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TELEVISION SCEEEN

-

b DOCIMENTRRY. IMAGES from the ravaging wars of our cencury.

TELEVISION NARRATOR : 5
-.. for decades, for ne hatter reagon
thatt metual contempt, civilization
bovered aon tha krink of nuclear Wi,
Pecoles in sagiarn Europe maxsacred each
cther svey forgeiten cultural grudges.
‘Tensicona have again escalated” waxs Lhe
familiar refrain ...

Mow images of CHEMISTS diligectly working in labs ...

HARRATOR
it bEcame inegcapabls - 1f Man wers to
survive inco che futures he mast find =
way o govern his emotions befors they
oov2rned "him into ron-sdiscence .. .

But 1t ig 1lo=t on bEhe FIGTORE in the FOREGROIND of this
EUBRTFARAN IVING RODH.

Ragged. desperate - a modern-day pirate - he gently. almeszt
lowingly, rplaces a seratched black placter onbko an old
DLAYSKOOQL FECORT PLAYER.

Watrching, mesmﬂrizad,'aa the dises gonas round and 2 child's
lullaky - Fusbhakye Sirest - beging to 2ka cut the set's binny
speakera. His Adam's epple rizes, knotting ...

Ebruptly, Lis eyes snap out the windew. Screeching arcund
the distant corper, a phelanx of FOLICE CARS.

Forgetting the lullaby, he moves.
II‘IT ] Rﬂm‘ - DRY

The man’'s splritual brochers git here scattered. Long
braided hair some, tattonsed othars, pierced all, they =it
telling jckes, playling cards, lavghing with each other.

beon'tc be deceived. Thay ara, in fact, & rolling army. Wolves,
living on the mova, taking what they need where they find iE.

The door £lima open, the men burasting in.

MAN
FOLICEI} I -
At the wipdow, SEAMUS CLAMCY, handsoma and brilliant heyond
his years, hits hir faet milliseconds ahead of his men.
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SEAMDZ
You know what ta do!

They jump to it, snatehing op the CANVASES that lsan againsc
tha walle around the room. ' %

VAN GoGH'S SONFLOWERS, MONET'S HAYVSTALES ... MUNCH S SCREAM;
some of the greateat artworks of mankind In the hands of
these crimingla ...

In the scrast hglaw outsids, THMARKED POLICE CARE ara
sc-re=eching up at the Durb.

Dropping & SHOTGUN fzom bensath his coat Seamus shacks! in
the first shell and facwes him men.

Around the room, every heart is pounding, =very chest rising
with raw emotlion. r

SERMD=S
It all ¢omes down to thi=s.,

EXT. QUIET MEIGHBORHOOD - DAY

atnd, under tha soothing straing of Hushabyas Strast, 1t does,
A swarm of yellow-jackets, tha palice cars slam the curb
gucgide che housa. The fronk dosr flisas open ...

FIRET MAaL
HEYARARAR!

The dezperadoes come styeaming out FAFOWIBAPCW! gune blazing,

apreading out acrases che lawn, QPENING fire without quartar
oo the law spnforgers who ...

Retirn fire with automatbic weapons, bullatx thickening the
air, chewing the house, cartwhesling great tuftxz of zcd ans
coe by one, acros=g the lawn, Seamus’ men begin to drop.

in what seems nothing more chan & moment, they are all down
and SPECIAL TACTICS TEAMS ars swarming past their dying
bodies up che step=s and intos the house ...

TROTICSE COMMANDER
o lGo!Go! :

Tha sound of gqunfire erupts within the houss.

At the curb, = BLACK SEDAN stops. ©Out of it, steps a MAN.
He surveys the houss with .3 keap eyse_

Thowghtful. OQuiet, soothing to look ak.

JOMN PREETON locks te HI§ PARTNER emerging cut Che cother szida

" af tha car - PARTRIDGE.
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b &  INT. HODSE - DAY
|. _Hh.
L They move quickly, guietly inside the front door. Soundsg of
cunfire ringing through diszcant parts of che housge. .

A glance sxchanged, Years of expsrisnce there.
L INT. HOUSE - DAY

Synchronized, like a machine, Praston and Partridge move
gilently through the houss.

A DESPERADC steps abruprly out of a doorway ahead, shobgun
not an inch from Fartridge's hbead.

POWI, almost befors he aven appeared, Preston has put him
down wickh B buliet €o the brain. The two look at each cther.
Cloos, .

# INT. HOUSE - DAY

Theay radch a tight FHOT of paolice forpes, clustered
garbak-seyle cubside 8 CLOSED DOOR at the and of a hall. The
OFFECER 1IN CHARRGZ, cuickly approaches, espeaking in whirpare.

_ QFFICER IN CHARCE
O Lights euz. May ba as many ag a dogzen
e ingide.

Preston nods.

FREEATON
Doge bhe door's down, bl?w the hktalns.

The 0.I1.C. nods, snapping his fingers ac the security forces,
who scramble e£o take position.

Preston stands, eyes closed for a moment, leveling hi
breathing. Two officers gquickly place pistols into his
hanging hands while chras more take pasition at the door -
zeroing the hingss and lock with shocguns ...
fme deasp, steady breath. Freston opens his eyes. Hods.
FAPCHYI PO POW! the thram officars BLOW ocut cthe hinges

# INT. ROCH
A doorway of light opens inte a world of bleck as the dark
elak of the door collapses inward undexy the fasr of a
SILHOUETTED FIGURE ;n 8 flowing dark coat,

‘ ' BADLAM! the seourity forces BLOW the lights bkehind, raining
down filary rad spavks as evarything drops to PITCH BLACE.
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DOW! PADAPOW!I PO 1ike a grring of fira-crackers, the darknezs
GOES OFF with bthe atrcbhbozcopic action of John Prestonts guns,
pupatuating che black world ines a discothegque of

instantaneous spib-Iire globes of light

h black world defined by flesting retinzl-butat images n? his
adversaries slamming the walls with the impact of his
buliets.

#nd then, three hlinding secdnds and thirty bullecs later,
kis guns f£fall =ilent and blackness rules again.

Behind him, FLASHLIGHTS strabe. into the darkness from the
kall as the police forces antay the room - fresh young faces
mirroring thely astohighment as they count tha fallen.

Wordlessly, Freston turne and exies.
+

INT. HOUSE - DAY

The duet has settled new. It ig gquiet. Praston ie mat in
the battle-scarred main hall by the Tacticz Commandsayr and hia
t=am who have =sacured the upper fleeor.

TACTICS COMMANDER
House is clean. We found nothing.

Preston neods, taking in svery detail from floor oo celling.

PRESTON
Clear ikt.

The Tectics Commander glances at Partridge - who nods with
gimple gravicy.

The Tactice Officer jumps to it, ushering his men strsaming
out. Preston turns to look briefly to Fartridoe ...

INT. KTTCHEN - DAY

Preston stands in che kitchen, taking iz in, fealing 1t. A
man lies dead, Ealf on the kicehen table, half off ...

BEut he takes no nocice, so intent his communicn with the
IQom.

INT. UPFER ROOM - DAY

He stopg in the doorway of an ampty sacond ficor room. Light
eking sickly through a dqst? window.

He gtands for & loog momant, feeling the air.

PRESTOH
This i= it.
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Partridge nods to the SFECIAL TERMS who move cquickly uap.

TARTRIDGE
Mhere ...7

Frastron nods to a SPACE in the middle of the flicorboards, ¥

covered by a thraadkhare rug,

PRES'TON .
Thers ) ' -

The Speclal Teams jump guickly te it; stripping away the rug,
splintering up the [loocrboarding with crowbars.

Eevealing, within a jaggad hels, atop many other similar
gizad canvassas, the MONA LISA. Smiling bPack at Eham wich
her guiat smile.

1
Specizl Teams back off teo let A MAN WITH GLASSES through. He
kneelz at the =dge of che nale, swabs an edgé of the peinting
with & Q-tip ang drops it intoc a small test tube.

He =nskes it, studying the rasgtant chesmicals. Turns,
nodding with grawvity &t Preston.

THEMIST
It's rmal.,

Wichout turning, Prestcn says to the Conflagration Teans whe
gstep abrugptly in beside him with FLAME THROWERS:

FEESTON
Hurn it.

WHOODSH! the two Comflagrarion Mmirs unleash & corrent of
FLAME inte the jagged bhole. Igniting the great painbings in
burning petrolaum jelly. _
Prasgten turns wordlessly and walks ocut.

He ig our hero.

FARTRIDGE lingers for & moment, staring at Mona Lisa'e amile

ag it curls up in the flames along with a billieoa deollars ef
mankind'=s other greatest artworks.

INT. POQLICE VEHITLE - DAY

Preston and Partridge ride fn silence in the back of the
vahicle, watching bhe quaint, ~ilent neighborhood go by

©dd, but there ign’'t 2 =oul to b= seen in thls neighborhood.

Every door has besn painted with a plague-era black ‘Tf, and
avery 5cth or so house, has been burned oo the ground ...
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But ‘it seems ta make no impregeion on Freston. He looks over
at Partridge, his partner's strong jaw tensed, contenplacive,
ag he stares out the window at the ampty, passing
nelghborhood. .

Prepton studies his partner of many years.

Thare are things Fraston can know by simpli lenking 2t a
person that would bordsy on mind-reading for the rest of us,

PRESTOR
YTou're thinking acmething ...

Partridge blinks cvex from the window.

EARTRIDGE
Ch ... no ... noching ...

He samkes his head, gesturing the wvacan: neighborheood.

FPARTRIDGES
Why don‘'t we just buerr it all! to the
grovrnd - and be done with it?

FRESTON
Razources ars tight. &n uneccontrolled
fire in che Zsme would spread to the city,

Farcridoges nogs. Sure ... BUrXE ...

haad, out the windehiald, rhe suburban neighborhood aboupily
ends, as though crushed In mid-thought by a giant stone faek.

2 MASSTVE GATE girded by HMRSSIVE WALLE some 75 feat tall and
stratohing off out of sight in sither direckion like the
Great Wal] of Chipa.

Lteop the gate, carved in granice, masEsive stone Hitlerian

latbers proclaim LIBRIA. And, in scaller acript below that:
Librium a=xt fibereas .

Btanding ateop the precipice, a SENTRY <lad in white wakches
torough the featureless bleck gless of his helmet as Preston
and Partridge's cax is checked through the gate bslow,

Barrel of his white-metal machinegun following as the car
paeses from the faded flower that is the Zone ...

Through the vast, opening doors ...
To che wista qf a VAST WALLED CITYSCAEBE.

Nothing less than a stunning constructivist black and whike
SROmELIY . : :
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LIBRIA.
L& Corbusier s "machines for liwving in*®. Cold and heauciful.

A bichromatic macterpiece in which more hag hesn done with'
tha elegant simplicity of black and white than ochers who
have geone bafore have managed wich all the spectrum of the
rainbow ...,

2nd unlike the.nhighburhaud - sealed off like East Barlin -
Ehe city is teeming with pecple. A peaceiul mass - flowing
with guist fluidicy.

PRESTON, in the par, watchesa a FAMILY preparing teo cross bhe
street. Father, Mobher, Son, Deughter, holding handx ...

Waiting for the light to chanae,
r
His caze stays on ther - longer mayhbe, than warranbed.

Ebruptly a SHARP REEPING Dlinks him out of his momentary
gream. He joins the ochers in the car as they ratse their
wristes and flick off their slarms, all beeping in concart.

Wordlessly, arcund the vehicls, the man flip open WEITE CASES
markad with MOENIMG and EVENING SLOTS for saach day.

With mechznized routinenese, pach axtrracts this evening’'s

FLASES AMPULE - marked Evening £/1F ...

- PRESTON
{reflective]
Every time we make thig drive into the
ity - it hite me .
tnads]
How wary fary we've come.

Partridge does not lock up as he zlicks his vial ipte tha
small BNEUMATIC SYRIMGE tucked inkn the bottom &f his <zse.

PRETRIDGE
We have?

Preston icoks eharply ovar - nob certain he heard ¢ﬁrr¢¢t1?.'
Cocks hiz haad.

BRESTON
I beg your pardon?

There is a pneumatic pop! as Partridge and the cthers iojeck
themselves. Finally, he turns to lock at Preston a frank
moment - eyss ssarching. Then - =imply - nods.

FPRESTON
e hawve,
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Pregcen holde o him & narrow instant. But 45 interrupted as
the Driver lookes. suddanly «wer his shoulder,

DRIVER -
Exouse me - 3 situatieon at the Stad - 4o
we want to stop?

EXT. STAD LIERIA - DAY

A great purge of APPLAUSE rizes as Partridge and Prestom
proceed rapidly throush the two greac stone eolurnna that form
the gateway to the city's vast communal stadium.

The stands are packed with intent on-locokers as, on-fisld,
corps of black-uniformed, tow-headed CHILDREN are going
tarough 8 synchronized martial choreography ...

t

The crowd, ten thousand-scrong, appiauds, enjoylng che
gpactacla thorougnly.

Pragken and Partridge arm mer immediately by two white-clad
SWEEPERS whe fall inte quick lock-mtep with chem.

EWEZERER
Wa =zan't take tha shot wichouk
endangaring peaple ...

Preston node, on it.

PRESTON
Show mm.

EXT. STADIUM COMMOH - DAY

Just outside the stadium-oroper, Preston and Fartridges are
l#d through & large knot of gonoerned-locking pecple inte an
QPEN SPACE ripged by ARMED SWEEPERS. ..

. all giving ample sSpace to a SWEAT-S_ICKENELD. DESPERATE
MAN who holds = GUN and is railing at the surzoaiiding crowd.

MR
You gtupid fecks! Loogk at you! You're
sheep! Fucking sheep!

FOWF he firar a SHOT over thair hmads, The crowd flinches,
but ddes not budge.

- MAN
Your gmal Yoy seed What kind of fucking
reacticn ig that!

) A hig feer '1lea a DEAD WOMAN. Bellet in her haart,
Preston and Partridge exchangs 2 glance.
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Praston unbwlsters his own guns, handing them o hiz partner.

And zkeps out inke the ring. A MURMUR travels through the
crowd. The Man snaps bhe gun round towards Dim.

. %
Preston raieea his hands.

PRESTON
Bazgy. WMo epng here meens you any heaom.

MAN
Well thevy should)

POHL ha fires enother shot nvﬂr-thm crowd. They [linch
again, but remajin rooted.

MAN
You segl?! t
{orowdl
Hello? FHalls=p T just killed my wife.
She fucked another man B0 I killsd her.

Ho Jpooks very parczicularly at Prestan.

MAN :
I'm & manaze to vour fucksd up society.

A displeased mrmeur rismlasg through che crawd.

PRESTON
L manace mayba ...

(orowd)
But you're wrong about them, Thisz is
gomething vhat works. Better than it
eyer has.

MAN
Works!?1l ALl these frmaking sheep should
he rupning for thedir lives! Shitting
their pantsi feeling terrified, feeling
szared for their fucking lives: feeling
sometrhing.

_ PRESTON
Like what you're fesling now?

Tke min grinds silent, Freston's wards hitting home. Freston
cakem a step forward.

. FRESTON
" ferowd)
Lok at them ...

In spite of himaelf, ctha man does. Unlike him, everyaone
bealthy, relaxed-looking, innocent, ;n balance.
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PREETON
What’as missing? Strasa? Depreﬁsicn?
Can you remember, in your whole life,
gver saming an pverwsight person?
He shakes his head. . ?

FRESTON :
ARll the reasons to oversat - anxlety,
worey, unhappiness - all gona.

B2 takms a stap forward.

PRESTON
_ Along with sadness, anger, hate ...

He lecks atr che damd woman at tha man's f=se. Eaek ...

r
PRESTON
Sealousy.

The Man's angcy facade strains. Sttuogling. Ieginning to
bEreak.

May
What the fuck co you want from me ..

FREETONR
411 I wamt - iE far you ta srop shakiog.

The Man looks at-him - surprised at the rompassionate words.
Praston. takes anothar step.

PRESTON
I want you rto stop ... dresading ... I
want you Eo stop ... raging inaide. ..

In spite of himgelf, the Man swallows hard. Preston stops

net -8 verd away - cloged FIST rising up betwean them. The

Man tengss hix grip on the qun - but Preston dees not blink.
FPRESTON

I want khe ruzhing in your brain - all of
it ...

Like a flower, his fingers bloom open.

CRESTON
.. Lo sSROR.

In his ocpen palm - glintinﬁﬂ- an AMPULE of golden liguid.
LIBRILUM,

The Man holds on it - tears brimming into his eyss,
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Suddenly, faster than thaught, Preston scrips the qun outc of
hia hancs and slams him ko the concrete.

Instantly, the Sweepers swarm the man, gagging and binding
him with stunning swlifiness, The crowd politely spplauds.

Preston’'s ayas mest FPartridge's in the oxowd,
Presten smiies, Parcridge doesnt.

EXT. PALACE OF JUSTICE - LUSK
L great mdifice, at whose crect. iz a great white T,
INT. QFFICEE OF THE VICE-COUNCIL - DUSK

PRESTON etande ar attention hefors a desk situafed at the end
of & wast hall ac which a man in an elmgan: suit gits
stamping the crest of the Tetragrammaton - an ornate T' onko
a stack of papers.

Echind him a gzreat ‘T" has been cut through thz wall and the
gun’s asztting rava blaze th:augh ic.

PRESTON'= ey=s fall on a lavigh GLOBE of the earth standiag
in an oraate pedestal by the desk. Acrose the continent of
Worcth America, ‘Libria’ is printed in an arnate scrigk ...

and, fading arcund the sphere, other names, XplyX, Enczopia.
gnd ¢thers, mark the lesser continents :

fetbing agide hisz papers, the MAN looks Preston over A kKean
MOLENL, assessing him. .

MAN
Thank you for coming, Claric. T assume
you know who I am?

PRESTON
Yeg Sir. Cf course, Fir. You are Vice-
Council DuPont of the Third Councillary
of the Tetragrammacon. You agrs Father's
roice.

DOPONT

({thoughtfully])
Yes ... I am at thak.

{gitting back]
I*ve heard a gresat daal about you,
Prestcn. They say you'rsa the veritable
Fourth Horsemmn of the TebtraGram. That
you were raiged from childhood ih the
Cleric Monasterieas, schooled in the arte
of intuition and strife, That there is
oo one becter,
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i | PRESTON
Y] I do only what 1 can, Sir.

DIOPONT
They alss cell me you are desply empathetic.
That you can find concraband whersver it
may be hiddmn; yvou‘ve a noxe for it...

PRESTON
T've 1 good record, Sir.

Vipe-Couneil DuPaat eonsiders Bim 2 momeant.

. DUPONT
Why do you imagina that is, Clerie? -
PRESTON
I ... I'm not sure Vice-Council., I just

.v. pAt oyseli ip their pesition. Where
would I conceal illegal material.

_DUPSHT
If vou had ceassed youyr Librium interval.
If you were .. 5 Sepnse JQffender ...

PREESTON
{_H : Yes &ir, of course, Sir.

DuPont considexs BEim with bright, intelligent eyes.
DUFONT

You were senior officar on an
Apprehension and Hecovery today?

PRESTON

Yes Sir. In the restricted zone.
OUTFONT

It was paintings this time was it not?
PRESTON

Y=z Sir.
DURONT

And the result was?

FEESTON
Combustion, 3ir. As always.

" DURONT
How did you feel about that?

