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#FADE | N
I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MAI N HALLWAY - EARLY EVEN NG WEDNESDAY

The canera slowy ZOOVS I N on the entrance to Monroe
Acadeny--a set of large oak doors with stained gl ass

wi ndows. The two doors sw ng open. Through them cones
runni ng SULLI VAN STCKES, a tall, handsonme 18-year old. He
Is wearing a black graduation robe. H's hair is dishevel ed.
He has a | arge, sonewhat bl oody gash above his |eft

eyebrow. He runs down the long hall of |ockers, past a very
| arge trophy case and through anot her set of doors.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. COURTYARD - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

St okes descends down the stairs into the courtyard. He
sprints across the giant courtyard and goes through anot her
set of doors.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AMPHI THEATER - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

The anphitheater is packed. Bright stage lights are
bl i ndi ng St okes. He stands on the upnost |evel. Sweaty,
confused, he scans the stage desperately.

POV - STCOKES

The FLOOR LI GHTS are blinding. The individual students
onst age cannot be made out, only sil houettes. Everything
beconmes blurry, then clear, blurry, then clear. H's eyes
are havi ng troubl e focusing.

BACK TO SCENE
He wi pes tears and sweat out of his eyes.
STCOKES
(hoar sel y)
St op.

Somet hi ng happens onstage. The audi ence breaks out in
appl ause. He slowly descends down the narrow steps.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)



(hoar sel y)
STOP! 1]

He can’t be heard over the appl ause.
NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AUDI TORI UM BACKSTACE - EARLY EVEN NG
VIEEDNESDAY

DETECTI VE PAMELA WLKES is a pretty woman in her early 30s.
She is dressed in a formal suit. She scans the stage, | ooks
out into the audi ence and sees the young man in the gown
anmong the audi ence. She raises her sleeve and speaks into a
Secret Service-type wal ki e-tal ki e.

PAM
(into wal ki e)
Ms. Carter, there is a youth in a robe
yel |l i ng.

I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. AUDI TORI UM AUDI ENCE - EARLY EVEN NG
VEEDNESDAY

DETECTI VE DEANNA CARTER is a little older than Pam She’s
pretty too, but in a nore earthy sort. She’s in the

audi ence, wal king up and down the aisle, patrolling it--
policing it. She al so has a wal ki e-tal ki e.

DEANNA
(into wal ki e)
VWher e?

Pam exam nes Stokes’s location for a nmonent. The auditorium
i'S i nmense.

PAM
(into wal ki e)
M ddl e stairway, about row 40 and com ng
down qui ckly..

Deanna is in the 20 or so row, left. She begins to push and
hustl e her way across the crowds to get to the center
st ai rway.

Pam strai ns her eyes to see the sil houette com ng down the
stairs, the stage lights are blinding her too.



PAM
(into wal ki e)
Ms. Carter, | think it’'s Stokes.

Deanna is still trying to reach the center stairway. Her
face changes fromstoic to being satisfied and redeened.

DEANNA
(into wal kie, confidently)
It would be.

Pam rushes offstage to a STAGE DI RECTOR and grabs a ROSTER
fromhim She frantically flips through the pages until she
reaches the appropriate page.

PAM
(into wal ki e)
Yes, it is him he didn't sign in wth the
program di rector.

Deanna’s alnbost in the center stairway. She gets by the

| ast seat and is nowin the mddle stairway. She pivots
around and draws her GUN just in time to greet Stokes with
it. He stops dead in his tracks. He has his hands up in a
notion of gentle coaxing. Deanna’ s tense, but feels pretty
in control of the situation. The audi ence doesn’'t notice
this standoff.

DEANNA
Down!

STCOKES
Carter, didn't you get the package?

DEANNA
| don’t know what you’'re tal king about--was
trying to get you the benefit of the doubt.

St okes shifts back and forth and sideways in his steps and
with his eyes. H's eyes are dilated. He's bleeding fromthe
gash on his brow He's sweating and seem ngly

di sorientated, |looking |ike he’s on speed. He’'s dying to
get past Deanna, but knows it’s not worth being killed

over. Seeing the chances of having a rational discussion
with her are over, he just yells out for all the auditorium



to hear.

STCOKES
Get off ny ass. There’'s sonmeone onst age,
with a gun!

Deanna | ooks at hi m conf used.

DEANNA
(not taking her eyes off him
i nto wal ki e)
Pam do you see a shooter onstage?

Pam scans the stage again. The crowd is still appl audi ng
| oudly. The stage lights are still blinding.
POV - PAM

TWO ROBED FI GURES are in front of a podium hugging. The
lights only allow Pamto nmake out their robed sil houettes.

BACK TO SCENE

PAM
(into wal ki e)
| don’t know-1 can't--

DEANNA
(interrupting, into walkie)
Pam do you see anyone! ?!

Pam doesn’t respond; she | ooks around desperately. She
slowy wal ks onstage but tries to avoid nmeking a scene. She
sees sonet hi ng.

PAM
NO

Deanna’s a little confused. She takes the “no” as meaning
Pam does not see a shooter and continues to hold Stokes at
bay.

Pam runs further onstage and draws her GUN from a hol ster
on her back and stops sonewhere near the podium but in
front of the graduating class who sits on bl eachers behind
the podium She’s no | onger concerned with blending in. W
don’t see where exactly she points her gun.



DEANNA
Down.
(asserting herself with her
gun)
DOVWN!

Deanna hears all this, but she doesn't flinch. Stokes is
now making little faking novenents right and |eft.

STCKES
Carter, Carter,...(beat)...CARTER You have
three seconds to put it down or kill ne. I'm

not playing ganes with you |ike before.

DEANNA
On the floor!

STOKES
One. ..

DEANNA
On the floor!

STOKES
Lo TWO N

CUT TO BLACK

SFX - GUNSHOT

SFX - PEOPLE SCREAM NG

FADE | N

EXT. PACI FI C COAST H GHVWAY - NI GHT. SUNDAY

A pretty 16-year-old girl, SAMANTHA, is running along the
center divide screaming. Her BLOUSE is torn, as are severa

buttons on her fly. An occasional CAR zips by her.

SAMANTHA
HELP! 1]

She waves her arns in the air, frantically trying to get a
driver’s attention--to no avail. A GRAY BMN cones from



nowhere. The tires SCREECH. The | uxury vehicle hits her.
She flies several feet and | ands on the pavenent with a
grotesque THUD. Qut steps BRYAN (French pronunciation) and
EDDI E (Eddie was in the driver’s seat), two clean-cut and
handsone 18-year-ol ds dressed in parochial school unifornms.
They regard the girl’s bloody body |lying on the pavenent
for a nonent, and then step back into the car.

INT. EDDIE' S BMV - NI GHT. SUNDAY
The two teens fasten their seatbelts.

EDDI E
(calmMy and casually)
Vell, that’s that.

Bryan nods in agreenent. Eddie starts the car, and they
drive off, leaving a pair of tire treads in the fresh bl ood.

INT. EDDIE' S BMWNV - NI GHT. SUNDAY

The two are on the freeway. Eddie s paying great attention
to the road. Bryan's intensely concentrating on his jacket
| apel .

POV - BRYAN

There’s a small hole in his | apel where sonething was
obvi ously once pinned. He fingers this hole, thinking.

BACK TO SCENE

EDDI E
(not taking his eyes off the
r oad)
Sonet hi ng w ong, dude?

BRYAN
(alittle worried)
No. Not hi ng.

He lets go of his |apel. Meanwhile, back at the crine
scene, Samant ha’s broken body | ays with her face upwards to
t he ni ght sky.

DI SSOLVE TO



I NT. STOKES' S LOFT - MORNI NG MONDAY
CLOSE SHOT - COLLEEN S FACE

COLLEEN, 18, beautiful, delicate features are | ocked in
slunber. A TULIP enters the shot. The bulb gently caresses
her cheek and noves up to her nouth. She sniles, beconi ng
nore conscience of the real world but not totally awake.
She G GEES a |little and kisses the flower.

W WDE QUT. Stokes, in his school uniform is holding it.
CLOSE-UP - THE TULIP

The bul b sl ow ng noves down her chin and neck through the
val | ey of her exposed cl eavage, down her belly and down. ..

CLOSE SHOT - COLLEEN S FACE

She’ s awake now, with her eyes closed. The smle on her
face is now wi der, nore m schi evous.

STCKES (O S.)
Ww, you sure |ike your bul bs.

COLLEEN
(ecstatically)
You' re such a pervert.

STCKES (O S.)
|’ma pervert? You re the one who's
obviously enjoying it. (beat) Wkey, wakey,
you have to get to school early today. Al
part of being on the graduation comittee.
(teasing)
You took an oath, didn't you?

Her eyes jerk open.

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - MORNI NG MONDAY
CLOSE- UP - A BLACK AND WH TE A.OSSY

Samant ha’ s being held down by a pair of hands from a person
outside of the shot. Her face is stricken with a horrified

expression, one of great pain and humliation. A |arge,
gaudy DI AMOND RING on a Latino’s hand is catching the sun



in a blinding way, like a small prismfromHell. He taps
the pictures with his index finger.

BRYAN (O S.)
Here are the pictures.

MARIE (O S.)
Was she scared?

EDDIE (O S.)
O course.

W WDE QUT. Her bedroomis |arge and heavily Spanish

i nfluenced. MARIE VALETTE is a beautiful 18-year-old
dressed in a parochial school girl uniform She wears
littl e make-up, and her basic mannerisns reek of innocence.
She reclines in a chair in the center of the room Bryan
and Eddie are sitting at the coffeetable before her,

| ooki ng at the photographs. A large UNKU TATTOO adorns the
shirtless Bryan’s nuscul ar back.

BRYAN
| stayed up ‘til three devel opi ng them

EDDI E
Assi gnnent conpl ete.

Marie picks up the pictures and sorts through them She
chooses a close-up of the girl’s horrified face and stares
at it with her intense eyes.

MARI E
You don’t sound as happy as you shoul d be.

She runs a wel |l -mani cured finger al ong Samant ha.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
She was pretty.

EDDI E
We had a small problem-...

BRYAN
(interrupting)
She’ s dead.



MARI E
| know.

W WDE QUT, and Marie’s roomis reveal ed to be even |arger
and nore exquisite. Paying great notice to her, standing
and sitting and | eaning in various parts of the room is a
score of TEENAGE BOYS. The one comon factor is that
they’'re all dressed in identical black and bl ue school

uni forns and skinny ‘60s era ties. Mist of themare in the
shadows.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
W live in the Information Age, ny friends.
The “PCH Killer,” | believe Matt Lauer
call ed you. Like when a girl is found dead
in South Central, she’s a victimof the
“Martin Luther King Boulevard Killer.”

She pl aces the phot ographs down on the coffeetable. A boy
named LOUIS is basically lurking in a darken corner.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
Congratul ati ons. You two knuckl eheads j ust
pi cked up a nobody off the street and nade
her a celebrity.

CLOSE SHOT - LQUI'S

A cl ean-cut boy with slicked back hair and whose uniformis
evilly sharp and clean, he takes out a ClGAR and a Cl GAR
CUTTER. He cuts an end off it.

Louis places the cutter back into his pocket and renoves a
ZI PPO LI GHTER. He speaks in a deep Southern draw .

LQU S
Just |i ke Lana Turner.

BACK TO SCENE
MARI E
(sarcastically)
| know. They’re heroes.

CLOSE SHOT - LQUI'S

He has already lit the cigar and gives it a couple of
starter puffs before taking it out of his nouth.



LQUI S
But that's not it, is it?

EDDI E
(enbarrassed)
No. It is not.

Eddi e SNI FFLES.

LOU S
(to everyone)
You see, Edward and | go way back--first
grade, in fact--screwing up and around is
second nature for him

Louis continues to puff away in faux thought. Eddi e | ooks
pi ssed.

EDDI E
(nervously)
There arose an issue--during the actua
act . ..

Eddi e clears his throat.

BRYAN
She scratched ne.

This arouses the interests of TERRANCE SHERWOOD, a tall,
i mposing African Anerican standing behind Marie. He isn’t
wearing his jacket.

TERRANCE
Excuse ne?

BRYAN
The bitch scratched ne.

Bryan | owers his pants and boxers a half inch and renoves a
| arge BAND-AID to show the assenbly the deep red scratch
mar k j ust bel ow his navel.

BRYAN ( CONT’ D)
Shit-for-brains over there didn't hold her
down right.



EDDI E
(to Marie, trying to ignore him
and keep his cool)
She was t hrashi ng.

BRYAN
She was, |ike, 100 pounds!

Sonme of the group nenbers A GALE.

EDDI E
Excuse ne, | don't need to do this as often
as you.
BRYAN
What the fuck--
MARI E
(interrupting)

Boys.

Eddi e, Bryan and the rest of the group snap back into
attention.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
There is no need for negativity. But |
forgive you. What is a famly w thout
forgi veness? And casting blane will not help
us.

She thinks. She has no annoying ticks while she takes tine
off to think--not Iike nost people. She is a perfect being.
MARI E ( CONT’ D)

Now we have a problem-a petite, blonde

probl em whi ch requires solving. Conme back
at four, you'll see the solution. Any other
busi ness? (beat) Cool. See you | ater.

Al'l of the boys gather their JACKETS and EXIT the room
Bryan’s the |last one to | eave, putting his SHRT and TIE
on. Wth Bryan gone, Marie takes the photographs, places
themin a manil a FOLDER, and wal ks over to an ARMO RE, and
places it in the topnost drawer, and CLOSES it. She sniles
wi ckedly.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. PARKI NG LOT - MORNI NG MONDAY



The lot is filled with LUXURY/ SPORTS CARS and SUVs. A
MERCEDES drives through the gates and parks in one of the
two remai ni ng spaces (which happens to be side-by-side).

Qut steps Louis. He closes the door. His attention is drawn
to an area of the hood--he sees a flaw in his perfect

machi ne. He takes a HANDKERCHI EF from his jacket and begins
to softly rub the offending area. A |l oud MOTOR breaks his
concentration. A beat up MOTORCYCLE REVS t hrough the | ot,
makes a sharp turn and pulls into the | ast space, |eaving a
| ong skid mark on the asphalt. The driver, Stokes, turns
the engine off. He | eans the bi ke agai nst the kick stand
and gets off.

AERI AL SHOT - PARKI NG LOT
Stokes’s bike is in sharp contrast with the other vehicles.
BACK TO SCENE

St okes takes off his HELMET and SUNG.ASSES. Louis stares at
hi m and the bi ke, know ng he should say sonething, but not
knowi ng what. Stokes | ooks back at him

STOKES

(j oki ngly)
Hey, dude, don't steal it.

LOUI S
(to Stokes)
Let me guess: schol arshi p student?

STOKES
No, but sone of ny best friends are.

St okes wal ks away.

LOUI S
(quietly)
Asshol e.
STOKES
(loudly, over his shoul der)
Bi t ch!

I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. HEADVASTER WALLACE' S OFFI CE. MORNI NG
MONDAY



WALLACE is a man in his early sixties. He's still in good
shape; only his face and gray hair indicate his years. Hi's
office is spacious, confortable. The walls are adorned with
PHOTOGRAPHS of various graduation classes and PLAQUES
awarded to himfor excellence in admnistration and
teaching. He sits behind his DESK, studying DOCUVENTS. A

| oud BUZZ emits fromhis | NTERCOM He answers.

SANDRA (V. Q)
(over intercom
Sir, Marie Valette is here to see you.

VWALLACE
(into intercom
Send her in, please.

Marie conmes in. Wallace pronptly drops the paperwork. She
cl oses the door behind herself. Wallace has a somewhat
frantic | ook on his face.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)
(into intercom
Sandra, would you please run down to
accounting and help the boys Xerox this
year’s invoices?

There’ s a pause.

SANDRA (V. O.)
(over intercom
Well, yessir. But that will take ne at
| east until |unch.

WALLACE
(into intercom
Thank you, Sandra.

A plastic smle breaks on his winkled face.

He stands up and reaches over the desk and grasps Marie's

hand in a gesture that suggests a great friendship and yet
a not so subtle aninosity between the two. She returns the
sentinent. Only her smle | ooks nore real.

MARI E
Good norning, M. Wallace. Congrats on the
buy- out .



WALLACE
Thank you. WII| you have a seat?

They rel ease each other’s hand and sit down.

MARI E
How are the kids?
WALLACE
Oh, fine, fine.
MARI E

And how about Charl otte?

Wall ace’s false smle turns into sonething nore genuine.

WALLACE
(proudly)
Gowing like a weed. Soon she’ll be talking.
MARI E
That’ s nice--renmenber: | want to see
pi ctures.
WALLACE
(nods)

[’ m maki ng you a copy.

MARI E
CGood.

There’s a nonent of canaraderie between the two. Marie,
nodest, adjusts her skirt to ensure that it covers as nuch
of her thigh in the seated position as possible. Wall ace
has obvi ously forgotten why he called her in.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
You wanted to see ne?

WALLACE
Oh, yes. Ms. Valette, | attended Monroe
Acadeny for four years..

He stands up and wal ks to a wall. She turns to face him He
| ooks at one of the pictures on the wall and points to his



old black and white class portrait.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)
...Gaduating Cass of 1954. After | left
Harvard, | coul d have taught at any school
or institution in the country but | cane
back here. Do you know why | cane back
her e?

He turns to Marie. Marie doesn’'t answer; she just stares
attentively.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)

(proudly)
Tradition! No other school in this nation
has kept such a consistent record in
acadenics, sports and honor. In the 1960s,
when ot her schools were in turnoil and
Nat i onal Guardsnmen were called to keep the
peace, our school remained in order.
President N xon visited in 1969...

He' s now | ooki ng at another picture on the wall.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)
...and called Mnroe the Educational Jewel
of the West, wanted it to serve as a node
for all American high schools, public and
private--a great man, his life was only
marred by his poor choice in associates,..
(beat)...but as the old saying goes,
“history is witten by the victors,” M.
Val ette.

He returns to his desk.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
We accepted our first female students in
1980 after a California Suprene Court
ruling that we nust naintain at least a 9:1
gender ratio at all times or | oose our
accredi tation.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)
We'd still be the greatest institute for
pre-col |l egi ate | earning, but according to



the state, we’d actually be beneath even

t he nost comon public schools. And there’s
not hi ng exceptional about bei ng comon.
(beat) Don’t m sunderstand ne, |ooking back
that was a great nonent for all of Monroe.
W coul d have doubl ed our influence.

He sits back down in his chair.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
Unfortunately, around this tine the nale
students’ standardi zed test scores began
to decline in a seenmingly direct relation
to the rise of female enrollnent. Lacking a
better way of saying it--

MARI E
(frankly, unoffended and
accepting)
Grls were ruining Boys’ Town.

Wal | ace is obviously sonewhat taken aback at this feat of
m ndreadi ng. He | ooks for a nonent at her pretty stoic face
and her haunting eyes.

WALLACE
Yes, well, | never |iked that nicknane--I
nmean we're not exactly Sparta, are we?

He smles for a nonent at what he feels was a witty
observation. Marie sits rigid and unnoved.

MARI E
Tradition and integrity isn't just why you
want to avoid a higher level of female
enrollnment, is it?

He | eans forward, crossing his hands and addressing her in
an i nformal manner.

VWALLACE
If enroll ment drops bel ow the court
mandat e, the school’s nmjor sharehol ders
wi |l have to achieve a greater bal ance by
granting schol arships to children who
al though intellectually qualified, do not
fit our..



Wal | ace chooses his words carefully.

VWALLACE ( CONT’ D)
...preference toward the nore financially

st abl e.
MARI E
The rich.
WALLACE
(tired)
|’ ve worked al nost 50 years to get where
amtoday. | have a lot tied up in this

school. We can't all be as well-to-do as
the Val ettes; any financial hardship this
school suffers cones directly out of ny
pocket. Wien Lady Monroe bl eeds, |
henor r hage.

MARI E
| don’t see what | can do.

VWALLACE
Ms. Valette, we both know that in every
encl osed environnent, there is a sel ect
group of people who for one reason or
anot her control nearly everything, and
within that group there is bound to be a
nucl eus--a single person who heads the

group.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
This person may or may not rule on an
of ficial capacity, but they do rule
nonet hel ess--that’s call ed power. Now woul d
you say we are in an encl osed environnent?

MARI E
Yes, sir.

WALLACE
Thus there nust be a student union that |
am not at present aware of--and | trust |
never will be, because if such know edge
Is rel eased to--anyone--1 wll be forced
to seek reprisal



MARI E
O course. You d be expected to.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
But how coul d you be sure that such
a...(beat)...conspiracy exists here?

VWALLACE
Al t hough not privy to the goi ngons here
bef ore your entrance, |’m sure you ve

noticed a good share of oddness happens
here atypical of any other school.

MARI E
Li ke?

WALLACE
Li ke what happened in the faculty parking
| ot two years back

FLASHBACK

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. FACULTY PARKI NG LOT - AFTERNOON
A LI NCOLN TOMNCAR slowy pulls out of the parking |ot.
I NT. LI NCOLN TOMNCAR - AFTERNOON

Through a roll ed down w ndow, we see Wallace is alone in
the driver’s seat. He drives over sonething |ike a
speedbunp. W hear a |oud POP and his car is no |onger
even--the front end is sloped down. He stops inmediately.

WALLACE (CONT' D, V.0Q)
To this day,...

Wal | ace gets out of the car. He sees the extensive damage
done to his front wheels.

CLCSE SHOT - THE SEVERE TI RE DAMAGE SPI KES

The SPI KES whi ch shoul d have been curved outward were
reversed, turned inward.

WALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
.1 don’t know why a student would risk
expul sion, their entire future, just to



reverse the parking spikes and ruin
soneone’ s day.

