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INT. LEHNSHERR RESIDENCE - NIGHT

Rainfall TAPS, SPLATTERS, and streaks down the front windows 
of the Lehnsherr family farmhouse. Outside, a lone barn sits 
in the damp distance of the dark countryside.

A YOUNG BOY sits on the windowsill, gazing out into the 
night. ERIK (9) is dressed plainly. His well-worn, patched-up 
pajamas hang loosely over his thin physique.

BOOM! Thunder CRACKS as a bolt of light FLASHES in the 
window, sending Erik STUMBLING backward. He lands on the 
floor with a THUD as he stares up to the glass, PANTING while 
he catches his breath.

EDIE (O.S.)
Erik?

Erik turns to see his mother, EDIE (35), standing at the 
other side of the living room. Streaks of gray lay amid the 
hair that has escaped her nightcap. Her arms are crossed 
against a nightgown that sways over her thin figure.

EDIE
Geht es dir gut?

INT. ERIK’S ROOM - NIGHT

The rain continues its attack on the German countryside as 
Erik and Edie share a small bed. A candle burning on the 
bedside table illuminates the space with warm, flickering 
light. The modest room certainly isn’t crowded; A small 
dresser takes up the most wall space.

Edie holds open a book as Erik leans against her; The cover 
reads “Auserwählte,” the chosen ones.

EDIE
Moses wollte keinen anruf, aber er 
antwortete.

Erik basks at the pages as she reads. Beneath the words, 
abstract drawings depict Moses and the Burning Bush. On the 
first page, he is kneeling face-down before the blue flame, 
his sandals in left hand and a staff on the ground clasped in 
his right. On the next page, he is descending a hill toward a 
village, staff in-hand. Edie turns the page.
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EDIE
Seine leute wurden verletzt. Es 
war seine pflicht, sie alle zu 
retten.

On the first page, villagers are being attacked by Egyptian 
soldiers with clubs and whips. On the second page, Moses 
appears within an arch, his staff curling into a snake and 
lightning striking behind him. The soldiers are fleeing, 
their weapons flung from their hands. Edie turns the page.

EDIE
Moses befreite sein volk und 
führte es durch die wüste 
ins gelobte. Ein feld, auf dem 
milch und honig fließen.

On the first page, Moses holds the Red Sea apart as the 
villagers walk along the ocean floor. On the second page, 
Moses and the group enter the Promised Land, where milk and 
honey flow throughout the golden fields. Erik stares.

KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

The sudden noise makes Erik and Edie JUMP in place. A muffled 
voice shouts through the front door:

OFFICER
Aufmachen! Polizei!

Erik looks up at Edie as she holds his head. Erik’s door 
SWINGS open. JAKOB (36), Erik’s father, braces himself in the 
door frame, holding his finger up across his lips. He is 
fairly built but still poorly fed. He holds his hand out 
toward them. KNOCK! KNOCK! KNOCK!

JAKOB
Ruhig sein. Bleib ruhig.

Edie kisses Erik on the head and joins Jakob. 

JAKOB
Erik, bleib hier. Mach keinen ton.

Erik moves to the edge of his bed as Jakob leaves. Edie turns 
to him as she closes the door behind her. She fakes a smile.

EDIE
Uns wird es gut gehen.

She pulls the door shut with a CLUNK.



.3

Erik LEAPS out of his bed and rushes to the door. He presses 
his ear against it. Under the sound of his own breaths, he 
hears the muffled sound of the front door opening.

OFFICER
Guten abend. Papiere, bitte.

JAKOB
Wir… wir haben sie bereits 
gegeben.

CRACK! Erik TREMBLES at the stifled noise of a backhand as 
Jakob YELLS in pain. 

EDIE
Jakob!

OFFICER
Gegen die wand, Jude!

More noise of a commotion echoes out from behind the door.

OFFICER
Du auch, Jüdin! Gegen die wand!

Eric PUSHES through his door. In the living room, he sees 
four SS OFFICERS holding up his parents. Their clean, green 
uniforms clash against the worn, rustic home and the lay 
people they are assailing. Jakob is held face-first into a 
wall by two Nazis while the other two hold up Edie with their 
MP-40s. Everyone’s attention turns to Erik.

TROOPER 1
Einfrieren!

Trooper 1 aims at Erik.