O Preston blinks at him a confused mement.
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PRESTON
I'm ... soxry. I doo’‘t underscend.
DUPCHTT
Haw did you fesl - watching those g

paincinos burning, Sublimaring away Inco
inviegibla gag - never again to he leid
UpOn by human syes.

PREETON
(etill confusad]
I ... didn't feel anything. I wag Just
dafng my Soh.

- DUPONT
Yez ... ye=z, of course you wara.

He consliders a momartk. Reforuses on Preszton.

DATPONT
Ynu re 2 family man? Qhildren ... ¥

- FRESTOH o
A boy and a girl, Sir. The bey is in the
monIstery - oft path to becoming a Claric.

DUPONT
Very gogd - @nd ... the moether?

PRESTON
My spouxss was arrestad and 1n:1nerated
for Sanse Dffenge four years ago, Sir,

DOFONT
I see., By yourself?

#regton haxitatres a micoro-{inatant.

' PRESTON

Ho Sir. Ey ancther.
DURONT

Really? ¥How did you fome to misx it7
FRESTON

I ... XI'va agked nyaelf that same
guastion, Bir. I ... I don‘t know.

Dufont focuwaes on him wvary intently for a deap moment.
. CURONT
bo not let your vigilance flag, Cleric.
You may sbill be nesded in this battle,

Samgthing in. the very specific way he says it gives Prescon s
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twinge. He nods ...

PRESTCH
Yea Sir. :

. Y
Inbont waves a hand, dismiseing him. Preston hesitates an
instant - chen turns sharply on his heel and walks ouk.,

EXT. PALALE OF JUSTICE

Halfway down the palatial steps, he drifts to a stop,
blinking into the space before him.

Famembering sometling.
INT. CESK SPACE - HALL QF ENFORCEMZNT = NIGHT

Empty thi= cime of night. Prester sits watching DIGITAL
RETLRY of the cmar ride back from the Apprehsnsion and
Recovery ¢n his desk monitor.

PEREETIE’'S IMAGE
Every time we wmake thiz drive inco Lhe
eity - it hits ma
{rods)
Yow wvary Lar we've cone.

FARTRIDGE' & IMAGT
We hawve?

Freezing it - he playa Partri{dce’s quiet line again.

PARTRILCGE'S IMAGE
e hayal

Eis face is turmed partially from the camera. Preston consider
Then SWITCEES to surve{llanss replay from the STRDIUM.

ERESTON'S IMAGE
Easy. HNo one here means you any Darm.

MAM* 5 InRGE
Well they shouldr

FOW! he fires another =hot aover the crowd.

Pragton framzem the image. HNope of the Enforcers or peaple

.in the kackground have moved or sterted in the slightest.

Excspt ane. .

-

Preston scoms in on the grainy image of tha one man who, with
a8 look of dizseinct alaym, has reached o his gun.

Partridge, Afraid for his pavener - Praston's - life,
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Preston pondars this very human reactcion, frazen on his
scresn, for a long, very dark time.,

INT. LOCKER ROOM - NIGHT .

He standxs before a LOCEER marked ’Partridge’ Feels with his
fingers the tumbler that locks it.

Witk a crowbar, he crecks ic open.
INT. APRRTMENT CORRIDOR - WIGHT

Practon stands crowded into the dimly 1it hall with a TERM OF
ENFORCERS. Ha knocks sharply at the door.

PRESTON
Cleric Partridge! Cpen up!

Nething., He nods be the Enforcement Team whe blows cff Lthe
hinges znd goes atreaming in.

INT., PARTRIDGE'S AJARTMEMT - NIGHT

Freston scane the living unit as the searck team {lows in
arcund kim - moving into the back rooms to tear 1t Bo PLECES.

INT. CORREIDDE - HIGET

Sounda of the caktastrophic search coing ¢n in the apertmant
behind, Prestoo fades cut inte cthe hall.

He pauses, feeling the air - communing with it. His eyes fall
o the LIGHT FIXTURE - the only prunlnent object in the
otherwise featurelesz hallway.

voving INTUITIVELY to ir, he touchas it. Feeling lts
leosenmess, he Ewists it sideways

Ravealing, lying hicdsen in the spaces in the well bzhind it, a
hdge Supply of wrsad Librium.

Fragtan stares at his partner's deach warrant.
EXT. GATE Ei-E = NIGRT

A zmall CUH?DE of VEHICLES pulle to the towering edlfice af
GATE 34-b to the unlit darkness of the Zone.

The Avmed Guard snaps to artention.

PRESTON
You confirm he came through bhis gata
-thi= evening?
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H GUARD
o e Yax Sir. OCur records show B:10 P.M. Ang
g oo sir ... :

-

He hesitates. "

PRESTON
Speak.

GUARD
Wall Sir, we asgsomed it was Enforcement
rolated. He's bean coming chrough every
night for the last two wesks ...

Pregten abscrbs this a mortal beat. Putting the window back
up, he waves tg the drivar and tha convoy rolls past, under
the keen gaze of a SWEZEPER CREW in ite distinetciva whice
unifarms, aad through the maszzive gater of 24-B.

ExT. TYE ZONE - NIGHT

e

1 The car =its, just thoe idle rumble of itz ignition in the
y silence of a great ampty intersection Iin the unlit dead cicy. .

ERBNDT, Praston’s freghly assigned partner, a RANDSOME YOUMG
MAM, sits in the shadows of the driver’s seart.

| He looks to Freston - an eagerness in his eyes.
ERANDT
I hope vou're aE pleased to be azssigned

me a8 1 am for the placement. I'm told
it's a carsar-making advancament.

Freston says noching, silently surveying the ahandenad cify.
' Eyas sifiting through the silhoustres of the buildings.

BRANDT

Mot that it's the only reason I'm pleanced
te be here. You're tha most intuitive of
tha Grammakeon Clerics. Evaryone knows it.
I'm intuitive teos. I can laayn £rom yeou.
Aow to focus. So that I mige no detail. |
Zo that T know when they're femling
before Eney avan know it themselwves .,

A long beat, Fipnally, quietly, Preston speaks. Nodding
towmrds the dark gpire=s of 2 great, DEALD CATHEDRAL gaught in
the distant moonlight.

L4

PEESTDH
He's there.
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INT. CATHEDHAL - ZONE - NTGET

2 real rathedral - a still-standing relic from ages-gone-by.

FLRTRIDGE =its in tha front pew, randles lit on either sige,
reading a DOG-EARED PRPERBRCK. The great cathedral doors

hahind him creak open.

Hig evas naither rige nor turn ... only continuing to read as
ehe footsrtepe appreoach aghoing dewn tha aizle. .-

PRESTCN etops alone in front of his partner.

PARTHRIDGE
You always knaw. Yoiti just couldn't bring
yourself to admic it.

HWith che tip of his GIN, Preston rai=es the cover of the
kook. THE POETRY OF YEATS.

PARTRIISGE
Ever had the plaagurs ...

PRESTOH
Have you lost yvour mind.

FARTRIDGE
[rmads)
Bur ¥, being pootr, have coly my dosamg;
X have zpread my dreams under your feat)
Tread soilly bacavem you tread on my dreams.
(leoke up
I mssuma you Aweam, Preston?

PRESTON
You'vae gol {o come with me.

Fartridge only loocks back at him, spattered in the colored
moanlight splintaring dowt through the cathedrel’s great,
brecen STAINED GLASS WHEEL.

: PARTRIDGE
How can you be ilmmupe tz ik, John?

Fresion looks up to the great window. Back. Immune to {t.

PRESTON
Tou have to come with me. I°1ll do what I
can to see they go esasy on you.

* PARTRIDGE
We both know - they never go easy an

anybody .

A steady silence As tha two men regard each other ia the
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flickering gandlelighk.

S PRESTON

' (Einallyl

Then I'm SOTLY. .

But Partridge just sadly shakes his head.

—r e ——————_ mmi—rm 1.
L
'
1

PARTRIDGE
Ho., You're not. You don‘t sven koow the
meaning. JIE‘s just & vestigial word for
a feeling yom've navar felt.

Pragtan is silant,
PARTRIDGE
Don't you see, Preston - ik'® gone.

Everything that makes us:whak we &Te}
traded away.

_ FRESTON
I'm what I am. Thera s ns war. Ho murdsyr.

Paztridge seacches his &yes through the colored gloem.

‘ PARTRIDVGE
- Woat 1s it you think we do?
Q.J' % hard silenrce. Preston’'s testh grinding. Anyons elss would
be dead already.
: FPRESTON

Tou're wrong. You've been with me; you' ve

seEn now it can be. Jealousy and rage.

Anger. EHate...
Slowly, sadly, silently, Partridge nods.
' PARTRIDGE

A wvBry heawy CoOsC
His hand FAlIS teo & DARK OBJECT in his lap ...

) FARTRIDCE

I pay it gladly ...
Pregton ssas, in the mooanlight'a eolorad glint, that the
ebject i PARTRIDCE'S GUM. Hig kand resting on iE ...
Preston pulls his own gun up in line with Partridge's ayas.
Those eyas look pastk Eha qun - up ints his own eyes.

@ Then Partridge raises the open bock. Betwesen thelr eyes ...

Ending the conversation. Forever.

T
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ig his lap, his thumk click! cocks back the hammer on his
gun. An eternal moment ...

PCW! Prascon puts & bulls=: throwegh the book. Eiz {riend
erumples behind it in che mated color of the shadows. \

praston looks for a moment at the dark form of his former
parcner &nd friend huddled in the pew baforse him.

Anid famle @ gtrange, ungsttling chill.

Socmething, =zoma etrangs, distant veles knocking on the dosr
of hir vneonscions.

Turiing, hz =ee=x a DARK FIGURE zranding in the doorway of the
cathedral - wabtching him, That figure takes one step forward
inte the splinters=d moonlight.

BRANDT. A feral excitement in his ;yea.
EXT. PRESTON'Z QUARTERZ - HIGHT

The ear pulis to a step at the curbh befeore the conczete
bunkez thar ecomprises the tepn thousand unit building that
contains the cubicle that Preston lives im.

Fregrfon Steps out. 2Erandr s yvalce floacs out of the car.

BEANDOT
Claeyi~ _..

Presion dglances momentarily back. Brendi's eyes are bright.

ERLNDT
I could only hape to ons day BEe as
unccmpromising as you.

And, pulling the door shut, he drives off. Preston watehes
after him a moment. Within him, something... not quite right.

I1T. FRESTON'ES UWTIT - NIGHT
A TEN YEARR-OLD BOY, dreszed in the geverz blacsk unifarm of

Eke CLERIC YOUTH, the same unifarm of the children at che
ptadium, sics at che kitchen table werking from schesleaxes,

or o TELEVISION, a MAN speaks frankly into the catera.

TELEVISION /MAN
I am Father.

He smiles.

TELEVISICN/MAN
You are Fath&r
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And changes - seamlessly - inte a WOMAN,

TELEVIS TOR WOMALT
He ig Fakbher, W& are Fathar. x

Then @ boy.

TELEVISIGN 20y
She ig Facher. <They are Father,

Who becomss a young girl,

TELEVISION/GIRL
Facher is Everywhera.

Thaca are che FACES OF LIBRIA, always chancing, alwaye
playing, everywhers, all the time.

Le Prestion comex chrough the dsoor, the boy, his TEN YREAR-GLD
=0N, ROBEIE, logoks up. '

' PREETON
Liaa's-asleep?_

RoBEIT
Yes. For about en hour.

Fraezton nnﬂs, hanging up hi=z coat. Begins Llipping through
thas mail. ' .

PRESTQM
Schoal, how was ic?

ROBBIE
Good, cthank you. Work?

Freston pauses, realizing the boy is watching him, intently
inrerested In anything he might tell about his day.

#nd he is struck - by how oddly hard it i3 Lo 537 ...
BRESTON
My partner stopped taking his Dose. He
had o ke destroved.

The boy perks.

ROBBIE
You? By vou?

The thinnast beat.

PRESTON

Tar.
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. BPobkbim lpoks back At him - eyes bright.

RORBLE
I'm vary pzoud. .

Preaton dossn't know why - but saying thli next word feals
like climbing a2 mouneain.

PRESTON
Thanks.

INT., BEDROOM - MIGHT

Wife. long gone, Freston lies down on one side of a bed made
for two. The other side vacant.

He stares at the wall for a long time before clesing his eyes.
TNT. BEDROOM - DAWN

Hiz wyes blink opan. ODawn.

‘Finding himsalf still crawded onto his side of the bed. It's

the way he has slept every night since his wife was taken.
But, for some reason, this morning - he notices ic.

ks ma¥as his way inta the ciny bachrsoom. Just a sink, a
tofilet and a small personal maintenande mirror.

Opening a drawar, ha pulls sut hiz DOSE CASE and, flippirng it
open, wWwithdraws cha ampuls rarksd MORNING 8/17.

Ha =ats 1t o1 the counter and bendes £& Brush his teacth when =z
tinkling crask brings hiz eyez up.

He z===z, to his surprisze, rthabt, with hix arm, he hes knocked
the morning'e desage off the ¢ounter onto the concrere floor.

It lies thera - shattersd. He steres for & moment ab the
TINY POOL of liguid and glaxx on the fioocr.

VOICE
What are you doing?

He tuzns, startled. ROBEIE stands theres in his uniform,
already ready to 9o bto school. The bov's eyss move to the
pool of athr and glaszs ovo the= £loor.

Shoeting sharply back up 5 his father’s.

ROBBIE ..
I said what are you dalng?
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PRESTON
S 1 ... I accidentally dropped my mozning
¢ inespval. T ...
Ry (perplexed) .
I took it out before I Brushed my tseth. .. \
He lookes at the boy, somewhat haffled.
. ) PFRESTON .
I never take it out before I brugh oy testh ...
The ten year-old holde oh him a parrow moment.
ROBBIE
&f esurse yeu'll go by Eguilibrium, log
the lops and get 5 replacemsant ...
PRESTON
Yex., OFf courss.
The boy lingsrs an instant longer - then, zapisfisd, leavas,
Preston's eByes recturin to the enigmatic amber pool #vaporating
off his bathrocom floocr.
FRESTON
of courze ...
(o
gy # INT. KITCHEN - MORNING
When Preston entars, Robble and Preston’s SEVEN YERE-RLL
DRUGHTER LISh are already sitting eating breakfast.
Creston sits down to his food.
_ ROBEIZ
Thia cames.
Ha hkanags his farher a8 piece of PAPER.
ROBATE
A Fenae Offender here in the city. Your
partner's to pick wou up at 10 for tha
AL
Presten holds on the boy wha is beaming. He nods
PRESTON
Thanks ...
ang, for some reason unahlé'tn hold his son's eyes, his own
. move to hig daughter Lisa who, bored, 1s amusing herselfl by
ﬁ!* . stirring her cerezl and watching it swirl arcund the bowl.

ROBBIE, Eeeing Preston watching his sistar, immediately [ixas
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the girl with a dark lcocok.

ROBEIE
Scop that.

%
The girl looks furtively to her father chen returns to
eating with the game machanisal torpor ag her brother.

INT. DUPCNT'S GFFICES - MOENING-

Breston statids before VICE OOUWCIL DUPOHT whe is making
hand-written notes.

BUPCHT

This is strictly routine, you
underscand.
PRESTGHE

" do unéerstand, of course.

DURORT
You encountered your partner, EzTol
Partridge within a cathsdral in che
rastricted seoce> ...

BERESTON
That's correct,

DOV CNT
Hotwr would o desgriba his srate of mind?

PRESTON
‘He wag ... amationxzl.

DUy

{glances up}

Emotional?

PRESTON
He wWas ..,

: {thinks!

.. not making rational de¢isions. He
was, T bmliavae, governsd by ... passions.
IOEONT

g you shot higp.
FRESTON

Degtruction is che penalty for cessation
of the Dose. The penalty for femling.

DIFFONT
Unguestionably. But priory Eoc destruction
could he not congeivably hava bean
interrogated by more systematic, by more
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clinical means here at the Palage of
durzice? Potentially leading to crucial
gvidence? Poseibly even :ﬁnfcd&ratﬂs?

Preston hesitates an lnstant. s-tridge? ‘Clinical”’
inrerrogation? He feels a flush of confusion.

FRESTOQN
I ... felt he would oot coms wWillingly.
It wags iikely that damage Lo elther
-myself or my backup would have resulted,

DUECHT
_ {coneideringl
Ye® ... ¥es5 ... and, in amy case, I
suppose somebhing like that oould not
have bBesn eagy in the firs: place ...

FREETON
{zff guardl
I'fo ... a¢rzv?

DUPONT
Shooting this map, Whonr you'd spent so
much bime with. He was what you might
cal’ a friend, was he ook’

PREETON
(hesicaces)

DUPONT
Please - spesk opanly. Whar did you feel?

FRESTON
(Eardenineg)
I falt nothing. )

After a gtuedied moment, DUPont sica bagk.

DOPCXT '
You've a 10 O'clock Arresgt &nd Resovery?

Freston is surpriesd,

PRESTON
Eas gir, I wam just informed chis morning.

PUPONT
Then 1 suppose you'd better hurry - that
iz, if you sxpact bo cake the Hall of
Bouilibrium first.

Preston is doubly startled. Dubont swilés faintly.

Page 24
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CUTPONT
There's very 1iittle I don't know,
Freston.

Preston heglbates an instant, coming to grips with it - :gen;
with an abrupt nod and a ¢lick of his h&als, he nods, turms
and heads far the dosr.

EXT. HALL OF EQUILTRRIUM - DAY

Preasteon pauses on the sidewalk outside the maseive Fritz
Langian adifice - deeply engraved with the solemn vords EALL
CoF EQUILIBRIUM ang the motte ‘Librium #2xt Likbertsg’.

Iv': massival? sbark concrete celumng rising upwards,
shst]lders upon whiclh the mighty bellding sits.
) )

INT. HRLL ©F EQUILIBRIUM - DAY

Frascern stands in line. On eicher sidm, as far up and ms far
down a5 he= can see, stretoh similar lipss. Muolefitudes of
pecgple. Waiting te get their Librium replacemsnts.

On monitors lining the wall - the changing faces of Libria...

FACES OF LIERIA
You sre FAather; wWwe are Facher; Father is
Evarywhers .| .

He glanpas at his wateh, Shifts impatientcly. Looks ayound.
Wo one zlse aegems impatient. He glences at hip wabeh agasn,

Almost cen.

The lins movas ong parson closer to Fhe window. Two mors
people and harll finally be thers. He glances atb his wateh
again. 8till almost ten. The line moves one forward.

AbTuptly, hz steps out of the fueus and heads for the deors.
& PROCTOR encounters him bBefore he has made a dozen stmps.

FEOCTOR
Bir, ip evenything okay?

PREFTON -

(quickly)
No. na, everything's fine. I'm just
late. I'm lace ...

e steps around the PFroctor, walking backward towards che
daors now as he continuess to explain, tepping hia watch ...

) FRESTON
Late. I71l be hack later ...
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ard he iz gone. Leaving the Proctor staring':urinusly after.
> 4  EXT. HALL OF ZQUILIBAIUM - DAY

Ls Preston cones dﬂWP the stepz, a CAR skidslug ta the cugkb,
passenger door swinging open, BRAWDT is hehinc the wheel.

e T T TTEY S
1
L

BHANDT
Just 1o time - hop in,

Prestom, surprised, looks into the car for a moment. Then,
without much ohoice, ne gets in. '

# INT. CAR = DAY
Brandt guides the ¢axy inco traffic.

BEANDT ,
How' e the 1ipes? ’

rarnr-

Pregten loasks ak him - whaty

BEARMNLUT
The lindéa. They're alweys terrzible at
that place. I'm surprised you wers able
te get your dese and ger our o guickly.