BACK TO SCENE

We PAN AROUND toward the athletics field. W quickly ZOOM
across the field like a bird going at nach speed. As the
camera noves al ong, we see that beyond the field are

bl eachers; on the bl eachers, our attention is drawn to
Marie sitting, holding a pair of BlI NOCULARS. W STOP.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

Wal |l ace is sitting pensively at his desk and | ooks at
Mari e, obviously waiting for an answer.

MARI E
| don’t know why either.

WALLACE
Yes, well...

FLASHBACK
I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. HALLWAY - MORNI NG

STUDENTS |ine both sides of the hall, turning their |ocker
knobs to and fro and trying to push the |atch up and open
them Sone of them have out SLIPS OF PAPER with their
conbi nation on it. They MUMBLE and CURSE to thensel ves

al oud.

VWALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
...one day | ast Septenber, students were
unabl e to open their |ockers;..

Wal | ace wal ks down the center of the hall, a confused old
man in the mdst of confused youth. He wants to hel p, but
doesn’t see how he can.

VWALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
...there was a break-in the night before.
Not hi ng was taken, but every | ocker’s
conbi nati on was al tered.

Mari e watches her classmates struggle with their | ockers--a
gl eeful observer of the chaos. Wallace sees her. She sees



hi m com ng towards her with a grave(r) | ook on his face. A
littl e pani cked, she turns towards the first | ocker she
sees and begi ns going through the notions of trying to open
it like everyone el se.

WALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
W have a night watchman conme by every
hour on the hour to check the grounds, and
the only way to change a conbination is by
hand.

Wallace is within two feet of his target, pauses--then
noves on.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
There are al nost 2,000 | ockers--why? For
what pur pose?

Mari e shrugs.
FLASHBACK
| NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. GYMNASI UM - EVEN NG

VWALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
Prom si ng young basketbal |l player Tyler
Harris suffered his career ending injury
here during the state sem -finals.

The gymis brimm ng with SPECTATORS. The SCORE BOARD reads
“Honme: 85/ CGuests: 92.” From out of nowhere, a tall boy clad
in green, with the nane “HARRIS” written pronminently on his
JERSEY t akes possession of the BALL and | eaps up into the
air. He soars majestically like a young M chael Jordan as
he approaches the basket. The ball is slamed in, but he
chooses to pull a Charles Barkeley and holds on to the
hoop. Then every screw and bolt on the basket comes popping
off. So does the gl ass backboard and the piping affixing it
to the wall. Like a house of cards scattered to the w nd,
everyt hing comes down. Al of the other team nenbers nmanage
to clear the area beyond the free-throw lines. Harris
falls, hitting the ground with a boneshattering CRASH. The



gl ass backboard and pi pi ng come down on him pinning him
Everyone rushes around the spectacle, including Wall ace.

WALLACE
(taking control)
Don't touch him Don’t touch hinl

He turns around and sees Marie sitting in the bl eachers,
staring as everyone else is in a panic.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

MARI E
That was awf ul .

FLASHBACK
I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - MORNI NG

Marie is in the sane position as before and surrounded by
the “boys.” Sane room Sane atnosphere but nore fast paced.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Tyler Harris, son of software magnet Lorne
Harris, starter for Fairview H gh's
basket bal | team -nouveau rich.

TERRANCE
They’' re good. Beat us, the chanpionship’s
theirs.

MAXI M LI AN SAYLES, a primyoung nman is sitting on Marie's
el aborate FOUR POST BED. STEVE CHEN i s standing by the
wi ndow whi ch opens onto the bal cony.

MAXI M LI AN
Even noney?

TERRANCE
Yep.

MAXI M LI AN
Fuck.

(to everyone)
What do we do?

CHEN



What can we do?

We see a pair of big white hands playing with a SLING
BLADE. The hilt is gold. LESLIE s hands. W al so see his

|l egs and can tell he’s tall and lanky. H's pants are a
little short, and we see his thin shins above hi deous brown
socks.

LESLIE (O S.)
Break his |egs.

There is an awkward nonent of silence. This is a serious
idea to be seriously considered by the group. ELI's in the
light. He isn't as fond of darkness as the others.

He’s not ugly, but he’'s pale and sonewhat scrawny with
unkenpt hair. He too speaks with a Southern draw .

ELI
(to the ensenbl e, but especially
to the unseen Leslie)
Yeah. Yeah, maybe sonething a little |ess
psychotic. It’s just a gane.

TERRANCE
Not just. A chanpi onshi p.

MAXI M LI AN
At hl etics and acadeni cs keep us on top. The
trophi es and pennants which |ine our Lady
Monroe’s hallowed halls are as inportant as
the volunes in her library; as |long as
Monroe’s on top, we'll be--we sure as Hel
cannot allow these little upstart fuckers
upset our standi ng.

ELI
So how far will we go to wi n?

MARI E
Not to win. To teach hima |esson. Everyone
knows he’s destined for greatness, so we
shall prevent his success. Put the fear
of ... (beat)...sonething greater into him

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

Wal | ace no | onger | ooks irritated. Now he | ooks just plain



pi ssed.

WALLACE
And then just last nonth there was the
i ncident at the prom-
(sarcastically)
--that was just plain subtle..

She nods in agreenent.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
| have had ny suspicions over the years,
but |’'ve never wanted to accuse a student.

FLASHBACK
I NT. MONROCE ACADEMY. THE GYMNASI UM - EVEN NG

The EMIs |load Harris onto a STRETCHER and roll hi mtowards
t he door.

WALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
First and forenpst because | did not want
to make an accusation | could not
substantiate with actual evidence instead
of fleeting across the room gl ances, ..

He | ooks across the gym and sees her--her in her neat
parochi al school girl outfit with legs crossed like a
perfect |ady--her staring at himw th pensive, plotting
eyes.

VWALLACE (CONT' D, V.Q)
...but al so because sonewhere--perhaps in
t he back of ny m nd sonewhere--I knew that
l etting such a sleeping dog lie would cone
to my advantage at sone l|ater tine.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
l’mgoing to call a |long overdue favor out
t oday.

MARI E
That’ s quite an i mgi nati on you have, sir.



MARI E ( CONT’ D)
But 1'd think soneone who w el ded such sway
woul d want sone kind of incentive for the
task | believe you are suggesti ng.

WALLACE
Such as?

MARI E
Maybe the keys to Berlintz Hall--at |east
for an afternoon.

He opens a drawer and renoves a set of KEYS.

WALLACE
Qut of the question. | can't violate a
student’s privacy |ike that.

He gets up and wal ks around the desk to her. She stands.
hands the keys to her. She takes them and sm |l es.

MARI E
Wiy again did you want to see ne, sir?

WALLACE
Just wanted to congratul ate you. Being
class valedictorian is a great achi evenent.

MARI E
Yessir.

She wal ks out the door.
| NT. LAPD STATI ON. HALLWAY - MORNI NG MONDAY
POV - PAM W LKES

She wal ks down the hall. Everywhere she goes there are
smles and “hellos.” A HANDSOVE COP cones toward her.

HANDSQOVE COP
Pam are we still good Friday?

She turns her neck to see him

PAM (V. Q)
Sur e.



HANDSQOVE COP
G eat.

She turns her neck forward and keeps on wal ki ng.

I NT. LAPD STATI ON. ROBBERY-HOM CI DE DI VI SI ON - MORNI NG
MONDAY

Deanna is quietly sitting at her DESK, doi ng a NEWSPAPER
CROSSWORD PUZZLE. Pam pl aces her BOX of personal bel ongi ngs
on Deanna’s desk. She then extends her hand.

PAM
Hi, Detective Deanna Carter? Detective
Pam W | kes--actually, Dr. Detective Pam
W kes, | guess.

Pam sm | es. She has obviously gone through this nonment a
little too nuch. Deanna | ooks up over her READI NG GLASSES
at her. She forces a smle. She does not shake Panis hand,
talks to the young go-getter |like she just got off the
little yell ow bus.

DEANNA
VWll isn't that nice?

She pl aces the pencil and paper on her desk, gets up, and
takes off her gl asses and goes to a FI LI NG CABI NET. She
rolls open the topnost cabinet wide. Pam finally figuring
out no return of respect will be given, takes her arm back
and places it on the box.

PAM
| just made detective last nonth; this wll
be ny first case working in Robbery-
Hom ci de--as you can inagine, |I'maquite
anxi ous.

Deanna seens to be ignoring her.

DEANNA
(not | ooking at Pam
What did the powers that be actually tel
you about this nurder?

PAM



Honestly, nothing. Just that ny degree in
psychol ogy and personal background will be
an asset to the investigation.

DEANNA
Yeah. Did you bring your suitcase?

PAM
In nmy car.

After a final mnute of searching, she produces a smal
EVI DENCE BAGA E.

DEANNA
Geat, let’s go.

She slides the drawer shut, turns and renoves the key,
LOCKING i t.

PAM
Now?

Deanna wal ks towards the door. Pamreluctantly foll ows.

DEANNA
Way not - -you have pl ans?
PAM
Not hing | couldn’t can--
DEANNA
(interrupting)

CGood.

Deanna opens the door and steps through. Pamfollows. After
several seconds of wal king down a low traffic hall, Deanna
turns to her and for the first tinme shows her the baggie’' s
cont ents.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
A pin. Taken fromthe death grip of that
Pal i sades girl found this norning on PCH
Raped. Murdered. This and a sketchy vehicle
and suspect description are the only things
we can even vaguely call evidence--this
bei ng the better of the two.



She hands it to her.
CLOSE-UP - THE PI N

The CLASS PIN is gold with several blue gens surrounding
it. Inscribed onit: “Notre Chére.”

DEANNA (O S.)
Recogni ze it?

Pam holds it to the light, twisting and turning it to see
It at every angle.

DEANNA (CONT'D, O S.)
Fourteen carat gold enbedded with a half
dozen top quality blue sapphires.

BACK TO SCENE

PAM
Monr oe Acadeny. (beat) Any hope for
forensi c evi dence?

DEANNA
None. The rape kit yielded nothing. No
senen, no hairs. The assailants were
meti cul ously cl ean.

They conti nue wal ki ng.
DEANNA ( CONT’ D)

10:56 p.m, Samantha Lane is seen |leaving a
mal | by a cl osing shopkeeper with two
mal es, white or Hi spanic, age 16-21, in a
gray BMNVsedan. No plates. It was too dark,
and in the abscense of a struggle, no one’s
suspi ci on was aroused. Earlier accounts by
ot her witnesses had the girl pleasantly
conversing with the same two young nen, who
were just described as being well-dressed
and having no distinctive characteristics
what soever.

They speed up.
DEANNA ( CONT’ D)

The Commi ssioner, in cooperation with
Seacrest’s Sheriff Ofice, wants no nore



than two detectives to investigate as

I nconspi cuously as possible. Apparently our
being there trying to catch two killers
woul d just spoil their anbi ance--or
sonething |ike that.

She stops, gently grabs Pamlightly by the el bow, stopping
her .

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
W don’t want another WIIiam Kennedy Smth
Scandal here, and I don’'t want to | oose
t hese punks; they all have the resources to
run, easily.

They stand in silence for a quick nonent. Deanna feeling
Pam needs tine to process this. They conti nue down the
hal | -- sl ower.

PAM
And the school ?

DEANNA
We have not yet gained perm ssion fromthe
board to enter, but we don’t need to. Wat
we prefer are for the teachers and
adm nistration to keep quiet for the
duration of our investigation--that's all

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. BERLI NTZ HALL - MORNI NG MONDAY
AERI AL SHOT

Marie sits, surrounded by FILE CABI NETS, at an OAK DESK
pouring over dozens of MANI LA FOLDERS. She opens one. She
wites on a “HELLO KITTY” PAD with a PI NK OVERSI ZED NOVELTY
PENCI L. Closes the file and picks up and opens anot her one.
She wites, circles what she’s just witten, closes her pad
and gets up and | eaves. W ZOOM I N on the file. As we get
closer, we see it is a dossier of sone kind. As we get
closer still, we see a 1 1/2” by 2” picture of Stokes and
his name on the front page. A door can be heard OPEN NG and
CLOSI NG

I NT. DEANNA' S CAR - MORNI NG MONDAY

Deanna is driving as Pam sorts through an apparently



endl ess anobunt of PAPERS. They are both weari ng SUNGLASSES
(they have that in common). Hole’'s “BE A MAN' is playing on
the radio. They're totally into what they are currently

doi ng-- Deanna driving, Pam going through the docunents--
trying not to mnd each other; especially Deanna. Reali zing
they can’t do this forever, Deanna turns off the radio.

DEANNA
So, | suppose this nust be kind of a
honecom ng for you?

She halts her neticulous attention to the papers.

PAM
Ch, vyes.

Deanna nods. Pam shifts in her seat. Suddenly there's a
chi |l di sh LAUGHTER com ng from sonewhere in the car. Then
there’'s a falsetto: “YOU RE FUNNY”. Pam pul | s sonet hi ng
fromunder the dash: a TICKLE ME ELMO DOLL. She | ooks at
the little red nonster and squeezes its belly, and it

rel eases the sane obnoxi ous nmessage. Deanna | ooks over at
her for a nonent to see--what could have been called in the
dead sil ence--the commoti on.

DEANNA
They were big two years ago--1 was once the
cool est nomin the nei ghborhood, y’ know. You
have ki ds?

PAM
Want to soneday. How many?
DEANNA
Two daughters, one cheating soon-to-be ex.
PAM
["’msorry. Do you want to tal k about it?
DEANNA
Fuck no.
PAM

Great. But tal king' s good--

DEANNA
(interrupting)



Fuck no.

She tosses it into the backseat. It |ands there perfectly
and sits there |like another passenger.

PAM
| haven’t been to Seacrest in nmaybe ten
year s--not since graduation. Mtter of
fact, it was a drafty old college towm wth
absol utely nothing to do. There was a
diner, novie theater, a lovers’ |ane;
basically we left town or entertained
oursel ves. (beat) There were a | ot of guys,
t hough.

DEANNA
Yes, exactly, an unusual anmount of guys--do
you renenber how many girls were in your
seni or cl ass?

Pam renoves a pack of VIRA N A SLIMS and wi thdraws a
Cl GARETTE. Deanna isn’t waiting for an answer, and Pam
isn't interested in supplying one.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Forty-two. Forty-two out of about four
hundr ed- - about ten percent. Now the figure
is sonething like forty-five out of a class
of approximately four hundred and fifty--no
rhyme or reason to it--if anything in these
days of alleged equality, we should be
seeing an increase in female enroll nent.

She puts the cigarette into her nouth. Her perfectly
painted lips grip the cig | oosely.

PAM
What are you suggesti ng?
DEANNA
| don’t know, sonething...

(bitterly)
| may never meke |ieutenant, but then
woul d have never nade detective thirty
years ago--see where |’ m goi ng?

Pam nods. She renoves a LI GATER from her PURSE and |ights



up. The passengers side wi ndow rolls down.

She bl ows

She bl ows

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Qut the w ndow.

PAM
I was | ooking over these files, thinking.
G aduation is this Wednesday. Here we have
the nost prestieges preparatory school in
Anerica, a high school with a Nobe
Laureate on its faculty.

snoke out the w ndow.

DEANNA
(nmocki ngly)
Yeah, in econom cs.
PAM
Still a Nobel Laureate. (beat) If our

suspects are seniors, then they wl

al nrost certainly attend. The tinme | spent
in Seacrest | |earned style and substance
were two sides of the sane coin.

DEANNA
(sarcastically)
Deep.
PAM
Thank you.
DEANNA

That’ s not even nentioning the time and
noney the students’ parents invested in
t hem

PAM
(sarcastically)
Ri ght, tine.

snoke out the w ndow.

[ NT. MONROE ACADEMY. HALLWAY - AFTERNOON. MONDAY

SFX - SCHOOL BELL



Students file out of the classroons in a rush. Through the
ot her students and the other conversations, we see and hear
St okes and Eli com ng down the hall

STCKES
Have you deci ded where you’' re gonna go?

ELI
Nah. I’ mthinking Stanford or maybe Oxford,
but nothing’s witten in stone yet....

STCKES
Shit. Wsh | had that problem

Approaching Stokes’s | ocker, they slow They stop; Ei
swi ngs around opposite himand | eans agai nst the | ockers.

ELI
Still feeling like | have to weigh ny
opti ons.

St okes nods in absent thought and opens his | ocker. Inside,
taped to the top so it’s hangi ng downward fromthe top and
Is the center of attention, is a BLACK ENVELOPE. Stokes
takes the envel ope down and opens it, sliding his finger
along the closed flap. He renoves and unfolds a LETTER
Sonmet hing excites him He SLAMS the | ocker shut.

STOKES
| have to go. See you tonorrow,

He quickly wal ks down the hall towards the exit.

ELI
(under his breath)
O later.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. FRONT ENTRANCE - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

Deanna and Pam pull up. Pam i mredi ately unbuckl es her seat
belt and gets out of the car, SLAVMM NG t he door shut behind
her and heads for the main entrance. Deanna al so gets out
and begins to do the sane, but then hesitates, keeping the
door ajar.

Pam stops in her tracks to | ook back at her. Deanna opens

t he door and reaches into the car. She retrieves a fol ded
NEWSPAPER and tucks it under her arm She then SLAMS her



door shut, and when she reachs the point Panmis standing at,
they both wal k together up the many stairs which leads to
the front doors. Deanna turns around nonentarily to arm her
car alarmw th a KEYCHAI N REMOTE.

PAM
You know, you don’t need to do that here.
There wasn’t a crinme in this town for the
four years | was here.

DEANNA
(sarcastically)
Do you renenber why we’'re here?

She | ooks at the extravagant facade of the school wth a
m xture of sincere inpress and sarcastic gl ee.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
This is much nicer than Bel nont.

The two nassive doors open. Students flood out. Mst of
them do a good job going around Deanna and Pam Stokes, in
a hurry and carrying the letter, runs right into Deanna.
They turn around and regard each other for a nonent; then
wi t hout a word, he keeps on goi ng.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
(i ndi gnantly)
Way didn't he run me down al ready? CGod!
Rape, murder and assault all day and still
the | ack of common courtesy bothers me the
nost .

They ENTER the main buil di ng.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. WALLACE' S OFFI CE - EARLY EVEN NG
MONDAY

Wal l ace is behind his desk. H s i ntercom BEEPS. He answers
it.

SANDRA (V. Q)
(over intercom
M. Wallace, a Detective Carter and W/ kes
here to see you.



VWALLACE
(into intercom
Let themin.

They ENTER his office. They shake hands, just as Marie did
earlier. Pam and Wal |l ace hug. He ki sses her on the cheek.

PAM
| didn’'t think you d renmenber ne.

WALLACE
(smling)
| renenber all of ny best students.

Pam sits down across fromhim next to Deanna. Wall ace sits
t 0o.

WALLACE (CONT’ D)
I only wish we could have seen each ot her
under better circunstances. A horrible sort
of busi ness you’ ve gotten yourself into.

DEANNA
Actual ly, the nost horrible.

She unfol ds the newspaper and places it on his desk so he's
facing the front page. He picks it up alittle to get a
better | ook. On the front page is an al nost |arger than
life portrait of Samantha--probably a school portrait. The
caption: “Teenage Grl Found Dead on PCH. " She is seem ngly
smling at Wall ace.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Hom ci de.

She waits for any sort of response. He pl aces the paper
down on his desk

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
M. Wallace, we’'ve tracked the killer down
to this place.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Al t hough presently | amnot at |iberty to
di scuss how we’ ve cone to this conclusion,
| prom se you that the one thing we're
certain about is also the only thing: The



killer or killers have been here but are
nost likely still here.

He shifts nervously in his chair. This conversation is |ike
the salespitch for some new product, and Wallace is playing
the part of the squeam sh buyer who's waiting for the pitch.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
M. Wallace, is it true you submt all your
students to an annual psychol ogical profile
as a condition of enrollnment?

VALLACE
Wiy, yes. It’s how we insure a safe canpus
for everyone.

DEANNA
Very progressive. WIIl you grant us access
to the files?

WALLACE
I"’mafraid | can't allow that--those files
are confidential to all but the counseling
staff, the individual students and nyself.

DEANNA
M. Wallace, | trust you' re a reasonable
and wel | -educated nan, so |’ m probably
just rem nding you by pointing out we nmay
do this one of two ways: The first being
you allow us to access those files w thout
a hassle, the second is we bring the
| awyers into your school and audit the
books both pertaining to this school and
your own personal financial records. (beat)
The annual profits you post--your school’s
a corporation, you have your inproprieties.

Wallace turns a little pale. He nervously licks his |ips.
He’'s too old for this. Deanna changes her strategy.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Do you have a daughter? G anddaughter?

WALLACE
| do not believe anyone in ny school is
capabl e of the deed you are suggesti ng.



He takes a set of keys out of his coat pocket and pl aces it
on his desk--let her pick it up. She does. Pam and Deanna
stand up.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
If a word of anything fromthose files are
breathed to the tabloids, nmy attorneys wl|
break you.

Deanna is smling a little now She won.

DEANNA
Not a word.

She goes through her purse, |ooking for sonmething. Wall ace
pi cks up the newspaper to give it back to her. She waves it
away.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
No. You keep it. If it helps jog your
menory, call ne.

She pulls out a BUSI NESS CARD and places it on his desk by

t he phone. Pam produces a BUSI NESS CARD out of thin air (no
digging for her) and places it by Deanna’'s. They both EXIT

the office.

I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. MAI N HALLWAY - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

They’ re wal king toward Berlintz Hall. Students are stil
wal ki ng around them

PAM
(softly)
Wll, that was a little nean.
DEANNA
I"’msorry. | didn’'t nean to interrupt your

reunion with a nmurder investigation.

