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TEASER

| NT. SHOPPI NG MALL - DAY
Bl ack Fri day.

A | arge nechani cal snowran wat ches as SHOPPERS carry bags of
shit they don’t need, don’t want and, overpay for.

A m ddl e aged, SKEEVY MAN, greasy, |ong-haired, sucks on a
candy cane, pretends to study a new 2018 Subaru | nprezza.

Fromunder his dirty baseball cap his sharp eyes shift to a
"pay- by-the-day" SANTA ushering a YOUNG G RL (6) off his

| ap, hands her a wrapped candy cane as a parting gift.

He | ooks at his cheap Tinmex: "9:45"

The scummy dude wat ches as she stops, head down, westling
to open the cellophane directly in front of the snowman.

He CRUNCHES hi s candy cane, swall ows, dashes towards her.
SKEEVY MAN
(nervously)
Hey, darlin, let me help you.

He snatches the treat fromthe smling girl, quickly unw aps
the plastic, all while watching the nechani cal snowran.

ANGRY MOM ( OS)
Kaitlyn! Get away fromhim

A white puffy coated armroughly appears around the girl’s
shoul der. The child | ooks up to see her pissed off MOM (30).

ANGRY MOM
You know better than that!

Skeevy’s fl ustered.

ANGRY MOM ( CONT. )
Pervert!

Mom hurriedly shuffles her daughter into the throng.
Agai n, he | ooks at his watch: "9:46".
He turns, runs as if the devil hinself is chasing himacross

the crowded aisle, slides across the top of the display
Subaru. Ducks down, plugs his ears with greasy fingers.



BOOM Chaos. Screans. Snoke.
The snowman, TOTALLY OBLI TERATED, sparks and FlI ZZLES.

He opens his eyes. A bl oody WH TE PUFFY COATED DETACHED ARM
rests in front of him

END OF TEASER

TI TLE SEQUENCE

A nont age of Col unbine, 9/11, Sandy Hook, the Boston
Mar at hon Bonbing, interjected with "EYEW TNESS" interviews.

Opening credits end with flashes of TALKI NG HEAD NEWS
ANCHORS, pulling back to reveal a television in a conmon
American famly living room

MOM DAD, SON & DAUGHTER--a noderni zed version of the
typical famly, each nenber indistinguishable.

Dad buried in his Kindle, Momon her i Pad, Son on a
portabl e video gane, Daughter on her cell. The tel evision
sits spouting WH TE NO SE, the unacknow edged oracl e.



ACT ONE
CRI SIS

I NT. BAR - DAY

Sad, depressing PATRONS drinking way too early in the
nor ni ng, watch the breaking news fromthe corner television.

FEMALE REPORTER
(on television)

Shoppers hoping to take advant age
of Bl ack Friday specials at
a Chicago mall, instead, found
t hensel ves centered in the nost
recent incident of the ongoing
donestic terrorism pl ague.

| NT. SUBURBAN LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

A YOUNG BOY, still in his pajamas, watches cartoons on an
enormous 4K tel evision. The channel imredi ately changes to
CNN. He turns to see his FATHER on the sofa, renote in hand.

YOUNG BOY
Dad!

FEMALE REPORTER (O S.)
Wth six confirnmed dead and dozens
of others injured, this tragedy has
not only taken the joy out of the
busi est shoppi ng day of the year,
it’s put the nation on high alert.

| NT. CHEAP APARTMENT - DAY
An open laptop in this shit hole streans the news report.

W TNESS #1
We'd just picked up the last thing
we came for, you know? And then
it’s like..Pow

POUNDI NG on the floor...the horrible KNOCKING only a
"doting" white trash nother with a broom handl e can produce.

ANNOYI NG WOMAN ( OS)
Gonna be | ate again! They don’t pay
you to be sone tardy jagoff!



A shaggy M LLENNI AL wearing a yellow fast food uniformtakes
a hit off a joint, stares bleary eyed at the nonitor.

W TNESS #2
Honestly, | can hardly speak right
now. It was damm | oud. That
coul d’ ve been ne on one of those
stretchers over there.

He takes another hit, puts the roach down on a soda can.

ANNOYI NG WOVAN ( CS)
You better get on down here, boy! |
aint drivin you again!

Eyes still on the nonitor, he attaches a nane tag: "DUNCAN'.

Skeevy appears on screen. In the crowd behind hima male
newspaper reporter, BONE (30's), scribbles on a notepad.

SKEEVY MAN
| was standing across fromthat big
snowran, waiting for nmy wfe,
| ooking at the new cars. | saw him

FEMALE REPORTER
Saw who, sir? Wiat did you see?

He |1 ooks directly in the canera.

SKEEVY MAN
He was dark, maybe in his twenties.
Took somethin’ outta one of those
handl ed shoppi ng bags, you know the
type. It was like a small gray box.
Stuck it right under a snowmran.

The scruffy eyewi tness TWTCHES H S NECK, blinks, continues
to stare into the souls of the Anmerican viewer.

DUNCAN
Fuck ne. ..

FEMALE REPORTER
A young man, possibly Arabic,
pl aced the expl osive?

SKEEVY MAN
Yes, mp’ am About ten seconds | ater
all hell broke | oose.



ANNOYI NG WOMVAN ( OS)
Yinz kids are all the sane! o
ahead and git fired, but don’t
think you’ re gunna be bunmn’ ny
snokes and scratch of fs!

EXT. MALL PARKI NG LOT - DAY

Anongst the WAIL of anbul ances and the | arge show ng of |aw
enforcenent, the female reporter turns back to the canera.

FEMALE REPORTER
It appears a reliable source clains
there is reason to believe the
Ji hadi ans are responsi ble and
taking credit for this bl atant
attack agai nst our country.

The greasy witness blends into the crowd, works his way to
the outskirts. A hand grabs his shoul der.

MALE VO CE (0S)
Sir?

Skeevy stops, turns to find hinself facing Bow e.

NEWSPAPER JOURNALI ST
Pet er Bow e, Chicago Tri bune.

SKEEVY NAN

Uh, look, |I told everything I know.
BOW E

This will just take a mnute,

prom se. | can't imagi ne what--
SKEEVY MAN

Yeah, | have to go.
BOW E

To find your wife?

SKEEVY NMAN
Excuse ne?

Bowi e cocks his head. Something about that last |line is odd.
It’s not the sane voice...a different cadence...

BOW E
You nentioned your wife. WAs she
injured? Is she ok? Where is she?

Skeevy pushes through the crowd | eaving Bow e intrigued.



I NT. CAR - DAY

Speedi ng down the interstate in a |ate nodel, rusted sedan,
Skeevy rips off his FAKE BEARD, pounds the steering wheel.

He tears the ratty baseball cap fromhis head, flings it and
the false straggly wig into the back seat.

VWhat remains is a rather ordinary GORDON SHEPHERD (40),
pi ssed off and angry. He looks in the rear view mrror,
speckl es of very real blood across his cheek.

GORDON
You prom sed! You hearing ne? Fuck!

He | ooks around the car, flips open and cl osed both visors,
opens and sl ans the gl ove box.

GORDON ((CONT. )
| know you hear ne God danm t!

EXT. H GAWAY - DAY

H s car whips in and around traffic. Gordon’s on a m ssion.

EXT. SECLUDED Al RFI ELD - DAY

FITZ (60), skin like leather with a spring in his step,
descends the steps of a small PUDDLE JUMPER PLANE, the only
aircraft on this dilapidated runway.

He shields his eyes, |ooks off in the distance, pulls a
cigarette fromhis pocket, smles as he lights up.

Gordon’s car speeds up a dusty access road. The vehicle
screeches to a stop next to the plane.

FITZ
Yer early.

GORDON
Did you talk to her?

Fitz shakes his head. Hands Gordon a grease

stai ned handkerchief fromhis back pocket, then a
cigarette. CGordon accepts both, w pes the blood splatter
fromhis face.



| NT. PROPELLER PLANE - I N FLIGHT - DAY

Snoki ng, Gordon sits in the passenger seat disgusted. In the
back, behind him a pile of shoppi ng bags and w apped gifts.
Fitz flies the plane over the flat |ands of GChio.

Hol di ng a hand to his headset, the pilot adjusts the mc.

FITZ
(into the mc)
Yep...nope, | would say about as
far away fromfine as you can get.
GORDON
Pat ch ne t hrough!
FITZ
Yes ma’am Over and out.
GORDON
Fitz?
FITZ

You don’t wanna know Gor do. Just
keep doin’ what yer doin’.

