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TEASER

INSERT PROPAGANDA VIDEO:

A glowing green ROCK overlaid with the rotating SOLAR SYSTEM.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Glonelium!  The new cosmic element 
that changed everything.

On an asteroid, SPACE-MINERS extract a glowing, green ORE.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Visiting the planets of our Solar 
System had been common for years-

TOURISTS snap photos of JUPITER from a SPACE CRUISE-SHIP.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
-But when it was discovered refined 
Glonelium could be used for 
teleportation, within centuries 
every planet was colonized.

GREEN SPHERES appear in empty space above URANUS, vanish to 
reveal SPACE SHIPS, which dock at COLONY BASES on its MOONS.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Peace and prosperity reigned as our 
glorious “Earth Central Republic” 
reaped the bounty of our new 
manifest destiny-

In the EARTH CAPITAL CONGRESS CHAMBER, PLANETARY 
REPRESENTATIVES meet beneath the blue-and-green “ECR” FLAG.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
-Until the War of the False 
Revolution, when the colonies 
turned against their benevolent 
Mother Earth.

A SPACE BATTLE rages in the ASTEROID BELT.  ASTEROIDS filled 
with Glonelium EXPLODE as SPACE WARSHIPS fire LASERS.  Dead 
SOLDIERS in MILITARY ASTRONAUT UNIFORMS float amidst rubble. 

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
Of course, the main front was the 
Asteroid Belt, where ninety-percent 
of our System’s Glonelium is found.  
For whomever controls the flow of 
Glonelium, controls the Universe. 
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PRESIDENT ESCOBAR MIERDEZ (57), tall, lean, with pencil-thin 
mustache, SMILES in front of a waving ECR flag.

ANNOUNCER (V.O.)
After five long years, President 
Mierdez has finally restored order 
to our Republic, thanks to the 
sacrifice of those brave heroes--

SPECIAL FORCES SOLDIERS board a WARSHIP.

INT. THERAPIST OFFICE - DAY

A HAND enters the frame, PAUSES the video.

FARSON (O.S.)
There!  That’s you isn’t it? 

JACE PERILL (28), hard black eyes, untamed beard, GREEN 
BEANIE with SPECIAL FORCES EMBLEM, sits across from white-
haired, Belgian DOCTOR FARSON (70), who taps the TV SCREEN. 

FARSON (CONT’D)
Aha!  Saw this on the news last 
night and I knew it was you!  They 
called you a hero.

JACE
You know what happed to all those 
“heroes”?  They died.

FARSON
Except you.  

JACE
Yeah, except me. 

Jace points to GARRET “BOOMER” SALVO (28), a tall, goatee’d, 
handsome, Californian man, who elbows Jace in the video. 

JACE (CONT’D)
And Boomer, the guy on my left.

FARSON
The Special Forces Unit is 
legendary.  Their sacrifice is 
already one of our great cultural 
epics!  Everyone knows it was you 
all who won the war, not Mierdez. 

JACE
We sure know who won, alright.
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FARSON
What really happened that day, 
Jace?  The day your unit was wiped 
out?  The day we won the war?  

EXT. ASTEROID BX-49 - ASTEROID BELT - SPACE - FLASHBACK

Jace and Boomer run from a massive green EXPLOSION with the 
SPECIAL FORCES SOLDIERS, as the ASTEROID breaks apart beneath 
their feet, propels them all into SPACE.

Jace and Boomer hold each other’s arms, faces locked in 
SILENT SCREAMS, as they spin through ASTEROID DEBRIS. 

END FLASHBACK.

Jace shifts in his chair. 

JACE
I don’t remember. 

FARSON
I see.  But, do you remember how 
you felt?  

JACE
No.

FARSON
You’re not being very cooperative. 

JACE
Why should I?  They forced me to 
come here.

FARSON
I am aware.  But, are you aware 
that my evaluation will determine 
your future with Earth Central? 

JACE
Should I be impressed?

FARSON
You should be concerned.  
If I were to diagnose you now, it 
would be for post-traumatic stress 
coupled with a severe anxiety 
disorder.  Is that what you want it 
to say on your file?  You’ll never 
work for the government again!  
You’ll never again hold a job that 
contributes to society.
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Jace stands.