A STUDENT al nost collides with her. She | ooks around
contenptuously at the river of plaid they re fighting
upstream agai nst.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)



God, | feel like I'"'min a bad
Spear s vi deo.

PAM
Wul d we have done that?

DEANNA

Britney

Probably not. The D.A ’'s overworked and

woul d never go for it.
DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
| just find the threat to be |j

ust as

effective as the actual follow thru. Mstly
| was just B.S.-ing him Is there a library

in this town?

PAM
Only one’s in the school. East

DEANNA

W ng.

Great, you go through the files.

She hands the keys to Pam

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
| have stuff to do.

PAM
Stuff?
DEANNA
Exactly.
There’ s a pause.
PAM
Were we both supposed to give

cards?

hi m our

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. THE LI BRARY - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

Deanna ENTERS with a LAPTOP tucked under

her arm She wal ks

up to the reference desk, where a STUDENT WORKER i s

engrossed in a thick novel --he pays her

no attention.

Hanging on the wall is a huge black and white PORTRAI T of
Maxi m lian, |ike something out of “Citizen Kane.”

DEANNA



(sarcastically, to herself)
Yeah. That just blends right in.

She rings the little BELL at the front desk--DING@ The
student worker cones to the reference desk

STUDENT WORKER
May | hel p you?

DEANNA
" m | ooking for mcrofiche of the town
newspaper fromall of |ast year.

He turns towards a set of FILE CABI NETS and opens the
t opnost drawer.

STUDENT WORKER
(over his shoul der)
|’ ve never seen you around town.

He searches--or pretends to--as he bl eeds information out
of her.

DEANNA
That’' s because |'’m not from town.

Renovi ng several boxes of FILM he then places themon the
ref erence desk w thout renoving his hand.

STUDENT WORKER
I’mgoing to need a piece of ID-driver’s
license, California State ldentification
passport. ..

DEANNA
The nachine’'s just over there.

She notions over her shoulder to the M CROFI CHE READER j ust
across the room on the opposite wall.

STUDENT WORKER
It’s policy.

Not happy, she renoves her black | eather BI FOLD and opens
it. She renoves her CALIFORNIA ID as the student worker
eyes her badge. She shuts it, places the ID on the desk and
pl aces the bifold back into her pocket as the worker



reliquences the boxes.
EXT. VALETTE MANOR - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY
FULL SHOT - VALETTE MANOR

Marie’'s home is gigantic and | oom ng and | ording over an
estate worthy of royalty. There is a pair of tall automated
gates closing. A DODGE DURANGO goes up to the main
entrance, having the massive driveway all to itself. It
stops right at the front door, and Stokes energes. He wal ks
to the doors, and | ooks up towards the roof.

CLOSE-UP - A STONE GARGOYLE

It | oons over the doorway, its nouth wi de open in an
expression of torment, its claws extended and poi sed for
att ack.

CLOSE SHOT - STOKES S RI GHT HAND

Behi nd his back, its chain wapped | oosely around his hand,
dangles a small gold CRUCI FI X. This hand noves up to the
door knob. A POST-I1T NOTE: “Wel come, just followthe lit
pat h.”

I NT. VALETTE MANOR HALL - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

He wal ks down the i mmense, wide corridor. It IS nbre nuseum
than honme--it’s lined with AL PAINTINGS and SU TS OF ARMOR.

| NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - EARLY EVEN NG. MONDAY
He ENTERS, his right hand still behind his back, and sees

he’ s surrounded by sone of his classmates; he eyes them al
Wi th suspicion. As usual, Marie sits in the center

MARI E
Your nane is Sullivan Stokes?
STOKES
(conf used)
Yeah.
MARI E

Step forward.



He slowy noves towards her--towards the center of the
room Wile doing so, his eyes nove to-and-fro, taking al
their faces in.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
You prefer to be called by your |ast nane,
St okes?

He nods.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Alright. I likeit. It’s very “ER -ish

He stops.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
We were unsure you woul d accept our
invitation. It was a bit overly dramatic
and om nous; . .
(smles)
...pardon nme for trying to sound
I mpr essi ve.

STCOKES
You said you can help me change ny life--get
me into any college | want?

MARI E
As we can.

STOKES
How nmuch? (beat) But then | suppose yours
are not the type who takes cash or check.

She smrks agai n--she finds hi manusing.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(sarcastically)
Mast er car d?

MARI E
St okes, do you believe in Preordination?
Fat e? Peopl e being brought into this world
to serve a purpose?



STOKES
| amobliged to believe we pretty nuch al
make our own choi ces.

Mari e processes this.

MARI E
We are in agreenent then. You cane on tine,
just as the letter instructed.

She directs her attention to a very expensive CLOCK.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
4 p.m sharp. You were buying tine,
wei ghi ng your options; people |ike us never
wal k into a roomwe can’t wal k out of.
(beat) Is that the saying?

(smles)
| always screw up those action-novie
clichés--1"msuch a girl.

El i sneaks up behind Stokes.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Anyway, . ..

Eli softly SLAMS the door. Stokes spins around and sees him
for the first time. He | ooks betrayed; he’s now an ani nal

in a sprung trap. Eli |ooks even nore awkward. He tries to
manage a smile

ELI
(shamef ul | y)
Hey.

St okes says nothing. He just stares at himin harsh
j udgenent .

MARI E
(seriously)
There’s your way out.

St okes turns back around. The realization of the
peculiarity and danger of his situation finally comes.

STOKES
What is this?



MARI E
This is as ny note suggested, a chance for
you to change your life--the course of, at
| east .

STCKES
How?

MARI E
Daddy is a donor to every nmmjor university
in the country. W have wings and entire
bui | di ngs nanmed after us. Do the Stokes
even have a urinal dedicated to themat the
Uni versity of Chicago?

(sm rks)

That is where dear Colleen’s going, is it
not ?

Eli wal ks over behind Marie and places a hand on her

shoul der. She pl aces her hand across her body and grabs
his, and | ooks behi nd her shoul der up at hi mnot as much
with affection but with obligation. Stokes stands waiting
unconfortably.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
And | think you should be able to go. You
have the grades, the test scores. Community
service and extracurricular activities
are pretty much a crock--1 nean, why should
one or two or...(beat)...thirty-seven
yout hful indiscretions ranging from drug
possessi on. .

FLASHBACK

EXT. SEACREST. AN ALLEY - N GHT

St okes exchanges a ROLL OF BILLS with a SHADY DRUG DEALER
for a PARCEL. Suddenly the red and blue strobe lights of a
cop car light up the alley with the acconpany SI REN.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
...to assault.



FLASHBACK

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. PARKI NG LOT - EVEN NG

A red FERRARI stands out in the darkness. Stokes, dressed
totally in black, energes fromthe night. He opens the | ock
with a bent COAT HANGER He gets in.

I NT. FERRARI - NI GHT

CLOSE SHOT - STOKES S GLOVED HANDS

He uses a sinple SWSS ARW KNI FE to open an electrica
consol e under the steering colum, severs several WRES and

reattaches them The engine starts up.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

STOKES
| thought it would be fun.

MARI E
You see? That’s the answer | wanted to hear.
You're a thrill seeker. Good. Man is nothing

if not a creature of chance. Cone,...

She i ndi cates an OTTOVAN before her and next to where
Terrance sits.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
.Sit.

St okes, still wary, conplies. He conmes forward and sits
where she indicated, his right hand now at his side but
still holding the cross. He gl ances over at Terrance, whose
toying wth a heavy silver CANDLESTICK in his big hands.

But then he | ooks at Marie, not just with suspicion, but
now, since he's closer to her, begins to search for
sonething in her rich eyes he could recogni ze.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
St okes, accept everything |’ m about to tel
you as being true: You know the girl who
was killed in L. A [last night--mybe you
saw her on “Good Mrning Anerica’--

STOKES



(interrupting)
| don’t watch the news. It’s too
depr essi ng.

MARI E
Pl ease don't interrupt. Well, sone may say
we- - our afterschool club--are responsible
for her death. Shock. Get over it. In a
court of law, we may be asked why we did
it, albeit in the court of our Lord, any
reason we may give would nost |ikely not
all ow us the prerogative of explaining
our sel ves, ..

St okes stares out, not out of shock, but in a determ nation
to keep on his own train of thought.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
...but you see, we are not asking you to
act as a savior for our own souls, rather
an- -

Terrance WHACKS himon the sensitive part of the knee with
the candl estick. Stokes reflexively grabs his knee and
rel eases a small yelp of pain.

CLOCSE SHOT - MARIE
She ordered the attack by sonme unspoken nmanner.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
(pissed, sounding |ike an
I npati ent school marm
M. Stokes, are you paying attention?

BACK TO SCENE
He rel eases his knee. The pain has dissipated.

STOKES
Yeah.

MARI E
As | was saying, we are not asking you to
save our souls, rather to save us on a nore
Eart hy pl ane. Everyone has accidents, ..
(beat)...ours just yielded a body. W just



need a little--Divine intervention.

Stokes is nowa little nore relaxed--but still very tense.
STCKES
By me?
MARI E

By soneone delivered to us by what soneone
of your specific faith would consi der
Provi dence. How el se woul d you explain the
presence of a man truly as daring as you in
a school of bl uebl oods who live in constant
fear of soiling their Banana Republic
Khaki s?- -

(to everyone)
No of fense, guys.

No one argues with her.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
The right man for the right job.

Stokes’s attention seens to be drifting away again,
searching his mnd for her eyes. Terrance once again hits
himin the knee.

TERRANCE
Listen to the lady. It mght just save your
life.

This time his knee is really hurting--he begins grasping
and rubbing it.

STOKES
(shaki ng his head back and forth)

Can’t--1 can’t help you.

MARI E
You can. It’'s just a small night trip into
the city.

STOKES
You want nme to help you--what? Get rid of
a body?

MARI E



It’s nothing. Think of it as taking out the
gar bage. What, do you think you would be
maki ng her |ess dead by not?

STCKES
It’s desecrating a body--1"m Catholic.

She finds this response hilarious--friggin hilarious.

MARI E
And how many rows of coke is it traditiona
to snort on Lent?

She restrains additional |aughter. Smling, she nods,
trying to establish a faux camaraderie with him

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Because you're human. It’s not |like a
priest has never gotten plastered on
Communi on wi ne and boned an altar boy or
Pope Pious XlIl told the Nazis to, you know,

cut out the whol e genoci de thing.
FLASHBACK

I NT. BALLROOM - LATE EVENI NG PROM NI GHT

W see a banner: “PROM NI GHT 2003: A MAG C NI GHT OF MAKE-
BELI EVE’. W PAN DOMWN. The ballroomis packed with hundreds
of REVELERS. Positioned all across the roomare a dozen

el egant, |ife-size FIBERG.ASS REPLI CAS of the Venus de
Mlo. In the center of the roomis a hunongus REPLI CA
depicting the energence of Aphrodite on the clam shell
Several CUPIDS hang fromthe ceiling.

Everyone is dressed in masks and many in el aborate
costunes. Fatboy Slims “PRAISE YOU' is playing |oudly.

St okes, dressed as a Colonial-era towsman is at the foot
of the master stairs with Colleen, dressed as a nmaiden from
that era--they have a whole thene going for them

CLOSE-UP - THE TOP OF THE STAIRS (SUB EYE- LEVEL)
A pair of H GH HEEL RED BOOTS enters the shot.
BACK TO SCENE

COLLEEN



I’mgoing to get us sonething to drink

STCKES
‘ Kay.

She floats out the scene towards the PUNCH BOAL. The MJSIC
dims. The DI SCUSSI ONS i n the background dim Then, a CREAK.
After another nmonment, CREAK. Stokes | ooks up the stairs.
Descendi ng: a cl oaked figure. Fenmale, dressed in a short,
sexy SLIP-LI KE DROMN and t he aforenenti oned CLOAK/ COAL,
carrying a long WAND topped with a small, silver skull
Covering the top half of her face is a skull mask |ike
sonmething fromthe “Phantom of the Opera.” She nobves
slowy, deliberately taking her tine and enphasi zi ng ever
step on the creaking stairs. He’'s the only one who sees
her; she’s all he can see. She finally reaches the foot of
the stairs. Time and the volune of the rest of the world
resunes, the last |ine of “Praise You” plays. Before she
can pass him he grabs her by the armand pulls her to him
She’ s not scared.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Death. That's not too ostentatious.

She take the wand and uses the skull tip to nudge his hand.
He, realizing he shouldn’'t have grabbed her, rel eases her
arm

DEATH

(smling slyly)
Pardon ne for trying to | ook inpressive. |
| i ke your costunme. |Is your gun real?

He brings up a DUELI NG PI STOL nodel ed from his costune’s
tinme.

STOKES
As real as they get.

DEATH
Li ke the soirée? I was unofficially on the
pl anni ng conm ttee.

He nods.

STCOKES
It’s alright.



DEATH
[l let youinon alittle secret:...

She cones closer to himso she’s speaking right into his
ear.

DEATH ( CONT’ D)
...on the eleventh hour, things will really
liven up.
She | ooks down agai n.
DEATH ( CONT’ D)
(flirtatously)
Don’t let your gun accidentally discharge.
She then noves away, placing a finger over her fine lips to
make a “Shhh” sound and wal ks away, fading into the crowd.
Stokes is left in a blur; he has just flirted with Death.
He renoves a POCKET WATCH from hi s wai st coat .
CLOSE- UP - POCKET WATCH
It’s 10:53. He closes it.
BACK TO SCENE

Col l een returns, carrying tw gl asses of punch.

STCOKES
Did you see her?

She hands hima gl ass.

COLLEEN
See who?

Dazed, he shakes the whol e question off.
STOKES
Never m nd.
He takes a sip.

CUT TO



A smal | ORCHESTRA plays a QU CK WALTZ.
CLOSE- UP - THE PUNCH BOWL

The BOAL is big and nmade of the highest quality crystal.
It’s filled with deep, dark crinmson (alnost |ike water
downed bl ood) punch. Orange slices float init. A fine
CRYSTAL CUP dips into it and pulls out thin, sweet
henogl obi n.

BACK TO SCENE

Col | een and St okes are dancing slower than the beat. She's
enjoying herself; he’s out of it. As they spin around the
room he’s | ooking.

POV - STCKES

The room spins slowy around. We catch a glinpse of a
GRANDFATHER CLOCK. It reads 11:02.

BACK TO SCENE

There’s an EXPLOSI ON sonewhere. The entire room
reverberates a little. Everyone stops dancing, and the
nmusi ¢ stops playing. A girl SCREAVMS. The canera SPI NS
around to see her. She’s an ANCGEL. Once dressed in white--
once, being that now she’'s totally saturated with bl ood. A
nmonment of shock, then nost everyone tries to get the Hel
out as quickly and disorderly as possible. Stokes turns to
Col | een, confused, and grabs her; she’s covered in bl ood
too; so are a |ot of people. So is Stokes, but he doesn’'t
care.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Go! Get outta herel

He pushes her into the general direction of the other party
goers, towards the main entrance. He goes agai nst the
crowd, calling back at her while she’s fleeing:

STOKES ( CONT' D)
Wth the crowd! Wth the crowd!

One of the De M| o statues EXPLODES, spraying bl ood
t hroughout the room This explosion further confuses



everyone el se, but not Stokes, realization kicking in as
one of the hanging Cupid statues EXPLODES. The thick red
goo splatters everywhere--the walls, ceiling, all the fine
fi xtures and chandel i ers--everywhere.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(to everyone)
The statues--stay away fromthe statues!

But no one listens. A YOUNG MAN, dressed in his nines,
stands facing one. It EXPLODES, sending himflying
backwards wth arnms flaying. He | ands hal fway across the
room covered in blood, colliding with the punch bow .
There’ s one giant SHATTER fol | owned by a dozen additiona
SHATTERS from the cups. After that, full blown anarchy
breaks | oose: Everyone’s running... but only Stokes seens
to know where he’ s going.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Stay away- -

He sees the fam liar cloak bobbing in the crowd, heading
down the hall towards the el evators.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
It’s her!

He pursues her agai nst an onsl aught of people.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Soneone stop her! Death! DEATH!

Deat h gl ances back at him and then cheeses it, heading for
the el evators. Stokes pursues. They run, fighting upstream
against a tide of fleeing students. Sonewhere al ong the
way, his bl oody TRI-CORNER HAT bl ows off. He is but ten
feet fromher; she knocks a GQUJY just trying to escape
across the tenple with the skull of the wand, sending him
to the floor as a human hurdl e. Stokes | eaps over him
Death turns around and sees she’s still being chased. She
swi vel s around, knocking a PODI UM hol di ng a | arge VASE over
and her cow is blown down, exposing her hair. The vase
SHATTERS. He junps over the podium but |ands on a PORCELI N
SHARD, slips and takes a header into the carpet. Undaunted,
he gets up and conti nues.

I NT. THE BALLROOM ELEVATOR - LATE EVENI NG PROM NI GHT



Death's safely in the car. Alittle wi nded, she presses the
button. The sliding doors close; a hand appears and stops
their progress. The doors open. Stokes sw ngs around and

pl aces the barrel of his dueling pistol right between her
eyes. Imediately in response, she produces out of thin air
a |l arge HUNTI NG KNI FE and holds it to his jugular, poised
to cut his throat like a pig. It’s a standoff.

DEATH
You re bluffing. You wouldn’t bring a
| oaded gun to the prom-who'd do that?

He pulls the hanmer back.

STOKES
Sonmeone who cones prepared, | guess. My
turn to play the skeptic--you're bluffing,
why woul d you bring of all things a big-ass
kni fe?
She applies just a little pressure to the tip of the knife.
CLOSE SHOT - STOKES' S NECK

A small stream of blood flows fromthe incision. The knife
Is very real, very sharp.

BACK TO SCENE

He squirnms a little in pain. H s arm shakes, but he s not
| owering the gun.

DEATH
Sonmeone who cones prepared.

STCKES

(i n pain)
Just...(beat)...a little phallic is all....

He winces in a brief nonent of weakness.

DEATH
You' re stalling;..

CLCSE SHOT - STOKES' S EYES



He's horrified at her astuteness, as his eyes stare into
her’ s.

BACK TO SCENE

DEATH ( CONT’ D)
...i1f you weren’t, you d be dead now-we’'d
both be, actually. Noble. No one was
seriously hurt tonight, but sonmeone wll be
if you don’t take nmaybe three steps back
and al |l ow these doors to cl ose.

He reluctantly backs out of the elevator; Death only
renoves the knife when he’s conpletely out. The doors
slowy close as he grips the slash on his throat to halt
t he bl eedi ng.

DEATH ( CONT’ D)
(sweet ly)
Oh, and |I'd appreciate it if you don't tel
anyone about this. Thanks.

The doors conpletely close.
END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

He begins to rub the spot on his neck where he had been cut
a nmonth ago. He's still staring into her eyes.

MARIE (O S.)
Wiy are you so spe--?

Thr ee wor ds:

STOKES
(interrupting)
| know you.

Wong answer. Terrance goes through the notions of striking
hi s aching knee again for the outburst. Stokes stops the
blow with his left hand and swings his right el bow out,
delivering a pretty weak blow to his sternum Terrance
relinqui shes the candl estick, grabs Stokes by the |apels of
his uniform jacket, and | eaps up, bringing themboth to
their feet. The candlestick drops to the floor. It’'s ass-

ki cking time--not because the blow hurt himbut the ethics
of it all. Stokes puts his hands up in apparent concessi on,



then drops themto an area OFF CAMERA.
TI GAT SHOT - THE TWD

Terrance is angry. Stokes’s still cool.
BACK TO SCENE

MARI E
Terrance!

Terrance doesn’t respond. He’'s in the zone.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
Terrance, be so kind to place M. Stokes
down.

Terrance is still angry. Begrudgedly, he quite literally
drops him letting himland hard on the ottoman.

TERRANCE
Cocky little fuck.

Terrance sits back down, jerking his JACKET straight. He's
pouting. Stokes |ooks to both sides of him He gets up,

wal ks towards the door and EXITS, not taking the tinme to
close it behind him Terrance stands up to pursue; Marie
waves hi m down.

MARI E
No. He knows not to tell anyone--and at
this point, he needs famliarity.

She | ooks again at Eli.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
Love.

Eli gives chase.
EXT. VALETTE MANOR. FRONT DRI VEWAY - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

St okes is now out of the mansion, wal king towards his
vehicle. Eli is right behind him

ELI
Sully, wait.



St okes ignores him Eli has just about caught up with him

ELI ( CONT' D)
St okes- -

He grabs Eli’s wist and throws him agai nst the passenger
side of his Durango. Eli flinches a little but doesn’t
protest. He had that com ng.

STCKES
What the Hell did you get ne into?

ELI
It’s the G oup. W’ re just a club.

STCOKES
A club? Christ, you people are nurderers.

Di sgusted, he goes around the front of his car. Unl ocks the
door. SLAMM NG t he door shut behind him he TURNS THE
IGNITION. It ROARS, and he speeds off.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. LIBRARY - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

Deanna is entrenched in her work: She is sinmultaneously
wor ki ng on her |aptop and the mcrofiche-reader. She works
on one and then rolls in her CHAIR to the other. On her

| apt op: The Los Angeles Tines online archive, “Mnroe
Academny” produced three hits in the past year. She CLICKS
on one: Al5, “NCAA Favorite Injured.” She then rolls over
to the mcrofiche reader. Nowhere, anywhere, does it
mention Harris. It takes sone | ooking, but she finds it
buried in the back. She ROLLS back to her conputer and

CLI CKS on the second one: A22, |ower right hand corner,
“Bizarre Bloodbath at Elite Academny.” The Herald s archive
makes no nention of it. She turns back to the first page
and reads the staff listings: Skipping all the others--the
editors, typesetters, et al--her eyes | and on one nane and
title: Maximlian Sayles IlIl1/Editor-in-Chief. And sticks;
she knows that nane. Behind her, over her shoul der, the
giant black and white portrait staring at the back of her
head. She turns and sees for the first tinme the heading
under “Citizen Kane’'s” nane: Maximlian Sayles |11/ Senior
Cl ass President.




