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FADE IN:

A TELEVISION SCREEN 

So close, we're inside.

SERIES OF SHOTS - NATIONAL NEWS SERVICE NEWSCAST

--A beautiful summer day in Chicago. Downtown, an ambulance 
ablaze. Cars overturned in streets. RIOTERS being placed in 
police vans.

--Cloudy in Los Angeles. Police choppers hover above 
PROTESTERS and RIOTERS.

--Ultra severe thunderstorms in New York. A complete ghost 
town.

--Clear day in Atlanta. PROTESTERS on sidelines shake signs 
denouncing “Operation MAAT.” 

SUPER: “ATLANTA 2040”

--RIOTERS destroy the city, many being snatched up by ROBOTIC 
POLICE.

END SERIES

STATIC. CLICK.

BLACK SCREEN

The soothing sound of WAVES crashing ashore.

INT. SPA ROOM - EARLY MORNING

A fountain trickles over stones. The crisp sound of the ocean 
splashes from speakers in the ceiling. Scented candles burn.

Majestic brown eyes flutter open. NAIMA RAYE(28), a mocha-
toned, patient and peaceful spirit, inhales deeply. She 
stands with thick brown dreadlocks pulled atop her head, 
resembling a crown. 

She shuts her eyes. Calm and concentrating, she inhales 
deeply. She’s accessing something within. She sports purple 
scrubs and a copper necklace with healing crystals inside. 



Her hands slowly manipulate the neck, back, and legs of a 
pacified patient.

TASHA(40s), a graying DMV manager, lay face down on a massage 
table. 

Naima’s eyes pop open. In a tranquil tone--

NAIMA
How do you feel Tasha?

TASHA
Like you brought me back to life. 
You truly have some healing hands 
Naima.

A humble smile on a fulfilled face. Naima helps Tasha up.

NAIMA
Awww, we all have the ability . . .

Tasha adjusts her clothes and collects her things.

TASHA
(interrupting)

Downplay your gift if you want to, 
I just wish you'd let my son 
experience those hands. He’s about 
your age too. . .

Naima prepares the massage table for her next patient.

NAIMA
(overlapping)

I'm sorry Ms. Tasha but you know I 
don't . . .

TASHA
(overlapping)

See male patients. I know. Hey, I 
don't care what your sexual 
preference is. As long as you keep 
making me feel brand new, I'll keep 
coming back to you. See you next 
time.

Tasha leaves. Naima wilts. 

NAIMA
Gotta let someone get close to you 
to have a sexual preference.

She squirts hand sanitizer in the palm of her hand.
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INT. BIOMEDIC REMEDIES LAB - EARLY MORNING

SUPER: “CHICAGO”

MAYRA MOURA(36), an introverted, logical, Ecuadorian 
Biochemist with short hair, slogs away in a lab. She’s 
focused and frustrated.

Alone in the lab, she fervently completes a form reading, 
“Actinides Purification Experiment #187.” 

A folder labeled "Midwest DNA Results" rests nearby.

Mayra storms over to a small metallic freezer, yanking it 
open. She snatches up a tightly sealed container, label 
beaming‚ “Ethanol V #4.”

Another container below, reads‚ “Ethanol”- along with many 
others - titled "Zinc," "C19H28O2," "SiO2," "C18H24O2," 
"CaSO4," and "ZnSO4." 

There are rows of containers, similar to mace cans, each 
labeled with a series of numbers.

Several containers have bright orange "hazardous" signs 
attached. She snatches up another, slamming the freezer door. 
She carefully places the containers in a bag marked 
"Confidential."

Her phone chimes. She pauses, checking a new message from 
"Chi PI." 

Several images load up of Mayra’s husband, ANGEL MOURA(34), a 
barber and DJ, passionately intertwined with another woman, 
MICHELLE(26), a coco-souffleé toned territorial hairstylist. 

She tosses her phone to the counter. 

MAYRA 
Who cheats on a woman that works 
with weapons of mass destruction? 

