
Longfellow Hawk - Spirit Walker - 6/8/17, 10:29 PM / 1

LONGFELLOW HAWK - (The Spirit Walker)
Synopsis
A young Native American Marine Captain, holding a Computer Science 

Degree from The Naval Academy, a Master’s Degree in Middle Eastern Studies 
from Harvard and a Doctoral Degree in Analytical Systems from Georgetown 
University, is assigned to head up a special new unit in the Secret Service to plan 
and carry out assassination attempts on POTUS.

 ONE
DAY ONE - MORNING:

Sitting in the anti-room of the Director of the Secret Service is a young 
Marine Captain, a Navy Lieutenant, and a civilian looking fellow - so civilian 
looking that his long messed up hair, jeans and sandals look out of place in this 
otherwise distinguished and perfectly ordered mahogany office. These three not-
so-patiently wait to find out about why they have been summoned to this office 
this particular morning. Each of them seem to be trying very hard not to let the 
others know they are checking them out… wondering about them, making 
judgments about them. There is a peek over a magazine, a look toward the 
window when your gaze falls slowly on the person of interest, or just a right out 
stare… hey, I am checking you out… deal with it. The middle aged impeccably 
dressed woman behind the immaculate desk wreaks of professionalism… 
juggling many tasks at one time, all with the grace of a seasoned diplomat. Wow, 
was she ever cool.

The analyzing contest continues to the point where one could almost hear the 
questions under their breath… 

What does the director need in seeing this civilian fellow? He couldn’t protect 
himself much less the President of the United States. Nor can I see a place for 
that female Navy Lieutenant. What could she possibly contribute to the action in 
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the critical heat of the moment? I know why I am here, I think, but them… 
forget it.

That Marine over there is so brainwashed I bet he is thinking about storming 
the beach with a bayonet between his teeth, a Tommye Gun in one hand while 
throwing a grenade with the other. Gung Ho, Moron!

I’ve been in the Navy almost four years now and I am on the promotion list 
coming out this month. In a few weeks I will be a LtCmdr. I wonder which one 
of these guys I will be working with? Hope it is that cute Marine. Not sure I 
could take the fluff dry of that dude in the corner.

“Captain Hawk, the Director will see you now. Follow me, Please.” 
“I walk from this small anti-room to the very spacious executive office 

complete with pictures of high profile politicians, General officers, diplomates 
and presidents of many other countries hung in very neat and respectful ways all 
over the room. Man is this hot or what? Quickly my eyes move from off the 
walls to the face and the hand extend my way…”

“Welcome Captain Hawk. I have been looking forward to our meeting this 
morning.”

“Thank you, sir. I have been thinking about it, as well.”
“I hope Washington is treating you well and you are getting the lay of the 

land in our fair city.”
“Yes sir. It is beautiful.”
“Yes, it is a beautiful city, but it can be just as cruel as it is beautiful. Our job 

is to keep it beautiful for the President and his family.”
“Yes sir, that is why I volunteered for this duty… to protect the life of the 

President. I grew up listening to my grandfather talking about the assassination 
of President Kennedy and how devastated the nation felt when this happened. 
Sir, I don’t want that to ever happen again, especially on my watch.”
[ STEVE Martin, 6/7/17, 9:30 PM
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Should read “especially not if I can do anything about it.”]“Hawk, those are just the 
words I have been waiting to hear. I need someone who will do anything… and I 
mean anything to save the life of the President. Is that person you, Captain?”

“Yes sir!”
“Can I count on you to do anything to save the life of POTUS?”
“Yes sir!”
“Even come to work everyday looking for new and different ways to kill 

POTUS?”
“Sir?”
“With your analytical background, I want you to test assassination theories 

here and around the world. Test it on paper. Test it in conversation. Test it in 
reality on the everyday streets of the world out there. I have got to know that 
POTUS is as safe as we can possibly make him. So Captain, let me ask you 
again… Will you come to work everyday looking for new and different ways to 
kill POTUS?”

“Yes sir, you can count on me. I will give it everything I have.”
“Welcome to the team, Major.”
“Sir?”
“Yes, you are in the zone and the President has okayed your promotion to the 

rank of major upon the acceptance of this new billet.”
“Thank you, sir.”
“Don’t thank me, you will earn it all and more.”
“After picking up a manila envelope off the credenza behind his desk, he 

hands it to this newly vetted Secret Service Agent.”
“Major, your first assignment is this envelope. Inside is our research on all the 

particulars you will need - added to what you will find out on the ground - to put 
together a scenario where you can kill POTUS without being detected. In eight 
weeks POTUS will be vacationing at his estate in Palm Beach, California. You 
and your team will research, devise, and carry out a plan to eliminate POTUS.”