I NT. STOKES' S LOFT. LIVING ROOM - N GHT. MONDAY

Hs loft is big, spacious--lofty. It is noderately and
sporadically furnished: a SOFA here, a LOVE SEAT there, and
a DESK in a corner positioned so soneone seated there would
be able to see who’s comng in the door and who’'s in bed.
The door swi ngs open. He enters, plopping his keys down
sonmewhere in the general area of a stand. He nobves across
the main roomto the desk. H s ANSVERI NG MACHI NE bl i nks,

i ndi cati ng he has three nessages. He presses the “play”
button. Tired, he renobves his coat and tosses it across the
roomonto a CHAIR

MRS. STOKES (V. Q)
(over the answering machi ne)
H, Sullivan, it’s nmom...

He renoves a thin | eat her bound BOOK off the desk and turns
on hi s COVPUTER.

MRS. STOKES (CONT' D, V.Q)
(over the answering nachi ne)
...I"msorry, but | got hung up in
Paris--there’s sonme kind of a pilot’s

strike or sonething--1 don’t know, it’s a
French thing. Anyway, | won't be able to
make it back until at |least Sunday. |'m
sorry. ...

He | eafs through the book with “Menories, Forever” engraved
in gold on the front. It's a yearbook. He finds the page he
wants, the one with Marie’'s portrait on it, just as the
second nessage begins to play:

MR STOKES (V.Q)
(over the answering machi ne)
Hey buddy, the closure neeting has been put
of f until Wednesday, so--...

St okes is unconcerned with these nessages. He has opened a
program cont ai ni ng the scanned i mages fromthe yearbook and
Is cropping Marie’'s portrait out.

MR STOKES (CONT' D, V.Q.)
(over the answering nachi ne,



there’s alnbst a pang of guilt in

hi s voi ce)
...S0 you know the deal, don’t you? This
will bring good things for my conpany--our
conmpany. But at |east your nother’s com ng;
| promise I'll nmake it up to you

The third nessage begins to play:

ELI (V.0Q)
(over the answering machi ne)
St okes, tonorrow norning we’'re gonna have a
neeting to discuss what we’' ||l be doing
about our...(beat)...situation. Sane pl ace,
about 7:30. Bye.

I NT. THE COVFY I NN. DEANNA’ S ROOM - NI GHT. MONDAY
I NSERT - PHOTOCOPY OF A RECORD

On one edge, in what nust have been printed in red ink in
the original: “CONFI DENTI AL RECORD/ DO NOT REMOVE FROM
SCHOOL GROUNDS/ DO NOT PHOTOCOPRY. ”

BACK TO SCENE

Deanna’s sitting at a desk, witing in a little NOTEBOOK
Pam pl aces several PHOTOCOPI ED PACKETS on the desk for her
to see. Pam begi ns pacing around the room snoking.

PAM
|’ ve spent the past seven hours readi ng and
studyi ng, readi ng and studyi ng--

DEANNA
(interrupting)
Yeah, shut up now.

Pam does and quits pacing. Deanna stops witing in the

not epad. She closes it and places it down on the desk. She
then brings the packets in front of her and | eafs through
t he topnost one.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Are these our suspects?

Pam | ies down on the bed; renoving her cigarette, she bl ows



a long, tall pillar of snoke into the air.

PAM
These are the seniors nost likely to
perform anti-social acts of violence,
taking into account the information | have
been given--ruling out females, African
and Asian Anericans, and students who are
sinply too short, tall or heavy to match
physi cal descriptions. (beat) Place an
asterisk on the third one, Sullivan Stokes.
Arrested 37 tines in the past four years
for assault, breaking and entering, grand
theft auto, mnor weapons violations and
drugs--nostly drugs.

DEANNA
Isn’t it always? What about Max Sayl es?

She wal ks to her BRI EFCASE and renpoves a LEGAL PAD
partially bl ackened by the ink of her (thorough) notes. She
flips through the pages.

PAM
Seni or Class President, honor roll, plans
on attending Harvard this fall. Full-blown

nar ci ssus. Harm ess. Wiy do you ask?

Deanna renoves her own PACKET from her BRI EFCASE and tosses
it to her. It was a good throw, but Pamwasn’t able to
catch it. She picks it up

DEANNA
This year--from Septenber to June--there
were three incidences in this town which
made the L.A Tines. The first was a
Founders’ Day festival--that’s uninportant.
The second was in October, when the star
pl ayer of an opposing school’ s basket bal
team was severely injured during the sem -
finals--

Pam | ooks at the info, even though her mnd is obviously
not with it.

PAM
(interrupting)



So?

DEANNA
So, the backboard fell on him Apparently
t he whol e apparatus was bei ng kept together
with Spearmnt. Just a nonth later at the
prom someone went all “Carrie”--rigging a
dozen fiberglass scul ptures to expl ode,
showering the attendees and chaperones with
sheep bl ood. Showering these kinds of kids
wi th sheep blood--1like that’s not too
synbolic. And do you know what’s so strange
about all this, besides the blatantly
obvious? All of this was buried in the
town’ s newspaper. \What warranted a short
article in the L.A_ Tines was granted j ust
a sketchy recount on the | ast page of the
Seacrest Herald. The young editor-in-chief,
M. Sayles, who for whatever reason has
been downpl ayi ng everyt hi ng.

Pam gets up and drops the psychol ogical profiles into her
bri ef case.

PAM
Maybe he was concerned of the way these
things would reflect the school.

DEANNA
O maybe he had a part in the prom debacl e
and our nurder.

Pam shuts her briefcase and heads straight for the door.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Either way, we’' Il be visiting himin the
nor ni ng.

INT. STOKES' S LOFT - N GHT. MONDAY

The roomis dark aside fromthe | one, warm gl ow of nonitor
light; a clock glows 11:47. Stokes is well asleep in front
of his conmputer. Hs head is slunped over against an arm as
a pillow. The screen displays the yearbook pictures of a
score of young nen and, at the top, Marie. A door OPENS.

Bef ore he even opens his eyes, his free hand quietly opens
a low drawer and slowy pulls out a short barrel ed



REVOLVER. Hi s eyes jerk open as we hear soft FOOTSTEPS. The
lights turn on, and he quickly brings hinself upright. It’s
Col | een. She was trying to sneak in.

COLLEEN
Sorry.

Rel i eved, he places the gun back into the drawer and SLAMS
it shut and turns off the nonitor. Colleen has already
taken of f her shoes and her uniform SWEATER, hanging it on
the rack by the door. She wal ks to the bed and begins to
unbut t on her BLOUSE.

COLLEEN ( CONT’ D)
What were you doing, witing a letter?

She takes off her shirt and drops it by the bed.

STCOKES
Yeah.
(changi ng the subject)
My parents aren’t com ng to graduation.

She sits down on the bed and unbuttons her SKIRT

COLLEEN
["msorry. It’s their |ost.

STOKES
Not really.

She doesn’t say anything el se; they’ ve obviously been
through this before at night--nmaybe every night. She slides
out of her skirt and pushes it off the bed, letting it drop
to the floor by her blouse. He turns the nonitor back on.
She gets under the covers.

COLLEEN
Good ni ght.

She turns off the LAMP. He's alone again in the room
i 1lum nated barely by the nonitor

[ NT. COVFY | NN. DEANNA' S ROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

The two detectives stand before a |aptop. Playing on it is
a video feed of the destruction caused in Ki ngwood, Texas.



DEANNA
Ki ngwood, Texas, 1997. Several high school
students went on a vandal i smranpage,
trashi ng honmes and were possessed to get it
on tape as to relive it over and over
again. This was a small town. G ow ng fast,
but just fast enough to raise real estate
prices--not grow ng quickly enough to
attract, what nost snall-town | aw
enf orcenent agents refers to as, the
“negative elenment.” As if there ever were
such a thing. State police found their
actions to be sone of the nost wanton and
sensel ess that they’ d ever seen.

Pam obvi ously doesn’t follow where she’s going with this.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Nothing is a greater eneny to a | aw
enforcenent officer than preconceived
noti ons about what shapes a person’s
character. Renmenber this. It' |l probably be
I nportant |ater.

EXT. SAYLES MANOR. FRONT - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Maxim lian is kneeling at a FLOAERBED, on a TOWAEL, in ful
uni form sans jacket and with the cuffs of his shirt rolled
to his el bows. He STABS the SPADE into the soft, black
earth with an intense contenpt for nature. He overturns the
soil and places a grown LILY into the ground and covers its
roots. His hone is |arge, but obviously not as decadent as
Marie's. (If such a thing exists.) Interestingly enough,
there’s no fence, so Deanna’s car just drives right up the
driveway, stopping at the frontdoor. She turns off the

ENG NE, and she and Pam step out and approach the stoop
when they hear the STAB of the spade into ground. They turn
and head for the sound, around the main building. They
approach him his back turned to them

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Excuse ne, M. Sayles? M. Mx Sayl es?

He turns and | ooks up at them-at these two conservatively
dressed wonen wearing |oafers and carrying attaché cases.



MAXI M LI AN
No thanks. |'malready satisfied with ny
current religion.

Deanna doesn’t |augh; she just kinda goes along with the
coomment as if it was funny. She coolly renoves her bifold
from her pocket as Pam funbl es around in her purse for hers.

DEANNA
No, |’ m Detective Deanna Carter,..

She flashes her shield, then folds it back up.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
...and this is Detective Panela W] kes.
We're fromthe LAPD

MAXI M LI AN
(st ands)
You're a long way fromL. A

He shakes Panis hand. Then he shakes Deanna’s.

DEANNA
Oh, cops are sonetinmes |ike superheros--
justice knows no bounds.

Before rel easing his, she turns it to better see the faint
pur pl e veins snaking up the underside of his forearm

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Quite sone trackmarks you got there.

He quickly withdraws his arm She has stunbl ed onto
sonet hing he’'s not very proud of.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Heroin or norphine? It’s heroin, isnt it?
Seens |i ke no one does norphi ne anynore.

MAXI M LI AN
(sincerely wounded)
|’ ve been clean for alnbst a year now.

He brings his collars back down to his wists and begins to
wal k towards the front door. Deanna and Pam fol | ow him



PAM
That’ s certainly an achievenent. Heroin is
the nopst addi ctive substance known to nman.

DEANNA
You' re dressed oddly for gardening.

MAXI M LI AN
| have an early appointnment this norning;
it’s best to tend these flowers at this
time of day.

DEANNA
An appointnent. May | ask with whom
MAXI M LI AN
No, you may not.
DEANNA

["’msorry. Wien | said “may | ask,” |
obvi ously gave you the inpression it was a
questi on.

She stops. Pamand Maxi mlian do the sanme. He turns around.

MAXI M LI AN
If you nmust know, | have a liaison with a
beauti ful young wonan.

DEANNA
Oh, a norning-er. Good for you.

MAXI M LI AN
Do you have a purpose for trespassing on ny
property?
DEANNA

Prom ni ght, A Magic Ni ght of Mke Believe,
t he dance hall where it was held is stil
closed until health inspectors are sure
It’s not an anthrax hotzone. Wiy wasn’'t it
given priority in your newspaper?

MAXI M LI AN
Detective Carter, the Seacrest Herald is
not a yellow journal. | saw no reason to



trunmp such a story. W wouldn’t want to
grant the hooligans who did this anynore
satisfaction fromtheir crines.

DEANNA
“Crinmes”?
MAXI M LI AN
Yes, “crines.”
PAM
“Crinmes” is plural.
MAXI M LI AN
What ? What about it?
DEANNA
You said “crinmes”--"crines” is plural.

Saying “crinme” would have been a sincere
deni al; saying “crinmes” indicates what’s
commonly called a “Freudian slip.”

Maxi mlian grips the handl e of the spade. Hard. He' s been
caught --they have no evi dence and they’ ve caught him

PAM
M. Sayles, we are not accusing you of
anything. We're just asking you if you were
in L. A last Sunday; and if not, if others
can account for you.

MAXI M LI AN
| attended services until about noon and
spent the rest of the day making
accommodations for ny nove to Boston.

MAXI M LI AN ( CONT’ D)
You can check my phone and e-mail records
I f you need confirmation. | also took a
dunp once or tw ce--would you need
confirmation of that too?

DEANNA
None of that would be necessary. Thank you
for your tine.

NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE



I NT. TAYLOR MANOR - MORNI NG TUESDAY
CLCSE- UP - BACK DOOR KNOB

A figure in black conmes to it. A gloved hand slips a CREDI T
CARD into the crack of the door jam and begins to
unsuccessful |y mani pul ate the | ock.

STOKES (O . S.)
Screw it.

The card returns to his pocket, and he puts a fist through
a gl asspane- - SHATTER

| NT. DEANNA' S CAR - MORNI NG TUESDAY

SLAM - Deanna and Pami s doors shut at exactly the sane tine
as to make one | oud noise. They buckle up...at exactly the
same time. Deanna turns the | GNI Tl ON.

CLI CK--the gl oved one unl ocks the knob and deadbolt from
the inside. He opens the door, and we QU CKLY PANS UP to
reveal STOKES dressed in burglar attire. He ENTERS the
kit chen.

I NT. TAYLOR MANOR. EDDI E'S ROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes wal ks to a shelf opposite the bed. He places a

mat chbox size little black box--a CAMERA--atop the shelf,
turning to make sure it’s facing the bed. He renoves a
sheet of MJCH SCRI BBLED LOCSELEAF then wal ks to Eddie’s
desk, sits down and turns on his COWUTER The nonitor
makes a BEEP.

Deanna turns the IGNITION of f; she just had an epi phany.
St okes types.
Deanna | ooks a little tired, fully realizing how daunting
this will be.

DEANNA

You know, |I'msure you're trying to pul
of f the Gen-X good cop routine, but you



can’t give a fetus the benefit of the
doubt. How many violent crine suspects
have you interviewed in your career?

PAM
(under her breath)
None.

DEANNA
What we are facing is a case with no good
W t nesses or forensic evidence. W don’'t
have anyt hi ng, and they probably knowit.
Qur only chance is to get under their skin,
make’ em nervous. W need one to crack.

She checks her WATCH.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
We have | ess than 36 hours.

END | NTERCUT SEQUENCE

EXT. VALETTE MANOR. FRONT DRI VEWAY - MORNI NG TUESDAY
St okes’ s Durango once agai n goes up the driveway.

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARIE'S ROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

The nenbers are waiting for him sipping | enobnade. There is
a KNOCK at the door, and the nenber closest to the door
opens it. Stokes ENTERS. He i medi ately renoves an ENVELOPE
fromhis pocket and tosses it to Marie. She catches it as

t he door SHUTS behi nd him

MARI E
Good norning to you too. Do you want
sonmething to drink? | have Yoo- Hoo.

She places a BOITLE OF YOO HOO atop a COASTER atop the
cof f eet abl e.

STCOKES
I won’t be | ong.

Mari e opens the envel ope and renoves a sheet of FOLDED
PAPER. This is famliar. She unfolds it. It’s a conpilation
of a dozen of the nmenbers’ portraits with their nanes



capti oned below it.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
| have that information stored on di sk and
I's being kept in an out of town safe
deposit box.

She shows the letter to the others.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
I f anything happens to ne, that information
wll be e-mailed to the LAPD, the FBI--

MARI E
(interrupting)
And if anything you see here is spoken to
the outside world, Colleen will be killed.
Didn't | nention that yesterday?--You know
ny menory. ..

She does a crazy sign with her hand, and then kinda lets it
trail off...
MARI E ( CONT’ D)
. WOO. ..

He | ooks around in desperation for help. She refolds the
letter and places it back into the envel ope, outstretches
her armto hand it back to him He wal ks over and takes it
wi th one hand, and with the other, grabs the Yoo-Hoo
bottle, SHATTERS it against the coffeetable. At that
nonent, she jerks up and several nenbers w thdraw handguns,
aimng themat him He holds the jagged edge of the bottle
to her neck-- just as “Death” held a knife to his not too

| ong ago.

STOKES
Leave us al onel

Eli outstretches his arns, trying to be the voice of reason.

ELI
Whoa!

Stokes is looking at Marie with fierce, tunnel-vision eyes.



MARI E
(still coolly)
| know you don’t want to end this so early,
you’' re having too nuch fun, starting to
feel alive for the first time in awhile.

He’ s seet hi ng.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
(changi ng her strategy)
Ckay, then let’s look at this in a
different light: Wuld this help your
situation?

He blinks. She grabs his wist, and twists the bottle away
fromher neck and slaps himas if he propositioned her.
This brought himback to reality. It’'s all very surreal--
she just Bobbited him-she totally enmascul ated him He
drops the face shredder, turns and splits. As he’ s | eaving,
he turns around.

STCKES
(pointing at Marie)
No, I will not do this, you cannot nake ne

do thi s!

He | eaves, SLAMM NG t he door behind him Marie ponders this
for a nonent.

MARI E
(to everyone)
You know, we really outta start bl ocking
that door. (beat) Soneone take a note.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. WALLACE' S OFFI CE - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Mari e ENTERS. Wall ace gets up and goes around his desk to
neet her hal fway. He’s hol ding the newspaper Deanna gave
hi m yesterday. It has obviously been rifled through nore
t han once.

MARI E
Sir, you wanted to see ne?

He calmy rolls the newspaper up as she is attentive to his
count enance.



WALLACE
Two police inspectors cane to see ne
yesterday--up fromL. A

MARI E
What did they--

Hs calmis |ike the silence before the storm the quiet

bef ore the breaking point. Taking the roll, he SMACKS her
across the cheek with it. Her head turns with it, and she
dares not | ook at the expression on his face anynore. He
just broke. He unrolls the paper to try to show her the
front page; she keeps her face turned fromneeting his, the
girl in the paper’s dead eyes.

WALLACE
Did you do this? Was it you?

Her head's still turned. Wallace is alnost in tears.
VWALLACE ( CONT' D)

You brought this school into this--ny
school into this, you--

MARI E
(interrupting)
Sir--
VALLACE
(interrupting)
Vhat ! ?!

She turns her face back around to face his.
MARI E
Sir, sir, just listen to the sound of ny
Voi ce.
Wal l ace is silenT. She thinks for a nonent.
MARI E ( CONT’ D)

This will be taken care of.

Thi s statenent enrages him



WALLACE
Taken care of! ?! Taken care of!?!--

MARI E
(interrupting)
Yes sir, taken care of. W had an acci dent,
and | accept full responsibility--

WALLACE
(interrupting)
How do you take care of this? How?

Marie once again msdirects her eyes. This tinme downward
not out of respect but out of exhaustion and inpatience.

MARI E
(quietly, alnost to herself)
Do you know what your problemis?

VWALLACE

(angrily)
Excuse ne?

MARI E
Your problemis you want the Wiopper but
don’t just not want to know where it cane
from but know and feign ignorance around
vegetarians. Now in the next two nonths,

you' || not receive any applications for
adm ssion fromfenal e students--they’|
sinmply never reach Monroe. You w Il begin

review ng applications on July 15th--as
you’ ve done every year--and concl ude as
usual on August 15th. Acceptance and
rejection letters will be sent out

t hroughout the week, and the unl ucky
prospective femal e students whose
appl i cations were never received by your
office will be out of luck. You wll be

gi ven sonet hing your idol Dick N xon never
recei ved, plausible deniability.

She | ooks up at himin the eye, then turns and heads for
t he door.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
(over her shoul der)



You've just had it your way.
She EXITS, SLAMM NG t he door behind her.
| NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MAIN HALL - MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes wal ks to his | ocker with a CARDBOARD BOX. He drops
the box at his feet and turns the dial. Right, left,
right--entering his conbination. He opens the | ocker and
begi ns placing the contents into the box.

A book: Tam ng the SATs; a HACKEY SACK; anot her book: Guide
to California Crimnal Law. He stares at this |last book,
almost in retrospection. His cell phone RINGS. He returns
to planet Earth and drops the book into the box and renobves
his PHONE from a jacket pocket.

STOKES
(into phone)
Talk to ne.

MARI E (V. Q)
(over phone)
You left early again this norning. Have you
consi dered our proposal ?

STCKES
(into phone)
Where did you get this nunber?

MARI E (V. Q)
(over phone)
Sonme of the boys were worried, but | was
not. Enotional outbursts are normal anong
nost peopl e--not me, of course, but nost
peopl e. .

He’'s not |listening to this.

STCOKES
(into phone)
Where did you get this nunber?

A |l ocker OPENS. It was swung open so hard, it swung over
and struck the next one to it. Stokes turns. It’s Terrance;
that was his casual, conspicuous way of gaining his
attention. Their eyes neet.



MARIE (V. Q)
(over phone)
W' re everywhere, M. Stokes.

St okes gets noving, SLAMM NG his | ocker close behind him
but | eaving the box. Terrance nonchal antly cl oses his and
cal My pursues. Stokes gravitates to one wall and begins to
check doors for an unl ocked one.

STOKES
(into phone)
| saw your vanity plate;...

FLASHBACK
EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. PARKI NG LOT - MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes | ooks down at Marie’'s LI CENSE PLATE. He’s having
troubl e deci pheri ng what “KALI4NA" neans.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(i nto phone)
...there should be an “1” init--it’s not
phonetically correct, Einstein.

Wthout |osing too nuch speed, he checks behind him
Terrance i s gaining.

MARIE (V. Q)
(over phone)
Don't | know it? Damm DW al |l owed nme only
seven characters.

STCOKES
(into phone)
Yeah, shit happens.

He starts making faux static sounds into the phone.
STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(into phone)
Mari e?