Her frustration skyrockets. A blur with legs, she runs around 
stuffing documents into folders. 

Suddenly, she throws a fit and a glass beaker. 

MAYRA (CONT’D)
That's my husband! My twelve years 
invested! 

It shatters. A cleaning robot zips around, vacuuming the 
glass from the floor and counters.
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She locates her purse, dropping her phone inside.

MAYRA (V.O.)
Mayra, control yourself honey. We 
have somewhere to be. 

She grabs the “Confidential” bag from the freezer. Storming 
out, the motion sensor lights snap off.

INT. LITTLE FIVE POINTS CAPOEIRA STUDIO - LATE MORNING

Naima maneuvers before a group of about 30 STUDENTS, a blue 
corda tied around her waist. 

She demonstrates a series of Capoeira moves known as a 
Bananeira, Negativa, Ponte to a Macaco, Aú, and finally a 
Ginga. 

The students attempt the moves, she moves around the room 
correcting their techniques individually.

NAIMA
Ok. That’s it for today. I’ll see 
you next week. Remember your cordas 
for our class picture. If you want 
to keep working on your techniques, 
you’re welcome to stay for my next 
class. Otherwise, have a good 
weekend. As’e.

Students wave on their way out. A few stay behind. 

INT. NAIMA’S STUDIO APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON

Naima enters with a berimbau in hand. She labors a bit with a 
duffel bag, which plummets from her shoulder. She sets the 
berimbau in the corner.

She grabs and shuffles through her mail. 

The apartment is dated circa 2004, technology included. 

Plants galore. 

African-American, Brazilian, Native artwork and African-
American movie posters adorn walls.

A bookshelf overflows, evidence of her obsession with her 
African culture and natural remedies.

Images flash from a small television stationed on the 
counter.
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ON SCREEN 

SERIES OF IMAGES - SOIF BRAND BOTTLED WATER COMMERCIAL

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME BASKETBALL COURT - LATE AFTERNOON

BASKETBALL DAD(50s), struggles to keep up with BASKETBALL 
SON(16). 

YOUNGER BASKETBALL SON(10) keeps score; it reads "Dad: 6 - 
Son: 18."

EXT. SUBURBAN HOME BASKETBALL COURT - LATE AFTERNOON

Basketball Dad stands drinking Soif. He’s delighted and 
barely out of breath. 

Basketball Son collapses, exhausted from his beating. 

Final score - "DAD: 48 - SON: 28."

SUPER: "SOIF. Bottled water at its best." 

The ANNOUNCER imparts--

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
(French accent)

Leading world sales for the 7th 
consecutive year, we stand behind 
our name. Soif. Bottled water at 
its best.

RETURN TO APARTMENT

Naima's spoiled little sister, IMANI ROBINSON(21), is 
sprawled out on the couch in a “Howard University” T-shirt 
and sweatpants. A few pieces of luggage lay in the floor with 
"Capitol City" tags. Naima pouts.

NAIMA
Hey Sis, what time is your flight 
tomorrow?

Eyes glued to the screen, Naima takes a load off on the 
couch. Imani hops up, ambles toward the refrigerator, yanking 
the door open.

IMANI
I think 2:45 p.m. I’ll confirm the 
time later. How was class?
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Imani grabs a pop, uninterested in the Soif bottles filling 
the top shelf.

A "$2,250" rent receipt stuck to the door by a JARITA 
HOLBROOK magnet, surrounded by an array of-- 

INSERT - PICTURES  

--Naima and Imani.

--Her FRIENDS.

--Her STUDENTS in 2039.

--An Island. 

RETURN TO SCENE

A HAILE SELASSIE magnet clings to a DNA record.

Imani snuggles up with her big sister.

NAIMA
It was good. I have two new 
students. . .Imani, can't you stay 
a little longer?

Imani sits up.

IMANI
I wish I could, but I wanted to 
check on Dad before I have to go 
back to work. 

