
FADE IN:

INT. JULIO PRESTES CONCERT HALL, SAO PAULO, BRAZIL - NIGHT

A symphony is underway.  In the audience we see RODRIGO, 
JOSEPHINE and ISABELLA DUARTE.  Rodrigo is 50, distinguished, 
and clearly happy to be out with wife Josephine, still pretty 
at 50.  Between them, daughter Isabella is the radiance of 
latin beauty at 22.

The musical piece finishes to loud APPLAUSE.  The CONDUCTOR 
turns to the audience and bows. An USHER approaches the 
Duartes, then leans politely over to Rodrigo. 

USHER
Professor Duarte, the Maestro Lorin 
Mazel would be pleased to make your 
acquaintance as his niece was a 
student of yours at the university, 
and has spoken most highly of you. 

RODRIGO
I would be delighted.                                         
(to Josephine)                                                
I won’t be long.                                              

The usher leads Rodrigo through a side door.

LATER

Josephine and Isabella are alone in the concert hall.  
Isabella tries to calm her mother.

JOSEPHINE
(Portuguese)

He has been gone half an hour.  

They see a DIFFERENT USHER securing the exit doors.

ISABELLA
Excuse me!

The usher turns.

ISABELLA
Where can I find Maestro Mazel?

USHER 2
His reception is in the foyer.

The two ladies make a beeline for the double doors.

IN THE LOBBY-CONTINUOUS

Mazel is center of a lively reception.  Isabella homes in.

ISABELLA
Good evening Mr. Mazel.



Mazel pulls his attention to Isabella.

MAZEL
Good evening.

ISABELLA
I am Isabella Duarte.  I want to 
thank you for a wonderful 
performance.

MAZEL
I’m glad you enjoyed the music.

ISABELLA
(eyes searching the crowd)

We have looked forward to your 
visit for months.

A tense Josephine approaches.

ISABELLA
This is my mother, Josephine.

MAZEL
It is a pleasure.  You’re as 
beautiful as your daughter.

JOSEPHINE
Thank you, sir.  You’re very kind.

ISABELLA
I believe you met my father,  
Rodrigo.

MAZEL
I don’t believe so.

ISABELLA
I’m sorry, but did you not request 
to meet with him earlier?  

Mazel looks perplexed.  

MAZEL
Forgive me, but I did not--

Another patron of the arts interrupts the chat, his attention 
is pulled away.  Isabella reaches into her purse for her cell 
phone.  Quickly dialing, she awaits an answer... then looks 
at her mother with disappointment.

INT. POLICE STATION,  SAO PAULO - LATER

A police officer escorts Isabella and Josephine down a hall.

OFFICER
If he does not report for work on 
Monday, then we will look further.
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ISABELLA
And for now?

OFFICER
Call friends, hospitals, whatever 
you can think of.

The two ladies exchange subdued farewells with the officer.  

EXT. NOBEL COMMITTEE HEADQUARTERS, STOCKHOLM, SWEDEN - NIGHT

All is quiet outside the majestic brick building.

INT. NOBEL FORUM, SEMINAR ROOM 1 - NIGHT

In the middle of the stately room is a conference table.  A 
pale, somber, well-dressed man of about 50 sits there.  This 
is British scientist SIMON TEMPLETON.  He pulls folders from 
his briefcase, when both SINCHA RI and DOMINIQUE PICARD 
enter.  Sincha is a middle aged Korean woman of small 
stature, carrying one too many valises.  Dominique, 50 or so, 
is an impeccably dressed black Frenchman.

Simon rises to greet them.

SIMON
Sincha, so nice to see you!  And 
Dominique! 

DOMINIQUE
Always a pleasure, Simon.

SINCHA
I hope you haven’t waited long.

SIMON
No, I enjoy it here at night.  It’s 
so serene.

Sincha pauses from unpacking folders, soaks in the quiet.

SINCHA
That it is.

SIMON
So finally, Committee Chairman--

SINCHA
Chairwoman.

SIMON
Chairperson.  The responsibility 
can be a monster.  Your family will 
forget what you look like.

SINCHA
If anyone can multitask, it’s a 
woman.
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Both men laugh. 

SINCHA
I’m sorry you had to step down.

She looks at him with soft eyes.

SIMON
Yes well, I have Maggie, and 
Porter.  We’re coping as best we 
can.  Thank you though.

Sincha rubs her shoulders.

SINCHA
It’s cold in here.

She walks to the thermostat on the wall.

DOMINIQUE
(to Simon)

I have not seen you since the 
children’s graduation.  How is 
Porter doing?

SIMON
Smashing, but still a bit odd.  
Wish I could figure out which 
branch of the tree he fell from.

SINCHA
(at thermostat)

Funny, this doesn’t seem to be 
working today.

Suddenly, the doors lock with a CLICK.  The scientists look 
at each other, confounded.  A VISIBLE GAS HISSES through the 
ceiling vents.

SIMON
Good God!  What is this?

DOMINIQUE
Sincha, turn the air off!

SINCHA
It’s not working...

They all collapse.  The doors open:  5 men with gas masks 
enter and gather up the fallen.

EXT. A DUSTY CLEARING AMIDST TREES - DAY

S.O.  “MDEWAKANTON SIOUX INDIAN RESERVATION, MINNESOTA”

A BOOMERANG is held in a strong hand.  It’s deftly flung:  
WHAP-WHAP-WHAP-WHOOSH!  The weapon severs an apple from a 
tree 100 yards off, then returns to the hand.
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It belongs to a handsome male, mid 20s, six feet tall with an 
athletic build.  This is half-Indian TRASK DUPONT.  He looks 
toward the rooftop of his modest house behind him and 
WHISTLES high and low, like a siren.  

A PERCHED FALCON soars from the eaves, retrieves the fallen 
apple, returns to Trask’s outstretched arm.  He unsheathes a 
knife from his thigh and quickly cuts the apple in half.

TRASK
(offers half to bird)

Here you go my friend.

WOMAN (O.S.)
Trask, your cell phone is ringing!  
Do you want me to answer it?

THE WOMAN is standing on the back porch of the house, cell 
phone in hand.  This is Trask’s mother, LENORE DUPONT, 
clearly the source of his Sioux genes.

TRASK
Sure, go ahead!

Trask goes to a tree and snaps off a twig, then plants it 
firmly in the ground.  He observes the twig’s shadow.

TRASK
Two o’clock.  Only three hours late 
this time.

LENORE
It’s your father, honey!

Trask jogs to the porch, takes the phone from his mother.

TRASK
Hey Dad, what’s going on?

INT. TRAVELING CAR - DAY

Trask’s father, PETER DUPONT, is driving his BMW through 
rural Minnesota.  Caucasian and bespectacled, Peter is a near 
replica of Ward Cleaver.  While loosening his necktie, he 
speaks to his hands-free cell phone.

INTERCUT PHONE DIALOGUE 

PETER
Son, I’m so sorry I’m late.   

TRASK
I figured something came up again.

Peter fiddles with a small computer in the dashboard.  The 
passenger side of the windshield LIGHTS UP with a daily 
planner.  
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A number of appointments, all marked “Cancelled”, scroll by 
for the dates of August 31-September 2:  “Brackman at HQ... 
Flt. 12 Lufthansa to Vienna... videoconference with Bill 
Gates.”

PETER
Nothing important going on.  This 
weekend is just you and me.

TRASK
Awesome.

PETER
I should be there within forty-five 
minutes.  We’ll discuss those job 
offers of yours.

TRASK
That’s cool.  You staying at a 
hotel again?

PETER
Already checked in.

TRASK
You can stay here, you know.  I 
don’t think it’s a problem.

PETER
The last thing your Mom needs is to 
pick up after two grown boys.  

TRASK
We could go pitch a tent somewhere.

Peter hits a button.  THE WINDSHIELD displays satellite 
weather images of Minnesota, and the data:  “temperature 71 
low, 88 high, fair conditions statewide.”

PETER
Hmm, weather doesn’t look too good.

TRASK
(looking at sunshine)

Is that so?

PETER
Okay kiddo, see you soon!

Peter hangs up and looks in the rearview mirror.  There’s a 
van about 50 yards behind him. 

Suddenly a gunshot:  BANG!

The BMW’s front right tire tread is FLAPPING as the car 
swerves, then screeches to a stop off the road.  

Peter’s head is against the wheel.  A SKI-MASKED SNIPER 
emerges from the woods.  
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The van has stopped.  TWO BURLY MEN exit the van, grab Peter, 
and drag him back to their vehicle.  The sniper steers the 
lame BMW off the road.  The van pulls up, he jumps in. 

INT. TRASK’S HOUSE - DAY

A CLOCK:  it reads 4:30.  Trask is lounging on a sofa, 
alternately looking at his cell phone, TV, and the clock.  He 
sighs.  Lenore peers in from the kitchen.

LENORE
Sweetie, why don’t you just let me 
fix you something to eat? 

TRASK
His phone is turned off.

LENORE
You know nothing would stop him 
from a weekend with you.  He’ll be 
here.

TRASK
It’s not just me.  He still wears 
his wedding ring.

LENORE
That’s because he keeps one of 
those FBI transmitters tucked 
inside it. 

TRASK
He always asks about you.  And 
neither one of you has had a date 
in five years.

LENORE
Your father is a brilliant man, but 
only with computers, not marriage.

TRASK
Not everyone gets to marry a 
genius.

 

LENORE
Nobody should!  He couldn’t live 
the life of the Mdewakanton.  A 
Sioux wife is too much woman for 
him. 

TRASK
Oh brother.

She sorts through a pile of mail on the table.
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LENORE
But you have united the two worlds 
with such ease:  a Harvard law 
student whose heart is here with 
his native people.  I am one proud 
mom.

TRASK
(in Sioux)

I am the falcon:  I fly alone, but 
not far from home.

Lenore holds up an envelope.

LENORE
I don’t know about that.

TRASK
Velasco and Baird?

He leaps up and grabs the letter.

LENORE
That’s a white man’s law firm.

He rips open the envelope with excitement.

TRASK
They’re also one of the best.

LENORE
(mumbling in Sioux)

Best at making you a white man.

He gives her a look, then lights up as he reads the letter.

TRASK
They want to meet next week, in New 
York!

He heads down the hall to 

HIS BEDROOM

Where he forages in his closet.  He finds it, a Blackberry-
size GPS.  Trask turns it on, the SCREEN LIGHTS UP.  He 
enters a password, then types the instruction: “satellite 
relay”.

Instantly the screen resembles a map of the United States, 
and a small pair of overlapping blips can be seen in 
Minnesota, one red, one black, against the yellow background.  
Trask types: “in X 2”.  The screen is now a map of only 
Minnesota and Wisconsin, and the blips slowly move towards 
Wisconsin.

TRASK
What the hell?

He rushes to the hall, device in hand, and into
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THE KITCHEN

Where he grabs keys, kisses his mother, and heads out the 
front door.

TRASK
I won’t be long.

LENORE
Where are you going?

EXT. DUPONT HOME -CONTINUOUS

He jumps in his snappy truck, reverses out of driveway and

ONTO THE STREET

Trask zooms down rural roads.  He stops on the stretch of 
country road where he sees

SKID MARKS

A tire tread lays off the road.  He looks at the GPS: the 
double blip is moving over the border to Wisconsin.  He picks 
up his cell phone and dials.

TRASK
Dad, where the hell are you?

EXT. COUNTRY ROADSIDE - EVENING

A SHERIFF, Lenore, and Trask watch a tow truck pull the BMW 
from a gulch.  A black car pulls up to the scene, and from it 
emerge two men in suits.  These are FBI agents CHARLIE 
MENDOZA and LANCE BULLMAN, late thirties and all business.  
They approach the small group, brandishing FBI badges.

BULLMAN
You the Duponts?

TRASK
I’m Trask Dupont.

BULLMAN
Agent Bullman and agent Mendoza.  
Looks like your father had an 
accident.

TRASK
Is that what you call it?

They all glance at the defunct tire.

MENDOZA
When was the last time you heard 
from him?
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TRASK
Surely you know that already.

LENORE
He’s never on time.

BULLMAN
We think your father’s in danger.  
We’d like you both to stay 
somewhere safe, where we can reach 
you if necessary.

LENORE
What kind of danger?

MENDOZA
We’re not sure yet, ma’am.

BULLMAN
But we do know how to locate him.

TRASK
I want to help you find him.

MENDOZA
That’s our job.

SHERIFF
(to Trask and Lenore)

Don’t worry, these boys seem to be 
on top of things.  I didn’t even 
call them and yet here they are.
  

BULLMAN
The best thing you can do is lay 
low and wait to hear from us.  
Here’s my card.

He hands Trask a calling card, then turns away.

TRASK
(glowering)

Yeah, I’ll lay low all right.

The sound of NATIVE BRAZILIAN DRUM MUSIC, and then...

EXT. SAO PAULO PARK - NIGHT

ISABELLA sweats, wearing only the barest of exercise clothes.  
A circle of lit torches surrounds her and other mocha-skinned 
athletes as they practice Capoeira.  They move to the drums.

INT. DUARTE HOME - NIGHT

Isabella enters, towel wrapped around her neck.  She drops 
her workout bag, and sees her mother asleep on the couch.  In 
front of her is a laptop computer.  Isabella approaches.
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THE LAPTOP SCREEN has results of a search:  “Frederik 
Rosencrans, Fornuft Pioner Institution,  Torsk 52, Kobenhavn, 
Danmark”... and at the bottom of the screen “Residence:  
Suensongade 29, Kobenhavn, Danmark”.  Isabella peers at her 
mother, then kisses her on the cheek.  She moves on to her

BEDROOM

Isabella turns on her desktop computer, disrobes, and ambles 
to the bathroom.  We hear the SHOWER HISSING.

MOMENTS LATER

She emerges and looks at the computer screen.  There is a 
private message from a “Monsieur Galant”, and it reads: “ Ma 
Belle, Ma Belle!  Que fais-tu?”

She sits and types a response:  “Pilou, I am  here!”

Monsieur Galant:  “I miss you...”

Isabella’s cyberself, “CmbrdgLatina” replies:  “It’s only 
been 3 months, and I miss you too.”

Monsieur Galant’s response: a smiling emoticon.

CmbrdgLatina:  “Pilou, my father is missing.  I am so 
frightened.”

Monsieur Galant:  a bewildered emoticon.

CmbrdgLatina:  a crying emoticon.

Monsieur Galant:  “I think it’s wiser if we talk by phone.”

CmbrdgLatina:  “OK.”

Isabella’s cell phone rings.  She answers it.

ISABELLA
Pilou!

INT. PARIS APT. - DAY 

PILOU PICARD, a slim, black youth of 22, sits in a room full 
of computer tech.  His eyes are on his printer.

INTERCUT PHONE DIALOGUE

PILOU
(French accent)

Isabella, my princess!  What is 
this about your papa?
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ISABELLA
It’s been three days and the police 
have no clues.  We were at the 
symphony.

PILOU
Did your parents get in a fight?

His printer hums loudly.

ISABELLA
No.  He excused himself for a few 
moments and never came back.  What 
are you working on over there?

PILOU
Ah, graduation photos.  

ISABELLA
You never sit still, do you?

PILOU
Sit still?  What is sit still?  You 
are talking like an American now.

Pilou’s printer spits out a series of graduation day photos 
featuring Pilou, Isabella, and a third person:  an attractive 
white male with radiant blue eyes.

ISABELLA
(dreamily)

How is Porter?

PILOU
I say “American” and you ask about 
Porter?  He would be insulted.

ISABELLA
He could be one if he wanted.

PILOU
Porter is fine.  He’s in a new play 
in London.  I promised him I’d come 
see it.

ISABELLA
I bet he’s wonderful.

Pilou tosses the photos on his desk, irritated.

PILOU
Isabella, I must tell you 
something.  But I want to tell you 
in person.  I have information that 
may concern your father.

ISABELLA
What?
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PILOU
There is a man, someone he knew 
long ago.

ISABELLA
What are you talking about?

PILOU
Let me send you something. 

He moves the computer mouse and hits ENTER.  Isabella’s 
computer receives the file with a DING.

PILOU
He’s a scientist, very 
controversial.  Someone my father 
worked with, so I know a little bit 
about him.

Isabella CLICKS on the received file. 

A VIDEO:

INT. CONFERENCE HALL - DAY

A pale, plain man, ROSENCRANS, stands before an audience.

ROSENCRANS
It is not such a new concept to 
believe.  Evolution does not stand 
still.  Despite our best efforts to 
put it in a bottle and tell it what 
to do, the forward processes of 
life move on.

Members of the media in the room record all he says.

ROSENCRANS
It is my observation that 
purification of the human genome is 
on the horizon. 

The room stirs with discomfort at his statement.  A FEMALE 
REPORTER stands to address him.

REPORTER
Mr. Rosencrans, could you explain 
what you mean by the term 
“purification”?

ROSENCRANS
All the flaws found in our DNA, the 
cleft palates, the cancers, cystic 
fibrosis, all the medical 
conditions that have plagued us as 
well as the numerous intellectual 
deficiencies, all may vanish 
through a filtering process 
mastered by genetic engineers of 
our time.
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The crowd is visibly disturbed.  A STOIC MALE stands to ask a 
question.

STOIC MALE
Forgive me if I infer incorrectly, 
but this all echoes a bit of 
Hitler’s ideology.  Do you mean to 
tread so close to such racism?

ROSENCRANS
Please understand, Darwin’s 
concepts have not lost their 
validity.  We are still in a 
process of preserving human 
characteristics that help us to 
survive.  It is the calling of all 
scientists to assist Nature in 
giving us her benefits.

REPORTER
Assist?  Does this mean selective 
breeding?  

Rosencrans hesitates and takes a deep breath.

ROSENCRANS
Yes.  That is part of the process.

The crowd stirs as individuals rise and leave with disgust.

STOIC MALE
You are not God, sir.

The once impressive gathering disperses in protest.  
Rosencrans becomes indignant.

ROSENCRANS
One day you will thank me.  You 
will all thank me!

ISABELLA
Is that Frederik Rosencrans?

PILOU
Oh you know of him?

ISABELLA
No, but I think my mother does.

PILOU
Isabella I need to see you.  Do you 
have any obligations?

ISABELLA
Only to my mother.

Pilou goes to the window. 

PILOU
I want you to fly to Denmark, to 
Copenhagen.
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ISABELLA
Will Porter be there?

PILOU
(sighing)

Will that put you on a plane?

ISABELLA
When?

PILOU
Right away.

Isabella bites her lip.

INT. DUARTE’S DINING ROOM - DAY

Melancholy Josephine sits at the table, lunch set for one.  
Isabella enters with bags packed.  Josephine looks up at her.

JOSEPHINE
Where are you going?

ISABELLA
I am going on a trip, Mama.

JOSEPHINE
A trip?  But where?  And why now?

ISABELLA
I have been in touch with a friend, 
and he thinks he may find Papa.

JOSEPHINE
A friend? What friend?

ISABELLA
You remember Pilou, from school?

JOSEPHINE
The British one?

ISABELLA
No, Pilou is from France.

JOSEPHINE
What could he know from France?  
Isabella this is not a good time 
for a holiday.

ISABELLA
I know, Mama.  It’s not a vacation.  
I promise you, this is important.  
There is no news from the 
authorities here, and I can’t sit 
around waiting day after day.  
Pilou is very smart, and he knows 
much about computers and things 
that I could never understand.  
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Josephine looks fragile, close to tears.

ISABELLA
I am not abandoning you, Mother.  
But before I go I must ask you 
something... who is Frederik 
Rosencrans?

Josephine recoils.

JOSEPHINE
Oh dear!  You mustn’t get near him!

ISABELLA
Tell me what you know.   

Isabella sits at the table. 

JOSEPHINE
Your father and I went to school 
with him many years ago, before you 
were born.  He was a brilliant 
young man, full of ideas. 

Her face hardens.

JOSEPHINE
But he was a bit reckless.  Some of 
his experiments with hypnosis... 
went bad.

She folds her napkin neatly.  

JOSEPHINE
In addition, he had feelings for 
me.  Your father and I chose to 
break our fellowship with him, 
because of his work, and his 
feelings for me. That is what I 
know.

Isabella grabs her mother’s hand.

ISABELLA
If he is alive, I will find him.

JOSEPHINE
I cannot lose you too.

ISABELLA
I promise you Mama, you won’t.

