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COLD OPEN

FADE IN:

EXT. CITY OF SORCE--VANOVER HEIGHTS RAILYARD--DAY

The web of train lines, like threads on a loom, hosts a sea 
of iron: countless oil tanks, coal cars, cargo crates, diesel 
engines, most everything splattered with GRAFFITI.  

A freight train, half a mile long, LUMBERS out.

EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--DAY

This is the retired section of the railyard, a graveyard 
really. Everything's damp from a recent rain, the ground 
thick with mud.

In the shadow of a rusted diesel engine, THREE HOMELESS KIDS 
(all 11) gather around a makeshift table, four milk crates 
for chairs, and four tins for cups.

The runt of the litter, ARTIE, puts his hand on the table. 
The other boy, JACE, bark bigger than his bite, holds a half 
full scotch bottle over Artie's hand.

JACE
You're gonna flinch. You always 
flinch.

Jace fake releases it, and Artie jerks his hand back.

JACE (CONT’D)
See! Pussy.

Artie sticks his tongue out.

MARRYA
You both suck. Let me show you.

MARRYA, chip on her shoulder, slides her hand under the 
bottle. Jace holds, waiting... waiting--FAKE DROPS. Marrya 
doesn't move a muscle. Jace nods, impressed. 

But then he drops it for real and Marrya catches it up. She 
holds the bottle over the table. Jace's turn. He waves her 
off. Whatever.

MARRYA (CONT’D)
Afraid?



JACE
So? Everyone's afraid. Even Ind.

MARRYA
Speaking of, where is she? It's 
getting late. 

JACE
Said she was bringing home 
something special.

MARRYA
It'd be special if she brought us 
an actual home.

Then they hear it... the throaty, guttural GROWL of an old 
but powerful engine--300 horses at least, and tailpipes that 
ASSAULT the air. At first it creeps up to them out of sight.

Then the DARK RED 1972 CHEVY SS CAMARO whips around a bend 
heading straight for them.

Jace and Marrya both leap out of the way, but Artie stays 
rooted as the car B-lines for him and SKIDS to a halt about a 
foot away. Artie doesn't flinch.

JACE
Shit, Artie! Why didn't you move?

He has no words. His whole world is the grill of the car.

MARRYA
I think Art just won the flinch 
game for all time.

The car door opens and INDIRI (14), leader of the pack with 
the streets, and a little sweet in her blood, drops down.

JACE
You stole a whole car?

INDIRI
That's usually how it works, Jace.

MARRYA
Thing is bitchin'. Where'd you 
boost it?

INDIRI
Had to go a little out of our 
jurisdiction. 

(taps the car)
Weston.

 2.



JACE
The burbs? Man, now we're going to 
get caught. They got cams all over.

INDIRI
Nah, see this was in a storage 
unit, and I took out the cams. Free 
and clear, suckas.

JACE
Now that's some shit to toast to.

MARRYA
That and the fact you didn't run 
Art over.

INDIRI
Yeah, why didn't you move? You got 
nothing to prove, Art.

Artie shrugs.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
I love a man of few words.

Artie flushes rouge as they gather around the shoddy table. 
Indiri pours them all a cup of scotch. 

JACE
Hey, you got more than me.

MARRYA
Oh, will you grow up already.

Indiri closes her eyes as the two toss INSULTS back and 
forth. When Indiri's had enough she--

SLAMS her tin cup down. SILENCE. She raises her cup. She 
starts to say something when it starts to DRIZZLE. She takes 
a deep breath...

INDIRI
To family.

ARTIE
Aren't we friends?

MARRYA
She means we're more than friends.

JACE
Like we're dating?
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MARRYA
No, idiot. No one would date you.

ARTIE
I miss my family.

JACE
I don't remember my family.

MARRYA
My family sucked--

INDIRI
I remember...

The others hush right up.

MARRYA
What do you remember, Ind?

INDIRI
(pause)

Never mind.
(raises cup)

To us. Fuck family. They're all 
dead anyway.

ALL
FUCK FAMILY!

They CLANG their cups together, and down the scotch. 

Jace spits it back up immediately and fans his tongue. Artie 
retches on the ground, Marrya clamps her eyes shut, and  
Indiri gnashes her teeth--agony.

Jace drops face first to the ground.

INDIRI
Oh, come on. It's not that bad.

She turns him over, and there's a GAPING HOLE IN HIS CHEST, 
his rib cage shattered and bloodied.

She sees that Marrya has seen. The two girls lock eyes--
Marrya's head EXPLODES OUT THE SIDE.

Indiri can't move for a moment. Her world just died before 
her eyes.
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EXT. OLD YARD--PIPE SECTIONS--DAY

Indiri and Artie SPRINT for it. They weave in and around 
stacks of crates and come upon rows of discarded water pipe 
sections, ten feet in diameter, and fifty feet long a piece.

They scurry into a section and race to the end. Indiri grabs 
a shaking Artie before he runs out.

Indiri pulls him close, the RAIN on the pipe almost soothing.

INDIRI
It's okay. I'm here. It's okay. We 
have to stay calm. Right? We can't 
panic. Do you trust me?

He looks up at her, nods. She touches his cheek as the rain 
stops. SILENCE. They don't even want to breathe.

GLONG! A bullet tears a hole in the pipe about ten feet away. 
GLONG! Another one. Then another. Three more getting closer 
and closer...

Indiri looks out the pipe, but doesn't run. She gets what the 
sniper's doing. She won't fall for it. The shooting stops. 
Artie's wrapped around her tight, won't let go.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
(strained)

Art. Too much. Can't breathe.
(pries him off)

Just stay here a sec, okay. I'm not 
going far.

She starts toward one of the bullet holes, Artie holds onto 
her hand tight. She gets close to peering through--he tugs 
her back. He'll do it.

Artie leans against the pipe, closes one eye and peeks 
through the freshly bored bullet hole.

CLOSE ON: Artie's eye looking through. He lingers a bit too 
long, and Indiri tugs him back.

BACK IN THE PIPE

Indiri holds him by the arm.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
Come on. We're going to make a run 
for it. I'll go first.

He grips her tight, shakes his head. No way. A train WHISTLE 
howls in the distance.
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INDIRI (CONT’D)
You remember in the movies when the 
good guy is running away and they 
have to beat the train before 
they're stuck on the wrong side? 
But they always beat it, right?

He nods. 

INDIRI (CONT’D)
When I'm halfway there, you run as 
fast as you can.

She kisses him on the forehead, and holds it for a moment--
then she springs out the end of the pipe.

A shot STINGS the mud a foot from her. 

She zig-zags, changes direction, but always makes forward 
momentum. Another shot. She's almost there, the train getting 
closer...

Artie breathes heavy, expectant, cheering her on under his 
breath.

She's nearly there, just a few more feet and she's--

CUT DOWN. DEAD. 

Artie's frozen as tears start to flow. He looks around, 
helpless...

GLONG! Artie shudders. GLONG! GLONG! One. Bullet. After. 
Another. Trying to force Artie to run, to chance it, to 
flinch. GLONG!

He wants to run, but he can't. He sits down, shivering. Artie 
fixes on Indiri's body. GLONG! GLONG! GLONG!

AT THE TRACKS 

The freight train ROARS on by.

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF COLD OPEN
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ACT ONE

EXT. SORCE--DAY

The City of Sorce: clusters of towering skyscrapers, a 
harmless suburban expanse, and a vast park that stretches 
from the center of the city to the river.

INT. FAYE'S CAR--DAY

FAYE WINTERS(30s), the driver of this slick electric vehicle, 
has the look of someone always watching everyone and 
everything.

Her son, JOSS (11), sharp as his mother, but would rather 
have his nose in a book, reads from a hefty tome.

A BLACK SUV screams by the car, so close it rocks the damn 
thing.

FAYE
The fuck...

She FLICKS on her emergency lights--it's obvious she's a cop--
but Joss immediately turns them off. She FLICKS them on 
again, but Joss is denies her once more.

JOSS
You're not officially reinstated. 
It's illegal.

FAYE
So's speeding.

Joss sighs, turns the page.

FAYE (CONT’D)
Alright, but it won't be on my 
conscience when he kills someone.

Faye takes the next left. Joss notices. 

JOSS
Home's the other way.

FAYE
We are home. I have to make a few 
stops. If that inconveniences you, 
I can drop you off at the next bus 
station.

Joss sighs again.
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INT. MARIAH'S DINER--DAY

Place is a throwback to the good ol' days--art deco, bright 
red stools, signed movie star portraits--but with the lack of 
patronage no one seems to remember them. 

No one here but a family of three--FATHER, MOTHER, and SON--
huddled in a booth until Faye and Joss enter and sit down at 
the dining bar. 

Joss takes a book out from his pack and starts reading.

MARIAH (50s), a woman at once severe and sarcastic, but hard 
to figure which sometimes, pushes the kitchen doors open. She 
doesn't like what she sees.

MARIAH
Thought I smelled you.

FAYE
How can you over this crap you're 
cooking?

Mariah leans in, takes a whiff.

MARIAH
I smell... her. That's morbid.

FAYE
Have you looked in the mirror 
lately? 

MARIAH
Why didn't you ditch her, Joss? 
There had to have been 
opportunities.

JOSS
There were, but I did not wish to 
become a ward of the state.

MARIAH
See that, even your own son stays 
with you out of mere convenience.

FAYE
I can make it inconvenient for you 
by making sure the health inspector 
finds that little room you have in 
the back. You know the one with--

MARIAH
(glaring at Faye)

What'll you have?
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FAYE
My usual.

MARIAH
How inventive. Joss?

