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" SEVEN SECONDS"
FADE | N:
EXT. LIBERTY STATE PARK - MORNI NG

Wnter, dawn. Snow falls in this desolate park, on the edge
of the Hudson River. A slice of America on the Jersey
mai nl and, sandw ched between the grandeur of | ower Manhattan
and its ugly, delinquent step cousin, Jersey City. Poor,
corrupt, drug ridden.

But in the quiet norning light, Jersey City is at rest. At
peace. Unmarred fields of white snow, arc of blue sky. On
the water, the Statue of Liberty, her back turned to the
park but still a vista of hope. Anmerica and its dream

The still ness broken by a | one CAR speedi ng down the park's
one road. Enpty save for the speck of blue and silver against
white fields of snow...

INT. MOVING CAR - CONTI NUOUS

The driver, PETE JABLONSKI, white, male, |ate 20s, red-eyed
and frayed, drives recklessly fast. He funbles with his
cell phone, distracted, punching in nunbers. Suddenly it

RI NGS- -

JABLONSKI
(answer s phone)
Mari e?

MAN'S VO CE (QS.)
(f rom phone)
Nah, it's me, you talk to her?

JABLONSK
(upset)
| can't get through, | been callin
an' callin', fuck--

MAN' S VOCE (QOS.)
It's gonna be okay, man

JABLONSK
| gotta go, | gotta call her--

Di stracted by his phone, Jablonski takes a sharp turn in the
road. dances up just as -- seemingly out of nowhere a TEEN S
BWMX BIKE, its rider obscured, materializes in front of his
speeding car. Too late to stop--

Jabl onski SCREAMS AS H' S CAR CRASHES VI CLENTLY | NTO THE BI KE



He janms the brakes and his car skids across the icy road,
t hrowi ng hi m agai nst the wheel, slanmng into a snowbank,
shuddering to a bone jarring stop.

For a | ong nonment, Jablonski sits there, stunned. Through
the wi ndshield, the road unfurls like a black ribbon through
the white fields. No bike, no rider. Nothing.

EXT. LI BERTY STATE PARK - CONTI NUOUS

Jabl onski exits his vehicle, cautiously surveys the road.
It's enpty. Did he just imagine it? Then--

A RHYTHM C SNAPPI NG SOUND. Coming fromthe front of his
car. Cautiously, Jablonski noves towards the sound.

Peers around the hood. Sees--
CRUSHED BENEATH THE CAR S FRONT TI RES... THE BMX BI KE

Its front wheel lazily spins. 1In its spokes, a CARDBOARD
SEAGULL, intricately designed, in place of a bike spoke card.
This is where the RHYTHM C SNAPPI NG SOUND cones from

But where's the rider? Jablonski searches in a slow circle,
sees nothing but enpty fields, an enpty road. And then,
about thirty yards away, in the mddle of a snow field...

a TEENAGE BOY' S LONE SNEAKER

Just beyond it is atree line... a ditch. A SMEAR OF BLOOD
on its snow covered edge. Wonever he hit is down in that
ditch, hidden from vi ew

Jabl onski stares, unable to npve, unable to breath. A man's
gravel ly voice breaks the silence--

MAN S VO CE (O S.)
(from phone)
Petey...? Hey!

The voi ce cones fromhis open cell phone. It lies on the
car's floorboards. Jablonski goes to it, picks it up. Nunbly--
JABLONSK
Yeah. What.
MAN'S VO CE (O S.)
The fuck?
(beat)

What happened...? Pete?

But Jabl onski has nothing to say. H s gaze riveted on the
smear of blood, the shoe. The ditch.



Seconds ago he was just a man driving through a wi nter
norning. And now his life, in mere seconds, has changed
forever.

MOMENTS LATER - POV

OF AN UNSEEN DRI VER as he spots, through his wi ndshield,
Jabl onski in the distance. No longer in the mddle of the
road, Jabl onski hunches against his car which is plowed
agai nst a snowbank. .

EXT. LI BERTY STATE PARK - CONTI NUOUS

CLOSE ON JABLONSKI, drawn to the sound of the approaching,
unmar ked sedan. A BUBBLE LIGHT on its roof. The poli ce.

The timng couldn't be worse. [Its occupants hidden behind
tinted wi ndows. The car slow, stops.

Fromthe driver's side, MKE DI ANGELO energes: |ate 30s,
al pha mal e, unblinking eyes of a lifer on the force.

Hi s passengers, FELIX OSCRI O, early 30s, Puerto Rican, dressed
i ke a shot caller, and MANNY WLCOX, sane but white with a
buzz cut and a guido strut, exit the vehicle. If it weren't
for the BADGES on chains around their necks, they'd pass as
shot callers.

Not giving an inch, Jablonski |ocks eyes with the approaching
cops. They're al nost on hi m when--

DI ANGELO
Pete, you okay?

The sanme gravelly voice fromthe earlier phone call. D Angelo
is afriend not a foe, not here to apprehend but to help.

And now we see that Jabl onski has a badge on a chain around
his neck. A cop too.

JABLONSK
He came outa nowhere

Di Angel o searches Jabl onski's blank face, unsure what he's
tal king about. 1In rote cop speak, on auto pilot--

JABLONSKI ( CONT' D)
| was traveling north at approximtely

40 mles per hour, | took a turnin

t he road when the bi ke appeared.
(beat)

I hit it.

The others stare him still unconprehending, then--



OSORI O
Di Angel o.

One of the cops, Gsorio, nods to the ditch... the distant
bl ood snear, bright red on the white snow For a beat,
Di Angelo takes it in. Then he snaps into cop node:

DI ANGELO
What condition's he in? Mle,
female... what?

A pul se of panic in Jablonski's face which he forces down,
gotta keep his head above water--

JABLONSK
| don't know.

In charge now, Di Angel o stonps across the snowy field towards
the ditch. The others look on in tense silence. Wen

Di Angel o gets to the ditch's edge, he takes a |ong | ook down,
hi s expression never changi ng.

Finally he trudges back. Goes to the front of Jablonski's
car, searches the grill. Satisfied--

DI ANGELO
You talk to your wife yet?
(of f Jabl onski's
confused | ook)
How s she doin'?

It's surreal, this ordinary conversation a hundred feet from
the ditch where the biker |ies.

JABLONSK
I, ah... nah, no one's tellin' ne
not hi n' .
DI ANGELO
Go see her, I'll take care of this.
JABLONSK

What about EMT., we gotta call 'em-

DI ANGELO
(i nterrupting)
Did you go in that ditch? See who's
down there?

He hol ds Jabl onski's eye neaningfully, his cold | ook - the
easy rage beneath it - instantly shuts down any questions,
any protestations Jabl onski may have.

DI ANGELO ( CONT' D)
| said | got this.



Still, Jablonski wavers, unsure. Suddenly, frominside his
car comes nuffled RRNA NG His cell phone. He stands there,
hanging in the balance, as it keeps RI NG NG

DI ANGELO ( CONT' D)
You gonna answer that?

Jabl onski weakens, it's easier to relinquish responsibility,
to believe that D Angel o, a man he desperately wants to

pl ease, has got it. And that RI NG NG phone...like a drill
in his brain.

Jabl onski turns and, w thout another word, clinbs hurriedly
into his car--

I NSI DE JABLONSKI ' S CAR

Wth shaking hands, he funbles with the phone, answers.

JABLONSK
(i nto phone)
Mari e?
(l'istens, then)
"Il be right there, I'mcomn' now.
Tell her I'"mcomn...

He qui ckly guns the engine and |urches out of the snow bank.
A SI CKENI NG CRUNCH of tires over netal as the car runs over
t he bi ke agai n.

Jabl onski swerves back onto the road, speeds away. Unobserved
now by the others, there's fear in his eyes as he peers into
the rear view where the bike, the cops recede into the

di st ance.

BACK TO SCENE

In silence, D Angel o and the others watch Jabl onski's car
di sappear down the road. Then Di Angel o nods briskly at the
destroyed bi ke.

DI ANGELO
CGet it outa the road.

Al'ways the good soldier, WIlcox hurries to do as he's told.
Only Gsorio refuses to nove, wants answers--

OSORI O
Who' s down there?

Di Angel o ignores him nethodically scans the park, the enpty
road, the water. They are al one, no w tnesses.

Until his gaze settles on an abandoned factory building, at
a di stance, abutting the park. Dozens of shuttered w ndows.



W LCOX
(re: the bike)
Whaddya want me to do with it?
(beat)
Di ?

But Di Angel o remains fixed on the building, the inmagined
eyes watching frombehind its dark w ndows.

I NT. BAYONNE HOSPI TAL - DAY

CAMERA TRACKS BEHI ND Jabl onski as he races down the hall
passing enpty hospital roons, beeping machinery. Pristine,
antiseptic, white tile. He arrives at the last roomand
runs in--

I NT. BAYONNE HOSPI TAL - ROOM 20 - CONTI NUQUS

To find his wife, MARI E JABLONSKI, Bayonne born and bred,
md 20s, joking with a young Latino MED TECH who's wi pi ng
gel from her bare, distended abdonmen. She's PREGNANT, ei ght
nonths in. Her tiny frane dwarfed by the baby.

JABLONSK
| got here fast as | coul d--

MARI E
Babe, it's okay, just a little Braxton
Hi cks, he's fine--

JABLONSK
(i nterrupting)
Where's the doctor?

MARI E
He's comin' back
(to Med Tech, grinning)
| told you they shoul dna cal |l ed, he
freaks out every time | cone in--

JABLONSK
(to Med Tech)
CGet the fuckin' doctor.

Surprised beat. Jablonski's thrumming with mani c energy,
only way to keep his mnd clear. The Med Tech rises--

MED TECH
I'll be back.

MARI E
(enbarrassed)
Thanks, Angel .
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As the Med Tech exits, Marie watches Jabl onski, surprised at

her husband's intensity. Still angry--
JABLONSK
Jesus, why didn't they call ne
earlier?

(re: machi ne)
What's this?

MARI E
It's not a big deal, okay? They
just wanna take a | ook at his heart--

JABLONSK
(al ar nmed)
Agai n?
MARI E

It's routine, Petey, God. What's
gotten into you?

JABLONSK
They shoul da called ne earlier.

MARI E
(patting the bed)
C mhere... Please?

Jabl onski relents, takes a seat. She places his hand in on
her huge abdonen. For a beat, he | ooks down at their child,
sonber. The fragility of hope - losing it, tine and again -
has clearly taken its toll on him

Marie clasps his chin, forces himto | ook at her. Searches
his face, msinterpreting the tornent she sees there--

MARI E ( CONT' D)
You don't gotta cone runnin' every
single time for every little thing.
(quietly)
You're not him Petey. You're gonna
be a great dad.

Jabl onski nods, clearly his Achilles heel, his father.
Desperate to believe he's different, a burden he's carried
for years.

MED TECH (O S.
n

)
Dr. Tarawneh'l|l be here in a few. ..

The Med Tech returns, fiddles with the machine. Jabl onsk
drops his eyes, enbarrassed at how raw he is, how vul nerabl e.



MED TECH ( CONT' D)
But if you want, you can take a

| ook agai n.
MARI E
That' d be great, yeah.
MED TECH
(exiting)
Just let it run, it'll turn off
itself.
MARI E
Thanks.
(beat)
Babe?
JABLONSK
What ?
MARI E

There he is, little poke.

Jabl onski | ooks up at the nachine. There, on its screen, a
SONOGRAM OF HI'S SON.

Not hi ng conpares, bearing witness to your unborn child's
heartbeat. Jablonski's seen it before, many tines, but each
time it take it blows himaway.

MARI E ( CONT' D)
See? He's fine. He's sayin' 'H
Daddy. '

Jabl onski stares at the screen, holding on by a thread.
This life, the other.... He can't afford to think about that.

