"THE KI LLI NG'
FADE | N:
EXT. PARK - WOODS - DAY

Near dawn, sky threatening rain. CAMERA TRACKS behind a

| one WOVAN runni ng through a maze of stark trees. Breathing
hard, pushing herself to the limt, sweatshirt soaked through.
At first you wonder if she's a young girl with her ponytail,
smal |l frame, and then you see her eyes -- wounded, haunted -
and realize she isn't. Meet Hom cide Detective SARAH LI NDEN -
37, lone wolf type, solo distance runner, pretty wthout
trying, her smles rare, her intense eyes strange, unblinking.

CAMERA TRACKS past, lifting towards the sky. SMASH CUT TO - -
EXT. PARK - WOODS - N GHT

Tree linbs, like long fingers, reach down towards a young
girl -- 17, sweet-faced, child-woman's body -- running hard,
clothing torn, dirty blonde hair soaked with sweat. Wth
bl ood. This is ROSIE LARSEN and she is running for her life.

Crashing through the brush behind her, an UNSEEN ASSAI LANT
closes in, FLASHLIGHT illumnnating Rosie's terrified,

bl oodshot eyes, the bruises and cuts on her arns, |egs, face.
In the distance, the SOUND of an approaching train. Ahead,
what | ooks like a break in the woods. Wth a strangled cry,
Rosi e plunges towards it--

EXT. PARK - WOODS - | NTERCUT

Dawn. Sarah bursts into a clearing, stopping on a railroad
track, SOUND of an approaching train in the distance. She
| eans over, gulping cold air, sweat pouring down her face.

Beyond, down a small enbanknent, is an abandoned beach strewn
with driftwod, fog. |In the distance, the snow capped
A ynpics loomover the frigid waters of the Puget Sound.

Sarah | ooks up, goes still. A FIGURE |lies on the beach. A
bl anket of | oopy seaweed covering it. Ghats and flies buzzing
over it. SMASH CUT TO - -

EXT. PARK - WOODS - | NTERCUT

Rosie bursts into the nighttine clearing, tripping, scranbling
on hands and knees down a small enbanknment. The flashli ght
behi nd her jaggedly cuts through the woods, nearing. 1In the
far distance, the train's horn sounds, eerie, sonorous.

Rosi e crouches in a small pool of brackish water, pressing
herself into the enbanknment, making herself as small as
possible. Flashlight flits over her head, then noves off.



A breathless beat. Rosie shakily rises. The Assailant is
gone. The train horn, still distant but closer now, sounds.

Rosie's face is suddenly flooded with light. The Assail ant
has doubl ed back and is now only a dozen yards away. Moving
inwith terrifying speed. Wth a scream Rosie runs--

EXT. PARK - WOODS - | NTERCUT

Sarah, transfixed, nears the bloated figure on the sand.
The buzzing of flies and gnats |ouder now.

As the train horn blasts, unrelenting, she reaches down,
pull s off the bl anket of seaweed.

It is a SEA LION -- swollen and dead -- one bl ack eye staring
up at her. The train thunders past.

CAMERA PUSHES IN to an ECU on the dead sea lion's mlky eye --
bl ank, sonmehow knowi ng. Sarah -- distorted -- reflected in
it. Even here, on this beach, she is unable to escape these
broken bodies. And the exhausting know edge: |ife doesn't
care. It is indifferent.

Suddenly, Sarah's CELL PHONE RINGS, startling her--

SARAH
(i nto phone)
Li nden here.

Of this--
EXT. DOCKS - DAY (CHYRON: " DAY ONE")

| ndustrial docks of downtown Seattle. In the distance,

t hrough the now heavy rain, the Space Needle, the gray

downt own skyline, the waters of Lake Union, all under a

br eat ht aki ng, brooding sky. A city of contrasts, |light and
dark, sun and fog, where rain falls eight nonths of the year.
A city surrounded on all sides by waterways, ocean, | akes.
Stark beauty and dark underbelly.

Still in her sweats, Sarah exits her car, chonping GUM
humpi ng through the rain. A UNI FORM guards the entrance of

an abandoned factory, keeping a bunch of LOOKIE LOCS -- sullen
enb teens and a bug-eyed crackhead -- at bay.

Badgi ng him Sarah ducks under the crine scene TAPE. Met by
a SARGEANT -- 40s, grizzled, ex-boxer's battered face--

SARGEANT
Bout tinme you got here.

SARAH
Vi aduct's a bitch this norning.
Whaddya got ?



SARGEANT
Wite female, fromwhat | can tell.
No ID. Honeless guy found her coupla
hours ago.

SARAH
Deconp?

SARGEANT
Nah, fresh one. Soneone did a real
nunber on her.

Sarah gl ances over at the Lookie Loos. One of them-- nale,
pi erced, baleful - stares back

SARGEANT ( CONT' D)
Thi nk he wants a date, Sarah?

SARAH
Your type, go for it.

She hol ds the Lookie Loo's stare, then drops her eyes.
Exhaust ed suddenly. Deeply sick of this shit.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
Coroner do Jane Doe yet?

SARGEANT
Nah, he's en route. You're first on
the scene. Body's in the basenent.
He nods to the open freight el evator door, Sarah steps in.

SARGEANT ( CONT' D)
Want nme to wal k you through?

SARAH
No, | got it.

He tosses her a roll of BAGA ES.
SARGEANT
You outa here next week, right?
Last day Friday?
She punches a button and the doors begin to close --

SARAH
Nope. Today.

The doors CLANG shut - -
| NT. FACTORY - BASEMENT - CONTI NUOUS

Doors CLANG open. Long hallway, flickering overhead | anp.
Eerie, dark, trash strewn everywhere. The LI GHT goes out.



SARAH
Need sone |ight down here! Hey!

No answer. As the elevator doors CLANG shut, Sarah pulls
out a FLASHLIGHT. Battery iffy, flickery. She noves down
the hallway, calm Used to silent, secret places |like this.

Her |ight catches a dark SMEAR on one wall. Blood. Below
it, apile of trash. Baggie in hand, Sarah sifts through.
Pulls out a sharp deboning KNIFE. Bags it.

Trains her flashlight on a faint trail of BLOOD. Leads down
the hallway to an al nost pitch black room Sarah follows...

I NT. FACTORY - ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

A large OBJECT, like a side of beef encased in plastic, hangs
froma hook. Sarah slowy reaches up, rips it off--

The Object lurches at her, SCREAM NG  Sarah, terrified,
pi nwheel s back, dropping her flashlight. A glinpse of a
bl oated FACE. Then ARMS grab her. Sarah cries out, fights--

LI GHTS snap on, revealing a gaggle of m ddl e-aged nal e
DETECTI VES: one hol di ng onto Sarah, one screamng in a high
fal setto, the others bent over, clutching guts, |aughing--

DETECTI VE #1
Thi nk you crapped your shorts there,
Sar ah.

On the hook, a BLOW UP DOLL. Red nmouth around a fake SPLI FF,
G ants baseball CAP on its head. Witten across its naked
torso: "BON FUCKI NG VOYAGE, SARAH'.

Sarah takes it in, catching her breath, grinning now. Ha
ha, you assholes. PRELAP SFX: MALE LAUGHTER- -

| NT. DI NER - DAY

Rain pelts the snmeared wi ndows of this greasy spoon. Crappy
MJZAK pl ays on the | oudspeakers. At a back booth, Detectives
drink from chi pped nugs, |aughing loudly. Sarah with them
clutching the blow up doll, Gants cap pulled over her eyes.

No one caring they're three sheets to the wind at 7 AM  Not
the HOBO nuttering to hinself at the counter or the exhausted,
mascar a- sneared HOOKERS i n a near by boot h.

DETECTI VE #1
VWhat |'' mwonderin'? Wat're you
gonna do in Sonoma anyways?

DETECTI VE #2
Yeah, wite speeding tickets, neter
maid it?



SARAH
Know what |' m wondering, Jacobi ?
(re: blow up doll)
She new? O used?

They guffaw, Sarah bunps fists. Mich |ove here. Yet
sonet hing distant, renote in her eyes.

DETECTI VE #2
Candy Cane's never been popped, gots
her v-card just |like the |adies..

Waves to the booth of bored Hookers. One of the girls tiredly
mmcs a blowjob back at him Sarah tops off his nug.

SARAH
Don't think you' re shit-faced enough,
have anot her.

DETECTI VE #1
Serious, aren't you gonna m ss being
a nurder cop? All this..

He gestures broadly to the diner. The Hobo bel ches.

SARAH
Wt hout a doubt.
She smles but the nessage clear: No, | won't mss it at
al | .
QAKES

Al ways got a job, Sarah, you ever
wanna cone back hone.

Squeezing into the booth is Lieutenant M CHAEL OAKES -- 50s,
portly, father figure, soft touch for Sarah.

QAKES ( CONT' D)
How s Jack doin' with the nove?

SARAH
Bi t chi ng about changi ng school s.
He' Il Iive.

QAKES

He and the fiancé gettin' al ong any
better these days?

SARAH
(checki ng her watch)
Damit. ..

She rises quickly, shrugging on her coat, dunping the doll.



SARAH ( CONT' D)
| promsed |I'd drive Jack to school
his | ast day.

DETECTI VE #2
You junpin' ship already?

SARAH
(shakes her head)
No, ny plane's tonight--

DETECTI VE #1
(bursting out in song)
She's leavin' on a jet plane...
The others join, yukking it up. Shaking her head, Sarah
exits. Oakes watches her run through the rain. Mizak
playing. H's smle fading--
EXT. ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT - CHI NNTENDEN LOCKS - DAY

The wat erway connecting Lake Union with the vast Puget Sound.
Seagul I s dive and soar above the dark water, their cries
eerie, echoing. PRELAP VO "Jack? Jack?!..."

| NT. SARAH S CONDO - DAY

Rai n- soaked, KEYS in hand, Sarah rushes in:

SARAH
Jack! Let's go...!

No response. The white-walled, sterile condo enptied of its
furniture, its people. Packing boxes stacked everywhere.

SARAH ( CONT' D)

Jack?
As she noves through the barren roons CAMERA FOLLOAS. Soneone
wat ching, closing in... Suddenly, Sarah spins around--
SARAH ( CONT' D)
Boo.
Getting the drop on RICK FELDER -- 39, salt-and-pepper good
| ooks, heal er-of-broken wings type -- smtten with Sarah.
RI CK
Dam.
SARAH

Charlie Brown with the football
Every tine.

RI CK
(pul l'ing her close)
| think Lucy needs a spanking--



Laughi ng, she pushes him away, | ooks around.

SARAH
VWhere's Jack?

Rl CK
| drove him said you had a | ast
m nute call.

SARAH
s he mad at ne?

RI CK
No nore than he usually is.

Sarah blinks. Turns to the packing boxes, not wanting R ck

to see her face.

SARAH
Looks |i ke you took care of
ever yt hi ng.