JOSS
One crock of cream of broccoli 
soup, with a warm biscuit on the 
side, a hot tea, and a water with 
mint.

MARIAH
So, you're usual?

JOSS
Yes, please.

Mariah returns to the back. In the clear, Faye slides over 
the counter to the other side. She opens a mini-fridge, 
removes a beer and pops the top on the counter edge.

She pours a little for Joss in a glass, hands it to him. Joss 
takes it without looking, but the smell stops him. Yuck.

A slightly raised voice from behind gets Joss' attention. 

He checks out the family. The Mother WHISPER-SHOUTS at her 
husband. He stares off, as if he doesn't hear her.

The Son locks sad eyes with Joss, like he can see right into 
his soul. Mariah throwing the kitchen door open snaps Joss 
out of it.

MARIAH
Joss, we don't have any more 
broccoli soup--

(sees Faye)
The hell you doing back here?

The father SHOOTS UP, stomps out, and throws the door open, 
RATTLING the whole thing--

FAYE
Hey!

The Father stops.

FATHER
The fuck do you want?

Faye flashes her BADGE.
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FATHER (CONT’D)
Shit... Officer, I had no idea. I 
just need to walk it off.

FAYE
Or what? What'll happen if you 
don't walk it off?

MOTHER
Officer, it's fine, really. Just 
let him go.

FATHER
See. I just need to blow off some 
steam. No harm, no foul.

He turns to go.

FAYE
Hit me.

FATHER
What?

No one else can believe it either. Joss turns back to his 
book, pretending he doesn't know her.

FAYE
What's your name?

FATHER
(hesitant)

Warren.

FAYE
Well, Warren, you can blow off some 
steam this way.

WARREN
I'm not hitting a cop.

FAYE
Technically, I'm not officially 
reinstated. Just ask my son.

Warren turns to go.

FAYE (CONT’D)
Do it, or I'll say you beat your 
wife.

He stops, doesn't turn. The Son shrinks in his seat. The 
Mother shakes her head.
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FAYE (CONT’D)
And you're son.

MOTHER
Oh, for the love of...

Warren marches right up to Faye, looking to punch her square 
in the face--instead he points right at her eye.

WARREN
You're... Fucked.

FAYE
Not as much as you if you lay a 
hand on them again.

No way to win this, Warren breezes out the door.

The Mother, flustered, gets up and takes her Son rough by the 
hand.

MOTHER
Sorry for the outburst, Mar.

MARIAH
Don't let it happen again. I'll be 
by tonight to make you dinner, and 
we can talk about how you need to 
leave that garbage dump.

The Mother shoots Faye a disapproving glare as she leaves, 
the Son waving at Joss who turns to see them go.

Faye returns to the bar, Joss already digging into his food. 
Faye goes to eat when Mariah slides the plate away. 

FAYE
What? I'm sorry I scared off the 
last customers you'll ever have.

MARIAH
What have you been up to? 

FAYE
Like you don't know.

MARIAH
I don't. So I'd like to know how 
you and Joss spent this past year--
without lying--and then I'll think 
about giving you the usual.

A moment.
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FAYE
You know what, I never liked the 
usual. Always had a funny 
aftertaste. Come on, Joss.

JOSS
I'm not finished.

FAYE
Take it to go.

Joss stuffs his book back in his bag, and takes the whole 
bowl with him.

MARIAH
I expect to get the bowl back.

JOSS
You will, Mariah.

He carefully makes his way to the front, and uses his back to 
push through the door and outside. Faye stares Mariah down.

MARIAH
No.

FAYE
No what?

MARIAH
No, I haven't seen her. That's the 
only reason you would stoop so low 
to come see me.

FAYE
Mar, you don't give yourself enough 
credit. I'd also come to see you at 
your funeral. 

Maria takes the beer from Faye, and downs the rest of it, 
about half a bottle.

MARIAH
I don't need any whispers in the 
wind to tell me what you're doing 
back in Sorce.

FAYE
Just starting over from scratch. 
You know, like how you make your 
shitty food, but better.
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MARIAH
You remember what your mother used 
to say about the past? "If you take 
a step back, make sure you didn't 
just climb up a cliff."

FAYE
Is that a threat?

Mariah takes a bite of Faye's meal, swallows.

MARIAH
You're right. It does have a have 
an aftertaste.

Faye rolls her eyes and leaves her, snatching Joss' bread to 
go.

MARIAH (CONT’D)
You paying for that?

FAYE
Put it on my tab.

MARIAH
Want to know how much you owe me?

Faye flips her off as she leaves.

Mariah empties Faye's plate into the trash. She turns on the 
wall TV, no sound. BREAKING NEWS: STANDOFF WITH CRIME LORD AT  
FACTORY BLOCK 15 IN THE HEIGHTS.

EXT. VANOVER HEIGHTS--FACTORY BLOCK 15--DAY

An army of police cruisers, lights strobing, DOZENS OF 
OFFICERS at the ready, some with guns trained on BUILDING A5. 

A SILVER CAR drives up the rear of the formation. DET. MARSH 
(late 30s), sort of a big brother to everyone he meets, gets 
out, makes his way to the head of the column. 

As he passes his fellow Officers, they nod his way. He trusts 
them, and they all trust him. Not a word needs to be said.

INT. BUILDING A5--STAIRWELL--DAY

Dim. Dusty. Derelict. The building's on it's way out with 
rows of rusted machines and piles of unused materials. 
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Marsh starts up the stairs that hugs the east wall, Officers 
lined all the way up, prepped for a breach. They nod, or 
offer a "MARSH" as he passes.

BANG! Everyone flinches but Marsh.

VERAI (O.S.)
You think that shit scares me, 
asshole? The only thing that scares 
me is knowing that my final resting 
place could be in this hell heap 
with you.

Marsh turns the corner at the top of the stairs and there she 
is.

INT. 2ND FLOOR HALLWAY--DAY

SGT. VERAI (20s), plenty of fire, but probably more cynicism, 
spots Marsh and winks.

CARTWRIGHT (O.S.)
Stay the fuck back, Verai! Where's 
Marsh? He should be here by now.

VERAI
Oh, he's been here for the past 
thirty minutes, haven't you Marsh?

Marsh shakes his head. Verai shrugs.

CARTWRIGHT (O.S.)
Marsh? You, you there?

MARSH
Yeah, I'm here Cart.

CARTWRIGHT (O.S.)
You haven't been waiting out there 
have you?

MARSH
You know me better than that. Now, 
I'm coming in, is that alright?

CARTWRIGHT (O.S.)
Of course it's all fuckin' right. 
It's what I've been asking for.

Marsh unholsters his sidearm and hands it to Verai. Verai 
grabs his arm, holds the gun up for him to take back.

Marsh peels Verai's hand off, pats her arm and smiles.
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INT. MAIN OFFICE--DAY

Marsh enters the room as if strolling into a bar. He sees the 
crate of C4 first... then the ELEVEN HOSTAGES huddled and 
frightened in the back room...

Then Cartwright on the floor, back to the wall, holding his 
blood soaked gut. He's got a PHONE-SIZED DETONATOR in one 
hand, and blood dribbling down his chin.

CARTWRIGHT
Heyya, Marsh. He he. Listen, about 
the swearing... I didn't mean that.

MARSH
I know, Cart. Let me see what you 
got here.

He checks Cartwright's wound, peels his hand off. Cartwright 
groans. It's not pretty.

MARSH (CONT’D)
I can already tell that you're not 
going to allow an EMT in here.

CARTWRIGHT
Sorry, brother. 

(coughs)
Can't.

MARSH
Or won't.

CARTWRIGHT
You've always been good to me, 
Marsh. Always. You didn't look down 
on me like all the others--did you, 
did you get the goodies I sent ya?

MARSH
Oh, those blondes? They're waiting 
for me back at the office. 

CARTWRIGHT
Blondes? No, the...

Cartwright stares at him a second. Then he LAUGHS.

CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
(wincing; coughing)

Oh, God. Don't make me laugh, 
asshole.

Cartwright settles down, takes some sharp breaths.
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CARTWRIGHT (CONT’D)
You know what I like about you? You 
haven't asked me for the detonator.

MARSH
I knew you'd give it to me when you 
were ready.

Cartwright gives the detonator a look, then hands it over. 

MARSH (CONT’D)
That's a lot of C4, Cart. You 
trying to start a war?

CARTWRIGHT
Pfft. There's no one left to go to 
war with. I'm the last, remember? I 
just did what she told me.

MARSH
She?

VERAI (O.S.)
Fuck. Finally.

Verai zooms right for the hostages, opens the door, and they 
hurry out.

VERAI (CONT’D)
Nice and easy people. No rush. Get 
outta here.

Once the hostages are free and clear, Verai examines the C4 
crate. WHISTLES.

MARSH
Cart, what did you mean be she told 
you? Anyone I know.

CARTWRIGHT
Don't know a name. But she gave us 
work, good pay, something we 
haven't had for a spell. The crime 
cults in this city... Dying breed.

VERAI
Don't you mean dead?

Cartwright flips her off.

MARSH
There's gotta be something else, 
Cart. Why all the explosives?
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CARTWRIGHT
I don't know. But that... 

(re: C4)
That's just the tip of the... tip 
of the sword...

He starts to drift off, near death. Marsh shakes him a bit.

MARSH
Cart. Cart?

CARTWRIGHT
Still here. Marsh? When'd you get 
here. You look good, old boy...

Cartwright puts a bloody hand to Marsh's cheek.

MARSH
I need to know what the explosives 
are for.

Cartwright stares past Marsh. His hand slides off Marsh's 
cheek. 

