Fictitious Season 22, Episode 16, "Wrong Target" Part 1

(scene opens in New Orleans bar, ancient tables, Mardi Gras beads, all colors, hanging on walls,
black and white pictures of the bar owner on a parade float, people on the sidewalk in the pictures
evidence that the photos were taken in the early 60s...A large picture of the owner, Marine uniform
neatly pressed, rank of Colonel, was hung next to a fading picture of Audie Murphy...several pictures
of John Wayne in military movies were scattered on the walls... Torres sits at one of the tables,
drinking a beer with two other men)

Man #1: "You're a long way from home, boy"

Torres: "You can tell that how?"

Man #2: "We know everyone around here...never seen you before"
Torres: "It's a big city, amigo, you met everyone?"

Man #1: "Quit bustin his chops, Franky...hell, we ask if we can sit and drink a beer with the man, and
you start with the interrogation”

Torres: "Hey, just askin...I mean, neither one of you talk like the locals...you know, 'l gaarontee" or
"don't mess with my toot toot"

Man #2: "We aint part of them swampbillies roun here..."

Torres: "Oh yea, [ caught right off you were much more educated..."
Man #2: "Dang skippy...some them boys are dumber than a bucketa .....
Torres: "North Carolina hound dogs?"

(Man #2 reels back slightly, confused at Torres's comparison...)
Torres: "Actually, I should have said 'hammers'...Sorry..no offense to your hunting dogs"
(Man #2 tries to decide whether the statement is an insult or not)

(Man #2 glares at his friend....drinks the last of his beer, slams the mug down...)

Man #2: "I'm outa here...he's not right..."

Torres: "Adios...asshole"

(Man #2 stands, flexes his arms, pulls his chair out of they way...)

Man #1: "Franky! Chill out! You don't need any more trouble, and this man hasn't done one thing to
rile you up...."

Man #2: "Boy just done called me asshole"



Man #1: "You are an asshole"
(Man 2 ponders the statement, decideds it will take some serious thinking to respond)

Torres; "Hey...sit down, dude...let me buy you a drink...All I'm doing is having a couple before I get
back on the road..."

Man #1: "Headin' out?"

Torres: "Yea...got to"

Man #! "Runnin from something?"
(Torres looks at the man, doesn't reply)

Man #!: "Hey, my bad, and not my business..Down here, we don't say I'm sorry, but we do buy a
drink....(motions to bartender)...Maybe even buy Franky here one.."

Torres; "That's cool, man...just one more, then I gotta split...."

(Bartender brings over tray of drinks....all three red, umbrellas and fruit sticking up out of
them...Torres looks at them, then at Man #1, raises his eyebrows..)

Man #1: "Yea, | know...sissy drinks..but they do pack a punch..."

(Torres takes his, pulls the straw out, takes a healthy drink...raises it to Man #1 in toasting
fashion...starts to feel dizzy....)

Torres: (slurred speech) "Man, what do they call this drink...I'm ..I'm..."
Man #1: "It's a called a Nighty Night..."
Torres: "Yea...I can see...."

(Torres's eyes flutter, then close, then his faces plants flat on the table)

(Torres starts to wake up...bright sunshine.....trees..musty smell in the air..moving fast, smell of
water...engine roar...he's on a boat...he can see the huge fan on the back protected by wire..it's an
airboat....)

Man #!: 'Good moring, brother..we're almost there...."

(The boat slows, then hits ground...it slides up on shore...The man pulls a still groggy Torres out of
the boat and onto the beach...muddy, stinks, water is brown, dark brown....thick trees up ahead,
sounds of birds....)

Man #1: "Here you go...."
(The man tosses a canteen and a small backpack on the ground by Torres..)
Man #1: "You've got three or four hours, brother..the pack has some survival gear..."

Torres: (slurred speech) "3 or 4 hours?"



Man #1: "Yea...that long before the customers come hunting you. Figure it our, Amigo...It's a human
hunting game, and you're the guest of honor.... Use the gear to stay alive as long as you can...Our
visitors pay by the day, so the longer you live before they kill you, the more we make. Simple math,
amigo....Good luck"

(Torres is coherernt enough to know he's found the right people...he just never expected to be the
prey...He'd found the Colonel's game. Itisa human hunting party..and he was the hunted. He'd
seen it in movies, always laughed at is...He's not laughing now.... He waits until the man gets back in
the airboat and leaves...he looks back at the swampland behind him, picks up the canteen and
backpack, then heads directly into the thicket)

(scene shifts to airboat, Man #2 sitting on raised seat, strapped in, steering through marsh river,
Man #1 sitting on the bench directly in the front of the boat..Man #1 is looking back at the shoreline
they left Torres on)

Man #1: :(yelling over engine noise) "Strange...he's headed right into the badlands" (he lowers the
binoculars and turns towards the front of the boat)

Man #2; "Yea..most of 'em sit out on the beach, waiting for someone to say "Just Kidding"..
Man #1: "Maybe he'll live more than a day....the Colonel would sure like that"
Man #2: "] got a Benjamin says the city boys get him on the first day"

Man #1: "] got 2 that say this one is trouble..I think our guests are in for a few days of more than
they bargained for"

(Man #1 turns back towards the shoreline, raises the binioculars again, looks at the beach area,
scans side to side..no sign of their latest victim...Shakes his head, thinks "why the hell did he run
right into that mess? He's either crazy or...."

Man #1: (to self) "I think we're going to remember this one.....

(scene fades to black and white)

48 hours earlier....

(scene opens in MTAC, Vance and Torres present...Dwayne Pride, NCIS NOLA on the screen...Pride
is standing in the NOLA HQ, no one else in the background)



Pride: "Director Vance, sure appreciate you takin' my call”

Vance: "Agent Pride, you know ['m always here for you...How can we help you, and Im curious, why
have you requested Agent Torres be present?”

(Pride rubs his jaw, cocks his head, a small, almost embarrassed smile appears)

Pride: "Got me a bit of a situation here, Director, and sure could use some outside help. Torres fits
that bill"

Vance; "Outside NCIS? Is this personal, Pride?"

Pride: "Yea, it's kinda pesonal, but it's also business as usual, got a retired Marine Colonel, some
booted out Navy men, you know, the usual”

Vance: "Pride, why do I feel I'm getting conned?"

Pride: "Oh, Director, you know me...my last name and my ego, they're pretty much the same...Hate
askin' for help"

Vance; "The Colonel, the navy men, something you can't handle out of the NOLA office?"

Pride; "Director, if I could, I would..Fact is, they got me stumped every which way to Bourbon
Street...They know me, they know my crew, and I can't get close enough to do any damage....but Sir,
['m at that point, and I think that young stud you got there is just what might get us over the
hump...so to speak”

Torres; (smiling) "Pride, it's good to see you again, sir"

Pride: (salutes Torres) "Likewise, Nick...As [ recall, you and me, we had us some fun last time you
were down here...You know, Priscilla, at the Beaded Lady Lounge, still asks about..."

Torres; "l recently got engaged, sir..."

Pride: "Well hell, Torres, why didn't you say so? Is it that gal in HR? Wait...it's the detective from
Falls Church...no...Maybe it's ..."

Torres; "Bishop, sir..."

(Pride looks at Torres questioningly..)

Pride: "Torres, never, ever, marry a gal that's just as good a shot as you are"
Torres: "Keeps me on my toes, sir"

Vance: "Gentlemen....please? The purpose of the call?"

Pride; "My bad Director...my love life is bout as excitin' as a sleepin’ possum, so I live vicariously
through others"

(Vance and Torres look at each other...both sets of eyebrows raise)



Torres: "Daaaaaang! Thats harsh!"
Pride: "What I got sir, is Retired Marine Colonel, Stanford Buxley...."
Vance; "Taught Jungle Warfare at Camp Gonsalves"

Pride: "The very same, sir..Retired some years back, moved just outside of our city, and set himself
up a nice business, putting hunting trips together in our swamps"

Torres: "Swamps? Why? Who would want to hunt in swamps?"

Pride; "Gators, son...If you've never seen an 8 ft gator, stuffed and mounted over a fireplace, then,
son, you're just not livin' right...."

Torres; "I'll be just fine in my ignorance, sir....I've had more than my fair share of gators and crocs in
my lifetime..."

Pride: "Search and Evasion training, Everglades, USA, undercover as a drug runner in Columbian
jungles, airboat jockey in the marshes and swamps of Puerto Rico...."

(Vance looks at Torres in surprise...)

Vance; "Torres, | knew about S&E, but Central America marshes?"
Pride: "Tell him, Torres...tell him about the Everglades..."

Torres: "No man, that's embarrassing..."

Vance: "Torres, you had some swamp witch woman?"

Pride: "Director, those boys spend 4 to 5 days in that georgeous piece of US geography...what is the
average weight loss for each soldier?"

Vance; "If | remember right, close to 15 pounds..."

Pride; "Nick?"

Torres; "Man, it was no big deal..."

Pride: "Agent Tarzan there gained 2 pounds"

Torres: 'Hey, you just gotta know where to find food! I just happened to find a lot...."
(Pride rubs jaw, gets serious)

Pride: "Director, Colonel Buxley has expanded his business....He's bringing in big money heavy
hitters from New York, DC, Los Angeles, everywhere...and they're hunting more than gators..."

Vance; "And their new prey is...?"

Pride: "People, Director Vance...they're doing the old Shanghai trick, the poor soul they choose
wakes up on some hell hole in our swamps, given some basic survival gear, then they turn these
wanna be hunters loose on 'em"

Vance; "To capture them?"



Pride; "No sir...to kill them...."

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in Louis Armstrong International Airport, outside New Orleans proper...Torres at
baggage claim, sees his duffel bag, lifts it off the carousel, then...)

Pride: "Nick Torres! Dang glad to see you, son!"
(Torres drops bag, Pride and Torres do bro-hug)

Torres; "It's good to be here sir...anxious to get whatever intel you have and get started. Wandering
the streets of the French Quarter, scoping out the dive bars...tough assignment, sir, but someone has
to do it"

Pride; "Sorry to dissapoint you, Nick, but we know his preferred place, and have some pics of his
errand boys"

Torres: "Facial Recognition?"

Pride: 'Yea, two..Navy didn't want 'em, They ended up here"
Torres: "The Colonel show up there?"

Pride; "Smarter than that, brother, he owns the bar, but don't see him there much"
Torres: "You going to brief me?"

Pride: "Me and Loretta"

Torres: "Dude! I have to look at dead bodies?"

Pride: "Just pieces of them, Torres....just pieces of them"

Torres: "Autopsy joke, huh?"

Pride: 'No...not really...We have lots of pieces"

Torres: "Let's skip the take out gumbo on the way home...I mean..."

Pride: "Come on, lightweight...let's go see Loretta...she's missed you"

(scene fades to black and white)



(scene opens in NOLA lab...Loretta Wade, Pride, and Torres present...Loretta has covered one of the
autopsy tables with a black tarp...She leads both Torres and Pride to the table)

Loretta: "About a month ago, small body parts started washing up on the beaches....It's not unusual
to see this every once in a while; fishermen fall overboard, drown, sharks make a meal out of 'em,
sometimes a passing boat runs over a floater and the prop chops off an arm or leg..."

Torres; 'Yech"

Loretta: "Not pretty, but it's part of what happens around fish...however..."
Torres: "A month ago, you started getting more...how many more"
Loretta: "Two a week...like clockwork...."

Torres: "Similarities in Cause of Death?"

Loretta: "No Cause of Death we can tell..like [ said, we are getting bits and pieces...of bodies, not
intel"

Torres: "How did NCIS get involved?"
Loretta: "This"

(Loretta pulls the tarp off the table, revealing over a dozen small body parts...hands, forearms, feet,
two ears, and more..Torres reels back in shock)

Torres; "Oh wow! Daaaang! Dr. Frankenstien has his work cut out for him!"

Loretta: "We got involved when this one..."

(Loretta picks up a full forearm with hand still attached, starts pointing with it as she continues)
:Loretta: "If you look at the DNA report up on the monitor..."

(She swings the severed arm, using it to point at the screen)

Loretta; "You find Mr. Stan Coosey, an LA stock broker...very wealthy, very adventerous....Mr.
Coosey is a big hunter, with a family that wants to know what happened to him...If it was my family,
I'd want to know"

(Loretta taps her heart with the hand...Torres is following the arm with his eyes)
Loretta: "My lord, I forgot where I was...let me think...."

(Loretta swings the arm around so the fingers on the hand begin to approach her face and tap it, as
if thinking...Torres's eyes get wide, he starts backing up...)

Pride: "Loretta...”

Loretta: "But Agent Torres is so much fun to mess with!"



Torres; "Really? I have been watching you use that arm like a laser pointer, waiting for you to ask
me to shake hands, and it's a joke? On me?....He looks at Pride and Loretta...)

Torres: "Put that dead arm down, ma'am, and give me a hug..with your arms, not his.."
(Loretta laughs, puts the arm down, gives Torres a big hug)

Loretta; "My good friend, please help us...these parts (waves her hand over the table) are human
beings...they have, or had, family, friends, children...and they've been butchered like pigs, all by the
same person..We can't get close to them, and it's eating at both of us..."

Pride: "And we think it's ex military doing it...in fact, we're sure...and THAT, Torres, is a slap in the
face to every good soldier, man or woman, that wears the uniform"

(Torres walks around the table looking at each body part, inspecting them with his eyes...)

Torres: "Same knife, or type of knife did this...all of it...cuts have a wide angle, so it's a hunting knife,
not a butcher knife...the bone ends have serrations...wide, rough cut, so again, it's the back side of a
military style all purpose knife..maybe a survival knife?"

(Pride and Loretta look at each other...impressed)
Loretta: "God how I wish we had this man here...."

Pride; "NOPD took a week to figure that out....Loretta saw the same thing you did the moment she
saw them all together..."

Torres; "You narrowed it down? Snake Eye, D-80, M-Tec?"
Pride: "Why are you naming those?"

Torres: "Look at the cuts next to the severed area...at least a 6 inch blade...too long for a folding
Tactical knife...the serrations, see how rough and deep? That means widely spaced teeth, angular,
not pointed...too many dig marks in the bones for pointed...All that adds up to an all purpose knife..."

(Pride and Loretta again, look at each other...)
Loretta: "Torres, you came across this information...how?"
(Torres looks at Loretta, curiousity on his face...)