Gordon turns to his right, silently | ooks out the w ndow.

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT

AMY SHEPHERD (38), plain yet pretty, a bit "world weary",
enters with an overflow ng plate of Thanksgiving | eftovers.
A brainless reality show, "WN HER HEART", dealing with

| ove, dating and typical bullshit waits for her.

The front door opens revealing Gordon struggling with the
shoppi ng bags | ast seen on the back seat of the airplane.

GORDON
Any, a little hel p?

She places the plate of stuffing and turkey on a bookshel f.

AW
Christ, what the hell took so | ong?

CGordon passes off as many bags to his wife as he can.

GORDON
Seriously? It’s Black Friday.

Any rifles through sone of the bags.



AWY
Did you get it?

GORDON
Can you be nore specific?

AWY
Best Buy. The blu ray set?

This throws Gordon, he seriously has no idea.

GORDON
Uh...Il think so..

She pulls out the conplete series of "My Little Pony". He
westles his way out of his coat. Hangs it in the closet.

GORDON ( CONT. )
Where’ s Penny?

AW
Hi ding in her room

GORDON
| thought she was getting better?

Any shoves the bags into the bottom of the closet.

AW
The Chi cago bonbi ng.

GORDON
Shit. Yeah. Tragic.

She turns, grabs her plate, heads towards the sofa.

AW
She thinks we're all going to die
in some race war or sonething.

CGordon stands, shaned by these coments.
AMY ( CONT.)

Go tell her it’s going to be ok,
wll you? I’mwatching ny show.

| NT. PENNY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Every light in this princess pink, very girly bedroomis on.
Gordon opens the door, peeks in.

PENNY (10), blond, angelic, lays on the fluffy bed, her back
turned to the door, apparently asleep. SILENCE



Gordon fli

He enters,

ps off the light switch

PENNY
(W t hout turning)
Daddy?

sits on the bed, strokes her long hair.

PENNY ( CONT.)
Wiy woul d he et that happen to al
t hose peopl e?

GORDON
It’s fine, baby, it wasn't here.
Chi cago’ s |i ke hundreds, nmaybe even
a thousand mles from here.

Penny turns, faces her father.

PENNY
But why would he |l et that happen?
GORDON
Well...sonetines CGod--

Frustrated, she | eans up on her el bow.

PENNY
Not him Sant a.

Gordon stares into her eyes, struggles for a response.

GORDON
Santa’s busy, especially at this
time of year. And he doesn’'t get
involved in politics ever.

PENNY
That’s it? He's just too busy?

GORDON
We all have our job and, well,
Santa nmakes sure all the good kids
get presents. He’'s not interested
in growmn up stuff. There’s no tine.

PENNY
Daddy...that’ s an easy answer. Like
it’s too short.

GORDON
Baby, whoever tells the | ongest
story is usually not telling the
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GORDON
truth. Honesty isn’t that
conplicated. Do you understand?

She nods, noves over nmaking roomfor her father. He settles
down next to his daughter, closes his eyes, exhausted.

PENNY
Turn the |ight back on, Daddy.
| NT. GORDON & AMY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT
Sporting bedhead and rubbing his eyes, Gordon enters the
bedroom Any w de awake continues her show in this new
room..see how conveni ent THEY neke entertaining us?
He stands next to the screen, waits for her attention.

She ains the renpte, pauses the show.

AMY
What ?

GORDON
Want anyt hing from downstairs?

AMY
No.

Anmy hits play on the renote. The onscreen drivel continues.

| NT. BASEMENT - NI GHT
Shi vering, Gordon blows cigarette snoke out the open w ndow.

Sul I en i mages of the day FLASH through his mnd: the mall
the young girl, the angry nother, the torn off arm..his
daught er sl eeping safe and sound next to him

He crushes the cigarette butt into an old coffee can, seals
it tight with the plastic |lid. Places it safely back init’'s
hi di ng space behi nd the washi ng machi ne.

He pulls the chain hanging fromthe ceiling. DARKNESS.
He pulls it again. ILLUM NATION returns. A spray bottle of

fabric freshener on the dryer. He squirts nore than enough
to mask the stench of snoke. His own form of baptism
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I NT. GORDON & AMY' S BEDROOM - NI GHT

The tel evision extinguished. The only |ight appears froma
charging cel |l phone on Any’ s ni ght st and.

Naked, Gordon pulls back the covers, slithers into bed next
to his "sleeping” wife. Gently, he noves her hair from her
face, kisses her neck. She rolls away from him

AW
(whi speri ng)
Enough. .

GORDON
Anmes?

AWY
Good ni ght .

He stares at his wife. This is nothing new. In the di mess,
his eyes catch a glinmmer from across the room He focuses.

A large cell ophane bag full of CANDY CANES. Sweet red and
whi t e happi ness trapped inside a clear plastic prison sinply
waiting to be devoured...when their tinme cones.

EXT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY - DAY

A brick warehouse in the industrial part of Pittsburgh. The
CLACKI NG of a keyboard.

| NT. GORDON S OFFI CE - DAY

The CLACKI NG continues fromthis cold, uninviting cinder

bl ock room Stacks of cardboard boxes with various UPC

nunbers line the wall haphazardly.

Gordon scans through spreadsheets on his conputer nonitor.
Very apparent RED negative nunbers popul ate every form

He rubs his hands over his face, the figures glare at him
CHUCK PUHALA (68) bursts through the door wearing a | eather
j acket enbroidered with 101st AI RBORNE DI VI SI ON VI ETNAM An
aging, grizzled hippie...but not the peace and | ove ki nd.

CHUCK
Let’s have it.

Gordon doesn’t | ook up unsurprised by the visitor.
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GORDON
Just a few bunps, Chuck.

CHUCK
Bull shit. Not what ny little girl’s
tellin ne.

GORDON
It was Thanksgi vi ng. You know how
Any exaggerates after her third
gl ass of w ne.

Chuck pushes his way past boxes, maneuvers his way behi nd
the desk. Gordon turns, attenpts to block the nonitor.

CHUCK
Get the hell out of the way, boy.

GORDON
Look, just hold on, ok?

On the screen, unseen by both nen, the NUVBERS ON THE
SPREADSHEET RAPI DLY CHANGE. . .

CHUCK
That's your problem Gordon. Al ways
has been. Hold on. I'mtellin’ you

that’ s when shit goes down, when
everyone is hol ding on.

Fucked, Gordon releases the chair to his father-in-I|aw.

Chuck puts on his bifocals. Gordon blinks, twitches his
neck, turns to the wall waiting for the shit storm

CHUCK
Hm .. Ri zzo’' s always | ate, nothing
new t here. .
GORDON
Chuck, let nme expl ain--
CHUCK
Hat haway’ s ki cki ng ass. ..
GORDON

VWhat ?
Gordon turns, | ooks over Chuck shoul der.

The salty veteran | ooks up, stares strai ght ahead.
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CHUCK
Wul d you kindly nmove two the fuck
steps back? Damm’ coffee breath on
my neck’s filling nme with the urge
to strangl e ya.

CGordon obliges. Chuck proceeds with his review of the books.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
Vll fuck nme running...all total
|"mup thirty-two grand this year.

The nmonitor shows a POSI TI VE BLACK NUVBER
Shocked Gordon | eans in again, inspects the figures.

Chuck renmoves his gl asses, places his hands on the desk,
wheel s back the chair into Gordon’s shins, stands.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
Think 1" minpressed?

Gordon, flunmoxed, attenpts to speak.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
| ain"t. Wien | was running this
place I hit fifty grand every
gquarter. Gave Paula, Lord rest her
soul, and our little girl
everything they ever want ed.

GORDON
Chuck, | know- -

CHUCK
Don't give nme that shit about the
econony, the recession, the dam
Arabs killing custonmer confidence.

Chuck stares eye to eye, chest to chest with his son-in-Iaw.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
A man doesn’t nake excuses. He just
makes it happen.

Uncer enoni ously he pushes his way past Gordon.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
Tell that gran baby her Pap | oves
her. For Christ’s sake clean this
pl ace up. And you stink to high
heaven of snoke. She finds out
she’ s gonna put your nuts in a jar.
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Gordon settles into the seat. Chuck stops in the doorway.

CHUCK ( CONT.)
Payroll’s down. Keep it that way.
No bonuses either, but keep the
fellas pacified.

