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', 
BLINDING WHITE 

Burn t h e  words ... 

"Therefore, the  Lord God banished Adam and Eve from the 
Garden of Eden and placed a flaming sword t o  pro tec t  
the tree of l i f e .  " 

-- GENESIS 3 : 2 4  

The words become t h e  

NIGHT SKY 

Our beg inn ing .  The w h o l e u n i v e r s e  above. L i f e  e t e r n a l .  
And t h e r e ,  i n  t h e  middle  of  it a l l ,  a  g o l d  s t a r .  B r i g h t e r  
and l a r g e r  t h a n  t h e  rest.  It  f l i c k e r s  v i o l e n t l y ,  h i n t i n g  a t  
d i s t a n t  chaos.  

i. FROM THE GROUND 

C r i c k e t s  scream t h e i r  mating c a l l s .  A t h u n d e r o u s  n o i s e .  

U n t i l  t h e  i n s e c t s  go s i l e n t .  E e r i e  ... 
Beat .  

A muddy f o o t  i n  a  worn s a n d a l  smashes down. 

REVEAL FATHER AVILA a  F ranc i scan  p r i e s t ,  h i s  c h e s t  heaving ,  
s e a r c h i n g  f o r  b r e a t h .  H e ' s  covered w i t h  d i r t ,  s c r a t c h e s  and 
c u t s .  H e  wears  a  t o r n ,  sweaty,  brown r o b e  and 

The vear i s  1535 and 

The p r i e s t  s t a n d s  somewhere i n  a  s l i g h t  c l e a r i n g  of  a  

CENTRAL AMERICAN SWAMP -- NEW SPAIN 

H i s  p o s s e s s e d  and f e v e r i s h  eyes  scan t h e  b l a c k n e s s  around 
him. H e  l ooks  up a t  t h e  sky.  

FATHER AVILA 
Please. P lease !  Show mercy-- 

A t w i g  c r a c k s ,  f o o t s t e p s .  A v i l a  holds  h i s  b r e a t h .  
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T e r r i f i e d  s i l e n c e .  

A deep voice rises from t h e  d a r k  woods. 

MAN'S VOICE (O.S.) 
Have no f e a r ,  f a t h e r .  

Av i l a  i s  r e l i e v e d .  He b r e a t h e s  aga in .  

E n t e r  CAPTAIN TOMAS CREO, a  b e a s t  o f  a  man. H e  p u l l s  h i s  
c racked  helmet  from h i s  head and d rops  it i n  t h e  mud. H i s  
f a c e  is  l i n e d ,  weathered,  weary. A meaty scar z i g z a g s  
through h i s  n a t t y  beard.  

FATHER AVILA 
Capta in .  

A r a g  t a g  Span i sh  army pushes i t s e l f  i n t o  t h e  c l e a r i n g  behind  
Tomas. The h a n d f u l  of  men are i n  d i s a r r a y .  Half o f  t h e  men . 
a r e  b e i n g  c a r r i e d  o r  suppor ted  by t h o s e  s t i l l  s t a n d i n g .  

S o l d i e r s  p u l l  arrows o u t  of t h e i r  c o t t o n  armor. The h o r s e s  
a r e  l imping.  The i n j u r e d  c r y  o u t  f o r  he lp .  

Tomas s t e p s  n e x t  t o  t h e  p r i e s t .  

TOMAS 
T e l l  m e  we are no l o n g e r  l o s t .  You 
know where it is. 

F a t h e r  A v i l a  l o w e r s  h i s  head i n  d e f e a t .  H e  does  n o t  know 
which way t o  go. 

A temporary s e t b a c k  f o r  Tomas. The c o n q u i s t a d o r  s c a n s  t h e  
da rkness .  He s p o t s  a  r ise i n  t h e  c l e a r i n g .  

H e  t u r n s  t o  h i s  second i n  command, a  hu lk ing  ha l f - c razed  
Moor. 

TOMAS 
( p o i n t s  ) 

The rise.  Form ranks .  

But CAPTAIN ARIEL does n o t  respond.  H e  l ooks  down a t  h i s  
huge bloody hands. 

TOMAS 
What are you doing?  

A handfu l  of s o l d i e r s  s t e p  up behind A r i e l .  They back t h e  
. . bulky Moor's mutiny. None of  t h e  men have t h e  courage  t o  

look a t  Tomas. 
'\L 
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ARIEL 
We th ink  we should r e t u r n  t o  t h e  
sh ips .  

T O W  
Re t r ea t ?  Never. 

ARIEL 
I ' m  s o r r y  - 

A r i e l  eases  h i s  b lade from i t s  scabbard. 

TOW 
Fools. 

Every s o l d i e r  watches t h e  ac t ion .  The p r i e s t  t r i e s  t o  
in tervene.  

FATHER AVILA 
No, no, s t o p  t h i s .  

Tomas a c t s .  I n  a f l a s h ,  a dagger i s  i n  h i s  hand. 

In  a second f l a s h ,  Tomas d r ives  t h e  b lade  i n t o  A r i e l ' s  
t h r o a t .  -.. 

,- The f i g h t  is over before  it began. 

A r i e l  lands on h i s  back, dead. 

TOMAS 
Coward. 

Tomas looks a t  t h e  o t h e r  mutinous s o l d i e r s  
H e  p u l l s  h i s .  sword. 

TOMAS 
The choice  is yours. Die now, 
o r  - by my s i d e  - f i g h t  f o r  l i f e .  

They nod t o  him. Tomas pu ts  h i s  blade away. 

TOMAS 
Captain Rivera! 

A skinny,  th in- l ipped s o l d i e r  s teps  up. 

TOMAS 
The r i s e .  

(points ) 
Form ranks. 

L, 
--' 

CAPTAIN RIVERA t u rns  t o  t h e  men 
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RIVERA 
Ranks ! 

TOMAS 
Three s ides .  

RIVERA 
Three SIDES! 

The army groups i n  a t r i a n g u l a r  formation on t o p  of t h e  h i l l .  
Ten men on each s i d e .  The i n j u r e d  a r e  placed i n  t h e  middle 
with t h e  horses  f o r  p ro t ec t ion .  

TOMAS 
We s h a l l  f ace  them here. 

Tomas and Rivera take. pos i t i on  on t o p  of a boulder i n  t h e  
cen te r  of t h e  r i s e .  The army i s  t e r r i f i e d .  Shaking. 

RIVERA 
Like phantoms. Gone. 
Where d id  they go!? 

TOMAS 
They t aun t  us.  Preparing 
t h e i r  f e a s t .  

Rivera barks commands t o  t h e  men. H e  keeps them a l e r t .  

Tomas p u l l s  something from h i s  b r e a s t  pocket.  
It i s  a simple gold r ing .  

He br ings  it up t o  h i s  face  and i n h a l e s  i t s  s c e n t .  
H i s  eyes c l o s e .  H i s  mind focuses on t h e  smell .  
The brea th  t akes  him f o r  a moment back t o  t h e  motherland ... 
SEVILLE SPAIN 

I t  i s  t h r e e  years  e a r l i e r .  

Tomas s t ands  before  a woman, ISABEL. She's young and 
beau t i fu l ,  he r  sk in  so  f a i r  it almost glows. 

The sun is  r i s i n g .  Golden l i g h t  f loods  t h e  heavens. 

He c a n ' t  look a t  her .  

From t h e  necklace around her  neck she removes t h e  gold r ing .  
Gently, she  places  it i n t o  h i s  ca l loused  palm. 

Only h i s  hea r tbea t  fo r  a moment. He holds back a t e a r .  

<-. Now, back i n  t h e  
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SWAMP 
i- 

Tomas pu t s  t h e  r i n g  away. A f r e s h  brea th  of courage f loods  
h i s  lungs. 

Father Avila i s  slumped aga ins t  t h e  boulder ,  holding h i s  f ace  
i n  de fea t .  

TOMAS 
p r i e s t ,  po in t  u s  i n  a  d i r e c t i o n  o r  
d i e  a longside these  noble C h r i s t i a n  
sou l s .  The heathens a r e  upon us 
with a  despera te  t h i r s t  f o r  blood.  

The p r i e s t  r i s e s  t o  h i s  f e e t ,  nodding.. 

FATHER AVILA 
Y e s .  Y e s .  We must - 

Tomas s i l e n c e s  him by holding up h i s  hand. 

The f o r e s t  i s  s i l e n t .  Completely still.  

Beat. 

Tomas s p o t s  a  s i n g l e  l e a f  move. 
It i s  enough t o  cue t h e  g r e a t  war r io r .  

TOMAS 
Shields ! 

The Spanish kneel  and r a i s e  t h e i r  s h i e l d s ,  forming a  g i a n t  
umbrella. 

J u s t  then ,  t h e  arrows pour i n .  
The downpour is a s  t h i c k  as l ocus t s .  A thunderous r a i n .  

From beneath t h e  canopy, Tomas howls encouragement. 

TOMAS 
Hold! Everyone hold! 

Captain Rivera s l i p s  o f f  t h e  rock. 
Moss i s  knocked f r e e .  Something i s  under t h e  moss 

A ca rv ing .  

Father Avi la  s t r i p s  t h e  moss o f f  t h e  rock,  r evea l ing  a  
design.  

H i s  eyes l i g h t  up. H e  scans t h e  swamp looking f o r  t h e  f i n a l  
p iece  i n  t h e  puzzle.  

<. 
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', 
i- The arrows keep coming. A few s l i p  t h r o u g h  t h e  d e f e n s e s .  

One s o l d i e r  c a t c h e s  a s t o n e  arrowhead i n  h i s  neck .  Blood 
f l i n g s  f r e e  a s  he  f a l l s  back. Another  c a t c h e s  o n e  i n  t h e  
c h e s t .  A t h i r d  i n  h i s  open mouth. 

But t h e n ,  t h e  a r rows s t o p .  

S i l e n c e ,  e x c e p t  f o r  t h e  i n j u r e d  s o l d i e r s '  moans. 

TOMAS 
Hold ranks!  

RIVERA 
Everyone hold!  

FATHER AVILA 
Cap ta in .  Look! W e  a r e  h e r e .  

Tomas p e e l s  h i s  e y e s  away t o  l o o k  a t  t h e  c e r e m o n i a l  s t o n e  
b e n e a t h  his f e e t .  

There  is  a t r i a n g u l a r  g lyph c a r v e d  o n t o  t h e  rock .  

FATHER AVILA 
Sh iba lba .  

F a t h e r  A v i l a  p u l l s  o u t  a n  a n c i e n t  Mayan o b s i d i a n  d a g g e r .  
There  i s  a t r i a n g u l a r  g lyph c a r v e d  o n t o  t h e  b l a d e .  
It is t h e  same d e s i g n  a s  o n  t h e  s t o n e  and i n  t h e  sky .  

The p r i e s t  g i v e s  t h e  b lade  t o  t h e  w a r r i o r .  Tomas r a i s e s  t h e  
b l a d e  t o  t h e  heavens .  

The g l y p h  on t h e  b lade  l i n e s  up p e r f e c t l y  w i t h  t h e  t r i a n g u l a r  
c o n s t e l l a t i o n  su r round ing  t h e  go ld  s t a r .  

The shape  formed by t h e  s t a r s ,  on t h e  carved  r o c k  and on t h e  
Mayan b l a d e  are a l l  one and the same. 

A s p a r k l e  of p o s s i b i l i t y  t w i n k l e s  i n  Tomas' e y e s .  

TOMAS 
Then our  f a t e  i s  r e v e a l e d .  
Glory  is our  d e s t i n y !  

R I V E R A '  
Men, v i c t o r y  is i n  ou r  grasp!  
A s i g n !  

R lve ra  points a t  t h e  s t o n e .  For a moment, t h e  Spaniards' 

I 
f e a r  relieved. 

-.-- 
Tomas s c a n s  t h e  swamp. H e  pee r s  deep  l n t o  t h e  d a r k n e s s .  
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TOMAS 
And where is t h i s  pyramid? 

FATHER AVILA 
Here. Close .  

TOMAS 
Which d i r e c t i o n  - 

BOOM! 

Suddenly, t h e r e  is  t h e  sound of  a g r e a t  drum. It i s  a n o i s e  
s o  e v i l  it r a i s e s  t h e  h a i r s  o r i t h e  back of .Tomas '  neck.  

TOMAS 
F i r s t  w e  f i g h t .  Then t h e i r  
t r e a s u r e  w i l l  be  o u r s .  

BOOM ! 

The Span ia rds  s t a r t  t o  g e t  s c a r e d .  The h o r s e s  g e t  restless 

BOOM ! 

Again. 

Tomas s l i d e s  t h e  Mayan dagger  i n t o  h i s  b e l t .  H e  hands F a t h e r  
Avi la  a r e a l  b l ade .  

TOMAS 
Even a p r i e s t  s h a l l  k i l l  t oday .  

Tomas p u l l s  o u t  h i s  r a p i e r .  

BOOM! 

And t h e  i n v i s i b l e  army cries o u t .  I t ' s  a s h r i l l  and p a i n f u l  
no i se .  Now, more drums. A l l  d i f f e r e n t  t y p e s .  Noises  
everywhere.  

The Spanish  are pan ick ing .  Tomas screams above them. 

TOMAS 
W e  r i d e  w i t h  S p a i n ' s  banner.  
It b e a r s  h e r  m a j e s t y ' s  b l e s s i n g  
And th rough  it we s h a l l  l i v e  
f o r e v e r .  VICTORY OR DEATH!!! 

H i s  men respond w i t h  t h r e e  c r i e s  of t h e i r  own. 

They are answered w i t h  s i lence .  Complete s i l e n c e  
-< 

Beat .  
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TOMAS 
Crossbows. 

And t h e n ,  t h e  g r e a t  Mayan army b u r s t s  i n t o  t h e  c l e a r i n g .  
Brandishing  weapons, w a r  p a i n t ,  f e a t h e r e d  plumes, s i n i s t e r  
masks. Screaming w i t h  p a s s i o n  and f u r y .  They a r e  a n  
overwhelming, t e r r i f y i n g  s i g h t .  I t  i s  a n  ocean of  men and 
t h e y  a r e n ' t  t a k i n g  any p r i s o n e r s .  

Tomas' men look o u t  i n  h o r r o r .  T h i s  is  t h e  end. 
Tomas d o e s n ' t  even b l i n k .  I t ' s  n o t  h i s  t i m e .  
N o t  y e t . .  . 
H e  y e l l s  o v e r  t h e  n o i s e  and t h e  f e a r ,  w i t h  a b s o l u t e  
c o n v i c t i o n .  

TOMAS 
The Lord C h r i s t  and a t  t h e m !  

The Span ia rds  f i r e  t h e i r  loaded crossbows. The f r o n t  row of 
Mayans tumble i n t o  t h e  ground. But t h e  enemy army keeps  
coming. They t r ample  t h e i r  own men. 

I n  a  b l i n k  o f  a n  e y e  t h e y  pour  themselves  o n t o  t h e  Spanish .  

Tomas s l i d e s  o u t  a second b l a d e .  

H e  a t t a c k s .  Tomas s t a b s  and lunges .  
But t h e  enemy i s  everywhere. 

The r a n k s  break .  

~ t ' s  c h a o s .  

RIVERA 
F a l l  back! 

The Span i sh  f a l l  back i n t o  t h e  nearby 

FOREST 

But t h e  t r e e s  do l i t t l e  t o  p r o t e c t  them. 
The s o l d i e r s  a r e  f a l l i n g  q u i c k l y .  

F a t h e r  A v i l ~ a  s t a b s  a bloody Mayan. But it d o e s n ' t  do much. 
Coun t l e s s  hands g r a b  t h e  p r i e s t .  

They p u l l  on him u n t i l  he l i t e r a l l y  s p l i t s  a p a r t .  
The p r i e s t  dies w i t h  t h e  L o r d ' s  name upon h i s  l i p s .  

R i v e r a  s l i c e s  and d i c e s .  But ,  he t o o  is soon overwhelmed. 
A dagger  i s  shoved i n t o  h i s  back. He g u r g l e s  on h i s  own 
blood a s  he d i e s .  
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.- 
L-. Tomas cont inues  t o  f a l l  back. 

He never s tops  f i g h t i n g .  H i s  sword swings, k i l l i n g  sco re s  
He re fuses  t o  surrender .  

! 
He is t h e  lone Spaniard l i v i n g .  H i s  army i s  decimated. 
But stil l ,  he keeps a t tack ing .  

TOMAS 
I s h a l l  no t  d i e .  Not here .  
Not now. NEVER! 

The Mayan army surges  a t  him. 

He t r i p s ,  l o s e s  h i s  foo t ing .  Stumbles backwards. 

Momentum c a r r i e s  him. Fa l l ing .  

S t i l l  f i g h t i n g .  Swinging h i s  sword. Screaming! 

He lands  on h i s  back. H i s  head h i t s .  

THUD ! 

SMASH TO: 
--- 

CLOSE ON TOM CREO 

Eyes pop open. Waking with  a s t a r t .  Fear s t i l l  g r i p s  him. 
He's t h e  same man a s  Tomas. H i s  f a c e  j u s t  a s  weary. 

But now t h e  beard i s  gone. And s o  i s  t h e  s c a r .  
H i s  h a i r  i s  a t h i n  s i l v e r  crew c u t  and h i s  eyebrows a r e  gray. 

Tom t akes  a deep brea th .  Calming himself down. He i s  a l i v e .  

I t  was a l l  j u s t  a  dream. That same bad dream. 

He's i n  a 

BLACK SPACE 

Si lence.  

Tom's f l o a t i n g  i n  t h e  l o t u s  pos i t i on  amongst t h e  branches of an 

ANCIENT TREE 

Old and b i g  a s  t ime.  I t s  g i a n t  r o o t s  c r i s s c r o s s i n g ,  forming 
a n e s t  around t h e  bottom curve of t h e  i n t e r i o r  of a 

I - 
SPACE SHIP 

<- 

A p e r f e c t  sphere .  Shooting through space. 
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1 

i- He's a man i n  a bubble and 

The vear is 2150 and 

He looks up o u t  t h e  f r o n t  of t h e  sh ip .  

TOM 
(whispers t o  h imse l f )  . 

We're almost t h e r e .  

CUT TO: 

DEEP SPACE 

Smothered wi th  s t a r s .  They spa rk l e  fo rever  i n  t h e  i n k  black 
i n f i n i t y  . 
One grows i n  s i z e .  Approaching. 

In  f a c t ,  it i s  no t  a s t a r .  I t  i s  t h e  s p h e r i c a l  s h i p  heading 
r i g h t  toward us. 

WHOOOOOOSH! 

The bubble whips by. Fas t e r  than  anything we've ever  seen. 

~. 
Quickly it disappears ,  r ac ing  toward a towering nebula. 

The nebula i s  a g r e a t  glowing cloud made of t r i l l i o n s  upon 
t r i l l i o n s  of molecules. I t  shimmers l i k e  a gold s i l k  shee t  
catching a l i g h t  summer breeze. 