-

T reston hesitates, surarised at how much he knows.
LI FRESTON
: They were ... they were fine.

Modding, Brandt reaches ingide hig ccat, pulling out hils GUN
and checking it =2 he drives. )

HERNDT
Maybe I°l: drop by later., I got oo the
stale this moming., Do you know I ve
logt n=arly Z0 pounds in the last &
months? Haturally, I*11 want to go by
and have my DosEe adjusted.

' EEESTOCH
¥ell you ... shouldn't have much problem.

He watches as Erandt snape hie gun cloesad, reholetering it.

PRESTON
Expecting resiztance?

Brandt looks at kim,  Smilep thinly.

BRANDT
@ That's gomething you'll find me, Cleric.
: I'm a wary persct. Cautious by natura.

Always expecking the worat.
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INT. HQUEE - LIBATA - DAY

BAM! a deor sxplodes inward off lez hingez as che BATTERIRG
“AM TEAME make way for PRESTON and BRAKDT ertering the nouse.

Preston is immediately accosted by a FURIODS DARK-HAIRED *

WOMAM coming at him down the hall

WOPAN
You cap’t do this! You cerooc oo thisl

Preston brushes past her.
BFRESTCHN
We rs TebratGrammaton; thers's nnthing wa
can't da.
der syas go dark and she CHARTEE him,

WOMEDLT
You gon ef a biechk!

He magily ducks har charge and, grabbing her, swisvg her arm
apound bahind her, growling ints her =ar. '

PRESTON
How long have you baan gff the Pose?

She deesn’t answer, shaking with emeotion and anger.

PRESTON
Lock at vou.

He zpins har arounc Y her twisted axwm to face an cmmate
DUHREGISTEREDR MIRROR in the hall.

FRESTON
Leck at you!l

They boath stand theze, in the illegal mirra;'s reflecticn.
His face locking over har shouldsyr. and hers, flushed with
amacion, strands of wavy dark halr drifeing wildly fpto
blazing eyes ... lips red, fuall ...

Fracton catches himsslf staring at her .,

Abruptly, he releases her. Suddenly finding that he cannot
hold her eyes any longer. All he can think to mumble ig...

“PRESTON
Loak &t you ...

hnd leaving her in Brandb's custody, he ahruptlf turma and
moves inte the house. Srandt watchss after him. Curiclsly.
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INT. HOUSE - DAY

prescon moves bhrough the house, searching, feeling ...
prandt trailas with the captive woman and several officers.

*
PRESTON

You live here alone?
Fuming, she says nothing.

FRESTON
Who slse do you know who's cesassd their
Librium iaterval?

_ HOMAL
fuck you, how's that?

Preston just nods., He ean play it ¢hac way too.  He begins
mepsuring oIf cnz of the walls with measured fooisteps .. ..

INT. HRII. - DAY

They f<llow him inte the hall 22 he continuea, measuring tha
welil 22 he goes :

INT. ROOM - DAY

And into ths next room where he wraps around the doorfraoe,
meaauring the diatance te the wall. He cturns ta Brandh and
che Woman. Looking at her particularly.

FRESTON
Int=resting.

The Woman kirterly sayz nothing. Clearly there is more
distance hearwesn thae ropoms than therse 18 wall hetween them.
Freastcan nods Lo the wall of the room.

] FRESTON
Tear it down.

The Detwplizioft Team jumps to 1t with jackhammers knooking
down the Elimsy faux wall in a metter of seconds. A momentc
later; through a raoged Bole, Preston staps into. ..

INT. ROOM - DAY

5 HIUDEN ROOM. Instantly, tha aye iz azsaulted with the
uncustamary. sendation of OILOR. THINGES, jumbled saverywhers.
Teddy Bears, pictures, painkings, posters, wall paper,
collages, toys, upholatered furniture...

Evervthing that incites gensation, fealing, amation,
Everyehing ws take for gramnted. Everything Lorbidden.
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The collage of an entire life, giufied into one Einy roon.

Tre three of them, Preston, Brandr and the Weman - stand
eilenrly in the clearing dust.

..4

WOBLRN
{finzlly]
You're going te burn L, aren t you

PRESTOH ' --
Evantually. Howavar, you coolda’t have
acoumulzeed ajl this by yourself. It
will all ke sorted and sxamined. By
means of clues and evidenca - walil
discover who your confederates are,

The Woman stands taere 8 stark mowment, chest rising and
falling ... Abruptly, she grabs! ithe gun &f Lhe nenrest
Enfoycer and spins it around opn Prescon.

The Dfficer dives for her end Brandi's own gun snaps outb.

But Preston knccks! Brandr aside even as his gun goes off,

shot firing wide, punching a emall Hnle into the be;uc;ful

texturen wallpaper.

Toers is & ringing momnent. ‘Then, regaining his fee=t, Brandt

looks at Prestcon liks he was crazy. Preston locks fzom the

thwarted Woman sitTing pinned agains: the wall, eves afire,
te Erandtk.

FREZTCN
¥We need her.

is all he czn say.
INT. INTERECGATION ECOM - HRLL OF ENFLOECEMENT = DAY
Prezton zits across from the Waman in & windowleos room.

DRESTICH
Do you have & name?

She iz silent. <Staring stprily into the space betwesean them.

TRESTON
It doeen't matber, you kaoWw. You'ze to
be teken to the Palace of Justige from
here. Where, I'm sure you koow, few
questions remaln unanswer=sd.

She ramalns mute, defiapt.)
FRESI'ON

That ... fragrance. Why do you do it?
Why do ycu cuk it on ynurself?
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She resvendes again with imperial silepncse. Heaching into che
pockat of hiz coat, he removes - small, beautiful, orpata -
# ART DECC PERFUME DECANTER, takepn from her house.

He sats it bebweean chem. ¥

Her ayes hold on it perhaps a millisecond too long. B Laat,
Preston pushes the small Lreasure acioss Lo har.

An instant of struggle. She takes it, cradling its familier
waight in her hands. '

FRESTON
What'a your nanae?

She starer atr rha object in her hands anothar pomeant before
drawing a deep bresath. t

WOMAN
O7Eriesn ... Mary.

- PRESETONH
Well Mary, you can aither waib and tell
the temhnicians at the Palzeo= of Juesticge,
ST yora can tell me now - who are your
friencs?

Her eves risa. Looking back at him feor the first time.
Impo=ssikly steady.

MARY
(finalliy]
I'm wondering - if you have any idea atc
all what the wargc "friend" means.

Preston tightens an imperceptible instant - Fartridge and
DuFont comiog back to him. His composures recrystballlizes.

FRESTON
Therss nozping you don't feel?

She only looks back at him.

FREESTON
guile?
MARY
If I ve done pomething wrong. But I
haven't. .
PRESTON

You've taken it upcn yoursealf to csams
your interval. You'wve broken tha law.
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MARY
What law would that be? The lew of nature
savs ] should fael, That savery atom of
me was builf for £ft. It's a crime I
Qon‘t use chemicals to cruah myself® To y
stop tyselE from feeling bhegause you're
afraid whact I feel wmight be dangerous?

PRESTON .
Excuse me, arse you at al) aware. ..

MARY .
(stepping on him)
'Df tha history of suffsring grown out of
the enstional nature of Man'? Tha
Manifest Doctrinals: Man's inhumanity to
Mari - all becpuse he can hate and lust -
rage and covet. . t

TRESTON
You speak as though ic’s somehow
inacourake. Do vou degy he's tortured,
matilated Lis way through his existence?
That until Likrium genocide had oeefi the
vary legend of Man?

She =2 gilent.
FRISTON
ook gt you - @ blister. Fear, anxiety -
vou like that; fesling that?.
She considers him a calm be=at. Leans across the cabls,

MARY
lLet me &gk you something ...

and, startlingly, =ha reaches forward and grasps one of hix
hands inco her own. Her eyes lookinc into his.

LR Y
Why are you alivey

Within Treston, for reasons he can't ewven understand, avery
atom of his peing electrifiex.

He quiekly pulls his hapd back from hars, flusterwd. Trying
to cover ...

. , PRESTON
I'm alive ,,. I liva beacause

He hezitates again, finally menaging ...
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PRESTON

Rs a2 olerdrs and citizen I have funcrion.
MARY

What functicn? .
PRESTOH

#s ... safequard the continuity of this,
This Great Zociety. To serwve Libria.

MARY
It's ciroular, You exist to cantinue
vour existence. What's the poipe?

He locks at her a long moment, pul=a Finally calming.

PRESTON
What's the point of your-existenoe?

MARY
To fe=l. Eecause you'wve never done it,
You. can never know it. | But it's as wvical
as brzath.. hnd without it, without love,
without anger, sorrow - nreath is juet a
clack - ciaking.

Preston cousiders hsr another long moment.

FRESTON
and wourre willing, by virtus of your own
calfizshnmeen, Ko tie g gead in the downfall
of a2 functioning seciety?

MARY
I'm willing eo bhae a lgo more then the
sead, I can geil you., Ifm willing to be
the enil, I'm willing to he the sun - tha
very water - if necessary.

A Llummexed Beat frem FPrescan.

' PRESTON :
Then I have no chcice but to remand wou
to che Palece of Justice for processing.

Sha sits back with & wry emile.

MiRY
"pProcesEing®? You mean executbion don't
Yo

Hz looks back at her impassively scooss the cable,

FEESTON
Frocessing.



Pags 33

INT. HALL OF EQUILIBRIUM - DAY

LRANDT stands impatiently in the long lins to the doge
window. He's got & waye to go and he's not happy about i:F
He stops & papsing PROCTOR.

BRANDT
I wae told tha lines wers 5hnrt_:adar.

BEROCTOR '
I'm sorry, 8ir - thers hasn'tc been less
than an hour’s wait all day.

He walks off, leaving Brandt watching aftar, a number of
choughis oocurring behind his grey eves.

INT. SEESTOM'S LIVING ROOM - NIGEIT,

Frackon sits with his children in the living room. . On the
velevision, thae Faces of Libria.

FLCEE OF LIERIA
You are Father;  She is Father; Father ig
Everywhare

He iz actemebimg to read Erun g thisk volume entitled The
Mapnifesrs, while Fohbiz and lLisa do homewoylk.

But he cannct. Fidgety. HReastless. Something bubbling
ingide kim that will nat, ngo matter how hard he tries, allow
him to Teocus on the raading of the book.

Finally, unable to take it, he zlaps it shuk.
Hiz zhiléren look sharply up. He bhesitates ... finally:

PRESTOM

(Robhie)
You ... regorted my breakage this
morning?

ROBBIE
I didn't, I*m sorry. I forgot.

Freston nods. Swallows imperceptibly. Then, not knowing
what algs fpo do with himgelf, ha rises.

PRESTCN
It'e akay. I think I*11 ... go to hed,

End he walke quickly out, Robbie and Lisa axchangs a nayrow
glance.
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INT. BATHROOM - RIGHT

Stark, Preston faces himsel® in the mirror in his bathzoom,
Dezens of thoughts rushing unbeckeoned through his head.

impulsively, he pushes his fingers behind the mizzor and L
cracks the mirror away from its aging glus on the wall,

Behind ir, a cavicy - buk no camera ...

He looks around - eyes falling en the light fixture. Ha
unsorews it. Nothing ’

Eves Eranning the bathroom again. Nothing. No other place a
camers could be, 5o how did DuPont know ...

His eyveag fall on his DOSE CASE.

T
Cpening iz, he removes the vizl marked for ehie nighe.
Haizing the small amber wial aleft te the dim bers bulp
abowe, he stares up inte ite goldness. Long and dsep. Lost
in ikt.
Librium.
Ahruptly, for oeazons he Jdoes not koow, he puts it beck in
ics case and, turning &Ef the light, he exits tc bEhe badroom.
INT. BEDROGM - CAWH

Preston awikans with & grart. MHeart pounding, face slicken=d
with swaat. He had been dreaming, He locks arcund, chest
rising and falling dramatically - confused. Panicked,

faiging his hand to his chest, hs2 touches hiz brzast bone.
He. can literally feel hi= heart pounding inside him.

.. He has never felt thaes famlings ... any feelings.

Rlsing, he goes to the window, scracching away the thin,
translucent paper that covers all windowa in Libria.

Ha pears oufl acroess the stark, powarful gecmetry of Libria‘s
rooitops where the light of the sun 1z breaking. Dawn.

EXT. ROOFTOP - DAWNN

5 Taw shoveg and the unueed rooftop door zhudders cpen.
allowing Preston onto the rogf. He has nevar basn up hars
before. Hp aone has, really.

Drawn, he drifts cowards the roof's edge. Staring out at the
great rad rim of che S ax it riges shove the horizon, fA=
gazes, mesmerized, as though he had never seeti it before.
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And, in fact, mayike he hasn't. HNot really ...
And it mowves him. So much so that a TEAR breaka_unpru?nkcd
out of nis sya, rolling down his cheek. Trembling, his

finger comes up to touch it. He lanks at the unfamiliar "
meieTure buddad on hig fingertip ...

Coenfueed ... Mind beginning to turmoil ... Turning, he run
IET. STAIRWELL - DRWN ’ -
Tegring down the stairwell.

IWT. PFEESTON'S APARTMENT - DAWN

Bursting back into his cubicle, Only to encounter LESA
headed down the aall from the bathrosm. The girl turns,

surcrissed to sse her father framed in the doorvay, panting.

LISA
Dad ... 7

Sreston stares at the girl a moment, caucht complekaly off
gquard, at a loss foo words, Finally, he manages Lo get out

PREETOH
o back ... go back to bed ..

Sha heolds o him & beat ... then, with a shrig, she doss.
INT. BATHROOM - DAWH

Fe Dursts into the kakrhweem, gquickly c¢leeing the door and
fumbling for his LIZRIUM CREE with shaking handa.

Gatting it open, he snatches cut che morning's dose, loadl
it into the pnaumatic syringe as guickly a= hiz trembling
fingers can managas, fhrusting it ko his neck ...

Buz befsre he pushes the butcen zhat will release the
gsacthing amber fluid ineo his carotid artery, and shuc off
this unendurable azzaul:- of emotion

He catoches SIGHT of himself in the mizror.
Kaggard, pnsumatic injector to his neck...

EXT. SUBWAY PLATPORM - MCEHNING

Preston stands with the hundreds of other morning Sommmiter
walting on the platform for the subway.

His eyes kravel, searching those around him. A hiss of
hydraulics, the train pulls up xnd the crowd turnms liguid
flewing in threngh the open doors.
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Preston i3 the last to board. A cracking sound from under
his shoe as he steps off the platform and onto the train.

Twe TINY GLASS VIALS left srushed and unnoticed on the
concrete platform. .

INT. EIEWAY - MORMING

The throng rides in pondersus silence. Ne person spaaking,
no person losking at any ocher. A1l juskh Sitting in their
unquestisped contentmant.

211 but PRESTON, whosa eyes move secratly from face to face.
From the elderly woeman nexk te him. To Ehe young man. To
the pretty woman - dzinking in thair detail. Iika 3 wampire,

Every wrinkle, every contcur, the shape of each hand, the
length of each eyelash never before noticed. ISesing for the
fizst time beauty ... and ugliness, Fascipated.

EXT. SIDEWALR - MOPITING

Hs walke through the morning th-=ang - outwazdly ¢alm,
gmotionless - but inside, hie hmayr a torrent of emotion, a
wverirabie hurricane raging insidsa af hinm.

Making him for the first time unsure how to hold his bedy.
Uncertain what to do with his ayes. Fearful &t avery instant
that he will give himself awav.

INT. KEWSFAPER STAND = MORNING

He zeeks refugs at 3 pewspaper ctand. Relievad. Like a man
hiding in plain gight, he picks up a paper and pretends ta
read - trying to celm his racing heart.

He rieks a glance up. Finds himself etaring into Ehe eyes of
anothey 'man at the stand - staring right bagk at- him,

And in that inskant, Pregton knows, This man is fecling too!
And it spares the shit out of hiw. Droppipg the papar, he
turnag and walke swey as quickly = he can.

EXT. SIDEWALE - DAY

Until he can ztand ik no longer - and his ratreating xkrids
disintegrates intc & run. He runs. And zuns. FPinballing
through the growd, people turning after him as he passes ...

EXT. RLLEY - DAY

L4

Finally finding a breathlegs, heart-pounding refuge in a2 grim
alley. He buries hiz face in his hande - tormented By a
thousend colliding emotions.
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Then, suddenly, sverything comes welling up inside him. He
YoITS forcefully onta the alley flogy, Remaining thers,
shaking, choking.

IWwT. HRLL CF ENFORECLMENT - MORMILIG "

Likea & shattered puzzle, Preston has tentatively pieced his
composure. back together. He steps into the busy stacion.

DFEFICTR
Good morning Cleric.

Preston manages a tlght, ourk nod as he pagees.

PRESTON
Food mornimng ...

Tha Officer glances up, looking after him a curicus momant.
INT. CLERIC DESKS - DAY

Preston oice ak hieg degk. Heart still pounding lika a
jackhammer.

Hiz eyez fall on the desk. Sseing fb for =he firsc Eime as
. wninspired. Thipgs placed in perfect prder, yes ... but
net ... inspirsd.

Without saven =»emlizing ik, he bagins rearrancing the itemsz on
it., Rearranging them to suit, we=ll ... hiz inclinakion.

Turnins the stagler at an angles, putting the papercllp
noddear, the phone, slightly askew.

VOICE
What are you daipa?

Preston looks sharply up. BRANDET stande thers, eying him,
BRANLT
(repesacs)

What are yocu deing?

PRESTOHN
I'm ... rearranging mny desk.

Brander scands therm the glightest iperant - considering him.

BEANDT
You didn't liks bhe way ir was before?

preston looks back at the other man. Is he teatbing him?

PRESTON
I had no feelings about it. I'm merely
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attempbing to aptimize,

Erandt centinuses locking at him anocker moment. Theno nods,
as though sacisfied with the answey. He tosses a square ol
paper onto the dask. %

ERANDT :
sense Offenders. Holed up in Y-Bleoc.

EXT. HOUSE - TEE ZONE - ITiAY

CHAOS. Madnexs, GUISHOTS. Screams.
An overgrown bur quaint housa in the Zone.

INT. HOUJSE _

it iz ap=solute inzanity as the Enforcemens Teame Fight chelr
way throegh the dark twisting sghadeys of the haousae, trying to
take it hall by hall like a strest five-fight.

Thair gqunfires is returned, mu::larflashes in Emoks. Brandr,
duckicg bebhind a wall, y&lls te Preston a few feef to the
Tear.

| BRANDT
I'm godng o ol Caver me!

Abpumely, a MAN, 5 Sense Qfiender, <ones flying arcund the
carney, SCRERMING llke a banghee, waving a gun. He slams
paet Brandt and runs right inko Freston'e &rms.

ELAM! Brandt'a gun barks apd the man goss limp in Pragston’s
grasp, His fading aves connecting wikh Freston's axs ha
glides lifeless down his torsc ...

Fresion atares at the dead man in his arms. Then loocks,
astonigied, to Brendt who nexds.

BRANLT
Good grah, Cleric.

