
New Texacornia

by
Annie J. Dahlgren

Annie J. Dahlgren
2976 Foothill Road
Santa Barbara, CA 93105
(805)682-1497
(805)689-9705 cellular
 anniejdahlgren@gmail.com



FADE IN:

INT. FEDERAL PENETENTIARY HALLWAY - DAY

SUPERIMPOSE

NEW HAVEN CORRECTIONAL CENTER - 2016

AUSTIN ANTONIO, seventeen with a proud bearing beyond his 
years, walks purposefully down a broad hallway followed 
closely by CHANDLER and GEORGIA, two more teens.

Chandler carries a yellow legal pad and three No. 2 pencils - 
very sharp.

Georgia, sporting the hep nerd look of heavy shoes, scraggly 
hair and horn-rimmed glasses, is lugging camera equipment, 
the legs of a tripod extending from under her arm.

Behind this trio march a bevy of prison security, not the 
least of which is MELWIN DEAN, warden of the prison.  They 
mumble amongst themselves as they follow after the teenagers.

SECURITY GUARD #1
I thought there was no photography.

SECURITY GUARD #2
It's a high school newspaper for 
God's sake.

SECURITY GUARD #3
And his own son.  What harm can 
they possibly do?

WARDEN DEAN
None.

The Warden's narrowed eyes remind the guards that securing 
against harm is their job.

The young people round a corner followed by the officials.

INT. PRISON SECURITY - DAY

Austin, Chandler and Georgia allow themselves and their 
belongings to be searched as the Warden and his minions look 
on.



WARDEN DEAN
Take as long as you like.  I 
wouldn't want your little newspaper 
to report we restricted access to 
your father.  Or to any 
information.

Georgia, having just been handed back her camera, raises it 
quickly into position.

GEORGIA
Smile.

The Warden and Security Guards move reflexively to pose.

The photo captures them in awkward movement, looking foolish.

INT. WALKWAY OUTSIDE SAM'S CELL - 2016 - DAY

The Warden, one of the guards and the three teens come to a 
halt outside one of the prison cells.

Two hands extend desperately through the bars, unable to  
await the door opening for contact.

SAM
Austin.

Austin steps up to the cell and awkwardly embraces his 
father, SAM ANTONIO, for the first time in several years.

The others avert their eyes, attempting to provide some 
privacy.

The Warden motions for the guard to open the door.

Sam is weeping.

SAM (CONT'D)
You're so big.  I can't believe 
you're so big.

Austin extracts himself from his father's grip and moves the 
few feet to enter the cell.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - CONTINUOUS

Sam, far shorter than his teen-age son, appears disoriented 
by the boy's height.  He takes his son's hand, making sure he 
won't get away and swipes at tears with his free hand.
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SAM
I'm sorry, I don't - Warden, could 
we get some more chairs in here?

The Warden motions to the guard to bring more chairs.

WARDEN DEAN
I'll leave you to it.  Call for the 
guard if you need anything.

The Warden nods his good-bye and exits the cell as the guard 
approaches with two chairs.

Georgia has already busied herself with her camera, snapping 
some quick photos of the memorabilia on Sam's walls and 
table.

Chandler pulls a chair up to one end of a small writing table 
and readies himself with his legal pad and pencils, then 
removes a small digital recorder from his pocket, setting it 
on the table facing Sam.

Sam sits on his bunk and pats the mattress beside him for 
Austin to join him.

Austin demurs, a glance at his schoolmates communicating he'd 
rather not be babied.

SAM
So, this is the reporting team.

Austin, remembering himself, leaps to introductions.

AUSTIN
Dad, this is Chandler, he's our 
head writer, and Georgia is our 
photographer.

Georgia is studying a photograph taped to the wall of a 
younger Sam, apparently campaigning for governor of Texas.  
He is clasping the hand of a young woman, their arms raised 
in victory over their heads.

Sam stands and moves over to the picture.

SAM
(to Austin)

How is your mother?

Austin glances at the picture.
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AUSTIN
She's fine.  She and Abby are both 
fine.

Sam gets misty again.

SAM
Little Abby,,,

AUSTIN
She's not little any more.

SAM
No...I know.  Is your mother...is 
she seeing anyone?

Sam's light tone belies the weight of his question.

AUSTIN
No.

SAM
Does she...talk about me?

Austin's eyes meet his father's sadly.

AUSTIN
No.

Sam nods, lips pursed.  After a moment he rubs his hands 
together and perches on the edge of his bunk again.

SAM
So, as the sole entity charged with 
covering the trial of the century, 
where would you like to begin?

Chandler clears his throat.  This is his territory.

CHANDLER
You must be glad the Supreme Court 
is considering hearing your case.

SAM
Glad.  Yes, I'm glad.  Treason is a 
capital crime.  I'll be really glad 
if they overturn the appellate 
court verdict.

Sam covers his face with his hands, then runs them over 
what's left of his hair, the unconscious motion revealing the 
depth of his worry.
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Georgia's flash freezes his anguish in time.

Austin takes pity on his father and sinks onto the bunk 
beside him.

AUSTIN
Just start at the beginning, Dad.  
We want to hear the whole thing.  
From you.

Sam nods again, his face reflecting his mental search for 
what brought him to this cell.

SAM
It was that damn pothole.

DISSOLVE TO:

EXT. TEXAS FREEWAY - 2009 - DAY

SUPERIMPOSE
Austin, Texas, 7 years earlier.

Sam Antonio drives his Lincoln Mark IV along the Texas 
freeway heading into Austin.

INT. SAM'S CAR - 2009 - DAY

Sam is listening to talk radio, arguing with the caller and 
host each in turn and sipping at hot coffee.

With a loud bang, Sam is jolted so hard that his head hits 
the ceiling of his car, coffee now all over his clothing.

SAM
God damn it!

Sam jerks the steering wheel, quickly maneuvering to the side 
of the road.

EXT. TEXAS FREEWAY - CONTINUING

Sam gets out of his car and walks fifty yards back to where 
the jolt took place.

Standing at the side of the road Sam watches as each commuter 
goes through a similar ordeal as they pass over an enormous 
pothole in the freeway.
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Expletives are clearly discernible as each passenger takes 
the hit.

Sam shakes his head and returns to his car filled with 
purpose.

EXT. AUSTIN CAPITOL BUILDING - 2009 - DAY

Sam's Lincoln pulls into the parking space labeled "Governor 
Sam Antonio".

INT. AUSTIN CAPITOL BUILDING - 2009 - DAY

Sam strides to his office, eyeing his co-workers each dabbing 
and wiping at their own coffee stains, cursing under their 
collective breaths.

INT.  SAM'S OFFICE - CONTINUING

Sam picks up the telephone receiver and sinks into his chair 
in one motion, buzzing his secretary.

SAM
Shirley, get me the highway 
commissioner or whoever the hell is 
in charge of streets around here.

He slams down the phone, then picks it up instantaneously.

SAM (CONT'D)
Please.  I'm sorry, I meant to say 
please.

Sam replaces the receiver more gently, then jumps when the 
phone speaker comes to life with Shirley's response.

SHIRLEY  (O.S.)
Yes, Governor.  Do you need coffee?

SAM
That'd be great.

INT. SAM'S OFFICE - SEVERAL HOURS LATER

Sam leans forward in his chair swiveling it quickly from left 
to right in a nervous gesture.  He's on the phone.
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SAM
Well, Senator, my people tell me 
it's a federal road so I guess I'm 
lookin' to you to get this thing 
done.

TEXAS SENATOR  (V.O.)
That's what we're here for.  Don't 
you worry.  I'll get it submitted 
to appropriations before you can 
say Jim Dandy.

SAM
Just before I need new tires, 
please.  Thank you, Senator.

Sam hangs up the phone and drums his fingers for a moment, 
then rings Shirley.

SAM (CONT'D)
Shirley, what am I supposed to be 
doing?

EXT. SAM'S HOUSE - 2009 - NIGHT

Sam's Lincoln pulls into the driveway of the Texas Governor's 
mansion.

INT. SAM'S ENTRY - CONTINUING

Sam closes the front door and heads immediately for the 
stairs ignoring the commanding presence of several photos and 
portraits of Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis that grace not only 
the walls of the entry but the stairwell as well.

INT. SAM'S BEDROOM - CONTINUING

Sam enters the master suite to find his wife, THERESA, 
finishing her makeup at a vanity mirror.  She wears her hair 
and dresses just like Jackie O.

Seeing her state of dress Sam's shoulders slump visibly.

SAM
We have a dinner.

Theresa twists on her seat.
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THERESA
I wish you would try to remember 
these things.  It's a fund raiser 
for  Congressman Wiley.

Sam loosens his tie.

SAM
They're all fund raisers.

Theresa stands and moves over to her husband, sliding the 
knot back up to his throat.

THERESA
Don't get comfortable.  You'll be 
needing him again in two years.

Sam puts his arms around her waist.

SAM
Always the campaign manager.

Theresa pushes Sam away.

THERESA
Not any more.  I'm too busy for 
that now.

Theresa picks up her hand bag and heads for the door.

SAM
You won't be too busy if I'm not re-
elected.

Theresa heads through the door, her voice trailing behind 
her.

THERESA
Oh, you'll get elected.  Or you'll 
be a single lawyer.  Now say good 
night to the children.

INT. KID'S STUDY - 2009 - NIGHT

Sam opens the door and peeks into the kid's study.

Austin, eleven, sits at a computer table, a ridiculous pile 
of school books beside him.

Abby, nine, sits at her own computer table, her stack of 
books only slightly smaller.
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SAM
'Night kids.  Be good.

The kids don't even look up.

AUSTIN
'Night.

ABBY
'Night, Daddy.

INT. HALL OUTSIDE KID'S  STUDY - CONTINUING

Sam closes the door as Theresa pulls on gloves.  He sighs.  
This doesn't seem right.

THERESA
Don't give me that.

Sam looks at her innocently.

SAM
What?

THERESA
Once we get there you'll have a 
ball.  You always do.

INT. HOTEL BANQUET ROOM - 2009 - NIGHT

The room is filled with election banners for the Congressman 
and undisguised pleas for money.

Sam stands in the center of a group of smiling sycophants, 
barely able to hold on to the terse smile plastered on his 
face.  He looks across the room at his wife.

Theresa is the one having a ball.  She's glowing, in her 
element, charming, attractive and circled by admirers.

Sam sighs again and sneaks a peek at his watch.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. HOTEL BANQUET ROOM - NIGHT - TWO MONTHS LATER

This is the victory celebration for Congressman Wiley.  The 
election banners have been replaced with signs exclaiming "We 
Did It!" and "Four More Years".
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Sam slides his sleeve over his watch just in time to receive 
a hearty handshake from the Congressman himself.

CONGRESSMAN WILEY
I couldn't have done it without 
you, Sam, and of course your lovely 
wife.

He turns from Sam giving all his attention to Theresa.

Sam gratefully retreats.

INT. SAM'S CAR - 2009 - NIGHT

Sam and Theresa drive home from the celebration.

THERESA
I'm just saying you need to at 
least appear to be more cheerful.  
My God, you've completely forgotten 
how to work a room -

Her voice is cut off by the loud bang and rude jolt of the 
pothole.

EXT. TEXAS FREEWAY - 2009 - NIGHT

The Lincoln skids and nearly collides with cars in the next 
lane.

SAM (V.O.)
God damn it!

INT. SAM'S OFFICE - 2009 - DAY

Sam is twisting in his chair, speaking into the telephone.

SAM
What do you mean?  How much could 
it possibly cost?

TEXAS SENATOR (V.O.)
Well, there was a rider or two 
stuck on there.  You know the boys 
like to attach to the simple ones 
like road repair.

SAM
How much was the bill?
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TEXAS SENATOR (V.O.)
I'm not exactly sure.  I'd have to 
have the finance boys look it up -

Sam cuts in harshly.

SAM
How much was the bill, Senator?

TEXAS SENATOR (V.O.)
Well, let me think.  I've got it 
right here.  It was - uh - that's 
right it was just right at a hair 
under two point six.

SAM
Two point six?  You mean twenty six 
hundred?

TEXAS SENATOR (V.O.)
No, that's uh - that'd be, yep, 
here it is right here.  Two point 
six...billion.

Sam sits bolt upright.

SAM
What?!?

TEXAS SENATOR (V.O.)
Now I know that sounds a bit steep.  
But I'm gonna throw her back in the 
ring and see if I can keep some of 
this other stuff from sticking to  
her -

SAM
Forget it Senator.  Thank you.

Sam hangs up the phone, shaking his head in disbelief.  He 
lifts the receiver to his ear again.

SAM (CONT'D)
Shirley, get me an asphalt company.  
I don't care which one.  Please.

EXT. MEXICO CITY AIRPORT - 2009 SOME WEEKS LATER - NIGHT

A small commuter plane lands and taxis on the runway.
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INT. MEXICO CITY AIRPORT - 2009 - NIGHT

Sam enters the airport lobby and spots a limousine driver 
holding a card with his name on it.

Behind him in the airport bar is a television reporting in 
Spanish with English subtitles that Sam Antonio, Governor of 
Texas is visiting the President of Mexico, Carmen Acosta, to 
discuss matters of mutual interest regarding the border, 
guest workers and international commerce.

It is also reported that Sam and Carmen attended law school 
together and have been close friends for many years.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL PALACE, MEXICO CITY - 2009 - NIGHT

Sam is escorted to a fabulous dining room where two dozen 
guests are just being seated.  His place is to the right of 
the hostess, LA PRESIDENTE CARMEN ACOSTA.

Carmen greets Sam with a kiss on the cheek and motions for 
him to sit.

CARMEN
You remember my father?

Seated at her other arm is her father, SR. ACOSTA, looking 
something of a bandito.  He smiles at Sam, reaches across the 
table and institutes a rather involved home-boy handshake.

They sit down to dinner.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL PALACE LIBRARY - LATER THAT NIGHT

Carmen and Sam are alone, shoes off, kicked back in 
comfortable chairs with brandies.

SAM
So I had to pardon the asphalt 
workers to get them out of jail.  
Two of them were yours and they 
were threatening to deport them.  
The whole thing makes me sick.

Carmen takes a sip of her brandy.

CARMEN
That border is stupid.
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SAM
It's weird when you think about it.  
It's just a line on a piece of 
paper.

CARMEN
We should take an eraser and save 
ourselves a whole lot of problems.

Sam nods, drinking.

CARMEN (CONT'D)
I'd like to move the line down 
about seven hundred miles.

Sam's look encourages her to go on.

CARMEN (CONT'D)
The poor people in the south can't 
resist the drug cartels.  I 
promised I'd get those bastards out 
of here, but the people need the 
money.  I'm either going to look 
like a liar or a failure.  Either 
way, I'm out.  I won't be re-
elected.

Sam stares into the fireplace for several moments.

SAM
Let's move the line.

Carmen lifts her glass in a mock toast.

SAM (CONT'D)
I'm serious.  Let's move the damn 
line.  Up and down.  What would we 
lack if we combined Texas and 
Northern Mexico?  Nothing, that's 
what.