I t  almost  looks l i k e  heaven. 

RETURN TO: 

THE SHIP 

Tom t i l t s  backwards. 

H e  f l o a t s  down t o  t h e  ground. Gravity weighs on him again .  

His knees buckle a s  he s taggers  t o  t he  t r e e .  

The t r e e  

It seems t o  quiver  a s  he nears .  

He runs h i s  eyes across  t he  scar red  and barren su r f ace .  

The t r e e  i s  dying. I f  not dead a l ready.  
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i- Only a small worn crevice in the trunk seems to still be alive. 

Tom drops to his knees. He reaches out to the healthy bark. 

Tiny hairs on the bark reach out towards him. Static 
electricity. 

Right before he touches it he stops. 

He senses something, someone. 

A WOMAN is watching him. 
He doesn't look at her and we don't see her.face. 

He ignores her. He turns his back on her. 

He places an affectionate hand on the tree. 

Tom leans close to the healthy bark. His lips almost kiss 
the golden hairs. 

TOM 
(whispers) 

Don't worry. We will be all right. 
We're close. Very close. - - 

He pats the tree gently. He moves to a pond of water. 
He rinses his face, waking up. 

That woman is still looking at him. He tries to ignore her. 

But her unseen eyes feel as if they're burrowing into his 
skull. He can't take it anymore. He looks over. 

She is breathtaking. Her name is IZZI and she looks just 
like Isabel except she's wearing a winter jacket and jeans. 

TOM 
(angry) 

What! ? 

She doesn't answer. She just smiles 

Tom knows what he's supposed to say, but he can't seem to say 
it. 

He takes a breath. He subdues his anger. He looks back up 
at Izzi, but this time he is surprised to see her. 

TOM 
What are you doing here? 



November, 2003  12. 

L 
Her voice  i s  chee r fu l  and f i l l e d  w i th  l i f e .  

I Z Z I  
Come on, l e t ' s  t ake  a walk. 

And now, it i s  t h e  year  2004 and Tom i s  s i t t i n g  i n  

A 20TH CENTURY OFFICE 

TOM 
(p lay ing  a p a r t )  

I have too  much work. 

I Z Z I  
I t ' s  t h e  first snow. W e  always-- 

And now Tom i s  gone. Ins tead ,  s i t t i n g  behind a desk i n  f r o n t  
of a computer is  TOMMY. H e  i s  a p resen t  day ve r s ion  of Tom 
and Tomas, i n  a but ton down s h i r t  and s l a c k s .  

TOMMY 
I c a n ' t ,  I have s o  much t o  do- 

I Z Z I  
Come on Tommy. 

TOMMY 
( a  b i t  t oo  loud)  

PLEASE, I zz i !  

I z z i  lowers he r  chin .  

TOMMY 
I ' m  sor ry .  I am. 

I z z i  nods a s  she  leaves .  
The memory fades  away and w e  r e t u r n  t o  t h e  

GARDEN 

Tommy i s  gone a s  w e l l .  Tom, with s i l v e r  h a i r ,  s t a r e s  i n t o  
black space.  Even though I z z i  i s  gone he says :  

TOM 
I ' l l  s e e  you ton igh t .  OK? 

But no one i s  t h e r e  t o  answer. H i s  eyes w e l l  up with t e a r s .  

H e  looks down a t  h i s  hands. 

Beat.  

FADE TO: 
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L THE GARDEN - LATER 

Tom p i c k s  d i f f e r e n t  h e r b s  and f u n g i  from t h e  a i l i n g  p l a n t s  
su r round ing  t h e  tree. Some t h i n g s ,  he  e a t s .  Other  s t u f f  he  
s t o r e s  i n  s m a l l  p i l e s .  

FADE TO: 

BOW OF SHIP - LATER 

Tom c o n c e n t r a t e s  a s  h i s  body moves th rough  an a n c i e n t  T a i  Chi 
series. H i s  movements g r a c e f u l  and po i sed .  

The s p h e r e  pushes  i n t o  t h e  g r e a t  nebu la  l i k e  a  p l a n e  e n t e r i n g  
a  c l o u d  bank. 

Every th ing  d i s a p p e a r s  i n t o  a  glow o f  golden  l i g h t .  

FADE TO: 

GARDEN - LATER 

Tom s i ts  n e a r  t h e  t r e e  -- a l o n e .  

H i s  r i g h t  s l e e v e  is gone. H i s  r i g h t  arm r e v e a l e d  ... 
It is  covered  w i t h  t a t t o o s .  Wrapped l i k e  b r a c e l e t s .  Each 
r i n g  unique .  Some t h i c k ,  some t h i n .  E l a b o r a t e  d e s i g n s ,  
e l e g a n t  l i n e s .  

With t h e  s t o n e  f l i n t ,  he  works on a new r i n g  on h i s  r i g h t  
s h o u l d e r .  

But something  d i s t r a c t s  him. H e  l o o k s  o v e r .  

I n  t h e  garden i s  a h o s p i t a l  bed. On t h e  bed l ies  I z z i .  

S h e  i s  n o t  w e l l .  

Tom l o o k s  away. He t r ies t o  focus  on t h e  t a t t o o .  

But he c a n ' t  h e l p  h i m s e l f .  H e  g e t s  up and walks o v e r  t o  
I z z i .  

A s  he  a r r i v e s  a t  h e r  beds ide  he  r e t u r n s  t o  2004 a s  Tommy. 

IZZI 'S  HOSPITAL ROOM 

Tommy e a s e s  h imsel f  down o n t o  t h e  bed nex t  t o  h e r .  She is  
h o l d i n g  a l e a t h e r  bound manuscr ip t .  

IZZI 
I want you t o  h e l p  m e .  
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TOMMY 
How? 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

Tommy doesn't understand. 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

TOMMY 
I don't know how it ends. 

IZZI 
You do. You will. 

Anger builds inside Tommy. 

He stands up, crushing the memory. 

Returning to 2150 as Tom, in the 

GARDEN 
-- 

He screams. - -  
TOM 

NO ! 

\- But no one is there to hear him. 

He is once again -- alone. 

TOM 
(quietly now) 

No. I can't. Not again. 

He raises his shirt. Beneath his heart is a freshly healed 
wound. He touches it tenderly. 

Tom crouches down. Deep in thought. Holding his brow. 

He starts to tattoo his shoulder again. 

But once again, he senses something. He senses someone. 

Izzi is watching him. But not from the bed. She's standing, 
smiling at him. She's wearing the winter jacket and jeans. 

TOM 
Please. Leave me alone. 
You're killing us. Why? 
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But s h e  j u s t  smiles. Wait ing.  Wai t ing  f o r  t h e  memory t o  
s t a r t .  

H e  f o l l o w s  t h e  t a t t o o s  down h i s  r i g h t  arm. 
i. 

Each t a t t o o  is a y e a r  o f  h i s  l i f e .  Each y e a r  a  d i f f e r e n t  
inemory. Each r i n g  f a d i n g  away l i k e  t h e  pigment  i n  h i s  s k i n .  

H e  p u l l s  up h i s  l e f t  s l eeve . .  

T a t t o o s  c o v e r  t h i s  arm t o o .  They a r e  l i g h t e r  t h a n  t h e  r i g h t  
arm's  r i n g s .  O l d e r .  

H e  f o l l o w s  them down t o  t h e  f i r s t  t a t t o o .  T h i s  i n i t i a l  
t a t t o o  is c r u d e l y  drawn around t h e  r i n g  f i n g e r  i n  t h e  same 
p l a c e  a  wedding band would be worn. 

A memory s l i p s  th rough  h i s  mind. 
He decides t o  g i v e  i n  t o  I z z i .  
H e  w i l l  p l a y  h i s  p a r t .  

TOM 
A l l  r i g h t .  I t r u s t  you. 
Take me.  Show m e .  

H e  t a k e s  a  deep  b r e a t h ,  s u r r e n d e r i n g .  
i He l o o k s  up a t  I z z i ,  b u t  t h i s  t i m e  he  is  s u r p r i s e d .  

TOM 
What a r e  you doing  h e r e ?  

I z z i  answers .  

I Z Z I  
Come on,  l e t ' s  t a k e  a walk. 

The memory r e t u r n s  him t o  2004 i n  h i s  

OFFICE 

Once a g a i n ,  Tommy s i ts  beh ind  h i s  desk .  

I z z i  wipes some m e l t i n g  snow f l a k e s  o f f  h e r  j a c k e t .  

TOM 
I have t o o  much work. 

I Z Z I  / 

I t ' s  t h e  first snow. W e  always-- 

TOMMY 
I c a n ' t ,  I have s o  much t o  do. 
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IZZI 
Come on Tommy. 

TOMMY 
PLEASE, Izzi! 

Izzi lowers her chin a s  she leaves. 

TOMMY 
I'll see you tonight. OK? 

She doesn't answer. 

Tommy sits alone with his work-covered desk. 

Finally, even he can't stand himself. 
He gets up and chases after her. 

In the 

HALLWAY - SILVER-EIANDEL LABORATORIES 

He bumps into MANNY, a stubble headed geek, out of breath. 

MANNY 
Antonio's on his way back. 

Tommy watches Izzi head out the door at the end of the 
hallway. 

.. MANNY 
Donovan's still prepped and ready. 

He can choose his wife or his work. 

Beat. 

TOMMY 
Damn it. 

He makes a decision. Work. 
A new determination floods his soul. 
He turns away from his wife and races up the hallway. 
Manny follows . 

TOMMY 
Does Henry have new scans? 

Tommy pushes through swinging doors into the 

SCRUB ROOM 
- 

HENRY, a lab technician from Taiwan, is ready for h lm.  
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, , He holds up the scans in front of an x-ray light. -- .. 
HENRY 

- The growth continues to expand. 

Tommy removes his -wedding ring and places it above the soap 
dish while he scrubs. 

Henry helps Tommy into his gown and gloves. 

TOMMY 
(screams) 

Where's Antonio? 

Tommy in full surgical gear rushes into the 

OPERATING ROOM 

which is filled with cutting edge medical gadgets. 

BETTY, a career lab technician in scrubs, monitors the vital 
statistics. 

BETTY 
He's been ready for fifty minutes 
now. 

Tommy nods, any exhaustion long gone. He's God in this room. 
Manny bursts in. 

MANNY 
He 's crossing the street, 

TOMMY 
(to Manny) 

What were the in-vitro results? 

BETTY 
(to Tommy; 
surprised) 

- You don't know? 

MANNY 
(ignores Betty; answers 
Tommy ) 

I didn't ask. 

TOMMY 
Meet him at the elevator and get 
his ass in here. 

i Manny hurries out of the room. 
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Tommy looks down a t  h i s  p a t i e n t .  
i 

TOMMY 
How w e  doing, Donovan? - You 
hanging i n ?  

Beat. 

ANTONIO, a  muscular bu t  s o f t  spoken post-doc chemist ,  e n t e r s  
Tommy looks  a t  him expec tan t ly .  

Beat. 

ANTONIO 
(shakes h i s  head; calm) 

No good. Great s p e c i f i c i t y .  But no 
suppression.  

Tommy's f ace  f a l l s  wi th  disappointment. 

Beat. Beat.  

BETTY 
( s o f t l y )  

- Should we c l o s e  him? 

HENRY 
We' l l  have t o  euthanize .  

BETTY 
Why? 

Tommy shakes h i s  head t o  himself .  No. No. No. No. 

HENRY 
I f  we d o n ' t  t r e a t  him now we w o n ' t  
have another  chance before  t h e  
growth g e t s  him. 

Tommy j u s t  pushes p a s t  them back i n t o  t h e  

SCRUB ROOM 

S t a r t s  pacing back and f o r t h .  Get t ing a n g r i e r  and a n g r i e r .  
He w i l l  no t  be stopped. He w i l l  not  f a i l .  

H e  w i l l  no t .  

His whole team watches him. Tommy avoids t h e i r  eyes ,  
crouches i n  a corner .  

-~ There ' s  a nas ty  win te r  storm blowing down on t h e  s k y l i g h t .  
The wind causes  t h e  g l a s s  panes t o  r a t t l e .  
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Tommy lets out a frustrated sigh. 

The other scientists glance nervously at each other. They've 
never seen him without an answer. 

Beat. 

He looks up through the water-streaked skylight. Snow 
collides with the rattling glass panes. 

The sounds around him begin to fade and disappear. 

A spark of golden light shoot9 off the skylight. Tommy 
doesn't know what it was. 

In a moment, it is completely silent. Now, there's another 
spark. And another. The glass starts to light up with 
golden rays of light. 

And for a moment Tommy is Tom sitting in the 

GARDEN 

His eyes filled with wonder. 

Miniscule particles from the nebula collide with the front of -- the ship causing giant burning sparks of golden light. 

Outside in 

SPACE 

The bubble soars through the nebula. S.hards of light dance 
magically across the surface of the ship. 

Back in the 

SCRUB ROOM 

Inspiration explodes in Tommy's eyes. 

A smile slowly spreads across the scientist's face. The 
smile of discovery. 

BETTY 
I'll prepare the pentobarbital. 

TOMMY 
No, wait. 

Manny grins; he knows Tommy's got something 
L~ 

Tommy looks down from the skylight at his team. 
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TOMMY 
Remember that ethnobotanical 
compound we played around with last 
year? 

ANTONIO 
Which one? 

JUMP TO: 

LAB - A SECOND LATER 

Tommy frantically flips open a botany reference book. 
Surging with energy, and discovery. Manny peeks over his 
shoulder. 

T o m  
(pointing) 

From that tree. That one. 

MANNY 
( reads ) 

Natul Tortuosa. From Guatemala. 

Antonio is on a PC searching through files. 

ANTONIO 
(remembers) 

Yes, yes. The old growth tree. We 
had a couple of samples. It was 
sterile. Grafting and clippings 
didn't take either. 

TOMMY 
(nods his head) 

That's it. 

Betty sticks her head in from the O.R. 

BETTY 
What's happening? 

TOMMY 
(to Antonio) 

Mix it with your compound. They've 
got a similar tertiary structure. 
Almost a mirror. 

(turns to Manny) 
- Manny, find those samples. 

Manny heads for the freezer. 
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ANTONIO 
I d o n ' t  see it. 

TOMMY 
( t r y i n g  t o  exp la in )  

P i c t u r e  them s i d e  by s i d e .  Now 
f o l d  them i n t o  each o t h e r .  Like 
two love r s .  Woman on top .  

ANTONIO 
( s t a r t s  t o  see it; g e t t i n g  
e x c i t e d )  

They have complementary domains - 
I f  w e  can g e t  them t o  s t i c k ,  w e  
might,  -- 

Tommy nods h i s  head. 

Manny rushes  o u t  of t h e  f r e e z e r  w i t h  a g l a s s  v i a l .  

MANNY 
- Is t h i s  i t ?  

Tommy grabs t h e  v i a l  from Manny. Checks it o u t .  And hands 
it t o  Antonio. 

TOMMY 
GO ! 

Antonio h u s t l e s  over t o  t h e  chemistry a r e a  of t h e  l a b .  

Betty looks l i k e  s h e ' s  about t o  have a h e a r t  a t t a c k .  

BETTY 
- D r .  Creo. We have no t o x i c i t y  
r e p o r t s .  T h e r e ' s  not  a s ingle--  

TOMMY 
I t  d o e s n ' t  mat te r .  Donovan's on 
t h e  t a b l e !  I f  we do nothing he 
d i e s .  

FADE TO: 

TOMMY'S POV 

Down t h e  t u r r e t  of a microscope a t  a  white substance.  I ts 
a r c h i t e c t u r e  could he confused f o r  neurons, t h e  branches of a 
t r e e ,  o r  - a s  we w i l l  see - a dying s t a r .  

1, It brea thes  and v i b r a t e s  wi th  l i f e .  
L... 

W e  PULL OUT t o  Tommy i n  h i s  
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i- LAB 

He takes his eye away from the microscope. Turns to Antonio. 

ANTONIO 
I've never seen that adhesion 
pattern. 

TOMMY 
What's it binding to? 

ANTONIO 
Don't know, but it's definitely 
attaching to the high growth 
regions. 

CUT TO: 

OPERATING ROOM - LATER 

Antonio and Tommy stand over the patient wearing masks and 
lightly stained gowns. Betty operates the anesthesia. 

TOMMY 
- Give me 1.5 cc's. 

-. - 
Antonio sticks a needle into the open vial, that Manny holds, 
and carefully draws up some liquid. 

He hands the syringe to Tommy who snaps it into a mechanical 
stereotaxic arm mounted in the surgical field. 

Tommy starts to slowly turn a small metal wheel. 

Then, he hits a'button. Electronically it depresses the 
plunger on the syringe. 

As the chemical enters the patient's brain, we MOVE OVER 
Tommy. . . 
REVEAL. Donovan is an aging rhesus monkey. 

Beat. 

TOMMY 
(compassionate) 

That's a good boy, Donovan. That's 
a good boy - 

CUT TO: 
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i SCRUB ROOM - LATER 

Tommy removes h i s  glove's and r e a c h e s  f o r  h i s  wedding r i n g .  
I t ' s  n o t  t h e r e .  

Tommy s c a n s  t h e  f l o o r .  Pan ick ing .  Keeps l o o k i n g  around,  
c a n ' t  f i n d  it. 

I t ' s  gone. 

He g e t s  down on h i s  knees . . .  

Antonio and Manny e n t e r .  

ANTONIO 
- What ' s  up, c a p t a i n ?  

TOMMY 
My r i n g  - 

MANNY 
What r i n g ?  

TOMMY 
( p a n i c k e d )  

My wedding r i n g .  

MANNY 
- Where d i d  you leave i t ?  

TOMMY 
Where I always p u t  it. Up t h e r e  - 

Manny and Antonio g e t  on t h e i r  hands and knees  and h e l p  Tommy 
look around f o r  it. 

J u s t  t h e n ,  DR. LILLIAN GUZETTI, t h e  head o f  r e s e a r c h ,  s t i c k s  
h e r  head i n s i d e  t h e  room. Sees  them a l l  s e a r c h i n g  on t h e  
ground. 

LILLIAN 
D r .  Creo? 

TOMMY 
( d i s t r a c t e d )  

- Yeah? 

LILLIAN 
May I have a word w i t h  you? 

\ TOMMY 
L . One second.  
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L, Beat. 

LILLIAN 
What are you doing? 

TOMMY 
MY ring. I put it right there and,- 

MANNY 
It's gotta be here: 

LILLIAN 
I need to talk to you - 

ANTONIO 
Don't worry. We'll find it - 

CUT TO: 

TOMMY'S OFFICE - LATER 

Tommy fllps on some light boards and examines the latest 
scans. Lillian's standing behind him. 

He lights a cigarette, avoiding her gaze at all costs. 

Beat. 

LILLIAN 
You're not allowed to 'smoke in 
here. 

He shrugs. Keeps on smoking. 

Beat. 

LILLIAN 
- How's Izzi? 

TOMMY 
She's good. Writing. 

LILLIAN 
And you? You've really been 
pushing lately. 

