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“What a thing was this, too, which that mighty man wrought 
and endured in the carven horse, wherein all we chiefs of the 
Argives were sitting, bearing to the Trojans death and fate!”

THE ODYSSEY

ACT I

EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN - NIGHT

It’s a full moon and a clear sky as we fly over a vast, black 
ocean. Eventually, we come upon an immense, “SUPERMAX” CLASS, 
CONTAINER SHIP. 

As we pass over the endless rows of containers, stacked like 
lego blocks on its massive deck, we rise up over the ship’s 
superstructure to see it crowned with a South Korean flag. 

We rise higher and higher to reveal... 

...ANOTHER SHIP JUST LIKE THIS ONE, following close behind.

INT. MAIN SHIP / BRIDGE - SAME

THE CAPTAIN, (40’s) of Asian descent. He’s serious and 
focused as he monitors an array of instruments before him.  

A VOICE CALLS OUT from off screen. It’s in Korean, 
(subtitled).

VOICE (O.S.)
Did we get clearance yet for the 
two births?

The Captain turns back to reveal a NORTH KOREAN MILITARY 
COMMANDER, (50’s) looking sternly back at him.

CAPTAIN
Yes, sir. We’re confirmed for 
09:30. At the current speed and 
heading we should arrive with 
plenty of time.

VOICE/COMMANDER
Very good.

A lessor ranked, KPA (Korean People’s Army) OFFICER enters 
the bridge.  



KPA OFFICER
Sir, the Lightening Teams are ready 
for pre-launch.

COMMANDER
Good. We’ll deploy at 06:00. 

KPA OFFICER
Yes, sir.

The Soldier snaps a salute, spins around and heads back out. 

INT. SHIP STAIRWELL - NIGHT

We follow the officer as he navigates down several flights of 
stairs, occasionally, passing other UNIFORMED SOLDIERS.

This is not an ordinary cargo-ship crew.

We emerge onto the open deck, its gargantuan size now more 
apparent. The officer walks briskly against the whipping 
ocean gusts and comes to a door at the base of one of the 
container stacks. 

The door opens to reveal more SOLDIERS in what looks to be 
command post. Several sit at computer workstations while 
others look over a large map on the far wall. 

SOLDIER
Commence final protocols. 

The men immediately get to work. One hits a switch on a desk 
microphone and gives the order over the ship’s intercom.

MONTAGE OF SHOTS:

ANGLE ON: Intercom speaker. The VOICE of the SOLDIER punches 
through, initiating a flurry of activity.

SPEAKER/VOICE
Attention: Commence Phase 1 
operations. Repeat, commence Phase 
1 operations. This is not a 
drill...

- We move through a cavernous interior where hundreds of men 
living in retrofitted containers, spring into action, 
prepping their gear, inspecting WEAPONS, etc.

- Various shots of HEAVY ARTILLERY EQUIPMENT, packed within 
the shipping containers, getting loaded with ordinance and 
ammo by Soldiers. 
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- A FLEET OF MD-500, MIL MI-26 (HALO) AND MIL-24 CHOPPER 
GUNSHIPS with modified, retractable rotors, get fuel and 
systems checks by a bevy FLIGHT TECHNICIANS. 

- Inspections of food and medical supplies that line the 
walls of other containers are prepared for deployment.

We’re witnessing a FULL FLEDGED, INVASION FORCE cleverly 
hidden within two, heavily modified container ships.

EXT. DOWNTOWN SEATTLE - MORNING

Establishing of a bustling downtown street near Pioneer 
Square. WE MOVE IN on a small, Korean market near the corner 
of James and 3rd Ave. 

INT. HA-JOON’S KOREAN MARKET - MORNING

CLOSE UP: On a faded picture of a North Korean, Olympic speed 
skating team. The typed caption below simply reads, “Calgary 
1988”.

We pull out to reveal KIM HA-JOON, (50’s) owner of the market  
a few blocks down from City Hall. 

He places a new cash drawer into the register as his son, 
MINSU “JUNO” HA-JOON, (20’s), emerges from the back with a 
box full of fresh apples.  

Mr. Hajoon speaks to his son in accented English.

FATHER/MR. HA-JOON
Minsu, when you finish with that. 
Mrs. Lambert called for a delivery. 

Juno, first generation American, pours out the apples in one 
of the bins.

JUNO
I don’t know why she can’t send her 
son here to pick up. He lives right 
next door to her. 

MR. HA-JOON
That’s not his job. That’s your 
job. She’s a good customer.

Juno shakes his head as he arranges the apples in the bin.

JUNO
Right, right. I know. 
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Just then, there’s a knock at the front door. Juno turns to 
see his girlfriend, AMANDA JAMES (20’s), sporting a shock of 
purple in her naturally blonde mane along with dueling tattoo 
sleeves. 

Juno runs over to open the door. 

JUNO (CONT’D)
Well? Did you get them?

She lets out a wide smile.

AMANDA
Was there ever any doubt?

JUNO
Yes!

Fist pump. He hugs Amanda as his father frowns. 

