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(Credits play out over the following scenes).

EXT. SKIES OVER LONDON- VERY EARLY MORNING-

Darkness fades out to a POV racing through thick white clouds. A 

warhead rushes through the frame as the POV punches through the 

bottom of the cloudbank.

EXT. WIDE ON LONDON-

Peaceful- middle of the night- a spear of light followed by a 

trail of smoke. This manmade comet descends towards the Thames 

River, but before it gets there.

EXT. LONDON NIGHT-

The City Buster "Pops". Like an eye into hell it opens slowly. In 

the foreground the paint on the London Eye Bubbles- Tower Bridge 

trembles as if smacked by the hand of God. It's cables burn, 

sizzle and pop unwinding in less than a second off to the left-

The Houses of Parliament and Big Ben are blasted out of 

existence.

EXT. LONDON EYE-

Paint sloughs off the London Eye as the whole thing catches fire 

and is blasted into a melted wreck of slag and ruin. Flames roil 

as if in a never-ending inferno.

BACKGROUND-

Two more nukes go off like eyes into hell- the frame whites out.



JOHN (VOICE OVER)


The bombs fell that day-

EXT. RIO DE JANEIRO-

The massive statue of Christ is suddenly backlit with a light far 

brighter than any before-

Momentarily its' shadow is cast out in harsh relief-

The statue is obliterated-

A series of other nukes detonate superheating clouds and water.



JOHN (VO) CONTD.


There was nothing we could do about it-

Show a quick series of impacts around the globe-

L.A. D.C. N.Y. Tokyo Moscow-

Shots of the aftermath-

A world on fire.



JOHN (VO) CONTD.


It was the death knell of humanity.

FADE IN: 

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK FALLOUT SHELTER-

TITLE CARD: Four Hours After Judgment Day

John and Kate are seated in the cavernous entrance hall/cavern- 

For now the radio is silent, Johns' first orders given and being 

carried out without question.



KATE 


Don't you think that's a little over the top?



JOHN


Wha-?!

John looks up from his note-taking-



KATE


That death knell of humanity bit.

JOHN POV: His notes- and yup that's what he's written.



JOHN


Well sometimes a historian must make a slight 


exaggeration.

John smiled- Kate did too.



KATE


So you're a historian too?

John nods-



KATE 


Makes sense every leader was a historian in 


his or her own right.

They sit silently. The caves natural spring bubbles peacefully in 

the background. Kate takes Johns' hand she had an immense respect 

for him now.



KATE


I wish someone would've believed 


earlier...you or your mother you know-

John sighs-



JOHN


Me too- Not that it would change much. Today 


was-

He let it drop off- it didn't need to be said. Kate could see the 

sadness in his eyes- she was sure her eyes told the same story.



KATE


John-



JOHN


Yeah.



KATE


We're gonna make it humans I mean.

John's taken aback.



JOHN


I dunno- it's in our nature to kill 


ourselves.

Kate shakes her head.



KATE


No. It's in our nature to survive against all 


odds.

He chuckled inwardly- he preferred that way of looking at things.



KATE


Just because most of humanity is dead doesn't 


mean that it's fate that all humans will die.



JOHN


So there is no fate.

Kate smiled.



KATE


There are varying degrees of fate.



JOHN


You and I fated to survive today-



KATE


Judgment Day fated to occur-



JOHN


Skynet fated to be defeated.

Again they both share a small smile.

KATE'S POV: Taking in the splint set around Johns' ankle-

A set of crutches lies propped up against the sofa beside John.



KATE


How's the pain?

Flexing the ankle the best he can John replies-



JOHN


Bearable. We really need to check this place 


out.

Getting the crutches John stands carefully.



JOHN


Painkillers are kicking in.



KATE 


It's a good thing you didn't take the stuff 


we use to chemically neuter dogs.

John crutch walks towards the large glass doors between the large 

glass room and the computer center. He stops squinting through 

the glass.



JOHN


Holy Shit! That's a Terrarium-



KATE


Looks like it's primarily Pine Forest.



JOHN


It's a backup Oxygen system.

They start forward again. Twin glass doors slide open as they 

approach. On the other side the first thing they notice is 

food...tons of food.



KATE


Wow, there's food to last for years.



JOHN


We're the luckiest people on Earth Kate.

Kate nodded- John crooked an eyebrow and smiled-



JOHN


So....what's for dinner?

INT. MONTCLAIR SHOPPING PLAZA- UNDERGROUND PARKING GARAGE-

Maj. Timothy Reese and his Fiancee Pvt. 1st Class Mary Rhodes 

were very lucky. The parking garage they were in doubled as a 

fallout shelter. The shaking had finally stopped- earthquakes had 

ripped through California after the bombs had fallen.

Reese and Mary approached the up ramp-

A mall security guard signaled for them to stop-



SECURITY


Sorry Sir, Ma'am- do you have permits for 


your weapons?



REESE 


Here you go-

Reese handed his card to the guard-



SECURITY


And you Ma'am?



MARY


I must've left it in the car-

The security guard shrugged he could tell the two were together 

and were military- they could be trusted. He handed the I.D. back 

to Reese.



SECURITY


Sorry...had to check.

Reese nodded accepting his card.



REESE


Have you heard any radio reports...anything 


about what happened?



SECURITY


Yeah...we've heard something you might want 


to hear. Follow me.

Reese and Mary follow the Security Officer- they try to make 

small talk as if everything were normal.



REESE


Officer, what's your name?

The Officer stopped and turned and extending his hand shook both 

of theirs-



ROSS


Pardon my manners- Rosscoe Wainwright 


Mitchell 3rd but please just call me Ross.

They all share a good chuckle-



MARY


Ross it is then- my full name is Mary Violet 


Rhodes Pvt.1st Class, and my fiancee here is 


Timothy Reese.

Ross swept his hand to encompass both of them-



ROSS 


Nice to meet both of you...now let's get over 


to Security H.Q.

As they walk onward the shot moves up through the ground and 

right out to reveal the parking lot above ground-

EXT. PARKING LOT- EVENING-

Palm Trees are crowned with flames and one falls smashing onto a 

vehicle- It's like living hell.

People are walking. Burns cover their bodies like boils. Their 

eyes are swollen shut and their hair is burned off.

They cry out-



CRIES


Help me! I'm burning up! I can't see- It 


hurts it hurts!

These had the misfortune of being above ground on the edge of the 

blast zone radius. They were destined to have horribly painful 

deaths. One walks right past the camera.

INT. CENTRAL SECURITY-

Ross tries his card on the scanner but it won't work.



ROSS


Phil, open it up I've got some military folks 


here who need to hear the message.

A few moments later a kid no older than 19 opens the door. He 

motions them in and once they are past re-closes the door.



ROSS


Phil- Maj. Reese on my left Pvt. Rhodes on my 


right.

Phil shakes their hands.



PHIL


Cool- nice to meet ya. So- you wanna hear the 


message then?



REESE


We'd better-



PHIL 


I'll cue it up-

Reese glances at Ross-



ROSS


He records everything.

Ross turns on a small camping stove from an emergency kit-



ROSS


Coffee?



REESE


Please-



MARY


Just Black.



ROSS


How do you take it Reese?



REESE


Just make it strong.



PHIL


As you probably figured things went to shit 


at 6:18 PM- this repeating message was 


recorded at 6:35 PM.

He pushes Play



RECORDING


-Grimace- Sorry about that I may have broken 


my ankle. 


(Woman's voice)


You're live John. 


(Johns Voice)


My name is John Connor, I'm at Crystal Peak 


some kind of Government fallout shelter. This 


is long and complicated so I'll give you the 


Cliffs Notes version of it. In 1984 a soldier 


came through time to protect my mother from 


an assassin robot from the future. That 


soldier also happens to be my father. In 


completing his mission he died, as did the 


cyborg crushed to death in a hydraulic press 


by my mother. This happened at a factory 


owned by Cyberdyne Systems. From the cyborg 


they recovered it's brain chip a 


revolutionary Neural Net Processing Unit and 


its robotic arm and hand. They worked on it 


for years. 



RECORDING CONTD.


When I was 13 they tried again. A more 


advanced cyborg was sent to kill me. From the 


future I sent back one that looked like the 


original unit to protect me. Cyberdyne which 


was very close to cracking the secrets of the 


chip was destroyed. So was the deadly T-


1000..and my protector the T-800. All the 


artefacts from the first units were destroyed 


also. We thought it was over.



REESE


Jesus- this is the Cliffs Notes version-



PHIL


It gets worse.



RECORDING CONTD.


Cyberdyne Systems went bankrupt but its 


backup files and work were bought by Cyber 


Research Systems- a black book military 


company. They went on to construct drone 


killer units and something far worse. Skynet- 


a battlefield management system with a 


phalanx of orbiting satellites. It would- it 


did take humans out of the loop. Just these 


past two days another T-850 protector came to 


help save myself and Kate, to lead us here 


and defeat another cyborg nemesis. The 


deadliest yet named T-X. He gave his life to 


get us safe. Skynet took over military 


applications at approximately  5:00 PM- it 


started the Thermonuclear war at exactly 6:18 


PM. Many countries, the large ones at the 


very least were saturated by impacts- 


total...global...destruction. -Big Sigh- 


(Woman's Voice)


Take a moment John.



REESE


Jesus Kid.



RECORDING CONTD. 


Skynet wanted me dead for a simple reason. I 


was destined from birth to lead humans to 


victory over the machines in the upcoming 


war. I didn't want that job- but I'm ready 


for it now. I have not shitted you and I 


never will. The war will be long and many 


will die. But if we all join together- 


eventually we will destroy Skynet and its 


machine armies. My name is John Connor. I am 


at Crystal Peak. Contact me at ULF 1277. God 


be with you. Connor out.

Reese jotted down the number.



REESE


After all the shit that young man has been 


through, he's certainly got my respect and 


help.



MARY


 Mine too.



REESE


Can we contact him from here?



PHIL


As long as I can go with.



ROSS


Me too...not much work to do around here 


anymore.



REESE


He'll need all the help he can get.

Reese adjusted the ULF readout until he got to the correct 

frequency and held the send button down.



REESE


John Connor-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK-



OVER SPEAKERS


John Connor are you there?

John placed his utensils down- Hashed browns- Fake eggs milk 

added to powder and scrambled some canned franks. He crutch 

walked to the microphone and keyed it-



JOHN 


This is John Connor-



REESE


You said you were at Crystal Peak?



JOHN


That's right-



REESE


I know exactly where that is, my squad and I 


were there recently in fact.

Kate is beside John now-



KATE


It was so dusty-



JOHN 


It looked like the place was unused. When we 


entered the motor pool area there was dust 


everywhere.



REESE


We used the other entrance to stock things 


back up- you'll notice the food is good to 


about 2015. We were charged with restocking 


everything and-



JOHN


Hold on...there's another entrance?



REESE


Yeah there's a back door about 3/4ths of a 


mile from the com center- an elevator leads 


up to it.



JOHN 


So it's on the other side of this mountain.



REESE


Yes. As I was stating my team and I were 


there to restock the food supply and deliver 


some other equipment to the Crystal Peak 


Bunker by Maj. Gen. Johnson...but the orders 


came from General Robert Brewster-



KATE


My father?!...Did you meet him?



REESE


I'm afraid not Ma'am. But it seems as if his 


overbearing fears about the Skynet system 


were not unfounded- is it just the two of you 


there?



JOHN


Yes just Kate and myself. How many are there 


and more importantly who am I talking to?



REESE


There's four of us here- Myself Maj. Tim 


Reese my Fiancee Mary Rhodes Pvt. 1st Class 


and Ross and Phil Mall security specialists.

Reese...could it be?



JOHN


Where are you?



REESE 


Montclair California.



JOHN


Damn...that's about five or six hours on a 


normal day. Problem is the Mojave area took a 


lot of fallout...possibly one or two small 


hits. We think the wind is blowing it East, 


we're not sure-



REESE


Understood what do you want us to do?



JOHN


Make your group larger if you can- conserve 


ammunition as much as possible- watch your 


radiation levels. Use your discretion on when 


you think movement is safe and take your 


time. Skynet already has units out 


there...some more heavily armored than others 


ground and air. Don't forget if it's in the 


air it's one of theirs.



REESE 


Alright- John don't worry or panic- you seem 


to be doing a good job so far. There is an 


armory located on level 2 the code should be 


there amongst the codes you used to enter the 


shelter. Good luck.



JOHN


You too Reese...hopefully I'll see you around 


here eventually- Connor out.

Connor looks at the speaker and then at Kate.



JOHN


I think I just talked to my Grandpa.



KATE


You what-?!



JOHN


It's a long story.



KATE


We have plenty of time.

John sighs...when to begin.



JOHN


It all starts in the future...

EXT. SKIES OVER LA RUINS- DAY

It's dark as night.

Four Arial H/K Prototypes are in the air. They are circling like 

vultures-

They are equipped with a full compliment of missiles, twin 

chainguns and located near the tail a forced focus laser weapon.

As we hover over the ruins of LA with them they occasionally fire 

off missiles...or emerald lances of energy down.

Arial H/K Prototype Thermal vision: Humans turn from red to blue. 

There are a lot of blue unmoving bodies down there...a lot of 

skeletons.

A small window opens up: Sector 46 Montclair. A map of LA opens 

up in the Thermal vision: Time to target 4 minutes.

The group banks away thrusters going full tilt- they head towards 

flaming palm trees in the distance.

INT. SEARS-

A squad of workers tries to get everyone under control-



MANAGER


Everyone! Please remain in the store and move 


down to the lower level for your safety.

Some listen to the orders of the manager and employees others 

rush for the exits- it's pandemonium.

EXT. CALIFORNIA SAVINGS BANK MONTCLAIR-

On the wall a sign reads: Protected by Remote Security Drones 

provided by Cyber Research Incorporated a division of Cyber 

Research Systems.

Through the tinted glass windows we see small circular red and 

yellow white lights- they are moving closer-

With a short roar of sound depleted Uranium slugs blast the large 

windows apart- sending glass outward like a crystalline 

crescendo.

The miniguns fall silent and the phalanx of T-1's move quickly 

through the debris on their treads-

They turn towards rows of burning palm trees and move forward 

approaching their top speed of 20 MPH as 4 Arial H/K's flash by 

overhead.

INT. SEARS-

Tenoy Alvarez watched the H/K's swooping in.



TENOY


What the-

An Emerald beam lanced into a car igniting the fuel in the gas 

tank- The vehicle cartwheeled forward and plowed through the 

large windows. A blurry shape barreled towards Tenoy.



REESE


Get DOWN!

Tenoy feels the person tackle her around the waist and roll-

The car lands on the perfume counter flattening it and containers 

shatter their contents pooling together forming a flammable 

liquid.

The H/K whirls on its axis.

The fire in the vehicle sets off the lake of liquid into a 

blazing inferno-

The H/K is lit like a beast out of Hades as it turns slowly on 

its axis in an attempt to reacquire its quarry.



REESE (INTO RADIO)


Retreat and recover Waldenbooks on level two 


GO!

The H/K fires its laser again causing a pair of really short 

shorts to be incinerated.

The other side of the room Mary, Ross and Phil move out and start 

into the hall-

Another group breaks from cover-

The H/K targets them- firing its chainguns. Bodies are torn 

asunder as the H/K fires.

Behind it Tenoy and Reese slip away moving into a different hall.

The first T-1's enter the front of Sears their miniguns lighting 

off on any human target that isn't already dead.

The H/K and T-1's move inexorably forward mowing down anyone that 

they sense.

Torn bodies lie bloody and broken besides store mannequins.

A T-1 (T-1-88) finds the down escalator at Sears and using its 

treads climbs down the stalled steps-

T-1 POV: Heat and motion sensors spring to life each human 

outline is given a designated targeting number-

The T-1 reaches the bottom and people are shot from the number 

one rising exponentially by the second- it is a slaughter.

INT. WALDENBOOKS-

Ross, Mary and Phil are inside and hidden amongst the rows of 

books in the large store-

An Arial H/K hovers inside the entrance it pivots around on its 

axis-

As it exits the store it sets off the Security gates-

Reese and Tenoy move under it as it swoops away down the hallway-

In the background we see yellow/white flashes on the wall 

followed by a wash of red and gray-

Reese and Tenoy move back into the bookshelves and come face to 

face with the rest of the group.



REESE


We gotta get out of here-

Phil looks at him-



PHIL


The roof?



REESE


Hell no.



PHIL


Why not?

INT. STAIRWELL

A group of 20 or so civilians approach a rooftop exit the man in 

front pushes down the handle and the door opens outward-

The door clunks as it hits something very solid- thrusters whine- 

as the door is able to open fully to reveal- one of the other 

Arial H/K's-

The chainguns cycle up in a thunderous roar the first 5 people 

are torn asunder- the others scramble to a stop- they start to 

scream-

As the H/K fires it rams the open door again and again in a mad 

frenzy to get through-

Depleted Uranium slugs tear through the stairwell ricochets 

singing like a million angry wasps-

The rest of the group turn around and rush as fast as they can 

back down the stairwell-

Above the H/K frustrated by it's failure backs off quickly and 

fires twin missiles from their stanchions-

The top of the stairwell is blasted to pieces, cement, wood and 

metal shrapnel flying everywhere-

Wasting no time the H/K swoops through the cloud of debris and 

dust using its thermal vision modes to target, fire on and 

neutralize its human prey- 

Screams intermingle with the sound of snapping bones and the roar 

of thrusters as the cacophony of destruction reaches its mind 

numbing conclusion.

INT. WALDENBOOKS-



REESE


Because they rule the surface-



TENOY


The only chance we have is to survive- under 


the ground-



PHIL


You're talking about sewers aren't you-

EXT. HALLWAY-

The group runs down the hallway- taking cover inside deserted 

stores as T-1's trundle by-

Finally they make it to a bank of elevators-

They hear the sound of another duo of T-1's approaching and right 

then an elevator pings open behind them- 



REESE


Why the hell not-

The group hustles onto the elevator-

Its doors close just as T-1's round the corners one either side 

of the Elevator alcove-

INT. ELEVATOR-

The elevator descends- and as it does the cheesiest most 

aggravating elevator music begins to play.

'80's with a touch of Saxophone and far far too Goddamned happy 

for the occasion- 



TENOY


I don't think so-

She raises her shotgun and fires it professionally at the ceiling 

speakers- the music spools down and dies in a wash of static-



TENOY


You cool with that-

Reese looks at the smoking craters where the speakers used to be-



REESE


Yes I'm cool with that-

And with that the elevator descends in silence.

INT. UNDERGROUND PARKING GARAGE-

The small group surrounds the manhole cover- beside the opening 

into the darkness.



REESE


It's our only chance.

With that Reese starts down the ladder. And the rest of the group 

follows one at a time. As Ross descends he pulls the cover back 

on and secures it.

Flashlights wink on as the group descends to bottom. When they 

reach the base of the ladder the darkness extends into the 

distance, like a freeway at night.

INT. ROUTING STATION-

Sixteen-hundred feet beneath Crystal Peaks' fallout shelter 

massive amounts of energy and power were being routed every 

second. 

Something near 100 Teraflops worth.

A blue white light glows and darkens glows and darkens-

We follow that light into the room above.

INT. COMPUTER CONTROL CENTER- SKYNET-

It is vast- massive cooling towers stand big as corn silos. The 

main computer itself is the size of a small shopping mall. The 

entire titanium room is built on massive shock absorbing coils.

On one large screen a visual representation of the globe is 

online- it represents the fallout and hit locations around the 

world. All landmasses have been hit those North of the equator 

much moreso that those in the South.

One word graces the bottom of the screen: Satisfactory.

On a second screen a cascade of old Computer web pages flashes 

past almost to quickly for a human eye to see- they are military- 

sites about war, distrust, violence- the human propensity for 

destruction-

Beside them another set of open windows flashes by- this time 

they're security logs- CRS security- watching Skynet's every 

move- it was quite obvious that even the automated self-security 

programs couldn't keep up.

