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TEASER
FADE | N:
FLOATI NG ALONG THE SURFACE OF A WHI TE SPACE
Infinite in expanse. Not a recogni zable | andmark in sight.

Fai nt, distant sounds -- gestating, buckling, echoed netal
tw sting, acconpani ed by screans of human agony.

Cl oser, struggl ed breath--

A bl oodi ed hand trenbles into franme, desperate for a
stronghol d. The hand streaks, |eaving bl oody marks -- defeat.

The ot her hand reaches further, using the palm-- progress.
REVEAL -- TED WELLES, crawling slowy along on his belly.
Gravely injured, a gash runs downs his forehead, blood
running. His face and suit are caked in grine and dried

bl ood.

Bel ow al |l that violence, boyish features suggest early 30's --
but really, he’ s pushing 40. Kind eyes protrude honesty, a

m spl aced trust in people. Lessons he's | earned the hard way.
It’s anyone’s guess how |l ong he’s been craw ing--

Exhausti on catches up -- he pauses, resting a cheek on the
ground, breathe shortening--

Behi nd, the sounds of destruction resonate--
Struggl ed breat hing and coughing -- soneone el se is near.

Ignoring the suffering cries, Wlles raises his head, gazing
at the path ahead.

The inpossible task of standi ng begins--

Det erm ned, he places a flat palmon the ground. Struggling,
he stands--

Trudges forward, one foot in front of the other, gaining
nonment um

Ahead, his destination may be an illusion -- the very ground
appears to sink toward a cliff -- such as a breeze pushing
sand across a vast desert.




This is The Edge.

St aggering onward, he digs in his coat pocket, tugging at
sonet hi ng- -

Behind Welles, a SECOND MAN is also craw ing. Dressed
simlarly, with his back to us, he has paused to inspect his
st omach- -

Fresh bl ood | eaks through his fingertips, nursing a wound of
hi s own.

The Second Man weakly raises his head to the source of the
faint cries and tw sted netal --

We don't see it yet. H s body | anguage speaks vol unes --
uni magi nabl e horror.

St aggering ahead, Wlles ignores everything el se --

He produces from his pocket an el egant gold bracelet.
Weat hered, appraising eyes study its value, tortured nenories
fl oodi ng back.

As he draws closer to the Edge, nere feet away, the threat of
st eppi ng off becones apparent--

He stops, inches fromcertain death, his gaze reflecting
sonmet hi ng beautiful below Affectionately rubs the bracelet,
he pockets it--

This is it--

But -- he blinks. From deep inside, concern overtakes
confi dence. He's at a crossroads--

As he wei ghs his decision, we PULL BACK, w tnessing for
oursel ves the path that brought him here--

WDE -- Wlles at the brink of an infinite white space, The
Edge plunging to an uncertain fate. The Second Man | ays
near by, bl eeding out, breathless to the horrific visions on
the outskirts, where--

WDER -- on the horizon--
--A MASSI VE MEGALOPOLI'S, STRETCHI NG M LES I N THE DI STANCE

HAS BENT | TSELF | NTO AN | NDESCRI BABLE SHAPES, LI KE AN
ABSTRACT | NSTALLATI ON- -




THE CONNECTED STRUCTURE STRETCHES HI GH I NTO THE Al R
THREATENI NG TO BUCKLE AT A MOMENT' S NOTI CE- -

Above, sky bleeds a horrific red--

Deep within the structure, an inhuman novenent suggests a
pul se of mal evol ent intent.

This is the world Welles is | eaving behind.
W' re about to enter it--

CUT TO BLACK.

END TEASER



ACT ONE

OVER BLACK. Hi gh above, wi nds crack. A WOVAN S whi sper
secretive, with a weathered sigh

WOVAN (V. Q)
These. Epi sodes you have -- will
i ncrease, unless confronted--
CUT FROM BLACK:
EXT. CITY - DAY (1936)

God’s eye. The City runs along a large outlet of water.
Wi speri ng- -

EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - SAME

Frantically approaching the front door of a brownstone.
Wi speri ng- -

I NT. HALLWAY - APARTMENT BU LDI NG - SAME
Frantical ly approaching a door at the end. Wi spering--

FLASH (B&W : Visually distorted, other-worldly. In silhouette
a MAN I N THE SHADOAS observes. A ringing devel ops, bl ending--

--the BUZZ of a doorbell. The door |atches open. The whispers
end.

I NT. MRS. STEVENS APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS
Fi xed in the doorway, gripping his large |leather suitcase, is
a smling TED WELLES, hol ding a fedora, overcoat pulled over
his finely pressed suit.
Det ective? Maybe a cop -- he could be anyone.
VEELLES

Ms. Stevens? Ted Welles. W spoke

on the tel ephone.
Is this the same guy we just nmet--?
I NT. MRS. STEVENS APARTMENT - MOVENTS LATER

Wl les follows housew fe MRS. STEVENS t hrough her bl and
m ddl e-cl ass apart nent.



VELLES (V.0O)
(a sal esnen’ s tone)
This is our new product. One nme and
t he boys down at the office are
pretty excited about, just cane on
t he market - -

FLASH (B&WN : From behind the wheel of a car, a confounded
Wl |l es stares at The Man In The Shadows. A nightmare cone to
life. The ringing builds--

VELLES (V. Q) (CONT' D)
--b-because you and your husband
are such val uabl e custonmers, |
want, |--

FLASH (B&W : The sil houetted Man steps forward -- darkness
follows him The ringing bleeds into a woman’s scream -

Through a prism Ms. Stevens’ voice echoes--
FADE TO BLACK

MRS. STEVENS (O S.)
Hey! Hey! Wake up!

CUT FROM BLACK
I NT. MRS. STEVENS' APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

Cheap nerchandi se sprawl ed on the coffee table. Wlles’
fingertips twitch. Tap-tap-tap--

MRS. STEVENS (Q.S.)
M ster? Can you hear ne?

Steamrises froma puddl e on the shaggy rug where his spilt
cup of tea lies. Tap-tap-tap--

Ms. Stevens |eans over him tapping his cheek.

Blinking in a daze, his eyes falls on her. Gradually, he sits
up, collecting hinself.

VEELLES
What happened?

Nervously playing wwth fingertips, she nutters--



MRS. STEVENS
One mnute -- you were pitching ne
this junk, and then--

Strai ghtens his hair, adjusts his tie. Takes a deep breath,
covering his enbarrassnent--

MRS. STEVENS ( CONT' D)
--Should I call on the doctor?

He kindly dism sses her with a wave. She heads for the
kitchen, returning with a glass of water.

He drinks, obligately hands it back. Shyly, she nmakes to
| eave but curiosity gets the better of her.

MRS. STEVENS ( CONT' D)
What happened -- just now?

Wl | es avoi ds her gaze, begins collecting his nmerchandise.
Wth a snap of the case, he brushes past.

WELLES
| couldn’t describe it, ma’ am --
even if | wanted to.
SVMASH CUT TO
EXT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - MOVENTS LATER

SLAM Welles bounds fromthe steps, catching his breath --
after effects of a panic attack.

Lowering the case, yanks his handkerchief out, and sizes up
hi s surroundi ngs. Peering over his shoul der--

In the window, Ms. Stevens curiously watches fromthe
wi ndow. Indifferent, he turns, w ping sweat away.

A taxi passes. Chasing after--

VEELLES
Hey! Wait up--!

The taxi speeds past. As a door-to-door salesman, this is
bottom of the barrel Iiving--

EXT. STREET CORNER - DAY

As the world zoons by, Welles studies a folded map of the
Cty, red pen in hand.



The map is faded, creased and aged. Several red dotted “Xx”’s
mar k his progress. Looks up, naking his next deci sion.

EXT. CTY - DAY
Anot her God’ s eye, observing nman’s novenents.
EXT. STREET - SAME

Sumrer heat beating down, Welles hoofs it through the crowd,
drenchi ng sweat .

I NT. GAS STATI ON BATHROOM - DAY

FLOP! Welles opens a finely-ironed shirt froma secret
conpartnment in the case, peeling off the sweat-stained one.

A fist angrily BANGS on the door, demanding his turn--
| NT. HALLWAY - SECOND CUSTOVER APARTMENT - LATER
Short of breath, he clinbs the many stairs.

I NT. SECOND CUSTOMER APARTMENT - LATER

Low rent. Welles pitches to a disinterested couple. Fromthe
next room an ignored baby cries.

EXT. STREET - LATER

Amongst the sea of faces, Welles is trapped in the niddle.
EXT. PARK - LATER

Wl les sits on a bench, a half-eaten sandw ch in his hands.
EXT. STREET - MOVENTS LATER

Wl | es exhaustively chases a couple of LOWLIFE JUNKIES t hat
have snatched the case. Just as he's about to catch up--

SMASH CUT TGO
I NT. THI RD CUSTOMVER APARTMENT - LATER

Wel | es’ bruised face darkens the doorway. As the customner
SLAMS the door in his face--



VELLES
Sir! Sir? If I can just--!

SMASH CUT TGO
EXT. ELEVATED TRAI'N - DAY

CLI CK- CLACK, CLICK-CLACK! Riding the rails, through the dirty
city.