They embrace, weeping.

INT. COPENHAGEN AIRPORT - DAY

Isabella appears from the gate, eyes searching for her 
friends. She smiles;  she’s found them.   The trio of 
Isabella, Pilou, and the handsome male in the graduation 
photo gathers to exchange hugs.  
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He is PORTER TEMPLETON, and  Isabella is enamoured with him.  
Pilou is clearly infatuated with Isabella.  Porter is 
unaffected and pleasant. 

ISABELLA
Porter, I’m so glad you could come.

PORTER
(British accent)

Yes well I thought I’d give my 
understudy the role of a lifetime.

PILOU
He doesn’t really want to be here.

PORTER
Who me?  Don’t be silly.  I love 
giving my parents another reason to 
be exasperated with my life.  They 
only put me through the finest 
schools so that I can quit my first 
professional job and jet off on 
pleasure trips with friends.

ISABELLA
I don’t think this is a pleasure 
trip.  This is serious--

PILOU
And she wanted you here.

They look at each other fondly.

PORTER
Something about your father.

PILOU
Chere, there is something that I 
haven’t told you.  Your father may 
not be the only one missing.  I 
took the liberty of monitoring 
Simon Templeton’s e-mail.

ISABELLA
(to Porter)

Your dad?

Porter nods.

PILOU
My father is too smart;  I can’t 
get into his accounts.  
Fortunately, Porter’s family is not 
so brilliant.

PORTER
Have you ever met such a modest 
Frenchman?

Isabella giggles.
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PILOU
I found an e-mail to Simon dated 
August 25.  That’s ten days ago.  
It was supposedly sent from the 
Chairman of the Nobel Physiology 
and Medicine Committee, Sincha Ri.  
It was an announcement to attend an 
impromptu meeting to discuss 
laureate selections.

ISABELLA
What’s so unusual about that?

PILOU
I decided to gain entry to Sincha 
Ri’s e-mail.  Once again, no 
problem.  What I found was a 
message to her from MY father, 
supposedly requesting a special 
meeting at Nobel headquarters.

ISABELLA
And so...?

PILOU
I traced the origins of both e-
mails.  They originated in Denmark, 
from the same person.

PORTER
And neither one of us has seen, nor 
been able to contact our fathers.

ISABELLA
Since when?

PORTER
Since four days ago.

ISABELLA
So... the e-mails are not legit?

PILOU
That’s what I’m thinking.

ISABELLA
All three of us having missing 
fathers?

PORTER
All three of them are scientists.

PILOU
Who have been associated at some 
point with Frederik Rosencrans.

ISABELLA
And he lives in Denmark.

Three sober faces.

18.



PILOU
Now do you see why I asked you 
here?  It was not just to see your 
pretty face again.

ISABELLA
Aside from my father, I can’t think 
of two men I’d rather be with.

PILOU
Now I must really find a bathroom.

INT. BUSY CAFE, COPENHAGEN - DAY

Pilou, Porter and Isabella sit at a table with espressos.  
Pilou studies his laptop:  a detailed map of the 
neighborhood.  He points to the grids on screen.

PILOU
We are here.  Rosencrans lives 
here.  I called his office where he 
supposedly works.  I’m told he’s on 
a leave of absence.

ISABELLA
Who does he work for?

PILOU
A manufacturer of satellite tech.

She points up to the sky.

ISABELLA
You mean...?

PILOU
Like the ones in space.

ISABELLA
Well I guess a job is a job.

PILOU
He lost his funding for his work.  
I think he had to turn over a new 
leaf.

Porter reads the local Danish paper.

ISABELLA
You understand Danish as well?

PORTER
Of course.

Porter continues reading the paper.  
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PORTER
Listen to this:  there’s a Gala 
tomorrow night here in Copenhagen 
honoring the great Danish physicist 
and Nobel Prize winner Niels Bohr, 
the pioneer of atomic theory.

The entry bell over the door rings as someone enters.  The 
trio casually look up to see 

TRASK

As he enters the cafe, with a duffle bag slung over his 
shoulder.  He proceeds to the counter to order a coffee.

PILOU
Where is the party?

PORTER
The Radisson Scandinavia hotel.

ISABELLA
Perhaps we should attend.

Trask takes his coffee and settles in at a booth.  He has his 
GPS, and a tourist map of Copenhagen.  While studying both, 
he is shocked to see the BLACK BLIP vanish from the screen.

Pilou types at his laptop.  Up pops a PHOTO of a man with 
piercing gray eyes and a full-toothed smile. 

PILOU
This is Mr. Frederik Rosencrans.

Porter and Isabella hunch over to get a closer look. 

ISABELLA
What are we really looking at here?  
A mad scientist?  A murderous 
villain?  A smart man with a lot of 
jealous rivals?   

PILOU
From what I understand, he’s been 
ostracized by the scientific 
community.  He’s not considered for 
Nobel candidacy, and it won’t be 
the first time. If he is the proud, 
stubborn man I think he is, he has 
been busy.  We need to find out 
just what he’s been up to.

PORTER
So we find him, follow him, then 
tell him, “I want my daddy back”?

ISABELLA
Should we call the police?
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PILOU
Not yet.  Let’s try it our way 
first, just the three of us.

Isabella runs her hands through her hair, fatigued.

ISABELLA
Let’s get some rest before dark.  I 
tend to get a little bitchy without 
sleep.

She gets up and walks to the back of the cafe to 

THE BATHROOM

As she reaches the door, it opens from the inside.  Trask 
emerges.  They exchange a look of awkward flirtation in such 
close quarters.  Isabella squeezes past him.

ISABELLA
Excuse me.

TRASK
Sure, no problem.

BACK AT THE TABLE - MOMENTS LATER

Isabella returns to her friends.  As she is seated, the 
doorbell chimes.  She turns to see Trask leave the cafe and 
walk past the storefront window.

EXT. SUENSONGADE 29, COPENHAGEN - EVENING

A large house on a quiet street is surrounded by a high 
fence.  An entry gate opens to a path to the front door.  
Further down the fence is the driveway gate.  

Trask stands on the sidewalk, scrutinizing the house.  He has 
a knapsack close to his body, and in his hands, the GPS.  

The GPS screen shows a RED BLIP on “29 Suensongade”.  He 
looks centered and determined.  With a sudden surge he runs 
to the fence and deftly clears the top.

With stealth he approaches the front door and looks up:  a 
security camera with a black handkerchief over the lens. 
Puzzled, Trask reaches for the doorknob.  The door gives and 
with the barest of CREAKS, swings open.

INSIDE THE HOUSE

All is dark except for a dim light down a hallway.  Trask 
steps in and closes the door.  He listens:  all is silent.  
To his right, a grand parlor;  to his left a dining room.  
Straight ahead, a FAINT SHADOW moves from a hallway room.  
The Indian proceeds down the long hall.
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Outside the room, he hesitates, then creeps into

A LABORATORY

There is a large examination table in the center.  Shelves of 
cotton swabs and thermometers.

EXT. SUENSONGADE 29 - EVENING

Isabella, Porter, and Pilou park their green Jetta across the 
street.  The street is empty except for a POLICE AGENT 
strolling the sidewalk, examining the house.  

PILOU
Damn it, the police are here!

ISABELLA
Porter, why don’t you go find out 
what he’s up to.

PORTER
Why me?

ISABELLA
Because you’re an actor, my dear.

Porter emerges from the car and traverses the street.  The 
policeman is examining the gate when Porter approaches.  They 
converse in Danish:

PORTER
So has my Uncle called you to check 
on the house?

POLICEMAN
Excuse me, your Uncle?

PORTER
Yes, Frederik Rosencrans.

POLICEMAN
We have received calls from 
neighbors.  Prowlers.

PORTER
Ah well I have been coming and 
going.  Perhaps it was me they saw.  
I like to go for evening walks.

The police agent seems satisfied with this information.  
Porter begins to take him on a stroll down the street.

PORTER
Tell me, I’ve thought of becoming a 
police officer myself.  Is the 
training rigorous?
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The coast is clear.  Isabella and Pilou emerge from the car 
and sneak across the street.  Pilou brandishes a lock pick 
and tinkers with the gate.

BACK IN THE HOUSE

Trask begins to circle the table in the near darkness.  He is 
deep within the room now.  No signs of life.  Ninja-like, he  
crouches to examine beneath the table when a FIGURE IN BLACK 
clears it from the other side with such agility and speed, he 
is caught off guard.  The assailant hits him feet-first, 
battering him into the wall.  

Stunned, Trask tries to assess his attacker, but there is no 
time.  The attacker footsweeps him, landing him on his back.  
Pinned, Trask sees a fist readied to pummel him.

His warrior skills return.  He throws his assailant forward.  

They fight.  Back and forth they gain and lose the upper 
hand, a Native American versus a Hapkido expert. Finally 
Trask turns on the ceiling lights.  The two stop to assess 
each other.  The figure in black is a petite asian female, 
hair pulled back and sporting a utility pack.  She glares at 
Trask fiercely.  We are looking at JUN RI, 24.

TRASK
(breathless)

Who are you?

JUN
(Korean accent)

I am Jun Ri, daughter of Sincha Ri.

TRASK
So what are you, the hired help?

JUN
You know why I am here!

TRASK
I have no idea why...

Trask notices his father’s wedding ring on the large 
examination table.  The tiny transmitter is visibly broken.

TRASK
Oh no!

He rushes to examine it.  Jun softens her glare a bit.

JUN
What is it?

TRASK
It’s my father’s ring.

JUN
Your father’s... who are you?
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Trask puts his GPS on the table and points to the red blip.

TRASK
That’s my father, and he is here 
somewhere.

They hear A VEHICLE IGNITION turn over.  Trask rushes into 
the kitchen.  Jun follows.  He sees through the window a van 
moving down the driveway.  Trask examines his GPS, the blip 
is on the move.

TRASK
He’s in that van!

He tries the kitchen door to the garage.  It’s bolted.  He 
sprints down the hall to the front door.  He opens it and is 
immediately greeted with

ISABELLA’S FIST 

to his face.  Down he goes, flat on his back.  He rises, 
rubbing his forehead.  Isabella steps in to bully him 
further.  Jun blocks her way.  The two warrior princesses 
stare each other down.

TRASK
(mumbling)

What’s with all these Amazon women?

The SOUND of the DRIVEWAY GATE OPENING draws their attention.  
Trask rights himself.  Isabella gets a good look at him now, 
and recognizes him.

ISABELLA
You!

TRASK
Honey, switch to decaf.

Trask pushes her aside and rushes out the door where Pilou 
meekly jumps out of the way.  Isabella pursues him.  Jun 
begins to follow until Pilou steps in her path.  Without 
hesitation, Jun SLAPS him hard on the face, then runs off. 

Isabella gets in Trask’s way again.

ISABELLA
You’re not going anywhere until you 
tell me where my father is!

TRASK
YOUR father?  You got the wrong 
guy, babe.

He dashes to the open front gate.  

JUN
(to Isabella)

Make yourself at home.

Jun runs after Trask.
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ON THE STREET

Trask and Jun see the van speeding away.  In the distance, 
Porter and the police agent stop to watch it go by.

TRASK
(to Jun)

Where’s your car?

Jun points to a spiffy black Miata parked on the street.

JUN
Over there!

They rush to her car and leap in.  Isabella and Pilou run to 
the Jetta.  Pilou at the wheel, they TOOT the HORN at Porter, 
who sees and hears all the commotion.

PORTER
(in Danish)

Ah, my cousins are back.  Thanks 
for the good company.

The policeman looks intrigued as Porter runs to his 
multiracial “cousins”. 

IN THE MIATA 

Trask navigates Jun in pursuit of the van.  

IN THE JETTA 

The trio are SCREECHING sharp corners, hot on their tail.

PORTER
Now just why exactly are we chasing 
these two?

PILOU
Because... because they were in 
that house.

PORTER
I see.

ISABELLA
They know something.  We can’t let 
them get away.

PILOU
Damn I have to pee!

The Miata closes in on the van.  The van clears an 
intersection.  The Miata follows and collides with a blue    
Mercedes, from the right.
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The Miata is demolished up front, the right tire caved in.  
Trask and Jun wrestle with deployed AIR BAGS, then get out  
unharmed.  Bullman and Mendoza emerge from the wounded 
Mercedes, examining the damage.  

Trask examines his GPS anxiously.  Bullman notices.

BULLMAN
For God’s sake!  You got no 
business being here, kid.  And how 
the hell did you get that?  That’s 
government property.

TRASK
Bite me!  That’s my dad in that 
van! 

The Jetta comes to a screeching halt alongside Trask and Jun.

MENDOZA
You were warned to stay out of 
this.  Do you want to get yourself 
killed?

TRASK
Who’s gonna stop me?  You?

BULLMAN
Hand over the tracker.

Trask tucks it in his bag.  Bullman takes one step.  Pilou 
steps out of the Jetta, pointing a taser at Bullman.

BULLMAN
You gotta be kidding me.  You think 
you can stop me with--

ZAP!  Bullman gets a full dose of taser power.  Mendoza 
reaches for his gun.  Trask grabs his boomerang and lets it 
fly.  BAM!  Mendoza falls, a direct hit to the head.

Boomerang in hand, Trask and Jun get into the Jetta.    

TRASK
Floor it!

The Jetta roars away from the stranded agents.

ISABELLA
And who was that?

TRASK
FBI.  

PORTER
You took down the bloody FBI?

JUN
They seemed to know you.

26.



TRASK
Friends of the family.

ISABELLA
Are you a fugitive?

TRASK
No I’m not a fugitive.  My father’s 
been kidnapped.

PORTER
Your father’s been kidnapped?  What 
on earth is hap-?

They all fall silent at the sight of a JET PLANE SOARING into 
the sky from the waterfront ahead.  They drive on until they 
reach

THE WATERFRONT

The van is parked at the far end of a paved expanse.  The 
Jetta pulls up next to the abandoned van.  The 5 youths get 
out to look closer.  

Trask pulls out his GPS.  On his screen, THE SIGNAL BLIPS 
over the waters off Copenhagen.  He looks at the sky, then 
notices 4 pairs of eyes looking at him.

ISABELLA
Now would be a good time for an 
explanation.

They all stare at each other defiantly.

ISABELLA
I’m sure the police will be very 
interested to know whose car that 
is back there.  And then there are 
those friends of yours with the 
FBI...

TRASK
Look, I’ve done nothing wrong, 
okay?  All I can tell you is my 
father’s on that plane.  You don’t 
need to know anything more.

ISABELLA
If that’s all you want to--

PILOU
Let’s just settle with 
introductions, for now.

TRASK
I am Trask Dupont from the United 
States.  This is Jun.  We just met.

27.



PORTER
(in Korean, to Jun)

Greetings.

JUN
(in Korean)

Greetings.

PILOU
Chinese?

PORTER
Korean. I am Porter Temple--

JUN
I know who you are.  Porter 
Templeton, son of renowned 
scientist and Nobel Committee 
Member Simon Templeton of the U.K.   
Pilou Picard, son of last year’s 
Nobel Prize winner in Physics, 
Dominique Picard.  And you are 
Isabella Duarte, daughter of 
professors Josephine and Rodrigo 
Duarte.

They are all speechless for a moment.

ISABELLA
How do you know all this?

JUN
My mother is Sincha Ri, Chairman of 
the Nobel Committee for Physiology 
and Medicine.  I know who all the 
great thinkers are.  I’ve made it 
my practice to do research.

PILOU
What else do you know?

JUN
I know that none of us are as smart 
as our parents.  But that will have 
to change very fast.

TRASK
Every one of you is looking for 
your Mom or Dad?

They nod affirmatively.

PORTER
(pointing to the GPS)

GPS?

PILOU
It’s a simple broad range frequency 
interceptor.  Detects signals from 
preprogrammed sources using a 
satellite relay and global 
positioning.  
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It is used by most government 
agencies that deal with covert 
intelligence operations.

All eyes are once again on Trask.

TRASK
My father is FBI.  I guess he knew 
this sort of thing could happen.

ISABELLA
Why?

TRASK
He has a way with computers.

PORTER
So does Pilou, but no one is out to 
kidnap him.

TRASK
My dad is a human supercomputer.  
His mind processes and stores like 
one.  He can analyze the program of 
any cybervirus.

PILOU
So he can neutralize it.

TRASK
He dismantled the Allosaur virus 
two years ago,  the one that 
infiltrated top level databases 
around the world.

PORTER
Thank God for your father.

TRASK
He told me the FBI had put two 
transmitters on him, each on a 
different frequency.  Apparently 
his captor found one. That’s him.  
As long as I got this, I can find 
him.

INT. FLYING JET - NIGHT

Sincha, Dominique, Simon, Peter and Rodrigo are all bound and 
gagged.  A BURLY INUIT henchman sits among them, watching.  
The Usher pilots the plane.  Frederik concentrates:  he hears 
something.  He pulls out a device from his large sack, 
unbuckles himself and wanders back to the hostages.

ROSENCRANS
Well it looks like we still have a  
secret agent on board, someone 
concealing a little bitty 
transmitter.  Who could it be?
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He sweeps the device over Peter.  It BEEPS LOUDLY when held 
near his jaw.  The other hostages stare fearfully.

ROSENCRANS
Peter, Peter, Peter!  My, your 
countrymen are so inventive. This 
one on a military frequency, no 
less.  Did you think I couldn’t 
find it?

Rosencrans removes Peter’s gag, forcing his mouth open.

EXT. FLYING JET - NIGHT

We hear PETER’S SCREAM as the jet soars.

AT THE WATERFRONT

The youths are inspecting the van.  Trask looks at the GPS 
again:  the BLIP has suddenly vanished from the screen.

TRASK
What the hell? The signal is gone!

PILOU
Do not worry, mon ami.

Pilou goes to the Jetta and returns with his laptop.  He sets 
it up next to the GPS, dwarfing it.

PILOU
I am connected by satellite to all 
radar scans on the planet.

Within seconds, Pilou’s screen has a BLIP clearly moving away 
from Copenhagen and out over the Atlantic.

PILOU
(smirking)

There, you see?  I am well equipped 
too.

Trask glances at the two gadgets side by side.

TRASK
Bigger is not always better, mon 
ami.

PILOU
Oh no?  Just ask the ladies.

Jun rolls her eyes.

TRASK
If only I knew where they’re going.

30.



ISABELLA
(mumbling)

Greenland.

TRASK
Greenland?

PILOU
Isabella, how do you know that?

ISABELLA
I had the distinct impression back 
at that house that Greenland was 
important.  I’m not sure why.

Pilou types madly on the laptop. On screen we see a 
NAVIGATOR’S MAP of Europe, and the BLIP is moving on a gentle 
arc towards Iceland.  

PILOU
Iceland. 

Isabella looks at the blip, unfazed.

TRASK
I’m at the Sofitel Plaza.  It would 
be cool if we were all nearby.

ISABELLA
Are you the big American hero, 
going to tell us what to do now?

Trask packs his GPS and starts to walk.

TRASK
Suit yourself.  I’d rather work 
alone anyway.

Jun gives Isabella a dirty look, then follows Trask. 

ISABELLA
All right!  What’s the room number?

FBI HEADQUARTERS - EVENING

In his sterile office, Department Chief CALVIN ISAACS, 62 and 
stern-faced, answers his phone.

ISAACS
Isaacs.

EMPTY PARKING LOT- COPENHAGEN - NIGHT

Agent Mendoza paces to and fro.  Bullman reclines on the hood 
of a parked car with his cell phone engaged.  

BULLMAN
Chief, Bullman here.
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INTERCUT PHONE DIALOGUE

ISAACS
Agent Bullman!  Good news?

BULLMAN
Chief, we’re locked onto Dupont’s 
signal.

ISAACS
That’s funny because we lost his 
signal just this hour.

BULLMAN
(surprised, to Mendoza)

Charlie, check the tracker!

Mendoza pulls a small tracker device from his belt. 

MENDOZA
Nothing.  We lost it!

ISAACS
Do I need to remind you how 
dangerous Dupont can be in the 
wrong hands?

BULLMAN
I understand, sir.  There’s been a 
small unforeseen distraction here.

ISAACS
Lance, you were chosen for your 
ability to handle big distractions.  
Please restore my faith in you and 
Agent Mendoza.

BULLMAN
Sir, we’ve encountered the 
hostage’s son again.

ISAACS
Trask Dupont?

