
INT. CHURCH - DAY

McMahon stares at his flock. His clothes rumpled, unkempt. He 
scans the room looking for one friendly face, one anchor to 
keep him grounded.

MCMAHON
Some of you may know Charlie 
Waters. May have known him. He --

McMahon chokes up. A tear runs down his cheek.

MCMAHON
He passed away on Thursday.

He looks out into the eyes of his people.

MCMAHON
It makes me sad when someone good 
dies. Charlie was that guy. He was 
special. He loved this country and 
he loved God. 

He takes a sip of water.

MCMAHON
There was a child I knew who I 
visited regularly along with other 
children at St. Raphael’s Hospital. 
He had a smile that could light up 
a room. He lived each day in pain 
but you wouldn’t know it when you 
met him. He understood, he knew 
what it was to be human and to love 
God. And now he is gone. Gone too 
young and too quickly. Gone while 
others remain to live an unholy, 
immoral life.

More tears. He looks to the side of the pulpit into the eyes 
of his subordinates.

MCMAHON
It is this world we live in. This 
godforsaken world full of people 
who don’t care, who lack 
compassion. Who don’t know the way 
of our Lord. Who don’t follow what 
great leaders like Dietrich 
Bonhoeffer did and what they 
sacrificed in the name of God. I 
watch television and see the Occupy 
Wall Street protesters and my heart 
warms thinking that these people 



are trying to follow the Word. They 
are trying to make some difference 
and return this world to a better 
place. A more sacred place.

He slams his fist on the pulpit. Audible gasps and cries.

MCMAHON
We are not doing enough. You are 
not doing enough. Stop hiding from 
the reality that is all around you. 
The Charlie Waters and the Donald --

He catches himself as tears flood his eyes.

MCMAHON
Donald Whites of the world need 
you. Be a participant. Stop doing 
nothing or you are as guilty as the 
rest of them. GUILTY!

Several people in the first few pews stand and leave. Then 
others. Deacon JACK ABRAMS (59) approaches.

JACK ABRAMS
Father, are you okay?

McMahon shakes his head. He steps from the pulpit and walks 
down the center of the church brushing past parishioners as 
they exit.

INT. BASEMENT - NIGHT

He drops a large Nike gym bag on the table. 

Unlocks the large wooden cabinet to his right. Several rifles 
sit upright in the rack. A few handguns occupy the space 
above.

Grabs a rifle and two of the handguns. Unlocks the cabinet 
and withdraws several small boxes.

Slides the rifle into its bag with one of the handguns. He 
holds the other in his hand.

9MM HANDGUN

Metallic black, pristine. He grabs a magazine and carefully 
loads twelve bullets.

He pushes the magazine into the chamber. CLICK. Slides back 
the barrel to load a bullet into the chamber.
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MCMAHON WITH 9MM IN HAND

He pauses, stares off into some faraway place. That thousand-
yard stare.

He turns off the lights.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

The gym and rifle bags placed near the door. Another bag for 
his clothes is on the table.

He sits at the kitchen table and types.

ON THE MONITOR
The time is at hand. DB.

One final click and he powers down the laptop and packs it in 
a bag.

He looks around. This house once a home with his beloved. 
This place where he lived in harmony with someone who loved 
him unconditionally.

He grabs his bags, turns off the lights and locks the door.

EXT. DRIVEWAY - NIGHT

Loads up the ‘85 Volvo and hops in. Turns the ignition and 
listens to the car come to life. Headlights on, he backs down 
his driveway.

INT./EXT. CAR - NIGHT

Onto the street and away. He rolls down the windows to smell 
the night air. Brilliant stars dot the clear night sky. 

He turns on the radio. ‘OL 55 by TOM WAITS. He hums its 
melancholy verse.

A near full moon provides ample light as he navigates the 
winding road away from his house and towards somewhere else. 
Towards something else.

INT. CAR - NIGHT

O’Connor drives through the Vermont countryside. Pastoral. 
Idyllic. He admires the beauty and the openness.
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A ‘85 VOLVO passes him on the left headed in the opposite 
direction, away from Vermont. He hasn’t seen a car in an hour 
or so. He wonders what the driver is thinking, where he or 
she is headed.

He turns on the radio. CONEY ISLAND BABY by LOU REED. He 
turns it up and sings along.

INT. BOBBY VAN’S STEAKHOUSE - NEW YORK - DAY

An enormous credenza housing thousands of bottles of wine and 
thirty-foot high ceilings. Hundreds of patrons, all dressed 
for success or to kill (depending on the individual) chow 
down on fifty-dollar steaks and fifteen dollar sides.

TABLE

Bornstein holding court with his posse: DAVID MARSH (48), 
LAWRENCE JUDD (55), HAROLD JONES (61) and JAMES GANCI (52). A 
remarkable collection of the uber-wealthy and powerful. 
Steaks and bottles of wine occupy most of the table as the 
men dig in.

GANCI
Fucking week. Five million in the 
till and I’m supposed to be happy. 
Washington and that motherfucker in 
the White House keeps reaching into 
my wallet looking for another buck.

MARSH
Don’t worry Jimmy. There’s more to 
come.

GANCI
Yeah. Maybe I should just bend over 
now.

A waiter approaches.

WAITER 1
Everything okay gentlemen?

BORNSTEIN
My steak’s tough. This is the 
second time this month I’ve been 
here and we’ve had a problem. 

WAITER 1
(grabs the plate)

Yes sir. I’ll be back in a moment 
with a new steak.
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Everyone laughs.

BORNSTEIN
So easy to get people to do 
anything you want.

JUDD
You’re such an asshole Dan.

More laughter as Bornstein’s eyes wander around the 
restaurant. He spots something young and cute waiting on a 
table nearby. She looks at him. Smiles. He smiles back.

GANCI
What are we going to do about this 
Wall Street shit?

MARSH
Easy Jimmy.

GANCI
Don’t tell me --

MARSH
We’ll figure it out. Okay? Let’s 
just enjoy some steak --

JONES
Everyone except Bornstein.

BORNSTEIN
(checks his watch)

Where the hell is --

The waiter returns with a new steak, hot and juicy. Places it 
delicately in front of Bornstein.

WAITER 1
Please let me know if this is 
cooked correctly sir.

Bornstein takes a bite. Looks skyward.

BORNSTEIN
Guess it’s okay. You can keep your 
job for another day.
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