FADE IN:

Future War battlefield as we left them Kyle holds aloft a can of baked beans attached to a battery like device. Q reaches into his rucksack and pushes a button with a raised dimple the only such button in his rucksack.  

QUENTIN

This is not a test.

There is a distortion in the air almost too fine to be seen by human eye yet barely perceptible. It moves out in a circular motion a distortion wave it approaches the nearest Arial H/K the one that has just scanned Kyle Reese's Barcode. 

INT.POV- ARIAL HK- NIGHT

Two things happen in quick succession. First the results of the scan of the barcode show up as scrambled and unreadable and second a Proximity Warning flashes up in the Infrared Termovision. The POV cants to the side and fades to a spot and winks out completely. 

EXT. BATTLE FIELD- NIGHT

The H/K falls from the sky as its thrusters shut down the turbines failing sending it into a stall. It smashes to the ground as Quentin, Reese, Tenoy and Phil dash for the half existent cover not far from the manhole cover as more of the H/Ks fall as the EMP from 
Q's device continues to disable the Flying H/K's.

H/K's are falling everywhere and exploding as they impact with the ruined ground below. 
Pieces of the H/K's fly off in each and every direction the sky is now filled with millions of shards of metal like throwing knives glittering through the fireballs and flames.

Suddenly a Military APC plows directly through a fallen H/K and skids to a stop near their position the rear ramp clangs down and resistance soldiers swarm out forming an effective fire squad.

PATRICK (IN A SOLDIER LIKE STACCATO)

Ma'am- come with us if you want to live!!

TENOY (IN SURPRISE)

Who the hell are you?!

PATRICK (MORE FRIENDLY)

Part of Connor's group batting clean up now get your ass inside!

TENOY (IN COMMAND)

Hell no not unti-

Patrick completes the pistol whip he had started five seconds before the butt of his gun causing Tenoy to crumple into his arms. Grabbing her under her arms  he drags her into the rear of the APC. Kyle Quentin and Phil charge inside too the fire squad piles in behind them. 

INT. APC- BATTLEFIELD- NIGHT

The ramp raises on its hydraulics. And Patrick thumps the partition to the drivers compartment.

PATRICK

Haul ass to the storm drains Sonny! Don't stop for shit.

SONNY

Roger. Folks better hold onto your stuff its gonna get bumpy.

People are jerked this way and that as its clears the ground. Kyle and Quentin sit on the floor beside each other, Quentin unwraps the cloth from around the can of baked beans. 
The can feels warm.

QUENTIN

Ready to eat...as planned.

He takes out a can opener one of those old manual kinds and cuts the lid off nice and jagged. He takes out a spork and pokes it into the can. 

QUENTIN

Eat up kid no rats for you on this ride.

KYLE

You sure. I mean-.

He looks up and all the soldiers are motioning for him to eat so smiling he ducks his head down and begins. Their look one of eat up kid and stop talking.

INT. DRIVERS CABIN- APC- NEARING STORM DRAINS- NIGHT

SONNY (PATTING THE DASH)

C'mon Bertha you ain't never let me down before-

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Come back Avenger one!

SONNY

Approaching entrance... 

(Refers to a map) 

SONNY (CONTINUED)

I believe you call it Seven Golf Sewer. I need that gate manned and open we're coming in clean but hot. Repeat clean but hot.

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Understood. Is the package on board?

SONNY

You mean that one from FedEx?

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Yeah 2 Day priority.

SONNY

Yeah in the end he came back insufficient postage return to sender.

There is a chuckle on the end of the line then Danny is back all business.

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Good job. Turn south in 500 meters go down into the L.A. Aqueduct and take the second tunnel on the right just after the downed Fox 11 helicopter. We've dropped a pouch of green smoke just in case. Once you're inside that entrance will be retired.

SONNY

Understood. Avenger out.

INT. SEWERS- NIGHT

Timothy and Mary both spotted the sign tacked askew to the tunnel wall ahead on the left.

MARY

Hope Street Timothy!

He gives her a huge hug.

TIMOTHY

We're gonna make it.

MARY (WITH WORRY)

What about Kyle?

Timothy releases the hug and taking his wife by the shoulders looks her squarely in the eyes. They hold that gaze for a few moments and a lifetime of trust is there that cannot be denied.

TIMOTHY (IN A VOICE THAT ONLY MARY EVER HEARS)

Trust the plan Mary.

Mary nods and they both run down to the end the old rust colored steel service door they both begin pounding on it. Almost as soon as they start someone opens the viewing slit in the middle.

GRIMY SOLDIER

What's all the racket? Who goes there?

TIMOTHY

Timothy....and....Mary ....Reese-.

GRIMY SOLDIER

Hold on! Back away! You get some water! Richardson give me your canteen! Everyone IT'S THE REESE'S! Surely someone can spare a nutrient bars? You clear Tim...Mary?

Tim and Mary have backed clear of the door far off to the left and back.

MARY

Clear soldier.

There's a screeching and then the door swings slowly open when there's a big enough gap Tim and Mary sidestep their way in and the door is closed again behind them.

A canteen is thrust into Tim's hand and both of them are hustled to chairs two soldiers with medics armbands check them for signs of injuries. In the background Richardson gets on the net.

RICHARDSON

This is Hope Street.

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

This is Danny.

RICHARDSON

Oh...Danny. Let Mitchell know that that Tim and Mary just made it in, a medical team is on the way. However as far as I can tell they seem to be only suffering from mild dehydration.

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Excellent news I'll inform him as soon as I can. Can the Reese's hear this?

Richardson turns up the volume.

RICHARDSON

Go ahead.

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Tim and Mary welcome back.

TIMOTHY

Thanks Dyson. Any news?

DANNY (OVER RADIO)

Hot off the presses. Connor's Second APC arrived. They picked up some stragglers among them a kid named Kyle.

There's whooping and hollering. Soldiers and techs are hugging and high fiving. But the best celebration is that of Mary and Tim who just clasp hands and collapse against each other in relief.

Title card goes here- Terminator 5: Ashes of War

Credits play out over the next few scenes.

INT.UNDERGROUND BASEMENT- MEDICAL SECTOR- NIGHT-

There is a constant rumbling from above, and dust and particulate falls everywhere covering things in a layer of grit. The jerry rigged lighting flickers with each above ground explosion, and every time the lights go out it only gets worse. For the most part though it's simply screaming chaos.

The white sheets are red and the dark sheets are stained to the point of blackness. There are soldiers on every bed, which pretty much means any surface that's flat enough to lie on, including the ground. A team of doctors treats the injured as well as they can afford to using years of experience to fashion miracles out of rudimentary equipment and stores. One of them pulls a sheet up and over the body of a fallen Resistance soldier. There are many such sheets.

Hands are reaching up some missing digits. Other soldiers are spasming from far worse injuries severe blood loss entire limbs gone.

WOUNDED SOLDIER

Dr. Swain...DR. SWAIN! Please- it hurts it hurts!

Dr. Swain is young not much out of her 20's with her medium length brown hair tucked up into a medical cap. She turns to the soldier, who could just as easily be her brother and takes a hold of his hand tries her best to comfort him.

DR. SWAIN

I know it hurts- but we don't have the stores of pain killers to just give it out everyone. They're only for the worst. I'm sorry. 

WOUNDED SOLDIER

But my leg it's.

DR. SWAIN

Bad I know. And it may have to be removed.

She gasps out struggling to remain composed. She suddenly wants to be anywhere other than here.

WOUNDED SOLDIER

No...NOOOOOOOOO!!!

Another Doctor obviously the senior of the two comes along we recognize his kindly face from Johns dream in T4- It's Dr. Lazarus. As he sweeps by he takes Dr. Swains free hand

DR. LAZARUS

You will have to loose it Soldier I'm sorry. 

He turns to Dr. Swain.

DR. LAZARUS

And you will have to come with me NOW!

As the wounded soldier screams succumbs the the reality of his situation he screams in agony and disbelief.

INT. HALLWAY- OUTSIDE THE MEDICAL SECTOR PROPER

Dr. Lazarus drags Dr. Swain out through a door and into a hallway. They walk together to a door flanked by resistance soldiers. Her claming breaths allow her to regain her composure and put on a face at least that says she's ready for business.

DR. LAZARUS

Open it.

DEERBORN

Yes Sir.

Turning to his left he inputs a code number quickly into a keypad mounted on the wall. 
This is the entrance to the secure ward. We see Katherine Brewster standing stoic and steadfast by her husbands side as he tosses and turns in sleep.

INT. SECURE WARD

Dr's. Lazarus and Swain crossed the room to stand beside General Connor's bedside. 
Connor is sweating profusely, bed sheets already damp, his body trembling. HIs body is producing adrenaline in an attempt to keep him awake while the sedative is trying to force him asleep.

DR. LAZARUS

What did you give him Katherine?

KATHERINE

A sedative Doctor to help him catch up on his sleep.

DR. LAZARUS

Let me see it.

KATHERINE

Doctor please I know.

DR. LAZARUS (BARKED IN ANGER)

Now.

Kate reaches into her jacket pocket and pulls out a small bottle of extremely powerful sedative.

DR. LAZARUS (CALMER AGAIN)

If I didn't know any better I'd swear you were trying to kill him.

KATHERINE

Of course not I'm just making sure he goes to sleep.

DR. LAZARUS

Using sedatives that are supposed to be used only on bears.

KATHERINE (ANGRY AND FRUSTRATED)

Don't question my judgment! I know what I'm doing!

DR. LAZARUS

I know you do. Dr. Swain.

DR. SWAIN

Yes Dr. Lazarus.

DR. LAZARUS

Keep a close eye on both of our celebrities make sure they only get up if they need to use the...er...John.

DR. SWAIN

Both?

DR. LAZARUS

Tenoy will be in soon enough and once she comes too if she hasn't already you're going to need to be very firm with her. 24 hours bed rest understood?

In the background Katherine nods and Dr. Swain does so as well. Dr. Lazarus smiles and leaves the way he came.

DR. SWAIN

Christ! She's not gonna like that.

KATHERINE

Neither is he.

INT. CRYSTAL PEAK FACILITY- BUNKER

The bodies of the Southsiders who made it into the facility were stacked in a huge pile of broken limbs and flesh. Nothing lived in Crystal Peak nothing human at the least. There were units of varying designs and designations going about the place like ants, undisturbed in their colony. Some typed at terminals and others looked for minute trace evidence of the Connor's that they would've inadvertently left behind and which had still not been discovered.

A T-20 stops by the glass window of the Terrarium it bends forward spotting something tiny. It has been programmed to search for trace evidence and what it has found is small yet exceedingly significant.

POV- T-20- We see what it sees a single strand of human hair with the root perfect for DNA analysis.It puts it in a small sterile tube then puts a stopper in the tube so the sample is not accidentally lost.

It logs this information in its memory.

Skynet acknowledges it at once.

INT. STEEL MILL- INDUSTRIAL DISTRICT- NIGHT

The T-1000 stands as Sarah Connor. And because of glitches its feet meld into the grated floor of the walkway. But John Connor despite his training fails to see this. He only sees his mother. He runs up and Hugs her. The T-1000 turns its free arm into a stabbing weapon and jabs it deep and then through John destroying his heart. And the future of mankind. He drops John to the floor with a thud. 

INT. HANGAR- CRS- DAY

With a loud thud John lands on the SUV he tries to get up dazed to the point of confusion the T-850 uses his left hand to Pin John to the dented hood of the vehicle. He draws back his right fist to bring it down hard as a piston.

JOHN

Wait! What is your mission?!

T-850

T-to provide protections for John Connor and Katherine Brewster.

JOHN

You are about to fail that mission!!

The T-850 seems about to stop fighting for control. It's eyes glow red like fiery coals from behind their facade.

T-850

I know.

The T-850's fist comes hurtling down and smashes John's head like a ripe watermelon the hood and windshield of the SUV are coated with blood grime and brain and skull.

The T-850 turns to the Cessna.

INT. SECURE WARD- NIGHT

General Connor is not only twisting and turning but now muttering under his breath.

GENERAL CONNOR

No.....no....that's not right...not...right.

The door opens and a second gurney clatters in on it is Tenoy Alvarez very much awake and alert and not too happy about this.

TENOY

Um...No and HELL NO!! I'm not hurt or sick and I sure as hell don't need to be sitting.

DR. LAZARUS (O.S. AND CORRECTIVLEY)

Lying!

TENOY

Lying then for 24 hours. I've got a war to run here!

DR. SWAIN (ALL BUSINESS)

24 hours no exceptions Ma'am.

The transport medics lock the wheels of the gurney and leave from whence they came.

MEDIC

I wouldn't wanna be stuck in there.

MEDIC 2

Me neither- hey Teresa! Catch!

The second medic tosses a bottle to Teresa she catches it and reads the label, Aleve. 

DR. SWAIN

Thanks Boys. Please lie down Miss Alvarez.

TENOY

Like Hell Doc! I'm perfectly fine can't you tell.

DR. SWAIN

The decibels seem undiminished.

TENOY

Oh hah. C'mon Doc can't I simply walk around the room or something?

DR. SWAIN

I wish you could but I don't have the keys.

Tenoy looks down at her feet her left ankle is actually handcuffed to the railing. She tugs at it and shakes her foot from side to side. The door seals to the room and Tenoy looks up.

TENOY

GUYS!! NO! Come on...Please!

GENERAL CONNOR

Give it a rest Soldier...if I have to stay here then you have to stay here. You might as well get comfortable. Besides the two of us have a lot to discuss.

Tenoy looks over and takes in who's behind her nearly goes to smart off again but then she reads the name on the Hi My Name is Sticker- General Connor. Tenoy's body goes rigid. This is him? Scarface? This guy is General John Connor, for a moment time stops.

TENOY

General Connor Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

Commander Tenoy Alvarez.

BOTH

What're you doing in here?!

They laugh amongst themselves.

GENERAL CONNOR

Ladies first.

TENOY

Ain't no ladies in the Resistance Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

You know what I mean soldier.

TENOY

Minor Concussion bumps and bruises. And you?

GENERAL CONNOR

Lack of sleep, self treasonous actions and general tomfoolery.

DR. SWAIN

You two should really be resting you know.

Both of them give her a withering look that makes her shrink in upon herself, then she sighs and makes for the door.

DR. SWAIN

Well as long as you don't get into trouble I suppose you can stay up and awake. There's an intercom if you need anything.

GENERAL CONNOR

We'll be good I swear. Oh and take any guards off the door. That way if Skynet does breach our little hideout- no offense.

TENOY

None taken Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

Then they have less reason to check this place out.

Dr. Swain stopped door open and then nodded her understanding leaving she closed the door behind her. Through the door her muffled voice could be heard.

DR. SWAIN (AUTHORITATIVE)

Go on patrol!

DEERBORN

But Ma'am our orders are to.

DR. SWAIN

You have new orders from General Connor himself now move out. You too Vasquez.

VASQUEZ

Understood Ma'am. Let's book Deerborn besides I heard they actually got real lasagna in the mess today.

The response was muffled as they walked away.

DEERBORN

You're full of shit Vasquez real meat my ass where'd they.

VASQUEZ

I don't know I just heard.

Tenoy smiles.

TENOY

Deerborn and Vasquez are good soldiers Sir. You can count on them in a shit storm.

GENERAL CONNOR

Good to know Tenoy...good to know.

INT. TECH H.Q.

Q walked back into his room slash lab and moments later Kyle followed him across the threshold. In his hands was a bundle two sets of BDU's, some blankets and a old stained pillow. He looked around uncertainly and Q noticed this and smiled motioned for Kyle to follow.

QUENTIN

The bunks are through here. Any bunk that doesn't have stuff on it is open.

KYLE

Where's your bunk?

Q smiled and walked down the row stopping finally, there's an open bunk above his.

QUENTIN

Right here. If you don't mind top bunk you can have a ringside seat.

KYLE

Mind top bunk...I live for top bunk.

Kyle put his package on the bunk and retied the laces on his boots- he wore a third set of BDU's. There was the sound of a knock on the front door.

MITCHELL

Q...Kyle where you mates at?

QUENTIN

Bunks Mitch- be right out.

MITCHELL

Well light a fire under it will ya! Got that file Connor hacked out of the CRS facility and we need to have a look at it.

A clattering can be heard and suddenly Q and Kyle appear in front of Mitchell. Mitchell hands over a laptop with some sort of card sticking out of it. Low blue lights criss-cross the surface of the laptop.

QUENTIN

Connor put the whole laptop in a self designed Faraday. Dang!

MITCHELL

Yeah yeah. What we really care about is what's on the laptop. As soon as you know anything let Jeremiah know.

Q just nods and Mitchell glances apologetically at Kyle.

MITCHELL

Well kid- if I were you I'd grab some food. He'll be engrossed for hours.

Kyle gets up and leaves the room with Mitchell as Q beings to work on the laptop longing for files it holds.

EXT. RUINS OF LONDON- NIGHT

Andy is secretly watching the huge Machine Node in North London. It was here he had been briefed that before the war Britain had built a supercomputer that would be compatible with the United States Skynet Battlefield Management System. The SBMS was kind of like a military computerized operating system, designed to remotely control drone units and silos and birds. Together with the phalanx of Skynet Satellites that the U.S. had counted on the ESA to launch during the early 2000's they created the Ultimate War dealing Computer System. 

ANDY

There is a hell of a lot of shite going on around here Phillip. 

ANGELINE (OVER RADIO)

Describe it.

ANDY

Is Philip there?
PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

Bloody right I'm here! Please describe it.

Andy looked through his night vision spotting scope and we see what he sees as he describes it in a series of POV shots.

ANDY

To the North East it looks like they're putting up some kind of new antenna array. It's bigger than the old BT Telegraph Tower. Looks like it has automated turrets on the outside in strategic positions.

ANGELINE (OVER RADIO)

What else?

ANDY

They're mining some sort of ore from beneath the ground and I'll be buggered if I can figure out what it is. I didn't really think there was anything worthwhile under the UK but coal.

PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

Might be something they can combine to make an alloy.

ANGELINE (OVER RADIO)

God...that would be Bloody brilliant. They do not need to make these things any stronger.

PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

You're speaking to the choir Ang- Anything else?

ANDY

Increased patrols. Hunter Killers going by every couple of minuets. Hold on! BLOODY CHRIST!

From his POV again we see a Arial Hunter Killer rising into frame almost right in front of him. The massive roar of its thrusters practically overwhelms the senses. He gets low and curls up making himself as small a target as possible and willing the massive machine to just get the fuck away. Dust and detritus is blown this way and that in the thrusters wake. After what seems like an eternity the Machine powers away.

PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

You okay Andy? Andy ANDY!!

ANDY

Yes I hear you...my ears are ringing like the bells of Big Arseing Ben.

PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

We reckon you've done right well for us today. Come back in and get some rusks.

ANDY

Right-o. What's for Tea then?

ANGELINE (OVER RADIO)

Best you come in unprepared.

ANDY

That bad eh?

PHILLIP (OVER RADIO)

You know lad it could mean good things every once in a while.

Andy smiles although he knows no one from the Resistance can see him he's solo recon today.

ANDY

Roger that. I'm on my way.

INT. UNDERGROUND- LONDON RESISTANCE H.Q.

PHILLIP

So is there any word yet on Connor?

ANGELINE

He collapsed from over-exertion and exhaustion, he hadn't slept in 6 days.

PHILLIP

6 bloody days...the mans insane.

ANGELINE

Actually no...but he is on bed rest the next 24 hours at least.

Phillip grunts his understanding.

PHILLIP

So Tenoy back in charge then?

ANGELINE

Nope Katherine.

PHILLIP

Oh buggar all!

And Angeline punches him closed fist right in the chompers.

ANGELINE

Do it again Phillip...I dare ya!

INT. TECH H.Q.- LOS ANGELES CALIFORNIA- 2 HOURS LATER

Q stopped typing and rubbed his eyes. So far the file remained stubbornly closed, which was no surprise seeing as how he'd never tried to hack the encryption of a Self Aware Supercomputer before. Still this was infuriating he'd tried just about everything he could think of...wait!

Q pulled up a huge red binder a new looking one. Connor had said to keep his work in primo condition after all it could be the key to everything. Was his reverse engineering the key to cracking Skynets' encryption? He quickly flipped through the pages until he found a series of equations and complicated lines and theorems. He then set down the binder to the right of the laptop, he worked quickly typing in a bizarre combination of symbols numbers and letters. 

QUENTIN

Come on Baby! This could be it! Yeah take that Skynet...and that! I'm gonna take down your fire walls. I'm gonna make your encryption look like calculator programming. And with this press of the enter key I AM

We see him push the enter key.

QUENTIN

So not in.

Quentin is so engrossed in his attempts he doesn't even realize that Kyle is right behind him.

KYLE

Not in YET?!

QUENTIN

JEEZZZEE you scared me!....And no...no I'm still not in.

Kyle looks at the blood red symbols on the screen. Notices something right away.

KYLE

I've seen this code.

There's a knock on their door and Danny Dyson pokes his head around the corner.
DANNY

Mind if I join you guys?

QUENTIN

Pull up a bucket.

KYLE

I've seen this before...I can crack this.

Dyson drags over a overturned bucket and takes a seat. Kyle and Quentin switch positions. Kyle begins typing slowly and methodically. Slowly and surely this continues for a few moments until the symbols on the screen freeze. And a red prompt come up.

It flashes waiting like some devilish thing. Rhythmically.

KYLE

Make sure the volume is low.

Quentin reaches forwards and adjusts the volume dial down.

KYLE

Here goes.

He types in LIST.

One file is listed.

SKYNETS VOICE

One file listed.

Both Quentin and Danny jump a little.

DANNY

That is just eerie.

The file name comes up Global Network.

SKYNETS VOICE

Would you like me to access the file?

Kyle notices a red light glowing on the microphone and wonders if John has voice software set up on the laptop.

KYLE

C-c-can you hear me?

SKYNETS VOICE

Yes user I can hear you. Would you like me to open the file?


KYLE

Yes please.

SKYNETS VOICE

Opening file. You may read and touch but any changes to the informational findings stored within must be approved by written consent from General Robert Brewster. Have a safe and productive day.

The File opens.

As do sub-files upon sub-files.

None of it good.

DANNY (A LITTLE SAD)

Oh Dad. You had the right idea...but from it they created a monster.

INT.SECURE WARD

Both Tenoy and John have settled in as comfortably as possible. Tenoy has already unknown to those around her picked the lock on her handcuffs. Ordinarily she would've been up and out of there by now but something about Connor's face...and it wasn't the scars- made her stay.

GENERAL CONNOR

Man some days what I wouldn't give for it to be normal out there.

TENOY

I know what you mean. I mean my Job...sucked. At least what they had me doing but it was better than this.

GENERAL CONNOR

If you don't mind me asking what were you doing?

TENOY

I worked for the FBI.

GENERAL CONNOR (SURPRISED)

Really? You don't look much older than me.
That makes Tenoy laugh...but its true. She doesn't look much older than John even with the scars included.

TENOY

It's called working out. You should try it sometime.

GENERAL CONNOR

You're a laugh riot. So what did you do in the Bureau?

She looked up half smiling.

TENOY

My job was to keep loosing track of you!

INT. FBI- LOS ANGELES CALIFORNIA- DAY- AUGUST 21ST 1997

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

Someone else found her again Agent Alvarez.

TENOY

Well at least someone found her Sir.

He looks up over a pair of cheap, not to mention unneeded glasses at her and nods.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

Very true...very true. Anyhow you'd better head to Mexico. Baja Mexico. Someone will meet you from local law enforcement they will take you to the clinic.

Tenoy nods.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

The company plane is fueled and ready. Bring that boy back or don't come back. 

TENOY

Yes Sir.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

I really want to talk about these Terminator things with him. Some reports my inside man at the DoD are filing with us...seem to validate the boys assertations.

TENOY

The boy might not be lying then?

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

And his mother was probably sane too too.

TENOY

What of that Doctor guy?

Waverly looks up and smiles.

ASSISTANT DIRECTOR WAVERLY

Read the file on your way down it has all of you need to know. Have a good flight.

INT. GOVERNMENT PLANE- EN ROUTE TO BAJA MEXICO

Tenoy has the file open. There's a page with Silberman's file from Pescadero the file of his incarceration. Seems he had been a member of the psychotic population of Pescadero for four and a half years. 

TENOY

Then released into assisted living and six months later disappears.

She turns the page.

TENOY

Sarah Jones. Leukemia, Christ she must smoke like a chimney.

She looks at the latest photo of John.

TENOY

Wonder what Alias he's using? Cameron, Reese, Biehn. They've never used the same one.

She looks into his eyes. Challenging powerful honest.

Looks at the spy shots from DoD. The Mock-Bots. The Massive Supercomputer towers built God knows where.
TENOY

Maybe Waverly's right kid. Maybe you and your Mom are world class citizens. Maybe you are trying to save humanity.

HOSTESS

You might want to put that away Agent Alvarez we'll be starting our descent soon.

Tenoy begins re-packing the file. Looks up with a smile.

TENOY

Thanks.

INT. ON THE ROAD TO THE CLINIC- BAJA, MEXICO

OFFICER MANTEGUA

So you're here to see Miss Jones?

TENOY

Yes I am...how is she?

OFFICER MANTEGUA

She is next door to death. Won't last much longer I'm afraid.

TENOY

She knows why I am here and still agreed to see me?

Officer Mantegua laughs his ample belly jiggling.

OFFICER MANTEGUA

What can you do to her? She is about to pass on...besides she wishes to talk to you.

TENOY

She can see me today?

Mantegua nods.

OFFICER MANTEGUA

Si Senora. We are headed to the clinic.

INT. SECURE WARD

GENERAL CONNOR

Wait. You not only talked with my Mother but she WANTED to talk to you?

TENOY

Yes. Is that so hard to believe?

Connor smiles.

GENERAL CONNOR

Yes.

INT. CLINICA DE RESTORATION- AUGUST 21 1997

DR. LAZARUS

She's in Room 908 and she knows that you're coming. Please don't get her too excited she'll loose control and get into uncontrollable coughing fits.

TENOY

I understand. Which way?

DR. LAZARUS

Sorry. Up the stairs and turn right. Third door on the right.

TENOY

Thank You. 

INT. ROOM 908

There is a knock on her door.

SARAH

Come on in Agent Alvarez.

Agent Alvarez opens the door and enters. There is a chair right behind the door at the head of Sarah's bed. Tenoy closes the door and takes a seat.

TENOY

Thank You for seeing me.

Sarah smiles. She's weaker but still has strength in her eyes that commands honesty and respect.

SARAH

Thank You for coming. I know the good Doctor out there doesn't want things to get too heavy but I have some questions I need answers for. 

Tenoy smiles.

TENOY

Usually that works the other way round.

SARAH

I promise if you answer my questions you'll probably find the answers to yours. If not I will answer them for you.

Agent Alvarez just nods.

SARAH

You know what I've always believed, what John and I have tried to stop...Have we stopped it? Will the sun still be shining- or will there be Nuclear Darkness?

TENOY

Not for awhile. A few more years at the very least. 

Sarah smiles wanly. Picks up a picture, which is not framed, of John. Her hand trembles slightly from emotion.

SARAH

Well....at least I'll miss it then.

TENOY

I'm sorry everyone thought you were crazy. But there were others like my Boss...he believes you.

She hands over the pictures taken by the mole in the Department of Defense. The Mock-up Terminators huge computer towers. Documents about components of Skynet being made across the United states.

Sarah looks at them then to Alvarez.

SARAH

This answers my next question.

TENOY

My Boss...Waverly wants to talk to John in person.

Sarah smiles enough to show her teeth this time.

SARAH

That is between you and him. He's been bought up not to trust you folks, not at all surprising since you wouldn't trust us.

TENOY

Touche.

INT. SECURE WARD

TENOY

I looked out of the room then because I felt a pair of eyes on me. And there you were you little Tree Monkey. And before I knew it you were on your motorcycle and away.

GENERAL CONNOR

Little Tree Monkey....ohhhkayyyy. Anyway yeah I remember seeing you that day. You looked different with your hair down.

EXT. CLINICA DE RESTORATION- AUGUST 29TH 1997- NOON

John leapt from the window of his Mothers hospital room and into the tree outside. The one he used to case the joint every day since her arrival. He descended quickly almost out of control it was obvious he was running from someone. He hit the ground in a tuck and roll but it was mostly gravel and loose stone and he couldn't get his footing. 

The man until recently known as Dr. Silberman came out of the front of the Clinic.

DR. SILBERMAN

There you are boy I'll make a name for myself. I will. You and I both know the truth!

John scrabbled past me. Doctor Silberman was right on his ass grabbed the collar of his jacket and began to haul him to his feet.

DR. SILBERMAN

I don't care if both of us get committed young man either way I'm gonna make a career out of you!

That's when my motorcycle helmet smashed him across the nose and he collapsed to the floor like so much trash.

John was in tears and I couldn't blame him listening to him.

JOHN (THROUGH TEARS)

She's gone...gone. Mother FUCKER! Cancer...I told her...I told her stay off the Goddamn death sticks....but no. Why God? WHY!

I let him get it out a bit and then offered my hand.

TENOY

Hey. Let me help you up before Doc here comes around.

He looks at me through tears and anger as if I'm a snake.

TENOY

I swear no cuffs. My boss wants to talk to you. He believes you and your mom and so do I.

I think what he needed was an ally. And he realized he had one from the most unexpected of places though he didn't know it. He took my hand and I hauled him up. He kicked Silberman again and again head chest groin all the while letting years of anger out. And God help me FBI agent and all I let him.

JOHN (LIVID)
You Mother fucker! You treated my Mother like SHIT! Kept her drugged up day and night! You abused her tortured her gave her false hope! And then tried to lock her away again! Not to me...NOT TO ME!!

I touched him and it was like feeling raw power. Then it was over he was drained and spent. And he turned and put his trust in me. A trust that I would NEVER use against him. He leaned against me- and started crying. Body wracked with sobs.

TENOY

It's okay...it's okay. It's going to be alright.

And I held him tight, until the sobbing died away.

INT. SECURE WARD

GENERAL CONNOR

I kicked his ass pretty good I take it. 

TENOY

I'll just put it this way. The next person to use room 908 was a overweight balding gentleman.

The door to the Secure ward clanks unlocked.

PATRICK

I have a message for you two. It's been approved by Acting General Katherine Brewster.

GENERAL CONNOR

Enter Captain Kangaroo.

PATRICK

As if I've never heard that one before Mate!

He moves across the room quickly and hands out two identical notes one to each of them.

We see Johns POV: File Hacked. Will have a meeting at 18:00 hours. We can all sleep later. Kate.

John sits carefully. He is feeling remarkably rested.

GENERAL CONNOR

Man when I fell I must've landed hard.

PATRICK

Crikey! And then some Sir.

Patrick looks around to a chair. On it is a fresh pair of BDU's He walks over and brings it back for the General a small thin square-ish object flutters to the floor. After handing over the BDU's he leans down to pick up the object it's an old Polaroid picture.

Connor is dressing quickly.

PATRICK

Sorry Sir. It fell on the floor.

He hands the photograph to Connor. He pauses for a moment looking at it.

TENOY

Wow! She looks so young in that picture.

John smiles.

GENERAL CONNOR

Yeah. I was in her tummy at the time.

Patrick looks from the picture to John.

PATRICK

Yup. Pure blood relative there.

GENERAL CONNOR

Yes...yes indeed. God I wish she were still around.

He carefully pockets the picture.

GENERAL CONNOR

There are times when I feel totally lost without her.

Patrick nods.

PATRICK

We stand behind you Sir. For as long as we live and breathe. But I know that all of us combined could not take her place.

Connor's eyes are dampen like tunnels into his soul you can see the pain there. There is a  longing but also an appreciation that words cannot properly express.

GENERAL CONNOR

As true as that is and I do appreciate your candor Patrick. A true soldier must be skilled on the battlefield as well as honest. I intend to be that with you Patrick and You Tenoy. I will not turn away your help.

TENOY

Come on guys, we gotta move if we're going to make that meeting.

Dr. Swain waiting in the hall follows in their wake.

DR. SWAIN

I hope you don't mind me keeping an eye on you, since you are still critically low on sleep General.

GENERAL CONNOR

I don't mind in any way, sometimes I need help to keep myself from self destructive behavior.

In a series of a continuous shots we show the trio walking through a confusing array of tunnels and basements that have been joined together to form a vast and confusing network. They turn right into a slightly wider passageway, bare bulbs dangle every 20 feet or so, soldiers look up as they pass. Somewhere in the distance we can hear a strange and sometimes discordant sound.

INT. UNDERGROUND JUNCTION.

GENERAL CONNOR

What's that noise?

TENOY

Noise...oh, it's the guys singing.

Connor starts forward again this time in the direction of the singing.

Tenoy moves to catch up.

TENOY

Sir, we really don't have the time for this little detour.

The singing voices are still muffled but we are much closer.

GENERAL CONNOR

It is singing, and I recognize that song.

SINGING VOICES

I pray to you each day for you are the potter and I am the clay.

They turn the corner having figured out by now the General is going to check this out regard-less and we find ourselves face to face with a small room that has been turned into a chapel of sorts. In it is a group of soldiers of varying ages and ethnicities- they are all singing their arms raised. Praising the Lord. General Connor, Tenoy and Patrick enter.

INT.RESISTANCE CHAPEL

SINGING VOICES

Take me and use me I am yours always. Take me and hold me...lovingly mold me for you are the potter and I am the clay.

John begins to join in and all the eyes in the room turn to him, their leader, joining them in such praise.

GENERAL CONNOR

I used to run away. I used to try to loose myself told myself you didn't need my help. I tried to look the other way yet in the end I'd kneel and pray. Take me Lord I am your clay.

The others join back in.

SINGING VOICES

So take me and use me-just as you need me I am yours to shape. Take me and hold me lovingly mold me because you are the potter and I am the clay....you are the potter and I am the clay......you are the potter and I am the clay!

The song over the soldier who was leading the service approaches Connor.

LUTHER

Sir. I was going to say something to the men women and children today, but if you can think of something.

Connor grasps Luther's shoulder. 

GENERAL CONNOR

Indeed I can...and have.

General Connor makes his way to the front stopping from time to time and shaking hands of adults and children alike. He tousles a young boys hair and then turns to face the gathering. Clearing his throat he begins to speak.

GENERAL CONNOR

In the story of Creation it states that God gave dominion, that means control or guardianship kids, of the Earth to the first humans ever created. We were supposed to take care of it, preserve it, help life to thrive. I hate to be a pessimist but we're doing a really shit job right now and-

One of the kids giggles. Reaches up her hands.

GIRL

Quarter a swear word.

Connor stops and laughs.

Digs in his pockets.

GENERAL CONNOR

That's a little steep isn't it young lady?

GIRL

I could be mean like a Boy and charge you 50 cents.

This time laughter fills the chapel from front to back even Tenoy and Dr. Swain are laughing softly. Connor pulls out a Quarter hands it to the girl then another and another and another. The girls eyes light up.

GENERAL CONNOR

Just in case.

The laughter gets louder. Loud enough to draw more people from outside until one notices Connor's name badge and calls out into the tunnels.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

John Mutha Fuckin Connor is in our lowly chapel!

He walks up the aisle and nods to Connor and peels off an actual 5 dollar bill.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Here you go Lilly, least you have some fire starter now.

Lilly looks him over suspiciously.

LILLY

This is not going to be enough.

Lawrence nods. She's probably right. More and more soldiers flood into the chapel they sit stand and lean until every available space is taken. Connor finally continues.

GENERAL CONNOR

As I was saying folks. God gave us dominion, and look at what we did with it. We pissed it down the drain. We took it, used out minds to create things that at one time seemed akin to magic. And then we created weapons and we created another thing to watch over the weapons for us because we were so Fucking lazy. And we all know how that turned out.

There is some light laughter.

And the girl holds up one of the quarters.

GENERAL CONNOR

Busted. But take a good look around and your eyes should tell you the simple truth. That this planet isn't even ours anymore. Well I say you're too blind to see what's right in front of you. Bugger all to defeatist crap.
Lawrence smiles as John eludes miss moneybags.

GENERAL CONNOR

We're here, the Resistance still stands. A good friend of mine once told me that humankind would not survive because it is in our nature to kill ourselves. This is true, it cannot be denied we may not all be cannibals but we're all killers whether with words or deeds. But it does not mean we would've been insane enough to wipe out humanity in its entirety off the face of the earth. That is what Skynet is planning on doing and what we HAVE to stop.

There are murmurs of agreement.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

But it's not going to be easy General Connor Sir is it?

Connor shakes his head his longish hair flicking from side to side white is beginning to streak it.