Naima cringes. 

IMANI (CONT'D)
When are you going to forgive Mom 
and Dad? 

Naima's eyes widen. Naima waves her hand at Imani.

NAIMA
(interrupting)

Shhh!

Naima grabs the remote, increasing the volume. Imani is 
baffled, it’s just the news. 

ON TELEVISION SCREEN - NATIONAL NEWS SERVICE REPORT

SUPER: “Breaking News”
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EXT. CAPITOL CITY NEW NATIONAL MALL - LATE AFTERNOON

RASHAD TAYLOR(33), a heartthrob celebrity reporter and 
germaphobe with Obsessive Compulsive Disorder (OCD), is 
outfitted with "NNS" slacks and Polo. 

He holds a microphone branded with “National News Service - 
Capitol City,” standing in a loud sea of heated PROTESTERS. 

RASHAD
Rashad Taylor here on July 4th, 
reporting live from The New 
National Mall in Capitol City, 
formerly Washington, D.C., as 
people from across the country 
continue to protest deportations. 

The NNS logo and date, “JULY 4TH, 2040,” lay fixed in the 
corner of the screen along with the temperature. It's “84” 
degrees.

Some protestor’s signs read, “I am native to the Americas.” 
Others read, “My forefathers founded this nation,” or “I 
shall not be moved.”

The tension is high here.

RASHAD (CONT’D)
Formerly known as Independence Day 
in the recently dissolved United 
States, today marks the first day 
of mass deportations under 
President Antoinette Hendricks' 
plan to restore order, a highly 
opposed response to overcrowding 
and skyrocketing crime in the 
United Americas. 

Rashad dodges a HOMELESS MAN trying to get some camera time.

RASHAD (CONT’D)
Operation MAAT, Move All American 
Transients, requires the immediate 
deportation of all residents unable 
to prove their ancestral occupation 
in the U.S., prior to 1490. The 
first wave of DNA tests have been 
conducted. I must note that as a 
Federal employee, I am exempt from 
testing. Several falsification 
rings have been busted for 
producing and distributing 
counterfeit DNA records. . .
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RETURN TO SCENE

Naima swoons.

NAIMA
Glad we don't have to go anywhere.  

(to the television) 
Rashad, I hope you're not going 
anywhere either. I would miss 
looking at you everyday.

Imani jumps up, off to the bathroom.

IMANI (O.S.)
Anything to avoid answering the 
question. It’s a shame. You’re in 
love with a man you’ll never have. 
You obviously need to get out more 
Sis.

Imani shuts the door. Naima wilts, shutting off the TV.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL STAGE - LATE AFTERNOON

SUPER: “CAPITOL CITY”

PRESIDENT ANTOINETTE HENDRICKS(50s), is a Type A, Mocha-toned 
female and the first President of the United Americas. 
Offstage, she enthusiastically studies a transparent tablet.

IMANI’S DROID, an exact replica of Naima’s sister dressed 
professionally, hands President a bottle of Soif. Cap off, 
she takes a swig. 

INT. NAIMA’S STUDIO APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON

Imani operates her remotely from her sister’s couch via a 
laptop. She wears a mask with a built-in microphone and 
sensor dots inside.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL STAGE - CONTINUOUS

President Hendricks stares Imani’s Droid down, a robotic 
woman growing disheartened as she swipes through a social 
media news feed. The Droid’s facial features are so lifelike, 
it’s hard to tell she’s not a human.

8.



PRESIDENT TONI HENDRICKS
Imani, you may need to reconsider 
your line of work. This job really 
isn't for the timid honey.

President Hendricks guzzles three-fourths of the bottle, 
wipes her mouth and gasps. 

Imani’s Droid finds her backbone.

