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KELLY’S VOICE

Last time, on Pensacola: Wings of Gold…

CUT TO OIL PLATFORM

FOREMAN

This SOCEX’s a pretty big deal with you guys, huh?

KELLY

Well, we’ve been training for about the last 6 months.  It’s kinda like our final exam before deployment.

CUT TO KELLY AND MAD DOG ON PLATFORM

MAD DOG

We’re really down to the wire, aren’t we sir?


KELLY

This is the final event.  Yeah, after this, it’s the real thing, isn’t it?

CUT TO HOSPITAL BED

COLONEL DRAYTON

I’m going to miss the deployment.

KELLY

Yeah, but there’ll be other deployments, Doug.

DRAYTON

I don’t think so.  No, this was my shot, and now it’s gone.

CUT TO THE BUCKET

KATE

I met someone!

FLYING BANDITS/MEGAN

Congratuations, that’s great, tell me…

KATE

Yes, and he asked me to marry him.

FLYING BANDITS/MEGAN

(“touching”) Ohhhh….

KATE

I may be selling the Bucket and moving to San Diego.

CUT TO HAMMER AND KELLY ON TARMAC

HAMMER

Hey, hear about Kate?


KELLY

No.

HAMMER

She’s going to be getting married, selling the Bucket.

KELLY

(slightly challenging)

Where did you hear that?

HAMMER

(smiling)

Oh, Mad Dog told me.  Said Kate came into the Bucket last night and made the announcement.  

KELLY

(distracted, shocked) Married…

CUT TO KATE/MEGAN CLEANING THE BUCKET

MEGAN

I know you Kate.  I know how passionate you are, and I don’t see a woman who’s desperately in love….One of the things I’m learning in AA is not to confuse what I want with what I need.  Maybe you should look at what you’re doing.  You might find the thing you’re looking for right here.

CUT TO AIRCRAFT CARRIER PLATFORM

SPOON

If this is about Teri…

ICE 
It’s not about Teri, it’s about you and me.  We are playing some sort of a game here, but I just, I just don’t understand the rules!

SPOON

You’re right.  Yes, we have something.  There’s something going on between us.

ICE

So what are we going to do about it?


SPOON

(resignedly) 

There’s nothing we can do about it, not as long as we’re assigned together.

ICE

How long do you think that’s going to last, Spoon?  How long?

SPOON

About this long…

SPOON and ICE lean in and kiss passionately.

CUT TO THE BUCKET

HAMMER (to KELLY)

This is your last chance to make full bird.

CUT TO BASE TARMAC

COLONEL NATHAN

(smarmy) You know Bill, if I were you I would spend less time worrying about Mac and more about my own career.  Don’t you think? 

KELLY

With all due respect sir, my career’s going to work out just fine.

NATHAN

(sinister) What makes you so sure?

CUT TO KELLY’S OFFICE

KELLY

I want your word as Marine officers that this type of conduct will never have to be discussed again.

ICE

You have my word, sir.

SPOON

Yes, sir.  You have my word.

CUT TO BEACH HOUSE DINNER

ICE

Listen, I know what you said to the Skipper, and I know what I said.  But do we really mean it?


SPOON

Maybe…maybe one of us should ask for a transfer.

ICE

(hopeless)

Which one?

CUT TO DECK OF BEACH HOUSE

KATE

(to KELLY)

You know, you haven’t said very much about me leaving.  Must have some feelings about it.


KELLY

I think you know how I feel.  Do you want me to say it?

KATE

It’d be nice to hear the words

KELLY 
I’ll miss you.  


KATE

(unbelieving/wistful)

Will you?

KELLY

Of course I will.  And if it were up to me, I’d ask you to stay.

KATE holds KELLY’S cheek.  They lean in to kiss…and MAD DOG walks up.

MAD DOG

(awkward, realizing she’s just interrupted something)

Excuse me, sir.  This just came for you.  It’s from the Promotion Board.


KATE

So are you going to open it?

KELLY

(thinks a moment)

Not yet.  Let’s go inside.

CUT TO DINNER GUESTS ASSEMBLED AROUND TABLE

KELLY

To the future, wherever it takes us.

ALL

To the future!

FADE IN TO BEACH HOUSE

As the camera opens, we see it pan across the kitchen, where a number of fine dishes are stacked in the sink, waiting to be washed.  Various serving platters are deposited on the kitchen counters, and as the camera shifts to cross the table we see that it is completely cleared.  We then proceed to the deck, where ICE, SPOON, CAPONE, MAD DOG, COLONEL KELLY, HAMMER, KATE, and MEGAN are lounging in chairs.  

KELLY

Well, Capone, that was one of the best meals I’ve ever had.  Too many more dinners like that and I’ll have to move in. 

SPOON

Why do you think we keep him around, sir?

CAPONE

(reaches for SPOON mock-threateningly)
Hey, watch it man, or I’ll make you do the dishes!

There is laughter all around.


HAMMER 

Seriously, Capone, that was excellent food.  Lord, it feels good to relax after the SOCEX.

Murmurs of agreement come from the Marines.

MEGAN

Hey, speaking of the SOCEX, how did it go? 

KELLY

Well, given the confusion with Colonel Nathan, we don’t have an official rating yet.  However, I have it on good authority that the MEF commander is very pleased with us for stopping the assassination attempt on Secretary Rumsfeld.  I imagine we’ll deploy with no problems.  

The group is silent for a moment, thinking about leaving their homes for the past six months for an aircraft carrier.  

MAD DOG

Oh, sir, did you ever open that envelope?

ICE

What envelope?

KELLY

Oh, uh… (uncomfortable), something came for me from the Promotion Board just before we sat down for dinner.

SPOON

Sir, aren’t you going to see what it says?

KELLY

I don’t know…I was thinking about waiting until after deployment…

KATE

Oh, don’t be nervous, big guy; we all know you made it!  Now prove it!

KELLY

Nervous?  Oh….uh….I’m not nervous…

ALL 

Then open it!


KELLY

Okay, okay…even an old grizzled Marine knows when he’s beat…

KELLY reaches for the envelope in a pocket of his dress uniform, takes a deep breath, and deftly opens the packet.  He removes a folded, business-size letter and reads it.  Suddenly, his face drops, and he looks down with dismay, handing the letter to KATE.

KATE 

Bill, what is it…they did promote you, didn’t they?

KELLY

(dejected)

Just read it.

KATE

(with concern)

To: Lieutenant Colonel William E. Kelly

From: United States Marine Corps Senior Officer Promotional Board

Dear Lieutenant Colonel Kelly,

On behalf of the  Commandant of the United States Marine Corps, and for 

bravery, valor, and consistent performance above and beyond the call of duty on countless occasions, 

(brightening)

we hereby promote you to the rank of Colonel, with all the rights and privileges thereto.

Oh, Bill!  Come here, you big lug!  

KELLY has broken out into a huge smile.  He reaches out to hug Kate, and shakes HAMMER’s hand as the pilots all stand and salute.  

HAMMER

Congratulations, sir.  

KELLY

Thank you, Mac.  Hey, what’s this?  