Torres: "Spent too much time up close and personal ma'am...some like guns...Gibbs likes the long
ones...Bishop, she's amazing with a 9...Ziva David? She and I like knives...they're quiet, clean..easy to
hide...it's my tool of choice, ma'am...and I study my tools...Oh...and your boy is left handes...just
sayin”

Pride? "How can you tell?"
(Torres takes a set of gloves out of a box, snaps them on...he picks up a severed hand....)

Torres: "When you cut a hand off, you kneel on the forearm, then cut with the blade facing away,
left to right sawing motion...the shallow end of the cut starts it, then the blade digs deeper..look at
this one..."

(Torres holds the hand up to them, a left hand, and ponts to the slight incision just under thumb...)



Torres: "You see? A shallow cut, then boom...the blade digs as it moves from the left to the right..."
(Loretta looks at it...nods)

Loretta: "Yes,,,you're right...but the shallow incision..the starting point, is under the pinky
finger..which means..."

Pride: "It moved from right to left...Like a left handed person would do"
Torre: "Yea...but I'm sure you already knew that"

Loretta: "D-80"

Torres: "Huh?"

Loretta: "We narrowed down the brand by the angle of the cut...the D-80 is the only one with that
side an angle..."

Pride: "She's trying to tell you she found out something you haven't..We had no idea about the left
handed connection...."

Torres; "Hey...it's easy to come in after someone....You guys have to start from scratch.....
Loretta: "Thank you, Torres...your knowledge is...intimidating..."

(Torres ignores her, lost in thought as he looks closer at the bone serrations...He picks up a small
medical ruler..measures a cut)

Torres; "Look for sales of model NK-D123..."
Pride: "Okay...why?"

Torres: "The saw teeth on the knife are 5/16th of an inch long...they only went to that size last
year...before that, they were a quarter inch....the increase in size allows the holder to use it to saw
bigger branches...or in this case, bone"

(Loretta throws her arms up in the air...Pride chuckles...Torres looks at her, confused)

Torres: "Did [ say something wrong? Man, I'm sorry if [ did...I mean, I get to talking, not thinking,,,"
(Loretta walks around the table to Torres...pokes him in the chest with each word..)

Loretta: "You (poke) belong (poke) here (poke) with (poke) US! (Hard poke)

(Torres backs up..smling...)

Torres; "Ma'am, I'm sure glad that was a short sentence...you pack a poke!"

Pride: '‘Brother, let's do what we do here when we have breakthroughs...."

Loretta "You're buying, Pride"

Pride: "We eat"

Torres: "Oh hell yeah!...They have any good restaurants in this town?"

(Pride drops his jaw....Loretta shakes her head....)



Loretta: "Boy, that was just the wrong thing to ask”

Torres; "Last time, Pride got me drunk..and before [ knew it..."
Loretta: "Dwayne, you did not"

(Pride rubs his face with one hand, grins)

Loretta: "Come on son...I'll pick the restaurant this time"

Torres: "Yea...please..]last time he got me drunk and before I knew what was happening, [ was
sucking the inside of a crawdad head out...It took me months for the nightmares to go away"

Loretta: "Fried shrimp"
Torres: "Oh yea...oh hell yea!..Love me some shrimp"

Pride: "You ever seen a dead body come up out of the bayou?...Shrimp are always hanging onto the
eyelids...they like the soft parts..."

(Loretta picks up the 'laser pointer arm and slaps Pride across the chest with it)

Torres: "Man, the nightmares are gonna be back now..."

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in mansion, edge of Lake Ponchatrain, Louisiana...men gathered in a large and elegant
living room, being served expensive brandy in crystal snifters, a small rack for each one sits in front
of the men, small flame burning under, allowing the snifter to rest on it sideways, heating the
brandy...Colonel Buxley is present, standing by fireplace, dressed in a white suit, white shirt, black
tie...he is holding a white hat, plantation style, with a black band....sitting in front of him are 4 men,
all white, dressed in camo fatigues...)

Buxley: (Southern accent) "Gentlemen, [ have received from each of you, your wire transfers,
$250,000 each... and my dedicated staff, thank you..(bows to the men)"

Hunter #1: "When do we start, Colonel..we're paying by the day, so we're wasting time!"

Buxley: "Just some ground rules first, sir....i assure you, y'all will get your money's worth...The
gentleman chosen for this endeavor has been released on the land, provided with some basic
survival tools, including some water, a lighter, some water purification tablets, some fishing line, a
hook, and a small package of ham jerky"

Hunter: "Ham jerky?"

Buxley: "Yes...it's a little known product, very hard to get...the military has gotten a sample from an
obscure federal law enforcement agency, discovered by accident..however, it is extremey high in
protien, as well as higher levles of the fat the body needs to feed off of...They are trying to break



down the product, in hopes of duplicating it for our fine men in uniform as a more effective field
ration..to date, [ am sorry to say, they have been unsuccessful in reproducing the product...."

Hunter #2: "Can I get a sample? [ do food products, you know"

Buxley: "Be the first to accomplish you goal, fine sir, and you are entittled to the spoils..whatever
the...target...has left on him, it is yours by the divine rights given to the victor"

Hunter #2: "We've got colored armbands stitched on our sleeves..."

Buxley: "Yes...for obvious reasons, gentlemen, you are not, nor will be identified by your
names...each of you will be known by your color band..You, for instance, sir, are now Mr. Red...I'm
sure you can see the necessity..."

Hunter #3: "Like that Resevoir Dogs movie!"

Hunter #1: "l want to be Mr. Green..."

Buxley: "You are Mr. Blue, sir...I do not see the issue with..."
Hunter #2: "Shut up....Blue....or Il turn you into Mr. Bleeding Red..."
Buxley; "GENTLEMEN!....Enough..."

Hunter #1: "Why'd you give him a knife? That's a weapon"

Buxley; "Sir, if you simply wanted to kill someone, I could get you an appointment on our state's
next execution...you could pull the switch and watch a man die...The question here is, and remains,
are you hunters? Or are you video arcade players?"

Hunter#2: "l like the idea of the boy having a chance...makes it more interesting"
Buxley: "And a challenge...You all do want a challenge, do you not?"

(All the heads nod in assent...back patting and fist bumping exchanged)

Hunter #3: "Any hunters ever get killed"

Buxley; "One has, yes...he underestimated the prey's will to live, gentlemen...it is not to be taken
lightly...He was a stockbroker, as [ recall..."

Hunter #3; "It doesn't matter. I was just curious. [ think we all know this is not a cake walk...If it
was, none of us would have paid you"

Buxley: "Good..then we are set...After the game is over, and one of you has been proclaimed the
victor, I will personally handle the task of disposing of the body..."

Hunter #4: "You? I didn't think you were the type to get your hands dirty...no offense, Colonel"

Buxley: "None taken sir...none at all....I believe our 'Guests of Honors" have souls...I would like to
insure that soul does not come to see me after this life is over..."

Hunter #2: "The 'guest of honor"...anything we should know about him? Experience? Anything?"



Buxley: "Nothing to be concerned with, sir...I would guess, at this moment, our prey is trembling in
the shadow of a tree, crying out to god for help”

(Buxley, ever the good host, picks up the ancient bottle of brandy, fills each snifter, and raises his, in
his left hand, in a toast).

(scene shifts to Torres...walking the area he's been deposited...tall trees, large palms, wet
marshes...the sound of birds are the only noises being made, other than his)

Torres:(to self) "Time to get back to work, Nick...."

(Torres keeps working on the lean to, shredding the leaves off the large 4 foot wide Carolina Palm
frond, leaving a 4 ft length of stem, pliable, strong, resilient...he takes the stem and begins tying the
first long stick to the fallen tree, creating the first part of a shelter roof...)

Torres; "I've got 2 hours till the hunters land...Once the shelter is finished, I'll gather some food,
then cut the water vines...lots of those, so I won't need for water..."

(Torres then takes a length of woven stem rope...4 stems of 6 foot palm fronds, leaves stripped,
woven into a single length, creating a thick bow string...he snaps it tight with his hands to test its
strength...satisfied, he bends the thin cypress branch he's chosen into a 'U", wraps one end of the
rope to the notched end, then the other end to the still bent limb...he finishes, then picks up one of
the cat tail stems he foraged on the way to his chosen shelter area...notches the cat tail reed to the
string, pulls it back and releases...The cat tail reed flies straight for about 30 feet, then lack of tail
feathers as guides causes it to swerve to the right..He notches another, aims at a tree about 20 feet
away, releases...the reed imbeds directly in the middle of the tree..he notches another...aims at a
target in the 25 feet distance...it hits, but about 4 inches off center...Now he knows the limitations of
the newly made weapon....)

Torres; "Get your bed finished, Torres...off the ground, covered, hidden...First things first"

(He looks around again at the space he's chosen...a small 10 foot clearing in the middle of the
densest portion of the swamp...firm ground, surrounded by marsh, and protected by tall, thick trees,
providing both coverage from sight and it formed a natural chimney, insuring any smoke from his
fire goes up, not out, and that the light from his fire can't be seen through the trees...)

Torres; "Four against one...That's fine."

(He notches another cat tail reed, pulls, releases....a large snake, hanging from a branch, falls to the
ground, thrashing...torres walks over, draws his knife, finishes the snake off, then slits the 4ft body,
lengthways. He chops off a portion of the snake body, picks it up, rubs the insides over the reed
string he's used for his bow...)



Torres: "Thank you mr. snake...this will keep it from drying out.. make it stronger..."

(Torres walks back to his shelter, gets back to work on the roof...The deadfall limbs are gathered on
the side, ready for his elevated bed, along with the large green leaves from a magnolia tree...The
leaves will make a cushy mattress, and the magnolia scent, mixed with pine needles, will repel
many of the insects attracted to his body heat..He works on, then finishes his shelter...He begins
mixing the mud he's made in a scooped out portion of the ground ....He adds some more water, then
satisfied with the mixture, he begins painting his face, neck, arms, all exposed portions of his
skin..this provides protection from the mosquitoes, as well as camoflouging his skin....Finished, he
stands, more a part of the dangerous animals that call the swamp home then human....)

Torres; "Hunters coming...I wonder if they expect an easy kill...."

(He slides the large knife into his waist band...picks up the cat tail reeds he's chosen as arrows,
slides his arm through the bow string, placing the bow on his back...)

Torres: "It's time....The helpless prey would like to see the mighty hunters"

(He begins to walk, then sees a color that doesn't fit...tan and brown against a dark branch...Torres
stops, motionless...he sees it now.. a large puma, a cougar, at least 6ft long, maybe 200 lbs, perched
on a tree limb, watching him...The cat makes no menacing motions or growls, only a curiousity as to
the nature of this strange new visitor...Torres stares at the cat...a kinship is felt...)

Torres; "l will never be as good as you, my friend...but I'll get close"

(Torres starts to move towards his destination, the big cat's head moves also, watching...The cat
sees something different in this new one...curious, he decided to follow...Torres notices the
movement, stops, looks at the cat...)

Torres; "Come on...why are you waiting?"

(The cat hears the noises from the new one...he wants to see more...The big cat jumps silently down
to the ground, walks unseen behind the human, weaving between the palms and tall marsh grass,
each step an exercise in grace and power, shoulders and haunches rippling with every move...he
follows, knowing somehow this one may leave him a feast..He stops and sniffs the air behind the
human...the predator recognizes the scent, predator recognizing predator. Both hunters begin
walking again...)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in NOLA HQ, Pride sitting at desk, Director Vance on the screen)



Vance; "Give me some good news, Pride....this went south quickly"”
Pride; "Sure did, Director...and I've go no news, good or bad....Torres just vanished"

Vance: "You think it's his idea? The man is capable of going off the grid quickly, if he thinks it's for
the good of the case”

Pride: "You'd know this better than me, Vance, but it doesn't smell like that. We had a set meeting
time for after his trip to the bar, and I get a no show...sure doesn't sound like the Torres [ know"

Vance: "Any danger of him.....
Pride: "Being shanghai'd for the game? The thought's crossed my mind, Director”
Vance; "What do you need from me to find out?"

(Pride rubs chin....thinks...)

Pride: "My team is already checking cell traffic, asking around with our ClI's, the usual....I put in a call
to NOLA PD, and waiting for any info they can give us"

(Vance shakes his head...moves toothpick to other side of his mouth)

Vance; "You don't have access to the technology and manpower we have here, Pride...how can |
change that?"

Pride: "Surveillance would be nice, sir...If I had a wish list, that would be it..."

Vance: "Can you send me some coordinates to some of the areas Buxley has used before? His house,
too.. I'll pass those over to Delilah at CyberForce...she can get us some satellite recon, maybe help in
tracking Torres down"

(Pride is interrupted by his phone...1ooks at the caller ID, sees it's a NOLA PD call)
Pride: "Sir, it's NOLA PD...you want to stand by while I take it? It might be about Torres"
Vance: "I'll wait...take the call, Pride"

Pride: (on phone) "Yo buddy..you have anything for me?....You did..Where?...hold on a sec, it's
coming through now"

(Pride checks email on his phone...he pulls up an image....his eyes close...head drops....)
Vance: "Pride?"

(Pride flips his phone around, shows Vance the image he got from NOLA PD..Vance views it....)
Vance: "He's the prey”

Pride: "Looks like it, sir..."

Vance: "Send it to me now, Pride...I know you have good people there, but this...."

Pride: "We'll attack it from both sides sir...Torres is family sir...he's highly thought of here...."



Vance: "No argument from me, Pride...your people are good...and they'll see things we don't.but we
have the abiility to do some photographic forensics and breakdown, that you don't...Its a team
effort, Pride..."

Pride: "Yea..it's on its way, sir...my people will do what they do, yours will do what it does..."
Vance: "And you?"

Pride: "I'm going to do what I do...."

Vance; "Which is?"

Pride: "Go visit Buxley...then figure it out from there"

Vance: "Give me an hour or so before you go off half-cocked"

Pride: "Reason, sir?"

Vance: "My people are working on this..maybe we can give you some information that will rattle
Buxley's cage some"

Pride: "Then go in fully-cocked?"
Vance; "Copy that, Pride...in the meantime, call me if you need me...and Duane?"
Pride; "Yes sir?""

