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EXT. GOVERNMENT BUILDING - DAY - ESTABLISHING

INT.  PRIVATE GOVERNMENT CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Lingering silence. Two men sit close, an unanswered question 
hangs. LAB COAT, 50, a sly rat, a flat request. 

LAB COAT
So? The numbers--

SUIT, 55, angling executive, repeats what he knows, 
acceptance with turpitude, wags a finger at a stack of charts 
and white papers. 

SUIT
The forecast looks exceptional. 
Double-blind. Placebo. Small sample 
group. 

Lab Coat eagerly nods. Suit considers. Warns. 

SUIT (CONT’D)
They all opt-in, and. And. 
Compensation. 

Lab Coat grins, fails to hide satisfaction. 

LAB COAT
I think you're making a brave 
decision. More people of action, 
like yourself, wouldn't have seen 
this hole dug beneath them.  This 
will save millions, perhaps 
billions. Your department will be 
the beacon of success, the 
benchmark. These pharmaceutical 
companies charge thousands a day 
for meds not needed, which for all 
practical purposes, don’t work. 

The Suit allows himself a small smile.

SUIT
We crawl before we walk. Let's 
validate your theory before a word 
of this to anyone.

LAB COAT
More soldiers with PTSD than seen 
combat. Almost 90% with no 
manifestation of any physical 
cerebral damage. 
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Over 100 attorneys actively seeking 
patients to represent. We paid over 
$1 billion for psychiatric drugs 
this quarter. 

EXT. BARREN SURBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD – DAY - ESTABLISHING

Suburban decay at dawn. Dim streetlights shut off with the 
onset of sunrise. A stretch of dilapidated single-family 
ranch homes. A solitary bird sadly chirps.

EXT. RUN DOWN HOUSE – DAY

A sickly house, warped siding, a cracked window with buckled 
blinds. The blinds billow as someone inside passes.

INT. SPARSE BEDROOM – DAY

A twin bed and stained mattress, a grungy table fan. The fan 
pans, clicks and sticks, its gust disturbs flies.

The flies land upon an unkempt man deep in slumber, he is 
MULE #1, 30, Hispanic laborer.

GUEST ROOM

Bare and filthy mattress on dirt caked floor.

A man in tattered blankets sleeps on the floor, he is MULE 
#2, 25, Hispanic laborer.

TWO-CAR GARAGE

A minivan, some cardboard boxes, a workbench. The nearby 
sound of a lively TV show.

A man busily fiddles in the Minivan’s trunk, he is MULE #3, 
25, Hispanic, a wiry go-getter, dressed by Thrift.

Mule #3 grunts and tugs a 25lb bale of marijuana from a 
hidden compartment, lugs it as he walks inside--

SPARSELY FURNISHED LIVING ROOM – CONTINUOUS

A make-shift workbench of 2x4s and plywood, a scale, a vacuum 
sealer and smaller bags, an Assembly Line.
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--and drops the bale, flops on the couch, next to MULE #4, 
Hispanic laborer, 30.

The men watch El Gordo y La Flaca, entirely too loud. La 
Flaca leans in, both men giggle and exchange tired glances. 
The snickers are shared by another man, he is—

BARE KITCHEN

--LOW-LEVEL MANAGER, Hispanic, 20, suave and skittish, and he 
smiles, counts money into a shoebox-sized pile.

INT./EXT. SWAT SUV – DAY – MOVING

A tactically dressed SWAT officer drives, stone-faced, eyes 
lock onto the road contours. His passengers, clones with 
assault rifles, magazines loaded, muzzles down.

The SUV passes. Three more follow.

EXT. HOUSE – DAY

The SUVs parks, doors open, SWAT officers promptly exit. A 
pause to softly close the doors, guns up as they stealthily 
advance.

BLACK BOOTS hustle across the asphalt, converge, and stack at 
the front door. Armed with sub-guns, pistols, assault rifles, 
flash bangs, a door ram.

INT. FRONT DOOR - DAY

Wham. The door buckles, splinters launch, the ram arcs.

SWAT team members pour into the house, a series of gun, 
sights, eyes. Low-Level Manager flees in a flash.

LIVING ROOM

Mules #3 and #4, discombobulated, scamper helplessly for 
nearby guns. Two SWAT officers light them up, heavy on the 
triggers, riddle them with too many holes.

BEDROOM

Mule #1, fishes a REVOLVER from behind the fan, scoots back 
against the wall and blindly unloads, fires, makes a jigsaw 
pattern in the drywall.
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LIVING ROOM

Swat sees the jigsaw and returns fire. A gypsum air cloud 
fills both rooms. The gunfire pauses.

BEDROOM

Mule #1 hunkers, gun aimed at the doorway, head on a swivel 
with every sound. A small black cylinder rolls in, his eyes 
track it and go large in wonder, realizes, but--

A sharp bang, a brilliant flash. 

Swat pours in. 

Mule #1 clutches an arm over his face, falls to the ground, 
gun in hand. Swat puts 20 rounds into him as he falls and 10 
more while he’s dead for good measure.

GUEST ROOM

Mule #2, scours, searches, and finds a pistol behind the 
mattress. He checks, it’s not loaded. He scurries and looks 
for a magazine. 

Calls of “Police” echo between gunfire and bangs.

He finds an empty magazine, grabs a handful of loose ammo and 
starts to load.

His shaking hands drops a bullet for each one he loads. He 
curses.

The bangs get closer. He tries to be quiet as he softly puts 
the magazine into the pistol.

A bang just outside the door, he considers, makes a split-
second decision.

He kneels half legged, flails, tosses the pistol AWAY, it 
lands nearby on the mattress. He quickly raises his trembling 
hands in surrender to the noises beyond the door.

MULE #2
Give up. Give up.

Shouts, nearby bangs, the door flies open, a boot follows, an 
assault rifle muzzle.

Swat enters and lights Mule #2 up. He twists, tumbles, and 
falls but his pistol beats his body to the floor.
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EXT. FENCED BACK YARD - DAY

The Low-Level Manager flees, like a TRACK STAR, arms pump, 
wide-eyed panic.

He glances behind to eye the pursuers.

Two hands brace an underarm held shotgun, SWAT BLASTS a 
CONTACT SHOT to Low Level Manger’s head. The pellets tear, 
peel back his scalp.

SWAT cuffs him although he is clearly dead.

EXT. ABOVE HOUSE - DAY

A roofless house, the rooms alive with activity. SWAT 
finishes its sweep, checks the Dead, passes mounds of drug 
parcels.

SWAT encircle the kitchen table while one pushes stacks of 
money into a duffel bag.

Approaching Police sirens gives them pause. He packs the 
money faster, they furtively disband.

SWAT tosses the stuffed duffel bag into a SUV’s backseat.

RAFF (V.O.)
The SUV drives away Just as the 
police car arrives. The other SWAT 
guys meet the cops, say hi, then 
disappear, leaving the drugs and 
bodies behind. Of course, there’s 
no money. At least, none reported.

SWAT gingerly meets the local police and gladly points out 
the drugs and dead bodies.

INT. BUSY UNEMPLOYMENT WAITING ROOM – DAY

Rows of tightly packed and too small chairs occupied by 
comatose adults, a wall of representatives behind glass.

An animated man jabbers, he is RAFF, 50, a considerate hulk, 
fat-athletic dressed by Thrift.

He’s eager to engage the disinterested man seated next to 
him, EDDIE, 30, hungry and compressed, blue-collar desolate.

Eddie stares somewhere in space. Eddie sees a a hazy and 
dimly lit room, hears a distant voice squawking, some echoes, 
mixed with a soft ringing.
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Something bumps his leg, his arm, his arm again. His body 
gently rocks and settles.

Raff, a sharp elbow. Eddie shudders, half-awake, his eyes pan 
in wonder. Raff’s smiles warmly, his lips flap.

Eddie remembers, looks at ticket number 103 in his hand, a 
digital screen beckons 99.

Raff, sees, enthusiastically resumes the best story ever. He 
repeatedly bumps shoulders with Eddie.

RAFF
You know why they shot the guy, the 
mule, who wanted to give up?

EDDIE
No.

RAFF
No witnesses! Think of all that 
money.

Eddie squints, but says nothing. The fog in his eyes lifts.

RAFF (CONT’D)
Last week, the DEA found an 
abandoned van at the grocery store. 
The struts were low. Really? Feds
notice Low Struts? Seized 2.3 
million in cash. Think of that 
money. What was really happening, 
cops were going to steal it, and 
got spooked. Probably killed the 
guys.

Eddie scans, his ticket, the sign and flatly sighs.

EDDIE
Crap. That’s a shame.

RAFF
Yeah, those dope houses are 
everywhere. Just everywhere.

EDDIE
Everywhere? Really?

RAFF
Everywhere. It’s a plague. Endemic. 
The root of all evil.

Raff’s on a roll and Eddie listens.
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RAFF (CONT’D)
Too much drugs and money crossing 
every day. Goddam cartel pretends 
the border is THEIRS.

EDDIE
Cartel? I watched Narcos on 
Netflix. You sure it was the 
Cartel?

RAFF
Could be. Or just hippies with a 
grow operation. Or wannabe’s. 
Fuckin drug dens. Slap houses.

Eddie chuckles.

EDDIE
Slap house?

RAFF
You know, vacant houses, for rent. 
Cartel send a couple of their 
cleanest in to sign the lease, fake 
ids, credit reports. They fucking
slap it together -  card tables, 
whores, dope, the whole enchilada, 
overnight. Run 24x7 until enough 
neighbors complain, then the Po-Pos
run them out.

EDDIE
They go a city over and start 
again?

RAFF
Another city? Fuck no. A block. 
Hell, maybe just a street.
All that money flying around.
All the while, good guys like us 
get stuck.

Raff waves arms outwards and looks around.

RAFF (CONT’D)
Here. Waiting for handouts.
I don’t want a handout.
I’m a hunter, not a gatherer.

Eddie looks Raff top to bottom and scoffs.

EDDIE
You’re a Hunter? Sure you are.
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RAFF
Underneath this somewhat worn 
exterior is a durable metallic 
Hyperalloy endoskeleton with some 
life left in it. I’m not a hunter 
in the traditional sense. I mean. 
I’ve always worked. Vietnam, 
welded, drove trucks.

EDDIE
There’s always work for drivers.

RAFF
Yeah, but I like to drink. A little 
too much though. License thrice 
suspended. Not my fault. Fucking
cops.

EDDIE
Blame the cops, yeah, that will 
keep you off the road.

RAFF
You served? You have the look.

EDDIE
Yeah, Army, wore out my welcome.
I would have stayed. Though I’m 
here for my family but disability 
don’t cut it.

RAFF
Thank you for your service.

EDDIE
Likewise.

A smile shared.

The screen posts number 104. Eddie looks down at the ticket, 
shakes his head, grinds his teeth, stands and searches for an 
open service window.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Fuck. Missed it.

Eddie takes an unsure step.

RAFF
Hey, just in case you stumble 
across something for an old-timer.

Raff pulls out a chunky fat wallet, and fingers across a 
dozen slips, cards, finally selecting one.
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RAFF (CONT’D)
Here’s my number.

Raff hands him a dirty, bent, business card. Eddie scans the 
card and scoffs.

EDDIE
A business card. Really?

RAFF
Yep, I’m the real deal.

Raff sits a little straighter. Eddie sees: Rafael Tamiglia, 
Reasonable Rates, On time, Odd Stuff and Heavy Shit.

Eddie finds humor.

EDDIE
Very classy. Just phone, no email?

RAFF
And no text either.

EDDIE
What’s “heavy shit?”

Raff looks sideways.

RAFF
Like move couches and stuff.

EDDIE
Oh. Okay. I guess that was open to 
interpretation.

EXT. PACKED OFFICE PARKING LOT - DAY

Rows of parked vehicles in small cramped parking spots.

Eddie trudges, discouraged and worn, hastily folded paperwork 
in his hand.

He fumbles with his keys, drops them, bends to pick them up, 
and clumsily misses, and drops the forms. A form is titled: 
Denied Unemployment Benefits, The Appeal Process.

He squats and holds his dizzy head. A pause, he gathers his 
things. He slowly stands as the world spins.
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PARKING SPOT

A late-model Ford F-150, well kept, parked offset left. On 
the left, a late-model sedan off-set right. There’s sparsely 
a foot between them.

Eddie stops at the bumper, recognizes, and fumes.

EDDIE
Fuck.

Eddie wedges between the vehicles, reaches the door, unlocks 
and opens, carefully to avoid striking the sedan. He grunts, 
slides in, and for a second, his door presses on the sedan.

Eddie sits, starts his truck, looks out the window, and sees 
the scuff. He rolls down the window, licks his finger, and 
wipes the scuff, it washed away. Eddie sighs.

He starts the truck and backs out.

EXT. TRACT HOME NEIGHBORHOOD - DAY  - ESTABLISHING

A 1980’s era master planned community of small single-story 
homes with garages and open yards. Poorly maintained. Chipped 
paint. Brown lawns. A blue-collar lifestyle. 

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE - DAY

Better paint, almost green sod contrasts with the adjacent 
homes.

Eddie pulls the F-150 into an empty driveway. He opens the 
door, starts to exit, then reaches back inside to grab some 
papers from the passenger seat.