I NT. ELEVATED TRAI N - SAME

Deep shadows pulling in the last car. Wlles stares at his
worn shoes, suitcase at his feet. Alone, save for a YOUNG
SECRETARY, distantly readi ng her newspaper.

Wth eyes closed, he cracks his neck. H's fingers subtly
twitch. He cracks his neck, sighing with fatigue. H s cl osed
eyes shake involuntarily--

FLASH (B&W : Seated in the car with Welles, a young wonman
screans in alarmed distress--

WOVAN
No! Don’t--!

Its not a twitch, nore like an electrical surge. Opening his
eyes, aware of the Flash -- he ignores it. Gazes--

Catching the glare of the confused Young Secretary. She turns
suspi ci ously, folding the paper.

On the front page, he regards the headline--

“PCOLI CE RAI D WAREHOUSE! 3 OF MAFI A Bl G SHOT DEVERI DGE
SOLDI ER S I N CUSTODY. ”

Bel ow t he headline, a picture of a stern-1ooking POLI CE
DETECTI VE M KE SI MMONS (50’ s) nmaking the arrest, heroically
posing for the canera.

Wel | es peers out, observing the sunset. Knocking--

I NT. APARTMENT HALLWAY - NI GHT

Hat ti pped back, Welles waits before one |ast door for the
day. As the door ajar’s, it’s inmediately apparent this isn't
a professional call--

ELO SE (early 30's) fills the doorway, |ooking sunptuous in
her dressing gown. Mich cl assier than he deserves--



She leans into his enbrace, delicate hands feeling the snall
of his back. Taking one glance at his bruises--

ELO SE
Well. You ain't pretty no nore.

St eps aside, he enters.
EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - ELO SE'S APARTMENT - MOVMVENTS LATER

Across the street, neighbors I ounge on their respective fire
escapes, conbatting the sunmer heat.

El oi se carefully applies an ice-filled washcloth to Wlles’
face. He wi nces--

ELA SE
Hold it there--

Smrking, Eloise lights a snoke. Washcl oth obscuring his
face, he stares at his glass. Sips it enpty, ice clinking.

ELO SE ( CONT’ D)
Wel | God, hope there’s a good story
to go wwth that face?

Reserved, Welles drops the washcl oth, reaches past her for
the gin, pours another. Murnmuring into his glass--

VEELLES
Not hi ng new -

Wl les smrks, working his “charnf. It’s not convincing.

VELLES ( CONT’ D)
This town doesn’t have the strangl e-
hold on ne you think it does.

She smiles, not loving himfor his brains.

ELO SE
You nean try farm ng? Like ny
fat her?

He turns away, coyly.

ELO SE ( CONT’ D)
Exactly! You re spouting your
gi bberish here, and I'mtrying to
t ake you seriously.



Surveyi ng the nei ghbors across the street, the skyline.

VELLES
This place -- it’s bleeding to
death and no one sees it.
(takes a long sip)
Besi des, could you see ne at the

cl ub?

ELO SE
Wth that nug, we always need nore
bouncer s- -

VEELLES

Know al |l these fellas that work

there. Al these connections--
(trying to land the sting)

Wwn’'t ask how you know t hem -

ELO SE

(grim not biting)
You don’t want their help.

(beat)
We both know you’ re not going
anywhere, baby. You ve never nmade a
bol d nove toward anything in your
life -- you ain’t startin’ now.

That stung.
He twi tches suddenly. Concerned, she side-eyes him

ELO SE ( CONT’ D)
Taki ng you neds, still--?

WELLES
--it's fine. It’s nothin’--

ELO SE
--it’s not nothing. You ve had
those trenors as long as-- eyes
gl aze over, suddenly, you' re mles
away- -

VEELLES
Jesus -- ENOUGH!

She hol ds her tongue--

ELO SE
It’s getting worse, isn't it?



11.

Pulls a final drag, then flicks the snmoke off the railing.

VELLES
| can’t stay tonight--

ELO SE
--surprises nme how?

Her turn to be stung. She’s not at the end of her rope yet,
but com ng cl ose.

He doesn’t face her, only ranbles on--

VELLES
--need to be up early and | don’t
have the extra change of clothes --
t hought 1 did.

El oi se peers into the bedroom The case |ays on the bed.

I gnoring her doubts, she holds her hand out. Wthout | ooking,
he takes it.

ELO SE
What’s in that head of yours?

I NT. HALLWAY - WELLES APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - N GHT

Bet ween the doorbell ringer, a hand carefully pulls a wedged
busi ness card out. A hand peels an unbroken piece of tape
that extends fromthe door janb to the front door.

I NT. VWELLES' APARTMENT - MOMENTS LATER

The front door remains opens. Quiet--

Welles is planted in the roonis center, case in hand, fedora
on his head, pocketing the card as he feels everything out.
Slowy | owers the case.

Tiny, yet well-maintained. By the window, a bed oversees the
uglier side of towmn. A table |landmarks the |iving room

Through a doorway, the kitchenette, while through another,
t he bat hr oom -

MOVENTS LATER

Coat off and sleeves rolled, Wlles listens, stomach pressed
against the wall. Taps the wall, awaiting a response.
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BATHROOM

Fingers feel along the mirror. Shifts the curtain back--

KI TCHENETTE

Bal anced on a chair, feels every square inch of the cabinet.
LI VI NG ROOM

Pl anted back in the center, beside the case. A long held
breath, then finally -- he exhal es.

Shuts the front door, cracks the case open on the bed, |aying
out three dress shirts fromhis secret conpartnent.

Some truth teller--

LATER THAT NI GHT

Wel | es snokes in bed, staring at the ceiling as rain dances
t hrough the light. Turns over, stubs the snoke out in a
nearby tray. H s heavy eyelids admt defeat, then close--

FADE TO BLACK

OVER BLACK. The rain druns, hours pass. Just as we may |olled
to sleep--

CUT FROM BLACK:
Welles wakes with a start. He darts to retrieve sonethi ng--

Wth fevered intent, he returns, clutching sonething snall.
Throws his overcoat and hat on over the paj anas.

I NT. APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - HALLWAY - CONTI NUOUS

Returning the tape and card just as he found it, he stunbles
doggedly away -- a nman on a m ssion.

VWhere the hell is he going?

CUT TO BLACK.

END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO
EXT. STREET - NEAR THE WATERFRONT - N GHT

Street |anps burn, throw ng shadows every which way. In the
di stance, a foghorn. No rain, but thick fog holds tight.

A shadow noves. Small, rat-like BEN SILVIO (20’ s) shuffles
forward, tripping over his own feet.

Passing an alley, A PAIR OF BIG HANDS RIP H M | NTO THE- -
EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS

--where he’s SHOVED agai nst the brick wall by an angry
Detective M ke Sinmons, dressed as he was in the newspaper--

SI MVONS
(a harsh whi sper)
What the fuck took you?!

Behi nd Si nmons, twenty arned police, sonme in uniform other
pl ainclothes, line tightly against the wall.

SILVIO
These guy’s work for the railroad?
They don’t run on your schedul e!
(1 ooks past Sinmmons)
Bri ng enough flunkies, you guess?

Si mmons pushes past Silvio, cautiously noving to the corner
to peer across the street--

An abandoned factory. Through it’s broken wi ndows, flickers
of light bounce off the tin ceiling inside.

SI MVONS
Buyer al ready show?

SI LVI O
Not yet. He's late, |ike sonething
spooked him
Si mons t hinks, then turns -- what spooked hinf?

SI LVI O ( CONT' D)
Scary things out there...

Ignoring Silvio, he checks his wistwatch.

MATCH CUT TO
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EXT. BACK OF THE FACTORY - SAME

SERGEANT STEPHEN WOOD (mid 50’s) -- Simons’ superior, gruff
hard-1iving sort -- pockets his own tinmepiece as he silently
steps through the dead brush.

Blurred figures run ahead. A violent, short nmuffled exchange--
EXT. ALLEYWAY - SAME

Si mmons nods, knows its tine. Turns to address his eager nen,
nervous to find the right words.

SI MVONS
Al of us -- we’ve wanted this for
awhi l e. Bringing down Sal Deveridge
defines the career of any good cop.
(beat)
No one man can run a city, no
matter who that man may be.

That’' || do. Tense, Simmons returns to the corner, reaching
for his primtive radio--

SI MMONS ( CONT’ D)
Field, we in place?

OFFI CER FI ELD (O . S.)
(over radio)
Sir, awaiting orders.

SI MMONS
Proceed, on ny mark--

Pull his .38 Colt Revolver sidearm waiting.

SI MMONS ( CONT’ D)
(into radio)
Now Fi el d. Now.
(to his nen)
Go. Go now -

EXT. STREET QOUTSI DE FACTORY - CONTI NUOUS

Twenty officers silently hoof it across the street, riot
shotguns in tow. Upon reaching the factory wall, they line

up, facing the door. Apprehensive, they turn back to Si mons--

Sensing Silvio behind--
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SI MVONS
You al ways get paid -- now get
| ost.

Silvio waits a beat, before vanishing. Bolting across the
street, Sinmons shouts into the radio--

SI MVONS ( CONT’ D)
Dammt Field, | said now

Joins his nmen at the wall. Not in the best shape, he needs a
m nute. Hears a runbling, turns--

A powerful diesel-guzzling truck, retrofitted with a
battering ram barrels around the corner, closing in--

The line of cops are astonished, gripping their firearns.
Si mmons stays focused, squawking into the radio.