So he keeps his eyes on his son's fluttering heartbeat. The
only thing in the world for him

EXT. DOMTOM JERSEY CITY - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

A city on the edge of the Hudson River: high rises and federal
styl e buil di ngs sandwi ched bet ween brownst ones and cobbl e
stone streets. 1In the sky above, clouds gather, threaten--

PRELAP SFX: RI NG NG SCHOOL BELL- -
EXT. ST. PETER S M DDLE SCHOOL - DAY

Through a Bl KE RACK, reveal a flood of 6TH GRADE BOYS sporting
school uniforns, as they burst fromthe school doors.

Jostling one another, grabbing Bl KES and SKATEBOARDS from

the rack. Exuberant to be free at the end of the school

day.



In the schoolyard, parents and care givers pair off with
their charges. MEGAN CONNELLY, 14, short uniformskirt, her
pal e face accented with kohl eyeliner, worriedly searches
the crowd of departing boys, hers clearly not anong them

At the doors, the school secretary waves her good byes.
This is LATRICE BUTLER, early 40's, African Anerican, shy,
churchgoing type with a sweet, easy smle.

But it fades as she spots Megan, al one, her young face pinched
wi th concern.

INT. ST. PETER S M DDLE SCHOOL - HALLWAY - MOMVENTS LATER

CAVERA TRACKS DOWN t he enpty, shadowy nmain corridor of the
school, recently enptied of its children. A feeling of their
presence still, their shouts, their clattering feet.

CH LDREN S CRAYON and PAI NT ARTWORK adorn the walls.

Through a doorway, cone Latrice and Megan's voi ces- -

LATRICE (O S.)
. It is a half day. You sure your
nmom or dad didn't pick your brother
up and just forget to tell you...?

As CAMERA REVEALS- -
INT. ST. PETER S M DDLE SCHOOL - OFFI CE - CONTI NUQUS
Megan stands at the front desk, land |Iine PHONE pressed to

her ear. On the other side of the desk, Latrice scans a
t hi ck REG STRATI ON BOOK, worri ed.

VEGAN
I"mthe one who gets Ryan, they
never do.
(beat)

She's gonna be mad I'mcalling, ny
nom doesn't |ike to be woken up.

Latrice reacts, surprised. |It's alnost noon. Wiy would the
worman be asleep at this hour? Megan hol ds out the phone--

MEGAN ( CONT' D)
She' s not answeri ng.

Latrice listens, hangs up. Nods to the registration book--
LATRI CE

You're just a few bl ocks away, maybe
your brother wal ked homne--?
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VEGAN
(i nterrupting)
Ryan woul dn't do that. He's supposed
to wait for me

Her face reddens, tears threaten, this burden too nuch for a
14-year-old. Latrice takes in this child, knows she can't
just |leave. Unhappy that her day just got |onger.

EXT. CONNELLY BROWNSTONE - DAY

Coat on, Latrice rings the doorbell of a historic, three
story brownstone. A pocket sized park -- stately oaks and
pristine snow -- across the street. The nicer part of town
where Wall Street transplants and professional types I|ive.

She's about to ring again when the brownstone's door opens,
reveal i ng TAYLAR, 40s, white, forner beauty queen, chronically
depressed. She's puffy-faced, just awoken, in a robe. A
flash of fear as she takes in Latrice.

LATRI CE
(reassuring)
I work at your son's school, at St
Peter's? | brought your daughter
hone?

Latrice nods to the street where a belligerent Megan exits
Latrice's old Honda, glaring at her nom Indifferent to the
oddness of her child with this stranger--

TAYLAR

(spacey)
. Thank you.

LATRI CE
I's your son here, Mss...?

Searching for a nane, no idea who this wonman is. Taylar
bl i nks back at her, confused.

TAYLAR
Didn't Megan pick himup?

LATRI CE
She came by but your son had al ready
left.

TAYLAR
Ryan | oves riding his bike near the
river.

Latrice peers into Taylar's eyes. The woman's clearly on
sonething. Carefully--
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LATRI CE
There's a stormconmng in, they say
we'll get twenty inches at |east by
this afternoon. It mght be best
for you to get himbefore then.

TAYLAR
O course, yes, I'll do that. |
just need to get ny bag. Thank you,
um . .

LATRI CE

Latrice Butler. Wuld you mnd
calling ne here...

(hands her paper)
O Mss Pilar, the principal, when
you pick himup?

Tayl ar takes the paper and w t hout another word, gently cl oses
the door. A beat as Latrice stands there, guilty, know ng
this woman is in no condition to find a m ssing boy.

As she turns to go, she sees that the sidewalk is enpty.
Megan gone. Latrice sighs, this is no | onger her
responsibility. She's done her duty.

As she heads down the steps, REVEAL, past this block of
brownstones... Liberty State Park, less than a half nile
away, bordering the edge of downtown Jersey City. [Its snowy
fields and the Statue of Liberty just a stone's throw away.

I NT. MCG NLEY' S TAVERN - DAY

Post lunch, the only patrons left at this courthouse nainstay
are a few well-dressed, solitary booze hounds. And the |one
worman at the bar, squeezing a lime into her freshly poured
&&T. Her hands trenble slightly, she drinks to steady them

This is KJ HARPER, early 30s, African American, an el egance

t hat shi nes through despite her fashionabl e-two-seasons-back
couture. Once a believer but that was a long tine ago.

These days, a gin & tonic snmooths out the rough edges, rounds
out the jagged reality that |ife disappoints. Over and over.
Better to drink than to believe anything matters.

In the way of |ongtine al coholics, KJ doesn't seem drunk.
Just intently focused on her glass, oblivious to the TV screen
above the bar where a news report plays--

TV ANNOUNCER (O S.)
(from TV)
Oficers confront angry
protesters... bottles flung at them.
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On the TV screen: WH TE PCLI CE OFFI CERS EMBATTLED I N SOMVE
AVERI CAN CI TY. BLACK PROTESTERS HOLD UP PLACARDS: ' STOP
KILLING ME ' TH S BLACK LI FE MATTERS , "' HANDS UP, DON T SHOOT' .

KJ hol ds up her enpty, gets an imediate refresh, the
BARTENDER used to her routine. Knows what's com ng next--

KJ
(to Bartender)
Where's ny jam G?

Over the sound of the TV cones MJSI C now (Soul Il Soul's,
"Keep On Movin'"). KJ smles, closes her eyes, nobves subtly
along to her old school jam still seated on her bar stool.

No need to go anywhere. Got everything she needs right here.

But now, underneath the nusic, cones the nuffled R NG NG of
a cell phone. KJ doesn't hear it, focused on her song and
t he gl ori ous nunbness spreadi ng t hroughout her body.

But shit, that RING NG PHONE |i ke a damed gnat buzzi ng at
her ear. She doesn't open her eyes, but irritation flits
across her face, a loss of concentration.

As the cell phone RINGS and RINGS, KJ slows her groove, opens
her eyes. Reluctantly cones back to earth.

I NT. HUDSON COUNTY COURTHOUSE - DEPT 712 - DAY

CLOSE ON a PEN tapping inpatiently. Welded by the PUBLIC
DEFENDER, 50s, male, bad suit, cheap haircut. At the table
with himis his client, Honey Boo Boo all grown up. No nore
zest in her lenmon, an enpty rind of a wonan.

Li ke the rest of the court. |If there's one place where the
dregs of the justice systemreside it's in shoplifting court.

The PUBLI C DEFENDER gl ances at the enpty Prosecutor's table
when, suddenly, the courtroom doors bang open, revealing a
rushing KJ, nowin a crunpled suit jacket, briefcase in hand.
As she takes her place at the Prosecutor's table--

KJ
(under her breath)
Got tied up on the turnpi ke, sorry--

SHERI FF' S DEPUTY
Al rise...!

They do as Judge Lenox, 60s, white, faded, enters. By rote--

SHERI FF' S DEPUTY ( CONT' D)
The Superior Court of Hudson County,
State of New Jersey, is now in

( MORE)
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SHERI FF* S DEPUTY ( CONT' D)

sessi on, the Honorabl e
Lenox presiding.

KJ

Frederick J.

Your honor, the State presents

conpl ai nt nunber, ah. ..
(searches papers)
Uh... | got it. Right

here. ..

Conpl ai nt nunber five nine seven

seven.

She forces herself to focus, it's painful to watch. But in

this roomfilled with various ver

sions of washed up, KJ's

par for the course. Reads straight fromthe paperwork--

KJ ( CONT' D)
This is the defendant's,

ah, third

shoplifting charge. M.

Lufts stole $200 in cat

f ood- -

PUBLI C DEFENDER
You' ve got the w ong defendant.

KJ
VWhat ?

JUDGE LENOX
That's not the conplaint nunber 1'm

| ooki ng at, counsel or.

Sonmeone in the courtroom Tl TTERS

Mrtified, KJ shuffles

t hrough her papers, her hands clunmsy fromthat gin |unch.

An unconfortable silence that str

etches on until --

JUDGE LENOX ((CONT' D)
Get your paperwork in order before
you wal k into ny courtroom

KJ
I"msorry, Judge, |'ve got it right
here, give nme one mnute--

JUDGE LENOX

(bangi ng gavel)
Next .

Assi stant Prosecutor #1, baby-fac
junior, bellies up to the table,

ed, pinmpled, ten years KJ's
bunmpi ng into KJ--

ASSI STANT PROSECUTOR #1
The State presents conpl ai nt nunber
five nine eight three...
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And the wheels of justice grind on. Humliated, KJ quickly
gat hers her bel ongings, can't get out of here fast enough.
Every eye in the courtroom on her, pitying her.

I NT. HUDSON COUNTY COURTHOUSE - HALL - CONTI NUOUS

TRACK BEHI ND KJ as she stiffly makes her way down the drab,
fluorescent |it hall. The courthouse is pure utilitarian,
green-toned, a relic of 1960's noderni st architecture.

D stant APPLAUSE fromthe rotunda, the baritone voice of--

CONNELLY (O S.)
(from speaker)
...Qur county stands as a shining
exanmpl e of | aw enforcenent worki ng
hand in hand with its citizens....

KJ stops at the railing, |ooks down at a PRESS CONFERENCE.
KJ'S POV:

The courthouse rotunda. At the dais is her boss, Hudson
County State Prosecutor JAMES CONNELLY, |ate 40s, white,

| eader of men, Jersey's Gavin Newsom Behind him a |line of
fresh faced ASSI STANT PROSECUTORS and UNI FORVED COPS.

CONNELLY ( CONT' D)
The shaneful police violence we're
wi tnessing in Black and Brown
conmuni ties throughout Anerica has
no place in New Jersey. And ny office
intends to keep it that way.

More APPLAUSE. Connelly and his entourage are inpressive,
form dable, the County's elite in | aw enforcenent.

BACK TO SCENE

CLCSE ON KJ, her face working with |onging, envy. She
bel onged on that dais once. Not anynore.

CONNELLY (O S.) (CONT' D)
Let me introduce ny team of
prosecutors, the very finest |awers
in the justice system..

As he turns to the row of Assistant Prosecutors behi nd him
Connel ly | ooks up, catches KJ's eye. Beat.

Enbarrassed at being spotted, KJ steps away, into the shadows.
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EXT. BAYONNE - DAY - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

A bucolic town on the edge of the upper Hudson Bay. Above,

storm cl ouds brew and dar ken. .

I NT. JABLONSKI HOUSE - KI TCHEN

- DAY

Doilies on every surface, this cozy room chock-a-block with
Marie's tchotschkes. The kitchen table | aden with bread,
cold cuts, an open jar of mayonnai se. Jabl onski sl aps

together a pile of sandw ches w
in half with mlitary precision
tine to rum nate.

Suddenly, he picks up his phone,
hi msel f, quickly dials.

th manic focus, cutting them
keepi ng hi nmsel f busy, no

and before he can stop

DESK SARGEANT (O S.)

(from phone)
Greenvill e Precinct,

JABLONSK
(i nto phone)

Sar geant Til den.