TOMMY 
- yeah. 

Beat. 

- Lillian's not sure how to say thls. 



November, 2 0 0 3 25. 

LILLIAN 
(uncomfortably) 

You know, I wonder if you shouldn't 
ease out of brain disease - go back 
to aging. 

Tommy turns. Stares down Lillian. 

TOMMY 
- What? 

LILLIAN . 
Work could be a place to clear your 
head - get away for a while. 

TOMMY 
What are you trying to say? Get 
away from what? 

LILLIAN 
I'm concerned. 

TOMMY 
About? 

LILLIAN 
I saw Betty in the hall, 
hysterical. You've been running 
sloppy surgeries. 

TOMMY 
Nonsense. 

LILLIAN 
You injected that animal with an 
untested compound. 

TOMMY 
He was open for chrissakes. We 
were about to put him down - 

LILLIAN 
(stern) 

It's a blatant vlolatlon of 
protocol. NIH could shut us down. 
I can shut you down for it. You're 
reckless and you need to slow down. 

(beat; softens) 
- Tommy, maybe you need to take a 
few days at home - Spend some time 
with 1221. - 

Tommy looks away. 
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L. TOMMY 
I'm here. For her. 

Lillian wants to respond. Decides to let it go. 

Beat. 

LILLIAN 
I can't have you violating 
protocol. 

TOMMY 
Okay. It won't happen again. 
I promise, Lilly. 

Lillian studies him for awhile. 

TOMMY 
- Just let me keep my schedule. 

(beat) 
Please. 

Beat. 

CUT TO: 

TOMMY & IZZI'S HOUSE 

Tommy opens the front door. Pushes inside from the freezing 
cold. 

He calls for his wife. 

TOMMY 
Izzi? 

No response. Tries again. 

TOMMY 
Izzi? 

Still nothing. Now, concerned. Fear creeping in.. 

Looks in the bedroom. 

No one there. 

TOMMY 
(calls out) 

Izzi - 

Terror and panic spread throughout his entire body. 
He runs through the house, going from room to room. 
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.-.. 
Kitchen. Living room. Bathrooms. 

L Searching f o r  h i s  wi fe ,  f e a r i n g  t h e  wors t . . ,  

TOMMY 
IZZI! 

No s ign .  Rushes p a s t  t h e  bedroom. Tommy's eyes w i l d  wi th  
f e a r .  

He hea r s  something. Doubles back i n t o  t h e i r  bedroom. 

TOMMY 
Isabe l?  

I Z Z I  ( 0 s )  
Out here  - 

Tommy goes t o  t h e  window. Leans ou t s ide  ... 
BOOM! Smack i n  t h e  f a c e  wi th  a snowball. 

I z z i  s i t s  on t h e  roof laughing her  a s s  o f f .  

Next t o  her  i s  a t e l e scope  pointed towards t h e  sky. 

TOMMY 
Funny. Very funny. 

She t h i n k s  so .  I z z i  wears a simple button down s h i r t  and 
jeans. 

TOMMY 
- What a r e  you doing? 

I Z Z I  
(motions t o  t e lescope ,  
mysterious ) 

I ' m  s t a r  gazing. 

TOMMY 
Come on i n ,  i t ' s  f reez ing  - 

I Z Z I  
( s t r o n g ,  laughs)  

I want you t o  s e e  something. 

She p o i n t s  t o  t h e  te lescope .  He h e s i t a t e s .  

I Z Z I  
S top  being an old fart. 

H e  cl imbs out  onto t h e  
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'. 
?- ROOF 

The sky is f i l l e d  wi th  s t a r s .  The a i r  i s  f r e e z i n g  cold .  

H e  eases  nex t  t o  her .  She grabs h i s  hand. 

I Z Z I  
Go on. Look - 

He pu t s  h i s  eye on t h e  eye piece .  

TOMMY'S POV 

Focusing i n  on t h e  pu ls ing  gold s t a r .  I t ' s  t h e  same s t a r  
Father  Avi la  eyed a t  t h e  s t a r t  of t h e  s t o r y ,  t h e  same star 
Tom i s  heading f o r  i n  t h e  fu tu re .  I t ' s  a l l  one i n  t h e  same. 

TOMMY 
The gold s t a r ?  

I Z Z I  
I t ' s  a c t u a l l y  a  nebula wrapped 
around a  dying s t a r .  Tha t ' s  what 
makes it look gold. 

Tommy p u l l s  h i s  eye away. He makes a  show t h a t  h e ' s  
impressed by her  knowledge. She s e e s  h i s  express ion .  

I Z Z I  
What? 

Tommy shakes h i s  head. He's got  nothing t o  s ay .  

I Z Z I  
( j ok ing ,  defensive)  

I took sc ience .  

TOMMY 
(oh yeah?) 

When? 

I Z Z I  
( sheep ish)  

I n  j un io r  high.  

Tommy smiles  a s  he hugs her .  

She motions f o r  him t o  look i n  t h e  te lescope  again .  He does. 

I Z Z I  
The Mayans c a l l e d  it Shibalba.  
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TOMMY 
(pronouncing) 

Shi-bal-ba? 

I Z Z I  
The Mayan word f o r  t h e i r  
underworld. They be l ieved  i t ' s  t h e  
p lace  dead s o u l s  go t o  be  reborn.  

Tommy p u l l s  h i s  eye away again.  He's s e r i o u s  t h i s  t ime.  

TOMMY 
What a r e  you t a l k i n g  about? 

I Z Z I  
The book. I t ' s  g o i n g . t o  be i n  t h e  
book. 

TOMMY 
I thought it took  p l ace  i n  Spain.  

I Z Z I  
(enigmat ic)  

It s t a r t s  t h e r e .  

TOMMY 
You gonna t e l l  me what i t ' s  about? 

She smiles. 

I Z Z I  
Don't worry. I t ' s  almost done. 

She looks i n t o  t h e  te lescope .  Up a t  t h e  s t a r .  

I Z Z I  
Some day it w i l l  explode, d i e ,  and 
g ive  b i r t h  t o  new s t a r s .  Death, 
r e b i r t h ,  i t ' s  how they  understood 
l i f e .  

He d o e s n ' t  l i k e  t h e  t o p i c  of conversat ion.  H e  looks away and 
no t i ce s  t h a t  she i s  barefoot .  

TOMMY 
(a la rm)  

Where a r e  your shoes? 

She looks  down. For a moment she seems t o  be s u r p r i s e d .  But 
then she  covers it. 

1 :  
\- She shrugs  a s  she squishes  her  t oes  i n  t h e  s l u s h  a s  i f  i t  

were mud. 
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, $ 

i- H e  smiles and  s h a k e s  h i s  head a t  h e r .  

TOMMY 
L e t ' s  warm you up. 

CUT TO: 

SPACE 

The y e a r  2150. The bubble  s h i p  pushes  t h r o u g h  t h e  nebu la .  

FADE TO INSIDE: 

THE SHIP 

Tom f l o a t s  th rough  t h e  b ranches  of t h e  t ree.  

H e  massages w a t e r  i n t o  t h e  s t e m  of  a l e a f .  
I t  i s  one of  t h e  few l e a v e s  on t h e  tree. 

H e  blows g e n t l y  o n t o  t h e  l e a f  

Tom t a k e s  h o l d  o f  a mass ive  branch.  
H e  f e e l s  it, massages it. 

~. . .. 
H i s  hands c a r e s s  t h e  o l d ,  dy ing  wood. 

Tom's hands d i s s o l v e  i n t o  Tommy's hands i n  2004. The tree 
branches become I z z i ' s  f r a i l  l imbs .  

FADE BACK TO: 

BATHROOM - PRESENT DAY 

Tommy washes I z z i ' s  body w i t h  a sponge. S h e ' s  naked i n  a 
l a r g e  a n t i q u e  t u b .  Her h a i r  is  j u s t  growing i n .  

He's k n e e l i n g  by h e r  s i d e ,  s l e e v e s  r o l l e d  up. 

S h e ' s  e n j o y i n g  h i s  a t t e n t i o n .  Then, s h e  n o t i c e s  something.  

H e r  d e v i l i s h  s m i l e  c r e e p s  a c r o s s  h e r  f a c e .  

I Z Z I  
Is s h e  a redhead?, 

TOMMY 
What? 

She g r a b s  h i s  hand. Holds up  h i s  r i n g  f i n g e r .  No r i n g .  
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TOMMY 
(shakes  h i s  head;  
smiles  ) 

I l e f t  it i n  surgery.  

She t a k e s  h i s  r i n g  f i n g e r  p u t s  it i n  he r  mouth, sucks on it. 

I Z Z I  
I f  you c a n ' t  wa i t .  You c a n ' t  w a i t .  

He p u l l s  away, i t ' s  d e f i n i t e l y  no t  funny now. 

I Z Z I  
Joking. 

TOMMY 
I ' l l  make some cof fee .  

He moves t o  g e t  up. She s t o p s  him. 

I Z Z I  
Wait. The sponge... 
Would you h e a t  i t ?  

Tommy looks  back. Something i s  wrong. H i s  eyes narrow. 

L The water  i n  t h e  ba th  is hot.  Steam c reeps  over  t h e  l i p  of 
t he  t ub .  

He can t e l l  s h e ' s  t r y i n g  t o  t e l l  him something. 

Tommy t u r n s  on t h e  t a p .  He p laces  t h e  sponge under t h e  hot  
water u n t i l  h i s  hand is r ed  from t h e  heat .  He keeps it t h e r e  
f o r  ano ther  moment. 

He c a r e f u l l y  touches t h e  steaming sponge a g a i n s t  he r  th igh .  
He looks  i n t o  he r  face .  

Tears g a t h e r  i n  he r  eyes as  she  shakes h e r  head no. 

Beat. 

TOMMY 
( r e a l i z i n g )  

Outs ide ,  before ,  you c o u l d n ' t  f e e l  
t h e  cold .  

I z z i  nods.  He g e t s  up, heading f o r  t he  phone. I z z i  grabs 
him. P u l l s  him back t o  t h e  tub .  

IZZI 
Tommy, wai t .  
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TOMMY 
I'm calling Dr. Lipper. I've got 
his beeper. 

IZZI 
Not now. Wait. I've got to tell 
you something. 

It is near impossible for him to stay put. She sees this 

IZZI 
Tommy, I'm afraid. 

This breaks him. He goes to her. 

TOMMY 
I know, I'm sorry - 

She grabs onto him. Keeping him put. 

IZZI 
It's been happening for a long 
time. I 've been losing 
sensitivity, hot and cold - 

TOMMY 
Why didn't you - 

IZZI 
But, it doesn't matter. Not now. 
Inside ... it's different. Every 
breath. Each one. 

Tommy just stares, not sure what to say. 

TOMMY 
- I don't - 

IZZI 
I don't want to be alone. 

TOMMY 
(trying to make her feel 
better) 

Don't worry - 

IZZI 
I'm not - 

TOMMY 
- I'm here. I'll always be here. 
You're gonna be fine - 
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/c 
, \ 
L Her f r u s t r a t i o n  mounts. Ins tead  of c ry ing  she  grabs  f o r  him. 

She k i s s e s  him. 

He k i s s e s  h e r  back. But s h e ' s  s i c k .  He g e t s  concerned. 
Pu l l s  away. 

But I z z i  k i s s e s  him harder.  Much ha rde r .  

He c a n ' t  resist. The passion grows. He k i s s e s  her  hard.  

Mouths open. Surrendering.  

And he s l i p s  i n t o  t h e  bath .  Fu l ly  c lo thed .  He's soaked. 

Beat. 

She laughs.  He laughs too.  Nestled t o g e t h e r  i n  t h e  tub .  

Serious now, she k i s s e s  him l i g h t l y .  H e  k i s s e s  her .  

Slowly, they  make love.  

FADE TO: 
.-3 

, 
, . WHITE 

Beat 

CUT TO: 

TOMMY AND IZZI'S BEDROOM - LATER 

Tommy d r i e s  h i s  body as  he wai t s  on t h e  phone. 

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
Yes. OK,-  

I z z i ,  wrapped i n  a white robe,  tries t o  hand him a l e a t h e r  
bound manuscript .  

I Z Z I  
I want you t o  r ead  t h i s .  

Tommy holds up a f i n g e r  motioning f o r  her  t o  wai t .  Someone 
i s  t a l k i n g  t o  him on t h e  phone. 

DR. L IPPER (0.5 PHONE) 
How's t h ree?  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE)  
Good. Thank you, doctor.  
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-. 

'L H e  hangs up and looks down a t  t h e  manuscript .  

TOMMY 
W e ' l l  see him tomorrow a f t e r  lunch. 

On t h e  cover it says  "The Fountain."  And it i s  w r i t t e n  by 
I s a b e l  Creo. 

TOMMY 
I d i d n ' t  know you f i n i s h e d  it. 

I Z Z I  
I haven ' t .  B u t  I want you t o  s t a r t  
it. T e l l  m e  what you th ink .  

A s  he reaches f o r  it t h e  phone r i n g s .  RING!!! 

She s t a r e s  a t  him. Eyes lock.  RING!!! 

H e  breaks t h e  s t a r e  and p i cks  up t h e  phone. 

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
Hello? 

ANTONIO ( 0 s  PHONE) 
( e x c i t e d )  

Captain? 

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
Antonio? What's wrong? 

ANTONIO ( 0 s  PHONE) 
Can you g e t  down here?  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
What i s  i t ?  

ANTONIO (OS PHONE) 
Donovan. I ' v e  never seen anything 
l i k e  it. 

TOMMY (INTO PHONE) 
Is he okay? 

ANTONIO (OS PHONE) 
Yeah. Fine.  B u t . . .  
You need t o  s ee  t h i s .  

I z z i  t o s s e s  t h e  manuscript on to  h i s  p i l low.  

TOMMY (INTO PHONE) 
( s t e r n )  

T e l l  me what ' s  happening. 
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ANTONIO ( 0 s  PHONE) 
P lease ,  can you come down, we need 
your eyes.  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
I c a n ' t  r i g h t  now. I c a n ' t .  

I z z i  knows what h e ' s  going t o  do. She heads downstairs .  

CUT TO.: 

FREEWAY - NIGHT 

Two po in t s  of l i g h t  emerge from t h e  darkness. Rushing 
forward. Only c a r  on t h e  road.  

Tommy's c a r  whips by f a s t .  .Heading towards a c i t y  

Modern skyscrapers  reaching high,  glowing gold i n  t h e  w in t e r  
cold.  Speeding towards c i v i l i z a t i o n .  

His t a i l l i g h t s  d isappear . .  

CUT TO: 

\.- 
TOMMY'S LAB - HANDEL-SILVER - NIGHT 

Tommy walks i n .  He ' s  g ree ted  a t  t h e  door by Manny, Be t ty ,  
Henry, and Antonio. They can hardly  conta in  themselves. The 
four  p l a n e t s  t o  h i s  sun. 

TOMMY 
- What's going on? 

ANTONIO 
Show him. 

Tommy follows t h e  team t o  t h e  

TESTING AREA 

A r e l a t i v e l y  young and heal thy monkey s i t s  wide awake i n  a 
cage. 

BETTY 
I was performing normal r e f l e x  
tes ts .  And Donovan - 

TOMMY 
( looks  around; confused) 

Where i s ,  -- 
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HENRY 
That's him. 

Tommy touches the monkey's head. It's healed. 

TOMMY 
- It can't be.  is scalp's almost 
healed. There's hair growth. 

ANTONIO 
I didn't believe it either - And it 
gets stranger. 

BETTY 
(nods in agreement) 

Antonio had me run some tests. 
Donovan responded well. Really 
well - 

Henry presses play on two video decks. A tape of Donovan 
performing tests appears on the screen... 

ANTONIO 
- I pulled up the videos of him pre- 
OP. 

(beat) 
He's testing twice as well as last 
week. 

HENRY 
(jumps in; excited) 

We're seeing an increase in neural 
activity and synaptic growth 
throughout all the areas usually 
stunted by normal aging. 

Tommy's amazed. He can't believe it. He can't believe what 
he did. What this means. He touches Donovan's fingertips. 
It's impossible to believe that it's the same monkey. 

Donovan jumps around, the fountain of youth surging through 
his body. 

Tommy laughs, he can't help himself, can't help but get 
caught up in the joy of the moment... 

Then, he remembers. Reality comes flooding back. 

Tommy turns to his team. 

TOMMY 
And the tumor? 
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\. -- Beat. 

BETTY 
No change. 

Tommy closes his eyes. The disappointment nearly killing 
him. 

BETTY 
The growth has normal patterns, 
there's no positive or negative 
effect on it. 

His shoulders sag. The weight returns. 

HENRY 
This is still major. 

BETTY 
- We should tell Dr. Guzetti. She's gonna have to 
inform the Board - 

TOMMY 
No. 

Everyone stops. 

TOMMY 
(shakes his head) 

Antonio, prep a new cocktail. We'll 
stick with the botanical substance, 
but add - 

ANTONIO 
(interrupts him) 

What? 

TOMMY 
We're moving forward with the 
experimental design. 

ANTONIO 
~ u t  this might be a medical first. 
A revelation. We've got to pursue 
it. Duplicate the findings. 

TOMMY 
You can monitor the monkey's 
synaptic growth. But our main 
focus remains brain tumors, not 
aging. 
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ANTONIO 
I know, but,-- 

TOMMY 
( j u s t  shakes h i s  head) 

- Stop! I want t h e  nex t  s u b j e c t  
prepped and ready f o r  surgery  
tomorrow. 

BETTY 
We ' l l  have t o  work through t h e  
n igh t .  

HENRY 
(mut ters  t o  h imse l f )  

- Again. 

TOMMY 
(snaps)  

So!? Who do you, - We're c lo se .  
Damn c lose!  If  you d o n ' t  want t o  
work he re  - t h a t ' s  t h e  door. 

They a l l  hurry  o f f ,  l e av ing  Tommy behind wi th  Donovan. 
,-- The monkey's a l l  worked up from Tommy's o u t b u r s t .  

i Swinging back and f o r t h  i n  h i s  cage. 

CUT TO: 

TOMMY & I Z Z I ' S  BEDROOM - DAWN 

Tommy s t ands  i n  t h e  doorway of h i s  bedroom and s t a r e s  a t  h i s  
wife i n  t h e i r  bed. She ' s  as leep.  On her  s i d e .  Hugging a 
pil low. So peaceful .  

A new day is  dawning ou t s ide .  

She's s o  b e a u t i f u l .  He holds  back t h e  t e a r s .  

Creeps i n t o  bed. Spoons her  from behind. He rubs h i s  nose 
aga ins t  t h e  s o f t  h a i r s  on t h e  back of her  neck. 

She moans b l i s s f u l l y .  

The sun breaks t h e  horizon.  Tommy and I z z i  a r e  f looded i n  a 
gen t l e  morning glow. 

She t u r n s  t o  him. 

I Z Z I  
Is everything a l l  r i g h t ?  .-. 

