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Fade in:

Exterior - Day - A large, symmetrical industrial building in the middle of the Desert of arizona.  

The dirt plains stretch out into the distance ending abruptly in jagged hills.  There is a large sign in front of the main entrance that reads Inco incorporated Research center.  A single road leads up to its parking lot.  there are three cars parked in the lot.

From down the road comes an army truck with a covered bed and a black government k-car.  They stop in front of the research center.  Four soldiers in white hazmat suits and masks run out of the back of the truck and in front of the glass doors which are the main entrance to the building.  

A tall thin asian man in a colonel's uniform and sunglasses, LEON WAH, gets out of the front passenger seat of the k-car and walks to the front door.  He pulls out an identity card and slips it into the card reader on the right side of the doors.  The doors open and the soldiers go inside.  The k-car pulls around to the side of the building, out of sight of the front door.  GUNSHOTS are heard and moments later the soldiers come out carrying four bodies.  They are three men and a woman, dressed in civilian clothes and lab coats.  The soldiers search the bodies, taking ID cards and any pieces of paper.  They hand the ID's to the colonel.  They then put the bodies into body bags and lay them in a neat line next to the door.  The colonel talks into a radio and the k-car comes back from around the corner.

Two men in lab coats get out of the back seat and head towards the entrance to the building.  One of them looks briefly at the bodybags, with a slight expression of distaste.  They go into the building, followed by the soldiers.  They come out shortly after and the soldiers follow, carrying computer equipment, mainly large hard drives.  The soldiers seal the hard drives in plastic containers and put them into the back of the truck.  They then bring out cannisters of a highly flammable gel.  They cover the bodies in the gel, carry the bodies back into the building, spreading the gel all over on their way in.  They come out empty-handed and get back into the truck.  The colonel talks into the radio again and then gets into the k-car.  The two vehicles drive back down the road the way they came.  

A fighter jet comes from over the horizon, buzzes the building, turns back around and fires two sidewinder missiles into it.  The building explodes.  The jet comes around again and sends two more missiles into it.  The building completely collapses into white hot flames.

cut to:

exterior - day - a scraggly hill a mile away from the research center

JACOB HILLEGAS, a high-level computer scientist and the lead researcher at the Inco, Inc. Research Center watches the whole scene with binoculars.  He is lying on the ground and his sedan is behind him.  With an expression of wild fear, he gets up and gets into his car, driving to the horizon.

roll credits

ext. day - new york city midtown

Our hero, CHARLIE BROWN, is riding his bike, talking on his walkie talkie.  He weaves in and out of traffic expertly, speeding by cars in heat, reflections and haze of a summer day in new york traffic.  He is a young man of average height and build and in excellent shape.  It is obvious through his bike pants and tank top that he is in top physical condition.

bob, the dispatcher (on Walkie talkie)

Charlie, take a little detour.  Got a triple rush at Penn Station going downtown.  Meet the guy by the departures sign.  

Charlie

Got it.  I'm right there.

bob

He's paying in cash.  Get a receipt. The delivery goes to [address in Tribeca]

cut to:

ext. covered street between penn station and madison square garden

Cabs line up to get passengers on one side.  a bike rack is on the right.  Charlie efficiently parks and locks his bike and walks briskly to the entrance of penn station.  There is no wasted movement.

Cut to: 

int. penn station

He heads down the escalator and into the main lobby, mildly busy with afternoon commuters and the numerous scammers and weirdos hanging around the phones and clusters of chairs.  Although his head always looks directly infront of him, his eyes are constantly moving around, taking notes on everything around him.  He sees Jacob standing in front of the train times sign, holding a manila package, anxiously looking around.

Charlie

You're the triple rush to Tribeca?

jacob 

(nervous)

Do you have some id?

charlie 

Oh yeah, sure, man.

He produces his Rightway Courier ID and shows it to Jacob

charlie (cont'd)

It's going to cost $21.75

He starts to write out receipt.

Jacob reaches into his jacket pocket and pulls out a small pile of crumpled cash, including a credit card.  He pushes it into Charlie's hands.  The credit card drops to the floor.

jacob

Okay.  Here.

Charlie 

(counting the money)

Here, you've got way more than 21.75 here.

Jacob pulls Charlie close to him, pushing the package in his hands.  It's a bubble lined jiffy pak and contains something of substantial weight that bulges out the side.

Jacob

Whatever gets in your way, make sure you get this delivered to the address - get it right in her hands, please..

Charlie 

(enthusiastic)

You're lucky today, man, because you definitely got the right guy.  I always do my job.

Jacob seems to get faith from these words.  For a moment he is not distracted.  He looks Charlie in the eye

jacob

Good.  That's the most important thing.  Always do your job.

(closing his hand around Charlie's and the money)

Don't worry about that.  Just get moving.

Charlie sticks the receipt into Hillegas' coat pocket, turns around, stuffs the money and the package in the back of his bag, swings the bag back onto his back, tightens it and heads back to the escalator.  As he gets to the doors out to the tunnel, he is jostled by three guys in dark suits and aviator glasses.  He turns around to say something, but they are already through the doors.

Charlie

(to himself)

Stupid fucking assholes.

cut back to:

Int. Lobby of penn station

Dark-suited, sunglassed men are coming in towards Hillegas from every possible exit.  He starts running around, trying to get away.  He climbs over chairs and starts running to the tunnel where all the shops are.  As he's running he pulls a pocket knife out, opens it and slashes open his wrist and then slices the knife across the side of his neck.  He careens crazily into a newstand, crashing into the wire newspaper rack, upsetting it with blood spilling everywhere.  The agents are right behind him.  They surround him, half of them talking into their walkie talkies.  The ruckus causes a minor stir in the people and some begin to gather around to get a look.  Hillegas is definitely dead.

Agent

He gave a package to a bike messenger.  Orange bag, green tank top, red and blue helmet.

cut to:

ext. 32nd street near 6th avenue - major traffic

Charlie is turning east out of the tunnel onto 32nd street.  He crosses sixth and keeps going east.  Halfway down the block, A grey K-car stuck in traffic tries to swerve into him, he dodges the car and waves his middle finger at the driver.  His walkman is cranked.  

Int. Agent's K-CAR

Four agents are inside, all wearing the same suit and sunglasses.  One of them talks into a radio.

AGENT IN car

He just passed us.  He's heading to Fifth Avenue.

ext. 32nd street, near intersection of fifth avenue

Charlie makes a right on fifth, cutting between pedestrians and picking up steam.  Traffic is stopped and he heads into the middle lane, cutting off two rasta bikers, passing a spliff.

charlie

(yelling to rastas)

Triple Rush!

One nods his head and raises the roach up in the air.  Another K-car is stuck in traffic and the agents in the back seat see Charlie coming up.  He passes on the right side and the one in the passenger seat tries to open the door on him.  Charlie swerves to the right, passes the door, and sticks out his left foot, slamming the door shut on the leg of the agent.

charlie

(to rastas)

Those motherfuckers tried to door me!

The two rastas who saw the whole thing, pick up a little speed and cut over to the next lane on the left.  As the first one approaches the car, he unlocks his chain from around his waist and swings it into the rear window of the car, smashing it and showering the agents in the back seat with glass.  The second guy, right behind, flicks the roach into the back seat, hitting one of the agents in the eye.

First rasta

Smoke dis, motherfucker.

They accelerate through the traffic.  Charlie is already gone and the traffic doesn't move.

cut to:

int. penn station lobby

NYPD have cordoned off the area.  Agents are inspecting Hillegas' body and the area around.  Wah steps into the scene and gets the details from one of his higher-ranking men.  He is clearly not pleased with the mess his men have made, but seems resigned to it.  One of the other men comes up with messenger receipt in his hand and gives it to Wah.

Wah

Next stop, Rightway Couriers.

cut to:

ext. 7th avenue day

Charlie hauling ass down 7th avenue.

cut to:

ext. Varick Stree

Charlie hauling ass down Varick street.

cut to:

ext. Tribeca

Charlie is riding his bike slowly, trying to read the addresses. He stops at an apartment on a busted up brick road in a semi-industrial area.  He locks his bike and rings the buzzer

Buzzer

(woman's voice)

Hello?

charlie

Rightway Couriers.  I've got a package for you

Buzzer

From who?

Charlie

Some stressed out old dude.  It's a rush

A window opens up four stories above and a girl sticks her head out.  It's JENNIFER BERNS, but all you can see is her face.  She is not unnatractive, wearing her hair up and glasses with trendy frames.  She sees that he really is a bike messenger.  

Jennifer

Okay, fourth floor.

In a moment, the doors buzzes and Charlie heads in.

cut to:

int. Hallway of Jennifer's apartment

Charlie is standing outside Jennifer's door.  She is leaning against the door jamb, holding the door.  She is casually dressed in sweats and actually quite cute.  Charlie likes her at first sight.

charlie

(handing package)

Hey.

Jennifer takes the package.  She looks at the return address, which is the pre-printed label of Inco, Inc.

Jennifer

(puzzled)

Jacob?

(looking up at Charlie)

Where did you pick this up?

Charlie

I met the guy at Penn Station.  He was pretty concerned that you get this, but people often are when they send something by messenger.  I guess it's kind of a crap shoot.

Jennifer

(slightly cutting him off)

How much do I owe you?

Charlie

Oh, he paid me.  Actually, quite well.

Jennifer

Do I owe you a tip?

Charlie

No, no way.  He gave me a huge tip.

Jennifer is distracted and weirded out, not expecting a package and particularly not from Jacob Hillegas in Penn Station.

Jennifer

(turning back into apartment)

Well, thank you.

Charlie

Hang on.  You have to sign for it.

(reaching for his clipboard, while kind of trying to see into her apartment)

Do you work from home?

Jennifer

(motioning to her apartment)

Yeah, computer stuff.

Jennifer takes the clipboard and signs.  When she's done, she looks up and really sees him for the first time.

Jennifer

I'm sorry.  I'm deeply involved in some work and I really wasn't expecting a package.  It must be pretty hot and nasty out there.  Hold on one sec'.

She closes the door and comes back with a coke from the fridge.

Jennifer

(with a small smile)

Here.

Charlie is touched as are all bike messengers by the smallest sign of human warmth, particularily from a woman.

Charlie

Thanks!

Charlie leaves.

Cut to:

Int. Jennifer's apartment

It is a typical downtown studio, with wood floors, white walls and windows looking out onto other buildings across the street.  Jennifer keeps the apartment neat and sparsely, but tastefully decorated.  She has a futon couch/bed one one side and her computer desk on the other.

Jennifer sits at her desk and opens up the package, which contains a zip disk and a mechanical schematic for some kind of equipment.  She puts the disk in the drive and sees a bunch of files that she is familiar with.  She starts typing an email

Email

(on screen)

TO:  jhillegas@incoresearch.com

Jacob,  I got your disk.  You never told me anything was coming.  It kind of looks like all the collateral files are completed.  What gives?  And what's this schematic?  Jennifer.

She spends some time looking a little more closely at the code of the files.  After a couple of moments her computer indicates that she got new mail.  She retrieves it and its a message from her server, telling her that no server or domain name existed at that address.  She resends and the same thing happens.

Jennifer

What's the fucking deal?

cut to:

ext. 14th street, outside Rightway Couriers office.  night

It's that night

The storefront is on one side of an apartment entrance.  The other side is one of those stores that sells assorted shoes, most of which are displayed in shrink wrap in the window.  There are shutters in front of the dirty windows and a large white on black sign that says "Rightway Couriers".  The sidewalk is dirty, stained with years of gum and carbon deposits.  There are some staris below the storefront, leading to a padlocked door.  Garbage has collected at the bottom of the stairs.

A cable van is parked out front.  A homeless person walks up to the stoops in front of Rightway and sits down.  

cut to:

int. van.

Typical agency surveillance vehicle.  Two men are inside monitoring screens and adjusting knobs

cut to:

ext. 14th street again

The bum moves over to the basement entrance and sets his stuff on top of it, once covered, he chops the lock and opens the sidewalk door.  A non-descript black guy walking down the street ducks into the open door and goes in.  The bum closes it and settles down in front.

Cut to:

Int. Rightway offices

The office is dingy and dusty with old office furniture left over from the early eighties.
The agent appears from the stairs at the back.  He walks towards a large desk with peeling wood veneer top.  the back of the desk has rows of small cubby holes with little pieces of paper in them.  There are three phones on the desk and a radio reciever.

The agent goes through the pieces of paper.  Each one has a pickup and dropoff location, a time and a name.  He finds one that Penn Station at around the time Charlie was there.  He sees the name Charlie on the slip.  The agent searches through some filing cabinets until he finds a personell file with Charlie's name on it. Inside he finds Charlie's employment application (no ss#) and a photocopy of his messenger ID.  He photographs all this and puts everything back where it was.

cut to:

ext. basement doorway on 14th street

The agent comes briskly out of the door and walks up the street in the direction he was initially heading.  The bum closes the door, fits a new lock over the hasp and then fills the keyhole with some black gum.

cut to:

int. agency headquarters. same evening

Wah and two of his agents are looking over the photos on a computer screen.  They are looking at the run slip.  In the slot that says Destination, only the word "downtown" is scrawled

Wah

We don't know where the package ended up.  We're going to have to pick up that messenger.

ext. downtown manhattan street. early morning, the next day

Charlie riding his bike to work.  He starts his day by riding into midtown and calling when he's in a good position to pick up runs.

Montage of Charlie doing his bike messenger duty

int. rightway office

The front of the office has a filthy rug and some old chairs.  Bikes and frames hang from a rack on one wall and clothes and various bike parts and tools are in piles against the wall and on desks.  ROB ARMSTRONG, a tall black messenger enters the office with a beat up ten-speed he leans against the wall.  There is one other messenger chilling here.  At the back of the room is a doorway and a cut out window to the dispatcher and the manager's office.  BOB RIZY, a tall white guy with hair like Weird Al Yankovic is stooped over the desk, talking on the phone and radio while arranging white slips on his desk.

rob

(shaking hands with other messenger)

What's up?

other messenger

(amused)

Yo, Bob's tripping again.

Rob

Yeah?

Other Messenger

Somebody stuck gum in the basement door lock.

Rob

(yelling to Bob)

Hey Bob, them crack monsters again?

Bob

(without looking up from desk)

Don't expect to get any runs hanging around here talking with your pals.

Rob and the other messenger look at each other, shake hands again and laugh.

Other messenger

Larmine got his bike stolen again.

Rob

Again?  It was probably the dude who he stole it from in the first place.

Other Messenger

Yeah it was.

Rob

(laughing)

Allright, I'm out.  Later

They shake hands

Other Messenger

Later.  Be safe.

Rob takes a chocolate milk out of his bag and goes outside

cut to:

ext. front of Rightway

Rob is standing in front of the window, drinking his chocolate milk.  An AGENT, dressed kind of like a construction worker, with everything being a little too clean and new, approaches Rob.

Agent

Hey, how ya doing?

Rob

(wary)

I'm allright

Agent

Hey, I'm looking for Charlie.  You don't know if he called in sick today, do ya?

Rob

Who?

Agent

You know the guy with the white bike.  I wanted to ask him something and I can't get a hold of him.

Rob

(not looking at agent)

Well, I haven't seen him

Agent

Well if you do, tell him I've got something for him.  He'll want it.

int. open dock on 56th between 6th and 7th. later that afternoon

The space is a large covered driveway with a roll-up garage door going out to 56th street.  It's large.  A semi can back into here.  At the far end is a concrete level on to which the trucks unload.  There is a ramp that goes up to here and everyone reports to the barred window to pick up or drop off deliveries and get things signed.  Next to the window is a freight elevator.  Charlie has just picked something up and is ready to head out.  Rob arrives.