Amanda’s a nice, American girl, but Mr. Ha-joon and his wife 
still hold traditional values regarding “public displays of 
affection”.

JUNO (CONT’D)
Amanda, you rock!

He lays a fat kiss on her, adding insult to injury. Amanda 
opens an eye and notices Mr. Ha-joon’s disapproving glare 
from behind the counter.

AMANDA
(pulling away)

Oh, hi Mr. Ha-joon. 

She tries to recover, slightly embarrassed.

MR. HA-JOON
Hello, Amanda. How are you?

AMANDA
Great, thanks. How is Mrs. Ha-joon?

MR. HA-JOON
She is well. Thank you.

JUNO
Pop. Guess what? Amanda just 
snagged two tickets to the Desmonds 
show this Friday night. You mind if 
I take Saturday off? I’m not sure 
how late we’ll be out.
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MR. HA-JOON
Your mother has her Bridge club on 
Saturdays.

JUNO
Just this one time. I promise I’ll 
make it up to her. 

MR. HA-JOON
You talk to her yourself. I’m not 
getting in the middle of it.

Amanda looks a little concerned. She lowers her voice to 
Juno.

AMANDA
Please tell me you’ll be able to 
go. I got up at 4am to wait in 
line.

JUNO
Don’t worry. I may need to put in a 
few more hours this week, but it’s 
no big deal. 

Mr. Ha-joon sets a grocery bag on the counter as he calls 
over...

MR. HA-JOON
Minsu...

Juno looks over to his father.

JUNO
Okay, okay.

(back to Amanda)
I’ve got a delivery. I’ll catch you 
later. 

AMANDA
Okay, call me.

They exchange another kiss, then Amanda leaves. 

Juno walks back to the counter and grabs the delivery bag, 
looking very pleased with himself.

MR. HA-JOON
Don’t take too long.

JUNO
I won’t.

Juno takes the bag and heads out.

5.



EXT. UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON/PARKING LOT - MORNING

We see a GROUP OF STUDENTS loading up picket signs, placards 
and water bottles into several cars. 

SIMONE FONTAIN (20’s, African American), is one of the 
students. She’s a natural leader and prepares her Comrades 
for an early morning protest.

SIMONE
Remember guys, the permit says we 
must park across from City Hall at 
the 4th avenue garage. No street 
parking. They will tow you.

A few groans from the crowd.

STUDENT 1
They charge twenty bucks to park 
there.

STUDENT 2
I don’t see why we can’t park on 
the street. We’re still public 
citizens.

SIMONE
I don’t make the rules.

Her best friend, LESLIE STURGIS (20’S), is looking at the can 
of Mace that was just handed to her by one of the other 
students.

LESLIE
I’m not sure how this works.

Simone walks over, demonstrates.

SIMONE
Here. You take this ring, pull it 
back, then you point and fire.

LESLIE
That’s it?

SIMONE
That’s it. But only use this stuff 
as a last resort. 

LESLIE
You think it’ll get that bad?
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SIMONE
They’ll keep us all pretty far 
apart, but you never know. There’s 
always some joker that wants to get 
his fat mug on YouTube.

(to the others)
Okay, guys. Let’s move out. We’ll 
see you all down there.

INT. KOMO NEWS STATION - MORNING

We’re in the midst of a busy KOMO news room as VARIOUS CREW 
MEMBERS and onscreen TALENT ready for the morning show. 

CYNTHIA VANDERHOSS, (40’s), capable and smart, hustles 
through the studio into the back control room. She’s one of 
the veteran segment producers that has been covering Seattle 
area news for years. 

JIM SHANAHAN, (40’s), her trusty, grizzled, field cameraman 
walks up with a large coffee in hand.

JIM
Cindy, did Doug get a hold of you 
yet?

She doesn’t take her eyes off the program monitor that crowns 
main console.

CINDY
No. What does he want?

JIM
Looks like we’re doing the 
Dockworkers interview. 

She pulls out her phone, checks her calls. She immediately 
hits the “call back” button.

CINDY
Hey, Doug? It’s me. So it’s back 
on? 

(checks watch)
No, we can make it. We’ll head over 
right now.

She looks over to Jim and nods.

JIM
I’ll bring the van around.
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CINDY
(to phone)

This is with Anderson, right? Okay. 
Who’s doing the stand up?

Her face drops.

CINDY (CONT’D)
Seriously? Doug...

She lets out a big sigh, turns back to the monitor which is 
now featuring a handsome, SENIOR ANCHORMAN. 

She closes her eyes, steadying herself. 

CINDY (CONT’D)
Right. Okay. No, I’ll be fine. Talk 
to you later.

She hangs up.

CINDY (CONT’D)
Shit.

Looking perturbed, she leaves the control room.

EXT. EVERGREEN, SOBER LIVING HOUSE - MORNING

We’re on a well restored, three story craftsman in the Queen 
Anne district. It has served the needs of recovering 
alcoholics for over fifteen years.   

SCOTT BIGELOW (40’s), soft eyes and weathered good looks, 
sits among SEVERAL OTHER RESIDENTS in the couch ladened 
living room as the MORNING NEWS plays on the television.