BULLMAN
Yes sir.  He’s not alone, and he’s 
equipped with department hardware.  
He’s tracking his father, sir.

ISAACS
Agent Bullman, if the kid gets in 
the way again, take him out.  

BULLMAN
Sir?

ISAACS
Do you copy me, Bullman? 

BULLMAN
Yes sir, I copy.
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Bullman shakes off signs of consternation.

ISAACS
Our operatives in Iceland have 
identified an aircraft near 
Reykjavik airspace.  We believe it 
has your cargo.  Close in on 
target.

BULLMAN
Yes sir.  

He closes his flip phone with a SNAP.

INT. DELUXE HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Pilou is impatiently standing outside the bathroom door.  
Trask, Isabella and Porter recline on sofas.  

PILOU
Men pee so much faster than women, 
you know that?

Jun emerges from the bathroom.  Pilou quickly occupies it.

TRASK
So who the hell is this Frank 
Rosengarten person?

JUN
It’s Frederik Rosencrans.  
Brilliant but in the same vein as 
Adolf Hitler.  He clings to a 
special school of Danish thought 
that identifies with a superior 
Aryan race.  His racism has 
revealed itself in his published 
writings, as well as his remarks 
towards my mother.

PILOU (O.S.)
And my father.

JUN
A particular blow to his ego since 
Dominique Picard won the Nobel 
prize last year.

PILOU
(emerging from bathroom)

And Frederik wasn’t even nominated.

TRASK
Okay so he’s one pissed off Nazi 
with a grudge against everybody.  
It’s still a lot of effort and 
trouble to kidnap them all.
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PORTER
And then do what with them?  If he 
wanted them dead, he would have 
just hired assassins.

ISABELLA
Lovely, Porter.

PORTER
I’m sorry but don’t you think the 
twisted scientist is up to more 
than just revenge?  They all have 
something he wants.

TRASK
I wonder if he has any clue we’re 
onto him.

PILOU
Why don’t we go to him and find 
out.  Tomorrow night at the party.

TRASK
What party?

JUN
The Niels Bohr Commemoration.  My 
mother was to be a speaker there.

PILOU
If there is anyplace Frederik will 
show his face, it’s at that party.  
His ego requires it.

TRASK
I don’t think we all should be 
there.  We need to form a search 
party and proceed to Iceland.  
Pilou, I would need you in that 
group.

ISABELLA
I want to see that man face to 
face.  I’ll go to this party.

PORTER
Then I’ll go with you.

Isabella smiles warmly at Porter.

JUN
And I will go to Iceland.

PILOU
(to Isabella and Porter)

You both need to be invited.  I’ll 
find out who’s declined their 
invitation.

Pilou quickly engages his computer.
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ISABELLA
Looks like I’ll have to find an 
evening gown...

PORTER
Oh I am not shopping with you, 
darling.

ISABELLA
Oh yes you are.

PILOU
(to Trask)

May I see your little toy?

Trask hands over the GPS.  Pilou connects it to his laptop, 
then goes to his utility bag.  He pulls out a small wired box 
and quickly attaches it to his computer.  All eyes are on 
this whiz kid as he scrolls a list of names on his screen.

PILOU
Ah, here is a perfect one.  How 
would you like to be Miss Denise 
Cardillo?

Isabella assents with a smile.

PORTER
Et moi? 

PILOU
Ronald Longbottom.

PORTER
Longbottom?

Pilou types in some commands:  a loud buzzing from the small 
electronic box, and then two metallic business cards emerge.

PILOU
Here are your calling cards for the 
soiree.  They carry a transmitter 
chip.  Introduce yourself to 
Rosencrans, get one into his hands.  
We can follow him from there.

Pilou hands them their techno-cards.

PORTER
May I have the next dance, Miss 
Cardillo?

ISABELLA
Why certainly, Mr. Longbottom.

Jun sneers and walks out.

PORTER
A bit of a bitch, isn’t she?
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EXT. RADISSON SCANDINAVIA HOTEL - NIGHT

A formal affair.  Attendees pass a poster of Niels Bohr.

INT. RADISSON HOTEL-BALLROOM - NIGHT

The attendees mingle.  Two bars are at opposite ends.  Dinner 
tables glisten with silver.

AT THE DOORWAY

Isabella and Porter make their entrance.  She wears a 
stunning pink evening dress.  Porter looks like a young James 
Bond.  Their eyes sweep the room, falling upon a tuxedoed 

FREDERIK ROSENCRANS

Martini glass in hand, his eyes are drawn to Isabella.  

ISABELLA
(to Porter)

Are you ready?

PORTER
Most definitely.

The dashing Brit strides over to the bar nearest Rosencrans.  
Isabella heads to the other bar.  Porter squints to see the 
green drink in Rosencrans’ hand.  He turns to THE BARTENDER.

PORTER
Could you tell me what drink that 
gentleman is holding there?

BARTENDER
That is a Grasshopper, sir.

PORTER
Splendid.  I’d like one of those.

Drink in hand, he finds a table between the bar and 
Rosencrans.  From his coat pocket, he removes a small tablet 
and plunks it into the green drink.  It FIZZES and dissolves.

Isabella sips a drink.  Her cell phone RINGS. 

INTERCUT PHONE CONVERSATION

ISABELLA
Pilou.

EXT. REYKJAVIK AIRPORT - NIGHT

Pilou, Jun and Trask wait for a taxi with their bags.

PILOU
Isabella, we just arrived in 
Reykjavik.  
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Here’s an update:  it looks like 
Frederik did a turnaround, from a 
place called Selfoss.  Chances are 
he’s back in Copenhagen.

ISABELLA
I’m looking right at him.

PILOU
The man is a bit predictable.  I 
like it.

ISABELLA
What about Selfoss?

PILOU
It’s fairly remote.  We’ll have to 
figure out how to get there first.

ISABELLA
Between you and the American hero, 
I have no reason to worry.

PILOU
Be careful, ma chere.

ISABELLA
I was going to say the same to you. 

She closes her phone and neatly puts it away.

Rosencrans motions to a nearby waiter.  THE WAITER 
approaches.  Porter listens.

ROSENCRANS
One more, please.

He puts his empty glass on the waiter’s tray and straightens 
his bow tie.  Porter watches the waiter get the green drink 
from the bar, then flags him down.

PORTER
Pardon me, waiter!

The waiter diverts his course.  Once before him, Porter 
quickly takes the green drink off the tray, places it on the 
table behind him, beside the other Grasshopper, then turns 
back to the waiter with 6 Kroner for a tip.  The waiter is 
flustered.

PORTER
Thank you kindly.

WAITER
Sir, that drink was not for you!

PORTER
No?  Isn’t that a Midori Sour?
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WAITER
No sir, that is a Grasshopper. 

PORTER
(grabs the spiked drink)

Oh please forgive me.  Cheers.

The waiter bows quickly, then delivers the drink to 
Rosencrans.  Porter smirks as Rosencrans downs the drink.  

INT. BALLROOM - LATER

A slideshow of Niels Bohr photos finishes to polite applause.  
The lights go up as the attendees mingle.  Rosencrans weaves 
his way to Isabella, all confidence and charm.

ROSENCRANS
Good evening.  The name is Frederik 
Rosencrans.

ISABELLA
Denise Cardillo.

ROSENCRANS
May I dare say you are far too 
beautiful to be a scientist.

ISABELLA
Oh really?  Are beauty and brains 
mutually exclusive?

ROSENCRANS
Well it’s my observation that those 
virtues are dispensed from two 
different lines at Heaven’s door.  
I’ve yet to meet anyone who’s held 
a place in both lines.

ISABELLA
Someone who believes in Heaven?  
Surely you’re not a scientist!

ROSENCRANS
Anyplace beyond the four walls of a 
laboratory can be described as 
Heaven, I suppose.

ISABELLA
Ah, so you are a scientist.  And I 
thought you stood in the good-
looking line...

ROSENCRANS
(laughing)

Well that is our secret!  I just 
fake it as a biologist.

Rosencrans is bewitched;  his eyes drink her up.
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ROSENCRANS
So tell me my darling, I hear a 
small accent.  Where are you from?

ISABELLA
Portugal.  I am a graduate student 
working at Karolinska. 

ROSENCRANS
Karolinska is where the Nobel 
laureates are chosen.  Once in 
awhile they will even mentor young 
students like yourself.

ISABELLA
There is a woman I had hoped to see 
here tonight.  Her name is Sincha 
Ri.

ROSENCRANS
Chairman Sincha Ri.  I know her 
well!  I believe she is to speak 
later.

ISABELLA
Wonderful.  Perhaps I can find her 
before it’s too late.  It has been 
a pleasure meeting you.

ROSENCRANS
May I see you again?  Can I call 
you?

Isabella reaches into her clutch purse and pulls out the 
techno-card.  She hands it to him, smiling.

ISABELLA
Here is my card.  I’d love to.

He pockets the card, then takes her hand and kisses it.

ROSENCRANS
I will certainly call on you, Miss 
Cardillo.   I think it could be... 
beneficial.

ISABELLA
Mr. Rosencrans, you have shown me 
tonight that my luck only seems to 
get better.  Good night. 

She weaves her way to the entry, casting a look at Porter, 
seated at the bar.  He swallows his drink, and beelines for 

OUTSIDE THE DOOR

Where they conjoin and quickly walk to the lobby.

ISABELLA
What on earth did you give him?
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PORTER
Oh it’s just a little something we 
use in the theatre to add some heat 
to the fire.  It’s hard to perform 
with passion every night.

ISABELLA
Sounds like an aphrodisiac.

PORTER
You could say that.

EXT. GRAY BMW - NIGHT

Rosencrans at the wheel, his gala tuxedo is loosened at the 
neck.  ORCHESTRA MUSIC is heard from within.

HIS POV:  a car parked in front of his driveway gate.  Three 
men emerge from the car:  a POLICE INSPECTOR, Mendoza and 
Bullman.  The inspector approaches.  He speaks in Danish.

INSPECTOR
Mr. Rosencrans.  I must ask for 
your cooperation in searching your 
home.

ROSENCRANS
What for?

INSPECTOR
We have some American officials 
with permission to conduct an 
investigation.  They request your 
assistance.

The officer returns to the sedan to clear the gate entry.

IN THE GARAGE

Rosencrans welcomes the 3 visitors walking up the driveway.

ROSENCRANS
It is an odd hour, gentlemen.  It 
must be urgent.

Bullman and Mendoza flash their badges.

BULLMAN
Lance Bullman, FBI.  My partner, 
Charles Mendoza.

ROSENCRANS
Are my services needed by the 
American government now?

BULLMAN
No Mr. Rosencrans.  We have reason 
to believe one of our agents was 
here on your property.  We need to 
take a look, if you don’t mind.
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ROSENCRANS
One of your agents?  Here, on my 
property?  Was he spying on me?

MENDOZA
Could you show us inside, please?

ROSENCRANS
Certainly.

He unlocks the kitchen door, leading the men into 

THE KITCHEN

ROSENCRANS
(in Danish, to policeman)

What is the meaning of this?

INSPECTOR
(in Danish)

The missing person was wearing a 
transmitter.

ROSENCRANS
You may look around.  I am a 
scientist.  I have equipment that 
may have sent an erroneous signal. 
Perhaps you have heard of my 
research?

MENDOZA
What kind of research do you do?

Bullman finds a locked door in the kitchen.  

ROSENCRANS
Interspecies communication.  It’s a 
new field.  

BULLMAN
What’s in here?

ROSENCRANS
Let me show you.

Employing his keys again, he opens the door to 

A MENAGERIE

of well-kept animals, all in cages and aquariums:  dogs, 
bats, geese, snakes.  On the wall, a large anatomical chart 
of a dolphin.  Bullman stands at the door in wonder at the 
sight and sounds.

ROSENCRANS
They are all well fed and quite 
healthy.

BULLMAN
I take it they’re not exactly pets.
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ROSENCRANS
Well I am quite fond of all of 
them.  But truthfully they are a 
part of my ongoing work.

BULLMAN
Which is what exactly?

Rosencrans visits the docile animals as he speaks.

ROSENCRANS
Most animals have perceptive 
abilities well beyond the range of 
human discernment.  My goal is to 
bridge the gap between man and 
beast.  You remember Dr. Doolittle?  
I suppose I am continuing that type 
of work.  The difference is my 
writings are published in science 
journals, not children’s books.

BULLMAN
So you wish to speak with the 
animals?

ROSENCRANS
Indeed Mr. Bullman, I already have!

MENDOZA (O.S.)
Lance, come here.

Rosencrans follows Bullman as he heads down the hall and into

THE LABORATORY

A wall clock, a framed diploma, pencils, journals, and latex 
gloves are all scattered on the floor.

MENDOZA
There was some action in here.

Mendoza and Bullman look at Rosencrans, who seems equally 
surprised.

ROSENCRANS
I don’t know.  This is not how I 
left it.  Perhaps my assistants 
were a bit remiss in cleaning.

The police inspector enters.

INSPECTOR
The upstairs is clear, but there is 
something in the office...  

The inspector leads the trio to another room off the hall.  
They enter an office with a series of security monitors, all 
turned off.  Mendoza goes to the security system, turns it 
ON.  The screens all light up, showing their views of the 
house and property except for one, which remains BLACK.
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MENDOZA
Why do you leave your security 
system off?

ROSENCRANS
It is unnecessary.  If I feel 
unsafe, I employ it.

MENDOZA
(pointing to blank screen)

Where is this camera?

ROSENCRANS
The front door.

MENDOZA
Show me.

Rosencrans leads them to the entry and opens the front door.

OUTSIDE THE DOOR

They all look up.  The camera is covered with a black cloth.  
Bullman reaches up and removes it.

BULLMAN
Uninvited guests.

ROSENCRANS
Good God!

MENDOZA
Mr. Rosencrans, we’re going to 
leave you here with the good 
inspector.  We thank you for your 
cooperation.

ROSENCRANS
Yes, of course gentlemen.  I am 
sorry if you have wasted your time.  
Fortuitous for me however, as I now 
am aware of my carelessness.

MENDOZA
(to the inspector)

May we have a word with you?

The inspector escorts the FBI agents down the path.

MENDOZA
Is Mr. Rosencrans’ alarm system 
linked with the local police?

INSPECTOR
Yes, of course.  All the homes in 
this neighborhood are networked.

BULLMAN
Is there much crime in this area?

43.



INSPECTOR
(shakes his head)

It’s one of the nicer districts of 
Copenhagen.  Most of these homes 
are well secured, and thieves 
quickly find that out.

BULLMAN
Have you ever received a security 
call from Mr. Rosencrans?

INSPECTOR
None that I recall.

MENDOZA
Thank you for your assistance, 
Inspector.  We’ll be in touch.

The policeman tips his hat.

INSPECTOR
Good night, then.

The inspector retraces his steps.  The agents walk to the 
locked gate.  It BUZZES as they reach it.  They exit onto 

THE SIDEWALK

MENDOZA
Why wouldn’t a man like Rosencrans 
keep his security alarm on?

BULLMAN
Especially one who has important 
work to protect.

MENDOZA
Unless he expected trouble... 
trouble that could possibly alert 
the police.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Porter is asleep in satin pajamas.  Isabella watches TV.  At 
her side on the sofa is Trask’s GPS.

Isabella’s eyes study Porter with sparks of lust.  Fighting 
hormones, she hits the floor.  One sit-up, two sit-ups, three 
sit-ups... THE RED BLIP catches her eye:  it’s on the move.

She rights herself and looks closer:  the blip is heading 
away from SUENSONGADE 29.  She scurries to the bed and shakes 
Porter.

ISABELLA
Porter wake up!

PORTER
What is it, darling?
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ISABELLA
It’s Rosencrans,  he’s on the move!  
Hurry and get dressed!

He leaps out of bed and begins to undress, then stops.  Their 
eyes meet.  Porter grabs his clothes and slinks into the 
bathroom.

EXT. STREETS OF COPENHAGEN - NIGHT

Rosencrans’ BMW cruises along the silent streets to

THE WATERFRONT

The BMW continues on to a hangar at the far end.

IN THE HANGAR

Rosencrans parks and emerges from the vehicle, irate.  He is 
intercepted by the Usher who takes his bag.  

ROSENCRANS
Damn it, damn it, damn it!

USHER
(in Danish)

What is wrong?

ROSENCRANS
The American government is on me!  

The two men stop before 

THE JET

It is a magnificent CESSNA CITATION X.  The door is open and 
the Usher slings the bag on board.  They proceed to a small 
office in the back of the hangar.

EXT. WATERFRONT RUNWAY - NIGHT

A green Jetta cruises the same path as the BMW. 

IN THE CAR

Porter is driving.  Isabella studies the GPS:  the BLIP is 
100 yards away.

ISABELLA
We’re very close.

The two youths quietly exit the car with small backpacks 
strapped on.  They creep along the perimeter of the hangar, 
and then at the door peer 

INSIDE
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where they see the BMW, the jet and the shadows of two men at 
the far end.  Their VOICES can barely be heard.

PORTER
Let’s catch a ride to Iceland.

He sneaks inside.

ISABELLA
Porter, no!  That’s ridiculous!

PORTER
No it’s not.  It’s the perfect 
opportunity, not to mention free 
airfare.  Besides, what if he’s not 
going to Iceland?  This is the only 
way, dearest!

He turns and runs low to the jet’s side door.  Isabella 
follows, and together they board

THE JET

It’s a 9-seater with a galley, meeting table, and a bar.  
Behind the rear seats is a set of doors.  They rush to open 
them, revealing a generous luggage compartment.  Porter looks 
out a window:  Rosencrans and the Usher are coming.

Porter pushes Isabella into the compartment.  He jumps in 
behind her and pulls the door shut.

Rosencrans and the Usher reach the door, CONVERSING IN 
DANISH.  The Usher finds his seat, and fires up the engine.  
Rosencrans goes to the hangar door and pushes it open, 
allowing the jet to taxi out onto 

THE TARMAC

Rosencrans closes the hangar door, then runs to the jet and 
hops on.  The Cessna taxis to one end of the paved lot.  It 
then turns around, and with a powerful thrust of the engines, 
rushes across the runway and ascends into the air.

INT. THE JET - LATER

Rosencrans unbuckles and ambles to the bar where he fixes a 
drink.  He stops in mid-sip and sniffs the air.  He looks 
around him.  He returns to his seat and looks out into the 
brightening sky.

IN THE LUGGAGE COMPARTMENT

Isabella and Porter are huddled together. Porter grimaces as 
he holds his stomach, then taps Isabella on the shoulder.

PORTER
(whispering)

I get gas at high altitude.
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She implores him with her eyes as she mouths the word “no”.  
Terrifying moments pass as he shuts his eyes, fighting the 
inevitable.  Then suddenly:  FLATULENCE.

IN THE COCKPIT

Rosencrans’ ears twitch before he looks at the pilot.  They 
converse IN DANISH.

ROSENCRANS
Was that you?

USHER/PILOT
Was what me?

ROSENCRANS
I thought you let one rip.

USHER/PILOT
I don’t think so.  Sometimes one 
gets by me.

Rosencrans glowers, then sniffs the air.  He’s repulsed.

USHER/PILOT
I’m sorry!

 He relaxes into his seat.

Isabella and Porter sit nervously.

INT. ICELAND HOTEL ROOM BALCONY - MORNING

Trask stands over a gorgeous Icelandic landscape from this 
rustic third floor lodging.  Surveying the view, he raises 
his arm:  the boomerang is ready.  He lets it fly--WHOOSH!  
It soars beautifully, tracing a perfect arc and from a great 
distance returns precisely to his waiting hand--WHAP!

Jun steps out on the lanai to join him.

JUN
You are very skillful with that 
weapon.

TRASK
Well, it’s mostly a toy.

JUN
I envy you.  My life in Korea 
didn’t have many toys.

TRASK
Really?
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JUN
Everything for me has been serious.  
My sister and I have very 
industrious parents.  My father is 
a lawyer, my mother is a doctor.  

TRASK
And you?

JUN
I am in medical school.  

TRASK
You come from a successful family.  
Doesn’t sound so bad.

JUN
That depends on what you consider a 
success.  Professionally, yes.  As 
a family, not quite.

TRASK
I thought family dysfunction was a 
uniquely American thing.  I guess 
some things are universal.

Pilou steps out onto the lanai.

PILOU
Practicing your American sport?