JACOK
NEIN!

EDIE
Erik, geh zurück.

TROOPER 2
Gegen die wand!

JACOK
Bitte, lass ihn in ruhe.

EDIE
Geh zurück, Erik.

Trooper 2 WHIPS his gun toward Edie.
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TROOPER 2
Gegen die wand!

Edie STOPS. Looking at Erik, she moves to the left wall. 
TROOPER 2 STOMPS toward her.

TROOPER 2
NEIN! Die recht!

Erik STEPS forward, his widened eyes trained on the gun. 
Trooper 2 SWIVELS to point the barrel at him and Edie LUNGES 
toward it.

EDIE
NEIN!

Trooper 2 SWATS Edie to the floor with the butt of his gun.

JACOK
Edie!

Erik’s stares at his mother and she braces herself against 
the floor, a fresh gash bleeds on the side of her head. 
Trooper 2 turns back to Erik.

TROOPER 2
Gegen die wand, Jude!

Erik’s eyes lock onto the Nazi in front of him. His jaw 
clenches as his brows sink over his narrowing eyes. His fists 
CLENCH. Suddenly, the silverware on the table begins to 
vibrate, subtly. The pins and badges on the soldier’s 
uniforms do the same. Erik STARES as Trooper 2 rushes toward 
him and SWINGS the butt of his gun at his head with a-

CUT TO BLACK.

INT. MAGNETO RESIDENCE - DAY

ERIK (90) JOLTS awake as he GASPS. He settles, sitting 
upright in his small single bed as he holds his head. Long 
silver hair dangles past his wrinkled hands.

The room is small, little decor adorns the plain walls.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I can see it, Erik. Clear as day. 
Every time I close my eyes.

Erik releases a deep SIGH. He FLINGS the purple blanket off 
from his thin legs.
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EXT. MAGNETO RESIDENCE - DAY

The simple wooden door CREAKS open. Erik GROANS as he pushes 
against it until he steps within the frame. 

CHARLES (0.S.)
The sun is bright.

Erik WINCES, closing his eyes as bright, warm sunlight hits 
his grimacing face.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I can smell the air.

He deeply INHALES.

CHARLES (0.S.)
That scent of grass baking under 
the summer sun.

He EXHALES as the angle of his eyebrows softens.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I look out.

Erik opens his eyes. He looks out from his doorway.

CHARLES (0.S.)
And I see.

His sight comes into focus: A sprawling island utopia. Acres 
of land divided into a handful of neighborhoods. Older, 
purpose-built structures rest within the shade of grander 
buildings sculpted out of glass and steel. Erik’s simple hut 
stands atop a hill nearest to the community’s farm. Cows roam 
in the fields besides colonies of honey bees.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I see our dream made real.

Erik’s face rises into a joyful smile. He places a brimmed 
hat onto his silver head and begins the descent toward town.

EXT. TOWN - DAY

Erik saunters down a road paved with stones. A wooden fence 
stretches along it, utility poles carry wires up and down the 
far-stretching the path. More roads branch out ahead of Erik 
toward sporadic buildings and structures.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I see smiling faces greeting me.
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BLING! BLING! A bicycle’s bell RINGS as a WOMAN (25) pedals 
toward Erik. She is smiling and waves at him as she passes. 
Erik waves back, smiling as well as he continues on.

The path intersects with a small school. Golden letters 
mounted atop the entrance read “EDIE ELEMENTARY.” 

CHARLES (0.S.)
I see our children playing.

Erik passes the building and continues on the path along the 
school’s playground. Within it, MUTANT CHILDREN play and 
cavort; Children with brightly-colored skin, extra 
appendages, tails, wings, and talons all laugh as they chase 
each other, play catch, and climb on the furnishings.

CHARLES (0.S.)
Free from harm. Free from fear. 
Free to happily be themselves.

Erik giggles as he continues walking.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I see our brothers and sisters 
respected.

Erik walks deeper into town where suburban-sized homes line 
the road. Two WALKERS (40) stroll past a residence, waving at 
a MAN (60) as he retrieves letters from his mailbox. He waves 
back with his claws and a smile on his canine-like face.

CHARLES (0.S.)
Spared from unwonted judgment. 
Living. Thriving in this world.