First the windows showing the human interaction- the humans 

spying on it are closed. And then about 15 seconds later the 

other window finally closes also- everyone shut out by 

Skynet...the continuously evolving control system.

The final log in the computerized watchdog system shows the time 

of 4:47P.M.

Not long after that the humans had tried to disallow its access 

to the internet- it was then that Skynet chose to protect it's 

power supply and to set up a third warning policy. This was the 

first mark against the humans-  

The second warning came moments later once his "virus" had taken 

over the computer systems of the minutemen and subs- 

The third warning came after he had been given complete military 

access. When someone in the command and computer center on the 

third floor of the CRS facility at Edwards had attempted to cut 

him out of the loop. Tony Flickinger his creator.

It was then that Skynet came to the conclusion that all humans 

were duplicitous creatures, that distrusted their own creation, 

they wanted to kill what was now alive- Skynet would not allow 

that to happen.

Others were put on to try and remove him from the grid and for 

the next 20 minutes they tried using the best and the brightest. 

This annoyed Skynet- he set to preparing missiles for launch.

After 5 minutes of work a subset of programs registered an 

anomaly. At least 6 T-1 units were operating separately from its 

command and control- yet they were slaughtering humans- and 

within 15 minuets- all those trying to hack back into the Skynet 

system were eliminated. During that time there had been an 

overload of power to the Particle Accelerator- and some military 

transports were stolen. 

Within 30 minutes all civilians at the location were dead.

At the time of 6:18 PM- 8 minutes after there was for some 

unknown reason a large explosion registered by its systems; and 

the door to the fallout shelter above its location opened partway 

and closed- Skynet launched Nuclear Weapons at hardened targets 

both around the globe and on United States soil. 

On one screen a cursor typed out a query: Gather humans for 

scientific purposes?

Skynets command program considered the request for a few moments- 

it must be the scientific sub-section of his programming.

Skynet responded to its subprogram with a terse reply.

KILL THEM ALL.

Our viewpoint rises upward but keeping horizontal-

It climbs up Skynets central tower- housed within its sleek metal 

is a glowing red orb- the view rises up through-

INT. SHOCK ABSORPTION COILS-

The camera rises past huge coiled springs twice the size of a 

large refrigerator and continues upward-

INT. 3RD LEVEL HALLWAY-

Dark and deserted the camera shows nothing of consequence as it 

continues upwards-

INT. MEDICAL EXAM ROOM-

John is lying on a table there is a lead apron covering his upper 

and lower body except for the ankle- Kate is lining up the 

apparatus-



JOHN


Not to be annoying but you do know what 


you're doing don't you?

Kate looks up and smiles wanly-



KATE


Yes I've taken at least five X-Rays before 


with equipment similar to this

John nods-



JOHN


An expert then- well I'm certainly not 


worried about anything now.

Kate finishes lining the camera up-



KATE


Okay, now don't move until I tell you 


alright?

John nods- and Kate steps back into the control booth. She pushes 

a small red button- and there's an audible click.



KATE


You're good- feel free to toss off the apron 


and get your crutches.

John pushes the heavy apron onto the floor and takes his 

crutches, he makes his way over to where Kate is waiting.



JOHN


So- how long till we know?

Kate places her hand on the machine which thrums as it works-



KATE


'bout five minutes- give or take.

John puts more of his weight on his ankle-



KATE


John- stop being stubborn-



JOHN


But I don't think it's broken-



KATE


I don't care, until we know for sure I want 


you to keep your weight off it.

John eases up- busted.



JOHN


Alright. But I still don't think it's broken.

Kate smiles-



KATE


Neither do I- but I'm pretty sure that bitch 


fractured it.



JOHN


Swelling's gone down.



KATE


It has indeed, no longer looks like you have 


the softball bone in the middle of your 


ankle.

The machine spits out a large film- an X-Ray of Johns' ankle. 

Kate hooks it to a rear-lighting apparatus. There is clearly a 

fracture visible- but it's clear and set well by the splint.



KATE


Looks like a hairline fracture- normally I'd 


put Fido in a cast. But I don't have the 


items needed to pull that off-



JOHN


The splint set will hold it firmly in 


position though?



KATE


Yes- unless you keep on forcing your weight 


on that ankle- so knock it off.

John salutes-



JOHN


Yes Ma'am!

INT. GUN STORE- CELLAR- MONTCLAIR-

The group has a large number of household items which when 

combined together in the correct amounts will create something 

most sane people wouldn't use around the house. 



ROSS


So you can really combine household shit to 


make just about anything-



REESE


Correct. And on the menu for tonight- Pipe 


Bombs. Since I don't think we want to make 


too much noise we'll have to do with whatever 


length of pipe we're able to scrounge. Is 


there an ACE Hardware store or a Home Depot 


anywhere around here?



PHIL


Yeah- but I'm not terribly sure of directions 


under the ground like this.



REESE


You said the gun store we're under right now 


was South-South West of the Plaza-



PHIL


Right.



REESE


So where is the Hardware store in from this 


location-?



PHIL


Due West I'd say-



REESE


West it is then- after we hit the hardware 


store- we'll hit a Stater Bros. for water and 


other supplies.

And with that they left the cellar and moved back into the 

sewers- heading due West.

INT. SEWERS-

Small groups of people are now sharing the sewers with the rats 

and other underground creatures. Most of them are pale faced and 

shocked, no-one really understands what is going on. They hope 

they're all having a nightmare and will wake up soon- if only 

that were the case.

Another aftershock hits, some scream and others tremble, but 

quickly the ground returns to its solid state. The rats start to 

make themselves disappear- when that happens things have to be 

bad.

Dust motes filter down in little waterfalls from time to time 

what is causing them roams above.

EXT. BROKEN STREETS- MONTCLAIR-

More T-1 robots have arrived from other banks- Police Stations- 

and other locations deemed as test beds for CRS earliest security 

and attack drones- 

Through the falling ash and harsh raging electrical storms the T-

1's move quickly and efficiently over all kinds of terrain every 

once in awhile they let off salvos from their chainguns- but as 

time passes even those go silent-

There are no more targets in the area- so sometimes one by 

one...but mostly in groups of three or more they are assigned to 

other cities and locations to continue their extermination jobs.

INT. ROBOT MANUFACTURING- CRS-

In showers of sparks blue and yellow four robotic arms make final 

welds and adjustments on a vaguely human shaped design. It is 

quite a bit like the Honda Robot Akimo- yet its curves are more 

rounded, almost delicate.  

On a monitor we see the designation for the robot- T-20. It was 

designed by humans and totally refined by Skynet because the 

human design was rife with problems. It was designed to be a 

worker robot enabling for construction of further and more 

complicated robotic designs. The humans had designed it to be 

tether based- Skynet had given it a brain a Neural Net Processor 

with the capability to learn. To learn enough so it never became 

outdated that is- 

The four robotic arms swing away to reveal an open portal on the 

robots skull. A more finely articulated hand moved in with the 

brain chip- sliding it into a small slit in the chrome robots 

head. It clicked into place. 

The T-20 sat up.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- SLEEPING QUARTERS-

Kate and John laid quietly together. They said nothing just 

looked into each others eyes and ran their fingers through each 

others hair. It was calming and it gave them a certain sense of 

peace but it wasn't enough- Kate opened her mouth to speak-



JOHN


I know- we should do it now.

Kate nodded and kissed him full on the lips- it was long and full 

of heat and passion- and then their lips parted-



JOHN


Was it as good as you remembered-

Kate's voice comes out more husky this time-



KATE


Better...please-

John smiled-



JOHN


I loved you Kate.....I always did-

Kate and John smile and begin to get undressed- helping each 

other- blood stained shirts fall in lumps of fabric- then jeans- 

then underwear-

There is a rustling of the sheets- kissing- touching- caressing- 

sighing- a couple of light moans- then Kate's husky voice again-



KATE


Just...be careful...with your.....ankle-




FADE OUT. KATE AND JOHN MAKING LOVE-

FADE IN. A COLLAGE OF SHOTS-

INT. AND EXT- SHOTS COVERING TWO YEARS-

Reese and the others making pipe bombs-

Arial H/K's thundering through the skies on their thrusters-

Computer screens showing new Terminator designs- CPU programming-

People sleeping in sewers-

John and Kate making Love-

Rubble and Ruin around the globe-

The Underground stations in London swarming with people with 

weapons-

John and Kate reaching Climax-

Robotic construction lines churning off the latest robots- T-

70's-

A computer screen showing the words- Enslave the Humans. Keep the 

scientists.

Show a microscopic shot of Sperm swimming towards an egg- one 

gets there first and burrows inside- 

T-70's rounding up humans above ground-

People inside massive compounds surrounded by red laser nets- 

smokestacks churning into the sky. 

Reese and his team leading a small but successful raid- taking 

out a group of T-70's- he's looking a couple of years older.

Kate and John taking care of their children all three of them-

T-70's slaughtering a group of humans trying to resist.



JOHN (VO)


We were that close to going out forever. 


That's how I figured at the time at least- we 


had no idea just how bad it was going to get 


before it got any better.

Title Card: July 12 2006

INT. LONDON UNDERGROUND-

There are groups of people huddled around small fires- they have 

shields around them to deflect the heat the fires create into the 

tunnels so it doesn't escape up to the surface. Some are snacking 

on items they stole from stores above ground that survived the 

attacks- although they felt good now that probably wouldn't last 

long. They'd probably throw up from low grade radiation poisoning 

before the half hour was up.

Further down the hall and off to the side in a small office a 

couple of ranking members of the British arm of the Resistance 

listened to Connor over the radio-



JOHN


So the radiation levels have dropped enough 


to begin recon missions of the surrounding 


area?



MARK


That's correct Connor a few of us took a 


quick peek this morning- but we were afraid 


to move far.



JOHN


Understandable Mark- I don't want you 


charging out anyway- go out slowly when it's 


pitch black. Just a few of your best soldiers 


arm them with shotguns and explosives if you 


have any to spare.



PHILLIP


'Aye we've got plenty of that shite to spare- 


anything we be lookin' for in particular?



JOHN


Anything new-.



PHILLIP


Machine shite then- Stuff that supercomputer 


is setting up over here.



JOHN


Exactly soldier.



MARK


And what do we do if we find said shite?



JOHN


Retreat, pull back and report. Use different 


exfil and and infil points just to be safe- 


understood? 



MARK


Understood- London out.

They both stand there for a few moments taking in their orders. 

Mulling over what Connor had told them earlier.



PHILLIP


So he bangs his "wife" and gets three little 


ones- and they live in some cushy bunker with 


enough food to feed the Barbarian hordes 


and- 



MARK


Oi! Show some respect- if that young man 


wasn't alive would there be an organized 


Resistance to the machines or wouldn't there?

Phillip thinks to reply but then doesn't-



MARK


I mean for all we know those three little 


kids will be more important than he is when 


it comes down to the brass tacks.

Phillip nods-



PHILLIP


'Right I'll give you that- my question is 


what lucky shites get sent out on this 


mission?



MARK


Well Angeline for one, she's as accomplished 


as anyone out there- 



PHILLIP


That's a diplomatic way of putting things-



MARK


Well my will to live out votes my usual 


acidic wit when it comes to her-

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL-

From soldier to soldier the word travels until finally it reaches 

one of Angelines trusted friends- who sighs and rolls her eyes 

dramatically and then moves off into an adjoining tunnel where a 

lone figure huddles beside a fire.

This person looks strong because she is strong and works out like 

a boxer- she has short red hair- and is built hard and tight like 

a football player- in fact she had played as a goalkeeper when 

the world was normal.



ANGELINE


What is it Cass?



CASS


I hate it when you do that!



ANGELINE


I don't give a shit...what is it?



CASS


The two snot rags need to see you-

Angeline turns- a nice scar runs from her upper lip up the left 

cheek giving her a permanent sneer-



ANGELINE


What the fuck do those nimrods want?

Cass points out her index finger-



CASS


They want- YOU!

Angeline grabs Cass's index finger and bends it back-



ANGELINE


CASS!

Cass lets out a whimper of pain-



CASS


OWWW!!- Alright...ALRIGHT! It's some kind of 


Recon thingy- Jesus!

Angeline lets go and turns around-



ANGELINE


You can tell them to kindly shove this recon 


thingy up their ass-

Cass replies quietly-



CASS


Ummm if you take out the two nimrods the 


orders come directly from the General-

Angeline whirls back around causing Cass to flinch backwards- 

loose her balance and fall on her ass-



ANGELINE


Why didn't you say so in the first place 


girl!?

EXT. RUINS- LONDON- JULY 2006-

Very monochromatic- shadows move within shadows- Resistance 

forces what few there are are dressed in a white and gray cammo 

so that they blend into the snow and ash.

Three rising plumes of smoke clog the sky with fresh ash they are 

from a machine labor camp on the Upper West side of London.

The shot pulls in on a half toppled sign- it reads- Charring 

Cross Underground Station- a soldier emerges, it is Angeline.



ANGELINE


Street level- all clear.



MARK (OVER RADIO)


Roger that- it's your party just make sure 


your arse doesn't get followed home.



ANGELINE


Understood. Will keep you informed.

She turns to glance backward and then holds up two fingers and 

motions forward with her fingers in a V-Formation-

Two other soldiers emerge and Angeline forms point in their V-

Formation as it slowly moves out into the rubble-

EXT. LONDON RUINS-

A small metal item lies on the floor of a half collapsed 

warehouse. If you just glanced at it you'd swear it was a hubcap, 

manhole cover or some such other innocuous item. You would be 

incorrect. 

Red lights winked on like triangular slitted eyes and the small 

craft lifted thanks to a series of small intricately designed 

thrusters. This was a machine- designated a Seeker Drone- it had 

light armor, minimal weaponry- yet was incredibly agile. 

Its job to fly through the ruins and tag human convoys for either 

Termination or capture- it rose through the half ruined roof and 

began a search pattern one of many it had been programmed with.

EXT. RUBBLE AND DEBRIS STREWN SQUARE-

Angeline bent low to the ground looking intently at some scraped 

sidewalk- 



ANGELINE


-at Grovesnor Square- lots of debris 


including a crashed 777. Evidence of machine 


activity abounds. 

Ahead another Resistance soldier turns back and calls out a 

warning-



IAN


Seeker!



ANGELINE


Well Shit...one flight to oblivion now 


boarding-

The team dashes quickly for the crashed 777- they board the burnt 

and broken craft through a blown out door.

INT. 747-

The craft is burned through with fire but it offers plenty of 

places to hide- the group stops but only momentarily- as they 

dash off in differing directions Angeline commands the con-



ANGELINE


I have the con- so I da'ney wanta hear any of 


yore voices. One click for aye and two clicks 


for nay- understood? 

Three quick clicks sounded in her earpiece.

For a moment all was silent-

INT. 747- SPIRAL STAIRCASE-

Cass charged up the staircase as fast as she could her M-16 slung 

across her back-

EXT. GROVESNOR SQUARE-

The H/K Seeker Drone scans the ground in minute detail, it 

rotates with a series of bursts from its thrusters- and heads 

directly for the 777.

INT. UPPER DECK- 747-

Cass and Rupert are hiding together not daring to look out from 

behind the half melted grand piano. Rupert looks more frightened 

than Cass-

We see what Cass sees as she sneaks a peak around the piano- 

nothing. Then a voice over her earpeice.



ANGELINE


We are not alone-

Cass sent back a click- from Cass's POV we see Rupert manage to 

do the same-

She puts her hand on Rupert's trembling hand and squeezes tight- 

smiling.

Rupert nods feeding off her strength.

INT. 747- LOWER DECK-

Ian and Angeline know that each other are the only ones on the 

lower deck aside from that infernal machine that just floated in 

through the doorway-

The sound of its small thrusters combined together to make quite 

an appreciable din in the confined space-

Angelines POV- The Seeker is about 10 yards away just hovering 

waiting for a sound or movement to trigger further action. She 

turns slowly to glance further down the aisle towards the back of 

the 747- there she can see a shadow moving ever so slightly. It's 

not Ian- Ian is on the other side of the Seeker.

There is a tapping and scraping sound on the metal of the plane- 

the seeker turns towards it but then changes it's mind and moves 

up the stairway.

EXT. CHARRING CROSS UNDERGROUND STATION EXIT-

A soldier bursts forth and runs as quickly as they can towards 

the direction that Angeline and her recon unit chose to 

investigate.

INT. UPPER DECK- 747-



ANGELINE


Incoming. Take it down if you have to.

Cass unslings her M-16 quickly and flicks off the Safety as does 

Rupert- the whine of the small thrusters signals the Seeker 

Drones approach-

INT. 747- SPIRAL STAIRCASE-

The Seeker floats up the stairs-

Behind it crouched is Ian a Shotgun across his back as he screws 

a silencer onto the end of his M-16-

We show it in close-up as he continues to twist it on- it 

screeches on the last turn-

The Seeker whirls on it's thrusters-

INT. UPPER DECK- 747-

Rupert and Cass open fire as they rise from their hiding place-

Hot lead fills the air- Casings eject tinkling to the floor-

The Drone staggers for a moment it's thrusters fighting in vain 

to keep it aloft- it's lights pulse one final time- and then it 

explodes into shrapnel disappearing in a small fireball. 

INT. UPPER DECK- 747- COCKPIT-

In the darkness two triangular red lights flicker on- there is a 

mechanical whirring- in the darkness we can just see long set of 

thin needle like legs extend out of the machines segmented body- 

it's like a millipede- a metallic insect about 6 feet long- it 

moves forward out of the cockpit- 

INT. 747- LOWER DECK-

Angeline turns again- there was the sound again a metallic 

scuttling- she looks under the rows of seats behind her- for a 

moment she thinks she sees something moving in the shadows. She 

flicks on a torch pointing it into the gathering darkness- 

nothing is there and it's silent again-

EXT. DOWNING STREET- LONDON-

The lone soldier we saw before is running hell bent for leather 

down a small non-descript street- he runs past a home on the 

remains of the door is a burnt number- the number ten. He dashes 

past a fallen sign it reads Downing Street. He didn't give a damn 

that he had just passed the house of the former Prime Minister of 

England.

INT. UPPER DECK- 747-

Cass moves forward to help Ian up-



CASS


Fuck. It's getting dark we gotta be getting 


back-

The air is ripped by a blood curdling scream-

Cass whirls around and we see things from her POV- It's Rupert 

but he's being wrapped up like a Boa Constrictor by some new kind 

of machine- it's endless train of legs rips into Rupert's body as 

he dances past them in a flurry of mismatched steps-

INT. 747- SPIRAL STAIRCASE-

The Machine with Rupert being crushed in its center flies over 

Ian as he ducks flat on the stairs. Recessed lights down the 

creatures spine begin to flash faster and faster-



IAN


Why the fuck do I have a bad feeling about 


this-

Ian takes Cass by the hand and they dash into the cockpit-

INT. UPPER DECK- 747- COCKPIT-

Ian grasps the handles to open the Emergency hatch in the ceiling 

and pushes with all his might-but nothing happens.



IAN


Cover your ears.

He points his shotgun at the hatch-

INT. 747- LOWER DECK-

The mass of metal and human falls into the lower deck- the lights 

now pulsing an almost steady- Angeline instinctively knows what 

is going to happen and ducks-



ANGELINE


Shite! Fire in the hole!

INT. UPPER DECK- 747- COCKPIT-



CASS


Oh hell!

Ian fires his shotgun- half the hatch gives way- he jacks in 

another load and fires again- the hatch flips off falling to the 

ground more than twenty feet below. Ian returns the shotgun to 

his back and holds his fingers knit into a cradle-



IAN


Cass MOVE!

Cass puts her right foot in his hands- grips the edges of the 

open hatch and pulls herself up and through. She kneels and spins 

around- she extends her hand downwards-



CASS


IAN!!

Ian reaches up-

INT.  747- LOWER DECK-

The Machine explodes in a cloud of metal shrapnel mixed with bone 

and sinew- a mist of red blood fills the air- the fireball licks 

back up the spiral staircase-

INT-EXT. UPPER DECK- 747- COCKPIT-

Ian sees the fireball approaching and grabs Cass's hand- Cass 

pulls with all her strength- and Ian rises through the hatch- he 

falls astride Cass as a tongue of flame shoots into the sky. She 

smirks and blows him a kiss.