CARTWRIGHT
Sorce...

Then his head rolls to one side. Dead. Marsh, with respect, 
closes Cartwright's eyes.

Verai PSSTs Marsh over to her. She kicks the crate.

VERAI
Notice anything unusual?

MARSH
It wasn't shipped to your address?

VERAI
If only.

(crouches)
There's no detonator pin. It's just 
five ten pound blocks of C4. Thing 
is, I don't think big fella knew.

After a pensive moment, a BIG COP enters with his radio.

BIG COP
Marsh. The Chief's on the line. 
Priority Black.

MARSH
Black?
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Not good. Marsh takes the radio.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Chief? Marsh here. Come back?

EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--DAY

A train RUMBLES nearby. CLICKCLACK CLICKCLACK CLICKCLACK...

Marsh crouches down beside Marrya's body. She could be 
sleeping if it weren't for the clearly visible entry wound in 
the side of her head.

MARSH
Kids.

Verai stands by. No one else is around.

VERAI
And people wonder why I hate this 
city.

MARSH
What don't you hate, Verai?

VERAI
Pizza.

Marsh checks Marrya's pockets.

VERAI (CONT’D)
Don't you think we should get 
forensics down here, do our jobs 
for us?

MARSH
Chief wants this hush hush. No one 
but us on this.

VERAI
Hush hush? Who the even says that?

MARSH
Think about it, V. Bunch of kids 
gunned down like game... this gets 
out...

VERAI
The city's fucked. I'm fucked. 
We're all fucked.

(pause)
Still, I can tell you don't like 
it.
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MARSH
No. But that's what The Chief 
wants.

Marsh crouches beside Jace, his eyes hungry for clues.

VERAI
Who found them?

MARSH
Someone called The Chief. 
Anonymous. Probably the shooter.

Verai nods like, duh. 

VERAI
But no one tripped over the 
younglings in the meantime?

MARSH
This is Old Yard, V. It's a relic 
left over from the first depot they 
built a hundred years ago. No one 
comes over here unless they're 
doing something wrong, so...

VERAI
No one's calling this in.

MARSH
Welcome to The Heights.

Marsh glances at the kid's makeshift table, the bottle of 
scotch still there. Marsh checks it out, picks up the bottle, 
sniffs it, and grimaces.

VERAI
So what's this sicko doing besides 
punishing them for having shitty 
taste in scotch?

Marsh takes a sip of the scotch. Eh. Not terrible.

MARSH
This feels likes a warm up, get our 
attention.

VERAI
Homeless kids no one'll miss. Off 
the beaten path, but precision 
hits. Thinking serial action? 
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MARSH
Hope not. And there's always 
someone to miss you, V, homeless or 
not.

Verai crouches, runs her hand over some clear-as-day tire 
tracks.

VERAI
(crouches)

Tracks are fresh. They look like 
they belong to an older car. Gas. 
Heavy. Muscle. My kind of lady.

MARSH
Muscle, huh?

VERAI
Yeah. Something you slap on a 
Camaro or Charger, but sixties, 
seventies. None of that slick shit 
now. Why, you know someone with?

MARSH
Maybe.

VERAI
Think the killer drove in, took a 
few close ups of his handiwork?

MARSH
No. He stayed off campus. Reduce 
his footprint. The kids probably 
boosted it, and someone boosted it 
after.

VERAI
These kids stole a car? They're 
like fucking ten.

MARSH
And there's only three.

VERAI
Yeah? These two, and one over at 
the end of one of those giant pipe 
sections. I checked.

MARSH
Three bodies. Four cups.
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EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--PIPE SECTIONS--DAY

Marsh eases his way past the pipe sections, checking down 
each one. He eases up on the last one, and peeks down the 
length.

Artie's still there, his arms wrapped around his legs, face 
buried in his thighs. 

AT THE PIPE END

Artie sits in a pool of his own blood. Marsh crouches and 
touches Artie's head ever so gently. 

A moment of silence... until a TRAIN WHISTLE snaps the quiet.

Marsh checks the ground just outside the pipe. He spots the 
footprints left by Indiri, and traces them to where Indiri 
fell, but she's not there.

BY THE TRACKS

On the scent, Marsh follows the prints to where Indiri's body 
used to be, now a shallow depression. He continues toward the 
tracks and stops as the train closes in. 

The footprints meander toward the woods, and the rising 
smokestacks of the factories beyond--

The train BARRELS past within a foot of Marsh.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. VANOVER HEIGHTS--OLD HOUSE--BACKYARD--DAY

Unkempt grass, a rusting swing set, trees with ages to their 
names, and an ancient Victorian stricken with flaking paint. 
The house time forgot. 

Rest of the neighborhood shares the same vibe.

So much so that Indiri looks like part of the motif as she 
wanders out of the woods, dazed, and so fully caked in dried 
mud she could be mistaken for a ghost.

INT. OLD HOUSE--DINING ROOM--DAY

SMASH. Indiri shatters the window on the back door, about to 
reach in. Instead, she turns the knob. Open. Go figure.

The exterior might be decomposing, but the interior is 
polished to a restored shine. Tasteful decor, gleaming wood 
floors, and Neo-Classical artwork adorns the walls.

She passes a long vintage mirror hanging from the wall, takes 
a good look at herself: The walking dead.

IN THE KITCHEN

A chef would envy this set up, but Indiri has no time for 
such things.

She nabs a towel--soaks it--sets it aside. 

Rifles through the drawers--bingo--a KNIFE SHARPENER.

Retrieves the dining room mirror--places it on the floor, 
leans it against a cabinet.

She turns one of the stove burners on--TICKTICKTICK--FOOSH--
blue flames.

She rests the tip of the sharpener in the flame, waits for it 
to glow red hot.

Family photos on the fridge catch her eye. She lingers on 
them until... 

Time's up. She removes the sharpener, clutches the soaked 
towel, and stands before the mirror. 

She squeezes the towel over the dried mud on her neck. She 
dabs at it--winces as it exposes the entry wound. It BLEEDS.
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Mustering the courage, she brings the red hot tip of the 
sharpener to within an inch of her neck. She bites down on 
the towel.

She stabs the sharpener into her wound. She tenses up, 
GROANS, SMACKS the counter a few times. She gets weak in the 
knees, but she manages to fight going into shock.

Exasperated, she removes the sharpener, catching her breath.

She glances at the trash. A BEER CAN staring back at her.

INDIRI
Idiot.

She opens the fridge. Finds some beers, she takes one, GLUG 
GLUGS it down, CRUSHES the can. Not good enough.

On a mission, she checks the cabinets--Eureka--a BOTTLE OF 
GIN. 

She unscrews the top, sniffs--awful. She takes a swig from 
the bottle. Gah! She could puke. So she slams another.

The alcohol hits her hard, and she takes a moment to catch 
her balance. 

She re-soaks the towel, keeps the sink running--removes the 
red-hot sharpener--wipes the mud away revealing a gaping exit 
wound: 

It's shredded--BLOOD GUSHES.

She lines the utensil up in the mirror, takes some sharp 
breaths to prep--COMMITS. She holds. SCREAMS through a closed 
mouth. 

This time it's too much. She drops to her knees, struggles to 
stay conscious, holds it as long as she can before she goes 
dark... 

Laid out on the tiled floor... 

The BURNER still on... the water in the sink STILL RUNNING.

INT. STORAGE COMPLEX--STORAGE UNIT 55--DAY

Pitch black in here. FOOTSTEPS approach. CLANKING as the door 
rises, sunlight bathing a sublime DARK BLUE 1967 FORD SHELBY 
GT500. 

Faye places a hand on the hood. Kisses it. She strolls out of 
sight to the next unit.
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INT. STORAGE UNIT 56--DAY

Pitch black until Faye opens it and finds it EMPTY. Joss 
sticks his head over, sees the problem and immediately 
retreats.

Faye closes her eyes and takes a deep breath.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--DAY

Faye drives with a purpose and no regard for the speed limit. 
The car simply PURRS as it breaks the law.

Joss holds on for dear life as his mother rounds a bend at 
breakneck speed.

JOSS
Thought you said speeding was 
illegal.

Faye pays him no mind, nor does she seem to care about the 
LIGHTS of cop cruiser flashing behind them, and the WHOOP 
WHOOP of the siren.

JOSS (CONT’D)
Mom.

(nothing)
Mom!

Faye gives in, slows down, and pulls over. 

EXT. FAYE'S SHELBY--DAY

She pulls into some soggy terrain, the tires sinking a bit. 
The cruiser settles in behind her. The COP gets out, starts 
toward her car. 

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--DAY

Faye glances at Joss.

FAYE
Three, two...

She DROPS the hammer, and LAUNCHES back on to the road, 
kicking up mud at the furious Cop.

JOSS
"No, I will be the pattern of all 
patience; I will say nothing."
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FAYE
Then stop talking.

INT. SCPD 55TH PRECINCT--LOBBY--DAY

Faye enters with Joss close behind. The place BUZZES with 
activity. No one seems to notice them come in.

SGT. DOWNE (20s), a townie with a story for everything, works  
the Booking Desk. The Mother and Son from Mariah's Diner are 
there and The Mother's looking to pick a fight.

SGT. DOWNE
Ma'am, I'd like to help but it's 
too soon to file that kind of 
report.

MOTHER
What do you mean too soon?

SGT. DOWNE
(spots Faye approaching)

Well, look who comes rolling in 
like the breeze.

FAYE
How you doing, Downe?

MOTHER
Oh. You.

FAYE
Yeah. Me.

SGT. DOWNE
Just got funny a call in about a 
pristine Shelby GT, a classic, just 
rocketed out of the past and away 
from a traffic stop. Had a hunch it 
was you.