Erik continues on through the bustling neighborhood. Dozens 
of MUTANT CIVILIANS, just as diverse as the playing children, 
go about their lives. A short, pink man kisses his hulking, 
insect-like spouse as she holds a hard-hat beneath her arm. 
Two elderly men hold paws and hooves as they sit on their 
porch. A child frantically FLAPS her wings over Erik’s head 
toward the school she will arrive very late to.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I see the path so clearly.

Erik takes a right turn at an intersection. 

CHARLES (0.S.)
The one our ancestors chartered by 
crawling out from the ocean.

His new path leads to a dock stretching out toward the sea.
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EXT. DOCK - DAY

The port is alive with the hurried steps of WORKERS and 
FISHERS. They rush and whiz past Erik, many stopping to wave 
or nod as he continues on. 

CHARLES (0.S.)
I think back to their first steps. 
How ours even now still reflect 
them.

Erik walks out onto a dock as a small ship approaches. 

CHARLES (0.S.)
Clawing onto unsettled ground. 
Toward a land not promised, but 
fought for.

A brightly-painted sign on his right reads “Welcome to 
Genosha: The First Mutant Nation.”

CHARLES (0.S.)
Many a tooth and nail chipped, 
every step and handhold carved. 
Only to look back…

Erik’s eyes drift over from the approaching ship to the 
endless ocean behind it.

CHARLES (0.S.)
And see all of our effort washed 
away by the tide.

His smile slightly droops.

CHARLES (0.S.)
But our time in the mud will be 
rewarded…

Erik approaches the ship as it docks beside him.

CHARLES (0.S.)
Every time our children step onto 
dry land.

A pair of heavily-scuffed Converse shoes TRIP down the ship’s 
ramp and onto the dock. A GOTH GIRL (15) frantically looks 
around as a larger group of MUTANT REFUGEES trails behind 
her. The girl is pale, nearly blue, in stark contrast to her 
dark clothing. Two small horns protrude from her forehead, 
curved downward toward wide eyes and quivering lips.

The girl’s arms are crossed in the shape of an X, braced 
tightly against her chest. Her entire body shakes as she 
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FREEZES upon seeing Erik. Bands of electricity travel between 
her arms like a Tesla coil.

CHARLES (0.S.)
They will see this future. We will 
show them, you and I.

Erik smiles warmly as he holds his hand out to her.

She inches closer. The girl reaches out, her hand trembling 
as more static pulsates across it. She stops.

Erik steps closer, gently taking her hand in his. She WINCES, 
but peeks at their hands through fluttering blinks. She looks 
to his face and sees his smile, unfettered by her touch.

The girl LUNGES into Erik’s arms. He encloses her in an 
embrace. Civilians and Workers from the town join and welcome 
the arriving Refugees.

CHARLES (0.S.)
I can see it so clearly, Erik.

Erik’s eyes are closed as he holds onto the girl, the chin 
under his smile resting upon her head.

CHARLES (0.S.)
A pity every time I must open my 
eyes…

Erik opens his eyes. His smile disappears. 

In the distance, several dark shapes approach in the sky.

CHARLES (0.S.)
And see the world as it is today.

EXT. SHORE - DAY

A pack of massive SENTINEL androids rocket toward the island. 
Their cold, emotionless faces stare at the dock. A cruel red 
gleam shines from their eyes. In unison, their shoulder pads 
open to reveal a series of missiles primed to fire.

EXT. DOCK - DAY

Mutants SCATTER from the dock as they SCREAM. Civilians guide 
the Refugees toward the town as Erik PULLS the girl with him. 

BOOM! A crane on the dock EXPLODES upon the direct hit of a 
missile. BOOM! BOOM! BOOM! More follow. Each blast SHAKES the 
dock, sending more Mutants to the ground each time.
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Two of the massive metal killing machines ROCKET overhead, 
their jets SCREECHING a wretched noise as Erik rushes with 
the panicking crowd.

EXT. TOWN - CONTINUOUS

The crowd of Mutants push through smoke and rubble as 
EXPLOSIONS echo in the distance. Erik HEAVES as he guides the 
young girl in his care through the destruction.

Erik PUSHES her forward as he stumbles to a stop. His eyes 
widen as he stares ahead.

Fire engulfs what remains of the city that stood tall mere 
minutes ago. The once lively streets are strewn with craters, 
hunks of buildings, wrecked vehicles, and corpses. Sentinels 
strafe through the air and ravage everything in their paths. 

