FADE | N:
I NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

The flicker of a single candl e invades the darkness revealing a
nodest hone. Famly portraits dot the walls, a vibrant young
girl promnent in each. Despite a nouthful of braces, her smle
emts a delightful innocence only a twelve-year-old can know.

In the eerie half-light we see the faces of two peopl e huddl ed
before the candle. SUSAN, 35ish, clutches a pink hair ribbon,
her face drawn, grief-stricken. And RAY, 40, eyes novi ng,
anxious as hell. They are the husband and wife in the portraits.

A third, uninposing figure sits locked in a neditative trance.
The placid exterior of NATHAN ANDREW 32, is in stark contrast
to the couple’s anxiety. Suddenly Nathan’s face spasns, then
just as abruptly stops. A nonent |ater the silence breaks:

NATHAN
June. No. July.

Nat han’ s eyes are w de open, yet remarkably distant. H s neek,
even voi ce infects Susan. She is riveted.

NATHAN
Seven. The nunber seven
SUSAN
Her birthday. July seventh.
NATHAN
She’s showng ne a ball. A soccer ball

Susan nods, tears welling. Ray’ s brow furrows, doubt seeping in.

NATHAN
And a dog. A feisty lab. Black as
coal. S... San?

SUSAN
Jenny got hi mwhen she turned nine.

She smles faintly at the nenory. Nat han concentrates, harder.

NATHAN
P... soneone she knows as Poppi e.

SUSAN
Her grandfather. That’s what she
called him

NATHAN
She wants himto know she’s okay.



Tears run down Susan’s cheek. She can’'t believe her ears. But
Ray’ s | ess convinced. He studies Nathan, biting his tongue.

NATHAN
Now she’s showi ng ne a snmall not ebook.
Textured flowers on the cover. It’s
guarded by a large... purple... spider

Susan’s face twi sts confused — this doesn’t register. Ray sees
t he angui sh on her face. H's patience fast running dry. He's
just about to put a stop to all this nonsense when..

NATHAN
This... it was her doing.

Nat han extends his wist, running his fingers lightly across it.

NATHAN
There’s a warm sensation. Here. The
skin is open. Torn.

Susan trenbles, reliving the nightmare. Ray takes her hand.

RAY
Qur daughter... she took her own life.

NATHAN
She says she doesn’t want nonmy to be
sad anynore. She wants her to know
she’s all right now. And that it
wasn’t her fault.

Susan breaks down, sobbing into Ray' s arns.

NATHAN
She | oves you and she’s sorry for al
the pain she caused. So much guilt...

SUSAN
Does she know how nmuch we | ove her?

NATHAN
...but she was tired. Tired of
feeling enpty all the tinme. Enpty
and al one. She didn’t know what to
do. She was afraid.

SUSAN
Afraid? O what?

NATHAN
Afraid you would stop | oving her--

SUSAN
My baby. How could |?



NATHAN
--if you knew the things she did.
All the bad things.

SUSAN
But she never did anything.

NATHAN
That you coul d never forgive her.

Susan wat ches Nat han, transfixed. Waiting. Desperate. Ray too is
spel | bound, fast becom ng a believer.

NATHAN

Never forgive her for all the bad
t hi ngs she did.

(beat)
At ni ght.

(beat)
Al one.

(beat)
Wth daddy.

Susan stares frozen in disbelief. Along chilling nmonent, then
slowy, she turns to Ray. Hi s skepticismlong since faded.

SUSAN
You... you didn’t...?

NATHAN
She’s saying it’s not your fault.

Susan slowy rises, rapt in horror. Ray grabs hold of her, like
he’s trying to control a vol cano about to erupt.

SUSAN
You didn’t. You didn’t! YOU DI DN T!

Ray shakes his head, speechless. Stunned. Susan brakes his grasp
and falls to floor. She gets to her feet and staggers out of the

room hysterical. Nathan nmunbles, still mred in his trance:
NATHAN
She’s saying it’s not your fault.
It’s not your fault. It's... it’s..
(beat)
...1t"s daddy’ s.

Enraged, Ray grabs a lanp and rans it into the back of Nathan's
head. Nat han col | apses, bl ood gushing. Ray hamers away with the
bl unt object, then finally drops it and turns for the stairs.



I NT. JENNY' S BEDROOM — NI GHT

Susan ransacks the room She’'s a shaking ness. Posters of teen
icons stare down at her. An arny of stuffed animls crowd the
bookshel ves. She fixes on a hairy purple spider up high. Beneath
it she discovers a notebook wth flowers on the cover.

I NT. MASTER BEDROCOM — NI GHT

Susan lurches in, Jenny’ s notebook clutched in her hand. She
clunmsily yanks open a dresser drawer. Frantically rifles it,
searching for sonething, barely able to see through her tears.

| NT. SECOND FLOOR HALLWAY/ MASTER BEDROOM — NI GHT

Ray charges up the darkened stairs. Sees Susan in bedroom and
rushes in. She scurries into the bathroom and sl ans the door
shut. Ray rattles the door handle. Locked.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - N GHT

Nat han | ays unconsci ous. Head bl eeding. The | anp used to club
hi m wobbl es back and forth on the floor, and collides with the
candl e. Knocking it over, setting the w ck against the carpet.

| NT. MASTER BEDROOM — BATHROOM - NI GHT

Susan perched on the toilet, the journal open on her |ap. She
reads, weeping uncontrollably. The door shakes furiously:

RAY (O S.)
Susan! Qpen the goddamm door! Susan!

A calmgradually falls over Susan. She reaches to unlock the
door. Slowy, it opens. Ray |loons in the doorway. He sees the
journal and his face goes slack. Hi s rage quickly dissol ves.

RAY
She was sick... you know that. She
wasn’t right. Whatever’s in there..

Susan stares blankly at her husband. The journal falls to the
ground, revealing a 9-mllinmeter pistol resting in her |ap.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT

Fl anes trace toward Nathan’s sl unped body when a DEAFENI NG GUN
BLAST boons through the house, followed by an om nous,
unm st akabl e THUD. Susan’s frantic sobs sweep down from above.

The fire finally reaches Nathan, licking up his shirtsleeve. And
t he sound of a second HORRI FI C GUN BLAST O S. Susan’s cries
di sappear, replaced by another ghastly THUD. Then dead sil ence.



Snoke engul fs the room triggering the piercing cry of a snoke
detector... which slowy changes, becom ng the sound of a --
BLARI NG ALARM CLOCK

| NSERT TI TLE CARD: TWO YEARS LATER
| NT. APARTMENT — BEDROOM - MORNI NG

KATHRYN GATES, 30, wakes with a start, heart poundi ng,

di soriented. She bolts upright, terrified, scanning the room..
then silences the alarmclock and | ays back, working to catch
her breath. Her |ean, toned body bathed in sweat.

She slides out of bed and noves to the bathroom Runs water.
Spl ashing her face, gazing in the mrror. Cal m ng down.

EXT. ASSI STED LI VI NG CENTER — DAY

A one-story brick building surrounded by tall leafy trees and
tight, lowcut grass. Quiet. Serene.

I NT. ASSI STED LI VI NG CENTER — DAY

A long sterile corridor. Kathryn's eyes wander into open
doorways as she noves along. Judging by its occupants, the
center caters to the nentally ill of varying degrees.

Kat hryn passes a room where a patient sketches furiously on his
wal I s. She peeks in. Garish drawi ngs saturate every inch of wall
space. Denented, yet beautiful. The man grins crookedly at her.

| NT. ASSI STED LI VI NG CENTER — PATI ENT ROOM — DAY

Kat hryn’s not her, MRS. GATES, 50's, a frail woman of m nina
capacity, stares vacantly out the w ndow. Kathryn dutifully
brushes her nother’s hair. Kathryn's disconfort in this role is
evident. A heavy-set caregiver, ROSE, enters, |linens in hand.

ROSE
Look who has thenself a visitor.
Shoul da known. She told ne yesterday
you’ d be comn’.

KATHRYN
She di d?

ROSE
Certainly did. ‘Course she says that
nost every day, don’t you, Ms. Gates?
(beat)
Awful qui et today. | nmagi ne your
daughter’s been tal king your ear off.

Rose strips the sheets. Kathryn crosses, |owers her voice:



KATHRYN
How i s she doi ng?

ROSE
Today? Good. But You oughta cone by
nore often, see for yourself.

KATHRYN
Why? She doesn’t even know |’ m here.

ROSE
Beli eve ne, she knows.

Ms. Gates nunbles animatedly, seemngly to herself.

KATHRYN
Does she do that a lot?

ROSE
Now and t hen.

KATHRYN
VWho's she talk to?

ROSE
Your father nostly. Going on about
you no doubt. That come as a surprise?

KATHRYN
My father’s been dead a long tine.

ROSE
Try telling her. Mod hits, she’l
carry on like that all day.

A nurse on rounds rolls the ned cart to the door. Kathryn sees
her draw out sone pills. Kathryn gazes at her ailing nother.
KATHRYN

You know, she wasn’'t always like this.

ROSE
Your nother’s sick. It’s not an arm
or leg, or sonmethin you can see, but
make no m stake, it ain’t by choice.

Kat hryn’ s pager buzzes. She checks it and steps out.
EXT. STREET/ FLOOD CANAL OVERPASS - DAY
A host of police cars block traffic. Uniformed cops hold hungry

news crews and onl ookers at bay. Kathryn pulls up. She clinbs
fromthe car, donning a gold detective badge.



A cop gestures her past the guardrail. Kathryn ducks under the
yel l ow police tape and descends the enbanknent. Bel ow, a sea of
pol i cenmen and cri m nol ogi sts already on the scene. Kathryn sees
a body resting face down in the shall ow stream

EXT. FLOOD CANAL — DAY

A police photographer wades gingerly into the narrow waterway.
| nvestigators scour the area. A mass of uniformed cops observing
closely. Their mood is glaringly solem.

DETECTI VE M CHAEL MJRRAY, m d-30's, gives orders to a uniforned
cop who then crosses to a pair of young boys waiting nervously
in the b.g. Mchael spots Kathryn at the water’s edge, staring
at the l[ifeless corpse in the canal.

M CHAEL
Just get here?

KATHRYN
VWhat'd | m ss?

M CHAEL
Party’s in full sw ng.

KATHRYN
Cozy affair. Who had the honors?

M CHAEL
Coupl e ki ds wal ki ng home from school

Kat hryn gl ances at the boys being questioned. They're terrified.

M CHAEL

Bet you tonorrow they take the bus.
KATHRYN

Same M Q ?
M CHAEL

Body was dunped. Haven't noved him
but the w ndow dressing’ s a carbon.

KATHRYN
Jesus.

M CHAEL
My sentinments exactly.

The MEDI CAL EXAM NER conpl etes his inspection and trudges out of
the water. Several uniformed cops edge forward into earshot.

M CHAEL
Care to weigh in on tine of death?



The Medi cal Exam ner shakes his head, unwilling to specul ate.

KATHRYN
Then how ‘ bout cause?

MVEDI CAL EXAM NER
Wl l, we have | acerations at the
base of the neck, nultiple contusions,
visible skull fractures. W m ght
want to consi der severe head trauma.

M CHAEL
Beaten to death. Lovely.

MEDI CAL EXAM NER
Not just to death. A good portion of
the bl ows were adm ni stered postnortem

M CHAEL
Humanity at its finest. Sick fuck

VEDI CAL EXAM NER
Yes, of that | am sure.

KATHRYN
(looking O S.)
Let’'s do this sonewhere el se.

M chael follows Kathryn's ook O S. and finds an audi ence of
uni formed cops all around. M chael turns and sees the police
phot ogr apher renoving his gal oshes. H's gear already packed.

M CHAEL
Hey. | want sonme when we pull him

The phot ogr apher doesn’t budge, unenthused by the idea. M chael
glares at hima beat, then storns over, rips the canera away and
mar ches ankl e deep into the water. Kathryn follows M chael in.

Reachi ng the body, she sees the dead man’s arns handcuffed

behi nd his back. Together, they turn the body, revealing the
victimis a unifornmed policeman. An oblong burn nmark visible on
his forehead. The Tower half of his shirt drenched w th bl ood.

M chael gives Kathryn a know ng | ook. She then reaches into the
victim s breast pocket and renpves a fol ded piece of paper.

M chael snaps sonme photos, then marches out of the water to the
phot ogr apher and jans the canera hard into his stomach.

M CHAEL
Asshol e.



| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — READY ROOM - DAY

Uni formed cops. Waiting. Seething The CH EF OF POLI CE strides
in. A step behind himis DETECTI VE CAPTAI N WGANT, tough and
bel eaguered. Strain etched in both their faces.

Kat hryn and M chael join all the suit-and-tie types who watch
t he scene unfold. Young DETECTI VE ABRAHAMS sni pes quietly:

ABRAHANS
Heard the Chief rode Wgant’s ass
all afternoon.

M CHAEL
Better saddle up. Shit runs downhill.

The room qui ets down as the Chief takes the podium Solemly:

CH EF OF PCLI CE
There’s sonething 1’'d |ike you al
to see.

He lifts a newspaper. The front page is a photo of the slain
of ficer and a headline: “COP KILLER TAKES SECOND VI CTI M~

CH EF OF PCOLI CE
Take a good | ook. It says, “Cop killer
t akes second victim” Two good nen who
shoul d be here in this roomright now

All eyes on him Tense silence. He sets the newspaper aside.

CH EF OF PCLI CE
We are continuing strict nedia silence.
Al'l conmuni cations go through ny
of fice. That neans you are not to
di scuss this investigation with anyone
outside the departnent. No exceptions.

Hi s voice resonates off grim hard faces. The Chief fires a | ook
at Wgant. After a beat Wgant reluctantly steps to the podi um

CAPTAI N WYGANT
W believe Oficer Giggs was abducted
outside his hone shortly after his
shift ended. This suggests the killer..

| NT. AUTOPSY ROOM - DAY
The di ssected corpse of Oficer Giggs |lays on a stainless steel

slab in the center of the room At his mdsection is a gaping
hol e where his stomach shoul d be.



CAPTAI N WGANT (V. Q)
...either followed himthere or knew
where he |ived. Be advised. Renmain
alert at all tinmes, on duty and off.

M chael and Kathryn are with DOCTOR PETRA who lifts the
deceased’ s | eft hand.

PETRA
Dirt remmants. Packed under the nails
and ground into the fingertips.

M CHAEL
How | ong’ s he been dead?

PETRA
There are three ways to establish
time of death. Too much tine had
passed for body tenperature to be of
use. And stage of digestion wasn't a
factor, for obvious reasons.

Doctor Petra noves to a mcroscope.

PETRA
Fortunately, we have this.

Kat hryn and M chael take turns peering in the m croscope.

KATHRYN
And what exactly is “this?”

PETRA
Maggots. Fly larva. Insects possess
an acute sense of snell. They'll

| ocate a deconposi ng body within
m nutes and begin | ayi ng eggs. Hence,
the expression “no flies on you.”

Droll coroner hunor. Wong audi ence.

PETRA
So all we do is determ ne the stage
of egg devel opnent. This man was
left in the canal |ate |last night.

M CHAEL
One week start to finish.

Petra notes the burn on the victinis forehead. Visible within
the burn are backwards numbers and | etters.

PETRA
May | ask what this is fronf
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M chael and Kat hryn exchange a | ook.

KATHRYN
H s badge.

EXT. CTY STREET/ ALLEY — EARLY EVENI NG

A delivery truck is parked half in the alley, half out on the
street. A black and white police cruiser slithers through
traffic and rolls to a stop opposite the truck. OFFI CER NEWTON
clinmbs out and noves down the alley.

Newt on steps up on the truck’ s rear bunper, looking in the cargo
area. Enpty. He hops down and wal ks the alley in search of the
driver. Cars whip past in the b.g. creating a wall of sound.

A MAN maneuvers a beat-up old refrigerator out a delivery door
dollying it with sone difficulty. The tall appliance shields
everything except his fists clutching the dolly. On the back of
his left hand is a tattoo of young Elvis in full pelvic thrust.
Oficer Newon waits inpatiently for the Man to reach him

| NT. PRECI NCT — CONFERENCE ROOM — DAY

The war roomwith a large bulletin board displaying two col ums
of thunbtacked information: the nanes of both slain officers, a
smattering of crime scene photos, and fact statenments on each
murder. A profile of the killer is in the works.

M chael and Kathryn are with MARSHA WADE, the departnent’s
crim nal psychol ogist. Space has been cleared on the table for
two identical |ooking winkled slips of paper. Scraw ed al nost
illegibly on each are the words: “little piggies.”

MARSHA
The excessive viol ence suggests | oss
of control. Physical, but nore
i nportantly, psychol ogical. And the

notes have a... delusional quality.
KATHRYN

The reference to the nursery rhyne.
MARSHA

Not only that, but the witing itself.

It’s beyond illiterate. It’s

childlike. As if this person didn't
know how to wite.

M CHAEL

Handwri ti ng people said the sane thing.
MARSHA

Whoever wote these is quite ill, and

severely detached fromreality.



KATHRYN
Denentia. Textbook psychotic.

Mar sha nods. M chael noves to the board, staring at it a beat.

M CHAEL
If this is “The Three Little Pigs,”
then he’'s got one left, right? He's
the “Big Bad Wl f,” three dead pigs,
done. ‘Cept insteada huffing and
puffing and bl owi ng houses down, he’s
bashi ng skulls and carving up stonmachs.

MARSHA
Keep in mnd, with psychotics,
everything won't fit logically.

M CHAEL
That supposed to be sone kinda insight?

MARSHA
No, it’s supposed to be a fact.

M chael lifts a small plastic bag froma box marked “evi dence”
and hostilely pours out the contents on the table in front of
Marsha. Uensils. A knife and fork.

M CHAEL
How ‘ bout this: both victins had
silverware stuffed in their pocket.
Now i s that inportant or just
sonething that won't fit logically?

Marsha | ooks hard at M chael, pissed. She stands to | eave.

MARSHA
I’11 let you get to your investigation.

The door shuts behi nd Marsh.

KATHRYN
You realize she’s trying to hel p?

M CHAEL
Yeah, we got a psychopath on our
hands. Genius tip.

12

Kat hryn massages her forehead. She works a couple aspirin out of

her pocket. Swallows themdry. Mchael watches all this with
qui et concern. The door opens. A RESEARCH ANALYST enters and
delivers a file to Kathryn. She’s taken aback by its size.

KATHRYN
How many is it?



RESEARCH ANALYST
Twel ve hundred. So far.
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He exits before she can get a word out. M chael thunbs the file.

M CHAEL
VWhat's this, |atest brainstornf

KATHRYN

Cross-match. Fel ony arrests agai nst

the state psychiatric hospital
dat abase. Took a flier. Figured,
psycho with an ax to grind.

M CHAEL
Thi nk our guy’s that far gone?

KATHRYN
Coul d be. You don't?

M chael gazes at the gory crine scene photos on the board.

M CHAEL
Too del i berate. Thought out. It
| acks a certain anmount of chaos.

KATHRYN

Lacks chaos? Were do you get that?

M CHAEL
I nstinct. Never underestimate the
value of a finely tuned gut.

KATHRYN
Hal f the wounds are post. Screans

chaos in ny book. Not to nention--

(re: Giggs autopsy photo)
--sane people don’t do this.

M chael hol ds up the autopsy photograph of the first victim

M CHAEL
Look. Zero variation. Sanme nurder
times two. That requires discipl

ne,

focus. Psychotic, fine. But this guy’'s

hi ghly notivated and razor sharp.
Kat hryn slides one of the “little piggies”

KATHRYN
He wites like a five year old.

notes forward.