He closes the door, circles behind the truck, heads towards 
the front door. Something catches his eye, he stops. He sees 
a white vertical gouge on the truck’s passenger door.

He steps close, squats, studies it. He rubs his fingers 
across, wipes, a little spit. The gouge slightly fades.

He drops the forms. His face registers anger, his fingers to 
a fist. 

A short powerful jab, his fist into the door, the sheet metal 
gives a little.

Eddie stands and turns, shakes his hand out. Incensed and red-
faced, he stares at the gouge and dent.
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He stomps towards the front door, kicks the air and flails 
his arms wildly.

LATER

The open garage door exposes an abundance of clutter, holiday 
decorations, tools, kid toys, in large piles.

The F-150 and a late-model VW Jetta parked side-by-side in 
the driveway.

Eddie stares at the ground as he carries a Coors Light and 
drags a folding lawn chair. The aluminum frame drags on the 
concrete.

He stops where the driveway and sidewalk intersect. He 
tussles to unfold the chair. It fights back but Eddie wins 
the struggle, a sigh of triumph.

A wooden sign staked in the grass next to him reads “No 
Trespassing, Danger Certain” and a stick figure of a 
detonated land-mine with body parts flying.

He sits, the old cheap chair bends and nearly buckles. He 
pops open the shaken beer, his arm gets sprayed. He’s 
ignorant. In a long draw, he sucks down half the can.

Two taunting kids playfully bike past Eddie’s feet, HANNAH, 
10, and DANIEL, 8, pedal in circles across the street, and 
back on the opposite sidewalk.

Eddie scans the road, no cars. His dead gaze returns.

A garage door opens. The shuffle of familiar approaching 
footsteps. The shuffle stops. Eddie stares off in the 
distance, partially obstructed by thick legs.

CANADIAN DAVE
I always get a kick out of that 
sign.

Eddie still stares somewhere, a small smile.

EDDIE
Yeah, a little funny. Not real 
funny, because that happens.

CANADIAN DAVE
Blood gets more expensive as you 
travel West.

EDDIE
And North. (A beat.) What’s new?
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CANADIAN DAVE
Nothing. If you had another chair 
and another beer, I’d join.

EDDIE
The kids broke the other chair.
There’s beer inside. Go grab one.

Canadian Dave eyes the distant house and decides.

CANADIAN DAVE
Not that badly. I like Coors Light. 
But usually just after my period.

EDDIE
It’s on sale. Heck, Rolling Rock 
gave coupons, we’d be drinking 
that.

The sound of car tires on payment gets Eddie’s attention.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Kids. Car!

On command both kids pull their bikes onto the sidewalk, 
stop, and look.

A van pulls into view, an innocuous Hispanic male drives 
slow.

They watch as it passes, and track it beyond the kids.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Kids, CLEAR.

The kids resume their ride. They bike directly towards 
Canadian Dave, he cleanly steps out of their path.

Eddie watches the van, now several houses down, as it slows 
to stop, then backs into a driveway of a DIRTY HOUSE. He 
holds his gaze, studies, and considers.

Canadian Dave looks at the kids.

CANADIAN DAVE
Nice quiet street. They are fun 
when they are young. Then they get 
older, always need expensive stuff. 

EDDIE
Yeah, medical bills.

CANADIAN DAVE
In Canada, it’s free.
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EDDIE
Really? I always wanted to go to 
Canada. 

CANADIAN DAVE
Free for everyone, not just the 
ones with money. It’s need based.

Eddie considers, eyes still glued to the van. As he watches, 
the garage door rises, a Hispanic male steps from inside, 
waves his arm to the van “clear to back up.” 

The van follows the man into the garage, and the garage door 
lowers.

EDDIE
Too bad we’re not Canadian. I could 
have used free medical care last 
year for Hannah, for her Elective 
knee surgery. I’m still paying. Now 
its her other leg. What the fuck is 
knocked-knee syndrome, anyway? You 
can live with that, right?

CANADIAN DAVE
I dunno. It should be free. Your 
government has enough money. Spends 
more on war than health.

EDDIE
I wonder where the money went.

Eddie stares long at the garage.

CANADIAN DAVE
I’ve seen it on a T-shirt.
With the American Flag.

Canadian Dave waves hands.

CANADIAN DAVE (CONT’D)
The Greatest Military Force in the 
World. Ever.

EDDIE
It sure is. Kept your Canadian ass 
from having to learn Japanese.

CANADIAN DAVE
That it did.

EDDIE
Whose place is that? Where that van 
just pulled into the garage.
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CANADIAN DAVE
What van?

Eddie rolls his eyes and points down the street.

EDDIE
The one that Just rolled past us. 
That house. With the dirt grass.

Canadian Dave points and lists.

CANADIAN DAVE
I don’t know, some Mexican folks.
Don’t see them too often. I don’t 
know. Too far off the reservation.

EDDIE
Yeah, ok. Your demoted from Mayor. 
I thought you knew everyone.

CANADIAN DAVE
Everyone worth knowing. Some 
Mexican guys. Good neighbors, real 
quiet.

EDDIE
Could be the Mexican Ted Kaczynski 
for all YOU know.

CANADIAN DAVE
Yeah, sometimes eh. There was a 
time when you wanted to know your 
neighbors.

EDDIE
Yeah.

Eddie looks at Canadian Dave.

CANADIAN DAVE
Now, a good neighbor is one you 
don’t hear from.

INT. EDDIES SMALL KITCHEN - NIGHT

Eddie dries a dish, stands aside a woman washing a plate, she 
is –PATRICIA, 30, a reluctant wallflower.

EDDIE
Hon, did they go back out?

PATRICIA
Yeah. I’ll get them.
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EDDIE
No, let them play.

PATRICIA
It’s getting dark.

Eddie decides for her.

EDDIE
Let them play.

Children play fight, hollers and shrieks O/S.

Eddie’s ear perk, he walks to the –

LIVING ROOM

--and presses his concerned face against the window and 
scans. The kids ride bicycles and taunt each other.

A nearby parked car with tinted windows and exhaust rising 
from the tailpipe. The car catches Eddie’s eye, his brow 
furrows. The car shudders – someone is inside.

Hannah rides just behind the car. Eddie decides.

EDDIE
Get them in and showered.

PATRICIA (O.S.)
Okay.

LATER

KITCHEN

The wall clock reads 12:13. Eddie hums a happy tune as he 
enters. He pulls a small saucer from the cupboard and slides 
it on the counter. He grabs a half-loaf of bread, takes out 
two slices, pops them in the toaster.

He squeezes the extra air from the bread bag, twists and 
fastens a twist-tie.

He opens the fridge, takes out a deli-paper wrapped slab, 
mayonnaise, lettuce, some chuck Feta cheese and a gallon of 
milk.

He grabs a glass. He pours a glass of milk and takes a giant 
swig. He fills the glass again. He smiles as he hums. He puts 
the milk away.
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The toaster pops, the light brown toast is ready. He places 
the slices side-by-side on the plate.

He unfolds the deli-wrap, picks up two slices of turkey, 
which he folds, and places atop a piece of toast, careful to 
line the edges, and to fully cover. Satisfied. He squeezes a 
thin coat of mayonnaise and spreads with a butter knife.

His hummed tune has high notes which could be the main theme 
from Star Wars.

He sprinkles Feta and it sticks to the mayonnaise. He spreads 
the chunks around evenly. He marvels and hums a high note.

He pulls a layer of lettuce from the head, folds the edges to 
make it square, presses it flat on top.

He looks around, something is missing. He looks on the 
counter, then inside the fridge. His continuous hums break, 
then altogether cease, his expression darkens, a slight 
humming noise fills his ears.

He looks on the counter again and holds. His brow furrows, 
the ringing grows loud. 

He rapidly checks several cupboards, sifts the fruit bowl, 
and each and every shelf of the fridge. 

He scans the kitchen surfaces a final time. A darkness, his 
face registers anger, the ringing consumes him. He explodes.

EDDIE
Patty! Patty!

Hurried footsteps.

PATRICIA
What? Is every—

She’s concerned and confused. Eddie, a slew of unhinged 
words.

EDDIE
--The avocado. Where is it? I 
checked the fridge, I checked the 
fruit bowl -even though it’s not a 
fucking fruit, I—

PATRICIA
We don’t have--

She pleads. Eddie, a tyrant.
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EDDIE
We don’t fucking have a god dam-- 
Why? Why. You have one thing to do.

She begs, in tears.

PATRICIA
You said—

EDDIE
--I said what?

She regains some control, pleads.

PATRICIA
You said don’t buy them unless they 
are on sale and they weren’t on 
sale and I waited cuz we still had 
one left and you ate it yesterday 
and I went out this morning and 
they still weren’t on sale.

She slumps, collapses, exhausted on the floor. Eddie 
deflates, a troubling hum in his ears muffles her words. He’s 
satisfied, despondent.

EDDIE
I said that? I mean. I said that.

The ringing in his ears drowns her sobs. Eddie firmly rubs 
her shoulders but doesn’t help her up. He stands, muses, 
calmly and pointedly decides.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
I gotta run to the store.

He leaves. Patricia’s hands cover her face, tears stream down 
her cheek.

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE - DAY

Eddie backs his truck into the driveway. He walks around and 
grabs some grocery bags from the passenger seat.

A glance down the street, he sees the TINTED CAR, parked 
across the street, facing against traffic. Exhaust rises from 
the tailpipe.

Eddie hurriedly walk inside.
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INT. KITCHEN – DAY

Eddie hastily drops the grocery bags on the kitchen table and 
grabs the wall phone.

He dials 9-1-1.

OPERATOR (V.O.)
Police. Dispatch operator 7E.

EDDIE
Hi, I live at 718 Lynn Street.

There’s a suspicious vehicle. It was here the other night.

OPERATOR (V.O.)
What’s the vehicle description?

EDDIE
Chevy Impala, Dark Blue, Tinted 
Windows. License plate starts with 
7E. I forgot the rest.

OPERATOR (V.O.)
Ok. We’ll forward to dispatch and 
we will send someone out shortly.

Eddie hurriedly puts away a few items from the grocery bag. 
His pace slows, his gaze loses focus, becomes rudderless.

He slowly takes a can of Green Giant sweet kernel corn from 
the bag, rises to eye level about to place in the cupboard.

Time stops. He freezes, stares at something far in the 
distance.

It’s fuzzy, but a green giant looks at him. The giant’s 
friendly demeanor darkens. Eddie’s face grows dark and 
twists. His trance rolls.

A soft hum of electricity conceals approaching footsteps.

His eyes slightly shift from Space towards the dark giant. 
The dark giant shifts weight from foot to foot. 

His eyes are almost upon the fuzzy green warbling figure. The 
giant’s mouth opens to say something.

PATRICIA
Honey.

Eddie jumps, and snaps back. The can falls to the counter, 
rolls to the floor. The whining stops.
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He shudders a little, wonders, a blank expression, puzzled 
and muses.

He scans and sees Patricia. A warm smile.

PATRICIA (CONT’D)
I got it. Thanks for stopping.

She picks the can from the floor. Eddie casts a glance as she 
puts it away. He wanders to--

LIVING ROOM

--the living room, and stares out the window at the TINTED 
CAR. He presses his forehead and both hands flat against the 
glass.

The car turns on makes a slow U-turn, and drives away.

Eddie watches the car drive past. There’s no police.

Eddie peels his face from the window and squints in wonder. 
He returns to—

KITCHEN

--the kitchen. Almost a question.

EDDIE
Funny.

PATRICIA
You okay, hun? I picked up your 
refill.

Patricia folds the grocery bags, eyes him carefully. A 
question on her lips.

Eddie doesn’t answer, steps closer. She sees his blank gaze. 
Her hands slow, freeze.

Eddie’s eyes sideways, a scowl, he raises his arm.

Her face registers fear. She braces, raises her arms to 
shield her head.

He thumbs towards the living room, quizzically sees her 
defensive posture, wonders, dismisses. She gasps in relief.
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EDDIE
Well, I called the police to check 
out a strange car. It’s been 
sitting on our street a few times.

Just after I called, the car left.

Patricia lowers her arms, a short nerve-relieving breath, 
fidgets with the grocery bags.

A nervous whisper somewhat conceals her choppy breaths.

PATRICIA
That’s what they are supposed to 
do.

EDDIE
No. The police didn’t come out.

She regrets even before she finishes.

PATRICIA
Are you sure?

Eddie’s voice resonates.

EDDIE
Of course, I’m sure. What do you 
think, I’m making it up?

PATRICIA
I. I only meant. Maybe they came 
before you looked. Or maybe that 
was the police.

Patricia nervously forces a smile and takes a small step 
back. She places the folded bags on the counter next to a 
small stack of mail. She’s unsure on eggshells.

PATRICIA (CONT’D)
You said to give these to you 
Unopened when they arrive. These 
came today.

She picks up the mail and squeamishly offers it to him. They 
are bills, the one on the top red stamped “Delinquent.”

Eddie sees and offers a crooked smile. He gently takes them 
from her, eye contact and a smile.

EDDIE
Sure is. I’ll put them in shredder. 
Or maybe I’ll give These to the VA 
next time.
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Eddie stares to the distance, visualizes something terrible.

Patricia pauses, relieved the warning directed elsewhere.

