TRAFFI C JAM
(a fantasy)

Witten by
Larry Ml er



FADE | N:

EXT. DOWNTOMN BUSI NESS DI STRI CT - DEAD OF NI GHT - 02: 30

Dead silent. Till. Eight ten-wheeler trucks pull up noisily.
Di sgorge workers who unl oad concrete barriers, roll themto
bl ock the intersection. Their jackhamrers shatter quiet night.
Wnd gust blows their gritty debris. Nearby wi ndows |ight up.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Captai n plays God.
Up there.
EXT. Cl TYSCAPE AND HORI ZON - DEAD OF NI GHT - 03: 30

Tall architectural verticals. One angul ar branch cuts across.
It sways as energency trucks breeze by destroying darkness.

FI LTERED VO CE (VO

| was Cod.

Down here. | don't deserve to be--
REPCRTER (VO

--in here? Wth himstill up there?

EXT. TWO- LANE SUBURBAN ROAD - NI GHT - 04: 07

Dead of night.
Dead bl ack.
Dead sil ent.

Wor n-down strai ghtaway franmed by woods.
Wor n-down | ane-striping hard to see.

TOMCAT i n-heat howl s. From sonewhere.
COYOTE how responds. From el sewhere.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Li ke God.
| give you. The Ten Commandnents.

Fromfar right. Sound of Big Car OS. Accelerating snmoothly.
Fromfar left. Sound of Od Car OS. Gunning it hoarsely.

At far right. Low fog lights fromBig Car.
At far left. One high bright fromdd Car, one dead |ight.

Both car's lights shift position. Then they align.
Both car's lights head in a straight Iine at each other.
Both car's lights nmerge in a splash of primary colors...as



REPORTER (VO
Not God.
Moses gave us The Ten Comuandnents.

the two engi nes nove close now angrily |loud as high headlights
froma third vehicle expose a. Hi dden side road. Were a
novi ng-van tractor-trailer spins wheels, leans on its horn,

as Big Car at right swerves, a face in it scream ng as

FI LTERED VO CE (VO
My Ten Conmandnents.
From a secul ar Moses.

all collide Big Car Ad Car noving van flying headlight shards
splinter into foreground carrying light and col or and fragnments

of a bl oody teenage face. Myving-van horn sticks, belches. As
netal parts spray up. Fall. Clatter. Horn farts. Horn stops.

THE WORN- DOWN TWO- LANE ROAD PI LED W TH LI FELESS VEHI CLES

Dead silent. Again.
Dead bl ack. Agai n.
Dark distant city asl eep.
As if it never happened.

EXT. /1 NT. METROPOLI TAN COMVERCI AL Al RPORT - 04:12

Dead silent.
Br oken by.
Noi sy jal opy. Noisy, but

hi ghly polished. Headlights pull jalopy around a service road
to the tarmac. Lights out. Coarse engine sputters off to
cl ean hum of sleek corporate-jet that taxis in front of

MAX BLESSI NG |jal opy driver, in shadow. Who opens car door

and car expl odes wth heavy-netal rock. Max, growl i ng words
to song, exits favoring his left leg. Stiff nuscles protest
as he leans back in, turns the radio off, grabs a |unchbox.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Fi rst Commandment ?
Not secular. It's biblical

Not quite pitch black now. Max wal ks forward purposefully
with alinp he tries to conceal behind mlitary posture.
Hi s thunmbs under his shirt collar, he fluffs it stylishly,

sips steam ng coffee fromhis ancient Arny-issue canteen.
Stops at hangar side door to a tiny office lit by one |onely
ni ght |anp, steps in, grabs a clipboard and CD, shuffles out.
As an airport fuel truck drives by, its brights hitting



Max's sidelit face, a seen-it-all face
whi ch betrays nore lines than WIllie Nel son.

FUEL TRUCK DRI VER
You? Still up there, Max? Today?

Max bl ows a translucent pink bubble. It grows. Pop. On his
pursed lips. He noves near a large indistinct black object.

