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FADE IN:

INT.UNKNOWN – NIGHT

We are in the point of view of a woman sitting in a chair, blindfolded. We hear water trickling somewhere. It’s totally dark with the exception of a sliver of light coming from the lower right side.

FOOTSTEPS COMING CLOSER AND THEN STOPPING.






MAN’SVOICE (distorted)


It’s almost time.






WOMAN (whimpering)



Time?  
The blindfold is ripped away. The woman squints to clear her vision. The room is dimly lit. The woman opens her eyes wide enough to see that there is a man sitting across from her. He is unconscious and tied to a chair.

The woman can tell that there is someone standing behind her, then…






MAN’S VOICE



Beck.

The unconscious man stirs.






MAN’S VOICE



Beck!

The unconscious man slowly awakens. He has blood streaked down the side of his face. He looks up at the person standing behind the bound woman.





BECK (groggy)



You?

We see the unidentified man lift a .45 caliber handgun and point it at the woman’s temple. She whimpers. BECK struggles to free himself from his bonds. 





MAN’S VOICE



We’ve been here before, haven’t we?
BECK stops and looks at the man. The gun is still pressed against the woman’s head.






MAN’S VOICE (cont’d)



Look at you, pathetic. Always thinking 


you can control every situation.

The unidentified man walks around the woman, keeping the gun pointed at her head.






MAN’S VOICE (cont’d)



Well not this time my friend. This time,



you get to watch.

The man pulls back the magazine lever and the chamber clicks with the next round. He moves around to the front of the woman and blocks BECK’s view. The woman looks up and screams.





BECK



Stop! No!

GUN SHOT BLAST!

CARD: 48 hours earlier…
INT. DETECTIVES CRUISER-NIGHT
A .45 caliber Police issue handgun sits on the lap of the only person sitting in the car. His name is JOHN BECK (42).He is a detective with the NYPD Detectives squad. He lifts a half empty bottle of JACK DANIELS to his lips with his left hand. 

He takes a big swill from it and gags right after. BECK looks down at the gun and reaches for it.

BECK lifts the gun and points it at the windshield. 

BECK is struggling with a deep pain of some kind. We slowly see what he was pointing the gun at. Across the street in a restaurant is his estranged wife NANCY BECK (38),and an unidentified man. 
They are holding hands and then stretch across the table to kiss each other. BECK lowers his head and points the gun to his right temple. A heavy rain begins to fall.

BECK takes another swill from the bottle and then throws it out the window. The bottle smashes against the cold street.

EXT. STREET-NIGHT
We see BECK’s car and the restaurant across the 

street. Moments pass nervously and then the car’s ignition starts and BECK slowly drives away.
EXT. SUBURBAN NEIGHBORHOOD-NIGHT
The rain is falling very heavy as the street lights struggle to keep the darkness at bay.

A lone car approaches one of the houses and pulls into the driveway up to the garage door. The car’s lights and engine turn off.

INT. BECK’S CRUISER-NIGHT

BECK has arrived home in one piece and sits in his car quiet and drunk. The .45 sits in the passenger seat next to him. BECK looks over at the gun for a moment.

BECK opens the door of his car and leaves. He stumbles up to the doorway and manages to successfully open the front door with his keys. The .45, still sitting on the passenger seat.

INT. BECKS HOUSE - NIGHT

BECK can barely see as he makes his way to the living room.

INT.LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

BECK stumbles to the couch and runs into the coffee table along the way. He flops himself on the couch and passes out.
INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT
TELEPHONE RINGS.

TELEPHONE KEEPS RINGING.

BECK finally reaches over and pulls the receiver from its resting place. He holds the receiver to his ear but doesn’t say anything.





MALE ON PHONE (receiver)


Beck? Beck?






BECK



Yea.





MALE ON PHONE (receiver)


I’ve been trying to reach you for 


an hour.






BECK



Well, you’ve reached me.





MALE ON PHONE (receiver)


7th dispatch just received a tip on the


hotline, it could be our girl.






BECK



Where?




MALE ON PHONE (receiver)


Willets Point scrap yard. It seems…
The bottle drops to the ground and alcohol seeps on to the floor. The telephone falls to the ground.




MALE ON PHONE



Beck? Beck?
INT. DETECTIVES CRUISER - NIGHT

Detective JOHN BECK speeds down Roosevelt Avenue
swerving in between traffic as he heads towards the
Willets Point Industrial area.
He removes a shotgun from the back seat and begins 
loading shells into it. He’s anxious. His eyes fixed 
on the road.

BECK releases his right hand from the steering wheel
and reaches past his bullet proof vest and into his
suit jacket pocket.

He pulls out a .38 Special and checks the
ammunition chamber. BECK pushes his foot down on the
gas pedal and accelerates the vehicle into oncoming
traffic. 

EXT. ROOSEVELT BLVD, QUEENS - NIGHT

The car weaves in and out of traffic nearly smashing
into other cars. An N.Y.P.D. Police black and white
sits idly in an alleyway when BECK’s cruiser comes
wailing through at high speed.

The disco lights or “light bar” that sits on top of
the police car, light up and the black and white’s
follow BECK’s cruiser.
INT. CRUISER - NIGHT

BECK looks behind him and notices the pursuing
black and whites.

EXT. ROOSEVELT BLVD, QUEENS - NIGHT

The cruiser speeds off with the black and whites in
hot pursuit. Three more black and white cop cars
join in the chase. Sirens and lights a blazing.

BECK pushes the cruisers limits with tight turn
after turn through the streets of Queens.
INT. CRUISER - NIGHT

BECK is decidedly more nervous now. He continues to
look behind him to the ever growing numbers of
Police cars chasing them. One of the Police cars
swerves around a corner and smashes into a store

front.







BECK



This is crazy! 
BECK rolls down the side window and reaches into
his jacket pocket to find his shield. He rummages
through all his pockets. He reaches into the side
pocket of his leather jacket. He pulls out a gold
detectives shield. BECK waves it out the window to 
the pursuing cars.

EXT. ROOSEVELT BLVD, QUEENS - NIGHT

BECK waves the gold badge at the cop cars. The cop
cars all swerve around each other as they change
pursuing positions.

INT. POLICE BLACK AND WHITE - NIGHT

The two Police officers in this black and white are
getting the wrong impression.






DRIVER COP




He’s pointing a weapon at us!

The other officer in the passenger seat looks closer
at BECK waving out the window. Passenger cop
reaches for the radio handset.






PASSENGER COP (into radio)




Suspect looks to be holding a weapon!

INT.BECK’S CRUISER - NIGHT

BECK looks over at the cops behind them.

SHOTS FIRED.
BECK reels back in the car. The glass from the rear
window shatters onto the back seat.







BECK



Jesus Christ! 

BECK picks up the radio handset.






BECK (into handset)





1L10! 1L10! This is SAM/51L5 I am 



1L50. I repeat! I am 1L50! 



Discontinue your pursuit!

INT. POLICE BLACK AND WHITE - NIGHT

The two Police officers hear what’s coming over the
radio and look at each other.







  PASSENGER COP




SAM/51L5? That’s Special Investigations.




We just fired at an unmarked!

The PASSENGER COP activates the handset and speaks
into it. 

INT. BECK’S CRUISER - NIGHT

A voice comes over the radio.






RADIO VOICE




This is 1L10. We got a report of a 



stolen vehicle matching your 



description. It might be a good 




idea to identify yourself next time.

BECK reaches over and wipes glass from his seat.








BECK




Thanks for the advice.






RADIO VOICE




Do you require assistance 51L5?







BECK




Why not.

 
The black and whites turn their disco lights off and 

pursue BECK to the scrap yard.

EXT.WILLETS POINT, QUEENS - NIGHT

The cruiser screeches to a halt in front of an old
abandoned Willet’s Point Scrap Yard building. It has
been abandoned for fifteen years. BECK emerges from 
the car. Two following Police cars pull up behind 

BECK. One of the officers, HARRY LOWE (36) steps out 

of the car and looks up at the old building. He then 

looks at BECK.






LOWE
         How do you want to do this?

BECK looks up at the abandoned building as rain
begins to fall. 

                      BECK

         Go around back and see if 



there’s another way in. I’ll cut 



through here, we’ll meet in the 



middle.
BECK slides though a half ajar doorway into the
building, gun drawn.






LOWE
         I was afraid you were going say 



that.

LOWE and another officer run around the back of the 
building, shotguns in hand.

INT. ABANDONED SCRAPYARD BUILDING - NIGHT

Rain pours into the abandoned building from holes in
the ceiling forming large puddles on the ground. 

BECK cautiously makes his way through deserted rooms
that used to be used for storage of machine parts. 
Miles of empty shelving line the corridors.

The only light we see is moonlight piercing through 
cracks in the ceiling and walls.

EXT. REAR OF SCRAP YARD - NIGHT

LOWE slowly walks around the huge warehouse 
building and sees a door just a few meters down. He, 
and the other officer, approach the door.

CRASH!

JAMES quickly turns to his right to where the crash 
originated from. A large rat bolts from underneath 
the fallen iron plank and into the building through 
a crack in the ground cement foundation.