SI MMONS ( CONT’ D)
Sergeant Wod. Sir, are we ready?

EXT. BACK OF THE FACTORY - SAME

Whod annoyi ngly shakes his head, trying to answer over the
shouts of a SOLDI ER bei ng handcuffed by a nearby officer.

WDE -- Mre officers |ined up, ready to take the back door.

SOLDI ER
These fucks! They’re com ng!

SGT. WOOD
Shut himthe fuck up

SOLDI ER
You better be--!

CRACK! A bataan BLUDGEONS the Soldier’s face, blood spew ng.
Qgling the mess without pity, Wod calmy answers the radio--

SGI. WOOD
Yeah, Detective we’'re ready.

Over the radio, the truck rises in volune, STATIC BU LD NG -
I NT. FACTORY - SAME

--ECHO NG LOUDER in the | arge, single space.
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Sol di ers, belonging to Sal Deveridge, hold defensive
positions behind | arge wood crates, guns drawn--

EXT. /I NT. FACTORY - SAME

SVMASH! I'l The battering ram BLOAS t hrough, debris flying,
taking the door with it, and cones to a stop, engine stil
chuggi ng.

I nside the cab, OFFICER FI ELD DUCKS -- A SPRAY OF BULLETS
SPI DER- WEB THE W NDSHI ELD

O f-screen, Wod's nuffled yells--

SGI. WOOD (Q. S.)
Axe it!

BANG A splintered CRUNCH i npacts the back door--
EXT. FACTORY - SAME

Si mmons hears Wod take the door, agitated--

SI MVONS
I make the call, goddamt!
I NT. FACTORY - SAME
The back door splinters open -- uniforns flood in, and spread

out. Fearless, Wod strides, FIRINGin the air with one hand,
t he other hol ding out his badge.

SGT. WOOD
Everyone in the general vicinity
not carrying this police-issued
badge -- well, you know what to do--

THE FACTORY ERUPTS I N GUNFI RE! Whod casual |y takes cover.
AT THE FRONT ENTRANCE

Si nmons’ nmen pour in, taking positions behind crates. Stray
bull ets ricochet, wood splinters--

Anmong the fray, Simmons finds a cowering rookie (19),
gripping his sidearm head to his chest. Sinmons neets his
trenbling eyes, reads the nanme tag -- OFFI CER CAI NE.

S| MMONS
First brawl, rookie?
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OFFI CER CAI NE

Yes sir--
Si rmons takes it all in--
SI MMONS
First in sonme tinme nmyself. |I'm

scared too--

Confidently, Oficer Caine grips the handle, ains -- A BULLET
RI PS THROUGH HI S NECK- -

Bl ood sprays over Sinmopbns as Oficer Caine drops, gurgling
his last words. Horrified, Simons has to nove on--

Fi ndi ng cover behind a tight row to flank, he encounters a
cluster of officers, pistols drawn, not firing -- they have
cl ean shots, but aren’'t taking them Sinmons is in disbelief.

SI MMONS ( CONT’ D)
TAKE YOUR SHOT, OFFI CER! !

Hesitating, they aimand exchange fire. Incredul ously, he
shakes his head -- the | ast good nan.

SMASH CUT TGO
LATER

The aftermath. Dead sol diers, cops too, are covered with
sheets by the CORONER Detectives investigate everywhere.

At the denvolished door, beat cops hold back reporters and
phot ogr aphers snappi ng pictures.

Three surviving Sol diers are cuffed, about to be taken away.

Taking in the scene is a trenbling Sinmmons, face still caked
wi th bl ood. Nonchal antly, Wod strides over.

SGI. WOOD
Pretty nmuch what you said: they're
nmoving into the arns racket.
Crates are full of ‘em-- know
you' ve had your eye on this little
dilly for awhile, while we |aughed--

Trails off, his idea of an apology. Simmons is silent,
observing the corpses. Wod | ooks himover, grinmacing--
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SGT. WOOD ( CONT’ D)
Jesus, M ke--

SI MMONS
Something’s wong. | know it.

SGI. WOOD
No, Detective -- nothing’ s wong.
We have Dev’s shipnent, which now
he won’t be selling overseas, as
wel |l as three known associates in
‘cuffs. You want hinf? These fucks
wi |l point the finger.

Wbod cocks his chin to the reporters--

SGT. WOOD ( CONT’ D)
Your collar. Do your job.

Pi ssed, Simmons steps toward the arrested Sol di ers.

SGT. WOOD ( CONT’ D)
M ke -- look pretty and sm | e.

Tosses Simmons a handkerchief, w ping the gore fromhis face,
as he relieves the cop holding the Sol diers.

Leads them out, past shouting reporters and phot ographers--

FLASH The nonment Welles sees in the paper tonorrow is
capt ur ed.

I NT. BOOKING - MAJOR CRI MES - NI GHT

FLASH The Sol diers’ nug shots are taken, in varying degrees
of physical distress. They’ ve been worked over.

Fingerprints are inked and placed in the report.
I NT. HOLDI NG - MAJOR CRI MES - MOMENTS LATER

The Sol diers’ are shoved into cells. Cops shout through the
bars, creating havoc.

Wod marches in, yelling at the surrounding cops. Simobns on
hi s heel s.

SGT. WOOD
Li sten up! These assholes are to be
handl ed by only Detective Simons
and nyself! Is that clear?!
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Eyes seething, the cops back off. Wod signals for Sinmons to
foll ow.

INT. WOOD' S OFFI CE - MAJOR CRI MES - MOMENTS LATER

Si mmons peers through the blinds facing the holding cell.
Wod tosses ice into a glass, nodding to the desk--

SGI. WOOD
Grab the reports.

Si mons sifts through, reading one by one.

SI MVONS
Henry Detzler, Charles Le-Mire,
one Edward Goyer. All priors, no
surprise -- small-tine theft, petty
crinmes -- nothing nmajor. New piss
ants on the street.
(beat, thinking)

Deveridge -- hell even -- even
Costell o doesn’t use flunkies, |
nmean, |ike ever. Al exchanges are

done by honest to God conpany nen.
Wbod approaches, sipping his drink. Sinmons | ooks expectant--

SGT. WOOD
What, you want one too?
(beat)
You' re lead on this, but we’'re not
here to nab the Big Man today.

Si mmons cocks a brow in disbelief--

SI MMONS
Four cops lie on steel tables in
t he norgue. Men who' || never see
their wves -- kids, again -- and

the Big Man can’t be touched?

SGT. WOOD
Breaki ng news fromupstairs--

Wod downs the drink. Wth a scoff, Simons is out the door.
I NT. BULLPEN - MAJOR CRI MES - DAY

Morni ng sun fl oods over Simmobns as he pours over the reports,
changing into a fresh shirt.



SI MMONS (V. Q)
Al'l those years, growi ng up on the
streets -- did you ever picture a
better life out there?

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - DAY

Handcuffed to the table is Sol dier ED GOYER (early 20’ s)
avoi ding Sinmons’ inquisitive gaze.

S| MVONS
Start sonme busi ness, neet sone
twist. Cure sone di sease--

Goyer turns, his expression changing in an instant--

GOYER
Man, why am | talkin” to you? The
fuck you wanna know- -?

SI MMONS
--this street bullshit isn't
i mpr essi ng- -

Goyer BANGS H S CUFFED FI STS DOMN ON THE DESK, SHOUTI NG,
MANI C. Gesturing to the two-way mrror, all for show-

GOYER
Gve nme ny |awer! Hear ne in
there? Who the fuck is this cop?!

Si mmons | eans back, arns fol ded, anused.
SI MMONS (V. Q)
Who was going to pick up the

shi pment? You | ook |ike you don’t
need those goofs.

LATER

20.

Si mons faces “LUCKY” CHARLIE LE-MAIRE, a snooth operator,

arnms fol ded, smacking his gum

SI MMONS
Fl avor’s gotta be gone by now.
Look, God’s honest: |I'mtired,

al right? Catching you red-handed
threw of f my body cl ock.

(beat)
G ve ne a nane. Sonmeone who isn't a
conpl ete jerk-off.
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Charlie exhal es, |eaning forward.

LUCKY CHARLI E
What’ s your wife' s address? Go
head, wite it down.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - SAME

Filled to the brimw th a STENOGRAPHER and ot her officers,
Wod groans -- knows what that neant.

SGI. WOOD
Uh- oh- -

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - SAME

LUCKY CHARLI E
"Il stop by, wi ne and di ne, give
her a decent fuck for onc--

SI MMONS LUNGES ACRCOSS THE TABLE, PLUMVETING HI'S FI ST | NTO
LUCKY CHARLIE' S JAW Still chained, Charlie’'s wists bl eed,
scream ng i n agony- -

A flood of cops pour in, pulling Simons off--
INT. WOOD' S OFFI CE - MAJOR CRI MES - LATER THAT DAY

Silence. Sinmons turns away as he sits across from Wod and
CAPTAI N DOUG.AS, recently reaned. No one utters a word.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - LATER

The final Sol dier, HENRY METZLER, young but not stupid, sits
across from Si nmons. Now | eadi ng, Wod is next to him

METZLER
You know | don’t know anyt hi ng.
I won’t say -- anything.

