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. OVER BLACK:

' -:_ ; -i‘:h.:atlnct sound of a 2ippo l:.g'ntex: hx.ngxng o

en.

I . P.C. OWEN
Uh'oh"

INT. INDUSTRIAI- BATHROOM - DAY

a tiny space. Just a to:.let and a sink.
REWMAN (P.C.) OWEN, who carefully places

s a plume of smoke and -~ ALARMS SOUND! Sh:.t : What
He'd just dismantled the smoke detector!

» P.C. OWEN
Oh my God. :

| INT, OYISTER CREEK NUCLEAR POWER FACILITY - DAY

‘lights. He bursts through a heavy door
ONS DECK. Here, the NUCLEAR CREW scramb

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

CREW CHIEF
We've lost power.

P.C. OWEN

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

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

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

;" : CREW CHIEF D
- MANUAL POWER DOWN! ALL HANDS MOVE!
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INT. MON‘I‘AGE QUICK SHOTS ~ DAY

of WORKERS rush 1nto the TURBINE BUILDING, ma -

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

that remove the cool:mg rods. .

cosk | p.c. owen's sweary FAcE

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

z:.ppo l:.ghter again. Only this t:.me, P.C. Overn—cdn't
5 l:l.ght hn.s c:.garette d.ue to the non-stop quaking of

IDOR - DHS - (DEPARTMENT OF HOMELAND SECURI

AN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT. -

CHIEF THOMPSOR

~<adal , drawling Texan.

DEPUTY HIGAND
Where we at?

e cd

CHIEF THOMPSON
Eleven plants total. All went dark

All at the same precise moment.
. DEPUTY WIGAND
A coordinated attack? Suspects?
CHEIEF THOMPSONMN _
Got D.E.R.T. up yet?
(,*~N\V/,,~' | SYSTEMS OPERATOR
D : : Karen Rooney on Com 2.
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" SWIVEL TO -VA LARGE SCREEN

. we meet ROONEY, thlrty years old blac_
- take-no-prisoners att;tude.

ROONE! (ON SCREEN) :
The Digital Emexgency Response Team
"~ is still working over the lines of

3 L code. As for names, it's the same
' { buncha male "unusuals." The most
= ‘interesting is John J. McClane.

, -——ffﬂﬁxd%égompson and Deputy Wigand loock at names

| DEPUTY WIGAND
Says he's in the clink.

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

. CHIEF THOMPSON

Okay. I don't care where they are,
what they're doing. We pick up every
damn one of 'em. S

MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY G - NIGHT

PRISON GUARD, an old school officer, ig

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

LAST SEIFT GUARD
[:J How's the prostate, Phil?

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

ightesn cell doors, each of them dark but for the [faint TV
fliele that comes_frcm.CELL 3-F. Phil raps on doox

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

SPEED-SWIVELS TO REVEAL

n lying on the single cot. The TV flicker

_ face. ut this isn’t the John McClane we know.
L , twenty-~two~year-old version named JACK

ly a growl.

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

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

-4 . JACK G _
o »It's the news, man. Gotta know what
. kinda world I‘m go:mg back to.

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

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

danger. Oddly, we've received
additional reports that same digital
"snafu” was concurrent with similar

events at most Ea.stern seaboard
nuclear plants...

- JACK G

t~ass veneer of Jack G is peeled away to
n who's very, very concerned.

DROOM - SMALL WALK-UP I\PARMNT - NIGHT

‘—‘—mmnd hand sweeps, we hear a- warblxng, deathly byzz. A
hay ds the clock, shutting off the annoying a
lohg pause, audible sigh, then at last the familiar voice |of
JOHN MCCIANE:

MCCLANE
... What the hell, John.

ard aging football star, McClane swizigs his flegs off
bred—and stretches, setting off a series of NER

: :zigﬁ :gPS. We see the landscape of McClane's
i toxrso. ' i

to entlon the resume of sc:rapes, burns, an 1acerat1.cns.

{CONTTNIFF

1
<
14
I3
.
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CLOSE ON - MCCLBNE 'S INDEX FINGER

left ear. It‘s an 1tch he scrat:ches. More tenf
: shoulder snap and twang as McClane feels around
_ni nd, F:.na.lly, he flicks on the l:l.ght

SOLT BACK WIDE - THE ROOM:

MCCLANE (CON‘I"D)
One day at a time.

\LTIMORE /WASHINGTON INTERNATIONAL AIRPORT -

shing this bluebird day. On the screen je read:

DAY 1

A, CAR COUNTER - BALTIMORE/WASHINGTON
-~ DAY

It's just John McClane and a FEMALE CLERK. The
counf is between them,

Q FEMALE, CLERK . :
- I'm sorxry, Mr. McClane. I can't
rent you a car. . :

turns. Outside are rows upon rows of shiny, new

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

~ won't take your insurance. . l |
———Neei:emel senses the old, car rental insurance sh - |
MCCLANE .
Fine. I'll buy the extra insurance.

e Clerk swipes McClane's credit card again.
sheé givyes McClane a nervous smile back. Then,
.——A;ho—aelputer screen, her face goes slack. '

=
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E’EbﬂLECLERK

Sorry . But you've been decl:.ned the
add:.t:l.onal insurance.

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

- It's not you. It's like - I've

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

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

S FEMALF, CLERK
Sorry, Mr. McClane. But Baltimore's
‘in the middle of a taxi strike.
(paints on a smile)
. Maybe I can find you something else"

‘ EXT. P _NGLOT—DAY.

McClane is stepping off an airport shuttle bus...

isn't the airport. McClane turns to the sour-puss Eemale
SHUT DRIVER.

C

AN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

MCCLANE
What do I owe you?

_ SHUTITLE DRIVER
The rest of my day.

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

<]

SHUTTLE DRIVER
Like I'm some kinda stripper?

., Sh tches the fifty, then slams the doors shy fter
McClane steps off. As the shuttle drives away.|.

————GRME—(JP TO REVEAL - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY G

man warehouse is set at the edge of an indu i
ifth a distant view of the Chesapeake. A begat as
3¢s himself before he starts his approach.

'__—EXT.—‘ﬁOPERTY ROOM - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILIT

ac is like a nervous race horse stuck at th

Q
-
p
=
(1]
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o PRE RELEASE OFFICER :

e fallure to report to your parole’

off;cer within 24 hours will result -

in a warrant 1ssued for your immediate¢

. ‘arrest and return. In addition, you

are prohibited from operating or

' . engaging with any device or pérsons.

that are connected to. the 1nternetL

: - .->" 1f you understand, sign here.,
| qugﬁGléigns, - — . .

MCCLKNE
Got a plate in the head... Came Wlth
the gold watch.

SECURITY OFFICER
Does it hurt? ’

MCCLANE
You get o0ld, everything hurts.

LEASE ROOM - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY

computer, the RELEASE ROOM GUARD scans a| ldng t jof
tes by McClane. Next to each date he rqads:

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

MCCLANE
"+.. Today's the.dgy.

CLANG! - THE RELEASE ROOM DOOR OPENS

Ahd thqre stands young Jack G, momentérily f;ozeh by the
——yonuxpected sight of his father. McClane standsic

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
«.. Jack. .

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

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

- ' (CONTINUED)
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MCCLANE '

Yeah, well,. Thought you could use
a rz.de

. (chagr:.ned) ' '
'Course, that's before they wouldn't

rent me a caxr. Cabs are on strike,
too, but - S .

| . oacR €
- So like you. Too l‘ittle, ‘o0 late.

MCCLANE '
C'mon, let's go get something to -
eat. We.don't even have to talk -
JACK G . =
- Already got plans.

. Jack tries to push past Mc:Clane , but McClane puts out an

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

JACK G

You oughta know. You' :r:e the expert:
at screwing up.

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

RYLAND DETENTION FACILITY G - DAY

-DW folllow McClane as he pushes out of the EXIT

: MCCLANE
C'mon, Jack.'
(then...)

A cup of coffeel

G won't have any of his father, trotting Scr
 lot and quickly cligbing the sta.:.rs to the [LOCAL

”'__EIEVKTEP RAIL PLATFORM.

DSE ON - MCCLANE

——f#ooould k;.ck hmse;f. .o

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

-—f—whe—gegans swing in front of the prison.

out step three obvious FEDS. McClane
Ds:.des s as they hurxy past him. McClane hearg this snippet:

* @05 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO Dupuc:‘,gu WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN- CONSENT.
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MCC 3'S POV

=]

rison entrance.. If McClane had a clgaret‘e, h

- A GOVERNMENT SEDAN

E'ED#I :
How the hell can we be 1ate° Every .
Goddamn light was green. S
'_ FED #2
Yeah, funny

. Instead, he pops another Nlcorette tab an-_

MCCLANE C o
Hey, man. Cabs are on strlke. ‘Could
Y2 gimme a lift - '

Drive; answers by hitting the_autoﬁatic

ar's computer screen is a PICTURE and

Jack G.] CLOSER STILL reveals the orders to: "PICK UP AND
DETAIN." McClane straightens, shifts his sight picture-to
the elevated rall platform SWISH PAN to down the tracks

QE

wall To

:::::Eﬁfzgzg-release Officer is giving an ahswer to the Feds.

Faed #2 Pets on his radio. -

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

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
«.. Here we go.

{ e RELEASE ROOM - MARYLAND DETENTION FACILITY &

PRE~-RELEASE OFFICER.

You guys just missed him. Xeft with
his daddy.

wall electronics — like the inside of a
a young fed named BEEBOCK. He's alone at the helm

opputer station. On one screen he's pulled ossier

BEEBOCK
{(into radio) - :
John McClane Senior. Retired NYPD.
{MORE)

(CONTINUEDY
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0.

: BEEBOCK (CONT 'D)
Current ‘home address St. Petersburg,
CF.L.A. - Got him on a flight to '
Baltimore just this morning.

cuts and pastes McClane's photos into a
FACE~ TURE program

) RAIL PLATFORM - DAY

pushes to the next car, then the next.
: a glimpse of Jack G through the window/
intq e forward car, Moclane stops and settles|

l CUT TO |- JACK G

He doesn't make McClane. Then...

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

TS - JACK G AND MCCLANE

- Jook out on the streets spreading out below the
ted rail. One boulevard after the other, gxidlockef
cars going nowhere because...

YOUNG MOTHER
All the lights are -

=]

YOUNG BOY

- Green!? . .

EXm . CHMDEN STATION - CENTRAL BALTIMORE - DAY

Doors 3pen, emptying a locad of COMMUTERS . Jack|G stepS'off
—— i McClane is nearly last, but expertl

his son. The train pulls out to reveal THE BALTIMORE

CKETING - BALTIMORE CONVENTION CENTER -

': : g?cg :Js turn at one of the two ticket kiosks.
! works the booth.

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

REDHEAD
Code please° :

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

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

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

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

REDHEAD (CON'.'I."D)
Show off. .

FQCUs TO -~ MCCLANE

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

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

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

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

houlder. So McClane nods as if he under

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

MCCLANE (CONT'D)

The Hula Hoop. Hurt when their put
it in? :

d Man can barely nod when McClane grabs a hg the

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

(CONTINUED)

11..‘ .
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12;

| McClane slips a hundred dollar bill into Pierced's fis
-~ The turpstile buzzes and McClane pushes thirough.

INT. ATRIUM - BALTIMORE CONVENTION CENTER - DAY

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

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

the room —-—- On a circular stage, the Baltimore Rate
~Ehéerlenders grind out a routine for appreciativwe SALES REPS.
SE,_ON - MCCLANE

e hell to start léoking for Jack G?

]
g
4
o
® O
oo
£
fu
"
1!
P-.
¥
(/]
o 2
s 8
S
28
H
oo
2 4
:F
TE
" 0
g
)\
(14
UT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

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

tIuickly browses the latest laptops. At
er appears to have picked out the Fexrrar

 ECLIPSE SALES REP
Ellipse Centron 5. Pentium 5, 700

Megahertz, Tri-channel to 50 Dimms.
Translation? Watch out. She'll
. Q bite if you're not careful.

(arm ‘around Jack G)

Sit down. Give her a ride.

, D Ja G sits, lets his fingértips barely touc
. ~ JACK G
€e

the keybg

ard.

S

Hey. Can this, like, play movies?
/ ‘ECLIPSE SALES REP
{ -

Play 'em? If you want it’'ll
. joke...)

J

practically write 'em for you.
(lLaughs at hig own : ‘

Let me get you a DVD,

The moﬂent the Sales Rep turns his -baék, Johnnylé fingers'
n arely three keystrokes. On screen appear

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

series of clicks, Jack G sends a surge that down
hg/ screens at the booth. Snap, snap, snap,/all the
A8 go blank. :

ECLIPSE SALES REP (CONT'D] _

What the... o '
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N B Madly ' the ‘Sales Rep starts tapp:Lng on the keybo axds ~the
O M omputers, ‘checking the cables. .No luck. / _ -
' 1 ck to.Jack G - only to find J‘ack G has yanished along

with that Ferrax:;. of a 1a.ptop.

L.cor §o - CISCOo- SYSTEMS

A router: f:.nds the way :x.nto Jack G' s bag

' ,‘U@Tj_cums ~ MORE BOOTHS o
| Jack G |steals a PDA/ceil phone, an iPod...

AT THE SONY BOOTH

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

S5TS t flow of NAME-TAGGED PATRONS and REPS.
se ntlines, he's bumped by a BURRIED FEMALE.

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

same direction and bump again.

ROONEY

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

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

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

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

.; FOV SHOT - THROUGH ELECTRONIC BINOCULARS

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

O
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14.

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

' joins up with Rooney . |

o ROONEY

: Local support"-'

BEEBOCK
P.D. -units are assembling.

ROONEY
" (into mic)
Let's find Jack McCla.ne and pick him .
up' :

~

- WIRELESS SECTION

It's the coded site for NorthEastern Gas and Electric. More
ng pages and Jack G back~doors his way into id

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

1te a.nd re—-route it when:
QDI | |

ant message appears like an unexpected bull's -eye on
s screen. The message is from "CHARLIE BROWN.
IE BROMV ''mice try." . . | B
The instant message st:alls gack G for a moment.

te]
1
beat, .dack G responds with: :

igan x: "who r u?"

BROWN: "u don't know?"”

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

BROWN:' "ecouldn't have dome it without u/f”

JACK G- ' o
(wra.t:.ng as he talks}
"how ~ did - u - get -~ my ~ codes?”

5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA (@) WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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INSERT - QUICK SHO'I.'S

Brown" : S
mw BROWN: "u should b happy. 4

giitigan x: "Just got out of JaJ.l. all i want'
nde and legal "

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

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

 BROWN: "if it can't b done, why r u viol 2 ole
and stop me?"