Rob

What's up, Charlie.

Charlie

Yo, man, what's up.

Rob

Same ol'.  Larmine's gots his bike stolen again.

Charlie

What, he leaned it up against the wall again?

Rob

Yep.  And it was the same dude whose bike it was anyways.

Charlie

Man, those two should just get together and split each others runs.

Rob

Oh shit, some guy was looking for you this morning

Charlie

Looking for me?  What did he look like?

Rob

Funky.  He looked like the man.  Trying to act casual--but he said he had something for you.

Charlie

Nobody has anything for me--that I want anyway.

Rob

Yeah, well, I didn't say nothing to him.

Charlie

That's weird, man.  Well, keep that shit on the dl.  I appreciate it.

Rob

Word.  Peace.

Charlie

Later.  Be safe.

They shake hands.

int. jennifer's apartment

Jennifer is seated at her desk working on her regular freelance computer assignments.  She reaches for the package Hillegas sent her.  She pulls out the piece of machinery and looks it over, looking at the jacks that go into it.  She also unfolds and puzzles over the schematic, which is a diagram of the same piece of machinery.  She puts the disk in her computer and goes through the code.  She phones her friend, Leone.

Jennifer

Leone.  Hey.  Yeah, good.  But I received the weirdest thing in the mail.

cut to:

ext. outside of Rightway.  night

The van is parked in front of the store shop again.  Down the street a bit, one of the agents, dressed as a telephone repairman, puts a tap on the rightway phone lines.

fade to:

ext. Manhattan city streets.  day

It is the next day.  Charlie is doing his usual runs, booking through traffic, thinking about his job.  At one payphone in midtown he gets some runs downtown.

Bob

(through phone)

While your down there, stop at the dropoff in Tribeca where you left that Penn Station run.  Customer wanted to ask you something.

Charlie

Okay.  Cool.

Bob

You need the address?

Charlie

No.  I remember it.

Bob

Okay, then.  Drop 'em and call.

cut to:

ext. street in tribeca.  day time

Outside Jennifer's apartment again.  Charlie locks his bike and walks over to her buzzer with a little pep to his step.

Int. Jennifers apartment.

Jennifer has just opened the door for charlie

Jennifer

Hi!  Thanks for stopping by.  I know it's kind of weird, I just wanted to ask you some questions about that package you left for me.

Charlie

Sure.  What do you want to know?

Jennifer

Why don't you come in.

(leading him towards computer desk)

You said you picked this up at Penn Station.  From whom?

Charlie

I don't know his name.  He seemed pretty stressed, actually.

Jennifer

Older guy?

Charlie

Yeah, getting there.  He looked like a professor or something.  Why?

Jennifer

It sounds like Jacob, which is very strange because I've been working with him for over a year and he's never mentioned coming here and all of a sudden he just shows up, sending me this stuff.

Charlie

Well, all I know is that he was pretty concerned that I get the package for you.  But most people are like that.

(pause)

So you just do all your work over the computer?

Jennifer

Yeah, I work from home mostly, over the internet, it's pretty cool.  But most of my clients are in New York or California.  Jacob was somewhere in Arizona.  They were kind of obscure—company called Inco—and I could never really tell what the project was, but it was pretty sophisticated.  I was hoping to get in on the IPO.

Charlie

(referring to his messenger outfit, jokingly)

Hey, me too!

Jennifer

(laughing)

Well, thanks.  Sorry to get in the way of your deliveries.

Charlie

Hey, no.  This is a good kind of break.

Jennifer

(handing him card)

Could you give me a call if you hear anything about Jacob.  His last name was Hillegas.  I'd kind of like to get paid!

Charlie

Definitely.

cut to:

ext.  10th avenue and 35th street. day

It's later that day.  Charlie is locking his bike to a light pole.  He has a bit of a dreamy look on his face.  He enters building.  A K-car passes by.  Two agents recognize his bike and park the car across the street.  When he's coming back out of the building with his package, they approach him.

First agent

Excuse me?  Charlie?

Charlie

(acting casual, but extremely alert)

I don't think I know you

Charlie keeps walking towards his bike.

First Agent

We've been talking to your dispatcher.  We just wanted to ask you a couple questions.

Charlie tightens his messenger bag and gets his lock key in his hand.  He moves closer to his bike.

charlie

I probably don't have any answers you're looking for, fellas, sorry.

The agents, sensing his wariness, spread slightly apart, but they are still about twenty feet away.

first agent

Listen, son, we just wanted to ask you about some deliveries you made in the last couple of days."

Charlie looks around.  There is no one else on Tenth Avenue.  His bike is behind him.  One of the agents is on the sidewalk on his right and the other on the street to his left.

charlie

Hey, my dispatcher knows all my runs, if you talked to him, he's told you everything I could, now I've got a rush package here and I kind of have to get going.

As he's talking he's unlocking the bike and wrapping the chain around his waist.  The agents start to run towards him, but he's on his bike and riding right at them.  They scatter and he heads down Tenth and then left on to 27th.  The agents get up and run to their car, but it's on the other side of the street and they can't drive in the direction Charlie rode.

First agent

(on radio)

We saw him.  We saw him.  He's on tenth avenue heading south.

Int. Squat on 13th street. charlie's room. night.

Charlie lies on his back on a futon in his room.  It is minimal, with lots of bike gear.  His door is open.  On the other side, a couple of his roomates are watching tv on a beat up sofa.  They are squatters, punk and grunge.  Charlie holds an old polaroid photo in his hands and looks at it.  It is a picture of him as an adolescent, sitting next to a smiling older Chinese man.

int. Subway car

Colonel Wah is on a nearly empty subway train, heading out to deepest darkest Brooklyn.  He is razor sharp, wearing an extremely nice suit and working on a laptop.  The only other passengers on the train are two ROUGHNECKS, who have begun paying attention to Wah and his laptop.

They talk and get louder and more threatening.  Wah ignores them and keeps typing away.  Finally, one of them walks over and grabs the laptop by the screen.  Wah won't let go.  There is a brief tug of war.

Wah

This is not a toy.

He lets go and then slams the laptop shut, from the bottom, onto the kid's fingers

The sharp edges of the laptop sever off the roughneck's fingers and he goes reeling backwards, screaming.  The second roughneck attacks from the side.  Wah steps away and aims the closed and bloody laptop.

wah

You could put out an eye...

A dart flies out from the spine of the laptop and sticks into the attackers eye, knocking him off his feet.

The first kid is leaning back with his neck exposed, his bleeding, fingerless hands contorted at his chest.  Wah steps into him

wah (cont'd)

...or break your neck.

He slams the laptop into his neck, crushing the roughneck's windpipe and breaking his spine.

The train comes to the station.  Both roughnecks are lying dead on the train floor.  Wah steps over the one with the dart in his eye, retrieves it and leaves the train.

ext. brooklyn.  Poor residential neighborhood-Late evening

Wah comes up from the subway stairs.  Down the block, he sees a fire hydrant, left open from children playing in it that day.  He goes up to it and rinses the laptop in the blast of water, being careful not too get his clothes or shoes wet.  He loads the dart back into the spring.

He walks up the block, checking addresses.  He comes to an older brownstone and goes up the stairs.  He knocks on the door.  A young black man opens it up and looks at him suspiciously.

Wah

I'm looking for Rob.

The man turns around.  A moment later Rob comes to the door.

Rob

Yeah?

Wah

I need to know where Charlie lives.  I know you are loyal to him, but it's not worth your life.

ext. 13th street. the next morning

Charlie comes out of his building with his bike.  He looks warily around then gets on his bike and heads uptown.

int. Agency surveillance Room

Colonel Wah is leaning over a table where two of his men are arranging slips of paper, similar to the way Bob the dispatcher arranges his runs.  There is a large map of New York City on the table.  Two other men are on headphones in front of computers.  The room is filled with high tech monitoring equipment.

agent at table #1

The pattern appears to be fairly simple.  The messenger collects a number of runs either downtown or uptown going uptown or downtown.  When he has enough to make it worth his while, the dispatcher sends him to his destinations.  Once he's down there, he does the same thing in reverse.  Sometimes, they make calls along the way, if it makes sense.

Wah

Do they ever go off of Manhattan?

agent at Table #1

Yes, sir.  About ten percent of the runs originate in Queens and a small number in Brooklyn.  Most of the messengers don't seem to like these runs.

Wah

And Charlie?

agent at Table #2

We are fairly confident, sir, that our target is Messenger #44, who should be somewhere heading uptown to 6th avenue and 55th right now.

Wah

Very good.  Let's try and get him out of the city.

int. rightway office

Bob is at his desk on the phone.

Bob

Charlie, you've got a film studio run.  13-45 45th street.  You're picking up some dubs.  Ask for Jonas.  Pick em and call.

ext. midtown payphone

Charlie is straddling his bike on the payphone.  He hangs it up, looks around and heads east.

ext. 59th street bridge

Charlie rides across it.  The endless, relentless New york traffic flows in front and behind him

ext. quiet street in studio section of queens

There are parked cars in front of long shedlike buildings.  This section of the block is the end of the studios and peters out into deserted lots.  two beige k cars enter the street.  The first car with AGENTS #1-#4 parks across the street from the door of the pickup address and the second one with THREE AGENTS #5-#7 parks just around the corner.

Unfortunately, for the agecy, the second car is in the route Charlie takes to his pickup, so he sees it.  He rides right by acting like he didn't notice anything, but the spotless beige sedan with tinted windows stands out on the industrial street.

Charlie rounds the corner and stops in front of a streetlight pole, on the other side of the street from car #1.  He dismounts and unlocks the chain from his waist.

Agent #1 and Agent #2 get out of the backseat of the car and approach him from behind.  

Charlie is bending over his bike, locking the chain around it.  He freezes.  The agents are about twenty feet away, spreading apart from each other.  

agent #1

Hey Charlie.  Just a couple of questions, pal.

The one on the right, Agent #1, reaches inside his coat and unsnaps his holster.  Charlie is still bent over his bike, with his back to Agent #2, on his left.  He waits and then spins backward to his right, his right hand straight out and the chain extending.  The 8 lb. steel lock catches Agent #1 in the head.  

Charlie continues to spin as the other Agent #2 pulls out his gun.  Charlie releases the chain and lock at the end of his second spin and it hits Agent #2 in the chest and gun arm.  

Agent #1 is still falling sideways, a bloody wound in his head.  Charlie catches him around the waist from the front, holding him up.  He pulls the pistol out of his waist holster and shoots Agent #2 in the chest twice.

In the car around the corner, Agent #5 and Agent #6 get out of the backseat, guns drawn.  There is nobody in the passenger seat.  Agent #7 remains in the driver's seat.

AGent #7

(on radio)

We've got a situation.  There's two shots.

Charlie is already running towards the first car.  On the street side, Agent #3 is half out the door.  

Charlie reaches the car before Agent #3 can pull back in, pinning the door on Agent #3's leg with his foot.  He puts the gun into the top opening between the door and the car and empties it.  Sparks fly out of the car and Agent #3 dies.  Charlie then lets go of the gun, allowing it to fall into the car.

Agent #4 gets out of the door on the sidewalk with a shot gun in his hand.

Charlie jumps up onto the car roof and rolls over it to the other side.

As Agent #4 tries to turn the shotgun towards him, Charlie is already there, with his hands on the barrel and his knee in the agent's face.

He continues down to the ground, wrenching the shotgun out of his hands and driving his knees into Agent #4's body, breaking stuff.

Agent #5 and Agent #6 from the second car come running around the corner.  Charlie flips the shotgun around and shoots them both.  They drop.

He runs around the corner.  Agent #7 is still in the passenger seat.  Charlie shoots him through the window.

He runs back to his bike, grabbing his lock on the way  He gets on it and rides the fuck out of there.

ext. 59th street bridge

Charlie is riding fast, a wild look in his eyes.  He reaches for his radio.

Charlie

Bob, It's Charlie.  That pickup was no good.  There was no one there.  I wiped out on the bridge and I'm heading home after I drop the first one off.

int. Agency surveillance room

Wah is here with RADIO AGENT #1, listening to what's going on in Queens.

Radio agent #1

He said there were two shots fired, sir, then six more.  The two ancillaries went around the corner.  There were two shotgun shots and then radio silence

wah

Send four cars there now.  Close off the area.  Also, send the helicopter.

Wah pulls out a cel phone

wah (cont'd)

(into cel phone)

Downtown!  This is Wah.  Prepare for your movement early.  He could be on his way there now.

(to Radio Agent)

I want to see the picture from the helicopter and then I want a car to get me downtown as soon as possible.

Radio AGent

Yes sir, chopper's in the air with an ETA of three minutes.

He points to the monitor, where a camera image has just come up.

radio agent (cont'd)

And here's the camera.

wah

put the radio on speaker

Radio agent

Chopper, you're one speaker.  Colonel wah is here.

Helicopter pilot

(on radio)

Chopper, here, colonel.  We're descending to the intersection and I'm zooming in.

The image on the screen becomes buildings and streets and then is the ambush site.  The two cars are visible and as the image magnifies, so are the open doors on the cars and the six bodies on the street.

Helicopter pilot

Wow.

Wah

Send four more cars.  Close that area off.  Find any possible witnesses and detain them.  I don't want any local cops on the scene.

Wah turns and heads out of the room.

int. Agency Parking garage

Wah gets into a sedan.  The driver drives out to the exit.

Ext. Manhattan midtown street

The car drives out of the exit and immediately hits heavy crosstown traffic.  There is construction on the side of the road, horns are honking, delivery vehicles are double parked.  Wah throws his hands up in the air.

wah

Oh, Jesus Christ, we should get bikes for the department.

(He opens up his cel phone)

Spread out a little more and stay alert.  I don't want him to see you first.

ext.  Corner of 13th street and Avenue c

A laundry delivery van is parked there.  Two agents are inside, one of them is talking on a cel phone.  Charlie's building is visible down the street.  There are delivery vans all over the place.

Agent in van

Okay, people, spread out your positions a little and stay in place.  Let's let him come home.

ext. spanish food window in Lower east side - evening

Charlie is straddling his bike outside of a gigafrita way downtown.  He is finishing a an aluminum food container of rice and beans and beef.  He throws the container in the garbage and approaches the window.

charlie

One more, please.  Same thing.

cut to:

ext. night. overpass over fdr

Charlie rides his bike over the FDR into the East River Park, a large public park spanning most of the Lower East Side on the East River.  It is mostly deserted at night.  He locks his bike to a light pole and starts walking back to his neighborhood.

cut to:

ext. night. lower East side neighborhood

A few blocks from his building, Charlie sees a delivery van.  He goes over to the next block and sees another one.  He turns around.

cut to:

ext. night. east river park

Charlie has found a bench by the river, in the shadow between two lights.  He locks his bike to the bench and pulls his sweatshirt hood over his face and ties it tight.  He lies down on his side.  In front of him, the lights of Brooklyn and Queens twinkle at him; Behind hims Manhattan.  He goes to sleep.

int. Corporate boardroom. the next day

Businessmen surround a large boardroom table.  They wear power suits and neutral expressions on their faces.  On the far end of the table, only distinguishable from the businessmen in that they are slightly younger, thinner and fitter, sits Colonel Wah and his three top lieutenants.  ANDERSEN is caucasian, even thinner than the others and perhaps a little more stylish.  PARK is of Korean descent and ROBINSON is African-American.  Colonel Wah is just finishing his briefing.

wah

To summarize, gentlemen, once we realized the impact of the technology, we moved, at your request, to put a complete stop to the operation.  One of the lead scientists managed to slip away.  He has since been found.  We are currently in the process of confirming that no information left his hands in the nine hours between the closure of the operation and our contact with him.