Carmen nods, still thinking they're just fantasizing.

CARMEN
Yeah, but add California and you'd 
have one kick-ass country.  Of 
course you'd probably have to take 
Arizona and New Mexico just so the 
geography would make sense.

Sam slides up to the edge of his seat.
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SAM
We could start over.  A whole new 
country run a whole new way.

Carmen notices that Sam doesn't seem in fantasy mode any 
longer.

CARMEN
Hold it cowboy.  I don't think I 
like the look in your eye.

SAM
Think about it, Carmen.  We could 
get back to what's right.  Stop 
wasting everyone's time and energy.  
And money.

CARMEN
You're not serious.

SAM
We need California.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

Austin is now seated facing his father, Chandler scribbling 
like mad, Georgia on the floor leaning against the wall 
facing Sam.

The kids are riveted.

AUSTIN
So it WAS your idea.

Sam shrugs.

SAM
I was serious about it first, yeah.

Austin purses his lips.  It was apparently not the answer he 
had hoped for.

SAM (CONT'D)
But we all got excited about it 
pretty fast.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SOUND STAGE, HOLLYWOOD CALIFORNIA - 2010 - NIGHT

Sam and Carmen sit in the sound stage lobby, waiting.
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The door leading from the stage opens and PAMELA ANDERSON 
enters followed by her husband, KID ROCK.

Ms. Anderson is dressed conservatively in a business suit, no 
extreme make up, no skin.

Sam and Carmen rise to their feet, Sam extending his hand to 
Ms. Anderson.

SAM
Thank you for seeing us, Governor.  
I think you'll be very interested 
in what we have to say.

MS. ANDERSON
I'm sorry you had to wait, but 
don't you just love doing public 
service announcements?  I never get 
tired of them.

INT. SANTA MONICA RESTAURANT - 2010 - NIGHT

Waiters are clearing dinner dishes as Sam, Carmen, Ms. 
Anderson and Kid Rock dab at their mouths and take last sips 
of their drinks.

MS. ANDERSON
I'll have to skip dessert.  I need 
to be back at the capitol no later 
than nine if I'm gonna catch the re-
run of VIP.

SAM
At least tell me what you think.

KID ROCK
I think this'll be the biggest kick 
since we beat that pussy 
Schwarzenegger for governor.  
Bigger.

Carmen bites her lip, casting a worried glance at Kid Rock.

Ms. Anderson calms her husband, resting her hand on his 
tattooed arm.

MS. ANDERSON
Kid did such a great job.  The free 
concerts he organized really got 
the  college vote out there.  I 
don't think we could have done it 
without them.
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SAM
No doubt.

Ms. Anderson looks thoughtful for a moment.

MS. ANDERSON
I won't tell you I'm not 
interested.  It's aggravating, you 
know?  Some of the other governors 
don't seem to take me seriously.  
I'm not the first actor to be 
elected into this office and I hope 
I'm not the last.  They're so 
similar, don't you think, acting 
and politics?  I'm just floored 
every day how much I draw on my 
experiences from Bay Watch.

Sam avoids Carmen's eyes.

SAM
I'd like to lay out the business 
plan, get your opinion on that.

Ms. Anderson's hand covers her heart.

MS. ANDERSON
You want my opinion?

Sam glances at Carmen again.

SAM
Well, yes...of course.  You're 
about to become one of the leaders 
of what could one day be the most 
powerful nation on earth - if we 
can sell it to the people.

Kid Rock lifts his hand in a power fisted salute.

KID ROCK
The people, man.  I can deliver the 
people.

MS. ANDERSON
He can, too.  Look what he did for 
me.  Didn't you sweetie?

Ms. Anderson leans over to kiss her husband, then remembering 
herself, looks around and checks the top button on her shirt 
making sure she's respectable.
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INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION DINING ROOM - NIGHT - SIX MONTHS 
LATER

Theresa sits leaning on one arm as she reads through a stack 
of papers.

Sam sits at the end of the table perched nervously on the 
edge of his seat wishing it would swivel.

Theresa turns over the last paper and just sits there for 
several moments, not moving, not looking at Sam.

SAM
Well?

THERESA
New Texacornia?  Is that supposed 
to be some kind of joke?

SAM
Well, we wanted to work all our 
original names in there.

Theresa stands and gathers the papers, tapping the edges on 
the table, taking time to think before she speaks.  When she 
does speak it's to the table top.

THERESA
You intend to deliver this to the 
President of the United States.

SAM
Yes, I do.

Theresa finally looks at him.

THERESA
Then it doesn't matter what I say.

SAM
It matters to me.

THERESA
But it won't stop you.  It's 
already gone too far, I can see 
that.

Theresa shakes her head.
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THERESA (CONT'D)
You didn't tell me because you knew 
I wouldn't have gone along.  And 
you would have been right.

Theresa sets down the papers and walks from the room.

SAM
Theresa, I don't want to do this 
without you.

Theresa stops, answering but not turning.

THERESA
You did do it without me.

She starts from the room again.

Sam jumps up and hurries over to her, taking her arm to stop 
her.

SAM
Theresa, wait.

Theresa now gives his face her full attention as she delivers 
a reality check.

THERESA
What do you think the President 
will do with this information?  You 
think he's just going to let you 
go?  I've got two words for you, 
Sam: The Civil War.

SAM
That's...three...words.

He hates himself for saying it.

THERESA
I'm taking the kids to Connecticut. 
I'll divorce you for this, Sam.  It 
isn't a game.

Theresa leaves the room.

Sam, now completely deflated, sinks onto a chair.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL PALACE LIBRARY - 2010 - NIGHT

Carmen sits slumped in a chair much as Sam is, faced by her 
father.
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SR. ACOSTA
They'll be slaves, Carmen.  Are you 
telling me that doesn't matter to 
you?

CARMEN
They won't abandon the cartels.  I 
can't save them anyway and they 
will ruin me.

Sr. Acosta studies his daughter sadly, his look communicating 
clearly that she is already ruined in his eyes.  He turns and 
leaves the room.

Carmen crosses her arms, defiant.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION DINING ROOM - LATER THAT NIGHT

Sam is still sitting slumped in a chair.

Theresa enters, places the remote telephone in Sam's hand and 
leaves without a word.

Sam watches the place where she left the room for a moment, 
then brings the phone to his ear.

MS. ANDERSON (V.O.)
The first poll results are in.  
Seventy two percent in favor of 
secession.  And another nine 
percent don't care one way or the 
other.  And that's not just MTV, 
it's VH1, too.  We've got the whole 
spectrum covered.

Sam sits at attention.

SAM
Good Lord.

MS. ANDERSON
It's just like the producers said 
about Bay Watch.  This is an idea 
whose time has come.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2010 - DAY

PRESIDENT CLINTON sits at his desk facing the Secretary of 
State, BARBARA STREISAND.  He's leaning forward over the 
secession papers, his head in his hands.
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MS. STREISAND
You can't let them do it, Bill.  
Those are two of my favorite 
states.  Three really.  I love 
Santa Fe.

Clinton smacks his hand down on the desk.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Damn it, Babs.  I'm not the first 
person in history to be re-elected 
after an eight year break just so I 
can lose half the country to a 
bunch of cowboys and Mexicans.  And 
Santa Fe is not a state.

Ms. Streisand shrugs.

MS. STREISAND
I know that, but it is a state of 
mind.

She hums a little snippet of a tune.

MS. STREISAND (CONT'D)
Never mind.  That's New York.

Clinton stands from his desk, pacing the room.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
I can see it already.  They're 
gonna start comparing me to Abraham 
Lincoln.  God, I've had more 
trouble with that guy.  First his 
bedroom, now this. I don't even 
want to think what this will do to 
my next re-election.

Ms. Streisand pulls out a nail file and does some touch up as 
she listens, legs crossed.

PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
You're the Secretary of State.  
This is technically your 
department.

She shrugs, not opposed to the idea.

MS. STREISAND
Who needs to be brought into line?

Clinton returns to the papers, fishing through them 
recklessly.
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PRESIDENT CLINTON
That idiot Sam Antonio in Texas, 
Kiester in Arizona, Topper in New 
Mexico and that ignorant slut 
Pamela Anderson.  Oh, and the 
President of Mexico.

Ms. Streisand puts away her nail file and stands to leave.

MS. STREISAND
Five people?  That's it?  I'll pack 
some suitcases.

Clinton stops her with a gesture.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Wait a minute.  I don't think you 
should be the one to go.  I don't 
want the press getting wind of 
this.  I'll send Nelly.

Ms. Streisand sits again and pulls out her file.

MS. STREISAND
Suit yourself.  What are you guys 
doing for dinner?

INT. AUSTIN CAPITOL CONFERENCE ROOM - 2010 - DAY

Sam, Carmen, Ms. Anderson, KIESTER, TOPPER and Kid Rock sit 
at a table, note pads in front of them except for The Kid.

SAM
Mr. - uh, Mr. Rock?  Could we ask 
you to wait outside for now?  This 
is official business.

Kid looks to Ms. Anderson.  She nods her head indicating that 
he should go.

MS. ANDERSON
I'll be right out, Baby.

Kid Rock shuffles out of the room as the speaker phone 
squawks with Shirley's voice.

SHIRLEY (V.O.)
There's a Mr. Nelly from the State 
Department out here.

Sam sighs, and looks around the table.  They all seem a 
little pensive.
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SAM
Send him in.

FRANCIS NELLY, looking more like a mob strong arm than a 
State Department representative, moves into the room and 
stands intimidatingly just inside the doorway.

NELLY
Who's Antonio?

Sam raises his hand tentatively, not wanting to be beat up.

SAM
I'm him.  I'm me.  That's...I'm - 
right here.

Nelly lumbers over to Sam and reaches inside his jacket 
pocket.

All at the table shrink away, expecting Nelly to pull out a 
gun.  He pulls out some papers, unfolding them and setting 
them on the table.

NELLY
This here says to desist what 
you're doing.

Mr. Kiester slides the papers over to himself, reading 
quickly.

KIESTER
It does.  It says desist.  No 
cease,  just desist.

Mr. Nelly clears his throat, this part obviously rehearsed.

NELLY
I have the full weight and might of 
the United States military machine 
behind me.  I suggest you think 
long and hard before you take up 
this fight.

The five at the table blink at his eloquence.

MS. ANDERSON
That was beautifully said, Mr. - 
Nelly, is it?  Have you taken 
diction lessons?
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SAM
Mr. Nelly, I'm sure when the 
President gives the matter some 
thought he'll be reluctant to turn 
the nation's troops on many who 
were citizens.  Besides, this was 
Texas.  He might just want to stop 
and think about that for a minute.

Nelly nods, getting the point.

NELLY
I'll give him the message.

He turns to leave, then turns back almost immediately.

NELLY (CONT'D)
What was the message again?

SAM
Tell him it's too late.  It's done.

Nelly nods, thinking.

NELLY
So, what is it you guys are doing?

CARMEN
We're forming a new country Mr. 
Nelly.  It's the true birth of a 
nation.  We're cutting back the 
garden of civilization, back to the 
very roots of liberty.  The weight 
of over two hundred years of self-
serving bureaucracy will be lifted 
from the backs of the -

NELLY
So, is it just you guys or can 
anybody get in?

Sam rises from his chair and escorts Mr. Nelly to the door, 
speaking to him quietly.

SAM
There will eventually be room for 
everyone Mr. Nelly.  For now why 
don't you just let President 
Clinton know we got his papers and 
that we'll be in touch.

Nelly nods, thanking them as he leaves the room.
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Sam rubs his hands together and bounds back to his chair.

SAM (CONT'D)
Okay, so Carmen, you're the speech 
writer.  And Ms. Anderson, I think 
we'd better have you in front of 
the cameras.  We have a lot of 
communicating to do.

INT. GOVERNOR'S MANSION ENTRY - 2010 - NIGHT

Sam swings into the house, full of life and hope.

The entry is dark.

SAM
Theresa?

INT. KID'S STUDY - CONTINUING

Sam pokes his head into another darkened room.

SAM
Austin?  Abby?

He closes the door quietly.

INT. SAM'S BEDROOM - CONTINUING

Sam opens the door to his bedroom cautiously, not wanting to 
find what he suspects is there.

On the bed is an envelope.

Sam sinks onto the bed, not needing to open it to know what's 
inside.

INT. SAM'S OFFICE - 2010 - MORNING

Sam lies asleep in his clothes on the office couch, a nearly 
empty whiskey bottle lying on the floor beside him.  He is 
startled awake by Shirley's voice on the speaker phone.

SHIRLEY (V.O.)
Governor?  Are you all right?

Sam swings his legs to the ground and rubs his face, then 
sweeps his hands back over his hair in his gesture of stress.
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SAM
I don't know.  I need a shower.

SHIRLEY
She left you, didn't she?  Well 
shame on her, Governor.  Shame on 
her, that's all I can say.

Sam sighs.

SAM
Thank you, Shirley.  Is there any 
coffee?

SHIRLEY (V.O.)
Right away, sir.

Sam crosses to his desk fingering the telephone receiver, but 
in the end does not attempt a call.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

Sam takes Austin's hand, the pain of that day six years ago 
reflected on his face.  He turns to his son.

SAM
It was bigger than all of us.  
Bigger than our personal lives.  At 
least I thought so then.

Austin doesn't respond, but he doesn't pull his hand away 
either.

CHANDLER
So, whose idea was it to run the 
government like a corporation?

Sam clears his throat, his voice still husky for a moment.

SAM
It was Kiester mostly.  But he had 
some help.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SOUND STAGE, HOLLYWOOD CALIFORNIA - 2010 - DAY

Ms. Anderson is in a taping session, three cameras focused on 
her.
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MS. ANDERSON
Here to help clarify the plan 
outline is Mr. Ross Perot.

ROSS PEROT steps from the shadows in front of the cameras, a 
stack of cardboard wedged under his arm.

He nods to some stage hands who move to set up some easels in 
the filming area.

ROSS PEROT
I have a few charts here that I 
think will help make sense of this 
plan.

Perot sets charts and graphs up on the easels.  He has three 
times as many graphs as there are easels.

ROSS PEROT (CONT'D)
Could we get another one or two of 
these things here?

INT. SOUND STAGE, HOLLYWOOD CALIFORNIA - SEVERAL HOURS LATER

Ross Perot has lost his audience.  The cameramen and stage 
crew are leaning on their equipment, nodding off, or talking 
quietly amongst themselves.

ROSS PEROT
So I think you can see the benefit 
of owning a share of the government 
as opposed to just paying taxes.  
The more successful we are as a 
nation, the bigger our dividend 
check at the end of the year.  
That'll be a fiscal year, probably 
ending in June.

Mr. Perot looks around the room, checking for understanding.  
It doesn't seem to register with him that everyone's asleep.