Yeah, Kev, it's Pete Jabl onski .

What's goin' on?

DESK SARGEANT (O S.)

Storms comn' in so

JABLONSK
Yeah? So, ah, nothin

nada, |ucky us.

" huh?

DESK SARGEANT (O S.)
You wanna talk to Di Angel 0? Thought

he was out, but | can
check for you--

JABLONSK
(qui ckly)
Nah, I'mgood, I'IIl r

| ater.

(beat; then quick
Keep me in the loop i
in, wouldn't mnd the
Thanks, man.

go in the back,

each out to D

l'y) ,
f anythin' cones
Or, you know. ..

He hangs up, thinking. Startles when he sees an unhappy

Marie standing in the doorway.

MARI E
You're not leavin' ne
house agai n, Petey.
got you out there eve

How | ong has she been there?

alone in this
He's al ready
ry night--
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JABLONSK
They're just breakin' nme in, you
know how it is.

MARI E
What ' re you doin' out there anyways?

A beat, Jablonski tenses. Marie rolls her eyes, shuffles to
the fridge, conplaining, tired--

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Forget it, I'mnot supposed to ask
whatever. | know you wanted this
pronotion but seriously? Patrol was
better hours. Just cuz Di Angel o
doesn't have a fam |y doesn't nean
you gotta negl ect yours...

She continues to conplain as Jabl onski checks his phone,
spaci ng out, not hearing a word until --

MARI E ( CONT' D)
Hel | 0? Anyone hone?

JABLONSK
VWhat ?

MARI E
(amused/irritated)
You gonna get that macaroni salad or
what ?
(beat)
Where you at, babe?

JABLONSK
| don't know Just tired.

Mari e contenplates him senses sonething's off. Before she
can ask any nore questions, Jablonski rises--

JABLONSKI ( CONT' D)
"1l get it.

He quickly exits--
| NT. JABLONSKI HOUSE - GARAGE

Jabl onski trundles down the stairs to the fridge. Pulls out
a fam ly-sized tub of MACARONI SALAD

As he heads back, he slows, |ooks over at his CAR In the
cl osed, shadowy garage, it's like a silent, waiting presence.

For a | ong beat, Jablonski contenplates it. The hood | oom ng
like a crouched aninmal in the tight quarters of the garage.
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Wth effort, he tears his eyes away. Forces hinself up the
stairs. Slanms the door shut, plunging the garage into
dar kness- -

I NT. ABANDONED SUGAR FACTORY BU LDI NG - DAY

Fl ashlight in hand, D Angel o makes his way down a pitch bl ack
hal  way. Methodically searching the abandoned, cavernous
bui I di ng, the sane one he spotted fromthe park. 1t's been
shuttered for years, pigeons rustle in its eaves, here and
there the detritus of sporadic squatters. The type of place
kids break in to scare the shit out of each other

From a nearby room Gsorio ducks out, unhappy--

OSORI O
There's nothin' here, man, let's go.
DI ANGELO
Finish this floor first--
W LCOX
Yo. D.
W cox has materialized froma roomdown the hall. Wves

Di Angel o over, his face grim-
| NT. ABANDONED BUI LDI NG - ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

And now we see why. Di Angelo and Gsorio do too, as they
join himin the dark, corner room There, by the w ndow -

A runaway girl's MODEST HOVESTEAD. dirty sl eeping bag and
purpl e sheets, a recently burnt purple-hued vel adora (prayer
candle), a mlk crate cumdresser. On it a glittery purple
hand mrror, a filthy purple teddy bear with a vest. On it,
t he name: "NADI NE'. \Whoever squats here |ikes the col or
purple. Maybe naned Nadi ne?

At the wi ndow, sone of the particle board' s been yanked away.
Di Angel o approaches the w ndow, peers out--

DI ANGELO S POV

Through the wi ndow, a picture perfect vista of Liberty State
Park. The tree line fromthis norning... the ditch. This
angl e giving the honestead owner a ringside view of the
accident this norning.

I f someone was here earlier, they saw it all.
BACK TO SCENE
CLCSE ON Di Angel o, fear in his face for the first tinme.
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POV THROUGH CAR' S W NDSHI ELD

Megan, the school girl from before, trudges down the sidewal k,
nervously gl anci ng around- -

EXT. GREENVI LLE STREET - CONTI NUOUS

She's a fish out of water in this part of town: poor, Bl ack,
a world away from her own posh digs. H P HOP blasts from
storefronts, on every corner a posse of SHOT CALLERS -- sone
in WHEELCHAI RS, vets of gang wars. They blatantly stare at
the white girl in her short school skirt, appraising.

Megan al nost collides with a group of PAKI STANI MJSLI M MEN,
puf fy jackets over their salwar robes and taqi yahs when--

BEEP BEEP!

Pulling up to the curb in her beat up Honda is Latrice, angry,
di sbelieving. She quickly rolls down her w ndow.

LATRI CE
Get in here. Right now

I NT. LATRICE'S CAR - CONTI NUOUS

Megan clinbs in, grateful, but hides it underneath a scow .

LATRI CE

What do you think you're doing?
VEGAN

My nom s not gonna get him
LATRI CE

And you are? Wl king around here?
VEGAN

(defiant)

It's on the way to the skate park.
Wiy' re you foll owi ng nme?

LATRI CE
["mon nmy way home, where you shoul d
be- -
VEGAN
I"mnot going horme til | find ny
br ot her.

Megan chews her hair, deep worry |ines between her brows.
Latrice sighs, she can't just leave this girl to her own
devices. Not in this neighborhood.
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LATRI CE
We can stop for a mnute but if he's
not there, you need to go honme. 1Is

t hat under st ood?

Megan | ooks at her warily, not used to trusting adults.

MVEGAN
(nods; softly)
Thanks.
LATRI CE

You' re wel cone. Just don't get ideas
"bout wal ki ng around here again--

BEEP! A siren's bleat as a COP CAR suddenly pulls al ongside.
I nside, two YOUNG WHI TE UNI FORMS cut their eyes angrily at
Latri ce.

She | ooks back, nervous, confused. On the corner, the shot
callers point and rise, a few approach nmenacingly. The sudden
threat of violence crackles in the air, Latrice's car caught
inthe mddle. As the shotcallers close in--

The cops suddenly peel away, burning rubber, gone as quickly
as they cane.

VEGAN
Why' d they stop?

Latrice doesn't know, doesn't want to sit around to find
out. As she pulls away fromthe curb, REVEAL, on the wall
behi nd her, what the cops were eyeballing--

GRAFFI Tl : ' FERGUSON- BALTI MORE- CHI CAGO ' FUCK THE POLI CE'

"COP LIVES DON T MATTER and bel ow that, the spray painted

i mge of a SHOT CALLER LOOKI NG DOMN THE BARREL OF A Bl G ASSED
MAGNUM  Its barrel pointed straight at us.

EXT. ABANDONED | NDUSTRI AL AREA - DAY

Latrice's car pulls up to the edge of the Hudson Ri ver where
di | api dat ed docks line its banks. Dozens of YOUNG TEEN BOYS -
all races, ages, classes - have converted this decay into
their own version of Skate Land.

At the edge of the crunbling concrete flood barrier, they
ri de BMX BI KES, RAZORS and BOARDS down i npronptu ranps.

Latrice and Megan exit, march towards the boys, searching.

LATRI CE
Do you see hinf
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The sky is darker now, the stormon its way. Wrry in both

their faces as they stop at the edge of the skate park, scan
the crowd of boys. No | uck.

LATRI CE ( CONT' D)
Where el se coul d your brother have
got to?

MVEGAN
| don't know.

LATRI CE
Maybe he's wal ki ng back hone, let's
drive back that way--

VEGAN
(shouti ng)

Ryan! Ry-a-a-a-n

Getting the attention of a 12-year-old boy in a nmessy school
uniform atop a BIKE. The m ssing brother, RYAN

Not mssing after all. He glares at them enbarrassed by
his sister's presence.

INT. LATRICE' S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Ryan cl anbers into the back seat, Megan into the front, both
shivering, underdressed. Pissed off--

MEGAN
You little shit, I"'mtellin' Dad--

RYAN
Fuck off.

Qut of ear shot, Latrice westles the bike into the trunk,
doesn't see Megan | ean over her seat and hit her brother.

Ryan expl odes on her just as Latrice enters the car--

LATRI CE
(pulling them apart)
Stop that! Stop that now

The kids slunp in their seats, scow ing.

LATRI CE ( CONT' D)
I will not tolerate that kind of
behavior in nmy car, are we clear?

VEGAN
W can take the bus, you don't have
to drive us.
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LATRI CE
(sharp; to Megan)
You shoul d know better. You're ol der
than him..
Megan sul ks as Latrice gets in, scolding--

LATRI CE ( CONT' D)

. Al most grown, in fact. |Is there
sonet hing you wanna tell him young
| ady?
VEGAN
(munbl i ng)
Sorry.

But Ryan's not | ooking at her anynore, he's gazing out the
wi ndshield, eyes wide. Latrice follows his look to find a
bl anket of snow falling silently fromthe grey-blue arc of
sky above. Ethereal, beautiful.

For an enchanted nonent, they watch the snowfl akes | and
quietly on the wi ndshield, cocooning them An odd peace
settling over them Broken by--

RYAN
| kinda sat on this, sorry..

From the back seat, Ryan holds up a CARDBOARD SEAGULL.

Exactly like the one fromthe bike, the accident.

Latrice takes it, eyes shining with pride--

LATRI CE
My son, Brenton, |oves sea gulls.
He's never actually been to the sea
but he | oves themjust the sane.

VEGAN
It's pretty.

LATRI CE
He nmade it hinself. He did.

She carefully tucks the cardboard seagull onto the dash.
Starts up the car.

LATRI CE ( CONT' D)
Got your seat belts on? Let's go
hore. . .

As Latrice pulls away into the comng storm CLOSE ON THE
CARDBOARD SEAGULL on the dash...
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EXT. LIBERTY STATE PARK - DAY

WDE on a snow field, a distant tree line. The ditch at
its edge. 1In the foreground, the enpty black ribbon of road.

This is why Di Angel o covered up the accident, warned Jabl onski
away fromthe ditch. 1In a post-Ferguson world, there are no
acci dents between a white cop, a black teenager.

Snow falls, the stormbuilding. But between the road and
the tree line, something flutters in the wind. The CARDBOARD
SEAGULL, torn | oose fromthe bi ke spokes. Left behind.

I NT. HUDSON COUNTY COURTHOUSE - HALL - DAY

Qut si de the bank of elevators, KJ waits alone. She's ducking
out early, needs to sleep off her |ow grade headache.

A crowd of ASSI STANT PROSECUTCRS, the sane ones fromthe
earlier press conference, approach. A flurry of chatter,
triunphant laughter. |In their mdst is Prosecutor Connelly,
the sun in their orbit.

The | oner, KJ keeps her distance. Toggles the el evator
button, prays it cones quickly. Bursts of LAUGHTER grate,
make her | ower rung status stark.

The el evator cones, the crowd gets on, but KJ hangs behi nd.
Until she is, again, nmercifully alone.

INT. KJ'S CAR - DAY

W ndows sleeted with ice, a shivering KJ starts her old car,
it sputters once, twice, then dies. Goddamit.

Finally the engine chugs to |life and KJ quickly turns on the
heat, rubs her bare hands together.

Suddenl y, the passenger door opens and Connelly slides in,
bringing the snowwith him Larger than life in her cranped
car.

KJ
The heat's on the fritz, sorry--

CONNELLY
| can only stay for a mnute.

As he settles in, KJ drinks himin with her eyes. But
Connel ly's oblivious, fretting--

CONNELLY ( CONT' D)
You see that fuckin' charade? Those
bottom feeders' re chumm ng for body
parts. Mne specifically.
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KJ
Future governor, fresh bl ood, they
can't help it. Wen're you making
t he announcenent ?

