
COCKPIT

Written by

Marc Lowe & Michael Farrell

2.11.17

Picture It Productions
404-835-0545



INT. CRJ COCKPIT - DAY

Two pilots sit in a small, cramped cockpit of a regional 
airline. As the runway grows larger in their windscreen, the 
first officer, IAN GALLOWAY (late 20’s, serious) fights the 
controls and mutters to himself.

IAN
You got this, Ian. It’s gonna be a 
good one this time...

The CAPTAIN, (40’s, African American) raises an eyebrow.

CAPTAIN
If you’re done having a conversation 
with yourself, you may want to add 
power, before we fall out of the sky. 

IAN
Glenn, I know what I’m doing, layoff.

CAPTAIN
Fine. Let’s see where your white ego 
takes us.  

As the runway gets bigger and bigger in the windscreen, the 
COCKPIT ALERTER starts the altitude countdown.

COCKPIT ALERTER
...fifty ...forty ...thirty

CAPTAIN
(bracing for impact)

Ooooh. This is going to sting.

INT. COCKPIT - POST LANDING, MOMENTS LATER

They’re at the gate. The Captain adjusts his neck. Ian sits in 
shame.  

IAN
That should have been plenty of power 
for this weight.

CAPTAIN
Flying isn’t about what “should be,” 
it’s about what is. If you’re slow, 
you add power. 

IAN
Oh, I didn't realize I was flying with 
the almighty zen-yoda Chuck Yeager of 
landings. I've been flying for seven 
years, okay? I know how to land.



The Captain smiles, nods and pats Ian on the shoulder.

CAPTAIN
Then you know how to take credit for a 
job well done.

He opens the cockpit door, revealing angry passengers exiting 
the plane. They take turns yelling into the cockpit.

OLD LADY
Next time I'll bring my back brace.

OLD MAN
You get your licence on the internet?

YOUNG KID
You are no Sully.

Ian puts his sunglasses on and stews.

OPENING TITLES - “COCKPIT”

EXT. IAN’S HOUSE - NIGHT

A cobalt blue 2013 Mustang Shelby GT500, with a license plate 
that says, “M@VR1CK” squeals into the driveway of a typical 
suburban house. “Danger Zone” blasts from his speakers.   

INT. IAN’S HOUSE, KITCHEN - MOMENTS LATER

IAN sorts though unopened bills. One is a FINAL NOTICE from the 
car dealership. Ian sighs.

IAN
Welcome home.

Just then he smells something odd.

IAN
(sniffing)

...Coconut?

He cocks his head and hears faint New Age Spiritual music 
coming from the living room.

INT. IAN’S HOUSE, LIVING ROOM - CONTINUOUS

Ian’s mother, GINA, (50’s Midwestern housewife), and his 
stepfather STU (40’s New age, yet clean-cut) sit naked, oiled 
and cross-legged in some kind of Asian fertility ritual. 

IAN
What the Hell?! Mom!

2.



GINA
Ian! I thought you weren’t coming home 
until Wednesday.

She covers herself with the edge of a blanket. Ian closes his 
eyes tight and feels along the wall for a way out.

IAN
Today is Wednesday! Why are you are 
naked, in the living room with Stu?

STU
(annoyingly calm)

Ian, we are sexual beings, just like 
all of Gaia’s creatures.

IAN
Is Gaia against bedrooms?

STU
The living room moonlight is perfect 
for sexual renewal.

As Ian blindly searches for an exit, his hand lands on a carved 
wooden phallus. He picks it up and stares at it. 

IAN
What. The hell. Is this?

STU
What you’re holding is an ancient Thai 
fertility talisman that your mother 
and I use to connect her yoni to the 
eternal pleasures of the universe.

IAN
Stu... Am I holding a dildo? 

STU
Yes.

Ian immediately drops the phallus and restrains a wave of rage 
and disgust. He takes a moment then composes himself.

IAN
I am going to go wash my hands now. 
With fire. Good night.

INT. IAN’S BEDROOM - LATER

Ian lies in bed, staring at his childhood “Top Gun” poster. We 
hear “Danger Zone” in his head, it’s beat synchronized with the 
tormenting rhythm of Stu and Gina's lovemaking in the next 
room. He buries his head in his pillows.
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INT. IAN’S BEDROOM - MORNING

Ian’s cellphone RINGS loudly. He blindly feels for it and pulls 
it under the mountain of pillows that still cover his head.

IAN
(muffled)

It's my day off. 

INT. CHIEF PILOT’S OFFICE - SAME

An early 30’s, California slacker, with his flip-flopped feet 
kicked up on a desk. This is BOBBY B. Ian’s boss.

BOBBY B
I-man. The B man here. Heard you had a 
great landing last night. Japan 
called, said they felt the aftershock.

INTERCUT AS NEEDED

IAN
Bobby, have you ever landed a plane?

BOBBY B
No, and yet my name plate says Chief 
Pilot. What a crazy world we live in, 
huh? Anywhoo, need a fave: I have this 
easy roundtrip to Santa Barbara today. 
The captain asked for you by name.

Ian rolls over.

IAN
Who?

BOBBY B
Mitch Turpine.

Ian hangs up immediately without another word.

INT. KITCHEN - LATER

Ian eats Lucky Charms. Stu, in a loose kimono, reads the paper. 
Gina sips her coffee. Ian’s phone rings again. He ignores it.

STU
Ian, you’re phone is ringing.

IAN
I am aware of that Stu.

STU
The sound is disturbing my chi.
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IAN
Do we really want to talk about 
disturbing sounds?!