SGI. WOOD
See, that’s a lie -- a crutch.
Sonmet hing you're told to say in the
of f-chance you get pinched.

METZLER
(eyei ng Si nmons)
CGet the answer out of ne |like you
did Charlie--?
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SGI. WOOD
Don't ook at him You and the
others, low | evel. Soneone knows
sonmet hin’. Someone’s that’s paying--

SI MMONS
--tell me where Sal Deveridge is.

The air’s been sucked out. Under Wod' s glare, Sinmons rises.
Wod reaches over, slanmm ng the door in his face.

| NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - CONTI NUOUS
Oficer’s eye Sinmmons as he joins them

METZLER (Q. S.)
Not going to tal k about him

SGI. WOOD (O . S.)
Who said anything? |’ maski ng about
t he shi prent.

(beat)

Maybe i f we caught soneone
affiliated with Bim Costello
i nstead, hnmm® Hear those two j ust
| ove each ot her.

I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - SAME
Shifting, Metzler nods at the cigarette pack on the table--

METZLER
G nmme one.

Wod hands one over, lights it for him Metzler inhales.

METZLER ( CONT’ D)
Want sonme sage advice, Sergeant?
You can’t trust no one. Not here.
Not no nore.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - SAME

The back door expl odes open. The Soldier’s portly LAWER
aggressi vely shoves past, followed by two uniformns--

LAWER
CGet ny client the hell outta that
room Boy, you shut your nouth--!
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I NT. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - SAME

Met zl er distractedly eyes the mrror, takes a |ong drag,
debating. Wod | eans forward, nock playful

SGI. WOOD
You wanna di vul ge sonet hing, Henry?

METZLER
Lemme sumit up for you: there’s
wor se things out there than
Costello -- Sal Deveridge, even

Wod’'s snmle fades -- that was dark. Reaches for his own
snoke, noddi ng toward the door--

SGT. WOOD
Sounds |i ke your council’s here.

The Lawyer bursts in, cops follow ng--
LAWYER
(to Metzler)
The hell you doing tal king when
you’'re not instructed--!

COPS ( VARI QUS)
Sorry, Sarge, we couldn’t stop him-

Wod peers through the two-way mrror--
I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - NMAJOR CRI MES - SAME

SGT. WOOD
Man’s only doing his job.

Gaze level ed at Sinmons. The detective's eyes say it all --
this is a personal m ssion.

Tap-tap-tap -- a faint tapping.

| NT. BACK ROOM - DAY

Tap-tap-tap. Fingers tap on an arnrest -- in three’s.

Walls THUMP with distant jazz. A hideaway, designed for short
visits. Low lighting, two plush chairs in the center, facing

each other, matching end tabl es--

Faci ng the cl osed door, always facing the door, is SAL
DEVERI DGE (late 50's). Tall (6’2), skinny, severely focused--
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Tap-tap-tap. Hi s unblinking eyes never stray fromthat door.
I NT. HALLWAY LEADI NG TO BACK ROOM - SAME
Blood red, lowlit. Doors lining, unknown nenace behi nd each

Bl M COSTELLO -- stout, overweight (md 50s), purposely
strides toward the door at the end. Bal ding, cocksure and a
smal | penis to boot, his $200 suit and expensive gold watch
do the heavy lifting--

Behi nd, a second nman trails, intense eyes never |eaving
Costello’s head -- given half a chance, he’'d put a bullet
t hrough it.

This is Sal’s enforcer, JI MW STACCATO (md 20’s), born in
the slumthree bl ocks away, and, w thout a doubt, knows this
is exactly where he wants to be.

St oppi ng before the door, Jimy knocks three tinmes, waits a
beat, then swi ngs the door open.

I NT. BACK ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

Like two prized fighters, Costello sizes up Sal, playing
their ol d gane.

Sal remains notionless, only darting his eyes to Jimy--

JI MW
Sorry to do this, M. Costello--

Gazing fromJimy to Sal, Costello reluctantly stretches his
arnms out, palnms planted against the wall--

COSTELLO
Still?

No answer. Jinmy frisks.

COSTELLO ( CONT’ D)
The asshole in front already did
t he honors. Such a big organi zation
suffering froma | ack of
comruni cati on, always a bad sign.

Jimy finishes, obediently wthdraws to the corner.

Costell o eyes Sal as he nakes his way to the opposite chair.
Pul I s a handkerchief, dusting the seat, sniffing |oudly.
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COSTELLO ( CONT’ D)
Fucki ng col ds- -

Wth an exhale, sits, snoothing his suit. Long beat.
COSTELLO ( CONT’ D)

Shit bad |uck ‘bout your boys --
just heard fromny intel

(sil ence)
Thi nk t hey squawked?
(sil ence)

Sure, the |l awer already posted
their bail. No word if they cut
deals. If they did, we're fucked--

Long silence. Costell o’ s tone becones nore tense.

COSTELLO ( CONT’ D)
It was nmy shipnment. Your nen that
were pinched -- fuck you doing
using those lowifes?

He sighs, his patience grow ng thin.

COSTELLO ( CONT’ D)
You and nme need to reach an
agreenent on this thing: if they
talk, an’ their names are on your
payroll -- it’s over. They trace it
back to ne, I’'Il cut your fucking
nuts off, you hearin ne?

Still, Sal doesn’t nove.
Knowi ng he’s gone too far, Costello tries to rein it in.
COSTELLO ( CONT' D)
You wanna tal k business, fine.
| got sonething lined up by the end
of the week -- you know what, fuck
it--

He stands abrasively, buttoning the jacket over his fat
st omach- -

In one fluid nmotion -- Sal is inches fromhis opponent’s

ti
face. Costello blinks, trying to restrain his surprise.

Meeting Costello’s eye line, a thin smle tightens across
Sal ' s cheeks.



26.

Costell o only inhal es--

Sal buttons his suit jacket, steps around Costello to the
door. Jimmy helps himw th his overcoat, opens the door,
surveyi ng the hal |l way- -

Sal turns to a stunned Costello -- not a word spoken.

He and Ji mmy proceed down the hallway, |eaving a nervous
Costello in his wake.

Exhal i ng, Costell o suddenly doesn’t feel entirely safe here.
I NT. HALLWAY - SAME

Sal and Jinmmy walk in stride, the thunping jazz nusic
beconming clear as they reach its source--

As they pass, scumry custoners and enpl oyees straighten up in
his presence -- paying particular mnd to not touch him

Sal and Jimmy clinb a staircase--

I NT. UPPER HALLWAY - CONTI NUQUS

Cheers, laughter, and nusic envelop as they turn a corner--
I NT. BALLROOM - FALCON S NI GHTCLUB - CONTI NUQUS

A club cones to blazing Iife as a hundred peopl e pack the
dance floor, drinking to their heart’s content.

On a massive stage, a band is on their feet, giving the crowd
a good tinme. Still, they collectively sense--

Sal Deveridge has entered the room
He never breaks stride -- the sea parts just for him

Fromthe fray, a cigarette girl energes, tray held by a neck
strap. Sal glances as they pass--

El oi se.

She sees him he sees her -- passing on their separate ways.
EXT. WELLES APARTMENT - DAY

Approaching the wi ndow, find Welles, sleep-deprived, slacks

and wi fe-beater, arns propped agai nst the wi ndow sill,
staring bel ow -
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I NT. VWELLES' APARTMENT - CONTI NUOUS

Regardi ng the busy street, people passing to and fro. On the
corner, a mail box--

BANG BANG BANG Behind him the front door.

Goes to answer -- the nmmilbox is gone. No one notices.

Anot her round of bangi ng, as he unl ocks and opens--

LANDLADY (O.S.)
Jesus, it stinks in here--!

A heavy-set LANDLADY (70’s) darkens his door, dressed in an
ill-fitted sundress, nursing a cigarette.

VEELLES
Somet hi ng you needed, M ss El ster?
LANDLADY
You got a call.
VELLES
(consi ders)

Who?
Landl ady throws her arns up, wal ki ng away.

LANDLADY
--1"myour secretary?

I NT. HALLWAY - WELLES' APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - MOVMVENTS LATER

The receiver rests on the hung tel ephone. Wl les picks up,
Landl ady on his heels.

WELLES
Wl | es.

MAN (O S.)
Theodore Wl | es?

VEELLES
VWho' s this?

BOSS (O S.)

Your fucking boss. Forget you work
when the sun’s high in the sky?
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VWl les rel axes, then stresses -- all in one reflex, before
coughi ng i nexplicably.

VELLES
Had a hell of a night, sir. Sore
throat. Can’t sell, if | can't

speak--?

Landl ady hovers, hand out -- pay ne. Annoyed, he digs for
sonme change, she |leaves. H's eyes shut, mnd reeling, panic
nmount i ng- -

BOSS (O S.)
Bul I shit -- you better still be on
the other end of this call--
VEELLES
Tonorrow, |I’'11 cover ny territory

and nmake up the rounds on ny way
back. Leave ne be--

BCSS (O S.)
No, you do it to-day! | don’t give
a damm about you or--!

VELLES SLAMS THE PHONE DOM. Wth unknowabl e rage, his hands
trenbl e.