INT. HALLWAY - NIGHT

BECK walks down the hallway to a room at the end of 
the hall. The room is being lit by something other 
than moonlight.

INT. BOILER ROOM - NIGHT

WE HEAR RAIN POURING THROUGH THE CEILING.

BECK enters the room and quickly sizes it up for 
potential hostiles. LOWE appears at the far side of 
the boiler room. He nods his head to BECK. Old 
chains hang from the rafters, colliding as they 
pass each other.

CLANG. CLANG.

BECK and LOWE search the room. BECK stops in his 
tracks.







BECK



Do you hear that?

BECK runs into the next room. LOWE follows.

INT. LARGE ROOM - NIGHT

The large room has holes in the ceiling that are now 
depositors of the areas rain fall. The old wallpaper 
hangs in shreds on the wall. Most of the wood 
structure has swollen with moisture and has now 
become deformed and unstable. Large portions of the 

ceiling have collapsed onto the floor.

BECK walks up to a peculiar table at the end of the 
room. The table has a large box on top.






    BECK
          Take a look at this.

LOWE turns and walks towards the table.

                     BECK

          It's a “Saw Table”.

LOWE looks at BECK.






 
LOWE
          A what?






BECK

         A “Saw Table”.  Magicians use 




them to saw people in half with.

                     LOWE
         It's fucking creepy that's what it 



is.







BECK

         That's the point.

BECK looks around the saw table. There is blood 
trickling down one side forming a pool on the 
ground.  

                      BECK
         Over here.

LOWE walks around the saw table and sees the blood. 
He looks up at BECK.






LOWE




I knew you were going to be trouble.

BECK runs his fingers along the side of the saw 
table and finds the center divider that separates 
the two sides.
LOWE moves to the other end and helps pull the box 
apart. The saw box separates in half. Blood and  
guts pour out onto the floor. LOWE falls backward 
onto the ground dropping his shotgun. There in the 
separated box is the sawed in half body of a woman.






 LOWE
           Oh Jesus, Jesus, Jesus.
BECK walks over to the head of the box and removes 
the lid. LOWE looks at BECK.

                       LOWE
           I wasn’t ready for this man.
BECK stands motionless. 

                       BECK

           Yea. Me either kid.
A CLANGING IS HEARD IN THE DISTANCE. 

BECK jumps to his feet and runs into the next room.













  BECK

           You stay here!
INT. HALLWAY-NIGHT

Rain continues to pour in from the fractured 
ceiling. BECK cautiously makes his way down the 
hallway.

CLANG! CLANG!

BECK continues down the hallway. A figure appears at 
the end of the hallway. The figure stops. BECK looks 
down the hall at the figure. It appears to be 
holding a weapon.






BECK




You! Freeze! Drop it!

BECK points his gun at the figure. The figure 
quickly lifts the weapon and fires at BECK. Bullets 
fly past BECK as he dives for the floor. BECK fires 
a couple of shots at the figure and then jumps to 
his feet. 

The figure takes off down the hall and into another 
room. BECK follows the figure into the room and up a 
flight of stairs.

INT. STAIRCASE-NIGHT

The figure runs up the stairs and keeps looking back 
at his pursuer. BECK fires another shot up the 
stairs but the figure opens an emergency exit and 
enters. BECK reaches the emergency exit and follows 
the figure.

INT. METAL WALKWAY-NIGHT

BECK follows the figure onto the metal walkway that 
hangs high above the floor of the massive warehouse. 

The figure turns and fires another shot at BECK and 
hits BECK in the right arm. BECK drops to the metal
deck.

BECK rolls around in pain but manages to get himself 
to his feet. The figure is now at the far end of the 
deck.

BECK lifts his gun and fires hitting the figure in 
the right shoulder. The figure spins in the air from 
the force of the penetrating bullet and falls over 
the railing. He is hanging on with his left hand. 
Beck stumbles to where the figure is hanging. BECK 
reaches over the railing.







BECK




Here, take my hand!
The man looks up at BECK.







BECK (cont’d) 




Take my hand!

The man looks down to the floor below. Then back up 
to BECK.







FIGURE




I did what I was told.

The man releases his hold on the railing and falls 
far to the floor below. BECK looks on in horror as 
the man falls to his death. 

INT. SECOND ROOM-NIGHT

BECK stumbles down the walkway and makes it down the 

stairs back into the second room where LOWE was 
freeing the woman. LOWE walks up to BECK and holds 
him up. Uniformed Police officers and medical 
service teams swarm the inside of the room and fan 
out across the area. LOWE looks around.







LOWE



I need a medic over here now!

BECK slumps to the floor and relaxes. LOWE looks 
down at BECK. LOWE is holding several photographs.






LOWE



Take a look at this.
A medic runs over to BECK and checks out his arm. 
BECK takes the photo from LOWE.







BECK




What’s this?







LOWE



It seems the guy you were chasing,




was her husband. 

LOWE points to the severed body of the woman being 
removed from the saw table.







LOWE (cont’d)




She was kidnapped three days ago.




I think he was here trying to free 



her.
BECK looks at all the photos while the medic 
struggles to keep him still long enough to bandage 
his arm. The photos show the man BECK was chasing, 
standing next to the woman, Stacey Brennan (29), the 
woman who was kidnapped and murdered. It’s a wedding 
photo.







BECK




Why did he shoot at me?







LOWE



Probably thought you were a 



kidnapper.

LOWE hands BECK a piece of paper with a list on it.







LOWE




This was in his hand, it looks like 



he was getting instructions from 



someone, leading him here.

BECK reacts to the medic’s bandaging job.







BECK (grimacing)




Instructions? 







LOWE



He wrote everything down here.

BECK is given a black note book. He opens the book 
and scribbled in messy handwriting is a series of 
cryptic instructions. BECK stares at the papers.






BECK




So, you’re still out there.

BECK stands to his feet with the help of the medic 
and LOWE.






MEDIC




It went straight through Detective 



so you won’t bleed to death for now, 



but get to the hospital as soon as 



possible.







BECK




I’ll be fine. Thanks.

BECK turns to LOWE and holds up one of the photos.







BECK




Find out who this guy is and run a 




trace on any phones that he had 




access to. Home, work, everything.







LOWE



You should get to a hospital.







BECK




I’ll be alright. See if there are 



any remote cameras in the area that 



might have seen something over the 



last few days. 
LOWE pause for a moment and just stares at the 

murdered woman’s body being placed into a coroner’s 

body bag. BECK notices this awkwardness.







BECK




We are but strangers, in the 




enterprise of madness.
LOWE keeps staring at the crime scene in front of 

him.







LOWE 




My wife once asked me why I didn’t 




take the Detectives exam.

BECK turns to LOWE.







BECK




And what did you tell her?







LOWE 




I didn’t know what to tell her. 




So I did the only thing I could 




do, I lied and told her there 




was a five year waiting list.

BECK notices the Captain approaching the doorway.







BECK

 


If were asked the same question 




today, would your answer be any 




different?

LOWE turns to BECK. 







LOWE




You have to be crazy to do this 



job.

BECK turns his head back to the front.







BECK 




It helps.
BECK walks into the room where LOWE found the 
photos.

INT. THIRD ROOM-NIGHT

BECK walks into the room and approaches one of the 
walls. On the wall are hundreds of photographs of 
the kidnapped woman and the unidentified male. 
Scattered all over the floor are more photos. 
Someone had been watching this couple for a long 
time.
BECK stares at the wall of photos. He slowly walks 
up to the wall and picks one of the photos off the 
wall. The photo is of him. Shot from a distance.

BECK places the photo in his right side pocket and 
turns towards the door. LOWE is standing in the 
doorway.







BECK




Someone had their eye on them for 




a long time. Make sure we get all of 




this collected. Don’t miss anything, 

BECK walks past LOWE, places his hand on his 

shoulder and then leaves the room into the hallway.

INT. HALLWAY-NIGHT

BECK walks down the hallway towards the exit and an 
ambulance. A large man approaches BECK in the 
hallway. It’s Captain RONALD BATTY (54). BATTY is 
the Captain of the 8th Precinct Detective Squad. He 
is wearing a long trench coat with a nice suit 
underneath. He has a black fedora covering his grey 
hair. His glasses are partially fogged from the 
rain. BATTY stops to look at BECK. BATTY shakes his 
head.







BATTY




You know, it’s one thing to get 



shot at by the bad guys in this 



world, but you, you’re the only 



cop I know who has other cops 



shooting at him as well. 

BECK looks up at the Captain.







BATTY (cont’d)




Why the hell didn’t you use the 



radio in the first place? Instead 



of waving your badge out the window?







(grinning)







BECK




Captain, I’m not going to risk my 




investigation by announcing for 



every person out there with a police 



scanner, what it is I’m doing at 



that particular moment. Like being 



chased by four black and whites who 



are supposed to be on my side, but 



apparently can’t recognize a Police 



issue unmarked with a guy waving a 



gold badge out the fucking window!

The Captain takes a step towards BECK and calms him 
down with a hand on the shoulder. 






BATTY 




O.k. calm down, they thought you  



copped a ride, that’s all. Christ 



Beck, two Police cars, store 



fronts, I can’t even imagine 



what the Chief’s going to say. 

