<Title>
an original screenplay by

<your nane here>

<your Nane here>
<your address>
<city, state, zip>
<phone>

<emai | >



FADE | N:
SERI ES OF SHOTS - CLIFF' S POV

We fall to the ground. Blue sky. CRACK! The report of a sniper
rifle. Then MOS.

Bl ack. A long blink.

Buddi es converge, return fire. Angry faces. Tracers.

A |l ong blink.

Concerned faces, clustered above us. Medical activities.
A |l ong blink.

Chopper bl ades. Slower than reality. WHUP. WHUP.

A |l ong blink.

Buddi es turn. An adol escent black-haired GRL in a dirty red
dress appears in frane, scream ng soundl essly down at us.

VWHUP.  VWHUP.
The buddies attenpt to restrain her. She fights themoff.
A strong armlifts her away from us.

She fights back. Her face cones close. Frantic, terrified.
Tears drip down her dirty face, drop on us.

Arnms gently but firmy lift her away.
VWHUP.  WHUP.

A |l ong blink.

VWHUP.

| NT. BEDROOM - DAY

CLIFF'S POV -- indoors. Quiet. CAMERON, 6, |eans over us.
Face cl ean.

CAMVERON
Daddy?

CLIFF SM TH, 20s, blinks back. In bed. Caneron touches his
face the way children do.

CAMERON ( CONT' D)
(whi spers)
Can | have Tony the Tiger?



Ciff levers hinself up on his el bow Checks to his |eft

DEl RDRE SM TH, 20s, sleeps...or feigns sleep. diff checks

to his right. Cock shows 6:02 a. m

CAMERON ( CONT' D)
(whi spers)
Can | have Tony the Tiger?

CLI FF
You can have Tony the Tiger.

Canmeron punps a fist.

CAMERON
(whi spers)
Yeaaaa. .. Al abana!
CLI FF

Drown 'em Ti del

I NT. KITCHEN - MOVMENTS LATER

Ciff pours Frosted Flakes into a bow .
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