And, with a yell, he steps arcund the corner shooting -
saveral Enforcement units blazing away with him.

Preston iz left alons - in the ringing aftermath. Eeallzipg
be £till holds the dead man. Leooking inte a fa20e that,
twaments Ebeafors, falkE., Likes him ...

He oquickly releageg the body.

Hi= hande. Coverad in hlnnﬁ. Blinking rapidly. Deeply,
conflicted, confused. -
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INT. HODSE - D&Y

The qunfire and screamg are gone but for the schoss now,
Every shot needed, has been f[ired. Every scream, silenced.
Now Pregton does his wark. Wandsaring throwogh the house ¥
alone. Searching. Smellirg out rhaf placze ..

Ha fiyxees on a wall. Appreoaching it, h= scratcehes at the
plaseer with a fingernail. It crumblés awsy casily and, =2
moment later, he is stepping into a HIDDEN ROCM.

Ingtantly, the eye is assaulted with the uncustonsry
gensation of COLOR. THINGES, jumbled everywhere. Plchtures,
palntings, pasters, wall paper, ¢ollages, toys, upholstered
furniturs. .,

He looks around ... .

An eld Sipger sawing machine., A wark of arc, really. Ha
plcks up an emhroidersad pllilow - *Bless this Messzs® Tacky.
ves, it to eyez hungry for human expressicn, the highest arc.

He 2]1*ows his hard to run along tha edge of a long, ornately
carved takle ag he moves slowly through the yoom - past rthe
Zramed piccurses of unrelaced petple, long dead.

Stecping at an IILUSTRATED CHILOREM'S BOOK. Picking it up.
e mutters the Eicle ...

FRESTCHN
"Mary, Mary, Quite Contrary . . .f

He blinks, ayes loping momantary focux ac the name's
aszociationa. '

He cshakes it off, eyes fatching zomething else. On tha FLOOR
in the center of the roocm. Something. A slight, almest
unocktizsable BULGE beneath the shag carpsc

Bending, he runse hies fingers across it.

0
Sg this is it.

He locks sharply up. BRANDT stands thers - surveyving the
cormucopla of memorabilia that is the roow.
Pregcon qguickly stralghtens,

. PRESTON
Towoks like it.

He takes cne lapt leoock at the rootm. ‘Then turns to che
CONFLASRATION TEAMS hugtling up bahind Prandt.
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FRESTON
Burn it.

And as he steps out - they do. EBlasting the room with
incinerating Llame. .

EXT. HCUSE - DAY

Brendt worke oa paperweork on the hood of che car whils
treston watches the house burnm. Ewen the flames are
Perautiful to him now.

BEANDT
You're thinking something ...

Preston locks ower ar him. Echoes of his own words oo
Fartridge. Brandt puiz on the shadow of 3 smile.

L ]
ARANDT
Whanaver somecnss bregccupied, I can't
help bt wonder why., My rnature, I guess.

Prag-prn holcs £Ehe oiher man’s pisrcingly incerrogative gaze
foy a moment. Than shakees his head.

PRESTON
It'= nothing.

Brandt shrugs and returns ta his paperwork. Refleectively ...

SRANDT
Do you knoew - it'as che lew of
diminishment - if we kesap burning this
contrebend -~ one day therse simply won't
be any of it 1eft.

He looke up sgain, a5 if acbered by the chousht.

BRANDT
Yhe will e 1efe to wateh?

Thare is a profound beat hecwesn them - oddly sneomfortable.
InEtead of anewering, Prescon picks Brandi's GUN wup off the
hood of the car whers he had see it

Arnd hande it ro him.

abruptly an OFFICER comee flying around fLrom the hack of tha
burning housa.

* ENFORCER
Hey! . Got something out hack!
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EXT. FENNEL =- DAY

breston and Brandt scand with the Enforcemant teams cutsida
the fence of a KENNEL. More than & doZen LOGS of svery
degcription within, baying at the burning house. 5

BRANDT
{shakes head}
Thiz isn't the first time wa’va sean
chiz. Why do they do it? ¥hy 4o they . _
keen these znimals?
{looks teo Preston)
Do they =at them?

ERESTON
I couldn't tell o, B

ENFORCEMENT -
What should we do, S1irc?

EFRANDT
Exterminata tham, of course.

—he Enforcar racks back che bolt on his repeacing tifle and,
apeping tha gate, 3tirts to step in. Inveluntarily, Preston -
QF2EnE nis mouth to speak.

ERANDT
(rajaing handi
Wait
{BraEtaon)
Whart i1 it, Cleric?

Freston struocgles for a momant, agsinst whab nof éwven he
knows or understand=s ... tharn shakes hig head.

BRESTOM
Mothing ...

Erandc nods te the Enforcer and the report of the rifle fille
the air, mirngled with the screams of the dogs.

Amidot the carmage, SOMETHIMG scrambling betwasn che
Enforcer'=s lags catches Preston’= eyes,

He graks it as it scurries cut the apen gate, trying to
egcape. Hefts it up into his arms. -

A PUPPY, Scarsd eyes, short murky-tan fux, The thing i=
shaking with fear.

L4
"

ENFORCER
Togs it back in, Sir - I*1l1 {finish it
off.
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Preston daoasn't move. Everyone logks to at him.

BRAMLT
Toass iF back ig - ha 11 fimigh it.
: . %
Prestorn hesicates. Searta to hand the puppy back in the
enclosure. The Enforcer reaches for it ...

But Freston pells it back.

FREITON
It ... it s=ems to m2 thakt abk lesast one
of these animals oughkt to be tepted for
dispage.

He is barely able to contaim the nervous quaver ih his voics
and even less able to hold anyone's eyes. He covers for it
by turning immedistaly and starting back for the cars.,

Tousing hack owver his shoulder ...

PRESTON
If there's an apidemis in tha Zone, it
world be better if we knew aboub it.

Branct snd Lke Enforsmrs exchange a glance. The Enforcsr
Just shrugs and returms bs perfunctorily Pow! Zowld
adminigte»ing coup de cracee kg the dying animels.

But Brandt watches carefully after his partner; walking awvay
wikh % puppy h=lid tight in hiz arms.

INT. POLICE CAH - DAY

Preston clicbks isto the back of the car. He cloases his eyes &
moment, pUppy in his lap, trving to still his pounding heart.

When he opens tham, he fipde tha eyas of the DRIVER, an

Enforcer he hadn't even realiged was Lnere - staring back at
him in the rear-view mizror. '

Presten forces immassjivity instantly into his features,

FRESTON
Take me to the station. Right away,

INT. ENFORCEMENT FAREIMG LOT - DAY

Preston stands at the open conk of his Cleric-iszsusd cer.
Incide, the PUFPY s5its on some newspaper spraad caf within.

He hezitates, glancing arcund, making sure no one is -
watching, then placas a small tray of water down in Che btrunk
and arranges an old coat ar a2 bad for the dog.
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FREETDNW
Um ... a0 uh ... 358y ...
He pausez. Torn, etrugscling with himesalf

- k)
He starts to reach to couch the deg, bur stops. He's newver
touched ancther creakturs in affection hefora.

He does it. Allewing his fingexs to touch the dog's head.
The Tuppy does net shrink avay. His zmall keil wags.

Preszton runs his hand down the langth of the grateful dog,
savoring the cremture’s warmth, the feel of his fur.

B} o VOICE
Cleric ...

Starrlmd, Prestcn spire, shurting the trunk. R ENFODRCER is
walking towards him. Preston tensesg but

ENFORCER
Congratulaticns.

Prastonfas heart is puundimg;

PRESTON
Foar ... what? .

ENFORCIR
O'Erien, Mary. The sense cifendar you
arrestead,

(amile=]

Sha'z bean gentenced to death.
Preston Ylinks hback st him a sterk microsesond.

FRESTON
.. Ehab's wanderful ...

The Enforcer gives a thumbs up as ha passes. Prestcen can
only nod, staring after him.

INT. POLICE EVIDENTIARY STOHAGE - OARY
Face a mazk. Pres.on s5tops at the counter.

FRESTON
Confisceted evidence for X23-T45 ...

He has o cough to aover hif nervousness.

PRESTON
Mary Q' Brian ...
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INT. EMPTY ROCM - DAY

Pragton sits in front of the BOX of objects confiscated from
Mary's home. Ceontemplating ic, almost fearfully,

: ¥
rinally, with fingers thet nearly trembla, he opene Lha bBex,
plcking out & kit of RIBBON, HMNothing really. Something
yau'd cast cuk without & second theught. .

But it captivates him. Staring intc its czrimgon depths,
fecling its =zupple pliancy.

Putting it down, he pulls out hser ART DECO PERFUME DECA?TER,
he he cturns it in his hande, the cut glass splits the lighkt,
cregting a rainbow itiEide itz diamond facets.

Tepntaclvely, he sprawvs a Liny bit it into his palm and
breathes iz. Instantly, the fragrance posgesses bhim.

e innales it into his very essance.
EXT. PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY

Praton stands in fromt aof tha gargantuan gauntness of The
Palace of Juat ce. Mot Knowing why he'g hersa.  Nobt guite
comprehending these forces that have driven him _.

INT. SECURITY HiJE - Loy

Preaton stands beside the SECURITY TECHNICIANE. Staring at
one af the many video moniteors. MARY gits in har oall.

He gazes long ints her pensive featurax. Finelly, shakipg it
off, he epesks to the security technicians.

PRESTON
I want to inkerrogate her.

~ SECHRITY TECHMICIAN
211 the interrogation cells are in uss,
Sir,

He indivates a bank of surveillance momitors. Om gach, a
prisonezr sits being incerrogated. EXCEPRT ONE, which is emphby.

" PRESTON
¥hat about thar one? Room 101.

SECURITY TECENICIAN
The microphones won‘t be up in that room
until next waak.

. PREETON
Put ue I there.
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SECTIRITY TECHNICZILNW
But Sir ...

Frescton turas sharply on the man - eyas burning with all che
gravity of the TeiraGrammacon.

>
PRESTON .

My timeframe dictatms thet I canpnot wait.

I =2id put ux in thers,
The Security Techafcian gulps back any argument.

SECURITY TECHMICIAN

By &ll means, Sir - Room 161,
INT. ROOM 101 - DAY -
A windowless room. raston si*s across from MARY. All trace

of his innar turmoil - hidden away.

For her pazz, sha locke as though she has been knocked around
a bhit. &he congiders him a mildly curious wement.
" MARY
I can't say I'm not surprissd to see you.

Dregton sWwallows invisibly.

PRESTON
I don't sam why., My interrogation of you
ien't fully concluded.

* Hey eyes search him for anotheyr instant.

MARY
And, afeer all, fime’'s 5o very short now,
isp't iR?

Har demth sectencze. Through an ack af widl, he manages to
hold har syes. She =milez to herself.

Then, something, some fissure. cracks bahind her hard fzacads
and her hand reaches for her oyes.

Bur just as quickly, she wipas ir away, drawing a crisp
breath - defiant again,

MARY
Ask vour questlans. And then leave,

Preston io upprepared. Hed come only because he wanted, he
needed to see her. He's cthought no furcher than Lhat.

FRESTGHN
Wall ... Eha ... regigbtance
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: MARY
The cechiicians already asked me that.
1f there were A resiptance, 1 guess I
would have told them, wouldn t I7  So why 5
don’t you get to the point and tell me
why wou're really here.

He holds on her another momsnt. YHe can't pazsibly tall her
that he is here becayse he felt lrxresistibly drawn here.

PRESTON
Whnan yvou ... Eirzt went ocff the doae,
euraly you ... guraly it was hard. There

mu=st have beaap ... doubks.

She locks back at him a coldly =uricus moment.
T

MARY
Why d¢ you care?
PEESTON
I don't.
MAREYT
Then why ask?
BRESTON -
I'm jusr trying to understand ... pecple

lik= you ...
Ehe holds on him, studying him like an insect.

MART
OFf course it was hard. Ib's a withdrawal.
It's & drug. You get through ir by thinking
abhelt the people who put 1T in you.

Prescon locks herd ar her - trying hard to comprehsnd.

FRESTON
. ¥YOoUu mean ... hate ...

She =ays neothing - looking back mosc parsicularly at lidm,
PRESTCN '
But they'ra only krying to help. Human
naturs, it gam ba Bo ...

. - MARY
Incooperative?

There is an ironic half-twist ip her =mile.
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MARY
Well wa Can’'t hawve thakt, c<an we? If
somecne s coloring outside the lines, by
2ll means, medicate tRkem. Please. Right
back inte cpnformicy. And, hey, since “
wa're just crying teo help, why noc
ingtituticnalize it while we're at it?

Ske amiles with everything bur her eyes.

MARY
‘Cause if thae doesn 't work - well, I
suppose we can always find a witch or two
to Burn in Splem.

Pre=scon =tar=sa. Deeply stirred by this amazing woman.

MARY .
ind if I a=k you & parsena) gquesticon?

Ar iavisible awa.low. He ngds.

WMARY
Do you find oe attractive?

Starcled, Preston’s eves blink away for the thinnest fraction
cf an insrany. Thnen back.

FPERESTON
I'm not - entirely sure what you mean.

Her =yes gearch his Zor a moment. Then, discovering no
fragment of life, she sits back - ead for the future.

MAEY
Yoo Sea’

INT. CLERIC MCHMASTERY - DAY

The grand oellege wherse selss:s individuals are trezined from
Lirth to join the formidable. ranka of tha Grammeaton Cleric.
The guasgi-militazy/religiocus order of the TetraGranmaten ...

Preston welks thes somber, echoing corviders wich VICE COUNCIL
DUPSHNT, paszzing classtooma of Lresh-fafed cadabs.

Eubont iz perusing MARY'S PILE as they walk.

DURQIT :
-I don't think I.quikte somprel=nd your
ceeiase, Cleric.

FRESTOHN
It s jusc, Sir, that her execution date
has been ser, I believe she still has
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infavmarion about ths Repigtanz=e that
could be valuable Lo us.

EIIPONT
But she's salready been clinically .
interrogated, correct?

PRESTON )
Yes, but I ... I beliavae that somzhow she
has been able to resfac; that her
characcer 18 such that ... that ...

He felters.
FRESTON

It's difficvl: £o axplain.

Dukgne helds on him an instant. Turas to MARY'E PHOTO in the
£ile. Darkly beautiful. Hie eyez rize back to Preston.

DUBINT
Frecty ...

Sregios barely manzges to gonceal the confused rush he feszle
mt thoss words.

PRESTON
i ... don't Eully grasp the reference. -

CuPont heolds on him snother gteady beak. Thoen nods, closing
the file as they gtop, coverlooxing an OFEN FLOOR where dozens
of cadets are being led through a strangse HARTIAL ARTS KATA.

DUPOHT .
x> you kbhow of the Shao Lin ... or
perhaps the Mam=zlukez, Freston?

FPRESTON
Ho Sir = T do nat.

DUFDNT
In & timae of & land called Arsbia, the
Mameluke were a caste of warrior monks.
Eunuchs. Salsofmd and casrrarsd ar birch;

trained to be the greatest fighting siaves
arar known. Existing entirely above the
mowvwe and sway of common passion.

He iz guiet, thoughtful a moment.

* DUPONT
Like you Preston.

Then, fajinkly =ad, he nods.
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DUBROHT
Likea me.

Brestorn looks &t him, startled,
copPowT

You're surprised? Al the high <leogy, even
Fathar himself, is drawn frem che Cleric.

e gazex agaln down s the practicing cadets.

DIFONT
Tell me what ywou know of him, Praston, of
rather. ..

FRESTON

Only what everyone knows. That he is the
foramost Citizen. The vary modal of the
ipcancata idmal.

DUROMT
And have you ever saen ndm?
: © PRESTON _
Ha 8i¢., I mean ... I den't koow, Sir.

Father ig nowhere. And everywhere. The
thraat cf ax=assinartion farc=a him teo

remain faceless,
He locks down, ifeeling @ pit io=ide him ...

PRESTON
‘Even =, such 1= hiz empathy that he
riskes dajly pilgrimages to the Palsce of
Justice to witness the combustion of the
accueed -« that he might continually cest
his unemotionalirwy.

DOPONT
Do youl know why, Prestan?

Freston heEitates for anocher instant, feeling hizs insides
twigt. Than ragurgitaces the rote dogma that hag peen thae
boilerplate of his entiye exjistencs.

PRESTON
Bacauea only such & person can we be
confident will rule withouk tha
incerfersnse of his passions. Beeoauss
wnly with such a man may we rest knowing
he «#ill not be reduced to ryranny by mere
emction.

DOPoNT
And vet - yet there are eleménks in this
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society, secretly banned cogekher,

secret]ly faeling., who would tear down all
te has accomplished and surrender it back
ro mwactly thatr - che tyranny of smotion.

' L
¥a pauses, paradexically impassipred a momant.  Then calms.

: DUPONT '
Even knowing that, Clerig, it i85 hig
uncompromising example we mitsE continys
Eq uphald., We cannes bend our own laws,
we cannot oowmpromise our ideals.

Ha locks very carticularly st Preston.

DITROT
We can beat chis Resigcance. We can heat
1t without eptering intio leagues with
Senge Nffepnders, can't we, Preston?

Freecan ten=ss ag it hics him what the other man's sdaying.

. DT
Let's show them Lhat we ae Wwiat wWe mean:
Let's burn chiz weoman, chis Sanse Offender,
Let’e burn her angd hromk rhem anyway.

He abruptly cakes Pragten’e oend with missipnary real.
TUBONT

Because 1 believe you can do ik, Praston.
The only questiapn is will you? WIELl you
ke Facher's purs weapsr against the
Refiztance. The instrument of the Stats,
-for the State. Will wou find them? Will
yvou break them? For Fathsz. For me.

Prascomn wavers - twisting to pear-breaking inside. But
ulbimacely, has no choice but to say:

FRESTOH
It would be ... the greatest heonar.

INT. STORAGSE S5FRECE - WIGHT

Fraskon sits, deep in the bowels of his buildirg‘s basament,
in hisx family‘s personal storage space, Imiried in thought.

Rneading through his fingers, MARY'S EED RIBBON.
While, between his kne=s, the PUPPY contentadly snoozes.
EXT. GATE 17-E - HNIGHT

He sits idling 1ln his car at one of the great gates to the
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tene. The goldier on duty rarums from cthe guardhouse and
hands his ideatification back tnrough the wingdow.

SOLDIER
Thank you, Sir. GCoed heneiag. K %

' FRRSTOH
vag. Thank you.

He drives on.

INT. BRANDT'S AR - WIGHT

BRANDT watcohes “rem his own car as Preston, whom he followed,
d+=ives thrsugh the gate into che 2one. Haktching. Thinking.

EXT. FATE - NIGHT

&

pulling uo Lo the gate, Arandt flashes his idepcification.

BRANDT _
fleric. I nee=d to paas right away.

Tme zoaldier takes his I.D.{ exgmining it

SOLDIER .
Yey!Te sacond clazs - nob authe+ized for
emla excurzions into the Zone.

ERANDT
Dammit, this is essential Clarical
Buginsss! I hawve to pass now!

The Soldier straightens, putking his hand o his rifle.

- SOLLDIER
You lack autherizacion. Under oo
. cireum=zcances will you be allawed ko pads
through this gate.