GINA
Ian, please. Just answer it.

Ian answers begrudgingly.

IAN
Bobby, I’m not flying with Mitch 
again. Period.

BOBBY B (V.O.)
Of course your not! And that’s why I’m 
gonna pay you time and a half. C’mon 
Ian, this is win-win. You need dollars 
and Mitch needs someone who knows the 
rules for his FAA checkride--

Ian spits out his mouthful rainbow marshmallows and oats.

IAN
You want me to fly with Mitch Turpine 
on a CHECKRIDE?! You know if he fails, 
we both fail?! That’s a guaranteed FAA 
violation on my record.

BOBBY B (V.O.)
Right. Right. Not ideal.

IAN
Find another first officer. 

BOBBY B
I’ve already called everyone else.

IAN
I thought he asked for me by name.

BOBBY B
Exactly. Everybody else wasn’t you.

IAN
Go F yourself Bobby.

He hangs up. Gina and Stu stare at him. After a long beat.

IAN
What?!

GINA
You’re not in a position to be turning 
down work.
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IAN
Mom, I’m fine. I just got a little bit 
behind is all. I’ll start making more 
money when I upgrade to captain. 

She takes a sip of her coffee.

GINA
You know Todd Richardson just got a 
nice promotion to shift supervisor. I 
hear he is doing very well. 

IAN
Todd works at McDonald’s, mom.

GINA
Maybe you can sell him Maverick?

STU
Buddha said there was freedom in the 
absence of material possessions. 

IAN
Maverick is off the table!

Ian snatches his phone and dials.

IAN
Double pay and I want another day off.

BOBBY B (V.O.)
Doneszo. On one condition... Mitch has 
to pass.

Ian hangs up and pushes back from the table. He stares at Stu

IAN
Stu, Your balls are showing.

Stu’s face doesn’t change from a perma-smile.

INT. AIRPORT SECURITY - NEXT DAY

Ian, stands in the “KNOWN CREWMEMBER LINE.” There are a few 
PILOTS and FLIGHT ATTENDANTS from the big airlines ahead of 
him. Ian smiles at one of the cute attendants. She turns away. 
A fellow regional pilot, ALLEN, (captain, 40’s, neurotic) 
stands behind Ian in line, chatting away.

ALLEN
... My infant daughter cries when she 
sees me because she doesn’t recognize 
my face. I haven’t been home in two 
weeks. 

(MORE)
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My wife says this is how strippers are 
made. I’m really living the dream. 

MITCH (O.S.)
There’s the man!

Ian turns to find MITCH TURPINE (40’s, Mustachioed-bull in a 
china shop). He drags a green duffle bag through the security 
line and pushes past Allen like he doesn’t exist.

MITCH
You ready to kick this checkride in 
the box?

ALLEN
You’re flying Mitch’s checkride?

MITCH
Damn right he is. And this man knows 
his shit, am I right?

Other pilots shake their heads in sympathy.

IAN
Just don’t do anything crazy and we’ll 
get through it just fine.

MITCH
(nodding vehemently)

Absolutely. Today we play by their 
rules. I’m not going to draw attention 
to myself. Keeping my head down...

A flat-topped TSA AGENT summons Ian forward.

TSA AGENT
Secondary form of identification...

Ian reaches in his wallet to find his driver’s license.

MITCH
Hey pal, I know you have a long day of 
shaking down the elderly, but we have 
a real job to do, so hurry up.

Ian winces.

TSA AGENT
Real job, huh?

The TSA Agent summons extra TSA agents.

ALLEN (CONT'D)
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MITCH
It looks like these hombres want to 
dance. Get the plane ready, brother!

Agents close in and drag Mitch away, Ian watches in disbelief.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - LATER

Ian stares at his watch. JANICE, a mid-forties, divorcee flight 
attendant stands in the cockpit doorway.

JANICE
Freaking Mitch. He better not make us 
late today. I got a J-date tonight.

Mitch bursts through the main cabin door. He pulls a burger out 
of a big white sack and hands it to Janice.

MITCH
Hey hot stuff. Marry me for a burger?

JANICE
(shrugs)

It’d be more than my last husband 
proposed with.

IAN
You stopped for burgers? We're twenty 
minutes past departure.

MITCH
Relax. I got enough for everyone. 
Gonna grease the wheels a little bit. 
Literally, right?

IAN
The FAA doesn’t care about burgers. 
They care about leaving on time-- What 
are you doing?

Mitch untwists a light bulb from the engine panel.

MITCH
Fixing our “on time” problem.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - MOMENTS LATER

The airline maintenance MECHANIC examines the engine panel.

MECHANIC
Funny, how that bulb is always missing 
when you’re running behind. Mitch. 

Mitch hands him a burger. 
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MECHANIC
What about my crew?

Mitch hands him a few more. The mechanic screws in a new light 
bulb, takes Ian’s fries, and leaves. 

IAN
(to himself)

Tackled by the TSA, aircraft sabotage, 
now bribery, perfect checkride so far.

Mitch unpacks his duffel bag and takes out a framed photo of a 
WWII era pilot. He gently places it on the dash. 

IAN
Mitch. You can’t fly with The Major on 
the dash. Not today. It’s a hazard. 

MITCH
If it’s wrong to pay homage to one’s 
dead grandfather, who happens to also 
be one of the greatest pilots who ever 
lived, then I don’t want to be right.

Mitch salutes the photo then pulls an UNOPENED IPAD out of his 
green duffel bag.