I NT. AMY’ S CAR - DAY

Nur si ng scrubs visible beneath her unzi pped coat, Amy drives
t hrough congested city traffic, speaks on her blue tooth.

AMY
No, Nancy, no. | can’t.

NANCY (OS)
Sorry, hun, but with Mercy doing
home health too we can’'t pass up
new patients.

AW
|”ve still got to get over and
cl ean out Debbie’s wound vac- -

Any takes a sharp right turn, cuts off an SUV, receives a
HONK for her trouble. She flips off the driver.

AMY
Get over it!

NANCY ( OS)
Any?

AMY

Sorry, not you.

NANCY ( OS)
Ready for the address?

AWY
| take this adm ssion that neans
" m not honme to cook dinner. Gordon
orders pizza. He orders pizza,
Penny gets fat. In ten years |
bl ame nmy husband for Penny bei ng
si ngl e because her dad pronoted
chi | dhood obesity. | end up
stabbing himin the eye with a
fork. There’s no way around it.
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NANCY (OS)
It’s just a quick intake. You won’'t
even be there ten m nutes.

| NT. CATHCLI C CHURCH - DAY

Gordon enters the beautiful cathedral. The side of the altar
decorated with candy canes and a |large Christmas Tree.

A PRETTY NUN (40'S) enters fromthe side vestibule. They
make eye contact. He shifts his gaze to the confessional
door. She shakes her head "no". He nods his "yes".

| NT. CONFESSI ONAL - DAY

DARKNESS. Gordon sits inpatiently. The SOUND of the
adj oi ni ng door opening and cl osi ng.

The partition slides open.

PRETTY NUN
| can get in a lot of trouble.

GORDON
| just...need to talk. Please?

PRETTY NUN
Confess to Father Kinder, not ne.

GORDON
| can’t. You're the only one that
knows any of this.

PRETTY NUN
VWhat about dad?

GORDON
He knew sone.

PRETTY NUN
There' s nore?

No response.

PRETTY NUN ( CONT.)
Gor don?

GORDON
Chi cago.
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PRETTY NUN
You were part of that?

He hangs hi s head.

PRETTY NUN ( CONT.)
You have to stop!

GORDON
They’ ve threatened Penny and Any.

PRETTY NUN
| love you, you know that, but
there has to be a way out.

GORDON
There’s not, Maggi e.

Qur Pretty Nun has a nane...Muggie.

MAGA E
Tell me what | can do?

GORDON
Not hi ng. They probably know |’ m
sitting in this confessional right
now. They know everything. Al ways.

MAGA E

You have to stop this killing--
GORDON

|’ mnot killing anyone!

Maggi e pulls away fromthe partition

GORDON ( CONT. )
|’ m sorry.

MAGA E
Don't tell ne. Tell God.

She stands. The SOUND of the confessional door opening, then
SLAMM NG SHUT.
| NT. SCHOOL CAFETERI A - DAY

Penny sits at the far end of the table, alone, watching the
POPULAR G RLS gossip and cavort over pizza and appl esauce.

From her book bag she retrieves THE BAG OF CANDY CANES seen
earlier on Any’s dresser. She struggles to open the package.
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Pul ling too hard, they SCATTER across the table resulting in
CHUCKLES from her fell ow students.

PENNY
Anyone want a candy cane?

SI LENCE.

A burly femal e CAFETERI A MONI TOR nakes eye contact wth the
| eader of the girls, DENISE (10). The worker gives a
silently understood synpathetic nod.

DENI SE
[’11 take one.

Sensing the green |ight of acceptance, Penny gathers her
bel ongi ngs, slides down to the popul ated end of the table.

She hands Denise a candy cane. Ofers the bag to the other
students who all ignore her.

DENI SE ( CONT.)
Thanks.

PENNY
You' re welcone. My nom said these
are the same candy canes Santa
gi ves away when you tell him what
you want for Christnas.

The girls SN CKER

PENNY ( CONT. )
Did you tell himwhat you want yet?

DENI SE
| told nmy dad that | wanted the i
Phone Seven, and he told ne to
remnd ny nom

PENNY
So she can tell Santa?

DENI SE
You do realize there is no Santa?

Penny cocks her head to the side, nervously smles.

DENI SE ( CONT.)
Al that stuff you get on
Christmas? Your nom and dad go out
and buy that.
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PENNY
That’'s only for kids who weren’'t
good all year. Their parents get
them stuff because Santa won't.

SI LENCE. Penny | ooks into the faces of each of the girls.
They ERUPT | N LAUGHTER

DENI SE
Bel i eve what you want, but your nom
and dad are lying to you. Do you
really think sone old man goes out
and buys all those toys--

PENNY
No. He builds them
DENI SE
Do you know anyt hi ng about, 1ike

busi ness and stores and stuff? You
think this guy up in Al aska or
wherever is naking ny i Phone out
of wood? Think about it. You re not
retarded, it’'s made up. Al of it.

PENNY
That’s a long story, and ny daddy
says who ever tells the | ongest
story isn't telling the truth.

Penny stands, knocks her chair over. Gathers her bel ongi ngs.

PENNY ( CONT.)
Honesty isn’t so hard!

| NT. SMALL APARTMENT LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

An I NFANT CRIES from a secondhand crib. In the corner, a
| aptop sits open on a weat hered desk.

Smling, SHADIQ (27), a very Anericanized Arabic nan,
handsone in his soft deneanor, rushes in wth a baby bottle.
He wears only boxer shorts and a Pink Floyd T-shirt.

SHADI Q
Hey Khirti, daddy’s com ng!

He picks up, cradles the child, offers the bottle.
SHADI Q ( CONT.)

There we go...you re a happy boy
now. ..yes you are..
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DI NG Shadiq crosses to the conputer open to a job posting
website. A pop-up w ndow shows the | ogo for Puhal a
El ectrical Supply. An opening for "Service Witer".

He sits with baby Khirti on his lap, scrolls through the
openi ng. A KEY TURNI NG A LOCK. The door opens, SLANS.

SHADI Q ( CONT. )
You' re home early.

SANDY (25), blond, blue eyes, takes off her coat revealing a
grease stained yellow fast food uniform She rips the polo
of f before the red logo can be identified, races in now only
in her bra and jeans.

SANDY
She cut ny hours again. But | did
get to bring a basket of old fries
honme so at | east we have di nner

She takes the child from her husband.

SANDY ( CONT.)
(re: the | aptop screen)
Anyt hi ng good?

SHADI Q
El ectrical Service Witer.

SANDY
How nuch?

SHADI Q
Too nmuch for a service witer

Khirti WHINES, the bottle already enpty.
SANDY
Just apply, Shadig. W can’t keep
going like this.

H s eyes devour the screen with self-doubt.

| NT. GORDON S COVPANY TRUCK - DAY

Snoking a cigarette, Gordon pulls into the parking | ot of
hi s workpl ace. STATIC erupts fromthe radio. He | ooks at the
panel...the radio is turned off...

GORDON
Now you call ne?

A take no bullshit FEMALE VO CE manifests fromthe speakers.



FEMALE VO CE (O S.)
You m ss ne. Think that was too
much, huh?

GORDON
Si x dead Chel sea? Yeah, too nuch.

Ahh. .. now our nysterious disenbodi ed voice has a nane.

CHELSEA (O S.)
| was referring to the extra
thirty-two thousand. And it’s seven
dead as of this norning.

GORDON
You swore after Ol ando--

CHELSEA (O S.)
Did Fitz give you the nmessage?
You're going to want to change your
tone here. You agreed to this.

GORDON
No, no | didn't agree to watching
you Kkill normal peopl e!

CHELSEA (O S.)
| didn’t kill anyone. It’s the
Ji hadi ans, right?

Gordon lights another cigarette.

GORDON
| can’t do this anynore.

CHELSEA (O S.)
Don’t have much of choice, do you?
Li sten, onward and upward. You're
going to hire a new kid this week

GORDON
| can’t--

CHELSEA (O S.)
(re: the cigarette)
And put that out. Don’t want to
piss off the old I|ady.

He rolls down the wi ndow, throws the fresh snoke out.

CHELSEA (O S.) (CONT.)
You’ ve got anot her assignnment soon.
An easy one. No planned coll atera
damage, at |east not human

20.
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GORDON
It’s getting too hard to cone up
w th excuses. W agreed, twice a
year. | can’t keep this up.