Vance: "Don't underestimate Torres...you picked him for a reason, and that reason just may be why
he survives this"

Pride; "Yes sir...thank you sir...I'll try and keep that in mind"

(MTAC goes blank, Pride continues to stare at the photo, taken from a Toll road security camera on
way to the coast...It shows a pickup, towing an airboat, and what looks like a peacefully sleeping
Torres in the pickup bed....)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens on the island...late afternoon...Torres has finished his shelter construction, his bed
finished, 2 feet off the ground...he has taken a few bites of ham jerky, and a few swigs of water..He
places the water bottle in the gear sack the kidnappers left him, slings it over his shoulder, inserts
his knife in the scabbard, and slings his bow with cat tail arrows attached with a vine sling, over his
shoulder. His final act is picking up the 5ft length of branch he chose, fork on one end, each fork
about 6 inches in length, sharpened to a point)

Torres: (to self) "Almost time...head out towards the beach, see what I can find out about the boys
they have coming for me"



(Torres begins the treck off his island of solid ground, through the trees and bushes that protect it
from sight, and starts the ardous task of navigating the marsh that surrounds his base camp)

Torres: "I hate this stuff!"

(He steps carefully through the ankle deep water, dark, covered with vegetation.the mud
underneath sucks at his boots, making walking difficult...He moves slowly as to not disturb the
water...he's looking for movement in the water elsewhere...across the pond, to his left, he sees a 4ft
alligator, basking on the sand, eyes closed)

Torres: "You keep right on sleeping, mr. gator...just ignore this dinner that's walking across the
water”

(He sees movement in the vegetation that covers the water, several feet to his right, but the
movement is away from him...the movement clears the vegetation, and in a spot uncovered, he can
see the dark black head of a snake swimming away from him...by the shape of the head, and the
small indentation behind the eyes, he recognizes it as a pit viper)

Torres: "Water moccassin...you keep on going where you're going, buddy...."

(He stops moving, not wanting to attract attention through the waters, watching the snake lazily
swimming away)

Torres; "Someone told me once that snakes were more afraid of me than I was of them..."

(He continues to watch the snake as it reaches solid ground, showing its full length
now...approximately 4 feet long..)

Torres: "They lied. I am definitely more afraid of you than you are of me"
(A loud rustle of leaves startles him....several birds fly off some branches near him....He shivers)
Torres; "Get a grip, Torres...respect the area...you're a tresspasser”

(He continues onward, poking the stick in the ground underwater ahead of him, probing for soft
spots before he steps...after several long minutes, he reaches the other side, stomps his boots to
clear them of excess mud and slime, then heads left, towards an animal trail that will take him
through the swamp to the shoreline..On his way, he notices another large water area, huge cypress
trees growing out of it...looking at the surface of the water, it's entirely covered with a bright green
vegetation, making it look as if grass covered the area..he kneels down by the water, strokes the
vegetation back and forth, pulls some up in his hand...He sees the 3 and 4 leaf structure of the
plants, long, thin, almost hair-like strands hanging down)

Torres; "Duckweed....dinner..."

(He knows the plant...it's common in all marshes and swamps...about 35% protein, 7% fat, 10%
starch...he remembers his survival training instructors stressing in classroom presentations, how to
gather, clean, and cook it, then dry it..a man can survive for weeks off of it....)

Torres: "Glad [ wasn't absent that day...."

(He walks carefully for about 30 minutes, picking his path deliberately, often leaving the trail and
braving the vegetation, pushing vegetation out of his way as opposed to hacking at it with his



knife...no need to leave an obvious trail for whoever wants to follow him...a sudden flurry of
movement, loud, causes him to stop in his tracks...he can see the lower limbs of bushes move as
things disturb them, heading away from him....two of the creatures reveal themselves as they scurry
through a small clearing...He turns his head in disgust)

Torres: "Swamp rats..Nutria...they are so gross..."

(He braves a look back, making sure they are not heading for him....His immediate wish list includes
a pump shotgun with unlimited shells...The rats are oversized, aggressive, some weighing up to 20

pounds, reaching 2 feet in length...Further examination shows at least 4 of them running away from
him....)

Torres; "Those are the grossest, scariest, most repulsive...."

(He stops in mid-sentence as he sees a snake, at least 5 foot, at least 2 inches thick, slither off it's
branch, onto the ground, and join the swamp rats in their retreat)

Torres: "Make that the second most gross...."

(He stops...listens...engine sounds can be heard in the distance....)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in NCIS DC bullpen...McGee, Bishop present..Daisy napping next to Gibbs's
desk..Bishop's head turned away, looking out windows along the wall)

McGee: "Bishop, you doing okay over there?"

(Bishop looks back to McGee)

Bishop: "Would you be?"

McGee: "No, but Torres is not Delilah"

Bishop: "I know..That was rude...I'm sorry"

McGee: "No apology necessary, El...We're all worried"
Bishop: "It's a helpless feeling..I don't know what to do"
McGee: "Want a nudge in that direction?"

Bishop: "No...I want to wallow in my self pity...But...that's not what he needs. Yea..give me a
nudge..I'm paralyzed over here...It doesn't change anything, but I understand better why Gibbs had
his 'don't date co-workers rule”



(Mcgee gets up, heads to big screen...clicks the remote...an image of Colonel Buxley fills the screen)

McGee: "Here's the head bad guy...scuttlebutt is he organizes human hunting trips for the rich and
famous..."

Bishop: "I thought that was only in the movies..."

McGee; "Evidently not...he charges $250,000, and that's just the ante...they pay another $50,000 per
day after the first day...the winner gets nothing...just the thrill of hunting and killnig another human
being"

Bishop: "That's gross"
McGee: "Yes, it is...but here we are...and Torres is the chosen victim this time"
Bishop: "Did they pick him on purpose?”

McGee: "Everything we have says 'no'...he went into the bar looking for information...he wasn't
invited, lured, or anything else that says he was the intended target"

Bishop: "New Orleans, huh?"

McGee: "Yes"

Bishop: "The airport's not that big"

McGee; "Nope"

Bishop: "Heavy financial hitters don't go through there often"
McGee: "Nope"

Bishop: "0Odds are they just arrived recently"

McGee; "Yep"

Bishop; "Some on private planes or at least first class”

McGee: "Yep"

Bishop: "I can get the security cam footage for the last few days"
McGee: "You sure can"

Bishop: 'We can narrow down the prospective hunters by how much money they spent to get there"
McGee: "Probably a smart idea"

Bishop: "Kasie can run facial ID on the short list of pics"

McGee: "Yes, she could”

Bishop; "Then we'd have a trail to follow, credit cards, debit, whatever they used to get from the
airport to Buxley's place, to whereever they went to go after Torres"

McGee: "Sounds reasonable..."



Bishop: "And if we can track them, we can pressure people close to them, even the press, so get us
information, not just about where Torres is, but about the entire operation”

McGee: "Possible"
(Bishop leans back...crosses her arms over her chest...does the scrunchy mouth thing)

Bishop: "Thank you, McGee..I was lost...you've given me a direction...I would never have figured
that out on my own"

(McGee grins, looks at Bishop)

McGee: "Happy to help, Bish"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in CyberForce area, Delilah at one end of bullpen at her desk area, Nell standing next
to her screen across the open space, crew sitting at other desks, monitoring multiple screens...Vance
on video sharing call with Delilah and Nell)

Delilah: "They kidnapped Torres?"
Nell: " assume that's a bad idea..."
Delilah: "They have no clue how bad"

Vance; "Ladies, I appreciate your confidence in Agent Torres, but let's not forget the odds are 4 to 1,
plus, the swamp has home field advantage"

Nell; "Yuck...just the thought of it.."
Delilah: "What do you need from us, Director?"

Vance: "I need surveillance, Director Fielding...I just sent you some coordinates...the first batch are
the suspected areas that Colonel Buxley has used before...the second set includes the bar he owns in
the French Quarter, then his estate near Lake Ponchatrain... The third file is a group of high rollers
that entered New Orleans airport over the last few days, all coming in on first class or private jets...I
need whatever you can dig up on them, plus any pics of them with Buxley, at the bar, the estate,
whatever you can give me connecting them to this hunting expedition”

Delilah: "Is there another file? You know...that one page one that we need?"
Vance: "Warrants for surveillance and tracking are on their way....as soon as possible"
Delilah: "Do I assume my husband is already knee deep in this without the proper authorization?"

(Vance does not reply...he shifts his toothpick from one side of his mouth to the other)



Delilah: (sighing) "I thought so...well, hell, Director, let us get to work so I can cover my husband's
butt...Visiting him in jail is not my idea of a nice night"

Vance: "His either, Director..."

Nell: "Director, can I make a suggestion?"
Vance/Delilah: "Which Director?’

Nell: "Yes..but my boss first"

Delilah: "Good call, girl"

Nell: "We have 50 surveillance drones sitting still in New Orleans, at the FEMA warehouse...they
were sent there for hurricane searches last season, but we didn't use them...I could look at the
previous locations for the hunts, do an analysis for any patterns, and likely have some high
percentage areas targetted and programmed into the drones in...hmm.... within 4 hours..actually
3..If the guys here chipped in, we could do it in 2...then 30 minutes to launch, then...."

Delilah: "Nell..."

Nell: "Am [ babbling again"

Vance; "If you are, you're babbling in my language"

Nell: "Okay...on it...By the way, how's my sweet man doing?"

Vance: 'What sweet man?"

Nell: "Gibbs, of course!"

(Vance and Delilah look at each other on the screen...perplexed)

Delilah; "Gibbs is always nice to Nell"

Vance; "Well, Nell...your 'sweet man' is having a rough time....he's hurt pretty bad"
Nell: "Then hell, let's get this show on the road and give him some good news!"
Vance: "Works for me, ladies....I'm out...oh...and thank you...both of you..."

Nell: "See Delilah? I told you Director Vance was sweet too...."

Delilah: "Oh lord...Miss Rosy Glasses is at it again..."

(Vance seen laughing as he closes out the video)

Delilah: "Can you really do all that?"

(Nell looks at Delilah, her eyebrows raise)

Delilah: "Oh god, you too..."

Nell: "I learned that from Gibbs...I think it's very effective"

Delilah: "He didn't teach you how to say, "Ya think?"



"

Nell; "I tried it...it keeps coming out, "Do you really think so? It's okay if you don't...
Delilah: "Stick to the eyebrows, lady...and go get Torres some drones.."

Nell: "Oh hell yea...Boss lady, we're going to fill the sky with eyes"

Delilah; "And get Director Vance his recon?"

Nell: "Oh yea...I'm thinking high level invasion of privacy...."

(Delilah shakes her head...)

Delilah: "I may be in that cell with my husband"....

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens with Pride pulling up to Buxley's mansion, Buxley waiting for Pride, sitting on the
front veranda at a small table, a glass of mint julep at his side, one waiting for Pride...Pride exits his
car, begins walking up to the porch)

Pride: (to self) "Mint Julep...the man has been watching too many southern plantation movies"
(Buxley sees Pride walking up, rises from his chair, walks out to greet him)

Buxley:(exaggerated southern accent) "Special Agent Duane Pride...welcome to the humble Buxley
Estate...your call intruiged me, so please...(motions to the table) "sit and thrill me with whatever it is
on your mind"

Pride: "Oh, Colonel, [ doubt it'll thrill you, in fact, you may want to guzzle that drink down and start
on the other one"

Buxley: "Why, Pride, it sounds as if you are here deliverin' bad news!"
Pride: "No, Colonel, just bad questions..."
Buxley: "Then I will be ready to give you bad answers...Being the good host [ am..."

Pride: "How do you plan on handling the papparazzi when they swarm this place wondering why
Clint, David, Randolph, and Peppy-B, all either Hollywood celebritries or financial whiz kids came
here, went on a hunting trip for another human being, then ended up dead, because your men
shanghaid one of the most dangerous men that walks the earth, put him out somewhere in a
swamp, and gave him a knife?"

(Buxley pales, then stares at Pride in disbelief)

Pride: "It's a wonder what facial recognition can do, Colonel...that and satellite photos provided by
the Federal CyberForce Director, the ones showing those fine fellas out here on the front lawn with



you?..Son...as they say down here...your bodonkadonk is cooked!..Now, you could help yourself by
tellin' me just where this little get-together of yours is being held"

Buxley: "Why, I neva!"
Pride: "Oh sure you have, Colonel..many time..we're just beginning to unweave this party of yours"

Buxley; "l assume you don't have enough for a warrant, Pride, or I'd be in handcuffs at this
moment...I'llhave to ask you to leave, and assuredly, I will be calling my attorney”

Pride: "Wrong answer, Colonel..Now I'm going to have to be your worst nightmare...that you'll
never wake up from...."

(Pride smiles at the Colonel)
Pride: "Have your drink, sir..you don't have too many days to enjoy them left"
(Pride exits, gets in his car, drives away...he calls his team...)

Pride: "How's his cell phone traffic now?...Yea? He has two phone going? Good....track 'em Dano"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in the thicket, Torres perched on a tree limb, sheltered by leaves and vines, watching
as two airboats approach the shoreline...They don't slow as they get closer)

Torres: "Come on boys...make your dramatic entrance.."

(As if on cue, the boats race up from the shallows, hitting the beach mud hard, sliding sideways as
the two drivers cut the fan engine to an idle...two hunters in each one, all four eagerly pile out of the
airboats, excited to start their hunt)

Driver 1: "Slow down, gentlemen, it's wise to get your equipment, set up camp before the sun goes
down..If  were you, I'd start your hunt in the morning"

(Clint Stewart, hollywood action actor, reaches in the boat, picks his bag out of the pile, tosses it
onto the beach..The driver, watching the actor toss the bag, containing, among other things, his rifle
and pistol, shakes his head)

Driver 1; "I'd be more careful with your gear, sir...you may have missaligned your scope with that
toss"

(Clint looks at the bag, glares at the driver)
Clint: "I know what I'm doing..."
Driver 1: "Suit yourself..by the way, I thought you'd be taller"

Clint: "I'm plenty tall..."