IMANI’S DROID
Madame President, the rioting and 
protests have been non-stop in my 
neighborhood since you vaguely 
announced this initiative a month 
ago. Unlike most of us, you have 
Secret Service protecting you 24-7. 
So excuse me if the unbridled fear 
you see radiating from my skin 
bothers you. You’ve made those of 
us who passed the DNA tests or are 
exempt from testing, targets of 
unfiltered hatred. Now you’re 
preparing to deliver, what some may 
view as really bad fucking news.

President Hendricks winks, so sure of herself, replacing the 
cap.

PRESIDENT HENDRICKS
My dear, I was put in office to 
solve a problem. There will always 
be people who disagree with your 
decisions, so as a leader, you 
weigh the available data and follow 
your gut. 

She hands Imani’s Droid her tablet and bottle, who sets the 
tablet down on a nearby table. She steps up to adjust 
President Hendricks’ clothes and hair. 

PRESIDENT HENDRICKS (CONT’D)
Spiritually, I think it will be 
good for everyone to live in their 
country of ethnic origin anyway, to 
get connected to their roots. We 
tried living together and it was 
highly dysfunctional. Let’s try 
living apart and see how that 
works.

A STAGE MANAGER(30s) signals President Hendricks to the 
stage. Such a strong contrast of dread and confidence between 
the youth and elder.
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IMANI’S DROID
Well, you're on. May the force be 
with you.

Inhaling, she exits toward a podium on stage, engulfed by 
blinding flashes.

INT. NAIMA’S STUDIO APARTMENT - LATE AFTERNOON

IMANI
May the force be with us all.

Naima cooks in the background.

EXT. NATIONAL MALL IN CAPITOL CITY - LATER

President Hendricks confidently strolls up to a podium, 
decorated with the seal for the “United Americas,” a circle 
displaying every color of the rainbow, flowing forth like a 
light spectrum. 

Before millions of people in the National Mall, she speaks--

PRESIDENT HENDRICKS
I know you're afraid. I believe we 
are stronger when we stand in our 
truths about who we are and honor 
our Ancestors. . .

EXT. PRESIDENTIAL STAGE LEFT - CONTINUOUS

A few feet from stage left, a SECRET SERVICE AGENT(late 20s) 
stands on post. His lapel hosts a pin embellished with a 
golden crest divided by a red line. 

Enthusiastic, the President AD-LIBS about the positive side 
to deportation.

OSCAR SHIELDS(late 50s), a graying, aggressive Ivy Leaguer, 
squeezes through a group of CONGRESS PEOPLE with calm 
defiance. He slides beside the Secret Service Agent, sporting 
the same pin on his lapel.

OSCAR
I trust you've completed the task.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
It’s handled, Sir.

The Soif LOGO is projection mapped on a wall beside the 
stage. They are the sole donor for this event.
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INT. FEDERAL PARKING GARAGE - EARLIER - FLASHBACK

The garage is completely deserted, save for a black Lincoln 
Town Car. 

HEWITT(late 40s), a distrustful, awkward, Sri Lankan 
biochemist with wire rimmed glasses, troops up with a 
briefcase. Reluctant, he opens the back door.

INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR - CONTINUOUS

Secret Service Agent, black gloved, perched behind the 
driver's seat.

INT. LINCOLN TOWN CAR - CONTINUOUS

The Agent sternly eyes Hewitt through the rear view mirror.

Hewitt slides across the leather, handing over the briefcase. 
A nervous sigh is released. He closes the door behind him.

The Agent flips the case open.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
Instructions for administration?

Hewitt enunciates every syllable.

HEWITT
I have outlined the details in a 
document within the briefcase. 
Those documents must be destroyed 
as soon as possible. Please let me 
emphasize the fact that we have not 
fully tested EV-02.

SECRET SERVICE AGENT
Who else have you told about this?

HEWITT
(nervous)

Absolutely no one. May I ask what 
this will be used for? We do not 
know the lytic properties of the 
solution, which may be deadly...

ZIP, ZIP, ZIP. 

Hewitt touches a hole in his chest. He slumps over, blood 
staining his fingers.
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