“My team, sir?”
“Yes, your team.”
“I was under the impression I would be working alone on this special 
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project.”
“Well, Major… that particular part of  this special project was not special 

enough to fly without crashing. I think you can trust us to put together a team 
that will work together, has the credentials needed for the daunting tasks before 
you, and possesses the loyalty and integrity to do the job only for the honor of 
doing it successfully.”

“Sir, who are the people on my team? They couldn’t be the two out there in 
the waiting room, could they?”

“They could be and they are. Don’t like them, do ya?”
“Just not sure what they have to contribute to the mission. How do they fit 

in, sir?”
“Well Major, Detective Sean Murphy is a street smart under-cover cop who 

has worked the streets of Washington for fourteen years. He is practical, down-
to-earth, and knows people and how they operate. He would be your guy who 
gathers the on the street scoop from the locals. That is his gift.”

“Lt. MaryBeth Gateley is a computer science genius who throughly 
understands all the ins and outs of computers and how to use them for good and 
to bring down a government. She is unparalleled in her skill.”

“Can they be trusted with such a sensitive mission?”
“Major, you can be sure they have been vetted just as throughly as you have 

been. If they are here, they have been found to be persons of unflagging loyalty 
and unquestionable integrity. You can count on them just like we can count on 
you.”

“You okay with them now, Major?”
“Yes sir, I like what I hear.”
The director reaches for the intercom, pushes the call button saying: “Mrs. 

Pendergrass, will you show Lt. Gateley and Detective Murphy into my office?”
“Yes sir, right away. Lt., Detective… will you follow me? The director will 

see you now.”
The door opens and in walks the final two members of Team Hawk. Both are 

looking around surveying all the pictures, awards, citations all over the place.
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“Lt., Detective, welcome to the Secret Service. May I introduce you to Major 
Longfellow Hawk. He has just been made the team leader of Team Hawk, a 
team of three tasked with a special mission under my direct control. Both of you 
have volunteered to be part of the Secret Service Special Projects Division. Lt., 
your computer skills makes you perfect for this team. Det. Murphy, your 
knowledge of everyday people on the streets and the ability to rapidly gain their 
trust is also critical to this mission. You three will be working together, under the 
charge of Major Hawk, to help protect PROTUS. In this special project you will 
devise plans on how someone might assassinate POTUS, write up the analysis, 
plan the mission, discuss the plan and carry it out in the real world.”

“Director, are you saying that we will actually try to kill POTUS?”
“No, you don’t go that far. What you do is let them know some lethal action 

has taken place, through what you have done. It is like leaving a note on the 
pillow of POTUS or a note in the bottom of his coffee cup that says you are 
dead. Each time we succeed we are taking one more threat off the board… one 
less viable threat against POTUS. Are we on the same page?”

“Yes sir!”
“Well, Lt. Gateley, Get. Murphy are you onboard completely with this 

project?”
“Yes sir!”
Will you follow the leadership of Major Hawk, working together to do 

whatever you are asked to do to protect the life of POTUS?”
“Yes sir!”
“Welcome to the Secret Service LtCmdr Gateley and LtCmdr Murphy.  The 

President has approved your rank and your promotions affective today. We are 
glad to have people of your loyalty, patriotism, integrity, and skill working in the 
Secret Service.”

“Thank you, sir!”
“Now, you may adjourn to the conference room #218 down the hallway on 

the right. Major Hawk will join you there shortly.”
“Thank you, sir. See you in a moment Major.”
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“Thank you, Cmdr.”
Murphy and Gateley leave the director’s office heading to room #218. Hawk 

and the director meet for a few moments[ STEVE Martin, 6/6/17, 10:50 PM
What are they talking about? Is the director telling him something contrary too what has 
been said? ] and then the Major leaves the office closing the outer door behind 
him… looking slowly at the floor, leaning back against the door with a deep 
sigh[ STEVE Martin, 6/6/17, 10:52 PM
What is this deep sigh about? Something makes him somewhat apprehensive perhaps about 
what is getting ready to take place.
]. Lifting his head he moves down the hallway toward his meeting with the 
Cmdrs. 

TWO
Hawk enters the glass-walled conference room #218, like so many others, at 

the Secret Service Building on Murray Lane in Washington. Glass everywhere 
to keep everyone in the open… walls you can see through… none you can hide 
behind. No hanky-panky walls… just down to business walls. A long 12 foot 
glass table down the center of the room, overhead projectors, television screens 
on either end of the room on which we could receive computer and live feeds 
from around the world. It is, indeed, a high-tech conference room like non I 
have ever seen. Soon we may long for such a high tech room as this.

Entering the room Hawk, placing his material on the table in front of his 
team, he opens: “Gateley, Murphy, what do you think about all this information 
dumped on you this morning?”