CONNELLY
Next week. Wien | roll out the new
devel opnent deal .

KJ
Lemme see... Liberty State Park by
t he people, for the people, million
dollar views for every man, wonan,
and child--

CONNELLY
(i npressed)
You renenber ed.

KJ
You forgot | cane up with that sound
bite bullshit. Mybe I should run

CONNELLY
(chuckl i ng)
You' d beat ny lily white ass in this
city, you were gonna rule the world
once.

Hi s use of the past tense purposeful, stings |ike hell
Better to ignore, joke--

KJ
Vell all I"'mruling nowis the night
desk. But I'mfree and clear til

ei ght.

Her meani ng clear. A sudden electric charge between t hem
But Connelly tanmps it down, not why he's here.

CONNELLY
Look, we gotta... stop this.
(beat; unconfortable)
| can't afford any fuck ups right
now, you know how it's been in the
office--

KJ
Actually, | have no idea howit's
been since you got ne working | ow
| evel felonies.

Shar per than she nmeant, hurt at being shut out. Still, she
needs to be in his orbit, badly. Back pedaling--
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KJ (CONT' D)
Got your Gen 12 at ny place. New
bottle, waiting to be popped.

Trying to be light and bright but Connelly isn't |ooking at
her now. The pity in his face pal pable.

CONNELLY
Maybe sone ot her tine.

Quch. KJ nods, covers with a quick smle. Humliated--

KJ
Yeah. Ckay.

CONNELLY
| can't afford dead wei ght either,
KJ. Not anynore.

He's aware of her fuck up this norning. And from his | ook
it's not her first. But it will be her |ast unless--

CONNELLY ( CONT' D)
| need you to perform

KJ
| under st and.

And with that he exits. A beat as KJ sits there, in the
gathering storm waiting for the heat to cone on.

I NT. JABLONSKI HOUSE - GARAGE - DAY

Dar kness. Jablonski enters, flicks on the light. Stands at
the top of the garage stairs, stares down at his CAR

Its presence down here has haunted himfor hours. He can't
hel p but return. Like a tongue to a |oose tooth.

Agai nst his better judgnent, he slowy approaches the car.

It's only when he's standing in front of it that he spots
sonet hing... A DENT, alnost invisible, on the front bunper.

He crouches in front of it: barely two inches long, a rupture
in the hard plastic made by a sudden inpact. The paint
chi ppi ng of f.

Jabl onski runs his finger down the crease. Then he quickly
ri ses, goes to door and clicks the garage opener, suddenly
in need of air. He steps hurriedly out--
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EXT. JABLONSKI HOUSE - CONTI NUOUS

-- Into the storm But he's barely aware of it, stares nunbly
out at his bucolic street of quaint, single fam |y hones,
postage stanp front yards. Any Town Anerica.

Suddenly, with no fan fare, Jablonski turns and VOM TS onto
the driveway. A short, violent burst and then he's done.
Bl ank- eyed, he swipes at his nmouth. Turns to go back inside--

Meets the surprised gaze of his NEIGHBOR, 40s, in snow gear,
shovel in hand, in the next yard. An awkward beat, then the
Nei ghbor rai ses his hand in greeting.

Jabl onski raises a hand in return. Tries to play it off,
but his paranoia growi ng. Wat does the Neighbor suspect?

He forces hinself to wal k casually back into his garage.
From t he shadows, a sil houette now, Jablonski hits the door
renote. H's face obscured by darkness, he watches it clank
slowy shut.

EXT. BRIDGE - DAY - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

An industrial wasteland in Jersey City, a bridge spanning
t he Hackensack River's dirty banks. Lonely place, not another
soul in sight. Just a CAR, parked under the bridge--

INT. DI ANGELO S CAR - DAY

Di Angelo sits in the driver's seat, staring out his
wi ndshield, thinking. Stormin full sw ng now

Maki ng a decision, he dials his cell--

DI ANGELO

(i nto phone)
Yeah, this is D Angelo. Listen, |
got a question about that old sugar
factory near the park. One o' ny
Cl.s tells me they got squatters up
in there, novin' all sortsa shit.
Lowkey | enme know i f anyone gets
pi cked up there.

(hesitates, then)
Got interest in a girl, mght go by
the nane of 'Nadine'. Call me here
if she shows.

He hangs up as Wlcox clinbs into the car, shaking off snow.
He nods towards the river--

W LCOX
I nsurance policy's sleeping it off.
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Through the wi ndshield and the driving snow, reveal, in the
di stance, a beat up, ancient LIME GREEN BU CK on the
riverbank. Soneone slunped in the driver's seat.

Di Angel o nods, grimy satisfied. His cell RINGS--

DI ANGELO
" tginto phone)
at ~

INT. OSORIO S CAR - | NTERCUT

Csorio sits in his vehicle, parked catty corner to the old,
abandoned sugar factory near Liberty State Park, where they
found the runaway honestead earlier. Eyes on its front.

Down the bl ock, a group of 9-year-old BLACK KIDS pl ay king
of the hill on a dirty snowbank, fling snowballs, insults.

OSORI O
(i nto phone)
| got nothin' but a few buns takin'
shits in the snow. How | ong you
want ne out here for?

DI ANGELO (O S.)
(from phone)
"Il let you know. Hang tight.

OSORI O
Yo, ah, you hear from Jabl onski?

DI ANGELO (O S.)
Nah, why would | hear from hinf

Suddenly suspicious. Gsorio licks his lips, nervous.
Wi ghi ng heavy on his mnd all norning--

OSORI O
Cuz he's gonna start askin' questions.
(beat)
About why we were in the park | ast
ni ght.

Cold silence fromthe other end. He's overstepped, damm
well knows it. Finally--

DI ANGELO (O S.)
Call nme if anyone goes int
bui I di ng.

hat

He hangs up. Gsorio sighs, puts his phone away, unhappy.
Suddenly A SODA CAN SLAMS VI OLENTLY I NTO H'S W NDSHI ELD
What the fuck?
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He junmps out of his car as the BLACK KIDS race off--

BLACK KID #1
Fuck the police!

Csorio watches them his face working. The streets snell a
cop every time. Nowhere to hide.

PRELAP: GOSPEL MJS| C- -
I NT. EMMANUEL PENTECOSTAL CHURCH - DUSK

An early choir practice in this all Black, Pentecostal chapel.
MJUSIC fills the dingy white building Iike thunder, pushes
the pain of the every day through its roof into the beyond.

At the front of the choir, the normally shy Latrice belts

out the nmusic fromthe secret crevices of her soul, relishing
the sweat, the tears, the raucous joy the nusic evokes.
Exuberant as she |eads the CHOR, call and response style,

in Hezekiah Walker's "1'll Fly Away"--

LATRI CE

(si ngi ng)
You see, |'mgonna fly away...

CHO R
(si ngi ng; dancing)
Fly away, fly away...

LATRI CE/ CHO R

(call and response)
I will be free / free one day/ |
Wi

Il be free / free one day / 1've
got a hone in the sky / Gonna tel
this world goodbye. ..

She eyes the handsone keyboard pl ayer, |SAI AH BUTLER, 40's,
African Anerican, pressed suit, dignified, a man of few words.
But in the House of God, Isaiah conmes alive, pours his al

into this roomrollicking with a dozen rising voices--

LATRI CE/ CHO R ( CONT' D)
... 1 will be free!l [/ Free one
day! / I will be free...!

The song reaches a fevered pitch as Latrice holds his | ook,
his smle, these two on fire for each other, for their Cod.
The Dreamlives in this house, deferred but certainly not
forgotten. As the song hits its crescendo..

EXT. BUTLER S HOUSE - FRONT YARD - DUSK

Stormtapers off in this working poor, Wstside section of
Jersey City.
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Single fam |y hones, nobdest postage stanp front yards. Held
together by baling wire and raw determ nation. A mrror
i mge of Jablonski's street, albeit dirtier, rougher.

Latrice and Isaiah run through the falling snow, unlock their
front door, |aughing, chattering--

INT. BUTLER S HOUSE - FRONT HALL - DUSK
--Stanpi ng snow fromtheir boots--

LATRI CE
(scandal i zed)
You so crazy, 'saiah! Stop it!

| SAI AH
Wasn't nme eyeing Brother Jerrel and
hi s bass.

Stifling a smle, Latrice shakes her head, tries to escape
her husband's teasing wth--

LATRI CE
Brent? Baby, you hone?

No response fromthe enpty roonms filled wth PACKI NG BOXES,
sparse furniture. A recent nove for the Butlers. Despite
its wear and tear, the old, creaky house seens to glow half
its rooms just got a fresh coat of new paint.

| SAI AH
Brenton! Your nother's calling you!

An edge in his voice that nakes Latrice nervous. Tries to
nmol i fy her husband with--

LATRI CE
He's probably in the backyard, 1"l
get him-
| SAI AH
(irritated)

He shoul da been here by now, he knows
Seth's coming hone tonight. Wat's
got into that head of his...?

As he continues to conplain, Latrice noves towards the back
of the house, passing nore enpty roons, nore packing boxes.

I NT. BUTLER S HOUSE - KI TCHEN - CONTI NUOUS

Latrice stops at her make shift altar. A woman of faith,
the fabric of her every day. She quickly bows her head--
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LARI CE
(whi spered rote prayer)
Thank you Father God for our blessed
hone, praise be to you Father God---

| SAIAH (O S.)
He's been nessin' with my TV again...

Qut of sight, fromthe front room of the house--

| SAIAH (O S.) (CONT' D)
| can't turn it on after he gets
done playing his games on it.

Latrice finishes her rituals, clearly strained by her
husband's irritation with Brenton. A |long standing tension
between them Tries to joke--

LATRI CE
Maybe you shoul d keep it off seeing
how you still got a house to paint.
| SAIAH (O . S.)
| heard that! | did nost of it!

She snmiles, hits the ANSWERI NG MACHI NE' S pl ay button as she
unl ocks the doubl e deadbol t ed back door--

LATRI CE
(under her breath)
Hal f of it.
(openi ng door)
Brent--?

St ops, m d-sentence, when she sees the enpty yard. Nothing
but falling snow and a scraggly tree.

Behi nd her, the answering machi ne plays, nmuffled:

SCHOOL SECRETARY (O S.)
(from machi ne)
This is Cayton Powel |l Hi gh School
with a message for the parents of--
(rote voice)
Brenton Butl er--
((back to regul ar
Voi ce)
Pl ease contact the office regarding
your child's absence today. This is
a nessage for the parents of...

As the nmessage repeats omnously in the b.g., Latrice's easy
sm | e fades.
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EXT. LI BERTY STATE PARK - DUSK

The stormhas finally blown over. TWO JOGGERS, |ndian yuppies
intheir 20s, and a DOG run | eisurely down the road through
the park. The lights of downtown Manhattan glitter agai nst
the cobalt blue sky, the Statue of Liberty shines on the

wat er .

Suddenly, the dog makes a break for the distant tree line,
BARKI NG frantically, headed towards a ditch. The sane one
fromthis norning.

MALE JOGGER
Max! Hey, boy, c¢'m here!

But the dog barks nmore urgently now as it plunges down into
the ditch.

WDE ON the joggers as they rush after the dog, call out.
Then slow as they reach the ditch. Stare down into it.

The dog's frantic BARKING the only sound now, echoi ng through
the quiet park, through the com ng night.

I NT. CGREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - NI GHT

Latrice and |saiah enter, sonmber-faced, on a m ssion. COPS
go in and out of the reception area, two DRUNKS argue in a
corner, a |oud gaggl e of DOM Nl CAN TEENAGERS sprawl on the
chairs. The usual weekend-around-the-corner bedl am

As they approach the desk, a crazy |ooking JOHN Q ADDI CT
conplains loudly to the DESK SARGEANT, white, 50s, grizzled--

JOHN Q ADDI CT
... He took nmy fuckin' cart and you
ain't gonna do shit about it?