3

,——_-GIH&P-T BROWN: "btw. how is the consumer elect]

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

CHARLI¥ BROWN. "c u when the lights go out.”

@SH TS - DIFFERENT ANGLES OF THE ELECTRONICS

stunt. ] There's even some scattered APPLAUSE.

INT. KINKO'S COPY SHOP - BALTIMORE ~ DAY

computer screens in here have blanked, cL.n_wh_u:h_ _
an cryptic message scrolls:

PENS WHEN YOU ARE NO LONGER INSURED?" '
~"QUICK SHOTS - VARIOUS ~ DAY ' |
' t

L ——as—thehessages appear on computer and TV screens
ostco, George Washington U's library, ete

(CONTINUED)—

15.

tunned or amused at what first appears to be 4 techno-
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16.

"WHAT HAP.PENS WHEN THE FOOD RUNS OUT?"

chscm—-nm

| CUSTOMERS w:.th 1aptops, hooked in via Wi-Fi, al
the scroll lattes frozen near their lip

| "WHAT mppms WHEN TEE’ HWATER RUNS DRY"’

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

‘lane is' staring at those monitors scrolling
messages.

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

ks into her wrist mic.

ROONEY
Move in NOW!

cur TOo - BALTIMORE PD

eg:m push in at the doors, shutt:l.ng off ¢
nto the floor a1l looking for -~

oard is locked up. His screen scrolls

Qes e as every screen in the hall. Helplessly he lookA
o3 ees those Baltimore Cops mov:.ng in.

~ THE ELECTRONICS SHOW CROWD

nearly every one of the five thousand fdces at the
transfixed by those scrolling words which appeaxX
e kind of advertising set-up awaiting a punifh Line.

i he catches a glimpse of Jack G cutting s
Dtr ££fi McClane starts weaving through the cro

P
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UP_IN THE RAFTERS. -'pmmm '

-

PAN ZARELYLA -

g

N

ten -~

: MCCLANE
Happy to see me?

JACK G

MCCLANE

ROONEY
PUT THE GUN DOWN! -

MCCLANE .
YOU PUT THE GUN DOWN!

- t.hrough those electron:.c blnoculars
mova.ng through the streaming crowd

Got him! Wireless section, head:.ng N

for Home 'rheater - waz.t a. m:l.nutel

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

.. .. The hell? Why are you here°

Look who's talking! Now what kind
of stupid are you into?

Lla t:l.lts hexr POV up to’ catch sa.ght of Mcc
ipn course w:.th Jack G.. _

pistol out and clos:i.dg on McClane.

17,

Mexican stand-off until Rooney feints,

hexr gun..

. ROOREY
... Okay.

iefly

[

rigger when -

D. .~.£>E|1ey re-raises her gun, is squeezing the %

(CONTIN

A8}
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18.

MCC
b

lely fires. BAM BAM BAM! Ro_'o'ney is je_r &',backviars
. y the bullets and hits the floor. ' . \ '

T - SCREAMS

The gunshots set off an :Lnst:.nctlve t:Ldal wave o ¢
“duckipg their heads. .This allows McClane_to catch a be:

. .who heads for an MRGENCY EXIT.

Qustles down the stairwell. SWISH TILT UP to McClane

McClahe farrives in time up to find Jack G sprinti
__ex_u-j' r . : o

MCCLANE
Goddammit!

TIMORE CONVENTION CENTER - DAY

runs out of the parking structure with Mcflz §Sa
kodging a tram, and turning underneath = GKS
ot a jog. These two men are running flht™s and

TOWN TRAFFIC - DAY

ts are no longer green. Instead, they'x§ all shut

s means more gridlocked cars with COPS doing theix
tb direct traffic.

| COME JACK G AND MCCLANE

———jacsze—;lsesn't dodge the cars. He runs xight ow
' oo, roof, trunk. DRIVERS SHOUT. McClane proves not as

l nimble, pounding from one car then crashing and denting ther
. another, rolling .off and continuing th

MCCLANE
{between breaths) . -
S5till -~ chasing - my own ~ KID!

continues, with McClane sucking hard tT&
younger Jack G,

RIS et

N DuPLICAIN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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| snorpmc DISTRICT

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

. MCCLANE (CONT'D)
‘_"I-‘J'—_ .ea FINE’ THAT'S IT I'M DONE!
Wit ak, McClane throws wp a hand

He's got ng gs lekXt.

. LEFT TO GIVE.

\ S MCCLANE (CONT D) '
> ~ - --- RUN ME DOWN ‘TILL I GOT NOTHIN'

YARDS B.HEAD

f'sh who's been hooked Jack G stops and sp

JACK G
GIVE? WHAT DID YOU EVER GIVE ME?

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

. ' SATURN DRIVER
' Get off my car! '

\ MCCLANE
Talkin' to my kid, herel

‘ ' - JACK G |
, LEAVE ME ALONE, OLD MAN. YOU GOT
(N NOTHIN' I WANT!
-<]
ENL

MCCLANE
KNOW WHAT I GOT? I GOT FIFTY BUCKS
THAT SAYS YOU GET CLIPPED BY SUNDOWN!

r another, down the avenue and both side$ of the
The noise is astonishing. Sidewalks load with
% and EMPLOYEES looking to get away from|the sudden
only to find that every single storefront's alarm 1s
Drivers step from their cars to see what all the

' E_Mo.zo—ala-.kms More stunned people with "what the ﬁ s

faces,

(CONTINUED)

19.
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20.-
UICK SHOTS - MORE DOWNTOWN STREETS

ne, different zip code. An obnox:.ous 8y
ear~splitting alarms.

- Lmei(——'?—?ﬁ-— MCCLANE AND JACK G

Where Jack G tries to shout over the noise.

1 _ JACK G
‘ ' NOT GOIN' BACK TO JATIL!

L prtMcClane can't hear him. Instead, he cups hils
i and starts walking toward his son. Onl

Jruns, kicks off a car bumper and. soars
ch:x.ng a passing - o~

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

underneath him. Slam! He h:.ts the hood of the car hard.

MCCLANE '
Q  Alright, pal. I'm gett:m' off your

= | O

(Bul}st holes in her shirt. She's used a shotgun
" McClane'ls feet out from underneath him.

BQ sweeap

ROONEY
Warned you.

with] the butt end of the rifle, she smacks McCl e

A Targe filling station and mini-mart,
STUCCO-splattered construction worker,
'—""ptck—up"— thunk - the fuel stops flowing. The

s umping. Annoyed, the Stucco man poundslon

]
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_SWISH PAN TO - ANOTHER PUMP

the pump to accept her credlt card.
.only to. have_ lt declined.

NER

' ._ rypmg at the filling station is having trouble - either
he—fF:Es have stopped or credit cards are being g .

FOLLOWING STUCCO MAN

grily pushes through the doors to the

STUCCO

I gave you fifty doliars cash and
the pump stopped at -

© - ' MINI-MBRT MAN

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

M———ne—ﬁhL £rustrated MINI-MART ATTENDANT punches ev'
on h:.s tomated system, ANGRY SBOUTS ARE HEARD

ry button

THE STREET - AN EXXON STATION

Same hs lat the Amoco station. CUSTOMERS can't _plmg

CARGO TRUCK — NIGHT

rkness. We're TIGHT ON MCCLANE, propped in a corner,

ickling from his right ear, and dirtied 1ead~to-t;§

tussle and chase. When the rear doors ¢pen McCl
am shut from a blast of headlights. Footgteps. Thgn

. . PANZARELIA (0.S.) .
*‘] Can't believe that's really him.

BEEBOCK (0.S.)
Sure it's him. What were you
expecting?

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

[i~HGGLHNE¢F SQUINTED POV

cus -returns. Seated‘on séoois of fiberto
e bhck of the cargo truck are Beébock Panz

e

(CONTINUED)

Beads tdrn.

rella, and...
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"} ROONEY Aprms

~Tooking pissed, she wears a . thin, bulletprp
w:x.th three., center—cut imprints. Beebock offers| &

I im sign
_ Hey. Have him sign your vest. Not

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

H QR S

PANZARELLA
Least nona that lived.

suddehly sniffs the air, feigns a foul

MCCLANE -
... Feds.
(off their looks)
Smells like asshole to me.

- ROONEY
Uncuff him. C'mon, move!

'satelllte truck, and that cargo truck from which
escorted by Rooney, Beebock, and Panza_rella.

AN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

R.T. - TRAILER RIG - NWIGHT .

‘B mobile, techno-marvel retrof:Lt with mi
ics and stacks of indecipherable electr

. We follow McClane as he's pushed to
he” trailler. There we f£find a mapping table wher
ﬁ- ed and handcuffed to a chair. He loocks awful
disappointed to see his father.

JACK G
I asked to see my Goddamn 1awyer‘

ROONEY

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

JACK G

‘Like he's going to say something I
wanna hear. You can blow me.

ROONEY

Maybe dad's got something to say to
me.

* @BA005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC

McClane ﬁs seated opposite Jack G and handcuffed
ats herself between thenm, then addresse

o
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H
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- part in all ‘of this?

. mass insurance failures, interruptions

Llane and Jack G clock the faces on scree

, @!
(/faﬂiiizégror Greg Pope, who appears to be in a wheellghaix

23.
ROONEY (CONT‘D)

T411 get right to it.- Who's, ybur
son workzng with? - And what's your

, MCCLANE
All of what?-

"ROONEY ,
Since your son's release, we've logged
in transportation, a gasoline crisis -
_‘MCCLANE

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

'ROONEY

" Lifelines, Mr. McClane. Llfellnes.

to a nervous, digitally dependent
nation.

{on her flngers)
Transportation, insurance and finance,
food and water, emergency sexvices,
telecommunications, -and energy:

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

—- Everybody's here.

ROONEY

Put ‘em up.

¥vkd wall McClane faces comes to life with[vertical |
eens - five conferencing modules, each with a _

ergnt face - one woman and four men. Rooney{introducesg:

ROONEY , (CONT'D)

Meet John McClane, Versions 1.0 and
2.0.

(turnlng) ’
On Com 1 thru 5 we've got Deputy
Director Wigand from DHS, Lee Stolz
from Justice, Mary Glover from NSA,
our civilian contractor Greg Pope,
and from the White House Assistant
Security Advisor Paul Neesen.

ats

(CONTINUED)
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~ from an internet blog for super-

Hismisses Jack G with a glance, then...

24,

_ ROONEY (CONT'D)

- Two . years ago, "Junior" began serving
. a. sentence for stealing and publishing
secure govermnment files. In doing
so, _he left digital fingerprints -
complex lines of code unique to him.

D.E.R.T.'s uncovered those same

“fingerprints" in the d:.gital attacks
we've suffered today. :

| ~ GLOVER (ON. SCREEN)
I'm sorxy. A “"game?"

° ROONEY
Not a game anymore. More like a
blueprint for destruction, evolved

hackers. They posed a theory that -
in three days, a handful of hackers

could crash all our technology, send
America back to the Stone Age.
STOLZ (ON SCREEN) Q
Why three days? _
| ROONEY ' -
It has to do with response time.

The bloggers calculated exactly how
fast the authorities could react.

Keep it under three days, the hacker
could. theoretically destroy the system
faster than it- could defend itself.

, MCCLANE ,

Hate to the be the dick, but -

JACK G
~ You? Hate to be the dick?

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

long, guilt-—laden pause, then...

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

62005 TWENTIETH GENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICAZZIN WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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S ROONEY - - '

' It's D.E.R.T's' opinion that it's too
late to stop Pay 1. But we think we

‘can hold them at.Day 2 - '

JACK G
- Day 2°

(shak;ng his head)
Hope you're stocking up on batter;es
- because the assholes doing" this are
already loading’ Day 3t

.MCCLENE,
What happens on pay‘B?,,

. JACK G - '

Day 1 is them just fucking thh you.
Shut down the gas pumps, make you -
late for dinner, set off some alarms.
The beginnings of panic. Day 2, the
heavy shit starts, banks, Wall Street,
crash the lifelines, screw with publi
confidence - but it's just a jerk
off to get the government chasing
it's tail. While you assholes are

busy trying to turn the phones and
‘" TVs back on, they're planning. to cut
the only lifeline that really counts.

(turns to McClane)

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

tares at his son, who lets the gravity

: JACK G (CONT'D)
~ Day 1, right.

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

-JACK G

Charlie Brown. .

(off evexryone's look)

I don't know who he is. 1It's just
some screen name that popped up when
I was trying to steal back my codes.
He shut me down faster than I could
say George Orwell.

slaps a list of names in front of Jack
ROONEY

Think any of these guys could be
Charlie Brown? '

25.

(CONTIN
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JACK &
(qulckly scans) .

. test to see if he could make Day 3
work. ' And he pulled it off. So

unless you guys wanna look like my

old man at a Wu Tang show, you've

‘ | i .got 24 hours to dlsable the power
hﬁ}_Jﬁ—- regulators -

DEPUTY WIGAND
~ Manually? Do you have a clue how

:::;;:Eﬁder helmed Jack G looks ‘at his father.

JACK G

See what I mean? Ten steps ahead of

The Feds.

ROONEY
Can you f£ind him?

DEPUTY WIGAND (ON SCREEN)
I = Whoah, hey! For all we know, he's.

'partnered w1th this Charlie Brown -

POPE (ON SCREEN)
—~ Supposa he's correct. Suppose -

the table for Day 3. Who's got a

JACK G

Jack G's not supposed to have fun
anymore.

ROONEY *
You might want to reconsider.

Jack
d1rect1np his answer across the table.

JACK G

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

It started with, "Go fuck yourself."

~ MCCLANE

sult fits... Then Beebock interrupts.

BEEBOCK
- Cap? You might wanna see this.

These. guys couldn't change my grades.
Listen. The Nuke Plant. That was a.

long that would take? Weeks. Months. \ (::)
this Charlie Brown is already setting .

! better idea than to let young McClane

26.

- Sorry. Gotta ask my parole officer.

igns considering the,offer. Then' turns to Mc(lane,

:@
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ROONEY. = -

Feed it.

Beebock plugs in the pictures on his monitors..
behind McClane are replaced by LIVE HELICOPTER
Thirty—-plus FREIGHTERS' st_ack'gd up outside:

: ' . BEEBOCK = . |
! ] That's the New York/dersey Harbor.
1 ‘Got similar Xeports from Nagansett,

Delaware, Soo Locks -

| " ROONEY ‘
- Why the hell ca.n't they port”

BEEBOCK ,
 N.P.A. computers mystera.ously flagged

each sh:l.p as carry:l.ng missiles from
Noxth Korea. :

OP—RITE DRUG STORE - DAY

on a bmalll LCD TV mounted at the CHECK-OUT cor.m'r'
00

heet a YOUNG MOM. with her BABY. On the ¢
pile of necessities -~ baby food, formula. _Only thé&-EX
CLERK is having trouble with:

EXPRESS CLERK

Got a credit carxd? Cuz your ATM
card isn't -~

@

GOLD~PLATED TOOTH (0.S.)
= Yo, man. Just want my change back.

i

RA SWINGS to the NEXT CHECK-OUT COUNTER, where we
an with a GOLD-PLATED TOOTH for a central incisor.
GER manning the check-out is equally £l oxed.