Well, sir…
Breaking in Hawk says: “Please don’t call me sir. We are a team. Each one 

matters. We are all the same rank. I just happen to be the one who is 
responsible, who will hang if this doesn’t go well. So, I do expect you to listen to 
me and do what I say. I expect us to give our all, do our best, search out every 
bit of intel we can find, follow every lead into the dry dust to help us save 
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POTUS. Everyday POTUS is our job, together. We need to know him better 
than he knows himself, predict with accuracy his every move - what he will do in 
every situation we can imagine, what he likes and dislikes, whatever it is we 
need to know it, plan for it, be ready for it…. If we are not we may lose POTUS. 
And we will not do that on my watch. Understood?”

“Yes sir!”
“I am sure we will be spending a lot of time together, so it might be useful if 

we can begin this morning with just some informal get to know you kinda things. 
You know the kind of things that might be better said in a booth at the Irish Pub 
up the street. But we have glass walls and no booze, so let just start here.”

“Cmdr Gately, are you married?” 
“Kinda personal, isn’t it Major?”
“No, not at all. I need to know who you are. Where you are strong. Where 

you are vulnerable. If you are married, that could be a weakness in you ability to 
put your life on the line for POTUS. I hope it doesn’t come to that, but we must 
be prepared. So, MaryBeth, are you married?”

“No, I am not. Nor am I engaged. Nor am I seeing anyone at the present 
time. All of them I have found so far need some re-writing of their code.”

“Parents living?”
“Yes, we live in Maine… mighty cold in the winter, beautiful in the spring, 

summer, and especially the fall colors. My dad is a physician. My mom is a high 
school math teacher. I went to Wesley College where I majored in computer 
science through undergrad and graduate school. I love working with computers. 
When they go wrong I just write some code and they get all better. It is really 
cool. Your service record says you have been working the past four years with 
NSA. Why would you leave such a cool job with NSA for special opps work 
with the secret service?”

“NSA has become a political, back stabbing, credit grabbing bunch of 
wolves. I lost respect for the place, and I can’t work for a place I can’t respect.”

“Thank you for that MaryBeth… very enlightening. How about you, 
Murphy?”
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“Well, Hawk there is just not much to tell. I worked undercover with gangs 
in the enter-city. It was dangerous work, long hours, never knew when or where 
you would be or who you would be with. I really didn’t have a life… couldn’t 
have a life… no woman wanted that life and I can’t blame them. My life ended 
up with a lot of one night stands. Life became my work. You see my work record 
you see my life. I am happy to be part of special opps because I might be able to 
find a life outside of work. I don’t have any family living… except one estranged 
brother out in California. He is a hippie because he wants to be. I look like one 
because of my job. People talk much easier to a guy that looks like me, rather 
than one who looks like you, Hawk.”

“Thank you guys for sharing that information. It is good to see that side of 
you. I am a Native American of the Mohawk Tribe. Our family resides on the 
reservation in upper New York State. We are Practicing Roman Catholics. My 
parents are teachers in the local mission school. My grandfather, Red Eagle is 
the chief of our tribe for the last 15 years. He is not well. I was honored to have 
graduated from the Naval Academy, Harvard, and Georgetown. My 
concentration of studies are middle eastern culture and language, and strategical 
analysis. I was engaged when I was at the Academy to a beautiful girl… a life-
long friend. My junior year, I received word that she had been the victim of 
some hate group violence… they killed her… left her for dead on the side of the 
road near her home… just because she was Native American. It was a horrible 
time. To help me get over it I poured myself into my studies, drill, and serving 
my country. That left little time for anything else. I guess I was a little like you, 
Murphy, I had no life except work and study.”

“Okay guys, that’s it for right now. Let me end with these guidelines: from 
now on don’t dress in uniform but wear casual attire. Don’t tell anyone… and I 
mean anyone… that you are working for the Secret Service, especially what our 
mission objectives may involve. For your friends and family you are on 
temporary duty, away from your previous work. Remember at all times that 
what we do is of the upmost secrecy and our success in this and every mission 
just may well depend on how invisible we remain. Somebody out there gets wind 
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of our mission and our goose is cooked and we can be in life threatening 
situations very quickly. No-one in the secret service but the director knows 
about us. He is our one and only line of defense.”

“Everyone on the same page? MaryBeth?”
“Yes sir… I mean sure thing, Hawk.”
“And you, Sean?”
“I’ve got it down, man.”
“Okay, use this afternoon and tomorrow to get squared away… ready to 

move within a twelve hour notice. In a few days we will be moving to our 
mission sight… so get ready.”

“Hawk, can I ask where we are going?”
“I don’t have all the particulars at this moment, a few more things to iron out, 

but I will have details for you when we meet back here in this room at eight 
o’clock Wednesday morning.”

“See you Wednesday.”  

THREE

DAY ONE - AFTERNOON:

Hawk does what

MaryBeth does what

Sean does what
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FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT