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE - DAY

Eddie and Canadian Dave at the curb relax and drink Keystone 
beer.

CANADIAN DAVE
Another beautiful day.

EDDIE
Couldn’t ask for more.

Eddie sees the DIRTY HOUSE garage is open.

CANADIAN DAVE
Coors Light, to Keystone.
In another week we’ll be drinking 
the Beast.

EDDIE
Dare you speak in blasphemy of the 
Beast!

Eddie smiles and grow distant, his face expressionless. 
Canadian Dave notices, stares, and casually decides.

CANADIAN DAVE
Hey!

Eddie jumps.

CANADIAN DAVE (CONT’D)
Man, you always wander off. Where 
do you go?

EDDIE
I what?

Eddie, puzzled, has no idea. Canadian Dave casts a worried 
glance, then dismisses.

CANADIAN DAVE
Oh. Nothing. Better get his lights 
on before he kills someone.

EDDIE
What?

Canadian Dave nods his beer down the street towards an 
approaching 4x4 truck with only its running lights on.
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The DIRTY HOUSE garage door closes.

The 4x4 slowly rumbles closer to Eddie and Canadian Dave.

Eddie looks through the tinted window and sees a shadowy 
driver, looking right at him. Eddie blinks, the driver looks 
ahead.

The 4x4’s headlights turn on as it disappears around a 
corner. Eddie stares distant where it was just a moment ago, 
contemplates something dark.

CANADIAN DAVE
What do you think they are up to?

Canadian Dave sees Eddie has checked out and studies his 
scowl.

CANADIAN DAVE (CONT’D)
Hey.

Eddie’s eyes flutter a little.

CANADIAN DAVE (CONT’D)
I said--

EDDIE
--probably the same as the rest of 
us. Either baking girl scout 
cookies, or just surviving.

CANADIAN DAVE
Whatever it is, I’m starting to 
wish they did is elsewhere.

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – DAY

A sweat drenched and red-faced Eddie pulls his F-150, windows 
down, into the driveway and screeches to a stop.

The truck jumps. He spots the TINTED CAR, and his mood 
worsens. His forearm wipes his brow and he dries it on his 
single pocket drab olive green guyabera.

EDDIE
Mutherfucker.

He slams a hand on the steering wheel, exits, whips the door 
shut and stomps inside.
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INT. EDDIES MODEST BEDROOM – DAY

Eddie opens the closet, fishes his hand on the top shelf. At 
eye level, are several sealed boxes of prescription 
medication.

Eddie pulls a black plastic case from the shelf and places it 
on the bed.

The case has a combination lock, he quickly opens, exposes a 
PISTOL.

Eddie grips the pistol, expertly loads a full magazine, 
conducts a tactical check. Yes, guns ready.

He tucks it into his waistband, and storms out.

EXT. STREET – DAY

Eddie marches directly towards TINTED CAR. As he gets near, 
he reaches for the pistol grip. The driver’s window rolls 
down.

Eddie slows his approach.

An elbow lay across the open window, a shaven man dons a fly-
fishing vest, casts a wayward eye, he is – JASON LE, 30, 
Asian, fastidious crack-up.

Jason slowly leans, cranes his neck to fully see Eddie, 
flashes a big fake warm smile.

JASON
Mr. Eddie V. How’s it going?

Eddie stops a safe distance away, moves his hand from his 
pistol to his hip.

EDDIE
Who--

JASON
Thank you for not calling the cops. 
This time. They know.

EDDIE
What?

JASON
Our teams working here. Been a few 
weeks. As a courtesy. Gotta keep 
them in the loop. 
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For when local citizenry become 
concerned. No surprises, right?

EDDIE
So, you’re a cop.

JASON
No. Do I look like a cop?

Jason gives himself a once-over, shrugs, muses, nope.

JASON (CONT’D)
Maybe I guess. Federal. But same 
idea.

EDDIE
Alright.

JASON
Here’s my card. Call me before you 
call them.

Jason offers Eddie a business card and nods to Eddie’s gun.

JASON (CONT’D)
It’s a good idea to keep your piece 
inside. Those things are dangerous. 
Wouldn’t want anything bad to 
happen.

EDDIE
I was in the Army.

JASON
Yeah. I know. Call me whenever. 
It’s good to have an extra set of 
eyes on the street. Right, 
Sergeant?

Eddie peps up and stands a little straighter.

EDDIE
Sure. Will do.

JASON
Now, if you’ll excuse me.

Jason rolls up the window and drives away.

Eddie looks long at the DIRTY HOUSE, saunters, and looks down 
at the business card: Jason Lo, Special Agent DEA.

EDDIE
Pretty cool.
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Eddie wonders, dreams and smiles.

INT. ESTEEMED GOVERNENT AGENCY LOBBY – DAY

A flamboyant high-end casually dressed Jason calmly pleads 
with befuddled Eddie.

JASON
You called and asked to meet, I 
thought you’d have something. For 
me.

EDDIE
Listen.

JASON
You know, we’re in the intelligence 
gathering business, not the giving 
business. I don’t do charity work.

EDDIE
Look, I live here. With my family.
You don’t understand. I deserve to 
know what’s going on in my 
neighborhood.

JASON
When you served, in the morning did 
the general wake you up with a 
pastry and fresh coffee and ask 
where you’d like to invade today?

EDDIE
No.

JASON
NO. No, of course not. It just 
doesn’t work that way.

EDDIE
What can you tell me?

JASON
I can’t tell you anything. But hey, 
you’re not an idiot. You can figure 
it out.

Eddie red faced.

EDDIE
Idiot? I spotted you. Who leaves 
their car running? Real covert.
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Jason sees Eddie’s mood worsen, studies him, decides.

JASON
I said Not and Idiot. Besides you 
either park on target, get great 
video, engine off and sweat like a 
pig, or you park several doors 
down, see a little less, and stay 
cool. It’s pretty hot out, right?
Which would you pick?

EDDIE
Still.

JASON
Yeah, we had teams out there 24x7, 
for three weeks, in six different 
cars. Did you spot them?

EDDIE
I know the house.

JASON
Yeah. You don’t know anything.

EDDIE

JASON
We watch plenty of houses. We watch 
to learn. It doesn’t mean anyone 
has done anything wrong.

EDDIE
What if they did?

JASON
You know where I work and what we 
do. If there’s a problem, then we 
will take care of it, and soon. 
Stay clear. Call me if you have 
Something for ME. I’m not running a 
talk show. Okay?

EDDIE
Yeah, alright.

Jason walks from the conversation, swipes his ID at a badge 
reader and enters his office.  Eddie stands alone in the 
lobby stares at the floor in front of him.
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EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – NIGHT

Darkness. The moderate humming sound of electricity.

DANIEL (O.S.)
Dad. Dad.

HANNAH (O.S.)
Mom said don’t touch him when he 
gets this way.

DANIEL (O.S.)
I’m not. Just--

Eddie’s POV, fuzzy shapes and figures and distorted echoes 
become clear.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
--let me wake him.

Daniel waves his hand in front of Eddie’s face. Eddie doesn’t 
flinch.

Daniel shakes the lawn chair, Eddie sways, then rocks, his 
glazed eyes focus and dart.

DANIEL (CONT’D)
You see, he’s awake.

Daniel and Hannah get back on their bikes.

Eddie blinks a few times, sits up a little, and looks around. 
He examines the unopened beer can in his hand.

The kids drop their bikes and return to an expansive and 
colorful unfinished sidewalk chalk project.

Eddie looks up, he’s been staring at the DIRTY HOUSE. He 
stares, holds, the fog bank drifts in, his eyes glaze.

Canadian Dave waves his hand in Eddie’s face.

CANADIAN DAVE
Hello, anyone in there?

EDDIE
Sorry. Just thinking.

CANADIAN DAVE
I doubt that. You can sleep all you 
want when your dead.
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EDDIE
I’m not asleep. Don’t worry, the 
kids keep me moving.

CANADIAN DAVE
You look like your waiting for 
something to happen.

EDDIE
For the grass to grow.

CANADIAN DAVE
Your lawn took over 2nd place on 
the South side of the street. 
Looking pretty green-ish yellow. 
Keep it up, I may hire a gardener.

Canadian Dave nods at both lawns as his is the nicest lawn on 
their side of the street.

EDDIE
How’s everything?

CANADIAN DAVE
Off to Vons, just need a few 
things. Need anything?

EDDIE
Uh. Yeah. Avaca— Uh. No. Never 
mind.

Eddie looks helpless, confused, his eyes swim.

Canadian Dave dismisses, lumbers towards his car, and casts a 
concerned look at Eddie.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Great ride. Just like I had in high 
school. 

Eddie resumes a stare at the DIRTY HOUSE.

The kids continue to chalk.

Canadian Dave drives away. Eddie’s eyes settle on a 
particularly out-of-place car. He wonders, considers and 
stands.

He slowly approaches the car, then quicken the pace. There’s 
someone in the driver’s seat. Eddie almost upon it.

Eddie pivots to full field of view, in a gotcha moment, sees 
the car is empty. Eddie deflates, looks around at some other 
cars.
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Eddie selects another car, and walks up a little faster, and 
again the car is empty.

He stands, and stares at the two other cars on the street, he 
dashes upon them both.

The kids stop coloring and watch Eddie. A moment.

DANIEL
What’s dad doing?

HANNAH
Dad stuff.

They return to coloring. Daniel uses blue and red chalk to 
draw stick figures of an angry man slashing, a figure on the 
ground.

Eddie stands in the middle of the street, panicked breaths, 
hands clasped behind his head. He stares long at the DIRTY 
HOUSE.

Eddie sees an empty driveway, blinds drawn, no lights, empty 
mailbox, yard unkept but barren.

EDDIE
You’re still in there.

INT. ORDER LINE LOCAL COFFEE SHOP - MORNING

Jason looks fabulous as he stands in line, excited to place 
an order. He scans the crowd, smiles and nods to everyone.

His pocketed phone vibrates, without checking CallerID, 
answers.

JASON
Hello?

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Eddie paces. He’s a wreck.

INTERCUT between Jason and Eddie.

EDDIE
Agent Lo?

JASON
That depends. Who is calling?
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EDDIE
It’s Eddie, I was by your office 
six weeks ago.

JASON
Alright?

EDDIE
You were watching a house on my 
street.

JASON
That’s not helping. What street?

EDDIE
I snuck up on you.

The barista summons Jason to the order counter.

JASON
(To barista)

I’ll have the Tessoro. Large, with 
extra cream and sugar.

EDDIE
What?

Jason shuffles to the Pay counter.

JASON
No, no, not you. Yeah, YEAH.
Hey Sarge, how are things? Got 
something for me?

EDDIE
Well, that’s why I was calling.

JASON
Yeah? Hold on.

Jason fishes a note-pad and pen from his pocket.

JASON (CONT’D)
And, go. Whachoo got?

EDDIE
Well, nothing. Nothing going on.

JASON
Uhhh.

EDDIE
I thought you guys were going to 
hit the house.
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JASON
Hit? The house? I never said 
anything like that. If you 
misunderstood our conversation, 
that’s on you.

Jason at the payment counter, deftly swaps his note-pad for a 
credit card.

JASON (CONT’D)
(To barista).
Tessoro, medium. No, no pastry.

Jason plugs his credit card into the POS terminal.

EDDIE
You’re still working, I mean 
investigating, right?

JASON
Yeah, no. There’s no investigation. 
We had an allegation, we reviewed 
it, it was unfounded, we closed it. 
No investigation.

EDDIE
No investigation? You guys were out 
there for weeks? You saw nothing?

JASON
No one said we were out there for 
weeks.

EDDIE
You did!

Eddie stews and Jason considers, realizes, remembers he told 
Eddie Something.

JASON
Ok, ok, listen. I have a dozen 
cases, hundreds of allegations to 
follow up on. We prioritize, 
triage, and work cases we can 
solve.

Eddie fumes.

EDDIE
What’s that mean? This is too much 
work for you to make my 
neighborhood safe?
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JASON
I’m just saying at this time it’s a 
police issue. You know, they Serve 
and Protect. We Enforce.
Used to be a time when a guy 
smuggling 200lbs a week was a great 
case. Today, can’t even get it 
prosecuted.

EDDIE
That sounds like a lot.

JASON
It does until you meet the guy 
smuggling a ton in a boat. Then his 
friend who smuggles 10 tons in 
trailer. Small fish die in small 
ponds.

EDDIE
Small fish? It’s my pond.

JASON
Listen, you leave them alone, and 
they leave YOU alone. The last 
thing they want is trouble. Someone 
dies, they know the Feds come in IN 
FORCE.

EDDIE
Sorry. Dies? Then you come in?
Leave THEM alone. You’re telling me 
I have to coexist with fucking drug 
dealers?

JASON
Alleged drug dealers. At some point 
it will self-correct. There lease 
will expire. They’ll change 
locations to avoid detection. Maybe 
make so much damn money they’ll 
relocate to Cabo.

EDDIE
This is bullshit. You’re the Feds. 
The local police won’t do anything, 
maybe issue them a parking 
citation.

JASON
Hey, it’s called the WAR on Drugs 
for a reason. It’s not expected to 
be easy. Cheap. Fast. Over anytime 
soon.
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EDDIE
The Gulf War was over in four days.