ROSS PEROT (CONT'D)
So,  I want to thank Ms. Anderson 
and the Cabinet for giving me this 
chance to help out and clear things 
up for you people.  Thank you.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The students appear thoughtful as they consider the structure 
of the government of New Texacornia.
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GEORGIA
What if you couldn't buy any 
shares?

SAM
There was a minimum participation 
level.  It was such a good idea the 
President could see right away he 
had to keep it quiet if he could.

AUSTIN
And that's what started the press 
blackout?

SAM
Well, a lot happened before that.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. WAR ROOM - 2010 - DAY

President Clinton, Ms. Streisand and several others of his 
cabinet are convened in the war room.

SECRETARY OF THE INTERIOR
You can't just repeal the First 
Amendment, Mr. President.  If the 
media has a story they must be 
allowed to tell it.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
What if it's war?  Can I do it if 
we're at war?

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE
Maybe, but if you're at war there 
has to be an enemy, and you've 
forbidden anybody to acknowledge 
New Te-

A warning look from the President.

SECRETARY OF DEFENSE (CONT'D)
- the rebel faction.  You can't 
declare war on nothing.

The President slams his hand on the table.
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PRESIDENT CLINTON
Damn it boys!  Sorry Barbara.  If I 
come out on the wrong end of this 
deal I am going to be one pissed 
off President.  Now I want you all 
to think of something and then 
we'll meet back here in an hour and 
see if the ideas are any good.  
Meeting adjourned.

They all stare at the President stupidly.

PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
Go on.  And don't come back without 
thinking of something.

The cabinet members mutter amongst themselves as they gather 
their things and leave.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

Chandler is now seated at Sam's feet, writing pad and 
recorder in his lap and Georgia has moved closer to him, away 
from the wall.

GEORGIA
So that's when the government took 
control of the media.  But what 
about L.A.?  That was part of New 
Texacornia.

SAM
Well, that's why it didn't work at 
first.  He had the networks in New 
York, but between the internet and 
Hollywood there was no way to keep 
us quiet.  It was only a matter of 
hours and the whole world knew.  
They were all just kind of watching 
and waiting.

INT. AUSTIN CAPITOL CONFERENCE ROOM - 2010 - DAY

The original five are at the conference table, Mr. Topper 
standing and speaking.

MR.TOPPER
This is the short list of proposed 
Commission level positions.  Mr. 
Kiester and I thought they had some 
merit.  We'll see what you think.
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Topper nods to Sam who lifts the phone receiver.

SAM
Shirley, send in whoever's first.

Mr. Topper checks a list and begins the announcement just 
before the door opens.

MR.TOPPER
For Energy Commissioner, Mr. 
Richard Simmons.

RICHARD SIMMONS bounds into the room, his curly mop shaking 
with each move, wide grin extended to all around.  He's 
dressed in shorts and a tank top with matching socks and 
headband and holds a deck of large cards in one hand.

INT. AUSTIN CAPITOL CONFERENCE ROOM - A SHORT TIME LATER

Richard Simmons has several cards fanned out in front of him 
and he speaks as he draws one from those remaining in his 
hand.

RICHARD SIMMONS.
So, when you see that the hydro-
electric reserves are running low, 
you deal yourself some power from 
the wind generated plant in 
California until the hydro can 
regenerate.  Of course there's 
always fossil fuel, but you want to 
deal those sparingly since the 
offsetting cost is so high in terms 
of wasteful by-product.

The cabinet members look to one another and nod.  It makes 
good sense.

CARMEN
Thank you Mr. Simmons.  We can see 
you've given this plan a lot of 
thought.  We'll definitely be in 
touch.

Carmen nods to Sam to call in the next potential as Mr. 
Topper checks his list.

MR.TOPPER
Music and Entertainment 
Commissioner, Mr. Lyle Lovett.
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LYLE LOVETT, dressed in business suit and tie, enters the 
room with a humble nod and takes a chair.  He speaks softly 
and respectfully.

SAM
Mr. Lovett, may I call you Lyle?

LYLE LOVETT
Please, yes sir.

SAM
I've always enjoyed your music.

LYLE LOVETT
Thank you, sir.

All at the table agree that his music is pleasant.

Lyle nods his gratitude around.

CARMEN
What is it you're proposing with 
this Commission Mr. Lovett?

LYLE LOVETT
As you know we're all anticipating 
an elevation in prosperity 
generally speaking, throughout New 
Texacornia.

Nods of agreement.

LYLE LOVETT (CONT'D)
With this prosperity will come more 
leisure time and it's my belief we 
should have a plan to avoid the 
pitfalls of affluent models from 
history, such as Atlantis, Rome and 
Beverly Hills.

Murmurs of "good idea" and "I hadn't thought of that".

LYLE LOVETT (CONT'D)
With all humility, I have to admit 
nobody runs a tighter set than me, 
even with my Large Band.  I think 
we can be leisurely and still 
hummin' like a Swiss watch.  I'd 
love to have the opportunity to 
give it a try.  Thank you very 
much.

Lyle stands, offers a little half-bow and leaves the room.
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Sam lifts the receiver, pausing with his hand on the button 
before he rings Shirley.

SAM
Who else is out there?

Topper checks his list.

MR.TOPPER
Tammy Faye.

Eyebrows raise around the table.

Sam releases the receiver button.

SAM
Shirley, send in Miss Faye.

The door opens and TAMMY FAYE bounces into the room.  She 
smiles broadly and hands out little gift packets tied up with 
ribbon to each member at the table.

TAMMY FAYE
It's just a little something.

Mr. Topper reads from his notes.

MR.TOPPER
Commissioner of Optimism and Self-
Respect.

Tammy nods, smiling.

SAM
Energy, Music and Entertainment, 
Optimism and Self-Respect.  Well, 
that should cover just about 
anything.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids sit in a semi-circle at Sam's feet reflecting on the 
constituents of his cabinet.

GEORGIA
What went wrong?

Sam sighs.

SAM
A lot.
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INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2010 - DAY

President Clinton paces the floor.

Seated in a straight backed chair is his Minister of Defense,

DEFENSE MINISTER
Just give me the green light 
Commander and I'll kick their butts 
from here to Panama.  You don't 
want to pussyfoot with something 
like this.

Clinton pauses in his pacing.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Damn it, Defense, they touched a 
nerve.  Too many people think they 
have a good idea.

DEFENSE MINISTER
Well let me go down and scare the 
Bejezezus out of 'em anyways.  
Maybe they'll give up on their 
own.  This ain't Khaddafi we're 
dealin' with.

Clinton sits at his desk, fingers drumming.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
All right, but no tanks yet.  Or 
airplanes.  Okay, maybe a couple of 
F-16s just for effect.  And a 
couple thousand troops at that 
little cappy thing at the top of 
Texas.  See what you can do with 
that.

EXT. NORTH TEXAS PLAIN - 2010 - DUSK

On one side of a sign labeling the Texas border are the two 
thousand assigned troops, pitching camp for a night on the 
border.

One rather large tent is marked with a banner indicating the 
Minister of Defense is inside.

On the other side of the border 'line' is one lone tent.
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INT. DEFENSE MINISTER'S TENT - CONTINUING

The Defense Minister sits at a rough wooden table surrounded 
by half a dozen of his subordinates.

SOLDIER #1
Excuse me Mr. Defense Minister, 
Sir.  Still no sign of the enemy, 
except for whoever's in that one 
tent.

DEFENSE MINISTER
Keep them under surveillance.  I 
want to know every move they make.

SOLDIER #1
Yes, Sir.  Are enemy reinforcements 
anticipated, Sir?

The Defense Minister stands in annoyance, crossing to the 
tent flap and flinging it aside so he can see the solitary 
tent on the other side of the border.

DEFENSE MINISTER
I don't know.  What am I, a fortune 
teller?

SOLDIER #1
No, Sir.  Of course not, Sir.

INT. SAM'S TENT - CONTINUING

Sam and the other four cabinet members as well as Richard 
Simmons, Lyle Lovett and Tammy Faye are crammed into the 
tent.

Tammy Faye hums as Lyle strums on a guitar.

Carmen stands at the opening, eyes narrowed in the direction 
of the Defense Minister.

SAM
They can't possibly attack.  We 
don't have any way to defend 
ourselves.

RICHARD SIMMONS.

They all look pretty pooped to me.  I'm thinking of making a 
good hearty soup for all of us.
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CARMEN
Hey, that's an idea.

SAM
Soup?

Carmen lets the tent flap fall and turns to her compatriots.

CARMEN
I'm going to show you how we stare 
down adversity south of the border.  
The OLD border I mean.  When the 
going gets tough...FIESTA!!!!

EXT. NORTH TEXAS PLAIN - LATER THAT NIGHT

It's a successful fiesta, like hundreds of fiestas throughout 
time.  Beautiful women dance and entice soldiers.

Richard Simmons leads a little klatch of overweight 
servicemen in some low impact exercise.

Tammy Faye encourages another group to write letters to their 
children and wives, some of them weeping as their thoughts 
turn to home.

Lyle has a group off to one side breaking down some gospel 
harmonies.

Topper and Kiester enjoy some of the lovely ladies while Sam, 
Carmen, Ms. Anderson and Kid Rock knock back Tequila shooters 
by a campfire.

The Defense Minister is barely 100 yards away from them, 
apoplectic in his disapproval.

DEFENSE MINISTER
This is a disaster.

SOLDIER #1
Yes, Sir.  Should I get you a 
Margarita, Sir?

The Defense Minister glares and the soldier retreats.

The Minister cups his hands around his mouth calling out to 
Sam.

DEFENSE MINISTER
Antonio!  Sam Antonio!  Show 
yourself if you have the courage.
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Sam, mystified as he is clearly visible to the Defense 
Minister from where he sits, quickly does the salt lick, 
drink, lemon bite maneuver, then wobbles to his feet.

He moves his arm in a broad "come on over here" gesture in 
the direction of the Defense Minister.

The Defense Minister widens his stance and plants his hands 
on his hips.

Sam repeats the gesture even bigger.

With a sigh the Defense Minister advances toward the enemy 
camp, clearly against his better judgement.

In seconds he is standing in the circle of the New Texacornia 
camp fire.

Tammy Faye leaves her group and follows after him.

CARMEN
It's a beautiful night, Minister.  
You must be grateful you're not 
cooped up in your office.

She lifts the bottle of tequila to him.

The Defense Minister ignores the offering.

DEFENSE MINISTER
This little skirmish is only the 
beginning.  In the morning I'll 
have two thousand hung-over, 
irritable troops.  Believe me, I 
won't have to ask twice to get them 
to kick some New Texacornia butt.

KID ROCK
Too true Dude, but why would you 
want to?

DEFENSE MINISTER
You have humiliated my Commander in 
Chief and threatened the fabric of 
my homeland.  I will not abide it.

TAMMY FAYE
You know, I just get a little tear 
when I hear that.  So loyal.  So 
brave.  Your President must be 
mighty grateful to have you on his 
side.
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DEFENSE MINISTER
I should hope so, Ma'am.  But it's 
not so's you'd notice.

Tammy Faye moves to wrap an arm around the Defense Minister.  
He's more than a head taller and barrel chested.  Tammy can 
barely reach his shoulders.

The Defense Minister looks around, then sits on a stump next 
to her so she can look him eye to eye.

TAMMY FAYE
Such a big strong boy.  It's so 
good of you to use your strength to 
help those less powerful.  I can 
just see your gentle nature shining 
through those beautiful eyes.

The Defense Minister blushes and removes his cap as he 
addresses Tammy Faye.

DEFENSE MINISTER
Yes Ma'am.  My mama always told me 
to watch out for the little ones.

TAMMY FAYE
Well, bless her heart.  Where is 
your mama?  Well, I hope.

DEFENSE MINISTER
No, she passed a few years ago.

The Defense Minister swipes at a tear.

Tammy Faye rests her hand on his arm.

TAMMY FAYE
It's okay, honey.  I love you like 
she would.

Tammy Faye stands and offers the Defense Minister her hand.

TAMMY FAYE (CONT'D)
Come on.  Richard made some nice 
soup.  I think a little something 
to eat might just set you right.  
Now what about brothers and 
sisters?

The two wander away hand in hand.

Carmen and Sam lock eyes, both heaving a sigh of relief.
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Ms. Anderson is wiping a tear of her own.

MS. ANDERSON
I just love that woman.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SAM'S OFFICE - 2011 - DAY

Sam sits hunched over paperwork.

SAM FROM 2016 (V.O.)
Well it wasn't too long before the 
other states and even other 
countries could see the benefit of 
the corporate structuring of 
government.

Sam jumps as the speaker phone squawks with Shirley's voice.

SHIRLEY (V.O.)
I think you'd better come out here 
Gov - er, Mr. Pres - uh, Mr. 
Antonio.

Sam reads a last sentence as he stands, then heads dutifully 
from his office.

INT. SAM'S OFFICE LOBBY - CONTINUING

Sam closes his office door slowly, his jaw dropping as he 
gazes around the lobby.

Dozens of people fill the room, each prepared to lobby for 
participation of their various states and countries into the 
government of New Texacornia.

In one chair sits the governor of Wisconsin, a cheese hat on 
his head.  He's talking to the governor of Nebraska, sitting 
with a huge basket of corn balanced on his lap.

Several leaders of foreign countries attempt communication in 
their own language.

All grow silent and turn their eyes expectantly to Sam as he 
steps into the room.

SAM
Shirley?

Shirley's disembodied voice utters a staticy response.
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SHIRLEY (V.O.)
Yes, sir?

Sam and others in the room look around for the source of her 
voice.

SHIRLEY (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Up here, sir.

Sam directs his instruction to a speaker located in the 
center of the ceiling.

SAM
Call the other cabinet members.  
And you'd better get the 
commissioners, too.  This could 
take awhile.  And tell Richard 
we're probably going to need some 
soup.

INT. TEXAS LEGISLATURE OFFICES - 2011 - DAY

The cabinet members and commissioners sit at a long table at 
the front of the room.

Those who are lobbying for inclusion in the new government 
are seated at the desks formerly used by the Texas state 
legislators, each wearing or carrying some distinctive 
artifact that represents the value of their particular 
political entity.

Celine Dion is at the front of the assembly dressed in 
spangles and jewels, an Elvis impersonator by her side.

CELINE DION
...and so the benefit of inclusion 
of Nevada in the new government is, 
I think, abundantly clear.  Now, 
I'd like to say a word or two about 
Canada.  Perhaps the lyrics of one 
of my favorite songs says it best.

Ms. Dion clears her throat and begins the a capella strains 
of "Born to be Wild".

Those seated begin to clap and nod in time.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids are kicked back against the wall of the cell, Sam 
leaning against the opposite wall on his bunk.
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SAM
It was great for awhile.  Just a 
steady climb to the top for the 
next three years.  I didn't think 
anything or anyone could stop us.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. OVAL OFFICE - DAY - 2014

President Clinton and Barbara Streisand sit facing the 
windows in straight-backed chairs, each with their feet on 
the Presidential desk.  They're sipping Manhattans.

SAM FROM 2016 (V.O.)
Clinton was at a loss.  Things 
might have gone better if he had 
stuck around.