Suit

Aside from that, the operation has been entirely closed down.

Wah

The operation has been entirely closed down.  

(pause)

The board can focus again on providing American business with the best transport system possible.

Wah looks around to see if there are any more questions.

wah

Thank you, gentlemen.

The businessman, talking among themselves, get up from their seats and leave the boardroom.  Wah sits down between his lieutenants.  He looks a little weary.

andersen

Well, that went smoothly.

park

They don't seem to have heard anything.

Wah

They don't want to hear anything.

Wah straightens up, becoming less informal.

Wah (cont'd)

Okay.  We need to grab this courier today.  Andersen, I want you to shut down the city.  Put out a surveillance web and keep someone on every exit out of Manhattan.  Get with the Mayor's office and the sherrif and make sure it's all smooth from their end.

Andersen

Yes, sir.

Wah

(to Park and Robinson)

If Andersen needs any help, give it to him, but in the meantime I want you to dig deeper into this Charlie Brown character.  Dig into the Matter Operation.  Is there anything that can connect Hillegas to him?  Was that just a coincidence.

(pause, thinking)

This courier obviously has some training.  

Robinson

(interrupting)

He must have made a blip somewhere

Wah

Exactly.  Get as deep and as broad as you can.  Check local police as well as federal organizations.  For all we know, he could be another government experiment gone awry.

Flashback - mid '80's

int. recreation room

The obvious institutional nature of this room has been covered with furniture and recreational equipment.  A ping pong and pool table are in the back.  A pleather couch and a bean bag are facing a fake wood tv.  A younger Charlie is sitting in the bean bag.  An OLDER CHINESE MAN is sitting very straight on the couch.  His back is not touching the couch but he is laughing.  Charlie is looking back towards the man and laughing.  They are watching a Tom and Jerry cartoon.

ext. east river park bench. the next morning

Charlie wakes up.  His eyes are sad.  He is stiff and dirty.  He shakes himself up and does some warm up stretches.  Then he sits back down and pulls out the cold, leftover rice and beans and starts eating them.

ext. payphone, east river park. morning

Charlie is on the phone.

charlie

Hey Bob.

Bob

(on phone)

Charlie!

Charlie

Yeah it's me.  No, I'm sorry about that.  Some crazy shit came up.

(pause)

Hey, has Rob called in yet?

Bob

Rob's dead, man.

Charlie

What?

Bob

Yeah, they found him shot in his house.  Probably some gang-bangers.  Oh hey, remember that run you got the day before yesterday, the Penn Station to Tribeca.

Charlie

Yeah, what about it.

Bob

What was the deal there?

Charlie

No deal.  Just a random pickup.  Dropped it off, no problem.

Bob

Well, some guys came around asking about it-

Charlie hangs up phone.  He gets on his bike.

ext. outside Jennifers apartment in tribeca. day

Charlie buzzes her bell

Jennifer

(Through speaker)

Yes?

charlie

Hey, uh, Jennifer, it's Charlie, the bike messenger.

Jennifer

(through speaker)

Oh, hi.  Hang on

The door buzzes and Charlie goes in.

Int. Jennifers apartment

Charlie stands there a little awkwardly

Charlie

What's up?

Jennifer

Everything's good.  What's up with you?

Charlie

Nothing. Well, lots of stuff, actually.  It's about that package.

Jennifer

Did you hear from Jacob?

Charlie

No, no.  But there has been a lot of weird stuff going around and I think it's about that package.

Jennifer

What kind of weird stuff?

charlie

I keep getting harassed by these official type men.  I thought it was about me-

Jennifer

You thought it was about you?

Charlie

Yeah, well, they'd been asking some of the other messengers about me.  But I talked to my dispatcher this morning and he said that they were asking him all kinds of questions about the pickup.

Jennifer

Really?

Charlie

Yeah, really.  And last night, when I went home, my street was completely staked out.

She notices that Charlie doesn't smell so great

Jennifer

Staked out?  What do you mean?

Charlie

There were surveillance vans on every corner.  I slept in the park.

Jennifer

Why haven't they come here yet?

Charlie

I don't think they know where the dropoff was.  Bob never recorded the run because the guy just called it in.  I think I'm the only person at my company that knows where the package got delivered to.

Jennifer

Weird.  Maybe I was working on something serious.  Here, let me show you what was in the package.

They walk over to the desk.  Jennifer picks up the jiffy pack and pulls out the piece of machinery.

Jennifer

There's this weird little box thing, with some pretty standard computer outputs and inputs.

She pulls the blueprint out of the jiffy pack.

Jennifer (cont'd)

And there's this blueprint, which seems is the schematic for this device.

And then there's a zip disk, which is in my computer, which

She shakes her mouse and taps the keyboard to make her screen come on.

Jennifer (cont'd)

had all these files in it.  They are all in code and something's wrong with my compiler so I can't run it.  I have a friend who knows some guys who are really good at this stuff and I was going to take it over to them and see what we get out of it.

Charlie

But what does it do?

Jennifer

Well, really, I have no idea.  It's some kind of communications protocol.  I know that's what Jacob was working on.  But he just gave me little pieces to do and I never really had a big picture of the whole program.

Charlie

You should be a bike messenger.  Then you get the big, big picture.

Jennifer

(looking at Charlie)

I bet you do.

There is a very small and slightly awkward pause

Jennifer (cont'd)

It's weird because I assumed what I was doing was just one of the many attempts to get market share in the telecom industry.  There are thousands of these things in development right now.  Although Jacob did start getting a little strange.  Usually he was very prompt and friendly and he became worse and worse about answering calls and when he did he was very abrupt.  I just attributed it to us getting closer to the deadline.

Charlie

When are you taking this to your friends place?

Jennifer

Probably, tomorrow.

Charlie

Can you wait until I get back?  I have to go check some stuff out.

Jennifer

Uh, yeah, but how can I get a hold of you?

Charlie

Really you can't.  I'm not going to be going home.  But if you don't hear from me, then do what you were going to do, but be really careful and paranoid.

Jennifer

This is really serious, huh?

Charlie

It really is.  Um, my friend Rob got shot last night and I want to see what the deal is there.

Jennifer

That sucks.

Charlie picks up his messenger bag and puts it on.

Charlie

Yeah.  Well, the thing is, he was a messenger and they had been asking him about me.

Jennifer

Oh?

Charlie

And now these people seem to know where I live.

Jennifer

Oh!

Charlie

So I just want to see what's going on.

Charlie heads towards the door and opens it.

Jennifer

Should you even be out on the streets?

Charlie

I can handle myself.

Jennifer

You're some kind of tough guy?

Charlie

I'm just a bike messenger.  They can't catch me with their cars.

Charlie exits the room.

int. charlie's room. same day

Agents are all over the place.  Led by Agent Park, they are going through his possessions and putting it all into baggies.  Through the doorway in the living room, Charlie's fellow squatters can be seen being handcuffed and led away by agents.  Wah walks into the room.  Park hands him a photo

Park

It's a very impersonal room, sir.  A few books, some videos and a lot bike gear.  That's the only photo we found

Wah looks at the photo.  It's a beat-up polaroid with an image of a young caucasian boy sitting next to an old chinese man.  Robinson walks into the room.

Robinson

We're going to interrogate his roomates at length, but right now there's not a lot to go on.

Wah

What's the thumbnail?

Robinson

Basically, none of them knew him really well.  He blew into town on a bus from the midwest about two years ago.  He hung out with them, but never got really close.  He was fairly handy and they all liked him.  Also, no girlfriends.  They said they thought he knew some martial arts.  He would work out in his room.

Wah looks at the photo some more.  Then he hands it back to Park.

Wah

Find out who these people are.

ext.  outside bike shop east village. day

The bike shop is an old storefront, painted a tired yellow.  used bikes of all different shapes and sizes are chained to the front, none of them particuarly nice.  Through the open door is a dark and cluttered bike shop.  Charlie is wrapping strips of inner tube around his bike frame.  He tapes up the last bit and then heads into the interior of the shop

Int. bike shop

EMY, the gruff proprietor is tinkering with a bike.  He is short and middle-aged and he stands with his legs spread wide and his gut sticking out.  He has grease on his hands and a black apron on.

Charlie

Emy, do you have a little black spraypaint I could borrow.

Emy

What for?

Charlie

I'm gonna paint my helmet.

Emy

You're gonna paint your helmet black?  Why would you want to do that?

Charlie

I don't know. Looks good.

Emy

That's really gonna cut down on your visibility, you know.

Charlie

Yeah, yeah.

Emy

Also, that paint can eat away at the glue that holds the foam to the shell.

Charlie

Come on, Emy, just let me use some spraypaint.

Emy heads over to his tool area and pulls out a spraypaint can.

Emy

It's your helmet.

He hands the spraypaint to Charlie.

ext. front of bike shop.  a little while later

Charlie's helmet is matte black and dry.  He bunches up the newspaper it was drying it on and throws it in the garbage.  He has turned his messenger bag inside out so it is now the bright yellow of the waterproof latex interior.  He gets on his bike.

Charlie

(yelling into shop)

Thanks, Emy.  I'll see you later.

ext. HOuston at 2nd ave. a little later

Two agents are sitting in a parked k-car.  They are looking out at Charlie across the street talking to another bike messenger.

Agent

(into radio)

I think we've got him.  He's changed his clothing, but the id is good.  He's got a yellow bag, now, black helmet, black bike.

From the car window, they see Charlie shake the other biker's hand and then head uptown.  They start their car.

AGent

He's heading downtown, into the Lower East Side.

ext. Houston and essex

Charlie cuts into ????, going the wrong way.  The car following him heads down Essex, the next street.  

ext. Essex and Delancey

Charlie comes out onto Delancey and makes a left towards the Williamsburg bridge.  The K-car is at the light at the next intersection.

Agent

(on radio)

Yeah, we caught up to him.  Looks like he's heading for Williamsburg.

int.  Communications room.

Wah is looking at a map of the city.  His lieutenants and agents are all around him, prepared for action.

Wah

Get the full team out to Williamsburg.  I don't know where he's going, but let's cut him off.

ext. kent avenue, williamsburg

This a wide and empty industrial street, not far from the deserted Williamsburg waterfront on the East River.  Charlie turns onto Kent.  Almost immediately, two brown k-cars come from around the corner and drive towards him

He looks behind him and sees two more coming towards him from behind on Kent.  He accelerates towards the oncoming cars, pointing his bike straight at the first one, playing chicken with it.

Agent in passenger seat

Don't hit him!

They slam the brakes on and Charlie runs into their car front first, doing a header over the hood, and then rolling off to one side.  The driver doesn't even have time to get his door on the handle before Charlie has it open and is punching him in the throat.  He drags him out of the car and gets in the driver's seat.  The agent in the passenger seat has pulled out his gun and is starting to point it at Charlie.  Charlie grabs the agents hand, breaks his wrist and shoots him.  

He puts the car in reverse, puts on his seatbelt and tries to split the two cars coming at him.  They turn, but keep their rears together and Charlie's car smashes them and stops.  The agents in the front cars stop in front, each at an angle.  Charlie's car is effectively boxed in on all four corners by three brown k-cars.  

The agents on the far side of the front two cars get out and start shooting the front and side windows of Charlie's car so he won't be able to see out.  The windows spider but don't break.

Int. Car

Inside the car, Charlie unhooks his seatbelt.  He opens the glove compartment and finds two more clips, which he takes.  He drags the body of the guy he killed into the backseat.  There is a steel briefcase back there.  Charlie opens it and finds grenades.

ext. kent street

The view is from outside the car.  The shooting stops.  The smoke begins to clear.  The windows of the car are shattered and nearly opaque.  The rear left door opens up.

agent

Hold your fire!

A body tumbles out, the agents cover it with their guns.  It's the agent from the passenger side and an instant later he explodes in a blinding flash.  The agents, particularily the ones on that side, duck and turn.  

Charlie comes rolling out of the front seat on the right side.  He moves about ten feet from the car and spreads himself flat on the ground when it blows up.  

It's two explosions, one right on top of the other, as the grenade Charlie left in the car explodes and then catches the gas tank.  

The force of the blast slides Charlie along the pavement, but the debris and schrapnel fly over his head.

Charlie rolls another grenade under the closest car to him.  Then he jumps up and doubles back running and jumping through the smoking wreck of the car.  

The agents on the other side are still recovering from the blasts.  He jumps into them, shooting, punching and kicking.  The other grenade goes off.  Two of the men on that side are instantly killed, the other 4 pull back.  

More cars are arriving from down the block.  Charlie takes out three men on his side and then runs west, towards the river.

ext. outside warehouse, Williamsburg waterfront

He scales a ten foot fence with barbwire, drops down and runs through the littered vacant lot to a large white warehouse structure.  The main door is locked, but there are broken windows with rusting frames all around.  He climbs through one and enters the dusty interior.

ext. kent street

More agents have arrived.  This time they come in two SWAT type vans and they pour out the back as these types do.  There are sixteen of them, wearing body armor and carrying automatic stun rifles.

ext. outside warehouse, Williamsburg waterfront

The assault team run to the fence, cutting out a thirty-foot section and setting up a shield phalanx.  They are wearing body armor and carrying dart guns with small lights fixed to the top.

int. Warehouse

Charlie is crouched down on the floor.  It is dark inside, with the filtered sunlight revealing broken machinery.

From inside the warehouse, Charlie sees the assault team set up on the other side of the fence.  They are efficient and well-covered and out of range for a pistol.  They run through the fence and Charlie heads deeper into the darkness of the warehouse.

Ext. Outside Warehouse

The assault team approaches a rusted loading gate, efficiently mine the hinges and structural points and then blow the hole thing open.  

int. Warehouse

Charlie heads up the stairs on the side by the door.  He runs along the higher level to the middle of the warehouse.  Charlie's face has taken on a focused look that changes his whole appearance.  His movements are so quick and efficient that they seem slightly inhuman.  

He hears the incoming agents call out muted orders and split up.  

Some come up on the catwalk and the others spread out down below.  

Halfway across the balcony/catwalk he is on, Charlie finds a drainage pipe going down.  He shimmeys down it and crouches silently behind a piece of machinery.

He sees the beam of one of the agents flashlights and jumps him, knocking him out and taking his gun.  He shines the light on the end of the gun on to the catwalk, exposing two of the agents.  He shoots at both of them with the dart gun.  The sound of the shots call attention to his position and suddenly he's surrounded by whizzing darts.  

He rolls to a different cover and the agents move to cut him off.  He stands up and runs full speed into the main group at the front of the warehouse.  

Again, using the technique of a full frontal attack he jumps into the middle of them.  At this range, they are too close to shoot him with their stun rifles and he's moving so fast the other agents outside the melee can't get a bead on them.  

The agents on the outside can see the fight from the blasted out roll-top door and they come running in.  Basically, Charley is in the middle of 13 guys, taking them out one-by-one.  

As the fight progresses, so does his ferocity.  The look of intensity on his face becomes one of ferocious madness.  His speed and power seem to grow.  

He is punching and kicking enemies, taking their weapons away from them while breaking their arms, knocking them out or killing them instantly with blows to the throat, stomach and face.  