!
I ¥

' M'ANAGER

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

cash drawer.
(shouts) .

Hey, Merv! Can you give this guy

his eleven-fifty? My register's

kaput. '

/

- .

The SWINGS to MERVIN over at the PHARMACY

:
:

PHARMACY MERVIN

Mine, top'. Whole system's down. D
/’ﬂ«izﬁk Mom's baby starts crying. ,
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28.

: EX‘I’ F’EDERAL PRISONER TRANSPORT VAN - NIGHT

herself next to McClane.

Clane is bezng cuffed to the bench Roo  y sea

ROONEY

Here's my read. You're retired, you
.regret not spendxng time with Juniorx
vhen he was growing up, so you think
you should make up for lost time.
Only Jackie Boy's idea of a good
time doesn't include a reunion.

(then...) .
I can charge you. I can put you
away. But we both know you don't
give a Goddamn what-happens to you.
So here's what I'm banking on. You
care about your son's future.. Either
Jack helps us or he goes’ away for a
very long time.

MCCLANE :
You're pretty sure of yourself

ROONEY . ,

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

suggest you and Jack make the most
of it.

1 | OW #Ul

mhves to the door, gestures. Two FEDS es
-transport van, shackling him to the. opp

COPTER SHOT - HIGHWAY -~ DAY

the TRANSPORT DRIVERJbéhlnd the wheel. A HHAVY FED
Tides éﬁktgun in the passenger seat..

__._iULi_BBQﬁ TO THE REAR - MCCLANE AND JACK G

betwean them seems wider.

' MCCILANE

I know. End of "life as we know it"
and you're stuck with your old man.
Must feel so... uncool.

—— | JACK G
(/*““\V//’/"You don't have a clue how I feel.
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'. - I.ucky me.  No gu:.lt assoca.at:.ons.

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

JACK G

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

MCCLPANE
1. You sa:.d the same thing about the
- fizzies in the Holy Water. |

- T . JACK &
> ‘Hey. - You thought that was funny.
o : You laughed -

MCCLANE
~ See me 1augh:.ng now”

ooks in with his father. McClane's deadly

JACK G _
{——————' , You see me laughing? Shit's serious. ]
_ - It is grim. McClane clocks that_Heavy Fed, then tusns-back
. to Jack G. He nods. Something between them is understood.
MCCLANE
. - FINE! IF YOU WON'T DO IT MY WAY,
THEN CRAWL BACK TO YOUR MOM FOR ALL
I CARE! . .
Cgac _ at once shocked - then gets the drift.

~ JACK G
Why's J.t always gotta be about her?

MCCLANE
Oooh. Jackie loves his Mommy? You
wish she coulda picked you up £rom

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

Q“"J
JACK 6
: Know what? She divorced you because
- she hated you! That's because as a
husband and father? You sucked!

y feud going on in the rear of the van.

(CONTINUED)

29,
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lﬂxﬂmNE
When'd you get your family therap;st

license. Between bunky-love and
: lock~down9

—“11knﬂrigﬁumesj- ‘
JACK G

- Do you have a clue what it was like
.l l to grow up as your son? Every

teacher, bully - every coach, every
girl I wanted to date... They all
wanted to find out if I was just a
little bit like you. How could I
ever measuré up to-that? Shoulda
named me "Sue" instead of John -~
John Fuckin' McClane!

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

JACK G

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

@//7HOUT FOXS WRITTEN CONSENT.

MCCLANE
_ ... Easy for you to say.
' (shakes the chains)

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

JACK G
Anytime, old man!

MCCLAKRE | A -
000h° Prison make you tough°
-giﬁi G} slams a foot into MbClane s bench, forcing the Heavy
Farn .

HEAVY FED
Cool out back there.

But McClhne has zeroed in on Jack G.

MCCLANE
Try it again tough guy.

©m5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FO,_X. NO DUPll.l.CA'

-hesitation, Jack G kické at McClane agai
::::23:;;2;? he connects. McClane twists and swing
‘ feet into Jack G's mid-section. Jack G

ot cking McClane in the face. Suddenly it|s
outVwar bf flying legs -




31, -
THE HEAVY FED

s, rushi.ng to the rear of the van.

. ' ' HEAVY FED
I sa:Ld knock that shit -

Mcclane rocks hmself :Lnto an ugly headstand, th

up in the air, wrapping the chain around t
<. A simple body twist from McClane sengs

H_e"é. about to hit the brakes when -

MCCLANE

Keep dr_:w:Lng or I'll break his Goddam
neck! .

The Tréhspgrt Driver'_s foot stays on the gas; :
.. tightens the chains around the Heavy Fed's neck.
@a Fed finds his coat pocket, grabs the k

on the bench next to Jack G.

”_cu¥'To_-) MOMENTS LATER - '
'.{.‘Le _He-aé Fed and the Transport Driver are handcuffed where

nd Jack G were. McClane checks the rear

Mtee government sedans are seventy-five yprds to the
reaﬁ'. e D.E.R.T. Helicopter overhead. .

THE EL - JACK G

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Keys!

Dr1v.1ng tlth one hand, operat:.ng the on-board computier{with
-[he- . McClane appears.

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

JACK G
Every word. ’
. _ MCCLANE
w [ - Thought so.
: JACK G
. D Where the hell are we?

(CONTINUED)
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. MCCLANE
Westbound on 111 three mz.les East
of Willowbxook..

JACK 6 3
.And what kinda pull was that? Using
The Foxrce, Ob:. Wan"

MCCLANE -
Mile markers, road reflectors. Tells
a cop everyth:.ng he needs to know.
(then...)

- Always thought o:E myself as more of
a Han Solo guy .

JACK G
I need to hook in. Somet‘h:.ng fast,
T-3 or better. If I can change the
Q URL and backscat to a thousand ISPs,
E‘_1

maybe I can figure out who Charl:r.e
Brown is.

hasn't 2 glimmer what Jack G just said.

MCCLBNE

"~ Swell. Figured a . way . out of the
parade yet?

B - on Jack G. He hasn't a ¢lue.

) MCCLANE ' (CONT'D)

_ =~ Out of the driver's seat.

. JACK G
You got a problem with my driving?
MCCLANE
The problem with your driving is
there's no problem. Wait for me to

get my foot on the gas, then you
slide over me.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Seat belt on.

belt. The son follows suit.

JACK G
I don'‘t see an off-ramp.

r%? radio squawks:

puts his left foot on the gas, reaches ar

' e oujﬂ
| gets hold of the steering wheel. Jack G slides jover to
' the nger seat. .

32.

@

wpuld argue, but he seas his father is buck

ack G

' ' - 'S CONSENT.
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Transport come back?

' 1 . ROONEY (OVER RADIO)

;__lIN'I.‘ D E.R.T. HELICOPTER ~ IN FI.IGHT - TWILIGHT

-POV of_'the convoy. She keys hex radio:

ROONEY
"I said,; Transport come back -

the transport van brakes and swerves!

_ -ROONEY (CONT'D)
Oh nol o _ :

\Y - TRANSPORT CONVOY - NIGHT

eeps hold--of the wﬁeel, dodging trees. :

JACK G
YOU ~ KNOW - WHERE - YOU - ARE -
HOW?

lances at the passing trees.

MCCLANE
SHERWOOD FOREST?

ut more trees,

IN 5HE SAR

Hea Fed and the Transport Driver:

HEAVY FED/ TRANSPORT DRIVER
AAAAAAAHHHHHHHH'

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

e. icopter banks.

ROONEY
. Get them back on visual.

The trangport van can't be seen but for the violeg
casional tree.
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E EXT. TRANSPORT vm - TBROUGH THE WOODS - NIGH'I‘

me transport ‘van careens off a i:ree - ki

boulder, slides, up on. two wheels.

ﬂ!ﬂ TRANSPORT VAN

MCCLANE
Bottom .comin' -up!

L4 WAL L

udHe ly}, there's no more trees, only dirt as th $
van touches down.

believe he's still alive.

JACK G :
... Now I know why mom wouldn't let :
[_.__..__-—-- ycm dr:.ve caxr pool _ :

INT D.E.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGKT -~ NIGHT

o WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

ing around over the power, 11nes, Rooney and tF
loock argund. There's absolutely no sign of the 1

Ro ney is pissed.
ROONEY

N We're gonna need dogs.
| RESSOLVE To:

DED AREA -~ NIGHT

/Do/,ELnshlights, and COPS on foot., We see tho%e power
ﬂéﬂ w _

e see wheel tracks, then -

cor

OVER HERE. -

GUT |TO —~ THE TRANSPORT VAN

L—?armnder a pile of heavy brush. The rear ddc:rs——ere-p‘u-l:l]_-ed
>xeveal the Heavy Fed and the Transpoxrt Driver. Of

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICAT

) sounds, but McClane ignores it, openin
ﬂd cx ing in underneath the steering column.




35.

' _'_W:.th a screwdr:.ver, he pr:Les at the :Lg'n:.t:.on sw:Lt

ISR pp—_

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

- MCCLANE

Hey!

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

ONSTAR OPERATOR

OnStar emergency. We detected an .
. air bag deployment -

ikterrupts, convincingly hysterical.

JACK G
- Please! We hit a BIG. TREE. My :
dad's having a heart attack! I think
he's gonna die!

ONSTAR OPERATOR
Hang on while we contact emergency

services. Can I have your name
please?

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

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

[

JACK G

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

ONSTAR OPERATOR
Emergency Services are on the way -

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

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

(CONTINUED)
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a beat then the alarm on the Cad.:Lllac stops and he ¢ e .

miracul sly turns over. With that .done, Jack G/takys ‘thea . _

| lane used to break the windshield and smg -
‘microphone. Off the 1ook from his father

[ JERPRTRETAT, 35 )

. JACK G (CONT'D)
Ka.nda shit I learned. in pr:.son

MCCIANE _
Call that a prison? More like day
camp for delinquent frat boys.

ops the cax :.nto gear.
JACK G

Wait. Maybe I should dixve " You
just had a heart attack.

O "} Nice try.
JACK G

I can steal it ~ but I can't handle .
it?

| , : MCCLANE

"No. I'm retired. That makes drivin’
a Caddy my flag-wav:.ng right.

McClaneN\s foot hits the gas, he throws the car i
* nrhes up the ramp toward the gate. CRASH

the security gate off the hinges.

MCCLANE -

é® WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT,
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A

RSIDE CONDC COMPLEX -~ DAWN

'UP as the Cad:.llac surges J.nto ‘a dawning\day.
screen wp read:

o . DAY 2
B \——smlau.xm SHOT ~ DAY

- Just as t he sun breaches the horlzoh, we ZOOM ON |the Southgrn
attan. Tighter and tighter until we'

tr in our sights.

NT STREET INVESTMENT FIRM - DAY

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

BUTTONED-DOWN '
Gettin' nothing but sell-side on the

E.T.S.
D :




37.

CORN ROWS
Anythlng I wanna buy'-‘

' i | o - Buwmounn—nowu L
. L Name your symbol, dude. It's all
: go:.ng South - ' '

- The sl:Lck tra.der in the CORN ROWS sta.nds over’ B

‘ down' houlder. : . .
>_-1_I-3 conﬁ ROWS

Holy shit!

THE NEW YORK STOCK EXCH.ANGE - DAY

%ﬂg ction. In what 1ooks 11.ke sta.ndard tra ing, we s¢e
‘ SPECIALIST push into the mass of TRADERS holding fup

_ SPECIALIST ¥ . _
. N:W.S. Hundred thousand shares.
SELY,!

Next Jgom 8 a tidal wave of T::aders, all screamxn
RDERS . :

CcUT TO - THE BIG BOARD

/th__.m%ers spin. Stocks are plummeting.

IFK SHOTS - MORE WALL STREET INVESTMENT FYRMS - DAY

chmic Trading System is locked up. Trag e
xyb in anger. _
1) ‘ DOOMED TRADER
. What happened to the Goddamn safeties.

Jesus Christ! Wwhy's this happening
to me. '

SHOT - WALL STREET. - DAY

rom various banking houses are .shouting out w:} ndows.
We PULL BACK WIDER to see the entire Y“street" is in R Jocal
q PL!{'GJ, .

INT. THE| SYLVAN LEARNING CENTER - DAY

QW a SOCCER MOM carrying a tray of steaming Starbucks

. " Here we find a pastel semicircle of computers park
——pf—buarni_pbag chairs where TODDLERS and PRESCHOO
c ér| games. Conspicuously amongst the childx

@ hojﬂ;éb—surfs at warp speed.

| : | ' (CONT D)
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38. .

1 mMccrane .
| stending near .the door, ‘McClane clocks four POLILE °
they roll slowly down the boulevard. Two of th

Turn and park ‘With the street flanked, the LO QORS_gtep. . .ccu-
eir vehicles. This is where t-__hat Socc ers
_up_one of those steaming lattes to McClane. I

» SOCCER MOM
Looks like you could use one.

MCCLANE
. Yea‘h_, thanks.

SOCCER MOM
So which genius is yours?

— MCCI.ANE
Over there. The man-sized boy.
- SOCCER MOM '
Oh... The Special Needs child.

(closer; whispers)
Asperger's Syndrome?

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

McClan still eyeing the cops on the street, cxg
There's a s:.x-year-old WHIZ KID help ng him,

 MCCLANE (CONT'D)

Find Charlie Brown yet? Because we
. gotta move. : '
O _ : WHIZ KID |

Work:.n' on it. Try the Dead Man 8
- ~Switch, '

stares down at the Whiz Kid.

MCCLANE
I _How old are you? ﬁight?
- WHIZ KID
I'm six. How old are you?

(6} r from McClane, who wisely goes back to his post.
v WHIZ KID (CONT'D) :
Who's the fogsil? '
. JACK G
. My dad.




WHIZ KID

Both buffers and zonés, bounée’d and
-came back. - '

S - © WHIZ KID
- _U_ ‘ Confused Deputy?

ypes the Linux search - waits - then cony

S_ Hi

JACK G .

al éops arrive. They're' asse.mhling' at t
réat.

MCCLANE

{ Who's up for Chuck E Cheese? Jack's
~dad is buyin'! :

| ' EXT. SYLVAN LEARNING CENTER « DAY

. The I.ocal Cops pay them no mind at af

JACK G
Charl:.e Brown's a ghost. Give me a
week and I couldn't £ind him.