Rl CK

Nothing left to do except put you on
t hat pl ane.

SARAH
You pack the wedding invites...?

Sarah rummages around in a box, pulls out of box of
GUM pops one in her nouth--

RI CK
Already mailed them Just famly,
this round.

SARAH
Your famly, you nean.

RI CK
And your Aunt Regi .

SARAH
Maybe she can give nme away. Wat'|l
your fol ks think about that?

RI CK
They won't care. | just packed that
up, Sar ah- -

Sarah's sorting through anot her box--
SARAH

Wiy do | keep thinking I'mforgetting
sonet hi ng?

Ni corette



RI CK
Hey.

SARAH
VWhat ?

RI CK
Come here.

He grabs her hand, pulls her close.

Rl CK ( CONT' D)
Sure you wanna do this?

SARAH
Do what ?

RI CK
G ve up the job, the condo, nobve
your kid away from his coo
friends...?
(beat)
Marry nme?

Ah. The real question. Sarah takes his face in her hands.
Ki sses himslowy.

SARAH
What do you think?

Rl CK
Not answering ny question.

SARAH
Hnmm How about this...?

Anot her ki ss, |onger, deeper, sexual connect between them
electric. Fromthe street, the HONK of a car horn interrupts--

Rl CK
Damm. Cab's here.

Sarah licks his neck. He groans.

SARAH
Take the later flight with us tonight--

RI CK
Al ready reschedul ed a week of patients
getting this place together--

SARAH
But Candy Cane wants to play. Lenme
i ntroduce you two--

Laughing, Rick extricates hinself. Barely.



RI CK
Sarah. |'mgonna m ss ny pl ane--

SARAH
You're no fun, get over here--

He dodges her playful grab, heads out--
RI CK

Tickets are on the fridge. Flights
at nine, don't mss it--

SARAH
Yeabh. | do.

RI CK
VWhat ?

SARAH

Want to marry you
This nonment honest. No jokes. No nasks.

RI CK
| know.

Then he's gone. Sarah spots the TICKETS on the fridge. As
she takes them down, a PHOTO - pinned underneath -- flutters
to the linoleum Sarah and her 13-year-old son, JACK, smling
into canera. Mm and Son them agai nst the worl d.

Sarah hesitates, unsure what to do wth the photo. Then
pins it back on the fridge. Only thing left in the enpty
kitchen. She carefully straightens it. Mking it perfect.

EXT. SEATTLE PD - ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT

An ol d, weathered federal building in downtown Seattle. The
Anerican flag at its front. Pouring rain--

| NT. SEATTLE PD - SARAH S OFFI CE - DAY

Musty and cranped, m smatched steel filing cabinets, walkie
static. On one side, w ndows | ook out on the breathtaking
Puget Sound. On the other, a bull pen where mal e UN FORVS
and DETECTI VES cr oss.

Sarah tosses manila FOLDERS into a cardboard box, packing
up, alnost finished. Pauses at one folder. Opens it.

I nside, a SKETCH. a |onely grove of trees on the sand.
Beautiful. Drawn by a talented child.

She stares hard for a beat, then shoves it back into the
folder. Dunps it into the packing box.

Looks around. Nothing left to do. Pops a piece of N corette
fromits foil. Chews. Takes a seat at her desk, at a |oss.
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Then hurriedly, she picks up the phone, dials before she can
think about it. A bored as hell fermal e DRONE answers- -

DRONE (O S.)
(from phone)
Children, Famly Services, can
hel p you?

Sarah hesitates. Wants to speak. Can't.

DRONE (O S.) (CONT' D)
(annoyed; from phone)
Hel | 0?

Her office door suddenly bangs open, revealing Detective
STEPHEN HOLDER -- 30, ex-narc, dark circles under his eyes,
sonet hing junpy around his nouth. As startled as she--

HOLDER
(overl appi ng)
Whoa, what're you doi ng here--

SARAH
(overl appi ng)
Can | help you--?

HOLDER
This is ny office.
SARAH
Who' re you?
HOLDER
Hol der, from County. You Linden?
DRONE (O S.)

(from phone)
Hel | 0- 0- 07

SARAH
(i nto phone)
Sorry... wong nunber.
Sarah hangs up. Takes in Holder; his own cardboard BOX in
his arms. Unconfortable in his ill-fitting, cheap suit.
SARAH ( CONT' D)
Yeah. |'m Li nden.
HOLDER
Thought you'd be outa here by now.
You need nore tinme, | can wait--
SARAH

No, cone in. | ' m al nost done.
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Stiff smles. Wrdlessly, he enters, starts unpacking.
Sarah packing. Awkward silence. Then--

HOLDER
Hear you're noving to LA

SARAH
San Franci sco area.

HOLDER
Gakl and?

SARAH
Sonorma.

HOLDER
Ni ce.

SARAH
Yeah.

Beat .
HOLDER

So... why Sonoma?

SARAH
My fiance lives there.

HOLDER
He police, too?

SARAH
No.

Hol der gl ances at her. End of that convo, too.

HOLDER
L. A born and bred nyself. Nice
weat her, beach, sun... Hate it.

Sarah sm | es grudgingly.

SARAH
You'll love this place then.
HOLDER
Been here five years already... Quch.

He's glancing into one of Sarah's boxes. CLOSE ON gruesone
crime scene PHOTO of an ADDICT -- white, trashy, fatty (think
Courtney Love) -- cut ear to ear. Beneath, the sketch of
trees frombefore. Holder holds up the sketch--

HCOLDER ( CONT' D)
Crack head thought she was Pi casso?



SARAH
Crack head's six year old son drew
it.

HOLDER
Huh. Kid get iced, too?

SARAH
(shakes head)
Sat with Momis body in their crap
SRO for two days before anyone noticed
he hadn't shown up for school

Sarah takes the sketch fromhim Puts it away.

HOLDER
You get the prick who did it?

SARAH
Yup.

She turns away, tapes up a box. Fort Knox this wonman.

HOLDER

So... What happened to the kid?
SARAH

Beats ne.
QAKES (O S.)

Don't waste any tine noving in.
In the doorway stands Lieutenant Oakes.

HOLDER
County cut nme | oose early...

QAKES
Wel cone. Got a tough act to follow
You wrapped up here, Sar?

SARAH
Yup. Al done.

OGakes hands her a PAPER
OAKES

Good. Got a call down at Discovery
Park. Check it out.

SARAH

On ny last day? Seriously, Loo?
QAKES

Still on the city's dine |ast |

checked.
( MORE)
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QAKES ( CONT' D)
(of f her I oo0k)

You can hand it off end of shift.
Six o' clock. Go. Do your job.

Wth a sigh, Sarah grabs her coat and a box--

SARAH
My flight's at nine...

OAKES
Yeah, yeah. Bring Holder wth you.
Show hi m how to work a scene.
Hol der and Sarah assess one anot her.

SARAH
Grab a box. W'Il take ny car.

Of this--
| NT/ EXT. SARAH S CAR - DAY

Sarah drives, Holder yaks. Squat factories -- abandoned,
graffiti-marred -- sliding past their w ndows.
HOLDER

Wor ked county narcotics eight
years, nostly undercover

SARAH
(no shit)
You? A UC? Never woul da guessed.

Hol der shoots her a | ook: whatevs.

HOLDER
Mostly street |evel buys and busts,
Joaqui m shooti ng Raki m bl ah bl ah.
War on drugs a hot crock o' shit.

SARAH
And you think Hom cide's gonna be
different?

HOLDER
Least you got a bad guy.

They stop at a light. Through Holder's w ndow, a TEEN RUNAWAY - -
16, male, filthy dreads, kindly face -- slouches nunbly

agai nst a nonstrous duffel bag on the sidewal k. Rain

drizzling down.

Hol der presses two fingers against the glass: "Peace". The
Teen Runaway lazily sticks up his mddle finger: "Fuck you".

Hol der grins, gives himthe finger back. They pull away.
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HOLDER ( CONT' D)

Punk ass.
SARAH

They hate us, you know.
HOLDER

Ya t hi nk?
SARAH

That kid, Picasso, sat with his dead
Momin that crap notel ? Turns out
it was Dad who sliced her. | put

hi m away. Twenty to life.

Hol der turns to look at her. Most she's spoken in awhile.
She stares straight ahead into the rain.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
Thing is, kid' s got no other famly,
right? So now, he's stuck in sone
foster hone, his second, third,
whatever, no end in sight. Six years
ol d, nmurdered hooker for a nom.. no
one's adopting him Damaged goods
for life. Gows up to be sone kid
on the street. Another punk ass.

She stops the car. They're at Discovery Park. Qutside the
w ndows: trees, a lonely fire road, a field.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
So you tell ne. VWho's the bad guy?

She exits. Holder watches her go for a beat, then foll ows.
EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - FIELD - DAY

A scattering of UNNFORMS in a desolate field, woods in the
near di stance. Rain abated for now.

Sarah and Hol der approach a young, bored UNI FORM i n charge- -

SARAH
Where's the body?
UNI FORM
Still lookin'. School kids on a

field trip this nmornin' found this.

He hands a clear Evidence BAGto Sarah -- inside a shimery
pi nk SWEATER. Torn, bl ood- snear ed.

HOLDER
This park's Tweaker Central at nights.
( MORE)
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HOLDER ( CONT' D)
Bottom of the barrel types bring
their tricks here. Could be sone
basehead got her ass beat.
He turns to Sarah but she's focused intently on the sweater.

HOLDER ( CONT' D)

(to Uniform
You check ERs for any incom ng |ast
ni ght ?

The Uniform sullen, glances at Sarah, back to Hol der.

UNI FORM
Nah.

HOLDER
Wy not ?

SARAH

Cuz that's your job
She hands t he bagged sweater back to the Uniform

SARAH ( CONT' D)
Owner's not an addict. Least not
the type hangs around here.
(of f Hol der' s | o00k)
Whol sweater. Looks recently cleaned.

HOLDER
She brought it to the coin wash, so
what .

SARAH
You dry clean wool. Know any tweakers
drop their wardrobe off at the
cl eaners?

(to uniform
What el se you got?

UNI FORM
Not nmuch. Safeway card

He hol ds out a baggie: inside, a club CARD. Scrawl ed on the
back a nanme: "STANLEY LARSEN'.

UNI FORM ( CONT' D)
Belongs to a ' Stanl ey Larsen.'

HOLDER
Quy |l oses his wallet while he's
gettin' his knob polished?
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SARAH
(to Uniform
Keep lookin'. And call in Sex Crines.

This is theirs for now
She heads to the car. Holder, surprised, follows--

HOLDER
Yo. W got here first.

SARAH
Yeah and we don't got a body.

HOLDER
Not vyet.

Sarah, inpatient, checks her watch.

SARAH
You wanna follow it up, go for it.
HOLDER
You're ny ride, Linden
SARAH
Look, 1'Il drop you off at the
station, | gotta finish packing up--
HOLDER

Thought you were done.