He makes nore static sounds and checks anot her door. Locked.



STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(into phone)
Marie, | can’t hear you--

More “static” as he checks another | ocked door, checks
behi nd hi m and speeds up.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(into phone, | ouder)
| nmust be going through a tunnel!

He finds a | oose knob and ENTERS the cl assroom After a
nmoment, Terrance ENTERS t he room t oo.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. CHEM STRY LAB - MORNI NG TUESDAY

The lights are out. Terrance wal ks up and down the aisle.

St okes just...disappeared. Stokes is scrunched up inside an
encl osed space, trying not to breathe. He's clutching his
cell phone; the indigo display glows “nute.”

POV - STCOKES

He's | ooking at Terrance’'s shins and big feet through a
grate--he’s in one of those cabi nets under the counter
where chem cals are stored. He sees the |loafers turn away
fromhim That’s his cue.

BACK TO SCENE

He | unges out the cabinet and seizes Terrance' s shins,

pul I's, sending himcrashing chin first into a |lab table.
He’s fl oored, stunned. Stokes steps over himand heads for
t he door.

I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. HALLWAY - MORNI NG TUESDAY
He's once again hurrying down the hall with phone to ear.

MARIE (V. Q)
(over phone)
You weren’t answering ne.

STCKES
(i nto phone)
You were on nute. | had to drop a couple
hundr ed pounds.



There’s a pause.

MARIE (V. Q)
(over the phone)
As | was saying, you have a chance for
gr eat ness- -

STOKES
(interrupting, into phone)
But why go out of your way to screw up
ot her people’ s lives?

He ENTERS the stairwell.
| NT. MONROE ACADEMY. STAI RWELL - MORNI NG TUESDAY

He hurries up the steps.

MARIE (V. Q)

(over phone)
Do you know how sone peopl e are ana
retentive--they just have to put everything
so neatly in its place? Wll, mybe sone
peopl e are just the opposite. Maybe they
get one off on chaos. And what difference
does it make to you? W' re tal king about
you wat chi ng your |over die.

He's at the second floor. Eddie’s head is turned away from

the little spoiler windowin the door. He turns just as

St okes ducks out of sight. For exactly three seconds, Eddie
waits. Satisfied there’s no one in the stairwell, he turns

back around. Stokes carefully rises. He’'s now consi derably

qui eter heading up the stairs.

STOKES
(i nto phone, whispering)
You hurt one hair on her head, 'l Kkill

you!
| NT. MONROE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR HALLWAY - MORNI NG TUESDAY

MARI E (V.Q)
(over phone)
Yeah, and then one way ticket to Hell for
you.



Down the hall, walking towards him is the unm stakabl e
swagger of Louis snoking a cigar.

STOKES
(into phone)
Well then, talk to the can

He tosses the phone into a TRASH CAN he passes and turns
into the physics lab. Louis soon follows.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. PHYSICS LAB - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Louis looks left, right--it’s hide and seek again. He sees
an open wi ndow. He turns and sees an open door. Door’s too
obvi ous. He wal ks to the wi ndow and | ooks out. Both sides
of the building: no one. He | ooks down.

POV - LQUI S

No one; if he had junped, he would be | aying broken on the
pavenent .

BACK TO SCENE

Forget about it--Stokes went for the door. Louis renoves
his cell phone and begins to DIAL as he | eaves the w ndow.
W WDE QUT. Stokes is hanging fromthe rain gutter. He
pul Il s hinself up, grasping the structure where he can. A
CLAY SHI NGLE cones | oose and slides down the slope of the
roof . He stunbles, but succeeds in grabbing another one.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. FRONT ENTRANCE - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Deanna wal ks to the steps. CRASH-the clay shingle falls to
the ground three feet fromher, shattering. She |ooks up.

POV - DEANNA
A pair of legs wiggle onto the roof.
BACK TO SCENE

She shakes it off--her eyes are nessing with her. She
conti nues wal ki ng.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. ROOF - MORNI NG TUESDAY



He stands and scurries up the roof |ike a spider to one of
the cellar wi ndows. He unl ocks the latch, swings the twin
doors open and ENTERS.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR. HALLWAY - MORNI NG TUESDAY

He has returned to the sane can he dunped his cell phone
in, reaches in and retrieves it. He holds it to his ear
agai n.

STCKES
(into phone)
Hel | 0?

Not hi ng. He returns the phone to his pocket. Chen is
following him Stokes turns into the men’s room

I NT. MONROCE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR. MEN S ROOM - MORNI NG
TUESDAY

Chen ENTERS. No wi ndows here. Just stalls; all the stalls’
doors are shut. He bends down. No feet, of course not. He
starts with the first stall, the one closest to the door.
He swings the stall’s door wi de open: no one. Then the
second: no one.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR. MEN' S ROOM BATHROOM STALL
- MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes squats on the toilet seat. He renoves a SHARPI E and
a PAD. He softly scribbles sonething on it.

I NT. MONROCE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR. MEN S ROOM - MORNI NG
TUESDAY

Chen is now on the second to the last: nothing. Last one...
AERI AL SHOT

St okes clinbs over the divider between the second to the
| ast stall and the | ast one.

POV - CHEN

Under the stall, he sees the SHEET OF PAPER, darkened wth
a marker’s scribbling, drop to the last stall’s floor.



I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. TOP FLOOR. MEN' S ROOM 2ND TO THE LAST
STALL - MORNI NG TUESDAY

A pair of expensive LOAFERS, |owering, softly make contact
with the toilet seat.

CUT TO

Chen cautiously pushes open the door. He noves in closer to
see the sheet. O oser, bending over and picking it up. It
says: “don’t struggle, you Il just nake it worse.” Stokes

| eans way over the stall divider and places Chen’s head
through a I oop he made with his BELT. He instinctively
tries to renove it, struggling. Stokes lets his body fall,
free of any support, acting as a counterbal ance agai nst
Chen’s lighter, rising body. He places the second | oop--the
device has two | oops, like an “8”--around a coat hanger in
his stall. He then EXITS the room | eaving Chen hanging two
feet off the ground, desperate for air.

I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. DI NI NG HALL - MORNI NG TUESDAY

The hall is decked out for a sem -fornmal reception. There
are TABLECLOTHES, nice CHI NA, SILVER and GLASSWARE, and a
BANNER: “SENI ORS, WELCOVE TO YOUR LUNCHEON.” Bryan ENTERS
the apparently enpty dining hall, GUN in hand. He wal ks
between the two rows of | ong TABLES.

Somet hi ng sweeps the legs fromunder him sending himto
the floor face first, and he drops the gun. Stokes energes
fromunder one of the tables. Bryan goes for the gun, but
St okes kicks it, sending it sliding across the freshly
pol i shed floor. He squats down over him and turns hi mover,
taking himby his starched collar with his | eft hand. He
punches him Bl ood danpens his fist and Byran's face.
Again--twice-- and raises his hand up to confirmto him bad
things conme in threes when a SHOELACE garrote cones across
his throat. Pulled off Bryan, dragged and thrown onto one
of the neatly nmade tables by his assailant Eddie. He
manages to place his left mddle and i ndex fingers between
the rope and his flesh, his right hand searching the table
for a weapon--A STEAK KNIFE. He brings the knife up to his
throat and severs the cord. He swings, K Os Eddie with one
strike across the tenple. Stokes gets off the table.

STOKES ( CONT' D)
(sarcastically)



Great garrote, dunbass.
He throws the knife to the floor and EXI TS.
| NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. HALLWAY - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Exhaust ed and wal king at a paranoid, fevered pitch, he

Wi pes his chin with his right fist, unawarely snearing

bl ood along it. H's cell phone RINGS. He doesn’'t wait for
it toring again--pronptly renoving it with his bl oodi ed
right hand and receives the call

MARIE (V. Q)
(over phone)
W' re very special young people. That’s why
we own the world. 1'I|l see you later

STOKES
(into phone)
| sure as Hell don’t intend to ever see
you a- -

A door opens. He stops, startled. It's Marie. She holds a
CELL PHONE in one hand and a GUN in the other. She shoots
himin the chest. Shocked, he | ooks down.

POV - STCKES

There’'s a small crinson stain on his TIE, SH RT. He dabs it
with his left fingers, allowing the tips to be stained.

BACK TO SCENE

Marie's still holding the phone, and her voice is stil
being transmtted through it, creating a stereo effect.

MARI E
Bang. You’' re dead.

She wal ks to him and he finally realizes, having not
dropped dead, he was hit with a paintball

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
Sorry about ruining your shirt.

She wal ks away.



I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MAIN HALL - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Stokes returns to his | ocker, unlocks it, opens it. A large
NEWSCLI PPING is taped in a simlar fashion as the letter
was to his locker. It’s the front page of Mnday' s Los
Angel es Tinmes. A PICTURE of Colleen is glued atop

Samant ha’s. The original headline (Grl Found Murdered on
PCH) has been altered: “on PCH is crossed out. He holds it
by its edges and places it in the box. Deanna approaches
hi m

DEANNA
Sul | i van St okes?

STOKES
Yeah?

She sees his hand is covered with bl ood.

DEANNA
Is that bl ood?

STOKES
Yeah, but it’s not m ne.

He thinks about it for a second.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
No, wait,...(beat)...that’ s worse.

I NT. SEACREST SHERI FF' S OFFI CE. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM -
AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

Stokes now sits at an interrogation table, still in his
uniform but wth a |oosened tie and his jacket hung on the
back of his chair. Deanna and Pam stand at his opposite.

DEANNA
Are you a fan of photography? Let us show
you sone pictures.

She slides a MANI LA FOLDER across the table to him He
stops the folder--it was pushed with too nuch force, may
have slid off the table. He opens it.

PAM
M. Stokes--Sullivan--sonme people find



crime scene photographs disturbing,..

He doesn’t. He goes through the LAPD s col or 8x10s with
seenm ngly renorsel ess eyes.

CLOSE-UP - CRI ME SCENE PHOTOS

Simlar to the ones Eddi e and Bryan took, but these are
col or and have dried blood stains and a chal k outline
around the body. A tear drops on a cl ose-up of Sanant ha.

BACK TO SCENE
It was a tear he shed for Samantha but only a single tear.
He pl aces the photographs back in the manila fol der and

closes it.

STCOKES
| can’t hel p you.

Deja vu. Deanna, tired of standing, sits down.

DEANNA
Can’t or won't?
STCKES
Sanme difference.
DEANNA
| Iike fortune cookies too. |I’m asking you

to defend yourself, and you' re giving ne
this cryptic shit--

Here cones the “good cop”!

PAM
(interrupting)
Sullivan, as you're well aware, you have
quite the sizable crimnal record for
soneone your age. None of this is any
concern to us--none of it is relevant to
our investigation--but your arrest |ast

year for assault. Do you want to tal k about
it?

STOKES



What is there to discuss--1 kicked his ass.

PAM
It was unprovoked.

He shakes his head in disgust-anusenent--di sgust nent.

STCKES
The man was a total fascist. He was
spreading his bigotry around town, putting
hateful flyers on everyone’'s cars.

DEANNA
So you were exercising your civic pride?

STOKES
As a Catholic, | took offense to it. Wrds
hurt, Detective Cunt-er.

Deanna stands up so quickly, her CHAIR ti ps over backwards;
she renoves her badge and places it on the table. Stokes
gets up, and Pamtakes her position as the only person to
conme between them

PAM
Ms. Carter, he wants nothing better than to
cry police brutality.

Deanna’ s not inmediately caring.

STCOKES
(poi nt edl y)
What’'s wong, De-tec-tive Carter? Did |
push you too far? Did we just find your
br eaki ng point?

Deanna cal ns down, corrects her chair and sits down. Stokes
does too. They both cool down for a second, as she takes up
her badge agai n.
STOKES ( CONT' D)

You know, a fanpus crim nol ogi st once

suggested that nore often than not the

i nnocent rarely have good alibis sinply

because they don’t need them

He slides the folder back to Deanna and stands up, renoving
his jacket fromwhere it hung.



DEANNA
I know you aren’t telling me how to do ny
job. At least | have a job.

STOKES
(puts on his jacket)
Look, I don’t care. Unless if you want ne
to call an attorney, 1'Il be |eaving.

He wal ks to the door, OPENS it.

DEANNA
(calling as he's exiting)
Yeah, enjoy flipping burgers for your
fat her!

The door SLAMS. There's a nonment of sil ence.

PAM
Well, he was erratic.

DEANNA
And obnoxi ous and arrogant and potentially
violent--and | hope he contracts a
disfiguring STD in the imedi ate future--
but y’ know what? Not hom ci dal .

PAM
| know, he’s our best suspect.
DEANNA
He's a loner--1'd be surprised if he even

has friends. The boy’s a | oser.

PAM
You realize he knows nore than he’ s sayi ng?

DEANNA
Qoviously; the mllion dollar question is
will he tell us what he knows? Who' s
behi nd curtain nunber two?

Pam renoves her |egal pad from her case and turns severa
pages back.

PAM



Leslie Bennington. Ten drug arrests--a
Boyscout when you stand himnext to Stokes.
And...(beat)...he has blue hair.

She repl aces the pages.

PAM ( CONT’ D)

I nsert “Marge Sinpson” joke here.

DEANNA
I was thinking The Smurfs. (beat) How ol d
am | ?

PAM

W still have a half dozen other students.

DEANNA
No, | think we should pursue anot her
avenue.

She gets up and heads for the door.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
| have a friend who's a federal agent. |
asked himif there was anyone in this town
that has been of interest to the FBI in the
past. He gave ne a hot tip, you could say.
"1l tell you when we get there--you have
to first see this set-up

EXT. VALETTE MANOR. FRONT ENTRANCE - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

Deanna and Pam wal k up to the door. Deanna hands her a
DCSSI ER.

DEANNA
Her nane is Marie Valette. Her father is a
billionaire French industrialist, but

what’s interesting is her nother: Her
not her was a Soviet defector and |ater a
f ashi on nodel

Pam opens the dossier. The first thing she sees is a black
and white PORTRAIT of a beautiful worman with stunning
eyes-- MARIE' S MOTHER
DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Al fairly smalltime, but it paid for a | aw



degree and she gained entrance into the

hi gh-end party circuit, where she net your
standard dirty old man--a French

i ndustrialist naned Val ette. The FBI had
her, the nother, under surveillance--
suspecting noney |aundry for the nob--
concl udi ng, after three years, she had no
ties with the Russian Mafia. Then one
norni ng she got into her car and...

They reach the front step, and Deanna presses the bell

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
...1t expl oded.

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARIE'S ROOM - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

There’s a long RING Marie wal ks by a SECURI TY MONI TOR

pl aced in a cabinet, displaying the two unaware detectives.
She throws Terrance' s | arge JACKET onto a chair. She cl oses
the cabinet, and there’ s another RI NG

EXT. VALETTE MANOR. FRONT ENTRANCE - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

PAM
| didn’t know there was so nuch i nfornal
cooperation and file-sharing between us and
t he FBI.

DEANNA
No, there isn't.

She presses the ringer again. That was her way of changi ng
t he subj ect.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
(sarcastically)
Do you think “Citizen Kane” knows there are
people living in his house?

MARIE (V. Q)
(over intercom
Hel | 0?

Confused, they | ook around for a place to speak into. It
was |i ke God just spoke down to them Deanna just speaks
al oud.



DEANNA
Yes, is this Marie Valette?

MARIE (V. Q)
(over intercom
Speaki ng.
DEANNA

|’ m Detective Deanna Carter with the LAPD,
["mwith ny partner, Panela WIlkes. W'd
li ke- -

MARIE (V. Q)
(interrupting, over intercon
Enter.

There’s a BUZZ. Pam experinmentally turns the knob. The door
yi el ds, and they ENTER

DEANNA
“No one sees the Wzard--not no one, not no
how. ”

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

Marie's sitting in her usual seat. Panmis sitting across
fromher, and Deanna’ s lingering around, taking in the
grandeur. They are both drinking tall G.ASSES OF LEMONADE- -
Panmi s drinking, Deanna’s just holding for show.

PAM
It nmust be pretty lonely, living here.

MARI E
I’mnot entirely alone. My father visits as
often as business allows. He's currently in
Zurich--on busi ness.

PAM
Any servants?

MARI E
Just a cleaning | ady which cones by once a
week; and the groundskeeper, of course, but
he doesn’t actually enter the house.



Deanna’ s now standi ng at the BOOKSHELF.

DEANNA
Tell me: Don’t you want to know why we’'re
her e?

Deanna’ s about to set her glass on the bookshelf. Marie
doesn’t even have to turn her head to | ook, |ike a hot
[ittle Martha Stewart.

MARI E
(over her shoul der)
Use a coaster.

The gl ass stops. Deanna reaches to a stack of COASTERS by
t he bookshel f. She takes one and places it under her drink
before setting it down.

DEANNA
Do you do much entertaining?
MARI E
Me? No, |’ve been told I"'mquite the

wal | fl ower.

Pam nods; Deanna’ s skeptical. She picks a BOOK that seens
to stand out--a BOOK which is pulled out a little farther

than the rest off the shelf: The Conpl ete Wrks of
Ni et zche. She replaces it.

DEANNA
(patroni zi ng)
If I was a small-town girl confronted wth
two hom ci de detectives fromL.A. --

MARI E
(interrupting)
| assure you, there’s nothing small about
nme. (beat) I'mstarting Oxford this fall.

PAM
A cousin of mne went there. England is such
a beautiful country--not Southern California
beautiful with all our sun..



MARI E
Oh, | know. ..

Deanna, w thout her | enonade, wal ks around to face Marie
agai n.

DEANNA
When are you | eavi ng?

MARI E
Tomorrow. My plane’s | eaves at m dni ght--
I’mnot sure if that’s technically tonorrow
or Thursday.

PAM
So soon?
MARI E
Everyone in town’ s | eaving--everyone with a
future.
DEANNA

Yes, but you're the only one who is
stepping off the stage and onto a pl ane
headi ng out of the country....

Mari e places her hands behind her head, stretching. Her
PLANE TI CKET i s now conspi cuosly sticking out her pocket.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Isn't that a tad odd?

MARI E
(“taken aback”)
Vll, you don't think I did anything? I
mean, |’msure your nose is really hard to
the pavenent to crack this, but there’'s no
need for character assassination.

DEANNA
No, of course not. Don’t bl ow up. The LAPD
is not as corrupt as the nedia nakes us out
to be. (beat) Besides, it’s not Iike we can
pi n evi dence on you.



MARI E
(surprised)
Pin evidence?

DEANNA
Yeah. Just think about that.

Deanna signals Pamto stand. She does so obediently.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
You're a very gifted young wonman, but 1’ ve
never had a nurder suspect get away--not in
ei ght years. Tell your friends that.

MARI E
Oh, I'’msure you haven’'t, and none of ny
friends are worri ed.

DEANNA
| wouldn't be so sure.

She and Pam head for the door. Deanna spots the |arge
jacket. She picks it up and shows it to Marie.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Whose is this?

MARI E
That ? That’ s Terrance Sherwood’ s, our very
own Cal Ripken Jr.--not because they're
both African American but because they both
play the baseball so well. | was planning
on returning it to himwhen next | see him

DEANNA
No need. We'Il| return it to himtoday.

They EXIT.
I NT. VALETTE MANOR. THE HALLWAY - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

Deanna and Pam wal k down the hall, back towards the front
ent rance.

PAM



What the hell was that about?

DEANNA
Didn’t you hear the clues she kept on
droppi ng? “Crack the case, nose to the
ground, character assassination”--who talks
like that? And the way she practically
waved her plane ticket in our faces,
I nsisting she’s nousy while keeping a
coupl e dozen coasters lying around. O
course, you didn't see it--you were five
m nutes away from doi ng each other’s hair.

PAM
What | find doubtful is that she could or
woul d have personally done this. Two
mal es--wi tness’ statenents are taken under
the assunption that they can distinguish
a 150 pound man from a hundred pound wonan.

DEANNA
She knows who did, then.

PAM
So, what, coercion? O she’'s acting out an
unconsci ous desire to be caught?

DEANNA
No, |’ve seen that. | think she knows we
can’t connect her to this--not in a mllion
years--but still wants us to know she had a

part init. As long as we don’t have proof,
she can do and say whatever she wants. Just
for fun. Wio says reality TV is dead?

PAM
That's a little hard to swall ow.

DEANNA
And | had you pegged as a swal | ower--j ust
think about it: What do you give soneone
who has everythi ng?

PAM
Sonmething to put it in.



DEANNA
So what does soneone do who could do
anyt hing? (beat) Try and get away with
nmurder--and be a real snug priss about it.

PAM
I’mfeeling the snugness right now, is that
woman’s or cop’s intuition?

DEANNA
A sanpling of both.

They EXIT the nmanor.
I NT. MONROE ACADEMY. LI BRARY - AFTERNOON. TUESDAY

Stokes sits at a table, losing hinmself in an opened BOCK
Around his main selection are other BOOKS about Charl es
Manson, Ji m Jones, David Koresh.

STOKES (V. Q)

(readi ng, grow ng | ouder)
The Thuggees of India were a cult of
assassi ns who prospered from 1550 to 1900
A.D. Although their main notive for killing
travel ers and nmerchants on the roads
bet ween towns was robbery, the fact that
many |ived normal famly lives and held
sonetinmes lucrative careers for nost of
the year and the ritualistic nurder and
burial practices, mandated |ater, were
attributed to the belief that their victins
were sacrificed for Kali, the H ndu goddess
of chaos and destruction. It is estinated
that the Thuggees’ victins nunbered...

(whi spers al oud)
...two mllion.

He puts a hand to his face, processing this. He turns the
page. On the next page is an etching of Kali, the nulti-
armed goddess.