JASON
Well, the 100-year war lasted… 
Well, you know.

Eddie ends the call. Jason looks down at the phone, picks up 
his coffee at the counter, as if the entire conversation was 
routine.

EDDIE
Fucker.

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE - NIGHT

The kids exit the garage, hop on their bikes begin to ride. 
Eddie trails, eyes the kids, glances up the street, sees 
nothing unusual, and sighs.

Eddie seeks a distraction, sees some weeds, picks one, then 
another, quickly a handful. 

A low rumble of a 4x4 as it approaches.

Unaware Daniel swerves into the street. The 4x4 brakes squeak 
as it stops short. Eddie hears and jumps. Daniel swerves 
around the large tires. 

Hannah sees the stopped 4x4, decides, and crosses in front.

Alerted Eddie races over. 

The 4x4 engine rumbles, the wheels begin to turn.

Eddie lunges to the front of the truck, hand to hood, beams 
at the driver.

EDDIE
(To his daughter)

Honey, you okay?

Eddie shouts and waves angrily.

The window rolls down, keen eyes glare, he is—CHUI, 30, cut-
throat, bling and flash. 

Condescending Chui smiles inquisitively.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Really? Slow the fuck down!
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Chui glares at Eddie’s hand on the hood. A slight scowl, his 
jaw hangs. Eddie feels uncomfortable and lifts his hand off, 
wipes it on his pants. 

Chui’s calm gaze glides to meet Eddies angry brow.

Eddie steps away, closer to Hannah, a hand to her bike, 
breaks his gaze with Chui.

CHUI
Hey. Sorry mister. I’ll drive morer
slowly. You have a beautiful 
daughter. It’s good she wear a 
helmet.

Eddie calms and exhales, lowers his gaze, his voice follows.

EDDIE
Yeah. Just. Please. There are kids 
playing here. Ok?

CHUI
There’s no problem. Sir. Please 
enjoy your evening.

EDDIE
Hey, what’s your name?

Chui ignores Eddie, turns up Mariachi music, and looks ahead. 
The 4x4 engine rumbles.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
(Yells)

Your name?

Chui offers a slight wave as the window rises and the 4x4 
rolls forward.

Eddie wonders if Chui heard him, considers and decides. Eddie 
waves and nods.

Hannah resumes her ride. Eddie watches her and turns to 
glance at Chui.

Eddie sees Chui’s fake smile has been replaced with a cold, 
hard glare. Eddie stares, considers, and discomfort settles 
in.

The 4x4 backs into the DIRTY HOUSE driveway. The garage door 
rises. A Hispanic male exits the garage and walks the truck 
inside.

Chui and the male huddle close in the driveway and speak. The 
male glances straight at Eddie. Eddie’s jaw slackens.
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Both Chui and the male enter the garage, and the garage 
closes.

Eddie looks at his kids, concerned, then glares at the DIRTY 
HOUSE, with hate-filled contempt.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Eddie, eyes laser dangerous, jaw clenched tights, body 
ridged, ruggedly dressed for yard work rigors, strides 
towards the Dirty House.

Crouched Canadian Dave prunes hedges.

CANADIAN DAVE
Good morning!

Angry Eddie jumps, sees Canadian Dave, gives pause.

EDDIE
Crap, Dave. Gonna have to change my 
drawers.

CANADIAN DAVE
You sure you were in the Army?
The U.S. Army? You scare like maybe 
you served in the French military. 
Or the French Boy Scouts.

EDDIE
Ha, ha. Good one. Real funny.

CANADIAN DAVE
Where you going, all dressed up?

EDDIE
Just a walk. Wanted to see the 
runners up in the best yard 
contest.

CANADIAN DAVE
Well I think Gerbrands may be 
gaining ground. I saw him outside 
spitting Skoal the other day. That 
may help green the grass a little.

Eddie nervously shuffles weight from each foot and fidgets, 
scans the street. Canadian Dave continues to shear plants.

EDDIE
Yeah. Doubtful. I gotta go.
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Eddie unglues his feet, and intently walks and stands across 
from the DIRTY HOUSE. He pretends to check a neighbor’s lawn.

EXT. DIRTY HOUSE – DAY

Eddie sees the dark DIRTY HOUSE, blinds closed, a wooden 
front door, mail in the mail slot, trash barrels are 
alongside the house, near a wooden gate with a drop lock.

Eddie shuffles some dirt, looks sideways, and decides.

He walks up to the door and knocks and waits. No answer, no 
noise. He knocks louder, hears a faint sound. He pounds on 
the door, hears footsteps inside. 

INT. DIRTY HOUSE - DAY 

A man peaks through the broken blinds, he is—MIGUEL, 30, fat 
and lazy. He eyes Eddie top to bottom.

EXT. DIRTY HOUSE – DAY

A voice through the door.

MIGUEL (O.S.)
What?

EDDIE
Hi, it’s Eddie, your neighbor.

MIGUEL (O.S.)
What.

EDDIE
I’m your neighbor. I have a 
question.

MIGUEL (O.S.)
No.

Metal slides. The sound of a chain lock being manipulated.

Eddie anticipates the door is about to open. The sound of 
shuffling feet moving away.

Eddie stands for a moment, considers, and leaves.

INT. KITCHEN - DAY

Eddie sits at the table with a notepad and some crayons.
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He’s drawing a kindergarten sketch of the DIRTY HOUSE with 
crude stick figures of Chui and Eddie, the truck and van, a 
drawing much like what Daniel drew on the sidewalk.

Patricia walks by, cranes her neck to glimpse the drawing. 
Eddie coils, pulls the drawing close.

PATRICIA
Oh. Good. Finally doing something 
you were told. Art helps, right?

Eddie grumbles as his forehead creases.

PATRICIA (CONT’D)
You wanna start taking the med—

Eddie tenses, his hand freezes, he sits straight, glares and 
erupts.

EDDIE
You want to leave me the fuck
alone!

Patricia repels, eyes wide in terror, stumbles away.

Eddie scribbles.

INT. LIVING ROOM - DAY

Eddie looks out the window towards the DIRTY HOUSE with his 
open notebook.

The garage door closes.

Eddie marks the time on a page, divided in half by a hand-
drawn line. The amateur drawing features columns of the time 
and tic marks for occupants.

On opposing page, a depiction of events, Eddie, guns blazing, 
kicks down the front door, Chui and Miguel plead for their 
lives, Eddie shoots them, and Eddie leaves with a bag of 
money.

He looks out the window and smiles strangely.

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – NIGHT

Just past dusk, cloudy, and windy, the garage door open.

Eddie fiddles in darkness doing “garage stuff.” He’s donned 
make-shift tactical gear, his daughter’s bike helmet, some 
protective pads, his drab guyabera shirt.
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Family and TV sounds from inside the house.

Eddie checks his pistol, removes the clip, a safety check. He 
nervously fumbles and drops the final bullet. 

Eddie picks it up, tries to insert it backwards, realizes, 
then force-jams the clip into the pistol. He chambers a 
round, tucks the gun into his waistband.

He checks his watch, it reads 5:00. He presses start, 4:59, 
4:58.

EDDIE
This should be enough.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Eddie walks smartly, his heels clack, some ringing in his 
ears. He jogs, crosses the street, scans and sees nothing, 
continues.

EXT. DIRTY HOUSE – NIGHT

Eddie reaches the front door, listens, and knocks loudly. 
Nothing. He knocks louder, hears some noise, shuffling feet 
approach.

MIGUEL (O.S.)
Who is it?

EDDIE
Your neighbor. My cat ran into your 
backyard. Can I come in?

MIGUEL
Who. Cat?

EDDIE
Yes, my cat is in your backyard. 
Rather, my wife’s cat. Can I just 
go around and get him?

MIGUEL
No comprendo. Sorry.

EDDIE
I need my cat. If it’s easier, I’ll 
call the fire department.

MIGUEL
Police? No. Okay. Just use the side 
gate.
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EDDIE
(Quietly, to himself)

Sure, police. Idiot.
(Aloud)

Which side?

MIGUEL
A lado. Left side.

EDDIE
My left or yours.

MIGUEL
Left. Just left.

EDDIE
Ok.

Eddie, a sly smile, a scheming smirks, he spots something.

Eddie sees the red-beacon dot emitted from a surveillance 
camera, above the front door. His stomach pits.

He swallows, considers, takes a deep breath, and commits. He 
walks toward the side of the house.

He opens the gate, cautiously walks to the—

EXT. YARD – NIGHT

--backyard. Eddie sees windows covered with sheets.

Eddie sees a double glass slider with lateral blinds. There’s 
some light inside. Eddie looks, sees it’s an empty kitchen.

Eddie sees the slider lock, considers and decides.

EDDIE
(Soft call)

Mittens! Here Mittens…

Eddie pretends to playfully search the yard, gives up. He 
walks over and knocks loudly on the glass.

Seconds pass. 

Dirty garb Miguel appears at the door, peers into the 
darkness, sees Eddie’s, and opens the slider.

MIGUEL
(Curtly)

What?
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EDDIE
My cat. I can’t see it. So dark. 
Gato.

Eddie points around the brush.

MIGUEL
Gato.

Miguel scans the yard.

EDDIE
Do you have a flashlight?

MIGUEL
No bro. You need to go. Your cats 
not here.

Eddie casually steps close to Miguel

EDDIE
(Firmly)

Yes. But.
(Incensed)

I really need that cat!

Eddie pulls the pistol from his waistband, raises the gun to 
Miguel’s neck and pop, fires a Single Contact Shot.

Blood sprays and splatters wide. Miguel’s eyes go wide as 
falls backward in the doorway.

Eddie marches forward, stumbles over Miguel quivering body. 
Miguel reaches helplessly at his neck and paws at Eddie as he 
passes blood stains Eddie’s pants.

INT. KITCHEN - NIGHT

Eddie enters pistol at close-quarters, pauses, scans for 
movement and listens.

He raises the pistol to chest level and moves. He wipes his 
sweat covered brow and takes a series of short controlled 
breaths.

CHUI (O.S.)
Hey! HEY! What the fuck?

Eddie freezes.

CHUI (O.S.) (CONT’D)
Nacho? Miguel? What the fuck?
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VOICE (O.S.)
What? Yo Miguel?

CHUI
What? What the fuck you idiotas!
Keep the fucken noise down.

Footsteps approach, heavy work boots.

VOICE (O.S.)
Yo bro… you drop the pasta?

Eddie eases flush against the wall, prepares to ambush.

That voice belongs to NACHO, 30, brute caveman. Nacho 
saunters in, scans, sees dead Miguel, the blood, the open 
door, realizes, his eyes go wide. 

Nacho gasps, turns and--

A gunshot. Point blank. Eddie shoots Nacho in the head. 
Nacho’s brain pieces fly into the wall, his body strikes 
ground with a heavy thud.

BEDROOM

Chui sits on a bare bed surrounded by papers, money, and a 
SILVER DESERT EAGLE.

CHUI
Nacho? Miguel?

Chui suspects, grabs the gun, silently to his feet, gun up.

KITCHEN

Eddie flush against the wall makes his way towards the 
hallway.

A gun racks. Eddie freezes at the familiar sound.

BEDROOM

Chui chambered a round, now two-hands hold the entirely too 
large gun.

KITCHEN

Eddie grinds his teeth, commits, and takes another cautious 
step into the—
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HALLWAY

--dark and narrow hallway.

BEDROOM

Chui quietly shuffles towards the ajar bedroom door. He 
listens, eyes the window, the money, then the door.

HALLWAY

Eddie eyes four doors, two closed, one wide open, and one 
slightly ajar. Each footstep makes some noise.

Eddie passes the two closed doors and focuses on the open 
door.

BEDROOM

Chui, shoulder to the closed door, exhales, and listens, and 
looks at the floor and sees a shadow cast from under the 
door. The shadow moves.

HALLWAY

Eddie sees under the closed door a secondary shadow moves.

Eddie straightens his arm carrying the pistol and hunches 
down to lower his profile.

BEDROOM

Chui readies, flings the door open and leaps into the—

HALLWAY

Eddie DROPS to the floor.

CHUI
Ahhhh!

Both fire. Chui’s twisted head cranes way. Eddie’s eyes 
squint, an arm covers his face.

The BOOM from Chui’s hand cannon drowns out Eddies pistol.

Chui’s bullet tears into the wall high and to the right of 
Eddie.
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Eddie’s round hits Chui’s collarbone. Chui falls against the 
wall.

Eddie composes and shoots Chui in the throat.

Chui slumps as blood spews.

Eddie gasps, stands, and approaches, still aimed in. He sees 
Chui’s finger death grip on the trigger.

EDDIE
Almost. Close.

Eddie steps to Chui’s side, and dying Chui’s eyes follow. He 
pulls the Desert Eagle from Chui’s grip, studies the BLACK 
HAND tattoo on Chui’s forearm. Chui’s eye’s still.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
So, I heard you guys don’t like 
banks?

Eddie scans Chui, looks at his jewelry, sees rings and the 
watch, dismisses. He squats and checks Chui’s pockets finding 
nothing, and stands, contemplates.

BEDROOM

Eddie enters and sees on the bed, in piles, stacks, bands, 
and strewn about, is $200,000.