FAYE
You know me to well, or the fact 
that no one else in this city owns 
one. But I'm more worried about the 
Camaro as it seems to not be where 
I left it.

SGT. DOWNE
Maya got filched?

Faye shrugs. Guess so. Downe clutches his heart.

 25.



MOTHER
I'm sorry, but what the hell does 
this have to do with me?

FAYE
What's wrong now?

MOTHER
Like you give a shit. 

FAYE
Try me.

MOTHER
(collects herself)

My husband took off after you're 
little show at the diner.

SGT. DOWNE
You put on a show, Winters, and I 
wasn't invited?

FAYE
Yeah, I told him to... hit me.

SGT. DOWNE
(chuckles)

Coming back in style, huh, 
Detective?

FAYE
Seemed like an abuser, I was 
calling him out on it.

MOTHER
Listen, bitch--pardon, Detective--
my husband is no abuser, and I 
believe what you pulled is called 
entrapment.

SGT. DOWNE
She's not back on duty yet. 'Fraid 
it's just one citizen provoking 
another.

FAYE
Look, lady, you're husband isn't 
missing. It's been what, a couple 
hours since the diner? He went to 
walk it off, drink, then drown...

Mother looks worried.
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FAYE (CONT’D)
In his sorrows. He'll come 
strolling in around two in the 
morning, and puke all over your 
sofa, another day in paradise. 
Okay?

Mother's not happy, checks with Sgt. Downe.

SGT. DOWNE
She's right. Happens all the time. 
Just ask my old man. He used to--

The Mother, miffed, tugs her son to the exit. The Son waves 
goodbye to Joss again. This time Joss waves back.

SGT. DOWNE (CONT’D)
I didn't realize how much I missed 
you until now, Winters. 

(leans over desk)
Heyya, Josser. You miss me?

JOSS
I only miss what I'll never know.

SGT. DOWNE
Still doing that whole quote thing, 
huh?

FAYE
You have no idea. Where's Marsh at?

SGT. DOWNE
He's out on a call. Big doings down 
at the Factory Blocks.

FAYE
Yeah, I heard. Cartwright.

SGT. DOWNE
Yeah. Speaking of...

(takes up a blondie)
Want one? The late great Cartwright 
sent these over to Marsh, guessing 
as a goodbye gift. He was a son-of-
a-bitch, but damn if he couldn't 
bake a blondie.

FAYE
I'm good.

SGT. DOWNE
What about you Josser? 
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Downe holds the blondie out. Joss considers. Not sure.

SGT. DOWNE (CONT’D)
Come on, you're telling me that 
you, keeper of all things 
historical and philosophical, does 
not want to partake in consuming 
the last thing ever made by the 
last crime lord to walk the face of 
this fair city, Sorce? This is 
edible history, my friend.

Joss thinks a moment, then holds his hand out.

SGT. DOWNE (CONT’D)
Attaboy.

Hands Joss the blondie, but Joss holds it like an ancient 
artifact. Faye nabs a piece of it, much to his dismay. But 
then he notices a growing RUMBLE. It comes to a pitch then 
fades as a chopper passes over head.

FAYE
How's The Chief?

Downe glances up.

SGT. DOWNE
Nine months up there. Don't know 
how he does it.

FAYE
But you know why. Just ask any 
stoner, Downe. When you're that 
high, why come down?

She throws up a hand as a goodbye, starts toward the door, 
Joss in tow.

SGT. DOWNE
You want me to hit Marsh up?

FAYE
Don't worry about it. I'm sure 
we'll bump into each other.

The door SHUTS behind them.

INT. OLD HOUSE--DAY

Indiri jerks awake to water on the floor, the sink doing its 
duty. She SPUTTERS, COUGHS, and achingly rights herself.
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She crawls in front of the mirror, checks her wounds. Sealed, 
but it's scary. She can't turn her head without it hurting.

INT. BATHROOM--DAY

First Aid Kit out, Indiri places gauze pads and tape on her 
neck, nice and easy. Hurts like hell, but it's necessary.

INT. BOY'S BEDROOM--DAY

It's more stylish than most boy's rooms. Minimalist movie-
posters evenly spaced on one wall, a perfectly arranged desk, 
a bed so crisply made it's right out of IKEA.

Indiri turns her head, winces at the pain. She has to turn 
her whole torso to look around.

WALK-IN CLOSET

Indiri FLICKS on the light. Loads of clothes. Probably too 
many for any one person.

She glides her hands along the shirts. She comes to striped 
one--stops her. She takes it off the hangar. It's the same 
one Artie wore, only much cleaner.

She buries her nose in the fabric, inhales deeply. 

INDIRI
(raspy)

Artie never smelled like that.

She takes down a pair of jeans to complete the ensemble.

She peels her soaked, mud crusted clothes off, the shirt 
being the most difficult part. It's agony, and only slightly 
easier sliding the new shirt on.

INT. BOY'S BEDROOM--DAY

Indiri, now fully changed, plops on the boy's bed, and flips 
through a drawing pad. The boy's good. 

Some landscapes, detailed studies of trees, buildings, but 
then she reaches darker material: 

WAR. WEAPONS. BLOOD.

INDIRI
(raspy)

Now we're talkin'.
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She checks out the books on the shelf over the bed's 
backboard. 

She glides her finger across the bindings until she lands on 
one: THE BROTHER'S KARAMAZOV by FYODOR DOSTOEVSKY.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
(raspy)

The fuck does that even say?

She sits back down on the bed, and notices a RED CAP hanging 
on a hook nearby. Hmm. With a swift grab, she tugs it on her 
head. Good fit.

Indiri stares out the window, and rubs the striped shirt as 
if revisiting a memory.

EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--DAY

Artie's pale face disappears as it's ZIPPED UP in a body bag. 
He's lifted by two ORDERLIES and placed in the back of a 
white van with two other bags holding Jace and Marrya.

Marsh watches. Can tell he doesn't like this one bit. Takes 
out his phone, taps the screen.

MARSH
Chief, this Marsh, come back.

Verai surveys the area, peering into the distance.

THE CHIEF
(over phone)

Chief here.

MARSH
The three vics have just been 
loaded onto an alternate van, and 
are on their way to the morgue in a 
minute.

THE CHIEF
Alright, Marshy. Grim business. 
Grim business.

MARSH
Yeah. Something like that.

THE CHIEF
You sure you can trust those two 
"orderlies" to keep their mouths 
shut.
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MARSH
Verai says they're as reliable as 
they come... how'd you phrase it 
Verai? "Dangle the right carrot and 
they'll kill themselves?"

Verai's too busy to respond.

THE CHIEF
I don't like that, Marsh.

MARSH
Neither do I, but sometimes you 
have to dip down to spring back up. 
Which brings me to this whole hush 
hush business--

THE CHIEF
We keep it that way. Last thing we 
need is a panic from three million 
parents. I would know.

MARSH
I know, Chief, but... we're going 
to need help on this and we can 
trust our troops.

THE CHIEF
I do. But it's not trust, Marsh. 
Remember, cops are parents too.

MARSH
Right, Chief. It stays quiet.

He hangs up, goes over to Verai who traces lines in the air 
from the ground and points in the distance.

MARSH (CONT’D)
The angle of the shots, the wide 
view the sniper had... there's only 
one spot.

He points to the giant WATER TOWER, rusted and half in shadow 
of the setting sun. Verai shakes her head.

VERAI
He wouldn't have been able to get 
that little kid in the pipe. 

MARSH
Alright, then where? There's no 
other spot.
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Verai has just the one: two hundred foot tower standing tall 
at a refinery.

MARSH (CONT’D)
That's three quarters of a mile.

Verai nods.

MARSH (CONT’D)
SWAT. Military. Black ops.

VERAI
Think darker.

MARSH
(thinks; stunned)

Assassin?

VERAI
(soft)

And down the fucked rabbit hole we 
go.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--DAY

Faye rests one arm on the door, rubbing her lips, deep in 
thought.

JOSS
We going home now?

FAYE
Hm?

JOSS
Are we going home now?

FAYE
Not yet. One more stop.

She turns off the street... Joss gazes up at the 88 story 
Vermillion Tower as they descend below the structure into the 
darkened parking garage.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Scattering of cars and SUVs, all high end. This place is for 
the one percent. Faye's beautiful beast descends with a 
throaty GROWL and pulls into a spot.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--DAY

Faye parks. Turns the car off. Takes a breath.

FAYE
I need you to stay here.

Joss reads, his go-to out, until Faye gently closes the book. 
He meets her eyes.

FAYE (CONT’D)
You can't follow me. You do that 
sometimes, and before it was okay, 
even though it pissed me off, 
but... I just need you stay here.

He nods.

FAYE (CONT’D)
I'm not going to have you promise 
me because I don't believe in that 
shit.

JOSS
Neither do I.

Joss opens his book back up. 

FAYE
At least you get one thing from me.

Faye leaves, heads to the stairwell door, and glances back at 
Joss before going in.

Joss continues to read, until he CLOSES his book.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR BANK--DAY

Faye waits at the bank of four elevators, a MAN standing 
nearby. 
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DING. Doors open and the Man gets on. He holds the door for 
Faye, but she holds up her hand. The Man shrugs, and the 
doors close.

After a moment, Faye HITS the button.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Joss drops out of his mother's car, and slings his bag over 
his shoulder, book under his arm.

He starts toward the stairwell door, but stops short under a 
bright light, and sits on a Jersey barrier. He hops his butt 
onto it for a seat, and digs back into his book.

