FADE | N:
EXT. CH CAGO -- ESTABLI SHI NG -- N GHT
EXT. AN ALLEY IN THE LOCP

Under the glow of dingy street lanps, wind blows litter al ong
a gutter, past honel ess people wapped in ratty bl ankets,

past a burning barrel and huddl ed drunks, and an old wonman
pushi ng a shopping cart filled with plastic bags. She wears
a long coat and red scarf. Amd the swirl of dust and debris,
she stops at a dunpster, stabs trash with a broonsti ck.

Above her, an elevated train CLATTERS by.

EXT. CH CAGO SUBURB -- SAME TI ME

The CLATTER subsides in the distance as w nd-bl own | eaves
tunble along a street in front of a red brick house with
dark wi ndows. Skeletal trees sway. A contrast of noonli ght
and shadows.

| NT. RED BRI CK HOUSE -- BEDROCOM

Moonl i ght bathes the roomin a soft glow. Everything is in
its place. 1In bed, a couple sleeps.

(OVER) a loud THUWP - the wonman is jarred awake. This is
KAREN CARLYLE (52). She nudges her husband.

KAREN
Roger ?

He SNORTS.

KAREN ( CONT' D)
Roger. Did you hear that?

ROGER
It's the wind, Karen. Go back to
sl eep.

Tree branches SCRAPE t he house.

KAREN
O course, sorry.

She cl oses her eyes. Another THUMP. Her eyelids spring
open. Terrified, she listens a beat then rel axes.

KAREN ( CONT' D)
(mutters)
It's the wind, Karen. Jeeze.

Tossi ng and turning, she punches her pillow, then gets up,
stabs her feet into slippers, and exits the bedroom



She wal ks down the hall then down the stairs to the |iving
room where she switches on a small end-table | anp and checks

the front door. |It's locked. Warily, she gl ances around
then noves to the kitchen. Opening the refrigerator creates
a blast of light that throws her shadow on the wall. 1In the

fridge, she sees lids off containers, spilled mlk, broken
eggs dripping yoke. A frown. Turning, she scans the shadowy
kitchen, sees mail scattered across the counter.

KAREN ( CONT' D)
(whi spers)
What the hell ?

She noves to the counter, gathers the mail into a pile, |ooks
back at the nmess in the refrigerator. A long beat then a
dark expression forns on her face as she renenbers:

MORRI S BRENNON (30) chained to a steel chair in a roomwth
a mrrored wall. He's fat, bald, and ugly, mad as hell, his
voi ce raspy and deep.

MORRI S
"1l know what you ate for dinner.
"1l know what cane in your nmail

Cl enching her fists, Karen steps back, turns slowy. Fearful
eyes dart about the kitchen. She's verging on panic.

KAREN
It can't Dbe.

The shadow of an axe appears on the wall above her head and
sl ashes down. She SCREAMS, bolts, the axe just m ssing her.
A frantic scranble through the living room She knocks over
the small lanp. It CRASHES to the floor. The | anpshade
goes flying, the bulb POPS, dousing the roomin shadows.

KAREN ( CONT' D)
Roger !

She claws her way up the stairs.

KAREN ( CONT' D)
Roger !

She bursts into the bedroom junps on the bed, shakes him

KAREN ( CONT' D)
Roger !

He's not waking up. She |ooks at her hands. Blood! She
SCREAMS. The room |ights cone on. She sees Mourris in the
doorway, his finger on the switch, fat face wenched in anger.



KAREN ( CONT' D)
Morris Brennon?

He rai ses the axe.

MORRI S
| told you |I'd be back, bitch

He swi ngs. She dodges. He junps on the bed. She rolls
off, runs for the doorway. H's boots tangle in the sheets,
trip himup. She runs down the hallway. Behind her, Mrris
bolts fromthe bedroom axe held high. She SCREAMS, plows
down the stairs, falls. The axe WH ZZES by her head, THUNKS
into the carpeted floor. On hands and knees, she scranbles
toward the door. He grabs her |eg.

MORRI S ( CONT' D)
Far enough, bitch.

He turns her over, rips off her nightgown.

MORRI S ( CONT' D)
Now you' re gonna die |ike them nurses.

She's fighting, kicking. Her slippers fly off.

KAREN
You were executed thirty years ago!

MORRI S
And ya got fanous off ny story. Too
bad ya didn't tell it right.

KAREN
| told ny readers the truth
MORRI S
Yeah? Well your readers are gonna

| ove this.

He clanps his hands on her throat, starts squeezing. She
spots the | anp on the floor next to her, the broken bul b,

t he exposed filaments still sparking. Reaching out, she
grabs the lanp and stabs it into his face. SIZZLI NG sparks
fly. HOLLERING he rolls over, hands on his face. Snoke
swrls frombetween his fingers. Karen scranbles for the
door, funbles with the |ock. Behind her, he's getting up.
She throws open the door. He lunges toward her. She dashes
outside. SCREAM NG she nakes it to the street, runs baref oot
and naked through a swirl of w nd-driven | eaves. Neighbors'
porch lights w nk on.



EXT. A WH TE STUCCO HOUSE -- LATER

Leaves RUSTLE by another porch light that illumnates a girl's
bi ke, a soccer ball. The faint WARBLE of a cell phone is
comng from i nside.

I NT. VWHI TE STUCCO HOUSE -- BEDROOM

The WARBLE is loud. A glowi ng clock on the nightstand reads
4:10 and reveals a roomin disarray, clothes tossed about,
books, clutter. A man's funbling hand reaches out from under
the sheets, |ocates the phone, grabs it, and takes it under
the covers. The WARBLE st ops.

Rl TTER
Yeabh. Ritter.

Hs voice is low, considerate of his wife sleeping beside
hi m

RI TTER ( CONT' D)
"1l be right there.

SPENCE RITTER (33) gets up quietly, turns on a small |ight.
He tucks white shirttails into black slacks. Straps on a
shoul der hol ster and gun. Dons a |anyard with a badge. A
sport coat. He licks his fingers, conbs themthrough his
hair, looks inthe mrror, calls it good. H's w fe appears
to be sleeping, but as he exits the bedroom she opens her
eyes. She's been crying.

Hi s sil houette noves down the hall, stops at a cl osed door.
He opens it. Peers inside. A night-light reveals stuffed

animals, dolls, ponpons, two beds, two girls sleeping. The
sadness in his eyes is unm stakable. He closes the door.

EXT. WH TE STUCCO HOUSE -- MOMENTS LATER

In the driveway, a Ford Crown Vic unnmarked police car fires
up, lights up, and tears off.

EXT. RED BRI CK HOUSE -- LATER
Enmergency vehicles jamthe street at odd angl es, overheads

flashing. The Crown Vic pulls up. Cops on the scene watch
Ritter get out, duck under yellow tape and nove toward them

CcoP
Sorry to call you out this early,
detecti ve.

Rl TTER

As if ny wife isn't pissed off enough.
What ' ve you got?



coP
Nei ghbors heard scream ng, called
911. Cot here, front door was open.
Cl eared the house, but the perp was
gone. One body inside.

Ritter and the cop nove toward the house where Karen is
sitting on the porch, clutching a blanket. EMIs attend to
her.

RITTER (O S.)
(to the cop)
Who is she?

CoP (O S.)
Karen Carlyle, investigative reporter
for the Chicago Tribune.

Karen watches Ritter pass. She |looks as if she's seen a
ghost. Ritter and the cop enter the dark house.

| NT. LI'VI NG ROOM

RI TTER
No |ights?

The cop turns on his flashlight.

CcoP
She zapped himwith a lanp. Blew a
fuse.

The cop's flashlight shines on a broken |anp |ying nearby,
sweeps over to a nasty gash in the carpet.

COP ( CONT' D)
An axe. Perp took it with him

Rl TTER
Where's the body?
coP
Upstairs.
| NT. BEDROOM

A body lies on the bed. Bloody sheets. Caneras fl ash.
TECHs dust for prints. The CORONER (65) SNAPS on gl oves.

CORONER
| haven't seen anything like this
since Morris Brennon, sone thirty
years ago.
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Rl TTER
Dd Ms. Carlyle give a statenent?

COP
She's still in shock.

RI TTER
|'d better talk to her.

EXT. RED BRI CK HOUSE -- PORCH -- MOMENTS LATER

Ritter exits the house, noves to Karen. She's staring into
space. EMIs roll a gurney up the wal k.

Rl TTER
(to an EMI)
How i s she?
EMT

Banged up pretty bad.
Ritter kneels to Karen's eye |evel.

Rl TTER
Who did this to you?

No response. A shell of a woman.