EDDIE
The mother lode. Nice doing 
business with you there, Mex!

Eddie grabs one of several duffel bags from the floor and 
stuffs the money inside. Eddie smiles.

He walks the rest of the house.

KITCHEN

Eddie sees the stove is On, a pan of caked thin spaghetti 
cooks. A jar of pasta sauce and sprinkle cheese on a table, 
and three plastic bowls and sporks are nearby.

Eddie sees piles on piles of marijuana on the floor.

Eddie finds a couple older revolvers and a shotgun, examines 
and discards. Eddie finds a Tec-9, smiles, takes it.
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GARAGE

Eddie enters the garage and looks through the trucks, finds 
some cash and leaves it.

EDDIE
Everyone loves Italian Night!

Eddie searches.

BEDROOM

Eddie tosses the mattress, items in the closet, and drawers.

In the top dresser drawer, Eddie sees Something, and picks it 
up.

He examines hand sized gold medallion, with diamonds, a 
Mexican Mafia SYMBOL, a gold eagle with diamond eyes, a gold 
snake with ruby eyes, atop a flaming circle over crossed 
knives.

EDDIE
This has gotta be worth a few 
bucks.

The Eddie takes the SYMBOL and put it into the BLACK DUFFEL 
BAG.

Eddie’s watch beeps. He pauses, considers, and quickly walks 
towards—

TV MONITOR IN THE FOYER

--the front door.

Eddie sees the TV monitor: a live image of outside the front 
door. He considers, decides, grabs the monitor and smashes it 
on the floor, pulls the wire from the walls. 

He kicks the monitor, no damage, pains his foot.

Eddie cautiously opens the door, scans and exits.

EXT. STREET – NIGHT

Eddie walks home, hears his footsteps clearly clack.
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EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – NIGHT

The garage door open. Eddie secretes the BLACK DUFFEL BAG on 
a work shelf behind random boxes. Eddie checks his watch. 
It’s been seven minutes since he began.

EDDIE
Not what I wanted, but not a bad 
payday.

Eddie presses the button to close the garage door. As the 
garage door closes, Eddie opens the interior door, light 
floods in, noise of kids playing, and Eddie enters.

LATER

Eddie digs shallow hole in side yard, buries the BLACK DUFFEL 
BAG. He takes out about 20 - $100. He eyes the SYMBOL, holds, 
zips the bag shut, and buries with dirt.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Some neighbors are on the sidewalk near the DIRTY HOUSE and 
they chat, look and point. A few uniformed police officers 
mill about canvass neighbors.

Canadian Dave stands and watches from his yard. Eddie sees 
him and approaches.

A cop asks a neighbor questions. The neighbor shakes his 
head.

EDDIE
What’s going on?

CANADIAN DAVE
Crazy shit. You know the house down 
the street? The Mexican house.

EDDIE
Yeah, down there.

CANADIAN DAVE
Not good. Neighbor was concerned 
about a bad smell. Thought maybe 
there was a gas leak.

EDDIE
Shit, gas?
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CANADIAN DAVE
Wait. Knocked, no one answered. She 
was worried about a fire, so
she knew the landlord and called 
over. Landlord blew her off a 
couple times until she said she’d 
call the fire department. I think 
he was worried about a bill from 
the fire guys. So, he comes by, 
finds THREE dead bodies, a bunch of 
drugs, guns. Sounds like gang 
stuff.

Eddie poorly feigns shock.

EDDIE
Jesus!

CANADIAN DAVE
Yep.

EDDIE
What did the police say?

CANADIAN DAVE
The police? They don’t know shit. 
They’re asking questions. You know, 
if anyone saw anything.

EDDIE
Did anyone?

CANADIAN DAVE
I don’t know. Sounds like it was a 
robbery. Or a hit, some kind of 
message.

EDDIE
Why?

CANADIAN DAVE
I’ve watched a lot of cop shows. A 
rival gang would have taken 
everything and probably done more 
than shot the guys. I guess a $100k
4x4 was still in the garage. You 
know, you’ve seen it. Big tires, 
lots of chrome…. A robbery, they’d 
taken that too.

EDDIE
Definitely.

A uniformed police officer approaches. Eddie looks away.
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POLICE OFFICER #1
Gentlemen, I guess news travels 
fast. Either of you know the 
deceased?

EDDIE
(Nods to Canadian Dave)

Ask him, he knows everyone.

The officer wonders, eyes the ground. Canadian Dave flusters, 
and laughs nervously.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Do you know the residents?

CANADIAN DAVE
No, no. I only the neighbors I care 
to know.

POLICE OFFICER #1
So, you don’t know them. Ever spoke 
with them?

CANADIAN DAVE
No.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Ever see anything unusual at the 
house in the past week?

CANADIAN DAVE
No.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Have you ever even seen them?

CANADIAN DAVE
Well, no. Not really.

(Nods to Eddie)
But he has.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Ok. What’s your name?

EDDIE
Honestly officer. I’ve only seen 
them in passing.

POLICE OFFICER #1
In passing?
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EDDIE
Well, he almost ran over my 
daughter. We. We had words. I 
guess.

The police officer uses a small note-pad to scribble down 
something.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Ok. How long ago?

EDDIE
Maybe 2, 3 weeks ago.

POLICE OFFICER #1
Tell me what happened?

EDDIE
Well, it was the guy in the 4x4. I 
don’t know his name. I just asked 
him to slow down. That’s it.

POLICE OFFICER #1
That was it? No physical 
confrontation?

EDDIE
No. I mean yes. That was it.

POLICE OFFICER #1
I’ll just your full name, contact 
information.  One of the detectives 
may want to talk to you.

EDDIE
Why?

POLICE OFFICER #1
Because there are three dead bodies 
just down the street. No one knows 
or has seen anything. That’s why.

EDDIE
Do I need lawyer?

POLICE OFFICER #1
Why would you need a lawyer?
The detectives would just want to 
show you photos, ask some 
questions. It would be quick. 
They’ll be in touch.

Eddie scribbles down his information and hands it over.
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The police officer huffs, and walks back towards a marked 
car.

Eddie looks shaken. Canadian Dave muses.

CANADIAN DAVE
Uhh. What’s his problem?

Eddie stares at the ground, he’s troubled, and contemplates.

INT. BEST BUY - DAY

Eddie smiles and hums as he shops flat screen TV, considers 
one on sale for $350. An associate, 20, useless but tries, 
walks over smiling too much.

ASSOCIATE
Hi, welcome to Best Buy. That’s a 
great TV. And a great price too.

EDDIE
Yeah, I like it.

ASSOCIATE
Can I run it for you?

EDDIE
No, not today. Well, maybe.
Need to check with my wife first.

Eddie sees surveillance camera and monitor in the adjacent 
aisle. The camera resembles the one from house. Eddie sees 
the camera, a monitor. Eddie sees the box, and muses.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Hey, do you know anything about 
these cameras?

ASSOCIATE
Yes, sure do. They are very 
popular. And, very affordable. Plug 
and Play easy install.

They walk over and the associate presents the system like 
it’s a new car.

Eddie points to the hard drive.

EDDIE
What’s this box for?
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ASSOCIATE
That’s the hard drive. For storage. 
You know. That’s the camera, takes 
the picture, that the monitor, so 
you can see what is in front of the 
cameras, and the hard drive saves 
all the video.

EDDIE
All the video?

ASSOCIATE
Yes, for up to 30 days. There’s an 
online cloud storage option too.
You can save a full year. If you 
have reason to.

Eddie stares long at his feet, his hand shakes, lips tremble.

EDDIE
Does it always save?

ASSOCIATE
Yes, it’s very reliable when 
programmed.

Eddie drags his feet, considers, the Associates voice wanes, 
a buzzing fills Eddie’s ears. Eddie stumbles, the landscape 
sways, Eddie is dizzy.

INT. POLICE DEPARTMENT OFFICE – DAY

A sure-footed suited detective forces a wry smile, he is 
MUELLER, 50, lean and melancholy.

Mueller leads Eddie into his office; another detective stands 
ready, he is ALLEN, 40, silent hawk, disinterred with a note-
pad at the ready.

MUELLER
Have a seat.

Motions to a chair situated aside the desk, not across.

EDDIE
Thanks. No donuts?

Eddie sits, looks precariously at the unwavering detectives 
who ignored his donut remark.
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MUELLER
This is Detective Allen. Thank you 
for coming down. We offered to come 
to you.

EDDIE
No, it’s no problem. I can’t say as 
if I wanted you hanging around my 
house. I’m not sure what I can do 
for you. But. What’s up?

MUELLER
Not surprisingly. We have a few 
questions. Of course, related to 
the three dead bodies, no idea who 
two are. The third--

Mueller shows Eddie an 8x10 booking photo of Chui.

MUELLER (CONT’D)
Was positively identified from 
prints as Cheverra Gonzalez, known 
in gang circles as “Chui.”

EDDIE
Gang circles?

Eddie taps the photo.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
Yeah, I’ve seen this guy.

MUELLER
You’ve done more than seen him.

Eddie freezes, unsure, and fidgets. Both detectives notice 
and muse.

MUELLER (CONT’D)
Hey, listen. I don’t think THIS has 
anything to do with the incident. 
You know, these guys drive like 
retards – probably have accidents 
all over town. I’m just glad you 
child was okay.

Eddie’s face relaxes, he deeply exhales.

EDDIE
Yeah, yeah. No. Right. I mean you 
never know, right. Crazy.
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MUELLER
Well, this has the makings of a 
professional hit. You know. Like a 
Siccario.

EDDIE
Professional? A professional did 
this.

Eddie smiles, fights to suppress it, and loses.

MUELLER
The money is missing. Everyone is 
dead. Drug’s left behind. Heck, the 
Siccario even took the DVR – heck, 
I’m sure the guy had a mask, wore 
gloves, untraceable weapon. But 
shit. Even took the DVR.

EDDIE
A professional?

MUELLER
Well, it’s not uncommon. The word 
on the street was this was a stash 
house, used by small time mules to 
break up bales of marijuana. It was 
protected by the Mexican Mafia. Or 
at least, the crew who ran it, 
kicked up to them.

EDDIE
Protected?

MUELLER
Well yeah. Just the old Al Capone
days. If these guys want to 
operate, they need to pay up to a 
gang. We heard from a snitch this 
place was protected. The medallian 
is missing.

EDDIE
What’s that?

ALLEN
Each gang has their own indicia, 
logo, sign. The Mexican Mafia has a 
Mexican National emblem with a 
snake and eagle and flaming knives. 
Usually it’s crew has matching 
tattoos. The medallian shows your 
protected. You know. In case 
there’s trouble.
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EDDIE
Trouble with other gangs?

ALLEN
Well, yes.

EDDIE
Who’d want to mess with the Mexican 
Mafia?

MUELLER
Well, they fight with every other 
gang. And there’s no shortage. 
Their biggest rival is the MS-13. 
But they both work pretty hard to 
avoid fighting each other.

ALLEN
Yeah, they both know if they start 
killing each other, and a turf war 
breaks out, the Feds will jump in. 
Gang suppression, and they’ll lose 
a lot of their top brass.

EDDIE
(Scoffs)

I’ve heard that. Takes a bunch of 
deaths to get the Feds to give a 
rat’s ass.

ALLEN
Well we don’t yet know who the 
Siccario worked for, but I’m sure 
we will learn soon enough.

EDDIE
How’s that?

ALLEN
Well the Mexican Mafia PROTECTED 
this house. If they want to keep 
their name strong, they’ll need to 
retaliate against those 
responsible. Plus, they’ll want 
their medallion back.

Eddie gulps to clear dry mouth.

EDDIE
Well. How will they know who was 
responsible?
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MUELLER
There are snitches everywhere.
Word will soon leak about who 
ordered the hit, someone will claim 
responsibility. Or, heck. You know, 
maybe the Siccario didn’t take the 
DVR, and the Mexican Mafia guys 
grabbed it?

Mueller and Allen share a Eureka moment with each other.

Eddie’s eyes show shock and he tries to hide it.

ALLEN
I mean, yeah. YEAH. How much shit
could one Siccario carry? Heck, it 
took us a week to find the bodies. 
The Mafia check the house every day 
and knew four days ago about the 
hit.

MUELLER
Yeah, they come in, find their 
people dead, the money and 
MEDALLIAN missing, and the DVR’s
there, HECK YEAH, they are going to 
watch it to see that mutherfucker!

ALLEN
The monitor was smashed. He smashed 
the monitor…

MUELLER
The fuckin Siccario smashed the 
monitor and thought it was the 
recorder! Must be someone from the 
backwash they brought in.

ALLEN
Still, he probably had a mask on.

MUELLER
Yeah, but mask, s-mask. Biometrics. 
Everyone walks different. Height. 
Weight. Build. The Israelis use new 
software that makes positive 
identification from tracking 
peoples shoulder to foot movement 
when they walk.

ALLEN
Man, that’s nuts.
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MUELLER
It’s a small circle. Of Hitmen.

MUELLER (CONT’D)
Eddie, sorry about that. We got off 
topic.

Muller looks at Eddie, recognizes that Eddie, suddenly, 
doesn’t look well.

MUELLER (CONT’D)
Eddie, you okay? We didn’t mean to 
upset you.

EDDIE
Yeah, I’m fine. Aren’t you going to 
solve it?

