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"] OVER BLACK:

' -:_ g .»-. tinqt sound of a_Zippo_lin'_ite: .hi.ng'iﬁg_ O]

P.C. OWEN

Uh oh:

. || . owusTrian mareroom - pay.
' W a tiny space. Just a toilet and a sink. ,
e P REWMAN (P.C.) OWEN, who carefully places

and cigarette on the sink rim, then stands ‘atop
and expertly dismantles the smoke detector.

= THE CIGRRETTE

.C. Owen opens the Zippo, blazes up his ci._géz'-et':t. . dxs _
~exhaleg a plume of smoke and ~ ALARMS SOUND! Shit. What -
m? ') He'd just dismantled the smoke detectorf :

» P.C. OWEN
Oh my God. :

| INT, OYISTER CREEK NUCLEAR POWER FACILITY - DAY -

P.C. Owen bounds down an industrial STAIRWELL lit by emer
lights. He bursts through a heavy door
ONS DECK. Here, the NUCLEAR CREW scramb

gency

| P.C. OWEN
What's gone wrong?

CREW CHIEF
We've lost power.

P.C. OWEN

How can we lose power? ' We make the
Goddamn power -

" DECK SUPER
~ We got power! We just can't move
it! There's a virus in the voltage
regulators. It's telling them not
to release -

CORE ADMIN.
— Got a kilowatt surge. Unless we
move that juice, we're gonna -
D

' CREW CHIEF D
— MANUAL POWER DOWN! ALL HANDS MOVE!
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INT. MON‘I‘AGE QUICK SHOTS ~ DAY

of WORKERS rush 1nto the TURBINE BUILDING, ma -

\\‘
511ver-su:.ted NUCLEAR FIREMEN slide down stair-} . :u'r i
oks like rehearsed chaos, begin winding the¢ pumps,
ting the cooling water and manually working

that remove the cool:.ng rods. .

cosk | p.c. owen's sweary FACE

Inside that"'pi:btéctive mask. In the mask's thifk|Yens
—sue the reflection of the nuclear rods as' they'
nm the core,

z:.ppo l:.ghter again. Only this time, P.C. Owem-cdn't

scem £y light his cigarette due to the non-stop quaking of
-; . At last, the smoke finds the flame. @fl
—Ower('s /so shaken by the event he can't enjoy the

IDOR - DHS - (DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND SECURI

AN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT. -

CHIEF THOMPSORN

~<adal , drawling Texan.

DEPUTY HIGAND
Where we at?

e cd

CHIEF THOMPSON
Eleven plants total. All went dark

All at the same precise moment.
. DEPUTY WIGAND
A coordinated attack? Suspects?
CHEIEF THOMPSOM _
Got D.E.R.T. up yet?
(f‘"“\y,f”’ | SYSTEMS OPERATOR
D : : Karen Rooney on Com 2.
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" SWIVEL TO -VA LARGE SCREEN

. we meet ROONEY, thlrty years old blac_
take—no~prlsoners att;tude.

RDONEY (ON SCREEN)
The Digital Emexrgency Response Team
- is still working over the lines of

3 o .code. As for names, it's the same
' | buncha male "unusuals." The most
- interesting is John J. McClane.

,‘———ffﬂﬁxd%ékompson and Deputy Wigand look at names

een: CLOSER INSPECTION REVEALS the flle on:

_ DEPUTY Wismm
Says he's in the clink.

ROONEY :
Federal Pen in Maryland. He hits
the streets tomorrow.

: CHIEF THOMPSON
Okay. I don't care where they are,

what they're doing. We pick up every
damn one of 'em. S :

MARYLAND DETENTION EECILITY G - NIGHT

PRISON GUARD, an old school officer, ig

lock rounds. He slowly crawls the staifs TH
GWAY, passing the guard from the LAST SHI

LAST SHIFT GUARD
[:) How's the prostate, Phil?

PHIL THE PRISON GUARD
Big as a cantaloupe. You Jjust wait.
Your day’'ll come. ’

"Eighte cell doors, each of them dark but for the {faint TV
flieker that comes from CELL 3-F. Phil raps on doox

WAt

PHIL THE PRISON GUARD (CONT'D)
Hey. The famous John McClane. No
TV after lights out.

SPEED-SWIVELS TO REVEAL

n lying on the single cot. The TV flicker
_ face. ut this isn't the John McClane we know.
-—L—-youngeJ? twenty~two~year-old version named JACK
-4 ly a growl.

ice
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J]-'LCK G ’
. All the times I told you. My name's -
Jack Gennero. o '

PHIL THE PRISON GUARD
I'1ll call you "Aunt Betty" if you
don't turn that sh:Lt off _

1
<
I4
I3
1

JACK G

It's the news, man. Gotta know what'
kinda world I‘m go:mg back to.

PHIL THE PRISON GUARD
Won't matter what you learn. You'll
be back soon enough

NEWS ANCHOR
... A spokesman for the Oyster Creek
Nuclear Power facility reports '
tonight's meltdown scare was nothing
more than a digital snafu. And that |
no New Jersey residents were in actua

1
danger. Oddly, we've received

JORN MCICIANE :

additional reports that same digital
"snafu" was concurrent with similar
| - events at most Eastern seaboard
i - nuclear plants...
- JACK G . ' |
t~ass veneer of Jack G is peeled away to xe ,

n who's very, very concerned.

DROOM -~ SMALL WALK-UP APARTMENT - NIGHT

for the sliver of light from the bathr:

he dim face of this old, analog alarm clock.- en
nd hand sweeps, we hear a warbling, deathly byzz. A
ha ds the clock, shutting off the annoying a

1o:lag pause, audible s:..gh then at last the familiar voice

| PS. We see the landscape of McClane's
m torso. The raised track marks that we

MCCLANE
... What the hell, John.

31 aging football star, McClane sw:.ngs his
d"and stretches, setting off a series of NER
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. the tell-tale scallops of former bull

to wention the resume of scrapes, burns, an 1acerat1.cns.

{CONT TN




CLOSE ON - MCCLBNE 'S INDEX FINGER

left ear. It‘s an 1tch he scrat:ches. More tenfons
shoulder snap and twang as McClane feels around

L ni nd. F:.na.lly, he flicks on the la.ght:.
MBACKWIDE-THEROOM _

MCCLANE (CON‘I"D)
One da.y at a_ time.

shing this bluebird day. On the screen

It's just John McClane and a FEMALE CLERK. The

count

)

McCi

turns. Outside are rows upon rows of shiny, new
~Fohtal cars. ~

4 won't take your insurance. . ] |
———Meéi:emel senses the old, car rental insurance sh - |

Tlerk swipes McClane's credit card again.

she gives McClane a nervous smile back. Then, j‘
.__A;ho—aelp, uter screen, her face goes slack. '

=

DAY 1

AL CAR COUNTER - BALTIMORE/WASHINGTON
- DAY

is between them.

FEMALE CLERK o
I'm sorrxry, Mr. McClane. I can't
rent you a car..

FEMALE CLERK (CONT'D)
It's not cars. We have plenty of
cars available. The system just

MCCLANE, .
Fine. I'll buy the extra insurance.
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FEMALECLERK

Sorry. . But you've been decl:.ned the
fqddit:n_.qnal insurance.

IR MCCLANE
Story of my life... Look. I'm only
‘here for the day. One day. What's
it gonna cost to put me in -

| ' ' FEMALE CLERK
- It's not you. It's like - I've

got £ifty-nine reservations here and
the system just declined :Lnsurance
on... everybody

MCCLANE
How's about calling me a cab? Can
you do that?

- - FEMALE CLERK
Sorry, Mr. McClane. But Baltimore's
‘in the middle of a taxi strike.
(paints on a smile)
- Maybe I can f:md you something else"

! EXT. PARKING LOT - DAY

McClane is stepping off an airport shuttle bus...
isn't the airport. McClane turns to the sour-pusg Eemale

SHUT DRIVER. '
' _ What do I owe you?

N SHUTTLE DRIVER
The rest of my day.

AN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

MCCLANE
{(offers a fifty)
That take care of you?

<]

SHUTTLE DRIVER
Like I'm some k:.nda stripper?

. Sh tches the fifty, then sla.ms the doors sh Ifter
Mc lane steps off. As the shuttle drives away.|.

P TO REVEAL - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY G

man warehouse is set at the edge of an indu i
ifth a distant view of the Chesapeake. A beat as
s himself before he starts his approach.

' EXT P!"OPER'I‘Y ROOM - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILIT

ac is like a nervous race horse stuck at th

Q
-
p
=
(1]
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- PRE-RELEASE OFFICER .
i fallure to report to your parole
offxcer within 24 hours will result -
in a warrant issued for your immediaté
... arrest and return. ~ In addition, you
are prohlblted from operating or

- engaging with any device or persons

that are connected to. the 1uternetL

: - . ->" If you understand, sign here.,_
-MGSJ—@S S

|

Y OFFICER runs a metal detecting wand ac-oss his
ders and along his neck. The wand -SQUEALS when it yplears
ane's skull. Off the Securlty Offlcer s puzz

MCCLANE _ S
Got a plate in the head... Came with-
the gold watch.

SECURITY OFFICER
Does it hurt?

MCCLANE
You get old, everything hurts.

LEASE ROOM -~ MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY

a that gold watch. A Seiko. It's 12:f dcClane
ed and nervously waiting in this wide, sts=
computer, the RELEASE ROOM GUARD scans a|l t jof

RELEASE ROOM GUARD
Guess today's the one day your son
can't say he don't wanna see you.

MCCLANE
"«.. Today's the.dgy.

CLANGH- THE RELEASE ROOM DOOR OPENS

Ahd thgre stands young Jack G, momentar;ly frozmn by the
"—‘—Wnnnqméted sxght of his father. McClane standsi:

MCCLENE (CONT'D)
«.. Jack. .

cClane's on one side of the room, Jack G on th¢ o
nothan but the awkward gulf between them.

F\/ JACK G
[:] - :: I said I never wanna see you again.

- . (CONTINUED)
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MCCLANE

Yeah, well, Thought you could use
a r;de :

) (chagrlned) '
'Course, that's before they wouldn't

rent me a car. Cabs are on strike,
too, but - ' .

_ . JacR € |
- So like you. . Too lzttle, too late

MCCLANE
C'mon, let's go get something to
eat. We don't even have to talk -

JACK G -
- Already got plans.

Jack tries to push past MbClane, buﬁ McClane puts out an

' MCCLANE : .
Don't be in a such a hurry to screw
up your life aga;n _ .

JACK G

You oughta know. You're the expert
at screwing up. S

W@ ﬁu

G slips past we HOLD ON MCCLANE. This ifn't how\he
eir reunion to go.

RYLAND DETENTION FACILITY G - DAY

MCCLANE
C'mon, Jack.
(then...)
A cup of coffee*

G won't have any of his father, trotting S
f lot and quickly cligbing the sta;rs to the [LOCAL

”_—“_!ﬁlﬁﬂﬂﬂq) RAIL PLATFORM.

LDSE ON - MCCLANE

——feToald k;ck himse;f...

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Way to go, old man.

-*f“~{me—segans swing in front of the prison. Passe g€

out step three obvious FEDS. =
[:rldes s as they hurrxy past him. McClane hear§ this snigpet:

" @05 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPL&CQ,N WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN- CONSENT.
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_ FED #1. .
' . : - l How the hell can we be late? Every '
N - Goddamn light was green. e

— ~ FED #2
Yeah, funny. :

~McClane clocks them - and'thej clock McClane befh
“to rison entrance.. XIf McClane had a cigarette, h
: ke ilt. Insteaq, he pops another Nlcorette tab an-_

CUT TO |- A GOVERNMENT SEDAN

MCCLANE o o
Hey, man. Cabs are on str;ke. ‘Could
Ya gimme a lift - '

Drive; answers by hitting the automatic
MCCLANE'S POV

e kar's computer screen is a PICTURE and RA
Jack G.] CLOSER STILL reveals the orders to: "PICK UP AND
' DETAIN." McClane straightens, shifts his sight picture.fo

the elevated rail platform SWISH PAN to down the tracks
a train is arriving.

- MCCLANE

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
... Here we go.

RELEASE ROOM - MARYLAND DETENTION FACIi.ITY 5

-release Officer is giving an ahswer to the Feds.
1 PRE-RELEASE OFFICER .

You guys just missed him. Xeft with
his daddy.

Fed §2 Pets on his radio. -

INPF. D.E.R.T. TRAILER RIG - DAY

6 wall electronics - like the inside of a
a young fed named BEEBOCK. He's alone at the helm
opputer station. On one screen he's pulled ossier

ane .
" ' BEEBOCK
A - (intc radio) - :
-— John McClane Senior. Retired NYPD.
{MORE)

(CONTINUED])
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Lo,

. , BEEBOCK (CONT'D) _
Current home address St. Petersburg,

- F.L.A. Got him on'a flight to
Baltimore just this morning,

j ack cuts and pastes McClane's photos into a| gove
__ FACE~CHPTURE program. » ' :
EXT 4

D RAIL PLATFORM - DAY

: chargey up' the stairs and catches the door to
ips inside. |

PQV'SHOT

om~& hidden camera that grabs a still of McClaye's facg
and digitizes it into a thousand bytes of info.

pushes to the next car, then the next.
- a glimpse of Jack G through the window/
int e forward car, McClane stops and settles|

| cur ro|- aack @

He doesn't make McClane. Then. ..

_ - YOUNG BOY
ﬁ::::) Hey. Lookit Mommy!

TS - JACK G AND MCCLANE O
- look out on the streets spreading out below the
ted rail. One boulevard after the other, gxidlocked

YOUNG MOTHER
All the lights are -

g

YOUNG BOY

[ o

EXT _cAMDEN STATION - CENTRAL BALTIMORE - DAY

- Green! .

Doors dpen, emptying a load of COMMUTERS. dJacklc stepS'o}f
“thre—trein. McClane is neaxrly last, but expertl

bes his son. The train pulls out to reveal THE BALTIMORE
> COM ON CENTER.

CKETING - BALTIMORE CONVENTION CENTER -

Jacx_G1s turn at one of the two ticket kiosks.

- works the booth.

' 'A.tr;i -arrives, the doors open and Jack G stepsy/ ¢ Mc?lane

WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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B B | . . JACK G
. : T E Ticket. - . '

REDHEAD
Code please° :

JACK G : ‘
Something about the way- your - the
_ . hair! Very Scully, right? Third .
T ‘| season after the two suns - .. -

- You think? I tr:.ed it a 1::.ttle -

ehs distracted, Jack G..rea_ches .' ac_:ross and,

s—handed pianist. The Redhead looks at her Yonitor 3
Jack G has been admitted.

REDHEAD (co'mr-'n)
Show off. . Fo

FQCUs TO -~ MCCLANE

Stepping up to the other ticket kiosk.
. : by a PIERCED MAN with heavy glasses.

B - MCCLANE - |
Q How much for the electronics show?

PIERCED MAN
Show's sold out. Got the gun show -

D‘ MCCLANE
) - I nead to get in there., C'mon.

houlder. So McClane nods as if he under

ocket with one hand _while motioning for P:Lérrc_: d Man
to leaq closer.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)

The Hula Hoop. Hurt when they put
it in? _

d Man can barely nod when McClane grabs a ho the

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Imagine how much it's gonna hurt
comin‘’ out.

(CONTINUEDY

11..‘ .
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12

_ McClane slips a hundred dollar bill into Pierced's £is
.. The turpstile buzzes and McClane pushes. through.

INT. ATRIUM - BALTIMORE CONVENTION CENTER - DAY

bounds 'up the escalator, following the ¢
the... : ' '

SUMER ELECTRONICS SHOW (C.E.S.) - DAY

N CONSENT.

ERS, not. to mention electronics —- audio, |gahi
uters, cellular -- Massive TV and computer $

the x6 -~ On a circular stage, the Baltimore Rave
- €erlepders grind out a routine for appreciative SALES REPS.

5E. ON - MCCLANE

Aﬂ’.
&
E

e hell to start léoking for Jack G?

UT FOX'S WRITT!

IPSE ELECTRONICS BOOTH - C.E.S. - DAY

L'.Iuickiy browses the latest laptops. At
er appears to have picked out the Ferrar

ECLIPSE SALES REP
Ellipse Centron 5. Pentium 5, 700
Megahertz, Tri-channel to 50 Dimms. .
Translation? Watch out. She'll
bite if you're not careful.
{arm around Jack G)
Sit down. Give her a ride.

the keyby

G sits, lets his fingértips barely touc bard.

~ JACK G ,
Hey. Can this, like, play movies?

‘ECLIPSE SALES REP
Play 'em? If you want it'll
practically write 'em for you.
(laughs at hig own : ‘
joke...) : '
Let me get you a DVD,

The moment the Sales Rep turns his-baék, Johnnylé :Eingers'
nee arely three keystrokes. On screen appear

with an icon for each computer in the booth. With a

Series of clicks, Jack G sends a surge that down
hg screens at the booth. Snap, snap, snap, /All the
As go blank. :

ECLIPSE SALES REP (CONT'D] _

What the... - '
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B § Madly ' the ‘Sadles Rep starts tapp:.ng on’ the keybo 3
s MR mputers, ‘checking the cables. No luck.
' 1 ck to.Jack G - only to find J‘ack G has
with that Ferrax:;. of a 1a.ptop.

L.cor §o - CISCOo- SYSTEMS

| X zouter finds the way into Jack G's bag
' ,‘U@Tj_cums ~ MORE BOOTHS o
| JackK G |steals a PDA/cell phone, an iPod.. .

AT THE SONY BOOTH

sh, Jack G can't help h:unself ‘So he .smoothly palys
and d:.sappears. . :

whstant flow of NAME-TAGGED PATRONS and REPS.
se nifines, he's bumpad by a BURRIED FEMALE.

functory:
. o MCCLANE
' S‘cuse me.
N The ried Female seems to pay McClane no mind

same direction and bump again.

ROONEY

e face of the Hurried Female. She puts\on the anpoyed
a hyper-sensitive bitch.