Finally, four remaining agents have him.  Two have his arms pinned back, the third is wrapped around his legs and the fourth is facing him and trying to choke him.  Charlie's neck muscles are flexed so tight, they don't seem to give at all.  

He manages to pull one arm free and get it around the back of the agent facing him.  He pulls the agents body close to his so their chests are touching.  The action freezes as Charlie stares at the agent facing him, a look of fierce intensity on his face.  Suddenly the agent's heart stops beating and he collapses to the ground, dead of a heart attack.  

Charlie brings his free arm around and hits one of the guys holding his arm and then the other.  He pulls a pistol from the shoulder holster of his last falling victim and shoots the guy holding his legs in the head.

There is quiet.  Charlie is surrounded by a pile of neutralized agents.  He walks out of the warehouse into the sunlight.  

ext. outside warehouse

In contrast to the frenzy of battle, in the vacant lot there is a marked stillness.  Charlie walks up towards the smoldering wreck of the cars, his eyes staring into some other world.

ext. kent street

Charlie's bike has been thrown from the explosion.  It is charred and chipped and the front wheel is badly warped, but he can still ride it.  He gets on it and rides back towards the bridge.

int. inside helicopter

Wah is riding in the helicopter with Robinson, the pilot and three assualt agents.  .

Pilot

Sir, they are getting no signal from the assault team.

Wah buries his head in his hands, rubs his face and takes a deep breath.

int. Jennifer's apartment

There is a loud BANGING on Jennifer's door.  Startled, she gets up from her computer to answer it.  She opens it up and sees Charlie, his clothes filthy, covered in blood and mud.  

He can't speak clearly and his muscles are starting to seize up.

Charlie

(gasping and inarticulate)

Sorry... to... disturb... you.  Would like... to use your- your bath.

Charlie stumbles towards her bathroom.  She helps him.  

int. Jennifer's bathroom

He gets into the bathroom and collapses on the floor.  He reaches one arm towards the faucet.  Jennifer turns the taps on.

Charlie

Hot only... please.

Jennifer

Only hot water?  Okay.

Charlie collapses back on the floor.  He starts trying to take his clothes off, but he's too weak.

Jennifer

Can I help you take your clothes off?

Charlie

Yes.

Jennifer strips off his clothes, leaving him in his underwear.  She notices the blood on his clothes but makes no comment.  Charlie gets up on his hands and knees and climbs over the side of the tub, falling in and splashing scalding water everywhere.

Charlie

Just keep it hot... please.

Charlie passes out.  Jennifer, her clothes wet and dirty, stands over him half-shocked, half-amused.

ext. outside warehouse williamsburg

The helicopter lands and as the blades slowly die down, Wah steps from it onto the broken brick and garbage strewn ground.  He looks over at the burning cars and then walks towards the warehouse.  Robinson comes out after him.

Wah

I want a blow by blow story of what happened here and I want to find any blood or flesh that did not come from our team.

They head into the warehouse.  

int. warehouse

The pile of bodies is like a donut of human flesh, the whole being where Charlie made his final stand.  Wah immediately walks up to the body of the soldier who had the heart attack.  The guy is sprawled on his back, with his knees buckled under him.  There are no marks or wounds on the visible parts of his body.

Wah

What happened to this guy?

He pauses looking at the body.

Wah (cont'd)

I want a complete autopsy done on this body and any others that don't seem to have any wounds or surface trauma.

Wah and his lieutenants step back into the fading sunlight.

Wah

It's 0600 now.  I want a full attendance meeting at 1000 hours.  Complete as much of this investigation as possible and bring me the results by then.  I also want the others to bring me what they have.  We have to get moving on this.  We're dealing with something significant here and I want to know if we continue.  I want to present to the Transportation Board tomorrow morning.  I don't think they realize what they've gotten themselves into.

int. Jennifer's bathroom

Jennifer makes sure Charlie's head is above water.  She then steps back, half-alarmed, half-bemused.  She takes a moment to check out his physique, which definitely passes muster, particularily as all his muscles are in a state of almost total tension.  She refills the tub with hot water a couple times, but eventually she tries to wake him up.  He doesn't wake.  Finally, struggling, she drags him out of the tub, towels him off and drags him over to her futon on the floor.  His body seems unnaturally stiff, but she does her best to dry him off and cover him up.  He starts snoring loudly.  Her phone RINGS.  Jennifer answers it.

Jennifer

Hello?  Oh hi.  No, I'm running a little late.

(pause)

Minor bathroom disaster

She looks towards futon.

Jennifer (cont'd)

Let me take a shower and I'll meet you guys there.

Okay!  Bye.

Jennifer heads towards the bathroom.

int. Agency's main debriefing room.  four hours later.

Wah, Andersen, Park and Robinson, along with assistants and many other members of Wah's organization are gathered around a large conference table.  The room is fancy with lots of audio-visual equipment.  Their is a lot of tension in the air, most of it coming from Wah's set jaw and fixed stare.  He is becoming angry.

Robinson gets up to present.

Wah

Give us what you have.

Robinson

In the past six months of the Matter program, the work was very insular.  However, it is not impossible that some of the coding was outsourced.  Unless he somehow snuck out to the local post office, it doesn't seem as if Hillegas sent anything through the mail or any of the other delivery outlets.  He could, however, have had e mail communication with anybody.  We've tried to backwards track some of that through internet searches, but they have been fruitless.  Unfortunately, the obvious method of checking the lab's server is useless because we blew it up.

The Matter program had not moved officialy into the hardware phase, but there was a good chance that Hillegas had put together a mock-up of the hardware on his own.

The equipment was there and some purchases he made seem to suggest that he might have done so.

Our concern, obviously, is that he did complete the hardware piece and that this is the package that he passed off to our messenger friend.

Wah

Continue following up on the email search.  Also, check into the hubs that led into the lab's server.  There may be something there.

Wah looks over to Park

Wah

So who is this kid?

Park

Okay.  Our first question:  why was this kid so naturally hostile to our agents when first confronted?

Now we can see that he has been trained, and trained well.  So what the hell is he doing riding around New York on a bike?

Here's something interesting I dug up.

Park gets up and stands infront of a pulldown screen.  He picks up a remote control.  The lights dim and a slide comes on the screen.  It is a newspaper clipping.  The headlines reading "Maniac kills 3 ATF officers in Bus Depot".  The black and white image shows an investigator on the other side of some hazard tape in the offloading section of a bus depot.

Park

The newspaper is the Des Moines Register.  The story, without giving any id, said the attacker was a wanted criminal.  Using "what witnesses described as expert martial arts" he killed 3 agents and incapacitated 2 others.  

What's particularily interesting about this story, which occurred just under 2 years ago, is that there was no follow-up and when I called the ATF, they had no records of it.  They show no loss of agents in that area and in that time period.

Wah

This is in Iowa.  That's interesting.  There's a chance that some other agency borrowed the ATF's name to cover something else up.  I want to follow up on this one with you.

SAM WINNOWER, a forensic scientist with the organization gets up.  He takes the remote from Park.

Winnower

You can leave the lights off.

He motions towards the screen and changes the slide to an aerial view of the battle scene in Williamsburg.

Winnower

We can spend a lot of time going over these situations, but I will sum up my findings to you with only the most relevant points.

First, the incredible accuracy of the bullet wounds.  

As he is speaking, Winnower is switching slides of various dead agents with bullet holes in their foreheads.

Winnower (cont'd)

Four of our men were shot in the head from what appears to be medium range, in fairly chaotic circumstances.

flashback.

Charlie is coming out of the burning car wreck, shooting agents in the head.

cut back to debriefing room

The slide changes to two of the assault team sprawled on the floor of the catwalk in the warehouse.  The slide changes again and it's the same image zoomed in to reveal tranquilizer darts sticking in the necks of each of the bodies.

Winnower

As you can see here, he has managed, in low light, to hit each of these agents in the neck, between their body armor and helmet.

flashback.  int. warehouse

Charlie, on one knee, shoots two shots with the tranquilizer gun, dropping two agents.

cut back to debriefing room

Another slide comes on.  It's the aerial view of the battle, with diagrams and times superimposed on it.

Winnower

Second, as the battle progressed, so did his speed.  

Winnower points to the times on the slide.

Winnower

Note how he seems to be picking up pace, as if his ferocity is growing as the battle continues.

The last four of his victims were killed within seven seconds.

flashback.  int. warehouse

Quick cuts of Charlie killing the last three agents

cut back to debriefing room

Winnower

Particularily intriguing is the death of agent Ziegler.  

Winnower changes the slide to a naked body on a gurny.

Winnower (cont'd)

There is very little physical trauma on his body.  He died of a powerful heart attack.  He had a fully healthy heart.  It's as if the x valve just burst.

Agent at table

Could that be a result of a powerful blow to the chest?

Winnower

It's possible, but there is absolutely no trauma to the chest or back that would indicate a blow of that nature.  It's as if someone had reached inside his heart and torn the valve off of it.

flashback.  int. warehouse. close up.

Charlie is holding the agent close to him, staring insanely into his eyes.  The agents heart is THUMPING and then it stops.  His face is shocked with death.

cut back to debriefing room

Winnower looks around the conference room.  The faces are somber.

Winnower

What we have here, gentleman--and this is an understatement--is a level of skill far beyond standard military training.

int. Jennifers apartment. night

Charlie is laying in the futon in exactly the same position he was when Jennifer put him there.  There is the sound of the DOOR OPENING.  Jennifer stumbles in.  She is fairly drunk.  She throws her keys on her desk and starts to undress, throwing her clothes on the floor and finding a t-shirt and boxers in her closet which she puts on.  She walks over to the bed and looks over at Charlie.  Then she collapses on it, on top of the covers and goes to sleep.

Fade out

Int. Jennifer's apartment.  later that night

Jennifer is sprawled on the futon.  Charlie is no longer on the bed.  There are CLINKING noises coming from the kitchen.  She rolls over fitfully and reaches her arm out.  She sits up, puts her head in her hands.  She smells the air.  Something smells good.  Jennifer gets up and goes to the bathroom, where she splashes water on her face.

She walks into the kitchen.  Charlie is sitting on a stool by the counter eating a bowl of rice and some broccoli dish.  There are groceries all over the counter and two or three dishes of steaming chinese food.  There are dirty pots and pans all over the place.  

Charlie

Oh, I'm sorry.  I'll clean everything up.

Jennifer

Don't worry about it.  Did you order this?

Charlie

No, I cooked it.

Charlie gets a clean bowl and prepares her a dish.

Charlie

Here.  Try this broccoli flower and some of these wrinkled beans.

He passes the bowl to her and pours her a cup of tea.

Jennifer

Hang on a second.  Let me just get some water.

She goes into the fridge and pulls out the ubiquitous water filter and pours herself a big glass, which she promptly downs and then pours another.  Then she sits down opposite Charlie and looks at the food.

Jennifer

Wow, thanks.  This smells delicious.  It woke me up.

She starts to eat.

Charlie

After I exert myself like that, I get really hungry.  I have to eat.  It's like the bath thing.

Jennifer looks down at the floor and notices an empty box of saltines and an empty box of cheerios.  She looks up at Charlie, her chopsticks poised.

Jennifer

I'm still drunk too tired to even ask you about this physical exertion thing.  But, who are you?

Charlie

I'm Charlie.

Jennifer

Okay.  Let's try again.  How about, where are you from?

Charlie

Iowa.

Jennifer

You learned to cook like this in Iowa?

Charlie

(looking down)

My father taught me.

He looks up at Jennifer looking at him.

Charlie

He's dead.

Flashback

Close up of Charlie sitting crosslegged on a mat, facing and hugging the old Chinese man, who is hunched over, his still head on Charlie's shoulder.  The palm of Charlie's hand is flat against his back.  Charlie is crying.

Int. Jennifer's Kitchen

Jennifer

I'm sorry.

They eat quietly for awhile.  Jennifer finishes her bowl and, in a deliberate motion, puts it and the chopsticks down pushes them to the side.

Jennifer

We have fifty million things to talk about.

She takes the bowl and chopsticks from Charlie's hand and puts them down and starts to kiss him.

INt. Colonel Wah's Office

Colonel Wah is on the phone.

Wah

Ellsberg.  It's Wah.  

Int. Condo living room.

Through a plate glass window one can see a golf course and the desert behind it.  Retired COLONEL SAUL ELLSBERG is on the phone.

Ellsberg

Colonel Wah.  What can I do for you.

Intercut Wah and Ellsberg

Wah

I'm sending you a fax.

Ellsberg

Oh yes, here it comes.

He pulls a sheet out of the fax machine next to the phone.  It's a copy of the article about the Des Moines bus depot shooting

Wah

Well?  Ring a bell?

Ellsberg

Yes, yes.  I remember this.  The ATF wasn't actually involved.  Some wing of the NSA asked to borrow us as a cover after the incident.  The order came from the old man, so I just did it.  I think the NSA was doing some high-security project out there in Iowa and things got a little hot.  Is this thing not closed?

Wah

Are they ever?  You don't even want to know, Colonel.

Ellsberg

You're right.  That's why I'm out here.  We certainly keep ourselves busy in this industry.

Int. Wah's office

Wah hangs up the phone.  He picks it up again and dials a three button extension.

Wah

Send him in.

Park comes in.  He sits in the chair opposite Wah's desk.

Wah

I just got off the phone with Colonel Ellsberg.  He was over at the ATF for a long time.  I guess that incident at the bus depot originated with the NSA.

Park

Sounds a little more like their style.

Wah

Yes, it does.  Could be something.  We need any connection we can follow up on.  See what you can find out, but don't wake up any sleeping dogs and let me know if you run into any clearance issues.

Park

Yes, sir.

Park gets up and leaves the office.

Wah

Iowa!  Jesus Christ!

FlashBAck.

Int. Exercise room.

The room is high-tech in an '80's style.  A 5-year old Charlie is exercising on a gym horse while two men in lab coats watch him.  A third comes in with an old Chinese man.

Charlie gets off the horse.

Scientist

Charlie, this is Mr. Lam.  He will be your PE instructor from now on.  Mr. Lam, meet your new student, Charlie.

Mr. Lam is straight and strong looking.  His face is set and his eyes look far away.  Charlie looks at him, fascinated but shy.

Scientist

Well, Charlie, shake hands with him.

Charlie nervously approaches Mr. Lam and then puts his hand out.  Mr. Lam takes it and then abruptly adjusts his focus onto Charlie.

LAM

(badly pronounced)

Charlie.

Int. Jennifer's Kitchen

Charlie is wearing a pair of Jennifer's sweat pants, which are too small for him, and is just finishing cleaning up the kitchen.  He picks up a pile of his clothes and leaves the kitchen.

Int. Jennifer's bedroom

Jennifer is lying in bed, reading.  Charlie sits on the side of the bed.  They are warm to each other, but with the usual distance of a first time morning.  He still has his clothes in his hand.

Charlie

They kind of smell.

Jennifer

They're also kind of--bloody.  What happened last night.

Charlie

(stammering and blushing)

Well--

Jennifer

(laughing)

No I mean before we hooked up.  I mean what happened to you that you end up at my door and I have to put you in the bath for an hour and you wake up and eat a box of crackers, a box of cereal and like nine pounds of rice!

charlie

Those guys who were following me, they cornered me out in Williamsburg.  I had to get away.

Jennifer

You didn't get hurt at all?

Charlie

No.

Jennifer

I guess that's good

Charlie

When these guys first started coming around, I thought they wanted me.