ALLEN
Well, we don’t try too hard to 
solve these. It’s not like the 
victim’s families come forward, 
interview with the press, demand 
justice.

MUELLER
Heck, we’re not even really sure 
who these guys were, Fake DLs, 
prints don’t match any known 
individuals. Probably snuck across 
the border, and planned to someday 
sneak back out. Or maybe they don’t 
plan that far ahead…

ALLEN
Forward planning.

Allen beams at Eddie.

ALLEN (CONT’D)
They don’t teach that in the Army, 
do they? I was in the Marines 
myself.

EDDIE
Muscles are required, intelligence 
not essential. A Hitman. You say.

INT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – NIGHT

Eddie stuff the DIRTY HOUSE clothes inside a black plastic 
bag and places where he first hid the Black Bag.
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INT. LOCAL COFFEE SHOP – DAY

Dapper Jason sees musing Eddie approach and smiles. 

EDDIE
Thanks for meeting me.

JASON
Well, when you said coffee was on 
You. Of course, I make time. You 
know, if you HAD any real Intel, I 
could sign you up as a CI, and the 
agency would cover the latte, heck, 
lunch too. Maybe pay you a few 
bucks.

Jason tries to read Eddie’s reaction.

EDDIE
I’m not a confidential informant.

JASON
We’ll see. I could always use 
another. It looks good when 
promotion time comes.

EDDIE
Ahhhh. No.

JASON
You don’t sound sure. There’s good 
money in it. You need money, right?

EDDIE
Not for that.

JASON
Okay then. We’ll keep that option 
on the table.

Eddie shakes his head.

JASON (CONT’D)
So, what can I do for you?

EDDIE
I was wondering, and I don’t trust 
the Internet, Google Search, or the 
rest of that crap. The place on my 
street was run by the Mexican 
Mafia, right?

JASON
Allegedly. Well. Yes.
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EDDIE
And they fight with the MS-13.

JASON
Whoa. And you said you don’t trust 
the Internet.

EDDIE
(Laughs)

They both split up an area. They 
try to keep their WAR private, so 
You Guys don’t get involved, right?

JASON
Well, we ARE the big swinging dicks
in Gangland. But yes, generally. 
Rival gangs operate in different 
zip codes, or even on different 
blocks on the same street. The 
problem is when one side gets 
greedy, and encroaches on the 
others territory.

EDDIE
Ok. When that happens. A hitman
kills some guys, steals their 
money, a Medallion thing. How it 
balance out?

JASON
Well, just a guess. I’m not an 
expert. Wait. Scratch that. I’m THE 
expert. MS-13 will kill at least 4 
Mexican Mafia members, steal twice 
as much money, and get their 
MEDALLIAN back.

EDDIE
Ohhh.

JASON
For starters. Everyone losses in a 
turf war.

EDDIE
Really?

JASON
No shit. There’s a reason thing 
ESCALATE. It’s shit like this. 
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You don’t rob, hit, murder, your 
most dangerous foes, MINOR FUCKING
DRUG HOUSE, unless you seriously 
just want to tickle the BEAST, 
until he’s good and pissed off.

EDDIE
What it wasn’t the MS-13?

JASON
What? Then who? Who’d have the 
balls to pull something like this?
It’s a death wish.

EDDIE
But, what IF?

JASON
What? What are those idiot locals 
telling you?

EDDIE
What?

JASON
Listen. There’s a reason why you 
can be a cop right out of high 
school. The issue parking tickets. 
When the issue enough, they can 
play investigators. I do this for a 
living.

EDDIE
I can’t believe this…

JASON
Believe what? Go back to your good 
life. Kids, family. Just forget all 
about this.

EDDIE
I can’t.

JASON
Can’t. Yes, you can. Wake up 
tomorrow morning. It was all a bad 
fucking dream. I need my next 
paycheck. That’s the only reason 
I’m still dealing with this.
Those detectives. They got nothing 
going on. They are looking to make 
a case out of anything. You give 
them a stone, they’re making soup.
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EDDIE
Crazy shit. I still can’t believe 
this.

JASON
Shit. I can’t believe how good this 
coffee is.

EDDIE
What part of town are the MS-13
hanging in?

JASON
That’s classified.

EDDIE
(Looks disappointed)

Ohh…

JASON
(Laughs)

Just fucking with you. Cripes. It’s 
on the Internet. I think the local 
police have a map on their 
homepage. The Crazies run from the 
78 North – may dabble elsewhere.
Not in your swamp thought.

EDDIE
Alright. Good to know.
Thanks again!

EXT. STREET - DAY

Mid-day sun, blue sky and hot. Eddie sits in the lawn chair 
while the kids bike.

Eddie swats a fly then fans his face. A phalanx of crushed 
beer cans at his feet. He opens another, slightly raises the 
can, freezes, exhales, stares down the road.

The kid’s playful calls fade, a buzzing sound slowly fills 
his ears. He stares long at a spot in the distance curve 
centered in the street.

A refractive mirage makes the black top come alive. Like 
ripples in a puddle, oily and reflexive, they roll across the 
street. Peaceful slow lumps. Waves.

Eddie in a trance. The lumps grow taller, take on a human 
shape. Heads, shoulder, legs. They shift towards Eddie. The 
oily figures have rifles and march forward.
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Eddie squeezes the can, beer trickles over his hand, his 
other hand grips the armrest, white knuckled.

He stares eyes fill with terror, jaw clenched, neck tense. 
His body begins to shiver.

The oily figures read in line, kneel in unison, aim at Eddie. 
The ringing is palpable.

Eddie shakes, gripped by blind fear, beer pours over his hand 
from the crushed can, his finger nails dig deep into the 
armrest. They are about to shoot—AT HIM.

Eddie awakens as he cries in terror.

EDDIE
No!

He’s still in the moment, stumbles from the chair to the 
ground, stares where the oily assault weapon carrying 
soldiers just were.

The army is gone, there is nothing.

HANNAH
Mom. Dad’s dreaming again.

He sees the kids circle. A deep sharp jittery exhale.

Eddie shakes out of it, wipes tears from his eyes, from his 
sweat covered brow. He watches the kids peacefully circle.

EXT. BUSY LOCAL COFFE SHOP - DAY

Eddie sits at the most secluded table, a coffee in front of 
him, arms cross armed and intent.

Raff enters, scans and sees him, a small warm smile, he walks 
over.

RAFF
So, where’s mine?

EDDIE
Hey. It’s self-serve.

RAFF
(Observes)

Long line.

EDDIE
I called you to get your order.
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It went to voice mail.

RAFF
I’m old. Don’t hear it ring. Heck, 
I set it to vibrate, every time it 
goes off, I think it’s the BIG ONE.

Eddie clutches hands to chest.

EDDIE
Ha! I can wait. Get something. The 
coffee is great. They make is one 
cup at a time. I got the Tanzania 
Peaberry. Not too acidic.

RAFF
I’ll pass. I get jittery. Besides, 
I’m supposed to stay clear of ANY 
and ALL depressants AND stimulants. 
Cardiologist recommended.

EDDIE
Good for you!

RAFF
So, what do you got for me?

Raff takes a seat, hands on lap, and looks at Eddie and 
waits. Eddie looks down, keeps his gaze at his lap.

RAFF (CONT’D)
Soooo. I can tell this is gonna be 
good.

EDDIE
Do you know where I can find a MS-
13 slap house?

RAFF
I didn’t expect That good.

Raff, puzzled, considers, reluctantly decides.

RAFF (CONT’D)
There’s a few in our development.

Eddie surprised with Raff’s candor and leans in.

EDDIE
What’s the address?

RAFF
The address? I barely know my own 
address.
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EDDIE
I mean. Can you get me the address? 
Quietly.

RAFF
Mr. V. What the heck are you 
thinking?

EDDIE
No. No. Nothing. I just wanted to 
look at it.

RAFF
If you want to look at it. Why not 
do it safely from your couch. Go to 
Youtube.com, and type in “drug 
houses.” Call it a day.

EDDIE
I want to see a real one.

RAFF
It looks like every other house. 
Not a thing different. There’s 
nothing to see. And more 
importantly. You don’t want them to 
see you. Cuz, if they think you’re 
not minding your own business. They 
have no problem helping you out 
with that. And that won’t end well.

EDDIE
C’mon Raff. Just give me a couple 
addresses?

RAFF
Why? You want to give the info to 
the police, be a paid snitch?
The police already know about these 
places. So do the Feds.
They mind their own business, 
operate quietly, no one gets hurt, 
everyone looks the other way.

EDDIE
That’s the problem. Everyone is 
looking the other way. Do you 
realize how much money is in there?

RAFF
Ohh. There it is. About the money.
Just there’s a shit ton of money in 
there. Along with drugs, and guns. 
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And more importantly, dangerous 
guys, who are using both the drugs 
and guns.

EDDIE
I’m not worried about that.

RAFF
Really? Really.

EDDIE
Really. What are there. Maybe two 
or three guys at the house at once?

RAFF
Probably just one. Most of the 
time. Probably two guys if there’s 
money. Probably two guys that a 
well-trained military operator 
could quickly dispatch.

EDDIE
Well trained?

RAFF
I meant me. You ever see any 
action?

EDDIE
Just a little. More on TV. You?

RAFF
The demons still come every night.

EDDIE
Yeah.

Raff looks down, exhales, and speaks slowly.

RAFF
But the good news is Its Standing 
Room Only. (A Beat.) What are you 
thinking?

The two men lean in and whisper.

INT./EXT. F-150 - DAY

Eddie and Raff sit and sweat parked curb-side near a row of 
older homes.
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RAFF
Tell me again, why we need to do 
this without AC?

EDDIE
We just do. Okay? People notice 
things, like two guys in a truck, 
sitting with the AC on, out front 
of a house.

RAFF
So, how’s that differ from us 
sitting with the AC off?

EDDIE
O-kay.

Eddie turns on the truck and the AC.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
We gotta look for cameras. You see 
the side gate?

RAFF
Yeah.

EDDIE
We can go through there to the back 
yard. They’re probably gonna have a 
sliding glass door. It may be 
unlocked. Still easier than 
breaking down the front door.

RAFF
Breaking down?

EDDIE
Yeah. Do you have better idea?

RAFF
I thought we could just walk up, 
knock, pull guns. Get them inside. 
Quietly.

EDDIE
Yeah, it’s too quiet. We need some 
noise for cover. Like a rainstorm.

RAFF
How about we get a PLANE to fly 
overhead? I’ll get a GUY to FLY a 
fucking plane. Maybe this wasn’t 
the best idea.
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EDDIE
No. No. This WILL work. Knocking is 
gonna work.

RAFF
Yeah. Everyone answers the front 
door. You just have to knock.

EDDIE
So, when do we do this? Like what 
time of day?

RAFF
Day? No, when’s it dark.

EDDIE
They won’t answer the door at 
night. Would you? Probably not.

RAFF
Okay, daytime then. But we can’t do 
this when people are coming and 
going to work. Or when kids are 
headed to school.

EDDIE
Hey, this is your swamp. When?

RAFF
Lunchtime. Right in the middle of 
lunch.

EDDIE
Like 12:30

RAFF
Yep.

EDDIE
We walk up to the door at knock. 
They’ll let us in. We’ll rob them. 
And leave.

RAFF
Let’s scout this out for a few more 
weeks.

EDDIE
I think we are good. How about 
tomorrow?
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RAFF
Tomorrow? Well. Okay. Well. That 
sounds simple enough. And just 
about right.

EDDIE
We should have a backup plan.
In case, ya know.

RAFF
No. That’s okay. I don’t like to 
plan for failure.

EDDIE
You seem pretty okay with this.
I mean, this is legit. Robbing drug 
dealers. Kind of dangerous.

RAFF
I’ve been thinking about doing 
something like this for 20 years.
YEARS. It used to be for the money. 
Or because it’s the right thing to 
do. Now, it’s just because it’s 
there. And the money.

EDDIE
The money.

EXT. UGLY HOUSE – DAY – ESTABLISHING

A run-down house with boarded and tagged windows. The front 
door is ajar, inside darkness.

INT. BARREN HALLWAY – DAY

Eddie, in blue jeans, a button-down shirt, 49ers ball-cap, 
glances out the front door into the bright daylight. 

He closes the door behind him, the room darkens, he turns, a 
Tec-9 in his hand.

Eddie saunters a few steps and into the—

KITCHEN - CONTINUOUS

--barren farce of a kitchen, stops abreast Raff, dressed 
decidedly similarly to Eddie, but with a RVCA hat.

Raff, gun in hand aimed at the back of a disconnected man’s 
shaved head, he is JAVIER, 25, and he slowly creeps forward.
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Javier’s hands casually raised, he’s been robbed a few times 
and knows the drill.

RAFF
Told you, just knock on the door.

EDDIE
Yeah, yeah. I still liked my idea.

RAFF
You just want to complicate things.

The three men advance, and move into—

LIVING ROOM

A table, a couch.

-the next room. Javier points unnecessarily.

JAVIER
Alli. (Spanish – Over there)

A mountain of red shrink wrapped single pound packages of 
marijuana. A brown paper grocery bag.

Eddie moves first, passes the blind spot on the couch, sees a 
figure under a blanket. Eddie trains the gun, sees a socked 
foot and an oddly protruding arm.

