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BEAUTIFUL TREES AUDIO PODCAST

Ep. 1

The delightful sounds of a COLLEGE CAMPUS with people walking
through leaves, chatting, laughing. Slowly, the sounds of a
pair of footsteps stand out.

Intro music fades in.

Then a young woman’s voice, the sound obviously coming from a
recording device.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Once upon a time, there was an old
man. He was kind and kept to
himself.

A retired veteran. The man didn’'t
have many friends. But he was
content. He had one secret, though.
A big one.

This old man was the deadliest spy
our nation ever produced.

An audio montage replaces music; machine gun fire, speeches
from political leaders, a man runs in fear, a shot, he falls.

Silence.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
This spy toppled governments.
Killed a whole battalion to stop a
war. His cunning and bravery gained
him access everywhere. Respected by
world leaders. Feared by their
enemies.

Then, he vanished. Poof.

Slowly, nautical sounds from inside a CABIN CRUISER fade in,
a low engine hum, and the muffled sound of splashing as the
vessel moves through water.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Twelve years into his retirement, a
stunning, Mensa-level, young field
agent got a ping on her sat-phone
to bring him in. Because,
surprisingly, he resurfaced.

This invisible super spy, out of
the game for over a decade, was now
at the top of the list. Why?

(MORE)



JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Like a good soldier, she put all
questions aside. They had their
reasons, and she had her orders.
Here'’s the weird thing: she
idolized this man. His theories and
operational strategies were
actually taught at The Farm. This
legend of espionage shaped the
agency, and he was her hero.
Childish, yes, but there it is.

The bottom line: something was
wrong with this op. Her instincts
never lie.

Splashing gets louder, then fades back.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
I quickly found out... how right I
was .

Yup, I'm the stunning young field
agent, Jessica Choi. I'm the one
who went rogue and threw away her
career to protect Frank Johnson.

And I'm the one he’s now staring at
over his coffee.

He gave me this little recorder,
straight from the Spy Store, looks
like, and wants me to keep a
journal. Yes, a journal. Of
everything. And he’s tapping his
watch because I'm procrastinating.

Plus, I'm a little seasick - ok,
here’s why we’'re on the run.

Silence

COLLEGE CAMPUS sounds fade back in, dominated by a pair of
strolling footsteps.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
I was in position. Had on my bad
jewelry, funky glasses, art
supplies - undercover Jessica, the
Fine Art Grad student. Then I saw
him. And I got a little giddy. Not
gonna 1lie.

I'm a pro. Done a million of these,
but now I'm staring at... The
Man... the myth, the legend - out
for a walk.

(MORE)



JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
I wanted to rush up and shake his
hand, buy him coffee, ask him
questions, get his autograph for
Pete’s sake.

Instead, I'm supposed to get him
into a van with a sack over his

head.

Sounds of art gear being gathered, a METAL art supply box
making noise, the jangling of bracelets, and backpack
zippers. The small vocal sounds of a woman getting her act

together.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Uh... Oh, crap. Where’'s--

FRANK
I believe this is yours.

JESSICA
Uh, yes. How did you... I didn’t
even hear that pad hit the ground.

FRANK
Right place. Right time. May I?

The tinkling of bracelets and rattling of the metal art box
being handed over mingle with campus sounds.

JESSICA
Oh, thank you.

FRANK
Well. This is heavier than I
expected. It looks like you're
going fishing.

JESSICA
Ha. Yeah, a tackle box of art
supplies. So, I guess I'm going
painting. (shared giggle) Thank you
for carrying it.

FRANK
Sure. It’s a beautiful day for a
walk, might as well get in a little
weight lifting too.

Jessica laughs sweetly.

Traffic sounds creep in. The two walk and talk, the sound of
their conversation fades up.

FRANK (CONT'D)
... 1is that right? So what’s your
dissertation on, Jessie?



JESSICA
I'm thinking of calling it blank
stare because that’s what I get
after I explain it.

FRANK
Ha. That’s funny. I'm a retired
engineering professor. I get it.
Their steps slow to a stop.