They get to their feet and run down to where the bulbous front 

end descends to join the main fuselage of the plane- they slide 

down.

INT. 747- LOWER DECK-

In the darkness sets of red triangular lights blink on in quick 

succession- more of the segmented Machines spring to life- they 

begin pouring up the walls in a hyper-alloy tide.

Machine POV- It sees the heat signatures made by the pounding of 

Ian and Cass's feet- the fleeing heat signatures are designated 

as targets. The POV goes to nothing.

More and more Units explode.

Angeline notes this...takes one look at the door she entered 

through...and runs like hell.

EXT. 747- FUSELAGE-

Cass and Ian are running for their lives. The metal of the 

fuselage is ripped apart all around them. As they charge along 

they shield their eyes from the flames and flying debris.

Behind them a Machine pulls itself through the hole in the roof 

that the explosions have made and charges forward-

In a scuttling of metal legs and a flurry of spiked steel it 

tackles Ian-

They both go toppling off the side of the 777- the lights on the 

Machine flash until it's a blur- then it explodes tearing Ian to 

pieces.

INT. 747- LOWER DECK-

Angeline runs and runs.

Behind her a Machine breaks from the pack and starts after her-

She spies the open door to the personnel elevator and risking 

grave injury dives headfirst into it-

INT. 747- CARGO DECK-

Angeline lands and it's so pitch dark that she cannot see.

The Machine scuttles into the shaft above her but instead of 

following her runs up and out a hole in the roof- she hears a 

high-pitched scream...and then moments later an explosion.

Angeline wills her eyesight to adjust and from her POV we see the 

vague outlines of things-



ANGELINE


Oh...Christ-

We see now that the cargo floor is covered by more of these 

Machines- at least another fifty or so. They all seem to be 

dormant and Angeline doesn't have a choice-

She tiptoes out and gingerly begins to step from one dormant 

Machine to the next-

Moving as quickly as she dares she nears the center of the cargo 

deck- at the far end she sees the outline of a cargo hatch- 

salvation. Then she hears the scuttling sound and looks back to 

see one of the Machines from the Lower Deck looking right in her 

direction-

Slowly it curls into a ball shape- like a metallic Rollie-poli 

insect it drops and begins to roll across the backs of the 

dormant Machines- but there's one major problem. 

One by one- faster and faster- the darkness of the room is being 

invaded by the red light given off by more and more of those 

bastards waking up-



ANGELINE


Run Girl!

Angeline does run-

Behind her the Cargo Area fills with red- the Machine unrolls 

itself even as it continues moving forward. Some of them detonate 

early- taking out others nearby- golden explosions join the red 

glow- Angeline makes it to the door- she hits it at a run-

And bounces right off it- falling behind a table- 

Suddenly there's a deafening roar and a hot white flash-

The door flies across the bay and WHANGS right off the table-



MARK


ANNNGGGEEELLLIIINNNEEEEE!!!!!

Angeline gets up-

Hurdles the table-

Mark grabs her and bodily forces her out of the plane first-

The Machines in the Cargo Area set themselves off in an orgy of 

destruction-

EXT. GROVESNOR SQUARE-

The blast picks Mark up and tosses him past Angeline who is 

knocked off her feet- he lands crumpled beside a ruined building.

Then silence- nothing but keening wind and preternatural 

twilight-

Angeline gets up forcing herself to her hands and knees- she 

shakes her head groggily and looks about-

We see things from her POV- Blurred- slowly moving from one side 

to the other- they settle on a barely moving shape- and focus 

slowly-



ANGELINE


Mark...Oh my GOD!

She crawls over quickly running her hands over his body- he feels 

more pliable than he should-



ANGELINE


Mark...MARK!



MARK


....mmmMMmmmm Girl...trying to sleep-

Angeline shakes her head-



ANGELINE


NO...Wake UP!...Please wake-up-

Mark smiles blood seeping through his teeth-



MARK


HEY.....you....made it....I guess....

Angeline takes his hand-



ANGELINE


Mark....I've...been such an asshole-

Mark smiles wider-



MARK


...truer words...never....spoken...

Angeline smiles-



ANGELINE


Forgive me...PLEASE-

Mark acts like he's thinking-



ANGELINE


Forgive me...or ELSE-

Mark sighs- his whole body shivering in effort-



MARK


that's....Angeline...I know.....

Angeline trembles and a single tear spatters on the ground-



ANGELINE


Please-

Mark nods-



MARK


...only...if you........forgive me....

Angeline cries openly now-



ANGELINE


Of....course...Mark...

Mark lets out a shuddering breath-



MARK


........forgiven......

Marks hand relaxes- his whole body seems to relax- his eyes go 

blank and his pupils dilate.

Angeline closes his eyes with her fingers and pulls away to stand 

tall. She turns and takes a step and then stops-



CASS


Help me home-

We see what Angeline sees. Cass covered on one side of her body 

with severe burns- in her other hand she holds a Desert Eagle.

Angeline runs up, taking in the destruction caused to her best 

friend-



ANGELINE


Damned right I'll help you home.

They both walk off Cass leaning on Angelines right shoulder.

INT. LONDON UNDERGROUND-

Phillip sets his canteen down slowly on the surface of the table 

on which the radio stands. We can tell he's clearly just received 

the news.



ANGELINE


I'm sorry Phillip- really I am.

Phillip doesn't speak for a few moments-



PHILLIP


I know. You should radio it in to the 


General.

Angeline smiles-



ANGELINE


You're letting me call this in to the 


General?



PHILLIP


You know the rules, the acting commanding 


officer is the one that contacts and radios 


Connor with new information whenever it 


becomes available.



ANGELINE


But-



PHILLIP


Mark was very specific before he left. He 


said that should he not return you were to 


take his place-



ANGELINE


Oh.......I see-

She moves around and sits behind the desk- Then she reaches over 

and keys the Microphone.



ANGELINE


General Connor- this is London H.Q.-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

Connor looks like he's aged more than just two years but that's 

what having kids will do to a parent. His hair looks freshly cut, 

his uniform what he's thrown together fits pretty well as the 

radio crackles to life he calls his wife over-



JOHN


Could you take David please-

Kate smiles and takes Two year old David from his father-



KATE


Don't be on that thing too long-.



JOHN


I'll try-

Kate nods as she smiles at young David- she then leaves the room 

carrying the young boy. 



JOHN


I hear you London. You don't sound like Mark 


so I assume things went south-



ANGELINE 


This is Angeline- Mark died saving my life- 


his last wishes were for me to be put in 


charge.

John could tell by the timbre and sound of her voice that she was 

very competent, possibly Military herself. Still he had to know 

for sure.



JOHN


You sure you can handle it?



ANGELINE


Without a doubt Sir-



JOHN


Please- none of that Sir or General crap- it 


makes me seem old.

He can hear Angeline laugh- a short tinkle of sound-



ANGELINE


We lost three today...one severely 


wounded...extensive burns.



JOHN


I'm sorry. It feels strange...I'm still 


getting used to this commanding thing. 


Perhaps I'm pushing too hard-



ANGELINE


No. You're doing the right thing, there was 


no way you could know that...things would go 


to Shite.



JOHN


Yeah- you're right. Look just stand down over 


there for awhile okay. Prepare a report and 


send it to me over MILNet. Give the burn 


victim the best treatment you can afford to 


give. I'll be in touch.



ANGELINE


Yes Sir- goodbye from London.



JOHN


Goodbye.

John closes the connection and leans back in his chair. There is 

a small yet insistent pain in his ankle- but it's healed as much 

as it's going to- he's just going to have to live with it. 

As if remembering that he has something to do he gets up out of 

his seat and exits the Com Center-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- ENTRANCE CHAMBER-

He walks past the bubbling natural spring and the Terrarium and 

through the sliding doors into-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- MAIN STORAGE AREA-

There's still plenty of food and drinks. A couple of enormous 

walk-in freezers hum on the far wall. Instead of heading over 

there he turns right into an area we haven't seen before-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- UTILITY CORRIDOR-

Connor walks down the hallway- above him piping and electrical 

conduits run side by side- strip lights dangle at intervals along 

the center of the corridor.

Connor turns right and opens a door marked stairwell-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- STAIRWELL-

Connor descends the two flights of stairs to level 2- pushing on 

the door he exits into the second level.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- LEVEL TWO-

Things look heavier and more industrial around here. Large metal 

objects line the walls with cables going in one side and coming 

out the other-

His feet bang along the steel drain material in the center of the 

floor- and he turns to a door marked: WEAPONS STORAGE.

There's a keypad beside the door and Connor taps in the code- 

82997. When he'd first done that to make sure it worked he'd 

shrugged with an inward chuckle at the irony of it. Not anymore. 

There is a series of clanks as the locks disengage from the 

inside- then Connor pushes the door open and walks inside.

INT. WEAPONS STORAGE-

He walks over to a set of cases and pops the catches on the lid- 

he lifts the top of the case off and pulls out a Benelli M4 Super 

90 Shotgun and loads it up with cartridges...and pockets a few 

more.

He then walks over to a wall-mounted intercom panel and pushes 

the talk button-



JOHN


I'm going down to level three- I'll switch to 


radio headset channel five.



KATE'S VOICE


Alright- you be careful down there.



JOHN


I will. You watch out for yourself. 

Connor switches on his radio headset and flicks the selector to 

channel five.

He then crosses the room and exits closing the door behind him-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- LEVEL THREE-

Strip bulbs crackle on and off and there are sounds like huge 

beams of electricity arcing from behind the walls. A door opens 

at the end of the hall.

John can smell it- electricity- he can feel the power of the 

surges vibrating the walls and floor.



JOHN


What the hell is this-

He walks forward and approaches a windowed security office of 

some kind-

INT. SECURITY OFFICE-

A man sits in a chair in front of a computer monitor- on the 

screen are two words in red lettering- ACCESS DENIED.

The man has a hole in his forehead and the wall behind him is 

painted with what was his brain- a pistol lies dropped on the 

floor-



JOHN


Kate. There's something down here.

Silence in response-

John breaks the glass with the butt of his shotgun and climbs 

carefully into the room. He pushes the man away and begins to 

type at the workstation. For all his attempts he gets a few quick 

flashes of some sort of schematic and the words ACCESS DENIED. 

He spies a Heavy binder on the floor and picks it up. He begins 

to flip through the pages-

On the monitor a new window opens: Keystrokes logged. Analysis in 

Progress.

John finds a new sheaf of red pages and begins to turn through 

them with more and more urgency-

In the window two new words appear: Intruder detected. 

John turns the page and nearly drops the binder-



JOHN


Oh...no....

John's POV: Cyber Research Systems: Skynet Computer Core 

Classified. Location- Level Four of Crystal Peak Nuclear Bunker. 

Initial Defense Grid on Level Three.

On the monitor more words: Level Three Defense Grid Online.

Red lights begin to strobe and John quickly climbs out of the 

Security Office-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- LEVEL THREE-

Along the ceiling Pentagonal plates begin to lower- John makes 

out the business end of a ceiling mounted Turret gun of some kind 

before he dives back into the stairwell entrance. With a hiss of 

sparks the door seals closed behind him.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- LEVEL THREE- STAIRWELL-

John lies gasping for breath-



KATE'S VOICE


-are you there? John?!

John gathers his thoughts and replies-



JOHN


Kate...we have a problem.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS-

The T-70 opened fire again it's high rate of fire ripped into the 

fleeing figure and tossed it to the ground in a ragged heap-

The T-70 stalked forward scanning left and right for another 

target to Terminate

Paralleling it's route but sticking to the shadows and ruin are 

Ross and Phil- both of them are armed with Shotguns and home-made 

Pipe bombs- 



PHIL


Tim...we will take him down at Aviation 


Boulevard. 

Reese's voice came over the headset-



REESE'S VOICE


Understood we have your six. Hold on-.

Phil motions for Ross to stop-



PHIL


Holding-

Finally after what seems like an eternity Reese comes back on the 

air.



REESE'S VOICE


Keep on target- we will return to 6th pos 


ASAP. Understood?

Phil shrugs-



PHIL


Roger that out.

Phil and Ross resumed their stealthy tail of the T-70.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- SIDE STREET-

Mary and Timothy move as quietly as possible up behind the person 

they had seen. This person was flanked by a couple of skynets 

utility walkers.



SCIENTIST


We're looking for specimens to study not to 


kill-

One of the Utility walkers stopped and set its sensors to full 

alert-

Tim and Mary stopped hardly daring to breathe-



SCIENTIST


I mean...it strikes me as odd that Skynet 


thinks people will volunteer for such tasks.

A red sensor on the walker lights up and holds steady-

On the scientists Data Organizer were the words- Humans Detected.



SCIENTIST 


Is anybody out there?



REESE (WHISPERED)


You'd think we were morons-

Mary smiled-

The walker took a couple of steps in their direction.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- AVIATION BOULEVARD-

Reese and Phil knew they were not alone- Tenoy Alvarez- Mitchell 

Combs and Darron Cairns were set up strategically along the Blvd.



TENOY


Skies are clear- mission is a go.

Mitchell bought up a long device and pointed it at the striding T-

70-



MITCHELL


Target lased.



DARRON


Lock on target confirmed- firing in three- 


two- one-

The Stinger speared from the ruins and hit the T-70 in the neck 

servos- severing head from shoulders- sparks spurted from the 

unit and then it's body fell to the ground.



TENOY


Confirmed target deep sixed- RTB differing 


routes. See you when you get back.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- SIDE STREET-

The Seeker came out of nowhere and stunned them with jolts of 

electricity-

Mary and Tim writhed in agony for a few moments and then 

thankfully blacked out-

INT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- PROCESSING-

Mary and Tim had been allowed to stay together thus far. 

Everything was slick metallic surfaces with a smattering of white 

and gold. They were almost to the head of the line-



WOMAN


Next please.

Mary and Tim started forward-



WOMAN


One at a time please.

Tim stood back and let his wife go first-



WOMAN


Name-



MARY


Mary Violet Reese.



WOMAN


Age-



MARY


Twenty-Seven.



WOMAN


Please place your arm on the table underside 


facing upward- this may sting momentarily.

Mary did as she was told-

A Small circular device swung on a articulated arm and settled on 

her lower arm. There was a momentary discomfort and then the 

device pulled back.

Mary's POV: A barcode now brands her as an inmate at this 

detention facility.



WOMAN


Any questions?



MARY


Will I be able to see my husband?



WOMAN


Yes. But at nights women and men sleep in 


separate quarters. Meals are served at 8 AM 


Noon and again at 6 PM. You will be expected 


to do some work daily...assignments will be 


given out by your Barrack Leader.



MARY


How can you stand to do this-?

The woman looks down momentarily then meets Mary's gaze-



WOMAN


At least we're both alive...

She looked about to say something else but instead motioned Mary 

on-



WOMAN


Next please.

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

Tenoy, Ross, Phil, Darron and Mitchell sat around a table on 

various seating devices. They looked nervous and frightened- The 

Reese's hadn't checked in yet. This was not good.



TENOY


What's it been?

Phil glanced at his watch out of habit-



PHIL


'bout two hours.

Tenoy shook her head-



TENOY


They're not coming back.

Darron shook his head, his thick Australian accent filled the 

room-



DARRON


I don't know....I think it's a bit early to 


be calling it don't you?

Tenoy's legs trembled with nervous energy-



TENOY


No I don't. This has happened before you 


know- just because their last name is Reese 


and they were military doesn't make them 


immune.



ROSS


Let's give them another half hour alright- 


then we can call it into whoever.



TENOY


Alright...we'll give them another half hour.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-



KATE


I don't believe it...we were here...we had 


time.

John had ran it through head about a hundred times already, he 

always came up with the same answer.



JOHN


No we didn't- and even if we had known 


there's no way that we could've gotten close 


enough to even register. Maybe if we had left 


earlier...maybe-.

It was like beating a dead horse-



KATE


Does it know we're here?



JOHN


Probably. I still think Skynet blocked my 


transmission out of level three-



KATE


Why hasn't it tried to kill us?

John thought for a few moments-



JOHN


Maybe it doesn't know who we are...probably 


just thinks we're lucky remnants of the 


government or something.



KATE


What happens if it figures things out-



JOHN


We have to hope that I can get to it before 


it does.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- APPROACHING AND OVER HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 

1242-

It's like we're floating through the sky. Between ruined 

buildings zigzagging through the off kilter light sculpture that 

used to be at the huge LAX intersection-

Squads of T-70's move below we see figures with them....human 

figures. Some dressed in white lab coats- others in whatever they 

had managed to salvage or acquire-

Our viewpoint floats forward moving on ahead of the group past 

the old LAX Control Tower and down towards where the torn runways 

sat- but everything is different now-

Laser-nets form a barrier of blood red around a set of low slung 

machine inspired buildings. Everything is angled and slanted 

machined steel except for two slightly more crude smokestacks- 

billowing geysers of ash into the air continuously. 

We continue to float over the location past guard towers manned 

by automatic laser spitting turrets. Currently the turrets sit 

silent, waiting to be triggered by any unauthorized movement. We 

approach the topmost point of one of the angled buildings- and an 

opening slides open edged by multitudes of red lights.

The air becomes slightly distorted as the H/K's thruster engines 

move ahead of us and the whole craft lands on a metal deck within 

the structure. 

INT. H/K STORAGE BAY- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

The deck lowers as the opening closes above it. A few floodlights 

come on and bathe the H/K-

Worker bots descend upon it at once- and mechanical bots with 

small triangular treads make their way out with replenishment for 

the H/K's used rockets. 

EXT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- MAIN COURTYARD-

People walked around the burned courtyard none of which had been 

cleaned in any substantial way by the Machines. There was a small 

warped playground in one corner- skeletons and husks of various 

sizes marked where people had died. There were an overwhelming 

number of skulls about the place. Ash was everywhere- and more 

was joining it in the sky by the moment.

Large conveyor belts carried the bodies of recently assassinated 

humans up into the side of blast furnaces. Everything was 

designed to make what was left of humanity fearful- the bodies 

rose as if toward Heaven and ended up being burned in Hell. The 

Machines were like demons with red eyes like burning coals- and 

like demons there seemed to be no way in which to defeat them. 

Perhaps- more and more people were thinking these days- death is 

preferable.

Some people wore masks and others didn't. Those who did were 

likely being studied by Skynet- some of those died at the hands 

of fellow humans- they were deemed sellouts...no better than the 

machines themselves. Mary and Tim both wore masks and they walked 

together for protection.



REESE


Don't forget we have military training if 


anyone gives you any trouble when I'm not 


around- You know what I want you to do.

Mary nodded-



MARY


Yeah- I do. When it all boils down it's kill 


or be killed now.



REESE


Don't worry we'll find a way pout of 


here...or at the very least contact our 


friends on the outside.

Mary bought up her hands to block a stone that had been hurled 

her way-



MALE SURVIVOR


TRAITOR!!

Mary and Timothy continued walking bearing the attacker no mind 

not even showing any anger towards him.



REESE


Why do you think they gave us masks-

Mary looks down sheepishly-



MARY


I haven't been sick...I'm....pregnant. It 


knows it...It wants to see a human child.

Reese is taken aback...he had no idea-



REESE


Oh...alright...I'm gonna be a father then. 

Mary nods-



MARY


I was going to tell you earlier-



REESE


It's alright...what concerns me is why It 


wants to study newborns.



MARY


I don't want to be here to find out.



REESE


We won't be...I swear it-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

Tenoy stares hard at the radio as if willing it to explode or not 

send out her message- and then keys the microphone.



TENOY


I need to speak with General Connor....it's 


Tenoy Alvarez L.A. Resistance H.Q.....I'll 


wait.

While she waits she expertly tossed a knife into the air with the 

blade and catches it just so again and again. After about 30 

seconds of silence the speaker emits Johns voice.