MAX
Today. Every. Goddamm. Day.
Idiot kids get a driver's |license?
My war hero days | ong gone?
Still flap nmy w ngs.

On the black object, we can nmake out words: "LIGHTNING I|."
And call letters for a television station: "W.TN 11."

Pre-flight wal k-around: Max checks |inkage, checks oil, fuel,
renoves main rotor tether. Gunts his way up into the black

BELL HELI COPTER JET RANGER Max drags up his sleepy left |eg.
A new Max. Hi s novenents on auto-pilot shift into high gear.

Clicks on overhead |ight--Dons headset--Checks control s--
Checks right rudder pedal--Circuit-breakers in--Battery on--
Fuel on--Visual check of main rotor--Guuges at zero-- Seat
belts on--Press main rocker switch--Laptop on, CD on top--

MAX
Nane nme one rotten kid does that?

Tur bi nes spool up low humto high, rotor turns clack-clack, as
LIGHTNING Il eases off the deck, rises, tilts forward, ascends.
Gacefully. Into wind gusts. And freedom Up and away.

Max | ooks up up fromthe cockpit to a star-stippled night sky.

Max | ooks down down to a light-stippled city falling farther
bel ow, ei ght-hundred feet down,

reveal i ng the horizon, whose snol dering gl ow foreshadows dawn,
dappl ed with blue and red pulsating lights fromwhich emanate

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Politics is war. In a starched shirt.
First Commandnent is your | oaded gun:
"Smte thine enemes." Saith Mses.

t he faraway syncopated sirens of two nedical energency vans.

REPCRTER (VO
Smte. Smtel!?



EXT. SUBURBAN BACK ROAD - 04: 29

Dead of night.
Dead bl ack.
Dead sil ent.

On pitted concrete road, two noving vehicl es.

Front car: Open convertible doing thirty. Lush violin mnusic.
Tai |l gating: A bucking pickup, brights on. Loud country rnusic.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Let 'em know you smite with the wath
of A d Testanent Jehovah. You practice,
even if they're nerely rude, to get
into the habit. Lie to nmedia humliate
enem es ruin people crush careers
bef ore they do you. They see you the
one standing they get right in line.

TEEN BOY drives the convertible, hand lightly on TEEN G RL's
breast. She slides over so his hand sits higher. He forces
her tense hand to his crotch, where dash |ights show a wet
stain spreading on his well-ironed cotton trousers. Wile

PICKUP HCK tailgating flashes his brights, blasts his horn.

Convertible veers onto shoul der, waves pickup on. Pickup honks,
passes. Stops. Convertible passes. Pickup tailgates. Till,

Teen Boy convertible driver stops short. Exits. Dressed for
his big date. Buttons his jacket to hide the telltale stain.

Si dl es between car and pickup, whose brights reflect on his
gl asses. Wiich he takes off. Opens his trunk. G abs a bat.
Strikes a he-nman pose. Trying not to | ook so scared shit.

Teen Boy sputters curses aloud, his voice going high.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Don't threaten. Take acti on!
(devil"s 1 augh)
Your rep is the only threat you need.

Pi ckup Hick, out now, slovenly, whistles lewdly at Teen Grl
in the car. Liquored up, he spits a stream of tobacco. Takes a
| ong beer drinker's leak... ...ains his final dribble at her,

hops back in. Convertible drives off, followed by the pickup.
Convertible swerves around a sharp curve the pickup brakes
hard for, putting distance between them Mre distance. Til

convertible driver sees pickup tailgating, flashing brights.
Teen Boy speeds up. Pickup speeds up. Convertible stops hard.



Teen Boy out, shakes the bat, hustles back in, closes the
cloth convertible top. Pickup hits the gas, rans the
convertible across two | anes nose-first into a tree. CRUNCH.

Tree vi brates shaking | eaves and branches on the convertible.

Vol uptuous Teen Grl inside is jolted. Is notionless. |Is she?--
Then she. Screans as a sharp branch pierces the cloth top.