Tommy k i s s e s  I z z i  on t h e  l i p s  and n e s t l e s  i n t o  her  back. 
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TOMMY 
Yes, eve ry th ing ' s  a l l  r i g h t .  

She c lo ses  her  eyes.  D r i f t s  qu ick ly  i n t o  h e r  dreams. 

He t r i e s  t o  j o in  her .  But he c a n ' t .  

The t e a r s  rush up. He f i g h t s  t o  swallow them. T r i e s  not  t o  
shake her .  

The sobs b a t t l e  wi th  c o n t r o l .  

He sits up i n  bed and heads i n t o  h i s  

HOME OFFICE 

Slumped i n  h i s  c h a i r ,  Tommy holds h i s  f ace .  He has no idea  
what t o  do. 

I z z i ' s  manuscript  sits on h i s  keyboard. 
Its presence calms him. 

He f l i p s  on t h e  desk lamp and s t a r e s  a t  t h e  t i t l e .  

- Tommy opens t o  t h e  f i r s t  page and s t a r t s  t o  r ead  ... 
L TOMMY'S POV 

D r i f t i n g  over t h e  words... 

"A shadow hung over  Spain. The Grand I n q u i s i t o r  t i gh t ened  
h i s  bony f i n g e r s  i n t o  two f i s t s .  F r u s t r a t i o n  t w i s t e d  h i s  
sweaty t h i n  l i p s .  He c l e a r e d  h i s  t h r o a t  of phlegm a s  he 
marched. . . " 
And t h e  words s t a r t  t o  break a p a r t .  

The l e t t e r s  s tar t  t o  d i s s o l v e  i n t o  d i r t y  shadows. 

An amorphous shape moves through darkness.  

Two a n c i e n t  hands swing i n t o  t h e  to rch  l i g h t .  
The f i n g e r s  c rack  a s  they t i g h t e n  i n t o  shaking f i s t s .  
A r i n g  wi th  t h e  emblem of t h e  Dominican Order. 

We a r e  nowhere near  I z z i ' s  bedside.  

In  f a c t ,  we have l e f t  p resen t  day and 

The year  is  1532 and 

I t ' s  t h r e e .  years  before  t h e  Mayan temple s i e g e  and we ' r e  i n  
t h e  motherland ... 



- 

+ SEVILLE SPAIN 

Shuff l ing  through a  co ld ,  dark 
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PASSAGEWAY 

We fol low t h e  bony frame of a  hunched man. H i s  lungs  gasp 
f o r  oxygen through a  wh i s t l i ng ,  dev ia ted  septum. 

This i s  SILECIO, t h e  Grand I n q u i s i t o r  h imse l f .  H e i s  t h e  
l eade r  of  t h e  Dominican Order. Gaunt and sunken-eyed, t h e  
Holy Fa ther  is  a  ske l e ton  of a  man. 

He s t e p s  ou t  on to  a  high rostrum over looking t h e  

ROYAL SQUARE - NIGHT 

A g r e a t  f i r e  rages  i n  t h e  c e n t e r  of a  cobbles tone p laza .  

Twelve wooden s t a k e s  surround t h e  flames. 
PRISONERS a r e  bound t o  t h e  po les .  
They have been s t r i p p e d  and beaten.  

The nobles ,  monks and nuns - s e t t l e d  i n  comfortable s e a t s  
beneath t h e  rostrum - look up a t  S i l e c i o .  

\. 

Silence.  Everyone wai ts .  S i l e c i o  surveys  h i s  domain. 

A s h r i l l  voice  b u r s t s  ou t  of h i s  chapped l i p s .  

SILECIO 
Repent and ye s h a l l  go t o  heaven. 
Deny your s i n s  and ye s h a l l  go t o  
h e l l .  

The p r i sone r s  c r y  out .  They confess ,  screaming f o r  mercy. 

S i l e c i o  holds up h i s  hand. The p r i sone r s  hold  t h e i r  tongues 

SILECIO 
Ask no t  f o r  mercy. For dea th  i s  
c e r t a i n .  Ask f o r  forgiveness  and 
then  e t e r n i t y  i n  heaven can s u r e l y  
be yours.  

The p r i s o n e r s  c r y  out  i n  f e a r .  There i s  no escape.  

SMASH TO: 

SEVILLE C I T Y  LIMITS - SAME 

A whi te  horse  shoots  ou t  of t h e  darkness.  Tomas ga l lbps  
along a  wooden br idge.  
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i H e  i s  j o i n e d  by f i v e  mounted s o l d i e r s .  They show t h e i r  
h o r s e s  no mercy, c h a r g i n g  towards  t h e  go lden  b a r n  f i r e  i n  t h e  
d i s t a n c e .  

RETURN TO: 

ROYAL PLAZA - SAME 

A TERRIFIED PRISONER s t a r e s  i n t o  t h e  d a r k n e s s .  H i s  t e a r -  
f i l l e d  e y e s  beg f o r  a s a v i o r .  

Up on t h e  r o s t r u m ,  a h igh ly -decora ted  Dominican MONK hands 
S i l e c i o  a n  o f f i c i a l  document. 

S i l e c i o  opens t h e  s c r o l l . -  H e  d i g e s t s  i t s  c o n t e n t s  

Then, he c l e a r s  h i s  t h r o a t .  

SILECIO 
You t h e  accused  who s a y  s c a n d a l o u s  
t h i n g s  a g a i n s t  o u r  h o l y  C a t h o l i c  
F a i t h  and  a g a i n s t  t h e  o f f i c i a l s  o f  
t h e  I n q u i s i t i o n ,  who a f f i r m  t h a t  
l i f e  i s  b u t  b i r t h  and d e a t h ,  and  
t h a t  t h e r e  i s  no p a r a d i s e  and no 
h e l l .  . . 

The p r i s o n e r s  c r y  o u t  f o r  mercy. On a nea rby  

BLUFF 

On f o o t  now, Tomas t e l l s  h i s  men t o  lower  t h e i r  heads.  They 
s p y  down on t h e  p roceed ings .  

Tomas l o a d s  a crossbow. Two o t h e r  s o l d i e r s  do t h e  same. 
The rest s i l e n t l y  p u l l  o u t  t h e i r  r a p i e r s .  

Tomas l i n e s  up S i l e c i o  i n  h i s  s i g h t .  

SILECIO 
I hereby d e c r e e  t h a t  upon such  
r e b e l s  be  a l l  t h e  p lagues  and 
m a l e d i c t i o n s  which b e f e l l  and 
descended on King Pharoah. L e t  
them p e r i s h  i n  f l ames  and be 
swallowed up i n t o  t h e  e a r t h  f o r  t h e  
g r e a t  d e l i n q u e n c i e s  and s i n s  which 
t h e y  committed i n  d i sobed ience  and 
r e b e l l i o n  a g a i n s t  o u r  Lord God. 
Accursed 
be  t h e y  i n  l i v i n g  and dying.  

( MORE ) 
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SILECIO ( c o n t ' d )  

Accursed be they t o  Sa tan  and t o  
Luc i f e r  and t o  a l l  t h e  d e v i l s  i n  
h e l l .  

The conquis tador ' s  f i n g e r  f i rms  i t s  g r i p  on t h e  t r i g g e r .  
Ready t o  shoot .  Beat. 

A pebble is kicked ac ros s  d i r t .  Foots teps  approach. 
Tomas lowers t h e  crossbow. Locks eyes w i th  h i s  men. 

They a l l  t a k e  cover a g a i n s t  a. nearby boulder.  

As t h e  i n t r u d e r  rounds t h e  corner ,  Tomas' men ambush him. 

They smash him a g a i n s t  t h e  boulder.  Tomas' dagger i s  a l r eady  
aga ins t  h i s  jugula r .  

But t h e  enemy i s  Captain Ariel, t h e  mutinous Moor w e  l a s t  saw 
d i e  on t h e  end of Tomas' dagger. He i s  a l i v e  and w e l l .  H e  
wears r e g a l  c l o t h e s  and c a r r i e s  t h e  i n s i g n i a  of  t h e  Queen. 

Tomas lowers h i s  b lade.  H i s  men r e l e a s e  him. 
Ariel is on t h e i r  side. 

Ariel whispers t o  Tomas. 

ARIEL 
You d a r e  be t ray  Spain 's  wishes? 

TOMAS 
The Holy Father grows,more 
malignant wi th  each pass ing  day. 
This l a t e s t  c la im of heresy? Her 
majes ty ' s  c l o s e s t  a l l i e s ?  
Nonsense. The I n q u i s i t o r  i s  t r y i n g  
t o  i s o l a t e  he r .  To k i l l  her .  He 
must be stopped before  a l l  Spain is  
h i s .  

Tomas peeks over t h e  b l u f f .  S i l e c i o  r o l l s  up t h e  s c r o l l .  He 
hands it back t o  a monk. The pr i soners  moan i n  f e a r .  

ARIEL 
I agree .  But you a r e  ill prepared. 
H i s  f o r c e  w i l l  overwhelm you. 
Suicide  is foo l i sh .  

TOMAS 
A t  l e a s t ,  we w i l l  d i e  f i g h t i n g .  

S i l e c i o  nods t o  twelve monks holding to rches .  The Dominicans 
approach t h e  p r i sone r s .  

Tomas moves t o  a t t a c k .  But A r i e l  grabs him once more. 
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ARIEL 
Stop! The Queen has a plan.  A 
c l e v e r  design.  H e r  majesty 
commands your presence.  She 
demands it. 

Tomas hears  Ariel's r eques t .  H e  looks back a t  t h e  twelve men 
going up i n  flames. The i r  screams a r e  h o r r i d .  

ARIEL 
NOW. 

Tomas shea ths  h i s  b lade.  H e  'follows A r i e l  back towards t h e i r  
horses.  

CUT TO: 

VANITY ROOM 

A sagging OLD LADY s t a r e s  a t  he r se l f  i n  a m i r r o r .  

Her gray s k i n  i s  s c a r r e d  wi th  wrinkles .  Her eyes a r e  cloudy 
with blue  c a t a r a c t s .  H e r  t e e t h  a r e  s t a i n e d  yellow. 

REVERSE onto I s a b e l .  The o l d  lady i s  c l e a r l y  a r e f l e c t i o n  of 
her  imagination.  

Because I s a b e l ,  t h e  Queen of Spain; i s  t h e  same women we saw 
a t  t h e  s t a r t  of t h e  f i lm .  She is young and b e a u t i f u l .  But 
apparen t ly ,  her  self-image i s  no t  s t rong .  

When she l i f t s  her  arm t h e  o l d  lady l i f t s  he r s .  I s a b e l ' s  
sk in  is smooth l i k e  s i l k .  The o l d  l a d y ' s  s k i n  i s  r idd l ed  
wi th  knot ty  ve ins .  

I s a b e l  i s  d i sgus ted .  

Her anger explodes.  She picks  up t h e  n e a r e s t  t h i n g ,  a  
perfume b o t t l e ,  and h u r l s  it a t  her  r e f l e c t i o n .  

The mi r ro r  s h a t t e r s  i n t o  golden shards  i n  

SPACE 

P a r t i c l e s  smash i n t o  t h e  bubble s h i p  a s  it shoots  through t h e  
nebula.  The l i g h t  show becomes 

A GOLDEN C R U C I F I X  

I n  1 5 3 2 .  Tomas kneels praying i n  a 
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PRIVATE CATHEDRAL 

He i s  devout. H i s  focus and prayer  i s  complete. 

Beat. 

Ariel p l aces  a hand on Tomas' shoulder .  Tomas looks  up. 

ARIEL 
Spain i s  ready.  

Tomas rises. H e  pushes through two g r e a t  d o o r s i n t o  t h e  

THRONE ROOM 

It i s  a s t a r k ,  p u r i t a n  room wi th  l i t t l e  decora t ion .  

Except f o r  t h e  Queen. 

I s a b e l  glows gold l i k e  t h e  i n s i d e  of t h e  nebula. 
H e r  gown f l i c k e r s  wi th  b l ind ing  l i g h t .  

Tomas looks away immediately. The majesty,  h i s  f e a r ,  her  
g lory ,  it is a l l  t o o  much f o r  him. 

,- 

, 
L- 

H e  approaches he r .  Ar i e l  fol lows a few s t e p s  behind. 

Tomas kneels  be fo re  her .  And he c r i e s .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
My se rvan t ,  why do you c ry?  

Tomas t r i e s  t o  s t o p  h i s  t e a r s .  H e  cannot.  

TOMAS 
To see Spain i n  such a s t a t e .  With 
a d i s e a s e  growing i n  her  ve ry  
h e a r t .  I t  is  too  much. For I have 
f a i l e d  her .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
Si lence!  

( b e a t )  
Dare n o t  p i t y  Spain. Spain is  
g r e a t .  And grea tness  s h a l l  never 
f a l l .  My g lory  s h a l l  sh ine  b r i g h t  
f o r  a l l  e t e r n i t y .  

TOMAS 
( b a r e l y  murmurs) 

Of course .  
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QUEEN ISABEL 
There i s  a p lan .  Hope. 

TOMAS 
( looks  up) 

Hope? 

A screaming alarm: 

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

SMASH TO: 

CLOSE ON TOMMY 

Eyes pop open. Panic f o r  a moment. Looks around. No. 
He's not  i n  space. 

~e has awoken from a slumber i n  h i s  

HOME OFFICE 

I z z i ' s  manuscript has f a l l e n  i n t o  h i s  l a p .  

H e  fol lows t h e  no i se  i n t o  h i s  

BEDROOM 

Tommy t u r n s  off  t h e  alarm c lock .  The bed i s  made. 

I z z i  i s  gone. 

TOMMY 
I z z i !  

No answer. 

Tommy ca tches  s i g h t  of a no te  on t h e  end t a b l e .  

He picks  it up and reads  it: 

CUT TO:. 

NATURAL HISTORY MUSEUM - MORNING 

Tommy rushes  through a pre-Columbian a r t  e x h i b i t ,  sea rch ing  
f o r  h i s  w i f e .  He passes  by a guard,  and slows t o  a f a s t  
walk. Moving p a s t  i l l u s t r a t e d  Mayan books, cod ices ,  a l l  lit 
up and on d i sp l ay .  



November, 2003 46. 

, , 

%- Tommy s p o t s  I z z i  s t a r i n g  a t  one of  t h e  books. She looks  
b e t t e r .  I t ' s  a good day. 

TOMMY 
- what a r e  you doing here-? 

She looks up and s m i l e s  a t  him. 

I Z Z I  
- hey. You f e l l  a s l e e p  a t  your 
desk. Are you ok? 

TOMMY 
Fine - 

I Z Z I  
- I had t o  s e e  t h i s  e x h i b i t  be fo re  
it l e f t .  

 omm my wants t o  t e l l  he r  she  should be r e s t i n g .  
She s p i n s  away and looks i n t o  a d i sp l ay  case .  

I Z Z I  
(changes s u b j e c t )  

Mayan books. These a r e  t h e  r a r e  
ones t h e  Spanish d i d n ' t  burn. Look 
a t  t h i s  one. 

She p o i n t  t o  a codex. An image of a TREE BURSTING OUT OF A 
MAN'S STOMACH on an anc i en t  s c r o l l .  

I Z Z I  
The man is  F i r s t  Fa ther ,  t h e  Mayan 
Adam. Coming o u t  of h i s  stomach i s  
t h e  Tree of ~ i f e .  

TOMMY 
Is he dead? 

I Z Z I  
He s a c r i f i c e d  himself t o  make t h e  
world. 

She t u r n s  around and hugs he r  husband. Her hands dance over 
h i s  t i c k l i s h  body a s  she  t a l k s .  

I Z Z I  
The t r e e ' s  r o o t s  spread ou t  and 
made t h e  e a r t h  and i t s  branches 
formed the  sky. 

I,. 
L- Tommy's t i c k l i s h '  and even though he loves it he c r inges .  
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IZZI I 

F i r s t  F a t h e r ' s  ch i ld ren  c d t  o f f  h i s  
head and s tuck  it on t o p  of a po le .  

I 

She lunges f o r  h i s  head. 1 
i 

He laughs a s  he hugs her  back. ~ e ' s ;  a b l e  t o  r e l a x  f o r  a 
moment. I 

I 

IZZI 
The head became Shibalba.  ! 

H e  po in t s  up, remembering t h e  s t a r  from l a s t  n igh t .  

TOMMY I 
Shi-bal-ba? The s t a r ?  

(OOPS ) 
I 

Nebula. 

She nods. ! 

IZZI 
What do you th ink?  

TOMMY 
About? 

IZZI 
That idea.  ~ e a t h  a s  an acti  of 
c r ea t ion .  

Tommy t u r n s  solemn. He watches a grolip of school  ch i ld ren  
and t h e i r  t eacher  pass by. I 

I 

TOMMY 
why do you always focus on dhe 
grim, Iz? 

I 

Izzi walks t o  another d i sp lay .  TOIUmy batches he r  go. 
He t u r n s  back t o  the  book. I 

F i r s t  Fa the r ' s  f a c e  is  pa in ted  with pain.  
I 

TOMMY 
(on the  book) 

T h a t ' s  go t ta  h u r t .  

Beat. I 
Tomas senses  somethlng. Spins a r ~ u n d . ~  

I 

H e  sees  immediately somethlng is wrong1 
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\- Across the room, Izzi reaches out grabbing for something, 
anything to brace herself. 

We move in on Izzi's eyes. Her look of concern suddenly 
melts away. 

A glimmer of light reflects off her eyes. 
A distant star. She grins slightly. 

Tommy sees this. He sees thelook in her eyes. 

It bewilders him. 

But then, he sees her threatening to fall. He runs to her. 

She knocks over the rope barrier. It CLANGS loudly to .the 
floor. The guard approaches as the school children stare. 

And then, she starts to fall. She slips into emptiness. 

She lets go. 

Tommy pushes through the students. 
He grabs her. Holds her, 
but it is a moment too late. 

BLACK 

FADE IN: 

HOSPITAL - WAITING ROOM - LATE DAY 

Tommy paces, can't keep still. He needs to do something, fix 
something, save something. 

Beat. 

A graying man, DR. ALAN LIPPER, emerges through swinging 
doors. 

DR. LIPPER 
Tommy -. 

TOMMY 
(rushes toward him) 

How is she? 

Dr. Lipper quiets Tommy down, forces him to sit 

DR. LIPPER 
Stable. She had a minor seizure. - 
But she's fine for now. 
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TOMMY 
For now? 

DR. LIPPER 
The growth is on the advance. It's 
strangling the medulla. That's 
what caused her insensitivity to 
temperature. 

Dr. Lipper hands Tommy some MRIs. Tommy whips them up to the 
light, studying them closely. 

DR. LIPPER 
- It's only a matter of time until 
the swelling overcomes her. 

Bang. 

The words hit Tommy like a gunshot. He doesn't give in. 
There has to be a solution. 

TOMMY 
Surgery? 

DR. LIPPER 
(shakes his head) 

You know it's too deep. 

Tommy's not listening, studying the MRIs. 

TOMMY 
- What about chemo? 