CHELSEA (O S.)
Gordon, cut the shit. You re doing
nore for your country than that
gook- bone neckl ace father-in-|aw
ever did and you know it. \Wen |
get the call you get the call.

The radio reverts to S| LENCE.
END OF ACT ONE
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ACT TWO

EXT. SHADY NEI GHBORHOOD - DAY

Amy sits in her car as SEEDY CHARACTERS pace the sidewal k
staring at her definitely out of place new nodel hybrid.

She exits with her nedical bag, notices a CRACK ADDI CT
eyeballing her. She turns her back to him takes her weddi ng
ring off, slips it into her coat pocket.

Any makes a quick "Sign O The Cross", marches towards a
shabby dupl ex.

| NT. SHABBY APARTMENT DOCRWAY - DAY
The door opens.

Standing in front of her, the new patient, PAUL (38),
shirtless, ruggedly handsone in a white trash sort of way. A
fresh appendectony scar on his six-pack stomach.

PAUL
You t he nurse?

Ay nods nervously. Paul steps aside, waves her in.

| NT. SHABBY LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

On the television, SENATOR WALKER (60’ S) chats with a
hardcore Bill OReily |ike "JOURNALI ST".

Any takes Paul’s bl ood pressure.

JOURNALI ST
But aren’t they just a bunch of
bullies with no direction?

SENATOR WALKER
Andrew, do you like com c books?

JOURNALI ST
As child, | read themall the tine.

Any scribbles a reading on her chart. Paul’s eyes shift from
the television to her left hand...no wedding ring, but a
pal e mark where one shoul d be.
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SENATOR WALKER
| magi ne if, say, Doctor Doom Lex
Lut hor, The Joker and, oh, | don't
know, Darth Vader all got together
and set their sites on our country.

PAUL
Whadda ya think about all this
Ji hadi an stuff, Nurse Any?

The tel evision CHATTER conti nues.

AMY
Huh?

Any puts her stethoscope on. Warns up the nedal wi th her
breath. Places it on Paul’s chest causing himto smle.

PAUL
Think we’'re all in danger?

AW
Stop tal king, please. Just take
| ong, deep breaths.

PAUL
Mnd | call ya that?

She takes the stethoscope from her ears.

PAUL (CONT.)
Nurse Any?

AMY
Sure. That's fi ne.

PAUL
What about Ms. Any?

Any scribbles nore notes on her chart.

AWY
What ever you |ike. Now, can you
tell me what your primary
recommended as foll ow up?

PAUL
Notice | didn't ask if | should
call you Ms. Any?

She puts her pen down, |ooks up from her notes.
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AMY
You can call me Ms. Any.

PAUL
Real | y? You' re not recently
di vorced or going through a
separation or sonethin’?

He gestures with his chin towards the m ssing wedding ring.

AW
Ok, M. Stephens, | have everything
| need to officially make you a
patient of East Penn Hone Heal t h.

She packs up her bel ongi ngs.

PAUL
So you stoppin by, what, every
other day, is that it?

AW
If I’ m assigned as your nurse.

PAUL
Cool. Unh, what if | need help on
t hose off days. That cut there, it
seeps soneti nes.

She qui ckly places gl oves on, inspects the incision.

AW
Yeah. ..they coul d have done a
better job with this...don’'t mss a
dose of your antibiotics.

PAUL
But how do | reach ya if, it I|ike,
splits open while I’msleepin ?

AMY
Cal I 911.

PAUL
Rat her call you.
| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

Gordon heads to the exit. DOUG (47), burly and blue collar
as it gets, cuts himoff.
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DOUG
Hey boss. Got a mnute?

GORDON
Honest |y, no.

DOUG
Look, just real quick, is there
anyway | can get ny bonus before
Christnmas? M ssy’'s up ny ass about
the kids and if | don’'t conpete,
you know, it makes me | ook bad.

GORDON
Yeah, Doug, things are tight---

DOUG
| won't tell the guys you bent the
rul es, hand to Jesus.

Gordon reaches for the door handle. Doug puts his hand on
t he bosses shoul der.

DOUG ( CONT.)
| wouldn't ask if | didn’t have to.

Doug renoves his hand. H s eyes SILENTLY plead with Gordon.
GORDON

Il sleep on it, that’'s the best |

can say. No prom ses.
Doug opens the door, holds it open for his boss. Gordon
gives hima strained smle, exits.
I NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT
The counter top covered with cooking utensils, a cutting
board overfilled with chopped vegetabl es, an open box of
wheat pasta partially covers the small corner television.

Any stirs a sinmmering brown concoction as a cooki ng show
QUI ETLY offers direction in the background.

Gordon slithers up from behind, waps his arns around her.

AW
Were you snoki ng?

A subtle blink and twitch of his neck goes unnoti ced.



GORDON
Talking in ny office with Doug, he
nmust’ ve had at |east four
cigarettes in ten mnutes. Now this
snells good. What is it?

AWY
G avy over noodl es. Penny!

GORDON
Thi nk maybe toni ght?

He ki sses Any’s neck. She noves the skillet off the burner.

AMY
Penny! Let’s go!

GORDON
Hey. Anes. It’s been awhile.

AW
Sure. Can you set the table please?

Ay takes the pot of boiling pasta, dunps it in the waiting

col ander. Gordon SIGHS as he sets the table.

FOOD SHOW HOST ( QS)
...when we return I’ mgoing to show
you how to get nore taste, and | ess
calories fromyour breaded til api al

Penny enters.

GORDON
H , baby. How was school .

PENNY
What are we eating?

GORDON
Your nom nade beef gravy over
noodl es. Snells good, right?

TELEVI SI ON NEWS ANCHOR ( OS)
Com ng up at six. Wiy retailers are
counting on you to purchase big
ticket itens this holiday---

Gordon pours water for the famly. Penny takes her seat.

pours the gravy over the noodles at the counter.

Any
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TELEVI SI ON NEW5 ANCHOR ( OS) ( CONT. )
---The NFL is prepared to nake
changes that wll increase revenue,
but may i npact player safety---

AWMY
D d you wash your hands?

Penny nods as Any | oads noodl es and gravy on all three
pl ates. Gordon smles, eager to dig into the neal.

TELEVI SI ON NEW5 ANCHCOR ( OS) ( CONT. )
---and, based on confirmed reports,
Secretary of Defense Colin Senier
i ncreases the Jihadian threat |evel
to orange. More details after
Cooking Wth WI nma.

CGordon takes a huge bite of the chunky brown
gravy...grimces. Any pretends not to notice.

GORDON
VWhat is this?

AWY
Gravy and noodl es.

GORDON
This isn't beef.

AWY
Never said it was. It’'s tenpeh

He drops his fork

AMY ( CONT.)
It’s just |ike beef, but healthier.

Penny pushes the food away, afraid to take a bite.
GORDON
Jesus, Any. Can’t you just not try
to trick me? Not trick us?
He gestures to include his daughter.
SI LENCE. . . broken by a fast food commercial on the tv.
COVWMERCI AL  SPOKESPERSON

Conme on down to Wngs "N 'At for a
dozen w ngs--any flavor you liKke...
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Ay stands. Collects Gordon’s plate, Penny’ s plate then
finally her plate. Throws everything into the sink. Father
and daughter watch as she SILENTLY wal ks out of the room

COVMERCI AL  SPOKESPERSON
...curly fries and an extra | arge
drink, all for nine ninety-ninel!

I NT. GORDON S COVPANY TRUCK - NI GHT

CGordon places his order at the drive thru of Wngs "N "At.

GORDON
A | arge Coke and..

He turns to Penny strapped into an unnecessary booster seat.

PENNY
Chocol ate m | k?

Gordon grins and nods.

GORDON
And a chocolate mlk

FAST FOOD EMPLOYEE ( OS)
Twenty-four even. Second w ndow.

He pulls forward, takes his turn in |ine.

PENNY

Are you and nonmy Sant a?
GORDON

What ?
PENNY

Deni se said he’'s not real, that
it’s ny parents.

GORDON
Wait, who' s Denise?

PENNY
Agirl that isn't good all year

Gordon inches the vehicle up to the next position in |line.

GORDON
Sounds like it.
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PENNY
el | ?
GORDON
What do you think?
PENNY
It doesn’t matter.
GORDON
Honey, listen, sonetines it’s hard

to stick to what you believe in
when ot her people...they just---

The car behind Gordon HONKS. He | ooks up, notices it’s
his turn to pull forward to the pick up w ndow.

PENNY
You always tell the truth.