ON THE SCREEN: FILE FOOTAGE of yet another North Korean 
missile “test”. One of the residents, J.T. KOPPER (40s), 
offers his take on the situation.

JT
We should just nuke that son-of-a-
bitch and get it over with. 

DENNIS GREEN (60’s), former Viet Nam vet, shakes his head .

DENNIS
That would only make things worse. 
No doubt that asshole has a 
‘deadman’s trigger’ on the 15,000 
pieces of artillery stationed along 
the DMZ.
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Affable house Manager, SAMUEL ABOTT (50’s), graying beard, 
raises his walking stick that helps with his bad leg.

SAMUEL
He’s got nukes too, don’t forget.

DENNIS
Those nukes are overrated. The 
delivery system is a ways off. But 
350,000 metric tons of old-school 
ordinance raining down on Seoul, 
that basically amounts to the same 
thing.

Scott looks up from his large coffee mug.

SCOTT
Can we not talk about this stuff 
when my kids get here?

DENNIS
(turns)

That’s right. They’re coming in 
today. What time?

SCOTT
(checking clock)

Any minute now. 

DENNIS
Is your old-lady bringing them by?

SCOTT
No. My mother-in-law is.

J.T. gets up from the couch, pulls out a pack of cigarettes 
and heads towards the back porch.

JT
That’s even worse.

Dennis laughs as he gets up as well.

DENNIS
Save one for me, J.T.

(to Scott)
When was the last time you saw your 
kids?

SCOTT
Right before I came here. About 
three months ago. 
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DENNIS
Gonna be a little weird at first, 
brother, but you’ll do okay.

Scott nods, apprehensive.

SCOTT
Well, I can’t screw up anymore than 
I already have.

DENNIS
That’s one way of looking at it.

Dennis gives Scott a reassuring pat on the back, then heads 
out back with J.T. 

Scott glances over to the TV News Report as the STERN 
ANCHORMAN looks back at us.

ANNOUNCER
The President has issued a 
redeployment of several navel ships 
due to the re-emergence of tensions 
in the region. At yesterday’s 
address Secretary Pompeo describes 
the latest move as an, “Increase in 
America’s war footing to aid in 
security efforts.” along with 
tentative approval of the South 
Korean military...

Samuel shakes his head.

SAMUEL
I knew we never should have trusted 
that guy.

DENNIS
Well, at least it’s happening on 
the other side of the planet.

EXT. SUPER MAX, CONTAINER SHIP - MORNING

The TWO CONTAINER SHIPS lumber through the Puget Sound in the 
early morning mist, dwarfing every other boat in the 
vicinity. 

They’re only a few miles from downtown Seattle.  

10.



INT. MAIN SHIP BRIDGE - MORNING

The North Korean Commander is peering through a set of long 
range binoculars. 

POV, BINOCULARS - We see the PORT OF SEATTLE in the distance 
directly adjacent to downtown.

He lowers the binoculars, checks his watch. It’s time.

COMMANDER
(in Korean)

Deploy the Lightening teams.

One of the other OFFICERS keys his radio:

OFFICER
Alpha, Beta teams deploy. I repeat. 
Alpha, Beta teams deploy.

CUT TO:

EXT. CONTAINER SHIP - MORNING

We see two inflatable ZODIAC MILPRO 580 BOATS being lowered 
down to the water through a modified hatch in the ship’s 
hull. 

Two teams of NKSOF (North Korean Special Operations Force), 
“Lightening Commandos”, hop in and crank up the 90hp, 
outboard engines. They hit the throttle and quickly peel away 
from the ship, heading straight for the North Seattle 
shipping channel.

INT. MAIN SHIP BRIDGE - SAME

Word comes over the radio to the Officer. He nods and 
confirms with the Commander.

OFFICER
(In Korean)

Both teams have launched, sir. 

The Commander stares ahead solemnly. He raises his 
binoculars.

COMMANDER
Down to 1/8th.

The Captain pulls back on the throttle.
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CAPTAIN
(repeating)

Down to 1/8th. 

The ship slows, turbulent white caps bubble up around the 
rear of the ship. 

COMMANDER
Deploy the subs.

OFFICER
Yes, sir.

(on radio)
Launch, Bangor one and two. 

EXT. MAIN SHIP / UNDERWATER - SAME

We’re underwater, facing the ship’s massive propeller as it 
churns away. 

Attached to two, underwater outriggers are a pair of SANG-O 
CLASS, “SHARK” SUBMARINES TETHERED TO THE SHIP’S HULL just 
below the water line. 

EXT. MAIN SHIP / ABOVE WATER - SAME

Two, twenty-man teams of DIVERS emerge at hatches on either 
side of the hull. They attach themselves to guide wires, then 
jump into the water.

EXT. MAIN SHIP / SUBMARINES - CONTINUOUS

We watch as the divers pull themselves along the guide wires 
against the force of the water, eventually reaching the 
underside of the sub to a waiting hatch. Both teams quickly 
enter the subs. 

INT. SUBS - CONTINUOUS

The men peel off their wetsuits, man their stations. They 
start flicking switches here and there which brings both subs 
to life.