MITCH
Hey, I remember getting some company 
email, that these things are mandatory 
to fly with or something. Maybe you 
could help me out with it?

IAN
Mitch! That was two years ago! How do 
you fly an instrument approach?

MITCH
(tapping his noggin)

It’s all right here.

IAN
We’re legally required to carry all of 
our documents on those iPads. Flying with 
outdated pubs is an automatic fail!

Janice pops her head in the cockpit.

JANICE
Be cool guys. The FAA agent is here.

An attractive, but icey FAA agent, MAGGIE FREEMAN pushes past 
Janice. Ian grabs Mitch’s iPad and hides it.
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MAGGIE
Captain Terpin, I’m Maggie Freeman, 
your FAA appointed safety inspector. 
I’ll be conducting your yearly 
checkride today. 

MITCH
(flirty)

Oooh. I got something for you to 
inspect. Hungry?

He hands her a burger. She ignores it.

MAGGIE
Why are we forty minutes past 
scheduled departure?

Mitch winks at Ian and hands her the maintenance log.

MITCH
Small maintenance issue.

She studies the “maintenance can” and shakes her head.

MAGGIE
A burned out light bulb? Cute. 

She eyes the framed picture of THE MAJOR sitting on the dash. 

MAGGIE
You don’t fly with that on the dash, 
do you?

MITCH
Always.

Ian takes it down. Mitch scowls at him.

IAN
Except during take-offs and landings 
because that would create a hazard.

MAGGIE
Alright, let’s check your electronic 
flight bag and get it out of the way.

Ian coughs deliberately.

MITCH
How about we do that later? We have to 
get this bird off the ground.
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IAN
I better go to the bathroom before 
takeoff. I drank a lot of soda.

He grabs Mitch’s iPad and squeezes by Maggie. It’s very tight 
quarters. She starts to protest but he pushes by too quickly.

INT. CRJ CABIN GALLEY - CONTINUOUS

Janice reading a copy of COSMO. Ian hands her Mitch’s iPad.

IAN
Listen. No time for questions. Use the 
plane’s Wi-Fi to update Mitch’s pubs. 

JANICE
The Wi-Fi ain’t free flyboy.

IAN
Mitch’ll pay you back.

JANICE
Nope. Been stiffed too many times by 
pilots. And not the way you’re 
thinking... well, I mean that too.

Ian reluctantly gives her the last fiver from his wallet.

IAN
Just do it!

He heads back to the cockpit in a huff.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - LATER

Mid-flight. Ian and Mitch stare out the window at blue skies 
and clouds. Maggie observes them, stone-faced. Mitch turns 
around and gives her a smile.

MITCH
You want a soda? Water? Coke Zero? 

MAGGIE
These tend to go better if we keep the 
small talk to a minimum. Now seems 
like a good time to check your 
electronic flight pubs.

Ian makes eye contact with Mitch and nods “no.” 

MITCH
Ian why don’t you call back and ask 
Janice for a couple of Coke Zeros?

(MORE)
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(to Maggie)
Can you believe it has zero calories? 

Ian nods and rotates his comm dial.

INT. CRJ CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Janice’s call light goes off, but she’s too busy handing out 
soft drinks to notice. A BUSINESSMAN stops her.

BUSINESSMAN
Can a million mile customer get the 
whole can?

JANICE
All you have to do is ask, handsome.

She hands him the can. He touches her hand. It lingers.

BUSINESSMAN
Are we still talking about soda?

She smiles. He winks back and hands her his business card. She 
finally sees the call light.

JANICE
I’ll be right back.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Ian points to his headset and nods towards Maggie.

IAN
Still waiting on those cokes--

JANICE (V.O.)
This better be good. 

Ian covers his headset microphone and whispers.

IAN
Janice, how long?

INTERCUT AS NEEDED

JANICE
The Wi-Fi on this plane sucks, but it 
should be done by now.

A SPOILED KID squeezes by her with Mitch’s iPad in his hands.

JANICE
Hey where are you going with that?

MITCH (CONT'D)
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IAN
Going with what?! What’s happening?

JANICE
Some punk kid just ran off with 
Mitch’s iPad.

IAN
(whisper scream)

What?! Well get it back!

JANICE (V.O.)
No way. I don’t need another customer 
complaint on my record. If you want 
it, you have to come get it.

There is an audible click.

IAN
Janice--

Ian turns back and smiles at Mitch and Maggie. Ian unbuckles.

IAN
Excuse me... I have to hit the head.

MAGGIE
Again?

MITCH
Ian’s got pee-arrhea. Better let him 
out. I don’t want any spills in my 
cockpit.

Ian and Maggie have to shuffle again.

INT. CRJ CABIN - CONTINUOUS

Ian approaches Janice, who is flirting with the Businessman.

IAN
Where is the little shit?

Janice points to the back of the plane. Ian marches down the 
aisle to the kid. The spoiled brat has the row to himself.

IAN
That’s mine. Hand it over.

The kid looks up from the iPad.

SPOILED KID
I don’t have to listen to you. You’re 
not even a real pilot.
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IAN
The Hell I’m not! What do you think 
these wings are?

Ian points to his chest at his wings.

SPOILED KID
The real pilot has four stripes. 

IAN
Four stripes just means you’re a 
captain. I’m still a pilot.

SPOILED KID
If you were any good you’d be a 
captain--

IAN
Why do I have to explain this to 
everyone?! It’s not about “good,” it’s 
a seniority system... you know what? 
You’re not my mom. Give me the iPad, 
you little punk.

