GLI TCH
by Daryl Henry
Fade | n:
EXT. COASTAL MAI NE - MORNI NG

G anite headl ands, cool sea. Trees recoiling in the w nd.
Li ght houses, old, still working. A few boats, fewer people.

SUPERI MPCSE: July 17, 1996
EXT. BOOTHBAY HARBOR - MORNI NG

The town awakening. A m sty panorama of pine trees, |obster
trgps st acked on wooden docks, fishing boats rising on the
t1de.

EXT. BEACHFRONT COTTAGE - MORNI NG

A restored fisherman's shanty with weathered shingles and a
noss-covered roof. Tidy. Flowers on the porch.

| NT. BEACHFRONT COTTAGE - MORNI NG

Tal |, slender DARLA M CHAEL HENK, mearinP a US Navy nonex
flight suit, her coEper-coIored hair still wet fromthe shower,
pushes back from a hal f-eaten breakfast.

Pal e, she carries her dishes to the chi pped porcel ain sink,
stops, begins to shiver. Bends over, throws up.

Gaspin?. Afraid to rel ease her %rip on the countertop and
reach for a paper towel to w pe her chin.

DARLA
Steady as she goes, Lieutenant. Just
anot her goddamm m ssile test.

She spl ashes water on her face, reflects, starts rinsing out
the sink, leaves it till later. Heads for the door.

EXT. BRUNSW CK NAVAL Al R STATION - M DDAY

A feM(fong mles north of Portland, Maine. Not much activity.
One airplane warm ng up: a radonmed TURBOPROP-- a Lockheed
Electra tranfornmed into a Navy P-3 ORION. W ndow ess, a flying
radar station.

| NT. NAS READY ROOM - M DDAY

Li eutenant Juni or G ade Darla Henk, pay phone to her ear, |ooks
out across the tarmac toward the Orion.

DARLA
(into phone)
There's going to be just too many damm
airliners, Bobby.



EXT. SUNDECK - MOUNTAI N CABI N - M DDAY (I NTERCUT W ABOVE)

CNerIookinP Bonner's Ferrr, | daho. BOBBY HENK, his booted feet
uE on the log railing, holds a cordl ess phone between unshaven
chin and thinning hair.

_ BOBBY _ _
They' || be lit up like fireflies, sis.
You won't have any trouble staying clear.

| DARLA
Didn't that Iranian airliner show up on
your screen, too?

Bobby reaches for his coffee nug, takes a swall ow

BOBBY
The USS Vi ncennes was in a war zone.
You'll be within sight of the lights of
Manhat t an.

Darl a stares out at the Oion.

BOBBY ( CONT' D)
Stay | oose, kid. Your target will be
ski nm ng the waves, well bel ow any
civilians.
(beat)
You still there?

DARLA
Yeah. Thanks. Later, okay.

A dark-eyed, dark-skinned wonman exits the cabin, puts her arm
around Bobby. To BECKY, his Tahitian w fe, Bobby says:

BOBBY
She' s scar ed.

EXT. BRUNSW CK NAVAL Al R STATI ON - M DDAY

A Navy pickup stops at the edge of the tarmac. Darla junps out
t he passenger side and sw ngs aboard the Orion. The door

sl ans, the engines rev.

END OF THE RUNWAY

The turboprop zoons toward us, takes off, up and over and gone.
EXT. US NAVY ORI ON - LATE AFTERNOON

Obiting at 20,000 feet, a fewmles off the coast. To the
west, orange clouds |ayer the horizon behind the Hanptons.
Directly beneath, darkness gathers over a gl ass-snooth sea.

I NT. US NAVY ORI ON - LATE

Darla on the edge of her bucket seat at her duty station in the
darkened M ssile-Targeting center. Determ ned, sweating,

( CONTI NUED)



concentrating on her radar console. In a long |ine behind her,
ot her OPERATORS, all male. No signs of concern there. She
turns back to her console and its three prom nent sw tches:

| NSERT: SW TCHES- - Label ed Acquire, Designate and Transfer, the
| ast one fire-engine red.

Darla adjusts her boommc, rests her right hand on the edge of
the console, watches it trenble.

Studying her fromthe cockpit doorway is the Radar Supervisor,
Li eut enant Commander NEIL OTTNEY. Vain, confident, a Stanford
grad. He approaches, places his hand on her shoul der-- _

technically a court-martial offence. But Darla is preoccupied.

DARLA
Testing this damm thing out in the ocean
is one thing. Testing it dowmtown is
anot her .

TTNEY
It's got to work inshore as well as off,
Li eut enant .
(beat)
| lIike your nail polish.

Darl a | ooks down at her non-spec vermlion nails.

OT'TNEY
Your brother was aboard the Vincennes,
right?

She nods.

OTTNEY ( CONT' D)
If they'd had e¥es in the sk% they
m ght've identified that Airbus in tine.

DARLA
It'd be okay if we were just eyes.
(to her swtches)
We're al so pointing the gun.

OTTNEY
You're qualified, Lieutenant. There's
nobody better.
She | ooks at his hand on her shoul der, then up.

_ DARLA
Yes, sir.

He renoves his hand, continues down the aisle.
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