CLOSE- UP - ETCHI NG

It looks a little like Marie.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. BASEBALL FI ELD - EARLY EVEN NG TUESDAY



A PITCH NG MACHI NE hurls a BALL at |ethal speed. Terrance

swi ngsand hits a honmer. Another BALL, another one way, way
out there. Deanna approaches himfrom behind the batter’s

cage, carrying his jacket.

DEANNA
Hel |l o. Terrance Sherwood?

He doesn’t take his eyes off the target.

TERRANCE
That’ s what is says on the jersey.

Anot her BALL. Another great hit--out of the park, in fact.

TERRANCE ( CONT’ D)
I’mnot going to get ny father’s autograph
for you.
DEANNA
No, I’mhere to talk to you

TERRANCE
|’ ve al ready deci ded which college I’ m going
to go.

DEANNA
No, |'ma detective with the L. A P.--

This next BALL takes himby surprise. It was barely a
doubl e. Deanna sees the flinch.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
I’min town, taking in your clean air--ever
been to the Val ette Residence?

He m sses the next BALL altogether.

TERRANCE
Who?

He swi ngs the bat around, |oosening up, preparing for the
next pitch.

DEANNA
Marie Val ette, she goes to your school --
assum ng there’s only one Monroe Acadeny



i n Seacrest. Have you ever been to her
honme?

Anot her pitch. He m sses.

TERRANCE
| don’t know, maybe.

DEANNA
| see. (beat) I"'msure it’s not easy being
you- - must be | onely.

TERRANCE
Not really. 1’ve found ny circle.

DEANNA
| nean, when your father was your age, he
was batting like .390; you bat, what, .3407?
And he wasn’t either attending a school
nearly as nice as this. It nust be a total
pain in the ass, living in a parent’s
shadow.

He m sses again.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Had a few troubles with the | aw -

TERRANCE
(interrupting)
What, have you been checki ng up on hinf

DEANNA
Actually, | read his autobiography. Very
i nspirational and uplifting--Cprah was
ri ght again.

M sses agai n. Deanna sees she’s not going to nmake any nore
progress here.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)
Don’t meke the same m stakes your father
did. That’s the advantage of being a son.

She hangs the jacket on the fence.

DEANNA ( CONT’ D)



"1l leave your jacket over here. | found
it in Marie’ s room | hope you find out who
your real friends are.

She wal ks away.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MEN S LOCKER ROOM - EARLY EVEN NG
TUESDAY

The lighting is poor; many of the lights aren’t even on.
Terrance is now fully dressed. He SLAMS his | ocker and
heads for the door. Fromthe darkness, Eddi e springs atop
the considerably |arger jock, forcing himto the ground
face first.

EDDI E
Face down!!!

Eddi e’ s eyes are bl oodshot and teary. H's nose is running,
and his once neat hair is at a disarray. He kneels down,

with his knee in the fallen giant’s back and a GUN pressed
to the base of his neck. Wth his free hand, he keeps him
facing the ground--or at least to the side, away from him

TERRANCE
(cal my)
kay. Wallet in ny left jacket pocket; car
keys in nmy front right pants pocket--

He snorts loudly and wi pes his nose with the backsi de of
his trigger hand.

EDDI E
(interrupting)
VWere is it!?!

TERRANCE
| have no prescription or illegal drugs in
ny possession, and don’t think you re
fooling anyone, boy. The first chance | get
you al one, you' re dead. Do you hear me, you
coked-out little freak--you re dead! |
don’t know what the hell this is suppose to
be, but 1’mgiving you a headstart.



Regardl ess of their present positions, Eddie lets up and
hurries out the | ocker room

EXT. SEACREST. SEACREST BAY - EARLY EVENI NG TUESDAY

Eli stands on the beach, barefoot and with the cuffs of his
trousers rolled up. Stokes’s Durango cones ROARI NG of f the
road and directly to him He turns with his hands extended
In a stop gesture. The Durango stops within six feet of
striking him Stokes steps out and SLAMS the door bitterly.
He wal ks up to him

STOKES
Hey, sorry, the sand was giving ny tires
crappy traction.

They start wal ki ng.

ELI

You coul d’ ve killed ne.
STCOKES

Yeah, 'l look into buying better tires.

ELI
We used to go down here all the tineg,
r emenber ?

ELI ( CONT’ D)

We--you and Coll een and Marie and |--
coul d’ ve sonmeday had a picnic or..

(beat)... sonething. Well, | suppose that’s
out .

STCKES
Oh, definitely.

Pause.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Wio did it?

ELI
W did, man--the G oup.

STOKES
No, which one--don’t fuck with nme, | know



you weren't all there.
Pause.

ELI
What nmekes you think | know? Menbers of the
group are forbidden to fraternize with each
ot her outside of the group. The stakes are
too high. If we can be connected with each
ot her - -

STCKES
(interrupting)
And you and Marie?

ELI
Mari e’ s special .

Pause.

STOKES
Wio did it?

ELI
(reluctantly)
Bryan and Eddi e.

STOKES
Why? You owe nme that, at |east for what you
peopl e are asking ne to do.

ELI
| don’t owe you anyt hi ng.

STCKES
(conf used)
You're a great guy. Wiy do you act as
Marie's | apdog?

ELI
I’ mnot acting as anyone’s |apdog. In fact,
for the first time in along tine, | don't
feel like sonmeone’s bitch
STCKES

We're all God s bitches--we all have an
obligation to do what’'s right.



ELI

(sarcastically)
Ww, the el oqguence here. (beat)

(seriously)
But the thing is: Wuat’'s the difference
bet ween doing right to people and doi ng
what’'s right for people? If we toss Eddie
and Bryan to the cops, we’ll all take the
fall.

St okes draws his revolver fromhis wai stband and holds it
to Eli’s m d-section.

STCOKES
"1l give you another, bizarrely placed
asshole--roll on them nman. Go to the cops,
cut a deal

They st op.

ELI
(cool ly)
I’mno longer afraid to die. Ever since ny
parents’ death, |'d feared death. Carpis
diem-life is for the living and all that.
That girl is dead, Stokes; her death was an
acci dent .

St okes puts the gun away.

STCKES
Whay was she attacked?

ELI
It was their assignnment. Once in awhile,
Marie woul d give us an assignnent to
performto encourage unity, like at those
noti vational sem nars where you have to
fall back and trust the guy behind you wll
catch you. Their’s was to drive down to
L.A and pick a girl at randomand to--..

They continue to wal k.

ELI ( CONT' D)
. her death was an acci dent.



STOKES
Way bother with me? A dead woman tells no
tal es.

They stop agai n.
ELI

Everyt hi ng was surgi cal - cl ean--everyt hi ng.
But the girl scrapped Bryan.

Eli |looks at his own fingernails.

ELI ( CONT' D)
If they can get the DNA from under her
nails, they may be able to soneday track it
back to him Then they track the car back
to Eddie, and then it’'s a | ow squeal to the
rest of us. (beat) That’s a whole lotta
peopl e.

St okes continues wal king. Eli follows.

STCOKES
What does she have on you? Is it sex?

Eli junps onto a LOG and they both stop. He's jubilant for
sonme reason--as jubilant as he probably gets.

ELI
Nah, it’s not like that--it’s the way she
makes ne feel.

STOKES
You're ny bestfriend, and | |ove you like a
brother, but I’mnot going to |l et her get
away with this.

ELI
Just do it, man, just save everyone the
troubl e.
STCOKES
You know me--1 don’t save people trouble,..

I NT. STOKES' S DURANGO - EARLY EVENI NG TUESDAY



It is enpty of people; in the passenger’s seat is a LAPTOP.
St okes opens the driver’s side door, and as he’s getting

i n, he picks up and opens the | aptop. He SLAMS the door
behi nd hi m

STOKES (CONT' D, V.Q)
.1 give it to them

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
(to hinself)
Al ready? Ch, Eddie. It’s not even dark.

| NSERT - LAPTOP SCREEN

Eddi e and a young red-haired girl, ROSALINE, are maki ng out
on his bed, taking their clothes off.

INT. LOQUIS S MANOR. LOU S S BEDROOM - EVEN NG TUESDAY

He wal ks into his roomand up to his computer--he’s “Got
Mail”. He CLICKS to receive it. A video wi ndow pops up and
a computer generated voi ce speaks:

C. GV
Hell -0, rec-og-nize the lit-tle red-haired
girl?

He's a little confused at first. Then angry. Very very
angry.

C.GV. (CONT' D
Now this is ny fav-or-ite part. This is
when he ties her up.

He SLAMS a cl enched fist on the desk. He | eaves the room
taking a titanium DRI VER with him

I NT. ROSALINE'S MANOR. GARACE - EVEN NG TUESDAY

The door swi ngs up, open. Louis has a REMOTE. He ENTERS
with driver in tow He |ooks at Rosaline' s car, a brand-
spankin’ new, red Mazda M ATA. Its VANITY PLATE: “REDDEVL.”
He winds up with the driver |like a baseball player and
bashes the hood dead center with it. The al um num pane
bends like foil. He continues along the side, trashing the
si des, breaking the wi ndows. He does this all around the
car. And finally splinters the w ndshield s safety gl ass.



Sati sfied, he | eaves.
EXT. DUVALL MANOR. FRONT DOOR - EVEN NG TUESDAY

A LEATHER GLOVED HAND enters the shot fromthe side of the
building. It presses the doorbell. The door CREEPS about
si x inches open. Through the opening, peeks the face and a
sanpling of the well-devel oped 16-year-old LEANNE DUVALL

LEANNE
Hel | 0?

The gl ove cones through the crack, grabbing her across her
nmout h and cheeks. Then the figure hiding against the side
of the building energes, a young man with a rubber BILL

CLI NTON MASK on. “Cinton” forces the door open with his
free hand and ENTERS the honme, as LeAnne’s screans are
nmuf fl ed. She takes the hand off her and breaks for it,
headi ng towards the stairs. “Cinton” SLAMS t he door behind
hi m and wedges it shut with a nearby CHAIR He then gives
chase.

POV - “CLI NTON’

He follows her up the stairs. She stunbl es hal fway up

| osi ng sone di stance over him He pursues her through sone
I nterconnecting upstairs roons: a bathroom severa
bedroons, etc., and back down the stairs. She heads for the
front door; seeing the chair blocking her, she goes for the
rear exit in the kitchen.

| NT. DUVALL MANOR. KI TCHEN - EVENI NG TUESDAY

“Cinton” dives, tackling her.

BACK TO SCENE

He turns her over, holding her down, kneeling over her

m dsection. Tears gush down her cheeks. He grabs a STEEL
BOAL froma counter and hits her across the tenple with it.
It makes a holl ow RING when it strikes her skull. She's
still sobbing. He hits her again, knocking her out.

NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE

INT. EDDIE' S CAR - EVEN NG TUESDAY



Eddie is in the driver’s seat; on his lap rests a SILVER
PLATE. Atop the plate is a line of COKE, a RAZOR and a
ZIPLOC BAGWth white residue lining it. An unsnorted |ine
is still onit, and white particles are still scattered
about. He SNORTS and wi pes his nose. He's feeling better.
H s CELL PHONE RI NGS. He pours the unused coke back into

t he bag.

EDDI E
(to hinself)
Have to conserve ny supply--

Hi s cell phone RINGS agai n.

EDDI E ( CONT’ D)
(to hinself)
This will have to | ast ne awhil e.

Cell phone RINGS. He zips up the bag and finally gets his
phone.

EDDI E ( CONT' D)
Hel | 0?

I NT. DUVALL MANOR. LI VI NG ROOM - EVEN NG TUESDAY

MRS. DUVALL is in tears. Through the open front door, we
see several SHERI FF DEPUTY CARS and an AMBULANCE. She’s on
t he phone.

MRS. DUVALL
(into phone, struggling to keep
conposure)
Edward, it’s your sister...
(sob)

EDDI E
(into phone, growi ng worri ed)
VWhat is it, ma? What’s wong wth her?

MRS. DUVALL
(into phone, really losing it)
Soneone attacked her!!!--Sone creature knew

when we weren’t here and attacked her!!!
God, there’s blood everywhere--but that’'s
not it, Edward...



FLASHBACK

“Cinton,” having done his business--having left the half-
naked, violated LeAnne in a spreading pool of her own

bl ood--renoves a MAG C MARKER and wites on her exposed
butt ocks: *“payback, duvall, payback.”

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

EDDI E
(into phone)
VWhat el se?

FLASHBACK

“Clinton” renoves his mask. It’s Louis, grinning.
END | NTERCUT SEQUENCE

EXT. DUVALL MANOR. FRONT ENTRANCE - EVENI NG TUESDAY

Pam and Deanna are EXI TI NG the hone. Panmis | ooking at the
undoubt ably perfect notes she’d just taken.

PAM
The assail ant wore a nask, clubbed her
unconsci ous and had his way with her.
Generally well-liked, she has no known
enem es. Probably wasn’t even about her.

DEANNA
Was he one of ours?

PAM
| doubt it. Qur’s are sort of seduce and
destroy; this one is nore destroy and revel
in the destruction. He's probably getting
as much joy fromthe feeling afterwards
than the actual act. Extrenely personal.

DEANNA
Agreed. The witing on the wall couldn’t be
nore obvious if it was actually witten on
a wal |l . Does she have a brother?

PAM
One Edward. Should we contact hinf



DEANNA
No. He'd just tell the others. This wll
all |lead back to Valette, watch.

They st op.

PAM
(1 ow)
| don’t need to watch. Ms. Carter, if
you’' re having a probl em mai nt ai ni ng
inmpartiality during this investigation--

DEANNA
(interrupting, raising voice)
And if you’'re having a problem staying
I npartial during this investigation, 1’11
ask for you to renove yoursel f!

Di sgusted at her insolence, Deanna wal ks ahead to her side
of the car. Free fromthe earshot of the DEPUTIES, Pam
yells at her inhibitably.

PAM
Maybe you shoul d have renpved yoursel f from
the Departnent a long tinme ago! | checked

up on you last night; you were al npost
indicted in the Ranpart scandal a few years
back! You wonder why you'll never nake

| i eutenent? Maybe it’s the ranpant
corruption!

DEANNA
Maybe | becane tired of the hypocrisies--
having to pull drunken pillars of the
community off their battered w ves--the
cesspool | work in everyday and the dam
| awyers who proudly take a crap on justicel!l
You don’t change things in this job--not
really. The things--the little things, the
bi g things--they change you! If you’ve
been doing this job even renotely as |ong--

PAM
(interrupting)
Harris didn't matter!



This catches Deanna’s attention. The anger subsi des between
t he two.

PAM ( CONT’ D)
(cal nmer)
A week after Harris was injured, there was
a rematch agai nst Fairview, and Mnroe
still lost. Crippling himwould have been
poi nt | ess.

Deanna’ s now perfectly cool.

PAM ( CONT’ D)
And Marie' s father isn’t in Zurich on
busi ness. He’s in banishnent there. A year
ago he incited a riot at a rival’s conpl ex.
Si x people were killed. If he returns to
France or Anerica, he'll be arrested at the
airport.

They both get into the car. After a nonent of silence:

DEANNA
What if | got it all wong? Wat if they' re
a cell of sonething |arger--sone kind of an
anar chi st organi zati on?

PAM
(sarcastically)
Yeah, maybe Marie’s part of SPECTRE.

Deanna doesn’t get it.

PAM ( CONT’ D)
(expl ai ni ng)
“Janes Bond.”

DEANNA
Ch, | see.

I NT. LOS ANGELES. BEVERLY CENTER. TOP LEVEL - EVEN NG
TUESDAY

St okes wal ks up to the glass elevators. He presses the cal
but t on--goi ng down. An elevator’s doors slide open. He sees



Col | een...standi ng next to Marie.

STOKES
(startled)
Col | een.

COLLEEN
Sully! Do you know Marie?

She gestures towards her. Marie hugs him (An awkward tine
for such an awkward “neeting of acquai ntance.”) Coll een
stands in the threshol d, keeping the doors open.

MARI E

(whi spering into his ear)
Don’t even breat he.

They wi thdraw from each ot her.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
W' ve net once or tw ce.

Mari e waps her armaround Colleen's waist in a friendly
(yes, just friendly) way.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)

Colleen and I, we’ve drawn really close
t hese past few days--1 just don’t think
we'l|l be able to separate for the next

coupl e days. We're having a sl eepover

toni ght--y’ know, just one last girlish act
before we take that great march into
wormanhood.

Stokes’s at a loss for words. The two girls begin to wal k
away--Marie is wal king, Colleen s just follow ng. Stokes

| ooks on, stunned. As they wal k away together, Marie turns
her head. Looking over her and Col |l een’s shoul der, she tugs
at one strain of Colleen s hair.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
( mout hi ng)
One hair. ..

St okes just stands staring at them Terrance and Leslie--
| arge, blue-haired, with a half dozen pierces in each ear
one through each eyebrow, and a bull-1ike HOOP between his



nostrils--energe fromthe adjoining elevator and “gently”
coax himinto an adjacent one.

I NT. BEVERLY CENTER. ELEVATOR - EVEN NG TUESDAY

As the doors close, and before anyone has a chance to say
anyt hi ng, Terrance seizes Stokes, holding his arns behind
his back. As Leslie approaches for sone easy hits, Stokes
kicks himin the crotch as hard as he can; pushing off with
his full bodyweight, ranms Terrance into the elevator wall,
snappi ng back his head, smashing his nose.

Terrance has had enough. He does a reversal, slanmm ng

St okes agai nst the elevator wall. Bl ood expl odes out of

St okes’s nouth onto the glass. W FOLLOW a bl oody, | one
TOOTH as it falls to the floor. Leslie slunps into a
corner, grabbing his crotch.

TERRANCE
What ? Are you a masochi st ?

He BANGS hi m agai nst the wall again.
TERRANCE ( CONT’ D)
Do you get a boner--ne kicking your ass!?!
BANG agai n.

TERRANCE ( CONT’ D)
Well, you re about to fall in love with ne!

BANG. St okes has been beaten

TERRANCE ( CONT’ D)
| don’'t give a flying fuck about you or

your girl, but I'll be dammed if | take any
heat for this. Just think about it--just do
it and we’ll all |eave you al one!

He rel eases him Terrance w pes his nose, as Stokes w pes
his nmouth. Leslie is still clutching his crotch. First
fl oor. Basenent. The doors slide open.

LESLI E
He kicked nme in the balls!!!

TERRANCE



(uncari ng)
Then wal k it off.

They EXIT.
INT. A MEN S CLOTHI NG STORE - EVENI NG TUESDAY
POV - EDDI E

This is a fairly upscale shop. Eddie wal ks to Louis, who's
standi ng atop a PEDESTAL--a tailor’s pedestal--as the
tailor, CARUSO, adjusts his pants.

LOU S
Gvenealittle nore roomaround the
crotch.

BACK TO SCENE
Eddi e slugs Louis off the stand. He | ands hard on his back.

EDDI E
Sonof abi tch!I'!

Louis is a little stunned; he expected this. He swabs the
stream of blood fromhis cut cheek with the hankerchi ef and
renoves a ClIGAR from his jacket pocket.

LOU S
(cal my)
M. Caruso, will you please |eave ny friend
and | alone for about ten m nutes?

The tailor, Caruso, |eaves. Louis gets up.

LOUI S (CONT’ D)
Vell, aren’t we all hypocrites?

EDDI E
No, this is different! She's ny sister!

LOUI S
Everyone’ s sonebody’s sister. Worst still,
everyone’ s sonebody’ s daughter.

Eddie is getting sick; he knows what this is really about.



Louis rolls the cigar with his thunb and forefinger. W al
know what that synbolizes.

LOU S (CONT' D)
And don’t underesti mate LeAnne. She's a
very beautiful, ripe young wo--

Eddi e grabs himby his lapel. Louis doesn’'t fear him
Actually, it’s alnost the other way around. Louis smles.

LOU S (CONT' D)
Now what, Eddie? You kill ne? But then,
you' d have to kill M. Caruso and then,
when you’ re caught--and you will be, you
not being the heartless sex-fiend you want
the other guys to think you are, you big
pussy--they’' ||l find out what happened in...

LOU S (CONT’ D)

...L.A Killing your sister’s attacker,
that’s heroic; killing the tailor, that’s
Incidental --still tenporarily insane after

di scovering the vile betrayal by your
best friend--fornmer best friend, but

still...(beat)...to attack an innocent--to
kill an innocent--at soneone’s beck and
call. wWell, that’s unforgivable. So nake

your choi ce. Make your fuckin’ choice.
Di sgusted, Eddie rel eases himand | eaves.

LOUI' S (CONT' D)
(after him
It’s a good thing you didn’t kill me. Then
you' d have perforned both first and second-
degree nmurder in a single week!

He | aughs and puts the cigar in his nouth.
| NT. LOS ANGELES. CATHEDRAL - NI GHT. TUESDAY

JOHN HAITT's “HAVE A LITTLE FAITH IN ME” plays in the
background. Everything s dark. ©Mbonlight cones through the
stai ned gl ass wi ndows, naking Jesus and the Apostles | ook
sinister. A single priest, FATHER PAUL, is placing BI BLES
in the boxes at the aisle end of each PEW Paul is a young
man- - one of those hip priests who plays basketball with his
flock and the like. He drops a Bible across the pew. He



pl aces the rest down and bends over, with his back agai nst
the entrance, to retrieve it. A DARK FI GURE wal ks down the
aisle towards him The figure taps a gloved hand on Paul’s
shoul der. Startled as hell, he leaps up, Bible in hand to
fend off the creature of the night.

FATHER PAUL
Ch, Jesusl!

It’s Stokes, who smles.

STCKES
Too early for Wednesday services?

FATHER PAUL
Sully, this is neither the tine nor
nei ghbor hood to be sneaki ng up on people.

He places the Bible atop the others and picks them up agai n.