(Clint glares at the driver, mouths a curse word at him...with his head turned away....David
Pureblood, Clint's companion on the boat, takes his time, tending to his gear, helping the driver
unload the supplies and tents...David was a self-made millionaire, taking financial tips he overheard
while waiting tables as a teen in an upscale LA restaurant, parlaying a savings account of $2000 that
took him 6 months to acrue, into, over the years, an enormously successful portfolio, including
interests in several Hollywood stars, Clint being one of them...David knew the wisdom behind
planning, patience, and heeding the advice of those smarter than he was....Clint, he knew, had none
of those qualities)

David: "Clint, listen to the man...you've never hunted in a swamp, and it makes sense to listen to
someone that has"

Clint: "#@*&" you....I spent 3 weeks in San Salvador on the set of Jungle Fury 3...I learned a thing or
two"

(David looks at the driver, they both exchange unapproving looks..David and the driver begin
setting up camp...)

Driver 2:(to his group) "Gentlemen, here we are...if you'll help me with..."

Peppy-B: "Hell with that, my man, I'm here to hunt, not work!"

Randolph: "I'll give you a hand, my friend....the wanna be rapper is eager to get himself killed"
Peppy-B; 'Wanna be?"

Randolph: "Yea..wanna be...your music sucks"

Peppy-B; "Want to compare net worth, white boy?"

Randolph: "Son..you're white...and no, I have no desire to compare wallets..."

David: "Pep boy, you might want to ease up on that man....before he owned half of silicone valley, he
was an Army Ranger..."

Peppy B: "Don't scare me none...he's old...Ain't you, old man?"

Randolph: "0Old enough to recognize a punk when I see one"

(Peppy B charges Randolph, then quickly finds himself face down in the mud....)
David: "Tried to tell you"

Driver 1 "God, I hate this part of the job"

(scene shifts to Torres, watching these interchanges)

Torres: (to self) "Randolph and David...be careful...Clint and Peppy B..well, it's not criminal to be
stupid, but it sure helps if you're not...and they have money...proof positive that God loves a
knucklehead"



(Torres slowly slips off his branch, lowers himself to the ground, and begins to walk slowly towards
his shelter area...There will not be any hunting tonight, and nightfall was only an hour away.....If any
of them were stupid enough to go in this place in the dark, the swamp would claim them)

Torres; "Only two are dangerous....I got lucky"

(He hears a sound...the low sound of breathing....He stops, goes motionless, starts to slowly turn his
head....He finds himself face to face with the cougar, the head of the animal larger than his...Only 3
feet seperated the two, the big cat opened its jaws wide...)

(scene fades to black and white)

scene opens in swamp...Torres is facing the cougar, the cat an easy arm's length away from his face.
He is still, he is motionless, a statue.... He knows to run is the fastest way to die, he also knows,
regardless of his training, his strength, he is no match for this perfect killing machine...He is looking
at the open mouth of the cat, cannot help himself but focus on the two long, sharp teeth that come
down from the top, over an inch long, pointed, perfect for penetrating his flesh and tearing into his
body.... the jaws powerful enough to snap bone, claws long enough and sharp enough to shred his
skin to the bone....)

Torres: (thoughts) "Be still...do not show fear.."

(His heart is racing, his breath, no matter how much he tries to control it, comes hard...The cat's
huge head moves, and the beast closes its mouth...it is laying on a large, low hanging branch, it's tail
hanging down, almost touching the ground...the beast stares at Torres, not blinking...)

Torres: (whisper) "l am not your enemy. [ am not a threat to you...."

(The stare continues, and upon Torres whispering, the cat's ears twitch...then a long, powerful paw,
full of razor like claws, reaches out to Torres's face..)

Torres: "Oh god no....no..."

(His heart pounds as he sees the paw come closer-....in spite of his wish, he closes his eyes, knowing
he's about to die...)

Torres; "EL..."

(The paw swipes his face, there is no pain..He knows he must be in shock...Torres opens his eyes,
finds the cat still staring...He slowly reaches up to his face, steeling himself against what he will
find....and touches his skin..unharmed...He moves his eyes to his hand, refusing to move his
head....there is no blood on the slightly shaking hand)

Torres; (whisper) "Why?"

(The cat opens its mouth again, wide....no sound comes out...then closes it...the ears twitch again,
and the paw reaches out again...swipes Torres face before he can react...and again, no pain, no
blood)

Torres: (more normal voice...hesitant..) "You are not...are you?"



(The cat's ears twitch again, and the paw reaches out yet again...slower this time...Torres takes a
risk...He brings his own hand up, and touches the huge paw...noticing that the paw is twice as big as
his hand...human hand touches carnivorous panther paw.... the cougar quickly draws its own paw
back...Torres keeps his hand up, suspended in the air, afraid to move it...he is paralyzed in
disbelief..)

Torres: "Are you serious?”

(The cat bats Torres's hand...bats it again...the claws remain drawn into the pads, no intention of
shredding prey)

Torres;(whispering) "Dude...you are a wild animal! This is insane!"

(The huge animal, ears twitching again, closes its eyes, rolls its head sideways, exposing its neck to
Torres)

Torres: "There is no way, cat, I'm scratching your neck....Right now, what [ want to do is clean out
my pants...."

(The cat opens its eyes, swats at Torres's still extended hand...twice....It's long tail twitches more...)
Torres; "Dude...do you know how weird this is? Are you serious?"
(The cat opens and closes its mouth quickly...bats Torres's hand again...)

Torres: "Oh god...if | have to die, I might as well die playing with a wild cougar...Torres, you are as
crazy as this cat.”

(Torres braves a movement with his hand, swatting the cat's extended paw, then drawing it back
quickly, fully expecting the cat to explode and pounce on him, his heart hammering loudly within
him...The cat returns the swat with one of its own....Torres does it again...the cat responds in like...)

Torres; "No one is going to believe this...I don't believe this...."

(The cat opens its mouth and lets out a sound...high pitch...Torres's heart almost explodes, the
hammering in his chest almost unbearable...He fears he may survive the cat, but won't live past his
heart exploding...)

Torres: "Okay...if I gotta go out, I'm going out in style..I can't believe what I'm about to do...Torres,
you're an idiot..."
(He reaches slowly towards the cat's head, his fingers touch the soft ear...the cat closes its eyes....)

Torres; "Kitty Kitty.....

(Torres close his own eyes....then opens them, expecting his hand to be gone, bitten off...the cat tilts
its head more towards Torres's hand...)

Torres: "Torres, you did not just say kitty Kkitty...die with some dignity, dude..."

(Torres braves a closer touch, takes the cat's ear between his thumb and forefinger, softly strokes
the velvet ear)

Torres; "Nice Kkitty....oh god, Torres...don't say that...you've lost your mind"



(The cat turns its head sideways, exposing its neck again...Torres, instinctively, moves his hand to
the offered neck area....he begins to scratch the neck..)

Torres; "Holy Mary, mother of Got, I'm scratching a cougar's neck...protect me in this time of
stupidity...."

(the cat stretches its neck, extends it further, causing Torres to draw his hand back reflexively...The
cat looks at Torres, reaches out with its paw, pulls Torres's hand back)

Torres: "I'm already dead...this is the afterlife....Okay kitty...let's do this...like, you know, leaving out
the biting my head off, okay? "

(Torres reaches back to the huge cat's neck, starts scratching it...a low, constant sound is
heard...repetitive rumblings)

Torres: "Oh no, you are not....please don't tell me you're purring...You're purring! (voice goes up an
octave) This is too cool!"

(The cougar lowers its head, draws its paw back in, looks at Torres, blinks, the tail twitches...and in
a movement so quick Torres cannot react...The cat leaps off the limb, directly at Torres...)

Torres;(screaming) "No!"

(And the huge cat sails over Torres, lands behind him...takes one look at him, twitches its tail, then
trots off into the thicket, and disappears..)

Torres: "L...I...I think L...."

(Torres places his hands on the branch that just held the cougar, lowers his head, begins breathing
in large amounts of air)

Torres: "Torres...you have never been so scared in your life...and you will never experience
something so cool again in your life....oh wow...oh wow...."

(He breathes greedily for a few more long seconds, trying to replenish his body with oxygen...He
turns to look in the direction the cat went...nothing....)

Torres; "Okay, Nick...you're alive...for whatever reason, you're alive..now go, dude...get back to your
shelter...protect yourself against the mosquitos...get some sleep...tomorrow is a big day..."

(He moves away from the branch, takes to the trail he knows will lead him back to his sheltered
area...)

Torres; "And stop talking to yourself...it makes you look crazy...."
(Takes a breath)

Torres; "You are crazy...accept it...now go get ready to get crazy on these wanna be bad boys..Unless
they decide to go out at night...In that case, kitty will eat well.."

(scene fades to black and white)



(scene opens in MTAC, Vance standing, Bishop and McGee with him, standing...on split screens,
Pride is on one, Delilah on the other)

Vance: "Director Fielding, any updates that are encouraging?”

Delilah: "Not yet, Director Vance..Nell just launched the birds an hour ago...She did a pretty good job
of analyzing where you feel the previous hunting grounds were, and the drones are split into the
three most likely areas....one peninsula, two islands..."

Pride: "Director Fielding, satellite help any?"

Delilah; "Yes and no, Agent Pride...yes, if who or what we are looking for is in an open
area...unfortunately, neither the satellites or the drones can see through the heavy tree coverage"

Vance: "Pride, any luck with Buxley?"
Pride: "He's lawyered up..."
McGee; "Cell traffic?"

Pride: "Oh yea...plenty...his first calls were to a couple of lawyers...one is a criminal attorney, to be
expected, since | yanked that chain pretty hard, the other was a real estate attorney...that one pure
confuses me..."

McGee: "Maybe not, Duane...Do you have a list of all of Buxley's holdings?"
Pride: "Yea, but it's a passel full"

McGee: "He may be calling the real estate attorney to look for how strong his connections are
between him personally and the property they use for the hunts. Odds are he'll be calling his
liability insurance agent as well..."

Pride: "McGee, I did look through his holdings, and I can't find any that look like the property we're
dealing with..mostly it's apartment complexes, some housing developments, pretty standard stuft”

McGee: "Yes sir, but the sub corps...they will be the key to undeveloped properties...The laws in
Louisiana treat them differently than developed properties, so investors separate the sub corps that
own them...And the insurance policies read different too...If we can trace who he's calling, and since
you've pushed that button, its the perfect time to take advantage of that"

Pride: "How come you know so much about Louisiana law, McGee? I ain't complainin', no sir..but.."”

Delilah:"I can answer that one, Agent Pride...my husband spent all night studying it..he knew
holdings would be a trail, so he wanted to know what difference where were...he said the
differences were like cookie crumbs"

Pride: (rubs chin) "You got a smart team, Vance...pretty impressive..."
(Pride is seen yelling over his shoulder)

Pride; (yelling) "You folks get that? Anyone else bone up last night?"



(Pride turns back to screen)
Pride: "That sound you hear are crickets chirping..."
Bishop; "Pride, you get us names, Tim and I will find Torres..."

(Both Delilah and Pride can be seen looking at Bishop...both know the connection between Torres
and her)

Pride: "l assume you're motivated, Ellie..."

Bishop: "Yes sir..but it's not just about NIck....its also about the other poor men that this has been
done to...Sir, please...let me...let McGee and me...Sir, we can get things done other people can't. We
will go places......."

Vance; "They shouldn't..but we have an agent that's lost, so we do what we do....Pride, if you
forward that part to us, it will free you up to pursue....other areas”

Pride: "Yea...like the two snakes that had Torres in the back of the truck..."
Delilah: "Jeremy Scott and Logan Thomas..."
Pride: (surprised) "You ID'd 'em?"

Delilah: "Affirmative...Nell tracked their path to their stop at a grocery store...the store had security
cams...Nell got some clear pics, ran them through facial recognition, got matches in less than 5
minutes”

Vance: "And?"

Delilah: "Both ex navy...both dishonorably discharged....one drugs, the other..."

Pride: "Attitude"

Delilah: "Yes, Pride...do you know these two?"

Pride: "Oh yea, I know 'em...and they know me..About to know me better."

Delilah; "Pride, they are dangerous....their records show.....Hello? Agent Pride?"

(The MTAC screen that was showing Pride only shows the background of the NOLA HQ walls..)
Vance: "l do believe Agent Pride is on his way..."

Bishop; "To see those two men"

Vance: "Yes...an eagerness you can identify with, Agent Bishop?"

Bishop: "Oh yea...sure can, sir"

Delilah: "In the meantime, we'll track what the drones see...I'll let you know if we get a
breakthrough"

McGee: "Director Fielding?"



Delilah: "Yes, honey....(smiles)"

McGee: "That's Torres out there...you may want to have those drones looking for something else
besides lookdowns through the trees..."

Delilah: "What would that be, Tim?"

McGee: "Look for circling vultures"

(scene fades to black and white)

DAY 2

(scene opens at campsite of hunters, just inside the first tree line off the shore...The two airboats
have left, leaving the 4 hunters to do what they paid for)

Clint: "Is this all we get for breakfast? They didn't leave someone to cook for us?"
David: "No, son...no cook"

Clint: "I'm used to..."

David: "Get over it"

Peppy-B; "Hey, the biscuits weren't bad...so, gang, when do we start?"

David: "We?"

Peppy: "Well, yea..aren't we hunting as a group? You know...strength in numbers?"
David: "Ask Randolph...he's the only one of us that's had experience at this"

Peppy; (to Randolph) "Hey, ex Ranger man! What's our move?"

Randolph: "Do what you want to do..I'm out..."

(Randolph picks up sidearm and rifle, slings back pack over shoulder, straps binoculars around his
neck...he is seen trotting at a slow and even pace, down the beach)

Peppy: 'Where's he going?"”

David: "Probably a recon...checking out where we are, what the place looks like...smart move"



Peppy: "Oh hell no! I came to hunt, man! Mano et mano...hunger against prey...Damn, I get chills just
thinking about it!"

Clint: 'Let the asshole go...When [ was in Jungle Fury 1, I went straight at the enemy...no fear, no
waiting...just shock and awe...That's me, baby...."

David: "You're going to get yourself killed, sonny"
(Clint stands up...starts strapping on gear...)
David; "Which way you going, son?"

Clint; "What's it you?"

David: "So I'll know to go the other way....you are pure first kill bait, son....I don't want to be
anywhere near you when it happens...."

(Clint shoots David the finger, grabs a handgun, starts walking towards the thicker part of the
swamp)

David: (To Peppy) "I thought he'd be taller"

Peppy: "Hell, I thought he'd be smarter!"

(scene shifts to Torres, in the thicket, watching Clint move into the darker areas...he watches the
man hack back and forth with a machete, looking very much like the movie star he is)

n

Torres: "There's a trail just north of you, pal..but yea, it wouldn't look as good, would it?....