Jennifer

Your someone who expects to be pursued by secret government agencies?

Charlie

Well, yes.  But I'm not a criminal or anything.  I was an orphan and I was brought up in a military institution.  I ran away.

Jennifer

But what about your dad?

Charlie

Well, he wasn't really my father.  He was one of my teachers there and kind of a special person to me.  He sort of taught me about living.  I say he's my dad because it's easier than explaining it all to people.

Jennifer

And he is dead?

Charlie

Yeah. Yes.  That's why I left.

Jennifer

So you thought these guys might be looking for you.

Charlie

Yeah, but not like this.  

Jennifer

Like what?

Charlie

Like sending so many guys.  They had a small assault team ready.

Jennifer

And you got away?  You fought them?

Charlie

Yeah.  And I won.

Jennifer

You won?

Charlie

That military institution I went to, it kind of trained me for this sort of thing.

Int. Agency boardroom

Wah is addressing the same group of civilians.  Park, Robinson and Andersen are present.  This time Wah is standing up and he's pissed off.

Wah

You wanted to get your toes wet in this new technology first and when you saw the reality of it, you killed it.  Well it's not dead yet, it's floating around out there with some kid who's been trained all too well.

Suit #1

We appreciate you concern here, Colonel, but we must reitirate how important it is that you retrieve this technology.

Suit#2

If private individuals were able to get their hands on the Matter project, the results could be disastrous.  There is a good chance of a significant collapse in certain major sectors of the economy.

Wah

Yeah, your sector.

Suit #1

Colonel, there is no need to start sniping.  This is a matter of national security.  You have your orders.

WAH

Yes, I do.  Gentlemen, please do your best to look into your own organization and see if you can find anything to help us out here.  In the meantime, we will plug this gap.

He motions to Andersen, Park and Robinson and heads out of the room.  The businessmen, miffed, get up and start to leave.

Int. Agency Hallway

Wah is walking to his office, talking with his three lieutenants.

Park

I went back into some old NSA accounting records.  There was a large expenditure, totalling a few million dollars in the early 80's.  It had a unique account number, which I traced back and actually found a bunch of invoices.

They go through a security gate and then get to Wah's office.

INt. Wah's office

Park throws a pile of paper on Wah's desk.

Park

Look at this stuff.  It's contracting, construction payments, tons of exercise equipment.  All the vendors are around the Iowa City area.

Wah

What was the account

Park

They had it labelled Feed Research Project or F/R.  Tried to make it sound agricultural, but this stuff was definitely for humans.

Wah

It was all NSA?

Park

I don't think so.  The account number doesn't really fall under their budget line.  It's weird.

Wah

I think that's where we need to look.  Find out what department originated this project and we find out where the hell this kid came from.

FLASHBACK. Int. exercise room

Charlie is doing a kung fu form on a mat.  He is fifteen and in the rage of suppressed puberty.  Lam is sitting on the side, crosslegged.  When he finishes the form, he bows and then plops crosslegged opposite his teacher.

Charlie

What are we doing here, sifu?

Lam

We are training.

Charlie

No, what are we doing here?  Why don't we get out of here.  Why do you let these people control you?

Lam

(laughing)

You want freedom, Charlie!

Charlie

Yeah!  And I'm going to get it!

Lam

Yes.  You will.

int. Jennifer's apartment

Jennifer is hanging up the phone.

Jennifer

Leone's going to meet us outside Duane's in about an hour.  We can take the train there.

Charlie

I'm going to need some clothes.  

Jennifer

Yes, you are.  Well, let's go shopping first!

Int. Wah's office

Park enters.

Park

Bingo!

He slams down a large bundle of papers on the desk.

Park 

Top secret, Army intelligence research project called Project Acorn.

Wah

Army Intelligence!

Park

Yes, sir.  Details are still coming, but it was some kind of intensive training program.  Funded from all the coke money come out of central and south america in the '80's.

Wah

Nice to have a company man for president.  So what happened to this Project Acorn?

Park

We don't know yet.  Something went wrong.  I'm pretty sure it's related to the bus depot incident.  The tap was turned off a couple of weeks after that.

Wah

So let's see if we can't figure this out.  The project was a big sucess, but the experiment got out.  They're making us look not so bad.  Personell records?

Park

I think it's all there sir.  I brought it right to you.

Wah

You have something else?

Park

Yes, sir.  We believe we have found Hillegas' Manhattan contact.

Wah

Excellent.

Park

We finished the sweep of all the hard drives for the Matter Project.  Hillegas saved most of his e mails on the server, which as you know was destroyed.  But we did find a few addresses remaining on his hard drive and have been following them backwards.  We traced one to Manhattan.  She's a freelance programmer named Jennifer Berns and we think she was doing some code on the side for the project

Wah

On the side?

Park

Early on in the program, Hillegas outsourced a lot of the piecework coding.  We had him stop after a certain stage, but my guess is that he kept using her for certain elements.  Anyways, that could have been his target when we caught him in Penn Station.  It's the only external communication we could find that originated in New York.

Wah

Well, let's go get her.  We can read the rest of this in the car.

Int. Bayard street Chinatown

Charlie and Jennifer are buying cheap clothes at the stalls.  

Charlie

I'll really pay you back.  I'm not a rich man, but I can afford this stuff.

Jennifer

I said don't worry about it.  But I still can't believe you don't have a bank card.  Do you get paid in cash?

Charlie

No, I get a check.  But we all go to the check-cashing place on Friday morning first thing.

Jennifer

What about saving some money?

Charlie

Well, I was thinking about that.  They didn't really teach me money management at my school.

Jennifer buys the clothes.  The proprietor wraps them up in a red bag.

Jennifer

Come on around the corner.  You can get changed in the Chinatown Historical Center.  They have a bathroom her.

They cross the street to a red building fronted by scaffolding.  Underneath the scaffolding, people are repairing watches and shoes and selling small items.  The sounds of Chinese opera and come from the windows.

Jennifer

If you look in there, you can see all the people playing MahJonngg.

Charlie

(peeking into window)

Wow, that's cool!  How did you know about this place?

Jennifer

They do tours of Chinatown here.  I did one once.  Come on.

They enter the building.

int. long hallway

They walk down a hallway that looks something like an elementary school, with art projects showing different aspects of Chinese and Chinese American culture on the wall.  They pass open doors to classrooms with different activities going on inside.  At the end they round a corner and come to a single bathroom.  They enter together.

Int. bathroom

There is a single stall.  Charlie goes into and starts to undress.  Jennifer hands the new clothes to him over the stall

Jennifer

So what did they teach you at your school?

Charlie

Stuff you'd learn in a military school.

Jennifer

Like West Point or something

Charlie

Sort of, only it was kind of experimental.  I learned math and reading and writing and all that, but a lot of the focus was on individual training.

Jennifer

Like fighting?

Charlie comes out of the stall in his new clothes.  They are kind of ill-fitting, but clean.

Charlie

Yeah. Fighting.  Other stuff.

Int. Wah's car

Wah is in the back of his car, going through the documents on Project Acorn.  Park is sitting next to him.

Wah

Look at this curriculum.  They trained this kid in everything.

Park

It seems like the emphasis was on individual development.

Wah

Lots of man-to-man.  Perfect.  No wonder he's been taking my men out.  But how did he give them a heart attack?

FLASHBACK

Int. Project Acorn Mat room. late night

18 year-old Charlie and Lam are sitting cross-legged opposite each other, meditating.  Lam opens his eyes.

Lam

Now we go to the next level.

He reaches into the pocket of his pants, pulls out a die and puts it on the floor between them

Lam

When you were younger, you talked about freedom.  Now, I know, you think about it.

Charlie

Yes, Sifu, all the time.

Lam motions to the building around them.

Lam

Freedom is not here.

Lam pats his heart.

Lam

It is here.

He stands up.

Lam

Watch!

He goes into a chi kung stance, breathing deeply, while pushing his open palms repeatedly towards the ground.  

He suddenly bursts into an amazing form.  Stops just as suddenly and repeats the deep breathing.  

Then he sits down crosslegged in front of the die, closes his eyes and presses his palms together infront of him.  He appears to be concentrating incredibly hard for a few moments and then he tilts his head slightly.  The die suddenly flips up in the air about a centimetre and turns over.

Lam opens his eyes and laughs at Charlie's amazement.

Lam

Train harder!

int. wah's car

Wah

Why do we continue with these projects?  It's classic.  It's like Afghanistan.  We teach people to kill.  They learn and then they go bezerk.  

Park

Yeah, but this kid is something else.  We should try to hire him.

Wah

No kidding.  We could cut our staff in half--

He flips over a page and comes upon a full picture of Lam Ching Ying.

Wah

Lam Ching Ying!

Park

You know him?

Wah

Know him?  I brought him here.  Jesus Christ, no wonder this kid is so good.

Ext. Chinatown Street

Jennifer and Charlie are walking down a residential street in Chinatown in the section east of the Bowery, unknown to the tourists.  The buildings are mostly brick and have stoops.  There are signs in many ground floor windows in chinese.  They stop at an address.  LEONE, a petite brown-haired girl, is sitting on the stoop.  She gets up.

Leone

Jennifer!

Leone gets up and hugs Jennifer

Jennifer

Hi!

They disentangle.

Jennifer

Charlie, Leone.  Leone, Charlie, etc.

Charlie

Hi.

Leone

Hi.  Nice to meet you.  Come on, let's go see Duane.  We hired him to put some computers together and we became friends.  He's kind of a monster geek.

Jennifer

You can pick 'em, Leone.

Leone

He, of course, has kind of a crush on me.

Leone buzzes the buzzer and they are let in.

Int. Hallway outside Duane's apartment

DUANE opens the door for them.  He is sort of overweight, wearing a sloppy t-shirt.  He has long blond hair and a goatee.

Duane

(to each person in turn).

Hello.  Hello.  Hello.

Duane turns around and walks inside.  They follow and Charlie shuts the door.

INt. Duane's apartment Foyer

They pass through a small, curtained-off foyer.  There is a door to the right which Duane opens, revealing a wooden staircase going down

int. Duane's apartment basement

They enter a large basement suite.  The place looks more like a garage workshop than a residential apartment.  There is a very large table in the middle of the room that is actually two plywood planks on sawhorses.  It is covered with computer and electronic equipment.  Most of the walls have tables or low shelves coming off of them, also cluttered with equipment.  Near the ceiling, a model train snakes its way throughout the room.  KENNY, a short and neatly dressed chinese man in his early twenties with spiky hair is working on a computer.

Duane

This is Kenny.  He is helping me with some stuff.  His hair is all puffed up like that because he's going to Club Bandwidth tonight.

Jennifer

Are they having that big super-networked party tonight?

Kenny

Yeah.  Should be cool.

Kenny goes back to the computer.

Duane

We're trying to run this train through that old mac, but Kenny is having trouble with the software.

Kenny

Or you messed up the sautering job.

Duane

(to Kenny)

Hardly!

(to Jennifer)

Anyways, let's see what you brought.

Jennifer

I think Leone told you that I was working on a job-

Duane

Coding?

Jennifer

Yes.

Duane

Internet stuff?

Jennifer

Yes.  Some ???

Duane

On Linux?

Jennifer

What else?

Duane

Thought so.

Jennifer

(slightly exasperated)

Anyways, just as I was finished, my main contact at the job just stopped emailing me and then I got a package from them.  Ever since then, Charlie, who delivered it to me, has been harrassed by some government organization.

Duane

(suddenly interested)

Oh really?  Well, let's see it.

Jennifer reaches into her bag and hands the package to Duane.  Duane walks over to a section of the table where there is some space.  He clears some more by shoving things to the side.  He pulls the piece of machinery out of the package

Duane

Of course the man is interested in this.  This is something real.

He puts the machinery down next to a computer and then pulls out the zip disk and puts it into the computer.  He looks at the files for a bit and then runs a compiler.  Everyone is looking over Duane's shoulder, including Kenny.  The computer does its thing and then an icon pops up on the desk with the title "Matter".

Duane

(to Kenny)

What's the matter?

Kenny doesn't laugh.  Duane runs the program.  He starts fiddling around with menus, looks at different dialog boxes.  As he does so, he gets more and more excited, saying things like "Interesting" and "Yes" and "Oh, really?" to himself.

He unfolds the blueprint and starts looking at it.  Then he collects a bunch of random wires and cables and starts to hook the piece of machinery up to his computer, all the while, getting more and more excited.

Duane

If this thing does what it's acting like it does, which I kind of think it does, then--Kenny load me up the bong.

Kenny pulls a beat up plastic bong from somewhere amidst all the junk on the table and packs a bowl.  While he is doing that, Duane opens up a drawer and rummages around in the junk in there until he finds a die.

He puts it on some clear surface in front of the piece of machinery.  He fiddles with the computer for a bit and slightly adjusts the position of the gadget.

Duane

Okay, that should work.

He executes a menu command on the computer.

Duane

Now check this out.

Duane reaches for the bong.  Some lights go on on the machinery.  A progress bar appears on the monitor.  A beam of thin light comes out of the machine, pointed at the die.  It seems to scan across the die, back and forth.  At each pass a little bit of the die dissapears.  There is silence as they slowly watch the die dissapear.  When the die has dissapeared completely, they all stare at it, shocked, except Duane who is busting with suppressed excitement.

Charlie

Is it a zapper?  Some kind of super-weapon?

Leone

Did it destroy it?

Duane

It didn't destroy it...

Duane leans back with the bong, lights it and takes a big hit.  He waits a second, grinning, and lets the smoke out.

Duane

...it downloaded it.

Kenny jumps over to look at the monitor.  He fiddles with it.

Kenny

That file is the dice?

Duane

It's the data that is the die.  All the energy that makes up the matter is stored in that gadget.

Jennifer

No way.  You mean that thing just downloaded that die?

Duane

Exactly.  It read the data and separated it into information and energy.  Kenny, this is THE Matter program.

Kenny is silent as he investigates the application.

Leone

Why are they so freaked out about this?

Duane moves in front of Kenny and starts fiddling again.  He moves the gadget a little and the executes another command.  The light comes back and the die is slowly built back into place.

Duane

See.  Now it's back.  It's a file and then it's a thing.

Jennifer

So you can email it?

Duane

Of course.  That's the whole point.  You probably did some of the compression code in here.

Leone

But it's not like it's some kind of secret weapon.

Duane

(feverishly)

But it is.  It's the best weapon!  It's change.  Who's in charge now?  It's not the army.  It's business, it's capitalism.  

If I can just set this up in two minutes and download half a die, think of what the possibilities are.  You could just download stuff off the internet.  They're worried about software piracy!  You could upload anything--like objects!  I'm talking about objects!--and make a copy of it and send it to your friends.

What's the point of selling anything then?  That's it.  It's game over for the man.

Duane grabs the blueprint and shakes it at them.

Duane

And look at this.  It's not even that hard to build.

Charlie

Wow.  That's fucking cool.

All of a sudden, Duane sobers up.

Duane

You know, we had better get moving.  Kenny, copy that file and compress it.  Let's get a backup on another disk.  We need to copy the blueprint, too.  Oh fuck!  I took the scanner apart.  Who's got a scanner

Jennifer

I've got one at home.  

Duane

Scan it and email it to me, that way we'll have a complete package to post.

Jennifer

Is that what we're going to do?  Just email it to everybody?

Duane

Well, we'll email it to some people and we'll post it up to the newsgroups.  

Leone

Is there any kind of moral issue here?

Duane

Definitely!  Freedom of information, freedom of technology.  They probably invented the thing and then freaked out when they realized the ramifications.  