INT. MAIN SHIP BRIDGE - MORNING

The Officer looks up from his radio, back over to the 
Commander. 
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OFFICER
Bangor one and two are online, sir. 

COMMANDER
Launch when ready.

EXT. MAIN SHIP / SUBMARINES - UNDERWATER

We see the sub’s propellers start to crank up. A moment 
later, they disengage from their moorings and disappear into 
the depths of the Sound.

EXT. MAIN SHIP - SAME

From the surface, all looks normal.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - DAY

We’re on Juno coming back down the stairs from making his 
grocery delivery. He starts to unlock his bike which is 
chained to a post on the sidewalk. As he does, he makes a 
quick call to Amanda.

JUNO
Hey, it’s me. 

AMANDA
What’s up?

JUNO
I’m done with my delivery. What do 
you say I stop by before your shift 
so I can show you my...gratitude.

Amanda smiles.

AMANDA (O.S.)
Won’t your dad wonder where you 
are?

JUNO
I’ll just tell him I got stuck in 
traffic or something.

AMANDA (O.S.)
You’re on a bike, Juno.

JUNO
Whatever. I’ll see you in a few 
minutes.
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AMANDA (O.S.)
(smiles)

Okay, I’ll be waiting.

Juno is grinning from ear to ear as he hangs up. He hops back 
on his bike and peddles off down the street. 

EXT. SEATTLE CITY HALL / DOWNTOWN - DAY

Simone and Leslie are among a small, but vocal group of 
DEMONSTRATORS chanting anti-gun slogans outside the main 
steps of city hall.

They’re making their voices heard during a very public case 
involving a man’s “accidental shooting” of an unarmed 
teenager.

On the opposite street corner are a group of pro-gun RABBLE 
ROUSERS that are hurling insults at Simone and the others.

One in particular, JOSH DITMAR (40s), sporting a camo, 
trucker’s cap and a bright red T-Shirt that reads, “THE 
SECOND AMENDMENT IS MY GUN PERMIT” is yelling the loudest. 

JOSH
Go back to your safe space 
snowflake!

One of the OTHER PRO-GUN DEMONSTRATORS follows up:

PRO-GUN DEMONSTRATOR
We have a right to defend 
ourselves!

Simone’s group responds...

ANTI-GUN DEMONSTRATOR
Fascist ass-hole!

SIMONE
More teachers, less guns!

Things get a little heated between the protesters and counter-
protesters. 

SEVERAL POLICE OFFICERS look on, making sure no one gets out 
of hand.  

One of the officers leans to another.
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OFFICER 1
I wonder if any of these people 
really know what they’re fighting 
about.

OFFICER 2
Most of them are just looking for a 
reason to get off the couch. 

They continue watching both sides fire insults at each other.

EXT. KOMO NEWS VAN - DAY

We follow the NEWS VAN as it travels down the Alaskan Way 
viaduct towards the Port-of-Seattle. 

In the driver’s seat is JIMMY, the camera operator. Beside 
him is on-air Talent, MICHELLE POWERS (late 20’s). She’s the 
typical, perfectly coifed reporter of local, eyewitness news.

Riding in back is CINDY, looking none-too-pleased.   

After a long moment of silence, Jimmy looks back to Cindy in 
his rearview.

JIMMY
(smirks)

Just like old times, right guys? 

Not appreciating Jimmy’s humor:

CINDY
Just a fucking riot, Jimmy.

Michelle stiffens, turns back to Cindy.

MICHELLE
Look, this wasn’t my idea. Jerry is 
out with the flu and Mr. DeRosa 
himself asked me to do the report, 
so I couldn’t just blow him off. 

CINDY
Really? You had no problem blowing 
my Ex off.

Michelle swings back around, mortified. Jimmy continues to 
drive in silence looking straight ahead, but his expression 
says it all...”Oh, snap!”

Obviously, there’s some history between these two.
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EXT. PORT OF SEATTLE - DAY

The van pulls into to the main terminal building at PIER 46, 
directly across from Century Link Field.

The side door on the van slides back and Cindy exits. She 
shuts the door a bit too hard, then heads inside. 

INT. MAIN TERMINAL BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Cindy forces a smile as she approaches the RECEPTIONIST 
behind the main desk. 

CINDY
Hi. I’m from KOMO, Eyewitness News. 
We were told to check in here for 
an interview with Mr. Craig 
Anderson.

RECEPTIONIST
Oh, yes. He’s expecting you. I’ll 
let him know you’re here. 

CINDY
Thanks. Is it okay if we set up 
over by the window?

RECEPTIONIST
Sure.

Cindy turns back to the front door to wave Jimmy and Michelle 
inside. 

INT. NEWS VAN - CONTINUOUS

Jimmy pulls the keys from the ignition, glances over at 
Michelle as he opens the door.

JIMMY
This should be a hoot, huh?

Michelle rolls her eyes as she exits the van. 

EXT. EVERGREEN SOBER LIVING HOUSE - DAY

A shiny Lexus SUV pulls up into the driveway. Out pops two 
kids, DYLAN (8) and JAMES (11) from the car. They see their 
father waiting on the front porch with a big smile.