Clinton takes a sip of his Manhattan and glares at the 
Presidential leather chair.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
It's just no fun any more.  I don't 
even feel like the leader of the 
free world.

Ms. Streisand pats his hand comfortingly.

MS. STREISAND
Believe me, I understand.  I much 
prefer total obscurity to second 
banana.  Not that I don't consider 
you the first banana.  I was 
speaking metaphorically, of course.

She sips her drink, checking over the rim of her glass to see 
if the President feels slighted.

President Clinton is too wrapped up in his own thoughts to 
notice her comment.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
The question is, who would sit in 
that chair if not me?

Clinton stands and rounds the desk.  Standing behind the 
leather chair he begins to spin it.

PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
I want someone who could make 
Antonio's life hell.  
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Someone who could get the United 
States back on track so I could get 
elected again when it's more fun.  
But who?

INT. BURLEIGH MIZE'S OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Another high-backed leather chair spins around to reveal 
BURLEIGH MIZE, seventeen, and president of the most powerful 
communication conglomerate in the world, ZeitCom.

The ZeitCom logo looms large over Mize's head.  It appears as 
a mushroom cloud, it's expanding edge littered with ripped 
telephone poles, exploded computers and blasted TVs.

Flunkies three times his age jump at Mize's command.

Mize wears a technologically advanced telephone head set with 
an arm in front of one eye that shows a little hologram of 
the person he's speaking with at the other end of the 
telephone line.

It's President Clinton.

When Burleigh speaks he's bothered by the occasional squeak 
of his changing voice.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Yes, I did do better under the old 
system, but Los Angeles is right in 
the middle of New Texacornia.

HOLOGRAM OF PRESIDENT CLINTON
Burleigh...aren't you the one who's 
always saying geography is 
irrelevant?.

Burleigh drums his fingers on his see-through acrylic 
desktop.

BURLEIGH MIZE
I'll give it some thought, Mr. 
President.  I'll get back to you 
with several ideas in the next 
three or four minutes.

Mize presses a button and the hologram of President Clinton, 
just raising a Manhattan to his lips, blinks off.

Burleigh presses another button and a middle-aged man in a 
suit and tie enters the room looking like a butler.  He 
stands at attention, awaiting orders.
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When Mize speaks to anyone, he faces them at a 45 degree 
angle so that a small camera mounted on his shoulder beams 
their holographic image to the eyepiece, therefore speaking 
to an image only a few inches high of whoever is right in 
front of him.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Get me a copy of the Constitution 
of the United States, will you?  
And  a chocolate raspberry 
smoothie.

The gentleman nods and turns to the door.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Thanks, Dad.  And let Mom know I'm 
probably going to miss dinner 
again.

Another nod and the elder Mize exits the door.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids sit at Sam's feet as before, mesmerized by the 
story.

All four heads turn in unison as a guard approaches the cell.

SECURITY GUARD #1
Lunch is being brought in.

The kids stand and stretch, slowly coming out of their 
reverie.

GEORGIA
Is there a bathroom?

Chandler needs one, too.

The guard ushers the two teens out of the cell and leads them 
to the facilities.

Sam and Austin are alone standing in the cell and suddenly 
both quite self-conscious.

SAM
Austin...I've imagined this moment 
so many times...what I would say to 
you if I had the chance.  But none 
of it makes any difference.
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Austin sits on the chair at the writing table, then stands 
again almost immediately.

AUSTIN
Yeah.  Well...me too.

Sam lowers slowly onto his bunk, his head sinking into his 
hands.

SAM
I'm just so sorry.  I made a 
terrible mistake.  I made the wrong 
choice.

Sam lifts his face as a tear rolls down his cheek.

SAM (CONT'D)
I missed your whole life.  You must 
be so ashamed.

Austin starts to speak just as a cart filled with packaged 
lunches arrives at the cell door.

Sam stands, clears his throat and swipes at his eyes.  He's 
too afraid to look at Austin.

Austin looks at his dad with compassion, his mouth forming a 
little line of resignation at the interruption.

In a moment the others return from the bathroom and they 
situate themselves around the cell with the food.

Chandler asks the next question with his mouth full.

CHANDLER
What happened next?

Sam sets his sandwich back on its plate untouched, 
considering for a moment.

SAM
That's when that little twerp 
Burleigh Mize started my education 
about the power of the press.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. US SENATE CHAMBERS - 2014 - DAY

President Clinton, Barbara Streisand, Burleigh Mize and his 
entourage and Hillary Clinton are seated around the vacuous 
Senate floor, the President at the podium.
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PRESIDENT CLINTON
The president would like to thank 
the esteemed Senator from the State 
of New York for her loyalty in 
these trying times.

Hillary waves her hand in a dismissive gesture.

SENATOR H. CLINTON
Habit.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Yes, well, thank you nonetheless.  
And even though you went to all the 
trouble to repeal the 22nd 
Amendment when you were President 
so I could run again, I'm going to 
take a time out until Burleigh can 
put the kibosh on this secession 
thing.

Hillary nods.

PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
Is the floor ready to vote on the 
Constitutional amendment to lower 
the legal age for qualification to 
serve in the office of President of 
the United States to seventeen?  
All in favor?

Everyone in the room says "aye".

PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
And so recorded.  Is there anything 
else we needed to do?

Young Burleigh Mize speaks into the microphone on his desk.

BURLEIGH MIZE
The first amendment?

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Oh, that's right.  Is the floor 
ready for the vote to strike 
references to "the press" and any 
other language that could be 
construed to mean communications of 
any kind from the first amendment 
of the Constitution of the United 
States?  All in favor?

Again there is an anemic response with the word "aye".
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PRESIDENT CLINTON (CONT'D)
Please have it read into the 
official record that I quit.  And 
since there's only one Senator left 
and she still likes her job, I'm 
turning over what's left of the 
country to Burleigh Mize who will 
now be the official President of 
the United States of America, Such 
as They Are.  Barbara?  I forgot to 
ask what you wanted to do.

Ms. Streisand slides her glance over to the new young 
President.

MS. STREISAND
I think I'd like to continue my job 
as Secretary of State if Mr. Mize 
wants me for the job.

The new young President turns sideways and eyes the 
holographic image of Ms. Streisand, then shrugs his shoulders 
and leans over to the mic again.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Sure.  Yeah.  Whatever.

INT. PRESIDENTIAL PALACE, MEXICO CITY - SIX MONTHS LATER

La Presidente Acosta bursts from her office door and hurries 
down a long corridor toward the front entrance to the palace 
followed by her father.

Visible on computer screens in offices along the way are 
snippets of scenes of the horrible deprivation of the 
citizens of southern Mexico.

EXT. PRESIDENTIAL PALACE, MEXICO CITY - 2014 - DAY

Carmen and her father shrink into the open door of a 
limousine waiting just outside the palace door.

Those in the square shoot disapproving glances at La 
Presidente, some moving to block the progress of the 
limousine, a dangerous sounding murmur starting amongst them.

Carmen reaches for the car phone.

CARMEN
Get me Sam Antonio.
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Carmen's expression reacts to the response on the line.

CARMEN (CONT'D)
What do you mean you can't get 
through?  Then get me Anderson, or 
Keister...I don't care.  Just get 
me some help here.

She clicks off the phone and throws it on the floorboard.

ACOSTA
I told you long ago Carmen, it was 
not wise to abandon the people in 
the south.

CARMEN
Don't lecture me now, Papa.  You 
can tell me you told me so later.

Carmen turns in her seat, looking out the back window at her 
disgruntled citizens with sorrow.

CARMEN (CONT'D)
Why didn't Uncle Sal just come to 
the palace?  I'm not sure it's such 
a good idea for us to be heading 
south right now.

Sr. Acosta takes his daughter's hand.

ACOSTA
He's your mother's own brother, 
Mija.  We can trust him.

Carmen casts a worried glance out the side window.  She's not 
so sure.

INT. BURLEIGH MIZE'S OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Burleigh watches a holograhic image of Carmen and her father 
in the limousine, a smug smile creeping onto his face.

INT. SAM'S OFFICE LOBBY - 2014 - DAY

Sam has problems of his own.

Many of the statesmen who had been in his office lobbying for 
participation in New Texacornia are in his office again 
looking quite angry.
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Sam is addressing the German Chancellor as other presidents 
and governors look on.

SAM
You can't believe everything you 
see on the internet, Chancellor.  
In fact it seems you can't believe 
any of it any more.  I assure you 
the rate of return is the same for 
every participant in the financial 
establishment.  This is a 
transparent attempt to undermine 
our structure.  Surely you can see 
that.

CHANCELLOR OF GERMANY
Patronize mich nicht Sie wenig 
Ausdehnung.

Meaning "don't patronize me you little creep".

The others in the room begin to grumble.

SAM
Listen to me, all of you.  This is 
only a matter of unclear 
communication.  I'm calling the 
cabinet together and we'll address 
all of your concerns.  Now please, 
excuse me.

Sam pushes his way out of the room.

EXT. AUSTIN CAPITOL BUILDING - 2014 - DAY

Sam marches toward his car, his cell phone stuck to his ear.  
He jerks the phone from the side of his head, pounds on the  
keypad, then throws it as hard as he can across the parking 
lot as he climbs into his car, slamming the door.

The Lincoln tires squeal as he speeds from the parking lot.

INT. BURLEIGH MIZE'S OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Burleigh and his entourage smirk and rub their hands 
maliciously as they monitor blinking lights and dashed lines 
on a map indicating that Sam, Kiester and Topper are 
descending on Los Angeles.
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EXT. CALIFORNIA FREEWAY - 2014 - DAY

A rental car speeds out of the LAX complex onto the curve of 
a freeway onramp.

INT. RENTED CADILLAC - CONTINUING

Sam is driving, Topper in the passenger seat with Kiester, 
Lyle Lovett and Richard Simmons crammed in the back.

SAM
We'll pick up Tammy Faye in Palm 
Springs, then find a commuter 
flight to Sacramento.  I don't know 
what to do about Carmen.

TOPPER
Haven't you seen the news?  She's 
holed up in one of those pyramids.  
Mexico has turned on her.  They say 
she hanged the peasants in the 
south out to dry with the drug 
lords.

Sam lets go of the steering wheel long enough to sweep his 
hands over his rapidly receding hair line.

SAM
Shit.  I've got to think.  It can't 
unravel this fast.  Somebody's got 
to help Carmen.

LYLE LOVETT
Let's go get Tammy.  She can go 
with Richard and me down there to 
southern Mexico.  Don't forget Mr. 
Antonio, we made New Texacornia 
from nothing.  We'll get out of 
this.

Richard Simmons nods his agreement.

LYLE LOVETT (CONT'D)
Just get on up there to Ms. 
Anderson.  If you can get her in 
front of a camera, maybe get a 
concert or two scheduled, we just 
might be all right.

Sam hits the turn indicator and pulls into the fast lane.
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SAM
I wonder how much Pamela knows?

INT. CALIFORNIA CAPITOL BUILDING - 2014 - DAY

Pamela Anderson, Kid Rock and Burleigh Mize followed by 
Mize's entourage enter a conference room in the capitol.

They seat themselves around a large table, availing 
themselves of glasses of water and mints set at each place.

MS. ANDERSON
All right Mr. Mize, you have five 
minutes.

Ms. Anderson glances at her wristwatch.

Burleigh turns his shoulder toward her and speaks to her 
hologram.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Are you aware, Ms. Anderson, that 
as of three days ago we, the United 
States of America, Such as They 
Are, control all of the media on 
the North American continent and 
pretty much the rest of the world?

MS. ANDERSON
I wondered what was going on.

BURLEIGH MIZE
What I'm saying is, there's only 
one way you're ever going to get an 
audience again, and that's through 
me.  Now, let's just take a moment 
and let that sink in, shall we?

A multitude of expressions pass over Ms. Anderson's face, 
though none could be construed as "understanding".

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Let me ask you this Ms. Anderson.  
Who is your favorite entertainment 
personality?

MS. ANDERSON
You mean besides my husband?
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BURLEIGH MIZE
I mean if you had your own 
television show again, what would 
it look like?

Ms. Anderson clasps her hands, eyes closing for an instant.

MS. ANDERSON
The Carol Burnett Show.

BURLEIGH MIZE
An excellent choice.

Burleigh's entourage nod their agreement.  It is a good 
choice.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Now what if I told you I was 
prepared to not only produce that 
show, but put it on every single 
channel in each and every country 
as well as the internet several 
times a day.

MS. ANDERSON
You could do that?

BURLEIGH MIZE
Oh yes.  And more.

KID ROCK
Could you get those two guys?  Tim 
Conway and Harvey Keitel?

BURLEIGH MIZE
Korman.  And I could do better than 
that.  How would you like to play 
one of those roles yourself?

MS. ANDERSON
Oh, honey, that would be wonderful.  
We'd have so much fun.  Which one 
would you be?

KID ROCK
What if I want to be both?  Can I 
be both those guys?  You know, like 
how they do, making twins and stuff 
in the movies.

Burleigh smiles at his cohorts, then turns a reptilian grin 
to Kid Rock.
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BURLEIGH MIZE
Yes, Mr. Rock, I know how they do.  
It's no trouble at all.

INT. RENTED CADILLAC - LATER THAT NIGHT

Sam, Topper and Kiester climb out of a different rental car, 
exhausted.

SAM
I hope she hasn't gone for the day.  
Either way we've got to try to find 
out something about Carmen.

KIESTER
There must be a television 
somewhere in the building.  I'll 
see if I can find one and catch up 
with you in Ms. Anderson's office.

TOPPER
I'll try to log onto the internet 
at someone's desk.

SAM
All right.  Let's hope there's some 
real information somewhere.

INT. SACRAMENTO CAPITOL BUILDING - CONTINUING

The three men enter the building and split off in different  
directions.

Sam heads for a bank of elevators.

INT. ELEVATOR COMPARTMENT - CONTINUING

Sam leans heavily against the back wall of the compartment.  
He looks up as the floor indicator dings and leans forward as 
the doors slide open.

Across the corridor the doors of another compartment are just 
closing on Burleigh Mize and his entourage.

Sam steps from the elevator and turns down the hall.

50.



INT. MS. ANDERSON'S OFFICE - CONTINUING

Sam opens the door to Ms. Anderson's office and steps just 
inside the door.

Ms. Anderson and Kid Rock are standing at a VCR beneath a 
large-screen TV.  They jump and turn around sheepishly at the 
sound of the opening door.

SAM
Pamela, I'm glad I caught you.  
We're in a bit of a crisis.  Topper 
and Kiester will be up in a minute.

Behind Ms. Anderson and Kid Rock the large-screen TV comes to 
life with images of the opening of the old Carol Burnett 
Show, the audio blaringly loud.

Kid Rock fumbles with the remote and finally gets the thing 
muted at least, but the show continues to run silently yet 
hilariously, behind them.

MS. ANDERSON
Sam, I'm glad you're here.  There's 
something I have to tell you.