I NT. WELLES' APARTMENT - LATER

Penci| scratching. Bent over the breakfast table, Wlles
vigorously sketches in a note pad. Finishes, flips the page,
sket ching again -- focused, not nad.

LATER

Not e pad pl aced neatly to the side, he fans through a
weat her ed address book. Nanme after nane -- acquai ntances,
friends, school mtes -- he doesn’t recognize a single one.

I NT. HALLWAY - WELLES' APARTMENT BUI LDI NG - MOVMVENTS LATER

Phone pressed to his ear, clutching the address book, Welles
only hears endl ess ringing. Hangs up in silent frustration.

EXT. STREET - DAY

Dazed, Welles wal ks in the shadow of the |ate afternoon sun,
until his feet hit a stone step. Shaking his daydream he
peers up- -
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A magni ficent church stands before him He stares |ongingly
at its sheer beauty.

Rai ses a foot up the step, eyes fixated on the front door.
| ndeci si ve, he steps down, continuing on.
I NT. VELLES APARTMENT - NI GHT

Again, in bed. Beat. In an instant, Wlles rises, begins to
dress. Again, sonething clutched in his hands--

EXT. STREET - LATER

Hunched in the doorway of a closed business, Wl les unfolds
somet hi ng crunbl ed, aged and creased frommnultiple fol ds--

A second map -- one nuch different fromthe one used to nark
his territories.

For the mllionth tinme, WlIles studies--

CLOSE ON THE MAP -- we notice a curiosity: the marks and
circles dotting the map are not residences or businesses--

--but all eyways.

In an instant, Welles’ eyes dart around -- sensing sonething.
Something fam liar, sonething to be feared--

The night creatures -- dealers, nen and wonen turning tricks,
drunks -- begin retreating for the sanctuary of I|ight.

Marking a spot on the map with his finger, Wlles wal ks, his
dread building with each silent step

An om nous corner is ahead. Knowi ng he nust, he doesn’t slow.

Approaching the nouth of the alley, he cautiously peers in.
Beat. Sees sonethi--

DOUBLES BACK- -

Eyes cl enched shut, intensely breathing through his nose.
Mout hing a silent prayer, HE NEEDS TO LOOK AGAIN -- TO KNOW

H s surroundi ngs provide safety -- cars, civilization.

Wth a surge of bravery, he peers again--



30.

VELLES POV: At the far end, a nountain of a BRUTE | eans
against a ‘36 Packard Mbdel 1401 Eight, an Itcha & Burglar
shot gun under his arm snoki ng--

Wl | es’ gaze dare not waver as he silently maneuvers behind a
clutter of discarded boxes.

A drop, then another. Pelts of rain -- then a shower.

Not hing only the tightness in his throat, he can’t believe
his eyes--

A di stance fromthe Brute--

A SECOND MAN

FACES THE WALL, FEELI NG EVERY PQOSSI BLE | NCH OF THE BRI CK AND
GROUT W TH UNUSUALLY- LONG FI NGERS. H S MANNERI SMS ARE

ANI MALI STI C I N NATURE- -

Welles can’t turn away -- his shock won't |et him

Whonever this is, thinks just |ike him-- precise,
nmeti cul ous, patient.

Rai n beats harder now, drenching everything.

The Man doesn’t notice the rain, nor an observing presence.
He sinply continues, feeling at that wall--

Welles nusters the strength to crawl away -- clears the
alley, making it to the sidewal k, then the buil ding
conpl etel y--

Staggers to his feet. H's shoes find pavenent, then
i ntensify.

Sounds of the world return. The clattering of rain nuffles
out his fearful screans.

Hi s pace qui ckens, then becones a full-blown run

Sonet hi ng triggers--

FLASH (B&WN : A hand, grabbing at himin the dark. A GUNSHOT
fl ash!

He madly clutches his head -- reality and the Fl ash nerging--

A voi ce echoes, the sane wonman- -
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FLASH (B&W : Repeated, the hand grabbing himin the darkness--

WOVAN
No, don’t! No--!!

H's torment intensifying, Wlles is YANKED OFF H' S FEET BY AN
I NVI SI BLE HAND- -

SVASH TO BLACK

END OF ACT TWD
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ACT THREE

INT. SUSIE S SEDAN - N GHT (ELASH - B&W

A Wman’ s voi ce echoes, stretches, through a prism-

WOMAN
--No!!

WOVAN S POV (IN SLONMOTION): blurred, beside the woman, a
seated figure -- a man. She grips his wist in sudden panic--

Qut of her peripheral, a second figure, shrouded in black on
a street corner, watches--

WOVAN ( CONT’ D)
Noooo, no do--!

Everything is sucked away, through a wornhole, until we
abruptly--

SMASH CUT TGO
I NT. SW TCHBOARD ROOM - TELEPHONE COWMPANY - N GHT

SUSI E
--don’ t!!

Screaned |ike bloody nmurder, silencing the voices of a
hundred wonen speaki ng at once--

WDE -- a huge sw tchboard. Two enornous rows fill the
swi tching bank stations, wires protrudi ng everywhere.

Phone lines still ring, yet each of the fenale operators, and
their mal e supervisors, have paused to gawk at--

SUSI E CRANE, her hand outstretched as in the Flash. Headset
tangl ed around her neck, her connected call dropped--

Peeri ng about, she quickly realizes she’s just nade a scene.

She’s lovely (md-20"s) with shortened strawberry bl onde
hair. A girl next door -- nothing about her seens corrupt.

As she | owers her hand, | ooking nore conmposed fromthe
experience than Welles -- she notes the claw marks in the
desk made by her ot her hand.

JILL, young like herself, |looks on with concern as she
returns to her station.
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EXT. PHONE COVPANY - LATER

The rain has stopped, the pavenent still wet. Unbrellas are
fol ded and tucked under arns.

Susie | eaves work in a daze, apart fromthe other girls.

JILL (O S.)
Suz!

Susi e stops, attracting the pointed glares of her coworkers,
as Jill catches up. They wal k toward the parking |ot.

JILL (CONT' D)
Hey. You gonna tell nme?

SUSI E
VWhat - - ?

Jill rolls her eyes--

JILL
You know, you can ask. My brother
can get what you need. They hel p,
bel i eve ne. Not ny business, but
what ever this--

Susie lets that sink in.
SuUsSI E
“Friend and now Pill Pusher”. Nice
job title--
Jill stops, choosing her words--
JI LL

| don’t want to tell you how to
live your life--

SUS| E
--so don' t--

JI LL
--but we both know that M. Hanson
w Il say sonmething if he thinks one

of his girls is hopped up--

Susi e shakes her head, begins wal ki ng away.
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SUSI E
Code for “you want to tal k about
it?”

JILL

Damm t! Wanna |isten to housew fe
gossip -- CEQO s calling their
m stresses all your life?

Susi e doesn’t respond, keeps wal king. Jill watches after her,
curiosity getting the better of her.

JILL (CONT’ D)
Where do you go anyway? What do you
see? Gve ne that nuch--

Susi e stops twenty feet away, turns hesitantly.

SUSI E
A man- -

JILL
Now t here’ s sonet hi ng you need- -

Susie smles grinmy, trying to put the words together--

SUSI E
He doesn’t bel ong--

I NT./EXT. SUSIE S SEDAN - NI GHT

Susie slows to a red |ight, behind the wheel of her beaten
‘32 Chevrol et Confederate BA 4-door Sedan. Lost in thought,
she wat ches pedestrians cross--

In the di stance, behind her -- A BLINDI NG FLASH CF LI GHT
CENTRALI ZES M LES AVWAY, BRI EFLY | LLUM NATI NG THE NI GHT SKY - -

THEN IS GONE

Traffic comes to a halt, crossing pedestrians pause -- and
turn. Not some turn, but everyone--

SOMEHOW Susie is calm Peers in the rear view mrror
observi ng those w de-eyed faces around her, searching--

Vague m sunder standi ng hangs on their faces--

Soon, the nonment passes. Pedestrians shake it off I|ike
not hi ng happened, and continue on their way.

Sorret hi ng has happened, though--
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Still at the red light, Susie spies--

One pedestrian, handsone, carrying a briefcase, as he passes
her passenger w ndow.

He takes a few nore steps, then spins around, toward Susie’s
car. Opens the door and hops in.

The light turns green. Wth zero confoundnment, Susie flips a
u-turn, back the way she cane. They calmy size one another

up.

SuUsSI E
Yeah, | saw it too.

He smles, plucking a snoke fromhis netal case. Susie rolls
down t he passenger wi ndow, anusingly annoyed--

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
Good to see you, Dani el

DANI EL BENTON taps the ash out the w ndow.

DANI EL
It’s good to see you, Susie.

I NT. OBSERVATI ON ROOM - MAJOR CRI MES - N GHT

Si mons | eans against a table, staring into the enpty
i nterrogation room

Wod steps in, |eans against the back wall with a sigh.

SI MVONS
Howis it -- that two guys, caught
red handed with illegal material,

reportedly responsible for the
death of several of this city’'s

finest -- could possibly post bai
so qui ckly?
(not hi ng)

And the third guy, soon after

gi ving up evidence that notorious
gangster Sal Deveridge is behind

the entire enterprise, could just
escape -- from an unl ocked second
fl oor wi ndow of a police station?