(of f her I oo0k)
Hey, your flight's not til nine,
right? |1 won't let you mss it.
Prom se.

Hol der flicks the bagged Safeway card, wal ks ahead. Sarah
cl ocks sonmet hing on the back of his neck, peeking above his
collar: a TATTOO. The top of an ornate CRUCI FI X. Sarah
curious, follows. PRELAP SFX: BEEPI NG -

EXT. RAI NI ER VALLEY - STREET - DAY

BEEPI NG conmes froma small noving TRUCK -- "LARSEN MOVERS'
printed on its side -- as it backs up to a small grocery
store. Muslim SI GNAGE above the | ocked freight entrance.
STAN
Keep comn', comn' ... stop

Directing i s STANLEY LARSEN -- 39, bullish, ex-biker, fornmer
boozer/braw er turned small business owner and famly man.
"Larsen Movers" on the back of his red UN FORM

BELKO
VWat's that... stank?
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Fromthe driver's side energes BELKO ROYCE -- md 30s, w npy,
mul | et -wearer, wanna-be bad boy with a voice that squeaks
when he's pissed. Stan's enpl oyee and best buddy.

STAN
Gonna | ose ny custoner, you keep
t hat up.
(to Ad Man)

Stanley Larsen. M. Abdullah here?

Stan nods to an approaching OLD MAN -- Sonmali, shrunken,
late 60s, in full jellabiya. A puffy down jacket over his
traditional Muslimattire.

OLD MAN
(heavy accent)
Abdul I ah no here, say you take...

He indicates a small pile of PALLETS near the freight door.
Stan pulls out paperwork, checks--

STAN
That it? He said there were twenty
of 'em

The A d Man stares, smling, not understanding. Belko rolls
his eyes, inpatient.

BELKO
u

(1 oud)
He said there were twenty! Twenty!

STAN
He ain't deaf, Jesus, Bel ko.

Stan nakes a "bigger" gesture wth his hands, points to the
pallets. The A d Man nods eagerly, unlocks the freight door.

OLD MAN
Ya, ya, here, okay...

Bel ko gl ances around, |ocking eyes with a clutch of hijab-
cl ad SOVALI WOVEN breezing by on the cracked, |unpy sidewal k.

BELKO

Pl ace gives nme the creeps.
STAN

Ni e pani kuj .
BELKO

Ni e pani kuj, ny ass, Stan, Al Qaida
t here be hatin' on us.

Meani ng a group of SOVALI KIDS - 8, wearing koofiyads and
jeans -- kicking a soccer ball in an garbage-filled, weedy
lot. Staring at them openly.
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STAN
Bel ko. He can hear you.
BELKO
Gsama here don't give a shit.
(to Ad Man)

Do you, Osama?
The A d Man, unsure, smles. Mssing nost of his teeth.

BELKO ( CONT' D)
VWat'd | tell you?

Stan grins, shakes his head. The A d Man rolls up the freight
door. Inside, racks of frozen GOAT CARCASSES hang in rows.
Hal al neat store. Belko pulls his jacket over his nose--

BELKO ( CONT' D)
Ch, damm.

OLD MAN
Mor e. See?

| ndi cating another pile of pallets inside. Stan nods--

STAN
Got it. Thanks for your help.

BELKO
Yeah, Happy Kwanzaa, ny brother.

OLD MAN
My nane Faisal. Not Osana.

Bel ko stares, busted. Stan smrks.

STAN
Tell M. Abdullah 1I'Il drop off his
paperwor k t onorr ow.

The A d Man nods, shoots Bel ko a haughty | ook, exits.

A nortified Bel ko quickly tosses pallets into the back of
the truck. Stan joins, suppressing laughter. Can't. Bends
over, busting out.

STAN ( CONT' D)
OGsama poned you... My brother...

Sending hinself into another gale. Belko grins reluctantly.

BELKO
Hey, Stan. Eat ne.

Bot h of them | aughing together now dd friends. Stan's
cell phone RI NGS.
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STAN
(i nto phone)
Larsen Movers.

MTCH (O S.)
(from phone)
Stan, you need to get hone right now -

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KITCHEN - DAY - CLOSE ON

A soppi ng wet MOP dragged over a flooded |inoleumfloor.

PAN UP to reveal M TCH LARSEN - |ate 30s, rough-around-the-
edges-pretty, ex-biker bunny turned housewi fe and nother. A
foot shorter than Stan but a force of nature--

M TCH
... How many tines | gotta tell you
we need a new di shwasher, Stan!

Pulling on a roll of DUCT TAPE, Stan exam nes the DI SHMASHER

STAN
It's just the gasket again, calm
down al ready- -

M TCH
That thing's gonna stay broke no
matter how many tines you wave t hat
damm roll of tape at it.

STAN
Bel ko'Il fix it then, we can't afford
a new one, Mtch--

M TCH

| amin no nood for that Bel ko-will -
fix-it bullshit--

STAN
Ther e. CGot it.

He reaches around the front of the di shwasher--

M TCH
Don't you even | ook at that On button,
Stanl ey Larsen.

STAN
Still got the touch, ukochana.

He hits the ON button. The di shwasher EXPLODES wat er.
GQumy, Stan stares. Mtch, despite herself, grins.

M TCH
Don't look like it to ne.

She | aughs. Despite hinself, Stan joins, grabs at her--
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M TCH ( CONT' D)
CGet offa nme you big dunb | ug!

He westles her laughing to the wet kitchen floor, Mtch
hitting at himplayfully and then they' re kissing, |aughing.
This marriage rock-fucking-solid even after 20 odd years.

As they make out, CAMERA PANS up to the FRIDGE, covered in
kid s DRAWNGS, PHOTOS. In one, two little blonde BOYS cut
up with a blonde TEENAGE G RL. The girl fromthe Teaser.
Stanley isn't a john. He's the girl's father--

EXT. LARSEN APARTMENT - DAY

Ballard waterfront: squat factories, fishing boats noored on
Shi shol e Bay, small, rusty bridges connecting the forner
wor ki ng cl ass nei ghborhood to tonier parts of the city.

Bel ow a sign readi ng "LARSEN MOVERS" a smal |, nopdest working

garage, the Larsen' apartnent above it. |In the apartnent's
front door are |lovebirds Mtch and Stan -- post | ove-nmaking,
tousled hair. Mtch adjusts Stan's collar--
M TCH
Thi nk they know we just did it?
Meani ng their EMPLOYEES -- including Belko -- in the open
garage, | abelling boxes, pretending not to be | ooking.
STAN
"Il be sure to give 'ema bl ow by
bl ow.
M TCH
You' re sick.
STAN
Ain't the only one.
M TCH
Shut up, you.

They grin at one anot her.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
Hey. Gotta ask you sonet hing.

STAN
What .

She fiddles with his collar, suddenly nervously--

M TCH
Don't get mad, prom se?



STAN
Mtch. Wat is it.

M TCH
Rosi e said she'd apply to school s..
But she wants to go outa state.

Stan's face darkens. Mtch, going for the save--

A flicker

Bel ko clinbs into the noving truck, grinning.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
That's good news, right? Her finally
wanting to go to coll ege?

STAN
If that's what she wants

M TCH
(annoyed)
Course it is.
(off his I ook)
Stan, I'mnot gettin' into this again--

STAN
Quta state? Isn't she kinda young?

M TCH
Al nost ei ghteen, gotta |l et her go
sonetinme, Papa.

of sadness in Stan's face.

STAN
['Il think about it.

M TCH
Can we afford it?

STAN
If that's what Rosie wants, we'l|l
make it happen.

M TCH
Thanks, babe. | mean it.

BELKO (Q. S.)
Got a nove down in Burien, Stan.
Gonna be late...

famly like his own.

He smacks her ass playfully.

STAN
Gotta go.

As he clinbs into the truck--

M tch pinches his ass back.

21.

Loving this
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M TCH
St an?

They | ock eyes, smle. Doesn't get better than this.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
Not hi ng. Get outa here.

Saying it all without words. He drives off, passing a
Bl LLBOARD on the street. On it a handsone, Kennedyesque-
| ooki ng man. Underneath the words: "R CHVOND FOR MAYOR'- -

| NT. CATHEDRAL - DAY - CLOSE ON

Qur m ssing man, DARREN RICHVOND -- early 40s, Gavin Newsom s
good | ooks (m nus the slick back), Gty Council President,
Seattle's JFK.  Richnond stares intently at sonmething slightly
above eye level. Hs face lined with regret. Loss.

CAMERA TRACKS around him revealing a | ong marbl e hallway.
At one end a beautiful stained glass window In front of
it, a JANNTOR silently buffing the shiny floors.

CAMERA continues to TRACK now reveal i ng austere stone walls
lined wwth brass plates, nanes carved into them A mausol eum

Ri chnond fi xated on one nanme: "LILY RICHMOND." | nscribed
bel ow. "June 09, 1970 - Cctober 24, 2002".

H s cell phone RINGS. R chnond, dazed, raw, funbles for it.

Rl CHMOND
(i nto phone)
VWhat is it, Jam e?

JAME (O S.)
(from phone; frantic)
Debate's in |l ess than two hours where
are you--7?

RI CHMOND
(i nto phone)
I"'m.. 1"l be there.
He hangs up. Reluctant to |leave. One |ast |ook, then does--
EXT. CENTER CI TY - ESTABLI SHI NG SHOT - DAY

Seat of political power in Seattle. Skyscrapers, old stone
bui | di ngs, mani cured parks.

INT. CTY HALL - STAI RWAY - DAY

A giant, see-through atrium-- glass, steel, suspended
wal kways, views of the Puget Sound and downt own.
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Ri chnond ascends the stairs, a changed man -- smling, self-
assured, nodding to various PASSERBYERS. On his gane.
JAM E
Tinmes poll just came in...

Rushi ng towards Richnond is JAM E DEMPSEY: early 30s, policy
wonk, a younger, nerdier, non-bald version of Janes Carville.
Ri chnond's brilliant canpai gn manager, |oyal sidekick type.

On his heels is GAEN EATON -- Richnond's canpai gn advi sor,
md 30's, razor sharp smarts neets sophisticated sexiness.
Piled dowmm with PAPERWORK. Coolly assessing her boss.

JAM E (CONT' D)
Adans cl osed our three point |ead--

RI CHMOND
Good norning to you, too, Janes.

JAM E
El ection's |l ess than two weeks away,
we don't have tinme to be jerking off
her e- -

GVEN
Ww. Not what we're doing | hope.
(to Ri chnond)
Where were you?

RI CHMOND
Sl ept in.

JAM E
You never sleep in.

RI CHMOND
| lost ny watch.

Ri chnmond grabs Jame's wist. Checks out his WATCH

Rl CHMOND ( CONT' D)
And you took it.

JAM E
It | ooks like yours but it's m ne.

RI CHMOND
Are you going Single, Wite Fenale
on nme, Jam e?