She looks over to her husband for moral support.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
It's exciting really.  Something 
I've always wanted and I didn't 
even know it.

Sam tips his head, not understanding.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
I'm going to be Carol Burnett.

KID ROCK
And I'm Harvey Keitel.

Sam is trying to process this information as Topper and 
Kiester push through the door behind him.

They hesitate for just a moment when they see Carol Burnett 
on the big TV screen.

TOPPER
Ooh, I love that show.

Ms. Anderson and Kid Rock share a knowing look.
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TOPPER (CONT'D)
We've got to get down to Mexico.  
The Commissioners will never get 
past the guards at the pyramid.  
You should see them.

Sam sinks into the nearest chair.

SAM
Get down there and do what?  Throw 
stock certificates at them?  We 
don't have an army.  My God, I'm a 
Texan and I don't even have a gun.

MS. ANDERSON
There Sam, you said it yourself.  
You didn't even call yourself a New 
Texacornian.

There's a moment of silence, each cabinet member peeking at 
the other.

KIESTER
I hate to say it, but it's true.  I 
miss my State.

Topper nods his agreement.

MS. ANDERSON
Let's face it guys.  It's like the 
producers said during the last 
season of Bay Watch.  There's not a 
pair of boobs in the country that 
could save this baby now.

INT. MS. STREISAND'S NEW YORK APARTMENT - 2014 - NIGHT

Ms. Streisand, martini in hand, leans over President Clinton 
who refers to some papers on his desk.

MS. STREISAND
What's that?

PRESIDENT CLINTON
The Constitution.  I'm seeing if 
there's anything else I can repeal 
to hurry things up for Burleigh.

Barbara takes a sip of her martini.
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MS. STREISAND
He's a scary little creep and if we 
don't do something soon I'm afraid 
he'll take over a lot more than 
North America.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
I confess I've had second thoughts 
myself.  This may sound far 
fetched, but you know who we need?

MS. STREISAND
Sam Antonio.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Damn it Barbara, I wanted to say 
it.

MS. STREISAND
I'm sorry, Bill.  Go ahead.

Clinton stands and walks over to the phone.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
No, it's not the same now.  What's 
the area code in Texas?

Ms. Streisand sips her drink.

MS. STREISAND
I think you'll find him in 
California.

The former president looks at her questioningly.

MS. STREISAND (CONT'D)
I told you, Mize is a scary little 
creep and he's got his mitts in 
more than you can imagine.  Try the 
capitol in Sacramento.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids are in shock.

AUSTIN
It's President Mize?  He's the bad 
guy in all this?

Austin looks over to his school mates.
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GEORGIA
I thought it was Clinton.  We 
learned it was President 
Clinton...and you.

The three shake their heads in disbelief at the magnitude of 
their error.

SAM
Don't feel bad.  He fooled the 
whole world.  That was the purpose 
of "Operation Obfuscation".  And 
don't be fooled by the name.  The 
operation was crystal clear...and 
deadly.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

Carmen and her father are holed up in the Pyramid.  Carmen 
pulls a stone from the wall and has a peek outside.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - CONTINUING

Surrounding the exit are a bunch of Volvos and Jaguars, their 
owners, a dozen twenty-year-olds in business suits, guard the 
door with Gucci guns in one hand and cell phones in the 
other.

CARMEN
Those don't look like any drug 
lords I've ever seen.

Acosta moves to share the view from the window.  He draws her 
attention to the ZeitCom logo on the door of several of the 
cars.

Father and daughter share a concerned look.  What does it 
mean?

EXT. ROAD TO MEXICO - 2014 - NIGHT

A rented late-model Cadillac bombs down the desert highway in 
Arizona on its way to Nogales and the border.

Lyle, Tammy Faye and Richard are visible in the front seat, 
Lyle is driving.
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Ahead of them on the road is a hitch-hiker carrying a beat up 
guitar case.

INT. LYLE'S CADILLAC - 2014 - CONTINUING

Lyle glances over his shoulder and slows the car, pulling 
onto the shoulder of the road to pick up the hitch-hiker.

Tammy Faye, seated between Lyle and Richard, looks sideways 
at her colleague.

TAMMY FAYE
Do you think he'll fit?

Lyle turns to look behind him.

In the back seat are crammed five people already, obviously 
having been picked up along the way.  One of them has a 
chicken in a cage.

LYLE LOVETT
I've got to do it.  He's got a 
guitar.

Tammy Faye smiles, not named the Commissioner of Optimism for 
nothing.

TAMMY FAYE
We'll just fit him right up here, 
won't we Richard?

Richard smiles and opens his door.

EXT. ROAD TO MEXICO - 2014 - NIGHT

The hitch-hiker jogs up to the Cadillac, eager for the ride.  
Bending down to speak to Richard he glances inside the car, 
tips his hat and shakes his head, clearly deciding to wait 
for the next one.

The Cadillac pulls back onto the highway.

INT. CALIFORNIA CAPITOL BUILDING - 2014 - NIGHT

Ms. Anderson, Kid Rock, President Clinton and Barbara 
Streisand sit at the conference table, apparently waiting for 
others to arrive.

Ms. Anderson and President Clinton have their heads together 
in conversation.
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PRESIDENT CLINTON
Yeah, it was after that party when 
Stevie Nicks torched her skirt in 
the fireplace  -

The president is interrupted by the arrival of Sam, Topper 
and Kiester.  Sam takes over the meeting.

SAM
Mr. President, let me first say...I 
don't even know what to say.  I'm 
glad you're here.  That goes for 
you too, Ms. Streisand.

Barbara nods her acknowledgement.

SAM (CONT'D)
I think you know we're all in big 
trouble.  A pubescent maniac has 
taken over the country - both of 
our countries - and unless we stop 
him...

The dire consequences are left unsaid, but register on the 
faces of those around the table.

SAM (CONT'D)
It's time to decide this thing once 
and for all: where lies the 
ultimate power - politics or media?

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids look sadly at their feet.

CHANDLER
I guess we know the answer to that 
one.

SAM
Yes, we do.  Neither.

The teens look up.  That's not the answer they expected.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Burleigh Mize is seated at the Presidential desk playing a 
holographic video game.
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The tiny image of his father blinks into view in front of 
him.  At the interruption Burleigh flubs a move and glares at 
the little hologram with irritation.

BURLEIGH MIZE
What?

ELDER MIZE
Some rather disturbing 
communications have been 
intercepted.  I thought you should 
know about them.

Burleigh sets his controls aside and motions for his father 
to sit down.

ELDER MIZE (CONT'D)
Thank you, I'll stand.  It seems 
the former president is, at this 
moment, meeting with Sam Antonio in 
California.  Accompanied by your 
Secretary of State.

Burleigh props his feet up on the desk.

BURLEIGH MIZE
I know that.  I've got the little 
life-guard right in my hip pocket.

ELDER MIZE
I suggest, young man that you not  
underestimate the combined forces 
of your enemies.  More than one 
leader has fallen under the weight 
of his own ego.

Burleigh sighs.

BURLEIGH MIZE
What, you think I should split them 
up?  Okay, I'll split them up.

He drums his fingers, thinking for a few seconds.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Get me that ex-wife, What's-her-
name,  in Connecticut.  It's time 
for her to serve her country.

The elder Mize nods and turns to leave.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
And Dad...
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Elder Mize pauses, his hand on the door.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
I suggest you not underestimate the  
combined forces of me, myself and 
I.

The young man grins with self-approval as he picks up his 
controls and resumes his video game.

Burleigh's father sighs and steps from the room.

INT. CALIFORNIA CAPITOL BUILDING - LATER THAT NIGHT

It's late.

Topper and Kiester have slumped over the table and are 
snoozing on their forearms.

Ms. Streisand has moved over to a leather couch and sits with 
her feet tucked up under her.

Kid Rock lies on the table, spread-eagle and snoring.

Sam, Ms. Anderson and President Clinton continue to huddle at 
one end of the table, deep in conversation.

SAM
Pamela, I want you to know I 
appreciate the depth of your 
sacrifice - foregoing the Carol 
Burnett Show thing.

Ms. Anderson dismisses the thought with a wave of her hand.

MS. ANDERSON
An idea that good will surface 
again.  I'm not worried.

SAM
Obviously the key is eliminating 
what Ms. Streisand has reported as 
"Operation Obfuscation".

PRESIDENT CLINTON
It seems to me the main problem is 
this business of him telling people  
the wrong information.
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SAM
Riiight.  So, how is he doing it?  
How can he affect every computer, 
TV and telephone on the entire 
continent?  Even in Mexico, er, the 
former Mexico.  Oh, hell - Mexico.

The three rack their brains, but come up with nothing.

EXT. FARTHER ALONG THE ROAD TO MEXICO - 2014 - MORNING

The Cadillac approaches a run down combination ranch house 
and filling station.

The car pulls in and coasts up to the pumps.

Lyle, Tammy Faye and Richard pile out of the car as a 
grizzled old Mexican appears from the house and shuffles out 
to the pumps.

The last hitch-hiker, the one with the chicken, climbs out of 
the back seat, shakes Lyle's hand, then walks off down the 
road.

Lyle stretches.

Richard moves beside him, adjusting the position of Lyle's 
arms just slightly so that the stretch will be optimum.

Tammy Faye looks around her, then speaks to the Mexican as he 
sets about the task of pumping gas.

TAMMY FAYE
Is there a ladies' room?

The Mexican, understanding her inquiry, jerks his head to the 
side of the ranch house.

Tammy Faye grabs her hand bag and heads in the direction 
indicated.

EXT. FILLING STATION BATHROOM - CONTINUOUS

Tammy Faye looks around her, not seeing anything that looks 
like a bathroom.

Closer inspection reveals a cleared-out area in some bushes.  
A roll of toilet paper is stuck on a branch and below it is a 
rack with some well-worn issues of Road and Track.
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Tammy Faye glances over her shoulder, unsure of herself, then 
sighs, straightens her back and plants a smile on her face.

TAMMY FAYE
How thoughtful, they gave us 
magazines.

EXT. FILLING STATION PUMPS - CONTINUING

Lyle and Richard lean against the Cadillac as the old Mexican 
finishes up his task at the pump.

RICHARD SIMMONS
It might take too long to drive to 
every single pyramid, even if we 
knew where they all were.

Lyle nods his agreement.

LYLE LOVETT
I don't know any other way, though.  
I guess we'll have to find the 
public library and get a fix on 
where all of 'em are.

The old Mexican approaches Lyle for payment.  He nods to the 
dial on the gas pump where the amount owed is displayed.

Lyle fishes in his pocket for money as he continues to speak.

LYLE LOVETT (CONT'D)
We should watch for signs, too.  If 
Carmen had a chance, she'd try to 
point us in her direction.

The old Mexican eyes Lyle for a moment as he pockets his 
money, then speaks in flawless English, no trace of a Spanish 
accent.

OLD MEXICAN
You're looking for President 
Acosta?

Lyle and Richard exchange an amazed and hopeful glance.

RICHARD SIMMONS
We're rescuing her.  Do you know 
where she is?

The old Mexican smiles, nodding.
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From around the corner of the filling station, Tammy Faye 
appears, heading in their direction as she tries to rid 
herself of a stringer of toilet paper that has attached 
itself to her shoe.

INT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

Carmen is anxious and pacing.  She rounds  a corner of the 
interior labyrinth and comes across what can only be a 
bathroom, the form of a female hieroglyphic carved in the 
sandstone door.

INT. PYRAMID BATHROOM - CONTINUING

Her expression registering relief, Carmen swings open the 
heavy door to reveal a stone commode and a conveniently 
located roll of dried leaves.

Carmen closes the door, drops her drawers and sits on the 
cold stone.

As she sits she notices the walls are covered with ancient 
hieroglyphics, geometric shapes and primitive animals + other 
geometric shapes and primitive animals = a heart, and the 
like.

On the back of the door is particularly intricate message.

Carmen leans forward to study it more closely.

There is a calendar and though it is round it shows clearly 
the year 2014.  Next to that is a replica of the earth and 
moon and in another orbit a satellite with the unmistakable 
logo of ZeitCom.

Next to that another glyph shows the tracking of a missile 
headed for the satellite and in the grand finale - the 
satellite is blown to smithereens.

Carmen stands in her excitement and the toilet flushes 
automatically.  Surprised, she sits back down.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Burleigh sits kicked back in the presidential chair, his feet 
propped up on the presidential desk speaking into his 
holographic telephone.

A tiny image of Theresa, hands clasped in concern, converses 
with the new young leader.
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HOLOGRAM OF THERESA
I just can't believe Sam would be 
involved in anything sinister.  I 
know he's been misguided at times, 
but -

BURLEIGH MIZE
Men are capable of unbelievable 
things when their power is 
threatened.  I assure you Mrs. 
Antonio, I just need to talk to 
him.  If I could think of another 
way to get him here I would.  
Besides, I'm sure little Abigail 
would like to see her daddy.

HOLOGRAM OF THERESA
It's not Abigail.  It's -

INT. CONNECTICUT ELEMENTARY SCHOOL - DAY

The teacher looks up from a note handed to her by a 
messenger.

TEACHER
Abilene.  You've been asked to 
report to the principal's office.

Abby looks around her, mystified and gathers her books to 
leave.

EXT. SACRAMENTO AIRPORT - 2014 - DAY

Sam, Ms. Anderson, Ms. Streisand and President Clinton stand 
outside a small commuter jet.

In the windows of the jet can be seen Kiester, Topper, and 
Kid Rock.

SAM
I'll just have to get down there as 
soon as I can.  Theresa would never 
have contacted me if it wasn't 
serious.

MS. ANDERSON
We'll do our best without you, Sam.  
I just know your little girl will 
be okay.

Ms. Streisand turns to President Clinton.
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MS. STREISAND
I'm not sure how we'll contact one 
another, but I'll keep an eye on 
the little creep at least.

Clinton salutes her bravery.

Ms. Anderson and President Clinton board the plane, Clinton 
turning to give a presidential wave good-bye.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

The kids are now sitting cross legged at one end of Sam's 
bunk, Sam facing them at the other end.

SAM
And just like that he took me out 
of the equation.  That's what I 
mean.  Family was more powerful 
than politics or media.  It wasn't 
even close.

They all take a moment to ponder the power of family.

SAM (CONT'D)
I'm not really sure exactly what 
happened next.  As soon as I landed 
in Connecticut I was arrested and 
put in jail.  They won't allow me 
any television or even a radio, not 
that anything they show would mean 
anything.  I never saw Abby...never 
knew if she was really okay.

Austin reassures his father quietly.

AUSTIN
She was fine.

Sam nods.  He thought so, really.

AUSTIN (CONT'D)
Well, I can tell you what's 
happened since then as far as I 
know.  It was all over the news, 
but I doubt if it's really 
accurate.
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EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

Hoards of ZeitCom yuppies surround the pyramid, now joined by 
dozens of Mexican Policia.

One of the yuppies raises a megaphone to his lips as Austin 
explains the sequence of events.