_ MCCLANE
We don't have a week.
McCla rgently gestures toyard -
:HE ACROSS THE STREET
I Where a pmall crowd grows in front of the PENNSYLVANIA
— _SECURITY AND TRUST BANK. Those Local Cops armed L"Eﬁw:. batons

bre /assombled in front of a BLUE COLLAR man with bal fists.
: BLUE COLLAR
Bank's supposed to be open -
. - LOCAL COP Q
- Temporar:.ly closed. Go find an

AIM -~

R

(CONTINUED])

39,

© e —1. So 50:5?1‘1 . Hey. Comﬁmﬁicating’
' 4 . Conspirator? ; ' E
.. . JmCcK G
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POV SHOT|

- - Wheelchair Guy?

_ BLUE COLLAR
- AEMs ‘aren't working! It's my money
and I need,my'money today'

- LOCAY, COP
Look, buddy. Why don't you come
back_tqmorrow -

' BLUE COLLAR
- OEEN THE FUCKIN' DOORS!

JACK G
Gotta know this is happenlng
everywhere right now.

_ MCCLANE
Like you said. Day 2.

Everyhody
chases thelr tails.

e nav—system .

JACK G
Gotta get to Greg Pope. -He knows
all the'shortcuts through The Grid.

MCCLANE |
He's just gonna
‘hand you back to the Feds.

‘ JACK G

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

ne's look.

JACK G (CONT'D)

The Grid, you know? The pipes.

Its' everything that keeps us
connected. Pope? Pope made millions
mapping it, selling it... He tried

. to show where it was vulnerable, but

the stupid government didn't pay
enough attention.

40.

-t AN
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N ucc:.mm
Charlxe Brown d1d

EXE VISITORS GBEE - MOTORDLA SPDRTS BRENA - DAf

- reveals flagpoles with team banners.
'_the breg¢ze. PULL BACK to reveal Jack G, axguing

Motorola GATE GUARD in front of one of the huge,

il_' ates o

I don't have an appointment.. dJust
‘call Pope's office and say it's Jack
Generro - wait. John McClane Jr.
Tell him - e '

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

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

CUT TO INSIDE THE CADILLAC

K;;;;;)J' kx G flops into the passenger seat.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)

Did you really think he was gonna
see you?

JACK G

.~ When I hacked the IRS? I red-flagged
America's top ten civilian contractors

for audits. You'd think Pope'd want

to see me just to kick my ass.

. . -
McCTlane pives an approving smirk, puts the Cadillac lhinto
-:::Iev - draws the car back twenty feet, then br

MCCLANE
Remember when I taught you to swim?

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

: L———Mcei#ne:hrops the car into drive,~£hen hits the g¢gad peda

he .Cadillac blows through the gate.

(CONTINIIED)
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B | - JACK G (CONT'D) - . :
S e W:Lll you stop crash:.ng through th:.ngs"
R . Mccuawe

Quack, quack, quack.

WIDER

McCla guns -the Cadlllac across the pa.rk:Lng lot,. irclihg
arerla. : : '

NT. POHE'S GLASS WINﬁOMED'OFFICE_* DAY

boward the arena and hits the brakes. McCl

ely thrusts both his hands out the open
Jack |G does the same.

B | ' ‘ -MCCLAﬁE

DON'T SHOO‘J.‘ DON'T SHOO'.I.’! L

SECURITY GUARDS shove guns into McClane's :Eace
Meanwhile, a thick, suited man named ROOSEVELT pwils open

- s engexr door. ‘ Out sp:.lls Jack G:

JACK G S : . ROOSEVEL] (::;;;l

how to stop - . = Shut the hell hpt

Brown, okay? - : shut your mouth and keep
Pope I know - your hands -

L’JICE comes from the Nextel phone cl:.pped to
's pocket‘ .

"~ POPE. (o s.) o
Let ‘em in, Rosey... Please, let ‘em
in, . e
boreve-k‘t changes tack, smiles and leads the way, eali :
thel slight limp of a former athlete. . _ ,
‘——ﬂ?—ﬁ'i. S ELEVATOR ~ DAY

ROOSEVELT

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

+ Roosevelt is pulling on white gloves.
otice oosevelt's gold, Superbowl xring.

and Jack G step on, followed by the limping-Koosgvelt.

REPRRL S H
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) :43.
MCCLANE -

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

ROOSEVELT

. Both - share-a laugh.
' | ! l JACK G

Was a ‘good game. Long as. you'-didn"t
take the points. :

- What're the gloves for?

RE'S OFFICE COMPLEX -~ DAY.

iz a former NBA player named BLUE. All wear

@ap roaches with two spare pairs-of- white gf

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

or is opened by the angular, six-foot
pft is WASH, a doppelganger for Roosevel

ptton gloves. o
MCCLANE E

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

o)

POPE'S P

M _ GABBY
’ D For him. Please.

.~

RIVATE OFFICE

nd Jack G, white gloves on, enter this foom which
to be nearly packed up and ready to move Through

and thin.

r to ceiling windows we see the flagpoleg outside |
h.. Pope enters, his whéelchair attended by GaTby.

>

POPE :

... McClane. Versions 1.0 and-2.0.

bristles at the insult.

MCCLANE
Can I ask you something? Is it -some
kind of fad or something? All you

geeks who could never make the team
now own the team?

JACK G
Do you live to embarrass me?

D)

(CONTINIEDY

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICATION WITHOUT FOX'S WRITT EN4 CONSENT. | '




MCCLANE

I'm your dad. Embarrassing you comes
with the job..

POPE
_~. "Fad." Been awhile since I heard
that one, Think the word these days
s-?trend." ' : :

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

POPE
As scon as humanly possxble Question)
is, why aren't you?

MCCLANE
Because Day 3 is tomorrow.

POPE
And you think you can stop 1t°

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

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

MCCLANE

- Hey Mr. Leavxng On a Jet Plane.
You gonna help or what?

JACK G
Please. The only one who knows The
Grid better than Charlxe Brown is
you.

>

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

ac es a beat, digging at his own brain.

. JACK G
... He must've built the model using -
'l a Blitz Catexpillar. I also know he

jacked my Usenix codes w1th a stick
module,

- (MORE)
B




JACK G (CONT'D) -

But I don't get how he could gas the

conversion speed - infect all those
systems at once.

I POPE '
Maybe with an FSB tool. Or if he

had some kind of traceable mark-up
language - .

JACK G _
- What about a Zooko Trxangle"

=) thinks, nods hig poss:.ble agr_eement._-

- JACK G (CONT'D)
That's gotta be it. Then he ramn

PetNames - la.ke Ivanhoe or Baby
Brother -

POPE
- He wouldn't have to break through

firewalls if he was only r:LdJ.ng the
bots.

45,

I CLOSE ON - MCCLANE
. He cautiously obsef:ves the 'wort-:l piay between Jack G and Pope.

|

g

hakes his head.

" JACK G

If you could hook me in. Some entry

that's clean ~ unroutable - I'm
talking Four Corners of Identity

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

POPE

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

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

MCCLANE .
Try harder.

POPE

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

POPE (CONT'D)

W:.ll you excuse me for a moment?
You need anything, Jjust ask Gebby.

('Dﬁ@ls Pope around and EXITS.

Gabby returns and whispe

McClane looks$ at Gabby.

(CONTI'NU]%D)

rﬂmd:\hlng
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| o MCCIANE

1 X need to take a 1eak
R | | | JACK G .
“‘l Me, too.

‘CLOSE OM - GABBY

G

’
r

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

Arms grossed, put-on smile. She's unimpressed.

—U— ' GABBY

Ah ‘the soph:.st:.cated male.

. POPE' S BATHROOM - DAY

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

JACK G

| ~ Pope is Charlie Brown. S '
- MCCLANE
Way ahead of you. We gotta take
' them down and stop this shit in time
{ : ' JACK ¢ '
- = Take them down? There's 1:.ke - -
. How we- gonna take them - .

- " MCCLANE -
Q — Shut up and listen. 11'll go first,
take out big guy in the track suit.
i You go for the girl and - Q
JACK G ‘
() ~ Why do I get the girl? Don't think ¢

I can take the gquy -

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

rows open the bathr_::)om door to find -

E

eet of her unleash:.ng a single kick-blo e's

ending him soaring backward into the cabinet. McClane
ig pmself.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
... Anytime, Jack!

-———-—whe—-rest happens very fast. McClane charges out




THE WINDOW

shatters as McClane careens out the wi.

PUSH IN ON - JACK G

' Strangely fueled by the moment, Pope rises from his

fie's hammerlocked by big Blue, horrified and sho

D | ' JACK G

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

a7.

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

-<j

POPE

- Pope's a deformed, half-man sell-
—~ out. But Charlie Brown? He wants
- to push the reset button, flush the

whole system.
:] ' (steps back)

And you. You're the patsy. The

rebel with a cause. Hates authority.

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

. ON - JACK G

m against Blue, once more steal:.ng a view

indow. Where McClane once lay in a heap
van she 2
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EXT. PARKING' I.OT - MO'S.‘OROIA SPORTS ARENA - DAY

Rips open the passenger door, p:Lstol out and leve

‘_l Tgl els head.
: l ' ROOSEVELT

Maybe you're not getting the message.

1lifts his hands up.

" MCCLANE
... Can I ask you one quest:l.on"
“ T (£finds a breath) =
What's the worst part of stero:.ds" :
The swelled head or the shrunk dick?

drops the car into reverse and pounds on
he Caddy lurches backward. To avoid gef
or, Roosevelt dives into the car. That]pistol
ane's face. McClane pushes it away 3us :
te s ,
Roosevelt can retrain the gun, McClane gets a hand '
Roosevelt's wrist. Roosevelt's free hand grabs for McClane.
eering wheel tw:Lsts and the car careens bac

of Jack G.

_ JACK G'S VOICE

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

PANZARELLA .
The voice is a match, And the car
is -
{checks location) '
: v ~ Near Philly. Parked at the Motorola
' Sports Axena. '
P gcreen, Panzarella overlays the OnStar tracker with a
ive, ellite picture. Click as Panzarella oo in d -
BEEBOCK

The car is in the Motorola Sports
Arena.

) Not at the Motorola Sports Arena.
C [
N -
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Sure'enough,:on:séreen wé'Seé'the 1ittiéﬁﬁlinking urger

= S|the stolen Caddy moving inside the Motorgla \Jport:

INT. FIRST CONCOURSE - MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA -

The Cadilllac, still surging'in.reverée,lérashes'
portable VENDORS STATIONS'

Beer kegs'explode :

-~ with hoth hands grappllng, throws a led
rering. wheel, the car tW1sts and explodes from

stalrwell that moves upward to the lefd
£f the stairs, turns sideways, and cras

onto the escalator. The Caddy's wheels
r carries it upwaxrd. -

escalatd

IN THE CAR - at impact, the Smm is'pinched between the dash

a windshield. As Roosevelt stretchaes for it, Mch ops
a har lbow onto Roosevelt's hyper—extended kneq¢, over ahd

: MCCLANE
How'!s! That! Knee! Now!

rimacing, only inches from retrieving the Pis
he lunges at McClane with a hammering xight fist

thich comes a cracked yoice:

ROONEY (OVER CAR SPEAKER)
John oxr Jack McClane., Can you hear

r‘ R ] me? This is Rooney of the -

MCCLANE
~ POPE IS CHRRLIE BROWN!

.R.T. TRAILER RIG -~ DAY

In the :ﬁénsm1331on, McClane's voice is a mix of
: d garble.

()

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

. ROONEY
- Charlle Brown!

{into the mic)

Onstar. Operator? Did you hear the
subject say -

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

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

'cC1aﬁe.takes another Ffist in the face.

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

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

Ltmxmz' UITE CORRIDOR - The Caddy roars through

' a. thirty, forty, fifty MPH.

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

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

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

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

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

HCCLRNE
" SAY YOU WANNA GO FASTER?

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

: MCCLANE
GIMME THE GON!

(A

e R, Y
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'.'_ No? - McClane reaches up,: pulls on the steer:.ng whee
’ ~ can feel‘ the Caddy swerve hard

| ., pom's omcs: SUITE ~ DAY .

dash:l.ng, grabbing last: nu.nute items, ya
ives on computers, all wh:.le on the cell—

e SR — GRBBY - = - -
o N P 1 1 - Pull:.ng all the drives. We're
. o ' leavz.ng in the chopper now -

'in front of her explodes as the gr:.ll o
is upon her. Gabby sees Roosevelt, Rooseve

| ‘\‘ﬂ Jupt as car hits her head on. .

T - d:.ves into the back seat.
g LANEN- sees Roosevelt dive - beat - he pulls hi.s hand off
ce erator and hits the brakes. _

GABBY »“as the car brakes just short of those fldox eiling
windoys7] she's rocked backwards into the glass, '
~EXT. PRIVATE HELIPAD - MOTOROLA SPORTS ARENA — DAY
. T SLOW MOTION shot of the private helicopter, Blue s

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

eelchair, All turn:.ng their heads in synchrg
They see -

ches his girlfriend die.

OV - MCCLANE IN THE CADDY

 from the footwell in time to see Pope, Blup, [Wash,

G momentarily frozen gear the helicopter.

Dead on the pavement.

MCCLANE

_ 4 I flunked charm school. m
. Reaches Pver the back seat and puts McClane intola
L = T

{CONTINUED)
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KW

BACK TO BELICOPTER

;c:.—;t:lck G bolts . duck:.ng underneath the ta.:n.l

2\BACK IN THE CADILILAC. McClane is being cho
ineman. So McClane throws the car into

=} then luxury suite, ripping up five rows of\Ilu3
and soar:.ng into -~

THE ARENA

7] rear wheels still spinning.’

(Brsfesme caoox
}———m@mhiscovers Roosevelt, hanging from the rear bumper.
/ | ROOSEVELT
-‘<]_ E ... Help me.

Where's Pope going “with my son?

ROOSEVELT . . E
Swear to God, mister. I got kids,
toco. Help me and I'll help you.

- continnes to dangerously swing. McClane the
belt, wraps it around his wrist, then s)owly eakes
himself/over the trunk. He's reaching for and c i '

sévelt's Super Bowl ring hand. McClane growl

/‘V Where?

MCCLANE




- ROOSEVELT
Maryland Goat

Mccmma

What?

" ROOSEVELT
Mary - Land -

, the cable suspend;ng the car gives way
drops toward the seats and snaps to a 3

- MCCLANE'S 'HAND

urprised Mbclane‘findSAih'the‘middle'of
ahe rights himself, he slips on the Super =owl_rin-

MCCLANE . - .
Sorxry pal. Didn't take the points.

EXT ROADWAY - DAY

tied behind hls back, Jack G running full-
i e of the blacktop, throwing a loock behi
yone is chasing him. Finally, he slows
turn. But as we watch Jack G staring b

ith POLICE CARS and EMS UNITS. Jack G tu
ing charge, and ducks into the brush.