Simons gets to his feet, faces Wod, eyes filled with rage--
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SGT. WOOD
M ke- -

GRABS WOOD, SLAMM NG H M HARD AGAI NST THE WALL- -

SGT. WOOD ( CONT’ D)
Have you | ost your fucking--!!!

SI MMONS
How far does Sal Deveridge's
influence run in this town?! Can't
be far, because | sure as shit
don’t renmenber getting any noney!

Eye to eye, this could go bad. Simmons feels Wod out,
finally letting go--

SI MMONS ( CONT’ D)
Must be a short |ist.

WOCD
(straightening his suit)
More |ike exclusive...

Si mmons t hinks, then wal ks out, not neeting Wod' s eye.
I NT. POLICE BAR - NI GHT
Dark and | oud. Simons broods al one -- paranoi a, al cohol --
filling himup. Fellow officers drunkenly sing around a
j ukebox, working off their aggression.

Catches the gaze of an officer toasting him Simmons raises
his glass, downs it. Yep, that did it--

SI MMONS
G nmme anot her - - !

Slamming his palmon the table we--
SMASH CUT TO
I NT. SIMMONS' HOUSE - LATER
SLAM Si mmons drunkenly enters the darkened house, comcally
“shhhh’ing” the door. He plants his feet, waiting, making

sure he hasn’t woken anyone. Not hi ng.

Careful ly stunmbl es down the--
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HALLWAY

Passing cl osed doors -- stops. One is ajar, a light snore
pernmeati ng. Considers entering, but lets it go--

I NT. KITCHEN - SI MMONS HOUSE - MOMVENTS LATER

Simmons lightly places his .38 and hol ster on the table,
enptying his pockets in a pile, sighing |oudly.

Sits as he gulps froma mlk bottle. Reaches over, pulls a
note pad fromthe pile. Cicks a pen fromhis shirt pocket,
and writes.

Shakes his head, unsure. Takes a brave sw g, continues.
The note pad reads:

Sal Deveridge, Assoc.
Bim Costell o, Assoc. (Low priority)
Taps the pen, sobering--

S| MMONS
This is nuts--

Anwkwardly tears the page out, then into thirds, tossing it in
t he waste basket. Leaves the room hits the |light. Darkness--

CLICK!I The light returns. Simmons fishes the torn paper from
the trash, piecing it back together, jigsawlike, begins re-
witing the list on a second page--

Stops hinself -- whoa, wait. Thinks.
Not wanting a second copy floating around, reaches for sone

tape, re-assenbling the original. Flattens it carefully,
addi ng one | ast nane- -

The Dark Hat.

Studi es the nane, what it inplies -- before shoving the |ist
in his pocket, shutting the light off.

EXT. WOODED ROAD - QUTSIDE THE CITY - N GHT

Headl i ghts trace an outline of illum nation across a deserted
road. A deep and enpty forest engulfs Susie’ s Sedan.
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EXT. FOREST CLEARI NG - MOMENTS LATER

A streamtrickles. Above, stormclouds pass with neticul ous
speed. Trees stretch high into the starless night sky.

Sittingon alog is a frail woman (71), regarding the
peaceful water. Her aura feels otherworldly, yet unbreakabl e.

W'll come to know her as M SS OLSEN

She reaches down, running her winkled hand through the cold
wat er. A pleasant smle.

In the distance, a nmechani cal hum and the crunch of gravel,
foll owed by |ight dancing anongst the trees.

Her adm ring eyes never |eave the water, loving its novenent.

Somewhere, a pair of car doors open -- footsteps crackle over
dead | eaves, grow in volune, then silence--

From behind, a pair of hands place a |Iight afghan over her
tiny shoul ders. Conforted, she smles.

M SS COLSEN
Col der than | renenber.

REVEAL -- Susie and Daniel at a respectful distance.

She turns, and begins standing with sone effort. Dani el
offers his arm she takes it--

M SS OLSEN ( CONT’' D)
Dani el -- thank you.

Escorts her back to the car, Susie following. As they slowy
vani sh from vi ew -

M SS OLSEN ( CONT' D)
VWhat does he know so far?

DANI EL
He know s sonething’s been w ong
for awhile now -- but can’'t put his

finger on it.

M SS COLSEN
Thought that man woul d never get
hi s head on straight.

Only their voices linger in the air.
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MSS OLSEN (O. S.) (CONT' D)
Think it’s tine to put a watch on
him A closer eye--

SUSIE (O S.)
One is already in place, mum |’ m
seeing to it personally--

I NT./ EXT. FATHER ADAMS' TRUCK - DAY

FATHER FRANK ADAMS (40) drives his church-donated truck. A
ni ce, easy-going guy with an uncorrupted heart.

EXT. CHURCH PARKI NG LOT - MOMENTS LATER

Adanms pulls to a stop at the back entrance, hops out. G abs
t he heavy supplies fromthe bed, props the door open with one
good foot, before disappearing inside.

Farther down the building wall, sonething that went unnoticed
-- a busted w ndow.

I NT. CHURCH - MOMENTS LATER

Adans organi zes the pews for the arriving faithful -- pauses
with a start.

Seated in the back pew, a figure in silhouette.
Wth a slight stutter, Adans slowy approaches--

FATHER ADAMS
My son, we have shelters where you
can sl eep--
(with a sigh)
--sure hope you' re not in trouble,
Teddy.

Sl eepl ess and traumatized, Welles stares strai ght ahead.

WELLES
VWhat the hell did | do...?

Adans takes a seat in the pew ahead--

FATHER ADAMS
Wndered tine and again: “Wen is
Teddy Welles going to finish
clinbing the steps of ny church and
come in?”
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VELLES
Just -- yesterday--

FATHER ADANS
What stopped you?

VWELLES
Wwasn't |i ke when we were kids,
Frank. Blind faith and all --

Readi ng Adans’ m nd, Welles peers behind, an anxi ous whi sper--

VWELLES ( CONT’ D)
Can’t help but feel -- soneone's --
don’t know, keeping tabs on ne.

FATHER ADAMS
What’ d you do?

VEELLES

No -- that’s enough. \Whatever | say
wi Il sound conpletely insane, no--

Adans gestures to his clerical collar--

FATHER ADANS
Try ne.

Wl l es nods, spit-firing, before it can nake sense--
VELLES

Not sure if | ever told you this --
I have this condition, had it for

years -- see nyself in these --
i mges. It overtakes the senses,
and 1-1 can’t control it, the

repetition, repeating--

FATHER ADAMS
Repeating -- of what?

VELLES
I” m soneone el se, okay? Um didn’t
happen for the | ongest tine, then
one day, poof!--

FATHER ADANMS
You' re tal king about -- dreans?



VEELLES
(rubbing his eyes)
No -- you're not seeing -- |’'mse
t hrough these pockets of tinme. 1|’
me, but a “ne” that never --
exi st ed.

Adans exhales, at a | oss for words--
VELLES ( CONT’ D)

Can’t pretend to |live sone normnal

life when I’ mseeing this shit--

FATHER ADAMS

VWat you' re telling me -- not sur

you need a priest, nore like a

shrink -- so, why cone to ne?
VEELLES

You ever had an obsession, Frank?
Somet hing that drives you so far
out to sea, you no |onger see |an

Adans shakes his head.

VELLES ( CONT’ D)
Something terrible is going to
happen -- feel it all the tine.

FATHER ADANS
You think something -- soneone,
what ever, is showi ng you things -

nt
m

e

d?

that can prevent it from happeni ng?

VEELLES
Sonmething is telling ne to | eave.

FATHER ADAMS
Yeah, right -- imagine a world
W t hout Teddy Well es.

Adans | aughs. Smling sadly, Wlles rises,
beari ngs.

FATHER ADAMS ( CONT' D)

getting his

Look. Everyone feels lost at tines,
pal . You have your people. You're

not some | ost soul, Teddy.

WELLES
I don’t know- -

41.
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FATHER ADANMS
My advice: confront this,
everything will nake sense in the
end.

Wth a condescendi ng chuckle, Welles |eaves. Adans turns--
FATHER ADAMS ( CONT' D)
Thanks Teddy, doin’ fine, by the
way!

CUT TO BLACK:

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT _FOUR
EXT./INT. CATY - VARIOUS - EVEN NG NI GHT/ LATE NI GHT
Looki ng strai ght down.

Susie is parked across the street from Wl les’ building.
A single light shines--

In his apartnment, Welles sits, head in his hands,
contenplating. At his side, a packed suitcase.

Cars pass to and fro. Pedestrians wal k wi t hout disdain.

Deveridge soldiers Ed Goyer and Lucky Charlie frantically
duck through an abandoned parking |ot--

Suddenly they’ re WRESTLED TO THE GROUND by two | arge nen, and
stuffed in the trunk of a waiting car--

Eyes gl azed over, Detective Simmobns types up reports in the
station bullpen, pulling an all-nighter.

At Fal con’s nightclub, booze and debauchery are on full
di spl ay. El oi se works anong them the one person not | ost.

An enpty rail yard. On their knees, Goyer and Lucky Charlie
trenble. Colt .45 in hand, Jimy Staccato stands over them --
POP, POP! They pitch forward in the dirt--

Hol ed up in the dark sonewhere, surviving soldier Henry
Met zl er spies out the w ndow, snoking--

Fat her Adans greets his congregation on the steps for evening
mass.