DR. LIEPER 
I thought she decided-- 

TOMMY 
(turns to him) 

Will it give her more time? 

Beat. 

DR. LIPPER 
She's terminal, Tommy. You know 
that. 

TOMMY 
(insistent) 

Will it give me any more time? 

DR. LIPPER 
Maybe. But it definitely means 
pain. And this late in the game, 
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TOMMY 
I want to see her. 

Tommy's already heading into the 

ICU 

Dr. Lipper follows 

Izzi is hooked up to a bunch of machines. She's floating on 
the edge of consciousness. She manages a smile for Tommy. 

IZZI 
Tommy - 

Tommy kisses her. He sits down by her side on the edge of 
the bed. 

Gets close to her ear. 

TOMMY 
(whispers; like he's 
telling her a secret) 

- You're all right. Stable for 
now. But, we need to make some 
choices,-- 

IZZI 
I'm close? 

Tommy's does not understand the question. 

TOMMY 
We need another round of chemo - 

IZZI 
(to Dr. Lipper) 

Alan. Am I? 

The doctor answers her. He's done thls many times before. 
He lives with death everyday. 

DR. LIPPER 
(nods his head) 

You had a minor seizure. The 
growth in your brain stem is back 
and growing faster. The next time,- 
- I'm sorry. 

Tommy's eyes flash with anger 
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TOMMY 
NO. No. We had a breakthrough at 
the institute, there's real hope - 

IZZI 
Tommy? 

TOMMY 
what? What, baby? 

She strokes his hair. 

IZZI 
I'm not afraid. 

TOMMY 
I know. You're very strong. 

IZZI 
(shakes her head) 

No. No. When I fell. I was full. 
,Held. 

TOMMY 
Yes, I caught you. I held you. 

<.- Izzi drifts back into sleep. Beat. 

TOMMY 
~ t ' s  OK, Iz. Everything will be 
all right. 

Dr. Lipper puts his hand on Tommy's shoulder. 

DR. LIPPER 
Let's go, Tommy - 

Tommy tenderly kisses his wife. Then, he turns and faces Dr. 
Lipper. 

TOMMY 
(almost pleading; 
desperate) 

There's time. We have time. 

DR. LIPPER 
I know. I know. 

Tommy gets up off the bed, heads for the door. Stuffing his 
emotions back down. He needs to get back to work. 
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TOMMY 
( t o  D r .  L ippe r ;  s h o r t )  

- A l l  d e c i s i o n s .  Through m e .  

CITY STREET - NIGHT 

Tommy c r o s s e s  t h e  s treet ,  moving f a s t .  Always i n  a r u s h .  
H i s  mind a m i l l i o n  miles away. Deep i n  t h o u g h t .  I t ' s  j u s t  
him. Numb. H e  d o e s n ' t  h e a r  o r  see a n y t h i n g .  

Suddenly a c a r  s c r e e c h e s !  t o  a h a l t ,  j u s t  m i s s i n g  Tommy by a 
few i n c h e s .  

The n o i s e  of  downtown r u s h e s  i n  as Tommy i s  j o l t e d  f rom h i s  
cocoon. Tommy b l i n k s .  Turns  and r u s h e s  away. 

H e  j u s t  keeps  moving ' forward .  

CUT TO: 

TOMMY'S LAB - HANDEL-SILVER - NIGHT 

Tommy l o o k s  i n s i d e  b e f o r e  h e  e n t e r s ,  sees D r .  G u z e t t i  and a 
group o f  new s c i e n t i s t s  s t a n d i n g  around Donovan. 
H i s  whole team i s  t h e r e  e x p l a i n i n g  t h e  p r o c e d u r e .  

Tommy s to rms  i n ,  r i p p i n g  o f f  h i s  j a c k e t .  

TOMMY 
What t h e  h e l l  - 

LILLIAN 
( s t a y s  calm) 

D r .  Creo,  you know D r .  L e v i n t h a l ,  
D r .  MOSS,-- 

TOMMY 
I ' m  s o r r y ,  b u t  you have no r i g h t  
b e i n g  h e r e .  

LILLIAN 
Antonio  and B e t t y  w e r e  - 

BETTY 
( e x c i t e d )  

Donovan's l a t e s t  s c a n s .  S y n a p t i c  
growth i n c r e a s e d  a n o t h e r  t h i r t e e n  
p e r c e n t !  H i s  b r a i n  i s  i d e n t i c a l  t o  
s c a n s  f rom twe lve  y e a r s  ago when h e  
was s i x .  

Tommy f o r g e t s  h i s  ange r  f o r  a moment, t h e  r e s u l t s  s o  
s t u n n i n g .  But t h e n  he remembers. 
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TOMMY 
- And t h e  tumor? 

Betty looks away. 

TOMMY 
Exactly.  

(shows everybody t h e  door)  
P lease  - 

LILLIAN 
( f o r c e s  a smile ;  
t o  h e r  co l leagues)  

Why don ' t  you wa i t  f o r  m e  i n  my 
o f f i c e .  I ' ll  be r i g h t  t h e r e .  

Manny nods, l e ads  t h e  doc tors  out .  

L i l l i a n  s t a y s  behind with  t h e  r e s t  of T o m y ' s  team. 

LILLIAN 
- I ' d  l i k e  t o  t a l k  t o  you i n  
p r i v a t e ,  Thomas. 

TOMMY 
(shakes h i s  head) 

Af t e r  surgery.  

He j u s t  walks r i g h t  by her .  

CUT TO: 

OPERATING ROOM - LATER 

Tommy sweats through surgery.  The weight of t h e  world. Too 
heavy f o r  words. 

Beat. 

F i n a l l y ,  

TOMMY 
( t o  Betty;  s h o r t )  

When we ' re  done here,  I want you t o  
prep Cain. 

Be t ty  drops her  clamp and storms ou t .  

ANTONIO 
( t u r n s  t o  Tommy) 

- I ' l l  g e t  her .  S h e ' l l  t ake  c a r e  
of it. 
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Tommy r e t u r n s  t o  work. 

CUT TO: 

SCRUB ROOM - LATER 

Tommy, s t i l l  i n  h i s  bloody sc rubs ,  s t u d i e s  some scans  

L i l l i a n  e n t e r s ,  f u r i o u s .  

LILLIAN 
- What do you t h i n k  y o u ' r e  doing!? 

TOMMY 
I d o n ' t  have t ime,  L i l l i a n ,  no t  
now. I have t o  s t a y  on schedule 

LILLIAN 
Schedule? You might have broken 
something b ig .  The media i s  going 
t o  be a l l  over  t h i s .  M r .  Ponce de  
Leon. We have t o  p lay  it by t h e  
book. That means r e p e a t  t h e  
procedure. Get a conf i rmat ion.  
Then, move on. 

TOMMY 
A conf i rmat ion t h a t  t h e  tumor i s  
unaffected? 

(shakes h i s  head) - 
- S h e ' l l  be dead by then.  

Beat. 

She j u s t  looks a t  him. 

He goes back t o  work; t r y i n g  t o  f i n d  answers i n  t h e  images. 

LILLIAN 
Tommy - 

He d o e s n ' t  look over .  

She s o f t e n s .  Walks t o  him. 

LILLIAN 
- What happened? 

TOMMY 
( s t i l l  looking a t  s cans )  

She had a s e i zu re .  
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LILLIAN 
How i s  s h e ?  

She t r i e s  t o  comfor t  him. He p u l l s  away from h e r .  

TOMMY 
S t a b l e .  For  now. 

LILLIAN 
- and who's w i t h  h e r ?  

Tommy looks  up a t  L i l l i a n .  

Beat .  

LILLIAN 
S h e ' s  a l o n e ?  ! 

Tommy heads o u t  o f  t h e  room. He d o e s n ' t  want  t o  have t h i s  
d i s c u s s i o n .  He j u s t  wants  t o  g e t  away from h e r .  He walks  
o u t  i n t o  t h e  

HALLWAY 

She c h a s e s  a f t e r  him. He l i g h t s  a  c i g a r e t t e .  Sucking  it 
down. 

'._. 

LILLIAN 
- What are you do ing?  No one 
deve lops  new d r u g s  o v e r n i g h t .  N o  
one - 

( r a i s e s  h e r  v o i c e )  
You ' r e  n o t  b e i n g  r a t i o n a l ,  Tommy. 
You c a n ' t  f i x  e v e r y t h i n g  - 

Everybody 's  watching  them. 

She f o l l o w s  him i n t o  h i s  

OFFICE 

H e  l o o k s  a t  h i s  p a p e r s .  

TOMMY 
I t ' s  n o t  your  b u s i n e s s  - 

LILLIAN 
( p l e a d s  w i t h  him) 

- Your w i f e  needs you. Why a r e  you 
h e r e ?  

--. Tommy f i n a l l y  s l a p s  down h i s  p a p e r s  
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TOMMY 
(enraged) 

Why t h e  fuck do you t h i n k  I ' m  here?  

Beat 

L i l l i a n  j u s t  looks a t  him. 

Turns around, and walks o u t  of t h e  room, l eav ing  Tommy behind 
a l l  alone. 

Then, he no t i ce s  t h a t  h i s  wedding r i n g  i s  s t i l l  no t  on h i s  
f i n g e r  . 
Suddenly, he explodes. Rage pouring o u t  of  him. H e  dumps 
everything o f f  h i s  desk and co l l apses  i n t o  h i s  c h a i r .  

Beat. 

CUT TO: 

HOSPITAL - AFTERNOON 

Tommy runs down t h e  h a l l  toward 

IZZI 'S ROOM 

The d o o r ' s  open. He peeks i n s i d e ,  s e e s  L i l l i a n  s i t t i n g  wi th  
I z z i ,  holding he r  hand. They d o n ' t  n o t i c e  Tommy a t  t h e  door. 

An o l d  heal thy woman s t a r e s  i n t o  t h e  eyes of a young dying 
woman. They a r e  both open, completely open. 

I z z i  has seen something L i l l y  can j u s t  ba re ly  sense .  

L i l l y  s t r a i n s  t o  understand with her b ra in .  Nonetheless, 
wi th  her  h e a r t  s h e  can f e e l  I z z i ' s  peace. 

I z z i  i s  thankfu l .  She i s  understood. The calmness f i l l s  
them both.  

Their  love s o a r s  through t h e  room. Tommy t a k e s  a s t e p  back 
i n t o  t h e  h a l l .  The moment's moved him... 

Beat 

H e  t u r n s  t o  go back, and runs smack! i n t o  L i l l i a n  leaving.  
The door c lo s ing  shu t  behind her .  

A n  awkward moment. 
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LILLIAN 
- She'll be glad you're here. 

Tommy looks away. 

TOMMY 
I couldn't stay at the lab. Could,- 
- Would you re-scan the animals? 

LILLIAN 
(frustrated) 

Tomy - 
Tommy sneaks a peek through the door window. Sees his wife 
sleeping. 

He looks back at Lillian. He's in so much pain, anguish. 

LILLIAN 
(nods her head; relents) 

Okay. 

TOMMY 
Thanks. Just for a few hours. 

She puts a hand on his shoulder. 

LILLIAN 
- Take your time. 

Tommy enters 

IZZI'S HOSPITAL ROOM 

The room is now flooded with late-afternoon light. Izzi is 
still asleep. He closes the door quietly. 

It wakes her. Her eyes flutter open. She sees her husband 
standing there. 

And she smiles. 

IZZI 
Tommy - 

TOYNY 
Sorry. 

Ee walks over to her. 

IZZI 
.You just missed Lilly - 
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TOMMY 
Yeah, I r a n  i n t o  h e r  i n  t h e  h a l l .  
How you f e e l i n g ?  

I Z Z I  
( d e e p l y  t r u t h f u l )  

Good. 

H e  s i t s  down by h e r  s i d e .  Bea t .  

TOMMY 
We're making p r o g r e s s .  I t h i n k  
something  - 

I Z Z I  
I t a l k e d  t o  mom. S h e ' l l  be h e r e  
tomorrow. 

TOMMY 
Good. Did Alan t a l k  t o  you a b o u t  
t r e a t m e n t ?  

I Z Z I  
My c o n q u i s t a d o r .  Always 
conquer ing .  

She p o i n t s  t o  a wrapped p r e s e n t  on t h e  n i g h t  s t a n d  n e x t  t o  
h e r  bed. 

I Z Z I  
T h a t ' s  f o r  you. 

TOMMY 
- For  me? 

I z z i  nods h e r  head,  h e r  d e v i l i s h  smile peeks t h r o u g h  h e r  
s i c k n e s s .  Tommy l o o k s  a t  h e r .  

TOMMY 
What is  i t ?  

I Z Z I  
Open it - 

Tommy g r a b s  t h e  p r e s e n t  and p u l l s  o f f  t h e  wrapping.  

I n s i d e  a  s i l k  box i s  a b e a u t i f u l  f o u n t a i n  pen  and a  c r y s t a l  
j a r  f i l l e d  w i t h  i n k .  

Tommy doesn  ' t unders  Land. 

IZZI 
Pen and i n k .  For w r l t i n g .  



November. 2003 59. 

'L, She pulls out her manuscript and hands it to him. 

IZZI 
It's all done except the last 
chapter. I want you to help me. 

TOMMY 
How? 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

Tommy doesn't want to hear what she's saying. 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

TOMMY 
I don ' t know how it ends. 

IZZI 
You do. You will. 

Tommy feels extremely uncomfortable. 

And now we are in 

SPACE 

Izzi and her bed sit in the 

GARDEN 

Tom, with his silver hair, sits where Tommy just was. 

He is uncomfortable. 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

Tom doesn't understand. 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

TOM 
I don't know how it ends. 

IZZI 
You do. You will. 

Izzi stares at Tom. Her eyes reaching through time 
Pleading. He nods. He understands her request. 
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I "- Tom g e t s  up from t h e  bed. H e  i s  emotional ly  moved. 

He l i f t s  up h i s  s h i r t .  He looks a t  t h e  f r e s h l y  healed wound 
j u s t  beneath h i s  hea r t .  He p e t s  it gent ly .  

TOM 
(remembering) 

You do. You w i l l  

I z z i  and her  bed a r e  gone. Tom is  a l l  a lone .  

He reaches ou t  t o  t h e  hea l thy  bark on t h e  t runk .  A few of 
t h e  h a i r s  reach back. It is  weaker now. 

He makes a dec is ion .  

TOM 
OK. I ' l l  t r y -  

He c o l l e c t s  some herbs  and fung i  from t h e  dying garden. 
He mixes them on t h e  su r f ace  of an indented rock. He p laces  
t h e  rock next t o  t h e  t r e e .  

Tom sits beneath t h e  w i l t e d  branches. H e  t a k e s  a deep 
breath ,  c lo ses  h i s  eyes ,  and allows a dream t o  invade h i s  
mind. 

\ - 

A small  breeze r i p p l e s  h i s  c l o t h e s  a s  h i s  mind opens up. 
L i t e r a l l y .  The anc ien t  s tones  of t h e  Mayan temple rush out  
of h i s  cranium and f lood t h e  garden and deep space. 

I n  a moment, he looks down a t  h i s  f e e t  and r e a l i z e s  h e ' s  
wearing armor. 

And now, h e ' s  no longer  Tom. He is i n  f a c t  

The g r e a t  conquistador Captain Tomas c reo .  

It i s  t h e  yea r  1535 and Tomas s t r u g g l e s  f o r  h i s  l i f e  i n  a 

CENTRAL AMERICAN FOREST 

His men have been massacred. He i s  f i g h t i n g  h i s  l a s t  s tand .  

TOMAS 
I s h a l l  not  d i e .  ,Not here.  
Not now. NEVER! 

But t h e  Mayans a r e  t o o  f i e r c e .  They a r e  too  numerous. 

Once again,  they  surge forward. 

He t r i p s .  Loses h i s  foo t ing .  
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Stumbling backwards.  Momentum t a k e s  him. 

SCREAMING ! 

Slowly f a l l i n g  th rough  a i r ,  he l a n d s  h a r d .  

THUD ! 

H i s  e y e s  shudder .  H e  a l m o s t  loses c o n s c i o u s n e s s .  

H e  f i g h t s ' t o  s t a y  awake. H e  keeps  f i g h t i n g .  H e  keeps  
swinging.  

But,  no one  i s  a t t a c k i n g  him. H e  i s  a l o n e .  

H e  l o o k s  back a t  h i s  enemy. A huge Mayan f o r c e  stares a t  him 
q u i e t l y .  They s t a n d  f i v e  f e e t  from him b u t  t h e y  d o n ' t  d a r e  
a t t a c k .  

They d o n ' t  d a r e  t a k e  a s t e p .  Between them and Tomas i s  a 
gateway l i n e d  w i t h  f r e s h  s k u l l s .  

H e  h a s  f a l l e n  o n t o  s a c r e d  ground. For  t h e  moment he  i s  s a f e .  

Behind him are s t e p s .  S t e e p  s t e p s .  

b Hovering above Tomas is  a g r e a t  

MAYAN PYRAMID 

It s t r e t c h e s  t e n  s t o r i e s  h i g h .  

A glow o f  f i r e l i g h t  r a d i a t e s  from t h e  mount. 

The enemy army k n e e l s .  
T h e i r  heads  bowed. 
T h e i r  weapons lowered.  

Tomas d o e s  n o t  under s t and .  

H e  h e a r s  someone moving down t h e  s t o n e  s t e p s .  

Walking down from t h e  mount is  t h e  Mayan s p i r i t u a l  l e a d e r ,  
t h e  PAPAS. H e  wears  a f r i g h t e n i n g  headdress  made of  s k u l l s  
covered  w i t h  f r e s h  human s k i n .  H i s  l ong  h a i r  i s  k n o t t e d  w i t h  
caked b lood  and p i e c e s  of p i n k  f l e s h .  

He c a r r i e s  a f l aming  o b s i d i a n  sword. 

Tomas s t r u g g l e s  to h i s  feet. 

H e  b r e a k s  o f f  t h e  a r rows s t i c k i n g  i n t o  h i s  armor.  
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The Papas a r r i v e s  a t  t h e  bottom of t h e  s t a i r s .  

Tomas reaches  f o r  h i s  own sword. It is gone. 

He p u l l s  o u t  h i s  only  weapon, Fa ther  A v i l a ' s  Mayan dagger. 
It w i l l  have t o  do. 

The Papas s t a r e s  a t  h i s  prey with  bloodshot eyes .  

PAPAS 
( i n  Mayan; wi th  
s u b t i t l e s )  

F i r s t  Fa ther  s a c r i f i c e d  himself t o  
t h e  t r e e  of l i f e .  Enter  and j o i n  
h i s  f a t e .  

Tomas d o e s n ' t  understand.  The Papas knows t h i s .  H e  s m i l e s .  
H i s  t e e t h  a r e  f i l e d  t o  vampire po in t s .  

Tomas a t t a c k s .  The Papas s i d e s t e p s  and counte rs  

The flaming sword s p l i t s  t h e  a i r .  I n s t a n t l y ,  t h e  p o i n t  l ands  
f i rmly  i n  Tomas' ches t .  

