINGTON, MARYLAND - SAME

A public use, private airport.  Not even a tower.  A single 
runway nestled in a residential community.  Quaint houses back 
onto the runway.  No fences.  No security.

The Tour bus idles next to the runway.  Nearby-- Hagbard’s  
Airbus 318 is running its pre-flight.

ON THE TOUR BUS.

Hagbard is at his workstation.  We see Jill and Zoe in the 
background.

INT.  JILL POPE’S OFFICE - SAME

Wells watches techs run diagnostics on Jan Strook’s laptop.

TECH
It’s not here.  Trigger was running off 
a USB thumbdrive.

Wells’ phone rings... getting the news that...
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INT.  CIA OPS CENTER - MOMENTS LATER

Admiral Lance is running the bullpen. 

ADMIRAL LANCE
Jerico took an ambulance from 
Georgetown Hospital. 

QUAKER WELLS (CELLPHONE)
He has the trigger.  

ADMIRAL LANCE
(to the Techs)

Get GPS on the vehicle.  Interface with 
D.C. Police.  

EXT.  WELLS’ HELICOPTER - MOMENTS LATER

Rising off the lawn.  Wells and his strike team-- four armed 
men strapped into the open bay doors.  Georgetown dropping away 
beneath them. 

INT.  AMBULANCE - SAME

Jerico’s got the siren blaring.  Cars clearing out of his path.  
This is the way to travel.

He hears the two-way radio squawk.  It’s Quaker Wells trying to 
reason with a loose cannon:

QUAKER WELLS (RADIO)
Jerico!  We know you have the trigger. 
We can solve this.  Give you what you 
want.  A pardon.  Money.  A new life.  
You can be a free man.

Jerico lifts the handset-- we SEE that he’s struggling as his 
left hand is now permanently clawed.

JERICO
I’m losing Billy Pope, boss.  You know-- 
I know-- means I can’t belong out here.     

QUAKER WELLS
What are you going to do with the 
trigger?

JERICO
Hagbard has Jill and the baby.  I 
forget... I forget her name.  

QUAKER WELLS
You cannot give it to Hagbard.
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JERICO
Nothing to worry about.  I got it 
figured.

QUAKER WELLS
No Jerico!  You said it yourself-- you 
don’t belong out here.  You can’t 
understand what you’re doing.

JERICO
I like this car. 

Jerico RAMS between cars stopped at a light-- the heavy 
ambulance knocking them out of his path.  

JERICO (cont’d)
That little girl.  Tell me her name.

QUAKER WELLS
Zoe.

JERICO
Right.

Jerico’s face lights up as he remembers her.  He tosses aside 
the handset.  

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER.  LANGLEY - SAME

The Admiral is calling in the heavy shit.  Military Choppers.

EXT.  ANDREWS AIR FORCE BASE - SAME

Helicopter gunships heave off the asphalt.

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

Hagbard is tracking the pursuit of the ambulance.  Monitoring  
Police traffic.  Military traffic.

EXT.  ANACOSTIA FREEWAY - MOMENTS LATER

The ambulance is doing a hundred miles an hour.  A phalanx of 
Police Cars in pursuit.

Overhead, two military choppers circle.
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INT.  CIA OPS CENTER.  LANGLEY - SAME

Admiral Lance is on the Com with the chopper pilots...

ADMIRAL LANCE
Take that ambulance out.  Kill it.  
NOW!

INT.  MILITARY CHOPPER.  FLYING - SAME

The Co-Pilot has the ambulance in his sights...

His targeting system BLINKS.  The electronic gunsight is 
suddenly tracking a chasing Police Car...

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

We SEE that Hagbard has taken over control of the Military 
Chopper... he FIRES.

EXT.  HIGHWAY - SAME

The Police car is shredded by the chopper’s twin .50 Cal 
machine gun.

Then ANOTHER Police Car.  A missile scorches into a nearby UPS 
truck which explodes-- somersaulting across two other lanes-- 
permanently blocking traffic.