He takes out the blondie wrapped in a napkin. He peels the 
napkin off a bit, checks it, then returns it to the bag.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--DAY

Marsh drives, dazed. Verai sleeps, or pretends to. The white 
morgue van follows behind.

VERAI
I need pizza.

MARSH
We'll stop after we drop the kids 
off.

VERAI
You make it sound like we're 
dropping them off at school for the 
day.

MARSH
Verai if you want to start a family 
with me, all you have to do is ask.

VERAI
You're not my type.

MARSH
What is your type?

VERAI
Damaged.

MARSH
I may know someone right up your 
alley.
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VERAI
She live here?

MARSH
Not for a while.

VERAI
Where's she now?

MARSH
Away.

Verai opens her eyes, turns to Marsh.

VERAI
No, not her. I said damaged, not 
destroyed.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR--DAY

Faye rides up with her eyes closed, CLASSICAL MUSIC (Mahler 
or Brahms) plays softly.

After a blissful moment, the elevator arrives at the 77th 
floor. DING.

The doors open--

INT. MARSH'S CAR--DAY

Verai turns on the radio as Marsh's phone sounds an ALARM. 
Marsh shuts the radio off.

VERAI
I wanted to listen to that--

Marsh turns the wheel hard, cutting a drastic U-Turn, and 
pissing a few motorists off. Verai braces herself.

VERAI (CONT’D)
Do you I even want to ask?

INT. MORGUE VAN--DAY

The Orderlies exchange a knowing look.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--77TH FLOOR--ELEVATOR--DAY

Faye steps in the elevator door threshold to keep it from 
closing. 
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She takes in the huge common room set down about four steps, 
a large stone at its center, like the jagged peak of a 
mountain.

On the far side of the room, Faye's distant reflection stares 
back at her from a mirror wall.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Joss SHUTS his book. He's decided. He starts toward the 
stairwell door when he hears SCREECHING tires. 

Feeling he has no choice, he ducks behind the jersey barrier 
as...

Marsh's car comes SCREAMING down into the lower level. He 
SKIDS to a halt before the stairwell door, and zooms out his 
door...

MARSH
Stay.

...And into the stairwell in a heartbeat. Verai steps out of 
the car.

VERAI
What am I, a fucking dog?

She shakes her head, and leans against Marsh's car, but it's 
not long before she spots Faye's Shelby, mud on the wheel 
wells and tires. That gets her attention.

INT. 77TH FLOOR--COMMON ROOM--DAY

Faye surveys everything with a passive interest, as if not 
sure what she's looking for. She glides her hand over the 
jagged stone, then makes her way to the

FAMILY ROOM

When Faye enters, dim overhead lights turn on. The fireplace 
comes to life, and a fountain in the corner gushes forth. 

The room's rather ostentatious, but it's all subdued, like a 
dark corner of a museum.

On the walls, a few Renaissance paintings, the most striking 
of which is Veronese's The Temptation of St. Anthony. It's 
full size, and it looms over the room with authority.

What draws Faye's eye, however, are the small framed photos 
resting on a side table.
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Only thing is, they're all empty save for one of herself, 
Joss, and another woman, her wife, Nora.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Verai checks out the Shelby, crouches down to get a better 
look at the tires. She shines a light on them, runs her hand 
over the tread.

VERAI
Well, well.

THE JERSEY BARRIER

Joss peeks around the corner, and his book slips from his 
grasp. THUD.

He has Verai's attention.

INT. 77TH FLOOR--FAMILY ROOM--DAY

Faye stands before the fireplace. She takes the photo out of 
the frame. She tosses the frame in--fire spurts sparks and 
crackles. She's about to toss the photo in when--

DING. The elevator.

FAYE
Hello.

She stuffs the photo in her pocket.

COMMON ROOM

The elevator doors part to reveal Marsh, gun up, ready for 
anything.

He edges in, checking his corners, and moves decisively to 
the stone centerpiece, a nice barrier.

Feeling he's in the clear, He sweeps the rest of the room 
quickly, and moves on.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Verai closes in on the Jersey Barrier. She removes her gun 
from her chest holster.

Joss squeezes his body in tighter.
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INT. 77TH FLOOR--FAMILY ROOM--DAY

Marsh moves in. The lights come on, the fireplace REIGNITES 
and the fountain resumes it's SPLASH.

Feeling lucky, Marsh makes for the fireplace. Something 
catches his eye. He turns the flames down and sees the 
burning picture frame. Recent.

MOVEMENT BEHIND. Marsh spins, gun up, and he's back on the 
prowl.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Verai closes in on the Jersey barrier, almost able to see 
over the top--

A car BARRELS down into the lower level. Verai immediately 
holsters her weapon, removes a cigarette, and lights it up 
with her torch zippo.

She takes a drag, blows smoke, looks as casual as can be. She 
does a little salute to the passing car.

Once the car is out of sight, she drops the cigarette.

VERAI
God, I hate these friggin' things.

She stomps on the butt.

INT. 77TH FLOOR--FAMILY ROOM--DAY

The door open, Marsh edges into the kitchen. He stops and 
takes a sidelong glance to his right as if suspecting someone 
behind the door.

Faye, drenched in shadow, opens her eyes. They're all we can 
see of her.

Marsh stows his gun.

Marsh shoves the door. She shoves back. In the shadows, two 
highly skilled fighters to at each other's throats.

The fight goes all over the place. It's visceral and violent. 
Furniture splinters. Vases shatter. It's only visible by 
silhouette when they pass in front the bright windows.

When Marsh takes out his gun, Faye CLOCKS him and he staggers 
back, tripping over a side table. He falls on his face.
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Faye grabs up the gun as Marsh clambers to his knees, trains 
it on the back of his head.

FAYE
Hold it.

Wait. He knows that voice.

MARSH
Say something again.

FAYE
Shut. Up.

He twists his head to get a good look at her.

MARSH
Faye?

FAYE
Miss me?

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR--DAY

Marsh and Faye stand side by side in the elevator while new 
CLASSICAL MUSIC plays.

FAYE
Can't believe you didn't know it 
was me.

MARSH
Back at ya kid. And lest we forget 
I was the one who recognized you 
first--and why didn't you tell me 
you were coming back?

FAYE
Surprise.

He chuckles. Shakes his head.

FAYE (CONT’D)
How did you know to come here?

MARSH
I rigged her place with a silent 
alarm, you know, alert me if she 
ever felt like taking a messed up 
walk down memory lane.

FAYE
Does that sound like her?
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MARSH
Guess not, but apparently it's how 
you get your kicks.

FAYE
Just another day in paradise.

MARSH
Where's Joss?

FAYE
At the car.

MARSH
Which one?

FAYE
Roxanne.

MARSH
Ooh. Damn, she fine. What about the 
other one, uh... Maya.

Faye'd rather not talk about it.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Stolen?

FAYE
Yeah. 

(narrows eyes)
Why?

He raises his eyebrows. DING.

INT. PARKING GARAGE--DAY

Verai leans on Shelby.

VERAI
You're doing it all wrong. Kids 
don't know shit these days.

Verai takes her gun back from Joss. Holds it out properly.

VERAI (CONT’D)
You gotta hold it like you give a 
damn, the same way you might cradle 
a woman's ass.

Joss furrows his brow at her. What?
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When Marsh and Faye come out of the stairwell Verai starts to 
light up another smoke.

MARSH
Put that away, please.

Verai notices Faye as she leans back against the car.

VERAI
You never taught your son how to 
shoot?

FAYE
No, but I might have to teach you 
how not to rub your sorry ass 
against my car.

Faye and Verai lock eyes. Kindred spirits that could either 
kiss or kill each other.

MARSH
You two met before?

No response.

MARSH (CONT’D)
(to Verai)

Did you see anyone suspicious go 
by?

VERAI
(eyes on Faye)

Everyone looks suspicious.

Marsh ignores her, holds his fist out to Joss for a bump.

MARSH
How's my man?

Joss gives him a bump.

JOSS
I'm well. You Detective Marsh?

MARSH
Still so formal. I thought we were 
past that, J.

Joss shrugs. Dispatch comes over Marsh's radio. 

DISPATCH
Attention all units, we have a 10-
62 at 1724 Harbor St. in the 
Heights. 

(MORE)
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Suspect appears to be male 
adolescent, in all white. Witness 
says that he broke in through the 
back door, and has not left the 
residence. Respond.

MARSH
That's us.

Marsh takes up the radio.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Dispatch, this is Detective 
Marshall Cole, badge number one one 
five five nine. Sergeant Verai and 
I will respond on scene. Send one 
local unit ahead of us to secure 
the location.

DISPATCH
10-4 Marsh. Sending Barkley and 
Troy to 1724 Harbor.

FAYE
B and E? Isn't that below your pay 
grade?

MARSH
Might have something to do with our 
case. Wanna tag along, get a little 
warm up before you're officially 
back on the job, which is why 
you're here, I'm assuming?

Joss fixes his eyes on his mother, waiting for her response. 
Faye shrugs her shoulders.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Alright, keep your secrets. Follow 
me--unless you wanna take lead?

Verai SCOFFS.

FAYE
Nah, you take point. Wouldn't want 
to upset the missus, here.

VERAI
He wishes I was his old lady.

MARSH
I don't hate myself that much.

DISPATCH (CONT’D)
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Verai and Marsh climb into Marsh's car, and turn around to 
head back up. Faye gets into the car, but Joss stands his 
ground in front of the car.

FAYE
Joss, we don't have time.

Still won't budge.

FAYE (CONT’D)
I'm not working, just tagging 
along. You wanna catch up with 
Marsh, right?