Poor weck half hangs off the road, half bl ocks oncom ng | ane.

REPORTER (VO
Be back. Guard? Bringing himin now.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Before | tell you Moses's secret?
H nt: Em nent Domain -- take.
Not, take action. Just. Take.

Pi ckup speeds drunkenly off toward the city, horn blasting.
House lights turn on. Pickup's rear red lights fade as Teen
Boy's red cel |l phone energency light blinks its nute S.O S.
FROM A DI STANT BEND | N THE ROAD

Teen Boy. Alone in the distant dark. Pitiful
Lost the battle. Lost the war. Lost his girl.

Lost in the sightless night.
Dead silent.
As if it never happened.
EXT. MANSI ON DRI VEWAY - 04:43
On a background of distant sirens. Loud nusical doorbell rings.
Curving brickwork driveway. Xenon headlights cut the black air.
Bl ack |inmousine pulls up to porte-cochere of an old-world
stone mansion, dinms lights. Wiich illustrate fine details of
stonework. Inside, lights turn on. Voice is oddly fanmliar.
MAN OF WEALTH ( OS)

Li ke God. Like the old days. Wen

| learned by | ooking down. Today.

I ook down again from Up there!
EXT./INT. BELONWTHIN CLOUDS - LIGHTNING Il - 04:54

Max in Lightning Il notes graceful clouds. Copter sounds wane.
AS THE CLOUDS FLOAT cross-country,

OVER GENTLE LAKES BLUSHED BY PI NK TI NT OF DAWN LI GHT, THEN



UNDER SOFTER PI NK- GRAY CLOUDS PASSI NG OVER PARKS, THEN

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Where in God's Hell did you--? | seel!
(very i npressed)
Second Commandnent: "Control the press

to control the brand.” | built bridges
and parks, sewers and schools. "The
Peopl e" saw nme as a reforner, |ibera

medi a | oved ne. Media rel ati ons? A
full-tinme job inside a full-time job.

ACROSS STATE BOUNDARI ES AND OVER LOW MOUNTAI N RANGES, THEN
TO DARK DRI ZZLE OVER A SMALL CI TY, THEN

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
G ve nedia brass a hot excl usive,
free passes. |'m hassled by sonme pushy
newsman? My news buddies bully him
| took a shortcut. What do | own?

TO G TY QUTSKI RTS

and cl ouds cone to rest above a

EXT. SMALL- TOAN Al RPORT - CONTI NUOUS

A d prop charter plane. Wndows show dimlighting inside.
Qut side, two dozen athletic nmen heft baseball equi pnent bags
carrying teamnane: "HAWGS " Sone al so juggle and sip coffee.

Sl eepy, a few kiss sexy girls good-bye, munble at each other.
PUDCE t weaks tight buttocks of a tall smling Asian teen babe
who sees it's Pudge, stares himdown, |ooks to her rmnuscul ar,
W RY BOYFRI END for hel p, who, grinning, shoves Pudge.

W RY BOYFRI END
You dick, you. I--

The bal | pl ayers board. O d engines turn over, coughing.

| NT./EXT. MANSI ON DRAW NG ROOM - 05:11
MAN OF WEALTH dons a suit jacket. His face appears dark-olive.

A val et brushes Man's suit tailored snugly over his trimform
a spread of eggs and fruit drawing his gaze from TV news.

Black linm's headlights filter through a tall gauzy curtained
wi ndow. Beyond the wi ndow, in the [ong, |ooping driveway,

the limb awaits, ray of early sun glinting off its hood
ornanment. The reflection becones other, larger lights...



EXT. WDE LOCAL VEN CE BOULEVARD - 05: 14

Random circles of |ight becone giant spotlights show ng us
street barricades surroundi ng two novi e-equi prment vans, two
actor's trailers, canmeras on dollies, production crew scurrying.
Fol ded canp chairs are plopped in the street. Caterer sets up

Local residents in bathrobes trudge in, gawk. Cars stack up.