JAM E
VWhat's that?

GVEN
VWhen do we have to | eave for the
debat e?
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JAM E
(hurryi ng ahead)
Ten til. ['ll make sure the car's
out front.
Rl CHVOND

He's nore nervous than | am

GVEN
And you're surprised by this. Oh
nmy. \Wat do we have here?

From her pocket, she extracts a man's WATCH

RI CHMOND
Looks vaguely like a man's tinmepi ece.
Where on god's green earth did you
find it, Gwneth?

GVEN
On ny kitchen counter.

They share a sizzling smle. He takes the watch.

RI CHMOND
Your kitchen counter? What was it
doi ng there?

As they enter...
INT. CITY HALL - RICHVOND S QUTER OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS

Canpai gn POSTERS with "Rl CHMOND FOR MAYOR' ever ywhere.
| NTERNS and Al DES rush around, yapping into cell phones,
carrying docunents, drinking Starbucks.

Ri chmond and Gmen stride through the hubbub. She's back to
busi ness now, goi ng t hrough papers, handing hima sheaf - -

GVEN
Press is going to hammer Adans on
t he gang i ssue because of the Ml
shootings | ast week. You help them
al ong. . .

RI CHMOND

Mayor killed ny m dni ght hoops
tourneys and after school prograns
four years in a row. Easy.

(of f paper)
' Now we got kids who're stealing and
deal i ng we coul d have turned around.'

(turns to her)
You wite that?

GVEN
Janm e did.
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RI CHMOND
Not bad. Punch |ist here, too?

GVEN
Second page. WMall shooters were
Somal i teens, recent gang inductees..

As they enter--
INT. CTY HALL - RICHMOND S | NNER OFFI CE - CONTI NUOUS

Ri chnond' s sanctum sanctorumfilled with light, ceiling-Ilength
w ndows, mninmalist design. At a long conference table,
Ri chmond' s war council gathers. Jam e picking up their convo--

JAM E
Fifty percent of them bel ow the
poverty line, prinme recruits for
gangs. Fastest growi ng pop in
Seattle.

Rl CHMOND
Adans cares for corporations, not
kids. Somalis didn't turn out for
his | ast el ection.

GVEN
They will for this one. Registration
nunbers in Rainier Valley are through
t he roof.

JAM E
Today' s debate's our turning point.
You actually get themto vote, we
got a chance.

RI CHMOND
We're still at the high school, right?
| want to keep kids front and center
of this canpaign

GVEN
(nods)
Great visuals. Debate'll hit the
six o' clock news cycle. Dinner tine

TV.
JAM ES
(to the others)
We got those posters at the school...?

As he, Gmen and the others kibbitz, R chnond sits at the
head of the table, taking it all in. The energy, hope.
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RI CHMOND
Ch, alnost forgot... Had a little
chat with Councilwoman Yitanes this
nor ni ng.

GVEN

Ruth's tal king to you?

RI CHMOND
Not only that. She's endorsing ne.

The others react. Stunned, excited.

Rl CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Front page of the Tines tonorrow
nmor ni ng, above the crease. Til then,
keep it under w aps.

GVEN
The only way we're getting the unions
is with her pull.

JAM E
Add the Somalis to those nunbers..
el ection's ours.

Cel ebratory hubbub. Gaen's cell RINGS. Nods to Ri chnond.

GVEN
Mayor Adans. He wants to see you

RI CHMOND
(surprised)
What about ?

GVEN
Didn't say. Pre-debate psychout?

RI CHMOND
Let himtry.
(checki ng wat ch)
"1l be ready in fifteen.

JAM E
Thought you | ost your watch, Darren?
Qbser vant t

I e bastard. Darren and Gmen exchange di screte
smles. Of

tl

this--

INT. CITY HALL - COUNCI L CHAMBERS - DAY

Ri chnmond enters. A circle of PONER BROKERS surround the
jewel in the crown -- Mayor LESLEY ADAMS, |ate 50s, old schoo
politician, two termincunbent, deep pockets, slick tongue.

On a desk, Adamis briefcase. Cicero's Pro Quinctio near it.
Ri chnmond picks up the book as Adans di sperses his inner circle--




Ri chnond shakes his head in disbelief.

The Mayor

ADANS
If Ccero had bided his tine, he
woul d have gone far. Instead the

Romans executed him Put his hands
and head on display in the Forum

RI CHMOND
| read himin college. |Is there
sonet hi ng you need, Mayor?

ADAMS
These are tough tinmes for nom and
pop, Darren. The voters want sonmeone
W th experience.

RI CHMOND
Your record doesn't speak for nom or
pop. M ne does.

ADANS
Wait four years and you'll have ny
endorsenent. Donors'll flee if you

lose this tine. No second chances.

RI CHMOND
Election's thirteen days away. ..
What woul d be ny reason for dropping
out ?

ADAMS
Cty's run out of noney, on the brink,
time to put aside personal anbition
for the greater good. You're the
peopl e's mayor. Prove it.

RI CHMOND
So you can get on your knees four
nmore years for big business? | don't
t hi nk so.

ADANS

No need to wallow in the gutter,
Darren. Even if it's where you cane
from

RI CHMOND
" The people's good is the highest
| aw. '

bl i nks, clearly not knowi ng the reference.
tosses the book onto the desk.

Rl CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Cicero. Mght want to actually read
hi m soneti ne.

27.

GQuy's got balls.

Ri chnond
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Ri chmond turns to go--

ADAMS
| just signed off on funding for the
Council's anti-gang initiatives. A
wor t hy endeavor.

RI CHMOND
That you killed four years in a row.

ADAMS
No one cares. O renmenbers. Voters
are like goldfish. Five second
menories. See you at the debate.

Of R chnond: wondering if he's right--
EXT. LARSEN APARTMENT - DAY

Under a darkening sky, Mtch throws out wet rags, a seriously
fucked up MOP. Sarah, chonping GUM and Hol der approach

HOLDER
Lookin' for a Stanley Larsen?

Mtch makes themright off, her face hardeni ng, busying
herself wth the trash--

M TCH
He' s not here.

HOLDER
You his wife?

M TCH
Yeah. What's this about?

Sarah, quietly observant, takes in the enpty garage, nodest
apartnment buil ding while Hol der talks:

HOLDER
Know where we can find hinf

M TCH
Stan's on a job, | don't know where
at .

HOLDER
What about |ast night? Were was
he?

Mtch puts the Iid on the trash can. Crosses her arns.

M TCH
Why' re you aski ng about Stan?



SARAH

Your husband usually go out at nights,
Ms. Larsen? Not tell you where?

M tch barks annoyed | aughter, turns to her--

M TCH

Course not. Stan's always hone with

me and the kids nights, that's
ridicul ous- -

SARAH
Last night, too?

M TCH
W were on a canping trip, okay?
Got in late, so yeah.

HOLDER

You al ways get like this when the
police conme around? Askin' about

your husband?

M TCH

No, | don't. And they don't. | got

things to do, okay?

Rain begins to fall. Sarah hands her a CARD

SARAH

Have himcall.

(to Hol der)

Let's go.

HOLDER

Sure he didn't duck out |ast night?

Maybe after you got in bed?

M TCH
Christ, what's your problenf? Yeah,
" m sure.

HOLDER
How?

M TCH

How do you think?

SARAH
Let's go.

They head towards the car, Sarah anused.

SARAH ( CONT' D)

Hol der

Maki ng friends and influencing peopl e.

not .

29.
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HOLDER
(annoyed)
So we just wait for this guy to call?

SARAH
In situations like this | always ask
mysel f... What Wul d Jesus Do?

Hol der turns to look at her. Gets it. Deadpan--
HOLDER

He'd say: let her cover for her ho-
chasin' husband, ain't ny STD.

SARAH
Har d- core guy, that JC
HOLDER
The Lord works in nysterious ways.
SARAH
Never figured you for a God freak
Hol der.
HOLDER

Who says | anf?

Sarah grins, warmng to him glancing back at Mtch. Her
smle fades.

Mtch hurriedly wheels several BIKES into the garage, out of
the rain. Two clearly belonging to little boys. The third
adult-sized. Agirl's. Painted SH MVERY PINK.  Sane col or
as the sweater in the park.

SARAH
Excuse ne. Ms. Larsen?
(beat)
Do you have a daughter?

M TCH
Yeah. Wy?

SARAH
She go on that canping trip, too?

M TCH
Rosi e spent the weekend here. At a
friend s house.

SARAH
When' d you last talk to her?

M TCH
Friday. Before we left town. Wy?

Mtch worried now by Sarah's intense stare.
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SARAH
Call her.

PRELAP SFX: ringing school BELL--
| NT. ROOSEVELT Hl GH - HALLWAY - DAY

Public school. TEENAGERS gab, flirt, head into class. Meet
STERLING FI TCH - 17, pretty, chunky, the type who smles

when she's scared -- frantically texting on her PHONE: "ROSIE
WHERE R U? CALL ME 911!" Accosting a nearby TEENAGE BOY - -

STERLI NG
Was Rosie in Chen?

Teenage Boy shakes his head, noves off. A worried Sterling
heads off to class, passing opposi ng POSTERS ("Rl CHVOND FOR
MAYCR', "ADAMS FOR MAYOR') outside the gym..

| NT. ROOSEVELT HI GH - CLASSROOM - CONTI NUOUS
Sterling sits with other yanmmering TEENS, firing off a text.

BENNET (Q. S.)
Settle down, guys, we don't have a
ot of tine today...

Enter BENNET AHVED - 28, Bl ack, hipster teacher with retro
bl ack-framed gl asses, arns piled with papers, books.

BENNET ( CONT' D)
Got your questions for the debate?
Everyone? Good. Dylan, fire way.

Kids | ean forward eagerly, half the girls in love with the
cool teach. DYLAN -- 16, pinply, slack-jawed:

DYLAN
Un M question is: what exactly
does the mayor... do?

Kids titter. Bennet sighs. Sterling furtively fires off
anot her text, phone hi dden beneath her desk.

BENNET

That's not a question, Dyl an.
DYLAN

It isn't?
BENNET

Not if you did the reading. Anyone
el se wanna try?

Kids pretend to think while Sterling, oblivious, texts.



32.

BENNET ( CONT' D)
Sterling. Gve it to ne.

STERLI NG
VWhat? |'m not doi ng anything..

BENNET
Your question for the debate today.
O your cell phone. Your call.

Kids titter louder, Sterling reddens. KNOCK KNOCK. Saved
by stiletto-wearing Principal MEYERS in the doorway.

VEYERS
M. Ahned, | need to see Sterling
Fitch. Now.
| NT. ROOSEVELT HI GH - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER
Enmpty except for Meyers, Bennet and a squirmng Sterling --
STERLI NG
... Un yeah. Rosie spent the weekend
at ny house, Principal Myers.