ROONEY ) ‘
What're you, drunk? Feel your finger
on me again, I'll break ‘em off and
<] feed. 'em to you.
Mc shakes his head, then pushes on into the crpwd.
‘”—‘JET‘HF'S gone, Rooney br:.ngs a WRIST~-MIC up to h outh.

ROONEY (CONT'D) .
Daddy has no weapon, no phone.

PANZARELLA (OVER RADIO)
What kind of asshole comes to an
Electronics Show and doesn't even
own a cell phone?

.; POV SHOR - THROUGH ELECTRONIC BINOCULARS

: in the rafters, we meet PANZARELIA, folldwi lane
ouil_» her specs.

O
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INT. CONSUMER ELECTRONICS SHOW. (C.E.S.) - DAY

" joins up with Rooney.

T ROONEY
Local support?

FEPCRAREY § T

BEEBOCK ,
P.D.-units are assembling.

o ROONEY
_ (into mic) . o _
Let's find Jack McClane and pick him .
-upt o '

~

- WIRELESS SECTION

G is hunkered down, that stolen laptop propped reen
Res. Already logged into the internet, Jack G pounds
from memory, accessing a backdoor where he

ries of Linux code. Under Jack G's blaz:
open up so fast it's like a fireworks dis

It's the coded site for NorthEastern Gas and Electric., More
> N - » d

ng pages and Jack G back~doors his way into

and those nuclear power receptors. A lig
uilding on Jack G's screen. With his £
nd reads, looking for and finding one pPa
» cutting and pasting it into a box, whe

(,~—~tg;;;§?ite and re-route it when:

ant message appears like an unexpected bull's-eye on
G'ls screen. The message is from "CHARLIE BROWN."

IE BROWN: . "nice try."

The insdtant message stalls Jack G for a moment. tet a
beat, .Jack G responds with:

- giﬁliggn x: "who r u?”

BROWN: "u don't know?”

05 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA @)l WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

3n x: "u r the asshole who shuts down nuke <"

BROWNi "couldn't have done it without ul/”

] _ JACK G- - -
(writing as he talks)
“how ~ did - u ~ get - my ~ codes?"




INSERT - QUICK SHO'I.‘S

. JACK G
And the :.nstant message cénversat:.on he s hav:Lng W,
‘ Brown..". . >.. )
mp TE| BROWN: "u should b happy. i
. giltigan x: "Just got out of JaJ.l. all i want

nde and legal v

IE| BROWN: "i want 2 br:.ng it -ail down."

igan x: "can't b done."_'

and stop me?"

3

r—-mP-T BROWN: “btw. how is the consumer elect

JACK G (CONT'D)
Shit. Already knows where I am?

CHARI BROWN. "c u when the lights go out.”

@sn TS - DIFFERENT ANGLES OF THE ELECTRONICS

réen, monitor, and electronic display gq
y the same moment. .Even Jack G's laptop

stunt. | There's even some scattered APPLAUSE.

INT. KINKO'S COPY SHOP - BALTIMORE -~ DAY

'—"—KEI—TJKEJ computer screens in here have blanked, cL.n_wh_u:h_ _

an cryptic message scrolls:

L4

PENS WHEN YOU ARE NO LONGER INSURED?"

T QUICK SHOTS - VARIOUS ~ DAY

L ——#s—the-messages appear on computer and TV screens t
f‘ﬁ:{?tco, George Washington U's library, etc]..

{CONTINUED)

15.

BROWN: "if it can't b done, why r u viol 3 ole

tunned or amused at what first appears to be 4 techno-
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i6.

"WHAT HAPPENS WHEN THE FOOD RUNS OUT?"

T —STARBUCKS CAFE - DAY

'CUS'Tom?:_RS with laptops, hooked in via Wi-Fi, al
L |the scroll, lattes frozen near their lip

' "mr'méms' WHEN THE WATER RUNS DRY?"

w CONSUMER ELECTRONICS SHOW (C.E.S.) - DAY

yptic messages.

That's my Jack. World speed record.
for fucking up. '

ROONEY

ks into her wrist mic.

ROONEY
Move in NOW!

CUT TO ~ BALTIMORE PD

begi'n push in at the doors, shutting off ¢
ﬂ'g nto the floor. All loocking for -

JACK G |

H ey. o‘arc} is locked up. His screen scrolls the same
es € as every screen in the hall. Helplessly )\ he look4
P eaes those Baltimore Cops moving in. '

WII ~ THE ELECTRONICS SHOW CROWD

"’51;110 , nearly every one of the five thousand fdces at the
1ow_is]transfixed by those scrolling words whicH appea® —
like e kind of advertising set-up awaiting a pun¢h fline.

—ex [THE“SCREENS |

FLL YOU DO WHEN THE POWER GOES OUT?"

L ALL BEAR WITNESS TO THE END OF THE EMP

i he catches a glimpse of Jack G cutting
Dtr f£i McClane starts weaving through the crg

PR
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' 'UP IN THE mTERs -'pmmm '

through those electron:l.c b:l.noculars
mova.ng through the streaming crowd

’ .

_ PANZARELLA
Got him! Wireless- section, headlng .
for Home 'rheater - wa:.t a. m:mutel

- PANZARELLA '{CONT D)
Target appears to be heading for a .
family reunion. ' Fifty feet - thirty
ten - _ e )

- MCCLANE
Happy to see me?
. . JACK G :
. " ... The hell? Why are you here"
MCCLANE '

Look who's talking! Now what kind
of stupid are you into’-"

-¥anks his arm from his father's grasp.
€| sees a BALTIMORE COP. The cop's emergl

Toljof the qun.

<ROANEY APPEARS

Her own'pistol out and closiﬁg on McClane.

ROONEY

_ - z re*Lla t:l.lts her POV up to catch sa.ght of McC
' olliisi¢n course with Jack G.. ,

17,

g

istol in his grip and the muzzle is risilyg. McCl- e
s_on instinct, pushing Jack G aside and closig
between himself and the cop. He traps the arm wit

elbow shot across the Cop 8 neck leaves McClane in

gun.

PUT THE GUN DOWN! -

MCCLANE .

YOU PUT THE GUN DOWN!

Mexican stand-off until Rooney feints,
g her gun.

ROONEY

.- okafz.

iefly

[

rigger when -

(CONTIN

(E}/&Iuey re-raises her qun, is squeezing the 4

1 48 3 )
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18.

| Mcciane | o
- Defemsively Fires. BAM BAM EAMI
1 I by the bullets and hits the floor.

SHQT -~ SCREAMS

PRENRINS Mot

MCCLANE

Goddammit!

an'rmom CONVENTION CENTER - DAY

_xuns cut of the parking structure with Mck
behind, dodging a tram, and turning underneath
is i ot a jog. These two men are- running f£lg

TOWN TRAFFIC - DAY

s are no longer green. Instead, they'xe all shut

S means more gridlocked cars with COPS Hoing theiy
tpb direct traffic. -

| COME JACK G AND MCCLANE

esn't dodge the cars. He runs xight ow

, roof, trunk. DRIVERS SHOUT. McClane proves not as
ounding from one car then crashing and dlenting the

. another, rolling .off and continuing th

MCCLANE
{(between breaths) : , -
Still -~ chasing - my own ~ KID!

3

105 TWENTIETH CENTURY Fox. No bupLicA@N WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

|

continues, with McClane sucking hard t¢
younger Jack G. ' '




19.
| snoppmc - DJ:"s'.rR'Ic'T -

Avenue, a canyon—l:.ke outdoor mall with|/even more
stalled traffic. McClane is no match for Jack G
ground.-with every ‘wheeze. At last, standing on
a Saturn McClane shouts a loud but w:.nded

. . MCCLANE (conm-n)
‘-‘I_J—_— ‘e a FINE! THAT'S - I'J.‘ I'M DONE'
With ak, McClane throws up a hand

He's got ng gs left.

MCCLANE (CONT ' D)

.+. RUN ME DOWN TILL I GOT NOTHIN'
- LEFT TO GIVE. - -

YARDS AHEAD .

' £ish who's been hooked, Jack G stops and sp
— JACK G
GIVE? WHAT DID YOU EVER GIVE ME?

hilp, the SATURN DRIVER,_:Ls out of his -car.

| SATURN DRIVER
Get off my car! '

. MCCLANE
Q Talkin' to my kid, here!_

JACK G

LERAVE ME ALONE, OLD MAN. YOU GOT
D NOTHIN' I WANT!
MCCLANE '
ENOW WHAT I GOT? I GOT FIFTY BUCKS
1 THAT SAYS YOU GET CLIPPED BY SUNDOWN!

ENLY| — ALARMS SOUND -

larms, entry alarms, bells, electrical, an s%mic.
nef{a r another, down the avenue and both s:.de of the
The noise is astonishing. Sidewalks load with
% and EMPLOYEES looking to get away from|the sudden
only to find that every single storefront's alarm is
Drivers step from their cars to see what all the

| Moze-alakms. More stunned people with "what the ho s
ru\iﬁ faces.

| ' (CONTINUED)
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QUICK SHOTS - MORE DOWNTOWN STREETS

ne, different zip code. An oblnox:i'.'ous-s ]
ear~splitting alarms. ‘ ' :

>4~ MCCLANE AND JACK G

Where Jack G tries to shou_t ovét t:hé _noise.

" JACK G
NOT GOIN' BACK TO JAIL!

and starts walking toward his son. Onl
Jruns, kicks off a car bumper and soars
ching a pasgsing -

s and angry, he watches Jack G ride away
trolley.  Suddenly, McClane finds his feet swept Ov

MCCLANE | . |
Q - Blright, pal. I'm gettin' off your
. Ccar - ) BN -

"1 t holes in her shirt. She's used a shotgun
'~ McClane'ls feet out from underneath him.

ROONEY
Warned you.

the butt end of the rifle, she smacks McClane{ hard
the face. -'

t'y\JT *ro—:l.z;cx: | -

A large filling station and mini-mart. We meet 4n aysted
STUCCO*s_plattered construction worker. As he gasgs
T pitkFup - thunk -~ the fuel stops flowing. The chii

8 umping. Annoyed, the Stucco man pounds|on

(]
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SWISH PAN TO - ANOTHER DPUMP

WOMAN .IN BUSINESS attire i

| the pump to accept her credit card.  She tries:
-only to have it declined. ' '

DER

: rypng at the filling station is having trouble - either
hg p s have stopped or credit cards are being g .

FOLLOWING STUCCO MAN

grily pushes through the doors to the J'n?-na(::)’

| sSTUCCO | |
I gave you fifty dollars cash and

. . the pump stopped at -
© - ' MINI-MART MAN

- I'm trying, okay? Nothing's
working. Everything just stopped -

[—Re—the firustrated MINI-MART ATTENDANT punches evt

on his automated system, ANGRY SHOUTS ARE HEARD.
The Mini~Mart Man runs around his counter to Yook

ry button
Heads tyrn.

O F

THE STREET - AN EXXON STATION

t the Amoco station. CUSTOMERS can't p
The GAS ISTATION OPERATOR has shut the doors whilk

CARGO TRUCK — NIGHT

ness. We're TIGHT ON MCCLANE, propped in a corner,
ickling from his right ear, and dirtied mead-to-tgi

from tussle and chase. When the rear doors open McCl

e's
sflam shut from a blast of headlights. Foot

steps. Then:

PANZARELLA (0.S.) .

*‘] Can’'t believe that's really him. "

BEEBOCK (0.S.)

Sure it's him. What were you
expecting?

'PANZARELIA (0.§.)
Like more hair for starters.

———HGGLHNE*F SQUINTED POV

hi cus returns. Seated on sﬁoois of fiberto e

in e bbhck of the cargo truck are Beebock, Panzarella, an

' (CONTINUED)
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" | ROONEY AprARs

- 'ok:mg pissed, she wears a th:r.n, bulletpr'
w:x.th three., center-cut imprints. - Beebock offers| &

— ; - BEEBOCK . .
: Hey. Have him sign your vest. Not

many can prove they got shot by the .
famous John ‘McClane,

H R

) PANZARELLA
Least nona that lived.

suddenly sn:.ffs the air, feigns a foul

MCCLANE
... Feds.

(off their looks)
Smells like asshqle to me.

 ROONEY
Uncuff him. C'mon, move!

'STRIAI. PARKING LOT -~ NIGHT

_ ter is parked, along with a tractor-—tral er rig,
satell;te truck, and that cargo truck from which

escorted by Rooney, Beebock, and Panza_rella.

.R.T. - TRAILER RIG - NIGHT .

- We follow McClane as he's pushed to

he” trailler. There we find a mapping table wher

a €d and handcuffed to a chair. He looks awful
d:.sappo:l.nted to see his father.

. No pupLicAIN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

ROONEY
Next best thing, family. And the
advice is always free.

/ JACK G |
I asked to see my Goddamn la er‘
{E .

, JACK G
Like he's going to say something I

wanna hear. You can blow me.

ROONEY '
Maybe dad's got something to say to
me.

McClane lis seated opposite Jack G and handcuffed]to chdir.
' coney ats herself between them, then addresse e

~ R005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX

* .
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ROONE! (CONT'D) ,
T011 get right to it. Who's your
son workzng with?  And what's your
: part in all ‘of this?

MCCLANE

All of wha.t"

ROONEY

Since your son's release, we've logged

- mass insurance failures, interruptions
in transportat;on, a gasollne crisis -

_ MCCLANE
- The day he gets out, you re gonna
roll him up over some blown fuses?

'RDONEY ‘ _ i
" Lifelines, Mr. McClane. Llfellnes

to a nervous, digitally dependent
nation.

(on her flngers)
Transportation, insurance and flnance,
food and water, emergency services,
telecommunlcatlons, and energy

MCCLANE -
"Family values." Think you forgot
that one -

BEEBOCK

=~ Everybody's here.

ROONEY
Put 'em up.

ROONEY , (CONT'D)
Meet John McClane, Versions 1.0 and
2.0.

(turnlng) T
On Com 1 thru 5 we've got Deputy

Director Wigand from DHS, Lee Stolz
from Justice, Mary Glover from NSA,
our civilian contractor Greg Pope,

and from the White House Assistant
Security Advisor Paul Neesen.

(CONTINUED)

rvpkd wall McClane faces comes to life with[vertical
eens ~ five conferencing modules, each with a _

er nt face - one woman and four men. Rooney introduces:

ats
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 ROONEY (CONT'D)
- Two years ago, “Junior" began serving
- a sentence for stealing and publishing
secure govermnment files. In doing
so, _he left digital fingerprints -
complex lines of code unique to him.
D.E.R.T.'s uncovered those same '
“fingerprints® in the ‘digital attacks
we've suffered today.

. JACK G ' _
Wasn't me. - :
 ROONEY . .
The electronics show. You were
plugged and playing with a friend.
Who was he and was it the 3 Day Game?

: . |  GLOVER (ON SCREEN)
I'm sorry. A "95““@?_"‘ :
[___;_
)
=
/
=31 [

ROONEY

blueprint for destruction, evolwved

. from an internet blog for super-

}
|

hackers. They posed a theory that -

Not a game anymore. More like a
in three days, a handful of hackers

could crash all our technology, send
America back to the Stone Age.
. | STOLZ {ON SCREEN) O
Why three days? '

| ROONEY | | -
It has to do with response time.

The bloggers calculated exactly how
fast the authorities’ could react.
Keep it under three days, the hacker

' could. theoretically destroy the system
\ faster than it.could defend itself,

, MCCLANE ,
Hate to the be the dick, but -

JACK G
- You? Hate to be the dick?

lismisses Jack G with a glance, then...

: MCCLANE ' .
What happened to all those billions .
we spent on homeland security?

long, guilt—laden pause, then.,..
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ifi H--::i:::::}: Ifﬁs'D.E;R;T's‘qpinion_th#t'it'é too

" ROONEY -

late to stop Day 1. But we think we
can hold them at Day 2 - .~ - :

- JACK G
-~ Day 2°?

“{shaking his head) .
Hope you're stocking up on batteries
- because the assholes doing this are
already loading Day 3! - o

. MCCLANE .
What happens on Day 3? .

: . JACK G -~ S
Day 1 is them just fucking with you.
Shut down the gas pumps, make you
late for dinner, set off some. alarms.
The beginnings of paniec. Day 2, the
heavy shit starts, banks, Wall Street,
crash the lifelines, screw with publi
confidence - but it's just a jerk
off to get the government chasing
it's tail. While you assholes are
busy trying to turn the phones ‘and
" TVs- 'back on, they're planning. to cut

the only lifeline that really counts.

_ (turns to McClane) . .

Power. Day 3. The only lifeline
left will be electricity and, when
the grids go, so goes America.

tares at his son, who lets the gravity

- JACK G (CONT'D)
- Pay 1, right. .

25.

POPE (ON TV)
So if you're not to blame, who is?

. -JACK G
Charlie Brown.

(off everyohe's look)

I don't know who he is. 1It's just
Some screen name that popped up when
I was trying to steal back nmy codes,

He shut me down faster than I could
say George Orwell.

slaps a list of names in front of Jack

ROONEY

Think any of these guys could be
Charlie Brown? '

[a

(CONTINUED)
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Ja
directinp

If the ipsult fits... Then Beebock interrupts.

(]

- Can you find him?

. . better idea than to let young McClane

2igns considering the, offer.

~ MCCLANE

. . JACK G |
- " (quickly scans): . .
These guys couldn't change my grades.
Listen. The Nuke Plant. That was a.
test to see if he could make Day 3
work. And he pulled it off. So o
unless you guys wanna look like my .
old man at a Wu Tang show, you've
-got 24 hours to disable the power
regulators - ' ' - '

DEPUTY WIGAND ,
~ Manually? Do you have a clue how
long that would take? Weeks. Months.

helmed Jack G looké”at_his father.

JACK G :
See what I mean? Ten steps ahead of
The Feds. '

ROONEY

DEPUTY WIGAND (ON SCREEN).
- Whoah, hey! For all we know, he's.
- partnered with. this Charlie Brown ~

POPE (ON SCREEN)
— Suppose he's correct. Suppose -
this Charlie Brown is already setting
the table for Day 3. Who's got a

JACK G
~ Sorry. Gotta ask my parole officer.