EXT. /1 NT. ABOVE LOCAL TRAFFIC - LIGATNING Il - 05:26

Interior worklight glints off silver double-Captain's bars
on Max's left and right civilian collar. He spit-shines them

Max | ooks up up,
from bel ow transl ucent whirling rotor blades of Lightning Il

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
| tell unions, "Dig here." Two A M..

Max | ooks down down,

scans a clot of slow comuter cars raggedly illum nated by
dawn light, by their own lights, by his copter's lights.

O fice buildings under construction. Two hi ghways ring the
city. On the outer ring, caisson drill rigs chunk into life.
Batteries of trucks, earth-noving nmachines, tall cranes,
workers and their cars. Stop predawn traffic dead. Everywhere.

Har d- hat uni on crew excavates a football-field size cavity.
Har d- hat union crew at water's edge, |ike swanp nonsters with
headl i ghts and hydraulic hamers, drives nore massive stee
bul kheads deeply into the nmuck under the rocky shoreline.

MAX
Hits the fan, people wake to-- Yeah

Now wi th the surprising grace of a youthful cadet, Max banks
Lightning I, swoops down as CD slides off laptop distracting
hi m as, suddenly, lost in shadow, a twenty-story construction
crane tips, slides, invades two right |anes, blocks them

Rusty creak of rotating crane. Car's brakes. A thunk. A horn.

MAX
Move that nother back

Too cl ose! Metal shears nmetal. Bottom of Lightning Il glances
of f loom ng crane. Sharply noses up |left down shakes rolls
spirals plumets fifty feet, two hundred, four hundred. Until,



Max's skillful (manicured) hands are

acting/throttle -- Flicking/right stick -- Doing/collective --
Easing off main rotor -- Feet hitting right pedal |eft peda

as Lightning I1

junmps up, left. Centers with a shudder.
Level s barely inches above deadly concrete. Gently.

As if it never plunmeted.
Rotors blurred from above stir |oose sand and gravel bel ow.
Max, face cal mas a sleeping baby, ascends blithely, scans
the printout, stiffly picks up fallen CD, inserts it in PC
Pull s a young woman's photo fromhis wallet. Talks to it.
MAX
Who stol e construction off the report?
Pay 'tension Cap'n Max. O d eyes--

Crane is there again. No problemnow. Slick evasive naneuver
with cyclic stick. Max glides Lightning Il gracefully sideways.

EXT. /I NT. OVER VI ETCONG GUNFI RE - DUSK - OLD FI LM FLASHBACK
I nsi de a HUGHES HUEY COVBAT COPTER

Interior worklight glints off silver single-First Lieutenant's
bar on Max's left and right Arny collar. In right-side seat,

MAX, TWENTY-FI VE, First Lieutenant, face lined, tight-1ipped,

| ooks through filthy wind screen with target scrawled on it.
Below, V.C. tanks lit by dawn, by copter lights, by weapon fire.

MAX AT 25
Begged ya, Wpe damm w nd screen Cody.

BLAKE CODY, Second-Lieutenant, in |left seat, single brass bar.
A ive Negro copilot and gunner, with Caucasian facial features.

CODY AT 22
Thi s niggah don't clean. Sir. Four ideas?

Bass boom of M 60 door-gunners nerges with engine vibration as
Max swoops down in nud-splashed copter, blasts two V.C tanks.
Two Vi etcong scranble fromtank, dash desperately into trees.

MAX AT 25
Just do Field Manual page thirty-seven.

Cody sends down a rocket pod fireball.



CODY AT 22
Beat ya to it again, Cap--

MAX AT 25
Li eutenant! Danmmt, Cody. First Lieu--
One for Cassius Cay. Two--

Cody sends down a second fireball. In its wake, the Huey
di ves headl ong. Vietcong' s hand-hel d machi ne gun

strafes the copter bottom No problem Slick evasive nmaneuver
with cyclic stick. Max glides the copter gracefully sideways.

CODY AT 22
Pretty fancy for a by-the-book guy.