Bennet picks up on her nervousness. Not Meyers--

MEYERS

Then why isn't she in school today?
STERLI NG

| have zero period so, like, | left

early and Rosie doesn't? Have zero
period I nmean. So | guess she sl ept
in?

Meyers sighs, no tinme for this shit.

MEYERS
Go back to class, Sterling.
(to Bennet)
The debate starts in |less than half
an hour. Can you nake sure the
seniors are seated by then?

BENNET
Sure, Ms. Meyers. No prob

Meyers hustles off. Quilty, Sterling | ooks up, catches
Bennet's know ng eye.

BENNET ( CONT' D)
Nice try.

STERLI NG
VWhat, Bennet? | told you..
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BENNET
How about telling ne the truth?

Sterling makes a face. The ever patient Bennet waits--
EXT. BALLARD - TRANSI TI ON SHOT - DAY

CAMERA GLI DES under an old, steel bridge, its girders comng
slowy into frame, black slashes across the rainy sky...

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - DAY

Mtch sits at the kitchen table, fiddling with her cell phone.
Sarah paces, observing. Holder |eading the interview

M TCH
: Rosi e had dinner wwth me and the
boys then she left for that dance, |
don't know, around eight?

HOLDER
Dance?

M TCH
A school thing, for Hall oween.

HOLDER
And that's the last tinme you saw
your daughter.
Mtch flinches at the phrase. Nods.

HOLDER ( CONT' D)
You renmenber what she was wearing?

M TCH
The usual, jeans, a sweater. She
said only the freshman wore costunes.
HOLDER
Can you descri be her sweater?
M TCH
Pink, glittery, she wore it all the
time. 1'd just picked it up from

t he cl eaners.

Hol der gl ances over at Sarah. She's staring at the PHOTO of
Rosi e and her brothers on the fridge door. Mtch, nervous--

M TCH ( CONT' D)
Why' re you askin' about that?

SARAH
Your daughter have a history of
runni ng away, Ms. Larsen?
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M TCH
(surprised)
No. Never.
SARAH

She upset when she left here Friday?

M TCH
What's your meani ng?

SARAH
You have words with her? A fight?

Mtch's face hardens. Hating this woman suddenly, deeply.

M TCH
No.

SARAH
But you weren't worried when you
didn't hear from her all weekend.

M TCH
| told you we didn't have reception
at the canpground. She's seventeen,
not sone little kid we forgot about.

Sarah blinks. Quch. Mtch sensing she's hit a nerve.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
Now i f you're done why don't you do
your job and find ny daughter--

Mtch's cell phone RINGS. Angry, she turns away, answers.

Hol der makes a lazy claw ng "cat fight" gesture to Sarah.
She ignores him spots an open bedroom door off the kitchen--

BEDROOM

POSTERS on the walls, a pink BEDSPREAD, stuffed AN MALS,
cluttered VANITY TABLE -- a splash of color and life in this

ot herwi se drab, grey apartnent. Bedroom of well |oved kid.
Sarah, drawn to sonething inside this room is about to enter--

MTCH (O S.)
That was Rosie's school ...

BACK TO SCENE
Mtch stands there, stunned, cell phone in hand.
M TCH ( CONT' D)
Sterling said she never spent the

weekend. The last tinme she saw Rosi e
was Friday night. At the dance.
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Of this--
I NT. ROOSEVELT H GH - GYM - BACKSTAGE - DAY

Gren peeks out from behind the curtain. STUDENTS, PRESS
noi sily assenble. R chnond absently shuffles through his
notes at the podium Lost in thought.

GVEN
Press is falling all over thensel ves.
| just hope those kids stay awake.

Rl CHVOND
Adans knew |'d cone after himon the
gang thing. Covered his bases.

GVEN
Expected counter nove. Doesn't take
the shine off you.

RI CHMOND
So why tell ne before the debate?

GVEN
's trying to shake you. Qbviously
it's worKking.
(beat)
s that what's really bothering you?

Ri chnmond, master deflector, pulls her close.

RI CHMOND
Move in with ne.

GVEN
Avoi di ng ny questi on.

RI CHMOND
You' re avoi di ng m ne.

GVEN
You can break hearts after you get
the single femal e vote.

Rl CHMOND
You' re col d- bl ooded.

GVEN
That's ny job. Taking care of you.

They kiss. Hot and heavy.
GVNEN ( CONT' D)

Maybe. After the election. |If you're
r eady.
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RI CHMOND
" mready right now.

She gently pushes away fromhim Looks himin the eye--

GVEN
Darren. | know where you were this
nor ni ng.

Ri chnmond's smle fades. Suddenly vul nerable. Exposed.

GVEN ( CONT' D)
| just wish you' d talk to ne. That's
al | .

He wants to, struggles to. But can't. Suddenly Ri chnond
noti ces soneone in the shadows. Mayor Adans.

ADAMS
Didn't nean to interrupt.

GVEN
"Il be in the back if you need ne.

She exits. They watch her go. Adans smling, snug.

ADAMS
Gaen's father and |I've known one
anot her for years. Solid famly.
Smart woman. You're a | ucky man.

(beat)
But no one conpares with your Lily,
of course.

Lily. The nane at the Mausol eum Richnond, stunned, |ooks
up slowy. Can't believe this fuck would go there--

FOOTSTEPS approach. Assistant Chief MARK LEWS - 40s, silver-
hai red, fox-faced, Sarah and Hol der trailing behind him

LEW S
Mayor, Councilman? W may have an
i ssue. ..

| NT. ROOSEVELT H GH - CLASSROOM - MOMENTS LATER

As rain pelts the windows, Lewi s, Adans and Ri chnond powwow,
Gren and a Mayor's AIDE wth them At a respectful distance,
Sarah and an inpatient Hol der | ook on.

LEW S
: Wth the press out there, we'll
do our best to be discreet. But you
shoul d be aware that the school is a
potential abduction site.
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RI CHMOND
How I ong's this student been m ssing?

LEW S
Since Friday. W'Ill need to talk to
her classmates, get a clearer picture.

ADANS
Surely this can wait until after the
debate, don't you agree, Chief Lew s?

LEW S
"Il hold off as |ong as you feel
necessary, Mayor. Council man.
Ri chnmond, who's noted the inpatient Holder, turns to him

RI CHMOND
Can it wait? Your investigation?

Hol der's caught off guard, glances at Sarabh.
SARAH

M ssing kids're usually killed in
the first seventy two hours so..

no. It can't.
Lew s: pissed. R chnond: liking her no bullshit way.
RI CHMOND

Then we reschedule. A mssing child
t akes precedence- -

ADAMS
She's hardly a child..

VWhat a douche bag. Even Lew s | ooks surprised.

RI CHMOND
VWll, there's the press to consider
t hen, Mayor.

ADAMS

(annoyed; covering)
Finding the girl is the nost inportant
thing here, of course. Let's
reschedul e t hen.

LEW S
Sorry for the inconvenience, |'ll
keep you updated. Detectives?

Lew s heads out, Sarah and Hol der follow ng. Under his breath--

LEW S ( CONT' D)
Better close this thing fast, Linden.
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They cross a fretting Principal Meyers in the doorway- -

LI NDEN
(to Meyers)
W' Il need access to Rosie Larsen's
| ocker.
MVEYERS

O course, yes...
They all trickle out, R chnond and Adans |eft al one--

RI CHMOND
Don't you ever say her nane.
(beat)
You under st and?

MVEYERS
| apologize if | offended you, Darren.

Adans holds his eye. Q@uy's a naster manipulator. As he
turns to go, one nore nove--

ADAMS
Oh and | woul dn't depend on the word
of Councilworman Yitanes. Ruth's a
real flake. Have a great day.

He exits, R chnond reeling. How the hell did he know about
Yi tanes? PRELAP VO

MEYERS (O S.)
The debate has been post poned..

| NT. ROOSEVELT H (H - GYM - DAY
On stage, Principal Meyers exhorts the student body:

MEYERS
Pl ease return to your classes..

The kids throng the aisles, elated they don't have to sit
t hrough the Snore Fest. At the front doors of the gym Sarah
and Hol der - along with two UNIl FORMS - scan the crowd.

Sterling spots them Al arnmed, she turns, pushing agai nst
the crowd, and escapes through a side door..

| NT. ROOSEVELT H GH - HALLWAY - DAY

Hol der and Li nden wait outside a classroomas kids file in,
a few scantily clad TEEN G RLS eyeing him bl atantly.

He | ooks at Sarah, shrugs: Can't help it. Bennet approaches--



BENNET
| have no idea where Sterling went,

" m sorry.
SARAH

W' re gonna need her hone address.
BENNET

Sure, the office'll have it.
HOLDER

How | ong you know Rosi e Larsen for?

BENNET
Al nost four years. Straight A
student, good kid, never any problem

SARAH
She get along with her fol ks?

BENNET
Her nom showed up for every parent
t eacher conference, back to schoo
nights. Seened |ike she cared.

SARAH
What about Dad?

BENNET
| never net M. Larsen.

Here cones Principal Myers, holding up a KEY.

SARAH
Excuse ne. ..

She nods to Holder, all yours. Heads off to Meyers.

HOLDER
You were chaperoning at the dance..
You see Rosie there?

BENNET
Yeah, but she left kinda early, maybe
around ten? The party was | ust
ki cking up. No idea why.

HOLDER
VWho' d she | eave with?

BENNET
| don't know, sorry.

HOLDER
You recall what she was wearing?
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BENNET
Not really. Rest of these girls use
Hal | oneen to play stripper. Rosie
was pretty buttoned up.

HOLDER
Good two shoes type.

BENNET
That or she thought she'd be an
original with clothes on.

They laugh. Holder leans in close, intimate--

HOLDER

Pretty hot piece... Rosie.
BENNET

| wouldn't know... she's sevent een.
HOLDER

Ki nda ny point.
He holds a very unconfortable Bennet's eye. Testing him

HOLDER ( CONT' D)
Boys nmusta wanted to hit that.

BENNET
| don't think she had a boyfriend.
Anyway, | should go. M students
are waiting.

He exits, freaked out by Holder. Of this--
| NT. ROOSEVELT HI GH - HALLWAY - DAY - CLOSE ON

A LOCK. Wth gloved hands, Sarah unlocks it, sw ngs open
the LOCKER DOOR Inside, the color pink everywhere-- book
COVERS, a feather BOA, a STUFFED ANl MAL, STI CKERS.

Taped to the inside of the | ocker door are PHOTOS. Rosie
with her famly. Rosie as a little girl. Rosie eating fast
food with Sterling. Rosie with sone | ong deceased pet dog.

Sarah lightly runs her fingers over the photos, becom ng
lost in them Landing on one photo that Rosie clearly took
of herself: flash exploding over a face brimmng with life,
wi th beginning. Eyes wi ser than her 17 years, sadder than
she showed the world. A girl alone in her bedroom at night.
No masks.

HOLDER
Sterling's not answering her hone
phone. . .