EXT. O FARM ~ DUSK

Pope's
er lands. PULL BACK to reveal the sinewy LYDIA,
one of Pope's misfits, with her flattenedl boxer's
i : : She rolls up a
ir, assists Blue. in gglplng Pope from the helitopter.

., Pad-tadal

OBYEING ~ MR FRANK

Unlike the rest of the Pope crew, this Polo-shiri

ved guy is
e casual in pose. They shout over the sﬁund—ef—the

pier rotors.

MR. FRANK

- MR. POPE. WE WEREN'T EXPECTING
YOU UNTIL -

WITH DAY 32

T | POPE | D
N ~ CHANGE OF PLAN! WHAT'S HAPPENING

£ A ORTTUTATT ISR

ENRERE SIV- A%
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o ' MR. FRANK K~
, ON SCHEDULE ‘RIGHT NOW, WE'RE
] PREPARING TO SHUT DOWN EMERGENCY
SERVICES —_ _

| . POPE
~ SO WHAT'S KEEPING YOU?

es-Popé toward the farin hoﬁse.

aet Mr. Frahk's_cyber—savvy co-horts - F
and the Quebec-born OLIVIER. They're swivel=

stacks of computers, servers, routers,
of large, hi-res screens.

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

' MR. FRANK
Change of plan.

KRISPY

Change of plan° What's that supposed
to mean - .

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

- OLIVIER
Almost there.

UTER SCREEN

-Olivier assemble lines of code, then negtly packafing
ém into icons. On ANOTHER SCREEN, we see the MORJHE

: ASTE
MRGEN;F SERVICES: NETWORK page. Icons are moved, =

ely punched.
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| OLIVIER (CONT'D)
Done. S o

Sénd it.

. CLOSE Of = OLIVIER'S Immx FINGER

‘— Simply pressing the ENTER key.
e fude

're digitized, then shot at llght—speed
sptic cables.

f EMTs rushes a PATIENT on a gurney thro
d doors..

INT. HOSPITAL EMERGENCY ROOM - BA_“FCRD P.A. - DUSK

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

HEFTY NURSE
Nuh uh. We are full up!

| PARBRMEDIC .
You gotta. Dispatch said you guys
are itl? :

HEFTY NURSE
Well Dispatch can kiss my sweet ass,
cuz for some reason, they're saying
we're it for the whole Goddamn county'

. ANT SLOPE - BEYOND THE MDTOBOLA ARENA -~ DUSK

J POLICE HELICOPTER cuts across the sky, we tilt to the
digtant pftermath at the Motorola Sports Arena, | i

the parkin
ed with police vehicles.

He feedd coins into a pay phone.
D

E.-ZOOM - MCCLANE
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(MORE)

, . ] . MCCLANE |
J—— I said D.E.R.T. D-E~R~T... Wo, I
(/-\\\:;;;9 don't know what city. _

] ' {CONTINITHTY
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- MCCLANE (CONT'D)

1t's a big brother, secret
government.... You don't have the
listings :Eor covert spy agencies?
They're probably listening to us

" right - How about I threaten to put
a stick of dynamite up the internet’'s
ass? LISTEN, LADY. THE GODDAMN‘
COUN‘IRY‘ s FALLING APART!

Lot ey te
. e AR

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

INSPECTION REVEALS ~ JACK G

the wheel of the van, satlsfled grxn on hig

JACK G
Happy to see me?

takes in the van. The panel reads: " ISHRP
MERS." This is where McClane hears the
oon the entire van rocks with BARKING DC

MCCLANE : s
Move over. I'm driving -

: : . JACK G
' ~ No way. You told me when I was
£:::::) five - if X could jack it, I could
o | drlve it. :

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

_ As Ja -scrambles to keep the. yapplng dogs from ldaping
— out oi Ehe van, McClane circles around and crawls ito| the .
iri seat.

MCCLANE
Wanna tell me where we're goin'?

Jack G pulls the panel door shut.
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ANEL VAN - IN MOTION - NIGHT

_ . mcke ~ D
Pope seemed worxried that I'd be able
(/"**\\//”’ to hook in somewhere that's
D :  {MORE) _
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L JACK G (CQNT{D)j 
unroutable. Nearest Superjunction's
in. Jersey. Maybe if I run a Tent
Show, hopscotch all the ISPs ‘and -

MCCLANE -
- Just tell me you can stop Day 3

JACK G o g )
It’s a Ha11 Mary. But it's al; we -

ovV— OUT THE mm':x. VAN'S WINDSHIELD

p_massive traffic jam looms. Miles and miles of
ne-.slows the panel van .to a stop. Jack G sp
out of their cars and walking.:

'MCCLANE - S :
Human nature. People ‘run when they re
scared. -
JACK G

By this time tomorrow, the whole .
Northeast will be powerless. Then
as the blackout moves West:.. We're

talking about a country with two
hundred million guns.

: MCCLANE - )
Fastest way to Jexrsey's the train.

@ ~| OUTSIDE THE VAN

ing.

INT FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

le| furnished, and neat as a surgeon's tool Let. The
atell TV is tuned to -news.

CABLE NEWS ANCHOR
«.- The White House continued to
caution Americans not to panic today,
calling the sudden infrastructure

failures as "expected anomalies in a
complex infrastructure -

is picked up and the SOUND MUTED. It's

SWIVELS FROM LYDIA TO.~ A BEDROOM

___Hdra—layL dead Gabby stretched out on the bed.

/,fazgvglué'and Wash.
B

(CONT INUED)
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. Pope ‘wzthdraws his hand._
_waai—"s%a - VIDEO' POV

Pope stand:.ng over Gabby. WE nxssox.vz' TO

UTER ROOM - UNDERGROUND BUNKER - NIGHT

WIDER to reveal Mr. Frahk, Krispy, and 02iv;

ounding the monitox.
_ KRISPY -
That's creepy shit, man.
Go easy. . That was his squeeze.
: OLIVIER

I'd get a DNA test before I'd call
that a girl -~

| KRISPY
- Wot talking about the dead woman.
I thought he was like damaged, you -

) know? The wheelchaz.r” _
. {entaxrs)
—J Man's on his way down. Get your

mitts on‘

y, they're all pulling on white gloves as
othing, only doing a superhuman assessment ©
ormation on the screens.

OTS - THE SCREENS

icall calculators, engineering schemat:l.cs, satelllite and
map s s of reservo:l.rs. . ‘ '

|

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

LOVED INDEX FINGER

5 is the very same finger Pope nearly toughed Gabb 'S‘ i
with, Pope is about to angrily press ENTER wh[j

Frank lelaps to his feet.

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

What you mean is the pac]cage J.S not
yet perfected

MR FRANK
Just a couple of tweaks -

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

'S POV

the p : i : R
--—iﬁ174£nxauhphw COUNTY WATER TREATMENT CENTER - NiGH
' There's a glass window through which we can observe
' massive, saucer-like caps of the filtration cylinders. TILT

fz::'ors, levels of chlorine, removal of granular falcite -

t -

' e| bathroom stumbles the NIGHT OPERATOR, p&n
) ay to_his knees, he falls into his chair and assgsses the
Cé.t ion. He's on the phone. :

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

EXT. SUBUI DEVELOPMENT - NIGHT
jstﬁshlng. Sleepy and quiet.
[ inT. sus HOME - NIGHT
S MOM is kindly barking at her TEN_—YEI.K.R—OLD.
| MOM
. : Homework then Playstation -

g . The Mom hears a SCREAM from the bathroom. She
’ ' it 2r. TODDLER is covered in suds, soap in the

shies to
edves.

(CONTINUED)
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B N MOM (CONT 'D)
_ I Why'd you —

| When the Mom tr;es to turn the water back on, s
a trickle from the faucet.

| QUICK SHOTS

¢ FOUNTAIN stops running. SPRINKLERS on a golf course’
h o£f]. . A playground DRINKING FOUNT 1s dry foxr/a #
EENAGER.

D WORST OF ALL ~ A FIVE ALARM .mnusm_ FIRE

k_shocked. They've never seen anything like d
rages. '

The s

r—approaches that the tall, drawling Chief Thompsok

|
|

| CHIEF THOMESON -

See the red dots? Every system on
' screen is in a codeée red shut down.
Valves are shut. Nobody's got water.

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

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

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

Chlef ghmeson holds up a brimming water glass t¢ Deputy
and_ - as 1f to dare him to drink it. Deputy Wigand is

05 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA @) WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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::::::iz;zjrveying,thé results of the water contamifa
. Pope appears weakened, folding hinself

eflchair. Blue silently rolls Pope out of



'.‘ . lmr. puBLIC RESTROOM - AMTRAK STATION ~ TRENTON,

_Mcéiane k ooks at himself in the mirror, his face alrea
bruised and bloodied.- :

MCCLANE
. You need a shave, John.

ip . |me gets exactly what this means.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
... No water.

: STATION ANNOUNCER (OVER LOUD
- Amtrak 419 to Penryn, Addlebury,
M:deleton ‘ and New York C:Lty. '

_ 'pears wear:.ng a baseball cap. He tosses a _gi
Jomlprero to McClane.

. MCCLANE
What's this for?

. JACK &
. : To protect your civil liberties.

Big Brother's got cameras all over
the platform. Keep the hat on and

' your head down. .
e ries the sombrero on for size.
: . MCCLANE :
Your mom got my civil liberties in
D the divorce.
EXT. - PLA FORM AMTRAK STATION - TRENTON NJ - NIGHT -

% at wide-brimmed sombrerc annoys an exiting PASSENGER -

ANNOYED PASSENGER
~ - Watch the lid, dickhead.

—_—ind at the precise moment McClane instinctively Jo6ks up €d
\ ‘ee‘ls—the face of the Annoyed Passenger?
s

PFX OT -~ QUICK Z0OOM AND FREEZE ON - MCCLANE'

Parti geen, scanned, digitized and airmailed tg?

. TION ROOM - DHS — NIGHT
The partfial scan of McClane's face, followed by 3n
ositi ID, pings on a SITUATION OPERATOR'S scre¢e

n—

s dojm, collars up, McClane follows Jack G o#to the trdin.
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| INT. STUDY - OLD meousz - NIGHT

'nd ‘we slowly PUSH IN on Pope at a desk'_
| CAMERA RISES and hovers, we see Pope making penci
on a map. '

. CLOSER ;lmrs MAP -

It loaql llke the crocked spokes of a wheel, all cvnnec €a
ystterious hub.

. WASH
{appears)
MeClanes are on a train.

GROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

2 FBI profile and scanned image of McClane

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

MR. FRANK

Train stops in Penryn, Mlddleton,
New York City. There're
superjunctions in Middleton and
Manhattan. If Jack McClane hooks in
" there, I don't know if we can stop
him from penetratlng -

POPE

(:::::) - It's the government's job to stop

him. Just make sure they know where
to €ind him. '

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

TION ROOM — DHS - NIGHT

s found a secure phone, reporting to a higher

. L\\~N‘\~ji;jy with a series of:

DEPUTY WIGAND

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

With agipnd signal, Chief Thompson softly interrlpts -

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

he air of professional panic in the roof, Deputy

Positive on Jack McClane. In New
Jersey, on a traln headed for New
York City. :

62.

5
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refers

W:Lgand hangs up ‘on '.l‘he Wh:l.te House . Chief Tk

:j thare Middleton.

EXT NORTHBOUND AMTRAK - NIGH.T

E is u.ng-. !l‘he train cuts across a rural pla:.n '

INT. NORTHBOUND mm - NIGHT

amap

CHIEF THOMPSON (CONT'D)
We’ re looking to meet the tra:.n x:l.ght _

sely populated car. McClahe and Jack G are

each other. Only McClane has nodded of

JACK G -
Hey...

(w:.th a sl:.ght prod)
Hey!.

wakes as if somebddy stuck him with a catt

.

JACK G (CONT'D)

Nightmare?

MCCLANE

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

Just won't let J.t go.

——
Y} JACK G

D : Families split. Part of life.

Deciding| not to answer, McClane straightens, rubs his face,

{then...) :
People get divorced, you know.

ana 1oo

'<ﬂ. Why even try to be real, right? Not
\ like we ever really talked. )

out the window.

JACK G (CONT'D)

Jack G cpuld drop the subjecig. But instead he goes bnla
Ti.f [—d5Wn memory lane. '

JACK G (CONT'D)

_ Hey, Pop. Dentist says I need braces.
(imitates McClane)
When I needed braces? My old man
' said he'd give me the five thousand
bucks if I just quit smilin’'.
L—M

(as Jack G)

Yo, Pop. Okay if I'm home around

midnight? : ' Q
{MORE)

4

fCONTTNATTENY
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.~ -JACK G (CONT'D)
{as McClane)
‘AAAAARAA! Wrong answer. Wanna play
for bonus points? I :
_ {as Jack @) o
Remember this one? Sorxry Pop. But
I flunked biology again.
{as McClane) :
So - did I. But your mom gave me a
makeup exam, otherwise you wouldn't
be here. '

cracks a half-smile, looks his son in th

Bl

MCCLANE
I actuvally said that?

returns the smile. But McClane frowns.
POV

e’ the window he sees the dark profile of a
McClape—rosses the aisle, looks out the other wi
therer s pnother helicopter.

[ ' . MCCLANE (CONT'D)

' Gotta get off this train.

GINEER'S CAB — NORTHBOUND AMTRAK ~ IN MOTIO!

GI ER hangs up his cab phone, then turns
YCCTane's pistol in his face. _

_ MCCLANE
Do everything ‘I tell you!

CARS — NORTHBOUND BEMTRAK - IN MOTION -

UC'OR calmly sweeps the car.

<] 'CONDUCTOR
Leave all personal items and move to
the rear c¢car, please.  It's a matter

:j of personal safety.
P ver his shoulder and we see McClane, Jack G,

Engineer).




INT. REAR CAR ~ NQRTﬁBoUND AMTRAK - NIGHT .

MCCLANE

dot—-com place.

|  JncK G _
But you're comin' with me!

MCCLANE

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

It's what I'm good at.

JACK G

But how do I -

. aack 6 AT
Your‘ thing? N : ' o
| MCCLANE '
I'm gonna paint a target on my ass.
(turns- to the Engineer)
Do it!
‘ The Engineer gears up the threshold, squats, pu

MCCLANE -
- You'll figure it out

in, then throws the coupler 1ever The
s from the rest.of the train.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)

ducks back into the train. The distance
ireases by the secbnd;’

Don't take any shit.

POV

INEER'S CAB - NORTHBOUND AMTRAK - NIGHT

. car is jammed with FRIGHTENED PASSENGEH
L crosses the threshold into the last car, turns
T} father to join h_:un But McClane balks.