Charlie

And they kind of damaged my bike.

Jennifer

It's just kind of scary if this thing really can transport matter through the internet.  Are we ready to do this?

Duane

Holy shit yes we're ready!  That's what we've been doing down here.  They hate change, they're scared of it.  And we're going to bring the biggest goddam change ever and shove it down their throats!

Jennifer

All right, all right.  I'll scan the fucking thing and email it over to you.

Jennifer grabs the blueprint.  It's actually two copies, mimeoed and stuck to each other.  She peels off the top one and puts it in her bag.  

Jennifer

Oh shit, your email address.

Duane rights it down on a scrap of paper

Jennifer

And your phone number.

She walks up the stairs.  Charlie follows her.

INT. Duane's hallway

She and Charlies stop at the door.  They look at each other, suddenly a little awkward.  Charlie feels nervous and out of his element.

Charlie

Hey.  I didn't tell you everything about me.  I, uh.

Jennifer

Charlie--

Charlie

There's just a lot more to it, than I told you.  I just wanted you to know.

Jennifer

I assumed there was.  Tell me when you want.  I don't care.

She puts her hands on his shoulders and kisses him.  She smiles at him and opens the door.  As she's on the stairs Charlie yells after her.

Charlie

Be careful.  And watch out for those fucking K-cars!

Int. Duane's basement

Duane and Kenny are still furiously messing with the computer, making a backup disk, on which they write the words "Matter 1.0" and preparing a little protective baggie in which to put the disk and the blueprint.  Leone, with pursed lips and an inquisitive look on her face, watches Charlie as he comes back down the stairs 

Leone

How long have you two known each other?

Charlie

We've been through a lot together.

Duane pulls the disk out of the drive and puts it into the ziplok baggie with the blueprint.  He holds it up.

Duane

Another backup.

EXt. Jennifer's street

A taxi cab pulls up outside of Jennifer's building and Jennifer gets out of it.  As she walks up the steps, she sees a beige k-car parked in front of her house.  She looks at it quizzikly.

Jennifer

(to herself)

What did Charlie mean about k-cars?

As she's speaking the doors open and two men in suits get out.  Jennifer realizes too late what he meant and rushes to unlock her building door.  She rushes inside.

INt. Jennifer's apartment foyer

Two agents are standing inside, waiting for her.  Jennifer stands there, surprised and a little scared.  The two agents from outside walk in.  Colonel Wah comes down the stairs.

WAh

Don't make a scene here.  Let's go up to her apartment.

Wah turns back up the stairs.  With the two agents behind her and the two in front, Jennifer has no choice but to follow.

int. Hallway outside Jennifer's apartment

Jennifer is shocked to see Wah open the now-unlocked door of her apartment.  They enter.

Int. Jennifer's apartment

There are more agents inside.  The apartment has been searched and they are currently going through her computer.  Jennifer says nothing, her face is a blank.

Wah

Ms. Berns, I apologize for this intrusion.  Please empty your pockets.

Jennifer does not move.  Wah motions to one of his men, who pulls her bag from hands and pulls her jacket off.  He starts to go through it.  As he's doing so, Jennifer's face changes from blank shock to hard anger

The agent searching the jacket pulls out the blueprint from her bag.  He hands it to Wah.

WAh

And the rest?

The agent finds the scrap of paper with Duane's phone number.  He hands it to Wah

Agent

Sir?

Wah looks at the paper.

Wah

(to another agent)

Trace this number to an address.  Send three cars down there right away.  If you find Charlie, tell him we've got his girlfriend.

Jennifer jumps over to her computer, grabs a half-full coffee mug off the desk and smashes it across the head of the agent going through her files.  Coffe splashes across his head and her arm and the mug shatters.  

She grabs the mouse and tries to get to her email, but the other agents grab her from behind.  It takes two of them to pull her, struggling, away from the desk.

The agent in the chair, with blood coming from his temple, slowly collapses to the side.  Another agent runs up to him and checks him out.

Agent

Jesus!.  He's out.

Jennifer

You're all dead!  You're all fucking dead!

Wah shakes his head and looks at her.  Then, with a slightly incredulous expression, he turns to one of his agents.

Wah

Who are these people?

int. Duane's basement

Leone is watching Duane and Kenny work on the computer.  Charlie is sitting on a chair staring out into space.  The door buzzers SOUNDS.  

Duane

Kenny, can you go get that?

Charlie

(alert now)

That seems too early to be Jennifer.  Be ready.

Charlie follows Kenny up the stairs

Int. duane's building hallway

Through the barred side windows of the doorway, Kenny sees a whole bunch of people standing outside.  He freaks and yells back down the stairs.

Kenny

Duane, it's the man!

Then he turns and runs up the stairs to the higher floors.

Charlie runs to the door and opens it.  Agents come piling in.  Charlie climbs over two of them, through the doorway.

int. Duane's basement

Downstairs, Duane is moving feverishly, his large body displaying an amazing amount of efficiency.  He throws the baggy with the zip disk and the blueprint into his backpack, grabs a long rider coat and a black cowboy hat.  He runs to the back of the basement where there is a little bathroom.  

int. small bathroom in Duane's basement

He crawls up on the toilet and opens a little window and security grating that opens out onto the ground floor.  He throws the backpack out and then, grunting and groaning, forces his body through.  He sticks his head back through the window and yells.

duane

Leone!  Leone!

Leone runs into the bathroom.

Duane

Lock the window behind me after I've gone and then get in the bathroom and lock the door.  They won't do anything to you.

He then reaches through the window and kisses her.  He grins and gets ready to turn away, then says.

duane

Oh yeah!  Hide the bong and stuff!

He heads out into the backyard garden.  Leone locks the window, a little stunned and runs back into the basement

ext. front stoop of Duane's apartment building

Charlie, is in the midst of all these agents, about to really mix it up again.  When the LEAD AGENT starts yelling at him to stop fighting.

Lead agent

All right, all right!  You've won.  We're dead.

The other agents stop struggling and their lack of resistance causes Charlie to hesitate.

Lead Agent

Pull back, men.  Let him be.  Charlie, we've got your girlfriend.  How do you think we found you here.

Charlie

(deflated)

Fuck.

Charlie's resignation turns to sudden frustration and he swings a crazy right at the agen to his left, knocking him down, and then kicks another one in the stomach, doubling him over.

Lead Agent

Charlie! Stop! Stop!

Charlie

(angry now)

Fuck!

Charlie gets control of himself.  He raises both his hands.

Charlie

All right, you've got me.  Let's go.

Four of the agents go inside the building.  Four others frog march Charlie into an armored k-car.  Charlie is really trying hard to control his anger and is muttering to himself under his breath.

As he is being lowered into the back seat of the car, one of the agents speaks to him, in a typical cop manner.

Agent

Just take it easy, son.

Charlie explodes again, knocking two of the agents out of his way and grabbing the one that spoke to him by the collar.  He holds him up, staring into his face.

Charlie

I could kill you right now.

Guns are drawn now and the tension is rising again.  The lead agent comes running over.

Lead Agent

Wait!  Wait!  Let's just all calm down.  Put your guns away!  Dont' say anything!  Just let him get into the car.

He waits standing next to Charlie while beads of sweat drip off the agents forehead.  Finally, Charlie let's go and slumps into the backseat of the car.

Another agent shuts the door.  The backseat is extrememly secure and sound proof.  Charlie explodes, yelling and kicking the backseat, but he can't be heard.  The agents watch him.  The agent whom Charlie had grabbed adjusts his collar.

agent

Jesus.  That kid's got a real anger problem.

ext. a downtown sidewalk in chinatown

Duane is running and panting down the sidewalk, looking over his shoulder.

Int. Wah's office-that evening

Wah is seated at his desk.  Park and Robinson come in.  Park puts a large manila folder on Wah's desk.  Stamped on the cover are the words "Project Acorn"

Park

That's everything.  We've put them together in the holding cell.  

Wah picks up a remote control from his desk and uses it.  A monitor in the corner of the room turns on, showing an image of a bare room with Jennifer and Charlie sitting on the floor.  He puts the remote down and picks up the file.

int. holding cell

Jennifer and Charlie are in what would be a sterile waiting room, except the table and two chairs are bolted to the floor, there are no windows and the doors are obviously and heavily secured.  Eschewing the chairs, Jennifer and Charlie are next to each other on the floor, their backs against the wall.

Jennifer

How long do you think we'll be here?

Charlie

I don't know.

Jennifer

I wonder if Duane--

Charlie puts his finger over her lips and points to the corner of the ceiling where the camera is located.

Charlie

They are definitely watching us.

Jennifer

So what can we talk about?

Charlie

We can talk about other stuff.

Jennifer

I guess we have some time.  Hey!  You can tell me about your childhood.

Charlie

Yeah, okay.  But I'm going to have to whisper some parts of it to you.

Charlie turns to his side and starts to whisper into Jennifer's ear

Int. Wah's office

Wah, Park and Robinson are looking at the Project Acorn file while in the background the monitor shows Charlie and Jennifer whispering to each other.

Wah

We're recording all this?

Robinson

Of course.  Probably not going to hear anything of value anyways, but we'll have it on tape.

Wah is spreading the pages of the file out on his desk.  Park and Robinson keep looking over his shoulder, which seems to mildy annoy him.

Wah

So they really did it.  This kid is the result of one of these super-soldier projects.  It looks they almost did a really good job.  You know what always ruins these projects in the end, don't you?

Wah taps on a piece of paper in the file.

Wah

It's the psych profile.  Classic.

Wah looks at the monitor, watching Charlie and Jennifer whispering to each other.

Wah

Something as fundamental and simple as puberty can completely ruin a multi-billion dollar top secret government project.

Wah turns the page of the folder and comes upon the picture of Lam Ching Ying again.

Park

This was his hand-to-hand instructor.

Wah

He was probably a lot more than that.

Robinson

You knew him.

Wah

After Vietnam, I was sent to Hong Kong for a little while, ostensibly to keep an eye on the Chinese.  But I got involved in this little side mission, which, as far as I could tell, was with the cooperation of the Chinese government, to bring this guy back here.

Park

You kidnapped him?

Wah

Basically.  The British helped us.  We got him on some trumped up smuggling charge.

Robinson

What was it for?

Wah

I never knew.  I guess he ended up here.  This guy was no joke.  He's one of those Shaolin monks, one of the last ones.  The only reason we got him was because we had his family.

Robinson

Monks have families?

Wah

These ones do.  They got granted some amnesty in the 12th century.  They can eat meat, drink and fuck and they still kick some zen ass.

Robinson

Cool.

There is a light knock on the door.

Wah

Come in.

Andersen enters.

ANdersen

Sir.

Wah

Go ahead.

ANdersen

Sir, we have covered all the major subway and bus exits coming out of downtown.  We also have surveillance on all listed public internet access sites.  The same goes for any addresses found in Trellis' computer.  I can not say with certainty that we have every conceivable access to the internet covered, but we're pretty close.

Wah

How much time do we have?

ANdersen

According to the tech department, it will take him about twenty minutes to upload the program once he establishes a connection.  We are working on closing down his server, which will make it harder for him to get connected in the first place.

Wah

Get a team of five and get them to go through all the local newspapers, looking for any ads indicating an internet connection.  Cross-reference them with the ones you've already got.  We can't let anything slip.

ANdersen

Yes, sir.

Wah

How is the tempest sweep?

ANdersen

We've got two vans going crosstown and two going uptown.  That's all the equipment in the entire tri-state area.

Wah

Do they know the pattern they are looking for?

ANdersen

Yes, sir.  We ran a false upload in the office and one of the vans marked it a half-hour ago.

Wah

Good.  Find this geek.  Dismissed.

ext. Intersection of sixth and 8th street. early evening.

An unmarked white van drives slowly up sixth avenue.  As it passes, another identical one comes across 8th street.  It passes and behind we see Duane, furtively making his way up the street.  The vans do not escape his notice.  He comes to small document services shop and enters.

int. shop

Inside there is a long counter, with a young man in a blue apron behind it.  Duane passes him and goes to the back to the computers.  He finds a scanner and starts to scan the blueprint.  Because it's so big, he has to do it piece by piece.  He finishes, puts the blueprint in his bag and saves the files to the zip disk.  

As he's doing this, two guys in suits and sunglasses enter the shop.  Duane sees them.  He takes the disk out of the computer and moves behind some shelves where they can't see him.  After speaking to the clerk, they head towards the rear of the shop.  Duane bursts past them and runs out to the street.  The clerk is impassive.  

ext. street

Duane runs around the corner.  The two agents come out of the shop.  One of them calls into his radio

ext.  avenue

Duane comes to the entrance of a large church building that takes up the entire corner of the block.  It has been converted into a club and has a huge banner outside the front that says "Club Bandwidth presents Largest Club Cybercast-- Party with the World!".  It is still early, but the velvet ropes are up and there is a small line of semi-beautiful people.  Two muscular men in black are standing behind the ropes.  Duane cuts to the front of the line.

Duane

Sorry I'm late.

Bouncer #1

Whoa there, scraggly dude.

Bouncer #2

Who are you?

Duane

I'm putting up the network feed.

Bouncer #2

You're supposed to be going through the side door.  Look at these people.

Duane

I tried.  It's closed.  I've been banging on it for five minutes.

Bouncer #1

Let him through.

Bouncer #2

(indicating to the inside with his head without moving his body)

Go ahead.

Duane pushes by the bouncers and heads into the club.

Int. Wah's office

Wah is still sitting at his desk, alone now.  Two guards bring Charlie in and sit him in a chair opposite the desk.

Wah

Hey, Charlie.

Charlie says nothing.

Wah waits a bit and then dumps the file on the desk in front of him and pushes it towards Charlie.

Wah

Charlie, I don't know how you got involved with this whole other thing, but I can now understand why you reacted so negatively to the agency's interest in you.  I can assure you that we don't care about your past at all.  As far as we are concerned Project Acorn is history.

Charlie picks up the file and starts going through it, interested.

Charlie

That's what they called it?  Project Acorn?

Wah

Yes.  Typical simplistic military thinking.

Charlie continues to read the file.

Wah

Charlie, this thing into which you and I have both gotten ourselves involved is big and important to many big and important people.  I would like to think that it's all self-important bullshit driven by misguided executive egos.  Unfortunately, they have a point.  

Charlie

It's too late now.

Wah

You're not going to tell me where Trellis is, are you?

Charlie

Trellis?

Wah

Duane.  The nerd.

Charlie

Oh.  I have no idea where he is.  But you're right.  I wouldn't tell you.

Wah

Well, I figure I've got an hour to extract it out of your little girlfriend in there.  But I really wanted to talk to you first.  I thought we might be able to come to some sort of an understanding.

Charlie

Too late for that, too.

Wah

How old are you now, Charlie?

Charlie

Twenty-two.

Wah

Please excuse any superiority or arrogance in this statement, but you've probably still got a lot of sorting out to do.

Charlie

Yeah, probably true.

Wah

I mean you can't be a bike messenger for the rest of your life.

Charlie

I wasn't planning on it.

Wah

Do you have plans?

Charlie

Not really.

Wah

It's hard.  I know.  I've been there.  Most have.  What the fuck are you going to do with yourself?  But you're very fortunate.  You've already amassed a lifetime's worth of skills and you're still just a young man.

Charlie

Well thanks to you I've been able to get a lot of use out of them.

Wah laughs.