(Torres looks towards the direction the Ranger went, satisfied he's not near by...He moves quietly
towards Clint....crawling under the brush, he has him in sight...he follows, deeper they both go into
the swamp)

Clint: "Damn! This is nothing like San Salvador....Crap!"

(A large snake moves across his path, Clint takes out the pistol, points it at the snake, pulls the
trigger...Nothing happens)

Clint: "Crap crap crap..."
(He looks at the gun, sees the safety is still on...he clicks it off...looks for the snake...it's gone)
Clint: "Good thing for you, buddy"

(He holsters the pistol, puts his machete to work again, hacking his way through fronds and
vines...Torres follows, silently, staying at least 20 feet behind him....the man's path is easy to
follow...the trail of chopped limbs and leaves gives Torres an easy path to follow)

Clint: (sing song voice) "Where are you? Come out and play...."



(Clint stops, listens, hears nothing..The light from the sun filters through, leaving thin beams that
dance around the area...then a sound, to his right...he pulls his pistol, leans against a tree, starts to
look around the tree...he places one hand on the tree, fingers splayed, uses it for support as he leans
out, looking in the direction of the sound...The shiny blade glitters as it passes through the beams of
sunlight...)

(scene shifts to David and Peppy, still at the campsite....)

David: "Stop...Listen"
Peppy: "Yea...l hear it..screams!!..(Peppy looks towards the swamp)....0Oh my god!"

(Clint is running through the thicket...screaming...he reaches the open area, sees the two other
hunters...runs to them, holding his right arm up in the air....His hand raised, blood streaming
down....)

Peppy; "Dude! Where are your fingers? Oh damn!"
Clint: (screaming) "Help me! Where's medical? Heeeeelp meeeeeee!"

(Clint drops to his knees in the muddy sand...holding his arm up high as
possible..whimpering...Davids sighs, gets calmly up, opens the First Aid Kit, sits next to the sobbing
movie star, washes Clint's hand off with bottled water, grimaces as he sees the rough cuts on the
stub that once held the finger he displayed to them...He starts unrolling bandages to cover the
wound)

David; "Well.....One down"

(Peppy stares at Clint, wide-eyed)

Peppy: "Damn! [ thought the guy wasn't supposed to fight back!"

David: "Guess someone forgot to tell the guy..Hey 'B'..notice what's not missing?"
Peppy: "Yea...Clint still has his guns..why didn't the guy take the guns?"

David: "Because he chose not to"

(David looks out into the marsh...wondering what type of man would do that...)

(scene shifts to Torres, watching as the cougar enjoys the snack that was left...)

Torres; "Hey, least I could do, buddy...."



(The cougar looks at Torres, blinks, twitches an ear...finishes eating, large tongue cleans off his
mouth...he turns and leaves, disappearing through the vegetation..)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in bullpen, McGee and Bishop on speaker phone with Pride...Vance is standing by,
listening...)

McGee; "You have both of them?"
Pride: (on speaker) "Yea"

Bishop; "That was quick...I'd have thought they would be harder to find"

Pride; "My city...I know the holes snakes crawl into"

Bishop: "Evidently...uh..for the record, impressive...and thank you, Agent Pride"

Pride; "Ellie...I know what you're feeling...Just know I'm doing all I can and more to find your boy"

(Bishop turns her head....chin quivers for a moment...regains her composure.....Vance gives her a
quick hug (surprising both her and McGee...whispers "we'll find him, Bishop...I promise"...She nods,
gives Vance a hug back, turns back to phone call)

Bishop; "I know, Agent Pride...i know you are...and I believe there's no one better than you to be
doing this"

Pride: "No one better than 'us', Bishop...we're all a team...and in case you've forgotten, you have two
federal agencies, multiple branches, and a whole mess a technology that costs a whole bigger mess
a money, all being pointed at finding our boy"

Bishop: "I owe you, sir... won't forget it.."

Pride; :"And I'll collect on that debt, Bishop...you and Nick, crawdad brain suckin'...he can show you
how..."

(Bishop sticks finger down throat....)
Bishop; "Looking forward to it, Pride...."

Pride: "Now that we have the menu set for our victory dinner, [ know you called about somethin’
McGee..."

McGee: "Yes sir...Bishop dug into the background of both men, and found something interesting..."
Pride; "Do tell..."

Mcgee; "The one named Jeremy is pretty much a follower...but Logan Thomas, he's not just the
brains of the two,....Bishop...take over..."



Bishop: 'Logan Thomas shows steady and repetitive bank deposits of no less than $10,000, once a
week..Jeremy shows deposits too, but they are in the $1000 to $2000 a week range....That's
interesting, but more than that, each deposit coincides with the suspected schedule of the previous
hunting trips..McGee got me into the New Orleans airport secutity cam database, and I ran the
videos last night...."

(Pride interrupts her...)

Pride; (yelling) "Hear that? She ran videos last night!"
(Pride comes back to conversation)

Pride; "Sorry...that's more cricket chirpin' you hear"

Bishop: "You sound like Gibbs (chuckles)..anyway, I ran the time frames...then I ran the videos,
using the same criteria as before...first class or private jet..then tracked them at the airport...Kasie
ran some of the visitors through facial recognition, some of them...well...Kasie recognized them....so
did I

Pride: "Celebs?"
Bishop: "Yes...quite a few...I called McGee, and he began running the paparrazi sites.."
McGee: "Delilah did that...I wouldn't have had a clue where to look"

Bishop: "That's not a bad thing McGee...anyway, for a good amount of the celebs, each of them were
reported as going on a sabbatical, or in training for a movie roll.."

Pride: :'In other words, they had reasons to not be heard from for a while"

Bishop: "Correct...So...I ran our current celebs, Peppy-B and Clint...one was reportedly off getting
background experience for an upcoming concert, and the other, Clint, was said to be checking into a
martial arts themed private resort...get this...They hypnotise you, then using sleep learning
techniques, teach you how to use several martial arts skill sets, without ever having to actually
learn them"

Pride: "Oh lord...that is crazier than a drunk racoon..."
McGee; 'Do racoons get drunk?"

Pride: "Around here they do...it's New Orleans, brother"
Vance: "Pride, you get anything from your interviews?"
Pride: "Interviews? Is that what we're callin' them now?"

Vance: "Agent Pride...I do not need any help with teaching these agents how to bend the rules..thank

you
Pride: "Okay, point taken, sir...even though I did learn everything [ know about rules from Gibbs..."

Vance: "Pride"



Pride: "Yea, | did get something..Thomas knows a lot more than he's telling me, but I did learn that
Buxley has some high placed protection here in the Louisiana government, and a few big ol' boys
from your neck of the woods, Director..not geographically, but, you know...your ballpark.."

Vance; "I'm afraid to ask, Pride...."

Pride; "I bet you are...but i"m gonna tell you anyway...Did you know there are two regular
customers of Buxley that are in leadership positions of two of our closest allies?"

Vance: "Pride...please don't tell me...."
Pride: "The son of the President of France...."
Vance: "Oh lord, no...."

Pride: "And the secretary of defense of one crazy ass North Korean country....It's called North Korea,
in case you hadn't guessed..."

Vance: "Oh lord lord lord..."
McGee: (grinning) "A SecState call, sir?"

Vance; "Oh lord lord lord"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in marsh, Torres back at his base camp, looking at the position of the sun...he
estimates he has 4 or more hours till night...He is preparing some food...Duckweed..He has placed a
large, curved piece of cypress bark over the fire, filled with water, careful not to allow the flames to
reach over the water line in the makeshift bowl...)

Torres; "Careful buddy...if the flames get higher than the water, the bark will burn...."

(He has gathered handfulls of the clover looking vegetation he skimmed off the pond he found the
day before...his shirt is off, draped over another large curved piece of bark, holding the
duckweed...Torres pours water over the vegetation, letting the rinse water drain through the cloth,
leaving the vegetation in his shirt, relatively cleaned...He runs his fingers through the rinsed
duckweed, picking out pieces of wood and unwanted plant life..he notices a few smal snails among
the leaves...)

Torres: "Protein...good and good for ya"

(He looks over, notices his water is boiling in the cypress bowl...he takes his shirt/filter over to the
bowl, dumps the cleaned duckweed and snail mixture into the boiling water....)

Torres: "Ten minutes, then dinner....Need some more water, though"



(He walks to another area of his campsite, where several long, one inch thick vines are resting
against a tree, all of the ends of the vines pointing upwards, the vines in a U shape...He recognized
the water vines earlier, the biggest source of fresh water in any jungle or swamp, collecting water as
its life goes on, from fresh rainwater, storing it in the hollow portion of the vine....He picks one up,
carefull places one end on the top of the 2 liter bottle he was given several days ago, then lifts the
other end of the vine up high...clear, fresh water pours out of the vine into the bottle)

Torres: "Thank you Mother Nature"

(He watches carefully as the bottle fills up, then when full, he lifts the vine up to his mouth, allows
the rest to pour into his mouth)

Torres; "Eat up, amigo...then it's time to do some hunting"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in dense swamp, Randolph, the ex ranger moves silently though the dense vegetation,
unafraid of the marsh, but respecting it, he had an idea of how large the island was now, where the
deepest part of the swamp was, and for sure, he took stock of the alligators...large beasts on this
island, fed by the abundance of fish and other creatures living in and off of the stream that cut the
island in two, giving it both fresh and salt water, which provided a varied menu that kept the gators
full. So far, he'd seen no evidence of his prey, which was unusual...It was his third trip on these
expeditions of Buxley's, something he'd come to crave more than want, dark food for a dark soul, a
soul that had only found light when it was killing)

Randolph: (To self) "Where are you, boy?..Holed up? Hiding? Not likely, those were screams | heard
echo through here...Movie star screams...."

(He came upon a crude path, then started noticing the hacked and cut fronds..He picks up one,
inspects the cut, It is clean, a machete...He recalls each of them being provided one, and that idiot
movie star swinging his back and forth in some imitation of a martial arts move)

Randolph: "Yours Clint? Hacking your way through the jungle? Don't you know this is not a jungle?
Swamps are different, movie hero...Jungles laugh at people like you...Swamps look at you like you're
dinner..The more you leave it alone, the more the swamp leaves you alone..."

(He keeps moving, following the chaotic destruction of the vegetation, knowing he'd find some clue
as to Clint's screaming...and he does..A tree..Blood on the tree...a deep gash in the bark, evidence of a
strong hack as opposed to a slice)

Randolph: "You were stupid, boy...."



(He feels a prickle on his neck..he stops, listens before he looks...a grumble, low....the sound of a
beast..He recognizes it from Columbia...it's a sound he'd not forget...a panther, and.he can tell it's not
far off..af few tense seconds later, another low growl], closer this time. It's in front, and he wants no
part of that beast......He backs up through the hacked trail, knowing nothing was behind him,
keeping an eye out for the killer that could be coming towards his front...He pauses after a few
backwards steps...no more sound is heard...he turns. The beast has convinced him...he's decided
he's going back to the camp...That prickle on his neck was enough. The last time he'd felt it was
Columbia, when a tracker for the government had almost outsmarted him and killed him...almost...)

Randolph: (smiling) "Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear
nothing, for I am the baddest son of a bitch that creeps in the dark"

(He smiles at his own internal resume'...he knows how good he is..He knows no one can stalk him
wihtout him knowing....He knows....)

Randolph: "Good night, running man..I'll see you in the morning"

(He takes to the giant mudbank to the side of the trail, part of the small hills on the island...It serves
as protection on one side, allowing him to double his focus on the other...Then movement, the mud
wall comes alive....And a nightmare slips into his awakeness)

Torres: "Say good night to your soul"

(Randolph's eyes widen, he tries to scream, but only gurgles come out...He can feel warmth flow
down his chest...He looks this soul eater in the face, and the terror of this thing is worse than the
slice across his neck...Black, mud covered, only white eyes contrasting against the wet earth
covering it..A walking mud monster...he did notice one thing before darkness covered his
thoughts...)

Randolph; "It's eyes.are smiling"

(scene fades to black and white

(scene opens in CyberForce bullpen, Delilah, Nell, and crew at monitors present...)

Nell; "Director! Come quick!"

(Nell is at one of the large monitor screens, pointing excitedly at one of the 16 squares on the
sceen...Delilah, sitting at her own monitor, pulls away from her desk, turns her chair as quickly as
possible, travels to the screen Nell is pointing at)

Nell: "Expand number 8...full screen please”

(The attendant moves the mouse on the screen showing 16 different views, clicks on one, spins the
control wheel on the mouse, instantly expanding the desired square to full screen...The entire
group of techs and supervisors, including Delilah looks....and a cheer goes up)

Delilah: "That's it! It has to be it!"



Nell: "Dang Skippy it is!"

Delilah: "Unless of course there's another location that has a man running out of the treeline
hoilding a bloodied hand up in the air"

Nell; "Well yea, there is that....."

(The team looks at Delilah and Nell quizzically...)

Delilah: (to Nell) "We have got to work on these people not taking us so literally”
(Nell looks at the curious techs)

Nell: "It was a joke, people”

(They continue to stare at her)

Nell: "Sarcasm...you know...You do know sarcasm, right?"

(One by one, the techs look at each other, trying to comprehend her meaning)
Delilah: "Nerds....gotta love 'em"

(The techs accept Delilah's words as a sincere compliment....several vocally thanking her...Delilah
and Nell exchange looks that say, "It's no use")

Nell: "Gracie, can you redirect some of the closer birds to give us a better view?"
Delilah; "Birds mean drones, folks"

Gracie: "l got it, boss...moving #s 18, 21, 23, and 36 into the shore vicinity...4, 9, and 22 will be
approaching the other side of the island...we can do a fly over..maybe we'll get lucky...transferring
all applicable.....birds....to the Bijou"

Delilah: (to Nell) "That means theater size screen”

(The largest scrreen in the room, a giant 90 inch monitor, blinks, goes black, then comes alive with 7
shots displayed)

Nell: "Here goes the flyover..look for things that don't belong...."

(All techs, plus Nell and Delilah, stare at the mutiple views....after a short minute, a collective gasp is
heard...)

Nell: "Oh...my....god..."
Delilah: "Phyllis, move #22 back...."