Gordon turns his head from his daughter, devastated by her
conment. Rolls down the w ndow.

FAST FOOD EMPLOYEE ( OS)
Twent y-four doll ars.

He hands over his debit card. The food passes to the truck.

FAST FOOD EMPLOYEE ( OS) ( CONT. )
Dude, | know you

Through the w ndow, hol ding the chocolate mlk is Duncan,
our pot-snoking burnout fromearlier.

GORDON

Sorry?
DUNCAN

Man, | know you from sonewhere.
GORDON

| cone here for lunch sonetines--

The inpatient car behind Gordon HONKS. Gordon reaches for
the drink. Duncan withdraws it.

DUNCAN
No, man...like, you used to have a
| ong beard, right?

GORDON

Got ne confused with soneone el se.



30.

Gor don unconsciously TWTCHES his neck, eyes blink. Duncan
shakes his head in refusal now absol utely convinced.

DUNCAN
No way...it’s you...longer hair..

PENNY
My daddy’s never had a beard.

Mor e HONKI NG

GORDON
That's right honey.
DUNCAN
....you were on the news | ast week.
GORDON
Can | have the m |k, please?
DUNCAN
Yeah, man...the bonbing.
PENNY
Daddy?
CGordon reaches through the wi ndow, clutches the chocol ate
m |k that Duncan still won't rel ease. HONKI NG
GORDON

Look, | told you..
He reads the burnout’s nane tag. |ncessant HONKI NG

GORDON (CONT. )
... Duncan, you’re m staken.

Duncan lets go of the chocolate mlk with a knowi ng smle.
CGordon qui ckly drives away.
| NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT

Ay, curled on the couch, watches "WN HER HEART". She
doesn’t flinch as the front door opens.

GORDON
Penny, baby, can you throw these
away and go get ready for bed?

He hands her the enpty fast food bags.
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GORDON ( CONT. )
"1l be up in a mnute.

Penny enters the darkened kitchen. Inmediately turns on the
I i ght before entering.

Gor don approaches the couch. Hovers over Anmny.

GORDON ((CONT. )
|’ m sorry.

Ay remai ns focused on the tel evision.

AMY
.

Penny races out of the kitchen | eaving the |ight on,
scranbles to the top of the stairs. Sits, watching this
unf ol di ng spousal drama

GORDON
| just don’t like it when you try
to trick me into eating sonething.

AMY
Fi ne.

GORDON
Any, | promise, if you' re just
honest with ne about things it’'s
different. When you have your m nd
set on beef and--

AW
| said ok. Honesty. Got it. W can
eat whatever you want. It doesn’'t
matter if Penny gets fat.

GORDON

|’ mgoing to get her down--
AMY

Get her down? Jesus, she’'s ten.
GORDON

Do we have to get into that
tonight? | just wanted to...

Ay takes the renote, pauses the show, waiting to hear what
is about to conme out of her husband’ s nouth, eager to play
her trunp card. She | ooks at hi m standi ng behind the sofa.



GORDON ( CONT. )
...you know. Can you please not go
to sleep until after she does?

AMY
Sex?

Gordon’ s eyes sparkle. He nods.

AMY ( CONT.)
Want some honesty? | al ready took
care of nyself while you were out
eating junk, and it was good, great

in fact. Now I’mgoing to watch ny
show and go to bed.

32.

She hits play on the renote, |eaving Gordon dunbfounded.

AMY
Mbke sure she brushes her teeth.

END OF ACT TWO
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ACT THREE

I NT. CHI CAGO TRI BUNE NEWSROOM - DAY

The bul | pen bustles in strict defiance against the online
world waiting, listening to the death rattle of print.

Framed front pages fromthe past line the walls. Headlines
of integrity include: "N XON RESI GNS", "ASSASSIN KILLS
KENNEDY" and "G ANT LEAP FOR MANKI ND'.

Bow e, our handsone and relatively young news reporter from
earlier, studies a barrage of inmages |aid across three
conmput er nonitors--Colunbine, 9/11, Sandy Hook, The Col orado
Movi e Theat er Shooting, Boston and Ol ando.

Pinned to his wall, the fanous "DEWEY DEFEATS TRUMAN' front
page. A rem nder to report only proven facts.

Hi s forehead seens cut in two by the crease in his brow
| mmges of eyew tnesses fromthese events on his nonitors.
FRANKLIN (60’ S), bl ack, appears at the cubicle entrance.

He drags a screen shot of Gordon as Skeevy into the mx

FRANKLI N
Pet er ?
BOW E
(startl ed)

Huh? Oh...sorry.

FRANKLI N
The beard piece. Tonight.

BOW E
Gk, sure.

Franklin enters the cubicle.

FRANKLI N
VWhat's this?

BOW E
Just follow up about the bonbing.

They | ock eyes. Franklin nods.



FRANKLI N
"Il leave you to it then.
t hi nki ng ten...el evenish.

34.

['m

He | eaves. Bow e picks up his desk phone. Dials. R NG NG

BOW E
Hey. 1’ve got an assi gnnent
tonight....yes...again.

| NT. PATI ENT” S BEDROOM - DAY

Ay cl eans a mast ectony wound on DEBBIE (50’s) chest.

AMY

Heal i ng nicely Debbie, that’s good.
DEBBI E

Still mnus a boob.
AMY

Yes, but you’'re cancer free.

DEBBI E

Know what el se good | have?

AMY
VWhat’' s that?

DEBBI E

Edgar. He nmade ne cry |ast night.

You know what he sai d? He
it didn't matter if | had

three heads and no legs. He' d st

|l ove ne...no matter what.

AMY
That' s beautiful. Sweet.

Ay pretends to | ook in her medical

DEBBI E

told ne
two tits,
il

bag. A tear in her eye.

He | oves ne Any, even |ooking |ike
this. Do you know what that does

for nmy soul ?

The RING of a cell phone. Any retrieves her phone from her

snock pocket, |ooks at the display.

AMY

Cotta take this, give ne a second?

Any answers.



She | ooks
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AMY (CONT.)
East Penn Honme Health. This is Any.

PAUL (O S.)
Ms. Any, |I'magettin’ like this
raci ng heart beat.

AW
M. Stephens?

PAUL (O S.)
| f you mean Paul, then yeah.

AWY
Did you take your antibiotics?

PAUL (O S.)
Yep. 'Bout half hour later I'mall
sweaty, chest poundin’.

AMY
Cal | 911.

PAUL (O S.)
Nei ghbors ’'round here don’t
appreciate it when police and
anbl ances show up, can’t pay for
personal service |ike that anyways.

at her watch, paces.

AW
Take a cold shower, as cold as you
can. Drink ice water, too. 1'Il be
there in twenty m nutes.

PAUL (O S.)

Col d shower ?

AW
You' re allergic to the antibiotic.
You're running a fever and you
don’t even know it. Just get in the
shower, and drink as much ice water
as you can until | get there.

PAUL (O S.)
You a bossy little thing, ain’tcha?

AW
M. Stephens, please---
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PAUL (O S.)
Paul .

AMY
[’ mon nmy way.
EXT. SHADY NEI GHBORHOOD - DAY
Anmy POUNDS i ncessantly on the seedy apartnent door.
No answer.

AMY
Shit!

She takes her cell. Dials. RING NG from i nsi de.
No answer.

She | ooks at the door knob. Reaches for it. It
turns...unl ocked.

| NT. SHABBY APARTMENT DOORWAY - DAY

Ay pokes her head in.

AW
M. Stephens?

SILENCE. Hesitantly, she enters.

AMY
Hel | 0?

GRUFF MALE (O S.)
Hell o, to you too, baby!

Through the open front door Any turns to see a CRACKHEAD
standi ng across the street grinning at her.

She sl ans the door closed. Turns the deadbolt.

PAUL (O.S.)
Told ya to call ne Paul.

She junps out of her skin as Paul, dripping wet, wearing
only a towel around his waist cocks his head, sniles.

PAUL
Xk there Ms. Any?
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AWY
Holy shit! | just peed nyself.

Paul"s smles gets wider. She attenpts to conpose herself.

PAUL
Pi ssed yersel f?

AWY
Never m nd. Cone here, sit down.

Any places her hand on his bare, wet shoulder. Turns him
guides himinto the nmessy |iving room

She renpves her hand from his shoul der, nervous, transfi xed
by the noisture on her fingers.

PAUL
Feelin' better now.

AMY
Un..good, great! Ok, uh, sit down.