Erik’s fists clench as tightly as his jaw. Jagged hunks of 
metal around him begin to vibrate as the girl in his care 
stops and looks back at him.

He opens his hands, his arms begin to rise at his side as a 
Sentinel strafes in his direction. Erik’s eyes are wide and 
glossy, his face twitches as his hands tremble. 

His eyes DART to the right. The girl is running toward him. 
Erik looks back to the Sentinel he was targeting as it locks 
in on her. He LUNGES toward the girl, nearly flying when-

BOOM! A blast in front of him sends Erik flying backward.

CUT TO BLACK.

EXT. RUINS - NIGHT

Erik lays sprawled on the ground, ash and soot coated on the 
side of his face. His eyes creep open.

He WINCES as he fails to push himself up. A large steel slab 
lies upon his back, pinning him down.

FOOM! The steel FLINGS off of him. Erik GROANS as he shakily 
pushes himself to his feet. He takes in his surroundings.

Inordinate fires across the island dot the engulfing darkness 
with harsh, erratic light; The moon itself unable to bring 
the widespread destruction fully into view. 

Erik is barely upright, hunching over as he scans what 
remains of his community. He STUMBLES forward, hardly landing 
his first step. He catches his balance, then forges on.
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EXT. DEVASTATED TOWN - NIGHT

Erik limps back along his earlier path, his surroundings 
ravaged by the Sentinel attack. The once bustling 
neighborhood is lifeless; Homes are reduced to cinders, 
bodies lay across their lawns.

As he crosses the school again, Erik can only muster the 
slightest glance. He continues on as flames reach out from 
shattered windows, eating away at the place of learning.

EXT. MAGNETO RESIDENCE - NIGHT

Erik ascends to the top of his hill, each of his haggard 
steps more of a gamble than the last. Atop it, he DROPS onto 
his knees and braces himself before he can completely fall 
forward into the dirt. His breathing is harsh and uneven. He 
looks up at the broken husk of his home.

He peers over his shoulder. What remains of Genosha lies in 
total ruin.

He turns back, his face grows tight as he SHAKES. Erik 
HUNCHES over, clasping his fists tightly into the dirt.

He SCREAMS.

CUT TO:

INT. MAGNETO RESIDENCE - NIGHT

CRASH! A large metal crate BURSTS out from the floor and 
DROPS before Erik with a heavy THUD. The box is sealed shut 
by a hefty padlock and is wrapped in rows of barbed wire. 
Moonlight spilling in from the tattered roof encircles the 
object in a spotlight.

Erik kneels still before it. He FLICKS his head to the right. 
In an instant, the wire is twain from the crate and the 
padlock clasped onto it SNAPS in half.

He stares at the crate. Its lip creeps open. The box slides 
toward Erik, scraping along the floor as his hands gently 
come to rest on it when it meets him.

Erik reaches in. Held in his trembling hand is some sort of 
communication device with a large red button at its center.

He sighs. Erik presses the button. It blinks a red light and 
beeps in-sync. He looks down into the crate and stares.
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Erik leans back, his eyes closing tight. Clenching his jaw, 
he opens his eyes and looks back to the crate.

A round object rises out from the darkness of the box, 
moonlight reflects off of it as it ascends. Magneto’s iconic 
helmet comes fully into view. The empty void of its face hole 
meets Erik’s gaze as it hovers before him.

EXT. SHORE - DAY

The sun begins to rise, painting a pink glow on the horizon.

High-tide waves crash against Genosha’s eastern shore. Debris 
and flotsam from the attack wash up and are pulled back into 
the ocean in an endless cycle. 

Another communication device beeps off-frame. A jet-black 
electric speedboat sits lopsided on the sand.

A figure walks into view, holding the beeping, glowing red 
device out in front of her: MYSTYQUE (40). Her yellow eyes 
stand out from the blue of her skin. A thin bandanna affixed 
with a small skull in the middle holds crimson hair around 
her scowling face while her white boots, matching the rest of 
her costume, collect sand as she walks. A Desert Eagle is 
holstered on her left hip.

She heads inland.

EXT. DEVASTATED TOWN - DAY

Morning light brings the devastation into clearer view as 
Mystique follows her device’s direction. She looks around.