BECK takes out a pack of Marlboro and lights up a 
cigarette.







BECK




Serves them right.

BATTY removes his glasses.







BATTY




Well, I’ve got to go and explain 



to the Deputy Inspector why one



of my Detectives was being chased 



by his men all over God’s Earth. 



Are you going to make it?

BECK looks down at his bandaged arm.







BECK




Yea, it went in and out.







BATTY




How’s it look in there?

BECK looks back down the hallway towards the crime 
scene he just left.







BECK




It’s pretty bad. The guy I was 




chasing was the victims husband.
BATTY looks down the hallway.






BATTY




You’re kidding.
 BATTY shakes his head again and then looks at BECK.





BATTY (cont’d)




Get fixed up and go home. We’ll deal 



with the mess in the morning. And 




Beck...good job.
BECK nods.







BECK




Tell them that.

BATTY looks down the hall at the bloodied and 
battered woman as she is led on a gurney down the 
hallway and outside into a waiting ambulance. 

BECK walks to a waiting ambulance and steps inside 
the rear, cigarette still in hand.











FADE TO:

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE-DAY

Doctor ELIZABETH MANNLEY (38), sits on a leather chair. She is an attractive blonde with her hair tied back. Her rectangular eye glasses sit perched on the end of her nose. 

Across from her sits BECK. Dr. MANNLEY lowers her glasses and looks at BECK. 






DR.MANNLEY



Have you been sleeping?

BECK nervously looks around the room.






BECK



About as much as I ever did.






DR.MANNLEY



I’d like to send you to see a friend,



he’s a neurologist. 






BECK



A neurologist? Is my brain broken?

DR.MANNLEY rises from her chair, walks to her desk and grabs a card. She returns to the chair and writes a name down on the back of the card.






DR.MANNLEY



Not so much the brain itself, but 


the chemical deficiencies we’re 


interested in.

DR.MANNLEY hands the card to BECK. BECK flips the card over and looks at the back. He places the card on the table.





DR. MANNLEY (cont’d)



There may be strong evidence of



important inherited factors that are 



the causes of you headaches.






BECK



Inherited? From my family line?






DR.MANNLEY



It could be a grandfather or, distant 



relative but, it’s important to narrow 


down the root causes be it, biochemical


or something else entirely.

BECK rises from the chair and paces around the room.





BECK



What do you think Doctor?

DR MANNLEY looks up at BECK and motions to the chair for him to sit back down. He does.






DR. MANNLEY



You’ve been through a very difficult 



time in the last few years and I believe 



that you are still responding to events 



that are triggering these, anxiety 



attacks. Next time, it could be a lot 



more serious.






BECK



I’m not really sure why I’m here.






DR.MANNLEY



Most people in your condition don’t.






BECK



And just what’s my condition doctor?





DR. MANNLEY



It’s not uncommon for people who have 



been through an event so serious, that 



they begin to suffer flashbacks and 



nightmares that force them to relive 


the 
moment over and over again in their 



minds until it perpetuates itself into 


a living manifestation.






BECK



How about that in English doctor.






DR. MANNLEY



In some rare cases, a person may enter 


dissociative states lasting anywhere 


from a day to a month. An emotional 



numbing usually follows, placing the 


person in a state of constant anxiety.






BECK



Doctor, anxiety is the one reason I 


have a job. It keeps me sharp and on 


my toes.





DR. MANNLEY



Detective, if you’re not careful, 


Your present emotional situation 


could lead you to a serious 


psychological break you may never 


recover from.
BECK rises and walks towards the office door. He opens the door and then pauses.






BECK



Let’s hope it waits till after the 


weekend, I’ve got tickets to the 


Yankee’s game on Sunday.

BECK  smiles. DR. MANNLEY rises from the chair and grabs the card that BECK forgot on the table. She walks to the door.






DR. MANNLEY



Detective, believe it or not, I make 


it a point of professional certainty 


to always be honest with my patients. 

DR. MANNLEY places the card inside the breast pocket of BECK’s jacket.






DR. MANNLEY (cont’d)



Especially the ones who feel they have 



nothing to lose. 

BECK shakes the good doctor’s hand.





 
BECK



Tomorrow then.

BECK leaves the office. DR. MANNLEY shuts the door.

INT. POLICE PLAZA, CAPTAIN’S OFFICE-DAY

Captain GEORGE BATTY’s grey hair is thinning and a faded tan from his latest fishing trip to the Bahamas graces his skin. He has a generous demeanor. He allows his men elbow room but with a firm understanding that he’s the boss.

The Captain sits at his desk reading over piles of paperwork that accompanies a job such as his. The Captain’s office is decorated with many plaques and trophies. Pictures of the captain on a fishing trip and so on adjourn the walls of his office. A tribute to his successes and popularity.

A young man, DETECTIVE TOM YATES (35), is apparently waiting for his first assignment from the Captain. He sits quietly.






BATTY



Jesus Christ. I can’t read this shit.  



Jackie!

CAPTAIN BATTY waves for his secretary JACKIE SULLIVAN (32), to enter his office. JACKIE walks in the office.






JACKIE



Yes Captain?






 BATTY



You tell Johnson, if I catch him 


using my office to photocopy his 


family jewels again, he’ll have to 


explain to his wife why they have 



to adopt their next child.





JACKIE



Yes Captain.
Just then, the captain notices Det. JOHN BECK walking by. JACKIE leaves the office.






BATTY



Beck! 

The captain waves for BECK to enter. BECK  walks into the office in a chocolate brown, mid length leather jacket and grey tie. BECK notices YATES and gives him a quick nod. YATES nods in return.






BATTY



Word just came down from the Mayor.



A special task force is being 


assembled. I want you to go downstairs 


and meet with the Special Agent in 


charge and answer any questions he may 


have.

BECK looks at the Captain.





BECK



What answers do you want me to give 



him?

The captain looks down at his paperwork.






BATTY



I don’t know, make some shit up, 


just keep him away from any ongoing 



investigations. Give him access to 


all unsolved case files for the last 


five years, that’ll keep the Feds 


happy.





BECK



Yes Captain.
The captain looks up at BECK.






BATTY



Beck, I’m counting on you. With all 



the bad press this department has 



been getting in the papers lately, 


the last thing we need right now is 


for some wet back, fresh out of the 



academy wannabe crusader, wrestling



up old demons. If there’s some light 


we can shed on some of these cold 


cases, then fine. But if you think 


this, government lap dog, is diggin’ 


in our back yard for his own glory. 


I wanna know about it. We clear?





BECK



As glass sir.

BECK looks at YATES and then leaves the office.

INT. NYPD CARPOOL-DAY

BECK enters the carpool and sees the Special Agent from the F.B.I. He is GORDON STICKLEY (41). STICKLEY is a tall, thin man who wears a black suit and black tie to go along with his shiny black shoes. His glasses are black framed and oval in shape. 

He enjoys the power that being an F.B.I. agent brings him. BECK approaches STICKLEY and holds out his hand to shake.





BECK



Nice office you have here. Special 


Agent Stickley? Detective John Beck.

STICKLEY doesn’t shake hands.






STICKLEY



Ah yes, the cities pet detective. 


You’re late.

BECK looks at STICKLEY with a cold look.






BECK



I think you have me mistaken for 



somebody else.

STICKLEY looks over to BECK.






STICKLEY



Maybe it’s you who has himself 


mistaken with somebody else.
BECK sits down across from STICKLEY. STICKLEY pours over case files.






STICKLEY



I’d like to begin with case file 


Number 221-B.  It seems you were 


unable to identify any one for the 


murders of those five women three 




years ago.(beat) What was it they 


called him in the papers? 






BECK



“Magic Man”.

STICKLEY looks up at BECK.






STICKLEY



Yea, that’s right...“Magic Man”. I 


don’t like it, but for now, it’s all 


we have.
STICKLEY flips through pile after pile of case files until he pauses on one specific file.






STICKLEY



You’ve had a colorful past haven’t you? 
STICKLEY looks up at BECK. BECK stares him down. STICKLEY continues to read from the file.





STICKLEY (cont’d)



It also says here that you were 



hospitalized for traumatic stress. 


The street became too much for 


you, huh?

BECK still sits quietly across from Special Agent STICKLEY.






STICKLEY



Detective Beck. Are you listening to me?






BECK



Special Agent Stickley. I was assigned



to assist you any way I could when it 



involved these cases. If you want to 



know about the past, read a fucking 



book. Are we done? I’ve got real work 


to do.

BECK rises from his seat and turns towards the door.






STICKLEY



So these cases just get swept under 


the table huh? These were people’s 


lives Detective. They deserve better.

BECK stops and turns back to STICKLEY. Other people in the car pool area begin to notice the heated conversation






BECK



You think because you’ve read a few 



files, that you have the right to come 


in here and plow your righteousness



in our faces.
BECK walks back to the desk and leans in towards STICKLEY.






BECK (cont’d)



Every one of those files is someone to 


me. There isn’t a day that goes by that 


I don’t think about how I could’ve done 


more for their families. Not a day.