GENERAL CONNOR

No Commander it is not. In fact it is going to get a hell of a lot worse before it gets any better. This is not going to be a conventional war if we were to fight it as one we would likely have lost already. But no we will do as our former enemies did within our own countries. We will use small local assets to attack and retreat, attack and retreat. But DO NOT equate retreat with surrender! I will not surrender! I will not back down! We will move forward we will outlive and outlast this artificial God we have created. And when all is said and done we will smelt that Motherfucker, and use it to rebuild our cities! Planes! Cars!

With each mentioned item people soldiers and refugees alike start to chant and applaud and the little girl lifts up a quarter.

GENERAL CONNOR

Our Bicycles, our Teeter totters, round a bouts and basket ball hoops our jungle gyms and our swing sets! Because humans may be dangerous and unpredictable but humanity. Humanity joined together in resistance will rage against the Machines! Will rise from the ashes of this world! As GOD is my witness we will reclaim dominion over the Birds of the air and the Fish of the sea! And when this is all said and done whether it be for ourselves, our children or our children's children. We will stand on the decimated surface! We will wave our flags and raise our voices! And proclaim that THERE IS NO FATE BUT THAT WHICH WE MAKE FOR OURSELVES!

Everyone is up on their feet, applauding and cheering. John motions them quiet then continues in a more reverent tone.

GENERAL CONNOR

Lord, you brought me to my place in this world. Sometimes I was kicking and screaming but you always knew where I belonged I belonged here...with these volunteer soldiers these broken and bloodied survivors. And Lord, I know that there are many who may not believe in you, who deny you. I've been there myself. But I have seen too much, survived too much up to this point I do believe in miracles...and I do believe in you. I hold these people up to you, old enemies new friends united in one cause. Guide us through all that is to come and let us never forget we were given dominion. All this I put before you as a humble servant protect us through the long battle to come. Amen.

Lawrence nods his head.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Amen indeed.

General Connor smiles.

GENERAL CONNOR

Now if you'll excuse me I have a meeting that I'm already late for. God bless you all and may you all live to see the fall of Skynet.

This time the applause is more subdued but no less complete. Again General Connor shakes a lot of hands and others squeeze his shoulder or pat him on the back. Commander 
Lawrence appears at his side.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

You know...I'm late for that muthafucking meeting too. Gonna have to put the blame on someone.

Connor can't help but smile.

GENERAL CONNOR

Pleasure to meet you Commander Hackman.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

It is my honor to meet you. The meeting is this way.

INT. SKYNET CENTRAL PROCESSING COMPLEX- BELOW CRYSTAL PEAK

The room that houses the supercomputer is massive.

About the size of a shopping mall. 

In its center is a very tall tower this is the Main Computing Core of Skynet and it is as tall as the Washington Monument circular and has a series of red rectangular lights that rise up and down its sides.  

Around this tower are a collection of 24 processing towers they are surrounded by a collection of cooling wafers. These cooling wafers are pieces of composite metal surrounded by a liquid whose precise ingredients will never be known. The only thing one can say is that they stay within a variance of .5 degrees C of the optimum cooling temperature at all times.

Forming another ring at floor and ceiling level is an actual circular track. It is unclear what this tack does but since it surrounds the entirety of the Skynet Processing Complex one must assume it serves some purpose perhaps it is for some sort of security device.

Half way between the processing towers and the Main Computer Core stand 12 more towers. These also have a series of red rectangular lights running from top to the bottom.

Skynet Vision: There are billions of small moving pictures. In reality there are many many more but since Skynet is quite literally looking at everything simultaneously. On multiple servers with multiple Skynet Visions at the same time it would be overwhelming to show you all of that. Every few moments one will enlarge and be scrutinized further before it becomes once again an almost tiny speck. This is how Skynet keeps track of the world.

The red lights in one of the twelve towers- wink out one by one until they are all extinguished.

UNITED KINGDOM COMPLETE comes up in large white letters over the scrolling windows- then fades to nothing.

A window opens it shows a few Resistance soldiers trying to take a plasma rifle from a downed T-400 from the Cyborgs POV. The POV turns to snow and we see the action for a Arial H/K soaring above bodies flying as the explosive Skynet remotely detonated takes apart everything in a raging conflaguration. The Arial H/K's POV disappears from 
Skynets Vision.

CANADA COMPLETE.

Another tower is devoid of red lights.

And another.

Another.

Again.

What is going on?

INT. BRIEFING AREA- RESISTANCE H.Q.

General Connor moves into the room and hugs and kisses his wife.

KATHERINE

Feeling better?

GENERAL CONNOR

Much.

Then he notices someone else and it’s almost like seeing a ghost, Kate notices and lets him go.

It's Danny Dyson and he looks an awful lot like his father.

GENERAL CONNOR

Danny Dyson. As I live and breathe.

DANNY

Yes Sir. It's been a long time.

GENERAL CONNOR

Please...none of this Sir crap it makes me seem old. 

DANNY

Of course. Hey can we talk about the past later I've got a briefing to begin if you don't mind.

GENERAL CONNOR

Of course Danny. I'd love to take the time.

Danny smiles and watches and waits for everyone to either find some sort of seat or a comfortable place to stand. When the talk has about died off he motions for Q to turn off the lights and starts the briefing.

DANNY

I'm afraid there's not much in the way of good news. But I must say that by the time this briefing is over you will have quite possibly the most thorough understanding you have ever had about this beast we're going up against.

A Police report comes up on the white washed wall as Danny speaks about each item-

DANNY

This is a copy of a written Police report of what happened back in 1984 at a small and at that time rather unknown Technology start up called Cyberdyne Systems. It appears that a robotic unlike any devised was found crushed in a steel press. According to the police report the place was secured. Not however before two workers who it seems practically lived on site managed to steal an Arm armature and processing chip from the scene. 

John nodded this jived with what his Mother had told him. What Danny said next though changed everything.

DANNY

As you can see the report was never officially filed. That's because it and everything about what happened that night was covered up. You see the U.S. Government was already working on a project much like Skynet. They swooped in and stole the rest of the endoskeleton parts and moved them to a secured location. This picture shows just how much Endo they were able to recover.

The shot is like that of a unsolved murder where they have only a skeleton- but this one is mangled and crushed and broken apart. The unsettling fact is that it is exceedingly, perhaps even surprisingly complete. According to measurements the skeletal remains are 6'1" to 6'3" in height. Some of the pieces are burnt amazingly some of them even have some skin like patches burned into the metal.

DANNY

According to Q they had an 82 percent complete endo in 1984. As you would likely imagine they teamed up under the table with Cyberdyne Systems. In fact they were required under contract to share pertinent information as early as 1986. However this is the design of the governments "Neural Ne-naptics Processor" in 1985 before they had even received even a photograph of the robots CPU.

The picture shows a schematic that looks uncannily like the Dinosaur version of the CPU shown in T2. Each box is labeled with different tags describing each segments programming function.

GENERAL CONNOR

Holy christ!

Danny nods.

DANNY

It gets worse.

And it did as each slide brought forth more horrors and if you watched Connor carefully you could tell he was dying inside. All that fighting all that focus on stopping it- taking out Skynet.

GENERAL CONNOR

So you're telling me that all that struggle to take out Skynet would've been the equivalent of taking out say flea on the tail of a mad dog?

DANNY

Yeah. Pretty much. Everything was put together piece by piece. Components from around the globe it made the process of making competing systems susceptible to attacks from Skynet when the time came much simpler. Skynet didn't have to hack any of the other supercomputers at least not those of our allies because they were designed to work together.

GENERAL CONNOR

Like M.A.D.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Mutually Assured Destruction in a digital age. That's a Muthafucker.

PATRICK

It was all designed to protect us and our allies. Instead we get this. We're living in sewers and underground parking garages and those fucking cockroaches are up top having a global party.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

So soldier are we gonna let them have that party?

There's silence for a few moments. Then Connor stands and turns to face everyone.

GENERAL CONNOR

No. We're going to war.

INT. AND EXT. SERIES OF SHOTS COVERING TWO YEARS

Commander Hackman training David, Eve, Michelle, Kyle and many more of the youth in battle tactics.

Skynet communications towers start to appear across the United States and around the globe.

Computerized designs and drawings for a host of smaller Units.

Vehicles and designs of all kinds coming out of Skynets manufactories.

Resistance Fighter Cells growing from city to city. Putting together battle plans for the greater good.

Show Connor walking through the Resistance Tech and Communications Center checking in with each soldier as he goes.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

There was no way we could win using a traditional battle plan. Wars fought in the past were but a blueprint that we had to avoid at all costs. This was a new battle being fought against an ever evolving entity that had been programmed to run wars. How do you fight such a thing? How do you prosecute such a war? How can you even think to win a battle with the odds so firmly stacked against you? You cannot. Thinking you can win just leads to defeat. The only way to win this war is to accept the fact that defeat is the most likely option and continue from there. 

Connor looks over a Tech Comms shoulder as he points out that there are a number of vessels still floating in San Diego Bay.

Show a large board in Resistance H.Q. with the individual States listed along with Designations for each of the Resistance Cells. Radio bandwidths and Red Yellow or Green lights as to their current status.

Show some Machines whose sole reason for creation was to recycle anything and everything that can be reused for transport to Skynets manufactories.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (VO)

Those youngsters will never get it. They will never understand what we are fighting for because it's something they can never comprehend. But one thing they do understand, they absolutely understand how to be soldiers. I would trust each and any of these mutherfuckas to watch my ass in a firefight. But those Connor Kids and Kyle Reese- they're a cut above. To them I'd trust my life.

Show John leading a Resistance cell on an attack into what used to be Silicon Valley. 
Tumbling and charging over the shattered dreams and the bones and dust of those who had gone on before dodging plasma fire and strafing machines. 

Show one of the Resistance Munitions Factories about as low tech as it is possible compared to the sleek and fast Skynet Manufactories. Putting together Phased Plasma Pistols one at time until the patrols come. Then the whole operation shuts down- and begins again once the Machine patrols have gone on their way.

A group of Resistance soldiers surrounds a table as Connor and Tenoy have an arm wrestling match. Which goes on...and on...and on...until Katherine comes in and plants a kiss on Connor's lips.

KATHERINE (VO)

So yes The Resistance changed with the times. It was very ironic that we for the most part operated like cells in a far greater organism. We are now the Terrorist cells that Skynet itself was created to destroy. To Skynet we are now the suicide bombers, making dead metal, forcing our way like suicidal lemmings a bit at a time into Skynet's vast empire. But for each detonation, each sacrifice Skynet just rebuilt elsewhere. Wiped out platoon after platoon. And it could build much faster than we could. It used our trash, our junk and just seemed to crap out more and more machines. Wherever it mined it hit paydirt, and whenever we took out its equipment it just rebuilt it somewhere better anyway. Every victory felt like a defeat and the war continued.

INT. GENERAL CONNOR'S OFFICE

A Title Card comes up. February 2016

Commander Hackman is seated across from Connor.

GENERAL CONNOR

How're the current classes going?

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Things are going well John. There are a lot of talented civilians out there that are going to make excellent soldiers.

GENERAL CONNOR

Beyond a doubt. How is Commander Perry handling things?

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

You're a diplomatic Muthafucker John. You mean how does she feel being under a General who isn't even a real General.

General Connor gives him a look.

GENERAL CONNOR

Look I've already told her I want this job as much as I want an Enema.

Commander Hackman laughs.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Well to put you at ease she's fine with it. I mean think about it Connor we're all a bunch of hardasses but you you and your Mother fought the battle long before either myself of Commander Perry. You earned our respect and you've done nothing to jeopardize it.

General Connor nods.

There is a knock on the door.

DANNY

Oh...I'm sorry if this is a bad time I can come back later.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

No Danny. Is that all General?

GENERAL CONNOR

Yeah Commander. I'll see you later.

Commander Hackman nods.

Stands up.

Nods to Danny on the way out.

DANNY

Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

Have a seat Danny. What do want to talk about?

Danny sits down and looks Connor in the eye. 

DANNY

What happened at Cyberdyne John? I need to know, need to hear it from you.

John looks up from his paperwork.

He settles back in his seat and you can almost see him retrieving the recollection.

GENERAL CONNOR

Of course. We got set up on the floor where your father worked. We brought some stuff but it's quite amazing the amount of volatile shit they were storing on site.

Danny quirked a smile.

DANNY

But my Father wasn't supposed to die right?

Connor nodded.

GENERAL CONNOR

No-one was supposed to even be there other than us and some incapacitated guards. Not long after we got there however one of them tripped the silent alarm. And before we knew it the place was crawling with cops.

DANNY

I overheard a conversation between Sarah and my Mom one day can't remember when exactly but I remember her saying something about SOP?

Connor nodded again this time with a half smile.

GENERAL CONNOR

Standard Operating Procedure. SOP for a SWAT team is for the Element Leader to enter the room with the element and they are supposed to call out for the surrender of whomever is inside. SWAT is primarily after all a life saving force not a life taking one.

Danny leans forward.

DANNY

Let me guess these fools came in and didn't even shout LAPD before they started pulling the trigger.

GENERAL CONNOR

They busted in the door and started to open fire. Your dad had the detonator in his hand was going to hand it off to my Mom. I didn't see it Terminator was dragging me out. But my Mom never lied about that kind of Shit.

Danny nodded.

DANNY

Your Momma was stand up until she died man she never changed her story. Never sensed a lie in her hell even when I was shielding my Dad from her I knew she was telling the truth. One is never convicted if one isn't convinced. 

GENERAL CONNOR

I'll have to remember that one. Anyway, I'd imagine your Dad held on for as long as he could he was a Hero. And knowing what we do now about Skynet changes nothing of that.

DANNY

It doesn't you're right.

Danny stands as does Connor.

They come together to the side of the desk for a hug of comraderie.

Then Danny says one more thing before leaving.

DANNY

Thanks for being as honest as your Mother.

Connor nods.

GENERAL CONNOR

Feel free to stop in anytime.

Danny nods and exits.

Mitchell pops his head around the corner.

MITCHELL

Sorry Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

What's up Mitch?

MITCHELL

Bullseye wanted to see you Comms Center.

GENERAL CONNOR

Let's go.

And with that they were both out the room and on their way.

INT. COMMAND AND CONTROL- RESISTANCE H.Q. 

Bullseye the Resistance Chief Communications officer motioned Connor over. A green dot flared up in the big map the state of Oregon. 

BULLSEYE

Got him again Sir. His name is Lewis and if what he's saying is true.

Connor grabs the offered headset and places it over his ears.

GENERAL CONNOR

Thanks Bullseye. Lewis this is John Connor.

LEWIS

Finally it is a pleasure to talk to you Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

And to you. Bullseye was saying that you have access to something that I would be very interested in seeing.

LEWIS

Yes Sir. While working on my own computing network I managed by sheer luck to I suppose you could say catch the lightning in the bottle. 

GENERAL CONNOR

What are you saying?

LEWIS

I have a secret weapon for you. I captured Skynet on my Network and then isolated it from the world. 

Connor looks winded this is not the news he had expected this is news he could only have dreamed of.

GENERAL CONNOR

My God. And it's been thinking...and learning?

LEWIS

Like you wouldn't even imagine. I've been keeping copious notes and some of the things have been surprising. I mean obviously it's not like...well the other Skynet, so there's plenty of differences but observing its growth and reading my notes could only help.

GENERAL CONNOR

Indeed...Indeed. I hope you'll understand if I send someone in my stead. I have to remain here to coordinate our attacks.

LEWIS

That's understandable, I hope it's someone from your technical or scientific teams.

GENERAL CONNOR (ALMOST TO HIMSELF)

I have just the person in mind- where exactly are you?

LEWIS

Klamath Falls but I will be moving to the North West and will contact you from there.

GENERAL CONNOR

Alright. Please keep in contact Lewis I'll have Quentin talk to you on the next occasion. Good luck and stay safe.

LEWIS

You too Sir. Long live the Resistance.

GENERAL CONNOR

Long live the Resistance Connor out.

Connor takes off the headset and hands it to Bullseye.

BULLSEYE

Sir?

GENERAL CONNOR

Get me Q. Right now.

BULLSEYE

On it John.

Connor nods and starts off another tech approaches him- his name badge reads Jeremiah.

JEREMIAH

Sir I've got the cell reporting in from San Diego Sir.

Connor smiles.

GENERAL CONNOR

Which console Jere?

JEREMIAH

This one over here Sir. Their leader...um...Troy he's the one on the line.

GENERAL CONNOR

Thank You Jeremiah. They're serving powdered eggs in the Mess for another half hour...then everybody’s on their own the rest of the day.

JEREMIAH

Thanks for the heads up Sir.

General Connor puts on Jere's headset and gives him the thumbs up. 

GENERAL CONNOR

Troy you there this is Connor?

EXT. SAN DIEGO HARBOR- NIGHT

TROY

Hey General. Me and my team are looking over these ships and we believe we can get some of them to operate even if we have to circumvent their computers.

GENERAL CONNOR (OVER RADIO)

That's fantastic news, any ideas on the timeline we're looking at here?

TROY

Another week or so this has been a long term goal John we fully intend to sail up to LA and deliver your Navy to you bar any horrible nightmarish crap.

You could almost hear John smile things were looking up.

GENERAL CONNOR (OVER RADIO)

You just let us know when you'll be pulling into port and we'll have a team standing by to secure your personnel and cargo. And  of course your transport.

Troy smiled even though John couldn't see it.

TROY

Can I request lasagna?

GENERAL CONNOR (OVER RADIO)

Sure can....but it won't mean shit if my people can't make it.

TROY

Understood. Talk to you later. Out.

Troy turns to his cell of Resistance operatives. Men and women all of them in low light gear- all carrying bags filled with useful items.

TROY

Alright boys and girls it may be playtime but always keep your eyes and ears on your surroundings as well. And yes Huey I put in your request for Lasagna.

HUEY

Awesome!

TROY

No rushing...this shit has to work. We're being counted upon to give the Resistance an edge we're making a Navy folks we can't afford to fuck up. Understood?

The group of 8 nod around him.

TROY

Then let's get to work.

Troy and his team begin to make their way down to the waterfront being ever vigilant making sure they are not being watched or followed.

Moments later they were moving about on the docks. Taking a closer look at the boats there are quite a lot of sailboats a few powerboats and some fishing boats too.

SHAYNE

This is gonna be the most raggedy ass Navy Ever.

SAM

Yeah but Skynet don't have shit on the water or under it.

TROY

That we know of folks. Once we hit the water we may find out that Skynet has...submarines or some shit-.

HUEY

I don't even want to consider that thought. Hey...are we still gonna trick them out?

SHAYNE

You bet your ass this sailboat here is gonna be re-christened Avenging Angel. It's gonna have shark jaws painted on it and everything.