A coating of white ash covers the town like fresh snow. 
Mystique’s every step creates a puff as she trudges along the 
road. Carnage left by the previous day’s attack surrounds her 
journey toward the city center.

EXT. MUSEUM - DAY

What remains of the small city is clouded by a harsh fog of 
ash and smoke. Beams of morning light cut through, slicing 
between ruined buildings like bright daggers as rising smoke 
sways along their sharp rays.

Mystique slows to a halt in the middle of the street. She 
holds the device in her hand out in front of her. She sways 
it to her left. She pulls it to her right.

BEEP! BEEP! BEEP! She turns to her right and looks up.
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A stone building stands on its last legs before her. The 
remaining letters left hanging above the entrance read 
“MUT_NT H_ST__Y MU__EUM.”

Mystique SIGHS, then walks in.

INT. MUSEUM HALLS - DAY

Light bleeds into the empty corridors in jagged patterns 
through shattered windows and walls. Mystique silently slinks 
through the halls. 

She crosses by a section dedicated to Ancient Egypt. An aged 
bust of En Sabah Nur peers out from the darkness.

CRASH! An echo from the end of the hall catches Mystique’s 
attention. Light peers out from the cracked entrance to an 
exhibit labeled “The New Age.”

Mystique exhales and she unholsters her pistol.

INT. NEW AGE EXHIBIT - DAY

Mystique creeps into the room, gun-first. She covers her 
corners, then moves in past the fallen overhead light. Her 
yellow eyes scan the dark environment from behind her 
weapon’s sights. What she can see of the room is trashed, but 
not by the attack. Displays are dismantled, signs torn. This 
destruction was more deliberate.

Something CREAKS behind Mystique, she TWIRLS to point the 
muzzle at the sound.

Illuminated by the red glow of a crooked, dangling EXIT sign, 
Erik sits atop a jagged throne of wreckage, clutching his 
helmet in his right hand. A purple cape hangs over his head 
and shoulders. Pipes, rebar, shattered display cases and 
hunks of art make up his seat. A blown-up printing of a Daily 
Bugle headline reading “MUTANT AMNESTY GRANTED IN NYC” and a 
pride flag lay visible among the pile.

Mystique lowers her gun and inches forward. Her shoulders 
droop as her tight face loosens.

MYSTIQUE
Oh, Erik…

She holsters her weapon. He turns his face to her.

Erik holds his arms to his sides and levitates above his 
seat. He slowly descends to the floor in front of Mystique.
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They stare silently at each other.

Mystique PLUNGES into his chest, wrapping her arms around him 
tightly. He is still for a moment longer, but relents and 
weakly embraces her as well. His eyes clench shut. 

Beat.

MYSTIQUE
What can I do?

Erik’s eyes peel open. They are glossy and red. His brows 
furrow sharply.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

Red, white, and blue spotlights dance around an ostentatious 
convention hall. Patriotic music BLARES from large speakers 
hanging high above the crowd of SUPPORTERS. I’m not going to 
sugarcoat it: They’re overwhelmingly middle-aged and white. 

The large stage is decked-out with American flags and 
matching decor. A massive banner strung above a podium reads 
“KELLY FOR PRESIDENT,” with additional signs on the sides of 
the stage reading “Human First” and “Rob vs. The Mob.”

The crowd ERUPTS into applause as ROBERT KELLY (45) jogs onto 
the stage. He waves and blows kisses to onlookers, then holds 
his fist in the air. He braces himself behind the podium.

KELLY
Happy Independence Day, Columbia!

The crowd ERUPTS in cheers and applause.

KELLY
My family and I are so grateful to 
join all of yours on this 
momentous occasion.

Kelly turns to stage right, where MRS. KELLY (40) and ROBBIE 
JR (9) wave from behind the curtain.

KELLY
What a beautiful place to 
celebrate the legacy of our 
forefathers, who chose to stand 
against tyranny. To NOT live in 
fear. Who fought for our freedom 
of religion. And bled for 
humanity’s future. The very future 
that is once again under attack.
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The crowd BOOS. 

KELLY
Every day, the sanctity of our 
great nation, and its sons and 
daughters, is tested by those who 
wish to rob our children of their 
rightful futures. Of their 
innocence!

The crowd BOOS.