KELLY feels inside the envelope.

KELLY

(unfolding the paper he’s withdrawn)

It’s a congratulatory letter from Colonel Drayton…and a request to meet him in his office tomorrow morning regarding…a transfer?

The Flying Bandits and company share confused looks as we FADE OUT…

OPENING MUSIC AND CREDITS

FADE BACK IN TO DECK

SPOON

(shocked)

Sir?

KELLY

I don’t know what this is about…we aced the SOCEX, I was just promoted…

I’d better head home and get some rest; the CO wants me to see him bright and early.  Thanks for inviting me, Capone.  Hey, why don’t you four take tomorrow off?  You’ve earned it after the GoPlat.

ICE

Thank you, sir.


SPOON

Thanks, sir.

MAD DOG,

Thanks much, sir.

CAPONE

Thank you, Colonel. 

KELLY smiles slightly, then heads out.  KATE follows him.


KATE

Hey Bill, wait up!

MEGAN

I’d better go too.  Thank you Capone, for a fabulous meal 

(she kisses Capone on the cheek)

You’re a real sweetheart.

CAPONE

(sardonic smile)

Good-night, Megan.  

MEGAN leaves.

SPOON

I’m going to turn in.  I want to, uh, go over some reports tomorrow.

ICE

Yeah, me too.  Good night, you two.

(her gaze lingers on SPOON for a long ten seconds)

CAPONE

Good night, Ice.  Don’t you worry, I’ll clean up.  

CUT TO KELLY’S APARTMENT AT THE BOQ

We see KATE and KELLY walking down the hall.  They stop at KELLY’s door.

KELLY

Well, this is my stop.

KATE

Yeah.  Listen, Bill…about my leaving…

KELLY

No, listen.  Look, I know the Bucket means a lot to you.  And…well…I would miss you a whole heck of a lot.  Like I said, I want you to stay.  But you’ve got to do what you feel is right in your heart, Kate.  Just follow your heart.


KATE

Bill…I…

KELLY

No, no arguments.  Now if you want to marry this guy, you go on and do it.


KATE

I can’t.

KELLY
Why not?

KATE

(in a rush)

Because I love you.

KELLY is shocked.  He forgets everything but KATE-including that there is a door behind him, until he falls into it from shock.  He opens the door and gestures to KATE.

KELLY

Uh…come in….

They walk inside.  KELLY’s apartment is not is big as his house, obviously, but it is well-furnished and roomy.  He sits down in an easy chair in his living area while KATE takes a couch.

KATE

I don’t know how long I have felt this way about you.  In some ways, I feel that I’ve always loved you, ever since I opened the Bucket after Max died.  You were tall, dark, fearless.. (laughs)…you had that shock of white hair…

KELLY

(good-naturedly)

Well, I’m glad somebody likes it…

KATE

(laughs again)

Yeah.  And…while I was in California….I mean, I missed Spoon and Ice and everyone……but it was you I thought about.  You I couldn’t wait to get back to.  You I couldn’t wait to take a walk on the beach with and tell you everything.  

KELLY is staring at our favorite bartender, silently ingesting this revelation, deep in some unknown emotion.

KATE

When I met Jason…I found myself comparing him to you.  His smile, the way he talked…his eyes.  When I thought, “Bill would love this,” after a romantic moonlit stroll through a forest, I knew I wasn’t fully committed to the relationship.  And I guess…..that’s why I came back to Pensacola.  To find out whether there was any hope for an us, before I committed myself to the only other guy I could find who seemed interested.  (resolute, yet pleading)  Is there?

KELLY

Is there what?

KATE

Hope, Bill!  Hope for us as more than friends.  Hope that you love me the same way I love you!

KELLY moves to the couch.

KELLY

There’s more than hope, Kate.  I…I care deeply about you…I think you know that.

Do you want me to say it?

KATE

It would be nice to hear the words.


KELLY

Am I the only one getting a strong sense of déja vu here?  

KATE

(smiling) 

No.   

(seriously)

So what is it, Bill?  Do I have a reason to stay in Pensacola?      

KELLY

Kate, I think you have many reasons to stay here.  But, as for our relationship…(hesitantly, yet meaning every word)…I do love you.  

KATE

(hopeful)

You do?  You’re not just saying so to keep me here?

KELLY leans in and gives her a deep, slow kiss.  

KELLY

(pulling back)

Did that feel like I was joking?

KATE
(flushed)

No.  

KELLY

Listen, I know this timing stinks, but I’ve really got to get to bed.  Doug wants to see me at 0730 tomorrow.  How ‘bout I come to the Bucket tomorrow, around 1500, and we can…talk about this? 

KATE

Okay.  See you tomorrow.

(she walks towards the door, turns around briefly and smiles at KELLY, then leaves)

After the door closes, KELLY leans back on his couch and exhales loudly.  A slow, huge smile appears on his face as he realizes he and KATE are finally together.  Still smiling, he walks towards his bedroom as we 

CUT TO HALLWAY IN BEACH HOUSE

We see SPOON emerge from the bathroom, wearing a towel around his waist.  ICE, in plain pajamas, walks up behind him.

ICE

(softly)

Spoon…

SPOON

Yeah?

ICE

I need to tell you something about…our relationship.

SPOON

(uncertain)

Sure.  What is it?

ICE

I don’t think I’m going to be able to keep my promise to the Skipper.

SPOON

(troubled, serious)

Yeah.  I was thinking the same thing.  

(beat) 

So which of us is going to request a transfer?

ICE

(frustrated)

I don’t know! 

(beat) 

All I’m sure of is that I can no longer ignore this..deep love I have for you.

SPOON

(gentle)

Here, let’s sit down and talk about this.  Give me a few seconds to put something on.

ICE 

All right.

CUT TO LIVING ROOM


ICE is sitting on a couch, waiting.  SPOON momentarily comes out wearing a black terrycloth robe and sits down. 

SPOON

Maybe…maybe we should start by getting out exactly what it is we feel for each other.  I mean, we’ve both been thinking about this thing for the past six months, but we’ve never really said what it is we’re thinking about.  

ICE

All right.  

 (beat)  

Tuck, I love you.  I love you with a passion and truth that scares me to death.   

(beat)  

You know that when we started flight school, I swore that I would never date a fellow pilot.  I just didn’t want all the complications that dating would create in my life, and I sure didn’t want to have to worry about relationships with fellow Marines.  I still don’t.  But, like I said, I can’t ignore what I feel for you anymore.  When I look into your eyes, I see a man who is intelligent and beautiful, and one with an integrity and goodness of heart that I have never seen.  I try to imagine my life without you in it, and I can’t.  I try to imagine us remaining good friends, but I can’t do that either.  My love for you is just too strong.  

ICE leans back, plaintive and frustrated.

SPOON

Okay.  My turn.  (takes a deep breath)  Alex, I care for you more than anyone I have ever known.  I love you so deeply that I have almost gone crazy ever since the night of the storm, when we first kissed.  I wanted more than anything for us to be together, but I knew that you didn’t want to talk about that night until recently.  