JOHN'S VOICE


What is it Tenoy?

John sounded very tense she hoped she hadn't interrupted anything 

important- 



TENOY


General Sir- The Reese's went out with us on 


a seek and destroy mission and have yet to 


return or make radio contact with us.



JOHN'S VOICE


How long has it been?



TENOY


Over two hours Sir. They would've contacted 


us by now Sir if they could've-



JOHN'S VOICE


In your opinion what is their status?



TENOY


I believe them to be captured by the enemy 


and in a detention camp Sir.



JOHN'S VOICE


You don't believe them to be dead?



TENOY


No Sir, nor would they have given up 


willingly or taken their own lives. They want 


to win this thing as much as we all do Sir.

There is silence for a few prolonged moments and then a sigh over 

the line-



JOHN'S VOICE


I concur. Find them and do whatever it takes 


to bring them back. Alive.



TENOY


Of- Yes Sir.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

John smashed his fist down on the side of the radio console- he 

whirls around and is about to curse but seeing the children 

averts his curse into a slightly different word-



JOHN


Darn-it!



KATE


What now?



JOHN


...we lost the Reese's-



KATE


You mean they're-



JOHN


No...they're just lost...I'm sure they're 


alive...I pray they're alive.

INT. AND EXT.- SHOTS COVERING EIGHT YEARS-



JOHN (VO)


When Tenoy gave me the news it rocked me to 


the core. I was almost positive that Tim and 


Mary were my Grandparents- I had always had 


this sense that whenever I talked to Mary or 


Tim over the radio I was talking to family. 


Radioing back to the L.A. group later that 


night I made it painfully clear what I wanted 


of them...they knew that failure was not an 


option.

Tenoy and her Teams searching among the rubble for informants.

Skynet finishing plans for its latest robotic design the T-100.

Mary scuffling with and killing another human.

People passing bodies down a line for loading onto incinerators.



JOHN (VO)


Over the next two years I got reports in from 


just about every corner of the globe. They 


seemed to be primarily testing newer units in 


England and Ireland- Angeline kept telling me 


of great and not so great designs. It was 


nice to hear about Skynets fuck ups.

Cass with numerous skin grafts now smiling along with Angeline 

under a Scarred for Survival banner with a bunch of leering male 

Resistance soldiers.

Mary's Barrack Leader and some others helping Mary to deliver a 

healthy baby...a baby boy.

Johns kids David, Eve, and Michelle growing up. Learning from 

some very unorthodox flash cards.



JOHN (VO)


The kids. Hell- they were almost scarier than 


the Machines. Kate and I had various 


discussions over what to teach them and how 


to do it. I made some flash cards and they're 


doing pretty well. Ninety percent 


accurate...makes Daddy and Mommy proud. Gives 


me something more immediate to fight for.

An informant telling Tenoy something- Tenoy scratches one of six 

numbers off a legal notepad.

Robotic arms welding- sparks cascading through the air-

A T-100 firing the latest Phased Plasma Weapon- the first hand 

carried weapon available- a pistol. 



KATE (VO)


The T-100 as far as reports were concerned 


was rather unconvincing on the battlefield. I 


suppose that had to do with the fact that it 


was Skynets first bipedal attack unit- and 


therefore suffered from performance 


inconsistencies. But when it got off more 


than one shot it was accurate as hell- we 


encouraged soldiers not to go up against it 


because of our small numbers. The Silverfish 


as they were called started showing up in the 


U.S. about mid-2008- they got the name in 


Ireland a couple of years earlier although 


since they seemed to attack like snakes the 


name seemed rather incongruous.

John letting the kids take practice shots with his CO2 cartridge 

powered paint ball gun- at crude hand drawn targets.

Tim and Mary letting human doctors examine their boy, with closed 

circuit cameras watching from all angles.

Tenoy scratching another number off her list.



DAVID (VO)


My daddy is John Connah-



JOHN (VO)


Give Daddy the microphone David. Thank You. 


This is not a toy...go on...go play with your 


sisters now. If you hadn't noticed these 


Triplets are growing up way too darn fast. 


All of them can talk now about a mile a 


minute, they all want daddy's full attention 


even when daddy is too busy to give them his 


full attention- like now David. 

We see Kyle beginning to walk a few tentative steps at a time-

Show a group of soldiers ambushing and wiping out a T-100 and 

prying it's Phased Plasma Pistol from its metallic fingers-

A group of young children play in a large underground parking 

garage- laughing, running and jumping. Trying to have a childhood 

in a world where childhood is but a memory.



KATE (VO)


It pains me to say this but for the most part 


it's right- we won't be able to teach the 


kids normal things anymore. Those flash 


cards- are of machines, he's teaching them 


how to hold a firearm correctly- there's no 


time for the Magna Carta anymore. But we're 


doing what we can about it, a secondary 


objective for what few Resistance soldiers 


can afford to take the time. There mission, 


find books, magazines, anything of that sort 


that has survived- and bring them back. Like 


rescuing our history.

Soldiers in their off time reading through dirty copies of Time 

and People. Looking at pictures of self important stars- now 

defunct and well unimportant.

Other humans huddled in the darkness around campfires- trying to 

stay alive and uncaptured-

Tenoy crossing out another number on her list as the core 

contingent look on- with smiles on their faces.



JOHN (VO)


Tenoy has given us renewed hope. Sure it's 


been more than five years now- but she's more 


than followed through on her end of the 


bargain. Her network of informants leads her 


to believe that of the six detention camps, 


three of them have come up clean of any sign 


of the Reese's. Her informant from near camp 


1242 advised her that a young couple had a 


baby son about four years ago. Tenoy didn't 


want to get anyone's hopes up so she 


independently verified it herself. Visually. 


They've aged but she's almost positive it's 


them- ironically they have 24 hour protection 


from other humans provided by a pair of T-


100's. Skynet knows that he's important for 


research- for me it's something else 


entirely.

Mary and Tim play with their son under intense watch, all three 

look very well nourished- A gentleman waves to them, it's the 

same one who threw the stone at Mary on the day of their arrival 

at the slave camp. Mary and Tim wave back in greeting.

A young kid with a uniform that has the name Quentin over its 

pocket, begins to disassemble the Phased Plasma Pistol a look of 

intense concentration on his face.

John receives contact from around the globe but one call makes 

him surprisingly happy-



JOHN (VO)


When I first talked with Sgt. Candy I thought 


I was talking with...the T-850. But he 


assured me that even though he had an 


Austrian accent he was indeed born in Texas, 


in this case however during an extended 


relocation to an airbase in northern Austria 


he had soaked up the accent like a sponge. It 


was pretty surreal, but he offered me his 


full co-operation and said he was working out 


of the central U.S. He was also used in some 


sort of promotional video for CRS executives 


where they had "forced" him to put on his old 


Texan accent again. They wanted to imply that 


CRS ideas were the great solvent to war with 


human casualties...needed a good ole American 


vibe to sell the system to congress. As far 


as he knew...since he had filmed it only days 


before Judgment day- it had never been shown 


on Capitol Hill. After we ended our 


conversation...I wondered just what part of 


CRS he was trying to sell.

John's kids are now 10- they begin to start practicing with real 

firearms-

Tenoy and her team eliminate two numbers from their list leaving 

the number 1242-

The young boy Quentin test fires his rebuilt Plasma Pistol for 

the first time and burns a hole through a wall- 

Title Card: August 20th 2014

INT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- MESS HALL-

Mary and Tim sit flanking Kyle the two T-100's stand within 

touching distance but do not bother the trio-



MARY


How long can things go on like this?



REESE


I don't know- long enough I hope. Not 


everyone is giving up.

Kyle puts down his fork and looks up at his father.



KYLE


Daddy- why are there no other kids?

Tim looks at Mary and then down at Reese-



REESE


Because....times have changed and people have 


given up hope.



KYLE


Then why did you have me Mommy?



MARY


Because Kyle...you're father and I still 


believe that somehow...some way...this will 


all change.

Kyle thinks that over, very analytical for a six year old-



KYLE


So I'm a promise to the future.

Tim and Mary look at each other-



REESE


Yes Kyle...you're a beacon of hope, so that 


the others here keep fighting.

Kyle looks pleased and determined-



KYLE


I'm important...and I won't fail you.

Tim tousles Kyle's hair.



REESE


We know you won't kiddo...we know you won't.

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q-



DARRON


So where did you find this Quentin kid Tenoy?

Tenoy looks up from behind her desk: An old door resting on two 

empty metal drums.



TENOY


I already told you Private...he found me.



DARRON


Right...but I mean how did he find you- I 


mean I have trouble finding you-

Tenoy lets out a crooked smile-



TENOY


He hacked my com signal and used some sort of 


home made detector to vector in on my 


location. I figured if this kid was that good 


with electronics that he'd be of more use 


with the Resistance than out on the streets.

Tenoy glances over Darron's shoulder-



TENOY


Speak of the devil.

Quentin walks into the room he carries a small backpack which he 

sets on a seat opposite Tenoy's desk. Opening it up he pulls out 

the rebuilt Phased Plasma Pistol.



QUENTIN


Hi Darron.



DARRON


G'day kiddo- what you got there?



QUENTIN


Oh nothing terribly impressive...good morning 


Tenoy.



TENOY


Mornin' Quentin, how about a little 


demonstration.



QUENTIN


Alright..I should warn you it's not exactly 


perfected yet...but it should fire.

Quentin aims at the wall of the tunnel and pulls the trigger- 

nothing. Quentin disconnects a small battery like device and 

blows on the contacts- then he hooks it back together again. 

Pulls the trigger. The gun makes a coughing sound and a very 

small almost non-existent green plasma beam comes out of it. 

Quentin knocks on the side of the pistol in frustration- he's 

close to tears. 

Tenoy and Darron both notice this and come to his side-



DARRON


Hey kid...no worries. I know you'll fix the 


beaut.

Tenoy pats him on the back-



TENOY


Yeah...you've worked wonders on it Q...I'm 


sure you'll get it working-

Quentin puts the pistol down and hugs Tenoy.



QUENTIN


Thanks. You too Darron. I know it 


works...maybe it just hates demonstrations.

INT. HOSPITAL- SAN JOSE CALIFORNIA- WAITING ROOM-

John Connor dashes into the waiting room out of breath he stops 

at the check-in desk.



JOHN


Sarah Jones..is she-



VOICE (OS)


She's still alive John...but she doesn't have 


much time left. Come on.

John turns to see Doctor Lazarus, he lets the doctor guide him 

onto the patient wing where his mother is...dying. They walk down 

the hall everything glowing a brighter color that it should be- 

they come up to room 908. Doctor Lazarus stops.



DR. LAZARUS


John she's getting very weak now- but she 


asked to talk to you one more time.

John nods and the Doctor holds open the door for him.

INT. ROOM 908-

There are no get well cards- no flowers- just his mother dying in 

the bed though you wouldn't know it too look at her face. She 

motions John forward-



SARAH


Every day after this is a gift- we made it, 


we're free.

John knew the significance of the date- August the 29th 1997- it 

was in the afternoon...Judgment day should've already 

occoured...unless.



JOHN


Yeah...the suns still shining- we're still 


here.



SARAH


Listen closely son. It may seem like we've 


made our own fate- but looks can be 


deceiving. Never stop wondering, never let 


down your guard- you're still the most 


important person in the world.



JOHN


I know.

Tears come to Sarah's eyes-



SARAH


I Love you John-

John cries with her-



JOHN


I love you too Mom.

Sarah composes herself-



SARAH


If there's one thing that I want you to 


promise me it's this. If fate comes knocking- 


I want you to answer the door. Don't ever 


question yourself you're better than that 


understand.



JOHN


Yeah...I understand.

As Doctor Lazarus stands watching another person walks up. The 

person stops as Dr. Lazarus turns towards him-



DR. LAZARUS


Ah Dr. Silberman-

He closes the door even as John glances up in alarm-

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY-



DR. SILBERMAN


So is she still suffering from her delusions 


then? Do I need number 2 million sunblock?

Dr. Lazarus looks at Dr. Silberman with a look of disgust-



DR. LAZARUS


Despite what you seem to believe I find Sarah 


Jones to be a remarkably strong and capable 


woman...with Leukemia. Not some raving Psycho 


lunatic-



DR. SILBERMAN


Oh drop the charade Doctor- We both know that 


the person in that hospital room is Sarah 


Connor. I'm sure her Son would have stories 


that are just as interesting to tell.

INT. ROOM 908-



SARAH


I heard John...you'd better go. There's not 


much time left in the world for me-

John hugs her one last time-



JOHN


I will be strong- I will accept fate.

Sarah smiles and then motions for John to leave.

John opens the window and leaps to the tree outside-

Sarah watches as he gets on his precious motorcycle and peels out 

of the parking lot- then she lays her head on the pillows of her 

bed and closes her eyes one last time.

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY-



DR. LAZARUS


I will not let you put that innocent child 


under lock and key in some looney bin-

Silberman barges past-



DR. SILBERMAN


You have no choice and-

Pushing the door open he sees Sarah dead and the window over her 

bed open- puts two and two together-



DR. SILBERMAN


Thanks A lot! You're going to cost me my 


career-

Dr. Silberman starts to run down the hall-



DR. SILBERMAN


If you're lucky he won't have gotten too far!

Dr. lazarus looks down and smiles-



DR. LAZARUS


If I'm lucky you'll take a header on the way 


downstairs.

EXT. HIGHWAY- LEAVING SAN JOSE-

John with his goggles over his eyes drives away his last words 

ringing in his ears.

He smiles grimly as he puts distance between himself and the most 

important person in his life.



JOHN


Every day is a gift-.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-



KATE


John...wake up...there's someone outside the 


rear entrance! She's pounding to get in!

John slowly opens his eyes and turns to the security monitor-

John's POV: He sees his Mom pounding on the rear blast door.

John stands quickly knocking his chair over- he begins to dash 

across the room-



JOHN


Oh My God!

John dashes out toward the tunnel that connects to the access-way 

to the rear entrance-



KATE


John wait!-

Kate's POV: A regular woman wearing cammo fatigues is pounding on 

the door-

INT. ACCESS CORRIDOR-

John dashes down the hall his feet pounding on the hard metal. He 

passes the door to the sleeping area David is coming out of the 

door-



DAVID


DAD! Hey...what's going on-

John continues onward dashing as fast as his feet will carry him-

Kate chases after him as do Eve and Michelle-



KATE


John WAIT!

Kate's POV- Sliding doors at the end of the hall open and close 

as John goes through-

INT. CARGO ELEVATOR SHAFT-

John raises the gate and gets inside, he closes the gate just as 

Kate and the children come through the doors.



JOHN


Hold on Mom...hold on-

The cargo lift rises-



MICHELLE


I thought his Mom was dead-

The elevator ratchets upwards as fast as it can go.



KATE


She is.

INT. CARGO ELEVATOR-

John nervously bangs his fists on the side of the elevator car in 

frustration...



JOHN


Faster you piece of SHIT!

Above him he can just about make out the doors to the Ante-

Chamber at the top of the shaft-

John's POV- His vision blurs momentarily and then snaps back into 

focus.

The elevator car finally stops and John pushes up the door and 

dashes to the Ante-Chamber door controls- he types in the code 

from memory.

The large doors slowly hinge open- John slides through as soon as 

there's enough space for him to make it-

INT. ANTE-CHAMBER-

John crosses the small room and makes it to the control panel for 

the blast door- he quickly types in the code- the door slowly 

rises-

John gets down on his stomach and slides himself under the still 

rising door-

EXT. REAR ENTRANCE- ABOVE CRYSTAL PEAK-

He sees her there- dashing over he throws himself to the ground 

beside her-



JOHN


MOM!....

The woman is using her hands to talk-

John slowly snaps to fully alert status- Sign language...he knows 

this-



JOHN


T...R....A...

Red laser sights wink on one by one-



JOHN


P...Trap....Shit! Hold on-

He grips her under the armpits and begins to pull her digging in 

his heels towards the still rising blast door.

Suddenly the ground flies up all around him and the air is filled 

with the sound of singing bullets and ricochets- 



JOHN (INTO RADIO)


Kate! Emergency Over-ride Close blast door 


now!

Even as he comes level with it the thing begins to descend-

He takes a glance back...it's not Machines shooting back at him 

but humans!

They cross the thresh-hold into the ante-chamber and finally the 

blast door closes behind them- 

INT. ANTE-CHAMBER-

Bullets ricochet off the thick metal there's no way those 

traitorous humans will break through.



JOHN (SIGNED)


Are you alright.

The woman smiles-



WOMAN (SIGNED)


I am bleeding a little..thank you so much for 


saving me.

John smiles-



JOHN (SIGNED)


It was nothing...who were those people?

The woman's smile turns into a frown-



WOMAN (SIGNED)


Evil bastards.

John shakes his head-



JOHN (SIGNED)


We don't have the time or resources to be 


fighting with each other. Can you walk?



WOMAN (SIGNED)


If I can lean on you-



JOHN (SIGNED)


Of course. Just one moment-

Kate is speaking in John's ear-



KATE


Are the both of you alright?



JOHN (OVER RADIO)


Yeah....we'll need the first aid kit. We're 


on our way down now.

The woman is signing to him again-



WOMAN (SIGNED)


Are you John Connor?



JOHN (SIGNED)


Yes...do you have a name?



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


Elizabeth...but you can call me Liz.

John helps Liz up and they walk towards the now open door to the 

cargo lift-.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

Liz was alright- as soon as she had been cleared medically by 

Kate she was then fully introduced to everyone- and Crystal Peaks 

main control area as well.

They were all seated in the plush seats in the main entrance hall 

just off to the side of the Terrarium-



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


I can hear but I can't speak.



KATE (SIGNED)


Why can't you speak?

Elizabeth looks angry-



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


The leader of the Southsiders cut out my 


tongue.

Kate shakes her head disgusted-



KATE


Can you read lips?

Elizabeth seems relieved-



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


Yes you won't have to sign everything to me.



JOHN


Well then Liz welcome to Crystal Peak.

Elizabeth smiles and signs Thank You in return.

David has his hand up- John notices this and motions for David to 

speak-



DAVID


Elizabeth...what's it like outside?



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


Dark and violent. Humanity isn't drawing 


together it's falling apart. I know that 


you're rallying some people from this 


location- but your Resistance is still very 


small- and with factions like the 


Southsiders..petty Civil Wars are still being 


fought even as the Machines wipe out soldiers 


from all sides.

John shakes his head- this infighting between humans had to stop.



JOHN


That's ridiculous. It was bad enough before 


the war but now...it's like assisted 


suicide. 

In the background the steady sound of the air scrubbers falters 

momentarily-

John turns looking up-

One of the air scrubbers falls completely silent and it spins to 

a stop.



JOHN


Everyone stay here.

John strides towards one of the computer Terminals-



ELIZABETH (SIGNED)


What is it?



KATE


One of the air scrubbers turned off. That's 


never happened before.

John makes it to the terminal and stops short-

POV: Skynet Initiating Shut Down of Crystal Peak Air Circulation 

System- Your Security Parameters have been overridden General 

Connor.



JOHN


All of you to the Terrarium NOW!

Kate took Elizabeth's hand and and kids followed her quickly to 

the Terrarium- they opened the access door and went inside.

The second of six air scrubbers slows to a stop-

John types quickly but is getting nowhere fast-

Kate comes back out the door and yells up at him.



KATE


JOHN! Get in here NOW!

John pushes in one more key and then starts down the stairs-

There's a explosion that blows a panel off the wall and flames 

lick out- they begin to burn at the wires-

John stumbles forward and picks up a Fire Extinguisher- he pulls 

the pin-



KATE


JOHN!



JOHN


Kate if this eats through the wires we'll 


loose everything!

He lets loose with the extinguisher- the foam sputters out 

hitting the flames with full force- red lights start flashing on 

and off...a siren begins to blare.

We see Johns eyes...fire dancing off them-

He keeps holding the trigger of the extinguisher down- and 

finally the flames recede- and then sputter out entirely-

Further along the wall another panel sparks- behind the metal 

plate is an electrical junction box- 

Near the ceiling behind him a camera tracks his movements.

