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OVER BLACK

MAN (V. Q)
It's okay. You can talk to ne.

A |l ong beat.
MAN (V. Q)
"' ma good guy.
(beat)
Are you hungry?
FADE | N:
EXT. SMALL PLAYGROUND - DAY

Gray clouds roll across the sky.

A group of YOUNG CHI LDREN play on an old jungle gym giggling
as they chase each other around. Not a care in the world.

SLOW PAN over to a THIN MAN, 38, sitting alone on a bench

(NOTE: His face will remain unseen, but we'll catch multiple
glinpses of a slight wi dow s peak.)

He watches as the children play anongst thenselves. In
particul ar, he watches a SCRAWNY BOY, 7.

The Scrawny Boy | ooks over at the Thin Man, alnost as if he
can feel hi mwatching.

MAN (V. Q)
You |i ke chocol ate, pal?

The Thin Man rai ses a hand, waves wth his bony fingers.
| NT. POLI CE STATION - CASTLE S OFFICE - NI CGHT
The sparsely furnished roomis messy and cl uttered.

W apped in a blanket, the Scrawny Boy sits on his distressed
MOTHER s, 33, lap. Both of their eyes are red fromcrying

She hugs her son tight, rubs his shoulders in a desparate
attenpt to confort him

They sit across from Detective R CK CASTLE, 47, a chubby man
with a bald spot, who sits behind his desk. He has a calm
war m deneanor about him



Ri ck opens the top drawer in his desk, reaches inside.

Rl CK
| love chocol ate.
(notions toward his gut)
Qovi ously. Heh.

The Scrawny Boy's eyes light up as Rick pulls out a chocol ate
bar, hands it to the Mt her.

Ri ck gives the Scrawny Boy a warm sm |l e as the Mdther unw aps
the candy with shaky hands. She's clearly distraught.

RI CK
You know, | think you m ght just be
the bravest little guy |I've ever net.

The Mot her hands her son the chocol ate. He neekly nibbles
away at the candy, like a squirrel with a nut.

EXT. SMALL PLAYGROUND - DAY

The Scrawny Boy noves away fromthe jungl e-gymand the ot her
children, wal ks over to a water fountain.

R CK (V.Q)
You think you can be brave just a
little bit | onger and answer sone
questions for ne?

As he bends over to get a drink, the Thin Man is revealed to
approachi ng hi mfrom behi nd.

RICK (V.0)
Do you think you can you renenber what
he | ooked Iike?
| NT. POLI CE STATION - CASTLE S OFFICE - N GHT

A POLI CE COWPCSI TE ARTI ST (P.C. A ), 30, a small black man
wth gl asses, sits beside the Scrawny Boy and his Mot her.

He puts the finishing touches on his sketch.
Rick still sits behind his desk. He sips on a cup of coffee.
The P.C A shows his sketch to the Scrawny Boy and his Mt her.

ON THE SKETCH PAD: An average | ooking m ddl e-aged man wth a
di stinct widow s peak.



The Scrawny Boy takes one | ook at the picture before burying
his head into his Mdther's arns.

Ri ck gives a slight, off-handed nod to the P.C. A, signals
that his work is done.

The P.C. A quietly | eaves the room
EXT. SMALL PLAYGROUND - DAY

The Scrawny Boy finishes drinking fromthe water fountain,
dries his nouth off with the sleeve of his shirt.

Birds CHRP O S.

RICK (V.0)
| can only inmgine what you nust be
going through, ma'am 1It's going to be
hard, but you are going to have to
stay strong.

The Scrawny Boy gl ances up at a flock of passing birds in the
sky. Just then--

Bony fingers wap around his shoulder. Al the color in the
child s face flushes away.

I NT. POLI CE STATION - CASTLE' S OFFI CE - N GHT

As the Mdther does her best to confort her crying son, Rick
| eans foward in his seat, a | ook of sincerity on his face.

Rl CK
| prom se you, Mss @unn
(dead serious)
We'll find him

The Mt her kisses her child on the top of his head, then
| ooks to Rick with m sty eyes. Tears roll down her cheeks.

RI CK ( CONT' D)
You two head on hone and get sone
rest, okay? I'lIl handle it from here.

MOTHER
Thank you, Detective.

Rick sm | es and nods.

The Mot her forces a smile. Holding her son tight against her
body, she stands and noves toward the door.



MOTHER
(to her son)
Let's go, M chael.

As the Mother carries her son, MCHAEL GUNN, out of the
office, the tramauti zed boy | ooks over her shoul der, at Rick.

CLOSE ON M chael's puffy face. There is an undeni abl e
dar kness behind the traumati zed child' s eyes.

MATCH CUT TO
EXT. LARGE PLAYGROUND - DAY
CLOSE ON M CHAEL GUNN s, 36, adult face. He's a gaunt man
with a sharp pencil nustache and deep wi dow s peak. The

darkness remai ns behind his eyes.

He stands in the shadows of a |l arge oak tree, watches with
| echerous eyes as--

A large group of YOUNG CHI LDREN run and play anobngst each
ot her on the massive jungle-gym

It's a picturesque summer day. Not a cloud in the sky.

One of the children seens to have caught M chael's eye.

Just beside the jungle-gym JAMES MORGAN, 38, an athletic
man, pushes his son, NATHAN MORGAN, 8, a mni version of his

father, on a swng. They smle and | augh.

NATHAN
Hi gher! Push ne hi gher, Dad!

M chael admres Nathan fromafar, wth a sick fascination

FADE QUT.