He pl ops down on the sofa, his towel cones free, resting
across his lap. Any tries desperately to focus on the job at
hand, nuch to Paul’s anusenent.

AMY ( CONT.)
Let’ s take your tenperature--

PAUL
Sounds ni ce.

Her face reddens. She places the trigger thernoneter in his
ear. They are dangerously cl ose.

AW
Ni nety-nine. Do you normally run a
degree hi gher than average?

PAUL
Only when sittin’ naked as a
jaybird near a pretty gal

She turns back to her bag. Pulls out her stethoscope.

AMY
M. Stephens--
PAUL
You don’t start callin” ne Paul I'm

gonna tell all yer nurse friends
you wet yourself when you seen ne
in justa towel.
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Any pl aces the scope on his chest.

AWY
My bl adder’ s been weak since ny
daughter was born, you in a towel
had nothing to do with it.

PAUL
Little girl, huh?

AMY
Shush. Deep breath.

Li ke a spider that has trapped a fly, Paul watches intently.

AWMY (CONT.)

Are you dizzy? Short of breath?
PAUL

Only when- -
AW

Paul, this is serious!

PAUL
Nice ta hear ny Christian nane.

Any fold up the scope, places it back in her bag.

AMY
You need a different anti biotic.

She heads for the door. Paul stands, cinches up his towel.

PAUL
So you’'re gonna call ne then?

AWY
" mgoing to call your doctor who
will call your pharnmacy.

Paul strolls towards the front door.

AMY ( CONT. )
Your nei ghbor scared ne. Not you.

He | ooks out the w ndow.
PAUL
Omar? Shit, he's harm ess. Thi cker
than a donkey’s dangl er, too.

Amy erupts in LAUGHTER. Yeah...he’'s so got her.
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AMY
Ch, nol

PAUL (CONT.)
VWhat ?

AMY

| peed nysel f again!
They both break out LAUGH NG

INT. WNGS "N AT - DAY
Duncan works the drive through w ndow.

Hi s shift boss, EILEEN (28), too tattooed to work anywhere
el se, approaches.

DUNCAN
Straw s in the bag, man.
El LEEN
You're of f Hoss.
DUNCAN
Whoa, not ne. Send Charlie hone.
Come on! | can’t | ose the hours.
El LEEN

Sounds |i ke you got a problem
then, cause |’ m sendi ng sonebody
honme and it’s you.

She turns to the kitchen.

El LEEN ( CONT.)
Sandy! You’'re on drive through.

From around the corner Sandy appears...Shadiq s blond wfe.

| NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

Seated around the table, Gordon, Any and Penny, all eat
t hi ck burgers and ketchup soaked french fries.

PENNY
--and then M. Blackburn told Eric
if he touched the EIf On The Shel f
again she would | ose all her nmagic!
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AMY
And no magi ¢ neans no toys, right?

Penny’'s sm | e fades. Gordon takes a huge bite of his burger.

GORDON
(chewi ng)
Just for Eric. Santa doesn’t punish
everyone because of one bad egg.

AW
t he burger)

re:
Like it?

GORDON
Pl ease tell me this is beef...

Any rises with her plate, |eans over, kisses Gordon on the
head. Penny’s pl eased by this affection.

AMY
Yes. It’s beef.

GORDON
No, wait, sit down.

He pulls Any onto his |ap, holding one | ast bite of burger.

GORDON ( CONT. )
" m cl eani ng up tonight.

AWY
Real | y?
PENNY
And Il hel p!
AWY
Well, then, naybe we should have

burgers every night.
Any bites the final piece of burger from Gordon’s hand.

GORDON
Hey!

She | eans i n, VH SPERS.
AMY

| am so going to nmake that up to
you | ater
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EXT. G TY STREET - N GHT

Duncan wal ks through the heavy snowfall, hands buried in his
Steelers jacket. He stops, delicately retrieves a joint from
hi s pocket, |ights up.

A dark sedan pulls up. Like a child with his hand caught in
the cookie jar, Duncan puts the joint behind his back.

The passenger side w ndow rolls down.

MALE VA CE (0S)
Duncan?

Nervously, Duncan | eans towards the w ndow.
The | one occupant, a BLACK MALE (40’s) with a friendly grin.

BLACK MALE
God damm, boy, you don’t renenber
me? Andre! M ckey’'s brother.

DUNCAN
M ckey DeCarl 0?

Pot snoke escapes Duncan’s nout h.

BLACK MALE
DeCarlo? | | ook white to you? No,
man! M ckey M Il er. From Honest ead!

DUNCAN
M ckey Mller...fromhigh school ? I
didn’t know he had a brother...

BLACK MALE
You | ooking at him How you been?

DUNCAN
Unh, ok, | guess.

BLACK MALE
That a Wngs "N *At shirt under the
bl ack and yel |l ow? Damm’ son, that’s
all you doi ng?

DUNCAN
| got a side business.

BLACK MALE
That side business selling that
weed you got behind your back?

Duncan, hesitant, skeptical.
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DUNCAN
How do | know you’'re not a cop?

The driver gestures with a GL.OVED HAND requesting the joint.
Duncan passes it over. The nystery man takes the | ongest hit
off a joint Duncan has ever seen.

BLACK MALE
You sellin’ this?

Speechl ess by this display, Duncan nods.
The driver exhales a car full of snoke.
BLACK MALE ( CONT.)
Hel | yeah! Get in
| NT. PENNY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Gordon opens the door. The overhead light is on revealing
Amy and Penny snuggling sound asl eep.

He SIGHS, turns off the light, closes the door |eaving
nmot her and child to their slunber.

| NT. SMALL APARTMENT BEDROOM - NI GHT

Shadi g and Sandy nmake LOUD, passionate | ove.

A cel | phone RI NGS.

SANDY
Baby. ..t he phone. ..

SHADI Q
Screw it.

He continues to thrust even harder.

SANDY
It’s late...could...be...inportant.

Shadiq rolls off his wife, grabs the incessantly Rl NG NG
phone. Looks at the display.

SHADI Q
Unknown.

He reaches over, caresses Sandy’'s breast. She pushes his
hand away softly.
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SANDY
Answer it.

He does.

SHADI Q
Hel | 0?. .. Speaki ng.

Sandy | eans up, stares at her husband curiously.

SHADI Q ( CONT.)
Yes, yes, absolutely. N ne
tonmorrow...definitely, I have the
address. Thank you so rnuch!

He di sconnects the call. Stares off in the distance.
SANDY
Baby?
SHADI Q

Wiy are they calling at m dnight?

EXT. DARK ALLEY - N GHT

Pittsburgh |l egend Donnie Iris & The Cruisers hit "Agnes"
BLASTS fromthe radi o of the parked car.

I NT. CAR - NI GHT

Duncan nods his head in tinme to the beat. The driver takes a
hit off the joint, passes it to his passenger.

DONNIE RIS (0OS)
She didn’t know he had his gun.

BLACK MALE
Man, | love that part! The bitch
took Louie’s gun and she kills that
nmot her fucker! You know Agnes was a
real person, right? Renenber The
Brass Rail in Pleasant Hills.

Looking nore like two piss holes in the snow, Duncan’s
confused eyes squint at his new found friend.

DUNCAN
(smling)
Brass Rail ?
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BLACK MALE
Shit, Duncan, cone on! Ri ght there
at the cloverleaf, man. Al us
Honest ead brothers could go there
and get served as |long as we had
sonme hair on our nuts, renenber?

Fei gni ng under st andi ng, Duncan nods.

DUNCAN
The Brass Rail .

BLACK MALE
Yeah, Agnes really was a waitress
at a bar, just |ike Donnie says.
And there was sone di ckhead naned
Loui e used to run that place.
Thought she was |ike his main
bitch, didn’t like her flirting or
nothing with the custoners.

He snatches the joint from Duncan, takes a drag.

BLACK MALE ( CONT.)
Shot that asshol e dead one ni ght
after last call with a Baby d ock.

DUNCAN
A what ?

BLACK MALE
You ain’'t never held a gun?

Duncan | ooks at the driver, now ashaned.

DUNCAN
|’mnot into violence and stuff.

BLACK MALE
Vi ol ence? @uns are about
protection. Open the glove box man.

The driver points with his gloved finger to the dashboard.
Duncan opens it to reveal a small revol ver.

BLACK MALE ( CONT.)
Go on. Pick it up. Safety’s on.

Duncan reaches in, delicately picks up the gun.