Joss narrows his eyes, but gives in. Only, he starts toward 
Marsh's car and waves him down. Marsh stops, unlocks the 
doors and Joss gets in. Faye SIGHS as she starts up her car.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

EXT. OLD HOUSE--FRONT YARD--NIGHT

A white SUV pulls into the driveway, its headlights 
illuminating the decrepit garage. The engine shuts off, and 
the lights go out.

Two men, GREG and YORICK (30s) get out, along with their son, 
CHARLIE (15).

GREG
I told you that she was going to 
stiff us.

YORICK
Since when do you complain about 
getting stiffed?

CHARLIE
Can you not make dick jokes around 
me?

GREG
Does dick make you uncomfortable?

CHARLIE
No. You do.

He starts toward the house. Greg and Yorick exchange a glance 
as emergency lights spring up on the surrounding houses, and 
a police cruiser parks in front of their house.

YORICK
What did you do now, Greg?

GREG
Me? It was probably that little 
shit we call a son, Yorick.

BRADLEY and TROY, brothers in arms, stalk over to Greg and 
Yorick.

GREG (CONT’D)
Is there something I can help you 
with, Officer?

TROY
Yeah, we got a call that someone 
broke into your house.
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YORICK
(nods toward house)

Into that thing?

GREG
We just got back, Officers.

BRADLEY
Is there anyone else in the house?

YORICK
Our son just went inside--

GREG
Charlie!!

INT. OLD HOUSE--BOY'S BEDROOM--DAY

Indiri jerks awake. Sits up. Winces at her sudden movement. 

Suddenly, she feels like she's being watched. Because she is.

Charlie stands in the doorway.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

In the back, Joss reads. Verai turns around, lifts the book 
up to see the cover.

VERAI
Dostoevsky? Yeesh, kid. Props for 
going deep and dark. 

Faye SPEEDS up around them, and takes the lead.

VERAI (CONT’D)
She always this impatient?

MARSH/JOSS
Yes.

VERAI
(back to Joss)

You get to the part where the 
father gets murdered?

JOSS
No.

VERAI
Oops. Spoiler alert.
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JOSS
Not really. It's widely known he 
gets murdered.

VERAI
Yeah, but why?

Joss opens his mouth to answer, but he's stumped.

Up ahead, Faye takes a left. Marsh follows her up the steep 
street--Faye's car SWERVES to right avoiding--

Bradley and Troy's cruiser BARRELING DOWN THE HILL TOWARDS 
THEM.

MARSH
It's that kind of day.

He CUTS AROUND the cruiser, and they all watch it continue 
down the hill and SLAM into a fire hydrant, KNOCKING it clean 
off, water GUSHING into the undercarriage.

EXT. OLD HOUSE--FRONT YARD--NIGHT

Marsh chats with Bradley and Troy.

MARSH
You left your doors unlocked?

Troy and Bradley exchange a look.

BRADLEY
Partially opened.

Marsh shakes his head. These two.

MARSH
Go retrieve your vehicle, and hope 
it isn't flooded.

EXT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

Joss reads with his door open. Charlie comes up to him, 
checks the book.

CHARLIE
Fucked up book.

Joss shrugs.
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CHARLIE (CONT’D)
Get to the part where the father 
gets killed?

Joss SIGHS long and heavy.

INT. OLD HOUSE--KITCHEN--NIGHT

Faye checks the scene with Verai. What a mess. The mud, the 
water, the Gin, the sharpener. Verai picks it up with a 
napkin, and they both glance at the still flaming burner.

FAYE
That must have hurt.

She glances at the mirror, takes a moment with her 
reflection, then moves on.

INT. OLD HOUSE--BOY'S BEDROOM--NIGHT

Faye gets the lay of the land. She checks the bed, the 
drawing pad, the books, the hook where the hat was.

WALK-IN CLOSET

Faye lightly kicks Indiri's muddy clothes. Sifts through the 
clothes on the hangar. Finds a gap in the shirts. Marsh 
sticks his head in.

MARSH
What do you got?

FAYE
Ask the kid what shirt he's 
missing, and what color hat he 
wears.

MARSH
Anything else, lady not on the job?

FAYE
Nothing other than the fact that 
he's alive and knows how to take 
care of himself.

MARSH
Probably been living on the streets 
most of his life. It's all about 
survival.

FAYE
So what did he survive?
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MARSH
Nothing. Just a territorial dispute 
gone wrong.

FAYE
Don't bullshit me. This kid 
cauterized his wounds, and I'm 
guessing he wasn't the only one 
gunned down.

Marsh gives it a second.

MARSH
Four kids. Three dead. One was just 
here.

FAYE
And Officers Dee and Dum don't know 
about it. Why?

MARSH
You going to tell me why you're 
back?

Faye's a rock. Stares him down, but Marsh doesn't even want 
to say it out loud.

MARSH (CONT’D)
(whisper)

Sniper.

FAYE
For kids?

MARSH
See how we wouldn't want that 
getting around.

FAYE
But they're homeless.

MARSH
They're still kids.

FAYE
I know, but trust me, no one 
outside The Hub and The Heights 
would care. Get it out there. Kid 
missing, probably has bandages or a 
towel wrapped around his neck.

MARSH
You don't get it, Faye. Chief wants 
this hush hush.
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FAYE
Since when does he play by those 
rules? And who says hush hush?

MARSH
Him. Since nine months ago.

Faye knows what that means. Faye nods. Fine.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Alright. I showed you mine. Why are 
you back? And don't tell me it's to 
start over. You don't start over.

FAYE
More screwed up things have 
happened. Exhibit A.

She refers to the room, the situation. He smiles. So does 
she. With her foot, Faye rubs the mud into the carpet.

FAYE (CONT’D)
Old Yard?

MARSH
(nods)

Thinking it was a warm up.

Faye mulls it over.

FAYE
No. It was a dry run.

MARSH
Dry run?

FAYE
See if he can do it. Kill kids.

EXT. OLD HOUSE--FRONT YARD--NIGHT

Faye and Marsh join Verai and Joss at Marsh's car.

JOSS
Can we go home now?

VERAI
I'm with him. This day's fucked.

FAYE
Something we agree on...

(revelation)
Home.
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She looks to Marsh.

MARSH
The Hub.

INT. CORNER STORE--NIGHT

The CLERK (20s) sits behind the counter reading a comic book.

Indiri, neck all bandaged, shuffles in. Clerk looks up, 
watches her.

At the back, Indiri picks out some sugary drinks, a bunch of 
snacks, and an ice cream bar out of the freezer basin. She 
even grabs a bottle of beer.

At the front, she walks by the Clerk.

CLERK
Hey.

(Indiri stops)
Pay.

Indiri heaves all the goodies onto the counter and presses 
her thumb to the pay pad. No good. She tries it several more 
times, all failures.

CLERK (CONT’D)
Did you get bit by a vampire?

INDIRI
(deadpan)

I am one.

He pauses, then starts to LAUGH. 

CLERK
For that you can take it. Go ahead.

She gathers her snacks all back in her arms--he snatches the 
beer.

CLERK (CONT’D)
Not the beer.

She smiles and leaves the Clerk still chuckling to himself.

EXT. CORNER STORE--NIGHT

Indiri exits, her arms full. She starts down the street, but 
when she hears a TRAIN WHISTLE in the distance, she spots the 
VH Railyard WATER TOWER.
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She turns around and heads the other way.

EXT. SILENT RIVER--WEST BANK--"THE HUB"--NIGHT

Marsh's car pulls up, followed by Faye's. They all get out, 
except Joss who's still in Marsh's car.

FAYE
Joss, you stay right there.

By the river, near what's left of a massive bridge pylon, 
looming like an ancient ruin, THREE HUNDRED STRONG HOMELESS 
FOLK congregate around a big fire. Forget shelters, this is 
their refuge.

VERAI
I've heard stories about this 
place. Is it as balls deep crazy as 
they say?

MARSH
Better.

THE FIRE PIT

The ROAR and REACH of a bonfire. It's like Burning Man-lite 
with dozens gathered around, dancing, swigging bagged 
bottles, laughing and enjoying this moment.

Marsh approaches them with arms wide open. They all light up 
as if he's the Second Coming. 

"MARSH" and "MARSHY" pour out from everyone's mouth. They 
greet him like he's one of their own. Hugs all around. DOTTY 
(40s), tiny package, big delivery, slaps him on the chest.

DOTTY
Hey, there Marshy Marsh. Someone 
had a big ol' day talking that 
crime lord loser down.

MARSH
Just doing my duty, Dot, and bad as 
Cartwright was, the man deserved to 
go with some dignity.

DOTTY
Yeah, well, agree to disagree. Now 
to business. Why didn't we get no 
delivery today?
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MARSH
What are you going on about? They 
didn't come by? Those sons-a... 
Don't worry, by the morning you're 
going to have six food trucks here, 
and you eat to your heart's 
content. That's an order.

DOTTY
Alright, alright. I guess it'll do.

(eyeing Faye)
Now what are you really here for?

MARSH
You're cozy charm.

(off her look)
Alright. You got me. I don't mean 
to get all official on your sorry 
butts, but... we gotta ask a few 
questions.

They all BOO before he even finishes.

BY THE WATER

With the star-like skyline of Sorce in the distance, Verai's 
having a hell of a time with her group, especially the fire-
cracker, BETTY (30s).

VERAI
Why can't you just give me a 
straight answer about some kids?

BETTY
Who are you again?

VERAI
Sergeant Verai with the Sorce 
Central Police Department. S. C. P. 
D. And I would appreciate you're 
not fucking around with me.

BETTY
Oh, so you wanna fuck now?