DESK SARGEANT
| told you to fill out that form and
we'll get to you--

JOHN Q ADDI CT
That's bullshit, it's nmy cart, you
feel me, it's nmy world--

DESK SARGEANT
Then fill out the form
(stressed; to |saiah)
Whaddya you need?

| SAI AH
My son... he's m ssing.
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Latrice flinches, never thought she'd hear these words. The
Desk Sargeant remai ns uni npressed, dinme a dozen these cases--

DESK SARGEANT
What's his age?

| SAI AH
Fifteen. He wasn't at school today.

LATRI CE
(over | appi ng)
W been driving everywhere, | ooking
for him-

The Desk Sargeant pushes a piece of paper across the desk--

DESK SARGEANT
Gotta fill out a truancy report.

| SAI AH
No, you don't understand, this never
happened before, nmy son's not a truant--

DESK SARGEANT
Then he'll show up--

JOHN Q ADDI CT
(interrupts, waves

form

How m | gonna wite down a address
when | don't got one...?

As he argues with the Desk Sargeant, Latrice and |Isaiah share
a frustrated, |ook. Interrupting--

| SAI AH
My son may be in danger. He may be
hurt somewhere.

DESK SARGEANT
He have a history o' running off?

| SAI AH
(growi ng angry)
No. He's a straight A student, a
good ki d- -

Interrupted again, this time by a loud radio call from behind
the desk. The shit never lets up in this place.

RADI O DI SPATCHER (O S.)
Shots fired, officer requesting
assi stance at the corner of Lowy
and M.K- -
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DESK SARGEANT
(to UNI FORM #1 at
desk)
Where is he?

UNI FORM #1
MK and Lowy, it's O Mlly...

As they talk urgently to each other, Isaiah's had enough- -
| SAI AH
(bangi ng t he desk)
My son i s mssing!

Latrice startles, badly frightened by the anger in her
husband's face. The Desk Sargeant | ooks up, eyebrows raised.

| SAI AH ( CONT' D)

(1 oud)
He's not a truant, he's not a runaway,
he's m ssing- -

UNI FORM #2 (QSs)
You need to cal mdown, sir.

UNI FORM #2, beefy, tall, has materialized behind |Isaiah and

Latrice. 1In a nmeasured voice, but |ouder than he intended--

| SAI AH

| amcalm | amhere to report that

ny son i s m ssing--
UNI FORM #2

Don't raise your voice to ne.
LATRI CE

Pl ease, we just want to find our boy--
UNI FORM #2

Shut up, I'mnot talkin' to you.

Latrice drops her eyes but |saiah glares, cut to the bone by
the man's inpertinence. To |saiah--

UNI FORM #2 ( CONT' D)
This is what's gonna happen, you
[istenin"? You' re gonna turn around
and wal k out that door.
(takes Latrice's arm
C non, let's go--

Not thinking, a knee jerk reaction, |saiah shoves the cop
away from Latrice--
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| SAI AH
Don't touch her.

Uni form #2 glares at him stunned, angry. |saiah knows he
crossed a line but holds his eye, pouring all his frustration,
his anger, onto this man.

UNI FORM #2
Turn around.
(beat)
Now.

Rel uctantly Isaiah does as he's told. Latrice, panicking--

LATRI CE
He didn't nmean it, please. Qur son's
m ssi ng- -

UNI FORM #2

(taki ng out cuffs)
You' re under arrest for assaulting a
police officer. You have the right
to remain silent, anything you say
can and will be used...

LATRI CE
But he didn't do anyt hing!

| SAI AH
"Tri ce.

He catches Latrice's scared eye, holds it. They know damn
well there's no talking their way out of this. Lived in
this world long enough to know when to be quiet. To be still.

| SAI AH ( CONT' D)
Call ny brother. Tell himto cone
down here--

UNI FORM #2
(done M randi zi ng)
Let's go.

Uni form #2 escorts |saiah towards the back of the precinct.
Latri ce watches him go, pained, suddenly aware that all eyes
are on her. Trying to hold on to her dignity, she stands
there, head raised high. But at sea, |ost w thout her
husband.

I NT. MOVING JABLONSKI 'S CAR - N GHT

CLCSE ON Jabl onski as he drives down the one road in Liberty
State Park. H's eyes red-rimed and bl oodshot. It's been
over twenty four hours since he's slept, running on pure

adr enal i ne now.
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Through his windshield, at the distant tree |ine, FLASH NG
LI GHTS, POLI CE CARS and TECH VANS par ked haphazardly off the
road, UNIS putting up tape... the spectacle of a crine scene.
EXT. LIBERTY STATE PARK - CONTI NUOUS

Jabl onski parks his car, exits. Beyond the police tape,
UNIS and TECH mi || around the ditch fromthis norning.

This is what Jablonski's come for. H s face set, pale, he
marches towards it on autopilot. Suddenly--

UNIFORM #3 (O S.)

Hey, you!
JABLONSK]
(badgi ng him
Just drivin'" through, heard the cal
out .

Uni f orm #3 waves hi m past the perinmeter. Near the edge of
the ditch a huddl e of UNI FORMS and the detective who's
directing them-

Fl SH
.. Canvas the projects behind the
park and get a dog out here--

UNI FORM #4
Only dogs we got're in Wehawken.
You gotta put a rec in for one.

Fl SH
Like | don't got nothin' better to
do than fuckin' paperwork on a dog?
Forget it...

This is JOE "FISH' RINALDI, md 30s, Italian, thick Jersey
accent, off-the-rack, crunpled suit. Doesn't notice Jabl onski
who hangs back behind the others, blends in.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
...\ got al.D. yet on the kid?

UNI FORM #4
Brenton Butler, Black nmale, 15-years-
ol d- -

Jabl onski flinches, each word a blow Hides it.
FI SH

Notify the parents, they' |l wanna
get to the hospital.
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UNI FORM #4
Mom s al ready en route, babbling
about how Dad got | ocked up...

The Uni form continues to talk but his voice drops away as
Jabl onski stares, stunned, disbelieving... the hospital ?
Wiy's the kid at the hospital ?

JABLONSK
He's alive?

Only one who notices himis UNIFORM #5. O f handedl y- -

UNI FORM #5
Yeah, prolly fuckin' brain dead,
lyin' out here in the stormall night.

JABLONSK
(holding it together)
Damm. That's a shanme. |, ah, 'l
see you around.

Jabl onski ducks his head, wal ks away. Every cell in his
bei ng screaming with the blind, animal need to run, to get
in his car and flee far away fromthis place. But he forces
hinself to walk steadily towards the police tape, the line
of UNI'S t here wat ching.

What ever tornent he's feeling he shoves down, ducks casually
under the tape and nakes his way down the road. Only we see
his eyes, the growing panic in them

Jabl onski clinbs into this car and speeds off, tires
squeal i ng.

EXT. 1/9 TOLL ROAD - N GHT - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

Blurred headlights, taillights, sparse |late night traffic -
nostly trucks - on the lonely toll road. |In the distance,
the |ights of downtown Jersey City, far away..

INT. KJ"S MOVI NG CAR - NI GHT

Fromthe CD player, MJSIC (Lisa Stansfield s "Al Around The
Worl d") blasts. KJ's eyes droop with exhaustion, at the
tail end of a bender. Tries to focus on the road through
the icy w ndshield.

But she's fading, fast. As her eyes close, stay closed--
HONK!  HOOOOOONK!
A TRUCK careens straight at KJ, BLARING its horn. She's

veered across the line, into its path. Crying out, KJ yanks
her wheel to the right, msses the truck by inches.
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KJ
Fuck- -!

She pulls over to the side of the road, eases the car a safe
di stance fromthe sparse, late night traffic. Too drunk
too tired to drive. Needs to sleep a little. Get straight.

KJ turns up the heat, waps her coat tightly around her,
reclines her seat all the way back until she's lying nearly
hori zontal. Trying to relax, she closes her eyes when--

RING RING Her cell phone. She ignores it until it stops.
Then starts again. She opens her eyes. Shit.

I NT. GREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - | NTERVI EW ROOM - NI GHT

CLCSE ON a Black man, in his 60s, clearly honmeless. This is
LOU DORSEY, booze-brained, tal ks slowy--

LQU
| was sleepin' in my car under
t he bridge for the last day or two.
I could be m staken but | was sleepin'
when t hem cops woke ne up..

Fish Rinaldi, bored out of his mind, scribbles on a piece of
paper. Enunciates slowy, as if to a half-wit:

FI SH
You ever drive through the park,
Lou? You drive through there this
nornin' ?

LOU
There's a place | park at, yeah.
But | ain't been to it lately... |
don't think

Fi sh takes in the older nan's befuddl ed face.

Fl SH
You been drinkin'?
(of f his expression)
Al Iive long day, right?

I NT. GREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - OBSERVATI ON ROOM - | NTERCUT

KJ watches the interview, sips froma styrofoam coffee cup
the REPORT FOLDER in front of her. She's bleary-eyed, feels
like shit. Doesn't notice the door open behind her until--

DIANGELO (O S.)
You the new prosecutor on night shift?
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Di Angel o noves into the dark room WIcox on his heels. KJ

nods, not happy to have conpany.

KJ
Yeah, who're you?

DI ANGELO
Det ectives Di Angel o, WIcox, we
brought himin.

KJ
Why's narcotics interested in a hit
and run?

Di Angel o apprai ses her coolly,

DI ANGELO

shar per than he thought.

My C.I. spotted granps cleanin' blood

offa his hood. Mtched the victinls

bl ood type.

(beat)
Says that in the report. You read
it, right?

KJ
Yes. O course | read the report.

Bul l shit. KJ funbles through the papers, enbarrassed, angry,

at being caught out by a cop. Tries to reassert her authority--

KJ (CONT' D)
"' m gonna need nore than a bl ood
type match to file on this guy.

DI ANGELO
He's got two prior DUs. But you
nmust a al ready seen that.

KJ
(ral lying back)
| didn't realize reports were read
by every joe in the precinct.

Di Angel o' s

RING RING Wlcox's cell. He tries to get
attention, but he's fixated on KJ. Tine to put her in her
pl ace.
DI ANGELO
Nanme's M ke actually.

(beat)

| seen you before, at the courthouse.
You work the shoplifting cases, right?

W cox guffaws and KJ reddens. Tine to let this thing go.

She picks up her things, readying to | eave--
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DI ANGELO ( CONT' D)
Got this thing tied up in a bow, |
don't see the problem

KJ
Where' d you pick himup?
W LCOX
(gl eeful)

Haul in" ass up the turnpike, that's
in the report too.

Di Angel o tenses, flashes a warning |look at Wlcox. It's
subtle, lasts only a nonment, but KJ notes it.

KJ
M. Dorsey seens to believe he was
asleep in his car when you arrested
hi m

DI ANGELO
Then "M. Dorsey's' nistaken.

Di Angel o stares daggers at her, done playing ganes. His
cell RINGS but he ignores it as KJ tries to match his | ook.
Knows sonet hing shady's going on but she's not built for
confrontation. Not with the |ikes of D Angel o.

She finally drops her eyes, opens the door. Wakly--

KJ
"1l be filing the paperwork tonight.
See you in court in the norning.

She exits. Simmrering, D Angelo glares at a nervous W/ cox
who knows he's fucked up sonmehow. Not sure exactly how.

RING RING WIcox's phone again, he checks it.

W LCOX
It's Jablonski. He keeps callin'.

EXT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - N GHT - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

High on a hill above downtown Jersey City, the Medical Center
is afar cry fromthe Jabl onkskis' pristine hospital. A
rundown, sprawling nonolith of gothic architecture, byzantine
wi ngs, burnt out projects rise up around it....

I NT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY - NI GHT

CAMERA TRACKS behind | saiah as he races down the hall towards
the ICU. On his heels, his younger brother fresh from

Af ghani stan, SETH BUTLER, early 30s, Air Force cans, exudes
cal mauthority like his sibling.
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Qut side a hospital room PENTECOSTAL CHURCHGOERS - Bl ack,
ol der, in de riguer suits and dresses - congregate around a
di sconsol ate Latrice, including PASTOR PHELPS, 60s, w zened.

Latrice is the first to spot her husband, rises to nmeet him
Her eyes huge, haunted. She's aged decades in the |ast hours
because- -

LATRI CE
Did you see what they did to our
boy?

| sai ah goes cold. This is not his wife, this woman standi ng
in front of him This is a stranger, driven insane by grief--

LATRI CE ( CONT' D)
Did you see what they did to our
baby- - ?

| saiah pulls her into his powerful arms, crushing her agai nst
his chest, trying to soothe her, desperate to bring her back.

Seth and the others | ook on, dab at eyes, shake heads.

PHELPS
Father God's with you, brother,
sister. Every step of the way.

CHURCHGCERS
(scattered, mnuted)
Anen / Go on / Praise Hm..

Even in this sterile place, their God lives. It gives them
confort. Only Seth shakes his head in disgust.

Latrice and |Isaiah | ook towards the room where Brenton, out
of sight, waits. Frominside cone the SOUNDS of various
machi nes keeping himalive. |saiah takes a breath, holds
his wife's hand. Then, together, they enter the dark room

EXT. CGREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - PARKI NG LOT - N GHT

KJ hurries to her car, briefcase clutched to her chest.
Stunbles a little in the snow, rights herself just as--

FISH (O S.)
Yo! Hey, Ms. Har per!

Fi sh waves her down, jogs up. He's huffing a little as he
reaches her, out of shape--

FI SH ( CONT' D)
You the assistant prosecutor on ny
job? 1'mJoe Rinaldi, call ne Fish...
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gabber,

just wants to get out of here. But Fish, a born
doesn't notice.

FI SH ( CONT' D)

Fornmer NYPD but just got this
pl ace down on the shore? Fuckin
beauti ful oceanfront, ny kids |ove
it, so here | am JCPD as of today.

KJ
Did you need something from ne?
Fl SH
Yeah yeah, listen, you'll wanna nake

nice with the famly since Dad got

| ocked up for shit tonight, had to
yell at them asswi pes to cut him

| oose, last thing we need is sone
lawsuit fromthe grieving relatives,
right?

KJ's got a helluva hangover coming on and this guy's blah
blah is nmaking it worse. She opens her door to flee--

KJ
"1l meet you at the hospital, |
have to, ah, pick up sonme paperworKk- -

FI SH
Mnd if | come with? M car's in
the shop and the vehicle | was using
here just got signed out. Fuckin'
wild west this place, not enough
nmust angs for the cowboys.
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The thought of his yakking face for the next few hours buns

KJ out.

Still, howto say no? She nods stiffly to the

passenger side. Fish nakes a beeline for it, over--

FI SH ( CONT' D)
Kid' s at the Medical Center, on
Ham | ton Ave, 'bout ten mnutes away- -

KJ
| know where it is.

Fl SH
If we pass a bodega, you m ght wanna
score some mnts.

KJ freezes, |ooks at himover the hood. Fish returns it,
nonpl ussed.
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FI SH ( CONT' D)
Just sayin', outa respect to the
famly and all. | can snell you
froma mle away.

KJ gawks, can't believe the nerve of this asshole. Hardens--

KJ
You know, | got sone personal stuff
to deal with first. Get your own

ride.

Wth that, she clinbs into her car, pointedly |ocks her doors.
Pul | s away, |eaving Fish standing there in the cold.

INT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - FAM LY WAI TI NG ROOM - LATER

In this sparsely furnished waiting area for famlies, CLOSE
ON a stunned |saiah seated alone in a corner, his head bowed.
Deeply unmanned by what he saw in Brenton's hospital room

A nmuffled voice in the b.g., a neaningless blur of sound:

DR. SANGUPTA (O'S.)
: | mpact anterior cortex...
extensive brain damage... ability to
function...respirator for the rest
of his life...

SETH (O S.)
But he could recover. That's a
possibility too.

Seth's authoritative voice cuts through Isaiah's haze. He
| ooks up, blinking. Nearby, Latrice, Seth and fellow
Churchgoers circle DR SANGUPTA, |ate 30s, Indian-Anmerican.

SANGUPTA
The young are resilient so, yes,
full recovery is a possibility.

The ot hers make sounds of relief. Raw hope nowin Latrice's
face as she | ooks over to Isaiah. But he just stares nunbly
back at her, seem ngly untouched. Sangupta, no stranger to
tragedy, wants to be clear:

SANGUPTA ( CONT' D)
W won't know either way for awhile,
certainly not tonight. But we'll do
everything we can for your son.

Latrice waits for Isaiah to respond but he's staring at the
doctor, out of it. Taking charge--

SETH
Thank you, doctor.



42.

Conpassi on, but also pity, in Sangupta's eyes as he | eaves.
Was he telling the truth about Brenton's possible recovery?

Latrice touches Seth's arm peers up at him tremnmulous snle--
LATRI CE

Brenton was countin' the days 'til
he could see his Uncle in uniform

He' || be glad to know you' re hone
saf e.
Seth takes in his grief stricken sister-in-law, famliar
with this type of disconnect fromwar zones. Gently--
SETH
"Il go in and see himin a bit.
| SAI AH
(gruffly)

Let's pray first.

| saiah rises stiffly, not |ooking at anyone, as the others
circle him take hands. Only Seth hangs back. So does
Latrice--

LATRI CE

I"d like to check on Brenton. May
| ?

| sai ah | ooks at her, surprised. She's never wal ked away
fromprayer. The bedrock of their famly, their union.

| SAI AH
You don't have to ask for ny
per ni ssi on.

Latrice nods, exits, not |ooking back. A small fissure,
barely visible except to the two of them Soon to becone an
abyss in the days, the agonizing weeks to cone.

But for now, as the PRAYER BEG NS, |saiah |ets her go.

| NT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

TRACK BEHI ND Latrice as she makes her way down the quiet,
dark hallway. The ICU late at night. Shadowy, enpty.

A rare nonent Latrice is alone this night, the wear and tear
of the last hours show starkly in her face. As she enters
Brenton's hospital room-

INT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - BRENTON S ROOM - CONTI NUOUS

The SOUND of the RESPIRATOR fills the room There's someone
standing at the foot of Brenton's bed, staring down at him
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A purpl e hoody obscuring their face.
As though sensing Latrice's presence, the person turns--

It is a teenage girl, white, heroin thin ... wearing a dirty,
purple track suit, a glittery purple backpack slung over her
shoul der. The runaway girl fromthe abandoned sugar factory
earlier, NADI NE.

LATRI CE
Can | help you?

Nadi ne doesn't answer, just stares back with frightened eyes.
Latrice takes a step forward, snapping Nadine out of it.
She ducks her head, noves for the door--

NADI NE
(munbl i ng)
I"min the wong room sorry..

She exits. Latrice stands there, confused. VWhen she turns
to | ook down the hall, Nadine is gone.

I NT. CGREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - NI GHT

A red-eyed Jabl onski makes his way through the inner sanctuary
of the precinct, passing UNl FORM5, DETECTIVES at their desks,
headed for a cl osed door down the hall marked " SPECI AL

| NVESTI GATI ONS". Jabl onski throws it open--

I NT. SPECI AL | NVESTI GATI ONS UNI T - CONTI NUQUS

A small, dark office, four desks in different corners.
Csorio, at the far one, |ooks up in surprise--

JABLONSK
Where's Di Angelo at? He's not pickin'
up his phone, no one's pickin' up--

OSORI O
CGet in here...

Csorio hurries to the door, slanms it shut. Pissed, scared,
tries to hide it--

OSORI O (CONT' D)
Di Angel o' s gonna fuckin' |ose his
mnd if he catches you here. W're
takin' care of it, alright?

JABLONSK
The kid was alive, that's what you
call takin' care of it?
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Csorio recoils, angered. Jablonski raises his hands, wants
to reason things out--

JABLONSKI ( CONT' D)
Look, all I'msayin' is maybe we
should rethink this thing, you know?
It was a accident--

OSORI O
A white cop and a black kid? There
are no fuckin' accidents and you
know it.

Bitterness here, the in between a rock and a hard place for
a mnority cop. Jablonski sees the conflict in his friend' s
face, hones in--

JABLONSK
There's gotta be a way. C npn
Csorio, you knowthis is wong.

OSORI O
(har deni ng)
Go hone. The DA's filing the papers
on a guy tonight, it's over--

JABLONSK
What guy?

OSORI O
Who cares, man. Not you

JABLONSK
(beat)
What if he saw ne? Wiat're we gonna
do then? This whole thing's gonna
bl ow up, we're all gonna go to prison
for this fuckin' accident--

He stops, forces hinself to cal mdown. That's when he sees,
for the first time, the stacks of FOLDERS pil ed up around
Csorio's desk, every drawer enptied. Like a thief's ransacked
t he pl ace.

Confused, Jabl onski |ooks up, neets Osorio's eye.

JABLONSKI ( CONT' D)
What ' re you doin'?

OSORI O
(beat)
"Il talk to Di Angel o. Have him
give you a call.
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In this nmonent, Jabl onski knows GCsorio intends to do no such

thing. Knows he's on his owmn. Maybe they all are.

JABLONSK
Yeah. Ckay. You do that.

Wt hout another word, he exits.

I NT. GREENVI LLE PRECI NCT - HALLWAY - MOMENTS LATER

CAMERA TRACKS behi nd Jabl onski as he makes his way down the

hal I, paranoia grow ng, throwi ng gl ances back to make sure

GCsorio's not follow ng.

He stops at a desk manned by the Ni ght Watch Sargeant,
YATES, 40s, uniform a bulldog buried deep in paperworKk.

ANNI E

Jabl onski stands there for a beat, |ooking over his shoul der,

maki ng sure the coast in clear. Then, casually--

JABLONSK
Hey, Annie... who's the guy workin'
the hit and run in the park?

YATES
(not | ooki ng up)
The new guy, Rinaldi. He's out,
| eft a hour ago.

JABLONSK
When' s he gonna be back?

YATES
No idea, you wanna | eave a nessage?

JABLONSK
What about the Chief?

That gets Yates' attention. She |ooks up, anused--

YATES
Chief's at hone. It's alnpbst one in
the nornin', Pete.

JABLONSK
I, ah... | gotta talk to him

YATES
You got a report, hand it in to your
supervi sing officer--

JABLONSK
How ' bout | |eave my nunber? You
get it to himsoon as you can...
Al right?
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Curious now, Yates pushes her pad across the desk. Jabl onski
| ooks down, hesitating. He could turn around, run |like hel
fromhere. But before he can, he grabs the pen, scribbles
furiously, shoves the pad back.

JABLONSKI ( CONT' D)
Make sure he gets it?

YATES
Yup.

Jabl onski wal ks quickly away fromthe desk, head down. He
pl ows through Cop World and slans out the precinct doors.

INT. JERSEY CI TY MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY

KJ exits the elevator onto the I1CU unit, finds FISH waiting,
slunped on a bench. He falls into step with her--

Fl SH
Got all your personal business done?
Pick up the mlk? Wnt to the bank?

KJ ignores, Fish keeps talking--

FI SH ( CONT' D)
Good. Cuz |I'mgonna need a token
for the bus when we're done here.

They turn onto the 1 CU where, at the end of the unit, the
Butlers, Seth and Churchgoers m |l outside Brenton's room

FI SH ( CONT' D)
It's like a church revival on the
Jor dan.

KJ
Be sure to share that. They'l
appreci ate the hunor, especially at
this tine.

Latrice is the first to notice them approach, touches |saiah's
arm They rise. Seth sees them too, and his face hardens.

Fl SH
(searching the group)
M. Butler, Ms. Butler?

| SAI AH
I"mlsaiah Butler. This is ny wfe.

Fl SH
Detective R naldi, KJ Harper from
t he prosecutor's office--
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LATRI CE
(to KJ)
No one's spoken to us, no one's told
us what happened to Brenton.

Latrice instinctively |atches onto KJ, expecting comnpassi on,
answers, from another Black woman. |nstead, KJ avoids | ooking
at her, funbles with her briefcase--

KJ
There' Il be, um ah, a bail hearing
t onorr ow norni ng before the
arrai gnnent, at the County courthouse--

SETH
(sharp)
That's not what she asked. W need
to know what happened.

Forceful, demanding. Fish pointedly directs to Isaiah and
Latrice instead--

FI SH
Your son was in a hit and run this
norning at Liberty State Park.

| SAI AH
This norning? But they didn't cal
us til a few hours ago.

Fl SH
That' s when he was found, by two
joggers, their dog. He was in a
ditch, off the road, out of sight.

A beat as Latrice and |saiah process this horrible thing.
KJ just wants to be done with this, hurriedly--

KJ
W believe we have the nman who did
this to your, ah... I'Il be filing
t he paperwork with the judge as soon
as we | eave here--

She suddenly drops the DOCUMENTS, they spill all over the
floor. Fuck, what's wong with her?

KJ bends down, murmuring apol ogies as Latrice helps retrieve
t he paperwork. KJ avoids her grieving eyes, over--

Fl SH
Ni ce bi ke your son had there, sane
one them shot callers, the Five Kings,
favor. D you know that particul ar
series goes for sone serious bank--?
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What ' re you inplying? That

Brenton's

with a gang? You're seriously gonna

do this right now?
Fl SH

You wanna step back, whoever you
are, and let ne talk to the fam|ly--

SETH

| amfamly and | don't appreciate
you comn' up in here accusing him-

| SAI AH
Seth, let nme handle this.

LATRI CE
We bought himthe bike.
(rising, done with
t he papers)

Brenton's sixteenth birthday's com ng

up so--

She stops herself, won't cry here, not now In the face of
the grieving nother, Fish is nore than happy to let it go--

Fl SH
(to KJ)
You got anything el se?

KJ shakes her head, stuffs papers into her briefcase, hates
Desperate to get away

how unsure she is about this arrest.
fromLatrice's eyes.

| SAI AH

What ' s going to happen to the man

who. .. did this?
KJ

I'lIl be charging M. Dorsey with

| eaving the scene of a notor vehicle
accident resulting in serious bodily
infjury and 1'Il, ah, suggest the
maxi mum sentence allowable for this

type fel ony.

SETH
Whi ch is what, exactly?

KJ
(beat)
Fi ve years.

The Butlers stare at KJ in disbelief.
sonet hing, but Latrice cuts himoff.

Seth is about to say
Directed at KJ--

48.
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LATRI CE
My son lay there, in the cold, in
the snow, in pain, for hours.
(voi ce breaking; reigns

it in)
And no one cane for him no one,
except... a dog. Brenton may never

wal k again, he may never wake up

again and you're telling me the nman

who did this'Il get five years?
(blurting out)

He deserves to die for what he did--

| SAI AH
Latrice.

Latrice bites her tongue, knows she's overstepped. Avoids
the eye of Pastor Phel ps, at a distance, but ever watchful.
Still, a part of her doesn't trust KJ, doesn't understand
why t his woman keeps avoi di ng her.

KJ wants to | eave. Right now.

KJ
W'll let you get back. I'm.. |I'm
sorry.

She turns and quickly noves off, Fish follow ng.
EXT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - PARKING LOT - MOMENTS LATER

In grimsilence, KJ and Fish nmake their way past snow covered
vehicles in the enornous parking lot. They finally arrive

at her car and KJ inpatiently clicks her key renote, yanks

at the doorknob to unlock it. Nothing.

KJ
Goddammi t - -

Fl SH
You' re | ocking yourself out doing
that, just click once--

KJ
| don't need to be told how to unl ock
ny dammed car.

Fi sh shrugs, nonplussed. Witches as she makes a few nore
futile stabs, then finally opens it. Wthout | ooking at
him she gets in but--

Fl SH
W gotta go to inmpound for the
paperwork on Dorsey's car. You wanna
file this thing tonight, that is.

( MORE)
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FI SH ( CONT' D)
(beat)
The nunber nine bus doesn't make
that stop otherwise I'd go nyself.

KJ
Just get in.

He does. As they drive away, unhappy partners, reveal at
t he edge of the parking lot, under the street |anp, a parked
car.

I nside, Pete Jabl onski. Watching them

EXT. JC POLICE | MPOUND - NI GHT - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

The industrial edge of Jersey City, butting up agai nst spew ng
snmokest acks and the polluted Hackensack River. The Pul ask
Skyway spans its dark waters, the nmetallic hum of sparse

late night traffic over it. Inside the concertina wre,

rows of inpounded vehicl es.

INT. KJ'S CAR - N GHT

Fromthe driver's seat, an inpatient KJ watches Fish chat
with the | MVOUND TECH, 20s, white, in uniform She wants to
get home, get her drink on. Desperate to nunb out after the
hospital, that nother's haunted eyes.

Renmenberi ng sonet hing, she pops open the gl ove conpart nment,
roots around. Pulls out two airplane-sized bottles of VODKA.
Bi ngo.

She downs both in practiced, efficient swallows, secrets the
enpties away. As she |eans back in her seat, she notices

Fi sh waving her over. Shitty timng, this guy's a bl oodhound
for booze breath. Reluctantly, she exits the car--

EXT. JC POLI CE | MPOQUND - CONTI NUQUS

KJ trudges through the slushy, dirty snowto Fish and the
I mpound Tech.

Fl SH
He needs your John Hancock.

She signs quickly, ducking her head, keeping clear of Fish's
ol factory range.

| MPOUND TECH
You wanna wait inside? It's gonna
t ake about half an hour to rel ease
t he paperwork on the vehicle.
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KJ
"1l wait in my car--

Fl SH
(to I npound Tech)
Wiy? W just need a sign off.

| MPOUND TECH
My supervisor's on break, sorry.

FI SH
It's two in the fuckin' nornin',
what's he doin'?

| MPOUND TECH
(1 eavi ng)
It's outa nmy hands. You can wait
inside if you want.

RING RING Fish's cell. He answers as KJ stands there--

Fl SH
(into cell)
Nah, I'mwaitin' on sone paperwork,
ginme a half hour... You gotta use
the tape on his diaper, | told you.
He' || be droppin' shit bonbs al
over the house if you don't...

KJ gestures to the car -- 1'll wait there -- and noves off,
grateful he's distracted.

As she does, she cones face to face with Lou Dorsey's LIME
GREEN BUI CK.. The one we saw Di Angel o and Gsori o skul ki ng
around earlier. The car that supposedly hit Brenton Butler.
It's an ancient clunker, battered, rusty. Looks like it
hasn't been driven in a hundred years.

BLACKENED BLOCOD on its grill.... KJ stares, drawn in

She opens the driver's side door. Takes in the filthy
i nsi des: beer bottles, a stained blanket and pillow, dirty
clothing strewn everywhere. A man's honme. His shitty castle.

The driver's seat is inclined all the way back, al npst
conpletely horizontal

FISH (O S.) (CONT' D)
What ' re you doi ng?

Suddenly materialized at her side, snapping KJ out of it.

KJ
Not hi ng.
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She hurries off, clutching her coat tight around her. Fish
gl ances into the Buick, curious what she was | ooking at.

I NT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY - NI GHT

No nore Churchgoers at this hour. Latrice and Isaiah sit
side by side, mles apart. The adrenaline of tragedy drained
away, leaving in its wake exhaustion, a state of disbelief.

Seth joins, takes a seat. Reluctant nmessenger--

SETH
That pastor of yours found a chapel
downstairs. Wants you to head down
for some holy rollin" with Jesus--

| SAI AH
(sharp)
Set h.  Enough.

Set h ducks his head, shoots a |look to Latrice. She holds
it, synpathetic. |Isaiah frowns, doesn't care for this
exchange. And there's a question wei ghing heavily on him
fromearlier, troubling--

| SAI AH ( CONT' D)
Wiy did you tell himwe got Brenton
t hat bi ke?

LATRI CE

(blurting out; angry)
Did you see his face? He already
made up his m nd about what ki nda
boy Brenton is, a gang nenber, a
ki ng or whatever they call thensel ves.
Because of what? Because he was
riding a bike?

| sai ah gawks back at her, stunned by this outburst. So unlike
Latrice. Still, he needs answers.

| SAI AH
Where did he get it?

Latrice | ooks back at him silent, defiant. Isaiah sighs,
rubs his face. Tired of how evasive she is about their son.

| SAI AH ( CONT' D)
I won't abide you hiding things for
him not anynore. Not after this--

LATRI CE
So thisis ny fault?
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| SAI AH
I know he's been going back to the
projects, sneaking around when |
expressly forbade him -

LATRI CE
He m sses his friends. He m sses
hi s hone- -

| SAl AH
That's not his hone. O ours. Not
anynore.

A current of shame under his words. A past he'd rather shut
t he door on.

LATRI CE
| don't know where he got that bike.

Fear in her face, the sane as Isaiah's. As worried as he is
about what this bike business mght nmean. A tense beat,
then Isaiah rises, heads off to the elevators al one.

SETH
You should go with him

LATRI CE
He's gonna suffocate Brenton wth
all his worries.
(beat)
Li ke he did you.

From Seth's surprise, it's clear Latrice's never spoken this
t hought al oud. But now she's said enough and knows it.

She rises, goes to join Isaiah at the elevators. Seth renmains
seated, staring down at his hands. Q@uilt in his face.

REVEAL, peeking out fromunder his sleeve, a faded TATTOO OF
A CROMN. Beneath that the nunber "5". The Five Kings.

EXT. GREENVILLE - N GHT - MOVI NG TRANSI TI ON SHOT

The poorest part of town, its falling down buildings littered
with graffiti, its snowbanks already black with soot, studded
with garbage. The only soul in sight at this hour is an QLD
BLACK WOVAN at a bus stop, headed in to work. A lonely

sil houette underneath the only working streetlanp.

INT. KJ'S CAR - NI GHT
Heat on, engine running, KJ rests in the driver's seat, eyes

cl osed, at ease now thanks to the vodka. Oblivious, Fish
sorts through the report folder in the seat next to her.



They're still at inpound, waiting on the paperwork. Been
here for awhile now, their car w ndows fogged up.

Fl SH
Whoever took these crine scene photos
is a bonafide artist. Jersey City's
own Jackson Pol ack

KJ
Pol | ock. Not Pol ack.

Fl SH

Ki d musta been conscious for awhile.
Shitload o' drag marks down in this
ditch.

(hol ds out photo we

don't see)
Lookin' for a way out, probably
scream n' for his mana.

KJ flinches but doesn't open her eyes.
FI SH ( CONT' D)

What ? You get the heebies fromcrine
scene phot 0os?

KJ
| don't need to | ook at them
Fl SH
Isn't that, |ike, your job?
KJ
Nope. My job is to file the
paper wor k.
Fl SH

So why work for the D.A.? You could
"file the paperwork" at sone Wl
Street fuckface firmon the water--

KJ
I"'mtired of their eyes...

The al cohol | oosening her up, making her nore vol ubl e than
usual . Expressionless, her eyes still shut--

KJ (CONT' D)
Looki ng at you. Enptied of whatever
el se was there once but still...
wanti ng answers.

Fish regards her. Senses how deep this goes. A valley of
dar kness she's been lost in for a long tine now.
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FI SH
You wor ked Honi ci de before?

KJ doesn't answer. Not one to |et up--

FI SH (CONT' D)
Why' d you get bunped down to car
crines?

KJ
(bitter |augh)
"Car crinmes', right. Five years for
paral yzing a kid, guaranteed he won't
do nost of that time. G eatest show
on earth, this shit.