SPOILED KID
Fine. But it’s gonna cost you.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - MOMENTS LATER

Ian squeezes back into the cockpit around Maggie. He carries 
three Coke Zeros on the iPad, as if the iPad is a drink tray.

IAN
These are for you.

He hands the tray to Mitch.

MITCH
I only need one. 

Ian snaps at him.

IAN
(snaps)

You get three!

MITCH
(a little hurt)

Okay. I get three.

He grabs the tray and realizes what it is. He winks at Ian.
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MITCH
Oh hey, Maggie do we still need to do 
that pubs verification?

He smiles at Ian, but then frowns.

MITCH 
What happened to your wings?

IAN
(simmering)

I lost those when I took this trip.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - LATER

It’s landing time. Ian takes “The Major” off the dash. Mitch 
scowls. Maggie scribbles in her notebook.

MITCH
Gear down.

Ian lowers the gear handle. There is a THUNK sound, but the 
gear doesn’t come down. Mitch acts like it’s nothing.

MITCH
These old birds are starting to show 
their age. Cycle it.

Ian tries again. Nothing.

IAN
No gear, captain.

MITCH
(real concern)

Oh no.

MAGGIE
Oh no? Oh no what?

A flashing, yellow “caution” light goes off, with a DING. A 
yellow message appears, “HYD 3 LOW PRESS.” 

MITCH
(relieved)

Phew. We just lost hydraulics. 

MAGGIE
And that’s a good thing?!

MITCH (CONT’D)
Well for a second there, I thought we 
had a gremlin. 

(MORE)
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See, in World War II, pilots would 
attribute malfunctions to gremlins. 
But there is nothing you can do about 
a gremlin... It’s a super-natural 
creature--

MAGGIE
(nervously interrupting)

Captain Turpine are we in danger?

He turns forward and says with a cocky smirk:

MITCH
In danger of seeing something awesome. 

(to Ian; commanding voice)
First Officer Galloway: Pull the 
manual gear extension handle.

IAN
(hiding his excitement)

Really? Woah. Yeah okay!

MITCH
(to Maggie)

Most pilots fly their whole career and 
never get to touch that handle. Watch 
out, he’s about to get a little fresh.

Ian stares at the giant red handle between Maggie’s legs. He 
makes awkward eye contact with Maggie, then reaches for it. The 
handle, to Ian’s surprise, pulls out to almost three feet long.

MITCH
Where is it all coming from, right? 
What are you, a pilot magician or a 
wizard or something? 

IAN
(gleefully)

I didn’t expect it to be so long!

MAGGIE
Can we grow up?

There is a loud CLUNK. Two of the three indicators are green.

MITCH
There’s a problem child. Hold on.

Mitch violently shakes the yoke. Maggie gets lifted out of here 
seat for a moment and lets out a scream.

MITCH (CONT’D)
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INT. CRJ CABIN - DAY

Everyone is jostled alert by the sudden shaking of the 
airplane. Janice has a momentary look of fear on her face and 
then plasters a smile, people mutter in fear.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Janice comes through the speaker.

JANICE  (V.O.)
What the Hell is going on up there? 
People are terrified.

IAN
Uh we had a small problem... but we 
fixed it.

He looks at the gear, all three are down and green. Mitch gives 
a knowing nod and a thumbs up.

INT. CRJ CABIN - CONTINUOUS

JANICE 
Ok. Great. Tell Mitch to not make one 
of his announcements! I don’t want 
everyone getting more freaked out...

MITCH (V.O.)
Ladies and gentleman this is your 
captain speaking.

JANICE
Crap.

MITCH  (V.O.)
You probably got a little scared back 
there because you’re terrestrial 
beings, that aren’t meant to fly. What 
you were feeling was me doing some 
real high level pilot stuff...

Passengers look at each other. 

MITCH (V.O.)
The gear wouldn’t come down. As you 
can imagine, the gear are pretty 
important to a safe landing.

A HUSBAND turns to his WIFE.

HUSBAND 
Did he say we aren’t safe to land?
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Panic sweeps across the passenger’s faces, Janice tries to 
reassure people that everything is okay.

MITCH (V.O.)
Before you pull out the rosaries and 
start thinking about what you would 
have changed... I got the gear down. 
We’re gonna live. Am I a hero? Maybe. 
I’ll let you decide. Turpine out.

Janice forces a smile and gives a “thumbs up” to everyone.

EXT. SANTA BARBARA AIRPORT - MOMENTS LATER

A Western Skies CRJ touches down on the runway.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - LATER

Mitch, Ian and Maggie sit at the gate. There is tension in the 
air as Maggie scribbles in her notebook. She’s shakes her head 
and mumbles to herself. She looks up.

MAGGIE
All right Captain Turpine. This was 
easily one of the worst checkrides, I 
have ever seen. You don’t abide by 
numerous of your company standards, 
let alone FAA specifications. 

Mitch nods like he’s heard it all before. Ian is crestfallen.

MAGGIE
You were on the brink of failing 
basically the entire flight.

Mitch gives Ian a knowing eye and a big thumbs up.

IAN
Brink? Wait, so we passed?

Maggie sighs.

MAGGIE
Barely. Despite your unorthodox 
approach, it does appear that in the 
end, you know what you are doing. 
Although I am going to submit that you 
be re-checked in six months. 

MITCH
(flirty)

A re-check in six months? You don’t 
have to wait that long if you want a 
second date. 

18.



MAGGIE
I could still fail you if you like and 
we could do it all again much sooner.

Ian reaches across the cockpit and grabs Mitch’s shoulder.

IAN
Six months will be fine, thanks.