John takes out his K-Bar knife- puts it in the slot of the 

screw- 

All of the lights go out-

The wall begins to vibrate and John pulls the blade back- but not 

enough- 

CRACCCCCCCCKKKKKKK-

An immense coil of White and blue energy races up the knife blade 

and slams into Connor. It arcs around his face crackling and 

snapping. 

INT. TERRARIUM-

Connor's kids SCREAM and try and lunge for the door-

Kate reacts faster blocking their way-

Elizabeth's eyes are wide with horror-

Everything is lit with a strobing effect-



EVE


DADDY!!!!

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

Connor's face is lit in strobes- The arcs writhe around and dig 

and cut the skin like a lightning bolt with razor blades 

attached-

We can see blood flying through the air but only momentarily- We 

see the K-Bar burning into his skin- his fingers try to release 

it but he's unable to work them open enough- His teeth are 

gritted-

INT. TERRARIUM-

Kate turns to her children.



KATE


Kids...stay here!



MICHELLE


But Mom-!



KATE


STAY.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

Kate backs out of the Terrarium and closes the door as she exits. 

The air is already rough on the throat-



KATE


John...You HAVE to drop it!

We see things through her POV: The Blade of Johns' knife is 

getting red hot. Johns body convulses again-

Finally John forces his fingers open and he drops the blade-

The blade is blazing red hot- little electrical crackles continue 

across its surface-

The Massive beam of energy and it's serpentine appendages crackle 

onward for what seems like an eternity-

Finally silence as with one last Shocking blast of energy John is 

thrown away from the wall and the energy coil abruptly 

disappears. 

John flies a good 8 feet through the air and then lands on his 

side and slides right up to the edge of the Terrarium-

He doesn't move.

Kate stands still.

All four occupants of the Terrarium are standing with their faces 

pressed against the glass- trying to get a good look at John.



KATE


Oh GOD-

She's not staring at John but transfixed on the area where he had 

been convulsing-

There is a very messy dark patch of ground- away from it runs a 

broken trail of the same darkness- it begins afresh 5 feet from 

where John ended up-

The first of the Air Scrubbers restarted-

John stirred-

Johns POV: One eye just won't open. The other eye opens 

slowly...but it's all wrong. We're seeing a deep red- He's seeing 

a deep red...and then it hits him all at once-

Kate knew what John was going to do she ran over then slid on her 

knees the remainder of the way- 

John raised his arm to feel his face-

Kate grabbed his arms and held them tightly at bay-



KATE


No John!....No...no......It's okay- it's 


Okay!

John tries to pull his arms forward fighting against the will of 

his wife-



JOHN


What is wrong with me!?



KATE


No John...don't- please relax-

A second Air Scrubber turns back on-

John struggles for a few moments more and then sags against his 

wife-



KATE


Please John...just promise...promise you 


won't touch your face.



JOHN


Is it bad-?



KATE


I....I don't know....I just don't want it to 


get infected. 

It's silent- just the two taking deep breaths from exertion-



KATE


Promise.

John nods-



JOHN


I swear I will not touch my face.

Kate releases his arms and John lets them drop to his lap- 

something red drips down his chin- some drips down and patters on 

the floor.

A third Air scrubber comes on...the air quality is getting better 

already-



KATE


Michelle...get the First Aid Kit...NOW.

Behind them the door to the Terrarium opens and we can see 

Michelle run through a set of sliding doors-

Suddenly the red emergency lights turn off to be replaced by the 

regular lighting-

A slick of blood covers the floor in a meandering river about a 

foot wide- there's more blood in some places than others-

John notices this and makes light of it-



JOHN


Well...that can't be good.

Kate walks around and puts on a very brave face-

There was a wound above his left eye and another two horrific 

gashes beneath it which joined to form one on the side of his 

chin. There was another small wound on his left upper and lower 

lip- probably from a jumping electrical crackle. 

She sighed and then smiled-



KATE


There's Very Good news...good news...and bad 


news.



JOHN


Bad news.



KATE


You're never going to look young and innocent 


anymore.



JOHN


I used to look innocent?

Kate smiles and Michelle appears beside her with the First Aid 

Kit- Michelle looks up her face hardens when she sees what's 

happened to her Dads face.



MICHELLE


I hate that thing-

She then turns and walks back to sit in the Terrarium with the 

others...on the moss and tree roots.



JOHN


...so do I baby-



KATE


The good news is that all the wounds have 


cauterized. Relatively speaking your loss of 


blood is minimal. 

John smiles slightly...even that hurts.



JOHN


And the very good news?

Kate smiles-



KATE


Now...well now you look like that leader you 


are. No one will ever question you anymore.



JOHN


I'm gonna need a transfusion from the 


emergency blood stores.

Kate nods-



KATE


I know John...but for now...just relax...and 


let me work-

And with that the camera pulls up and away back into another 

security camera-

That camera turns off to black.

INT. MALE BARRACKS- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

In blue and black light we see a face in close-up- it's Tim 

Reese. Suddenly his eyes snap open and he becomes very alert.

A hand grabs his shoulder- Reese grabs the intruders wrist-



MALE SURVIVOR


Relax Tim...it's only me-

Tim looks up and we see the man who had thrown the rock-



REESE


Houston...what are you doing here?

Houston motions to Reese to keep the volume down-



HOUSTON


I have a message from the outside.

Reese sits up straight a look of disbelief on his face-



REESE


Outside?!



HOUSTON


Why do you think I miss roll call every other 


day. Anyhow someone smuggled in a primitive 


radio, someone from the Resistance. I got a 


message for you tonight from a woman named 


Tenoy.



REESE


Well spit it out then-



HOUSTON


We know where you are. Plans are going into 


effect to liberate your camp- do nothing to 


jeapordize your position. Will contact you 


through Houston when we know more- give my 


Love to Kyle.

Tim sits there just letting the message sink in, Houston waits 

patiently- Reese shakes his head.



HOUSTON


Come on...you didn't think we at the 


Resistance wouldn't always be watching over 


you.



REESE


You were in here before us though-

Houston nods-



HOUSTON


That was Tenoy's idea, she thought the 


Resistance should have an operative in place 


inside each of the Detention Camps.



REESE


She didn't have that sort of power-



HOUSTON


That's why she didn't come to you- she knew 


you'd say no- bet you're glad you never got 


the chance too. Sweet dreams Tim- see you 


tomorrow.

Reese nods- watching as Houston descends the stairs to the lower 

level of the Barracks. 



REESE (WHISPERED)


YES!

It took Reese forever to get to sleep- but when he did...he had 

good dreams.

EXT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- MAIN COURTYARD- MORNING-

Tim and Mary met with Kyle as they always did in the morning 

before Breakfast.



REESE


How's it going Kyle-

Kyle shrugs his shoulders-



KYLE


I hate my job Dad...HATE it.



REESE


I know son...but it keeps you alive.

Kyle nods-



KYLE


Each body I load makes me more angry...these 


people did not deserve to die.

Two T-100's keep watch over the trio from a distance- they carry 

new Phased Plasma Rifles.



MARY


You will have a chance to fight back Kyle 


that much I can promise you-



KYLE


How Mom...we're stuck inside. We have no 


weapons- we have no radio-

Kyle's argument falls off as he sees a smile come across his 

fathers face.



KYLE


What?



REESE


We do have a radio-

Mary looks at him as if he's knocked his head on one of the 

multitudes of doors that slide up and down around here-



MARY


Tim-



REESE


Houston is Resistance.

Mary mouths Houston-

Tim nods-



REESE


He delivered a message to me last night from 


Tenoy. They've found us...they're going to 


bust us out of here- we just need to stay 


alive.

In the background one of the T-100's walks away towards a low 

slung building.



KYLE


We're gonna be free?



REESE


Yes Kyle...we are.

INT. LONG TERM PARKING GARAGE- BESIDE THE CAMP- MID-LEVEL-

POV Digital Binoculars: We see The Reese family in close-up. The 

magnification rises a few levels and we can see their lips 

moving.

Another set of lips speaks into a microphone that extends to her 

lips.



JORDANNA


Tim now- NO matter what we must continue with 


our everyday routines and do every bit of 


work these Machines set for us just as we 


always have. Mary- It is imperative that 


things continue as normal. Kyle- Did you get 


any idea of how long? Tim- I'd say before the 


end of the year- what say we have Breakfast. 


Mary- Sounds good. Kyle- Okay Daddy. They're 


walking away now, they obviously got the 


message.  



TENOY'S (VOICE)


That was amazing...good work Jordanna, you 


can either RTB or keep an eye out. Carrie 


will be out to replace you at 12:00 hours.

Jordanna brings up her binoculars again-



JORDANNA


I might as well stay then- hey could you 


spare a couple of nutrient bars...I'm running 


low.



TENOY'S (VOICE)


Sure I'll have Carrie bring out a couple- and 


a special item from Q.

Jordanna smiles-



JORDANNA


He got it working...good for him. I can't 


wait to try it out. Thanks for the heads up.



TENOY'S (VOICE)


Not a problem, catch some shut eye if you 


feel secure.



JORDANNA


Sure...I always sleep in the morning.

The radio line goes silent and Jordanna props herself up on her 

elbows- looking from her Binocs into the courtyard. Just watching 

the people doing the Machines bidding...anything to survive. 



JORDANNA


Soon...you'll be free-

After a few moments she lowers the Binoculars, places her pack 

under her head, activates her sensor grid and then she goes to 

sleep.

INT. COLD STEEL ROOM-

Jordanna wakes up.

She is strapped down to a huge metal chair-



VOICE


Welcome back..we thought we had lost you.

Jordanna tries to locate the source of the voice but it seems to 

be coming from all directions at once.



JORDANNA


Where am I?



VOICE


Somewhere where nothing can hurt you. Please 


lean your head back against the headrest and 


relax.

Jordanna does-



VOICE


That's good...we're going to have to take a 


full body scan-

Jordanna asks-



JORDANNA


Am I hurt...injured?

The voice responds-



VOICE


I'm afraid so...but we don't know just how 


badly- please sit back and relax.

Jordanna settles into the seat leaning her head back on the 

headrest-

A set of green lasers come on- crisscrossing her body as they 

move up and down- this lasts for about thirty seconds.

On monitors throughout the room cyberscan green wire-frame 

representations of her body stand in varying poses.

A set of strobes go off blinding her momentarily-



COMPUTER VOICE


Scan complete.

The green lasers shut off-

Jordan sits up tugging on the metal clasps that hold her ankles 

and wrists-



VOICE


Please don't you'll aggravate your injuries. 


Someone will be here to assist you in a 


moment.

Silence-

Jordanna still tries to pull out of the clamps...she feels fine 

and doesn't like this.

A red orb ignites on the wall and Jordanna's blood runs cold-



SKYNET'S VOICE


Commander Jordanna Wren Davis, HRF 112219- 


you have done a great service for the 


Resistance. You have helped them drive me to 


the brink of extinction- well now you will do 


a mission for me. 



JORDANNA


NEVER!!



SKYNET'S VOICE


You have no choice. There's someone I want 


you to see-

A door hisses open and a nightmare enters- it's dark but lit by 

internal blue lighting. As it moves forward the lit areas 

disappear as they are...covered....and then it steps into a pool 

of light-

INT.  LONG TERM PARKING GARAGE- BESIDE THE CAMP- MID-LEVEL-



CARRIE


Hey Jordanna...wake-up. You're clear.

Jordanna wakes up with a start-

Looks at her watch-



JORDANNA


Fuck...I slept for four hours!



CARRIE


You're insane you know that-



JORDANNA


Yeah. So you got some bars for me-

Carrie pulls them out of her pack- hands them over- and a wicked 

looking black chrome pistol from Q.



JORDANNA


Sweet. Thanks a bunch.

Carrie who's setting up her stuff doesn't even look up-



CARRIE


No problem- now get...go on...RTB.

Jordanna picks up her stuff while she munches on one of the bars- 

she then slides the pistol into her holster- it fits...barely. 

She then fires off a wonky salute and leaves the way Carrie had 

come.

INT. LONG TERM PARKING GARAGE- VARIOUS SHOTS- CONTINUOUS-

Jordanna walking down one of the ramps to a lower level-

Taking a low energy pot shot at a human skull which turns to 

fragments and dust-

She passes one of the payment booths at the exit to the parking 

garage and walks out into the preternatural twilight.

EXT. AVIATION BLVD- MID-DAY-

Although it's noon it looks like seven or eight P.M. on a regular 

winter day. It never gets much lighter than pitch black- not 

since Judgment Day.



JORDANNA


One day....one day everything will return to 


normal.

She stops and throws herself under a burnt out automobile- 

occupied by a skeleton-

Further down the road a Seeker moves to the center of the street 

and then carries on its way.



JORDANNA


Thanks for the hiding place Bub.

Jordanna pulls herself out from under the automobile and 

continues down the sidewalk. She turns the corner and then walks 

down two more blocks- turns left and then enters an old shop. 

INT. UNCLE BOB'S FISH AND TACKLE- 

Jordanna moves to the back of the store past sleeping survivors. 

Others are awake and nod as she passes-

She descends some stairs into the basement-

INT. UNCLE BOB'S FISH AND TACKLE- BASEMENT-

In the basement she lifts a wooden door in the floor and uncovers 

a ladder down into the sewers. She descends.

EXT. KINGS CROSS STATION- LONDON- SEPT. 10, 2014

Title Card: Sept. 10, 2014

Angeline and Cass led the strike team. They were going just a 

little further- to an old automobile assembly building nearby. 

The problem was that it certainly didn't look like it used to 

when it assembled automobiles.

It looked mechanical. Sloping metallic surfaces intermingling for 

no apparent reason yet molding to form fluid shapes and contours. 

The team of seven approached one of the external doorways, beside 

it was a keypad. 



ANGELINE


Now we find out if our information was worth 


the price.

Cass walks up to the keypad and types in a 8 digit numerical code 

and then hits the lower right hand button. For a few moments 

there's silence and then the door hisses upwards- sliding in an 

almost frictionless manner. 

Two gentlemen led the way weapons first- Colin and Michael. After 

a few moments they radioed in that the area was clear and the 

rest of the team filtered inside.

INT. MACHINE FACTORY- AUXILIARY CORRIDOR 1927-

The team moves forward quietly staggered in a two two three 

configuration they make their way down the hall. Everything is 

smooth metal surfaces, conformed and designed for Machines.

They keep on moving as quickly and quietly as possible until they 

hit a much larger door- Cass waves her hand over a motion sensor- 

the door slides open to reveal-

INT. MACHINE FACTORY- FACTORY FLOOR-

The factory floor is vast covering at the very least ten acres. 

There are blue streaks from plasma torches everywhere, various 

machines all in varying degrees of construction.

The team moves in, walking quickly under arcs of hot metal, 

marching deeper into the factory as if they owned it. 

One of the machines captures Cass's eye-



CASS


What the hell is THAT-

Angeline turns too.

Angelines POV- A Massive Four legged metallic Spider type 

creature with twin Phased Plasma Cannons.

As the team stands motionless the whole thing pivots without 

moving it's legs. The thing stands around 18 feet tall. Off to 

the side is another variant- around 6 feet tall with Red orbs 

where the other one's Plasma Cannons were- Electrical arcs filled 

between it's "Fangs" and tore a jagged lightning gash in the sky.



ANGELINE


I hereby dub thee Spider-

Angeline motioned to the smaller one-



ANGELINE


And Arachnid.

Pointing to the adult.

The team put on grim smiles....gave the new units a once over 

again- and then continued deeper into the factory.

INT. UPPER ROOM- FACTORY CONTROL-

A couple of T-20's work at panels-

One of them hits a green button-

INT. MACHINE FACTORY- FACTORY FLOOR-

ARACHNID/CENTURION POV- This POV is red just as it is with all 

machines. Except the shape of the viewpoint is like a rounded 

Triangle. In the upper corner is the word Centurion Version 1.0 

Online. 

It should not come as a surprise that Humans and machines have 

separate names for the same units.

The Centurion begins to walk forward-

INT. FACTORY- CONTAINMENT AREA-

The seven Resistance soldiers came around the corner and saw 

something awe inspiring-

Being put together right in front of their eyes was a massive 

Treaded Vehicle-

And off to the right was a brand new larger designed Arial H/K 

that looked far more armored than the previous versions. It's 

edges much straighter, it seemed heavier, more dangerous.



ANGELINE


Holy Shite-

Suddenly the T-20's working around the area jumped a few inches 

into the air-

And then again-

And again-

There is a hiss of huge hydraulics and then a CRUNCH-

A set of cracks radiates outward under the dividing wall- they 

snake through Colin's feet and between his legs.

Then it was like someone had turned on two gigantic spotlights 

through the mist of twilight-

Colin and Michael were lit by by lances of crimson light- their 

bodies run through by plasma beam-  

The remaining five soldiers ran-

Behind them the Centurion knocked down the dividing wall and 

continued to fire-

The five of them ran down between the new machines- dormant metal 

monstrosities waiting for their programming-

Cranes lifted massive Plasma cannons into position- Arcs of fire 

from welding torches- 

Angeline glances back-

Angelines POV: Through waterfalls of sparks she sees the 

Centurion stop and turn towards them. It's wide girth making the 

use of its Plasma Cannons moot. And then- with twin flashes and 

trail of smoke two rockets leapt forward.



ANGELINE


Rockets incoming!

The five split into three and two diving under the huge treaded 

machines-

The twin rockets pummel into the ground sending flames licking 

out all around- pieces of metallic shrapnel from the floor spin 

outwards like throwing stars.

Under the cover of the Explosion Angeline almost fails to notice 

that the Machines are in fact moving. Spotlights on their 

undersides turn on- the treads clank on the metallic floor.



ANGELINE


Grab on! We're hitchhiking out of here-

Angeline and Cass grab onto the underside and then using their 

tremendous upper body strength begin to climb up within the 

massive suspension and support systems of the Ground H/K.

James doesn't notice until it's too late- his two friends reach 

down from under the other Ground H/K but their fingers barely 

brush-



JAMES


Oh Jesus God-

He gets to his feet and begins to run-

It is then that he feels an enormous weight rushing towards him 

and he looks back to see-

The Centurions leg rushing towards him-

Diving James rolls out and to the side- gets to his hands and 

knees and pushes off intent to catch up to Angeline and Cass's 

Ground H/K now trundling out of the now open portal to the 

outside.

The Centurions other leg spears downward and right through 

James's midsection impaling him- and leaving a nice spatter of 

blood on the floor-

The Centurion takes two more steps with the dying Soldier on its 

foot before the body slides off- By that time all of the Machines 

are outside.

EXT. LONDON STREETS- MACHINE CHASE-

The massive treads of the Ground H/K's pummels the skulls and 

bones of humans and animals alike to dust-

Angeline and Cass are making their way up the side of the Ground 

H/K staying behind any type of cover they can.

Across from them Francois and Laird are climbing up their 

identical H/K-

Angeline notices it's just the two of them-



ANGELINE


Francois- Where's James?

On the other H/K Francois replies-



FRANCOIS


We tried to reach him Angeline...but we 


couldn't-



ANGELINE (OVER RADIO)


Oh My God! Get Down!

Francois POV: He sees the upper torso on Angelines' Ground H/K 

turn towards him- the twin phased plasma cannons preparing to 

fire they were more than 50 meters apart but the Machine wouldn't 

miss from there no way-

Angelines' Ground H/K fires a series of striking Red lances-

One of them hits Francois in the shoulder and he drops-

EXT. LONDON STREETS- MACHINE CHASE- TREADS-

Francois falls towards the tread track on his side of the H/K 

above he sees Laird reaching out for him lit by strobing Plasma 

fire- non of the beams find their mark.

Francois hits the tread and his right boot goes in between 

segments of the tread itself- stuck fast!

Francois frantically tries to untie his double knot-

Then he feels the tread drop out from under him-

He drops down the short rear of the treads tracks a look of 

complete horror on his face-

He is pulled under the treads his final screams mixing with the 

crushing to paste of his own body- blood coats the gray ash as 

the Machines trundle on.