ADMIRAL LANCE (COM)
Get those helicopters the hell away 
from there!

Jerico exits off the freeway-- heading into a residential 
neighborhood.

EXT.  GAGE STREET.  FORT WASHINGTON - CONTINUOUS

Jerico drives toward a dead end.  A low barrier.  A berm.

He crashes through-- up the berm-- cresting-- airborne and down 
the backside-- onto the RUNWAY at Potomac Airfield.  Rolls to a 
stop DIRECTLY UNDER the Airbus-- wedging against the plane’s 
underbelly, between the wheels.

He can see Hagbard’s armed men next to the Tour Bus.  He gets 
out-- holding Elsa’s phone with the USB stick still protruding.

Zoe emerges from the bus-- escorted over to Jerico by a GUARD.

GUARD
You get half now, half on confirmation.
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Jerico hands over the phone.  Zoe throws herself into his arms 
as the Guard returns to the bus.

JERICO
You smell like oranges too.

INT.  TOURIST BUS - SAME

Jill watches as Hagbard works Elsa’s phone... corresponding 
images and information fly across the large table top screen.  

Accessing... the nuclear submarine USS Mississippi.  We SEE 
live footage from the Command deck.  We SEE their systems go 
BLACK as Hagbard assumes control.

HAGBARD
Prepare for the new world order, my 
friends. 

INT.  SSBN MISSISSIPPI - SAME

The First Officer of the nuclear submarine realizes...

FIRST OFFICER
Captain, we’ve lost our fire control 
com.

RADIO (COM)
Hot bird in the tube.  Tube flooded...

EXT.  NORTH ATLANTIC OCEAN - SAME

An ICBM erupts from the Mississippi... fighting its way to the 
surface... clearing the waves... primary thrusters FIRING.

INT.  WHITE HOUSE.  SITUATION ROOM - SAME

A mad scramble.  Russ Deane on the phone to...

INT.  CIA OPS CENTER.  LANGLEY - SAME

Admiral Lance is watching the boards...

ADMIRAL LANCE
Norad is tracking-- it’s coming right 
at us.  The projected target is 
Washington.

The realization.  We’re dead.
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INT.  WHITE HOUSE.  SITUATION ROOM - SAME

Russ Deane is pale. 

RUSS DEANE
Get the President to the Bunker.  

EXT.  POTOMAC AIRFIELD.  FRIENDLY, MARYLAND

Shaken, Jill emerges from the bus-- coming straight for Jerico 
and Zoe...

JILL
What did you do!?  

JERICO
He fire it?

Her eyes tell it all--

JILL
Jerico!  It’s hitting HERE in 12 
minutes.  You killed us all.  

Just then...

As Hagbard emerges from the tour bus... Quaker’s helicopter 
circles the airfield.  Strike Team members FIRING DOWN. 

ANGLE ON QUAKER WELLS.

QUAKER WELLS
If we’re all dead-- Hagbard’s dead too.

JERICO AND JILL.

JERICO
Get in the ambulance.  We gotta move it 
out of the way!  Get him in the air.

JILL
WHY!?  What are you talking about!?

JERICO
That rocket ain’t coming for us.  
Dutchman fixed it.  That rocket’s 
coming for HIM.  No matter what he 
tells it.  He’s the target-- just like 
Wile E. Coyote.  Beep.  Beep. 

Oh, my God.  Hagbard has to get airborne or they’re all dead.   
She grabs Zoe and they all rush toward the ambulance.

Hagbard’s men-- out in the open, don’t stand a chance against 
the circling helicopter.  They’re mowed down.
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Hagbard is trapped inside the Tour Bus.

With no more gunfire directed at them, the chopper circles in 
to land.

JERICO (cont’d)
(to Jill)

You drive it.

And Jerico runs back toward the Tour Bus-- picks up a machine 
gun and waits for the helicopter to finish its bank.  Aiming at 
the intake and...

Jerico BLASTS away.  The chopper’s hit.  Its engine 
disintegrating.  Blades flying in all directions... 