Trask smirks, looking at the lanky computer nerd.

TRASK
Actually it’s Australian.  I study 
native cultures.  That’s sort of my 
thing. What’s your sport, chess?

PILOU
Bingo.

Trask scoffs with a laugh.

TRASK
Damn I’m good.

PILOU
Not chess, bingo. 

Jun almost cracks a smile.  Trask cocks an eyebrow.

PILOU
Mes amis, I want you to see this.

Trask and Jun follow him inside.  His laptop shows images of  
a magazine article.  A photo of a young Rosencrans 
accompanies the heading “YOUNG SCIENTIST EAGER TO ASSIST 
EVOLUTION.”

48.



PILOU (O.S.)
Since children have been born in 
the past sixty years without wisdom 
teeth and needless vertebrae, he 
theorizes that the Perisylvian 
cortex is the next physiological 
point of advancement.

TRASK
What the hell is the Perisylvian 
Cortex?

JUN
It is the part of the brain that 
controls language skills. 

Pilou scrolls down.  A new set of images appears:  the faces 
of Rosencrans and Dominique within a newspaper article and 
the headline “PHYSICISTS TINKER WITH NEW TECHNOLOGY”, and 
below it with smaller lettering: “New Device Could 
Revolutionize Speech Pathology”. 

PILOU
My father helped him create a 
device that can send information 
directly to the memory and data 
acquisition center of the brain.  
It bypasses the need for reading or 
visual/auditory learning.  Encoded 
information is sent electronically 
to cerebral neurons on the 
appropriate frequency.

TRASK
So why have I never heard of this 
device before?

PILOU
It was never perfected.  Frederik 
was unbearable to work with. 

Trask stares at the images.

TRASK
So, this machine they developed... 
it could download information into 
someone’s head?

PILOU
More or less.  They worked hard on 
mapping brainwave activity and then 
recording the frequencies.  
Encoding is an area of expertise my 
father is known for.  Rosencrans is 
a great theorist, a visionary.  I 
think that is his real gift.

JUN
He may be a visionary, but he is 
far from respectable.  
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When your father left Frederik, he 
carried on the experiments, most of 
them using Inuit natives.  It was 
rumored that he hurt and possibly 
killed many of his test subjects in 
his quest to perfect this 
technology. That is why my mother 
would not consider him for Nobel 
candidacy.

PILOU
If only I could get a lock on his 
personal files, access his 
computers somehow.

TRASK
If he has registered any patents or 
copyrights online, he could be 
traced by his cyber-fingerprint.

PILOU
Yes, very possible.  You are smart 
like your father, eh?

TRASK
I bet our dads would work well 
together.  I hope they meet some 
day.

PILOU
(soberly)

I think they already have.

INT. THE JET - DAY

Rosencrans and the pilot are looking at the great Nordic 
expanse of Iceland below.  

IN THE STORAGE CABINET

Isabella is sleeping on Porter’s shoulder.  The aircraft’s 
descent rouses her.  She reaches into her bag and views the 
GPS.  They are flying inland over southern Iceland.  The 
nearest town is labelled SELFOSS.

The jet descends to

A SMALL MILITARY OUTPOST.  

Adjacent to the landing strip are a hangar, a barracks, and a 
small watchtower.  A small crew of men scurry about the 
facility.

I/E. TOUCHDOWN ON THE TARMAC - DAY

The Cessna taxis to the open hangar door, guided by crewmen.

INSIDE THE HANGAR
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Two sleek helicopters on transport dollies.  Several crewmen 
attend to one.  The jet stops in the adjacent stall.  Several 
men in mechanic jumpsuits try to assist Rosencrans.

ROSENCRANS
Out of my way, you idiots!  

A BURLY MECHANIC takes his bag.

IN THE LUGGAGE COMPARTMENT

Porter and Isabella listen.  When all is silent, Porter eases 
the door open.  The cabin is empty.  He creeps to the window 
and peers outside.  Several mechanics scuttle to and fro, 
artillery in hand.  Isabella peers out the opposite window.

The jumpsuit-clad men load the helicopter.  Behind the 
copter’s tail, two pairs of legs.  The legs walk around:  
they belong to Rosencrans and the Usher.

ISABELLA
Porter, come look at this.

He looks out her window.  A crew of men push and pull the 
helicopter out into open air.

PORTER
Looks like their connecting flight.

The whirlybird is well out on the tarmac.  The entire crew, 8 
of them, gets on board.  The ENGINE FIRES UP, the blades 
turn, and within seconds the aircraft levitates into the sky.

The two youths step out of the jet.  A quick scan reveals 
apparent solitude.  They head for the watchtower.

IN THE WATCHTOWER

Radio equipment sits unattended.  The walls are covered with 
maps.  Upon closer examination, Isabella and Porter see 
COLORED THUMBTACKS on SAO PAULO, MINNESOTA, and STOCKHOLM.

ISABELLA
My God, Porter!  This is his 
strategic headquarters.

PORTER
It’s like a military facility.  

ISABELLA
I just don’t get it.  World 
dominion?  Didn’t he learn anything 
from World War Two?

They continue to poke around the control room like sleuths.  
Isabella sees a thumbtack on an eastern corner of Greenland.

ISABELLA
Porter, look!  I was right:  there 
is something going on in Greenland.
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Suddenly, the burly mechanic enters.  They momentarily face-
off... and then the mechanic lunges at the pair.  With a KICK 
and a PUNCH, Isabella fends off the first attempt at 
apprehension.  The mechanic pulls from a pocket an electric 
stun gun. Isabella glowers with confidence.

He lunges at her again.  Employing capoeira moves, she traps 
the burly man in a neck hold until he passes out.  She takes 
the stun gun in hand, examining it.

WHUMP!

Isabella pitches forward, hitting her head on the controls.  
As she slumps to the floor, the stun gun slides towards 
Porter.  Behind her, ANOTHER MECHANIC, hand still in a fist.  
This guy is even bigger than the first, and he is mad.

Porter cowers against the far wall.  He is no fighter, and 
the attacker easily gets him to the ground.  Resisting 
futilely, Porter is getting choked to death.  His fingertips 
reach the stun gun and with a ZAP, the attacker becomes dead 
weight, his forehead showing a SCORCH MARK.  

He rushes to Isabella who bleeds from the hairline.  Pulling 
her cell phone and Bluetooth earpiece from her bag, he dials.

INT. HOTEL ROOM - DAY

Pilou exits the bathroom as his cell phone RINGS. 

INTERCUT PHONE DIALOGUE

PILOU
Isabella?

PORTER
It’s Porter, and we’re in trouble!

PILOU
Where are you?

PORTER
I don’t know.  Somewhere in 
Iceland.  

He takes the tracker from Isabella’s pack and looks.

PORTER
Nearest town is Selfoss.  

PILOU
Where is Isabella?

PORTER
She is here, but she’s hurt.  

PILOU
Information, Porter!  I need 
information!  What’s going on?
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PORTER
We hitched a ride with Rosencrans 
to some outpost in the middle of 
nowhere.  He stores aircraft here.

PILOU
And where is Rosencrans?

PORTER
He took off via helicopter.  

PILOU
We need to get you out of there.  I 
can’t find you unless you are on 
radar.

PORTER
You’re not suggesting that I--

PILOU
What kind of aircraft do you see?

PORTER
Nothing I can operate, mon ami!

JUN
(to Pilou)

Don’t be ridiculous.  His hands are 
too delicate for such a thing.

PILOU
(ignoring Jun)

Is there another helicopter?

PORTER
Yes, but--

PILOU
Porter, you must get Isabella and 
yourself onto that helicopter.  I 
will help you operate it.

PORTER
You have to be kidding me!

PILOU
There’s no time, Porter!  Do it!

Porter summons his resolve.

PORTER
Okay.  

With difficulty, Porter carries Isabella down the stairs to

THE HANGAR 

He drags her like a true lifeguard to the whirlybird, and 
opens the door.  A couple of heaves and Isabella is safely on 
board in the left front seat.
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Porter stands before the helicopter.  Channeling Rambo and 
Rocky, he takes the harnesses and heaves with all his might.  
Slowly, he pulls the copter out to the landing strip.

PILOU
Okay now Porter, you must look 
around and tell me what you see.  I 
need to know what type of aircraft 
that is.

Panting, Porter gets in the front right seat.  He quickly 
scans the controls.  His eyes fall on a small metal plate 
with a logo on it:  “K.A.I”  Under the logo:  “SB427-II”.

PORTER
Okay I see something. K.A.I.

PILOU
K.A.I...

Jun hears this from Pilou’s mouth.

JUN
K.A.I?  Give me the phone.

Pilou hands the phone over.

JUN
Porter, this is Jun.  Tell me the 
model number.  It should be there 
as well.

PORTER
SB, four, two, seven, roman 
numerals two.

JUN
I can help you fly that aircraft, 
but you need to block out the 
noise.  Do you see any headgear?

Porter spies headphones near Isabella’s feet. 

PORTER
Yes, got it.

JUN
Do you see the large dial to the 
right in front of you?

PORTER
Yes.

JUN
Turn it on.

Porter obeys;  the engines start to whir.

JUN
Turn on all the switches on the 
main board.
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FLIP-FLIP-FLIP!  Lights flicker on.

JUN
There are three ways to steer this 
thing.  The lever near your left 
hand, that is the collective.  It 
will give you vertical lift.

Porter touches his hand to the collective.

PORTER
I see it.

JUN
The funny looking stick in front of 
you is the cyclic.  It must be used 
with great finesse, Porter.  It 
will propel you in the direction 
you choose.

Porter fondles the cyclic in front of him.

PORTER
Roger that.

JUN
The pedals on the floor are your 
rudders.  They tilt you left or 
right.  Gentle is the key.

PORTER
Understood.

He looks over at the slumped Isabella.  The sight of her 
unconscious form gives him a needed dose of courage.

PORTER
Let’s do it.

JUN
Now take the collective, gently 
lift it. 

Porter obeys.  Lifting the lever, the bird ascends in a 
vertical hover.  Porter BEAMS from ear to ear.

PORTER
Yeah!

TRASK
(to Jun)

Do you mind telling me how you know 
all this?

JUN
(aside, to Trask)

Made in Korea.

Trask smirks.
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JUN
(to Porter)

When you get comfortable, slowly 
use the cyclic control and go 
forward.  As soon as we get you on 
radar, we’ll navigate you.

PORTER
All right, here we go.

I/E. HELICOPTER - DAY

The aircraft ascends 100 feet into the air, and then with an 
almost perfect tip of the copter’s nose, moves forward.

AT THE HOTEL

Pilou types away at his computer, accessing a REGIONAL RADAR 
SCAN with southern Iceland on screen.  A number of MOVING 
BLIPS are visible over the ocean, and ONE MOVING WEST from 
Reykjavik.

PILOU
Nothing yet.

JUN
Porter, just make an educated guess 
which way you should go.  When you 
see a village, head for it. 

PORTER              

Is having a grand old time in the air.

PILOU PICARD

Scrutinizes his monitor.  Suddenly, in the upper right 
corner, a new BLIP appears, traveling south.

PILOU
Bingo!

JUN
Okay Porter, we have you.  Gently 
bear to the right.  We’re only 
seventy kilometers west of you.

PORTER
Bearing right...

Porter’s feet touch the floor pedals.  With care, he presses 
the right pedal.  The copter lurches to the right.

PORTER
Aaaagggh!
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JUN
I said gently!  Those controls are 
very sensitive!

Porter tries to correct, tapping the left pedal.  The 
aircraft tips severely to the left:  Isabella’s door opens.  
Porter grabs Isabella by her knapsack.  She dangles out the 
gaping doorway.  The cell phone plummets past her.

I/E. THE HELICOPTER

Teeters and rolls wildly in the air.  Porter is fumbling with 
the controls, Isabella, and her door. Finally securing her 
in, he steadies the aircraft. 

JUN
Porter!  Porter can you hear me?

Porter is in a panic.

IN THE HOTEL

JUN
I lost him.

PILOU
Keep trying.

PORTER 

gently touches Isabella.

PORTER
We’re okay, sweetheart.  
Everything’s going to be fine.

The copter soars forward.

PORTER 
Come on guys, where are you?

PILOU  

Is searching his utility bag, loaded with techno-thrills.  He 
pulls out 2 safety flares.

PILOU
Got it.

TRASK
What are you up to?

PILOU
We must get Porter’s attention.

JUN
With a flare?  Don’t you have any 
better ideas?
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PILOU
No, do you?

Trask rises from his comfy spot on the bed.

TRASK
I do.

He goes to his own luggage, a hard case under his duffle bag.  
He clicks it open and extracts a small, sturdy bow and arrow.

A SERIES OF QUICK CUTS:

Pilou, Trask and Jun running up flights of stairs.

Trask tying a flare to an arrow.

Pilou and Jun looking over the landscape, from the rooftop.

Porter heads towards civilization:  rooftops and highways.

ON THE HOTEL ROOFTOP

Pilou, Trask and Jun stand ready.  Pilou, computer in hand, 
sees the blip.  Then he sees the copter in the distance.

PILOU
There he is!

Jun takes a flare and strikes the fastened flare, LIGHTING 
them both. 

Trask, his bow armed with the flare/arrow, draws his string, 
looking every part the Sioux warrior.  He lets it fly 
straight up above them.  The arrow streaks like a comet.

IN THE HELICOPTER

Porter sees the flying flare.  Tracing its trajectory, he 
sees three small figures waving, one with a LIT FLARE.

PORTER
Yeah!

Isabella is roused. She blinks against the sunny day, 
disoriented.  Turning, she sees Porter at the controls.  She 
waxes pale with fright.

ISABELLA
Porter, what are you doing?

PORTER
Darling!  How are you feeling?
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ISABELLA
(rubbing her neck)

My head.  How in the world did you 
learn to fly this thing.

PORTER
I took a crash course, darling.

ISABELLA
Don’t say the word “crash” up here!  
Oh God, I had to wake now!

ON THE ROOFTOP

The 3 youths are waving as the helicopter closes in.  With a 
frightening wobble, the whirlybird hovers and descends.  

Isabella closes her eyes.  The JOLT of the landing opens them 
to see the comforting faces of Pilou, Trask and Jun in the 
wind.  She reaches over and kisses Porter on the cheek.

ISABELLA
You are my hero.

She steps out and is greeted by the 3 comrades.  Trask 
touches her face, tenderly.

TRASK   
You’re bleeding.

ISABELLA
It’s just a bump.

Jun jumps into Isabella’s vacated seat.

JUN
(to Porter)

You’re a fast learner.  I didn’t 
think you could do it.

PORTER
Never underestimate a boy from 
Bristol.

JUN
Then maybe one day you’ll be a man.

He smirks at her no-nonsense expression, then opens his door.

PILOU
That was quite a performance, mon 
ami.

PORTER
Not quite the role I wanted.

PILOU
Where is the tracker?
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Porter leads Pilou to Isabella who sits, absorbing the sun.  
Opening her knapsack, he retrieves the GPS.  The RED BLIP is 
heading out over the Atlantic Ocean, towards Greenland.  

TRASK
I’ll be damned.  Greenland.

They all gawk at Isabella.  She shoots them a squinted look.

ISABELLA
Yes, you may all bow down.

PILOU
Let’s go inside. 

IN THE HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Porter and Trask relax on the couch.  Jun attends to 
Isabella’s cut in the bathroom.  Pilou watches.

PILOU
Excuse me ladies, but are you 
almost finished?

ISABELLA
 Again, Pilou?

PILOU
Well I--

PORTER
Of course he does.  You know his 
parents named him for a reason.  He 
was originally Louis, now they call 
him Pee-lou.  But seriously Pee-
lou, you should see a urologist.  
You may have an enlarged prostate.

PILOU
Pardon me, mon petit Porter, but 
everything about my urology is 
large.  (in French)  British 
pinhead.

PORTER
Ouch!

JUN
(to Isabella)

You must be close to your father.

ISABELLA
Yes, very much.  You?

JUN
No, just my mother.  My father is 
not only disagreeable, he clings to 
old ideas of women and society.  He 
was not very supportive of my 
mother’s career.  
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It is bitter justice he only has 
daughters;  there is no son to 
carry on his oppressive traditions. 

ISABELLA
That’s sad.  Every woman should 
believe that men are good 
creatures.  The little girl inside 
is always holding her papa’s hand.

PILOU
There are many good, decent men in 
the world.  Much of the time, they 
are right in front of your nose.

Adoration is in his eyes.  Jun tapes the last bit of bandage.

JUN
There, we are finished.  The 
bathroom is all yours.

In passing Pilou, Isabella plants a kiss on his cheek.

ISABELLA
Thank you for being so patient.

He almost levitates into the bathroom, then closes the door.

TRASK
(to Jun)

Do you think you can fly that thing 
to Greenland?

JUN
It is a long flight, but yes, I 
think I can do it.

TRASK
Then we will follow him there.

JUN
The journey will use all the fuel.  
We will not have enough to return.

PORTER
Oh that’s just peachy. 

ISABELLA
Iceland, Greenland. What kind of 
work does a man do that far away?  
What could he be hiding?

JUN
I think we’ll be the first to know.

Pilou emerges from the bathroom.

PILOU
Actually, our parents get that 
honor.  I suggest we all get ready.
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INT. HELICOPTER - DAY

Jun is at the flight controls, next to Trask.  They have 
SPECTACULAR VIEWS of the DENMARK STRAIT. Pilou, Isabella and 
Porter sit behind them. Pilou pulls out 5 small CD players 
with headphones and distributes them to his 4 comrades.

PILOU
The noise and pressure will get 
severe up here.  Put these on.

JUN
What is it?

PILOU
Some music I mixed back home.  I 
think you’ll like it.

They all don the headphones and listen agreeably.

INT. HELICOPTER - LATER

Porter and Isabella are snuggled together, asleep.  Trask 
looks at them, then shifts his attention to Pilou who is 
rummaging through his bag of techno-gadgets.  

TRASK
What else do you have in there?

PILOU
A few things.

He pulls out a gemstone necklace and fastens it on.

PILOU
This looks harmless enough, but 
it’s actually a gemologist’s tool:  
cuts through almost anything.

Next, he pulls out a belt with a steel buckle.  Flipping the 
buckle, it reveals a small flat chip and a button.

PILOU
A scrambler.  Interferes with radio 
and cell phone.

Trask examines Pilou’s watch on his left wrist.

TRASK
So what is this hiding?

Pilou tugs his right earlobe with a ruby stud earring.

PILOU
Just a watch.  But this is an 
infrared interface.  

Pilou squeezes it:  A RED BEAM OF LIGHT tracks to the 
helicopter controls.  
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PILOU
I can operate it like a remote 
mouse.  It seeks electricity.

Trask is impressed.

PILOU
None of us are ordinary, my 
American friend.  We are destined 
for great things.  The cherry does 
not fall far from the tree.

TRASK
The apple.

PILOU
Huh?

TRASK
The apple doesn’t fall far from the 
tree.  But hey, maybe in France 
they’re cherries.  It’s all good!

A SERIES OF DISSOLVES:

The Atlantic Ocean rushing by

The green hills and snow-capped mountains from afar

The quaint colored rooftops of coastline villages

Dogs barking at the helicopter in the fields below

A beautiful arctic fjord

FINAL SHOT

The GPS shows the RED BLIP in eastern Greenland.  A brown 
finger hits a button and a GREEN BLIP appears near it.  

TRASK (O.S.)
What’s that green one?

CAMERA PULLS BACK to reveal Pilou and Trask studying the GPS.

PILOU
That’s us.  I’ve configured it to 
include our relative position.

TRASK
So we’re close, about ten miles.

PILOU
Jun, fix on coordinates sixty nine 
twenty nine and fifty four sixty 
three.

Isabella and Porter wake up from all the chat.
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EXT. REMOTE HILL BEHIND VILLAGE - DUSK

The helicopter lands.  The 5 youths step onto the rustic 
knoll, gear in hand, and behold the presence of nature.

PILOU
We are in a place called Tasiilaq.  
It is late, even though it doesn’t 
look like it.  I suggest we find 
some lodging for the night and then 
decide what we are going to do.

Isabella rubs her temples, as do the others.

JUN
I smell fish.

ISABELLA
Me too.  In fact, I can almost 
taste it.

PORTER
I don’t smell a thing. Bit of a 
headache here though.