Jack G's not supposed to have fun
anymore. '

ROONEY
You might want to reconsider.

his answer across the table.

JACK G

There was this story my old man used
to tell me when I was a kid.
(then...)

It started with, "Go fuck yourself."

BEEBOCK
= Cap? You might wanna see this.

I5)

(DO(E

M- oaTIETU AENTHDY EAY NA DD INA ‘l WITHOHT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT

Then turns to 'célane;

PRIV Rt AN



Beéﬁbck plugs in the ﬁictures on h:i.s'.,:n'onitor’s..
behind McClane are replaced by LIVE HELICOPTER

| ROONEY.
Feed it. ' .

thirty-~

us FREIGHTERS stacked Up outside:

.- BEEBOCK . . . . -
That's the New York/Jersey Harbor.
Got similar Yeports from Nagansett,
Delaware, Soo Locks -

o N ) "ROONEY =
= Why the hell_ca.:_-_x'.t' they port?
| ‘ - BEEBOCK .~ .

On a

) pile of
CLERK is

HOP-RITE DRUG STORE -. DAY

a
QO

. N.P.A. computers mysteriouély flagged
each ship as carrying missiles from

North Korea.

'Re

1 LCD TV mounted at the CHECK-OUT .COUNT

neet a YOUNG MOM with her BABY. On the counter id a
necessities - baby food, formula. .Only the-EXPRESS
having trouble with: :

, EXPRESS CLERK
Got a credit card? Cuz your ATM
card isn'‘'t ~ :

!
=

/

RB

GOLD~-PLATED TOOTH (0.58.)
~ Yo, man. Just want my change back.

RA SWINGS to the NEXT CHECK-OUT COUNTER, where we
An with a GOLD-PLATED TOOTH for a centra incisqr.
GER manning the check-out is equally f1 oxed.

MANAGER

I know, I know. But I can't get the
cash drawer... '

(shouts)

Hey, Merv! Can ydu give this guy

UNTER .
Mine, top'. Whole system's down. Q
KTM(? Mom's baby starts crying. .

his eleven-fifty? My registexr's
kaput.

SWINGS to MERVIN over at the PHARMACY

PHARMACY MERVIN

TAGE of thoseé freighters jammed at the hirbor gatef. .

27..
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._EXT FEDERAL PRISONER TRAHSPORI VAN - NIGHT

Clane is being cuffed to the bench Roo v sea
herself next to McClane. =~ = :

L — o ROONEY
::::::::] Here's my read. You're retired, you
C ' .regret not spending time with Junior
when he was growing up, so you think
you should make up for lost time.
Only Jackie Boy's idea of a good
time doesn't include a reunion.
(then...)
I can charge you.. I can put you
away. ~ But we both know you don't
give a Goddamn what- -happens to you.
So here's what I'm.banklng on. You
care about your son's future.. Either

5 ' Jack helps us or he goes: away for a

very long time.

MCCLANE :
You're pretty sure of yourself

_ ROONEY .
Not at all. But I won't underestlmate
" a parent's instinct to save thelr
child. 1It's an hour drive to HQ.

suggest you and Jack make the most
of it.

ves to the door, gestures. Two FEDS es|
‘transport van, shackling him to the. opp

COPTER SHOT - HIGHWAY - DAX

PORT VAN is cradled by MOTORCYCLE COPS in tHE lead

DHS UNITS bahlnd The D.E.R.T. helicopiter provides
brt. T : :

SPORT VAN - IN MOTION -- THILIGHT

e TRANSPORT DRIVER,behlnd the wheel. A HHEAVY FED
rides Q—Ptgun in the passenger seat.

__._iULi_BBQK TO THE REAR - MCCLANE AND JACK G

f betwean them seems wider.

— | JACK G
(/”‘“\\/r’/” " You don't have a clue how I feel.

@05 TWENTIETH GENTURY FOX. NO DUELICA.N WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

‘ MCCILANE /
I know. End of "life as we know it®
and you're stuck with your old man. -
Must feel so... uncool. ' (i::i] :



'. 1 Lucky me. No gu:.lt assoc:n.at:.ons.

'Course, T'm not an accessory to
Ax:mageddon.. '

JACK G

You gotte bel:.eve I had noth:Lng to
. do w:.th it.

MCCLANE
1. You sa:.d the same thing about the
.f:.zz:.es in- the Holy Water.

I
\ . OAcK e

‘Hey. - You thought t.hat‘ was funny.
You laughed =

MCCLANE
~ See me 1augh:.ng now"

ooks in wa.th his father. McClane's dead]

Y us
JACK G _
{———- , You see me laughing? Shit's serious. ]
_ - It is grim. McClane clocks that Heavy Fed, then t vack
. to Jack G. He nods.

Something between them is understood.
MCCLANE
- | — FINE! TIF YOU WON'T DO IT MY WAY,
1 THEN CRAWL BACK TO YOUR MOM FOR ALL
I CARE! : .
Qac _ at once shocked - then gets the drift.

' ' . JACK G .
Why's it always gotta be about her?
-q-
MCCLANE
Oooh.

Jackie loves his Mommy? You
_I wish she .coulda picked you up from

jail! I got news for you, pal' She
r couldn't handle you!

JACK G
: Know what? She divorced you because
~ she hated you! That's because as a
husband and father? You sucked!

D e | Q

K%ﬁ/té?y feud going on in the rear of the van.

(CONTINUED)

29,
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_ 'MCCLANE . o
When'd you get your family therapist

license. Between bunky-love and
. lock~down? '

- -

qumes. -

_ .~ JACK G _

Do you have a clue what it was like
to grow up as your son? Every
teacher, bully - evexry coach, every
girl I wanted to date... They all
wanted to find out if I was just a
little bit like you. How could I
ever measure -up to-that? Shoulda
named me "Sue" instead of John --
John Fuckin' McClane!

MCCLANE -
Thanks for solving the mystery of my .
missing Johnny Cash. albums.

JACK G

You're not my father. You're a sperm
donor! o

@//7HOUT FOXS WRITTEN CONSENT.

| MCCLANE
. «+. Easy for you to say.
' (shakes the chains)

Otherwise, - you'd be too chicken shit
to talk that way to me,

JACK G
Anytime, old man!

MCCLANE

Oooh? Prison make you tough?
ik G| slams a foot into McClane's bench, forcing the Hea

v

fad to Turn.

) HEAVY FED
Cool out back there.

But McClhne has zeroed in on Jack G.

MCCLANE
Try it again tough guy.

‘hesitation, Jack G kicks at McClane agai
:::zgizgfzgr he connects. McClane twists and swing
‘ feet into Jack G's mid-section. Jack G

ot cking McClane in the face. Suddenly it
outvwar bf flying legs -

©m5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FQX. NO DUF_-'.’ll.l.CA’




THE HEAVY FED

' : rck s, -:uSh'i_.nQ to the'réar of the \fan.'-

L - ' HEAVY FED
- I said knock that shit -

ugly headstand, th '

up in the air, wrapping the chain .around  the Heavy

ick. A simple body twist from McClane sendsg
e floor. 'Slam!? :

FED -

-uggtes for his gun. But Jack G has it trappe
king Jat the holster until the gun tumbles .awa

MCCILANE

Keep driving or I'1ll break his Goddam
neck! . .

The Tranjsport Driver's foot stays on the gas. .M
.. tightens the chains around the Heavy Fed's neck.

' ' ' MCCLANE (CONT'D)
"~ Keys!
, @a Fed finds his coat pocket, grabs the kpyA d
on the bench next to Jack G. '
(/#‘;ﬁf/f/? MOMENTS LATER -
TLe '

] ] Fed and the Tran#port Driver are handcuffed
t——Mc€lane—and Jack G were. McClane checks the rear

Q

o

o
1

m
g
<

where

hree government sedans are seventy-five yfrds to thd
reai. e D.E.R.T. Helicopter overhead.

THE EL - JACK G

. : - >
Driving tith one hand, operating the on-board computier {with
erot . McClane appears.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
What you said back there. Mean it?

JACK G -
Every word. ’
MCCLANE
l: - Thought so.
" JACK G.
D : Where the hell are we?

(CONTINUED)

31, -
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: - .~ MCCLANE :
Westbound on 111, three miles East
of Willowbrook. o o

. JACK 6 3
- .And what kinda pull was that? Using
The Force, Obi Wan?

) MCCLANE -
Mile markers, road reflectors. Tells

a cop everything he needs to know.
(then...) - .

- Always thought of myself as more of

If I can change the
URIL: and backscat to a thousand ises,

maybe I can figure out who Charlie
Brown is. '

' a Han Solo guy.
“ _ . JACK G - -
; I need to hook in. Something fast,
. T-3 or better.
‘lllllllI!!'

hasn't a glimmer what Jack G just said.

| : MCCLANE '
{ " 8well. Figured a way out of the
- parade yet? '

Back on Jack G. He hasn't a ¢lue.

' MCCLANE '(CONT'D)

.~ Out of the driver's seat.

. JACK G
You got a problem with my driving?

MCCLANE
The problem with your driving is

32.

r.to

' | there's no problem. Wait for me to ,
get my foot on the gas, then you
] slide over me.. _ :
' McC uts hig left foot on the gas, reaches arouig %ack G
v
the

MCCLANE (CONT'D)

| gets] hold of the steering wheel. Jack G slides
' ‘nger seat. .

Seat belt on.

belt. The son follows suit. :

JACK G
l I don't see an off-ramp.

fﬁ? radio squawks:

Wwpuld argue, but he sees his father is buckli

. . . . . . ) e ' | Ti :.
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] S ©  ROOREY (OVER RADIO)

Transport come back? -

POV of-the convoy. She keys her radio:

ROONEY _
. "I said, Transport come back -
Isﬁdlenly_ the_tran&port van brakes and swerves!

“ROONEY (CONT'D)

Oh no!

Y - TRANSPORT CONVOY - NIGHT

F-vernment sedans brake whlle McClane wheels
van har

ent, not daring to follow.

eeps hold of the wheel dodging trees.li

JACK G
YOU—KNOW—WHERE—YOU—ARE—
NOW?

lances at the passing trees.

MCCLANE
SHERWOOD FOREST?

Nothiing—pbut more trees.

._JIN'I.‘ D E.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FI.IGHT - TWILIGHT

1t The sedans brake and slide up the edqg

SPORT VAN - BOUNCING DOWN THE WOODED SIL

33.

th

IN 5HE EAR

Hea Fed and the Transport Driver:

HEAVY FED/TRANSPORT DRIVER

AMAAAHHHHHHHH '

INT. D.E{R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - TWILIGHT

e icopter banks.

ROONEY
Get them back on visual.

The trangport van can't be seen but for the viole
casional tree.

)

nt[shak%

ng
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34,

Jexe. TRANSPORT VAN - THROUGH THE w'oons - n:cc’ir.t‘"_ |
' e transport van caréens off a tree - ki
boulder, slides, - up on. two wheels _
.iws;;——‘aa—mrm TRANSPORT VAN

MCCLANE
Bottom .comin' -upt

Lt AN O

udfeglyl, there's no more trees, only dirt as the/
van touches down.

port varn comes to rest at the bottom of\a c:a.nyon,
i a string of h:.gh-tens:n.on power l::.nes.

- JACK G

believe he's still alive.

JACK G :
... Now I know why nom’ wouldn't let -
you dr:.ve car pool _ :

INT D.E.R.T. BELICOPTER - IN F’LIGHT - NIGHT

® WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

ing around over the power, lz.nes, Rooney and tF
look argund. There's absolutely no s:.gn of the

Ro ney is pissed. |
i ROONEY

K—-\/ We're gonna need dogs.
: IE§SOI.VE TO:

DED AREA ~ NIGHT

/ ashlights, and COPS on foot,

o 7
"i‘iﬁs, we see wheel tracks, then -

We see tho%e power

corp

OVER HERE, -

GUT |TO - THE TRANSPORT VAN

hder a pile of heavy brush. The rear dodrs—ere-puiled
>xeveal the Heavy Fed and the Transport Driver. Of
3% ere is no sign of McClane or Jack G.

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICAT
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. sounds, but McClane ignores it, openin
d\d cx ing in underneath the steerlng column
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' _'_W:.th a screwdr:.ver, he pr:Les at the :Lg'n:.t:.on sw:Lt

ISR pp—_

"|He simply 1:|.fts a loose piece of c:.nder-block an}
‘ _ bumper. BLAM! The airbag explodes Jus
‘McClane's$s head. . _ :

- MCCLANE

Hey!

- Jack G p}Lop's into the passengefr: seat, puts a hus
' i ips. He points to the "ONSTAR" button.

ONSTAR OPERATOR
OnStar emergency. We detected an .
, a:i.r bag deployment -

terrupts, conv:.ncxngly hyster:.cal

JACK G
- Please! We hit a BIG TREE.

dad's having a heart attack! I thlnk
he's gonna die!

ONSTAR OPERATOR
Hang on while we contact emergency

services. Can I have your name .

please?

~ JACK G
He's dying! I can drlve him to a
hospital but the engine's stalled
and ‘I can't get the key to turn!
Please just start the car!

. ONSTAR OPERATOR
May I have your name please? '
or his fa r

JACK G

- Stevie Seaver! My dad's name is
David Seaver! PLEASE HELP US!!!

ONSTAR OPERATOR
Emergency Services are on the way -

JACK G
- If my daddy dies, I swear I'm going

to sue you and your whole Goddamn
family! So start the Goddamn car,
lady - before my daddy Goddamn dies!?

(CONTINUED)
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| A beat-,' the'n_f_th'e alarm on the'":C'adillaé stops .a_md‘ f pg) _e'--' »
miraculously turns over. With that done, Jack G /takgs tha
' Me€lane used to break the win ; ,

_ idshield and smashes the |
‘microphone.. Off the look from his father. N

L——"2 7 . JACK G (CONT'D)
: I Kinda shit I learned in pPrison.

: MCCLANE .
Call that a prison? More like da

camp for delinquent frat boys.
ops the car 'inﬁ;o" gear.

| JACK G o
Wait. Maybe I should drive. ' You
just had a heart attack.

MCCLANE

—

‘McClanexs foot hits the gas, he throws the car i
unches up the ramp toward the gate. CRASH.
. wog a4z ﬂ‘[ :

screen w,

2 security gate off the hinges.

¥ —ﬁ;;LLLITE SHOT ~ DAY '

- Just as the sun breaches the horizo}l, we ZOOM ON |[the Southe
' attan. Tighter and tighter until we'

a Caddy my flag-waving right.

RSIDE CONDCG COMPLEX - DAWN

'UP as the Cadillac surges into a dawning\day.
read: o _

"} Nice try. o . _
JACK G '
I can steal it -~ but I can't handle
it? , | ,
I . MCCLANE | -
"No. I'm retired. That makes -dl_:ivin' AU

DAY 2

tr in our sights.
NT

(0=

young, BUTTONED-DOWN trader notices a "trend" d

STREET INVESTMENT FIRM - DAY

BUTTONED-DOWN

Gettin' nothing but sell-side on the
E.T.S.

n

8\: WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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.+ CORN ROWS
Anything I wanna buy?

BUTTONED -DOWN

Naﬁg your symbol, dude. It's ail

Y f—

going South -

- The slick trader in the CORN ROWS stands over B

— down'?' houlder. :
>__1_f~fi CORN ROWS

Holy shit!

THE NEW YORK STOCK EXCHANGE - DAY

action. In what looks-like standard tradi we sge
OCK SPECIALIST push into the mass of TRADERS, \holding up
ogk sheet. : _ ST

_ SPECIALIST . _
- N.W.S. Hundred thousand shares.
SELL!

Next ¢ombs a tidal wave of Traders, all sScreaming

CUT TO -~ THE BIG BOARD

//,Ehe_nggﬁfrs spin. Stocks are plummeting.
(T
L The -Elec

CK SHOTS -~ MORE WALL STREET INVESTMENT F)
tronic Trading System is locked up. Tras

in anger,

b .
) DOOMED TRADER
What happened to the Goddamn safeties.

Jesus Christ! Why's this happening
r,,,ff*"”’ to me. '

%I HIGH SHOT - WALL STREET. - DAY

Traders—£rom various banking houses are shouting out] windows.
We PULL BACK WIDER to see the entire "street" is in k yocal
PL!!GJ, -

INT. THE] SYLVAN LEARNING CENTER - DAY

W a SOCCER MOM carrying a tray of steaming Starbucks
Her FIVE-YEAR-OLD runs ahead of her and i

IDSlROOM
l' " Here we Find a pastel semicircle of computers park
——of~buarrbag chairs where TODDLERS and PRESCHOO S
c erjgames. Conspicuously amongst the childie

d ho:mﬁleb—surfs at warp speed.

(CONT

!
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Tt bbb d AL AL

Turn and

.U_

l______

@2

T I'MCCLANE
they roll slowly down the boulevard. Two of th

1 eir vehicles. This is where that Socc
. up one - those steaming lattes to McClane.

McClan still eyeing the cops on the street, crofses ove
@ There's a s:.x-year—old WHIZ KID help ng him.
MCCLANE (CONT'D) - Q

stares down at the Whiz Kid.

1

=5

.near .the door ; .McClane clocks four POLY E

park. With the streeét flanked, the LO

SOCCER MOM
Looks like you could use one.

MCCLANE
. en Yeah_, thanks.

SOCCER MOM
So which genius is yours?

MCCLANE i
Over there. The man-sized boy.

SOCCER MOM
Oh... The Special Needs child.
(closer; whispers)
Asperger's Syndrome?

MCCLANE
Hamburger's Syndrome. Not enough
Happy Meals, know what I mean?

Find Charlie ‘Brown yet? Because we
gotta move. '

WHIZ KIDb

Workln' on it. Try the Dead Man 8
-Switch, '

MCCLANE
How old are you? ﬁight?

. WHIZ KID
I'm six. How old are you?

.from McClane, who wisely goes back to his post.

WHIZ KID (CONT'D}
Who's the foss:.l"

.. JACK @
. My dad.

38.