FATHER PAUL ( CONT’ D)
Just for that, you Il have to help ne
distribute these Bibles.

He passes the entire heavy stack to Stokes.

FATHER PAUL ( CONT’ D)
And ten Hail Marys for Cod.

STOKES
Aw.

FATHER PAUL
What’' s wrong?

He takes several Bibles; places themin the box. And they
bot h conti nue down the aisle.

FATHER PAUL ( CONT’ D)
Drugs? Booze? Protestants? You know, |
once went out with a Protestant. That was

before. ..
(pointing to his collar, smling)
... "the noose.”

St okes shakes his head and smiles just to be polite. Pau
stocks anot her box.



STOKES
|"'mafraid, father, this is serious.

Paul now sees that it is.

FATHER PAUL
Do you want to talk here or take it in the
boot hs?

Paul places the stack down.

STOKES
Boot hs.

NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE
I NT. LOS ANGELES. CATHEDRAL. CONFESSI ONALS - NI GHT. TUESDAY

St okes slides open the divider window On the other side of
the grate is, of course, Paul. Stokes once again holds the
gold cross and chain |like a rosary in his right hand.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Forgive nme, father, for | have sinned. It
has been al nbst two nonths since ny | ast
confession. | guess this isn’t as nuch a
conf ession or asking how | can achieve
redenpti on, but | have a sudden need for
gui dance or continuity--sone sense of up..

FATHER PAUL
That’ s alright. W point up, we point down,
we go up, we--...
(thinks about it)
...we're a very versatile denom nation
(seriously)
What’ s troubling you?

STCOKES
Recently |’ ve been torn between doing the
right thing or doing the thing which would
save a life--like | said, this is serious,
soneone | | ove hangs in the bal ance.
can’t get into details--you won't believe
what |’minto.



Paul

is intrigued, bothered.

FATHER PAUL
If it is sonething of such a pressing

matter, | think you should go to the
pol i ce.

STOKES
No. | mean, | will go to them but only when
the tinme is right. For now, | need to do

some stuff nyself.

FATHER PAUL
(nods)
You know, that’s how nost people get in
troubl e. They assunme they need to take on
all their problens thensel ves.

STCOKES
But there are enough problens that are our
own- -

FATHER PAUL
(interrupting)
No, not with God. Wth God, you’ re never
al one.

STOKES
Sonetinmes, with sonethings, father, we have
to live here on Earth--in the real world.

FATHER PAUL

The things that we do inthis life is
carried onto the next world; isn’t that
reason enough to tend your soul, regardl ess
of your relationship with God?

(changi ng his strategy)
|"msorry the Good Book can’t stop bullets.
Now Satan, if it were Satan, | could better
hel p you--Satan | can fight.

STCOKES
Not Satan. (beat) Not too far off. Father,
do you believe soneone can have a dark
soul ?

FATHER PAUL



| believe soneone’s soul can fall into a
dark place. (beat) | renenber, once |
counsel ed a dying nmurderer--this was in San
Quentin, a few years back--instead of

conf essi ng asking for forgiveness, he spent
his | ast days ranting how he was given a
raw deal, and how the world didn't really
need people like nme. | considered giving up
the clothe after him thank God I’ d al ready
gave up all ny earthly possessions.

St okes sm | es.

FATHER PAUL ( CONT' D)
There was sinply nothing in his soul--he
had no content. Maybe he wasn’t dooned to
Hell; maybe the life of suffering he | ed
used hi mup. (beat) So no, | don’t believe
a person can have a dark soul--if | did,
he’d be right, the world would have no need
for people like ne.

STOKES
Thank you. | know you think |I've fallen
into nore trouble...(beat)...

Fat her Paul is still listening intensely.

STOKES (CONT'D, O S.)
.--1 can hear it in your voice,...

St okes wi pes the side of his nouth with his right hand--the
hand he hol ds the neckl ace.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
...but what | need you nost is to pray.
Pray, and believe that I’ m gonna do the
ri ght thing.

FATHER PAUL
That | will--and I'll try nost sincerely to
bel i eve you will.
END SEQUENCE

St okes does the Trinity blessing and | eaves the booth. He



wal ks down the aisle. As he’s about to EXIT, he passes a
M RROR. .

FLASHBACK

I NT. LOS ANGELES. BEVERLY CENTER. RESTROOM - EVEN NG
TUESDAY

Stokes is cleaning his nouth at the sink, |ooking at
hinself in the mrror. H s cell phone RINGS, naking a deep,
resonati ng sound agai nst the walls. He answers it.

STOKES
Hel | 0?

MARIE (V.Q)
(over phone)
M. Stokes, this is howit’s going to go
down. ..

EXT. THE COVFY INN. PAM S ROOM - N GHT. TUESDAY

It is raining noderately. A pair of nuddy LOAFERS tread

t hrough the small puddl es which forned in the cracks of the
street. As they approach the door, they stop. A hand brings
a SMALL GUN down into the right sock of the “footman.”

I NT. THE COVFY INN. PAM S ROOM - NI GHT. TUESDAY

There’s a KNOCK at the door. Pamopens it. Bryan is
standi ng before her. H's slicked back hair is now

di shevel ed, and his uniformis wet and heavy. The stormis
getting worse.

BRYAN
(not really know ng what to say)
Hello,...(beat)...l got stuck in the storm
(beat) Don’t get all paranoid--it’s a smal
town, | knew where to find you
PAM

VWhat can | help you with?

BRYAN
Actually...(beat)...1'Il say you' re hel ping

me right now.



END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE
EXT. LOS ANGELES. CATHEDRAL - NI GHT. TUESDAY
Stokes is on the steps, |eaving.

MARIE (V. Q)
You're going to drive down to L. A --1I
advi se that you take sonething with a | ot
of cargo room You'll enter and | eave
Pacific Palisades Coroner’s Ofice through
a back entrance between 11:50 p.m and
12:10 a. m--security canmeras will be
di sabl ed and the attendee and | have
an...(beat)...understandi ng.

STCKES (V. Q)
How can | trust you?

MARI E (V.Q)
Haven't you | earned by now? You can’t.
(beat) Self-preservation is crucial. | have

no interest in this comng back to ne.
I NT. CORONER S OFFI CE. HALLWAY - NI GHT. TUESDAY
Stokes slowy rolls A CART down the hall
I NT. CORONER S OFFI CE. MORGUE - NI GHT. TUESDAY

The cart is stopped at the | ockers. He searches for the
appropriate cabi net and slides open one. He pulls back the
bri ght bl ue DEATH SHROUD, uncovering Samantha' s col d, dead
bust. Like a norbid magic trick--voilal

I NT. STOKES' S DURANGO - N GHT. TUESDAY

St okes drives down a highway, into an upconmng storm He
| ooks at the rear view mrror. There’'s a famliar bright
bl ue bulge in the storage conpartnent in the rear

MARI E (CONT' D, V.Q.)
After you ve |located the corpse in
question, you |l transport it to a stee
mll just west of our town, whose keys were
so ki ndl ydonated by one of our nenbers.



He | ooks again in the mrror. There's a bright, white burst
of lightning, then a sharp THUNDER CLAP. Then there’s
Samant ha, alive and naked, behind himin the passenger seat.

INT. A STEEL M LL. FURNACE ROOM - EARLY MORNI NG WEDNESDAY
CLCSE SHOT - STOKES S GLOVED HAND

It turns a dial. The | NCI NERATOR EXPLODES with a raging
fire. W WDE QUT, revealing that the furnace roomis huge.
There are several FURNACES lined in a row, but only one is
seemngly alive--like a beast, a dragon. He | ooks at the
corpse one last tine. Her right hand is poking out through
t he wrap.

CUT TO
St okes opens the furnace door.
CUT TO

He has the body slung over his shoulder. He feeds the
corpse to the dragon..

MARI E (CONT' D, V.O.)

There, you’ Il place the package into an
incinerator. It will reduce the problemto
remai ns which would not fill an extra |arge

popcorn tub
.and watches it be chewed by fl ames.

MARI E (CONT' D, V.O
Ashes to ashes, dust to dust, M. Stokes.
We're but doing the Lord s work for H m

He cl oses the door, wal ks to a corner, slouches down and
cries like a child.

| NT. THE COVFY I NN. PAM S ROOM - EARLY MORNI NG WEDNESDAY
Deanna ENTERS, dressed hurriedly in jeans and a tee. Bryan
is sitting on her bed, on a towel, stripped of his tie,

JACKET and SHI RT. Pam wal ks to greet her at the door.

PAM
Heh, sorry to wake you. This is Brian



Her nandez- -

BRYAN
(correcting her)
Bry-an.
PAM

Ri ght. M. Hernandez has sone information
whi ch may prove very useful to us.

Untrustful, Deanna shakes hi s hand.

BRYAN
Let me start off by saying |’ve never
killed no one.

Deanna fol ds her arns.

DEANNA
Nice to know. But |’ m guessing you re not
wasting our time by saying you don’t know
who killed that girl.

BRYAN
Let me also start off by saying | can’t
tell you.

DEANNA

Ww, for an informant, you re not very
I nformati ve.
(heads for the door)
When you're ready to talk, 1’1l be in ny
room watching Craig Kilborn.

BRYAN
(to Deanna)
I’mnot here to cooperate--1"mhere for an
i ronclad ali bi!

This catches her attention. She stops noving and turns back
to him

BRYAN ( CONT’ D)
What | can tell you is that as we're
speaki ng- - between the tine |I’ve |left hone,
driving and wal ki ng around town, to the
present--the girl’s body has inexplicably



di sappeared fromthe norgue. And as |’ ve

| earned fromny uncle, a |lawer--you’ |

find many lawers in this town for a
reason, by the way--if there are no

remai ns, there was practically no nurder--
obvi ously, people are convicted all the
time without a body--but in the abscense of
one hurts a nurder case. Corpus delicti
really helps in a nurder trial

PAM
That, and the coroner “losing” Samantha’'s
body woul d open the door for clains of
massi ve M E. inconpetence and sl oppy
evi dence gathering. Let’s face it--it’s
happened before to the LAPD.

Deanna ignores this | ast coment--she, unlike Pam was a
cop during the OJ. trial.

DEANNA
Do you know Marie Valette?
BRYAN
| can't--
DEANNA

(interrupting)
Yeah, | can't tell you. Wiy is it that no
one in your school seens to know a damm
t hi ng about your val edi ctori an?

BRYAN
Maybe she doesn’t want to be known. (beat)
|"ve said too nuch

DEANNA
One nore question.

Deanna ki cks the bul ge, and the revol ver drops to the
car pet .

DEANNA ( CONT' D)
What the fuck is that?

BRYAN
(def ensivel y)



This is a dangerous town. | may have been
fol | oned.

(sniffles)
I"’mpretty sure | wasn’t foll owed.

PAM
W needn’t even get into how many | aws
you’ re breaking, carrying around a weapon.

He picks the gun back up.

BRYAN
(unapol ogeti cly)
And | needn’'t even renmnd you that I'’mthe
only student in town who has been hel pful.

He stands up.

PAM
(bl uffing)
No--no, you aren’t the only one.

Bryan's interested. So is Deanna.

PAM ( CONT’ D)
In fact, a classmate of yours--Sullivan
St okes--told us our suspect wll be
graduati ng onstage tonorrow.

Pam pi cks up the shirt and jacket by the |apel--noticing
the small hole where his pin would have once went thru--and
hands it back to him He slides them both on. He shrugs.

BRYAN
Real | y?
PAM
Certainly.
BRYAN
Hm Well 1’11 be seeing you there.

He EXITS the room wal king back into the rain.

DEANNA
That was good.



PAM
Did you notice the hole in his |apel--

there was a large hole in his | apel Iike
wher e sonet hi ng had been stuck through many
times. (beat) Ms. Carter, | think it would

be prudent if we put aside any personal
feelings we may have--for the remainder of
this investigation.

DEANNA
| agree.
PAM
But | still think we’ve approached this the

wrong way: W’ ve been focusing on the who
instead of the why. If let’s say that

you' re right and there exists a certain
nmet hodi cal nature to these crinmes and the
perpetrator is conpelled to flirt with
bei ng caught, then we would surely be
searching for an extrene egomani ac whose
capacity for violence and need to be the
center of attention Il make him act out
during the graduation cerenony. It’'Il be
the perfect time; for a nonent, his

del usi ons of grandeur w |l be confirned--
he’ Il be the center of the entire universe.

I NT. STOKES S LOFT. LIVING ROOM - NOON. WEDNESDAY
The roomis dark. Still fully clothed fromhis m ssion,

he’ s asl eep on the couch. Suddenly he awakes. He gl ances at
hi s wat ch.

STOKES
(startled)
Shi t!
He | eaps off the couch, and pulls the curtains apart.
Sunlight filters through the window, illum nating the whole
room It’s norning; the stormis over....He hurries into the
bat hroom ...as his answering nachine blinks that he has one

new nessage.

CUT TO



W just see a pair of hands adjusting their GRADUATI ON ROBE.

CUT TO
Then anot her.

CUT TGO
Then anot her.

CUT TO
Then anot her .

CUT TO

Then another. But this tinme after adjusting the robe, a
hand clutching a snmall REVOLVER places it inside a pocket
wi thin the robe.

I NT. THE COVFY | NN. DEANNA' S ROOM - NOON. WVEDNESDAY
Deanna and Pam are dressed as they were in the first scene.
Deanna opens an al um num sensitive EQU PMENT CASE. | nside

are the two wal ki e-tal ki es.

DEANNA
Well, this is the do or die. Last chance.

I NT. STOKES' S LOFT. LIVING ROOM - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY
St okes, dressed in his black suit and robe, ENTERS the
l'iving roomand notices, for the first time, the machi ne.
He presses the “play” button and tine stops--everything
goes silent.

EXT. STOKES' S LOFT - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

As he runs down the street to his car, soneone big shoves
himinto an alley.

EXT. ALLEY - EARLY EVEN NG WEDNESDAY

Stokes lands in a group of GARBAGE CANS. He' s stunned but
fine. Leslie, pissed, ENTERS the alley.

LESLI E



You know, |ast night | was picked up by
the sheriff and held overnight for
sonething I didn't do--as trite as it may
sound, | was set up.

Leslie renoves his switchbl ade and presses the trigger. The
bl ade ext ends.

LESLI E ( CONT’ D)
And | got thinking...
(tapping his forehead with the
tip of the bl ade)
...who' d have a pair |arge enough to set ne
up?

Stokes slowy gets up. Slowy, as not to arouse Leslie from
his ranting. He picks up a TRASHCAN LI D.

LESLI E ( CONT’ D)
And then it occurred to ne: Sullivan-
fuckin’ - Stokes, the town troubl emaker. |
was gonna get a gun, blow you away. But
then | figured that may have been what you
want ed- -

STOKES
(interrupting)
You’ re crazy, nman.

LESLI E
So I'll just cut you right bad. That way,
it’ll be untraceable.

Leslie lunges at himsavagely. Stokes takes the blade in
the lid, but is forced back by the bl ow, alnost against a
wal |l . Leslie slashes at him-left, right. He deflects it
with the lid. Leslie shoves himagainst the wall with his
free hand. Stunned, Stokes drops the lid--he then brings
the knife across his left tenple in a downward sl ash.

St okes jerks his head towards the right just in tinme to
keep damage at mnimum-the gash on his left brow As
Leslie prepares for another strike, Stokes grabs the hoop
around his nose and jerks it out like the pin of a hand
grenade. Leslie grips his badly torn-up nose; his nostrils
liberally spurt blood. Before he has tinme to scream Stokes
clocks him Leslie falls.



I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AMPHI THEATER - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

Wal | ace stands onstage behind the podium presiding over
the cerenony. Behind himsits Marie, Maximlian and severa
ot her decorated MEMBERS of the student body.

WALLACE
Parents, guests, distinguished nenbers of
the faculty and graduati ng cl ass.

WALLACE ( CONT’ D)
Today we allow the fine | adies and gentl enen
that we all so wisely invested our tine in
raising to be freed fromthe shackl es of
uncertainty and change of adol escence unto
the free soil of adulthood....

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AUDI TORIUM THE Al SLES - EARLY
EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

Deanna, scanning the crowd, |ooks |ike she’s going to be
si ck.

DEANNA
(to herself)
Oh brother. ..

I NT. STOKES' S DURANGO - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

St okes races down Main Street in his Durango, pushing 50
nph. The streets are dead--everyone’'s at graduation. Wth
one hand and eye on the wheel and road, he dials with the

ot her hand and eye. But to no avail--the batteries are dead.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MAI N HALLWAY - EARLY EVEN NG WEDNESDAY

The canera slowy ZOOVS I N on the entrance to Monroe
Acadeny--a set of large oak doors with stained gl ass

wi ndows. The two doors swing open. He is still in his
graduation robe. His hair is disheveled. He now has a

| ar ge, sonewhat bl oody gash above his left eyebrow. He runs
down the long hall of |ockers, past a very |arge trophy
case and through anot her set of doors.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AUDI TORI UM - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

Wal | ace still has the podi um



WALLACE
But enough fromne. To say a few words,
may | now i ntroduce our val edictorian, Ms.
Mari e Val ette.

Mari e approaches the podium and the audi ence APPLAUDS.

MARI E
| cannot describe the joy |I feel now,
standing in a roomflooded with so nmuch
gr eat ness.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. COURTYARD - EARLY EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

St okes descends down the stairs into the courtyard. He
dashes across the giant courtyard |ike a sprinter. He goes
t hrough anot her set of doors.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. AMPHI THEATER - EARLY EVEN NG WEDNESDAY

The anphitheater is packed. Bright stage lights are a
little too brilliant. He stands on the upnost |evel.
Sweaty, confused, he scans the stage desperately.

POV - STCKES

The floor lights are blinding. The individual students
onst age cannot be nmade out, they're only sil houettes.
Everyt hi ng becones blurry, then clear; blurry, then clear.
Hi s eyes are having trouble focusing.

BACK TO SCENE
He wi pes tears and sweat out of his eyes.

MARI E ( CONT’ D)
This road has not been easy for all of us.
One young man had to persevere consi derably
harder than the rest of us after the | oss
of his parents. My dear dear friend, Elijah
Davi son.

APPLAUSE. Eli wal ks to the podium They hug. He slowy
wi t hdraws the revolver fromhis robe and places it to
Marie’'s stomach. (Conceal ed fromnearly any vantage point



by the podiumand their robes.) He FIRES--the bullet tears
into her gut.

CLCSE SHOT - MARIE'S FACE

Stunned, horrified, her eyes wi den and a grotesque
expression of pain conmes across her beautiful countance. He
spins around with her dying body in a nacabre dance of

deat h.

ELI
(whi spering into her ear)
W're in the light now, Luv. W re in the
l'i ght.

BACK TO SCENE

PAM
No!

She rushes onst age.
CUT TO

St okes throws hinsel f atop Deanna, grabbing her hands and
forcing her to point the gun away fromhim The two | and
with a heavy THUD on the stairs. They continue to struggle
for the weapon. Anot her GQUNSHOT conmes fromthe stage, and
t hey st op.

CUT TO

Eli has shot her a second tinme. Satisfied that she's dead,
he lets her body drop and tosses the gun into the audi ence;
and pl aces his hands up, as Pam now has her gun trained on
him The crowd goes crazy.

DI SSCLVE TO
EXT. MONROE ACADEMY - DUSK. WEDNESDAY

A NEWSCOPTER passes | ow overhead. The entire mal e student
body--still dressed in their robes, and a fewin their
caps--are lined up in several rows. Sone of the students
have stepped forward, singled out as Stokes wal ks down the
rows with Pam Deanna and several DEPUTIES behind him A
TELEVI SI ON REPORTER is in the foreground, broadcasting.



TELEVI SI ON REPORTER
After alnost three day, the search for the
PCH kil ler has cone to a bizarre and
vi ol ent concl usion. ..

CUT TO

Cccasionally Stokes points to one of the students, and he
automatically steps forward. He finally gets to Terrance--
who | ooks at himnastily--and, gleeful, he points himout.

STOKES
Thi s one.

They all resune wal ki ng. Deanna’s tone toward Stokes is now
noticeably friendlier--or at |east |ess antagonistic.

DEANNA
(friendly)
M. Stokes, we hope that you'll stay in
town for the next couple weeks; we still
have sone things we'd |ike to clear up

Col |l een wal ks to him They put an arm around each ot her.
Toget her, they walk like this.

STCKES
| thought ny deposition could be taken
anywher e.

DEANNA

It can, but to satisfy my own curiosity....

They all stop; he doesn’t even consider what she’ s asking.

STCKES
No.
He and Col | een wal k away, still holding on to each other
dearly.
PAM
Ms. Carter, | knowthis isn't the tinme, but

al nrost half of the people he has pointed out
were on ny |ist of suspects based on their



psychol ogi cal and crim nal histories.

DEANNA
You're right. This isn't the tine.

W PAN OVER to Wall ace, by an opened rear door of his
Li ncol n Towncar, being swarned by REPORTERS.

WALLACE
| aminmensely saddened by the | oss of M.
Val ette; she had trenendous potential to
change the world--for the better.

REPORTER #1
(calling over the others)
M. Wl lace, do have any idea how many
students were involved in her nurder?

WALLACE
One, of course. A very enotionally
di sturbed young man--possibly an ex-
boyfriend, in fact.

REPORTER #1
(calling over the others)
And what about Samant ha Lane?

VWALLACE
(feigning ignorance)
VWho?

The other reporters cool down, realizing what is said next
will be beneficial for all their stories. Reporter #1
doesn’t have to yell as |oud anynore.

REPORTER #1
(undet erred)
How many students do you think were invol ved
I n Samant ha Lane’ s rape and nurder?