EXT. AIRPORT TARMAC - AFTERNOON

Mitch talks on his cell phone. Ian crouches down under the wing 
and examines the right landing gear. Hydraulic fluid bubbles 
out into a giant puddle.  Mitch hangs up.

MITCH
Good news and bad news. The bad news 
is that we’re not going anywhere.

(beat)
Don’t you want the good news?

IAN
Just say it!

MITCH
The good news is... we’re not going 
anywhere! No pilot ever gets to spend 
the night in Santa Barbara. I hear the 
hotel is right on the beach!

EXT. SANTA BARBARA CREW HOTEL - EVENING

A taxi drops the crew off. The hotel is a dump and the beach is 
nowhere to be seen. The only thing nearby is a 7-Eleven.

IAN
(dry)

Must be low tide.

INT. IAN’S HOTEL ROOM - LATER

Ian falls back into his hotel bed, still in his uniform. He 
kicks off his shoes. He listens for a moment and smiles.

IAN
Silence at last.

Just as he closes his eyes, there is a pounding at the door.

IAN
No maid service needed.

Mitch yells through the door.
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MITCH (O.S.)
Ian, open the door! Unless you’re 
jerkin’ it! Wait. Are you jerkin’ it? 
I’ll come back if you’re jerkin it.

Ian angrily gets out of bed and opens the door. He sees a grinning 
Mitch and a horrified HOTEL PATRON getting ICE.

IAN
Damn it, Mitch! What?

MITCH
So I was wrong about the beach. But 
there is a Manager’s Special... Free 
booze and hot dogs for the next three 
hours.

(then)
Wait. Why are your shoes off?

IAN
Because I’m going to bed.

Mitch shakes his head furiously.

MITCH
We just passed our checkride. We HAVE 
to drink. It’s not even up to us. It’s 
pilot law. So it was written, so shall 
it be--

IAN
Mitch, I am not up for drinking cheap 
booze with a bunch of old people.

MITCH
Cheap booze? Old people?

(frustrated)
This is a Santa Barbara overnight. 
Pilots spend their entire careers 
without experiencing one. 

Mitch spies a MOM walking up the hall.

MITCH
(loudly)

But it you’d rather sit in your room 
and jerk--

SMASH TO:

INT. HOTEL COMMON AREA - NIGHT

Mitch and Ian drink from cheap plastic cups, surrounded by OLD 
PEOPLE, eating cheap hot dogs. Ian looks around disappointedly. 
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MITCH
Don’t worry. The night is young.

IAN
That’s the only thing young around 
here.

Janice approaches their table with the BUSINESS MAN from the 
airplane in tow. She’s dressed up and not in uniform. She looks 
at the picture of The Major in the center of the table.   

JANICE
Wow, look at you two. Party animals. 
You even brought your dead grandpa. 

She turns to Dan. 

JANICE
This is Dan. Or as I like to call him, 
“Handsome Dan.” 

Dan sticks out his hand. Mitch shakes it reluctantly.

DAN
I always wished I could be a pilot.

MITCH
Everybody does.

DAN
Yeah, I guess I got too distracted with 
owning companies and making money.

Janice snorts. Mitch scowls.

MITCH
Well it does take certain kind of 
badass to make a career out of defying 
the laws of nature. We’re not driven 
by material things.

JANICE
Well, we’re off to get sushi by the 
beach. Enjoy your hot dogs, badasses.

Janice and Dan take off, sharing a laugh. Mitch bitterly pounds 
his drink. Ian almost feels sorry for him.

IAN
Handsome Dan? Seemed like average Dan.

Mitch frowns as he watches an old man in the background choose 
between holding his pants up or grabbing more hotdogs.
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MITCH
In the Major’s day pilots would be put 
up in luxury hotels, given top shelf 
booze, high end women... They were 
treated like the Gods.

Ian holds up his cup.

IAN
Well, it might not be top shelf, but 
it’s free. To The Major.

MITCH
To the Major.

They cheers and sip their cups. 

MITCH
Everyone talks about this place like 
it’s some kind of Eden. Well, if anyone 
asks? I am keeping the legend alive.

IAN
Agreed. And I think we owe it to all 
the pilots out there who have never 
been here, to take full advantage.

Ian grabs and extra cup. 

IAN
You can actually get a lot of alcohol 
two cups at a time.

MITCH
Booze Cup Blitzkrieg?

Ian nods with slow conviction. We SMASH TO:

A Guy Ritchie inspired MONTAGE of low end debauchery. Plastic 
cups are guzzled. Hot dogs are devoured. Elderly are offended.

- HOURS LATER

Mitch and Ian are sloppy drunk, surrounded by empty cups. The 
Major is turned on his side. The other hotel patrons are long 
gone. A MAID, cleaning up, looks at them with scorn.  

MITCH
I would have failed if it wasn’t for 
you. She was a real ball-buster. 

IAN
Yeah. But she can pull my manual gear 
extension handle any day of the week.
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Mitch looks under the table like he lost something.

IAN
What are you looking for?

MITCH
That stick... The one you had in your 
ass. Where’d it go?

They laugh together. They clink cups and down another drink. 
Ian’s phone goes off. He looks at the screen.

IAN
It’s Bobby B. 

MITCH
Ask him how you become a chief pilot 
if you are not actually a pilot.

Ian laughs and answers.

IAN
Bobby B. The man with the plan. We’re 
loving the overnight.

(covers the phone)
Miss, if one of you has your top off, 
you all need to take your tops off. 