(Phyllis, one of the numerous drone 'pilots’, moves her control sticks in front of her, pulling back on
the left one, pushing the right control stick forward..the screen shot, now live, shows the image
doing a hard left bank, then lowering to just above the treetops...)

Delilah: "Carl, you have a hover drone close by?"

Carl:: "Already had it enroute, Director...eta 20 seconds”



Nell: "Merge it onto the big screen please”
Carl: "Switching video feed to the Bijou"
Nell: "There...Carl, head for that small opening in the tree coverage..."

(Carl obeys, expertly guiding his hover drone above an area where the trees have allowed a clear
look down..the drone reaches the designated area, showing dense vegetation, tall trees, and in the
clearing below...)

Phyllis: 'Oh wow! That's a panther!"

(One of the techs jumps up from her chair, runs past Delilah and Dell, holding her hand over her
mouth)

Phyllis; "And it's eating! This is such a cool shot!"

(A second tech, male this time, duplicates the previous tech's trip to the bathroom)
Phyllis: "What's the panther eating? It looks like....oh....oh....oh wow"

(Delilah looks at her phone, readng a list of names and photos)

Delilah: "Big Kitty's dinner is none other than US Army Retired Major Randolph West..."
Nell: "Gross...how can you tell it's him?"

Delilah: "He was the only one with a beard....See? Part of his face can stilll be seen....that's what's left
of a beard"

(The techs look closer....2 more suddenly bolt for the bathroom)

Delilah: "Nice work Nell..I'm curious...you have the majority of slow speed drones around this
island...what analysis did you use to pick that one?"

Nell: "I used an old school technique"
Delilah: "Which was?"
Nell; "I looked for the circling vultures”

(Delilah looks at the other screens, views from much higher....there they were...nature's clean up
crew...Circling, waiting patently for their turn)

Delilah: "Welcome to backing up NCIS, folks"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in MTAC, Vance standing, McGee and Bishop standing with him...



Pride and Delilah are shown on the MTAC split screen)
Vance: "Director Fielding, I understand our girl has done well yet again”

Delilah: 'She's got great instincts, sir...She's learned to follow her gut"

Vance: 'Wonder who she learned that from?"

(Vance offers a smal grin, Delilah returns it)

Delilah: "Speaking of Nell's role model, Tim tells me Gibbs is out of the ICU...any updates?"
Vance: 'Just that he's making life miserable again for the head nurse"

Delilah: "I understand that the head nurse is not quite the monster he makes her out to be"
McGee: "I can vouch for that, sir...She's..."

Delilah; "Careful, Tim..."

McGee: "She has a very sweet dispostion”

Bishop: "She's a babe...and speaking of babes..."

Pride: "No sighting of Torres, yet, Bishop..but honestly, that's a good thing"

Bishop: "Humor me please, Duane...I kinda need it"

(Pride rubs his face, thinks for a moment....then faces Bishop, digitally making eye contact with her)

Pride: "Ellie, Torres is a very special kinda man...he just doesn't have the skill sets, although those
are good enough to make him what we call down here, a really bad boy...Torres has something
inside him....I don't know...it's almost like some sort of warrior mentality comes out...something
almost...scary...Right now, that man doesn't want to be seen...he's no longer the hunted, he's become
the hunter. And if he doesn't want to be seen...."

Bishop: "We're not going to see him...copy that, Pride...thank you"

Pride: "Bishop, after this is over, and Nick is home...You've dealt with this before...the incident on
the ship, the prisoners that attacked him..."

Bishop: "It took months...it took months before he trusted himself again...even with me..."

(Bishop looks away, remembering...He went wild..multiple prisoners attacked him...all of them
died...the people that witnessed it said he was more animal than man...and the intimacy...he would
not trust himself with her..he was afraid for her..She remembers her hurt, but more, the pain she
felt for him)

Pride: "Well then, pretty lady, when your man gets home, he'll need you"
Bishop: "I know...I'll give him everything he needs..."
Pride: "Including space?"

Bishop; "Yea...as much as it will go against what I think...yea...he'll need that too"



Vance: "Now that we've wrapped up the post operations psych eval, Pride, what is your next move?
You're there, we're not"

(Pride smiles....)

Pride: "The crickets quit chirping, Director...my field agents are locked and loaded, plus there's a
crew of 4 very bad sailor boys waiting for us at the dock...The Coast Guard should be arriving at that
dock in about an hour. They have the airboats we need..."

Vance: "l take it you're heading to the island?"
Pride: "Yes sir...fully armed, fully motivated"
Bishop: "Is a medic on board this group, Pride?"

Pride: "Two, Bishop...a young corpsman for the fingerless movie star, and a certified, fully qualified
doc for your boy"

(Bishop fights the tears of gratitude...)
Bishop: "Thank you, Duane...I already owe you..."

Pride: "Bishop, he isn't to me what he is to you, but he is family...and i do consider him a friend...so,
as the saying goes...."Family first"

(Bishop nods....closes eyes)

Pride: "Gotta run, Director...I have a boat to catch"

Vance; "God speed, Pride...."

(The MTAC's portion of Pride screen goes blank...McGee embraces Bishop....)

McGee: "I know, Ellie...I know this pain..Wjhen Delilah was in that building, this team moved heaven
and earth to find her...and when we did, Vance and others moved more than that to save her life. |
was a wreck. Useless...they held me together, and we will do the same for you..We got this,
Bishop...together...we got this..."

(Delilah is still on MTAC, watching...wipes her eyes)

Delilah: 'God, I love you, Tim"

(McGee's head snaps towards the screen, surprised...)

McGee: "Delilah! I thought you were off screen!”

Delilah: "I just love you so much....Ellie...it's going to be okay, honey...These men, these women......

(Delilah didn't finish the sentence...it was understood)

(scene fades to black and white)



(scene opens in treeline to the shore...Peppy B sitting on a fold out chair, Clint sits on a blanket,
staring into space, rocking back and forth, bandaged hand laying in hs lap)

Peppy: "Brother, what the hell are you doing?"
David "Came to hunt...what else?"

Peppy: 'Don't you think this game has changed some? Our target, prey, whatever you call him....he's
already cut Clint's fingers off! Look at him! He just sits there, rocking, staring! Been that way for two
days now! And Ranger man? Where the hell is he?"

David: "Dead, I'm sure"

Peppy: "What do you mean?"

David: "Should have been back by now...with the man's ears on his necklace"

Peppy: "What the..?..."

(David smiled at Peppy, finished strapping on his gear..two pistos], then another, taken from Clint...)
David: "You haven't figured it out by now, rap boy? Randolph and me...we're a tag team"
Peppy: "You know each other?"

David: "Yea, we know each other...he's my brother"

Peppy: "You don't seem too upset”

(David shrugs, adjusts gear on his belt)

David: 'It was his time"

Peppy: "Well brah, you go do what you gotta do...I'm going to sit this one out, me and my guns, and
sit...This got too real for me..."

David: "What guns?"

(Peppy looks around, eyes wide, runs to his camp gear, starts thowing blankets aside, looks in tent,
come out, panicked...)

Peppy: "You took my guns!"
David; "Not me"
Peppy: "Where are they? What the $#@S$ is going on?"

David; "Swamp thing took 'em...last night...I sleep on mine or he'd have mine too...Did take my
rifle..."

(David points to traces of foot prints in the sand...prints along the edge of the tree line...)

David: "He came up along the trees...walked in pretty as you please..Water's gone too, by the way...."



Peppy: "No! That's not fair! What kind of man..."

David: "Fair? (David laughs) You've gotta be kidding me...."

(Peppy rumages through his backpack....looking....)

David: "Radio's gone too....your cell phone is in there, but no signal out here...."
Peppy; "This isn't right! You've got to help me!"

David: "You came to kill a man, compadre....so did I....Tell you what....(takes Clint's pistol out of his
belt...tosses it to Peppy...)

David: "Now...go hunt..."

(Rustling in the trees interrupts them....Peppy looks wild eyed at the area it came from....he begins
firing shots, wildly,, at the tree line....)

David; "You're wasting your ammo....he's baiting you....You may want to...."
(A thunking sound interrupts David....)
David: "....save your ammo"

(David stares at the hilt of a knife blade, extending from Peppy's chest...He recognizes the
weapon...it's Randolph's knife...)

David: "Jesus...."

(David stares at Peppy's face...shock...Peppy reaches one arm out to David...)
Peppy; (weakly) "Help me"

(David has pistol pulled...swinging the gun from side to side, looking for Torres....)
Torres: (from inside trees) 'You ready?"

(David jerks his weapon around towards the direction of the voice...)

Torres: "You ready?"

(David swings the pistol in a new direction....the voice had moved...A sound behind him, he turns,
pointing the gun in the direction of the sound...and sees a large rock laying in the mud, the fresh
hole just starting to fill back up with muddy water...it was a rock..Knowing he's been fooled, he
jerks back around, and loses his breath....he's face to face with a monster..and for the first time in 2
days, Clint makes a sound...he sees the mud thing and screams...and screams..and screams)

(scene fades to black and white)



(scene opens in CyberForce area...Nell and Delilah watching the scene unfold...No other techs or
CyberForce employees are in the room)

Nell: "I didn't know...that a man...."
Delilah: 'What's Torres supposed to do? Let them kill him?"
Nell: "No...it's just...he seems to...."

Delilah: "He does not 'enjoy’ it Nell, and you ever say that again, head back to LA...He's doing what
he has to do..."

Nell: "You sound like you're used to it"

Delilah: "You never get used to it..but you do accept it...He never went looking for trouble,
Nell...they came for him...4 men, armed, hunting him...And your hero Gibbs? Nell, take what you're
seeing here..multiply it several times...that's what Gibbs is and has been capable of..My husband?
The one you call 'sweet man'? ['ve got video of him trapped in a warehouse, 4 Russian mercs trying
to kill him...and I watch my husband hunt them back, killing them, one by one..."

(Nell looks at Delilah, wide-eyed....disbelief)

Delilah: "These men, Nell...theyre special...They live for who they love, they love to live, and they are
passionate about their family, their country, their loves, their honor...but when you're in
trouble...there's no one you'd rather have at your side"

(Nell listens...still wide eyed...begins to nod)

Delilah: "I know, Nell...I'm married to one of them"

(Nell's face begins to soften...she begins to understand...)

Nell: "As long as there is evil, it takes these men..and women...willing to go beyond themselves"
Delilah: 'Yes...if evil dies completely, then these men...they become accountants, clerks, salesmen..."
Nell: "Well then...I guess I better go find me one before evil goes away"

(Delilah smiles at Nell....pleased at the turn in attitude)

Delilah: '‘By the way...of all those men we know? And others? There's one that is capable of more
pain, more terror, more everything..."

Nell: "Seriously? Who?"

Delilah: "Ziva David...It may be quite possible that death itself if afraid of a woman"
(Nell looks in shock at Delilah....)

Delilah; "Be sure and destroy all recordings of this scene...."

Nell: "What? Why?"



Delilah: "Legal liability...I don't want any evidence of our boy here on file...If any of them survive,
which is unlikely, people will want to know why and how this happened...Torres will face a barrage
of accusations and charges..We are not going to help them do that"

Nell: "Copy that, Director....yea...] hadn't thought of that...."

Delilah: 'Everything, Nell...and when your staff comes back in, remind them of how Gitmo works..."
Nell: "you mean if they talk..."

Delilah: "Just remind them...feel free to tell them I'll personally make sure their lives are hell"
Nell" "Ma'am? "

(Delilah wheels her chair to face Nell..)

Delilah: "Nell, as brave as these men are, as fearless and strong as they can be, they are helpless
when it comes to what the world thinks of what hey do...Part of our job is to protect them"

Nell: "Until the next time"
Delilah: "Until the next time..."
Nell: "This really is the deep end of the pool..."

Delilah: "Yes..and even I dont know how deep"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens on swamp beach, David facing this 'thing' that has walked out of the swamp...covered
in black and brown mud, leaves stuck to it,..It has arms and legs, but nothing else points to
human...especially the eyes..Bright, white, piercing..eyes that were...smiling....David knew what
those eyes meant...This 'thing' they had been hunting...it was hungry to kill, and it looked at him
with the pure joy of something that finally found what it needed.., David's breath is coming in
ragged gasps..Clint is rocking back and forth, holding his hand, whispering "monster, monster,
monster")

David: (whisper) "Randolph...my brother?"

(The mud monster moved it's arm, tossed two items into the sand in front of David's feet...He looks
down in horror...two bloodied ears lay in the sand)

Torres; "You ready?"



(David looks at this horror, hears the words, knows he Kkills or dies)
David: "What now?"

(Torres pulls the other knife out of its sheath, holds it up for David to see)
David: "Not what I came for"

Torres: 'Things change"

David: "Yea, I guess they do..."

(David quickly reaches down for his pistol, not wanting any part of a knife fight with the man....his
hand reaches the butt of the pistol, it grasps it, pulls it up in a fair imitation of a fast draw,,,,,,then
drops the gun.....He looks instead at his stomach....)

David: "Jesus...that was fast"
Torres; "Thanks"

(Torres walks calmly to David, standing, in shock, now holding the knife imbedded in his stomach,
looking down at it, looking at the blood on his hands...)

David: "That was so fast..."
Torres; "This wont be"

(Torres grasps the hilt of the knife, twists it so the blade is pointing upwards, hearing David groan
in pain...then Torres yanks the blade upwards, opening a foot long gash in David's
midsection....Torres steps back....)

Clint: "Monster"

Torres; "Yea..maybe so"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens to Pride and his men, 4 airboats, rapidly approaching the shoreline...Pride looks
ahead, sees a man sitting in the sand, knees drawn up, drinking from a bottle of water...He puts his
binoculars up to his eyes, looks...)

Pride: "It's Torres! He's alive!"

(He looks again, swings the binoculars along the beach, sees one more...sitting on a
blanket...rocking...)

Pride: "We've got a survivor!"



(The engines of the airboat get louder as each drivers pushes the throttles forward..Pride picks up
satellite phone and punches buttons)

(scene shifts to NCIS HQ, bullpen...McGee and Bishop, sitting at desks, Bishop tapping a pen,
nervously)

McGee: 'We should hear something soon, Bishop..."

(Loud interruption, Vance on the upper staircase)

Vance: "Bishop! He's alive!"

(Bishop looks up at Vance...sees him smiling, big....)

Vance; "Pride radio'd back...they're approaching the island...Pride says he can see him...."
Bishop; (fearful) "Did Pride say....."