L)
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WHIZ KID. -

.came back. -

. WHIZ KID
Confused Deputy?

JACK G

Shit.
CR A
al éops arrive. They're' assembling' at t
et.
S ' MCCLANE

l_—-'_J .| Who's up for Chuck E Cheese?

4 dad is buyin'! :
' EXT. SYLVAN LEARNING CENTER - DAY

smal_l m
walks close to McClane.

A

JBCK G

week and I couldn't find him.

_ MCCY.ANE
We don't have a week.

McClatre-lrgently gestures toyard -

JHE

ACROSS THE STREET

SECURITY AND TRUST BANK.

- BLUE COLI&AR
' Bank's supposed to be open -~

LOCAL coOP

Sl Ty se 50:.‘:_:y_. Hey. Com:huﬁicating’
' ¥ - > Conspirator? ' ' E
. JACK G

Both buffers and zones, bounced and

ypes the Linux search - waits - then come

Charlie Brown's a ghost. Give m

Where a pmall crowd grows in front of the PENNS_!]‘.VANIA

Those Local Cops armed Wi

pre/assembled in front of a BLUE COLLAR man with bal fists.

=~ Temporarily closed. Go find an
el |

Jack's

3 Qvex, those MOMS and with their SYLVAN KIDS ¢xit onto
@ dewalk, McClane and Jack G slung in the miAd
- The Local Cops pay them no mind at af

e a

39,

atons

[

(CONTINUED)
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BLUE »cbm.

T m ATMs arent t working! ' It's my money. /
1 — and I need my money today! _

- LOCAYL COP
Look, buddy. Why don't you come
back tomorxow - . -

o BLUE COLLAR
- OPEN THE FUCKIN' DOORS!

. POV SHOT|

ndred yards away, Mcclan_e and Jack G are get] &
he Cadijllac. From here they see the Blue Collay hay Sh
: to the bank, only to be felled with a blow from a

op's baton. The Local Cops swarm as the situation
g out of control. -

JACK G
Gotta know this is happening
everywhere right now. :

_ MCCLANE |
Like you said. Day 2.  Everybody
chases thei_:r.f tails.

EXT. CADILLAC - IN MOTION - DAY

Roaring\down the highwaj, McClane behind the wheed
: g e nav-system. o

— JACK G |
_ Gotta get to Greg Pope. - He knows
D 2ll the shortcuts through The Grid.
; k MCCLANE =~ |
' - ~ Wheelchair Guy? He's just gonna
-t ‘hand you back to the Feds.
~] [: , JACK G

- ‘Gotta take that risk. .Pope's a
civilj.an. .. Total stand alone. He
was the first one to map The Grid.
If I can't find Charlie Brown  maybe
I can put up some road blocks -

ULf McClane's look.

JACK G (CONT'D)
The Grid, you know? The pipes.
Its' everything that keeps us

connected. Pope? Pope made millions
mapping it, selling it... He tried

. to show where it was vulnerable, but
("\/ the stupid government didn't pay

D i enough attention.

40.

ot tANAY

i
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o | MCCLANE
- Chaxlie Brown did. -

'EXT. VISITORS GATE — MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA - DAY
. EITEW reveals flagpoles with team'banﬁersl
' _the bredze. PULL BACK to reveal Jack G, arguing
Motorola GATE GUARD in front of one of the huge,

:l,' -gates _

I don't have an appointment.. Just

e call Pope's office and say it's Jack
.\F\\\\;*<~\\ Generro -~ wait. John McClane Jr.

. , Tell him - T

" GATE GUARD :
- Make an appointment and they'1ll
Put you on the sheet. When you're
on the sheet, you get in.

MCCLANE (0.S5.)
That's okay. He'll make ‘an
appointment. Have a nice day.

. - McClane smiles and waves passively at the Gate Guard.

CuT TO INSIDE THE CADILLAC

Jack G flops into the passenger seat. (:::::)
' MCCLANE (CONT'D)

Did you really think he was gonna
see you?

JACK G _
. When I hacked the IRS? I red-flagged
© America's top ten civilian contractors

for audits. You'd think Pope'd want
to see me just to kick ny ass.

. : -
"“_EEC{EEE:Fives an approving smirk, puts the Cadillac 'nﬁo
v———Tev; 7 draws the car back twenty feet, then br

MCCLANE
Remember when I taught you to swim?

JACK G
You didn't teach me. You just threw
me in the water and said, "Paddle,
Jack. Paddle and quack like a duck."

) L———McEi&ne—Lrops the car into drive,- then hits the

The .Cadillac blows through the gate.

a% pedal

{CONTINIIED)Y

- ©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICATION WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.




42,

S _ o JACK G (CONT'D) - .. .
N e Will you stop crashing through things?

Quack, -Quaé ; quack.

BRI S Hu A

WIDER

ena .

McClape gquns the Cadillac across the parking lot, Yirclifig
d a o : ' , ' '
‘—LIZ_.

bﬂn's GLASS WINDOWED OFFICE - DAY

e_see a MAN IN A WHEELCHATR pushed up to a flodr t'—
indow™— Outside, we see that Caddy running a wide\gy =
RLE jhe arena. The REVERSE SHOT of the wheelbhair man
8 that he's none other than GREG .POPE.

EXT. PARKING LOT - MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA ~ DAY

@ Py¥ss between father and son, then McClane fwists the
wheel Oward the arena and hits the brakes. MccC/

ely thrusts both his hands out the open
oes the same. : '

. MCCLANE
DON'T SHOOT, DON'T SHOOT! !t

SECURITY GUARDS shove guns into McClane's face
MeanwhiNe, a thick, suited man named ROOSEVELT pwlls open

- -s enger door.  Out spills Jack G:

JACK G S _ ROOSEVEL Q
: I how to stop o - Shut the hell jp!
arlje Brown, okay? - : shut your mouth and keep
D T Pope I know - your hands -

A—thinVOICE comes from the Nextel ‘Phone clipped to
o) 's pocket: ] , . :

POPE. (0.S.)

] Let '‘em in, Rosey... Pleéée, let 'em b
in., o e
200 changes tack, smiles and leads the wayy e&tiny

the|slight limp of a former athlete.

S ELEVATOR ~ DAY

and Jack G step on, followed by the limping Rétsevelt.

| ROOSEVELT
Damn knee. Ain't what it was when I
was playing.

+ Roosevelt is pulling on white gloves.
[jOt ce oosevelt's gold, Superbowl ring.
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Both ' share a laugh.
' I l | JACK G

- What're the gloves for?

RE'S OFFICE COMPLEX - DAY.

pft is WASH, a doppelganger for Roosevellk.
it a former NBA player named BLUE. All wear ame
ptton gloves. ' S '

E;;;;;)ap roaches with two spare pairs-of white gf

POPE'S PRIVATE OFFICE

- 43,
Superbowl twenty-five, right? Giants
and Buffalo? . - :

B ROOSEVELT |
Was a ‘good game. Long as. you didn't
take the points. :

ROOSEVELT -
Man's a cripple and a germaphobe.
But like he says. We're all.
handicapped. : L

hnd. Jack G are led through a short corridor decorated
amed photos of classic, Detroit muscle cats

MCCLANE . '
Forgot to pay my Mickey Mouse Club
dues. How dumb do I feel?

o)

GABBY
For him. Please.

.~

nd Jack G, white gloves on, enter this

£flpor to ceiling windows we see the flagpole

oom which
a ars—to be nearly packed up and ready to move Through

outside

arena.. Pope enters, his wheelchair attended by
e and thin. :

>

POPE

Gabby .

.+. McClane. Versions 1.0 and-2.0.

cClane fistles at the insulk.

now own the team?

— McClane b
JACK G
f:] :% Do you live to embarrass me?

MCCLANE
Can I ask you something? Is it -some
kind of fad or something? All you
geeks who could never make the team (::::}

{CONTINITEDA
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.~ MCCLANE | o
I'm your dad. Embarrassing you comes
with the job. ' g

POPE
—~— "Fad." Been awhile since I heard
that one. Think the word these days
is "trend." ' : :

MCCLANE . .
Okay. So what's the "trend" today?
America's on the brink of disaster
so you're taking some "personal days?"

POPE
As soon as humanly possible. Question)
is, why aren't you? : '

MCCLANE
Because Day 3 is tomorrow.

POPE ' :
And you think you can stop it?

JACK G .
No. But I might be able to delay
~it. With your help, I mean. Put
something in Charlie Brown's way.
Force him to make a mistake -

, ' POPE :
~ The mistake is waiting around fox
- Biblical events to occur. America
is sitting on a bomb that's about to -~

MCCLANE o
~ Hey Mr. Leaving On a Jet Plane.
You gonna help or what?

JACK G , :
Please. The only one who knows The
Grid better than Charlie Brown is
you. :

>

POPE
I'm just a simple mapmaker. .You
were inside his network. How's he
doing it?

ac es a beat, digging at his own brain.

: JACK G
-+ - He must’'ve built the model using
] a Blitz Catexpillar. I also know he

jacked my Usenix codes with a stick
module, '

: (MORE)
R




45,

_ . JACK G (CONT'D) - . . -

O R But I don't get how he could gas’ the

. _ : conversion speed - infect all those
I systems at once.

POPE '
Mavbe w:.th an FSB tool. Or if he

had some kind of traceable mark-up
language -

JACK G '
- What about a Zooko Trxangle"

JACK. G (CONT‘D)
That's gotta be it. Then he ran

PetNames - l:x.ke Ivanhoe or Baby
Brother - _

EOPE
— He wouldn't have to break through

firewalls if he was only r:Ld:Lng the
bots.

W

CLOSE ON - MCCLANE

. He cautiously obsef:ves the 'wort-:l piay between Jack G and Pope.
- " JACK G

If you could hook me in. Some entry

that's clean ~ unroutable - I'm

talking Four Corners of Identity

clean. I could get inside and slow
‘down Charlie Brown.

POPE '
You'd need some kind of hub. Only
-8ix places in the country have that

kind of access. And I couldn't get
you in if I tried.

MCCLANE .

@M@

Try harder.

POPE

J How about the feds? What do'you
think they know? C

hakes his head. Gabby returns and whispers thing

POPE (CONT'D)

., " J W:Lll You excuse me for a moment? D

You need anything, just ask Gabby.

Mls Pope around and EXITS. McClane look$ at Gabby

S : ' (CONTI‘NU]J.?D}
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L MCCLANE
" ] I mneed to ‘take a leak.
g | | JACK G .
°—l Me, too.

'CLOSE OM - GABBY

R A

hlll-r- oo

| _I—A_'_xlns crossed, put-on smile. She's unimpressed.

' GABBY
Ah ‘the soph:.st:.cated male.

. POPE' S BATHROOM - DAY

gd McClane and Jack G are washing hands
water coming from the faucet -

JBCK G
~ Pope is Charlie Brown.

MCCLANE

Way ahead of you. We gotta take

them down and stop this shit in time

: ' JACK G - |

© = Take them down? There's like - -

How we- gonna take them - .
.

|
|
i
t
i

MCCLANE
— Shut up and listen. 1I'1l go first,

take out big guy in the track suit.
You go for the girl and -

JACK G
- Why do I get the girl? Don't think
I can take the gquy -

| MCCLANE .

~ Be happy. Young stud always gets
the girl. You xeady? On three.
One - two - : ' :

/A&J@@

ane throws open the bath::t)om door to find -

BY
[ _1e

o

et of her unleashing a single kick-blo e's

ul
co-.
z
Q
&)
=z .
E,
&
=
0.
S¢
O
w
i* .
)
O
X
v
=
<
O
Y
o
:).
D.
- Q.
=
><'.
O
[
>
r
-
—
z
1
O
E.
Ll
.
=
2
D
L]

he ending him soaring backward into the cabinet. McClane
ig imself,
MCCLANE (CONT'D) a
... Anytime, Jack! - &
————whe-—-rest happens very fast. McClane charges out
b

epnts, centers herself, than spins McClane¢ i
i hold,




: McClane struggles, try:mg to get some lc:.nd of -levera
1 Y merely unco:.ls herself and’ releases Mccla.n

THE WINDOW

Esls shatters as McClane careens out the wi.

PUSH IN ON - JACK G

. MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA ~ SCENE CONT'D

. M
>them:u‘] ; catching hold of an American flag flutte ing fro

of those flagpoles. 'The American flag tears,

the grommets. Tangled with. those stars and stripes; McClane

Yo the sod He stirs, groans...

 TO - POPE

merlocked by big Blue, horrified and sho k—_.. .

JACK G
- But you're supposed to be a cr:.pple -

nges at Jack G. They're face to face.

POPE '
~ Pope's a deformed, half-man sell-

out. But Charlie Brown? He wants
to push the reset button, flush the

whole system.

(steps back)

And you. You're the patsy. The

rebel with a cause. Hates authority.

A warm body who takes the blame for
all of it.

ON - JACK G

against Blue, once more steal:.ng a view{o ﬂ
indow. Where McClane once lay in a heap e_has! nd

47.
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EXT. PARKING LOT ~ MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA - DAY

nd,bat-te:-:ed, McClane thumps into the Cagflillac,

| the door latch, then collapses into the driver's| se

T

Rips open the passenger door, pistol out and level
F' head. - : '

ROOSEVELT .
Maybe you're not getting the message.

1lifts his hands up.

"MCCLANE -
... Can T ask you one question?
“ 7 {finds a breath) . " :
What's the worst part of steroids?

The swelled head or the shrunk dick?

drops the car into reverse and pounds on 5—G3S
he Caddy lurches backward. To avoid geltfing sWe
oxr, Roosevelt dives into the car. That] pistol ;
Lane's face. - McClane pushes it away just B2
1! The bullets miss, starring the windshi
Roosevelt can retrain the gun, McClane gets a hand\gn .~
- Roosevelt's wrist. Roosevelt's free hand grabs for McClane.
eering wheel twists and the car careens bac d th
the twenty-foot glass window of the arena.

——nenr-Mc

Shey behind .her, Panzarella -plays back thé¢
i of Jack G. :

- JACK G'S VOICE

"~ If my daddy dies, I swear I'm
going to sue you and your whole
Goddamn family!"” ' :

PENZARELLA

The voice is a match, And the car
is -~

(checks location)

: ~ Near Philly. Parked at the Motorola
l ' Sports Arena.

D Rcreen, Panzarella overlays the OnStar tracker with a

ive; ellite picture. Click as Panzarella zoomg-in and -
BEEBOCK
Not at the Motorola Sports Arena.
The car is in the Motorola Sports
N Arena.
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INT. FIRST CONCOURSE - MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA -

portable VENDORS STATIONS.

Beer kegs explode.’

unimpeadqd by hockey.and_hoop-uniforms.

rin

escalatqr carries it upward.

' IN THE CAR - at

MCCLANE
How's! That! RKnee! Now!

pu j holes in McClane's face with that Super

~CIO$E PN - THE BROKEN ONSTAR SPEAKER

Out ich comes a cracked yoice:

ROONEY (OVER CAR SPEAKER)
John or Jack McClané. Can you hear

I IS l me? This is Rooney of the -

MCCLANE
~ POPE IS CHARLIE BROWN!

L.R.T. TRAILER RIG - DAY
. :mansmission, McClane's voice is a mix of
_ i d garble.

" _The Cadilllac, still surging'in.:everéa,ldrashes

~ McClane and Roosevelt in a death grip

-hljianfps ripping through the interior, then the bzt
{ - shatfering the safety glass. ' :

SHOP - the Caddy crushes through the windo ¢ £

- with'Both,hands grappling, throws a leg
g wheel, the car twists and explodes from -3
SRreens off a steel pillar, then hauls headlong for

s“re'en°“9h: °n;séreen we see the 1ittiéﬁﬁlinking urser
' | THhATIsTthe stolen Caddy moving inside the Motorgl

impact, the 9mm is'pinched between the dash

a windshield. As Roosevelt stretches for it, McgG
(/”znﬂg;a\slbow onto Roosavelt's hyper-extended knec
Saia LT

LT - the knee-blows hurt, but he's played Mn pain
@rimacing, only inches from retrieving the Ppistdl.
r he lunges at McClane with a hammering right fist

lBowl ring

a {Jport:

CE

flulaT

[ Falast, a

19.
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- ° BEEBOCK |
_ : _ Thlnk he sald somethlng is "Brown" -

. ROONEY
- Charlle Brown!

{into the mic)

Onstar Operator? Did you heaxr the
subject say -

.| - : MCCLANE (OVER SPEAKER)
: = PO - IS ~-- RLIE -

-—“*iﬂTT“MBTBROLA SPORTS ARENA — SCENE CONT'D.

'cC1aﬁe.tékes another Ffist in the face.

’EL ~ The Caddy falls out of the escalato
5. _backward.

= is thrown into the seat. His eyes
halt lies ahead -  the glass doorxs to the lud
The Caddy smashes through. It's all :
can do but grab the wheel, try to steer the speed?
with one hand, and gr&b for the gun with the other.

Ltmxmz' UITE CORRIDOR - The Caddy roars through

' a. thirty, forty, fifty MPH.

ROONEY (OVER CAR SPEAKER)
McClane? .If you can hear -

ROOSEVELT :
~ Shut up, bitch! I'm trying to .
drive! -

T - Smashes his fist into what's left of|the
aker assembly, shattering the unit. :

wedged into the foot wéll, hand on the ga w{en -

‘ﬁ : ROOSEVELT (CONT 'D)
~ BRAKES, MAN!

HCCLRNE
" SAY YOU WANNA GO FASTER?

ROOSEVELT
HIT THE BRAKES AND I'LL LET YOU LIVE'

: MCCLANE
GIMME THE GON!

(A

e R, Y
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] |Ne? Meciane reaches up,: pulls on the steering whes
' - can feel_‘ the Caddy swerve hard. .~ . '

_lmr. porE's oFFicE surTe - pav

i d&sh:ifrig; grabbing last minute items, ya
ives on computers, all while. on the cell-p

= GABBY . . - -
N | 1 | - Pulling all the drives. We're
, ' { leaving in the chopper now -

h

in front of her explodes as the grill o
is upon her. Gabby sees Roosevelt, Roosevé
by Jupt as car hits her head on. . '

LT - dives into the back seat.