INT. BOBBY B’S OFFICE - SAME

Bobby balances on skateboard while talking on the phone.

INTERCUT AS NEEDED

BOBBY B
Shoot. Here Bobby B is slaving away 
while you guys are having all the fun.

IAN
Yeah, you’re really missing out.

BOBBY B
Well don’t get too crazy. I know you 
pilots love flying, not sitting in 
hotels. So the B-Man found you a jet 
to fly. A reserve crew is bringing it 
in tonight and you guys take it out at 
six A M. First flight of the day.

IAN
Bobby we can’t fly in the morning, 
we’re drunk.

Bobby waves off the parrot.
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BOBBY B
Woah man, I didn’t hear that. I need 
that flight to get out. The company is 
cracking down hard on first flights of 
the day.

Mitch motions for the phone. Ian hands it over.

MITCH
Bobby, you poor excuse for a pilot--

BOBBY B
Mitchster! I hear you passed your 
checkride!

MITCH
So then you know exactly why we’re 
drunk!

BOBBY B
Didn’t hear that either. I need you to 
fly that flight, man. Otherwise... and 
this is coming from the company, not 
me... I have to fire you guys. Don’t 
make the B man be the bad guy. 

MITCH
ARRRRRRGGGGHHHH!!!

Mitch hangs up by throwing the phone across the room. It 
shatters against the wall.

IAN
Hey! That was my phone!

MITCH
Forget about your phone. We have 
bigger problems. If we don’t fly 
tomorrow, we’re fired. 

IAN
There’s no way we’ll be sober by 6am! 
The internet goes nuts for drunk 
pilots. I don’t want to be one of 
those guys.

MAGGIE (O.S.)
One of what guys?

Mitch and Ian turn to see Maggie walking up from the lobby. 

IAN
(sputtering)

I... ah... Um...
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MITCH
One of those guys that loses his cool 
in the presence of a gorgeous woman. 
What are you doing here, beautiful?

MAGGIE
All the other hotels were filled up. 
So I ended up here. They really treat 
you well, huh?

MITCH
Only the finest... C’mon, take the 
enforcer pants off for a minute.

Mitch pulls a seat out for her. She actually smiles and sits. 

MAGGIE
I’m sorry. I know I was a bit of a 
hard-ass today. But someone has to 
keep you cowboys in-line.

MITCH
Hey, you have your job and we have 
ours, but in the end, we’re on the 
same team.

Mitch hands Maggie a cup of cheap booze. She waves it off.

MAGGIE
Thanks, but I’m on the first flight 
out in the morning. 6am. Yuck.

Mitch winks and gives her a finger gun.

MITCH
Well it looks like these cowboys will 
be flying you home.

Ian looks at him like “WTF?” Maggie looks at him.

MAGGIE
You’re joking right?

She looks around the table at all the empty cups. The Major 
tips over on his face. Mitch nods “yes,” but his face shows 
that he isn’t. Ian winces. She looks at her watch.

MAGGIE
It takes off in eight hours. You’re 
both drunk off your asses.

IAN
We just got notified...
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She pushes back from the table.

MAGGIE
I don’t give a shit! If you show up 
drunk at the airport tomorrow, I’m 
taking your licenses.

MITCH
Come on Maggie, you wouldn’t do that. 
We just had a moment. I thought we’re 
on the same team!

She gives him a “you can’t be serious” look.

MAGGIE
If you blow over the limit tomorrow, 
you will never fly again. 

She straightens her skirt and walks off. Off their look...

INT. HOTEL ROOM - NIGHT

Ian sits on a bed, Mitch shoves a Breathalyzer in his face.

MITCH
Blow.

Mitch frowns. Ian blows into the mouthpiece. 

IAN
You carry a Breathalyzer on trips?

MITCH
I’ve learned the hard way, that if my 
BAC is above fifteen percent, I am 
going to regret my choice of sexual 
partners in the morning.

IAN
Does that stop you from making bad 
decisions?

MITCH
No. I just drink more until I’m sure 
I’ll forget my bad decisions.

Ian looks at the results.

IAN
Point two two five? We’ll blow a point 
zero in...

He does the math in his head. It takes a moment. He shakes his 
head in dismay.
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IAN
Fifteen hours. We’re screwed.

MITCH
Maybe a doctor trusts a standard 
metabolic rate, but I’m not a doctor. 
I’m a pilot. I trust my instincts, 
which say, “We can beat this.” 

IAN
How?

MITCH
I have an idea. A wiley, crazy idea.

INT. MAID’S CLOSEST - NIGHT

Ian and Mitch stand in a maid’s closet, surrounded by towels 
and cleaning supplies. Ian holds a half eaten sponge in his 
hand and takes a bite. Ian gags.

IAN
Where did you learn this?

MITCH
From The Major. He told me how when 
his squadron had to face the 
Luftwaffe, they were drunk off their 
asses, so they ate sponges to soak up 
the alcohol.

Mitch takes a bite and immediately spits it in Ian’s face.

MITCH
Ah!  That’s terrible. Oh wait... maybe 
it was scrambled eggs?.. I was eight 
when he died. Some of his advice gets 
a little mixed up.

Ian drops his sponge and puts his hands to his temples in 
frustration. 

INT. IAN’S HOTEL ROOM - BATHROOM - NIGHT

Ian stands in front of his bathroom mirror. On it is a fuel 
pump diagram, drawn in soap, labeled, “The Venturi Effect.” 

IAN
Fluid forced through a narrow section 
of pipe, creates a pressure decrease 
and a velocity increase; a syphon. 
Just like an airplane fuel system.
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MITCH
You lost me at fluid.