BECK turns and leaves the room. The door slams against the wall and comes to a stop. STICKLEY just watches BECK. The other people in the car pool area turn and look at STICKLEY. They mutter things under their breath.
EXT. OFFICE BUILDING, PARKING GARAGE – NIGHT
DR. ELIZABETH MANNLEY exits from a door and walks through the parking garage to her Volvo sedan, She reaches into her purse and fumbles to find her keys.

CRACKLE SOUND!
ELIZABETH looks around the parkade. She sees nothing unusual. She looks back down into her purse. She pulls out a set of keys and places a key into the door lock.
She opens the door and throws her purse into the passenger seat. Someone appears behind her. She turns quickly.






ELIZABETH



Ahh!

ELIZABETH turns to see an elderly security guard, HAROLD KANE (51).






HAROLD



Must be in a big hurry, you forgot 


this inside.

HAROLD hands ELIZABETH  a file folder. She tosses it into the car.






ELIZABETH



Thank you Harold, yea, I have a dinner 


meeting and I’m already late.

HAROLD smiles.






HAROLD



When are you gonna meet some nice 



Harvard lawyer and have yourself 



some kids?
ELIZABETH smiles back to him. 






ELIZABETH



Who has the time.

ELIZABETH enters the car.






HAROLD



If you don’t make time, you’ll 



never know what you’re missing.

HAROLD shuts the door behind her and watches as she drives away. He walks back to the main building.

INT. DETECTIVES PLAZA – NIGHT

BECK sits at his desk. He is reading from a diary book when suddenly the morning edition of the NEW YORK TIMES slams down onto his desk. On the cover of the paper is a picture of the fourth slain woman in a month. The headline reads: “MAGIC MAN STRIKES AGAIN!”
BECK looks up and sees DET. TOM YATES.





YATES


You'd think they would get tired of 



printing this garbage.

BECK looks at the picture for about five seconds and then goes back to reading the diary. YATES walks over and hangs his overcoat on a coat rack and walks back to the desk and sits at a chair across from BECK. He places his feet up on the desk.





YATES


Is the B.C.I. (Bureau of Criminal 




Investigations)any closer to nailing 



somebody or what?

BECK continues to read. YATES brings his hand up to his chin and looks out the window.






BECK 



If they did, I'm sure we'd be the 


last to know.

BECK closes the diary. He wraps an elastic around it, and places it in the breast pocket of his shirt. He looks at YATES who is madly chewing his gum.





YATES



So what’s that? Profound prose?






BECK (cont’d)


You here on a school trip or 


something?

YATES stops chewing for a moment.






YATES



You’re not going to make this easy



are you?

BECK leans over and pushes YATES feet off his desk.






BECK



What gave you that idea?

BECK stands to his feet and grabs his raincoat from the back of his chair.






YATES



Detective Beck. Pushing me to the 



back of your mind won’t make me 



go away. I have a job to do as well.

BECK walks past YATES and down the hall.






BECK



Out of sight, out of mind.

INT. PSYCHIATRIST’S OFFICE-DAY

BECK walks up a flight of stairs to DR. MANNLEY's office. He enters the reception area. BECK approaches the receptionist.






BECK



Hi there, I have a four o-clock with



Dr. Mannley.

The receptionist looks up at BECK.





RECEPTIONIST



Oh, I'm sorry, but Dr. Mannley 


hasn't been in all afternoon. To be 


honest, it's unusual for her not to 


check her message service at least 


three or four times a day.
BECK looks around.






BECK



So, she just vanished?

The receptionist stays quiet and reserved.






BECK (cont’d)


Thank-you. I'll call tomorrow then.

BECK turns and leaves the office.

INT.BECK POLICE SEADN – NIGHT

BECK is driving through downtown. He stops at a convenient store on the corner of a street. He exits the car and walks into the store.
INT. CONVENEIENT STORE – NIGHT

BECK walks to a stand full of bouquets of flowers. He picks a bouquet of red roses and walks to the counter. He reaches the cash teller and places a fifty dollar bill on the counter. The teller takes the money and hands him the change. The teller wraps the flowers in paper.

BECK looks down at a set of key chains. One has a set of baby boots on the end of it, he picks it from the hook and looks closer at it.

FLASHBACK
EXT. CENTRAL PARK, NEW YORK-DAY

It’s a beautiful afternoon in New York. Hundreds of people walk or run through the winding paths of the massive park. A lone woman sits on a park bench. She waits for something, alone. She looks scared and nervous.

A lone man approaches the park bench. He slows down once he sees the woman. The man darts behind a tree and then slowly creeps his way towards the woman.

The man walks up behind her. He places his hands on her eyes to block her vision.






WOMAN



Ahh!

The woman quickly turns to see who it is.





BECK


Surprise.

The woman jumps up into his arms.





WOMAN


You’re late. You shouldn’t walk 


around the park scaring women 


like that.

BECK kisses her. He holds her tightly in his arms.






BECK


You weren’t scared. You’re too tough 


for that.

The two kiss.






WOMAN


What took you so long anyway?

BECK reaches into his suit pocket and pulls out a small ring box. He hands it to her.






WOMAN (cont’d)



What’s this?

She opens the box and gasps. Inside the box is a stunning 18k diamond engagement ring. 

She looks up at BECK.






WOMAN


Do you mean it?
BECK holds the woman tightly. His gaze, steady and firm.






BECK


Will you marry me?

She looks down at the ring and then back up to BECK.

She kisses him for what seems like forever.
PRESENT
INT. CONVENIENT STORE – NIGHT

BECK takes the flowers and returns to his car.

EXT. LOWER EAST SIDE, CONDOMINIUM – NIGHT
BECK’s car pulls into 47 east, 51st Street and parks next to the Yorkville Towers. He exits the car and walks up the steps of the Brownstone.

INT. BROWNSTONE CONDO, FRONT FOYA – NIGHT
BECK drops his keys in a carved wooden bowl that sits on a small table by the front door. He removes his trench coat and hangs it in the closet. He grabs the mail from the tile front floor and walks into his den.

INT. DEN – DAY

ANTHONY sits at a large oak desk with gold leaf encrusted detailing and handles. ANTHONY leans back in the desk chair and looks over his shoulder into the kitchen.






BECK


Honey?

BECK looks back to the mail he was reading. A few moments pass. He looks back into the kitchen. He notices that water is boiling on the stove in a huge stainless steel pot. He rises from the chair and enters the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN – DAY

The pot on the stove is bubbling over with steaming hot water. BECK approaches the pot and reaches across to turn off the gas igniter to the stove element. He accidently rubs his forearm against the piping hot pot and burns the inside of his arm.






BECK



Jesus!

BECK reels backward and moves to the sink. He turns on the cold water and places his burnt arm under the cool running water. After a few moments, he exits the kitchen and walks up the stairs to the master bedroom.

INT. STAIRCASE – NIGHT
BECK walks past a spare bedroom that has recently been converted into a baby’s room. He looks in.

INT. BABY’S ROOM – DAY

BECK flicks on the light to the room. ANTHONY shuts the door to the baby’s room and walks to the master bedroom.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM – DAY

BECK flicks on the light in the master bedroom and right away we see something is wrong. The master bedroom is messy. Clothing is scattered everywhere. A broken coffee cup lies beside spilled coffee on the carpet. BECK lowers himself and picks up a piece of the coffee cup. A fractured monogram can barely be read. It once read:  “MOM 2B”
BECK drops the piece of cup and slumps to the floor. He brings his hands up to his face. Sobbing.

THE TELEPHONE RINGS.

BECK races over to the night stand and picks up the receiver.






BECK


Hello?






VOICE (distorted)



Did you remember to kiss your wife 



before you left for work this morning?





  
BECK


Where is she?






VOICE (distorted)



She’s safe...for now.

BECK lets out a sigh of relief.






BECK (softly)



Oh thank God.






VOICE (distorted)



Whether or not she remains safe, 



is really up to you.






BECK


Who are you? Where is she you son 



of a bitch.






VOICE (distorted)



Now now, That’s not like you. You're 


the big shot cop. The straight shooter. 


You should be use to this kind of thing. 


Making people sweat for their lives. 


Isn’t this what you live for, the 



thrill of the hunt? How does it feel to 



be the hunted?





BECK


What do you want from me.






VOICE (distorted)



I want you to stay calm and write 


Down what I’m about to say to you.
BECK grabs a pen and paper from the inside of the night stand.






VOICE (distorted)



Now, what I want you to do is quite 



simple. I want you to visit an old 



friend. Someone you have great 


affection for.






ANTHONY



What do you mean? What friend?






VOICE (distorted)



If you keep interrupting me you’ll 


miss all the fun. Then your wife 


ends up floating in the Hudson 


River. A bloated corpse, slowly being 


eaten by the crabs that infest her 


body.





BECK


Alright! Stop!






VOICE (distorted)



Are you ready to listen?






BECK


Yes.






VOICE (distorted)



Write down this address and make 


sure you’re there at exactly eight 


o-clock. If you’re late...well, you 


know the rest. 

BECK writes down the address and the line goes dead. 

BECK slides down the bedroom wall until he reaches the floor. He begins to worry.