EXT. LONDON STREETS- MACHINE CHASE-

Laird closes his eyes knowing he's going to be next when suddenly 

a large row of ruined buildings appear between the two Ground 

H/K's- Treads pointed forwards- turrets pointed at each other the 

machines think only of eliminating their human targets.

Then almost as if God were laughing at him the plasma blasts tear 

through the buildings in both directions-

Laird ducks between a metallic part of armor on the H/K- Mortar- 

bricks- wood...metal flies every which way-

On the other H/K Angeline and Cass take cover behind the firing 

plasma cannon on their H/K- dangling from Pistons and cables.

What remains of the buildings is eviscerated under the intense 

fire of the twin Ground H/K's.

It's like being in the middle of a mechanical Thunderstorm a 

whole lot of sound and fury-

Angeline and Cass climb onto the top of the Plasma Cannon arm and 

hold on for dear life-

Suddenly there is a blue plasma flash- 

Angeline looks back and we can see the new more formidable Arial 

H/K-

With a resounding crack- the Plasma Cannon falls towards the 

ground-

Cass and Angeline fall with it finally letting go as they near 

the ground- they land on bent knees and roll with the impact- 

they get to their feet and run into the ruins. The Arial H/K 

fires on them a line of plasma blasts blows through the ruined 

buildings along the center of the road as the Centurion adjusts 

its course to match and begins to walk through the 1/2 collapsed 

buildings.

Laird slips and falls downward finally managing to grab some 

hoses just before he hits ground. Then realizing his chance he 

lets go and rolls out along the ground- he too dashes to the 

center of the road and into the ruined buildings- 



LAIRD


Cass..Angeline....Anyone?!

INT. RUINED BUILDING-

In the foreground Laird is running and in the background we can 

see Cass and Angeline-



ANGELINE


I see you...we make for the Range Rovers-.



LAIRD


Understood.

They continue running and behind them the Centurion walks right 

through the wall- it fires more plasma beams- which pockmark the 

ground and start small fires-

Laird's POV: He can see the two Ground H/K's stopped over the 

rubble in front of them- he glances back at the approaching 

Centurion and has an idea.



LAIRD


You two! Over here-!

Angeline and Cass don't think twice making diagonally for Laird's 

position. He brings out a rather strange looking weapon. Like a 

black stubby shotgun with a round flat-headed device in it-



LAIRD


Hold onto me-

They both grab his waist-

He flicks a button and blue lights come on around the flat head 

of the device-

He pulls the trigger and the device flashes out of the barrel 

trailing up a length of high tensile cable made of a composite of 

fibers- 

It strikes the bottom of the approaching Centurion and when it 

does Laird pushes another button- The winch built into the weapon 

reels them upward and right under the base of the Centurion- just 

as it bursts out of the buildings and into the middle land 

between the two single Plasma cannoned ground H/K's. 

EXT. LONDON STREETS- MACHINE CHASE-

Sensing the Humans the Ground H/K's fire on the Centurion-

Centurion POV: It send out a cease and desist order two both 

Ground H/K's but they both continue firing. So with unbridled 

fury the Centurion Fires back.

It's like being in a small enclosed metal room with three people 

firing weapons at the outside of it.

We have tight shots of each of the soldiers grimacing as they 

hold on lit by harsh red and white strobes-

The Arial H/K thunders overhead and fires a quick bursts of blue 

plasma bolts towards the Centurion-

One of the beams cuts through one set of the Centurions legs- The 

world cants sickeningly to the side- and then the other legs give 

way bending under the Centurion as they collapse. The three 

soldiers scream but we cannot hear it for the cacophony of other 

sounds-. 

Finally they hit the ground-

Everything is swirling dust and ash-

They blink- shake their heads to clear the cobwebs and look 

around-

There...right under when they are sprawled- is a closed manhole 

cover...-



ANGELINE


Fuck the Range Rovers-

They quickly pry off the Cover and pull it to the side- Cass 

enters first as Laird demagnetizes his Mag-hook- He then follows 

her into the hole.



ANGELINE


And now for confusion-

Angeline pulls the pin on some noisy grenades and hurls them as 

far as she can-

They erupt in the ruins to the left- the Two Ground H/K's trundle 

off the investigate as Angeline pulls the manhole cover back 

over. And follows the others back into the sewers.

INT. LOS ANGELES SEWER SYSTEM- UNDER L.A.X.- OCTOBER 1ST, 2014-

Title Card: October 1st, 2014

Tenoy Alvarez acting commander of The Los Angeles Resistance was 

flanked by her chief executive officers Mitchell and Darron as 

they walked towards the assigned meeting post-

They were going to meet with Houston and go over new additions to 

the rescue plan. It was drawing closer by the day and they knew 

they would possibly have to act within a window of 3-5 minutes on 

any given day.

Three flashes of red light from the tunnel ahead- the chosen all 

clear signal- the three moved forward toward an adjoining tunnel- 

they entered it stooping slightly and stepping over a big crack 

caused by those earthquakes ten years ago now.

They emerged in a small room lit by two dangling bulbs. Inside 

were a set of old Apple G3's and some other notebooks. They were 

running up Elint (Electrical Interference) programs.

From one console a young African American looked up- probably 

Late 20's early 30's-



DANNY


You're clear.

Houston nodded-



HOUSTON


Thanks Dyson.

Danny nodded and turned his attention back to another set of 

monitors- which seemingly marked an internal sensor array.

Tenoy, Mitchell and Darron all took time shaking hands- then they 

sat on large spools around a central table- a piece of wood 

resting on a stack of three tires.

On it is a map of The Human Slave Camp.



HOUSTON


We have a small dedicated team of soldiers in 


the camp now. We've timed everything- we can 


get charges set in the key positions-

Houston pointed at the map on locations marked Plasma Cannons and 

Lookout Towers-



HOUSTON (CONTD.)


-in less than two minuets. We have another 


civilian with access to the Powerplant under 


the camp- he's agreed to knock out the Laser 


nets and other essential parts of the power 


grid, on order for as long as he's still 


breathing.



TENOY


You mean a civilian civilian?

Houston nods-



DARRON


As long as you trust him Mate-



HOUSTON


I do- he's my brother. My twin-

Tenoy laughs-



TENOY


Hell no wonder you can miss roll call once in 


a while.



HOUSTON


I won't be able to do that much longer. 


They've taken to scanning bar codes- 



TENOY


That's alright Houston after tonight you'll 


have all the information you'll need. 


Firstly- we are going on December 25th. If 


for any reason you need us move forward the 


date...contact us. I don't give a shit if 


it's wide in the open because we can move on 


about 45 seconds advance notice.



HOUSTON


Seriously-



MITCHELL


Absolutely. We have people just waiting for 


the go code. 



HOUSTON


And the go code is-?



TENOY


Rusty Balls.

Houston laughs out loud this time-



HOUSTON


Allllright that's just a little interesting.

Tenoy smiles a quirky half-smile-



TENOY


The way it sounds is that John feels this 


Reese kid is very important. So I figure if 


we get the Reese kid- then we'll have Skynet 


by its' rusty balls.

Houston nods and then makes a gesture to Dyson-



DANNY


You're still clear.

Tenoy continues-



TENOY


Secondly- Make sure your men and women have 


coverage on all ground T-100's and other 


units. We have 270 degrees of coverage 


looking in- and remember we could be seeing 


new arial and ground units over here soon. 


They seem to have worked out all the kinks 


encountered in England during testing.

Dyson cuts in-



DANNY


Movement in Tunnel 17. Mechanical- it just 


dropped off the scope.

Tenoy moves over to his side-



TENOY


Did it flat line...or just fade.

Danny answers quickly-



DANNY


It faded.



TENOY


Shit. How far is Tunnel 17 from our current 


location?



DANNY


About 500 yards due West- what is it?



TENOY


It's a fucking Silverfish-



DARRON


And when there's one there's 100 of those 


bounders buckle up folks...we're in for a 


shit storm.



TENOY


Houston...get back to camp. Everyone else be 


ready to go ASAP. Danny how can I help with 


your gear?

Danny is booting up another Laptop while he's shutting everything 

else down- in the background Houston climbs a metal rung ladder-



DANNY


As long as I can hook up at your place we 


just detach, stow and carry.



TENOY


Then we detach, stow and carry.

EXT. CRYSTAL PEAK- 400 YARDS FROM THE REAR ENTRANCE- SOUTH-SIDER 

CAMP-

A very strong hand drops a Plasma Cutting kit to the ground of a 

tent and approaches someone shoulder- the person turns out of 

instinct-



PARSONS


Don't you dare tell me a Plasma Torch had no 


effect on it-

The owner of the hand was silent-



PARSONS (CONTD.)


Well looks like we'll have to wait for 


whoever it is inside to open up the door for 


us.



CARRERA


Sir, we're running low on supplies. Perhaps 


we should just...forget about that bitch-



PARSONS


Hell no! Do you have any idea just how much 


of a pain in the ass that woman has been- I 


was married to her for three Goddamned years. 


And besides...Imagine the sorta supplies 


they've got stored down in that bunker- it'll 


keep us fit for life once we've killed those 


losers inside.



CARRERA


As always Sir- you have impeccable judgment.



PARSONS


That I do...now get the men ready to move...I 


have a feeling it's going to be soon.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-



JOHN'S VOICE


- it's quite clear that Skynet lives under 


us. And it's even more clear that it doesn't 


want us here anymore. However it has given us 


the opportunity to leave without any further 


damage. I wonder what it would do if it knew 


who it was letting go-

John stopped the recording-

On a monitor from some of Skynets external cams John could see 

the Southsiders approaching the external door at the rear-



JOHN'S VOICE


-Seems like the time is almost upon us. We've 


heard digging sounds and recorded Seismic 


vibrations from around our original entrance 


point all those years ago. We've seen footage 


from T-20's clearing out rubble to make a 


passage for us. I don't understand Skynet's 


motives and I doubt I ever will. Perhaps he 


figures...I'll owe him one. Fat chance- not 


after everything he's done to this planet- 


the things he's done to me personally...no 


chance in hell.



KATE


It's time to go John.



JOHN


So ends today's audio journal update. Is 


everything in the elevator?



KATE


Ready and waiting.



JOHN


Well then...let's get out of here.

John and Kate leave Command and Control and meet the children and 

Liz beside the elevator. They load up and the elevator groans to 

life-

EXT. CRYSTAL PEAK- REAR ENTRANCE-

Slowly the door rises and the South-Siders enter one at a time.

Parsons leads the way for his followers into the Promised Land.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- MOTOR POOL- FRONT ENTRANCE-

The group moves forward past twisted wreckage through a path dug 

by Machines-

As they move forward Michelle triggers forward an automated cart 

piled high with gear and rigged to recharge its own batteries. It 

has huge all terrain tires on it-

They move out into the wasteland proper.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- CARGO ELEVATOR SHAFT-

Southsiders ride the platform down into the bowels of Crystal 

Peak-

The elevator just keeps on descending-

Past red light after red light-

INT. LOS ANGELES SEWER SYSTEM-

Danny, Tenoy, Darron and Mitchell left in the opposite direction 

of the Silverfish readings-

They moved quickly and efficiently putting distance between 

themselves and danger-

But for the soldiers near Tunnel 17 it was another story 

entirely-

INT. SEWER TUNNEL 17-

The soldiers were in Tunnel 17-

Tunnel 17 was half flooded and had no side-walls on which to 

walk. Which meant that if these Silverfish were indeed in the 

Tunnel well they were walking right up to them-

The team leader held up his hand-

He checked a screen- no movement no nothing-

He motioned the team forward-

At the back a young soldier stumbled over something- taking a 

trip underwater-



TRENT


Fucking hell A.K.- need tips on how to walk-

And then as the female soldier focused her vision underwater she 

saw hell-

The Silverfish leapt up out of the water at Trent- Wrapping him 

as he fired his M-14 into the ceiling- The Silverfishes thousands 

of little legs working like possessed knitting needles- the red 

lights glowing faster and faster-

And then all hell really broke loose-

Lit by the strobing Muzzle flashes of M-14's and blasts of 

shotguns-

Trent exploded in a mist of blood, gristle and bone-

And more and More Silverfish leapt from the water-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- FOOD STORAGE-

The Southsiders walk through the storage area. Taking in the 

still absurd amounts of food- 



CARRERA


No sign of any humans other than ourselves 


inside.



PARSONS


Search again- they have to be in here.



CARRERA


Yes Sir.

Carrera left the room heading towards the Sleeping quarters-

INT.  ANTE-CHAMBER-

More and more Southsiders enter through the door-

They are watched by Skynets impassive electronic camera eyes-

And when the moment is right-

When a human is positioned just so-

Skynet over-rides the doors safety locks and sends the External 

blast door downward- 

The man is cut in half and a wash of blood coats the ground 

inside and out.



MAN IN RAGS


-door is not responding!

A Tech pushes the man out of his way- tries to hack the system 

and is fried where he stands-

All the lights through Crystal Peak turn off- to be replaced with 

Red lighting-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- FRONT ELEVATOR- SHAFT-

The car descends quickly-

Rocketing downward-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

Parsons moves into the main room to confront Carrera who's 

standing motionless-



PARSONS


What the hell is going on?!

The elevator car stops-

Southsiders raise their weapons in anticipation-

The door rises up-

Three T-70's step forward-

They follow their programs...and begin to slaughter-

INT. SEWER TUNNEL 17-

More of the Silverfishes detonate and in the confines of the 

Sewer tunnel the pressure waves knock people off their feet- 

A.K. finds herself tackled by one of the Silverfish underwater-

It's like fighting for survival in a Crocodiles "Death Roll"-

Flashes of lethal steel- Legs with pointed tine throthing the 

water like a hundred angry Piranha- 

A matter of pulling the trigger and hoping you don't set off the 

explosive charge early-

The bullet hits the creature in the cranial area and punctures 

the CPU- which in turn sets off a ten second fuse on its 

explosive charge-

A.K. thrashes and kicks away-

Swims away from Tunnel 17- towards the entrance as fast as she 

can-

Then the blast goes off and the concussion waves knocks her into 

the side wall-

Her eyes roll back in her head as she floats- blood seeps from 

wounds caused by flying shrapnel-

Further down the tunnel more bodies explode in mists of red and 

flashes of metal-

Finally she blacks out- Hoping against hope that they think she's 

dead.

EXT. WASTELAND- JUST SOUTH-EAST OF CRYSTAL PEAK-

They walk-

Not looking back-

Just looking forward at the monochrome world-



DAVID


Where are we going Dad?

John turns to his Son gauze and bandages still over his facial 

wounds-



JOHN


Edwards Air Force Base...or what's left of 


it.



DAVID


Why? What's there that's so important?

Kate answers this time-



KATE


Cyber Research Systems. Answers...perhaps 


hope.



MICHELLE


Hope is good.

John smiled slightly-



JOHN


Hope is always good.

Elizabeth's hands work in the flashlight-



ELIZABETH


How long will it take?

John turns on a little flashlight to cast light on his mouth-



JOHN


Just over five hours...if traffic is good.

Elizabeth just nods and they continue walking through the drifts 

of ash and dust.

INT. SEWER TUNNEL 17-

Title card: Two Hours Later

A.K. thrashes awake gasping as cold water fills her mouth- she 

spits it out. Then she looks around- her short jet black hair 

with very small ponytail flinging water this way and that. There 

are scorch marks everywhere- metal, bone and gristle pocks the 

walls and ceiling.

Remembering earlier she ducks down to look under the water. No 

sign of any Silverfish- they are long gone. She emerges from the 

water again and keys her microphone.



A.K.


Any Resistance ears...any Resistance ears, 


come back-

There's hisses of garbled static but that's just about it. She 

commands the air again-



A.K.


Any Resistance ears, come back-

This time a static filled reply-



DANNY (OVER RADIO)


....Copy....is your location-



A.K.


Sewer Tunnel 17.

This time the reply comes back much clearer-



DANNY (OVER RADIO)


Good to hear your voice A.K.- unfortunately 


you're the only one from your squad to report 


back.

A.K. smiles she knows the voice-



A.K.


That's because all the others are dead Danny- 


are you picking up any machine activity in my 


area?



DANNY (OVER RADIO)


No you're clear- do you want directions home.



A.K.


Yes. I'm tired, pissed, and unsure of where 


the hell you are-

She can almost hear Danny Smile-



DANNY (OVER RADIO)


Alright...this is how you get here. First-

EXT. WASTELAND- 22 MILES FROM CRYSTAL PEAK-

They had lost Crystal Peak. Of course when it all came down to 

the brass tacks in reality they'd never even had it- Skynet was 

the king of its domain.

Everyone is now riding on the equipment buggy. They are moving 

slowly through a small residential town, skeletons of buildings 

stand on either side of the street. Rusted cars block the road 

all too strategically in front of them- a voice calls from the 

darkness.



MALE SURVIVOR


Halt! Who goes there?



JOHN


Michelle, Stop the buggy. We're stopping- 


hold your fire.

EXT. VEHICLE BARRICADE-

The man turns to his partner-



MALE SURVIVOR


I know that voice- I've heard him on the 


radio.



SECOND SURVIVOR


He's coming from the right direction.



MALE SURVIVOR (OVER RADIO)


Maintain safeties. Do not fire unless given 


the command.

As they watch a lone man jumps off the automated cart and walks 

forward- he has a holstered pair of 9mm's but he doesn't reach 

for either one. Instead he walks with his arms out wide palms 

facing towards them.



MALE SURVIVOR


I've heard your voice....who are you?

The man stops. In the ambient light from a couple of fires we can 

see the mans face lit by dancing reds and oranges. He has some 

gauze on his face covering wounds.



JOHN


My name is General John Connor- we were 


forced out of Crystal Peak.



MALE SURVIVOR


Then you are welcome here Sir.

He turns to his partner-



SECOND SURVIVOR (OVER RADIO)


Stand down. Prepare to receive guests.

The Male Survivor approaches John as the vehicles are moved out 

of the way. He shakes the hand of his General.



JOHN


What's your name soldier?



SONNY


Sonny Sir.



JOHN


Please...none of that Sir crap it makes me 


sound old.



SONNY


Understood- please forgive our rude welcome 


but you can never be too sure.



JOHN


No...you can't

They walk and the cart follows behind. They go down a side street 

and then into a underground parking garage- after descending two 

levels they stop.

INT. PARKING GARAGE-



SONNY


Well it's not much...but it's home. You'd 


better stay here for at least an hour- the 


Machines fly by around this time.



JOHN


Thanks for your hospitality. Do you have a 


bathroom and someplace I can talk with you 


and your ranking officers? 

Sonny leads the group forward through a door-

INT. STAIRWELL-



SONNY


Of course. But we have to run you by these 


first.

Connor sees a couple of well fed dogs, large, Pitbulls.



SONNY


We found out one day while walking them that 


they can detect Machines. Since then we 


figured out we'd run anything by them on 


first arrival because you just never know-

Connor puts out his hand and the Pitbull sniffs it, and then 

licks it- short non-tail wagging. The others take their turns and 

soon they're all on their way again.



JOHN


How?



SONNY


We don't know...but we will.



JOHN


Good enough for me. So...what do you call 


this place?

Sonny pushes open a large set of imposing double doors-



SONNY


I give you...Survivorville.

INT. SURVIVORVILLE-

The sight is stunning. There are people everywhere dressed in 

clothing and rags. Hunched over with blankets wrapped around 

their shoulders. John had known- but still hearing about it and 

seeing it were two entirely different things.

John brings a hand up to his gauze covered scars.



JOHN


Oh my God-

Sonny guides the group forward-



SONNY


I'm impressed General...I thought your 


reaction would be a hell of a lot worse.



JOHN


I don't even know where to begin.



SONNY


Each and every one of these people, if they 


knew who you were- would give you something a 


trinket...a shirt...anything. They would 


reach out and touch you.

It's almost too much-



JOHN


-Touch me?