,,?.-. H i s  s h i r t  ca tches  f i r e .  
I, .- The f r o n t  of it burns away r evea l ing  a  nas ty  gash j u s t  

beneath t h e  conquis tador ' s  h e a r t .  

H e  stumbles backwards holding t h e  wound. 

For t h e  f i r s t  t ime,  we s e e  f e a r  g r i p  Tomas. Death i s  c l o s e .  
H i s  eyes r ace .  H i s  b r ea th  quickens.  

He is  going t o  d i e  ... 
Victor ious ly ,  t h e  Mayan moves i n  f o r  t h e  k i l l .  

PAPAS 
( i n  Mayan; w i th  
s u b t i t l e s )  

Death i s  t h e  road t o  awe 

The Papas l i f t s  t h e  f laming blade and 

Tomas s h r i n k s  back and 

The blade rushes  toward t h e  crown of h i s  head. 

And as it hits 

SMASH TO: 
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CLOSE ON TOM CREO 

Eyes pop open. 

TOM 
Noooooo! 

He i s  back i n  t h e  

GARDEN 

Shooting through space.  Alone. 

He t akes  a  b rea th .  The nightmare again.  But something i s  
wrong. 

He looks down a t  h i s  s h i r t .  I t ' s  s t i c k y  and wet. 

I t ' s  blood. H i s  blood. Gently, he r a i s e s  h i s  s h i r t .  

There 's  a  c u t  i u s t  beneath h i s  h e a r t .  i n  t h e  same e x a c t  p l a c e  
t h e  Mavan s tabbed Tomas with  t h e  f lamins  sword. The same 
spo t  t h a t  had j u s t  healed. 

I t  i s  pa in fu l .  He c a r e f u l l y  moves t o  a  sma l l  pond. Each 
s t e p  h u r t s .  

He r i n s e s  t h e  wound. I t  i s  deep. There ' s  a  l o t  of blood. 

I Z Z I  (O.S.) 
F in i sh  it. 

Tom looks up. I z z i  c a l l s  from he r  h o s p i t a l  bed i n  t h e  
garden. 

Tom p r e s s e s  down on t h e  wound. 

TOM 
I c a n ' t .  

I Z Z I  
F in i sh  it. 

Tom shows h e r  h i s  wound. 

TOM 
I d o n ' t  know how! 

Tom t r i e s  t o  hold back t h e  t e a r s  bu t  c a n ' t .  

I Z Z I  
F i n i s h  it. 
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TOM 
Stop it! 

IZZI 
Finish it. 

TOM 
It's KILLING me! 

And he jams his eyes shut, screaming himself back into the 
past. 

IZZI'S HOSPITAL ROOM 

Tommy sits by Izzi's side. He is calm now. 

XZZI 
YOU do. You will. 

Beat. 

TOMMY 
I don't know how it ends. 

IZZI 
You do. You will. 

\ 
L 

Tommy feels uncomfortable. 

TOMMY 
Honey - 

Izzi smiles. Like she knows a secret. 

IZZI 
Remember Moses Morales? 

TOMMY 
Who? 

IZZI 
The Mayan shaman. 

TOMMY 
(remembering) 

From your trip? 

IZZI 
(nods ) 

The last night I was with him he 
told me about his father. He had 
died. But Moses wouldn't believe 
it. 
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T O W  
(pleads) 

Izzi, - 

IZZI 
Listen. He said if they dug his 
father's body up it would be gone. 
They had planted a seed over his 
grave. The seed became a tree. 
Moses said, his father became part 
of that tree. He grew into the 
wood and into the bloom. Then, he 
said, when a sparrow ate the tree's 
fruit his father flew with the 
birds. And when a hunter ate the 
sparrow his father lived on in that 
man. 

(making the point) 
He said, death was his father's 
road to awe. That's what he called 
it. The road to awe. 

(about her manuscript) 
When I wrote this, I couldn't get 
that out of my head - 

TOMMY 
Why are you telling me this? 

IZZI 
(quiet) 

I'm not afraid anymore, Tommy. 

Tommy just shakes his head. 

IZZI 
I asked Lilly if I could be buried 
at her farm. 

Tommy gets up off the bed. 

TOMMY 
No! Stop it. I want you to be 
with me. 

IZZI 
I am with you. I am. I'll always 
be with you. 

She reaches out her hand. 

IZZI 
I promise. 
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Tommy takes  h e r  hand. H e  tries t o  hold  it a l l  i n .  
He s t rugg le s  t o  s t a y  s t rong .  

She s t a r e s  a t  him. Beat. 

He nervously glances  a t  h i s  watch. She smi les  a t  h i s  
p r e d i c t a b i l i t y .  

I Z Z I  
S tay  wi th  me. 

Tommy's d e s i r e  f o r  t h e  l a b ,  h i s  d r i v e  t o  make t h i n g s  r i g h t ,  
p u l l s  on him. 

I z z i  s t a r t s  t o  s h u t  her  eyes. 

I Z Z I  
(encouraging p l e a )  

While I s l eep?  

I z z i  slowly f a l l s  a s l eep  a s  Tommy holds her  hand. 

She shu t s  her  eyes 

TOMMY 
1'11 s t a y .  

I n  t h e  

GARDEN 

In 2150, Tom watches I z z i ' s  hand disappear  from h i s  own. 

TOM 
I ' l l  s t a y .  

But I z z i  i s  gone. Tom i s  alone.  

He looks down a t  h i s  open wound. It  i s  s t i l l  bleeding.  

Tom s h u f f l e s  t o  t h e  t r e e .  The small  h a i r s  on t h e  hea l thy  
bark reach o u t  towards him. 

TOM 
(whispers t o  t h e  t r e e )  

Don't worry. We'are almost t h e r e .  
Shibalba w i l l  d i e .  And when it 
explodes,  you w i l l  be reborn. You 
w i l l  bloom. We will l i v e .  

Ca re fu l ly ,  l i k e  a  surgeon, he removes a  smal l  amount of bark. 
A very smal l  amount. L. 
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He mixes it wi th  herbs and fungi .  He adds some s a l i v a .  - 
Then he a p p l i e s  t h e  mixture t o  a  p i ece  of d r i e d  up moss 

He pushes t h e  moss a g a i n s t  h i s  wound. It burns.  
But t hen  it b r ings  r e l i e f .  

He l e a n s  a g a i n s t  t h e  t r e e .  He slowly s h u t s  h i s  eyes .  

FADE TO BLACK. 

I Z Z I ' S  HOSPITAL ROOM - MIDDLE OF THE N I G H T  

i t ' s  dark when Tommy wakes. I z z i  s l eeps  soundly.  

Her b rea ths  a r e  deep and long.  Even more a t  peace.  

He looks a t  h i s  watch. I t ' s  almost dawn. 

Carefu l ly ,  he t i p t o e s  i n t o  t h e  hallway. 

HOSPITAL PHONE - HALLWAY - LATER 

Tommy's on t h e  phone. Talking qu ie t ly .  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
- She ' s  s l eep ing .  How's Donovan? 

LILLIAN (0s PHONE) 
Henry r an  a  new scan - 

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
And? 

LILLIAN (0s PHONE) 
Well, synapt ic  growth seems t o  have 
l e v e l e d  o f f .  The malignant mass i s  
t h e  same, - maybe a  s l i g h t  
decrease.  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE) 
Decrease? ! 

LILLIAN ( 0 s  PHONE) 
S l i g h t ,  Tommy. I t ' s  not  unheard 
o f .  

TOMMY ( I N T O  PHONE)  
No. It could be something. Scan 
him a g a i n ,  I can  be t h e r e  i n , - -  

$., H e  looks  back toward I z z i ' s  room. 
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Beat. 

LILLIAN (0s PHONE) 
Tommy, you need t o  be t h e r e  - 

Beat. 

Beat.  

TOMMY (INTO PHONE) 
(eyes  s t i l l  on I z z i ' s  
room) 

- Yeah. You're r i g h t .  
( b e a t )  

W i l l  you check him again? 

LILLIAN (0s PHONE) 
Of course .  

Tommy hangs up, s t a r e s  a t  t h e  phone f o r  a moment, then sneaks 
back i n t o  

IZZI'S ROOM 

He looks a t  h i s  w i f e ' s  luminous face .  

God, s h e ' s  b e a u t i f u l ,  glowing i n  t h e  e a r l y  dawn l i g h t .  

He reaches  ou t  t o  touch he r  f ace .  

His f i n g e r s  s t o p  a few inches  from con tac t .  

Decides no t  t o  d i s t u r b  her .  

Tommy s i ts  i n  t h e  c h a i r  next t o  h e r  bed and a c c i d e n t a l l y  s i t s  
on t h e  notebook. 

He picks  up t h e  manuscript and q u i e t l y  f l i p s  on a bedside 
lamp. 

He opens t o  where he l e f t  o f f  ... 
TOMMY'S POV 

D r i f t i n g  over  t h e  words. .. 
"The conquis tador  prayed. He prayed f o r  Spain.  He prayed 
f o r  h i s  Queen. . . " 
The l e t t e r s  s t a r t  t o  spark le  and f l a i r .  

.- And t h e  golden particles of 
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Return us  t o  

SEVILLE 

Tomas Verde knee ls ,  praying t o  t h e  golden c r u c i f i x  hanging i n  a 

PRIVATE CATHEDRAL 

Ariel d i s t u r b s  him. 

ARIEL 
She i s  ready. 

Tomas r i s e s .  H e  pushes through two g r e a t  doors  i n t o  t h e  
s t a r k  

THRONE ROOM 

Fear and awe prevent  Tomas from locking eyes  w i th  t h e  Queen. 

He f a l l s  t o  h i s  knees. He c a n ' t  s t o p  t h e  t e a r s  

QUEEN ISABEL 
My se rvan t ,  why do you c ry?  

TOWS 
To see Spain i n  such a s t a t e .  With 
a d i sease  growing i n  her  very 
hea r t .  It is  t o o  much. For I have 
f a i l e d  her .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
Si lence!  

( b e a t )  
Dare no t  p i t y  Spain. Spain is  
g r e a t .  And g rea tnes s  s h a l l  never 
f a l l .  My g lo ry  s h a l l  sh ine  b r i g h t  
f o r  a l l  e t e r n i t y .  

TOMAS 
(ba re ly  murmnrs) 

Of course .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
There i s  a p lan .  Hope. 

TOMAS 
Hope? 

QUEEN ISABEL 
Fa ther .  
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- 
From t h e  shadows behind h e r  throne o u t  s t e p s  Fa the r  Avi la .  

Lw 

The same Franciscan p r i e s t  we saw t o r n  t o  p i e c e s  i n  t h e  
swamps of New Spain. He wears a c l e a n  brown robe.  

A r i e l  he lps  Tomas t o  h i s  f e e t .  

ARIEL 
(whispers ) 

This i s  Father  Avi la  of he r  
majes ty 's  r o y a l  Franciscan o rde r .  
Their  a l l e g i a n c e  remains wi th  
Spain. 

FATHER AVILA 
Captain.  

TOMAS 
Father .  

FATHER AVILA 
This is  our hope. 

Father  Avi la  p u l l s  t h e  Mayan obs id ian  dagger o u t  from under 
.- h i s  robe. H e  hands it t o  Tomas. 
! 

i Tomas looks a t  t h e  p r i e s t .  He doesn ' t  understand.  

FATHER AVILA 
S p o i l s  from t h e  Cordoba expedi t ion ,  
n ine  years  p a s t .  

TOMAS 
What i s  i t ?  A dagger? 

FATHER AVILA 
Ceremonial. Of r e i i g i o u s  ma t t e r s .  
I t  was taken from around t h e  neck 
of a Mayan p r i e s t . .  The glyph on 
t h e  b lade ,  do you see  i t ?  

Tomas looks a t  t h e  t r i a n g u l a r  glyph. The one t h a t  looks l i k e  
t h e  s t a r s  i n  t h e  sky. He nods. 

FATHER AVILA 
I t  is  what i n t r i g u e d  me about t h e  
p iece .  I saw t h e  s ign  i n  t h e  
hea then ' s  s c r o l l s ,  on t h e i r  
g r e a t e s t  works of  gold. I knew it 
was of importance. The Order has 
worked t o  decipher  it. 

(MORE ) 
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FATHER AVILA ( c o n t ' d )  

Af t e r  f i v e  years  of s e l f l e s s  s tudy ,  
we have unlocked i ts  meaning and by 
doing s o  we have a l s o  unlocked t h e  
Mayan's g r e a t e s t  s e c r e t .  

Tomas l e a n s  i n ,  wanting t o  know t h e  s e c r e t .  

Beat. 

FATHER AVILA 
I n  Chetumal, i n  New Spain, i n  l ands  
a l r eady  claimed by her  majes ty  l a y s  
t h e  Mayan's g r e a t e s t  t r e a s u r e .  
But it is not  gold. Nor s i l v e r .  

Beat. 

TOMAS 
Yes.. . 

FATHER AVILA 
(po in t s  a t  glyph) 

These a r e  words t h a t  descr ibe  a 
l o s t  pyramid. 

( c o r r e c t s  h imself )  
No no t  l o s t  - hidden. A hidden 
pyramid b u i l t  upon t h e  navel  of t h e  
Ear th .  The b i r t h p l a c e  of l i f e .  

Tomas examines t h e  glyph. 

FATHER AVILA 
They be l i eve  a s p e c i a l  t r e e  s p r o u t s  
t h e r e .  The Tree of L i fe .  They say  
whoever d r inks  of i ts sap  w i l l  l i v e  
forever .  

Tomas looks  a t  t h e  p r i e s t .  . He t u r n s  towards t he  Queen, h i s  
mind f i l l e d  w i th  doubt. 

TOMAS 
E te rna l  l i f e .  Is t h i s  not 
s a c r i l e g e ?  

FATHER AVILA 
I n  Genesis,Adam and Eve were 
forbidden from par taking of t h e  
f r u i t  from two t r e e s .  The f i r s t  
was t h e  Tree of Knowledge, t h e  
o t h e r  was t h e  Tree of L i fe .  When 
Adam and Eve committed the  o r i g i n a l  
s i n  by e a t i n g  from the  Tre,e of 
Knowledge t h e  Lord banned them from 
Eden and h id  t h e  Tree of L i fe .  
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ARIEL 
Perhaps your Lord h i d  t h i s  t r e e  i n  
New Spain. 

TOMAS 
This i s  f a n t a s t i c .  But can it be 
t r u e ?  I f  a l l  men a r e  t o  l i v e  
fo reve r  on Ea r th ,  then  who s h a l l  
l i v e  i n  Heaven? 

FATHER AVILA 
Heaven and Ea r th  s h a l l  become a s  it 
once was - one and t h e  same. 
C h r i s t  d ied  on t h e  c r o s s  and 
redeemed our  s i n s .  We have been 
forgiven f o r  t h e  crime of Eve. Now 
i s  t h e  t ime t o  r e t u r n  t o  t h e  Garden 
and jo in  our  Lord God. 

ARIEL 
E te rna l  l i f e ? .  Imagine it. 
Whoever possesses  such a  t r e a s u r e .  

( a t  a  l o s s  f o r  words) 
I n f i n i t e  r i c h e s ,  i n f i n i t e  power, 
i n f i n i t e  g lory .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
Glory f o r  Spain.  For a l l  e t e r n i t y .  

Everyone t u r n s  t o  t h e  Queen. No one looks a t  her .  

A l l  ch ins  a r e  dipped. Everyone s t a r e s  a t  t h e  ground. 

QUEEN ISABEL 
Kneel conquis tador .  

Tomas knee ls  immediately. The p r i e s t  and A r i e l  s t e p  back. 

QUEEN ISABEL 
The Beast runs amok i n  my kingdom. 
H i s  master  i n  Rome has might 
s u p e r i o r  t o  every army i n  t h e  
world. Even Spain must s i t  and 
watch a s  her l ands  a r e  s t o l e n  from 
her .  

( b e a t )  
We have l i t t l e  choice .  W e  must 
f i g h t .  And f i g h t ,  Spain s h a l l .  
E t e rna l  l i f e ?  From t h e  jungles of 
New Spain? A l and  which has 
brought us unimaginable wonders. 

t. 

Someone p l aces  a  hand on Tomas' shoulder 
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\ 
'7- 

It is  t h e  Queen. She s t a n d s  before  him. H e  r i s e s .  

Tomas cannot look a t  I s a b e l .  

The sun i s  r i s i n g  ou t s ide .  Golden l i g h t  f l oods  t h e  heavens 
and t h e  room. 

QUEEN ISABEL 
W i l l  you d e l i v e r  Spain from 
bondage? 

Tomas d o e s n ' t  even need t o  t h i n k  about an answer. The Queen 
wishes something t o  be done, h e  w i l l  do it. 

TOMAS 
Glory be t h y  name. I s h a l l  no t  
s t o p  u n t i l  I f r e e  Spain. 

She p u l l s  t h e  go ld  r i n y  from a necklace a r o u n d h e r  neck and 
gen t ly  p l aces  it i n t o  h i s  palm. 

Tomas s t a r e s  a t  t h e  r i n y .  

QUEEN ISABEL 
Then, you s h a l l  r i d e  wi th  her  
ma je s ty ' s  banner. It has been 
b l e s sed  with  S p a i n ' s  w i l l .  And 
through it you s h a l l  l i v e  fo reve r .  

The Queen c l o s e s  Tomas' hand around t h e  r i n y .  

Only h i s  hea r tbea t  f o r  a moment. Then t h e  b e a t  f a l t e r s .  
Like a h e a r t  a t t a c k .  

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

A h o r r i b l e  sound j a r r i n g  us  awake: 

TOMAS CREO LOOKS U P  

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

TOM CREO LOOKS UP 

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

TOMMY CREO LOOKS U P  

BEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEP! 

The sound i s  b la r ing .  
: i 
i, 

I t  is  coming from t h e  machine a t tached t o  I z z i ' s  h e a r t .  
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F l a t  l i n e .  

The book s l i p s  t o  t h e  f l o o r  ... 
Tommy jumps u p  t o  h e r  s i d e .  H e  s lams t h e  r e d  emergency 
b u t t o n  f o r  t h e  n u r s e  as h e  starts CPR. 

H e  b e a t s  I z z i ' s  c h e s t .  Fo rces  his  b r e a t h  i n t o  h e r  mouth. 
K i s s i n g  h e r ,  k i s s i n g  h e r . . .  

The b e d s i d e  phone starts t o  r i n g .  

The sun  is  r i s i n g  o u t s i d e .  

The revival team b u r s t s  i n .  They try t o  push  Tommy away from 
h i s  w i f e  

Not a  chance .  

TOMMY 
- No. I z z i .  Don' t !  
P l e a s e !  
P l e a s e -  
P l e a s e -  

,'- - F i n a l l y  t h e y  f o r c e  him o u t  of  t h e  w a y  and o u t  i n t o  t h e  
\.- 

HALLWAY 

where a  NURSE t r ies  t o  comfor t  him. 