RI TTER ( CONT' D)
Way did he kill your husband?

Her eyes grow stern, neet his. No tears, just anger. EMs
hel p her to her feet, guide her to the gurney.

RI TTER ( CONT' D)
Was it soneone he knew?

She lies on the gurney. EMIs strap her in and wheel her to
t he anbul ance. Ritter dogs al ong.

RI TTER ( CONT' D)
Talk to ne.

She's | oaded into the anbulance. Ritter's standing at the
back door

Rl TTER ( CONT' D)
G ve ne sonet hing, anything.



An EMI pulls himout of the way. Doors SLAM shut. The
anbul ance tears off, churning |leaves in its wake.

EXT. | NDI ANA COUNTRYSI DE -- DAY

Cornstal ks stand tall under a blue sky, peaceful, until SOUNDS
approach, SCUFFLI NG boots, CLANKING netal. Arned soldiers
rush by, and overhead, the air-thunping HAMMER of heli copter

bl ades as a squadron of Hueys flies low It's a dragnet.

EXT. BLACK HAW HELI COPTER -- SAME Tl ME

The chopper approaches a clutch of buildings surrounded by a
stone wall and over-flies a sign that reads: BLYTHE Bl OTECH
U. S. GOVERNMENT PROPERTY. KEEP QUT.

EXT. BLYTHE BI OTECH -- MOMENTS LATER

The Bl ack Hawk | ands, beating dust into the air. Doors open.
An officer gets out, GENERAL HARRI SON (66). He ducks and
noves to a waiting group of nmen, some wearing white |ab coats.
A man in suit and tie steps forward, DR JOHN LARSON (65).

LARSON
General Harri son.

HARRI SON
VWhat the hell happened, Larson?

LARSON
He got out through a drai nage cul vert,
cut the bars.

HARRI SON
This is the second one you' ve | ost.

LARSON
In all fairness, sir, the other one
was thirty years ago.

HARRI SON
If we don't find this one, dead bodies
are gonna start turning up all over.

LARSON
| told you Morris wasn't a good
candidate for this project. He's
unpredi ctable. Uncontroll abl e.

HARRI SON
| want a full report.

He storns toward the building. The others follow



EXT. WH TE STUCCO HOUSE -- MORNI NG

Long shadows, dewy |lawn. (OVER) the ROAR of an engine,
car speeds down the street. A newspaper sails fromthe

a

wi ndow, a prefect arc to the porch, slides under the bike

and hits the soccer ball.

| NT. KI TCHEN

Eggs frying in a pan. A spatula flips the eggs. The cook

is SH RLEY RITTER (30). Her daughters sit at the table.

BETH (10) is doing homework. Her open book rests close to a

cereal bow as TONYA (6) struggles to pour mlk into it.

TONYA
"1l spill on it.
BETH
Don't you dare ... Momn
SHI RLEY
Grls. Stop it! Your eggs are al nost
r eady.
TONYA

| don't want eggs. They conme out of
chi cken butts.

BETH
One butt to another.

TONYA
Momi

SHI RLEY

"1l beat both your butts in a m nute.

Her cell phone rings. She w pes her hands and answers.

SHI RLEY ( CONT' D)
The Breakfast Club From Hel |.

RI TTER
(through t he phone)
Honey?

EXT. RED BRI CK HOUSE -- SAME Tl ME

Ritter leans on his car fender, cell phone to his ear.
him cop cars peel away fromthe scene, overheads off.

Rl TTER
" m sorry about this norning.

| NTERCUT BETWEEN RI TTER and SHI RLEY

Behi nd



Shirley noves into the hallway.

SHI RLEY
And | ast night, and the night before
that. Wek after week. Month after
month. We're strangers in this house,
Spence.

RI TTER
There's been anot her nurder.

SHI RLEY
When's the last tine we've tal ked
about anything, the kids, the weather?

RI TTER
Come on, Shirl, it's ny job.

SHI RLEY
| " m maki ng bacon and eggs. Cone by.
Ten mnutes. Five mnutes. Eat and

run. Hell, | don't care. Just show

us you're still a part of this famly.
Rl TTER

| gotta go to the hospital to

interviewa victim 1'Il grab

sonmet hing on the run

SHI RLEY

(flatly)
| have to get the girls to school

CLICK, the line goes dead. Ritter closes the phone, stares
at the yellow tape: POLICE LINE - DO NOT CRCSS.
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