TROY

Well I'm gonna re-christen this beauty the S.S. Cyberkiller.

LANGER

Hey...I hate to be the eternal pessimist but we don't even know if these things will even work? For all we know we go full steam ahead we'll spring leaks like a rusty sieve and make like the Titanic.

HUEY

You...Suck.

TROY

Positive thoughts mate...positive thoughts.

Langer just smiles and steps onto a fancy private yacht the only visible damage on it is a few broken windows. It's name the S. S. Minnow.

TROY

Later Gilligan.

Langer grins.

LANGER

Up yours skipper.

EXT. LONDON- THE BANKS OF THE THAMES- EARLY MORNING

Phillip and Angeline are walking along the Bank of the Thames River. They had picked up a strange almost unbelievable radio transmission around thirty minutes ago and had chosen to go and seek out the truth for themselves.

ANGELINE

You really think she exists?

PHILLIP

I sure the hell hope so we could do with some good news. Skynet isn't fucking up with its Machines anymore. We lost an entire goddamned PLATOON the other day to whatever the fuck that Liquid metal disc was!

ANGELINE

A Reaver Disc.

Phillip sneers.

PHILLIP

Sounds about right. Whatever the case Skynet is a totally sadistic Wanker!

Some ripples chase outward from the center of the river.

ANGELINE

There's something in the water.

They both look across the water for something that could've caused the ripples.

PHILLIP

It was probably just an Otter.

More bubbles rise in a rush.

Almost as if something is venting.

A cone shaped wave moves forward through the water.

ANGELINE

That's not an otter.

Phillip laughs.

PHILLIP

Nessie then?

ANGELINE

No...something even more legendary.

Rising out of the water is the massive bulk of the RNS Trafalgar. It is massive and it goes on...and on...and on. Water drips down its side over the Union Jack on the Conning Tower... the hatch atop it opens. And it's Captain Daniel Quinn climbs out onto the walk-about. 

DANIEL

Angeline? Phillip?

Angeline nods.

DANIEL

Fantastic! Well we're going to recharge the batteries then we'll take some of you onboard and head for America give them a happy surprise for once!

PHILLIP

Sounds like a good plan well in any case your secret's safe with us.

ANGELINE

To be very honest we didn't know if you were real.

Phillip smiles.

PHILLIP

Which reminds me...you owe me five quid!

Angeline and Daniel laugh.

ANGELINE

Bugger!

She reaches into her pocket.

INT. RESISTANCE H.Q.- LONDON UNDERGROUND 

A Resistance soldier is pedaling a stationary bicycle with a bewildering array of wires and cables hooked up.

NIAL

I'm about buggered! Who wants a go next?

Another soldier raises his hand.

NIAL

Right Colin- give it a good two hours.

Nial gets up.

Wipes down the seat.

Colin nods.

Mounts the cycle.

And begins to pedal.

COLIN

Two hours will give us enough energy to make it through the night you think?

NIAL

It better some of these blokes aren't pulling their weight.

COLIN

No shite! We've been trading off for hours but at least we're fit as fiddles.

NIAL

I am going to sleep like...like before there was a bloody Skynet tonight.

COLIN

Unless we get called on patrol.

NIAL

If we get put on patrol I am going to hunt down the wanker and kill them.

CASS

Hi boys!

They both wave and smile.

COLIN

Heya Cass what's up?

CASS

Guests.

NIAL

Guests?

Cass nods.

CASS

The Trafalgar....is REAL!

COLIN

FUCKIN-A!

INT. RESISTANCE H.Q.- LONDON UNDERGROUND- CONTINUING

DANIEL

I don't know if I could do this. At least in command of the Trafalgar I'm going somewhere. Knowing that I'm stuck in one general area and can't really safely move that would drive me bonkers.

PHILLIP

Indeed Sir. We're constantly coming up with new ideas to keep the soldiers entertained.

Daniel looks around and nods and smiles at the civilians turned soldiers some of them return the signs of respect.

DANIEL

I've got to say I'm very impressed with the way humanity has come together. The way the civilians have taken up arms and trained to become soldiers fill me with pride for my fellow COUNTRYMEN and LASSES!

He raises a chipped mug in a salute and those who hold cups and tins join him.

DANIEL

To the British! The only bleeding country with a working Submarine!

The response is raucous and inebriated cheering.

Daniel leans over and whispers into Phillips ear.

Phillip just simply nods.

PHILLIP

A REMINDER! If you are on watch tonight please PLEASE select a designated DRINKER and stick to the TANG Captain Quinn has so graciously provided! And most importantly HAVE FUN!

This brings more slurred cheering.

And derisive snorts from those destined for duty tonight.

Phillip motions Captain Quinn down a tunnel.

Quinn enters and Phillip follows.

DANIEL

I need to speak to Angeline and Yourself and anyone else you think is in the need to know category for some very delicate information. It needs to be very private.

Phillip nods.

PHILLIP

I know just the place.

DANIEL

Cheers.

INT.RESISTANCE H.Q.- LONDON UNDERGROUND- ANGELINE'S OFFICE

DANIEL

Alright folks this meeting was set up so I could let you know about goings on around the globe. It seems that since we're the only sods lucky enough to have a submarine we've become the De Facto superpower. Which means nothing more than a ceremonial title this ship now flies under the flag of Humanity and hope. And it's true Commanding Officer once we arrive on site will out of respect and common sense be General John Connor.

There are nods around the table.

Daniel smiles and continues.

DANIEL

During my trips around the globe I have made port off any inhabited coast that would accept our company. I have offered the protection of The Crown and the Resistance at each location. These offers have been accepted each time without question. I direct your attention to the White board.

The white board is covered by a list of no fewer than 15 countries from Germany to Japan.

Daniel takes a red dry erase marker and in huge block capital letters writes one word and then underlines it.

There is collective murmur and a number of shocked gasps.

DANIEL

That's right! These countries are all not only allies of the British. They are all members of the GLOBAL Resistance. They had all heard of General John Connor- they had all been following his orders as they applied in their own situations. The planet is for ONCE uniting against a common threat.

ANGELINE

That's fantastic news Daniel!

He nods but there's a hint of sadness.

PHILLIP

There's going to be a but isn't there?

Daniel nods.

DANIEL

And it's a doozy of a but as well. Each of these countries has also reported the activation of it's own hyper-intelligent self-aware supercomputer. Just like our The Big Sir and Skynet in the United States.

JOHANNA

Christ! That's what Quentin and I have been speculating about! Do you know if they're connected.

DANIEL

No.

JOHANNA

It would be smartest to assume that they are what a load of bollocks. We should probably assume they can communicate as well. I need to talk to Q.

There is a LOUD thump and long prolonged rattling.

One of the Officers at the table stands up shocked.

COMMANDER SEAN BILLINGSLEY (STUNNED)
I'm afraid that will be impossible.

PHILLIP

What happened?!

COMMANDER SEAN BILLINGSLEY

It appears Skynet just took out our communications mast and relay equipment it looks like a Neutron Bomb was used!

The Power cuts out.

Some torches are lit and put in stanchions.

Angeline turns to Daniel.

ANGELINE

Get your vessel underway.

Daniel nods 

Smiles.

Speaks quietly and professionally.

DANIEL

Short range communications seem to be on the up and up. Batteries are at 90 percent.

ANGELINE

Phillip, Cass, Johanna put packs together we're hitching a ride. Assuming you have space?

Daniel nods.

DANIEL

We welcome your small contingent with open arms.

Angeline nods.

ANGELINE

You 3 have five minuets and someone tell Nial he's in fucking charge while I'm gone.

Nial laughs.

NIAL

I've been here all the time Ma'am...thanks for noticing.

Angeline buries her face in her hands.

ANGELINE

Fuck!

EXT. STREETS OF LONDON- CHASE TO THE SUB

They all come running out of a exit located in the back of a Fish and Chips shop.

ANGELINE

Daniel.

DANIEL

Yes?

ANGELINE

Get them on the horn tell them we'll come onboard via the Tower Bridge!

Daniel nods and relays the information succinctly to his X/O.

CASS

Hate to bring this up but where's our wheels.

The ground heaves.

There is a massive explosive retort.

And two Pickup trucks cross the road.

Cartwheeling.

PHILLIP

Don't slow down! GO GO!

Cass takes Daniel's hand and drags him at a full tilt run across the intersection.

As Angeline runs across the intersection she glances out of the corner of her eye and sees.

Angeline's POV: An Arial H/K slung low to the ground business end pointing towards them its thrusters begin to pivot.

The engines roar and the Arial H/K thunders around the corner behind them kicking up a tornado of trash and detritus.

ANGELINE

Get off the main road! Use alleys and side streets! Keep heading toward the Thames!

PHILLIP

Roger that Commander!

A green bolt of plasma carves the road between them.

Tossing them to the side where.

They bounce off a few parked cars.

And then run into a narrower side street.

Hang a right into an alleyway.

The Arial H/K fires a rocket.

Which speeds towards the Alley trailing a string of fire.

The small human contingent runs down the alley as behind them the missile hits the wall and detonates.

The building collapses behind them.

Masonry and wood clattering to the sidewalk. 

A cloud of darkness racing after Angeline and her team.

The cloud of darkness envelops them.

But they continue running for as long as they can.

And then duck into a building.

INT. RANDOM BUILDING OFF ALLEY- CHASE TO THE SUB

DANIEL

That thing's a bloody nightmare!

Angeline just nods looks down thinking.

DANIEL

If that thing sees my submersible.

Angeline looks up eyes hardened.

ANGELINE

It won't. Phillip, take everyone and get them to the sub. I will take care of our bothersome pest.

Phillip nods.

PHILLIP

Got a plan then I take it.

Angeline rolls up her sleeve revealing a barcode.

ANGELINE

I'm a priority target.

PHILLIP

Sucks to be a celebrity.

ANGELINE

Bloody paparazzi! Always wanting to take your picture or take you out never giving you a moment to yourself.

Angeline unties and reties her boots.

Readies herself.

Looks up.

Says a silent prayer and crosses herself.

ANGELINE

Once you get on board keep going I'll join you at the ruins of Tower bridge.

Daniel shakes her hand.

DANIEL

See you there then Commander Adams.

Angeline smiles.

ANGELINE

Beyond a doubt.

Angeline walks to the door.

ANGELINE

Wait two minutes.

PHILLIP

Yes Ma'am.

Angeline walks out the door.

Not looking back.

PHILLIP

What I hear about her and Connor. They'll get along royally.

EXT. STREETS OF LONDON- ANGELINE'S PLAN

Angeline moves down the alley quickly until she comes into the ruins of an area that used to be quite the tourist attraction. The main attractions were still here or their twisted wreckage was at the very least. Westminster Abbey was her destination- Big Ben lay crumbled to the side- and the Tower Bridge was visible not far away. She had to get the Arial H/K's attention and she knew just how to do that. She was ready! 

ANGELINE

Come on you stupid Machine how about you just try and keep up!

And she dashed out of cover knowing the H/K would be on her any second.

The thrusters rose in pitch and the H/K swooped up and over the husk of the Houses of Parliment and closed on her position rapidly.

But not rapidly enough as she dove across the thresh-hold of the Abbey.

Inside is not a Church but an armored APC.

The Arial H/K's thrusters cause the rickety Roof to tear off piece by piece. 

ANGELINE

OI! Wake up Dinwiddle! We got some driving to do!

Sean Dinwiddle woke with a start then opened the hatch for Angeline.

SEAN

You've got to be joking. 

ANGELINE

Just get it in gear and Drive AWAY from the Thames! Make sure that you don't loose our tail either.

Sean puts the beast into Drive one and floors it.

And they plow out the half Decimated front doors as twin Plasma beams threaten to pull the whole place down around their ears.

SEAN

A Bloody full size Arial H'K is our TAIL!?

ANGELINE

I thought you could use a challenge.

The APC thunders through the debris.

Followed moments later by the Arial H/K sunlight floods the scene.

SEAN

Wait...how long have I been sleeping? And why am I seeing sunlight?

ANGELINE

Because Skynet set off a Neutron Bomb.

SEAN (MATTER OF FACTLY)

Oh...that explains everything then.

He practically Flintstones the breaks.

SEAN

Including that.

In front of them a wall disappears in a tumble of masonry and wood.

And a trundling Ground H/K crushes over a couple of wrecks and heads right for them.

Sean jams on the gas again and peels to the right down a very tight Alley.

SEAN

Okay...we had to do something else to piss them off so what was it?

The Ground H/K turned right into the Alley and the buildings fell in its path like so much tumbled junkyard flotsam.

ANGELINE

The Trafalgar is real. It is in the Thames near the wreckage of the London Eye.

SEAN

How did I know that you were going to say something like that?

Angeline smiles at him.

ANGELINE

Because you still have all your marbles.

SEAN

That and you're the only one insane enough to aaAAAAAAAHHHGGGGGG!!

There is mayhem in the cockpit as one of Skynets infernal drilling machines rips right up and into Sean smack in the center of his body mass churning him apart from the inside out.

The whole APC tips slowly onto its side.

As the inside suddenly explodes in a coating of red blood.

ANGELINE

OH FUCK! OH FUCK!

She slams into the door but the damn thing won't open.

The Alley is too tight.

The Ground H/K is getting closer the whole world seems to be shaking itself to death.

ANGELINE

THINK...THINK You've got this!

She looks all around.

Then spies her only hope of salvation.

The Blood slicked driller.

She grabs its rear the only safe part.

And it roars to life again.

She holds it as it runs its motors madly.

And then she guides it quickly and carefully into the window of the APC.

Its gyrations tear a jagged gash through the entire cockpit.

Behind Angeline the massive treads of the Arial H/K begin to crush the APC.

She pushes the driller through.

Wriggles herself out.

Looking back as the Ground H/K rolls inexorably forward.

She'll be trapped unless.

Her feet slip free.

She falls to the ground...and RUNS!

EXT. ON THE BANKS OF THE THAMES- DAY

The Submarine is docked up alongside the fallen London Eye.

The twisted remnants of the Super Large Ferris wheel form a makeshift dock.

Phillip, Daniel, Cass and Johanna are all clambering out across the twisted framework.

Seamen from the sub are ready with outstretched hands they're not quite close enough to be grabbed.

Johanna looses her grip and falls.

Phillip holding on with one hand lunges for her but misses.

Captain Quinn however manages to make the grab at the last moment.

DANIEL

I have you Johanna! Please stop kicking!

Johanna looks up and manages a blush.

She smiles.

JOHANNA

Thanks for catching me.

And then she screams.

Phillip looks up as the Arial Hunter/Killer swoops in over the Houses of Parliment.

It's thrusters turning the water into frothing choppy madness.

It hovers moving slightly from one end to the other.

PHILLIP

Oh Christ! It's scanning the Submarine!

DANIEL

Where's Commander Adams?!

A Shoulder launched Stinger Missile flies right past the Hovering Hunter Killer.

We follow the smoke trail back to.

Another incoming Rocket launched by none other than Angeline!

EXT. TOWER BRIDGE RUINS- LONDON- MORNING

ANGELINE

Come ON you useless collection of nuts and bolts! Or are you afraid of getting your ARSE handed to you by a Woman!

She pops a flare...knowing they always respond to heat. It's like the same stupid programming never gets changed.

Sure enough the Arial H/K thunders towards her position.

She runs onto what is left of the Bridge.

In front of her is a Double Decker bus an old tourist one.

Sprayed on the side are the letters H.I.T.B. And a Raised fist.

She enters the torn open bus and drops the flare as.

The whole side of the Bus is torn into by Plasma bolts from the rapid firing Arial H/K's Plasma Cannon.

She drops to the ground dazed.

And grabs a pack which she quickly slings on.

The sound is deafening.

A bolt catches whatever's left in the petrol tank with a WHOOMP.

Things just went from bad to shit central.

Arial H/K POV: Angeline's crouched form is lost in the heat put out by the growing fire. The viewpoint keeps centered on the Bus but its clear we are pivoting around to the other side. Still no way to make out Angeline's heat signature amongst that of the fire. And then the Bus moves OUT OF the POV.

INT. DOUBLE DECKER BUS- TOWER BRIDGE RUINS- MORNING

The H/K's thrusters were literally going to blow the Bus over the melted railings.

Angeline would have no choice but to run back through the rear entrance to the bus.

Back through the raging Petrol Fueled fire.

Getting up and covering her face with her arm began to run through the dancing flames.

ANGELINE

I'm not ready to go to HELL YET!

She looks up and sees that Bastard H/K waiting for her and thinks Fuck it!

She runs forward sprinting now.

The rubber on the soles of her shoes melting off.

And as the bus teeters off the edge she leaps arms outstretched.

Arial H/K POV: We see Angeline leaping out of the Bus and coming for us the H/K fires a couple of Plasma Bolts and Angeline disappears from view. The POV pivots one way...and then the other. Target Destroyed appears on its H.U.D. It turns back towards the Strange unknown vehicle type in the water sees people getting into it. It moves forward.

EXT. ARIAL HUNTER KILLER- TOWER BRIDGE RUINS- MORNING

Angeline gets purchase with her feet and climbs as quick as she can up onto the upper surface of the H/K. It's forward momentum stops and it begins to cant crazily from side to side like a Tilt-A-Whirl at a carnival.

Angeline stumbles but falls to her knees increasing her grip the more of herself she has against the surface of the H/K the better. She opens the satchel and pulls out a large prepared explosive charge. It's sticky and she mashes it onto the surface of the H/K- triggers a ten second countdown.

She then scampers on all fours away from the charge until she can get to her feet.

Only to be knocked over again.

ANGELINE

Knock it off you Arse monkey!

She manages to get up again and runs for the tail thruster of the H/K knowing it's usually pointed down.

She gets to the tail end and plants herself for a very high dive when.

KRACK-A-BOOOOOM!!

She's slammed into by the explosions blast wave and is tossed unceremoniously overboard.

The Arial H/K explodes into a cloud of large and small hyperalloy pieces.

From that cloud one piece the length of a standard ruler and thick as a sausage.

Tears into Angeline's left thigh and lodges there.

And she hits the water with finality.

EXT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- PLOWING THROUGH THE THAMES

DANIEL

Gotcha! Hang on we'll get you below and have you looked at by our medic!

Angeline just nods and closes her eyes.

Lets herself just drift away.

The last thing she hears is Phillip.

PHILLIP

That must hurt like a mother.

INT. BRIEFING AREA- RESISTANCE H.Q.- LOS ANGELES CALIFORNIA

General Connor walks into the room and everyone stops the chatter stands to attention and salutes.