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

As the caks part -

bed webn

- 65.

1

Irn

A

stands over what be expected would be a

'-;—-—-ef--cont:ols, only to find all gauges and dials t

MCCLANE
So how hard can it be?

______If—-e-a-ly—deC].ane could read the screen. Instinctlve

und, shuts the cab door to find a hangi

(CONT

nual set

g

D}

r
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-From the inside coat pocket McClane comes up Wi -_
reading lasses. 'He's in bus:mess. -

EXT. THE REAR CAR - NIGHT

——

in the middle of a pasture, the Conducto
assist relieved passengexs off the sing
car. BAmongst the passengers is. Jack G. A helicopter cuts
overh Heads turn. It's the D.E.R.T. helicoptér comin

o¥ aj landing. Jack G’ qu:l.ckly sl:.ps from the crowd-and
ears into a d:l.tch.

=! MOMENTS LATER

engers have lined up a_nd'- Panzarella keepg
gl the faces. Rooney gets on the radio.

ROONEY - } .
Jack McClane's not here. Sure he's
not on the train? '

DA .R.T. TRAILER RIG - NIGHT
Beecbofk ht a computer station. He's tapped into

' frpm inside the ENGINE CAB of the Northbou
all he S is a MINI-CMM :unage of McClane in the

: BEEBOCK = -
: (into radio} : :
. Cannot confirm. All I got :.s Super

Q Cop driving the train., -

] RGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

MR FRANK
911 package is a go.

1@ WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

POPE

Not yet. . ‘ ' | r
ts a gloved f:.nger at the corner of the sc eL

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

INEER'S CAB - MCCLANE -~ NIGHT

. _HBe opens it to find a half-eaten double h
1:.mp f—ijes After a hungry moment, he says:

@')5 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC

. MCCLANE
Q Man... No pickles?




at, then answers with:

MCCLANE (CONT‘D)
House of Laughs.

MCClane, VBr51on 1.0.

INT. UNE

- _—L-N'li‘-RFU‘Jl WITH:

ERGROUND ‘BUNKER - OLD ¥ARM HOUSE - NIGH

MCCLANE o
That's me. A pinball guy in:a Pacman

world.

POPE
: Pacman That's old school.

MCCLRNE
Sorrxy asshole. Pinball's old school.
Flippers, balls, gravity. You
remember gravity? Think it killed
your girlfriend. ' ' ‘

POPE »
Aren't you the poster boy for

progress. I'll bet you carry a
llbrary card.

_ MCCLANE
Best way to meet librarians,

UATION ROOM - DHS - NIGHT

is looking at the same MINI-CAM SHOT of McdLai

n the Amtrak phone - only it's on a fif

CHIEF THOMPSON
Bird is on course for.intercept.

DEPUTY WIGAND
Can we run a trace on that phone.
See who the S.0.B.'s talking to?

CHIEF THOMPSON
For his sake, I hope it's a priest.

67.

McClane is ready to take a bite when the phone rl'-s.i,'ﬁ'

"L ' 'wa1 s a
1 | POPE

e

£o0t

N
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‘R.T. TRAILER RIG ~ NIGHT

5SK not only wants to know who McClane is ta

wants to know where they are.  It's not as fast &

d Pope connected via phone.

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

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

r"‘INTT‘ﬁEWSROOM - TV NEWS STATION - NIGHT

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

" NEWS PRODUCER
‘Source inside Homeland Security just

emailed me. Said they're tracking a
hijacked train.

HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

PILOT radios back to the new's-station:

NEWS PILOT
I g_ot it. Two niles ahead and mov:.n"

ugh, dead ahead is. the Northbound Amtrak|r eting
khe fields of Southern New Jersey. As the r_l bt

head to see if his SLAMERAMAN is ready.

CAMERAMAN

. GOT COMPANY!

nough. Right alongside the news chopper i “E-R.T
FER. CLOSER INSPECTION reveals Rooney strapped into
pnger seat. Then, as if the sky isn't cxo ed enpugh:

APACHE ATTACK HELICOPTER

Blazes ahead, right underneath both News and D.E|R.
helico rs. The Apache's target is the Northbouynd :

a

PPN Y SN
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ROONEY : " :
. Do not fire on that train! There's
- a strong probability Jack McClane is
1 on that train. - .

_ : Roonmr S S
- It's D.E.R.T.'s opinion. that Jack
McClane is our best chance of stopp:.ng
: Day 3!

69.

JINT. SITUATION ROOM - DHS - NIGHT:

atch the attack sequence unfold, Deputy W:.gand'
cell phone :r::mgs. As he answers, we INTERCUT WIYH-

.%R T HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

DEPUTY WIGAWD

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

: DEPUTY WIGAND
That's exactly what I'm doing.
Stopping Day 3.
(as if ordering)
" Begin attack sequence.

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

CAR - Where windows and seat cushions explode bBehind
Bs he runs. The car isn't just bullet xidden, it's
iscéraged in a hurricane of heat-treated lead. .

McClane

TER POV -~ The machine gun catch:.ng up wi

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

EXT. D.EL.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - NIGHT

Roon is spitting mad at what she sees.

ROONEY
Wigand you asshole!

l: INT. UN?FRGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT D

ollda up the phone and mockz.ngly says:

fCONT TRITTLTY
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o POPE R
Whaddayou know? .Pho_ne went dead.

KRISPY
Got it on TV.

" Krispy Yunes to the LIVE NEWS HELICOPTER SHOT I

Apache Hel:.copter ‘blistering the train with 50mm
fire.

N .I UATION ROOM ~ DHS - NIGHT

e big screens switch to the NEWS FEED.

- NIGHT

CHE HELICOPTER ~ NIGET

NO DUPLICAT @VITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN C.ONSE'NT.' -

THE ORDERS through the APACHE PILOT'S he

APACHE COMMAND
Begin flrxng sequencel

¢ the p:.lot's finger pulls the tr:nger,

TRAIN AND APACHE - IN ﬂOTION - NIGHT

[ The ro‘cﬁets sizzle right toward the rear car.

CLOSE ON MCCLANE - no time to think.
L Jumps £rom the rear car.

He just SCREAMS and

JON ~ McClane in mld—axr, threading a path between
ing rockets .

0" a massive eruption of shrapnel and flame.
twists, '

3% T mnn

<raplay-of screaming steel and dirt.

M
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1.
] . wEws HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - DAY .

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

< .R.T.. HELICOPTER ~ IN FLIGHT - NIGH‘I’

Rooney and crew are speechless.

RGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT '

at the fodtage' on TV, Pope shrinks bac!

ir. - : '

S POPE -
Release the 911 pack‘age

911 OPERATORS portioned into neat cubicl
to their computer-generated call 1list.

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

ISPATCH — READING POLICE DEPARTMENT ~ NIGHT

INTERSECTION — NIGHT

termath of a fresh collision. One car is ditched
, the other is flipped. PUSH IN ON the DRIVER
, airbag deployed, barely able to reach his cell .
. - fet when he dials 9-1-1 we PUSH IN ON thé speaker:

»

<] ' . 911 RECORDING

All emergency operators are busy.
. Please hang up and gdial aga:Ln.

NT—BH;L(IN' DONUTS -~ OUTSIDE MIDDLETON, NJ - NI

' Quiet bﬂ: for the pair of SBC GUYS with name tag clipped 1[0
d hats. They're on a late night break,

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

NEWS ANCHOR (ON TV)

. We have an update on that hijacked
‘ . train. D

All passengers appear to be
safe and accounted for. The only

-
/v assumed casualty was the unidentified

hijacker...
0O

: { CONTTNIIWIG

R TR ¥ AT PR A

edv
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7-2.

] swiss pzm TO - JACK G

rre alongs:Lde those SBC Hard hats, starinf
latest news.

; ._-;-v\-l\?.'.:.\‘.
— ) " JACK G
My dad was on that t:r._'a.i.n.
O ' _ SBC GUY - '
——-l'_r No shit? Wow. Lucky they got

everybody off.

: “3ACK G
Yeah. Lucky.

But G's face says dlfferént. He's certain b
is dead. He begins to convulse, his stomach rolling :
load of leftovexrs. Grabbing the first thing he can f:.nd -

hard hat - Jack G turns away and pukes

C quys are aghast

JACK G (CONT'D)
Jesus, sorry. ' I'll wash this out.

[-——-———— _ Sorry sqrry-.

Jack G dashes to the restroom.

SBC GUY
Believe that guy?

CEXT. ALLEY BEHIN'D DUNKIN' DORUTS ~ OUTSIDE MIDDI]

ent running. CBMERA TILTS to a six-story windoWless

SWITCHING STATION - NIGHT

ips in, that SBC hard hat 1ow. He uncllps the name
s the bar code in front of the reader - BUZ2

tag,
l he push s through the security door.

SRC SWITCHING STATION - NIGHT

Har populated, but still humming with a few HAT
. Jack G tilts his view up to take in Grand Central

« @5 TWENTIETH GENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC/\'.\,WITHOUT qu'swgmgu CONSENT

INT. ELEVATOR - SBC SWITCHING STATION -~ NIGHT

((_Wlimbs in, the doors shut, and he rides upward to -




1 in flat-screen monlto:s and keYboards set at var
points_ -~ a veritable mainline to all things dig

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

a J view ngngs a hard right, f£finding Rooney gea
e 4 e of those junction monitors. Another g
in POV

s a stunned Jack G sees McClane, scrape-
still standing.

, .mcx G
The train - -

MCCLANE

- Got a smdew&nder enema. Ears are
still ringing. )

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

- — ' : © ROONEY , _
I ' ' 41 =~ Yeah, I know. Version 1.0 is a
: pain in the balls. But he thinks

you're our best shot... So do I.

EXT. O FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

d Mr. Frank step from the farm house. P
e path, they take notice of Lydia in th

It appears as 1f she's washing dishes.
exchanged.

INSIDE THE KITCHEN

; She's prepping tined
ve devices, laid out on a dishtowel like d{ead fish.

" We see ydia nod again - onl§ this nod is to Wash,.j st inside

-

EXT. HORSE BARN ~ NEAR OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

WIDER

' i two more classic cars parked in horse stalIls. A
[freve and a Firebird.
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] EXT. BEYOND THE HORSE BARN - NIGHT .

i w;th Krlspy. _In hushed voices, they g

MR. FRANK
He's certxfxable. Out ‘of hzs sknll'

| KRISPY -
You're talking like he's" anothexr
start-up. He's Greg Pope. He made

‘money before it was called.money
{closer)

Trust the business model, frxend
takes the last drag off the smoke.

_ We're all gonna be rlch.
k
: ... Just wanna be on that beach,
waiting for the call to put Humpty

Dumpty back together again.

INT. UNOERGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGH

Krispy HNTERS, Mr. Frank right behind him,

_ . OLIVIER _ :
‘Telecom package is a go. So if

anybody wants to call mom, here s
your last -

POPE

1 -~ Someone was smoking. o
(:) MR FRANK '
‘ That would be me. Got a problem

with that?

‘POPE
Dlrty habit.

MR. FRANK

_] So's money. That means none of us
are clean.

LNTT—UIHITAL SOLUTIONS BANK - SBC SWITCHI&G STATION ~ NIGHY

Rooney, Panzarella, and Beebock are all huddled
ack G. Jack G 's fingers briefly hovexr ov
.. Then come the first strokes. On screen,

lines of

1] = QUICK SHOTS AROUND THE NORTHEASTERN C

Hexre's at we see:

PCPRREL v R
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R -"75.1"l
| SUPERMAR‘KETS '

eclmated Long liﬁes.

SHOPPING MALLS

CHRIS WALLACE (ON TV)
... Fox News has learned that The
President plans to *"set the table"™
for the potential declaration of
" Marshall Law. Sources inside The
White Housé have confirmed that
National Guard units have been put
on. immediate alert in the event of
additional infrastructure failures.

RGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT

bm. Then we're shot over to another satelli
d another wntil..._

. Pope in his wheelchair, staring up at the starry|s lug
_ is neaESk. . )

' ' POPE
[:) : Ever wonder what it means?

| F PONITUTRIT TS b

. Wl *
feT 4 ML
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erore.

INT.

Satlsr

Blue looks up at the sky as if he s never looked X

Then ..

' BLUE - '
“es T try not to, Mr. Pope.

RGROUND BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGHT_

d that the mvs are knocked out. ..

: KRISPY
Phones next. Then power. And we

up on

o).

No need

r——

% _

h

)LO\W

own it all.

OLIVIER _
Ownership has its pr1v1leges

MR. FRANK _
Ownership has its responsibilities.
Don't get cocky.

ornexr screen.

. KRISPY
Intruder' Jack McClane is back'

MR. FRANK
Dammit. He's trying to peel the
code. Get Pope.

C;;;;:LIGITAL SOLUTIONS BANK —~ SBC SWITCHING STAT]

rs are rolling up on screen like a hu
ine, one locking in after the next.

'PANZARELLA
You're gonna get inside -

JACK G
- Already am inside. It's about

what they're gonna do when they flnd
me.

[ o

ROONEY '
Isn't there some kind of digital fly
Yyou can throw in the ointment?

JACK G
I am the fly in the cintment.

-~ MCCLANE'S REACTION

or a DNA test. Jack G's his boy.
WITH:

en Krlspy notices a strange series of d

JERY S0 N

=
| ol
]
(e]

[

ndga
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-} INT. UNDERGROUED BUNKER - OLD FARM HOUSE - NIGH'.I" -
. Dane. s 1
starts work:.ng a: keyboard

olls :.n, .no wheelchau: at all t.o prop h

MR. FRANK . .
Tr:.ed all known countemaasures. -

Nothing kicks back. He's gotta be . -
plugged into a - SO T

POPE
- Superjunct:.on

1 x: "my father says 'hi'"

-

. |

O

(speaks as he types)
“How - the - weather -~ in - Jersey"“

G'S SCREENS

x: "weather's bad everywhere."”

BROWN: "the sun can shine only after the
MCCLANE - B
What kinda crap is that? Tell him

Michael Jackson wants h:l.s gloves
back.

OWN: "isn't it feeding time at the ret]

" MCCLANE {(CONT'D)
Let me in there.

JACK G
"Keep your hands -

MCCLANE

(two f:.nger types)
~ "eat - mel”

. . - -
——Mrﬂt me" appears on Pope's screen, the angrier fhe|burns.

: RRISPY
He's past the outer wall,
for a source stream -

strip.-mining _

MR. FRANK

~ It's not like he can stop us. .
Most he can do is slow.us down - .

- He's smarter than you think.
(CONTINUIJ:m

&
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78..' -

ed .