INT. SEEDY APARTMENT- NIGHT

The one bedroom apartment is only lit by the neon signs from the street outside.  A fluorescent light in the washroom flickers off and on.

YATES slumbers on the messy bed.
A CLOCK ALARM SOUNDS.

YATES throws a shoe at the alarm. The clock falls to the floor still beeping. YATES slowly rises from the bed and stumbles past the empty Jack Daniels bottles and into the washroom.

INT. WASHROOM-NIGHT

YATES reaches for the medicine cabinet and looks for something. There is the cabinet is a plethora of prescription drugs. YATES reaches for the bottle of Clozapine. He struggles to open the bottle. He begins to get aggravated at the bottle. He slams the lid of the bottle against the sink. 
The lid explodes off the bottle. An empty water glass that was sitting on the side of the sink falls to the cold linoleum floor and explodes into a million pieces.






YATES


God damn it.
YATES leans down to grab a couple of Clozapine pills but accidently steps on a piece of broken glass.

The glass shard penetrates deep into YATES’s left foot. YATES lets out a scream of pain and falls to the cold washroom floor.

Several more pieces of broken glass stab into his body as he lands. YATES frantically reaches for the pills that are just out of his reach. He stretches out for them amidst the tremendous pain he is in. He stretches his fingers out to reach a pill. 

He begins to feel the world going dark around him. 

He reaches once again for the pills, just a little more...






YATES


Ahhh!

INT. SEEDY APARTMENT-NIGHT

YATES jumps up from his nightmare to the sound of his telephone ringing. He wipes the pouring sweat from his forehead and rises to get the phone.






YATES


Yea, hello.

(unintelligible phone chatter)






YATES


I’ll be right there.

YATES hangs up the phone and enters the washroom.

INT. WASHROOM-NIGHT

The fluorescent light snaps on without flickering even once. He opens the medicine cabinet and looks at the bottle of Clozapine that sits there.

After a few moments, he shuts the cabinet door a leaves the bottle of Clozapine right where it is. YATES turns the washroom light off and exits the washroom.

EXT.ALLEYWAY – NIGHT

BECK stands in the alleyway looking up at the address smudged along side the building. BECK notices YATES pulling up in his car. BECK walks over to him.






BECK



How’d you know I would be here?
YATES exits the car and walks over to BECK.






YATES



I followed you. (pause) Friends?
YATES holds out his hand to shake. BECK hands YATES a set of plastic surgical gloves.






BECK



Try not to touch anything.

BECK begins to walk to the lobby door. YATES follows.






YATES



This is not my first time out 


detective. I've worked Robbery/


Homicide going on four years.

BECK stops and turns to YATES.






BECK



Listen kid, I know you wanna prove



yourself, and in a twisted sort of 



way, you remind me of how I was 



when I started but, that wide eyed, 


curious disposition you mask so 


well may work wonders in getting 


your girlfriend wet. But these 


streets don't suffer fools.

BECK turns away and walks into the front doors of the apartment building. YATES shakes his head and follows.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING - NIGHT

BECK and YATES make their way to the elevator and enter it.
INT. ELEVATOR-NIGHT

BECK reaches into his holster and removes his weapon. YATES does the same.
INT. ROOM 411-NIGHT

BECK and YATES enter the room. Arterial blood splatter is noticeable all over the walls. BECK waves for YATES to go around the living room and into the kitchen. 

INT. BEDROOM-NIGHT

BECK enters the bedroom and looks around but finds nothing out of the ordinary.






YATES



Beck! 

BECK runs out of the bedroom and meets YATES in the washroom.

INT. WASHROOM-NIGHT

BECK enters the washroom and finds YATES holding the shower curtain back exposing what appears to be human internal organs in the bath tub.
BECK looks up at YATES and then turns around. YATES closes the curtain.






BECK



Where’s the body?

BECK leaves the washroom and proceeds back into the living room. YATES follows.

INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

BECK pulls out a black light flash light and shines it over the blood streaked walls. Written underneath the blood streaks is the phrase, “ On the outskirts of agony sits the observer.”

BECK looks at YATES.






BECK



Call it in, now.

INT. APARTMENT HALLWAY – DAY

Several uniformed officers are in the room examining area of interest. A uniformed Police officer, Sergeant. MIKE ROBERTS (33), approaches BECK.






ROBERTS



The cleaning lady’s in shock. We’re 



not going to get anything from her. 






BECK



I want a controlled, level three 


search sergeant, that means every 


piece of clothing, every God 


damned speck of dust, you read me? 


Any one not involved in that search 


is trampling over my crime scene. 


Get them out, now.
The officer turns around.






ROBERTS



Alright! Any one not here from 


forensics, kindly get the hell out!





BECK



Get the manager up here. I want to 


know whose been in and outta here.


Then get your men to start going 


room to room and find out if 


anyone saw anything. No one


carries a bloody body up to the 



roof without someone hearing or 



seeing something.






ROBERTS



Yes sir.
BECK turns to YATES. He’s gone. Officer ROBERTS looks around.






ROBERTS



Lose something sir?






BECK



Yea, my partner.

Officer ROBERTS walks away as another officer approaches him. BECK walks into the living room.

INT. LIVING ROOM - NIGHT

BECK enters the living room where YATES is looking at a collage of framed pictures on the coffee table.






BECK



Clock’s ticking.





YATES



Yea, I’m with you.
OFFICER ROBERTS enters the room.





ROBERTS



Detective. You better come with me.

EXT. ALLEYWAY – NIGHT

BECK and several other officers walk around the side of the building and see the body of a woman stretched out under the top of the building.





BECK



Did your men seal the perimeter?





ROBERTS



Yes sir. 





BECK



Get her down from there.
BECK turns to YATES. YATES swills down some water from a small bottle and follows BECK back into the building.
INT. ROOM 411-NIGHT
Special Agent STICKLEY arrives. He is accompanied by three other F.B.I. agents. A uniformed officer prevents them from entering. STICKLEY raises his F.B.I. badge and identification. The officer backs off.






BECK



It’s alright sergeant. Let him 


through. Agent Stickley, what brings 


you out on a night like this? Cold 


cases not hot enough for you?
STICKLEY motions for his men to fan out.





STICKLEY



It’s Special Agent, and actually 


detective, I was hoping to see you 


in action. It’s not every day you 


get to see a full blown crash and 


burn right in front of your eyes.

YATES steps forward.  STICKLEY ignores him.






YATES



I’m curious, as an outsider, what 



do you think of the human race?

STICKLEY continues to ignore YATES.






STICKLEY



I’m really interested in the obvious 



connections this murder has with 



the murders you were investigating 



three years ago. How, similar, in 


nature.

BECK looks at STICKLEY.






BECK



It’s too early in the game to 


determine any connections Agent 


Stickley.






STICKLEY



So, it is a game to you.





BECK



You know what your problem is 



Agent Stickley. 






STICKLEY



No, but I’m sure you’ll enlighten me.






BECK



You don’t realize that here are 



plenty of people in the world to 


hate, without you working so damn 


hard to provide us with another.

BECK stares down STICKLEY.






BECK (cont’d)



Get your men out of my crime 



scene, or I will.

STICKLEY and his men leave the hotel room. YATES walks up to BECK.






YATES



Who was that guy?

BECK turns to YATES.






BECK



Someone to avoid.

BECK walks into the hallway where a forensics team is bringing the woman’s body down from the roof.





BECK



C.O.D?

C.S.I. team member LISA LOPEZ (28), looks up at BECK.






LOPEZ



Besides the obvious exclusion of



the internal organs, ligature marks 


around the neck indicate she was 


strangled first, but we won’t know 



any more until the coroner has a 



better look at her.





BECK



Get on it right away.





LOPEZ



You got it.
BECK enters the apartment and walks into the bedroom. 
INT. BEDROOM - NIGHT

A bloodied, crushed photograph lies on the the floor. BECK reaches for it and gently pries it open. YATES enters the bedroom. He turns to YATES.





BECK



Let’s go.
YATES looks around the room and then follows BECK outside onto the street.
EXT. STREET – NIGHT

YATES follows BECK to the cars.






YATES



Detective, what is it? Did you 



know her?

BECK opens the door to his car. He turns and looks at YATES.






BECK



She was, a friend.

BECK gets into the car. He looks up at YATES.





BECK



Get in.

BECK slams the door to the car. YATES walks around the car and opens the passenger door. He gets in the car and they speed off.
INT. POLICE PLAZA, FILE ROOM-DAY

STICKLEY and his three men are combing through file after file of unsolved cases. They look like they have been at it for hours.

One of STICKLEY’s men, LANCE JACKSON (35), lifts up a file folder and approaches STICKLEY.






JACKSON



Sir, I think you’ll want to take a 



look at this.
STICKLEY takes the file from JACKSON. He reads it over and then looks up at LANCE with a stunned look.

The telephone rings on one of the desks. JACKSON answers it.






JACKSON



Sir, it’s for you.

JACKSON holds out the phone for STICKLEY. STICKLEY walks to the desk and takes the phone from JACKSON.






STICKLEY



Yes, this is Special Agent Stickley.






VOICE (distorted)



Special Agent Stickley. Now that’s a 



handle that sounds very important.