JESSICA
I usually... I usually go this way.
It’'s shorter. Do you mind?

FRANK
Not at all.

JESSICA
Oh, goody.

Footsteps start crunching on gravel.

FRANK
I prefer it. Especially this time
of day.

JESSICA

You’'re sweet.

The sound of autumn leaves rustling in the trees gets louder.
The campus sounds lessen, leaving only the birds chirping and
their footsteps on the empty path.

Through the TREES they walk in silence. Then...
JESSICA (CONT'D)
They wanted me to lead you out into

the open. That’s why we’re here in
the trees. It’s tougher for them.

Frank’s tone doesn’t change. Ever the professional.

FRANK
Hhmm. Interesting.

Their footsteps come to a stop, again.

The sounds of the metal art supply box being handed back to
Jessica.

JESSICA
By now, they’ll be on the move.

FRANK
Beautiful trees, that hide ugly
men.



Sounds of the leaves on the trees.

JESSICA
Four from that direction, three
from that one.

FRANK
They only sent seven.

Jessica lets out a deep breath.

JESSICA
I want you to know, this walk has
been one of the highlights of my
career, sir.

I was supposed to be the eighth.

FRANK
I know.

JESSICA
(whisper)
My X-Acto knife just dropped out of
your sleeve. How the fuck?...

There’s a low cracking of leaves. Someone’s out there.

FRANK
(quietly)
Are they good?

JESSICA
Uh, yes. They are. I trained them.
But the really good ones had the
sense not to volunteer for this.

The sound of Jessica setting the heavy metal box down on the

sidewalk.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Here.

More footsteps crunching in the trees. They’re closing in.

FRANK
Why? Agent.

JESSICA
Why? Well, you’re record deserves a
statue, sir. Not a shredder.

The leaves on the trees get louder as the wind picks up.



FRANK
I appreciate that, but deserting
the mission will do unalterable
harm to your career.

JESSICA
Don’'t worry about me. Now, you have
a better chance, use it.
Good 1luck.
The sound of her footsteps fades to silence.

Sounds of the BOAT take over.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Sorry, journal, went down to the
galley. This boat is really, really
nice. More on that soon.

Look, a note. Let’s see.
The sound of paper unfolding.
JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
“J. Record your journal like only
you and God will hear it. You’ll
get the most out of it that way.”

It’'s like traveling with a killer
grandpa.

The faint sound of a tea kettle whistle getting louder.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT’D)
I'm walking to get some tea now.

A jumbled sound as the micro voice recorder gets set down.

The whistle ends, and the sound of pouring water begins.
A sharp rapping on a window.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Hey! He'’'s working on the engines.
HEY! Now he’s not working on the
engines. SOME TEA?! Ok! He said no.

A cup touches a table.
JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Alright, well, God loves details,
so here we go...

Silence.



Back on campus with the sounds of students talking and
biking, etc.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
I walked away from Frank. Yes, he
was one of the most dangerous men
alive, but he’s old. He deserved an
assist. It was a simple snatch-and-
grab. I figured, maybe he’d escape,
but probably they’d bring him in.

Whatever. I just wanted to give him
a fighting chance to stay free.

I found a bench, left my art
supplies, frilly scarf, and pink
glasses for whoever wants them, and
blended in as classes let out.

Then it hit me.

I froze - kids were dodging me.
“They only sent seven.” What if
there’s backup? What if someone
else sent a Cleaning Crew?

That’s possible. He is the most
lethal asset ever. He knows things.
They’'re going to wipe out everyone.

Shit, classes just let out.
Jessica'’s footsteps quicken into a run.
Her running stops, the sound of breathing, birds chirping.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Then I saw, first hand, what
Frank’s still capable of.

In the woods, three of my team are
out cold, two others trying to stop
their own bleeding, and the seventh
guy, wobbling around, clutching his
head. Cracked by the art box, no
doubt. All alive. Thankfully.

Then I heard the first shot.