BLACK MALE (CONT.)
Not |ike a girl, like a man! Put
your finger on the trigger, like a
video gane. It ain’'t even | oaded.



45.

Duncan hol ds the gun properly, smles.

DUNCAN
Bad ass...it’s so light, man.

BLACK MALE
Ain't it though? Here, turn the
barrel up like this, gonna show you
how the clip goes in.

The driver adjust the barrel pointed right at Duncan’ s chin.
Pl aces his gloved finger over Duncan’s on the trigger.

BLACK MALE ( CONT.)
You fuckin’ stoners watch too nuch
t el evi si on, boy.

BANG.

Duncan’s chin up to his head EXPLODES, a bl oody ness of
brain matter and skull.

The driver exits the car.

| NT. GORDON S OFFI CE - DAY

Gordon enters surprised to see a young, fresh faced
wel | -dressed Shadiq sitting across fromhis cluttered desk.

Shadi g stands, extends his hand.

SHADI Q
M . Shepherd?

Confused, Gordon accepts, shakes this stranger’s hand
| eaving the office door open.

GORDON
And you are?

SHADI Q
Shadig Masih. | was told | could
wait in here?

GORDON
Wait for...

SHADI Q
You. The interview Your girl
called ne last night about the
service witer position.
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| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE HALLWAY - LATER

Studying a clipboard, a lit cigarette dangling fromhis
mout h, Doug passes the open door.

GORDON (O ' S.)
You' re overqualified for anything
here, M. Masih.

Doug stops, | ooks over to the open office door. Wwo the fuck
is this brown skinned kid?

SHADI Q (QO. )
That’s fine. I"'mnot. | nean, | am
but | really, really need the job.

| NT. GORDON S OFFI CE - DAY

GORDON
|’mafraid the position doesn't pay
much. Didn't even realize | had an
opening to be totally honest.

SHADI Q
Your girl said you needed soneone
ri ght away?

GORDON
O course she did... M. Msih--

SHADI Q
Shadi q. Pl ease.

GORDON
You’ d be better off |ooking for
sonet hing el se, anywhere el se--

SHADI Q
Al'l due respect, M. Shepherd, the
j ob pool and career path for
soneone of ny ethnicity isn’t
exactly robust.

CGordon places his hands together, contenplates this fuck
story he’s found hinmself in.
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| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE HALLWAY - DAY

Qut of sight, Doug stands to the right of the office.

I NT. GORDON S OFFI CE - DAY
A SI LENT pause, boss | ooks into the eager applicant’s eyes.

SHADI Q
| have a son, he’s eight nonths
old. My wife, she works. She's
American. It’s not easy--

GORDON
Conme back tomorrow. W' Il get the
paperwork filled out.

SHADI Q
Real | y?

Gordon struggles to nod in the affirmative.

| NT. DI NER - DAY

Sitting in a window booth, Gordon’s greasy plate of steak
and eggs goes untouched. Mesnerized, he watches an ELDERLY
COUPLE di ni ng across the room

The OLD MAN nods as his wife TALKS out of Gordon’s earshot.
From t he wi ndow, Doug crosses the street towards the diner

The ol d man suddenly nods of f. Gordon watches in amazenent
as the wife SILENTLY places her utensils down, patiently
waits for her spouse to awaken. He does.

She picks up her fork, the MJUFFLED conversation conti nues.

Gordon smles sadly. This type of love is what is m ssing
fromhis marriage.

DOUG ( CS)
What the hell’re you thinking?

Shocked back to reality, Gordon |ooks up. Doug slides in
across from his boss.

DOUG ( CONT.)
You' re able to get nme the bonus
early, then, being we got enough
work to hire that canel jockey?
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GORDON
| run this business, Doug, not you.

DOUG
(re: the steak and eggs)
You going to eat that?

Gordon slowy pushes the plate towards his enpl oyee.

GORDON
|"’mstill working on the nunbers.

Doug cuts the steak with force and vigor, shovels neat and
eggs into his nouth.

DOUG
You shoul d be working on hiring
Anerican. Crew s tal king, boss. It
aint all good.

Gordon stands, grabs the check fromthe table, exits.

END OF ACT THREE
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ACT FOUR

I NT. LI'VING ROOM - NI GHT

CNN pl ays live footage of a hostage situation taking place
i n Tacoma, Washi ngton.

CNN REPORTER
W' re being told one gunnan,
currently unidentified, is holding
up to twenty patrons hostage in th
| ounge of this Ranada I nn.

e

Gordon pulls up the channel select grid, scrolls down.

CNN REPORTER ( CONT.)
Ma’am ma’am | understand you were
exiting the bar as the assail ant
was entering?

A FEMALE W TNESS, (50), enters the frame wearing a | ong
Wi nter coat and too nmuch nakeup

FEMALE W TNESS
| had just paid ny bill--

This VO CE pulls Gordon fromhis nmenu surfing. H's eyes
squint in recognition.

FEMALE W TNESS ( CONT.)

--and this kid, | don’t know, maybe
twenty, rushes right past ne. He
al nost knocked nme over! | see he’'s

got like, a rifle or sonmething, so
| just kept wal king, sister.

GORDON
Conni e?

CNN REPORTER
VWhat did he | ook |ike? Was he
bl ack? Wite?

FEVMALE W TNESS
No, he wasn't white. He was dark,
but not bl ack--

CNN REPORTER
Did he | ook M ddl e Eastern?
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FEMALE W TNESS
| would say so, it was so fast...he
had a beard, black...

| NT. PENNY’ S BEDROOM - NI GHT

Any lays silently next to her daughter, gauges her breath to
ensure she’ s sound asl eep.

Satisfied, she slithers out of bed, tiptoes to the door.

THE RING OF A CELLPHONE. Penny stirs. Any races back to bed,
retrieves her phone from under the covers.

AW
(whi speri ng)
East Penn Honme Health. This is Any.

PAUL ( OS)
Why you whisperin’ M. Amy?

Amy turns to see Penny still asleep.

| NT. HALLWAY - NI GHT
She exits the room
AWY
(whi speri ng)
" mnot. Why are you calling ne?
PAUL (OS)
Picked up ny script earlier. Was
wonderin’ ’bout interactions.

She | ooks over the railing at Gordon engrossed with the tv.

| NT. BEDROOM - NI GHT

Any enters.

AMY
Can’t you just Google it?

PAUL (CS)
Ain’t as rmuch fun as hearing you.

She paces nervously through the room
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Any opens
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AWY
You can’t call nme a hundred tines a
day. | have other patients--

PAUL ( CS)

| know. And a husband, too.
dead in her tracks.
PAUL (OS) (CONT.)

Had your ring on today but not
yesterday. Wiy’'s that?

AMY
What? | don’t know, |--
PAUL (OS)
Look, | get it, | do. You got a

daughter and you don’t want her to
go through seein” nommy and daddy
gettin’ divorced. That’'s noble.

AW
That’ s not any of your--

PAUL ( OS)
But you know and | know you want
nore out of life than gettin’ up,
goi ng to cl ean wounds, change
bandages and cone hone ta cook for
that guy who likely acts |ike you
aint there, aml right?

t he door, | ooks down the hall. Gordon’s head

visible on the couch in front of the blaring CNN report.

CNN REPORTER ( OS)
| m being told shots have been
fired inside the hotel |ounge--

AWY
You have to stop this. I’ myour
nurse, not your girlfriend or
what ever the hell you think I am

PAUL ( OS)
Ok, but just renenber, if ya need a
friend, soneone to really talk to
and not havta put up with all this
fal seness you’ ve convi nced yoursel f
is livin ...you know where |I’'m at.
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| NT. KITCHEN - NI GHT

Troubl ed, Gordon opens the refrigerator, snatches a beer.
Opens it, guzzles nearly half of it.

AWY (0S)
What are you doi ng?

He turns. Any stands with her work cell in her hand. She
follows his eyes, nervously places it in her back pocket.

GORDON
Not hi ng.

AWY
Si nce when do you drink ny beer?

He holds out the bottle offering her the rest.

Any exits. Gordon finishes the renmaining beer in one swg.

| NT. BATHROOM - NI GHT
Any stands in the shower, hot water runs over her |ong hair.

| MAGES FLASH. Her first neeting with Paul. His wet, bare
chest. Her hand touchi ng his shoul der.

She rubs her breasts. Mves her hands down | ower.

| NT. LIVING ROOM - NI GHT
Gordon stares at his cell resting on the coffee table.