PILOU
You’ll adapt.  Just get your land 
legs back.

ISABELLA
It’s summer and it must be fifteen 
degrees.

They are walking down the hill now.

TRASK
What is fifteen degrees in 
Fahrenheit?

PORTER
Oh, you pitiful Americans.

EXT. TASIILAQ VILLAGE STREETS - DUSK

The 5 youths traverse the simple roads of this colorful town 
by the fjord.  There are sounds of BAR DRINKING, MUSIC and 
MERRIMENT from various doorways.  Curious looks from every 
window.  They stop at a quaint cafe.

TRASK
Looks decent.

INT. TASIILAQ CAFE - CONTINUOUS

They find a table as diners cast tired glances their way.  A 
stocky INUIT WAITRESS approaches.
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CAFE WAITRESS
(in Danish)

What can I get you?

All but Porter look puzzled, whose eyes read the specials.

PILOU
I must find the bathroom.

Pilou gets up from the table and crosses the room.  In 
passing the front window, he notices a HAIRY INUIT MAN 
looking in at him.  The man darts out of sight.

BACK AT THE TABLE

The waitress is serving coffee.

PORTER
(in Danish)

Could you tell us where we might 
find lodging nearby?

CAFE WAITRESS
(in Danish)

Right next door is an Inn.

Porter notes the direction of her pointed finger.

PORTER
Right next door.

TRASK
I hope there are five beds.  I’m 
not sharing.

The waitress brings plated salmon.  Pilou returns to the 
table. They eat.  Porter observes the stoic Jun and Pilou.

PORTER
(to Pilou)

You need a girlfriend.

Pilou gawks with his mouth full.

PORTER
(to Jun)

You need a boyfriend.

Jun shoots him a bitter look.

PORTER
What, you don’t like men?

JUN
Men are mostly useless.  They all 
thrive on power, or they’re simply 
lazy while the women do all the 
work.  A father does not merit any 
special honors either.  A zebra 
cannot change its stripes.
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TRASK
Men are not zebras, babe.  Or even 
animals for that matter.  And your 
misandry doesn’t bode well for your 
medical career.

JUN
I don’t have to treat men.

The guys exchange looks.

PORTER
No, I suppose you’re right.  You 
could specialize in pap smears.

JUN
Even if I did admire a man, a rare 
thing I assure you, he couldn’t be 
(glances at Pilou)... a zebra.

PILOU
Now look who’s a racist!

JUN
I’m not a racist.  I just have my 
preferences.  

PILOU
I suggest you treat yourself before 
you take your Hippocratic Oath.

JUN
Can we redirect our animosities 
here?  I am not the enemy.

PORTER
You’re hardly friend material 
either.

They eat in awkward silence, and then:

JUN
If Frederik is truly an Aryan 
extremist, and his objective is 
some sort of evolutionary 
experiment or genocide, how do you 
explain his affection for Josephine 
Duarte?

ISABELLA
You know about that too?

Jun stares a silent confirmation.

PILOU
I suppose even he has a weakness.  
Love is blind.

ISABELLA
That is not love, Pilou.  
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Trask waxes serious.

TRASK
Genocide... that’s quite a theory.

JUN
Just look at history.  It wouldn’t 
be the first time.

All five look lost in thought.

INT. QIVITTUT HOSTEL - LATER

All but Porter recline in the lobby of a quaint inn.  A fire 
roars nearby.  Porter returns, keys in hand.

PORTER
Two rooms. Separate beds.

Trask examines a key.  The tag reads “Qivittut Hostel.”

TRASK
Qivittut, I’ve heard that before.  
It’s an Indian word:  zombie 
creatures who possess any person 
who looks at them.

ISABELLA
What a charming name for a hotel.

INT. GUYS’ HOSTEL ROOM - LATER

The guys settle in their modest room.  A table made from an 
old wagon wheel sits near the patio door.  Trask drops onto 
his bed and watches Porter organize his things.

 

TRASK
So how long have you known her?

PORTER
Isabella?  About four years.  We 
attended Cambridge together.

PILOU
She chased him the entire time.

TRASK
You already had a girlfriend?

PORTER
No, I was focussed on my studies at 
the time.  Double Major:  Dramatic 
Arts and Linguistics.

TRASK
You kept a classy girl like that 
out of focus?  Are  you gay or 
something?
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Porter hesitates awkwardly.

PORTER
I haven’t quite decided.

He fluffs his bed, annoyed.  Trask and Pilou exchange amused 
smiles. 

PILOU
That’s not so unusual for a 
thespian to--

PORTER
You know nothing!  I am the only 
one now!  The only son left.  Just 
me.  Silly old, language loving, 
king of drama Porter.

Trask and Pilou sense a wound there.

PILOU
But your brother--

PORTER
Oliver is dead.  He’s gone.  Dad’s 
favorite, the noble soldier in Her 
Majesty’s Royal Corps, killed in 
battle.

PILOU
Porter I am sorry.  I did not know.

PORTER
So it’s me, the “other” son, second 
best, coming to the rescue.  How 
ironic is that?

He tries to squelch the sobs, but they come.

PORTER
I feel it, the need to make them 
proud.  All I can assure you is 
that I will disappoint.  I will 
try, but I will not be the man my 
father so wants me to be.

He swallows hard, summoning self-composure.

TRASK
From what I’ve seen in just a few 
days, I’d say you’ve got nothing to 
prove.  You’re as noble as anyone 
I’ve ever known.  Almost noble 
enough to be a Mdewakanton.

Porter looks up, a small smirk showing.

Then, a KNOCK.  The door opens:  it’s an uneasy Isabella.

PILOU
Isabella, what is it?
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ISABELLA
I don’t know, I just don’t feel 
like sleeping.  I want to find my 
dad.  We’ve come this far, we’re so 
close.

She comes in and sits on Porter’s bed.

PILOU
We are all restless, chere.

ISABELLA
Then how can you all just sit here, 
knowing our parents are only 
minutes away, waiting for us?

Jun enters.

JUN
Rosencrans likely waits for us too.

ISABELLA
So what?  I’m not afraid of him.

TRASK
We can’t underestimate him.

JUN
I agree.

ISABELLA
What?  It’s likely your mother who 
pushed him over the edge!  We 
wouldn’t even be here if--

JUN
That’s not true!

PORTER
Ladies!

ISABELLA
(heading for the door)

I don’t need to put up with this.  
I’ll do this myself if I have to.

Porter intercepts her at the door.

PORTER
Where do you think you’re going?

ISABELLA
Get out of my way, Porter.

PORTER
No, Isabella.  You can’t do this 
alone.

ISABELLA
Porter!
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TRASK
He’s right.  We are not enough as 
individuals. The history of my 
mother’s people is a testament that 
there is strength in numbers, but 
only if all are united in mind and 
spirit.

He spins the boomerang in the air.

TRASK
If we combine our skills as a 
unique combat team, we are a potent 
five-man army.  Haven’t you noticed 
how our strengths play off each 
other?  

He pushes the wagon wheel table in their midst.

TRASK
Like points on the wheel, we form 
an unbreakable circle.  We’re a 
force of nature.  Please, for the 
sake of our mothers and fathers...

Her resolve softens.  But is it Trask’s solid reasoning, or 
the aggressive attentions from two handsome men?

ISABELLA
Well... I suppose we should get 
some rest.

PORTER
We’ll set out first thing tomorrow, 
darling.  I promise.

She is now a schoolgirl responding to a boy’s charms.

ISABELLA
All right then.  I’m sorry.

JUN
It’s okay.

The girls leave.  The guys settle into the drama-free room.

A MAN’S MOUTH WITH A CELL PHONE AT HIS LIPS

We recognize the voice.  It is Agent Bullman’s.

BULLMAN
We have located the target, sir.  
We are proceeding to close in.

INTERCUT PHONE DIALOGUE WITH

THE MOUTH OF CHIEF ISAACS

Hands-free mouthpiece at his lips.
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ISAACS
Good.  The parameters have changed.  
Your new objective is to eliminate 
Agent Dupont.  Understood?

BULLMAN
But, what if I can safely sec--?

ISAACS
He is to be eliminated.

BULLMAN
Yes, chief.  Copy that.

Over these last words ZOOM OUT from the mouth, revealing:

Bullman’s face...

In the pilot’s seat...

Of a cockpit...

In a sleek black jet...

Airborne, and zooming through the dark night sky.

INT. THE GUYS’ HOSTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Trask and Porter sleep.  Pilou sits on his bed and before 
him, in the dark is 

A HOLOGRAM:  a 3-D IMAGE OF A BAT floats in the air, 
projected from his laptop.

Trask fidgets, his eye cracks open.  He is startled upright.

TRASK
What the hell is that?

PILOU
It is a bat.

TRASK
I can see that, Isaac Newton.  

Porter is roused from his sleep and is equally startled.

PORTER
Holy Guacamole!

Pilou hits a key, the image changes to a SNAKE.

PILOU
I found a registered patent of 
Rosencrans, apparently part of his 
hard work here in Greenland.  He 
has an affinity for animals.

He hits another key:  a DOG hovers in their midst.
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TRASK
What do you think this means?

PILOU
I am not sure.  But our man 
Frederik is not just a champion of 
the human species.

THE IMAGE OF THE DOG

DISSOLVES TO:

A SMALL HANDCRAFTED ANIMAL

Held in the wrinkled hand of an Inuit woman.

INUIT WOMAN (O.S.)
Tupilak... tupilak.

EXT. A QUAINT TASIILAQ STREET- MORNING  

A tourist venue.  Isabella examines handmade items, all 
resembling some sort of animal.  She turns to Porter.

ISABELLA
What is she saying?

PORTER
(to woman, in Danish)

What are these supposed to be?

INUIT WOMAN
(in Danish)

These are Tupilak.  They can cast 
misfortune on your enemies.

PORTER
Some sort of voodoo thing. 

ISABELLA
They’re very beautiful.

Trask, Jun and Pilou break up the impending sale.

PILOU
Isabella, now is not the time for 
shopping.  We really must go.

ISABELLA
We were waiting for YOU.

The old woman tugs on Porter’s arm.

INUIT WOMAN
(in Danish)

You will need the Tupilak.  The 
white man on the hill, beware of 
him.  He practices a foreign magic.
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They all look to Porter for translation.

PORTER
(in Danish)

What man?  What magic?

INUIT WOMAN
(in Danish)

The one with the many creatures.

THE UNPAVED STREETS OF TASIILAQ

Stretch to the outlying regions of town, down to the piers, 
the boats, the hills.

EXT. THE OUTSKIRTS OF TASIILAQ - DAY

The five youths stand atop a gently descending road which 
connects to a marina.  A myriad of boats are tethered and 
manned by natives busy at their recreation and work.

The youths all sport utility packs and knapsacks.  Pilou 
reaches into Isabella’s and pulls out the GPS.  The screen 
displays a layout of the region, but NO BLIP.

PILOU
The signal is gone.  Somehow the 
chip is destroyed.  

They all squint in the daylight, bewildered.

PORTER
What do we do now?

PILOU
I have in memory the last signal.

He hits a button.  The UNBLINKING BLIP appears in the upper 
left corner of the screen.  Pilou points to the hill crest 
above the marina.

PILOU
There.

ISABELLA
The man on the hill.

Trask looks at the hill.

POV TRASK:  A DIM GLOW emanates from the rocky hillside home.  
He shakes his head and blinks, then looks up again.

TRASK
Does anyone see that?

PORTER
See what?
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TRASK
That aura.

They look at the hill, then at him.

PORTER
What aura?

ISABELLA
I don’t see anything.

TRASK
Must be that migraine I’ve had.

Jun pulls binoculars from her pack, looks up at the hill.  A 
large house built into the hillside sits alone.  She sweeps 
her binoculars down towards the marina, panning over the 
fishermen in their boats.  She stops at a boat crew:  
Rosencrans and the Hairy Inuit.

JUN
Look at this.

She hands the binoculars to Pilou.  He peers through and sees 
them, standing in their dinghy a half mile off shore.

PILOU
I don’t believe it.  That’s him.

Isabella takes a look.  What she sees is queer:  

Rosencrans bends over the boat, petting a DOLPHIN.  He stands 
up, the Inuit prepares behind him... and then Rosencrans 
collapses into his arms.  The Inuit lays him supine. 

ISABELLA
What on earth is he doing?  I think 
he just fainted.

TWO DOLPHINS begin breaching in unison around the boat.

ISABELLA
And something is going on with the 
dolphins.

TRASK
I can see them.

ISABELLA
Does he have a medical condition?

PILOU
None that I know of.

The dolphins breach as they squeak high pitch sonar.  Jun and 
Pilou both wince with pain, putting their hands over their 
ears.

JUN
Ahhh!
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ISABELLA
What’s wrong?

JUN
That sound!  Can’t you hear it?

Trask and Isabella gawk at her with concern.

PILOU
I think it’s the dry air.

JUN
I heard those dolphins!  So did 
you!

PORTER
As did I.

TRASK
Something weird going on here.

THROUGH THE BINOCULARS:

Isabella sees Rosencrans rise with assistance, simultaneous 
to the dolphins’ abrupt halt to their play.

Pilou reaches into his pack and brandishes two wireless radio 
headsets.  He hands one to Trask.

PILOU
I think we need to split up.  Jun 
and I will go up the hill, see what 
kind of security there is.  The 
rest of you keep an eye on 
Frederik.  We will stay in touch.  
To talk, just push on the earpiece.

Pilou and Trask fix the radios on their ears.

ISABELLA
Be careful, Pilou.

PILOU
(touching his knapsack)

Don’t worry.  I have my toys.

Jun and Pilou set off towards the hill.  The remaining trio 
creep down the road towards the marina.

EXT. HILLSIDE HOUSE - LATER

Pilou and Jun are at a door around the corner from the main 
entrance.  The metal frame features an electric lock box with  
keypad.  Pilou removes his necklace.  Grasping the gemstone 
pendant, he applies it to the metal lock box and carves a 
square line. With his knuckle, he knocks the square out.  He 
extracts from his bag a malleable magnetic plate with tiny 
sensors on the underside. 
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He fixes it over the exposed circuitry, then gently presses 
the button on the front:  a DIGITAL COUNTER rapidly scrolls 
numbers until the door CLICKS.  Pilou peels off the magnetic 
decoder, and together they enter the building.

INT. HILLSIDE COMPOUND/DARK CORRIDOR- CONTINUOUS

They get their bearings.  Pilou touches his earpiece.

PILOU
Trask, we’re in.

INTERCUT RADIO DIALOGUE

With Trask who is slowly walking a grassy stretch of road.

TRASK
We’ve followed him to a path.  
Looks like it connects to the 
backside of the hill.

A light snow begins to fall.

PILOU
Okay we’ll rendezvous inside.

TRASK
Be glad to.  Looks like we’re in 
for some snow.

END ON TRASK

EXT. TASIILAQ COUNTRYSIDE - CONTINUOUS

He leads his group up the grassy path, in plain view now, 
about 70 yards behind Rosencrans.  Porter and Isabella act 
nonchalant:  smelling the flowers, looking into the air with 
binoculars.

Hairy Inuit turns and notices the three, just before he 
rounds the bend of the hill.  Porter and Isabella raise their 
performance a nervous notch.  Porter plucks a wild flower and 
gives it to Trask, who is nearest.  Trask awkwardly accepts. 
Isabella observes the flowers at her feet with binoculars.

The Inuit stares at them briefly, then disappears around the 
hill.  Trask throws the flower to the ground.

TRASK
For crying out loud!

PORTER
Sorry.  Too many nights at The 
Improv.

AROUND THE BEND OF THE HILL
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They see a huge metal sliding door, partly open, in the back 
of the hill.  It’s dark inside, but the faint outline of the 
helicopter can be seen.

ISABELLA
Are we going in?

TRASK
Yes.

INT. HILLSIDE COMPOUND - DAY

Jun and Pilou creep down a long, dark hall: “Corridor A”.    
A room off the corridor ahead provides a flickering light.  

THE SALON

A hearty fire illuminates the shelves of books, fur skins, 
and animal busts in this comfortable room. 

THE SOUND OF VOICES AND FOOTSTEPS down the corridor startles 
the duo. They leap into the salon, awkwardly pressed together 
face to face behind the door. A flicker of attraction sparks, 
then fades, just as THE VOICES FADE.  Jun SLAPS Pilou hard on 
the face. His mouth opens in silent protest.

JUN
Not so close!

They regain 

CORRIDOR A

and pursue the voices, down to a T-stop:  another long 
hallway.  This is the “Main Hallway”.  THE VOICES are fading 
from the left.  Jun begins to follow.  Pilou stops her.

PILOU
(touches earpiece)

  Trask, where are you?

EXT. BEHIND THE HILLSIDE - DAY

Trask, Porter, and Isabella creep toward the metal door.

TRASK
(engaging radio)

We found a way in through the back.  
With any luck, we--

The metal door begins to slide shut.  The trio sprints to get 
in.  They barely make it.  The door closes with a solid K-
CHUNK!  They stand in a cavernous space lit by faint lights.

TRASK
Pilou, I believe we’re in.
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PILOU
We’ll try to find you.

INT. HILLSIDE COMPOUND/MAIN HALLWAY - CONTINUOUS

Rosencrans and Hairy Inuit stride to a door with a security 
keypad.  Rosencrans enters a code.  The door opens to a: 

MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

The stark room’s shelves are loaded with medicines.  On the 
floor, propped against the walls are the bound figures of 
Peter, Dominique, Simon, Rodrigo and Sincha.  Rodrigo and 
Peter are conscious, the other three look comatose.

ROSENCRANS
Hello, gentlemen.  I trust you’ve 
had a quiet morning.

RODRIGO
Frederik,  you can’t just leave 
them like this.  They need medical 
attention.

ROSENCRANS
That is most unfortunate.  If Simon 
had only been more cooperative.

He checks Simon’s pulse. 

ROSENCRANS
I’m not asking for much.  We could 
avoid these tragic accidents.

He lifts Dominique’s eyelids.  

ROSENCRANS
But it is the price to pay for 
furthering science:  there will be 
casualties.  

RODRIGO
You are not advancing science here, 
you are destroying lives.  That’s 
not a price worth paying.

ROSENCRANS
I can’t think of a war where 
victory came without sacrifice.  It 
is a principle of nature.

PETER
You don’t need to count such costs.  
You’re not in a war!

ROSENCRANS
Ah but resistance is the prelude to 
war.  And I’ve had far too much 
resistance within the system.  
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Don’t you see, gentlemen, I had to 
be the pioneer I was called to be?  
God puts vanguards in place so the 
multitudes may follow, and be 
blessed.  I am simply being 
obedient to my calling.

RODRIGO
I assure you, Frederik:  God is 
calling you to stop.

ROSENCRANS
Nonsense, and now it’s time for you 
both to join me in the laboratory 
and assist me in this fine 
research.  I’m sure you will find 
it intriguing, at the very least.

PETER
(gesturing towards Simon)

If that’s how we’re going to wind 
up, I’m not so interested.

Hairy Inuit lifts them up from the ground and steers them 
towards the door.

IN THE HANGAR

Trask, Porter and Isabella have made it across the cavernous 
expanse to a door.  Trask reaches to turn the handle when 
suddenly it opens from the other side, revealing a startled 
Pilou and Jun.  All five sleuths skip a heartbeat.

PORTER
Good God, could you please use 
those radio contraptions of yours?

PILOU
This place is a genuine labyrinth.  
It won’t be easy.  At the very 
least we need to find a bathroom.

PORTER
Pilou, Pilou, Pilou...

They continue back into the dark hall, all senses on alert.

MAIN HALLWAY

Rosencrans and the assistant maneuver the bound Peter and 
Rodrigo down the hallway.  Suddenly the sound of FAST 
APPROACHING FOOTSTEPS:  TWO INUIT MEN approach the group.

INUIT A
(in Danish)

Sir, there is a sick animal.  I 
think you should have a look.
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Irritated, Rosencrans steers his captives to the nearest 
door, a closet, and pushes them inside.  Closing the door, he 
follows the messengers to a set of stairs, where they descend 
out of sight.

FURTHER DOWN THE MAIN HALLWAY

Trask, Porter, Isabella and Jun stand outside a door.  Pilou 
emerges, zipping up his crotch and sighing with relief.

PILOU
Much better.