Upstairs, he probably is. How do you

explain that?
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M CHAEL
l"’mworkin’ on it.

He lifts a Polaroid canera and franes the bulletin board. FLASH
EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — DAY

A UPS truck rolls to a stop. A brown-clad UPS DRI VER st eps out
carrying a small square box and an el ectronic clipboard.

| NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — HALLWAY - DAY
The UPS Driver presses the doorbell. A beat, and the door opens.

UPS DRI VER
Delivery for M. Runyan.

RUNYAN, the man with the Elvis-tattooed hand, takes the
clipboard. As before, we don't see his face, only his hand
scribbling out a signature. It quivers as he wites.

Runyan’s P.QO V. as he notes the UPS Driver’s uniform Nervously
studying the sharp, brown brimred hat. The crisp matching shirt
and pants. The sl eeve enblem The clipboard shakes profusely in
Runyan’s hand. He quickly returns it and accepts the package.

| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — KI TCHEN — DAY

Runyan sets the box on the counter. Stanped on the side of the
box: “Medical Supplies: Handle Wth Care.” He produces a shiny
scal pel and slices the box open. H's body trenbles sporadically.

Poi sed a few feet away on the counter, watching Runyan with
fierce black eyes, is a full size skunk. Stuffed and nount ed.

| NT. STEAK HOUSE — BACK ROOM - NI GHT

Ci gar snoke and | aughter surround DETECTI VE BEN CARSON, m d-
50's, a big horse of a man. Kathryn arrives to find the |ast of
the dinner crewis giving Carson a good ri bbing.

DETECTI VE #1
Come back and visit us working
stiffs once in a while why don't ya.

CARSON
Yeah, start holdin’ your breath.
(sees Kat hryn)
Aye, you nade it!

KATHRYN
What the hell, knew I’d never have to
see that ugly puss of yours again.

Ben flashes a warm sideways grin. Kathryn gives hima hug.
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I NT. M CHAEL’ S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Much of the war roomfiles now overflow the |living roomtable.
M chael pulls a jug of wne fromrefrigerator and pours a gl ass.

As he crosses to the living roomwe see one entire wall is
actually a built-in floor-to-ceiling shelving unit filled with
vinyl records. Hundreds of LPs. A virtual anthol ogy of 60’s rock
gods. M chael fingers the al bumjackets. Selects one.

He crosses to the stereo and loads it. The needl e touches down,
igniting the Jim Hendrix cover of “All Along The Watchtower.”
M chael responds - nmedicine to his soul. He opens a case file.
Inside is the Polaroid of the war room bull etin board.

| NT. STEAK HOUSE — NI GHT

Kat hryn and Ben are alone at the bar. Ben shows off a visitor’s
guide to Montana with a fly fisherman doing battle on the cover.

CARSON
Clean air, blue skies, and trout
tw ce the size of ny ass.

KATHRYN
Sounds perfect. Is this permanent?

CARSON
Dunno. Have to let the fish decide.

KATHRYN
(reveals a wapped gift)
In that case, you m ght need this.

CARSON
Aw, shit. Look at you.
Ben gul ps his beer and opens the gift: possibly the world’'s
ugliest fishing hat. He puts it on, grinning like a hillbilly.
KATHRYN
That is truly frightening. Hey,
sorry I mssed the dinner.

CARSON
Aw, forget it. Not the best night
anyway. Sonber crowd.
(sips his beer)
Did 1l tell you |l knew Giggs? Good cop.
Tough. Once saw himarrest this acid-
tripping, knife-w elding punk. Took
hi m down |ike a |inebacker just so he
didn’t have to shoot the little fucker.
|"da blown his nuts off one at a tine.
( MORE)
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CARSON (CONT’ D)
You and Murray makin’ any headway?

KATHRYN
Wsh | knew. Mnd taking a | ook?

She sets the case file on the bar. Ben opens it, pages through.
CARSON
Thirty-two years. Never saw anyt hi ng
like this. GQuys are scared shitless.

Ben cones to the autopsy photo. A C U of the forehead burn.

KATHRYN

He likes doing it. Takes pride in it.
CARSON

Mot her of God. This sicko s gonna

fry twce

Kat hryn rubs her eyes, exhausted.

CARSON

You | ook lIike shit warnmed over.
KATHRYN

Easy on the charmthere big fella, ny

head’ |l swm Wen you headi ng out?
CARSON

First thing. Car’s packed. Even got ne
one of themlittle hula girls for the
dash. Keep ne conpany.

Ben wiggles like a hula dancer. Kathryn nutters affectionately:

KATHRYN
You're a piece of work, you know that?

CARSON
Ri ght back at ya, | ady.

They click beer mugs as Ben continues perusing the file.
| NT. M CHAEL' S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Quiet. Unnatural. Mchael slunps in the chair, gradually waking,
rubbing sleep fromhis eyes. He checks the tine, surprised by
the late hour. Makes his way to the kitchen where he pours out
the stale remmants of his w ne gl ass.

Qut of the corner of his eye he notices sonething. The front
door is open just a hair. He stares at it a beat, then crosses
to the couch for his service revol ver.
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He noves to the bedroom Careful. Slow It’'s pitch black. He
hits the switch in one quick notion. Surveys the room Not hing.

To the bathroom Sane careful review behind pointed gun. And
still nothing. Mchael |owers the weapon, scratching his head,
per pl exed. He crosses back to the front hall. Shuts the door.

M chael tosses his gun aside and strolls to the wall of LPs. He
gazes at the collection, taking tine to assess his nood, then
begins pulling LPs, intuitively know ng exactly where each
record is | ocated.

He sifts through the arnful of records, stacking themon the
tabl e alongside all the case files. The “little piggies” note
rests on top one of the files. He lifts the note, studying it.
Gradual ly, realization seeps into his face. He scribbles a

t hought in the margin on one of the case files.

| NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Li ghts cone on. Kathryn enmerges fromthe bedroom Can’'t sleep
She opens the curtains revealing a picturesque city view. Beside
t he wi dow stands an easel with a cloth draped over it. Kathryn
pops a bottle of extra-strength aspirin and tosses back a few.

She renoves the cloth fromthe easel exposing a work-in-process:
her begi nner’s depiction of the skyline framed by the w ndow.
Used brushes and paint jars sit by the canvas. Kathryn eyes her
work a beat then re-covers it.

Kat hryn goes to the couch. Finds a children’s book. Opens it.
She studies a cartoon drawi ng of a nenacing wol f wreaki ng havoc
on atrio of terrified, well-dressed pigs. She turns the page to
the scene where the wolf bl ows down the pig' s house.

She cl oses the book and sets it on the coffee table. Kathryn
lifts the renote, snaps on the TV. Surfs late, |ate night
programm ng. The phone rings. She noves to answer it:

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hel | o.
(l'istens)
M chael ? Where are you?

| NT. DI VE BAR — LATE NI GHT

Pool tables. Dingy, snoke-stained walls. Lynard Skynard on the
] ukebox. A waitress collecting enpty | ongnecks barks “I ast
call.” Kathryn finds Mchael cajoling his favorite pinbal

machi ne, sonberly draining bourbon between balls.

M CHAEL
C nmon, get in there.
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The pinball table is magician themed. Scantily clad assistants,
rabbits junping out of hats, etc. Kathryn eyes the nmachine’s

fl ashi ng banner that reads: “Lords of Illusion.”
KATHRYN
“Lords of Illusion.” Cute.
M CHAEL

Thought 1'd run it by Wagant, offer
it up. New departnent notto.

KATHRYN
He’ d piss hinself.

M CHAEL
To serve, protect, and decei ve.

KATHRYN
Thi s oughta be good.

M CHAEL
Thi nk about it: anyone, anytine, can
wal tz up, kick your door in, drop a
coupl e slugs in your skull, probably
not even wake the nei ghbors.

KATHRYN
Cheerful. So what's the illusion?

M CHAEL
Safety. That we, the police, provide
it. ‘Course we don’t prevent shit.
Clean up after it alittle maybe.
‘Cept that’s all gone. See, ‘cause
now, even we’'re not safe.

KATHRYN
What’ s that, sone kinda second-
generation cop w sdonf?

The machine lights up, ringing bonus points. Mchael cheers.
KATHRYN
Not that sleep’s so nuch an issue,
but is there a reason |’ m here?
M chael lets the ball to drop between the flippers. Gane over.
M CHAEL
Qur guy, the “Big Bad WIf,” he’s
not done. Not even cl ose.

M chael swal |l ows his bourbon. Kathryn stares at him thinking.
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KATHRYN
That finely tuned gut of yours working
overtinme or did you find sonething?
(of f his cagey | ook)
You did. What is it? What'd you find?

M CHAEL
Not her e.

Kat hryn’ s unnerved by the concern in Mchael’s voice.

M CHAEL
This you need to see.

EXT. DI VE BAR/ STREET — NI GHT
Kat hryn and M chael step into the night and nove up the wal k.

KATHRYN
Were are we goi ng?

M CHAEL
My place. Unless you'd rather save
it for tonorrow

KATHRYN
|"d rather you tell ne now.

M CHAEL
Easier if | show you.

KATHRYN
At | east give ne an idea.

M chael ' s about to speak when a passing car screeches by. The
car makes an abrupt U-turn and stops. A TOUGH KI D hops out and
strolls directly toward Kathryn and M chael. They trade worried
| ooks. The Kid wal ks right up and pulls a gun from his pants.

TOUGH KI D
The wall ets! Gve ‘emto ne! Now

The gun shakes in his hand. The DRI VER revs the engi ne, anxi ous.

M CHAEL
Woa, take it easy pal, cal mdown.

TOUGH KI D
| ain’t your fuckin pal! Just enpty
your pockets! RIGHT FUCKIN NOW

M chael slowy reaches into his jacket. He gently draws out his
wal | et, opens it and reveals his badge.
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TOUGH KI D
Oh, fuck! Fuck-fuck-fuck-fuck!

The Kid freaks out, stonmping his feet and waving the gun w dely.
M chael and Kathryn jerk back. The Driver peers out.

DRI VER

The fuck you doin’, honmes?!
TOUGH KI D

He’'s a cop! A fuckin cop!
DRI VER

What ?!
TOUGH KI D

He’'l 1 make ne! |’ m fucked!

As the exchange continues, Mchael calmy reaches into his coat
for his revolver. The Tough Kid sees the gun, panics, and pulls
the trigger... BOOM M chael folds |like a rag doll

DRI VER
Fuckin’ shit! Go-go-go! Let’s go!

The Tough Kid dives in the car as it screeches away. Kathryn
rushes to M chael down on the sidewal k. She sees bl ood and tears
his shirt open. Finds a chest wound seeping dark bl ood. A w ndow
cracks open in the b.g. Kathryn screans:

KATHRYN
Ambul ance! Call an anbul ance!

(pressing on the wound)
M chael. Look at ne. Hold on.

Kat hryn clutches M chael. He gazes up at her, scared.

KATHRYN
SOMVEBODY GET AN AMBULANCE! SQOVEBQODY. . .

Kat hryn’s screans norph into a WAI LI NG SI REN

| NT. HOSPI TAL — EMERGENCY ROOM LOBBY — NI GHT
A CLERK checks the adm ssions | og. Kathryn | oons, frantic:

KATHRYN
He has a gunshot wound. Lower abdonen.

CLERK
This hospital ? You' re sure?

KATHRYN
The EMI sai d here.
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CLERK
I’11 check with the attending.

She crosses off |eaving Kathryn waiting, wecked. A solemm-faced
boy sits alone, staring at Kathryn. At her bl oodstai ned bl ouse.
She cl oses her coat. H's eyes wander past. Kathryn follows his

| ook to a door: *“HOSPI TAL STAFF ONLY.” She pushes through it.

| NT. EMERGENCY ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

A flurry of activity. Blue-snocked orderlies blur past, carting
a man withing in agony, how ing expletives in Spanish. A doctor
sprints by. Kathryn wanders unnoti ced.

A nurse exits one of the E.R stations. Kathryn peers in and
sees Mchael flat on a gurney gazing up, eyes glazed over. She
rushes in, desperately studying his condition. Mchael | ooks
drugged and weak, but peaceful, even a bit flush.

KATHRYN

M chael . Are you--? Where' s the doctor?
M CHAEL

It’s okay. |’ m gonna be fine.

Kat hryn’s relieved beyond words. She takes a |ong grateful
breath. M chael starts to speak, but Kathryn quiets him

KATHRYN
No, no, save your strength.
M CHAEL
Kat hryn, listen to me. It’s inportant.
KATHRYN
Just rest. | need to find your doctor.
She crosses out, noving down the hall. Her head on a sw vel,

frantically | ooking for soneone. Anyone. She spots a NURSE

KATHRYN
Excuse ne. That man, in there--

NURSE #1
You' re not supposed to be here.

KATHRYN
--1 need to know his status.

E.R DOCTOR (O S.)
You nust be his partner.

Kat hryn turns to find the E R DOCTOR.



KATHRYN
What happened? He's all right?

E. R DOCTOR
Wiy don’t we sit down.
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The E.R Doctor |eads Kathryn to a chair. Reluctantly, she sits.

E. R DOCTOR
Can | get you sone water, anything?

KATHRYN
Just tell me how he is.

The E.R Doctor gives her a long stoic |ook. Then, frankly:

E. R DOCTOR
The bullet ruptured his liver. He |ost
a great deal of blood very quickly.
There was not hi ng anyone coul d do.

KATHRYN
(stunned di sbhel i ef)
But... that’s not possible.

E. R DOCTOR
| realize this is difficult.

KATHRYN
No. | just talked to him Just now.

E. R DOCTOR
Det ecti ve. ..

Kat hryn charges down the hall and into the E.R station only to
find the gurney now sheet-covered. The E.R Doctor enters, pulls

back the sheet and reveals M chael’s peaceful, lifel ess face.
E. R DOCTOR
He was dead on arrival. | amsorry.

EXT. CEMETERY - DAY

A priest reads scripture in the light rain. H's voice fades as
it reaches Kathryn, gradually replaced by the sound of drizzle
pi ngi ng off the casket. She gazes vacantly as the raindrops
strike and |l eap off the sl eek wooden casket.

| NT. FUNERAL RECEPTI ON HOMVE — DAY

Wal | -to-wall cops. Al here paying their respects. Sipping
coffee, quietly carrying on polite conversation. Kathryn noves
t hrough the crowd, draw ng | ooks. She | ooks terrible, dark
circles under her eyes, stress show ng.
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Phot ographs of M chael line a table: as a boy with his parents,
his father in a police uniform As a teenager playing guitar in
a garage band. As a young groom Kathryn lifts the picture of

M chael s induction to the police force.

In the b.g. Wgant eyes Kathryn. Detectives surround Wgant.
LI EUTENANT HARRI S anong them A hard-nosed, by-the-book type.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
How s she holdin up?

Bl ank | ooks. No one has any i dea.

DETECTI VE #1
We close on an arrest?

HARRI S
Not with the descriptions Gates had.
Kat hryn scans the crowd, listening. But the voices all sounds
strangely distorted, |ike everyone’'s speaking in sonme obscure

forei gn | anguage. Soneone | aughs. Kathryn turns, bunps into the
Cop beside her and drops the picture. It snmashes to the fl oor.

COP #3
Are you all right?

She bends to pick it up. Ohers nove to help. All eyes on the
scene. Captain Wgant and Lieutenant Harris watch.

KATHRYN
I"’'mfine. | have it.

Kat hryn absently collects the broken shards. Blood trickles from

her hand, spotting the floor. People stare, waiting for Kathryn
to notice the blood. The Cop gestures at Kathryn s hand:

COP #3
You, uh... uh..

Kat hryn | ooks down and sees her bl ood-soaked hand.

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — DAY

Mug- shots. Sheets full. Kathryn at her desk, turning page after
page. CGetting nowhere. Frustrated. Her pager goes off. She
studies it and a puzzle | ook energes on her face. The nunber on
t he di splay panel reads: “102 555 6731.”

DETECTI VE (Q. S.)
Gates. Captain wants to see you

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — QUTSI DE OF WGANT' S OFFI CE - DAY

Kat hryn’ s about to knock as voi ces seep out of Wagant’'s office:



24

HARRIS (O S.)
| f she’s not full-speed, | don’t want
her. I’m not baby-sitting a head-case.

CAPTAI N WGANT (O S.)
She’s been on this fromday one and
it’s ny call, not yours.

| NT. CAPTAI N WGANT’' S OFFI CE — CONTI NUQUS
Door abruptly opens. Kathryn enters, her edges al ready sharp.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Gates, cone in.

KATHRYN
["’min.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Look, ah, Harris here is taking
poi nt on the investigation.

KATHRYN
WHAT?! THIS | S BULLSHI T!

CAPTAI N WGANT
How is this bullshit?

KATHRYN
Because it’'s ni ne!

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Since when? This was Murray’ s | ead
and | gotta give it to sonebody.

KATHRYN
Then give it to ne.

Harris gives her an incredul ous | ook. Kathryn fires back:

KATHRYN
Hey, fuck you. You don’t know dick
about this case.

HARRI S
| know the score. Dead cops: two,
suspects: zero. Front page every day.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Shut the fuck up! Both of you
(beat)
Harris, give us a mnute.

Harris grudgingly exits. Wgant notions Kathryn to settle down.
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CAPTAI N WYGANT
You better pull it together fast.
Frankly, if it were nme, |1’d think
about taking sone tine off.

KATHRYN
Yeah? And do what ?

Captain Wgant | ooks at Kathryn's bandaged hand.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
| got enough headaches. Chief’s so
goddam far up ny ass... W got a
dozen ot her hom cides all beggin’
for a hone, why's this nightnmare?

KATHRYN
Because M chael was cl ose. The ot her
ni ght, when he was shot, he said he
had sonet hi ng. Sonet hi ng he needed
to shownme. | need to finish this.

Wgant glares at her, slowy stalking the room rubbing the |ast
threads of hair off his head. Finally, grudgingly:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
There any chance | won't regret this?
(beat, off her 1o00k)
Go. CGet out of ny sight.

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — DAY

Kat hryn at M chael’s desk. Conbing his files. Harris wanders up,
anyt hing but accidentally. Kathryn doesn’t even | ook up.

HARRI S
Anyt hi ng?

KATHRYN
Nope.

HARRI S
Let nme know.

KATHRYN
You'll be the first.

Harris crosses off. Kathryn keeps at, then suddenly notices the
conputer nmonitor cone to life. She stops working. Stares at it.

The cursor blinks. Blink, blink, blink. Then a nanme appears on
screen, “Abrahanms T.” Then another, “Adams R ” And nore nanes. A
list. It begins to scroll. Kathryn gazes at it, baffled. Nanes
rush past. She sees “Gates K.” fly by...
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...the list scrolls on, faster and faster. Hundreds of nanes
spinning by. “Wgant A " appears, then, just as suddenly, the
nmoni t or goes bl ank. Kathryn | ooks around, paranoia seeping in.

I NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Kat hryn grabs a bag of frozen vegetables fromthe freezer and
hol ds it against her throbbing forehead. The phone rings. She
W nces at the noise, quickly answering:

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hello. Hello...?

She waits a beat, hangs up and turns for the couch. The phone
rings again. She answers it:

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hel | o.

She listens. Nothing. Slans it down. Unplugs it fromthe base.
LATER

Kat hryn | ays horizontal on the couch. Her eyes heavy. She works
up the energy to reach for the renote. Clicks off the TV.

Sil ence. She gazes at the gray opaque TV screen. Her eyes open
and close, fading off to sleep. Finally, her eyes shut.