Brandt gees that this man means what he says. His ey2s shift
to the oninous white-leather clad SWEEPER CREW posted by
cneir tanker just on the other side nf Che gate.

ke snaps his syes back -o the soldier.
:
Tall the captain of the Sweaper Crew I
nead to epeak to him ipmedistaly . -

BXT. PACK YARD - BURNED-OUT HOUSE - NIGHT

FUPBY - in hiz arme, Prestnﬁ-stands cukxsids what remaing of the
kepnel bahind the HOUSE he condemn=d to ke burned to tha
ground this mozning.
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Charred remains of the dead dogs heaped thare,

1M1, BURNED-OUT BOUSE - HIGHT .

He haunts through the housse's bBurned.out sheli Finds his

way in:to what wss the gefret Toom - now nothing mors than a
rharred ckalatcn =f studs.

Flicking on his flashlight, he swesps the Fleoor until he
findr what he ig looking for. The carpet has hean burmasd away
now and the TRAP DOOR he fait there thia morning, is exposed.

Sweeping aszide the ashess, he pulls the door opan and shines
hiz light dowr ineidas.

INT. SECRET CRAMEEZR L

He depcends into the dark sub-teyrestrial recom. His light
gwEegps acrozs a LANTERN, Setting bthe PUPFY down, he kEurns it
cn, filling the SMATL ROOM with its golden illumdnation.

What he zees pearly takes his breath away. Like ﬁidas*
creasure trove, the room, untouched by the fire, 15 simoly
Jammed with memsrabilia, :

Fhotos, basaball cards., a train set, the completa works of
William Shakercpeare, & Clown painting, a boak of giccations,
A box filled with copcuma jewaliry, an old Victrola.

A kid im a candy stars, ke walks tha tiny dimensions,

savoring each sten, Tunning hizs fingers over every objeot.

Picks up a half-conrumed pzok of WRIGLEY'S SPEAFMINT GUM.
Turrs it pver in bils khands. Un-peels a 2rick, pushes it
tentatbively inre his muu“h‘ Ch=ws ... amiles ...

Maves on ta the Victrala* Eaaidﬂ it, ip their wax wrappers,
sqme QLD REQOCRDS.

E= shekes aone out. Examines 1. Ha's not guite gure, but
it's precty evidenc thatb it goe= wicth the Victrola. He

-mauths the words oo the label ...

PREETﬂH
RCA Symphony Ho. 3, D minor, gpus 125...
Ludwlg van Hes ... EEﬁthﬂven .

It means nothing te him. He puts the recerd on the player.
Tt dossn‘t take him byt an’ inscent to figure it out. Placing
the needle aon thn_v11y1 plaktter, he cranks Che Crank.

It cracke and pops as the record goes round unevenly for a
moment ... apd then, issuing from the hornm, Bamething he hax

pever Lo h;a llfe heard befart
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= Music. And not just music, but the most heartfelk,
L] profoundiy created music ever made. Tha very soul of mankind
oe rent cpen, bleeding forch meledy ...

= %

Prestem'’ s threat knots as the first nores of the bazssoon
digtantly sound, building ... mounting ...

ard it only gets worse from there, After a momant, e must .
git, he has begun to sheke so badly. -

Helplezs in itz spell, he can only listen, astonished, aE-tha
Eowering magnificence of the fivet movement washez over him.

It iz unfair, thar musie waich meves even tha mogt hardenad
numan soul should be the Zirsc heayd by thisz defenseless man.

Tears flow unblocked down his face as he realizes for the
firsr time, al} at once, wnat are death, life and love.

EXT. STREET - HNIGHT

ar

straine of the symphoay still echoing in his aars, Preston
sets Ehe puppy back into rhe trunk. Remowving his avercoat.
g makes a2 bed for the dog with it.

= : PRESTON
L Stay ... Ludwig

Ee =zmiles, raalizing ba jugt named the deg. KHis dog. The
dog wags ibs cail appraciazively.

Rhruztly the wearld burses inte hlinding white light.
thielding hisz eyes, Prescon rices to sese approaching down the
gLreat & SWEEPER PATROL, lt s rack of rooli-mountad XENON
LISATE turning night into day.

MEGAPECHE
Step away from the vehicle!

Preston, hearr sralled, can only stare at it, coming at him.

MEGAPHONE
Seep away irom che vehicle!

Subtly shutting the trunk, Preston obeys. With a hiss of
pneumatics, the Sweeper Patrol stops & dozen yards away.

Shotgune at the ready, THREE learher-clad SWEEPERE step ouf.

o LEAD SWEEPER
EEF Hand= above your haad.

Preston’'s raises his hands.

L
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. EWEEPER LEAD
[Aepnrification. :

FREZTOM X
T'm a Cleric. I*m haers= oo afficial
bBusiness. -

SWEEPER LERD
Identification.

pregton reaches inside his jacket. Feels for it. But it'e
act rhere. He blinks, FLASHIHG BACK. ..

To putting his cwvercoalt im ehe THUNE for the dog.

His eves snap back. The Sweapars' chobquns &re o0 him.
He swallowsd ... 3 :

: PRESTCIS
I don't hawve it ...

SWEEPER LEAD
Onidentifimd individuals found in che
2pope are subject Lo summary destruction.

mhe abhar twe sweepers tighrten rhair grips on thair guns.

PRESTON

(cteady)
vou'd be making a very big mistake. T'm
a Grammaton Clearic, flrst claas.

The Sweepsr Lead holds on him an instant - debating.

: SWEETER LEAD
We're going Lo search your vapicls.

Praston’s myes flicker te the trunk.

. DRESTON _
Ypu’re wasting your time. There's nathing
in it and I have essential placas to ke.

stepping forward, the Sweeper Lead wrests Praston’s GUN. from
ingide his coat and steps back. tovering him, he oods
gharply to the other two who immediacely hagin ssarching
ehrough the car inrerior with flashlights.

aftez a momsnt, they emerge. Shake thedr heeda. Nathing.

Swesner Lead turns bazk to Preston.

CYEEPER LEAD
The keys Lor the crunk.
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Tigh:s-lipped, Preston holds on him for an inscant.

_ PRESTON
T'm tI¥ing te tell you - I have .a pra-dawn
combuesrion to witpess. My timefrqme . )

dictates that I cannot waik,

Stepping forward, tha Swaaper mnetches the keys out af
Dreston’ e hand and tosses cheld to the seacching sweepers,

Praztcon Eucks in a dmap, quimt brearh. Holds ik. Onm of
thets insarcs the key inte the crunk. Seruggling with it . ..

It clicks ooeh ...

EWEEDER LEAD
Waie ... . '
!
Hanfds on the opening trunk-lid, tha twe zearchers stop. The
Swezpar Lead is studying Prescon’'sg fage, illuminared feor the
first time in the beam of his shozqun's rigt-light,

=i gqun‘s barrel Srops as he realiﬁes .

SWETRER LEAD
Cleric Prestog - I'm sorry, I ... 1
didn't recognize you. '
(guickly/Sweepers)
tand off. It's all right.

Leaving tha keve dangling in che lock, they do. Scepping back
from che car. Flrsworks of relief go of7 ipnsids Praston.

The Swesper Lead iz dasperetely apologetics.

:  SWEEPER LEAD ‘ _
You understang, Sir, in thix light, it'=s
extreamaly difficules ...

From his vantage, Presten can ggg the dog through the four
inches of open trunk. he manages a nod.

PRESTON
You’re just doing your j?b.

SWEEPER LHAD _
Yes Sir. Thank you for appreciating thac,
Sir. We‘ll escort you back to the gakts,

' " PRESTON

That would be gooxl, thank you.
{an tha Sweepers turn|

Anc my gidearm?
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} SWEEPFER LEAD
SE {turning back}
ey Ah - yes Sir. sorry Sir.

- He starks bto band the gun pack co ?reeton when a =mall cz=ide
WiIIMPER from tha direction of the car siaps all heads round.

Preston’s heart stops.

PRESTON
An animal ... The zene's full of them ..

He reathes £or his gutt bub the Sweepar Leed pulls it back,
leoking a2t him through narrow syes. -

SWEEFER LEAD
It soundad like it came Eram your <ar ...

. FRESTON
Imposxsiale. MNow, 1f wou'll retuznm oy
firmarm, I°'1]1 be on my way.
But the Swesper Lead only helds on him another dark momeact.

Then =triding awver Lo tha cay, he cthrows open the trunk, his
flashlicht illuminacing che PURDY, panting in ic® beam.

{ ol Akll headg snar cowarZs Pragton. Instantly the Cwo SWEEPEES
o steap in on eirher sida of him, shetguns aimed at his head.
SHOTCUN SWEEFER
On yeour knees! Get o your knees!
Preston axhibits Jless emobion now than he has since he wen
off Lipriuvm. ZPulass flat-lining, he coesn'ft move.
SWEEFER LEAD
| Fet on yvoul kitesg - pow!!!
Preston's hands ghoot up, grasping the shotgun barrels at
mither side of his h=ad. A starcled beac ...
as the Eweeper Lead realizes what's just happened. Tiat
they pave Jjust made tEha martal ErrIcorc ...
... of engaging a Gramaton Cleric ...
.-« without first calling for back-up.
 SWEEPER LERD
Do it! Do 1e! Shoot him now!
%ﬁf ' The Sweepars yank back on their triggars - but Preston,

kncwing thelir movemenks before sven thay do, i a mioro-segond
ahead, shoving back the unp-ackions of their guns ...
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sanding each gun’s shell efecting cartwheeling unfired
upwards into the darkness ...

I'n the instant that follepws - one £n which they are too
astonished to react ... ‘ Y

Preztan =pins, whipping rhem around 180 degrees by their
guns, racking their pump-actions as he does, chambering the
naxt 3nell atd yanking the qups FIRING acksss his bady.

Blowing the feceplates cut of their helmets like plack water.
Even as they drop, he rolls the shotguna over his wriscs andg,
dropping down Lo one knee, fizres hoth barrels at the Sweeper
Lead #ven as that man shoots - shot going wild.

Dropping the shotouns, Preston rolls forward, snacching up
his Grammatono sidearm as he hits his fe=t and PO Ffiring
cimulcanenusly with the Swaaper Laad'x next shot ...

BEULLETS expleding in eplligion in the alir bearween them.

ELASLAM! Pragtan's next shot, a nano-seccrul behind tha firse,
blows the Sweepor Laad off his foet.

Drestsw steps, breathing new in the empbty silsnce of ‘the zone
and thz het whibke light of the xanons.

Sigk, deadly =ick incidm.
INT. BEDRCHM - NIGHT

Head in hiz hands, Preston sits in the dark-at the bedeside of
che SLESPING FORMS of his children - ROPUIE and LISKH.

o many eenflivting, painful thing=s rushing through him,

His =zon lies there, severe and perfect, avan in sleep. Lisa,
just & saven yvasr-ald girl - featurss abandon=s as har
sl=Eping mipd wanders distant ealms ... .

Ouisetly, Praston opens the drawsr beside Rﬁbbi&’s Ead. With
8 penlight, he illvminares its contents. Fiads waat he is
tocking fer. ROBEIES DOSE CASE.

Silently ha openz ic, loceting the follewing day’'s doses. ..

VOLICE
What are you doing?

He snaps the peniight up, stertled te find his ten year-old's
eagle-ayes gtaring back at him chrough itz beam.

FOBBIE
I said what are you doing?

-y
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Preston’s heaxrt pounds.

FEESTOH
I. .. - k;

He stares back at his =an. Robbie aité uprlght in bed, eyes
narrowing. FEresten owallows deeply.

ERESTON
I was checking. To meke surse you've heen
taking you intezrwval.

Robbie looks back at him a moment. Then relaxes. Hodding.

: ROB3SIE
and you're satisfiad?

L
Presten holds on him an instent - then manages an curt nied.

PRESTON
CI'm spabisfies.

Robbie nods too - pleased,

ROBEIE
gpod aight then, Father.

PRESTON
Gocd night ... Som.

The boy puts hizs bead back on his pillow and closes hig ayss.
Preston closes Che yourng man's dase caze, looks at him one
iagc instant ... and walks out.

EXT. ZONE - WIGHT

LICHTS FLASHING, dozens of Enforscemant units are gathered in
Ehe grkyaat baside the Ssad bodies of the SWEEPER TERM,

Among the Enforosment unics on the crime swene, BRANDT
censidears the dark reamaine of the house whose burning he
participeted in that meorning.

a1l a bit tea much of a coincidencs. -He turne to an ENFORCER
working on a MOBILE COMPOTING UNIT on the hood of & car.

BRAMDT
fan you Tiil a Erace oh tha movements of a
Cleric's sidearm’ tonight through that
thing? - . -

' ENFORCER
Ho &ir. Only Councillary membars heve
access to gun tracking.
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Brandt puzrses his lips, thwarted for tbe moment. Then neds.

SRANDT
T want balliskics parfgrmed on che . %
artifaczs removed from thess bodies. I
want the rasults comparsd againgb the gqun
reasrds of the Cleric.

Tha Enforecer looks shocked at the implication of this. But ©
the lack in BErandt's hlack eyes laavas him no doubt other .
than khat the man is deadly ﬂeripus4

INT. CORRIDOR - MORMNING

#hen Preston sxits his cubicle, he ig surprised by a PAIR OF
SWEEPERS marching towards him dewn the corridor.
1

ZHEEZEFER
Cleric Jokn Prestsn .. -

He freeres, heart STOPPING ... But all they say iz ...

SWEEPERS
Sood momming, Sir.

Ar they march past, cancinuing down the hail. He srares
afcer them, heart »e:ting agzin - pounding. Just a patral.

Opening his hand, he losks at his MORNING'S UNUSED LIBRITHM.
Ready ta ba disposed of in tam gubway or garage.

palm bruised, he had gripped it so hard.
Had thay =sapychead him, n= would have béen Aaad.

INT. BATHROCHM - DAY

Closing the deoor, he pulls the mirzor away frem the wall
Betrdind ic, che cavity iz the wail.

He hesitaces an instabt ..

Then drcps the amber ampule into the cavity and pushes the
mirror back in place.

ZXT. SIDEWALK - MORENING

When Preston exits his building, a CAR skide up, passenger
door swinging open. BRANDT:S

BRANDT
' Rmid in the indusrriel sectian Let E oo.

Presteon hesitates an ilnstant ... than gats in.
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i . # INT, DRANDT'S CAR - MORNING
e , _ e
= - Brandt guides the car intoc traffic.
] ) R ﬁ .
ERAMDT )

Evarything all right?

prms=on locks over at him - surprised.

PRISTON
of pourse ... why do you ask?

BRANDT
{shrugs] _

gh ... you'we gob & lot on your mind.

Preston hesitatas an lnstantc. H

FREESTOR
What makes you zay that?

Erandt leocks st hiz partner. Faintly smiles.

ERANDT
Tou forget - the iphulirive BILE, tleric.
faa) It's my ~“ob to know what you'Te thinking.
N, ¥
' prastan locks back at him - manages a smile of his own.
PRESTCN

Sa thenp - what am I thinking?

Erandr looks back ac him.

. BRANDT
¥ou're thinking about the murders in tha

repne lazt fightc.

The smile drops off Preston's face.

ERANDT
You're wondering ... 1f chey koow who did

it yet.
frescon s frozen.
BEAMNDT
Tell me, Clerie, am I ... close?
Eragton swallows. Nods. |
Y - . PRESTON
Mot bad. So ... do they? Know?
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BRANDT i
oh, there’s thesries. I have one or CDwWo
of my own. But at tha moment they're...

Ha logks At Ereston. Deeply, desply ... . - ﬁ i
ERANTIT |
pramature.
{abruptly]

And {in any case - I'm glad it happennd,
prepcon losks back at him - fealing a chill.

BRESTCH
Why ...

BEANTIT
Because now Father's dedreaed an
accelerzrion in the crackdown on

gff=pders.

He =h-ugs.

BRANLDT
Whoever did it - all they accomplisned
was @ guickar ead te the Replstance.

¥o looks at Presten - that ghost of a smile again.

ERANLT
It s going o be a maAssacre.

MONTACE:

tUnder the allegro aseai of the 4th movement of EBesthoven’s
sth, the carnage cf the day. With military precision, Shock
Troops Convergs in thE stremet cutslde an abandoned factory...

Gunz Liripng ...

Windows exploding, plaster flying ...

suspecﬁad offanders, running, srumpling, 4ying ...

and Prestnn,.drifting through the ¢hass - gtunned, horrified.
At Fha events. At his perticipation in them. |

And in his background, BRAWDT, watching him alwa?:.

INT. VIDED-CHAMBEE - DAY

Preston, in a gspecial TELE-CHAMBER at 21eri=iHea&quart===*
Eaces an enormous SCREEN chat project= DuFont's face.
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DURONT S IMRGE |
i don’t quite follow your logis, Cleric. |

trescon is pale, baraly able %o geoncsal the fact that he is R
trembling. . ' . Y :

. PRESTOH , |
They were unazmed, Sir. Wot providing
regis-cance. Yet instead of apprehensicn
far interrogation and procmss they were
slavgntered.

) LUPONT* & IMAGE
Eut Cleric, given the circumstaoces of
last night, Father has decresd that thers
will bz no mera procege for Senssa
offgnders - they ara to either be shot cn
sight or incinarated without erial,

Prestem 13 cesperate.

FRESTON
But it'e cotnbsr to l_aw1

DUPCHWT "S5 IMAGE
(slightly anneyed]
Father is law, Preston.

Fraston stares back at him.

BERESTOL
Sir - withosur the logic of pzocess - 1s
it not juwse ... mayhem? What we'wve Lried
g hard to eradicartar? -

pufeont’ = imagertightens - becoming intimate.

CUPONT S IBAGE
You muss undsrgtand, Freston - while you
end eveh I may not always agree witch it,
it iz not tha mesgage that's inpoITATNE;
it's our obedisnee To it. Father's will.

¥& ghakes his h=ad.

DUPCHT*S IMACE
Tt may ke hard, even gounter-jintuitive at
times - but the peoint iz the tegr., Cell
it faich. You have it, 1 assume ...

Preston staras back at him for the thinnest inzEant as ha
ragches scme lpner resplve. Then: .

EFRESTON
Yag. I have ir.
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DURCHT 'S IMAGE
Good.

preston struggles within again for tae tinnlast instant. %

BPEESTOHN
Sir ...

OUPONT "S5 IMREE
Yep, Cleric.

. FRESTOH
vou zsked me to become Fabthar*a
inatrument against the resiscance ...

Es gakhers up all the momentum hur%ing within him.

DRESTON
I'm ready. Today. I wish te show my
£aith. T wish, with your permission, Lo
begin immediately the search far
vndersround. '

pupant ceneiders him, this walking waapon, Lo a momeat.

OEoTT "8 IMAGE
Tm dest=ay it, Cleric?

Presten locks back at him, every atom of his body vibrating.

: PRESTON
Te destroy it.

INT. COLD STORAGE - CREMRTORY cENTRAL - MAh

in & metal chair next to a metal LISy thae holds PARTRIDGE'S
RODY. Freston sits, head in his hands - anguiahed.

partzidge is the light lavender of death. Just below hisg
rhroat, the neat hole whera precton’E bullet enterad.

PRESTON
I'n 80 .... 9% VEry EOILY .-

The door abruntly opens and he pops UR. epotion instantly
arased from his face. The cremation Technician in the
doorway gives him an odd look.

Then =eks down a Cray.