They tread down the curving hallway, past Corridor A, 
eventually reaching another tangent hall:  this is “Corridor 
B”.  Choosing this route, they continue until they reach a 
large steel set of double-doors.  With a collective resolve, 
Isabella and Trask turn the handles, and behold

THE MAIN LABORATORY

An expanse of computers on the left wall.  In the center of 
the big room is a sunken dolphin tank, home to a swimming 
DOLPHIN.  Beyond the tank, an examination table and three 
chairs with electronic headgear hooked up to the computers.

PILOU
Bingo.

TRASK
No, better than bingo.  This is 
Jackpot.

ISABELLA
Eureka.

PORTER
The lottery.

JUN
His Holy Temple.

They enter, amazed by their discovery.  Pilou scurries over 
to the computers.  Jun heads to the examination table, while 
the rest look upon the friendly dolphin.

The computer system features a row of shiny cubes atop a 
shelf.  Below the shelf: an odd cube-shaped “disk drive”.  
Pilou reaches for a cube, and places it in the drive.

A LARGE IMAGE of a DIGITALLY-CREATED DOLPHIN appears on a big 
screen over the computer.  Pilou types;  a smaller monitor in 
front of him illuminates with text.

Porter looks fondly at the dolphin in the tank.

PORTER
Poor guy.
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PILOU
This is very interesting.  He’s 
observed that they normally 
communicate through high frequency 
chirps and sonar, but at times they 
seem to understand each other 
perfectly well without any 
detectable sounds at all.

The glowing dolphin image moves, lifelike.  

PILOU
And during those moments it is 
found that almost one hundred 
percent of the blood flow in the 
animal is between the lungs and the 
brain.

ISABELLA
So what does that mean?

JUN
More brain synapse activity.

PILOU
So much so, they employ a frequency 
which can only be described as 
telepathy.

They all stare at the digital image, stunned.  Pilou 
continues to read in silence, and then:

PILOU
This is the work we’ve been looking 
for, the technology he had been 
working on with my father.

ISABELLA
Fill us in.

PILOU
Waves merge.  Therefore when 
frequencies collide, such as an 
alpha wave meets a gamma wave, they 
assimilate features from each other 
to form a new hybrid frequency.

His hands slap together.  

PILOU
Frederik’s technology steals the 
brainwave activity of an organism 
and records it somehow, making a 
viable copy which can be imposed 
upon the regulatory nervous system 
of another.  I would never think it 
possible for the recipient organism 
to survive such an assault.  Once 
again, dissimilar waves would 
clash.

He rubs his head. 
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PILOU
It’s like asking a microwave oven 
to take x-rays:  it’s simply 
contrary to its design.  But if he 
found a way to package those 
borrowed brain waves, encode them 
somehow, the foreign thought 
patterns could coexist as the 
dominant code, along with the 
innate ones of the host.

JUN
It would be only temporary.  The 
host brain waves would purge the 
alien frequency.

PILOU
But if he found a way for the 
copied frequencies to retain their 
integrity.

PORTER
My father.

Four pairs of eyes stare at the British youth.

PORTER
He’s a biochemist.  He was working 
with Frederik several years ago.
He must have come up with a 
formula.

JUN
Something that would relax the DNA 
of the host, allow the intrusion to 
take root.

TRASK
I don’t like it.  My people call 
this dark magic, tampering with the 
sacred spirit.

Porter begins to search the room.  Pilou clicks on a BAR 
GRAPH ICON:  both screens feature FOUR GRAPHS of data.  Jun 
gets closer to study the figures.

JUN
Measurements of brain activity.  
Nothing too unusual.  

She thumbs through some papers on the console.  Each document 
has a photo of a young, Caucasian woman.

JUN
These are all young women, 
educated.  Files documenting their 
academic achievements, their IQ... 
all brilliant, white women.

Trask looks over her shoulder.  Porter goes to the “cube 
drive” and touches the exposed face of the cube.
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PORTER
Do you suppose Frederik has 
encapsulated a dolphin’s mind in 
here?

They all stare at him, marvelling at the implications.

ISABELLA
That’s all science fiction, Porter.

JUN
That is his life’s work.  Perhaps 
he has perfected the technology.

PORTER
So if I were to download the 
contents of this thing, I could 
possibly understand dolphin 
language?

ISABELLA
I seriously doubt it is safe, 
Porter.  I wouldn’t dream of--

JUN
If these women are the recipient 
hosts, their readings are normal.  
If anything, the danger is in the 
extraction process.  

Pilou removes the cube from the drive, reaches for another 
and slides it in.  One screen jumps to life with a new 
digital image:  A GOOSE.

PILOU
(reading)

Migratory birds have unique 
navigational skills.  They can see 
and read magnetic fields which 
would guide them across the great 
expanses of flight. 

TRASK
They have a tiny crystal in their 
brains, their little magnetic 
rudder.

ISABELLA
So Rosencrans is borrowing 
attributes from animals, trying to 
build a better beast of himself.

JUN
I believe it.

Porter turns from across the room, a small box of vials in 
hand.

PORTER
I think I found it.

Pilou scurries over to Porter, excited.
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PILOU
Oooh, this is important!

Jun eyes Pilou carefully.

PILOU
This is what we’ve needed.  What 
I’ve been looking for!

Now all eyes are on him with skepticism.

ISABELLA
What you’ve been looking for?

Pilou is awkward now, guilty of something.

PILOU
Well yes, you know, the missing 
part of the equation.

TRASK
Is there something you’d like to 
tell us?

Pilou strolls back to the computers as he thinks.

PILOU
I’ve known about Frederik’s work 
for some time.  That much you 
already know.

He searches for the right words.

PILOU
I met him once.

FLASHBACK:

INT.  SCIENCE AUDITORIUM - DAY

A class of Cambridge students listens to Rosencrans speak 
from a lectern.  A large visual displaying magnetic fields of 
the earth loom above and behind him.

PILOU (V.O.)
He was speaking of the immediate 
dangers of global warming and the 
damage inflicted on the earth since 
the Industrial age began.

Rosenrans points with a red laser light to the North pole.  A 
bespectacled Pilou sits enraptured in the 5th row.

PILOU (V.O.)
He discussed the necessity of 
Mankind to unite in an effort to 
reduce, maybe even reverse the 
damage.  He was a good speaker.  
Very motivational.  
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I could read between the lines, 
what he was really saying.

ROSENCRANS
It’s when Man acts contrary to 
Nature, to any living being’s 
function, which is to ensure the 
survival of his species;  that is 
when we know that we are on the 
brink of a new adaptive force in 
our evolution.  Leaders will step 
forth, and show the way off the 
path of destruction.  And if no one 
chooses to follow, be assured that 
only the leaders and those who 
listen will survive what is to 
come.  For Nature has a way of 
correcting the problem.  And she 
can hide and operate within the 
design of Man himself:  in his 
tremendous intellect.

END FLASHBACK

PILOU
He was talking to me.  He was 
saying to rise up and be counted.  
Don’t let others define you.  
Evolve.  Transform.  Take charge of 
your destiny.

JUN
I think you read him wrong.

PILOU
Not at all.  He spoke of Mankind 
evolving, not White man or Black 
Man.  He caught my attention.  This 
evolution he spoke of would 
equalize or even erase the power 
distribution between the races.

PORTER
That would only be if people of 
color got this power.

They all stare at him.

ISABELLA
So this isn’t about your father at 
all.

PILOU
Well yes, of course it is.

JUN
It sounds like you’ve got your own 
private agenda.
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PILOU
Do NOT judge me!  None of you know 
what it’s like being a black man, 
an homme noir.  But no, not just a 
black man:  a son of a brilliant 
thinker, a so-called genius.  You 
want to know what it’s like to be 
invisible?  Be me for a day!  Live 
in this dark skin and lurk in the 
shadows cast by others.  Then tell 
me what I should or should not do 
to be heard, to be counted... to be 
noticed.

His eyes are longingly on Isabella as he finishes.  They all 
fall silent, then Trask gently speaks.

TRASK
Many of us are familiar with 
prejudice, my friend.

PILOU
None of you know!  And I do love my 
father!  There are not many people 
in my life who make me feel 
special.  But from time to time, my 
Papa comes through.

JUN
(sneering)

Unbelievable.

ISABELLA
You should know how much I adore 
you.

Pilou calms himself under her loving gaze.

PILOU
There is something more I need to 
tell you.  I uhh... tried to give 
us an edge in all this.  So I 
uhh... I gave you all a gift.

Dumbfounded stares.

TRASK
You what?

PILOU
I selected the best animal 
frequencies.

Isabella points to the goose image.

ISABELLA
We have that in our heads?

PILOU
Well one of you does.  At least for 
awhile.  The effects wear off.
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TRASK
It’s a desecration.

JUN
The headaches.  The sonar.

TRASK
The aura.

ISABELLA
The smells!  How could you?!

PILOU
Calm down.  I studied his patents.  
They’re safe.  Remember, my father 
designed the prototypes of the 
hardware.

He points to the goose.

PILOU
Trask, that is you.

Trask points to his head.

TRASK
In there?

Pilou nods, clicking at the computer.  A snake replaces the 
goose.

PILOU
Isabella.

Her mouth drops open.  He clicks.  A dog is on screen.

PILOU
Jun.

She walks up to Pilou and SLAPS his face.

JUN
A dog?!

He rubs his jaw.  He clicks:  a dolphin.

PILOU
Porter.   Of course.

PORTER
Yeah!

JUN
And you?

Pilou clicks at the keyboard:  a flying bat.

ISABELLA
Good lord!
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JUN
Why bother if it’s only temporary?

Pilou fondles the vials of formula.

PILOU
Because this can make it real.

Porter leans over the dolphin in the tank.

PORTER
I’m game.  Let me be the first.

ISABELLA
Porter, don’t be ridiculous!

PORTER
Why not?  Jun said it’s safe.  Just 
imagine:  I’d be the first linguist 
to converse in the language of a 
beast.  Imagine the theatre I could 
do!

ISABELLA
Porter, no!

PORTER
I trust my father.  Those vials 
have his emblem on the bottom.  
They’re his handiwork.

Porter approaches Jun.

PORTER
Give me a needle and syringe.

She gives him her stoic stare, then reaches in her knapsack.  
Grabbing a vial, she loads up a syringe, yanks Porter’s arm, 
and injects.

TRASK
Anything?

PORTER
I hear water and... breathing.  I 
can hear all of you breathing.  (to 
Trask)  Indigestion?

Trask looks amazed.

ISABELLA
Can you read our thoughts?

PORTER
I don’t think so.

TRASK
Try.

Porter looks at each comrade intently, then shrugs his 
shoulders.
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PORTER
Nothing.

Trask walks over to the vials and takes one.

Porter suddenly slumps to the floor, unconscious.  They each 
flinch in sequence, and then Trask speaks in a British 
accent:

TRASK
Amazing!  I feel so connected!

Jun rushes to Porter, pulling him upright.

JUN
Porter, can you hear me?

He awakens, briefly disoriented. 

PORTER
Yes I hear you.  Could you hear me?

JUN
Yes, they were like thoughts 
without language or words. 

PORTER
I somehow felt most connected to 
Trask.  His excitement was like a 
magnet.

ISABELLA
You passed out.

JUN
It’s the change in blood flow.

She points to the swimming dolphin.  Trask hands Jun a vial.

JUN
I thought this was a desecration.

TRASK
My people revere the great birds. 
Do me.

She injects.

POV TRASK:  The computer, the equipment, and all humans exude 
an AURA of VARYING INTENSITIES.

TRASK
Wow, what a trip!

PILOU
What treep?

TRASK
I can see energy fields, 
electromagnetic auras.
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ISABELLA
And how do you feel?

TRASK
Fine!

A SERIES OF SHOTS:

Isabella, Pilou and Jun taking the injections.

ISABELLA
Let’s go hunting.

They exit the lab, and re-enter Corridor B.

TRASK
Pilou and I are still on radio.  
Let’s split up for now.  I’ll 
continue this way.

He gestures to the unexplored left. The others backtrack 
Corridor B, reaching the Main Hallway.  Jun sniffs the air.

JUN
I smell liquor.  Coming from there.

She points to a door.  They open it to find a

RECREATION ROOM

Potato chips, fish jerky, and vodka bottles are everywhere.  
Jun meanders to the far side of the room, out of sight.

PILOU
There are too many rooms here.  We 
must split up again.  Let us 
reconvene here in fifteen minutes.

ISABELLA
Pilou, it isn’t safe.

PILOU
Two of us are on radio. Porter is 
telepathic.  We’ll be in touch. 
(pats knapsack).  I’ll be fine.

ISABELLA
Very well then, fifteen minutes.

Pilou exits the Recreation Room, turns down the Main Hallway, 
and passes the MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM.  Continuing on in stealth 
mode, he reaches “Corridor C”.  

POV PILOU:  HALLWAY C is dark and ominous, yet gentle SONAR 
WAVES go before him as waves of soft light, emanating from 
his body.  Each wave reveals the landscape before him in 
clear outline... and standing before him is BURLY INUIT.

PILOU
Uh oh.
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He reaches for his radio, but he is not fast enough.  The man 
is upon him, and with a THUD, the lights go out on the 
Frenchman.  His radio falls to the floor.  He is dragged to 
the Medical Supply Room, and dumped inside.

AT THE TOP OF THE STAIRWELL

Rosencrans and his 3 assistants emerge.  They head to 
Corridor B and the 

MAIN LABORATORY

Rosencrans surveys the room.  The computer system is ON and 
the CUBES are dispersed.  He sniffs the air.  The Burly Inuit 
walks in with gravity.

BURLY INUIT
(in Danish)

Sir, I have found an intruder.

ROSENCRANS
(in Danish)

Thank you.

Rosencrans ascends to the back of the room, and lays himself 
on the table.  He closes his eyes and breathes deeply.

IN THE RECREATION ROOM

The trio are still looking for clues.

PORTER
(to Isabella)

See if you can smell anything, 
darling.

ISABELLA
I can smell what you smell:  beer, 
fish, cigarettes.

PORTER
Snakes smell with their tongues.

ISABELLA
Oh.

She turns her back in embarrassment and sticks her tongue 
out, rapid-fire like a snake.  She makes a sour face. 

ISABELLA
Oh Lord they don’t bathe!  

PORTER
Really?  You can smell them?

ISABELLA
Intensely.

Jun returns from the back of the room.
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JUN
Where’s Pilou?

ISABELLA
He’s meeting us here in fifteen 
minutes.

JUN
He left?  On his own?  And you two 
let him?   Stay here.

Porter and Isabella trade wry smiles as she rushes outside.

PORTER
Today is just full of surprises!

IN THE MAIN HALLWAY

Jun sleuths some distance.  As she passes the Medical Supply 
Room, her sensitive ears hear a SLIGHT MOVEMENT and MOAN from 
inside.  She approaches the door, hand touching the knob... 
then suddenly stops RIGID and ERECT, her face goes BLANK.  
Turning robot-like, her expression is malicious as she 
strides back and regains the door to the

RECREATION ROOM

Porter and Isabella look at her nonchalantly.  She quickly 
walks over to Porter and KNOCKS him to the ground.  Porter’s 
mouth is bloody, and he looks at her dumbstruck.

PORTER
What’s wrong with you?

She grabs him by the hair, and begins to throttle him.  
Porter is taking a beating when suddenly Jun is knocked to 
the ground.  Towering over her is a very pissed off Isabella.

Jun rolls to her feet.  The two warrior princesses are 
fearlessly squared off once again.  THEY FIGHT, trading blows 
and evasive maneuvers.  Jun brandishes a WHIP from her bag, 
and soon has Isabella on the floor and by the ankle with it.  
Isabella gives it a firm TUG and Jun is thrown to the ground 
as well.

IN THE LABORATORY

Rosencrans breathes deeply, comatose.

IN THE RECREATION ROOM

The fight continues.  Isabella’s vertebrae stretch strangely 
as she wraps around Jun, serpentine.  Jun gasps for air.

IN THE LABORATORY

Rosencrans snaps out of his trance, gasping.
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IN THE RECREATION ROOM

Jun snaps out of her trance, gasping as Isabella crushes her. 

JUN
Isabella, stop!

Isabella searches Jun’s terrified face.  She offers her hand, 
helping Jun to her feet.

ISABELLA
WHAT happened to you?

JUN
I’m not sure.  I feel like I had a 
very violent dream.  You were in 
it.  I was supposed to capture you.

PORTER
But you were awake.

JUN
It must be the download.  It messed 
with my head somehow.

PORTER
Wait a minute.  The dolphin 
telepathy... I’m sure Frederik has 
borrowed that ability, as I have.  
Perhaps he took direct control of 
your mind.

JUN
A telepathic attack?

ISABELLA
Serious?

JUN
What else could it be?  The ability 
must be stronger in a human.

ISABELLA
The problem was, it felt like it 
could’ve been you too.

PORTER
Yeah.

Jun shoots him a steely look.

PORTER
Okay look, never mind.  If it is 
true, if it was a mind control 
thing, then he knows we’re here.

ISABELLA
Great.  We’re basically at his 
mercy if he can manipulate us at 
will.
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Jun has an epiphany.

JUN
Not entirely.  There is a way to 
resist his attacks, I think.

She grabs a bottle of VODKA from the mess.

JUN
Alcohol.  It anesthetizes the 
frontal lobe of the brain.  If 
someone were under the influence, 
they could be immune to his 
attacks.

ISABELLA
So we all need to get drunk?

JUN
Yes, but not me.  Liquor and I are 
not friends.

PORTER
I should stay sober.  I may be the 
only one able to meet his mind 
directly, intercept his assault.

ISABELLA
What is the point if just one 
person is going to do this?

JUN
When he tries to engage your 
thoughts, he’ll likely come up 
against simple static.  He may be 
confused just long enough for us to 
disable him, if we’re quick. 

PORTER
And lucky.

ISABELLA
Okay.

She takes the vodka and knocks down a few swigs.  As she 
polishes off the bottle, TRASK enters.

TRASK
You’re having a little party?

ISABELLA
A one woman party.

PORTER
We’ll explain later.

JUN
Did you find anything?
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TRASK
No, but I sense something beneath 
us, like a strong energy.  Could be 
radiation.

JUN
Greenland’s subsoils are the oldest 
in the world.  It is possible what 
you’re sensing is entirely natural.

PORTER
Can you reach Pilou?

TRASK
(engaging radio)

Pilou, are you there?

IN CORRIDOR C

Pilou’s fallen radio broadcasts the tiny voice of Trask.

BACK TO SCENE

TRASK
He’s not answering.

ISABELLA
Okay this is getting scary.  What 
if he turns that extraction machine 
on our parents?  What if what he 
wants is what they have, their 
abilities?

Scared looks all around.

PORTER
Good Lord I hope you’re wrong.

TRASK
If he can tap what my father knows, 
he could bring down any weapons or 
communications system in the world 
and use it for himself.

JUN
Then let us bring him down first.

IN CORRIDOR B

The young foursome are a search party again.  From the end of 
the corridor to the adjoining Main Hallway they prowl.  Jun 
and Isabella see a FLUID pooling from under a doorway into 
the hall. 

ISABELLA
Oh God, Pilou!
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Isabella rushes to the door and opens it.  To her horror 
she’s greeted by 

TWO SNARLING ROTTWEILERS

She is locked in fear as the dogs are ready to lunge.  JUN 
jumps in their path, SNARLING and GROWLING with such ferocity 
that the dogs retreat, whimpering.  She slams the door shut.

JUN
I know, I know.  I’m a bitch.

Hearts racing, they slink along the Main Hallway, reaching 
Corridor C.  Jun sniffs the air.

JUN
He was here recently, and not 
alone.  There’s that body odor you 
were talking about.

Isabella tastes the air and winces.  Trask peers into the dim 
hallway and sees with BIRD VISION the fallen wireless radio.

TRASK
There!  His radio!

Suddenly, VOICES and FOOTSTEPS from down the hall:  THREE 
INUITS in the distant darkness.  Trask grabs the radio, and 
the four youths slink back down to the main hallway, 
anxiously looking for a hiding place.  Jun opens a door:  
it’s the stairs.

JUN
Over here!

Trask, Porter and Isabella bolt into the stairwell and 
quietly close the door.  They race down several flights.

INT. MENAGERIE - CONTINUOUS

They emerge in a well lit room, filled with cages, glassed 
enclosures, and pens containing dozens of wild animals:  
polar bear, husky dog, snakes, geese, bats, pigs, cougar.