She nuzzles into the fetal position. Her eyes open a sliver,
gradually bringing into focus a reflection on the blank screen
of the TV: the unm stakable outline of a person standing right
behi nd her. Kathryn's eyes snap wi de, horrified.

She | eaps up, nearly junping out of her skin but finds no one
there. She | ooks around with quick, bew | dered eyes and notices
only the cloth cover has fallen off the easel to her painting.

LATER

Dar kness, save the dimlight froma single |lanp. Kathryn s out
cold on the couch. Sleeping |ike the dead. Until a lowrattling
sound stirs her.

Kat hryn wakes, |istening. The sound emanates fromthe front
door. The doorknob slowy turns... then suddenly jiggles, as
though it has alife of it’s own. She sits up, frozen, alert,
realizing sonmeone’s trying to break into her house.

Kat hryn qui ckly noves to the closet, retrieves her sidearmthen
crosses to the front door. She braces herself hard against the
wal | opposite the door, arns extending. Prepared to fire..

... when the doorknob stops turning. She holds her position a
beat, then shifts to the eye hole... and the handle jiggles once
nore, throwi ng her back against the wall, startled..
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She ainms at the door, finger tight on the trigger... Harris and
a Uniformed Cop burst in, guns drawn:

HARRI S AND UNI FORM COP #1
NO NO NO ..! HOLD YOUR FI RE!

KATHRYN
Shit! You gotta be kidding..

Kat hryn falls back Iike a sack of potatoes. A collective gasp.
Behind Harris is a small bald nman, the buil di ng nanager, who’s
scared stiff. The key ring in his hand drops to the fl oor.

UNI FORM COP #1
You okay there, sir?

The manager doesn’t budge, nodding in spite of hinself. Harris
moves to the phone, sees it unplugged. Reconnects it. Kathryn
eyes the clock. It’'s past four. She’s so nmad she can barely see.

HARRI S
The phone’ s unpl ugged. You didn’t
respond to your pager.

KATHRYN
| don’t need this--

HARRI S
And | do?

KATHRYN
--sure as shit not at four in the
nor ni ng.

Harris glares at her. Marches to the wi ndow, jerks open the
blinds. Bright sunlight streaks in. Kathryn stares in disbelief.

HARRI S
Try afternoon. Detective.
(beat)
Get dressed.

| NT. HOUSE — DAY

Harris and Kathryn are with MRS. NEWON, 25, who’'s barely
managi ng to hold it together. A small, franmed photo of her and
Oficer Newon rests on a tabletop. Through the front w ndow we
see investigators scouring the front porch, driveway and yard.

MRS. NEWION
| was upstate with ny nother. She’s
been sick. Bill called every night,

“til a couple days ago.
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HARRI S
We need to speak to anyone your
husband tal ks to on a regul ar basis.

MRS. NEWION
"1l get ny book.

Abrahans enters, passing Ms. Newton as she steps out.

ABRAHANMS
Desk sergeant says Newton' s been off
duty since Monday. So no one woul d’ ve
m ssed him‘til role call this norning.

Ms. Newton returns with her address book. She’s heard Abrahans
and sees his bl eak expression. She bursts into tears. Kathryn
noves to her, shooting Abrahans a | ook. A Uniformed Cop enters:

UNI FORM COP #2
Li eutenant Harris, got a mnute?

| NT. / EXT. GARAGE - DAY

The doors to a | ate nodel sedan are open. Uniform Cop #2
gestures in the car. Kathryn and Harris take sides, duck in and
find the keys still in the ignition.

UNI FORM COP #2
And over here.

He indicates a spot on the garage floor. A mnute trail of dried
bl ood. Kathryn and Harris study it.

HARRI S
How nmuch tinme you think we have?

KATHRYN
If he's alive, a day, maybe two.

HARRI S
This one’s snmug. Abducts cops in their
own hone, brands themlike |ivestock,
guts them and dunps ‘emin plain sight.
He’ s thunbing his damm nose at us.

No argunent from Kathryn. Harris turns to Abrahans:

HARRI S
Get me Newton's final shift report.

Harris steps fromthe garage. He gazes at the small hone, until
today, quiet and happy. Kathryn's pager buzzes. She checks it.

HARRI S
Anything in Miurray’ s apartnent?
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KATHRYN

Haven't nmade it over yet.
HARRI S

Forget it. 1'lIl send soneone el se.
KATHRYN

No, I’'ll take care of it.

Kathryn fiddles with her pager. Harris grows annoyed.

HARRI S
|s there a problem Gates?

KATHRYN
One-zero-two. | keep getting paged to
a nunber in area code one-o0-two.

HARRI S
Area codes don’t start with a one.
Look, this can’'t wait ‘til you feel
up to it.

KATHRYN
| said I'mon it.

| NT. LABORATORY WORKROOM — DAY

A pair of surgical gloved hands set down a small butcher-w apped
meat pack onto a long stainless steel table. The Elvis tattoo is
vi sible through the tight plastic gloves. Runyan unw aps the
pack. Inside is a healthy | ooking, fleshy intestinal nenbrane.

Runyan clutches a razor sharp scalpel. Hs fist shudders a
monment, then neticulously slices into the Iong tube, making a
cl ean, deep incision, slowy halving it. He transfers one
portion into a clear plastic zip-lock bag.

I NT. M CHAEL’ S APARTMENT — NI GHT

The gigantic, warped face of Pete Townsend greets Kathryn at the
door. The massive wall print creates a disturbing i mage. Kathryn
enters and imedi ately sees the wall of albunms. She stops to

| ook over the collection.

The jug of wine is on the counter. The case files |lay open on
the coffee table, the LPs are piled nearby. Everything just as
M chael left it. Kathryn sits, opens one of the file fol ders.

Kat hryn flips pages, searching the thick files. She holds up a
docunent, rotates it, focusing on the words M chael scrawled in
the margin: “little piggies craming in the dirt.” She gazes at
it, puzzled, when a loud clicking sound snaps her head around..
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...She stands, looking... waiting... but nothing. Then, a tiny
shadow of novenent appears. The stereo. Kathryn turns... As the
armof the turntable drops into position on the spinning disk..
and the double-timed strumming of an electric guitar expl odes.

Kat hryn steps slowy toward the stereo, holding a few feet away.

VOCAL (fromrecord pl ayer)

Ever since | was a young boy, | played
the silver ball, from Soho down to
Brighton, | nust have played themall,
but | ain't seen nothin’ like himin
any anmusenent hall, that deaf, dunb
and blind kid sure plays a nean

pi nbal I ...

Kat hryn’s transfi xed. She reaches to hit the power button,
shaking... VWHEN THE VOLUME DI AL TURNS. The nusic boons, freezing
her for an ear pounding rendition of The Who's “Pinball Wzard.”

I NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT — NI GHT

Wat er running. Kathryn slunped over the bathroom sink. Toweling
her nerve-racked face. She |ooks in the mrror. A long hard

j udgment al | ook... cut short by the phone ringing O S. Kathryn
crosses out, into the living roomand snaps up the phone:

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hel l 0. Hel |l 0?

She hangs up. But before she can turn away it rings again.

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hel | o.
(beat, irritated)
You' re crank callin” a cop, genius.

She hangs up. Waits a beat, watching the phone. It rings. She
lifts the receiver, but doesn’'t speak. Just listens, hears only
silence. She slans the receiver down. Lifts it, dials “*69” cal
return, and waits for the line to connect:

VO CE ON PHONE
Hel |l o. ..

KATHRYN (on phone)
You think this is sonme kinda game—- ?!

Al'l at once Kathryn realizes it’s an answering nmachi ne:
VO CE ON PHONE
...you ve reached the hone of M chael
Murray, |’mnot here right now...

Kat hryn stands there, stiff, phone to her ear. Expressionless.
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EXT. DOWNTOWN UNI VERSI TY CAMPUS — DAY
Students crisscross. Kathryn and Marsha Wade stroll anong them

MARSHA
Pattern deviations woul d surprise ne.
But that’s just an educated guess.
When it conmes to handi cappi ng seri al
killers, you |l never get good odds.
(beat)
| s there sonething el se on your m nd?

Kat hryn gi ves her a bl ank | ook.

MARSHA
Det ective, you could have asked ne
t hese questions by phone.

KATHRYN
(beat, gives in)
How woul d you characteri ze soneone
who clainms to have witnessed a number
of unusual ... occurrences?

MARSHA
Cccurrences? VWat ki nd?

KATHRYN
The kind that aren’t possible.

MARSHA
You nean hal | uci nati ons.

KATHRYN
That’ s your professional opinion?

MARSHA
What do you want to know, do | think
this person’s |ost their m nd?

Kat hryn’s not sure she wants to hear the answer.

MARSHA
Well, these things can be situational.
Say our friend s in a highly
stressful occupation. Maybe a
hom ci de detective investigating the
murders of two fellow officers. Then
|’d say it sounds nore |ike post-
traumati c shock. Particularly if she
recently witnessed the shooting
deat h of her longtinme partner.

KATHRYN
And what if they are real ?
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MARSHA
Appearing real is what nmakes them
bel i evabl e. You' re not crazy.
Overwor ked, yes, but nothing a | ong
vacation and sone quality tinme with
a decent therapist won't cure.
(jots a note)
Pick up a copy of this. Cant’ hurt.

Mar sha hands Kat hryn the note.
| NT. BOOKSTORE - DAY

Kat hryn stands in the self-help section. Marsha' s note in one
hand, a book entitled: “lInner Peace: The Journey” in the other.
She | ooks around, self-conscious.

| NT. BOOKSTORE - CHECKOUT COUNTER - DAY

Kathryn waits in line. Her beeper goes off. She eyes the nunbers
on the pager: “102 555 6731.” The CHECKOUT G RL interrupts:

CHECKOUT d RL
Cash or charge?

Kat hryn passes her a twenty. The Checkout Grl flips the book
over and scans the barcode. Kathryn notices sonmething in the
bottom corner on the back cover. A nunber. Ten digits. Begi nning
with a one. She grabs the book and shows the Checkout Grl:

KATHRYN
Thi s nunber, right here.

CHECKOUT G RL
The | SBN?

KATHRYN
You can find a book with just this?

CHECKOUT G RL
Do you have the nunber?

She noves to the conputer. Kathryn digs out her pagers and
writes down the nunber.

EXT. NATHAN ANDREW S HOUSE — DAY

Kat hryn rings the doorbell. After a beat, the door opens. A man
appears. Hardly recogni zabl e beneath the disfigured, scar-
riddl ed face is Nathan Andrew. He struggles forward, gazing out.
One of his eyes is badly damaged, hal f-cl osed.

KATHRYN
Nat han Andr ew?
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NATHAN
Yes?

Kat hryn studies his nutilated face. In her hand is book. On the
back cover is a photograph of the author, Nathan Andrew. The
sane serene face we saw in the opening scene. On the front cover
we see the title: “The O her Side.”

KATHRYN
The psychic?
NATHAN
Past tense, but still yes.

| NT. NATHAN ANDREW S HOUSE - DAY

Nat han lowers hinmself into a frayed arnchair. H's breathing is

| abored. In fact, his every nove seens painful. Kathryn avoids
staring at his shrivel ed body, instead scans the negl ected, |ow
rent hone. Nat han indicates the book in her bag:

NATHAN
You bought ny book. Though you
haven't read it.

KATHRYN
How di d you know t hat ?

NATHAN
| " m psychic, renmenber?
(beat)
The bookmark. It's in front.

Kat hryn | ooks down, sees the bookmark. She passes Nathan a
phot ograph. He | ooks at it carefully:

NATHAN
The m ssing policeman.

KATHRYN
You recogni ze hinf?

NATHAN

From t he newspapers. Should 17?

(of f her I oo0k)
No, I'mafraid clairvoyance isn’t one
of ny gifts, if you call themthat.

(returns the photo)
But you don’t believe any of that
nonsense, now do you, detective.



KATHRYN
Two officers are dead. Athird is
m ssing. So right now I’ d probably
believe in the tooth fairy if
t hought it m ght hel p.

Nat han stares at her, distant and enpty. H's eyes gradually
gl aze over. A | ong nonent.

KATHRYN
M. Andrew? M. Andrew. ..?

NATHAN
Sonmeone you know recently passed. Not
one of the victins. Someone cl oser.
(beat)
This person tried to contact you.

KATHRYN
Cont act ?

NATHAN
Now, agai nst your better judgnent,
you want hel p.

Kat hryn stares at him Speechl ess. Nathan slowy snaps back,
alert. He refocuses on Kathryn.

KATHRYN
| don’t know what you're tal king about.

NATHAN
|’ mtal ki ng about sudden death. The
grimtruth that each day pl anes fal
fromthe sky, cars run down
pedestri ans and people kill one
another. The world s a nasty little
pl ace that doesn’t nmake tinme for fond
farewells and, unfortunately for you
| made up ny m nd sone tinme ago to
stop providing that particular service.

KATHRYN
You think I"'mhere to talk to dead
peopl e?

Kat hryn finds her pager. Hands it to Nathan.

KATHRYN
Do you recogni ze that nunber?

He doesn’t. She holds up his book. Points out the |ISBN
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KATHRYN
It’s the I SBN fromyour book. Not a
clue why, or even if | care anynore.
Probably just sonme prank down at the
station. Pretty good one if you ask ne.

Nat han’s visibly struck by this revelation. Hs mnd races.
Kat hryn takes back the pager, shaking her head, frustrated.

KATHRYN
You know what... never mind. |I'’msorry
| bothered you. 1'Il see nyself out.

Kat hryn turns to | eave. Nat han watches her go.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DAY

An industrial facility. Mddle of nowhere. Lifeless, save a
delivery truck kicking up dust along a renote access road. The
truck angles toward one of the | oadi ng bays and backs in.

A man steps down, unlatching the rear cargo door. Then noves to
t he war ehouse | oadi ng door, unlocks and opens it.

He clinbs up, disappearing in the cargo trailer. A nonent |ater,
the truck’s loading platformgrinds its way down. On it, an old
refrigerator. It’s wheeled off and into the warehouse.

We see a pair of hands gripping the steel arns of the freight
carrier. The Elvis tattoo enbl azoned on one hand. Runyan.

EXT. FIELD — EARLY MORNI NG

An energetic golden collie skirts across the open field, nearly
obscured by knee-high overgrowth. Her OMER follows in the
di stance, shovel in hand. A bright orange sunrise at his back.

The Omer sinks the shovel in the ground and turns the dirt
over. He rolls up his sleeve and extracts a heapi ng handful of
| ong, plunp night craw ers.

The collie plays in the tall grass. Running free. She sets her
nose to the ground, circling sonething behind some heavy brush.
She begi ns to whi nper.

The Omer packs worns in a tin coffee can, then turns to go.

OMNNER
Conme on. Let’s go...

The collie keeps circling her find. Winpering |oudly.

ONNER
VWhat’s wong, girl?
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The dog barks. The Omer stops in his tracks.
EXT. FI ELD — DAY

Sul | en policeman | ook on. Kathryn and Harris give the Medi cal
Exam ner roomto work. He’'s on one knee beside a body | aying
tw sted, face down, arnms handcuffed behind its back.

Captain Wgant tranps across the thick underbrush. Kathryn and
Harris nove to neet him Thorns poke Wgant’s | eg, goading an
al ready angry man. He stops, dislodging a few

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Goddann it.

Kat hryn and Harris reach Wgant.

CAPTAI N WGANT
s it Newton?

Harris nods. Wgant gives the crines scene a | ook, snarling:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Ei t her of you got anything to say |
can’t figure out for nyself?

HARRI S
He’s been here a while. Doc says a
coupl e days.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
MO the same?

KATHRYN
His tinetable s shrinking. Jones was
killed ten days after his abduction.
Giggs a week. Newton even | ess.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
(pl ucki ng anot her thorn)
Perfect, fucking perfect. Wo the
hel | found himout here?

Kat hryn turns to the golden collie panting in the b.g.
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CAPTAI N WYWGANT' S OFFI CE — DAY
The big vein on Wgant’s forehead has swol |l en up and | ooks ready

to burst. The tension in the roomis palpable. Harris sets down
an evidence bag with a knife and fork inside.

HARRI S
The utensils were manufactured by a
conpany in Illinois. The bad news is

they ship ten thousand units a nonth.
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KATHRYN
Forensics is working sanples from al
three victinms. If he left behind a
single fiber, they' Il find it.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
So basically we don’t have shit.

Wgant's SECRETARY quietly enters.

SECRETARY
Chief’s on his way down.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Along with the F.B.1. W oughta be
off this by day end.

The Secretary puts a newspaper on the desk. The headline bl ares:
“Bl G BAD WOLF TAKES THIRD VICTIM” Wagant’' s eyes expl ode:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Bl G BAD WOLF?! WHO THE FUCK- - ?!

Harris and Kat hryn shake their heads in quick denial. Wgant
burst out the door, scream ng at no one in particular:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
GODDAMN | T, VWHI CH ONE OF YQU
MOTHERFUCKERS OPENED YOUR MOUTH?!

A few detectives trade bl ank | ooks. Wgant stonps back in.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Sonof abi t ch

KATHRYN
(skimm ng the article)
No details. Sonmeone just spilled
t he ni cknane.
Sonehow it doesn’'t matter to Wgant. He pulls on his suit coat.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Qut! Everybody out!

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CONTI NUQUS

Kat hryn and Harris exit Wgant’'s office just as the Chief
arrives, newspaper in hand and he’s not happy. Flanking himare
a pair of sharp-looking F.B.l1. AGENTS.

NATHAN (Q. S.)
Det ecti ve Gates.

Kat hryn turns to find Nathan Andrew waiting for her.
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I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CONFERENCE ROOM — DAY

The grisly war room phot os peer down at Nathan. Kathryn enters,
hands hima cup of coffee. Nathan gestures to the photos.

NATHAN
Your waiting roomleaves a ot to be
desired. Unsettling.

Kat hryn says nothing, allows the photos to have their inpact.

NATHAN
| magi ne so nmuch viol ence inside
one person. Such tornent.

KATHRYN
| think he's found an outl et.
(beat)
You said soneone tried to contact ne.

NATHAN
It'’s called after-death communi cati on
More commonly, ADC.

KATHRYN
(skeptical)
So this is routine, happens all the
tine.
NATHAN

You' d be surprised.
Nat han takes the pager off Kathryn's hip. Holds it up.

NATHAN
Though there’s nothing at all routine
about this. Soneone wants very badly
to communi cate with you

KATHRYN
Fromthe grave? Am | supposed to
believe that?

NATHAN
Have t here been other contacts?

Kat hryn’s eyes drift to a nearby conputer nonitor. Beat.
KATHRYN
Wiy are you here? | thought you
didn’t do this anynore.

NATHAN
You're right, | don't.
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Kat hryn’ s overwhel ned by skepticism Nathan turns to | ook at the
gruesone crinme scene photos forcing Kathryn to do the sane.

KATHRYN
How does it work?
NATHAN
That depends.
KATHRYN
On what ?
NATHAN
Them Al | can tell you is we don't

make the rules. They do.

Communi cations vary. The strength of
the connection they nake dictates
everything. It’s up to us only to
accept whatever we’'re given

KATHRYN

You' re sayi ng not hing coul d happen.
NATHAN

And often does.
KATHRYN

VWhat would | do?
NATHAN

You' re the key that unl ocks the door.
KATHRYN

And you?
NATHAN

|’ mjust the nessenger.
Kat hryn | ooks at Nat han, thoroughly unconvinced. He knows it.

NATHAN
Validation is the first priority.
You nust verify who' s making contact.
(beat)
| s there anyone else | should know
about? Ot hers around you who have
passed? A parent or relative?