YOUNG NURSE 
P l e a s e .  S i r  - 

Tommy tr ies t o  g e t  back i n s i d e .  The n u r s e  b l o c k s  h i s  
e n t r a n c e .  

YOUNG NURSE 
( f i r m )  

- The on-duty d o c t o r  i s  t h e  b e s t .  

Tommy t u r n s  away from h e r .  H e  c a n ' t  j u s t  s t a n d  by,  
do ing  n o t h i n g .  

H e  s tarts  t o  s t a l k  the ha l lways  l i k e  a  caged  an ima l .  

Up and down. U p  and down. Up and down. 
Up and 

He c a t c h e s  s i g h t  o f  a p a t i e n t  i n  a n o t h e r  room. 
I t ' s  a n  o l d  man ba thed  i n  e a r l y  morning l i g h t .  

\. - They make e y e  c o n t a c t .  
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'- The o l d  man s t a r e s  blankly a t  Tommy. H i s  eyes c r u s t e d  wi th  
t e a r s .  Tubes s t i c k i n g  down h i s  t h r o a t ,  o u t  of h i s  nose. 
Lungs l abo r ing  f o r  b rea th ,  wheezing f o r  a i r . . .  

For some reason,  Tommy c a n ' t  look away. C a n ' t  s t o p  s t a r i n g .  
He sees  t h e  o l d  man's l e f t  hand tw i t ch ing  eve r  s o  s l i g h t l y .  
Be sees  brown s p o t s ,  wrinkles ,  bent  a r t h r i t i c  f i n g e r s .  And a 
gold wedding r i n g .  

Tommy glances  down a t  h i s  own hand, h i s  own wedding r i n g  
s t i l l  missing.  

He looks back up, s t a r t s  t o  t u r n  away when 

f o r  a moment 

t h e  o ld  man's  eyes become h i s  own eves .  

He's s t a r i n g  a t  himself .  Old and d e c r e p i t .  

H i s  world slows. F a l l s  s i l e n t .  

He looks a t  t h e  man's l e f t  hand. The r i n g  is  m. 

T -. Horror f i l l s  Tommy ... 
, , 

.-.. He's about t o  panic  when 

Suddenly L i l l i a n  rushes  by. 

LILLIAN 
- Tommy? 

Tommy snaps around. Rea l i t y  rushes  back. 

TOMMY 
(bewildered) 

L i l l y ?  

Tommy grabs  her  and hugs her  t i g h t .  

She d o e s n ' t  s e e  t h e  anguish o r  t h e  f e a r  i n  h i s  f a c e  because 
the  news she holds  is  so g r e a t .  

LILLIAN 
I know. I know. I, I ' v e  never 
seen anything l i k e  it. I t ' s , - -  

Tommy p u l l s  back confused. 

TOMMY 
What a r e  you,-- 
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LILLIAN 
Antonio didn't get you? - You 
didn't hear? 

TOMMY 
(shakes his head) 

What? 

LILLIAN 
(overwhelmed with joy) 

It's Donovan. The growth is 
shrinking. The disease is cured! 

TOMMY 
Cured? 

(remembering) 
- Izzi. 

Tormny races toward Izzi'sroom. His eyes wide with terror. 

IN SPACE 

The year 2150, Tom looks down at his wound. He lifts his 
shirt. Removes the moss bandage. The wound is healed. 

TOM 
(to himself) 

Cured? 

He remembers something. He looks up concerned. 

TOM 
Izzi. 

Back in the present, Tommy charges into 

IZZI'S HOSPITAL ROOM 

just as the on-duty doctor, DR. SPENCER, is backing away from 
the bed. The nurses are turning off the machines. The phone 
still ringing. The sun rising outside the window on a new 
day and 

Tommy sees the black screen. 

Sees the blank expressions on faces. 

Sees all the emptiness in the room. 

And then, finally 

\- he sees Izzi, his wife. 
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,L.. Eyes c losed.  

The l i f e  gone o u t  of  he r .  

She looks d i f f e r e n t .  

Smaller.  She ' s  dead. 

Beat. 

CLOSE ON TOMMY 

The blood d ra in ing  from h i s  face .  This h e l p l e s s  fe ,e l ing.  
He d o e s n ' t  know what t o  do. He d o e s n ' t  know how t o  f i x  t h i s .  
H i s  world i s  sha t t e r ed . . .  

L i l l i a n  rushes  i n t o  t h e  room behind him. 

TOMMY 
NO no no no no no no no no no no no no - 

Tommy pushes p a s t  D r .  Spencer, and r aces  f o r  h i s  w i f e ' s  bed. 

DR. SPENCER 
(with  g r e a t  compassion) 

Sorry ,  - 

Tommy s t a r t s  CPR again .  Punching her  c h e s t ,  b r ea th ing  i n t o  
her mouth. So despera te .  

Trying t o  f o r c e  l i f e  back i n t o  her  ... 
D r .  Spencer p u t s  a  hand on Tommy. 

DR. SPENCER 
(concern) 

I t ' s  t o o  l a t e  - 

Tommy explodes ,  spinning on Spencer. Throwing him up aga ins t  
t h e  wa l l .  Phone r ing ing .  

The nurses  and r e s i d e n t s  t r y  t o  p u l l  Tommy away, b u t  h i s  g r i p  
is t o o  t i g h t .  He needs t o  hang on to  somebody. Something. 
Anything. . . 
He won ' t  l e t  go. He ' s k i l l i n g  the  man. 

F i n a l l y ,  Tommy r e l e a s e s  him and t u r n s  back t o  h i s  dead wife.  

He t u r n s  and r aces  back t o  I z z i ' s  bed. 

-- S t a r t s  q lv lng  her  CPR again. 
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- Screaming a t  he r .  

Phone r ing ing .  L i l l i a n  jumps i n ,  grabbing Tommy by t h e  
shoulders .  

LILLIAN 
(screaming) 

Tommy! Tomy - 

Sun r i s i n g .  

Tommy b r e a t h i n g  i n t o  h i s  w i f e ' s  mouth. Tears  f a l l i n g  down 
h i s  f a c e .  F igh t ing .  Fight ing.  Not l e t t i n g  go. Never 
l e t t i n g  go. 

TOMMY 
No! I z z i !  

A s h r i v e l e d  l e a f  f a l l s  p a s t  him t o  t h e  ground. 

H e  s t ops  pumping. I n  shock, he looks  down a t  t h e  l e a f  

Back i n  

SPACE 

- Tom i s  t e r r i f i e d .  He looks  up i n t o  t h e  branches. A l l  of  t h e  
leaves  have detached from t h e  tree. They f l o a t  f r e e l y  i n  
zero-g. 

Tom tries not  t o  panic .  Alarm d i s r u p t s  h i s  b rea ths .  

He runs t o  t h e  t r e e .  He reaches f o r  t h e  l i t t l e  h a i r s .  
They do no t  reach back. 

'TOM 
Nooooo! 

He sea rches  f o r  l i f e .  Any l i f e .  Panic r i s i n g .  

But t h e  tree is  dead. 

TOM 
Don't d ie !  Not now! We're almost 
t h e r e  ! 

Tom rounds t h e  t r e e  and sees  L i l l i a n .  I t  s t o p s  him co ld .  

She s t ands  wi th  a group of mourners around an open grave 
under t h e  t r e e  i n  t h e  garden. 

,- The golden nebula disappears .  
The heavens t u r n  gray wi th  snow clouds.  
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L Tom once again becomes Tommy. He wears a black suit and 
stands in the windswept snow-filled field of 

LILLIAN'S FARMHOUSE - DAY 

Up on the hill is a hundred-year-old wooden home. 

There's no emotion on Tommy's face. There's nothing at all. 

LILLIAN 
It seems to me we struggle for a 
lifetime to become whole.. Few of 
us ever do. Most of us end up 
going out the same way we came in - 
kicking and screaming. 

A few of the guests grin to themselves, knowingly. But, as 
snowflakes melt on Tommy's face, anger builds in his brow. 

LILLIAN 
Most of us don't have the courage - 
or the strength - or the 
conviction. Most of us don't want 
to face our fears. But sometimes, 
it happens. Young as she was, Izzi 
managed to accomplish that. In her 
death she became whole. She saw 
her life as a journey. Death was 
part of that road. 

Tommy looks up at Lillian like he could kill her. He lets 
out a painful grunt. 

Spins around and marches off alone in the snow. 

LILLIAN 
Tommy. 

He ignores her. Keeps moving. 

She moves after him. 

LILLIAN 
Tommy ! 

She grabs his wrist. He stops spins around. 

LILLIAN 
It's okay. She was okay. She 
accepted her death. 

L Rage bolls qulckly to the surface, overflowing. 
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TOMMY 
STOP IT! You can't accept death. 
Death is the end, it's nothing! 

LILLIAN 
It's everything. Everything must 
end ! 

TOMMY 
That's not the way it has to be. 
I'm going to change it. Death will 
be no more! 

SMASH TO: 

BLACK 

Out of the darkness emerges the Mayan leader. The Papas. 

Still holding the flaming obsidian sword. 

At the base of the 

MAYAN PYRAMID - 
1 8  Back in the year 1535. The Mayan army watches. , 

PAPAS 
(in Mayan; with 
subtitles) 

Death is the road to awe. 

The Papas raises the sword. He swings it down, thunderously 
splitting dry air. 

Flames everywhere. Words emerge. Izzi's words. Her 
handwriting ... 
"Tomas' fear paralyzed him. All he could see was death." 

CLOSE ON TOMMY 

In the year 2004. 

He sits on the edge of his bed. His clothes crumpled. His 
hair messy. Black bags under his eyes. Hours since Izzi's 
funeral. 

He's reading her book. The last words of it. 
.. 

On the next page it says, "Chapter Twelve." But there is 
<.- nothing written. 



November, 2003 81. 

', - Confused, he f l i p s  through t h e  pages s ea rch ing  f o r  t h e  
ending. There i s  none. 

Tommy looks a t  t h e  g i f t s  I z z i  gave him. The inkwe l l  and t h e  
pen. They rest on t h e  n igh t  s tand  next  t o  t h e  bed. 

He re-reads  t h e  l a s t  few words. He d o e s n ' t  g e t  it. 

He c l o s e s  t h e  book. It s l i p s  from h i s  hand. H i t s  t h e  
bedroom f l o o r .  

He covers  h i s  f ace .  

And then,  t h e  pa in  of l o s s  f loods  UP h i s  sp ine .  

He smashes h i s  f i s t s  onto  t h e  n igh t  s t and .  The lamp wobbles 
a s  t h e  inkwel l  s p i l l s  over.  

  om my watches blankly a s  t h e  ink  rushes a c r o s s  t h e  n igh t  
s t and  and d r i p s  onto  t h e  wooden f loo r .  

Drip,  d r i p ,  d r i p .  . . 
He does nothing. 

r-  

L Looks a t  h i s  l e f t  hand. The wedding r i n g  i s  s t i l l  mlssing.  
Slowly, he reaches  f o r  t h e  founta in  pen. 

Gently, he presses  t h e  t i p  of t h e  pen i n t o  t h e  t a n  l i n e  on 
h i s  r i n g  f i n g e r .  A p e r f e c t  semi-ci rcular  drop of blood 
bubbles t o  t h e  sur face .  

He t a p s  t h e  pen i n t o  t h e  s p i l l e d  ink.  Then, p re s se s  t h e  ink  
i n t o  t h e  open p in  pr ick.  

The t e a r s  pour out .  He continues t o  t a t t o o .  

CUT TO: 

HANDEL-SILVER LABORATORIES, HALLWAY - LATER 

Tommy heads toward h i s  l a b . ,  A group of co l l eagues  t u r n  and 
s t a r e .  Awkward condolences a r e  o f fe red .  

Tommy ignores  them and walks i n t o  h i s  

LAB 

Manny is working with Donovan. He sp ins  around. 

MANNY 
( s u r p r i s e d )  

- D r .  Creo! 
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'.+ Tommy ignores  him, makes h i s  way up t o  t h e  hea l thy  monkey, 

He's s t e r n ,  d i r e c t .  No emotion a t  a l l .  

TOMMY 
Get m e  t h e  l a t e s t  scans  - 

Antonio reaches o u t  t o  touch Tommy. Tommy sees t h e  hand 
coming. Before c o n t a c t  can be made, h e ' s  o u t  of range.  

ANTONIO 
Are you okay? 

TOMMY 
( igno res  ques t ion)  

Update m e  on every s t e p  you've 
taken s i n c e  t h e  i n i t i a l  procedure. 

H i s  team j u s t  s t a r e s  a t  him. 

TOMMY 
( s t r o n g e r )  

DAMN I T !  Come on! The Donovan 
breakthrough i s  our  s t a r t i n g  po in t .  
s topping  aging. Stopping dea th  i s  
our  goa l .  Come on! We've go t  work 
t o  do. 

H i s  team r e a c t s .  They s t a r t  doing t h e i r  jobs 

Antonio i s  l e f t  a lone  looking a t  Tommy. 

Then he t u r n s  and walks away. T o m  is l e f t  a lone i n  t h e  

GARDEN 

Back i n  2150. Tom s t a r e s  a t  Antonio a s  he s t e p s  behind t h e  
t r e e  and d i sappears .  

Once again  he is  alone.  Suddenly he explodes wi th  anger: 

TOM 
DAMN IT! Come on! We've go t  work 
t o  do. 

B u t  no one is  around t o  r e a c t .  He b l i n k s .  

Beat. 

The garden s t a r t s  t o  shake. So does t h e  t r e e .  
i, . - Tom looks up. 
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OUTSIDE 

The bubble smashes through t h e  t h i c k e s t  p a r t  of  t h e  nebula.  
P a r t i c l e s  c o l l i d e  w i th  t h e  su r f ace .  

Mil l ions  of p a r t i c l e s .  Maybe even b i l l i o n s .  
It i s  a  b e a u t i f u l  f i reworks  show. 

The r a t t l i n g  and shaking b u i l d s  u n t i l  suddenly it s t o p s  

The s h i p  b u r s t s  o u t  of t h e  n e b u l a i n t o  a  c l e a r i n g .  

I n  t h e  c e n t e r  of t h e  c l e a r i n g  i s  a  s t a r .  A dying s t a r .  
Shibalba . 
Mill ion m i l e  high waves of f i r e  .and r a d i a t i o n  t w i s t  o u t  i n t o  
space. 

In  t h e  

GARDEN 

Tom s t a r e s  a t  t h e  s t a r  through t h e  branches of t h e  tree. 

And it is an amazing s i g h t .  

TOM 
A l l  those  years .  Working. 
Fight ing.  To g e t  t o  Shibalba.  To 
g e t  he re  f o r  now! 

He looks  a t  t h e  dead tree. 

TOM 
DAMN I T !  Come on! We've go t  work 
t o  do. 

No answer. He r epea t s  h imself .  

TOM 
DAMN IT!  Come on! We've go t  work 
t o  do. 

Beat. The despera t ion  shoots  through him. 

TOM 
NO no no no no no no no no no no no no - 

He rushes  t o  t h e  t r e e .  H e  h i t s  it. He pumps it. H e  
b rea thes  i n t o  it. Trying t o  wake it. Trying t o  save it. ne 

j ( f i g h t s .  Not l e t t i n g  go. Never l e t t i n g  go. 
L... 
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TOMMY 
No! I z z i !  I z z i !  

He senses  something. Someone i s  watching him. 

Tom s p i n s  around. 

I t  i s  I z z i .  Once aga in ,  s h e ' s  wearing h e r  w in t e r  j a c k e t  and 
jeans. 

Tom explodes with anger 

TOM 
Why!? Why haunt me! Now t h a t  i t ' s  
over.  I ' v e  f a i l e d .  I f a i l e d  you, 
I f a i l e d  myself! The t r e e  i s  dead! 
I c a n ' t  save  you. I c a n ' t  save  
anyone! What do you want? ! 

But I z z i  d o e s n ' t  answer she  j u s t  s t a r e s  a t  him. 

TOM 
LEAVE ME! LEAVE ME ALONE! 

He breaks down and c r i e s .  A l l  a lone.  No one t o  comfort him 
1. 
i.. but  t h i s  appa r i t i on .  

TOM 
Please! Please!  I ' m  a f r a i d .  

He f a l l s  t o  he r  f e e t .  Beat.  

H i s  t a t t o o e d  r i n g  f i n g e r  ca tches  h i s  eye.  

H e  touches  t h e  anc i en t  t a t t o o .  I n  

SILENCE 

A f l a s h  memory of I z z i  i n  h e r  h o s p i t a l  bed. Dead. 

Tommy being p u l l e d  away. Screaming, but  t h e r e ' s  no no ise .  

J u s t  I z z i ' s  dead f a c e  - a t  peace. 

Complete peace. 

I n  t h e  

GARDEN 

!., 
Tom's sobs  s t a r t  t o  subs ide .  

\. 

Someone p l a c e s  a hand on h i s  shoulder .  He looks up. 
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'L It i s  Queen I s a b e l .  She motions f o r  him t o  rise. 

S t i l l  i n  t h e  garden shoot ing  through space.  

QUEEN ISABEL 
W i l l  you d e l i v e r  Spain from 
bondage? 

Tom does not  know how t o  answer. 

TOM 
I d o n ' t  know how. , 

The Queen i s  now I z z i  i n  he r  j acke t  and jeans .  

I Z Z I  
You do. You w i l l .  

TOM 
I ' m  going t o  d i e .  

I z z i  i s  once aga in  t h e  Queen. She glows gold.  

She p l aces  t h e  gold r i n g  i n  Tom's hand. 

QUEEN ISABEL 
Then, you s h a l l  r i d e  wi th  her  
majes ty ' s  banner. I t  has been 
b l e s sed  with  Spa in ' s  w i l l .  And 
through it you s h a l l  l i v e  fo reve r .  

And 

TOMAS CREO LOOKS UP 

And 

TOMMY CREO LOOKS UP 

And 

TOM CREO LOOKS UP 

A t  I z z i  

Something s p a r k l e s  i n  h i s  eyes .  I n s p i r a t i o n .  

An idea .  

TOM 
I I w i l l  l i v e  forever .  
L 

Tom srnlles.  A huge smi le  spreading wlder and wider.  
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%-, His hand is empty. The ring is gone. He clutches his 
fingers into a fist of determination. 

Tommv's hand becomes a fist. Tomas' hand becomes a fist. 

Tom looks up at Izzi. 

TOM 
(excited now) 

I will live forever. 

She doesn't respond. She just stares at him. 

So he goes for it. 
He lowers his chin. Takes a beat. 
And he looks back up at her. 

TOM 
(playing the part) 

What are you doing here? 

IZZI 
Come on, let's take a walk. 

.- Space disappears and we return to 2004. In 
I ' 
-. 

TOMMY'S OFFICE 

Tom is gone. Tommy is surrounded by his papers. 

TOMMY 
I have too much work. 

IZZI 
It's the first snow. We always-- 

TOMMY 
I can't, I have so much to do. 