MAX AT 25
(to Vietcong bel ow)
Adi os daddy- o.
(to Cody, exultant)
Saw him first, Second Lieutenant.

Max banks the Huey as ground fire pierces the al um num skin.
His left thigh explodes. Gauges spot with red. The red runs.

Max, feeling the red-hot pain, squeezes his eyes shut.
Cody taps into his conpulsive mlitary self-discipline.
Centers his shiny brass belt buckle, grabs First-Aid kit.

MAX AT 25

You are fast. Lieutenant...Lightning.
CODY AT 22

You will not die. Sir. That's an order.
MAX AT 25

| give the orders, Light--..

As Cody | ands hard Max | aughs grimaces passes out turning white.

EXT. INNER-CI TY PELL STREET - PRESENT DAY - 05:33

Wi t e-cl ad hi gh-school band assenbles for a parade, tunes up.

EXT. VEN CE BOULEVARD NEAR MOVI E CREW - M NUTES LATER

More cars stack up at green light. They inch closer.

EXT. /1 NT. ABOVE CONSTRUCTI ON TRAFFIC - LIGHTNING Il - 05:49

Max, cozy in his owm world. Piloting Lightning Il
On-mic. On-air voice a rich baritone.



10.

MAX

(Joe Friday staccato)
- three - two - one.
FRONT- AND- CENTER RADI O TROOPERS.
CAP' N MAX REPORTI NG OH FI VE- FI FTY.
Rout e 65 south. Cornfl ower at Exeter.
Case Construction. Derricks. Cranes.
Ri ght | ane bl ocked two solid mles.
Four lanes into two. Bad arithnetic.

Flies ahead a mle, surveying. Listens to his headset. Shocked.

His off-air aging voice now agitated, talking to... To whon?

MAX
Fuck! You! Can't tell me. -- You cut
what? -- Over ny -- Can't censor an
Anerican war hero, | was no overpaid

nmercenary. Cone down there burn your

ass kid, ever cut ny traffic report--
(waits, listens)

Oh you heard ne huh?

Face white in orange-pi nk dawn, red wash of anger. O ? Fear?

Shoves away nout hpiece with red "On" diode. Sees it's on.
Angrily clicks it off. It blips out. Angrier. Gabs canteen.
Cocks his armto heave it. Face shows nmilitary self-control

Slams in the cyclic. Asmle? Hs eyes say he has. An idea!
Copter junps away replaced by band of orange |ight at horizon.
Dawn |light. Too bright. In our eyes. Copter whine segues to

I NT. MASTER BEDROOM OF ESTHER AND SAUL BASKI N - 05:59

VWH NY BOSE RADI O al armt hat wakes thirty-something coupl e.
Bl i ndi ng sun pierces wi ndow, sprays far wall at a sharp angle.

NPR ON RADI O (VO
Today Wednesday is the birthday of
country singer Spooner Vance--

ESTHER
Hunp day, Saul. Wednesday. Up up!

ESTHER BASKI N renoves her satin-lined sleep cap. Sandy hair,
tight, short, beauty-parlor-perfect. Mediterranean, Senitic,
darkl y-beautiful face with deeply-inset black Picasso-eyes.

SAUL
Hunmp day, Esther? Hunpl ess. Mont h!

SAUL BASKIN. Doesn't really | ook Jew sh.
Shoul der-length red hair, fair skin, cop's black nustache.



11.

SAUL
Shi ft-change today, Esther.

ESTHER
Tonorrow you're | ate, you' re denoted?
Saul ? Hon? Today we do Belt.

She junps out perkily. He's hunched into sheets. Gunt. Up.

EXT. /1 NT. NEI GHBORHOOD TRAFFI C - GM ESCALADE - 06: 03
FAT EXEC in his slow noving car. GAUDY BI MBO unzips his fly.

FAT EXEC
At work I'm King. Stuck here, sanme as
some two- hundred-thou' -a-year nobody.
I come on ny silk shirt hows it |ook?