KATHRYN
Does it nmatter?

NATHAN
You never know who m ght poke their
head in and say hello.
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KATHRYN
(beat)
There’'s no one el se.

NATHAN
| would prefer as few people as
possi bl e be present.

KATHRYN
It would just be ne.

NATHAN
Your faith overwhel ns ne, detective.

I NT. M CHAEL’ S APARTMENT — NI GHT

A candl e burns in silent darkness. Nathan and Kathryn are seated
opposite each other in the center of the room Nathan neditates,
eyes closed, concentrating. Kathryn eyes himw th heavy doubt.

NATHAN
Choose three objects in your
possessi on.

Kat hryn rummages her pockets, digs out her badge, a set of keys
and a pair of sungl asses.

NATHAN
Pl ace t hem before ne.

She does. Nathan’s hands drift over the itens. He touches the
badge, feeling the raised inprint. After a nonment his hands
return to his |ap.

Nat han hol ds still a |ong nonent. Kathryn's anxiety builds,
until finally Nathan’s eyes open. They appear unnaturally
hol | ow. Li ke he’'s comatosed. Anot her nonent and Nat han speaks:

NATHAN
The ground. It’s cold. Danp.
Sonmeone’ s |ying there.
(clutches his stomach)
Sharp, burning pain. H's passing
was difficult, unpleasant.

Kat hryn edges forward in the chair, curiosity building.

NATHAN
And you... you're there. Scream ng
You told himto hold on.

KATHRYN
(under her breath)
| did...
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He tri ed.

Nat han goes quiet. H s breathing slows, weakens, becones raspy,
| abored. Kathryn |leans in, concerned, not sure what to do.

KATHRYN
Shoul d we stop?

Nat han’ s breat hing slowy cal ns.
NATHAN

Flashing lights. Sirens. Loud.
Earsplitting. Comng from..

KATHRYN
An anbul ance?

NATHAN
...a pinball machine. Soneone’s
playing pinball. It's Mchael. He's

Wi nni ng.

Kat hryn smrks. Sweat trickles down Nathan' s forehead.

NATHAN
He’'s showi ng ne sonething. Very
small. It’s noving. Rotating. In a
perfect circle...

KATHRYN
A circle?

NATHAN

It 1ooks |like an insect. A bug. But
white. Entirely white, as if paint
spilled over it.

Kat hryn regi sters the nost baffled | ook.
NATHAN
It’s leaving a trail. No, it’s
spel ling sonmething out. Again in

white. The nunber two. And the
nunber four. Like sky witing.

Kat hryn shakes her head, bew | dered:

KATHRYN
Ask hi mwhat he wants to tell ne.

Nat han | ooks at Kathryn, as if registering the question.

NATHAN
A tw and a four. Twenty-four.
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KATHRYN
Can you hear ne? \What does he want ne
to know? Do you under st and?

| nexplicably, the candl e goes out. Bl ackness.

LATER

All

the lights are on. Nathan sips water, exhausted.

trying to sort out what she’s seen.

NATHAN
Synbol s are conmon. They represent
sonet hing very specific. The hard
part is figuring out what.

KATHRYN
You nentioned a bug. A white
i nsect.

NATHAN

VWhite often inplies doctors or
hospi tal s, not al ways.

KATHRYN

What about nunbers? A two and a four?
NATHAN

Coul d be anything. Date, bus nunber,

hi s hi gh school basketball jersey.
KATHRYN

| don’t understand, if he wanted to
hel p, why woul d he be so cryptic?

NATHAN
To Mchael, I'"msure it’s anything but.
KATHRYN
Why didn’t he just tell ne straight
out ?
NATHAN

The night he died, you said there was
sonmet hing he had to show you. That
coul d be what he’s doing, show ng you.

KATHRYN
O maybe I’ mjust grasping at straws.

Kat hryn’s
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| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — DAY

Kat hryn at her desk, filling out an incident report. Wrking a
typewiter, hunt-and-peck. She stops, lifts a notepad on which
she’s witten the words “insect,” “white” and “twenty-four,”

arranged in vari ous ways.

Harris approaches, nmoving with purpose. Kathryn instinctively
flips the notebook over and returns to typing the report.

HARRI S
We may have caught a break. Newton
made a stop downtown at the end of
his shift. Storeowner renenbers
seeing him |’ m headed over to talk
to him You com ng?

KATHRYN
There’s sonmething | need to check on.

Harris crosses off. Kathryn turns the notebook back over.
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CAPTAI N WGANT' S OFFI CE - DAY

Wgant’s reading at his desk, head down. Kathryn slips in, drops
the now finished report in his overflow ng in-box. Before she
can exit, Wgant grabs the docunent, studies it.

CAPTAI N WGANT
VWhat the fuck is this?

KATHRYN
| nci dent report.

Wgant scows, digs in his in-box and pulls out another report.
He hol ds them both up, one in each hand. Kathryn noves cl ose,
sees they' re exactly the sane. Each bears her signature.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Notice any simlarities?

I NT. SUBURBAN HOME — KI TCHEN — DAY

A high-chaired infant screans bl oody nurder. ELLEN JENSEN
30i sh, scoops nush into its nmouth. Kathryn waits for the noise
to subsi de.

ELLEN
We hadn’t tal ked nuch lately. You
know how it is. He sent a card when
t he baby was born.
(1 ndeci sivel y)
| wanted to go to the funeral, but--

A door opens O S. Ellen bellows quickly:



ELLEN
Justin! Don’t slamthe--!

The door slans O S. Beat. Ellen wi pes goo fromthe baby' s face.

ELLEN
How was he the | ast few years?

Kat hryn doesn’t quite understand her neaning.

ELLEN
| hate to burst your bubble, but
M chael wasn’t exactly a big ray of
sunshi ne when we were narri ed.

KATHRYN
(beat)
He was dedi cated. Loved his work.

ELLEN
That’ s about the only thing he ever
did care about. Rest of the tine he
was just plain noody. Sorry.

KATHRYN
It’s all right.

ELLEN
Al ways seened |ike he was trying to
l[ive up to something. Did he ever
talk to you about his father?

KATHRYN
Not really. | know he was a beat cop.

ELLEN
Not to mention a drunk, and a bastard.
But | guess dying in the line of duty
turns men |like that into heroes. And
their sons into cops.

KATHRYN
| suppose.

ELLEN
M chael never said so, but | know
that’s why he joined. Sone fantasy
about finding his father’s killer.
They never nade an arrest.

KATHRYN
Yeah, | know.

Ell en goes to the sink, cleaning herself up.
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KATHRYN
This may sound strange, but does a
white insect nmean anything to you?

ELLEN
A white what?

KATHRYN
| nsect.
(off Ellen s blank | oo0k)
O the nunmber twenty-four? Can you
t hi nk of anythi ng about either one
that could sonehow relate to M chael ?
Maybe sonet hing he used to say or do.

El | en shakes her head, baffled by the question itself. Kathryn
rubs her forehead, frustrated and tired. Kathryn noves to | eave.

ELLEN
You don’t | ook so well.

KATHRYN
Thank you for your tine.

ELLEN
Det ecti ve. ..

Ellen Iifts a |large envel ope off the counter and hands it to
Kat hryn. Kathryn | ooks at it, no idea what it is.

ELLEN
The phot ographs. The ones you asked
about yesterday. \Wen we spoke.
That’s all | had.

KATHRYN
(searching her nenory)
Ri ght. Thanks.

| NT. KATHRYN S CAR ( PARKED) - DAY

Kat hryn opens the envel ope. Photographs of Mchael and Ellen in
younger days. Kathryn flips through, not sure what she’s | ooking
for. Sees photos of Mchael as a boy. One of himplaying cops
and robbers with his adoring father who's in his police uniform
EXT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — DAY

A pair of squad cars are parked out front. Kathryn's car pulls
up. She clinbs out and hustles up the stairs.

| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — HALLWAY - DAY

Harris stands in a doorway to a unit, giving orders to another
detective. Kathryn blazes towards him anticipation in her face.



KATHRYN
What is it? What do you have?

HARRI S
Sl ow down, just slow down.
(off her waiting |ook)
That guy | told you about, the one
who spotted Newt on.

KATHRYN
Yeah.

HARRI S
Newt on st opped a truck doubl e-parked
in alley behind a repair shop. Ddn't
wite it up, but we had the owner
pull| sales records. Gave us a nane.

Harris gestures Kathryn to follow himinto the apartnent.

I NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — KI TCHEN — CONTI NUOUS
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Kat hryn enters and i nmedi ately cones face-to-face with the skunk
perched ferociously on the counter. She scans the room and sees

an array of small animals, stuffed and nounted.

KATHRYN
How d we get in?

Harris gestures to Abrahanms who's talking with the LANDLADY, a

cranky ol d woman. Abrahans excuses hinself and crosses.

HARRI S
G ve her the rundown.

ABRAHANS
| cane by with a couple uniforns,
strictly routine. Knock-knock, nobody
home. Had a chat with the building
manager, m ss good hunor over there--

LANDLADY
| don’t want any trouble!

ABRAHANMS
--see if we mght |ocate the tenant.
Nada. We’'re gone ten m nutes, she
takes it upon herself to conme in and
have a | ook around. Call cones in,
she’s found sonet hi ng suspi ci ous.

Kat hryn and Harris trade | ooks. The trio noves to the next

room
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| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — WORK ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

The roomi s been nore or |ess converted into a makeshift

| aboratory conplete with steel tables, dissection trays, nedical
cutting equi pnent and a small refrigerator. Atop one table,
under glass, is a partly dissected organ.

KATHRYN
ls that what | think it is?

HARRI S
If you think it’s a pig heart.

Kat hryn fans off the dense chem cal odor

ABRAHANMS
For mal dehyde. Pl easant.

Layi ng side-by-side at the next table are zip-lock storage bags
packed with thick [unps of dark, gooey tissue-Ilike substances.
Clearly visible in one package are intestinal nenbranes.

ABRAHANS
Found themin the fridge. Top shelf.
Next to the teriyaki sauce.

HARRI S

Pancreas, liver, kidneys, you nane it.
KATHRYN

Shit.
HARRI S

Some whol e, sone chopped into little
pi eces. The ME. says they're al
fromdifferent species of aninal.
‘Cept this one.

(re: one of the bags)
It’s human. Intestines.

KATHRYN
VWho i s he?

HARRI S
Hi s nane is Ral ph Runyan. Landl ady
says he’'s quiet, keeps pretty much to
hi msel f. Pays rent on tinme. No priors.
Ful | workup’s in notion.

KATHRYN
Any idea where he is?
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HARRI S
No, but we know in the last nonth he
purchased two refrigerators. Neither
of which are on the prem ses.

ABRAHANS
Don’t forget the bathroom

KATHRYN
VWhat's in the bat hroont

Abr ahans | eads Kathryn and Harris O S
| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — BATHROOM — CONTI NUOUS

The nedi ci ne cabinet is open revealing an unendi ng stream of
prescription nedication. Kathryn [ifts one of the bottle:

KATHRYN
Thor azi ne.

HARRI S
| want to talk to whoever did the
prescribing a.s.a.p.

Abr ahanms takes one of the bottles and crosses off.
EXT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - DAY
Police cars are everywhere. A BEEFY COP handles the small crowd.

BEEFY COP
...1f you don’t live here, then it
doesn’t concern you

A forensics unit pulls up. The Beefy Cop directs the new
arrivals upstairs. A man carrying groceries wanders away from
the scene. Visible on his hand is the Elvis tattoo. Runyan.

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE - DAY

A whirlwind of activity. Detectives work the phones at a torrid
pace. Energy pul ses through the room Wagant watches fromthe
sidelines, tense. Harris waves a piece of paper as he strides to
Kat hryn’ s desk. She has the phone to her ear, on “hold.”

HARRI S
Ral ph Edgar Runyan. Born March 7,
1968, Fall River, Rhode Island. No
work history in the | ast decade, but
get this, he spent a good portion of
his adult life in the confort of soft
wal | s.
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KATHRYN
You' re ki ddi ng.

HARRI S
Par anoi d schi zophreni a. Seven of the
| ast ten years institutionalized.

KATHRYN (on t he phone)
(taking the call)
Have you got an address?

Kathryn wites a note and qui ckly hangs up.

KATHRYN
Runyan | eased war ehouse space.

I n uni son Kathryn and Harris bolt for the door.
EXT. WAREHOUSE - DUSK

Kat hryn’ s car bounds down the renote access road spew ng dust.
It comes to a stop in front of a group of warehouses. Kathryn
and Harris nove fromthe car. Kathryn checks the buil dings:

KATHRYN
Thi s one. Over here.

They head for the entrance.
| NT. WAREHOUSE - DUSK

Kat hryn and Harris enter the poorly lit facility, flashlights in
hand. They nove down the corridor toward the storage area,
comng to a door that opens into darkness.

Kat hryn and Harris trade a |look. Harris throws the |light swtch.
Dimindustrial |ights pops on, causing a constant overhead buzz.

| NT. WAREHOUSE — MAI N STORAGE AREA - CONTI NUCUS

The enornous concrete and netal structure has been subdi vi ded,
partitioned into a naze-li ke series of adjoining cubicles
separated by six-foot tall dividers. Nunmerous openings await.
Kat hryn chooses one and enters. Harris takes another.

Kat hryn passes through an enpty partition that tw sts and turns,
| eading to a wide space filled with boxes. She opens one of the
boxes, finds an array of seal ed nedical supplies and devices.

HARRI S (0. S.)
Gates. What do you have?

KATHRYN
Supplies. Surgical stuff.
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Kat hryn conti nues on, noving through the maze into an even

| arger partitioned area. The walls are covered with life size
posters of the human body. Detail ed diagrans of nuscl es,
arteries and organs, shown fromevery point of view

She studies the illustrations a beat before noving forward,
tw sting through to the next walled area.

The roomis larger still with the | ook and feel of a nedical
| aboratory. Long stainless steel slabs and side tables brinmng
Wi th specialty surgical instrunents. deamng and sterile.

KATHRYN
Harris. Get over here.

HARRIS (O S.)
Com ng.

Kat hryn studies the room She noves to a side table where
scal pel s are positioned ready and waiting for use. She continues
on through the |abyrinth.

ON HARRI S

Retraci ng his steps through the maze. He takes the sanme opening
as Kathryn. Mves through, discovering what she’s already seen
and reaches the sterile | aboratory space.

HARRI S
VWhat the hell is this?

ON KATHRYN

She cones to an opening that reveals the renai nder of the

war ehouse. Vast and barren, save the wall space, which is |lined
with refrigerators. Dozens of them side-by-side. Harris energes
fromthe maze. Together they gaze at the bizarre sight.

The nove together down the line of refrigerators and i mredi ately
noti ce a strange assortnent of ornanental door magnets on each.

On one door is a collection of tiny magnetic shoes and feet. The
next is covered with small nmagnetic legs. Kathryn lifts one of
the legs, noves to the prior refrigerator and marries it to the
mat chi ng foot.

They continue down the refrigerators, stopping at one with a
slew of celebrity magnetic heads: Elvis, The Beatles, Mrilyn
Monr oe, Bugs Bunny, Dorothy from The Wzard of Oz...

Kathryn lifts the severed Elvis magnetic head. Looks at Harris.
He opens the refrigerator. They both peak in, then slowy Harris
shuts the door. Kathryn’s cal mexterior belies what she's seen.
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HARRI S
I’mcalling for back up

KATHRYN
Yeah.

Harris crosses back through the maze. Kathryn backs away from
the refrigerator... and notices a shaft of |ight beneath a door
| ocated between two refrigerators, set back a few feet.

| NT. WAREHOUSE — BACK ROOM — CONTI NUOUS

Kat hryn enters. The faint sound of running water directs her
forward. She edges cautiously in, drawi ng her gun.

She turns into a washroom and sees a running faucet. Medical
cutting instrunents lay in the sink. She lifts one of the razor
sharp scal pel s.

Slowy, Kathryn turns... as Runyan’s Elvis tattooed hand darts
out and covers her nmouth. A brief struggle ensues until the
Chl or of orm overt akes Kathryn. The scal pel clanks to the fl oor.

| NT. WAREHOUSE - SURG CAL CUBI CLE ( MOVENTS LATER)

Kat hryn | ays unconsci ous on one of the steel slabs. Runyan
arranges scal pels, shaking ever so slightly as he prepares his
t ool s.

Kat hryn’ s eyes work open, seeing Runyan put on plastic gl oves.
He turns and we finally see Runyan’s chilling face. Vacant and
twtching involuntarily. Unsettling in its calmprecision. He
lifts a scal pel and noves to Kathryn.

Runyan untucks Kathryn’s shirt, exposing her abdonen. Kathryn
drugged, unable to wake herself. Runyan raises the knife,
preparing to make an incision..

HARRI S (0. S.)
Gates? You in here? Gates?

Kat hryn’ s eyes crane open, her arns flail, sending the knives on
the side table to the ground with a nmuted clatter--

MAI N STORAGE AREA
--Harris hears the dull noi se.

HARRI S
Gates. Were are you?

He eyes all the maze openings before him
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SURG CAL CuBI CLE

Runyan goes for the chloroformrag. Kathryn manages to roll,
flopping off the slab, hitting the ground hard, putting the
metal table between herself and Runyan.

Kat hryn on the ground, face down. Her eyes open and cl ose,
unable to stay alert. Runyan noves for her, chloroformtowel in
his trenbling hand, trying to wedge the cloth under her nouth
Kat hryn presses her face to the ground.

She twists and turns, keeping the cloth at bay. Runyan grabs her
by the hair, lifting her head, janm ng the cloth to her face.
Kat hryn sl ans an el bow hard to his groin, Runyan reels in pain,
noani ng, dropping the cloth--

MAZE
--Harris hears the struggle. He draws his gun, on the nove.

HARRI S (0. S.)
Gat es?!

SURG CAL CuBI CLE

Kat hryn crawl s on hands and knees. Runyan cones at her from
behi nd, throws one hand around her waist, the other over her
nmout h. Kat hryn sees her pistol on the table, only feet away.

Kat hryn gets to her feet, fighting with what little faculties
she has. Runyan wrestles her onto the table, reaching for a
scal pel. Kathryn bites down hard on Runyan’s hand, right into
the Elvis tattoo, freeing herself to lunge for her gun..

... but crashes down, knocking the gun to the floor. Runyan
raises the knife, comng at her. Kathryn sees the gun beside her
and slowy lifts it. Goggy and dazed, unable to focus on her
fast approaching target. She pulls the trigger-- BOOM

The scal pel falls from Runyan’s hand, he collapses at Kathryn's
feet. She drops the gun, and sinks to the floor.

HARRI S (O S.)
Gat es!

EXT. WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Enmergency vehicles, flashing lights, the works. EMIs attend to
Kat hryn, checking her pupils, vitals. Harris gives Wgant his
report as the coroner wheels out Runyan’s shrouded body. In the
b.g., investigators search the interior of Runyan’ s truck
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| NT. WAREHOUSE — NI GHT

A team of investigators are going through the refrigerators one
by one. Methodically taggi ng each zip-lock bag. Kathryn, Harris
and Wgant observe the grimtask.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Pack a fuckin’ lunch. I.D.-ing this
i's gonna take forever.
(barking at Harris)
Fi nd sonethin’ hard.

Wgant noves to confer with one of the forensics people.
Abr ahans cones out of the door that |eads to the back room He
noves to Harris, relaying information.

HARRI S
Capt ai n.