”~ MCCLANEN\- sees Roosevelt dive - beé_i: - he pulls his hand off
ce erator and hits the brakes. _
GABBY as the car brakes just short of those fldor eiling
windoys7) she's rocked backwards into the glass, -

- - —PR TE HELIPAD - MOTOROLA _SPORTS ARENA - DAY

" " SLOW MOTION shot of the private helicopter , Blue meghand

a zip-tied Jack G, Pope in the lead, Wash pushing Pope in

eelchair. All turning their heads in synchronized
They see - .

sly tumbling from that busted,. window. O

stches his girlfriend die.

OV - MCCLANE IN THE CADDY

 from the footwell in time to see Pope, Biup, [Wash,
G momentarily frozen gpear the hélicopter.

e pavenment.

MCCLANE

4 I flunked charm school. m
. Reaches pver the back seat and puts McClane intola
g |

{CONTINUED)

< =N
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BACK TO BELICOPTER

@k G bolts, duck:.ng underneath the tail

the helicopter. and running full tilt, hands still
Blue sta:r:ts to chase, :

setter of gettn.ng into this impossible ch
o the chopper _

2\BACK IN THE CADILLAC. McClane is being cho
Aneman. So McClane throws the car into

the gas.
THE DY - smashes through three walls in a rowj -~ -
.= tﬁen luxury suite, ripping up five rows of|luXury seadts
and so :.ng into -~
THE ARENA

e window with nothing to stop it but tH
and the steel cabling from a window-washiy

lac ends up suspended, sl:l.ghtly swinging
71 rear wheels still spinning.

" Cpoperrans coox
ﬂuscovers Roosevelt, hanging from the rear bumper.

: ROOSEVELT
=] E .-. Help me,

MCCLANE
] Where's Pope going “with my son?

ari

ROOSEVELT . '
Swear to God, mister. I got k:.ds '
too. Help me and 1'l1l help you.

~continnes to dangerously swing. McClane the
belt, wraps it around his wrist, then s owly eakes
ver the trunk. #He's reaching for and c
seévelt's Super Bowl ring hand. McClane growl

/—\/ Where?

hlmsel fe

MCCLANE




‘ e casual in pose. They shout over the s
_ elicop er rotors. '
: MR. FRANK :
-~ MR. POPE. WE WEREN'T EXPECTIN

ROOSEVELT
Mary - Land -

» the cable suspending the car gives way
drops toward the seats and snaps to a g

~ MCCLANE'S HAND

elt slips from his grip.  McClane has tb %
. Just as Roosevelt's body hits the seatk below.

2 ON ~ THE SUPERBOWL RING

surprised McClane finds in the middle of
gne rights himself, he slips on thée Super Bowl ring

, MCCLANE . - )
[—___——;; Sorxy pal. Didn't take the points.
EXT. ROADWAY ~ DAY '

tied behind his back, Jack G running full-
i e of the blacktop, throwing a look behi
yone is chasing him. Finally, he slows/and makes
turn. But as we watch Jack G staring bhc
of The Motorola Sports Arena, the horilko!
ith POLICE CARS and EMS UNITS. Jack G urns
ing charge, and ducks into the brush.

FARM - DUSK

hing. Farm house, barn, grain silo. Pope's
er lands. PULL BACK to reveal the sinewy LYDIA,

one of Pope's misfits, with her flattenell boxer's
e, miflitary tattoos, and glass eye. She rolls upy a

INTROGDUCING ~ MR. FRANK

Unlike

e rest of the Pope crew, this Polo-shirted guy is
bund—of—the

YOU UNTIL -

| POPE | Q
(/*-\f//” ~ CHANGE OF PLAN! WHAT'S HAPPENING

WITH DAY 32

£ ORI TATI YIS IRY

xr, assists Blue in helping Pope from the helli¢opter.

= v

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICATION WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.



54,

o ' MR. FRANK =
, ON scuEDULE 'RIGHT NOW, WE'RE
! PREPARING TO SHUT DOWN EMERGENCY
SERVICES —_

| . POPE
- SO WHAT'S KEEPING YOU?

Blue pushes Popé toward the farin house.

chases Mr, Frank, twisting through thE
then into a CELLAR DOOR. Mr. Frank ma

We're ill with Mr. Frank as he sl:.des through a steel door,

:m a t:Lght, former Cold War styled bunker gémplex

Here fe meet Mr. Frank's cyber-savvy co-horts - -.-.@
pnd the Quebec-born OLIVIER. They're swivel=sgated

amongst B stacks of computers, servers, routers,
of large, h::.—res screens.

' butcher paper , on which are scrawled D}
Under each day or plans, plots, inst

' MR. FRANK
Change of plan.

KRISPY

Change of plan" What's that supposed
t:o mean - "

_ MR. FRANK
- He's Greg Bloody Pope. So it means
whatever the hell he wants it to
J mean! Heads in the game, boys.
~ Where are we with the EMS package?

- OLIVIER
Almost there.

UTER SCREEN

‘Olivier assemble lines of code, then negtly packaging
ém into icons, On ANOTHER SCREEN, we see the NORTHEASTE

deRGENiY SERVICES: NETWORK page. Icons are moved,
‘ 2w ely punched. o '

)

5
2N
fu
Q
]
2"
]
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| OLIVIER (CONT'D)
Done. S o

MR. FRANK
Send it. R

_CLOSE ON ~ OLIVIER'S INDEX FINGER

— Simpl:
| fode e

£ 're digitized, then shot aﬁ'ligﬁt-SPeedﬁ
optic gables‘_ '

] FARM HOUSE ~ DUSK

another SPFX shot,_we're'hurledhfroﬁ a_HiCROWA 5.1
into space, bounced off a satellite, and...

OITAL EMERGENCY ROOM -~ HANFORD P.A.

£ EMTs rushes a PATIENT on é'gutney thro
d doors. ' ' o : -

PITAL EMERGENCY ROOM - HANFORD P.A. - DU§

' As the EMTs wheel the patient into the E.R., we see &
- m ively OVERCROWDED SITUATION, wall to wall, cl

DY PEOPLE and a HEFTY NURSE holding up a

HEFTY NURSE
Nuh uh. We are full up!

, PARAMEDIC .
You gotta. Dispatch said you guys
are it!

HEFTY NURSE

Well Dispatch can kiss my sweet ass,
] cuz for some reason, they're saying

we're it for the whole Goddamn county!

- ANT SLOPE - BEYOND THE MOTOROLA ARENA - DUSK

__Bs p POLICE HELICOPTER cuts across the sky, we tilt to the
distant pftermath at the Motorola Sports Arena, the parkin

ed with police vehicles.

OOM - MCCLANE

coins into a pay phone.

, MCCLANE _
I said D.E.R.T. D-E-R-T... No, 1
don't know what city. .
(MORE)
{ CONTINITRTINY

55.
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o - - MCCLANE (CONT'D)
{::::::::] It's a bxg brother, secret
government.... You don't have the
© listings for covert spy agencies®?
. They're probably listening to us
. - right - How about I threaten to put
' I a stick of dynamite up the internmet's
ass? LISTEN, LADY. THE GODDAMN.
COUNTRY 'S . FALLING APART!

's a CLICK and a DIAL TONE McClane slams

teps from the phone booth. Headlights,
s a PANEL VAN stops.

NSPECTION REVEALS'- JACK G .

JACK G
Happy to see me?

MERS." This is where McClane hears the
oon the entire van rocks with BARKING DO

MCCLANE : R
Move over. I'm driving -

: JACK G :
-~ No way. You told me when I was
C:::::) five - if X could jack 1t I could
drlve it. :
ce in, Jack G with that damned grln. McCla

reathes Jfor the panel door and throws it open.

eping the dog cages. The dogs go crazy. Jack €
r's seat - ’

takes in the van. The panel reads: "ISHR2

56.

JACK G (CONT'D) _
- What are you doin'? All these
dogs got people - '

scrambles to keep the. yapplng dogs from ldap:
he van, McClane circles around and crawls ifgto

lng
the .

hatd ‘seat.

MCCLANE
Wanna tell me where we're goin'?

Jack & pulls the panel door shut.

ANEL VAN - IN MOTION - NIGHT

. JACK ¢ ‘
Pope seemed worried that I'd be able
to hook in scmewhere that's

N  {MORE)

()

)
e ANWeR |
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57. -

. - - - . JACK G (CONT'D) - .
unroutable. Nearest Superjunction's
in. Jersey. Maybe if I run a Tent
Show,  hopscotch all the ISPs and -

. MCCLANE Coo e
- Just tell me you can stop bay 3.

JACK G .
It's a Hail Mary. But it's all we =~

OV— OUT THE PANEL VAN'S WINDSHIELD
B_massive traffic jam looms. Miles and miles of
ine-slows the panel van . to a stop. Jack G sk
out of their cars and walking.

Human nature. People run when they're
scared. ' L e
JACK G

By this time tomorrow,”the_whole o
Northeast will be powerless. Then
as the blackout moves West... We're

talking about a country with two
hundred million guns. . '

MCCLANE -
Fastest way to Jersey's the train.

@ ~| OUTSIDE THE VAN

INT FARM HOUSE - NIGHT
sumhle| furnished, and neat as a surgeon's tool set. The
Satell TV is tuned to news. )
1 . CABLE NEWS ANCHOR
... The White House continued to

caution Americans not to panic today,
calling the sudden infrastructure

failures as "expected anomalies in a
complex infrastructure -

is picked up and the SOUND MUTED. It's
SWIVELS FROM LYDIA TO. - A BEDROOM

___deo_layL dead Gabby stretched out on the bed.
(,—axsfglué'and Wash.

(CONTINUED)
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Lingering over the body is Pope, who finally peelg-Qff N
single white glove, bends at the waist to stroke /her\hand
- ystop millimeters’ short of actually touch

Pope ‘withdraws his hand..

:

~ VIDEG POV

Pope standing over Gabby. WE DISSOLVE TO:

N7. COMPUTER ROOM -~ UNDERGROUND BUNKER — NIGHT

VIDEO SHOT of Pope s.tand.:i.ng over Gabby/

L——pr WIDER to reveal Mr. Frank, Krispy, and
ounding the monitoxr.
_ KRISPY
That's creepy shit, man.

- MR. FRANK
Go easy. . That was his squeeze.
: OLIVIER

1'd get a DNA test before I'd call
that a girl ~ = :

: KRISPY
- Not talking about the dead woman.
I thought he was like damaged, you -
know? The wheelchair?

WASH
(enters)
Man's on his way down. Get your
mitts on! '

Yy, they're all pulling on white gloves as\Pope
nothing, only doing a superhuman assessment™ ™S
E:‘ormation on the screens '

OTS - THE SCREENS

calculators, engineering schematics, satelll
map s s of reservoirs. o

]

>

MR. FRANK '
Just & couple more adjustments and
we're ready. to start the water
sequence -

LOVED INDEX FINGER

4

S is the very same finger Pope nearly toudhed Gabby}
with. Pope is about to angrily press ENTER thj.

Frank le]aps to his feet.

MR. FRANK (CONT ‘D)
D I said it wasn't quite ready!




59.

POPE
What you mean is the package :.s not
yet perfected

) | MR.-rnhnk
Just a coupl—e of tweaks -

~ POPE
- I'm not playing a game of perfect.
And for that matter, neither is God.
Or haven't you noticed?

'S POV

-WNAPKW RESERVOIR ~‘UPSTATE NEW’YORK - NIGH'

There's a glass window through which we can observe
massive, saucer—l:.ke caps of the filtration’ cylinders. TILT

fz::'ors, levels of chlorine, removal of granular galcite -
SPQUND !

' e| bathroom stumbles the NIGHT OPERATOR, pnt@—
) ay’ to_his knees, he falls into his chair and assgesses the
Cé.t i He's on the phone. :

.

NIGHT OPERATOR
Gotta talk to Marty... I know what
1 Goddamn time it is! Tell Marty we
got bad water! :

EXT. SUBUI DEVELOPMENT - NIGHT

s J.z’s'.hing. Sleepy and quiet.
B g =

. INT. SUB HOME, — NIGHT
S MOM is kindly barking at her TEN-YERR-OLD.
MOM

Homework then Playstation -~

The Mom hears a SCREAM from the bathroom. She
10 er, TODDLER is covered in suds, soap in the

shies to
edves.

(CONTINUED)
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MOM (CONT'D)

_ :::l -Why'd you —
_| When the Mom tr;es to turn the watex back on, s
a trickle from the faucet.

- QUICK SHOTS

UNTAIN stops runnlng ' SPRINKLERS on a golf course

h bf .- A playground DRINKING FOUNT 1s dry for
EENAGER].

D WORST OF ALL ~ A FIVE AI.ARM .mnusm FIRE

anning hoses, hoplng .to douse this burning old

But- those hoses run dry - all at once\ Firemgn
k_shocked. They've never seen anything like d '

The s

CHIEF THOMPSON '
See the red dots? Every system on
"screen is in a code red shut down. ,
Valves are shut. ‘Nobody's got water.

DEPUTY WIGAND -
It's bullshit. Can't be that much
bad water. Not at the exact same
[:) time. It's just another network

attack. Tell the plants to turn the
watex back on -

CHIEF THOMPSON
- I strongly recommend you relax and
think about what you're asklng.
(cooler) -
| sit. Breathe for a moment. And
have a drink of water.

Chief ghmeson holds up a brimming water glass td

Deputy
Wigand, - as 1f to dare ‘him to drink it.

Deputy Wigand is

5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA @) WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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eying the results of the water contamifa
‘ i Pope appears weakened, folding hinself

ellchair. RBlue 311ent1y rolls Pope out of




'.‘ - lINe. PURLIC RESTROOM - AMTRAK STATION - TRENTON,

_McClane k ooks at himself in the mirror, his face alrea
bruised and bloodied.

MCCLANE
_ You need a shave, John.

drip. [He gets exactly what this means.

MCCI.ANE (CONT *D)
... No water.

. STATION ANNOUNCER (OVER LOUYD
- Amtrak 419 to Penryn, Addlebury,
mddleton, and. New York c:.ty. '

_ ppoars wearing. a baseball cap. He tosses a _gd
jombrero to McClarne.

. MCCLANE
What's this for?

: JACK G
: To protect Your civil liberties.
. Big Brother's got cameras all over

the platform. Keep the hat on and
your head down

e ries the sombrero on for size.

MCCLANE

Your mom got my civil liberties in
D the divorce.

EXT.  PLAYFORM -~ AMTRAK STATION - TRENTON, NJ - NIGHT

_gﬂ at wide-brimmed sombrero annoys an exiting PASSENGEH -

ANNOYED PASSENGER
— - Watch the lid, dickhead.

ind at the prec:.se moment McClane instinctively Goks ap t4d
. ‘eeL—bhe] face of the Annoyed Passenger?

PFX,-SHOT ~ QUICK ZOOM AND FREEZE ON ~ MCCLANE'S

Parti seen, scanned, digitized and airmailed to?

. TION ROOM - DHS — NIGHT

~ | The partfial scan of McClane's face, followed by an r@

/_WO ID, pings on a SITUATION OPERATOR'S scrée

Teeniggthe sp:l.got to wash his’ hands, McClane can't get. even

s dopm, dollars. up, McClane follows Jack G o#to the trdin. .
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| INT. STUDY - OLD FARMHOUSE - NIGHT

velvind, ‘we slowly PUSH IN on Popé at a'desk'_
| CAMERA RISES and hovers, we see Pope making pencf
on a map. B ' o

CLOSER -] THE MAP )

1 Tt lo

ks like the crooked spokes of a wheel, all cdnnectéd
yslterious hub., _ . R

. WASH
{appears)
McClanes are on a train.

GROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

> FBI profile and scanned image of McClane

front of Pope. He stares at the image like a man
a mortal enemy.

MR. FRANK N
Train stops in Penryn, Middleton,
New York City. There're

. superjunctions in Middleton and
l : Manhattan. If Jack McClane hooks in

" there, I don't know if we can stop
him from penetrating - )

| POPE ' o
-~ Xt's the govermment's job to stop

him. Just make sure they know where
to find him. '

can't take'his»eyes off that FBI image,'

TION ROOM - DHS ~ NIGHT

he air of professional panic in the roo , Deputy
Wiggndr-tras found a secure phone, reporting to a higher
: orpty with a series of: L o

DEPUTY WIGAND

-.- Yes, sir. VYes... We're working
on that, sir. '

With a bhnd signal, Chief Thompson softly interr*pts -

DEPUTY WIGAND (CONT'D)
- I'm on with The White House!

CHIEF THOMPSON

Positive on Jack McClane. In New
Jersey, on a train headed for New

York City.

62.

the
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INT. NOR]

ngand hangs up ‘on The Whlte House . Chief T%

':::::::::] thare Mlddleton

EXT. NORTHBOUND AMTRAK - NIGHT

a map.

CHIEF THOMPSON (CONT'D)
We’re looking to meet the traln xlght _

ing. _The train ‘cuts acrpSs a rural plaind

'HBOUND AMTRAK — NIGHT

sely populated car. McClane and Jack G are

wakes as if somebody stuck him with a caft

2 ) W

Decldlng
and J1oo

/A

Jack G c

3 @

Tif.-aowm memory lane.

each other. Only McClane has nodded of

JACKG"

Hey.. ) '
(w1th a sllght prod)
Hey!.

JACK G (com' D)
Nightmare? o
' MCCLANE

-+. Naw. Nightmare woulda had your
mom s lawyer in' it.

JACK G
Just won't let 1t go.
{then...)

People get divorced, you know
Families spllt. Part of life.

not to answer, McClane straightens, rubs his ace,
out the wlndow

JACK G (CONT'D) '
Why even try to be real, right? Not
like we ever really talked

uld drop the subject. But 1nstead_he goes pnla

JACK G {CONT'D)
Hey, Pop. Dentist says I need braces.
(imitates McClane)
When I needed braces? My old man
said he'd give me the five thousand
bucks if I just quit smilin'.