A suppressed round cuts the air and slaps a tree. Leaves
crunching underfoot. Student chatter gets closer.

Jessica controls her breathing.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
They didn’'t see me, five Mercs all
armed up. The fucking cleaning crew
is outsourced.

(MORE)



JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)

Another shot, and my wobbling guy
drops.

The sound of Jessica scrambling through the leaves.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
I dove behind a tree and saw one of
my bleeding guys take two in the
chest. Two down. I was SO pissed.

There is a loud leaf crack as her breathing quiets.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
A Merc steps out, as he turns my
way, an X-Acto knife flies into his
left ear. Instantly followed by
Frank, who jams the blade home,
covering the guy’s mouth. Then
Frank’s gone.

The sound of the route through the woods coming alive with
running, breathing, bullets... and STUDENTS.

A girl SHRIEKS in pain.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
I look left, spot a co-ed writhing
on the ground with a shoulder
wound. More shots, two more of my
team die. God dammit.

I roll fast, get to the dead X-Acto
Merc, and pull his gun.

Hold on, did Frank leave the gun
for me?

Sound of a pistol slide being racked.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
I jump up, ready position, two more
Mercs coming. Then I see the
craziest thing ever. Art supplies.
A metal triangle flies into one
guy’s neck. Frank takes out the
other guy from behind with a
pencil. Then he’s gone again.

SCREAMING, breathless running in the woods - “Live Shooter”
chaos. Sirens in the distance. Another shot, another shriek.

Jessica makes a hard sprint.



JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
I'm on the move. I spot another
Merc and sprint as fast as these
Birkenstocks will go. I skid on the
leaves, take aim, then my lights go
out.

Silence.
The sound of the boat smoothly cruising along fades up.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Fast forward to me, coming to, zip
tied to a bolted-down chair, on
this boat.

Next: how I got him to cut me
loose.

Silence.
The sounds of the boat engine at low RPMs and a low groan.

JESSICA (CONT’D)
Uhh, Holy Christ, my head hurts.
(breathing) Hey! Ow. Hey!

Struggling.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Motherfucker! HEY! Ow!

The engines slow to idle. His quick steps down a few stairs.

FRANK
Simmer down. Here’'s some water.

Water gets slurped and gulped. Things relax.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Is this your phone?

JESSICA
Uh..

A soft click.

FRANK
Facial recognition, not just for
the Pentagon anymore.

The chair squeaks, Jessica grunts in anger.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Here'’s what'’s happening, Agent. You
will recite exactly what I say into
your phone.

(MORE)
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FRANK (CONT’D)
You will be on the line just long
enough to trip sat pinpointing.
When they get here, I will take the
fall. Because you, saved my life.

JESSICA
No.

FRANK
I'm dead inside, you’re not. We
convince them that I forced you
into all this. This is how you
salvage your career.

JESSICA
No.

FRANK
The longer you wait, the angrier
they’1ll be. This is non-nego--

JESSICA
No.

FRANK
Look! This is not a game, little
girl! These bastards will--

JESSICA
YOU knew we were coming! You knew
we were only there to grab you. I
even think you were ready to go
quietly. (breath) Sir, you come
back after 12 years, and it spooks
someone so much they override
orders and send a kill squad? An
innocent girl was shot! College
kids saw this attack! On American
soil!

More struggling. The creaking sound of rocking in the waves.
JESSICA (CONT’D)
You're return touched off
something. And I have a feeling you
might know how to stop it.
I can help.
Frank scoffs, and his steps trudge up the stairs.
JESSICA (CONT'D)
Dammit! Cut me loose! Come on! You
need my help, You’'re... you're...

His steps pound back down into the salon.



FRANK
Say it. I'm what? Say it!

JESSICA
Alone.

Frank lets out a long breath.

FRANK
You were going to say, old.

JESSICA
No, I wasn't.

The sound of a loud snip of a zip tie.

FRANK
Yes, you were.

Another snip of a zip tie.

JESSICA
No, agent Johnson. You're
completely alone. You'’ve been out
of the game. Isolated. But, I bet
not as much as I think.