The Captain glares at Harris.
| NT. WAREHOUSE — BACK ROOM — NI GHT

Wgant, Harris and Kat hryn nove past the washbasin, to a tiny
room not nmuch bigger than a closet. They squeeze in and find the
wal | s covered in corkboard. On them are dozens of news cli ppings
and press photos of the three Big Bad Wl f nurders.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Jesus Chri st.

| NT. STATE MENTAL HOSPI TAL — DAY

Institutional gloom Kathryn and Harris wal k the dreary corridor
wi th DOCTOR STROUD, the |istless head of psychiatry.

STROUD
Ral ph was prone to aggressive
out bursts. Frustrated, confused by
the burden of multiple realities.

HARRI S
| thought schi zophrenics weren’'t
supposed to be violent.

STROUD
It varies. Erratic behavior nakes
t hem appear nore dangerous than they
are. However, social aversion tends
to mnimze the risks and often
results in a reclusive lifestyle.

KATHRYN
Whi ch was the case with Runyan.
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STROUD
Yes, but Ral ph’s paranoia was severe.
Hi s aggressive tendenci es grew out
of his perceived necessity for
sel f-preservation

HARRI S
He had maybe two dozen bodies
shri nk-w apped and tucked away in
cold storage. That turn your head
at all, doctor?

STROUD
Hard to say. His manifestations were
centered mainly on authority figures.
In lay ternms, he was convinced
everyone was out to get him
especially those in uniform

KATHRYN
We found an entire pharmacy of
psychotropics in his nedicine cabinet.
Woul dn’t that keep himunder control ?

STROUD
To an extent. And only if he took them

Kathryn and Harris trade | ooks. An adm ni strator approaches.

STROUD
|’d be lying if | said | wasn’t
concerned when he was di schar ged.
But | couldn’t have predicted this.
Look, we do what we can for these
people. Unfortunately, our job ends
when they |l eave. | don’t know what
else to tell you

Stroud sees the admi ni strator and crosses.
EXT. STATE MENTAL HOSPI TAL/ PARKI NG LOT — DAY
Kat hryn and Harris exit, heading for their cars.

HARRI S
Assessment, detective?

KATHRYN
Two dozen bodies in cold storage.
That’s a lot of m ssing persons to
| ocate in one day.

HARRI S
At least the list won't be getting
any | onger.



KATHRYN
Assuming there are no nore trophy
r oons.

HARRI S
Al these freaks want to get caught
at sone point. Sone kind of tw sted
poetic justice.

KATHRYN
Forensics check in yet?

HARRI S
They' re still scrubbing. Taking their
sweet tine.

KATHRYN
Well we’ ve got the cutting
instrunents fromthe warehouse.

HARRI S
VWhi ch match the abdom nal wounds on
all three victins.

KATHRYN
What about handwriting sanpl es?

HARRI S
Bei ng delivered as we speak.

KATHRYN
VWhat el se do we need to be certain
this was Runyan?

HARRI S
No one to turn up dead for a couple
days. You can set your watch by this
guy. And Runyan’s not doi ng any
damage where he is

Harris's cell phone rings.

HARRI S (on phone)
Harris here. Yeah... Ahuh... Ckay.
(hangs up, to Kathryn)
DNA found in Runyan’s truck cane
back positive. It’s Newton’s.

KATHRYN
Bl ood?

HARRI S
Hair. And tissue.

They trade confirmng | ooks, then clinb into their cars.
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I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY

Drizzle pelts the windshield. Kathryn rolls up the wi ndow as she
sl aps on the wpers. Traffic backs up, crawing to a stop.

Kat hryn peers for the cause of the slow down, then settles back,
serenaded by the rhythmof the rain and w ndshield w pers. She
turns on the radio. An all news channel. She |owers the vol une
and adjusts the rearview mrror.

Traffic gradual ly | oosens. Kathryn accel erates, spl ashing

t hrough puddl es, powering into the passing | ane. Suddenly, the
radi o changes stations. And again. As if in scan node. She gives
it a look and pushes her pre-set button.

The radi o scans once again. Kathryn watches the radio, curiosity
getting the better of her. It scans the dial, finally settling
on a station. The Rolling Stones’ *“Satisfaction” blares:

VOCAL (on radi o)
...when I'mdrivin" in nmy car and
that man cones on the radio, he's
tellin" nme nore and nore, about sone
usel ess informati on, supposed to fire
nmy i magi nation...

Kathryn turns the stereo off. She gives herself a steely-eyed
look in the mrror then hamrers the accelerator. The radio
springs back to life. Kathryn's eyes lock on the radio... as the
volunme slowy rises:

VOCAL (on radi o)
... hey, hey, hey, that’s what | say...

Unnerved, Kathryn turns it off. Silence. Then instantly it comnes
back on. Again, she punches the off button, but the nusic
continues playing. She hits the power switch in a rapid-fire
frenzy:

KATHRYN
This... is... not... happening..

A horn SCREAMS. .. Kathryn snaps her attention back to the road,
yanks the wheel, narrowly avoi ding an oncom ng truck.

KATHRYN
Shit. ..

She breathes a sigh of relief, |ooks up, checking the rearview,
AND SEES M CHAEL SEATED DI RECTLY BEHI ND HER | N THE BACK SEAT.
Big as Tife. Real. Kathryn slans the breaks, sending the car
into a watery skid--




57

EXT. ROAD - DAY

--TIRES SCREAM The car careens into oncomng traffic... METAL
CRUNCHES as the car’s rear-end gets imedi ately punched by
anot her vehicle, spinning it around, out of control--

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY

--the car twirls |like sonme denented teacup. Kathryn hangs on for
dear life. She catches a glinpse of Mchael in the rearview,
seated calnmy, as if inside the eye of the storm He nouths
sonething to Kathryn. But she can’'t nmake it out. Then... BOOM --

EXT. ROAD - DAY

--a second vehicle slans her front end. The car SCREECHES
si deways, hel plessly staggering fromthe road, crashing hard
into a sunken drai nage ditch

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY

A line of blood runs down Kathryn’s forehead. She sits dazed and
noti onl ess, her hands still gripping the wheel. Slowy, she
| ooks up into the rearview mrror, scanning the back seat, which

is enpty.
| NT. NATHAN S HOUSE — NI GHT

Nat han passes Kathryn a towel. She is rain soaked. Kathryn peels
a bandage from her forehead as she towels her hair.

NATHAN
| don’t understand. You got the
killer. He's dead, isn't he?

KATHRYN
Maybe it’s sonething else. | don't
know, but | do know M chael was in
t he backseat of my car talking to ne.

NATHAN
VWhat did he say?

Kat hryn shakes her head, doesn’t know. Nathan hobbles to the
w ndow, taking a nonment to think. Nathan’s cat clinbs into the
arnchair, stealing his seat.

NATHAN
| believe the reason for after-death
comruni cation is closure. For the
living as well as the dead. |s that
what you think we’'re doi ng?
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KATHRYN
You told me we don’t control the
contact. They do. Now I’m no expert,
but it seenms to ne M chael has
sonething to say. So the only question
is whether or not you' re going to
help me find out what that is.

LATER

Rai n dappl es the w ndowpane, drumm ng out the only sound. Nathan
and Kathryn are faced-off, sitting in the center of the room
Lit only by the glimer of a gl ow ng candl e.

Nat han’s eyes are closed, his breathing sl ow and uneven. Kathryn
removes her watch and sets it beside her badge and keys on the
tabl e. Nat han passes his hands over the itens, one at a tine.

Kat hryn wat ches, waiting, tension building. Nathan neditates.
He’'s the picture of tranquility, sitting upright, yet seem ng
very much asl eep. Kathryn | eans forward, checking on him
Looki ng Nat han over carefully, wondering what’'s happeni ng.

KATHRYN
Are you there? M. Andrew?

Nat han remains |ifeless. Kathryn notices beads of sweat on his
f orehead. She stands, npbves around the table, close to Nathan:

KATHRYN
Nat han?

She delicately places a hand on his shoulder, jostling Nathan
slightly. He doesn’t flinch. Kathryn’s getting worri ed.

KATHRYN
Nat han? What’' s happeni ng?

Kat hryn puts both hands on him Rocking Nathan forcefully.

KATHRYN
You' re scaring the hell out of ne.
(shaking him
Nat han. .. Nathan...! Nat han!

Suddenl y, Nathan’s eyes snap open. Cold and piercing. Kathryn
falls back to the floor, startled. Nathan gazes down at her with
an strange expression. Then lets out a slightly superior and
perverse grin.

The cat | eaps fromher perch and races under the sofa, letting
out a venonous “hiss” as she wedges in.

Kat hryn notices both Nathan's eyes are fully functioning. The
burned, inpaired left eye no |longer hindered in its novenent.



KATHRYN
Nat han?
Nat han shakes his head “no.” H's once painful and Iimted range
of notion is now healthy and full. And disturbing.
KATHRYN
M chael ... ?
NATHAN

Care to try agai n?

Nat han’s voice is profoundly different, deep and nenaci ng. Once
again he smles that sick, disturbing smle. Fear creeps into
Kat hryn’ s voi ce:

KATHRYN
Who are you?
NATHAN
Shall | give you a clue, detective?

Kat hryn’s face regi sters the shock of hearing his bizarre tone.
NATHAN
Have you seen the |ittle piggies
crawmling in the dirt?

Kathryn’s eyes go wide. Horror and disbelief kicking in.

KATHRYN
M Cod. ..
NATHAN
Not by a | ong shot.
KATHRYN
You're dead... | watched you die..
NATHAN

Oh, | renenber.

Kat hryn edges backwards across the floor, retreating fromthe
ni ght mare. She bangs into the chair, munbling, confused:

KATHRYN
| don’t understand...

NATHAN
Not who you were expecting?

KATHRYN
No... This can’t be real
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NATHAN
Can't it?

Kat hryn shakes her head, stunned.

NATHAN
Don’t |ike surprises, do you,
detective?
(beat)
Too bad. Because |’ve got a doozy.

Nat han | eans in, | oom ng over on her.
NATHAN
It’s a bad tine to be a piggy. Want
to know why?

Kat hryn trenbl es, unable to speak.

NATHAN

Because life... is... getting... worse.
KATHRYN

No... It’s over. You re dead.
NATHAN

True. Though | did | eave sonet hi ng
behind. Call it a parting gift.

Nat han grins. Kathryn’s m nd races.

NATHAN
Alittle unfini shed business.

Nat han lets the words sink in. He smles that demented smle one
| ast tine before his eyes slamshut. Kathryn gets to her feet.

KATHRYN
No, no you don’t...

Kat hryn pounces on Nat han, shaking him H s head bobs, |inp.

KATHRYN
Come back here... sonofabitch... you
come back and talk to ne...

Nat han cones to. H's one good eye weary and strained, the other,
hal f shut as always. His voice returns to normal, neek and sl ow

NATHAN
Stop... What are doi ng?

Kat hryn stops shaki ng Nat han. They each | ook at each ot her,
equal Il y confused.



KATHRYN (V. Q)
It was him

| NT. NATHAN S HOUSE — NI GHT (LATER)
Kat hryn paces the floor. Nathan watches her fromhis chair.

NATHAN
Runyan?

KATHRYN
Yes, Runyan. He was toying with ne.
Why are you |looking at nme |like that?

NATHAN
It’s just, |’ve never heard of
anything like this. | don’t even
know if it’s possible. Soneone who's
passed... taking over a person.
KATHRYN

(frustrated)
You changed. Your voice changed. Your

whol e body.
(off his I ook)
| know what happened! |’ m not insane!
NATHAN
D d you know hi m when he was alive?
KATHRYN
| shot himfor chrissake! |I'’mthe one

who killed him
Nat han’ s thoroughly bew | dered. Kathryn thinks a beat.

KATHRYN
He said, “It’s a bad tinme to be a
piggy. Life is getting wrse.”
(sudden realization)
Anot her victim Soneone he didn't get
toin tinme. “Unfinished business...”

Kat hryn grabs her coat and springs for the door. Nathan sits
stunped in her wake.

I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — RECEI VI NG LOBBY - N GHT

The DUTY SERGEANT chonps on sunfl ower seeds as he fills out
paperwor k, stopping only to extract a seed wedged in his teeth.
The LOW LI FE handcuffed to the bench vies for his attention:

LOW LI FE
When do | get nmy call? | want ny call

61



62

DUTY SERGEANT
Put a sock init.

The LowLife slunps into the bench, grunbling quietly. The front
door bursts open and Kathryn beelines for the Duty Sergeant’s
desk. She studies the shift status board.

DUTY SERGEANT
What can | do for you, detective?

KATHRYN
Shift status. Who didn’'t show?

He checks the log, taking his time. Then passes it to Kathryn.

DUTY SERGEANT
MIIs.

KATHRYN
He call?

DUTY SERGEANT
Yup. Sinus infection. Al present
and accounted for.

KATHRYN
What about the day shift?

DUTY SERGEANT
| got here at six.

Kat hryn sets the I og on his paperwork, demanding his attention.

KATHRYN
Oficer...

DUTY SERGEANT
Duncan.

Kat hryn lifts the phone, holds it out to him

KATHRYN
| need a headcount. Every patrol man
who hasn’t checked in during the
| ast twenty-four hours.

DUTY SERGEANT
s this a joke?

KATHRYN
Do | seem funny?

He | ooks at her a beat, then takes the phone.
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DUTY SERGEANT
| gotta clear it with ny |lieutenant.

KATHRYN
Just do it.

She hurries past the LowLife and up the stairs. The LowLife
fires a shit-eating grin at the Sergeant who barks back

DUTY SERGEANT
| said shut up

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — SECOND FLOOR - N GHT

Dark and |ifeless. Kathryn noves through shadows. She’s about to
throw the light switch when she spots a single lanp illum nating
one of the desks. Her desk.

A smal |l booklet rests on the blotter just under the |ight.
Kat hryn opens it. The departnment face book. Page after page of
pol i cenen. Nane, rank, photograph. She | ooks at it, baffled.

Kat hryn | ooks up, catches sight of soneone noving slowy, calmy
for the stairs

KATHRYN
VWho' s there?

The figure descends the stairs. Kathryn crosses to the |anding,
| ooks down. Sees the dark sil houette, his back to her.

KATHRYN
Wi t .
The man reaches the ground floor, and turns into the | obby. But
Kat hryn gets a fleeting glinpse of his face -- It’s M chael
KATHRYN
M chael ... ?

He di sappears fromview Kathryn races down the stairs--
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — RECEI VI NG LOBBY — CONTI NUOUS

--but he’s gone. She sees only Oficer Duncan tal king on the
phone and the LowLife cuffed to the bench. She stands there a
beat, stunped, speechless. Finally, she turns to the LowLife:

KATHRYN
Di d soneone cone down here?

The LowLife just |ooks at her. Bl ank.

KATHRYN
You didn’'t see anyone?
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She’s weirding himout. The LowLife shakes his head, “no.”
| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — HALLWAY - NI GHT

Yel |l ow police tape rips fromthe door. Kathryn tosses it aside,

trying the handl e, ramm ng her shoulder to the door. It doesn’t

budge. She steps back, sets herself and violently slanms her foot
to the door, blasting it in.

| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — CONTI NUOUS

Kat hryn nmoves through the place like a tornado on fire. R fling
drawers, cabinets, |ooking for anything. She finally stops,
| ooks around, and turns for the workroom

| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — WORKROOM — NI GHT ( LATER)

All the nounted dead animals are lined up on the steel table,
tagged as evidence. Kathryn is on her knees, rifling nail
magazi nes, scraps of paper. Anything she can get her hands on.

HARRI S (0. S.)
W’ ve been through here.

Kat hryn turns to find Harris in the doorway.

HARRI S
Twi ce. Anything in particular youre
| ooki ng for?

KATHRYN
| " m not sure.

HARRI S
(enters, crouches by her)
Talk to ne.

She just |l ooks at him Beat. Harris's face tightens, irritated.

HARRI S

Listen, | don’t give a damm if you
feel obliged to revisit every piece of
evidence. If that’s what you gotta do,
have at it. And |I’m not especially
interested when you do it. Hell, I'1I1
gi ve you the damm keys, toss in a

sl eepi ng bag and a canteen. But | do
care when you order a desk sergeant to
bed check the entire patrol division.

KATHRYN
There's another victim

Not what Harris expected to hear. He thinks a | ong nonent.
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HARRI S
Cop?

KATHRYN
| think so.

HARRI S
VWho?

KATHRYN

| don’t know.

HARRI S
You' re sayi ng Runyan nabbed soneone
before we took hi mdown, but you
don’t know who.

KATHRYN
Yeah.

HARRI S
And you canme to this conclusion how?

Kat hryn searches for an answer, but doesn’'t find it. Harris just
| ooks at her, anger welling.

I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CAPTAI N WGANT' S OFFI CE — DAY

A ream of papers slanms down on the desk before Kathryn. Wgant
stands over her, simrering:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Every cop in the division. You happy?
The little check marks by their nane
means they’'re alive and well and
| aughi ng their happy asses off right
now. You' re making nme | ook |ike a
fuckin® idiot!

Harris hovers silently in the b.g. Kathryn i medi ately pages
t hrough the docunent, doubl e-checki ng. Wgant detonates:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Jesus Christ! They're all there!

KATHRYN
Is this just the downtown precincts?

CAPTAI N WYGANT
What ?

KATHRYN
Did we run outlying districts?

Wgant's eyes bore holes in her, well past his boiling point.
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KATHRYN
You're already an idiot, right?

CAPTAI N WYGANT

(nock conposure)
Tell you what, I’'ll make you a deal,
| will personally take the pul se of
every cop in the state on one
condition: when it’s over you take a
thirty day | eave and vacuum out the
cobwebs.

KATHRYN
Deal .

CAPTAI N WYGANT
(beat, to Harris)
Finel Do it! Wat the fuck!

I NT. M CHAEL’' S APARTMENT - DAY

Kat hryn enters. Sees the stereo. Imedi ately crosses and renoves
the records fromthe turntable, effectively disarmng it.

She surveys the room The enornous wall of record al buns faces
her. Kathryn notices one al bum extendi ng out slightly. She
slides it in flush with others.

Kat hryn crosses to open the window It won’'t budge. She keeps at
it. Inthe b.g. we see the al bumjacket slowly wiggling its way
back out, oscillating as if it had a life of it’s own.

Kat hryn | ooks for sonething to bang agai nst the w ndow frane.
She gazes right past the now protrudi ng al bum

Kat hryn grabs her pistol, using the butt to tap against the
frame. As she works, the al bumworns it’s way out. She pulls on
the window with all her mght... it snaps open... just as the
albumfalls to the floor.

She turns and sees the al bumon the ground. Kathryn lifts it,
studies it, then crosses to the kitchen and dials the phone.

KATHRYN (on phone)
Nat han. . .

I NT. NATHAN S HOUSE — KI TCHEN - DAY

Nat han sits at the kitchen table, phone to his ear, ingesting
pain nmeds. The cat |eaps up on the counter.

KATHRYN (V. O, on phone)
...you know that insect, the one
M chael showed you?



NATHAN (on phone)
Detective Gates...?
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KATHRYN (V. O, on phone)

The white bug. Can you renmenber it?
Nat han cl oses his eyes, visualizing.
| NT. M CHAEL’ S APARTMENT - DAY
Kat hryn crosses to the wall of the records, her eyes still fixed

on the al bumin hand.

KATHRYN (on phone)
VWhat kind was it?

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)
Just an insect. Sort of a |adybug.

KATHRYN (on phone)
Any chance it was a beetle?

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)

A beetl e?

We see Kathryn is holding The Beatles “Let
with all four band nenbers franed in separ

It Be” al bum The one
ate still photographs.

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)

| suppose.