X

TECHNICIAN
These are the possessions he had o0 him
At cha Lime of death. The illegal ohes
will be burned with him.
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Ue walks cuz, closing the door bahind him. Preston’s eyes
turn to the eray. ©On it are several of Parcridge’s effects.
Kevs, identificatian ... : . -

And an ENGRAVED SILVER CIGARETIE CASE. Picking it up, Prefton
famls the fine engraving with kis fipgertips. Opsns it. '

Inside lie = dazen or mo=a QLD PHOTOGRAPHS. He flips slowly
chrough them, drinking in che details of each.

Thay are, of course, pictures of strangers, probably ail long
dead f=r the most part, from an age long gone by.
A happier Lime.

Things look diffsrent. Peoplsa area dregsed differantly;
Colarfully. Women wear make-up. In many of the phetos, both
men and woman are smiling and ewven laughing.

He stops, =yes rising ¢quickly at the SUDDEN SOMND of VQICES
approaching the deor. Then, they Lade away.

Recuzning his attention back eo the photow, ha tyrns ks the
last picture. It is byraed over, Oo its back la written thae
word FREEDOw. He convgiders the word an instant ...

Then flips it over. And freogzaes, Shocked.

It i5s of PARTRIOGE. Standing witk a BEAUTIFUL WOMAN.

MAREY .

Frectot: stares at the photo trembling in hix hands for an
eternal moment. & Chousand emoiicns stabbing through him.

INT. COMEUSTION RNT=-CHAMEEE - H/A

Preston stands watching ax Partridge's hody travels dawn the
rollers inte the hunger of the FLAMES.

Slenshed hidden in Prescon's f£ise, is tha PHOTD.
INT. ROOM 101 - DAY

Presten sits opposite Mary in the high-ceilinged windowlaeszs
room 101, She smil=x, amused.

HARY
We have to stop seelng each other 1like
thiz. Pagple wi;l ralk.

Eut Preston is in no mood.
PRESTON

Yeu said there weren‘t any others. You |
. gaid you weren't part of any underground.
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MARY
F ;m I'm next. Thers aren‘c.
(g _
Sy . FEESTON
- Eryal Parcridge. | - %
Her eyes Elukter momentarily. Recovering, she Ehrugs .
MARY :
The pname’s supposed to mAap something bBo -
me? .
i ERESTON
. A Grammateon Cleric, firpt clasa. ¥You
knew him.
MARY
News Pullatin, 1'm a Sense-0ffendsr. I
don't hang ‘round much with the Cleric,
. e places the PHOTO on the table, flicks it scross with a
; finger. She looks at it, just for an inscant off her guard.
- Then just shrugs. Preston locks levelly back ar her.
FRESTON
I want to know about him.
N She loocks bac¢k at him, esqually level. But behind her
lavendsr eyes, she’'s coming £o some inmer decision..
MARY _
Wall, I'd suggast you g ask him, but I
vnderetand that he's dead, Killed by
your L[riends at Che TebraGrammaton.
: ERESTON
Not my friends -- o,
The =mile drops right off her Eace.. Shocked.
_ PRESTCN
Tell me sbout Fartridge.
Her gaze hevars on him an insCant. ten, guick as a cat, she
lungas across the tahls, grabbing wp hiE pencil and swinging
ik hard akt hiz farotid arrcery.
But Prasgton isn't TetraGrammaton for motbing. Fascar, he
catehes her and slams her back down on the cable. - For an
; ipstant, they tremble there, his face so ¢lose to hars he can
- s=mell her, fzel the energy sweeping ofS hear ...
g2
2

Snap! the pencil clenched in both their hands cracks like a
rifle shot. - :

I
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L Relaxing, he relsages her and goes Lo the wall, facing itb.
e Runs his hand over hif face, as though trying to erase Che
- emorions chat must .=urely be etched upen it. . N
PRESTCON
{gqueistly)
What was he part of?
MARTY
vou raally want to know? You talk abouwt
sarvics to Libria? You can't even
imagine the sacrifice hs was going Lo
make befars vou pnurdersd him.
praston turns and locks back at her, avary fiber screaming
put insides him, longing to tell hed,
) PEESTON
You were ... lovers?
she ‘anly glares. haughtily back. HNafther affirming nar
Asnying. &nd his pride will not ellew hir to ask again.
-He TUrne d &a.
IIFE:-:__HII
I'H-._-:__.-" I"!-FLEY

Ea; I =l you something?
without turning, he pauses in the doorway-

MREY
T mhate you. And everyching you staond Ior.

He losks down = moment. Then gets che hell oub of thare
before he =zays gomathing he regrecs. ;

- INT. DESKS - DAY

The uffice is empty. Prestom sits at hig desk, conktemplating
the PHOTD of Mary snd Partridge.

g turns it cver. The word FREEDOM wricten there. Mocking
him.

fle ytarss at it. Then, intuikively, picks up a pen and writes
an alphabetic nunber under each letter: & 18 £ 5§ 4 15 13.

He ropeiders what he has wrltten a mement. Circles che Eirer
number of sach group.

616 E411.
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EXT. TELEDPRONE =- DAY
besston stands at & payphone. A vpige picks up

VOICE . .
Frasdom Beading Room, -

Preston hangs up.
EXT. FREEDCHM READING ROOM - DAY

praston =tends across tha streer Irom a storefront whoxe
gigm reads BLOCK 42 FREEDOM READTNG RO,

INT. FRZEDOM READING RCOM - DAY -

Presten stopg in the doaor. Arrayed in chairs ac school-scyle
tabiss, citizens pore over aporoved texts,

Op the video screens areund the room, the Facax of Libria
amila,

o FACES 2F LIERIA
You are Father; I am Father; Fakbasr 1=
Everywhara

Coming Zzom behind a counter, the CFROPRIEZTCR, & thin,
nervols-icoking sycophbans, soproaches Preston, ducking and
sCraping. : .

FROFRIZTOR
Gogd afternoon, Sir. What will it be for
you? The latest gopy of The Ins=neate,
A revised editicn of the Manifes_o?

Preston drops ocpan his Claries identificatioa.

FRESTOR
Erral Fartridge. I want to know
everything you know about him.

The Propriscor's sucking smile wanizshee.

PROFRIETOR
I ... beg your pardon.

Fraston is in his s¢lement now. Investigating.
. . BREBTONM
I'm going to ask you one more time. Erzol
Partridge. Tell me what you know,

. PROERIETIDE
I ... I'm snre I don't...
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That's all hs gets cut before Preston grabz him by his
collar, pleks Bim bodily up and gisms him down onkg & |

i"ﬁ taplerop - sanding State-approvad rexts scattering.
- - The warrons of the reeding room react. dully shoacked. by
PRESTON

et re a2 Sense Offander,

PROPRIETOR
I..I..I..1I'm ooet

. FRESTON
Wo? Then how s it youw’' ve cous to be &0
Frightenes of ma? '

The Propyiscor just lies thsre, shif!ring with fear.

PRESTON
(gzowls)
New - yorl will Eell me evarycthing there
iz =o know about Errol Pazrtridge or I
will have a wagon coms Eo taka you to tae
Hzll of Destruction for summary combustion.

The man [Sputfers.

L FROPRIETOR
I...IT..7..rveally don’'t know much.
PRESTON
. Spaak.
PROFRIETCR

H .b. .ne‘d come in with & fallew named
. . JUYgAT,

Przoton tightens his choking grip.

PRESTON
Why .

The Proprietar locks fearfully inte hie eyes.

PRESTON
WRy .

PROPRIETOR
Th. .Th..They were under the m. .mistaken
impression there-were p..pigture boaks Lo
ha f..found here. :
|':.:§'.i:'_ : PRESTON
Wnere can [ find this persen?
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Tte Froprietor is hesitane

PRESTON
{tightening hig grip}
You don’'t seem to underscand. Tather has ﬁ
dacreed that Sense Offenders are to be
destrovad on sight now.

people like, in other words, the proprietor:
BROFRIETOR
{rmickly)
Feresnal Maintenanre Bloc 27.

Prestor roughlvy releases him, gives the rest of the patrons a
logk - daring them to defy his auchority - then walke out.

Shakily fieéing his feeg, the Proprietor looks to his
cliencela. They are all staring back at him. Ha swallows.

EXT. APPEARRNCE MAINTENRWCD 27 - DAY

One of the numerous appearance calntcanance centers throughout
the city where persistent-growth technizisna give identical
hair-ucs to each person who comes in.

FRESTON strides through the deopr, Tetradrzammaton badge out.

FPRESTON
Everyone QUT. HOW.

Everyone sgourwiss to comply. Pres—ton roughly catches the
MENASEF a5 he Lriss to pass, shoving him back in the shop.

FRESTON
Nat- you.

Fa =huts tk= door after rtha lagt parson, locking it. Turnlng
back, he can s=e the alszm in the Managesz’s eyes.

2nother Senoe Qffender.

PIEETOH
Jurgen. I want him,

MANAGER
I‘m gquite cartajn I don’t know whak
you're talking about.

Grabbing him, Preston drives him across Lhe room, slammina
incos the far wall bethwesn two halr-cutting sceticns.

PRESTON
I'm gquite cartaim you de.
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Theugh flustered, this cne‘s made of stiffer stuff than the
last ane.

MAMAGER
You hurt ce. If'5 not legal. ) 5

PEESTON
It is if you'‘re feeling.

A heart-pounding beat from the wmanagez. Hiz resclve S8EE.

MATTAGER
Prove 1t. '

Preston looks at him 2 bheat. Then reigasea him.

PEESTON
Yop'we supre sbout thabc?T

The Manager swallows, but says nothipg, standing his ground.

preston helds on him ope beat longar. Then nods. His ayes

scanning the shop, =ixth sense engaging, apsorbing every
detail of the chairs, tools, floors, walls... :

stopping on the WALL MIRROR, ity parmit pasted in the corner.
e lemks back to the Manager wheo fas ssen Rlm See iz - a lock
af ill-concealed alarm.

Seyiding over, Freston grabs him by his jacket and swings hlm
smashing chrough the mirrcr.

It draps in & shower, leaying in its wake, & JAGGED HOLE Lhat
Loaks ineo A HICDEN ROOM ...

2 hidden room,. walls covared wich MAPS pf Libria - disgrans
and plans of atcack .

Whers & DOFEN MEM, a desperate-locking grdiup - like frasdom
fighters - sit frozen round a table.

INT. HIODEN EROOM

preston sCeDs through che shartared frame into the room,
51gwly, he sircles the table of srtunned yound MmMEN.

Thay know they are done for, they Just can't beliave it.

: PRESTON
Which one’s Jurgen?

Ko answeyr. He =xlame the table with his hand, making the maps
and rells of blueprints Jump.
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FRESTON
Whiech one's Juroen!

How they're too scarﬁd te speak.

PEEZTON '
You're all as good as dusz. 8o you
mlight‘s wall talk.

{speaking up’ .
Mobody say anything.

Preston goes forthright to that man apd kicks his chair out

fram undar him. The man, no more than 27, wicth dreadlacks

and dark skin, falls to the floor - and lies cheizr limply,

knowing that to resist B Grammaton Cleric is co invite death.
T

pulling his gun, Prestep sights down on the man’'s Ferahsad.

PREZTON
Are you Jurgen?

Tme man s-oudgles for a mﬂﬁent internally. Than ...

- MAN
He's not hese.
Prestan cocks cthe sum.
FREETOH
You're lying.
HALT

Go ahess. Kill ma. I'm going to die
anyway = if not here= then at the Palace
of Justica at dusk. There's nothing mars
vou can take from me; from any of us.

FEESTON
You have a familiy?

The man palas.

MAN
(whispers)
They don't fezal.

PRESTON
1 dop't cere if-Ehey feel or they don't.
They'rs suspect. They'll get contaminatory
disposal - I'll s=e to 1f.

-Thz baldineg man on the floor stares back at him.
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o, Yo fueking cold bastard.
[ Frd
= FRESTON
- : I'm ligtening. . u
The man hesitates. Then his features sak.
m . '
30 ahead. K111 me, kill my family;
they-ra as good as walking cead anyway.
what Jurgen's geing to do Lo youo and
everything vou stand for is well worth
dying to protect. Isn’kt that right, Boya?
A murmur from around the takle. Preston sees red. . Reaching’
down, he hauls the man up and zlams him downm onto the table.
1
FRESTCH
Tall ma goddamn it!
The Man =tars=s back a% him - startled by his vehemence ...
They all do. Startled that he gould ke a2 ... impessicned.
The darkness clears from Preston's eyes. Ee straightens."
logking from face to face starving back at kim - feeling naked
th ... exposed ... for an instanc.
! = He covers by quickly seprching the man s pockecs. Comes up
g ) with an illmgal MATCHBOOFK with an address scribbled under -its
. inner ¢over. Pocketing it, he looks back to the table once
more, heart pounding. :
FRESTON
Tell Jarcen I'm looking for him.
£ EXT. ALLEY - DAY
Alone, he atops in an alley, pashing his gyes inte bis hand.
Trembling.
YOICE
Claric John Preston!
Preston's eyes enap up. A SWEEPER TANKFR haz stopped just
ant in the strmet - two white-clad Swespezsz with whire-metal
mach?ne guns. standing hefore iL. -
. _ SHEEPER
You're Lo come-with us|
Pl Dragton hegitatss, hand moving an unnoticed inch towarde his o
‘ ggg? . In his ayas flashes the thought of ecanding and fighting.

L
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SHEEFER
ITamadiakbely!

A tense beat as Preston’s eyes conslder the dark barrels of
t=e Sweapsr guns. A deep breath. EHe relaxes. -

-

EXT. STEFS - PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY

Praston is silent as he mounts the palace steps ahead of the
twe machins-gun toting Sweepers.

INT. OFFICES OF THE VICE-COUNCIL - DAY

tfhen Preston is escortad in by the Swespsrs, DuPont is
sCaring out over the sityscapa of Libria through the great T
cut ince bthe wall of his office.

Whapn he turneg, theres is no trace of humour.

CUPoNT
Cleric Frescon ...

Preston swallows imperceptibly.

PRESTON
Blir.

DUPONT
I've Leard the most disturbing romotlr.

His pinning eyes makxe Freston go Cold ag tha grave.

PRESTLCH
A rTumeour, Sir?

. DUDONT .
Yes, One that mainteing that, away from
the prving eyms of the world, one of us -
one of the Cleriec - has taken it upon
himszalf Ec czase hiz dope. Thaz one of
vur £lits pumber - iz feeling. Can you
.1mnglne’

Preston goes concrece inside. ALl he can think to aay is ...

: FRESTON
Femling, £ir?

. DUFONT
ATe You playingfwith me Claric!

A prark, ringing beat. Then Praston’s volce, comes, a
whippar, dry as dust.
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PRESTON
i, Me Bir. I'm not.
] Ikl. -.-_:ﬁ:jj . .
T : . DUPDNT
- This peracn, I'm beld, is actually . ‘"

artempting to make contast with the
Fegistance. New bell me, if you'll be 30
kind - how exactly have you been making
uese of your time of lakce? :

2 rigid beat as Preston stares kack at thip man who Knows .
everything. It is all he can do ko rezch down ingides and
make himself speak his own desath-seatance - gaying what
fubopt must already know:

PRESTON
Abtampting to concact the Resistan<e.
T

DOpCHT
Attempting!!! Row ig it Ehat you intend
to expose chis cralver if all you de is
atrmmpt’f

praston staras back at the other man - as Fhe astounding fact
eimks in. D[CuPont dosan’t know!!|

T : . PRESTON
k_v I ... 1 ... vou'ze absolurzaly 100% right
Sir. .
DURQRT

A paurse I am. The Cleric is che final
1ine of defense. IE the Resiptance
compromises it, we are deomed. Father is
dopmad,

Presten nods with a swalleow of relief.

 PRESTON
T will ... rTedouble my efforcs. 1o
. locate the Rasistance ... Lo find this
g rraitor, A&md bring them to yous fair
' justice. ;

Ia ill humcur, DuPont dismisies him with a =urly wave and,
with & quick, curt bow, Preston gets rhe hell cut of there as
fast ax he can.

3 EXT. BOUSING COMPLEY - DRY _
qe gtands hefore a hundred story houging complex. Ten
R thousand units, all idencical. ©Consults the MATCHAOOK he
(k- B cook off the man in the hidden room.
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IKT. CURELCLE =~ DAY

mhe dsor creaks oper and Preston enters. filencsa. It dose -
not appeay that anybody is home. He walks through the

cubicls - sixth gense engaged. N

Tt iz an ordinary cubicle, regembling his own.
Hs tans a wall, listeainmy for hollowness . .-

VOICE
You' xe wasting your time ...°

He spins. The MAR that he roughed up in the hidden room at
the personal maintenance blos stands in the doorway.

MAN
I'd herdly be stupid ensigh to keep
gny-hing here.

_ FRESTON
Tal ...

He blinks at =he man 2 mement, realizing.

_ FRESTON
You're Jurgan

Tha man moves moze fully iato the cubicle.

JURGEN
You're fzeling.
Frestoa hesitates.
. . PRESTON
1 could be fakimg it.
JURGEN
{Emiles]
knowling what you know now - da you reslly
halievas that's possinle ...7%
Prestan is silent.
JURGEN

Do you know why you came?

Preston hesitabtes 2 Beakt .

JURGEN
How could you? A millicm conflicting
smotions. On cone hapd youy commlcment Lo
the State; not so assily forgot. The
ocher, the abhorrence of the Wrongs
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committed in 1tE name. ..

He rakes a stam cloger. Preston stiffens as Jurgen raieas &

tand ... and lays it on his shouldaer. o cne has ever ipn his
life touched him compassicnately before. ) )
JURGEH

and your natural desire for the COTmpany
and friendship of other human haings.

prarton Crembles as Che words toll a rasounding chord in him.
Be losks down, ashamed, as his eyes mist.

PRESTON
Why did you come?

JURGEN |
That’e very eimple, Preston. We nesd Yyou.

INT. CELLAR

In = bare, dank gellar hidden somewhare in the macropalis.
pres-op site wired up to what looks Eo be an oid, dilapidated
LIE JETECTOR. '
JURGEN
This is just a t=st, You understand ...

There are SEVERAL OTHER MEHN with tham now. In the eves of
211 of them, the glint of desperate, drivan mad. :

JURGEN '
It*s whaz was called a polygraph., Of
course there is no one left qualified to
interpret the results now, but it works
by detaccing emoticnal fluctuations.

He =nods.

JURGED
2nd for our purposes - that's enaugh.

=s nods to one of the men who turme it gn. Jurgen paces
glowly arcund the dim room for a moment. Then, stopping
Fafore Frestom, he guietly speaks one word;

JURGEN
Mary.

The naedle on the graph spikes, regiztering sharply from
£latline. Jurgen smiles sadly, knowingly.

JURGEN
. (quiecly)
vou'Te in love with her ...
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preston looks down, ashamed. Swallows hard, almost trembling.

PRESTON .
T ... I'm not even sure whakt it iz

JURGEN
Are you not then ... carrying in your .
laft pocker a red yikbon sprzysd with her
seent ... '

Fregton louks at him, shookad,

JURCEM
.. that vou breathe in when you think
therse's oo one Lo s=2 ...

pragron is astonlshed. Jurgen kneels to hig leval, words
dropping asarly to & rapid-fire whispe¥.

 JURGEN

But it's not snough. What you feel, it

seuld cnly be satisfied folding youraelf
inta her. Faor all cine. That's love, .

Prestan. I should know ...

He rigey, node. Draws a deep hreath, oods ...