JACE
Good.

Jace walks out the door. 

FARSON
Jace!

Jace stops, looks back. 

FARSON (CONT’D)
I want to help, but you’re not 
giving me a choice.  You were the 
best bomb diffuser in the Special 
Forces.  You’re probably the best 
one alive, today.  Don’t make me 
deny those talents to the world.

JACE
I’ve done enough for the world.  
I’m done with the government, done 
with people, done with you.  I’m 
done with it all.  I’ll never 
diffuse another bomb.

Jace slams the door.

INSERT TITLE SEQUENCE: “BOMB PATR01”

END OF TEASER
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ACT ONE

EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE - PERILL HOUSE - NIGHT

A small FLYING CAR lands by the isolated forest MANOR.

INT. PERILL HOSUE - FOYER - CONTINOUS

RON PERILL (55) heads downstairs as the DOORBELL rings. 

RON
I got it!

He opens the door to see Jace, with LARGE BAG, on the stoop.

RON (CONT’D)
Son?  Lydia, come down!  It’s Jace!

LYDIA PERILL (46) runs downstairs, EMBRACES Jace.

LYDIA
Jace?  What are you doing here?

JACE
Thought I would stay with you guys 
for a while.

Ron closes the door as Jace enters, sits on the couch.

RON
Of course.  Everything alright?

JACE
Not exactly.

Jace hands his father a FOLDER, he opens it.

RON
What is this?

JACE
My Psych. Eval.  I’m no longer fit 
for duty.  Anywhere.

LYDIA
Nonsense.  You’re a war hero!

JACE
Don’t call me that.

Ron closes the folder, sits beside Jace.
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RON
Whatever you’re going through, 
we’re here for you.

LYDIA
Yes, stay as long as you want.

JACE
Great.

INT. PERILL HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

INSERT TEXT: “SIX MONTHS LATER”

Jace, forty-pounds heavier, BEARD down to his chest, sits on 
a COUCH in the basement, surrounded by FOOD WRAPPERS, TRASH.  

In his limp hand, the TV REMOTE faces STATIC.  His glazed-
over eyes FLINCH from the light as Ron and Lydia enter.

RON
Hey, champ.  How you doing today?

Jace does not break eye-contact with the screen as his 
parents walk down the stairs, sit on either side of him. 

LYDIA
This has to end, Jace.  I know 
you’re hurting, but you need to get 
back out there. 

RON
Your mother and I have decided, if 
you don’t start pulling your 
weight, we’re kicking you out.  
Plain and simple. 

LYDIA
I know we sound like when you were 
just out of college, but you’re 
acting the same as then!

RON
You’re not facing your problems! 

LYDIA
Please!  Can’t you see how much it 
hurts us to see you this way?

Jace pulls himself to his feet, CHIP BAGS fall to the floor.

JACE
What do you want?
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Ron hands him a SHOPPING LIST. 

RON
You can start by going to the 
store.

EXT. NEW HAMPSHIRE - SUPERMARKET - DAY

On the side of a MOUNTAIN, flying cars park at a STRUCTURE.

INT. SUPERMARKET - DAY

Jace pushes a CART down the aisle.  SHOPPERS stare at his 
beanie, ONE approaches him. 

SHOPPER
Excuse me, were you really in the 
Special Forces?

Terrified at the prospect of discussing it, Jace covers the 
emblem with his hand, pulls beanie lower over his face. 

JACE
What?  Oh no.  No.

SHOPPER
You shouldn’t wear that, then!  
It’s disrespectful.

The shopper walks off in a huff, other shoppers shake their 
heads at Jace.  Jace shrugs them off, turns down an empty 
aisle, picks up a box of “SPACE ROCKS” CEREAL. 

EXT. ASTEROID BX-49 - ASTEROID BELT - SPACE - FLASHBACK

Jace and Boomer run with their UNIT as ASTEROID DEBRIS rains 
upon them.  Above, Space Warships fire LASERS at each other.

END FLASHBACK.

Jace drops the box, breathes heavy, pushes the cart away.

A CLERK (18) scans the last of Jace’s items at the CHECKOUT.

CLERK
Cash or credit, Sir?