(as Jack G)
Yo, Pop.. Okay if I'm home around
midnight? : '

{MORE)

4

{CONTTNaTTENY

P T ]
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: ‘JACK G (CONT'D)
(as McClane)
‘ARABRARAR! Wrong answer. Wanna play
for bonus points? - :
. . {(as Jack G)
- Remember this one? SOrry Pop. But
::::::::] I flunked biology again.
{(as McClane) :

A NG T

. - So-did I. But your mom gave me a
' _ makeup exam, otherwise you wouldn't
be here.

“'—McctanﬁJcracks,a half-smile, looks his son in th

MCCLANE
I actuvally said that?

returns the smile. But McClane frowns.

POV

o the window he sees the dark profile of a
McClapeprosses the aisle, looks out the other wi
there!s pnother hellcopter.

’ ' MCCLANE (CONT'D)

" Gotta get off thls traln

e's pistol in his face.

GI NEER hangs up his cab phone, then turns
ISCTaEn

_ MCCLANE
Do everything=1 tell you!

CARS - NORTHBOUND BMTRAK -~ IN MOTION - HT

UCTOR calmly sweeps the car.

‘CONDUCTOR
Leave all personal items and move to
the rear ¢ar, please.  It's a matter
! of personal safety.
P ver his shoulder and we see McClane, Jac)

Engineer|.

t G, and t}

®

o]
E
=8
o
]
H
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INT REAR CAR - NORTHBOUND AMTRAK - NIGHT _

‘crosses the threshold into the last car, turns

u

 father to Jo:.n him. But McClane balks.

MCCLANE

dot-com place.

. JACK G
" But you're comin' with me!

IF
.

MCCLANE

You gotta do your. th:mg and X gotta
do mipe!

Your thing? = .

O ~ MCCLANE

I'm gonna paint a target on my ass.
It's what I'm good at.

: ' JACK G
I ButhowdoI-.

MCCIJ\NE g
- You'll figure it out.

(turns. to the Eng:.neer)
Do it!

ineer gears up the threshold, squats, pu
iin, then throws the coupler lever The
8 from the rest.of the train.

MCCLANE, (CONT'D)

Don't take any shit.

POV

ireases by the secbnd;’

McClane |stands over what he expected would be a

--;———-ef-cont:ols, only to find all gauges and dials t
drated onto digital screens operated by keyboards and an

al joystick.

MCCLANE
So how hard can it be?

,____I_f—-eﬁ-ly—declane could read the screen.

rn und, shuts the cab door to find a hangij

o

(CONT

car is jammed w:.th ‘FRIGHTENED PASSENGE'

- You’ gotta get to that Super-—USB—www— :

As the cars part -

ducks back into the train. -The distance Befwepn the

INT I INEER'S CAB - NORTHBOUND AMTRAK - NIGH?Y ,

Instinct

"~ 65.

1

nual set
r

D}
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-From the inside coat pocket McClane comes up Wi '_
reading - la.sses. ‘He's :l.n bus:mess.-_-

EXT. THE REAR CAR - NIGHT _

n the middle of a pasture, ‘the. Conducto

assist relieved passengers off the sing
car. BAmongst the passengers is. Jack G. A helicopter cutg
overh Heads turn. It's the D.E.R.T. helicoptdr conH ng

o¥ &} landing. Jack G qu:l.ckly sl:.ps from the crowg
ears into a dJ.tch.

= MOMENTS LATER

pngers have llned up and Panzarella keepg
gl the faces. Rooney gets on the radio.

ROONEY -

Jack McClane's not here. 'Sufe_ he's
not on the train?

DA.R.T. TRAILER RIG: - NIGH’I;" |

Beebobk pt a computer station. He s tapped into

I————Eﬂe% frpm inside the ENGINE CAB of - the Northbou
_all he s is a MINI—CAM J.mage of Mcclane in the

BEEBOCK
(into radio)

. Cannot confimm. All I got is Super
Q_ Cop driving the train.

RGROUND BUNKE.R - OLD FARM .HOUSE - NIGHT

1@ WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

taring at that same LIVE MINI—-CAM image \of McClang
e ENGINE caB. _

MR FRANK
911 package is a go.

<] POPE

Not yet.

Pope points a gloved finger at:: the corner of the scree

' . POPE (CONT'D)
Is that a telephone?

INEER'S CAB - MCCLANE -~ NIGHT

g along, nothing but train tracks in front/of him,
®° where McClane sees the styrofoam meal box to his
. _He opens it to find a half-eaten double h
lzl.mp fqes After a hungry moment, he says:

")5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC

_ MCCLANE
D Man... No pickles?




67.
[ ]Mccrane is ready to take a bite when the Phone rl'-s. .'L'
. ~waits dbeat, then answers with:

MCCLANE (CONT‘D)_
House of Laughs.

— 1 rom
- : . McClane ’ Vers:.on 1.0.
| I 1IN ﬁR:U;l- WITH: |
_INT. UNOERGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGH
> . That's me. A pinball guy in:a Pacman
; world, , ' :

POPE
: Pac:man That's old school.

MCCLRNE
Sorry asshole. Pinball's old school.
Flippers, balls, gravity. You

} remember gravity? Think it killed
your girlfriend. ' ' ‘

Pope' s eyes squeeze shut his knees sw:x.vel feet on the floor '
stands. With one hand, Pope works one of

e keyboards
. irtuoso, call:mg up encryptions and text/files 1i
@ exe ported via firewire to his sub-cortex.

POPE ’
Aren't you the poster boy for
D Progress. I'll bet you carry a

lJ.brary card.

_ MCCLANE
Best way to meet librarians.

ATION ROOM - DHS - NIGHT

Everyone is looking at the sgme MINI-CAM SHOT of McQlahe
alking—on the Amtrak phone - only it's on a fif foot

oV

, CHIEF THOMPSON ' '
Bird is on course for. intercept.
: DEPUTY WIGAND .
. Can we run a trace on that phone.

See who the S.0.B.'s talking to?

CHIEF THOMPSON
For his sake, I hope it's a priest.
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‘R.T. TRATLER RIG ~ NIGHT

ock not'oniyfwants to know who McClane is ta
wants to know where they are. It's not as fast §
trace, but we can see an ever-tightening SATELLITE

Xront oI

ONpr

Beebock - Slowly, he's closing on the sot

. 'L—;[ea;L—-—somewhere in Pennsylvania.

INEER'S CAB - NORTHEOUND AMTRAK - IN MOTION - s

McClane-Lnd Pope connected via rhone.

SROOM -~ TV NEWS STATION - NIGHT

POPE
... Technology is a lot like your
son. No matter how much you love it -
or loathe it ~- it's never gonna
love you back. -

MCCLANE .
Important parenting tip.  Remind me
to thank you when I'm twisting that
wheelchair around your neck.

A NEWS PRODUCER rushes into the office of his NEWSN TOR .

PILOT radios back to the news station:

ugh, dead ahead is the Northbound Amtrak|rocketin

nough. Right alongside the news chopper i

Blazes a

helico

()

. GOT COMPANY!

pnger seat.
APACHE ATTACK HELICOPTER

ead, right underneath both News and D.E|(R.
- The Apache's target is the Northbound :

rs

' NEWS PRODUCER
‘Source inside Homeland Security just
emailed me. Said they're tracking a
hijacked train. '

HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

NEWS PILOT .
I got it. Two miles-ahead and movin'!

e fields of Southern New Jersey. As the pﬁlrt
head to see if his CAMERAMAN is ready: '

CEMERAMAN

. CLOSER INSPECTION reveals Rooney strapped into

L d - ‘T

Then, as if the sky isn't crowded enpugh:

P XN A
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|INT. SITUATION ROOM - DHS - NIGHT:

. : -watch the attack sequence ut'xf-o'.'-l.d," Deputy Wiéand"s
——lcell phone rings. As he answers, we INTERCUT WI[H:

R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT
ROONEY

Do not fire on that train! Thére's
a strong probability Jack McClane is

on that train.

- DEPUTY WIGAWD

Not your show anymore. And DHS
pProtocol for hijacked trains is to
knock them off the ‘tracks - .

- It's D.E.R.T.'s opinion that Jack
McClane is our best chance of stopping
Day 3! :

ki
Send
(=

 DEPUTY WIGAND .
That's exactly what I'm doing.

: J Stopping Day 3. '
| - - (as if ordering)
. ' " Begin attack sequence.

NGINEER'S CAB - NORTHBOUND AMTRAK ~ IN MOTION

ac e helicopter unleashes a hellish blaze d

dives to the floor as the top part of
shredded. Ahead, he sees the open doo
He lunges across the threshold into

CAR -~ Where windows and seat cushions explode—Behind
Bs he runs. The car isn't just bullet ridden, it's
éralted in a hurricane of heat-treated lead. .

McClane

“FELICOPTER POV - The machine gu
just as

CCLANE dives again, sl:i.din.é‘ to the next door, popping it
-——Tpe rolling into the next car.

EXT. D.ELR.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

n catching up wi

Rooy s spitting mad at what she sees.

ROONEY
. Wigand, you asshole!

- [ INT. UNDFRGROUND' BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT D

0lHls up the phone and mockingly says:

£ CONT TITTLNSY
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o POPE L
Whaddayou know? Phone went dead.

o KRISPY
Got it on TV.

—

_Krispy funes to the LIVE NEWS HELICOPTER SHOT I
Apache Helicopter blistering the train with 50mm
fire. , .

SITUATION ROOM -~ DHS - NIGHT

e big screens. switch to the NEWS FEED.
SRTHBOUND AMTRAK -~ NIGHT

Ain is still charging down the tracks. The\ engine 7
he_very last car are still intact, the top half mbtilatéd

CAR - NORTHBOUND AMTRAK ~ IN MOTION -

ire has stopped. So McClane rises up,
adhe rotating around to the rear of the t
© the back door, forces it open. to see t
into a position two hundred yards aft.

. MCCLANE'S POV

The Apache's rockets are aimed right‘at him,

CHE HELICOPTER - NIGHET

. NO'DUPLI_CAT @/iTHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

APACHE COMMAND
Begin firing sequence!

+ the pilot's finger pulls the trigger.[ Two rocths

K TRAIN AND APACHE - IN MOTION - NIGHT

[ The rddﬂets sizzle xright toward the rear car.

§LOSE ON MCCLANE - no time to think.
[7 Jumps friom the rear car.

He just SCREAMS and

ION ~ McClane in mid-air, threading a path between
ing rockets. :

the rockets find their target, turning e rear cnr
O a massive eruption of shrapnel and flame. he |

twists, Nlumbers, and falls off the tracks in a térdf
display-of screaming steel and dirt.

©" gfi§ TWENTIETH CENTURY. FOX




1.
| nT. wEWS .HEI.icdeER - IN FLIGHT - DAY .

' - eraman sna.ps h:.s eyes back from the spctacular .
- sight he just ‘witnessed..

E R.T. HELICOPTER ~ IN FLIGHT - NIGH‘I‘

Rooney and crew are speechless.

_— POPE -
Release the 911 package.

a_moment:, Mr Frank stares at Pope, Then he r2a
over to\his keyboard and clicks on an icon that 1ooks ln.ke a
paez package with 911" printed on it.

PHONE BANK - ' READING PENNSYLVANIA - NIGHT

S- )
A L EN i

_dsets .-

011 OPERATORS portioned into neat cubicl
to their computer-generated call list.

: ends every operator pulling off their he
E . : the screens go blank. -

ISPATCH —~ READING POLICE ‘DEPARTMENT ~ NIGHT

INTERSECTION - NIGHT

termath of a fresh collision. One car is ditched s

+ the other is flipped. PUSH IN ON the DRIVERin
; airbag deployed, barely able to reach his cell
fet when he dials 9-1-1 we PUSH IN ON thé speaker:

=3

911 RECORDING
All emergency operators are busy.
. Please hang up and dial aga:ux.

l—————I[NT rBB;L(IN' DONUTS = OUTSIDE MIDDLETON, NJ - NI

Quiet b;t for the pair of SBC GUYS w:x.th name tag clipped to
d hats. They're on a late night break, ted

Rawky-sounding TV hung in the corner. On the TV is a
AY of the Amtrak wreck.

NEWS ANCHOR (ON TV)
. We have an update on that hijacked
- . E train. All passengers appear to be D

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICATION WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CQN'SENT{:” A

safe and accounted for. The only

assumed casualty was the unidentified
Q 5 hijacker...

§ CONTTNTIRTY

N IR S (PR



']-2.

] swisn PAN TO - JACK G -

H
rrs alongs:Lde those SBC Hard hats, '
latest news.

Lra VRSN O

— ) ' JACK G
My dad was on that tz_-ain-.

_ SBC GUY
_[_J_ No shit? Wow. Lucky they got
~ everybody off.
' - "JACK G
Yeah. Lucky.
' >ut G's face says dlfferént. He's certain

i3 dead. He begins to convulse, his stomach rolling :
load of\ leftovers. Grabbing the first thing he can fJ.nd -

hard hat - Jack G turns away and pukes
BC Aquys are aghast

JACK G (CONT'D)
] Jesus, sorry. I'll wash this out.
[ - Sorry sorry. @ - -

Jack G dashes to the restroom.

SBC GUY
Believe that guy?’

crawls from the w:mdow, drops to the grouny :
ent running, CAMERA TILTS to a six-story windowless

SWITCHING STATION - NIGHT .

ilips in, that SBC hard hat iow. He uncl:Lps the¢ name
tag, Jcans the bar code in frqp.t of the reader - BUZZ r
[ he pushé]s through the security door.

SRC SWITCHING STATION - NIGHT

Har populated, but still hunmu.ng' with a few
. Jack G tilts his view up to take in Grand Central
—optic Networks. Six stories of catwalks/encirdle

fx“magsive stack of fiber-optic bundles, junctibns, d:l-g_tal'
ing stations.

¢ @5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA. ,W‘THOUT_ qu'swsmgu .cQNs_ENT.

INT. ELEVATOR - SBC SWITCHING STATION ~ NIGHT

Wli;ﬂbs in, the doors shut, and he rides upward to ~




. lawr. pierTan sorurrons mawk - SBC SWITCHING STATIPR\:

1in flat-screen monitors and keyboards set at vari
points ~ a veritable mainline to all things dig:

- ROONEY (0.S.)
= Took you long enough.

a J view swings.a haxd right, finding Rooney ,geat -
efpr e of those junction monitors. Another g ; 1
in POV

S. @ stunned Jack G sees McClane, scraped
s€11l standing. - = = :

. JACK G
The train - IS

o . MCCLANE L
~ Got a sidewinder enema. FEars are
still ringing. : : ’

: notes McClane isn't wearing handcuffs.
McClameto Rooney and back, trying to figure -

r4~———=—~_ ' : ' ROONEY _ _
' ' J" - Yeah, I know. Version 1.0 is a

. pain in the balls. But he thinks

You're oux best shot... So do . I..

FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

d Mr. Frank step from the farm house. P
e path, they take notice of Lydia in th
It appears as if she's washing dishes.
exchanged. | -

'INSIDE THE KITCHEN

a at Lydia isn't washing dishes. She's P¥epping timed
-255305 ve devices, laid out on a dishtowel like d{ead fish,
OUTSIDE

-

" We see Ijydia nod again - only this nod is to Wash,Jus“ inside

EXT. HORSE BARN - NEAR OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

ds back to Lydia, then turns to the rear gate of an
yrd) Bronco. As he's closing the gate, we see fia's

ealing a large, cylinder-like object covered W}ith a
furnitu¥e blanket.

PULL BACK WIDER

_ i two more classic cars parked in horse $taIls-— A
[freve and a Firebird.

pushes ‘through- the door intd'a'cy1iﬁd£i¢lf¥f’f-'"mﬂed::.
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"] EXT. BEYOND THE HORSE BARN - NIGHT

k -with Krigpy. In hushed voices, they g

He's cert:.f:.able. Out ‘of h:.s skull'

PN Mive RAR

' KRISPY |

1 , You're talking like he's another

' 1 | start-up. He's Greg Pope. He made

‘money before it was called money
{closer)

Trust the business model, fr:.end
We're all gonna be rJ.ch.

takes the last d.rag off the smoke.

MR, FRANK
- .. Just wanna be on that beach,
waiting for the call to put Humpty
'Dumpty back together again.

INT. UNDERGROUND BUNKER - QLD FARM HOUSE - NIGH

Kr:.spy BNTERS, Mr. Frank r:Lght beh:.nd ‘him.

.4 WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

‘OLIVIER . : g

‘Telecom paclcage is a go. So if . S

' anybody wants to call mom, he:r:e s =
@ your last -~ . o
. =2
- | " roEE . o~
—~ Someone was smoking. ' g .
That would be me. Got a problem O .

— with that? . ' L

' ' POPE : )

< Da.rty habit. o E
. MR. FRANK | o

‘I So's money. That means none of us x

are clean. .

- - L

INT."DIGITAL SOLUTIONS BANK - SBC SWITCHING STATION - NIGHT =
i

Rooney, Panzarella, and Beebock are all huddled E

ack G. Jack G 's fingers briefly hover owv :
.- Then come the fixrst strokes. On scree + lines\of 8
code appear. ' .

.] = QUICK S_HOTS AROUND THE NORTHEASTERN CORRIDOR

at we zgee:




754
| SUPERMARKETS B

écimated; Long lines.

SHOPPING MALLS

PORE | } '
Iﬁoard d pp, crashed by LOOTERS, or guarded by SHQ
- OWNERS. | o o R

G

TUNNED CITIZENS CROWDED AROUND TELEVISIONS
- cab-drive{s waiting'_

tall waiting rooms, airport gates,
‘ares, all-night delis, etec, and...

. TIMES SQUARE - NIGHT

Bumbo-Tron of a TV we see CHRIS WALLACE Jf Fox'Ney:.

. CHRIS WALLACE (ON TV)
N | ... Fox News has learned that The
r—————-J President plans to "set the table"
for the potential declaration of
; _ - Marshall Law. Sources inside The
. White Housé have confirmed that
National Guard units have been put

on. immediate alert in the event of
additional infrastructure failures.