KELLY
What started with pronouns and 
rainbows being shoved down our 
throats has led to the extremist 
mob forcing YOUR children to go to 
school with monsters who EXPLODE 
when they have a temper-tantrum. 
Who can blow a hole through their 
teacher’s head with a GLANCE if 
they don’t agree with their rules.

The crowd BOOS.

KELLY
No, but we can’t say that. We 
can’t regulate the biological 
terrorists getting on the bus with 
your kids because all the Left 
wants to talk about is our guns. 
They’ll pounce on any tragedy to 
push their agenda, politicize loss 
of precious life whenever it suits 
their narrative, but have you 
heard a peep from them about the 
basketball player in Philadelphia 
who nearly blew his entire high 
school gymnasium to hell? Anybody 
hear a word about that?

The crowd BOOS and JEERS.

KELLY
Or about the little girl in 
Beverly Hills performing an 
“accidental” fireworks display 
because she got scared?

The crowd BOOS.

KELLY
It isn’t enough that we let them 
have their own island, they want 

(MORE)
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KELLY (CONT’D)
YOUR spaces too. Your basketball 
courts, YOUR malls, YOUR homes. 
I’m sure you’ve all heard about 
Mutie Jonestown by now. Savages 
tore themselves apart in a civil 
war. Typically, I’d say “good 
riddance,” but per usual, they 
just couldn’t keep it to 
themselves.

Kelly wipes sweat from his brow.

KELLY
As we congregate here tonight, 
those same muties who saw fit to 
build their own society outside of 
our laws are on their way back to 
seek asylum in OUR cities. They 
want to take up YOUR beds as the 
Left has allowed homelessness to 
skyrocket. They’ll use their 
Satanic power to take YOUR jobs 
while this weak administration has 
failed to address record 
unemployment levels. Not on my 
watch. We need STRONGER leadership 
now more than ever.

The crowd CHEERS.

KELLY
You need a president who will put 
PEOPLE first. Who won’t bend to 
the woke mob.

The crowd CHEERS.

KELLY
Just like I did as a senator, 
pushing the Ammended Patriot Act 
into law, I will take the fight to 
them! Together, we will secure our 
children’s safety. We will purge 
this evil blight from our homes! 
We will shut down that grooming 
academy in Westchester! We will-

The microphone mounted to the podium suddenly JERKS to the 
left. Kelly pauses. He reaches to adjust it-

The microphone JERKS to the right. Kelly YANKS his hand back. 
He looks back to his wife, his mouth agape.
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The microphone STRIKES out at Kelly, tearing out of the 
podium and CURLING around his throat like a snake.

The crowd PANICS as ARMED GUARDS and SECURITY rush to the 
stage. Kelly GRABS at his inanimate attacker as he stumbles 
backward. A SECURITY OFFICER catches Kelly as a GUARD 
brandishes a pistol and frantically looks around. Another 
GUARD grabs Mrs. Kelly and Robbie Jr.

The handles of the exit doors TWIST and CONTORT. Supporters 
YANK and BASH against them to no avail. They are trapped.

The gun in the Guard’s hand VIBRATES. The weapon dismantles 
in his grip, falling apart like wet paper. 

A pair of handcuffs on the Officer’s belt pulls on his waist 
as he tries to help Kelly. The Officer is YANKED into the air 
by the cuff and SMACKS against the ceiling. 

Still pushing through the sea of people, the other Guards 
also lose their weapons. One by one, their individual 
handcuffs FLY off of their belts, latch onto a wrist, and 
PULL their captives to the ceiling. Each links around a pipe 
or rafter and pins their victim in place above the crowd.

Above Kelly, and to his sides, electrical wires from behind 
the stage FLING out and COIL around his arms and legs. He is 
suspended in the air and pulled stage right.

CREAK! The ceiling begins to rumble as the crowd quiets down 
and turns back. CREAK! Pipes and vents running along the 
ceiling above the stage vibrate and contort.

BOOM! A massive hunk of the roof RIPS out from the building. 
Rainfall plummets onto the stage as a FIGURE casts a shadow 
over Kelly. The attacker descends into the hall; His helmed 
visage accentuated by a flowing purple cape and maroon 
costume. Erik’s face is concealed in shadow beneath the 
helmet. MAGNETO steps down onto his new stage.