Both boys run over and give dad a long, overdue hug. 
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ANGLE ON: ALICIA GERGEN, (50’s) Scott’s mother-in-law, 
exiting the SUV, looking like she’d rather be anywhere else 
but here. 

She watches as her grandchildren shower their father with 
affection. 

SCOTT
I missed you guys soooo much!

JAMES AND DYLAN
We missed you too, daddy! When are 
you coming home?

SCOTT
Not sure yet, buddy. But I hope 
it’ll be soon.

Scott stands, still hugging the boys as Alicia walks up.

She offers him a thin greeting.

ALICIA
Scott, you’re looking well. 

SCOTT
(stands)

Thank you, Alicia. I really 
appreciate you bringing the boys 
by. 

ALICIA
Well, Denise is working today, 
so...

SCOTT
Right. How’s her new job going?

ALICIA
Very well, actually. They’re 
talking about making her manager of 
the downtown branch.

SCOTT
That’s great. Well, they’re lucky 
to have her.

ALICIA
Yes, they seem to realize that.

Scott can feel the point of the knife digging in. 
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JAMES
(interrupting)

Dad, are you going to show us your 
house?

Scott looks back to the boys.

SCOTT
It’s not really my house. But I 
have a nice room...and I’ve got a 
little surprise for you guys, too.

DYLAN
Yes! Let’s go.

Scott starts to lead the boys up the front steps.

SCOTT
Alicia? Would you like to come 
inside. Something to drink? Coffee? 

ALICIA
You go on in. I’ll just wait out on 
the porch. It’s a nice day. 

SCOTT
Sure. 

He and the boys go inside. 

INT. EVERGREEN SOBER LIVING HOUSE / SCOTT’S ROOM - SAME

Scott opens the door to his room, revealing it to the boys. 
They walk in, a bit hesitant. Dylan sees a GUITAR ON A STAND 
by the bed.

DYLAN
Is this your guitar?

SCOTT
Yep. 

James looks to his father.

JAMES
I didn’t know you played guitar.

SCOTT
I did a long time ago. I just pluck 
around on it now. 

Dylan walks over to it, excited.
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DYLAN
Can I play it?

SCOTT
Sure. Go ahead.

Dylan picks up the guitar and attempts to play, awkwardly 
strumming the strings. Scott smiles, then notices his older 
son’s forlorn expression. 

SCOTT (CONT’D)
Hey, you doing okay?

JAMES
Yeah. 

SCOTT
Kinda weird, huh?

JAMES
A little. Grandma says you went 
with that other lady because you 
drink too much. 

(looks to Scott)
Does that mean you don’t love mommy 
anymore?

SCOTT
Of course not, buddy. 

Scott does his best to explain.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
I made a very big mistake, okay? I 
was sick back then, but now I’m 
here and they’re helping me to get 
better. 

James nods, trying to understand.

SCOTT (CONT’D)
No matter what, you know I love you 
guys more than anything in the 
world, right? Nothing can ever 
change that.

JAMES
Yeah.

Dylan pauses his strumming...

DYLAN
We love you too, daddy!
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Scott tries to hold back his emotions, knowing he probably 
doesn’t deserve these kids.

EXT. LAKE UNION - DAY

We’re on the two NK SPECIAL FORCES boats as they race up the 
shipping channel that separates North Seattle from downtown. 

They have their sites set on the UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON 
CAMPUS which sits on the north side near Portage Bay.

They finally pull up on the shore. All eight soldiers, in two-
man teams, disembark and quickly make their way towards the 
central campus. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON - CONTINUOUS

VARIOUS SHOTS of the NK Soldiers placing their unassuming 
“book bags” at various locations around the campus: In the 
Central Plaza Parking Garage, outside Husky Stadium, near the 
Medical Center, etc. 

HUNDREDS of STUDENTS and FACULTY go about their business, 
completely unaware. 

INT. AMANDA’S APARTMENT - DAY

Amanda and Juno are post-coital. Both lie in her used Ikea, 
platform bed, silent. After a moment of staring at the 
ceiling...

AMANDA
I should take a shower before work.

JUNO
Is that a hint for me to leave?

Amanda looks over.

AMANDA
No, but you shouldn’t you be 
getting back? Your dad’s probably 
wondering where you are.

JUNO
He’ll be fine. Things don’t get 
busy there for a couple hours.

AMANDA
If you say so.
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After a thoughtful moment.

AMANDA (CONT’D)
You ever wonder what it was like?

JUNO
What what was like?

AMANDA
You know, your parents, living in 
those fucked up, North Korean 
camps. 

JUNO
They don’t talk about it. From what 
I can tell, nothing much has 
changed since then. I’m just glad 
they managed to get out. 

AMANDA
You wouldn’t be here if they 
hadn’t. 

Juno rolls over, smiles at Amanda. 

JUNO
I owe my very existence to the 1988 
Olympic games.

AMANDA
The son of Olympians and a 
musician. How sexy.  