VERAI
What? I never said that. Listen, I 
was on the streets for four years, 
so I know what this life is like.

BETTY
Oh, do ya? 
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VERAI
Yes, I do. I give a shit.

BETTY
Oh, she gives a shit. But we don't 
want your shit. We got plenty of 
our own.

VERAI
No, that's not... I give a fuck!

BETTY
Now that's different, I could use a 
fuck.

Verai's ready to burst, but she just storms off pissed, 
everyone LAUGHING at her.

BY THE BRIDGE PYLON

Unlike Marsh, Faye's entry is a bit more subdued. She zeroes 
in on one man, CARSON (60s) warm, old salt-of-the-earth, kind 
eyes.

CARSON
Well, I'll be. Look who comes 
rolling up like the breeze.

Faye embraces him.

FAYE
You been talking to Sergeant Downe?

CARSON
Oh, we trade stories all the time. 
Of course, I trade my time for his 
stories, time I'm never getting 
back.

He chuckles, Faye smiles. You can tell, they go back.

CARSON (CONT’D)
Now when did you mosey on in to 
Sorce?

FAYE
Today.

CARSON
And you came right here? My word, 
I'm spoiled.
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FAYE
To be honest, Carson, something 
else led me here.

CARSON
(winking)

You don't say.

FAYE
You know anything about four kids, 
probably a tight group, hang down 
at Old Yard.

CARSON
The Quartet. Oh, yeah. They're 
tight alright. Never see them 
alone. They came into Sorce while 
you were away. But haven't seen 
them at all for a couple days now.

Faye takes out a photo (we don't see who) shows it to Carson 
and others.

Carson takes out his glasses, puts them on to get a good 
look.

CARSON (CONT’D)
I recognize her. Yeah, she got 
caught up in some bad dealings not 
too long back.

FAYE
She was the bad dealings.

CARSON
Ah. Haven't seen her around here, 
or anywhere abouts.

VERAI (O.S.)
Her?

Faye stows the photo quickly.

VERAI (CONT’D)
Thought we were looking for a boy.

FAYE
Could be a girl dressed in boy's 
clothes.
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VERAI
You know, I don't care what 
happened last year--well, I do, but 
I don't care enough that I would 
welcome a detective who's not even 
officially reinstated to be all 
hung up on the past and compromise 
this investigation.

Faye doesn't answer.

VERAI (CONT’D)
In other words, don't bullshit me. 
If you're here for other reasons, 
just say so. I'm not here to judge.

Faye shows her the photo.

VERAI (CONT’D)
See. That wasn't so hard. And just 
for your honesty, I'm not going to 
tell Marsh about your side project 
here, even though I'm sure he's 
figured it out on his own. He 
deserves to hear it from you.

Verai flicks the photo and leaves her.

CARSON
She's just your type.

FAYE
Don't start.

CARSON
I gotta welcome you back somehow.

Faye gives him a hug. About thirty feet away, she spots 
Warren from Mariah's Diner, chatting it up with a HUB 
CITIZEN.

THIRTY FEET AWAY

The HUB CITIZEN shuffles closer to Warren who shrinks from 
the smell.

WARREN
(clutching his nose)

Alright, do you have any?

HUB CITIZEN
As long as you're paying, sweet 
cheeks.
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FAYE (O.S.)
For what? Blowing off steam?

He turns.

WARREN
Shit. Listen, I haven't actually 
done anything illegal, but how I 
choose to relax is entirely up to 
me, so if I want to break the law, 
that's my choice.

FAYE
You're right, and also full of 
shit.

WARREN
You're not even a cop right now.

FAYE
No. But they are.

Faye points to Marsh and Verai. Warren makes his escape, but  
Faye grabs his arm--he winces, snatches his arm back. Faye's 
concerned, and curious.

FAYE (CONT’D)
Show me your arm.

WARREN
What? Hoping to find tracks from me 
shooting up?

FAYE
(insistent)

Show me your arm.

Warren's hesitant. He unzips his hoodie and takes his arm out 
of the sleeve. DARK BRUISES adorn his upper arm. 

FAYE (CONT’D)
Too much of a man to report her, or 
not man enough?

WARREN
Lady... Officer... I report this, 
and either she kills me, or I have 
to live as the guy who gets beat by 
his wife. Honestly, the former 
seems the better option.

Faye nods. It's hard to argue with him.
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FAYE
Does she hit the kid?

Warren's suddenly quite silent.

BY THE BRIDGE PYLON

Carson fiddles with his glasses when someone taps him from 
behind. It's Indiri, snacks and drinks in a plastic bag now.

CARSON
There you are, boss lady. What's 
shaking?

INDIRI
Hey, Car. You're looking younger by 
the day.

CARSON
It's my good genes. Found 'em in 
the back of someone's car.

He slaps his legs. Chuckles.

INDIRI
(re: Faye)

What do they want?

CARSON
You as a matter of fact... 

(notices bandages)
What happened to you, you hurt?

INDIRI
It's nothing.

CARSON
Nothing, huh? Where's the other 
three? They into nothing, too?

She hands the snacks off to Carson.

CARSON (CONT’D)
Thank you kindly, but what's going 
on, Ind?

INDIRI
Don't worry about it. You just 
might not see me for a while.

CARSON
Oh, now you're breaking my heart.
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She kisses him on the cheek and takes off. He holds up a 
candy bar.

CARSON (CONT’D)
But this here lifts me right back 
up now don't it.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

The back right passenger door opens and Joss climbs in with 
his bag and book. He settles in and reads on. 

Before long he's frustrated and shuts the book. He settles 
back, closes his eyes.

A moment later, the driver's side door opens, the car jostles 
a bit as someone climbs in, and closes the door. Joss doesn't 
look up until a panel gets RIPPED off.

JOSS
Who are you?

Indiri glances back.

INDIRI
You should get out.

FAYE (O.S.)
Hey!

INDIRI
Too late.

Indiri sparks the right wires. Starts the car. Give a 
GUTTURAL REV, throws it into gear and peels out.

EXT. THE HUB--NIGHT

Faye races up to her baby just as its tail whips around and 
rockets away. She changes course, and jets straight to 
Marsh's car. 

MARSH
Faye!

He tosses her the keys.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--DAY

Faye hops in, slides the key in.
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FAYE
Either get out or buckle up Joss, 
it's gonna get--

She checks the backseat. No Joss.

END OF ACT FOUR
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ACT FIVE

EXT. VANOVER HEIGHTS RAILYARD--EAST ENTRANCE--NIGHT

Faye's Shelby comes to a stop at the rusted entry gate.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

Indiri leans back.

INDIRI
You can get out now.

JOSS
This is my mom's car. She'll want 
it back.

INDIRI
Yeah, well she might not get it 
back. I stole another car like 
this. Smelled just like it too.

JOSS
That's her 1972 Chevrolet SS Camaro 
with a 390 horsepower V8 and dual 
exhaust.

She turns to him, impressed.

INDIRI
She's definitely not getting that 
one back. I left it here when I 
was... somebody's rooked it since 
then.

(pause)
Last chance.

Joss stays. Alright. Indiri puts into gear and drives 
forward.

EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--NIGHT

The sky lightens as dawn nears. Indiri drives up to about ten 
feet away from her makeshift table, the scotch bottle still 
there.

She turns the car off, gets out, leaves the car lights on, 
scans the ground frantic.
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She races off to the pipe sections. Joss gets out and takes a 
closer look at the table and the bottle until Indiri storms 
back.

INDIRI
They were here. What the shit 
happened... their bodies...

She looks like she might cry.

JOSS
It's standard procedure for the 
police to remove the bodies to 
retrieve evidence, and prepare the 
them for burial or cremation by 
their families once the case is 
closed.

INDIRI
They don't have any family. We were 
our family.

She crouches by the table. 

INDIRI (CONT’D)
I have to find them. I have to bury 
them, or burn them or whatever. You 
can help me.

JOSS
They'd be in the morgue. They don't 
let kids just walk around 
hospitals, never mind the morgue.

INDIRI
I can get in anywhere.

JOSS
I think you've seen too many 
movies.

She takes the scotch bottle, and hurries back to the car. 

INDIRI
Come on. We can do it together.

She climbs in, ready to go. She starts the car up. Joss 
hasn't moved an inch.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
What are you, afraid?

Joss shrugs.
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That gets her. He shrugged just like Artie. The likeness 
makes Indiri lose her bluster. She turns the car off.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

Joss gets back into the car, this time in the front passenger 
seat. Indiri stares off.

JOSS
"You left and I cried tears of 
blood. My sorrow grows. It's not 
just that you left. But when you 
left my eyes went with you. Now, 
how will I cry?"

Indiri screws her face up at him. A moment passes.

JOSS (CONT’D)
"Sorrow is so easy to express and 
yet..."

Indiri turns the car on and REVS the engine.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

Faye drives, her attention sharp. Verai lounges in the back 
seat.

VERAI
You know, if we were going to bring 
the resources of the SCPD around to 
our benefit, now would be a good 
time.

MARSH
Can't V.

VERAI
They don't need to know about the 
rest of the shit going on, just 
help us track down a particular car 
with a particular child within. 

They drive by Mariah's Diner. Faye sees someone at the 
counter talking with Mariah.

Faye HAMMERS on the brakes.

MARSH
What the--Do you see them?

Faye flies out. Marsh follows.
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EXT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

But when Marsh sees what Faye's charging towards...

MARSH
Faye, don't! Faye--

She keeps going. Marsh, defeated, takes the driver's seat.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--DAY

Verai checks behind. Marsh drives on.

VERAI
You're just leaving her? Her son is 
out there.