Wah

Yes.  Well, exactly my point.  What I'm noticing--and this is why I wanted to talk with you--is that you've got the right kind of spirit inside of you.

charlie

Oh, I see.  You'd like me to come work for you.  Why would I do that?  It's too late.  I already told you.  It's not me.  The whole thing is coming down and people like you and your systems, by fighting it, your just going to cause a lot of pain and bloodshed.

Wah closes his eyes and lowers his head onto his fingers.  He is quiet for a moment and then raises his head.

Wah

(quietly)

You're probably right, Charlie.

He presses the intercom on his desk.  The two guards come back in.  Charlie gets up and starts to walk out between them.  As he is just outside the door, Wah calls to him.

Wah

Charlie.  I knew your Sifu.  He thought things were going to change also.

Charlie

What!?

Wah

Take him out of here.

Guard

Yes sir, Colonel Wah.

The men walk Charlie out of the door.  A look of sudden shock and fury comes onto Charlie's face.

Int. Club Bandwidth, main dance hall

It's dark inside and although the dj is blasting loud techno, the party really hasn't started yet.  It's a huge cavernous room bordered with tables and bars.  There are different levels.  But visible from most spots in the room is a giant wall of monitors.  The images are a melange of techno visuals and other clubs around the world which are connected to this one.

Fortunately for Duane, it's quite dark, but he's still wrongly and under-dressed and instantly aware of it the moment he walked into the club.  He stays by the walls, trying to avoid people and looking for doors that will get him away from the main dance floor.

Int. Wah's office

Wah is still seated at his desk.  The door opens and the two guards come in, this time with Jennifer between them.  They sit her down and leave the room.  Just before they can close the door, another agent comes in.

Agent

Sir?

Wah

Yes.  Come in.

Agent

Sir, two agents downtown have spotted Trellis.  He was in a copy store downtown.

Wah

Did he have time to get online.

Agent

It appears not.  He was scanning something when the agents came in and he ran past them.  There are a few subway stops out of there, but they're all covered.  We're pretty sure he hasn't left that area.

Wah

Intensify the tempest sweep around there.  If he starts uploading anything around there, we should be able to spot it.  Also, check all the buildings and establishments in that area, see where he might be going.

He pauses and looks over at Jennifer.

Wah

Take her back.  I want to do this myself.

int. Holding room

Charlie is on the floor in the splits, his toe touching the side of his head.  He is sweating with an intense look on his face.  The door opens and Jennifer is pushed inside.

She pauses.  He doesn't acknowledge her.

Jennifer

Hey.  Hey!  I need to tell you something.

He releases his foot and sits upright.  Jennifer walks over to him and whispers in his ear.

Jennifer

I think I know where Duane is.  That club he was joking about.  They spotted him right near there but now they've lost him.  I bet he's going to try to hook up there.

Charlie

They know?

Jennifer

No.  They're pretty sure he's still in the area.  That Colonel is researching the area right now.  It's gonna be on their list of places to check out.

Charlie

He's the one.

Jennifer

What?

Charlie

The Colonel.  He's Wah.

Jennifer

His name's Wah?

Charlie

Wah Ga Fei or Leon Wah.

Jennifer

You know him?

Charlie

I do now.  He's the one who brought my Sifu here.  He kidnapped him and held his family hostage for his whole life.  That's why he was teaching me.

INT. Club Bandwidth. Hallway off main dance floor.  

Duane comes to a door marked private and goes in.  He passes some administrative offices quickly and quietly and then continues back.  He sees stairs heading up and takes them

int. club Bandwidth. Top Floor 

This is the floor with the dj booth, all the light and sound controls and, newly installed, the network room.  Duane finds the network room because there is a door at the end of the hall here that says "Network Room".  He passes a big window and sees a few people working on sound and light boards.  He opens the door to the network room and goes in.

int. club bandwidth. network room. 

Duane enters the room.  It is a medium-sized office with a row of computers, all with wires leading into a giant router at the back.  To Duane's right, a guy and a girl, FRED and ANGELICA, all dressed in fancy club style are leaning over the table.  When Duane walks in, Fred turns around, startled.

Fred

(to Angelica)

I thought I told you to lock the door!

Angelica lifts her head up from the table sniffing and blinking.  There is a small vial and the remains of a white powder on the table.

ANGELICA

Huh?

Seeing Duane, she breaks into a smile.  She is hot.

ANGELICA

Oh, hi.

Duane

Hi.  Um, sorry to bust in like this.  I'm supposed to be working on the upload.

Fred

Oh hey, no problem, man.  We were just using the office for a sec.  I thought you guys weren't coming back for a couple of hours.

Duane

It's nothing special.  The uplink guys told me to come and check on some of the feeds.

Fred

Oh!  Oh yeah.  Go ahead, man.  That's the main console over there.  Make yourself comfortable.

He pauses, looks over at the table.

Fred

(continuing)

We're just getting ready for the party!  Can I get you a drink or anything?

Duane

No thanks.  That's cool.  I'll just head over here to the console and you guys can ignore me.

Angelica

I've got to get another round anyways.

Angelica leaves the room.  Duane heads over to the computer and starts to look at it.  He starts to type and gets deeper into the system, looking around to figure out how they've set it up.  Angelica comes back in the room with a bunch of drinks and a whole bunch more party people.  She peels herself away from the rest of the group and comes over to where Duane is sitting.  She has two drinks in her hand.

Angelica

I brought you a drink anyways.  It's a party, right?

Duane

(taking drink)

Uh, right.  Thank you.  What's your name?

Angelica

I'm Angelica.

Duane stares at her for a moment.  There is an awkward pause.

Angelica

And your name is?

Duane

Oh.  Yeah!  Sorry.  I'm Duane Trellis.  Pleased to meet you.

He shake her hand and she laughs.

Angelica

So what are you doing here anyways?

Duane

Well should I tell you the story or the truth?

Angelica

I think you should tell me whichever is more exciting.

Duane

Then I'll tell you the truth.  As far as I can tell, the network is all set up fine.  As a matter of fact, I haven't even looked at it.  I just came here to piggyback on your network connection to upload a program to the internet.

Angelica

Oh, so you're not even supposed to be here.  Well, that could be exciting, by maybe not that much, Duane.

Duane

Well, but it is.  I am currently being pursued by some unknown but scary government agency who are trying to prevent me from uploading the program.

Angelica

Okay, that's a little better.  But now I feel skeptical.

Duane

That's understandable.  Fortunately, or perhaps unfortunately, it's true.  I just avoided two agents at the Kinko's down the street.  I was kind of desperate and just saw this club and their big sign and bluffed my way in.

Angelica

So what's the program

Duane is finally able to break his raptured connection with Angelica.  He turns to face the monitor and starts working.

Duane

I hope you don't mind if I work while we talk.

Angelica

Oh no.  I like to watch.

Duane swallows

Angelica

Oh, that doesn't bother you does it.

Duane

No, no.  Not at all.

int. Agency war room

They are in a large office with desks, computers and phones.  Wah is here with all of his top lieutenants as well as five other agents.  They are all poring over lists of addresses and comparing them with info on the internet.

Wah

Club Bandwidth!  That's it.  Look they're having some special connected party tonight.  They've got uplinks going to all these other clubs.

Park

That's great.  We can just cut off their connection from the street.

Wah

Excellent.  Do it.

ext. street behind Club bandwidth

A Bell Atlantic van pulls up and stops in the middle of the street, in front of a manhole.  Two men in coveralls jump out of the back and start setting up pylons.

int. holding cell

Jennifer is hammering on the door with her fist and foot.  Charlie is on the other side of the room, holding his head in his hands, looking crazy.

Jennifer

(yelling)

Help!  He's going crazy.  Let me out of here.  Help!

int. guard's office outside holding cell.

There is a console table with monitors showing all the cells.  GUARD #1 is seated at the console and GUARD #2 is standing in front on it.  They hear the screaming.

Guard #2

Should I check that out?

Guard #1

Fuck.  He looks like he's going to hit her.  We should separate them.  I'll call upstairs.

He reaches for the phone and Guard #2 heads back to the cells

int. holding cell

Jennifer is still screaming.  The door opens.  Guard #1 can be heard through the open door.

Guard #2

Now just hold on.

Jennifer sticks her foot in the door, keeping it open.  Charlie runs across the room.  Guard #2 tries to shut the door, but he can't.  Charlie reaches it, yanks the door open, punches the guard in the throat.  Guard#2 collapses.  Jennifer grabs his gun from his hand and runs into the hall.

int. guard's office outside holding cell.

Guard #1 sees Jennifer running towards him.  He's got the phone in one hand.  He drops it and reaches for his gun.  Jennifer shoots at him three times, hitting him twice, taking him down.  The phone falls to the console.

Voice from phone

Hello?  Hello?

Jennifer and Charlie run up to the console.  Suddenly, an alarm starts going off.  The hallway lights change into a flashing blue.

Jennifer

Oh fuck.

Charlie

Nice shooting.

Jennifer

My mom taught me.

int. Agency war room

The alarm goes off.  Everyone takes notice.  The phone rings.  Robinson picks it up.

Robinson

Robinson.  Okay.

He hangs up.

Robinson

They've broken out of the cell.

Int. Club Bandwidth.  Main dance floor

The club is starting to hop there are many more people on the dance floor.  The dj is cranking out some groovy beats and the images on the screen are moving faster.

int. network room. club bandwidth

Duane is working fast and babbling to Angelica.  Behind them the party is getting louder and wilder.

Duane

What I'm trying to do, is upload these files to my server.  Once they are safely up there, I can then blast them out to hundreds of thousands of users, websites and newsgroups using one of these bulk emailer programs.

As Duane is talking, a tall, thin black man, MATTHEW, comes into the room.  He is wearing khakis and a nice plaid shirt in a stylish combination.  He sees Duane at the terminal and looks a little surprised.  He approaches Duane and Angelica, whose back is to him.

Duane

(continuing)

These are not applications whose use I normally condone.  However, I have played with them before and in this case they may come in very handy.

Matthew

Excuse me?  Can I help you?

Duane turns around startled.

Angelica

Oh hi, Matt.  He's just here to check up on some stuff.

Matthew

No he's not.  Who are you?

Duane recovers his composure.

Duane

Sir, I apologize for this intrusion.  I am taking the liberty of piggybacking on your network to get out on to the internet.  My own connections are currently inaccessible.  I have in no way damaged or compromised the integrity of the connection here.

While he's talking, Matthew looks down at the zip drive sitting on the table.  It has the words Matter 1.0 written on it.

Matthew

What's that?

Duane

That, sir, is the program which I am attempting to upload.

Matthew

That's not the Matter program is it?

Duane

Yes.  It is.

Matthew

The Matter program as in the rumor that's been all over the internet this week?

Duane

I assure you it is.

Matthew

Are you familiar with [free internet group]

Duane

(with pride)

I've been a member since 95.

Matthew

(looking relieved)

Well, no wonder the man is all over the place!

Duane

He is?

Matthew

Hell yes.  I went to get some dinner and there are like all these weird guys in suits all over the street and all these fake-ass Con Edison vans.

Duane

Shit.  I wonder if they know I'm in here.

Matthew

(excited now)

Well let's get this bitch uploaded!

Matthew grabs a chair and pulls it over to the desk.  Both men have completely forgotten Angelica, but she doesn't seem too put out.

Matthew

Man, you got to tell me all about this.

Duane

Why can't they just cut your main line connection?

Matthew

Well they could.  They might even be doing that right now.  It will take them a while if they don't want to knock all the power out downtown.  But the thing is even if they did, it won't matter.

Duane

Redundancy?

Matthew

(with pride)

Yep.  Got a satellite connection on the roof.

Duane

(impressed)

Very nice.

Matthew

I ain't tryin' to fuck wit' Bell Atlantic

Duane

Yes!

They high five.

int. hallway of agency

Charlie and Jennifer are running down a non-descript white corridor.  It turns to the left, but there is also an emergency exit door here.  They run to the end of the hallway and stop at the corner.  Charlie peers around the corner.  Bullets come shooting by him.

Charlie shoots around the corner, pinning down the agents at the end of the hall.  Jennifer runs to the exit door and kicks it open.  A guard in a flak jacket is just coming out of it.  Jennifer shoots him the stomach, knocking him over.  He falls to the ground, reaching for his gun and she shoots him in the head.  Charlie follows her into the stairwell.

int. Agency War Room

Park

Sir, they've gained access to the T1 line.  It will take them about 2 minutes to shut it down.

int. Club Bandwidth. Network room

Duane and Matthew are still hovering over the computer.

Duane

All right.  It's all compressed.

Matthew

Let's do it.

They hit the button on the program to upload the file.  They don't get an immediate confirmation signal.

Matthew

Fuck.

Matthew slides over to another terminal and tries to run a regular browser.  It won't connect.

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The party is really moving now.  People are dancing and watching the screen.  Suddenly all the monitors turn blue and some white numbers and letters appear along the bottom.  A large groan lets out from the crowd.

int. Club Bandwidth. Network room

Matthew

Fuck!

A phone at Duane's desk rings.  Matthew slides over and picks it up.

Matthew

Yes.  Yes.  I already know.  We're gonna switch over right now.  It'll take a couple minutes.

He slams the phone down.

Matthew

Fucking Bell Atlantic!

A PARTYGOER enters the room, all breathless.  He yells over to Matthew

Partygoer

Hey!  They told me to tell you that the network seems to be down--

Matthew

(waving him away)

I know!  I know!

Duane

That's why I quit doing IT

Matthew

Tell me about it.  But this gig is paying.  Anyways, let's get that satellite connected.

He sits at the terminal and starts to work

Ext. sidewalk of Manhattan cross-street. Freight entrance to building

Jennifer and Charlie come out of the door.  They are both carrying guns.  Realizing they are out on the street, they tuck them away into their pants.

Jennifer

Jesus.  That was easy.

Charlie

Let's get downtown

Jennifer

What are we gonna do when we get there?

Charlie

I don't know.  Shoot at somebody.

Jennifer

Cool.

They run out into the street and wave down a taxi.

int. Agency war room

Park is on the phone.

park

Sir, the feed is down.  It's definitely down.

Wah

Excellent.  Now we have to find that kid again.  Keep people posted outside the club.  We'll get Trellis when he tries to come out.

Another phone rings.  Park picks it up also.  He listens.

Park

Hold on.  Sir, it's van #21.  They're still running their tempest sweep and they say they're getting a reading coming out of the club.  It fits the pattern.

(talking into phone)

What?

(back to Wah)

They think they may have a satellite connection on the roof, sir.

Wah

(slamming his fist on the table.)

Shit!

Wah gets out of his chair and starts heading for the door.

Wah

Warm up the helicopter and get me some kind of satellite technician.  Robinson, come with me.  I'm going to turn that fucking thing off personally.

int. club bandwidth. network room

Duane and Matthew are doing a little dance.  Angelica has both hands in the air and is yelling.  Matthew turns to the monitor and jabs his finger at it.

Matthew

In your face, baby!  That's right!  That's right!

He turns and does a little high-five dance with Duane and then all three of them dance in a circle.  Matthew peels off to get a drink and Duane finds himself dancing alone with Angelica.

Ext. Agency Rooftop and Helipad

The helicopter's blades are slowly pick up speed.  Wah, Robinson and a tech guy board the helicopter.  It slowly lifts off into the Manhattan night.

ext. Street outside Club bandwidth

A taxi comes around the corner, carrying Jennifer and Charlie.  There a huge line in front of the club and lots of incongrous guys in suits and trench coats all over the place.

int. taxi cab

Jennifer is crouched down low.  Charlie is looking out the window of the cab.