Sarah snaps out of it as Hol der approaches.
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HCOLDER ( CONT' D)
Sent a car to sit on her house. GCot
anythin'?

SARAH
(irritated)
Just started.

Hol der joins, rummagi ng through the | ocker, tossing out stuff:
books, | oose paper, make up.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
Any word on Dad?

HOLDER
"Cording to Mom not answering his
cell. Says he turns it off a lot.
SARAH

Let dispatch know what he's driving.
(off his I ook)

Parents kill their kids. Al ways

your first suspect.

Hol der gl ances at her, sensing sonething else here. Lets it
go. They work in silence, then--

HOLDER
Looks |i ke goody two shoes was gettin
busy.

He hol ds out an open box of CONDOVS.

HCOLDER ( CONT' D)
Box of twelve. Five' re m ssing.

SARAH
Boyfriend?

HOLDER
Teacher said she didn't have one.

SARAH
Then who took this?

Sarah indicates the inside | ocker door. The sea of photos.
In the mddle of them a glaringly enpty spot.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
Photo's m ssing. Tape's fresh.

As Hol der exam nes it, Sarah stands, takes in the enpty
hal l way. De-foils another NICORETTE. Chews.
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SARAH ( CONT' D)
W' re gonna have to check shelters,
hospitals, G eyhound... Maybe Rosie's
hol ed up or on the run.

HOLDER
Lotta footwork for two people.

SARAH
Chief Lewis needs to cover his ass.
Means we get nore bodies on this.

Her cell phone RINGS. She answers:

SARAH ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
Li nden here... Yeah, this is Jack's
nmot her. ..

She steps away from Holder. Listens. Worried.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
["11 pick himup.

She hangs up, distracted. Heads off down the hallway. Hol der
standi ng there, box of condons in hand--

HOLDER
Hey. \Were you goin'?

SARAH
Get a K-9 unit out to the woods.
"1l meet you there.

Hol der takes in the condons, the girly pink |ocker. The
bl ank spot where a photo once was--

EXT. PI KE PLACE PARK - DAY

A crap park on the waterfront, catty corner to the Market.
HOVELESS dot the benches, teen RUNAWAYS congregate agai nst a
stone wall. Anong them on his skateboard, is KRIS EMERSON - -
17, white, skinny jeans, nmultiple pierces, gages in his ears.

STERLI NG
Kris? Hey...

Sterling, out of breath, stands at a safe distance with her
BIKE. Fish out of water. Kris skates up to her leisurely:

KRI S
"Sup, Ster-ling.

Rol 1ing her nanme on his tongue |like toffee. She blushes.
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STERLI NG
| need to talk to Jasper. But, Iike,
he's not at school or at his house..

KRI S
And you care... why.

STERLI NG
Cuz the cops are | ooking for Rosie.
Did they hook up this weekend?

KRI S
And | should tell you... why.
STERLI NG
Kris, come on. She could be in
serious trouble, | nean it. Jasper
t 00.
KRI S

G me a snoke first.

Sterling hands himher PACK -- notes his fi

[thy fingernails,
the post-tweak trenor in his hands as he |ight

S up.

KRI' S ( CONT' D)
He's on the island, weekend house.
Parents're in Abu Dabi or sone
di seased hole like that.

STERLI NG
So is she with hinf

KRI' S
Scored sone bl ue m ckeys, figured
he'd be | ookin' to bone.

STERLI NG
God. .. Gme his newcell | don't
have it. Kris, cone on. Fi ne.

She angrily tosses her pack at him He expertly spirits it
away, produces a filthy pen:

KRI S
Cone 'ere.

Kris takes hold of her wist, slowy wites the nunber on
the soft, white flesh of her inner forearm Practically
fucking her with the Bic, with his eyes. Sterling, freaked,
steps away. Rolls down her sl eeve.

STERLI NG
Ckay... See you. Thanks. Bye.

He wags his tongue at her. Steel PIERCE in the mddle of it
flashing like a knife. Bye bye. Sterling flees on her bike.
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OFF Kris: bad ass veneer fading revealing a |l ost kid. PRELAP
SFX: groovy RING of a cell phone--

I NT. JASPER S HOUSE - LIVING ROOM - DAY - CLOSE ON --

A ringing cell PHONE on an expensive glass table. Wi ghed
dowmn with party detritus -- a dirty BONG enpty prescription
BOTTLES, candy WRAPPERS, porn MAGS, a woman's THONG

PULL BACK to reveal JASPER AMES, a frankly ugly 17-year-old,
surly nouthed and puffy eyed, in nada but BOXERS and a BEAN E
Intently focused on an uber-violent video gane pl ayi ng on

the enornous flat screen. Ignoring his phone.

The weekend house is i mense, waterfront views abound. This
is Mercer Island -- where Seattle's rich |ive and vacance.
Where their kids bring their illicit partying and fucking.

From upstairs cones the sound of BREAKI NG GLASS. Jasper
gl ances up, then ignores it. |Ignores his ringing cell..

| NT. JASPER S HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS
CLOSE ON a shattered GLASS. PAN UP to reveal the goblet

thrower -- a G RL, nmussy bl onde hair, splayed nude across
t he bed, face hidden. Rosie? She noans, in pain, unable to
rise. |Is Rosie hurt? |Is she being held captive? WF?

EXT. PUGET SOUND - TRANSI TI ON SHOT - DAY

AERI AL on the m st-covered islands dotting the Sound. So
many places to lose a child. TILT UP to reveal the Ballard
skyline. ..

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - DAY

Al one, pacing, Mtch frets on her cell phone, sw ping at the
kitchen table top with a wet SPONGE

M TCH
(i nto phone)
Stan, you need to call ne. As
soon as you get this. Call ne.

She hangs up, angrily digs at a spot on the already i mmuacul ate
table top. Stops suddenly and puts down the sponge. C oses
her eyes. Terror flooding in full force--

Front door BANGS open. Mtch turns, frantically hopeful.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
Rosi e?

But it's just DENNY and TOM - 8 and 9 - her two youngest,
running pell nell, rough and sweet as hyperactive puppies:



45.

DENNY
(overl appi ng)
Rosie! W' re hone!

TOM
(overl appi ng)
She prom sed to bring us biking at
t he docks, Mom -!

DENNY
Can we go, Mom please please pl ease--

M TCH
| can't hear nyself think here.
What' d you feed them Terry?

Here cones TERRY - late 20s, tight clothing, thick blue eye
shadow, touch of tramp - Mtch's younger, prettier sister

TERRY
Bag of sugar with a Red Bull chaser

DENNY
VWat's a red bill chaser, Mnf

M TCH
What Aunt Terry has for breakfast
every norning.

TERRY
Go put your backpacks away and Aunt
Terry'll give you nore candy.
TOM DENNY
(1 n unison)

Alrightt!!!
They thunder off. Terry's smle quickly fades.

TERRY
Any word on Rosie?

Mtch shakes her head, starts sponging at the table again--

M TCH
Stan isn't answering his phone..

TERRY
What' d the cops say?

M TCH
Not hin', just askin' ne bullshit--

TOM
Mon?!  Where's Rosi e?!

Tom and Denny fly back in. The sisters exchange | ooks.
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M TCH
She's not back from school yet.

DENNY
She prom sed we'd go biking! Can
you bring us Mom please please--!

M TCH
Quit that yellin', Denny, | nean it.

Har sher than she nmeant. Denny goes red-faced. Bawy.

TERRY
"Il take you. Go get your hel nets.

The boys exit, watching their nom Sensing sonething' s w ong.

M TCH
You got work tonight, Terry, forget
it, 1"l take 'em-
TERRY
Mtch. Hey. |'mstaying, okay?
M TCH
kay. I'msorry, |I'mjust going

nuts here...

(dialing her phone)
That girl's getting the ass-Kkicking
of her life, I'"'mtellin" you.

TERRY
Yeah, serious. You need stilettos,
| got sone six-inchers in the trunk
(headi ng out)
"Il get "emready. Just don't worry,
okay? She'll turn up..

She smles, exits, Mtch smling back. Al one in the kitchen
again, listening to her cell. R nging endlessly. Wrrying..

| NT/ EXT. LARSEN MOVERS TRUCK - DAY

TRACKI NG SHOT of tidy one story hones, white picket fences,
br eat ht aki ng Puget Sound. Mddle Arerica with mllion dollar
wat erfront views. Over this--

STAN (O S.)
... Used to drive around here, ne
and Mtch, when Rosie was little.

PULL BACK to reveal Stan in the driver's seat. Belko riding
shot gun, chonping a SUB. Both of them enchanted by the view

STAN ( CONT' D)
Pretended |li ke we |ived here, you
know. Like... we were conin' hone.
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peel i ng

pai nt, overgrown yard, a FOR SALE SIGN on the front |awn.

BELKO
Be nice to own that one, huh?

Stan exits the truck, uproots the FOR SALE sign.

STAN
Al r eady do.

BELKO
Shut up. Stan? You serious?

Stan smles. Quiet pride. Belko exits the van.
believe this shit.

BELKO ( CONT' D)
You can't afford this. Wat about
all the work's gotta be done?

STAN
That's why | got you
BELKO
(quietly)

You need sone help with cash, al
you gotta do is say so.

Chucks it.

Can't

Stan turns, stares. Scary fucker when he gets quiet-nad.

STAN
' mdone with that. Been done.

BELKO
Just sayin'.

Bel ko pouting. Sonething el se going on here.

STAN
You know, it's got a basenent. Fix
it up, make it nice, place to stay
you ever need one. Just sayin'.

Bel ko nods, noved as hell. Stan's a good friend.

BELKO
What's Mtch think about this?
(realizing)
You're in for a world of hurt, ny
br ot her .

STAN
(beat)
Rosi e never had a backyard when she
was a kid. Doesn't seemright. A
kid not ever having that.
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Bel ko gl ances at himbut Stan won't neet his eye. A quiet
monment. Then Bel ko's phone RINGS. He checks it--

BELKO
Wiy's Mtch callin' ne...?

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - LATER

M d-convo, Stan and Mtch. She's junping out of her skin,
pacing. Stan |ooks on, worried, trying to be stoic.

M TCH
... They found a sweater in the park
i ke her pink one, Stan! And why'd
she lie to us? Were's she been?

STAN
She still datin' that rich jerkoff?

M TCH
What ?  No. ..
(off his I ook)
No! She broke up with Jasper in the
sumrer you know t hat.

He holds Mtch's eye, sensing a half lie. She jukes wth--
M TCH ( CONT' D)

And now Sterling' s run off, won't
talk to the cops. What's going on?

STAN
Ckay, | ook, you stay here in case
Rosi e conmes back, |'mgoin' out--
M TCH

The cops, they asked about birthmarks,
scars, jewelry, anything Rosie could
be... identified wth.

A beat. The possibility hangs between them Unspoken.

M TCH ( CONT' D)
| told them about that neckl ace she
al ways wore. That butterfly neckl ace.
Renmenber, Stan?
(losing it)
Her butterfly neckl ace?