The sound of her stretching.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
With your contacts and my
resources. You and I can stop
whatever’s going on at the agency.

FRANK
Frank.

Jessica sighs.

JESSICA
You and I can stop it, Frank.

Now, give me my phone.
The boat creaks as it rocks, given its slow pace.

The sound of a window sliding open, followed by a small
splash.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
They don’t trace calls anymore. All
communication devices have built-in
global positioning. We’re still in
sight of the shoreline, they will
now think I’'ve made my escape.

11.
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FRANK
Or, since it’s now sitting on the
bottom, I tossed your phone to hide
my escape, probably attached to
your dead body.

JESSICA
Ok, morbid. Either way, they have
to waste time checking this
location. Yes? They know we’ve gone
to the water. That we’re headed
north, and they’'re probably waiting
up ahead at different locales. But,
somehow, I imagine this boat has a
tracking scrambler and Frank
Johnson knows every hiding spot on
the east coast. Not to mention, by
the sound of them, you have twin
Magnum Marine V-10s. This bitch
will go.

Speaking of going, I have to pee.

The boat engines rev up to full throttle, masked by running
bathroom sink water.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.) (CONT'D)
I stood there looking in the
mirror, washed my face, and
examined the massive left cheek
bruise. Earring is gone. I thought
I slipped and fell, but I got
clocked.

I hold up my hand and watch my
finger, no blurring. Good sign.
Then I realize my artsy, grad
student bracelets are missing. My
clothes seemed untouched, and then
I noticed.

The water turns off, then a deep breath and a lock gets slid.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT’D)
I say, “Oh, fuck no.” Pure reaction
takes over, I throw open the door,
and Frank’s standing there.

The door bangs open.
JESSICA (CONT'D)
Why the fuck is my blouse
unbuttoned you son of a bitch?!”

Frank lets out a frustrated snort.

FRANK
Get over yourself. Follow me.



He starts walking.

JESSICA
What?

She stops. Her angry breathing stops, too.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
You... made lunch?

FRANK
You’ve gotta be hungry. Sit.

JESSICA
(sigh) I'm an asshole.

Sounds of plates and silverware; lunch being served.
Jessica dives in. Quiet blowing, and polite slurping.
JESSICA (CONT'D)
Mmmmm. Frank, this veggie soup is
amazing. Thank you. And I'm sorry.
Utensils get put down, a drink is sipped.
FRANK

I figure your jaw is starting to
hurt, so no chewing - it’s fine.

JESSICA
Yeah, it’s kind of stiff too. Who
hit me?

FRANK

Not sure. I put down the last two
mercs, then carried you out, found
a cab, bought his driving skills
and his silence for 1,000 bucks,
and here we are.

I'm glad you like the soup. Been
plant-based for twenty years and
don’t have much company.

JESSICA
Sheesh. Twenty years, that'’'s
unnatural. Meat is way too good.

FRANK
Oh, I get it. I just didn’t want to
survive being shot - let’s see -
nine times? Uh, being thrown off a
bridge, jumping out of a flaming
plane, and getting hanged, only to
die of cholesterol.
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Her slurping stops, then a swallow.

JESSICA
Hanged?

FRANK
Zimbabwe. Not my finest moment.
Long story.

JESSICA

Jesus, you’'re a video game.

FRANK
I’'ve heard of those.

She puts her utensils down.

JESSICA
K, well, what you lack in current
pop culture, you make up for in the
kitchen.

FRANK
Don’'t worry, I'm a fast learner.
Speaking of up-to-date, this is for
you.

Something metallic gets slid across the table.

JESSICA
Ooooh, someone hit the spy store.

Frank launches into an explanation of the device, which fades
back slowly.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Frank proceeded to show me the
basics of the device. Huh, I should
give it a name. This Micro Voice
Recorder thingy.

Soft beeps and clicks.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
He patiently showed me the
capabilities... with NEW solar
charging. Then took the time to
tell me why journaling is
important. It’s calming. Helps
clarify things. Steadies your
nerves.