CNN REPORTER
W have confirmation the gunman is
Abdul Sahzi k, 26 from Portl and.

GORDON
(to his silent phone)
| know you’'re |istening! Wuat the
hell is she doing there?

He turns, nervously | ooks to the staircase.
CNN REPORTER

--based on social nedia accounts,
Sahzi k has |links to the Ji hadi ans--
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GORDON
Call ne!

CNN REPORTER
--and has been the subject of
federal scrutiny since last July’s
anthrax attack in Modesto.

GORDON
Shi t!

RINGS. | medi ately he answers.

GORDON ((CONT.)
She's alive. You lied to ne!

CHELSEA (0S)
Shut up and listen. It’s tonight.

GORDON
No, Chel sea, Conni e!

CHELSEA (0S)
Start tal king to Hat haway, right
now She’s behi nd you.

CGordon pivots. Any stands at the bottom of the staircase,

hair wet,

hands buried in the pockets of her bathrobe.

GORDON

CGene...|l can be there tonorrow..
CHELSEA ( 0S)

Keep goi ng.
GORDON

&, if I left right now!| can be

there by six, five maybe.

Any shakes her head. Turns, stonps back up the stairs.

CHELSEA (0S)
She bought it. Rest area off
ei ghty, Scotrun. Trucker garb.

GORDON
Gene. Listen to ne. This is the
|last tine. Are we clear?

CHELSEA ( 0S)
Get off the exit before. Blue sem,
set up to run automatic. It’'d be so
much easier if you just fucking
| earned how to drive a stick
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The phone goes dead.

| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE - NI GHT
Dar kness. MOANS. GRUNTS
In a far corner Doug fucks a CHUBBY G RL (30) doggy style.

The side door opens up ahead. He watches as Gordon enters.
Doug violently reaches around, puts his hands over the
trashy girl’ s nouth.

DOUG
(whi speri ng)
Shut the fuck up!

I NT. GORDON S OFFI CE - NI GHT

Gordon turns on the light, pulls out a key, opens a |arge
nmet al storage cabinet. He reaches behind boxes. Pulls out a
makeup kit and mrror.

| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE - NI GHT

SI LENTLY, on hands and knees Doug approaches, peers from
behi nd boxes and shel ving outsi de the open office door. He
wat ches as Gordon applies facial prosthetics.

| NT. GORDON' S OFFI CE - NI GHT

CGordon opens a small box. Woden bl ocks, each with a single
letter of the al phabet. He retrieves an "F", pushes it down
on an ink pad, presses the block on the pinkie of his right
hand. Moves onto "E".

| NT. PUHALA ELECTRI CAL SUPPLY WAREHOUSE - NI GHT
The di shevel ed girl appears behind Doug fastening her bra.

CHUBBY G RL
(whi speri ng)
You' re still paying.

DOUG
(whi speri ng)
| swear to God I'Il knock your
teeth out and you' |l be gunm ng
cock for the rest of your life if
you don’t shut the hell up!
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He | ooks up, watches as CGordon applies a shaggy gray beard.

DOUG ( CONT. )
(whi speri ng)
Jesus Fucki ng Murphy. ..

EXT. REST AREA - N GHT

A trashy HOOKER (30's) exits the building, cell phone
pressed to her ear.

A male hand holds a lit cigarette. The word "FEAR' tattooed
across the knuckles. H s other hand reaches up, scratches a
scruffy gray beard. "NONE" printed along these knuckl es.

HOOKER
Baby, | know. Just keep Cartoon
Network on and try to get sone
sl eep. Mommy’ ||l be hone soon, ’kay?

She | ooks up. Snmiles at a disguised Gordon | eani ng agai nst a
| anp post. He takes a drag from his snoke.

HOOKER ( CONT. )
Prom se baby. Make sure the door’s
| ocked...l mss you, too!

The hooker shoves the phone into her oversize purse.

HOOKER ( CONT. )
Hey you mind if | get a light?

She digs in her purse, pulls out a pack of Virginia Slins,
accidentally drops her cell on the sidewal k in the process.

Gordon CLI CKS open a Zippo. She |ights her snoke exhal es,
grins seductively at this chivalrous stranger.

The WAIL of a sem horn. Both | ook across the way as a
mascul i ne hand signals fromthe wi ndow of a tanker truck for
our prostitute to hurry up.

HOOKER ( CONT. )
Thanks, honey.

The CLIP CLOP of high heels as she traipses to her client.

CGordon notices the cell phone |aying on the cenent. He bends
over, picks it up.
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GORDON
Excuse ne.

She stops halfway to her destination, turns, sees Gordon
presenting the m ssing cell phone.

HOOKER
Well ain’t you a gentlenen?

She wal ks back towards Gordon, the sem to her back.

HOOKER ( CONT. )

(9iggling) L
|’d forget ny head if it wasn't--

BOOM The tanker EXPLODES. Gordon, covered in the BLOOD
GUTS, HAI R AND BONE of what just seconds ago was a |iving,
br eat hi ng PERSON.

FLAMES shoot high into the night sky. Gordon, still holding
t he phone, aghast. Sleepy TRUCK DRI VERS exit their rigs to
wat ch the spectacl e.

Confused, scared, Gordon runs towards his blue sem.

I NT. SEM - TRUCK - NI GHT

The door opens. Gordon, shaking, still holding the cellphone
in his left hand, covered in the remains of the hooker,
flings hinself into the driver’s seat.

He grabs a rag fromthe dashboard, frantically, futilely,
attenpts to cleanse hinself of the bone, blood and tissue.

MALE VA CE (0S)
Leave it.

The Bl ack Mal e who killed Duncan sits nonplussed in the back
seat, watches the flanmes of the tanker truck.

BLACK MALE
It’ 1l play great on the news. W'l
let "emknow not to blur it out.

Secretively, CGordon slides the hooker’s cell phone into his
back pocket, the intruder’s eyes still watch the flanes.

BLACK MALE ( CONT.)
What you reaching for man?



57.

GORDON
(stuttering)
The keys.

He turns to Gordon, |ooks himdead in the eye.

BLACK MALE
What for? You ain’t going anywhere.

| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

The counter television tuned to "The Today Show'. NMATT LOARY
di scusses the proper way to decorate a Christmas Tree with
sone phony plastic FEMALE EXPERT

MATT LOARY (OS)
So you really can keep your tree a
vi brant green using filtered water?

Any, dressed in her nursing scrubs, snatches a half eaten
bow of Cheerios from Penny.

AMY
You got your back pack?

PENNY
Daddy said he was taking ne today.

AWY
Daddy says a lot of things. You re
going to be |ate.

SAVANNAH GUTHRI E picks up with nore "real news" on the
tel evision. Any throws her stethoscope into her nursing bag.

SAVANNAH GUTHRI E

Let’s return to New Jersey where we
have an update on that fuel tanker
expl osi on that took place just a
few hours ago, and it appears the
news is very unsettling. Joey Marks
fromour local affiliate in Wayne
joins us. Joey what’s the |atest.

Penny stands, gathers her bel ongi ngs.

AMY (OS)
|’mstarting the car, let’s go!

Penny opens the refrigerator, snatches a Snak Pak Puddi ng,
hides it in her back pack.
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| NT. POSH HOTEL - DAY

Bowi e, our inquisitive Chicago Tribune reporter orally
services Franklin. The news report continues.

JOEY MARKS (0S)
It |ooks as if the Jihadians may
agai n be responsible for this
| atest attack. | have an eye
W t ness here, Zed Mallick. Can you
tell us what you saw?

GORDON ( CS)
Yeah, | was on nmy way to Paranus,
pul | ed over, you know, nature calls
and all that--

That VO CE...Bow e stops the blow job, attenpts to turn to
the tel evision screen. Franklin forces hi mback down.

| NT. KITCHEN - DAY

That VO CE...Penny turns, stares at the television...a |ong
hai red trucker covered in bl ood.

GORDON
Anyways, come back out to get in
the rig and | sees these two young
fellas looking like they wiz up to
no good, you know? It’s not a | ong
story or anything. Honesty ain't
conpl i cated, you under st and.

She cocks her head, squints at the inage on the screen. A
flash of realization crosses her face.

CLI CK.
Any shuts off the tel evision.

AMY
Penny! Let’s go!

Penny remains for an instant. Turns to her exiting nother.

PENNY
" m com ng!

FADE OUJT
END OF EPI SODE