JACE
Excuse me?
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CLERK
Cash or credit?

INT. ASTEROID CAVE - FLASHBACK

A COUNTDOWN CLOCK ticks away as Jace tinkers inside a 
Glonelium BOMB, while Boomer and their unit look on.

Jace SWEATS as his SHEARS hover between two final WIRES.

BOOMER
White wire or green wire, Ticks?  
White wire or green wire!?

END FLASHBACK.

Jace clutches his chest, collapses to the floor, convulses. 

CLERK 
Sir?  Sir!

INT. PERILL HOUSE - BASEMENT - NIGHT

Ron, Lydia, and Farson sit across from Jace, back at his spot 
on the couch. 

FARSON
It was a textbook panic attack.  
Nothing too serious.

RON
My son does not have panic attacks!  
He was a bomb diffuser on the 
Special Forces, for God’s sake.  He 
held the lives of thousands in his 
hands everyday.

JACE
I’m not the same man anymore, Dad!  
Face it.  From now on, this is all 
I’m ever going to be.

Jace gestures to the garbage and television.

JACE (CONT’D)
I’ve accepted it, you should too.

Lydia CRIES, runs upstairs.

RON
See what you’ve, done?  Lydia!
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Ron runs up after his wife.

FARSON
This doesn’t have to be who you 
are, Jace.  “This” is just what 
you’ve chosen to be.  I wasn’t in 
the war and I’ve never known anyone 
from the Special Forces, but it 
seems to me, you’re not the type to 
choose the easy path.

Farson EXITS.  Jace’s eyes return to the TV.

INT. PERILL HOUSE - BASEMENT - DAY

INSERT TEXT: “TWO MONTHS LATER”

Boomer ENTERS, walks down the stairs, Jace looks over. 

BOOMER
Well, I didn’t want to believe it.

JACE
What are you doing here, Boomer?

BOOMER
Nobody calls me that anymore.  The 
name’s Garret.  I’m not calling you 
“Ticks”, am I? 

JACE
You can call me a Neptunian ass-
herder if you answer my question.

BOOMER
I’m here to save you from yourself.

JACE
That’s rich!  Save me.  We should 
have saved them.

BOOMER
It wasn’t our fault.

Jace jumps to his feet, throws the remote at Boomer.

JACE
Don’t lie to me!  I can take it 
from everyone else, but we were 
there!  We know what happened!
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BOOMER
You need to forgive yourself.  I 
have!

Jace leaps onto Boomer, knocks him to the ground.  He kicks, 
punches him, pulls his hair. 

JACE
WE DON’T DESERVE FORGIVENESS!  WE 
KILLED THEM!  KILLED THEM ALL! 

Ron ENTERS, runs down the stairs.

RON
Stop it!  Stop it this minute! 

Boomer flips Jace over, smacks his head, stands, pins him to 
the ground with his boot.  Ron tries to intervene, Boomer 
holds him at arm’s length.  Jace claws at his ankle, submits.

BOOMER
You’ve really let yourself go.  A 
year ago, I’d have never won this 
fast. 

JACE
Did you come here to humiliate me?

BOOMER
I came to offer you your life back!  
You’re better than this.  

JACE
Haven’t you heard?  I’m a certified 
nut-job!  My life isn’t worth Crap.

BOOMER
We don’t care about that.

JACE
We?

Boomer releases Jace, sits, makes eye-contact.

BOOMER
I’ve joined a special team.  A new 
team, that answers directly to 
President Mierdez.  They call us, 
The Executive Bomb Patrol.  Our 
mission is to keep the Republic 
safe.  And we need you, Jace.  
There are things we’re facing now, 
that only you know how to handle.
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JACE
You’d work for that demon?  The one 
who sent us into that death pit?

BOOMER
I don’t do it for Mierdez.  I do it 
for our fallen comrades, to 
preserve the peace they gave their 
lives for. 

JACE
You’re as dumb as you ever were!

Boomer kicks Jace, walks off, up the stairs.

BOOMER
You’re making a mistake.

Jace staggers to his feet, raises fists.

JACE
Don’t walk away from me!  You’re 
here now so, let’s finish this!  