GAUDY BI MBO
Rel ax oh-"King." I"'mpaid to swall ow.

EXT. PASTEL COLORED TREE- SHADED REAR GARDEN - 06: 07
ELDERLY LADY practices Tai Chi. Exhaling softly. Bare feet.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
Third Commandnent: " Concentrate power."

She, soft as her lush garden, does Yang-style "Push-and-Brush."
Sound of a car speeding past. Another. Brakes. She glides to
harder Cheng-style, "Pound-the-nortar." Smack. Distant thunder.

I NT. LARGE BASKI N BREAKFAST ROOM - 06: 34
Rel ent| ess sunlight washes out details. Shadows reveal details.

Est her dressed, pressed. Short hair now |l ong, dark, too snooth
at the tenple. (A wi g?) Saul, eyes sleepy, manly in sweats,
towel s off, beaded junp-rope on shoulders, long red hair tied
into a dark ponytail. Intones a Hebrew prayer, a "bracha."

ESTHER
Belt? My big day. Big! Don't ruin--

SON, BELT, ELEVEN, does "Wshi ngton Post" crossword in red ink.
A red-headed Elvis. Orange sunlight intensifies his ferociously
red hair. Belt tightens his Black Belt across his flat stomach.
DAUGHTER, BABE, NI NE, does gymnast stretches, show ng off.

BELT
Didn't do nmy homework, Esther. So?



12.

SAUL
School ' s ski ppi ng hi magai n Est her. So?

Esther's eyes from across the room demand Belt answer her.

BELT
Okay okay Esther.
(sarcastic)
"More study nore smarts.”

SAUL
He | earns faster than they teach.
Ski ppi ng sone cl asses today, told him
okay. Told you, Belt, call her "Mom"
Don't nouth off. Say your bracha.

ESTHER
Don't argue in front of-- NOWBELT!

MULTI COLOR QUT- OF- FOCUS HURTLI NG SQUARE FI LLS THE FRAME
THWACK! Al nost explosive as it bashes a wall. Then. Thud.

BLI NDFCOLD
is rudely forced across Belt's young eyes, pulled harshly.

BELT
Aaaahhhhh! too tight, Es--Mm

ESTHER S HAND
expertly scranbl es square Rubi k's Cube.
Thrusts it into Belt's hands. As

BLI NDFCOLD
is pulled dowmn to uncover his eyes. As

BELT'S HI GH | Q EYES
scan the Rubik's Cube he rotates. Green face up, white, front.

BLI NDFCOLD
is yanked up to cover his eyes. As

ESTHER S HAND
with fastidious red fingernails precision-clicks stopwatch. As

BELT' S NEWSPRI NT- STAI NED HANDS
work the Rubik's Cube rapidly. Al facets match but one. Then,

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
(1 egat 0)

"Concentrate power." Did. Now | had nedia
support. And public support. New goal
Executive support. | began like an
i mm grant? Rejected by the caviar set?
So now | network. Became King of the
Bott om Feeders. Built ny own base.



STOPWATCH
ti cks seconds, phantominage behind Belt. As

ESTHER S HAND
precision-clicks the stopwatch. Yanks off his blindfold.

BELT

Done! Forty-three quintillion--how-?
ESTHER

Twent y- si x- seconds poi nt si x-two.
BELT

Shit.
SAUL

Tol d you. Watch your nouth young man.

BABE
Wash your mouth with soap pinple puss.

ESTHER
Di shwasher soap. Don't forget to buy
sone, Saul. Saul? Work tonight, right?
But do not be | ate tonorrow, Thursday.

Belt turns his back on both parents.

Saul

averts his eyes. ("She's usurped ny authority again.")

SAUL
Esther, told you. Now Belt. Fibonacc
Sequence, fromtwo-hundred thirty-five.

BELT
Two thirty-three. Three seventy-seven..

ESTHER
Your third sl owest, Belt. Hon.

BELT
My eyes Es--Mom faster when | was
ei ght. Six-hundred eight, no, ten...