Kat hryn pulls out every Beatles al bum she

can find and noves to

t he couch, spreading themout on the table.

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)

VWhat is it?

Kat hryn shuffles the al bunms, “Sgt. Pepper’

s,” “Abbey Road,”

faster and faster, “Revolver,” “Rubber Soul”..

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)

Are you there? Hello...?

She sets them aside. Her eyes shift to the stack of al buns

M chael left on the table. Laying on top,

entirely in white is

The Beatles’ “The Wiite Album” She renbves the protective

pl astic sl eeve and opens the double LP

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)

Detective Gates...?

KATHRYN
(to herself)
Twent y-f our.



She slides out the first vinyl disk, turns it over

KATHRYN
Two.

Her finger noves down the song list to track four.

KATHRYN
Four.

The phone falls to the floor.

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)
Detective Gates...?!

She stares at the song title. Side two, track four:

NATHAN (V. O., on phone)
Detective Gates, what’'s happeni ng?!

to side two.

“Piggies.”

Kat hryn noves to the stereo, gently places the disk on the

turntable and | owers the needl e.

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY

The dented car knifes through traffic. Kathryn driving like a
bat out of hell. A version of the song “Piggies” plays over top:

VOCAL (V. Q)
Have you seen the little piggies
crawing in the dirt, and for all the
little piggies, life is getting worse,
al ways having dirt to play around in..

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — DAY

Wgant and Harris listen to Kathryn who can’t get the words out

fast enough:

KATHRYN
It’s not “The Three Little Pigs.”
It’s not even a nursery rhyne. It’s a
song. “Piggies.”

CAPTAI N WYGANT
What ?

HARRI S
Pi ggi es?

KATHRYN
From “The White Album” The Beatl es.

Wgant and Harris trade baffled | ooks. Abrahans enters, handing
Kat hryn phot ocopi es. She passes themout, reading the |lyrics:
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KATHRYN
“Have you seen the little piggies
crawling in the dirt...” Jones,

Giggs and Newton all had dirt
ground under their fingernails.

Kat hryn hol ds up a docunent, indicating the note in the margin:

KATHRYN
Here. “Little piggies craming in
the dirt.” | found this in Mchael’s

apartnent. He nust have di scovered
it the night he was killed. This is
what he wanted to show ne.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
(reading, flatly)
“I'n their eyes there’s sonething
| acki ng, what they need’ s a dam
good whacking...”

KATHRYN

Al three were beaten to death. G ven
“a damm good whacki ng.” Runyan was
puni shing them inflicting sone sort
of revenge agai nst cops, “piggies.”

(off their | ooks)
Look at the last line. “You can see
themout for dinner wwth their piggy
wi ves, clutching forks and knives...”
For ks and knives, found in the pocket
of all three victins.

(re: the page of lyrics)
This was the bl ueprint.

HARRI S
(slightly amazed)
How did Murray come up with this?

KATHRYN
He was a nusic freak. 60's rock was
his entire life.

Wgant studies the lyrics. Not sure what to nake of this.
ABRAHANS
It fits. Nothing about forehead burns,
or renoving intestines, but it fits.

Harris shoots hima | ook. Kathryn reads on:
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KATHRYN
“And for all the little piggies,
life is getting worse.”
(realizing)
Life is getting worse. That’'s what
he said...

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Who?

KATHRYN
Runyan.

HARRI S
Runyan? Wien did he say that?

Kat hryn bal ks, doesn’t answer.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Ckay, so Runyan was schi zo and wor ki ng
of f song lyrics insteada nursery
rhymes. What difference does it make?

KATHRYN

There's another victimstill out there.

HARRI S
Gates, we did the headcount. Al
precincts.

KATHRYN

And | bet you canme up enpty, right?
That’ s because you ran patrol.

(readi ng)
“Have you seen the bigger piggies in
their starched white shirts? You wll
find the bigger piggies stirring up
the dirt.” 1"Il bet his next victim
was a “bigger piggy...”

CAPTAI N WGANT
Gat es- -

KATHRYN
In a “starched white shirt...”

CAPTAI N WGANT
Gat es.

KATHRYN
A plainclothed cop... A detective!
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Gat es!

CAPTAI N WYGANT

(st oppi ng her col d)

W ran the bureau.
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W ran every

goddam person on the force. Statew de.

KATHRYN

(stunned, to Harris)
Not hi ng?

HARRI S

Except a few hundred warm bodi es.

Wgant noves up

Now

Thirty days.

cl ose to Kathryn

CAPTAI N WYGANT

i nposing his |arge frane:

don’t want to see you, | don’'t
want to hear fromyou for one nonth

That was the deal

(before she can respond)
And it ain’t negotiable.

Wgant stonps off.
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — DAY

The pl ace is al

Harris, on his way out,

but enpty. Kathryn sits at her desk, fidgeting.

HARRI S

det ours over.

You better get outta here before

W gant

sees you.

KATHRYN

| m goi ng.

Kat hryn tosses a few things in her

HARRI S

bag.

What are you gonna do with yoursel f?

KATHRYN

Not a cl ue.

Gat es.

HARRI S

Kat hryn stops packi ng.

We got

he won’t forget that
Nei ther w ||

HARRI S

Runyan, right? Make no
m st ake, Wgant’'s good and bent, but

( MORE)

little detail.
a |lot of people.



HARRI S ( CONT’ D)
Use your head. Get sone rest.

KATHRYN
Yeah.

Kat hryn ponders. Harris watches her a beat.

KATHRYN
Tell me sonething, what do you think
happens when you die?

HARRI S
(caught off guard)
We getting personal here or are you
pl anni ng on | eaving us?

KATHRYN
Don’t get your hopes up.

HARRI S
‘“Fraid I’mnot much on the divine
creat or bandwagon. Heaven, hell, al

that. But, hey, whatever works. And
it plays well.

KATHRYN
Does, doesn't it.

HARRI S
You?

Kat hryn shakes her head, “no.”

HARRI S
| knew we’ d find sonething in conmon.

Harris heads for the door, strolling al ong.

HARRI S
‘Course ny idea of heaven woul dn’t get
nmost people to stop killing each other.

KATHRYN
Ch, yeah?

HARRI S
Time cones, I'Il settle for an
eternity by a quiet |ake, fishing
pole in ny hand. Hall el ujah, Anmen.

Harris di sappears down the stairs leaving his words to hang in
the air... and land on Kathryn like ton of bricks. Realization
fills her face.



EXT. CARSON S HOUSE - DAY

73

A small home in a quiet neighborhood. Kathryn bangs on the door.

No answer.

She steps off the porch, noving around the house.

Fi ghti ng past shrubs, she peers in the window. Sees a snall,

lifeless dining room Kathryn steps back,

by an ELDERLY WOVAN wai ting right behind her.

KATHRYN
You shoul dn’t sneak up on people.

ELDERLY WOVAN
And you shoul dn’t snoop around
peopl e’ s hones.

KATHRYN
It’s not snooping if you' re a cop.

Kat hryn produces her badge as she wal ks the property.

KATHRYN
Do you know M. Carson?

ELDERLY WOVAN
Qught to. Been living next door goin’
on si xteen years.

KATHRYN
Heard fromhimlately?

ELDERLY WOVAN
You a friend of his?

KATHRYN
You coul d say that.

ELDERLY WOVAN
‘Cause if you were you’d know he left
for Montana al nbst a week ago.

The El derly Woman foll ows Kathryn around to the back door

KATHRYN
Did you see him |l eave?

ELDERLY WOMAN
Can't say | did. | recall himtalkin’
about leaving early in the norning.
Now | don’t get up ‘til, alnost eight
o’ cl ock nowadays, so nost likely I
woul dn’t have seen him go..

Kat hryn tries the door. It’'s |ocked. She takes off her coat
wraps it around her fist.

turns and is startl ed

and
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ELDERLY WOVAN
Shoul d you be doing that?

Kat hryn punches out a pane of glasses. The Elderly Wman j unps
back. Kathryn reaches in, unlocks the door and enters.

| NT. CARSON S HOUSE — DAY

Kat hryn noves through the dormant house. The |iving room
furniture is covered in cloth.

She crosses to the kitchen. On the table is an enpty cool er.
Kat hryn opens the refrigerator. A six-pack of soda is the only
t hi ng inside.

Kat hryn makes her way to the bedroom A suitcase open on the
bed, jam packed with clothes. On top is the ugly fishing hat she
gave Ben Carson. She lifts it.

| NT. CARSON S GARAGE - DAY

Kat hryn peers inside the car jamred with suitcases and canpi ng
equi pnent. In the front seat are a couple of fishing poles and a
tiny hula girl nounted front and center on the dash.

EXT. CARSON S HOUSE — DUSK

Police cars are parked in front. Neighbors cluster in the street
wat chi ng i nvestigators scour the prem ses. Abrahans scurries up
al ongside Harris who's running the show

ABRAHANS
Just spoke to Carson’s daughter in
Col orado. She expected a call when he
reached Montana two days ago. Never
heard from him

Harris shoots Kathryn a judgnental | ook:

HARRI S
How s it feel being right all the tinme?
KATHRYN
He's alive. | knowit.
HARRI S
Yeah? How?
KATHRYN
I ntuition.

A police car pulls up. Wgant clinbs out, scow ing.
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HARRI S
Your intuition’s scaring the hell out
of nme lately.

Harris crosses, confronting Wgant in the center of the snmall
grass yard. Far enough away that Kathryn can’t hear. Wagant

| ooks none too pleased by what he hears. He | ooks over at

Kat hryn t hroughout the heated di scussion.

I NT. DI NER — NI GHT

A waitress delivers coffee to Nathan and Kathryn. Nathan digs in
his shirt pocket, retrieves a few pills. He gul ps water and
swal | ows t hem

KATHRYN
| know what | heard. He said “piggies.”
Only Runyan knew what that neant.

NATHAN
Why woul d he cone through to you?

KATHRYN
Revenge? Rub ny nose in one | ast dead
cop? He knows | can’t stop this.

Nat han’s trying to stay with her, but doubt is taking hold.

NATHAN
Say it was Runyan, and sonehow we
coul d make contact w th him again,
what woul d you do?

KATHRYN

| don’t know. But Ben Carson i s going
to die. And | have to do sonethi ng.

Nat han slowy stirs his coffee, mulling it over. Less than
ent hused. Kat hryn chuckles to herself.

NATHAN
VWhat’'s so funny?

Kat hryn shakes her head, “nothing.”

NATHAN
| don’t get it.

KATHRYN
This. This is funny. Me trying to
convince you | spoke to a dead guy.

Nat han grins a little. It is funny. He stirs his coffee.
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| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — HALLWAY - NI GHT

Kat hryn | eads Nathan to the door of Runyan’s apartnent.

NATHAN
You need validation. Make certain
it’s him

KATHRYN

Yeah. | got it.

Kat hryn tears down the yell ow police tape that has been
reattached. A new doorplate is in place. She tries the handl e.
It’s | ocked. Kathryn steps back, setting to kick the door in.
Nat han gi ves her a | ook. She hesitates:

KATHRYN
It’s okay. | saw soneone do this once.

She hurls herself at the door, kicking it in.
| NT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT — KI TCHEN — NI GHT

Nat han neditates at one end of the table. The candl e before him
reflects off the w ndow behind Kathryn at the opposite end.

Three itens |lay before him Kathryn’s badge, handcuffs and her
wat ch. Nat han’s hands nove across the table, reaching for the
badge. He lifts it, caressing the polished gold shield.

Kat hryn gazes at Nathan. Her eyes sharp, ready. A long nonent...
t hen Nat han opens his eyes and lets out a breath, giving up.

KATHRYN
Not hi ng?

Nat han shakes his head, getting nowhere.

KATHRYN
But you can try agai n?

NATHAN
| suppose.

KATHRYN
How soon?

NATHAN
Tomorrow. | don’t know.

KATHRYN
W&’ re running out of tinmne.
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NATHAN
This won’t happen unl ess he wants
it to.

Kat hryn drops her head into her hands. Overwhelnmed with
frustration. She thinks a |ong nonent. Tension on her face.

KATHRYN
Damm i t!

NATHAN
(beat, |ow and nenaci ng)
Damm what, detective?

That voice, Kathryn’'s heard it before. She snaps her head up,

| ooki ng at Nathan. His eyes are fixed on her. Both eyes. Wde
open. They’ ve made contact. Nathan surveys the room taking note
of everything in it. Like the voice, his manner is now changed.
It’s bold and confident. W cked.

NATHAN
Back so soon?

KATHRYN
(thi nki ng qui ckly)
Qur | ast conversation ended so
qui ckly.

NATHAN
| think you m ssed ne.

Kat hryn studi es Nat han. Her m nd churning.

KATHRYN
You said you |l eft sone unfinished
busi ness.

NATHAN
Dd|I?

KATHRYN
What does that nean?

NATHAN
You won't find him Not while it
matters. He'll die a slow, horrible
deat h, and you’ll know you had the

chance to save himbut didn’'t. Then
one day soneone will find him and
you' Il relive it all again

KATHRYN
VWho won't | find?
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NATHAN
Badge nunmber 8-0-8-1-1. O as it reads
now, 1-1-8-0-8. Detective Carson

Kat hryn | ocks eyes with Nathan. Al doubt renoved.

KATHRYN
Tell me what you want.

NATHAN
ls it so difficult to see? | want
himto suffer.

KATHRYN
He has.
NATHAN
And | want himto die.
(beat)

And | want to watch.

KATHRYN
| can’t help you there.

Nat han shrugs, “too bad.”

KATHRYN

The three officers. You branded t hem
NATHAN

Quilty.
KATHRYN

Where did you brand thenf

NATHAN
Is this a test?

Kat hryn awaits an answer. Nathan taps his forehead.

KATHRYN
Why ?

NATHAN
Because they’re piggies.

KATHRYN
And you wanted to see them suffer

NATHAN
| want to see all piggies suffer.

( MORE



NATHAN ( CONT’ D)
Do you know t he best part of vengeance?
The aroma. It is true, you can snell
fear, but it’'s the way it mxes with
warm blood... it’s sinply to die for.

KATHRYN
Vengeance? For what ? | magi nary
denons who wore uniforns?

NATHAN
(anger brew ng)
Vengeance for piggies who get what
t hey deserve. To be beaten over and
over into a sensel ess pul p. Head
down, hands | ocked squarely behind
their back...
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Nat han raises his left hand and slowy m nes the beating notion:

NATHAN
...no idea when or if it wll ever
end, praying to God they’' || pass out
so it may stop |long enough to spit
out sone bl ood and regain an ounce of
strength, yet knowing in their heart
it wll continue just the sane.

KATHRYN
You' re deranged. On the plus side,
you' re al so dead. So go back to
what ever hell you’ve been sentenced
to. We’re finished here.

Nat han gets to his feet, grinning defiantly. Kathryn watches,
stunned. He takes a step toward her. She draws her gun, unsure
what to do. Nathan gl ances at the weapon, scoffing:

NATHAN
What are you planning to do with that?

She doesn’t know. Nat han gl ances at the large window. He smles
menaci ngly. Kathryn follows his |ook:

KATHRYN
No. . .
Bef ore she can nove, Nathan races toward the w ndow and di ves
headl ong, |i ke a human torpedo, and smashes face-first through
t he gl ass--

EXT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — NI GHT - CONTI NUOUS

--Nat han soars out the window... his pant | eg catches on the
w ndow frame, rips, but holds..
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... Nat han hangs upside down fromthe second-story w ndow frane.
Only a few strands of fabric keep himfroma headfirst dive to
t he pavenent. Bl ood drips fromhis shattered face.

Kat hryn rushes to the wi ndow, reaches out and clasps his | egs.
Nat han snaps fromhis trance, staring down at the ground bel ow
He | ooks up at Kathryn, disoriented, petrified.

The pant leg tears... Nathan slides further away. Kathryn | eans
out the wi ndow, reaching for his belt... but unable to grasp it.

Nat han struggles for anything to grab hold of, but finds only
the rough surface of the stone wall. H's pant leg tears. Kathryn
holds on with all her m ght.

NATHAN
Hel p... me...

KATHRYN
NATHAN!

The pant tears conpletely, nearly pulling Kathryn out the
w ndow. Nat han dangl es, secured only by Kathryn's doubl e-fisted
hold on his foot...

... Kathryn braces against the wi ndow franme, |ocking herself in

pl ace... her grip on Nathan’s foot slowy gives way...
KATHRYN
NO. . . !
Nat han falls helplessly... soaring down, horror in his eyes..

slamm ng hard to the pavenent with a bone-crunchi ng THUD
EXT. RUNYAN S APARTMENT BUI LDI NG — ALLEY — NI GHT

A flood of activity. Police cars. Sirens. A small crowd of
onl ookers. An anbul ance screans as it departs the scene,
maneuveri ng down the narrow al | eyway.

Kat hryn, visibly shaken, answers questions from a patrol man.
Harris noves through the crowd, getting briefed en route. He
st ops opposite Kathryn, |ooks up at the shattered w ndow.

HARRI S
You were here for this?
(of f her nod)
Wy am | not surprised.

Harris probes her with a |look, waiting for an expl anati on.
Rel uctantly, she starts to speak:

KATHRYN
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HARRI S

Save it.

(irritated)
Eager as you appear to explain what
you were doing here, and how sonme guy
ended up doing a two-story swan dive,
|’mafraid right now !l just plain
don’'t want to hear it.

Harris glares at her, fed up. Kathryn gazes up at the w ndow.

KATHRYN
Was he | eft-handed?

HARRI S
VWhat ?

KATHRYN

The killer. Did the coroner say he
was | eft-handed?

HARRI S
(har nessi ng rage)
Frankly, | don’t renenber.
Harris wal ks of f.
| NT. HOSPI TAL — |.C. U CORRIDOR - N GHT

The DESK NURSE keeps an eye on Kat hryn who wanders the fl oor,
peering in each tinme the door swi ngs open. She catches glinpses
of doctors and nurses hustling to and from patients. The Desk
Nurse finally stands and noves to escort Kathryn away.

DESK NURSE
Wiy don’t | help you find a seat.

Kat hryn resists only slightly, |ooking back at the door.
EXT. ROAD — DAY ( FLASHBACK)

TIRES SCREAM .. Kathryn's car careens into oncomng traffic..
METAL CRUNCHES on inpact as her car’s rear-end gets punched by
anot her vehicle, spinning it around--

| NT. KATHRYN S CAR - DAY ( FLASHBACK)

--the car twsts out of control. Kathryn clutches the wheel. She
catches a glinpse of Mchael in the rearview, seated calmy in

t he back seat. He says sonething, but it’s distorted. She can’t
understand. M chael says it again, slowy. Then... BOOM - -
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| NT. HOSPI TAL — LOBBY - N GHT

--Kat hryn snaps awake, |ooking around in a daze, sees the night
janitor running a nop over the floor. Kathryn sits up, rubbing
her sl eepy face.

| NT. HOSPI TAL ROOM — DAY

Life support nonitors and |.V. stands surround Nathan’ s sl eeping
form |If at all possible, his face is even nore grotesque than
before. Swollen red gashes atop old burn scars.

Kat hryn wai ts bedsi de as Nat han wakes. She feeds hi mwater
through a straw. Even this sinple task is work for Nathan.

NATHAN
Thank you.

Nat han brings his fingers to his face, gently feeling his way.

NATHAN
Thi nk anyone will notice?

He manages a tiny, ironic grin.

NATHAN
He did this. Runyan.
(of f her nod)
Look on the bright side, at |east
now | believe you.

Nat han al nost | aughs, then cringes in pain. H s breathing
| abors. Kathryn reaches for the call button. Nathan stops her:

NATHAN
No.