(beat) 

You are the only one I have ever known who can understand the real me.  Teri, Blaze, my other flings—none of them understood who I truly am.  You do, because you share the same passion and love of flying.  You know why I do what I do.  Because of that, and because of your strength and your inner driving fire, I will always love you.              

SPOON leans back, exhales, and looks at ICE, who returns his glance. 

ICE

Well, we’ve gotten our feelings out.  What are we going to do now?  We can’t be together because of Marine policy.  Are we just going to go nuts, trying to hold down feelings we both know will explode?

SPOON

Hold on.  (thoughtful)  The fraternization policies only prohibit romance between officers of different ranks, right?

ICE

(“shooting him down”)

Doesn’t matter, Spoon.  We’re still in the same unit and we’re about to deploy.   No way this doesn’t fall under “circumstances prejudicial to good discipline.”

SPOON

Yeah, but the regs don’t say we can’t be involved—good discipline is up to the Commanding Officer.  Maybe if we go to the Skipper and tell him what’s going on, he’ll make an exception to the rule.  

ICE

Come on, Spoon.  I think our little episode in his office the other day squashed all hope of that. 

SPOON

(frustrated)

Do you have any other ideas?


ICE

(resigned)

No.  

(beat)  

I guess we go see Colonel Kelly tomorrow.  

(beat)  

This is so stupid!  We finally know how the other feels, and we have to get permission from the Marines to act on our feelings!

SPOON

Well, there is something we can do right now.

ICE

(annoyed)

What?

SPOON leans in, caresses ICE’s cheek, and kisses her.  As ICE responds, the kiss deepens, and we 


FADE OUT

FADE IN TO BASE

It is morning at Pensacola Naval Air Station.  We see an establishing shot of the base, then immediately

CUT TO COL. DRAYTON’S OFFICE

We see DRAYTON seated behind his desk, his injured leg propped up on the platform.  The door opens and KELLY walks in.

DRAYTON

Ah, Bill.  Thanks for coming.  And congratulations on making full bird.

KELLY

Thank you, sir.

DRAYTON

Bill, we’re of equal rank now.  Call me Doug.

KELLY

(smiling)

Given all the drinks and golf games we’ve shared over the years, I don’t think that will be too hard.  

(beat)

Doug, there was something in my promotion materials about a transfer.  What’s this all about?  The MEU’s about to deploy, we aced the SOCEX….

DRAYTON

(placating tone, gesturing)

Calm down, Bill.  You’re still going to be attached to the 18th MEU, and you’ll still be its ACE.  But if you agree, you’ll also be commanding a new, autonomous unit.  

KELLY

(suspicious)

Go on…

DRAYTON

You remember a few years ago, when the concept of a rapid strike force was being tossed around the brass?

KELLY

Of course.  I commanded the Sea Dragons, the concept’s demo unit.

(annoyed)
However, as I recall the Dragons were scrapped due to lack of funding.


DRAYTON

(building up to something)
Bill, how did you feel about the Sea Dragons being decommissioned?

KELLY

Well, to be honest I hated it.

(beat)

When I first took command of the Sea Dragons, I didn’t like it at all.  I felt I was a pilot, not a babysitter for a unit of greens who didn’t know anything about teamwork.  But, as I got to know the team and saw it evolve into a tight, well-disciplined unit, I became its staunchest defender.  Next to Rebecca, of course.  

(beat)

Doug, where’s all this going?


DRAYTON

Rebecca never gave up on the concept.  After her promotion to general, she went to Washington and has been lobbying the Pentagon to resurrect the Sea Dragons ever since.  With the increased DoD budget this year, she finally succeded.

(beat)

A few months back, when we both headed up to D.C. to lobby for higher salaries for our enlisted troops, I also went to a meeting at the Pentagon which dealt with this topic.  General Hodges was arguing hard for the Sea Dragons, but the Commandant and the Joint Chiefs were reluctant to bring back a unit that had already been decommissioned.  I knew you believed in the idea, so I suggested a compromise.

KELLY

What’s the compromise?


DRAYTON

A new unit, based on the Sea Dragons but with added air power and more diversified ground forces.  They weren’t crazy about it to begin with, but between General Hodges and I we managed to talk them into it.  I told them I’d ask you to command.  

KELLY

That was a hell of a thing to do, Doug.  Volunteer my services when I was in the middle of training a MEU’s air element?

DRAYTON

I know.  But it was the only way to get them to allow the unit’s commission.  

(beat)

They’re not going to force you to command, Bill.  But with your previous experience in small, rapid-strike units, you are the best Marine for the job.  

KELLY
What’s the makeup of the unit?

DRAYTON

The CO, an exec, three Hornets, a Huey, and a Cobra.  Ground forces are a demolitions specialist, a computer/reconnaissance specialist, and a Special Ops expert.  

KELLY

Is this going to be a demo unit like the Sea Dragons?

DRAYTON

Nope.  The boys upstairs are making it a permanent unit.  They want to see how it operates before using it as a template to form more.  


KELLY

What is the name of this group?

DRAYTON

Well, that’s up to you.  We’re giving you broad operational authority on this one, Bill.  You get to pick the name of the unit, its members, and decide on the amount of training they get.  

KELLY

We?

DRAYTON

(smiling)
Yes, we.  Come on in, Becca.  

KELLY turns around in surprise as we see GENERAL REBECCA HODGES step through DRAYTON’s office door.  She has changed somewhat since last we saw her; her hair has a definite gray tinge to it, and she has a few wrinkles under her eyes—evidence of the stress of being who she is.  However, she still has a fire in her eyes and a poised, disciplined look about her.  

HODGES

(smiling)

Hello, Bill.  It’s been a long time.

KELLY

(smiling as well)

Too long!


He rises, and shakes HODGES’ hand.  KELLY then returns to his seat while HODGES takes one to his left.

KELLY

What’s it been, Rebecca—two, three years?

HODGES

(still smiling)  

About that long.  

(serious)
Bill, I’m sorry I couldn’t stay to tell you about the Sea Dragons myself.  I didn’t get the word myself until I was in Washington for my promotion, and by then it was too late.  

KELLY

Well, that’s all in the past now.  Besides, according to Doug here, you and he have found a way to bring them back, in a manner of speaking. 

HODGES

Well, I couldn’t have done it without the Colonel.  Without his proposal for added air support, the boys at the Pentagon would never have gone for it.

DRAYTON
(“aw, shucks”)

You’re too modest, General.  (gesturing to her, looking at KELLY) Bill, this woman had more passion in her when arguing for the team than I have seen in some fighter pilots.  
(beat, smiling)
Present company excluded.

KELLY

Becca, I’m glad you were able to resurrect your favorite project.  But it only seems fair to me that if I’m commanding the unit due to my experience with the Sea Dragons, the Dragons themselves should be part of it.  

HODGES
(still excited)

I’m glad you mentioned that.  I thought you might want the old team back together, and so I did some checking on their duty stations.  Here goes…

FADE IN TO EL TORO

HODGES

(voiceover)

Major Robert Griffin was assigned to the Enterprise and flew combat missions over Kosovo and Iraq after the unit was decommissioned.  He’s currently serving as an IP at El Toro…

We see this text in the traditional PWOG font flash across the bottom of the screen:

MCAS El Toro

We see two F/A-18s high in the atmosphere, in one of the PWOG stock footage shots.  One is flying straight and sure, but the other is continually making minute adjustments and heading corrections.  Major Bobby Griffin, a.k.a. CHASER, is flying the smooth fighter, while one of his students, callsign PYRO, is flying the other.    

CHASER

Shooter Two, this is Chaser.  Calm down, Pyro.  Just because you can’t stay away from fire doesn’t mean you need to burn your navigational aids out overcorrecting.

PYRO

Sorry, sir.  

CHASER 

Just ease back on the stick, and fly her smooth.

PYRO
I’ll try, sir.  

CHASER

All due respect, Lieutenant, but you’d better do more than try, or we’re going to have to drop you back a Nugget class. 

PYRO

Yes, sir.  

(beat)

Sir, permission to speak freely?

CHASER

Permission granted.  What’s on your mind, Lieutenant?

PYRO
Did you ever have problems getting along with your CO, like I have with Colonel Rogers?

CHASER

(smiling to himself)

Remind me to tell you about one Lieutenant Colonel Bill Kelly.  

(beat)

Pyro, give the Skipper a chance.  He’s a great guy; he just seems hard on you because he’s trying to turn you into the pilot we all want you to be.

(beat)

Now, let’s head back to the base.  

PYRO

Aye, sir.

The two F-18s turn in formation and speed back towards the base.  As they approach, the cloud cover breaks and we see El Toro.  It has different types of buildings than Pensacola NAS; the hangars and base complex are more blocky, reflecting the general dryness of the area.  The base is surrounded by desert, sagebrush and cactus.

CHASER

Shooter One, requesting permission to land.

SHARPSHOOTER CONTROL

Shooter One, this is base control.  You are cleared to land on Runway 3.  

CHASER

Thank you, Shooter Control.  Chaser out.

CHASER lines his plane up, and we cut to a stock shot of an F-18 landing on a runway.  The landing is perfect, as we would expect, and CHASER starts taxiing towards hangar area.  

PYRO

Shooter Two, requesting permission to land.

SHARPSHOOTER CONTROL

Shooter Two, this is Shooter Control.  You have clearance to land on Runway 4. 

PYRO

Shooter Two copies.  Out.

PYRO lines his fighter up, and starts to descend.  However, he starts to wobble, and he almost overshoots the runway completely.  After he finally lands safely, he starts to taxi toward the hangar, where CHASER waits, shaking his head.    

Bobby Griffin has become older since we last saw him.  He is a little more rounded in the face, and now wears the rank insignia of a Major instead of a Lieutenant.  However, he has retained the devil-may-care attitude of his time with the Sea Dragons, and it is evident, though subdued, in his eyes.  

TECH

Sir, the CO would like to see you in his office.

CHASER
Thank you, Corporal.  

CUT TO COL. ROGERS’ OFFICE

ROGERS is a balding man, slightly overweight, but with an air of confidence and competence about him that counters his laid-back demeanor.  He is reminiscent of the Sea Dragons’ descriptions of Colonel Ballinger—lovable, capable, and adored by most of those under his command.

The door to ROGERS’ office opens and CHASER walks in.

CHASER

You wanted to see me, sir?

ROGERS

Hello, Bobby.  Come in, take a seat.

CHASER sits down

ROGERS

How’s that Nugget doing, what’s his name, Pyro?  Last time I was on the tarmac he looked like he was on the fast track for a SOD.

CHASER
Sir, he really has the potential to be a great pilot.  He just is trying too hard.  

(beat)

I recommend we work with him more in the simulator, give him some more chances to get a feel for it.  

ROGERS

I’m not so sure.  I really want this young man to succeed, Bobby, I really do.  But if he can’t cut it… (trails off)

CHASER

I believe he can, sir.  

(beat)

I think Lieutenant Keller’s main problem is too much effort, as I stated.  If we can work with him—bump him back a class, spend more time with him in the simulator, whatever it takes—I believe he can be salvaged.  

ROGERS

Well, in case you’re right, I’ll assign Gonzo to work specially with him.

(beat)

Listen, Bobby, the reason I called you in here was that you have a phone call from a Colonel Bill Kelly.  I get the impression that it’s important, so I asked them to transfer it in here.  You can use the office, if you like.  

CHASER

Thank you, sir.  

ROGERS exits, and CHASER sits down and picks up the phone…

FADE OUT TO QUANTICO 

Screen text: MCB Quantico

HODGES

(v.o.)

Captains Annalisa Lindstrom and A.J. Conaway were both assigned to Quantico, Lindstrom to the President’s own helicopter squadron and Conaway to the base’s Advanced Demolitions contingent.  

We see three Hueys returning from exercises in triangle formation.  The birds are all emblazoned with the Seal of the President of the United States.  Captain Annalisa Lindstrom, callsign STINGER, is piloting one of the trailing Hueys.  

MAJOR CARTER

Great job today Stinger, as always.  You handled the mock White House evacuation very well.  

STINGER
Thank you, sir.  I try.  


CARTER

You are really a credit to the unit and the country, Captain.  I’m going to hate to lose you.  

STINGER

(confused)

Lose me, sir?  

CARTER

(mysteriously)
Just a feeling.
(beat)

By the way, you have a phone call waiting for you when we land.  One Colonel Kelly.


STINGER

(surprised and pleased)

Colonel Bill Kelly, sir?

CARTER

That’s the one.

(beat)

You know him?

STINGER

He was my CO before I was assigned here.  

CARTER 

Hmmm.  That answers a few things.  

STINGER

(confused again)

Sir?

CARTER
(“smiling”)

Never mind, Captain.

CUT TO TARMAC

We see STINGER in her flightsuit walking towards the base to take the phone call.  Suddenly, Captain A.J. Conaway, otherwise known as BUDDHA, jogs up beside her.

BUDDHA, like the other Sea Dragons, has not changed much, other than his new rank of Captain.  However, he does look more polished and smooth, largely due to STINGER’s influence.  

BUDDHA

Hey babe; where are you off to in such a rush?

STINGER

(groans)

A.J., I wish you wouldn’t call me that around here.  You know how the General would react if he knew that two of his officers were dating.  

BUDDHA

(smiling)

Oh, are we only dating?  Then I need to find out who gave you that engagement ring on your finger so I can bust his head in.    

STINGER
(laughs)

Oh, I wouldn’t recommend that.  

(beat, suggestive tone)

He’s strong…tough…sexy….and I hear he knows explosives pretty well.  

BUDDHA

Now I really hate him.

(laughs)

So seriously, where are you going?

STINGER

To the base.  You’ll never believe who is on the phone for me.  

BUDDHA

That’s weird.  I’m going to take a call too.

(beat)

And I guarantee you mine’s more unlikely than yours.

STINGER   

Don’t count on it.  It’s Colonel Kelly.

BUDDHA

No way!  He’s on the line for me too.

(beat)

Annalisa….you don’t think…he’s getting us back together?

STINGER

I don’t see how he could.  The Pentagon cut the funding.

(hopeful)

But then again….maybe, just maybe, you’re right..  

FADE OUT TO PENTAGON

HODGES

(v.o.)

Captain Wendell McCray has been working out of Washington, doing computer analysis and developing reconnaissance techniques at the Pentagon.

Screen text: The Pentagon

We see Captain Wendell McCray, callsign CIPHER, sitting down at a computer terminal, working feverishly on something extremely technical.  Suddenly, we see a Lieutenant Colonel bend over CIPHER’s shoulder.

LT. COL.

How’s it coming, Cipher?

CIPHER

Almost there, sir.  Just a few more lines to code and then this tracker will be able to see a flea on the back of a dog from 500 miles away.  Not to mention be able to conceal itself from any known countersurveillance devices. 

LT. COL.

Nice work, as usual.  

(beat)

Wendell, I never did thank you for reconning that terrorist camp in South America.  If it hadn’t been for you many good Americans would have died…including my daughter.

CIPHER

(gentle, humble)
I was just doing my duty, sir.

LT. COL.

Yeah, but you did it a hell of a lot better than a lot of other officers I know.  I just wanted to say thanks.

(beat)

Anyway, there’s a phone call for you.  Some Colonel out of Pensacola.

CIPHER
(now focused)

Was it Colonel Kelly?

LT. COL.
Yeah, that was it.  You know him?

CIPHER

He was my CO when I was part of the Sea Dragons.  

LT. COL.

Huh…wasn’t that the micro-elite strike force I heard about a few years ago?  You were part of that?

CIPHER

(proudly)

Yes sir.   I handled recon and technology.

(beat)

Until the unit was decommissioned….

LT. COL.

Tough break, Wendell.  But that’s the way it is with the pencil-pushers—they don’t know or care what’s good for us as long as it helps them.  Anyway, Kelly’s waiting on Line 4.  


CIPHER

Thank you, sir.

CIPHER reaches toward a phone as we

FADE OUT TO DRAYTON’S OFFICE

KELLY

Well, that takes care of almost all the berths on the team.  But I still don’t have a Special Ops officer…

DRAYTON

That’s where I come in.  Bill, Becca and I thought you would probably come around once you heard you’d be able to bring back the Sea Dragons, and you and I both know your own pilots can more than handle the task.  Special Ops, though…well, we all know how weird they can be.  Cautious, aloof, too paranoid for this type of thing.  So, I thought I’d find you one who you know as well as you do your pilots.


KELLY

Burner?

DRAYTON

(smiling)

Burner.  Captain Butch Barnes has just completed work on a classified strike mission, and is currently training out at White Sands.  

FADE TO DESERT SCENE

Screen text: White Sands AFB


        Middle East Training Ground

We see Captain Butch Barnes, callsign BURNER, and two other Marines, all outfitted in desert camoflauge, run in a crouch towards a stone complex.  BURNER quicly looks around the side of the wall he’s hiding behind, towards the main complex.  Seeing no one, he gestures for the man on his left to run to the left of the door to the main complex, and for the man on his right to go the right of the door. 

BURNER himself follows the man who goes to the right of the door, then silently counts to three with his fingers.  On three, the Marines kick open the door and quickly scan the area, weapons at the ready.  Seeing no guards, they cautiously move through the first floor, scanning all rooms, until they come to the stairs, which they climb.

They repeat the search pattern with the second floor.  Again finding no one, they open the door to the last room in the complex—and quickly put a bullet through each of five dummies made to look like Iraqi guards.  BURNER faces the last dummy, who is sitting at a desk.  

BURNER 
By the authority of the United States of America, you are hereby placed under arrest for—

RADIO VOICE

That’s enough, Captain.


BURNER takes his radio off his belt, and raises it to face level.

BURNER

Sir?

RADIO VOICE 

That’s enough.  You’ve completed the exercise.  Proceed to the entrance of the staging area.

BURNER

Yes, sir.  Thank you, sir.

The other two Marines slap Burner on the back and smile.  BURNER says things like “Nice work, guys,” and the three leave the room.  


CUT TO DEBRIEFING

The debriefing room is spartan, with a screen and rows of chairs.  BURNER and his team sit a few rows back, while an unidentified major stands at the front of the room.

MAJOR

Great work, team.  However, there was one part of this simulation that was missing.  Any ideas?

One of the team members, KOWALSKI, raises his hand.

KOWALSKI   

Yes, ma’am.  Not enough hostiles.

MAJOR

Correct, Kowalski.  When you go to take out the actual Iraqi palace, it will be swarming with Sadaam Hussein’s best troops.  Based on your marksmanship and quick response to the “guards” in the director’s office, I don’t think you will have a problem, but it is something to keep in mind. 

(beat)

Dismissed.

All three rise to leave.  As KOWALSKI and his friend walk out, the major motions to BURNER to stay.   

MAJOR

Captain Barnes, there is a phone call for you in the Colonel’s office.  One Colonel Bill Kelly out of Pensacola is on the line.


BURNER

The Skipper?  Wonder what he wants?

MAJOR

I take it you know this Colonel?

BURNER

Yes, ma’am.  He was the CO of my Nugget flight training squadron, and later of the Flying Bandits of the 18th MEU.  

MAJOR 

Was he the cause of you turning in your wings?

BURNER

(emphatically)

No, ma’am!  Colonel Kelly is one of the best commanders I have ever had.  I turned in my wings because…I was searching for something.  Something…spiritual, sir.  

MAJOR

(softening)

And did you find it?  

BURNER

Actually, sir…I’m still searching.  

MAJOR

I see.  Carry on, Captain.

BURNER

Yes, sir.  

BURNER turns on his heel and walks out of the room.  We see the major look after him with concern, then a small smile as we


FADE BACK TO DRAYTON’S OFFICE     

HODGES

So what is it, Bill?  Will you do it?  

KELLY
(slightly smiling)

Well, it appears that I don’t have much of a choice.  You and Doug here seem to have it all planned out.  I do have one question, though—do I get to pick my XO?

DRAYTON

Of course.  Why—you thinking of asking Mac to do it?

KELLY

Well, he’s the best exec I’ve ever had the pleasure of serving with, and a damn fine Marine.  I think he’d be perfect.

HODGES starts to grimace, and look away.

KELLY
Is there something wrong, ma’am?

HODGES
Actually, yes.  The way I had envisioned this unit had Major Griffin as your XO, as well as your lead Hornet pilot.  

KELLY
Well, with all due respect, ma’am, Lt. Colonel Lewis has more experience planning the types of strike missions that I believe we’re going to be taking on.  Also, I don’t want Chaser to have to deal with too much—flight lead is an intensive job.  

HODGES

It’s your unit, Bill.  I would just caution you to not disregard Griffin’s abilities. 

KELLY

(smiling)

If there’s one thing I learned during my time with the Sea Dragons, it was that.  

(beat)

If there’s nothing else, sir, am I dismissed?  I would like to get started with assembling the unit.  

HODGES

I have nothing else.  Colonel?  

DRAYTON
Go to it, Bill.  Oh—there are transports standing by to pick up the Dragons and Burner if they decide to join the team.  

(beat)

Good luck, Colonel.  

KELLY

Thank you, sir.  And thank you, Becca, for fighting for this.  

KELLY turns and walks out of DRAYTON’S office.  

CUT TO HALLWAY

We see KELLY walking down a hall.  Turning, he ducks into the offices of the 18th MEU.  

CUT TO HAMMER’S OFFICE

HAMMER is bent over his desk, filling out some paperwork.  Suddenly we hear a knock on his door, and KELLY enters. 

KELLY

Hi, Mac.  Got a minute?

HAMMER

Sure, Skipper.  What’s up?

KELLY 

You remember that business about a transfer in my promotion papers?

HAMMER

Yeah.  The old man wasn’t serious, was he?  He’s not going to switch ACEs in the middle of deployment?  

KELLY

Well, yes and no.  Mac, you know that I commanded the Sea Dragons before I came to the 107, right?

HAMMER

Yeah.  As I remember, the brass wanted a quick-response, elite strike force unit.  But it was cut due to lack of funding.  

KELLY

Well, General Rebecca Hodges and Doug managed to bring the concept back.  They want me to command the new unit, and they’ve given me broad operational authority to pick its members. 

(beat)

I’d like you to be my XO.

HAMMER
What’s the job description?

KELLY

You’d be planning missions, helping with training, and helping me mold the group into a team of disciplined Marines.  

(beat)
Plus, you’d be able to fly a lot more.  

HAMMER

(smiling)

You really know how to push my buttons.  

(beat, serious)

Skipper, it sounds great, but what about the MEU?  We’re about to deploy.

KELLY

That’s the best part of the whole thing.  The unit will be attached to the MEU, which Doug told me is “deploying” here.  It’ll be based out of Pensacola, and we’ll be able to retain our positions with it.  We’ll probably have to delegate the day-to-day responsibilities to a subordinate, but we’ll still be interacting with the MEU.  

HAMMER     

Sounds like it’s all planned out.  I’d be honored, sir.  

KELLY
(pleased)

Great.  The composition of the unit isn’t even settled yet, so the first briefing won’t be until at least tomorrow morning.  But I have a pretty good idea of who will end up being on the team.

HAMMER

You’re going to include Ice, Spoon, Capone, and Mad Dog, right?

KELLY
Everyone except Mad Dog.  I want her in the unit too, but we already have a Huey pilot in Captain Lindstrom.  Yes, it’ll be them, the old Sea Dragons, and Burner, if they all accept.

HAMMER

Burner?  Hodges wants a Special Ops officer in on this?

KELLY

Apparently.  Actually, I think that Becca wanted the unit to be all Sea Dragons again, but Washington wouldn’t have it.  Colonel Drayton talked them into bringing it back with added air power—hence the need for more Hornets and a Cobra. 

HAMMER

Sounds almost like old times.  

KELLY

For both of us.  

(beat)

Anyway, I’ll let you know a definite time for the briefing, but if all goes well it’ll be around 1030 tomorrow.  

HAMMER

Roger that.  

KELLY 

See you later.  

KELLY turns and walks out of the office.  

CUT TO FLYING BANDITS BRIEFING ROOM

We see ICE, SPOON, CAPONE, and MAD DOG sitting in the briefing, talking.  SPOON and ICE are sitting next to each other in one row, while CAPONE and MAD DOG are next to each other a row up and across from them.  

CAPONE

(sighing)

So much for a day off…

MAD DOG

Hey now, Capone, cut it out.  I’m sure the Skipper wouldn’t have called us in if it wasn’t important.

CAPONE

Yeah, yeah, I suppose you’re right.

(beat)

Hey, Ice, Spoon, what do you guys think?

ICE and SPOON are alternating between being extremely nervous and smiling into each other’s eyes.  

CAPONE

Yo!  Ice, Spoon…hello?  

SPOON

(“shaking his head”)

Uh, sorry Capone.  I don’t know what this is about.  Maybe it has something to do with that meeting he was supposed to have with Colonel Drayton.  

ICE

Yeah, but why would he just call us?  Why not the rest of the MEU’s air assets?

As she is saying this, KELLY walks into the room and stands behind the podium.  

KELLY

Because I want to ask you a favor.  

(beat)

You all remember the meeting I had with Colonel Drayton this morning from last night, right?

As murmurs of assent travel through the room, KELLY proceeds.

KELLY

Well, it turns out that that note about a transfer wasn’t entirely false.  However—

Words of protest fill the room as KELLY holds up his hand. 

KELLY

HOWEVER—

He continues as the room dies down.

KELLY

I will still be the ACE of the 18th MEU.  But if you accept this assignment, you will no longer be part of its air element, though you will be attached to it.  


He looks at each of them in turn as he continues.

KELLY

Ice, Spoon, Capone, I want you all to join a new unit.  It’s a micro-elite strike force, similar to the Sea Dragons unit of a few years back.  Colonel Drayton and General Rebecca Hodges, who was also at the meeting, want me to command, and I want each of you to fill a pilot’s berth on the team.

SPOON
Sir, what exactly are we looking at here?

KELLY

Simple.  The Corps, itself on the front line of most conflicts, has wanted a small strike force for some time.  MEU’s are too large and unwieldly for fast movement.  This force would enter an area and secure it for any further action, providing the Corps with time to decide what the best course of action is for any given hot spot.  

ICE

What would be our roles, sir?

KELLY

(smiling)
Glad you asked.  Ice, Spoon, you would be two of the unit’s three Hornet pilots.  Capone, you would fly the team’s lone Cobra.  One of our ground assets would double as your gunner.  

MAD DOG

(raising her hand)

Sir, would I be flying Hueys for the team?

KELLY

(looking sad)

I’m sorry, Lieutenant.  I’d love to have you in the group, but I’m almost certain we’ll already have a Huey pilot ready for us.

(beat)

I just called you in because I thought you deserved an explanation for why your friends and teammates would be leaving the Flying Bandits, if they accept.  

MAD DOG

(her face falls, and she swallows)
I understand, sir.  

KELLY
So, what’s the verdict?  Are you in, or out?

CAPONE

(after looking around at the resolute faces of SPOON and ICE, who nod)

Sir, I think I speak for everyone here when I say that we’d love to join the new team.  But we’re not going without Mad Dog.

At this, ABBY’s face perks up, hopeful.

CAPONE

Lieutenant Holley is one of our teammates, sir.  She’s also our friend.  But most importantly, sir, she is a fellow Marine, even if only in spirit.  And we never leave a Marine behind.  

KELLY

(touched at this display of friendship\comraderie)

Very well, Capone.  Actually, I think I just thought of a way for you to join us, Mad Dog.  How would you like to learn to be a Cobra gunner?

MAD DOG

(excited)

Oh, sir, I would love it!

KELLY

Now, the nature of this team isn’t going to leave much time for training, and the back seat of a Cobra is no Huey.  You’ll have to work very hard to get to the required skill level.

MAD DOG
I understand, sir.  Thank you.  

KELLY

(smiles)
Don’t mention it.  