Vance: "He said he can see him sitting on the beach...drinking from a water bottle..."

(Bishop covers her face...she takes her hands away to see McGee standing there, in front of
her...both arms are outstretched to her...she leaps out of her chair, into McGee's arms, and lets it

go....)
McGee: "It's okay, Bish...I know...I really know...."

Bishop: "I've got to talk to him...i have to talk to him.."

(Bishop buries her head against his chest...McGee looks up at Vance, Vance gives him a thumbs up,
smiling that big smile of his...)

Vance; "God, I love my job...Except the call to SecState..damn..."

(scene shifts to island...Pride's boat lands, along with the others, sliding up onto the beach, slinging
mud in front of them...Pride jumps out quickly, runs to Torres....)

Pride: "Buddy..ar you alright? Are you....(Pride gets to Torres, he stops abruptly..Torres looks up at
Pride..Pride’'s face shows shock) "Daaaaamn, Torres...! "

Torres: "l need a shower"

Pride: "You think?"

(Torres motions to Clint, still rocking and humming....)

Torres; "He needs a doc"

Pride: "Docs on the boat...going to him now...What about you?"

Torres; "i'm okay"



(Navy soldiers are on the beach, armed, looking for targets...)

Pride: "Son..where are the others?"

Torres: "Gone"

Pride: "Gone?"

Torres: "Yea...gone"

Pride: "Torres, there were four of them.."

Torres: "One's in the swamp...I can take you to what's left of him...the other two are up there...."

(Torres turns and points to the area where David's body and Peppy B's body should be...They are
gone...one of the soldiers inspecting the area walks to Pride)

Soldier: "Sir, there were two bodies there...blood trails and drag trails show they were taken"
Pride: "Taken?"

Torres: "My buddy took 'em"

Pride; 'Your buddy? Torres, is someone else out there?"

Torres; "Kitty took 'em"

Soldier: "Sir, there are panther tracks there, too...by the size of the paw prints, I'd say at least a two
hundred pound cat"

Torres; 'Yea, we made friends"

Pride: "Torres, you made friends with a panther?"

Torres: "Yea..we're buds”

(The soldier looks at Pride, then at Torres)

Pride: "Torres, anyone else...I'd think they were delusional...but you...."
Torres: "Guess we understood each other..."

(Pride looks at the blood on the beach, then at the evidence bag the soldier is carrying, holding two
human ears....)

Pride: "I guess y'all did, bubba....I guess y'all did..."

(The crew rounds up the gear from the hunters, the doctor has cleaned and bandaged Clint's
hand....Clint is being led to one of the airboats....Torres is in the waist deep water, washing as much
of the mud off that he can....Pride approaches)

Pride: "There are some people waiting to hear from you, bubba..."
Torres; "Not now"

(Pride looks at his friend...he understands more than others would what he meant....the other boats
are leaving, one driver is waiting for Pride and Torres to climb aboard....Pride does, leaving Torres,



still in the water, looking back at the tree line...he sees nothing...dissapointment on his face, he
climbs in the boat...The driver shouts...)

Driver: "Jesus..look at the size of that thing!"

(They all look.....an enormous panther has walked out of the tree line, and is standing on the beach,
looking at Torres....)

Pride: "Uh...that your..." buddy"?"

(They continue to stare at the cat...the cat stares back, then the panther raises its head, and screams
loudly, causing both Pride and the driver to get goose bumps....Torres stands in the boat, faces the
panther, extends his arms outward, takes in a deep breath....and screams back....a long, loud,
primiviel sound....)

Pride: 'Jesus...I'm not believing this..."

(the panther screams again at Torres....Pride and the driver paralyzed by both amazement and
fear...Torres takes another deep breath, screames back at the panther..The huge cat stares at
Torres..twitches its tail, turns to the thicket, and is gone)

Torres: (towards trees) "Thank you"

(Torres sits down as the boat swings around, the engine revving, the fan picking up speed...Torres
sits in the front of the boat, alone...a blanket wrapped around his shoulders...looking straight
ahead)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene shifts to Bishop's apartment, she's on the phone with Vance...Vance confirms that the plane
Torres was on landed hours ago...She looks at the time, thanks Vance for the update....ends
call..paces...She goes into the bathroom, shuts the door...sits on the closed toilet seat....she bends
over..rocking...There is a knock at the front door...She bolts up, runs to the door, opens it....)

Bishop: "Oh god oh god oh god.."

(She embraces Torres, hugging him tightly...He embraces back...saying nothing....)

Bishop: "Come in...oh god, come in....are you okay? Are you hurt? Do you want something...."
Torres; "Bish...sit down...we need to talk..."

Bishop; 'Okay...yea...just come in....is everything okay?"

(Torres stares at her....she can see it....)

Bishop; "No, Nick...no, no...we'll get through this..we've done it before...baby...."



(Torres places his hand on her cheek...)

Torres; "I love you so much. god I love you...."

Bishop: 'Ilove you too, Nick..but what? You're scaring me..."
Torres; "I love you so much, Ellie...but..."

(Bishop's tears fall....her face fearful, in a panic)

Torres; "Somethiing's wrong with me...something's wrong inside me..I've gotta go talk to
Gibbs....but..no matter what, I love you...I'll love you forever"

(Torres gets up, looks down at her, then turns and walks out of the apartment...Bishop is
paralyzed...she looks at the closed front door and starts sreaming)

Bishop: "No! Torres, don't you leave! No!"

(She runs to the front door, flings it open....just to see Torres driving off...She screams his name
again....)

Bishop: (weakly) "No baby...come back...please, come back...."

(She waits...the street outside is bare...no traffic, no returning Torres...She closes the door, goes back
into the bathroom....picks up a slim device on the counter top and looks at it...a sob....she drops the
device on the floor, sits on the toilet, puts her face in her hands...)

Bishop: "Oh god, what am [ going to do...god help me...please help me...."
(The camera pans out, showing the device on the floor...two lines show in the small window....)

Bishop; "I'm having your baby, Torres...please, please, please come back...)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in hospital, hallway leading to Gibbs's room...Torres is walking towards the room,
passing by the nurse's station...One of the nurses inside the glass enclosure sees him, rises from her
chair and exits the station into the hallway near Torres)

Nurse: "Sir? Excuse me sir....visiting hours are over..."

Torres: "l know, ma'am...but it's kind of important”

Nurse: "I'm sorry, unless it's an emergency regarding a family member, we don't allow it"
(Torres looks at the nurse, a helpless look on face)

Torres: "It is to me, ma'am. And the man down there is just about the only family [ have"

(Another nurse, Gibbs's charge nurse, hears the conversation...she comes around the corner,
notices that it's Torres)

Charge Nurse: "You're Agent Torres, right?"



Torres: "Yes ma'am...we've met..."

Charge Nurse: "But never introduced....(extends hand, Torres does the same) "My name is Caprice"
Torres: "Nice to meet you, formally, Caprice...and I know it's late..."

Nurse: "It's almost midnight, sir"

Caprice: "Angela, it's okay...It may do Mr. Gibbs some good to hear a familiar voice"

Nurse: "Yes ma'am...anything that can help Mr. Gibbs, | suppose bending the rules is worth it"

Caprice: "Thank you, Angela...Mr. Torres, I'll take you down...Please keep your voice low, we'd like
our other patients to be disturbed as little as possible.."

(Caprice notices multiple red marks and welps on Torres neck and face)

Caprice: "Mr. Torres...have you had an altercation with a family of bees or ants?"

Torres: "Yes ma'am...I just spent 3 days in a Louisiana swamp..."

Caprice: 'Oh my! What in heaven's name would lead you to such a primitive place?"
(Torres pauses.....)

Torres: 'Hunting trip’

Caprice: "Well, I hope it was worth it..You seemed to have gotten the short end of the stick"
Torres: "Yes ma'am...seems like it to me, too"

(They reach Gibbs's room, Caprice softly knocks, then pushes the latch handle on the door, opening
it...Gibbs is lying in the bed, eyes closed, monitors on, but silent...Torres looks at him, lingers, almost
backs out..)

Caprice: "He kept saying your name earlier...I think it'll be okay....Go...go on in"

(Torres nods, enters quietly...he stands by Gibbs's bed, looks up at the monitors....decides to move
to the other side of the bed, where a chair was placed...He notices the deep indentations in the seat
cushion...he wonders how many others have sat there...tending to this man...He knows he should
have been one of them...Torres sits, puts his hands together, lowers his head....)

Torres: (softly) "I don't know where to start, sir...but I need your help"

(He raises his head, looks at Gibbs, and feels for a moment, a self-loathing....Distusted with himself,
he gets up...)

Torres: "Man, I'm sorry...you're laying there, in some sort of coma, or whatever, and ['m bothering
you with my problems...I must be out of my mind"

(Torres begins walking to the door of the hospital room)
Gibbs: "I was asleep Torres, not in a coma...jesus christ..."

Torres; "Man, I'm so sorry...please..go back to sleep...I'll be out of here..."



Gibbs; "Torres.....sit down"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in NOLA, Pride at the New Orleans airport, and stops at one of the booths to pick up a
cup of coffee..He is an investigator, people watching comes natural to him..He watches several go
by, then one...something catches his eye...takes out his phone, hits a speed dial button...)

Pride: "Bubba...give me the flight manifest for (looks up at the flight status board) flight 121,
American Airlines...arrived around 20 minutes ago...Yea, I'll wait"

(Pride continues to watch the person...they are going into the restroom....He sits at a table outside
the booth, and waits...)

Pride: "Yea...only 12 people on the flight? Read off the names..."
(Pride listens, no names raise any red flags..he thanks his friend, ends the call)
Pride; "Here we go..."

(He sees the person exit the bathroom...he heads towards them...The person sees him, stops, panic
on the face...)

Pride: "I'm picking up Loretta in about 3 minutes...You better head towards the baggage claim...I
assume you don't want her to see you"

(The person doesn't reply...just stares at Pridel)

Pride; "I never saw you"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in Gibbs's hospital room...Torres talking, Gibbs listening..it's been almost an hour
since he started)

Torres: "So there itis, Gibbs...there's something wrong with me..there's something dangerous in
me...How can [ ask Bishop to trust me to turn it off if I can't trust myself to....turn it off?"

(Gibbs stares at Torres, hears the room door open, sees Caprice walk in holding two large cups of
steaming coffee..Gibbs looks at her with a scowl)

Gibbs; "Isn't she horrible? She's making us drink coffee in the middle of the night"



Torres: "Oh yea, boss....she's horrible alright..."

Caprice: "Just do what your nurse tells you, Jethro...the coffee helps you stay regular”
(Torres winces)

Torres: "Daaaamn”

Caprie: 'It's either drink this or [ go get the enema Kkit...so, (places one hand on hip)..what's it going
to be, big boy?"

(Gibbs smiles at Caprice....she smiles back)

Gibbs: "Our enemas are just between us, Caprice...I doubt if Agent Torres here would like to be a
witness..."

Torres; "Drink your coffee, man!"

(Caprice places the cups of steaming coffee on the table by the bed....Gibbs sips gratefully...Caprice
pats Gibbs on the cheek, then exits...They both watch her walk out..Torres looks at Gibbs, eyebrows
raised..The Gibbs scowl returns.)

Gibbs: 'Okay, Torres, you've had your say...I've listened...Now it's your turn to listen"
Torres: "Yea, Gibbs...anything..."

Gibbs: "Some men are men...some do a good job of it, some don't..Then there are men, some
women...but mostly men, hell [ don't make the rules, just know them... that are willing to put their
body, mind, even their marriages, on the line, all to do a job"

Torres: "Our job?"

Gibbs: "Ours, but there are others...Police, firefighters, soldiers, even nurses, doctors..They do what
they do, and pay a price...sometimes the price is pretty damn high, amigo"

Torres; "Yea.."

Gibbs; "Those men and women are set apart. Different. They have to be...and in that group, there is
another group..smaller, rare...but necessary"

Torres; "Us?"

Gibbs; 'Yea..that's.us"

Torres: "You know what I'm feeling inside?"
Gibbs; 'Torres, more than you will ever know..."
Torres; "How do you live with it?"

Gibbs: "Balance"

Torres; "How do I..how did you find it?"

Gibbs; "I didn't...Shannon did it for me"


http://s.us/

Torres: "Your wife?"

Gibbs; "Yea..my wife...I need to tell you a story...."

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens outside Buxley's estate home. The acreage is dark, no light from the city illuminates
it..The trees are alive with cicadas, filling the night with their chirping,...Buxley is sitting on the
unlighted front porch, faint light from the windows, and the lamps inside, the only illumination...He
is rocking in a chair, talking on the phone)

Buxley: "Oh yea, | garawntee, Bujo, dat man was some kinda fit to be tied...when you be layin dat
motion to supress, all hell and damnation broke itselfloose!...I owe you, Bubba....(he
listens)...Yea...you too...."

(Buxley ends the call, lays the phone down, lets out a breath full of self-satisfaction..He does not
notice the gloved hand on the porch rail, silently lifting the person over the rail, then landing on the
porch...soft, cloth shoes, black, matching the gloves, move onto the porch, out of Buxley's line of
sight)

Buxley: "Oh yea, Colonel, you have sho nuff done it again...escaped the long arms of the NCIS
Thibodeaux Law Dogs"

(The figure hugs the wall of the house, all in black, ski mask covering the face...The figure creeps
without a sound to a position behind Buxley...Buxley's eyes widen in shock as he feels a gloved
hand over his mouth, then one on the opposite side of his head...he feels, rather than hears, a
presence next to his ear...then a whisper)

Voice; "You hurt his heart”

(The hands jerk...Buxley hears a click...It is the last thing he ever hears..The figure places two
fingers on Buxley's neck, presses, waiting for the heartbeat to fade...slower.slower....then nothing.
The brain stem, severed, stopped sending signals to the heart...Satisfied, the figure moves stealthily
towards the porch railing it entered over...the dark clothed figure places one hand on the railing,
then leaps over it, disappearing into the landscape, still chirping with cicadas...they either didn't
hear the movements, or they approved)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in Gibbs's hospital room....Gibbs begins to tell Torres a story...)



Gibbs: "I had just come back from my first tour...I had 7 kills in 6 months....and I came home for 2
weeks...Shannon met me at the door.."

Then....