WALLACE
(feigning outrage)
It is a disgrace--two young wonen are dead
this week; to trivialize their famlies’
| oses with such ridicul ous, farfetched
conspi racy theories--



REPORTER #2
(interrupting, cynically)
Ri ght now. ..

WALLACE
(pi ssed)
No comment !

He gets into the rear of the car and bitterly SLAMS t he
door. And the driver drives off.

DI SSCLVE TO

I NT. SEACREST SHERI FF' S OFFI CE. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM -
EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE
Eddie is tired at this point.

DEANNA
Did you kill Samantha Lane?

No response.

ASSI STANT D. A. SPI TZER
Were you a part of, or were you privy to, a
conspiracy to cover up the nurder of
Samant ha Lane?

No response. Deanna has an idea.

DEANNA
Eddi e, which one of themraped your sister?

He seeths for a nonment.

EDDI E
(losing it)
I want ny lawyer!!! | don't need to answer
anyt hi ng--the questioning nust stop until
ny | awer cones!!!

CUT TO

Chen is sitting at the interrogati on where his buddy sat a



little while ago.

CHEN
Marie offered us--with the G oup--an escape
fromthe nundanity of our |ives.

DEANNA
Mundani ty? You rich sonsof bitches?

CUT TO
Bryan, sitting.
BRYAN

Everyday--day and ni ght, day and ni ght--the
routi nes, the expectations.

CUT TO
Terrance, sitting.
TERRANCE
It got old.
CUT TO
CHEN
Ms. Carter, do you know that feeling you
get when you’re honme al one? (beat) My
hone’s five tinmes bigger
CUT TO
Louis, cocky as usual, is sitting at the table. He renoves

a CIGAR from his jacket pocket. He places it in his nouth,
preparing to light it. Pamis hand seizes it and drops it
into the water pitcher

PAM
No snoki ng.

LQU S
(ticked)
That was a Cuban.



PAM
Those are illegal.

LOUI S
(ticked)
Not worried about that now, thank you.
(renovi ng anot her cigar)
Have you ever arrested soneone as rich as
me?

Louis stretchs. He's in no hurry.

LOU' S (CONT' D)
"1l be out in an hour.

CUT TO
Eli, who's obviously in it the deepest, is oddly at ease.
He wants to talKk.
ELI
None of us found the Group. It found us.
CUT TO
ASSI STANT D. A. SPITZER (O S.)
Way’' d you join?
TERRANCE
Wiy do sone people go to church?
CUT TO
BRYAN
To build connections, to encourage unity,
net wor ki ng, teamworking--1t’s not about
God- -why do so many peopl e have to insert
God into it?
CUT TO

CHEN
Fact is, you could build the greatest
fuckin’ cathedral in the world for ‘im
that doesn’'t nean he’'ll grace you with H's
presence. The group was right here, right
in front of us--how could we have been



expected not to join?

CUT TO
Max is a ness. The cocky air he had on and wore so well is
gone. He's been clean for a year, but |ooks crappy.
MAXI M LI AN
(bl ubberi ng)
| don’t know...
CUT TO
ELI
| was invited to join a year ago,
i medi ately after | lost ny parents. |

imagine it was like that for all of them-
bad breakups; recovering fromdrug, al cohol
or ganbling addictions--that’s when you’'d
be invited to join, when you're trying to
rebuild your life and relationships. Marie
didn’t have to break any of us down because
we were al reay broken. W were broken

peopl e--all of us. Sone nore than others.
VW were allowed to do whatever we wanted
because we existed bel ow normal society.

PAM
Robespi erre?
ELI
Char | es Manson
DEANNA
O all the guys, why did you kill Marie?
ELI
Does it matter?
DEANNA
Call it a professional curiosity. Wiy’ d you

do it?
FLASHBACK

I NT. LIMO PASSENGERS SECTION - PROM NI GHT



Empty(?) In the near darkness, we hear suggestive MOAN NG
Then:

MARI E (O.S.)
kay, that’s enough.

She rises. (She was lying down.) She’s nude, and we CATCH
her back by way of the little light present. There's a

gi ant Anarchi st TATTOO--an “A” inscribed within an all -
enconpassing circle--on her left shoulder flank. As the
camera SPINS AROCUND, she puts on her bra--when we are
finally | ooking at her fromthe front, she has fastened it.
She’ s | ooki ng down at sonmeone. She’s kneeling over soneone.
It’s Eli. Shirtless, he’s out of breath.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
An hour ‘til showti ne.

She pulls up her slinky prom dress.

ELI
(short of breath)
We have plenty of tine--1 nean, that is not
to say it would be that quick...

He exhal es deeply.

MARI E
Not here, Luv. | want to do this in the
light;...
(pl aces the mask over her head)
...you com ng?

ELI
|'"d better not. | think I'll sit this one
out .

MARI E

Have it your way.
END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

Eli spends a nonment BREATHING in and out slowy and quite
| oudl y.

ELI



| entered the Group with high ideal s--just
i ke many of the others. (beat) But of al
of us, | held mne nost steadfast--felt |
was hol di ng onto. W were to nmake a better
wor | d--together, the Goup wanted to nake a
better world--even if it was within the
confi nes of each other. Yesterday before
the cerenony, | went to Marie's to tell her
| made up nmy mind and was going to Oxford
with her. (beat) I had ny own key, so she
didn’t have to ring nme in--she didn't know
| cane. ..

FLASHBACK
I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Eli, although he has been there scores of tinme, ENTERS
cautiously. Steamis wafting in through an ajar door.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q.)
.1 went up to her bedroom She was in the
bat hroom showering. | went in--hey,
nothing there that |I’d never seen before;...

He ENTERS t he bat hr oom
| NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E' S BATHROOM - MORNI NG. TUESDAY

El i passes through the white fog which al nost consunes him
H s eyes water fromthe humdity. He finally sees Marie
showering in an opul ent open air shower--no walls or
partisans. Her back is turned to him so the Anarchi st
tattoo is even nore promnent than before. Water flows down
the crevices of her magnificent body. He stands in awe as
If he was wtnessing a mracle. She finally turns to him
and sm | es.

ELI (CONT' D, V.Q)
.1 was w ong.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE
ASSI STANT D. A. SPI TZER

(interrupting, nockingly)
Ah, never had the talk with your father?



ELI
M. Spitzer, of all the ancient religions
of the world--Geek, Roman, Egyptian--a
common thread is that to bear witness to
the true formof a god is to expect death
or insanity. For the first time--ever--|
saw her for what she was--what Stokes tried
to tell ne she was.

FLASHBACK
I NT. VALETTE MANOR MARI E'S BATHROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

She wal ks to himw th a come hither but icy stare. El
| ooks al nost scared.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)
Me seeing her in her true formlike this--
away from the darkness--aroused her, ...

She gives hima | ong, passionate kiss; they all but nelt
into the floor.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q.)
...and we- -

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

DEANNA
(interrupting)
We--don’t need you to draw us a picture,
t hanks.

FLASHBACK
I NT. VALETTE MANCR MARI E'S BATHROOM

They’ re lying on the bathroomfloor, together, their nude
bodi es covered with his clothing. Marie's satisfied. Her
needs just net, she has dozed right off. Eli’s holding her,
di sturbed and w de awake.

ELI (V.Q)
Afterwards, | had an epiphany. |1’'d al ways
consi dered nyself a nan who wal ked al ong
the straight and righteous path. But when



we were together--1 nean, physically
together--it was like | felt her evil pass
into me. She had conpl eted her assignnent.
She had made us, spiritually, into one. For
that she had to die.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI ( CONT’ D)
And that’s it. (beat) Now if you excuse
ne, ...
(beginning to break down)
...1"ve just killed ny best friend.

He genuinely and sincerely weeps. No nore questions. Deanna
and Pam | eave the room

I NT. SEACREST SHERI FF' S STATI ON. HALLWAY - EVEN NG
VIEDNESDAY

They wal k down the hall

PAM

The state won’'t be able to do nuch.

Toget her these 20 or so nmen have famly
fortunes of at |east $50 billion. Can you
I mage what the D.A. will be up against?
Only Bryan, Eddie and Eli will be charged
wWith nmurder. The rest will probably just
have to pick up garbage along I-5.

DEANNA
(sarcastically)
God willing. (beat) Wat do you think of
Eli? Insanity plea?

PAM
Vel |, he’s obviously delusional. Untreated
depression after his parents’ deaths
coupled with an inferiority conpl ex.

DEANNA
O maybe he actually believed in sonething.
Are you gonna wite excuses for all of ‘enf
‘Cus, that’s what their |awers wll be
doi ng.



PAM
You know you’'re a bitch as a partner?

DEANNA
Yeah. But ‘Il enjoy working with you in
the future.

I NT. SEACREST SHERI FF' S OFFI CE. | NTERROGATI ON ROOM -
MORNI NG THURSDAY

Looking like hell, Eli once again sits at the interrogation
table. He's shackled and still in the suit he graduated in
(though, obviously, it’s winkled and the tie is history).
The heavy door opens. Stokes ENTERS. He is now wel| rested.
The door SHUTS behind him They are alone. Wary, he sits
across fromEli.

ELI
(friendly as usual)
How s Col | een?

STOKES
You wanted to see ne?

ELI
Yeah. | stayed up half the night trying to
ascertain how all this really happened.

STOKES
You do have bi gger problens...
ELI
Still. The group always had fissures--a

group of anarchists? It was nerely a matter
of tinme. And yet it wasn't ‘til you were
brought in did we cone apart. Listen,

pl ease, and tell me when | get off track.

Stokes listens half-heartedly, as if to anmuse him

ELI (CONT' D)
Intrigued or bothered by the contents of
our letter, you went straight hone--1 know

this because you only ride your notorcycle
to school; Colleen feels they' re too
dangerous. . .



Eli stops and smiles in retrospect of the past coupl e days.

ELI (CONT' D)
...and then you arrived at Marie' s in your
Dur ango.
NOTE: | NTERCUT SEQUENCE
FLASHBACK
EXT. VALETTE MANOR DRI VEWAY - EARLY EVENI NG. MONDAY
St okes pushes Eli against his Durango.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI ( CONT’ D)
But first--first you wote a letter.

FLASHBACK
INT. STOKES' S LOFT - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY
Stokes sits at his desk, witing a LETTER .
CUT TO
...he seals it in an ENVELOPE and turns it over.
ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)
Making a small note that it should only be
opened in the event sonmething were to

happen to you.

Stokes wites this nessage on the lower right side of the
rear.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI ( CONT’ D)
You then certified nmailed it to sonmeone you
t rust ed.

Eli produces the certified letter froma jacket pocket (it
was close to his heart). He places it on the table by
St okes.



ELI ( CONT’ D)
| appreciate that you trusted ne that mnuch.

STOKES
(picking up the intact letter)
That was a m st ake.

ELI
Still--

STCKES
(interrupting)
It hasn’t been opened.

ELI
You trusted ne that nuch. (beat) The nonent
you wal ked into Marie's room..

FLASHBACK
| NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - EARLY EVEN NG. MONDAY
ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)
...you knew she was going to ask you to do
sonething you didn't want to do. So you
begi n taki ng notes on everyone.

St okes | ooks around at the G oup.

ELI (CONT'D, V.0O.)

There’s nore: | bet you al so recogni zed her
fromsone past conflict, I’mnot sure
wher e.

I NT. BALLROOM - LATE EVENI NG PROM NI GHT

Death takes the wand and uses the skull tip to nudge his
hand. He, realizing he shouldn’t have grabbed her, rel eases
her arm She smles slyly.

DEATH
Pardon ne for trying to be inpressive--..

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY



MARI E

(smles)
...pardon nme for trying to sound
i mpressive. .
CUT TO
Three words:
STOKES
| know you.

I NT. VALETTE MANOR. MARI E'S BEDROOM - EARLY EVENI NG MONDAY

ELI (V.Q)
You then took a bum swi ng at Terrance..

St okes delivers the poorly executed blow to Terrance’'s
chest. Incensed, Terrance grabs himby the | apels and
brings himup to his level. It’s ass-kicking tine.

ELI (CONT'D, V.O.)
...when his and everyone’s attention was
di verted, you used sleight of hand to stea
sone personal affect fromhim-his wallet
or pager--...

He reaches down to the area previously OFF SCREEN. He
softly renmoves Terrance’s PAGER from his BELT and conceal s
it in his shirt sleeve--all with one hand.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)

...sonet hi ng which woul d have been easily
traced back to him..

CUT TO
Terrance drops himback into his chair.

TERRANCE
Cocky little fuck.

I NT. DUVALL MANOR - MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes’ s gl oved hand punches through the gl ass pane--
SHATTER. He reaches in and unl ocks the door. He ENTERS.

ELI (CONT'D, V.0O.)



Breaking into Eddie’ s hone,...
He nonchal antly drops the pager. It falls to the floor.

ELI (CONT' D, V.Q)
...you planted it there.

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. HALLWAY - MORNI NG WEDNESDAY

As he standsby, not expecting anything, two DEPUTIES open
Leslie’s locker and pull out a BRICK OF COKE. \Wallace is
supervi sing, self-righteous as al ways.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q.)
Early Wednesday norning, a kilo of cocai ne
was found in Leslie’ s |locker after an
anonynous tip on the school’s hotline.

LESLI E
(startled)
| don’t know how t hat got there!

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI
Now everyone knows Eddi e does the nose
candy--what with all the--..
(sniffles |oudly)
...and Leslie sincerely doesn't.

FLASHBACK

DEPUTY #1
Maybe you should just cone with us.

He grabs Leslie by the forearm

LESLI E
(protesting)
But | don’t even know how that got therel!

WALLACE
M. Bennington, we don’t tolerate this at
our school or town--not this close to
graduati on, not ever!

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE



STOKES

(hostile)
Then how did it get in his | ocker?
ELI
Sonmeone who knew how to pick a | ock had put
it there.
STOKES

Wait. If you guys weren't allowed to talk
to each other--
ELI
(interrupting)
| play tennis, Sullivan.

FLASHBACK

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. MEN S LOCKERROOM - EARLY EVEN NG
TUESDAY

A pi ssed Eddi e has Terrance down on the floor, threatening
himw th the gun. W PAN OVER across a row of | ockers;
there’s Eli listening attentively, dressed for tennis with
RACKET.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI ( CONT’ D)
While you were in Eddie’s room you trashed
it, making it appear the work of a
desperate druggie | ooking for a fix. But
the real intention was not drugs, it was to
hi de a surveill ance device.

FLASHBACK
I NT. DUVALL MANOR. EDDI E'S ROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

St okes plants the canera that will catch the Rosal i ne-Eddie
dal li ance on tape.

EXT. MONROE ACADEMY. STUDENT PARKI NG LOT - NI GHT
There are only two vehicles left in the parking |ot:

Stokes’s notorcycle and Rosaline’s Mata. The Mata’s
w ndows are steaned and there are very | oud MOANS com ng



fromit. Stokes, being consuned with curiosity, walks to
the Mata. Trying to be funny, he stands there for a

second. Then there's silence. A windowrolls down and
Rosaline’s pissed face is seen; Eddie stays |ow and
unsuccessfully tries to hide fromview in the ultra-conpact.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)
| don’t know how you knew Rosal i ne and
Eddi e were nessing around, ..

ROSALI NE
(pi ssed)
Alittle privacy.

STOKES
That’'s what | was t hinking.

St okes wal ks away.

ELI (V.Q)
... but you knew enough.

I NT. DUVALL MANOR. EDDI E'S ROOM - MORNI NG TUESDAY

Everything is scattered around. Stokes is at Eddie's
comput er, typing.

ELI (CONT'D, V.O)
VWhile in his room you sent Bryan an e-nail
as Eddi e.

STCKES
(writing, thinking al oud)
| amsick and tired of this goddam secrecy
shit. If sonething happens, the others
won’t be blanmed--we will!!!

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI
What ever you wote, you made Bryan very
nervous. Nervous enough to go turncoat on
the rest of us--1 deduced this from
outside of first-hand sources, so excuse ne
if I got anything drastically wong in the
details’ departnent. After that, the bottom



just fell out by itself;...
FLASHBACK
I NT. STOKES' S LOFT - LATE EVENI NG MONDAY
St okes places Marie's letter into a Zl PLOC BAG
CUT TO

He renoves his shirt. Taped to his chest: a smal
M CROPHONE--with a WRE that | eads to a hidden tape
recorder, obviously.

INT. THE STEEL M LL - EARLY MORNI NG WEDNESDAY

St okes sees the exposed right hand. He takes it up and
positions the mddle finger between the bl ades of a pair of
PRUNI NG SHEARERS he has brought with him

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q.)
.all the while..

He cuts it off, making a disgusting SQU SHY SOUND.
I NT. STOKES' S LOFT - EARLY MORNI NG WEDNESDAY

He pl aces the severed FINGER, sealed in a ZI PLOC BAG into
a BROMN PAPER PACKAGE with the other evidence--the AUD O
TAPES, the letter.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q)
...collecting evidence against us....

I NT. THE COZY | NN. FRONT OFFI CE - EVENI NG WEDNESDAY

Tired, Deanna ENTERS the office. The DESK CLERK is “busy”
wat ching a small TELEVI SION. He notices her for the first
tinme.

DESK CLERK
(not taking his eyes off the set)
Oh, Ms. Carter. | forgot to give you this
before you left.

He notions vaguely to the package. She opens it right
there. Inside: the evidence against Marie, et al.



I NT. STOKES' S LOFT. LIVING ROOM - NOON. WEDNESDAY

St okes, dressed in his suit and robe, ENTERS fromthe
bat hroom He notices for the first tinme the blinking
machi ne. He presses the “play” button.

ELI (CONT'D, V.Q.)

But just |ike Marie, you underesti nmated
me--that was certainly one thing that you
had i n conmon.

(over the machine, calnly)
Hey Sully, 1’ve been thinking about what
we tal ked about; | don’t think you re going
to have to worry about Marie anynore.

St okes processes this for a nonent. Then he realizes
exactly what Eli just told him He rushes out of the loft.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

ELI (CONT' D)
| don’t understand why you did all this.
You did the job, we would have kept our
part of the bargain--you and Col | een woul d
have went off to college together, |ived
happily ever after.

STCKES
So | got ny revenge on her.

ELI
No, it wasn’t that. (beat) You knew about
us long before | ast Monday; you knew we had
sonething to do with Lane fromthe nonent
you found out there was a police presence
in Seacrest. |I’mguessing the D.A is now
granting you an incredi bly sweet deal for
your assistance in our prosecution; that's
what you wanted all the tine--a clean
record. Marie gave you a chance to change
your |ife, and you screwed her.

STOKES
The way | hear it, you screwed her.

ELI



Seriously. Don’t fuck with ne.

STOKES
“History is witten by the victor,” Elijah.
No one will ever believe--
ELI

(interrupting)
| was never planning on telling anyone.
There’s just one thing: The two detectives
were the wildcards in your planning. How
did you keep track of themso well?

FLASHBACK

I NT. MONRCE ACADEMY. WALLACE' S OFFI CE - EARLY EVEN NG
MONDAY

Pam pl aces her business card on Wal |l ace’ s desk right next
to Deanna’s.

END FLASHBACK - BACK TO SCENE

STCOKES
Wallace is ny uncle--he’s married to ny
nother’s sister. How el se did you think
was able to remain in Monroe after all the
crap | used to pull?

Eli nods. It now all nmakes sense.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
Look, is there anything you need? Anyone |
could call?

ELI
No. It’s all been taken care of. Actually,
["’mworried about you. The group was a
m crocosm of a much | arger universe. Marie
had contacts with people outside of this
pissant little town--contacts even | don’t
know about. Surely you realize this?

Now St okes is genuinely nervous. Eli sees the sincere worry.

ELI ( CONT' D)
(smles)



You didn't.

St okes stands up quickly. He EXITS the room |eaving Eli..
al one.

I NT. SEACREST SHERI FF' S STATI ON. HOLDI NG ROOM - MORNI NG
FRI DAY

As sunlight filters through the bars, Spitzer ENTERS,
foll owed by deputy #1.

ASSI STANT D. A. SPI TZER
Wake up, Sleeping Beauty. Tine for extra--

He stops dead in his tracks.

ASSI STANT D. A. SPI TZER ( CONT’ D)
Shit--we shoul d have placed himon suicide
wat ch.

In his cell is the shadow of a young man who has j ust
hanged hi nsel f. The canera PANS into the cell. On a PAD,
scrawl ed in a neat hand: “Wen you stare |ong enough into
the abyss, eventually it stares back.”

FLASHBACK
I NT. STOKES' S LOFT - NOON. THURSDAY

Col | een i s packi ng quickly--unselectively throw ng articles
of clothing into a SU TCASE, nore |ike it. Soneone TURNS

t he deadbolt on the door. She freezes but first nanages to
shut the case. The door swi ngs open. It’s Stokes. She
breaths a sigh of relief.

STCOKES
Got all your stuff?

He rushes and takes her hand, totally bl ocki ng out
everyt hing--including her. they rush out so quickly, she
al nost forgets her bag.

COLLEEN
Yeah.

STOKES
(hurriedly)



Good, good, we’'ll send for the rest.
EXT. A LONE STRETCH OF H GHWAY SOVEVWHERE - DUSK. THURSDAY
St okes’ s Durango speeds down the deserted road.
I NT. STOKES' S DURANGO - DUSK. THURSDAY

Col | een | ooks worried, very tired. Stokes is concentrating
on the road. They’ ve obviously not spoken in awhile.

STOKES ( CONT’ D)
l’msorry | got you into this.

COLLEEN
We all choose our own destiny; |I'mglad
mne is wth yours.
EXT. A LONE STRETCH OF H GHWAY SOVEWHERE - DUSK. THURSDAY

As the sun sets, they head into an uncertain future,
t oget her.

FADE TO BLACK

THE END