Coming in fast and skidding across the grass.  Crashing.

Hagbard seizes his moment-- races toward the plane... jumping 
aboard... engines screaming... the plane taxis...

The Airbus thunders into the sky at full throttle-- banking 
hard out over the Atlantic.

Suddenly, all is silence.

Jerico drops his weapon and jogs toward the downed chopper.  

Wells and the Strike Team-- alive but trapped in the 
wreckage...

Over the COM we’re hearing...

RADIO (COM)
Missile changing track.  No longer 
inbound to D.C.  It’s honing in on the 
plane, sir...

Wells looks up at Jerico.  Did this moron..?

INT.  AIRBUS - SAME

In a steep climb, the plane has cleared the US coast.

A smug Hagbard watches his touch screen.  He SEES the progress 
of the missile and its intended trajectory into D.C.

Then the trajectory changes... and keeps flickering-- because 
it’s chasing a MOVING TARGET.  Him.

Hagbard throws a desperate look out his window.  Looks at the 
USB stick-- realizing it has fucked him.  

He HURLS it down the length of the plane-- which is useless 
because...

"Criminal"                           Cook/Weisberg     103.



EXT.  AIRBUS - CONTINUOUS

The ICBM creams the airplane and DETONATES.

EXT.  POTOMAC AIRFIELD.  FRIENDLY, MARYLAND - CONTINUOUS

Jerico looks at the bright flash in the far distant sky.

JERICO
Maybe dumbshit knows shit. 

Jill comes running back toward Jerico, Zoe at her heels.

She grabs Jerico-- hugging him tight.

JILL
You did good.

He winks down at Zoe:

JERICO
Beep.  Beep!

EXT/INT.  MEN’S CORRECTIONAL FACILITY - DAY

Chyron over: THREE MONTHS LATER.

In the VISITORS’ CENTER, Inmates reunite with their families.

The CIA has commandeered a corner of the room.  A full 
contingent of Officers. 

Quaker Wells sits next to Dr. Franks.  Jill Pope clutches her 
purse.  Everyone waiting.

Then, Jerico Stuart-- accompanied by the Leader of the prison 
extraction team, is led in. 

Even though Jerico is shackled, the Leader is still wary-- his 
fingers never inches away from the taser at his belt.

The CIA contingent STANDS-- as if the President just entered 
the room.

We see Jerico’s left hand-- clawed and hanging uselessly at his 
side.  Bill Pope completely gone.  

QUAKER WELLS
(to the Leader)

That’ll be all.

The man wants to say something-- wants to warn them that 
they’re crazy if they think they’re safe around this animal... 
but he’s no hero.  He backs away-- 
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Quaker turns to Jerico.  He opens a presentation box.  A medal.

QUAKER WELLS (cont’d)
On behalf of a grateful nation.  

Wordlessly, Jerico takes it-- inspecting.

He realizes Jill is among the group.  Motioning toward her--

JERICO
I want to give it to--

Jerico struggles to recall Jill’s name.

QUAKER WELLS
Jill.

JERICO
Yeah.

He squeezes over to her-- holding out the medal.

JERICO (cont’d)
The best a man can get.

JILL
Thank you.  For everything.

DR. FRANKS
Jerico.

Jerico turns-- recognizing Dr. Franks...

JERICO
Hey, Doc.  

DR. FRANKS
How are you?

JERICO
(shrugs)

Back to my ol’ self. 

Quaker steps forward.

QUAKER WELLS
Jerico-- we’ve come to take you out of 
here.  

JERICO
Why?

QUAKER WELLS
We need your help on a new situation.
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Jerico just shakes his head-- he shuffles through the CIA 
contingent... they move aside like a wave-- looking at him with 
respect.  With awe.  

He stops at the doorway leading back into the heart of the 
prison-- motioning to the extraction team.

JERICO
I’m safer in here, Boss.

As Jerico is led back to isolation, the CIA contingent watches 
him go.

END
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