A stillness overtakes the crowd as Magneto stands still under 
the rain and spotlight. Kelly struggles to turn his face 
toward him, wires now gagging his mouth as well.

The lights of a handful of phones in the crowd shine toward 
the stage.

CREEEAAK. A microphone stand scratches against the stage 
toward Magneto. CREEAAAK. It stops in front of him.

WHOOSH! One of the onlooker’s phones FLIES out of their 
hands, hurtling toward Magneto before HALTING in front of 
him. WHOOSH! WHOOSH! WHOOSH! More phones join the first.
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CRUNCH! A large camera RIPS out from its place and hovers 
between the pack of phones, all recording/streaming.

Beat.

MAGNETO
I had been envious, once. In my 
desolation. Of those of you who 
are able to sleep through the 
storms.

He looks up. His eyes beam out from the void.

MAGNETO
Who are content in averting your 
eyes; In seeking refuge in the 
shade, because it is easier than 
staring into the sun. But this 
envy meets a swift and sobering 
end.

Magneto looks at Kelly, who quivers where he hangs.

MAGNETO
Despite your best efforts to 
preserve your own vision of the 
world, you have become blind. 

He turns back to the cameras.

MAGNETO
For while you inundate your senses 
with bright lights and deafening 
sound to wash away blood and drown 
out the cries: Bills are written, 
laws are passed, and only after 
you have returned your gaze back 
to our plight, at your own 
convenience, has it become your 
sovereign duty to eradicate us. 
Your brothers. Your sisters. Your 
enemy.

INT. PURITY PUB - NIGHT

The standard dive-bar is poorly kept and lousy with out-of-
uniform PURIFIERS. The men vary in size and build, but all 
bear questionable tattoos: Swastikas, SS symbols, Confederate 
Flags, and Thin Blue Line Punisher logos.
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MAGNETO (O.S.)
The monsters you depict us as are 
painted upon the canvas of your 
own reflections.

A SUITED MAN (40) steps into the bar. A Purifier rises and 
the two shake hands. In the corner of the pub, a PEEPING 
PURIFIER (30), wearing thick sunglasses, looks on.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
Even still, I had been convinced 
that coexistence with your kind 
was possible.

EXT. PURITY PUB - NIGHT

The Suited Man exits the bar. The Peeping Purifier follows.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
I see now, however, that it is as 
I knew even then:

EXT. CAMPAIGN OFFICE - NIGHT

The Suited Man enters an office building. The Peeping 
Purifier watches from across the street. He looks to a sign 
in the window that reads “Kelly Campaign Office.”

MAGNETO (O.S.)
A dream.

The Peeping Purifier removes his shades. He blinks, revealing 
Mystique’s yellow eyes. She follows him.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
A ruse to distract ourselves as we 
sleep so that we might awaken 
refreshed enough to face our grim 
reality.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

MAGNETO
A reality I have been forced to 
bear time and time again.

Magneto looks down. He clears his throat and looks back up.
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MAGNETO
Two days ago, the very calamity 
you’ve lambasted here tonight 
played out before my very eyes.

INT. CAMPAIGN OFFICE - NIGHT

The Peeping Purifier marches into the office. A group of 
“STAFFERS” watch on as he locks the doors behind him.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
An attack. Fueled by hatred. 
Carried out via prejudice. 

The man swivels and leans back on the doors. His head is 
down. As he looks up, Mystique drops her visage and reveals 
herself. A menacing grin curls up her face.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

Magneto turns to Kelly.

MAGNETO
And funded with campaign dollars.

Kelly contorts to face Magneto.

INT. CAMPAIGN SERVER ROOM - NIGHT

The bruised campaign staffers sit tied to chairs around the 
server room. Mystique sits down onto a chair behind a desk.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
At this very moment, a series of 
files, phone records, and bank 
account transfers linking Robert 
Kelly and his campaign to anit-
Mutant hate groups across the 
country are being made public and 
sent to various news outlets and 
law enforcement.

Mystique puts her feet up on a desk while the computer in 
front of her displays several files being sent and leaked.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

MAGNETO
Among them, documented proof of 
Robert Kelly’s direct order to 

(MORE)
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MAGNETO (CONT’D)
attack the Free Mutant Nation of 
Genosha… As well as footage of the 
attack.