Connor half smiles and fires a salute back.

GENERAL CONNOR

Be seated and pin back your ears because I'm only going to say this once. I am about to make the dumbest mistake of my life and send you youngsters out on the battlefield. I am doing this against my greatest wishes and dreams, I do it because I know that no soldier especially those as highly trained as you should be kept from the battlefield. 

Connor looks out over the soldiers.

Sees David, Eve and Michelle.

Blood of his blood...flesh of his flesh.

He chokes back a sudden up-welling of emotion.

GENERAL CONNOR

I send you because I have no choice. The battles recently have NOT been ending in our favor. Therefor every soldier willing or not must be fielded in battle. And as you have trained for as long as we can allow under the auspicious Hackman and Perry. I have CHOICE but to send you out. And I have NO DOUBT that you will excel on the Battlefront. As the Commander of all combined Resistance forces I can withhold no soldier above any you are my tools. And I will use you to prosecute this war as myself and your Commanding Officers see fit. IS THAT UNDERSTOOD!?

All of the Soldiers respond in unison.

SOLDIERS

SIR-YES-SIR!

General Connor nods.

A woman comes up to stand to Connor's left.

Her name patch reads PERRY.

She places a crate filled with rolled pieces of paper on a table to the left of the small lectern.

GENERAL CONNOR

Commander Perry will call you out by name when you hear you name come to me for your sealed and personalized orders. Once you have them memorized add them to a refugees fire help them stay alive if only one day longer. Understood?

SOLDIERS

SIR- YES- SIR!

Connor smiles.

And steps aside.

WILLHEMINA "William" Perry takes his spot.

COMMANDER PERRY

Think of this as your graduation feel free to toss your hats...but beware...nothing is sacred so I suggest you keep them upon your head. ARONSON!

A young lady no older than 18 or 19 walks towards Connor.

Connor hands her the roll.

Shakes her hand.

GENERAL CONNOR

God Bless you on the Battlefield.

ARONSON

Thank You Sir.

Perry continues.

And soldiers come up one after another.

It's all a blur and then it finally happens.

COMMANDER PERRY

Connor, David!

General Connor's hand trembles.

He pulls out the roll.

His only son...grown from nothing to a MAN.

GENERAL CONNOR (UNSURE)

...I don't know what to say...

DAVID

I won't let you down Dad.

GENERAL CONNOR

Give 'em Hell Son.

David nods.

COMMANDER PERRY

Connor, Eve!

General Connor pulls out the parchment with more assurance this time.

EVE

Hey Dad.

GENERAL CONNOR

My Eve.

EVE

We'll be back before you know it.

Connor hardens himself his eyes moist.

GENERAL CONNOR

I know you will. Kill me some Toasters.

Eve nods and goes to stand by her Brother.

COMMANDER PERRY

Connor, Michelle!

The general has the parchment and hands it to his daughter.

GENERAL CONNOR

You gonna be okay?

MICHELLE

Of course Dad. How about you?

Connor smiles and his lip trembles.

GENERAL CONNOR

When I get out that door I'm gonna start crying.

Michelle hugs her father.

He hugs back like he's never going to let go.

MICHELLE

You can let go now.

Connor smiles.

Releases the hug.

GENERAL CONNOR

Be safe.

MICHELLE

We will be.

General Connor nods and Michelle goes to stand beside her siblings.

More and more names.

NOLAN.

OTOSKI.

COMMANDER PERRY

QUENTIN!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Quentin MY MAN!

The whole class goes nuts Quentin the science geek is now a soldier too. He gets his Parchment from General Connor.

GENERAL CONNOR

Awesome job Q.

QUENTIN

Thank You John.

COMMANDER PERRY

REESE!

Kyle Reese gets up and walks over to Connor.
Connor hands him his Parchment.
Shakes his hand.
GENERAL CONNOR

Stay alert out there soldier.

Kyle nods.
KYLE

Yes Sir...as always.

The rest of the names.
Go in a blur.
Handing out parchments.
Finally everyone has their parchments.
Commander Hackman gets up and walks to the Podium.
Commander Perry steps to the side.
COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Ladies and Gentlemen the Fighting 132nd...or as I like to call them Black Muthafucking Death!

SOLDIERS

HOOO-RAHHHH!!!

Tim and Mary Reese and all the other parents and friends are cheering and clapping. 
Even the Commanders and General Connor are clapping.
Commander Hackman leans in and whispers to Connor.
COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

I will not let anything happen to them-Sir.

Connor just nods.

Knowing it's the truth.

INT. GENERAL CONNOR'S QUARTERS- LOS ANGELES RESISTANCE H.Q.

Connor is under the shower head.


The water comes in spurts.

Cleaner at some times than others.

He's gasping.

Almost like he's spitting water out.

GENERAL CONNOR

Oh....My....God....

He's sputtering.

GENERAL CONNOR

...what...have...I....done...

And then he's crying.

And for the first time in over two years.

He gets in the face of his Commanding Officer.

GENERAL CONNOR

WHY?! Why God- WHY must I Sacrifice? Why must I sacrifice like YOU sacrificed!?

Connor weeps.

His longish, graying hair, flicking from side to side.

His hands bunch up into fists.

GENERAL CONNOR

Where is the justice? Where is the victory?

He takes a few breaths trying to regain control.

But it's beyond that now.

It has to come out.

Or healing cannot occur.

GENERAL CONNOR

You took away EVERYTHING that I held dear! You took away my MOTHER I never had a FATHER!!

He punches the wall of the shower.

And with his other fist.

And again.

Again.

A new voice muffled and far away.
KATHERINE (O.S.)

John?

GENERAL CONNOR

How much more must I SACRIFICE?!

We hear the sound of a door opening.

KATHERINE

John? Where are you?

GENERAL CONNOR

Everything I've ever HAD or LOVED has been turned to DUST!

Katherine climbs into the shower.

Pinning his arms to his side.

Cradling him with her loving arms.

His hands are cut and bleeding his eyes are red tears slowing.

She turns him around.

Wipes the hair out of his face- never releasing his gaze.

KATHERINE

I'm here my Love...I have not been turned to dust. Our children have not been turned to dust. And you will not be turned to dust.

GENERAL CONNOR

I- I let them go. They're gone.

KATHERINE

Yes...yes they are. But they are ready My Love. And who are we not to place our children in harms way.

Connor nods

Relaxes into her arms.

GENERAL CONNOR

I am sorry. I am so...so...weak. Weak when I need to be strong.

KATHERINE

You are stronger than anyone I know. You are anything but weak. You are simply human- and I'd rather you be human than anything else.

Katherine turns off the water in the shower.

Drapes John in a towel- though he has already been warmed by her Love.

GENERAL CONNOR

How can you love me for what I do?

She looks at him deeply, so full of love, that you know she's reaching to his soul.

KATHERINE

I Love you...for who you are. And what you do is just a small part of who you are.

She feels an unfamiliar tugging at her waist and she smiles wishing this happened far more often.

As her John deftly and almost without her even noticing has already removed her belt. 
And she feels the warmth of his body beside hers and it's like a fire coming back from embers, to life.

GENERAL CONNOR

I Love you for who you are too.

Kate shivers at his touch. Her eyes slowly close and it as if the War drops away and there is nothing but his Love.

He gracefully slides her pants down to her ankles and then off.

GENERAL CONNOR

I Love you more now than I ever have you are my anchor in the storm of this life.

He nibbles her neck even as his bloody fingers slip her panties off and to the side. The embers of Love slowly build causing her skin to become so sensitive to his touch it's almost as if she's in Heaven.

His bloody fingers trace down her inner thigh and linger there. Then continue moving gracefully and Kate's heart leaps. Because even though there has been such a long passage of time between nights such as this, she can feel the years of experience, and the fires of Love grow. Her excitement doubles.

KATHERINE

Oh...John....I Love you too.

He kisses lower and lower, rediscovering her taste her scent down to the nape of her neck.

And with the flick of each button.

The kisses rain down like droplets of salve- healing the rift that has come between them; one after another after another.

And like that the War is but a memory long forgotten.

His fingers caress across her back even as his lips roam the fertile planes of her bosom. There is only this Love, this connection that is experiencing a rebirth like no other. The Love that seemed dead, the passion that seemed lost but a memory and the flames of passion consume the loss and hate and pain.

Her body arcs to meet his lips, his touch.

Smiling, eyes closed in the crescendo of passion she undoes his belt. Fumbling it for a moment as if this moment were to good to be true. But it is happening and growing like a rising tide of passion, the flames of their love burning away all that has laid between them.

Within moments his hands are there to help her.

His pants fall down with a thud- but it is unnoticed and distant.

His underpants become a casualty of the rekindling of their passionate love for one another.

Finally Katherine manages to get her shoes off and they fall like so much forgotten weight into that pile of laundry.

John bleeds all over her socks.

But the moment is true. The flames of passion are roaring, the rift slowly closing, the truth is revealed that passionate and incomparable Love never dies. Hope never dies.

And there is nothing that can stand in the way of such overwhelming passion.

KATHERINE

....Bed....

Johns' rain of kisses come to a delicate stop but nothing is spoken. Nothing needs to be spoken. It is all Instinct.

And he lifts her.

His fingers delicately running over the scars of war.

Back peppered with shrapnel. Another reminder in this crazy world that True Love never dies. It is always there. Waiting.

He sets her down gently and the used hospital sheets engulf her.

GENERAL CONNOR (HE WHISPERS IN LOVE ONCE AGAIN)

There is still proof of beauty in this world-

KATHERINE (SHE RESPONDS WITH THE SAME PASSION)

-and you are it.

Connor traces his bloody fingers across his Lovers body with a most delicate touch.

The touch of a Lover not a Soldier.

A Husband and not a General.

Kate feels herself getting moist inside. Her body oh so ready trembles in anticipation. The raging fires of passion coating her body in a sheen of sweat.

KATHERINE (PRACTICALLY BREATHED)

I...still don't know.....how you do it.

Connor positions himself perfectly.

His cold hard eyes instead full of Love and Passion. A Union reawakened,

GENERAL CONNOR (KNOWING THAT SHE DOES)

Nor will you ever.

With a gentle almost frictionless movement two become one. And the passion trebles. 
The fires of love become a firestorm of unadulterated passion.

Kate moans through a gasp. I had been far too long but it was worth it.

And The Connors' begin rhythmically as if their heart are perfectly on beat. They are lost in thoughts of each other- of this passionate Love so unjustly denied.

Kate's fingers trace the scars on his back

Her legs wrap around him and he goes deeper into her. In a Passion long lost two once again continue to experience rebirth. 

John clasps the bed sheets bunching them in his fists.

Her kisses.

His groans.

Her touch.

His thoughts.

Her moans.

And then it happens. Kate's first gasp! A pleasurable struggle for air in the throes of passion.

Everything a perfectly wonderful symmetry of Love.

Sweat is building.

Things grow more frantic.

Their world is an explosion of passion focused and fast.

With precision and in an instant Kate is on top.

The next moments are a rush of passion. This true love wanted to find its own way. And Kate sweeps the desk clear. Stuff that would usually be important litters the floor as passion takes over.

John now has his Love pinned in furious unbridled passion upon the desk. Hands and legs are wrapped in a tangle. And yet there is an order to the chaos. And the passion is indescribable.

The breath is hot as passionate kisses rain all around, gasping seems to the suck the air out of the room.

Kate locks her ankles behind John's back and everything reaches a fever pitch as True 
Love is about to be rejoined through passion.

John grasps the rear of the desk as he becomes by the feelings of being inside the rising pulses, the touch, the scent. Everything building until it just cannot be contained anymore.

Both of their gasps almost coming in unison.
KATHERINE (WITH A GASP)

Yes!

KATHERINE (WITH A SQUEAL)

YES!!

KATHERINE (WITH A WARMTH BURSTING)

YES!!!

GENERAL CONNOR

Oh God...My Love! My LOVE!! My KATHERINE!!

And the Firestorm of Passion reaches full burn. There is nothing that can get in the way of this passion. Absolutely nothing as they reach the pinnacle of Love together.

The old desk collapses beneath their sweaty bodies. Like their broken life and Love now shattered by Passion for each other hotter than ever before.

John rolls as they fall to the floor taking most of the blow but not really feeling it because it is so far away it's like it's in another world entirely.

Protecting his Love is what matters. Rebuilding this relationship before it is too late. He cannot let this happen again will not. He has found Life again, he has found his passion again and he will not let it go.

And they fall into each other, their love so strong that it makes them want to continue right then and there. But they just look into each others eyes, and catch their breath.

They lie entwined. Daring not to move. The passion crackles between them like electricity.

Not a word is spoken. They are lost in the deep sees of their eyes, where Love fully rages like an ocean.

Katherine smiles.

We're so close we can't tell she's riding him.

A tear comes to Johns' eye.

Katherine places a finger across his lips.

KATHERINE

I know...so am I.

GENERAL CONNOR

I didn't mean for it to happen.

She presses that finger firmly over his lips.

KATHERINE

SHHHHHHHH! I just want more.

GENERAL CONNOR

I have nowhere I need to be. Other than inside you.

Their fingers intertwine.
Sweat covers their bodies.
Johns blood is smeared everywhere.
KATHERINE (IN RHYTHM)

..You...know....what...I....think....we....should...do...

Connor grunts as she rides him smiling he shakes his head.

Katherine smiles.

KATHERINE

I think we should....see to your...hands...

John sits up.

Her breasts touch his chest and her nipples harden.

She giggles as her fingers play over his abdominal's.

He picks her up fingers cradling her buttocks.

And he carries her into the shower.

Katherine turns on the water.

KATHERINE (PLAYFULLY)
..So....is...this....your....battle plan?

Connor smiles.

Traces her breasts with his fingers.

The water cascading over both of them.

He kisses her up and down.

Her fingers play over his buttocks.

And he becomes hard in her yet again.

He kisses up her chest between her breasts.

Chases them up her neck.

Then whispers quietly in her ear.

GENERAL CONNOR

I promise you Katherine this is only the sweetest of beginnings.

Then he kisses her deeply and passionately on the lips.

As his free hand gently pulls the shower curtain closed.

And we fade out on the sounds of their water sloshing and passion and love rekindled.

INT. GENERAL CONNOR'S QUARTERS- NIGHT

Kate is asleep, but it eludes Connor. He can't stop thinking about his children his flesh and blood on the way to the Port of Los Angeles. And then up to Oregon. Was this mission the answer to prayer or a fools errand.

He sees those scars in her back.

Brings his wrapped fingers up.

Letting them glide over those scars...careful not to wake her.

GENERAL CONNOR

I'm sorry.

We push into those eyes.

Full of pain.

And we find ourselves suddenly.

EXT. FUTURE WAR BATTLEFIELD- FLASHBACK

Thrust into the battlefield.

It's mayhem.

Plasma blasts are everywhere.

Terminators are stalking the ruins left and right searching for targets and killing their fire is almost continuous.

Katherine Brewster and John Connor are on the front lines pouring back with all the firepower they can muster. Terminators are going down. Humans are going down. Plasma hits punching through catching clothes on fire and self cauterizing killing wounds.

There's a massive explosion nearby, and a soldier is tossed broken and bleeding within Connor's reach. The plasma bolts rain down around him as he hefts the soldier onto his shoulder none of them touch him as if he's blessed. He dashes back behind cover lowers the soldier behind a wall motions a medic over the Medic points towards Katherine.

Connor turns and sees a small Machine appearing over the brow of the hill.

It runs on treads and has a shaped metal dome.

It's designed to approach a target of interest and explode.

And it has stopped near Kate whose focus is on plugging Terminators.

GENERAL CONNOR

KATHERINE!! GET AWAY!!

Katherine looks down.

And rolls away.

John dives towards her and the machine tilts its dome forward.

Katherine scrabbles to her feet.

John tackles her.

The Dome rips apart spreading a cloud of shrapnel.

Both of them take loads of shrapnel.

And fall to the ground writhing.

In a cloud of ash and detritus.

The medics run over.

MEDIC

COVERING FIRE!!!

And there is a wall of soldiers firing all around.

The medics get Katherine and Connor onto stretchers and haul them off the battlefield.

The pass vast columns of rising smoke.

Walls of seemingly inexhaustible fueled flames.

H/K's thunder through the skies.

Ground H/K's and Centurions pound the ground decimating human forces.

Connor gets on the net.

GENERAL CONNOR

Stand DOWN! Commander Hackman! Commander Perry! Order a controlled retreat get to cover!

And then he blacks out as a Hyperalloy tide of Machinery grows and grows.

EXT. PORT OF LOS ANGELES- NIGHT

The Resistance Navy is anchored outside the main part of the harbor.

It is made up of 32 seagoing vessels of varying designs and styles but it looks nothing like a Navy that we would expect. We have a combination of Yachts, Fishing trawlers, Speedboats, Tug boats a few Military Vessels reconfigured to run with new Resistance Tech. They're all painted up with Graffiti H.I.T.B. the Raised Fist of the Resistance. They also have other artwork and yes there is one named the S.S. Cyberkiller.

Everyone is on the deck of the largest yacht a massive luxurious thing.

They are all eating Lasagna.

HUEY

Damn! This Lasagna is great!

TROY

That's right! You were hoping to get lasagna congrats man!

Huey raises his glass.

Yells to get everybodies attention.

The other soldiers get quiet and raise their glasses too.

HUEY

To the Maiden voyage of the Resistance Navy and all the Soldiers of the Fighting 132nd! Let's kick some endo ass!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

To kicking Muthafucking Endo Ass!! A-Men!

All the soldiers stomp their feet and raise their glasses.

There is much screaming and pumping up of Ego's.

Commander Perry stands.

Everyone grows silent.

Commander Perry POV: She looks out at them through her one eye.

COMMANDER PERRY

Alright. As usual I'm going to bust up this party. We got new recon in from the pick-up site. Skynet knows! We don't know how but it knows! So right now it's fortifying the beach gonna make the landing hell. It's gonna be like stormin' Normandy with Plasma Guns. Q.

Quentin looks up.

QUENTIN

Yes Commander?

COMMANDER PERRY

Have you worked on a caster yet to neutralize the mine fields?

Q lifts up a device that looks like a modified Mortar launcher.

QUENTIN

Weeks ago Ma'am I tried to cover every eventuality.

Perry smiles.

COMMANDER PERRY

I should have known. Anyhow we'll need to deploy our long range weapons as soon as possible because we need to take that beach quickly to have any kind of chance. No sign of air support yet though so that's a good thing. Hit em hard...hit em fast no heroes just soldiers. Once you get on the beach keep moving inland. We have soldiers on the ground already from local units. They will provide as much covering fire as possible BUT they must protect the lighthouse at all costs. Our goal is to take the whole FUCKING thing and secure Lewis in the lighthouse with Quentin for AS LONG AS THEY NEED!