(beat)

So, I repeat: are you in?

CAPONE

(again after looking at ICE and SPOON’s smiling faces)
Yes, sir!

KELLY
Then let me welcome you all to the new unit.  First briefing will be tomorrow morning at 1030 hours.  Dismissed.

As CAPONE and MAD DOG leave the room, SPOON and ICE remain.  KELLY starts to leave, then notices them still standing there.

KELLY
Something else, Captains?

SPOON

Yes, sir. 
(beat)
Sir, may we see you in your office?  It’s a…personal matter, sir.  

KELLY

Of course.  Give me a few minutes to drop some papers off with the transfer office and I’ll meet you there.  


SPOON
Roger that, sir.  

The two Hornet pilots leave.  KELLY, looking intrigued, follows suit.

CUT TO INT. KELLY’S OFFICE

SPOON and ICE, looking uncomfortable, are standing at attention in front of KELLY’s desk.  Presently, Raider himself walks in and sits down.

KELLY

At ease, Captains.

(beat)
Now what’s this all about?

SPOON
(looking uncomfortable)

Sir, we both remember the last time we were here, when we gave you our word that any inappropriate conduct between us would never have to be discussed again.  However, we both no longer believe we will be able to keep that word.  

KELLY

(suddenly serious)

I’m sure I don’t have to remind you two of the gravity of this situation.  If two officers are found in circumstances prejudicial to good discipline, those officers’ commander is required to separate them by transfer.  Are you sure you both want this?

ICE

Sir, permission to speak freely?

KELLY

(intrigued, but still serious)

Permission granted.  

ICE

Sir, Spoon and I have, over the past six months, discovered that we have feelings for each other that transcend the purely platonic.  We want…we want to explore those feelings.  However, we also both love serving in the Flying Bandits, and now on the new team.  Maybe we’re being too demanding sir, but we love both each other and our jobs, and don’t want to give either up. 

SPOON
We were thinking that the regs against romantic involvement of officers only state that relationships which are prejudicial to good discipline are prohibited.  And good discipline is up to the CO of the unit involved. 

(beat)

Sir, we are prepared to give you our word as Marine officers that we will not let our private lives influence our duties as Marines—ever.  We will not display anything other than a friendly working relationship while on base or on Marine business.  

(beat)

All we want is a chance to do what we both love with the person we love.  

KELLY

(turning toward ICE)

Is this true, Captain? 

ICE
Yes, sir.  I give you my word that we will never exceed the limits of good judgment or discipline while on duty.

KELLY
Spoon?

SPOON
I give you my word that we will never exceed the limits of good judgment or discipline while on duty, sir.

KELLY
(thinking)

You realize, Captains, that if you ever violate your own limits we will have a problem.  And I will have to deal with that problem swiftly and severely.  

SPOON

I understand, sir.


ICE

Yes, sir.  I understand.  

KELLY

(reluctant, hard)

As long as you both understand the weight of your reponsibilities, a romantic relationship—in this case only—does not create circumstances prejudicial to good discipline.  

SPOON
(breaks out into a smile, relieved)
Thank you, sir!


ICE

(grinning, likewise relieved)

Thank you, sir!  We won’t let you down!

KELLY
(softening)
I know you won’t, Ice.  

(beat)
Dismissed.

SPOON and ICE turn and walk out of KELLY’s office.  KELLY remains behind his desk, shaking his head, in a “What have I got myself into?” look.  After a few minutes, he starts to work on some paperwork.


CUT TO HALLWAY OUTSIDE KELLY’S OFFICE

SPOON

(grinning)

Can you believe it, Ice?  God, I feel so…so free!   

ICE
(likewise grinning, ecstatic)

I know!  It’s like a crushing weight has just been lifted from my shoulders.  

SPOON

Come on; let’s go to the Bucket.  I want to shout the news from the rooftops, but since I’m pretty sure that would violate “good discipline,” I’ll settle for telling Kate. 

CUT TO THE BUCKET

We see an establishing shot of KATE cleaning the bar while MEGAN works on the tables; then, ICE and SPOON race in through the main door.  

KATE

Hey guys.

(noticing their glow)

Well, you two look happy.  What’s up?

MEGAN

(also noticing the glow)

Yeah, it looks like you’ve both just been made aces.  

ICE

(shaking her head, looking at SPOON)

Better.

KATE

Well honey, you’d better tell me soon, because if I didn’t know any better I’d think you and Spoon here were…..

(starts to dawn on her)

….no…you didn’t…

(getting more excited)

…you did?  You are?  

ICE, unable to respond, simply grins and shakes her head yes.  KATE squeals, runs over, and hugs her, while SPOON looks on smiling.

MEGAN

I’m missing something here.  

KATE

(excited, speaking quickly)

Can’t you see it, Megan?  It’s written all over their faces!

MEGAN

(impatient, mock-whining)

Come on guys, tell me.  I may be a recovering alcoholic but I’m not stupid!  

SPOON

(proudly)

Ice and I..

SPOON picks ICE up and spins her around as he’s saying this.  ICE squeals in response.

SPOON
(finishing)

…are a couple!

The two Hornet pilots then kiss each other passionately.  KATE is bursting with excitement, while MEGAN stands there with her mouth open—a condition she rectifies after a few seconds.  KATE hugs ICE again, then SPOON, kissing SPOON on the cheek, while MEGAN hugs SPOON, then ICE.  

MEGAN

(smiling)

I’m so happy for you!

KATE
Hey, that goes double for me, babes!  
(beat, serious)

To tell you the truth, I’m surprised this didn’t happen sooner.  I always did think Burner was kind of a buffer between you two.  Let me guess…you first realized something more than friendship was there the night he was up in that storm, didn’t you?

ICE
(dumbstruck)
How did you know?  

KATE

Oh, I just put a few things together.  Like how you seemed distracted after he left, and how you came to me for advice after my…

(swallows)

rape.  At the time, I thought losing Burner was the cause, but now I see it was something more.  

(beat)
Congratulations, kiddos.  I know you two will have a caring relationship, with love that goes higher than your Hornets!

MEGAN

Spoon, Ice, this is wonderful.  You two are really meant to be.

(beat, smiling)

So when’s the wedding?

SPOON
(small smile, serious)

Whoa, Megan; let’s cool those jets down.  Right now, I think we’re just happy to have found each other after so long alone.  

ICE smiles, nods her agreement, and leans in to kiss SPOON again.  After a few seconds, they realize where they are again, and break apart, wearing the same expression of joy they have had since leaving KELLY’S office.  SPOON puts his arm around ICE and turns to MEGAN.    

SPOON

So, Megan, what was this you were saying last night about going back to college?

MEGAN

Well, once I honestly looked back at my life, I realized that I was heading downhill even before I left the school.  Alcohol had taken over my life, and when I got the call from Kate to come watch the Bucket while she was gone, I thought it would be a lifesaver.  

(beat)

However, it only ended up making things worse.  Eventually, Hammer made me see the light, and I signed up for AA.  Now that my life is starting to come back together, I figured I’d better get back to my education, too.

ICE
Where will you go?