Terror in both their eyes now. He takes her by the shoul ders,
firm Calmng her, hinself as well--

STAN
She's fine. She's just a kid, like
we were. Dunb, not thinking of anyone
but ourselves...
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Mtch half sobs, half | aughs, desperate for normality.

M TCH
My old man hated you

STAN
Put a lot o' white hairs on that
bal d head us sneaki ng around.

They both | augh now. Back on solid ground. At |east trying.

STAN ( CONT' D)
"1l find her, okay? Bring her hone.

Mtch nods, smles, as Stan exits, one |ast glance back.
She stands there, in the silence, the enpty kitchen. Witing
again. Not know ng what to do.

EXT. EASTLAKE - DOCKS - DAY

Modest houseboats |ine the dock. Beneath the arching steel
bri dge, Sarah wal ks hurriedly wth her son, JACK -- 13 going
on 30, spiky gelled do, handsone, sullen. She's angry,
distracted. Half of her still in the case--

SARAH
... Snoking cigarettes? At school ?
Real |y, Jack?

JACK
It's not |like |I was doing crack,
Mom Cod.

She | ooks at him baffled. W the fuck is this kid?

SARAH
You're going to have to stay with
Regi til I'"mdone with work.

JACK
Fi ne.

SARAH

And a prom se you won't ever do that
agai n woul d be ni ce.

JACK
(by rote)
kay, | won't do it again.

At the far end of the dock, a woman on a small houseboat,
REE@ - 60s, short hair, flannel shirt -- waves. Sarah sniles
tightly, waves back. Snoothing things over--

SARAH
So. .. how was school ot herw se?
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JACK
Fi ne.

SARAH
You give our address to your friends?

JACK
W' re on Facebook, Mm Ki ds don't
wite letters that's retarded.

SARAH
VWll it'd be great for themto visit
us sonetine.

JACK
Like that's ever gonna happen.

SARAH
They' Il love California, there's so
much to do for kids your age. I1t'll
be great.

Jack | ooks m serable. Sarah | ooks away.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
You'll make a lot of new friends.
Rick's putting together a little
party to get all the kids in the
nei ghbor hood t oget her - -

JACK
(softly)
He's not ny father.

Sarah | ooks at him stunned. Her cell phone RINGS. A beat,
then she funbles for her it as Jack wanders to the edge of
the dock. Used to comng in second. As she tal ks, he works
a big wad of spit fromhis nouth, dangles it over the water--

SARAH
(i nto phone)
What is it, Hol der.
HOLDER (O S.)
(from phone)
Got the K-9s, we're starting a sweep
of the field...

SARAH
Yeah, okay. 1'Il|l be there.

She hangs up. Looks at her son, at a | oss here.

SARAH ( CONT' D)
He's trying his best, Jack.

Jack watches the spit hit the water. Doesn't turn around.
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SARAH ( CONT' D)
Jack?

JACK
What ?

He turns to |l ook at her. olivious. Sarah sighs.

SARAH
| gotta go.

She indicates the houseboat, Regi waiting, waving. Wthout
a goodbye, Jack shuffles off. She watches his small, narrow
back wei ghed down by his huge backpack

Sarah waits until he reaches the end of the dock. Regi takes
himin her arnms easily. Sone wonen do not herhood naturally.
Not Sarah. Torn, distracted, she |eaves..

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - FI ELD - DAY

HANDLERS unl eash their K-9s. Walk a single uniformsearch
line through the brown, wavy grass. |In search of a body...

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - WOODS - LATER

Deep in the woods now, Handlers, K-9s, CSUmIlIl. Holder in
the thick of it. Sarah approaches--

SARAH
Whaddya got ?

HOLDER
K-9s picked up her scent. Started
at the fire road where we found the
sweater. Looks |ike she ran a zig
zag through the field. Ended here.

He indicates the ground they're standing on.

SARAH
You sweep for possible burial sites?
HOLDER
(nods)
Not hi n' .

In the distance, the sound of a train HORN. Sarah | ook up --
i ntense, strange eyes -- taking in the field, the woods.

HCOLDER ( CONT' D)
Maybe she's not here?

SARAH
Were's the map?

He hands her a MAP. She studies it intently.
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HOLDER
Dad's alibi checked out. Park Ranger
| ogged vehicle plates at the
canpsites. Larsen's car never |eft.

SARAH
You talk to Dad?

HOLDER
Not a suspect anynore.

SARAH
Need to have a tal k.
(headi ng off)
And get the unis to do anot her sweep.

HOLDER
We did two, plus the dogs.

SARAH
Thought you wanted to |l earn how to
work a scene.

HOLDER

Been workin' it, Linden. For hours.
SARAH

Wel come to Honicide. O ock never

st ops.

FEMALE UNI FORM
Detective? GCot sonething..

A FEMALE UNI FORM hands her WALKIE to Sarah who keys it--

SARAH
(into wal ki e)
Yeah, Li nden.

CSU #1 (O. S.)
(from wal ki e)
Got a possible burial site. Northeast
corner of the woods.

Sarah gl ances back at a chastened Hol der. Moves on--
INT. CITY HALL - RICHMOND S | NNER OFFI CE - DAY
An irritable R chnond at his desk. Gaen and Jam e circling:
GVEN
Adans announced his new anti -

gang fundi ng package while we were
at the school .
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JAM E
Geat. Now it looks |ike he's been
on board all al ong.

GVEN
You shoul dn't have cancel ed the
debate, Darren

He gl ares at her.

RI CHMOND
| didn't have a choi ce.

JAM E
Wait. What if we play this debate
t hi ng?
(off their | ooks)
M ssing kid, desperate famly, you
pulling all stops to find her,
canpai gn be dammed. ..

RI CHMOND
No.

JAM E
You gotta admt, Darren, it's kind
of perfect, especially if that kid
turns up dead- -

GVEN
Jam e, shut up

JAM E
Adans is so totally fried--

RI CHMOND
We're not using a famly's tragedy
for a goddamm sound byte.

H's rage quiet, but terrifying. A side of himthey haven't
seen. He conposes hinself. Then--

Rl CHMOND ( CONT' D)
Adans knew about Yitanes' endorsenent.

GVEN
VWhat ?  How?

RI CHMOND
Any staff we need to worry about?

GVEN
No, of course not, Darren.

Rl CHMOND
Then who told hinf
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All at aloss. R NG R NG R chnond s cell phone. Irritated,
he answers, as the two nove off, talking in | ow voices--

Rl CHMOND ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
Ri chnond.

MEG (O S.)
Darren. 1t's Meg.

RI CHMOND
(i nto phone)
| can't talk right now -

MEG (O S.)
The Tines called. That reporter
again. He's asking questions.

RI CHMOND
(i nto phone)
About what ?
MEG (O S.)
‘d rather we talk in person. | can

stop by your office say five-ish?

RI CHMOND
|"ve got a donor thing but, yeah,
fine. 1'll see you then.

He hangs up, worried. Jam e and Gmaen, talking, oblivious--
EXT. BALLARD - STERLING S HOUSE - DAY

Narrow al |l ey behind a weathered cl apboard house. Trash cans
neatly lined up against a wire fence. A CAT new i ng,
circling. Sterling | ocks her bike against the fence. Bends
down to pat it--

STERLI NG
Hey there, Jinxy, you hungry agai n?
Foot steps behind her. She turns, startled. |It's Stan.
STAN

Were is she, Sterling?
She stands, quivering, unable to neet his eye.

STAN ( CONT' D)
VWhere's Rosi el

She | ooks at him trenbly smle. Tears in her eyes. Stan's
face softens. Despite his veneer, a gentle man.

STAN ( CONT' D)
Just tell ne. Pl ease.
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STERLI NG
She's... wth Jasper.

Stan's eyes go col d--
| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - DAY - CLOSE ON
Mtch, alone, sits at the table, on edge. RING RI NG
M TCH
(i nto phone)
St an?
| NT. LARSEN MOVERS TRUCK - | NTERCUT

Stan drives, on his cell:

STAN
(i nto phone)
Rosie's on the island, with that
kid. ..

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT
Mtch: weight of the world off her back--

M TCH
(i nto phone)
Jasper? You sure?

STAN (O S.)
Yeah. 1'mon ny way to pick her

up. ..
| NT. LARSEN MOVERS TRUCK - | NTERCUT
Stan, on the phone:

STAN

(i nto phone)
No nore worrying, okay, babe?

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT
Mtch smles--

M TCH

(i nto phone)
kay. | love you, Stan.

She hangs up. Pinches her eyes closed. Thank you God.
EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - WOODS - DAY

Sunlight fades, alnost night. Deep in the wods, CSU and
UNIS circle a dig site. Holder and Sarah | ook on.
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RING RING Sarah's phone. She answers--
SARAH
(i nto phone)
Yeah.

QAKES (O S.)
Found the girl.

| NT. SEATTLE PD - HALLWAY - DAY
Li eut enant OGakes, shrugging on his coat, wal ks and tal ks:
QAKES
(i nto phone)

Mom called. Rosie's wth her

boyfriend on Mercer Island. Dad's

headi ng out to get her.
EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - WOODS - | NTERCUT

Sarah on the phone w th Cakes:

SARAH
Momtalk directly to Rosie?
QAKES
No, to her friend. [|'m not
aut hori zing anynore OI, | don't care

what Lewis wants. W' re way over
budget on this thing--

SARAH
And you believe Moms story?
QAKES
Only story is sone kid got |aid.
Come on in, Sarah. It's over. Don't

you have a plane to catch?
He hangs up. Sarah's not buying it. Then--

HOLDER (O S.)
Li nden.

He's bent over the dig site. At its bottom a BLANKET covers
sonet hing |unpy. Holder pulls back the blanket, revealing--

A griny plastic DOLL. One eye caked with nmud. The other a
glaring, periwinkle blue. Holder turns to Sarah:

HCOLDER ( CONT' D)
(baby voice)
Mama?

The Uniforns guffaw. Sarah noves off, irritated.
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SARAH
Wap it up. W' re done here.

INT. G TY HALL - RI CHMOND QUTER OFFI CE - DAY

Happy hour for the well-heel ed donors. Richnond and Jam e
| augh wwth a gaggle of fat BLUE HAIRS. Gnen, dolled up,
interrupts discretely--

GVEN
Meg's here. In your office.

Ri chnond nods, exits--
INT. CTY HALL - RI CHMOND | NNER OFFI CE - | NTERCUT
Ri chnond enters to find MEG -- efficient, plain -- waiting.

VEG
Darren. Mving up in the world.

RI CHMOND
Shoul d have stuck it out with ne,
Meg. How s the governor?

MVEG
Sl ave driving negal omani ac, per usual.
That reporter's asking about when
wor ked here. About the trips you
t ook.

RI CHMOND
My trips are public record, so what.