IESCIRELE LI A4

(BACK on - :mcrc G's comum

is replaced by another - code str:.pped : re-comm:.t
and returned. -

-a_m_é_;s-uia-] ~ MCCLANE zmn ROONEY

As she wh:.spers to McClane.

| ROONEY
Jack's good Really good

‘*-—-!'tcei?me—imows.v But suddenly Jack G's hands leav

His eyes scanning the gigabytes of infe
ed on both screens.

ROONEY (CON‘J."D)
What‘s wrong? -

JACK G
I'm lost... I can't do it.

" ROONEY
Try again., dJust start over -

.. JACK G |
" - Where? He must have ten million
PC's tied together.

 MCCLANE
Shut it down, then.

, ROONEY
- Shut what down?
MCCLANE
The internet. Shut it down. Isn't

-thare some master sw:.tch or circuit
- breaker.

res at McClane are comic.. Panzarella leags in and
ispers] to Jack G. .

] , PANZARELLA

You're actually related to him?

BEEBOCK
Intelligence sometimes skips a
generation -

_ JACK G
- Shut up!

BACK 'I.'O—l- POPE AND CREW D
] -i.s silent. _

)
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- 79,

. R . ¥ KRISPY s
" 1-. ;:j He's stopped . He s gJ.v:l.ng up

BACK TO - JACK G

JACK G L
Can't shut down the J.nternet But
the internet can shut down Pope

=]

t

7 culling all the network codes and mar
blanket ISP's.

What are you doing?

e o JACK G~ g
'iou know all those annoy:.ng pop-ups
and junk mail that clogs up your
computer -~ I know - if you had a

conmputer?
(hands working
furiously) : _
I'm sending it all to Pope. Every
" single piece of crap on the net.
. - I'm going to break his system.

MERGROUND BUNKER -~ om-rm HOUSE - NIGHT.

-OLIVIER
Q What the fu.

_ KRISPY ' .
/ We'xe getting heavy. Why's everything
—. 80 Goddamn slow - ‘

\ MR. FRANK
L ' - It's junk.

The prick, vhe s flooding
us. We're a magnet for shit!

5E ON - POPE -

ily begins hammering away at the keyboa::d1——-—09—-———
cx it looks like gobbledygook. But Mr. Frank recognizes

MR. FRANK (CONT'D)
. i ~ That's the power package!

" _pope—ignbres Mr. Frank, continuing to "cue up"

I
ﬂ&ﬁ? Mr. Frank pushes in,

(CONTINTTILTIY
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'MR. FRANK ' (CONT'D)
That's not the "business model."
Power is supposed to go after we're
" airborne. After we're. off the rock.

- POPE'S HANDS

lFPaster than any hands we've ever seen move -over a
nap - ENTER - the power package is away.

FRANK ~ KRISPY - THEN OLIVIER

totally mad?

't believe what they just saw. Pope turhs

MR. FRANK (CONT'D)
You arrogant ass! They're not going
to pay us to fix the country if they

can prove we're the ones who broke
it.

POPE
Assuming the country is worth fixing.

locks at Pope in complete disbelief.

MR. FRANK . . .
Hello? Who's in there? The white-
gloved wheelchair guy? Or Jerry's
Miracle Kid? '

POPE
‘Pope is dead.

80.

dap, spap - city block after city block is
ished.

Cffl 1i

—~—E¥E~—EH#LL LANDSCAPE ~ HELICOPTER SHOT - NIGHT

s extinguished.

[

PERRRES SR
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] EXT. SUBURBAN LANDSCAPE - NIGEHT

r -goes out..

EXT. PHILADELPHIA SKYLINE - NIGHT

One bui ding goes dark, then two, then 1t's as i
cloud has rolled in. Evergthlog goes black.

B HATTAN SKYLINE - NIGHT

Like Philly, only biggex. It's a tsunami of POV,

-——-as-frmps across the- Brooklyn, Queensbox:ough ro gh

ttan, Brooklyn, '.l'he Bronx, Long Island. All ds

'tage after power outage - heading for Was

DEPUTY WIGAND

" The President's gonna ha.ve to make
another speech.

ircuits go. The room goes black.

S AND HISTORICAIL, SIGHTS — WASHINGTO,

blackness we see muzzle flashes to match the IOUD

-

- Frank, Krispy, and Olivier ~ all dead. Then e
lighti ' _

! swung onto -
-————TOP

Smoking bun in hand, breathless with excitement,|eyes wild.

LH-

A lamp is turned on, revealing big Blae. We figs

OUT :

81.

t,

st
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'FADE UP ON:

|

o DAY 3

We following OVER BLACK:

_ bl  RADIO MESSAGE

. This is a message from the Emergency
Services Administration.

'QUICK SHOTS - NEW YORK CITY - DAWN

RADIO MESSAGE
... Please, stay in your homes. If
you need to leave your homes.:.

@URBAN NEIGHBORHOOD - NEW HAVEN, CT - DAW)
The f£all] colors are in odd contrast to the slow- o
: GUARD TANK which blares the radio message)
RADIO MESSAGE
... stand first in the front door

with your arms over your head. This
is for your own safety... -

" CLAPBOBRD HOME - DAWN

A younq~¥AMILY of immigrants .huddies around a pink, Batbie
AM radiol. e

RADYIO MESSAGE
... if you are homeless, stay where
you are until directed to the nearest
disaster relief area.

mt is looted. Bbandoned cars are graffitief
int. The D.E.R.T. rigs ~ trailexr, van,

d elicopter - are parked and ready. Everyo
fs\ﬁ OVER THE ROTORS:




T BEEBOCK
I TRACED THE PHONE CALY, BETWEEN ‘
MCCLANE AND POPE. CLOSEST I COULD

"GET WAS AN AREA CODE IN LANCASTER
COUNTI. '

ROONEY '
THAT'S NO SMALL PIECE OF pEnnsxnvnNIA

. JACK G o
WHO CARES THE SIZE? . GAME'S OVER.
POWER GRID WAS POPE'S LAST DOMINO.

_ MCCLANE

CHARLIE BROWN'S NOT PLAYING WITH A
FULL SET OF DOMINOS.- FREAKS LIKE
HIM - GAME'S NEVER OVER

o N B . ROONEY

S YOU GOT A PLAN?

- | MCCILANE
=

WHAT DO POPE AND CHARLIE BROWN HAVE
IN COMMON?

. . JACK G |
NOTHING. POPE'S A PRAGMATIST.
CHARLIE BROWN'S AN ANARCHIST.

MCCLANE _
NEITHER LIKES GETTING FUCKED WITH.
TIME TO START PRESSING HIS BUTTONS.

5

EXT. D.E.R.T. HELICOPTER - DAWN

I . Crudely spray-painted to appear as if it's an
nl HAZMAT helicopter.

ROONEY (OVER LOUDSPEAKER)
... WARNING TO FARMERS. KEEP ALL .
LIVESTOCK PENNED AND FENCES REPAIRED.

Q FEVER IS A HIGHLY CONTAGIOUS
BACTERIA. ..

.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT -~ DAY

Rooney, Jack G, Panzarella. Helmets fixed;
ugh radio headsets.

D.E.R.T. PILOT
Is this gonna work? . D
N . .MCCLANE - ' '

Got another way to smoke him out?

{CONTINUED}

83,
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- CLOSE ON = JRCK G

: £ Y at the w:.ndow, cl:Lng:Lng to his seat. 'Rnéyf- notes
the wh:l.te knuckles. _ '

—— -

ROONEY
Scared of fly:.ng°

| . JACK G
—UT : _Scared of gett:.ng shot down by an F—
. 5

lods out the w:l.ndow toward the distant jg

ROONEY .
Nothing to worry aboukt. All non-
government aircraft are grounded.

_ MCCLANE '
: Hey, Rooney. You have k:Lds"
ROONEY
—— ' MCCLANE
q

... Cats. T have cats.
Bought Johnny a dog once. ‘What we
- name that dog? "Bozo?" ' '
JACK G - -
It's name was "Bingo." And you d:t.dn't
buy it. Was a rescue from the D.E.A.

ROONEY

" You brought ‘home a drug sn:Lff:Lng
dog?

JACK G
I was _twalve.

MCCLANE

Found drugs didn't he? Loved that
dog. .

r— EXT H.EIIF COPTER SHOT - LANCAgTER COUNTY, E"A‘ - DKY

The|D.E.R.T. chopper soars over Pmush farms. Sheep and coys
run. Ealrly-—r:.s:.ng, plow-loving Amish FARMERS lodk annoyed
NT .R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT ~ DAY
MCCLANE
Go lower! -
~ D.E.R.T. PILOT
Any lower and I'll be scarin' the
buttemilk out the Amish.

.005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLIC,ON WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.



- PHNZARELLA ,
- Ya ya. Diese grossen lauten Voegel
machen den armen Bauern Angst'

MCCILANE
_ “That some klnd of nmlsh°.
—lf o | PANZARELLA

German. Technically, the Amish speak
a mix of Dutch and German -

MCCLANE.
"—~ Mary the Land Goat-or somethlng
like that " MEan anythlng to you?

Panzarella thinks, then...

(:::::> PANZARELLA

"Meer landgoed.*” Means “farm on the
lake."
MCCLANE

That's it! Any lakes in Lancaster
County? ‘ ‘

QLD FARM - MORNING

fresh air.
D _ POPE ’
. Smell that? No electric charges,

microwave pulses, television SLgnals.

1 cmethlng rings for McClane._ He remembers Roose
al answer about Pope's location.

npw reveal the old farm is nestled at thefedge of a
.---11 lake. Strolling along a shoreline path|ig Pope), [P
to the rear are Blue and Wash. Pope stobps, sudgks

- 85

It's a new world -

ROONREY (OVER LOUDSPEAKER)
L +«» WARNING TO FARMERS. ELECTRIC

FENCES ARE DOWN. WE HAVE AN .OUTBREAK
OF Q FEVER...

POPE
Q@ Fever. Coxiella burnetii.

Pope's <4yes begin to swerve. . Panic begins to sety.

, POPE (CONT'D)
We have to light the fires. We have

(/*‘“\VZ;;E% to kill the germs.

a

{CORTINU

)

D)

s
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- WASH
RE S - The Q@ germ?
" | ' POPE
All the gerns.

__JEXET—HORSE BARN - NEAR THE OLD FARM HOUSE -~ DAI

LA RN

in Pope's fist. Once seated, Pope unfu
it's the schematic he'd drawn - the onp
pokes going into a hub.

.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - DAY

dscape

C:::::) ' o ROONEY

I don‘t even know what I'm looking

' . forx. _ _
N MCCLANE =~ -
Deviations. ' Flaws. Shit that looks

out of place - like it doesn't belong.

| - D.E.R.T. PILOT
: Like classic cars on parade.

ROONEY

I'm from Maphattan. It all.looks
out of place - '

MCCLANE

) - What'd you say about cars? _
D.E.R.T. PILOT .
Five o'clock. '69 Chevelle, '75

- Bronco, i '

'72 Firebird -

: .~ MCCLANE | D
(,»—«\\/,/fj - Turn around! :
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- 874

EXT. RURAL HIGHWAY - DAY

_th-eyl .conie, Pope's parade of class:.c ca
cradled by the Chevelle in front and the Firebi

rear. In the b.g., we see the D.E.R.T. Helicop
INT. D.B.R.T. HELICOPTER - IN FLIGHT - DAY

__l—'ic_lla' D-E-R.T. Pilot has the three cars on visual.

MCCLANE
When s the last time you saw three

muscle cars cruising through Amish
country?

| D.E.R.T. PILOT
Beauties, arxen't’ they" " When America

built real cars. No silicon.chips,
'no motherboards -

JACK G

—~ No computers? Just p:l.stons, spark
plugs.

g is serioﬁs'ly buggiﬁg‘ Jack G.

TWO)

The PIDQT of GUNSHIP TWO gives a "put—it—down!’ g

(Somprbe

D | Keep goin'!

sture.

MCCLANE

D.E.R.T. PILOT

Government gunships say put it down,
I'm putt:Lng down !

looks to her r::.ght. GUNSHIP ONE falling back into l

MCCLANE
Keep goin'! It's a bluff,

D.E.R.T. PILOT
It's a Goddamn good cne. I'm not
getting shot down by my own side!

NT CHEVELLE - IN MOTION - DAY

.~ pgpe tilts his side view mirror. He can see the

- three hofl.icopters.. Pope speaks into a walkie-taJLk
POPE '

D Lydia? You know what to do.

PR T -
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. |CLOSE ON - JACK G

eating him comes. out in words..

| o . JACK G |

—— A car that works without computer
. . l chips or motherboards. " Impregnable
to... _ . . .

JERIE SRR

ROONEY
... Impregnable to what?

JACK G
E-M-P! .

BRONCO - IN MOTION ~ DAY

k:

¥ 7 ’ .
This FMP| explosion is in SLOW MOTION. It starts w'
| qiickly turnlng into an ice blue wave that oVertikeg

the landscape and airspace above.

TEE D.E.R.T. HELICOPTER .
(/’E;;;;\Bqui,.instrumehts sparking. The pilot wr
[::::E)for control ., : o

| QUICK SHDTS - BOTH DHS GUNSHIP PILOTS

4tles the

)

rafts Spl»

EadK rocked by their own loss of power, both air
t control.

DE - HELICOPTER AIRSPACE.

- Whiée aft GUNSHIP ONE careens away on Lts owlp downward
_ eckory toward . the road... -

MCC He sees what's about to happen.

—€UNi&iP~LHO - Splnnzng wildly right into the D.EBR-%.
eljcoptex.

— The helicopters coilide hid—ai:.

)

Grabs Rooney and pulls her down just as -

!
i
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89

] AIRSPACE - Withbut a rotor, GUNSHIP TWO pluminets,"~

Snap' She's in, but -

- Horrified to lose Rooney, has no time %
ay . Mcclane is hanging out of the open fju

tree branches toward the ground.

J'ACKG
DADII ! :

- Grabs his son's hand. Jack G pulls ari

swings
safely back into the fuselage.

The helfi.co'pter fuselage hits the ground
ilon. We SLOWLY PUSH toward the crumpled

ON THE HIGHWAY - DAY

OP ~' Gunship One crashes onto the shoulder just
£ Wash's firebird. Wash swerves, but the|downed
's rotors slice the top of  the Firebird right off.

THE 0 -~ Lydia panics, hits the brakes, sending {th¢ Bronco
into a jc:.dd:.ng, two wheel slide.

! HELCE LLE - Connects with the Bronco. - The Brdnco spins
_away int the ditch. The Chevelle flips, tumblihg . four tines
befo coming to rest, upside down and steaming. ‘

he burning Gunship, the wrecked Firebird,
the flipped Chevelle.

—-————Hﬂ’-—‘WRﬁCKED D.E. R T. HELICOPTER -~ MOUNTAIN SLOP

e smoke and dust we see Jack @, st:.ll ax
Dh:. seall and working to get unfastened.