They smile at each other as she leans in for a kiss. 
Suddenly, Juno hops back on top of Amanda, then thrusts his 
arms up proudly. 

JUNO
That’s a 9.8!

Amanda laughs. 

EXT. MONTLAKE BRIDGE / SHORLINE - DAY

CU ON HANDS holding a sophisticated radio device/detonator. 
We pull back to see the Lightening Teams under the MONTLAKE 
BRIDGE, looking somewhat out of place. 

One of the soldiers has a radio headset to his hear. He gets 
the “Okay” from his Commanding Officer. 
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RADIO SOLDIER
(in Korean)

Now.

The Detonator Soldier nods, then flips a switch and turns a 
small knob. 

EXT. UNIVERSITY OF WASHINGTON/PARKING LOT - SAME

We’re roughly in the same spot where Simone and her fellow 
protestors were loading up earlier. After a quiet beat...

...THE SIDE OF THE ENGINEERING BUILDING BLOWS UP. 

Then ANOTHER EXPLOSION.

PEOPLE run in all directions, screaming. Mass hysteria 
ensues.

EXT. MONTLAKE BRIDGE / SHORELINE - SAME

We can HEAR the EXPLOSIONS in the distance. This is all the 
confirmation the soldiers need. They immediately hop in their 
boats and speed off eastward, towards Lake Washington.

INT. MAIN SHIP BRIDGE - DAY

The two ships are now being towed into their Pier 46 births 
immediately adjacent to downtown.

One of the SOLDIERS confirms that the explosions have 
successfully been set off at the University. He pulls himself 
away from his radio...

NK SOLDIER
(In Korean)

Diversion charges have been 
detonated, sir.

Nodding.

NK COMMANDER
It is time. 

(beat)
You may begin primary operations.

NK SOLDIER
(proudly)

Yes, sir. 

He calls back on the radio...
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NK SOLDIER (CONT’D)
All hands, prepare for Phase II. 
Air brigades turn on transponders. 

VARIOUS SHOTS: 

- Scores of SOLDIERS readying for action. Checking rifles, 
ammo, putting on helmets.

- Helicopter PILOTS and CREW load up within Mil Mi-26s and Mi-
24 gunships, flipping switches, doing last minute systems’s 
checks.

- Teams of soldiers climb inside rows of modified, BTR-80A 
APCs (Armored Personnel Carriers) waiting for the final ‘GO 
SIGN’.  

- Launcher crews check tie downs on their modified SA-13, 
mobile, anti-aircraft vehicles.

- More soldiers “saddle up” on UAZ 469 jeeps mounted with KPV 
14.50mm machine guns.

A few more minutes and they’ll be right along side the main 
pier. 

EXT. CITY HALL / DOWNTOWN - DAY

The tensions have escalated in front of City Hall between the 
protesters and counter-protesters. 

We’re on the POLICE LINE that stands between the two groups 
now more raucous than ever. They’re doing their best to keep 
things under control.

Simone and Leslie are shaking their signs among the 
protestors. Suddenly, Leslie looks down at incoming text.

LESLIE
Oh, shit!

Simone looks over.

SIMONE
What’s wrong?

LESLIE
There was an explosion at Udub.

SIMONE
Really? Where?
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LESLIE
Doesn’t say. Somewhere on campus. 

SIMONE
Was anyone hurt?

LESLIE
I don’t know.

Leslie starts typing back.

ON THE COPS maintaining the line when suddenly, the COMMANDER 
calls over to them. 

COP COMMANDER
Listen up. We have to go...now. 

OFFICER 1
Everybody?

COP COMMANDER
Yep. We got a call about some 
explosions at the University of 
Washington. We’ll leave this to 
City security. 

OFFICER 2
No shit? They know the cause?

COP COMMANDER
Not yet, but they’re not taking any 
chances, so it’s all hands on deck.

The line of cops starts to drop back and head to their 
respective squad cars, leaving the demonstrators to yell 
among themselves. 

We can see SEVERAL PEOPLE on both sides, suddenly checking 
their phones. 

Counter Protester, Josh Ditmar reacts to an alert on his own 
phone.

JOSH
No way.

One of the other Counter Protesters, looks over.

COUNTER PROTESTER 1 
You see this shit?

JOSH
Yeah. Must be serious. 
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Someone else calls out...

COUNTER PROTESTER 2
Look. The cops are leaving. 

EXT. SEATTLE STREETS - MORNING

WIDE OVERHEAD of numerous police cars, fire and rescue trucks 
along with SWAT vans racing over the I-5 and Montlake bridges 
on their way to the University.

INT. PIER 46 / MAIN TERMINAL BUILDING - DAY

We’re in mid-interview with Michelle Powers having a sit down 
with Dockworker’s Union Leader, CRAIG ANDERSON (40’s).

Through the large windows behind them, we can see that the 
two CONTAINER SHIPS ARE NOW DOCKED at the pier. 

MICHELLE
...How many more jobs do you think 
this new terminal expansion will 
bring in?

CRAIG ANDERSON
We can conservatively estimate 
anywhere from 200 to 250 full time 
positions. And that’s not including 
the ancillary jobs, like food 
service, local restaurants, retail, 
things like that once the 
waterfront renovation project is 
complete.   