EDDIE
Get up.

JAVIER
(Calmly)

No one. Asleep. Take money and go.
No question. No one hurt.

Javier calm, hands raised and eyes low, glances at Eddie. 
Eddie turns, and Javier moves quick to avoid eye contact.

Eddie, an indifferent shrug to Raff, sees the paper bag, 
walks over, opens the bag, stares, holds and smiles.

The protruding arm moves slightly.

EDDIE
Score.

RAFF
What you got?
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EDDIE
Must be $100 grand.

JAVIER
It’s $82,140.

Eddie looks shocked with Javier’s specificity. Javier looks 
towards the floor.

EDDIE
Ok. A little less.

JAVIER
Take it. Go. No problem. We don’t 
see anything.

Eddie and Raff eye’s meet, a nod. Javier notices.

RAFF
Gift horse?

EDDIE
We gotta work the plan.

(To Javier).)
Who are you running with?

JAVIER
What?

EDDIE
Which gang?

Javier dry mouths a fake laugh.

JAVIER
We are not with anyone. We small 
time.

EDDIE
Who protects you?

JAVIER
Who?

EDDIE
Protection. Who do you pay for 
protection? Which gang?

Javier shuffles his feet, glances at Eddie, then Raff, then 
quickly back to the floor.

JAVIER
No gang. Just us. Please, just take 
it.
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EDDIE
Who do you work for?

JAVIER
We work for ourselfs…

RAFF
Let’s just take it and roll.

Eddie nods for a sidebar. Quiet. The whispers carry.

RAFF (CONT’D)
What’s with all the questions? It’s 
not fucking Oprah. Let’s roll. 
Fuck.

EDDIE
But the PLAN.

RAFF
Fuck the plan. This guy don’t care. 
It’s not his money. No one gets 
hurt.

Javier studies with the corner of his eye, jumps a little.

The blanketed arm bends slightly.

Javier’s voice trembles.

JAVIER
Seriously, mister. Take it. Go. 
Take all the weed. Take it all. No 
one sees anything.

EDDIE
(To Raff).)

You said they were MS-13.
MS-13. Right?

RAFF
What’s it matter? They’re all with 
some fucking gang or another.

EDDIE
Fuck.

Eddie smartly raises his pistol, shoots Javier in the chest.

An audible click of a setting hammer from underneath the 
blanket. Raff hears, jumps back, eyes wide.
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A hand tears at the blanket, an angry lanky man underneath 
flails, he is TAZO, 20, acne won big, and he wields a gun, 
and scans for a target.

Eddie and Raff caught off-guard scamper away from the 
flailing gun.

An entangled Tazo whips the blanket, gun waves in search of a 
target, errantly shoots. The bullet strikes the wall.

Another POP. Raff, arm extended, smoke rises from the barrel, 
squeezes off another shot, into the blanket.

Tazo falls to the floor, blood pours from his neck and back.

RAFF
Shit, O Shit!

EDDIE
Damn. We gotta work quick. Get the 
money.

Eddie scans, kneels and pulls clothing from a small satchel – 
a drab olive green guyabera.

Raff has the money, sees Eddie and ponders.

RAFF
What the hell are you doing?

EDDIE
Covering OUR tracks. Besides, I 
hate this shirt. Just look around. 
Make sure there’s no one else. 
Check for more money too.

Raff, muses as Eddie changes the shirt. Dead Tazo’s blood- 
covered limbs flail.

Raff stares, muses, saunters away.

Eddie struggles but the shirt doesn’t properly fit. 
Satisfied, he digs in the satchel, removes a spray paint can 
and a paper with a crude sketch of the Mexican Mafia logo.

Eddie studies the sketch and sprays the wall to match. He 
holds the can too close, the paint runs, too far, and the 
spray is fuzzy.

Eddie scans and compares the finished product. It’s not good. 
He considers, decides, and sprays “MM.”

Raff wanders back, stands and gawks at the wall art, Tazo’s
shirt, and Eddie’s paint covered hands, and scowls.
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RAFF
I didn’t recall a fashion show and 
art exhibition as part of our plan.

EDDIE
Just a little something I thought 
of to throw them off.

RAFF
A better way is not to touch 
anything, and get the fuck out of 
here. Like you said, The police 
don’t give a fuck.

EDDIE
No. I said no one gives a fuck!

LATER

Two cops stand over the bodies, other cops wander past.

OFFICER #1
Just the two?

OFFICER #2
Just?

OFFICER #1
You know what I mean. Anything 
else?

OFFICER #2
Naw, there’s plenty of stuff still 
here. At least 100 pounds of weed, 
packing materials, car still in the 
garage. No cash.

OFFICER #1
Stolen, right? There’s always cash 
in these places.

OFFICER #2
They don’t take credit.

(light humor)
Maybe EBT? Not sure.

There’s noise outside the window. Officer #1 looks and sees 
suited men as they exit an unmarked car.

OFFICER #1
Dicks are here.

Allen enters.
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ALLEN
Hi Gents. What we got?

OFFICER #1
Two delta bravos. No IDs, both 
Does, but we’ll roll and run them.
Looks like a robbery. Probably 
planned. Not a deal gone bad.
No forced entry, so the parties 
likely knew each other. Money is 
gone. There’s fresh spray paint on 
the wall. Not sure what it’s 
supposed to be.

Allen examines the paint.

ALLEN
(Serious)

I’ll tell you what this is.
It’s a clue. Whomever did this, 
didn’t attend kindergarten.

(Chuckles).)
Because this is SHIT work.

The group shares a brief laugh.

OFFICER #1
Neighbor thought she heard shots, 
around 1 p.m. She wasn’t sure from 
where. Her husband gets home, she 
nags him for a while. He knows 
about this place, calls it in.

ALLEN
Real responsive. Four hours later.

OFFICER #1
There’s history here. People tend 
to leave it alone. Bygones.

ALLEN
Witnesses?

OFFICER #1
Just the ones were looking at.

Officer #1 nods to the two dead bodies.

OFFICER #1 (CONT’D)
I have a couple officers going door-
to-door. So far, nothing.
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ALLEN
Ok. Let me know if you find 
anything.

OFFICER #2
Call you or Mueller?

ALLEN
Me. He’s still off.

OFFICER #2
Admin, right? That’s fucked.

ALLEN
It’s the process. He’ll be back 
soon. He always is.

OFFICER #1
There’s always some issue getting 
in the way of getting our jobs 
done.

ALLEN
At least he’s getting paid to sit 
at home. If they thought he did 
something, no paycheck.

OFFICER #2
Kind of sucks. Even when you work 
by the book. One person can make up 
a story, and you get the penalty 
box. Where’s the burden of proof?

OFFICER #1
For us, it’s guilty until proven 
innocent.

ALLEN
The system works. He’ll be back.
What’s the story on this shirt?

Allen motions to Tazo’s shirt.

OFFICER #1
Yeah, I saw that too. Out of place. 
Maybe he came into some money? Of 
scored at the thrift store.

ALLEN
See how it’s bunched up around the 
waist? When you roll him, do it 
slowly, and take pictures.
Pretty odd. It didn’t fall right.
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OFFICER #1
Maybe when he pulled his gun – got 
caught?

Allen looks back at the SPRAY PAINT.

ALLEN
This whole thing is pretty fucking
odd. Nice work officers. Someday 
you’ll make detective.

EXT. NEIGHBORHOOD STREET - DAY

Raff and some neighbors stands and watch the UGLY HOUSE in 
the distance as uninspired cops canvass.

An officer approaches them.

OFFICER #3
Hi, we had an incident down the 
street. We’re asking the public’s 
help. Did any of you, see or hear, 
anything unusual earlier today?

The group largely shake their heads and look down.

RAFF
What happened?

OFFICER #3
We are not at liberty to share 
details. All we can say was there 
was an incident, and there are 
fatalities.

RAFF
So, it’s over?

OFFICER #3
Yes. Over.

RAFF
So, we are safe and there’s nothing 
to worry about.

OFFICER #3
Yes. It was an isolated incident.

FRIEND #1
How can you be sure?

OFFICER #3
Well--
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Officer #3 looks down, steps in a little closer to the group, 
and lowers his voice. A beat.

OFFICER #3 (CONT’D)
--it looks like these guys may have 
been drug dealers robbed by their 
own. I don’t think anyone is coming 
back. It was bold for a daylight 
hit.

FRIEND #1
A hit? You just said a robbery.

OFFICER #3
A robbery, a hit. Listen, we don’t 
know anything.

FRIEND #1
You can say that again…

Officer #3 looks mildly offended, but continues.

OFFICER #3
We think there was a disagreement, 
which led to the shooting. These 
kinds of things usually take place 
a little later in the day, or 
usually, in the middle of the 
night. Not many robberies take 
place in the middle of the day.

RAFF
Do you have any leads?

OFFICER #3
We’re still looking into it.
If anyone has seen, or knows 
something, give us a call.

Officer #3 wanders off, scans for others.

INT – RAFFS MODEST KITCHEN – DAY

Raff sits at the table, eyes a mangled weeks-old crossword 
puzzle and an empty plate of sandwich crumbs, phone to ear.

INT. EDDIES GARAGE - DAY

Eddie stands over a tool bench phone to ear, the garage door 
open, kids play in the driveway.

INTERCUT between Eddie and Raff.
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RAFF
Yeah, that was it.

EDDIE
No detectives spoke with you?

RAFF
No.

EDDIE
They didn’t take your name and 
number?

RAFF
No, he just spoke to a group of us. 
Didn’t ask for anyone’s info.
Sounds like they have nothing.

EDDIE
Ok. Ok. That’s good. We’ll let’s 
keep a low profile.

RAFF
Well. When do you want to meet up?

EDDIE
Meet?

RAFF
Yeah, you want to count it 
together? Right?

EDDIE
Of course. But not today. In the 
next few days. Besides, I think 
Enrique Palazzo knew the total…

RAFF
For a broke guy you’re casual about 
this?

EDDIE
I’m not starving. And being careful 
is a good thing. Let me know if you 
hear anything else. Divvy it up, 
I’ll get it from you in a couple 
days.

RAFF
Uhh. Okay. Bye.

Eddie ends without saying goodbye and Raff notices. He stares 
long at the phone, considers.
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Eddie stares in the distance, phone in hand hangs by his leg. 
His kids play close, he’s still and doesn’t pay attention.

Kids footsteps approach.

HANNAH
Don’t touch him! He’s away.

Daniel stops short at Eddie’s feet and studies him with 
reluctance. Eddie looks down and smiles.

EDDIE
No. No. I’m okay kids. What’s up?

Eddie smiles warmly and pats Daniel’s head.

INT. EXECUTIVE CONFERENCE ROOM – DAY

A soft hum of white noise emitted from a plugged-in box. An 
upbeat Jason glances at the box, holds the door open as a 
tense Eddie enters. 

Jason sees Eddie calm, his face registers a weight reduced.

EDDIE
Sorry for bugging you.

JASON
Not a problem. In fact, after this 
meet, we can start going for coffee 
weekly. On me. Rather US.

EDDIE
Huh?

JASON
You call enough, I’m going to 
register you as my CI, a 
confidential informant.

EDDIE
Why? What?

JASON
Once you’re a CI, I can add our 
meets to my time-sheet, pay you a 
few bucks too. Plus, it looks good. 
For me.

EDDIE
Is that all this is to you? I want 
to know what’s going on. The house, 
the bodies?
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JASON
Yeah, the trouble in your hood.

EDDIE
It’s not a hood. It’d be safer if 
you did your job.

JASON
All relevant. Turf skirmishes never 
end. Local groups redraw lines. 
Sometimes gets messy. The Mexican 
Mafia, they’re the real deal, that 
house was an affiliate, the Surenos
SUR-13, like a cousin. There’s 
nothing there for us.

EDDIE
Ok. The case is closed then?

JASON
Well. No.

Jason leans forward and takes a noticeable longer breath, 
Eddie leans slightly back.

EDDIE
No?

JASON
No. Here’s where it gets good. Last 
week, there was another incident, a 
mile away. That house was run by MS-
13, an El Salvador led gang. 
Another soup bowl of letters and 
numbers. (A beat.) Same Exact MO. 
Drugs left behind, money missing, 
no forced entry, and this.

Jason slides a photo in front of Eddie. Eddie looks down, 
sees his handy work, the SPRAY PAINT, his face registers 
muted shock, his hands tremble. Jason’s eyes glued to Eddie.

EDDIE
What’s this?

JASON
From most angles, it looks like, 
well, shit. The locals had no clue. 
But, I’m the expert. When you 
ignore the mess, is the Mexican 
Mafia emblem. Whomever painted it, 
was trying to, at least, copy it.

78.



Jason slides out a stock crystal clear picture of the Mexican 
Mafia gang symbol and lines them up for comparison.

Eddie meekly feigns surprise, a ringing in his ears. Jason 
gauges his reaction, eyes the BOX. The ringing ebbs.

EDDIE
Whoa! What’s it mean?

JASON
I don’t know. Could be a 
retaliatory hit, a warning. It 
could be nothing, or something 
else, entirely. Either way, this 
escalation is good for US.

EDDIE
Escalation. What Us?