(CONTINUEDY

REPEY LR
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JACK G
Dad°
(unbuckles )

DAD!

“wheels from his father's empty seat to the
_where a wincing, one-eyed McClane checks the Pild

vitals, he! s dead. . Jack G looks at the body" a_nd \

JACK G (CONT‘D)
1 We should be dead.

MCCLANE :
Yeah, well. Wa.nna trade places with
‘him? :
{pushes by)
Didn't think so.

THE 'D@E.’R.T. PILOT'S p.xs'rc_n.

l McClane hnholsters it from the dead man,

_ ; éh,ecks
then achingly pushes for an exit.

CKS ON THE HIGHWAY - DAY

eding, but determined Lydia throws a shouldé¢r into thé

's| door, pushing out into the middle of thp road ty.
e battered Blue and Pope. Lydia helps Pope and
e Bronco. . Doors slam., In four—-wheel-driwvse

TO - MCCLBNE AND JACK G

ling from the trees as fast as they're physically abl
th Y nu.ss Pope and. crew in the Bronco by merg moments.

- THE HIGHWAY

‘HIGH

-

trj -in both directions with a constant, slowrburnir

lape which hovers only inches above the asphalt This gogs
as far as the eye can see.

d/ and half-burned. Jack G stamps it out.
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_ JACK G. - O
Natural gas. lines. Power's gone, so
the safeties must be off to- rel:l.eve

the pressure -

L eta VAL

3 MCCLANE -
- But where do they go?

— . . : ~JCK G |
T ] Where don't they go? Natural gas

| runs everywhere. Almost every house v
" . every city, coast to coast...

Al

MCCLANE

.-+ "America's stand:.ng on top of a
time bomb." .

Johnnytakes another look at that half;burned up map.
SMOKING GUNSHIP WRECK
amongst the shra;[.inel are munitions-, us

; ss and
igfe. McClane examines a couple of grenadds,\ clips

o |his belt, then picks up an assault rifle| checks the
. then tosses it to Jack G.

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
Know how to -

_ SACR ©
- M16 A4 automatic carbine.

{racks a load)

Halo 2. X Box Live. I an the Master
Chief.

THE FIREBIRD

e roof sliced clean off. McClane pulls oht what's
Wash. TILT UP to Jack G.

::] ' MCCLANE

JACK G (CONT'D)
l Ever get tired of all the blood?

’ l Tired of getting beat.

cCYane\steps into the Firebird. Jack G, too. McClane pulls
“out ofto] the highway and follows that low, hoveri flam

ZOOMS ~ THE HALF-BURNED MAP
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EXT-

HIGH SHOT - NATURAL GAS JUNCTION STATION - n'

with cha1n~11nk and razor wire. This is the hub
an open hate we see the Firebird pull through ang

MCCLKNE AND JACK G

MCCLANE
Clockwlse or to the rlght.

E . JACK G o .
What? - o
: MCCLANE
To stop a chain reaction we'll have

to manually shut every valve we can
£ind. Clockwise or to the rlght ,
(then...)
Whatever happens next. You don't
" stop to save me, I don't stop to

save you. We just get done what -

needs to - . | - : N
q OF AN ENGINE. McClane and Jack G wheel i@t
_' ses - . ' .
| RONCO S '

ustxng rom one of those old sheds, charglng at -

D JACK G

of firing into the dirty windshield, McClane only
) Spllt second to shove Jack G clear and ~

THE BRONLO'S. GRILI: MEETS MCCLANE

McClane tumbles backward, crashing into}the chain
{ link fente. He hits the ground with a sickening|thud.

05 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICA""‘% W'ITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

has vanished. Not a trace. Blue approach

é

BLUE :
Like that shit? How 'bout I drop

[:] you three stories. Just like Gabby.




_493’.

“in pain, ti:yixig‘- to find his feet. His
broken, hanging from an even more useless: should

O GRENADES

'I'he ones McClane clipped to his belt. They lay o2\

ane. Blue strides slowly,. p:.cks up . both grenades
ets them Next he tra:ms his sxghts on M

A hook:.ng k:.ck sends the pz.st:ol soaring, 3 Bring
pipes. : '

BLUE (CONT'D)
- A one armed old man? You'xre like
ug, now., A misfit.

 |grabs hold of one of the pipes and start} climbing)

. INT. STAIRWELL ENTRY - THE HUB - DAY

ax ts line the wall, each with an emergency hgad lamp

d:ﬁ uts on a bard hat, switches on the lamp,
ds, gun forward.

BLOOD SMEARS

@10 he wall. Jack G has found a trail.

YARD - DAY

ipe complex, McClane is clearly outmatch%d by big
McClane has nowhere to maneuver. He duckg one kick
clipped by the next, nearly stumbles off themjss.we

fittingy; before leaping for a hanging cable.

jUT BU

He s tool tall. He merely has to reach, grabbing|a cable
bpoth hands, toyingly swinging it left and right as if
A McClane loose. Finally, Blue grabs the cab ith

; s, hangs, throws those long legs out until they
wrap tightly around McClane.

€] arm to hang on with, he tries to kick a%na 7
Ci,)t‘s u ass.

A PVOVATIY TAYP YRS L)
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AND BLUE

He .aé éverythzng worklng for hlm,'length and 1e erage

_another plpe set

 BLUE.

age inces,'cracklhg rlbs"as'they land. Bnd when he

; all arms and legs snak;ng_around.MtCl.
‘s ‘death grip. Blue swivels and tosses
~ then again - SLAM. Then with an arm twis
throat, he cuts off McClane's windpipe

fist, but Blue just catches it, twisting
t-over untxl -

' : BLUE ' '
(:::::) ~ Hey. That's Rosey s Bowl rlng'

MCCLANE
Trade you for it.

_[j“*——*f"‘ ' BLUE.

. Trade you? Shit.

TIGHT ON ~ BLUE'S TEETH

1y elamp down on McClane's index finger, ca:ching the
sliding it off. Blue proudly reveals

stuck between his teeth

M

ts h hard foot into Blue's chest, sending the
footer ai]ing backwards., .

— ion falling - off the top of the plpe c lex and .

the grenade explodes.

INT. JUNCTION - THE HUB - DAY

grenade explosion echoes through the pipes.

the viEkFtion to Lydia's alert face. She return

P’l
Q

WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.
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95.

. <1 | aNT: NEAR THE VALVE JUNCTION ROOM - THE. HU'B‘.'-__-DAY-

talls at the SOUND OF POPE'S VOICE. He

1 his light, crouches and peers :Ln a crack betwee
fittings.

5 w:.tches off.

JACK G'S§ POV - THE VALVE JUNCTION

Pope. Lydia is atta.ch:.ng t:he detonator rires—%o a_'
14 by Pope. .

RWELL ENTRY - THE HUB - DAY

ides, then tumbles down the sta:.rwell McClane lapdds
h_.a crunch.

MCCLANE
Mother~fu. . .

VALVE ROOM - THE HUB ~ DAY

1arge,' curved corridor with master val
twenty-flive feet. Jack G slings the rifle and st
.' the first wheel.

rts twis 1ng

TEE VALVE JUNCTION ROOM - THE HUB - DAY

@e lides along the wall. Sees the lights p£ the Valye
on room and calls - .

MCCLANE
JIJAARACCCCKKEKRKER! 1 1t
C\jrm.vs CTION ROOM
A e steps down the steps...
<] POPE (0.S. ).

Things really haven't chénged.

Wobbly, ;(cClane swings the p:l.stol onto a st:.ffly erect| and

unarmed Pope.

; POPE (CONT'D)

We think we're so evolved. But look
at it. All of this. Pipes,

connections. This particular hub is

just a router through which another
~lifeline flows -

SMACK! I

e

t] of nowhere comes Lydia, throwing a crushid ight
choss Clane's skull. ' The pistol is kicked away.

—
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. .Im'r.' _OUTER VALVE ROOM - ;mcx 6 - DAY
: ‘ ves on to another valve, sp:.nn:.ng the big wheel -
clockw:l.se unt:l.l 1t's shut

JUNCTION - THE HUB ~ DAY .

[McClane finds his feet. BHe tries to focus. He cyn see jbdth
ia's eyes. The real right eyeball and the glassy eft:.
McClane, throwing punches with a boxer's,skj

S EYE

_ Head at McClane. So McClane sends a Hai
surp_ri.s:. g he.z: and sending her z:eeluxg

THE PIPE WRENCH

McClan&\reaches 1t, grabs one end, throws his weight and
. The claw catches Lydia in her blind spo
5. Mc

, spinning .
Clane whirls, swinging the wrench again fn ]
Last hgrd

 her blind spot with each blow. With ong
d:x.a's skull g:wes.

ered with Lydia's blood. The germaphobe. in him
| Pope SCREAMS! -

, pipe, reaches for anything to ste_ady-him, but falls
intc Popp. . -
" | JACK G (0.S.)
DAD!
OOR

d/McClane. Knotted and bloody. Pope gritg his tedth
fes a pistol in McClane's neck.

JACK G APPEARS

s{le-falised, shaking, and holding on the tangle|of—
dc ane~ His POV swings quickly over to the laptop.

96.
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o MCCLANE -
“en Shoot him.

{ - Go ahead. Kill your father. .

: A MCCLANE -~
Screw that, take the shot.

- JACK. G'S{ POV

the barrel of the rifle. This isn't Halo 2

MCCLANE (CONT'D) :
LISTEN TO ME, "SUE." YOU GOTTA STOP
THE BOMB. ‘TAKE THE SHOT!

JACK G _
~ Never underestimate a child's
instinet to save their parent.

. BAM! - the bullet skims by McClane's head and strikes Pope

/bn:ueen\the eyes. Dead.
___..Egas_w.i.dg. He can't believe what his son just g
(—\/ : MCCLANE .-

A ... Gotta get me an X Box.

}Gk{ eels down to help his father and -

N

MCCLANE (CONT'D)
The bomb.

JACK G

Believe me. Thexe's nothing to do
but run. C'mon.

EXT. PIPE YARD - DAY

jrm, McClane and Jack G exhume themselves from the

a3 MCCLANE
. What about 1_:he valves?

) JACK G
Got most of 'em shut.

{CONTTTNTYRINY

97,

et A
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" MCCLANE .~

| | Most of 'em?

JACK G | .
I wasn't count:tug, I was just -

‘_I_M::_J——ane:Lye5 the ‘Bronco.
3 - " MCCLANE
'.—‘f ; . = Shut up and drzve.

INT. VAL mc'rxon ROOM -~ THE HUB - DAY

the laptop. '.I.‘hose encrypted numbers fre

THE ACCELERATOR

he flooxr. The Bronco roars ahead, blow:.ng
chain Dhnk fence. -

PE| YARD

éH into a fireball.

MCCLANE
Maybe one?

THE BRONCO

'iﬁ‘ape ine blows, ruptured by fire.

-*"

j Iﬁ:the Bronco through the wooded area, serp Ining }
\ Lreas like they were slalom poles unt:.l hey break i
through jfnto a pasture.

pwed . by flame.

ER SHOT
Tha BEOHco charginé, bumping, sliding through thﬁ.
fﬁaw)tilem, the pipeline continues erupting.

N




N REAR VIEW'MIRROR

ut flame and flreballs.'

JACK G
It's chasing us!

MCCLANE

_,:' ‘ i Keep your foot on. the gas'
| » (looks behind) . -
1B ' We gotta stop it before the llne

splits! Otherwxse -

JACK G_
~ Chain reaction, no shit.

 MCCLANE
Yeah. Go fastex.

a natural draznage channel

GE CHANNEL o

Erupts in earth and fire behind the Bronco. The wa
the small canyon are too steep for the Bronco to pul
The only direction is straight ahead.

ERN SLOPE - DAY

see the Bronco.

PANZARELLA

Is that -~

{:— ' o -"Ro.om:!

- = McClane!

SLOPE -~ SMALL CANYON - DAY

prico charges up and -

s ' JACK G
Hang on!

Any ideas?

s the other section of the D.E.R.T. hel} c ;
ooney and Panzarella stand and turn to wha B—an

ontinues to erupt with ten-story flames.| Just ahegd

skorched earth, and that moving fireball §s the small
oving fireball ~ dwarfed by the size of

ural drainage channel ends in a steep slope. The )

99,

out

e explosjons -

[

(CONTINUEDY

JEEPRLY H. R LI

'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

©2005 TWENTIETH CENTURY FOX. NO DUPLICATION WITHOUT FOX



T

" | sLow MoTION

bo scars in the air.

MCCLANE'S POV -ZOOMS'

MCCLANE

There!l

JACK G

I got it!

MCCLANE

At the other end of a cornfield, he sees a naturd
" | junction, pipes busting from the ground.

I know you do. Just stay on that
line. And jump when I tell you:.

'R JACK G

doesn't mean -

. L '

alr.

MIRROR

all is right on their ass.

HE PYIPE JUNCTION

MCCLANE

_ That's it! You got it.
GO!

-Just because I listened to you once,

Go, go, go,

100.

the corn, sending sprays of earth a hundred feet

NPT U

C&N WITHOUT FOX'S WRITTEN CONSENT.

out of the cornfield. Jack g understands,/now.
e wheels, pushes the accelerator down to

the

H

oOX ).
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. { ‘wrcEsmoy
- The fireball is licking 'at;"the_ rear of the Broncp
yards ahead is the Pipe Junction.

' ez} noos

-—~1fr ch, itiopen.
. MCCLANE (CONT'D)

My side! " Let's go!

TS

r_.uccmm JACK G

. Leap from the moving Bronco, rolling to a muddy st p_i

cornfield.

ending both sides away from the other.

101. -

'I.‘he f:. = all - the Bronco - the pipe junction - father and

dlong through the pipe junction, complete erdring

 JUNCTION

two.

One side is a blazihg, roaring, mout]
e other side is dispersing inert gas to the

F_TFEall has been stopped
, gm TERN SLOPE -. DAY .

relleved Rooney and Panzarella.

RNFIELD ~ DAY

hobling pair - McClane and Jack G - work th

. ._.—of_—khe—sroking aftermath. They push thx.;ough a sea
' stalks, :

tumbling upon an abandoned tractor.

JACK G
D Maybe you could hotwire it.

r way ou
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MCCLPANE ‘

-Ma.ybe I could show you how and you
could hotwire it.

JACK G
Bet you'd wanna drive, too.

MCCI.ANE T
 Damn right. .That ol® th:.ng 1ooks .

1 r just my speed.
l—-:JT 0 - |MOMENTS LATER

icClane and Jack G aboard the bof-ﬁiréd tractor.|
McClane riding. CRANE UP.

Johnny ash's

"A Boy Named Sue" plays over CREDITS.

102.

—
'

3
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