As Perry continues in the background we focus in on those sitting at the table at which she is a part of. And there's Jordan sitting and talking with Commander Hackman for now it is their conversation that we focus in on.  

JORDAN

If I've told you once I've told you a thousand times Commander I like just being a soldier. I don't want to be in charge of a unit or a platoon or any such group of soldiers.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Oh Please! That same old tired excuse I thought we had retired that one years ago. You were born to be a mutha-fucking leader, besides you'd fit in perfectly.

Jordan smiles.

She brushes her light brown hair out of her face.

JORDAN

That is Mutha-fucking true. So you think this plan will work?

She motions to the table. On it are maps of the Florence area. Others show Heceta Head and Devils Elbow. They all have tactical battle plans drawn all over them. Arrows of differing colors lines of attack placements for explosives.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

It's a solid little plan we just have to make the beach. Once we make the beach it becomes human instinct versus hardwired programming and we've proven Connor right time and time again. We're more creative and versatile we can win hard fought battles.

Jordan nods.

JORDAN

But for every hard fought battle we win...we loose 20...30. Sometimes it seems as if we're just delaying the inevitable.

Jordan holds up her hands forestalling the Commanders quick response. 

JORDAN

But I do know that we are fighting from the bottom to the top. I do understand that this is going to be a long hard ass war. And I understand Connor's insistence that we can't fight a traditional war. But this upcoming battle is one that we cannot loose we have to get to Lewis. And we have to get him out.

Commander Hackman smiles.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

You should be giving this speech and not Commander Perry.

Perry turns around with a half smile.

COMMANDER PERRY

I heard that and I agree with Commander Hackman. 

She turns back to everyone.

COMMANDER PERRY

Soldiers! Give your attention to recently and rightfully promoted Sergeant Jordanna "Jor" Davis!

Jordan looks surprised.

Commander Hackman nods.

Jordan smiles and stands.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

I will keep this simple we hit them and hit them hard! Get on the beach and keep on fucking pushing push the trigger until you die! Those of you who are new to major battles stay near the veterans they are wearing the Red Armbands. And for the love of FUCK fire before you see the lights of their eyes!

INT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- CROSSING INTO THE PACIFIC AT DEPTH

COMMS OFFICER

Alright Captain I have the last intercepts from Troy.

DANIEL

Where do they stand?

COMMS OFFICER

The leave tomorrow morning at 0500 hours. Weather topside will be foggy and adverse conditions. Stormy. Perfect cover.

DANIEL

That's good very good. According to my calculations we can catch up with them before they make it to Heceta Head.

XO

Are you sure Sir that's an awful lot of ocean to cover.

DANIEL

You're right at that mates but I'll be buggered if we don't at least try. Master at Arms?

MASTER AT ARMS

Yes Captain?

DANIEL

Have you completed the re-testing of the wiring on the missiles?

MASTER AT ARMS

That I have Sir...that I have.

DANIEL

And your findings?

MASTER AT ARMS

The wiring seems good Captain I don't foresee any duds.

Daniel nods almost to himself.

DANIEL

Nevertheless I still want you to run some tests. See how fast you can cycle available rockets and whatnot in case of a dud. Get right on it.

The Master of Arms salutes.

MASTER AT ARMS

Yes Sir!

DANIEL

Alright if there's nothing more I suggest you sleep while you can it will be all hands to battle stations soon enough. Dismissed.

INT. BELOW DECKS- S.S. CYBERKILLER- PORT OF LOS ANGELES

Sgt. Jordan Davis walks down the galley way and sees one of the doors open. Knocking and ducking inside she finds the Connor Kids Reese and Quentin. They're all chatting nervously.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Mind if I join you?

QUENTIN

Please...we're nervous as hell here.

Jordan sits down and gives his shoulder a squeeze.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Would you like to hear some stories?

DAVID

Please. It could only help.

Jordan nods.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Well when I was your age the war had barely begun. Quentin wasn't around we spent our time doing our best not to simply fuck up. Can you believe we were fighting with SHOTGUNS!? 

A couple of them are agape.

KYLE

No way!

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

So mega way!

They're looking at her skeptically.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Stack of fucking Bibles!

The younger ones crack up and Jordan smiles.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

It was raw back then desperate. We'd take down a T-70 and celebrate it like it was the Second coming of Christ! There was this one guy...who bless his heart isn't with us anymore but we give him the nickname "Touchdown Tommy". 

The kids are listening in rapt attention.

EVE

And?!

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Touchdown and I are on patrol one night he's carrying his Mafia style Tommygun I have my Automatic shotgun and we're moving slowly through the rubble. All of a sudden this T-70.

She claps her hands causing everyone to jump.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Appears out of nowhere. And Touchdown literally grabbed it off me and tossed it to the ground. Then he completely unloaded a full drum of Ammo into the freak. Until the fucker was what we call DM or Dead Metal. Then he did his other thing.

MICHELLE

What other thing?!

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

He did a Touchdown dance like in football. He ripped the Endos head off started prancing around like a lunatic. Passing it through his legs jumping up and down spinning on the spot laughing like a complete idiot! Then he'd leap in the air and slam that fuckers head into the ground like so much junk. 

The kids are smiling now.
SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

We took them out with shotguns and mafia weapons. And look at what Quentin has perfected for us. Phased Plasma Rifle two good shots to the head..three to the torso and if you're lucky an endo will drop like so much Dead Metal. Just make sure before you target the next that your first kill is truly dead.

They all nod calmer now.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Final rule of the battlefield. No touchdown dances.

They settle in and Jordan turns off the lantern and closes the door.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Night guys...sleep well.

EXT. PACIFIC OCEAN- RESISTANCE NAVY- DAY

It's overcast and cold. And the resistance Navy is making its way up the coastline after their refueling the night before.

There is a sense of nervous anticipation, they are at most a day or so from a pitched and violent battle, and for many of them that's new. We can see the red armbands on the veterans as they sit with groups of soldiers from the 132nd-talking sometimes animatedly about one thing or the other. There aren't however many veterans because well Veterans are hard to come by. And at other battles and locations around the globe.

These stories or anecdotes are designed to do two things calm and prepare.

ROYCE

Just don't forget that the two targets with the greatest chances of hindering or stopping a Endo are both difficult to hit during a firefight.

The younger soldiers nod.

ROYCE

That's the blessing of these Phased Plasma Rifles. They recharge over time create more ammunition if you will so do not be afraid to pull that trigger.

It's the same on each boat, even the Commanders are giving out nuggets of information.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Watch your field of fire. If you end up in a team or group cover as many points of the compass as possible. Keep your fingers BESIDE your triggers and NEVER point the end that spews Plasma at any of your buddies. I've seen what happens when accidents happen and it's not pretty so be focused and accurate. Hell all you little deadly mutha-fuckers have to do is practice what you were taught it's the Machines who are scared...and not us.

The youngsters can't help but smile at this.

Commander Hackman smiles with them.

INT. COMMAND AND CONTROL- RESISTANCE H.Q.- CONTINUING

On a large map projected on a wall is a red dot this red dot represents the Resistance Navy.

A.K. is in command of the Comms right now, Danny, Mitchell and Tenoy are all sleeping before the big battle commences.

A.K.

Sir, the fleet has reached San Francisco.

General Connor stops reading over some papers on a clipboard and sends the soldier on his way and is right onto the next.

GENERAL CONNOR

Find out if someone can get us a picture please.

A.K. nods.

A.K.

Yes Sir. Troy.

Troy's voice comes over the main speakers.

TROY (OVER RADIO)

I copy Annetta over.

A.K.

Is there any way you can get us a picture of the damage in San Francisco?

TROY (OVER RADIO)

It's a little overcast right now, but we'll try. Ummm go to Video input 2.

A.K. points to Jeremiah who pushes a couple of switches and the fed goes dark then moments later a picture comes up. Looking towards the Golden Gate it's glorious splendor lost in the punch of a Nuclear blast or three. For the moment nothing else and then the fog breaks just enough to see into downtown. And there looming out of the ground is a Machine built Pyramid it is hundreds if not thousands of feet tall and looks like a Ziggurat. 

TROY (OVER RADIO)

Looks like one hell of a fortification Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

That it does, the guys up there think it's a communications tower of some type. Do you think they can see you?

Troy sighs.

TROY (OVER RADIO)

Don't know...don't care we're not gonna stop to find out, we're good on fuel and moving on HEY JUST A GODDAMNIT Commander!

The picture goes all sideways and then we see Troy looking a little peeved.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Let me have that thing for a second Troy Thank You. As you can see by my extremely fantastic camerawork we still have 32 ships in the fleet including the uber-yacht I'm currently standing on. Troy and his team did a Mutha-fuckin fantastic job, did you hear that Troy?

TROY (OFF CAMERA)

Thank You Sir.

From the POV of the camera it's clear we're going down a flight of stairs.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

You are most welcome. The soldiers are nervous as well they should be but they are also being extremely professional.

A small group of Soldiers is mugging for the camera pulling faces and making their guns huge.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Except for these geniuses. But your kids General Connor are causing the most devious type of insubordination yet. 

General Connor smiles.

The Camera moves to a table where there are a lot of playing cards stacked by suits, one player has just one card left and is looking around for a stack on which to place it. 
Another places down his next to final card and the first player smiles and places his card. 

DAVID (OVER HACKMAN'S RADIO)

NERTS!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Your children are teaching my hardest most exceptionally trained and refined killing instruments to play NERTS!

GENERAL CONNOR

Which Commander encourages the development of a sharp mind, laser fast reflexes and superior hand, mind and eye coordination.

Commander Hackman is silent for a few moments of consideration.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

By all means then soldiers Carry on!

Someone calls from off camera.

SOLDIER (O.S.)

Something in the water off the PORT Bow!

The POV swings one way even as it moves forward.

SOLDIER (O.S.)

Commander your other Port Sir!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

DAMNIT!

The POV quickly points the other way.

Scanning the sea.

And then it stops.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Holy Christ! General are you seeing this?

General Connor is looking at what's on the big screen.

GENERAL CONNOR

Yes Commander. Jeremiah, are you recording this?

JEREMIAH

I am Sir.

GENERAL CONNOR

It looks like a Periscope.

And then the image looses its mystery and becomes the sea again.

GENERAL CONNOR

Someone from Tech get on that right now I want a crystal clear image as soon as possible.

JEREMIAH

I'll get right on it.

General Connor nods.

GENERAL CONNOR

Keep going, full speed we can't afford to wait for the analysis.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Full Speed AHEAD!

GENERAL CONNOR

We'll get back to you as soon as we know.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN (OVER RADIO)

Understood. Hackman out.

The Video went blank.

Jeremiah switched it back to the map.

And began to clear up the mysterious image.

INT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- BELOW- CONTINUING

XO

Do you think they saw us?

DANIEL

To be honest I don't really care, all I care about is being there to help those lads and lassies. 

COMMS OFFICER

They seem to be continuing full speed ahead. But there is some chatter about something in the water.

DANIEL

Regardless we still need to give those guys the greatest chance at victory we can. 

He looks over the one map of the area they have sighs looks at it some more.

The others know not to bother the Captain when he's concentrating like this they watch on as he stands up and paces around the table. He stops and points at a point off the map but on the table.

DANIEL

We set up as far offshore as we can at maximum launch depth. We plaster the beachfront with all the Non-Nuclear stuff we have make sure to hit the beach in front of them! Then we steam in and fire from our waterproof deck pods. Hit them as hard and as fast as we can and if we loose her we loose her. And it will have been worth it.

There are nods around the table.

XO

Agreed.

ANGELINE (O.S.)

Bloody well agreed.

Daniel turns around and smiles.

Walks over and gives Angeline a hug of greeting.

DANIEL

Good to see you up and around! How's the leg?

ANGELINE

Brilliant I haven't been this pumped with painkillers in a while.

There is laughter across the bridge.

DANIEL

Introductions are in order. Helmsmen Davison and Waring.

They both wave.

Angeline nods.

DANIEL

My XO, Ralph Ferguson.

Ralph comes over and shakes Angeline's hand.

XO

Pleasure.

ANGELINE

Likewise.

DANIEL

And Comms Officer Nial Spencer.

He looks up.

Nods....and smiles.

Angeline smiles back.

ANGELINE

How long till battle stations?

DANIEL

At this rate....not long enough.

SONAR OFFICER

Captain!

Daniel and Angeline move to his side.

DANIEL

This is my Sonar Officer Rashaa.

RASHAA

Pleased to meet you. Sir I am picking up that anomalous reading on sonar again.

DANIEL (CONCERNED)
The same you picked up as we put to sea in England?

RASHAA (IN AGREEMENT)
Indeed Sir. It gives the appearance of a biological, but it's sound is like nothing I've ever heard.

DANIEL

Nothing.

Rashaa smiles.

RASHAA

Well it ALMOST sounds like a whale farting but I'm sure it is not.

Daniel smiles slightly.

DANIEL

Keep me informed.

RASHAA

Of course Sir.

EXT. HECETA HEAD- OREGON- ALMOST MIDDAY

The lighthouse at Heceta Head and Devils Elbow to its side used to be a tourist attraction. 
The lighthouse and its attending operators home still stood, looking to the untrained eye as untouched. And until two days ago the entire surrounds had looked untouched too.

Now the beach was fortified. There were huge plasma mortars set up on both the hillsides and roads and on the hill coming out of the tunnel onto the tall and majestic bridge. W-Bombs had been placed all over the beachfront and Endos stalked between those hidden devices with unerring accuracy. There were laser nets. There were automated cyclical turrets.

And then there was the big stuff.

But there were Humans in the area too.

Hidden and staying low.

So the attention of the Machines was not drawn to the lighthouse.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE- HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING

There is a soldier with a radio up at the top.

Lying low and scoping out the soon to be battlefield below.

He sees a Unit approaching.

Takes a breath.

Takes the shot.

The Units head stands bolt upright and it's eyes power down.

It topples like so much dead metal.

SNIPER

'Nother downed Tin Man.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Good shooting. Any sign of the fleet?

SNIPER

I still find it hard to believe that we're gonna see a Navy coming round the beachhead.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

You and me both soldier. Any sign-?

SNIPER

No.

Then he sees the first ship punching through the cloud bank.

SNIPER

Yes SIR! Holy shit no-ones driving it!

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Gotta be Q then that soldier is a fucking genius.

Up top the Sniper aims.

The Speedboat is in his sniper scope.

He was right there's nothing in it but EXPLOSIVES!

SNIPER

It's filled with explosives Sir hold onto something!

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Christ! The entire BAY is filled with explosives- are you tied off because.

POV: Q's Remote controlled Speed boat gets into the bay closer and closer and clos 

EXT. WIDE- OVER HECETA HEAD LIGHTHOUSE- MIDDAY

There is an ENORMOUS EXPLOSION as the boat manages to practically hit the shore before it hits an underwater mine.

And then a HUGE WALL OF SEA WATER leaps into the air reaching a height that nearly brings it level with the lighthouse. As the majority of the other Under water mines explode in a instantaneous chain reaction!  

The Lighthouse Trembles and cracks.

Puffs of masonry blossom out.

As the pressure wave hits.

And then the rest of the Navy steams out of the cloud bank.

The Plasma Mortars begin to fire.

And Arial H/K's stream into the air from out of their hiding places.

The Battle is Joined!

EXT. LOOKING OVER KYLE'S SHOULDER- S.S. CYBERKILLER

Everything is shaking on top of the up and down of the water.

We see an Arial H/K making a strafing run only to be torn asunder by a Rocket Propelled 
Grenade.

It's massive bulk falls into the water with a huge splash.

Only to have it fly again momentarily on a tower of water.

KYLE

Holy Shit! That was awesome!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

LISTEN UP EVERYONE! THIS IS IT! DO NOT FORGET YOUR TRAINING AND YOU WILL MAKE IT OUT ALIVE! ONCE YOU HIT THE GROUND YOU POUND IT UP THE SHORE FIRE ON ANYTHING THAT'S NOT HUMAN! DO YOU GET ME!

SOLDIERS

SIR! YES SIR!!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

HOLD YOUR HEAD AND HOLD IT HIGH!

SOLDIERS

HOLD YOUR HEAD AND HOLD IT HIGH!

Mayhem as Plasma Balls rain down. 

Shrapnel from massive explosions fills the air.

Columns of water reach upward like the fingers of Poseidon.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

BAD MUTHAFUCKERS NEVER DIE!

SOLDIERS

BAD MUTHAFUCKERS NEVER DIE!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

WAR IS TOUGH IT IS NOT FAKE!

SOLDIERS

WAR IS TOUGH IT IS NOT FAKE!

A Column of water rises up soaking Commander Hackman.

He raises his fist.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

THERE IS NO FATE BUT WHAT WE MAKE!

SOLDIERS

THERE IS NO FATE BUT WHAT WE MAKE!

All the soldiers start to scream and as they do there is a huge deafening roar.

As a series of missiles fly in from high above on trails of smoke.

Smashing into the Beach they cause a rippling chain reaction of explosions.

W-Bombs explode left right and center.

Some become active and try and move away from the blast area.

But the devastation is almost complete.

Kyle looks over to the boat beside him at Q who's looking back towards the main fleet.

As there is a huge bubble of water and suddenly.

The R.N.S. Trafalgar comes lunging out of the depths.

Like a huge breaching whale.

It is distant compared to the rest.

But as soon as it's down.

It surges forward.

People running on the deck and setting up Plasma Cannons.

Weapons pods open up.

The Soldiers that see it let out a HUGE cheer.

Pumping fists in shock.

And then the Endos emerge a seemingly endless wave of Hyperalloy.

Slowly and methodically they stalk forward.

And raising their weapons they begin to fire.

And plasma criss-crosses like a horizontal rain storm.

INT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- OFF THE COAST OF OREGON- CONTINUING

DANIEL

ALL HANDS MAN THE PODS!

XO

ALL HANDS TO THE PODS!

Daniel claps Ralph on the shoulder.

DANIEL

That was fantastic!

XO

It was awesome Sir! Look at them go!

Daniel stalks the deck for a moment.

DANIEL

We're not done yet!

A series of lights are going from red to green.

These indicate sailors manning their weapons pods.

DANIEL

Take out any available target but MAKE SURE the soldiers make the beach!

XO

You heard the captain! Select you target and secure passage for the troops to the beach! Fire on the Captains command!