She rel eases the switch. Gadually, Nathan breathes easier.

NATHAN
You know what | want.

Kat hryn shakes her head.

NATHAN
To go back. Start over.

Kat hryn sm | es synpathetically.

NATHAN
When | was young, | never fit in.
Always just felt... different. My

not her said everyone ny age thought
that. But | knew there was nore to it.
( MORE)
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NATHAN ( CONT’ D)

We noved when | was ten. New school,
new friends. But it was the sane.
Except for the girl who |ived across
the street. Betsy. She knew I was
different. She |liked ne anyway.

(beat)
That summer she and | spent every day
playing in the woods. W ran around
i1 ke idiots, dove off rocks, swamin
t he pond, caught |izards and acted
i ke other kids. W weren’t supposed
to play there, but we loved it.

(beat)
Then one day, Betsy dove off a rock,
hit her head and drowned. | was

devast ated. That night she cane to ne.
She told ne she was fine and asked ne
to tell her nother. That's when
finally understood. At first, |
didn’t know what to do, then | did as

Bet sy asked. | went to her house and
told her nother. She just cried.
(beat)

Wen | went hone | was sent to bed

w t hout supper. My nother said what |
had done was cruel and that | was old
enough to know better. The next day
we went to Betsy's house so | could
apol ogi ze.

KATHRYN
They didn’t understand.

NATHAN
Can you bl anme thenf

Kat hryn | ooks at Nathan. No idea what to say.

KATHRYN
| shoul d go.
She turns to | eave.
NATHAN

D d Runyan say anythi ng?
Kat hryn stops, |ooks at him

KATHRYN
Get sone rest.



I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CONFERENCE ROOM — DAY

Wgant studi es several docunents, shuffling them one after

anot her. Photo copies of credit card receipts, checks, etc.
“Ral ph Runyan” clearly witten on all. He sets them down and
pi cks up one of the “piggies” notes. Harris | ooks for reaction.

W gant

is

HARRI S
They’ re saying the notes couldn’t
have been witten by Runyan.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Yeah? ‘Cause it | ooks to ne |ike he
coul da conposed this with a penci
j ammed bet ween his ass-cheeks.

HARRI S
Maybe, but forensics is also saying
there’s no way to be sure how
Newt on’s DNA got in Runyan’'s truck.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Meani ng?

HARRI S
It could of happened in the alley
during the stop.

grow ng | ess happy by the second.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Any nore good news?

Harris sets down a coroner’s report.

HARRI S

Fromthe direction of the bl ows, the

killer was probably |eft-handed.
CAPTAI N WYGANT

Next you’'re gonna tell me Runyan was

ri ght - handed.
HARRI S

You can even see it in his signature.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Fuckin’ great.

Wgant opens the coroner’s report.

84
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HARRI S
It’s not in there. Or the two other
autopsy reports. In fact, until
asked, the coroner hadn’t indicated
whet her the wounds were inflicted by
a right or |left-handed person.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Are you headed sonewhere with this?

HARRI S
Gates knew the killer was | eft-handed.
She’s the one who put nme on to it.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
What are you sayi ng?

HARRI S
Only what | know.

Wgant gets to his feet, gives Harris a deadly cold gl are.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
You t hrough?

Harri s braces.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Now et me tell you what | know
before you say anot her goddamm word
you better make good and sure al
this checks out. ‘Cause | swear to
Christ if I find out Runyan so nuch
as jerked-off left-handed I’'l1 have
your badge. Are we clear?

Harris clenches his jaw, nods.

| NT. KATHRYN S CAR ( PARKED) - DAY

A file lays open on the passenger seat. The Polaroid fromthe
war roombulletin board sits atop other photos. She lightly rubs

her tenple, studying the pictures. First the autopsy photos.
Jones. &riggs. Newton. Next the photos fromthe warehouse..

... The wall lined with refrigerators. The grimcollection of

zi p-1 ocked bags in the refrigerators. Then the crinme scenes. The

open field. Kathryn stops on the still photo of the flood canal.
KATHRYN

He didn’t keep them

She turns to the photographs of the warehouse.
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KATHRYN
Runyan was a collector. A curator. So
why didn’'t he keep any of the
pol i cenen?

Kat hryn presses her fingers to her throbbing head, vigorously
massagi ng. She glances in the rearview, into the enpty backseat
where she saw M chael . Paranoia creeps into her face

I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — RECEI VI NG LOBBY - DAY

Abrahams hurries down the stairs, docunent in hand. Sees Harris
hit the door before he can call out. Abrahans speeds after him

EXT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — PARKI NG LOT - DAY
Harris at his car. Abrahans rushes to catch up.

ABRAHANMS
Lieutenant, | think you better see
this.

He hands Harris the docunent. Abrahans catches his breath as
Harris | ooks over what appears to be an invoice.

HARRI S
VWho knows about this?

ABRAHAMS
| put a copy on the Captain s desk.

Harris pockets the docunent and clinbs in the car.

ABRAHANS
Should I notify Gates?

HARRI S
Il take care of it. First | gotta
make sure Runyan didn't jerk-off
| ef t - handed.

I NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT - DAY

Kat hryn reaches for the bottle of aspirin. Enpty. She tosses it
asi de and noves to the wi ndow, |ooking pale and shaky at best.
She throws open the w ndow and | eans out, taking in sonme nmuch
needed fresh air. The phone rings. She crosses and answers:

KATHRYN (on phone)
Hel | o.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. QO , on phone)
Gat es?
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KATHRYN (on phone)
Yeah.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. QO , on phone)
It’s Wgant.

Kat hryn hears the strangeness of his voice. The line is quiet an
awkwar d beat. She wanders slowly back toward the w ndow,
st oppi ng opposite the easel.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. QO , on phone)
| need you to cone in.

KATHRYN (on phone)
What ' s goi ng on?

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. QO , on phone)
There’s a couple things we need to
tal k about .

KATHRYN (on phone)
What t hi ngs?

She reaches out to renove the cloth covering the easel.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. O, on phone)
It’s Runyan. | just need you to cone
in. I'll send a car to get you.

Wgant’s words stop her just as she’s about to renove the cloth.

KATHRYN (on phone)
Why woul d you do that?

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. QO , on phone)
(beat)
Just get down here. Now.

The |ine goes dead. Kathryn thinks a beat, then snatches the
cover off the easel, exposing the canvas..

...which is conpletely blank. Not a single stroke of paint. She
gazes at it, stunned. Takes hold of the wall, steadying herself
and Tooks down at the brushes and paint jars, all of which are
unused. Kathryn crunples to the floor, dazed and conf used.

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CAPTAI N WGANT' S OFFI CE — DAY

Wgant, the Chief and SANCHEZ, one of the F.B.l. agents, are
engaged in a silent stand-off. Several files, including
Kat hryn’s personnel file, lay open on Wgant’s desk.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
| wanna hold off and see what she
has to say.
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SANCHEZ
| can hardly wait.

Wgant shoots Sanchez a | ook.

SANCHEZ
C nmon, Gates finds out Murray has a
break in the case, half-hour |ater
he’s dead, she’s the only w tness,
and you have no |leads. Now this...

Sanchez hol ds up a piece of paper. An invoice - the sane
docunent Abrahans gave Harris. The Chief |ooks at Sanchez.

CHI EF
We'll wait until she gets here.

(to Wgant)
Go take a | ook.

Wgant noves for the door.
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE - RECEI VI NG LOBBY — DAY

Kat hryn enters and presses through the busy | obby, where the
newy arrested are being processed. She suddenly sees Nathan on
one of the benches. Hs face still ripe with cuts and brui ses.
Bandages protrude fromunder his shirt. He resenbles a conbat
soldier fresh fromfrontline triage.

KATHRYN
Nat han? What are you doi ng here?

NATHAN
| wanted to ask you a question.

KATHRYN
They rel eased you?

NATHAN
| took a wal k.

KATHRYN
A wal k? Are you crazy?

Nat han shrugs, willing to consider the possibility. Kathryn
nmoves to help himto his feet.

KATHRYN
Let’s go.

NATHAN
Were are we goi ng?

KATHRYN
Back to the hospital.



Nat han pul | s back, resolute. Kathryn lets go. Nathan sits down.

NATHAN
Do you believe you're here for a
reason?

Kat hryn just | ooks at him

NATHAN
It’s a sinple question. Do you think
you were put here for a purpose? Sone
great er good?

KATHRYN
| don’t know the answer to your
guesti on.

NATHAN
| think you do have a purpose. | think
yours is to help people. Sane as m ne.

Nat han | ooks at her, resolve in his eyes.

NATHAN
W don’t have nuch ti me.

KATHRYN
| can't let you.

NATHAN
You can’t not. This is what | do.

KATHRYN
It’s too dangerous. There’s no
way to guarantee your safety.

NATHAN
No, but you can guarantee he' Il die
if we don't try.
(beat)
| need there to be sone neaning in
all this.

Nat han struggles to his feet. Kathryn steadies him

CAPTAI N WGANT (O S.)
Gat es.

Kat hryn turns and sees Wgant descending the stairs.
KATHRYN
(to Nat han)
Stay right here.

Kat hryn crosses to Wgant.
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CAPTAI N WYGANT
We're waiting upstairs.

KATHRYN
we?

A pregnant pause.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Just cone up.

He grabs her arm Kathryn senses the strangeness of his grip.

KATHRYN
Ckay.

He lets go. They nove toward the stairs. Kathryn | ooks over her
shoul der at Nat han, her m nd racing.

KATHRYN
Hey, | gotta pee.

Wgant starts to speak, then thinks better of it. Beat.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
My office. Two m nutes.

KATHRYN
Be right there.

Kat hryn goes into the bathroom Wgant stands there a nonent,
t hen heads up the stairs.

| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — CAPTAI N WGANT' S OFFI CE — DAY
Wgant enters, relief in his voice:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
She’s on her way.

CH EF OF PQOLI CE
Good, let’s get this started.

Wgant steps past Sanchez and behi nd the desk. He gl ances out
t he wi ndow and sees Kathryn hel pi ng Nathan into her car. Kathryn
clinmbs in and drives off.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Fuck me.
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I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY

Nat han | ays his head agai nst the wi ndow, already exhausted.
Kat hryn keeps one eye on Nathan as they tear down the road.

KATHRYN
Does it matter where?

NATHAN
Sonepl ace qui et.

The police radio crackles.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. O, on radio)
Gates, what the fuck are you doi ng?!

Kat hryn | ooks at the police radio.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V. O, on radio)
CGet your ass back here! Gates?!

Kat hryn shuts it off.
| NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — COVMUNI CATI ONS ROOM — DAY
Wgant throws down the m crophone. Sanchez | ooks at the Chief.

CH EF OF PQOLI CE
Get a goddamm warrant .

EXT. MOTEL — EARLY EVEN NG

Kathryn pulls into a roadside notel on the outskirts of town.
| NT. MOTEL ROOM — EARLY EVEN NG

Handcuffs are clanped to the base of a chair. Kathryn fastens
Nat han’s ankles in place. H's arns already tightly cuffed behind
the chair. Nathan wi nces. Kathryn sees the agony in his face.

KATHRYN
(rhetorical)
VWat are we doi ng?

NATHAN
The only think we can.

KATHRYN
You don’t have to go through with
this. It’s not too |ate.

Nat han just |ooks at her. Hs mnd is made up.

KATHRYN
Do you need anyt hi ng?
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NATHAN
Don’t let himhurt anyone.

KATHRYN
| won’t |et anything happen to you.

NATHAN
(adamant)
| need you to prom se ne.

KATHRYN
You' re a tough sonofabitch, you
know t hat ?

Nat han grins. Kathryn sets her badge and watch on the bed before
Nat han. She searches for a third item finally settling on her
sidearm She takes out the bullets and sets it down.

| NT. MOTEL ROOM — EARLY EVEN NG

A shaft of sunlight spills through a crack in the blinds. Nathan
nmeditates, breathing with difficulty. H's gnarled face drips
sweat. Kathryn watches him worried. She rubs her head. The
headaches have returned. After a nmoment Kathryn whispers:

KATHRYN
Nat han, do you need sonme water?

No response. She crosses to the bathroom W hear the faucet.

Kat hryn returns and noves to feed Nathan water. He involuntarily
t akes sone. A few drops spill down his chin. Kathryn noves to
dab them up... when Nathan's eyes snap open, full and w de.

Kat hryn rears back, dropping the cup.

Nat han smles that denented smle that tells Kathryn they’ ve
made contact. Kathryn grabs her gun and rel oads. She sits down,
hol ding the pistol in her lap. Pointing it at Nathan.

NATHAN
(re: the gun, glib)
Bang, bang, |’ m dead.
Kat hryn hol sters her gun. Nathan | ooks down at all his shackl es.

NATHAN
| nt eresti ng.

He gl ances at the mrror on the wall, turning his head to
exam ne both sides of Nathan's hideous profile.

NATHAN
Quite the handsone devil.



Nat han r el

KATHRYN
Thanks to you.

NATHAN
The pl easure was all m ne.

KATHRYN
|"’msure it was.

NATHAN
So utterly serious. Wiere’s your
sense of hunor, detective? Cone now,
let’s turn that frown upside down.

KATHRYN
What did you do with Ben Carson?

eases a sinister grin. Beat.

NATHAN
Wbul dn’t you rather hear the gory
details surrounding the untinely
dem se of three little piggies? Now

|’mnot one to kill and tell, but
for you I'll make an excepti on.
KATHRYN
No t hanks.
NATHAN
Pity.
KATHRYN

Way didn't you keep thenf? The three
of ficers. Wen you were finished, you
dunped their bodies.

NATHAN
Piggies are filthy little beasts and
nmust be di sposed of at once. They
carry so many awful di seases.

KATHRYN
(beat)
Tell me where Carson is.

NATHAN
Sonepl ace he can crawl around in the
dirt. Take his final breath.

KATHRYN
Where, goddamm it!

NATHAN
Tenper, tenper. You' |l never find him
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Kat hryn puts her hands to her head. Her headache rages.

NATHAN
Looki ng a tad peaked. You should
take better care of yourself.
(beat)
Are we done? | am

Nat han shuts his eyes.

KATHRYN
NO WA T!

Nat han’ s eyes draw back open. Haunting and filled w th disdain.

KATHRYN
| have sonething for you. Sonething
you want .
NATHAN
On?
KATHRYN
And I'Il give it to you in exchange

for Carson.
Nat han | aughs. Arrogant and guttural.

NATHAN
A deal ? This should be good. What
coul d you possibly offer ne?

KATHRYN
The one thing you want nore than
anyt hi ng.

NATHAN

And what is that?

KATHRYN
(leans in, taunting)
Is it really so difficult to see? You
want to watch. See piggies suffer.

NATHAN
You have ny undivided attention.

KATHRYN
As things stand, Carson dies quietly,
and nore inportantly for you, alone.

NATHAN
Go on.



KATHRYN
W nmake a trade. You take ne to him
He goes free. | take his place. Then
you do what you want with ne.

NATHAN
(thinks a beat)
I ntriguing, but how stupid do you

think I anf
KATHRYN
Ch, | think you re smart. Smart

enough to see this is your | ast

chance to do what you | ove nost.
(beat)

Me for him plain and sinple. Only

difference is you get to watch

NATHAN
And what about all the other piggies?

KATHRYN
Just us. You and ne. No one el se.

NATHAN
(re: the handcuffs)
You understand ny skepticism

Kat hryn hol ds up the key to the handcuffs.

KATHRYN
Say the word.

NATHAN
(grins, sinister)
| can think of nothing better.

Kat hryn nmoves to uncuff Nathan

| NT. STATE MENTAL HOSPI TAL — DR STROUD S OFFI CE - EARLY EVEN NG

Doctor Stroud reviews the “piggies” notes. Harris watches,
wai ting. A confused patient stands in the hall staring in the

of fice, transfixed. A nurse cones by and collects him

STROUD
(rhetorical)
Could he have witten these?

HARRI S
s it possible? Maybe during an
epi sode?



A nurse sl

STROUD
It’s not inpossible. But what you're
suggesting is nore consistent with
di ssoci ati ves.

HARRI S
Di ssoci ati ves?

STROUD
Di ssociative Identity Disorder. D.I.D.
Peopl e who formalternate identities.
Typically, attitudes and behaviors of
the alternates differ fromthe
primary personality. Divergent
handwiting is one outgrow h.

ips in, gets Stroud s signature, then exits.

HARRI S
Was Runyan di ssoci ative?

STROUD
No. But dissociatives and
schi zophreni cs are often confused.
They share synptons. Del usions,
hal | uci nati ons, devel opi ng el aborate
false realities.

HARRI S
Fant asyl and.

STROUD
Yes, however D.1.D. sufferers also
exhi bit other warning signs.

HARRI S
Such as?

STROUD
Sl eep disorders. Menory failure.
Ti me Loss. Severe headaches.

HARRI S
Tinme loss. So they can’t renmenber
what they’ ve done?

STROUD
VWat they’ ve done, where they’ ve been.
The bigger problemis, dissociatives
are often conpletely unaware the
alternate even exi sts.
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HARRI S
And this is sonme kind of psychosis?

STROUD
Psychosis is triggered by a chem ca
mal function in the brain.
Di ssoci ative ldentity Di sorder occurs
when the brain reacts to trauma it
can’t cope wth. Perhaps stemm ng
fromearly childhood. It partitions
off the traumatic event and creates a
specific personality to deal with it.

Harris's mnd races.

STROUD
It’s remarkabl e. An energency exit
fromthe worst life has to offer.

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — EARLY EVEN NG
Kat hryn at the wheel. Her cool exterior is somehow unconvincing.

Nat han in the backseat, gazing out the w ndow, snugly watching
the world go by. Kathryn glances in the rearview.

NATHAN
Penny for your thoughts, detective.
KATHRYN
Howis it different?
NATHAN
Different?
KATHRYN

The afterlife. Us. What cones with
us? What stays behind? Are we
exactly the sanme?

Nat han | ooks at Kathryn through the mrror.

KATHRYN
In your case, are you just as insane
as before?

NATHAN
You know what | find fascinating? The
human di gestive system has over twenty
feet of intestinal track. Wiy don’t
you ask nme that question again while
" mrenoving yours one foot at a tine.

Kat hryn turns her attention to the road.
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I NT. HARRIS S CAR — EARLY EVEN NG
Harris speeds along, talking on the police radio.

HARRI' S (on police radio)
| just had a conversation with
Runyan’s shrink. Captain, you re not
gonna believe this..

EXT. ROADSI DE — EARLY EVEN NG

A police cruiser has a sedan pulled over on the shoul der. A
PATROLMAN is issuing a ticket. Kathryn's car angles down the
two-1 ane road. The Patrol man notices the car go by.

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR - EARLY EVEN NG

Kat hryn wat ches the Patrol man gradually shrink in the rearview
Nat han’s eyes | ock on hers, studying her reaction. Her eyes fix
on Nat han, then wander to the enpty seat beside him-

| NT. KATHRYN S CAR — DAY ( FLASHBACK)

--the car spins out of control. Kathryn's hands on the wheel.
She sees M chael in the rearview mrror, sitting in the back
seat. His voice distorted, eerie. This tinme can she hear him

M CHAEL
Loooookkkk... Wiittthhhh... liiinnn...

I NT. KATHRYN S CAR — EARLY EVEN NG
Kat hryn mutters to herself, puzzled:

KATHRYN
Look wi t hin.

NATHAN
VWhat is that, detective?

KATHRYN
(t hi nki ng qui ckly)
Are we cl ose”?

NATHAN
My, ny, aren’t we in a hurry to die.