BABE
| do gymtoday. My bal ance beamtest.

BELT
No one cares, Babe. Ass puss.

BABE
Pi npl e puss next is nine eighty-seven.

BELT
(picks at a pinple)
Ass--uhh--uh--fifteen ninety-seven

13.



14.

BABE
You gave hima Bl ack Belt.
What will you give nme?

ESTHER
Gve? Grls get what they. Take.

Babe squares herself. Peers w de-eyed down into her bl ouse.
("Did I get boobies yet?")

ESTHER
Li fe happens while you fill out, Babe.

Saul scans Esther's torso. A |ascivious | ook and gesture.

He goes into the garage off the kitchen, holds the hangi ng
heavy-bag. Belt roundhouse-kicks it with Black Belt form As

t he outer garage door grinds scratchily open and up. As

Esther, no waste notion, grabs briefcase, BlackBerry, iPod,
ki sses Babe. Saul offers his cheek for a formal peck, and

is surprised. By a tongue kiss. Then nutters:
SAUL
Religious Jew s wife has duties.
Rel i gi ous Jew sh husband has options.
Hear me Esther? Hunp day. Sure.

Babe suppresses a "know ng" giggle.

EXT. El GHT- LANE H GHWAY TRAFFI C - 06: 59

Cars noving unevenly. Headlights formrhythm c patterns.
LARGE, LONG HAI R, ORANGE AFGHAN DOG runs, yel ping, across
four lanes. Nearby M A P. Mtorist Assistance Patrol van
cuts across lanes in pursuit. Brakes screech, fenders bend,
bunpers | ock, netal crunches. The terrified Af ghan WH MPERS.
EXT. INNER-CI TY PELL STREET - DAY - SAME

Hi gh-school paraders |ine up, toot and tune their horns.

| NT./ EXT. BASKIN GARACGE - 07:00
Fam |y van. Kawasaki 1600 Police nodel. Shiny silver Lexus

Esther briskly slides her trim haunches into Lexus |eather.
I nhal es the aroma of newness in the soft interior |ight.



15.

Backi ng out. Dashboard clock clicks precisely to "07:00." BEEP
Gar age door cascades down closing precisely as car clears it.

Est her notors humm ng top-1line Lexus through a Hallmark Card
suburb. Tools onto highway. Life is good. Hits radio power--
bl ustery news reader--sw tch--Wgnerian nmusi c--sw tch--news.

MAX ON RADI O (VO
Early heavy traffic. Tells me we're..

She mutes the radi o. Dash-nmounted Bl ackBerry shows "07:02: 20."
Her finger on the BlackBerry. Cick. Her tight schedul e.
Est her | ooks out, grunts, as slowed traffic pisses her off.

St ops short. Bangs dashboard. Turns radi o | ouder. To angry
soprano bleat from Wagner's "Val kyries." She hits one key on
her cel |l phone. Beep tones of her speed-dialing cellphone

segue into Max's distant copter noise. She | ooks up up as
she anxiously awaits an answer. Lowers the radio vol une...

ESTHER
Harl een don't forget | want--wait!

MAX ON RADI O (VO
(vol une fades up)
...dunmp truck stuck on Route 465
medi an- -

| NSERT - DI VI DED H GHWAY W TH TI LTED, SPI LLI NG DUMP TRUCK
Front wheels hang over far edge of nedian, rear wheels raised.
BACK TO SCENE

ESTHER
Stuck! My big day today? Wiy now?
Ki ng Saul has options, Harleen?
Queen Est her has not?
(checki ng her watch)
Queen Est her m ght not.

Clicks cellphone off. Clicks radio off. Esther the Executive
presses G P.S button on Lexus dash, glances at map, zips to
ri ght-hand | ane, sees exit, cuts wheel, smles, stops short,
her studied calmlost as car behind taps her bunper.

Up ahead. Ei ghteen-wheel er speeding in slow | ane past entry-
ranp, left of white line. Small car inches into truck's |ane,

skins side of speeding truck. Metals spark. Distant sirens.