STICKLEY



Who is this?






VOICE (distorted)



Never mind who I am. That’s not 



important.






STICKLEY



What do you want?






VOICE (distorted)



I have some information that might 



be of interest to you.






STICKLEY



What information?






VOICE (distorted)



1375 Rosewood Drive. You’ll find what 



you’re looking for.






STICKLEY



And just what am I looking for?






VOICE (distorted)



Only you can know that Special Agent 



Stickley.






STICKLEY



Who the hell is this?

The line goes dead. STICKLEY’s men are all quiet and looking at STICKLEY. STICKLEY grabs a note pad and writes down the address.





JACKSON



What was that all about?
PHONE RINGS AGAIN.
STICKLEY picks up the phone.






STICKLEY



Whoever the hell you are you’re



interfering wi… (pause) No Detective 


Beck isn’t here right now.

STICKLEY looks at LANCE while he listens to the person on the other end.






STICKLEY (cont’d)



Thank you.

STICKLEY hangs up the phone. He looks up at his men.






STICKLEY (cont’d)



What was the name of the psychiatrist



who signed those release forms?

LANCE rifles through the file.





LANCE



Dr. Elizabeth Mannley.

STICKLEY places his hands upon the desk.






STICKLEY



They identified the woman from the 



apartment killing.

STICKLEY stands and grabs his trench coat from the wall.






JACKSON



Sir, what is it?

STICKLEY grabs the address from the note pad.






STICKLEY



Check in with the lab. I wanna know 



the moment we get a positive I.D.



on those prints.






LANCE



Sir. Should you be going alone?

STICKLEY walks to the file room door. He pauses and then leaves the file room.

INT. CAPTAIN BATTY’S OFFICE-DAY

STICKLEY walks past the secretary’s desk and opens the door to BATTY’s office.






JACKIE



Excuse me sir, you can’t go in there.

JACKIE follows STICKLEY into BATTY’s office.






BATTY



It’s alright Jackie.

JACKIE leaves the office and closes the door behind her. STICKLEY drops the file folder on BATTY’s desk.






STICKLEY



It seems you omitted certain details 



about why you requested an outside 



agency. 

BATTY lowers his glasses and looks up at STICKLEY.






BATTY



I’m not quite sure what you mean.






STICKLEY



You knew Beck had a history of 



mental fatigue yet you still allowed 



him to be the lead investigator on 



numerous murder cases. Most, I might 



add, remain unsolved.

BATTY sits back in his chair.





BATTY



Even on his worst day, Detective 



Beck is still the best I’ve got in the 



field. I wouldn’t expect you to 



understand.






STICKLEY



Why? Because I’m not member of your 


little collection of keystone cops.





BATTY



Agent Stickley, when you’ve seen 



firsthand what these men have seen, 



you have to allow a little breathing 



room. Every one of my men have to 



find ways to deal with their pain on 



a level they can handle. I try not 



to get in the way of that.






STICKLEY



You mean that you choose to be


diligently ignorant of the facts.





BATTY



Diligently ignorant? I’ll have to 


remember that one.
STICKLEY grins.






STICKLEY



I’m sure that I don’t have to remind


you of the jurisdictional oversight



when referring to the investigation 



of possible professional conduct.

BATTY drops his pen on the desk in frustration.






BATTY



Agent Stickley, your obvious 



predilection for all things “by the 



book” is admirable. 

BATTY’s look turns to dead seriousness.






BATTY (cont’d)



But take my advice, this is not



somewhere you want to go.

STICKLEY walks to the office door and opens it. He pauses.






STICKLEY



Now I know there’s something wrong.
STICKLEY leaves the office. BATTY puts his glasses back on and goes back to work.
INT. BECK’S CRUISER-NIGHT
BECK and YATES, are driving.






YATES



You have a look in your eyes.

BECK doesn’t take his eyes off the road.






BECK



What look would that be?






YATES



The look of a man who already 


thinks he knows the answers 


before the question is even 


asked.






BECK



Most times the questions are more 




interesting than the answers.





YATES



So where are we going?






BECK



To Forest Hills. I’ve got a feeling 



about something.






YATES



Since we’re partners now, should I 



be concerned about these feelings



of yours?


BECK looks over at YATES.






BECK



Who said we were partners?
EXT. FOREST HILLS, NEIGHBORHOOD-NIGHT

BECK’s cruiser slowly pulls up to a run down house. The car comes to a stop.

INT. BECK’S CRUISER-NIGHT

BECK looks disappointingly at the dilapidated house. YATES notices.






YATES



What’s wrong?







BECK



It’s been along time.
BECK turns to YATES.






BECK (cont’d)



After my father died. I couldn’t 



live here anymore. I couldn’t sell 



it, so I just boarded it up. 

YATES looks at BECK.






YATES



You grew up here? In this house?

BECK pulls out his 45.






YATES (cont’d)



So why are we here?






BECK



I need to check something out.

YATES pulls out his 45. And points it at BECK.






YATES (cont’d)



Alright Beck. I’m either going to 



shoot you or you’re gonna tell me 



exactly what’s going on.
BECK turns to YATES.






BECK



That woman in the apartment, was my


shrink. 






YATES



Your shrink? 

BECK checks the clip of his 45.






BECK



Yea, my wife and I were separated. 



I needed someone to talk to that’s 



all.






YATES



Alright, so who would want to filet



her.






BECK



I don’t know, but it’s someone who



knows me.






YATES



Why do you say that?

BECK holds out the bloody picture from the
apartment.





BECK



This is the second time I found 



this picture at a murder scene.





YATES



Meaning?






BECK



The last time I saw this picture, 



before two days ago, was when I 



sealed up this place. That was



six years ago.
YATES looks at the house again.






BECK (cont’d) 



Someone’s trying to tell me 



something, and now, I’m all ears.
EXT. YARD-NIGHT
The two detectives exit the car and proceed to walk around the house separately. YATES walks to the back door of the house as BECK approaches the front door.

BECK checks the handle of the door. It’s unlocked. BECK enters the house.

INT. HOUSE-NIGHT

BECK slowly walks into the house and draws his .45. BECK walks around to the kitchen.

INT. KITCHEN-NIGHT

BECK turns the corner and is surprised by YATES.






BECK



Jesus. I nearly shot you.






YATES



That’s an experience I’d rather



not share with you.
Together they make their way up the staircase to the master bedroom.
INT.MASTER BEDROOM-DAY

BECK turns on the light and the two detectives enter the room to see that it is a colossal mess. BECK walks to the closet area where he notices a bloodied shirt on the floor. 

YATES walks towards the washroom. BECK kneels down and takes out his pen. He lifts the bloodied shirt from the floor with the pen. He examines it.






BECK



Yates.
YATES looks at the shirt and then turns the light on in the washroom.






YATES



Beck.

BECK drops the shirt and walks to the washroom.

INT. WASHROOM-DAY

The faucet is slowly dripping water into the sink. Blood is covering the sink area and is dripping onto the floor.

The small rug on the floor of the washroom is speckled with blood splatter. 

THE TELEPHONE RINGS.
The two detectives look at each other.

THE TELEPHONE RINGS AGAIN.





YATES



I thought you said no one lives 



here anymore.

BECK walks over to the nightstand and picks up the receiver. He stays quiet.






VOICE (distorted)



You’ve been a bad boy.






BECK (into phone)


Why her? She was just a friend.

 
She did nothing to deserve that.





VOICE (distorted)



Wasn’t she threatening to go to your 


wife about the pregnancy? 

BECK’s face goes pale. 





BECK (into phone)



How did you know that?

YATES walks over to BECK but BECK shakes him off.





VOICE (distorted)



You should be thanking me. You’re



better off without her.






BECK (into phone)


So now you’re the one who chooses 



who lives and who dies?






VOICE (distorted)



Our fate is chosen for us from the 



moment we are born into this world.



Why else do you think we come in 



kicking and screaming? We are born 



fearful into a world of fear.





BECK (into phone)


That’s your only weapon isn’t it?


Fear. You’re not man enough to face 



me, whoever the hell you are.





VOICE (distorted)



You needed a dose of humility Beck.



It helps one’s sense of objectivity to 


have the foundations rattled once in 



a while. Don’t you agree?






BECK (into phone)


You wait until I find you, I’ll show 



you rattled.






VOICE (distorted)



Now now Beck. Stay focused. Your 


wife needs you. You do want to 


see her again, don’t you?






BECK (into phone)


Where is she?






VOICE (distorted)



The only place she can be.
The line goes dead. BECK slams down the telephone.






BECK



Come on.






YATES



Where to now?

The two men leave the house and jump in the car.

INT. LIVING ROOM, BECK’S HOUSE-NIGHT

The street lamps from the street partially illuminate the room. The silhouette of a person walking outside can be seen through the living room window. The front door handle jiggles. 

CRASH.

A small window to the side of the front door breaks and shatters to the floor below. A hand reaches in and unlocks the front door. STICKLEY enters the house, gun drawn. STICKLEY slowly walks through the living room. He accidently kicks an empty bottle of JACK DANIELS on the floor. He then enters the den area.