AUSTIN FROM 2016 (V.O.)
The traitors - I mean, your friends 
were holed up in that pyramid. 
President Mize's guys begged for 
them to come out, but they wouldn't 
do it.

Without warning the pyramid explodes sending the yuppies and 
policemen running for their lives, pieces of pyramid falling 
like rain.

AUSTIN FROM 2016 (V.O.) (CONT'D)
I guess there were some explosives 
inside the pyramid.  They never had 
a chance.  People said they saw the 
explosion from a hundred miles 
away.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

Sam's head sinks into his hands.

SAM
They're dead?  I can't believe 
that.  It doesn't feel true.

Austin, Chandler and Georgia exchange a look, none of them 
apparently wanting to tell him some piece of information.

SAM (CONT'D)
What is it?

Austin sighs.

AUSTIN
Well, Ms. Streisand, she's still 
the Secretary of State you know.

SAM
Yeah, but she would never be truly 
disloyal to Clinton.  Not even his 
memory, I'm sure of it.
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The kids glance at each other once more.

SAM (CONT'D)
Austin, whatever it is, I can take 
it.

AUSTIN
Well...it's about Ms. Anderson.  
She's got that TV show.  It's 
called the Carol Burnett Show.  I 
never understood why.  Now it kind 
of makes sense.

Sam shakes his head in disbelief.

SAM
No way.  No way.  She wouldn't 
cross over.

The kids shrug.

AUSTIN
Dad, things are different now.  
There's no other side.

Sam thinks hard, continuing to shake his head.  After a few 
moments he takes Austin's hand, his look pleading.

SAM
You have to get to her, Austin.  
Find out what's going on.

AUSTIN
Dad, I'm only seventeen.  I can't 
just jump on a plane for 
California.

Sam thinks, running his hands over his hair.

SAM
You've got to convince your mother 
to let you go.  It's a matter of 
national security...of life and 
death.

Austin glances at his fellow classmates, then squares his 
shoulders.

AUSTIN
I'll see what I can do.
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INT. THERESA'S KITCHEN IN CONNECTICUT - 2016 - DAY

Theresa is cooking.  She looks more a drab housewife than in 
her political prime in Texas.

Austin comes in through the kitchen door that leads to the 
outside.

THERESA
You're just in time.  Better get 
washed up for dinner.

Austin moves to the kitchen counter, looking at his mom, not 
saying anything yet.

Theresa transfers some food to serving plates and calls to 
her daughter.

THERESA (CONT'D)
Abilene, it's time for dinner.

She glances at Austin who continues to watch her movements.

THERESA (CONT'D)
What?

AUSTIN
You're really not going to ask me 
anything about the interview?

Theresa turns away.  She retrieves a salad bowl from the 
refrigerator, turns and hands it to Austin with a level gaze.

THERESA
Put this on the table.

Austin takes the bowl but stays where he is, saying nothing, 
his expression patient.

THERESA (CONT'D)
Go get your sister.

Austin doesn't move.

Theresa takes the salad bowl from him and walks around him to 
the kitchen table, setting it down none too gently.

She stares at the table for a moment, then lifts her gaze to 
a portrait of Jackie O hanging on the wall over the table. 
She asks her question without turning around.
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THERESA (CONT'D)
How is he?

AUSTIN
Trapped, like a rat.  Mom, we've 
got to help him.

Theresa shakes her head.  She knew this was going to happen.  
She sinks into a chair and pulls out the one beside her for 
Austin.

THERESA
Tell me.

DISSOLVE TO:

INT. SOUND STAGE, HOLLYWOOD CALIFORNIA - 2016 - DAY

Austin, Chandler and Georgia watch as a television crew 
finishes shooting the classic "Gone With the Wind" send up 
from the original Carol Burnett Show.

Ms. Anderson wears the curtains modified into a glorious 
gown, the curtain rod balanced on her shoulders.

Kid Rock, playing the part of Harvey Korman playing the part 
of Rhett Butler, stands opposite her.

Ms. Anderson sweeps from the staging area and approaches the 
kids, the curtain rod wreaking havoc, bumping into people and 
knocking over everything on her way.

She extends her hand to Austin warmly.

MS. ANDERSON
So you're Austin.  You look just 
like-

She breaks off, studying Austin more closely.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
I guess you must look like your 
mother.  I'm so glad you're here.

Ms. Anderson looks over her shoulder, then back to Austin.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Let's go someplace where we can 
talk.
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INT. MS. ANDERSON'S DRESSING ROOM - 2016 - DAY

Ms. Anderson and Kid Rock sit on a comfortable love seat 
facing the kids who sit on the floor, the curtain rod making 
things a bit dicey.

MS. ANDERSON
It was such a relief to hear from 
you.  I was beginning to think it 
was all over.

AUSTIN
So Dad was right.  You haven't gone 
over to President Mize.

Ms. Anderson is horrified.

MS. ANDERSON
Of course not.  I mean, the show is 
nice, but not really what I had 
hoped.  Don't get me wrong, I still 
love Carol Burnett, it's just that - 
well...she was already her if you 
know what I mean.  It's like the 
producers always said about the 
cast members on Baywatch.  They may 
not be real, but at least they're 
original.

AUSTIN
Can you tell us what really 
happened in Mexico?

MS. ANDERSON
Oh, sure.

Ms. Anderson turns to her husband, smacking him in the face 
with her curtain rod.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Honey?  Do you remember?

Kid Rock rubs his smarting cheek bone.

KID ROCK
You tell them.  I've got the 
dentist scene to shoot.

The Kid stands, kisses his wife on the cheek avoiding the 
rod, and staggers from the room.

Ms. Anderson watches him leave fondly.
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MS. ANDERSON
He works so hard.  It's not easy 
playing a double role every week.

She settles back in her love seat.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
So...let's see.  We all boarded the 
airplane, but naturally had no idea 
exactly where we were going.  
Carmen told me how they finally 
managed to get that message to 
us...

INT. HALL OUTSIDE PYRAMID BATHROOM - 2014 - DAY

Carmen tugs at her father's arm, trying to get him to enter 
the girl's bathroom.

CARMEN
Papa, you've got to see this.  I 
think it means something very 
important.

SR. ACOSTA
It's the girls'!

CARMEN
Oh, please.

She finally succeeds in dragging her father inside.

INT. PYRIMID BATHROOM - 2014 - DAY

Carmen and her father are squeezed into the sandstone 
bathroom stall studying the hieroglyph.

Carmen, red faced, surreptitiously lights a match, lets it 
burn for a second and tosses it down the poop hole.

SR. ACOSTA
A satellite, of course.  That's how 
he's scrambled all the TV and 
telephone signals.

CARMEN
If the missile blowing up his 
satellite has been carved on this 
door for aeons then it has to 
happen, right?  The question is 
how.
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SR. ACOSTA
The missile must be here somewhere.  
Or at least the controls.

CARMEN
Let's separate and search the 
pyramid.

INT. PYRAMID HALLWAY - 2014 - DAY

Carmen gropes along the dark hall, feeling her way along the 
wall.

Her hand brushes over a little rise on the wall.  She fingers 
it inquisitively, then gives it a little push up.  It's a 
light switch.  Beautiful recessed lighting glows to life 
above her.

INT. SECOND PYRAMID HALLWAY - 2014 - DAY

Sr. Acosta, having also been groping his way down another 
hallway, blinks as his hallway becomes bathed in soft light.

Looking around him he spots what appears to be a door with 
some angular etchings at about eye level.  He approaches, 
squinting at the writing.  It almost seems like the English 
alphabet.

SR. ACOSTA
(to himself)

S...N...E...R...D.  Hmpf.
(calling to Carmen)

Mija!  You better come in here.

Sr. Acosta continues to squint at the etching as his daughter 
appears behind him.

CARMEN
I can almost make out what it says.  
It looks like -

The door is jerked open from the inside.

The two jump back in alarm.

Facing them with a surprised look is CIA Agent Snerd.  He's 
surly and quite obese, and though dressed in a sport coat and 
tie, Agent Snerd appears to be going somewhat native, with a 
serape draped over his shoulders and sporting a Panama hat.
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AGENT SNERD
NOW they send reinforcements.  It's 
a little late, don't you think?

Carmen and her father blink at each other, mystified.

AGENT SNERD (CONT'D)
Don't act like you don't know what 
I'm talking about.  But don't 
worry, old Noriega never even got a 
foothold here.  No thanks to you 
guys.

CARMEN
Who are you?  What are you doing in 
Mexico?

Agent Snerd rolls his eyes.

AGENT SNERD
So we're going to play it that way, 
are we?  All right.  You'd better 
come in.

Agent Snerd steps back into his room, Carmen and her father 
following behind.

INT. AGENT SNERD'S OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

The room is cavernous, as big as an airplane hanger.  In the 
center of the room, aimed at the point of the pyramid is a 
towering missile, easily 80 feet tall.

Off to the side is one lone cubicle facing the center of the 
room filled with radio equipment and littered with junk food 
wrappers.

Agent Snerd moves over to his rolling desk chair, puts on 
some headphones, fiddles with some knobs and unwraps a 
packaged cupcake.

Carmen and Sr. Acosta gape at the missile, then turn toward 
each other with trepidation.

Agent Snerd leans over a microphone on his desk.

AGENT SNERD
One niner seven twelve, this is  
Fivver.  Do you copy?

After a moment a staticy response is heard.
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RADIO VOICE
One niner seven twelve, we copy 
Fivver. Go ahead.

The response is followed by what sounds like giggling.

AGENT SNERD
The cavalry has arrived.  Repeat, 
cavalry has arrived.  Over?

RADIO VOICE
Roger that Fivver.  The cavalry is 
there.  What are you going to do 
with them?

CARMEN
Hey, can you talk to airplanes on 
that thing?

Agent Snerd turns a condescending look to La Presidente.  Of 
course he can talk to airplanes.

INT. HAM RADIO OPERATOR GARAGE - 2014 - DAY

Several boys are gathered around a ham radio set up in a 
garage, leaning over and listening to Agent Snerd.

AGENT SNERD (V.O.)
Awaiting instructions.  Better let 
headquarters know they're here.

The boys giggle.

HAM RADIO BOY #1
I can't BELIEVE this guy.

HAM RADIO BOY #2
How can he keep this up for so 
long?  My dad says he's been 
getting messages from him for 
almost thirty years.

AGENT SNERD (V.O.)
And see if you can find a frequency 
for me, would you boys?  It's a 
private airplane.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Burleigh sits at the presidential desk playing a video game 
on the presidential computer.
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MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.)
Since President Mize had Carmen's 
father bugged, he found out about 
Agent Snerd and the missile as soon 
as they went inside.

Burleigh's father enters the room.

Burleigh turns his shoulder toward him, a holographic image 
of his dad appearing in front of his eye.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Where's my smoothie?

ELDER MIZE
Something more important has 
happened.  Communications picked up 
a radio signal from southern 
Mexico.

Burleigh's attention returns to his video game.

BURLEIGH MIZE
So, where's Barbara?  Tell her.

The Elder Mize's mouth turns into a line of disapproval.

ELDER MIZE
I think you rely on Ms. Streisand 
too much.  It doesn't look good.

Burleigh levels a gaze at the hologram of his father.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Excuse me, but did you just try to 
tell me what to do?

The elder Mize shakes his head sadly.

ELDER MIZE
I'm worried about you, son.  The 
other people at the White House 
don't seem to like you.  I just 
don't know if that's smart.

Burleigh again returns to his video game.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Trust me, Dad.  If I'm doing it, 
it's smart.  Now run and tell 
Barbara your news.
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Burleigh's father hesitates, wanting to say more in an effort 
to save his son.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Go on.

Finally the Elder Mize turns to go, closing the door to the 
oval office gently behind him.

INT. MS. ANDERSON'S DRESSING ROOM - 2016 - DAY

As she speaks, Ms. Anderson attempts to remove the curtain 
rod from her dress, Georgia springing to help her.

MS. ANDERSON
Naturally, as soon as Barbara heard 
she knew what they would try to do 
with the missile, but all she could 
really do was keep President Mize 
in the dark as long as possible.

AUSTIN
What was going on?

MS. ANDERSON
Well, Tammy Faye and the others got 
there just about the same time we 
did.

EXT. MEXICAN JUNGLE - 2014 - DAY

Lyle, Richard and Tammy Faye observe the ZeitCom contingent 
outside the pyramid from behind bushes.

Lyle scans the scene quickly.

Near the pyramid is an entertainment square where festivals 
and ceremonies are held.  Sitting on a makeshift stage is a 
public address system.

Lyle motions for his colleagues to cover their ears and get 
ready and he moves stealthily in the direction of the stage.

Moments later the painful, piercing squeal of feedback cuts 
the air.  The ZeitCom goons grab their heads and sink to 
their knees, then topple over, unconscious.

Lyle, Richard and Tammy Faye rush the pyramid entrance and 
pound on the door with cries of "let us in", "it's okay" and 
"it's only us".
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The door opens a crack, then is flung open wide.

INT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

Carmen and her father engage in a huge hug-fest with their 
rescuers, then the conversation turns immediately to what 
they should do next.

Carmen motions for them to follow her.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

The commuter plane carrying Ms. Anderson, President Clinton, 
Topper, Keister and Kid Rock lands near the pyramid.

ZeitCom yuppies shake their heads and press their temples as 
they regain consciousness from the feedback.  Spotting the 
plane they struggle to their feet and race for their cars to 
intercept it.

MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.)
When we told the little cell phone 
guys we wanted to go in the pyramid 
with our friends they didn't seem 
to mind.  In fact both President 
Clinton and I signed several 
autographs.

Topper and Keister, already on the ground, watch as Ms. 
Anderson and President Clinton are swarmed by the autograph-
seeking yuppies as they step off the plane.

As soon as they're done they all head for the pyramid.

MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.) (CONT'D)
Of course I wasn't inside yet, but 
Tammy Faye told me what was 
happening inside later on.

INT. AGENT SNERD'S OFFICE - 2014 - DAY

Carmen, Sr. Acosta, Lyle, Richard and Tammy Faye stand in a 
semi-circle around Agent Snerd perched on his rolling desk 
chair in the cubicle.

CARMEN
You have to trust us Agent Snerd.  
We're not kidding.  
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I'm sure this is the moment this 
entire pyramid was constructed for.  
Haven't you seen the women's 
bathroom?

Agent Snerd swipes at a drop of sweat running down the side 
of his face, eyes narrowed suspiciously.

AGENT SNERD
You think I was born yesterday?  
When I get my orders they will come 
from the President.

At that moment President Clinton enters with Ms. Anderson, 
Topper, Keister and some of the yuppies.  Their purposeful 
approach comes to an immediate halt as they all gape at the 
missile.

Carmen heaves a sigh of relief, turning back to Snerd as he 
gapes at President Clinton and pops open a can of Pringles.

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2014 - SOME TIME LATER - DAY

Richard Simmons kneels before a tearful Agent Snerd in his 
rolling chair and gently pries a package of Twinkies from the 
large man's grip.

MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.)
It took a while for Richard to help 
Agent Snerd work through some of 
his control issues so that we could 
actually approach the missile and 
try to figure out how to point it 
at the ZeitCom satellite.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2014 - DAY

Ms. Anderson approaches the yuppies outside the pyramid.  
They flock around her adoringly as Kid Rock sulks in the 
doorway to the Pyramid.

MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.)
I was trying to find out if the 
cell phone guys outside knew 
anything.  Sometimes I think it's 
okay to use your womanly assets, as 
long as you're trying to do good in 
the world.  Anyways that's what 
Tammy Faye said later.  I just love 
that woman.
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INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2014 - DAY

Agent Snerd moves to the wall of the pyramid and presses on 
some raised hieroglyphs.  Several stones slide open to reveal 
an electronic control panel.

MS. ANDERSON FROM 2016 (V.O.)
I'm not sure exactly what happened 
then.  Agent Snerd said he thought 
the circuits were just old, but I 
think Burleigh Mize found out what 
we were doing.

INT. MS. STREISAND'S NEW YORK APARTMENT - 2014 - NIGHT

Ms. Streisand speaks on the phone, her expression one of 
controlled alarm.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE MS. STREISAND'S NEW YORK APT. - 2014 - 
NIGHT

Burleigh's father takes his ear away from the door and 
tiptoes away from the apartment.

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2014 - DAY

Agent Snerd's head snaps back in surprise as the missile 
electronics seem to come to life on their own.

One knob labeled "Firing Mechanism" twists itself to an "on" 
position with an ominous click.

Agent Snerd turns to the others.

AGENT SNERD
Uh-oh.

Carmen, Sr. Acosta, President Clinton, Topper, Keister, Lyle, 
Richard and Tammy Faye turn as one unit to watch in horror as 
the missile shudders into its firing sequence.

Above them the pointed top block of the pyramid opens like 
the hatch on a submarine.

Smoke begins to pour from the bottom of the missile.

Everyone bolts from the room.
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INT. MS. ANDERSON'S DRESSING ROOM - 2016 - DAY

Ms. Anderson is now dressed in her business suit, the 
offending curtain dress wadded and tossed over the back of 
the loveseat.

MS. ANDERSON
So that was that.  The missile 
fired off too soon.  The ZeitCom 
satellite was on the whole other 
side of the world.  Anyways that's 
what Tammy Faye told me and I know 
she would tell the truth.

The kids sit thoughtfully a moment.

CHANDLER
But what about the hieroglyph in 
the girl's bathroom?  It showed the 
missile hitting its target.

They all nod.  Yeah, what about that?

AUSTIN
What's down there now?  Can we go 
there?

MS. ANDERSON
The cell phone guys are still 
holding everybody prisoner inside.  
President Mize told them about the 
TV show so I got out.  They thought 
they could trust me.  They let 
Topper and Keister go too because, 
I hate to be the one to say it, but 
they were kind of boring.

CHANDLER
Understandable.

MS. ANDERSON
Barbara and I have been sending 
secret codes to each other for two 
years waiting for some way to get 
the others out.

GEORGIA
God, they've been in that pyramid 
for two years.

Ms. Anderson ponders the fate of her friends, then turns a 
sad face to Austin.
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MS. ANDERSON
They don't even know I'm not 
governor any more.  I don't think 
it'll matter though.  They're not 
that kind of friends.

INT. MS. STREISAND'S WHITE HOUSE OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Ms. Streisand is lying on her leather couch, listening to 
music through headphones.

With a light tap on the door an office clerk enters with a 
written message for Ms. Streisand.

The clerk clears her throat a few times with ever increasing 
volume, trying to get the attention of Ms. Streisand who is 
now humming along with the music.

Unsure of how to get her attention without startling her, the 
clerk looks around the room.  She approaches the couch and 
leans over, reaching out to shake Ms. Streisand, then thinks 
better of it and stands straight again, pondering the 
situation.

Finally, unable to come up with an alternative, the clerk 
bends and reaches out again.  Just as her hand is over her 
face, Ms. Streisand's eyes pop open.

Ms. Streisand shrieks in alarm, knocking the clerk's hand 
away and bolting from the couch as she rips the headphones 
from her head.

Before the the clerk knows what's happened Ms. Streisand has 
fled the room.

A second later the door opens and Ms. Streisand strides into 
the room appearing business-like, as if nothing has happened.

MS. STREISAND
Katie, you have something for me.

The clerk is only too eager to pretend nothing just happened.

CLERK KATIE
Yes, sir.  Another message from 
California.

The clerk hands Ms. Streisand the paper.

The missive appears to be written in a foreign language - 
sort of.  The words are nonsensical and also contain Greek 
symbols and tiny little pictures of hearts and flowers.
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Ms. Streisand rolls her eyes.

MS. STREISAND
Were you able to translate it?

CLERK KATIE
We didn't even try this time.

Ms. Streisand turns to her desk.

MS. STREISAND
Get me Ms. Anderson on the line.

CLERK KATIE
Yes, sir.

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

The pyramid cavern has been transformed.  The walls are 
singed from the missile blast and a new ceiling has been 
constructed jungle-style of palm fronds and banana leaves.

There are more cubicles that serve as the private areas for 
the inhabitants and a common "family room" area.

Austin, Chandler and Georgia, in their school paper interview 
pose, face the prisoners: Carmen, Sr. Acosta, Clinton, Lyle, 
Richard, Tammy Faye and Agent Snerd.

CARMEN
Have you seen your father?

AUSTIN
He's in prison, on trial for 
treason.  He's been found guilty 
once, and if the Supreme Court 
doesn't overturn the verdict he'll 
be put to death.

President Clinton shakes his head sadly.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
It's kind of my fault.  I should 
have stayed in office.

CARMEN
We all made mistakes.  There's no 
point in hashing over them now.  We 
just have to figure out what we're 
going to do from here.

All are thoughtful.
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AUSTIN
I just keep thinking about that 
message in the girl's bathroom.  
How could the ancient people be 
wrong?

GEORGIA
Maybe there's another missile.

They all turn to face her wide eyed.  OF COURSE!

CARMEN
Yeah, but it could be anywhere.

LYLE LOVETT
Not really.  It would have to be 
remote.  Someplace where nobody 
would be able to see it.  And 
ancient.

They all wrack their brains.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Oh my God.  I know where it is.

INT. MS. STREISAND'S WHITE HOUSE OFFICE - 2016

A thick report is tossed across the desk, the title clearly 
discernible though it is upside down.  It reads "Area 51".

The elder Mize stares at the report title for several 
moments, then lifts his gaze to meet that of Ms. Streisand.

ELDER MIZE
What's this got to do with me?

Ms. Streisand stands from her chair and moves around her desk 
to join Burleigh's father.  She leans on her desk.  Towering 
over him, she crosses her arms.

MS. STREISAND
You must be quite proud of your 
son, Mr. Mize, the way things have 
turned out.

He shifts in his chair, uncomfortable.

Ms. Streisand moves over to a map of the world hanging on her 
wall.  Hands clasped behind her, she studies the map closely.
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The United States, Mexico, Canada and the United Kingdom are 
colored in Blue.  All of the other countries everywhere in 
the world are red.

Except for Switzerland.  It's green.

MS. STREISAND (CONT'D)
Two whole years and just look at 
all the countries still on our 
side.

As Ms. Streisand is looking at the map, Switzerland blinks 
from green to red.

MS. STREISAND (CONT'D)
Oops.

She turns to face Mr. Mize.

The elder Mize looks stricken.  He knows his son is failing 
miserably.

ELDER MIZE
He's still a child, really.  I've 
tried to get him away from the 
video games, but what can I do?  
He's got more money than me.  More 
power.

Ms. Streisand nods, now knowing that he will help her.  She 
returns to her desk.

Removing the "Area 51 Access Authorization Form" from a file 
folder, she passes it across the desk to Mr. Mize.

MS. STREISAND
Get us his signature Mr. Mize, and 
we'll get you back your little boy.

Mize looks up at her, hope and fear registering equally on 
his face.

INT. MELWIN DEAN'S OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Melwin Dean sits at his desk holding a tiny portable 
television in his lap.  He flicks rapidly through the 
channels.

Every station has the Three Stooges.

At a knock on the door he turns off the little TV, stashing 
it in a drawer.
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WARDEN DEAN
Come in.

A security guard enters followed closely by Theresa, her 
expression pale and drawn.

Warden Dean motions for Theresa to take a chair and nods the 
security guard out of the room.

Theresa sits on the edge of the seat looking nervous.

WARDEN DEAN (CONT'D)
Mrs. Antonio, I'm guessing you've 
already heard that the Supreme 
Court decided not to hear your ex-
husband's case.  I'm also guessing 
you know what that means.

Theresa's nod is barely perceptible, her lower lip quivering.

WARDEN DEAN (CONT'D)
If you walk in his cell right now 
he's gonna' know the jig is up.  
There's no other reason you'd be 
there once he knows his kids are 
okay.  That means you're as good as 
being the one to tell him.  You up 
for that?

Theresa nods again, not trusting herself to speak.

Warden Dean clears his throat.

WARDEN DEAN (CONT'D)
All right then.  Let's get to it.

They stand and Theresa follows meekly after the Warden.

INT. SAM'S JAIL CELL - 2016 - DAY

Sam raises his eyes from the book he's reading to see Theresa 
standing at the door to his cell.

He rubs his eyes, unable to believe what he sees.

A second later the guard has opened the cell door and Theresa 
steps inside.
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Sam's expression moves rapidly from unbelievable joy at 
seeing his wife to the depths of despair.  This can only mean 
something is terribly wrong.

SAM
Is Austin okay?  There's nothing 
wrong with the kids?

THERESA
The kids are fine.  Austin is - 
well I'll tell you about that.

Sam closes his book and leans on the table burying his face 
in his hands.  This can only mean one thing.

SAM
They decided not to hear the case.

Theresa perches on the table.  She reaches a calming hand out 
to Sam, resting it on his shoulder.

Sam's hand covers hers and she can see a tear sliding down 
his cheek.

SAM (CONT'D)
I can't believe it's come to this.  
How did we get here?

Theresa glances over her shoulder making sure they're alone.

THERESA
Don't give up, Sam.  It looks like 
Austin is turning out to be his 
father's son.

Sam's look is questioning.

With another glance at the cell door, Theresa leans in to 
fill Sam in on what's going on.

EXT. NEVADA HIGHWAY - 2016 - DAY

A limousine shoots down the highway headed into the desert.

INT. MS. ANDERSON'S LIMOSINE - 2016 - DAY

Chandler drives, Georgia with him in the front seat, Austin 
and Ms. Anderson in the back.

Austin studies the Area 51 Access Authorization Form.
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MS. ANDERSON
Honey, we'll save your daddy.  I 
just know we will.  We're the good 
guys.

Austin stares out the window a moment, then heaves a sigh.

AUSTIN
I think you're right, but I just 
can't help feeling there's still a 
lot that could go wrong.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Burleigh sits at his desk, video game in front of him.  He 
appears frustrated at a move on the hologram, repeating it 
several times.

He jerks recklessly at his joystick, finally tossing it 
aside.

BURLEIGH MIZE
DAMN it!

Crossing his arms over his chest, he sulks for several 
moments, then his face clears.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
(continuing; to himself)

Wait a minute...I figured that out 
days ago.  Replay game from two-
fourteen.

Burleigh watches himself in his little hologram playing the 
video game.  He watches intently.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Stop.

The action stops.  He examines the scene carefully.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Continue.

The action continues.  Then in the hologram Burleigh's father 
interrupts his game, shoving some papers at him to be signed.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Fast forward.
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The action buzzes forward, the Elder Mize tucking the papers 
under his arm, Burleigh never having really taken his 
attention from his game.

Just as his dad is about to leave the frame of the hologram, 
Burleigh notices him pull a sheet from behind the one he 
signed and cast a suspicious looking glance over his shoulder 
at his son.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
Freeze.

Burleigh's dad is frozen with the backward glance, the Area 
51 Access Authorization Form visible with Burleigh's 
signature at the bottom.

BURLEIGH MIZE (CONT'D)
What the - ?

Burleigh presses a button on his desk, repeatedly and hard.

INT. CLERK KATIE'S OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Clerk Katie depresses a button on a speaker on her desk.

BURLEIGH MIZE (V.O.)
Get me Ms. Streisand.

Clerk Katie appears surprised.

CLERK KATIE
She's on her way to Mexico, sir.  
As ordered.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Burleigh leaps from his desk and jerks open the door to the 
oval office.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Dad!   Get in here.

Then he reaches in the pocket of his cargo pants and pulls 
out a cell phone.

EXT. AREA 51 PERIMETER - 2016 - DAY

The limousine is at the barricaded perimeter of Area 51, a 
dozen cell phone guys milling around.  One of them leans in 
the back window of the limousine.
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INT. MS. ANDERSON'S LIMOSINE - 2016 - DAY

Austin takes the Area 51 Access Authorization Form from the 
guard.

AREA 51 GUARD #1
Okay.  It's all in order.  Just 
follow the yellow signs.

Chandler presses a button causing the back window to glide up 
a split second after the guard has withdrawn his arm.

They all breathe a sigh of relief.

Chandler puts the car in gear and creeps forward.  He checks 
his rear view mirror and sits up a little straighter.

CHANDLER
Uh-oh.

EXT. AREA 51 PERIMETER - 2016 - DAY

The cell phone guys seem to be all in a tizzy.  They're 
motioning at the limousine and several are running to their 
BMWs appearing as though they're about to give chase.

INT. MS. ANDERSON'S LIMOSINE - 2016 - DAY

Chandler stomps on the accelerator.

CHANDLER
Hang on everybody.

EXT. ROAD THROUGH AREA 51 - 20216 - DAY

Half a dozen BMWs take off after the limousine, but the big 
car's power is far superior.  Chandler easily puts some 
distance between them.

INT. MS. ANDERSON'S LIMOSINE - 2016 - DAY

Rounding a bend, buildings of Area 51 come into view.

The four study the buildings, square and federal looking with 
one major exception.  In the center of the complex is a 
massive building ten stories high, tapering toward the top.

Just the right shape to house a missile.
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Chandler checks his rear-view mirror.

CHANDLER
They're right behind us.  We'll 
never have a chance to get inside.

Ms. Anderson chews her lower lip, thinking hard for a moment, 
then pops open a storage bin in the back of the limousine.

MS. ANDERSON
I have an idea to slow those guys 
down.  Georgia, it's up to us now.  
I swore I'd never use these again, 
but things are desperate.

Reaching into the storage compartment, Ms. Anderson retrieves 
two red swimsuits and two of those orange float device 
thingies.  She tosses one set to Georgia.

Georgia lifts the tiny suit in a pinch of distaste, eyeing 
the garment with revulsion.

EXT. AREA JUST OUTSIDE AREA 51 BUILDINGS - 2016 - DAY

The BMWs zoom around a corner into a cloud of dust raised by 
the speeding limousine.