MEGAN

I’m heading back to the University of Miami, my old school.  The people there were great about granting me my sabbatical, and they’ve been very responsive about my coming back.  I’ll be leaving within the next few days.  

(beat)

The only thing I really hate about this is leaving all you guys.  You two, Spoon and Ice, Capone, Mad Dog, Hammer…even Colonel Kelly…you’ve all come to feel like my family.  I’m going to miss you—even if you’d still be gone if I stayed!

SPOON

(mentally hitting himself)

Oh, man!  I forgot!  That’s the reason we were on base today at all.  We’re not leaving Pensacola.

KATE
What?


ICE
That’s right.  The Skipper’s meeting with Colonel Drayton this morning was about a transfer, but the “transfer” was really just a request to command a new, micro-elite strike force.  He accepted, and asked me, Spoon, Capone, and Mad Dog to join the team.  

SPOON
Since the new unit is based out of Pensacola, we don’t have to go anywhere.      

MEGAN
Wait a minute, wait a minute-this new strike force is only made up of four people?

SPOON

Well, we only know four members now, but the CO mentioned others in the group.  
(beat)
He didn’t say specifically, but I get the impression that the others are former Sea Dragons—the first micro-elite strike force the Marines tried.

MEGAN

Why did they cut the Sea Dragons?

ICE 

Something about lack of funding, I think.  

KATE

(reminiscing, serious)

Bill didn’t come in here much while the Sea Dragons were together, but after they were decommissioned he was in one night.  Sat right on that bar stool. 

(beat)
I don’t think I can ever remember seeing him so angry and sad.     

MEGAN
(trying to lighten the mood)
Anyway, I’m glad you all are staying here.  I’m definitely coming back to visit!

ICE
Speaking of leaving and visiting, have you decided whether or not to say yes to your man in California, Kate?


KATE
(starting to “glow” herself)
Yes.  I decided to turn him down.

SPOON, ICE, and MEGAN all say things to the effect of “That’s great,” followed immediately by “Oh, I’m so sorry..”

SPOON
What made you say no?

KATE

(smiling)
Well, you might say I got a better offer…

MEGAN and ICE

(surprised) 

From who?

Suddenly, we see KELLY walk in behind SPOON and ICE.  KATE sees him and immediately lights up, but none of the others do.

KELLY

From me.

SPOON, ICE, and MEGAN turn towards KELLY in surprise.  KATE just beams at him.  

SPOON
Sir, uh….

(pointing at one, then the other)

..you and Kate are…

KELLY
Spoon, close your mouth, before you swallow something.


As SPOON sheepishly regains his composure, KELLY continues.


KELLY
Yes, we are together.  

(moving to stand by KATE)

You and Ice weren’t the only two people who realized some things about each other.  Last night, after we left the dinner……well, Kate and I found out about some feelings neither of us knew the other had.  

KELLY stumbles through the next few words

KELLY
I…love…her, and she loves me.  

ICE
(rushing towards KATE, hugging her)
My turn!

As MEGAN follows suit, SPOON walks towards KELLY and shakes his hand.  


SPOON
Congratulations, sir.  

KELLY
Thank you, Spoon.  

After a few seconds, ICE speaks.

ICE
(smiling)
Well, this day has certainly been full of surprises.  


KELLY
It certainly has.

(beat)
Now, if you all will excuse us, the lovely lady here and I have an appointment.

KATE, smiling, offers her arm to KELLY, who takes it, and the two exit together.  ICE reaches for SPOON’s hand, and takes it, giving him a look filled with love.

ICE
We’d better go too.  See you tonight, Megan.

MEGAN
(resuming her cleaning, teasing)
Later, lovebirds!

As ICE and SPOON exit, we 

CUT TO KELLY’S OFFICE

Screen text: 1630 hours

The CO has long since returned from his talk with KATE, and is now in his chair, reaching for the phone to call his former team members.  He picks it up.

KELLY
El Toro operator?  Yes, could you connect me with Major Robert Griffin please?

(beat)
Thank you.

A few seconds pass.

KELLY

Hello?  Oh, hello Jack.  This is Bill Kelly, out of Pensacola.

(beat)
Well, thank you Jack.  

(beat)
Well, I was mighty relieved too!  I think I have a few more years of service left to the Corps.

(beat)
Yeah, Jack, I am.  Sorry to take your best IP from you, but I’m trying to assemble a top-notch strike force and if it is going to work I need Chaser here.  

(beat, laughs)
I probably wouldn’t like it either, if I were you.  Sure, I’ll hold.

About 15 minutes pass, during which CHASER goes through the interlude we saw earlier. 

Note: The following scenes alternate between KELLY and CHASER depending on who’s speaking.


KELLY
Hello, Major.  It’s been a long time.


CHASER

That it has, sir.  It’s good to hear your voice, Colonel.  

(beat)
Speaking of which, congratulations—I didn’t know you’d been promoted yet, sir.

KELLY
Oh, it was just my time.  Things worked out well.  

(beat)
Listen, Griffin, I have a favor to ask of you.  I want you to join a new unit that I’m heading up, based out of Pensacola.

CHASER

What is the new unit’s mission, sir?

KELLY
Well, it is similar to the Sea Dragons.  You remember how the brass cut our funding and DCed the unit?


CHASER
Do I ever.

(beat)
Sir, are you getting the old team back together again?

KELLY

Well, yes and no.  General Hodges and Colonel Doug Drayton convinced Washington to resurrect the concept of a micro-elite strike force, but they would only green-light it if it had more air power and diversified ground forces.  

(beat)
I want you to consider the job of flight lead.

CHASER

(getting excited)

Sir, what about the other Dragons?  Have you talked to them yet?

KELLY
I’m going to call all of them. You’re just the first on my list, Major.

CHASER

If Captains Lindstrom, Conaway, and McCray are in, sir, I am as well.


KELLY
That’s what I hoped to hear, Major.  However, you do need to know that you are only flight lead in this group, not the only Hornet.  Two excellent pilots from the air element of the 18th MEU will be joining you.  

CHASER
Understood, sir.

(beat)
When do I leave for Pensacola, CO?

KELLY

There’ll be a transport picking you up at 0400 tomorrow morning.  I suggest you get some rest, Major.  
(beat)
And Bobby—it’ll be good to have you back.

CHASER
It’ll be good to be back, sir!  

KELLY smiles and hangs up.  He then dials each of the other Sea Dragons, and we see each of them have similar conversations under the same conditions:


STINGER
I’d be honored, sir.

BUDDHA
I’m in, Colonel!

CIPHER

Thank you, sir.  I’d love to be back on the team.  

BURNER

(smiling)

Hey, count me in Skipper.  When does the plane leave?

KELLY
Around 0430 tomorrow morning, Burner.  First briefing’s at 1030.  

BURNER
Whoa.  The Corps’ moving fast on this one, eh sir?

KELLY

That’s right.  Will you be ready?

BURNER

Wouldn’t miss it for the world, Skipper.  See you tomorrow at 1030.

As KELLY hangs up, we see a small smile form on his face as he realizes that his new team is coming together.  On that image, we 

FADE OUT TO BLACK