INT. DEN-NIGHT

STICKLEY opens the desk drawer and begins to rummage through papers. He stops and picks up a framed picture that sits on the desk. It’s a picture of Detective BECK and a woman. Most likely, his late wife.

STICKLEY places the picture back down and turns his attention to the staircase. He walks up the stairs and into the upper area of the house.

INT. UPSTAIRS-NIGHT

STICKLEY walks past a spare bedroom and into the master bedroom.

INT. MASTER BEDROOM-NIGHT

STICKLEY walks to the dresser and quickly looks through it but finds nothing out of the ordinary.

He then walks over to the washroom.

INT. WASHROOM-DAY

STICKLEY walks into the washroom and sees a smear of dried blood on the tile floor. He opens the medicine cabinet. He scans the cabinet and stops at the bottle of Clozapine. STICKLEY reaches for the bottle and holds it up to the light.






STICKLEY



And the light shall show you the 


way.

STICKLEY places the bottle in his pocket and turns around. He is suddenly struck from behind and knocked unconscious.
INT. LIVING ROOM – NIGHT

STICKLEY sits blindfolded in a chair. Blood trickles from a gash on the right side of his forehead. He slowly awakens.
SHOTGUN SHELLS BEING LOADED INTO CHAMBER.

STICKLEY tries to remain calm.





STICKLEY



I’m with the F.B.I. If you reach 


into my jacket you’ll find my I.D.






VOICE


I know who you are. What are you 


doing here?






STICKLEY



I’m following a lead in a murder 



investigation.

STICKLEY moves his head nervously around the room.






VOICE


Are you alone?
STICKLEY stops moving.





STICKLEY



Yes, but...






VOICE


But what?






STICKLEY



Are you the one who called me?

The blindfold is suddenly ripped from STICKLEY’s head. He squints to focus. He see’s BECK standing there with a shotgun.





BECK


Downstairs, now.
STICKLEY gets up from the chair and walks past BECK down the stairs to the living room. 
INT. LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

BECK follows STICKLEY into the living room.






BECK


Sit down.

STICKLEY sits on the old couch.






STICKLEY



The forcible detention of a Federal 


Agent is a capital offense. If you


let me go, I’ll do what I can to 


help you.
BECK looks out the window, and then back to STICKLEY.






BECK



Shut up.

BECK walks up to STICKLEY.





BECK


What are you doing in my house?





STICKLEY



Federal business.
BECK points the shotgun at STICKLEY.






BECK


Agent Stickley, I can come up with


a hundred different ways to explain 



why I accidently shot you.

STICKLEY sighs.





STICKLEY


Maybe we can help each other. 





BECK


What do you mean?
STICKLEY looks around.





STICKLEY



I know why your wife is.

BECK looks sharply at STICKLEY.






BECK



What the hell did you just say?

BECK walks up to STICKLEY and strikes him across the face with the back of his fist. 







BECK


Who told you to come here? 




Where is she?
STICKLEY’s head drops to his side. Blood drips from his mouth.





STICKLEY



Listen to me. I can help you but you 



have to trust me.






BECK


I can’t trust anyone.

TELEPHONE RINGS.

BECK looks over at the phone that sits on the desk.

TELEPHONE RINGS AGAIN.

STICKLEY then looks over at the phone.






STICKLEY



What?
BECK looks over to STICKLEY.






BECK


I have to get that.
BECK walks to the desk and picks up the receiver.

INT. DEN-NIGHT

BECK holds the receiver tightly.






BECK (into phone)


Hello.






VOICE (distorted)



I see you’ve met Special Agent 



Stickley. Tell me, what do you 


think of him?






BECK (into phone)


I’m through playing your games.





VOICE (distorted)



C’mon Detective. You’ve come so far.



Don’t throw it all away without even 



trying. That would be so disappointing.






BECK


How do I know she isn’t dead already.






VOICE (distorted)



Because I gave you my word. I know 



today that doesn’t mean much, but 



it does to me.

INT. LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

STICKLEY looks over the couch and sees that BECK is wrapped up in his conversation.

(Unintelligible distant talking)

STICKLEY struggles to move his hand into his jacket and releases the snap button that fastens his gun to its holster.
INT. DEN-NIGHT
The moonlight filters past the trees outside in the front yard, casting moving reflections against the den wall.






VOICE (distorted)



There’s a place in Queens called 



Willet’s Point. You’ll see an old 



abandoned scrap yard.





BECK


Yea, I know it.






VOICE (distorted))



There’s just one more thing. Shoot



Special Agent Stickley in the 


head for me.






BECK


I won’t do that.





VOICE (distorted)



It’s alright Detective. You’re a 


straight shooter, I was only 


joking.

INT. LIVING ROOM-NIGHT

STICKLEY bolts to his feet with his .45 in hand, pointing at BECK. BECK freezes.





STICKLEY



Put that gun down now!

BECK looks down at his gun with desperation in his eyes.






VOICE (distorted)


Don’t do it Beck.

STICKLEY takes a step out in front of the couch.






STICKLEY



I don’t want to shoot you. Put 


that gun down on the floor.

BECK begins to slowly lower the shotgun.






VOICE (distorted)


If you put that gun down, you’ll 


never see your wife alive again.

BECK is frozen with indecision. Just then BECK looks to the kitchen where YATES is standing with his gun pointing at STICKLEY.





BECK



No don’t!

STICKLEY quickly turns towards the kitchen and fires. BECK lifts the shotgun and shoots at STICKLEY. STICKLEY falls to the floor but gets quickly to his feet and hobbles through the kitchen BECK circle around and fires a few more shots destroying the kitchen walls and table. STICKLEY fires over his shoulder. YATES enters the den.





YATES



So this is what you mean by “Ill



only be a second Yates.”






BECK



What took you so long?


BECK looks for STICKLEY but he’s gone. YATES looks around.





YATES


What about him?
BECK rips a piece of the curtain off and ties a tourniquet around his leg. 

TELEPHONE RINGS.

INT. KITCHEN-DAY

BECK walks in and grabs the telephone that is hanging on the wall.




BATTY’S VOICE (phone)



Beck? Beck? 






BECK



Captain?




BATTY’S VOICE (phone)



Beck, where have you been? 






BECK



I’ve been, busy.





BATTY’S VOICE (phone)



I wanted to give you a heads up. 



Stickley’s men just hightailed it 



outta here. How close are you to 



wrapping this up?





BECK



Captain. I still don’t think...





BATTY’S VOICE (phone)



Just get it done detective. Every 


moment you spend debating this is 


your head, only gives Stickley 



more time to turn this whole thing 



against us, I’m counting on you.
The line goes dead. BECK hangs up the phone. YATES approaches him.





YATES


What now?





BECK



How do you feel about Queens?

EXT.GREENWICH, CONNECTICUT – NIGHT

A government issue sedan, dark blue in color approaches one of the houses that line the street. The car pulls into a driveway and the ignition is cut off. A man exit the car and walks to the front door.

KNOCK. KNOCK.

The front door opens.
 Police Captain Batty answers the door wearing a robe and slippers. He looks at the person and motions for him to enter. The door closes behind them.

INT. BATTY’S KITCHEN – NIGHT

Capt. Batty walks into the kitchen and opens the refrigerator. The man who was let in walks into the kitchen where we see that it’s Agent Stickley. Blood is streaked across his right eyebrow. He sits at the kitchen table and waits for a cup of coffee to be paced in front of him. Batty does so.






BATTY



Where is he now?

Stickley takes a sip from the hot coffee.






STICKLEY



Don’t you Gorbals ever put anything 



besides Scotch in your coffee?

Batty is standing at the kitchen sink. He stirs his hot toddy. He looks at Stickley.





BATTY



You didn’t answer my question.

Stickley takes another sip from his coffee and looks over at Batty.






STICKLEY



That’s one sick puppy you got there.



He believes his wife is still alive.






BATTY



I want him to continue to do so.

Stickley pulls out his 45. and places it on the table.






STICKLEY



You know, my instincts tells me you’re



hiding something. Something bigger 



than just an internal affairs 



investigation.

Batty walks over to Stickley and pours some more hot coffee into his cup. Stickley looks up at him.






BATTY



I need him to remember something



from his past. Something his wife



told him, shortly before she hung



herself from their balcony.

Batty walks back to the sink area. His back turned away from Stickley. Stickley takes another sip from his coffee.






STICKLEY



I think I heard him say…Willet’s 



Point?

Batty turns around and looks at Stickley. Stickley notices Batty is holding his gun. Stickley looks down at the table and sees that his gun is gone. He never even noticed.






STICKLEY



What are you doing?






BATTY



A Gorbal, is from Scotland. I’m 




Irish. And you’re instincts, were 


wrong boy’o. Dead wrong.

TWO GUNSHOT BLASTS.

Stickley flies back off the chair and lands in a heap in the corner. The chair rocks back and forth tipped over on the floor.

Batty walks back into the living room and walks up the stairs to his bedroom. He exits the bedroom with a pair of pants and a jacket on. He walks back through the kitchen, past the crumpled body of Stickley, and slams the front door as he leaves.

INT. CRUISER-NIGHT

BECK and YATES travel in the car. 





YATES



What do you think he was doing 



there?






BECK



Stickley’s got his first hard on.