Finally -- Welles stands, beginning his nightly ritual.
Leaves the suitcase--

From her car, Susie spies Wlles energe fromthe buil ding
with extreme caution, pocketing the map.

Susi e pursues on foot, maintaining her distance--

Little do they know, watching froma corner, is The Man In
The Shadows. We don’t know him but sonehow, he's famliar--

EXT. WATERFRONT - MOMENTS LATER

The waterfront stretches behind a deep fog. Welles' footsteps
reverberate off the isolation around him
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Susie carefully tails him then halts, panic grips her --
sonmething in the air -- an el ectronically-pul sating hum

Wel |l es stops. That fam liar feeling--
Near by, The Man In The Shadows vani shes, wi thout a care.
The el ectronical |l y-pul sating hum gr ows- -

Fromtheir respective viewoints, Susie and Wlles W TNESS
THE ENTI RE NI GHT SKY SUDDENLY ENVELOP I N LI GHT- -

Wl | es serenely shutters his eyes, focusing--

PI ERCI NG WHI TE LI GHT ENGULFS THE SKYLINE -- taking thent-

SMASH CUT TGO

INT. VELLES | NNER OFFICE - N GHT (ELASH - B&W

Backl it agai nst dusty venetian blinds, Wlles eyeballs the
cranped, cluttered office.

Looks down to his attire -- what?

SLAM Welles snaps his head toward the door -- approaching
f oot st eps.

Braci ng, the door sw ngs open--

A WOWAN S VO CE (O S.)
They’' re here--

A woman (m d-20’s), sunptuously dressed to the nines, crosses
to his side at the w ndow -- Susie.

Welles is speechless, forgetting his confusion. She side-eyes
him-- a shared vulnerability there.

Somet hing in his demeanor shifts. Cracking a peek through the
bl i nds, he spies the wet street bel ow. Nothing noves. Then--

SuUsSI E
Wl | es--1!

Instinctively gripping his wist. He recognizes the
sensation, but doesn’t react.

THEI R POV: Sl owy, shadows nove. The Shadows, a series of
sil houettes, descend on the buil ding.
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Fear furrows her brow

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
W’ ve lingered too |ong.

Wel les bolts into action. Susie nmakes for the door. Knocking
papers fromthe desk, he reaches for the phone, dialing--

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
Hurry! We don’t have tinel

I gnoring, he speaks quickly into the phone--

VELLES
There yet? | know -- half the city
is about to cone down on us. We're
on our way.

Susi e apprehensively eyes the door. Hangs up, he pats his
pocket s- -

Wth a cute snile, Susie dangles the car keys off her
fingertip, already out the door--

SUSI E
Way ahead of you, baby.

Welles is alone -- pauses. Defenses down, he feels a
I ingering presence. He doesn’t bel ong--

Wth a resigned sigh, pulls his fedora | ow, scranbling under
t he desk- -

Produci ng his Browni ng Hi - Power handgun. Checks the mag,
grabs further ammo, heads for the door--

I NT. HALLWAY - WELLES OFFICE - CONTI NUOUS (ELASH - B&W

Cl i nbi ng footsteps echo, grow ng | ouder--
Wl l es closes the door, noting the beaded gl ass--
“...& Wl les - Discreet Investigation. Est. 1924~

Turns, runs face-first in Susie, frozen as she peers down the
hall. He foll ows her gaze--

I Mm nent shadows appear on the stair |anding.

Susi e apprehensively gazes at him He grabs her hand,
pul ling her in the opposite direction--
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THUNK! A chunk of wall EXPLODES near Susie’ s head, ducking
for cover. Soon, they re out of sight.

EXT. FIRE ESCAPE - OFFI CE - MOVENTS LATER (ELASH - B&W

Wl l es shatters a wi ndow. Susie hops onto the fire escape.
Landi ng after | anding they descend, Wlles always on her
tail, peering above--

At the bottomfire escape, Welles kicks the | adder | oose.
Wth a loud SPIN, it slides |oose -- KLANKI Cracks hard on
t he pavenent.

C ut ching her heels, she clinbs down--

EXT. ALLEYWAY - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

She reaches the bottom On the | ookout, she funbles with the
car keys. Gawks up--

Fromthe top fire escape, a Colt .45 barrel points over the
railing--

Wel |l es descends -- FLING A round SPARKS the | adder
Di soriented, Welles PLUNGES ten feet--

LANDI NG HARD on his side. Susie rushes to his aide.

SUSI E
Get up, c’non!

Staggers toward the parked Sedan, Welles glinpses--
At the nouth of the alley, nenaci ng SHADOAS bl ock their path--

I NT./EXT. SUSIE S SEDAN - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

Snappi ng the keys from her, he wobbl es behind the wheel.

SUSI E
You just plunged froma great
height -- you're not fit to drivel
VELLES
You can walk for all | care.

I ndi gnant, she hops in. Welles turns the ignition -- CLICK
Uh- oh. Through the wi ndshield, the Shadows break into a run--

SUSI E
It’Il work -- turn it now
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Twi sts the keys, punps the breaks -- Shadows are closing in
fast, beating fists against the hood!

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
DO | T!

VROOOOM | -- the engine roars to lifel

Wl | es FLATTENS the gas, a Shadow splinters against the
wi ndshi el d- -

Shadows are flung aside as the Sedan sails past.

Welles’ eyes dart to the rear view mrror -- behind, a Colt
.38 is raised. Wl les shoves Susi e down--

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
Wl | es, goddammit!

POP, POP, POP! Three bullets inpact the back w ndow, ni ssing
her by inches--

EXT. STREET - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

The Sedan EXPLODES into gridlock, swerving any collisions--

I NT./EXT. SUSIE S SEDAN -- CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

Wl | es spies the parked | uxurious Pontiac Roadster--

VELLES
That’s their’s, right?

Wt hout warning, steadies the Browning in front of Susie' s
nose. She grabs her ears--

POP, POP! Blowi ng holes in the rubber tires. As air expels--

SUSI E

Not the nost original means, but--
VELLES

You get what you pay for,

sweet heart.

EXT. STREET - SAME (ELASH - B&W

Clearing traffic, the Sedan flies.

At the alley, surviving Shadows hoof it. SCREEEEECH A second
Roadst er appears. They get in, pursuing--
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I NT/ EXT. SUSIE S SEDAN - MOMENTS LATER (ELASH - B&W

The enpty mag clatters on the floorboard. Wlles reloads a
new one, whil e dangerously veering through traffic. He gawks
at the city around him sonehow both foreign and famliar--
Susi e cl enches the seat--

SUSI E
Try to avoid these people! Jes-us!

Wel | es casual ly gl ances ahead -- FLATTENS THE BRAKES, bracing
his arm across her chest.

THE SEDAN SKI DS TO A STOP. Both stare ahead--

Bl ocki ng the causeway, idle Pontiac Roadster’s. Shadows
emer ge, COCKI NG THOWPSON' S- -

Behi nd, civilian vehicles stonp their brakes, sone COLLIDE
with a crunch -- Wlles and Susie are trapped.

She speaks tensely, while Welles focuses hard on the
i npendi ng threats--

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)

Welles -- if you' re planning
something -- anything really, in
that |unk head of yours -- now
woul d- -

THE THOWPSON S UNLOAD -- WELLES DOESN T STIR--

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
Welles, |--?!

FLATTENS THE GAS, VWH PS THE BROWNI NG OUT THE W NDOW FI RI NG
W TH PRECI SI ON- -

Shadows don’t react quickly -- dropping |ike bags of dirt.

Recovering, they return fire -- riddling the Sedan with a
hail of bullets. Susie hits the deck--

Welles flips a bitch, plow ng through the bl ockade.

RAT- AT-TAT!! Bullet rip through as they nake their escape--
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INT. SUSIE S SEDAN - CONTI NUCUS ( ELASH - B&W

VWl l es exhales, relieved -- can’t believe his dunb | uck.
Twi sts over his shoul der, eyeing her--

VEELLES
You all right? Holy shit! Can’'t
bel i eve- -

Susi e doesn’t speak, only smling in astonishnment. Welles
glances to the stray bullet hole in the door.

She peers down, pulling away a pal mcoated in blood -- shit.
Pani cked, he frantically searches her--

VELLES ( CONT’ D)
VWhere -- VWHERE?!

SUSI E
Dammit, I'mfine! Just drivell

EXT. STREET - MOMENTS LATER ( ELASH - B&W

The first rays of daylight pour over the enpty streets.

INT. SUSIE S SEDAN - MOVENTS LATER (ELASH - B&W

Wl |l es’ eyes dart between the mrror and the road. Susie
serenely rests her head, peering out--

VELLES
Stay awake there! Can’t pay ne if
you’ re dead!
Dazed, a thin snml|e appears--

SUSI E
You just made the will...

VELLES (cont’d)
We're right ‘round the corner -- be
there in a mnute.
They pass a famliar deserted street corner.

Susi e abruptly jerks her head, narrow ng her eyes out the
w ndow -- the world goes silent.

SUSIE s POV: Ared pin of light levitates in the darkness--

IN SLOWMITION -- she’s paralyzed with fear.
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SUSI E
It’s him..