His sincerity was... touching. And
he did all of it without
mansplaining. Of course, I had to
explain what that was. Still kind
of a weird ask. Journaling.

(MORE)
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JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
There's something more to it. Not
sure what. Yet.

Then he poured himself some coffee,
went and did boat stuff, sat back
down, and stared at me. Waiting.

Somehow, the ten-year-old inside
this thirty-three-year-old wanted
to make him happy, so I started all
this with “Once upon a time.”

Silence

The sound of splashing and engines; the yacht bounding
through waves.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Captain’s log, star date 1234 blah,
blah, blah. As soon as I got you
caught up, pain took over. I had
some Tumeric Ginger tea and passed
out. For five hours. Now, time for
some answers, but first, here’s
what happened.

Her footsteps, the rush of wind, and louder engines.
They have to shout over the wind and the spray.
JESSICA (CONT'D)

Stupid question! This is the
Atlantic, right?!

FRANK
Yes!

JESSICA
Where?!

FRANK
Maine!

JESSICA

Why are you on the flying bridge?!
It’'s freezing!!

FRANK
Keeping an eye on that!

JESSICA
Uh... Oh, shit!

FRANK
Yeah! Heading to some islands near
Bar Harbor! Wait on it there!



JESSICA
What can I do?!

Silence.
Then the sounds of chopping.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
So, the only answer I got was *“Make
dinner.”

Chopping stops, scraping of the cutting board.
Jessica’s volice sounds closer.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
It’'s past time for a proper sit-
rep. Current time: 17:35 eastern.
Day two. Off the Maine coast.

In truth, I've let myself slip.
Normally, I'd be a dog on a bone
about military cut-outs forming
lethal assault teams. But being
around this legend is distracting.
You sense this could be your one,
and only, chance to... know him?
This boat is also distracting. That
and my broken face.

Ok, destination: probably Canada.
Now the “boat.” Her name is
Finally. According to the
manufacturer’s plaque, it’s a 42-
foot, Mathews Spirit, built in
1960. And it’s not a boat, it’s a
yacht. A fucking-gorgeous-pimped
out-old school yacht. Dude.

My gquess: Frank rebuilt this
himself. I saw him polishing the
brass railing earlier. I woke up
and caught a whiff of fresh teak
oil, too. It’s his baby.

This is where he’s been for the
last part of his life. Guaranteed.

It also has some mad upgrades.
Autopilot. SATNAV radar. And I
think a kickin’ sound system.
Totally, Frank Johnson, secret-
agent-level awesome. Ok, I need to
snoop around for a dinner beverage,
and the engines have slowed a
little. Hitting pause.

Silence.

l6.
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Boat sounds pop back on.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
(excited whispering)
OMG, I found a wine cellar! I'm
serious. A wine cellar, gotta go.

Silence.

Sounds of a quiet interior. The tinkling of utensils along
with low classical music. They’re at anchor.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Hi Journal. Ok, hang on. Ok, Frank,
say that again.

FRANK
(chewing)
Macaroni and cheese has rarely
tasted this good. The lettuce and
carrot salad is very nice as well.
You've paired everything with a
splendid, and um, very rare
Rothschild. My compliments.

JESSICA
You heard it, folks, he likes my
cooking. Served with an extra
helping of Frank sarcasm. He vowed
never to be on any of these
recordings, but...

FRANK
I'm too hungry to argue. Just make
it quick.

JESSICA

People in our line of work hate
being recorded. So, while we’re at
anchor waiting on the storm, enjoy
some dinner conversation with a
legend.

Frank, earlier you mentioned you
were hanged. And yet, you didn’t
die. Tell us more about that.

Sounds of lettuce crunching, and a swallow of wine.
Then Frank sighs.

FRANK
We were gathering intel on this
rebel group. I was captured,
tortured and marched out to the
edge of the jungle to be hung as an
example.