They screech to an immediate halt, each one rubbing his eyes, 
unable to believe the scene before them.

Ms. Anderson and Georgia, now a total babe with flowing locks 
and without her horn rims, dressed in the red swimsuits and 
carrying the orange floaty things under their arms, burst 
from the cloud of dust running in slow motion.

The cell phone guys get out of their cars, actually lowering 
their cell phones from their ears.

Ms. Anderson glances at their captive audience and whispers 
words of encouragement to her companion.

MS. ANDERSON
Great job, Georgia.  You're a 
natural.  Just do what I do.

EXT. AREA 51 BUILDING #1 - 2016 - DAY

Austin and Chandler approach the building.  There's no one in 
sight.
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INT. AREA 51 BUILDING #1 - 2016 - DAY

Austin pulls open the door.  Milling around the building are 
dozens of people in haz-mat suits, indistinguishable from one 
another.

They each have a white haz-mat cell phone attached to one 
side of their head gear and one gloved hand permanently 
attached to the phone.

CHANDLER
We gotta get us some of those 
suits.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2016 - DAY

Ms. Streisand approaches the cell phone guys outside the 
pyramid.

MS. STREISAND
I have instructions from President 
Mize.  These prisoners are to be 
released into my custody right 
away.

PYRAMID CELL PHONE GUY #1
That's funny.  We have orders from 
President Mize, too.

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

Richard stands at a stove in the family room area tasting 
some soup.

Lyle has set up some make-shift recording equipment and is 
attempting to lay down a track of President Clinton playing a 
saxophone made of native materials.

Carmen and her father are playing a board game, Tammy content 
to sit and watch.

They all look up as the cell phone guy opens the door and 
roughly shoves Ms. Streisand inside.

INT. AREA 51 LOCKER ROOM - 2016 - DAY

Austin and Chandler, now dressed in haz-mat suits of their 
own approach the door to the locker room.
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Chandler pantomimes a question to Austin, wondering if he can 
hear anything on the cell phone attached to his ear.

Austin shakes his head.  Nothing.  He reaches for the door 
with his free hand.

INT. HALLWAY OUTSIDE AREA 51 LOCKER ROOM - 2016 - DAY

The boys' heads emerge from the locker room, checking the 
hallway.

Straightening themselves and acting "normal" they breeze out 
into the flow of haz-mat humanity in a business-like fashion.

Heading down the hall, they reach an exterior door.  Through 
the window they can see the tall tapered building.  They move 
as quickly as they can without running in that direction.

INT. OVAL OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

Burleigh is seated at his presidential desk looking sternly 
at the tiny holograhic image of his father standing just 
inside the doorway.

His father, of course, stands just inside the doorway.

BURLEIGH MIZE
You know I'm going to have to fire 
you for this.

ELDER MIZE
You can fire me as your assistant 
but I'm afraid you're stuck with me 
as your father.

Burleigh drums his fingers on his desk.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Why'd you do it, Dad?

ELDER MIZE
Nobody likes you, Burleigh.  I 
can't stand that.  I want people to 
like you.

Burleigh shakes his head at his father's misguided 
sympathies.
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BURLEIGH MIZE
I can make people do whatever I 
want.  You know that.  Come on, who 
is it?  Who do you want to like me?

Burleigh's father stares sadly at his son for several 
moments, then looks down at his shoes as he delivers his 
answer.

ELDER MIZE
Me.

Burleigh appears shocked.  For the first time he looks away 
from the tiny image of his father and slides his glance over 
to the full grown man beside the door.

EXT. AREA JUST OUTSIDE AREA 51 BUILDINGS - 2016

The BMWs have pulled up in a semi-circle.  The cell phone 
guys sit on folding chairs in front of their cars laughing 
and sipping on beers as they watch Ms. Anderson and Georgia.

The women now face each other, a volley ball net slung 
between them.  They stretch, dive and roll in slow motion as 
they pound a volley ball back and forth.

They're exhausted in the heat of the desert.

GEORGIA
Those guys better hurry the hell 
up.  I don't know how much more of 
this I can take.  Everything's so 
much harder in slow motion.

The cell phone guys cheer as Ms. Anderson spikes one and 
Georgia dives into the sand in slow motion to return it.

INT. AREA 51 MISSILE BUILDING - 2016 - DAY

Austin and Chandler ease the door shut behind them as they 
stare into the cavernous room.

The missile is a duplicate of the one in the pyramid, 
complete with ancient hieroglyphs stamped onto the housing.  
This one however has a large design that could liberally be 
construed to represent the number 51.

Half a dozen haz-mat cell phone people attend various 
stations around the room.
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Austin and Chandler adopt an air of nonchalance as they 
cruise the perimeter of the room studying each panel of 
electronic dials surreptitiously.

Standing before one of the stations Chandler reaches out with 
his free hand and tugs at Austin's arm.

There it is.  A "Firing Mechanism" button just like the one 
that was in the pyramid.  Unfortunately, it is attended by 
two workers.

The boys steel themselves with a look, square their shoulders 
and step into the control panel area.

The two workers turn, eyebrows raised questioningly.

Chandler goes into a wild pantomime indicating he's getting 
no signal on his cell phone.  The workers go to his aid, 
bapping him on the side of the head in an effort to jump 
start his cell phone.

Austin inches closer to the firing mechanism.

One of the workers turns to look at Austin and Chandler's 
gyrations become increasingly frantic in an effort to hold 
his attention.

Just as Chandler is about to lose his audience, Austin's 
index finger finds its mark.  He smashes the button with all 
his might.

The building begins to rumble and smoke pours from the bottom 
of the missile.

The top of the building opens in the hatch-like maneuver.

Haz-mat suits scurry for the door.

Austin and Chandler rush to another control panel and attempt 
to direct the dashed line that shows the missile's progress 
toward the orbiting blip of the ZeitCom satellite.

EXT. SPACE - 2016 - DAY?

In a stunning duplication of the graphic in the girl's 
bathroom at the pyramid, the missile finds it's mark, 
blasting the ZeitCom satellite to smithereens.
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MONTAGE OF SCENES SHOWING THE RESULT OF THE DESTROYED 
SATELLITE

The government head of state in Germany watches The Three 
Stooges on a large screen TV set up in his office.  The show 
blinks off to only static and snow and the official leans 
forward in his seat in alarm.

In Times Square, the large screen that had been showing a 
Burleigh's-eye-view of the video game he was playing blips 
off and remains blank.  All in the square stop and stare at 
the screen with gathering uneasiness.

A family seated around a TV set watching Ms. Anderson and Kid 
Rock in their reproduction of the Carol Burnett show lean 
back, blinking stupidly as their television screen dissolves 
into snow.

A student accessing an internet file called "At the Top of 
His Game - Burleigh Mize's Guide to Video Game Supremacy",  
is about to jot down some notes when the computer screen 
flares once and fades to black.  The kid sits poised to 
write, waiting patiently.

END MONTAGE

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

President Clinton, staring out the window where a stone has 
been pulled from the pyramid stands more erect as he looks 
outside.

PRESIDENT CLINTON
Hey, come here you guys.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2016 - DAY

The cell phone guys are panicking.  They can't hear anything 
in their cell phones.  They mill around crazily, shouting 
into the useless implements.

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

Ms. Streisand leaps into action.

MS. STREISAND
This is it.  Let's get out of here.
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They all run for the door.

EXT. PYRAMID IN YUCUTAN - 2016 - DAY

The seven prisoners and Agent Snerd run from the pyramid, 
past the milling cell phone guys, now just guys in suits, and 
make a dash for the airplane that had delivered Ms. 
Streisand.

INT. AIRPLANE IN YUCUTAN - 2016 - DAY

President Clinton, Barbara Streisand, Carmen and Sr. Acosta, 
Lyle Lovett and Tammy Faye buckle themselves into their seats 
as Richard helps Agent Snerd get settled in two combined 
seats.

At last Richard buckles himself in and folds his hands in his 
lap ready to go.  After a few moments he looks around at his 
friends.

The rest look around as well.

Finally Carmen unbuckles her seat belt and moves to the cabin 
of the airplane.  She opens the door to the cockpit with a 
startling discovery.

There's no pilot.

INT. WHITEHOUSE HALLWAY OUTSIDE OVAL OFFICE - 2016 - DAY

The Elder Mize opens the door and exits the Oval Office 
dragging his son Burleigh by the ear behind him.

BURLEIGH MIZE
Ow, ow, I said I was sorry.  
Dad...I said I was sorry.

The Elder Mize's face is grim, obviously not moved by his 
son's pleading.

EXT. AREA JUST OUTSIDE AREA 51 BUILDINGS - 2016

The desert cell phone guys surround Ms. Anderson and Georgia, 
offering them bottled water and congratulating them on their 
game as the two women slip into terrycloth robes.

Austin and Chandler, now shed of their haz-mat suits, drive 
up in the limousine and approach the others.
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AUSTIN
I'm pretty sure the missile did the 
job.  This whole place has gone 
crazy.

MS. ANDERSON
We need to get down to Mexico.

Austin nods.

AUSTIN
I need to get word to my father.

Austin, Ms. Anderson, Chandler and Georgia ponder their 
situation.

Finally, Georgia turns to the admiring desert cell phone 
guys.

GEORGIA
You got any airplanes around here?

The men smile broadly, puffing out their chests.

DESERT CELL PHONE GUY #1
Are you kidding?  We've got 
equipment here the world has never 
even seen.

MS. ANDERSON
Can you get us to the Pyramid?

CHANDLER
The one in Mexico she means.

DESERT CELL PHONE GUY #2
Our guys can hit Mexico in 15 
minutes.  Twelve if they've got a 
tail wind.

The group walks just over a rise and peers down into the Area 
51 um, area.

Parked on a concrete slab several football fields in size are 
some mighty space age looking aircraft.

AUSTIN
How long to the east coast?

The cell phone guys just smile.
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INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

Lyle Lovett and Agent Snerd slave over electrical wiring.  
They've made something that looks like a television camera 
from makeshift materials.

Agent Snerd heads over to his ham radio equipment as Lyle 
turns to Ms. Anderson and Georgia who are sitting in one of 
the cubicles with green tinged walls in their red swimsuits.

LYLE LOVETT
I think we're ready for you Ms. 
Anderson.

INT. HAM RADIO OPERATOR GARAGE - 2016 - DAY

The kids huddle around the ham radio equipment listening 
intently to Agent Snerd.

AGENT SNERD (V.O.)
Now take the cord, plug it into the 
back of your TV set and cross your 
fingers.

The boys do as they're told, taking an electrical cord from a 
mass of newly constructed gadgetry and plug it into the back 
of a small portable television set.

Sparks fly.

EXT. SPACE - DAY?

High above the earth an orbiting satellite with the well-worn 
but still legible word "Sputnik" turns gracefully in its 
orbit.

A beam fires from one end in an ever-widening pattern in 
which is visible the unmistakable forms of Pam Anderson and 
Georgia in their red swimsuits.

MONTAGE OF SCENES

In Russia, the leader stops with his hand outstretched to 
grasp a red telephone as the picture of Ms. Andersen flickers 
onto his TV screen.

He leans back, muttering in his own language to those around 
him, the only intelligible words being "Bay Watch".
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In a similar scene in China, the Emperor claps his hands, 
also commenting in his own language something about Bay 
Watch.

In the U.S., the family that had been gazing at one another 
helplessly in front of the snow on their TV set, sink back 
into their chairs with relief.

FAMILY MEMBER
Oh, good.  Bay Watch.

END MONTAGE

INT. PYRAMID CAVERN - 2016 - DAY

As Lyle and Agent Snerd follow her movements with the camera, 
Ms. Anderson attempts an explanation to all watching.

MS. ANDERSON
So - if nobody minds that much -  I 
think we're probably just going to 
try to go back to the way things 
were before.  Except I guess I 
won't be governor.

Her face brightens.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
Unless you want me to be.  And then 
I'd be honored.

INT. AUSTIN CAPITOL BUILDING - DAY

Superimpose: SIX MONTHS LATER

Sam Antonio stands before a man wearing a judge's robe, his 
expression reverent.

Standing beside him, Theresa is revealed and behind her 
Austin and Abilene.

Sam and Theresa are getting re-married.

EXT. AUSTIN CAPITOL BUILDING - DAY

On the steps of the Capitol Building, Sam and Theresa kiss 
their kids good-bye and climb into a waiting limousine.
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INT.  LIMOUSINE - DAY

Sam and Theresa clink champaign glasses, take a sip and then 
share a little smooch.  Then Sam leans forward and turns on 
the TV.

SAM
I'm sorry.  Just for a minute.

THERESA
No, it's okay.  I'm dying to see 
what they say.

On the television screen Pam Anderson, Barbara Streisand, 
Hillary Clinton and Tammy Faye sit facing Barbara Walters.

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO - DAY

Barbara Walters looks at the four women expectantly, 
apparently having just asked a question.

Ms. Anderson, Ms. Streisand, Hillary Clinton and Tammy Faye 
glance at one another, silently agreeing who will provide the 
answer.

Ms. Anderson clears her throat.

MS. ANDERSON
Well, as you know, initially Tammy 
Faye and I were going to run 
AGAINST Hillary and Barbara, as 
presidents and vice presidents 
respectively.

All nod.

MS. ANDERSON (CONT'D)
But then Tammy Faye came up with 
the idea of the "Girlfriend 
Executive Branch" and we just all 
agreed the G.E.B. was the way to 
go.  You know, it's just like the 
producers once said about Bay 
Watch.  More than one guy in charge 
and things can get a little top 
heavy right away, but you really 
just can't have too many girls.

The women all smile at one another.
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BARBARA WALTERS
We'll be right back after this word 
from out sponsors.

In studio the band, led by Lyle Lovett, breaks into a jazzed 
out version of Hail to the Chief including a rousing 
saxophone solo by Bill Clinton.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

A car sits idling in front of a building as dozens of teen-
age boys tear down the steps and break in several directions 
toward waiting cars.

INT. CAR IN FRONT OF CITY BUILDING - DAY

The Elder Mize peers out the passenger window, then leans 
back as Burleigh pulls open the passenger door and climbs 
inside.

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY

The car pulls away to reveal the sign posted above the 
building:  COTILLION  TUE/THUR 4:00 - 6:00

EXT. OPEN SEAS - DAY

A cruise vessel floats along the ocean, a large banner 
flapping in the breeze.

INSERT BANNER

RICHARD SIMMONS' CRUISE FOR LIFE

INT. CRUISE SHIP EXCERCISE ROOM - DAY

Richard leads several of his hefty passengers in exercise, 
including Agent Snerd.  Above him on a television screen with 
the sound turned off the four women thank Barbara Walters.

The programming cuts to a commercial.

Georgia and Chandler appear on the screen dressed in 
traditional Bay Watch life guard attire as the title of their 
new show splashes on the screen.
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BAY WATCH II - BORN ON THE BEACH

The two grab the orange floaty devices and run into the surf 
in slow motion.

FADE OUT:
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