PORTER
It just doesn’t end.

The Polar Bear charges at the youths, stopped short by a 
plexiglass barrier.  Trask addresses Jun.

TRASK
I hate to ask you this but, can you 
smell Pilou?

Jun sniffs the air and then abruptly turns her head towards 
the stairwell.  Porter senses something too.

JUN
Get back!
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They try to disperse, but the room offers no hiding places.  
Trask stands next to the door.  A LARGE INUIT enters, and as 
he lays eyes on Isabella and Jun across the room, a solid 
backswing of Trask’s strong arm hits him in the throat.  He 
falls to the floor, gasping for breath.  Trask bends down to 
drag him, but TWO MORE INUIT HENCHMEN emerge from the 
stairwell and grab him by each arm.

Trask deftly elbows one of them, but the other one is larger, 
and swings Trask against the wall in a choke hold.  Jun and 
Isabella watch from the far side of the room.  Porter is 
trapped by the fight, near the Polar Bear pen.  

The two fallen Inuits recover and descend upon Trask with 
fists and blows.  Porter’s face registers a stratagem:  he 
yanks the security handle to the bear’s door and pulls it 
open, then runs.

The Polar Bear ROARS at his open doorway.  The Inuits and 
Trask gape at the carnivorous menace.  The chance is there:  
Trask pushes them hard.  The bear attacks the tumbled heap of 
Inuits.  Trask runs.

All four youths run across the menagerie to a back door.  
Isabella pulls on the handle.  It’s locked.  Trask opens his 
knapsack and wields a small axe.  With a firm WHACK, the 
handle drops to the floor and the door swings open.

INT. SATELLITE GENERATOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

POV TRASK/BIRD VISION:  A room of generators, glowing 
brightly.

JUN
This is what you were sensing.

TRASK
There’s enough power here to light 
up my hometown.

ISABELLA
Didn’t Pilou say Frederik worked 
for a satellite company?

PORTER
Yes, why?

Isabella points up towards the natural rock ceiling.  A large 
satellite dish is poised atop a mechanical lift.  Above it, a 
sealed opening.

ISABELLA
Look.

Trask examines the computer system that surrounds the lift.

TRASK
Somehow I think my Dad is figured 
into this.
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At the closed door, a LOUD ROAR from the Polar Bear startles 
the foursome, followed by the THUD of an attempted entry.  
Jun points to a ladder on the far wall.

JUN
Over there!

They dash to the ladder and climb to a threshold of a stone-
cut door.  Trask pushes the door open.  They find themselves 
at the far end of

CORRIDOR C

It’s dark and quiet.

IN THE MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

Pilou is bloody and woozy, propped up against the wall.  His 
hands and feet are bound.  Further behind him, the limp 
bodies of Sincha, Dominique and Simon.  His eyes open as 
swollen slits, and focus on the SECURITY ACCESS KEYPAD to the 
door.  The light on the keypad is RED, indicating “locked.”

With difficulty, Pilou props himself higher against the wall, 
attempting to get his ear positioned just right... so that 
his earring is pinched.  

A RED BEAM shoots from his earring like a wild laser.  It 
homes in on the KEYPAD and with a BEEP, the LIGHT flashes to 
GREEN: the door unlocks and pops open slightly

Pilou summons his strength, tips his chin down and emits a 
HIGH PITCHED BAT SCREECH.

IN CORRIDOR C

The foursome hear it.  They home in on its source, back to 
the Main Hallway, to the door that’s ajar... and to PILOU.  
Their concern immediately is divided by the sight of the 3 
comatose scientists on the floor.

JUN
(running to Sincha)

Mom!

PORTER
(rushing to Simon)

Father!

Isabella and Trask attend to the listless Pilou, severing his 
bonds.  He turns his weary head and sees his father in the 
corner.

PILOU
(in French)

Is that my father?  Papa, is that 
you?
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He crawls to his father’s side.  They are all in tears as 
they attend to their fallen parents.  Trask looks dejected.  
Isabella looks dejected and drunk.  

IN THE MAIN LABORATORY

Two Inuit assistants escort the bound and gagged Rodrigo and 
Peter into Rosencrans’ presence, where he directs them to the 
chairs.

ROSENCRANS
It’s time for us to finish our 
business at hand, my friends.  We 
have visitors that need my 
attention, and I suppose that would 
be rude of me to ignore them.

He opens a drawer in the computer system, retrieving two new 
CUBES.  He slides one into the CUBE DRIVE.

ROSENCRANS
Computers can be such accommodating 
friends, don’t you think?

With a click of a button, a transparent barrier rises from 
the floor to the ceiling at the midsection of the room.

ROSENCRANS
We don’t want any more 
intrusions...

Trask and Isabella enter the room.

ROSENCRANS
...such as this.

EXT. HILLSIDE HANGAR ENTRY - DAY

IN FRAME:

In the drifting snow, 4 pairs of black leather-clad legs are 
gathered at the great metal door.  SPARKS fly, BUZZING 
sounds, and the K-CHUNK of falling metal... and then the 
great metal door opens.  Eight legs run inside the dark 
cavern.

IN THE MAIN LABORATORY

Isabella and Trask rush towards their parents, only to be 
stopped at the barrier.

TRASK
Dad!

ISABELLA
Papa!
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ROSENCRANS
Isabella, my dear!  How are you?

She gives Rosencrans a drunken, puzzled look.  Rosencrans 
pulls her faux business card from his pocket.

ROSENCRANS
Yes my dear.  I know who you are. 

Isabella is unsteady on her feet as she looks longingly at 
her father, whose gagged face is brimming with emotion.  
Pointing to him, she speaks:

ISABELLA
I came here for him.

ROSENCRANS
Well my child, we’re not quite 
finished with our little project.

ISABELLA
(slurring)

What do you want with him?

ROSENCRANS
Oh we go way back, Rodrigo and I.  
Yes, and your mother too.  Before 
you were even born.

ISABELLA
He’s done nothing to you!  If you 
harm one hair on his head--

ROSENCRANS
He’s done plenty more than NOTHING, 
my child!  

IN THE MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

Jun rummages through the vials and bottles of medication.  
Pilou is stroking Dominique’s head when he snaps to 
attention, looking at the open door.  Jun and Porter stop 
too, their keen senses tuned to the apparent quiet.

JUN
Someone is coming!

Pilou closes his eyes, as though concentrating.

PILOU
More than one.  Porter, turn out 
the light and shut the door!  Then 
move to the back of the room!

PORTER
But we can’t see--

PILOU
I can!  Quickly, just do it!
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Pilou fumbles in his bag while Porter complies.  The room 
goes BLACK.  Seconds later the door cracks open, allowing a 
barely discernible SILHOUETTE of THREE MEN moving in. 

POV PILOU:  gentle SONAR WAVES reveal 3 Inuit henchmen.

All is SILENT, and then the sound of a HARD OBJECT ROLLING 
irregularly across the floor.  Another SILENCE, then...

ELECTRIC RIPPLES and BOLTS dance from a BIOELECTRIC GRENADE 
to the three nearest heat-generating forms:  the three Inuit 
men.  The STROBE EFFECT ends along with their SCREAMS, and 
then the SOUND of their BODIES FALLING TO THE FLOOR.

The room goes dark and silent again, and then:

PORTER
Wow.

IN THE MAIN LABORATORY

Rosencrans is handling the cubes, orating to the youths.

ROSENCRANS
The others are mere aids:  Simon, 
Dominique, Peter, they have 
information I need.  Mr. Templeton, 
the world’s most talented 
biochemist, had promised to create 
a formula for me;  a chemical that 
would amplify the effects of my 
technology, make them permanent.  
Did you know that with a little 
help, I could be a human Geiger 
Counter? 

He checks the wiring to the headgear. 

ROSENCRANS
Alas, my good friend Sincha Ri had 
a little discussion with Mr. 
Templeton, and he changed his mind. 
Friends like her are no longer 
needed in the new world to come.  I 
want her to experience the fall 
from grace firsthand.  Sort of like 
“Flowers For Algernon.”  Have you 
read that story?  It’s fantastic. 

Rosencrans puts his hands over Peter’s head as though it were 
a crystal ball, then applies the wiring to his temples.

ROSENCRANS
And then there is this Peter 
Dupont.  He’s going to give me 
access to every orbitting 
satellite.  Funny thing about this 
handiwork of mine.  
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With lesser creatures, I get their 
abilities.  With humans, I get 
their memories.

TRASK
I wouldn’t touch him if I were you.

Rosencrans smirks as he circles Rodrigo.

ROSENCRANS
But it all pales in comparison to 
what Rodrigo can offer me.  He’s 
taken from me the one thing I 
wanted most in the world.

Isabella glares at him.

ISABELLA
What are you talking about?

Rosencrans descends to the barrier and peers closely at 
Isabella.

ROSENCRANS
Are you drunk, my beauty?

ISABELLA
Answer me!  What the hell are you 
talking about?

Rodrigo is squirming, exerting himself to be heard.  
Rosencrans seems pained to continue.

ROSENCRANS
He took from me the woman I loved, 
and with her, my only child.

Isabella half-laughs in disbelief.  Her father is about to 
burst a temporal artery.

ISABELLA
You, a father?  I don’t believe it.

ROSENCRANS
It doesn’t matter what you believe!  
He took from me a lifetime of 
family and marital bliss that 
should have been mine!

On that last word, he SLAMS his fist on the side of the 
dolphin tank.  The dolphin cackles and breaches.  Rosencrans 
marches back up to Rodrigo and applies wiring to his head.

ROSENCRANS
He has within him the memories and 
moments, the years of companionship 
with my soul mate, the mother of my 
child... and if the thief won’t 
give my family back, I will take 
from him the entire experience.
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Rodrigo is crying now.  Isabella and Trask are both mortified 
at the import of this speech.

ISABELLA
You... are... not... my... FATHER!

Rosencrans removes Rodrigo’s gag who is audibly sobbing now.

ROSENCRANS
Ask him.  Go ahead, ask him if it’s 
true!  He’ll tell you.

ISABELLA
Papa?

RODRIGO
He’s crazy, Isabella.  He is crazy.

ROSENCRANS
Crazy?  Look at the resemblance!

Isabella hiccups.  No one says a word.

RODRIGO
She’s every bit my daughter.  Not 
yours.

ROSENCRANS
I made love to Jojo by moonlight.  
I took her to places, showed her 
the world--

ISABELLA
Stop it, stop it, STOP IT!

She commands the room with emotion.

ISABELLA
If you truly did love someone so 
much, then why do all this?  Why go 
crazy on us all?

ROSENCRANS
Would it help you if I said I’m 
concerned for the environment? 
Because it’s true.  Once I’m done 
here, global warming will come to 
an end.

Trask looks at him with dread.

ROSENCRANS
And what if I told you I’m going to 
fix the economy?  And war?  No more 
poverty!

TRASK
Is whitewashing the gene pool part 
of your agenda too?

Frederik glares at the young Indian.
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ROSENCRANS
If it helps the human race move 
forward, absolutely.

TRASK
You’re mad.  Why would you try to 
fix these things single-handed?

ROSENCRANS
Because no one else can!

He moves to the glass barrier, haughty eyes fixed.

RODRIGO
He’s not fixing anything.  He’s 
going to kill everyone.  On earth.  
With a lethal, signature frequency 
that targets humans.  Anyone with 
his Dr. Moreau downloads will be 
spared.

ROSENCRANS
It is time for humanity to reinvent 
itself.  We’ve lost our connection 
to Adam, the perfect human.  The 
gene pool has become polluted, the 
RNA too structurally flawed, full 
of only ominous potential.  What I 
am about to do is bring Eden back, 
begin again.

TRASK
You can’t play God.

ROSENCRANS
(laughs)

I’m doing God a favor!  Who are you 
to try and stop me?  Don’t you see 
it’s the way of Nature, as well as 
Providence?  Creation must recreate 
itself.  Once again, another era, 
another cycle, has come full 
circle.

Rosencrans lays himself on the examination table.  The 
assistants sit at the computer and flip switches.  Rosencrans 
breathes deeply, eyes closed.

TRASK
Oh God!  

The two youths start pounding on the glass barrier.

CLOSE ON Rosencrans’ face.

CLOSE ON Isabella’s drunken face.

CLOSE ON Rosencrans’ now furrowed, agitated brow.  Confusion.

CLOSE ON Trask:  he flinches.

104.



Trask sets his gaze on Isabella.  His eyes are malevolent and 
different.  She is oblivious to him, focussed on her father.  
Trask moves closer to her, a possessed being on a mission...

A GRENADE rattles across the floor, HISSING a visible GAS 
into the room.  At the door, FOUR FIGURES IN BLACK 
PARAMILITARY GEAR and gas masks watch Isabella and Trask 
fall, coughing to unconsciousness.

Rosencrans sits up and looks at the fog trapped across the 
room.  The gas dissipates just enough for him to see a NET 
weighted with STICKY ADHESIVES thrown onto the glass barrier.  
His face registers fear just as the GLASS IS SHATTERED by the 
explosive net.

KABOOM!

The damage is done.  Rosencrans looks at a small FBI team 
amidst the thinning gasses.  He wastes no time:  his chin 
tips down, his eyes flutter wildly and then he cuts loose 
with a LOUD SERIES OF PIERCING CHIRPS.  The sound is harsh;  
the hostages, Inuits, and FBI assailants all thrash and wail, 
hands to their ears in pain, until they fall. 

IN THE MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

Jun, Pilou and Porter tend to their comatose parents when 
they hear the strange SONIC CHIRPS.

JUN
What was that?

PILOU
It sounded like a bat to me.

PORTER
Strange, it felt like a dolphin 
call to me.

PILOU/PORTER
(simultaneous)

An emergency call.

JUN
Both?

PORTER
With a little something extra of 
his own.

JUN
But if that was an attack...

Pilou engages his radio.

PILOU
Trask, are you there?

No response.  He repeats the attempt;  again a silent reply.
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PORTER
I’m best equipped to deal with 
Rosencrans now.  I’ll see what’s 
going on.

JUN
You can’t go alone.  Pilou, you 
secure the room.

Jun and Porter leave.  Pilou digs in his bag for twine, then 
scoots over to a fallen Inuit and binds his limbs.

IN CORRIDOR B

Porter and Jun creep towards the lab.  Jun sniffs the air.

JUN
Nerve gas.

They reach the open door and behold the carnage:  6 fallen 
bodies amidst shattered glass, and 2 unconscious Inuits at 
the computer.  Rosencrans, Peter, and Rodrigo are nowhere to 
be seen.  Jun and Porter rush to their fallen comrades:  Jun 
to Trask, Porter to Isabella.

PORTER
Isabella!  Talk to me, darling!

Jun checks for a pulse.

JUN
They’re still alive.

PORTER
Thank God.

Jun removes Trask’s radio from his ear and sets it on her 
own.  Porter walks to the dolphin tank and leans over.

JUN
What are you doing?

PORTER
Get some information.

The dolphin swims up to Porter, who reaches out with both 
hands and holds his head.  SQUEAKS, CRACKLES, and PITCHED 
WHISTLES are exchanged.

A SERIES OF IMAGES FOLLOWS:

Shattering glass... Rosencrans dragging the comatose Peter 
and Rodrigo to a secret door in the back of the room... 
Rosencrans grabbing two cubes from the computer shelf... we 
hear the SOUND of 6 TONES, like a touch-tone phone.

Porter releases the mammal.

PORTER
I know where he went.

106.



JUN
Unbelievable.

The dolphin CACKLES loudly.

JUN
What did he say?

PORTER
He thinks I’m kind of cute.

She engages the radio.

JUN
Pilou, it’s Jun.  We found them.

INTERCUT DIALOGUE

PILOU
Are they all right?

JUN
Knocked out by the blast we heard, 
I’m guessing.  I need you to do 
something.  See if you can tap into 
the security system and find the 
layout of this place.  

Pilou pulls his laptop from his bag.

PILOU
I’ll get back to you.

Jun’s attention is drawn to the GROANS of the 4 men in black,  
now reviving.  A man in black sits up, removes his gas mask:  
it’s Bullman.  Taking in the scene, his gaze ends on the two 
standing youths.

BULLMAN
You two, you were back in Denmark.

The other 3 agents wake up and remove their masks.  One is 
Mendoza, the other 2 we’ll call Agents A and B.

JUN
You’re very sharp.  Must be a spy.

BULLMAN
And you must be, what, nineteen?

PORTER
That’s right.  We’re students, just  
visiting.  Exchange students.

BULLMAN
Look kids, I understand why you’re 
here, and I don’t blame you for 
trying.  But you’re in over your 
heads.  We have information that 
this man is very dangerous.
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JUN
I believe we’re the ones still 
standing.

The agents rise to their feet.  Bullman half-smiles, pointing 
to Isabella and Trask.

BULLMAN
But your two friends are not.  
You’re just lucky.  I’m talking to 
you like a father would tell his 
child:  please, don’t stay here.  I 
don’t want anyone else to get hurt.

JUN
We’re touched by your concern but 
as a child would say to her father:  
we are all grown up now.  This is 
no bedtime story, and we are not 
going home without a fight.

BULLMAN
You’re not guaranteed a happy 
ending.

PORTER
I know where the looney tune went.  
If you would gather your men, we’ll 
gather our--

MENDOZA
Leave them.  They’re better off 
here.

Porter looks to Jun;  she nods in agreement.  Porter goes to 
back of the room and examines the smooth wall.  He finds a 
slight groove.  Further down, a touch tone pad.  Porter 
enters a sequence of SIX TONES:  the hidden door pops open.  
The door opens to descending stairs.  They all file through.

IN THE MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

Pilou is seated near the door, his laptop wired to the 
security access panel.  He types away at his keyboard.

HIS MONITOR

Shows a 3-DIMENSIONAL IMAGE OF THE COMPOUND:  the 3 hallways 
branching off the Main Hallway, the hangar, the underground 
tunnels, are in view from every angle.

PILOU
Bingo!  Jun, I’ve got it.

INTERCUT DIALOGUE

Jun is in a DARK TUNNEL, guided by the agents’ flashlights.

JUN
We’re in a tunnel under the house.  
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PILOU
I see it.  You have a fork in the 
road coming up.  If you go left, 
you will see the ocean.  If you 
continue straight, you will come 
out the back of the hill.

JUN
Okay, I copy that.  How are they?

Pilou looks at the helpless scientists.  Simon is quietly 
vomiting in his sleep.

PILOU
The sooner you can get back here, 
the better.  We need a doctor.

JUN
Just keep them comfortable for now.  
I’ll be there shortly.

END ON JUN

The 4 men and Porter proceed ahead of Jun who stands rooted 
in the darkening tunnel.  Porter notices her absence and 
turns to see Jun in the dimness, senses on high alert and 
then... KICKING BUTT:  the 2 Inuit lab assistants behind her 
fall in quick succession to her martial arts skills.

IN THE MAIN LABORATORY

Isabella and Trask awaken, coughing and dazed.  They survey 
the room:  all debris, no humans.

ISABELLA
God, what happened?

TRASK
A big bang.   

ISABELLA
Wait a minute...

Isabella lays on her stomach, stretched out, twisting 
gracefully to the side.

TRASK
What is it?

She lays her jaw to the ground.

ISABELLA
There are people below us. 

TRASK
That’s an old Indian technique.  We 
learned it from the great serpents.

Trask employs a similar ear-to-ground position.
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TRASK
I feel nothing.

ISABELLA
I can feel the vibrations loud and 
clear.

Trask admires Isabella’s sleek figure as she maintains her 
serpentine pose.

TRASK
I can’t argue with a snake.

She gives him a look.

TRASK
You know, a long, slinky creature 
like yourself.

Jumping to their feet, their eyes fall on the open door in 
the back.  They race to it and into the darkness.

AHEAD IN THE TUNNEL

Jun leads her group to the fork-in-the-road.

PORTER
Now where?

JUN
This way to the ocean.  Straight 
ahead, we come out the back.

BULLMAN
Let’s split up:  you two continue 
ahead.  Two of my men will go with 
you.

Bullman and Mendoza creep down the ocean tunnel.  We continue 
on with Jun, Porter, Agents A and B.  Several stealthy 
seconds later, Jun stops:  she smells something in the air.

JUN
I smell something familiar.