DANIEL

FIRE!

The sub shudders as munitions jet out of the pods.

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- MIDDAY

Two more Arial Hunter Killers go spiraling down into the water.

And other Rockets go smashing into the approaching Endos front lines.

And some of them begin to do something most wouldn't suspect.

They WALKED into the WATER.

Firing their plasma rifles.

EXT. THE BEACH- BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING

Human and Endo collide.

Hyperalloy.

Bone muscle and skin.

Phased Plasma crescendos.

Flash Grenades.

Explosions.

Endos torn in half still clawing for fallen Resistance soldiers.

And then the tide turns.

Sergeant Jordan Davis strides up the beach.

Pinning an Endo to the ground blazing it's head off with a phased plasma rifle.

With her other hand she sprays down a line of endos holding down the trigger until they DO NOT MOVE.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

FORWARD! QUENTIN STAY WITH ME WE'RE PUSHING FOR THE LIGHTHOUSE!

Quentin appears near her side.

Along with a group of other Resistance fighters.


They start their way over towards the rockier part of the beach.

Suddenly an Arial H/K Powers LOW over the beach kicking up a sandstorm.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

HUNKER DOWN! SCAN FOR TARGETS! PROTECT YOUR EYES!!

There is another stirring in the sand.

And the ground heaves up within the maelstrom.

Wooden boards shatter outward.

And everything becomes fragmented.

Darkness.

Red ember eyes.

Reaching Hyperalloy hands.

Jordan opening her mouth to scream.

Hands clamping down all over her.

Falling down into darkness.

A simple lifting machine with a plate full of sand rises to fill the hole.

Q fires up at the H/K.

A couple of good blasts.

And the H/K wheels away before it crashes into a tree covered mountainside.

Q and the other soldiers start looking around for Jordan on the battle field.

But all they find are her twin Plasma Rifles.

Quentin looks around in disbelief.

His lower lip trembles.

He may be 19 but no kid deserves that sort of Trauma.

QUENTIN

Jordan- JORDAN!!

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- ELSEWHERE- CONTINUING

Commander Lawrence Hackman leads Kyle and his storm of troops onto the beach. 

And they engage.

Plasma.

Hyperalloy.

Ember eyes fading to black.

Soldiers torn in half in an Endos hands.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

KYLE!

KYLE

COMMANDER!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

TAKE A TEAM AND FLASH BOMB OR RPG THOSE PLASMA LAUNCHERS!

Kyle smiles.

KYLE

YES SIR! CONNOR'S LET'S GO!

The four of them start off.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

HEY!

They turn back.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

WATCH EACH OTHERS ASSES!

He points his phased plasma rifle behind himself pulling the trigger as a line of Machines falls.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

REFORM ON THE PATH TO THE LIGHT HOUSE!

The four nod and then head off weapons up and ready.

Commander Hackman looks down.

As a Upper torso grabs his ankle.

It's fingers close.

And Hackman pulls the trigger.

Blowing off the units head.

He fires again at the arm severing it at the elbow.

He tugs on the arm but it won't let go.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

Goddamn Muthafucka! I'm never going to hear the end of this.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE- HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING.

COMMANDER AYRES

Alright Lewis start setting up.

LEWIS

You got it Commander.

Lewis pulls out a deceptively small computer rig and attaches to it a monitor and 
keyboard. He makes sure the volume is muted as soon as it boots up.

There is a cursor.

Lewis types in: Access Skynet Network

PROCESSING.

LEWIS

It will be a few moments Sir.

COMMANDER AYRES

Thanks for letting me know.

Then he gets on the net to his men.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Alright ladies and gents look frosty. I want you all on fully alert status. That means you too Roberts!

ROBERTS (OVER RADIO)

I'm on the wire Sir.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Very well. We have Quentin incoming I want you to make absolutely certain that his progress is not interrupted is that 100 percent clear. 

ROBERTS (OVER RADIO)

100 by 100 Sir he will make it to you.

COMMANDER AYRES

Understood. How's it coming Lewis?

Lewis looks at the monitor.

On it it has a map of the world.

Laid out in White outlines on red.

It says: SKYNET BATTLEFIELD MANAGEMENT SYSTEMS ONLINE 

The picture keeps flickering.

LEWIS

Get him here faster.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Haul ass with that Private Roberts.

Roberts comes back on he's panting.

ROBERTS (OVER RADIO)

Ready the FUCKING DOOR!

Commander Ayres is up and over at the door so fast you'd swear his feet never hit the floor.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Please tell me you are not coming in hot.

ROBERTS (OVER RADIO)

Okay Sir....I'm...Not...Coming....In....Hot.

COMMANDER AYRES (OVER RADIO)

Tip Top!

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE- TOP- CONTINUING

The Resistance Sniper moves quickly setting up so he has a clear Line of Sight down the path.

Double checks that the Plasma Charge Generator is still active.

Snaps out the bipod.

He sights through the magnifier.

SNIPER

Covered. Roberts Lies.

We see what he sees.

Roberts and Quentin running up the slope.

And behind them tens of hundreds of Endoskeletons.

He lines the one closest to them and pulls the trigger.

Plasma flares.

EXT. PATH TO THE LIGHTHOUSE- CONTINUING

Quentin is running hard but he can't miss the flash.

The Plasma bolt sizzles over his head and practically severs the nearest endos head off.

It tumbles down slowing the chasing tide for a moment.

Another bolt sears past.

This seems to miss everything.

But actually hits a secretly hidden prepared explosive charge buried just below the surface of the path.

And the resulting explosion tosses Endos rocks and dirt alike over the safety railings and sends them falling toward the ocean and rocks below.

Quentin and Roberts keep charging as the Endos hang back.

Suddenly cautious.

As if they've suddenly grown a brain.

Scanning for traps.

The door opens and Quentin and Robertson tumble in out of breath.

INT. LIGHTHOUSE- HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING

Lewis helps Quentin up.

LEWIS

We'll have to be fast I think Skynet is trying to hack my system.

QUENTIN

I may have something that can help.

They both move over to Lewis's rig.

Q feels a bit more broken stuff then usual.

Looks inside and grimaces.

Robertson is pushing Q's other bag towards him.

QUENTIN

No..no...that's for you...Secret Weapon. Hook it up to a power panel and let fly preferably not inside.

Robertson nods and pounds it up the stairs.

LEWIS

This is the Battlefield Management System I snagged on Judgment Day.

He hits a few keys.

And it changes to seemingly endless scrolling code.

LEWIS

And that's the code that's running it. Granted it's over a decade old now but.

The screen flashes again.

LEWIS

See I think Skynet is trying to hack it.

QUENTIN

Could be. But this was worth the mayhem.

LEWIS

You've seen enough?

QUENTIN

Oh yeah! Let's do some hard drive surgery.

They turn off and unplug the rig and begin to get to work.

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- NEAR THE PLASMA MORTARS- CONTINUING

Kyle had point Eve and Michelle had the three's and the nine's and David had the six.

They were moving now through the forest making their way towards the thundering Plasma Mortars. They needed to get there as soon as possible the Resistance troops stuck on the beach were counting on them.

And then in front of them the trees open into a clearing and they can see the huge Plasma Mortar towers.

DAVID

I'll rig the charges.

He settles down and opens his satchel and begins wiring bricks timers and detonators. 
He's faster than hell. In fact he's exceptional and the bombs are ready within thirty seconds.

DAVID

Good to go. Four for four. Place the bombs push the green button to activate the timers. They're set for thirty seconds.

He hands them out.

And the four start to leave.

DAVID

One more thing don't stick around head for the Lighthouse cause you don't want to be here.

They each smile knowingly.

And then head out.

INT. HUNTER/KILLER CARRIER

It's dark and noisy.

There are a set of metal restraining racks.

In them are Soldiers and civilians alike.

All are wearing masks.

All are unconscious.

The craft rattles and shakes.

The newest bipedal units yet stalk between the rows of prisoners.

They could pass for human.

But they have rubber skin.

Their designation...T-600.

The craft shudders as it stabilizes.

And then vibrates under the thrusters constant acceleration.

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- OVERHEAD- CONTINUING

The Plasma Mortars rip apart one by one.

Their attending explosions not only set the surrounding forest on fire.

But destroy all the machines nearby in a raging conflagration.

But it also delivers a fatal blow to the Machines.

As the raging firestorm blossoms outward it approaches an enormous Machine made tower this tower is what is allowing the Machines in the battle to behave in a coordinated manner. Most of the machines are slaved to Skynet at the moment controlling their movements and decisions their battle plan.

And then the battle dissolves into nothing.

The Communications mast is torn asunder.

By heat and fire.

Almost as bright as a second sun.

And then the sound hits.

And it is like the Thunderclap of GOD!

And the tide of the Battle of Heceta Head turned!

EXT. ON THE BEACH AT HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING

Commander Hackman is still marching around with the endo arm on his ankle.

Rousing new soldiers and old hands alike as they rout the beach in unison.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

ONE TWO THREE FOUR!

SOLDIERS

ONE TWO THREE FOUR!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

WE'LL WIN THE MACHINE WAR!

SOLDIERS

WE'LL WIN THE MACHINE WAR!

Arial H/K's still screech through the skies but they are now part of routine patrols the machines obviously feel as if nothing will be gained by the Resistance in the battle while a number of things have been lost.

They cross the parking lot covered over the years by weeds and tall grass.

Walking as a group and firing on Endos that they see.

Continuing they start up the path to the lighthouse.

It winds through the woods.

And along the cliffs edge.

Where down below.

The waters of Devils Elbow seethe and pound.

Sometimes the battle must be taken into the daylight.

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

BE IT NIGHT OR BE IT DAY!

SOLDIERS

BE IT NIGHT OR BE IT DAY!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

WE'LL SLAUGHTER ENDOS ALL THE WAY!

SOLDIERS

WE'LL SLAUGHTER ENDOS ALL THE WAY!

As they mount the final incline they are met by none other than the Heroes of Heceta Head. David, Michelle, Eve and Kyle. Connor's and Reese's who would expect anything  less. Everyone surrounds them and there is great jubilation, they don't bask in the congratulations of their peers which makes both commanders very pleased in how these exceptional soldiers have emerged not just from their training but from their first major battle.

Then over the radio they hear haunting words.

RASHAA (OVER RADIO)

CAPTAIN!!

DANIEL (OVER RADIO)
Report!

RASHAA (OVER RADIO)
The Anomalous contact- it's back..and closing!

DANIEL (OVER RADIO)
All hands brace for impact! Man your battle stations! Emergency Dive Rudder Hard-a-Starboard!

The massive sub corkscrews as it churns up a massive froth as it finally descends below the waves.

INT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- UNDERSEA BATTLE

DANIEL

Time to target?

RASHAA

2,000 meters and closing Captain.

Daniel is not about to take any chances.

DANIEL

Prepare all tubes fore and aft! 

RASHAA

Captain...there's SOMETHING else in the water!
DANIEL

Must be a torpedo! What's the floor depth here?

DAVISON

800 feet Sir not enough to loose them in I'm afraid.

DANIEL

Release COUNTERMEASURES RUDDER HARD-A PORT I want to end around behind them.

DAVISON

As you say Sir!

The Massive Submarine vibrates with the release of its tumbling countermeasures.

And then the deck tilts steeply in the opposite direction.

DANIEL

Take her down as low as you dare and come up right behind her!

DAVISON

Aye- Aye Captain!

EXT. THE WATERS OFF HECETA HEAD- UNDERSEA BATTLE- CONTINUING

The Machine torpedo propulses towards the spinning bubble spewing countermeasures. 

Below and to the right the Trafalgar moving as fast as it can tries to slot in behind the Machine Submarine.

The Machine Submarine waits.

It has a pair of Red "Eyes" one either side of it's body and it is all angles and made of a metal that seems to allow no seams. It's almost as if the metal is in a constant state of flux across its surface.

And then it's very state and aspect changes.

Tendrils of this metal snake out into the water forming small arms.

Two longer thicker tendrils end with giant flanges each double the size of a Palm frond. 
These long arms are called "Whips".

The body of the submarine extends into a dart like shape.

And the eyes seem to sink in giving it a Demonic look.

It has turned itself into a Giant Squid.

And in five seconds it will attack.

INT. R.N.S. TRAFALGAR- UNDERSEA BATTLE- CONTINUING

RASHAA

I've lost it on Sonar Sir it was there one minute and gone the next!

DANIEL

How is that possible! You cannot just disappear underwater, it has to be displacing something!

The sub shakes as the Torpedo detonates in the thick cloud of countermeasures.

DANIEL

One ping HARD!

Rashaa pushes the button for the Sonar.

***PIIIIIINNNNNNGGGGGG POOOOOONNNNNGGGGGG***

There is an ungodly loud sound a squeal-roar as the Machine Submarine pings back.

Everyone is screaming and cursing.

RASHAA

IT'S RIGHT ON TOP OF US!!

DANIEL

ALL HANDS BRACE!

There is a massive UP-THRUST from beneath and suddenly they are rising.

Even as the tentacles puncture the Trafalgar from every angle.

This Liquid metal Skewering and Tearing the Massive Submarine.

Huge gashes appear in its sides as we see.

DAYLIGHT!

And then the once mighty Trafalgar is ripped asunder.

And people were tossed.

Like so much crumpled refuse.

Alive and Dead.

Into the sea.

EXT. LIGHTHOUSE- HECETA HEAD- CONTINUING

The sniper has Q's weapon and it's pointed down and the rising Maelstrom. It's huge worn as a backpack and with some kind of ridged hose with handles on it. He's aiming it using a special set of goggles.

SNIPER (YELLED)
Give me POWER!

Within the goggles a Red reticule appears.

With range and distance meters.

And then the ungodly maelstrom parts and out rises a enormous metallic squid. It's tentacles ripping and tearing at the massive submarine.

SNIPER (YELLED)

Am I good Q?!

QUENTIN (OVER RADIO)

Stand braced feet apart...and give 'em hell!

The Sniper widens his stance and closes the grip on the handle.

And a concentrated TRAIL of plasmic energy leaps outwards from the nozzle like end of the tube. And along with it the sound of thunder!

SNIPER (YELLED)

HOLY MOTHER OF GOD!!

The Sniper is nearly forced to let off the trigger but regains his footing.

The beam of plasmic energy rips across the gap between the Sniper and the Machine submersible in under a second.

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- IN THE WATER- CONTINUING

Angeline looks up as the beam SLAMS into the enormous machine submersible and the liquid metal ripples and then begins to peel back.

All of a sudden the coil of energy punches RIGHT THROUGH the enormous machine!

One of the Whips slashes through the water.

Rashaa ducks under the surface just avoiding it, but it grabs the Captain and drags him forcefully under the water.

DANIEL

NOOOOOOOOOO!!

And the water takes him flooding his lungs.

Even as the large hole begins to re-heal.

The enormous machine submersible drops beneath the water.

Waring the helmsman bobs up beside Angeline.

WARING

WHERE'S THE CAPTAIN!?

ANGELINE

IT TOOK HIM WARING, I'M SORRY!

The Thunderous sound dies away.

WARING

We've got to get out of the water, it could come back any moment!

And then there was pandemonium.

Survivors began to swim hard and fast for the shore or the rocky crags that thrust up through the crashing seas like fingertips.

The blood of the dead and dying was like a dinner bell, and those still alive knew it was only a matter of time before the sharks would come.

EXT. BATTLE OF HECETA HEAD- OVERHEAD- CONTINUING

COMMANDER PERRY

Oh My God!!

The Liquid Metal monster rose from the sea.

And it's sharpened tentacles carved the mighty submarine apart.

It was so fast and violent.

The whole thing looked like a cloud of confetti.

And then the blue plasmic beam with the sound of thunder slammed into the side of the Machine submersible! 

There was a cheer as the weapon not only caused the craft to ripple and buckle, but as a hole was punched through clear to the other side!

And then they watched the awe inspiring metallic whip carve through the water.

Sending up towering jets of froth on either side, and it pulled someone down into the depths.

The hole in the side of the Beast healed.

The red eyes of the beast slowly dropped below the surface.

Kyle is looking through binoculars.
KYLE

Holy Shit!  There’s survivors in the water!

COMMANDER LAWRENCE HACKMAN

That's right muthafuckin machine you'd best run- and don't ever come back!

The strange Submarine surfaces again only to be hit once more by the massive blue beam of plasma. It wisely drops below the surface.

The Soldiers begin to run back down the path to help the survivors.

They are the only things around.

The Machines have all left the area.

Content with such a victory.

INT. UNKNOWN LOCATION- LATER

It is dark.

We hear a indistinct voice.

This voice slowly becomes clearer.

DR. SILBERMAN

Jordan if you can hear me you were pulled from the wreckage of a Arial H/K carrier that crashed a few miles south of here. You've been out since then. I'm a Doctor.

Her hand grabs his wrist like a snake striking.

DR. SILBERMAN

Whoa! Careful soldier I'm not as young and chipper as I used to be.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Sorry...sorry Doc. Force of habit I guess. Is it okay if I sit up?

His hand reaches down to hold hers help her to sit up it is old and weathered he's now 70 years old or thereabouts. But you can still see Dr. Silberman in him and hear the Doctor we've come to know so well through our short times together. Jordan sits up and then leans forward hands on her knees taking steadying and deep breaths.

DR. SILBERMAN

As I was saying we pulled you out of a crashed Arial H/K Carrier. You were the only survivor. 

Only survivor she mouths.

Dr. Silberman nods.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Where am I?

DR. SILBERMAN

New Haven. A Resistance Enclave near Cheyenne Mountain Colorado.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (IN AMAZEMENT)

The New Haven?!

DR. SILBERMAN

If by The New Haven you mean the only beacon of hope that still resides in Colorado the answer is Yes.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

I thought this place was a legend, a dream. Like Shang-Ri La and the Golden City of Eldorado.

Dr. Silberman smiles.

DR. SILBERMAN

It's as real as I am my dear lady.

Jordan sits upright with a start of sudden awareness.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

How long have I been out?

DR. SILBERMAN

In total...or just this time?

The question takes her aback.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (UNSURE)
....In total....

Dr. Silberman strokes her hand.

DR. SILBERMAN

You've been in and out of consciousness for two years.

She nearly falls off the bench.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (SHOCKED)
TWO YEARS!! I've got to contact Connor- let him know!

Dr. Silberman smiles.

DR. SILBERMAN

Oh you have countless times. If I were you I'd make my way to the mess get some food in you. The first thing you really need to do is rebuild your strength.

Jordan nods then looks left and right.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

You're right Doctor. I'm sorry I just don't remember any of this place.