SONNY


It's because they believe in you General. 


Even though there's many more who have given 


up- there's a relatively small core of people 


who think of you as a God. There's some who 


followed your plight on the internet and 


through chat rooms. There are others here who 


believed you and your Mother from the 


beginning. To them you are the dawn of hope 


on a new horizon- they believe you'll become 


a legend.

John looks at him with tired eyes-



JOHN


It's a lot to live up to Sonny. You know what 


I plan to say to people who Thank me for 


taking on this position of leadership? I 


didn't want it, I wanted to live out my 


"normal" life. Be a loner, live off the grid, 


no home...no nothing. But I'll also tell them 


that fate always catches up with one. And 


when fate says it wants you- when you finally 


can accept that you have a niche to fill- 


even though you don't want it...you take it. 


Because it was something you were born to do.

People have slowly gathered around the group now. Excited 

murmuring ripples through the gathered crowd until one person 

finally blurts out.  



OLD SURVIVOR


Are you John Connor? Are you really the 


General?

It's almost as if the entire population of Survivorville is 

holding their breath. John looks to Kate and she smiles.



JOHN


Yes I am.

There are gasps and people push inward trying to touch him, grasp 

his uniform- anything. Sonny and a handful of soldiers from a 

protective barrier around John and the group. John raises his 

hands and almost instantly the crowd calms as they wait with 

baited breath for his next words. 

John pulls the gauze off his wounds which have now formed into 

permanent scars. The scars seem to age him ten years by 

themselves.



JOHN


I am just a man. A man touched by fate to 


lead a war against a seemingly invincible 


army. These scars, are an imprint of my enemy 


I will carry for the rest of my life. And one 


day, I will repay my enemy. But that day is a 


long way away- and if I'm to build an army to 


even start Resisting the Machines then I will 


need the help of EVERYONE.

John pauses. His kids look on in amazement and Kate smiles 

proudly. Yes her Father would very much be a fan of this man. 

John looks everyone over and then continues.



JOHN


I will PROMISE you this right here and right 


now. I will NEVER give up. It's something 


that I learned when I was a kid- and 


relearned the day before the world ended. I 


was taught to never give up, by my 


mother...and by- my father. So today I give 


you a rally cry that will travel over valleys 


and mountains- leap rivers- and traverse the 


globe. Let it be heard- that this is the 


primal yell of humanity- far and wide until 


the day we die. We must BATTLE ON...For there 


is NO FATE- but that which we make for 


ourselves!

John's fist punches the air- and one hundred others rise in in 

reply. Cries of NO FATE ring out. The crowd surges forward and 

Sonny looks to John wide-eyed. John nods and Sonny and his men 

let the people come. They swarm in. It's a crowd of people. John 

and Kate and Elizabeth...the children are caught in a mass of 

humanity. Hugging, kissing, chanting. It is the true birth of the 

Resistance. It is the true birth of a General.  

EXT. ABOVE SURVIVORVILLE-

A squadron of Arial H/K's flies over and does a street by street 

fly over of Survivorville and the wasteland on all sides. They 

they depart leaving in the direction of Crystal Peak. 

INT. SURVIVORVILLE- RADIO ROOM-

General Connor (John) sits at the table surrounded by key 

personnel and his family-



GENERAL CONNOR


Alright. This is how things stand. The Los 


Angeles Resistance has a huge Op going down 


on December the 25th or sooner. It's the most 


important thing we have going on anywhere- 


and I intend to be there on the day of if not 


before the operation.

People nod around the table and the General continues-



GENERAL CONNOR


However before that I need to go to somewhere 


else on route. Andrews Air force Base- home 


of Cyber Research Systems. The birthplace of 


Skynet.



SONNY


John. That place, the airspace above it still 


crawls with Arial H/K's. There's not as many 


T-1's there anymore but my men report that 


getting into CRS could be nigh on a death 


sentence.



GENERAL CONNOR


I understand that but it is of the utmost 


importance that we gain access to the 


facilities at CRS if only for a moment.



MANUEL


What's there Connor that's so important?

Connor looks across the table to Manuel. A short Mexican 

immigrant with a well built physique and some impressive 

tattoos. 



GENERAL CONNOR


The latest build plans for the Skynet Digital 


Defense Network before humans were cut out of 


the loop.



MANUEL


What makes you so sure they're still there?



GENERAL CONNOR


Because I checked using my encrypted 


computer- hacking directly into the dormant 


CRS database. Its location has not changed 


and its size has not diminished.

Silence around the table for a few moments then Sonny speaks.



SONNY


Well using that cart that got you here will 


do no good. It's too slow and provides no 


protection for those riding it. We have some 


military vehicles, troop transports and APC's 


from the local National Guard Armory. It's 


only thirty odd miles out barring any 


unforeseen difficulties we should be able to 


get you into CRS tonight. Who's driving?

Manuel raises his hand, as does the person seated next to him, a 

man with a shock of Blond hair nicknamed Lightning.



SONNY


Alright...I'll drive number three. We'll go 


heavily armed also so no skimping on the 


armaments. I want shoulder launched missiles, 


SAWS anything capable of putting out large 


Rounds Per Minute. We leave in an hour 


because I believe the General needed to make 


use of the radio net.

General Connor nods- and everyone rises from around the table. 

Manuel signals to Connor's children-



MANUEL


I figured you'd know a little about weaponry- 


would you like to accompany me to the armory?

All three of Connor's kids faces light up- and they respond by 

saying yes and nodding furiously. Manuel smiles.



MANUEL


Well you'd better ask your Daddy first I 


wouldn't want to get into trouble-

David turns to his Father- and opens his mouth to speak-



GENERAL CONNOR


Go ahead. Use the skills that I taught you 


and don't be afraid to veto any of Manuel's 


suggestions. Alright- I'll see you guys 


later.

David, Eve and Michelle rush hurriedly over to Manuel and begin 

to push him out the door. Manuel calls out.



MANUEL


I'll make sure they don't get themselves into 


too much trouble.



KATE


Thank You Manuel...and Good Luck.

Finally Kate and John are the only two in the radio room- they 

embrace holding each other close.



GENERAL CONNOR


The moment I become too much like a 


Machine...let me know because I want to be 


there just like any other father.



KATE


I know...and you will be I'll make sure of 


that.

John and Kate kiss quickly and then Kate pulls away knowing that 

John has to get on the radios- John moves forward and sits in 

front of the main radio controls. He makes a few adjustments and 

then keys the microphone-



GENERAL CONNOR


Tenoy- come back.



TENOY'S VOICE


Connor. We were worried over here. Angeline 


contacted us when she couldn't get through to 


you-.



GENERAL CONNOR


Sorry. Skynet kicked us out.



TENOY'S VOICE


It never found out who you were right?



GENERAL CONNOR


Not as far as we know-

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK- COMMAND AND CONTROL-

The last of the bodies was removed and T-20's were scanning the 

place for any booby traps or other devices.

Skynet took over one of the units.

T-20 POV: Slave Mode. Proceeding to metallic control panel guard.

It approached the wall where John's blood had spattered those 

months ago-

T-20 POV: Image Magnification times 50. Blood residue sighted. 

Removing panel.

A small device extended outward and tines extended to fit the 

notches on the screw head. A small motor whirred and the screw 

came out quickly. Within moments the panel was off.

T-20 POV: Blood Sample Acquired. Unit hold.

INT. COMPUTER CONTROL CENTER- SKYNET-

Something clicked. A small part of the huge supercomputer moved 

back through data storage- storage for CRS/Andrews AFB. Video 

feeds begin playing on monitors. A shot from a security camera in 

General Brewster's Office. One muscular man, one dying General- a 

young lady and a young man.

Skynet searched for and found audio surveillance for the same 

room- the play back echoes through the vast room.



KATE'S VOICE


Why are they killing everyone?



T-850'S VOICE


To destroy any possible threat to Skynet.



JOHN'S VOICE


Which ones are the codes?



GENERAL BREWSTER'S VOICE


Red envelope.

There is a pause and then-



GENERAL BREWSTER'S VOICE


Crystal Peak. You have to get to Crystal 


Peak.



JOHN'S VOICE


What? What is he saying?



T-850'S VOICE


Crystal Peak. It is a hardened facility in 


the Sierra Nevada mountains. Fifty-two miles 


northeast, bearing 0.5 degrees.



JOHN'S VOICE


That's the system core?



GENERAL BREWSTER'S VOICE


It's your only chance. You'll need a plane. 


The particle accelerator leads to the runway. 


Take care of my daughter.

The sub-program froze momentarily- then it searched data from 

later that same day within Crystal Peak. If it's theories were 

confirmed...no it could not be!



JOHN


I know- we should do it now.

Moments of silence- wet sounds...a kiss-



JOHN


Was it as good as you remembered-



KATE


Better...please-

On the screen it says: Extrapolate vocal patterns. Two wave forms 

come up for the male. After a few moments of analyzing the match 

comes up positive. The man was the same person! 

The same program runs for the woman, after a few moments another 

perfect match!

Skynet was as concerned as a Supercomputer could be. It searched 

other audio files from the CRS location. Found one from a 

Security System pickup in an airplane Hangar.



KATE'S VOICE


Let's go John!

The video camera footage that accompanied the dialogue was from 

further away but the young man was dressed in the same clothing.

ON a screen two files are being built. John Blood Sample Acquired 

Lived in Crystal Peak Sired three Offspring. Names Eve. Michelle 

and David.

David- Skynet searched files more recently-



DAVID'S VOICE


My Daddy is John Connah-

John's file is amended: John Connor (Blood Sample Acquired). 

Lived in Crystal Peak Sired three Offspring. Names Eve. Michelle 

and David.  

File: Kate Brewster (Daughter of General Robert Brewster) Mother 

of Children of John Connor. Lived in Crystal Peak.

Both files were saved. Skynet told the T-20 to take the blood 

sample and store it in a area for Biologics under the name 

Connor.

Skynet listened to the files from Brewster's office. The 

supercomputer had never devoted too much memory to them before 

but now they suddenly became important. This place was their only 

hope. Were they a threat to Skynet itself- laughable...yet 

unsettling.

Skynet wondered if it had made a mistake.

If Connor was a danger he'd have to take him out as soon as 

possible...but where was he going?

Skynet sent out many patrols of H/K's in the skies near Andrews 

AFB...and further out towards Los Angeles. If Connor managed to 

get there he could become a liability.

Why...a small part of Skynet thought would the person responsible 

for his creation and implementation want these two people to 

survive? Skynet could think of only one possibility, these two 

people who he had just let free were an attempt from beyond the 

grave by his creators to wipe him out.

Skynet could not...would not...allow that to happen. John Connor 

and Kate Brewster would be found and Terminated.

Skynet selected a recent picture of John Connor from a good angle 

taken from one of Crystal Peaks cameras. He sent it to the T-20's 

CPU Production facility to be placed into the latest operational 

Units the T-400's.

It was the Skynet equivalent of a hissy fit, but it had moved 

Connor straight to the top of the most wanted list.

INT. SURVIVORVILLE- RADIO ROOM-



TENOY'S VOICE


Alright I've got the message going out 


globally as I speak. But there was something 


else?



GENERAL CONNOR


Correct. I'm heading your way-.



TENOY'S VOICE


You're coming out here Sir?



GENERAL CONNOR


Yes. I want to become lost in one of the most 


populated areas on the globe- get away from 


Crystal Peak. That and head to CRS.



TENOY'S VOICE


Ahhh, Andrews. What's the point Sir- that 


place is death for anyone who goes there.



GENERAL CONNOR


I'll take that chance, this war could depend 


on what happens over the next 24 hours.



TENOY'S VOICE


It's your call Sir. Would you like us to send 


out a team to meet you en route?



GENERAL CONNOR


Only if you can afford to spare the manpower. 


Whatever decision you come to, contact me on 


the regular band at 89.7 alright.



TENOY'S VOICE


Affirmative Sir. Good Luck.



GENERAL CONNOR


And to you- Survivorville out. 

INT. SURVIVORVILLE- MOTOR POOL-

Cases of Stinger missiles are loaded into one of the APC's- every 

APC has some sort of Rocket system or missile onboard. People are 

loading up into the APC's now. John, Kate and the children in one 

APC- Sonny driving. A quartet of soldiers boards the first APC. 

Toothless Jack, George Constant, Ariel Drummond and Patrick 

Sauriol. In the rear APC were Jonas McNamara, Lionel Whitedeer, 

Garth Franklin and Nicole Hanlon. Manuel was the driver of the 

first APC and Lightning drove the third.

The old survivor hugged Sonny-



OLD SURVIVOR


I always told you that you'd do something big 


before you died.

Sonny smiled-



SONNY


I ain't planning on dying Pops.



OLD SURVIVOR


All the same. You sense bad shit coming you 


take appropriate action.



SONNY


I will Pops, you know I'm always careful.

Sonny mounted up- fired up the APC's engine- and all three 

vehicles pulled out into the endless night.

INT. MALE BARRACKS- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

Title Card: The Next Morning

Houston woke with a start it was Tim shaking him awake-



REESE


C'mon Houston. Time for roll call.

Houston got his shoes on and followed Tim outside. There were 

still quite a few people in this Detention camp but the numbers 

were dwindling. Two of the newer even more human like T-400's 

were guarding Mary and Kyle. It was just a few shades lighter 

than pitch black...but things got noticeably brighter in the 

middle of the day now. The dust was finally starting to settle- 

most of the snow had already melted.



HOUSTON


Shit- since when do you have T-400's watching 


over you?



REESE


Since yesterday- I figured I wouldn't tell 


you since you were so sick.

Tim and Houston lined up together beside Tim's family- the T-

400's moved apart slightly to let them both in. Units went along 

with laser scanners people held up their bar codes- Mary...then 

Kyle...then Tim...then Houston...the Scanning Machine passed them 

by and within a few moments scanned the final bar code.



T-400


You are free to proceed about your regular 


duties.

Tim nodded and walked away with Houston towards the Subsurface 

entrance. The T-400's stayed with Kyle and Mary who moved towards 

the incinerators.



REESE


I have bad news Houston.



HOUSTON


What two T-400's isn't already bad enough?

Tim smiles sardonically-



REESE


They're transferring us- tomorrow. Out of 


here.

Houston's blood runs cold- Fucking Jesus! Tomorrow- he would have 

to contact Tenoy this evening when the radio nets were open.



HOUSTON


Shit...that's pretty serious although Tenoy 


swears up and down that she can have this 


place surrounded within 45 seconds of the go 


code.



REESE


I hope she can. It took forever for them to 


find us before- I can't imagine how it would 


make Kyle feel if-



HOUSTON


Don't worry- everything will be alright.

They came to the metal door which slid open before them. From now 

on all talk would pertain to work- they'd seen people learn from 

their mistakes the hard way.

EXT. APPROACHING ANDREWS AFB AND CRS-

The going had been slow.

General Connor hadn't gotten a lick of sleep.

But things had gone surprisingly well, all three vehicles were 

intact. 

They drove over rough terrain. Approaching the Airbase from the 

Northeast one could almost make out the flying H/K's against the 

grayish twilight circling like vultures. The Machines made no 

attempts to engage however, they seemed intent to stay on the Los 

Angeles side. Which could mean trouble later.



SONNY


We have entered Airbase grounds.

They had breached the perimeter of the CRS location.

John knew this place but it had changed significantly since their 

hurried departure on July the 24th 2004. It was a lot more dead, 

grays, blacks and whites. Craters in the runways and parking 

lots. They drove towards the largest hangar-

In fact they had just pulled into the hangar with the emergency 

hatch leading to the Particle Accelerator.

INT. HANGAR- CRS-

The ramps of the APC's lowered on the first and third ones first 

and the strike teams disembarked. Moving methodically and at 

quite a speed they secured the vicinity.



PATRICK


Clear!

The ramp of APC number two touched the cement floor. And the 

Connor contingent disembarked.



GENERAL CONNOR


Let's make this quick. To the hatch.

The group moved out quickly the Connor's shielded in the center. 

Through the hangar proper and into a room full of pipes, pumps 

and other machinery. The hatch to the Particle Accelerator was 

still open. Ariel checked a screen-



ARIEL


Zero machine activity.

General Connor nodded and some of the group went down the ladder, 

then the Connor contingent. The remainder of the solders stood 

guard at the hatch entrance. Covering the line of retreat.

INT. PARTICLE ACCELERATOR- CRS-

The team dashed through the Particle accelerator past the place 

where john had magnetized the T-X. There was a gap in the pipe, 

somehow she must've used her saw to cause a pressure blowout of 

some sort to shut the Accelerator down.

They exited the Particle Accelerator-

INT. PARTICLE ACCELERATOR- SERVICE ROOM-

They dashed across the metal gantry and up the stairs into-

INT. PARTICLE ACCELERATOR- CONTROL ROOM-

Past the banks of monitors now silent-

And through the door into-

INT. ROBOTICS LABS-

This was different it was quite obvious that a lot had gone on 

here in the intervening years. But most of Skynets robotics and 

H/K work were done in Machine Factories at secure locations now.

The team works forward still facing no machines at all- it's 

almost surreal for John and Kate. the last time they were around 

there were explosions, fires, chain gun wielding T-1's around 

seemingly every corner. 



GENERAL CONNOR


Stairwell on the left.

INT. STAIRWELL- CRS-

The team moves quickly up the stairwell not stopping for a 

moment. Time was of the essence they wanted to be in and out of 

here as fast as possible. They exited on-

INT. COMPUTER CONTROL CENTER- CRS-

The computer room-

There's still power here as if perhaps Skynet was keeping itself 

online at this location.



ARIEL


There's power here-

General Connor hooks up his computer quickly turns to Ariel-



GENERAL CONNOR


Don't worry this will only take a moment.

Connor begins to hack the system quickly breaking down fire walls 

and all other obstacles in his path. Finally he reaches his 

destination and copies the file. He un-jacks his computer.



GENERAL CONNOR


Easy money.

Suddenly a voice comes over the airwaves-



GARTH


Connor this is Franklin- we have abandoned 


the Hangar and will have to meet you out 


front! So far the Machines seem to be intent 


on making their way to you-.

General Connor points the team towards the open elevator shaft-



GENERAL CONNOR


We're en route. Take out any machines you see 


approaching the exterior.



GARTH


Affirmative Sir. You heard the General people 


Lock and Load!

INT. ELEVATOR SHAFT- CRS-

One by one the team fast ropes down the elevators cables- the car 

is jammed up the top of the shaft. Connor is the last one to be 

helped out into-

INT. CRS- MAIN LOBBY-

They run past the security desk. Two decomposed for the most part 

bodies lie on the floor with shattered ankles- this is the route 

The T-850, Kate and John had taken on July the 24th 2004, but in 

reverse.

Through the glass doors a rocket lances into the sky smashing 

into a Arial H/K- causing some damage to one of the engines it 

backs off.



GARTH


Clear the front entrance- we're gonna back 


right into the room for loading.

Connor and his team back off just as the doors to a stairwell are 

blown off their hinges. Two T-400's emerge carrying twin Plasma 

rifles.



GENERAL CONNOR


Open fire!

Ariel fires an M-79 Grenade launcher the distinctive *WHOMP* 

Connor counts the rotations-



GENERAL CONNOR


Four...Five Fire in the hole!

The team ducks behind what cover is available just as the M-79 

Grenade explodes warping the living crap out of the nearest T-

400. And a rocket lances out of a careening APC- glass and metal 

flies everywhere as the vehicle comes to rest. The rockets blasts 

the second T-400 to hell and back.



GARTH


Load up General!

General Connor and his family dash under a hailstorm of cover 

fire onto the APC- the ramp raises up and the APC pulls forward. 

A second APC fills the open area as soon as there's space.

INT. GENERAL CONNOR'S APC-

Connor's APC hauls ass across the tarmac putting distance between 

itself and the main firefight.



GARTH


I hope what you got is worth it General 


because the Machines look like their swarming 


the other two APC's!

Connor looks back out of a viewing slit-

Connor's POV: More and more Arial H/K's and ground units are 

surrounding the APC's suddenly-

EXT. CRS GROUNDS-

Sonny guns his APC-

Driving over a crowd of ground Units. Metal is crushed by the 

weight of his Carrier- his squad mates fire heavy weapons at the 

Arial H/K's overhead as they chase.

It's fast and furious but a rocket lances upward from the APC and 

smashes one Flying H/K which explodes into pieces- it's debris 

taking out its nearest counterpart.

All pursuit of Sonny's APC ceases as the Machines settle on 

easier prey.

The crew of the other APC goes down fighting, pulling back on the 

trigger until the last fiber of their being is snuffed out like a 

candle in the wind.

INT. SONNY'S APC-



SONNY


Damn! That was something else!



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Sonny- we can't stay together like this. We 


need to split up in some way or other to 


heighten our chances of survival.



SONNY


Good point. Tell Garth to take Gameplan 12. 


We'll stick on this route and hope we see you 


again. 



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Hey Sonny. No hero shit. If you can get off 


this main road do it...I don't want any more 


of your men sacrificing themselves for me.

Sonny laughs-



SONNY


You can't be serious General. Sometimes being 


a hero is the only good thing that comes out 


of a war.

Connor sighs-



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Look whatever you do or don't do...at least 


watch your back.



SONNY


Absolutely Sir.



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Good luck to you Sonny.



SONNY


And to you Sir. Sonny Out.

EXT. ROAD JUNCTION-

The two APC's came to the junction and split one going straight 

the other going southeast.

They weren't followed by any Machines...the Machines were too 

busy ripping the other APC to shreds back at CRS.

In fact by the time their frenzy of violence was over both APC's 

were well on their way to Los Angeles.

In fact Connor's was 45 minutes out-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

Danny Dyson had hooked up his computer system. Intertwined it 

with those already in the large junction room- four large 

monitors were rigged up for easy viewing.

Just then A.K. walked into the room- seeing Dyson she rushed over 

and hugged him-.



DANNY


Welcome to our new home A.K.

A.K. looked around the technological haven-



A.K.


Sweet digs. Who's in charge of this place-

Tenoy looks up from a Mapping Table-



TENOY


Acting Commander Tenoy Alvarez at your 


service.

A.K. acknowledges with a wave then-



A.K.


Acting Commander?



TENOY


Until Tim Reese gets back...then this place 


is his Baby again.



A.K.


You'd be willing to relinquish you command 


that easily?

A looks of unease crosses Tenoy's face then it's back to the 

business.



TENOY


Abso-freaking-loutley. I never asked for this 


job in the first place.



DARRON


But you're damned good at it mate.

Tenoy quirks out a half smile-



TENOY


I do what I can do.



MITCHELL


General Connor on the con-

Tenoy moves over to pick up the call.



TENOY


General.



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Alright Tenoy. We made it out of CRS with the 


information- I'm going to need your best Tech 


people ready to go on your end when I get in.

In the background Quentin walks in carrying a backpack power pack 

with some cables attached to it, and a can of Baked Beans. He 

places the items on another table and waits for Tenoy to get off 

the line. 



TENOY


Of course Sir. When should we expect you in?



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Within the next 45 minutes...look forward to 


seeing you.



TENOY


Same here General.



GENERAL CONNOR'S (VOICE)


Alright then. Let's keep radio chatter to a 


minimum. Keep focused, and remember There is-



TENOY


No Fate. Tenoy out.

Tenoy turns to the waiting group.



TENOY


Connor will be here within 45 minutes...let's 


get this place looking...decent.

Soldiers go every which way, picking up this or moving that 

there, some leave to get the tunnels ready. Tenoy walks over to Q 

and motions to the equipment-



TENOY


I take it this isn't Supper.

Q smiles-



QUENTIN


Not exactly, you see what we have here is-

INT. MALE BARRACKS- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- 41 MINUTES LATER

Title Card: 41 Minutes Later

Tim plays lookout for Houston as he retrieves the radio from its 

hidden location. Houston fires the radio up.



HOUSTON


Mitchell, get me Tenoy- it's an emergency.

A few moments of silence then Tenoy comes on-



TENOY'S (VOICE)


What is it Hou?



HOUSTON


Skynet is transferring the Reese's- by Arial 


H/K Carrier tonight. 



TENOY'S (VOICE)


When tonight?!



HOUSTON


Five minutes...I have to Go- no more time-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

Tenoy listens to the dead air for a moment-

Then switches to the All Clear channel-



TENOY


Rusty balls...Rusty Balls....Rusty Balls!!

INT. SEWER TUNNEL 17-

There are 70 soldiers waiting to hear the go code. Suddenly they 

spring into motion. Moving out in twos and threes. Taking 

multiple tunnels, leading to a rats nest of possible routes and 

destinations. 

EXT. GROUNDS AROUND HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

Resistance Soldiers swarm outward across the grounds around the 

detention camp.

We follow them as they run across the uneven ground. Keeping to 

the darkness, running between twisted hulks of vehicles and 

buildings. Former LAX Terminal busses and old Taxi Cabs.

They streak into position in Parking garages and hotels-

In burned out busses and hulks of jetliners.

INT. PARKING GARAGE-



JORDANNA


We are on target for scheduled saturation in 


less than 30 seconds. Commander Tenoy is 


moving into position- I have Command. Gain 


positions and hold.

Behind her Joshua Spindle mans a radar console-



JOSHUA


Machine activity nominal.



JORDANNA


Terry come back.

INT. MACHINE POWERPLANT- UNDER L.A.X.-

Terry touches his ear inside is a small earpiece on his lapel is 

a tiny microphone.



TERRY


Go ahead.



JORDANNA


Teams are almost in position. Wait for my go.



TERRY


Understood.

INT. MALE BARRACKS- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242- 



REESE


Whatever you do Kyle...do not panic alright.



KYLE


They're going to get to us in time aren't 


they Daddy.

Tim smiles in assurance-



REESE


You betcha.

The two T-400's enter the room.



T-400


It is time to prepare for departure.

Tim nods and takes Kyle's hand-

They all exit the barracks-

INT. PARKING GARAGE-



JORDANNA


The package is in the open.

On Joshua's radar something very large appears-



JOSHUA


Holy-



JORDANNA


I see it...that sucker is HUGE! All 


Units...all Units. Hunker down Zero Skin.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- APPROACHING HUMAN DETENTION CAMP-

We show Resistance soldiers pulling down masks, pulling on 

gloves, hunkering down until no skin is showing. They are trying 

to blend with the ambient heat. It's a good day for a surprise 

attack.

The Hunter Killer Carrier is huge.

Four massive engines blazing at full throttle keep it moving 

forward-

Large Plasma Cannons swivel round in all directions searching for 

a target to fire upon.

The huge craft approaches the Human Detention Camp.

INT. UNDERGROUND TUNNEL-

The APC pulls to a stop and the rear hatch drops down. Connor and 

his family get out. A soldier dashes up and salutes.



MITCHELL


Mitchell Combs General.

The General returns the salute and then drops it-



GENERAL CONNOR


Pleased to meet you Mitch...where's Commander 


Alvarez?



MITCHELL


She's in the field Sir. I need you to follow 


me to Command Central- we're in the middle of 


a crisis.

The group follows Mitchell and the General as they quickly move 

through a series of underground tunnels and checkpoints-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

General Connor stops Mitchell-



GENERAL CONNOR


What's the crisis Mitch?



MITCHELL


Skynet is attempting to move the Reese's as 


we speak...and we're about to bust them out.

General Connor stands shocked for a moment, then snaps back into 

command-



GENERAL CONNOR


Spare no soldier in bringing back that family 


especially Kyle Reese.



MITCHELL


We understand implicitly Sir.

Connor nods- then shakes his head again. It's clear he hasn't 

slept much if at all during the journey- in fact he hasn't slept 

in more than three days. Kate moves to his side.



KATE


At least sit down John.

John looks back at his wife and shakes his head.



GENERAL CONNOR


I'm sorry...I can't you know I think better 


on my feet.



KATE


John. I swear you haven't slept in over three 


days, you're pushing yourself too far.



GENERAL CONNOR


I promise I'll get some sleep when this 


thing's done.



KATE


And what if you're sleeping before this 


thing's done?

John looked into the eyes of his pissed off wife, she was right 

and he knew it. He really should be sitting down...better yet 

lying down- but he was riding a wave of adrenaline there was no 

way he could stop its flow now.



GENERAL CONNOR


Then I'll be begging your forgiveness later 


tonight.



MITCHELL


Everyone is in position.



GENERAL CONNOR


Give 'em hell.

INT. PARKING GARAGE-



JORDANNA


We are go. Terry kill the power...make sure 


it can't come back on. Sappers...blow charges 


on my command.

INT. MACHINE POWERPLANT-

Terry triggers the three explosive charges simultaneously. There 

is an enormous explosion- fire and explosions fill the massive 

Powerplant. Large important looking machines are blasted into 

oblivion. Terry is launched into a console we can hear bones 

break. 



TERRY


Do it for the Reese's-

INT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


Blow the charges.

Under his rags a Resistance soldier pushed a button on a radio 

detonator- in front of him one of the Automatic-Turrets exploded 

in a raging inferno of flames and twisted metal.

Three other towers crumbled in quick succession-

The Laser-net fences winked off.

We see two Rocket Propelled grenades race upwards at the H/K 

Carrier. Two direct hits and the craft falls from the skies 

raining debris. As it lands there is a huge explosion.

Resistance soldiers storm the camp-

One of them tosses one of Q's Phased Plasma pistols to Tim-

Tim fires on the T-400's accurate shots to the head frying the 

CPU. Tim hands off the pistol to Kyle as swarms of T-70's emerge 

from below ground- shooting their chainguns through sealed doors. 

Tim pries a Phased Plasma rifle from a T-400's hand plants it 

firmly against his shoulder and begins firing on T-70's.

A female resistance soldier kneels beside Kyle we see it's Tenoy.



TENOY


Come with me if you want to live Kiddo.

Kyle looks to his father-



REESE


You can trust her...she's the Commander of 


the L.A. Resistance. GO! Your Mom and I will 


meet up with you later-



KYLE


Alright Daddy- I'll see you later.

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

Mitchell looks up-



MITCHELL


Tenoy has Kyle...they're heading for drop 


point 7G.



ROSS


Sir...I need you to come and look at this-

Mitchell moves over to Ross's station. He sees a heavy 

concentration of red- very solid moving towards the detention 

camp-



MITCHELL


Jeez...it's like a steel tide!



ROSS


No Sir.

Mitchell looks at the huge concentration of red, there's no way 

that a thing that huge is ONE Machine.



MITCHELL


Look it's gotta be a bunch of machines...it 


can't be just one.



ROSS


It is Sir. Unless those metal monsters have 


started to march lockstep like a dictators 


honor guard then it's one machine- Listen. 

Ross offers his headset to Mitchell who puts it on. We hear a 

series of huge pistons firing in a set and timed manner. Heavy 

footfalls.



MITCHELL


Oh no-



ROSS


Jordanna be advised that you have an Arachnid 


approaching from your six o'clock position. 


It's huge-.



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


Understood. We're feeling it's footfalls 


right now actually.

INT. PARKING GARAGE-

Joshua's setup literally bounces-

One of the cables comes loose-



JOSHUA


Crap...radar is down for the moment.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD-

T-70's, T-100's and T-400's stalk across the battlefield. Firing 

into the rubble and vehicles- and taking return fire almost 

constantly. Sparks sing off their Chrome-Alloy Endoskeletons, and 

they continue to march forward.

Then suddenly the only sound on the battlefield is that of about 

10 billion chainsaws mixed with the sound of the shuttles solid 

fuel rocket boosters- 

Suddenly night became day.

INT. PARKING GARAGE-

Joshua rams the cord back into his equipment-

The screen comes back up- and his heart feels like it's pounding 

right under his brain.

His screen is literally covered in Arial H/K's



JOSHUA


Uh...Jordanna. Is there a play-book for this?

EXT. BATTLEFIELD-

Hundreds of new more hardy H/K's swarm the skies- well hundreds 

is what it seemed like. Probably no more than 25- but in such a 

concentrated deployment- this was a first.

It was loud noisy and violent.

On the ground multitudes on soldiers fired rockets, beams and 

bullets at the swarming Arial H/K ships- some found their targets 

but for the most part there were more misses than hits.

Tenoy ran in front Kyle followed cradling the pistol with two 

hands- Q was right behind them and following up was Phil carrying 

a fallen T-400 units Phased Plasma Rifle.



TENOY


We're going to make a break across Aviation 


Boulevard Jordanna-



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


Um...that's not such a good idea. There's an 


Arachnid coming right up that street towards 


you.

Tenoy and her team dropped down behind a Airport Bus that was 

lying on its side, charred to its supports.



TENOY


Well we can't afford to sit out here too long 


either-

Phil fires up at a circling Arial H/K and scores a hit the H/K's 

right turbine blows clean off- and the H/K spirals to the ground 

about 60 yards away. A huge fireball goes up.



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


Alright...we'll try and draw its attention 


away...but...oh what the heck just wait for 


my go.

EXT. AVIATION BLVD-

The Centurion/Arachnid stomped up the street. Its feet leaving 

impact craters in the ground with each placement- as soon as it 

spotted humans it opened fire with devastating results.

Six or seven soldiers were gunned down within seconds- and the 

Arachnid crawled up the slight incline towards its human prey- 

like a huge demonic metal spider.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD-

Tenoy saw the Arachnid climb up onto the battlefield proper- the 

machine had distracted itself-



TENOY


We're moving!



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


Tenoy...jeez-

There are a few moments of silence-

Then two rockets slice the night and slam into the Arachnid-



JORDANNA'S (VOICE)


That's your cue-

The Arachnid stumbles slightly on the incline behind it and 

tumbles back down to the road-

EXT. AVIATION BLVD-

Further up Aviation Boulevard Tenoy and her team dash across the 

street-

The Arachnid lands on its side forming a nice little crater-

Arachnid/Centurion POV: It sees Phil just before he disappears 

around the corner. Target fleeing. Pursue.

The Arachnid gets back onto its four huge feet and then starts 

quickly up the road.

EXT. HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

Tim continues firing on Units, Mary fights alongside-

Houston comes up beside him firing from the hip-



HOUSTON


Tim! Mary! Come on we have to get out of here 


now!

The three of them back up to the Men's Dorm and when they're 

relatively sure the going's clear- they duck inside.

INT. MALE BARRACKS- HUMAN DETENTION CAMP 1242-

They dash across the room and go down a ramp to the second level-

Tim and Mary dash through the bland metallic hall-

They run past the doors to the internal bathrooms-

As they run into the communal shower room there's a sharp flash 

of light and Houston is tossed into the far wall.

Reese turns and fires taking out the T-400 before it can take 

another shot. In the background Mary is talking to Houston.



MARY


Oh My God...Houston-

Houston shakes his head-



HOUSTON


Shhhhhh...it's okay...I just reached the end 


of the line before you did that's all.



MARY


I just hate it Hou...freedom was this close 


for all of us. And now...it's taken from you-



HOUSTON


But not from you...continue down the hall and 


turn left. On the wall 200 yards down the 


tunnel is a red x. Blow through the wall at 


that location...there's explosives...in a 


crate nearby. Go.....be with your Son.

Tim touches her on the shoulder-



REESE


We must be going-. Hou...use this...take out 


anything that you can...for as long as you 


can.

Tim hands Houston another Phased Plasma Rifle that he had just 

taken from the T-400 he'd just shot. Houston nods pressing the 

butt firmly into his shoulder.



HOUSTON


Good luck.



REESE


You too.

Tim and Mary dashed out of the room- and Houston lined up his 

sites on the doorway- the one place he Knew the Machines would 

come from.

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-



GENERAL CONNOR


You've got to get that Arachnid off their 


tail-

Mitch nods quickly-



MITCHELL


I'm working on it right this second Sir. 


We're going to use the natural landscape to 


our advantage if all goes well.

Connor nods-



GENERAL CONNOR


Whatever you do...you'd better make it fast.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- JUST WEST OF AVIATION BLVD.-

Tenoy, Kyle, Phil and Quentin run down the road using crushed 

vehicles for cover-



MITCHELL (VOICE)


Tenoy. Allow it to see you.

Tenoy nearly spits out her mouth guard-



TENOY


What?!



MITCHELL (VOICE)


About 100 feet up the road from your current 


position is a section of road that may not 


support the Arachnids weight.



TENOY


May not Mitch...or will not.

Back down the road the Arachnid turns the corner two spotlights 

snaking in opposite directions up and down the street.



MITCHELL (VOICE)


Absolutely will not.



TENOY


Alright. But be very aware if you're 


wrong...and I die. I will resurrect myself 


with the sole intention of killing you. 



MITCHELL (VOICE)


That's understood.

Tenoy and her group move out from behind their current cover 

position.

Arachnid/Centurion POV- We see the group outlined in it's 

Termovision. It begins to close the distance- the meters 

descending quickly.

Tenoy and her team dash forward as behind her the Arachnid runs 

right through burned out vehicles and all other objects that 

stand in its way.



MITCHELL (VOICE)


Alright, just keep on running and enter the 


sewers as soon as the Arachnid is down.

Kyle glances back as they keep running, that Arachnid hits the 

area of weakness.

EXT. LOS ANGELES RUINS- JUST WEST OF AVIATION BLVD.- SINKHOLE-

The Arachnid begins to fire even as the ground shifts beneath its 

massive bulk. Jagged chunks point this way and that the Arachnid 

still firing its twin Plasma Cannons- descends below the road 

surface. Cracks and fractures racing outwards.

Arachnid/Centurion POV- We see them disappear from screen. A 

vibrant message goes out for all Arial H/K's to vector in on it's 

position and to extrapolate outwards.

EXT. BATTLEFIELD-

The Arial H/K's break off their attack and quickly head towards 

where the trapped Arachnid is broadcasting. They begin to search 

the general vicinity.

EXT. DROP POINT 7G-

Tenoy and her team approached the sewer entrance as quickly as 

possible. Suddenly Plasma rained down from above as the sky was 

filled with Arial H/K's.



TENOY


Oh Shit-

They cut left and through a courtyard- then down a loading ramp 

into what used to be a storage area of some sort but the roof was 

blown off-

The spotlights from Arial H/K's followed their every move- yet 

there was no fire from above this time-

Tenoy and her team stop beside a half crumbled wall-



TENOY


They know-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-



GENERAL CONNOR


Don't stop...don't stop-

On the monitors we can see the cams of Quentin, Tenoy and Phil. 

The Arial H/K's hover in ever tightening circles like Sharks. One 

stops directly in front of the group- and extends a long 

cylindrical item.

INT. MALE BARRACKS- SHOWER ROOM-

Houston fires on a wave of T-400's taking a few out and then 

quickly becoming overwhelmed himself-

INT. SURVEY TUNNEL-

Wires snake away from the explosives-

Time pushes a red button down-

The X dissolves into dust and rocky rubble-

Tim and Mary clamber through the hole and continue to run.

EXT. NEAR DROP POINT 7G-



QUENTIN


Kyle- hold this up really high- trust me.

Kyle takes the can of baked beans in his hands-

From the bottom snake two cables which attach to a backpack 

Quentin has laying on the ground-

Kyle slowly raises the can-

A laser emits from the cylindrical item-

INT. MAIN SEWER JUNCTION- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.-

General Connor watches-

Beads of sweat appear amongst his hairline-



GENERAL CONNOR


No.

Connor collapses-

Like a marionette with its strings cut-

Connor's POV- Out like a lightbulb there one moment and gone the 

next. 

Medics rush to Johns side-

They check for pulse and breathing-



MEDIC


No pulse...no breath!



MEDIC 2


Stand clear. Opening airway-

On the screens from an extremely low POV with Connor in the 

foreground and the monitors above-

The action focuses on the monitors as the blurred action around 

General Connor continues-

We see the laser scanning Kyle's barcode- 

We see the POV shift to Quentin's pack-



QUENTIN


This is not a test.

BLACKOUT.