(MORE)



FRANK (CONT'D)

Two child soldiers. Both
malnourished, filthy, and
exhausted. Very sad, looking back.
They couldn’t have been over 14.
Their AK-47s, however, were in good
condition. May I?

JESSICA
Yes, please.

Wine gets poured.

FRANK
We got to the tree, hands tied
behind my back. Along the way, they
beat me. A lucky shot cracked a
rib. They stopped. I immediately
dropped to my knees. Feigning fear
and fatigue, I edged closer to the
tree trunk. The homemade noose
around my neck. My thoughts raced
on how to ensure they didn’t stay
and watch me die. Then an idea. As
they both pulled the rope, I uh...
soiled myself.

A fork gets put on a plate.

JESSICA
Nooo. You pooped your pants?

FRANK
As I said, not my finest moment.
They were so tired and now
disgusted, they hastily tied the
rope, hung me, and ran off. At
which point I had about a minute, I
started swinging, spun to grab the
tree with my legs. Clamped on,
worked my hands free, and didn’t
die. After my legs stopped
cramping, I ran into the bush.

JESSICA
Damn. That’s as brilliant as it is
gross. You had to time your um...
bowels just right. If you did it
too early, they would have shot
you, then hanged you. Ssoco...?

FRANK
I hid for four days, was exfilled
and returned to scorch that
stronghold with an ops team.
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JESSICA
My fieldwork has not been nearly as
colorful.

FRANK

It was a different time, and we're
vastly different people.

They go back to eating.
FRANK (CONT'D)
Sadly, on our return, we passed
that tree. Where the two boys were
hanged.
They eat in silence, then:
FRANK (CONT'D)
For the record, when I found the
rebel leader cowering in his
outhouse, I avenged those boys.
Wasn’t quick. Wasn’t painless.
JESSICA

I want to say, shit happens so bad
right now.

Frank stifles an abrupt giggle. Which turns into a laugh, the
tension breaks, and both lose it.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
It hurt my face to laugh. But we
needed it.

The laughter fades.
Then a low-volume alarm sounds.

FRANK
Shhh... hush.

They settle and listen.

FRANK (CONT'D)
Clean up, go downstairs, lock in.

The sound of table clearing, mingled with the alarm.

JESSICA
What is —--

FRANK
I set a proximity alert. The storm
is close enough. Now we go.



20.

JESSICA
Seriously?! Waiting on the storm
meant waiting for it to get close
enough to go into?!

FRANK
Yes, if we’'re on the leading edge
of this squall, we use the storm as
our rear defense. No one can
follow. And if it’s coming, no one
will launch. Hurry.

Sounds of quick movement, faint sounds of a motor pulling up
chain. Engines firing.

Then, a door closes. Quiet.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Ok, Jess, focus. Enough of this
fangirl stuff, you need to know
what happened in that firefight,
and why they’re after Frank. And
the big question; why is he back?
Playtime’'s --

FRANK (V.O.)
(through vessel intercom)
Mensa-level agent --

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
(startled)
Jesus!

FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
I'm sure you’ll figure all that out
later, but now I could use you at
the helm.

Door opening, fast pace movement, engines accelerating.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
On my way.

Journal, hopefully I’'ll talk to you
soon.

Silence.

Muted sounds of howling wind and splashing. Inside her
stateroom.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Journal post-storm/tried-to-kill-me
entry. First, some context. Frank
got us underway. Yes, heading
straight into the storm’s path. The
Finally has two helms.

(MORE)
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JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Above deck, called the flying
bridge. The highest deck on a boat.
And below, the cockpit. As we got
underway, Frank asked me to run out
and grab a forgotten winch handle.
I did and returned to a locked
door. Let me tell you why Ex-Agent
Johnson truly is dead inside.

The loud wind, spray, and engine noise. The door slides shut.
A lock is turned. The storm mayhem is muted.

The door gets yanked, but won’t open. Jessica’'s trapped
outside.

JESSICA (CONT'D)
Frank! Frank! It’s locked.

FRANK
Who sent you?

JESSICA
What?! Let me in. Jesus.

FRANK
Who sent you?!