FNDERGROUND BUNKER — OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

,:::EEEE:§§QT —~ SOARING PAST THE TROPOSPHERE - NIGHT
W

e hurfle headlong into a>SAIELLITE, where we're crushed.
‘bites of corrupting code as the bots begin jinfectin

sys - Then we're shot over to another satellilte| then
anothe d another until..._
NT£EXI;]~ QUICK SHOTS AROUND THE NORTHEASTERN C
IGHT . I . .

—__BEnd all those TVs we just saw go black, includin
Yxrop Times Square.

FARM - NIGHT

. Pope in his wheelchair » Staring up at the starry|s lug
_ is nearbly. . .

=

Ever wonder what it means?

 CORPTUTRYIr TS

PPN O
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efore., Then . e

' BLUE - '
“ee I try not to, Mr. Pope.

atls”' d that the mvs are knocked out

. .0

KRISPY

Phones next. Then power. And we
own it all. o '

=

OLIVIER
Ownership has its pr1v1leges

MR. FRABNK
Ownership has its responsibilities.
Don't get cocky.

O\W

hen Krlspy notices a strange series of d
up on orner screen. :

. -KRISPY- .
Intruder! - Jack McClane 'is back!

L

MR. FRANK

Dammit. Ha's try;ng to peel the
m code. Get Pope.

¥s are rolling up on screen like a hund
ine, one lockinhg in after the next.

'PANZARELLA
You're gonna get inside -

JACK G '
- Already am inside. It's about

Blue looks up at the sky as if- he s never looked 5

- INT. ﬁﬁihRGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM BOUSE -~ NIGHT;

IGITAL SOLUTIONS BANK - SBC SWITCHING STAT]

gEff:ffil )

what they! re gonna do when they flnd
me,

[ o4

ROONEY

Isn't there some kind of digital fly
¥ou can throw 1n the ointment?

JACK G
\ I am the fly in the ointment.
: OX ~ MCCLANE 'S REACTION

No need Jfor a DNA test. Jack G's his boy.

WITH:

i% _

A O STt
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MRFRANK

Plugged into a -~

POPE
- Superjunct:x.on

(speaks as he’ types)

—

G'S SCREENS

x: weather 8 bad e_ve_rywhere. "
BROWN:

MCCLANE

back.

1 x: "my father says 'hi'"

- MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Let me in there.

. JACK G
_Keep your hands -

MCCLANE
(two f:.nger types)
- "eat - mel"

KRISPY

He's pa.st the cuter wall, strip.—mining_

for a source stream -

MR. FRANK

'.l‘r:.ed all known countermeasures. .
Nothing kicks back. He's gotta be -

“How - the - weather ~ in - Jersey""

"the sun can shine only after th

What kinda crap is that? Tell him
Michael Jackson wants h:.s gloves

OWN: "isn't it feeding time at the retf

-} INT. UNDERGROUKD BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT'

: olls :l.n, .no wheelcharr at all to prop h-
starts work:.ng a keyboard '

. . 4 -
——lm'err‘”‘ea‘t me" appears on Pope's screen, the angrier lhe|burns.

~ It's not like he can stop us. .
Most he can do is slow.us down -

.~ POPE
~ He's smarter than you think.

[

(CONTINUEDY

1.
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78..' -

ed.

Cva RS T

[BAcK on - :mcx G's couptm':n

is replaced hy another - code strlpped : re-comm:.t
and returned

—’:ﬁ - MCCLANE AND ROONEY
As she whlspers to McC.'Lane.

ROONEY
Jack " s good Really good.

;»cnows.v But suddenly Jack G's hands leave
His eyes scanning the gigabytes of in _

ROONEY (CONT'D)
What‘s wrong? -

JACK G
I'm lost... T can't do it.

" ROONEY
Txy again., Just start over -

o JACK G
'~ Where? He must have ten million
PC's tied together. '

MCCLANE
Shut it down, then

l ROONEY
- Shut what down?

MCCLANE
The internet. Shut it down. Isn't

‘there some master sw:.tch or circuit
- breaker.

pres at McClane are comic. . Panzarella leams in and
ispers] to Jack G,

' :, PANZARFELLA

You! z:e actually related to him?

BEEBOCK

Intelligence sometimeg skips a
genera.t:.on -

_ JACK G
- Shut up!?

BACK T(T,— POPE AND CREW D
(< -i.s silent. _
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BACK TO

=

t

ol

7

" ] ‘He's stoppe

INT. ERGROUND BUNKER -

. . KRISPY:

- JACK G

.ﬁriﬁg".at McClane. This is his moment of |

JACK G .

What are you doing?

- JACK G
You know al

computer?

(hands working -
furiously)

i'm sending it all to Pope. Every
single piece of crap on the net.
I'm going to break his system.

ivier' S computer screen is invaded with
‘"Orbitz Travel.® '

d... He's giving up

Can't shut down the internet... But
the internet can shut down ‘Pope.

to imagine the speed with which Jack G b
7 culling all the network codes and marryi
blanket ISP's.

1 those annoying pop-ups
and junk mail that clogs up your
computer ~ I know ~ if you had a

OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

- 79,

p-—

- -OLIVIER
D What the fu...
' | KRISPY .
/ We're getting heavy. Why's everything
_ ~. 80 Goddamn slow -
MR. FRANK :
\ - It's junk. The prick, he's flooding
: us. We're a magnet for shit!
~ ¢robE on - poPE-
ily begins hammering away at the keyboard. 00—
cr it looks like gobbledygook. But Mr. Frank recognizes
t .
: MR. FRANK (CONT'D)
. ~ That's the power package!
"|___pope—ignbres Mr. Frank, continuing to "cue up"

e

Mr. Frank pushes in,

(CONTTINTTLTINY
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80.
MR FRANK - (CONT'D)
That‘s not the "business model."

. Power is supposed to go after we're
airborne. After we're. off the rock.

JERRRTN IR

__ M- POPE"S' HANDS

_IFaster than any hands we've ever seen move: over a
iI:1;;rﬁﬁb — ENTER -~ the power package is away.
__ . FRANK ~ KRISPY - THEN OLIVIER _'

't believe what they'just saw. Pope turfhs( z

~

MR. FRANK {CONT 'D)
You arrogant ass! They're not going
to pay us to fix the country if they

can prove we're the ones who broke
it.

POPE
Assuming the country is worth fixing.

loocks at Pope in ccmplete disbelief,
totally mad? ’

...... MR. FRANK . . |
Hello? Who's in there? The white-
gloved wheelchair guy? Or Jerry's

Miracle Kid?

POPE
[:) ‘Pope is dead.

here Mr, Frank notices the pistol hanging from Pope's

.@zﬂ[‘m SOLUTIONS BANK - SBC SWITCHING STATION. -TNIGHII
The power goes out. ‘ o y '

[ 4

SBC SWITCHING STATION ~ NIGHT

goes out,

05 TWENTIETH GENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICAG@N WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

snap ~ city block after city block is

-n~—EX¥~—RU#LL LANDSCAPE - HELICOPTER SHOT - NIGHT (i:::)

Cffl 1i 8 extinguished.

)




| EXr. SuBUREAN LanDscarE - NIcET

r -goes out..

EXT. PHILADELPHIA SKYLINE -~ NIGHT

One bui ing goes dark, then two, then it;s as i
cloud has rolled in. Everything goes black.

| #xa. HATTAN SKYLINE ~ NIGHT
- "Like Phillly, only biggex. It's a tsunami of pow '
-——a'.rf.i-t*tips across the Brooklyn, Queensborough, & ro gh

A SATELLITE SHOT |
attan, Brooklyn, The Brop;,-nong Island. All
DATION ROOM - DHS — NIGHT

—e's'silent as they watch the tsunami on

powerroutage after power outage ~ heading for Wals
D.C. : : . ’
[ '~ DEPUTY WIGAND |
' " The President's gonna have to make
another speech. = '

Whap. ircuits go. The room goes black.

- MO

- 5 AND HISTORICAI, SIGHTS - WASHINGTO
MIGHT .

rson and Lincoln Memorials, The Washington Monume

t,
apitol, and The White House. All lights extipguished.

GROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

ackness we see muzzle flashes to match the LOUD o
A lamp is turned on, revealing big Bluye. We fifst

rank, Krispy, and Olivier ~ all dead. Then e
! swung onto -

[t

POPE

. Smoking bun in hand, breathless with excitement, |eyes wild)

D

&
e
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| EabE UP ON:

— DAY 3

'—I_mtjtbe following OVER BLACK:
_ L ~ RADIO MESSAGE
- This is a message from the Energency

Services Administration...

jmvees and uniformed GUARDSMEN with autom
ing the looted storefronts of 6TH AVENUE ¢/
s of EAST HARLEM, and parked in the middi

BROOKLYN BRIDGE. Smoke from burning buildings bl
the blg.| - : '

RADIO MESSAGE
-+ Please, stay in your homes. If
you need to leave your homes...

@URBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - NEW HAVEN, CT - DAWN

The fall] colors are in odd contrast to the slow— o
NATIO! GUARD TANK .which blares the radio message
n - RADIO MESSAGE
| ... stand first in the front door
with your arms over your head. This

/ is for your own safety...

-1 ' CLAPBOARD HOME - DAWN

A youn AMILY of immigrants .huddies around a pink, Bagbie

RADYO MESSAGE

... 3f you are homeless, stay where
You are until directed to the nearest
disaster relief area.

RMARK]

T ~ DAWN

t is looted. BAbandoned cars are graffitief
int. The D.E.R.T. rigs - trailer, van, $at
a elicopter - are parked and ready. Eve

r_%ﬁ OVER THE ROTORS:



- , '~ .7 BEEBOCK _

R . 1 TRACED THE PHONE CALL BETWEEN

._ : MCCLANE AND POPE. CLOSEST I COULD
'GET WAS 2AN. AREA CODE IN LANCASTER

COUNTY. I

. ROONEY .
THAT'S NO SMALL PIECE OF PENNSYLVANIA.

~ JACK G S
WHO CARES THE SIZE? . GAME'S OVER.
POWER GRID WAS POPE'S LAST DOMINO.

.. MCCLANE

CHARLIE BROWN'S NOT PLAYING WITH A
FULL SET OF DOMINOS.. FREAKS LIKE
HIM - GAME'S NEVER OVER. .

o . I  ROONEY

S YOU GOT A PLAN?'

- | MCCLANE
=)

WHAT DO POPE AND CHARLIE BROWN HAVE
IN COMMON? :

. JACK G _
NOTHING. POPE'S A PRAGMATIST.
CHARLIE BROWN'S AN ANARCHIST.

MCCLANE |
NEITHER LIKES GETTING FUCKED WITH .
TIME TO START PRESSING HIS BUTTONS.

rc@e .

ahyone can answer, McClane is scrounging &
ot, picking up ‘some of those used spray \paint cang.

"EXT. D.ELR.T. HELICOPTER - DAWN

In - Crudely spray-painted to appear as if it's an
Ll HAZMAT helicopter. -

ROONEY (OVER LOUDSPEAKER)
.+« WARNING TO FARMERS. KEEP ALL
j LIVESTOCK PENNED AND FENCES REPAIRED .
Q FEVER IS A HIGHLY CONTAGIOU.
BACTERIA. ..

-R.T. HELICOPTER -~ IN FLIGHT - DAY

LRooney, Jack G, Panzarella. Helmets fixe -
rbugh radio headsets.

D.E.R.T. PILOT
. : Is this gonna work? . D '
" R . -MCCLANE - ' '
D _)— Got another way to smoke him out?

(CONTINUEDY}

83,
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- CLOSE ON = JRCK G

: -2 Y at the w:.ndow, cl:.ng:.ng to his seat. 'Rnéyf- notes
the wh:.te knuckles. . '

— -

ROONEY
Scared of fly:.ng"

L | IACK ©. T
T' : Scared of gett:.ng shot down by an F-
: ' : 18 )

————-Jaek—e‘r—n ods out the w:l.ndow toward the distant j¢g

| " ROONEY o
, Nothing to worxy about. All non-
. government aircraft are grounded.

. MCCLANE
Hey, Rooney. You have k:l.ds'-‘

ROONEY
... Cats. I have cats.

MCCLANE .
Bought Johnny a dog once. What we
- name that dog? "Bozo?" ' '

JACK G

It's name was "Bingo." And you d:l.dn't
buy it. Was a rescue from the D.E.A.

ROONEY

| * You brought ‘home' a drug sm.ff:.ng
dog?

.005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC,‘N WITHOUT FOX'S WRHTEN CONSEN.T.

JACK G
I was twelve.
MCCLANE
Found drugs didn't he? Loved that
dog. . .
m.—dzr.]':copma SHOT - LANCASTER COUNTY, PA - DAY
The|D.E.R.T. chopper soars over mn;sh faxrms. Sheep and cows
run. -Eaprly-rising, pPlow-loving Amish FARMERS lo¢k annoyed
NT -R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - DAY
MCCILANE
Go lower! -
. D.E.R.T. PIIOT
Any lower and I'1ll be scarin' the
(—-\/ buttemilk out the Amish.

0=
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, PANZARELLA : - . .

- | ¥Ya ya. Diese grossen lauten Voegel
. ) ——— machen den armen Bauern Angst!

1 Somei:hix_xg rings for -l;lcClané._ He remembers Rooseyeflt
_ iral answer about Pope's location. .

- . MCCLANE
" That some kind of Amish? .

: PANZARELLA : -
German. Technically, the Amish speak

\ a mix of Dutch and German -

MCCLANE. -
"- Mary the Land Goat-or something
like that." Mean anything to you?

Panzarella thinks, ' then. .o

Q PANZARELLA

"Meer landgoed." Means “farm on the
lake."

- MCCLANE o
That's it! BAny lakes in Lancaster
County? ‘ ‘

OLD ¥ARM - MORNING

npw reveal the old farm is nestled at the edge of a
R ¥

amquill lake. Strolling along a shoreline path|i '

to the rear are Blue and Wash. Pope stops, sucks
ck fresh air. '

() . POPE R
. Smell that? No electric charges,

microwave pulses, television signals.
It's a new world - '

c\[;oing acrods
Lng countryside, followed by helicopter rotoks

ROONEY (OVER LOUDSPEAKER)
... WARNING TO FARMERS. ELECTRIC

FENCES ARE DOWN. WE HAVE AN .OUTBREAK
OF Q FEVER...

POPE
Q Fever. Coxiella burnetii.

Pope's ©yes begin to swerve. . Panic begins to se

—] , POPE (CONT'D) ’
L We have to light the fires. We have
r\g to kill the germs.

(CONT INUED)
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- WASH
RE S " The Q germ?
o " poPE
All the germs.

_[m._uoasn BARN - NEAR THE OLD FARM HOUSE - DAY

s are 1iftéd_to reveal those.thrée.classic_cars;
r the Firebird, and the Bronco.

steps infgo
Rr Pope, /

LA R

WASH

ry heavy dﬂffelsf-tossing“them into the P
climbs behind the wheel of the Bronco, Wask

the Firebird. Blue arrives, acting as a crutch
and helps him into the Chevelle.

-~ A ROLLED-UP MAP

in Pope's fist. Once seated, Pope unfu
it's the schematic he'd drawn - the onk
bd lspokes going into a hub.

-R.T. HELICOPTER ~ IN FLIGHT - DAY

Eyes peeled, everybody in the chopper has a position séouring

_ ROONEY
I don't even know what I'm looking

(//’thzrix“{] for. . ) _ _
GQ oo
Deviations. " Flaws. Shit that looks
1
r

out of place - like it doesn't belong.

|  D.E.R.T. PILOT
Like classic cars on parade.

ROONEY, .
I'm from Manhattan. It all. looks
out of place - '

MCCLANE
] - What'd you say about cars? :
D.E.R.T. PILOT .
Five o'clock. '69 Chevelle, '75
- Bronco, '72 Firebird -

; . MCCILANE ' ' D
(,—-\\/,/f’ -~ Turn around! :
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l EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - DAY
[~ _they come, Pope's parade of classic ca

cradled by the Chevelle in front and the Firebi
rear, In the b.g., we see the D.E.R.T. Helicop

INT. D.B.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - DAY

The D-E-R.T. Pilot has the three cars on visual.

ki

_- : MCCLANE o
When's the last time you saw three
muscle cars cruising through Amish
~country?

, D.E.R.T. PILOT

Beauties, aren't they? ' When America
built real cars. No silicon. chips,
‘no motherboards -

‘ JACK G _ _
— No computers? Just Pistons, spark
Plugs. . g

i

g is serioﬁsly bugging Jack G.

CUT TO -
TWO)

LEFT AND RIGHT ~ DHS GUNSHIPS (NUMBERED O]

The PINQT of GUNSHIP TWO gives a "put-it-down" g

sture.
R INSPECTION reveals Deputy Wigand in the

nshif's

_ MCCLANE
[:) Keep goin'!

D.E.R.T. PILOT
Government gunships say put it down,
I'm putting down! ' -

looks to her riyht. GUNSHIP ONE falling back into l
sition,

] MCCLANE

Keep goin'! It's a bluff.

D.E.R.T. PILOT

It's a Goddamn good one. I'm not
getting shot down by my own side!

NT CHEVELLE, - IN MOTION - DAY

Pope_tilts his side view mirror. He can see the

three ﬁEFicopters.. Pope speaks into a walkie-ta]

POPE
(:] Lydia? You know what to do.

- 874
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. |CLOSE ON - JACK G | T
L'_J:m_at—_;;l,ea_ting- him 'cq;nes. out in words.
o - JACK 6 _
:——_j A car -that works without computer

chips or motherboards. "Impregnable
to... . - o -

ROONEY
-.. Impregnable to what?

JACK G

+ THE| BRONCO - IN MOTION -~ DAY

_enough, we see Lydia reach back and yank the Yurnitdre
blanket\off that mysterious, cylindrical item — AN EMP BOME !

segages the safety and pulls the trigger.

