
EXT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - MORNING

The sun rises.  Birds CAW.  A small wooden cabin sits,
tucked among the tall pines. 

INT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - MORNING

DANIEL HILLARD, looking old and scruffy, as if he's just
escaped from the game Jumanji or something, rolls out of a
messy bed.  He sits with his feet on the floor, rubbing his
eyes.  The room is dimly lit by the morning light. 

The cabin's a mess.  Empty tin cans of beans lay, scattered
across the floor. 

Daniel shuffles across the room, farting with each step,
indicating that, yeah, he ate all those beans.  

He pulls an old shitty pot of coffee off the shitty counter
top and pours it into a shitty mason jar.  He takes a sip
and grimaces. 

DANIEL
The best part of waking up...

Daniel raises his cup, then dumps it down the drain. 

CUT TO:

EXT. MOUNTAIN ROAD - DAY

Daniel Hillard, adorned in a sweat suit and a knit cap, jogs
down the heavily wooded mountain road.  Sweat shows through
his shirt, but his breath comes steadily.  This is clearly
part of his routine. 

EXT. WOODS - DAY

Daniel does pull ups on a tree branch, GRUNTING with each
one.  He farts once. 

EXT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - DAY

Daniel stacks logs on a chopping block, raising a wood
splitter.  He wears only a wife beater.  Also, he has pants
on.  A wife beater and pants.   

He brings the splitter down, shattering the piece of wood. 
He wipes his brow and stares off into the distance. 

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. TELEVISION STUDIO - EVENING
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Mr. Ludny stands before Daniel, shrugging his shoulders. 

MR. LUDNY
I'm sorry Daniel, but the network's
canceling your show.  I'm sorry. 

BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - DAY

Daniel slams another piece of wood, shattering it.  He
quickly places a third piece down, raising the wood
splitter.

FLASHBACK TO:

INT. APARTMENT - EVENING

Chris Hillard, who looks like Matthew Lawrence, stands in
the doorway shaking his head, tears in his eyes.

CHRIS
I used to not respect you dad, and
then you gained my respect by
dressing up as a woman, but now,
after losing your job, you've lost
my respect again. 

Chris walks away. 

DANIEL
Chris wait! 

(Echoes)
BACK TO PRESENT:

EXT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - DAY

Daniel slams the wood, rapidly replacing it.  He slams
another piece.  Replaces that.  He sweats heavily,
GRUNTING.  He shatters a final piece of wood, and throws his
hands up in the air.

DANIEL
Nooooooooooooooooooo!!!

SGT. HANDLER (O.C.)
Daniel Hillard? 

Daniel spins around to find SGT. HANDLER, a middle aged,
well-groomed military officer, standing next to a black
SUV. 

SGT. HANDLER
I'd like to speak with you for a
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moment.

INT. MOUNTAIN CABIN - DAY

Daniel and Sgt. Handler sit at the kitchen table, sipping
coffee from mason jars. 

SGT. HANDLER
Mr. Hillard, I've heard a lot about
your past...

DANIEL
Yeah, well, my past is just that: my
past. 

Sgt. Handler slowly pulls a manila folder from his bag.  He
opens it, revealing several grainy, black-and-white
photographs of MRS. DOUBTFIRE.  

Sgt. Handler sets them on the table, looking at Daniel.  

Daniel stares at them for a second, then stands up and
throws his mason jar across the room.  It shatters against
the wall.

DANIEL
Goddammit!  I came up here to get
away from her!

Sgt. Handler stands up, matching Daniel's tone.

SGT. HANDLER
Mr. Handler, your country needs you!

Daniel looks at him, confused.

SGT. HANDLER (CONT'D)
The president of the United States
has been taken hostage by a
terrorist group in the middle east. 
A terrorist group that put an add
out for a nanny. 

Daniel turns away.

SGT. HANDLER (CONT'D)
That's where you come in.  Disguised
as Mrs. Doubtfire, you would be able
to infiltrate their complex and help
free the president. 

DANIEL
Mrs. Doubtfire's dead. 
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SGT. HANDLER
Please, Daniel.  For the United
States of America.

Daniel looks at him.  Sgt. Handler squints and nods. 

Suddenly, a small red dot appears on Sgt. Handler's head. 
Daniel looks confused, but realizes...

DANIEL
Sgt. Handler!

But it's too late. 

Sgt. Handler's brains explode all over Daniel's wall. 
Daniel dives behind his couch, as his living room lights up
with machine gun fire. 

Daniel peeks over his couch to see a helicopter through his
window, rising into the air and flying away. 

As the sound of the helicopter fades, Daniel stands to
survey his decimated home.  He steps into the center of the
room, glass crunching under his feet. 

DANIEL
This time, it was a drive-by
shooting. 

TITLE SEQUENCE

  

  

4