16.

EXT. ROADS NEAR METROPOLI TAN Al RPORT - 07:13

Above, sky is filled with rapidly noving w spy clouds.
Bel ow row of cars slogs doggedly to nearby airport. An S. U V...

FI LTERED VO CE (VO
Concentrate power. How, you wonder?
Grabbed ne a departnment no one gave
a shit about: Parks. Five near-
retirees around the state ran Parks.
Di spersed the power. My secret nethod?
Moses's secret? Don't ask just take.

heads for an opening, cuts across three | anes. Bang. Mangl ed.
Two chai n-reaction crashes follow. Three drivers exit, mad.

REPORTER (VO
Your cynical take on Em nent Domai n?
And where in the Bible?--which Mses?

Above, sun breaks through the noving clouds. Then

t hree passenger jets align in the sky descending to | and. The
Hawgs' prop plane bisects their queue, carving the vapor trail.

EXT. METROPOLI TAN Al RPORT - 07: 28

Cars pile into airport. Ml ée vans buses jitneys photographers.
Chaos. Cops bl ow whistles. Fans junp barricades to nob Hawgs'
charter prop spitting out groggy ballplayers who el bow past
fans who rush back to cars, players to jitneys or |inps.

Pl ayers' vehicles exit airport en masse, dodge fans on foot
runni ng amnok.

Fans on access road hunt autographs, tie up highway entrance.

FI LTERED VA CE (VO
From Parks, | controlled budgets and
construction. Plus roads. Hi ghways.
Tunnel s. Concentrated power. No one
dared tell me no. | know what's gonna
be built, and the biggie, | know where!
| award contracts? They vote for ny
bill. Acreage near a new road?--pure
gol d. Show sone bureaucrat a bl ueprint?
| own him He votes for it, guaranteed.

REPORTER (VO
Traffic got worse.

Hawgs' stretch |inb overlaps two | anes, scrapes Hawgs' jitney.
In limo, Pudge. In jitney, Wry Boyfriend. Ain't over yet!



	FADE IN:
	EXT. DOWNTOWN BUSINESS DISTRICT - DEAD OF NIGHT - 02:30
	EXT. CITYSCAPE AND HORIZON - DEAD OF NIGHT - 03:30
	EXT. TWO-LANE SUBURBAN ROAD - NIGHT - 04:07 
	EXT./INT. METROPOLITAN COMMERCIAL AIRPORT - 04:12
	EXT. SUBURBAN BACK ROAD - 04:29
	EXT. MANSION DRIVEWAY - 04:43
	EXT./INT. BELOW THIN CLOUDS - LIGHTNING II - 04:54
	EXT. SMALL-TOWN AIRPORT - CONTINUOUS
	INT./EXT. MANSION DRAWING ROOM - 05:11
	EXT. WIDE LOCAL VENICE BOULEVARD - 05:14
	EXT./INT. ABOVE LOCAL TRAFFIC - LIGHTNING II - 05:26
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	EXT. INNER-CITY PELL STREET - PRESENT DAY - 05:33
	EXT. VENICE BOULEVARD NEAR MOVIE CREW - MINUTES LATER
	EXT./INT. ABOVE CONSTRUCTION TRAFFIC - LIGHTNING II - 05:49
	INT. MASTER BEDROOM OF ESTHER AND SAUL BASKIN - 05:59
	EXT./INT. NEIGHBORHOOD TRAFFIC - GM ESCALADE - 06:03
	EXT. PASTEL COLORED TREE-SHADED REAR GARDEN - 06:07
	INT. LARGE BASKIN BREAKFAST ROOM - 06:34
	EXT. EIGHT-LANE HIGHWAY TRAFFIC - 06:59
	EXT. INNER-CITY PELL STREET - DAY - SAME
	INT./EXT. BASKIN GARAGE - 07:00
	EXT. ROADS NEAR METROPOLITAN AIRPORT - 07:13
	EXT. METROPOLITAN AIRPORT - 07:28

