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FADE IN:

EXT. NATIONAL MALL - DAY

An endless sea of people. Every crevice from Lincoln 
Memorial to the Capitol building filled with still bodies. 
All face the capitol. Waiting.

The world is gray, the color and spice drained from it. The 
sky overcast, eliminating shadows.

Nobody makes a sound. The only thing heard is wind.

INT. COMMAND CENTER - DAY

Forty word stations aligned in two aisles. A dense, mission 
control filled with monitors, graph readings, maps.

GERALD BARNS (52) man’s the control desk front and center. 
Wall-sized screen in front of him show a straight on view of 
the Capitol Building.

Behind him, MIKE JENSON (36) approaches. Looms behind him. A 
sense of anxious terror in his solemn expression.

MIKE
How can we do this? To all those 
people. How can we know what we 
know and go on.

GERALD
We don’t have a choice. And one 
we’ll be gone. Then there won’t be 
any evidence. And this will become 
what it needs to be.

MIKE
What if they don’t believe it?

GERALD
They won’t be able to help it. It’s 
too enticing. Now get back to your 
station, we’re on in five.

INT. CAPITOL BUILDING - DAY

In a chair, back to us, a bald, white person waits in a 
chair. No shirt on. He rises. A perfectly proportioned body.

Two men priest-like outfits lay a cloak on his shoulders. He 
pulls the hood over his head.
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EXT. CAPITOL BUILDING - DAY

The sea of faces stair forward.

ANGLE ON THE CAPITOL

The center door opens. The cloaked figure emerges from the 
door, alone.

It throws back the hood to reveal ENOCH. He is ageless, 
perfect, bright white. He has no hair on his body.

He raises his arms to the sky.

INT. COMMAND CENTER - SAME TIME

Gerald flips switches on a control panel.

ANGLE ON THE FORWARD MONITORS

The view changes to the gray sky above the capitol.

Gerald flips another switch. A ten second countdown appears 
on the screen.

GERALD
Five, four, three, two, one. 
Showtime!

INT. PLANE - SAME TIME

The man behind the pilot’s seat of the large aircraft flips 
switches on a control panel.

EXT. PLANE - SAME TIME

Laser lights emerge from the bottom of the plane.

ANGLE ON THE FLEET

A fleet of planes. The middle ones drop white mist from 
their fuselage.

The white mist parts the clouds. The laser light planes 
illuminate the edges.

EXT. CAPITOL BUILDING - SAME TIME

Enoch holds his arms to the sky, his eyes closed. He 
separates his arms.

ANGLE ON THE SKY

The clouds part, a red glow at the edges.
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ANGLE ON THE CROWD

Their faces light up with the red light. Their faces 
captivated by the spectacle.

ANGLE ON ENOCH

He lowers his arms, faces the crowd, smiles.

Raises his arms to the crowd. The sea of people creates a 
wave as everyone bows before Enoch.

INT. COMMAND CENTER - DAY

Mike stares at the screen with dread.

MIKE
(sotto)

And so it begins.

ANGLE ON THE FORWARD SCREENS

Camera angles switch to reveal the subservient crowd. Enoch 
standing before them.

FADE OUT.

THE END
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