IZZI 
Come on Tommy. 

TOMMY 
PLEASE, I z z i !  

Izzi lowers her chin as she leaves. 

TOMMY 
I'll see you tonight. OK? 

She doesn't answer. 
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t. \-.' H e  . i s  a lone  f o r  a  moment. F i n a l l y ,  he can ' t  t a k e  it anymore. 
He chases  a f t e r  her .  

I n  t h e  

He bumps i n t o  a  b r e a t h l e s s  Manny. 

MANNY 
Antonio ' s  on h i s  way back. 

Tommy watches I z z i  e x i t i n g  down t h e  h a l l .  

MANNY 
Donovan's s t i l l  prepped and ready. 

This is  t h e  moment. 

H e  can choose h i s  wi fe  o r  h i s  work. H i s  l i f e  o r  h i s  death .  

Beat. 

This time he t u r n s  h i s  back on Manny. 
H e  t u r n s  h i s  back on h i s  work. 

\/ H e  t u r n s  h i s  back on h i s  f u t u r e .  

H e  heads down t h e  hallway a f t e r  h i s  wife. 

MANNY 
D r .  Creo, where a r e  you - 

But Tommy is  gone. 

OUTSIDE 

The door swings shu t .  Tommy looks up i n t o  

SPACE 

Back i n  2150, Tom s t a r e s  a t  t h e  s t a r .  

Beat. 

H e  grabs  a  tree branch and p u l l s  himself up i n t o  

ZERO-G 

He f l o a t s  towards t h e  bow of t h e  sh ip .  Tom s t r a i g h t e n s  
himself s o  t h a t  he i s  h u r t l i n g  f ace  f i r s t  toward t h e  blj-nding . 
glow of Shibalba.  

\- 
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h He reaches out  h i s  hand. I z z i  i s  walking wi th  him i n  2004 
through a 

SNOW COVERED FIELD 

The w i n t e r ' s  f i r s t  snow s p r i n k l e s  g e n t l e  f l a k e s  on to  t h e  
lovers .  

Tormny t u r n s  t o  I z z i .  

TOMMY 
( t o  h e r )  

I know how it ends. 

They j o i n  hands and keep walking. He smi les  a t  h i s  f u t u r e .  
She smiles  a t  him. Back on 

THE SHIP 

Tom s t a r e s  a t  Shibalba.  I z z i  i s  gone. 

TOM 
( t o  h imse l f )  

I can f i n i s h  it. 

\- _ He f o l d s  h i s  l e g s  i n t o  t h e  l o t u s  pos i t i on .  

H i s  body reaches t h e  t o p  of t h e  bubble. H e  keeps moving. A 
small  sphere,  t h e  diameter of h i s  body, buds of f  of t h e  main 
sh ip .  

This min ia ture  bubble surrounds Tom p r o t e c t i n g  him from space 
a s  he s o a r s  c l o s e r  t o  t h e  dying s t a r .  

Tom t a k e s  a deep brea th  and allows t h e  dream t o  invade h i s  
mind. 

A b reeze  flows around him. Space i s  engulfed by a 

CENTRAL AMERICAN JUNGLE 

The conquis tador ' s  eyes pop open. F i l l e d  with adrena l ine .  

Tomas s t a n d s  before  t h e  

MAYAN PYRAMID 

D i r e c t l y  i n  f r o n t  of him s tands  t h e  Papas, t h e  l e a d e r  of t h e  
May ans . 

i 
He wie lds  t h e  obs ld ian  sword drenched with f i r e .  The golden 
flames dance wi ld ly  across  t h e  black volcanic  g l a s s  blade.  
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PAPAS 
( i n  Mayan; wi th  
s u b t i t l e s )  

F i r s t  Father  s a c r i f i c e d  himself t o  
t h e  t r e e  of l i f e .  Enter  and jo in  
h i s  f a t e .  

Tomas a t t acks .  H e  l i f t s  h i s  blade and swings. 

The Papas ducks under t h e  blow. A qu ick  counter .  

F i r e  c u t s  through dry air .  I n  t h e  b l i n k  of an eye Tomas has 
been s t ruck .  

Blood d r i p s  from t h e  open wound below h i s  h e a r t .  

CUT TO: 

SPACE 

Tom's eyes pop open. Be gasps i n  pain .  

Blood runs  down h i s  stomach. 

But t h i s  time he j u s t  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  wound. He i s  n o t  a f r a i d .  
L 

He welcomes t h e  pain.  

Closes h i s  eyes.  

CUT TO: 

MAYAN PYRAMID 

Tomas, i n ju red ,  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  Papas. 

The enemy prepares  t o  f i n i s h  t he  conquis tador  o f f .  

PAPAS 
(screaming i n  Mayan,; wi th  
s u b t i t l e s )  

Death Is The Road To Awe! 

The Mayan l i f t s  t h e  flaming blade and 

br ings  it down on Tomas. 

The conquis tador  calmly c l o s e s  h i s  eyes .  I n  

SPACE 

L C  Tom brea thes . .  
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'\ 
2 Calm. S i lence .  

And 

Tom 

J u s t  

Lets 

GO. .  . 
Back a t  t h e  

MAYAN PYRAMID 

Tomas i s  a t  complete peace. H e  sp reads  h i s  arms, welcoming 
death. 

But t h e  death blow does no t  come. Something is wrong. 

Tomas opens h i s  eyes.  The flaming sword hovers inches  above 
Tomas' s k u l l .  

The Papas s t a r e s  a t  t h e  conquis tador .  A s t a r e  of 
\ 
,- recogni t ion.  

The Mayan drops t h e  b lade  and kneels  before  t h e  Spaniard.  

The Papas d ips  h i s  head. 

PAPAS 
( i n  Mayan; wi th  
s u b t i t l e s )  

Forgive me. F i r s t  Fa ther .  I d id  
no t  know it was you. 

Tomas j u s t  s t a r e s  a t  t h e  Papas. He was expec t ing  death.  Not 
t h i s .  

Beat. 

Tomas looks back a t  t h e  kneel ing Mayan army. 

PAPAS , 

( i n  Mayan; wi th  
s u b t i t l e s  ) 

I t o o  s h a l l  be immortal. I welcome 
t h e  holy dread. 

8, 

L-,. The Mayan l eade r  s t a b s  himself i n  t h e  hqa r t  w i th  Father  
A v i l a ' s  Mayan dagger. The Papas f a l l s  backwards, a smile  on 
h i s  l i p s .  
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id- The Mayan army watches s i l e n t l y .  Tomas looks  a t  them. They 
lower t h e i r  eyes ,  h id ing  from h i s  gaze. 

The f i e r c e  conqueror r e t u r n s .  The f i r e  i n  Tomas' eyes.  

He yanks t h e  dagger from t h e  shaman's corpse .  

Tomas s t e p s  through t h e  growing puddle of blood. 
He walks up t h e  s t e e p  s t e p s  t o  h i s  d e s t i n y .  

ON THE PYRAMID MOUNT 

He s t a r e s  back a t  t h e  jungle.  

The sun is j u s t  r i s i n g .  

SPACE 

Tom opens h i s  eyes and watches Shibalba s h r i n k  i n t o  a  
p inpoin t  of b l ind ing  whi te  l i g h t .  

I t  i s  t h e  f i n a l  moment before  t h e  s t a r  explodes 

L Back i n  

NEW SPAIN 

Tomas t u r n s  i n t o  t h e  

PYRAMID SHRINE 

A dark musty small  room f i l l e d  wi th  b i l lowing  sweet-smelling 
. incense.  The s tucco  wa l l s  a r e  coated wi th  blood. 

I n  t h e  back of t h e  s h r i n e ,  t h e r e  i s  a  s t a i r c a s e  lead ing  up. 
Tomas can s e e  t h e  morning sky. 

He s lowly s t e p s  up i n t o  an 

ENDLESS FIELD 

It i s  a  wide open p r a i r i e  s t r e t c h i n g  fo reve r  i n  a l l  
d i r e c t i o n s .  

I n  t h e  c e n t e r  of t h e  f i e l d  i s  t h e  

TREE 

It i s  a n c i e n t .  Knotted and tw i s t ed  with yea r s  of wisdom. ,.-, Lush wi th  l i f e ;  
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- 
1 it might be t h e  same t r e e  t h a t ' s  i n  t h e  space  sh ip .  But 
k somehow, i t ' s  d i f f e r e n t .  This  t r e e  glows wi th  a magical  

inner  l i g h t .  

I t s  maze-like wrinkled r o o t s  wind through t h e  green green 
grass .  

Tomas s t e p s  up i n t o  t h e  f i e l d  and f e e l s  a s  i f  h e ' s  s t a r i n g  a t  
t h e  f ace  of God. 

He removes h i s  armored shoes.  Barefoot,  he c a r e f u l l y  heads 
t o  t h e  t r e e .  

A t  t h e  base of t h e  t r e e ,  he kneels.  

TOMAS 
"Behold, the.man has become a s  one 
of us, t o  know good and e v i l .  And 
now, what i f  he should pu t  f o r t h  
h i s  hand, and t a k e  a l s o  of t h e  t r e e  
of l i f e ,  and e a t ,  and then  l i v e  
fo reve r?  " 

Slowly, he reaches  o u t  t o  touch t h e  bark.  H i s  f i n g e r s  s t o p  
an inch  from t h e  t runk .  The a i r  l a y e r  surrounding t h e  t r e e  

..~ v i b r a t e s  eve r  s o  gen t ly  under h i s  f i n g e r t i p s .  L i t t l e  yellow -- h a i r s  reach ou t  t o  g r e e t  him. H e  p u l l s  back h i s  hand. 

Then, i n  a s i n g l e  motion, he plunges t h e  obs id ian  dagger i n t o  
t he  tree. 

Birds of Parad ise  nes t ing  i n  t h e  branches n o i s i l y  f l a p  away. 

A d r o p l e t  of t h i c k  whi te  sap slowly flows down t h e  b lade . .  

Tomas watches c l o s e l y  a s  it f a l l s  from t h e  h i l t  and tumbles 
t o  e a r t h .  

Amazingly, when t h e  sap makes con tac t  wi th  t h e  ground beneath 
t he  green green g r a s s ,  b e a u t i f u l  blooming flowers shoot  ou t  
towards t h e  sky.  

L i f e .  

Tomas c a r e f u l l y  touches t h e  sap.  Nothing happens. H e  wipes 
t he  s a p  a c r o s s  t h e  wound beneath h i s  hea r t .  

For a moment, it burns and h i s  b rea th  shor tens .  

B u t  soon, he f e e l s  r e l i e f .  Right i n  f r o n t  of h i s  eyes ,  Tomas 
watches t h e  wound c l o s e  and h e a l .  And i n  
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4. SPACE 

Tom sees  t h e  wound disappear .  

Back i n  t h e  

GRAND PLAZA 

Tomas, e x c i t e d  now n o t i c e s  t h e  sap  has s topped flowing.  The 
tree has s e a l e d  i t s  wound. 

H e  p u l l s  t h e  dagger ou t .  

Then he uses  a l l  of h i s  s t r e n g t h  t o  d r i v e  t h e  dagger i n  
deeper. 

The sap flows more f r e e l y  ... 
H e  uses  h i s  hands a s  a cup and he gulps  down t h e  sap  from t h e  
tree l i k e  a man dying of t h i r s t .  

Af t e r  t h r e e  generous swallows, h i s  head whips back. 

H i s  arms spread w i d e .  H e  s t a r e s  up a t  t h e  tree. 
? 

'--? 

To him, it looks unbel ievable .  I t ' s  t h e  most amazing t h i n g  
h e ' s  eve r  seen.  I t ' s  buzzing with l l f e .  

He i s  witness  t o  t h e  f a b r i c  un i t i ng  a l l .  The l eaves  on t h e  
branches a r e  t h e  c louds  i n  t h e  v a s t  b lue  sky and t h e  waves i n  
t h e  deep b lue  sea .  

And now it i s  Shibalba.  

For a b r i e f  moment, t h e  conquistador soa r s  a lone  through 

SPACE 

towards t h e  p inpoin t  of l i g h t .  

H e  becomes f u l l y  aware of a l l  l i f e  i n t h e  e n t i r e  un iverse .  
He is  a p a r t  of it and he t a k e s  a deep peacefu l  b rea th  from 
t h e  bottom of h i s  s o u l .  

Iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiin - and - Ouuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuut 

A huge smi le  rushes across  h i s  f ace .  

H e  reaches  i n  h i s  pocket f o r  t h e  r i n g  t h e  Queen gave him. 

TOMAS 
My Queen. Now and forever  we s h a l l  
be t oge the r .  
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4 A s  he is about t o  p l ace  it on h i s  f i n g e r ,  something g e t s  
s tuck  i n  h i s  t h r o a t .  

He is i n s t a n t l y  back i n  t h e  

MAYAN GARDEN 

He coughs. 

Something is wrong. 

Tomas coughs again.  

And again. 

Now, he can no longer  b rea the .  H e ' s  choking. Suf foca t ing .  

Dying. The r i n g  s l i p s  from h i s  hand. He grabs  f o r  it 

But it i s  l o s t  i n  t h e  green green g ra s s .  

H i s  body's convulsing,  r e t ch ing .  

H e  couqhs again .  And aqain.  

He is ab le  t o  push ou t  t h e  word: 

TOMAS 
Why? 

Then, he coughs again.  This t i m e ,  l i v i n g ,  blooming f lowers  
shoot  out  of  h i s  mouth. H e  couqhs aqain.  More f lowers  rush 
out  of h i s  mouth. H i s  mouth i s  s t u f f e d  open, h i s  jaw jammed 
open. They a r e  b e a u t i f u 1 , h e a l t h y  and l i v i n g  f lowers .  

Tomas co l l apses  t o  h i s  knees and c rashes  on to  h i s  back 
beneath t h e  tree. 

He looks down below h i s  hea r t  where he was wounded. 
Something's bubbling beneath h i s  sk in .  Boi l ing  up. 

Suddenly it b u r s t s  open. Flowers sp r ing  f o r t h  from t h e  
wound. They rush  out  of him f e v e r i s h l y  ... 
A pool of f lowers  rush ou t  from beneath him a s  i f  it was h i s  
blood. Then, a shock wave of  f lowers  flows outward from t h e  
wound and t ransforms h i s  f l e s h  i n t o  row a f t e r  row of f lowers .  

H e  cries o u t  i n  pain a s  he completely disappears .  

\ 
\. 

Only f lowers  i n  t h e  shape of h i s  body remain. 

And t h e  gold  r i n g  r e s t i n g  on t o p . .  The symbol of h i s  Queen. 
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b The symbol of h i s  w i f e ' s  love.  

Glimmering i n  t h e  s u n l i g h t .  

Beat 

A t a t t o o e d  hand picks  up t h e  r i n g .  

Pu l l i ng  it i n t o  

SPACE 

Tom s l i d e s  t h e  r i n g  on to  h i s  f i n g e r .  
f i r s t  t a t t o o  he qave himself s o  lonq aqo. 

And 

SHIBALBA 

Goes 

Supernova. 

The explosion sends a b l ind ing  sphere  of whi te  l i g h t  i n t o  
space.  It rushes  a t  Tom. 

! 
\L 

He t a k e s  h i s  f i n a l  deep b rea th  j u s t  a s  t h e  wh i t e  w a l l  of 
l i g h t  c r a shes  over him. 

Tom's f a c e  f i l l s  wi th  awe a s  h i s  body burns wh i t e  ho t .  
H i s  f l e s h  s p l i t s  t h e  l i g h t  s h a t t e r i n g  it i n t o  t h e  c o l o r s  of 
t h e  rainbow. 

H i s  body breaks a p a r t ,  a s  h i s  atoms r a i n  down onto  t h e  b lack  
dying t r e e ,  smothering it wi th  red,  orange,  yel low,  green,  
b lue ,  i nd igo  and v i o l e t  r ays  of energy. 

And t h e  t r e e  s t i rs .  

Sprincl and Summer e r u ~ t .  A l l  of l i f e  s p r i n g s  f o r t h .  Brown 
hea l thy  bark grows. Green leaves  b u r s t  ou t .  Flowers blossom 
from t h e  branches.  Seeds bloom everywhere ... 
An explos ion  of  l i f e .  I n  t h e  

GARDEN 

I z z i  p icks  a seed.  It r e l e a s e s  from t h e  t r e e  l i k e  an over- 
r i p e  f r u i t .  

i ! She looks a t  it r e s t i n g  i n  h e r  palm and o f f e r s  it t o  someone. 
\. 

Stay on h e r  open hand f p r  a long moment. 
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'-7, ., Then, 

Tommy t a k e s  t h e  seed. 

He is alone o u t s i d e  of 

LILLIAN'S FARMHOUSE - DAY 

I n  a wind swept snowy f i e l d .  Tommy s t u d i e s  t h e  seed.  

I z z i  is  nowhere t o  be found. 

H e  looks  down a t  t h e  ground. There is  something bur ied  
beneath a t h i n  l a y e r  of snow. 

H e  kneels  and wipes away t h e  snow. It i s  a s imple  grave 
marker. 

It  reads  " I z z i  Creo, wife ,  daughter,  f r i e n d . "  

Tommy s t a r t s  t o  c ry .  He d igs  a s m a l l  ho l e  i n  t h e  f rozen  
e a r t h .  

And p l a n t s  t h e  seed.  

1 
L The t e a r s  a r e  rep laced  by a s i g h  and a b rea th .  . 

He p a t s  down t h e  e a r t h .  

Beat. 

Tommy looks up t o  t h e  heavens. 

The gray sky slowly becomes t h e  

NIGHT SKY 

Cr i cke t s  scream t h e i r  mating c a l l s .  A thunderous noise .  

F l i cke r ing  i n  t h e  c e n t e r  of t h e  sky is  Shibalba.  

Gold. J u s t  l i k e  a t  t h e  s t a r t  of t h e  f i lm.  

Tommy s t a r t s  t o  d i s s o l v e  i n t o  t h e  e t h e r .  

But he cont inues  t o  s t a r e  a t  h i s  des t iny .  

J u s t  be fo re  he disappears  Shibalba explodes.  

F i l l i n g  t h e  sky wi th  
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L .  WHITE 

Beat. 

As the light settles.. . 
Tommy stands in the doorway of his and Izzi's 

BEDROOM 

In 2004. 

Izzi asleep on the bed. ~ u ~ g i n g  a pillow: So peaceful. 

A new day dawning outside. 

She's so beautiful. 

He creeps into bed. Spoons her from behind. He rubs his 
nose against the soft hairs on the back of her neck. 

She moans blissfully. 

The sun breaks the horizon. Tommy and Izzi flooded in a 
gentle morning glow. 

1 
\.._~ 

She turns to him. 

IZZI 
Is everything all right? 

Tommy kisses Izzi on the lips and nestles into her back. 

TOMMY 
Yes, everything's all right. 

This time he means it. 

The sun rising. Filling the room, 

the screen, 

our eyes, 

with blinding white light, 

For now and forever ... 