JASON
The escalation gets US more. 
Resources, staff, funds for CI’s. 
Real sources. Rome wasn’t built in 
a day.

Eddie squirms and settles, Jason sees, dismisses.

EDDIE
Did you talk to the police?

JASON
The locals? No. Good God no.
Don’t tell the PD shit. What do 
they say about mushrooms? Keep em 
in the dark, feed them shit.

EDDIE
You said escalation?

JASON
There’s always an escalation. If we 
dig up anything, I can launch task 
force. Yeah. That’ll look great on 
my eval.

EDDIE
Is that all you’re concerned with, 
your Eval?

JASON
Try to put yourself in my shoes. If 
you were me, wouldn’t you be?
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Eddie shakes his head in disgust, the ringing in his ears 
pitches.

EDDIE
No. I would do my fucking job. 
You’re supposed to stop this from 
happening. Stop organized crime.

JASON
No. That’s the FBI.

EDDIE
Keeps these gangs out of our 
county.

JASON
Uh. That’s immigration.

EDDIE
Keep our streets safe.

JASON
That’s the locals.

EDDIE
Keep these dealers off the streets. 
Stop the flow of drugs.

JASON
That’s, wait. Oh. That’s us. Well, 
you got me there.

Eddie unravels, the ringing peaks. Jason pleased with his 
sidesteps, pauses, sees, decides to ride this out.

EDDIE
This is bullshit. Who is your 
supervisor? I’m calling the FBI. 
I’ll call--

Eddie to his feet. Jason steeples his hands at his chest, a 
deep inhale, a serious tone registers on his face, he waits a 
moment, just as Eddie gathers his breath.

JASON
--sure. Okay then. Call them. Call 
them all. But. Just one more thing. 
We found a shirt at the MS-13
house. On a dead body.

Eddie slows to a standstill, their eyes lock. Jason a slight 
smile. The soft white hum. He doesn’t wait for a response.
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JASON (CONT’D)
It’s yours.

Eddie’s face runs pale, shock, the world shrinks, the hum 
returns, denial.

EDDIE
What? What shirt?

Jason calm, gives Eddie some least, studies him.

Jason smart with his words, slightly leans back in his chair.

JASON
The first time we met, when you 
ambushed my car, you wore it. You 
mind telling me how your shirt 
ended up on a dead guy?

Eddie shudders and squirms and Jason notices, a devil in his 
eyes, takes pleasure.

EDDIE
No, I mean. I mean I don’t know.
Mine?

Eddie rambles, eyes spiral. Jason ends the pause, decides to 
relieve the pressure, dismisses.

JASON
Take a seat.

Eddie reluctantly sits, a series of poorly masked gasps, 
words filled with panic, sweat beads pepper his face.

EDDIE
I have a lot of shirts. I hang 
stuff on my laundry line. Stuff 
gets stolen. There’s more than one 
shirt. Right?

Jason looks down, a satisfactory smile to himself.

JASON
Yeah, yeah, of course. So many 
hours in the day. The police it, I 
think. At least they should, but 
who knows. I could test it for your 
DNA, but I’m unsure where that gets 
me or leaves us. I guess if you 
passed a polygraph, we’d still be 
in the same place. Unless you fail. 
OR perhaps, I could trust you. I’m 
a good judge of character. 

81.

(MORE)



When you tell me it’s not yours, I 
could go with my gut, believe you, 
just as how I believe you are here 
to help me.

Eddie gulps and Jason stares at the desk.

EDDIE
We’re supposed to be friends now? 
Is that it? I mean--

JASON
-- get me some intel, give me 
something else to do.

Eddie swallows, considers, decides, stands, waves a 
threatening finger at Jason.

EDDIE
You really have this all figured 
out, don’t you? You’re a real piece 
of shit. You sit back, wave your 
finger, and get people like me to 
do your fucking job. No, No, of 
course not. I’m not your fucking
friend.

JASON
Whoa. Think about this. Think about 
your family. Is this how you want 
to be remembered?

A man appears in the door’s window. Eddie casts a glance, 
grows more nervous, Jason flashed a hand signal to wait.

JASON (CONT’D)
I think you mean you’ll hit the 
street and find US something good.

EDDIE
Fuck this and fuck you. I can’t do 
this. Be leaned on. What gives you 
the right?

JASON
You did. It’s not just the strong 
and the weak. There’s degrees of 
weakness. Eddie, you just need some 
help to get you back on the right 
track. I spoke with VA. They said 
your condition can be controlled 
if, IF you take your meds. Which I 
guess, you haven’t been.
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Jason motions to the chair. Eddie sees, considers, slowly 
sits. He cries softly. Jason studies him.

JASON (CONT’D)
You can be one of the good guys. 
Take care of your family, help the 
community, the right way.

Jason taps the folder, Eddie casts a glance.

JASON (CONT’D)
Good then. It’s settled. By the 
way, you get caught messing with 
these fuckers without telling me 
ahead of time, I’ll hang you out--

A man in the door’s window, Jason sees, holds, and nods. 
Eddie notices, turns, and sees a man push the door open, he 
is RUPERT KNOWLES, 30, conscientious observer, as he scans 
the room, eyes Jason and sits.

RUPERT
Hey, good time?

JASON
Yeah, perfect. Agent Knowles, 
Eddie. He’s signing up. Isn’t that 
right Eddie?

EDDIE
Uh. Ok.

JASON
Every time you and I meet, we’ll 
need a witness. Probably Agent 
Knowles. He’s got to read some 
boiler plate to you, you sign a few 
forms, give prints and have your 
pic taken. For our records. 
Questions?

EDDIE
Then I’ll be free to go?

JASON
Of course.

EDDIE
Sure. Mind if I use the bathroom?

JASON
Outside, right, first door on the 
left.
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Eddie rises, slowly exits the room, and both Jason and Rupert 
watch him enter the bathroom across the hall.

RUPERT
How did the shirt bit go? Did the 
LectroFan help?

JASON
Yeah, it worked. Like fucking
clockwork.

RUPERT
He bit?

JASON
Yeah. Not hook, line and sinker. 
But close.

RUPERT
It’s your case, but I’d turn up the 
heat and shoot for a confession.

JASON
--And what? It’s not clean. Even if 
we pushed to get a full admission, 
we bluff, we’ve lost him, the case, 
everything. If I can’t prove it, I 
don’t know it. If I don’t know it, 
then it didn’t happen.

RUPERT
Yeah, I guess. That’s clever.

JASON
Damn right, that’s fucking
brilliant. This is how we solve 
cases.

RUPERT
But why work with someone you know 
is dirty?

JASON
Why work with someone who isn’t?

RUPERT
He’s delusional.

JASON
Yes. But at least he’s not 
criminally insane. He stays on his 
meds, he’ll be aces.
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RUPERT
If he doesn’t?

JASON
Then we’ll cut bait. These things 
always self-correct.

Eddie exits the bathroom, enters the conference room, 
struggles to smile.

Eddie’s hair, shirt, and parts of his face are damp, he 
clearly just splashed water all over his face.

Jason sees, takes note, smiles warmly and too big.

Rupert studies Jason’s muted reaction, admires, flashes a big 
uncomfortable fake smile at Eddie.

JASON (CONT’D)
All set? Let’s get you signed up!

INT./EXT. F-150 – NIGHT

SUPER: WEEKS

Eddie and Raff sit in the F-150. Streetlights illuminate a 
row of houses, all but one has the porch light on. They 
exchange glances at the DARK HOUSE.

RAFF
You sure about this? It doesn’t 
make a whole lot of sense.

EDDIE
Yeah man. I’m sure.

RAFF
Man, how much debt are you in?

EDDIE
Uh. None. It’s cleared up.

RAFF
You don’t need the money?

EDDIE
Nope. Not really.

RAFF
Then why are we doing this? You 
have a family.
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EDDIE
I dunno. Maybe I’m doing it for my 
family. Why are you? 

Eddie nods up and down slowly as he speaks.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
We’re hunters, right?

Raff nods in agreement, exhales deeply. Raff’s eyes change, 
game face on.

RAFF
Masks this time, okay?

EDDIE
Lost dog?

RAFF
No, lost cat works better.

EDDIE
I think they really feel bad for a 
guy who IS forced to look for his 
wife’s cat.

They share a nervous short laugh. Raff stretches a rolled-up 
stocking cap over his head.

Eddie tucks a nylon stocking into his jacket pocket.

Raff tucks a pistol into his waistband.

EDDIE (CONT’D)
In and out in five minutes?

RAFF
I like four better.

EDDIE
You’re on!

EXT. HOSPITAL - NIGHT - ESTABLISHING

A regional hospital. It’s quiet, some crickets chirp.

EXT. HOSPITAL  - NIGHT

The shape of a vehicle without headlights approaches. It’s 
dark, an area between streetlights. The tires on pavement and 
a familiar engine approaches.
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The road curves, the vehicle doesn’t, the tires strike the 
curb, the vehicle pops, jolts, the wheel steer back onto the 
road.

At the streetlight, the F-150 appears, as it idles ahead. The 
wheels cut in jerky motions.

The sign Emergency is bright red letters over a double door. 
An ambulance parked nearby. No one around.

The F-150 slows to a near stop in front.

The sound of a sloppily pulled door handle, twice, three 
times. The door opens. The F-150 edges ahead.

A kick, the door half opens.

A foot tries to exit but strikes the door frame. An arm 
entangled in an unlatched seat belt.

Eddie falls out, left arm hooked inside the seat belt, his 
face strikes the ground. He’s covered in blood, eyes nearly 
shut, almost unconscious.

The truck edges ahead and drags his cheek on the ground. He 
doesn’t resist.

A nurse exits the double doors, clipboard in hand, a table 
for her cell phone. She scans her phone and smiles.

The F-150 sputters, she glances, nothing registers, back to 
her phone, a smile, realizes Something’s wrong.

She looks up and sees the entangled figure, takes it in.

NURSE
Oh my God!

(She calls inside)
We need a cart.

She runs to Eddie.

NURSE (CONT’D)
Sir, can you hear me? Sir?

EXT. EDDIES MODEST TRACT HOUSE – NIGHT

Dusk. A shovel falls along a flower garden. A dirt pile next 
to a hole. A BLACK PLASTIC BAG drops into the hole.

Eddie stands over the hole, his face a rash of partially 
healed facial scars.
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He squats, a scared hand unties the bag, removes $200 from a 
large stack of bills, tucks the money into his pocket.

Eddie reseals the BLACK PLASTIC BAG, shovels fill, and packs 
the hole.

Several other packed holes.

Eddie walks the side of the house towards the front yard. 

Canadian Dave’s grass is brown, dead, littered with garbage 
alike the remainder of the neighborhood.

INT. VW – DAY

Eddie sits and stares, a blank look on his face. Almost 
familiar whining sounds.

Patricia behind the VW’s steering wheel cautiously observes 
Eddie in the passenger, looks him over.

DANIEL (O.S.)
Da—

Patricia turns towards the back seat; her eyes are daggers.

PATRICIA
--Shoooosh. Quiet!

The sound of kids as they wiggle about.

HANNAH (O.S.)
I think I hear it too.

A small click among the whining sound. Eddie raises a single 
finger, he blinks and turns.

EDDIE
The timing belt. That’s it. It’s 
probably still good, just needs an 
adjustment.

PATRICIA
What’s it gonna cost?

EDDIE
Nothing. Just tools and time.

Eddie smiles. The door works as the kids exit. Patricia 
fishes a pill calendar from her purse.

PATRICIA
Hey. It’s time. You said to—
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EDDIE
Yes, remind me.

She pops a few pills from a cell, hands them to Eddie with a 
smile. Eddie tosses them back and sucks down some water.

They share a smile, hold, and exit the car.

EXT. LOCAL GROCERY STORE – DAY

A stretch of pavement between the VW and the grocery store.

The family walks. Eddie and Patricia hold hands. The kids 
tease each other. Eddie and Hannah laugh at each other’s odd 
gait. The mood is joyful. Everyone smiles and laughs.

A “Hiring” sign hangs in the window just above a bin with 
paper applications.

Eddie walks to the sign, examines, and grins. He looks at 
Patricia and nods. She smiles.

He pulls an application, folds it neatly into thirds, and 
tucks into his pocket.

EDDIE
I gotta start somewhere. Even the 
bottom looks good after a while. 
Even Canadian Dave thought this was 
a good idea.

PATRICIA
Who is Canadian Dave?

INT. PRIVATE GOVERNMENT CONFERENCE ROOM - DAY

Lab Coat speaks with SUIT 2, 50, esteemed bureaucrat. Some 
folders on the table, charts, spreadsheets. Suit 2 fans the 
sheets out, looks them over, studies them. 

LAB COAT
As you see, the data is promising. 
Your predecessor felt prudence was 
the appropriate path.  

SUIT 2
I heard he had a penchant for 
consistency. I assure you, I’m cut 
from a different clot. 
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LAB COAT
Exactly why I came to you with 
this. I think the potential for 
agency savings are tremendous. The 
underlying studies can have wide-
ranging impact on several programs 
to include--

SUIT 2
And this wouldn’t have anything to 
do with your NIH grant request for 
funding for use in your development 
of alternate anti-psychosis 
spectrum drugs. Would it? 

Lab Coat squirms, his cards exposed. Suit 2 casts doubt. 
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