MARSH
Leave it alone, Sergeant.

He takes up his radio.

MARSH (CONT’D)
Chief, this is Marsh. We have an 
emergency. Priority Blue.

THE CHIEF 
(a pause; over radio)

Blue, Marsh? Who's missing?

MARSH
Joss.

INT. MARIAH'S DINER--NIGHT

Mariah, sits at the counter as if a customer, flipping 
through a newspaper. Faye bursts in.

MARIAH
I'm closed. Open in an hour.

Faye SLAMS her gun on the counter. Mariah eyes it. Eyes Faye. 

Mariah closes her magazine, stands up, walks all the way to 
the end of the counter, behind the counter, and all the way 
back to stand in front of Faye.

She takes up a cigar box from below, opens it, takes out a 
dark stogie. With a tip cutter, she SNIPS the end, takes out 
her lighter and puffs that beauty to life. 

She takes a hearty drag and blows out smoke.
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MARIAH (CONT’D)
How long have you been seeing her?

FAYE
I haven't been seeing her.

MARIAH
Sure you have. She's just not 
really there.

FAYE
Now you're my shrink? I saw her, in 
here. I'm not going to chase her 
down, because she slipped into a 
car that was waiting for her out 
back, and drove off just to play 
with me.

MARIAH
So she knew you were going to drive 
by at that very moment? You've 
always had quite the imagination--

FAYE
Tell me where she is, or I make 
you.

MARIAH
Shouldn't you be out finding your 
son?

FAYE
See, you know that, something that 
happened less than an hour ago 
because you have Whispers with 
burner phones down at The Hub. But 
you can't--read: won't--tell me 
where that succubus has been for 
the past year, or where she is now.

MARIAH
Why should I?

FAYE
I've been patient, Mar. 
Calculating. Careful. That's what I 
did the whole year, searched 
silently, waiting until the right 
moment, and I have it here before 
me. But of course, you're in my 
fucking way.

Mariah takes another long drag.
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MARIAH
I'm going to give you a gift.

FAYE
A gift?

MARIAH
Yes, a gift. I'm going to tell you 
where your son is right now, and 
I'm also going to tell you where 
she is.

FAYE
Where?

MARIAH
Where who? Your son? Or her?

FAYE
Both.

MARIAH
But which do you want more?

Faye points the gun in Mariah's face. Mariah takes a good 
long look at Faye. She can tell she means it.

MARIAH (CONT’D)
Joss is at Old Yard. And she's 
at... well you already know. You 
paid a visit earlier today...

Faye spins around, and holsters her gun before she can 
finish. She's gone.

MARIAH (CONT’D)
So predictable.

Faye gets into Mariah's car, starts the engine, drives up one 
way, makes a U-turn off screen, and drives back the other.

MARIAH (CONT’D)
Did not see that coming. Next time, 
Mariah, take the keys out of the 
ignition.

She presses her cigar into the counter, snuffing it out.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

Indiri clutches the scotch bottle. Joss watches her closely.
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JOSS
Are you going to drink that? You 
shouldn't. It's terrible for you. 
Plus, you shouldn't drink and 
drive.

Indiri chuckles a bit. Joss reaches back for his bag, opens 
it, and takes out the blondie. He cradles it for a moment 
before handing it over to her.

Indiri takes the goodie, unwraps it, takes a bite, spits it 
out, rolls down her window, and chucks it away. Gone. Joss 
can't believe it.

A TRAIN WHISTLE in the distance.

INDIRI
There you are.

Indiri reverses the car, then heads up the dirt road to the 
train tracks. She sets the car right over them, and parks.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
Now would be a good time to go.

Joss stays put. The train's WHISTLE wails again. Louder. 
Closer.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
There's only one way to stop me, 
and you don't got in you, book boy.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

Marsh books it through traffic.

MARSH
Faye, are you sure?

FAYE
(over phone)

Yes. Reliable intel. Just get 
there, make sure he's safe.

MARSH
The hell are you doing, Faye? I 
mean I know what you're doing, but 
you should be heading there too.

FAYE
(over phone)

There's no way around it, Marsh. 
(MORE)
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Joss is fine. I know he is. Get 
there.

MARSH
Faye? Faye!?

He SLAPS the receiver back on the hook.

VERAI
Some mother.

Marsh takes the receiver back.

MARSH
Chief, you there?

THE CHIEF
(over radio)

Talk to me, Marsh.

MARSH
We need eyes on. Vanover Heights. 
Old Yard About five hundred feet 
south east of the water tower. 
They'll most likely be at the 
scene. You know the one.

THE CHIEF
(over radio)

Roger that, Marsh. Vanguard heading 
over for a bird's eye view.

INT. MARIAH'S CAR--NIGHT

Faye arrives at Vermillion Tower and dips down into the 
parking garage, this time it's bright with lights.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR BANK--NIGHT

Faye TAPS the button furiously. Waiting. Waiting.

She punches the elevator door. GLONG. Again. GLONG. GLONG. 
GLONG. Over and over in a fury. She stops--her knuckles 
bloody--and leans her head against the door.

DING.

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

Indiri takes a swig of the scotch. Purses her lips.

FAYE (CONT’D)
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INDIRI
Blagh. I thought it would taste 
better closer to death.

She holds the bottle out for Joss. He takes it. Sniffs it. 
Grimaces.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
I tried to beat the train once.

JOSS
What happened?

INDIRI
I got shot.

She puts the car into reverse, and backs up about a hundred 
feet from the tracks before putting into park again.

INDIRI (CONT’D)
Conductors have to take it slow 
through the yard, but they speed up 
on this straight track here, the 
only active line going through Old 
Yard.

(beat)
Do you trust me?

JOSS
No. But I believe in physics. If 
you hit the gas when the train 
passes that derrick at roughly 
thirty miles per hour, the time it 
takes for the wheels to grip in 
this mud, and close the distance 
should be adequate.

She smiles big...

INDIRI
I believe in Fate.

...and REVS the engine.

INT. MARSH'S CAR--NIGHT

Marsh weaves through traffic, earning a few HONKS.

MARSH
Chief, you got 'em yet?
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THE CHIEF
(over radio)

Eyes on now, Marsh. Looks like 
they're right smack on where you 
found those kids, but...

MARSH
What's up, Chief?

THE CHIEF
(over radio)

There's a train coming, probably a 
good 30mph. Faye's car is lined up 
right for a crossing. If I didn't 
know any better...

Marsh FLOORS it.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR--DAY

Faye, with eyes closed, lets the music wash over her.

The light for the 77th floor glows. DING.

EXT. VH RAILYARD--OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--NIGHT

Marsh's car STREAKS into the railyard---SLIDES to a halt-- 
CRUSHES the makeshift table.

Verai and Marsh spring out from the car just as...

INT. FAYE'S SHELBY--NIGHT

Indiri STABS the clutch with her foot, and THROWS the hammer 
down. 

Joss braces himself as he's pressed back in his seat. All in 
Fate's hands.

EXT. OLD YARD--DIESEL ENGINE--NIGHT

The Shelby's engine ROARS. Tires SHOOT mud as the car 
LAUNCHES toward destiny. Marsh and Verai are too late to keep 
up.

MARSH
No no no no NOOOO!

Train closes...
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Car closes...

The car LEAPS over the tracks--the train passes, just GRAZING 
the car's bumper with a healthy SPARK.

Marsh drops to his knees in exasperated relief. He hangs his 
head in his hands. Verai, on the other hand, LAUGHS, leaning 
on her thighs. Marsh looks at her in disbelief.

VERAI
Joss must like 'em wild. That's a 
hell of a first date.

MARSH
Date?

VERAI
Didn't you see? That was a girl 
driving that. Ah, to be young 
again.

Marsh throws his hands up, at a loss, watches the long train 
go by.

INT. VERMILLION TOWER--ELEVATOR--77TH FLOOR--DAY

Faye stands in the elevator doors. Across from her, right in 
front of the mirror where her reflection should be stands:

SOLA, as beautiful as she is treacherous, in a dark form-
fitting gown.

In her arms, held against her will: NORA WINTERS.

Faye looks down at the elevator floor, at her PAST SELF 
clutching her bleeding stomach.

When she focuses back on Sola and Nora...

SOLA
Curious choice.

She SNAPS Nora's neck--falls dead.

Past Faye exhales sharply, reaches out, but it's too late.

Faye closes her eyes. When she opens them, the dark memory 
has vanished. It's quiet. It's only her.

She staggers back to the elevator wall, slides down. The 
doors close on her expressionless face.
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EXT. FAYE'S HOUSE--DAY

Modern. Clean. Like a Frank Lloyd Wright knock-off. Faye's 
Shelby drives up and parks in the driveway.

INT. FAYE'S HOUSE--FRONT ENTRY--DAY

Joss barges in, drops his bag on the floor, and heads right 
upstairs. Indiri enters a bit more tentatively.

JOSS
Make yourself at home.

INT. FAYE'S HOUSE--JOSS' ROOM--DAY

Joss throws his door open and falls face first onto his bed. 
Heaven.

INT. FAMILY ROOM--DAY

Indiri checks the place out. Stylish, tasteful, everything 
covered in a year's worth of dust.

She drops down into the lowered living room and approaches 
the central gas fireplace. She turns the flames on--they leap 
up high, so she tames them a bit.

She visits a side table full of dusty framed photos. She 
picks a photo up and blows the dust off to reveal:

Faye, Joss, Nora, Marsh, and Sola. All together. All happy. 
All with big toothy smiles, except for Sola. 

She smirks instead.

CUT TO BLACK:

END OF ACT FIVE
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