Charlie

There's agents everywhere.

(to cabbie)

Let's go around the block.

ext. street behind Club bandwidth

The taxicab comes from around the corner.  There's a Con Edison truck here, with pylons surrounding an open manhole cover.  Wires are going down into the manhole.

Int. Cab

Charlie

See.  They've probably already cut their network connection.

Jennifer

Club Bandwidth has a satellite link-up.

Charlie

It does?

Jennifer

Yeah, it's all part of their hype.

Charlie

Let's go to the roof then.

They get out of the cab.

ext. street behind club bandwidth

Jennifer and Charlie are walking briskly down the sidewalk.  The cab is driving away.  They come to the main lobby door of the building next to the Club.  It is a much larger and fancier new building.

Jennifer

I think they have the dish on the roof of this building.  Let's go check it out.

They enter the building.

int. main lobby corporate building

The lobby is all white marble.  There is a security desk where a neutral-faced older hispanic SECURITY GUARD is seated.  Jennifer strides confidently up to the desk.

Jennifer

Oh hi.  I'm with Andersen.  I just need to run up and get my laptop.

Security Guard

Do you have your card key?

Jennifer

Yes.  But not for the elevator.  It didn't work last time.

Security guard

(motioning towards clipboard)

Just sign there, ma'am.  You can just sign twice for him.

He gets up from behind the desk, and reaches for his giant ring of keys.  He leads Charlie and Jennifer to the open elevator, motions them in reaches around and activates the elevator with his key.

Jennifer

Thank you so much!

Security guard

No problem, ma'am.

int. elevator

Just before the door closes, Jennifer hits the button for the top floor.

Jennifer

Each company has their own internal security, but we'll be able to get into the lobby.

Charlie

(pulling out his gun)

Then I guess we can use these.

Jennifer

Yep.

int. club bandwidth. network room

Duane and Angelica are leaning over Matthew's shoulder.  The party behind them has gotten wilder and spread out, so that there are people all over the computer room, with drinks and ashtrays on the machine.  Against the back wall, one couple is slow dancing and making out.

Matthew

Now let's just check that out.

He hits a key and a little timer pops up on the screen.  It says "Time until it Matters:  12:34:23"  The last two digits are speeding by.

Matthew

And let's make that live.

He hits another key.

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The place is a full on rage now.  The dance floor is packed.  The words on Duane's computer are suddenly superimposed onto the main monitors.  A huge cheer goes up from the crowd.  The numbers count down.

int. top floor of corporate building

The hallway is lit only by dim exit lights on the other side of secure glass doors.  The elevator doors slide open with a subtle electronic tone.  The hallway floods with light.  Charlie and Jennifer walk out of the elevator.

The hallway has double glass doors on both sides.  There is a security key button on each door and both are red.  Charlie tries the door.  It moves but doesn't open.  He sees where the magnetic lock is at the top.

Charlie

Well, it's too late for restraint now.

He shoots the corner of the glass by the lock.  A large chunk of glass and shards come flying out, but the door is still intact.  He shoots it twice more, gouging deeper into the glass.  Jennifer is crouched back, covering here eyes.  

Charlie turns the gun around in his hand, jumps up and smashes the butt into the area he had shot.  The whole top corner of the door comes crashing out.  Once it's all settled and quiet, Charlie is able to open the door.

Charlie

I don't think an alarm went off or anything.

Jennifer

Typical.

Charlie

How do you know so much about all this?

Jennifer

I temped a lot.

ext. night. Roof of corporate building

The roof is the grey gravel typical of New York buildings.  Air vents and water towers sprout from the floor.  From the distance, Wah's helicopter approaches.

Int. Corporate building. Emergency stairwell

Charlie and Jennifer are at the top of a flight of stairs.  The only light comes from an exit sign at the top of a door leading outside.  The door is padlocked and has one of those flat red handles that warn of an alarm.

Jennifer

My turn to shoot the door.

Charlie

(stepping back)

It's all yours

Jennifer shoots the lock.  Charlie hides his face.  Sparks and metal fly.  The padlock falls to pieces.

Int. Wah's helicopter

Robinson and Wah are facing the technician.  Both are wearing wireless headphone and microphone sets.  Wah is still wearing a suit.  Wah and the technician are having an argument above the SOUND of the helicopter blades.  

Technician

(screaming)

You told me you were going to land!

Wah

(angry)

We will, after you get down there.  Now get that harness on!

int. tempest van

The back of the van houses a myriad of communications equipment.  A COMMUNICATIONS EXPERT is monitoring the data coming out of Club Bandwidth.

Communications expert

(into radio)

Colonel Wah, sir, you have just under eleven minutes to get that thing turned off.

Int. Wah's helicopter

Wah

Goddamnit!  If I had more time, I'd push you out.  Give me your tools.  Can you talk me through this?

The technician looks relieved and hands over a small plastic toolbox.  Wah has his laptop case slung over his shoulder and he slides the toolbox into the side pocket.

Technician

It's easy.  There is a wire box at the base of the dish.  Once you open that, I can tell you what to do over the radio.

Wah

(to pilot)

Get as close to the roof as possible.

Robinson

Sir, what about your harness?

Wah

We've got no time.  

The helicopter gets about ten feet from the roof.

Wah

(pointing to technician)

You are in deep shit.

ext. coporate building roof.

The helicopter is hovering ten feet above the roof.  Wah comes jumping out, the bottom of his ties fluttering from under the laptop strap, his pants flapping against his legs in the wind.  He lands in a crouch on the roof.

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor.

The party is bumping.  The timer on the monitors read 9:49:00 and counting.

int. club bandwidth. network room

This room has basically turned into a big party also.  All kinds of hipsters are dancing and drinking.  Duane is seated at the computer desk with an open bag of pot, rolling a big fat joint.  Angelica is sitting on the edge of the desk, watching him.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Wah straightens his suit and walks around a water tower.  When he gets to the sattelite dish, he finds Charlie standing in front of it.

Wah

Charlie!  I'm truly impressed.

Charlie says nothing.  Wah edges closer, taking his laptop bag off his shoulder and putting it on the ground.

Wah

Okay, Charlie, you win.  You are great.  You're truly great.  Let me just shut off this satellite and we can go talk.

Charlie

You know I'm not going to let you do that.

Wah

(suddenly very serious)

Charlie, all competitive revenge stuff aside, this is actually quite serious.  We are within minutes of destroying the economy of the entire world.

Charlie

You know that's bullshit

Wah

Well, maybe it is.  But it's my job and I have to do it.

He unzips the laptop case.

Charlie

Was it your job to kidnap my Sifu from China and hold his family hostage?

Wah

Yes.  That was also my job.  But if I hadn't done that, you wouldn't be what you are now.

Charlie

If you hadn't done that, you would be able to turn off this satellite dish no problem right now.

Wah.

That's true.  It's weird, all these circles of conjecture.  But, I actually didn't know anything about Project Acorn.  I was just a young op hired to extradite an alleged criminal in some weird technology swap with China.  It actually helped pave the way for Nixon's visit to China, I'm proud to say.

Wah pulls the laptop out of the bag and rolls quickly to his left.  The helicopter comes from around the corner.  Robinson is leaning out of the door with a scoped rifle.  He shoots at Charlie, who is already moving out of the way.

Jennifer comes from behind an air duct firing her pistol into the helicopter.  The helicopter pulls away.  Wah, who has a pistol in one hand and his laptop in the other, shoots at Jennifer.  Charlie shoots at Wah, who blocks it with his laptop and ducks behind the water tower.

Wah

(into microphone)

Get that technician off the fucking plane!  I'll take care of these two.  I need him to disconnect that satellite!

The helicopter comes back again.  Robinson is holding the technician out the door, who is now wearing a harness.  Jennifer pops up again and shoots at the helicopter.  Wah throws his laptop at Jennifer.  It arcs through the air.  She gets three shots off at the helicoter before the laptop hits her in the shoulder and knocks her down.

Something sparks in the cockpit of the helicopter and it starts to veer at a weird angle, so the door is pointing up slightly.  The technician falls back into the helicopter and Robinson launches himself out, landing on the roof and breaking his leg.

Charlie is running towards Wah and the helicopter lurches towards him, winging it's tail on the water cooler.  It flips really fast and explodes, throwing Charlie on to the ground, covering him in flame and debris.

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The timer says 7:31:00 and counting.

int. club bandwidth. Network room

Duane is passing the joint to Angelica.  She accepts it.

duane

So I just met this guy yesterday, but he got the disk accidently.  He's a bike messenger.  It was one of his runs...

ext. corporate building. roof.

Robinson is dragging himself towards the sattelite dish.  Jennifer runs towards him, holding her shoulder at a weird angle.  Robinson pulls a pistol out and prepares to shoot at the box.  Jennifer shoots him until her gun clicks.

Wah runs to his laptop and picks it up.  He squeezes two shots off at Jennifer, who ducks behind Robinson's body.  She grabs for the lieutenants gun, but it's on the far side of the body and Wah keeps shooting.  Wah accelerates, dives over the body.  Jennifer jumps up to meet him, grabbing his gun arm.  She locks onto it and he can't bring his gun up.

Wah

(struggling, speaking into his microphone.)

How much time do I have!

Voice from microphone

Six minutes, twelve seconds, sir.

Behind them, the burning remains of the helicopter frame a dark form as it slowly rises.  It's Charlie.  He rises into standing position, bits of debris falling from him.  He starts to walk towards the sattelite dish.

Wah is trying to free his gun, but Jennifer won't let go.  She bites his wrist.  He screams and punches her in the head, dropping his gun.  She is knocked out.  Wah crouches to face the sattelite box.

Int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The dancers are going crazy, as the beat increases in intensity with the ticking down of the timer.

int. club bandwidth. network room

Everyone is dancing, as the music has been cranked in here.  Duane is doing some kind of crazy interpretive dance all his own.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Wah starts to open the wirebox at the base of the sattelite dish.  He doesn't realize that Charlie is walking up to him from behind.

Wah

The helicopter is down.  Storm the club now!  I'm going to shut off this fucking satellite.

Charlie

No you're not

Wah turns around, seeing Charlie.

Wah

Fuck.  I've got five minutes to kill you.

Charlie

I've had about 25 years to kill you.

They close with each other.  Wah uses his laptop expertly, defending Charlie's blows and striking him with it.  They fight for a minute and then pause, stepping back, regaining their composure and respecting each other's skills.

ext. Club Bandwidth doorway

Agents are storming past the crowd, pushing the bouncers and people in the line up out of the way.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Charlie and Wah are fighting more intensely now, Wah opening and closing his laptop to try and chop off Charlie's hands and fingers.  Sidestepping, Wah shoots the dart at Charlie.  Charlie spins, avoiding it, continues the spin and kicks the laptop out of Wah's hands.  The laptop sails through the air, over the side of the building.

ext. side of building

The laptop falls.

ext. street outside corporate building.

The laptop lands on the roof of a parked luxury suv, smashing it and setting of the car alarm and then bouncing onto the street, landing right in front of a surprised bike messenger.

The messenger stops, look around and picks up the laptop.  He checks it out.  It is still intact.

Messenger

Cool.

He puts the laptop in his bag and rides away.

ext. corporate building. roof

Charlie and Wah are going at it close range, punching, kicking and blocking.  It is a close fight with Charlie's youth and emotion matching up evenly with Wah's experience.  Suddenly Charlie gets a hand around the back of Wah's neck and pulls him close.  They fall to the ground, locked.

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The countdown is 30 seconds.  The people are going nuts, only minorly distracted by the flood of agents trying to push their way through the floor.

int. club bandwidth. network room.

Everyone is still dancing, except a small group, including Matthew, Duane and Angelica, which is crowded in front of the monitor, watching the countdown.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Charlie and Wah are now wrestling, both too tired and beat up to continue punching and kicking.  Finally, they stop, locked in a grappling stalemate.

charlie

Because of you, Sifu's only freedom was death.

Wah

Isn't that everyone's, Charlie?

Charlie

It's definitely going to be yours.

Charlie locks his arms around Wah's chest and starts to concentrate, with a look of ferocious intensity on his face.  Wah's heart starts BEATING loudly and fast.

Wah

(struggling, frightened)

Charlie, what are you doing?

int. club bandwidth. main dance floor

The countdown is down to twenty seconds and everyone is counting.  Their collective voice can barely be heard above the music.

int. club bandwidth. network room.

Everyone is now crowded around the computer and counting down.

Crowd

5!... 4!... 3!... 2!...

As it reaches 1 second, the doors burst open and agents pour in guns drawn.  The people surrounding Duane freeze or are thrown to the side.  The agents surround him, guns pointed at his head.  He watches the monitor as a little sign says "Upload Complete" and then the screen kicks into the Unix line item interface and Duane's little emailer program runs.  With a self-satisfied little smile, Duane turns around to all the agents and guns pointed at his head.

Duane

Too late.

Angelica tries to stifle her giggles.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Wah's face is getting redder as Charlie slowly increases the pressure on his heart.

flashback to project acorn training room.

Charlie and Lam are seated cross-legged, facing each other.  There is sounds of commotion in the background and smoke is coming into the room.  

Lam

Charlie, you have now learned all that I can teach you.

Charlie

But there is so much more to learn.

Lam

Yes.  But it is now inside you.  Understand yourself!

Charlie

Yes, Sifu!

Lam

Now, you must free both of us.

Charlie

(struggling with emotion)

Yes, Sifu.

They lean towards each other.  Charlie puts one arm around his teacher and the palm of his other hand against his chest.  He begins to concentrate.  Gently, Lam's heart stops and he collapses against Charlie.  Charlie holds him, crying.

In the background, guards come running into the room.  Charlie looks up, his face contorted with rage and pain.

ext. corporate building. roof.

Charlie is looking far away.  Wah is struggling to stay alive, a look of surprise on his face.

Charlie

Now do you understand how I had to free my Sifu?

Wah's headset crackles.  Charlie is so close to Wah, that he can hear it.

Communications expert

(through headset)

Sir, we're too late.  The Matter program has been uploaded.

Through Wah's stricken eyes, Charlie's face, contorted with emotion, transforms momentarily into Lam's, an expression of deep peace on his face.  And then it's Charlie again, full of emotion, and Wah's heart explodes.  He falls backwards, blood coming out of his mouth.

Charlie looks at Wah's body for a moment and then gets up and walks over to Jennifer.  She is unconscious and looks pretty beat up.  He kneels over her and touches her cheek.  He inspects her, then lifts her up and kisses her on the cheek.  Her eyes open.  She groans in pain.

Jennifer

What now?

Charlie

Want to go to China?

Jennifer

Sure.

Charlie

We can find my teacher's family and tell them what happened to their father.  That was the other thing I was supposed to do.

Jennifer

Yeah, sure.  But let's go to the hospital first.

Camera zooms out

Jennifer and Charlie are holding each other as the lights of city are revealed behind them.

NEWS ANCHOR (V.O.)

Government agencies and corporations are scrambling this morning to respond to last night's massive email barrage of a program that is allegedly capable of transporting physical matter through the internet.  Although not yet confirmed, sources say the broadcast of the "Matter" program originated from the downtown nightspot "Club Bandwidth", which was also the sight of a deadly helicopter crash and a raid by an as-yet-unidentified federal agency.  Authorities will not confirm whether the two incidents are connected.

ext. steps of main courthouse

A huge crowd is assembled out front.  Duane, surrounded by lawyers and photographers comes out.  Everyone cheers.  Angelica is by his side.