ON CINDY who’s on her phone, pacing about in main lobby. 

CINDY
Yeah, I just heard. You think it 
was multiple explosions? Right, 
okay, we’ll wrap it up here and 
head straight over. Talk later. 

She walks over to Jimmy, who’s still manning the camera. She 
whispers in his ear. 

CINDY (CONT’D)
Shut it down. We have to go.

He looks up to Cindy, surprised.

Cindy breaks into the interview.
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CINDY (CONT’D)
Mr. Anderson. I’m so sorry. We’re 
gonna have to cut this short. 
There’s been an incident at the 
University of Washington.

Michelle starts to protest.

MICHELLE
Seriously? We’re almost done here.

CINDY
We have a report of explosions on 
campus. We don’t have all the 
details, but we need to go.

CRAIG ANDERSON
Oh, wow. Is anybody hurt?

CINDY
We don’t know yet. 

She turns to Jimmy.

CINDY (CONT’D)
Jimmy, you can start loading up.

Michelle stands up, pulls off her mic, looking perturbed. She 
glares at Cindy. 

MICHELLE
Can I speak with you for a second?

Michelle storms off.

Cindy doesn’t need this right now, but she politely excuses 
herself.

CINDY
(to Craig)

Excuse me.

Michelle plants herself over by the vending machine as Cindy 
walks up, girding herself.

MICHELLE
Shutting down my interview? Really?

CINDY
Listen. It’s not what you think...
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MICHELLE
(interrupting)

I’m sorry that you have a personal 
problem with me, Cynthia, but when 
it comes to the job the least you 
could do is act like a fucking 
professional.

Cindy grits her teeth, tries to explain.

CINDY
Michelle, give me some Goddamn 
credit. There is an explosion at 
the University of Washington 
campus. If you weren’t so obsessed 
with getting your overs, maybe 
you’d see it on the company news 
alerts. 

Michelle glances at her phone that’s sitting on a table near 
Jimmy’s camera. She takes it off during interviews so as to 
not “spoil the line” of her dress.

Cindy holds up her phone to Michelle’s face, revealing the 
incoming text alerts. 

MICHELLE
(sarcastic)

Now, would you like us to drop you 
back off at the station on our way 
to cover the news? 

Michelle fumes. 

Not waiting for a response, Cindy spins around and starts to 
walk back over to Jimmy. She takes about three steps 
before...

...KA-BOOM! 

The windows of the main terminal building shatter as a HUGE, 
ORANGE, BALL OF FIRE raises up from the docks behind them.

Everyone, reacts, hitting the floor. After a stunned beat, 
Craig bolts up from his chair and runs outside.

Cindy looks back at Michelle’s shocked expression.

She checks Jimmy.

CINDY
Everybody okay?

27.



JIM
Yeah. What the fuck was that?

Cindy looks over to see Craig exiting the building.

CINDY
Mr. Anderson!

She runs after him, motioning for Jimmy to follow.

CINDY (CONT’D)
C’mon. Grab your camera.

EXT. PIER 46 / DOCKS - MORNING

It’s a chaotic scene. Dockworkers are running around in all 
directions. A ball of fire rises above one of the cranes. 

SEVERAL WORKERS break out a hose and start spraying. 

Suddenly, the sides of several container stacks, connected 
together to form large ramps on both ships fall down to the 
dock below. 

We can now see the containers were hollowed out and welded 
together, forming massive storage cavities atop each ship.

Scores of UNIFORMED SOLDIERS, TRUCKS AND VARIOUS MILITARY 
VEHICLES all start to pour out en masse on to the pier below.  

EXT. PIER 46 / MAIN TERMINAL BUILDING - CONTINUOUS

Michelle comes running out from the terminal, joins the 
group.

MICHELLE
What the hell’s going on?

Craig is shaking his head, dumbfounded.

CRAIG ANDERSON
A gas line must have exploded. 

Cindy turns to Jimmy, motions to start rolling. He lifts his 
camera on his shoulder and hits record.

Craig breaks out his phone, starts to dial. As he does, 
Michelle and Cindy continue...

MICHELLE
You think this has anything to do 
with what’s going on at Udub?
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CINDY
I don’t know. Maybe...

CRAIG ANDERSON
Hey, Aaron. It’s Craig. What 
the hell is going on there? 

CINDY (CONT'D)
Like the Spain attacks back 
in 2017.

Craig can HEAR lots of yelling and screaming over his phone.

CRAIG ANDERSON
Aaron! What’s happening?

EXT. PIER 46 / DOCKS - MORNING

The top rows of the containers on both ships fall away, 
revealing several squadrons of MIL MI-26 and MI-24 helicopter 
GUNSHIPS revving up for take off. 

Down on the dock, SCORES OF SOLDIERS start loading up into 
jeeps and personnel carriers and start head out. 

They race towards the main terminal where our group is 
watching from a distance.

EXT. PIER 46 / MAIN TERMINAL BUILDING - MORNING

Cindy and the others are still trying to comprehend the 
situation.