S EN
I zhould lknow ...

Przston losks at kim - for the firet cime in his lifs -
underztanding romplazaly what anothar human being ls fesling.

FRESTON
She's =cheduled for combustion.

JORGEN
I know.

Frescon searches his fsaturss. How =3n am say it like thae?

JURGEN
You're thicking I'm eeld. I'‘m like one
of them. But it‘'s not &, Preston,. 3'3
dn anything to save her. Anything ac all.
Exeapt batray ber.

Ha draws a desp, guietly passicnate breath.

_ © JURGEN
Te rigk a rescus now, at this juncrture,
it wauld jecpardize esveryrhing we'wve
worked for, everything she s worked for.
She's & martyr, Preatom. R martiyr.
Far us all.
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He nods quietly.

JURGEN
Come with me. _ - 3

INT. OFFICE

Pregton follawe him into a small, windowless office, ztacked
high with books like The Wealth of Nations, Tha Righty of Mzan
and rezms of papers. It is Lhe lair of the revoluticnary..

JUBGEN
Take a g=at.

A beat, FPrestom conplies. Jurgen satkbles ints his chair ea
the other side of the desk. Lights a cigar.
L

TURGEN .
T was like you. 3ue the first ching you
learn - emotion hag Its pricme.

He shakexs his head.

JURGEN
It*E a paradex. 3ut, without reziraint,
ayar ~mont¥yroel - emotion is chaos.,

. FRESTON
Buet ...

JURGEN

(rafses hand) )
I kiow., The key difference iz a matfer
of deqgre=. When we want to fesl, wa can.
So you =as, in the case of Mary, though I
desperately want to de just thas, I can't:
allow myself that luxuzy - I have b zea
beyvond mmyv emoticn.

He looks lavelly agross the desk ak Praston.

JURSEN
And o must you, FPreston.

Thay look at one ancother, the lagt words hanging there.

PREITON
What can I do? ]
Jurgen contemplatiwvely taps his olgar on the sdge of thae
aghtray for i momant. |

JURGEN
Tou can KLiipl Pathgr.
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EXT. SIDEWALE - DAY
Praston wilks rapidly away down the busy sidewalk.. Jurgsn
walks quickly a few steps behind him. Neicher of them ¥

exhibits the slightest amotion bat the truth is that both of
them arse exploding with it. '

Invisible to all, Jurgen lg pursuing Preston.
INT. ALLEY - DAY

e Fnllows Prestom inte an alley where, cut of sight, he
grabs him and slams him up against the brick wall.

JURGEN
Listen to me.
t
Frescon resists.
i - FRESTOW
I man't. I can't do what you‘re asking!
) JERGEN
Buy dammit, deon't yeon seal?]1 Tou're oI
only hope!
PREZTON

I can't kill a man. The first time I
-undarztand what 1ifsa is, wyou want me Lo
take it. .I wan't., Don't you undarstand?
I can't,

Jurgen raleages him, taking a2 cold step back.

' . JURGEN
What aboub the Sweeper Tean.

Preston looks back at him, realizing for the first time just
how deep JuIgen's YESCUITES SI€.

PEESTON
That was different ...

Jurmen is silent, struggling before he himself spits out:

wURGEN
Wnat do you think Partridge was deing?

Presten losks at him, shooked. Buok then, as it sinks in, of
sourgs ... Lt makas perfact sanse.

JURGEN .
You killed him pefore he could do it.
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He ghakes his head.

JURGZN
That's why you'rs a2 Godsend Lo us,
Pregton., You're the only pearscn Chat £an *

get through Father's security. Withouk
you, we've lost every:ching. Without ypu
- wa're dooined. _

Prescon can only stare ab him, overwh=lmed.

. JIFRGEH
Think about it. :

And he walks out cof the alley. Naither of them seeing,
standing on the sidewalk across the stiyeen, a MAN with his
hands bBuried desp in the pockaets nfthis overcoat. ERANDT.
INT. STORAZE SPACE - NIGHT

Once agaiti, desp in the bowels of Presten's building, he sits
in his storage space. One hand distractedly scratching the
puppy's head, the other grazping Mary's Bir =f ribbon ...
Stariag long and deep. inko space. .

INT. ROCM 101 - DLaY

Preston $its now across fzom MARY in the cold white of room
101. ‘There is a long silence.

HaARY
My combustinn has been scheduled for dusk
today. -
Preston nods. - She herself looks down at the table now.

MARY
... YWott kKeap coming ...

He =ays nochinzg.

Abzuptly, his watch begins beeping - alsrting him thatc it i=
Eime to take his Librium. Ie beeps starkly in the silence of
Eha concrete voom between them. Quietly, he turns it off.
She watches him a Dsat.

: . MARY
Aren't you going to dose?

He domg not reply, silancly staring down at the table ...

PREZTON

*Mary' ...
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He traces a pattern on it with bis fingeT.

FRESTCON
... 1r*s a beauciful nawme ... ) )

Har evas narzrow. DNd he gay what she thinks he juse said?
He does not look up &t her. She cocks hes head, realizing.

MARY
My God .... you fesl ...

Hs =zaye nothing. Dutil Finslly " ..

FRESTCHN
I've been to gee Jurgsn ...

She remains silesmt. Stunted. Riveted on hip.

BRESTOM
They want me to kill Father.

Hs looks up at her for the first time.

© PRESTON
And apothear thing ...

Eyes brimring now with unconcealed fesling:

PRESTOH
I'm in love with you.

aha starss back at him a long moment. Then TEARS, kig and
full as diamonds, bagin pouring silencly down ber cheeks.

They beth juse sit there lika that for the lengest time.
OUncil- £inally ...

MARY
... what will you ... da ...

Preston looks down.

' FRESTON
we. I dont EDEW ..

tha nods, silently.

. MREY
We have ... such difficul: chreshelds co
ErGas. '

The words hit him iike a bolf, twistlng a knot in hi=x throat.

qeither acknowledges the CAMERR, a black eye staring down ...




=

bage B2

Eut quietly, sliding glowly, nearly imperceptibly forward ...
_ at the risk of everything ...
.. in the center af the table ... ¥

.., thelr fingerrips ...

. touch.
INT. HOUSE OF THE TETRAGRAMMATON - DAY
The Rouse of tha Tetragrammatol - the wast palace where
Father dwells. Preston intarcepts CuPent on his way down the
eorrider with his BATTRALION QF BOOYGEUARDS .

EFRESTON
gir - a few momenkey

muFont considers him an instant - chan nods.

. _DUPCHT
Walk with me. I‘m teo ses Farher.

INT. EOUSE OF THE TETRAGRAMMATON - SECURITY AIRLOCE - DAY

arasten foilows DuPons through 2 heavily guarded securiky
mirlock. DuPcrt nods to the :brutally armed Sweeperd.

DUPONT
Ho*s with =,

mhe Gweepar Teams duly rslisve Frestoll of his firearm and
allow him te follow DuPont through the hesavy METAL DETECTORS .

INT. B.0.T. HALL OF MIRRORS - DAY

Into a lendg, EEHQQUE HALL whose c=2ilings socaz to DVer 30
fsat. Lined along its wallg and in parapebs half-way up,

HEARVILY ARMED SWEEFERS stand rigilanc.
praxton takes it all in as he walks at CuPeat's side.

DOPORT
Yag, Claris?

preston enaps his attention back to LuFant.

=" PRESTON
veg Sir, if you racall, I'd spoken to you
sbour a Sense Offender gricical o my
ipvestigation into the undermround ...
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DITPOMT
Ry We process a grsat number of af fendsrs,
gy Cleric.
= " pregton hesitates an intarnal instant. %
FRESTON

vou d descriked thiz cne as prelty.
Ll .

fubont curns a dark eye on him.

DUOEOHT
Aze yzu ¢uite sure that’s the word 'I
nsed, Clezis? It .fould be mixconatrued.

PRESTON
Mayboe I'm ... mistaken, E}r.

fuPont eonziders him a deep instant.

OURQHT
What about hert

CRESTOH
che's cchedulad to be incinerated today .
1 ~m=no- locate the —spistance wighate

ﬁ;?: her aid. I'm ... I‘m begging you.
: DOeonT
I =mee ...
Pubont studies him - long and de=epn.
D=0NT
In eny cage - ['ve alrssdy stoken fo
Fabhaer abouk this woman on your behalf.
He was, sadly, unyialding. She’ll burn
ax peheduled, .
Everything within Preaton shrivels.
DUPCHT
His will is hard - but that's what makes
him great, is it not, Claric?
when Preston finally finds it in himself to speak, it 1= with
En ampty whisper.
. FRESTON
Yem. :
o DUPONT _
= And that wa prevail in the face o

adversity makes ud ourselves great, yas?
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Freaton crimbs the dark, dark hill io his heart,

PRESTON
Tes.
: %
DuPont soems pleased ar they stop at the HEAVILY GUARLED
GILDED DOORSE at the far end of the hall.

DUPLWT C
If vou are able to follew this through Eo
its end - you'll choose your own reward,

Reart dark, Presionf holds on the other man & momenkt.

PRESTOW
My reward, S5ir - would be the pleasure of
knowing thar I had frt:d*Fanhﬂr -

He takes a last look at the huge heavily guardesd hall.

FEESTON .
. e. Irom the cerrible naceesity of all.
rhisg security.

PuPort looks at him & curious instaﬁt - then signals to the
quards who open the great deors. Allowing nim Lo pass
thcoegh inko audiencs Wwith FATHER.

Prasten shaads chersa sz the guards re-shut the doors
pererptorily in fis face. :

INT. ROOM

Another windawless room hidden somewhears in Ehe gtark
metropolis. Walls clutts=red with maps and diagrams and plans
of attack. A mesting place of revoluticnaries.

JORGEN and his COMPATRIOTS are here. They =it aczosa from
Frestan.

: FRESTOM
Thera s at least L£ifiy men. Maybe more.

JURGEN
What about an audiancer Could wvou
pomehow arrange to meet with him? That
would get you through securicy.

. FRESTCH
Father’s never geen anyone. Ever.

h tough silence.

T JURGEN
They trainsd you your whole life to fight
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the=se kind of odda, Preaton ...

b
]
Ea

I'.-._\.
B
Rk

Pragsron i= silent, stouggling.

- ' PRESTON . Y
Even if T could - sven if I could make it
thxough - what guarantee iz there 1t
would arcomplish anything? Thet anything
_ would be different? -
Jurgen neds, rising to the cataleg of maps and Bluaprints
that paper the walls. XA giaat map of citade] Libyria ...
JURGEN
e hawse a natwork thatrs largur than you
imagine. The instant word is gokten that
Father ix dead, bombs :hat have already
bezn planted ...
Ha {rndicatm=z on the vastc map - hepm ... here ... aod here ...
JURSEH
“o. coew'll be set off in the Librium
clinicxe and facroriss arcund Libriam. If
wa rcan succesd in disranting the supply
for even ane day, our cause will ba won
P by human nature itgeif.
e He looks at Preston.
JURGEN
Will you? Will you &= it ...
Praszsn is eilen: agaiﬁ, waging a battle that's already ins: _
in his hearc. .
FRESTON
What about war? The everyday cruelties
that are all gnne oW ...
_ JURGEN .
Replaced by the TetraGramaton. You Jdo
it for us wholesele, don‘t you ...
A heavy sil=pnce. FPreston khows he's right+_
JURGEN
WIll you do 12
The lnnggst'beat, )
. PRESTON
&@ﬁ . Yeg.
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EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

Jurpen sees Praston oul to the sidewalk. He catches
Prezzon'e arm. A bzat between Che Cwd man.

JURGEN
You'll =say goodbye te har for me, won't

yau?

Preston starss at the other man., Then nods. The twe nen,
both in love with the same woman, shaks hands. :

INT. BASEMENT STORAGE SPACE - MIGHT

Thae PUPPY lims nose between his front paws on the filcor of
Preston’ s small scorage space, A SHADOW falls acrosz him and
he gecy o his faar, coming hnpeful%y to the gate.

But if the dog is hoping for some affection, he iz doomed to
Aisappointment. The shadow hbelongs to BEIANDT.

INT. CAR - DAY

Preston drives. Eyas lost in the mid-distance. HNeither
geeing nor hearing the c=are and trafiic around him.

INT. PALACE QF JUSTICE - 2AY
He flaghes his I.D., as he walks through tha metal detectors.
INT. DETENTION WING - DAY

He stands cutsids her cell, hand te hiz syes. Struggling to
Eozoe himself 1o go 1o anhd say goodbye forsver.

Finelly, he turns and nods tu the guard., The guard inserts
the key into the lock &nd opens the door.

INT. CEILL - PALACE QF JUSTICE - DAY

Butr when Preston walks in, he is shogked to f£ind, instead of
Mary, a GRIZZILED MALE PRISONER sittiay thers.

She im gone.
INT. GUARD STATION - DAY

The guard shrugs.

- "GUARD
Thers wag & kit of slack in tha schedule.
No one =aw why ghe shouldn’t go early.

Prestan stares at him a dead beat. Then daghas out.
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# INT. PALLRCE OF JUSTICE - DAY

e )
giy Preston -Zairly fliss down the corriders, turming heads as ha-
' " gpas tearirg by. : :
- : : . ¥
3 IWT. PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY ) -
He'skids to tae elevatars, slapping the Futtons. HOvers an
inetant ... Dashes for the ptalrs. :
* INT. DESTRUCTICON WIMG - PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY
2e skids breathlessly to the securiey checkpolnt, flaehing
hia badge.
FRESTON -
Claric! I nead ko paﬁal‘
4z agonizes while the GUARD scorutinizea hHis IR.
PREETON
The 5 C'clock! 1= she ...7
SECURITY :
We don’t keep treck of scheduling here.
You‘re clear o proceed d...
fiiﬂ But Fvesten is gone, like a horse out of the gate.

# INT. DESTEUCTION WING - PALACE OF JUSTICE

The guards come to their feet at the secondary checkpoint as
Prastan Rlasts by tham withoub stapoing.

GUARD
Hay!

%  INT. DEATH-WALK - FALACE OF JUSTICE

He =kids around the corner in time te see a shoart column of
peaple walking down towards the INCINERATION CHAMBER at thm
distant end =f the long, low corcidor.

*n cthe center of the oclumn, in a light, backless smock, MARY
walks barafoct. '

PRESTCHN
Marye!

¥ INT. DEATH-ROOM ANTECHAMBER-

iy Stopping just cutxids of the Incinerarium, an IHCINERRT ION

s TECHNICIAN begine removing Mary's smock. She looks peaceful,
' registering no surprize when she locoks up and seed Pregton

- _ munning towarda her,
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PRESTON
- :’}rll' - :
A guard movas to stop him, but he shoves the man agida. .
INCINERATION TECHNICIAN
Hey now...

PEESTON
ifleshing badgel
Clazis, I hava to guestion this perscn,
now artap back. -

mha msshnician looks unomrtainly to the ARMED GUARDS.
FRESTCON

{threacaning)
T said =tep back!

cowed, the techniclan releases Mary's smack and steps back.
Prestor turns o her, velce dropping to o casperate whigper.

FRESTOH
Mazy, listen to me - I cen't he without
you. I can‘t. I doi’'t care ghouc
anything slse. I don'f cars sbout Father,
any of it. Jusc being with you...

MBRT
Freston ...

FRESTON
lurnent}
Mo ligtan to me. I can take these
pecple; - cam. We can get qut of hare.

She looks at him a peaceful moment.

. MARY -
&nd then what, Preston?

He stares back at her - trembling - unable Lo answer.

She locoks at himlfﬂr'the despest mement. Then, =adly, shakes
har head. : :

MARRY :
My ona ragret iz chat we didn’t have mora
. of eve;y:hing'.*.

ghs touches the side of hiz face. The Incinemation
rechnician and guards look shogked, But Preston makes no
move to stop her, his anguished eyes drinking hers.




dE

Page E3J

 PRESTON
Hary, you don't undergtand - I‘1l die
maprm with you, I don't C£ATE ...

fhe nods. : . ey
MARY .
I do understand. But upnderscand me - I
go to this fire for a reasan.

Ehaking her head with the greacest gravity.

MARY
Promisa me - it's not for nothing.

He zearzes at her, vortured, anguished. He scarts to epeak,
but =h= steps hin.

T
MARY
Promiss me

311 he.can finally manage ... is 2 muce nod. She nods too.
Fisses his ch=ek Bngd =urns Lo the Incinaration Technleians.

MARY
IT'm reacy.
Thay remcve her smock. The deopr te the incineration chamber
sucks open and she staps in. ohe 'turns, igoking at Frestod,
== beatifie, o utterly besutiful, as the door sucks shut.

mhawa iz a mement. Then behind the gmall window, there iz &
NHOOSH! and a brilliant flasa of orenge. Ehw's gone.

erunned, head ringing, Preston’s eyss move Lo che SMOKED
GLACES WINDOW abowve the ipeoineration chambeay .

= can Ses a DARK FCEM behind it.
It could only Be ...

FATHCR -

.EXT. SIDEWALK - DAY

In a state of shock, Preston shuffles down the Palace steps
and merges into the flow of gidawalk traffic pedestrians.

He walks Iilks that, unfocused, ehall -shocked, for several
vards bafore - finally, simply - dropping to his knees.

Prescing his face inta his hands - he WEEPS.,

Paéaar:hy ruyn and stara as he cpenly gries his heart omt.
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n PAIR OF POLISHED SHOZS stops in frent of him. Slinded by
roars, Eraston locks us &t the silhouettad [igure rowaring
pver him. Tt

BRARNDT :
Cleric John Prestom - you'zs under” arrest.

INT. PALACE OQF JUETICE - NIGHT

Afficara and civilians alike turn to SLArs AS Preston is
driven ahead of Brandt zzud three armed and uniformed
Enforcement officers.

He has been seversly beaten. He stumblas and Brandc kicks him
from behind, propelling him erashing forward onto tha flooro.

Brandt, panting. locks at theose who stare back akt them.
E

BRANDT
Thig man - & Senior Cleric! Has ceasad
tha Doze! He is fealipngl

He kieks Preston again. Preston takes it with less emotien
than he'd axpressed sven before he began to Faml.

BRAENDT
This man! I1s the worm that has been sating
at the core of our Great Socoiety. And I
hava brought him for your justice!

He hatile Praston to his feet, hissing into his ear.

ERANDIT
I told you I'd maka my <aress with you,
Breston. '

INT. OFFICES OF THE VICE-COUNCIL - DAY

OOBSHT iz in the micst of a diceetisn te nis secretaly whan
the great ca-ved doors f£ly cpen and Preston comas stumbling
in - crashing into a heap on the floor.

ERAMNDT
Vipe-Council! This man iz guilty of
consorting with Sanae Qffenders, ot
having relarions wich a famale ...

Bix lips curl as he spezks these last most damning words.

" BRANDT
()f Senge Tiime itself.

pupont locks at them both - surprised. Hads.tn a SWEEFER
scanding at the deoox.
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. DUPCGNT -
Disgpatch a search team t2 the Claric's
guarcers to search for unused Librium.

The man salutes and exice instantly ko comply . %

ERANDT .
That wot’t even be necessary, Sir. If
vou run the brage recorc on his' sidearm,
you will see Ehat it was ha who was with
the Swesper Team when they were killed.

Vice-Council DuPent considers him for = momentc. Then.
pulling his kevboare Zozward, he runs the trages.

Ha starss, actonished, art the result. Locks to Freeton.