(He doesn't have to knock....the door flies open, Shannon jumps into his arms, her legs wrapped
around his waist, arms around his neck, she plants kiss after Kkiss on his face...)

Shannon: "I love you I love you I love you I love you! I am so glad to see you! My marine is home!"
(Young Gibbs holds his wife, close to tears....)

Gibbs: "Baby....I missed you so much...."

Shannon: 'So what first, Marine? Wait...come see!"

(Gibbs enters his house, and his face lights up in surprise...Banners, streamers, signs saying
"Welcome Home Gibbs" are pasted on every wall....)

Gibbs: "Wow...you did all this?"

Shannon: "Sure did, big boy....Now...what first? You hungry? You want to talk? You
want...uh...Hmm...what could a Marine that's been gone for 6 months, not seeing his incredibly
beautiful wife for that long, possibly want?"

(Gibbs smiles at his incredibly beautiful wife...scoops her up off her feet, holds her close to his
body..She expects a quick move to the bedroom, but Gibbs stands there, not moving, just holding his
wife close to him...)

Shannon: "Baby?"

Gibbs: "Can I hold you like this a little longer? Please?"

Shannon; '‘Baby, you can hold me like this forever..."

Gibbs: "I may need to...."

Shannon; 'Honey...talk to me.."

Gibbs; "I killed men"

(He lets her down...she places both hands on his cheeks, she looks him in the eyes....)

Shannon: "I know..."



NOW.,

Torres: "She could tell?"

Gibbs: "Yea...she could tell...She could see everything in me"
Torres: "So....she helped you?"

Gibbs: "No...she saved me"

THEN

Shannon: "Do I need to talk to the lamb or do I need to talk to the wolf?"
Gibbs: "I don't know..I don't know what you mean"

Shannon: 'Yes you do...When you are out there, when it's you or them, live or die...and baby, I've
stayed awake many nights thinking about that...anyway, there's a part of a man, some men,
anyways, that have that in them...and when the wolf is needed, they let it loose...and they do what
they do, what they have to do, to stay alive, and come home to incredibly beautiful wives like me"

Gibbs; "What happens to the lamb?"

Shannon: "Oh, I don't know...it goes to sleep, it watches, it goes and talks to other lambs,,but it's
there, waiting...But sometimes, baby, sometimes, the lamb forgets that it's him that owns the
man...that even though the wolfis needed, it's the lamb that is the very best part of that man...it's
the part that loves, and laughs, and kisses his incredibly beautiful wife...."

Gibbs: "How do L..how can I get the lamb back? What if I cant?"
Shannon: "That's easy, Marine...the incredibly beautiful wife does it"
Gibbs: "You do?"

Shannon: "Affirmative soldier boy....it's the wife...it's the wife that knows the lamb and wolf are
gonna fight...and it's the wife that pulls the lamb back, making sure the wolf sleeps, ready to be
called again, but only then...It's me, baby....So, you don't worry your handsome head about it....I got
that"

(Gibbs stares at his wife....big tears start to fall...She stares back...her own tears fall....)



Gibbs; "I love you, Shannon...I love you so much..."

(Shannon smiles at him, slyly...)

Shannon: "Then show me Marine....Show your incredibly beautiful wife just how much"
(Gibbs blushes, smiles back)

Gibbs: 'You want the lamb or the wolf?"

Shannon; 'l want the lamb, honey...I want the lamb for hours...and then..."

Gibbs; "Then?"

(Shannon changes her smile to a wickedly seductive one...her eyelids heavy in that look only a
woman knows how to do...)

Shannon: "Then baby...I'll let you know when [ want that wolf"

Now....

(Torres has been listening, hypnotized by the story..amazed at the window into Gibbs's life he'd
never been invited to look into before. Maybe no one had been invited to see)

Torres: "Wow...I mean wow...she was something, Gibbs..."

Gibbs; "She was everything, Nick...everything"

Torres: "If it's okay to ask...I mean...How did you find that balance after...you know..."
Gibbs: "I didn't...When she died, that died"

Torres; "Man, I'm so sorry...."

Gibbs: "Don't be. I never gave another woman a chance to be the same...I think one wanted
to...Dianne...but I never let her.."

Torres; "So now...how do you handle it now...?"
(Gibbs stares at the ceiling....silent)
Torres: "You don't have to tell me....that's your business, Gibbs..."

Gibbs: "I don't handle it..Why do you think I'm such a miserable son of a bitch?...And [ don't want
you to make the same mistake..."

(Torres is now the silent one....instead of the ceiling, he stares at the floor..Gibbs gives him the space
he needs)

Torres: "Do you think Bishop can do that?"



Gibbs: "I think you and Bishop can do it for each other...probably will have to....But...it starts with
you, brother"

Torres; "What do you mean?"

Gibbs: "You have to be willing to need her, Nick...you have to be willing to trust her with everything
you feel and think...If you do that..If you go first, it will give her permission to do it too...She will feel
as safe as you let her...by trusting her"

(Torres leans back in his chair...reflecting on the story...the lesson...and in no small amount, the man
laying there, broken up inside, yet willing and trying to help him put his broken pieces
together....He was with family...and he felt safe...He closed his eyes,,,,)

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in multi-level paring garage....an Uber driver drops off his passenger...the passenger
pays in cash, medium size tip...the kind not so small you remember it, not so big you remember
it...The drivers puts his car in gear, exits the garage...His passenger stands, and waits..)

(scene shifts to entrance to the garage, a lone attendant sits in the booth, slides open his window as
another vehicle enters the garage...The woman takes the ticket from the attendant, the gate moves
up, allowing the new vehicle to enter..The man notices the Star of David that was hanging on the
woman's necklace)

Attendant: "Man, I think Israeli women are so hot!"
(He watches the woman drive into the garage, wondering what her story was....)
Attendent: "Boring....definitely a boring life...I could see it on her face"

(The driver sees the signs leading to the second level, accelerates quickly around a corner, her tires
squealing loudly as she takes the turn too fast...She see's the person that arranged for her to pick
them up....instead of slowing gradually, the woman slides to a stop...The person enters the front
passenger door without a word...The driver reaches into the back seat, brings up a large paper bag
with handles on it..."Beltway Grocery Store" is printed on the side...The passenger starts taking
items off, putting them into the bag...The black wig comes off....then she pulls gently on her nose, a
prosthetic rubber piece pulls off and goes into the bag...then some stuffing comes out from under
the blouse, and into the bag)

Passenger: "Pride recognized me at the airport”
Driver: "Yes, | am aware. He called me"

Passenger: 'Where did [ mess up?"



Driver: "He said you did what he called "a scrunchy mouse thing"

Passenger: "Mouth...scrunchy mouth"

Driver: "Whatever...but [ would not worry about him....He, in fact, told me such"
Passenger: "Thank you"

Passenger; "Is he still at the hospital?”

Driver: "Yes...I called the nurse station, and yes, Gibbs still has his visitor...the nurse poked her head
in, and said he was asleep in the chair"

Passenger: "Instead of coming to see me...(she turns her head, chin beginning to quiver)"
(The driver reaches over, takes the passenger's hand, squeezes it)

Driver: "If he is sleeping, that means he has found peace. And he was with Gibbs. Gibbs is the wisest,
and in his own way, the most caring man I have ever known, my dear friend...Trust..."

Passenger: "I guess you know what I'm feeling..."
Driver: "If anyone knows, it is me. And [ hope you have learned from my mistakes"
Passenger: "If you had it to do all over again, would you have told him?"

Driver: "A hundred times. It was his child too. [ made a horrible mistake, and I caused a great deal of
pain to the one man I had come to love, without wanting to hold back. And [ hurt the man that loved
me...he loved me despite all my mistakes, all my walls..all my everthing...l almost lost him...please do
not do that to Torres"

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens in Gibbs's hospital room, morning light streaming in through the window, Torres
snaps awake to the voices...)

Caprice: "Oh no you dont! Jethro, you do not eat from the plate I brought your friend!"

(Caprice switches back the trays, taking the one with scrambled eggs, sausage patty, fried potatos,
away from Gibbs, sliding it over to Torres, then replacing it with the single bowl of oatmeal
originally intended for Gibbs)

Gibbs: "This is proof you're a monster! Oatmeal? Caprice, I'm a grow man! I need real meat! [ need
food, damnit!"

Caprice; "This is food, Jethro...healthy, full of vitamins, it's good for you...now eat!"

Gibbs; "I'm not eating pig slop...there's no way..."



(Caprice sighs, pulls a chair up next to Gibbs's bed, takes the bowl, and fills a spoon full of oatmeal,
moves it to Gibbs's mouth...Gibbs eats it)

Caprice: "That's a good boy...now another one.."
(Torres, now fully awake, watches the interchange...he wonders....Gibbs looks over at Torres..)
Gibbs; "Maybe"

Torres: (to nurse) "Ma'am, thank you for the breakfast, but [ really have to go....I need to see if I can
heal something myself..but...before I go..."

Gibbs; "Torres"

Torres: "Ma'am, what do you know about the balance inside a man?"
Gibbs; "Oh jesus, Torres"

(Caprice smiles...)

Caprice: 'For men like Jethro here? Agent Torres, there is no balance in that man....it would take a
woman that knows how to help him find it"

(Gibbs face shows surprise...Torres is grinning from ear to ear...Torres gets up, pats Gibbs on the
head, then moves to the other side of the beg, gives Caprice a hug....She shows genuine surprise)

Torres; "How many times have you been married?"

Gibbs: "Torres!"

(Caprice smiles again)

Caprice; "None, Agent Torres..what a surprising question!"

Gibbs; 'Ya think? Oh my god!"

Torres; "No way! A good lookin woman like you?"

Caprice: 'Guess I never found him, Agent...simple as that"

Torres: "Who's him?"

Gibbs; "I think I'll just go ahead and die...don't bother bringing me back"

Caprice; "Him? Well...I have found quite a few men that wanted to marry me, but I never found the
man that needed me..There's a difference you know"

Torres; 'Yes ma'am...(smiles big at Gibbs) [ know that...I know that now..Gotta go Gibbs...thank you,
man...from my heart...thank you"

Gibbs: "Go Torres! For the love of god, go!..Get outa here! Now! Go do something...hell, just go do
something"

Caprice; "What a nice young man....and he adores you...."

Gibbs; "Whoa godzilla..."



Caprice; "Don't even, Jethro...and I can see why...."
Gibbs; "I know I'm going to hate myself for asking...but why?"

Caprice: "Because you're a wonderful man, Jethro...maybe some day you'll let me show you what
you don't know about yourself”

(scene fades to black and white)

(scene opens at Bishop's apartment..She sits on the couch, tired from no sleep, eyes heavy, red from
crying...she thinks of nothing, then everything, both sides of the coin turning over in her head....then
a knock....She looks at the door...paralyzed...then another knock...She pushes herself up off the
couch, and walks to the door, afraid..She opens the door)

Torres: :"Hey"

Bishop: (looking outside) "Torres, it's pouring down rain...come inside"

(Torres enters, stands on the small tile area by the door, not sure if he is welcome or not)
Torres: "I'm sorry, Bish"

Bishop: "I know"

Torres: "l had to go...I had to get some things straightened out...you know...in my head"
Bishop: "Did you?"

Torres: "I think so...but [ know you deserve more than ['ve given you"

(Her stomach churns, she turns away from him, not trusting her emotions)

Bishop: "So...can you tell me?"

Torres: "Yea...I need to tell you everything...In time"

Bishop: "In time? I don't know what that means..."

Torres: "I'm not complete, Ellie...I'll never be complete.."

(her fear takes over...she hates herself for it, but here it is...)

Bishop: "You can be...Nick, please...let's talk about this...don't do this.....
Torres: "I'll never be complete...without you"

(The wave hits her....she turns to him, hoping she had heard it right, read it right....)

Bishop: (whispering) "What..does that mean?"



Torres: "l need to be able to give you everything...but that means my fears...and it means my
weakness...and that may not be what you wanted from me..."

(Bishop is nodding her head up and down...frantically..)
Bishop: "Yes it is! It's what every woman wants..but we don't get it..."

Torres: " And I need you to do the same...I know I gotta go first..I know I have to show you it's
okay..But if you're willing to try...."

(Bishop can't hold it back....she grabs Torres, embraces him....crying...)

Bishop: "I want everything...I want all of you...I want to let you be weak, I want to help you be
strong...i want to show you everything inside me, let you help me....Yes...please...say yes to us, Nick!"

(Torres hugs her tighter, closes his moist eyes, mouthing the words, "thank you Gibbs...")
Torres: "Ellie...please...love me"

(Bishop, crying, holding him, can only nod her head up and down...)
Bishop: (struggling with words) "Love...me back"

Torres: "Always, Bish...I promise..."

Bishop: "Will you marry me?"

Torres: "If you'll marry me back"

Bishop: "Then everything's alright then"

Torres: "Yea..it's good...real good"

(She backs away from him, looks into his eyes...)

Bishop: "I need to tell you something..."

Torres: "Yea...anything"

Bishop: "I'm not sure you're going to like this...."

Torres: "Bish...if there's been another man..."

(She places her hand on his mouth)

Bishop: "There's been no other man...only you...and...."
Torres: "And..?"

Bishop: "A part of you is inside me"

(She waits...scared to death, excited, waiting, can't wait...)
Torres: (high pitch voice) "What?"

Bishop: "A part of you is inside me, Nick...."

(He stares, confused...then it hits him....his eyebrows go up....his jaw drops...)



(Bishop nods her head up and down....)

Bishop: "We can talk about it...it's our decision....it's okay, baby...."
(Torres face scrunches...he's desperately trying to control his emotions...)
Torres: "I'm going to be.....
Bishop: "A daddy....yes, Nick..."

(Torres, unexpectedly, turns, opens the door to the apartment...bolts outside)
Bishop; 'Nick! Wait! It's pouring down rain! Come talk to me!"

(She watches, not knowing what this means....she sees Torres run into the center area of the
apartment complex, alone, in the rain...He throws his arms up in the air, and yells)

Torres; (yelling) "I'm going to be a father! You hear me world? I'm going to be a daddy!"

(Bishop leans against the doorway, crying and laughing, watching this man....the father of her child,
rejoice in the news...and now, she can rejoice too)

(camera zooms out, view of Torres standing in the rain, arms extended, shouting to the world the
good news...)

(scene fades to black and white)

The End