The faint light, a cigarette cherry snoked by a silhouette in
a trench coat and hat--

THE MAN | N THE SHADOWS- -

Despite her wound, Susie is jarringly frightened. As the
Sedan rounds the corner, the nonment |asts an eternity.

Sensing, Welles foll ows her gaze, spying the sil houette--

SHE CLUTCHES H S WRI ST- -

SUSI E ( CONT’ D)
No! Don’t!!!

THE MAN SPOTS WELLES -- MOTI ONING I N SURPRI SED, REAL FEAR- -

W de- eyed, hypnotized, Welles can’t turn away- -

VELLES
I -- know him-

The Man noves forward, darkness follow ng, then -- vani shes.
RESUVE NORVAL MOTION -- nothing is said. Susie studies him

Wl | es swal l ows hard, peering behind when they re eyes neet.
In a guilt-ridden whisper--

SUSI E
I’"’mso sorry, Teddy--

| NT. ABANDONED HOTEL GARAGE - MOMENTS LATER ( ELASH - B&W

The Sedan flies down the ranp.

I NT. LOBBY - ABANDONED HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER (ELASH - B&W

Welles drags Susie like a rag doll through the expansive
| obby of a dil apidated hotel, distressingly crying out--

VELLES
Where are you?!

They reach a grand staircase, where they find an aching frai
woman descend the steps -- Mss d sen

M SS OLSEN
What happened?!
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H s distracted eyes fall on the large rug at their feet. The
corner is earmarked, concealing the outline of sonething
hi dden bel ow -

M SS OLSEN ( CONT’ D)
Ted!

Shooting a glance up, Welles lugs Susie up the stairs--

I NT. HALLWAY - ABANDONED HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER ( ELASH - B&W

A room door is slamed shut, |ocked tight.

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - ABANDONED HOTEL - MOMENTS LATER ( ELASH -
B&W

Susi e | ays unconscious in bed. Medical bag in tow, Mss O sen
tends to the wound.

Crossing to the bal cony, Welles tosses his coat over a chair,
peering out the wi ndow -- | ookout.

M SS OLSEN
You seem di fferent--

Perspiring, he hesitates--

VELLES
You' re old enough to know deja vu --
feel like |I’'ve been dropped in a

foreign |l and, and don't speak the
dam | anguage- -

M ss O sen finishes with the wound, begins packi ng her bag.
M SS OLSEN
Bull et fragnent, nothing to wite
honme about. You, on the other--

The bat hroom door sl ans shut. Water runs, SPLASH NG M ss
Ad sen | ooks on, concer ned.

SMASH CUT TGO

| MAGE: Welles at the waterfront, |ooking up. Suddenly -- HE S

KNOCKED OQUT FROM BEHIND, HI' S BODY JERKI NG TO THE GROUND- -

I NT. BATHROOM - HOTEL ROOM - MOMENTS LATER ( ELASH)

He studies his drippy reflection, reaches up to his skull,
sensing the blow -- a nenory? Another |ife?
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The el ectronically-pul sati ng humreturns, envel opi ng--
I NT. HOTEL ROOM - ABANDONED HOTEL - SAME ( ELASH)
Susie flicks an eye open -- she’'s also heard it.

EXT. BALCONY - ABANDONED HOTEL - SAME (ELASH - B&W

Ash drops from M ss O sen’s snoke. She gl ances through the
flow ng curtains, into the room-

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - ABANDONED HOTEL - SAME ( ELASH - B&W

Clutching at her dressed wound, Susie fearfully rises.
Snat ches her bel ongi ngs, and reaches for a natchbook,
scribbling on the back -- gaze fixed on the bathroom door.

Slips the nmatchbook into Welles’ coat pocket, and | eaves--

| MAGE, JUMP CUTS. Welles collapses. Gipped in his palm his
note pad -- TIME JUW -- The Man In The Shadows staring
horrifically over him shoves the pad in his hand--

I NT. BATHROOM - HOTEL ROOM - SAME ( ELASH - B&W

The humintensifies -- inages blurring together. Wlles
scrutinizes his enpty pal ns.

H GH Pl TCHED SHRI EKS RATTLE HI M FREE. In a single novenent,
pull's his piece, tearing the door open--

I NT. HOTEL ROOM - ABANDONED HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS (ELASH - B&W

Fi nds the bed enpty, Mss O sen screamng, clutching his
coat. Hysterical, she flings it at him He catches it, aimng
his Browning directly at her -- stops.

The weapon feels odd. H s detective persona has fallen away.
The Welles we know energes--

M SS OLSEN
You need to catch up, Teddy--!!
VELLES
What is this? WHO ARE YOU?! Don’t
tell me -- don’t nake ne--
M SS OLSEN

Put it down, Teddy! You and I --
we’ ve known each other for years!
Look in your coat--!
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VELLES
Never |laid eyes on you in ny
goddam | ife--

M SS COLSEN
(calm
--You just don’t knowit, that’s
all. Please -- ook in your coat--
VEELLES
Tired of asking! The Fl ashes!!! Wy
is it me?!
M SS COLSEN
(pl eadi ng)
--you are Ted Welles, | work for

you! How could I possibly--7?!

VELLES GRABS A FI STFUL OF HAIR, PRESSI NG THE GUN TO HER
CHEEK. She flinches -- he could really do it.

VEELLES
That’s bul I shit! Wiy am |1 |ike
t hi s?!
M SS COLSEN
Ted- -!
VEELLES
TELL ME VWHAT | WANT TO KNOW-!'!
M SS COLSEN
--there’s a perfectly acceptable
explanation for this -- all this--

(beat)
VWhat is the Flash? Sinple--

Mani c-eyed, Welles waits with bated breath--

M SS COLSEN ( CONT’ D)
--the reason you’'re here.

H s head shakes in disbelief. Releasing her, he backs towards
t he door, gun | evel ed--

VEELLES
I will find out what the fuck is
goi ng on.

M SS OLSEN

For all our sakes -- | hope you do.
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Wth that, Welles |unges out the door.

I NT. HALLWAY - ABANDONED HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

Sprinting hard for the staircase, throw ng his jacket on.
The hum grows consi stently--

Echoing at the bottom high heels on marble tile--

| MAGE: Welles sits up, rubbing his skull. Gawks at the note
pad in his pal m-

The ground pulls frombeneath his feet, HE PLUNGES DOAN THE
MASSI VE STAI RCASE- -

I NT. LOBBY - ABANDONED HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

SMACK! -- landing hard, the Browning slides fromhis grasp.
Pi cks hinself up, retrieves the gun, hobbling after.

I NT. KITCHEN - ABANDONED HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS ( ELASH - B&W

Never breaking stride, he pumrels through the door--

EXT. ALLEYWAY - ABANDONED HOTEL - CONTI NUOUS (ELASH - B&W

--and STOPS!

Face-to-face with a line of Shadows, their Roadster bl ocking
any escape, gestapo-I|ike.

Welles twists around -- The Man I n The Shadows is before him
At his feet, a bl oodied, beaten Susie is on her knees--

Welles firmy holds the gun at his side.

BAM THE MAN SUMWWARILY FIRES H S CONCEALED WEAPON | NTO
SUSIE' S HEAD -- bl ood spraying, she twists to the pavenent.

Wl | es squeezes off three rounds. Nothing hits -- bullets
whi zzi ng right through the Mn.

The el ectric pul sating grows deafening. Wiite hot |ight
envel opi ng the horizon--

Welles crawms toward Susie, her lifeless body crunbling in
his arns. H's wet, hopel ess eyes find--

The Man I n The Shadows | ooni ng over them -

MATCH CUT TQO
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| MAGE - The sane Man, staring down at him his face--

--a black, enpty mass. His head tilts in vain curiosity.

Conver gi ng, Shadows kick Welles on his side -- Susie drops.

On his back, tears rolling back. The Man rai ses his Tokarev
pistol to Welles’ forehead--

The hum now beyond human detection, the white |ight bl ows out
everyt hi ng.

VEELLES
No- -

BANG ! Not hi ng- -
SMASH CUT TO
EXT. WATERFRONT - DAY

Early norning blue. Fog rolls off the water. The city scape
| oons over.

Finds Wlls in a daze on the ground. Instinctively, he buries
a hand in his pocket, pulling out -- a matchbook.

Thunbs open the flap. There, a hand-witten scribble--
“Find me, you Il find your answers.”
Tears dangle fromhis eyelid.

Pockets the book, stops short -- the note pad is in his hand.
Wth a pause, peels it up.

For the first tine, the sketches are in clear view, what's
been driving his obsession--

A door -- enbedded in a brick wall.
Fl i ps the page -- another door. Flips, another--
As Welles flips, fear lives in his eyes -- realization, for

the first tine, he night not be well--

Page after page, sketches, differing in style, made by the
sanme hand at different ages.

Wel | es gazes over the water, nods in decision, his confidence
bui l ding. At |ast, he knows what he needs to do--
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As he vanishes fromsight, we slowy pull back--

DI SSOLVE TGO
WDE -- the waterfront drifting away, |oom ng buil dings cone
into view-

DI SSOLVE TO
WDER -- the entire city scape, stretching into the distance.
It’s a forbidden place -- one we’ve only begun to understand.

As we pull further away, a gray curtain of dense fog slowy
obscures our view. Abruptly, we--

CUT TO BLACK:

Si | ence.

END OF PI LOT