VEG
Not all of them

It hangs there. Richnond, cautious--

RI CHMOND
You were the only one who knew about
t hose, Meg.

MVEG

Sone of your staff did, too. And
"' m not the one bl abbi ng.

GmMen enters:

GVEN
Your guests are waiting, Darren.

MVEG
| should go. You look Iovely, Gaen.
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GVEN

(tight)
Thank you.

RI CHMOND
I"11, ah, talk to you later. Thanks.

Meg nods, discreetly exits.

GVEN
| s everything okay, Darren?

RI CHVIOND
" m not sure.

I NT. JASPER S HOUSE - LI VI NG ROOM - DAY

DI NG DONG  The doorbell. Jasper, still engrossed in his X-
box, ignores it. DI NG DONG DI NG DONG -

JASPER
VWhat ? Jesus. ..

He slouches to the front door, opens it a crack. Stan bursts
past him raging |like a tornado through the living room -

STAN

Were is she? Were' s Rosie?
JASPER

| f you don't |eave, like right now

I"mcalling the cops--
Stan turns on him slanms himup against the wall.

STAN
Were the hell's ny daughter?

JASPER
(whi ny, scared)
She's not here | swear to God.

Stan | oosens his grip, ashaned. Then spots the woman's THONG
on the table. Qher articles of FEM NI NE WEAR strewn on the
staircase. He |ooks up to the second fl oor--

STAN
Rosi e?

Plunging up the stairs, Jasper on his heels--

JASPER
You can't go up there!

Stan ignores him rushes into the open bedroom -
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| NT. JASPER S HOUSE - BEDROOM - CONTI NUOUS
Sees the nude, blonde G RL |ying notionless on the bed.

STAN
Rosi e?

Jasper, panting, behind him Stan pulls back the sheets.

The Grl isn't Rosie and she ain't no girl. She's a hard-
| ooki ng, 40-sonething pick up fromthe "Last Chance" dive
bar. Jasper grins, puffs his chest, weirdly proud:

JASPER
Told you Rosie isn't here.

Of Stan, stunned--
EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - Fl ELD - DAY

PD UNITS pack up gear and K-9s. Sarah stands there, map in
hand, dog with a bone herself. BEEP BEEP- -

HOLDER

(yel l'i ng)
Let's go, Linden!

Hol der sl ouches against the car, waiting. Sarah ignores
hi m pops another NI CORETTE. Her phone RI NGS, she answers--

RICK (O S.)
"' m t hi nki ng bar becue. .

| NT/ EXT. RICK S CAR - DAY
Ri ck drives, sun-kissed Sonoma hills in the b.g.

RI CK ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
... Steaks, burgers, hot dogs for
t he kids, vegan whatever for the
wei rdos who do that...

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARKS -- WOODS - | NTERCUT
Sarah nods, half listening, scanning the map:
SARAH
(i nto phone)
Yeah, sounds good, RicKk.
RICK (O S.)
Then again if Emlio' s caters, we
don't have to deal wth cleanup..

He bl athers on in her ear. Hol der approaches--
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HOLDER
VWhat's the hold up?
SARAH
G mMme a mnute.
HOLDER
You said that twenty m nutes ago.
Frustrated, Sarah drops the map. R ck still yakking in her
ear. In the distance, the train HORN again. She takes one

| ast | ook around. Zeroing in on--

Three 12-year-old G RLS pushing bikes on the fire road.
Fi shing POLES slung over their shoul ders.

SARAH
VWhere does the fire road | ead to?

HOLDER
The Sound, why?

He notes her intensity. Knows what it nmeans by now. Shit--

HOLDER ( CONT' D)
We're not draggi ng the Puget Sound
cuz the girl's not m ssing anynore.
Renmenber ?

SARAH
How far away is it?

HOLDER
The ot her side of the park, Linden,
no way she nmade it there on foot.
Pl us she was running in the other

direction--
SARAH

So where are those girls going?
HOLDER

VWho cares?
RICK (O S.)

(from phone)
Sarah? \What did you say?

| NT/EXT. RICK S CAR - | NTERCUT
Ri ck, on his phone, confused:

Rl CK ( CONT' D)
Are you there? Sarah?
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EXT. DI SCOVERY PARKS - WOODS - | NTERCUT

Sarah stares intently at the girls. At what |ays beyond
t hese woods. Her strange eyes unblinki ng.

RICK (O S.)
Hel | o--7?

Sarah hangs up. Thi nki ng- -
SARAH
If they're not going to the water...
why do they have fishing poles?

Beat. Holder, reluctantly intrigued now, takes the map.
Studies it. Looks up slowy:

HOLDER
There's a | ake on the other side of
t he woods.

O f Sarah's gaze--
EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - LATER

As the last rays of light fade, Sarah and Hol der wait on the
banks, watching the D VERS surface, give a thunbs up

A crane CLANKS into nmotion -- pulling sonmething fromthe
depths. A CAR  Watering pouring fromit...

| NT. LARSEN MOVERS TRUCK - NI GHT
A sonber Stan drives, talks on his cell phone:

STAN
Rosie wasn't with him..

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT

As Tom and Denny -- now in their PJs -- cut up in the kitchen,
Mtch, on her phone, sets the table:

M TCH
(i nto phone)
But you said she was there.
The boys, hearing the tension in her voice, | ook up.
M TCH ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
So where is she, Stan...?
| NT. LARSEN MOVERS TRUCK - | NTERCUT

Stan, wacked with guilt, worry:
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STAN
(i nto phone)
| don't know.

Through his w ndshield, dark woods, a fire road. 1In the
di stance, bright KLIEG LI GHTS.

STAN ( CONT' D)
(i nto phone)
|"m at the park.

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT
Tom and Denny stare at a now very scared Mtch--

M TCH
(i nto phone)
Why're you at the park?

STAN (O.S.)
(from phone)
You said they found her sweater here--

M TCH
(i nto phone)
| don't knowif it was hers!

TOM
Mon?  What's wrong, Mn?

The boys bi g-eyed, scared now too. Mtch snaps angrily--

M TCH
Go watch your videos, go on, Tommy.

DENNY
Why does he al ways get to pick?!

M TCH
Go!  Nowl

They rush out. Mtch, barely keeping the terror at bay--
M TCH ( CONT' D)

(i nto phone)
She woul dn't be at that park...

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - | NTERCUT

Klieg Iights shine dowm on the fire road where the bl ack Car
now rests, center stage, dripping water. Sarah and Hol der
circle, checking inside. Nothing. Sarah nods to a UN:

SARAH
Open the trunk.
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EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - PERI METER - | NTERCUT

Stan stops his truck on the fire road, blocked by Crinme Scene
TAPE and UNIS. He energes, stone faced, cell phone in hand:

MTCH (O S.)
(from phone)
What's going on? Stan?

The Unis try to wave himoff but Stan doesn't see them His
gaze | ocked onto the crowd gat hered around the black car..

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - | NTERCUT

Sarah and Hol der watch as the Uni opens the trunk. And then
they stare, expressionless, at what's inside --

CU of a Grl's ANKLES, grossly swollen, bindings cutting
deeply, cruelly into the bluish, nottled skin..

CU of bl oated WRI STS and HANDS -- painted fingernails chipped
and broken, palnms deeply cut -- bound just as tightly...

CU of a beautiful BUTTERFLY PENDANT on a neckl ace w apped
tightly around a the soft flesh of a girl's bare neck--

BACK TO SCENE
Sarah and Hol der | ook on grimy, knowing. Rosie. From behind--

STAN (O S.)
Lenme go! Lemme go!

At the perineter, Stan fights off the Unis, enraged--

STAN ( CONT' D)
Rosi el Rosi el

Sarah, always hating this part, takes a breath. Heads off.
Hol der, new to this brand of horror, watches her grimy...

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - PERI METER - CONTI NUOUS

Sarah ducks under the tape, approaches Stan, her face neutral.
He sees her, stops fighting. The need and pain in his eyes
so naked, raw --

SARAH
You can't be here, M. Larsen.

STAN
Is it ny daughter? 1Is it ny daughter!

Her face giving it away. Her quiet words--

SARAH
|"msorry. You can't be here.
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In a stupor he steps forward, shaking his head slowy. No.
Anot her step, no. Heaves hinself suddenly at Sarah--

STAN
No!

Ani mal agony, out of control, out of his m nd--
| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT

Mtch sits at the kitchen table -- set for five - |listening
on her phone. Wde-eyed, unbelieving.

M TCH
St an?! Stan...!

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - MOMENTS LATER

Dr ai ned, Sarah wal ks back to the black car. There, CSU TECHS
are already quietly at work. Holder neets her--

HOLDER
Ran t he pl ates.
(beat)
Car belongs to the R chnond canpai gn.

SARAH
(stunned)
Ri chnrond? City Council man R chnond?

Hol der nods. Holy shit--
INT. CTY HALL - RI CHMOND QUTER OFFI CE - | NTERCUT - CLOSE ON

Canpai gn POSTER of a smling R chnond dom nates the room
Donors mll around the real R chnond, smling, charmng. He
gl ances furtively at an oblivious Gwen and Jam e. Wnderi ng:
Coul d one of them be the |eak...?

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - | NTERCUT

POP! A canera flash CLOSE ON Rosie's bound feet. POP!
Anot her flash CLOSE ON her cruelly bound hands. POP! A
third on the butterfly neckl ace.

Sarah stands above the body, |ooking down. Haunted by what
she sees. POP! And now we see it, too--

Rosie - bloated, fish belly pale, one | eg bent at an unnatural
angle. Her once pretty face nottled black and blue. Her
dead eyes |ike punched out, blackened w ndows.

Sonmeone's little girl beaten and broken and torn apart, then
tossed away |ike a piece of garbage..
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EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - PERI METER - | NTERCUT
Stan fights the cops, crazed with grief, horror, as they try
to put himin a patrol car. No luck. They westle himto
t he ground, camera CRANES hi gh above this broken man..

| NT. LARSEN APARTMENT - KI TCHEN - | NTERCUT

M tch, phone still clutched to her ear, her voice hoarse,
knowi ng everything now, unable to stop:
M TCH
Stan!? Stan!? Stan...!?

In the doorway, hidden in the shadows, Tom and Denny | ook on
as their nother breaks into a mllion little pieces..

EXT. DI SCOVERY PARK - LAKE - | NTERCUT

Techs and Unis continue to work, flashbul bs POPPI NG  Sarah
stands apart, alone, staring down into the trunk.

Canmera PUSHES IN slowy on Sarah. Her unblinking, strange
eyes fixed on the trunk's sad contents..

REVERSE PUSH I N on Rosie's body. Her dead eyes staring back
into canera, into Sarah..

CONT. PUSH INto a CU of Sarah, her carefully controlled
face shifting slightly. Know ng what she has to do now. ..

CONT. PUSH IN to an ECU of one of Rosie's staring eyes.
Sarah reflected init. And the silent plea..

Find him
END EPI SODE