Ian refers to another soap drawing of a massive water bong in 
the mouth of a stick figure pilot. Liquid shoots from his 
loins.

IAN
Basically, we’re beer bonging water.

INT. BATHROOM - NIGHT

A make-shift monster-bong hangs from the shower head. They each 
hold a hose-end emanating from the garbage can bottom. 

IAN
No matter how much pain you're in, 
don’t break the seal. 

They put the hoses in their mouths. Mitch pulls the stopper. 
The water immediately overwhelms them and they nearly drown. 
Collapsing in a heap, they spit out their hoses.

MITCH
(gasping)

The Venturi Effect is bullshit.

They lie against the tub wall, like drowned rats. Mitch looks 
at The Major on the bathroom counter.

MITCH
I’m sorry pop pop. I failed. I’m going 
to be the first in three generations 
to miss a scheduled departure. 

IAN
Really? That’s real?

MITCH
The Turpine streak is very real... and 
it ends with me.

Mitch starts to uncontrollably sob. Ian looks at his watch and 
then looks at Mitch.

IAN
Hey man. We still have like four 
hours. You can’t talk like that.

MITCH
What’s the point?

IAN
Come on. What would The Major say?

28.



The Major looms large on the counter. Mitch stares at the 
picture; thinking. The Major’s goofy grin looks bigger; there 
is a twinkle in his eye. There is a spark of hope in Mitch.

MITCH
He’d say when you’re pulling out of a 
nose dive, and it doesn’t look like 
you’re going to make it, pull harder.

IAN
Well let’s pull a little harder!

MUSIC CUE: TOP GUN ANTHEM

SMASH TO: BAD ASS GETTING SOBER MONTAGE - Mitch and Ian 
pounding coffee, jogging/stumbling through hallways, sitting on 
the toilet, wearing garbage bags in the hotel gym, doing laps 
in the tiny hotel pool, drinking Ipecac, hurling their guts 
out, ending on them taking a cold shower together in their 
underwear.

INT. BATHROOM - EARLY MORNING

CHYRON 4:30AM

Ian and Mitch, lie on the floor in their soggy underwear 
bottoms and take turns blowing into the Breathalyzer.

MITCH
Point zero six. Square in the 
“remember everything” zone.

IAN
Square in the “lose our jobs zone.”

(coming to terms)
I’m gonna get fired and have to work 
at McDonald’s. I’m gonna have to live 
with Mom and Stu forever. And worst of 
all, I’m going to lose my ride.

MITCH
What are you driving?

IAN
Cobalt blue 2013 Mustang Shelby GT500. 

MITCH
Nice. That is a true pilot’s ride. 
What’s your plate say? 

IAN
Maverick.

29.



MITCH
What? You’re the lucky bastard that 
got Maverick? 

IAN
I wish. The “a” is an ampersand and 
the “I” is the number one.

Mitch tries to visualize and shrugs.

MITCH
Still pretty bad ass.

IAN
Well, I can’t afford it either way. I 
don’t know what I was thinking. 

MITCH
I did the same thing. I was barely 
eating my first year but I was driving 
around a Porshe Boxter.

IAN
What’d you do?

MITCH
I sold it and bought an ‘84 Trans Am, 
just like Knight Rider. It’s a bit 
dated, but at least I can eat now.

Ian nods in agreement. He starts to get misty-eyed.

IAN
Wow. I just realized I am going to miss 
it. I mean it’s crappy pay. The hours 
can suck and you spend half your life 
in a hotel... but I love being a pilot. 

MITCH
Me too. It’s all I know.

He suddenly shouts at The Major.

MITCH
We’ve tried everything Major!.... No 
more sponges! What? We can’t do that! 
That’s insane!

IAN
What is it Mitch? What can’t we do?

Mitch laughs the uncontrollable laugh of a madman.
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MITCH
It could work...

IAN
What could work?! What is it Major?

Mitch smiles a deranged smile.

MITCH
We kidnap Maggie.

A Beat.

IAN
We’re not kidnapping Maggie.

Mitch’s face goes back to normal.

MITCH
Fine! What then?

INT. MAGGIE’S HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER

Mitch and Ian sit on the edge of Maggie’s bed. They’re 
exhausted. She stands in front of them with her arms crossed.

MAGGIE
What do you mean you’re not flying?!

IAN
Maggie. We messed up. We didn’t know 
we were supposed to fly, and by the 
time we did, it was too late. Trust 
me, we tried everything to sober up. 
Everything. The last thing we want to 
do is put our passengers in danger. 

MAGGIE
Too bad. You have to fly.

MITCH
What?

MAGGIE
I have to be at a bachelorette party 
in Vegas tomorrow.

IAN
I get it... You’re trying to trap us.

MITCH
It’s not too late for plan B...

Ian shakes his head “no.”
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MAGGIE
I’m not trying to trap your dumb 
asses. I wanted to scare you into 
sobering up. You’re the only flight 
out of here in the morning. 

Mitch gets indignant.

MITCH
We’re not flying anywhere. I’m not 
putting my license on the line. I may 
be drunk but I am not that drunk... 
and I am not so drunk that I can’t 
remember how drunk I am.

MAGGIE
How drunk are you?

IAN
Point zero five, last time we checked.

MAGGIE
Look. Don’t go advertising this to all 
of your pilot buddies, or the general 
public, but the FAA’s limit isn’t 
zero. It’s point zero four.

Mitch uncrosses his arms, surprised.