EXT. ROADSI DE — EARLY EVEN NG
The Patrol man reaches into the crui ser and snatches the mc:
PATROLMVAN

Unit el even to base. What was the
tag on that unmarked unit?



| NT. / EXT. KATHRYN S CAR/ ROAD — EARLY EVEN NG

The sun has di pped below the tree Iine. The |ast fingers of
I ight casting | ong shadows across the deserted hi ghway.

KATHRYN

| take it you' re a Beatles fan.
NATHAN

My tastes tend nore toward gangster

rap.
KATHRYN

| just assuned, you know, “Piggies.”
NATHAN

No, but I ama big fan of irony.
KATHRYN

| don’t see the irony.
NATHAN

You will, detective, you will.

(reciting)

Have you seen the little piggies
crawmling in the dirt?

Terror seeps into Kathryn's face as Nat han nunbl es on:

NATHAN
Little piggies. Bigger piggies.
Bi ggest pi ggy.

KATHRYN
Bi ggest piggy? Wio' s the biggest piggy?

Nat han just smles, tw sted.

NATHAN
Here. Stop here.

Kat hryn pulls the car off the road.

KATHRYN
Now what ?

NATHAN
That’s up to you. We can conti nue our
little excursion or it can end here.

KATHRYN
(beat)
Take nme to him
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NATHAN
Then 1’11 need that gun.
KATHRYN
How do | know you'll let Carson go,
that you won’t kill us both?
NATHAN
Life is full of risks. Death is no

different.

Kat hryn sets the gun on the seat. Nathan gets out of the car,
hi s wounds seeps bl ood through the back of his shirt. He noves

to the front seat, lifts the gun and holds it on Kathryn.
NATHAN
Now t hat wasn’t so hard. Turn up
t here.

Kat hryn steers toward an unpaved industrial road.
EXT. CITY STREET — EARLY EVEN NG

A caravan of police cars fly past, sirens bl azing.
| NT. POLI CE CAR — EARLY EVEN NG

Wgant rides shotgun. He lifts the mc

CAPTAI N WYGANT (on police radio)
VWhere are we on the warrant?

POLICE RADIO VO CE (V.QO., on police radio)
Ti cket was punched five m nutes ago.

EXT. | NDUSTRI AL ROAD - EARLY EVEN NG

Kat hryn’s car spits dust as it carves its way toward a cl osed
down industrial plant. Concrete towers stretches skyward,
| oom ng agai nst the fast setting sun.

The car rolls to a stop at the chain-link fence surrounding the
facility. Kathryn and Nathan get out. Kathryn | ooks at the
pl ant, the desol ation of the area. Nathan gestures with the gun:

NATHAN
Thi s way.

They follow the fence's perineter to a section where a hole’s
been cut. Kathryn pushes the bent netal aside and ducks through.
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EXT. I NDUSTRI AL FACILITY — EARLY EVEN NG

The intimdating facility | ooks |ong since abandoned. The
exterior covered in rust and overgrowth. Kathryn hi kes through
tall weeds, observing the plant’s hideousness.

NATHAN
An appropriate place for the sl aughter
of piggies, wouldn't you say?

Perspiration builds on Nathan’s face. He wipes it with his
sl eeve. Kathryn notices his struggle for oxygen.

NATHAN
There’s a small | ake nearby where
young fathers teach their sons to fish

KATHRYN
s that how you found it?

NATHAN
So many questions, detective.

They reach the base of the plant, stepping under the steel pipes
that run the length of the concrete floor. Nathan gestures to
the door at the far end of the platform

I NT. I NDUSTRI AL FACI LI TY — EARLY EVEN NG

The thick nmetal door slanms open. Kathryn gazes down the | ong
corrosion-marred staircase that reaches into the dark abyss
somewher e bel ow. Kathryn descends, nudged al ong by the pistol.

EXT. ROADSI DE — EARLY EVEN NG

Harris pulls off. Waiting is the Patrol man who spotted Kathryn's
car. The Patrol man gestures the direction she was headed.

HARRI S
VWhat’' s out here?

PATROLNVAN
Next ten mles, not much. There' s a
deserted refinery off the road a
ways up.

HARRI S
A procession will be com ng through
here shortly.

PATROLMAN
1’11 send ‘em your way.

Harris speeds off, kicking dirt.
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I NT. I NDUSTRI AL FACI LI TY — SUB WALKWAY — EARLY EVEN NG

The nmetal staircase bottons at a rai sed access corridor where a
network of w de horizontal pipes intersect.

Kat hryn peers down the wal kway through the dimlight to another
set of stairs. Nathan's several steps behind, wheezing quietly.
The limts of his body being exceeded with each step.

Kat hryn hears a noi se. Sees novenent in the darkness. Hears a
hi gh- pi tched squeal. She glinpses a snmall cadre of bats swooping
overhead. Circling |ike guardians at the gates of hell.

EXT. | NDUSTRI AL ROAD — EARLY EVENI NG

Harris pulls onto the dirt road. He stops the car, gets out and
| ooks around. He kneels, spotting fresh tire tracks.

I NT. 1 NDUSTRI AL FACI LI TY — SUBBASEMENT STAI RS — EARLY EVEN NG

Kat hryn grips the handrail, clinbing down into the bowels of the
facility. Each step causes a tinny echo off the stairs — “ping.”

Nat han stops, clutching the rail, desperate to slow his racing
pul se. His face soaked with sweat. The musty subbasenent
hanpering his already dimnished condition. He opens his shirt,
ri pping away the constricting bandages.

KATHRYN
Stop it! Leave him al one!

Nat han tosses the bl oody gauze aside. A sudden noise turns
Kat hryn’s attention. A low noan rising up from bel ow

NATHAN
Now we’'re really having fun
KATHRYN
(calling out)

Ben?!

Kat hryn hurries down the stairs, |eaving Nathan in her wake. He
hurls hinself down the stairs, chasing Kathryn.

EXT. I NDUSTRI AL FACILITY — EARLY EVEN NG

Harris looks in the front seat of Kathryn's car. Sees a wet
stain on the passenger seat. Dabs it. Fresh blood. He noves to
the trunk of his car, opens it and retrieves a shotgun. Harris
| oads a round into the chanber.
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His police radio crackles in the b.g.

CAPTAI N WGANT (V.Q., on police radio)
Harris, hold your position! Do you
hear ne? Hold the position! Harris...?!

Harris noves to the chain-link fence. He peel s back the opening
and proceeds in, shotgun firmy in hand.

I NT. I NDUSTRI AL FACI LI TY — SUBBASEMENT — EARLY EVEN NG

A maze of industrial gloom Passageways |eading in al
directions. Kathryn reaches the bottomof the stairs, |ooking
every which way. Listening.

KATHRYN
Ben?! \Were are you?!

She hears a quiet wail and scanpers through one of the nurky
tunnel s.

Nat han staggers down the stairs, heart pounding, shirt drenched
wth sweat. He steadies hinself against the wall, unable to keep
up. He gathers his energy, yelling in crazed frustration:

NATHAN
St op!

Nat han wills hinself after her, noving down the tunnel.
I NT. I NT. INDUSTRI AL FACI LITY — SUB WALKWAY — EARLY EVEN NG

Harris steps off the stairs. Notices wetness on his fingertips.
Finds a bl ood snear on the handrail. He darts across the raised
access corridor, gripping the shotgun with both hands.

I NT. I NDUSTRI AL FACI LI TY — SUBBASEMENT — EARLY EVEN NG

Mur ky dar kness. Kathryn races breakneck through the gloom no
i dea where she’s headed.

Nat han a ways back, clutching his side with one hand, the gun
with the other. He falls to his knees, gasping. He fires a
desperate shot blindly in the darkness, then coll apses face
down. His feeble body finally giving out.

Fart her ahead, Kathryn stunbles to an opening, claw ng her way
there. She looks in, sees a large dirt pit. Sunken in. Barely
visible at the far end is a slunped figure bound to a chair,

| ogged in the noist soil.

KATHRYN
Ben?!
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SUNKEN PI'T

Kat hryn | eaps down, hits and rolls in the dirt. On hands and
knees she brings up a fistful of soil. Looks at it a beat, gets
to her feet and staggers across the pit.

The linp figure in the chair has its arns cuffed behind its
back. Kathryn sees the hands are black wth ground-in dirt.

She npves around to see the traumati zed face of Ben Carson. Hi's
eyes gl azed over. H's |ips swollen from dehydration. But nost
noticeable is the burn mark enbl azoned on his forehead.

Kat hryn sees the host of bruises on his face and neck. She
crouches to eye level. Carson jerks back, terrified:

CARSON
No. . .
KATHRYN
It’s all right.
CARSON
Don't... please..
KATHRYN
Hang on, I'mgetting you outta here.
CARSON
Don't... don’t hurt ne...

Kat hryn gazes at him Confused.

KATHRYN
Ben, it’s nme. Kathryn.
CARSON
Pl ease... please don’'t hurt ne...

She places her hand on his cheek. Ben twists, try to | ean

i ng
away. Scared to death. Kathryn | ooks at him baffl ed:

KATHRYN
Way do you think I would hurt you?

HARRIS (O S.)
Gates! Get away fromhim

Kat hryn turns, sees Harris at the opening. Shotgun in hand.

KATHRYN
It’s Ben. He's alive.

HARRI S
Back away! Nowl
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Harris |l evels the shotgun, slowy approaching.

HARRI S
Don’t nake ne say it tw ce!

Kat hryn takes a step back and trips on a small hole, |anding on
the ground. She sits up, and sees a series of holes dug al
around her. C awed out by human hands.

Harris noves to Carson, checking his condition. Kathryn gets to
her knees. Harris turns the shotgun on her:

HARRI S
Stay right there!

Harris | ooks at Carson. He fades in and out of consci ousness.

KATHRYN
| don’t under st and.

HARRI S
| have no doubt.

KATHRYN
What happened? \Where’ s Nat han?

HARRI S
You nean that guy you threw out the
w ndow at Runyan’s pl ace? He's
unconsci ous in the tunnel.

KATHRYN
(conf used)
| didn’t throw him..

HARRI S
| don’t have tine to explain. Just
shut up and sit there.
(into his hand radio)
| need back-up. 1’ve got two injured,
suspect in custody. Do you copy?

KATHRYN
Suspect ?

HARRI S
Gates, you're sick. You' re sick and
you don’t even know it.

KATHRYN
What ?

Kat hryn’s face tw sts, absolutely bew | dered.
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HARRI S

This. This is you. Al of it.
KATHRYN

No, Runyan- -
HARRI S

Runyan didn’t kill anybody.

Harris pulls a crunpled piece of paper fromhis pocket. The one
Abrahans gave him He tosses in the dirt. Kathryn lifts it.

KATHRYN
VWhat is this?

HARRI S
I nvoice, froma bio-ned | ab. They
buy and sell cadavers. Hospitals,
research centers, places |like that.

KATHRYN
(reads the invoice)
Ral ph Runyan?

HARRI S
Had hinself a little hobby. Collecting
human remains. Wiile illegal, and sick
as hell, it doesn't qualify for nurder.

KATHRYN
That’ s i npossi bl e.

HARRI S
Gates, the killer was | eft-handed.
Runyan wasn’t |eft-handed. You are.

Kat hryn | ooks at her |eft hand hol ding the piece of paper.

KATHRYN
He brought ne here.

HARRI S
You brought yourself here. It’s al
in your head. Everything.

Kat hryn shakes her head, gripped in horrified disbelief.

KATHRYN
No. .

HARRI S
It’s some kind of personality
di sorder. You did all this and you
don’t even know it.



107

KATHRYN
No.

HARRI S
You abducted Jones, Giggs and
Newt on. You had access to their hone
addresses, you went there, waited--

KATHRYN
No!

HARRI S
--took them by surprise, brought
them here and nurdered t hem

Kat hryn’s m nd races. She pushes on her tenple, head throbbing.

KATHRYN
(after a beat, realizing)
Your right. O course. It had to be
a cop. That’'s what M chael was trying
to tell nme. Look within. Someone
within. He figured out it was a cop.

HARRI S
So you killed himtoo.

Harris glares, judgnment in his eyes... then a horrific GUN BLAST
ri cochets through the cave. Harris’s eyes bulge. He crunples to
t he ground, revealing Nathan | oom ng behind him gun in hand.

Nat han staggers to Harris. Sees himwithing in shock, gasping
for life. Nathan throws Kathryn a vile | ook:

NATHAN
Qur agreenent is null and void.

Nat han tosses the gun aside, lifting the nightstick resting in
the dirt beside Carson. Barely nusters the strength to raise it.
Kat hryn wat ches, dazed.

NATHAN
Now to teach this piggy a | esson.

KATHRYN
(dazed, to herself)
Look within. It wasn’t Runyan.

Nat han turns, distracted by Kathryn’s ranblings.

KATHRYN
My God. It’s you
(beat)
M chael .
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NATHAN
M chael ? He woul dn’t have the stonmach.
| " ve taken care of poor, helpless
M chael his entire pathetic life.
The only useful thing he ever did
was becone one of you. A--

KATHRYN
_ (realizing)
Pi ggy.

NATHAN
Li ke his father.

KATHRYN
The bi ggest piggy.

NATHAN

(re: the night stick)
What fun daddy had with one of these.
Quite enjoyed tornmenting little
M chael . Scot ch whi skey al ways made
for his best work. The hours he'd
spend. The dedication, the passion..

(beat, smling)
Ch, don’t worry, | nmade sure daddy
got exactly what he deserved.

KATHRYN
You. You killed him And M chael
never knew. About any of this.

NATHAN
| told you | was a fan of irony. Daddy
was the first. You' ll be the | ast.

Nat han turns to Carson, feebly raising the nightstick with his
| eft hand. It shakes overhead. .

KATHRYN
NO !

Nat han swi ngs it down, blasting Carson’s skull. Carson’s body
shudders. Nathan gathers all his mght and raises the baton for
one final, lethal blow..

...when the sound of a cocked gun stops him Nathan turns to see
Kat hryn hol ding the pistol he discarded. She rises to her feet.

KATHRYN
Don’ t!

Nat han gi ves her a dubi ous | ook, know ng she’ll never shoot. He
rai ses the baton... BOOM The gun bl ast knocks Nathan off his
feet. Kathryn stands there, frozen. Nunb.
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The sound of running footsteps in the b.g. A squad of policeman
| ed by Captain Wgant take up positions at the pit’s opening.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Gates, drop the weapon!

Gates lets the pistol fall to the dirt. Policenen clinb down,
careful | y approachi ng the scene.

Nat han murnmurs. Kathryn noves to him wiping dirt fromhis face.

KATHRYN
Nat han. |’ m sorry.
NATHAN
(faintly)

Is it over? DDd we do it?

KATHRYN
You did, Nathan. You did.

Nat han grins, satisfied. He tries to speak. Kathryn noves

closer, listening to Nathan's final whisper:
NATHAN
"Il see you.

Nat han’s eyes fall shut. H s breathing stops.

Pol i cemen swar m Kat hryn, shoving her down in the dirt, slapping
cuffs on. Captain Wgant gazes around at the carnage.

EXT. I NDUSTRI AL FACILITY — N GHT

Flashing |ights, a mass of police and energency workers. The
Chief stands with Wgant in the center of all the commoti on.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
One civilian dead. Harris and Carson
are being brought up now.

CH EF OF POLI CE
VWhat's their status?

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Harris has a chance. Carson, they're
not so optimstic.

CH EF OF PQOLI CE
Jesus Christ. Do we have any idea
how t he hell this happened?

Wgant shakes his head, at a loss. Their eyes fall on Kathryn as
two uni formcops stuff her into the back of a police car.
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I NT. PRECI NCT HOUSE — | NTERROGATI ON ROOM — NI GHT

Kathryn is alone at a table in the snall enpty room Wgant
enters, pulls up a chair. Gimresentnent in his eyes.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
You shouldn’t be talking to ne
w thout a | awer.

Kat hryn just |ooks at him Wgant sets down a typed docunent.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
What am | supposed to do with this?

KATHRYN
It’s ny statenent.

CAPTAI N WGANT
| know what the fuck it is.

KATHRYN
Did you read it?

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Oh, | read it.

KATHRYN
But you don’t believe it.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
What’s not to believe? Miurray was
the doer, only it wasn’t him it was
his denented alter ego. In fact, he
didn’t know anything about it. Seens
reasonable, don't it?

KATHRYN
No, not really.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
| magine ny relief. | mean, here | have
you pegged as a psychotic cop-killer,
one foot in the gas chanber.

KATHRYN
(resigned)
O course you don’'t believe it.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
(beat, suddenly serious)
Is this how you' re gonna play it?

Kat hryn doesn’t answer, solemnly thinking things over. Wagant
stands, restraining anger.



111

CAPTAI N WYGANT
The D.A.’s charging you with four
counts of nurder. Mirray. Jones.
Giggs. Newton. And since your gun
was the only one fired at the scene,
it’s a safe bet he tags you for
Nat han Andrew s nurder and whoever
the hell else doesn’t live the night.

Kat hryn just | ooks at him inpassive. Wagant |oses it:

WYGANT
Know what, | don’'t give a shit if you
won’t talk, but if I were youl’'d
start working real fuckin® hard on
that insanity plea, ‘cause this ain't
gonna fly worth a tinker’s dam--!

The door opens, interrupting Wgant’s rant. A detective notions
hi m over. Wgant nmakes his way to the door, conferring with the
detective. Kathryn eyes their conversation.

The detective exits. Wgant returns and sits opposite Kathryn,
staring at her. A bizarre expression on his face.

KATHRYN
What ?

Wgant doesn’t answer, just glares at her a | ong strange nonent.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
It's Carson.

A interm nabl e beat. Kathryn's horrified of what cones next.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
He canme to half an hour ago.

KATHRYN
| s he gonna make it?

CAPTAI N WGANT
Looks Ii ke.

KATHRYN
Thank God.

CAPTAI N WYGANT
(beat, baffled)
He, ah, he fingered Murray for his
abducti on.
(beat)
Al so cl ai ns Nat han Andrew was t he
one who gunned down Harri s.
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Wgant lifts Kathryn's statenent. Aggravat ed:

CAPTAI N WYGANT
Now woul d you explain this to ne
one nore tinme?

KATHRYN
Sur e.

I NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT - DAY

A pot of water boils. Kathryn shuts off the stove and pours a
cup of tea. She noves across the living roomwhere she pauses to
gl ance at the stunning city view out the w ndow.

The easel stands before Kathryn. She hesitates a beat before
removi ng the cover -- and sees the half-painted canvas. She
lightly runs her fingers over the dried paint. A confident grins
energes on her face. She continues on to the bedroom

I NT. KATHRYN S APARTMENT — GUEST ROOM — DAY

Kat hryn’s nother sits gazing out the wi ndow. Just as
expressionl ess as when we first net her. Kathryn enters, |ooks
around the room Sees all of her nother’s personal bel ongi ngs
t hat now decorate the room

Kat hryn sits beside her nother, passing her the cup of tea.

KATHRYN
Careful, it’'s hot.

Ms. Gates sips the tea. Kathryn | ooks at her, tenderly placing
a hand on her nother’s lap. Ms. Gates glances up at the ceiling
and murmurs quietly, seemngly to herself.

Kat hryn wat ches her for a | ong nonent.

KATHRYN
Mom . .

Ms. Gates stops and | ooks at Kathryn.

KATHRYN
Tell dad | said “H .”

Ms. Gates smles and turns back to the ceiling, chatting
softly. Kathryn lays her head on her nother’s shoul der and
peaceful ly shuts her eyes.

FADE QOUT.

THE END