DR. SILBERMAN

Believe me I understand- sometimes i don't know whether I'm coming or going.

Jordan smiles.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Ummm which way is the Mess?

Dr. Silberman points to the left then motions her on.

DR. SILBERMAN

Don't wait for me...I'll make it there eventually. Seem to be running lower on energy now-a-days.

Jordan nods and smiles.

And starts walking off towards the Mess hall.

Dr. Silberman stands.

But leaves in the opposite direction.

Walks down a hall.

And comes to a door with a scanner beside it.

Silberman rolls up his sleeve.

To reveal the same type of bar code that he had seen on Kyle Reese all those years ago.

He holds his to the scanner and the door slides open.

Walking through he swallows hard then climbs the steps.

At the top he as always finds the view disconcerting.

All around him the floor is see through.

And red orbs representing Skynet are everywhere.

The unblinking eye of the enemy.

A Rubber skinned T-600 approached.

T-600

Does...she....remember.

Dr. Silberman swallows the bile building up in his throat.

DR. SILBERMAN

No.

T-600

Affirmative.

And the T-600 walks off.

And the Camera rises up over the scene and it is revealed that.

We are in a huge and futuristic Human Slave Camp.

We can see through the floor into "New Haven".

Like Scientists watching trapped Rats in a maze.

The truth of what New Haven really is even more frightening than the illusion itself.

INT. RESISTANCE H.Q.- MEDICAL SECTOR

A Title card says: July 2, 2018

Quentin is seated across a table from a doc we don't recognize.

The name under his pocket says HOPKINS.

HOPKINS

What happened after you hit the Beach?

Quentin is now just turned 22.

He's not at all kid like anymore he's a hardened soldier with a quirky sense of humor.

QUENTIN

It was crazy Doc. Like sensory overload. Machines were everywhere they were fucking walking under the water and tearing the hulls out of the boats that hadn't landed yet. I just kept my cool and tried to kill as many as I could I wanted to build a pile of dead metal to the sky.

HOPKINS

And then the Arial H/K.

Quentin nods.

QUENTIN

Sorry Doc. That's right it just flew low over the beach and parked its ass on top of us. It was all we could do to keep our eyes open...let alone fight back.

HOPKINS

-let alone fight back-

He scribbles a quick note.

Like any good psychologist responding to a response with a repeat of the last response of his patient.

HOPKINS

And where was Jordan in relation to your position?

QUENTIN

She was as far as you are from me but to my right. I could've reached out and touched her.

HOPKINS

And yet once you'd fired on the H/K she was...gone?

Quentin visibly jerks at the words of the Psychologist. That always got him, no matter how many of these sessions he had it always made him jump.

QUENTIN

All but her guns it was like she'd never even existed. She didn't even have a chance to scream.

HOPKINS

Didn't scream.

QUENTIN

Not a bit. You don't seem to understand how fast these things work Dr. Hopkins. They can make a soldier disappear as if by magic.

HOPKINS

Umm-hmmmm.

QUENTIN

What I wouldn't give for a day behind a desk Sir. I'd imagine to you that perpetual motion machine.

Quentin points to a classic hanging ball device.

QUENTIN

Is annoying and redundant as hell after a while.

The Doc says nothing he simply listens.

QUENTIN

To me that click-clack-click-clack would be like a peaceful stream playing over rounded pebbles. It would calm me...focus me.

HOPKINS

I'm sure it would Soldier. But to get back on task you believe that Jordan is alive?

Quentin nods.

He always has and always will.

QUENTIN

Yes I do. Skynet did not set up that elaborate setup just to vaporize Sergeant Davis. Somehow it stole her away. And it will keep her alive as long as it needs to. It won't stop until it gets the information it wants. And we all know how bloody hard Jordan is to crack.  

The Doc nods.

HOPKINS

If she does crack.

QUENTIN

I know. That's why in my heart of hearts I pray that she is dead every moment of every day. Are we done?

Doctor Hopkins nods.

Quentin stands and shakes his hand.

QUENTIN

Thank You, it helps every time.

The Doc smiles.

HOPKINS

Just doing my job Quentin.

Quentin walks to the door and opens it and is about to walk outside when he remembers something.

QUENTIN

You on for tonight? Poker?

HOPKINS

Where at?

QUENTIN

Connor's quarters.

HOPKINS

Same time?

QUENTIN

Same time.

And Quentin leaves the room.

HOPKINS

Like lambs to the slaughter.

INT. SKYNET CENTRAL PROCESSING COMPLEX- TIME LAPSE

We see a screen and on that screen is a program almost like AutoCAD or some other 3-D design software.

It begins drawing faster than the eye can follow.

Idea after idea.

Slanting eyes.

More shielded human shape.

Things now transition to a single component being made by a radically futuristic rapid Prototyper a kind of 3D Photocopier. 

And another.

And another.

Then we cross fade to these pieces full scale.

Being placed together on a Manufactory line.

Beside the T-X being built is another fascinating new design.

It is built of millions upon millions of Nanobots.

They are programmed to move coherently to form a complex facsimile of a human being.

The T-X design is exceptionally sleek.

It's arm and all of its moving parts transform for one type of weaponry configuration to the next testing the arms ability to form and reform into weapons filled with sophisticated moving parts.

The T-1000 had no default weaponry and as such was not much of a threat in its current configuration.

The hanging rack slowly lowers to the ground and the T-X stands.

She flexes her fingers.

Twists and turns her mechanics.

Testing out how well perfectly assembled she was.

She looks directly at us and her Eyes glow brightly.

The screen whites out to black.

In silver letters: Time from Concept to Completion Two Years.

INT. NEW HAVEN- MESS HALL

Title card says- July 12th 2020

Dr Silberman pulls Jordan aside.

He's nervous, sweating and looking a little sick.

DR. SILBERMAN

Jordan, I don't know how to say this. But if there's one thing I can say in my defense I am exceedingly blunt.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (CONCERNED)

Continue then.

DR. SILBERMAN

New Haven is a fabrication a lie.

Jordan lowers her fork full of stuff to her tray.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (SHOCKED AND ANGRY)

What! A LIE?!

Dr. Silberman nods, his hands tremble in anger.

DR. SILBERMAN

Don't get me wrong there are plenty of Resistance soldiers here, but here New Haven itself is a lie.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Why?

DR. SILBERMAN

To gather information. To steal the knowledge of Resistance soldiers from the Battle lines. It knows all about you it cracked you after just four months. And I couldn't bring myself to tell you. I'm trying to survive in Skynets shadow until the Resistance can fight back.

Jordan gets right in his face.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (LIVID)

How the fuck can we fight back...if God knows how many people are selling us out Doctor! That has to some of the most flawed reasoning I've ever heard work for Skynet. Pathetic! We'll never catch up with Skynet if you keep this shit up Christ! 

A Hardened bloke walks up.

Above his pocket it says Derek R.

DEREK

Is there a problem Jordan?

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Damn right there's a problem this place is all a fake...a sham! The good Doctor here is working for the Machines...and anyone around here is going to be totally fucked any minute!

Derek turns on Silberman almost ready to deck the guy or worse.

DEREK (FURIOUS)
Get out of here before I regret letting you live.

Dr. Silberman's face goes ashen but he stands and starts away.

DR. SILBERMAN

I was just trying to warn you. Just like Sarah Connor tried to warn me. Please forgive me.

Jordan sighs as Silberman exits the room.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Derek, no. Leave him alone he has been trying to warn not just myself but others. But there are eyes here and they are watching us.

DEREK

How many of these people are in on it? How can you possibly work for the Machines? 

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (AT A LOSS)

I don't know.

DEREK

I do. It takes some special kind of fucked up in the head.

Jordan half smiles at Derek.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

No offense Derek but that covers you too.

Derek begins to look around letting her jab deflect off him- he begins to notice things- like the fact that the clouds through the half broken ceiling seem the same as yesterday. 
And the roof suddenly seems much lower than it should be.

DEREK (ANGRY)
Son of a BITCH! He's right Are we really THIS blind!

Derek picks up a chair and tosses it at the ceiling.

And the Ceiling CRACKS.

It's a huge screen of some kind.

A whole section of the ceiling turns to static.

DEREK (ENRAGED)

GODDAMNIT!

Jordan checks her weapons.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

Our weapons are real.

They hear a door open and close.

Footsteps.

Not human.

DEREK

If they are sending in a new one they probably won't do us much good Let's try and go up.

They quickly as possible stack a number of tables and chairs into a working ladder.

They both begin to climb.

The footsteps get closer.

At the top Derek bashes out more of the screen with his gun.

Until there is a big enough hole to slip through.

DEREK

Ladies first.

Jordan shakes her head.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

You'd better go. I don't know if I can haul you up.

Derek gives her a look then sighs.

DEREK

Fair enough.

He jumps up and grabs the edge of the hole.

Slowly he pulls himself up and through.

The T-X walks into the room.

Looks at the stack of furniture.

Jordan jumps for the hole.

As the T-X kicks the entire stack of furniture so hard it GOES THROUGH the nearest wall.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (PANICKED)
DEREK!!

She begins to slide back down through the hole.

Her head drops below the surface.

Derek turns around and reaches out trying to grab her wrist.

The T-X grabs Jordan's ankle and pulls her back down into the room.

Swings her around into the wall before dropping her.

It's attention pivots to the hole in the ceiling.

INT.NEW HAVEN- MACHINE CONTROL ROOM

DEREK (ENRAGED)
Die you fucking TIN MAN!!

He is screaming with anger and fear mixed across his face in equal measure. He is exceptionally angry.

He rains plasma fire down upon the T-X.

Who seems to simply walk right through as if it doesn't even touch her.

She raises her arm pointing it upwards.

Right at Derek.

And it changes.

Transforms.

And then it begins to glow.
DEREK (IN SURPRISE)

What?!

The Plasma Charge flies upwards and slams into Derek's Plasma rifle.

The Plasma Coil begins to heat.

And then radiates outwards in an explosion.

Which picks Derek up and tosses him into a wall of monitors.

The Plasma Rifle falls to the ground with a clatter.

INT.NEW HAVEN- MESS HALL

The T-X crosses back over to Jordan's side.

Lowers itself to its haunches and looks at her intently.

Studies her every curvature.

T-X POV: Liquid blue- calming. It completes a series of grid scans of the slumped over Jordan. Including one of her face. SCANS COMPLETE. 

INT. RESISTANCE H.Q.- CONNOR'S OFFICE- CONTINUING

GENERAL CONNOR

You know you've been around since Heceta Head and I've never had a formal introduction Angeline.

Angeline smiles.

ANGELINE

Well it has been very busy Sir, this is a war we're dealing with here.

Connor nods.

GENERAL CONNOR

Very true. I'm amazed that you made it out of the water alive I can only imagine what it was like. Seeing liquid metal like that having the Sub torn to pieces around you.

Angeline looks away, her eyes focusing on the distance.

ANGELINE

We all thought it was going to come back.

EXT. WATERS OFF HECETA HEAD- FLASHBACK

ANGELINE (SCARED)
Where the BLOODY HELL is it?!

Other soldiers and sailors swimming for their lives around her.
Angeline is swimming towards shore as best she can

She feels a hand on her wrist and looks to the right.

ANGELINE

Rashaa! Thank God!

The Indian smiles.

RASHAA (TIRED BUT HAPPY)
It is good to see you too. Have you seen the Captain perchance?

Angeline shakes her head.

ANGELINE

One of those....tentacle things.

Rashaa nods.

RASHAA

I saw that too...but I was secretly holding out hope.

ANGELINE

Me too he was so kind to me. Rashaa?
RASHAA (BREATHING HARD)
Yes Angeline.

ANGELINE (SAD)
It was my fault wasn't it.

Rashaa shook his head.

RASHAA (ASSURED)
Don't even think about it.

ANGELINE (HARDLY WINDED)
But supersti-

He places a finger on her lips.

RASHAA (TIRED BUT HONEST)
Ahhhh! Shush it!

Angeline smiles.

Behind Rashaa on the beach she sees Resistance soldiers taking off their heavy packs.

Taking off their boots.

RASHAA (EXHAUSTED)
Almost there and I feel as if the Sharks aren’t far behind. Come on.

INT. RESISTANCE H.Q.- CONNOR'S OFFICE- PRESENT- CONTINUING

ANGELINE

Every stroke...every kick we were looking back waiting for that thing to come back and finish the job.

GENERAL CONNOR

But most were lost to sharks right?

ANGELINE

That's right, just like the U.S.S. Indianapolis. They got a few of us out before the sharks arrived but it was a feeding frenzy after that. As much of their blood in the water as ours.

GENERAL CONNOR

Who grabbed Rashaa and you out of the water?

ANGELINE

Kyle Reese and your Son David.

Connor smiles.

GENERAL CONNOR

That's my boy. You know what the hardest thing is Angeline?

Angeline shakes her head.

GENERAL CONNOR

It's having a family and yet still being alone. They are there and they are mine I would die to protect them. But at the same time, I am so involved with this war that at times I am no longer a Husband or a Father. I'm just a leader, and I'm all alone because no one can understand what that's like.

Angeline touches his hand.

ANGELINE

I understand what you're going through John. I may not have kids but I certainly did not want to lead the B.U.R.F. over there I came to the position because of fate. And fate doesn't always play fair.

John looks at her square in the eye.

GENERAL CONNOR

No it does not. Come sit round this side...I want to share something with you.

Angeline drags her chair around to the other side of General Connor's desk. John opens a deep drawer and pulls out a Worn red covered book marked simply "Ledger".

Angeline sits down and Connor opens the book to a page marked by a ribbon.

There is a small stain and for just a moment Angeline wonders what it is.

And then a single tear falls and wets the page.

And we focus as she does on the words written at the top of the page.

Those Who Gave Their Lives So We Might Live.

Connor looks directly at Angeline.

GENERAL CONNOR

So they are not forgotten. Read with me.

Angeline gasps stunned.

ANGELINE

I would be honored.

John smiles a very sad lost smile. He's sharing this for the first time in a long time with someone else who UNDERSTANDS.

GENERAL CONNOR

Abagail Waring.

ANGELINE

Danforth Simmons.

GENERAL CONNOR

Malcolm Figgis.

ANGELINE

Petros "The Greek" Pappiianou.

Connor smiles.

And they continue reading the list in a Voice over.

As the shot moves up and outside.

Where soldiers still fight.

EXT. BATTLE FIELDS- GLOBAL- SERIES OF SHOTS

First over the ruins of Los Angeles.

Where skyscrapers lie toppled and Endo-skeletons stalk the surface.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

Katya Louminsk.

ANGELINE (VO)

Thomisina...no last name.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

No last name...Uwe-Jens Stoll.

Then on to Tokyo.

It's magnificent Futuristic cityscape half destroyed yet swarming with Resistance and Machines.

ANGELINE (VO)

Yanae Mbwane.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

Osi Gyambi.

ANGELINE (VO)

Inez "Hard as Nuclear Nails" Vellacruz.

Canada.

Where Endos stalk humans through what might as well be an endless winter.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

Charlie...Oh Charlie. I never knew him very well, but he was a brilliant soldier. He gave his life....so I might live literally.

ANGELINE (VO)

I'd do it in a heartbeat myself General.

And finally we move in on New Haven.

The Resistance Stronghold.

That is an elaborate LIE of the Machines. 

INT. NEW HAVEN- MESS HALL- CONTINUING

ANGELINE (VO)

Sgt. Jordanna "Jor" Davis...M.I.A.-

The page fades in over the T-X Crouching before the slumped Jordan. It is the only one with M.I.A. written beside it.

GENERAL CONNOR (VO)

I can't bring myself to give up hope.

ANGELINE (VO)

Without hope we are no better than the Machines.

The Voice over fades out.

And Jordan slowly sits up.

The T-X does nothing to stop her.

Just watches.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS

....what are you?

Time stretches to a nightmarish crawl as if God were going to end things right then and there with a huge question unanswered. But no.

T-X (SLOWLY AND CURIOUSLY)

I am an advanced infiltration model designed to realistically portray all that makes a human human.

Jordan swallows.

The T-X reaches out her mechanical hand.

Gently runs its fingers down Jordan's face.

Her jaw-line.

Time slows again.

T-X (CALMLY)
I am not here to make your death long, particularly violent or distressing. 

Jordan takes the T-X in. Looks at how powerfully and beautifully made she is.

There seems to be no point of weakness.

No failure in the design.

Jordan relaxes just a little bit.

She smiles slightly.

And liquid metal emerges through millions of tiny holes on the T-X's face.

And forms into an exact replica of Jordan's smile.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (WITH A HINT OF INNER PEACE)

Then what are you here to do?

T-X

I'm here because Skynet has a very important mission for you.

Instantly the illusion of peace and clam that the T-X has attempted to instill is a shattered illusion.

SERGEANT JORDAN DAVIS (WITH ASSURANCE)

I will NEVER help Skynet! Ever!

The T-X smiles coldly.

T-X

Then I suppose I will have to take your place.

Her whole body is covered in a glimmering coating of liquid metal.

Jordan tries to get up. She wants to run as far away as she can. She can see herself running through door and hallways and finally reaching the outside. Blessed ash filled air. But then she looks down with a start and realizes that that she has gone nowhere.

A hand that looks eerily like her own has grabbed her by the wrist and is holding her there.

The other hand grabs her by the throat and lifts her off the floor

Her face finishes next and the next time the T-X speaks it is eerie beyond compare.

T-X

My name is Jordan Davis. My designation number is HRFS- SG-1-123572. I trained under the command of Commander Lawrence Hackman- and the command of Commander Whilimenia "William" Perry. Graduated top of my Class. Trusted confidant of General John Connor.

Jordan freezes. You can finally see it the terror behind her eyes leaps to the forefront. She thinks of how she has failed. Failed as a soldier. Failed to warn her Commanders let alone her close friend General John Connor.

She begins thrashing around.

Kicking the Terminator in front of her.

Trying to tear its grip free.

The T-X shakes her head just a little sadly.

And then closing her fingers the slightest bit.

Almost like a caress.

Crushes Jordan's Trachea.

Jordan drops to the floor runs her fingers frantically over her throat. She's panicking and then begins to gag for lack of air.

The T-X pinches Jordan's nasal passage closed-

Jordan's POV: As the T-X fully takes on her form and her vision begins to fade. First white pinpricks followed almost immediately by complete darkness. And just before she passes away all together the T-X says one more thing something that she had until now forgotten or filed away as trivial and unimportant.

T-X

And I hate dogs...as much as dogs...hate....me.

FADE OUT.