MAGGIE
I suggest you find a way to get rid of 
that last point zero one and get me to 
my sister’s party or I will 
retroactively fail you for yesterday.

IAN
Un-f-ing believable. Come on Mitch.

Ian angrily exits. Mitch stops at the door. 

MITCH
You’re making me feel disgusted and 
aroused at the same time. I hate being 
confused.

Mitch slams the door.

INT. HOTEL COMMON AREA - MORNING

Mitch and Ian stand at the breakfast buffet; looking like Hell. 
They scarf scrambled eggs while walking to their table.

MITCH
Go time.  
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Mitch blows into the Breathalyzer. He jumps up in victory.

MITCH
Point zero three nine. Scrambled eggs 
DO soak up the alcohol! 

The whole room is staring at Mitch, in his uniform. Ian pulls 
him back down. 

IAN
Inside joke everyone. Sorry. 

Ian inconspicuously blows into the Breathalyzer. The READOUT 
goes up to .041. It flickers then it drops to .039. Ian and 
Mitch give a little fist bump. Just then Janice walks up.

MITCH
What the Hell happened to you?!

Reveal that Janice looks like Hell. Her shirt is ripped and 
she’s barefoot.

JANICE
Turns out “Handsome Dan” was “Married 
Dan.” His wife was a real brawler. I 
don’t recommend fighting on the beach.

MITCH
Oh been there. Leverage is impossible.

IAN
Are you JUST getting here?

JANICE
Had to walk. There’s no taxis in this 
damned city. I tried to call you Ian, 
but it went straight to voice mail.

Mitch winces.

MITCH
You should keep your phone on you Ian. 

JANICE
Are we flying today or what?

IAN
You’re goddamn right we arghghghh!

Ian hurls his guts out. He raises his hand as if to say, “just 
a moment.” Then gives a thumbs up.

MITCH
Yep. Sure are.
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As they stand up to leave, a beat-up looking reserve flight 
crew enters the common area, Allen is the Captain. 

ALLEN
Hey Mitch, hey Ian. Bobby said that 
you guys were in a real pinch so we 
brought you a new bird.

IAN
Thanks Allen. 

ALLEN
No problemo. I think my wife is going 
drop divorce papers on me when I get 
home, so I’m not in a rush to get 
back. They have free breakfast? Santa 
Barbara is a pilot’s Eden!

EXT. RUNWAY - DAY

A CRJ lifts into the sky, just as the sun is coming up. The 
wheels raise into the wheel well.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - CONTINUOUS

Mitch and Ian give each other an exhausted high five, put on 
their sunglasses and bask in the morning sun.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - DAY

Mitch still has his glasses on, the runway is getting larger in 
the windscreen. He let’s out a huge yawn.

MITCH
Last night is catching up to me.

IAN
Yeah, I’m feeling it too. Definitely 
could use another cup of... Mitch?

Mitch let’s out a snore, his head bobs forward and his glasses 
fall off. He’s asleep. Ian grabs the controls in a panic.

IAN
Mitch! Wake up! We’re landing!

He punches Mitch in the shoulder. Mitch barely moves. Ian 
catches a glimpse of The Major’s goofy smile, as he rests upon 
the dashboard. He hears a voice in his head.

THE MAJOR (V.O.)
It’s up to you Ian.

He flies with one hand and shakes Mitch with the other. 
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THE MAJOR (V.O.)
He won’t wake up, but I’ll guide you.

Ian gives up on Mitch and focuses on the runway. He lowers the 
gear and flaps.

THE MAJOR (V.O.)
Listen to the jet. Feel the jet. Be 
the jet. Now close your eyes...

IAN
Close my eyes? Shut up Major, I got 
this!

Ian slaps his own face awake and focuses. He flares perfectly. 
It’s an amazing landing. As he rolls out, Mitch sits up in a 
panic. He’s wild eyed and confused. 

MITCH
Huh? What happened?

IAN
Go back to sleep. I’ll wake you up 
when we get to the gate.

INT. CRJ COCKPIT - LATER

Mitch and Ian watch the passengers as they exit the plane. A 
KINDLY OLD MAN waves at Mitch in the cockpit.

KINDLY OLD MAN
That was quite a landing captain, I 
wasn’t sure if we touched down yet.

MITCH
(pointing to Ian)

I wish I could take credit for it but 
it was all him.

Ian nods in appreciation. Maggie pops her head into the 
cockpit. 

MAGGIE
Please stay off my radar.

MITCH
Oooh. I think it’s too late. Maybe you 
should give me your number.

MAGGIE
Easy cowboy. 

(then, slight smile)
See ya in six months. 
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She walks out. Mitch elbows Ian like an excited kid.

MITCH
Did you see a smile?

IAN
(nodding, impressed)

There was definitely a smile.

MITCH
I’m totally in.

EXT. BANK - DAY

Ian walks out of the bank and up to his car, MAVRICK, he pats 
it like he is petting a horse.

IAN
Be good Maverick. Be good.

He walks to the passenger’s side of Mitch’s black polished 
Trans-Am and gets in.

INT. MITCH’S CAR - CONTINUOUS

MITCH
You alright?

IAN
As Buddha says, there’s a freedom in 
the absence of material possessions.

MITCH
Buddha must have been a regional 
airline pilot.

Ian nods in agreement as he lowers his gold aviator sunglasses 
over his eyes as “Danger Zone” fades up. Mitch’s car stalls, 
the music stops.

MITCH
The clutch is a little worn...

Ian nods in understanding. Mitch re-starts the car. The music 
starts again and they drive off into the sunset.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END
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