EXT. HIGHWAY, CARS, AND HELICOPTERS - DAY

expldsion is in SLOW MOTION.. It starts w'
iickly turning into an ice b

lue wave that oVvertiked
Bcape and airspace above. : o

This }

l’ the lén

5

Q9

[*}

THE D.E.R.T. HELICOPTER : ' o
@wei, instruments sparking. The pilot wr
@for control . - o

L QUICK SHDTS - BOTH DHS GUNSHIP PILOTS

3tles the

o ourLica @ wiTHouT Foxs WRITTEN consENT.

rafts spip

Eadl rocked by their own loss of power, both air
(ot control, _ ‘_

DE - HELICOPTER AIRSPACE.
“While aft GUNSHIP ONE careens away on its owh downward
_ eckory toward the road... : : '
MCC He sees what's abouf to happen.
{UNilH-P:Jnxo — Spinning wildly right into the D.E
heljicopter. ' .

- The helicopters coli:i.de ﬁui.d-—ai:;.

:jf’

Grabs Rooney and pulls her down just as -

TWO'S ROTOR BLADE ~ Cuts through the D.E.
elicopter's fuselage, missing Rooney by inches.

'——-ﬁea—e—-] Recoils from the hail of metal shards.

PI

!
P
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] ATRSPACE - Without a rotor, GUNSHIP TWO plummets.,

»=B-R-E HELICOPTER - Its rotor still intact, thk

auto—rotates against the air, slowing their :Eas - oy
descent.

R S 15 SRV

ROONE! -~ McCla.ne uses the momentum of ¥
to toss Rooney into a rear seat. Instinctively shg¢ pul

s the harness while McClane pulls the buckle into the.
: 1ace. [Snap! She's in, but - . , _

TREES - |The hélicopter crashes into a stand of

TAIL SECTION - is torn away, :.nclud:l.ng the seat wh_
Roone as buckled '

- Horrified to lose Rooney, has no time }
ay. Mcclane is hanging out of the open f !

tree branches toward the ground.

JACKG
Daptt N :

- Grabs his son's hand. Jack G pulls an

swings
safely back into the fuselage.

The helico'pter fuselage hits the ground
ijon. We SLOWLY PUSH toward the crumpled

ON THE HIGHWAY - DAY

OP ~' Gunship One crashes onto the shoulder Just
£ Wash's firebird. Wash swerves, but the]| downed .
's rotors slice the top of . the Firebird right off.

O - Lydia panics, hits the brakes  sending {the Bronco
into aﬁkidding, two wheel slide.

THE CHEVELLE - Connects with the Bronco, - '.fhe Bronco spins
away intjo the ditch. The Chevelle flips, tumbling .four t
befo coming to rest, upside down and steaming.

he burning Gunship, the wrecked Firebird,
the flipped Chevelle.

———-——I—NE—HREFKED D.E. R T. HELICOPTER - MOUNTAIN SLOP

e smoke and dust we see Jack G, st:.ll a
Dhl seat! and working to get unfastened.

(CONTINUEDY-
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S JACK G
Dad?. K -
. (unbuckles)’
DADY

! -wheels from his father's empty seat to thk
where a Wincing, one-eyed McClane checks the Pild
vitals, he_‘s_dead. - Jack G looks at the bpdy'.a_nd._

] I JACK G (CONT'D)
' ] We should be dead.

MCCLANE _ . -
Yeah, well. Wanna trade places with
him? : B

{pushes by)
Didn't think so.

POV - OUT THE CRACKED WINDSHIELD

' “s-tance, he can see the smoking wrecks o
#“Blue pulling Pope from the flipped Cheve]

THE DLE.R.T. PILOT'S PISTOL |
l McClane hnholsters it from the dead man, checks

then achingly pushes for an exit.

le

@- g, but determined Lydia throws a should¢r into thé
Bronco ' | door, pushing out into the middle of the road

i @ battered Blue and Pope.. Lydia helps P

e Bronco. . Doors slam. In four-wheel-trive dja

IO - MCCLANE AND JACK G

%bl' 'g-,_ from the trees as fast as they'ré physically ablg.
thpy miss Pope and crew

in the Bronco by mer moments.

'~ THE HIGHWAY

j i ~in both directions with a constant, slowrburnir
lape which hovers only inches above the asphalt This goes
as far as the eye can see. :

- THE MAP

g/ and half-burned. Jack G stamps it out. eanwhile,
¥ is stumped by the strange flames rising from th

' . MCCLANME | Q
N What is this shit? .

90.

the highyay.
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o 'JACK G . N S
Natural gas lines. Power's gone, so
the safeties must be off to relieve
the pressure - ' ' -

RPN SR

3 MCCLANE -
- But where do they go?

: © . JACKR G '

Where don't they go? Natural gas .
runs everywhere. Almost every house, /
every city, coast to coast... : :

Al

MCCLANE

-+. "America's standing on top of a
time bomb." . '

SMOKING GUNSHIP WRECK

amongst the shrapnel are munitions-, us ss and
ige. McClane examines a couple of grenad clips

o |nis belt, then picks up an assault rifle
, then tosses it to Jack G.

che_c s the

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Know how to -

_ JACK G
- M16é A4 automatic carbine.
(racks a load)

Halo 2. X Box Live. I am the Master
Chief.

THE FIREBIRD

e roof sliced clean off. McClane pulls orxt what's
Wash. TILT UP to Jack G. . -

JACK G (CONT'D)
I Ever get tired of all the blood?

' MCCLANE
) l Tired of getting beat.

cClane\steps into the Firebird. Jack G, too. McClane pulls
“out olto] the highway and follows that low, hoveri £flam

ZOOMS ~ THE HALF-BURNED MAP

' Zeroing lin on the hub of all those spokes. D
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lEXT. HIGH SmOT - wATURM, eas JUNCT:’:ON‘-'STATION - -15'
is Tee acte Slte., Giant plpes sprlnglng fromn .
amid rusted,. corrugated metal sheds and old trailef:

with cha1n~11nk and razor wire. This is the hub
an open fate we see the Firebird pull through ang

MCCLANE AND JACK G

roh the Firebird, 511ent1y looking left, rig
. | But for the broken gate, everything loo‘s miet and
rmal. McClane motions for Jack G to cof

MCCLANE
Clockwlse or to the rlght.

E . JACK G o -
What? L
: MCCILANE
To stop a chain reaction we'll have

to manually shut every valve we can
find. Clockwise or to the right. ,
(then...)
Whatever happens next. You don't
- stop to save me, Y don't stop to

save you. We just get done what -

| needs to - » | ' : TN
d OF AN ENGINE. McClane and Jack G wheel ;@t
_ sea - . )
| RON{O S '
ustxng rom one of those old sheds, charging at -

"JACK G

eall of firing into the dirty w1ndsh1e1d McClane only
ut . Spllt second to shove Jack G clear and -

THE BRON{O'S. GRILL MEETS MCCLANE

€runeht— McClane tumbles backward, crashing into}the chain
i __link fente. He hits the ground w1th a sickening|thud.

He steps from the. Bronco, looklng around for Ja
- has vanished. Not a trace. Blue approact

BLUE
Like that shit? How 'bout I drqp

[:) You three stories. Just like Gabby.
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"in pain, trying to find his feet. His rh
broken, hanging from an even more useless: should

The ones McClane clipped to his belt. They lay b
' MECllane. Blue strides slowly, picks up both grenades
ckhets them. Next, he trains his sights on MkC)S

' cgawling down the fence line, trying to reict

BLUE (CONT'D)
- A one armed old man? You're like
us, now, A misfit.

e

INT. STAIRWELL ENTRY - THE HUB - DAY

ar ts line the wall, each with an emergency hgad lamp

d:ﬁ uts on a hard hat, switches on the lamp, /then
ds, gun forward.

1 BLOOD SMEARS
@10 he wall. Jack G has found a trail.

YARD - DAY

pipe complex, McClane is clearly outmatchgd by big
McClane has nowhere to maneuver. He duckg one kick
s _Clipped by the next, nearly stumbles off themiss,we

before leaping for a hanging cable.

| tall. He merely has to reach, grabbing|a cable
both hands, toyingly swinging it left and right as if
shake McClane loose. Finally, Blpe grabs the cab ith
both Banfls, hangs, throws those long legs out untiX they

ap tightly around McClane.

e arm to hang on with, he tries to kick alra 7
Ci)t's u ess.

A 2O TAYTYYREY A
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AND BLUE -

[He  a§_e§erything working for_him,“length and leferage
pulling on McClane until they both come crashing| déw
another-pipehset.

) BLUE,

§é Jinces, cracking ribs as they land. And when he
riks|to| wriggle away from Blue, it's useless. B} > As
T ilp, all arms and legs snaking around McCls: }
's death grip. Blue swivels and tosses
-~ then again - SLAM. Then with an arm twis
: throat, he cuts off McClane's windpipe
fist, but Blue just catches it, twistind
t-over until - o

: : BLUE | -
<:::::) =~ Hey. That's Rosey's Bowl ring!.

MCCLANE
Trade you for it.

_[j"*——*f" ' BLUE.

. Trade you? Shit.

TIGHT ON - BLUE'S TEETH

1y Yelamp down on McClane's index finger, ca:ching the
nd] sliding it off. Blue proudly reveals '
_Bowl rinh stuck between his teeth.

FOCUS TO -~ MCCLANE'S HAND

M

footer ai]ing backwards., .

— ion falling - off the top of the pipe complex and o

the grenade explodes,

ts h hard foot into Blue's chest, sending tﬁﬁ_ﬂev

INT. JUNCTION ~ THE HUB - DAY

grenade explosion echoes through the-pipes.

the vibrFtion to Iydia‘'s alert face. She return

17
[
Q
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INT: NEAR THE VALVE JUNCTION ROOM — THE HUB ~ DAY

ncke talls at the SOUND OF POPE'S VOICE. He hkwitches off
- his light, crouches and peers in a erack between pi
-fi‘l:_tiiz__g_'s. ' ' o _

- _gack ¢'d Pov - THE VALVE JuNCTION

+ Tight hand ‘holding the pistol, but
so limp, he has no way to steady himsel ’
ides,. then tumbles down the stairwell. McQlane laxds

es ;ery -

arts twigtin

MCCLANE

Mother—-fu

VALVE ROOM - THE HUB ~ DAY

1a.rge,. curved corridor with master val
tventy-flive feet. Jack G slings the rifle and st
.' the first wheel. .

THEE VALVE JUNCTION ROOM - THE HUB - DAY

@e lides along the wall. Sees the lights $f the ValVe
onj room and calls - .

MCCLANE
JIJAAACCCCKKKKKK! 1§ ¢
C\:;ALVE CTION ROOM
A e steps down the steps...
<] POPE (o.s.).

Things really haven't cha:nged.

Wobbly, ;(cClane swings the pi‘—st:ol onto a stifflir erect|! and

‘:je unarmed Pope,

POPE (CONT'D)
We think we're so evolved. But look
at it. All of this. Pipes,
connections. This particular hub is
just a router through which another
. lifeline flows -

SMACK!? J

t| of nowhere comes Lydia, throwing a crushid ight
choss Clane's skull. ' The pistol is kicked aw Y.

——r
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THE PIPE WRENCH .

3 ~Faks
dc ane.;

JUNCTION - THE HUB ~ DAY .

[McClane finds his feet.

t's shut.

sickening grin. -

S EYE

_ g __:iéad at McClane.
surprisihg her and sending her reeling.

= Mcl'lane whi

cxushingl her blind spot wi
i dia's skull gives

pipe,_ reaches for anything to ste_ady-him,

DAD!

ed,

shaking,
His POV swing

‘catches Lydia in her blind spo
rls, swinging the wrench again
th each blow.

JACK G (0.S8.)

_ Knotted and bloody.
ves a pistol in McClane's neck.

JACK G APPEARS

. |m'r _OUTER VALVE ROOM - JACK G - DAY
- ¥ fres_ on to another valve, spinning ‘the big wheel -
clockwise until i - :

lefts and rights, spilling him to the flbgr

or a three-foot pipe wrench. i.ydia is on top
urhing him over, straddling him and pounding

S0 McClane sends a Hai

14

ered with Lydia's blood.
.- | Pope SCREAMS! -

and hoiding on the tangle|of—
8 quickly over to the laptop.

He tries to focus. He cyy. sea lbd
. The real right e

96.

yeball and the glassy Yeft.
McClane, throwing punches with a boxer's,skj S

With oné

The germaphobe . in him

b f

falls

Pope gritg his tedth

PR > WA
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‘On screen, the numbers whlz by. The bomb is on a

MCCLANE -
. Shoot him.

- POPE -
. Go ahead K111 youx father.

PR H A

-

' . MCCLANE : :
Screw that take the shot.

JACK. G'S{ POV

the barrel of the rifle. This isn't Halo 2

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
LISTEN TO ME, "SUE." YOU GOTTA STOP
THE ROMB. TAKE THE»SHOT'

'*sfaim suddenly steadles, he's just about
igger -

.méx G
~ Never underestimate a child's
instinct to save their parent.

. BAM! - the bullet skims by McClane's head and strikes Pope

n the eyes. Dead. ' '
i::::jjij::L He can't believe what his son just d

W : MCCLANE -
(:) - - .. Gotta get me an X Box.

ack~“G"kheels down to help his father and -

MCCLANE (CONT 'D)
The bomb.

\ o JACK G

Believe me. There's nothing to do
but run. C'mon.

EXT. PIETF YARD — DAY

3 MCCLARE
What about the valves? (j:::)
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Got most of 'em shut.
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| | MCCLANE -~
I Most of ‘em? . L
R ' OACKE | -
. I wasn't counting, I was just -

_JEE_LYeS the Bronco.
._-LI_- ) . = Shut up and -'d:ive

INT. VALVE JUNCTION ROOM - THE HUB - DAY

McClaneclimbs into the Bronco, Jack G takes the drive
.' The Bronco starts, Jack G drops it into ges

Blows| pppping the flying saucer-sized cap straig

THE ACCELERATOR

: he floor. The Bronco roars ahead, blowing
chain lX%nk fence.-_ o :

PE| YARD

- MCCLANE
Maybe one?

IND THE BRONCO o | | ) _
'fF;ﬂp_e ine blows, rxuptured by Ffire. | : 5
m\ - . '

haiﬁ:the Bronco through the wooded area, serp

1- g !
hr Lrees like they were slalom poles until they break
through fnto a pasture. :

bwed . by flame.
ER SHOT

THE BEOHRco charging, bumping, sliding through thT
K'E‘e!\;}rﬂ/::u hem, the pipeline continues erupting.




[ mesr view mrrror 0
. . Fs;g_Lﬁt flame and fireballs.

| JACK €
It's chasing us!

. MCCLANE o
Keep your foot on the gas!
(looks behind) . '

splits! Otherwise -

JACK G

 MCCLANE
Yeah. Go faster.

O

BOEES a natural drainage channel.

GE CHANNEL

Erupts in earth and fire behind the Bronco. The

g the small canyon are too steep for the Bronco to
' The only direction is straight ahead.

ERN SLOPE - DAY

le sight. . o

NEY AND PANZARELLA

hey cahf) see the Bronco. .

. PANZARFEYLIA
Is that - ,

- ROONEY
= McClane!

SLOPE -~ SMALYL CANYON - DAY

. Brorico charges up and ~

| ' JACK G

(/ﬂ-\\/,//’ Hang on!

We gotta stop it before the line

= Chain reaction, mno shit. Any ideas?

Soars off the edge of a ten foot cliff and slams

s the other section of the D.E.R.T. hel}
ooney and Panzarella stand and turn to

spoxrched earth, and that moving'firéball s the small
canyon-continues to erupt with ten-story flames.| Just ahedd
1$£:§he moving fireball ~ dwarfed by the size of

ural drainage channel ends in a steep slobe. The )

99,

e explosions -

[

(CONTINUEDY

BRECFRLY Sh/% LU
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"~ ] srow uom'xon_

ko soars in the air.

MCCLANE'S POV ZOOMS

: ' her end of a cornfield, he sees a natura
_ Ijunctlon, plpes busting from the ground. '

MCCLANE

T T

There!l

hllind path, nothing but corn in front of
#“over and instinctively adjust the steeri

r*——n———~ X got it!
MCCLANE

I know you do. Just stay on that
line. And jump when I tell you

C Y JACK G

-Just because I listened to you once,
doesn't mean -

hem . Mc ane

&

JACK G

. L '

the corn, sending sprays of earth a hundred feet
air. ' '

MIRROR

all is right on their ass.

HE PIPE JUNCTION

put of the cornfield. Jack g understands,/now. H
e wheels, pushes the accelerator down to the floor).

.005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC&N WITHOUT FOX'S WR;TTEN CONSENT.
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ol eath




. ) .' ﬂ.Lt-iH o HUY
~ L_Imhe fireball is licking at the rear of the
yards ahead is the Pipe Junction.

" scczammrh noos

—Lje Eh, it ._open.
’ 'MCCLANE (CONT'D)

My side! ' Let's go!

The fireball - the Bronco - ﬁhe pipe junction - father and
@ok'ng at each other. N

TS

MCCLANE AND JACK G

I-—_Nccmm JACK G

Leap from the moving Bi-onco, rolling to a m'u'ddy stop_i
cornfield. _

hell. e other side is dispersing inert gas to the

ir,
e Iireball has been stopped. _ '
: g}ﬂ' TERN SLOPE - DAY . C.

RYFIELD -~ DAY

oken two. One side is a blazihg, roaring, mouth T:'
a

. hobbling pair -~ McClane and Jack G - work thefir way ou
4 .__—of_—the—stoking aftermath. They push through a sda ¢ n
' stalks, stumbling upon an abandoned tractor.

JACK G
Maybe you could hotwire it.
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102.

MCCLANE ‘ : :
-Maybe I could show you how and you
could hotwire it. S o

JACK G
Bet you'd wanna dr:.ve, too.

_ . MCCLANE L
- ' - Damn right. .That ol! th:.ng 1ooks o

just my speed.

UT I'0 - |MOMENTS LATER

cClane and Jack G aboard the hot-w:l.red tractor.
drivi McClane riding. '~ CRANE- UP.

Johnny™Gash's "A Boy Named Sue" plays over CREDITS.,
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