Beat .

KJ ( CONT' D)
You see the driver's seat in Dorsey's
car?
(of f his nod)
The narcs said they chased himdown
the turnpi ke, that's how they caught

hi m
Fl SH
So what ?
In answer, KJ inclines her own seat back all the way until
she's alnost horizontal. M mcking Dorsey's seat.
KJ

How do you drive |ying down?

Her question hangs in the air, dares to be answered. She's
crossed a line, questioning a cop. And it frightens them
At heart, they're the same animal: here for the paycheck,
not to be heroes. No need to venture into closed roons that
shoul d remain bolted shut.

Fl SH
You wanna nake out, KJ, just say the
wor d.
Breaking the spell. KJ rights her seat, |ooks out her w ndow.

Rattl ed by how much she went out on the linb. Better to
shut up and |l eave this thing al one.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
Here comes asshat. Finally.

Approaching is the I npound Tech, waving paperwork. |n awkward
silence, they wait for him avoid | ooking at each other.
Fi sh cracks open his door, takes the papers--
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| MPOUND TECH
You have a good ni ght--

FI SH
Yeah what ever.

He slans his door shut, deposits the paperwork on the
dashboard. Dunps the report folder alongside it. Heaves
hi nsel f out of the car, eager to escape.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
["I'l Uber back hone from here but
yo, it was nice workin' with you

KJ
Yeah. You, too.
Still, he hangs back. Something still eating at him
Fl SH

You know, the dead don't want answers.
They' re just dead.
(beat)
You got a solid enough case here.
File the paperwork. Take the win.

She nods, knows he's got a point. Mre inportantly, wants
to be done tal king already.

FI SH ( CONT' D)
Anyways. Good luck in court tonorrow.
(beat)
Don't forget the mints.

She gawks at him Mot herfucker. Whatever nomnal fellowship
exi sted between them a few nonents ago just froze over

She | eans over, grabs the door handle. Slans the passenger
door shut in Fish's face.

Fi sh shrugs, anbles away as KJ, seething, watches him go.
Then she quickly gathers the inmpound paperwork, the manila
fol der, eager to get out of here.

She unzi ps her briefcase, shuffles through it. Whatever
she's |l ooking for isn't there.

She pulls a nmess of papers fromher briefcase, quickly rifles
through. No luck, it's not here. Wat the hell to do now?

I NT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY - NI GHT
The ICU is dark, still. The only sound the beeping nmachinery

in the quiet pre-dawn. Briefcase in hand, KJ hurries towards
Brenton's hospital room
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No one around but a lone night shift Nurse at her station.

KJ quickly scans the floor, the enpty chairs outside Brenton's
room for her papers. Nothing.

d ances into the dark room Hesitant to enter. No choi ce.
| NT. BRENTON S ROOM - CONTI NUQUS

The sound of BREATHI NG, courtesy of a ventilator, fills the
room An echoi ng, nechanical presence, |ife suspended by a
machine. As KJ enters, she keeps her eyes trained on the
room s edges, averted fromthe bed.

She spots a thin STACK OF PAPERS on the wi ndowsill, quickly
rifles through. Bingo. Visibly relieved, eager to escape,
she stuffs themhurriedly into her briefcase.

@ ances up into the window. Accidentally catches there--

BRENTON BUTLER S REFLECTION. Blurry, out of focus... but
cl ear enough to see endl ess TUBES running into his child-
i ke body. Cear enough to see his bruised, battered face.

KJ coul d | ook away, should |look away. Flee quickly from
this roomand its sorrows. But she's frozen, transfixed by
his reflection. Slowy, slowy, she turns around...

CAMERA STAYS ON KJ as she | ooks -- unblinking, unflinching --
for long nmonments. As she sees, close up, the profound danage
a 2-ton machi ne does to a young boy's body.

H S BREATHI NG, t he inhal e and exhal e of the nmchi ne that
keeps himalive, fills the room fills her head. There is
no ot her sound but this.

Unabl e to tear her eyes away, pained with the know edge of
how he waited, for hours, lying in the dark. D d he wonder
why no one canme for hin? O did he already know what every
Bl ack child I earns -- what KJ herself learned as a girl --
that their lives don't matter in this world. So many | ost
on these streets, unaccounted for, unspoken for. KJ too
lives in a post-Ferguson world. Lived in it |Iong before.

So she stands for quiet nonents, bearing wtness, a Bl ack
worman | ooki ng down at a Black child. Knowing, in the core
of her being, that if she goes along to get along, |ike she
al ways has, she will be lost. |If she walks away fromthis
boy, there will be no going back. This is her chance to be
t he person she imagi ned she would be. Maybe once was.

NURSE (O S.)
Excuse me?

The shadowy figure of a concerned Nurse in the doorway.
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NURSE ( CONT' D)
Are you famly?

A beat, then, alnost inperceptibly, KJ shakes her head. No,
she is not famly.

KJ
I"mhis attorney.

Not a declaration of war but a sinple statement of fact.
She is the one entrusted to speak for Brenton Butler. There
is no one else but her. But will she? Can she?

Hangi ng in the bal ance, KJ stares down at him Not sure
she's got what it takes anynore. To really |ook.

EXT. JABLONSKI HOUSE - N GHT

Jabl onski pulls up in his car, exhausted fromdriving around
for hours. Finally come home, nowhere else to go. The street
outside his house is still, quiet. The dark before dawn.

Wth effort, he exits his car, heads for the house. Suddenly,
fromdown the street, HEADLI GHTS FLASH AT H M

Jabl onski stops, peers down the dark street. The lights
flash again and he shields his eyes, realizing--

INT. DIANGELO S CAR - MOMENTS LATER

Di Angelo sits in the driver's seat as Jabl onski clinbs in.
For a beat, neither nan speaks. Then, quietly--

JABLONSK
" mgonna turn nmyself in. No one's
gotta know you were there. "Il
tell "emit was just ne.

Di Angel o nods. W thout rancor, gently even--

DI ANGELO

Just to be clear, this is what's
gonna happen. Your son, your little
boy? He's never gonna know you.
You' re gettin' life for this.

(beat)
So before you do anythin', think
about the kind of father you'll be.
Behi nd bars, outa his life forever..
Just |ike your old man.

Jabl onski flinches, the one thing that could turn the tide
and Di Angel o knows it. Still, quietly--
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JABLONSK
It was a acci dent.

A beat, then D Angel o takes sonething out from his pocket,
holds it out, alnost apologetically. The NOTE Jabl onski

left for the Chief earlier. |In shock, Jablonski stares down
at his own handwiting.

DI ANGELO

Thi s thing goes higher than you, ne.
W weren't supposed to be in the
park | ast night. You understand?
This accident, it al nost fucked things
up.

(beat)
You gotta put it outa your m nd.
There's no other way, man. Can you
do that?

Al nost i nperceptibly Jabl onski nods. There is no other way.
If he didn't know it before, he damm well does now. Di Angel o
crunples the note, drops it on the dash.

DI ANGELO ( CONT' D)
Hol d up, al nost forgot...

From t he backseat, Di Angel o hands hima G FT BAG a BLUE
TEDDY BEAR peeks out.

DI ANGELO ( CONT' D)
Make sure your wife gets it or
Krista'll have my fuckin' head.

Di Angel o chuckl es as Jabl onski nunbly stares down at the
teddy bear for a beat. Then Jabl onski takes the crunpled
note, stuffs it into his pocket. Wrdlessly exits the car--

POV FROM JABLONSKI ' S HOUSE
Jabl onski, head down, gift bag in hand, trudges up the wal k- -

REVEAL Marie, in the dark front room watching. Wrry in
her face. How |long has she been standing in the dark?

I NT. JC MEDI CAL CENTER - HALLWAY - DAWN

TRACK BEHI ND | sai ah as he nakes his way to Brenton's room
two cups of coffee in hand. He stops in the doorway--

| SAl AH S POV:
Early norning light fills the room Latrice sits in a chair

close to the bed, sponges Brenton's arns, bare shoul ders.
Focused on her work, hunmi ng a song under her breath.
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BACK TO SCENE

For a nonent, |saiah watches his little famly. It takes
his breath away. Breaks his heart. He can't |ook for |ong.
So he noves back down the hall, takes a seat alone. WIIling
hinself to be still. Wiiting for the storminside to pass.

INT. BRENTON S ROOM - | NTERCUT

As Latrice sponges Brenton's arm she noves down to his hand,
whi ch |ies under the covers. She pulls back the sheet.
There, nestled underneath his hand--

THE CARDBOARD SEAGULL FROM HIS BIKE. Torn, battered, but
still a lovely thing.

She stares down at it, confused. Then she carefully lifts
Brenton's hand, picks up the cardboard seagul |

Looks at it, unconprehending. How did it get here?

Latrice glances up towards the door, renenbering the girl
fromlast night... did she leave it here? |If not her, who?

OFF the cardboard seagull and its secrets--
| NT. COURTHOUSE - DEPARTMENT 432 - MORNI NG

Mor ni ng bustl e of LAWERS, DEFENDANTS as Di Angel o enters.
He takes a seat behind the Prosecutor's table over--

CLERK
... Conpl ai nt nunber three nine oh
twel ve, the State versus Lou Henry
Dor sey.

Fromthe prisoner's bullpen, the drunk driver, Lou Dorsey,
shuffles into court, escorted by two SHERI FF' S DEPUTI ES.
Joins his dinme-a-dozen PUBLI C DEFENDER at the table.

At the Prosecutor's table, a young NEWBI E Assi stant Prosecutor
sorts papers. Di Angel o cranes around, scans the court room
Where's KJ? JUDGE BLATT, ornery, glares--

JUDGE BLATT
Is the State gonna tal k?

NEVBI E
Judge, it's not my conpl aint nunber.

JUDGE BLATT
Then where the hell's my prosecutor?
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Everyone | ooks around, nervous, scandalized. No KJ in sight.
Di Angel o sits there, stunned. His perfect plan is falling
apart. Were the fuck is KJ?

EXT. LI BERTY STATE PARK - MORNI NG

CLCSE ON KJ as she exits her car, shivering in the cold
norning light. Her eyes are bl oodshot fromher all nighter
as she takes in the field, the ditch.

The park is enpty, quiet. Remmants of POLICE TAPE bl ow in
the wind. Above, SEA GULLS circle, caw. The only w tnesses
as KJ plods through the field.

At the edge of the ditch, she hesitates. A woman unable to

| ook, al nbst pathologically so. Incapable of confronting

the truth, avoids |ooking at every turn. But now, remarkably,
she descends into the ditch. CAVMERA STAYS CLOSE ON KJ as

her breath quickens, her eyes widen in horror, in pity.

What she sees in the ditch is terrible. What she sees here
changes her profoundly. Maybe irrevocably.

There is a reason she doesn't |look at crinme scenes. AS CAVMERA
SLOALY PULLS BACK, we see why- -

KJ stands in the nmddle of a pool of blood. The bottom of
the ditch, every inch of this frozen patch of earth, soaked
init. Bright red on white snow. Stretching into infinity.
A testament to a |life that | eaked away for hours, for a day,
for a night. No denying this truth. That no one cane.

For the first time, a flicker of a question in KJ's eyes. A
need for an answer. She has no idea of the trials that await

her, of all she will |ose along the way. How, in the days
and weeks and nonths to cone, this piece of earth and sky
will reverberate throughout the rest of this city -- and

beyond. Upendi ng perhaps the very bedrock that this idea of
country, this notion of denocracy, is built upon.

As CAMERA CONTI NUES TO PULL BACK, reveal beyond the ditch,
beyond this terrible tableau, the magnificent Manhattan
skyline, the Statue of Liberty with her back turned to this
Anerica. The world is vast. KJ just a bit player on its
st age.

But she cannot | et a young boy be forsaken. O forgotten.
This life nust matter. This tine.

So she | ooks.

END EPI SODE
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