Jace runs to punch Boomer.  Boomer dodges, knocks Jace down, 
gives him a look of disgust, exits.  Ron kneels to care for 
his son, as Jace watches Boomer’s boots walk up the stairs. 

INT. PERILL HOUSE - DAY

INSERT TEXT: “ONE WEEK LATER”

Jace stalks his empty house, checking that no one is home.  

Jace digs through his closet, pulls out his old ARMY TRUNK.  

He opens it, ruffles through old MEMENTOS, finds a FRAMED 
PICTURE of himself from his SPACE-MINING DAYS, hugging 
PERSEPHONE “SEPH” LEO-PERILL (32), a tall, gorgeous blonde. 

He puts it on the DRESSER by his beanie, fingers its EMBLEM 
as he stares at the picture, eyes WATERING. 

He returns to the trunk, finds his SPECIAL FORCES UNIFORM at 
the bottom.  Runs his finger on the TEXT stitched above the 
front pocket: “BOMB DIFFUSER, FIRST CLASS”. 

Wearing the uniform and green beanie, Jace stares at his 
REFLECTION in the mirror.  He gives himself a SARCASTIC 
SALUTE, flips the picture face-down.  

In the KITCHEN, Jace holds back tears as he writes a NOTE. 
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Jace ENTERS his PARENTS’ ROOM, puts FOLDED NOTE on the BED.

EXT. PERILL HOUSE - ROOF - DAY

Jace ties a ROPE to the CHIMNEY.  He places the NOOSE around 
his neck, breathes deep, steps to the edge. 

FARSON (V.O.)
It seems to me, you’re not the type 
to choose the easy path...

JACE
I’m sorry.

Jace bends his knees, prepares to jump.  

PAKE (O.S.)
Soldier!

Jace is blown backwards as a FLYING CAR shoots overhead, 
circles around, lands on the roof, behind him.  

NAZARIO PAKE (48), a stern, moustached, Lebanese man with 
hard wrinkles and thick black hair, steps out, walks to Jace.

JACE
Who the Hell are you?

PAKE
Captain Nazario Pake, Captain of 
The Executive Bomb Patrol.

JACE
This again?  Did Boomer send you?

PAKE
Negative.  I am the one who sent 
him.  Thought a friendly face might 
have a better shot at convincing 
you.  Seems I was wrong.

Embarrassed, Jace removes the noose. 

JACE
My answer hasn’t changed.  Go away, 
I’m busy.

PAKE
Clearly, but I’m afraid I have to 
cancel your self-termination.
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JACE
You don’t have the right to tell me 
when I can die!

PAKE
Actually, I do.

Pake hands Jace a FOLDER.

PAKE (CONT’D)
You’ve been recalled to active 
duty.

Jace opens it, sees a REPORT with his photo stamped “CLEAR”.

JACE
You want me to diffuse bombs again?  
Ha!  I can’t even handle shopping.

PAKE
There’s no time to argue.  We’ve 
got a Glonelium bomb in the capitol 
with a six-hour fuse. 

JACE
A Glonelium bomb?  Are you sure?

PAKE
I never say anything if I’m not 
sure, like the fact that only one 
person in history has ever tried to 
disarm one of those Bastards and 
lived, and I’m looking at him. 

JACE
Yes, I tried.  And I failed!  

PAKE
Still, you have experience.  That 
makes you our best hope.

JACE
You’re a fool to want me anywhere 
near that thing!  I’m not a 
soldier!  I’m a disgrace.

PAKE
There’s nothing I hate more than 
self-pity.  You make me sick.  
Choking on your own tears, while 
innocent lives are at risk!

Jace stalls, clenches his fist, lowers head, sheds a tear.
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JACE
It’s not fair.  Why did I get to 
live and they all paid for my 
mistake?  It should have been me.

PAKE
Son, we do not have time to ponder 
the great mechanizations of our 
Lord!  All I know is that right 
now, there are people depending on 
us.  The only question you need to 
answer, is if you’re going to turn 
your back on them?

Jace pauses, lifts his head, stares at Pake.  His answer is 
in his eyes.  

PAKE (CONT’D)
(smiles)

Welcome to the Bomb Patrol.

END OF ACT ONE
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