Can’t think of anything else.





YATES



You don’t believe he’s the one 


we’re looking for?






BECK



He doesn’t fit the profile. 






YATES



Beck, nobody fits the profile until 


they wind up putting their kids 


inside a microwave.






BECK



This is different. I know this guy,


and somehow, he knows me.
BECK turns onto the Queens borough Bridge. 





YATES



We can’t go in there.






BECK



Tonight, we have no jurisdiction.

YATES looks over at BECK.

EXT. WILLETS POINT, QUEENS-NIGHT

STICKLEY’s car stops at the rear of the massive warehouse. He exits the car and sneaks through a large twist in the metal siding.

BECK and YATES exit their car and enter the warehouse in the same way.

INT. WAREHOUSE-NIGHT

BECK and YATES slowly make their way down the dark and smelly hallway. 






BECK



We don’t know what’s going on


here, so check your target



and watch your background.

YATES looks over to BECK.






YATES



Still think of me as a rookie.

BECK and YATES hear voices coming from a room at the far end of the hallway. BECK motions for YATES to walk around the far side of the hallway and enter the room from another doorway. 
YATES proceeds to enter a boiler room and he closes the door behind him. BECK reaches the doorway to the room and he waits for a moment. He hears more speaking.

INT. BOILER ROOM-NIGHT

NANCY BECK sits bound and gagged in a saw table. Her toes sticking out one end with her head poking out the other.

A giant table saw blade hangs above her. BECK enters the room. The blade, spins, whirrs and comes to life above the frightened woman. BECK runs over to her as she tries to loosen her bonds.





BECK



Just hold on!

The spinning blade slowly lowers. BECK runs over to switch off the machine. It’s got a pad lock on it that prevents the switch from being turned off.

The saw blade continues downward.






BECK



I can’t turn it off!

BECK hesitates for a moment and then runs over to the saw table and shoots at the pad lock. It splits in two but doesn’t sheer off. The blade continues downward towards NANCY.

YATES enters the room. BECK looks over to him. 






BECK



Grab that!


YATES turns and runs to the wall. YATES grabs a fire axe. He lunges at the electrical wires that feed the machine energy. He swings the axe repeatedly until the wires are severed and the blade comes to a halt only inches above her. BECK looks up to YATES.





BECK



I’ve got her.

CLANG! CLANG!
YATES turns and bolts down the hallway.






BECK



Yates! Wait! 

INT. DARK HALLWAY - NIGHT
YATES walks down the dark hallway until he passes a room with a swinging light bulb that hangs from the roof.

INT.BOILER ROOM - NIGHT

BECK pulls NANCY from the table. He walks down the hallway, shotgun in hand. He approaches the room with the swinging bulb.
SHOTS FIRED.

INT. SWINGING BULB ROOM -NIGHT
BECK runs into the room. YATES is laying on the floor with two gunshot wounds, seeping blood, from his chest. BECK kneels down to check his pulse. There is none. BECK lowers his head in remorse.






BECK



Oh kid.

BECK looks up to the wall. He notices photos of himself with his wife. He walks towards them.

He gently wipes his hand across them.
Suddenly BECK turns and is struck on the side of the head. He drops to the floor.

FADE TO BLACK.

INT.UNKNOWN – NIGHT

We are in the point of view of a woman sitting in a chair, blindfolded. We hear water trickling somewhere. It’s totally dark with the exception of a sliver of light coming from the lower right side.

FOOTSTEPS COMING CLOSER AND THEN STOPPING.






MAN’SVOICE (distorted)


It’s almost time.






WOMAN (whimpering)



Time?  
The blindfold is ripped away. The woman squints to clear her vision. The room is dimly lit. The woman opens her eyes wide enough to see that BECK is sitting across from her. He is unconscious and tied to a chair.

The woman can tell that there is someone standing behind her, then…






MAN’S VOICE



Beck.

BECK stirs.






MAN’S VOICE 


Beck!

BECK slowly awakens. He has blood streaked down the side of his face. He looks up at the person standing behind the bound woman.






BECK (groggy)



You?

We see the unidentified man is CAPTAIN BATTY. He lifts a .45 caliber handgun and point it at the NANCY’s temple. She whimpers. BECK struggles to free himself from his bonds. 






BATTY



One more turn around the station?



For old times sake.

BECK stops and looks at BATTY. The gun is still pressed against the NANCY’s head.






BATTY (cont’d)



Look how predictable you’ve become.



You’d think after doing this over 



and over again in your mind, you’d 



get tired. But no.

BATTY walks around the woman, keeping the gun pointed at her head.







BATTY (shaky)




She reminded me so much of her 




mother...until she turned her back 




on me. I told her not to marry you 



but, she never listened to me.

BATTY takes a step towards BECK. BECK slowly moves 
to his right. 







BECK




Captain, whatever is bothering you.




I’m sure we can work it out.

BATTY raises the gun halfway. BECK sees this.






BATTY (shaky)




She left me no choice. She was going 




to destroy me...I couldn’t let that 




happen. What kind of a child abandons 




her father...I was alone. I loved her.






BECK




You were abusing her.

BATTY looks down at the floor. He stares down at 
NANCY. He smiles and begins to cry.







BATTY




A father’s love...my love.

BATTY raises the gun and points it at BECK.







BATTY




You stole that love from me, so I 



stole everything from you. 







BECK




You used me. You used your only 




daughter. Your own flesh and blood.

BATTY lowers the gun halfway. 






BECK (cont’d)



Just put the gun down captain.

BATTY points the gun at BECK and shoots him in the 
right leg. BECK falls to the ground.






BATTY




Beck, tell me where the safe 




Deposit box is that my daughter 




gave to you.
BECK writhes on the floor in pain. BECK looks down 
at YATES body. He looks up at BATTY.






BECK



Safe deposit..? Why? There’s no money.







BATTY



You think I want money? I want that




God damned diary. The one she gave 



 
to you.







BECK




Never.

Batty walks closer and lifts the gun to Beck’s head.







BATTY




I have no reservation about opening 




up your head. Detective or not, I’ll




do it.







BECK




You already have. What about Yates? 



Killing a Police Detective in cold 



blood. How’s that good for the 



department?

BATTY walks up to BECK.







BATTY




Who are talking about?

BECK points down to YATES.






BECK




My new partner, Yates. The detective 




who was sitting in your office the 



day I met Stickley.

BATTY looks down to the floor and then looks around 
for a moment.







BATTY




You really are a mess aren’t you 



old buddy? You’ve been working alone 




for three years. That’s what I loved 




about you. Never a dull moment.

BECK presses his hands against the bleeding gunshot 
wound.







BECK




I’m not crazy. 







BATTY




Let me ease your fears old friend.

BATTY kneels beside BECK.







BATTY (cont’d)




If there is a Detective Yates, he 



exists only in that messed up mind 



of yours. There’s no one to save you 



now.

BATTY stands and points the gun at BECK’s head.







BATTY




I guess I’ll keep looking for it 



on my own. Back at that old house 




of your father’s.

BATTY pulls back the magazine lever and the chamber clicks with the next round. He moves around to the front of NANCY and blocks BECK’s view. 






BATTY



You ready to hear her die again?






BECK



Stop! No!

GUN SHOT BLAST!

INT.HALLWAY - NIGHT
A bright muzzle flash from BATTY's gun can be seen 
through the open door to the hallway.
A SHOT RINGS OUT.

BATTY turns to see STICKLEY standing in the doorway

holding his 45. Two dark bullet holes encrust the 

bullet proof vest that hangs around Stickley’s 

chest.
STICKLEY walks over to BATTY’s body and looks down.
BATTY is still moving.
MANY SHOTS RING OUT!
BATTY stops moving. STICKLEY looks at BECK but he’s 

dead as well. The chair sitting across from Beck, is 

empty. STICKLEY leaves the room as his men enter and 
fan out.
INT. SWINGING BULB ROOM - NIGHT
The figure of YATES appears in the doorway. He 
enters the room and kneels beside BECK’s body. BECK 
slowly open’s his eyes and looks at YATES. YATES 
wounds are gone. BECK grins.







BECK




It all makes sense to me now. 



You killed those women.

YATES walks over to BECK and sits beside him.







YATES




No. You killed those women. I’m




the part of you that sleeps under 



that blanket of idealism. You could 



say that, I’m the classic case book 



disguise, you, twenty years ago. 



Remember sitting in the captain’s 



office, just like I was, waiting for 




him to acknowledge you as a cop. 




You felt so strongly about making a 




difference, that you drew strength 



from sources you never knew you had. 




Creating me in your mind was the result 




of feeling you had no one you could 



truly trust. No purpose to live. In 



the end, the choices we make to change 


ourselves for the better, only lead to 


changes within ourselves we didn’t 



expect. We are born fearful, into a 



world of fear.
BECK looks up at YATES. 






BECK




I don’t think I need you anymore.
YATES places his hand on BECK’s shoulder and slowly 

disappears into the air. Beck lies there, 

motionless.
EXT. STREET OUTSIDE-NIGHT

STICKLEY walks out of the warehouse as several 
Police cars, and Emergency vehicles pull up.
THE END