She cocks an ear, listening.  Agent B shines his flashlight.  
The beam scans the darkness ahead, locking on a large polar 
bear.  The white beast with the bloody mouth rises to its 
full stature and ROARS.  The 4 humans are paralyzed with 
fear.  Jun and Porter run.  The agents fumble for their guns.

The bear starts to charge.

GUNFIRE in the darkness and then silence.  A FLASHLIGHT BEAM 
reveals a dead, white-furred carnivore in a heap.  Jun and 
Porter turn back to view the carnage.

AGENT A
What the hell’s that doing in here?
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PORTER
The mad scientist’s next 
experiment.

AGENT A
What?

PORTER
Never mind.  Let’s go back the 
other way.

Flashlight beams lead to the ocean tunnel, and they turn.

JUN
I hear dogs.

AGENT B
I don’t hear anything.

PORTER
They must have reached the outside.  
Let’s hurry.

BACK IN THE TUNNEL

Isabella and Trask are maneuvering through the darkness with 
a pocket flashlight, when they suddenly stumble.  The tiny 
light beam shows the 2 fallen Inuits.

ISABELLA
Looks like we’re on the right path.

TRASK
Any new sensations?

ISABELLA
Too many.  This is a good place to 
be a bat.

TRASK
I hope the bat is okay.  I lost my 
radio.

IN THE MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM

Pilou wipes dribble from his father’s mouth.  He glances at 
his COMPUTER SCREEN:  the tunnel area of the 3-D image has a 
FLASHING RED spot.  He looks closer, it’s the ocean exit of 
the tunnel.  He engages his radio:

PILOU
Jun, do you copy?

Silence.  He tries again.
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IN THE TUNNEL

Jun and her entourage fumble onward.  

Mendoza AND Bullman examine the end of the tunnel.  
Flashlight beams reveal a corrugated metal drop-down door, 
and a security access keypad on the wall.

The two groups are now one.

BULLMAN
Afraid of the dark?

JUN
No, just missing you terribly.

MENDOZA
Stand back.

He pulls out his gun and FIRES several rounds at the keypad, 
obliterating it.

PORTER
Great, now what?

A small crack of light from under the door.

MENDOZA
We lift.

They all crouch down, grabbing the bottom of the door and 
heave:  it lifts about 2 feet.  The 4 agents slip under, 
leaving Jun and Porter struggling with a heavy metal door.  
It drops to 6 inches from the floor.

PORTER
Hey!

JUN
Help us!

MENDOZA (O.C.)
Just sit tight.

Porter kicks the door.

PORTER
You assholes!

JUN
(to radio)

Pilou, it’s Jun.  Are you there?

INTERCUT DIALOGUE

PILOU
I am here.  Where are you now?

112.



JUN
We’re at the exit door to the 
beach.  Can you open it?

PILOU
I’ll try.

He opens a MENU on his laptop screen, clicks on “REMOTE 
ACCESS.”  Another menu, he clicks on “OPEN”, then the RED 
FLASHING tunnel door.

Jun and Porter jump as the door lurches into automatic.

JUN
It’s opening, Pilou!  You did it!

AT THE TUNNEL JUNCTURE

Isabella and Trask see the daylight illuminating the tunnel 
from the left.  They turn and run towards its source.

ISABELLA
Papa!  Papa are you there?

Porter and Jun stand in the doorway, beholding a beautiful 
snowy landscape.  They hear ISABELLA’S VOICE.

PORTER
Isabella!

Trask and Isabella join them at the frigid threshold.

PORTER
We joined forces with your father’s 
dependable associates.   They don’t 
exactly keep their promises.

TRASK
Never trust a spy, Porter.

ISABELLA
We don’t need their help.  

They look at the snow-covered descent to the ocean.  DOGS 
BARK in the distance.

Human and canine footprints, along with a sled, mark the 
snow.  In the far distance over the ocean, a helicopter 
approaches.  A hundred yards from the water a dog team pulls 
a sled with Rodrigo, Peter, Rosencrans and the Burly Inuit.

The FBI agents close in 400 yards behind the dog team. 

The 4 youths begin their pursuit 200 yards behind the FBI. 

Bullman turns to see the junior sleuths descending upon them.

BULLMAN
Damn kids.
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The helicopter is almost to shore, beginning a hover near 
Rosencrans’ party.

Bullman draws his gun and aims at the dog sled cargo, which 
has now stopped at the beach.

Trask looks.  HIS POV:  BIRD VISION enables him to see the 
HOT GUN, its clearly intended LINE OF FIRE... and the precise 
chosen target for the bullet’s trajectory:  Peter Dupont.

Trask draws his boomerang and let’s it FLY.  WHAM!  The 
Indian weapon finds its target:  Bullman’s steadied hand.  
The gun FIRES amiss, into a snowbank.  

Rosencrans looks back at the surprise gunshot.  HIS POV:  two 
groups of pursuers coming down the frosty terrain.  The 
closer group has paused, the distant group closes in quickly.  
Rosencrans lays himself supine on his sled.

The 4 youths stop in their tracks as they see this.

JUN
Oh no.

Gun in hand, Bullman leads his group again, then abruptly 
stops.  CLOSE ON his face:  he flinches.  With a now blank 
expression, he turns on his FBI comrades and FIRES HIS GUN 
point blank:  first Agent A, then Agent B.  

Mendoza, stunned at the treachery, quickly makes a decision.  
With the heavy butt of his gun, he SLAMS Bullman in the face.  
He goes down.  

The helicopter has now landed on the beach near the sled.

The 4 youths close in on the tragic FBI agents.

MENDOZA
Is everyone just fricking psycho?

Trask peers down the hill and sees the Usher-Pilot and Burly 
Inuit assist Rosencrans to his feet.

TRASK
Porter, it’s up to you.  Do you 
think you can stop him?

PORTER
I’ll be damned if I don’t try.

CLOSE ON Porter’s determined face.

ZOOM IN on Rosencrans’ face.  He flinches painfully, then 
crumbles to the ground.

Trask holds Porter’s limp body, whose face shows every manner 
of mental effort.

Rosencrans twitches and growls in anger and frustration.
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Porter’s nose begins to bleed.  CLICKS and SQUEAKS of a 
dolphin lexicon emanate from his throat.

In the frigid waters behind the helicopter, TWO DOLPHINS leap 
above the calm surface, SQUEAKING in reply.

Rodrigo whips his bound feet over the exposed throat of the 
supine Rosencrans, and with a firm yank starts to choke him.  
The pilot and Inuit attempt to free Rosencrans, but Rodrigo’s 
leg lock is too tight.  The pilot draws a gun.

ISABELLA
Oh no!

Trask sees this.  He grabs Bullman’s gun.  TRASK’S POV:  BIRD 
VISION gives him a firm lock on the pilot.  He FIRES;  the 
pilot falls, a blood spot forming on his chest.  The Inuit 
runs down the beach.  Rosencrans gasps his last breath under 
the deadly stranglehold.

Porter snaps to life, gasping for breath.

PORTER
The transmitter, in the computer 
room!  He’s got access to the 
satellite network!

Jun stares at him, incredulous.

PORTER
It’s begun!

Jun and Trask are stunned by this news.  

TRASK
(to Mendoza)

If I see you draw your gun, you’re 
next.

Mendoza weakly nods.  Trask, Jun and Isabella run to the 
sled.  Isabella crumbles into Rodrigo’s arms.

RODRIGO
You are rather far from home.

ISABELLA
I had to find you.

RODRIGO
And indeed you found me.

Trask embraces his father ferociously.  Jun checks 
Rosencrans’ pulse;  a smile spreads over her stoic face. 

PETER
Son, there is something I need to 
tell you.  Before Simon Templeton 
was taken away, he told us to 
remember a name:  something called 
“orexin.”  He said it could 
possibly reverse the damage.
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JUN
I know what that is.  It’s a 
hormone used to treat narcolepsy.

PETER
Another thing.  Just minutes ago, I 
can just barely remember, but there 
was a room.  There were generators, 
some computers... he did something 
to me there.

Peter tries to focus on the memory.

TRASK
What did he do to you, Dad?

PETER
I’m not quite sure.  But it was 
like he was in my head, badgering 
me with questions.  I think he got 
access codes, NASA access codes.  

Jun engages her radio.

JUN
Pilou, do you copy?

INT. MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Pilou rests against the wall.

PILOU
Yes, I copy.

INTERCUT RADIO DIALOGUE

OUTDOORS

A LOUD MECHANICAL RUMBLING startles everyone.  They look up 
to the hilltop.  The satellite dish emerges from the roof.

JUN
I need you to find your way to a 
room below.  There are computers 
there, with a very large satellite 
apparatus.

Pilou sees the room on his laptop screen.

PILOU
I see it.  What do I do?

PETER
Tell him to meet me there!

END ON PILOU
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Suddenly, the lights go out.  A series of dim emergency 
lights illuminate the dark hallway outside.

PILOU
Uh oh.

He pats Dominique on the back.

PILOU
I’ll be back, Papa.

With the help of his BAT SONAR, he aims for the door.

IN THE HALLWAY

Pilou steers his way towards the stairwell.  He enters and 
emerges in 

THE MENAGERIE ROOM

He sizes up the room with the noisy caged animals, minus one 
Polar Bear.  Stepping over the pile of mauled Inuits, he 
beelines it for the rear door.

INT. LOWER TUNNELS - CONTINUOUS

Isabella, Trask, Peter, Jun, Rodrigo, and Porter fumble 
through the darkness. Peter stops midway through the lower 
exit tunnel.

PETER
Hold on.  Somewhere around here.

Jun accesses her radio.

JUN
Pilou, are you there?  

Silence.

JUN
Pilou, we need you to let us in.  
There’s a secret door.

Again silence.

JUN
I don’t think he can hear us.

Isabella looks distracted.

ISABELLA
Can any of you hear that?

TRASK
Hear what?
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ISABELLA
I don’t know.  I thought I could 
sense... I’m not sure.

PORTER
That’s odd.  Snakes can’t hear, and 
Jun would be the first to--

Suddenly a door in the rock wall POPS open.  They all jump 
back.  Pilou’s silhouette fills in the doorway.

PETER
We’d better hurry.

INT. SATELLITE GENERATOR ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Peter quickly sits at the main computer terminal.  Pilou sits 
beside him with his laptop ready.  All the others hover 
behind, eyes on the computer nerds.  A screen displays a 
rapid count of digits and a progress bar.

PETER
The access codes went through.  
It’s waiting for a response.

A LOUD MECHANICAL NOISE draws all eyes upward.  The satellite 
dish swerves 180 degrees.

PETER
Don’t worry.  I know the overrides.

He types furiously at the keys.  Pilou watches with awe.  A 
generator at the base of the mechanical lift begins to GLOW 
and HUM.

TRASK
Dad, I hate to say hurry but... 
hurry!

PETER
Almost there!

The satellite dish is fully charged.  A RADIANT BEAM shoots 
into the sky.

PILOU
Oh sheet!

They all gape in silence at the impending unknown, when 
suddenly a DEADLY SCREECH emits from the computers.  Rodrigo 
and Peter fall to the floor thrashing, hands over their ears.

A SERIES OF QUICK CUTS:

The New York Skyline

Business people in elevators with hands over their ears

Tasiilaq villagers thrashing in the streets
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Japanese commuters screaming on a train

A Chicago taxi driver losing control of his cab.

Sincha, Dominique, and Simon convulsing violently.

ISABELLA
Pilou, do something!

Panicked, Pilou glances at Peter convulsing on the floor, 
then at the computer screen.  He deftly hits the ENTER KEY.  
The SCREECHING STOPS.

They all heave a collective sigh of relief.  

Then a HIGH PITCH NOISE alerts Pilou, Porter and Jun to the 
mass of generators behind the computer.  The screen displays 
a rapid digital countdown from 1 minute, backwards.

JUN
Now what?

TRASK
Shit, it’s a bomb!

Peter and Rodrigo stir, regaining their senses.

ISABELLA
Pilou, can you stop it?

PILOU
I don’t know how!

They all glance at Peter, who is not lucid yet.

TRASK
Dad, are you okay?

Peter GROANS in reply.  Pilou types furiously at the 
keyboard, then at his laptop.

PILOU
Security has locked me out.  

ISABELLA
(to Jun and Porter)

Get them out of here!

TRASK
There’s no time for that!

ISABELLA
Well we have to do something!

Pilou rises, takes 3 steps back and inhales.  As he opens his 
mouth, an uncanny BAT SCREAM reverberates through the room.  
Isabella, Trask, and Jun wince in pain, hands over ears.

The generator-bomb and computer are amass in sparks and 
smoke, then the screen CRACKS.  
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The SCREAM and HIGH PITCH NOISE cease, and the digital 
countdown reads a firm 4 seconds.

Jun walks over to Pilou, turns him around, and SLAPS him on 
the face.

JUN
That really hurt!

Porter, Isabella and Trask chuckle, then their eyes look down 
at his crotch:  a big wet spot.  He has peed in his pants.  

INT. MEDICAL SUPPLY ROOM- MINUTES LATER

A groggy Rodrigo and Peter lean against the wall.  Jun grabs 
bottles of Orexin from the shelves, standing beside a wheeled 
cart.  The other 4 youths attend to their parents when 
Isabella cocks her ear up.

ISABELLA
There it is again.

TRASK
What is it?

ISABELLA
It’s not really a sound.  I sense 
... claustrophobia, fear, panic.

PORTER
What do you want us to do, darling?

Puzzled, she leans Rodrigo against her. 

ISABELLA
Let’s just go.

Trask carries Sincha.  Porter, Pilou, and Jun prop Simon and 
Dominique on the cart.

INT. MAIN CORRIDOR

Isabella slowly leads the way.  She turns down CORRIDOR A.  
As they near the Salon, she senses something, and stops.

ISABELLA
In there.

INT. SALON- CONTINUOUS

Isabella places Rodrigo gently in a chair, then walks over to 
the bookshelf.

PORTER
There’s nobody in there, darling.
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She pulls the shelf to the right.  Her hunch is right:  it’s 
a faux shelf.  It slides and stops with a KACHUNK, revealing 
10 FRIGHTENED WOMEN from the photos huddled together on the 
floor in a small room.

JUN
Unbelievable.

INT. SLEEK BLACK FBI JET - EVENING

Mendoza is piloting the aircraft.  In the cabin, Jun finishes 
administering an Orexin shot to Simon.  Sincha, Dominique, 
and Simon show signs of groggy life.  Further back in the 
cabin, Bullman sits in a daze between two body bags.  Huddled 
in the cabin together:  the 10 women.

Trask stares at the dejected and bruised Bullman, then turns 
to his father.

TRASK
Dad I hate to tell you this, but I 
think they had orders to kill you.

PETER
I gotta think hard about what I’m 
gonna do.

TRASK
Maybe it’s time you hang up your 
badge for something else, something 
simpler.  If the world needs 
saving, you can come out of 
retirement.

PETER
I think you’ve already taken that 
job.  

Peter pats him on the back.

PETER
And what do you plan to do now?

TRASK
Travel a bit, take a good look at 
where the world is headed.  Then 
come home and be a native again, an 
advocate for indigenous people.  
Spend some time with my family.

PETER
Do you think it’s too late to ask 
your mother out on a date?

Isabella dotes on the 10 women.  One of them, a tired 30 year 
old beauty, pulls her arm.

TIRED WOMAN
He was crazy, you know.  He called 
me Eve. He called us all Eve. 
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Once in awhile, when he was drunk, 
he called me Josephine.  Said we 
were blessed, the chosen ones.

Isabella holds her hand. “Eve” begins to weep.

TIRED WOMAN
I’m going to have his baby.

She gestures to the other “Eves”.

TIRED WOMAN
We’re all going to have his babies.

Isabella tries not to look mortified.

ISABELLA
He won’t be calling you any names 
anymore.  

Isabella turns to her father.

ISABELLA
No matter what anyone says, you are 
my papa.

RODRIGO
That’s right.  I will always be 
your papa.

Jun strokes her mother’s head.  Pilou cradles his father.  
Porter has his arm around Simon.

EXT. TIVOLI PARK-COPENHAGEN - TWO NIGHTS LATER

Isabella enters the front gate and meanders through the 
crowd.  Trask is there, waiting.

TRASK
You made it.

ISABELLA
I had dinner with my father.  Sorry 
I’m late.

TRASK
How is he?

ISABELLA
He’s fine.  I think he’s loving the 
attention.  My mother won’t let him 
get dressed without her help.  And 
how’s your father?

TRASK
As we speak, he’s headed back to 
the U.S. by private plane.  
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He’ll be met at the airport by our 
congressman, and then I think he 
and my mother are taking a trip 
somewhere.

ISABELLA
You’re kidding!

TRASK
She might even get him to go 
camping.

ISABELLA
Reconciliations are beautiful 
things.

They stroll.

ISABELLA
Did you choose a law firm?

TRASK
Actually we did discuss my career.  
I’m going to work in the Legal 
Department of the FBI, Office of 
General Counsel.

They stop.  Isabella gawks.

ISABELLA
You’re joking.

TRASK
No actually, that’s the best place 
to keep an eye on things.

He gently touches her bruised face.  Porter accosts them from 
a cafe, where he’s having a drink with Jun and Pilou.

PORTER
You take longer to get ready than a 
stage actress, love!

Isabella and Porter hug.  She turns to Jun.

ISABELLA
How is your mother?

JUN
Getting better. 

PILOU
It looks like the damage wasn’t 
permanent after all.

PORTER
Neither are our borrowed gifts.

ISABELLA
Yes, I’ve noticed.
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PORTER
No big loss, I suppose... well it 
was rather nifty.

PILOU
It’s just as well, mon ami.  We 
cannot force nature into the wrong 
vessel.  It will always find a way 
out.

TRASK 
Looks like that evolutionary jump 
will have to wait.

They pause for reflection.  Isabella displays a British 
Newspaper with the bold headline over photos of Simon and 
Porter:  “Britain’s Newest Heroes.  The Newtonian Apple Does 
Not Fall Far from the Templetonian Tree”.  Porter blushes.

ISABELLA
Has anyone seen this yet?

TRASK
How about that!

PORTER
Oh fooey.  Just get me back to the 
theater.  It’s all a bit silly.

Jun grabs the paper and studies it.

JUN
Unbelievable.

PORTER
(points to ferris wheel)

I want to go on that big wheel over 
there!  Who wants to come?

They all proceed to the queue.  Trask and Isabella step into 
their own private gondola.  Jun is still reading the tabloid.  
Pilou grabs her hand as the next gondola arrives.  
Instinctively, she raises her hand to slap him... and stops 
an inch from his cheek.  Their eyes connect with depth for 
the first time.  

PILOU
I would be honored to share this 
ride with you.

Jun follows him, a rare smile on her face.  Porter is forced 
to ride with a handsome male stranger.

PILOU
(yelling from above)

So sorry Porter!  Please write!

PORTER
(in French)

Some kind of friend you are!
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Porter is blushing and looks awkward in his seat. 

Isabella looks down to check on Porter.

ISABELLA
Wow, look who Porter is with.

TRASK
Are you jealous?

ISABELLA
I just got my dad back.  I’m not 
really chasing boys right now.

He can’t take his eyes off the feisty latina.

Porter summons courage to converse with his companion.

PORTER
So where are you from?

CUTE GUY
I am from Russia.

PORTER
(in Russian)

It’s nice to meet you.

CUTE GUY
Ah, you speak many tongues, yes?

PORTER
(in Russian)

Yes, I am very good with my tongue.

The cute guy smiles broadly at the double entendre.  Porter 
looks mortified, realizing his faux pas.

Trask and Isabella enjoy the view.

TRASK
So perhaps I was wrong back there.  
Maybe evolution already has taken a 
step.

ISABELLA
What do you mean?

TRASK
All those hunches you had.  Finding 
those women in the salon.  That 
wasn’t snake.

ISABELLA
So what are you saying?

TRASK
I think the Great Spirit bestows 
gifts on us as He sees fit.  A job 
Rosencrans was willing to usurp.  
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Computers and medicine are nice, 
but what it all comes down to is 
what comes naturally.  Nature must 
be honored.

ISABELLA
So you don’t think I’m a freak of 
nature?

He grabs her hand.

TRASK
I think you’re a work of art.

Isabella smiles flirtatiously.

THE FERRIS WHEEL 

Is in full motion now.

PILOU
And away we go!

FADE OUT.
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