Craig has now dialed 911.

CRAIG ANDERSON
(on phone)

Yeah...we have an emergency at 
Terminal 46. Looks like a gas line 
exploded. What? Thirty minutes? Are 
you serious? No, no. Fire 
suppression here is not going to 
handle this. I don’t care where 
they’re from, just get somebody 
here now.

Michelle notices the line of jeeps and APC’s heading in their 
direction from the dock area.

MICHELLE
Is that the National Guard? I’ll 
ask one of them what’s going on.

Cindy’s not so sure.
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CINDY
Michelle, wait. 

MICHELLE
(sharply)

You want the news, remember?

Defiant, Michelle marches off towards the approaching jeeps. 

JIMMY
(to Cindy)

You want me to go with her?

CINDY
Just hold on...

Cindy turns back to Craig who’s now walking up, looking 
frustrated.

CRAIG ANDERSON
911 response time is delayed 
because everyone’s at that 
University explosion...

He stops, sees Michelle up ahead walking towards the docks.

CRAIG ANDERSON (CONT’D)
What is she doing? She needs to get 
back here.

CINDY
Sorry, she just took off. I’ll go 
bring her back.

Cindy starts off to retrieve Michelle.

CRAIG ANDERSON
No, no. You guys stay back here out 
of the way. I’ll get her.

Cindy holds up as Craig breaks into jog after Michelle. The 
approaching convoy spots the curious reporter, starts to slow 
down. 

Jimmy looks up, surprised.

JIMMY
Holy shit, look at that.

Rising above the ships we see SEVERAL SQUADRONS OF CHOPPERS 
taking flight. They fly over in formation just above their 
heads and towards downtown. 
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CINDY
What the hell is going on?

JIMMY
Something ain’t right...

Cindy looks back to Michelle just as Craig is catching up to 
her. She’s getting a very bad feeling. 

CINDY
(calling out)

Michelle!

Before she can call out again, one of the jeep’s rear 
mounted, 50. CALIBER MACHINE GUNS LETS LOOSE and mows both 
Michelle and Craig down in her tracks. 

Cindy and Jimmy jerk back, stunned. 

CINDY (CONT’D)
Oh, God! 

JIMMY
Fuck me! 

They look on in horror as Craig and Michelle’s flailing 
bodies fall to the tarmac. 

The LEAD JEEP DRIVER, looks over, spots them. He waves to the 
gunner, pointing in their direction.

CINDY
Run!

Cindy and Jimmy scramble off behind a nearby stack of 
shipping containers amid a HAIL OF INCOMING BULLETS. The lead 
jeep hits the accelerator, racing directly towards them.

EXT. CONTAINER LOT - CONTINUOUS

Cindy and Jimmy run for their lives amid a labyrinth of 
stacked, shipping containers. Finally, they spot a SLIGHTLY 
OPEN CONTAINER DOOR on one of the bottom rows. Immediately, 
they run inside and take cover.

CINDY
Close the door!

Jimmy manages to swing the heavy metal door shut, just before 
the jeep rounds the corner. It races by, along with several 
others in hot pursuit.  

Fortunately for them, there’s a million places to hide.
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INT. SHIPPING CONTAINER - SAME

Cindy and Jimmy are shaking, breathless. They sit in darkness 
while the SOUNDS OF GUN FIRE ring out from the docks. 

Another EXPLOSION.

JIMMY
What the fuck?!

Jimmy is utterly distraught.

JIMMY (CONT’D)
They just shot them, Cindy. Like it 
was nothing...

CINDY
I know. I saw it. I, I think we’re 
under attack.

Cindy pulls out her cell phone, immediately dials 911. 

CINDY (CONT’D)
Dammit. 911 is busy.

JIMMY
They must be overloaded.

She decides to dial the station.

CINDY
Yeah, this is Cindy Vanderhoss. Get 
me Doug right away. It’s an 
emergency... 

Suddenly, they hear the wail of approaching police sirens.

JIMMY
Yes. The cops. Thank, God. 

They both listen as the fighting intensifies outside. Jimmy 
cracks the door ever so slightly to try and see what’s going 
on.

Through the rows of containers, he sees more columns of 
trucks and light armor exiting the shipping area. Soldiers 
run around, providing cover, firing at unseen targets.

Suddenly, a hail of stray BULLETS RICOCHET off the container 
walls, forcing Jimmy to shut the door and duck behind boxes. 

CINDY
Get down!
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They both hunker down as low as possible. More gunfire and 
YELLING as several GRENADE BLASTS rattle the walls of the 
container. 

JIMMY
Jesus! It sounds like World War II 
out there.

CINDY
I’m hoping to God it’s not World 
War III.

CUT TO:

EXT. ATTACK HELICOPTERS - DAY

A couple of MI-24 GUNSHIPS are pummeling a cell phone tower 
with their 12.7mm UB machine gun. 

Other GUNSHIPS are taking out strategic points; power 
stations, radio towers and even the downtown FERRY TERMINAL.

It’s becoming brutally obvious that this is a well 
coordinated, state-sponsored attack. 

END OF ACT I
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