DUPORT * -
Mlerim - I asgume you have semetbhidg to
EaYy to ne?

n beat. Then, bloody, Freston pulls himself up off the Elaar.

FRESTON )
1 know ... iEfy hard ta melieve ... thab
g tlaric of =he TetraGranmaton ..- could
turm hig hack on everything he has been
Faught ... =& become 2 SEORE sffender ...
ro bepome associated with the resistance
. even becoming ... 4 provacatsur in
irs undergsound movement ... Dub it's
ErRe., .-

Brandt*s eyes burn bright at the confagsion. Prascon nods.

: PRESTON
1 promised I would bring that man To you.
and I have.

Bz locks at Drandr - who looks confused for a moment. Than

befflad. He looks to DUFOLL whe shakes hiz head.

DUFORT
Clarie Brancéc - the trace shows that ie
was you in tihe Zone. with the Swesperg.

He tuzns the screen £o that Eyandt too can see the Lrace
record. Drandt stazes st lt. His gun in the Zane.

_ " BRANDT
§..But it's Impossible ...

puPont enly blinks back at him. Abruptly, Branpdr reaches
inside his coat - the GUNS of the Sweepers that aceompanied
them snap Up --- : '
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He freszes - Lhen slowly drawe the gun oukb by the muzzls,

ﬂ;ﬁ Ang gesz for the first tima, etvched into tha butt in fine. .
Rt ' latters - Grammaton Cleric Preseon. -
. . %
hnd he flashes back: . : )

1O HTS CAR: The house in the zooe burning ia the background.
BRANDT
Who will be left to watch ...
A pazt. Then Presron hands Brande his gun.

BACY - Brandt g ayes shooc uwp as he realizes.

BRANDT
He gwirshad cheam. :
= holde the gun us.
BRANDT
You =ee?? I have-his gun.
PRESTON
{Gryl

Of courss vou do. You took 1t wisn you
- arresced me. .

bBrandt stares at him. At them all. Fesling che walls
rumbl ing down all azound him.

DOUPONT
I suppose I should have known by the
entrhusiasm, the werv rabid passion with
whirh you pursusd thie task. &k fervaor
reminiscent almost ... - -

Hig eyes narrsw thinly.

DUPONT
0f 8 man fesling.

srandt goes grave-cold. DuPont nods to the Sweapers.

DOpoET
Take him to the Hall of DEE:?uctian Far
summary judgment and combustion.

The three black-clad guards-grab Brandt, who can't balieve
ie, dragging him out.

b S _ - BRANDT )
Noi Itfs him! Him! Nor ma! Him!
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and he ls gone. DuPont looks to Eloodied Presion.

LUROWT
0f course, since a coxplaint has been
lodoed, the law and the letter is that T Y

2allow the team to earry out the sedrch of
vour premizes. Do you think that's
entirely necassary, Cleric? oOr am I
being ... to unyielding?

Presgon wavers only an iestant,

PRESTON
ks you =ay, Bir - it'e che law and the
letter.

DUPOHT

{smiles)!

Ang it doesn‘t disturbk you in the least
trat he's going to hiz end?

resken looks at him.

: PRESTON
Hovw ceuld it7

Cubens seilas to himself again. Right answexr, as= always.
FREESTOH
Tt disturbs me only that I am Father’s
ingtrymene - yet have nevar had che honor
of meeting him.
CuPont looks at him, sSurprised.
- DURCNT
But Cleris ... you know Fathar never
gives audience Lo anyones ...
Freston staps throuwgh the dark doozway im his neart.
FRESTON
Even the man whe brings him ths
RaszigCance?
Tha two man regard s=ch ocher - a Faustlian bargain struck.
EYT. DRESTON’S APARTMENT MEGAPLEX - DAY

¥hen Prastaon pulls up, saveral WHITE VANS are masged outside
ar che curl, SEARCH UNITS coordinating.

A search coordipater approachas as he emaﬁgué from his car.
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SERRCH COORDINATOR |
claric, yeu upderscand, this is jusk &
Formality

Eut Preston jast wavas him off. . .

PRESTON
T'ye nothing te hide.

INT. BUILEING - DAY

But the second he entezs his budilding, beyend the reach of
the preparing searchers’ eyes, ha breaks.into a Tun.

- INT. STAIFWZLL =~ DAY

Flviog up the gtaivwell ...
THT. BYARRTMZMT - DAY
Bursting iote hix apartment.
INT. BATHROOM - DAY |

Skidding iare his bathroom whare, adrenalines surging, he
yanks the mirior AwWay fyom the wall.-

snd finds, to his shagk - the Librium fe gons. Ke thruasks
hie hand deep intom the gavity - but nothing is there. .

He scands, pulse pounding. Wher2 gid 1t go? -

VOICE
Locking for somsching?

fle whirls. FORBIE'S cold eyas stare back at him. A beat of
s-ark, ringing truth ... -

The Soy's hand rizaes - opening.

Revaaling a small sea of amber ampules. FPregton’s Libritim.
His eyss ahost back up to his son’s. :

The gearch teams - can ha heaard, Coming.

ROBBIE
IF I were ¥YOU ...

Hm closes his hand.

L}

nopRI=Z .
. 1'd be more careful in the fucure.

Preagton okbaras at the boy - ghocked. He iz ¢ven more stunned
when LISR appears. Robbie places his hand on her shoulders
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way that csuld only be described as fracernal.

ST
LA and it hite Prescom all ar onge - they're foeling coo. They
; always were. Only concealing it - from him.
- : : *
PRESTON }
Buk how

Tha hoy locks at his Father with a gravity far beyond his

YeArSs.
ROBRIE
You forget - ik's wmy job te knaw what
you re thinking

Man and Boy look at each ocher. Like gtaring into a mirror.

Preston nods. .
FRESTON
Then you know what I'm gsing to do now.

the boy just looks back at him - and egimply says:

:RQEEIE
| Yes.
N &  INT. RCOM
- Preston sits at a table, phona to his ear.
PHONE

vou’ re coanected with the Vipe-Council.

pubent’s voice comes on the line.

: OUBCHT'S VOICE
Yeg?
ERESTON
It'a dane.

CU=0ONT' 8 YDICE
The Fesistance? .

Liké Judas with Christ and hiz diseciples, Preston 3ITS with
lance with them.

JURGEN and his top men. He axchanges a J
Thig is their seacrifice, their docm - snd they know it.
_DRESTUN
smnd g wagom now - you'll have them all.
Grim.

Pregton terminates the line - looks to the cothers.




Ll

foe
le%. ]

4k

i

Pagé -1

EAT. BUILDING - DAY

Ha stands by watching as black-clad Enfarcers lead Jurgen and
his accomplices ints the waiting wagons.
- ; _ 5
His eyes meet .Jurgen's as he is shaved inte the wagon. The.
message in the revoluticnary's own eyes is clear - I go to my
death, I pray you 4o what must be done.

The door iz =lemmed shut. An Enforcer nods to Preston.

ENFORCER
The Vice-Council has sent me to tell you
- yeu may thirk of any reward you wish.

PEESTON
Tall the ¥ice-Counzil there’s only coe
thing that will make me complats.

The Enforcer lcoks at the killing wmachine standing hafore him.

PRESTON
To meat ZTather.

INT. LIMOUSINE - DUZK

r rad secin ipnteriors, sumptucus like the interigr of a
coffin., Presten rides alene in —he Sack.

fie opens his hand. In it lies a tiny ZlowsT.
THT. ECUSE OF THE TETRAGRAMMATON CORRIDOR'S - LUSE
2 SSRVANT ushers Preston threugh the corridars.’

coLT SCRVANMT

Do notb addzess Father unless first
addressad by him. Avoid eye-contact. I
vou should break his four foot pargonal
safsty zona, you will be pue down
immediately by the snipers. Underatesd?

Preston nods, hardly hearing the man through the rush of
thoughts in his haad,

SERVANT
You'll ba requirted to surrender your
fiyearm, of courea, and pass through a
series of metal detectors. Aand then
there’s the tast’ ...

Preston locks at him, alarmed.

" PRESTONM

Te=t?
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They stop at the stezl door of the SECURITY AIRLOCK.

SERVANT
Yas, yes - you -don‘t imagine wa'd rizk .
exposing even aach & dedicated servant as
welf ko Father without first baving
vou Eested did you? '

Frescon’s heart beats. A bast?!? The servaat ushers him
through ...- )

INT. SECURITY AIRLOCK

... inte the leng, low steal chamher that degicnacex Lhe
gataway berween Libria and the inner-sanctum of Father.

One of Father's perscnal banner gudrd, his Prasterian guard,
sceps forwavd.

) GUASD
¥Yeur firearm, Cleric.

Freston hesitates - then surrendsrs tha weaponh.

SEEVANT
Eoxa ...

Prestan Ssas that a LIE DETECTOR stands peaxt Lo che metal
detegnor. : -

'SERVANT
sit.

Preston looks arcund. There are cevan Sweepars in here, all
heaavily armed.- He has no choice. -

He eit®. Twa technlcians gquickly hook up the FETISATE .
A DOCTOR steps forward.

DOCTOR
We:11l start with z test question first.

e nods tc the Polygraph Tech who flicks the machine on.
DOCTOR
Mapre of a riddle actually. What, would
you gay, is thm aasisst way to geb 2 gun
away fzom a Graminaton Cleric ... 7
He smiles. hod AMOTHER VQICE fills tha blank:

VOICE
ack him for it.

AP g v




'l

T

= =

i

Tagae 53

praston looke sharply to see 2 TARGE WALL MONITOR flickering
to Life with rhe CHANGING FACES CF LIBRIA. -

ALl SEVER of cthe Sweeper’'s guas EDap up in line with %
Freatcu’s head. :

FACES OF LIEBRIA/MEN -
Did you really think we'd be so stupid..-

FACES OF LIBRTA/WCHAN
As mot to know you were feeling, Trexton?

The Polygraph needle starts - registaring preston’s surprise.

FACES OF LIERTA/BOY
pid you forget ... ?

-
L]

The changing faces abruptly =top changing. cectling ou ONE
FINAL FRCE whpse ayes lance Baclk intn Preston’ 3 OW.

DUPONT 'S

DUBOHT' S IMAGE
I'M &veIywners.

. The BOLYGRAFPH goes nuls, expenting a sudden Flurry oi itk AS

Preston’s emoticonal response redlinss.
puPcnt smile=s alighely.
COPONT'S IMARGE
Thank you, Praston. Tou've consalidatad
my power, givep me the FaglisCanct.

The perspective on the rcTean wWIDENs =lightly. To include

the head of a WOMAN DuPont stands just behind.

MALETY .

DUBONT .
And everyone connected to ik, Coly
someone who was truly fesling could have
done it. Brava.

Mary'a ayek, proud and misted, try te turp from che SCrEsn.
crying not o give CuPont tha satisfaction - but twining his
fingers inte her halr, he forces her face forward.

 DOPONT'S TMAGE
 And méw Praston, I have you a& well.
Ccalmly, coslly. Ucterly without .incidant.

preston stares trembling hack into the gcreen. A millicn
cnlliding thoughta igniting hahind his eyss. -
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Then, in &n instant, they all disappear - replaced by the abyss.

PRESTON
Mo .... %

5lowly, he shakes hia head.

FRESTON
Hor without incident.

fehind him, the needle en the polygzaph, that had bean
vibrating madly with his pounding heazt ...

Suddenly drops to a smooch rlatiine.

POLYGRAPH TECHNICIAN
{raalizing)
oh ... zhis ...

and Beaforcs anycocne knews it, Preston has stripped the GON from
quard just behind him and ELABFAM! has shot the doctor
batween Lhe syss. ] ’

hs thar man goes down - like the Phoanix - Prescon rises.

Eleccrodes falling away like guy wires, BLADAMIBLADAM I BLAMI
in the blink c? an eye, Zastar thapn thoughe, ha guns che sevel
querds down in their Fracks - they pever stosd a chance.

Fetrieving his first gun, he kills the rolygrapgh Technician
and pauces - looking ac the cine-acresn ...

On whirh DuPont's visgage stares back &t him - astonizhead at
thae turn of avants.

L

. FPRESTON
I'm goming.

POKW! ha Elows DuPont s startled image oub mf the screen and
ducks through the screaming metal deCechors.

EXT. HALL OF MIRRORE - DAY

Serurity Forces stream into the magnificent hall Lo mmet him,
but lmet we forget, Freston 1s a Grammabon Cleric, Firsc
rla=s. Ha is the best.

Tn 2 blaze of Fire, both guns bucking like pistons, he tolls
in Wlood the hiscory of svery man who dares shallenge him,
rolling like thunder down the mirrored corridor.

oUNS flowing with tha machine-~like grace of é printing press,
a blur of fire in hig hards, be Fijls che statistical
rrajectories with blazing paths of lead.
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Everywhers, the Sweeper Teams ge down, withering undar che
fury of his wnstoppable assault,

I

Eyds,

4  INT. ANTEROOM - DAY : '
- . . - V.
' He bursts into the antercom. The 5iX gquards in there knew he
wias coming, they gould hear it ... _ .

Eut =0 awesome waia the soupd of the bartle mumbkling
inexorably towapds them that they were haaten befoze he evan
steppad into the room and blew them pack through the doars...

# INT. FATHER’S BOULOIR - DAY

Inteo Father‘s chambers. Coming of 1iks ehe Fourth Horseman
himealf, Preston follows their collapsing bodies into a
massive marble room of incumparahlﬁ beauty and eleganCe.

Whare DUPONT stands.

fruietly, silsntly, THO PISTOLS dangling in his hande &t hix
aides, ' Preston's eyss quickly scan the Foeom.

PRESTON
Whare iz she ...

I : DuPsnt holds on him steadily.

. DUPONT
vou seemad o taken with har - I hawve to
admit ... ' )

L wkimegical shoug.

. CORQNT
T was lntrigued.

Hig guns snap up - Preston's metch him millimeter for
millimeter. :

Slowly, they circle.

Preston mavas his guns - DuPoat’s nirroring thelr novements,
muzzle to muzzle - as though they were tied togethar by
inovisible strimgs.

DOPCHT
Remember, Preston - I*m Grammaton Clerie
rog. I know your, thoughts - even as you da.

. . PRESTON '
loid ,J Then you knew I'm geing bto k11l you.

pOW! he and tupont suddenly and simultanaﬁusly fire, bullets
colliding and EXPLODING in the ai; batwesn Ehem. _ ' |
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DUPONT
{cireling)
That I'm not guite plcking up. N
P! Prescopn fizres. DuPont, =vnchronized with him, fire=s at
the axact same lnstant and trajactory. wollets exploding inko
shrepnel betweasn them.

And that’'s it, the dam borste.

SrLAMIBLAN!BLAM!, like pure ballet. a whirling, swirling,
rwo-fisted swordfight with bullets erupta becween Preaton and
DuPont ...

¢n accurate and so intuikive zre they hoch that' every hﬁllet
fired by one is parcisd - blasted guc of axistenze - by the
answering bullet of the GEber. -

Iin &n ihs:;nt, che air iz thick with screaming shragnal as
their bullets axplcde togecher in & machine-mun =caccato of
gtutEering collisions.

Meither man able o gec Lie esdge oVer the ocher whose
movements ha itstinctively knows.

The COUNTER oo Presten’s gun, flyling cown towards raro.

zbruptly, &t OWE, Preston spins - aiming down at Dubent’s
thigh, drawing [mPant spinning and his own gun dowsi in a
mirror COUNCeT-maveament - ..

But ar the lasc inptant, Dreston doasn’t ilre as POR{
DuPont’'=s pullet spits mut of his gun and PONCHES Ehru
rrescon's thigh.

A bight gasp through olenched ceeth and Fraston StAgGEers .. -

Then ... stcraightens

puPFonc's gun has clicked open, having matched Preston bullet
for bullst - all now spent. Bue Preston grill has his lest
one. .

Hig ayes come uﬁ, clear. He tosk the bullat on purpose. " He
directed it where he wanted [t aad took it.

He ralses his gun in line with DuPont’s forehead. -

- DATPONT
Waie!

Preston Joes.
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DUBQIT
lock ac ma., I'm life., I live. I
Ereathe. I feel. HNow that you know it -
call you really cake ic? .
Dragton gtares back at him - che words not withour effect as
the emationg batbles inside bim.

Finally, quistly, he drops-the lever on his pistol grip so
chaz the LCD an it now r=giasters "Baplosive round armed!¥

PRESTON
Father iz everywhere.

BLaM1 he drills the explo=ive round inte EuFont and
BASLAMMM ¢ ¢ Father, the man bahind the curtain of Oz,
literally sxplodes,

-
*

Freston drops his quns.

and, loogking up, bagins, for the last time, to hunt foT
samathing that has been hiddan.

Eis eyes slowly sweep, scanning the walls, ceilings and
flacrs

Uncil they setrle at last on a graat framed mirrar. Licplog
te it, he fesls its surface. :

Pughe=. It aswings open, lika a daer
INT. PUELIC ADLRESS CEAMEER
Revealing the f£inal hiddsn room. Ingide, mmidsc all of the

equipment that broadeasts the Faces of Lihria, Che grealest
creasure of nli,

Mary.
With a great gasp, she throws herseif intoc his azms.

MARY
T thought you wers desad.

They hold cne another ag if they will never le=t go. Waen
they finally separate, thay look long into each other eyes.

Then, limping over, Fragton settleg in at DuFont’s FUBLIC
ADDRESS SYSTEM.

Feying the mike, he flicke it on. 1IC crackles whirring ko a
Etatic hum .., : . .

PRESTON
Lipria ... there iz 2 new mepsage
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INT. OFFICES OF THE CLERIC - DAY

clerics and Enforcers alike a1l stop., tucning to the
omnipresent s¢reens whare the aver-changing FACES OF LiBED
spaak PRESTON'S WORDS ... .

YLOES OF LIERIA
The Dose i5 dead - Librium is finished. ..

IHNT. PALACE OF JUSTICE - DAY
pnd nn the Tezch-Walk te the [neinsrarium’s, JUEGEH.'his

COMPATRIOTS, aod thelr astonished guards all curn Eo logk ac
rhe faces speaking to them £zom the screens

. FACOES OF LIBRIA
The beck of the Cleric s broker...

Jurgen and hie iellows axchange a lock of zmazement.
INT. CLERIC MONASTERY - DAY

RCEBIE amony ehem, ‘the yuuﬁg rlerics-in-training all ston in
rheir claszses, heade turped rowards the scrzen ...

_ where the Zfages, for the first time in histary, STOP
changing, sesttling fimallv on coe single face ...

and one final voice.
Representative of all humanicy ...
Preston's.

. SRESTON & IMAGE
and Father iz nowhsre Eo ba foung .

tnd, for the first time in his own histery, he smiles.

gilently, to himself, Robbie smiles back.

'IHT._FATHER'E QUARTERE.

Dropping the mike, Preston leoks Lo MaTy.

FPRESTON
Lat's watch.

EXT. TERRACE - DAY

She helps Fraston oukb cnto che windswepr terrace chat
orarlooke Libria. The ity strakchipg into the horizon.

They look QUL DUeT ics vest panorama.
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L Rll across Libria, FIRERALLE hegin rising up inte the sky as.
i ane after another, the LIBRIUM FACTORIES axplode. :
- Preston Curns te Mery. She to Bim. _ K}

in the light of the explosions, they kizs.

THE EMD

L e g pp— g




