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Fade in-Ext- busy new York street-dawn

The skyline of NYC awakes to another full day

The honking of horns, the clang of garbage collectors at work, pigeons fly from nests.

A YELLOW CAB pulls up outside the 5th bridge firehouse in Manhattan, KYLE REED (33) steps onto the kerb slamming the door behind him, Reed leans in the open cab window

CAB DRIVER: come ‘on pal, move it $ 8.50 already

Reed hands over the cash 

DRIVER: geez

The cab speeds off

Reed looks up at the front of the firehouse; “the rebels” insignia adorns the brickwork over the entrance.

Reed: good to be home (under his breath)

Int-firehouse-day

Reed walks between two gleaning RED FIRETRUCKS

Firemen are joking and cleaning equipment

Others are using the incline bench

On the wall are old photographs of former squads

Reed approaches one

A black and white photo is marked ‘June 1995 the rebels”

(os) “Thought I might see you here”

Reed turns startled to see CAPITAIN STEVE DEERE (53)

Reed smiles” just reminiscing sir, it’s been a while”

DEERE glances at the photo 

DEERE: you were top of the class that year 

Deere pauses, looking at the ground, then gestures for REED to follow him.

Walking up the stairs, the halls are full of old memorabilia and photographs.

The pair enters Deere’s office

Int-Deere’s office-day

Deere: take a seat Kyle

Reed sits in chair opposite Deere

Kyle: nice place you got here sir (chuckles)

DERRE lights a cigarette and sits down

DEERE: how you doin Kyle?

REED: honestly, I’m ok

REED fiddles with folders on the desk

Reed: I’ve been to see someone got the help I needed.

Reed gazes distantly out the office window overlooking central park

DEERE: DANNY’s death shook all of us Kyle, its ok to feel burdened sometimes

REED begins to weep

REED: the smoke was so thick, we couldn’t see (pauses)...then i turned and he was totally engulfed, flailing like a ragdoll... (Breakdown crying) oh fuck oh god.

DEERE stands and hugs Reed

Deere: that’s it let it out.

REED wipes his face and backs away from DEERE

REED: all I know is I wanted to get back on the job

DEERE nods 

DEERE: well, a lot has changed here since your last time, hell I got a whole new crew

CARL MILLS retired last summer, CAREY went back to Cleveland, and most of the guys out there are pretty green.

REED looks at DEERE and grins and wipes his eyes again

REED: that’s what I’m here for.

A Knock at the office door 

DEERE: come in

A tall athletic man, AYRTON BRIGGS (29) stands in the door, a cold, slightly awkward look on his face

BRIGGS: I finished last night’s running sheets. (Speaks in southern drawl)

He looks over at REED

DEERE: Kyle, this is BRIGGS, he is captain of engine 6

You’ll be sharing responsibility, so try to get along

REED extends his hand 

BRIGGS: I heard you were coming, fellas all raving boutcha. 

BRIGGS just looks at outstretched hand 

BRIGGS: ill put those papers in the file

BRIGGS turns and leaves

REED looks taken a back

DEERE puts his hand on REEDS shoulder

DEERE walks over to the window.

DEERE: he’s only been here a while, use to ride with “the war wagon” boys outta the Bronx...you remember E-71 right...anyway he got transferred here, he beat some arson suspect or something bout a year ago.

DEERE: don’t worry about BRIGGS, he’s a quality fireman

REED raises his eyebrows

Suddenly the fire alarm blares loud

Both men look at each other

REED and DEERE: Showtime.

Fade out-the end