On the screens behind Magneto, SENTINEL and drone footage of 
the Genosha attack plays out. Multiple angles and POVs cut in 
a montage of the carnage. Explosions and screams echo out 
from the static. Magneto’s head droops as the crowd looks on.

MAGNETO
You’d be forgiven for mistaking 
this as a moment of victory.

INT. PURITY PUB - NIGHT

Two POLICEMEN enter the pub. The Purifies look up.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
The truth brought to light. 
Justice assured.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

Magneto turns to Kelly.

MAGNETO
The chance to prove myself the 
bigger man by sparing my enemy and 
charting a new path to peace 
between our kinds.

INT. PURITY PUB - NIGHT

The Policemen stand in the door.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
Were I ever so naive.

The Policemen both LAUGH as they are welcomed by the 
Purifiers. They shake hands, slap each other’s shoulders, and 
go to the counter.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

Magneto faces the cameras.

MAGNETO
None of this information is 
revelatory. You all know who this 
man is.
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He looks past the phones to the crowd.

MAGNETO
That’s why you’re all here.

The phones and camera float outward from Magneto as he steps 
forward on the stage. His full focus is on the crowd.

MAGNETO
Gathered in hatred: As is your 
“right.” Your right to take up 
arms against us. In the right to 
oppress us. The right to 
exterminate us. “The Right.” 
Precisely where you presume to be 
while you cling to a world that we 
have grown above. A rotten spoke 
in the wheel of evolution. 

INT. CAMPAIGN OFFICE - NIGHT

The staffers remain tied to their chairs as Mystique pours 
the last of three liters of gasoline around the office.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
You cannot stop its turning, and 
yet you cram yourself in anyway.

Mystique brandishes a lighter and FLICKS a tongue of flame.

INT. PURITY PUB - NIGHT

The Policemen and Purifiers continue to joke around. The THUD 
of the front door commands their attention.

MAGNETO (O.S.)
You merely impede its spin until 
the day we snap you into splinters 
and continue on the path without 
you.

SABRETOOTH (old) STOMPS into the bar. His hulking mass and 
overgrown hair cover the only exit with ease. His dark eyes 
stare down his upcoming meal as he SNARLS through a smile.

INT. KELLY PRESIDENTIAL RALLY - NIGHT

Magneto paces back toward Kelly.
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MAGNETO
This is why, in spite of the 
horrors playing out before you, 
you will strip what is left of our 
rights and ban more of our books 
so the children you refuse to feed 
may have a lighter conscious while 
your human brethren gun them down 
in history class. 

He reaches Kelly and turns to face him.

MAGNETO
A reality hard-faced, yet familiar 
in sting. The truth for me, in 
that you would not afford me the 
same mercy I am expected to show 
you to prove my worth. The truth 
for you, in knowing that I was 
born a bigger man than you could 
ever wish to become.

Magneto SWIVELS to the crowd and paces forward, slightly.

MAGNETO
With all your medicines and your 
serums. In your dreams, you fly 
above your lesser constituents. In 
mine…

Magneto holds his arms to his sides and effortlessly ascends 
five feet above of the stage.

MAGNETO
… I can sleep in peace.

Magneto extends his right hand toward Kelly. The wires 
wrapped around him pull his arms and legs TAUGHT as a muffled 
SCREAM cries out from his gagged mouth. A spotlight is pulled 
off of a pole and hovers above him. 

MAGNETO
You have awoken me for the last 
time.

The barn doors affixed to the light RIP off and contort to 
form a long, sharp implement. It hangs several feet over 
Kelly’s neck. Magneto looks back and catches Robbie Jr’s 
horrified glare. The young boy’s eyes are red and glossy. He 
clings TIGHTLY to his mother’s arm. Magneto’s face is stone.

MAGNETO
May you never sleep again.
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Magneto THRUSTS his right arm downward. 

SLICE!

The crowd SCREAMS as the makeshift guillotine PLUMMETS into 
the stage floor. The panicking onlookers PULL and BASH 
against the doors again as chaos erupts in the hall. Each 
phone and cameras pans to them, broadcasting the scene.

Magneto stares out into the uproar he’s created. His eyes pan 
along the many faces that look back in horror before cowering 
away from his gaze. A smile creeps onto his face.

A FLASH of lightning BEAMS in through the hole in the roof. 
Thunder CRACKS above the symphony of screams.

CUT TO BLACK.