Spray hitting harder.
JESSICA
Are you serious, right now?! Open
this door!

She tries to force it.

FRANK
WHO?!
JESSICA
Frank! This isn’'t fu--
FRANK
TELL ME!
JESSICA

Fuck you! Let me IN!
Loud banging of the winch on the door glass.
FRANK
The whole boat is polycarbonate
glass. Tell me, or die out there.

JESSICA
Fuck you! Fuck you.
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FRANK
I saw the empty van in the street!
They were waiting in the trees! You
knew!

The banging increases.
JESSICA

(Tears)
Please?!! It’'s freezing...

FRANK
THE NAME'!

JESSICA
I'm on loan! Just for this.

I had no idea about the c-Cleaning
Crew. Pleeease!

FRANK
Bullshit! You did know! That’s why
you bailed!

JESSICA
Noooo! !

FRANK

WHO... WAS IT?!
The wind and spray get louder, still.
JESSICA

Uh.. uh George Otto! Never met him!
My station ch-chief ordered me to—-

Lock gets turned, door gets slid, and loud mayhem of the
storm.

Jessica gets pulled in. Door slides. Quiet.

FRANK
Sit. Here’'s a warming blanket.

Sounds of him rubbing her hands to fire up her circulation.

Jessica weeps.

JESSICA
(In tears) Then why did I come
bback? YOU CRAZY, ffucking ssson
ofah BBBITCH!!

FRANK
I know. I had to be sure.

(MORE)



FRANK (CONT’D)
Shhh, in your stateroom, bottom
drawer, something should fit.
Now go.

Silence.
Back to her stateroom, storm subsides, engines slowing.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Horrific, psycho fuck incident
aside, the USS Finally is wicked.
Fastest thing on water, it blasts
along, slicing waves in half. So at
least his yacht isn’t a dick--

Sharp knocks on the door. And again.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
Uh, excuse me I'm on the micro
phone.

FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
(from the hall)
Just checking on you.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Oh, you’'re a doll, fuck off.

FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
(from the hall)
Um, well. I made dessert.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Yeah, cause that’s what we do here,
eat and terrify passengers!

(long sigh)

Ok, I've told him all I know and
the name of a higher-up. He'’s
divulged nothing, but that name hit
a nerve.

Don’t worry Journal, I’'ll get some
answers. Which includes why there’s
a woman’s wardrobe on this boat.
The engine hum on quiet water, anchor chain goes out.
The tinkling of cutlery with no conversation, then:
FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Whatever you have to say, tell it

to her.

The recorder slides on the table.
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FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
Muscle memory. That’s what that
was, today. It was shameful and--

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
What that was, Frank, was a
betrayal.

More quiet eating, then utensils get dropped.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
(quick sigh)
Who am I kidding. You’ve made it to
this ancient age by being paranoid.
I get it.

But don’t ever fucking do that
again. Just ask me. We’'re in,
whatever this is, together.
FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
You’re right. I'm sorry. Never
again. You're... I don’t know...
All T have.
Silence.
Quiet morning sounds. Gulls, water lapping, etc.
JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Good morning Journal. It was a
crisp perfect night. The storm went
east. There’s nothing like sleeping
on this beautiful boat.
Frank shouts from outside.

FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
Jessica! Rise and shine.

The sound of something heavy lands outside her door.

JESSICA (RECORDED V.O.)
Oh, time to eat again, I bet.

Sound of the door opening.
JESSICA (RECORDED V.0O.) (CONT'D)
Frank, why'’s there a giant, empty
duffle bag here?!

Silence.

Outside sounds of a rubber dingy being untied and dropped
into the water.



JESSICA (RECORDED V.0.) (CONT'D)
We’'re getting off a perfectly

lovely, 42-foot motor yacht to get

into an inflatable dinghy with a

trolling motor.

Just to go to an empty group of
trees in the middle of nowhere?
This better be good.

The sound of the troller motor starting.

FRANK (RECORDED V.O.)
It’s not.

Outro Music
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